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Depending on your point of view Sam is either voluptuous, pleasingly plump, or a chubby little sexpot. Whichever way you see her there is never a doubt in your mind that she is an extremely fuckable woman. I've yet to see the man whose head doesn't turn when she walks by. In her never ending battle against becoming fat Samantha follows an exercise program that would put a professional athlete to shame and many are the times that I've gone to the gym to pick her up and watched the men who were there watch Sam. I have gotten so used to men not being able to take their eyes off her that I don't even notice them anymore, and that’s how the trouble started - I should have been paying more attention.
Samantha has never realized how sexually alluring she is. She thinks she is too fat and that most men have no interest in a "fat broad" (her words, not mine) and so she has always ignored me when I've told her to be careful when she is around men, "You let your guard down sweetie, and they'll have you on your back in a New York Minute." Sam is also a very trusting person and doesn't think ill of anyone. I've told her a thousand times that she is too naive, but she just laughs and tells me that I'm too cynical. To help complicate the mix, Sam can't handle liquor very well. It does not take much to get her looped and when she gets looped she loses her common sense and most of her natural inhibitions. It has never been much of a problem because Sam is everybody's buddy, and even though most of the men would rather fuck her than eat, most of the time they treat her like a younger sister and they are very protective of her. She often stops for a beer or two with the guys she works with and there had never been a problem - like I said, the guys look after her - or at least once upon a time they did.
I have a very good job, one that I like immensely, but it does have one draw back, it has me traveling two or three times a month. Some of these trips are only for a day or two, but some have lasted as long as a week. I had flown to the home office for a sales meeting and after four grueling days spent listening to self proclaimed "motivational" experts I was glad to be returning home. I walked into the house and found Sam on the bed, passed out. There were empty beer bottles all over the place and the bedroom reeked of sex. Sam lay with her legs spread wide and there were dried white blotches, that could only have been cum stains, all over her tits, face, stomach and her hairy bush. Her cunt lips were reddish and swollen, her tits had hickeys all over them, and it was obvious, even to a dumb shit like me, that Sam had been thoroughly gang fucked.
Amazingly, looking at Sam on the bed did not drive me to rage, or even anger; all I felt was sorrow because I knew our marriage would never again be the same and it had been a great marriage. Looking at Sam, spread out on the bed like a discarded doll, I thought about what it meant. Sam knew I'd be home early on Saturday so why did she allow me to find her this way? Did she get drunk and forget or was what happened so mind blowing that she spaced it out? Or, and this was a most unsettling thought, did she not care if I found her this way? I had a lot on my mind as I picked up the debris of her night of debauchery, none of it good. I was just finishing the dishes in the kitchen when I heard a noise behind me and turned to see Sam standing in the doorway. I can't even begin to describe the look on her face - worry, concern, shame, and even a touch of defiance. "When did you get home?" she asked.
"About three hours ago" I replied. I saw a tear slide down her cheek, "I'm sorry, I'm so very sorry" she said in an anguished voice and she turned and left the room and few minutes later I heard the shower running. Forty-five minutes later, as I was in my home office working on my expense report, Sam came in and sat down on the couch. "I can't blame you for hating me, but can I at least tell you what happened?" I turned to face her and waited.
The company that Sam worked for hired a new guy to be their computer guru and Ron took one look at Sam and decided he had to have her. He wasted no time in starting his campaign to get close to her. He talked with her every chance he got; he arranged his lunch hour to coincide with hers, sat with her in the lunch room and even took her out to lunch on several occasions. He became a regular in the group that stopped at the bar after work, and in general, he was always around and working on her. And Sam of course, being Sam, thought he was just being nice to her. A couple of times he almost got her out of the bar, but one of her coworkers always came to the rescue. That is they did until the day Ron said, "What's with you guys? You want to fuck her as bad as I do so why are you getting in my way? Don't you realize that as soon as one of us fucks her the door is open for everybody else?" The guys all looked at each other as Ron's words sank in and at that point Sam was doomed.
It was three days before Sam stopped again with the guys from work. I had just gone out of town for the four day trip and wouldn't be back until Saturday. The evening started out normally enough with Ron and another guy challenging Sam and Bill to a game of pool. Ron and the other guy threw the match and had to buy Sam and her partner a round of drinks. The next pair of challengers also threw the match and bought a round of drinks for the winners. Sam and Bill won six straight matches with the losers always buying the winners a round. Sam never noticed Bill switching his full drink for her empty or half -empty one and by the end of the sixth game Sam was blitzed.
For the seventh game Ron, who was the challenger, said he wanted to change the stakes; if Sam won he would buy all her drinks for the next five times she stopped after work and if he won she would have to give him a kiss. Sam, who had just won six in a row and who therefore knew she was unbeatable, agreed. Sam broke the rack, sank two balls and then missed an easy shot and Ron, who was next, ran the table. Ron walked over to Sam to claim his kiss and she, expecting a quick peck on the mouth, offered her face up to him. When Ron pulled her close and slipped his tongue in between her lips Sam, who was well past the point where her common sense and inhibitions had disappeared, responded in kind. The two of them kissed passionately until the other guys hollered at them to give up the table and 'go get a room.' Ron walked Sam over to a table and bought her another drink and when she was halfway through it he got her out onto the dance floor for a slow waltz.
Five minutes later, when Ron walked her out the back door and into the parking lot, no one interfered. Ron fucked her on the back seat of his car - twice - and then he left her and went back into the bar. Two minutes later Doug was fucking her and after Doug the rest of the guys went out to Ron's car one by one. When the bar closed at two a.m. Ron drove Sam home and the other guys followed. When Sam woke up the next morning Ron was in bed with her and she did not remember how he got there, but the two of them called in sick and spent the entire day in bed fucking. That night Ron took Sam out to dinner and then they stopped at the bar where, an hour later, Sam was again on the back seat of Ron's car taking on all comers. The next morning she woke up in bed with Ron and Bill. That night after work they didn't even bother stopping at the bar, everyone followed Sam home.
By that third night Ron was considered to be Sam's unofficial boyfriend and regardless of who and how many she fucked the night before she always woke up with Ron next to her. Her fourth night was a repeat of the previous three and to the best of her recollection she was used by eleven different guys that night."
When she was through I asked her when she had developed her sudden taste for multiple partners and she blushed - actually turned red - and said, "I don't really like having that many men use me, but it's the price I have to pay to get Ron to fuck me."
"Are you in love with him?" I asked.
Eyes downcast she said, "He's an insufferable bastard and I can barely stand him, but he has an eleven inch cock and I can't get enough of it."
"So what does that mean for us?" I asked.
She was silent for a moment and then she said, "I don't honestly know. I love you and I hope you believe that, but I love Ron's cock too and he can have me any time he wants me and if it means I have to fuck all his buddies to get him to give it to me I will."
So now I have a decision to make. Can I live with the fact that the woman I love is a slut for another man - an asshole with a big cock - who can make her fuck whoever and however many he wants? Or do I say goodbye to twenty years of marriage and the only woman I have ever loved?
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I doubt that most men start out their marriage wondering what it would be like to see their wives making love with other men. Most come to the realization that it would be great to observe her only after events and circumstances bring them to that point. I am an exception. I knew that I wanted to watch my wife with others even before I met her. The story I'm going to relate will be considered somewhat sick buy some, but real life has never been accused of being pretty and I learned a long time ago that it's stupid to try to apologize for things over which you have no control.
In the fall of my eighteenth year the even that would shape the rest of my sexual life occurred. Some explanation will be necessary to set the stage so bear with me for a bit. My father and mother had an off again on again relationship that probably could never be understood by anyone other than themselves. They fought like cats and dogs most of the time and the usual outcome of those fights would be my father packing his bags and moving out. A month or two later he would move back in. During the periods of his absence my mother did not stay home and sulk. She spent a good deal of her evenings when he was gone bar hopping and going to parties and she usually had company in the person of her sister, my Aunt Margaret.
The night that imprinted the sexual attitudes I would carry for the rest of my life started like most others. We were in a period of dad being gone. My mother and I had finished dinner and I was doing the dishes when Aunt Maggie called my mother and invited her to a party. As mom was going out the door she told me not to stay up too late since the next day was a school day. I did my homework, watched some TV and was in bed by ten. A noise woke me up and I saw from the bedside clock that it was a little after one in the morning. I heard more noises and I got up to see what they were. They were coming from the living room and I went to the head of the stairs and looked over the railing. Aunt Maggie was on her back on the living room floor, legs spread, skirt up to her waist, panties hanging from one ankle and she was being fucked by some man who I'd never seen before. Aunt Maggie had both of her hands on the man's ass and it seemed as if she was pulling him into her. He pounded away and every time he was on the up stroke Aunt Maggie's ass would leave the floor and follow him up as though she couldn't bear to part with his cock.
Aunt Maggie was NOT the one making the noise. Sitting in an armchair not three feet from Aunt Maggie and her lover was my mother. She was rapidly moving her fingers in and out of her pussy and saying, "Fuck him Maggs, fuck him. Make him cum Maggs, make him cum."
I slunk down on the floor and looked through the banisters at the scene below. Eventually, and I have no idea of the expired time, the guy let loose his load and got up from between Aunt Maggie's legs. He started to wipe off his dick, but my mother said, "Oh no you don't. Bring it here." The man walked over to my mother and she took his cock in her mouth and started to suck him.
Aunt Maggie got up from the floor, but before her skirt fell down to cover things I saw cum dripping from her pussy lips and running down her legs. There was a knock at the front door and Aunt Maggie went to answer it. Another man I'd never seen before walked into the living room, "Sorry I'm late. Have I missed anything?"
Aunt Maggie said, "Not that you can't catch up on."
The guy walked over to where my mother was giving her blow job and as he was pulling his dick out of his pants he asked, "Can I get some of that?"
Aunt Maggie said, "She's busy, but I can help."
I watched as both women alternated sucking cocks and finally my mother said, "We need to take this some place more comfortable" and with that they all headed for the stairs. I beat a hasty retreat to my bedroom and got back in bed. I pulled the covers up over my head and stayed as still as I could and sure enough my mother looked in on me as she was on her way to her bedroom.
I waited a good ten minutes and then I got up and moved quietly down the hallway. Stopping at my mother's bedroom door I listened to what was going on. I did not see anymore that night, but near as I could tell both women fucked both guys and sucked both guys - more than once. Naturally I had developed a hard on and just as naturally I went back to my room and took care of it. One thing was certain - having watched what went on I wanted to see more.
Over the next few weeks I remained awake when ever my mother went out hoping to see more, but I only had one opportunity to see something. My mother brought a guy home and fucked him on the living room couch. The first time she took the guy doggie style, sucked him hard again and then she let him fuck her in the missionary position. When they were done she walked him to the front door and then headed up the stairs for bed. I waited until I heard her bedroom door close before I beat myself silly.
Then, at least as far as my getting to watch was concerned - disaster struck. My dad came back. For almost six months all was harmony between my folks. It was during this period of sweetness and light that I made a discovery. The heat vent in my bedroom broke - when I pushed the little knob down to open the slats they would not move. I took the vent apart to see if I could fix it and while I was down on my knees I noticed that with the vent out in my room I could see into the next room through that room's vent slats. Since the next room was the room that Aunt Maggie used when she stayed over I figured that I could put the vent to good use.
The inevitable finally happened. Mom and dad got to squabbling and things escalated until he packed his bags and left. He wasn't gone two days when Aunt Maggie called and told my mother about this great party they could go to. Aunt Maggie came over early and carried her stuff up to the room she used and I already had the vent cover off and was lying on the floor to see what I could see. Aunt Maggie stripped down to nothing and walked around the room naked admiring herself in the large wall mirror. She pushed her breasts up and nodded approvingly and then she sprayed some perfume in strategic places and started to dress. First came the garter belt and the slowly, almost lovingly she rolled on her nylons and attached them to the straps hanging from the belt. She stepped into a pair of black lace panties and then she put on a pair of 'come fuck me' high heels. Watching herself in the mirror, and apparently being satisfied with what she saw, she put on a black lace bra and then wiggled into an extremely tight dress. I did not notice her leaving the room because I was busy beating myself raw.
I was awake when they came home that night, but before I could take my place at the stair railing I heard them coming up the stairs. Taking my vent down I was already in position on the floor when Aunt Maggie and her boyfriend of the evening came into the room. Aunt Maggie did a slow strip for the man and stood in front of him in only heels and hose, "You like?" she asked. His response was to strip down faster than I would have thought possible. As he moved toward Aunt Maggie she went to her knees and opened her mouth. As her lips wrapped around his already stiff cock one of her hands came up to caress his balls. I watched as she very slowly and lovingly sucked his cock. I was so hard that I hurt. I watched for the next two hours as Aunt Maggie sucked him, fucked him and gave him her ass. When the guy left my dick was so sore from being beaten that I didn't think I'd be able to get it up for a month.
From then on that vent became my TV. I watched as Aunt Maggie sucked and fucked her way through the town's male population. I saw her fuck two guys at once, three guys at once and on one memorable night I watched her take on six men. Occasionally my mother would join in and on a few occasions she came into Aunt Maggie's room and asked her if she wanted to swap partners. Aunt Maggie always said yes.
Believe it or not there were some nights when I was too tired or my dick was too sore for me to watch Aunt Maggie do what she loved to do. One such night I was home in bed trying to recover from a bad day at football practice - a day when it seemed like I was the designated tackling dummy - when I heard Aunt Maggie come in with her 'guest' of the evening. I turned my head into the pillow and tried to go to sleep. It must have been around two in the morning when something woke me up. I heard the door of my bedroom open up and footsteps approach the bed. Someone climbed in bed with me and I felt a cool hand slide down my stomach to my hard cock.
"Wore it out, did we?" said Aunt Maggie. "But I know what to do."
As her hot mouth wrapped itself around my cock I realized what had happened. She must have gotten up to go to the bathroom and on her way back she had angled a little to the left and had come in my door instead of the door to her room. She though I was her 'guest'.
Her magic mouth had me hard in less than a minute and she took her mouth away from my cock and swung over me and straddled me. Her cum filled pussy slid down my dick with no trouble and then we were off to the races. I was surprised that I stayed with her for as long as I did. It must have had something to do with all the jacking off she had caused me to be doing. Eventually though I had to let loose and as my cum shot up into her pussy I heard her chuckle, "I told you that you couldn't wear me down." She swung off me and then settled down on the bed to snuggle up against me. Her hand wandered down my body to my cock and she said, "Don't you worry baby. You get a little rest and then I'll get you ready again." And she did.
Movement on the bed woke me up. Aunt Maggie was sitting on the edge of the bed with her head in her hands, "Oh sweet Jesus what have I done? How did I let this happen?"
I of course knew what had happened and I had loved every minute of it and before she knew what was happening I had pulled her down on the bed and was between her legs and going for glory. Aunt Maggie put up token resistance, trying to push me away and saying, "No, you mustn't, you can't" but I could and I was and even as she protested she was fucking back at me.
When we were finished I moved up on her and pushed my limp dick in her mouth and waited for her to suck me hard again and then I moved her up on her hands and knees and took her from behind. When she was getting ready to leave the room she looked at me and asked, "You won't tell anyone, will you?"
I grinned at her, "Not as long as we can do it again." She smiled a little and left the room.
Until the day I joined the Army Aunt Maggie and I carried on a torrid affair and to the best of my knowledge my mother never found out about us. I was not the only one in Maggie's life and I continued to use my little personal TV set. By the time I left for the Army I was a confirmed voyeur and there was never any doubt in my mind that I wouldn't always be one. The night I met my bride to be, the moment I saw her and even before being introduced to her, my first thought was "I wonder what it would be like to watch her fuck?" It was great, but that's another story.
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She never felt a thing. One minute She was jogging down the street and the next She knew She was looking down on herself as the paramedics put her in a body bag. Off to the side She saw a tearful woman talking to a policeman and She drifted over that way to listen.
"I never saw her! She came out from between those parked cars and was suddenly right in front of me. I never had time to hit my brakes. One second she wasn't there, and the next second she was."
She watched while the cop made the woman blow into something and then write down something in a notebook. Another cop came over and said, "There are three witnesses; their stories are all pretty much the same. The deceased was jogging down the sidewalk and then she suddenly cut left between those parked cars and was immediately struck by this lady's car."
Could She have been so stupid as to run out into the street without looking? She couldn't remember, but apparently there were three people who said She did. That was so unlike her; She never did anything like that. On the other hand, She was dead and there was no disputing that.
Where was She? She obviously wasn't in heaven or hell. She had no form or feeling, but She could see and hear. Could She talk, touch or smell? She floated over to the nearest cop and as She neared him he threw out an arm to point at something and it passed through the space She occupied - She didn't feel a thing and apparently, neither did he. She moved until they were occupying the same space and She shouted as loud as She could, but She heard no sound nor did he. She inhaled and smelled nothing. It looked as if see and hear was all She could do.
She drifted over to the woman who, still weeping, was talking on a cell phone, "No, I'm all right. Just shaken up is all. I can drive okay. I'm only two blocks from Toby's; I'll probably stop for a drink to help me settle my nerves and I should be home when you get there. I love you, bye."
She watched as the woman dropped the phone into her purse and when the woman walked back over to the two cops She felt herself being tugged along after her as if She was a piece of metal and the woman was a magnet. One of the cops looked up from his paperwork and said, "Just one more thing Mrs. Port. Do I have the correct spelling on your first name - ALETHA?" The woman nodded yes and turned to leave and She felt herself being pulled along after her. She drifted a little closer and the pull was stronger and suddenly She was sucked inside the woman's body. She was looking out through the woman's eyes and She felt the beating heart, the blood coursing through the woman's veins, and when the woman opened her car door She felt it - She had feeling again. Aletha started her car and with shaking hands on the steering wheel she drove off.
Aletha maneuvered the car into a parking space in the lot behind Toby's Bar and Grill, and then went inside and sat down at a small table in the back. Aletha ordered a scotch on the rocks and when it came she picked it up with a trembling hand and took a sip. She could taste the smokey flavor and She was astonished - She was supposed to be dead - how could She feel things, taste things? It was all so confusing. Aletha got up to use the ladies room and when she was looking in the mirror, touching up her makeup She got her first really good look at the woman who had killed her. Good boobs, great legs, nice figure overall and a very lovely face. On the way back to the table She noticed the looks that Aletha drew from the men and She wondered if any of them would try to pick her up. Aletha had no sooner sat down than the question was answered; a very nice looking man approached the table and asked if her could buy Aletha a drink. She would have said yes, but Aletha declined and the man went back to his table. Aletha had one more scotch and then got up to go.
Driving down the street She wondered if Ben had heard about the accident yet. He had asked her to marry him and She had told him She would have to think about it. She had decided to say yes, but now he would never know. It would be nice to see him once more; all they would have to do is turn left up here at Second Ave and go ten blocks and they would be at the Landing Strip Lounge where he would be shooting pool.
As if on cue Aletha made a left turn on Second - Whoa! She thought, did I cause that? She looked into the rear view mirror and saw confusion on Aletha's face. Was it possible that Aletha didn't mean to turn there? The Strip was two more blocks down the street and She concentrated her thoughts on it and waited to see what would happen. As she neared the driveway into the Strip's parking lot Aletha slowed down and turned in. She looked into the rear view mirror and saw both worry and confusion on Aletha's face, as if she was asking herself "What am I doing here?" She said, "Not to worry honey, We'll just look in on Ben, stay a few minutes and then you can leave and get on with your life." As they walked up to the side door Aletha kept looking nervously around; she obviously wasn't familiar with this part of town and she was trying to figure out why she was here.
She directed Althea to an empty stool at the bar and was tempted to have her order a vodka tonic (She didn't really like scotch), but She decided that She was already intruding on the poor woman more than She should be. Aletha ordered scotch on the rocks and then She had Aletha turn to look at the pool tables. There was Ben, in the middle of a doubles match, and they sat and sipped scotch and watched him shoot. After several minutes one of the guys walked over to Ben and said something to him. Ben's head came up and he looked over at them. She held his gaze for several moments and then Ben turned away to take his shot. Several times over the next five minutes Ben looked over at them and he always found them watching him. When the match was over Ben racked his pool cue and came over to them.
"Hi" he said, "Haven't seen you in here before. You like looking at pool games, or were you looking at something else?"
"What?" She thought, "Is he trying to pick us up?" She had Aletha say, "Pool never was my sport."
Ben smiled, "Can I buy you a drink?" and She had Aletha accept. Ben asked them to join him at a table and they did. While Ben talked She became more and more pissed off. This asshole had asked me to marry him two days ago and now he is trying to pick up this bimbo (sorry Aletha, I didn't mean that). The shithead doesn't even know I'm dead yet and he's fucking around on me. It's a good thing I'm not going to marry him; he'd be fucking around on me before the honeymoon was over. She wondered if she could fuck over him and maybe make him feel like the asshole he was; make him do a guilt trip. How would he feel when he found out that while he was fucking Aletha She had been lying on a slab at the morgue?
She had Aletha say, "I don't usually come to places like this, but as I was driving by I thought that this looked like a place where a girl might be able to find a stiff cock!"
Ben smiled, "Honey, you have most definitely come to the right place. Would you prefer a motel, or would my van be all right?"
She felt Aletha's body stiffen even as she spoke the words and She used whatever it was that She had to will Aletha into saying, "Your van will be fine."
They got up and, to the amused grins of the other customers, followed Ben outside. Once inside the van Ben wasted no time in dropping his pants and letting his large cock spring free. God, I'm going to miss that she thought as she forced Aletha to take it in her hand and then lower her head and take it in her mouth. She could feel Aletha trying to fight what was happening and She ruthlessly forced Aletha to continue. Ben rolled Aletha over onto her back, pushed her skirt up, pulled her panties down and spread her legs wide. He moved between them, spit into the palm of his hand, stroked his cock a couple of times and then he started working his cock into Aletha's pussy. She could feel Ben's cock driving in and out of Aletha as Aletha lay there, numb, like this was happening to someone else and not her, but then She felt the tension start to leave Aletha and soon Aletha was responding to Ben's thrusts, her butt pushing up to meet him. She felt Aletha's body tremble as Aletha had an orgasm. Goodness, She thought, I certainly didn't have anything to do with that. She looked out through Aletha's eye at the unfaithful bastard that she would have married and was sorry that She had given him such a marvelous piece of ass. While She watched Ben started pounding faster into Aletha and then She felt the splash of his sperm as it hit Aletha's womb. Suddenly the side door of the van slid open and two guys were standing there. "Sorry to barge in on you Ben, but you have an emergency phone call. It's about Mary Jo." Ben grabbed his pants and hurried in to the bar leaving the two guy standing there staring at Aletha.
She tried to follow Ben so she could see the look on his face when he was told She was dead, but She couldn't pull away from Aletha's body. Aletha's eyes seemed glazed and she was moaning as she worked her fingers into her damp bush. One of the guys turned to the other and said, "I don't know about you, but I want some of that" and he climbed into the van. The other guy hesitated, but then he too got in. She tried to get Aletha up, but whatever it was that She had that had allowed her to control Aletha it wasn't strong enough to overcome whatever it was that was controlling Aletha now. The two guys removed their pants and while one slid his cock into a moaning Aletha the other was stuffing his cock in her mouth. She felt both cocks and the twisting, humping motions of Aletha's body as the two men used her.
The van door opened again and Ben looked inside. "I have to go, something has happened to Mary Jo."
The guy in Aletha's pussy said, "If you don't mind, we'd like to use the van for a while."
He reached for his pants and fished out his car keys and tossed them to Ben. Aletha was moaning and trying to say something, but the cock in her mouth kept anyone from understanding her. The guy fucking Aletha's pussy gave a loud grunt and spewed his cum inside her and when he pulled out the guy in Aletha's mouth scurried down to take his place. She heard the squishing noise the guy's cock made as it invaded Aletha's cum filled channel and noticed that the guy didn't seem at all upset that he was getting sloppy thirds. Aletha was crying out for the guy to fuck her harder and She saw the guy who had just finished heading for the bar. She knew what was coming next and sure enough the bar door opened and several guys came out and headed for the van. She watched as the guys formed a line and began to take turns on the poor housewife that She had taken over.
"Pleased with what you have accomplished?" said a voice from behind her.
She turned and saw a man in a white robe with a bright white light surrounding him. "Who are you?" she asked.
"I'm your guide" the man said, "I'm here to escort you on your final journey."
She felt herself flow out of Aletha's body and toward the light surrounding the man. She turned to look at Aletha, who was on her hands and knees with a cock pounding her from behind while her head was buried in another man's lap. She looked at the line of guys waiting for their turn in the van and She said "I can't just leave her there."
The man said, "You have made a mess of her life, there is no denying that, but don't feel too bad about it. In about a year she was going to have an extramarital affair and six months after that she would have been in the back seat of a car somewhere doing what she is doing now. All you did was speed up the process and we can adjust for that. No honey, the only one you messed up was yourself."
"What do you mean?" She asked.
As he drew her toward the brilliant white light he said, "You were not supposed to die tonight. Someone upstairs crossed a wire or something. As soon as the Boss discovered a mistake had been made he sent me down to correct it, but when I got there, you were gone. You should never have possessed that woman's body. I could not revive your body without you being there and by the time we tracked you down to this place it was too late. It's too bad, you know. You were suppose to live another sixty-three years."
She cried, "Why is it too late? We can still do it, can't we?"
"Fraid not honey" the man said. "Remember that organ donor card you signed?" She stared at him in horror as he continued, "Your kidneys came out about sixty seconds ago and your heart is being lifted out even as we speak. You don't have a body to go back to sweetie - you're screwed."
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I am and have always been a voyeur. Ever since the day I accidentally saw my Aunt Mildred sucking my Uncle Paul's cock I have looked for ways to watch other people having sex.
By sneaking around I was able to watch my sister suck and fuck several of her boyfriends; I saw my Aunt Maggie fuck my Uncle Bill (her husband), my Uncle Wendell and my Uncle Bob and apparently none of them knew about the others. I eventually fucked Aunt Maggie myself, but that is another story.
I saw my cousin Jane fuck two black guys at the same time while her husband was on a business trip and I saw my Cousin Chuck suck off my Cousin George (yuck!). When my Cousin Wendell got married I watched the bride to be suck and fuck three guys two days before the wedding and I watched my mother and Aunt Maggie fuck God only knows how many different men. And all that doesn't even take into account all that I saw while sneaking around the neighborhood and peeking in windows. I finally got caught and in getting caught I had one of the most memorable sexual experiences of my life.
I had made a discovery while trying to fix a heat register in my bedroom. When I pulled the vent cover to try and fix the vent handle I found that I could see into the adjacent bedroom. I used that vent as my window to watch what happened in the spare bedroom which was the room usually used by Aunt Maggie when she stayed with us.
It was during one of the periods when mom and dad were fighting and he had moved out. As usual when that happened my mom and Aunt Maggie would go out and party and they almost never came home with out male companions. I spent a lot of time at that vent watching Aunt Maggie's sexual gymnastics. When Aunt Maggie couldn't get away from my Uncle Bill to come visit my mom would go out alone, but she rarely came home that way.
One night, for some reason I never found out, when mom came home she took her companions - two of them - into the spare bedroom instead of to her own bedroom. I watched for over two hours as mom and her two fuck buddies did everything that two men and one woman can do. When they were done mom told the two men to see themselves out.
I had just heard the front door close when mom got off the bed. She got snagged in the sheets, tripped and fell to the floor in such a way that she was looking straight into the vent and into my face. I saw the sudden realization of what I had been doing come over her face and then just as sudden I saw the anger as she scrambled to get up off the floor. I had frozen in fear at the look on her face and she was already opening the spare bedroom door when I woke up to the fact that she was on her way to see me and with murderous intent.
I got up from the floor but I was no sooner standing than she came through my bedroom door spitting and snarling, "You no good rotten little bastard" and she swung at my face with an open hand. I caught her hand and then I twisted away from her and pulled intending to let her momentum carry her by me and onto my bed while I grabbed my pants and then ran for my life. As she went toward the bed she reached out and grabbed my arm and I felt her nails bite into me as she held onto me and pulled me off balance. She fell on the bed on her back and with her legs spread wide and I fell between them. Her cunt was loose and very wet from the two hours she'd just spent with her 'gentlemen friends' and my cock was still hard as a rock from watching her. By sheer ass coincidence the position she fell in and the angle at which I was falling lined my cock up with her pussy and I entered her and drove all the way in until pubic bone hit pubic bone. If I was only going to get killed before, now I was going to be killed, dismembered and then have the pieces burned.
Mom gave a loud "Oof" as I landed on her and drove inside and her eyes kind of glazed over. I started to pull away from her, but her legs came up and locked behind me and her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me back down. I tried to pull back a second time but she still held onto me. When my third attempt to pull away from her failed I said, "Shit! She wants it" and so I started to fuck her. And just that quick I found out that I was mistaken. What she had done must have been just pure reflex action while she was temporarily stunned.
As I banged into her the glazed look slowly disappeared and was replaced by a look of pure loathing. He legs fell away from their clamping position and the hands that had pulled me to her were now pounding on my chest as she cried, "Stop damn you! Stop right now you little son of a bitch, get your filthy ass off of me." But she had stopped me from quitting when I had tried and she had gotten me going and I didn't have any blood left in my brain to help me think clearly - it was all in my cock - and my cock was screaming at me to "Go, go, go, go."
The blows that she rained on me began to lose some of their steam and her "Goddamn you's" faded to "God, god, god" and then the words stopped all together and all I heard was one long continuous low moan. Her hands fell to her sides and she lay there breathing heavily as I continued to pound into the channel that had let me slide out into the light of day some eighteen years previous.
My eyes were closed, my teeth were clenched and I was trying to make myself cum. Suddenly her hands were on my ass again and she was pulling me to her. Seconds later her legs locked behind mine again and I felt her pushing her pussy up at me as I drove down into it. Words started coming out of her mouth, "Oh god, oh god, oh god" and then "Oh please, oh please, oh please" and finally "Oh god fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeee."
I drove myself into her as hard as I could. I could feel the need to cum, I wanted to cum, but it stayed just out of reach and it forced me to fuck harder and faster. I did not know that it was possible to fuck until you hurt, but that day I found out that you could. Mom was screaming now and her nails were drawing blood. Her heels beat a tattoo on the back of my legs and she spasmed and shook as she had one orgasm after another and then she screamed at me, "Cum god damn you, cum." It was as if those were the words I was waiting for and I erupted into my mother. I came so hard that I would not have been surprised to see some of it dribble out of her mouth. Then, totally out of breath I collapsed on the bed next to her.
I don't know how long she laid there beside me, but I'm guessing it was a good five minutes. She didn't say a word, just stared up at the ceiling. Finally she got up and walked out of the room and I drifted off to sleep. The next morning I woke up early, dressed and quietly left the house.
The day was long and hard and at the same time it was too damned short. Long and hard because I couldn't concentrate on anything at school. All I could think about was how badly I had fucked up the night before and think of the consequences that I would have to face when I went home after classes - if I went home! I seriously considered running away and joining the French Foreign Legion. The day that had seemed so long and hard also proved to be too damned short because suddenly my classes were over and I was standing on the quad with two choices - run away, or go home and face the music.
Suddenly I realized that I was in the driver's seat. I could threaten to tell dad what she did every time that he was gone and just as suddenly I realized that I couldn't do that. First off I knew that mom wouldn't care and secondly dad wasn't stupid, he had to already know. Hell, it was probably what they fought about most of the time. No, my only defense, such as it was, would be the truth. I had never had an incestuous thought about my mother, even after watching her fuck dozens of guys. What had happened was an accident. I hadn't meant for it to happen, it just had. As for the watching through the vent - what teenager wasn't curious about sex? It was wrong, but so what? It didn't hurt anybody. Knowing that I had the truth on my side I headed on home to face the music.
All that sweating and worrying and mom wasn't even there when I got home. I fixed myself some leftovers and went to my room to try and study. I heard mom come in around eight and I waited for her to call for me to come down stairs or for her to come storming through my door, but neither one happened. The next morning I again got out of the house without seeing mom, but I knew my luck was running out because the next day was Saturday and I didn't have any classes and mom didn't work on the weekends. Mom wasn't home when I got there and she still wasn't home when I fell asleep.
Saturday morning when I got up mom heard me moving around and she called me downstairs and told me to sit down at the kitchen table. She puttered around for several minutes and then she came over and sat down across from me.
"Honey, I'm sorry for the things I called you the other night. I was mad and not thinking straight. I was more mad at myself for letting you find out about me than I was mad at you for watching. I've gone over what happened in your room and I can see that you didn't mean to do it and it was moistly my fault for running into your room naked, but what happened between us was wrong. In fact it is against the law in this state. Honey, no one can ever know about it - no one! We have to put it out of our minds and put it behind us, okay? Can you do that for me? Can you keep our secret?"
I mumbled a "Yes Mam" and she gave me a long steady look and then said, "Good. How would you like your eggs?"
Things were awkward between us for the next couple of days and then she and dad made up and he moved back home.
Two months went by and then mom and dad had a fierce argument and he moved out again. That night mom went out and when she came home I heard men's voices. For the next two weeks it was more of the same and then one night I heard her come home and I heard a man's voice and a half hour later I heard mom yell something and minutes later I heard the front door slam. Five minutes later I heard my bedroom door open, "Honey? Are you awake?"
"Yes mom."
"Honey, I need help. Can you please help your momma? He left me hanging honey. He got me almost there and then he said he was through. Help me honey, please help me" and she crawled into bed with me.
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You remember when you were a young teenager, still a virgin, and with all of those raging hormones? The only thing important to you then was getting rid of your cherry; finding some girl willing to play 'doctor' with you, willing to let you lift her skirt and lead you to the promised land.
Remember how you felt when your buddies would tell you that they had gotten laid? Remember drooling as they recounted each and ever juicy detail? Remember getting the name of the girl and hitting on her and being told to "Fuck off asshole?"
I was eighteen, still a virgin, and it sucked!
I live with my mom, dad and older sister. Mary is two years older than I am and early on we had agreed to despise each other. I'm told that this is common in families where there is an older sister and a younger brother, but I've never seen it in any of my friend's families. Whatever, Mary was in her third year of college and I'd heard mom and dad commenting on the crowd that she was running with. Frankly, I was surprised they noticed, but then what kid thinks that his parents know anything. The fact was that she was running with a pretty rowdy group and more than once I'd seen her sneaking into the house after going out and partying. I knew that she was drinking heavily and although she didn't smoke she did do some weed. I didn't have a clue as to how bad she really was until one weekend when my parents left town to visit relatives.
I was supposed to spend the weekend at my buddy Ron's house, but we got into an argument and I stormed out and went home. When I got there the joint was jumping. Mary had apparently interpreted mom and dad's "You are not to have anyone over while we are gone" to mean that 'anyone' was singular and that therefore everyone (plural) was okay. I hung around outside and watched the comings and goings and looked through the windows to see how college kids partied. It didn't seem to be too much different from the parties that me and my buddies had except that instead of just beer there was some hard stuff and apparently plenty of weed. The girls seemed to be a lot wilder too. I saw a couple that seemed to get a charge out of flashing their tits and I wondered if I went in how long I could last before Mary saw and had a cow.
Then I noticed that I didn't see Mary anywhere and when she hadn't made an appearance after ten or fifteen minutes I decided to crash her party. I walked in like I belonged there (which in a sense I did), grabbed a beer out of an ice chest and then I just mingled. I hadn't been there two minutes when one of the girls that I'd seen earlier came up to me and said, "Hi, I'm Jan. You're cute, want to see my tits?" and she lifted her sweater. Right behind her came the other one I'd seen and she hoisted up her sweater and said, "Mine are better."
I stood there looking from one to the other and thinking that I'd died and gone to heaven. Then Jan said, "What do you think, are mine better than hers?"
I smiled and said "The only way I can honestly judge them is to taste them" and I stuck my tongue out and leaned forward.
Jan pulled down her sweater, snarled "Pervert!" and turned and walked away. The other girl gave me a nasty look and then took off after Jan and I heard a couple of guys standing near us say "Way to go dude."
I headed up the stairs to my bedroom and walked in on a couple who were fucking on my bed. The guy gave me a nasty look and said, "What the fuck are you doing in here?" I ignored him and went over to my dresser and got the present that I'd received for my seventeenth birthday out of the top drawer. It was an Olympus D-370 digital camera and I loved it to death. Take a picture, plug the camera into a USB port on a computer and - viola - instant pictures. Just what I needed to get the photos that would give me leverage over Mary.
The guy on the bed said, "Hey asshole, I asked you what you were doing in here!" I turned to him, "This is my bedroom dick breath and I don't recall you asking me if you could use it" then I raised the camera, said "Smile" and took a picture of him and the naked girl on my bed. While he was still trying to figure out what had just happened I left the room.
I went back to the party and started to take pictures. A half-hour went by and I still hadn't seen Mary so I went back upstairs and started checking bedrooms. There was a different couple in my bedroom and they ignored me when I looked in. The spare bedroom had two couples on the bed and I quickly backed out and left them alone. There was another couple on the bed in Mary's room and when I opened up the door the girl giggled and said, "Oh good, reinforcements." I was tempted, oh God was I tempted, but I was after blackmail material and I had temporarily forgotten how bad I wanted to lose my cherry.
It was in mom and dad's bedroom that I hit pay dirt. There in the middle of the king size bed was Mary - and three guys! I was so surprised that I froze in the doorway and lost valuable seconds. One of the three guys turned and yelled, "Get the fuck out of here" and that woke me up and I started snapping pictures as fast as the camera would go. I got seven before two of the guys got off the bed and came for me. I ran laughing from the room and left the house to go for a walk and to let things settle down. Twenty minutes later I went back to the house and I hid the camera in the garage. I went back inside the house, got a beer and started mingling again.
I was having a good time. I was sipping a beer and a couple of girls had pulled me out onto the impromptu dance floor and I began to entertain the idea that I just might lose my virginity if I played my cards right when out of the corner of my eye I saw Mary. She was standing off to the side and I saw murder on her face. Any other time I would have been terrified, but not now so I ignored her. Ten minutes later I was in a quiet corner necking with one of the girls I had been dancing with and to that point she hadn't made any objections to my roaming hands. I was seconds from asking her if she wanted to see my room when Mary walked over to us and said to the girl, "You know that my little brother (and she emphasized 'little') is only eighteen, don't you?" From the look on the girl's face I sensed that she could have cared less, but I could also see that she realized that there was some "family shit" going on and she wasn't going to get in the middle of it. She excused herself and walked away. I looked up at Mary as she stood there with a self-satisfied smirk on her face and I thought to myself, "Okay bitch, you asked for it!"
Now you need to understand that I never planned on showing my photos to my parents nor did I plan on telling them about Mary's party, but the bitch had just killed my best shot at getting rid of my virginity. I was mad; I was really, really pissed and it showed when I said, "Congratulations on winning the Dumb Shit Of The Month award. I only intended to have some fun with you with the pictures that I took to get even for some of the shit you've pulled on me over the years, but now you have gone and pissed me off. The only question now is do I call mom and dad now and tell them about this party or do I wait until they get home, tell them and then show them the pictures? No, there are really two questions. The other is do I just show the pictures to mom and dad, or do I post them all over campus and put them on the Internet?"
Mary's face drained of color when the realization of what she had just managed to accomplish hit her. I turned and started to walk away but she grabbed me, "Wait! I'm sorry. We can work this out, can't we?"
"I don't see how."
Mary got a determined look on her face and in a flat voice said, "What do you want?"
Actually I had been too pissed to consider getting something from her, but then inspiration hit me for the second time that night, "You just fucked up my best chance yet of getting rid of my cherry. You see to it that I get laid tonight and I'll give you the photos I took tonight, help you clean the place up after the party's over and promise that mom and dad will never find out about it from me. But if I'm still a virgin when the sun comes up tomorrow mom and dad WILL see the pictures and I swear that I will post the ones of you and three guys all over town."
"Just how in the hell am I supposed to get you laid?"
"Well you managed to find a way to keep me from getting laid so I guess you will just have to find a way to reverse the process. Just remember - laid by sunrise or you are fucked."
I really didn't expect her to roll over and she didn't disappoint me. I was standing in a corner sipping a beer and watching the girl I had hoped to take up to my room walking up the stairs with some one else when three guys walked up to me. "Give us the camera asshole."
"I don't think so."
"You don't seem to understand you little dip shit. You will give us the camera or we will hurt you."
"No, you don't understand. If you hurt me that will be just one more thing that Mary will have to explain to our parents when they get home."
They looked at each other, finally figured it out and went looking for Mary to give her the bad news.
The party began to run out of steam and people began to leave. At three-thirty in the morning there was only Mary and I and the mess. I was sitting in the kitchen eating a sandwich (beer always makes me hungry) when Mary came in and sat down at the table.
"What else can I do to keep you quiet?"
"I told you. Laid by sunrise or you are toast."
"I tried. Honest to God I tried and there were even a couple of girls who would have done it if it wasn't for your age."
"Yeah? And just how did they find out about my age, or did you forget that part?"
"I'm sorry."
"Sorry doesn't cut it Sis" and I got up and went up to my room. By then I'd had a couple of hours to get over being mad and I wasn't going to blab to mom and dad, but I wasn't going to tell Mary that. Let the bitch sweat until our folks got home.
I'd been in bed about an hour when the bedroom door opened and then closed. A moment latter some one got into bed with me and a hand slid down my body and found my cock. As my cock leapt to attention I wondered who it was that Mary had found to take care of me. The hand stroked me a few times and then the person in bed with me shifted position and I felt something hot and wet surround my cock. I suddenly realized that I was getting my first blow job. The hot mouth slid up and down my cock and a hand caressed my balls and I wanted to turn on my bedside lamp so I could see who it was giving me all that pleasure. By the same token I was afraid to move for fear of causing it to stop. A couple of minutes passed during which I tried to fight off cumming because I didn't want her to stop, but she must have wanted to get it over with because suddenly a finger was pushed into my ass and I exploded like a volcano. I expected her to jerk her head off my dick, but she didn't. Her hands squeezed my balls as she milked me for everything that she could get out of me. My cock started to go soft and she took her mouth off of it and licked it a few times and then she said, "I don't usually swallow, but losing your cherry should be something special."
I was stunned! The voice was Mary's. I had just been sucked off by my own sister! I didn't know what to say or do so I just lay there with my heart beating so fast and hard I was surprised that the bed wasn't shaking.
"What's the matter little brother, cat got your tongue? Well tell the cat to let go because I want it. You are going to lose your virginity in everything tonight and that includes learning to eat pussy."
She moved and I thought that she was getting up, but then her hips came down, knees on either side of my head, and she pushed her pussy in my face. I panicked and struggled to get up, but Mary had me pinned and she said, "Just lick it a little, it won't kill you." She couldn't be serious I thought. I knew that she'd had at least three guys dump loads in her that night; she couldn't really expect me to lick her pussy, could she? I started to say, "Fuck this shit" and fight my way out from under her when her hot mouth captured my cock again. God but it felt so good. Mary pushed her box down at me and I knew that if I was going to keep that hot mouth on my dick I was going to have to do what she wanted.
I stuck my tongue out and gave her crotch a tentative lick and it didn't kill me so I licked a little harder. My tongue found the slit between Mary's pussy lips and I ran my tongue the length of it and Mary groaned and pushed her pussy down into my face and I did it again and got the same result. Okay I thought, this ain't so bad and if that's all it takes to keep her mouth going on my cock so be it. She tasted kind of metallic and salty, but it wasn't all that bad and so I stuck my tongue in her as far as I could and wiggled it around and Mary screamed and started to fuck my face with her cunt. Another thirty seconds or so and my cock was hard again. Mary turned around and using her hand to guide her she sat down on me and my cock felt pussy for the first time and I could have cared less that it was my sister's. I was no longer a virgin!
Mary was starting to move up and down on me. She was supporting herself with both hands on my chest and I wished the room wasn't so dark because I would have loved to see her face. I wondered if her expression was disgust or hatred at having to fuck her own little brother to keep herself out of trouble. After a minute or two of sliding up and down my dick she said, "If you tell anyone about this I swear I'll kill you" and then she rolled off me and said, "You get on top and do some of the work." As I slid into her she muttered, "I can't believe that I'm doing this. I can't believe that I'm letting my snot nosed little brother fuck me." But even as she was saying the words her hands were gripping my ass and pulling me down to her. She pushed her ass up at me and what happens to most guys getting their first fuck happened to me. After only two minutes of sliding in and out I came. Mary cried out, "No, damn you, no. Not yet, please not yet" but I had already drained into her and was going soft.
"Damn you! Rotten no good little bastard. Blackmail your own sister for sex and then don't even get her off. No wonder you were still a cherry."
She completely overlooked the fact that I hadn't said one fucking word to her about her having to fuck me, but still, I did feel bad at not giving her what she wanted after she had made me feel so good. "I'm sorry. It's my first time. What do you want me to do?"
"You mean that?"
"Yes, I mean it. What can I do?"
"Are you man enough to eat my pussy even though I've got your cum in me?"
Her question, "Are you man enough", struck a nerve and I kind of got my back up. "I was man enough to stick my tongue in you when you first got into the bed with me and you had already fucked three guys on mom and dad's bed. Why would mine bother me?"
"Then eat me little brother, eat my pussy."
For the next five minutes I ate Mary's cum filled pussy while between screams and her going crazy on me she told me how she wanted it done. She had her hands in my hair and held me tight against her while she ground her twat in my face and moaned, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh god yes." It suddenly occurred to me that my cock was hard again and I pulled my face away from her box and mounted her. That time I lasted four minutes and Mary told me that I had almost gotten her off and she asked me to eat her some more. I started on her pussy again and after a minute she pulled away from me and swung over me in a sixty-nine. I found out quickly that if you are going to eat a cum filled pussy it is best to do it with the girl on her back. With her on top all the stuff runs out onto your face, but as long as Mary kept her mouth on my cock I was not going to complain.
Suddenly Mary's body shuddered and she ground her pussy hard down on my face. I found out latter that she'd had an orgasm. At the time I didn't know how much store women put into getting them, but Mary seemed surprised that I had managed to give her two of them that night just eating her cunt. We fucked once more before falling to sleep next to each other and I slept soundly the rest of the night secure in the knowledge that I was no longer carrying the hated label of "virgin".
The enormity of what I had done didn't hit me until I woke up next to Mary the next morning. Incest! I had fucked my own sister and that was supposed to be taboo. I got up and looked at myself in the mirror expecting to see a mark on my forehead or a brand of some kind that would proclaim to the world the crime against man and nature that I had just committed. I saw nothing, but that didn't ease my mind. Maybe there was some kind of aura that others could see around me that would tell them what I had done.
"What are you doing?"
I turned to see that Mary had awakened. I wasn't about to tell her what was running through my mind so I just said, "Nothing. I just got up."
"Well get back over here."
I walked back to the bed and sat down on it. Mary looked up at me, "Was it everything that you had expected?"
I mumbled something to the effect that yeah, it had felt pretty good.
"You don't feel bad about fucking your own sister?" Before I could say anything she said, "Of course you don't feel bad. You would have fucked mom if it would have gotten your cherry popped, wouldn't you?" Again, before I could answer she went on, "Well, maybe the next time dad goes out of town on business you can try to nail her, but for now if you will eat me I'll fuck you one more time and then you have to fulfill the rest of your bargain."
"What are you talking about?"
"Hey little brother you made a deal. You promised to help me clean up the house if I got you laid. I got you laid so now you have to help clean."
It took us almost four hours, but we finally got the place to where mom and dad wouldn't know what had gone on. When we were done I went upstairs and I was in the bathroom taking a shower when the curtain was pulled back and Mary got in with me. She took the soap from me, soaped up her hands real good and then she took hold of my cock and began stroking it. It started to get hard and Mary said "You sure are a horny little fucker" and then she turned her back to me and bent over and grabbed the side of the tub. It was a second or two before I understood (what can I say - I was new at this) and then I put my hands on her ass cheeks, spread them and poked for her pussy with my hard on. I felt one of her hands take hold of me and guide me and then I pushed and slid right in. Mary gave a low moan as I moved into her and then said, "Hard little brother, fuck me hard." I lasted a little longer that time and just before I came in Mary's hot box she had a climax. It was the first time I got Mary to an orgasm with my cock and I was feeling pretty proud of myself.
After we separated we scrubbed each other's back and I washed her tits, ass and pussy while she washed my dick. Predictably we ended up all hot and bothered and back on my bed. That time I lasted almost fifteen minutes before I shot my was and Mary had two climax's and then she had me eat her.
"Fucking you is wrong little brother and you can't ever let anyone know. But you have a talent when it comes to eating pussy and as long as you are willing to eat me I'll fuck you. Is that okay with you?"
I pulled my face away from her cunt long enough to say "Deal" and I went back to eating her. Mary and I fucked all over the house for the rest of Saturday and most of Sunday. We had to stop at noon and make one last pass through the house before mom and dad got home. I was sitting on the couch and Mary was kneeling on the floor in front of me and sucking my cock when our parents pulled into the driveway. As I was tucking my cock back into my pants Mary said she would see if she could borrow the car later in the evening, "Maybe we can go some place and finish what we just started." She started to leave the room and I called to her, "Hey Sis." She turned to look at me, "Do you really think that I can nail mom?"
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I had managed to reach the age of eighteen with out having one incestuous thought and then during a weekend when my parents were gone I ended up having a red-hot incestuous affair with my sister. I blackmailed my sister into finding me a girl to take my hated virginity and when she couldn't find one she did it herself. When it was over she had said, "You don't feel the least bit bad at fucking your own sister do you?" Before I could answer she said, "Of course you don't. You would have fucked mom if it would have gotten your cherry popped. Maybe the next time that dad goes out of town you can try and nail her."
May had planted the thought and I found that it wouldn't go away. At forty-five my mom was still a fox, something that I guess that I had always known in the back of my mind, but she was my mom so I never looked at her that way. Then I committed incest with my sister and didn't get struck down by a bolt of fiery lightening and then May made the comment about nailing mom and suddenly that was all I could think about. Mind now, I lacked the confidence to actually make a move on mom, but that did not stop me from thinking about it.
My affair with May continued with her constantly finding new ways to corrupt my young ass. She taught me how to eat pussy, she let me take her in the ass and she had me hide in the closet and watch her with her boyfriends. She got a huge charge out of doing them and then having me come out of the closet, eat her and then fuck her. Her absolute favorite was to have me fuck her and then hide in the closet and watch while she had her boyfriend eat her. Whenever he would comment about how wet she was she would tell him that she got dripping just thinking about him coming over to do her. The only time I balked at eating May's pussy was the time she brought six guys home and fucked them. She finally talked me into it, but cleaning up after six guys took some getting used to mentally.
Looking back on it now (from twenty years away) I realize that my sister was a cock hungry slut. Between the time she fucked me for the first time and up until the day she got married May fucked over sixty-five guys and those are just the ones I knew about. There were four of us that she fucked right up to the day of her wedding and three of us were back fucking her the day after she got back from her honeymoon. While I wasn't privy to most of what she did after she married and set up house with her husband I do know that she is still fucking several guys (besides me) oh these twenty years later.
But the slutiest thing that May did was to fuck with my mind. "Have you fucked mom yet Little Brother?"
"Hey Little Brother, dad is going out of town next week. You going to try and fuck mom while he's gone?"
"Hey Little Brother, I stopped by the house today and mom looked a little down. She could probably use some cheering up. Maybe if you ate her pussy like you do mine you could cheer her up."
As a result mom was never really very far from my mind. I began to notice the way she dressed, the way she wore her make up and I even tried to catch glimpses of her naked. Along the way I made an amazing discovery - something that had been there all along, but that I had never noticed - mom was as big a slut as my sister! Every time that dad would go out of town on business mom would go out. She said that it was to play cards with her girlfriends, but one night while I was out driving in the car I had just purchased I saw her coming out of a bar, but it sure wasn't no girlfriend she was with. He was as old as dad and he had his arm around her so, naturally curious, I turned around and followed them to a nearby motel. When they hadn't come out in two hours I went on home to ponder these new developments.
I was awake when mom came home and I peeked out of my bedroom door as she came up the stairs. Her lipstick was smeared and she had that contented just fucked look that I was so used to seeing on May. I started following her whenever dad went out of town and found that she got fucked almost every night he was gone and almost never by the same guy. A couple of times I saw her with two guys and once with three. I saw her climb in back seats and I followed her to hotels and motels. She got into vans and into the campers on the back of pickup trucks. The only place she never went was to our house and it finally dawned on me that she never brought her men home with her because I was always there.
The next time dad went out of town I told mom that I was going on a four-day camping trip with some friends. That night I followed her to a bar and when she went inside I went on home to wait and see if my theory was right. Two hours later I saw two sets of headlights pull into our drive and I headed upstairs to mom's bedroom and hid in the closet. It was a gamble - if she was alone and undressed and went to hang her clothes in the closet I was fucked! But she wasn't alone and she and her lover had lost most of their clothes on the way upstairs. I watched from the closet and captured all the action on my video camera as mom sucked him, fucked him, and gave him her shapely ass. I ran out of tape long before they ran out of steam and when mom walked him to the door I got out of her room and into my bedroom. After giving her time to fall asleep I snuck out of the house.
The next night was the same but with a different man. Again I ran out of tape before mom drained the man dry. The third night was vastly different. For one thing I had five thirty minute tapes with me - I wasn't going to run out again. Mom walked into the room and was followed by not one, but four men. She slipped her dress over her head, unhooked her bra, stepped out of her panties and then did a twirl in front of the men and asked, "You like?" The men murmured their approval and then she walked to the bed, laid down and said, "Who is first?" Mom was a wanton slut that night. She let those three men do what ever they wanted to her and that included taking on three of them at one time. For five hours I listened to mom beg and plead for them to fuck her harder, to not stop, to cum in her and to make her cum.
Finally the men dressed and mom told them to let themselves out. As soon as I heard the front door close I heard mom say, "Get out here!"
I froze. She couldn't be talking to me - there was no way she could know I was in the closet.
"Bobby, I said get your ass out here, now!"
I came out of the closet and found that mom was not smiling. In fact her expression was one of disgust. She glanced at the camera in my hand, "I can only assume that the purpose behind the camera is to blackmail me. What were you going to do, threaten to show it to your father?"
I didn't answer, mostly because I was too scared.
"All right, get over here and let's get this over with. That's what you want isn't it, to fuck me?"
I couldn't find words, but as I stood there looking at her with her legs spread wide and a trickle of cum leaking out of her cunt my cock was screaming, "Do it, do it."
"Well? Either get over here or get the hell out of my bedroom."
I took a deep breath, put the camera on the bedside stand and undressed. Mom didn't smile or say a word - she just lay there, legs spread, and waited for me to get it over with. I don't know why I did it, probably because I was so used to doing it with May, but when I got on the bed with mom I didn't move between her legs and start fucking her, I dove my face into her cum filled cunt and started doing everything that May had taught me about eating pussy.
For a minute mom just lay there silently and then she gave a low moan, "God damn you, oh god, oh god" and her hands grabbed my head and she pulled me down into her pussy. She was pushing her hips up at me and crying, "Oh God, oh God, oh God yes." I spent several minutes munching on her muff until my cock threatened to explode. I pulled away from her pussy and before she could say or do anything I rolled her over on her stomach, pulled her to her knees and entered her from behind. I came almost as soon as my cock slid into the hot mess that the four men had left behind, but before I could become disappointed at it being over with so soon I became aware that my cock wasn't going limp on me - I was staying hard. Knowing that when this little episode was over I was going to pay a terrible price I was determined to get as much out of it as I could.
I fucked her as hard and as furious as I could. She moaned, groaned and ground her ass back at me and I could hear her saying, "Fuck me you little bastard, fuck me." It was almost ten minutes before I came for the second time, but I still wasn't ready to quit. I rolled her over on her back and went down on her again until my cock got new life and then I moved between her legs and put my cock in her hole. As I banged into her pussy her legs came up and locked around me and her nails dug into my ass as she told me to fuck her. "Fuck me god damned you, fuck me." I'd already cum twice so it took me some time before I was ready to let go of my third load and mom begged me to keep fucking her and not to stop as she had orgasm after orgasm. I finally blew and then collapsed on the bed next to her and we laid there side by side for several minutes before she said, "Please leave. Please just get out of my bedroom."
I didn't sleep well the rest of the night. I dreaded what the next day was going to bring. I knew that I had stepped way across the line and that I was going to have to pay for it. But nothing happened. The next day mom ignored me like I didn't even exist. Oh, she fixed my dinner and called me when it was ready, but she didn't eat with me or acknowledge my presence and that is the way it was for the next two days until dad came home. When dad got home she was civil toward me, just enough so that dad wouldn't get curious and ask questions.
I began to look into moving out of the house. I was going to college but it was in town so I was living at home. I decided that maybe I needed to experience dorm life.
One thing that had been going on since the night that I had fucked mom was that I spent a lot of time in my room looking at the tape of mom's gangbang and beating myself raw. I made sure that I didn't do it when dad was home as him walking in on me was the last thing I needed. One afternoon I was watching the tape and whacking away when I heard the door behind me open and then moments later close. I turned to look, but no one was there. Mom was the only other person in the house so I knew that it had to be her.
A week passed by and one afternoon May stopped by while mom was out shopping. "I need my pussy eaten Little Brother." I of course being the loving younger brother I went to my knees and went to work. May was full of cum and I knew that it wasn't her husband's because he wouldn't be off work for another two hours. I had just dropped my drawers and was getting ready to fuck her when she asked, "How about it, have you fucked mom yet?" I put mom's gangbang tape in the VCR and May and I watched it as I took her from behind. May was speechless and kept looking from the tape to me and then back at the tape. "You did it? You actually fucked mother?"
I nodded my head yes.
"When?"
"The night I made the tape."
"Tell me about it you horny little fucker, I want to hear every little detail" but before I could say anything we heard mom come home. "What time do you get out of class tomorrow?"
"Two thirty." "I'll pick you up and we can go to a motel. I have to hear all about it. You really fucked mom? God what a stud!" She gave me a quick kiss and got out of my room before mom could catch us together. That night at dinner dad said he would be going on another four-day business trip the next day. I glanced at mom, but she was looking down at her plate.
The next day May picked me up at school and we went to a Motel 6. In between bouts on the bed I filled her in on what had happened between mom and me. I told her how I had stumbled onto mom's extracurricular activities, how I had followed her and how I had taped her. May listened to me in amazement, "If I hadn't seen that tape I wouldn't believe a word that you are saying. Mom a slut? Christ! Now I know where I get it from - it's in the genes." I told her that dad was going out of town again and that if mom was true to form she would be out looking for some strange cock that night. "I seriously doubt that she will ever bring a man home again, but you could follow her and see what she does if you are curious enough."
The next night was like most of the others since the night that mom and I'd had sex. She fixed dinner and called me and then while I ate she went upstairs. I heard the shower running and I knew that mom was getting ready to go out. I imagined her putting on her make up, rolling her nylons up her long, elegant legs and stepping into high heels - and I gave myself a hard on. I finished my dinner and then went up to my room and got out the tape of mom's gangbang and then I started stroking my hard on as I watched it. I didn't hear the door open and then close and I didn't know she was in the room with me until I heard a moan from behind me. I turned and saw her standing there watching the tape and sliding two fingers into her pussy.
She was wearing high hells and nylons and nothing else and I sat on the edge of my bed and watched her with rapt attention. Her eyes were glued to the TV and the images of the four men fucking her brains out and I began to think that she had forgotten that I was even in the room. Then suddenly she let out a low moan and climbed on the bed with me. Her hand reached for my cock, "Fuck me, please fuck me, oh god please, please fuck me." She was passionate, she was wild and she was insatiable. I fucked her, I ate her, I fucked her again and then she gave me a blow job and we started all over again. We continued until I was exhausted and she could not get me up again. I fell asleep with her looking down into my face with an expression that I could not read.
The next morning she couldn't meet my eyes as she fixed our breakfast. I ate and then went up to my room to get ready for school. When I came out of the shower she was sitting on my bed finger fucking herself as she watched herself being gangbanged. When she saw me watching her she laid back on the bed, spread her legs and looked at me, "Please baby, please? I need it, I need it bad." Mom didn't go bar hopping the three remaining nights that dad was gone, but then I never made it to class on those days either. Mom and I fucked until we were exhausted and then we napped. When we woke up we went at each other again and we kept repeating the cycle until the day that dad was due home again.
I did get a phone call during that period - it was from May. "I waited outside for her to come out and I was going to follow her and when she never showed I figured that since I was in the neighborhood I'd drop in and say hi. I didn't believe you Little Brother, I thought you were shitting me. I still wouldn't believe it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes. You guys were so wrapped up in each other that you didn't even see me when I opened the door and looked into the room. God Little Brother, she was a total slut. Are you going to be able to fit me in from now on?"
"I don't think you have to worry. If it happens again it won't be till dad goes out of town again. Until then I'm all yours."
Dad has been gone for two days of a four day trip and mom hasn't left my bedroom except to eat and go to the bathroom. We use my bed instead of hers because she doesn't have a TV and VCR in her room and she can't seem to get enough of watching the tape of her gangbang. Quite frankly I hope she never does because as long as she is watching it she is fucking me and I can't get enough of her. But two minutes ago she asked me something that just might complicate my life. She was watching the tape as I was fucking her from behind and she said, "Baby, do you have some friends, maybe two or three, who might be interested in having some fun with an older woman?"
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Looking back on it now I realize that it had to happen. It was just inevitable. I can only thank God that I wasn't there when it did.
I had been in a confusing incestuous threeway for almost a year. It started one night when my sister crawled into my bed and gained steam three months later when my mother caught me in her closet taping her being gangbanged by four men while my father was out of town on business. Sis knew about mom, but mom never knew about Sis. Between the two of them I was getting more pussy than I could handle. In fact I was getting so much pussy that I never ever bothered to get a girl friend. I was virgin when my sister crawled into my bed and she and mom were the only pussy that I ever had so I have nothing to use as a comparison, but I'd be willing to bet that there wasn't any better pussy in the world.
They were good because they loved to fuck. My sister May was fucking four different guys right up to the day of her wedding and she picked up with the four (of which I was one) on the day after she came back from her honeymoon and her poor husband hadn't a clue. Mom went bar hopping and picking up guys whenever dad went out of town on business and I had personally seen her with over twenty-seven different guys. In short - the women of my family were sluts.
My mom's thing, after she started fucking me was watching the video of her gangbang that I'd made on the night she discovered me in her closet. I think that if she had never seen that tape we would have fucked only that one time and that I would eventually have moved out of the house and we would have become estranged. But she caught me watching the tape, it had lit her fire and we had been fucking ever since.
I should have known we were in trouble the night she asked me if I had two or three friends who might be interested in having some fun with an older woman. Ha! Half the guys I knew would be interested in having fun with any woman, let alone a sexy older one. We both knew which "older woman" she was referring to and I suppose that I should have known that she wanted more than one cock to play with after watching her gangbang. I wasn't too keen on sharing her with anyone, but I did know that it was in my best interests to keep her happy. After all, how many eighteen-year-olds have a live in supply of unlimited super hot pussy?
But I wasn't stupid. There was no way I was going to invite my buddy's home to fuck my mother. To do that would have been to kill my reputation to say nothing of all the weird looks I'd get from everyone when they found, and they would find out. And if I did bring a couple friends home there was no way that one of them wouldn't brag about it. I tried to tell mom that, but of course she knew better.
"Don't you worry sweetie. All I have to do is tell them that if anybody blabs I'll cut them all off. Trust me, they'll keep each other in line."
I still didn't like the idea and I told her so. Then I told her that I would not bring any one home. I told her I would invite someone over and leave them alone and it would be up to her to get him in bed with her. I was against it; I didn't want to do it and I had a bad feeling about it. But I also wanted unlimited access to what she was giving me so I did what she wanted.
The next time dad went out of town I arranged for Tim to come over and help me move some furniture and then I split for the library to do some research on a paper that I had due. According to mom he hadn't hesitated when she seduced him. She told him that he could come back the next day if he brought a friend with him.
"Would you do me a favor baby?"
"Of course."
"I'm still horny. Would you eat my pussy and then take me to bed?"
I knew that Tim was still in her, but I had sucked so much cum out of May that I didn't even sweat things like that anymore. Mom was surprised that I was so ready to do it until I reminded her that I had buried my face in her bush no more than five minutes after four horny guys had finished with her. But I could tell she was pleased that I would do something like that with her.
When I saw Tim the next morning I apologized for not being there when he got there. "No problem dude. I didn't have anything better to do." That afternoon Tim went back to the house with Terry. That night mom asked me again to eat her out before we went to bed together. For the next month Tim and Terry came over and did mom every time dad was gone on business and every night mom would ask me to do clean up before she fucked me into exhaustion. It was hilarious watching the way Tim and Terry behaved around me, being my good buddies and all, while trying to keep me from finding out what they were doing with my mother.
Mom decided that she needed one more guy in her stable and she asked Tim and Terry to find a suitable candidate. Then she asked me to hide in the closet and tape the foursome. The guys brought Matt with them and that's when I knew that we were really in trouble. Matt and I had a history that went all the way back to first grade and we detested each other. I knew that if anyone was going to spill the beans it was going to be him. He would find some way to let me know that he was fucking my mother and he would do it in a way that would let other people know it too. I taped the gangbang and watching it made me so hot that I refused mom's request to eat her box before fucking her and I fell on her and fucked her as hard as I ever had. Then we went sixty-nine and then fucked again. I told her my concerns about Matt, but she told me that she could handle it. I knew better, but what could I do?
I became a fixture in the closet and taped mom's romps as the group grew in number from three to four, then to five and finally to six. I knew that disaster was on the horizon, but I could not convince mom of the danger. Several months went by with dad averaging one week out of every two on the road and mom averaging five cocks a day while he was gone. One out of every three times I was in the closet with my eye on the view finder of the video camera and when the boys were done with her (or when she had worn them out) and they had gone I would come out of the closet like a raging bull and mom and I would fuck for hours. When dad was gone she never slept in her own bed and we rarely slept in mine - we spent a lot of time there, but not sleeping.
What I was afraid of finally happened. A good friend of mine came up to me after class one day and told me that Matt was telling every body that my mother was a whore and that he had been fucking her for months. I went looking for him, but when I found him there wasn't anything I could do. The other guys from mom's little gangbang group had gotten to him first. I did send him a get well card telling him to hurry up and get well and that I couldn't wait to see him when he got out of the hospital. He dropped out of school and disappeared and no one saw him again for almost ten years, and yes- I did finally get my licks in. But the damage was done and even people who thought that Matt was a big blow-hard started looking at my mother and wondering.
Word finally got to dad and he came home two days early and caught mom in bed with four of her young fuck buddies. Thank god that was one of the days I wasn't there. It got very messy and when the dust settled mom had the house and dad had everything else. Mom had to go to work and that cut severally into her sexual activities, at least for a while. Once she met the men where she worked and became friendly with them she got busy again. The divorce also put me and dad on the outs because I stayed with mom instead of going with him. I tried to explain to him that it was only common sense that I stay with mom. The house was only five minutes from the campus while his new place was sixty miles away, but he took my refusal to go with him as me siding with mom against him and it was years before the rift between us healed.
The major change was that mom and I got to sleep together every night instead of just when dad was gone. She still had her gangbangs two or three times a week and sometimes I was in the closet and sometimes I wasn't, but she was always waiting for me legs spread wide. Things stayed that way until I graduated and took a job that took me out of state. Mom and I managed to get together six or eight times a year until cancer took her four years ago. May's husband finally caught up with her and he threw her out. Two years ago she came to live with me and as far as everyone around here knows May and I are man and wife. May is still as big a slut as ever and most people think that we either have an open marriage or that I'm one of those guys who gets his kicks from his wife fucking other men.
I am forty-one now and I have had a rich and varied sex life and yet I have only been to bed with two women - my sister and my mother. If May has her way there will never be another woman in my life, but then as long as I have May why would I want one?
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Mom and dad led a tumultuous life and I think that the only thing that kept them from killing each other was the fact that dad was an over the road truck driver and he was gone for days at a time. Both mom and dad were borderline alcoholics and most, if not all, of their arguments came after they had both been at the bottle. From mom's side it was always about dad going off and leaving her alone so much. From dad's side it was always about how when he was gone she was never alone. He never caught her, never had any proof, but he "just knew." He was right even though he was the cause of it. His being gone all the time wasn't the cause; the cause was that mom finally decided that if she was "going to wear the name, she was going to play the game." After two years of being accused she went and did it.
She rarely brought her gentlemen friends home with her because she could never be sure when dad was going to come home, but I could always tell when she had been with a man. She would be more laid back, mellower and just a little bit slutty. Her running around on dad had a major effect on me because when she came home she was always different around me than she was usually. It is hard to explain, but it seemed like when she had gotten laid in the afterglow she either forgot who I was or she got some perverse pleasure out of sexually teasing me.
Things that had never happened before started to happen. Mom would go to bed and leave her bedroom door open and sleep naked on top of the sheets. I would be in the bathroom and she would walk in on me wearing only skimpy panties and a bra and say "Oops, excuse me" and then take forever to turn around and go back out. She would come home and I would be watching TV and she would sit down in the easy chair across from the couch and pretty much put herself on display. Two or three buttons would be undone on her blouse and she would be showing plenty of cleavage. Her skirt would be hiked up and her legs would be spread and I could see all the way up to her panties. She would sit there with a glass of Seven Crown in one had and a bottle of Stroh's in the other and watch me with a little smile on her face.
Other times she would come home, curl up on the couch with me, put her head in my lap and go to sleep. Her skirt would be up where I could see the soaking wet crotch of her panties and her blouse would be open enough so that I could see an amazing amount of tit. Mom was a damned good looking woman with a great body and I spent a lot of time with a stiff dick in my pants. I'm almost certain now that it wasn't accidental on her part. I'd be willing to bet that all those times that she was supposed to be sleeping that she wasn't. The problem then was that I was a very shy kid and had zero experience with girls so I didn't have a clue as to what was going on. Mom finally got tired of trying to coax me into making the first move using passive displays (at least that's the way I see it now) and decided to get aggressive.
She was sitting across from me in the easy chair and I was watching TV. Her legs were spread open and I could see the garter belt that was holding up her nylons and the wet crotch of her panties - wet with what I now know was the cum of whoever she had picked up at the bar. I had a hard time keeping my eye on the TV because they kept wanting to stray over to mom's legs. She had great legs and she always wore high heels and nylons and that was (and still is) my biggest turn on.
"Daniel" I looked over at her and saw her grinning at me,
"Come over here baby." I didn't know what she was saying.
"Come on over here baby" and she crooked a finger at me. I got up and walked over to her. "Have you ever taken your girlfriends nylons off of her?" She knew damned well that I'd never had a girlfriend, but I just said, "No mom, I haven't."
She took a sip of her Seven Crown, chased it with Stroh's and then said, "Well you need to learn how baby, so you will know what to do when the day comes. Reach under my skirt and unhook the garter snaps."
I just stood there and stared.
She chuckled, "Come on baby, mommy won't bite. Just kneel down and run your hands up my legs and unsnap the garters."
I did what she told me and my hands were shaking and I had the daddy of all hard ons.
"That's it baby, be gentle. You don't want to snag the nylons and get a run in them."
I got the garter snaps loose and then she said, "Okay now, roll the nylons down the leg."
As I rolled the right one down she took another sip of her Seven Crown and said, "Now the other one baby" and I rolled the left one down.
"Now the garter belt. Just reach up under my skirt and around my waist in the back and unhook it." Her legs were spread wide and I was between them and to reach around her waist I had to scoot forward. She lifted her hips to help and that pushed her crotch right into my erection and I know she had to know I had a hard on. I got her garter belt off and then I told her I had homework to do and I hurried up to my room and beat myself off.
Her next one was two days later. I got home and she heard me come in. "Daniel? Can you come up here please?"
I went up to her room and found her sitting in front of her vanity mirror. She had on high heels, nylons with garter belt and had her bra in her hands. Her tits were out in all their glory for me to feast my eyes on and I did. Mom gave me a really long look at them and then she said, "Daniel, stop that. After all, I am your mother." Then she said, "I hurt my arm today and I can't reach behind me to snap the hooks on the bra. Will you help me please?"
As inexperienced as I was even I knew that you could put the bra on hooks to the front, fasten them and then twist the bra to the back. But I did help her and I looked into the mirror in front of me and saw those two magnificent globes and I also saw her looking at my reflection as I looked and I saw her little smile.
"Thanks baby, but I'll need you to help me zip my dress too." She got up from the vanity and slowly walked over to the closet where she struck a pose and pretended to be deciding what dress to wear. Skimpy panties, a bra that almost wasn't, standing there in her sexy high heels - I wanted to run to my room and relieve myself. She picked a dress and then turned to me, "What about this one baby, does it go with my heels?" I said it did and as she walked toward me I saw her look down at the tent in my trousers and I saw that little smile again. I zipped her up and then I hurried to my room where I abused myself until I was sore.
The next day it happened again. I had no sooner come in the front door when mom called down to me, "Daniel, is that you?"
"Yes mom, I'm home."
"Good. Come on upstairs baby, I need your help again."
I went up and just as I hit the top of the stairs she came walking out her bedroom door - naked! I stopped dead in my tracks and just stared at her. She stood there looking at me with that little smile on her face and then she said, "You think I look all right Daniel?"
I stuttered out a yes and she said, "Thank you baby, a girl always likes to know that she looks good. My arm is still hurting baby, I need you to wash my back for me. Can you do that for me?"
I have a best friend that I am extremely tight with. Troy and I are closer than twin brothers and I have no secrets from him. We are opposites; where I am quiet and shy he is loud, aggressive and very extroverted. We both shared a common malady - at eighteen we were still both virgins. I because of my shyness - even when I dated a girl I could never even work up the courage to kiss her goodnight. Troy for just the opposite reason - he was so aggressive that he scared them away. Anyway, I was sitting in the Student Union telling Troy about the weird way my mother was acting lately and he said, "Hell dude, she's sending you a signal."
"What?"
"She wants to get laid dude. She wants to play with your pickle."
"But she's my mom."
"Don't mean nothing if she's horny, wants a dick and you are available."
I looked at him as if he were nuts and he laughed, "If you don't want her dude, I'll take a shot at it. Hell man, I'll do you a deal. I'll swap you my mom for yours."
That would be interesting. Troy's mom was every bit the fox that mine was. But that was a pipe dream and I knew it. The rest of the day what Troy said bounced around in my head. Was Troy right? Was my mom trying to get me to make a move on her?
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That night I was already in bed asleep when mom got home from wherever it is that she goes. I woke up in the morning and found her in bed with me. Her dress was lying on the floor and she was still wearing her heels, hose, panties and bra. She was still asleep and as I looked down on her I thought again about what Troy had said. It would be so easy to just push her panties aside and do it. But what if Troy was wrong? What if all she had been doing was what she considered harmless teasing? What if the only reason for her being in my bed was that she just needed to feel close to some one? I carefully got out of bed so as not to wake her and went downstairs, had breakfast and then headed off to class.
I don't think I gained any knowledge during any of my classes that day as my mind wasn't anywhere near the classrooms. All I thought about was what my mother had been doing lately and my reaction to it. Incest was not supposed to be a good thing. There were laws against it - the laws of nature as well as the laws of man - and it was supposed to be something that all right minded people abhorred. Even though I was only a kid, well I guess actually a young adult, I had always considered myself an upright individual and I had always expected to grow up and be a responsible adult and a productive member of society. Yet the only question on my mind was, "Is it what my mom is really looking for." Regardless of the laws of man and nature if I ever came to the point where I really believed that she was coming on to me I was going to fuck her - that was a given!
That afternoon dad came home and for the next five days everything was quiet around the house, at least from my perspective. Then dad left on another nine day run and I wondered what mom would do next. It didn't take long to find out. That same night she went out and I was in bed when she got home, but this time I woke up when she came in the front door. Maybe five minutes later my bedroom door opened and then closed as she came in. I heard the rustle of clothing as she undressed and dropped her clothing to the floor. She climbed on the bed with me as I lay there pretending to be asleep and she moved next to me. I felt her hot breath on my neck as she snuggled in against my body and again I thought of what Troy had said. But what if she was just lonely and wanted to cuddle? I lay there quietly, not moving and waited to see what she would do next. After five minutes or so I heard her begin to softly snore and maybe five minutes after that I fell asleep myself. In the morning when I woke up I saw that she was completely naked. I eased my self out of bed and then stood there looking down at mom's naked body and wished I'd had the nerve to do what I really wanted to do. I hurried downstairs, ate breakfast and headed off to school.
Again it was a wasted day in the classroom. When I looked toward the blackboard all I saw was my mother's naked body and I walked around with a hard on most of the day. When I got home that night mom was in her room dressing to go out. Her bedroom door was open and I saw her sitting at her vanity putting on her make up. Nothing on but heels, hose, panties and bra and as I stood there in the doorway looking at her she looked over at me, "Yes Daniel, something you want?" I saw her little smile and I knew that she had noticed my tented trousers and I turned and went into my room. Was she sending signals? Was Troy right?
That night I was awake when she got home and came into my room. It was a repeat of the previous night right up to the point where she snuggled in against me. Then she did something that she had never done before. She put her hand on my bare leg. It just stayed there, feeling like it was burning a hole and then after a minute or to it slowly worked it's way up my leg to my cock. I felt the fingers brush against my cock and then pull back for a second or two and then she took my cock in her hand, held it for a second and then gave it a squeeze. I don't know if she thought I was asleep or not, but when my cock started to grow in her hand she jerked her hand away like she had touched a hot burner on the stove. I lay there as still as I could and waited to see what she would do. After several minutes I heard her softly snoring and I spent the next couple of hours trying to fall asleep.
The next night mom stayed home and after dinner I went into the living room to watch some TV. I hadn't been there fifteen minutes when mom came into the room wearing an old bathrobe and carrying her glass of Seven Crown and her bottle of Strohs. She sat next to me on the couch and for a half-hour or so we watched the TV. Mom kept moving around and changing position and then she said, "Do you mind if I put my feet on your lap Daniel? I'm having trouble getting comfortable." I said it was okay, which was a mistake, and she stretched out and put both of her feet on my lap. I looked over at her and saw that her robe had opened in front and I could see her tits and her pussy. She was watching the TV, but I knew that she knew what I was looking at. Her left foot was less than a cunt hair from my cock and my cock started to grow as I looked at mom's body. As my cock grew it came in contact with her foot and I expected her to jerk away from me, but she didn't. She held her position and when I tried to move just a little bit to break the contact she moved just enough to keep her foot against my dick. I toughed it out for another couple of minutes and then I mumbled that I had homework to do and I got up and went to my room.
I was having trouble falling asleep that night so I was still awake when mom came into my room. I heard the bathrobe hit the floor and I knew that she was naked when she climbed into bed with me. I layed still and tried to pretend that I was asleep as she snuggled up against me. This time my cock was already hard when her hand found it. Her fingers touched it and then quickly pulled away and when I made no move to indicate that I was awake her hand came back. She gave my cock a gentle squeeze and then she just held it for several moments and when I still gave no response she started to slowly stroke it. I wanted to roll over and just fuck her, but I just didn't have the nerve. I pretended to be waking up and her hand jerked away from me and I spent the rest of the night trying to get back to sleep and not being successful at it.
Mom wasn't home when I got home from classes the next day and I was already in bed when I heard her come in the front door. I was still awake a half-hour later when I heard her come into my room and heard her dress hit the floor. She climbed into bed with me and cuddled up against me and I waited to see what would happen. After a couple of minutes her hand came searching for my cock and as her fingers wrapped around it and began stroking it I snapped. It was just one tease too many!
It wasn't courage that made me do what I did - it was lust! Pure, unadulterated hot sexual lust. All the teasing, touching and whatever else finally boiled over and I rolled over on top of her. "Daniel, what are you…" and whatever else she was going to say was blocked as I pushed my mouth down on hers and pushed my tongue into her mouth. Her hands came up to my chest and she tried to push me away from her, but I had slid my hand down her belly and my fingers found her pussy lips and when I slid a finger into her she moaned, stopped pushing and her tongue began to wrestle with mine. I got two fingers into her and as my fingers worked at her pussy it made squishing sounds as my fingers disturbed the juices that her lover of the evening had left in her. She arched up off the bed and pushed her pussy at my hand. She was hot, I was hot, I was finger fucking her, frenching her, but as inexperienced as I was I didn't know what to do next. I didn't know if it was the kissing or the fingering I should stop. If I took my mouth off her she might start yelling and screaming at me and if I took my fingers out of her she might cool down and go back to trying to push me away. In the end I needn't have worried.
She took over!
She put her hands against my chest and shoved me away from her. As soon as my mouth was off hers she cried, "My panties, get my panties off, hurry, get them off." While I was feverishly pulling them down she was taking off her bra and when I finally got the panties clear of her high heels she spread her legs wide and laid there in all her naked glory. Her nipples were engorged and looked like ripe cherries and even though I saw white stuff leaking from her cunt it still looked heavenly.
"Later baby, look at me later, momma needs your cock baby, hurry, please hurry."
I moved between her legs and her hands reached up and grabbed me and pulled me down to her. My cock slid into her pussy and god, but did she feel good. Hot, wet and it felt divine. Knowing how fast I had to move my hand to get me off when I was masturbating I started fucking her as fast as I could which was a mistake. It was not even a full minute before I blasted my first load into a woman. "No baby, no, I'm not ready yet" but I was already going soft. She put her hands against my chest and pushed me off of her. She sat up, pushed me down on my back and then she swung around and took my limp cock in her mouth and started sucking on it.
Then she did something that scared me. She straddled my head with her hips and I found myself looking up at a dripping cunt. Then she pushed her pussy down at my face and I panicked and started to try and squirm out from underneath her. She took her mouth of me, "Eat my pussy baby, it won't hurt you. Keep your momma hot while she gets you hard again" and she went back to sucking my dick. Her pussy pushed down on my mouth and so I did the only thing I could - I licked it. She squirmed and moaned so I shoved my tongue inside her and moved it around. She moaned and squirmed some more so I licked some more. I could feel my cock growing in her mouth and mom took her mouth off me, turned and sat down on my cock. I pushed up at her as she shoved down at me and soon we had a rhythm going and I was sure if I was fucking her or she was fucking me. Her eyes were closed, she was squeezing her tits and moaning, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, fuck mommy baby, fuck me" as she rode me. I lasted longer the second time and even longer the third and fourth. When we finally stopped and I fell asleep and I don't believe that I ever slept any sounder.
I awoke the next morning to the smell of frying bacon. I looked around my room and saw no evidence that mom had even been in my room. I went downstairs and into the kitchen and mom turned and looked when I came into the room, "Good morning sweetie. How would you like your eggs?" She was acting like nothing had happened the previous night and I decided that it would be best if I acted the same. We ate breakfast in silence and when I got up to go she said, "Will you be home in time for dinner tonight?" I said that I would and as I headed for the door I was thinking, "How weird! How can we be acting like this after what happened last night?"
I sat through my first class and I don't think that I heard a word that Professor Erickson said. My second class was no different. I was sitting in the Student Union waiting for the next class I could daydream through when Troy dropped into the chair across from me. "What's up dude? You look different today." I had no intention of telling Troy about what happened, but like I said earlier, we are a lot closer than twins. I looked up at him and as he looked into my face I saw his features change, "You dog you. You did it, didn't you? Don't lie to me dude, it's written all over your face."
It took him a while, but he ended up getting the whole story out of me. "Think if we work it right she will do me?"
I laughed, "I'm not even sure that she will do me again. The way she was acting this morning it was like nothing happened. It was like maybe I had just dreamed it. Besides, I'm not letting you have mine unless I can get yours."
"Oh man, that's cold. We know yours does, but my ma wouldn't do something like that."
I grinned at him. "Sorry dude, we might be tight, but when it comes to pussy I got to draw the line. Mine for yours or no deal."
Just talking to troy must have relieved something in me because I managed to understand most of what Professor Eaton said in my next class.
I got home at my normal time and mom had dinner ready. She made small talk about how my day had gone and then she asked me to do the dishes while she took a shower. I was just hanging up the dishtowel when she called down, "Daniel, could you come up here for a minute?"
I went upstairs and found her standing in front of her mirror in heels, hose and nothing else. She had a pair of pink panties in one hand and a pair of black ones in the other. "What do you think baby? Which ones are the sexiest?" I pointed at the black. "Do you really think so?" She looked at them and then back at me. "Should I model them for you or would you rather not waste your time taking them off me?" She saw the look on my face and I saw that little smile as she said, "I thought so." She tossed the panties aside and walked toward me.
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For the next two months every time my dad was on a trip I either slept in mom's bed or she slept in mine. She was doing her absolute best to fuck me to death and I was doing my best to keep her at home doing it. She still went out occasionally so she could drink and dance, which was something she couldn't do with me, and when she came home she was always horny and she wanted me to eat her pussy.
Unfortunately, she had also always been fucked by someone else. I wasn't all that keen on going down on her and licking up someone else's leavings, but she loved it and it was a small price to pay for what I was getting from her. She taught me everything that she liked having done to her and she taught me how to do it well. It might have been incest, but no bolts of lightening were coming down at me from the sky so I took all I could get. The really curious thing, at least to me, was that mom cut way down on her drinking when the two of us started having sex. I still haven't figured that one out.
There was one problem however that my getting laid was causing. My friendship with Troy was taking a beating. He was just a little bit pissed that I had lost my cherry and he still had his and he kept trying to get me to find a way to give him a shot at my mom. Now I am in no way possessive of my mother - god knows she was getting plenty of other cock on the nights she went out, but I couldn't help Troy. I mean I couldn't very well go to mom and say that Troy knew about us and he wants to know if he can have some too. In the first place I think she would have a shit fit if she knew that anyone knew about us, let alone Troy. So all I could do to try and keep things cool between us was to fall back on his original proposal to swap mothers, "You fix me up with your mom and I'll fix you up with mine. It was a fairly safe bet that it wouldn't happen because as Troy himself kept telling me, he mother wasn't that kind woman.
Troy didn't know it, but he was wrong - dead wrong. His mother was that kind of woman. His mother and my mother were good friends and at least one night a week, when his father was out bowling, his mother went out with my mother. I couldn't swear that his mom was doing what mine was, but I knew what my mom brought home on those nights. Why would Troy's mom hang with mine if she weren't doing the same thing, or at least something similar? But I couldn't tell him that.
Things have a way of surprising you. It was a Tuesday night; dad was out of town on a run and my mom was going out. Dad had been home for a week and mom just had to get out to where the music was and to where she could have a couple of drinks and dance a little. When I got home I took a shower and then with a towel wrapped around my middle I walked to my mom's bedroom doorway and watched her get ready for her night out. She was naked and digging through her chest of drawers looking for something to wear when she noticed me. She saw the way my hard cock made the towel rise and she grinned and walked over to me, "What's the matter baby, want to be mommy's first for a change? She took hold of my cock and led me over to the bed. "We need to hurry baby, I have to meet Monica (Troy's mother) in an hour an a half."
As I slid into her I wondered if maybe there wasn't some way to arrange for Troy to find out what his mother was doing so he could catch her and blackmail her. Maybe he could catch Monica and my mom at the same time and blackmail them both. If he could do that I wouldn't have to listen to any more of his asking me to set him up with my mom. I wouldn't care if he fucked my mother; I just didn't want to be the one to arrange it.
I was still up studying for midterms when mom came home, a good two hours before I expected her. She came straight to the kitchen where I was sitting at the table with my head buried in a book, "Baby I need your help." She led me out to the car where a crying Monica was sitting in the backseat. "We have to get her into the house. She's had a bad night. Picked the wrong guy and he didn't treat her very well. We have to do something to make her more presentable before she can go home." I helped her get Monica into the house and then upstairs into the bathroom. Then we undressed her, what little she had to take off. Monica's dress was ripped down the front, her bra and panties were missing and her nylons were shot. She had cum all over her stomach and tits and she even had some in her hair. I looked at mom and she saw the question on my face, "The asshole she picked had friends - five of them- and they gangbanged the hell out of her."
Mom ran a bath and I picked Monica up and put her in the tub. She hadn't stopped crying since I'd helped get her out of the car and I mentioned it to mom, "It doesn't matter how well we clean her up if we can't get her to stop with the tears." She tossed me a wash rag and told me to give Monica a bath while she went down and made a pot of coffee. "We will have to sober her up, at least enough so that she can drive home" then she took off and left me with Monica. Any other time being left alone with a naked Monica would be a cause for joy. She was just a tad under five feet tall, about a hundred and ten pounds and I'd guess her bra size to be a 34 or 36 D cup. Her dark red hair normally hung down to below her shoulders and she had a pouty little mouth that just made you want it around your cock.
I put some soap on the rag and started on her face. I slowly worked my way down and I was working on her tits when my mom came back carrying a travel bag. "These were the clothes she was wearing when she left the house." She watched me soaping Monica's tits and she grinned, "Be careful with those tits baby. If you get her too hot and bothered you might have to take care of both of us."
I looked up at her, "You think she would?"
Mom laughed, "What's the matter baby, momma not enough for you anymore?"
She started to pour black coffee into Monica and I kept on washing. "Get her pussy real good baby, get up inside. Six guys can put a lot of stuff in a girl. If her hubby is horny when she gets home we don't want him finding her any wetter than she can lie about." I don't think that Monica was that far out of it anymore. Once mom started pouring hot coffee into her the crying slowed down and eventually stopped. Once she stopped and opened her eyes I was pretty sure that I saw some awareness in them and maybe just a little bit of confusion as she saw me running a wash rag over her body. I saw her look up at mom as I ran the wash rag over her pussy lips. She made a sound and clamped her legs tight and leaned forward and tried to push my hands away, but then mom put her hands on Monica's shoulders, "Easy honey, easy. He's just helping me get you cleaned up so you can go home. It's all right, Daniel is a good boy and he won't tell a soul, will you Daniel?"
"No mom, not a soul."
Monica looked up at mom and the she relaxed. I was washing her pussy as best I could and Monica gave a little moan and hunched at my hand. Mom giggled and said, "Take it easy Monica. We are tying to clean you out, not get more put in you. If you're not careful Daniel might want to try an older woman. Would you like that Daniel? Would you like a taste of Monica?"
I looked into Monica's face and Monica saw that indeed Daniel would like a taste and she gave me the strangest look. Mom helped her wash her hair and then we got her out of the tub. Mom made her douche and helped her get dressed. Then I drove the two women to where Monica's car was parked and then mom drove her to within a block of her house. Monica drove the last block herself and then I picked up mom and we headed home. Mom slid over next to me and started to unzip my pants. As she took out my cock she said, "Would you have fucked her baby? If she had let you would you have cheated on your poor mommy?" Then she laughed, "Of course you would have. Maybe next time."
Later that night as I was buried in mom's pussy she asked between moans, "Who are you fucking now baby, Monica or me."
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"Maybe next time." The phrase sat in the back of my mind all the next day. What did mom mean by that? Was there to be a next time? And if there were would I fuck Monica if I had the chance? Silly question -of course I would - in a heartbeat! I had fantasies of mom, Monica and me on the same bed. Mom blond and tanned; Monica light skinned, freckled and with her long red hair - it would be a great contrast. But it was only fantasy and I knew it.
My affair with my mother was not without an element of danger. We pretty much knew when to expect that dad would be coming home, but we sometimes got caught up in the heat of things and lost track of time. That was pretty much the case when two days after the Monica episode we were bouncing around on my bed when we heard dad's Kenworth pull up next to the house. Mom pushed me off her and made a mad dash for her bedroom. I watched as she took a large dildo out the bedside table and then ran back and closed the bedroom door. The front door slammed and I heard, "Honey, I'm home" and my mom hollered "I'm upstairs sweetie." My door was closed when dad came up the steps, but I could imagine what he saw when he opened his bedroom door and heard mom say, "Hurry up damn it, I expected you an hour ago." I could hear the noises coming from my parents bedroom and I thought that there was nothing in the world so cruel as to have a hot pussy suddenly pulled off of a hard cock and then have to listen to someone else fuck that same hot pussy. And then I had to laugh; who was I to deny my dad what was his, at least when he was home.
I was hurting. Dad was home on one of his rare three-week layovers. Three weeks without pussy might not seem like a big thing to a lot of people, but I had gone overnight from virgin to two and sometimes three times a day, everyday and with dad home I was going through withdrawal. Mom could tell I was hurting, but she couldn't help. On Saturday morning I slept late and when I came downstairs I found Monica and her husband Dale having coffee with my folks. Monica's eyes followed me around the kitchen as I fixed myself some toast and cereal and whenever I looked over at her I got a little half smile almost like she was remembering my hands on her body. I sat at the breakfast bar and ate my breakfast and looked at her and I knew that if my dad and her husband weren't there I would have tried to fuck her. As I had that thought Monica looked over at me and blushed. Could she have read my mind?
Tuesday afternoon when I got home from school mom asked me if I was staying in or going out. I told her I had a Calculus quiz coming up and that I needed to study for it and then I asked her why she wanted to know. "Your dad and I are going out tonight and I just wondered." I wondered a few things myself. Like would dad be taking her to any of the places she went to when he was gone and what might happen if he did and one of mom's fuck buddies decided to say hi.
I had my head buried in the Calc book when the doorbell rang. I opened the door to and was surprised to find Monica standing there. "I called your mother to see where we could meet tonight and she told me that she couldn't go with me. She told me if I couldn't find anything else to do that maybe you might like some company." I stood there too stunned to speak and Monica said, "May I come in?"
I was still staring at her as I stepped aside and let her come in. She turned to face me, "I can leave if you want, but I got the feeling the other night from the way you ran your hands over my body that you might like to do it again" and she started to strip. I may have been stunned initially, but as Monica's clothes started hitting the floor I sure snapped out of it. "I liked the feel of your hands on my breasts Danny, please do it some more." She stepped toward me and kissed me and I put my hands on her tits and as I caressed them her hands went to my belt and as my pants hit the floor her hands went into my boxers and one of them wrapped around my cock. I ran one hand down her body and she moaned as my fingers found her slit and began to probe. "Where's your bedroom Danny, get me up to your bedroom honey. I need it, I need it bad."
In the bedroom she immediately took charge, pushed me back on the bed and went down on me. I ran my hand back down to her pussy and put my fingers back to work and for the next two minutes as her head went up and down my fingers went in and out. Then Monica gave a loud moan, pulled her mouth of me, climbed over me and sat down on my cock. She bounced up and down on me and I held tight to her waist to keep her from getting too far away from the head of my dick - I didn't want her coming off of it. After several minutes Monica rolled off of me and pulled me over on top of her, "Fuck me hard Danny, fuck me hard." Another two minutes went by and I couldn't hold back any longer and I let my load loose. Monica cried, "No Danny, not yet, please not yet, I'm almost there" so I did what I did to my mom when the same thing happened. I pulled my cock out of Monica's hot box, spun around and went down on her. I worked on her clit and pushed a finger up her ass and she went crazy and screamed as her body bucked and twisted with her climax.
When she had calmed down I moved up beside her and was lowering my mouth to take in one of her nipples when she said, "Did your mother teach you that?"
"What?"
"Did your mother teach you to eat pussy like that?"
The lie was on my lips, but before I could utter it she said, "I wasn't totally out of it the other night. I heard her when she told you to be careful and not get me all hot and bothered or you might have to take care of both of us. A couple of seconds later she said what's the matter, momma not enough for you anymore. That could only have meant one thing." She saw the answer on my face and she said, "I sure wish I had her courage. I'd love to make love to Troy, but I can't so I guess you will just have to be my young stud. You don't mind do you? Will you be my young stud horse?" We fucked twice more before she had to leave. "We will do this again, right?" I told her that I would be more than happy to help her out whenever she could arrange it. She gave me a passionate kiss that made my cock hard again and I pulled her down and fucked her again on the floor just inside the front door.
I was in bed but not asleep when my parents came home. I heard the sounds from their bedroom and since I knew what mom looked like when she made those sounds I got hard again. I was just nodding off when I heard my bedroom door open, "Are you awake baby?" she whispered. She got on the bed and I felt her hand search for my cock. When she got her hand around it she said, "Did you like my present baby?" She pulled the covers off me. "What does she taste like?" and she lowered her head and sucked in my cock. I panicked and tried to push her away, but she said, "Relax baby. As long as I can hear him snoring we will be okay." She went back to sucking my cock and in about three or four minutes I gave her what little Monica had left me. She kissed me, "Sleep tight baby" and then she went back to her own room.
My first class the next day wasn't until eleven so I slept late. When I came downstairs mom was at the sink doing dishes and watching dad cut the grass in the backyard. "Morning baby, have a good night last night?" I just smiled at her. "You just make sure that you save enough for me."
I walked over and kissed her on the back of the neck, "Don't you worry, you're primary, she's just back up."
"Speaking of back up, if you raised up my housecoat you would find that I have nothing else on and you father is where we can keep an eye on him."
I raised her housecoat to her waist and she spread her legs and I moved between them. It was so wild to be fucking her while she was bent over the sink begging me to fuck her harder and to make her cum while we watched my dad work in the yard. When I came she turned around and went to her knees, "Keep your eyes on him baby" and she went to work sucking my cock to get me hard again. I fucked her one more time as we watched him trim the rose bushes and when we were through she asked how things had gone the previous night. I gave her a step by step rundown on what had happened, including the fact that Monica knew about us. She grinned, "I wasn't sure if she would come over or just treat it as my kidding around. I'm not going to lose you to her, am I?"
"Are you kidding? I going to give up something that I only have to cross the hall to get for something I'd have to go across town to get? Not likely. My only worry is that Troy will find out and want you in trade."
Mom's expression changed, "You think he would want me?"
It was my turn to be quiet and then I said, "That's not the question here mom. The question on the table is do you want him?"
She smiled at me.
"You slut you."
She patted my cheek, "Yes baby, but that's what you love about me, isn't it?"
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It was two days after my night with Monica. I was eating my breakfast when the phone rang and mom answered it. "Sure honey, he's here." She carried the phone over to me, "It's your girlfriend baby, I think she wants your dick."
It was Monica and she told me that her hubby had just left for work and Troy was on his way to class. "I'm all alone her honey, can you come over?" My only class of any consequence was an eleven o'clock on Business Law so I told her I would be by. "The door won't be locked honey, just come straight up to the bedroom. Hurry honey, don't make me wait too long." As I hung up mom said, "Your dad is leaving this afternoon and mommy intends to keep her little boy busy tonight. Keep that in mind while you are spreading pollen over at Monica's"
Monica was lying in the middle of her bed fucking herself with a large dildo when I got there. She looked up at me and smiled, "Just getting it heated up for you so we don't have to waste time on foreplay. Come on over here and give me the real thing." I had to run like hell to get to class on time.
I had two hours to kill before my next class so I was sitting in the corner at my favorite table in the Student Union and sipping a milkshake when Troy dropped onto the chair on the other side of the table. Like I said earlier he can read me better than anyone else, but this time he was both right and wrong.
"You dog you. At it again and won't help out your pard. You got to help me dude. I just know that she would enjoy a taste of this good ole boy."
He was right in that I had just gotten laid, but wrong in who I'd just fucked. I wondered how he would react if I set him up to fuck who I'd just fucked. But I remembered my mom's grin from the previous night and so I said, "Look bud, I won't set you up with my mom. There isn't any way that I can go up to her and say, "Hey mom, Troy wants to fuck you, okay?" What I will do is set up a situation where it puts the two of you together and if you can make it happen, fine."
"How can we do that?"
"I don't know for sure. Maybe something as simple as you coming over to study with me on a night when she goes out. When she comes home she usually gets naked and then comes into my room. I'll make sure that I'm in the bathroom or something and there she will - stark naked and expecting a cock - and there you will be. That's the best I can do for you bud. But I got to warn you - when she comes home she will probably all ready have been screwed and she will have some dude's load in her. Her big thing is to have her cunt eaten before she gets fucked. Make sure you can handle that. If you can't, don't even bother coming over."
The look on Troy's face was priceless. He looked like I had just asked him to eat a dozen dead frogs.
"Aw dude, that's gross."
"Might sound like it, but that's the price of admission."
"You do that?"
I nodded my head yes and said, "It hasn't hurt me a bit and as far as I'm concerned it's a price well worth paying for what I get."
"Geez dude, I don't know about that."
"Okay, nobody's going to force you to do something you don't want to, but you probably won't be getting any pussy at my house either.
When I got home that night my dad's KW was gone and when I walked in the house I found mom in the kitchen making dinner. She had on high heels, nylons and an apron. "I know what turns you on baby, so I dressed just for you. Want a quickie before dinner?" We never did have dinner that night and I was plumb wore out when I fell asleep. Mom woke me with a blow job and then we made love once before we went down for breakfast. Over breakfast I told mom about the conversation I'd had with Troy at school and how I planned to get them together. "It won't bother you to share me with him, will it?"
I laughed at that, "I'm sharing you now. I know what you are doing when you go out, I can feel it when I fuck you."
"That is no way for you to talk to your mother young man."
"Sorry, but I do know I'm getting sloppy seconds and I don't care as long as I get you too."
"Are you going to want to do me with him?"
She saw the look on my face and laughed, "If you haven't tried a threesome yet you should do one at least once."
"I don't know ma, he is a good friend and I don't know that I could do it with him in the room."
"Well baby, if not him maybe someone else. Maybe I'll bring someone home with me one night, some one you don't know." Again she saw the look on my face and laughed, "What would you do if I wanted to do a gangbang?"
I started to say something and she held up her hand, "Save it for tonight baby. Hurry home so we can have some fun before I go out."
Troy and I had the same class at one o'clock, a real snoozer called Managerial Economics, and before class stared I told him that my mom was going out that night and asked him if he wanted to come over and take a shot at her.
"Jeez man, I want to, but I just don't think I could put my mouth on her pussy after some guy has cum in her. I'd probably throw up and that would be way uncool."
"Your choice bud. The offer is there if you want it. She usually leaves about six-thirty so if you decide you want to give it a try just come on over."
When I got home from school mom was sitting on the couch finger fucking herself and waiting for me. I stripped and got on the couch with her and we did some major necking before she broke us apart and pulled me down on the living room floor. It was a quick hot fuck and then we spun around and went sixty-nine on each other until she got me hard again and then she climbed on top of me and pushed her hot box down on my dick. She rocked back and forth and then she began to lift herself up and drive down on me. Several minutes of that and then she rolled off me and I got on top of her and began to drive into her. It took me a while, given how many times I had cum since coming home from school the day before and this morning before I left for school, but I finally blew my load and I rolled off and laid on the floor next to her.
"That was nice baby, but mommy is still hungry" and she got up on her knees and went down on me. It took her a while to get me up again and then she laid down and opened herself to me again. We hadn't been paying any attention to the clock and six-thirty had come and gone as we rolled around on the living room floor like a couple of dogs in heat. I hadn't told mom that Troy was coming over because, quite frankly, I didn't think he would. I didn't think he would be able to get past the eating a cum filled pussy thing so I was surprised when Troy walked in the door at six-forty and caught us going at it. Mom was bent over the back of the couch and I was doing her from behind when I heard, "Oh sweet Jesus" and looked up to see him standing there.
Mom recovered before I did. My dick started to lose a little of its stiffness until I heard her say, "Get your clothes off and get over here." Troy stripped in record time and walked over to the couch and mom reached out and grabbed his dick and pulled him to her mouth. My cock stopped going soft and turned around and went the other way. Each time I drove it into her I pushed Troy's cock further down her throat. Being a virgin he didn't last very long and soon I saw cum leaking out of the corners of mom's mouth. She kept her lips locked on him and just about the time I spit my load she had him up again. As soon as I was out of her she went around to the other side of the couch and pushed Troy down on the floor and then she knelt down and sucked on him for another minute or two.
Then she gave him the same chance to avoid eating her pussy that she had given me our first time - none! She swung over him in a sixty-nine and pushed her bush down on his mouth. He had a choice - eat her or push her away and have her take her hot mouth off of his cock. He chose the blow job. I was sitting in the easy chair watching mom lower herself on Troy's rod when the phone rang. "Hi sweetie, am I interrupting anything?" I told Monica that she wasn't. "Hubby's gone bowling and won't be home before eleven-thirty and Troy is spending the night at a friends. I'm all alone in this big house and I sure could use some company." I looked over at mom bouncing up and down on Troy and had mixed emotions. Should I stay and be a part of what was going on or go and visit Monica. In the end I decided that since Troy was spending the night I could still be part of things when I got home.
"Mom, I need to go out for a bit. My girlfriend has a problem that she needs some help with. I'll be back by eleven, okay?"
She looked over at me and mouthed "Monica?" and I nodded. You go ahead baby. It will give me some time to get better aquainted with Troy. How about it Troy, would you like to get to know me better?"
Troy's tongue was hanging out of his mouth and he was trying to hang on to the wild ride he was getting and even though he didn't say a word all three of us knew what his answer was.
The two of them were still going at it when I got home at eleven twenty. They were on mom's bed and she was on her knees and Troy was pounding her from behind. Mom told me to hurry and get undressed, I need your cock in my mouth baby. Hurry up and bring it to mommy." My cock gave a little stir, but didn't seem to want to rise to the occasion. That didn't surprise me all that much. I had screwed mom several times the night before, twice again before I left for school that morning and then again three times before leaving to go over and spend three hours with Monica. Monica thought I was one hell of a stud because I fucked her for almost twenty minutes before cumming the first time and over thirty minutes the second time. It was no wonder that my dick didn't want to play any more. But mom wasn't having any of that; she wanted my cock in her mouth and whatever momma wanted, momma got, at least from me. It was a good thing that Troy was young and full of cum because he was able to keep her satisfied to the point where she pretty much left me alone. We all fell asleep around one and at two I got up and when to my own bed. I had an eight o'clock class the next day and when I got up I glanced in mom's room and saw her sucking Troy's cock trying to wake him up. I wondered if he would make it to class that day.
For the next month whenever dad wasn't at home either Troy was fucking my mom or I was. I don't know what Troy did when my dad was home, but Troy's mother was my outlet at those times. Monica was actually springing for motel rooms on days when either her husband or Troy were around the house. Twice mom brought Monica home with her on one of their nights out together. I know it's a popular male fantasy to have two good looking women in bed with you at the same time, but I'm here to tell you that it isn't all that great - at least not for the women. No way one guy can take care of two women who want to do nothing but fuck.
Then came the night my mom decided to get cute. It was on the night that she usually ran around with Monica. She told me that she planned on being home early that night and that she had been extremely horny that day. "Get Troy over here baby. It would be nice to find you both here waiting for me when I get home." I called Troy and he said he would be right over. Mom came home and we went straight up to her bedroom. All three of us were on the bed naked, mom's mouth on my cock and Troy packing it to her from behind when I heard the front door close and footsteps coming up the stairs. I started to get up from the bed, but mom grabbed me and held me in place and I could see from her eyes that she had heard the same things that I had. If she wasn't worried I wasn't going to.
My eyes were on the doorway when Monica walked in. She stopped dead and I saw her jaw drop when she saw her son buried in my mom. I don't think Troy saw her at first. He kept plugging away at my mom while his mom stood there and watched. Several moments went by and then Monica started undressing. She walked toward the bed and I was expecting her to take my hand and pull me away from my mom's mouth, but she didn't. I was looking at Troy and he had his eyes closed as he concentrated on getting his nuts off. Monica grabbed an arm, but it wasn't my arm - it was Troy's. His eyes came open and he saw his mother just as she physically pulled him off of my mom and pushed him down on the bed. Before he knew what was happening Monica mounted him and began sliding up and down his cock. Mom said, "Lets go to your room and leave these two to get aquatinted." Mom and I made it twice more before I had to get up and go to the bathroom. I noticed that it was damned close to the time Monica was due home. I looked in mom's bedroom and saw Monica's head going up and down on Troy's cock. I took my whiz and then went into the room and moved up behind Monica and slid my cock in her and as Troy looked up at me with surprise on his face I fucked his mother. As soon as I came I pointed at the clock and Monica jumped up, leaving poor Troy with a hard cock, and started gathering up her clothes. She kept looking at Troy's erection as she dressed and I told her not to worry, that my mom would take care of his problem. "Call me" she said, "First thing in the morning - call me" and she hurried away. I went into my room, told mom that Troy needed help and then I crashed. I know a lot of people won't believe it, but there is such a thing as too much pussy and yes, you can get to the point where it hurts to cum.
The next morning I got up and headed downstairs to fix myself some toast and coffee before heading for class. I glanced in mom's room and saw that she and Troy had already gotten a start on the day. While the coffee was brewing I picked up the phone and called Monica. After she answered the phone she asked, "Why didn't you tell me?"
"About what?"
"About Troy and your mother."
"Why would I have? If I remember right you said that what you did last night was something that you could never bring yourself to do. Given that, why would you want to know who he was fucking?"
"How long has it been going on?"
"About six weeks now."
"How did it happen?"
"He walked in on us while mom and I were going at it and mom felt that she only had two choices (this was all BS of course, but Monica didn't know it), get him to join in or risk letting him leave and blab to people about what we were doing."
"Is he still there?"
"As of five minutes ago he and mom were still going at it."
"Can you come over?"
"I have an eight o'clock that I can't miss, but then I have three hours before my next class."
"Please come over sweetie, I need it, I need it bad."
Monica was on her bed when I got there and she was keeping herself warm for me with her big dildo. She was on her hands and knees and I was porking her from behind when Troy walked into the room. He didn't even bother to undress, he just unzipped and walked up to his mother and stuck his cock in her mouth. I had been fucking her for almost ten minutes before he arrived so I was not long in coming and then we changed places. The two of us worked over Monica for the next hour and then it was time for me to head out for my class. As I left the room Monica was squealing like a pig as her baby boy was stuffing his cock up her ass.
For the next year and a half Troy and I swapped mothers and more often than not the four of us would be on the same bed at the same time. Both mom and Monica loved threesomes so it was not unusual for Troy and I to be looking at each other as we double-teamed either his mom or mine. The two women still went out together once a week and usually came home with cum in their pussies and as dutiful sons Troy and I had to take care of the cleanup duties.
Then disaster struck!
I don't know what made Monica's husband suspicious, but on one of her nights out he followed her and was watching as she met my mom, changed clothes and then went bar hopping. He was also watching when Monica left a bar with two guys and took both of them on in the back seat of a car. Fortunately, at least for Troy's sake, and mine, he confronted her right there instead of following her and seeing what else she might be up to that night. Mom was on her way out of the bar with someone to get a little back seat time of her own and she saw what was happening. She hurriedly turned and went back into the bar before she was seen, but the damage was done. Monica's husband called dad and told him that the two women were running together and told him about what he caught Monica doing. He suggested that dad just might want to check out what mom was doing. Again Troy and I got lucky. My dad wasn't a sneak and peek kind of guy so he just confronted mom with what Dale had told him. After a whole lot of yelling and screaming at each other mom told dad that she didn't give a rat's ass what Monica did on their nights out, "All I do is have a few drinks and do some dancing. But since you are so god damned set in your mind that I'm out there fucking everything in pants I might just as well go out and do it." She grabbed her purse and headed for the door. Dad said, "Where the hell are you going?"
"I'm going out. I'm going someplace where a guy might hit on me and when one does I'm going to fuck his eyes out. Don't wait up" and she stormed out the door.
She was gone three days and when she came home she found that dad had packed his bags and moved out. Mom actually cried when she found out. I guess she really loved him in her own way, but she needed more cock than he could give her, what with him being gone all the time.
Monica and Dale divorced and Monica moved to California to live with her family. Troy stayed just long enough to graduate and then he followed her. Mom changed the locks on the house so dad couldn't sneak back and catch her at anything. She stopped going out, stayed home and did her best to fuck Troy and me to death until he left to follow Monica. When I graduated I took a job that took me out of state. Mom and dad divorced and then she remarried. She comes to visit me several times a year and then she spreads her legs and tries to make up for lost time. It is real interesting when I go back to see her; she lucked out and married a guy who not only believes in open marriages, but who also likes to hide in the closet and watch. Mom told me about him, but she didn't tell him that she told me. Every time I go back to visit Eddie is in the closet watching as I put it to mom. Once, Troy and I managed to be back in town at the same time and Eddie got to see us double team her.
My association with mom and Monica twisted me somehow so that I can't seem to get along with "good girls." I've dated a lot of beautiful, smart and witty women of good morals, but I've never been able to form a lasting relationship with one of them. I seem attracted to the sluts - the girls with round heels that just give it away to everybody. I'm engaged to a girl I met at a gangbang, as big a cock-loving slut as you could ever hope to meet. She let me know up front that if we married she was still going to fuck other guys and she still intended to do the occasional gangbang. I haven't introduced Wendy to mom yet, but I think the two of them will really hit it off. I can just picture Wendy taking mom with her to one of her gangbangs. That would be so cool.
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I called my mother to let her know that I had met the girl I was going to marry. "You need to come visit and meet her. It would be nice if the two of you could get to know each other before the wedding." Mom said she would try and get up to see us the following weekend. That night when Wendy had finished fucking me into exhaustion I told her about mom's impending visit and was surprised when she seemed less than pleased. When I asked her why she said it was because my mom wasn't going to like her.
"Women can sense some things honey. She won't be here twenty-four hours and she will know exactly what kind of girl I am."
I laughed and told her how mom and dad's divorce had come about; "If you want to get on mom's good side just take her out and get her laid."
"Danny! That is no way to talk about your mother."
I wasn't like Eddie. I liked to watch Wendy fuck other guys, but I didn't hide in the closet to do it. Once I had accepted the fact that Wendy's love would be true, but that her lust wouldn't, I began to participate. More than once I had been there watching and doing my fair share as she fucked guys that I had never seen before. She was a great favorite of upper management where I worked and her popularity got me at least two promotions. Not that I pimped her, at least not directly or intentionally. It happened because I brought Wendy with me to a company barbecue. The drinks were flowing, everyone was having a good time and the VP of Marketing had a few too many and hit on Wendy. He was surprised as hell when she took him by the hand and led him out to my car and gave him a killer blow job. Then she climbed in the back seat and fucked him silly. Back inside the party the VP told my boss what happened and my boss maneuvered her into a bedroom and got the same treatment. The two of them were so taken with Wendy that they wanted more and they asked her for her phone number. Wendy told them, "Sorry. I only do this at parties when I've had too much to drink. Besides, if I do too much of it Danny might catch me and I don't want to lose him."
On the way home she told me what had happened and I chuckled, "That means they won't get another shot at you until the company Christmas party. Well, they say that anticipation can be good for you." The following Tuesday I was called into my bosses office and informed that I was being promoted. All of a sudden I belonged to the group that got invited to all the cocktail parties and social functions and don't think that I didn't know that it was Wendy that they wanted and not me. The second promotion came for the same reason. Six months after the first promotion I was promoted to Regional Manager - a job that had a whole lot of traveling attached and don't think I didn't know what that meant. It meant "Get Daniel out of town so he's not around while we play with Wendy." I was good at my job and I honestly thought that I would get the promotions anyway, only not so quick. I made Wendy promise that no one at work at work would ever know that I knew what was going on. I knew the name of everyone of the men I worked with that fucked her and I made me a list. I intended to fuck their wives and even their daughters if I could. Why would I want revenge on these guys given that I didn't care what Wendy did with her pussy? Because they were sneaking around behind my back to do it! Anyway, this was the relationship that I had going with Wendy when my mom came to visit.
It started out as a typical visit with mom giving me a blow job in the car on the way home from the airport and then with her telling me all of the depraved things that she planned on doing with me while she was there. I dropped her at the apartment, introduced her to Wendy, and then I headed back to work. I had no idea of what to expect when I came home that night, but it certainly wasn't what I found. There was a note on the kitchen table, "Dinner is in the microwave. We are out getting aquatinted, don't wait up. Love, Wendy and Mom." Well, I did wait up, but only until about eleven-thirty and then I called it a night.
I woke up when a pair of hot lips wrapped themselves around my cock. I glanced at the bedside clock and saw that it was just after three.
"Wendy, are you crazy? My mom is here."
"I know I am sweetie and mommy is sucking your cock so lay back and enjoy. Don't worry about that slut you are going to marry catching us. She's out in the parking lot getting some back seat time with a guy who followed us home."
She turned and pushed her pussy at my face and I found that mom must have gotten some backseat action too. I knew that mom and Wendy were birds of a feather, but I didn't think that the two of them would find each other so quickly. I hadn't tasted another man's cum from a pussy since the last time I did it with mom. For some reason Wendy had never asked and I had never offered. I was getting some killer head from mom and my tongue was digging at her hot hole when the lights came on and a disbelieving Wendy stood in the doorway looking at us. She stood there for several moments, shocked at what she was seeing and then she said, "You fucking degenerate pervert. I knew you were kinky, but I didn't know that you were that far out. Do you know that she's had at least three guys pumping into her tonight?"
Mom stopped sucking me long enough to say, "He knows dear and he's used to it" and she went back to sucking me.
Wendy just stood there and watched as if she couldn't believe her eyes. Just when I thought that she was going to turn around and leave she dropped her purse on the floor and started undressing. "I'm next and mine is fresher." Mom moved, stopped sucking me and then mounted me. As she was riding up and down on my pole Wendy came over and sat on my face. It was the start of a wild night and a wild visit.
Mom stayed a week and every night she and Wendy went out and when they came home I had to eat each of them before either of them would fuck me. One of the nights I had to be gone on business and mom got to meet my boss and the VP of Marketing. The last night of mom's visit Wendy told me not to wait up, "We won't be home before you have to leave for work in the morning." That night Wendy took mom to one of her gangbangs and the next day she drove mom to the airport. That night Wendy told me all about it. "You would have been so proud of her honey. She took every one of the twelve guys at least three times and she was still looking for another cock when the guys were all worn out. She even had three guys do her at the same time. Your mom is cool honey. She told me that I have to go visit her so she can show me her little corner of the world. I'm going to like being part of your family."
Over the next six months we visited mom twice and mom came to stay with us twice. Eddie got to see mom and Wendy fuck several guys on the bed at the same time and one night, after the guys had left Wendy had gone to the closet, pulled Eddie out and fucked his brains out. And during that period I got to go to one of Wendy's gangbangs and watch my two favorite ladies take on fourteen guys.
When the two of them get together I never know what is going to happen. Take the night of my bachelor party. While several friends threw me a party that included an inept stripper who gave me the worlds worst lap dance and a couple of luke warm porno tapes, Wendy and mom were having a party of their own. It was thrown at my bosses house and Wendy and mom (the boss didn't know she was my mom) took on twenty-one men - the boss, three VPs and every important client that the company had were on hand to give Wendy her send off. The boss said he was sorry to be losing her now that she was going to be a loving wife and he was surprised when Wendy told him that nothing was going to change except that she was going to be a little more honest with me about what she had been doing as a single girl.
"You mean you would tell him about what we have been doing?"
"I have to. I won't go around behind his back. Why? Would that stop you from wanting me around?"
"I guess that will depend on how Daniel takes the news, won't it?"
"Well, he knows I'm a cock loving slut and he knows that I'm screwing guys and he doesn't care. He just doesn't know about you. So I guess it will depend on how he takes the news and how you handle him knowing. It's up to you. You want me to tell him?"
"If it will keep you coming back, hell yes."
There was one more surprise before the wedding took place. Naturally I invited my father to the wedding, but since mom and Eddie were staying with me he had to check into a motel. The night before the wedding my dad stopped by my place thinking that mom and Eddie were out somewhere. I was out taking care of some last minute details, but mom and Eddie were home. Eddie was in the back bedroom fucking Wendy (as far as Eddie was concerned I didn't know) and mom invited dad in and he hadn't been there five minutes and mom had his cock out and was sucking him off. Then he took her back to his motel and kept her there all night. Eddie was fit to be tied and I felt a little sorry for him. I knew mom loved dad and I knew that if she started fucking him again she would keep on doing it.
While I was waiting at the alter I surveyed the faces of those present and I was pretty sure that Wendy had been fucked by every man in the church with the possible exception of the minister and I wasn't all that sure about him. As Wendy came down the aisle I wondered what life was going to have in store for us. Hell, I wondered if she could make it through the reception without making a trip outside to somebody's back seat. If she did mom would probably be in the back seat of the car next to her.
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It had been a hard night for me. I had been up until almost three hitting the books to get ready for exams. I was sitting at the breakfast bar just off the kitchen when my mother slid a plate of bacon and eggs in front of me and asked, "So honey, have you got a date for the prom yet?"
"No mom, I'm not going."
"Not going? You have to honey, it is part of the experience."
"I just don't want to go."
"Why not honey, what's wrong?"
Normally I would have said nothing was wrong and just ducked the question, but I guess I was tired from being up most of the night and my mind wasn't clear. "I'm not going because I can't get a date."
We had only been in town for a year. Dad's company had promoted him to be the plant manager at their plant in this city and the family had been uprooted from its comfortable and settled existence and moved thirteen hundred miles. I was a shy kid and I was slow to make friends. It had taken me years to make the friends that I had in my old school. There was also the matter of my age. I had missed a semester because of a broken leg and I was nineteen to everyone else's eighteen. That, the shyness and the fact that I was pretty much considered a nerd, plus my being new in school and that all added up to no new friends.
As nerds go I wasn't the kind that you imagine when you hear the term. I didn't have Coke bottle glasses and pocket protectors full of pencils and pens. What made me a nerd to my classmates was that I always had my head stuck in a book and in class whenever a question was asked my hand was always the first one raised. It didn't help any that my answers were always right.
I wasn't a bad looking guy and even though I had no interest in sports I was in pretty good physical shape. In fact, I was in better shape than most of the jocks. That was my mother's doing. She is a fanatic on physical fitness and she has her own mini-gym down in our basement. One day I was sitting with my dad watching a football game and my mother called me into the kitchen. I went to see what she wanted and I found her sitting at the kitchen table going through an old picture album.
"Do me a favor honey and look out into the living room and take a really good look at your dad."
I did what she wanted and what I saw was a forty year old man with a beer belly sitting in front of the TV with a beer in his hand and a half a dozen empties on the floor. Don't get me wrong here, I love my dad and I'm not disparaging him, I'm just stating what I saw. I went back into the kitchen and my mom told me to sit down. She opened the scrapbook, pointed at a picture and told me to look at it.
"That is your dad when we got married."
I looked at the picture of the tall, slim guy and there was no way that they could have been the same guy. Before I could say anything my mom said, "Your father works hard honey and his idea of relaxing when he gets home is to drink beer and watch TV. It is not good for him and I've tried to get him to exercise, but he just won't do it. I don't want you to look like that when you are his age. You dad is a heart attack just waiting to happen. I'm hoping that I can get you to start working out now so you get into the routine, into the habit. It's up to you honey, I can't make you do it, but I wish you would."
I did and I've been doing it three days a week for four years now and it shows. But even though I'm not bad looking and I'm in pretty good shape I am still a nerd to others and the two girls I did feel I knew well enough to ask to the prom both turned me down.
Mom's response to "I can't get a date" was "Then I guess we will just have to do something about that. I didn't get to go to my prom and I've always been sorry that I missed it. We will find a way to get you there honey, just leave it to me."
Two days later I came home from school to find mom sitting at the kitchen table looking through her scrapbooks. "Just looking to see what the girls wore to the prom. I couldn't go, but my cousin Mary went and she took pictures for me."
"Why couldn't you go?"
"Because I was busy with you honey and because my mother said I would embarrass her if I went to the prom eight months pregnant."
I hadn't known that and I asked about it. Mom had fallen in love with a college guy (my dad) who was seven years older than she was and one thing had led to another and she had gotten pregnant. It was only the fact that grandma wanted to protect the family's good name and avoid a scandal that kept them from having dad arrested for statutory rape. But even then they refused to let mom and dad get married until dad went and saw a lawyer and found out that in our state once a woman has a child she is no longer considered a minor. Mom and dad married as soon as I was born and grandma had never forgiven either of them. That went a long way toward explaining why mom looked so young and dad didn't.
Mom closed the scrapbook and said, "I've made all the arrangements. The limo will be here at six and the appointment to fit you for your tux is at four tomorrow."
"Mom, I told you that I don't have a date - I'm not going!"
"You have a date honey, I told you, I made all the arrangements."
"You got me a date?"
"Yes."
"Who?"
"Me."
It took her a long time to talk me into it. First I said, "No way! I can hear it now; "Derek had to bring his mommy to the prom. Derek is a mommy's boy, Derek is a mommy's boy." My reputation as a nerd was bad enough without piling that on top of it. But mom beat down every argument I put forth. "First honey, none of your teachers has ever met me so the chaperones won't know who I am and none of the kids you go to school with have ever seen me so they won't know either. I look ten years younger than I am and you look two years older than you are so all they are going to see is a good looking guy with an older girlfriend. Just think what that will do for your reputation."
I was still leery, but in the end I caved in, more to please my mom than for any other reason.
"Don't you worry baby, I'll make you proud."
She did and before we even left the house. She was an absolute knock out. The way she dressed, the way she did her hair and makeup made her look like a twenty-three year old and I began to think that we might just pull it off. As we were leaving mom told dad not to wait up for us. "I have a hunch that Derek is going to get invited to several after prom parties so we will probably be pretty late getting home." Dad said, "Have fun" as he opened another beer and reached for the remote.
To say that mom got attention would be an understatement. The guys were all looking at her with lust in their eyes which made all the girls look at her with hatred and envy. Several guys asked me if they could dance with her and I was reluctant, but Kathy (which is what I had to call her for the night) said, "Come on sweetie, don't be greedy. You have me all the time." I was sitting at the table watching her dance with one of the guys when a guy I knew from Spanish class came over and joined me.
"I'm having a party after the prom and you're invited if you would care to come."
"I'll ask my girlfriend and if she's willing we'll be there."
By the time the last dance rolled around I had been invited to three parties and don't think that I didn't know that it was because of mom. Mom said that we would hit all three of them because it was necessary to keep "my exposure level high." I asked her what she meant by that and she told me about one of her visits to the bathroom. There had been six or seven girls there fixing makeup and washing hands and one of them had asked her what she was doing with the geek. "Geek? What do you mean geek?"
"Your date, what's his name, Derek?"
"Yes, his name is Derek."
"Well, everyone is wondering what you are doing here with him. I mean you are an obviously together chick and he's such a, well...a geek."
"What makes him a geek to you?"
"He's not like the other guys. He doesn't play football, basketball or any of the other sports and he always has his head in a book. I mean, like he belongs to the Chess Club for Christ's sake."
"And that makes him a geek?"
"Well like, yeah I guess."
"So he's not a jock, he'd rather be smart than dumb, and that makes him a geek? Well let me ask you something. When was the last time one of your jocks ate your pussy and gave you an orgasm? Do the jocks know where all your buttons are and just how to push them? For you girls who have given up your cherries, do your jock boyfriends keep it up long enough to get you off, or do they get their rocks off, say thanks babe and leave you hanging? Derek might be a geek by your definition, but some woman somewhere taught him right. I might be five years older than he is, but he is the best and most considerate lover I've ever had, geek or no geek." And then she had walked out and left staring open mouthed after her.
"But mom, I don't know or do any of those things."
"You will honey, you will."
We didn't make it to all the parties that night; we didn't make it past the first one. The downstairs of Phil's house was a large recreation room and everything had been pushed into corners to make a dance floor. There was a keg and some wine punch and some heavier stuff for the more adventurous and I even caught a whiff of grass a time or two. Mom, excuse me, I mean Kathy, was as popular at the party as she had been at the prom and I had more people come up and talk to me at that party than I'd had talk to me during the entire school year. Surprisingly a lot of them were girls, including the two who had turned me down. I was having such a good time that I kind of lost track of Kathy. One minute she was on the dance floor and the next minute she was gone. I started looking for her and when I saw Phil I asked him if he'd seen her.
"Yeah, I saw her go upstairs with Sam. I don't know where you found her, but she is one hot broad."
All I could do was smile, "Yeah, she is, isn't she."
I went upstairs looking for her. I saw a guy coming down the stairs and I asked him if he had seen my date. "She's upstairs. Hey man, you are one cool dude. Not many guys would be willing to share something that hot."
I didn't have a clue as to what he was talking about so I just smiled and headed up the stairs. Just as I reached the top a guy I knew from Chemistry class was coming down the hall. He stuck his hand out, "Hey Derek, my new best friend. Thanks guy, I owe you a big one." I smiled, shook his hand and wondered just what in the hell was going on. There was one open door off the hall and I headed for it and when I got there I looked in and my jaw dropped to the floor. There was mom naked on the bed and a guy from Physics class was between her legs. Mom had her legs wrapped around him and I could see the nails of her hands biting into his butt cheeks. Her head was tossing from side to side and she was moaning, "Oh yes, oh yes, so good, oh so good" as the guy fucked her. I looked around the room and saw five or six guys in various states of undress. All of a sudden I knew why I was Stan's new best friend, why Harry thought I was a cool dude and why Phil thought that my date was one hot broad.
One of the naked guys walked over to me, "She said you wouldn't mind. I suppose we should have checked with you, but she didn't want to wait. You okay with this?" I said the only thing I could say given the circumstances, "Yeah, it's okay. She is usually more than I can handle anyway."
"Man, I wish I had a problem like that."
On the bed Mike grunted, "Here I come baby, her I come" and Mom/Kathy opened her eyes and she cried, "Not in me, not in me, you guys promised, not in me." Mike pulled out and shot cum all over her stomach. He got off the bed and as another naked guy crawled between her legs she saw me standing there watching and she smiled at me. "I'll make it up to you baby, I promise."
"Sure Kathy, no problem" and I turned and left. What else could I do? It was my mom for God's sake.
I went back down to the party and I hadn't been there two minutes when a girl I recognized from Calculus came over to me and asked me to dance. From the conversation we had I assumed that she was one of the girls who had been in the bathroom when mom made her speech. I gave her the basic cover story that mom gave me on our way over to the party.
"You going steady with the woman you brought to the prom?"
"Not really. She calls me sometimes when her husband goes out of town."
"She's married?"
"Yeah. I guess he's an old guy and doesn't take care of her."
"She thinks you're a tiger. Are you?"
"Oh I don't know about that. I'm just another guy."
"Do you see anyone else when you aren't seeing her?
"Occasionally."
"Why don't you give me a call sometime."
I had the same basic conversation with three other girls over the next two hours, plus a lot of guys who had never acknowledged my existence before got me beers, talked to me about sports and asked me where they could meet chicks like Kathy. I made some dumb comment about just being in the right place at the right time. I found out later that mom had told some of the girls that she had been at the mall with her boyfriend and that they had had an argument over how much time she was spending with him versus how much time she spent with her husband. She had gotten pissed and had stomped away determined to grab some guy, fuck him to death and then rub her boyfriends nose in it. She had grabbed me and instead of fucking me to death I had worn her out and she had kept me around ever since.
"Course I can only see him when my husband goes out of town and I'm scared to death some unattached woman will latch onto him during the time I can't be with him and I'll lose him, but I have him at least for now."
Personally I thought that she was laying it on a little heavy, but there was no denying the fact that the girls were showing an interest in me and that was something that had never happened before.
It was almost five in the morning when Mom/Kathy came back down into the basement. She walked up to me, put her arms around me and kissed me and it wasn't a motherly kiss either. When she broke the kiss she said, "Dance with me honey."
We started dancing and she said, "Pull me close, put your hands on my ass and hold me against you."
"I can't do that, you're my mother."
"No I'm not. Tonight I'm your cock hungry slut of a girlfriend and you have to act like you love it. Now do it before I go to my knees and suck your cock in front of everyone here."
After what I had seen up in the bedroom nothing should have surprised me, but mom's language did. I'd never before even heard her say 'damn.' I did what she told me to do and we danced real slow and close.
"I've still got it sweetie. Didn't know mommy was a slut, did you?"
I didn't know what to say so I kept my mouth shut and kept dancing.
" I'm sorry honey, but I knew it would happen when I made up my mind to be your date. I not only knew it, but I did everything I could to make it happen. I love your father honey, but he just doesn't have time for me anymore. Between work and that god damned TV he can't find time for me and I'm young, healthy and I need sex. I wanted all that hard young vigorous cock I got tonight. I'm just disappointed that my date didn't find me sexy enough to make love to me."
"Mom, what are you saying?"
"Hold your voice down Derek. I'm Kathy tonight, not mom, and Kathy wants to rock your world."
"But we can't. It isn't right."
"Yes we can and for two very good reasons. The laws against incest were made to keep close relatives from making babies. I had my tubes tied several years ago and you couldn't knock me up if you tried. Secondly, we have to keep me from being made out a liar. You don't want to make me into a liar, do you?"
"No mo...Kathy, I don't want to do that."
"Well honey, somebody has to teach you all the things that I told the girls that you do and from the way they are sniffing around you tonight it needs to be done soon. Otherwise they will think I lied to them and I don't want that. I want them to want my baby."
In the limo on the way home mom told the driver to put the partition up and then she said, "Kathy's going to take care of you baby. Just relax and let it happen." She opened my fly and stroked my cock a few times and then she lowered her head and took me in her mouth. I'm ashamed to have to admit it, but it only took me thirty or so seconds before I exploded in her mouth, but she didn't stop sucking on me until I was hard again. By then we were almost home and so she tucked me away and told me that she would finish what she started later.
Dad was just leaving for work when we pulled up in front of the house and we waved at each other. Once inside the house mom kicked off her heels, grabbed my hand and pulled me to her bedroom. We never left the bed, not even to eat, until half an hour before dad was due to get home. I ate my first pussy, I had anal sex for the first time and mom (excuse me, it's Kathy when we fuck) and Kathy fucked me more times than I can remember before she got up to fix dad his dinner. After dinner dad got a beer and headed for his recliner to plop down in front of the TV and mom went down into the basement and she asked me to come along and help her bring up a couple of loads of laundry. When we got to the basement she asked me to hand her a clean pair of socks from the clothesbasket and I did. She smiled at me, put the rolled up socks in her mouth and then turned and bent forward over the washing machine. It didn't take a genius to figure out what she wanted and when I moved behind her and lifted her skirt up I saw that she didn't have on any panties. She spread her legs and I drove my cock home.
I was fucking her hard when I heard dad walking across the floor just above us and I almost panicked until I heard him open the door to the refrigerator - time for another beer. As his steps headed back toward the living room I increased my speed and listened to Kathy's screams being muffled by the socks as I came in her. She straightened up, turned and went to her knees and started to suck my cock. I was starting to rise again when we heard dad walking across the floor above us again. I tensed up and Kathy took her mouth off my cock long enough to whisper, "Don't worry about him. As long as there is beer in the fridge we are okay" and she went back to sucking my cock. I took her one more time bent over the washer before she said we had to call it a night.
I got up the next morning, took my shower and walked into the kitchen just in time to hear my mom calling me in sick for school. By shear chance the phone at school was answered by Trish who was working in the office as a volunteer. Trish is in the same English class I am, was one of the girls in the bathroom when mom made her speech, and she was one of the girls I'd talked to at the party. Mom told me later about the conversation. She had identified herself as Mrs. Johnson and then had said that she was calling her son Derek in sick. There had been a moment's silence on the other end and then the person who had answered the phone said, "Kathy? Is that you?"
"No, no, you're supposed to call me Mrs. Johnson."
"Oh, okay. Is Derek really sick?"
"Well, just lets say he's more worn out than sick and he will be even more worn out by the end of the day."
"Hubby out of town again?"
"For two glorious days dear."
There was a giggle and then, "You might at least leave a little for the rest of us."
"Not on your life sweetie. If you can catch him when my husband is in town good luck to you, but when hubby is away, Kathy will play, and Derek is my toy of choice."
It was another day when we did not leave the bedroom.
Everything that mom said I had to learn to keep the girls from thinking that she was a liar has never been put to use - at least not yet. The girls have never found out because Kathy never gives me a chance to try one. She can't keep her hands off of me and so far that suits me just fine. There isn't a room in the house that we haven't fucked in and half the time dad is home sitting in front of the TV and drinking beer. Once I took her from behind as she knelt on her bed with dad in the shower less than fifteen feet away.



Kathy is a slut! When dad does go out of town we always attend one of the parties that Kathy always manages to get us invited to and Kathy usually ends up in a bedroom making me a brand new bunch of best friends. We are going to another party at Phil's this Thursday and one of my new best friends told me that I should be ready for a surprise. Rumor has it that while Kathy is upstairs being the gangbang queen Trish is going to try and move in on Kathy's territory. I just might get a chance to prove that Kathy didn't lie.
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Dear Abby,
When I was younger, a lot younger, I was really stupid. I used drugs and eventually became a prostitute to feed my drug habit. During that period of my life I had so little self esteem that I allowed men (and women) to do what they wanted with me as long as they gave me the money I needed for my next fix. I ran around on my husband, got pregnant twice and had two abortions, the last of which ended in my getting a hysterectomy.
It started out as a lot of fun. Several boys that I dated were into pot, they talked me into trying some and I did. It made me mellow and I saw things in a nice rosy glow, but it also put me in a very susceptible condition and when one of the guys made a move on me I just laid back and said "groovy." Before long every guy at school was showing me his stash of 'killer weed' and asking me out for a date; a date that consisted of the guy getting me high and then collecting his reward for keeping me high. This went on for several months before one night my date took me to a college fraternity party. I got high that night too and when I woke up the next morning I was naked and laying on a dirty mattress on a floor. I found out later that I had been used by seventeen guys that night and some of them had used me more than once. I started to get up and I heard someone say, "Hey, she's awake" and several naked guys came into the room. They were passing a bong around and they gave it to me and I took a hit and then another, and another and pretty soon the guys were between my legs. Sometime later that night somebody put me in a cab and sent me home. Luckily for me my parents were out of town for the weekend and I didn't have to worry about them making a stink. When I woke up the next morning my pussy was sore and I hurt when I walked and I swore that I wasn't ever going to let that happen to me again.
But the next Friday I went out on a date and the same thing happened. This time my parents were home and I caught holy hell for staying out all night. It's a good thing that they didn't know what I'd done or they would have locked me in the basement for six months. As it was I wasn't allowed to date again for two months. The guys must have missed my easy pussy and didn't want to get cut off again because when I started dating again they always made sure I got home on time.
My parents went out of town a lot leaving me and my older sister home alone. My sister and I had an agreement; we each went our own separate way and we kept our mouths shut. On the weekends my parents were gone, so was I. I was high from the time my date picked me up and I rarely knew what happened from then until I woke up the next day. I did know that my pussy got used - got used a lot! Before I knew it I was the gangbang girl for three different fraternities and I didn't care as long as they gave me what I needed to stay high.
Then the AIDS and herpes scare came along and all of a sudden I didn't seem to be popular anymore. Without guys giving me pot my life got back to that of a fairly normal eighteen-year-old and I finished high school, met a nice guy and got married. For a year everything was cool and then my husband got transferred to the afternoon shift. One night one of his friends, who didn't know about the shift change, stopped by. I hadn't been adapting well to being alone in the evening and so I asked his friend to stay and have a cup of coffee with me. I didn't mean for anything to happen - I just wanted some company - but his friend took out a baggie and asked me if I would mind his lighting up. "Not as long as you share" I said. Before he left that night I had sucked his cock twice and he had fucked me three times including once in the ass.
After that he started coming over every night that Tom worked, I would get high and Al would have sex with me. After a week Al showed up with a buddy and by the end of the third week I was getting high and pulling trains for Al. That went on for about six months and then one night Tom came home and found me with a cock in my ass, in my pussy and in my mouth. There were also five other guys waiting for their turn and when Tom tried to break things up they tied him to a chair in the dining room. I was so high that I didn't know that it had happened until I woke up in the morning and found Tom. He tossed me out onto the street and Al took me in and for the next two months I stayed high and fucked whoever Al brought me.
It was the night of my twenty-first birthday that things got really bad for me. Al threw a party for me that ended up with my getting high and with guys depositing gifts in me. I vaguely remembered the first six guys and then it got very hazy. I remember hearing portions of conversations, but I had no idea what they meant at the time: "...is young, ain't she." "How much you..." "Anyone going to miss..." and then I woke up and found myself on a cot in a windowless room. When I tried the door I found that it was locked so I beat on the door and hollered for someone to let me out. Finally I heard a key in the lock and the door swung open and three black men came in. They didn't say anything, two of them just took my arms and held me while the third did something with a hypodermic needle and then came toward me. I started kicking and screaming and the two guys holding me pushed me back on the cot and held me down while the third man stuck the needle in my arm.
I never left that room or saw clothes for the next week or so. There were injections every day, followed by euphoria and a steady stream of men who did whatever they wanted with me. Black, white Asian, Mexican, they all took my ass, my mouth or my pussy. Then one day no one came into the room, not to use me or to give me an injection. It wasn't long before my skin began to itch and then it almost seemed like my skin began to crawl and I began crying, beating on the door and begging someone to come and help me. After a couple of hours of absolute misery the door opened and one of the black guys came in. He prepared my dose, gave it to me and I immediately felt better. The man said, "You need this" and he held up the needle "and that means you need me. And here is what you are going to do if you want me to help when you start feeling bad." What I had to do was give my body to who ever he said. His name was Washington; he was my pimp and I was his whore.
That's the way it was for the next two years. I did whatever I was told to do and I was rewarded with what I had to have. I did not go quietly into the life; twice I broke away, but it did me no good. The first time I managed to get home, but my parents threw me out; called me a worthless druggie and a whore and slammed the door in my face. By noon the next day I was begging Washington to help me because I was sure that I was going to die. Five months later I tried again and was hooking on my own to earn money for a fix, but I couldn't find anyone that would sell to me and I ended up crawling back to Washington.
After that I gave up any thought of trying to get away and settled in to be the punch board for everyone willing to pay Washington for the privilege; twosomes, threesomes and foursomes were common place and gangbangs were the norm rather than the exception. I was made to sit in a bathtub and be peed on and I had to straddle the tub and do the peeing and there were lots of other things that I had to do that were too disgusting to write about.
Then one day a miracle occurred; I was being gangbanged during a high stakes poker game and the police raided the place. A couple of people at the game told the cops that I was being paid to be there and I was arrested and given six months. The good part was that I was given treatment for my drug problem. I have been clean for almost a full year now and I've met the most wonderful man and we have a great relationship. He wants to marry me and my question is: Should I tell him about my past or cross my fingers and hope to God he never finds out?
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I knew better. I'd watched friends and co-workers make the same mistake for years and I still went ahead and did it. And even though what had happened to them also happened to me, I didn't care. In fact, what had ended in divorce for most of them ended up making my marriage stronger.
I am an airline employee and have been one for over thirty years. And among the lower orders (that is everyone except pilots) it is a basic article of faith that you never, and I do mean never, take up with a stew. A stew (they prefer to be called flight attendants, but no one in the industry calls them anything but stews) will break your heart - it's a given. Marry a stew and your life becomes one of misery and frustration. Let me hastily add here that it is not always the stews fault, a lot of the time it is the nature of a stews job and what that job will cause when it comes up against human nature. The nature of a stews job is travel, and in traveling she will sometimes be required to stay over night at far away cities and some times, depending on her seniority, her trips can keep her away from home for days. These things don't matter in the first year or two of marriage, while the full bloom of love clouds your mind, but eventually the green eyed monster will rear it's ugly head. She will become suspicious of what he is doing while she is gone, some times justified and some times not, or he will be the one to become suspicious of what she is doing, again some times justified and some times not. Anyway, I'd have to say that 85 to 90 percent of all the marriages that involve stews that I know of have ended in separation or divorce.
A case in point - my friend Jack. He and Mary were married in June of 1998. That they loved each other was clear to everyone who knew them, but in less than a year they were separated. Why? Because of time and distance. Mary would be gone three or four days at a time and when she would call home Jack wouldn't be there. Flight crews usually stay at a given hotel on RON's (remain over nights). These hotels are selected by airline management and are under contract to provide X many rooms every night for the flight crews. Jack would call the hotel and not be able to get in touch with Mary. Before long Mary got suspicious - she couldn't get a hold of Jack because he was out running around with other women. Jack got suspicious of Mary - he couldn't get in touch with her because she was shacked up with the pilot, copilot or a lover she had met and started an affair with. When Mary would get home from a trip, instead of a joyful reunion, the two of them fought, accused, and argued. Was Mary fucking around on her trips? Was Jack running around on her when she was gone? Who knows. Bottom line - don't get involved with a stew and that was a rule that I steadfastly adhered to - until I met Anna.
Our fist encounter was not an auspicious one. My shift started at eleven p.m. and my assignment for the night was to perform a Service Check on an MD-80 that included several time changes including a CSD and a Fuel Control Unit. Even with help from a couple of other guys I didn't get it done until nearly five -thirty and the aircraft had to be on the gate by six. I cleaned up and we pushed the aircraft out of the hanger and I taxied it to the gate. As was my habit, I stuck a can of coffee in the coffee maker so the crew would have hot coffee when they came on board. I took a paperback out of my back pocket and settled down in the aisle seat of the first row in the first class section to wait for the crew. About ten minutes later I heard the stews coming up the airstairs and when they got to the galley area I saw that one of them was Ramona Winters and I cursed my luck. Ramona was an evil bitch who was sweet as sugar to the paying passengers, but down right nasty to every one else, especially aircraft mechanics. She walked up to me and said, "Who the fuck told you that you could start the coffee maker?"
Having previously experienced Ramona's displeasure, and not having liked it one bit, I said, "Eat shit and die Winters. Till the captain or first officer get here this is my aircraft and I'll do what I damn well please."
She responded with, "You can't talk to me like that. I want you off this aircraft right now!"
"You sure?" I asked.
"Damn right!" she said.
I shrugged and got up from my seat and on my way to the cockpit I saw, for the first time, one of the other stews, one that I had never seen before. About 5'2", 110 pounds, soft brown hair and brown eyes, a very nice figure and a face that captured my heart. Not gorgeous, not really beautiful, but wholesome, cute, a real girl next door face. Under other circumstances I would have stopped and introduced myself, but not that morning. That morning I was going to stuff a poker up Ramona's ass. I went into the cockpit and shut down the APU. That killed all power except ground power to the aircraft and then I hit the switch that killed ground power.
"Hey! What are you doing?" hollered Ramona. "Leaving the aircraft sweetie, just like you wanted."
"Put the power back on before you go."
I laughed, "Sorry Ramona. You are trained to give first aid, serve meals and drinks, and a whole bunch of other stuff, but you don't know how to handle an APU fire and a few other things that might happen with an APU running. Since the aircraft is my responsibility till the captain or first officer get here and you want me gone, the power stays off." I got off the plane and went into the gate area where I read my book until the FO got there.
"Why is the power off?" he wanted to know. "Ramona doesn't want me on the plane so since I can't monitor APU operation from here I shut it down."
He muttered, "Fucking bitch" as he went up the airstair.
Two days later I was having breakfast in the airport employee's cafeteria when one of the other guys said, "Don't look now, but I think you have an admirer. She hasn't taken her eyes off you since she sat down."
I looked and it was the cute, wholesome looking girl who had been present during the Ramona incident. I got up and asked her to join us, one thing led to another and six months later we were married. From the beginning I could tell that our marriage wasn't going to be like any of the others where a stew was involved. I was always at home when she called, and she called every night she was gone. I rarely called her, but when I did she was always there. When she got home we were so damn glad to see each other that we some times forgot that there were other people in the world. In bed and out, we could not get enough of each other. At the end of four years of marriage we still could not keep our hands off each other. By the end of that fourth year Anna was off reserve status and had enough seniority to bid for a block of her own. Unfortunately, that block that she was flying was going to have her out of town on our fifth wedding anniversary. She tried to work a trade, but couldn't, so we planned on celebrating when she got home.
The day she left on her trip I was finally able to work a day trade with another mechanic and I caught a flight for SFO which is where she was going to overnight. When I got to the hotel where the crews were being put up I looked into the restaurant and saw Anna eating dinner with the rest of the crew and I started to go in and join them, but then I had a better idea. I went to the desk and identified myself and said that my wife was supposed to have left me a key. The desk clerk made me show him my I.D. and then he gave me a key and I hurried up to the room. There is no place to hide in a hotel room so I figured I lie down on the floor on the far side of the bed and when Anna came in I'd jump up and yell "Happy Anniversary." It was almost half an hour before I heard a key in the lock and I got down on the floor and got ready. The door opened and I heard, "Hurry up! I want your cock in me. I need to be fucked."
"Oh shit!" I thought, I'm in the wrong room.
A male voice said, "Damn it, at least let me get my pants off."
"Well hurry up and get them off while I call my husband."
It was Anna's voice. There were sounds of undressing, the phone being dialed, and a long pause and then Anna said, "He's not answering. That's strange, he's always there."
The man said, "Maybe he's out getting some strange pussy, maybe he's trying to stay even with you."
Anna laughed, "Not my hubby. When I'm home I fuck him to death. I don't leave him with enough strength to go after anyone else. Now get over here and fuck me."
For the next five minutes I laid there and listened to the sounds of flesh smacking flesh and Anna moaning "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes" and finally I couldn't take it anymore. I raised my head just enough to see over the edge of the bed and I saw a naked Anna being fucked by a middle aged man that I recognized as a captain for our airline. Anna had her legs locked behind his and her hands were on his shoulders. Her face was in my direction, but her eyes were closed and I watched for a moment more. Just as I was about to duck my head back down her eyes opened and our gazes locked. There was no change in her facial expression, but with her eyes locked on mine, seeming to stare in at my very soul, she cried, "Fuck me baby, fuck me hard. Give me your cock. Harder baby, harder. Make you're your little slut cum."
Her eyes never left mine and I couldn't tear mine away from hers. Her partner was pounding hard now and Anna cried, "Fill me up baby, fill me up. Give me your cum lover, cum in me baby" and apparently he did for she switched to, "Oh yes, oh yes, that's so good. You feel so good inside me." Her eyes broke from mine and I sank back to the floor and became aware, for the first time, that my cock was rock hard. I lay there listening to their small talk:
He: "God! What got into you? You've never been that wild or vocal before." Anna: "It was your beautiful cock lover. It touched something it never touched before," He: "Well I hope it happens again, it was great!" Anna: "It will baby. You know you can fuck me anytime you want. I hate to rush you baby, but I've still got to try and reach my hubby. After all, it is our anniversary." He: "How about tomorrow? We don't fly until ten fifteen." Anna: "Sure baby. I left a seven o'clock wake up call. Just knock twice and my pussy is all yours."
I heard the door open and then close and then Anna rolled over and looked down at me, "Don't say anything. Just get up here and fuck me."
I started to say something but she said, "No! Not now. Just get your cock out and fuck me. Come on baby, get up here and fuck the slut that you married."
I should have been upset and angry over her betrayal, but I didn't think of that as I climbed up on the bed. All I could think of was putting my cock into the unfaithful bitch. I didn't even take off my clothes; I just pulled down my zipper and moved between her spread legs. There was no resistance as my cock slid into her wet box and as soon as I was in she locked her legs behind mine and her hands grabbed my ass.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh god baby, fuck your whorish wife. Oh yes baby, harder, that's it, fuck me harder. Do you feel him baby, can you feel his cum? You like sloppy seconds baby? Oh god yesssss" and she had an orgasm - her body shook so hard that she almost threw me off of her. "Oh god baby, don't stop, don't stop, keep fucking your little slut, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
She had another orgasm and then I came into her as hard as I had ever cum before in my life, but I didn't go soft. "Don't stop baby, don't stop, please don't stop. I need you in me, come on baby, fuck me, fuck your whore."
It took me another twenty minutes before I came for the second time and still my dick stayed hard as Anna kept begging for more and more fucking and for me to fuck her harder and faster.
"Oh god baby, yes, yes, yes, you feel so good in me. You like fucking me after somebody else, don't you? You like soaking your cock in another man's cum. Come on baby, fuck me."
It was a long night and I finally collapsed, drained and exhausted. Anna still wanted more and she started sucking my cock and it was beginning to show signs of life when I fell asleep.
The phone woke me up and I looked at the bedside clock; it was seven a.m. Anna, who had been curled up against me, the same as she did at home, rolled over and grabbed the phone, "Thank you operator" she said and hung up the phone. She looked over at me and we stared at each other for several moments and then her hand went to my cock, which went instantly erect. She began to stroke it as she said, "I'm sorry that you had to find out about me baby. I never wanted you to know what a slut I am." She moved over me and lowered herself onto my hardness as she continued, "I know you probably hate me now and I can't - "Oh yes, like that, just like that" as I thrust myself up into her, "Oh yes baby, oh god honey, don't stop, please don't stop. Fuck me baby, fuck me" and she started riding my cock.
We had been at it for two or three minutes when there was a knock at the door - two quick taps. Anna pulled herself off me, "Quick baby, on the floor."
I looked at her in confusion and she pushed me to the edge of the bed, "On the floor, hurry!" and I rolled off onto the floor. A few seconds later my clothes landed on top of me and I heard the door open.
"Jesus, it's about time you got here. I'm so horny that I almost called room service so I could fuck the waiter."
He said, "God, but you are wet." Anna replied, "Honey, I've been laying here all night wanting your cock. I wished I'd have let you stay. It would have been a kick to have your cock buried in me while my hubby was wishing me a happy anniversary. Maybe we could do it tonight. Would you like that? Would you like to slide your cock into me while I talk to my hubby on the phone?"
He laughed, "God, but you are such a slut."
Anna giggled, "I know baby, but that's why you like me, isn't it? Come on baby, fuck me."
Trusting that she would turn so he wouldn't be looking my way while he dicked her, I looked over the edge of the bed and watched the two of them go at it. I was just as turned on as I had been the night before and I did not understand any of it. The lying, cheating whore had been fucking around on me and I should have been angry enough to stand up and kick both of their asses, but instead I laid there next to the bed wishing the asshole would hurry up and get his rocks off so I could slide into Anna's cum filled pussy again.
"Fuck me baby, fuck me hard. Think about tonight. I'll be leaning on my elbows and you'll be fucking me in my asshole while I talk to my hubby on the phone. Yes, yes, that's it baby, cum for me, cum for me, fill me with your hot cum."
Finally he shot his load and I sank back down onto the floor and listened to the kiss and make small talk. She finally told him he had to leave so she could get ready and he left.
"Hurry honey, get up here and fuck me" and I did. It lasted almost half an hour before I came and then Anna jumped up and headed for the shower. I started to say something, but she cut me off, "Not now honey, not now. I'll call you from Kansas City tonight, but I have to run" and then she was in the bathroom and the door closed behind her.
The flight home and then the long wait for Anna's phone call were agonizing. What was I going to say? What was she going to say? I remembered her saying that she had never wanted me to find out what a slut she was; how long had this been going on? Was her marriage to me and all the happiness we had shared just a sham? Jesus, I couldn't bear it if that were true. I loved her more that I had ever loved anyone else or anything in my life. I thought about my many years of saying, "Stay away from stews, they'll only break your heart" and I kicked myself for not taking my own advice. The only thing I knew for sure was that when she called me she was going to have a cock buried in her ass and the idea of that both pissed me off and excited the hell out of me. I was never more than two feet from the phone all day and when the call did come I snatched the cordless like a drowning man grabbing a life preserver. "Hello?"
"Hi baby. Do you miss me? Do you wish I were there so I could suck your cock? Don't you wish you could suck my pussy and fuck me in my ass? You like my ass don't you baby? I've got something in my ass right now and it feels so good. It's a big dildo that I got to remind me of you."
I could hear little grunts and quivers in her voice and knew she was being fucked and without even realizing it I had my cock out and was stroking it.
"You still there baby? You miss me, you want me?"
In a voice so hoarse that I didn't recognize it I croaked, "You fucking slut. I hope you are enjoying that cock in your ass. When you get home I'm going to fuck it so much that no one else will ever be able to touch the sides."
"Oh baby, you say the sweetest things. I'll see you tomorrow and my ass will be hot, wet, and waiting. I love you, bye." And as the phone clicked I shot cum out of the head of my dick so hard that I'm surprised that it didn't hit the ceiling.
She walked in the door a little past noon and her flight bag hadn't hit the floor and she was peeling off her uniform. Her eyes looking into mine she said, "You want me ass baby? You want to put your cock in my ass and feel what John left in there for you? He fucked me twice this morning and both loads are still there. I haven't gone to the bathroom because I wanted to save him for you. I want you to feel John's cum in me baby, I want you to feel his cum around your cock. Come on baby, come and fuck the whore that you married."
By the time she finished talking she was naked and had dropped to the floor, head cradled on her hands and her ass stuck up in the air. "Come on baby, your unfaithful little slut wants you in her ass. Come on baby, fuck my well used ass."
I fell on her with a fury. I made no attempt to be gentle or ease my way in as I usually did; I just rammed myself into her as hard as I could. She gave a little cry of pain and it very quickly turned into a low moan and then she was talking again, "Oh god yes baby, that feels so good. Fuck my slutty ass baby, fuck me. Feel John's cum baby. He fucked my ass real good last night. He was laughing while I talked to you and he was fucking me. Did you like that baby? Did you like talking to me while another man was fucking me in my ass?"
I was in frenzy now; I was fucking the unfaithful bitch as hard as I could. I wanted her to cry out, "Easy baby, you're hurting me," but she didn't. The harder I fucked her the more she cried, "oh god yes, oh yes, oh yes, don't stop baby, don't stop, fuck my ass, fuck my ass." She had already cum three times and I still hadn't cum.
"Oh baby," she said, "You must like knowing that I've been fucked by some one else. I do it a lot baby. Do you like knowing that? That I get fucked by some one else on every trip? Aah, that's good baby, fuck me baby, fuck me."
The knowledge that she had been fucking around on me all along drove me over the edge and I came so hard that it actuality hurt. I collapsed on the living room floor and Anna got up and went into the bathroom.
I was still lying on the floor, breathing hard, when she came back with a wash rag and cleaned off my cock. She knelt down and started sucking me and when she eventually got it hard she straddled me and sat on it. She just sat there looking at me and then she said, "Have I lost you?"
I was quiet for a moment and then I said, "Why do you care? By last count we had over six hundred pilots and copilots, that ought to be enough to keep you happy."
A hurt look showed on her face and she said, "I don't love any of them baby. I love you and you are the only man I've ever loved. I never wanted you to find out about my other side. I've tried hard to be a good wife to you and to keep you happy, but I'm a cock hungry slut. I can't get enough cock. I don't give a shit about any of the rest of those guys I see, they are just dicks to me, pieces of meat to satisfy my craving to be fucked. I don't want to lose you baby, honest to God I don't. I love you so much that sometimes it hurts."



I was quiet as I looked up at the woman I loved more than life itself - the woman who had, by her own admission, been fucking around on me all these years. What could I say that would mean anything? Lamely I said, "When did it start? When did you start fucking around on me?"
"The day we met lover. My step dad popped my cherry when I was thirteen and then he fucked me four times a day until my mother threw him out. I had my first gangbang at fourteen and when I was seventeen I fucked the whole basketball team, coaches and all, when they won the state championship. In college I was the sweetheart of half the fraternities on campus - you needed to get laid? Go see Anna, she'll help you out. Take some friends with you because she loves to fuck. When I graduated I knew I had to change my life style or I'd end up a diseased old hag so I applied for a job as a flight attendant. I figured the pilots would be married so there would be no romantic entanglements and they have yearly physicals so they would likely be disease free. If a pilot had a disease and got found out the airline would get rid of him. Hell, all of management flew before becoming management, they know what goes on out there and the last thing they would want is for disease to be passed among the crews. My very first trip the captain fucked me and I've been fucked on every trip since then. Captains, first officers, flight engineers and even some of the male flight attendants. On some occasions it was more than one of them at the same time. I love cock baby. I can't get enough!"
"I can't believe this."
"It's true baby, I wish it wasn't, but it's true. I fell for you the morning that you told Ramona to eat shit and when you asked me to marry you it was the happiest day of my life. I couldn't tell you what I was - you would have run from me screaming and I'd never have seen you again. I thought I could hide that part of me from you. It only happened out of town and the flight crews don't socialize with the mechanics and rampys so I knew you would never hear the gossip about me. When I saw you in that hotel room I died inside; I knew that I'd lost you, but then I thought that if I acted as slutty as I could you might just be fascinated enough to stick around long enough for me to do something so I could hang on to you." She stopped riding up and down on my cock and looked at me, "You're not listening to me, are you? You're gone - I've lost you."
Tears started rolling down her cheeks and she sobbed and tried to stand up. I grabbed her and pulled her back and hugged her to my chest.
I'm watching Monday Night Football and both teams suck. I looked at my watch and only a minute has passed since I last looked five minutes ago. The phone rings and I grabbed the cordless "Hello?"
"Hi baby. Thinking of me? Thinking about how you would like to be sliding you cock into my pussy? I'm so hot thinking about you and my pussy is so wet it feels like I have three loads of cum in me. Are you thinking of me baby?"
"God Anna" I croak out, "You are such a fucking slut."
"I know baby, but that's why you love me, isn't it?"
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Series: Leslie Proves Her Point


I should have known better than to get into an argument with my wife. Past experience has shown that she will go to extremes to win, even if she ends up biting off her nose to spite her face, and that's just what happened here.
Leslie is an outspoken woman and she has an opinion on everything under the sun. Those opinions are strong and forceful and for the sake of peace and harmony I've learned to keep my mouth shut since I have never been able to change her mind on anything. The latest brouhaha came about at a cocktail party that her company was throwing for its customers. We were at a table in the center of the room and I noticed a tall, good looking black man circulating through the crowd and greeting people. I also noticed that while he had visited every table around us he had not even glanced our way. I asked Leslie who he was and she told me that his name was Tony and he was the head of accounting. When I mentioned that he seemed to be avoiding our table she said, "That's not surprising. He knows that I don't care for him."
"Why not" I asked, "He seems to get along with everyone else here."
She glanced in his direction and said, "He is an arrogant son of a bitch and I just don't like him."
I chuckled and said, "You don't like him because he's black" and the minute I said it I knew that I'd fucked up.
"And just what do you mean by that?" she demanded.
Well, once I take Leslie on I won't back off any more than she will so I said, "You know full well what I mean. You have a prejudice against blacks, it shows when you are around them and it makes them uncomfortable so they avoid you." This was a subject that I definitely should have avoided because she immediately got her back up.
"Bull! Give me one instance when I've shown prejudice against blacks," and I began ticking them off one by one on my fingers while she kept interrupting me to "explain" why she had done this, that, and the other.
"Okay" I said, "Go ahead and get Tony and bring him over to the table. Tell him you would like him to meet your husband."
She scowled at me, "No! I don't have to prove anything to you. I am not prejudiced!"
I should have just let it go, but I didn't. There were about six or seven blacks at the party and so I said to her, "Okay, let's go over and sit with them" and I pointed at a table where two black couples were sitting. But she had an excuse why we couldn't go sit with them so I pointed at another couple that was sitting alone. She said no to that to. "Face it Leslie, you are a bigot."
Now she was mad and she practically hissed at me "No I am not!"
"Okay" I said, "Prove to me that you are not."
She asked me how she could do that and I thought for a minute and then I said, " Ask Tony to lunch. Tell him that you sense that the two of you seem to be uncomfortable around each and you thought that maybe you could sit down and discuss it over lunch. In the interest of work place solidarity and stuff like that."
She took the dare, "Okay, I will!" I sat there watching her and waiting for her to get up and go over to him, but she didn't. Finally she said, "What are you looking at?"
I smiled and said, "Just waiting." "For what?" she wanted to know. "For you to go ask him."
She gave me a nasty look; "I am not going to do it tonight. I'll do it at work tomorrow. It will be more natural."
I smiled to myself and made myself a bet that it would never happen.
Next night at dinner I asked Leslie how her lunch with Tony went and she told me that she had gotten so busy that she'd not had a chance to ask him. I kept on her about it for the next two or three weeks, asking her two or three times a week about her lunch with Tony, and I always got the same answer, she was just too busy to get around to it. Finally I said, "Leslie, just admit you are prejudiced against blacks."
"I am not!"
I grinned at her and said, "You are until you prove to me that you're not."
After that I stopped getting on her about Tony and nothing more was said until her company Christmas party. When we arrived I noticed that there were empty seats at the table where Tony was sitting and I pointed to the table and said, "Let's sit there."

She shook her head and said, "No. I don't want to sit there."
I chuckled and said, "I knew you would say that."
She gave me a nasty look and hissed, "Damn you! I am not a bigot!" and then she took me by the arm and led me to a different table. I decided to shut up on the subject and just sit back and enjoy the party, but about an hour and a couple of drinks into it Leslie said, "You still think I'm prejudiced, don't you?"
I shrugged and said, "I know you are."
She looked me right in the eye and said, "What do I have to do to prove you wrong?"
This should be fun, I thought, and I began looking around the room for what I hoped would be there, and there it was, down near the end of the bar. "Tell you what," I said, "There are eight black guys here tonight. You dance with any three of them, or get one of them under the mistletoe" and I pointed to the end of the bar, "and kiss him and I'll never mention it again."
Leslie gave me a look that said as plain as any words could have; "You'll pay for this!" Three or four drinks later Leslie got up and started to circulate and she finally ended up at a table where a black couple and a single black man were sitting. A few minutes later the single man got up and escorted Leslie out onto the dance floor. The band was playing a slow waltz and Leslie moved in close to the man and over his shoulder she shot me a glance that said, "Fuck you!" When the dance was over she went back to the table with the man and sat down and had a drink with them. A few minutes later she got up with the other man and they moved out onto the dance floor. Again, it was a slow one and she moved close to the man and I saw his hand slide down to her ass. This should get interesting I thought, and I waited for her to slap him or at least pull away, but she didn't. I did see her look my way to see if I was watching, and I could tell that she was planning on teaching me a lesson, (I'll teach you to doubt me, damn you).
Back to the table with the man after the dance and another drink with them and then a white guy asked her to dance and then one or two more and then another black guy, which gave her the three I'd challenged her to. But she wasn't through putting me in my place yet. She came over to our table and said, "Come on. Were going to join them." When we got over to their table they had put five tables together and we ended up with twenty-three people sitting there, including two more black men, one of whom was Tony. More drinks and pretty soon Leslie had danced with every guy at the table except Tony. I was being social and I was dancing with the wives and girlfriends of the guys at the table, and outside of an occasional dance with Leslie I wasn't paying much attention to her anymore. She had already danced with every black man there (except Tony) thereby proving to me that she was not a bigot (even though I knew she was - all she'd done was take a dare).
I was dancing with Sylvia, the girl friend of one of the guys at the table, and she said to me, "You seem like a nice guy. Can I ask you something?"
"Sure" I said, "Go ahead."
"What's your wife trying to prove tonight?"
I looked down at her and said, "I don't know what you mean."
Sylvia said, "For three years, as long as I've been with the company, she has gone out of her way to avoid minorities. Tonight all of a sudden, she's dancing with them and has even gotten kissed under the mistletoe by a few."
That surprised me, as I hadn't seen it. "Maybe she is just trying to correct some misconceptions," I said.
"Bull shit!" she fired back. "I've been watching you watch her all night and there is something going on and I'm a curious kitten; I want to know what it is."
I probably should have ignored her question, but I'd had just enough booze in me to loosen me up and I kind of liked Sylvia so I told her. Sylvia said, "How about you? You got any prejudice in you?"
I smiled at her, "None that I am aware of."
She smiled back and said, "Prove it. Dance me over to the mistletoe and kiss me."
I took it as a dare and I waltzed her over to it and bent to give her a brief kiss on the lips, but her hands came up and held my head as she pushed the tip of her tongue in to my mouth and I slipped my tongue into hers. What was supposed to be a brief peck on the lips turned into something very, very steamy. Sylvia broke the kiss and gave me a strange look, "We'd better get back to the table," she said.
"Why? The music is still playing?"
She grinned, "I know, but doing a waltz with you while you have that lump in your pants would be difficult for me" and I suddenly became aware that I did indeed have a stiffy. I think I might have blushed because Sylvia giggled and took my hand and led me back to the group. For the next half-hour or so Sylvia sat next to me talked with me and teased me unmercifully. Finally she reached over and squeezed the lump in my pants (her teasing had kept me hard) and asked, "Have you figured it out yet?"
I gave her a questioning look and she said, "Have you figured out what's going on?"
I shrugged and said, "What?"
"Why I'm teasing you?" I looked at her and she said, "Look around. What do you see?" I looked around the room, but I couldn't pick up on what she after so I looked back at her and shrugged again. "What you don't see is your wife. She hasn't been here for over half an hour."
I took another look around and did not see Leslie so I turned back and asked her what she was trying to tell me. I had trouble believing what she told me, but the facts were that Leslie wasn't in the room. Apparently Leslie's attitude at the party had registered on the black guys (and some whites) and they couldn't figure out the sudden change in her. They got together and decided to see if they could make it work to their advantage. The black guys had each thrown fifty bucks into a pot and it was winner take all. To be the winner all you had to do was be the first guy to fuck Leslie. And there was more. There were several side bets between some of the white guys and the black guys on whether or not it could be done. The white guys were betting that the black guys couldn't, while hoping that they could, because if the black guys could then the white guys thought they would have a shot at making her.
"My job was to keep you occupied so they could work on hustling your wife."
The tone of her voice when she said that made me look at her; "Do you hate her that much?" I asked.
"You bet. She passed me over for a promotion even though I was the most experienced and best qualified. The only thing I had going against me was the color of my skin."
"So why are you telling me this now?" I wanted to know.
She stroked my cock again and said, "Two reasons. She and Tony have been gone for long enough for him to have done the deed, and I want a touch of revenge for myself. I want to fuck her husband," she gave my dick another squeeze, "And he just might be willing now that he knows what his wife has been up to."
My cock gave an involuntary twitch when Sylvia said that and she giggled, "Was that because you want a taste of my brown sugar, or is it because the thought of a black cock sliding into your wife is a turn on?"
To be honest about it, I think it was a little bit of both.
It was another twenty minutes before I saw Leslie walk back into the room and about five minutes later Tony came in. I looked closely at Leslie but I couldn't see any thing that would tell me one way or the another if she had done anything or not. I danced the next dance with her, "Having fun?" I asked.
She tucked her head into my shoulder and said, "I'm having a blast. I'm really glad we came."
Over her shoulder back at the table I saw one of the guys hand Tony a wad of money. When the dance was over we went back to the table and Leslie had another drink and a few minutes later a guy asked her to dance. While she was out on the floor I leaned over to Sylvia and said, "I saw one of the guys hand Tony a bunch of money. Does that mean what I think it means?"
She grinned at me and asked, "How bad do you want to find out?"
I asked her what she meant and she said, "If she did and I give you my phone number, will you call?"
Why not, I thought, what did I have to lose? Over the next half-hour I danced with a few other wives and girlfriends and I saw Tony dancing with Sylvia. I also saw Leslie under the mistletoe with one of the black guys and it was no peck on the lips that she was getting (or giving). I noticed the guy had a hand on her ass and their loins seemed to be pressed together, but I couldn't be sure about that from my angle. A minute or so later I saw Leslie leave the ballroom and a minute or so after that the guy she had been kissing went out. When the band took a break I walked the woman I had been dancing with back to the table and then I went and sat down beside Sylvia. I gave her an inquiring look and she said, "Are you sure you want to hear this? Knowing could be a bitch. You could just let it go and write it off to me bad mouthing her because I don't like her."
I told her that I wanted to know and she said okay, but remember our deal and she handed me a piece of paper with her phone number on it. I remembered our agreement and I folded the paper and put it in my pocket. "He did her on the back seat of your car. It took him almost a half an hour to get her there, but he said it was worth it."
Until then I wasn't sure that anything that I'd heard from Sylvia might be true, but I had seen Leslie come in followed by Tony and I'd just seen her leave followed by another black man. A black man who I'd just seen her in a passionate embrace with. "Would Tony lie about something like that?"
"Honey, Tony is my brother and we tell each other everything. He doesn't lie to me and I don't lie to him. If he said he got into your wife's panties, he did!"
I was quiet for a minute and then asked, "Does he know that you're telling me this?"
She laughed at me and said, "Honey, I told you we tell each other everything. I told him how you dared her to prove she wasn't a bigot and he told me that you can find all the proof you need on the center of the seat on the right side of the back seat in your car."
I sat there in silence because I didn't have any idea of what to say and then she said, "There is more, if you want to hear it." I nodded at her to go ahead. "Tony doesn't think she's spread for anybody else yet, but she has been doing some pretty heavy necking with some of the guys and she has given out one hand job that Tony knows about. He thinks she has sucked the cock of another, but he's not sure."
The image of the guy following Leslie out of the ballroom flashed through my mind.
"I'll tell you the whole story honey, word for word, move by move of what the two of them did and what Tony finds out from the other guys, but only after you call me."
I gave her a weak smile and then concentrated my attention on the ballroom entrance. Thirty minutes later Leslie came back in and the man who had followed her out came in about a minute or so behind her. If there had been any doubt in my mind over whether Sylvia had been telling me the truth it was gone now. As the evening drew to a close I kept asking myself what I should do, how I should handle the situation. On the one hand I had every reason to believe that my wife had been unfaithful to me, possibly several times. On the other, I had egged her into it; pushed her into the situation that made it happen. I knew she would go to any lengths to win an argument with me, but I'd no idea she would go that far. What if I did say something and all she did was some necking? All I had to go on was seeing her leave the room and come back and what Sylvia had told me; and Sylvia did not like Leslie and didn't bother to hide it. I decided to keep quiet and see what Leslie had to say.
We got in the car to leave and Leslie slid over next to me like she used to when we were teenagers. She reached over and placed her hand on my cock and said, "I really, really hope you are in the mood tonight honey because I'm hot enough to fuck a whole bunch of guys."
Interesting way to put it I thought, especially since I already suspected that she might have done just that. She reached over and took one of my hands and put it between her legs, "Feel how wet I am" and she was definitely that. I also notice that she didn't have her panties on and I mentioned it. "That's because I wanted your fingers in me on the way home."
"What's made you so horny?" I asked.
"Haven't you been watching me tonight? Damn near every guy there got me under the mistletoe and most of them felt me up when they kissed me." She giggled, "I got even with some of them. I squeezed their cocks while they had their hands on my ass." She giggled again, "I never realized the guys I work with could be so much fun."
I wondered what she really meant when she said that. "Do you still think I'm a racist?" I glanced at her and said that she did what I'd asked her to do and I had no intention of mentioning the matter again. "Yes baby, but I could have just been taking a dare. What if I told you that I did something on my own, something you didn't tell me I had to do?"
Sweet Jesus, I thought, she really did do it and now she's going to rub my face in it. I concentrated on keeping my shaking hands gripped tight on the steering wheel and she said, "Yep! I did something on my own. I'm having lunch with Tony tomorrow."
Damn, does that mean she's going to fuck him again? When we got home and I was getting out of the car I glanced at the back seat. In the center of the right side of the seat was a spot that hadn't been there that morning. As I shut the car door I remembered the slip of paper that Sylvia had given me. I reached into my pocket to make sure I still had it.
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Of all the stories I've posted on Literotica the one that drew the most comment (although, curiously enough, the lowest vote rating) was Sam's Story. Almost everyone said they liked the story, but that it fairly cried out for a Part 2. To everyone who sent a valid email address with their comment I replied that not all stories had happy endings and that some stories were best ended in a fashion that the reader could apply his/her own imagination. The replies I got from that email were almost identical -"It doesn't need a happy ending, but it does need just a little bit more."
So, for those of you that just had to have it, I give you Sam's Story, Part 2.
The decision I needed to make was not an easy one. I couldn't live with the fact that my wife was telling me that she was a slave to another man's cock and I couldn't bring myself to walk away from her. Something had to be done, but it was no time for ultimatums, at least not the "him or me" kind. I did come down hard in one area though and I told Sam that under no circumstances was she ever again to have Ron or any of her other lovers in our house or I would not be responsible for what happened to them or her. I also made her move into the spare bedroom and told her that she needed to start thinking long and hard on what she wanted the rest of her life to be like.
Three weeks went by with Sam and I just barely co-existing in the house. She made several attempts to heal the riff between us, but my response was always, "Are you done with the asshole yet?" and she would turn her head and walk away. Not spending time with my wife left me with a lot of time to think about the situation, but after three weeks I still had no idea of what I should do. I still loved Sam, but I could not separate her from Ron. Not being wealthy I had to work for a living so sitting on Sam 24/7 and physically keeping them apart was out of the question.
It was a Monday morning and I had no sooner entered my office and the phone rang. I answered it and found that it was Meredith. Meredith was an old friend of ours who managed the department where Sam worked and in fact had been the one to talk Sam into coming to work there.
"What's your schedule look like for today?"
"Pretty open, why?"
"Buy a girl lunch?"
We arranged to meet at Mario's at noon. Meredith was already there sipping white wine when I arrived. I had been dating Meredith when she introduced me to Sam. There wasn't any animosity between over the fact that I'd stopped dating her and started dating Sam. Meredith had always made it plain that she was not the marrying kind and that she wasn't into anything serious. As a result we had stayed good friends and she was often a dinner guest at our house. As soon as my butt hit the chair Meredith went right at it, "Do you know or do I have to tell you?"
"Unfortunately I know."
"What are you going to do about it?"
"On that I don't have a clue. She says she loves me and doesn't want to lose me, but she says she can't give up Ron."
"Are you going to throw her out?"
"I may end up having to, but it isn't something that I really want to do, why? You ready to settle down?"
Meredith laughed, "I probably wouldn't mind playing around a little with you and it might even grab Sam's attention and show her that she has competition, but no, that isn't what I was getting at. What I had in mind was helping you if I could."
"How?"
"I don't know, but maybe with the two of us thinking about we can come up with something."
"Why do you want to get involved?"
"Simple. Ron is an asshole and the influence he is having on the other men in my department is not good. Now that they are all screwing Sam they think they are a bunch of studs and they are beginning to act like jerks around the rest of the girls in the office. The girls are not taking it well and there is talk of sexual harassment charges being filed. Morale is going into the toilet and when the fecal matter hits the rotating metal blades my bosses are going to wonder if I can really handle my job."
"Well I'm open to any ideas you may have. So far the only one I've come up with is cutting the assholes dick off and stuffing it in his mouth, but all that would do is get me thrown in jail."
"You're probably right about that, but if you do decide to go that route use a dull knife, okay?"
We parted and I was no farther ahead than I had been except now I had an ally. That night I was in bed trying to fall asleep when Sam came home. I heard the shower start running and it didn't take a great amount of imagination to figure out what she was washing off. Later I thought I heard her crying as I drifted off to sleep.
Two days later I received another invitation to lunch from Meredith. When I arrived at Mario's she was sitting at a table with one of Sam's co-workers - a girl named Sally. Sally had a reputation and a nickname - Slutty Sally - and I wondered what she was doing there. I joined them and Meredith said, "You remember Sally? And I nodded my head yes and said hello and Meredith said, "I have a plan and Sally has volunteered to help. How would you feel about taking on a lover?" I looked over at Sally and Meredith said, "No, not Sally, me."
"I'm a little dense so you need to explain what you are getting at."
"I'm thinking of a two pronged attack here; jealousy and fear. Sam knows that you and I were a couple before you met her and I want to call her in the office and tell her since she is throwing you away I've decided to pick up were we left off and out of friendship I just wanted her to know. Unless you disapprove."
"I'm willing to try anything, but what part would Sally play?"
Sally laughed and said, "I'm the one who gets to play the juicy part. I had a fling with Ron just before he started up with Sam and I'm going to spread the word that he gave me the clap. Then, because I'm a responsible individual, I'll go to the other guys in the office that I've played with and tell them that Ron has given me a sexually transmitted disease and that I thought they should know. I'll suggest that letting any of their other sexual partners know that they might have passed it on would be the right thing to do. Since three of them are married that should put them in a panic and they will probably get as far away from Ron and Sam as they can, at least until they find out that they haven't been infected."
"Meanwhile" Meredith said, "You will see to it that Sam thinks she has caught VD of some type."
"How do I do that?"
"You are going to doctor her douche with an itching powder. All she will know is that something isn't right with her vagina and then we will make sure that she hears about Sally and then her imagination can take over and do the rest. If I know Sam, and I do, she will come running to me and I'll tell her that she needs to get to a doctor."
"Why? All that will do is prove that she doesn't have VD."
"You forget that my brother Dan is a doctor and I'm pretty sure that I can get him to work with us on this. After Dan confirms her worst nightmare he will tell her that she has to tell everyone that she has had sex with that she might have infected them. That will back up Sally's story and Sam and Ron will become social outcasts as far as the men in the office are concerned. Meanwhile you and I will be keeping steady company. With any luck Sam's anger at Ron for giving her a social disease will have her turning her back on him and her jealousy at seeing me trying to take you away from her will make her fight for you. What do you think?"
"What about Ron? All he has to do is see a doctor and get a clean bill of health."
"He could, but I have a feeling that he will be just a little too busy to bother, at least right away."
"Why?"
"Remember I told you that I might have to fire someone over sexual harassment? Well that someone is going to be Ron and when he starts job hunting he is going to find out that he is not going to get anything near a good recommendation. The way the laws are written I can't really bad mouth him without opening myself for a lawsuit, but I can say in the strongest terms possible that he is not eligible for rehire. If we get real lucky he will leave town."
"Do you really think that it will work?"
"I don't know, but I can't think of anything else, can you?"
"No, but I do have a question. I know why you are doing this, but how about you Sally, what are you getting out of this?"
"Revenge! I told you that I had a fling with the guy, right?"
I nodded my head yes.
"Well I pretty much fell for the guy and then one night after a date he dropped me off at my place and when I asked him if he was going to come in he said no, that I was a lousy piece of ass and he wasn't going to waste any more time on me. I wouldn't have minded if he had said something like "Sorry Sally, but we just don't seem to click," but the way he did it pissed me off and I swore that I would get back at him and this is my chance."
I nodded my head in understanding. "Okay, when do we start?"
"Today" Meredith said. "When I get back to the office I'll call Sam in and tell her that since she doesn't want you I'm going to make a play for you. Your end is to show up at my office tomorrow and take me to lunch. Then for the next two nights we will stop after work for drinks and you go home late. If Sam asks you why you're late you tell her you were with me. After the third night Sally tells her story and you wait one day and then doctor Sam's douche. After that we will play it by ear."
The first person to see me come off the elevator was Sam. She got up from her desk and headed for me. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm having lunch with Meredith."
"Why?"
"Why not? She's a friend. It isn't the first time I've had lunch with her and it probably won't be the last."
"Am I invited?"
"No. You aren't exactly one of my favorite people right now and I'd just as soon not have to look across the table at you."
I walked away from her and headed for Meredith's office. Sam was looking daggers at Meredith and me as we left the office. In the elevator I asked how Sam had taken the news that Meredith was going to make a play for me. "Not well sweetie. She wanted to know how I could be her friend and do something like that. I laughed at her and pointed out that her actions with Ron pretty much said she didn't care for you so how could she get pissed at me because I might? You won't believe her answer."
"What was it?"
"She said, "It's not the same thing. I don't love Ron, but I do love my husband and I want you to leave him alone."
I broke out laughing when I heard that and then we went to lunch. The next two days I followed the script although on both of the nights I stayed out late Sam wasn't home when I got there. To make the plan work I had to go down the block and park and wait for Sam to get in before going into the house. Both times she was visibly upset when I told her where I'd been and with who, but considering where she had been and what she had been doing she didn't dare say a word.
The next day when I got home Sam had dinner waiting. When I walked in the kitchen I noticed that she was wearing a bathrobe over high heels and nylons. "Going out tonight I take it?"
"No" she said as she took off the robe. She was naked except for the heels and hose. "I thought you might be interested in dessert, either before dinner or after or maybe even both."
"You can't be serious."
"Why not? You used to think I was the best."
"That was before you started out on your career as a gangbang queen. Before you got hung up on eleven inch dicks."
"Baby, I'm sorry. I didn't set out to make it happen, but I can't change what happened either. I still love you baby and I want to make it up to you."
"How? By killing me? By giving me a social disease like AIDS? You have any idea where all these guys Ron has you fucking have been? Did you get a doctor's certificate from the saying that they had been tested and were STD free? Or did you just lay down and spread your legs and say next? Some of those diseases can take a month before they show up. How do I know that you haven't already given me AIDS, herpes, gonorrhea or god alone knows what else? The one thing I know for sure is that if I don't have it already I'm damned sure not going to give you another chance at infecting me."
Sam stood there looking at me stunned and I honestly believe that she had never even given any thought to the problem. I was laying it on heavy and I wasn't through. "If you ever want to get in my bed again you are going to have to break it off with your asshole boyfriend, wait a couple of months and then come to me with a clean bill of health from a doctor. Until then I'll share the house with you, but that's all I will share."
Samantha turned and ran crying from the room. I'd planted the VD idea and now I had to make it appear to happen.
The next day I went through the phone book looking for novelty shops. I found nine listed and started calling around. The first seven I talked to were adult bookstores and the novelties they sold were dildos and things like that. The eighth one is the one I was looking for. It handled stuff like exploding cigars, hand buzzers and magical tricks and yes, they did have itching powder. I hit the store on the way home from work and bought three packages of the stuff. Once home I went and found Sam's douche and took it down to the kitchen. I dumped the douche in a bowl and then opened the packages of itching powder, dumped them in the bowl and then stirred the mixture until the powder was dissolved. After pouring the mixture back into the bottle I cleaned up my mess and put the douche back upstairs where I'd found it.
I was in bed when Sam got home that night, but the noise of the shower woke me up. If Sam douched she would wake up in the middle of the night with a problem and by morning she should be in a panic.
Meredith called me at eleven the next morning. "Sam just left my office. She is suffering severe vaginal discomfort. You know anything about that?"
"Who, me?"
Meredith laughed and the said, "I called my brother and he said to send her over and he would fit her in and then I told her she was in deep shit if what Sally was saying was true. She asked me what I meant and I told her that Sally was telling everyone that Ron had given her the clap. She got a shocked look on her face and then left my office and went looking for Sally. Dan said he would put the fear of god into her. He is going to tell her that the law says he has to turn her name into the Public Heath Department so they can investigate whether she has spread the disease. He will let her talk him out of it, but only on the condition that she tells everyone she has been intimate with that she might have infected them. Then he told her he was going to call me and tell me to make sure she did it. And just to help make your day I terminated Ron an hour ago."
"How did he take it?"
"Not well, not well at all. Threatened to sue for wrongful termination. I told him he was likely to be the one sued by Sally for sexual harassment. He denied it and said she was lying. I told him that it was his word against hers and he could let a judge decide. Anyway, it's time to stir the pot again. You need to come pick me up for another lunch date."
Lunch was a quiet affair at least until dessert was on the table. Meredith toyed with her cheesecake for a minute and then said, "How long has it been since you have been laid?"
"A little over a month."
"You ever think of getting back at Sam by having a fling and letting her know?"
"The idea has crossed my mind."
"You going to do it?"
"Probably not. The old two wrongs don't make a right thing. It isn't out of the question. At least not totally, but I'm not sure what it might do to my getting thinks back together with Sam."
"Are you so sure that you want to get back together with her? Think about it. From what I hear the deal with Sam and Ron isn't love or even like, but just a case of her being in love with a big dick. What happens if Ron leaves town and Sam gets back together with you and three months down the road some big dicked dude who knows the story says, "Here little girl, look what I have for you?"
"If that happens it would be the end."
"You think it won't eventually happen?"
"I don't know."
"Meantime sweetie, when you decide to get laid give old Meredith here a call. I've been thinking that I screwed up big time when I let you go and introduced you to Sam. I'd like another shot at you."
Meredith called me the next day around two. "Things are happening sweetie. My brother called Sam and told her the lab tests came back positive and that she had to get busy notifying her sexual partners. I called her into the office five minutes ago and told her Dan had called me to make sure that she did it. I told her that she had to have done by the end of the day or I would have to call Dan back and tell him so he could go ahead and notify Public Health. She is out there on the floor doing it now."

"What now?"
"My brother will treat her for VD and then we wait and see."
Sam came straight home from work that night and went right to her room and never came out. I wondered if she had called Ron with the news.
The next day Sam was home when I got there. "What, not out spreading your legs tonight?"
"Must you be such an asshole?"
"Hey lady, I'm the injured party here and speaking of injured parties Meredith tells me that you were telling everyone in the office that you have a social disease and that they should be seeing a doctor. I notice that you didn't bother to tell me."
"That's because you haven't touched me since before the thing started with Ron."
"Lucky me. So did you get it from your big dicked boyfriend and give it to everybody else, or get it from one of the other guys?"
"Asshole" she snarled at me and got up to leave.
As she was walking away I laughed and said, "I hope that whatever it is it rots his cock off and he ends up with only an inch for you to play with" and I was rewarded by her slamming her bedroom door.
The next couple of days she was home when I got there, but she avoided me and we didn't talk which I suppose was a good thing since I was slowly coming to realize that I didn't much like Sam anymore. I also came to believe that Meredith was probably right when she said that Sam would eventually find herself another big cock somewhere.
A week went by and Sam was in a full time foul mood. None of her so-called friends would have anything to do with her. They didn't invite her to stop for drinks with them anymore and if she stopped on her own they got up and left. Things were cool at work also. The three married men went home and confessed all to their wives; one was thrown out, one had his wife pack up and leave and the third one and his wife are trying to work things out and all the blame got dumped on Sam. They completely ignored the fact that what happened happened because they got Sam drunk and took advantage of her.
Another six weeks went by and Sam and I coexisted in the house. We were civil to each other and a couple of times Sam did try to inject some warmth into our relationship, but I remained cool toward her. Then one night I came home to find her waiting for me. She handed me a slip of paper and I asked her what it was. "It is the clearance from my doctor that says I'm disease free."
"That's half of it."
"He's gone. He moved to Dallas to take a job."
"What happens when he comes back to visit?"
"He won't. He thinks everything that happened is my fault."
"That wasn't my question Sam. He's a man and you are a good piece of ass. If he comes back to town and needs to get laid while he is here he will call you and you know it. When he waves his big cock at you and says, "Come here Sam" are you going to turn and run away from him?"



To her credit she was honest. She looked away from me and said, "I don't know."
"That tells me all I need to know Sam. Best I just set you free so you can go out and find big cocks to play with."
Sam and I divorced a year ago and the last I heard she had moved to Dallas. Whether to look for Ron or to just get away and to try and start over I don't know. Meredith and I had a steamy affair for about six months before realizing that we'd got it right the first time before she introduced me to Sam - we were just not right for each other. In a surprising development Slutty Sally and I ended up in a relationship and we are living together. We haven't talked marriage and we may never. Sally is up front and honest and she told me straight out that she had never been a one-man woman before and she didn't know if she could be one.
"I'll try sweetie, but if the day comes that I feel the need for a strange cock I'll probably go for it and if I do there isn't any sense in being married and having to go through all that divorce shit."
So far she hasn't felt the need and with any luck she won't. I'll just have to wait and see.
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Leslie was very wet and I was certain that it was someone else's cum and not, as she tried to tell me, her own juices. The one thing I did know for sure is whatever had happened at the party that night, it had turned Leslie into a sex maniac. Our sex life was usually limited to three or four times a week and then usually only one time, but that night she would not leave me alone. As soon as we got into the bedroom she pulled me to the bed and we did it with our clothes still on. When I came we undressed and she sucked me hard again, pushed me back on the bed and mounted me. I came the second time and she went to work on me again. The more she fucked me, the more I had to know what had happened to her at the party, and the only way I was going to find that out was call the number that Sylvia had given me. I made up my mind to do it the first thing next morning.
The next day I called Sylvia and asked her to lunch. She laughed, "Curiosity killing you?" and I admitted that it was. "Okay baby, but it's going to cost you more than lunch."
"What exactly do you have in mind?" I wanted to know.
"Honey, it means that you are springing for lunch, but I get to pick the dessert."
We met at a small café and Sylvia got right to the point, "I'll tell you everything that Tony told me, but my price is still what I said it would be the other night. I want my revenge. I'm not going to broadcast it, but whenever I look at her I want to be able to smile and say to myself "Hey bitch, I've fucked your husband."
I just sat there and looked at her while I tried to figure out what to say.
"What's the matter? You don't want to know bad enough to dip your white wick into some black girl?"
I laughed at her and said, "Do you know how stupid that sounds? A good looking and very sexy lady trying to blackmail a guy into going to bed with her? I'm a little hesitant because I've never cheated on my wife and I never expected that I would."
Sylvia smiled and said, "Sugar, she did it first and as far as I'm concerned that releases you from whatever vows you may have taken."
She was right and so I said, "I agree to your conditions. Tell me what happened."
The story was simple enough. Leslie had taken my challenge and had gone out to prove me wrong. By the time the night was half over she had managed to dance with every black man there, and had gotten everyone of them under the mistletoe, except Tony. For some reason he wouldn't ask her to dance so she took the bull by the horns and asked him. Halfway into the dance she asked him why he hadn't tried to get her under the mistletoe like everyone else had. Tony asked her why he would want to do something like that and Leslie had answered that she wanted it. Tony gave her a long look and then maneuvered her to the end of the bar. Tony gave her a long kiss, with a little tongue, and Tony responded by slipping her a little back. It was a kiss that lasted a good ten or so seconds and when they broke apart Tony had given her another long look and then had asked her what had gotten into her that night. Leslie told him the truth. That she had been perceived as a racist and she was trying to disprove it.
"So you aren't doing this on your own, you are just trying to prove something to someone."
Leslie said that wasn't true and Tony said that yes it was. That she was dancing and doing the mistletoe thing because someone was watching her do it. Leslie protested and said he was wrong and Tony had taken her by the hand and had led her from the ballroom. Leslie wanted to know where he was taking her and Tony said he was taking her to some place where they couldn't be seen. When they were alone he said, "Okay, now kiss me while there is no one around to applaud your liberalism."
Leslie stood on tiptoe and kissed him. She gave him tongue and he gave some back. The kiss was a hot one and lasted quite a bit. When they broke they stood looking at each other for several seconds and then Tony bent his head to kiss her again and she went up on tiptoe to meet him half way. That kiss was as hot or hotter than the first one and they were both breathing hard when they broke apart. They were silent for a minute and then Tony told her that she hadn't proven anything.
"You just took my dare. You have to do something on your own, something that no one told you to do, something that no one else would ever know about."
Leslie had looked at him and said, "Like what?" and Tony had said, "No way lady. No input from me or anyone else. It's got to be something that you do on your own."
Leslie had looked into Tony's face for several moments and then she had reached for his zipper. She wrestled out his cock and then went to her knees and took him in her mouth and started to suck his cock. After a few minutes she stopped and looked up at him, "Proof enough?" and Tony had told her that the only thing she had just proved was that she was a heartless bitch to take him that far and then quit. Leslie got mad and said, "What do you want? To take me here on this cement floor?"
And Tony had said, "No, the back seat of your car would be fine."
Leslie had given him an exasperated look and then she laughed, "You're right. It wouldn't be right for me not to finish what I started" and she took him by the hand and led him to our car. She had fucked him once and then had sucked him hard again and let him fuck her a second time. When they had finished and they were getting out of the car Tony had said, "There are a couple of others who might like you to show them you're not a bigot" and he pointed to two black men leaning against the wall smoking.

Leslie had laughed and said, "You're not going to be happy until you get me gang fucked, are you?"
Tony smiled and said, "Not a bad idea and I'll bet it would be fun."
I sat and listened to Sylvia tell me the story that Tony had related to her and I could see it happening that way. Basically Tony had goaded her the same way I had and she had responded the same way she had to me - the old "I'll show you" attitude. "What about the others you told me about, the blowjob and the handjob?"
Sylvia smiled and said you sure are a glutton for punishment."
According to Tony, who saw Leslie give the hand job, one of the guys who had been leaning against the wall had approached Leslie and offered to keep quiet if she would take care of him. She told the guy that her husband would be expecting to fuck her when you got home and that she was going to have a hard time hiding the fact that Tony had fucked her so she offered him a hand job instead. It was the same story on the blowjob, but Tony hadn't seen it, only heard about it second hand. I shook my head in amazed disbelief. I never would have expected my wife to go that far to prove something. I knew she was headstrong and that she would go to great lengths to prove a point or win an argument, but to go as far as she had? I guess I didn't know her as well as I thought. I looked over at Sylvia and found her grinning at me; "There's more" she said, "But you don't get it until after we conclude our arrangement."
This was going to be the first time I had cheated on Leslie and I would have thought that it would have caused me greater inner turmoil than it was. Maybe her fucking Tony was making it easier. I looked at Sylvia and said, "Where do we go from here?"
She laughed and said, "From here we go to my place sugar."
Her place was a spacious three-bedroom apartment about ten minutes from the café and Sylvia wasted no time when we got there. Once inside the door she turned to face me and said, "No mistletoe here sugar, we are just going to have to fake it" and she stood on tiptoe and kissed me. It was a hot kiss and when we broke she led me over to the couch and we sat down and started making out like teenagers. We french kissed and groped each other's bodies and it was no different from when I used to take my girlfriends to the drive-in movie. After five minutes I had her bra off and had a couple of fingers in her pussy and she had her small fist wrapped around my cock and was pumping it. I finally pulled away from her and said, "We need to move this to the bedroom before I cum in your hand."
She giggled, "That's the idea sugar. We get the first quick cum out of the way and then we go to the bedroom."
She turned and lowered her mouth and her lips took over from her hands. As her mouth bobbed up and down on my pole I suddenly realized that I was feeling zero remorse at cheating on my wife. In fact, I was enjoying the hell out of it. I pulled Sylvia off my cock and pulled her down to the floor and moved so the I could eat her pussy while she was sucking my dick. .Just before her mouth closed around me again I heard her say, "Damn sugar, I just might have to keep you around for a while."
If her actions were any indication Sylvia loved having her pussy licked. She pushed herself up at me and started moaning and then she had an orgasm. Her orgasm surprised the hell out of me because she squirted her cum in my mouth. I'd heard that some women could do that but I'd never experienced it. Seconds after Sylvia came, so did I and she swallowed it all. I was beginning to like this girl - a lot! When we separated Sylvia asked, "Do you do that often? Eat pussy I mean?"
I told her that I did, that Leslie loved it.
"So do I sugar, but I just can't seem to find men willing to do it. I may have to find some way to hang on to you for a while."
Sylvia led me to the bedroom and we undressed each other. She was just a tad heavy through the hips, but otherwise she was perfect. She seemed to like what she saw and she reached out, took my semi-soft cock and led me over to the bed. It was an active afternoon. We made love three times and between bouts we engaged in sixty-nines. Sylvia was damn near insatiable and I was beginning to wonder if I would be able to leave her place under my own power. We were lying on the bed, breathing heavily, having just finished our third time when she said, "You ready for the rest of it?"
I told her to go ahead and she told me that before the party was over one other black man had gotten her to outside with him and he had fucked Leslie while she was bent over the hood of a car. That must have been the man I'd seen follow her out of the ballroom. And then, just before the party broke up Tony had pulled Leslie off into a corner and apologized for his behavior. He said the only reason that he had egged her on was that he had, in fact, thought she was prejudiced against blacks and that it had influenced the way he had acted toward her. He told her he thought that they could be friends and he would like to meet her or drinks and maybe they could talk and get to know each other better. "Is that all?" I said, "I know about that. Leslie told me that last night."
Sylvia laughed, "Sugar, my brother is the original silver tongued devil" and she looked at the bedside clock, "and right now he is busy sweet talking your wife into spreading her legs for him again. Tony is like most black men. There is something in the back of his brain that makes him want white women. I don't know why, but black men want white women and white women seem to want a black cock at least once in their life. If I know my brother he is going to fuck your wife again tonight and if he does she is going to be in for a wild time for the next month or two."
I rolled up on my elbow and looked at her, "Why is that?"
"Because sugar, he'll fuck her half a dozen times and then one night he will share her with a buddy, and then two, and by the end of a month she'll be doing gangbangs."
I looked at her like she was crazy. My Leslie doing two guys at the same time? Doing gangbangs? No way! She saw the look on my face and said, "Oh it will happen sugar. Her only hope is to not fuck him again, but if he gets her to spread for him tonight it will happen. I guarantee it. Unless of course you stop it before it starts."
I asked, "What do you mean by that?"
"Two things sugar. You either keep him from fucking her tonight or you tell her what will happen if he does."
I was confused and said, "How do I stop him? I don't even know where they are going for drinks."
She giggled, "Too late for that sugar. You will have to stop him from putting his chocolate joy stick in her at the scene."
I looked at her with an expression that fairly screamed what the fuck are you talking about. Sylvia laughed and said, "Oh, did I forget to tell you? Tony and I share this apartment and if my brother runs true to form he should be showing up here with your wife any minute now."
Almost as if on cue we heard the front door slam closed. I jumped out of the bed and grabbed for my pants, but Sylvia grabbed my arm, "Don't panic sugar. We have rules and one of them is that if the other person's bedroom door is closed we don't bother that person. Do you want to see if your sweet Leslie is going to be getting some black cock tonight?"
She could see from my face that I was dying to know and she got up and turned out the lights and walked over to her dresser. There was a mirror hanging over it and she took it down to reveal a room through a see through mirror. "This was here when we moved in. I got first pick of rooms and I chose this one. I found this when I went to rearrange the room and the best part is that Tony doesn't know about it. I've seen some pretty wild shit over the last two years."
I looked at her and asked her what she was going to say we he rearranged this room and found it. She laughed, "No way sugar. He likes to watch himself fuck white bitches and the mirror is in just the right place for him to do it."
We were standing there looking into Tony's bedroom when the door opened and Tony came in carrying Leslie in his arms like a groom carrying his new bride over the threshold. "The only bad thing about this" Sylvia said, "is that there is no sound, you can't hear a thing."
Tony set Leslie down on the floor and went over and pulled down the bed covers while Leslie stripped off her clothes. "No warm up" Sylvia commented, "He must have really gotten her worked up in the bar or in the car."
Leslie walked over to Tony and began undressing him. As soon as he was naked she pushed him back on the bed and knelt between his legs and took his cock in her mouth. "Sure hope she doesn't expect reciprocity" Sylvia said, "Tony doesn't like eating pussy."
I was transfixed as I stood there watching Leslie's red lips and white face slide up and down that black pole. Sylvia said, "Here's you're chance sugar. Go in there and break things up or get used to getting sloppy seconds from your wife."
I didn't even glance at Sylvia, I was too engrossed in watching my wife of fifteen years sucking another man's cock, and a black man at that. Leslie was obviously not a bigot, at least not any more. Tony said something and Leslie got up and lay down on the bed. She spread her legs wide and Tony moved between them. I watched as his black pole slid out of sight into my white wife and then he was fucking her with hard and fast strokes and Leslie's legs came up and locked around him. The sight of her white against his dark was startling and for a while I forgot that it was my wife being fucked in that room. It was like I was watching a porno movie with the sound turned off. I was so wrapped up watching what was taking place in front of me that I hadn't noticed Sylvia dropping to her knees in front of me. I heard, "My, oh my. He likes watching black cock slide into his lily white wife" and I looked down to see that my cock was indeed hard as a rock and Sylvia's open mouth was on it's way to engulf it.
It was weird. I would look down and see my white cock disappear into Sylvia's dark brown mouth and then look up to see Tony's dark brown cock disappear into my white wife. Down, up, down, up and then my hands were in Sylvia's hair and I was fucking her face. She started making choking noises and I let go of the back of her head and started to pull my cock out of her mouth, but she grabbed me and pulled me back and I exploded against the back of her throat. She held me in her mouth and I could feel her throat constrict as she swallowed and gulped down every bit she could squeeze out of me. When I was limp she let my dick fall out of her mouth and she looked at me, "Why did you do that?"
"Do what?" I asked.
"Try to pull your dick out of my mouth."
"You were choking," I said.
She gave me a strange look and said, "Most men wouldn't have cared. Every other man I've ever known would have grabbed my hair and pushed it in harder and held it there until he came."
I reached down and picked her up, "I'm not most men" and then I kissed her. From the way she acted I guess not many men kissed her after cumming in her mouth. She stepped back and looked at me and then shook her head.
"I've never had much to do with white men and to be honest the only reason I went after you was to get even with her. But I want you to know that I'm glad I fucked you. You are so different from the other men in my life. I'm going to hate not seeing you again."
Back in the other room Tony had finished and he was lying next to Leslie on the bed. Her legs were spread and I could see Tony's cum leaking out of her. She said something to him and then she swung around and started sucking his dick. It took several minutes and then he was hard again and Leslie swung over him and lowered herself onto his cock. I looked at Sylvia and asked, "How many times is he good for?"
She smiled and said, "He can go all night sugar. The deciding factor here will be what time she has to be home."
I looked at my watch and said, "Have I got time to eat your pussy and still beat her home?"
She smiled and took my hand and led me to the bed.
I fucked Sylvia one more time that night and then I stood in front of the see through mirror while I dressed and watched Tony fuck my wife. I couldn't hear, but from her facial expressions it looked like she was begging him to fuck her harder or faster, or maybe both. Sylvia stood next to me and asked, "What are you going to do?"
"I don't really know" I said, "A lot will depend on what she says and does when she gets home. I suppose it is possible that she will come home and say "Hey babe. Guess what? I just got laid by Tony. Still think I'm a bigot?" but I'm betting that won't happen." I turned to Sylvia and took her in my arms and kissed her. "You told me the other night that you and Tony told each other everything, but this is our little secret, right?"
She hugged me and said, "Anything you say sugar. Call me?"
I smiled at her and said, "We'll see."
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"Come on Yvonne, you know it ain't right."
"Oh stop your whining Dion. I can't help it that you were raised a prude. I wasn't and I'm not going to become one just to suit you."
"This ain't got nothing to do with being prudish Yvonne, it's got to do with decency."
"You calling me indecent Dion?"
"I'm just saying that it ain't right. The boys are at an age when things can get misunderstood."
"The boys can misunderstand what?"
"You know Vonnie, things."
"Things Dion?"
"Well yeah Vonnie, things."
Suddenly I knew what Dion was getting at and almost as suddenly I realized that he had a valid concern.
I am a forty-five year old woman with two grown and married daughters. My mother, my daughters, even my grandmother and aunts, along with myself, have never been ashamed of our bodies and we never worried about being scantily clad in front of the men in our family. I'm not talking nudity here; we just didn't spend a lot of time covering up around the house. My father, brothers, and an occasional uncle or two have seen me nude and it was no big thing. I grew up not being ashamed of my body and not thinking it wrong to see anyone else's. When I married at nineteen I lucked out and got a guy who was a free spirit and we eventually became nudists so I've never been overly concerned about clothes, especially in my own house.
I lost Don to cancer when I was thirty-nine and I mourned him for two years. Then I started dating and four years later I met and married Dion. Dion had two sons: Phillip who was nineteen and going on twenty, and Todd who had just turned eighteen. Almost from day one Dion was on me for the way I dressed around the house and I shrugged it off. That is I shrugged it off until I finally figured out what Dion's problem was - he was afraid of what might happen - he was jealous of his sons and he was afraid that they might see the way I ran around the house as a come on. Dion was afraid they might get lucky sometime when he was wasn't around!
To understand his concern you had to go back to that period in my life when I stopped mourning Don and started dating. There is no nice way of saying it; for those four years I was an absolute slut! The last year of Don's illness had been sexless and so had the two years I'd spent in widow's weeds. When I finally decided that it was time to get on with my life I went just a little overboard. I didn't mean too, but too much to drink one night had led to some multiple partner sex and I found that I liked it. I was never what you might call a gangbang queen; never did have sex with really large groups, but three or four was pretty common. It was during that period that I met Dion.
At first he didn't appear to be anyone special. He wasn't bad looking and he was a more than adequate lover, but he was just one of many. I didn't really pay much attention to him until I started noticing that he always seemed to be one of the three or four that I ended up in bed with. One morning, after one of my rare large groups - eight I think it was - I woke up and Dion was in bed with me. That was not a normal occurrence. Usually my sessions ended around three in the morning, everyone left, and I went to bed alone, but there was Dion in my bed at nine in the morning.
"What are you doing here?"
He reached over and began rolling my left nipple between his fingers and said, "Trying to make points."
My breasts are very sensitive and I moaned and said, "Well that's certainly one way of doing it."
After a little mutual head and a slow leisurely fuck Dion took me out to breakfast. Over coffee I asked, "So, what's the deal with trying to make points?"
"I'm trying to make points because I think that you would be a perfect fit for me."
"How's that?"
"Just that the perfect woman for me has to like sex as much as you seem to."
"Sorry sweetie, but I'm not looking for anything permanent."
"Maybe not now, but maybe someday. I just want to put my oar in early."
"Just out of curiosity explain to me how you see this prospective relationship."
"Open."
"Open? What's that mean?"
"Free to play as long as you come home."
"Both sides?"
"Of course. I'm not capable of being a one-woman man, but I do need a steady, stable relationship. The woman I have that relationship with will ideally feel the same way. I think that woman is you."
"Sorry sweetie, sounds good, but I'm nowhere near being ready for something like that."
"That's okay, I'm a patient man."
He was. We did start seeing more of each other and by the end of that four year period I was ready to cut back on my activities - not eliminate, but cut back - to once or twice a month and Dion was there to talk me into an open marriage.
Surprisingly, it worked. It was like a normal marriage except that when I felt the need for more than just one cock I was free to have them. Some times with Dion and sometimes without him and he had the same freedom if he found a lady he wanted to play with. Things were just fine until I figured out what Dion's problem was with the way I dressed around the house.
It was Dion's own fault. If he had just kept his mouth shut nothing would have changed, but once a slut, always a slut and I began to see my two step-sons as prime beef and a reason to never have to leave the house to play. I told Dion that I understood where he was coming from and that I would try and be a little more circumspect. And when he was home I was. When he wasn't home and either or both of the boys were I turned into a tease. Actually I wasn't teasing; it was more along the lines of an open invitation. I left the bathroom door open when I was in the shower; I left the bedroom door open when I was dressing, I walked around the house in see-thru bra and panties and I smiled at the hardons I was producing. I did everything but flat out ask the boys to fuck me. I could tell that the boys were interested, but there were either too inexperienced or too scared to make a move. If it was going to happen, I was going to have to make it happen.
It was a Tuesday morning and Dion had just left for work. Todd had an early morning class so only Phillip and I were in the house. Phillip was still in bed and so I made my move. I stripped, put a touch of rouge on my nipples and walked into Phillip's bedroom. He was still asleep when I eased the covers off of him and I smiled when I saw that he slept naked. Not having to wrestle his PJs or boxers off was going to make it so much easier. I ran my tongue along the length of his soft cock, swirled it around his cockhead and then took him in my mouth. After that he was mine. He came awake and I was lying across his legs with my hot mouth sucking his rapidly hardening dick and by the time he was fully awake I was sliding my wet pussy down his stiff pole. I could see confusion and panic on his face and I leaned forward and whispered, "Relax baby, just relax and enjoy. Let mommy make you feel good. We have all day sweetie, all day and mommy wants to ring your chimes."
Phillip was not a virgin, but he wasn't all that experienced either. By four o'clock that afternoon, when I was finally able to pry myself away from his cock, he was a whole lot more experienced and eager to continue his education.
As I let his spent cock slip from my mouth I said, "This is our secret sweetie, right? If we keep this quiet we can do it again. Would you like that? Would you like some more of mommy's pussy?"
He grunted out a yes and reached up to pull me back down.
"Don't be a greedy guts sweetie. I have to get up and get dinner started. We wouldn't want daddy to come home and fine you with your cock in me, would we? That would be a quick end to this and we don't want that, do we? Be a good boy, get up and get dressed and make your bed look a little less like a bed in a whore house and your horny step-mother will try and find a way to suck your cock before you go to bed tonight."
I was showered, sweet smelling and had dinner on the table when Dion got home. When he saw me he smiled and said, "You've been up to something, I can tell." I smiled back at him and told him that I had spent some quality time that afternoon with a rather horny young man.
"Anyone that I know?"
"No baby, just one of the guys I met on my last evening out."
"Did he leave enough for me?"
I giggled and told him that I thought I could fit him in. He went upstairs to get out of his dirty clothe and take a shower and as soon as I heard the shower running I hurried to the front room and started sucking Phillip's cock. I had one ear on the shower and the other listening for the front door as I slobbered all over Phillip's meat. What I was hoping for was for Todd to come home and catch Phillip and me in the act while Dion was still in the shower, but it didn't happen. The shower stopped running just as Phillip came in my mouth and I was at the kitchen sink brushing my teeth when Todd finally got there.
It was two days before I had another chance to fuck Phillip, not that I hadn't been trying to get his cock sooner, but he felt he couldn't miss another day of classes. I couldn't catch a quickie before he left for school because Todd was always around. I fully intended that Todd's cock was going to find it's way into my pussy, but I either had to catch him alone as I had Phillip or let him catch Phillip and me in the act. I don't know why, but I just had the feeling that Phillip would balk if I suggested that we bring Todd in on the fun. I was actually so horny thinking of getting to fuck Phillip again that I had to go out bar hoping and get four guys to spend an afternoon with me in a motel.
Dion had just left for work and I was in the kitchen putting the dirty breakfast dishes in the dishwasher when Phillip walked into the room. I smiled at him and dropped the robe I was wearing to the floor. "Does this give you any ideas sweetie?" Phillip looked around nervously and I said, "What's the matter sweetie, don't want mommy any more?"
"Todd is here."
"No he isn't sweetie. He left five minutes before your father did."
"Yeah, but he forgot a book and came back. He's upstairs right now."
"And you don't want to share mommy, is that it?"
"You said we had to keep it a secret."
"So I did sweetie, but what I meant was that we had to keep your father from finding out. So bring your cock over here to mommy and if Todd finds out and wants to join in I certainly won't object."
Phillip looked around, shrugged his shoulders and then he opened his fly and walked over to me. I was on my knees sucking his cock when I saw Todd standing in the doorway watching. I took my mouth off Phillip's cock and smiled at Todd, "Come on over here sweetie and let mommy show you how she likes to take care of her boys."
That was six months ago. I'm spending a lot more time at home these days although I still go out when I feel the need for more that two cocks. I know that Phillip and Todd could probably bring home a virile friend or three if I asked, but I'm a little leery of doing that. Young men tend to be quite boastful and the last thing I want is for it to get out that Phillip and Todd's mom is an easy lay. It might get back to Dion and while normally hearing that I'm getting fucked by other guys wouldn't bother him, the news that his sons are fucking his wife might.
My best days are the ones when Phillip and Todd are home all day while Dion is at work and then Dion comes home horny and keeps me busy all night. It is a shame that I can't figure out a way that I can have my three studs together because then I never would have to leave the house. Who knows, one of these days I might get lucky, but until then I'll just have to be satisfied with "momma's boys" during the day and daddy at night.
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I was home in front of the TV when Leslie came home. I looked at my watch and saw that it was almost eight-thirty. She was all smiles and I said, "You obviously had more than a couple of drinks. What did he do? Ply you with drinks and then have his way with you?"
She laughed and said, "No silly. A couple of other people that we knew joined us and we got to talking and lost track of time. Tony was very nice and I think I can learn to like him. I still think he is a little too arrogant, but so what? I have a surprise for you."
I asked her what and she told me that the couple sitting next to them thought that their table cloth was covering them and the woman was stroking the man's cock under the table. "I got so hot watching them that I'm soaking wet and ready to fuck" and she grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the chair. She headed for the bedroom, shedding clothes on the way and I followed along wondering how it was going to play out. I always ate her before I fucked her and I wondered if she was going to let me go down on her while she still had Tony's cum in her. I undressed and got on the bed - moment of truth time - and I lowered my face toward her pussy, but she grabbed me and pulled me on top of her.
"No foreplay baby, I'm hot enough already. Just fuck me, okay? Make love to me."
Considering how many times I'd watched Tony fuck her that night I was surprised that she didn't feel any different from when I followed myself into her on nights we did it more than once. But mentally it was something else. I couldn't forget that it was that black cock that I'd seen driving into her that was responsible for that sloppy feeling. As I fucked Leslie (I wasn't making love to her that night) I wondered what was going on in her head. Last night, when we'd gotten home from the party, she could have said (as she usually did) that she'd had too much to drink and didn't want to make love. Instead she had been a sex maniac and fucked me almost as much in one night as she usually did in a week. The same thing this night. Since we had been so active the previous night she could have gotten by with passing tonight, but she was just as horny as she had been following the Christmas party. Did fucking Tony make her hornier, or was she getting a charge out of knowing that I was soaking my cock in another man's cum? I had to admit that I wasn't really sure that I cared. She was hotter than a two-dollar pistol and I loved it. I just hoped that after the afternoon I'd spent with Sylvia that I would be able to stay with her. Luckily, because of the time spent with Sylvia I was a long time in cumming and it seemed like the once was going to be enough for Leslie.
Next morning Leslie woke me up with a blowjob. "I don't know what's come over me. I just can't seem to get enough of you lately. You don't mind, do you?"
The truth was I didn't know if I minded or not. Since the Christmas party Leslie had turned into a nympho and that part I didn't mind. But what had turned her into a nympho was another mans cock and in my mind that was cheating and I should mind that. Hell, I didn't know what to think. Over breakfast Leslie told me she might have to work late that night, but she would call me at work and let me know for sure. The day was a fucked up one for me because I could not get the picture of that black cock sliding into Leslie out of my mind. Leslie hardly ever worked late so I was almost certain that Tony was going to be fucking her again tonight. Around one Leslie called me and told me that she would indeed be working late. I told her not to worry, that I had some work that would keep me late also and that she might even beat me home. "Well, if I beat you home you will find me waiting for you with my legs spread."
"Egad woman, what has gotten into you lately!"
She chuckled, "You baby. I haven't stopped thinking of your cock since I left the house."
I stared at the phone for a minute after Leslie hung up and then I picked it back up and dialed a number I had recently memorized. When Sylvia answered I asked, "Would you be willing to let me watch tonight's program on the big screen if I spent a little time before hand licking your pussy?" I heard her squeal, "Sugar, you sure know how to sweet talk a girl. We will have to be in our seats by six to catch the first show."
That night I was in place and watched Tony fuck Leslie three times. I spent some quality time with Sylvia, but left long before Tony and Leslie finished. If I'd have waited until Tony and Leslie finished I might have run into one of them on my way out of Sylvia's room. I waited down the street until Leslie got home and then I went home. She was in the bedroom undressing when I got there and she gave me a big smile, "Just in time lover, I need to be fucked."
That night though I was curious to see if she would fight to keep my mouth off her pussy so I went right for it.
"No baby, no foreplay, I'm hot enough already. Just fuck me baby, just put it in." I kept going and drug my tongue along the length of her slit and she moaned, "Oh god baby, you know I love it when you do that, but just fuck me tonight, please baby?"

I climbed over her and once again I sank into Tony's soup. Leslie had to "work late" the next two nights, but I didn't call Sylvia to see if I could come watch. Not because I didn't want to, but because between Leslie and Sylvia I was fast wearing out. Each night Leslie would come home hot to be fucked and I did my best to give her as much as she wanted. I was still torn between the two poles tugging at me, cheating bitch on the one side and sexual dynamo on the other, but I couldn't figure what to do about it. I loved her and from her actions when she was around me I believed that she still loved me. If I confronted her would I lose her? Confrontation would definitely alter our relationship in some way, wouldn't it? Did I want to take the chance? I didn't think so. I decided to leave well enough alone and see what would happen.
Sylvia called me at work and asked me to meet her for lunch. As soon as the waiter was gone she said, "What's the matter sugar? Tired of your little black baby already?"
I smiled and told her not in the least, but that I had to back off before she and Leslie put me in the hospital. She gave me a quizzical look and I had to explain that she and Leslie were fucking me to death.
"You mean to tell me that after Tony does her three or four times she comes home and does you two or three times?" I nodded my head yes. "Damn! I guess I'll have to give her a little more respect."
Our food came and when we had finished eating Sylvia said, "Well, she might cut you some slack tonight sugar. She might be a little on the tired side when she gets home."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Remember I told you that if you didn't stop her Tony would eventually bring in a friend, and then two and finally your wife would be doing gangbangs?"
I nodded that yes I remembered and she went on, "Well tonight sugar is the night that your wife gets two black salami's parked in her. I just thought you would like to know."
It was a no brainer, "What time is the matinee?" I asked.
"Show starts at five-thirty sugar, but the 'box office' will be open at five, if you get my meaning."
I assured her that I did and that I would be there in plenty of time to pay the admission charge. I got to Sylvia's at four forty-five and she met me at the door in all her naked glory. I ate her pussy and then we had an intense bout on the bed before we heard the front door slam at five-thirty. Five minutes later I was watching Tony slide his black cock into Leslie as Sylvia explained to me how the evening would go. Tony would fuck Leslie the first time, get his cock sucked hard again, and then start to fuck her a second time. His buddy Jeff would be standing at the bedroom door and listening. When he heard Leslie moan or begin asking to be fucked harder or faster he would open the door and walk into the room, say "Oops, sorry to bother you," but then he wouldn't leave. He would take out his cock and start playing with it, "And the next thing you know Tony will have talked your wife into helping the poor guy out. Jeff will walk over and your wife will start sucking his dick while Tony fucks her. Once she gets started there's no stopping. Tomorrow or the next day it will be two friends and the next day three and finally six or seven. In three years, and with over thirty women, I've only seen one get up and leave when Jeff walks in and I've never seen one not come back when they move up to three. Are you sure you are ready for your wife to become a whore for black cock?"
I shrugged, "Her choice" I said.
One the bed Tony was getting his cock sucked and as soon as he was hard Leslie went to mount him, but he pulled her down and climbed on top of her. "Can't be having her where she can just get up and leave, right?" said Sylvia.
I wished I could hear what was being said in the room so I would have some idea of when to expect Jeff, but I couldn't so I just had to watch.
"Sugar I just can't get over how turned on you get watching that white slut take my brother's black cock. Here sugar, let me get in front of you and lean my elbows on the dresser."
I knew what she wanted and I slid right into her hot box. On the bed I saw Leslie's legs come up and lock around Tony and out of the corner of my mind I saw the bedroom door open and a man come in. I saw Leslie notice him and her legs unlocked and started to come down, but Tony said some thing and she closed her eyes and the legs came back up. I watched Leslie's face and I saw her open her eyes, look over at Jeff and then look away again. A minute later they came back to Jeff and then Tony said something and she looked up at him, back at Jeff and then back up to Tony. The next time Leslie looked back at Jeff he had his cock out and was stroking it. Leslie's eyes watched his hands as he beat himself off and the Tony said something and her eyes went up to him and then back to Jeff and they stayed there. A minute later Jeff undressed and walked over to the bed. Leslie's eyes stayed on his cock until it was inches from her mouth and then she looked up at Tony. He said something and her eye's went back to Jeff's cock and then she opened her mouth.
The scene in front of me was incredible; two black dicks inside my white wife and it was driving me crazy. I started fucking Sylvia as hard as I could, never taking my eyes off of the action on the bed. Tony said something and everybody moved. Now Jeff was lying on the bed and Leslie's mouth was working up and down his cock as Tony fucked her from behind. I was mad with lust and I was so engrossed in what I was watching the Sylvia's moans and entreaties were not even registering on me. When I finally unleashed my ejaculation I came so hard that it hurt. In front of me I saw cum leaking out of the corners of Leslie's mouth and cum leaking out of her pussy as Tony pulled a softening dick out of her. Tony and Leslie fell to the bed, with Leslie lying between both of them. I became aware of Sylvia moaning, "Oh baby, oh sugar" and I pulled my attention from Tony's bed back into Sylvia's bedroom. Sylvia was still bent over the dresser and I was surprised to find that I was still hard. Sylvia moaned "Jesus sugar, you ever going to get enough of watching that white whore get fucked by black poles? You going to let her keep doing it?"
I started to pump slowly into her, "I don't know if it's watching her get fucked by black cock, or just watching her get fucked, but to answer your question I'm not going to stop her as long as you keep letting me come here and watch."
"Just keep doing what you're doing sugar; that's the price of admission."
On the bed Leslie was still lying between the two men, but now she had gotten her breath back and she had a cock in either hand and was trying to coax them back to life. It would be several minutes before she managed it so I pulled out of Sylvia, turned her around, picked her up and set her on the dresser. Then, much to her delight, I went down on her.
I didn't fuck Sylvia any more that night; I had to save some in case Leslie wanted me when she got home. I doubted that she would, not with all she was getting in the next room. My dick was still hard and Sylvia stood next to me gently squeezing and stroking it as we watched Leslie fuck both men two more times.
"You know I don't like your wife" Sylvia said, "but I have become fond of you and it's obvious that you love the stupid bitch so I'm going to try one more time. You have to put a stop to this. The next time she comes it will be Tony and some other guy; maybe Jeff, maybe someone else. The next time after that it will be Tony and two guys, then three and after that it could be as many as six or seven and from then on it will never be less than five. In about three weeks Tony will get tired of her and he will turn her over to Jeff or one of the other guys and then she will be doing this some other place, not here. And all she will be is a gangbang whore for blacks and not necessarily blacks who are as nice and clean as Tony and his friends. Some of the women who have come through here have ended up on street corners whoring for the guys that gangbang them. That won't happen to your wife because you care for her and she has you to fall back on, but you need to be aware of where this is going."
I heard her out and then I said what I'd said before, "It's her choice. If she tells me about what she is doing we can talk about it. If she keeps quiet it will have to play out the way it plays. I'm not going to say anything that will ruin this for her. She's doing something that she either feels has to, needs to, or wants to and as long as she comes home to me and continues to be a loving wife I'll keep my mouth shut. I will, however, step in and stop things when we get to the point where Tony tries to pass her off to some one else."
Sylvia gave me a long appraising look; "I can't make up my mind as to whether you are a cold hearted bastard or a really great guy where your wife is concerned."
I smiled at her and said, "I can't make up my mind about that either."
I was sitting up in bed reading when Leslie got home. She came into the bedroom and expressed surprise at seeing me still up. "I was afraid that I wasn't going to get my goodnight fuck," she said as she stripped off her clothes. I saw a trace of cum on her inner thigh before she turned and went into the bathroom. I heard the water running and when she came back the trace was gone. She pulled the covers off of me and smiled when she saw my erection, "I see you've been waiting for me" and she bent over and took it in her mouth - the same mouth that I'd seen wrapped around the black cocks of Tony and Jeff. The remembrance of that white face swallowing those black cocks made my dick twitch and she felt it, "Like this, do you? Well that's good because I love doing it to you."
While waiting for Leslie to get home I'd rethought my stance on what to do and I had decided to confront her tonight. I wanted to pull her into a sixty-nine, but I wouldn't be able to see her face when my tongue touched her freshly fucked cunt. I pulled myself out of her mouth and rolled her on to her back. She opened her legs for me, expecting me to slide my cock into her pussy, but I lowered my face to her cunt. "Don't baby, just make love to me, okay?"
I kept moving and I stuck my tongue out and poked it at her cunt lips. "Please baby" Leslie moaned as she put her hands on my head and pushed me away, "Don't do that. Just make love to me, please?"
I looked up at her; "You have always loved my eating your pussy. You've always told me that it's your favorite thing, but you haven't been letting me do it for almost two weeks now. The only reason that I can think of for this is that you have been fucking someone else and you are afraid that I'll taste him if I eat you, is that it? Are you getting some strange cock on the side?"
She just looked down at me so I lowered my head again. Again she pushed me away and I looked up at her and our eye's met and I could see pain in hers and then she turned her head away for me and said, "Yes, I've been fucking someone else."
"Fine" I said, "Now that we have that out of the way, can I please eat the pussy of the woman I love?" I didn't wait for an answer - I just did it.
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I spent a good five minutes eating Leslie's pussy. It was the first time I'd tasted cum other than mine and to be honest about it I couldn't tell the difference. I brought Leslie to two orgasms before I raised myself up to slide my cock in her, "What do you want?" I asked, "Should I make love to you, or fuck you?"
She looked me right in the eye and said, "Make love to me baby, I've already been fucked tonight."
When it was over and we were lying together I said, "Stop me if I'm wrong. Every night you said you were working late you were actually being fucked by another man. That other man has been Tony, and I'm willing to bet that the first time you fucked him was because he more or less dared you to. I'll also bet that the first time you fucked him it was on the back seat of our car."
Leslie sat up and started to say something, but I cut her off, "Let me finish. The next day over drinks he apologized for his behavior, but left you thinking that he still thought you were prejudiced. Determined to prove him wrong you let him fuck you again that evening. What caused the next several times, the knowledge that you were violating the old taboo about white women and black men, or did you actually like being fucked by Tony?"
She was silent for a moment and the she said, "I suppose that it was a little bit of both."
"What I don't understand is your need to come home and fuck me every night after you were fucked by him."
Again silence for a bit and then, "I don't know if you will understand this, but I didn't come home and fuck you. I had just been fucked and I came home and made love to you as a way of cleansing myself. Even when Tony was fucking me my mind was split in two pieces. One piece was the deliciously wicked feeling of forbidden sex and the wanton feeling of just rutting with another man. And the other piece was thinking of coming home and letting you make love to me and having the tenderness and caring that I got from you - two different worlds I guess."
"And tonight, when Tony brought Jeff in to help him?"
I saw the shock register on her face, "You know? You've known all along?"
I looked at her, "I knew before it happened. I could have stopped it at any time, but I love you enough to let you do what you want. I was sure you loved me enough to come home to me, but the next few steps in your sexual transformation could change things so I felt that tonight I had to bring things out into the open."
She gave me a questioning look and said, "What do you mean, my sexual transformation?"
I explained to her the plan that was supposed to turn her into a gangbang whore with the aim of turning her into a streetwalker working for a pimp. She looked at me with a look of incredulity and then she asked me how I knew these things. I explained to her the relationship between Sylvia and Tony and everything that had happened the night of the party and how Sylvia had diverted my attention so the black guys could try and seduce her. I told her how Sylvia had been keeping me informed on everything that had been happening. I didn't tell her about the mirror and that I had been watching, but I did tell her about the way Sylvia felt about her and why and what Sylvia's price for giving me the information was and that I had paid it.
She was quiet and just about the time I thought she wasn't going to say anything she said; "It's my fault." I looked at her and she said, "It's my fault she feels that way. I should have talked to her and explained why she didn't get the promotion. She was the most qualified and the most experienced, but the company policy manual requires a minimum of one full year of employment before you can move into that position. She only had nine months and the company wouldn't waive the requirement. I know, because I tried to get her one. She will get the next opening, but it's my fault for not telling her all that." She was quiet for a minute and then she said, "Was she good in bed?"
I chuckled and said; "I'm not asking you about Tony, or Jeff for that matter, so I'm not going to answer you on that one."
More quiet and then she said, "I'll get it out of her tomorrow anyway and for your information Tony and Jeff are great fucks. I'm going to miss them. I was having a great time getting all that sex."
I looked her right in the eye and said, "Why are you going to miss it? I'm not telling you to stop, I'm just telling you their plan so you know what you will be getting into. You get to be the one to decide where to draw the line. You can fuck them as much as you want to, all I ask is that you come home to me."
A long look and then she opened her arms, "Make love to me baby, make love to me."
The next morning I called Sylvia before she left for work. Tony answered the phone and I asked for Sylvia. "Who's this?" he demanded. I countered with "Who are you?" He responded with "Don't give me no shit man, I asked you a question." "And I asked you one asshole. When I call my girlfriend and a man answers I want to know what the fuck is going on. Now who the fuck are you and what are you doing answering Sylvia's phone at this time in the morning?"
There was a moment of quiet on his end and then he said, "I'm her brother Tony."
"Yeah! Like I'm supposed to believe that. She didn't tell me about no brother."
"Hang on" he said, "I'll get her."
There was silence for a minute and then Sylvia came on the line and said hello. "How is my little black baby this morning?"
"Fine sugar, hot enough to fuck, but you're not here. What is Tony so wound up about?"
I told her about our conversation, "I thought I'd jerk his chain a little. I'm pissed off at him."
She laughed, "Why? Because he's fucking your wife? I thought that was turning you on. I thought you were getting a major charge out of seeing his black cock plowing that white slut you are married to."
I said, "I'm pissed at him because he was planning on passing her off to someone else. I want my wife treated better than that."
Then I told her the reason for the call, that I'd brought things out in the open and that I'd told Leslie everything except for the mirror. "I told her that I'd only screwed you one time as your price for giving me the information on what she's been doing. She will probably call you in to her office today and I don't care what you tell her, or how you handle it, but please keep the mirror our secret."
She was silent for a moment and then said, "You told her about the plan?"
"I had to baby. If she wants to go forward with her affair with Tony she should at least know what she is getting into."
"Wait a minute here" Sylvia said, "You mean she knows that you know and she might still see Tony? Does she care what it might do to your marriage?"
I laughed at that, "She has my permission baby. She can do what ever she wants as long as she comes home to me."
I could almost hear her shaking her head in disbelief. "You think she will still come over here with Tony?"
"Don't know. Only time will tell, but if she does I want to be able to watch. Call me and let me know if anything happens this morning. We'll do lunch, okay?"
"You got it sugar. And sugar?"
"Yeah?" I said.
"I like you a lot better now."
At ten-thirty I got a call from Sylvia and she said she had just left Leslie's office and were we still on for lunch. We met at the café where we'd had our first meeting and the first thing Sylvia said was, "I don't hate her anymore. In fact I left her office feeling guilty for what I'd helped do to her. She told me why I didn't get the job, showed me the policy and procedures manual where it said I needed a year on the job, and she even showed me the copy of request for a waiver that was denied. I felt real bad about the situation. She apologized for not telling me why I was passed over." Then Sylvia giggled, "Then she asked me if you had eaten my pussy and I told her that you had and that I'd loved it. Then she asked if I'd like to take you to bed again and when I said yes she said she would work out a way to arrange it. She said it was the least she could do for you considering what you are letting her do. I could learn to like that lady a lot. You two got something I've never seen before. I hope I can find a guy like you, and if I do I'll do my best to be like your wife. But she is still a slut - her words, not mine - and she said she likes being a slut for my brother. Then we talked about Tony and the plan he had for her."
They had talked for almost an hour and the gist of the conversation was that Leslie wanted things to remain as they were. She was willing to go as far as the gangbang, but she wanted to know how to keep Tony from getting tired of her. Then she had asked Sylvia if she was still going to tell me everything and when Sylvia had asked her if Leslie wanted her to, Leslie had said yes and then had said, "I just wish there was some way he could watch." Sylvia had almost told her about the mirror, but then she had remembered that she promised me she wouldn't.
"So" I said, "Does this mean we are on for tonight?"
Sylvia smiled and said, "I guess so, but the price of admission hasn't changed."
I chuckled and said, "I'll gladly pay it sweetie."
That night I ate Sylvia's pussy twice, once before I fucked her and once after, and then I watched as Leslie got soundly fucked by Tony and Jeff and when she got home I was in bed waiting for her.
"Sweetheart, I hope you don't mind, but I've had so much cock tonight that I don't think I'll be able to fuck you." She saw the look on my face and then she laughed, "So I brought a substitute and Sylvia walked into the room. Leslie said, "I can't figure out a way for you to watch me so I'm going to watch you."
"Ready for your little black baby sugar?"
It was a novel experience for me to have Leslie watch me fuck Sylvia and eat her pussy, but I gave it my best shot and then I got to do something really unique - I got to sleep between Leslie and Sylvia. In the morning I woke up with my cock in someone's mouth and I looked down and saw Sylvia working on my dick. When it was hard she turned to Leslie and said, "Your turn" and Leslie swung over me and mounted me. Two seconds later Sylvia sat on my face. God, what a glorious way to start a new day.
I called Sylvia at work around ten and asked her if we were on for that night.
"Not tonight sugar. I think your favorite slut is going to be coming home early tonight. Sorry sugar. I was really looking forward to collecting admission. I've fallen in love with that tongue of yours."
"What happened?" I asked.
"You'll have to ask your wife about that sugar."
"You going to be home around five? I love the way your pussy squirts when you come and I'm willing to let you have some of the tongue you love if you'll squirt for me."
She laughed, "God, but you are one silver tongued devil. I'll be here waiting for you sugar."
I didn't get home until seven that night and I found Leslie waiting for me. "Didn't expect you to be here so early. Isn't tonight the night you were supposed to be moved up to three?"
Leslie smiled, "I'm changing Tony's plan a little. Sylvia thinks the way to keep Tony from losing interest is to play hard to get, so for the next couple of days you get to be the only one to fuck me. Can you handle it? If you can't there are the other guys from the Christmas party, the hand job, the blow job, and the guy who fucked me on the hood of his car. I think they might like another taste of me, you think?"
I said I'd do my best, but if she needed more to go and get it, "You know my position baby, you do what you feel comfortable with, just drag yourself home to me."
She laughed, "I just might. The one who took me on the hood of his car had a pretty good-sized cock. And by the way" she said as she took off her clothes, "I'd like it if you were to spend some time with Sylvia, I like that girl and she says she loves the way you eat her pussy and I do feel I owe her something."
"For what?" I wanted to know.
"For keeping you occupied so Tony could fuck me."
I slid my cock into her and said, "While we are on the subject, what's this thing about keeping Tony from getting tired of you? Is there some emotional attachment forming that I should get concerned about?"
She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me down to her, "No silly. It's just that I'm enjoying what we have going right now. If it gets to the point that he tries to push me off on somebody else I'll have to stop. I have no intention on going anywhere near where Sylvia says I'll end up and I'm not going to go and find some one else when it's over. Now shut up and fuck me."
I smiled down at her and said, "Fuck you? Don't you mean make love to you?"
She gave me a wicked grin and said, "No damn you, I haven't been fucked yet tonight so you have to do it. If you can get it up again after, then you can make love to me."
It was three days before Tony was able to talk Leslie into seeing him again. Over the next two weeks she met with him half a dozen times before she agreed to let Jeff back into the act. When that happened she experienced her first double penetration and watching it made me so hot that I fucked Sylvia so hard that she asked me to take it easy. The fourth week she didn't argue when a third man was added and I watched as the three men did things with Leslie that I would have thought impossible. At one time she had all three of them in her and it drove her wild. That night she didn't fuck them to a standstill, they wore her out. Surprisingly, given the fact that the three men had left her looking like a rag doll, Leslie still wanted my cock when she got home. She did two more nights with the three guys and then she stopped seeing Tony again.
During the same period I was seeing Sylvia on a regular basis and still doing my best to keep up with Leslie's demands, which had slowed down some now that she was fucked by three other guys. Once she stopped seeing Tony again I had to try to pick up the slack and I was starting to have some serious doubts about my ability. It was three weeks before Tony talked her into coming back and on her second night they brought in a fourth man. I watched through the mirror as the four men did all the things that four men could do to a woman, but for some reason it didn't turn me on. It was just too repetitious and with all those bodies around it was difficult for me to even see Leslie and it was seeing her, I realized, that was the turn on. When they were done Leslie was left lying limp on the bed, a cum covered mess, and I wondered if she would be able to get home on her own. Sylvia read my thoughts and told me to go on home and that she would take care of Leslie.
About an hour after I got home Sylvia came in with Leslie and Leslie gave me a rueful smile and said "They did me good tonight baby. I'm going to soak in the tub and let Sylvia tell you all about it. Besides, she likes the price you pay for information." I woke up with the two women in bed with me, but Leslie begged off and let Sylvia do the honors. Over breakfast I asked Leslie if she was going to keep on. "Last night you were pretty whipped and that was only four guys. How are you going to be able to do a gangbang with six or seven guys there? Maybe it's time to end this little adventure."
Leslie shook her head, "I want to do it at least once. I may have to be carried home, but I do want the experience."
That night Leslie stayed home and we made slow leisurely love several times over the course of the evening and talked a lot about where we were heading. Specifically, about whether she was going to be able to remain a one woman man after her interlude with Tony was over.
"I don't know?" she said, "Are you going to want me too?" I didn't have an answer for her.
The following morning I got a call from Sylvia telling me that the gangbang was on for that night, "Make sure you don't miss this one sugar."
I told her that I would be there in plenty of time to pay the admission change and she said, "Sorry sugar, I can't do that anymore" and she told me that she had started seeing a guy and she liked him a lot. "I can't start out our relationship by having a guy on the side. I'll miss it sugar, but maybe I can teach him to do it."
Ten minutes later Leslie called, "Tony just asked me if I would mind if he brought several friends over tonight. When I asked how many he said seven. I may be really late tonight baby, so don't wait up."
That night I was in Sylvia's room waiting when Tony and Leslie came through the bedroom door. They undressed each other, got on the bed and went right to fucking. Five minutes later Jeff and two other guys came in and within minutes Leslie was triple penetrated and while she fought to do justice to the three cocks in her three more guys came in. I had my cock out and I was stroking myself when Sylvia said, "Here, let me do that" and she took my cock in her hand and began giving me a hand job. I started to say "What about your new boyfriend" when she cut me off. "See that tall asshole that came in with the last bunch? That's the guy I was going to be true to." She moved in front of me and bent over the dresser, "Fuck me sugar. You might as well get it because he sure ain't."
On the bed Leslie had three cocks in her and she was facing the mirror. I know it wasn't really happening, but it looked like she was looking right into my eyes and then Sylvia said, "I told her about the mirror this morning."
For the next three hours I never left the mirror as black cock after black cock sank into my wife's every opening and through out the whole affair Leslie managed to have her body in a position where she could look in the mirror and I know it may sound strange, but it felt like we were sharing the experience. When the seven guys were done with her she was lying on the bed totally spent. I'm not even sure that she was aware of the last man who fucked her. In fact, it was a good bet that she wouldn't be able to get up off the bed and make it home. I was stuck in Sylvia's room until the last guy left the apartment, and Tony climbed into bed next to Leslie and turned out the light. Not that being stuck in Sylvia's room was a bad thing. It was nine o'clock the next morning, a Saturday, before Leslie got home. She was helped in the front door by Sylvia, "Would have gotten her home sooner, but Tony had to fuck her a couple of times when they woke up."
Leslie said, "Sorry baby, I've got to go soak in a hot tub so I asked Sylvia to come home with me and take care of you."
That was not the last of Leslie's gangbangs, but she did tell Tony that she would only do one every two weeks or so. For the next year she limited her meetings with Tony and his friends to two and sometimes three times a week. Sylvia eventually met a guy that she liked and I stopped going over to her place to watch Leslie, but Leslie always told me, in detail, what had happened when she got home and made "cleansing love" with me. I did video several of her sessions with through the mirror and I watch them at home when she is on one of her nights out. Tony never did get tired of Leslie, but she did eventually get tired of him.
There followed a three-month period when the only cock that entered her was mine. During the next three months Leslie had a few affairs, the most memorable being with the guy who had fucked her on the hood of his car at the party. He liked fucking in semi public places where there was a chance of being seen by passersby and it turned out that it turned Leslie on too. He started to get possessive and Leslie dropped him. She had several very brief affairs with a couple of white guys, but they didn't seem to do much for her. "It's the taboo thing I guess" is what she said. Not to say that our marriage got boring without a bunch of black cocks chasing after her - she still tried to fuck me to death five or six times a week. Then last night she told me that Sylvia had broken up with her boyfriend and had called and asked if Leslie would like to go "out on the prowl" with her and look for some "fresh meat." Leslie asked me if I would mind and I said no, but I laid a condition on her and that's why I am now in my bedroom closet watching a shiny black cock fucking her lily white body. As an added bonus, I'm watching another black cock fucking Sylvia who is lying on the bed next to Leslie. Both girls know I'm in the closet watching and I know that I am going to have a great time when I come out. I just hope that Leslie likes going out on the prowl with Sylvia because I definitely like being in the closet watching.
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Merrily tells me that it is not incest, but I can't help but believe that it is. Not that I'm going to stop mind you, but I do sometimes wonder about what her mother would say.
Mary and I had been together almost thirty years when she passed on. She was my third and I was her second and both of us were leery of marriage and so we lived together for seven years before we made it legal. All of my kids went with my ex-wives and after my last child with the second wife I had a vasectomy so Mary and I never had kids of our own. But Mary brought two kids from her first marriage with her and I helped raise them as if they were my own. They grew up, married and started raising children of their own, but we remained close.
I was sixty when cancer took Mary. I sold the house, bought a small condo and tried to get on with my life. One of the first things that I did was hire Merry Maids to come in and clean for me. When Merrily, my stepdaughter, heard about that she went ballistic. I was wasting my money paying some one to come in and do what Merrily would do for free. But I was alone for the first time in my life and as much as I missed Mary I kind of liked it and I felt that Merrily being around would somehow take that away from me. That was the other thing that upset Merrily - my being alone. She set out on a campaign to get rid of Merry Maids and to get someone into my life.
I resisted on the Merry Maids, but eventually I got tired of arguing with Merrily over it and I let them go. Merrily started coming over twice a week and doing the cleaning. I did my own dishes and did my own laundry and in general picked up after myself, but Merrily did the rest. I fought her tooth and nail on her campaign to find someone for me. She was forever inviting me over to dinner and when I got there she would have another dinner guest to introduce me to. A simple picnic in the park with her and the grandchildren would bring something like, "Oh, look who's here. Dad, I'd like you to meet..." It got so I wouldn't accept any more invitations from her but that didn't stop her. Once the grandkids wanted to spend the weekend with me, but did Merrily bring them over? No, she sent them over with someone she wanted me to meet.
I finally lost it and told her that if she did it to me again I would embarrass who ever the person was so bad that the person would never speak to Merrily again. "But dad, mom wouldn't want you to sit home alone. She'd kill me if she knew I wasn't trying to help you."
"You can help me best by letting me live my life like I want to."
Merrily finally realized that she wasn't going to win that one so she took her Merry Maids victory, settled for half a loaf and stopped playing cupid.
I was retired and had a lot of free time on my hands and one day I sat down at the computer and decided to see what all this Internet fuss was about and the more I played with it the more I found and I became a Net Junkie. More specifically - I became a Net porn junkie and in no time at all I had over twenty sites under "favorites" on the computer. Those sites were my sex life and on any given day I would visit them and masturbate to get sexual relief. The question could be asked, "Why didn't you hook up with the women that Merrily was trying to set you up with rather than use your hand?" The answer was simple. Merrily was trying to set me up with women my own age and while they were all very nice ladies they looked like what they were - sixty year old grandmothers and great grandmothers. While they might have been comfortable living with they had zero sex appeal. It is one of the sad facts of life that even though you are in your sixties your mind still thinks like that of a thirty-five year old and the women you lust after are the women you lusted after when you were that age. But those women have as much interest in you as you have for the women your own age. So anyway, I was able to satisfy my sexual urges by hand after being stimulated by the porn ladies I could never have.
Merrily had no set schedule for coming over to clean the house. It averaged twice a week and when she was there I sometimes hardly knew it. She had her own key and would come and go and sometimes I only knew that she had been there because she would leave me a list of things that I needed to buy before she came back the next time. I was sitting at the computer, cock in hand, and watching a home clip of a woman doing her husband and his best friend when I heard, "Oh my" and I looked over to see Merrily standing in the doorway - I hadn't heard her come in. It was one of those moments when time seemed to stop. I sat there staring at her open mouthed and with cock in hand and she stood there staring back at me. I'm sure it was only a fraction of a second, but it seemed like forever.
Before I understood what was happening Merrily stepped forward saying, "You shouldn't be doing that" and she went to her knees next to me while pushing my hand away from my cock. She took it in her hand and began stroking it as she said, "I tried to get you some one to do this for you." She stroked it one or two more times and then she said, "Oh shit" and she bent and took my cock in her mouth. Honest to God I tried to tell myself to push her away, that I'd raised her, that she was my daughter and I shouldn't let - no, couldn't - let it happen, but it had been over three years since a hot mouth had bobbed up and down on my cock. I couldn't even bring myself to tell her I was going to cum and it caught her completely unawares. Merrily's head jerked up for a second and then went back down and swallowed what she could. My cock started to go soft and I expected Merrily to get up and run from the room. For a moment she was motionless, as if she were trying to think of a way to exit gracefully and then her hand cupped my balls and she started sucking me again.
It took her awhile. At my age you don't recover all that quickly, but eventually my cock began to get stiff again. When it was hard she stood up and dropped her shorts and underpants. I started to stand up but she put a hand on my shoulder and told me to stay put. Her hot mouth wasn't on my cock any more and I was thinking a little more clearly. I opened my mouth to say, "We can't" but she put her hand over my mouth and then she straddled me and sat down. My cock split her pussy lips and she shoved herself down on me until I was in as far as our bodies would permit. Her head was on my shoulder and she said, "Don't say a word, just fuck me."
For minutes it was a slow and leisurely up and down, but then she began to moan and the tempo picked up and finally she got off me and pulled me down to the floor. Her legs spread wide and she cried, "Hurry" and then I was fucking her as hard as I could. She planted both feet on the floor and pushed herself up at me, her nails dug into my ass and she whined, "Please please please" and then her body shook and her legs locked behind mine and her feet were drumming on the back of my legs. My heart was beating like a jackhammer and my breath was becoming ragged and Merrily was mewling, "Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop" and then she hit the peak of her orgasm. I came in her and the fell exhausted to the floor beside her. I lay there gasping for breath and Merrily sat up and looked down at me, "Are you all right?"
"Just out of breath. It's been a long time."
She grinned at me, "Well you're not through yet old man" and she stood up and offered me her hand. I took it and she helped me up and then led me to the bedroom. As she pulled me along I was babbling, "We can't do this, we shouldn't, it's not right" and all the other arguments against committing incest that I could think of. She ignored me and when we got to the bedroom she pushed me back on the bed, lay down beside me and started to play with my limp dick.
"In the first place it is not incest, at least not in so far as I understand the definition. You are not my father. Granted, you have been a thousand times more fatherly to me than the asshole that got my mother pregnant, but you are not my biological father."
"That doesn't matter. I raised you as my own so for all practical purposes you are my daughter."
"I don't care. You did a hell of a lot more for me than my real father ever did and now I get to do something for you."
I started to say something and Merrily put her hand over my mouth, "Shut up dad, just relax and enjoy."
It was another two hours before Merrily got around to picking up her shorts and panties and then she wanted to sit down and talk.
"Why won't you let me fix you up with someone?"
I explained to her the sixties body and thirty-five mind thing and she thought about it for a minute. "So, if I can find you a sexy forty year old with a thing for older men you would go for it?"
"Yes, I probably would, but I can already tell you it isn't going to happen."
"Why not, I'm thirty-eight and I just had a grand time with a sixty year old man."
"Yeah, well, this was a rather strange circumstance."
"Okay, I accept the challenge. I will find you a sexy younger woman. It might take me a while, but until I do you will just have to settle for me."
I started to protest and Merrily held up her hand, "Don't say it. It's not your choice, it's mine." She looked around; "This place is in worse shape than I thought. I may have to come over three or four times a week instead of jus two."
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It was the last thing that I would have expected to find after twenty years of marriage, but there was no denying it. It sat there on the kitchen table waiting for me to snatch it up and tear it to pieces or burn it or do whatever it is that you do with things like that. I suddenly realized why Simone had been so happy and excited during the last week. I picked it up and read it for the forth or fifth time:
"Dear Ron,
I am sorry for doing this to you, but chances like this only come once in a lifetime, if ever, and I'd be a fool not to take advantage of it.
You have been the only man in my life since the eighth grade and even though I love you and have always loved you since the day I met you I am still curious about what else is out there and now I have a chance to find out.
My lottery ticket, you know, the ones you always told me I was stupid to buy because they were a waste of good money? Well mine hit two weeks ago for 6.4 million. After taxes I collected 4.1 million. Don't be surprised when you get your next bank statement and see that you have a deposit of 2 million. Don't spend it all in one place because there still might be some tax liability, but the money people I have talked to say that you should be safe up to 1.7 million. I hope it's enough to help you get over what I'm doing to you.
Simone"
Simone and I were both virgins when we were married. We raised three fine kids and started to grow old together and I had never conceived of having to live my life without her. Oh I knew that the day would come when one of us would pass on and leave the other, but that was supposed to be years and years in the future. Christ, I was only forty-five and I expected us to at least get to seventy. But this? I got a bunch of money now so goodbye? I crumpled up the note and tossed it in the trash and wondered how to go about getting on with my life.
The first week I was like a zombie. I walked around in a complete fog. I just couldn't accept the fact that Simone had just up and left me. Then my kids took a hand in things and went to work trying to straighten me out. Apparently Simone had called them and simply said, "I've left your father. Please look in on him from time to time." The two girls, Sherri and Mary, took turns coming over and helping me clean house. Mary was trying to get me to change my diet and trying to teach me to cook and eat healthier food and my son Sean was doing his best to get me out of the house. He drug me out to play golf on the weekends, got tickets to football, basketball and hockey games and in general tried to keep me busy.
Sherri and Mary came over one day while I was at work and stripped the house of everything that was Simone's and gave it all to Goodwill. Then the three of them started to play matchmaker and every time I got invited to dinner or a party they had someone who was "just dying to meet me" or that they "just had to introduce me to." Some of them were really nice and under other circumstances I probably would have liked to get to know them better, but it was just too soon - I wasn't even close to being to being over Simone. Truth be told, I probably never would be.
From time to time I heard about Simone through the grapevine. She had gone to a spa, lost some weight and gotten a complete makeover. She seemed to have a new beau on her arm every time some one saw her. I overheard one acquaintance tell another that Simone had turned into a cock crazy slut. Simone called the kids once a week to see how things were going and they said she always asked about me, but I never knew whether or not it was bullshit. Why would she care?
Eventually my memories of Simone began to fade and I looked around, took stock, and started out to get a new life. I began dating again and eventually found myself in bed with a woman and it was a disaster. I had a hard on when the two of us climbed onto the bed, but as soon as I tried penetration my cock died. The lady was very understanding and even tried to get me back up orally, but it wouldn't come back up. I reciprocated and managed to give her an orgasm and we parted friends, but the damage was done. In my own mind now I was impotent and it became a self-fulfilling prophecy.
I had a couple of more dates that made it to the bedroom stage and though I could not get my dick to stay hard I did go down on my dates and I was usually able to bring them to a climax. Unaccountably I became very popular and women were calling me up and asking me out. Both of my daughters thought it was hilarious. Since most of the women I had been going out with were the same ones that Sherri and Mary had been trying to set me up with I shouldn't have been surprised when my girls started telling me that they had heard I had a magic mouth and an inquiring tongue. I would blush and then they would laugh and tease me for hours.
I had been so wrapped up in my own problems that I had been unaware of other things going on around me so it came as a complete surprise when Sherri and her husband split up. I heard about it when Mary called me to tell me that Sherri was living in a motel and looking for an apartment. I went and got Sherri and, under protest, brought her home with me. She whined that she was too big and too old to be living at home with a parent until I convinced her that just the two of us would be so lost in the four bedroom house that we would rarely see each other. For the first week or two that proved to be the case. Sherri would sleep late and I would leave for work early. I would come home from work and Sherri would have gone out.
Sherri's attitude toward her separation from Ralph was one hundred and eighty degrees from mine when Simone left. Sherri's attitude was "Fuck that asshole" and she started dating almost as soon as she walked away from Ralph. She didn't seem to care who she went out with as long as the word of it got back to Ralph and it seemed to drive her crazy when he didn't seem to care.
She began coming home late at night, drunk on her ass, and I would end up having to carry her up to her bedroom. The first couple of times I undressed her and put her under the covers, but my physical reaction to an almost naked Sherri was startling and I had to stop undressing her. Several times I got calls to come and get her because she was so bombed and a couple of times the doorbell would ring and I would find Sherri on the front porch as a car sped away from the curb. The most disturbing thing to me was that Sherri had almost always been fucked and that knowledge always gave me a hard on. I had only masturbated a few times between the time Simone left and Sherri moved in, but after Sherri's arrival it was something that I seemed to be doing almost daily. I began to regret not letting Sherri stay at the motel and look for an apartment.
One night the doorbell rang and I opened the door to find Sherri on the porch and a car driving away and as I bent to pick her up she said, "I'm not drunk tonight. I just let him think I was. What's wrong with me dad? Why am I doing this to myself? Why am I being such a slut? Mom's a slut now; do you think that maybe she always was and she just managed to suppress it? Maybe she's always had slut genes. That would explain it. She passed her slut genes to me only I'm not suppressing them. Go to bed dad, I'm just going to sit here for a while.
I hadn't been in bed long and was not quite asleep when I heard my bedroom door open and then close. I was aware when someone sat on the edge of my bed and I knew who it had to be. Given the conversation we'd had on the porch I thought that Sherri just wanted to be close to someone and when she snuggled in behind me I was quiet until I heard her begin to softly snore. After a while I fell back to sleep.
I woke out of a dream in which I had been floating in black space except for a disembodied head that kept trying to get it's mouth on my penis. I kept pushing it away and then finally it got past my hands and latched on to me. Suddenly I was awake and as the sleep cleared out of my mind I became aware of the fact that a hot mouth was fastened onto my cock and my balls were cupped in a hand. Almost as soon as the realization hit me I exploded into the mouth which reacted by clamping it's lips tightly around me and starting to swallow. I felt the tongue move and the throat constrict as I was drained dry and then the enormity of what had just happened hit me. I had just committed incest! I hadn't known it and I hadn't instigated it, but it was incest just the same.
I lay there staring up at the ceiling, trying to find words to say and to think of what to do. I hadn't noticed in my panic that Sherri had kept my cock in her mouth until it had gotten hard again. She rose over me and using her right hand to guide my cock and her left hand to spread her pussy lips she lowered herself down on me. It was the first pussy that I had been in since Simone left me and I hated to admit it, but it felt heavenly. Sherri began to move up and down on me, her hands pressing down on my chest, "We both need this daddy" she whispered, "I need someone who loves me and you need release. You need to get over mom and I need a good hard fuck from someone who doesn't think of me as just another piece of meat. Don't say a word daddy, just fuck me. Please fuck me daddy, please."
It was wrong and I knew it. A part of my mind screamed at me to push Sherri away and get up and run from the house, but another part was saying that my baby was hurting and needed my help and that pushing her away and running from her would only make things worse for her. And of course there was that part of my male make up that was yelling out "Don't forget what they say about a stiff dick." When Sherri rolled off of me and pulled me on top of her I didn't resist and when her hand guided me back toward her pussy I pushed with my hips and buried myself in her. "That's it daddy, that's it, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum." I closed my mind to all else and tried my best to give my little girl what she wanted.
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You've seen it and I know you have wondered about it just as I have. How the best-looking and supposedly smartest girls always seem to go for the assholes and the dickheads. They ignore the guys who want to date them and who would treat them right and go for the guys who treat them like shit. Then after being treated like shit do they learn a lesson? Hell no, they go back for more and hang onto the jerk for dear life.
My daughter was one of those girls.
For the day she started middle school she began to parade the worlds longest line of losers and assholes through our living room. She would bring them home and introduce them to me and my wife Barb and we would smile and make nice until the guy left and then sit around and wonder just where we had gone wrong in bringing up DeAnn. We had no idea where she got her values, but we knew for certain that they hadn't come from us.
DeAnn was a beautiful girl, smart, active in school - Drama Club, Spanish Club, cheerleading and all that - but she was incapable of having a relationship with a nice guy. One thing she did have was an abundance of luck. DeAnn always managed not to be with her losers when they went down as so many of them did. She spent all night riding around with one and two blocks from where he dropped off DeAnn he was pulled over and arrested for driving a stolen car. Another one stuck up a 7-11 while DeAnn was out sitting in the car. She got out of the car to call one of her girlfriends from the pay phone and was in the booth when the cops came peeling into the lot and her boyfriend ran from them. Not all of her boyfriends were that bad, but enough of them were.
Then there were the ones that took advantage of her, mistreated her and in general screwed over her. They stood her up in order to go out with other girls and then lied to her when she asked them about it. They would pick her up, drive to a gas station and borrow money from her to put gas in their car, drive around with her for a half an hour or so and then bring her home. The next day she would find out that the guy went and picked up another girl to spend the rest of the evening with. Would that turn her away from them? No, she would run to the phone the next time they called.
It didn't get any better when she got older. College was a repeat of high school - one loser after another. It came as no surprise to either Barb or me when DeAnn married one. They hadn't been married six months before he was punching her around, but it wasn't his fault DeAnn said. It was just that he was so frustrated at not being able to find or keep a job (he kept failing his drug tests). Five years and two kids later he was busted for possession with intent to sell and was sent away for ten years. Thank God Barb and I thought, now maybe she will meet someone decent. No such luck. She took up with one of her husband's druggie friends and got the same treatment from him.
Barb passed away about the time that DeAnn took up with Darrel. I put the house up for sale because it was just too big for me to rattle around in. The market was soft at the time and I didn't get any offers that were anywhere near what I wanted. Then about three months after I put the house up for sale something happened that made me pull it off the market. I went over to DeAnn's one Saturday to pick up the grandkids to take them to the zoo. When they got in the car I saw that David had a black eye. I asked him what had happened and he turned his face away from me and wouldn't talk. I was trying to get him to talk to me when little Janie said, "Mommy made him promise not to tell."
"Tell what, sweetie?"
"That Darrel hit him."
I was out of that car in a flash and I stormed in the front door. Darrel was sitting on the couch drinking a beer and watching television when I came in. I was looking at him and he could see the murderous rage on my face and he dropped his beer and stood up and I hit him with everything that I had. I picked him up and threw him through the front screen door and then followed him outside where I planned on stomping his sorry ass into the ground. Darrel hit the ground running and never looked back to see if I was gaining on him.
I went back into the house and told DeAnn to start packing, "You and the kids are moving in with me."
"But I can't."
"You don't have a choice. If the dirtbags you chose to live with want to beat the shit out of you I could care less. You picked them; you deserve what you get. If you want to be a punching bag for assholes that's up to you, but when you start letting them hit your kids and then you tell your kids not to tell anybody it stops! Now you get busy and pack because if you don't I will take them away from you.
It was an adjustment getting used to having a house full of kids and a grown daughter living with me again, but after a couple of months things settled down and smoothed out. I paid for DeAnn's divorce and once David and Jane started school DeAnn went out and got a job. She began stopping after work to socialize with the people she worked with and soon she was dating. She did bring a couple of guys home to meet me and they seemed nice enough and I began to think things might work out for her.
One of the things that happened when my wife died was that my sex life came to an abrupt halt. For a long time after the funeral I had no interest in sex at all, but eventually I started noticing the ladies again. I looked around to see about coming up with some feminine companionship and ran into one of the unpleasant truths of life. The older you get, the older you look. Happens to everybody, right? Well that was my problem - age and perception. The women my age didn't appeal to me. The women who grabbed my attention were all twenty years younger than me and had no interest in a man my age. I made several attempts to hook up with one of the ones who turned me on with no luck at all. I finally accepted that it would be women my age or my hand.
That's when I found Internet porn. There was so much to see that could fire me up that I began to wonder if I was going to give myself blisters.
The grandkids were in bed sleeping, DeAnn was out on a date and I was in my den cruising the Net when I found a site that blew my mind away. It was so perverted that I won't even write about it, but it sure as hell gave me a major woodie. I had my eyes locked on the screen, my cock was in my hand and I was going to town! I heard a low moan and I jerked my head away from the monitor and saw DeAnn standing behind me. She had her skirt up to her waist, her panties were lying on the floor and the fingers of her right hand were working on her clit. I had been so engrossed in what was on the screen that I hadn't heard her come into the room. I was still beating my meat, but now it was while I was watching DeAnn working on her pussy. I couldn't take my eyes off of her fingers as they worked on her love button. Suddenly I noticed that DeAnn wasn't getting herself off watching what was on the screen - she was watching me jack off. It was too much for me and cum shot out of the head of my dick and got all over my lap and keyboard. As soon as my cock spurted I heard DeAnn give a short cry and I knew that she must have gotten off too. I looked up at her and she averted her eyes so I turned mine away from her and I didn't see her pick up her panties and leave the room.
The next morning at breakfast DeAnn and I couldn't look each other in the eye. When I left for work DeAnn was packing lunches for David and Jane and I wondered if I would find that she had moved out when I got home. I worried most of the day that what had happened would poison the relationship that DeAnn and I had. I also worried about what might happen if she moved out. Would she end up with another loser? I know it was irrational of me to think that only if she lived with me could she stay loser free, but what can I say, that is how I felt. I also thought the world of my grandbabies and I couldn't bear the thought of them living with another Darrel.
When I got home that night DeAnn had dinner on the table and while we still had trouble meeting each other's eyes we were able to talk to each other. After dinner I played with David and Janie until it was time for them to go to bed then I sat in the living room and watched CNN until I heard DeAnn go into her room and close the door. I gave it ten minutes and then I headed for my den. I got on the computer and brought up the site that had so enflamed me the previous night and before long I had my cock out and I was working away at it.
This time I heard the door open as DeAnn came in. I turned and saw her carrying one of the dinning room chairs with her. She set it down next to me and with out looking at me she sat down, opened her house coat and started using her fingers on herself while watching the monitor. I didn't know what to do. I should have gotten up and left the room, but would DeAnn take it as a slap in the face? Would doing that just make things worse? I turned my attention back to the computer screen, but I was fighting a losing battle. I could not keep my eyes off of DeAnn and I kept turning to watch her out of the corner of my eye. Finally I gave up all pretense of watching the monitor and turned to watch DeAnn. Her eyes were closed and her fingers were working hard. Suddenly her eyes popped open and she saw me watching her. Her eyes moved down and she watched me stroking myself and then her body tensed, she gave a little cry and then the tenseness slowly left her. Her eye's never left my cock and she whispered, "Do it, please do it." I didn't know what she meant and again she said, "Do it. Make it cum, please do it." I closed my eyes and recalled the image of DeAnn cumming as her fingers drummed against her clit and I blew a gusher all over my legs. DeAnn watched until the head of my cock stopped spurting and then she stood up and used the hem of her housecoat to wipe as much of the mess off of me as she could - being very careful not to touch my cock - and then she bent, kissed me on the forehead and left the room.
I spent a sleepless night staring up at the ceiling and thinking about the last two nights. I did my best to rationalize; DeAnn was a grown woman and able to make her own choices. We hadn't touched each other so no harm, no foul. At the worst it was just exhibitionism and voyeurism and no one had been hurt by it. But I knew it was wrong and that was the bottom line - I knew it was wrong. But I also knew that I couldn't talk to DeAnn about it. I was afraid that if she took it the wrong way she would take the kids and leave.
The next day was Saturday and DeAnn and I managed to make and hold eye contact and almost act as if everything was normal. I got out of the house and cut the grass and trimmed the rose bushes while DeAnn cleaned house and did the laundry. Then she took the kids to the movies and I worked on my car. The day went by quick and the evening even quicker. DeAnn put David and Janie to bed and I stayed glued to the TV until I was sure that DeAnn had been in her bedroom look enough to fall asleep and then I got up and headed for my den.
DeAnn was sitting in the den waiting for me and what she wanted was as plain as day. The computer was off and she had the two chairs sitting so that they faced each other. When I came into the room she stood up and dropped her robe and then sat her naked body back down in her chair. She looked into my eyes and her fingers went down to her sex and she sat there silently waiting for me to take my seat. I wanted to turn and leave; I knew I should turn and leave, but something in DeAnn's eyes pulled me toward the chair she had set for me.
Her breasts rose and fell from her heavy breathing as I took my clothes off and sat down opposite her. Her eyes fell to my cock and she started masturbating. I couldn't take my eyes off of her fingers and I was staring at them mesmerized when her voice broke through to me. "You have to do it too." I took my cock in my hand and started to stroke it as I watched her watch me jack off as I watched her. This is insane I thought as I watched her fingers churning away in her pussy. Insane or not I couldn't stop and I gripped my cock harder and stroked faster. I knew what she wanted and I did my best to give it to her. She moaned, threw her head back and her body shook as she had her orgasm, but I wasn't even close. I was pounding away at my cock and DeAnn slid out of her chair and bent toward me until her face was only an inch or two from my cock and I felt her hot breath on my dick as she said, "Do it, please do it. Make it cum, please make it cum for me" and I did. I had another gusher and this time, besides getting it all over me, I got a glob or two on DeAnn. As she had done the night before DeAnn used her house coat to clean me up, again being very careful not to touch my cock, and then she kissed my forehead and went to her own room.
I'm afraid I know where this is headed and just how it will end, but I'm powerless to stop it. It doesn't matter how hard I work at convincing myself that I need to put a stop to this madness all I have to do is look into DeAnn's eyes and hear her whisper, "Do it, do it for me please. Make it cum for me" and I lose all my resolve. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe tomorrow will be the day I'm able to generate the will power and the common sense to enable me to put an end to it. But for now the kids are in bed and DeAnn is in the den waiting for me so I turn off the TV and head down the hall.
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I had fantasies about it. I'd see her tied up on a bed while I beat her with a whip. I imagined sitting on a float at the lake and pushing her head underwater and holding it there every time she tried to climb out of the water. I pictured her being tied up and being tossed into a cage full of pit bulls that hadn't been fed in a week. If it was gruesome enough and painful enough I would imagine it happening to her. Who was it that brought out all this anger? None other than my older, overbearing and absolutely hateful sister.
Krista had decided early on that her mission in life was to torment me. From taking my toys away from me and breaking them when we were young, to ratting me out to our parents when I was older, to interfering with my love life (or more to the point - preventing me from having one) Krista went out of her way to cause me pain and grief. There was the time she told my parents that I had copies of Playboy in my room and that I looked at the pictures and masturbated. I came home one night, missing my curfew by ten minutes, and the next morning Krista said to my mom and dad, "Did you know that Bobby came home two hours late last night?"
But the worst thing that she did, the absolute worst as far as I was concerned, was to spread the rumor that I had a teeny tiny dick. Granted, I wasn't all that well endowed, but from what I saw in the locker room my six and a half inches put me well within the norm. But the damage was done and when I'd ask a girl out I'd get a response like, "Sorry little one, I already have a date tonight" and then there would be a snicker or two as I walked away. Life was not easy for me being the kid brother of Krista.
Then Krista got married and I was finally the only kid in the house and I expected that things would get better for me. Wrong! She called my parents two months after she had moved out and told them that she had heard from a very reliable source that I had gotten drunk at a kegger, had thrown up all over the place and then had gone outside and passed out on the lawn. All lies - well almost all - I had been at the kegger and I had drunk some beer, but none of the rest of it was true. I resigned myself to the fact that Krista was going to be the bane of my existence until the day one of the two of us died.
I should have known better. I should have expected Krista would somehow find out and blab to my parents, but with her not living at home any more I tended to forget about her. That was a major mistake on my part because her husband was out of town that weekend leaving her at loose ends. My parents had gone out of town for the weekend and I had six of my buddies over to play cards. There was beer of course and we were about three hours into having a great time when I heard, "Mom and dad are going to love hearing about this." I looked up from my cards to see Krista standing there smirking at me. I don't know for sure what caused it, probably years of being subjected to shit from her combined with three hours of beer drinking, but whatever it was that smirk on her face touched it off. At any other time it probably wouldn't have happened, but my buddies had been drinking beer for the same three hours that I had and they were just loose enough to go with the flow.
I threw my hand down, got up from the table and walked over and put my arm around Krista. That I would even do such a thing surprised her and kept her off guard long enough for me to get between her and the door. "Guys, this is my sister Krista and a better piece of ass this town has never seen. Have any of you guys fucked a married woman?" Krista was struggling now, trying to pull away from me, and I laughed. "Krista is one sick little slut. Her kick is domination. She likes to pretend that she's being forced, but her new husband doesn't like to play her sick little games so she asked me to set up this card party for her. Come on guys, give her the fuck that she wants."
The guys jumped up from the table crying, "Oh yeah" and "All right." Krista was fighting hard to get away from me and she almost did, but the guys got there before she could and with the hands of seven guys on her she didn't have a chance. "Remember guys, her fighting and protesting is just an act. You don't have to be gentle, but no marks or bruises on her. She doesn't want her brand new hubby to know what a slut she really is so don't do anything to mark her."
I led the guys up the stairs to my bedroom and they carried Krista up, kicking and screaming all the way, and dumped her on my bed. "Hold her down while I undress her. Can't let hubby see torn clothes." I pulled her high heels off and then had a thought.
"Any of you guys want her to keep her heels on? She looks really slutty naked except for heels."
A couple of the guys said, "Hell yes" and when I had Krista stripped I put her heels back on.
"I prefer to fuck her with her nylons on, but they would get too messed up tonight and hubby would notice. When I had her naked I stepped back and said, "Feast your eyes on that guys, the hottest cunt in town."
One of the guys said, "You fuck your own sister? No shit?"
"How else would I know how hot she is. Somebody pull her legs apart and stuff a cock in her cunt."
The entire time this was going on Krista was fighting to get away and calling me every name in the book and a few that hadn't yet been put in the book. I laughed and wadded up her panties and stuffed them in her mouth. I looked down at her and saw the hatred in her eyes and I smiled at her and took one of her nipples and squeezed it until I saw tears come into her eyes.
"Okay, who wants to be first?"
Danny was already between her legs and he started shoving his cock into her and I saw her display discomfort. I leaned down and whispered in her ear, "Payback was a long time coming sweetie and I'm going to see to it that it is a pure assed bitch." I turned to the guys, "Who wants her mouth?" Al stepped forward and I said, "Just hold her head and fuck her face. She likes it that way, it makes her feel used and that's part of her sick turn on. One last thing - I get her ass first. Go on and have fun while I go down and get us some more beers."
On the way downstairs I thought about how bad I had just fucked up. I'd gotten just a little too carried away and it had gone way farther than I should have let it, but what was done was done and it was too late to worry about it now. My parents would disown me and that would cause some emotional pain, but the pain wouldn't last long because Krista's husband was going to kill me. Well, as long as I was going to die I might as well enjoy my last few days. I took beers back up to the guys and when I got back to the bedroom Danny had finished and Bernie was fucking Krista. Al was still fucking her face and I stood, sipped my beer and watched. Bernie came and Mike was the next to bury the bone.
"Hey Al," I called out, "You close to cumming yet?"
"Any minute now. Why, you going to be next?"
"No, but I want to make a position change."
I went across the hall to my parent's bedroom and got the tube of KY Jelly that I knew they kept there. I went back to my bedroom, stripped and then waited. Al announced that he was cumming and I told him to push it in deep and make her swallow every drop and I watched Krista's throat as she did her best to keep from choking on Al's load. As soon as Al was out of her mouth Krista started in again on calling us all names and Al stuffed her panties back in her mouth. I told Dave and Steve to hold her down and then I told Mike to get off of her and lie down on his back. Then I had Dave and Steve pick her up and set her down on Mike's cock. "Pull her down to you Mike, that will elevate her ass for me." I put some KY on my fingers and began to work on her asshole. I wasn't trying to make it easier for her, but I did want to be able to ram my cock in her ass with making me feel any discomfort.
After a minute I had her greased enough to suit me and I leaned down and whispered in her ear, "This shouldn't hurt at all sweetie. Remember, you're the one who told every one that I had a teeny tiny dick and a teeny tiny dick sure couldn't be any bigger than the turds you push out every day, right?" She turned her head and looked at me and I could see the pleading in her eyes. "No mercy here sweetie, I've got too many years of being fucked over by you to make up for."
I put a dab of KY on my cock, lined it up with her brown eye and pushed. Even through her panties I heard the moan and even as it came out I knew she loved it. And it pissed me off because I thought I was going to cause her some pain and get even with her. Nothing to do for it now but press on and I laughed, "God does she ever love this. She screams at me to never stop. Her dumb ass husband doesn't know what he is missing." I held Krista's hips and fucked her as hard as I could while Mike pushed up from underneath. Having our cocks rubbing against each other through the thin membrane was a little unnerving at first, but I quickly got used to it. Krista was making all kinds of racket so I said, "Take the panties out of her mouth and feed her some cock. Dave pulled the panties out and shoved his cock in and grabbed her head with both hands and started fucking her face.
Krista's ass was so tight and felt so good that I wanted to stay there all night, but the guys were yelling at me to hurry up so they could have some. I started ramming my cock into Krista's butt hole and I heard her squealing around Dave's cock as I busted my nut in her. I got out of the way and Steve took my place. I went to the bathroom and washed my dick and then went back and watched for another ten minutes or so before getting bored. I left Krista and her six stallions and went down stairs to turn on the computer and surf the Net.
About an hour later I heard shouting from upstairs and I went up to see what was going on. When I walked into the room Krista was on her back, legs up on Bernie's shoulders and she had her nails dug into his ass cheeks. He was fucking her as hard and as fast as he could and Krista was yelling at him, "Make me cum you bastard, make me cum." The rest of the guys were stamping their feet and hollering, "Go Bernie, go" and "do it Bernie, do it." Bernie moaned, "I can't hold it, I can't stop it, I'm going to cum" and Krista cried, "Not yet damn you, not yet." Then Bernie came and Krista was crying, "God damn you, god damn you" and then Bernie was out of the way and Mike immediately took his place and rammed his cock into her. Krista's legs locked around him and as he started pounding into her she was crying, "That's it, that's it, make me cum, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Al walked over to me; "You sure weren't shitting when you said she was the hottest piece of ass in town. How long you been fucking her?"
"For years Al, for years."
"You dog you. Pussy as great as that and you been hogging it all to yourself. Some buddy you are."
Mike got Krista off and then he came and made way for Al and I went back down stairs shaking my head at the way things had turned out. My sister the slut - who would have thunk it.
I got back on the Net, but all the noise from upstairs kept intruding on me so I logged off and went back up. I sat down in the corner of the room and watched as buddy after buddy poured the cock to Krista while she moaned, groaned, and hollered at them to fuck her hard and make her cum. I looked at my watch and was surprised to see that the boys had been fucking Krista for almost four hours. The guys were beginning to run out of gas and a couple of them were starting to get dressed. Krista noticed, "No, not yet, I'm not ready yet. Stay a little longer. Please guys, don't leave me now." Mike laughed, "Maybe next time honey. I didn't know we were going to do this tonight and I didn't take my vitamins."
"Come on you guys. You got me going, you can't just leave me now."
"Sorry honey, you just flat wore us out."
By then they were all dressed and Dave looked over at me and said, "Thanks dude. I just wish you would have done it sooner."
When Dave said that to me Krista looked over at me as if seeing me for the first time. Her eyes were hard and her voice angry when she said, "Get your fucking clothes off and get your ass over here. You started this and now you have to finish it."
I just sat there and looked at her.
"God damn it, get over here. Don't leave me hanging like this."
"Fuck you Krista. I did this to you to get even with you for all the shit you've put me through over the years. If you are over there hurting right now that just adds to my revenge."
"Please Bobby, please, I'm begging you. The last guy had me right on the edge of my orgasm when he stopped. Help me Bobby, please help me. I'll do anything that you want, just help me cum."
I'm not made of iron and my cock was stiffer than hell after watching my buds work her over, but the thought of helping her went against the grain. I saw the pleading in her eyes and I had a thought. What if I could get my revenge spread out over the coming weeks?
"You'll do anything that I want?"
"Anything Bobby, anything, just help me."
"I don't know Krista. Why should I trust you now?"
"God damn it Bobby, what do you want me to do?"
"Okay, there is a way to do this" and I got up and got the cassette recorder that I use for taking notes in class and I came back. "Here is what I'm going to do. I'm going to tell you what I want you to say and then you repeat it into the tape recorder." I told her and I saw the hatred flare up on her face again and I shrugged my shoulders, "Your choice Krista. I'll do what you want, but only if you do what I want." I saw the defeat in her eyes and I turned on the tape recorder.
"What is it you want me to do Krista?"
"I want you to come over here and fuck me Bobby. If you will do that for me I will fuck as many of your friends as you want me too once a week for the next month."
"The next month has five weeks in it. You realize that, right?"
"I don't care Bobby, just get over here and fuck me."
I left the room just long enough to hide the tape and then I went back into my bedroom and stripped. I walked over to the bed and Krista reached up and grabbed me and pulled me down to her. "Put it in, god damn it, put it in and fuck me."
I can't say that I put it in; I can't even say that I slid it in. What I did was fall in, at least that is what it felt like. It felt like I had put my cock into a bag of warm pudding - it felt great! This was the first time I had ever followed somebody else into a pussy and I loved it. Krista didn't know it yet, but I was going to be the last one to fuck her from now on. Krista saw the expression on my face, "What's the matter? You too good to soak your cock in the mess you caused to be put there?"
"Fuck no, it feels great. I just wish I'd have done it sooner."
"Oh yeah? See how you like this" and she grabbed my head and pulled me down and kissed me. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and she twirled it around and then broke the kiss. "Like that? Like tasting your buddies?"
I don't know what kind of answer she expected, but I was through being pushed around by Krista. "Doesn't matter if I like it or not, the thing here is that you loved taking their cocks in your mouth and sucking the cum out of them. You might not admit it to yourself Krista, but you are a fucking gangbang slut. You loved every cock that got pushed into you tonight and I know that you can't wait for it to happen again next week."
Krista moaned and her legs came up and locked behind me as she pushed her cunt up to meet my cock as it drove into her. "You bastard, you sick bastard. You don't even care that you're fucking your own sister, do you?"
"I'm the sick one? Who was it that told me to get my fucking clothes off and to get my ass over here? You aren't my sister. You are just a cum filled whore who can't get enough cock. All I am is the guy who is going to see to it that you get it. You are nothing more than a married slut with a hot cunt and I'm going to see to it that it stays full from now on."
"Oh god, fuck me, fuck me hard. Make me cum lover, make me cum."
Lover? Where the hell did that come from? The sister that has hated me forever calling me lover? I felt her nails bite into my ass and I felt the four inch heels on her shoes digging into the back of my legs as she screamed in my ear, "That's it lover, that's it, almost, almost there, almost, oh yesssssssssss" and she had her orgasm. I wasn't even close and I kept pounding away at her pussy and she began yelling, "Oh yes, oh god yes, oh yes lover, do me, do me, make me cum, make meeeeeeeeee" and she had another one and this time I came with her. But to my surprise and Krista's delight my cock didn't go soft. It started to, but after Krista's final climax she pulled my head down and started kissing me and as our tongues dueled I felt my cock stop going soft and go the other way. Krista felt it too and she started pushing her pussy up at me and I got harder and harder and then we were fucking again.
I woke up the next morning with Krista wrapped around me and her hand on my cock. When I tried to move she woke up and her hand closed tight on my cock. As it grew she slid down, took it in her mouth and sucked me off. When I'd cum she slid back up and cuddled next to me and her hand played with my limp cock while she said, "What are we going to do?"
"What do you mean?"
"What are we going to do until tonight?"
"What's tonight?"
"Have you forgotten all ready? I'm a married slut with a hot cunt and you said you were going to see to it that it stayed filled from now on. So, what are we going to do while we wait for whoever it is that you are going to call to get here?"
My cock was getting hard again so I rolled over and mounted her. "Will this do for the time being?"
Krista looked up at me, "You certainly are a naughty young man, but yes, I think that this will do, that will do nicely."
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It was a joke - I swear - just a joke. I didn't mean it and I sure as shit didn't figure that she would take it as anything other than a joke.
Bea and I had been together a little over ten years, eight of them as man and wife. Like most men I was just not sensitive to the mood swings that can take place in women so it was quite a while before I noticed the change that had come over Bea. As is normally the case it was a small trivial thing that brought things to a head. I was dressing for work and when I went to my sock drawer I saw that I didn't have any brown socks.
"Hey Bea, I don't have any brown socks."
"They are on top of the dryer. If you weren't so damn lazy you could have taken them upstairs and put them in your drawer yourself."
That got my attention. In our eight years of marriage Bea had never barked at me like that. I went down to the laundry room, got my socks and underwear and took them up and put them away. I finished dressing and went down to the kitchen. As I sipped my coffee I watched Bea as she fixed the lunches for the kids to take to school. Her movements were quick and angry, like she was slamming things together only without the slamming sound. She finished the lunches and then set them aside and as she did she saw me watching her.
"What are you looking at?"
Another unlikely Bea action. "Nothing, just sitting here sipping my coffee."
She turned back to the counter and I walked over to her, spun her around and kissed her. When I let go she gave me a funny look, "What was that for?"
"Why does it have to be for something? Can't I just kiss the woman I love because I want to?"
Bea gave me quizzical look and then she went off to round up the kids and I left for work.
Driving to work I thought about Bea's behavior and wondered what was behind it. As I thought about it I remembered some other little things that had happened lately that were a little out of the ordinary. I was still thinking about it an hour later when Brenda, my secretary/bookkeeper/file clerk and all around Girl Friday came into the office.
"Why the long face boss?"
I told her about my morning.
"It sounds to me like the lady doesn't get out of the house enough. When was the last time you took her out for a night on the town?"
I sat there trying to remember the last time when Brenda said, "If you have to think about boss, it has been way to long. Get her out of the house. Take her away from the house and the kids for a weekend if you can, if not that, at least a night of dinner and dancing."
That night when I got home I made some phone calls. I arranged for my folks to take the kids for the weekend and I called and made reservations at a hotel on the beach. Then I went into the living room where Bea was watching television. I dropped down on the couch beside her and gave her the news.
"Are you serious?"
"You bet. Just you and me at the beach for two days and two nights."
"But I don't have a thing to wear."
"So what? You have three days to shop for what you need. All you have to do is be ready to leave when I get home from work on Friday."
It was too late to hit the beach when we checked in Friday evening so I told Bea to dress for dinner and a night of dancing. When I came out of the shower Bea was standing in front of the mirror looking at herself in a black cocktail dress.
"I don't know. I don't think I look good enough anymore to get away with wearing something like this."
"Nonsense. You look as sexy as all get out in that dress. You could have any man you want" and then I laughed and said, "As long as I get to watch."
It was a joke! Honest to God, I was just trying to cheer her up - give her some of her old confidence back. She gave me a queer look and then said, "Well okay, if you think that it looks all right."
The evening went great. A good dinner, with several glasses of wine, was followed by a night of dancing and several margaritas. By eleven o'clock Bea was feeling no pain and she had reached that giggly mood that I loved so well. When Bea reaches that stage she loses her inhibitions and becomes a pure sexual animal in bed. I left her at the table and went to the bathroom and when I came back she wasn't there. I looked around for her and spotted her out on the dance floor with a black guy who had to be ten years younger than she was. Getting up and dancing with a stranger and a black one at that was so unlike Bea that I began to wonder if she'd had one margarita too many.
I watched the two of them dance and while I couldn't be sure from my angle I thought that the man just might have his hand on Bea's ass. The song ended, but the two of them stayed on the floor and waited for the next number. The next song was a very slow dance and, at least to me, the two of them were dancing much closer than a married woman should allow. From what I was seeing, or thought I was seeing, the asshole was feeling up my wife on the dance floor. The music stopped, but the guy didn't bring Bea back to our table, instead he walked her to an empty table and sat down with her. They talked for a couple of minutes and while I sat there and watched I saw him drop his hand on Bea's leg. Bea didn't do anything to stop him as his hand moved up her leg and I wondered just what the hell was going on. Oh I knew only too well what he was up too, but what the fuck was Bea doing?
His hand moved up her leg another inch and I decided that enough was enough and I started to stand up and go over to the table, but even as I stood Bea stood up, leaned over and kissed the guy on his cheek and then headed for our table. She didn't sit down, but took my arm and said, "Get me out of here. Get me to bed baby, I need it bad."
In the elevator she was giggling, "Did you see it honey, did you see it? He was trying to pick me up. He was feeling me up on the dance floor and I let him. I felt so wicked letting him play with my ass and poke his boner into my leg. He was sure he had me right up until I got up and walked away."
Bea had her dress off before the door was fully closed behind us, "Hurry baby, hurry. Little Bea needs a cock bad." She was a wild woman and it was the most intense sex that we'd had in years. It was three hours later before I fell into an exhausted sleep.
More surprises greeted me the next day. When we got to the beach and spread out our towels she took off the robe she was wearing and dropped it to the sand. Instead of the conservative one piece bathing suit that she usually wore she had on a bikini that didn't even cover as much as her normal bra and panties. I heard a sound that I suddenly realized was a massive intake of breath and I looked around and saw at least a dozen guys looking at Bea with their mouths hanging open and lust in their eyes. Bea giggled and said, "I guess they approve. Do you think that any of them might want to fuck me?"
For as long as we were on the beach Bea was the center of attention as far as the guys were concerned. Bea knew it and she played it for all it was worth. She handed out crotch shots every time she rolled over on her blanket. She loosened her top and let the straps fall away as she laid on her stomach and twenty guys prayed for something to happen to make her get up quick and once she deliberately rose up a couple of inches and made them think they were going to get their wish before sinking back down on her blanket. This was a Bea that I did not know. Several times she leaned toward me and whispered things like, "See that black guy over there? He's looking right at my crotch. Think he can see any pussy hairs?"
Another time she asked, "Is it true what they say about black men? I mean about their size and all?"
"What makes you ask that?"
"See that one over on the left? He's been staring at me for ten minutes and look at the bulge in his trunks. I think he wants to fuck me."
I have no idea what might have happened if I would have had to leave her there for a while, but there was no doubt in my mind that had I left the guys would have crowded around her like flies on honey.
That night after another dinner with several glasses of wine we again went dancing and again Bea got giggly after several margaritas. After we had been there a couple of hours one of the black guys that we had seen on the beach came over to our table and asked if he could dance with Bea. I was all set to tell him to buzz off when Bea said, "Please baby? I'm having fun." Since Bea having fun was what this weekend was all about I nodded an okay which turned out to be a mistake. As soon as the first guy had broken the ice we were inundated by guys who had seen her on the beach coming over to dance with her. Bea was having a great time and I didn't want to ruin it for her. After the fourth guy however I claimed husband's rights and took the next dance. Bea licked my ear lobe, "I didn't wear you out last night, did I?"
"I don't think so, why?"
"I hope you have plenty of stamina then because you are going to need it. I haven't had so many hands on my ass and tits since high school. I don't even know if I'll be able to wait until I get you to the room. I might have to do you in the elevator."
"Who are you, and what have you done with my wife?"
Bea laughed and said, "You left her at home stud, and you won't see her until you get back there."
As soon as we were back at our table another black whisked her off to the dance floor and I began to wonder why so many black guys seemed to be after her. They weren't going after any of the other white women in the room. Two or three more danced with her and she was still on the dance floor when I got up to use the men's room. There was a long line waiting to use the facilities and it was almost ten minutes before I got back to the table. Bea wasn't at the table and I didn't see her on the dance floor either so I figured that she had gone to use the ladies room. I ordered another drink and the waitress made my change and laid it on the table. I was reaching for it when I saw a note lying there. I picked it up and read it and my blood turned cold. "You said I could have anyone I wanted as long as you could watch. I waited for you but you were gone so long I was afraid I would chicken out if I waited any longer. I'm taking them to our room."
Them? Sweet Jesus no! I had to stop it. I got up and ran for the elevators and stood there pounding the buttons as if that would make it get there any faster. When I did get in it the god damned thing stopped at every floor on the way to the fifteenth. The door opened and I ran to room 1516 and slid my key card through the lock and pushed open the door just in time to hear a man say "God, she is tight" and Bea scream, "Oh yes, oh god yes, that's it, fuck me lover fuck me" and another man's voice said "Stick your cock in her mouth before she wakes up the neighbors."
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Let's see, numbers where the babysitter can reach us if necessary; birthday present for Barb and the card; bottle of white wine for Darla in case all they have is hard liquor. What else? Oh yeah, condoms, just in case what happened at the last party happens again. I handed the rubbers to Darla and she looked at me sheepishly, but she took them and put them in her purse. As she tucked them away I wondered if what happened last time was going to happen again tonight. It had been three weeks ago and I could remember it like it was last night.
It was a party to celebrate the promotion of one of the guys that Darla works with and even though I would prefer to skip company type parties (I don't even go to my own) Darla talked me into going with her to this one. It was a typical party for a company you didn't work for. When you got there you were introduced to sixty people you had never seen before and you promptly forgot them all except for the tall blond with the big tits. Then you got a drink and circulated in a desperate attempt to find someone you knew well enough to be comfortable with.
Meanwhile, your significant other, who knew everyone in sight was off to talk office gossip or whatever. The one saving grace was that it was baseball season and there was a game being televised on the big screen TV in the recreation room. Most of the guys who were in the same boat I was, guys whose wives who worked for the company, gravitated toward the game. There was also a pool table and before long we had all settled in. When our wives were ready to go they would come and find us. Some of the guys didn't care for either team playing and we started shooting pool.
Friendly rivalries developed, small side bets were placed and then I looked at my watch and saw that four hours had passed by. Wives were coming into the room and fetching husbands to take them home and I wondered where Darla was. I hadn't seen her since I came into the game room. No matter, I thought, she'd find me when she was ready to go. Another half-hour went by and still no Darla and the other guys had gone leaving me alone in the game room. I got up and went looking for my wife. The party had really thinned out and there were only eight or ten people there, but no Darla and no one seemed to know where she was.
I thought it was my imagination at the time, but everyone seemed to be giving me furtive glances whenever they thought I wasn't looking. I walked up to one guy and asked him if he'd seen Darla and he cast a nervous glance upstairs before saying no. I finished checking the downstairs and looked out on the front and back porches, but still no Darla. As I was walking back into the living room I saw a guy coming down the stairs pulling up his zipper and he glanced my way and on seeing me he turned sideways a bit so I wouldn't see him working his zipper and that made me curious. Guys don't care if other guys see them zipping up. If he were just coming from the bathroom he wouldn't have given a rats ass if I saw him closing up. Something was going on and it was being kept from me.
I went into the kitchen and poured myself a cup of coffee and just as I took the first sip it all clicked: The guy coming down the stairs and hiding the fact he was pulling up his zipper, the furtive glances, the nervous glance upstairs when I'd ask the guy if he'd seen Darla - something was going on upstairs and it had something to do with Darla. The only way I was going to find out what it was that was going on was to climb the stairs. I finished the coffee and put the cup in the sink and headed for the stairs and I could feel every eye in the place on me as I went up. When I reached the top I could see a couple of guys standing down at the end of the hall looking into one of the rooms; I headed that way and when I got to the room I found Darla. She was lying on a bed, skirt up around her waist, panties gone and she was being fucked by the guy the party was being held for. Her legs were kicking and her arms were thrashing about and my first thought was that she was fighting to get away and why were these assholes just standing there watching and not helping her. A split second before rushing in to save her I realized two things almost simultaneously; she wasn't fighting to get away, she was having an orgasm and the guys weren't watching - they were waiting their turn. My Darla was pulling a train!
Confirmation came almost immediately. Her spasms subsided and she locked her legs around the guy fucking her and moaned, "Fuck me, please fuck me." The guy pulled away from her and I could see cum dripping off the head of his dick and he was no sooner out of the way than another guy was on her and in her. Darla wrapped her arms around his neck, locked her legs behind his and began moaning again, "Oh yes, that's it, give me your cock, fuck me baby, fuck me." In fourteen years of marriage Darla had never talked that way to me and as far as I knew until this night she had always been a faithful wife. I found that instead of being outraged, I was fascinated by the change in her. Three guys fucked her while I stood in the hallway and watched and I looked around and saw that there five more waiting. On of them got impatient and said, "This is taking too long. She's got another hole we can use. Get her on her knees." I looked over and saw that the man talking was the owner of the company that Darla worked for. The man fucking her pulled out and helped her change position and then he drove his cock back in her. Max, her boss, stepped toward her and Darla had her mouth wide open for his cock while he was still a foot away. She even leaned forward a bit to get to it sooner. This wasn't the woman I had married. What in the hell had happened to her?
"Jesus" Max said, "She sucks like a god damned vacuum cleaner. Just down the hall from me for five years and I never knew what a hot bitch she was" and he gave a low laugh, "but I know now."
I felt pressure behind me and I turned to look and there were two more guys standing there. I stepped aside and let them in. I watched as she swallowed the cum of two guys and was fucked by two more and the entire time no one seemed to know that her husband was standing there watching, or if they knew they obviously didn't care. I'd read stories about guys who had caught their wives fucking other guys and how it always made them hard, but that didn't happen to me. Oh I admit that it was an extremely erotic sight and watching her take a cock at both ends was a bit of a turn on, but some how that wasn't my wife in there, my wife didn't do things like that. All I thought was that it was going to be an interesting ride home. Darla hadn't noticed me, but how did she expect to explain where she'd been when she came down to the game room to find me and I'd be the only guy in the house except for the host of the party. For that matter how did she expect to explain the wetness and the looseness if I wanted to make love when we got home? I turned and headed down the stairs.
I was channel surfing on the wide screen TV when she came in the room. She walked in like a teenager trying to sneak into the house after staying out past curfew. I looked up at her, "Killer party babe. Have a good time?"
She gave me a nervous smile and said that she'd had fun. An understatement if there ever was one I thought.
"Ready to go?" and she said yes. In the car on the way home I rattled on about how I'd met some great guys there and I was thinking of having them over to the house one night for a poker game. "I thought maybe Max and Sean (the guy who was fucking her when I first got to the room), Charley and a couple of other guys" and I named off a few more of the ones I knew had fucked her. "You can act as hostess and take care of them" - short pause - "You know, serve chips and dip" -another pause - "and whatever else they may want. What do you think?"
She was silent for a minute and said, "I'm sure they would like that."
I smiled to myself and said, "Why don't you mention it to them at work on Monday."
It was too dark in the car for me to read her expression, but I'll bet it was priceless. It was going to be interesting to see what I'd find when I got home from dropping the babysitter off. I wasn't going to be put off by any excuses tonight. No headaches, no pretending to be asleep, oh no sir, she was going to get my cock tonight and then I wanted to hear her explain why I couldn't feel the sides of her cunt.
I dropped the babysitter and hurried home to find the bedroom dark and Darla in bed. I turned on the small table lamp on the bedside table and undressed. I went into the bathroom and brushed my teeth and, just out of curiosity, I looked in the dirty clothesbasket. Darla's panties were lying right on top and the crotch band was dripping wet. That surprised me a little because I would have thought that she would have cleaned herself up before coming downstairs to find me. Then I had the thought that maybe she had cleaned up, but there was so much in her that she wasn't able to get it all out. I went and climbed into bed and saw that Darla was wearing her old flannel nightgown, the one she wore when she wasn't planning on having sex. Well my dear, I thought, surprise, surprise and I reached over and shook her. No response. "Darla, come on baby, hubby's horny as a goat."
She rolled over, "Not tonight honey, I'm tired."
I ran my hand up her leg and there was absolutely no resistance - none - when me fingers slid into her pussy. The damn thing was wide open; I could have shoved my fist in her. And wet? God was she wet and I said so.
"Please honey, not tonight. Let me sleep."
Any other night I would have honored her request, but not that night. "Sorry baby, but there is something about you tonight that just screams out "fuck me baby, fuck me" and I have to. If I don't I won't be able to sleep at all."
I pushed her nightgown up, rose above her and when I tried to push her legs apart she resisted, "I said no! I don't want to make love tonight."
Time to push things I thought and I said, "We have always made love after a party, but tonight you don't want to? What happened at that party? Something that you don't want me to find out about? Are you keeping something from me Darla? I heard some rumors about something that was going on in one of the upstairs bedroom, does that have anything to do with why you don't want to have sex with me?"
I felt her stiffen and she said, "Rumors? What kind of rumors?"
"A couple of guys in the game room were talking about a slut they had upstairs who was fucking every guy at the party. You were gone for quite a while baby. Do you know anything about it? Does that have anything to do with why you won't let me fuck you tonight?"
I felt her go slack and I heard the resignation in her voice when she said, "I was the slut."
With as much disbelief as I could manage I said, "You? You were upstairs letting yourself be gang fucked? Christ, how long has this been going on? Do you do it often?"
She was quiet as my hand probed her wet cunt and then, "I never have before tonight."
My thumb rubbed her clit and she gave a little gasp and stopped resisting as I pushed her legs open. "I've never had sloppy seconds before, but then it's not sloppy seconds is it? It's sloppy what, thirtieths? How many cocks baby? How many times did you have a cock in you tonight?"
She was quiet for a moment and then said, "I don't know."
I said, "What do you mean you don't know? It's your body isn't it?"
"I lost count after the sixth or seventh."
I slid my cock into her and she felt hot and wet, but there was no pressure, no friction, and just a hot soupy mess. I started fucking her and said. "Make a guess."
She thought for a moment or two and then she said, "Maybe fifteen." More silence and then, "Some had me more than once."
I pondered that, "So you're saying that you took on fifteen guys and got fucked maybe twenty-five or thirty times?"
"Yes." "Did you suck any cock?"
"Yes"
"How many?"
"Maybe ten."
"Did you let them cum in your mouth?"
"Yes."
By now I was pounding away at her and I must have pushed a button or two because now she was responding and her legs had hooked behind mine. My questions were coming out as gasps and grunts and her answers were coming back to me the same way. "Did you give them your ass?"
"No, just my pussy and my mouth."
"Who fucked you the most?"
"Max."
"How many times?"
"Three."
"Did you suck his cock?"
"Yes"
"How many times?"
"Twice."
"Did you swallow his cum both times?"
"Yes."
"Did you like it?"
"Yes."
"Are you going to do it again?" No answer. "Darla, are you going to fuck him again?"
Silence and then a forceful "Yes!"
Her answers started coming back at me almost defiantly.
"Who was the best fuck?"
"Sean."
"Are you going to fuck him again?"
"Yes!"
"Did you like being gangbanged?"
"Yes!"
"Are you going to do it again?"
"Yes, yes, yes God damn it yes! Now shut up and fuck me damn you, fuck me" and she had the largest orgasm she'd ever had with me and still she moaned, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, don't stop, don't stop, just fuck me."
A minute later I shot my juice into the collected sperm of fifteen other men. It had been a unique experience for me and if Darla meant what she said it was going to happen again - and again, and again, and again.
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I had so much I wanted to ask, so much I wanted to know, but after Darla's last orgasm she fell asleep. I shook her a couple of times, but the night's drinking and all the physical exertion had worn her out. I lay there staring at the ceiling and thought about what she'd said. She had said yes to every question I'd asked. She said she was going to fuck Max again, she was going to fuck Sean again, she was going to get gang fucked again and I apparently had no say in the matter - she was going to do it! This wasn't my wife! Some alien being must have taken over her body. How else do you explain Darla's going from loving wife and mother to everybody's whore in the space of a five hour party? When she had screamed "Shut up and fuck me" it was the first time she had ever used that word in speaking to me. Hell, when she'd said it to the guys gangbanging her it was the first time I'd ever heard her use the word. Maybe the morning would bring the "I'm sorry's" and the "please forgive me's" but they sure were not in evidence that night.
There was no "please forgive me" the next day, but there was one "I'm sorry."
"I'm sorry you had to find out about it" Darla said.
"Not sorry it happened?" I asked.
"No. Not one bit."
I awoke thinking I was having a wet dream, but as I shook the cobwebs out of my head I saw that Darla was sucking my cock. Darla sucked my cock a lot, but she had never done it in the morning before and I found it interesting that she should use that particular method of waking me up. As soon as she saw I was awake and as soon as he had me hard enough she got on top of me and lowered herself down onto my stiff cock and began rocking back and forth - another first for our mornings. Not looking down at me she said, "How does it feel? Can you still feel the others in me?"
To be honest I hadn't even thought about it. I was still trying to cope with the marvelous way she had awakened me, but her question made me pay attention and I said, "You don't feel as sloppy, but you still feel loose although not as loose as last night."
She quietly rode me for a minute or so and then she said, "Are you going to throw me out?"
She still wasn't looking down at me and I said, "Should I?"
"Well, I didn't pull any punches last night and I meant it when I said I was going to fuck Max, Sean and a couple of the other guys again. And I did love what they did to me and I would love to do it again. I'm not sure that you want someone like that around."
"I haven't exactly had a lot of time to think about it. Would you care to tell me what happened?"
She finally looked down at me, "Later. For right now just fuck me" and she rolled over and pulled me on top of her. She had two orgasms before I had mine and she still wasn't satisfied. She went down on me and got me hard again and this time it lasted a good twenty minutes. I was amazed at the number of orgasms she had; I usually got her off, but even on nights when we made love twice (and a rarity at that) I was never able to get her off the second time. When I came and then collapsed on the bed beside her she leaned over and kissed me and then headed for the shower.
After breakfast we shipped the kids off to the recreation center for their swimming lessons and then Darla and I sat down at the kitchen table with our coffee. Darla said, "Please don't interrupt me. Let me finish before you ask any questions or say anything, okay?" I nodded at her to go ahead. It started out bad. "Remember four years ago when you had your affair with Sally Parker?"
Whoa! I had thought I'd covered that one up pretty well and I guess that the surprise showed on my face.
"Oh yeah, I knew all about it, but I never said anything to you because from what I saw she wasn't really a threat to me or the kids and besides, I had been expecting it. My mother told me that it would happen, that sometime during our marriage you would wonder if the grass was greener some place else. She also told me that if the marriage was good to treat it as a minor indiscretion and ignore it and that's just what I did. I didn't say anything; I just cried a lot and then got on with life. But your affair did have lasting consequences for me. I began to wonder about greener grass. Not that I ever expected or intended to stray, but I did begin to think about what other guys might be like. I'd see an attractive man and wonder what kind of lover he might be. Would he have a big cock or a small one; would he be circumcised or uncut? I had opportunities to have an affair, lots of opportunities, but I always managed to avoid them. There are a lot of attractive men where I work and I got hit on all the time, but I always treated it as good natured flirting.
"Yesterday at the supermarket I saw Sally and it rekindled the grass is greener thing. At the party last night every time I saw you talking to another woman I thought about you and Sally and greener grass. About an hour into the party Dale (Darla's office manager) came up to me and asked me if he could talk to me about something concerning the office. He didn't want to do it at the office because you just can't keep a secret in that place. I went out to his car with him and we sat on the front seat and he outlined how he wanted to rearrange things at the office. His ideas were good and I thought most of them would work and I told him so. While we were talking a blond walked by and she looked a little bit like Sally and for no reason at all that I'm able to understand I started looking at Dale and wondering what he would be like in bed. Would he be a wham bam kind of guy or would he be a patient and considerate lover and all of a sudden we were kissing. I don't even remember if I started it or he did. One minute we were talking and the next we were kissing, but the kisses were passionate and I was feeling them all the way down to the bottom of my feet. We necked for several minutes and then his hand went to my tits and my hand went to his cock and only minutes later he fucked me on the front seat of his car. When it was over I was ashamed and disgusted with myself. The grass wasn't greener at all. He was a wham bam guy and when it was over he hustled me out of his car before any of his cum could leak out of me and get on his seat covers.
" He was also an asshole. He was no sooner back inside that he told Charley and Rob what he had done to me. I'd gone to the upstairs bathroom to try and clean Dale out of me before we got home and you made love to me. There was no doubt in my mind that you would feel Dale's residue in me. I came out of the bathroom to find Rob and Charley waiting for me. They told me that if I didn't give them what I'd just given Dale they would tell you what I'd done. Not directly, but just go down to the game room and talk about how Dale had just scored with some slut and then describe me loud enough so you could overhear them. I didn't want to risk it so I let them take me to a bedroom across the hall. Charley fucked me first and it wasn't bad - at least he was better than Dale - and then Rob mounted me. He was longer lasting than Charley and he actually brought me to an orgasm. When he got off another cock entered me and I opened my eyes expecting to see Charley back for seconds, but it was Sid from accounting and by then he was fucking me hard and it was way too late for me to try and stop. Over his shoulder I saw more men come in to the room and I knew what was going to happen and I just closed my eyes and wanted to cry.
"They came at me one after another and I was surprised to find that I really didn't dislike having cock after cock. I was having orgasms all over the place. The more I got fucked, the more I came. And then I felt something really big trying to push into me and I opened my eyes and saw that it was Sean. His cock wasn't any longer than yours, but it was three times bigger around and when he got it in me it pushed buttons that had never been pushed before and I went wild. I almost bucked him off and later, when he'd cum in me and started to get off I grabbed him and tried to pull him back down and he laughed and said not to worry, that he'd be back for more. Next was Max and while his cock wasn't as fat as Sean's it was long, twice as long as yours, and he too pushed buttons that I didn't even know I had. By the time he was done with me I didn't care what the rest of them did to me as long as Max and Sean would keep coming back for more. I just laid there and took on anyone who walked through the door and all the time I kept my eyes on Max and Sean and waited for them to come back to me. When it was over Max told me that he would be seeing a lot more of me and I told him he could have me whenever he wanted me."
When she was through she just sat there and looked at me and waited for me to say something, but I was at a loss for words. With what she'd said last night when we got home and with what she had just said it was clear to me that she was going to fuck other men from now on. I finally said, "What about us? Where do we go from here?"
"Where do you want to go? I love you. It is just sex with the others, but it's great sex. You are damn good in bed baby, but Sean is great and Max is magnificent and I want both of them again - a lot more agains. If I know Max and Sean one or both of them will have me bent over a desk before I leave work on Monday and I'm going to love it. Like I said, I love you and I won't ever leave you, but are you going to want me to stay? Can you handle me loving you and fucking other men? Think about it baby, it's something we both need to know."
I did think about it. I thought about it all day Saturday. That night Darla wouldn't leave me alone. She was an absolute sex maniac; she got me up and fucked me four times, the most ever since our honeymoon and it still wasn't enough for her. I fell asleep while she was sucking my dick trying to get me up yet again. Sunday morning was a repeat of Saturday morning and while neither one of us said anything about our situation it was never far from the minds of either of us. By late Sunday I'd made up my mind and I left the house to go to the store. Sunday night was another fuck fest and a new personal best - five times! In the morning, since I usually left for work first, I gave Darla a small ribbon wrapped package and a card. She opened the card first - it was a home made affair - and read, "Have a great day at work and think of me. I'll be waiting at home for you." She opened the box and I saw her smile as she took the carton of Trojans and put them in her shoulder bag.
Both Sean and Max did indeed bend Darla over a desk on Monday and she has been getting bent over a desk almost everyday since. Tonight is Barb's birthday and Barb is a girl who Darla works with so there will be lots of Darla's coworkers there. Including a lot of the men who were at the last party. It could be a very interesting evening.
Let's see now, numbers where the babysitter can reach us if necessary; birthday present for Barb and the card; bottle of white wine for Darla in case all they have is hard liquor. What else? Oh yeah, condoms, can't forget the condoms.
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The cash is rolling in and I'm banking it as fast as I can. When I was in high school I was voted "most likely to succeed" but I don't think anyone would have believed that it would be this way. All it took was a willing slut and for me to be an asshole.
I was attending college and still living at home. I wanted the full college experience, the dorm, the job in the student cafeteria, the fraternity - all that jazz - but my dad traveled for a living and he wanted me to stay home and keep my mother company. After much arguing, a little begging and pleading and just a touch of bribery I agreed to stay home. Three months after classes started, and too late to make any changes, my sister Roxanna decided to move back home for a while. Her husband had taken a job that would take him out of the country for at least a year. The job was in Saudi Arabia and after hearing how women are treated over there Roxy refused to go with him. She moved all of their stuff into storage and moved herself back in with us and that's when the trouble started - at least I thought it was trouble at the time.
Roxy's hubby hadn't been gone two months before she started getting restless. At first she would get together with old girlfriends and they would go out and do whatever it is that girls do on a girls night out. She would usually come home three sheets to the wind and if I was up I would have to help her get upstairs and into her bedroom. This went on for about a month and then men started calling and asking for her. I'd call her and hand the phone to her and she must have read the question in my eyes because when she would hang up she would say, "It's nothing, just a friend of Dave's calling to see if I need anything."
Yeah, right I thought, I know what he's calling to see if you need and that sure doesn't make him a good friend of Dave's.
It wasn't long before Roxy started going out on dates. When her dates would bring her home they would sit outside and talk for a while and then there would be some heavy necking. One night mom got on her about it.
"Do you know what you are doing young lady? You have a wonderful husband and he doesn't deserve what you are doing behind his back."
"I'm not doing anything mother. These are just friends trying to help me keep from being lonely. I'm not doing anything bad, just some harmless goodnight kisses."
"Those goodnight kisses can lead to other things if you are not careful."
"For Christ's sake mother, I'm a grown woman now. I can take care of myself."
Mom just shook her head and went back to doing the dishes. Later that evening Roxy and I were sitting in the living room watching TV and Roxy looked over at me and said, "You think the same thing mother thinks? That I'm a slut and I putting out for other guys because Dave isn't here to watch over me?"
"No, I don't think that. I do know that the guys who are going out with you know that you are married and that makes them think that they are going to get lucky. And I'm betting that one night one of them won't take no for an answer and that you are going to end up a fallen woman whether you want it or not."
"I'm not worried, I can handle myself."
"You just think you can. Half the nights you come home from a date you are so blotto that I have to help you up the stairs to your room. One of those drunken nights you are going to end up with your skirt up over your head wondering what train hit you."
There were several seconds of silence and then Roxy said, "I have to date. I can't just sit here and watch TV all day and night and I don't have the money to go out by myself or with the girls. I have to date and then I have to neck a little as a way of saying thanks, but I'm not going to cheat on Dave - not ever!"
As far as I know Roxy never did cheat on Dave while she was on one of her dates, but I expected that one night she was going to come home with her clothes in ruins after some guy forced her into having sex. Guys who date married women who have absent husbands do not do it just to be sociable. They figure that if she is married and dating she wants some cock and one night one of them was going to make sure that she got it.
She did, but not in the way I expected.
I usually stayed up on nights that Roxy went out with guys and watched from a window in case it looked like she was in trouble, but on this particular night Roxy had gone out with her girlfriends so I went to bed early. It was about two in the morning and I woke up when I felt someone getting into bed with me. Whoever it was snuggled up next to me and then I heard, "Dave honey, I've missed you." It was Roxy. She had come home bombed, come into the wrong room, seen a man in the bed and thought that Dave had come home. I stayed there and lay as still as I could and eventually I heard Roxy start to softly snore. I closed my eyes and went back to sleep.
I was having this fabulous dream where Mariah Carey was trying to entice me into getting in bed with her. She would come close and reach out, but when I reached for her hand it was always just a hair out of reach. Suddenly she got an evil grin on her face and leaped up into the air and just as suddenly I was lying on my back looking up at a monstrous vagina that rushed down toward me and jammed itself onto my erection. Just as it engulfed me I woke up. I woke up to a hot mouth on my cock. At first I thought it was a part of my dream, but as I was shaking the cobwebs out of my head the hot mouth left my cock and I heard Roxy say, "Thank God you are home baby, I've needed you so badly."
I lifted my head just in time to see her swing over me and guide my cock into her pussy. Roxy started fucking me and I was saying, "Stop it Roxy, stop it. I'm not Dave Roxy, we can't do this."
But Roxy was in her own world and she was moaning, "Oh yes Dave honey, oh yes."
By the time I realized that I wasn't getting through to her I had lost all interest in trying. My cock was hard, her cunt was hot and wet and it felt good.
Was I upset that I was committing a crime against man and nature? Not at that point in time. The little head was in total charge by then and the big head didn't have enough blood available to help it think clearly. The little head was happy and wanted things to go on forever. Roxy bounced up and down on me until I came and then she cried, "No honey, no, not yet. I need to cum Davey, I need to cum."
I rolled her off me and turned so I could finger fuck her and get her off. I searched for her G spot and when I found it she went wild and I kept after her with my fingers until she calmed down.
I thought it was over and I was already trying to think of a story that would cover us if mom and dad had heard any noise and came to look and see what was going on, but I hadn't considered how hot and horny Roxy was. While I was searching for her G spot she started playing with my cock and suddenly I was hard again. Roxy hard an iron grip on my cock and she pulled me on top of her. What the hell - I was already damned - I pushed her legs apart and slid my cock back into her. Roxy screamed and I quickly covered her mouth with mine to block the noised so our parents wouldn't hear it. The second time lasted about twice as long as the first and the third went almost fifteen minutes before I blew.
I rolled off of Roxy and lay down beside her and began to wonder about what the morning would bring. It wasn't my fault! Roxy got in my bed and went after my cock and I tried to stop her. I wasn't as forceful as I could have been, but I had to keep things fairly quiet to keep mom and dad from hearing what was going on. I couldn't really yell at Roxy to try and get through to her and by the time she sat on my dick the little head was in control. I feel asleep a very confused young man.
I woke up a hurting young man. Pain jerked me out of a sound sleep and I found Roxy screaming at me, calling me names and beating on me with a high-heeled shoe. I rolled off the bed and scrambled away from her and she threw the shoe at me. I ducked it and she looked for the other one, picked it up and ran at me with it. I tried to duck out of the way, but the heel caught the edge of my eye and it hurt. God did it hurt! At that point I grabbed Roxy, threw her on the bed and then sat on her and held her down.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"You bastard! You rotten bastard. Taking advantage of your own sister. You sick perverted bastard."
"Bullshit! You're the one who came into my room and got into bed with me. You started it - all I did was what you wanted."
"You fucking liar. You took advantage of me while I was drunk and you can't lie your way out of it."
Roxy managed to get a knee in my nuts and roll out from under me. Then she grabbed the bedside table lamp and smashed it against my head. I went out. I don't know what Roxy did to me while I was out, but I hurt like hell when I was finally able to stand up.
I was mad! No, I was enraged, and I promised myself that I would make the bitch pay. I got my chance the following Friday. Once a month a half dozen of my buddies came over and we played poker. Dad was out of town and mom had gone to spend the weekend with her sister. At eleven thirty Roxy stumbled in the front door, took one bleary look around and then passed out. I asked a couple of guys to help me get her upstairs and we dumped her on her bed. Chuck stood there looking down at her; "She sure is one fine looking woman. It's a shame that it's going to waste."
"You think she's sexy?"
"I'd fuck her in a heartbeat if I got the chance."
"You would?"
"Sure. Even passed out like that."
A light bulb lit up above my head, "How much would you be willing to pay for a piece of her tight pussy? It has to be tight because she hasn't had a cock (except for mine, but I wasn't going to tell anyone about that) since Dave left four months ago."
"You serious?"
"Fucking A."
Chuck pulled out his wallet and looked, "I've only got sixty-five dollars."
I held out my hand, "Go see if the other guys want a taste while I strip her down."
I got all of Roxy's clothes off of her and while I was pulling them off I was thinking, "Beat me while I'm sleeping, will you? Fuck over me while I'm unconscious? Well just lets see how you like it to be fucked over while you're out." I made three hundred and ninety dollars off Roxy that night and I taped the whole thing. She started waking up after the third guy, made a token effort to fight off the fourth one and then she was just a slut. She was moaning and fucking back, locking her legs around guys, digging her nails in their ass cheeks and yelling out things like, Oh God fuck me, fuck me hard" and the ever popular "Make me cum, make me cum." I just smiled and kept the camera taping away. The guys finished with her about three in the morning and then they all went home leaving a thoroughly fucked Roxy lying on the bed.
I was in the kitchen drinking a glass of orange juice and having a bowl of cereal when Roxy came into the room. She gave me a nasty look, "I saw you taking pictures last night."
"Yes indeed you did."
"Why? What are you going to do with them?"
"Send a copy to Dave, leave a copy for mom and dad to find. Make copies for every frat house on campus. Make video captures of some of the best shots and build you your own web site so the world will have a chance to see you. Then there is grandma and grandpa, both sides of the family of course. Then there are aunts and uncles and so on. Plus I'm sure with some time to think on it I can come up with a whole lot of other people I can send a copy to."
Roxy stared at me with a look of horror on her face. "My God, you can't do that!"
"Why not?"
"It would ruin me - it would ruin my marriage."
"So what?"
"Sweet Jesus Donny, we are family. Just think of what it would do to mom and dad."
"You should have thought about that "We are family" shit when you were beating on me with that lamp. I walked around with blurred vision for three days and that doesn't even take into account what you did to me while I was lay unconscious on the floor."
"You earned that Donny."
"No I did not. I was asleep when you came into my room. You are the one who woke me up with a blow job. You're the one who climbed on top of me and guided my cock into your cunt with your own hand. I know you were drunk and I know you thought I was Dave - at least that's what you called me - but once you got me started there was no way I was going to stop. No man could have. You did it Roxy, not me, and then you had the gall to blame me and then fuck me up. Well, now it's my turn to fuck you up and I'm going to do a damn good job of it."
"Don't do this to me Donny, please don't do this."
"Fuck you Roxy. I want payback for the pain you caused me and I fully intend to get it."
"Donny, please don't. I'll do anything you want, but please don't show that tape to anyone."
"Anything I want? Anything at all?"
"Within reason."
"Oh no Roxy, no limitations - anything I want and no 'I can't do that's'. Anything at all and the first time you say you say no the pictures go public. Understand?"
She gave me a hard look and was silent for a few moments and then she said, "What do you want?"
"I don't know yet Roxy. It is going to be something mean and rotten, but I don't know yet what it will be. Doesn't matter though. If I tell you to go out to a farm and fuck a goat you had better do it. I hope that I'm very clear on this Roxy - no matter what I tell you to do you do it with no back talk or I follow through on the pictures. You understand me?"
Roxy gave me a look of pure hatred, but she said yes.
I spent the rest of the day, when I wasn't in class, thinking about something rotten that I could do to Roxy. Nothing that I came up with was bad enough to suit me. Late that after noon while I was driving home I saw Chuck standing at a bus stop and I stopped and picked him up. As I pulled away from the curb he said, "How was your morning? Roxy a little upset with us?"
"You could say that."
"Too bad. I'd like to do her again sometime when she's not drunk."
"You would?"
"Sure. Even drunk she was a better piece of ass than my last girlfriend was when she was sober."
"Maybe I should go into business and sell her ass."
"Let me know if you do."
"Think the other guys might like another shot at her?"
"Oh yeah. That's all they talked about when we left."
"I'll have to get more for her if she's sober that I charged last time."
"How much?"
"I don't know man, I'm new at this. I think she would be worth a hundred for the first two or three, but after that she will be a little sloppy and probably should go for less. What do you think?"
"Why not figure out and average? You know, hundred for the first three, eighty-five for the next three, seventy-five for the next three and sixty for anyone after that. Say you hold the number at a set count - ten maybe - that would be nine hundred and you divide that by ten which would be ninety bucks a man."
"Think the guys would go for it?"
"I would."
"See how many are interested and we will plan on this coming Friday. My dad and mom will both be gone for the weekend."
"You serious? You really think you can get Roxy to do it sober?"
"Oh yes. Not a doubt in my mind."
When I got home dad had left for a trip and mom was out shopping. Roxy was in her room and I told her to meet me in the kitchen in five minutes and then I went and put on the stuff I wore when I made my nightly run. Roxy was sitting at the table when I came into the room and I went right to it.
"What I've decided is that you are going to be my whore for a month. For the next four Friday's I'm going to pimp your ass to my buddies. This Friday I want you dressed in high-heels, nylons and a garter belt when they get here. Any questions?"
"You can't be serious!"
"What did I say about back talk and I can't do that's? You be ready when they get here at seven on Friday or on Saturday the world gets to see Roxy."
I got up from the table and headed out for my run. I didn't say a word to Roxy for the rest of the week and she avoided me as much as she could. I wondered what Friday would bring.
Friday when I got home from class Roxy wasn't there. I did my five mile run and Roxy still wasn't there when I got home and headed for the shower. I came out of my room at a quarter to seven and Roxy opened the door to her room and said, "Okay, now what?" She was just as I told her to be, nothing but high-heels, nylons and a garter belt. "Up to you. You can lie on your bed and wait for them to come up or you can come down, have a beer or two and socialize and ease into it."
"Fuck socializing. Let's just get it over with."
"Your choice" and I headed downstairs to answer the door.
Eight guys had a very good time with Roxy that night and I put seven hundred and twenty bucks in my pocket. The guys kept Roxy busy until four in the morning and while they were there they did everything to Roxy that eight guys could do to a girl. They used all three of her holes and several times they used all three at once or so I was told - I didn't watch. But I heard. It was hard not to. It didn't matter where I went in the house I could hear Roxy screaming and moaning in pleasure. When all the guys were gone I looked in her room and saw that she was asleep.
Saturday I left for a weekend fishing trip and I didn't see Roxy until Monday night. She ignored me until I said, "Mom and dad are going to be home this weekend so we will have to use a motel. Be ready when I get home for class."
She gave me a dirty look and the finger and then stomped off to her room, but she was ready for me when I got home Friday. On the drive to the motel nothing was said until we got in the room and I gave her a piece of paper.
"What's this?"
"My cell phone number. Call me when you're done and I'll come and pick you up."
"You're not staying?"
"No."
"You have to stay. I want you in the room with me."
"Why? I wasn't in the room with you last time."
"But you were in the house where you could have heard me yell."
"Yell for what?"
"What if one of those assholes gets drunk and stupid and wants to see how far up me he can stick the leg of a chair or something like that? You're my pimp, pimps see to the safety of their girls - you have to be there."
I thought her fears were groundless, but if something bad did happen I could find myself in some deep shit so I stayed. There were eight guys again, but this time I had to pay for the motel room so I only pocketed six eighty.
I didn't count how many times a cock entered Roxy, but I do know that every one of the eight guys got off in her at least three times and I don't care what Roxy wanted me to think, she loved it. She begged, pleaded, moaned and screamed in pleasure as she had orgasm after orgasm. The boys kept her busy until five in the morning. Chuck and I were sipping a beer while Roxy showered and he said, " A couple of the guys are bitching at having to pay ninety bucks for a sloppy pussy."
"Tough shit. Remind them that a prostitute walking Colfax gets fifty for a trick. That's one time - twenty minutes for a straight fuck - and then she's out the door and looking for her next trick. For eighty bucks they get access to three holes and they get to get off as many times as they want. If that ain't good enough for them tell them to hit Colfax."
The first five minutes of the ride home were quiet and then Roxy said, "What next?"
"Same thing next two weeks. At home if mom and dad are gone, or a motel if they stay home."
A couple of minutes of silence and then, "You didn't join in. Not last time or this time."
"You're my sister."
"That didn't stop you before."
"I keep telling you Roxanna, that time was your doing. All I did was respond to what you started. Did I like it? Hell yes I did, but I didn't start it, you did. All I did was go along once you got me hard and hot.



We were almost home when Roxy said, "Pull over."
"What?"
"Pull over to the side of the road."
I pulled over and parked and Roxy slid over next to me and put her hand on the lump in my pants. It reacted to her touch and I said, "What are you doing?"
"You're my pimp. You take care of me so I need to take care of you."
While she was talking she was working my cock out of my pants and when I was exposed she went down on me. Did I make any attempt at stopping her this time? Hell no! And I didn't say a word when she told me to follow her into the back seat. It was a spirited session and the only sour note - only slightly sour - was when she cried out, "Fuck me you bastard, fuck me." When it was over we drove home in silence and when we got there we each went to our own room and went to bed.
Roxy and I avoided each other over the weekend and I didn't see her again until Monday. When I got home from class I went to my room to get ready for my run and I found Roxy lying on my bed naked.
"Dad's on his way to St. Louis and mom went to the church bake sale. I cancelled my date tonight and I'm horny. Hurry up."
I didn't need an engraved invitation and Roxy and I fucked and sucked until we heard mom come home. That night, about two in the morning Roxy slipped into my room and woke me up with a blow job and then she mounted me and slowly fucked me until we both got off and then she went back to her room. Not a word had been said.
Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday were the same. As soon as Roxy was sure that mom was asleep she snuck into my room, sucked my cock to wake me up and then she got on top and slowly and quietly fucked me until she had gotten both of us off and then she left my room without a word. Thursday night though she bent down and whispered, "Dad will be home tomorrow so we will have to use a motel."
"Forget it."
"Oh no, I owe you two more nights and I always pay my debts" and she got up and went to her room.
The next day I caught her alone and told her that I wasn't setting anything up for that night, "I got the revenge out of my system. Besides, the last three nights have made me forget all about my aches and pains."
"You don't understand Donny, I want to do it. I want all those guys to fuck me."
I looked at her like she was crazy and she said, "I thought I could behave myself while Dave was gone, but I can't. I've been kidding myself thinking I could get by on sex free dates. The last guy almost got me and the next one probably would have. Then I would have an affair with him and that would have probably led to complications and emotional attachments and the like. I don't want emotional entanglements, I just want to get fucked."
"Are you sure about this?"
"Yes I am Donny. I just want to get fucked. I didn't realize how bad until halfway through that second gang fuck. By the time it was over I was already looking forward to the next one and I haven't thought of anything since last Friday except this Friday. You have turned me into a cock crazy slut Donny and you can't turn me off now. You have to set up something for tonight or I'll go crazy. You are going to have to see that I stay well fucked until Dave comes home and probably even after that."
That was nine months ago. Every Friday Roxy would take on anywhere from six to ten guys and I would pocket anywhere from five to eight hundred. On the other six days Roxy would fuck me either at home or at a motel. When Dave came home I told Roxy that the guys were going to miss her and she said, "Why? Now that Dave's back he will take up bowling one or two nights a week. If he can have a night or two out with the boys I can have a night or two out with the boys" and that's the way it worked out.
But you know that when things are going right something always has to happen to throw shit into the game. Tonight when I got home from driving Roxy from the motel to her house my mother was waiting for me in the living room.
"I know what you and your sister have been up to young man. When your father leaves on his trip tomorrow you and I are going to sit down and have a little talk." Now isn't that something to have to look forward to?
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"Are you sure she's worth this much" he asked as he handed me the five twenties.
"How should I know. I don't make a habit of fucking the help. She gets a lot of repeat business so some guys think she's worth it."
I put the money in my pocket and told him, "Room 116. Knock twice, wait two seconds and knock twice again. Have fun."
As I watched him walk away I thought about how I'd lied to him when I said that I didn't sample the hired help. I'd spent two hours earlier in the day rolling around on a bed with her. She was worth it all right, well worth it.
I went back to the bar, ordered another Bud Light and watched the basketball game on the TV while I waited to see if anyone else wanted some pussy. The bartender and half the guys in the bar knew I was a pimp and if any of them needed sexual relief they knew they could come to me and over the last month a goodly number of them had. Five of them had done business with me so far that night, which was about average, but it was getting late and I didn't think that I was going to have any more customers.
Jerry, the bartender and the only other guy besides me who got a free ride, slid another Bud in front of me and said, "You need to switch to soda water or something like that. Sitting here and drinking beer all night while you wait isn't good for you."
"I know Jerry, but I'm a young guy and appearances are important to us young guys. Sitting here sipping soda water or ginger ale would be just so uncool."
"Why sit here at all? Mona doesn't really need a business agent (can't say Jerry wasn't a sensitive guy - business agent instead of pimp?), she could just come in here and sit down and she would be hit on in less than three minutes."
"You know that Jerry, and I know that, and I'm pretty sure that Mona (not her real name) knows that, but this is the way she wants it."
"Well, that's not what I really want to talk about. Will Mona do a really big group?"
"What do you mean by a really big group? She did seven at Ralph's birthday party."
"My son is getting married and I'm throwing a bachelor party for him. I figure about twenty to twenty-five guys will be there. I got a stripper coming but she told me that anything over ten is too many for her. Would Mona go for helping out?"
"I don't know, I'll ask her and let you know."
Just then my cell phone rang. I answered it, "Hello? Okay, I'm on my way." I got off my stool, said goodnight to Jerry and went to pick Mona up at the motel room. I knocked twice, waited and then knocked twice again. The door opened and I said, "Come on mom, let's go home."
How did I ever get to where I was pimping for my own mother? Several months back my sister and I had gotten crossways to each other and I ended up taking revenge on her by setting her up and they selling her for money. By the time I'd gotten my need for revenge out of my system and told my sister that I wasn't going to pimp her out anymore she had decided that she liked it. One night after driving Roxy home from a gangbang I came home to find my mother waiting up for me. She told me to sit down and then she said, "I know what you and your sister have been up to young man, and when your father leaves on his trip tomorrow you and I are going to have a little talk. Now, run along to bed and plan on staying home tomorrow, at least until I'm done with you."
I didn't sleep all that well that night as I lay in bed wondering just what mom knew and just how she had come by it. And if she did really know had she found out about it from someone or some place where Roxy's husband could find out about it too?
Dad was at the front door, suitcase in hand, getting a goodbye kiss from mom when I came down stairs.
"Take good care of your mother while I'm gone" he said to me as he turned and left.
Mom and I watched him get in the car and back out of the drive and then mom turned to me and said, "In the kitchen young man."
I followed her into the kitchen and she pointed at a chair and said, "Sit!" From the curt way she was speaking and from her tone of voice I figured that I was really in some deep, deep shit and it seemed that I was right when I heard her say, "How in the world could you be so despicable as to force your sister into becoming a whore?"
How was I supposed to answer that? All I could do was look down at the table and shrug my shoulders.
"Oh no young man, no silence and no shrugs. I want an answer to my question and you are not going to leave this room until I get one." It took her ten minutes of brow beating me before I finally told her the story of how I became Roxy's pimp.
"And now she is doing it because she wants to and she likes it?"
"I guess so. She keeps making me set her up with dates."
"How much do you get for her?"
It was weird talking to my mother about this kind of stuff so she practically had to drag every little piece of information out of me. I explained how I had arrived at Roxy's price and mom said, "She only does gangbangs?"
I shook my head yes and mom asked, "How much would you get if she only took one customer at a time?"
"Since she is limited where time is concerned - she has to be home by the time Dave gets home from bowling - a hundred to a hundred and fifty. If she could do an all nighter maybe five or six hundred."
And then mom floored me. She opened her housecoat and said, "How much could you get for me?"
She was naked underneath the housecoat and she did a slow turn in front of me. "I know I'm not as hard bodied as Roxanna, but I'm not in bad shape. Come on, what could you get for me?"
I just sat there and stared at her, stunned by what was happening. I'd never seen my mother naked before and I'd never had an incestuous thought where she was concerned, but the lush body that I was looking at changed all that.
"Well," mom said, "It looks as though I still have what it takes" and I saw her looking down at my crotch. I sleep naked and all I had put on to come downstairs was a bathrobe and sticking up out of the bathrobe closure was my hard cock.
"I guess that answers the question of whether or not I can appeal to a male customer base, but you still haven't told me what you could get for me."
I just sat there too astonished to speak. "What's the matter, do you have to sample the merchandise first to establish a value? Well come on then" and she took my hand and pulled me up off the chair. I meekly followed her to her bedroom and watched as she shed her robe. Then she came over to me, slipped my robe off my shoulders, took hold of my cock and led me over to her bed.
I finally managed to shake myself out of the fog that I was in and I said, "Look mom, I don't think that this is a good idea."
"Don't call me mom. You are not my son, you are my pimp, and a pimp has to have a good knowledge of what he is selling." She laid down on the bed, "Come on. If you could fuck Roxanna you can fuck me. Now get up here and lets find out what my price should be."
As I said, I'd never thought of my mom that way before, but spread out on that bed and looking up at me was all it took to get me thinking that way. My cock was rock hard and I moved between her spread legs. She looked at me and said, "Aren't you going to spend a little time getting me ready?"
I still had no idea what game she was playing here, but she had been shocking me since the moment dad left and I felt that it was time to push back.
"No. If you are going to be a whore you need to get used to doing without foreplay" and I pushed my cock between her pussy lips and shoved. She gave a little cry as half my cock drove into her. She was tight; God but was she tight. I pushed a little more and got another little cry. One more push and I was all the way in and then I settled down to just fucking her. Was it weird fucking my mother? Yes, but no weirder than what had taken place to bring me to her bed in the first place. I'd been doing my sister for some time and hadn't been hit by a bolt of lightening. What I did think about was what it was going to be like living in that house from now on and I wondered if I could handle that.
On the bed under me mom had stopped making her sharp cries and she was staring up at me with an unreadable expression on her face and I just had to take another shot at her.
"If you want to make money as a whore you will at least have to fake it. Nobody is going to want to pay good money for a whore that just lays there."
I saw anger flash in her eyes and suddenly everything changed. Mom's legs came up and locked behind me and she hissed up at me, "Fuck me damn you, just fuck me!"
Those words, coming from my mother, flipped a switch somewhere in my head and suddenly she wasn't my mother any more; she was a piece of ass wanting a cock and by god I was going to give it to her. I drove into her and her hands grabbed at my ass and pulled me to her as she mouthed obscenities in my ear.
"Fuck me damn you, slam your cock into me. Come on motherfucker, make me cum you bastard, make me cum."
I responded, oh Jesus how I responded. I was slamming my cock into her as hard as I could and I wanted to both cum so hard that I would blow the top of her head off and not cum and just fuck her forever. Her obscenities turned into moans and then cries of, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, oh god don't stop, please don't stop" and then she had a loud orgasm and her nails dug into my ass and she urged me to cum. "Give it to me baby, give it to me" and I did. I thrust in and held myself against her as I emptied my balls into her hot cunt.
There was silence between us as we lay side by side on the bed. Possibly because neither of us knew what the hell to say. Finally the silence got awkward and I broke it, "Just what the hell was this all about?"
"Why, didn't you like it?"
"Of course I did."
"So then, how much could you get for me?"
"Not near as much as you would be worth but you haven't answered my question. What is this all about?"
She laid there quietly, staring up at the ceiling for several moments and then she said, "I was desperate. Your father hasn't made love to me in over a year. I don't know if it's because he doesn't love me anymore or if it is because he is always so tired from his work and the traveling. Maybe he even has a girlfriend out there on the road who is getting what I need. I'm still young and I'm healthy and I need sex."
"But why this way? You could have an affair on your own."
"No I couldn't. An affair would mean an emotional entanglement and I don't need that. I still love your father."
"Well you could just go out one night for a drink and let yourself get picked up. There wouldn't be any entanglements in a one night stand."
"I tried that, several times, but at the last moment I always chickened out."
"So the question still is why this?"
"Because I found out about you and Roxanna and I figured that if you were nasty enough to do your own sister you would be perverted enough to do me. And I was right, wasn't I?"
"All of this whore, pimp, and how much could I get was all show?"
"No baby, it is what I really want to do. I overheard your friends talking one night while you were playing cards and you thought I was out. I heard about what they were doing with Roxanna and it excited me. The more I thought about it the hotter it made me feel and finally I got to where I wanted to try it. To try it I need a pimp and I only know one pimp - you."
"You are really serious about this?"
"Yes I am."
I was silent for several moments as I looked at her and then I thought, why the fuck not. I was asshole enough to do it to my sister when she didn't want to, why not my mom when she did. "Well okay then. Just how do you want to do it?"
"I don't know; that's why I need a pimp."
"Well I have news for you mother; I don't know how to be a pimp. Just arranging for my friends to bed Roxy doesn't qualify me for my pimping license."
"I'm sure that you will find a way dear." Her hand moved down to my dick, "Meanwhile, I'm a little out of practice and I need to be ready when you bring me my first customer. Come along baby, help mommy practice."
It was a long day and an exhausting one. I feel asleep in mom's bed, but I woke up alone in the next morning to the smell of frying bacon. I took a shower, got dressed and headed down the stairs. Mom gave me a big smile when I came into the kitchen, "Good morning sweetie. I'm fixing you a big breakfast before you go to class. I want you to keep up your strength. You will hurry home from class, won't you?"
I nodded a yes and wondered just how I was going to be able to keep my strength up in order to stay up with mom and Roxy. I was going to have to come up with some way to get mom a few customers just to keep the pressure off me. And I knew that there was going to be a lot of pressure if yesterday were any indication. Mom said she had gone without sex for over a year and it sure did look like she was trying to make up for it all at once.
As far as getting mom customers I was stumped. My buddies were no good for it for a couple of reasons. One, they weren't rich and they couldn't afford both Roxy and mom. Second, if I sent them to mom and thereby deprived Roxy she would be pissed at me. No, I had to find another way to take care of mom.
Two days later I was still no closer to knowing what to do and I was almost a physical wreck. Mom met me at the door when I got home from class and didn't leave me alone until I left for school the next day. Besides the physical exhaustion I was also falling behind on my studies. Just when I thought I was never going to solve the problem I was given a gift from the gods. I was giving Mike a ride to class and he asked me if I thought Roxy would like to do a couple of guys not in our immediate circle. I asked him what he had in mind and he told me that his uncle usually had a poker party every Friday and this coming Friday was the birthday of one of the guys.
"My uncle is looking for a girl to give Ralph as a gift and then of course the other five guys will want a taste."
"Sorry dude. I'm sure that Roxy would like to do it, but that's not one of the nights that she can get out."
"Shit! I told my uncle that I thought that I could get him a girl."
I didn't know if mom would go for a group for her first time, or ever for that matter, but I would sure find out. "Don't panic just yet" I told Mike, "Maybe I can still help." I took out my cell phone and called home. When my mom answered I said, "Mona? When is your significant other due back? Saturday morning? Good. I may have something for you." I described the situation and asked her if she would be interested. I was surprised when she said yes. Some how I just hadn't thought that my mom would go from no sex for a year, to just me and then right to a gangbang. I hung up, "All set" I told Mike. "When can I talk to your uncle?"
"How about tonight after class?"
Mike's uncle owned a bar and a motel on the East Side of town and he was busy tending bar when we got there. Mike introduced us and Jerry got right down to business.
"How much and is she any good?"
"She's fantastic and how many men are we talking about?
"The usual group is five, but tonight we might have seven."
"Eight hundred and you guarantee her safety."
"That's a little high, isn't it?"
"Look, a hooker walking the street gets fifty bucks a pop. That's one quick fuck and you are out of there. For eight hundred you get the lady for as long as you want her and I think that for eight hundred that's a bargain."
"For that much I want a preview."
"One time or a while?"
"If I'm going to do it I might as well take my time."
"Tomorrow night work for you?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"I'll bring her here around seven. Three hundred for until midnight. If you keep her over night add two hundred more. Deal?"
"What if I don't like her?"
"You owe a hundred for the first fuck and I'll take her and leave."
"Deal."
I went home and broke the news to mom. From the way she had been acting that last few days I expected her to say, "Oh goodie" but instead she seemed to pull back inside her self.
"What's the matter, having second thought about this?"
She was silent for a couple of moments and then said, "No, not really, it's just that up until now it was just an idea. Now it's a reality and all of a sudden I'm nervous. I don't know sweetie. I want to do it, but at the same time I'm wondering if I might not be just fine now that I have you to help me out."
"It's your choice, but you have to let me know soon so I can let the customer know."
"Why don't you just go on and do your run while I fix dinner. We can talk about it when you get back."
It was the first time since she had confronted me about Roxy that she didn't take me straight up to her bedroom as soon as I got home and as I left the house for my nightly five mile run I wondered if maybe mom was beginning to have second thoughts about the whole thing.
When I got back from my run dinner was ready, but mom wasn't downstairs reading or watching TV. I went upstairs and when I reached her bedroom door I heard the sounds of crying. I opened the door and looked in on her, "Are you okay?"
"No damn it, I'm not."
I walked over to the bed and sat down beside her, "What's wrong?"
"Everything. Me, you, this whole mess. God damn your father anyway. None of this would have happened if he would just have been the husband he used to be."
I lay down on the bed next to her and took her in my arms and held her until she stopped crying and then I said, "We can't change what we did, but we can stop, and you don't have to do the other part."
"You don't understand sweetie. I have to do the other part. I have to let myself be used by other men. It is the only way I have of getting even with your father for putting me in the position of needing sex so desperately. This isn't about the money sweetie; it is about revenge. I'll see your customer tomorrow and I'll fuck his eyes out and then I'll do the card party and make everyone there wish he could live in my bed full time. But right now I need to be alone sweetie. Go on and have your dinner and I'll see you in the morning."
I was up and off to school before mom woke up and around noon I called home and asked her if she had had second thoughts about the evening. She told me no, that she was determined to go through with it. I told her to be ready to go by six-fifteen. It was a busy evening for me. First I had to swing by the motel and rent and room and then pick up Roxy and get her over to the motel. After getting her and her herd of the evening settled in I hustled back home to pick up mom. She was ready to go when I got there, but I'd never seen her looking like she was. She had on a low cut blouse, a mini skirt and high heels. She did a slow turn in front of me, "Well baby, do I look slutty enough?"
"Honestly?"
"Of course."
I opened my fly and took out my hard cock, "There is the best answer I can give you."
She looked at her watch, "Okay sweetie, but it will have to be a quickie." And then she giggled, "Jerry won't be upset at getting sloppy seconds, will he?"
"Fuck him."
"Oh I will sweetie, but first, lets take care of your problem."
She stepped out of her panties, bent over the kitchen table and spread her legs, "Hurry baby. Come on my sweet motherfucker and make me cum."
We were fifteen minutes late getting to Jerry's.
I introduced Jerry to Mona and then mom said, "You can take off. It will probably take Jerry and I a little time to get aquatinted. I'll call you on your cell when I'm ready to be picked up."
Not having anything better to do I drove back to the motel and looked in on Roxy and the seven guys she was entertaining. I don't know why but I never get tired of watching of Roxy being gangbanged. It might have something to do with the fact that she enjoys it so much. She enjoys it so much that she keeps on doing it even though her husband is back from his one-year overseas assignment. I keep telling her that she needs to slow down some or she's going to get caught, but she says she'll worry about that when the time comes. When I got to the motel she was in the middle of a four-way - a guy in each hole - and watching her gave me an immediate hard on. I really wanted to be a part of a three-way or a four-way with her some day, but I didn't expect that it would ever happen. The guys I pimped her to knew she was my sister and they thought that it was real kinky, but Roxy and I had decided not to let them know about our incestuous relationship so I was pretty much limited to a piece when I dropped her off at the motel and then sloppy seconds when everyone was gone and before I took her home.



I sat, watched and felt my dick throb as Roxy did her best to satisfy all of her lovers. Actually they were customers, but they may as well have been considered lovers since it was the same six or eight twice a week, very week. I also kept my eye on the time because I had to get Roxy home by eleven-thirty so she would be there when Dave got home. Twenty minutes for me to get mine, fifteen minutes for her to shower and douche meant that I had to break things up at ten thirty. I had learned this the hard way. I used to leave Roxy and she would call me when she was ready for me to pick her up, but twice she had gotten so carried away that I almost didn't get her home in time. At ten-thirty I called time and when everyone had gone Roxy asked, "Where do you want me little brother?"
"Where do you think you are the tightest?"
Roxy grinned and got on her hands and knees, "Best go for the butt brother mine. Be really perverted and ass fuck your dear sister."
I had just dropped Roxy off and was headed for home when my cell went off. I answered and it was mom. "Go on to bed sweetie. I'm going to be here a while yet and Jerry will bring me home."
"Not a good idea mom. You don't want your customers to know where you live. If they know that they can find out who you are."
"Too late for that sweetie. I'll explain when I get home and see you again."
That sounded like she might not be home before I left for school and that bothered me. I went home and worked on my homework for the next day's classes and then I went to bed.
My bedroom door slammed, the lights came on and as I was shaking off the sleepies I heard my mother say, "Wakey, wakey. Is my sweet young motherfucker awake? Come on baby, mommy's home and she wants her mother fucking baby boy."
It was obvious that she had been drinking, and a bit more than her fair share at that. She was giggling in a silly little way and talking to herself as she undressed. "I've got my own little motherfucker and he's ready for me. Aren't you baby? Aren't you ready for mommy? Oops, where is that damned snap. Gonna get kinky, kinky, kinky. Fucking bra snaps"
By then I was awake and sitting up. She finally got all her clothes off and then stood there looking at me. She pursed her lips as if she was in deep thought and then closed one eye and squinted at me. "Yep, gonna do it" and she climbed in the bed. She put a hand in the middle of my chest and pushed me down on my back and then she swung herself over me. I'd gotten hard watching her undress and I expected that she was going to sit on my cock, but she surprised me and all of a sudden a dripping pussy was coming down toward my face. Before I could get out of the way she had her cunt pushed right against my mouth. I tried to push her up and off me but one of my arms was pinned by one of her legs and as I struggled to get out from under her she snarled, and I do mean snarled, "Stop that! Stop that this instant. If you can fuck your mother you can eat your mother. Now do it you little motherfucker or you won't get any of my pussy ever again." Since I couldn't get free from her it wasn't like I had much of a choice in the matter. It wasn't as bad as I thought it was going to be. I did however hope that she wasn't planning on making a habit out of it. I licked, sucked, swallowed (and managed to keep it down) and finally mom lifted off me and fell to the bed beside me. "Now baby, now fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard."
She was still sleeping when I woke up, but I couldn't leave until we talked so I went downstairs and fixed breakfast. I skipped my morning classes and just read the newspaper and sipped coffee while I waited for mom to wake up. She came down around ten and I could tell she had a hangover.
"What time did I get home?"
"Around three."
"Was I all right?"
"You were acting a little weird, but not too way out. You want to tell me what happened?"
"About what?"
"About your night, about why it was too late for keeping Jerry from knowing who you really are."
"Oh that. On the way back to the bar from the motel I tripped and fell. I dropped my purse and a bunch of stuff spilled out of it and Jerry helped me pick everything up. One of the things he picked up was my drivers license and I'm afraid that he looked at it before he handed it back to me."
"Oh great."
"It's not that bad baby. He says he won't tell anyone if I do him for free a couple of times a week and he says I won't even have to pay for a motel room if I want to work out of his bar."
"You agreed?"
"Well he did have a nice cock and he was pretty good in bed."
I shook my head at having a new partner and my mom noticed the gesture.
"Don't be that way baby. He knows I'll only work through you" and then she giggled, "except where him getting his is concerned. By the way, he wants me there at six-thirty tonight. The party doesn't start until eight, but I think he doesn't want sloppy tenths or whatever."
"You sure that you want to do this? Doing me or Jerry is one thing, but are you really sure that you are up for doing a gangbang?"
"I haven't thought about anything else since I found out about Roxanna. I don't know if I'm up for it sweetie, but I do know that I really want to do it. To me it is THE WAY to get back at your father. If he won't fuck me I'll just make sure that lots of other men will."
I dropped mom at Jerry's at six-thirty and he handed me eight one hundred-dollar bills. "You should have asked for more, she's fantastic. She tell you about the deal I'm giving her on the room?"
"Yeah."
"Don't sweat it kid. I'm not trying to cut in on your action; I'm just trying to come up with some sweetener for myself. I'll look out for her and take her home when it's over."
I nodded and left. Jerry brought mom home around four in the morning, carried her up stairs, put her on her bed and then climbed in with her. I stayed out of sight because I didn't know if he knew who I was or not. I got up early and headed for class and wondered what I would find when I got home.
I got home at four and mom was sitting on the couch watching television. She looked up at me when I came into the room and smiled. "I know I've gotten you used to getting some when you get home from class, but if you're horny tonight you had better like loose pussy because I'm afraid that's all I'm going to have for a day or two."
"Was it bad?"
"Heavens no. I loved it and I'm glad I did it, but let's not do that many again anytime soon, okay? I'm afraid mommy got a little more than she expected. My ass was very popular. Did you know that I'd never had anal sex before last night? I don't know why I never tried it before. My ass isn't as loose as my pussy. Would my little motherfucker like a taste of mommy's ass?" She got up, turned off the TV and headed for the bedroom and then she stopped and turned to me, "Well, would you?"
And that's how my mom became a hooker. From then on any time that my father was away on business my mother was working out of Jerry's bar. Jerry sends more guys to me than I could possibly come up with on my own and mom is popular and gets quite a bit of repeat business. It did not take Jerry long to figure out the relationship between my mom and me or to figure out that she was married (even though she never wears her rings). He doesn't seem to care though as long as he gets to tap her when he wants to. The most interesting thing to come out of this is that Jerry wants mom to get a divorce and marry him. Mom hasn't told him no, but she did tell me that she still loves dad. I found that out when I asked her how long she planned on selling her ass.
"Until your father gets his head out of his ass and starts taking care of business."
"If that ever happens you'll break a lot of hearts."
"Oh don't be silly. He will still be going out of town on business and I'll still want to get laid when he's gone. If I get to be too much for you I'm sure that you will be able to find someone willing to help a girl out. If worse comes to worse we can always get your Aunt Cathy to take my place."
"Aunt Cathy?"
"Sure, why not? She's been an absolute slut since the ninth grade. Maybe we can talk her into selling what she has been giving away for free all these years."
Aunt Cathy? Aunt Cathy with the 36DD tits? Now there was something to think about.
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I sat there staring at my mother and not quite believing what she was telling me. My Aunt Cathy was a slut? The woman who had given me my first hard on was an easy piece of ass? I wished that I had known that a long time ago. I can honestly say that I had never once thought about Roxie or my mother in a sexual way until circumstances put them on my dick, but I had lusted after my big titted aunt since I was eleven years old. Still did for that matter and now mom tells me that she's a slut. I smiled and my mind started churning as I tried to figure out how I was going to get my hands on those tits. Mom saw the smile, "What's the matter baby, tired of me all ready?"
"Not hardly mom; it's just that I've had the hots for Aunt Cathy for years."
"Have you now? Well I guess you had better take good care of mommy if you expect her to help you get your aunt."
Two weeks went by and nothing more was said about Aunt Cathy, but I hadn't stopped thinking about what mom had said - that she would help! Dad was home for most of the first week so mom and I didn't have much chance to get together, but he was no sooner out the door the second week and she was pulling me toward her bedroom. It was almost an hour before she let me stop to rest.
"I guess from your hurry to get me up here that dad still has his head up his ass?"
"I did everything I could this time and it made no difference. I straight out asked him to make love to me - twice - and he said he was just too tired. Last night I didn't even ask. When he came to bed I did something I'd never done before and grabbed his cock and started sucking it. No kisses, no hugs, no foreplay, just grab and suck. I got maybe ten seconds worth before he pushed me away and rolled over to go to sleep,"
"Does this mean I'm going to lose you to Jerry?"
"Not yet baby, but I don't know how much longer I can deal with it. I love the man, but outside of financial security I'm not getting much back from him."
She dropped her hand to my limp dick and started tugging on it. "But enough about my problems baby, Think your dick might get hard if I tell you that your Aunt Cathy is coming to spend a few days with us week after next?" Mom laughed as my cock began to grow in her hand.
The rest of the week mom got her revenge on dad with a vengeance. She had six customers visit her in the motel room on Monday and Jerry and eight of his friends were entertained by her at a poker party on Tuesday. Wednesday she didn't feel like leaving the house so we stayed in and she reduced me to ruin. Thursday she had five customers at the motel (not counting Jerry - twice). I was beginning to see the wisdom of Jerry's advice and I switched to soda water, with a twist of lime, before I became an alcoholic. Mom was busy working in room 116 when Jerry came up to me, leaned on the bar and said, "What's it going to take for me to land your mom?"
It was an uncomfortable question for me because regardless of the relationship dad had with mom he was still my dad. I hesitated to say anything and Jerry said, "Come on kid, you know she isn't happy. She wouldn't be over there doing what she's doing if she was happy in her marriage. I want her and I'd take damned good care of her so help me out here." Then he laughed and said, "Hey, I'll even adopt you and then someday this" and he made a gesture that encompassed the bar and motel, "can all be yours."
I laughed and said, "Now how can I pass up on a deal like that."
"So, tell me what I have to do."
I love my dad, but I didn't see that telling the truth was back stabbing him so I said, "Just keep asking. She still loves my dad, but if he doesn't start paying attention to her she is eventually going to give up on him."
Just then my cell phone beeped; Mona was ready to go home and I got up to go and get her. On the way home I told her about my conversation with Jerry. "He sounds real serious mom. Have you been leading him on?"
"Goodness no. I think he likes making love to me and would like to get more than he is getting now, but do you honestly think he would want to marry me knowing what he does about us and what I'm doing?"
"Strange things happen mom. Just look at us."
Friday afternoon dad flew in and when he got home he found mom waiting for him dressed in a low cut blouse, short skirt and high heels. A normal man who had been away from her for a week would have taken her right then and there on the floor. All dad did was kiss her on the cheek and go into the kitchen to get himself a beer. I decided that I would get out of the house and leave the two of them alone. I called Roxie and asked if I could stop by and visit and she told me to come right over. I was a little surprised at my welcome when I got to her place. She opened the door, gave me a kiss that curled my toes and then she held a finger to her lips indicating that I should be quiet and pulled me along behind her into the kitchen.
"Dave is home and he is upstairs taking a shower. He likes to take long showers so we have time."
She lifted her skirt and I saw that she had no panties on. She saw my look and giggled, "I took them off when you called so we wouldn't have to waste time." She bent forward over the kitchen table and said, "Hurry lover, as long as we can hear the shower running we're all right."
Incest is one thing, but incest with your sister when her husband is in the house is something else again and I backed away from her.
"Oh no you don't" she said as she turned and came after me, "I'm not passing up a chance to get fucked while he is only a few feet away. Just the thought of it is making my pussy drip."
She grabbed me and pulled down my pants and went to her knees in front of me. Once she had her mouth on me it was over - I surrendered. I gave in, but I was nervous as hell and I didn't waste anytime trying to make the fuck last. I just knew that if I didn't get done quick Dave was going to walk in on us so I stood Roxie up, bent her over the kitchen table and went after her like a rabbit in heat. Apparently Roxie liked it hard and fast and she started to get a little loud. I grabbed a place mat off the table and stuffed it in her mouth to quiet her down. It was the most frantic fuck of my young life. I had one eye on the doorway, one ear tuned to the shower, a hand holding the place mat in Roxie's mouth and a hand trying to hang onto Roxie as the table kept sliding across the kitchen floor every time I banged into her.
Most men have a point during sex where it doesn't matter what the fuck happens they are 100% committed to getting their rocks off. I was at that point when I heard the shower quit running. I dropped the place mat and used both hands to hold Roxie while I frantically tried to blow my load. I heard Dave call Roxie from the head of the stairs just as I blew and I could hear him coming down the stairs as I hurriedly stuffed my dick back in my pants. Roxie dropped her skirt and quickly moved the table back to where it belonged. I spotted some cum drops on the floor over by Roxie and hissed to get her attention and then pointed them out to her. Her face turned pale and she grabbed a place mat off the table and dropped it on top of them just as Dave called out, "Roxie, where are you babe, I've got something for you." He walked into the kitchen bare assed naked with a hard on leading the way. He saw me, said, "Oh shit" as his face turned red and he dropped his hands to cover himself. Roxie started laughing her ass off as I said, "I was just leaving" and I headed for the door to leave the two of them to work it out.
I spent a couple of hours trying to hook up with my buddies without success and then I headed on home. Mom and dad were in the kitchen when I went in and neither one of them was smiling. In fact, mom looked like she was ready to explode. Deciding that it would be best to get out of the line of fire I waved at both of them, said good night and hoofed it up to my room. I heard an occasional loud voice as I worked on a term paper that was due the coming Monday and then, about an hour after I got home I heard a door slam, a car start up in the drive and then all was quiet in the house. I finished my paper and went to bed wondering what had happened in the kitchen.
I didn't get the full story until Monday. Dad left on another trip and I noticed that mom did not walk him to the door or kiss him goodbye. She did walk to the window and watch him pull out of the drive and then she turned to me, "I hope your first couple of classes are ones you can afford to miss because I need to get laid right now." She turned and headed for her bedroom saying, "Come on baby, hurry." She was shedding her robe as she walked and as soon as she was in the bedroom she threw herself down on the bed, spread her legs and told me to hurry. In the month since the situation with mom started I'd never had sex with her the way we had sex that morning. There was something "raw" about it; something a touch more than urgent and I sensed a finality of sorts. Sex with my mother up till then had never been just a fuck. In our own twisted way we made love, but not that morning. That morning we fucked! I came and she immediately pushed me off her and climbed over me in a sixty-nine and as soon as she had me hard again she swung over me and impaled herself on my cock. She slammed up and down on me until I came again and then she got off me and started to go down on me to get me hard a third time, but I pushed her away. I had already missed my first class and I would miss my second before I could get to school, but I could not miss my third. The term paper I had to hand in counted as a third of my grade and Professor Heinz downgraded papers that were turned in late.
As I dressed I said, "I take it that the weekend did not go well?"
"No baby, it did not go well at all. It went so bad that I'm afraid you are going to lose one of your whores."
"You giving me notice?"
"Yes baby, I suppose that I am."
"What happened?"
"It's a long story sweetie, but the short version is that I told him if he didn't start taking care of my sexual needs I was going to get them taken care of some place else."
"What did he say to that?"
"He said to make damned sure that I didn't bring any diseases home to him and then I said what would it matter since he never touched me anyway. He gave me a nasty look and said that I shouldn't expect him to pay the medical bills."
"So why are you going to quit? Don't you still want revenge?"
"Yes sweetie, but not that kind. What I'm going to do now is find a new man for my life and I won't find the man I want while I'm out whoring."
"What about Jerry? He wants you and he already knows."
"Yes, but if I go to him it won't be as a whore."
"What about the bachelor party you had me schedule for Friday night?"
"That will be my swan song baby, my last day working for you."
I looked at my watch, "Got to run. I'll see you tonight" and I took off for class.
That afternoon when I got home there was a new Tahoe parked in the driveway. In the house I found my mom and my Aunt Cathy sitting in the living room. Aunt Cathy got up and came over and gave me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. I had gotten a hard on the minute that I walked into the room and saw her and when I felt those 38DDs pressing into my chest I'm sure that she felt it as she hugged me. That feeling became a certainty when I saw the look in her eyes as she stepped back and said, "My, my, my nephew certainly has grown, hasn't he?"
My mom laughed and said, "He sure has, and in more ways than one."
At the dinner table I sat across from Aunt Cathy and it was a wonder that I got any food in my mouth because my eyes kept straying to her chest. She was wearing a low cut top and besides an immense amount of cleavage I swear that I saw the top of a nipple. I don't know why Aunt Cathy's tits grabbed me like they did. Both mom and Roxy had nice tits, but Aunt Cathy's just seemed bigger, firmer and while I know that the bra probably had a lot to do with it they looked like twin torpedoes. My mom said something and they both laughed and that broke my concentration on the nipple. I looked up and my mom said "I said that it is not polite to stare" and both women laughed again. After that I concentrated on my plate. As soon as dinner was over I excused myself and headed for my room before I had a chance to make an even bigger fool of myself. I had a lot of homework to do and another term paper to work on, but I gave it up after half an hour; I just could not get Aunt Cathy off my mind. I grabbed my coat and went out looking for my buddies.
It was almost midnight when I got home from shooting pool with some of my friends. The house was dark so I assumed that mom and Aunt Cathy had gone to bed and that I would be spared the embarrassment of having to face their laughing faces. I had been in bed for maybe twenty minutes and had not quite fallen asleep when I heard my door open and close. I came almost instantly awake and when she climbed in with me and her hand moved down my body to my cock I said, "This isn't a good move mom. Aunt Cathy might hear us."
There was a throaty chuckle and then, "Oh you nasty boy, you and your mommy? How deliciously wicked of you. I never would have guessed it. I always thought of my sister as a conservative old stick in the mud. Well don't you worry baby, Aunt Cathy won't tell a soul."
My cock, which had started rising when I heard the door open and close, wilted at the sound of Aunt Cathy's voice, and then did an abrupt turn around when I felt her tits press into my back. Her hand found my cock and I turned and pulled away from her and got out of the bed.
"Wha.....where are you going?" she asked as I walked away from the bed. She got her answer as I turned on the room light.
"No way I'm not going to see you after all these years of lusting after you," I said as I crawled back into bed. My hands went to her tits and I started rolling a nipple between my thumb and forefinger and she moaned and said, "Oh yes baby, like that. I like that."
Her hand went to my cock again and as she started stroking she said, "You have been lusting after old Aunt Cathy? How sweet of you. Well, lets not waste anymore time then." She pushed me on my back and then she got up and straddled me. "I've been wanting to do this ever since I felt your hard cock poking me when I hugged you. I got so wet at dinner when I saw you staring at my breasts. I've been lying awake just waiting for your mother to fall asleep and for you to get home."
She lowered herself onto my cock and I looked up at those perfect tits dangling just above my face. They were cone shaped - they looked like the ends of a football - and had erect nipples that looked to be a half-inch long.
"Go ahead" she said, "Taste them, tease the nipples" as she leaned forward to bring them closer. I stuck my tongue out and licked a nipple and Aunt Cathy moaned and her body gave a little shudder. "Oh yeah baby, oh yeah. Show your dear Aunt Cathy what a stud you are. Come on baby, be nasty with me, do me like you do your momma."
It got a little intense after that as Aunt Cathy urged me on and I did my best to give her what she wanted and asked for. She had three orgasms before I finally climaxed and as she rolled off me and fell on the bed beside me she said, "That was really lovely baby. Can you do it again?"
I smiled and said, "It will get hard on it's own in about ten minutes, but it could be ready sooner with some help."
She gave me a throaty laugh and said, "Oh you nasty little boy. Are you asking your auntie to suck your cock?"
"Only if you are in a hurry and don't want to wait ten minutes or so."
She swung around and took my limp cock in her hand, "This is just so wicked. I never would have imagined fucking my own nephew, let alone sucking his cock" and then her mouth closed on me.
It wasn't long before she had me up and ready to go again and as I mounted her she asked, "How many times are you good for baby?"
"I don't know. How about we try and find out."
That got me another throaty laugh and she said, "I can see that Aunt Cathy is going to come visiting a lot more often."
After that we got a little carried away and we didn't realize how much noise we were making until the bedroom door opened and my mother walked into the room. "Honestly you two. Don't you realize that you are making enough racket to wake the dead?"
I wasn't prepared for the intrusion, but I wasn't bothered by it either since mom had already told me she was going to help me bed Aunt Cathy. Aunt Cathy on the other hand looked like the kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar after being told she couldn't have a cookie. She made a fast recovery though, "Oh don't look at me like that" she said to my mom, "If you can let him do you you certainly can't be upset over the fact that he is doing me."
When she heard that mom's face lost some of its color. I found out later that even though she was going to help me get Aunt Cathy she never planned on letting Aunt Cathy know about us. Mom might have been caught by surprise at what Aunt Cathy said, but she also made a quick recovery. "Maybe so, but I always looked upon him as being my private stock."
Aunt Cathy laughed and said; "I'll share. I doubt very much that he has enough for the both of us, but I will share."
She was right of course, I didn't have enough for the both of them, but we did find out the answer to how long I was good for, five times before I couldn't help them anymore.
Mom and Aunt Cathy were still asleep when I left for class the next morning. Off and on during the day I wondered what the two of them talked about. Neither one of them was their when I got home from class, but they were both in the kitchen working on dinner when I got home from my run. Aunt Cathy saw me, smiled and said, "Steak tonight Tiger; got to keep your strength up."
I looked at my watch, "I'll have to microwave it later; I have some business that I have to take care of."
Mom said, "Roxanna called and said to tell you that something came up and she won't be available tonight."
I looked at my watch again, "In that case I need to get on the phone" and I started to leave the kitchen.
"Not so fast Tiger" Aunt Cathy said, "No need for phone calls."
I turned back toward the two women and my mom said, "She knows sweetie. I'm afraid that I had a little too much wine today and it sort of slipped out when we were talking."
"That's right Tiger, I know, and good old Aunt Cathy is going to come off the bench and go in to sub for the missing player. But first, what's my cut?"
"You serious? You know that there could be as many as ten guys there?"
"I love bunches sweetie, it is the only time I ever get really satisfied. So what's my end?"
"Half."
"Half of what?"
I explained the fee structure and she said, "I do all the work and you get half?"
"Hey, I pay for the room, line up the customers, and besides, you aren't working, you're having fun."
"That might be true sweetie, but I want the split to be eighty/twenty."
"Okay, if you would rather have twenty percent than half its okay with me."
"Don't get smart with me young man. Eighty me, twenty you."
My mom was standing behind Aunt Cathy, grinning ear to ear and shaking her head no. Taking it as a signal I said, "Well, I guess I need to go make some phone calls and let the guys know that the evening is cancelled" and I turned to go.
"Okay, okay, fifty/fifty."
"I don't know. I'm thinking sixty/forty now to kind of cover the aggravation factor."
"Don't push it Tiger, or we will both end up with nothing."
Aunt Cathy was a hit with the boys. They were a little disappointed that Roxie didn't make it because most of them got a little extra kick out of the fact that they were paying me to be able to fuck my sister. They didn't know Cathy was my aunt and she had insisted that they never know that. Since they didn't know of my relationship I was able to stick around and watch as the seven young studs tried their best to wear out the forty-two year old woman. From seven until one-thirty it was non-stop action as Aunt Cathy fucked and sucked them dry. Mike was the last to leave and he wanted to know if she would be coming back.



"How about it honey, do you think you might want to do it again?"
"If they have the money sweetie, I can find the time."
"Cool" Mike said as he left. The door closed behind him and Aunt Cathy said, "You too good to take sloppy whatevers Tiger?"
"Don't mind if I do," I said as I dropped my trousers to the floor.
I had just gotten home from class and the phone was ringing when I walked in the door. I answered it and it was Roxie. "I saw Mike at the super market this afternoon and he said you had a new girl for them last night. You replacing me?"
"No, of course not. She was just subbing for you."
"You may have to find me more work."
"Why?"
"Dave and I aren't getting along too well lately and we may even split up."
"Why? Has he found out what you do when he goes bowling?"
"No, but I found out that he's having an affair with his secretary."
"Oh come on Roxie, you aren't going to let a little thing like that upset you, are you? I mean given what you have been doing how can you be pissed at him?"
"That's not it little brother. I do what I'm doing because I need more sex than Dave can give me. I love him to death even if I do play on the side, but I'm afraid that it isn't the same for him. I think he is going to leave me for her."
"No Roxie, it is just your imagination working overtime. No man in his right mind is going to bail out on you."
"I hope you are right, but if you aren't I might need you to keep me busy making the rent money until I can find a regular job. Are we still on for Thursday?"
"Absolutely."
"How about you? Can you wait for Thursday or would you like to meet me someplace tonight?"
"Sounds like you miss your little brother."
"I do baby. I'm horny as hell right now and Dave is working late tonight, or at least he says he is, but I know he's with that bitch."
"Why don't you come over here? Mom and Aunt Cathy have gone out and they won't be back home before midnight."
"Get naked bro, I'm on the way."
I was naked and waiting when Roxie arrived and she didn't waste anytime on preliminaries; she just stripped off her clothes, climbed onto the bed and mounted me. I looked up at her as she rode up and down on me and wondered how in the world Dave could prefer anyone else to Roxanna. He had to be an idiot. Roxie was bouncing up and down on me and crying out, "Yes, oh yes baby, oh yes, oh yes," when the bedroom door opened and I heard, "Surprise, surprise, we decided to come home early and take advantage of our favorite stud."
I looked over at the door and saw mom and Aunt Cathy standing there. Roxie said, "Oh fuck!' at the same time Aunt Cathy said, "Oops, I guess we should have called ahead."
Mom looked over at Roxie and said, "Honestly Roxanna, do you really think that holding your hands over your breasts is doing any good? Come on Cathy, lets leave the two of them alone so they can finish their fun."
She turned to leave and Aunt Cathy giggled and said, "Leave just a little for us Roxie, please?"
When the door was closed Roxie stared down at me, "You and mom and Aunt Cathy?"
I nodded a yes and she reached for my cock and started to fondle it, "Come on little brother, give."
I told her the story and she stared at me in amazement. "Mom doing it for money?"
"Kind of. She is working as a hooker, but she won't take any money for it. She says she is doing it to get back at dad because he won't make love to her anymore."
"Jesus baby, you are one wicked guy. Too bad there aren't more women in the family, you could start your own whorehouse. Who did you have taking my place last night?"
"Guess."
Roxy squealed, "Not mom?"
"No, but close."
Her eyes got wide, "Aunt Cathy?"
I grinned and nodded yes.
"You dog you. God baby, now I'm all hot and bothered. Come on baby, hurry up and fuck me."
Roxie left to go home and even though Aunt Cathy had asked Roxie to leave a little she hadn't left much. I know that when you are young you are supposed to have good recuperative powers, but between mom, Roxie and Aunt Cathy I was getting a thousand percent more pussy than a guy my age was supposed to be getting. Even though I ran almost every day and was in great shape the women in my life were wearing me out. Roxie had no sooner gone than Aunt Cathy came into my room and looked down at me and grinned. "Ready for me Tiger?" My cock twitched, but didn't rise.
"Poor baby, let's just see what Aunt Cathy can do for that."
Mom was in the kitchen fixing breakfast when I got up. She smiled at me when I came into the room, "You look beat sweetie. Are we being too hard on you?"
"Give me a day of rest and I'll try and do better."
"Well your Aunt Cathy is only going to be here two more days so try and tough it out."
"Speaking of toughing it out, tonight is the bachelor party. Are you still on?"
"Yes sweetie, I said I'd do it and I will, but don't sign me up for anything else."
That evening when I got home from class I changed clothes and went for my run and when I got back to the house I found mom dressed and waiting for me. I ran upstairs and took a quick shower and when I got back downstairs I found that Aunt Cathy was also dressed and ready to go. I looked from one to the other and Aunt Cathy said, "You get two for the price of one tonight Tiger. I just couldn't bear the thought of your mom going and having all that fun while I sat here and twiddled my thumbs waiting for her to come home. Think there will be a problem?"
"Hell no! As long as Jerry doesn't have to pay more he will be tickled to death to have two of you there."
I drove the two of them over to Jerry's and dropped them off. "If you have any problems I'll be on my cell phone or I'll be at home. Jerry said he would see to it you get home, but if there is a change in plans call me."
I didn't get any phone calls and it was four in the morning when somebody crawled into bed with me, snuggled up and went to sleep. I woke up in the morning and found Aunt Cathy in bed with me. I slipped quietly out of bed and then since it was Saturday and I didn't have any classes I decided to do my daily run in the morning. I dressed for my run and on the way downstairs I looked in mom's room and saw her curled up next to Jerry. When I got back from my run mom and Jerry were having coffee in the kitchen and I waved at them as I headed up stairs to take a shower. Aunt Cathy was still in my bed, but she was awake and she said, "I've been waiting for you Tiger. Got time for Aunt Cathy before you take your shower?"
"I can never refuse a lady's request," I said as I dropped my sweats to the floor and climbed in bed with her. She must have gotten a real workout the night before because she was really loose. When it was over and we were lying on the bed next to each other Aunt Cathy said, "Your mother says she's going to stop selling herself. What are you going to do then?"
"Lead a quieter and more simple life."
"You still have Roxanna."
"Yeah, but Roxie would do it for free if I stopped setting things up for her. I may just let her do it. Sooner or later she is going to get caught by Dave and I'd just as soon not be caught in the middle."
"Want to tough it out for a couple more weeks?"
"Why?"
"Because I'm thinking that I might get a kick out of doing it for a while. You know, having to take what comes through the door instead of sitting in a lounge and picking and choosing."
"You really want to do it?"
"Sure, why not?"
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I sat on the bed looking at my Aunt Cathy, "You are serious, you really want to play at being a prostitute?"
"Yeah, I think it would be a kick. All my life I've been selective in the men that I've dated and had relationships with. They always had to be good looking, have good manners and a nice personality. It would be a wild experience for me to be in a motel room and have to take on whatever walked through the door."
"Just so you know what you are asking for, some of these guys are just off from work and are sweaty and smelly, some have sat for a while in the bar and have a load on, and some are paying because it is the only way they can get laid."
"I know sweetie and that's why I think it would be a kick for me to give it a try. Hey, your mom did it and she said she enjoyed it."
"Yeah, but she was doing it as a way to get back at dad. She didn't give a shit if the guy was ugly, smelly or so drunk he could barely get it up. The worse the better as far as she was concerned. It gave her satisfaction to give what dad wouldn't take to someone his complete opposite."
"I know. She told me why she was doing it. I'm still having a hard time accepting the change in her. Did you know that in high school she was considered a prude? She was voted the girl most likely to still be a virgin at forty and here she is whoring out of a motel room and doing gangbangs at bachelor parties. God, no one in our old crowd would believe it even if they saw it."
"I'm having a hard time believing it and I'm part of it. Well, if you're serious I'm sure that we can get you started tonight.
Jerry cut Aunt Cathy the same deal he gave mom; free use of the room in exchange for free use of her pussy. I was kind of surprised at that since he had a thing for my mom and had even asked her to leave my dad and marry him. Jerry was Aunt Cathy's first that night, but only the first of many. Once the word went out that there was a new girl at Jerry's the guys lined up and as fast as one finished another was ready to make the walk across the parking lot from the bar to the motel. Aunt Cathy started at seven and didn't cry "enough" until two -thirty. On the drive home I asked her if it was as much a kick as she thought it was going to be.
"I had a ball sweetie and I want to do it again."
Aunt Cathy did do it again and she continued to do it on the average of three times a week. Roxie and Dave split and ended up getting divorced. Dave never did find out what Roxie had been doing on his bowling nights, but he did leave her for his secretary. Roxie still gangbanged my buddies two nights a week, but on most other nights she is working out of Jerry's. She doesn't need the money because she got into Dave pretty good in the divorce settlement - she just likes the sex. In an ironic twist Dave came home early from bowling one night and found his new bride in bed with three guys. He walked out on her and tried to go back to Roxie, but she told him to fuck off and die - no shit - those were her exact words.
Dad came home from a trip one night and mom met him at the door and gave him an ultimatum, "Fuck me or I will find some one else who will." Either he didn't believe her or he didn't care and the next night as she was heading for the front door all dressed up and looking sexy as hell he asked her where she was going.
"I'm on my way out to get myself laid. Don't wait up."
When she wasn't home by nine the next morning dad packed up and moved out. Their divorce was final six months ago. Mom moved in with Jerry and they are talking marriage. Mom doesn't hook anymore, but Jerry sees to it that she gets all the sex she wants at his regular poker parties and she does make the occasional trip home to see me.
On any given night you can find me sipping ginger ale or club soda at Jerry's and collecting money before sending customer's to room 116 for Aunt Cathy or room 122 for Roxie. The bucks keep pouring in and the fringe benefits aren't bad either since Aunt Cathy, Roxie and I are living together. Not exactly what my classmates had in mind when they voted me "Most Likely To Succeed", but what the hey, success is success, right?



            Ann Goes To Detroit

            What should she do while away from home?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ann-goes-to-detroit

Title: Ann Goes To Detroit

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: What should she do while away from home?

Tags: wondered tom, card hand, looked card, dave room, called tom, asked join, close pussy, phone back, hand dress, put phone




Ann looked at the card in her hand and wondered when Tom had put it in her suitcase. The card had a simple handwritten message in Tom's handwriting, "You are 1300 miles from home. No one knows you there. Go for it!" Ann knew only to well what that message meant, just as she understood the message sent by the other items Tom had slipped into her suitcase. She found nylons, garter belt, black bustier, a black negligee, and what Tom called her 'come fuck me' high heels. Oh yes indeed, the message was plain - "Get yourself fucked by another man!"
A few years ago Ann had asked her husband why he read magazines like Penthouse, Gallery, Forum, and others like them. Tom had said that they were the way he was able to feed his fantasies. Ann had not wanted to visit that topic so she let the matter drop, but one day when she was on the toilet in the master bedroom she noticed one of his magazines on the floor and she picked it up out of idle curiosity. It was a copy of Penthouse Letters and it was opened to a section called "Someone is Watching." All the letters seemed to be from people who watched their wives fuck other men. She wondered - is that Tom's fantasy, to see me with someone else? Her curiosity aroused she went to the drawer in which he kept his magazines and found that seven out of the dozen or so in the drawer were opened to a certain section. She had read the stories in those sections and they had all pertained to wife watching. She had not wanted to acknowledge that some of the stories had piqued her interest, but they had.
One night after a love making session she had asked Tom if he had imagined her with another man and he had sheepishly admitted that it was his biggest fantasy.
"You don't seriously think that I would do that, do you?"
"Of course not" was Tom's reply, which caused Ann to have some very mixed emotions, "Did he not think she could interest anyone else?" Since she had absolutely no intention of ever doing something like that she put it out of her mind. It didn't stay out of her mind, of course, every time she saw Tom reading one of his magazines she thought about it.
Over the next year the idea had come and gone dozens of times and it was never given any serious thought until one night at a birthday party at a friend's house. She had been hitting the martinis pretty heavy and was feeling no pain when, on a trip to the bathroom, she had stumbled and almost fallen. Larry, an old friend of Tom's had been coming toward her and had managed to catch her. As he lifted her up their faces had come to within inches of each other, they had looked into each others eyes and the next thing she knew they were kissing, then they were kissing passionately and they had gone into an empty bedroom and locked the door behind them. More passionate kisses and Larry's hand was in her dress, his fingers rolling one of her nipples. Her hand fell to his hard cock and she began to rub it. She unzipped him and took out his cock and started stroking it as his hand went up her dress and began to work its way into her panties.
"God," she thought, "it's going to happen and Tom isn't here to see it."
The thought was like a dash of ice cold water thrown in her face. "No - I can't do this" she cried as she got up and fled the room. In the bathroom she threw up into the toilet. Leaning against the sink she thought to herself, "The question is no longer could you do it with another man, but will you?"
The next night she had asked Tom if he really wanted to see her with another man. His face lit up like a child's on Christmas, "Of course I would."
"Wouldn't you be jealous?"
"Maybe a little, but the excitement would overpower it. Why?"
"I've been thinking about it - a lot. I want to do something really special for you. Something to show you the depth of my love for you in a way that nothing else could.
He had smiled, "When?"
"I don't know. It will have to be someone we don't know; it has to be someplace away from here, maybe on a vacation or something."
But the circumstances had never been right. So, here she was spending the night at the Airport Ramada Inn in Detroit while waiting for her sister to come and pick her up. Tomorrow's agenda was a quick visit to her grandmother and then a birthday party at her sisters. The rest of the week would be spent running all over Lower Michigan visiting various relatives. She looked again at the card in her hand. She thought, "Why not? Be adventurous. With any luck you won't even need to buy your own drinks." She really had no intention of picking up anyone or of letting herself get picked up, but the thought of spending the next ten hours cooped up in a hotel room did not appeal to her. She freshened up her makeup, grabbed her purse and headed for the door. At the last minute she stopped, went back, kicked off her flats and stepped into her high heels.
The Airport Ramada had a live band and Ann was really enjoying herself. She had been asked to dance several times and she'd not said no to anyone, but she was beginning to wonder about the signals she must be sending off. No one had asked to join her and she had not been asked to join anyone. Granted, she'd not had to buy a drink since her first one, but her ego was taking a bit of a beating. Someone walked up to the table and she looked up to see an attractive man of about her own age.
"Might I have the pleasure of your company for this dance?"
She had smiled her acceptance and they moved to the floor. He proved to be a very good dancer and they had stayed on the floor for the entire set. Once, when she had moved close she had felt a very hard cock against her leg, "Oho," she thought, "I haven't lost all my touch." At the end of the set he asked if he could join her at her table.
"I hate drinking alone and if I am going to drink with someone I'd much rather it be a lovely lady."
She said she would love to have his company. They had introduced themselves on the dance floor and had made small talk while dancing. At the table they talked about where each had come from - Ann from Denver, Dave from Miami, what they were in town for - Dave on business, Ann for family visits. Dave asked, "Is there anything really special you plan on doing while you're here?"
Ann had looked at him for a moment, and then making up her mind, she reached into her purse for Tom's card and wordlessly handed it to him. Dave read it and looked at her questioningly. "Does this mean what I think it means?"
Ann smiled and nodded yes.
Dave smiled and said, "Your place or mine?"
Five minutes later Ann was on her knees with her mouth on only the second cock she had ever seen (She didn't count Larry's since she'd only touched it and had not actually 'seen' it). She and Dave had started shedding clothes as soon as the door to her room had closed. They spent the better part of the night learning each other's bodies and how to turn each other on. He, for example, had a very sensitive left nipple and he moaned when she licked it and he really liked it when she sucked his balls. He had discovered how sensitive the area around her asshole was. He had accidentally touched it with his tongue while licking her pussy and she had jumped a foot. They were exhausted when they finally fell asleep. In the morning they had breakfast together and then Ann had checked out. She went back to Dave's room with him and they had a long leisurely fuck and then she kissed him goodbye and went to the lobby to wait for her sister.
The party was fun and she got to see a lot of relatives and old friends, but her mind was elsewhere. After the party Ann sister drove her back to the airport to pick up her reserved rent-a-car. Her plan was to drive to Aunt Helen's and spend the night. Tomorrow she would drive to Bay City and spend a day and then double back and hit Ann Arbor, Ypsilanti, and Plymouth. Ten minutes from the airport Ann pulled into a gas station and using a pay phone she called the Ramada.
"Room 214 please."
A pause.
"You have any company?"
A pause.
"You want some?"
A pause.
"Be there in twenty" and she hung up.
On Ann's forth day in residence in Dave's room at the Ramada she picked up the telephone and called Tom at his office. "Tommy! Remember your card? Listen!" and she held the telephone as close to her pussy as the cord could reach. On the other end Tom would hear the unmistakable sound of male and female body parts smacking together. She put the phone back to her ear.
"Hear it Honey?"
"Good! Just remember it is what you wanted. What? No baby. He's fucking me in my ass and I love it. What? Ok." And she put the phone back down on the bed as close to her pussy as she could get it.
Ann put Dave on his plane for Miami and gave him a very passionate kiss goodbye.
One more time he asked her, "Please?"
"No baby. Ships passing in the night and all that. It was a beautiful one-time thing and I'll never forget it, but you can't have my address or phone number."
Back in the hotel she called Tom and described the whole six days she had spent with Dave. "When I get home baby, you will get your fantasy. What? I don't care who. Maybe your buddy Larry. The next door neighbor. Hell, get the paperboy for all I care." She hung up the phone and thought, I've still got two days before I have to go back. Who can I visit? No. Not enough time left. What else?" She smiled. She walked to the suitcase and got out her high heels. She took off her panties and threw them on the bed, stepped into her heels and headed for the bar.
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The other day as I was driving home from work I happened to tune in to a local radio talk station and they were carrying the Don and Mike Show from station WJFK somewhere back east. The show was in the middle of a feature they call "Things You Did That Your Mother Doesn't Know About." Listeners are encouraged to call in to the show and relate and episode from their past that their mother never found out about. Don and Mike then pick the story that they find most interesting and arrange an 'on the air' phone call between the listener and the listener's mother so the listener can confess. The listener then gets a $200 prize. Listening to the show reminded me of something that I did that my mother never knew about (thank God) even though she played a major part in it.
I was still a virgin at the tender age of sixteen - a condition that I desperately wanted to change. Just before my eighteenth birthday my nineteen-year-old brother, Buddy, asked me what I would like for a birthday gift. I jokingly told him that I wanted to lose my virginity and he laughed and said, "Sorry. I'm not a pimp so I can't help you there." The weekend following my birthday Buddy asked me if I would help him move some furniture for a friend and having nothing better to do I said I would. Just before I was supposed to leave with Buddy my mother asked me if I would go over to her best friend Joyce's house and pick up her two kids. She was going to baby-sit them for Joyce.
I never hesitated when it came to a chance to see Joyce. Even though she was an ancient thirty-six she was still the sexiest woman that I had ever seen. When I got to Joyce's she kissed me on the cheek and wished me a Happy Birthday and then she loaded me down with diaper bags, overnight cases and toys, and I took the kids back to my house and dropped them off. Buddy and I then took off to go and move his friend's furniture. Try to imagine my surprise and confusion when we arrived back at Joyce's. We went inside and there, sitting on her couch, wearing nothing but nylons, garter-belt, high heels and a ribbon with a big bow on it around her waist, was Joyce. She got up and with a great big smile on her face she walked over to me and said, "I hope you like your birthday present. To unwrap it just pull on the bow." Buddy said he would be back in five or six hours and he left us.
For the next six hours Joyce saw to my sexual education. First, saying that as a virgin my first cum would be too quick in coming and that we should just hurry up and get it out of the way, she gave me a hand job. Then she gave me my first blow-job to get me hard again and my second cum was about as quick as the first. She did not expect it as soon as it arrived, and as I had not yet learned any sexual etiquette, I didn't warn her I was going to cum so she ended up taking my second load down her throat (not that it mattered - she loved to suck cock and swallow cum). She kept sucking my cock until it got hard for the third time and then she took me upstairs and into her bedroom where she relieved me of the odious burden of my virginity. Joyce taught me a lot that day. She taught me how to properly caress a woman's breasts and how to suck them and lick them the way most women want it done; she taught me which parts of a woman's body were most sensitive and how to make use of those places to heat a women up to a fever pitch; she taught me how to eat pussy ( and I found out that I loved it) and, most importantly, as I was to find out later in life, she taught me to go slow - go slow, and be gentle.
I came seven times before Buddy came back to pick me up, but the evening wasn't over yet. Joyce helped Buddy undress, and then while I sat there and watched, she sucked his cock and then fucked him. After several minutes Joyce called me over and had me put my cock in her mouth and she gave me head while Buddy pounded away. Buddy emptied his load into her and Joyce had me take his place. As I was fucking her Buddy moved to put his cock in her mouth, but she said no, that we had to finish so she could go pick up her kids at my mom's.
As we were driving home I naturally asked Buddy about his relationship with Joyce and how he arranged for me to lose my cherry. Buddy laughed and asked me if I'd felt like there was a presence in the bedroom when I was in there with Joyce. I shook my head no and he laughed again. Joyce had called mom one day and had asked her if she could borrow Buddy for a few hours to move some furniture. Mom had asked Buddy and he'd said ok and had gone over to Joyce's. He had helped her move two pieces of bedroom furniture and then Joyce had turned to him and said, "We need to check out the bed and see if it is in the right place" and she had stripped in front of him. She then walked over to him and started to unbuckle his belt. She had undressed him and led him to the bed and they had been fucking ever since. When they had finished that first time and Buddy was dressed and ready to leave Joyce had told him to see himself out that she was going to take a shower. Buddy was at the front door when he remembered something he wanted to ask her and he had gone back up the stairs and was just in time to see Joyce's husband come out of the closet. He rushed over to Joyce who was lying on the bed with her legs spread wide. Buddy had quietly backed away and left.
"You mean?" I started to say.
"You bet, Little Brother, however long you were in that bedroom you can bet you were being watched. Anyway, last weekend when Joyce and I were together I laughingly told her about your birthday wish. Joyce asked me if I thought you could keep your mouth shut if she were to grant your birthday wish. I told her I was pretty sure you would, especially if there was a chance of a return engagement."
We had been home about twenty minutes when the doorbell rang. It was Joyce, there to pick up her kids. She thanked my mother who said, "No problem honey, anytime. They were little angels."
For the next four years, until I moved to Colorado, Joyce kept me a very content young man. When I was almost nineteen her husband came out of the closet and became an active participant. Both he and Joyce were surprised to find out that Buddy and I knew all along that he had been watching. Eighty percent of the time I spent enjoying what Joyce had to offer my mother was babysitting the kids. Am I going to call Don and Mike and tell them about what my mother doesn't know? Not hardly! Not in this lifetime.
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I sat in my office staring out the window with thoughts of murder on my mind. Murder would be the quickest way to go and it would definitely be the most satisfying, but I also know that there is no such thing as the Perfect Crime - not for an ordinary guy like me anyway - and I have no desire to go to jail. Who would I like to do in? My loving wife of course, and all because we both love sex.
Alana and I married after a whirlwind courtship. We met at a cocktail party in LA on a Thursday night, spent all of Friday and half a day Saturday in bed and then drove to Vegas and were married on Saturday night. I know, I can hear it now, "You met and got married in the space of twenty-four hours and you got marriage problems? Well duh!"
Actually that would be a wrong assumption on the readers part. Alana and I were made for each other and the marriage lasted more than ten years trouble free. It has been in only the last three months that things have gone to hell and, admittedly, it is as much my fault as Alana's that things have gone bad. As I mentioned before, both Alana and I love sex and are always trying on new things to add spice to an already spicy marriage. The trouble started when we decided to add role playing to our repertoire. It began with simple stuff like Alana going into a bar and acting like a prostitute looking for a John and letting me pick her up in front of all the people there. I'd fix her car and she would pretend I was the mechanic at the garage and she would offer to fuck me in place of paying her bill. We tried the burglar surprising the lady of the house in bed, the service man coming to fix the (fill in the blank) and the lady of the house fucking him because she didn't have the check book and had no cash. Then we progressed to light bondage and Alana would have me tie her to the bed, use a feather and dildos on her and then fuck her.
After a while we discussed the possibility of taking on a third person, male or female, it didn't matter, as long as it added spice to the marriage. We were both secure enough that we felt we could handle so we tried it with another woman and it was great. Then we tried it with another guy and it was just as great. We limited our use of extra partners to once a month, more with the idea of keeping things new and exciting than anything else and it worked out well for us. There were two women and three guys that we used on a rotating basis and for two years things went along fine.
As I said, the trouble began about three months ago and I have only myself to blame for it. I had been gone on an extended business trip and Alana had been without sex for almost two weeks. I know that that doesn't sound like a long time, but for a woman used to getting laid five and six times a week it can seem like forever. I was due to be gone another four days, maybe five, and during my nightly call to Alana she told me she was climbing walls and she asked me if she could please call one of our three studs in waiting. I saw no harm in that so I told her to go ahead. When I called her the next night she thanked me for letting her 'get settled down' and then she said, "The boys damn near wore me out."
"The boys?" I asked.
It seems that Dave and Fred were not answering their phones and when she called Todd he said he couldn't come over because he had an out of town guest - his old college roommate was staying with him. Alana was so desperate that she told Todd to bring his buddy along with him and the two of them had worked her over most of the night.
"I knew you wouldn't mind" she said, "and now I should be able to hang on until you get home."
Didn't think I'd mind? Of course I minded. I was letting other guys fuck my wife, but I'd always had some say in the matter. I'd always checked them out before granting approval and I didn't know anything about this friend of Todd's. I was pissed, but I kept a rein on my emotions and told Alana that I would be home in two days and that, unlike her, I had gone without and she was going to have to take up the slack when I got home.
We fucked up a storm the first five days I was back and then we fell back into our normal routine. At the end of the month, when it was our usual time to bring in a third person, she told me that she wanted to do Todd and his buddy, "I've never had three men at once and I think it would be fun."
I wasn't all that keen on the idea, but it was Alana's body and I didn't feel that I could tell her that she couldn't have what she wanted, at least not since we had opened the door to extra partners. Given that I'd not been given the chance to check out Tim before allowing him to join our little circle I was predisposed to dislike him before he even walked in the door. When he and Todd arrived I took an instant dislike to him and it didn't help that he had a permanent smirk on his face or that his attitude toward me was condescending. He acted as if he was there to do me a favor. Alana positively gushed over him and I soon found out why - he had a cock that would have done a stud horse proud. I suddenly understood why Alana had been so insistent on having him come back with Todd. Don't kid yourself by thinking that size doesn't count. The only people who say that are the women who can't get one or the guys that don't have a big one. For Alana's sake I kept my thoughts about Tim to myself and let the evening proceed. I do admit to a certain amount of fascination as I watched Alana taking every single inch of that monster cock and then beg to be fucked harder. When the two guys left in the morning Alana couldn't even walk; I had to carry her to the bathroom. The next day I told Alana that I didn't like the "arrogant bastard" and that I didn't want him coming back. Alana didn't say anything and I thought that was the end of the matter.
The next three weeks were normal, nothing but straight sex and plenty of it, and then one night I came home from work to find Alana wearing her vinyl corset and black high heeled boots. It was her way of telling me that tonight was going to be a 'light bondage night' and that it was my turn to submit. She ordered me to disrobe and then had me sit on one of our straight back dining room chairs and then she tied my arms and legs to the chair. Next she tied a blindfold over my eyes and said, "Tonight slave, you will learn to suck a cock. I'm going to parade all of my lovers past you and after you have sucked all their cocks you will identify them. If you correctly name them all I will allow you to fuck me tonight. If you fail, you can go to bed by yourself and play with your miserable excuse for a cock."
I heard her leave the room and when she came back I felt something push at my lips, "Open your mouth slave and treat my lover's manhood with the respect that it deserves."
I stuck my tongue out and touched the thing she was holding and she said, "Suck it slave!" I opened my mouth and something rubbery was pushed in. Since I had never sucked a cock in my life and had no way of knowing how all I could do was treat it the way I liked mine to be treated. After a minute or so Alana asked, "Who is it slave?"
Alana has a collection of dildos and she has named each one and I guessed that my task was going to be to identify each one correctly. The one I'd just had in my mouth was small, almost cigar sized, and so I said, "That was Mr. Rectum."
Alana snorted and said, "Lucky guess."
For the next half-hour Alana pushed her entire collection of fake cocks in my mouth and I correctly identified them all. She had even run in a small summer sausage, a carrot and a cucumber on me and I had nailed them all.
Then Alana said, "This next one you do not know. I just bought it a specialty shop and it was hideously expensive because of its unique features. It has the texture of real skin and it has a small sack that can be filled with warm milk that I can have the cock shoot into you by squeezing a bulb. You should know me well enough to know the name I have given it," and then it was pushed at my lips. I opened my mouth and took it in and was surprised to find that it did indeed have the texture of real skin, but what got my immediate attention was the size - it was huge! It stretched the corners of my mouth and Alana said, "My lover is now going to fuck your face until he shoots his cum into your mouth. You will swallow all of it and then if you can name him your prize will be my body."
She began to saw the dildo back and forth in my mouth, going in deeper with every stroke, and all the time crooning, "Suck it slave, suck that big, beautiful cock, suck it."
I thought that Alana was getting a little too carried away with things, but I couldn't say anything because my mouth was full. My arms and legs were tied to the chair so I couldn't push her away from me or move away from her. Suddenly Alana said, "My lover is going to cum now. Be a good slave and swallow it all." A stream of warm fluid hit the back of my throat and my first thought was that doesn't taste like any warm milk I ever had before and then I was swallowing and gagging as I tried hard to swallow all of the fluid.
"Can you name my lover slave?" and she pulled the object from my mouth.
There was a possibility, albeit a small one, that I would be wrong, but I was sure that I was right.
"Your lover's name is Tim."
"Very good slave" Alana said as she moved behind me and took off the blindfold.
I blinked my eyes a few times and then threw up all over myself. Standing in front of me, with drops of cum still hanging from his cock, was Tim. He looked down at me and sneered, "What does it feel like to have a real man's dick in your mouth." Standing ten feet behind him was Todd holding a video camera. I had just been videotaped sucking another man's cock! Alana was wiping my face and trying to clean up the mess I'd just made when I had the sudden realization that another man's cum had just gone down my throat and I threw up again.
Alana said, "You guys go on into the bedroom, I'll be there in a minute." She stuffed a clean rag in my mouth and said, "I'm sorry baby, but I've got to have that huge cock. I love you and I hope you love me enough to forgive me for what I just did to you, but I crave that monster cock between my legs. He is an arrogant, insufferable bastard, but he also has that monster cock. As long as you let him fuck me he won't show that tape to anyone. I really, really do love you baby and I'm sorry for this, but now I know how a cocaine addict feels when he cant get his fix and I've got to have Tim baby, I've just got to have him. I know you're mad now so I'm not going to untie you until they are gone, but please remember that you are the only man I love," and then she left me and walked into the bedroom.
I sat in that chair, in the stinking mess I'd made, and listened to the noises coming from the bedroom. When Tim and Todd left Tim looked at me and said, "You ain't that bad a cocksucker. The next time I come over I'll let you get me ready for your wife," and then he gave me his sneering smile as he walked out of the house.
Five minutes later Alana came out of the bedroom and began to untie me. "I love you baby, honest to God I do and I'll make it up to you, I promise," but as soon as she had me untied I shoved her away from me.
"Get out of my sight you worthless whore before I kill you" and I left the house and I haven't been back.
In the three weeks since Alana, Tim and Todd pulled their little stunt I've not spoken to her - not once - not even to take her phone calls. Other than a divorce I don't have a clue as to what I'm going to do next to get even with the three of them, but as I look out my office window I know it won't be murder. At least not yet!
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I don't even remember what it was that triggered my suspicions, but one day I was a happily content husband and the next I was I was watching everything that Belinda did. I was sure that she was having an affair. I was checking her email on the house computer, looking in her purse when she wasn't around, checking out the glove box and the trunk of her car and even that cliché of cliché's - checking out her clothes in the laundry hamper. I found nothing.
But even after finding absolutely no evidence that she was betraying me there was something in the back of my mind that told me that Belinda was being untrue. There was an upside to my suspicions; I made love to Belinda more often just to see if I could find her unaccountably wet or loose. The more I made love to her the more she wanted to make love and our sex life did a 180 degree turn and went from twice a week to four and five times a week. As enjoyable as the increased amount of sex was it did not change the fact that I just knew that Belinda was cheating on me and I wanted proof before I accused her of it.
After two months of trying to find some trace of evidence and not finding any I was forced to admit that I might just be wrong. I decided to take one last shot at finding out and if nothing happened I would accept the fact that I was a paranoid asshole. I decided to set up an opportunity for her and then be where I could observe.
The simplest way to do it was to set up a phony three day business trip. That would leave Belinda with plenty of free time on her hands and I would make sure that I was in a position to see what she did with it. The first step was to give her plenty of advance notice so she could make her plans. The day of the trip came and Belinda drove me to the airport, kissed me goodbye and told me to hurry home and she would keep the bed warm for me. As soon as she was out of sight I caught the courtesy bus to a rental car agency and rented a small compact car. Our neighborhood was full of small compacts and one more parked on the street would go unnoticed. From the car rental I drove to a motel and checked myself in for three days and then I headed for home. I hoped to be in place to follow Belinda, but when I got back to the house the car was gone. I parked just up the street and walked back to the house and let myself in and then I went through the house to see if I could find anything that might tell me where she had gone.
In our bedroom I found that she had laid out several of her sexiest outfits on the bed and I surmised that she had picked out one and was even then wearing it. The question was for whom and where? I was prowling through the hall closet looking in coat pockets for notes or scraps of paper with phone numbers on them, anything that might give me clue when I heard the automatic garage door opener start to operate. I hurried up the stairs and positioned myself where hopefully I wouldn't be noticed and looked down into kitchen/dining room area. I saw Belinda come in with an armful of shopping bags and set them down on the kitchen table and then she went over and picked up the phone and punched in a number.
"Hello darling, I'm home."
"Yes, he got off all right. I dropped him at the airport three hours ago and just before I left to go shopping I called the airline to make sure that his flight got off on time."
"You do huh? What's in it for me?"
"Promise? All right, but you had better follow through."
"Love you too baby, hurry, I'm already wet just thinking about you."
That was it. I had what I needed. Confirmation from her own mouth and all I needed to do was go downstairs and get it over with. I had taken two steps forward on the way when all of a sudden I stopped. I knew she was an unfaithful whore, but I didn't know who with. Not that it mattered, but I was curious so I decided to hang tight and see who showed up. I heard the 'clack, clack, clack' of high heels on the hardwood floor heading for the stairs and I hurried back down the hall toward the bedroom meaning to hide in the closet. At the last second I remembered the clothes on the bed. Belinda would be putting them away before rolling around on the bed with her lover so the closet was the last place I needed to be. I slipped into the spare bedroom and left the door opened just a crack. I could see into the master bedroom from there and I settled down to wait and see who Belinda's guest would be.
I watched as Belinda went into the room with a shopping bag. She was wearing her highest heels; her shortest skirt and a blouse that was damned near see-through. I watched as she put away her clothes and then turned down the bed covers. She went into the bathroom and came back with the trash can and set it down next to the bed and then she emptied the shopping bag onto the bedside stand. I had to strain to make out the items, but they turned out to be a carton of rubbers, and a large bottle of KY Lotion. I had more than enough evidence now, but I still wanted to see who the asshole was who was cuckolding me. I would wait until the rubber had just been rolled onto his hard cock and then I would walk out just so I could watch his dick shrivel up. Satisfied with her preparations Belinda headed back down to the kitchen. When I heard the 'clack, clack' of her high heels on the kitchen floor I moved quickly across the hall to the bedroom and got the small Olympus D-370 digital camera that was on the shelf in the closet and then hurried back to the spare bedroom.
It wasn't a long wait. About ten minutes went by and then I heard a car door slam out in front of the house and a minute later the front door opened and I heard a familiar voice. Shit I thought, he sure picked a bad time to stop by. His being here would fuck up everything and then I heard, "Damn baby, don't you look good enough to eat."
I was stunned. It couldn't be - it just couldn't be.
I heard Belinda say, "If that is what you want to do lover I'm damned sure not going to stop you. Come on, I'll race you to the bedroom."
"You'll lose. You can't run for shit in those heels."
"Yeah, and you don't want me to take them off, do you? Okay then, let's stroll on up to the bedroom."
The two of them came up the stairs, down the hall and went into the bedroom. Even then, seeing what I was seeing, I couldn't believe what was happening. I watched as he undressed Belinda and then as she undressed him. His hands went to Belinda's tits and he began to roll her nipples between his fingers. Belinda moaned and then pushed his hands away and went to her knees in front of him. She captured his erection with her mouth and I could see her pink tongue swirling around the length of his cock. The sight just was one more hammer blow to the stake that the knowledge my wife was a whore had driven into my heart. Belinda had never sucked my cock like that. I had to beg for blow jobs and here she went after his without a word being said. It didn't take him long to fill her mouth with his cum. His hands did not even have to hold her head still as he shot his cream into her willing mouth and I watched as she greedily swallowed it all, some- thing else she would never do for me. Even though she gulped and swallowed some still leaked out of her mouth, dripped down her chin and landed on the floor.
Belinda licked his cock and balls clean and then she sat down on the edge of the bed, spread her legs wide and said, "Your turn." He buried his face in her pussy and Belinda tossed her head back and started moaning. Belinda's hands went to her tits and she played with her nipples and a minute or so later she uttered a sharp cry as she had an orgasm. He stood up, his cock hard again and bobbing in front of him and Belinda reached for the bedside table and got a condom out of the carton. She stood up and pushed him back on the bed and then rolled the rubber on his cock and then she swung over him and lowered herself down as she used her right hand to guide him in.
And then she fucked him. She rose and fell, rocked back and forth and worked his cock with her cunt while he laid there and smiled up at her. It went on for almost five minutes before she started slamming down hard on him and then she cried out and collapsed on him as she had another orgasm. He rolled her over, put her legs up on his shoulders and fucked her hard until he came and then he fell down on the bed beside her. Belinda reached over, rolled the rubber off of him and tied it off and tossed it in the waste basket and then she went down on him to get him hard again.
I watched for a little over an hour as full rubber after full rubber was tossed into the waste basket next to the bed. And then the final indignity - something else she would never let me do - she gave him her ass. Belinda took his cock in one hand while with the other she liberally applied some KY and then she got on her knees and buried her head in a pillow and squealed like a pig when he buried his cock in her ass and fucked her. There were tears in my eyes as I got the digital camera ready and stepped across the hallway into what used to be my bedroom. I aimed the camera at the couple on the bed and then I said, "Belinda!" and as her head came up and she looked straight at me and into the camera I pushed the shutter button. I got five more shots and I saw the look of horror on my father's face as I said, "Mom's just going to love these."
I turned and left the room and headed for the front door as Belinda yelled, "Robbie wait, please Robbie, wait. Don't go." And I heard her running down the hall as I walked out the front door and it closed behind me.
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It was by accident that I found out that I like seeing other men fuck my wife. We had been married for the better part of twenty years and both of us had grown comfortable with our lives. Our biggest pleasure was to get in our conversion van and go on camping trips, and that probably would still be our (I guess I should really say 'my') major enjoyment if it had not been for a Christmas party and a spell of really bad weather.
We had attended my company Christmas party and both of us had a really good time. Madge can not hold her liquor so about two thirds of the way through the party I had to take her out and bed her down in the van. By the time the party was over it was snowing, and I mean snowing in blizzard proportions. Two miles from the party I passed a pickup truck on its side in a ditch and another half-mile down the road I spotted two men trudging along. I normally do not pick up hitchhikers, but on a night as bad as this one was I could not just leave them out there. I pulled over and they got in. One sat up front with me, but since the van only had two captains style chairs up front the other man had to go in the back. I told him my wife was sleeping back there and to try and not wake her up.
Ten miles down the road I heard a low moan from the back and I looked in the rear view mirror and saw that the man in back had my wife's dress up and was running his hands over her body. I was more curious than upset so I just kept driving and watching in the mirror. A few more moans and I saw the man in back push my wife's legs apart and move between them. The guy sitting next to me was starting to act nervous, but I ignored him and concentrated on the road and my mirror. When the moans became a series of low grunts and I saw my wife's arms move up to the mans shoulders I turned to the man next to me and said, "No sense in him having all the fun," and I started looking for a place to pull over. I found a restaurant parking lot and pulled in.
The two of us got in back with my wife and his friend. The guy fucking my wife looked like the kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar, but I told him to keep on doing what he was doing. My wife was half in and half out of it and it was obvious that she thought that it was me fucking her. I positioned myself where I could see everything that was going on and stared in fascination at the tableau in front of me. A man I had never seen before was fucking my wife and I could not have cared less. In fact, my cock felt harder than I could ever remember. My wife, even though she was drunk on her ass, was responding to his thrusts and moaning "yes yes yes yes." The man fucking her, his name was Bob, started to speed up his thrusts and with a loud grunt he shot his sperm into Mage. I turned to the other man, his name was Dave, and told him he was next. He looked at me like I was crazy, but he took of his pants and mounted Madge and started fucking. He lasted a good ten minutes and by the time he shot his load Bob was ready to go again. They both fucked Madge three times while we were parked in that parking lot and each nailed her once again while I drove them to a motel. I had almost invited them to go home with us and spend the night there while we waited for the storm to break, but thought better of it at the last minute. I had no idea how Madge would react sober to what had taken place while she was drunk.
The next day Madge commented on how sore she was. She said we must have fucked up a storm the night before and she was sorry that she couldn't remember any of it. "You had a great time sweetheart," I said with a smile. Now, at least once a month I take Madge to a party and see to it that she gets really drunk. I put her in the back of the van and go looking for hitchhikers. If you are out there on the road some night and you see a maroon conversion van coming your way, stick out your thumb - it might be your lucky night.
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As far as business trips go this one was a bust. The client I was to meet with had a burst appendix two hours into our first meeting and had to be carried off to the hospital. As a result I was home two days early. Beverly's car was in the driveway; good, I thought, I was horny as a goat and a round in the sack and a good dinner at Carl's Chop House would do me just fine.
I walked in the house and hollered, "Bev, I'm home." No answer. Maybe she was taking a nap. I carried my suitcase into the bedroom and stopped dead at the sight in front of me. What are you supposed to do when you walk into your bedroom after a two-day absence and find it looking like a whorehouse? A pair of high heels lying on the floor with a pair of black lace panties draped across the toe of one - panties with a thin white crust on the crotch band; an open box of condoms on the bedside table and three used condoms tied off and thrown into the waist basket by the bed. There was another used condom floating in the toilet bowl, and the room fairly reeked of sex. It was pretty obvious to me that my bride was using my absence to play around, and I wondered how long it had been going on.
I went downstairs to the kitchen and got myself a beer from the fridge. I noticed that the answering machine had several messages so I hit the play button. Two telephone solicitors and then a mans voice followed the time stamp for yesterday, "I'll be there at 5 Babe. Are we staying in or going out? Give me a call." Another solicitor and then a mans voice with today's time stamp, "Yo Bev. I got the beer and the condoms. I'll see you at 4. Bye." A woman's voice was next, "Beverly, you slut. Did you have to take both of them? God, I was hoping I'd get the cowboy. Call me." I looked at my watch, it was 1:15 and 'beer and condom boy' was due at 4 so Bev should be coming home pretty soon to get ready for her date. I went to the home security panel and selected Outside Lights. I toggled the program button until it read Intruder Alert and I selected that function. Now, whenever someone triggered the motion detectors a chime would also sound. I went up the stairs to my den, which was directly across the hall from the bedroom. Since we never closed the bedroom door, I gambled that she wouldn't close it now, and that I should be able to see whatever went on through a crack in the den door. I worked on business papers for about an hour until I heard the Intruder Alert chime. I got up and closed the door just enough so that I could see and I waited.
Bev came through the front door and was running up the stairs. She hurried into the bedroom and started picking things up and putting them away; high heels into the closet, condoms into the bedside table drawer, and used condoms down the toilet. I wondered how many condoms had made the trip and I hoped that I would never find out the hard way - a clogged drain and a call to a plumber. Bev stripped of her clothes and headed for the shower and as soon as I heard the water running I went down stairs and reset the alarm system so the chime would not go off and went back to the den. The shower stopped and Bev came into view drying herself with a towel and I watched as she prepared herself for her company. Beige nylons, garter belt, black bustier and high heels. I got a raging hardon just watching that woman dress. She might be an unfaithful bitch, but she could always turn me on. She put on a black lace negligee and did a couple of turns in front of the mirror apparently satisfied with what she saw. The front door bell rang and Bev headed down the stairs.
It was almost half an hour before Bev and her 'friend' came up the stairs. Her negligee was gone, condom boy was naked and Bev was pulling him along by his cock like it was a leash. He was not a bad looking guy, a little shorter than I was, I'm 6'2", but he definitely had the edge on me in the cock department. Was that what this was all about? Cock size? He was a least two inches longer that me, but I was bigger around by one or two inches. They must have done all their foreplay downstairs because she rolled a condom on him and they got on the bed and went right at it - just straightforward fucking. Oddly enough, I was turned on watching him do the 'old in and out' with my wife. That was something about myself that I'd never known. Was I a voyeur, or did I just get turned on watching my wife? I'd need to think about that.
Bev had at least two orgasms while her stud pounded away and not too long after the second one her stud announced that he was going to cum. He pumped into her a few more times and then slowly withdrew. They lay next to each other for a few moments and Bev reached over and pulled off the condom. She tied it in a knot and threw into the wastebasket next to the bed. She bent over and took the guys limp dick in her mouth and went to work on it as only she can. My cock has never been able to resist her mouth so I know what he was feeling and sure enough, in only a few minutes, she had him standing tall again. Bev pushed him on his back, rolled another condom on him, straddled him and away they went again. This time it lasted a good twenty minutes and Bev had two more orgasms.
They lay side by side on the bed with Bev stroking his softening cock. Whether she was being possessive or just trying to get him hard again I didn't know. He, however, must have thought she was trying to encourage life in his dead cock. "Damn Bev. Don't you ever get enough?"
"Only when my husbands home Billy."
"I don't understand that," said Billy. "The day before yesterday you took on Jimmy in his camper. Last night it was my brother and me and tonight here I am back again. Your old man obviously can't satisfy you!"
Bev dropped Billy's cock and sat straight up in the bed. "Billy Wilkes, talking like that will get your sorry ass thrown out of this bed in a heartbeat. Dan is more man than you, your brother, and Jimmy put together. The only problem is that he isn't here when I've got to have sex, which, unfortunately, is most of the time. Now shut up and get your dick hard or get out."
Billy did get it hard and they fucked for another twenty-five minutes before he collapsed. Bev was trying to get him hard again, but wasn't having much luck.
I walked to the desk and got my cellphone out of my briefcase. I turned it on and called our home number. Bev took the call on the phone next to the bed.
"Hey Babe! I got in early. I'm on the way home - should be there in ten minutes or so."
"Gee Honey," she said, "Your timing is perfect. I'm horny as hell. Christ, I'm getting wet just thinking about you being here."
She hung up the phone. "Jesus Billy - you have to get out of here - now! That was Dan and he's on the way home. Move damn it!"
They both took off down the stairs and I moved from the den into our bedroom closet. I heard the front door slam and the sound of feet running up the stairs. Bev came tearing into the room; she grabbed the used rubbers and ran to the toilet with them. She stripped off her cum stained nylons and bustier and threw them down the laundry chute. She stripped off the bed sheets and they followed the nylons into the laundry basket. She grabbed fresh linens out of the linen closet and made the bed and then looked around to see if she had forgotten anything. She remembered the negligee and ran down stairs to get it. When she got back to the room she spotted her high heels and grabbed them up and then she brought them over to the closet. She opened the door, saw me and her face went white as I said, "Here - let me help you with those."
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I have spent the last fifteen years trying to be the perfect wife for my husband and I think I have pretty much succeeded. He has never gone without sex when he has wanted it; I have never used the old headache excuse, or I'm on my period", or even the old standby "I just don't feel good tonight." I've always been ready and willing. And my husband is no slouch in bed either; he has always been able to bring me to multiple orgasms and he has always said that taking care of my wants and needs is his first priority. And its not like I was inexperienced when I met my husband. I'd had several lovers before marrying my husband and a few of them had bigger cocks, but Danny knew how to use his. All in all I've been damn happy with my choice of husbands. Which makes the story I am about to relate all the dumber.
My best friend Becky invited me to a bridal shower for her sister Rosemary. It was typical shower with a lot of gag gifts and kidding around. I did my fair share of the kidding by giving Rosemary a large polish sausage with a jar of Vaseline and a note telling her that practice makes perfect. We had several drinks during the party and while we were not drunk, we were in a good mood. One of the girls suggested we take the party to a local strip club because this particular night was ladies night and some of the male strippers were supposed to be 'really hot'. Hey, I thought, why not? A little fun is good for the soul so we all piled in to our cars and went to the bar. One of the girls knew somebody there and after speaking to them we ended up at tables right up front. More drinks and a lot of laughter later we were all stuffing dollar bills into the g-strings that the guys were wearing. One of the dancers seemed to take a particular interest in me and the other girls noticed it.
"He wants you Barb!"
"Touch him girl"
"Blow on it Barb" were just some of the things said.
Between sets the dancers would come down and mingle with the customers and sure enough when his set was over Thad came to talk to me. The usual inane conversation took place, "Come here often?" and stuff like that. I bought him a drink and we made meaningless small talk and then it was time for him to dance again. We were having a roaring good time and the sexual innuendoes were flying all over the place. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Rosemary with her hand in a dancers g-string; the next time I looked over that way the two of them were gone. Ten minutes later I saw Rosemary walk back in with a sheepish look on her face. There is a marriage that's going to last I thought sarcastically.
The big surprise came when I saw Becky leave with a dancer. I would have never guessed that she would cheat on Mark, but by then Thad was shaking his booty in my face again and I forgot all about Becky. The girls were all laughing and saying he's yours if you want him, blow him a kiss and things like that. It was probably the booze that made me do it, but I stuck out my tongue and made licking motions and all the girls just screamed. Thad squatted in front of me and damn near put his cock in my mouth and the girls screamed again as I put a five-dollar bill in his waistband. I am the first to admit that I wasn't so drunk as to not know what I was doing, but I'd had more that my fair share and I was even sober enough to think "How disgusting" when Thad came to see me after his set and the girls started chanting "Fuck him Barb. Fuck him Barb. Fuck him Barb."
But that's what I did. We went outside and he fucked me on the back seat of my car. Thad surprised me. It was not a 'wham-bam-thank you mam fuck. He took his time and saw to my needs before he came. The major problem was that the poor guy was so hot and bothered he came too quick. I bent over and was going to suck him back to life, but he pulled away and said he had one more set to do, but he would meet me later if I were willing. As we walked back into the bar I told myself "No way Jose." This little adventure should never have happened in the first place. I was not about to continue it. Which is why one hour later I was again on my back seat being royally fucked. When he shot into me I sucked him hard and he fucked me again. He asked me if he could see me again and I told him that I was sorry, but that I was a married woman, and that this was just a one-time adventure and then I gave him my phone number.
When I got home in the wee hours of the morning I found my hubby sleeping the sleep of the young and pure. When I slipped in beside him I wondered if I'd lost my mind. In the morning he asked if I'd had fun the night before and I said, "More than the law should allow, but I don't think I'm going to want to go out drinking anytime soon." He laughed and said, "It does you good to get out of the house every once in a while." I thought to myself, "If you only knew."
Becky called me at nine all laughing and giggly, "Barb honey, I can't believe what we did last night. God, I felt like a schoolgirl again. Chuck is fifteen years younger than I am and I didn't think that boy would ever run out of energy. He's like the Energizer Bunny, he keeps going and going."
"You going to see him again?" I asked.
"He just called and he should be here in half an hour. Gotta go. I'm going to get all sexy for him."
"You better be careful" I cautioned.
"Honey, Mark has his secretary to play with. I owe myself Chuck."
Thad called at ten and I again told him that what had happened was a one-time thing, that we were two ships that passed in the night, that we should be grateful for what little we'd had, and then I drove over to his apartment and we fucked like newlyweds for three hours.
For the next week Thad and I fucked everyday, but I am by nature an honest person and I knew I was going to have to put a stop to our little affair and to tell my husband and beg forgiveness. Friday night at the dinner table I looked my husband in the eye and said, "Danny, how strong is our marriage?" He gave me a strange look and I took a deep breath and told him the whole story. When I had finished he sat there with a little smile on his face.
How strong is my marriage? Thad called an hour ago and he should be here in about ten minutes. And my hubby? He's in the closet waiting.
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Just this week I had one of the oddest experiences of my life. I won - that's right, I won - the right to fuck my buddy's wife, and he watched me do it.
It all started one Tuesday afternoon when a bunch of us stopped for a beer after work. What usually happens when a bunch of guys get together after work is the conversation starts about the work place, progresses to sports, and usually ends up being about women. This time was no different. We started on the relative merits of our new supervisor and we concluded he was an asshole; moved to the topic of the new merit review plan which had just been put in place which led to a conversation about what would happen if everybody got merit reviews. That took us to sports figures and what they would be worth based on merit per game and what they would get if fans filled out merit reviews following every sports contest at which point the barmaid walked by prompting Danny to say "I'd like to do an evaluation on that."
Next, a relative discussion on various women and what they would be worth (to us anyway) for a one night stand, i.e., Demi Moore at $10,000; Brittany Spears at $15K and then George said, "I wonder what I could get for my wife?"
Before the comment had even registered on the rest of us Tom said he'd go $500, Danny said $750, Al went $775, and then Bill piped up "$775, I have $775, do I hear $800?"
Tom went $800 and off it went with the bidding ending at $2000.
"I have $2000 once, $2000 twice, sold to Ralph for $2000." Everybody laughed and then Ralph asked when he could take delivery and George said he had to check with Toni and see what her schedule looked like.
For the next week at work the running joke was Toni's schedule. George took to putting up a phony schedule on the bulletin board that always showed that there was no time in it for Ralph. Friday at noon Toni had come in to pick up George's paycheck and while she was waiting she read the bulletin board, saw the schedule and then George had to explain it to her. Toni looked very pissed off when she left. Monday George came to work and told Ralph that Toni had said Wednesday at 6p.m. Cash only, no checks.
"Christ, George, you know I don't have that kind of money."
George said that he had to come up with it somehow because Toni wanted the two grand. He said he was already in more trouble over this thing than he wanted to be "Besides, you won't actually have to pay it out, She's just pulling my chain, trying to teach me a lesson" and he was going to call her bluff.
At the bar that night we all discussed the problem of how to come up with the two grand. Danny said we could sell raffle tickets. We counted heads and figured we could sell 20 tickets at $100 each, or 40 at $50. We decided on 20 to keep the number manageable. By Tuesday George had sold 18 tickets and could not find anyone to take the other two. Since I expected to get the money back anyway when Toni backed out I took the last two tickets. Wednesday at lunch the winning ticket was drawn and it was mine. Following George home that night I was curious as to how this was going to play out. I knew Toni well enough that I didn't have to worry about being embarrassed when she backed out, but I did wonder at what George's life was going to be like when Toni found out he had actually come up with the two thousand and had brought some one home to make love to her.
I don't know who was the most astonished when Toni met us at the door in a black see through negligee, high heels, and a smile. She held out her hand and George gave her the money. Toni wrapped her arms around me and gave me a passionate kiss with plenty of tongue and led me upstairs. The woman was insatiable, she fucked me five times while George sat in a chair and watched and she was still trying to get me hard again when I said that I really had to go before my wife called the police and reported me missing. As I was leaving I heard Toni say to George, "That was fun. We really need to do it again sometime."
When I got home I told my wife that I'd had to work overtime (which in a way was not a lie), but in the end she found out. One guy told his wife about it, that wife told another and pretty soon my wife was asking me about it. I played dumb, but my wife said, "Bullshit! You aren't getting out of this one!"
I explained what had happened and why. My wife just looked at me with a strange look and then she said, "If Toni is worth $2000 I should be able to get $3000, right?"
What the fuck do I do now?
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My husband has been after me for several months now to write this story, but I have reluctant because I've never been all that good with the written word. I hope it's not so bad that you chose not to publish it as Al is so looking forward to see the story in print.
My name is Melanie and I'm a forty-year-old working mother of three. I am what some would call 'pleasingly plump' being small waisted, but somewhat heavy in the breast and hip areas. My best feature is my legs and I have always been very aware of that fact so I dress to accentuate them. I must own over thirty pair of high heels, most in the style referred to as 'come-fuck-me' pumps, most of my skirts are short and as a result I seem to attract male attention wherever I go.
About three years ago Al started commenting on the way other men looked at me and saying things like, "I bet he would like to fuck you" and "I'll bet you wouldn't have any trouble talking him into sneaking off to a dark corner for a quick fuck." A short time after that he started asking me if I had ever considered trying another cock, did I ever have fantasies about other men, etc., etc., etc? Finally, about a year and a half ago, he came right out and told me that his biggest fantasy was to watch other men fuck me. At first I was shocked at the notion and at the fact that he could even think such a thing, and I told him in no uncertain terms that I would never consider doing something that disgusting and perverted.
But the idea was planted, and the more he talked about his fantasies the more I thought about them too. I began looking at the men I came in daily contact with in a different light. I would wonder what their cocks looked like, what kind of lover they might be, and would they be interested in me. The more I thought about another man slipping his hard cock into my pussy the less insane I considered the idea to be and I eventually reached a point where, in my mind at least, it was a foregone conclusion that I was going to try sex with someone other than my husband. There were, however, a few roadblocks - three actually; could I actually go through with it? Could I bring myself to do it with my husband watching? And last, but most important - would my husband really enjoy it or would it, in fact, have a harmful effect on our marriage (I remembered the old saying "Be careful of what you ask for - you just might get it")? So even though I was reaching a point where I would consider doing it, those nagging doubts kept me from ever trying.
The sales firm where I work as a secretary/receptionist has a cocktail party once a month to entertain clients and I am usually in attendance as 'Girl Friday' and 'gofer'. When the number of clients is small the party is usually held right at the office, when the guests are more numerous a hospitality suite is usually reserved at a local hotel. The affairs are generally low-key, but a lot of casual flirtation takes place. I admit to having been 'felt up' a time or two and a few boozy kisses have been exchanged, but once I indicated that I had no interest in going any farther I was never pressed.
It was at one of these parties that my life changed forever. It was a typical party with nothing out of the ordinary going on; I'd been sipping white wine for about two hours and while not yet 'tipsy' I was definitely in a mellow mood. I excused myself and went to the back of the office and then down the hall to the ladies room. As I left the restroom I bumped - literally - into Larry, one of our salesmen. He grabbed me to keep me from falling and once I was steady on my feet he smiled at me and said, in his usual flirtatious way, "Mel, you look damn good tonight. When are you going to give me a taste?"
I don't know which one of us was the most surprised when I said, "What's wrong with right now?"
I have to give Larry credit for being a nice guy. Instead of being 'all hands' and falling all over me he considered the fact that I might have had too much to drink and didn't really mean what I'd said. He stepped back and asked, "Are you serious?"
"At this exact instant I am, but if I were you I wouldn't give me a whole lot of time to think about it."
Larry just looked at me for a moment, and then he led me across the hall and into Harvey's office. After locking the door behind us he took me in his arms and kissed me. As our tongues intermingled he unzipped my dress and unsnapped my bra, and as I shrugged my arms free and he began to caress my breasts the dress fell to my waist and the bra fell to the floor. He lifted me up onto the desk and removed my panties. I opened my legs and his fingers began to probe for my opening and when he found it and a finger entered my pussy my entire body shuddered. He knelt down between my legs and began licking me; my hands went to the back of his head and I pulled him to me, my body tingling as if electricity was running through it.
Larry stood up and dropped his pants. As he slipped down his briefs and his cock sprang free I reached out for it and wrapped my fingers around it. He sat down on the desk and I of course knew what he wanted; it would be my first big test for I'd never known any cock other than Al's. It was a test that I passed with an ease that surprised me. I opened my mouth and engulfed the head of Larry's penis and even as my lips closed on him my hands were reaching for his heavy balls. I remember thinking about how different from Al he tasted and wondering what his sperm would taste like if I took him to completion with my mouth. As I slowly licked and sucked his cock his hands were caressing my breasts and it wasn't too long before I began to feel the heat building in my body. Larry pulled out of my mouth and lifted me back onto the desk. I spread my legs wide for him and he drove his cock into me. We were both so hot that it only took me a minute or so to reach orgasm and less than a minute latter Larry pumped his load of cum into me. I got up from Harvey's desk and as I was arranging my clothes I noticed a cum stain on the blotter and I wondered if he would notice it, and if he did, would he have any idea of what it was (as it happened, he put one of his own next to it, but that was a lot latter).
Larry fucked me two more times that night, both times a pure sex no frills fuck. The first came after we had returned to the party and then watched each other across the room for forty minutes or so. It was as if ESP was at work - we both headed for the back hallway at the same time and ended up in Harv's office again. This time I simply bent forward over the desk while Larry pushed my dress up around my waist, pulled the crotch of my panties aside, and entered me from the rear. Larry pounded at me for what seemed like an hour, but in reality was only five minutes or so. I came twice before he finished and when he pulled out of me I must have been a sight to see as I stood there in my 'come fuck me' pumps, my legs spread wide, bent over the desk with a trickle of cum running down the inside of each thigh. The second time was a fast fuck in the back seat of Larry's car and as I climbed off him I bent over and took his cock in my mouth and tasted his cum for the first time.
Lucky for me Al was asleep when I got home. If he had been up he would have wanted to make love and there is no way he would not have noticed my sloppy pussy. As I lay in bed I thought about the events of the night, and while I now knew that I could indeed step out of my marriage and enjoy sex, I still had severe reservations about my ability to fuck in front of Al. And I had even more severe reservations about his actually liking it. In the end I took the easy way out and decided not to tell Al what I'd done.
For the next two weeks Larry and I could not get enough of one another. When lunch hour came I would remain behind to answer the phones while everyone else went to lunch. As soon as the last person was out the door Larry and I would head for an office and fuck like rabbits until it was time for everyone else to come back, and yes, we did almost get caught - several times. On Thursday I always got to take a long lunch hour to make up for all the days I had phone duty. I usually went shopping, but not anymore. Larry would get a hotel room and it was non-stop sex until it was time to go back to work. I was having the time of my life and even though Al was not having his fantasy fulfilled, he wasn't being left out. I was horny all the time and Al was getting fucked every time he turned around. And then Larry had to get cute.
One Thursday Larry asked me if I thought I might like to try two cocks at once. I looked at him as if he were crazy and told him I had absolutely no desire to try such a thing.
"Are you really sure about that?" he asked. "Wouldn't you like to have four hands caressing your body? A cock for each hand to play with? Just imagine a cock in your mouth while another strokes in and out of your steaming hot cunt. You would love it."
I told him to stop talking about it, but he kept brining it up, saying that he was going on a business trip that would be followed by three weeks vacation and he wanted to arrange for someone to keep me occupied while he was gone. He said he didn't want to come back and find he'd been replaced just because my 'hot box' couldn't go without. I laughed at he and told him not to worry - that Al would just have to take up the slack. The following Thursday, as I lay on the hotel bed freshly fucked and glowing, Larry told me to close my eyes and open my legs because he had a surprise for me. I did as he asked and he climbed between my legs and worked his hard cock into my pussy, which was a pleasant surprise for he usually didn't get it up again that quick. He started fucking me hard and fast and it only took dozen or so strokes before I was fucking back up at him, my hands on his ass pulling him into me. Then Larry told me I could open my eyes, but his voice came from beside the bed. I opened my eyes and looked up into the face of a perfect stranger - a stranger who had me only moments from cumming. I looked over to the side of the bed and saw a grinning Larry stroking his cock and watching me get fucked. He walked over to the edge of the bed and offered his dick to my mouth and I took it. As my lips locked onto his cock my orgasm washed over me. The stranger, his name was Ray and he was Larry's cousin, speeded up his strokes and I felt his warm flood as he came in me. He continued to work his cock in and out of me until he became limp and then Larry took his place. They both took tuns fucking me for the next two hours - one would be fucking me while I sucked the other one hard. When we got back to the office I told Larry that I had loved his surprise, but that he might come to regret it because I might just decide that Ray could replace him and I wouldn't need him when he got back from vacation.
For the next two weeks Ray would fuck me every Thursday and whenever I could get loose from the house. One night I left the house to go to the store and Ray met me in the store parking lot and we fucked in the back seat while shoppers passed by on both sides of us. On the third Thursday as I was getting ready to go back to work Ray told me he wanted me to take the next Thursday afternoon off. When I asked him why he told me he had a few friends he wanted me to 'take care of''. I got very upset and told Ray to go fuck himself and that our relationship was over. As I turned to leave he tossed me a videocassette and told me to take it home and watch it, and be ready to talk to him the next day. When I got home I made sure Al wasn't around and I watched the tape. Ray must have hidden a camcorder in the closet to tape us while we fucked. He would have made a good porno-movie director - he managed to maneuver me around on that bed so that the camera got me from every angle; you could even hear me begging him to fuck me harder. The following Thursday I showed up at the hotel and found five naked men waiting for me. I won't go into detail on the happenings of that after noon, but each of them fucked me twice, several three times, and I don't even remember how many loads I took down my throat. I left that hotel room one thoroughly fucked lady, but I also left feeling somewhat unclean.
The following Monday when Larry came back to work I greeted him with icy silence and as soon as we were alone at lunch time I actually threw the dictionary off my desk at him and called him every dirty name I could think of. When I finally calmed down and he found out from me what had happened, he turned and left the office. He did not come back that afternoon, and when he came to work the next morning there were several bruises in evidence. At lunch he simply told me that I would have no more problems with Ray. He apologized for bring Ray into our relationship and then he left. We avoided each other for the next two days and then on Friday, as we were passing each other in the hall, I grabbed him and pulled him into a storage closet. I asked him how far he would go to make amends and he asked what I had in mind. I told him I wanted him to fuck me while my husband watched. He told me he would have to think about it. I knelt down in front of him, unzipped his fly, took out his cock and sucked on it for about a minute. Then I stood up. "You can think about that too while your at it" I said as I left the room. At lunch Larry came up to me and said he would do it if that was what I really wanted. I smiled at him and then drug him into the back office where we then tried to fuck each other's brains out.
That night, after dinner, I asked Al if he was really sure about wanting to watch me with another man and when he said yes I got up and put Ray's tape into the VCR, hit the play button, and turned to watch the reaction. The reaction wasn't even close to what I had expected. Al just sat there and watched the tape. About three minutes into the tape he unzipped himself and started to jack off. A couple of more minutes passed without a word being spoken and then Al looked over at me and said, "This is great honey, just fantastic."
I can't even begin to describe the relief I felt. I walked over to the couch, pushed Al's hand away from his cock and proceeded to give him the best blowjob I could possibly give. Later, after a frenzied fuck session, I told Al about all my doubts, what I'd done, and tried to explain why I had excluded him. He just smiled at me and told me to shut up, that if I had to use my mouth for something he had a soft dick that needed attention.
That was three months ago and in those three months Al has seen me fuck more than two dozen men in a variety of different locations. My absolute favorite was in the back of a pickup truck in the parking lot behind an adult bookstore. Al and Larry have become the best of friends and the three of us spend a lot of time together naked, and now whenever Al says "You know what I'd like to see you do?" my pussy starts to tingle as I try to guess what's in store for me next. In fact, just tonight as Al and Larry were lying on the bed while I was busy licking the cum off their cocks, Al said to Larry, "You know what I'd like to see? I'd like to see Mel in a sixty-nine with your wife. The look on Larry's face was priceless.
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She was a little sexpot and my dick got hard every time I laid eyes on her. She was also trouble - a disaster waiting to happen to a guy like me. She looked every bit of twenty-one, but she was only sixteen. Her name was Nina (pronounced Neenya) and for some reason or another she had taken a liking to me. She came over to our house (I stayed with my parents when I was home from school) every time I worked in the yard or worked on my car in the garage and I could tell what she wanted from the look in her eye. And as much as I ached to give it to her I couldn't. I was twenty and had no interest in going to jail as a sex offender.
It was a very bad summer for me. First, I had to have my appendix out and it cost me the winter and spring semesters at school and second, since I had to be around the house all day Nina was around to do her very best to break me down. She went from tight sweaters and tight jeans in April and May to shorts and tank tops in June and July, but it really got bad when August came around and she started coming over in bikini bathing suits. I do have to admit that I almost lost it once and was ready to take her in the house and do the dirty deed, but my dad coming home from work early saved me.
September arrived and I went back to school, which not only got me away from Nina, but also got me in touch with girls my own age. But the funny thing was that no matter who I went out with I always found myself comparing them with that sixteen year old nymphet. I enjoyed a lot of sex during that fall and winter term, but Nina was never very far from my mind. Over Christmas break my parents had a holiday party and Nina's parents were invited and they brought Nina along. She was only six months older, but she was still jailbait to me. Every one at the party could see that she seemed to have a crush on me and I was teased unmercifully. I did my best to avoid her, but she seemed to have a radar-tracking unit in her head because no matter where I went Nina would show up a moment later. What made it really bad is that I had my girlfriend at the party with me and we kept trying to sneak away so we could be alone. Finally we decided to leave and go to a motel and I went to find my parents to let them know I was leaving. Nina caught me in the dining room and grabbed me, "You can't get away now, you have to do it." I looked at her like she was nuts and she pointed up and when I looked I saw that she had caught me under the mistletoe. I bent down to kiss her on the cheek but she threw her arms around me and kissed me on the mouth and it was a kiss that melted the nails in the heels of my shoes. If we had been alone in the house I would have hauled her up to my room and jail be damned. When Nina broke the kiss she giggled and said, "I going to get you. You can fight it all you want, but I'm going to get you."
I shook my head and said, "No way squirt. I'm not going to jail over a sixteen year old piece of jail-bait."
"I'll be seventeen next month."
"That's still one year too young."
I took off and my date and I went to the Bide A Wee Motel and damned if I didn't think of Nina the whole time my girl and I rolled around on the bed. I managed to avoid Nina for the rest of Christmas break, but even though I didn't see her she always seemed to be with me.
I'd been saving my money to pay for tuition for summer classes, hoping to make up some of the time I lost when they took out my appendix. The closer Spring Break came the more I dreaded going home and having to face Nina. By now there was little doubt in my mind that the sexy young girl was eventually cause me to make a bad mistake. So, without thinking of the long-term consequences I grabbed for the short-term solution. I took my savings and went to Ft. Lauderdale for Spring Break. I had a ball and all the lovelies on the beach kept me from thinking of Nina, well almost. The folly of my short-term solution began to register on me the closer to June I came. I had taken one week in Florida to avoid Nina during spring break and now with no money to take summer classes I was looking at three months at home where she could get at me every day. Stupid, stupid, stupid!
My second day home I was in the garage changing the oil in my car when I heard a noise behind me and turned to see Nina standing there. She was wearing shorts and a halter-top and looking every bit like a twenty-year-old. She smiled at me, "Are my tits too big? Most boys seem to like them, but the girls all call me a milk cow. What do you think?"
Everyday it was something like that and finally I just yelled at her, "Will you please just leave me alone! You are underage and I am not going to go to jail over you and that's final!" and then I had an inspiration, "Besides, I'm gay." She cocked her head to one side and looked at me as if to say to herself "I guess that explains it" and she turned and left. I didn't see Nina anymore that week and I thought that I was out of the woods, except for the fact that I still thought about her all the time.
The statement "I am gay" did have some unforeseen consequences. My summer job was changing oil at Jiffy Lube and I worked a ten-hour day, four days a week, and my days off were Sunday, Wednesday and Thursday. It was a Wednesday and I was in the yard cutting the grass when Carmen, Nina's mother came over and asked me if I would help her move a dresser. Once we got to the bedroom she asked me to wait a second and she went into the bathroom. When she came back she was naked except for high heels and a smile.
"Nina tells me that you are gay and I don't believe it. The more I thought about it the sillier it sounded so I decided that I had to find out. Look at me sweetie. It's all yours and right now. Of course, if you are gay you won't be interested, will you?"
There had been rumors that Carmen had "entertained" several men in the neighborhood, but I hadn't believed them, until now. The only pussy I had been trying to stay away from had been Nina's; there was no way I was going to pass up a chance at Carmen. She laughed when I dropped my pants, "I knew it. You were just trying to stop Nina from chasing you, am I right?"
I nodded as I pulled of my shirt and Carmen moved in front of me and went to her knees. "Oh baby, I almost feel guilty taking this instead of letting Nina have it, but you weren't going to give it to her anyway, were you?" She looked up at me and giggled and then she took me in her mouth.
I wasn't inexperienced, I'd had quite a few girls since starting college but I had never experienced a woman like Carmen. I spent the entire afternoon in her bedroom and she drained me dry. She gave the most exquisite blow jobs, and her pussy felt like soft, warm velvet. She sucked my cock, had me eat her pussy and then we fucked. With all my girlfriends I thought I'd been making love, but with not with Carmen. With Carmen it was pure animal sex - we fucked! And we fucked all afternoon. When she said we had to quit because her husband was due to come home I don't believe I could have gotten it up again anyway. As I was leaving Carmen said, "If you can get over being gay maybe we can do this again sometime - like maybe tomorrow? Same time, same place?"
For the rest of the summer I spent every Tuesday and Wednesday in Carmen's bedroom. On Monday, her husband's lodge meeting night and on Thursday, his bowling night, you could find me there too. It was the weekend before I was due to leave for school and I was doing a tune-up on my car when Nina walked in to the garage, "Hey gay boy, how's it going?"
At that point it wasn't going too good because Nina was wearing a bikini that wasn't really there if you know what I mean, and it's damned hard to lean over a fender with a hard on.
"You are quite the stud aren't you?" I looked over at her and she said, "I know you have been fooling around with my mother all summer. How does it feel to be part of a sex show?"
I put my tools down and turned toward her and as soon as she saw my face she laughed, "You didn't know! You didn't know, did you?"
Confused, I asked "Know what?"
Nina giggled, "That my dad was in the closet watching. That's their thing. Mom brings home guys while my dad hides in the closet watching."
Stunned, I said the only thing I could think of, "Bullshit!"
She laughed again and said, "If you don't believe me go and look. Mom knows you're leaving for school Wednesday so Monday night she will try and wear you out while daddy doesn't go to a meeting of a lodge he doesn't belong to. Come on gay boy, follow me home and take a look at my parents home entertainment system."
I took her up on it and sure enough there was a chair in the closet , but before I could accuse her of setting it up I saw the stains all over the inside of the door and on the carpet. I stood there staring at the evidence as Nina laughed her head off. On Monday night I almost didn't go over to Carmen's because I didn't think I would be able to get my dick hard knowing that her husband was in the closet watching. I shouldn't have worried because Carmen's magic mouth got me up in a flash. The hardest part was in not looking over at the closet and letting the two of them know that I was in on their secret. It was a hell of a night for me and it was three in the morning before I stumbled home. I was back in her bedroom on Tuesday and this time I knew her husband was at work. It was pretty much a repeat of Monday night and when Carmen had finally wrung me dry she said, "Think of me baby and look forward to Christmas break."
Look forward to Christmas hell, I was ready to quit school and become Carmen's fuck toy.
Wednesday as I loaded up the car Nina walked up behind me, "Hey gay boy" and I turned and she threw her arms around me and gave me a kiss that I felt all the way down to the soles of my feet. When she broke the kiss she said, "That's so you won't forget me. This time next year you won't be able to use the jailbait excuse. I'm gonna get you, you can't get away." Then she walked away leaving me to contemplate the hard on she had just given me.
The fall term went fast and it was Christmas break before I knew it. I drove home for the holidays and before I even got out of the car Nina was there. I opened the car door and she said, "Are you going to see my mother while you're here?"
I scowled at her, "That's none of your business."
She giggled, "A couple of times when my dad wasn't home and I knew you were coming over I hid in the closet and watched. I learned a lot from watching you and mom. Stuff that I can use when I get you."
I just shook my head and said, "Go away Nina."
I did see Carmen while I was home, several times, and every time I fucked her I thought about what Nina had said, "I'm going to get you" and "I learned a lot from watching you and mom." A couple of times I even glanced over at the closet and wondered if she was there. The thought that she would be eighteen in January was never very far from my mind.
I was sitting in the Student Union on January ninth and thinking about how I would like to be home with Nina celebrating her birthday. I knew just what I would have given her for her present. I was going to go nuts waiting for Spring Break. On spring break I came home to a surprise - Nina was married. I got the details from Carmen one afternoon while we were rolling around on her bed. A nineteen year old guy had knocked up Nina and he had married her. I was surprised at the disappointment that I felt. It was dumb of me, but in the back of my mind I'd always thought that Nina would be waiting for me. I didn't see Nina during spring break and when I got back to school I was too busy to even think about her. When I came home in June, sheepskin in hand, I landed a job at a local firm and settled down to start my adult life. I was still living at home until I could save up enough for an apartment of my own, and I was still making the trip across the lawn to see Carmen (I was surprised that I hadn't worn a path by then). Carmen told me that Nina was working ten hours a day at her husbands parents dry cleaning place and when I asked her when the baby was due she said, "Oh, didn't I tell you? She had a miscarriage." She went on to tell me that Nina had told her husband that he could have a divorce because he had only married her because of the pregnancy and he had told her she was nuts. He had married her because he wanted her and that the baby had only made it hard for her to say no. "Surprisingly enough, they seem to be very happy together."
The summer passed by quickly, what with the new job and Carmen to keep me occupied, and even though I did see Nina a time or two it was always from a distance and we just waved at each other. Even from a distance she looked great and I cursed myself for not taking her when I could have had her. It was a Saturday afternoon and I was in the garage rotating my tires when a voice behind me said, "Hey, gay boy" and I turned and saw Nina. She was wearing a halter top and skin tight jeans and she looked like a living wet dream. I just looked at her and thought about what I had lost by being so pig headed and finally she said, "What's the matter gay boy, cat got your tongue?"
She reached into her back pocket and took out something and tossed it on the hood of the car. I picked it up and saw that it was her driver's license.
"Check the birthday gay boy. You can't use my being underage as an excuse anymore."
She stuck out a hand and said, "Come on. My parents are gone for the week end and I've been waiting for this since I was fourteen."
"But you're married" I said.
She broke out laughing and said, "Yeah, like that matters to you. I know of at least one married woman you have been fucking for over two years now."
She had me there so I grabbed the can of GoJo and cleaned my hands and then said, "Lead on princess."
I had Nina on the same bed on which I had enjoyed her mother for the last couple of years. I learned that Nina had indeed learned a lot from watching from the closet. She was absolutely fantastic in bed; her blow jobs were every bit as good as Carmen's, her pussy was just as velvety and as sweet tasting as Carmen's, but she had a youthful exuberance that Carmen lacked. Nina and I tore at each other for four hours before she told me that we had to stop.
"I've got to beat my old man home baby, but if you can fit me into your schedule you can come over to my place any night between five-thirty and seven. You just have to be gone before my husband gets off work. Was I worth the wait lover?"
God was she ever!
For the next six months I visited Nina three and sometimes four times a week. I was still seeing Carmen two or three times a week and between the two of them they kept me pretty much wore out. I had finally gotten my own apartment, but even though Carmen would come visit me I could never get Nina to come over. She said she felt more comfortable doing it in her own bed. And then one day Nina called me and asked if I could come over a couple of hours early the next day. She met me at the door clad in only high heels and led me straight to the bedroom. She was an absolute, insatiable, wanton slut! She fucked me until I couldn't see straight and then when it was time for me to leave she gave me a long lingering kiss and said, "Sorry lover, but this was our last time." When I asked her why she said, "Because my husband wants me to try some one new." She saw the confusion on my face and she laughed, "Like mother, like daughter." I told her that I didn't understand and she said, "Do you know why my husband and my father get along so well? It's because they are cut from the same bolt of cloth. He's just like my daddy, he likes to stand in the closet and watch as I fuck other guys. And you know what? I get just as much kick out of it as my mother does. I'm going to miss you lover, but remember, you could have had me all to yourself if you hadn't been so hung up on that age thing."
That was a year ago and I just found out yesterday from Carmen that Nina and her husband have split up and she is coming home to stay with her folks until the divorce is final. I intend to be the first caller when she gets home and if I have my way she won't be divorced all that long. Carmen read either my mind or my facial expression and said, "If you do you won't be able to fuck me anymore, but it hasn't happened yet baby so lets fuck while we can" and she took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom. I'll miss Carmen, but that isn't my biggest worry. My biggest worry is about something that Nina had said, "Like mother, like daughter" and "I get just as much a kick out of it as my mother does." Was she still going to fuck other guys? Was she going to want me in the closet watching? And would I?
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The damnedest thing happened to me a couple of months ago and even after sixty days to think about it I'm still not sure that I understand it. I knowingly ate my wife's pussy after three other guys had come in her several times. I've done it several times since then and believe it or not I like it.
Becky and I have been together now for a little over fourteen years. She was a great cook and housekeeper and a fantastic mother to our kids, but she wasn't all that great a wife to me. It hadn't always been that way; when we were first married and for the next eight years she was all that any man could ask for, hope for and wish for and then something happened and Becky changed. The day we married she was five feet tall, one hundred pounds, long brown wavy hair that hung down to the middle of her back and a chest that measured 38D. We had no problems for the first two years of our marriage, other than my having to beat guys off with a stick anytime we went somewhere. About six years ago she seemed to go into to a period of mood swings and things got a bit rocky for us for a while. I was pretty sure, but not positive, that she had a couple of affairs during that time, but after a couple of year's things got back to normal.
Things were fine for the next couple of years and then two, maybe two and a half years ago, Becky changed again and this time it wasn't good at all. She stopped taking care of her self and in about nine months she went from one hundred and five pounds to one hundred and eighty-five pounds and then she made things worse buy cutting off her beautiful long hair. There is nothing that can make an over weight woman look even more over weight than short hair. In less than a year she had gone from a sexpot to a fat slob and then the inevitable happened - I totally lost interest in her. She was as sexually unappealing to me as a woman can get and I began to avoid situations that would take us into the bedroom together. I would stay up and watch late night TV until I knew she was asleep, I worked longer hours than I had to, I even took up bowling and joined a couple of leagues just to get out of the house.
When she would make overtures I would be the one to claim a headache, a backache or some other excuse; if I could have gotten away with it I would have even used the "it's my time of the month" excuse. One thing I did not do was 'take my love to town'. I loved Becky and when I said I do and took my vows I meant every word I said so I did my best to keep our home stable even if sex was no longer part of the equation. Eventually Becky stopped making sexual overtures and life settled into a dull boring routine.
Four weeks ago my Thursday night league ended and my team finished in second place. We thought we were pretty decent so we signed up for a couple of local tournaments and it was while attending one of these tournaments that my life got turned around. The tournament was being held at Meadowlark Lanes on the other side of town from where I lived and on the other side of the street, opposite the bowling alley, was a bar call Emily's. It was a notorious pick-up joint and the guys talked about going over there after we bowled. By the time our match was over none of us was in the mood to party -we lost, not just lost, but lost miserably. The rest of the guys headed on home, but I didn't really want to hurry home so I thought that I'd go over to Emily's and have a couple of beers and give Becky time to get in bed and fall asleep. I left my car in the bowling alley parking lot and walked across the street to the bar. There was a sign on the front door that said 'Please use side door' so I headed that way. The side door opened onto the parking lot and as I walked through the lot I though that one of the cars I saw looked familiar. A closer look showed that it was indeed familiar - it was Becky's. What was Becky doing on this side of town? The answer was obvious, even to me; whatever it was that she was doing she didn't want to be seen doing on our side of town.
I debated going in, but with my luck she would be sitting at the table just inside the door and see me before my eyes could adjust to the light and maybe be able to cover up what she was doing. No, I decided to move my car to where I could watch hers and wait and see what happened. I didn't figure that she would be in there long because whatever was going on she was using my nights out to bowl to cover it. She didn't know that the league was over and that I would be home earlier that usual. Whatever was going on, she would be coming out with in the next hour if she intended to beat me home. I didn't have long to wait.
I'd only been in position five minutes when she came out of the bar with some biker looking dude and the two of them walked past Becky's car to an old beat up Chevy in the back row. They got in and in less that sixty seconds I saw the guy push her down on the seat, her legs come up and the guy move between them. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what was going on. The guy didn't have much staying power and in less than five minutes he was out of the Chevy and headed back to the bar, but Becky didn't follow. The reason became apparent about two minutes later when another guy came out of the bar and headed for the Chevy. He got inside and the legs came up again. This guy managed to stay a good ten minutes before he got out and went back to the bar. Still Becky stayed in the car and a third guy came out and again the legs came up. I sat in my car and watched as the three men kept making repeat trips out to the car. A couple of times two of them came out together and one would go to the passenger door and open it up and lean inside. There was no doubt in my mind that at those times Becky was taking it at both ends. Altogether I counted fourteen times that she had someone between her legs which I figured meant that she had been come in fourteen times, not counting what she may have taken down her throat. Suddenly it was over and Becky got in her car, but one of the guys stopped her as she was getting ready to pull out and that gave me the head start that I needed to get home first.
I was sitting on the couch watching TV when she came in. She was surprised to see me sitting there and I guessed that she had expected to be home when I got there. "You're home pretty early," she said.
I shrugged, "We got beat pretty bad so the guys all left and went home instead of sticking around for a few beers. I on the other hand felt the need for a couple so I headed for a bar just across the street from the bowling alley, a place called Emily's, know it?"
Becky's face turned pale and then I saw something in her eyes, a mixture of resignation and 'so what'.
"I know it. I go there a lot." She looked me right in the eye and said, "I go there to get what I don't get at home anymore. If you have a problem with that you should remember the old saying, 'use it or lose it'."
I just looked at her and said, "It sure got used a lot tonight. Fourteen times by my count and that was just after I got there. I've got no idea how many times it got used before that."
Her eye's never left my face, "So what. If you are expecting me to get all weepy eyed and beg for forgiveness you better not hold your breath. I need sex as much now as I did when we were first married and since you avoid me like the plague I have to get it somewhere."
I took a deep breath and then took the plunge, "Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? You are about as appealing as a sack of dog food. How in the hell do you expect me to come up with any sexual desire for you since you went from what you were to what you are now?"
She gave me a sad look and said, "I suppose I thought that love would find away" which made me feel lower than a dog turd because I did love her, but I wasn't ready to give up the fight just yet.
"Well, let me tell you something about love. I need and want sex just as much now as I ever have, but because I love you I've kept my dick in my pants. When I took my vows and said that I was with you till death do us part I meant it."
She just looked at me and said, "If there's nothing else I need to go douche and clean myself up to get ready for bed."
I stood up and said "There is one other thing" and I pulled out my erect cock, "This has been like this since I saw you walk out to that old Chevy."
Becky gave a snort and said, "I hope you remember how to use your hand" and she walked out of the room.
I followed her into the bedroom and said, "That was pretty cold."
She turned to me, "Cold? You think that's cold? How about all the times I came to you and you turned your back on me. And now because you suddenly have a hard on I'm supposed to leap into your arms and say 'fuck me baby?' Let me tell you something asshole, you can put your cock in me the day you are willing to suck my lover's cum out of my pussy, and not one fucking day before" and as she turned to go into the bathroom I said, "Okay." She turned to look at me and said, "What did you say?" "I said okay."
She looked at me in total disbelief and I pointed to the bed. I saw her eyes change and I recognized the look - she was going to call my bluff. She walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge and opened her legs as far as she could, "Better bring a hankie," she said, "It's pretty loose and sloppy down there."
And it was. It was so wet and sloppy that for a second I thought that I was going to drown myself, but I grabbed her hips and pulled me to her and buried my face in her pussy. I prayed I wouldn't lose it - I had eaten her with cum in her before, but it was mine and I wasn't too sure how it was going to be with the accumulated cum of three other guys in her. But surprisingly enough it wasn't bad. In fact, I kind of liked the taste. I licked and sucked on her for almost five minutes before she pushed me away from her and I looked up and saw her crying with big tears running down her cheeks. She got up and went running into the bathroom.
Five minutes later a composed Becky came back into the bedroom, "Why did you do that?" she asked.
"Because of something you said." She gave me a questioning look and I said, "When I asked you how I was supposed to come up with any sexual desire for you the way you are, you said that you supposed that love would find a way. And I do love you Rebecca Margaret O'Niell. I always have and I always will and I ashamed that it took me seeing three strangers fuck you to remind me of that fact."
She started crying again and said, "Oh God, you don't even know the half of it."
I took her in my arms and held her until she stopped crying and I fell asleep with her in my arms.
The next morning I awoke with a start and found Becky try to suck my cock to life. When she realized I was awake she looked up at me and said, "I just remembered that I didn't take care of this last night and I thought I'd better do it now before we have our little talk. It might be the last time for me." I started to ask her what she was talking about, but she said, "Not now, later," and I laid back and she sucked me until I came in her mouth. After I was soft she moved up next to me and said, "I'm going to tell you a story and you are not going to like it, but please don't interrupt me until I'm done. I'll answer any questions you have when I'm finished and then if you want to throw my ass out onto the street I'll go quietly. First understand this. I love you with all my heart and soul and the last thing I ever wanted to do was hurt you or cause you pain, but I'm a slut - a whore - and I don't deserve you and God knows you don't deserve me. And then she told me about all the things that over the years I'd been either to blind or stupid to see.
Guys had started hitting on her when she was thirteen and she soon found out that all they wanted was her pussy. She just looked so damned fuckable that everybody wanted to. She fought them off till she was eighteen and then she finally gave in to a boy that she really liked and found out that she liked sex. In no time she was the school slut and any guy she agreed to go out with knew he was going to get laid before the night was over. When she went to college she was determined that she was going to clean up her act and in the first three years she only had affairs with three different guys and then she met and married me. But becoming a married woman didn't change anything; guys still hit on her all the time no matter where she went. Shopping malls, grocery stores, anywhere at all, even when she was pushing the babies in the stroller guys still tried to hustle her. She couldn't go to a party, a wedding or a funeral that some guy didn't try to get her alone. What made it harder for her was that she still loved sex as much she always had and remembered how good it felt when she was eighteen and had so many different guys screwing her. But she was married and loved me so for years she put up with all the hounding and fought off all the passes.
One night at a party she had a few drinks too many and when a guy hit on her she said what the fuck, why not just give them what they want and then maybe they'll leave me alone. She let the guy talk her into going out to his car with him and he fucked her on the back seat. She sucked him hard again and then she let him fuck her a second time. When they went back into the party he told a couple of his friends what he'd just done and they came after her and she went out to their cars too. She fucked three guys that night a total of seven times, sucked their cocks and from then on she was everybody's whore. She never went to a party that someone didn't fuck her and usually it was more that one guy. At one party she fucked seven different guys during the evening and was on her way out to do the eighth when I came up to her and said it was time to leave. While I was at work and the kids were in school our front door might as well have been a revolving door so many guys went through it. And then one night while I was out of town on a business trip and the kids were over at her parents she went to a guys apartment and while he was fucking her his roommate came home and he fucked her too. Before the night was over eleven guys were standing around as she pulled the train and then they did something totally unspeakable. While she was on her hands and knees, taking it in the mouth and from behind, somebody brought in a Great Dane and the dog had mounted her before she even knew it was in the room. The guys held her in place until the dog was done and then they all fucked her again to see what it felt like to fuck a woman after a dog. When the evening was over she was disgusted with herself and men in general. That night she swore off men and decided to make herself undesirable so that they would leave her alone.
"I did just what I set out to do. Even you didn't want me anymore. I hadn't even thought about what it would do to us; I just wanted to be left alone whenever I went somewhere. But it was a catch twenty-two like situation. I made myself undesirable so no one would want me, but I still needed sex and I couldn't get it. Not from you, not from anyone. One night I went to a Tupperware party on the other side of town and I had a flat tire in front of Emily's. I changed the tire and then went inside to use their bathroom and clean up and then I decided to stay and have a drink. I was sitting at a table when Steve, one of the guys you saw tonight, came up to me and said, "Hey Fat Stuff. I like women with meat on their bones. I got an old Chevy outside with a big, comfortable back seat. You interested?" I've been going back to Emily's twice a week on your bowling nights ever since and Steve and his buddies have been taking good care of me. Very good care. One night Steve got the bartenders to close early and then he had me take on fourteen guys while I was lying on the pool table, and God help me, I loved it."
I sat that stunned by what I was hearing. That Becky could have done what she said she'd done and that I never even had a clue? Oh, I had suspected that she might have had an affair or two, but wholesale fucking? It was mind boggling, but it also raised a question, "Why didn't you try and lose some weight, improve your appearance after you went back to fucking? After all, wouldn't better looks have made it easier for you to get what you decided that you really wanted and needed?"
She gave me a sad smile, "Two reasons I suppose. One is that I was punishing myself for what I'd done, and the other is that Steve and his buddies were willing to take me as I was. They didn't run away from me like the guys who always used to chase me." The was a couple of moments silence and then she said, "What are you going to do now?"
I didn't have a clue and I told her so, "I don't know Becky, I honestly don't know" and I got out of bed and went down to the kitchen and put the coffee on.
Work that day was a chore. I didn't get a lot done because all I could think about was Becky and the story that she had told me. Every guy I saw that day made me wonder if he had fucked my wife. I wondered what they looked like on top of her or fucking her from behind. Curiously I had not trouble accepting Steve and his buddies because it was my asshole attitude that got her started there, but all of the other ones she had been with before she let herself go were guys I worked with and guys who were supposed to be my friends. I didn't know who they were, but I did know that we hardly ever went to parties where we didn't know the people giving the parties. How was I supposed to come to grips with that?
Becky had dinner ready when I got home that night and after the dinner dished were done and the kids were sent to their rooms to do their homework I asked Becky what she planned to do. She shrugged and said, "I don't know. Get a job and an apartment somewhere I guess."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why are you leaving?"
"Isn't that what you want? For the fat slut to get out of your life?"
I shook my head no, "I happen to love the fat slut and I thought I proved that last night when I went down on her cum filled cunt. No way I'll put her out of the house. I just don't know what to do about the situation. What I want to know is are you still going to keep on seeing Steve and his buddies?"
She gave me a long look and then said, "Probably. Even before you stopped making love to me you weren't enough for me. Don't get me wrong, you were great in bed and I had a great time in bed with you, but when you were worn out and couldn't get it up anymore I was still wanting more. The fact of the matter is that no one man has ever been able to satisfy me. The nights I had two or three men fucking me several times each were the ones that left me satisfied. I love you and I didn't even like most of them, but I never looked at it as hurting our marriage. You never knew and I gave you all you wanted. All I was doing with the other guys was trying to take care of my needs." She paused and said, "Why are you looking at me like that?"
I shrugged and said, "I'm trying to adjust to this. You aren't the same woman I married and I'm looking at you in a different light. It's going to take some getting used to being married to a cock hungry slut who gets off on being fucked on the back seats of cars." Becky actually blushed when I said that. "But" I said, "If I'm going to have to share you with Steve and his buddies I want something in return."
Becky interrupted me, "You're willing to share me?"
"What choice do I have. I already told you that I love you too much to kick your ass out and you've told me you're going to keep fucking him and his friends so what's my choice here? All I'm doing is accepting the inevitable. But like I said, I want something in return. I want you to let your hair grow back out again and I want you to lose some weight - to try and at least get down to pleasingly plump."



She cocked her head to one side and said, "Am I really that repulsive to you?"
"Not to me sweetheart, but I want you to get back to where guys start chasing you again so you can let them catch you. And then I want you to bring them home so I can watch and participate. I might not be able to satisfy you myself, but I at least want to be part of the group that does. The guys I bowl with want to start a weekly poker game and if we have it here that would be four more for you to fuck. What nights are you going to be going to Emily's?"
"Tuesdays and Thursdays are when I usually go."
"Okay, we will have the poker game on Fridays. Can you get by with just me on the other nights or do we need to arrange something for those nights too?"
Becky was shaking her head in disbelief at what I was saying and she said, "You are taking this way too calmly, not at all the way I expected."
"What choice do I have? If we stay together it's a given that you will fuck other men so I have to accept that. Who knows? I might even be able to make it work to my advantage. If you can get sexy looking again I might be able to pimp you off to my boss for a raise or a promotion."
She gave me a rueful smile, "Too late sugar. He had me at the company Christmas party three years ago and several times after that. I think the reason you haven't been promoted is because I stopped seeing him, but I don't guess it would be too late to go back to him if you think that's what you want."
"What I really want right now is for my slut of a wife to do something about the hard dick all this talk has given me." "You want me to suck you off, or do you want to fuck me?"
"Can't I have both?"
In the two months since our talk Becky has made the trip to Emily's every Tuesday and Thursday, and once on a Saturday when Steve asked her to do a bachelor party for his brother. And every night when she comes home I eat her pussy, more to show her that I love her than because I'm a cum junkie, but I do have to admit that I'm developing a taste for it. Becky's hair is starting to grow back and she has joined a gym and she spends two hours there every morning. We are both looking forward to the first poker game that will be staring next month and even though it is supposed to rotate between the homes of players I expect that our house will become the permanent site after Becky gets through with the guys. Being married to the new Becky (at least new to me) has taken some getting used to, but in the long run I think I'm really going to like it.
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When the idea finally came to me it had the benefit of utter simplicity. All I had to do was act normally and let the pieces fall into place.
It had been three weeks since I had walked out of the house and I had not spoken to Alana in all that time. Not because she didn't try to get in touch with me, but because I wanted nothing to do with her. I came home at three in the afternoon when I knew she would still be at work and moved myself into the spare bedroom. I was in the kitchen making myself a sandwich when Alana came home. Having seen my car in the garage she knew I was there and she came running into the house calling out my name. I ignored her as she went through the house calling out for me. She finally came into the kitchen, saw me and then she ran to me and threw her arms around me.
"Oh God baby, you're home. I've missed you terribly and I've been so worried about you."
I put my hand in the middle of her chest and gave her a hard push and she stumbled backwards into the wall.
"Just keep away from me you disgusting piece of shit."
"But you ca..."
"The only reason that I'm here is that I can't afford a divorce right now and I can't afford to make the mortgage payment on this place and keep an apartment too. Until I can find some way to financially do what needs to be done I'll be staying in the spare bedroom. I'll stay out of your way and you stay the fuck out of mine. Don't even look in my direction. The only thing I want from you is advance notice whenever you bring those two assholes over. I want to make sure that I'm not here because the temptation to do them great bodily harm would be just too great. The last thing I need is to go to jail over what I might do to them if I got my hands on them."
Baby, I love you and you know that I do. We can wo..."
"Don't make me laugh Alana. No way anyone could do to me what you did if they loved me. If you could love me and do that I shudder to think what you might be capable of if you hated me. Just keep away from me Alana. I don't want a fucking thing from you except to be kept up to date on your schedule where those two assholes are concerned."
It wasn't that easy of course. Alana just knew that I still loved her as much as I always had and that I was just going through a period of being mad. She left little love notes lying around the place for me and she bought me presents and left them on the bed in the spare bedroom. For the first two weeks I was back Alana didn't have Todd and Tim over. I don't know if she saw them someplace else or not, but they didn't come over to our house. Alana finally accepted that I wasn't going to have anything to do with her and soon what I had been waiting for happened.
"Todd and Tim are coming over at seven-thirty tonight."
At seven I left the house, got in my car and drove off. I circled the block and parked on a side street where I could watch the front door of the house. The two of them showed up at seven-twenty and left at eleven and at one-thirty I went home. Three days later they came over and again I left and didn't go home until they were gone. I let it happen two more times to let them get over their worries that I might be waiting for them with a gun. I wanted them to feel comfortable about Alana's wimpy husband being afraid to be there when they came to visit.
Thursday night Alana let me know that they would be over at seven on Friday. I already had things arranged so at six I left the house and parked on the side street and waited. They showed up at six-fifty and I gave them twenty minutes to get to the bedroom, get naked and get into Alana and then I went back to the house and let myself in. I could hear them talking as I moved quietly up the stairs.
Tim was speaking. "And just where is the gutless wonder tonight?"
"Must you talk about him that way?"
"Hey sweets, I'm only telling it like it is. He is gutless. He let us do what we did and now he's afraid that I'll hurt him if he gives me any shit."
"He didn't let us do anything. He was already blindfolded and tied to the chair when it happened. I doubt very much you could have held him down and done it if he knew what was coming. He would have hurt you and I know it."
"All I know is that if somebody did that to me he would be buried by now."
"That's beside the point. I love him and I don't like listening to you talk that way about him."
"You love him huh? Then why do you have both hands around my cock and why are you letting Todd lick your pussy?"
Alana never got to answer that question because I stepped into the room and the three noticed me all at the same time. My sudden appearance seemed to render them speechless. Then again, maybe it was the Colt 1911-A1 that I had in my hand that grabbed their attention. I looked right at Tim and I said, "I'd have gotten to you sooner ass wipe, but it takes time to find the right gun, learn to use it and then practice enough to get good with it. But I'm here now and that's what counts, right? What were you saying about being buried by now?"
At that Tim appeared to be just a little shaken up. Alana was sitting on the bed her face pale as a sheet of paper. Todd was shaking so badly that he looked like a naked man outside in a blizzard
Todd gulped and his voice quavered when he said, "Wha...wha... what are yo... yo... going to do?"
"You ever hear the saying that "Paybacks can be a mother fucker?" Well that is just what this is - payback! Let me explain to you how this is going to work. You are going to do what I tell you or I will use the gun on you. This is the way I see it. If I kill you no judge or jury is going to let me skate. When they find out why I killed you they might be sympathetic and let me plead down to a lesser charge, but I'd still go to jail and I don't want that. On the other hand I have every reason to believe that a jury will find me not guilty or at least let me walk with minimum penalty if all I do is fuck you up. You said it yourself Tim. If anyone had done to you what you did to me they would be buried, right? The jury will think the same way so when they see you on crutches or in a wheel chair they will just think that you got what you deserved. Paying court costs and doing 500 hours of community service in exchange for crippling you for life doesn't sound like a bad deal, now does it?"
"I don't know what you are planning, but you won't get away with it" snarled Tim.
"I just told you that I don't plan on trying to get away with it, I just plan on not paying too high a price. Here is the menu of choices. I blow away one kneecap and put you on crutches for the rest of your life. I blow away both knees and your future is a wheel chair. In addition to crutches or a wheel chair I could also blow away an elbow and make that arm useless for the rest of your life. I'll naturally pick the right one if you're right handed or the left if you are a southpaw. Are we clear on this? I don't want you dead, but I would love to have you spend the rest of your life wishing you were. So, do what you are told and survive or give me a ration of shit and don't - your choice."
Alana had tears running down her cheeks and Todd was still shaking. Tim was looking at me defiantly which is about what I had expected the arrogant asshole to do.
"Todd, go over to the closet, get the green backpack on the floor and dump the contents on the bed."
He did what I told him and three pair of handcuffs and several sections of rope cascaded down onto the bed.
"Take one set of cuffs and cuff Alana to the chair in front of her makeup table."
He did it and then I told Tim to lie down on his back on the bed.
"And if I don't?"
"I'll make you a cripple and it won't bother me a bit."
He got on his back and I told Todd to tie his wrists to the bedposts.
"That's to keep you alive Tim. I figure that you are stupid enough to try and rush me and I'd be forced to kill you. Jus lie there and let Todd secure you. And Todd? I'll be checking the knots so make sure you do a good job."
When Todd was done I checked the knots and made sure that they were good and tight and then I stepped back and said, "Remember your Bible guys? Exodus 21 verses 23 to 25? "Thou shall give life for life, eye for eye, tooth for tooth" and so on? Well, what you did to me now gets done to you. You made me suck a cock so now you get to suck one too. Get on the bed Todd and put yourself in a sixty-nine position over Tim. Then the two of you suck each other off."
Todd hesitated and I said, "Okay Todd, I'll let you chose. Right knee or left" and I pulled the hammer back on the Colt and pointed it in the general direction of his knees. He scrambled to get up on the bed and into position. His cock hung down in Tim's face and Tim turned his head aside and he said, "No fucking way you cock sucker, I won't do it."
"Pity. Todd won't get much enjoyment out of sucking on a limp dick, but by the same token you may never get to use for anything again except to pee."
I went to the closet and came back with something that looked like a policeman's nightstick. I carried it over and showed it to Tim. "This is a cattle prod. I have no idea what the lasting effects of having it touched to your cock and balls will be. Hey, you might even get a charge out of it." Then I laughed, "I think I made a funny. Get a charge out of it, get it?"
Tim just glared at me.
"No sense of humor huh?"
I looked at Todd and said, "You're not doing what I told you Todd. Get to work on Tim's cock. I'm not going to tell you again."
With a great deal of reluctance Todd bent to his task. I had to smile when I saw Tim's cock begin to grow as Todd mouthed him.
"Like those blow jobs huh? How do you know you won't enjoy giving one?"
I put the cattle prod in front of Tim's face.
"See the three little LED's? One is red, that means it has been turned on. The yellow one means that the charge is building up. When the third one turns green it means that the prod is charged up and ready to use." I flicked on the switch and the red light came on. "When that light turns green you better have Todd's cock in your mouth or I use this on you. I'll touch your balls first, then your cock and then I'll shove it up your ass. I'm told that it holds eight charges before it has to recharge and once I start on you with it I'm not stopping until it runs out of juice."
When the yellow light came on Tim gave me a look of pure hatred, but he turned his head and captured Todd's cock in his mouth. While I had been explaining the cattle prod to Tim Todd had been working on Tim's dick like his life depended on it and I'm sure that he thought that it did.
I said, "When you both have cum in the others mouth the ordeal will be almost over" and then I walked over to stand next to Alana. She was sobbing and looking down at the floor.
"How does it feel to be tied to a chair and be helpless while somebody fucks over you?"
She kept sobbing and looked away from me. I grabbed a handful of her hair and twisted her face toward the bed, "Look at them Alana, don't they make a lovely couple?"
She sobbed out, "What are you going to do to me?"
"In time Alana, in time. I won't neglect you, I promise."
On the bed Tim and Todd were working on each other's joints. Todd was getting into it. I don't know that sucking Tim's cock was doing much for him, but he sure like his cock being in Tim's mouth. Todd's hips were moving up and down as he fucked Tim's face and I wondered if their friendship would survive the night. Who knows, they just might have found something that might keep them home and off the streets? Suddenly Todd groaned and he came in Tim's mouth. Tim gagged and choked, but he was tied down and couldn't move so he had to swallow. Tim was mouthing Todd's limp cock, but I don't think that he knew he was doing it as all his feelings seem to be in his cock. He was humping his hips up off the bed and driving his cock into Todd's mouth and I unlocked Alana's handcuffs and told her to go over and untie Tim. As soon as his hands were free he sat up and grabbed the back of Todd's head with both hands and held on tight while he shot into Todd's mouth. I saw cum drip from Todd's lips as Tim emptied his balls.
I gave them a minute to catch their breath and then I told Todd to take the two pair of handcuffs and cuff himself to Tim. "Your right wrist to his left and then take the other cuff and put it on your left wrist."
"Why? We did what you told us."
"All that did was make us even. Now we get to the revenge part. Don't worry, it won't be painful; humiliating maybe, but not painful."
Todd did what I told him to do and then I had the two men walk into the bathroom and get in the bathtub. I told Todd to take the free end of the handcuff on his left wrist and lock it tight around the faucet handle. When he had done that I tucked the Colt behind my belt, unzipped myself and took out my cock.
"I've been saving this for hours" I said, and then I pissed all over the both of them. When I was done I turned to Alana, "Your turn now Alana. Dry them off."
She reached for a towel, but I took it out of her hands. "No towel Alana, use your tongue."
She recoiled at that, "Oh no, I won't do that."
"Your choice Alana, but I can tell you this much. You won't have much of a sex life if you are confined to a wheel chair."
I pulled the Colt from where I had tucked it in and I had just pulled back the hammer when she said, "All right, okay, I'll do it."
"Get to it then."
"Do you really hate me that much?"
"I hate what you did to me and that's enough."
The tears started falling again, but she got in the tub and went to work. She stopped twice to toss her cookies, but I waved the gun at her and she went back to work. When she was done I had her use the cuffs that Todd had cuffed her to the chair with to cuff herself to Tim.
"Okay children, I have one last thing to take care of. Don't go away."
I left the bathroom and came back a few minutes later with a video camera. "I had this hidden so that it would catch all the action. I can edit out the ropes. So, now we each have a tape. If the one you have never sees the light of day neither will this one, but if I even hear a rumor that there is a tape of me out there I will put this on the Internet so fast it will make your head swim and I'll make damned sure that everyone that I know who knows the both of you will also get a copy."
"We can trade" Todd said, "The tape we have for that one."
"No we can't. I would never trust that you didn't make copies. I'll just hang on to this one. If you are smart you will destroy the one you have to make damned sure it doesn't get found inadvertently and get out."
"But you'll still have yours. How do we know we can trust you?"
"You don't. You just have to hope, but think of this; I could have hurt you both bad tonight, but I didn't. The other thing to remember is that you guys started this, not me."
I turned to leave and Alana said, "Where are you going?"
"Away from this place."
"But you can't just go and leave us here."
"You're right, I can't. It could be days before anyone finds you."
I took out my cell phone and when the police dispatcher answered I gave the address and reported seeing two men trying to break in.
"There! Help is on the way. You all take care now" and I left the house.
That was a week ago and Alana has called my office and cell phone a dozen times a day since. So far I haven't taken the calls, but I do have to admit to a touch of curiosity. What could she possibly have to say to me now?
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Vickie meet me at the front door in what she called her "slut suit" which was nothing more than a pair of "Come Fuck Me" pumps.
"What's the occasion?
"I've got great news honey. I'm finally pregnant – we are going to have a baby."
"Oh wow Vick, that is great news" I said and not meaning a word of it. In fact, her little announcement ruined my day.
I did not want children. I have never wanted children because, to me at least, children are more trouble than they are worth. Once they are on the scene everything in your life becomes subservient to them. Everything is suddenly qualified by, "What about the baby?" or "What will we do with the kids?" Children alter and even kill relationships. I've seen it happen countless times. I watched it happen with my own parents. My parents had four children who they loved dearly, but the energy expended to take care of and to meet the needs of those four kids left precious little to use to sustain their own personal relationship. By the time the four kids were grown up and gone my parents had no relationship, they just lived in the same house and co-existed until the arrival of the grandbabies gave them something to do. I can't even begin to count the number of my married friends who had children and then watched their lives stagnate.
A good part of the change, maybe even the major part, is financial in nature and it intrudes on almost everything. Want to take the wife out and give her a break? Sure you do, but can you find a sitter that you can afford? Even if you find a sitter the first half dozen times you use her end up being wasted nights. Your wife will agonize over whether the sitter is really reliable and she will be constantly going to the phone to 'check in' and see how things are going. Then by the time you are comfortable with the sitter she becomes unavailable because she has just 'discovered' boys or he will have just discovered girls and you have to start all over.
That Ram Charger 4x4 you are drooling over? Forget it! It just isn't the sort of vehicle you need for a family with kids so let's just go over there and look at the Ford Windstar. The lesson was driven home almost any time I went anywhere with a guy who had kids. There was a boat show at the Convention Center only a couple of blocks from where I work. On day at lunch hour Tom, a guy I work with, and I went over to check things out. We were looking at a Bass Boat and Tom commented that he had always wanted one.
I looked at the MSRP and said, "So get one. It isn't all that expensive."
"Yeah, I know, but Jenny needs braces so I have to watch my pennies."
The litany was always the same: "I can't really afford a bigger house right now, but I need more room for the kids." "I would really like to have it, but I need to put money aside for little Billy's college fund." "I was going to, but my wife wants Nancy to have dance lessons and piano lessons so I guess I'll have to wait a little longer."
Next comes the time issue. The husband works longer hours to try and make more money while the wife is left at home to take care of the kids. She starts getting pissed that she is stuck in the house with screaming kids, spilled food, constantly wet diapers and he gets to avoid it all by running off to some quiet office every morning. She jumps him for not doing his 'fair share' and the relationship starts on its downward slide. To placate her he gives up stopping with his buddies for a beer after work, or he gives up his bowling night or his Saturday golf date. Or he doesn't which only makes it worse. Or maybe he goes the other way.
"I've got my night out so you should have yours. Go ahead, get out of the house, and spend some time with your girlfriends. Me and little Jimmy will be fine."
After a couple of months he thinks he sees something and he becomes suspicious. Is she really playing cards over at her cousins? Did she really go to a Tupperware party? He starts checking her out when she comes home, sniffing her panties when she tosses them in the dirty clothesbasket. Going through her purse looking for men's names and phone numbers. She isn't stupid and she picks up on it and soon the two of them are warily eyeing each other and the relationship begins to sour.
Okay, I know that these examples are all from the cynic's point of view, but there is enough truth in there that has made me never want kids. And now here was my wife telling me about our own prospective blessed event.
I met Vickie in college and fell for her like a ton of bricks which was unfortunate because she was engaged to someone else at the time. I watched her from afar and prayed every day for Roger to get run over by a truck, get struck by lightening or some other thing along those lines. Nothing that drastic happened, but one day they were no longer a couple. According to Vickie's friends they broke up because she caught him in bed with some one else. According to Roger's friends he dumped her when he got tired of her fucking other guys. I didn't know which side was right, but then I really didn't care. All that mattered to me was that Vickie was available for dating and I moved in to try and be first in line.
I asked her out, she accepted and over the next three months we went out on several dates. We hit it off, but Vickie wasn't interested in a steady relationship.
"I just got out of one of those and I'm in no hurry to do that again."
She did like sex though and we went to bed after our fourth date. I didn't give up on trying for a more permanent relationship, but Vick was always hesitant and then suddenly it all changed.
"I think we should move in together and see how we fit" she said. It seemed to me that we fit very well and after nine months I asked her to marry me.
"That's a pretty big step to take honey. I know things are working out well for us right now, but we have never even discussed the future."
"What is there to talk about? I'm crazy about you and I want you in my life forever."
"Well for one thing honey, we have never talked about a family. I want babies, lots of babies. My ideal would be two girls and two boys, but it doesn't matter. What does matter is that I want kids, but I've never heard you say a word on the subject."
Okay, I know it was wrong, but even though I didn't want kids I did want Vickie – I wanted her bad enough to lie to her.
"I never mentioned it because I thought marriage with kids was a foregone conclusion. I never really gave any thought to how many and what flavor. My only concern would be having them too quickly after getting married. I always thought it was better to get your feet on the ground financially before starting a family."
We talked about marriage for another two weeks or so and then Vickie finally said yes to my proposal. We married three months after graduation, got jobs and started saving money for a house. Vickie wanted to go straight into a four bedroom so the family could grow into it. I wanted a small two bedroom because I knew that we were not going to have kids so I convinced Vickie to start small, build equity and then move up as we needed to.
Vickie realized the need for financial stability before having kids so she was on the pill and as added insurance I always wore a condom when we made love. At the end of three years Vickie told me she was going off the pill.
"It is time for me to start having my babies. I don't want you using condoms any more either."
"Are you sure that you are ready for such a big step?"
"Oh I'm ready honey, more than ready. I want my babies while I'm still young enough to enjoy them. I don't want to show up at the youngest one's high school graduation looking like the grandmother."
Two years later Vickie was still childless and bemoaning the fact that she couldn't get pregnant. She went in for tests and was told that there was nothing wrong with her. She started bugging me to go in and get myself tested so I told her that I had and had been told that I was fine. She started doing things that might help her conceive. She even went so far as to stand on her head as I plunged down into her on the theory that my sperm would fall faster toward her womb because of gravity. But it didn't matter what Vickie did she still couldn't get pregnant which really wasn't at all surprising to me. I did not want kids and I took steps to make sure that I never had kids. Two months before our wedding I had a vasectomy and now here was Vickie telling me that we were going to have a baby. As I looked at her with the fake 'happy' smile on my face I had to face up to the possibilities – either it was the long awaited Second Coming or my wife was a cheating whore.
Being an agnostic I had never bought into the virgin birth tale so that, in my mind anyway, narrowed the possibilities down to just one and that was that Vickie had been, or was being unfaithful. After dropping her little bomb on me Vickie grabbed my hand and started trying to pull me to the bedroom.
"Come on honey, we need to celebrate. I need to start fucking your brains out every chance I get so you won't feel so deprived when I get so far along that we can't make love anymore."
It wasn't going to happen.
It was as if the knowledge that Vickie was cheating on me had tripped a switch somewhere in the back of my head and all of a sudden my dick would not get hard. Vickie sucked, she stroked, she teased, but nothing she did would get my cock hard. She tried several times that night but to no avail. I passed it off as something stress related from work.
"I don't know sweetie, but what with the economy being in the toilet and talk about cutbacks and layoffs running through the company I'm just totally stressed out."
The fact that I couldn't get it up with her didn't really bother me because I didn't want anything to do with her cheating ass anyway.
Three months went by and Vickie was showing. There was a time when I thought that pregnant women were the sexiest thing around and the sight of a pregnant women would have lit a raging bonfire in me, but the sight of Vickie did not affect me that way. Just the opposite. The sight of my unfaithful pregnant wife turned my stomach. I was one confused puppy. I loved Vickie and I hated her at the same time and I suppose that is why I was still with her and hadn't pulled the plug. We had not had sex since the day of the big announcement even though she had tried everything she could think of for about six weeks before she gave up. I still got plenty of hard ons, but just not at home. I also had plenty of opportunities to get laid, but I wouldn't cheat on my wife even though she had obviously been cheating on me. I knew that I would eventually call her out on the kid, but I just wasn't ready right then. I don't know if I was waiting on a sign of some sort or what, but I did know that I wasn't going to raise some one else's kid and that I would confront Vickie before the kid came.
I might have waited the whole nine months had I not got pissed off. My boss came up to me shortly after lunch one day and told me that he needed a big favor.
"I need some one to hand carry some documents over to Lee Holtzman, wait while they are being signed and then hurry up and get them back here to me."
"No problem boss. At this time of day there shouldn't be much traffic and I should be able to get over there and back in a couple of hours."
I took the documents and headed out. Going cross-town to Holtzman Plaza took me right past our neighborhood. I had no real reason to stop at our house, but something seemed to be pulling me toward it. When I got on our street I saw a strange car in our drive and I immediately wondered if it was Vickie's lover or a girlfriend and I decided to find out. I pulled up and parked in front of the house and went inside. I heard the shower running upstairs and I headed on up. The bed looked like a cyclone had hit it. The sheets had wet spots on them just about where Vickie's ass would have been if she were getting screwed. I saw a small pile of men's clothes on the floor and peering around the corner into the bathroom I saw a man in the shower with Vickie. I walked over to the pile of clothes and got the man's wallet out of his pants and opened it. The name on the driver's license was Roger Grove – Vickie's fiancée from college!
I debated going into the bathroom, pulling both of them out of the shower, beating the snot out of him and then throwing both of them naked out into the front yard. I had actually turned and had taken a couple of steps toward the shower when a voice in my head told me not to be hasty. Violence would only cause more problems. What I needed to do was get more information and then use it to my best advantage. I put Roger's wallet back in his pants and dropped them to the floor and then I quietly left the house. That night after work I stopped at Electronics Universe and bought three voice activated tape recorders and a carton of tapes and then I headed on home.
I hid one of the recorders in the living room, one in the bedroom and then I went down in the basement and hooked the third one up to our telephone line. I had considered hidden video cameras, but decided that they were too expensive and I didn't really need them anyway. When I got ready to toss Vickie out on her ass the DNA test on the baby was all I was going to need. All I was looking for with the tape recorders was why? What had I done to make her cheat on me? For that matter, did I even do anything? And I really, really wanted to know how long it had been going on.
For the first two days there was nothing on the tapes except TV sound, the vacuum cleaner running and the noises made as a housewife went about taking care of her home. The recorder on the phone line captured conversations between Vickie and her mother and Vickie and her sister. On the third day I got what I was looking for. One of the calls on the telephone line recorder was from Roger. Vickie: Hello? Roger: Hey lover, we still on for one? Vickie: I'll be waiting in my slut suit when you get here. Roger: Nothing like an eager lover. Vickie: Is being eager and being horny the same thing? Roger: It is in your case babe. See you at one. Vickie: I'll be waiting.
The living room tape had nothing but garbled noises since it was to far from the front door to pick up anything clearly, but I did hear the door close and footsteps pounding up the stairs. The bedroom tape started as soon as they came into the room.
"Hurry baby, I haven't had your cock for three days and I'm horny as hell and I need it."
"If you want I won't waste time taking off my pants."
"Oh no lover, the last time we did that my pussy hairs got caught in your zipper and it hurt like hell. Hurry up and get naked baby, I want that hard cock of yours."
There was the sound of clothes hitting the floor and then I heard Vickie say, "Ooh baby, he looks like he's happy to see me. Bring him here baby, come to momma."
"Where do you want it?"
"In my pussy baby, fuck me first and then I'll suck it hard later."
The sounds of movement on the bed was followed by, "Oh yes, that's it baby, push it in, push it in deep, push it in hard lover, push hard."
For the next five minutes I listened to the sounds of them fucking, heard both of them announce that they were coming and then I heard Vickie say, "Thanks lover, I really needed that. Now let me suck on that beauty and get you up again."
I listened to two more fuck sessions and then I heard, "Have you given any more thought to where you and I will be if your dipshit husband ever decides to do his duty again?"
"Don't call him a dipshit Roger. And I've already told you where we will be if he starts making love to me again – nowhere! I told you that coming in."
"No, what you told me was that you needed someone to help you get pregnant. I assumed that since you asked me to do the job that you had feelings for me and that we might get something going."
"In the first place Roger, I picked you because you and Jerry have the same hair and eye color and are reasonably close to being the same size. Secondly I'd say that given what we have been doing for the last hour that we do have something going."
"You know what I mean Vickie."
"Yes Roger, I know what you mean, but I told you up front that all I wanted was for you to get me pregnant, nothing more."
"Then why am I here now? You are as pregnant as I can get you until you have the baby and then get cleared by the doctor to have sex again."
"You are here because I need sex and Jerry hasn't made love to me since I told him I was pregnant."
"Why?"
"I don't know. Maybe he's afraid he'll hurt the baby."
"His cock is that long? He's afraid that he'll poke the baby's eye out or something?"
"Roger, do you enjoy fucking me?"
"You know I do baby."
"Well if you want to keep on fucking me you had better stop taking cheap shots at Jerry."
"I'm sorry Vickie. It is just that it pisses me off that you left me for him. That baby in you should have my name when it is born."
"I didn't leave you for Jerry, I left you because I caught you fucking Sally Colby."
"Oh come on Vickie. I only fucked her to get even with you for fucking Tom Post, Bill States and George Bounce."
"Did you see me fucking them Roger?"
"No, but..."
"No buts Roger. You heard a rumor and you believed it. You have no idea if it really happened or not. I on the other hand saw you fucking Sally so I know for sure that it happened."
"You know what I'm saying Vickie. I just feel like I'm being used."
"Of course you are being used Roger, and you can look forward to being used for years to come. I plan on having a lot of kids and I want them all to have the same father and you are the man I picked to do the job. As an added benefit you get to fuck me as long as Jerry doesn't, but you do it with the clear understanding that I love my husband and if he ever starts making love to me again I stop having sex with you. At least until it is time to make the next baby."
I shut off the tape and ejected it from the recorder. I knew what I wanted to know and now all I had to do was figure out what to do next.
INTERMISSION
It doesn't matter what kind of story I write there is always feedback, both good and bad. For this type of story the feedback is predictable. Half of it will be similar to, "You loser! Another wimpy husband story, you make me sick" or "Not all women are the whores that you make them out to be. You should be ashamed. Your mother was a woman." Of the remaining fifty percent there will be twenty percent telling me what I should have written, i.e., "And then he should have fucked her in the ass and then laughed at the cum running down her leg saying there goes a kid you'll never have and then he grabs her head and fucks her face with his shit covered dick and then..." There will be another twenty percent that will be evenly split between those who liked the story and who will want a sequel and those who thought the story would have had a little more merit if I had only_______(fill in the blank). There will be at least three telling me that my comma usage and semi colon use is wrong and at the very least there will be one taking me to task for mixing up my tenses. To those grammarians I can only say that an eighth grade education will only take me so far. To the rest I say I write for my own enjoyment and then I offer to share. Like it or not, know that I have satisfied my target audience – me!
However, in a probably misguided effort to please as many readers as possible, I have provided several alternate endings for this story. Hopefully, you will find one that satisfies you. And now, back to the story.
Ending A..
I tossed the tape into my briefcase and sat down to plan my revenge against the faithless bitch and her asshole of a lover. It took me two weeks to work out their schedule. It seemed that Roger could only get away on Mondays and Thursdays so I decided to make my move on the following Thursday. I was waiting down the street when Roger pulled up in my drive. I saw him get out of his car and go into my house and you wouldn't believe how much that pissed me off. He didn't ring the bell or knock on the door, he just walked right in as if he belonged there. I sat in my car and gave the cheaters long enough to get naked and on the bed and then I got out of the car and headed for the house. I stopped in the drive long enough to use an ice pick on all four of Roger's tires, and then I opened the door and set the automatic door locks and then I went into the house and headed up the stairs.



They were so busy at cuckolding me that neither one of them even knew that I was in the room until I loomed over them. I saw the horror on Vickie's face as she looked up in time to see my right forearm close on Roger's throat in a chokehold and my left grab a handful of his hair. I jerked him up off of Vickie and with the chokehold and pulled hair keeping him off balance I frog marched him down the stairs and to the front door. I pushed his naked body out the door and then locked it behind him. I went to the phone and called the police and reported a naked peeping tom, gave my name and address and then called the local TV station with the same tale. Then I went upstairs to deal with Vickie.
She was cowering on the bed with the covers pulled up to hide her nakedness and she was crying.
"Get off the bed Vickie. Either do it on your own or I'll grab a handful of your hair and haul you off the bed like I did Roger."
"Jerry please, I can explain" she cried as I pulled the covers off her and reached for her hair. She scrambled off the bed and reached for a robe.
"Leave it Vickie. I want you to stay just as you are. Now get your whoring ass down the stairs."
"Please Jerry, let me explain."
"Move it Vickie" I said as I reached for her hair again.
She scurried down the stairs and I told her to go over to the front door, "I want to show you something Vickie."
"Please honey, if you would just let me explain."
"Later Vickie. Right now I have something I want you to see."
I opened the door so she could see a naked Roger trying to get in his car.
"What is it I'm supposed to see?"
"Your lover Vick. See him trying to get in his car and hide his nakedness from our neighbors and anybody who might be driving down the street? Have you no compassion for the man? Tell you what Vickie, why don't you go out and keep him company" and I pushed her out the door and locked it behind her.
I was watching through the front window as the News 4 van pulled up in front of the house and the police car pulled into the drive. I smiled as the two officers got out of the car and headed for the two naked people who were trying to hide behind the rose bushes and as the television crew from News 4 recorded the scene for posterity.
Ending B.
I watched Jessica chasing Sam around the backyard while the dog chased after the two of them. I looked over at Vickie, big as a house in her ninth month, and thought about what had brought me to this point in my life. Not ever wanting kids and being dead set against having any had blinded me to the desire of Vickie for just the opposite. I cheated her when I married her knowing that I would never give her what she most wanted. You could probably say that I got what I deserved when Vickie turned to someone else to give her what she needed.
Something strange happened to me when I listened to that tape. When I heard Vickie tell Roger that she loved me and that with the exception of making babies he wouldn't be in her bed if I was just doing my duty the switch in my head that was turned off when she announced her pregnancy suddenly got turned back on. I realized that I loved Vickie as much then as I did on the day I lied to her to get her to marry me. I destroyed the tape and then I had gone upstairs, picked Vickie up and carried her into the bedroom, and then I made love to her until I was exhausted. After that night I made sure that Vickie would never need Roger again. Oh she still saw him from time to time, Jessica and her round belly were proof enough of that. Maybe she still saw him during the week when I was at work, but I doubted it because I believe what I heard her say on the tape.
When Vickie had come back from the doctor after having an ultrasound done on her current bun in the oven she told me it was a boy.
"Have you given any thought to a name for this one?"
"If it had been a girl I was thinking maybe Gloria after your grandmother. For a boy I was thinking maybe Roger."
I thought I saw the trace of a smile around her eyes, "I think Roger would be a great name for him."
Vickie came up to me as I was watching the kids race around the back yard and she put her head on my shoulder, "Do you have any idea how much I love you?"
"Enough to stay with me forever I would hope."
"Lover, dynamite couldn't separate me from you."
"I love you too Vick" I said as I thought, "A lot more than you will ever realize."
Ending C.
I tossed the tape in my briefcase and sat down to plan my revenge. Subtle, I wanted something subtle, something that I could do that would hit them when they least expected it. It took me a week to come up with the plan. The beauty of it was that I had months to set things up. I could take my time and do it right and they would never see it coming.
The first thing was to tell Vickie that I had been to see a doctor and that it turned out that I had acute erectile dysfunction and that he was working with me to help me solve the problem. Then I played the part of loving husband and happy expectant father to be while I quietly liquidated holdings and moved assets. The happy day arrived and when the time came I rushed Vickie to the hospital and as they loaded her on the gurney and pushed her toward the delivery room I rushed back home. I loaded all of Vickie's stuff in boxes and loaded them in the back of my pick up and on the way back to the hospital I swung by Roger's place and stacked all the boxes in front of his garage door. As I was unloading them Roger's wife came out and asked me what I was doing and so I told her. She seemed a little upset when I pulled away.
At the hospital I found that Vickie had just delivered and was being moved to the recovery room. We already knew from the ultrasound that the baby was going to be a boy and we had already picked a name. It was to be John Curtis Markham, John being her father's name and Curtis being the name of my dad. They came and got me when Vickie started coming out from under and the first thing she said to me when I came into the room was, "Have you seen him?"
"No. I didn't see any need to."
She looked at me and shook her head as if to clear it since she obviously hadn't heard me right.
"I haven't seen him Vickie and I hope to God I never do. I did do something for the little bastard though. When they asked me for the information to put on the birth certificate I made sure that they got the father's name right. Also, I decided against naming him John Curtis. I thought Roger would be a more appropriate name. The name on the birth certificate is Roger Louis Grove, Junior. I mean Roger was concerned that the baby wasn't going to have his name, wasn't he?"
"I...I... I don't kno... know what you mean?"
"Sure you do Vickie. I know that your head is a little foggy right now, but you are a college graduate, you'll figure it out."
I pulled some papers out of my back pocket and handed them to her. "Those are divorce papers. That number paperclipped to it is Roger's phone number in case you have forgotten it. You need to call him when they release you to leave. Hopefully he will come down and pick you up since I sure won't. I've dumped all your stuff in Roger's driveway and I've changed all the locks on the house so don't bother trying to come back there." Then I walked out of the room and headed on home.
Ending D.
I tossed the tape in the briefcase, closed it and then hesitated and took the tape back out. I rewound it to the place I wanted and hit the play button.
"I love my husband and if he starts making love to me I stop having sex with you."
I rewound the tape and played it again, "I love my husband" and then a third time, "I love my husband."
I ejected the tape and put it back in the briefcase and then I sat there looking at the framed picture of Vickie on my desk. I replayed in my mind the other portion of the tape that had caught my attention.
"If he starts making love to me I stop having sex with you."
Making love versus having sex. I felt a tingle in my groin, the first one brought on by thoughts of Vickie since the announcement of her pregnancy. Over the next two days I listened to that tape three dozen times and every time I heard, "Fuck me first and I'll suck you later" or "Push it in, push hard lover, push hard" my cock got as hard as an iron bar as I remembered how she used to say those same things to me. Using what I'd heard on the tape I pictured in my mind the two of them on the bed. I'd see Vickie with her legs spread wide crying out, "Push it in." I heard the soft grunts as she was pushed into from behind and I heard the slurping sounds as she sucked cock, but it wasn't Roger I pictured doing these things with her, it was me.
I was driving myself crazy. The tape recorders were still in place and I reviewed them daily. Twice more I listened to sex sessions between Roger and my wife and then one day I heard Roger say, "The earliest that I can get there tomorrow is two and I have to leave by three, is that okay?"
"It will be if your cock is hard when you get here and we don't have to waste a lot of time on foreplay."
When I heard that I knew what I had to do. The next morning I left the house for work and drove my car over to the next street and parked it. I walked home and entered the garage through the back door and then walked over to the door that connected to garage to the house. I put my ear to the door and listened for what I hoped would happen. It was a long wait and I was just about to give up and leave when I heard it – the upstairs shower running. I quickly moved into the house and rushed up the stairs and hid myself in the spare bedroom. I had already put a couple of books and several cans of soda in the room and I settled down to wait.
Roger arrived at one fifty five and when Vickie went to greet him I crossed the hall and hid in our bedroom closet. Minutes later Vickie and Roger came into the room. I saw that Vickie had her 'slut suit' on and my cock leaped to attention. Vickie walked straight to the bed, climbed on it and spread her legs.
"Hurry up damn it, you're wasting time."
I could not believe how erotic Vickie looked with her legs spread and her belly rising up like an Indian burial mound or hill. Never having made love to a pregnant woman I had no idea how Roger would overcome the obstacle that belly presented. He got on the bed and picked Vickie's legs and put them on his shoulders and lifted her up so her weight was on her upper back and shoulders and then he plunged into her.
"This would be so much easier on both of us Vick if you would just let me do you from behind."
"We have been over that ground several times Roger, I just don't trust you."
"Come on Vickie, you know that you like being fucked in your ass."
"I don't like it Roger – I love it!"
"Then why won't you let me?"
"I've told you Roger, my ass belongs to Jerry."
"Get real Vick. He can't, won't or isn't able so why deny yourself the pleasure?"
Roger, I love the man and I have to keep something that is his and his alone. Take what you can get and be happy, okay?"
For the next hour I watched as they fucked, sucked each other in a sixty-nine and then fucked again. Vickie was going after Roger's cock again when he suddenly said, "Look at the time sweetie, I've got to get going."
"Oh please Roger, do you have too? I'm still as horny as a goat."
"Sorry sweetie, but I have to make this meeting. Tell you what though. Try to hang on and I'll take half a day off work tomorrow and get her about noon and I can stay until the usual time."
"Please baby, get here as early as you can. The farther along I get the more I seem to need sex. I could probably go all day if you could."
"Sorry baby, I'm not Superman, but I'll try my best."
"See yourself out baby, I need to see if I can get the edge off before Jerry gets home" and she got up and went to her dresser and got out a dildo that I didn't even know that she had. Roger left the room and Vickie got on the bed and started using the fake dick on herself. As she worked the dildo in and out I heard her moan, "Come on Jerry, make me cum, please Jerry baby, make me cum."
I heard the front door close and I took a deep breath and left the closet. I approached the bed and looked down at Vickie who had her eyes closed as she rammed herself with her dildo.
"Would you rather have a real one?"
Her eyes shot open and I saw fear and worry on her face and then her expression softened as she saw my hard cock.
"Well, would you?"
"Oh God yes lover, I want it. I've missed you terribly, hurry."
"Where do you want it?"
She scrambled and got up on her hands and knees, "In my ass lover, in my ass. I love you in my ass baby and it's been so long."
It was a long evening. I seemed to have a perpetual hard on and every time we finished and Vickie wanted to talk my cock just swelled up again. I finally got to the point where my dick was dead and I just couldn't go anymore. Vickie's first question was, "What time did you get home?"
"I never left."
Alarm swept over her face, "You know?"
"I've known for months now. I knew the day you told me you were pregnant."
"How could you know?"
"I knew because I lied to you," I said as I lied to her again. "When I went to the doctor to get tested the tests showed that my sperm count was so low that I could never father a child. I knew how bad you wanted babies and I was afraid you would leave me if I told you the truth. So yes, I knew you were cheating as soon as you told me I was going to be a daddy."
"You must hate me."
"I did for a while."
"A while? Are you saying that you don't hate me now?"
"Well, maybe not as much."
"What does that mean?"
"I hate the fact that you could so easily fuck another man and I'm not at all happy with the fact that you were planning on deceiving me and having me raise another man's kids, but what I really hated was the thought that you loved someone else and you were just keeping me around to pay the bills."
"I take it that changed?"
"Yeah, you changed it."
"Me? How?"
"I'll show you. Be back in a jif" and I got up and went to my briefcase and got the tape and a recorder. I went back to the bedroom and set them down on the bedside table. "When I found out that you were cheating on me I decided that I needed to gather evidence for a divorce so I set up some tape recorders. Just listen" and I hit PLAY. I watched her as the tape played and I saw a wide range of emotions play out over her face. I saw shame, anger, some excitement, but most of all I saw confusion. When the tape ended she said, "I don't understand. That tape should have had you running for a divorce lawyer. My God Jerry, I was an absolute slut and that tape shows it clear as hell."
I rewound the tape to the right place and hit PLAY again. "I love my husband and if he starts making love to me I stop having sex with you."
"The tape did show that you were an absolute slut for Roger, but it also showed me that I hadn't lost you to anyone else. It told me that you were still mine and that all I had to do was be your husband. We have some major issues that we are going to need to work on, but knowing that you're mine will help a lot."
"Oh God baby, I'm so sorry" and she started crying. I pulled her to me and held her as she cried herself to sleep in my arms.
The next day I woke up with Vickie's mouth wrapped firmly around my cock and when I was fully awake she mounted me and rode me to a leisurely orgasm. When it was over she said, "Can you call in sick today? Stay home with me baby, we need to play catch up."
"I can't Vick Still have to pay the bills. Besides, I have to get out of here before Roger gets here."
"Roger won't be coming today. I'm going to call him and cancel. I meant it baby. Once you started making love to me Roger was history."
"No Vickie, you need Roger."
"No I don't lover, I've got you back, you're all I need."
"No Vick, you need Roger. I agree with you that all your babies should have the same father and if there is anything that this mess has shown me it is how desperate you are to have those babies. No Vick, you need to keep Roger happy. Besides, after what I've heard on the tapes, seen from the closet and then experienced for myself after Roger left I know that I can't keep up with you, at least not while you are still pregnant and craving more and more sex.. Just one thing though, promise me that Roger never finds out that I know. Can you do that? Can you promise?"
Vickie smiled at me, "Whatever you want lover, I promise."
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I wish to God I'd never done it. It was a spur of the moment kind of thing and now my life is an absolute mess.
Lily's favorite sexual position is doggie style and her favorite place to do it is right on the edge of our bed so I can stand on the floor and drive into her. We found that if I stand on my toes the angle is such that I touch her someplace inside her that drives her wild; a place I never seemed to touch any other way. I tried a little stool but that apparently put me a little too high. I made a little box about half as high as the stool, but that didn't work either. I tried standing on pillows, on a pile of various sizes of rugs, but the only way I could seem to hit that spot was by standing on my tiptoes. But that was too hard to do, especially for bouts of sex that could sometimes last twenty minutes to half an hour. I was in the mall shopping one day and as I was passing by a shoe store something caught my eye and I stopped to take a look. It was a black high heeled shoe with a very high heel (turned out they were five inch) and what looked like a two or three inch platform sole and it had ankle straps. I wondered if …, nah, no way. What could I have been thinking? But I came back to that store and looked in the window at those shoes three times before I went home. The next day I was standing at the door of the store when it opened for business and I told the lady what I wanted.
"What size sir?"
"I don't know. Do women's sizes correspond to men's?"
"No sir, they don't."
"I guess we will just have to measure my foot then."
She gave me a funny look and said, "There for you? The high heels are for you?" and then gave me a look that said "What kind of pervert are you?" Her look made me feel uncomfortable and so I made up a story, "My wife and I are going to a Halloween party and she wants me to dress up as a woman."
The saleswoman gave me a dubious look and said, "Halloween is five months away."
"I know, but I'm going to need some time to learn to walk in them."
Lily could not stop laughing as I tottered out of the bathroom in my new shoes, at least not until she started moaning and screaming for me to fuck her harder and never stop. The shoes were perfect and I was able to hit Lily's spot with both feet planted on the ground. Oh I wobbled a bit, but I figured that would go away as I got used to wearing the shoes. The shoes became a regular part of our sex life and a couple of months went by and then one night I came into the bedroom and found that Lily had set up the video camera on a tripod and had pointed it straight at the bed. I asked what was going on and she told me that she wanted to see what it looked like when I fucked her wearing my heels. When we played back the tape I could see that it had some effect on her, but I had no idea how strong that effect would become.
I came home two weeks later and found her sitting on the living room couch and masturbating while she watched the tape play on the TV set. As soon as I walked in she pulled down my zipper and pulled me down onto the living room floor. With my cock sticking up out of my zipper she mounted me and fucked me right then and there while watching the tape. Two nights later I came home from work and Lily hollered out, "I'm upstairs in the bedroom." I walked into the bedroom and found her in only thigh high nylons and her Come Fuck Me pumps and she had the camera set up again. There was a package on the bed and Lily pointed at it and told me to open it. I opened it, looked at what was inside and then looked at her like she was nuts.
"Please" she said, "Please do it for me?"
Inside the box were a garter belt and a couple of pair of nylons. I stood there, staring down into the box and she said again, "Please baby, please. Do it for me?"
What the hell I thought, it won't hurt and it isn't as if anybody else will ever see the tape. I could not believe how turned on Lily was that night and on the following nights as she watched that tape and the garter belt and nylons became part of our routine.
Next came the fulfilling of a prophecy that I hadn't realized I'd made.
"Honey, Halloween is coming and I want you to do me a big favor."
Not being a mind-reader I gave my stock answer, "You know I'll do anything for you sweetheart."
She beamed, "Promise?"
"Yes I promise."
"I want you to come to my company's Halloween party as my girl friend from out of town."
I looked at her in absolute horror, "You can't be serious!"
"Honey it will be a kick. No one there has ever met you and we have almost two months to work it out."
"No Lily, absolutely not!"
"But you promised."
I can deny Lily nothing so in the end I caved in and agreed to do it. The coming weeks were spent teaching me how to behave as a woman; how to walk in heels, how to put on makeup and things like that. Every night Lily would come home with something new for me to wear. A pair of classic black CFM's with four-inch heels replaced the platforms and I had to spend a half-hour every night walking around the house in them. Then there were the bra and dresses that I had to get used to wearing. I went whole weekends walking around the house dressed as a woman with Lily constantly giving me pointers. Next came the wigs; Lily bought four different ones before she settled on the one that she thought framed my face the best. It was a soft reddish brown one that was shoulder length and I had to wear it whenever we were home alone so that I could get used to it. The thing I fought Lily the hardest on was shaving my legs, but after a couple of days of watching her pout I gave in on that also. The thing that was the hardest was trying to learn to sit like a woman. It sounds like something simple, but sitting with one leg across the other for an extended period of time is just something very unnatural for a man. I got lessons in putting on makeup. I didn't think I needed them and I told Lily so, "You can put it on me before we leave the house."
"Yes, I could, but you will need to freshen it up every once in a while and you need to be able to do it yourself. What if someone were to walk in on us while I was putting makeup on you?"
That's when it dawned on me that I was going to have to use the ladies room that night and I could just see disaster coming. During this period Lily and I were fucking like two people possessed. The more she dressed me as a woman and taped me, the more she wanted to fuck. I had no idea why, but the more feminine she made me look the more insatiable she became.
The night of the party I was a nervous wreck. I didn't want to do it - I really, really did not want go, but if I didn't go Lily would never forgive me. I needn't have worried as the party went off without a hitch. Lily went as Cat Woman and told everyone that I had just flown into town and hadn't had time to get a costume. I was introduced as Roberta (every one called me Bobbie) and Lily told everyone that I was going through a rather difficult trial separation from my husband and that she hoped everyone could help cheer me up. I walked around with a drink in my hand and astoundingly got hit on by several guys. Even more astoundingly to me was the fact that Lily was pissed at me all the way home from the party. I had to badger her into telling me why and she finally got a sheepish look on her face and confessed that she was jealous of the attention I got.
"I work with those guys every day and they have never sniffed after me the way they went after you."
I was flattered - I think.
Halloween was over and I thought that the cross-dressing was a thing of the past. I was wrong. Lily kept buying bras, panties, bustiers and other feminine things for me to wear and asked me to wear them when we made love. She videotaped all of our love making sessions and when I wasn't around she maturbated to them. We started getting phone calls for Bobbie and Lily giggled and told me that some of the guys she worked with had asked her for my number. If I answered I just said that Bobbie wasn't there, but if Lily answered the phone she would say, "Just a minute, I'll get her." Then she would say, "Take the call baby, I want to suck your cock while he's trying to make a date to fuck you." I went along with the gag and a couple of weeks went by while I fended off the guys she had given my number to. The next thing she hit me with was meeting her after work some night when she was going to stop for a drink with the girls she worked with. I let her talk me into it and I do have to admit that it was a kick.
I never knew a group of women could be so potty mouthed. They talked about their husbands, boyfriends and lovers and compared cock sizes, got into arguments over whether or not size mattered and discussed who was good at eating pussy. I got a little pissed when in answer to a question on cock size Lily said that her husband was kind of small (I know that seven inches isn't huge, but it isn't small either) and that someday she might cheat on him just to see what a big cock would be like. That brought a chorus of "Oh you should try…" and the girls named off guys that Lily worked with. The Lily turned to me, "What's your opinion Bobbie? What's your husband like?" I gave her an evil grin and then held my hands apart to indicate a cock of about twelve inches. That got me, "You silly girl, why are you letting him get away?" Lily said, "The problem is that he's not using it on her, he's giving it away to other women" and that got me a bunch of "Oh you poor baby"s.
While we sat at the table a couple of guys came over and asked some of us to dance. I politely declined, but Lily danced with three guys and once came back to the table giggling, "I think I found my huge cock. At least it felt huge when he poked it into my leg."
That set the girls off, "You going to give him your phone number?" and "Are you going to see him again?" One whiskey voice slut said, "Don't let him get away honey. Go out into the parking lot and fuck him now. You never know when you might find a big one again." Lily turned to me, "What do you think Bobbie, should I go for it? Think David would know if I was freshly fucked when I get home tonight?" Talk about opening a door! About five years previous I told Lily that my most persistent fantasy was to watch her fuck another man. Lily had let me know, in no uncertain terms, that I was out of my fucking mind and as a result it had never been mentioned again.
"I think you should go for it Lil. I mean if David is as lacking as you say you owe it to yourself to see what a real man is like."
That wasn't the answer she had expected, but before she could give me a nasty look the girls jumped in, "Go for it Lily" and "You go girl." A couple of them began to chant "Show us the beef, show us the beef" and almost as if on cue the man in question showed up and asked Lily to dance. She looked around the table at everyone, her glance lingering on me for a second or two, and then she got up and went out on the dance floor with the guy.
We all watched Lily and the man dance and about halfway into the dance we all saw the man's hand slide down and cup Lily's ass and Lily laid her head on his shoulder. The girls at the table were all babbling away, "Will she do it?" "I hope she does it." "Maybe I should have said yes when he asked me to dance. I'd like to see a big cock once" and whiskey voice said, "She won't do it. She isn't slut enough." The music ended, but the two of them stayed on the floor and waited for the next song. One of the girls asked, "What do you think Bobbie? You know her better than the rest of us."
"Well, we've been close since the third grade and she has always told me her deepest, darkest secrets, but she has never mentioned cheating on David. But she is headstrong and if she took what was said at this table as a dare, who knows?"
Out on the dance floor Lily and the man were dancing closer than before and when the song ended they left the dance floor and went and sat at his table. Five minutes later they got up and walked out the side door of the bar and into the parking lot and whiskey voice said, "Well I'll be damned." I just sat there shocked at the fact that Lily had actually gone out to the parking lot with the man. It was over half an hour before the two of them came back into the bar and it was another ten before Lily came back to the table to join us. "What did you do?" "How was he?" "Oh girl, you are such a slut" and whiskey voice asked, "Just how big was he?" Lily held her hands apart to indicate size, about ten inches, and then she looked at me, "You won't tell David, will you?"
"I won't tell him, but now that you have broken your marriage vows and had some fun it's only fair that he have some too - and you know how much I've always liked him."
"You wouldn't!"
"Oh yes I would!"
We stayed for another five minutes and then Lily said that it was time for us to go. In the car Lily slid over next to me and said, "Lift your skirt baby, I've got to have your cock right now."
It took a minute to get my cock free from the way we had it secured (wouldn't do for the girls - or for that matter the guys - to see me with an erection) and then Lily took hold of me and started stroking my cock. "Are you ready for this baby? This is the second cock I've had in my hand in the last hour."
"Did you fuck him?"
"Of course not. I wouldn't do that without talking to you. I wanted to, but I didn't."
"Then what did you do out there for over half an hour?"
"We talked and he worked really hard at getting me into the backseat, but I told him no. I told him I never did a guy without dating him first. He asked me to at least give him a blow job and I told him that I wouldn't and I said I'd give him a hand job and that would have to hold him until we could go out on a date."
"You jacked him off?"
"Yes I did. He came like he hadn't cum in a couple of months. I wasn't lying back there baby, he was a good ten inches."
"Why didn't you just go ahead and fuck him?"
"Because I wasn't sure that you still had your fantasy about another guy and me. I'm damned sure not going to do it without you saying it's okay."
"Well I still have the fantasy."
"Good, because he's going to call me tomorrow. I told him that you would be out of town and that maybe we could get together."
I told Lily that she had me ready to shoot and she dropped her mouth onto my cock and swallowed my load. When we got home she wouldn't let me take off my women's clothes until after we had made love.
I got home from work first the next day and I had dinner waiting when Lily got home. "How did your day go?" I asked.
"He called me right after lunch."
"And?"
"We made a date for Friday night. Dinner and dancing and then, if things go right, we will come back here and I'll get to try out that huge cock. They will pick us up at seven."
"What?"
"It's a double date sweetie. He's got a friend that he says will be perfect for you."
"Are you fucking crazy? Playing dress up is one thing, but me dating another guy? No way Lily, no fucking way! Absolutely no fucking way."
"That's the only way you will get your fantasy honey. I want you there when I do it."
"I'll be there when you do it. Just bring him home and I'll be in the closet."
"No sweetie. If things go good he may want to pull over on a lover's lane and if I fuck him you have to be there."
"Forget it Lily, just fucking forget it."
But she didn't forget it and for the next three days she hounded me until at last I gave in. "You don't have to do anything, just dance with the guy. You did that at the Halloween party and it didn't bother you any. I told Russ that you were on a trial separation from your husband and I didn't think you were ready to play just yet. I told him I wanted to double date to give you a chance to see if you were ready. Your date isn't going to expect anything" and then she giggled, "except maybe a kiss or two. Who knows, you might have so much fun that you'll give him a hand job" and then she laughed and ran away from me.
I was nervous as hell when I got into the car with Russ and his friend Todd. I hoped, for Lily's sake, that this wasn't going to be the night our little deception was uncovered. Mostly because Russ knew quite a few people that Lily worked with. Surprisingly the evening went well and I had to admit that I had a lot of fun. Todd was definitely hoping to get lucky and he held his cock against my leg on every slow dance that came along. I was shocked and amazed to find that his attention made my cock hard. Lily was definitely going to get fucked that night when we got home, maybe by Russ, but most definably by me. I had been paying so much attention trying not slip out of my female character that I hadn't spent enough time to watching the drinks that the guys had been buying me. I was feeling really giddy when we got in the car for the ride home. Russ was driving and Lily got into the front with him and then slid over next to him. Todd and I were in the back seat.
As Russ pulled out of the parking lot I was watching in the rear view mirror and I saw Lily unzip Russ and haul out his dick. Lily hadn't exaggerated - it was huge! She began to stroke him and I watched, mesmerized, as my wife prepared for her first infidelity. I was hot from what I was watching, giddy from the drinking, and when Todd turned my head and kissed me it was several seconds before I realized what was happening. Those few seconds were all it took for Todd to work his tongue into my mouth. The big surprise was that Todd's french kissing wasn't all that different from Lily's, just harder. I didn't return the kiss, but I didn't push him away either. When he pulled his mouth off mine I said, just a little breathlessly, "I shouldn't, I can't, I'm a married woman. It just wouldn't be right." A glance at the rear view showed that Lily had her head inn Russ's lap and was sucking his monster. The drinks, the excitement at watching Lily suck another man's cock and knowing that she was going to fuck him and my own hard cock clouded things for a bit and it took Todd's tongue searching my mouth to bring me back to the present. I let him kiss me and the frenching began to light my fire the same as it did when Lily kissed me, but I had to remain clear headed or Todd's roaming hands would be my undoing.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Lily's head in the rear view as it bobbed up and down on Russ's cock. Todd's hands moved to my chest and I pushed them away. His tongue probed my mouth and I finally returned the kiss to keep him occupied, but it ended up making me that much hotter and when his hand moved to my leg and started up it I knew that I had to do something to stop him. Swearing at Lily under my breath for getting me into this mess I reached for Todd's zipper.
"I told you that I'm married and that I can't do it with you, but I will help you with your problem if you will just promise me to keep your hands to yourself."
"Todd nodded his agreement and I worked his cock out of his trousers and started to stroke it. In the rear view I saw Lily lift her head from Russ's lap and I saw a thick rope of cum fall from her mouth back onto Russ's dick. She lowered her head, licked it off and then she sat up. She looked in the back and saw what I was doing and got up on her knees and leaned over to watch.
"I knew you could do it baby. That louse you are married to is back in New York running around on you and it's time you had some fun of your own. Play with it baby. Squeeze his balls and do everything that will piss off your hubby when he hears about it."
Lily's seductive urgings, the drinks, the heat generated by the french kissing were all in play now as I jacked off Todd. A drop of pre-cum leaked out and I stared down at it as my hand moved up and down on Todd's stick. In my ear Lily crooned, "Do it baby, do it. You know you want to."



No I didn't! What I wanted to do was yell, "stop the car" and then jump out and run away from it as fast as my high heels would let me, but something had a hold on me and I just sat there and stared at Todd's cock as I beat him off. Lily wouldn't stop, "Do it baby, do it. Get even with your hubby baby. Do it for yourself. Make me proud of you baby" and I felt her hand on the back of my head. "Come on baby, do it" she crooned as she gently pushed my head down. Just before my mouth swallowed Todd's manhood a voice deep inside me screamed "God damn you Lily, what have you done to me!"
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"You what?" I said to what my sister had just asked me.
"You heard me," she said.
"I know I heard you, but I just don't believe I heard you right."
"But you did little brother, you did. I'll be over in a little bit to tell you about it."
My sister Martha is three years older than I am, but we couldn't be closer if we were twins. I don't know or even remember how the tone of our relationship started, but it has been a raunchy one for as long as I can remember. When she was in high school she made it a habit to let me see her naked just so she could laugh when she gave me a hard on. Once I hit fifteen it was payback time. I used to barge in on her when she was in the bathtub, haul out my hose and take a pee in front of her and then give it a couple of strokes while she watched and then say, "Sorry Sis, you can't have it. You're family, you know?" And it got worse. One night I walked into her bedroom to get a couple of my records that she had borrowed and found her using a rubber dick on herself. I unzipped, walked over and stood in front of her, stroked myself until I got hard and then said, "Here! You can look at this one while you use the phony."
She got even with me two weeks later when I was in my bedroom and about to slide my dick into the next door neighbor's daughter. In walked Martha and she said, "Here stud. Don't forget to use these" and she tossed me a package of Trojans. Poor Merrily was so embarrassed that she got up and ran home.
It was all good natured and even enjoyable at times, like when she set me up with one of her girlfriends. "All she wants, brother mine, is a good, hard, no frills fuck with no attachments."
Well, I did the job, but the no attachments part didn't stick. Janice and I made it for three months before she found some one her own age to do what I'd been doing. Martha and I even went on double dates a couple of times and I fucked my date in the front seat while she took hers on in the back. Another time she fucked her boyfriend on the couch while I stood at the front window keeping an eye out for mom and dad.
It has slacked off a lot since Martha got married, but I can still expect surprises from her. Just last birthday I opened the present she brought me and then had to quickly shut the box so no one else could see what was inside - two dozen condoms, a fake rubber pussy, and a card the said, "Think Safe Sex." So when she called me today with her request I didn't know if she was kidding, setting me up for something, or what.
"You heard me right" she said across the kitchen table, "I want you to find me one of your black friends who would be willing to be videotaped fucking me in my ass."
I looked at her like she was crazy; "This is a joke, right?"
"No joke little brother, just plain old revenge."
Martha had caught her husband cheating on her, not just once but several times, and each time he had begged forgiveness and promised never to do it again. The last time, however, he'd gotten caught doing it in the marital bed. Martha intended to punish Bill in the most humiliating way she could think of, by letting a black man fuck her; no, not just fuck her, but fuck her in her ass and tape it so she could show him the video.
Now to understand why this could be considered revenge you would have to know her husband Bill. All in all, a pretty nice guy, easy to get along with (too easy according to Martha), but he did have one major flaw - he was a racist and he had absolutely no use for minorities. In a partial defense of him it should be said that he was born and raised in South Carolina and his prejudice was built into him by family and friends from the day he was old enough to walk. It didn't help that he had never left the state until he was thirty. I did have to agree that if she wanted to get to him she had chosen the most guaranteed way. But I did have a question, "Why in the ass? Wouldn't just doing it on tape do the job?"
"It might" she said, "But I don't like it anal and I won't let Billy do me there, so letting a black man do it should send him to the moon."
I gave her the most serious look I could muster and said, "And when he goes and gets a gun and comes looking for you, what then?"
She smiled and said, "I'll be out of the house by then and living here with you. You will protect me, won't you?"
I spent another hour trying to talk her out of it, but she had her mind made up and so, with great reluctance, I told her I would help.
Martha is 5' 6", 120 lbs, with 36C cup tits and raven black hair that hangs all the way down to her ass. She's had boys sniffing after her since she was thirteen and old enough to know what they were trying to sniff. So getting someone to fuck shouldn't be a problem, right? Wrong!
"What's wrong with her to she has to have you find somebody to do her?" was the most common response that I got and, "Shit man, I don't want to take no chance on getting AIDS. Poopchute fucking is a no no anymore" was the next most common. My favorite was, "Yeah, right! I'll be in the saddle going for glory when that cracker son of a bitch comes crashing through the door with a shotgun."
By the end of the week I hadn't found anyone (anyone black) willing to fuck the best looking woman in town - totally unbelievable! Just when I thought that I was fighting a lost cause I got some help from none other than Bill himself. Clarissa Maggus was bent over trying to change a flat tire when Bill came by. He started to slow down and give her a hand, but when Clarissa stood up and Bill saw that she was black he swung back on the road and drove away. The next day Clarissa's brother Roy came to see he and me was pissed, "Does your sister still want to hang horns on that miserable son of a bitch?" I nodded my head yes and Roy said, "Then I'm your man."
I called Martha and gave her the news and asked her where and when.
"Tomorrow night and can I use your place? I don't want to take a chance on Billy coming home before I'm through."
I was quiet for a moment and then I said, "I hope you don't expect me to be there when you do this."
"You have to be there!" she cried, "I need you to take the video."
I laughed at that one, "I don't think so. For God's sake Martha, you're my sister. I'll grant you that were close and I've watched you get screwed before, but I can't watch you get screwed by somebody else and take pictures of it. When that gets out, and you know that it will, I'll have the reputation in this town of some kind of sexual pervert."
Martha begged and pleaded and against my better judgement she finally talked me into it using the argument that she might need me to protect her from Bill. I was not a happy camper, but she was my sister and Bill was going to be outraged when he found out what she'd done. And, as I've mentioned earlier, it wouldn't be the first time I'd watched her get laid.
There were times when I hated Martha and this was one of them. "How do I look?" she asked as she spun around in front of me in only thigh highs and high heels. I looked at her and cursed the fates that made her my sister. Right at that moment I wanted her so bad that I felt actual physical pain, but instead of being able to have her I was going to have to watch as someone else took her. The doorbell rang and I opened the door to find Roy standing there, but he wasn't alone.
"I brought Vernon and George to watch my back just in case that cracker bastard finds out what's going on and comes over. They'll wait outside in the car, but I wanted you to know that they are here."
From behind me I heard Martha say, "They don't have to stay in the car. They can wait in the living room."
I turned to look at her and she said, "I know what I'm doing. If they stay in the car they will always wonder if Roy was telling them the truth. In the living room they'll know its true because they will hear what's happening. Then they will tell all their friends and everybody will start looking at Billy with smirks on their faces. Don't forget little brother, this isn't about getting me laid, it's about humiliating Billy."
I just stood aside and let the three of them walk in and all three developed instant erections as soon as they saw Martha standing there. Martha smiled sweetly and said, "Thanks for helping me out on this Roy. I'll try and make it worth your while."
She took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom and I watched Vernon and George watch her walk away. I couldn't help but laugh, "Hey, I asked both of you and you both turned me down."
I picked up the video camera and followed Martha and Roy down the hall. Martha was undressing Roy when I got there so I moved off to the side and started filming. She got his shirt off and stood on tiptoe to kiss him while she undid his belt and pulled down his zipper. The pants fell to the floor and Roy kicked off his loafers and stepped out of the pants while Martha, still on tiptoe and kissing him, slid her hand into his shorts and started playing with his cock.
Martha broke the kiss and went to her knees and pulled down his briefs. As his erect cock leapt free she leaned forward and captured it with her mouth and held it while she worked his shorts and then his socks off of him. Her hands went to Roy's hips and she held him while sucking his cock and as I watched that black pole disappear into that white face my cock twitched and I knew that I was going to keep a copy of the tape for myself. For the next couple of minutes Martha did not suck Roy's cock, she made love to it, several times looking over at the camera and winking. I thought about what an ignorant bastard Bill was to have fucked up and thrown Martha away.
Martha got up and led Roy to the bed and she lay down and spread her legs, "Fuck me in my pussy first baby. I need to warm up a little before you take my ass."
I moved to the side of the bed and zoomed in on that black cock sliding into Martha's pussy and I knew that Bill would be grinding his teeth when he saw it. I pulled back to wide angle and then moved around the bed catching different angles as Roy fucked Martha.
The sound track alone would drive Bill nuts, "That's it baby, push that black cock into me. Oh god that feels good. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard. Oh god, oh god, oh god, harder baby, harder. Oh god, oh god, I'm cumming, I'm cumming. Hold me baby, hold me. Come on baby, give it to me, give it to me hard. That's it baby, cum for me, cum for me baby, cum for me."
I didn't exactly know how Bill was going to react, but it was killing me. Then came the part that would send Bill over the edge; Roy said "I'm gonna cum, gonna cum" and Martha said, "In me baby, in me, shoot it deep in me."
I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and turned to see George and Vernon standing just inside the bedroom door. They both had their dicks out and were jacking off while watching the action on the bed. Back on the bed Roy was just getting off of Martha and she took one look at his limp dick and asked, "How fast can you get it back up?"
Roy gave a little chuckle and said, "With your magic mouth? Maybe three or four minutes."
Martha smiled and said, "Bring it here baby, let Martha help."
As Roy was changing positions Martha noticed the other two in the room and she looked at me. I didn't know what to say so I just shrugged. Martha turned her attention back to Roy and started sucking his cock. Two minutes into the blow job she stopped and looked over at George and Vernon. She started to turn her attention back to Roy and then stopped. She got off the bed and had Roy move over to the side of the bed and then stood next to the bed and she went back to sucking his cock. Thirty seconds later she stopped, turned to George and Vern and said, "Doesn't my standing here bent over at the waist with my legs spread mean anything to you guys?"
Both guys dropped their pants and rushed over to Martha. George got there first and he slid right into Martha with no trouble. Vern being the slow one had to settle for standing off to the side so Martha could give him a hand job. Martha turned to me, "Make sure you get all of this little brother, don't miss a thing."
I was not only getting it, but it was getting to me. Roy's cock grew as Martha worked on it and finally Roy said, "It's ready for you honey" and George said, "Hold on, hold on, I'm almost there, I'm going to cum, I'm cumming baby, I'm cumming" and Martha pushed back at him and moaned, "Give it to me baby, give it to me. Shoot it in me baby, cum in me, cum in me."
I zoomed in on her face as she licked the head of Roy's cock and then pulled back to get a shot of the cum running down her leg as George pulled out of her and she sucked the head of Roy's dick. Then I pulled back a little further and got a group shot of Martha jacking off Vern, while George was pulling out of her and she still had her mouth on Roy. Martha let go of Vern and he hurried behind her and slid his dick into dripping mess that was her pussy. I had moved around to where I could get a close up of Martha's face as Vern slid his cock into her and the look on her face was pure lust and as Vern entered her she moaned, "Oh yes, oh god yes. Fuck me baby, slide that black piece of meat in me and fuck me hard."
I moved back off to the side and got a wide-angle shot of Martha bent forward with her elbows resting on the bed as Vern plowed her from behind. Vern was the one who was really going to upset Bill. Both Roy and George were light brown, but Vern was coal black and his blackness and Martha's whiteness were startling when seen together. Vern took about five minutes before he said he was going to cum and when he said he was ready Martha looked right into the camera and cried, "In me, I want it in me, fill me up baby, fill me up."
Again, I zoomed in on Martha's pussy when that black cock slowly withdrew and shot the small stream of cum that followed it out and ran down the inside of her leg.
I walked over to her and bent down to whisper in her ear, "You are going to have to do without a cameraman for a little bit. I need to get rid of this major problem that watching you has caused."
She gave me a look that I'd never seen from her before and said, "Oh baby, I'm sorry. I didn't even think of that" and then there was a moment's hesitation and she said "I'll take care of you little brother" and she reached for my belt buckle.
I backed away, "No! I would love it, but not with these guys here. It won't hurt your reputation when it gets out what you are doing with these guys and why. It just means that more guys will come sniffing around. If word got out that you did me, we would both have to leave town."
When I came back from the bathroom and started filming again George was sitting at the head of the bed with his back to the wall and Martha was climbing on the bed and getting ready to put her head in his lap. Roy was behind her with a tube of KY jelly waiting for her to get into position.
"Just take it slow and easy baby" Martha said, "I've only done this twice and I don't really like it."
She looked at me and said, "This is the part you don't want to miss little brother, this is what we are here for, the part I really want Billy to see."
Roy moved behind her and said, "If you didn't like it honey, it's because it wasn't done right. You just concentrate on George and I'll work my magic back her."
I turned the camera and shot Martha's head moving up and down on George's dick and then I pulled back to wide angle so I could get both George and Roy in the picture. Roy put some KY on his finger and began rubbing Martha's rosebud. After a minute or two he put some more KY on his finger and began slowly working it into Martha's ass. He took his time and went slowly, constantly adding KY and then he switched to his thumb. Martha was moaning as she sucked George, but she didn't seem to be in pain. Roy now had two fingers in her butt and was working them in and out and Martha was squirming on the bed. Roy pulled his fingers out and moved up close behind her, put some KY on the head of his dick and the pressed it against Martha's rosebud. There was a moment's resistance and then the head of his cock popped inside. Martha's body seemed to tighten up, but when Roy didn't move she relaxed.
Her head was bobbing up and down in George's lap and I saw his hands move to the top of her head and then he said, "Here it comes sweetie" and I zoomed in on Martha's face and filmed the cum running out of her mouth and down George's shaft. Martha swallowed all that she could and then she licked his cock clean.
"Honey" George said, "You can come and live with me if you need a place to stay. I'll let you do that all day and all night."
Martha giggled and said, "Thank you baby. You've got a nice cock. I just might take you up on that."
Roy, who had been holding still, said "Brace yourself honey. It will hurt for a minute or so and then it will get better" and with that he started making short strokes and working his cock into her butthole. I didn't want her facial expressions while she was showing pain so I zoomed in on Roy's cock as it moved back and forth in Martha's ass. Roy went slow and it took him almost three minutes to get his entire cock all the way in. He kept making short strokes until Martha's moaning started changing to "oh, oh, oh" and then to "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes" and finally to "Oh god, oh god, oh god yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." I pulled back to wide angle and filmed Roy as his strokes became longer, but he still kept it slow and easy until Martha cried out, "Fuck me god damn it, fuck my ass, fuck me hard."
Roy started pounding at her ass and Martha was going, "So good, so good, oh god fuck me, please don't stop fucking me" and then her voice was choked off and I looked to see that Vern had climbed onto the bed and he had his dick in Martha's mouth.
After that it got repetitious. All three guys fucked Martha in the butt, she sucked some more cock, got fucked in the pussy a couple of more times and I was on my fifth thirty minute tape when she did the ultimate - she took all three of them at once - one in her mouth, one in her ass and one in her pussy. It was mind blowing to see her being bounced around and trying to handle all that cock. It was two in the morning when the three guys left a very fucked out Martha lying on my bed. They all told her that they would love to do it again and would be available if she ever got the urge. "I won't rule it out" she said, "I kind of liked it."
When they were gone she said, "You know I'm your new roommate, right? I can't go home after this so you are stuck with me until I can find a place of my own."
I said, "I don't mind, as long as you don't do anymore of these things and make me film them."
She chuckled and said, "That was my first time with more than one guy and I really think I could learn to like it."
Well, she did, but that's another story. The rest of this story is that I transferred the five thirty minute tapes to a six hour VHS tape and Martha Fed-Exed it to Bill along with a short note that said, "Just something for you to watch when you aren't fucking Annie, Beatrice, Debbie, Angela, your secretary or that big titted barmaid down at Andy's. His response wasn't anywhere near what Martha expected, but that's also for another story. As for the curious among you, no, I did not fuck my sister after the guys left and we were alone, but the attraction is there and who knows, maybe another story there too.
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My company wanted to send me to Denver to take care of a problem at our Denver office. I did not really want to make the trip because I had already spent five of the previous six weeks on the road. I told my boss that I really needed to stay home for a while because of personal problems. He told me three days couldn't possibly make a difference and when I told him that even three hours could make a difference he asked for an explanation.
My wife, Mae, had recently celebrated a birthday and was now, as she put it, on the uncomfortable side of forty-five. This might not seem like a major complaint to some, but a few other things, combined with passing forty-five had put Mae down in the dumps. Mae has been a sexy woman all her life and her life has been filled with males coming on to her. Recently, however, she says the wolf whistles have stopped, men no longer pay her any attention and she has come to believe she is old and undesirable. Basically, her self-esteem was going into the toilet. During my last two business trips a couple of events occurred that convinced her that what she was feeling about herself was true. With our own kids grown up and gone and me away on business Mae's main social outlet is her girl friends. She had gone out with them one night, following a bridal shower, and they had stopped at a local lounge for drinks. The lounge had a live band and while all of Mae's friends had been asked to dance at least once, no one had paid any attention to Mae. She had brooded about it for a week and when the same thing happened the following week she just knew she was right - she was old and no longer desirable. It bothered her so much, in fact, that one night she had gone out and tried to get herself picked up, but had no takers.
After my last trip I had noticed how cranky and irritable she had become and after bugging her about it she had unloaded her feelings. So, I needed to stay home and spend some time with her - I had to convince her that her life wasn't over. I didn't want to sound like I was overly alarmed, but given the way she was behaving I couldn't rule out suicide if she was left home alone.
My boss looked thoughtful for a moment before saying, "I don't want this to sound crude, Robert, but you do know, don't you, that there isn't a man in this office who knows Mae who wouldn't take a shot at her if he thought he could get away with it?"
I nodded that, yes, I was aware. I knew how desirable she Mae was; after twenty-six years of marriage Mae could still make my blood boil with nothing more than a sidelong glance.
"Tell you what I can do" Dave said, "We can use some part-time help here at the office. See if Mae would be interested - it would get her out of the house, give her something to do, and the boys in the office will give her all the wolf whistles she can handle."
Mae was a bit reluctant at first since she had been out of the work force for quite a while, but she eventually decided to give it a try. I was in town for her first week on the job and I could see an immediate improvement in her attitude. When I left for a three day trip to Salt Lake City I left feeling that I had nothing more to worry about. I returned from Salt Lake around seven Friday evening and when I got home Mae wasn't there. She got home around ten and I could tell she had been drinking. She told me she had stopped after work for a few drinks with the people from the office and then they had gone to dinner.
"Have a good time?" I asked.
"Oh yes. Taking this job has really been good for me. I'm glad you are home, Sweetie, cause I'm horny as hell. Race you to bed!"
`Boy was she wet when I entered her; she would have fucked all night if I could have stayed with her.
Mae was her old self again, but there was a major change in her - she was horny all the time. When I'd get home she would drag me off to the bedroom before I even had a chance to put my suitcase down. She would wake me up in the morning with blowjobs and on one trip I took she drove me to the airport and had me fuck her in the back seat of the car in the parking lot. About a month after Mae starting working for the company I received a promotion to Regional Manager. It came as a complete surprise to me because, even though I had wanted the job, I did not think I was even on the list of those being considered. The new job meant more money, but it also meant more time on the road. At first I was afraid that the promotion was going to cause a problem between Mae and me, but she was now working full-time and she said we would find a way to work things out. Life was good - I was making good money, Mae was happy, and our sex life was fantastic. The only real problem, at least from my standpoint, was that I was spending more time on the road at a time when Mae's sexual appetite seemed to be increasing.
Yesterday, Mae drove me to the airport for a 12:30 flight. I kissed her goodbye and told her to keep her 'honey pot' warm for me. She laughed and said, "Warm hell! I'll keep it red hot!" As I sat in the waiting area waiting for my flight to be called, I wondered if I should give up the job and spend more time at home with Mae. We didn't need the extra money and all the sex we were having had me feeling like a kid again. My thoughts were interrupted by an announcement that my flight was going to be delayed for at least forty-five minutes because of a maintenance problem. An hour later they announced an additional delay of an hour and thirty minutes after that they announced that my flight was cancelled. They tried to reroute me on another airline, but I would have had to fly to Chicago, change planes for a flight to Denver, and then change planes again for the flight to Seattle. I decided to wait and go the next day. I caught the shuttle bus back into the city and took a cab to my office. The office was closed for the day, but as long as I was still in town I thought I would get the latest sales figures and review them before going home. I let myself in and as I was going toward my office I heard noises coming from Norm's office. As I got closer the noises turned into voices and I heard "Harder, harder, fuck me harder. Oh God - yes - I love your cock!"
"Oho" I thought, "Norm's getting a little on the side. He better hope Naomi (his wife) never comes in on him like this."
Curious to see who who he was nailing I crept forward and peeked around the doorjamb - and froze. I was absolutely stunned to see Norm pounding his stiff dick into Mae and from the sounds Mae was making she was loving it. I watched for a good five minutes as Norm fucked my wife and as Mae begged for him to never stop. When finally he did finish and get up from her I was amazed to see Mae dip a finger in her cunt, bring it out covered in sperm, and then take it to her mouth and lick it. Norm put his pants back on and told Mae he would swing by our house later that evening, but Mae told him he couldn't.
"Why not? Robert is out of town, right?"
"Yes, but you forgot that you asked me to go out with Pettigrew tonight. He's picking me up at seven and by the time he gets through with me you'll have to be home in bed with Naomi."
"Damn! You're right. I'd forgotten about that. Well, you be sure to take good care of him - he's one of our best customers. While we are on the subject, can you leave Wednesday open for Gil Howe?"
"I don't know. Robert might be home Wednesday night."
Norm said, "I'll make a phone call and see that he doesn't get home till Thursday."
I was shocked at what I was hearing. My wife was not only fucking my boss, but she was servicing our customers too? I slowly moved away and caught a cab home. I was going to be there when Mae got home.
I was sitting in the den with the lights out when I heard Mae come in. I heard her run up the stairs and a minute later the shower started running. I looked at my watch and saw that Pettigrew was due in thirty minutes. I'd had a lot to think about while waiting for her to get home - about us, about the job, but mostly about us and I didn't much like my thoughts. I was very happy with Mae's increased sexual appetite and it was obvious that whatever she was doing on the side was a major part of it. Our personal relationship was not suffering because of her extra curricular activities - on the contrary, we were fucking more now than ever before. Mae always seemed to be very happy to see me when I came home and sorry to see me leave. I guess what I was really asking myself was could I live with what I had just found out? What would happen if I put my foot down and stopped it? The shower stopped and I still sat pondering on what to do. On the one hand I was pissed that Mae was fucking around on me - on the other, I could not put out of my mind the way I had felt watching her fuck Norm. The truth was that it had excited me! I looked at my watch again - five minutes till Pettigrew.
I walked upstairs and into the bedroom. Mae was standing in front of the mirror, clad only in nylons, garterbelt, high heels, black lace panties and bra and applying make-up.
"My don't we look sexy" I said. Mae was startled and turned to look at me with confusion on her face. "My flight was cancelled" I told her.
Just then the doorbell rang and I looked at my watch, "There's Pettigrew - right on time."
Mae's face turned ashen. She started to speak, but I held up my hand," I don't know what your plans were. Out to dinner? Dancing? Go to his hotel room or bring him back here? Doesn't matter. This is how it is going to go. You put on your negligee, go down stairs and bring him up here. Then you do what ever he wants while I watch from the closet. After that you go on out on your date. While you're gone I'm going to sit in the den and think about things - us in particular. If he wants more of your pussy give it to him, but make sure that you are home by six a.m. We are going to have a long talk before I leave to catch my flight catch my flight - if I leave to catch a flight."
Mae just stood and looked at me. The doorbell rang again. "Go" I said, "We mustn't keep Pettigrew waiting."
She took one last look at me and went downstairs to get Pettigrew and I got in the closet and adjusted things so I could get a good view. Mae was back in minutes with a rather nice looking gentleman of about forty (I would have to remember to rib Mae about robbing the cradle) and she cast several nervous glances my way until Petttigrew took over. He slipped her negligee off and stood back to admire the view. Mae did a slow turn in front of him and stepped forward to begin helping him remove his clothes. Once naked, he pushed her back onto the bed and when she sat down he removed her black lace panties, spread her legs and lent down to begin licking her pussy. Mae loves having her cunt eaten and Pettigrew must have known what he was doing because Mae was moaning in less than a minute and had her first orgasm in less than two. Then the two of them settled down for some serious fucking. Mae had two more orgasms while I watched and I could not believe how erotic she looked with her legs up over her shoulders, high heels pointing at the ceiling, while Pettigrew fuck her with hard, fast strokes.
Pettigrew took a good ten minutes before he came - I beat him by two, but it was going to cost me a large dry cleaning bill because I shot all over half the stuff in the closet. I had never been so turned on in my life. The two of them dressed, Mae freshened up her lipstick and they left on their date. I watched them from the bedroom window as they climbed into a limo and headed up the street. I sat in my den for hours trying to sort out my thoughts - my emotions were mixed to say the least. I was mad, I was jealous, I was turned on. I had never felt as much lust for my wife as I had felt watching her take Pettigrew into her hot cunt.
The sound of a car door slamming woke me up and I looked at the clock - 5:45. The front door opened, closed, and I heard Mae going up the stairs. I got up and followed her; she hesitantly entered the bedroom and when she didn't see me she turned around and gave a start when she saw me behind her. "Take off your dress." She looked at me at me with frightened eyes. "Do it!" I said. She dropped her clutch purse on the floor and pulled her dress off. She was not wearing panties and her bush was matted with cum. "No panties?"
"He kept them" came out as a whisper.
I pushed her back onto the bed. My cock was already out and as I moved between her legs I said, "Put it in." She looked at me confused. "Put it in. Put my cock into your unfaithful hole."
She reached down and guided me into her wet and sloppy cunt and I started to fuck her with slow hard strokes, but the sensation my cock felt in that sperm filled pit soon had me fucking her like a mad man. She was moaning now, not words, but a series of low sounds - almost like low grunts. I fucked harder - I was trying to drive myself straight through her. Her moans became cries of "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Harder. Oh God harder harder please fuck me harder."
And I did, Lord did I ever, but I could not cum. I was hard as a rock and I craved release, but I could not get off. Mae was hollering "Oh god oh god oh god fuck me oh god fuck me," and her nails were dug in my back, her legs were locked around my hips and she was pushing up at me as hard as I was driving down into her. She had at least two orgasms that I was aware of and probably more that I missed, but I was concentrating solely on my own relief. I could not get the picture of Pettigrew's cock moving in and out of her while her legs kicked in the air out of my mind. It was the image of his final thrust that sent me over the edge. I came so hard that it hurt. For a few moments I held myself steady over Mae as I tried to catch my breath and then I rolled off her. There were several moments of silence before Mae spoke, "Jesus Robert. What got into you?"
"What got into me is what's been getting into you!"
More silence. "Robert, I..."
"No!" I said, "First you tell me about your night. I want to hear it all - step by step." Still more silence. I looked over at her, "Tell me. I want to know." Hesitantly she started to talk. They had gotten into the limo and before they were two blocks away from the house he had her sucking his cock. He had let the partition down so the limo driver could watch in the mirror and he had cum in her mouth just as they reached the restaurant where they were to have dinner. Following a leisurely dinner they had driven to a local nightclub where they had spent several hours drinking and dancing. Then they went to his hotel where he had fucked her twice more. She left the hotel at four-thirty to come home, but halfway home the limo had pulled over and the chauffeur had gotten in back with her. Mae had been somewhat fearful because the chauffeur was a black man and Mae was from a racist family in Alabama, but she had reluctantly sucked his cock and then enthusiastically let him fuck her. She fell quiet as I lay there looking at the ceiling.
"How long have you known?" Mae asked me.
"Since yesterday when I came back to the office and saw you with Norm. How long has it been going on?"
Mae gave a little half smile as she thought back, "Since the first trip you took after I started working."
Why?" I asked, "I mean, how did it start?"
Mae told me how the people at the office had asked her to join them after work for a drink. She had stopped with them and for a few hours they drank, talked and danced, and pretty soon Mae was the only female left and she was getting all the attention. She'd had a few too many drinks and Toby, one of her co-workers, had suggested they go outside for some fresh air. They had sat in his car and talked for a bit and suddenly they were kissing and the next thing she knew she was giving him a blowjob. Later, back inside the bar, she had a few more drinks and while she was dancing with Ben he asked her if she would go out back with him. At first she had said no, but after a few more drinks and a lot of pleading from the Ben she had said ok and they had gone out to his car. She was sucking his cock when she looked up and saw that the other three guys from work were standing there and watching. She finished sucking off Ben and when he got up another guy made as if to take his place. Mae had said no. She didn't want to get caught giving blowjobs in the parking lot so the guys had driven her home. She told them blowjobs only and they had agreed, but one thing had led to another and they ended up taking turns fucking her.
The next day at work it had been business as usual and the guys had treated her as they would have any other co-worker and when they asked her to stop after work for a drink she had declined. At home she had just stepped out of the shower when the doorbell rang. She had answered the door to find Ben, Toby, and Fred standing on the porch with two pizzas and a case of beer. They said they had come to apologize for taking advantage of her when she was too high to know what she was doing, and to ask for forgiveness. She let them in and before an hour was up they were taking turns with her again. The following Monday Norm had asked her to come into his office at the end of the day. He said he had heard that she had developed a good rapport with her fellow workers and she had nodded yes. He then said he didn't want to be left out and they ended up fucking on his desk. The next day he had a couch put in his office and he had fucked her on it every day since and every day since she would stop for drinks after work and usually go home with someone or take someone home with her. Then Norm had asked her for a favor - there was an important client in town for a few days and he was at loose ends - would Mae have dinner with him? She had, and they had ended up in his hotel room - for two days. Norm had asked her for the same favor several more times and always with the same result. Just yesterday Norm had given her a check for $7500; he told her she had been responsible for his landing several lucrative contracts and she should consider the check as either a bonus or a commission.
I stared at the ceiling as I considered what she'd told me. I was surprised that I was not furious with her, that I did not feel any jealousy toward my co-workers or Norm. The strongest feeling I had was anger at the job that was keeping me away while all this was going on. But then again, if I had stayed home it never would have happened.
"What now?" asked Mae.
"What now indeed?" I thought as I sat up in bed. "I have a plane to catch and you have a job to go to. I'll expect you to call me at my hotel and fill me in on the details of your date with Howe" and I headed for the shower.
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Martha Fed-Exed Bill the tape on Thursday morning and Saturday at noon he was beating on my front door. When I opened the door he said, "Is she here?" I nodded a yes and he said, "I need to talk to her." I told him that I didn't think she wanted to see him, but I'd go ask and I closed the door on him. I walked back to the kitchen where Martha was making us lunch and said, "Guess who is here and wants to talk to you?"
She looked up from the sink at me and I said, "Yes indeedy, it is your very own ex-true love."
She shook her head no, "I don't have anything to say to the man - the tape said it all."
I went back to the door and told Bill what she'd said.
"Come on man, you have to help me here. I know I've given her reason to be pissed, but I have to talk to her. Keep the screen door locked and stand next to her if you feel the need, but I have to talk to her."
Once again I closed the door on him and went back to the kitchen. "He's still here and he still wants to talk. I think you should do it and get it out of the way. He'll just hang around until you do."
Martha said, "I don't really want to, but if it will get rid of him I guess I'd better. But I want you in the next room in case I holler."
I left the two of them talking through the screen door and I went into the living room to give them some privacy. About five minutes later Martha stuck her head in the living room and told me that she was letting him in and they were going into the kitchen to talk. Half an hour later I heard him leave and I went out to the kitchen. Martha was sitting at the kitchen table and she had a strange look on her face, "You won't believe this little brother, but that tape turned him on. He wants to know if he can be there if I ever do it again."
I looked at her and I'm sure that she could she the skepticism on my face because she said, "I know, I know, it doesn't sound at all like Billy, but he says that tape is the most erotic thing he has ever seen and he has watched it over and over ever since he got it. He didn't beg me for forgiveness or to come back to him or anything like that. He just wants to be there if I do it again." Then she gave me a long look and said, "I loved doing what I did, but I only intended to do it once, and only then to get back at Billy. But I have to tell you that I'm tempted to do it again just so I can watch his face." Again she read my face, "You don't think it's a good idea, do you?"
I just nodded my head no.
"Why not?" she asked.
"Can a dog change his spots? Do you think that someone with his history of racial hatred is going to do a one-eighty that quickly?" She grinned at me and said, "Little brother, when it comes to their dicks I've seen some pretty damn quick changes in guys."
"Yeah," I said, "But what if what he really wants is to get you and the guys together in one room so he can haul out a gun and do you all at the same time?"
She gave me an amused look, "Not my Billy little brother, not my Billy."
I didn't say anything for a bit and then I asked, "So, are you going to do it?"
It was her turn to be silent and then she said, "I don't know. I'll have to think on it."
I had a bad night, but then all of my nights had been bad since Martha's gangbang and her moving in with me. All I had to do was remember that night and I'd get a hard dick, and having a hard dick with Martha just down the hall was pure agony. I knew that if I went to her room she wouldn't chase me away, just as I knew that she knew that I wouldn't run her off if she came to me. Again and again I cursed the fates that made us brother and sister.
The morning got off to a very bad start with Martha telling me over breakfast that she had decided to call Roy, Vernon and George and see if they would be willing to do it again with Bill in the room. If they said no that would be the end of it, but if they said yes she wanted me to be there in the role of peacekeeper. She saw the look on my face and said, "Please baby, please?"
What the hell could I say except yes. It was a good thing it was Sunday because I wouldn't have gotten a damn thing done if I'd had to go to work. About noon Martha asked me if I would call Roy and I blew up on her, "No fucking way. I might have to suffer through being there, but I am not going to be your fucking pimp! You want to do this, you call him!" and I stomped out of the room. I went outside and changed the oil in my car and then rotated the tires and when I came back in she said, "Is Tuesday okay with you?"
"No day is going to be good for me, but the sooner we get it over with the better."
The rest of the day didn't get any better for me; Martha, Roy and the rest of the guys kept intruding on my thoughts so I decided that just mind numbing physical labor was what I needed. A cleaning out of the basement and then the garage was long overdue so I spent the rest of the day hauling boxes up out of the basement and stacking them in the garage. I'd use Monday to sort through them before putting them out for trash - anything to keep my mind off Martha.
Monday was another bad day for me. I got out of bed and headed for the bathroom. Just as I got there the door open and Martha came out. She was naked except for a towel wrapped around her head and the sight of her high pointed breasts gave me an instant hard on. Martha noticed it and said, "Is that for me little brother?" She chuckled, "If you want to give it to me I'll be more that happy to take it."
"God damned tease!" I snarled as I went into the bathroom and slammed the door. I could hear her laugh echo down the hallway as she went to her room. That set the tone for the rest of the day and the entire time I was at work images of Martha kept intruding on my mind; Martha coming out of the bathroom, Martha and Roy, Martha and all three of the guys in her. I finally reached the point where I couldn't take it anymore and I told the boss I wasn't feeling well and I took the rest of the day off and went home. I still needed to occupy my mind and my time so when I got home I started sorting through all the stuff I'd brought out of the basement. The first box was full of papers and legal stuff that the lawyer had given me when mom and dad had died. I really didn't need any more emotional baggage on that particular day so I set it aside for later. As I dug through the rest of the stuff I found pretty much what I expected; stuff that had been moved from house to house over the years and had never been used. In the end, out of seventeen boxes that I'd hauled out of the basement three went to Goodwill, one went back to the basement and the rest went out to the curb for trash pick-up. Mom and dad's personal papers stayed in the garage for another day.
Martha came home from work and fixed us dinner, but it was a pretty silent meal. Finally Martha said, "I'm sorry little brother. I know I shouldn't tease you, but sometimes I just can't help it. It's just that I want you so bad and I know we can't and it gets so damn frustrating. I'll find a place soon - I promise - and then we won't be around each other to tempt fate."
I said, "It would help one hell of a lot if I didn't have to be around you while you're fucking over Bill."
She gave me a sad smile and said, "I'm sorry baby, I know I'm asking a lot of you, but this time you don't have to film it. Just be in the next room in case I have to call for help." Tuesday at work was no better that Monday had been, if anything it was worse because I knew what would be happening that night. I couldn't afford to miss anymore time off work so I just had to suffer through the day. At dinner that evening Martha told me that she had changed her mind and that she did want me to tape the evenings festivities, "If Billy gives me any shit I'll mail it to his family and let them see him standing there watching black men fucking me."
I was not a happy camper.
I called Roy about five o'clock just out of curiosity and asked him why he had agreed to do it knowing that Bill was going to be there. "Simple" he told me, "I just want to rub that redneck bastards nose in it. I want him to hear his wife begging me to fuck her hard. Do me a favor and ask her if, when I get ready to cum, she'll holler "in me baby, as deep in me as you can."
I shook my head, "Sorry, you have to understand how weird this is for me in the first place. I can't carry messages like that."
Bill was the first one to arrive and I took advantage of the fact that we were alone to ask him why he was doing it.
"I don't honestly know. I saw that tape and I knew as soon as I saw it what she was trying to do, and I guess I deserved it, but the tape got to me on some level and it turned me on like nothing ever had before. I've watched it over two dozen times since I got it and when I'm not watching it I'm thinking about it. I guess that makes me pretty fucked up, huh?"
I didn't figure I could answer that one, not given the way the tape affected me. He went on, "Maybe what I'm really hoping for is that seeing it in person will disgust me enough that I'll get up and leave and never look back. On the other hand maybe what I want more that anything is to take Martha home and treat her the way I always was supposed to, so she'll never have to do anything like this again. I honestly don't know."
Bill was sitting in the easy chair in the living room when Martha came in to the living room in nothing but high heels, nylons and a garter belt. She did a slow turn and said, "How do I look guys?" Bill looked at her and I could see the hunger on his face, but all he said was, "You look very nice Martha." She turned toward me, but I was saved from having to say anything by the doorbell. It was Roy and George and while I was holding the door open for them Vernon hurried up the walk. I went and got the video camera and when I came back Martha had everyone arranged. Bill was still in the easy chair and the three guys were sitting next to each other on the couch naked from the waist down. Martha glanced over at Bill to see how he was taking it and then she knelt in front of the three black men. For the next ten minutes she went from one end of the couch to the other and then back sucking one cock after the other while I filmed the action. I kept cutting away from the couch to catch the look on Bill's face. He was so engrossed in what was happening in front of him that I don't believe he even noticed me taking pictures.
Finally Martha stood up and led the boys into the bedroom. Martha had set a chair right next to the bed and she pointed at it when Bill came into the room, "Billy, you sit down right there and you behave yourself, hear?"
The next two hours were basically a repeat of the first night with the only change being Martha's comments to Bill as the action progressed. It was obvious to me that, like Roy, her intent was to rub Bill's nose in it. She began by having Roy lie down on the bed and then she bent over and took his cock in her mouth. She licked him a few times and then turned to Vernon and George and said, "Okay, who is going to be first?"
George moved up behind her and Martha looked at Bill and said, "Watch him slide that nice black cock in me while I suck Roy's hard black dick."
I saw the smile on Roy's face as he looked Bill right in the eye as Martha's lips closed around him. I filmed George ramming his cock in Martha while her head bobbed up and down on Roy and then I moved to a close up of Bill's face. Any doubt I might have had over his real reason for being there that night vanished when I saw the expression on his face. Roy and Martha might have thought they were rubbing his nose in it, but Bill was turned on big time. I pulled back to a wide-angle shot and it showed Bill staring at what was happening on the bed while squeezing the lump in his trousers; he was enjoying the hell out of this!
It took almost five minutes and then George announced that he was going to cum and Martha took her mouth off of him long enough to say, "Fill me up baby. Shoot it down my throat" and the she went back to sucking Roy. In less than a minute cum was leaking out of the corners of Martha's mouth and running down her chin. She released Roy's cock long enough to look over at Bill and slowly lick her chin.
It was at that moment, looking into Bill's face while she licked Roy's cum off of her chin, that she realized that what she was doing was not punishing Bill at all and that in fact, the more wanton she got with her black lovers, the more Bill would like it. She told Vernon that she wanted him in her ass and then she turned so she could look directly into Bill's eyes as Vernon fed his cock into her tight anal orifice. She talked him all the way through it, "That's it baby, easy, go slow baby, go easy on me. Aw god does that feel good. Slide that big black sausage into my tight little asshole. Oh Jesus, but I do like black cock in my ass. That's it baby, fuck me now, fuck my ass."
She kept that up until Vernon told her was going to cum. "Do it baby, do it. Fill my ass with your cum" she moaned. After Vernon George fucked her in her ass and then so did Roy. After Roy had fired his load in her butt she said, "My poor pussy is feeling neglected guys. Won't someone please slide a hard black cock into my wet pussy?" All three guys fucked her and then she told them to relax. "Next I want all three of you at once so I want you all rested, hard and ready to go at the same time."
I had been shooting tape of all this and I kept going back to Bill's face. He was showing great restraint, but I could tell that more than anything he wanted to be part of the action. I could hardly blame him because I had the same feelings. When the three guys took Martha at the same time, ass, pussy and mouth, Bill couldn't hold back any longer. He opened his pants, took out his cock and began beating off. At that point I felt guilty about taping his reactions to what Martha was doing on the bed and I turned the camera off, but Martha was still taunting him. As she serviced her three black lovers she kept bombarding Bill with "Oh god yes, you guys feel so good. I love your beautiful black cocks in me. That's it, fuck me boys, fuck me good. Watch them Billy, watch them stuff me full of hard black meat. Watch them fuck your wife with their hard black cocks. Does it turn you on Billy? Does it make your dick hard to see your whore wife with all these black cocks in her?"
Bill was so intent on watching that when he got himself off, he blew his load all over the front of his pants. I saw Roy smirk when it happened and I wondered again why Bill was willing to subject himself to all this abuse. For the next hour the three men took turns using Martha's ass, mouth and pussy. Finally Martha said, "Why don't you boys run along now. I think me and my hubby need to talk." Roy, Vernon and George got dressed and headed for the door, but just before they got there Martha said, "Thursday night? Same time?" The guys all grinned and said that they would be there.
When the were gone Martha said to Bill, "Well? Did it turn you on as much as you thought?"
Bill croaked out a hoarse "yes."
"Do you want to fuck your whore wife?" Again the croaked yes.
"You mean that my racist husband is willing to stick his lily white cock into the accumulated cum of three black men?"
Bill stood up and undressed, but as he approached the bed Martha laughed at him, "Not so fast Billy. You have to earn the right to fuck this slut for black cock. Are you willing to pay the price?"
Bill said in a voice that cracked just a little, "Whatever I have to do, I'll do it."
Martha looked surprised, she hadn't expected this, but then she gave him an evil grin, "Eat my pussy Billy. Get down there and lick up all that black cum and then I'll let you fuck me."
At that moment I didn't like my sister very much and I left the room, but I guess Bill did what she wanted him to do because later I heard her cry out, "That's it baby, fuck me, fuck me hard."
The next morning I awoke to a strange feeling. I had dreamt that I was fucking Martha and when I woke up my dick was hard and it did feel like it was being used. I looked down and saw Martha with her hand on my cock and looking up at me.
"Good" she said, "I wanted you awake for this" and she took my cock in her mouth. I wanted to push her away, to say that this was wrong and that we couldn't do it, but I didn't. I just lay there and enjoyed it. It only took her two or three minutes to get me off and when I came it seemed to me like I emptied buckets full into her mouth. She gulped and gulped and managed to swallow it all and when my cock was finally soft she removed her mouth from it and licked it clean. She crawled up next to me and put her arms around me and said, "I owed you that little brother for all I've put you through lately. And as far as I'm concerned it's not wrong. The laws on incest are there to prevent close family members from making babies and I can't get pregnant from giving you a blow job."
Regardless of what Martha said I still didn't feel right about what happened, but I do have to admit that at work that day I felt better than I had in a long time. Martha told me over breakfast that Bill had asked her to come home with him, but she had said no, at least not for the time being. He had begged and had even said that she could have Roy, Vernon and George over anytime she wanted. In fact, he'd even said she could have as many guys as she wanted from now on if she would just come back to him and let him be there to watch.
"I don't know little brother, I need to think on it a little more. I have to admit that I'm beginning to love having more than one man at a time, but I'm not sure that I want to do it as often as Billy sounds like he wants me to."
That left a question and so I asked it, "Do you love him? Love him enough to go back to him? And what about the running around he did, can you forget that?"
She was quiet for a while and then said, "Yeah, I love him. He's an asshole sometimes, but I love him. As far as the running around goes, maybe Roy, the boys and me can keep him closer to home. And if he does wander off I'll have the guys to keep me from getting lonely, or some guys anyway. Billy has done that much for me. He's shown me that variety is indeed the spice of life."
That night when I got home I attacked the last of the boxes in the garage. It was the personal papers of mom and dad and most of it had no meaning or value now that they were gone; things like their marriage license, a deed of trust on their house that Martha and I had inherited, Martha's birth certificate, some loan papers stamped "Paid in Full" and some photographs. There was a brown envelope at the bottom of the box and I opened it. It was a three-page document and I read it, and then read it again and then again for a third time as what it meant final sunk in.
I fixed dinner that night and Martha and I had a bottle of Merlot with the meal. We talked some about what the future had in store for her if she continued to have black lovers and if she got back together with Bill. We cleared the table and did the dishes and then took another bottle of wine and went into the living room and sat down on the couch.
"You have another problem that's going to have to be solved soon."
"What?" she said.
"Me. I've been at both your sessions with the guys and it has me walking around with a permanent hard on because of it.
She giggled and said "Let me see" and she came over and sat down in my lap and wiggled her butt. "Ooh, it is hard. Should I do something about it?" and then she kissed me. It was not a sisterly kiss and she was surprised when I returned it with the same intensity a man would show his wife or his lover. When we broke the kiss I told her that yes indeed she should do something about my hard on, "But that isn't the problem that needs to be solved."



"Oh?" she asked, "Just what is this big problem then?"
I fished a folded piece of paper out of my shirt pocket and handed it to her. "We have to decide which side of the bed you are going to sleep on."
She read the paper and then looked up at me, "Race you to the bedroom!" she said as my adoption papers fell to the floor.
It was almost five months before Martha went back home to Bill and we spent every night of those five months in my bed making up for lost time. During that period Martha also saw Roy, Vernon, George and one or two of their friends once a week or so with Bill watching and then eating her out and fucking her. He would leave and she would jump in bed with me and we would spend the rest of the night fucking. Most everybody still thinks Martha and I are blood relations and we haven't done anything to correct that impression because it is easier for our neighbors to accept that a brother and sister are sharing a house. Especially since it is well known she is estranged from her husband. We did let Bill, Roy and the rest of the boys know so that they wouldn't be scandalized when I joined in the weekly gangbang. Bill has gone from watching to participating and, surprising the hell out of me and Martha, has become good friends with Roy, George and Vernon. He has even had their families over to his house for a barbecue. It will be interesting to see how long his friendship with Roy lasts. Roy is pretty close to his sister Clarissa's husband and Bill has been fucking Clarissa for about a month now. How do I know? He brings her over to my place. Martha's reaction to his fucking other women? She thinks it's kinky especially when she is fucking me on the bed next to Bill and Clarissa, and even kinkier when we swap partners. Clarissa knows about Martha, Roy, Vernon and George and she has been after Bill to get her a "couple more white guys" so she can experience what it's like and Bill wants to do it - where else? - at my place. This prompted Martha to tell Bill to get a bunch more guys because she plans to be there also. I have no idea of where this is going or what the end might be like, but for now life is good and I'm loving it.
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As my mouth opened to swallow the head of Todd's cock a voice deep inside of me cried out, "God damn you Lily, what have you done to me? Her hand on the back of my head kept up a steady gentle downward pressure as she pushed me farther down on Todd's cock. She was crooning in my ear, "That's right baby, teach your husband a lesson. Suck his cock baby, suck his cock like I sucked Russ, like I suck my husband and like you used to suck yours."
In my rapidly short circuiting brain I realized what she was doing - she was telling me to suck his cock the way I liked her to suck mine - just do to him what you like me to do to you. The thought struck terror in me. What I loved was for Lily to swallow my cum. No, God no, I had to get out of this mess, but how? Todd's hands took the place of Lily's on the back of my head and he began to push his cock up at me. If I didn't do something soon he was going to ram it so far down my throat I would choke. I swallowed what little pride I had left and began to suck Todd's dick. I did everything to him that I liked Lily to do to me and somewhere along the line I decided that if I had to do it I would give him the best blow job he'd ever gotten. I might not be able to face myself in the mirror tomorrow, but Todd would never forget me as long as he lived. I licked, I sucked, I played with his balls and teased his ass with a finger. My head bobbed, my tongue swirled and when he began to moan, "Oh god oh god I'm going to cum, I'm cumming" I forced the horror of having another man cum in my mouth from my mind and I stuck my finger up his ass and felt him flood my mouth. My lips were clamped tight around his cock and I gulped and swallowed as the fluids poured out of him and then I sucked him until he was dry and his cock turned soft. As I raised my head out of his lap I saw Lily staring at me with wonder.
"Good God" Todd said, "Your husband is crazy if he doesn't hold on to you. If you do get a divorce I want to be first in line to be your next husband."
I sat up and looked at Lily. I hope you are happy, I thought, you might have just killed us. She turned around and stared out the window.
Inside the house I avoided Lily and went upstairs to the bedroom. I couldn't undress until the guys were gone and in what was now a reflexive habit I checked myself in the mirror and saw that my make up needed touching up. I was just finishing up when Lily and Russ came upstairs, "You will keep Todd company, won't you?"
I gave her what I hoped was a "Fuck you" look as I turned and walked down the stairs. Lily had made Todd a drink and so I made me one and sat down in a chair opposite him. We made small talk for a while and then I fixed us another drink. He asked if I would put some music on and I did and then I fixed us another drink. He asked me to dance with him and I did and then I fixed us another drink. When Lily and Russ came downstairs I had my head in Todd's lap doing my best to deep throat him. Lily and Russ sat down and watched as I swallowed his second load of cum in less than an hour. I sat up and the look I gave her wasn't pleasant. I didn't think I would ever forgive her for what had happened to me, but at the same time there was a mass of confusion in my head. The fact was that I didn't mind sucking Todd's cock and I kind of liked it and in the mood I was in I would have left with him if I had a pussy.
Russ and Lily had come into the room naked and when Todd got up to go to the bathroom I saw Lily nudge Russ and he got up and came over to sit next to me on the sofa. I looked down at his cock lying limp on his leg and then I looked over at Lily who was sitting there with a half smile on her face and watching me and then I bent my head and took Russ's cock in my mouth. I sucked him hard again and then looked around for Lily and saw her on the floor, legs kicking in the air as Todd pounded into her. I looked up at Russ, "I guess you're stuck with me" and I moved to the other side of him so I could watch Lily while I sucked him and then I started to suck his cock in earnest. I didn't just suck his cock, I made love to it. I was going to make him forget Lily by doing the same thing for him that I did for Todd - give him a blow job he would remember for the rest of his life.
By sheer coincidence Lily and I were looking into each others eyes as she had an orgasm and Russ exploded in my mouth, I kept staring at her as I sucked and fondled him - I wanted him one more time. I wanted him to prefer my mouth to Lily's pussy, but Lily wasn't having any of that. She thanked both men for a wonderful evening and then saw them to the door.
When she got back to the living room I was already upstairs and by the time she got upstairs I was in the shower. When I came out of the shower she was on the bed waiting for me, legs spread and the cum of two men leaking out of her cunt.
"Hurry baby, I want you."
"Use your fingers" I snarled as I walked out of the bedroom and went down to the guest bedroom at the end of the hall. Unfortunately the guest bedroom doesn't have a door lock and two minutes later Lily came into the room.
"Baby, what's wrong?" I screamed at her, "What's wrong? I'll tell you what's fucking wrong. You and your perverted fucking games are what's wrong. I bought a pair of god damned shoes to see if I could give you more pleasure and what did I get out of it? You have me pretending to be a woman and tonight you pushed my head down onto a man's cock."
She stared at me in silence for several moments and then said, "Maybe I did, but you could have stopped me. If I had been pushing down on your head with both hands and with all my strength you still could have stopped if you wanted to. I saw the look in your eyes - you wanted to do it. They say that every man wants to do it once to see what it's like. I sure didn't make you do it the second time or make you suck off Russ. You can rant and rave and holler at me all you want, but I saw your face when you finished Todd for the first time - you liked it. What's more, from the look on Todd's face you were damn good at it.
"I'll take the blame for it if it makes you feel any better. As for everything else you could always have said no. You didn't have to let me talk you into anything. If you didn't want to do it all you had to do was say no and then stick to your guns. And what about me? Do you have any idea how I felt about letting another man fuck me? Oh I'm not talking about the pleasure part of it; I'm talking about the part where in my mind I've been unfaithful to the man I love. It might have been with your approval, but it still goes against every thing I believe in as far as the vows I took and the sanctity of marriage. But you wanted it, and I love you so I gave you what you wanted. And you also know that in giving you what you wanted you turned me into a n absolute sex maniac and you loved it."
She stopped talking and stared at me for several more seconds and then she said, "Good night" and she turned and left.
I had to do some soul searching because Lily was right, at least about most of it. I wasn't ready to admit that I had wanted to suck Todd's cock, but for a lot of years I had wondered what it would be like. On everything else she was right on the money. I could have said no at any time. I love Lily and I'll do anything for her, but I'm not pussy whipped - I could have said no and made it stick. Prepared to eat crow I left the guest room and headed back down the hall to our bedroom. Lily was lying on the bed staring up at the ceiling and she didn't look at me when I came in.
"I'm sorry Lily." She still didn't look at me. "I shouldn't have hollered at you like that and I'm sorry."
She looked at me, "Prove it." She spread her legs, "Eat me. You've already tasted them both so a little more won't hurt you."
A couple of days went by and our lovemaking was a little more subdued than usual and then one evening, just after I got home from work, the phone rang. I was fixing dinner so I decided to let the answering machine pick up the call. After Lily's recorded message ran out I heard, "Hi Lily, this is Russ. Please giv..." and I picked up the phone.
"Hello Russ. This is Bobbie. Lily isn't home yet."
"Oh hi Bobbie. I was just calling to see if you girls might be up for dinner and dancing tonight."
Lily got home while I was upstairs and I called for her to come up. I was already putting on my make up when she came into the room. "You better hurry up. Russ and Todd will be here to pick us up in about forty minutes."
Lily got fucked eight times that night. Three times by Russ, twice by Todd and then three times by me after the boys had gone. While they were there I sucked which ever cock wasn't in Lily at the time and I don't honestly know that I didn't get more cum in me than she did.
Tuesday became our regular night out with the girls and even though I did look forward to it I wondered if any of the girls would wonder why I always wore a choker. The answer of course was that I had to in order to hide my Adam's Apple, but would any of them think of that? It became common for Lily to let herself be talked out into the parking lot where she sometimes gave blow jobs, hand jobs or let herself be fucked. Some of her brazenness rubbed off on the other girls and our table became slut central. Whiskey voice (her name was Anna) asked me one time when Lily was out in the parking lot, "Have you fucked her husband yet?"
I looked around to see that no one else was listening and then I whispered, "You won't tell a soul?"
Anna assured me that she wouldn't. "Lily leaves for work an hour before he has to. I've been fucking him every morning as soon as the door closes behind her. If you ask me she's crazy to be doing what she's doing." I held my hands up to indicate a cock about two inches more than what I actually had "and he knows how to use it."
"Do you think he suspects what she is doing?"
"Hasn't a clue. He thinks as long as the two of us are together she is safe."
"Men! They can be so fucking dense sometimes."
Lily gave Russ a schedule of when her husband would be out of town and he and Todd became our more or less steady boyfriends. We dated on the average of two nights a week and Lily got fucked by both men while I worked on perfecting my oral skills. Todd kept asking me if my divorce was final yet and when I asked him why he told me because he wanted me all to himself. Lily was having the same problem with Russ - both guys were getting a little too possessive and we finally had to sever the relationship. It wasn't until we had broken with them that we realized that we had just lost our dates to Lily's company New Years Eve party.
"I'll find us somebody," Lily said, "If the absolute worst happens you will just have to go as my husband and won't that be a novel experience for you."
Two days later she came home from work all smiles. One of our best customers asked me if he could take me to the party and I told him I couldn't go off and leave you alone so he is going to get a friend of his to take you."
Lily and I were ready when the Limo pulled up in front of the house. Two men got out and walked up the front walk and I looked at Lily in disbelief. She smiled back at me and said, "You have to admit it's different."
Both men were black! I turned to Lily, "I don't know about this Lily. I think we need to find an excuse not to go."
"Don't be silly. It's just a date. If we aren't happy when the end of the evening comes we don't even have to kiss them goodnight."
At the door I was introduced to Troy and Bart, "Bart's mine Bobbie. Come on guys, let's go party."
I saw the two men exchange glances and I knew that based on what they had just seen of Lily they expected to get laid. As we rode in the Limo on the way to the hotel where the party was being held I was glad that my mama and daddy couldn't see me. Not because of the way I was dressed, but because of the company I was keeping. I had been raised in the Deep South and I had the attitudes of those who raised me and who I grew up with. In short I was a closet racist. Why closet? Because in today's world it is not politically correct to be openly racist and you have to be damned careful that you don't even let that closet door open even a crack - look at what happened to Trent Lott. Lily knew how I felt about blacks and that is the one thing that she didn't really like about me. She was a screaming liberal and just could not understand my attitude. Was tonight her way of trying to get me to change my mind? Fat chance!
We made small talk during the ride and when we got to the ballroom we found that we were not even close to being the first to arrive. Most of the girls from our Tuesday night group were already there and they had saved us places at their table. Bart and Troy were not happy about that, preferring to have a table of their own, but Lily wouldn't hear of it. It was weird seeing them with their husbands and boyfriends and as I was introduced I was amused at some of the things that went through my mind.
"I know how big your cock is."
"I know something you don't know. I know your wife was on somebody else's back seat on Tuesday."
I was surprised to see Anna there alone. Although I'd never heard a word from her about her husband she was wearing wedding rings. When I asked her where he was she gave a short bark of a laugh. "The asshole left me three years ago for a young bimbo he worked with. I keep the rings to remind me that all men are assholes and can't be trusted. Look at you. Your hubby is in New York fucking his secretary; the guys that the girls are fucking on Tuesday night are all wearing rings. Even Lily's husband is fucking around on her with you. All men are assholes."
"Lily's husband isn't."
"The hell he isn't. He's cheating on her with you."
"You can't blame him for that. I caught him in the shower and I was sucking his cock before he even knew what was happening. Even a Saint wouldn't have pushed me away."
The evening turned out to be pretty much what I expected. I danced with every man at the table much to Troy's irritation. When he got me on the dance floor he asked, "Have I done something wrong? Did I say something I shouldn't have? Do I have bad breath?"
"Goodness no, why would you say that?"
"Well, even though you are my date you have been avoiding spending time with me."
Well I damned sure wasn't going to tell him that it was because he was a nigger and I was a racist so I went with what had worked in the past.
"I'm sorry. I never should have let Lily talk me into this. I am a married woman and I'm just not comfortable doing this."
"You don't seem to have a problem with the other men you are dancing with."
"That's different. That's something I would do even if my husband were here at the table. This is different. I'm here with you on a date and I shouldn't be doing it while I'm still married. I'm sorry. I guess I'm just not good company."
"Are you sure that it's not because I'm black?"
"Don't be silly, of course not."
"Prove it" and he stopped dancing.
"What?"
"I said prove it" and he pointed up and I saw he has stopped under the mistletoe. Oh God I thought, don't let great-great granddad be looking down from Heaven and I offered up my lips to Troy. I expected a quick peck on the lips, but Troy was out to either prove or disprove something and he pressed his lips to mine and his tongue slipped into my mouth. Over his shoulder I saw everyone at the table watching us and it was as if everyone there was testing me. Sorry mama, forgive me daddy - I frenched Troy back. The kiss was longer and a lot steamier than either of us had expected and when we broke I had to shake my head to clear it, "Oh my" I said breathlessly. Troy walked me back to the table and I saw Lily smiling at me and I could hear her liberal mind at work, "See? It wasn't so bad, now was it? And it didn't rub off either."
After that the evening changed. Troy and I had set the bar and now everyone had to dance over to the mistletoe. The level of drinking went up, the dances got faster and every man at the table got me under the mistletoe at one time or another and every one of them shoved their tongue down my throat. The drinks and the heavy necking were having an effect on me and the only way I can explain what happened next to say I must have lost my fucking mind. Anna was making a play for Troy, or at least I thought she was, and it pissed me off. The fucking slut was trying to steal my man! I know, I know, Troy was black and I was a racist and I was a man besides - what can I say? I already said I must have lost my fucking mind. The next time I danced with Troy I said, "You seem to be getting over me pretty well."
"Well, she is an interesting woman."
"What am I, chopped liver?"
"Well, you are married."
"Separated."
"Whatever. You seemed uncomfortable with the situation and I was just honoring your wishes."
"Yeah? Well that was then and this is now." We were under the mistletoe and I pulled him to a stop and gave him a kiss that should have melted his shoes. He smiled, "Does this mean something?"
"I don't know baby, the night is still young."
I spent the rest of the night dancing with Troy and throwing dirty looks at Anna. Lily and I made several trips to the ladies room to freshen our make up and one time she said, "Is some one I know going to have a black cock in his mouth tonight?"
"Don't be silly."
"I don't know. You seem to be pretty possessive." I blotted my lips and she said, "I'm going to have some black cock tonight. Can my bigoted baby handle that? You up to seeing a big black sausage sliding into your lily white wife?" I didn't answer. "Okay baby, I'll do him in another room while you talk to Troy on the couch."
At midnight they counted down the seconds and Troy made his way over to me and embraced me. The kiss was the hottest of the night and lasted longer than any of the others had. Lily and Bart came over and Lily said, "Let's take this party to someplace more private. In the Limo Lily didn't waste any time. She got Bart's cock out, stroked it a couple of times, smiled at me and said to Bart, "This is what you wanted when you asked me out, right?" He smiled at her and she lowered her head and started sucking his cock. I sat there watching her white face bob up and down on that chocolate colored stick and wondered how in the hell a white woman could allow herself to do something like that.
I was staring at Lily with rapt attention and I hadn't noticed that Troy had taken his cock out. The first I was aware of it was when he put my hand on it. I was going to jerk my hand away, but I saw Lily looking at me and her eyes said, "I dare you." I looked from her to Troy's cock, back at her and then back down to Troy's cock and then up at Troy's face and then back down at what I was holding. I had unconsciously started stroking him and when a drop of pre-cum had come out I looked at Lily and then I lowered my head and licked the pre-cum off of him. I stared at his cock from only inches away as I slowly jacked him off. I looked up at Troy, "I'm still married. I'll do this for you, but nothing else. All I ask is that you keep your hands to yourself." He nodded a yes and I took one last look at Lily and took him in my mouth and I could almost feel the earth shake as all of my dead relatives rolled over in their graves.
As happened almost every time I ended up with a cock in my mouth all thoughts of every thing else went away and all I could think of was making the recipient of the blow job think that he was the luckiest man in the world. His color, the fact that I wasn't even a woman, all meant nothing. All that existed was his cock, my mouth and my desire to give him head that he would remember for the rest of his life. On the seat opposite Lily had finished Bart and she sat next to him fondling his cock as she intently watched her man, her racist husband, give a blow job to a nigger. Her liberal soul must have rejoiced at the sight and she started crooning, "Come on baby, make him cum. Make him cum baby' and I felt the signs that Troy was ready. I pushed down on him with my mouth and clamped my lips tight and he exploded against the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop and then licked him clean before tucking him back into his pants. "Sweet Jesus baby" Troy said, "That was something else." Lily smiled at me and I stared down at the floor aghast at what I had just done.



The Limo pulled up in front of the house and as we got out Lily told the driver he could leave, "We'll see to it they get home. The driver looked at Bart who nodded and the Limo took off. Inside Lily put on some music and made everyone a drink and a couple of minutes later she took Bart by the hand and led him from the room. Troy asked me to dance and then he pulled me against him and kissed me; it was another long and passionate kiss that left me weak in the knees. And then we were on the couch kissing and then he had his cock out and then I was stroking it and then my mouth was on him again and again all thoughts were gone except for the one that said be the best you can be. I was so lost in what I was doing that I hadn't realized that he had run his hand up my leg. I felt his hand take hold of my cock just as he cried "Oh my God" and fired his second load of the night down my throat.
"Oh you fucking bitch. You god damned slut! You are my fantasy come true. I've always wanted to make love to a cross-dresser or a transvestite and here you are. God, what a wild way to start the New Year."
His hand was on my cock and he was stroking me. I laid back and let him pull it loose from its harness and then he had me in his mouth and then we were in a sixty-nine and then things just happened.
It hurt! Oh sweet Jesus did it hurt when he worked his cock into my ass. My teeth were clenched to keep me from screaming and tears were rolling down my cheeks. Lily liked it in her ass and as Troy stretched me and pushed into me I wondered how Lily had ever been able to stand it. I was bent over the arm of the couch with Troy stroking into my ass when Lily and Bart came into the room. I heard Lily gasp and I felt someone sit down on the couch and I opened my eyes to find Bart's cock a couple of inches from my face. I looked over and saw Lily sitting in a chair and staring in fascination at the scene taking place before her. I looked at her and then back at the black piece of black meat only an inch or so from my nose and then I opened my mouth. Out of the corner of my eye I saw my wife finger fucking herself while she watched two niggers make her husband their slut.
I woke up to Troy sliding his cock into my well used ass. The previous night had been wild. The night had run away from me and I didn't remember it all, but certain parts of it stuck out. Lily sucking Bart's cock while I fucked her and Troy fucked my ass. Bart in my ass while I sucked Troy and Lily sucked me. Troy in my ass while Lily and I licked the opposite sides of Bart's cock. When he came Lily and I both got some on our faces. I lost count of how many times I had a cock in my ass or mouth and then Troy had taken me by the hand and had led me to the guest bedroom. He locked the door and said, "This is just between you and me lover" and then he sucked me hard and got on his knees and I fucked him in his ass. I fell asleep absolutely exhausted with his cock still in my mouth.
It was almost noon when Lily and I drove the two men home. We dropped Troy off first and as he got out of the car he asked, "Can I see you again?" Lily said I actually blushed before I said, "It will cost you."
"What?"
"Last night you ruined a perfectly good pair of nylons." He laughed and said, "I'll call you and get your sizes." Bart asked us up when we dropped him, but Lily said, "Not this time. Last night changed a lot of things and my husband and I need to go home and sort things out. Call me" and then she giggled, "I mean call us."
That was six months ago and I guess I'm pretty much Troy's bitch now. I see him two or three times a week and not a week goes by that he doesn't show up with something, "Here, put this on. I can't wait to see you in it."
I have more new frocks and pairs of high heels than Lily and she thinks it's a riot. Lily and I still fuck almost every day only now her favorite video is the one of me dressed as a woman and being fucked by Bart and Troy. She still occasionally dates Bart, but not near as much as I see Troy. She says she has to be careful of Bart, "He wants me to be a bigger slut than I am."
Last week he took her to his brother's birthday party and it turned into an orgy. She let herself be fucked by three guys before somebody threw some mattresses down on the living room floor and a couple of women laid down to take on all comers. Lily refused to take part and Bart wasn't very happy when she told him she wanted him to bring her home. He balked and so she walked out and caught a cab. Troy had me over to his place one night when he had a poker game. In front of six men he said, "Are you my bitch?"
I only hesitated a moment before saying, "You know I am baby."
"If you are my bitch you have to do what I say." I spent the night crawling around under the card table sucking cocks. After every one was gone we went sixty-nine on each other, screwed each other, and then I went home and Lily kept me up all night.
We still do the Tuesday night girl thing and Lily still makes trips out to the parking lot. One night Troy stopped by and remembering his poker party I said, "Are you my bitch?"
He gave me a half grin and said, "You know I am baby."
I pointed at Anna and said, "Take her out to the parking lot and show her what a real man is like."
Surprisingly enough Anna got up and went with him. When they came back inside the smile on her face was priceless.
"Where can I get one like him?"
"You can't, but I'm willing to share, right bitch?" Troy smiled and said, "Yes dear."
I got up and said, "Watch my purse Anna" and then I took Troy by the hand, "Come on baby, my turn to go to the parking lot."
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Brian had been working with me for about a month and we had gotten friendly. For some reason that I couldn't understand no one else in the office seemed to like him. It could have been because he was black, but that didn't really make sense because from time to time we had other blacks working with us and the crew had always gotten along with them.
Brian had moved to our city from Atlanta to take the job and he had no friends or family in town and he was always after me to tell him where the nightlife was and where he could go to meet the ladies. Having been married for the last six years I wasn't really up on the night scene anymore and I asked my wife Babs to call some of her single girlfriends and see if she couldn't get some ideas.
"Is he a nice guy?"
"Seems to be."
"Why don't you bring him home with you for dinner some night. We can get to know him a little better and then if I can find some of the places that are happening the three of us can go out some night. If he's with a couple it will be a lot easier for him to meet girls than if he went as a single."
The next day I told Brian what Babs had said and asked him to pick a night. We settled on Thursday and that night when I got home I told Babs.
Brian followed me home and parked in front of the house. The way the place is laid out it is much easier to go in through the door off the back porch and Brian followed me in. I introduced him to Babs and then we had a cocktail while she finished dinner. The evening started off with a nice bottle of Merlot followed by steak and baked potatoes. We had peach cobbler for dessert and followed it with some Baileys Irish Cream. Babs was just starting to tell us about what she had found out from her girlfriends when my cell phone started beeping. It was my mom. She was broke down on the side of the road and she couldn't reach my dad so would I please come and save her. I disconnected and told Babs and Brian what was up and Brian stood up and started to thank Babs for her hospitality and I asked him where he was going.
"Well, you are leaving and I guess I should be getting out of her too."
"Nonsense. I shouldn't be gone much more that an hour. Stick around and find out what Babs has to say about the places she has found out about."
Babs laughed and said, "Don't worry Brian, I won't take advantage of you" and we all laughed and I headed off to rescue my mother.
I hadn't been gone from the house five minutes when my cell phone beeped and when I answered it it was my mom calling to tell me that she had finally gotten a hold of my dad and he was on the way. I turned around and made the five-minute drive back home. I pulled in the drive and made my way around to the back porch and as I came up the steps I saw Babs and Brian standing in the kitchen and Babs looked pissed. She was saying something to Brian and suddenly he grabbed her and mashed his mouth down on hers. She tried to push him away, but 110 pounds wasn't going to move a 200-pound man. To my dying day I will never understand why I didn't go into the house and demand an explanation, but I didn't - I just stood there and watched.
I suppose that it might have been curiosity about what might have led up to what I was seeing and what was going to happen, or it might have been a latent tendency toward voyeurism coming out. Whatever, I just stood and watched as Babs gave up trying to push Brian away. Instead she started beating on his chest with her hands. Brian took no notice of her struggles and continued to mash his mouth down on hers. Still kissing her he walked her backwards until her legs hit the kitchen table. He broke the kiss, grabbed her shoulders and spun her around. He bent her face down on the table and then with all of his weight on one hand in the middle of her back to hold her down he used the other to lift her skirt and then he ripped her panties off of her.
Babs was struggling to get up but Brian's hand in the middle of her back had her pinned. As short as Babs was, bent over the table she was up on her toes and her legs had no leverage to keep Brian from forcing her legs apart with his knees. I'd seen enough and it was time for me to go into the house and knock Brian on his ass. I'd taken one step forward and then suddenly I stopped. Brian had taken out his cock and had it pressed against Babs and there was just something about that black piece of meat probing at Babs that I found erotic as hell and all of a sudden I wanted to see that black pole slide into my lily white wife. Not exactly the actions of a loving husband, but I was a loving husband with a bit of a grudge.
Babs had been a tad on the promiscuous side before we got married. I wasn't supposed to know, but I did know for a fact that Babs was fucking other guys, at least six of them, right up to the day of our wedding. As far as I knew she had been faithful to me since saying our vows, but I'd never forgotten how I felt when I learned of her cheating on me while she was my fianc‚e. Also, I had a hard time believing that Brian got started on the way to where he was with out something leading him to it. Babs wasn't a stranger to having cocks shoved in her so I decided to watch and not interfere.
I watched Brian line his black pole up with Babs and then I saw him push into her. He went slowly to work himself all the way in and as soon as he was far enough in to suit him he grabbed her hips and started fucking her. I couldn't see her face from where I was standing, but I did see her still trying to break away from Brian. After a couple of minutes it looked as if Babs had given up trying to get away and instead she was using her hands to brace her self against the table. Brian kept ramming himself into her and I could see his lips moving as he said something. Then he pulled Babs tight to him and held her while he pushed his load of cum into her.
The two of them were motionless for maybe a minute and then Brian stepped back and his cock, already soft, flopped out of her. He said something and Babs shook her head no. Brian reached down and pulled her up from the table and spun her around. He pushed her down on her knees in front of him and said something. Babs said something and shook her head no. Brian put one hand on the back of her head and with the other he reached down and pinched her nose. Babs opened her mouth to breathe and Brian pushed his cock in. If I thought that his black cock against her white ass was erotic, it paled in comparison to the sight of his black meat sticking into her beautiful white face. Just watching Brian take advantage of my beautiful white wife had given me a raging hard on and watching him fuck her face was making it throb.
Watching Brian's cock go from soft to hard in Babs mouth made me want to take my cock out and beat off, but I forced myself to leave my dick alone - I intended to see that Babs got the load that she and Brian had generated in me. I was looking forward to sliding my cock into her hot, wet pussy and hearing her explanation of why she was so wet and loose. I knew that whatever she said would be a lie, but I still wanted to hear it. In the kitchen Brian was hard again and he pulled himself out of my wife's mouth and picked her up and sat her on the table. Babs said something and tried to push Brian away, but he pushed her down on her back, pushed her legs apart and moved between them. He said something, Babs shook her head no and then Brian speared his cock into her.
Babs had struggled against Brian during the first fuck and also during the blow job and she wasn't all that active a participant during the first minute of the second fuck, but then her legs came up and locked onto Brian and I saw her pushing her ass back up at him as he fucked her. It took Brian almost ten minutes to cum in Babs the second time and when he pulled out I figured that it was time for me to put an end to the party. I slowly backed off the porch and used my cell phone to call the house. Babs answered and it was her first chance to say something about what had gone on, but she didn't say a word. I told her I was on the way home and would be there in about ten minutes.
I went and sat in my car and thought about how turned on I had been seeing the black on white fuck session. In a way I was both happy and sad over what had happened. Happy in that I learned a few things about myself that I hadn't known before - that I was a voyeur and got turned on watching a black cock stroking in and out of my white wife. Sad because my budding friendship with Brian was toast. There wasn't anyway that I could be friends with a man who went behind my back and fucked my wife no matter how turned on it made me. I wondered what was going on in the house following my phone call and I wondered what I would find when I walked in. Would Babs run to me and point a finger at Brian and tell me what he had done? Would Brian call her a lying whore and tell me that she led him on? I looked at my watch and saw that I had been sitting in the car long enough.
When I walked into the living room Babs and Brian were sitting on opposite ends of the couch. Brian asked if everything was all right with my mom and I told him that I had gotten things taken care of.
"How about you two, get anything accomplished while I was gone?"
"Oh yeah. Babs and I got to know each other better and we pretty much decided on what we want to do this Saturday."
"This Saturday?"
"Yeah, you know, what clubs to go to."
"But this is my Saturday to work."
"That's okay. You should be home by six, right?"
"Closer to six thirty."
"Okay. I'll drive over here and Babs and I will be ready to go when you get home. You grab a quick shower and we can head out. That okay with you Babs?"
Babs looked at me, then at Brian and then back to me and when she spoke I knew that Brian would be fucking her again. "Yes, that will work for me." An interesting response from a women who had looked like she was being raped. But then what did I expect from a whore who had fucked around on me right up to the day we were married. Brian would get there early Saturday all right, real early and there was no doubt in my mind that I would be taking a well fucked wife to dinner that night. Was I going to be upset about it? Damn right I was, but only because I couldn't be there to watch. I wondered what kind of story I would hear from her when we went to bed or if she would say anything at all. And then I wondered when - or even if - I would tell her what I knew.



            Mother & Daughter

            First he gets the mother, then the father.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mother-and-daughter-1

Title: Mother & Daughter

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: First he gets the mother, then the father.

Tags: early day, fucked times, sitting table, mother daughter, small talk, left room, daughter




The story sounded like it came from a braggart who would tell you whatever he believed you would believe just as long as it made him look like a stud, except that I knew the man telling the story and I believed him.
I was having lunch with an old friend from my army days. Jeff was in from Boston for a sales convention and we had arranged to meet for lunch at the same hotel where he was staying. The conversation covered every subject under the sun and when I got to the point where I asked him how his wife was he gave a loud snort and told me that she was long gone.
"Came home from work early one day and found her in bed with two guys. I kicked her ass out and I haven't seen her since." So then I asked how his love life was and he smiled and said, "Never better. In fact, you might even call it splendid. There seems to be something about an unmarried man of my age that attracts some women and I've learned to make the most of it. As a matter of fact, I got to do something a few weeks back that most men can only dream about." He saw the interest on my face and said, "I got to make love to a mother and daughter on the same weekend."
I chuckled, "Oh boy, this one I've got to hear."
It was at a symposium that Jeff's company was sponsoring and Jeff had been tasked with giving a talk on ISO 9000. He had gotten to the hotel where the symposium was being held a little early so he went into the hotel bar for a quick beer. As soon as his eyes had gotten accustomed to the low light level he noticed a strikingly beautiful woman sitting by herself at a table. Ever the opportunist he walked over to the table and asked her if he could join her. She had smiled and said that he could, but that it might be for only a moment or two as she was waiting for her daughter to join her. They made small talk and he commented on the fact that he rarely saw a woman of her beauty in the bar so early in the day. The woman raised an eyebrow at that and said, "Oh? You spend a lot of time in here?" He laughed and explained why he was there and told her that his company regularly used the hotel for such affairs. More small talk and then he had asked her to have dinner with him and she had said that she would have loved to, but that she didn't think that her husband would approve. Jeff had laughed and said, "Bring him along. It will be a small price to pay for being able to look at you." She said that it wouldn't be possible because her husband wasn't traveling with her. More small talk and finally she agreed to meet him for a drink when she and her daughter got back from shopping. About that time the daughter showed up and he had excused himself.
At four he was sitting at a table in the bar when the woman and her daughter came into the bar and joined him. It was Happy Hour and the three of them drank and talked until six and then he had taken both of them to dinner. After a leisurely meal, accompanied by several glasses of wine, they went back to the bar where a small band was setting up and they had more to drink while he took turns dancing with both mother and daughter. About ten the daughter said she wasn't feeling well and she left to go up to her room. Jeff and the woman danced and drank some more and about midnight the woman had said she'd had enough fun for one night and Jeff had walked her to her room. At the door the woman had turned to him and thanked him for keeping her company that night, "Sorry I can't ask you in, but I think that's some thing my husband wouldn't approve of."
Jeff said that he had expected as much and then he had bent and kissed her. She had responded and one thing had led to another and then they were in the woman's room and were undressing each other.
"God was she beautiful. She had a nice tight body just made for fucking and as an added bonus she had on nylons, garter belt, and high heels, "My absolute favorite turn on."
She led him to the bed and then things got energetic. They went sixty-nine on each other, fucked three times, and when he left her room at three in the morning he was tired out. He asked if he could see her again the next night, but she said they were leaving in the morning to visit relatives. As the woman's door closed behind him and he turned to go down the hall the door to the next room opened and a hand shot out, clutched his arm and pulled him into the room. It was the daughter. She was nervous and her hands were shaking as she stood there in her baby-doll pajamas looking every bit as sexy as her mother had. "I saw you" she said, "I saw you and my mother" and she pointed at the connecting door. "I saw you on your knees licking her pussy" and she glanced nervously at the bed. "My husband won't do that for me and he won't let me do it for him either. Will you do it for me?"
He had eaten the daughter's pussy, and had let her suck his cock and they had fucked twice. She had wanted to go again, but Jeff wanted to be gone before the mother woke up and found him with her daughter.
"God, but they were a pair and I'm never going to forget them. Even if the two of them hadn't fucked me damn near to death I wouldn't forget them because they both had names out of the ordinary. The mother's name was Chloe and the daughter was Anastasia. But I'm not done yet" he said.
He left the hotel and went home to pick up his golf clubs and headed for Hyannis Port. He was playing in a charity golf tournament that weekend and he was going to stay with his cousin and her husband Paul while he was there. He and Paul took off for the golf course and when they got back to the house five hours later he was introduced to Paul's cousin, who was also going to spend the weekend. It was Chloe and a minute later Anastasia walked in. There was an awkward moment or two before Paul suggested they have cocktails and then things began to lighten up a little.
"It was hard trying to work out the logistics. I couldn't let my cousin or Paul know what was going on, and I didn't want Chloe to find out about Anastasia, but in the end it worked out all right. I fucked both of them two times on Saturday and Chloe three times on Sunday. Poor Anastasia only got it twice from me on Sunday, but what the hey, life isn't fair."
You are damn sure right about that I thought. I excused myself and went and made a phone call. When I got back to the table I told Jeff he'd been invited over for dinner and I wouldn't take no for an answer.
We pulled into my drive and parked behind a Chevy pickup and I said, "It looks like my daughter and her husband will be joining us for dinner."
We went in the front door and I hollered, "Honey, I'm home."
My daughter came out of the kitchen and when she saw us her face went white. "Jeff" I said, "This is my daughter Anastasia. Now where is my wife? Chloe, where are you? Come and meet our guest."
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She looked up at me, tears running down her cheeks, and with a look that clear as day said, "No, please God no." I looked down at her and the look on my face told her more than words ever could. She watched as I unbuckled my belt and let my trousers fall. She moaned, "No, no, no, please no" as my boxers fell and when I forced her legs apart she cried, "No, you can't, please don't do this to me." There was one final, "No, please don't" as I worked the head of my cock between her cunt lips.
"Shut up and take it like the whore that you are." And I drove my cock home with one hard push.
And then I fucked her!
I had her legs pushed back, her knees almost to her ears and I rammed myself deep into her with each stroke.
"Come on bitch, scream for me, beg me to fuck you harder. Scream for me mother dear, scream for me like you did for him. Beg me to fuck you mother, like you did him and all the others."
I didn't start out that night planning to fuck my mother. I didn't start out the night thinking of women at all. It was spring break and I had come home because I couldn't afford to go any place else. Several of my buds from high school were in the same boat and I ran into two of them at the mall. They knew of a couple more who were at home and so we made plans to get together at Spike's Bar & Grill to shoot some pool, toss some darts, sip suds and catch up on what had been going on since leaving high school.
It was a good night and I had enjoyed myself. Since I'm not much of a drinker - I'm the kind of guy who will nurse two beers all night long - I ended up as the designated driver. It was almost two in the morning by the time I got home. I used my key to let myself in and when I walked into the house I walked in on an altogether too familiar scene.
My mother was a slut, a whore, a fuck pig, a round-heeled tramp, a bar floozy, take your pick, but the bottom line was that she was an easy piece of ass and had been for as long as I had been old enough to know what she was doing. When I first found out, at an early age, I didn't know any better and I just thought that it was stuff that grown-ups did. But as I got older I came to realize that my mother was a cheating whore.
My father was a traveling salesman and he was gone three or four days out of the week, and when he was gone my mother would dress up and leave the house and sometime later on that night she would come home with some man. I'd usually be asleep, but the noises from the living room as she lay on the couch getting fucked would wake me up. If she had been a quiet fuck, like most of the girls I'd been with, I might have never known what was going on, but mother was a screamer. Her "Fuck me, oh Jesus God fuck me" echoed through the house and the first time I heard it it brought me out of a sound sleep and I had rushed to the head of the stairs and looked down to see her on the couch with a man between her legs. She looked up and saw me and blew me a kiss and then went back to fucking her lover.
I took the kiss she blew me as an invitation to watch and many are the nights that I watched her grip some man's body with her nylon covered legs and saw her high-heeled clad feet kicking in the air. A couple of times she saw me masturbating while I watched and she would smile at me and lick her lips. But even with the smiles and the licking of lips nothing was ever said the next day and mom always behaved as if nothing had happened. Some people would have called what she was doing cheating, but not me. Hell, she was my mother - not some cheating whore. I knew this because a buddy of mine had come across a copy of Gallery magazine and we had looked at the pictures of the naked women and wondered if that was what Becky Thomas looked like out of her clothes. I had taken the magazine home with me and I had read the letters in the Feedback section from men who loved for their wives to fuck other men. That's all my mom was doing, keeping my dad happy.
At least that is what I thought until one night when my dad was home I overheard him and my mom in the kitchen.
"Honestly George, you know me better than that."
"I don't know shit about that Stella, but I'm warning you, if I ever catch you cheating on me I'll put you in a grave so fast that it will be a week before God knows you're dead."
So, he didn't know what she was doing and that meant that my mother was a cheating whore. I don't know why, but that knowledge had an effect on me and I stopped going to the head of the stairs and watching; I stopped jacking off while thinking of her legs in nylons and her feet in stiletto heels and I stopped seeing her as part of a loving family. All my mother was was an older version of Becky Thomas. Two days after her eighteenth birthday the guys had gotten Becky out of her clothes and while she didn't look like the girls in Gallery that little patch of hair between her legs drove us just as crazy as the pictures in Gallery had. Becky fucked every boy who even hinted that he might like to try her on and soon everyone was calling her whore, slut, cum bucket, sperm bank and that is just what my mother was.
It made me feel bad. Not that she was a whore so much as I didn't have the guts to tell my dad. I don't know how mom felt about him (although her actions could have been an indication), but he loved her and it showed in everything that he did and said when they were together. Then again, maybe it wasn't a lack of nerve. Maybe I subconsciously knew what it would do to him to find out and I didn't want to be the cause. Whatever the reason, I lost all respect for my mother. I never let it become obvious, but I did avoid her as much as possible. But she didn't try to avoid me. Once I stopped looking at what she was doing she made it a habit to stop by my room and look in at me on her way to bed. She would stand in the doorway of my bedroom, naked except for her nylons and high heels with the hall light on behind her and look at me in bed for a minute or two and then she would close my door and go to her own room.
There were two things about my mother's activities that I never understood - well, three actually, since I never understood why she fucked other men. Why was it always on the couch in the living room when her bed would have been so much more comfortable, and why she went out of her way to pay attention to me when I watched. It was a relief to me to leave and go to college. The only time I saw her after that was on holiday breaks and dad was usually home at those times and I could pretend, for his sake, that we were a happy family.
If I would have had enough money to go to Lauderdale or some other spring break hot spot it never would have happened, but I didn't have the money and so I was home and watching my mother getting fucked on the living room couch. She saw me and her face lit up in a smile and she blew me a kiss. I don't know why, after all those years, but I suddenly lost it - I snapped! I would like to think better of myself than to believe that it was because the man pounding his cock into her was black, but I can't honestly say one way or the other that that had anything to do with it. What I do know is that I lost it. I stormed into the living room, grabbed the man and pulled him off my mother and frog marched him to the front door and pushed him outside. I locked the door so he couldn't get back in and then I went back into the living room where my mother was frantically trying to get herself together.
I pointed a finger at her and shouted, "You just stay right there you worthless slut, don't you fucking move!"
I gathered up the man's clothes and tossed them out the door and then went back into the living room where my mother was sitting on the couch and crying.
"Blow me a kiss will you?" I said as I pulled down my zipper, "Well kiss this" and I pulled out my cock and shoved it in her face. I reached out and grabbed the back of her head and pushed my cock by her lips and began to face fuck her.
"Remember all those times you smiled at me and licked your lips? Well tonight you are going to get a taste."
It only took me a minute to shoot off in her mouth and she had to gulp and swallow my load to keep from choking. When I started to go soft I just pushed my cock deeper into her mouth and kept working it until it started to get hard again.
"You like being a whore so much, you like cock so much that you are an unfaithful slut two-thirds of the time dad is gone that I've decided to really degrade you" and I started to undress.
"Scream, scream you fucking bitch, scream like I've listened to you all these years. Scream for me just like you did for all the others who have fucked your worthless cunt."
And scream she did. It took a couple of minutes for her to get around to it. Minutes during which she cried and said that it wasn't right, but the cries turned into moans and the moans turned into screams; screams to fuck her harder, screams to push in deeper, screams to fuck her and never stop and screams begging me to make her cum. Her legs were locked around me and her nails were dug into my ass and when I finally shot all I had into her she was begging me not to stop. I was still in a rage and I pulled my softening cock out of her and stood up. I grabbed her arm and pulled her up off the couch, picked her up and headed for the stairs.
"Wha...what are you doing?'
"I'm going to take you upstairs and fuck you until you bleed."
"No, no, on the couch, but not upstairs, not upstairs, please."
She tried to break away from me, but I ignored her struggles and carried her into her bedroom and dropped her on the bed.
"Oh no, oh God no, not here, not on your father's bed."
I crawled up on the bed and she scurried away from me until she got to the headboard and had no place to go. I moved across the bed toward her.
"No, please no. Not on your father's bed. Anywhere but here. I'll let you fuck my ass, I'll suck your cock, I'll fuck you for the rest of the time you are home, but please, not on your father's bed."
"If I want your ass I'll take it and the same goes for your mouth. If I want to fuck you for the rest of the time I'm home I will and you won't have any say in the matter. As far as this being my father's bed is concerned, so what? You are his wife and that hasn't stopped you from being used by half the men in town."
I grabbed her legs and pulled her to me and I fucked her for the second time that night. I fucked her three more times that night and listened to her scream before leaving her to go to my own room to go to bed.
In the morning she was in the kitchen when I got up. She wouldn't meet my eyes and for some reason that pissed me off. "Get your ass over to the table and lean forward over it."
"Why? What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to give you a good morning fuck, now get over there."
She moved over to the table and did as she was told and I took her from behind and she screamed. I learned to love the sound of that scream as I repeatedly fucked her over the course of the next three days. I came in her mouth, I came in her ass and I pumped quarts into her cunt and she screamed. She protested and said, "No you can't" and then she protested and said, "No, don't stop not now, not now." She cried out, "No, please, not on your fathers bed" and then when I finished and got up she cried, "No, not yet, please not yet, don't go," clutched at me and tried to pull me back down on it.
The first morning after I had taken her over the breakfast table she asked, "Why are you doing this to me?"
"Because you are a fucking whore and what I'm doing to you is what one does to whores."
The only thing I let her wear those three days were a pair of high heels pumps. I followed her around the house and I ended up fucking her in every room. I took her on the dryer, I took her on the washing machine, and the kitchen and dinning room tables and I even took her out into the garage and fucked her on the hood of her car. On the day I left to go back to school I took her one last time on her bed, but that time no mention was made of it's being my father's bed.
Just before I left I told her that when I came home for the summer if she was still fucking other guys while dad was gone I would do again what I had done for the last three days and then I left. She was standing on the porch watching me as I backed down the drive. Just as I hit the street she blew me a kiss and licked her lips and then turned and went into the house.
I had been back at school for one week when the phone rang and it was my mother. She said hello and then told me that she had someone she wanted me to talk to. A man came on and said, "Hey, I don't know what this is all about, but she wants me to tell you that I'm playing hide the salami with her." I heard her ask the man for the phone back and then she said, "Remember your promise mother fucker, I'm holding you to it."
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The lights came on and voices screamed "Off it and on it" as Sgt. Morales went down the aisle kicking bunks. Teresa rolled off the upper bunk and looked at her watch. Four forty-five; god damn you George Bush, this is just too damned early to get put of bed. "Get your shit together people and clean up this pig sty" Sgt. Morales yelled, "I want you back from the mess hall by 0600. It's a two-hour march to the range and I intend to have your asses there by 0800. Now move it!"
The day was a long one for Teresa Moore. A two-hour march to the range, hours spent pulling and marking targets, and then firing from the prone, standing, sitting and kneeling positions at known distance targets. Then, because she had pissed one of the noncoms off she had to clean not only her piece but her squad leaders too. The only good thing about it was that they weren't treated like boots and they were allowed to dip the actions in kettles of boiling water. Then came the two hour march back to barracks, the last half mile at double time, and every step of the way Teresa cursed Saddam Hussein, George Bush and all of the other idiots who were determined to attack Iraq. She cursed herself for being so stupid as to join the reserves to help her pay for her nurses training. Her husband had warned her, but she wouldn't listen. He had gone to Desert Storm and he had warned her two years ago that the US wasn't done over there. Now he was at home drinking beer with his buddies while she was putting in sixteen-hour days and being yelled at by some cretin of an NCO almost every minute of it. Thank God it was Friday and she had a weekend pass. It was too far to make the trip home and back, but at least she could get off the base and away from that fucking idiot Morales.
Teresa slammed down the phone with a curse. This was the third Friday in a row that she had spent half an hour on the phone trying to reach her husband. He was always there Monday through Thursday and after three in the afternoon on Sunday, but she had never been able to get him on the phone on a Friday or Saturday. A voice behind her said, "I told you that you were wasting your time. He's out getting his ashes hauled."
She turned and saw Joyce, the girl who bunked under her. "You've been gone six weeks now sweetie, and probably will be gone for at least another six months before you can see his sorry ass. I keep telling you that no married man used to getting a steady supply of pussy is going to sit there and watch TV. You need to come with me tonight. I know where there are a couple of good parties and I promise you that I can get you laid. You need it sweetie - it's written all over you."
Teresa knew Joyce was right - she did need to get laid, but she had promised to stay faithful to her husband. She also knew Joyce was right about Danny being out. He was probably out partying with his buddies, but Teresa knew in her heart that he wasn't picking up girls. He wouldn't do that, he loved her too much - she just knew it. But she did need to blow off some steam and a good party would help her do that. But there were parties and then there were parties and Teresa knew that the parties that Joyce went to could be a little over the edge. Joyce was married, but in her own mind she had accepted that her husband would be out looking to get laid while she was gone and her philosophy was that if it was good enough for him, it was good enough for her. Teresa wasn't sure, but she believed that Joyce was seeing Sgt. Morales. That would account for why Joyce never seemed to get any of the shit details that were heaped on Teresa. However, Teresa knew she needed to loosen up this weekend and she agreed to go to a party with Joyce.
Teresa was glad that she had allowed herself to be talked into coming to the party. It was being held at the off-base apartment of a member of the post's permanent party and all the furniture had been moved out of the living room to create a dance floor. The minute Teresa had walked in the door a drink had been placed in her hand and then she had been pulled out onto the dance floor. She was having a better time than she had expected. When every dance was over another drink was put into her hand and it seemed like she had to gulp it down in a hurry because the music would start up again and somebody would grab her hand and lead her back out onto the dance floor again. After three hours of drinking and dancing Teresa was feeling no pain and when the guy she was dancing with let his hand slip down to her ass all she did was move in a little closer to him. It felt good to be held again and when she felt his erection against her leg she smiled to herself, "You've still got what it takes" and for some reason she did not pull away from it. Teresa didn't notice when they changed her drinks from singles to doubles and then to triples, all she knew was that she felt good for the first time since she had been called up.
Off to the side Joyce was watching Teresa on the dance floor and smiling to herself. She had been promised a place on the next corporals promotion list if she could get Teresa to the party and then get her into a bedroom. She watched as the men dancing with Teresa ran their hands over Teresa's ass and tits and she could already feel the stripes on her sleeve.
"She going to do it?" Joyce turned to see Sgt. Eddie Morales standing behind her.
"Yeah, she's going to do it. It will take a few more drinks and some more roaming hands, but she wants to get laid so bad she can taste it. We just have to get past that "I promised my husband I'd be good" shit. If I'm reading her right, and I think I am, she will be on her back with her legs spread in about half an hour. Then, if you work it right, she'll be pulling trains by morning."
Morales smiled, "Good. A well laid platoon is a happy platoon and happy platoons make sergeants look good."
Teresa had her head on the shoulder of her dance partner as they swayed to the slow song. His erection was pushing against her and she wasn't backing away from it. Her body felt hot and she knew she should move away and put a little space between her and her dance partner, but it had been so long since she had felt this good. She didn't notice when he waltzed her into the dark corner of the room and when he tilted her head and kissed her she felt a momentary panic and then his tongue was in her mouth and Teresa forgot herself and she began sucking on it. The kiss was long and passionate and she felt her knees go weak. Without breaking the kiss her partner picked her up and carried her to the bedroom and even as hands worked to remove her clothes his tongue tried to reach to back of her throat. She was put down on the bed and her legs were eased apart and she felt a tongue invade her pussy and she moaned into the mouth covering hers. Hands were caressing her breasts and she began pushing her hips up at the mouth sucking on her clit. She felt a white-hot heat in her and her body began to shudder as she had the first of several orgasms. The she heard a woman's voice say, "She's ready, give it to her" and the mouth left her pussy and Teresa screamed into the mouth covering hers as the first cock slid into her.
Teresa had no idea how many different men fucked her between Friday night and Sunday afternoon. She only remembered bits and pieces of what happened during that time. She remembered Joyce on the bed next to her fucking the Motor Pool sergeant ( and several others) and she remembered looking up into the smiling face of Sgt. Morales as he fucked her for the fifth or sixth time. The men kept pouring booze into her and she vaguely remembered being fed a couple of times, but mostly it was orgasm after orgasm until she was exhausted and could do no more than just lay there as every man in her motor pool platoon used her over and over as a cum receptacle.
At four-thirty in the afternoon she was soaking in the apartments bathtub while Joyce washed her back. "Aren't you glad you came with me?"
"I can't believe that I let that happen to me. How can I ever face Danny again after what I did this weekend."
"All you did baby, was what he has been doing ever since you've been gone. But I'll bet he hasn't had as much fun as you had this weekend. Sgt. Morales is quite taken with you and if you play your cards right you will never work a shit detail again and he will see to it that you get a weekend pass every weekend from now on. You might even make the next promotion list for corporal."
Teresa was quiet for a bit and then said, "I can't Joyce, this weekend was bad enough, but I can't do this to Danny again."
"Suit yourself baby, but I watched you this weekend and you loved every minute of it, even the part at the beginning when I ate your pussy."
Teresa turned to look at Joyce, "That was you?"
"That's right baby and if you would like I'll do it again" and she took Teresa's hand, helped her from the tub, toweled her off and led her to the bedroom.
Teresa slammed down the phone at the Post Exchange. She had been trying to reach her husband for almost two hours, but hadn't gotten an answer. She turned away from the phone and saw Joyce start to say something, but Teresa cut her off, "Don't say it. I just don't want to hear it." She turned back to the phone to try one more time and suddenly she said, "Fuck it!" She turned back to Joyce, "Is there another party this weekend?" Joyce laughed, "I'll find us one baby, I'll find us one."
Teresa thought for a minute, "The weekend is too far away. Where can we find Morales at this time of day?"
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It was a typical neighborhood party, with the people clustered in pre-ordained groups, one group talking football, another gardening, soccer moms in the family room and the do-it-yourselfers in the dinning room. Since I work swing shift I had arrived a little after midnight and had a lot of catching up to do. Fortunately, I lived right next door so I did not have to worry about drinking and driving. I was fixing myself a drink in the kitchen when Lee came in to get more ice. Lee was the hostess and I had been in heat with her since the day she and her husband Brad had moved in. She knew of my interest, but we both knew it was something that was never going to happen and our relationship had settled into a good-natured semi-sexual give and take. Lee was three months pregnant and she had that healthy sexual glow that women get and to me she had never looked sexier.
"I can't get over it, babe. Three months pregnant and still the sexiest woman in town. You look good enough to eat."
Lee beamed at me, "Why thank you sir. All compliments are gratefully accepted."
The front doorbell rang dragging me out of a fitful sleep. I glanced at the bedside clock and wondered who could be getting me out of bed at 9a.m.on a Sunday morning. I grabbed my robe and went to the door; looking out the peephole I saw Lee standing there. I opened the door and invited her in and only then did I notice the strange way she was dressed; high heels and a raincoat, but a glance outside showed nothing but bright sunshine.
Lee turned to me and said, "Did you really mean it last night when you said that even though pregnant I was the sexiest woman in town?"
I stared at her in some confusion - why was she asking me a question like that? Regaining my wits I said, "Absolutely! All you have to do is give me a chance and I'll prove it."
Now, any other time that I would say something like that she would just laugh and call me a big flirt, but this time she surprised the hell out of me - she opened her raincoat, let it fall to the floor, and stood naked in front of me.
"Would you be willing to prove it by fucking me?"
Sweet Jesus, would I ever. I picked her up and carried her to my bedroom where we spent the next three hours doing our absolute best to please each other. She was a tiger in bed and every time I felt that I had given all that I had in me she would manage to get me up again. We only stopped when it was time for Brad to get home from playing golf.
The story Lee gave me was that once they found out she was pregnant Brad stopped having sex with her, even though the doctor told them that it would be perfectly all right until late in the pregnancy. Brad would not touch her for fear of hurting the child. Brad was willing to eat her pussy to try and give her some satisfaction, but that was all. She had been used to having sex daily and since Brad had cut her off she had been climbing walls, but no matter how much she begged and pleaded he would not fuck her.
A thought occurred to me; "If he eats you out tonight won't he taste me?"
Lee snorted, "I hope so! It will serve the asshole right."
The next morning Lee was at my front door as soon as Brad was on his way to work. We went straight to my bedroom, but before starting anything I had to satisfy my curiosity; "Did Brad go down on you last night?"
She smiled, "Yes he did. In fact, he did it ten minutes after he got home from playing golf. Everything you put in me there was still there. I told him it was a natural fluid that occurred when women were pregnant. I got a big kick out of knowing that he was licking up cum that he refused to put there.
For the next several months Lee and I fucked every chance we got. Monday through Friday she was at my house as soon as Brad left for work. On Saturdays she would call me if she had to leave the house to go anywhere and I would meet her. On Sunday Brad played golf and Lee and I worked on our own hole-in-ones. And she always made sure Brad ate her out when she had been with me; she told me he never figured it out.
Eventually though, Lee became too far along and we had to stop. She finally got around to having a little girl and I started counting the days until the doctor would give her the go ahead to resume sex, but I was to be severely disappointed. Several weeks after the baby had been born Lee came over to my house for a cup of coffee. She thanked me for being her friend and for being there for her in her hour of need. She told me that if I ever needed anything to just let her know. I told her that what I needed most was for her to get the go ahead from her doctor so we could resume our sex life. Lee gave me a strange look and said, "We can't start up again. Once the doctor says it is all right Brad will take care of my needs."
And so it was. Soon she and Brad were back on their everyday schedule and I was left with a longing that could not be satisfied. I stopped going to the neighborhood parties where I might see her, and in general, I did everything I could to avoid her. One morning she knocked on my door and asked me to have coffee with her. She asked me point blank why I was being a stranger. I hemmed and hawed before breaking down and telling her the truth - I just couldn't bear to be around her after what we had together, knowing it would never happen again.
"I thought we were friends," she said.
"No Lee, we were much, much more than that, and that is what I can't forget."
The next six months crept by. I had a series of girl friends, none of which could hold my attention for long. Occasionally I would see Lee in her backyard and I would feel a longing that was unbearable. And then one morning the doorbell rang and I opened the door to see Lee standing there. I moved aside to let her in and as I turned from closing the door I was just in time to see her dress fall to the floor. Naked, wearing only high heels, she smiled at me; "Guess what lover - I'm pregnant."
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For the longest time I've had the huge desire to see my wife with another man. I kept that to myself for several years because I knew what Sally's response would be -"No! Not just no, but hell no!" That would have been followed by several week of her not talking to me. One night we went to a party given by some friends. It was a friendly group and we knew almost everyone there and we were having a great time. We both had just enough to drink to put us in a really great mood and soon some one cranked up the stereo and the living room furniture ended up in the dining room to create a dance floor. My wife loves to dance and I don't so I usually watch while she dances with anyone who will ask her.
Given my fantasy it was only natural (for me anyway) to watch her dance and to try and visualize what she would look like fucking her dance partner. She danced with several guys that night as I sipped my drink and watched. Actually it was as I sat, watched and got a hard on. As we were driving home that night Sally said to me, "What was on your mind tonight? Every time I looked over at you I could see you watching me, but you seemed to be somewhere else."
I tried to duck the question, but Sally persisted, "No Dave, I really want to know."
I knew I should have kept my mouth shut, but I'd had just enough to drink to override my better judgment - or make me brave - and I told her what I had been thinking. She was silent for a minute and I waited for her outburst of anger, but it never came.
"All of them?" she asked and I said yes. "You are serious? You imagined me fucking all of them?" and I said yes.
"Just out of curiosity, which one did I enjoy the most?"
The question caught me completely off guard and I didn't really have an answer. I remembered one very slow dance she did with Harry and they had been real close to each other and so I said, "It was Harry."
Sally was quiet for the rest of the way home. Once in bed she asked, "Have you had too much to drink tonight, or can you make love to me?"
I gave her my standard answer to that question, "If you can get it up it's all yours."
She grinned and then went down on me. When she had me hard she climbed on top of me and started to ride me. I tried to thrust up into her as she slid down on me, but tonight she seemed almost frenzied and I couldn't seem to get the timing right. Sally is multi orgasmic and I've learned to spot the signs of her oncoming orgasms. Her eyes seem to go blank and I knew she was almost there when suddenly she cried, "Make me cum Harry, please Harry, make me cum. Fuck me Harry, fuck me hard and make me cum. Fuck me Harry and make me your slut."
I was surprised, but also extremely turned on and I rolled Sally over on her back and began to fuck her as hard as I could. "Oh God yes Harry, fuck me, fuck me and make your whore. I love your cock Harry, fuck me, fuck me hard and you can have me whenever you want me" and then she had a tremendous orgasm.
I followed her about a minute later, but Sally wasn't done yet, she wanted more. She pushed me off of her and swung around and started to suck my dick. Between licks and sucks she kept talking to me, "Come on Harry, come on baby, get it up for me again. Your hot little slut wants you in her again. You need to fuck your slut one more time before my husband gets home."
Between her sucking and her talking she got me rock hard again in just minutes and our second session was just as wild as our first with her constant talking about 'cheating slut' and the like. She came three times and on the third one I let loose my load and we fell asleep in each other's arms.
The next morning I expected her to say something about the previous evening, but when she went about the day as if nothing different had happened I decided to keep my mouth shut. Two weeks went by with nothing being said and then we went to a dance at the Elks club. As usual she danced the night away while I sipped my drink and socialized and we had a good time. On the way home she was quiet for the first ten minutes of the ride and then she said, "Who did I have the most fun with tonight?"
I wasn't expecting the question, but I was curious so I named the least attractive man she had danced with. Sam was balding, forty pounds overweight and had a real whiney voice and I had half expected her to say, "Sam? Ugh!" and make gagging sounds. Sally made no comment at all, in fact she was quiet the rest of the way home.
Once in the house Sally began taking her clothes off and said, "I hope you're ready for me honey, because I need to be fucked."
It was a repeat of the night following the last party only this time it was Sam's name that was used. During our second fuck something different happened; half way into it she said, "God Sam, but I do love your cock. Fuck me baby, make me cum, but hurry lover, Harry wants his turn before my husband gets home. God, but I do love being your slut. You can both have me all you want just don't stop fucking me, please baby make me cum."
Again, nothing was said the next day, but our sex life suddenly increased; we went from two or three times a week to four and sometimes times five times a week.
Over the course of the next three months we went to three or four parties and the story repeated itself and on those nights Sally was damn near insatiable. On those nights we went three and sometimes four times before we fell asleep. It wasn't my fantasy, but it was the next best thing. The sex on those nights was so fantastic that I didn't care about my fantasy anymore. Then one night we attended a birthday party at the home of the couple who had held the party that had started it all. Once again the furniture was cleaned out of a room to make it a dance floor and once again I watched as Sally danced with whoever asked her. The night was about half over and I was talking to Mary, the hostess, when I happened to see Sally and her dance partner go out on the back porch. When they hadn't come back in after five or so minutes I got curious and so I walked over and looked out the back door.
At first I didn't see them, but then there was movement and I saw them standing out near the dark end of the patio. It looked as if they were standing side by side talking while looking out at something, but something about the way they were standing seemed odd. I was curious to see what was going on so I went out the front door and around the side of the house and the attached garage. I moved quietly to where I could peek around the corner of the garage and see them and when I peeked I got the shock of my life. From the back they had looked like they were just standing there talking, but the front view was totally different. Sally had Mike's cock in one hand and she was stroking him.
I couldn't hear what was being said, but Mike was talking and Sally was smiling and nodding her head yes and suddenly Mike put his cock back in his pants and they started walking toward me. I turned and ran to the front of the house and hid next to the front porch and watched as they came around the side of the house and headed up the street to a parked car. They got in the back seat and I moved as close as I dared, not so much afraid that I might be seen, but afraid that I might break up whatever was going on. Mike was sitting with his arm around Sally's shoulders and they seemed to be talking and then Sally's head disappeared from view - she was sucking his cock!
Talk about mixed emotions; I was excited and had a raging hard on over the fact that Sally was doing what I had always wanted her to do, but at the same time I was angry and upset because I couldn't get close enough to actually see it. She was down for about three or four minutes and then she came back up and they talked for a bit and then Sally went back down. I couldn't be sure of course, but I thought Sally had sucked him off and was now sucking him to get him hard again. Three minutes later she came back up and the two of them moved around and Sally disappeared again. A minute later her legs came up into view - Sally was being fucked by another man and I couldn't see a goddamned thing!
Phil and Mary's porch light came on and people started coming out and heading for their cars and I had to go back in the house or risk being seen 'skulking' around parked cars. Twenty minutes later Sally came in from the patio, but Mike wasn't with her. He must have just started his car and gone on home. Just looking at Sally you couldn't tell that she had just sucked a cock and been fucked and I wondered what the ride home was going to be like tonight. Sally was quiet until we almost reached the house and then she asked me who she'd had the most fun with that night. This time I was ready for her and I said, "Mike. I think you definitely had the most fun with Mike." I saw a small smile form on her face and she said, "Yes, I did, didn't I."
Inside the house she practically dragged me into the bedroom, "Hurry lover, I need it, I need it bad."
She pushed me back on the bed, leaned over me and gave me a passionate kiss and I thought I could taste the remains of Mike's cum in her mouth. Then she went down on me and I surprised us both by cumming almost immediately. I knew that watching her had excited me, but I hadn't realized just how excited I'd been. But Sally did not intend to let things end that quickly. She pushed me back on the bed and swung over me and before I could react she had her pussy in my face and my cock back in her mouth. I could see Mike's cum, still wet in the hairs of Sally's pussy, and I knew I was going to taste another man's juices for the first time, but I was so turned on by the night's events that I didn't care. Sally pushed her cunt down at me and ground it into my face as she desperately tried to get my cock hard again. As soon as she had me hard enough to suit her she rolled over onto her back and begged me to fuck her. She started talking to me, but not like she usually did - this time the name she used wasn't Mike's, it was mine.
"Put it in me Dave. I need your cock baby. I need it bad. Put your cock in me Dave. Fuck me Dave, fuck me hard. Can you feel him Dave? Can you feel the wetness in me? Can you feel the other man's cum in the whore that you're fucking? I was a whore tonight Dave. I let another man fuck me tonight Dave. He took me on the back seat of his car and I loved it Dave, I let another man have me and I loved it. Fuck me hard Dave, fuck me hard and punish me for being a wanton bitch. Come on baby fuck me" and then she cried "fuck meeeeeeeeeeee" as she had her first orgasm.
She moaned, panted and thrashed for a bit and then she was back at it.
"Come on baby, fuck me harder, hurt me, punish me for fucking another man and loving it. He put his cock in my mouth Dave and I sucked him till he came, did you taste him when you kissed me Dave? Did you taste his cum baby? Fuck me honey, harder, harder, make me cum Dave, make me cum like he did. I spread my legs for him Dave, I let him fuck your pussy Dave, I gave away your pussy, I pulled my knees back to my shoulders and I let him have your pussy Dave and it was so good and I told him he could have your pussy anytime he wanted it Dave. I told him next tiiiiiiiiiiiiiii" and she had a second orgasm and before her shakes subsided I blasted my load into her to mix with Mike's.
"Oh God baby, that felt so good. Do it again Dave, fuck me some more, please Dave, please fuck me some more."
I lay there breathing heavy and she swung around and started sucking on me. Her hands played with my balls and I felt a finger teasing my asshole. Her tongue swirled around the head of my dick and it started to rise and she got on top of me and slid down my cock.
"Oh God baby, that feels so good. I didn't know I could be such a slut baby. I was a whore tonight and I loved it. I loved it when his cock split the lips of my pussy and he fucked me Dave. I told him he could have me anytime Dave, any time he wants me. I'll be your whore Dave, but I'll be his slut. He's going to fuck me again Dave and I'll love it. Fuck me Dave, fuck your unfaithful whore. Slide your cock into my cum filled cunt baby. Not all of it is yours. Did you taste him Dave? Could you taste his cum when you ate my unfaithful pussy? It felt like he shot a lot in me Dave. He's going to shoot a lot more in me Dave. He's going to fuck me a lot from now on, but you won't care Dave, you want me to be your whore. You want me to fuck other guys don't you Dave. Say you do Dave, tell me you want me to be your whore."
And I screamed at her, "Yes, yes you unfaithful fucking slut, I want you to be my whore!" and I blew my third load of the evening in her just as she had another orgasm.
We were lying next to each other and she turned to me and said, "That's what you wanted, isn't it? For me to fuck other guys?" and her face got a stricken look on it when I said, "No, it isn't."
Her face became anguished and she moaned, "Oh god what have I done" and I cut in and said, "You didn't let me finish. You fucking another man while I watch is what I want, although I did find tonight to be damned exciting. Who was it, Mike?"
The relief on her face was evident and she said, "Yes, it was Mike. We did it on the back seat of his car and I did tell him he could have me whenever he wanted. Who else do you want me to fuck?"
I thought about it for a minute and then said, "Well, for starters, how about all the guys you pretended to."
"All of them?" she asked and I nodded my head yes.
"Okay lover, all of them. I'll even fuck fat, balding Sam. How are we going to do it?"
"You tell me when and I'll be in the closet until I can rig something better."
"Can I start tomorrow? I have Mike's phone number."
That was six months ago and I've had the pleasure of watching Sally fuck a dozen different men, most of them close friends of ours. I've modified the spare bedroom into a place where I can watch through a peep hole and I have two strategically placed hidden video cameras that feed to a set of VCRs. Sally is having time of her life and when her lover's leave and it's my turn the sex is simply fantastic. The biggest surprise turned out to be fat, balding Sam; he has an eleven-inch cock that drives Sally wild and he has become her most frequent visitor. Sally's escapades are a close held secret and she has warned her lovers that if anyone brags about what he is doing with her she will cut all of them off, "The last thing I need is for Dave to find out."
There must have been some talk though because we get invited to a lot more parties than we used to. Sally has logged a lot of back seat time and I don't get to see any of it, but I do look forward to the night that begins as we are driving home. It usually starts with, "Guess who I had the most fun with tonight" and ends with me being exhausted.
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She spun around in front of me and asked, "How do I look?"
"Stunningly beautiful" I replied and it was the absolute truth. She was even more beautiful than she'd been on the day I married her. My cock was rock hard and it had been for two days, but I couldn't touch her, not yet, that was the agreement. I'd watched her dressing and the slow, sensual way she had done it had me ready to climb walls, (which is why she had done it that way - she wanted me to suffer). She had turned putting on her white nylons, garter belt and four inch "fuck me" pumps into an exquisite reverse strip tease and when I'd said nothing she'd stood up and walked by me with a slow sensuous walk until she got to the bed. Turning, she had looked at me and raised an eyebrow and when I still said nothing she picked her wedding dress up off the bed and stepped into it.
"You will have to zip me up," she said and with trembling fingers I did so. Next she picked up the veil and put it on. She looked at herself in the mirror and then turned to me and said, "Are you absolutely sure that this is what you want?"
There was a fraction of a second where I almost said no, forget it, but it passed and then she said, "Last chance. Once I walk through that door I won't turn back." When I said nothing she said, "So be it!" and she walked out of the room. I followed her down the stairs and to the front door and watched as she opened the door and walked down the steps to the waiting chauffeur driven limousine. She never looked back.
Where it came from or how it got started I don't even remember, but I'm one of those guys who have always fantasized about his wife being bedded by other men. It was a personal fantasy and one that I'd never mentioned to my wife. I fed the fantasy by reading magazines that carried stories and letters about wife watching and whenever Claire and I went out I would notice how other men looked at her and I would imagine her with the man or men who were looking and I would get a hard on. When I was home alone I would read the stories and letters and masturbate while looking at a picture of Claire and imagining that it was her that the story was written about. It was my fantasy and Claire was never supposed to know about it, but one day when I wasn't at home the belt on her vacuum cleaner broke and she needed a screwdriver to remove the cover and replace the belt. All of my magazines were in my toolbox in the garage and Claire found them while looking for a screwdriver. If it had just been the magazines Claire might have paid no attention to them at all, but on top of the stack was the picture of her that I used when I was fantasizing. The photo had been taken one night after a drunken party several years ago when Claire was really feeling no pain. It was a Polaroid and it showed a naked Claire lying on the bed with her legs spread wide and her hands cupping her tits.
When I got home I found Claire sitting on the couch reading my magazines and she looked up when I came into the room and said, "I'm having a hard time trying to decide which of these turns you on. Is it wife swapping, butt fucking, girl/girl or boy/boy sex, or is it the wife watching? Is that it? I know it's not this one about the innocent white wife being gang fucked by black men" and she threw the magazine at me.
I winced when she said what she said because I'd been raised in the South and while not a rabid racist, I was against the mixing of the races and Claire knew it. She was very liberal and she could not understand how I could have black friends, but feel that way about mixed couples.
"So is that it?" she said, "You look at this picture" and she held up the Polaroid, "And see some big black dick pounding into my white pussy?"
I did the only thing I could do when she got like that - I left the room.
Half an hour later I was in my home office working on a business proposal when she came in, "I'm sorry," she said, "I had no business going off on you like that, but I would like to know what's up with those magazines and why you had my picture with them."
So I told her about my fantasies and the whole time she just sat there and listened. When I was done she said, "I never would have guessed that about you. Were you ever going to ask me to actually do it?"
I told her no, that it was just a fantasy. I might have been wrong, but I thought I saw a trace of disappointment in her expression. She told me that some of the stories excited her and she asked me if I would give her the magazines when I was done with them. For the next couple of months she read every one of them and a couple of times I noticed her fingers stroking her breasts or pressing against her crotch while she read. The thought entered my mind that maybe, just maybe, she was having a few fantasies of her own. The more I thought about that the more I thought that I might just have a chance at seeing my fantasy come true some day. I started dropping little hints and eventually I got around to asking her if the idea excited her in the least little bit. Big mistake!
"What do you take me for, a slut? Do you honestly think that I'd let some stranger paw my body just so you could get your jollies watching?"
"Oh give me a break" I said, "I'm watching you finger and caress yourself while you're reading the magazines, so naturally I'm interested in what you are thinking."
She said, "I told you that some of the stories excite me. That doesn't mean I've become a slut."
I backed off in a hurry and another month or two passed by, but every time I saw Claire reading my magazines I thought about her actually making my fantasy come true and I guess it showed on my face. One day while she was reading the latest issue of one of my magazines she caught me watching her and she threw the magazine down, "Am I going to have to look at that expression for the rest of my life? Is it really so important that you actually watch me give myself to another man?"
The expression on my face said it all.
"You really do want to see me do it, don't you? Just fantasy isn't enough for you any more. You're not going to be happy until you see me fucked by another man, are you? Until you see my lips around his cock, my fingers playing with his balls? Are you going to let him have my ass too? Want to see his long, fat cock slowly disappearing in my shit hole? Christ! I ought to do it just to teach you a lesson."
My expression must have said, "Yes, yes, teach me a lesson," because next she said, "If I do this for you it will be on my terms and no, absolutely no arguments from you, understood?"
I couldn't believe it. Claire was going to make my fantasy come true, something that I never really expected to ever happen. But the joy cooled off a bit when she laid down her terms. It would be one time only, she would pick the man, the time, and the place and I couldn't be there. I started to protest that last, but she interrupted me, "I said no arguments. I don't think I could do it with you standing there with drool running down your chin. I'll see if I can't arrange to have it videotaped, but if I can't you will just have to settle for licking the other man's cum out of me while I tell you about it."
At that exact minute I would have agreed to anything and so I did. Which is why I found myself standing on my front porch, on our tenth wedding anniversary, watching my wife being driven in a chauffeured limousine to the man who was going to fulfill my fantasy.
It was almost 9a.m. the next morning and Claire was not back yet. I had expected her around two or three in the morning, but when she'd not shown up I had no idea of who or where to call to find out if she was all right. I thought of calling the police, but what could I tell them?
"My wife has gone off to fuck another man and she's not home yet. Can you help me find her?"
No, I didn't think I could do that. I was making my twenty-fifth trip to the front door to look outside when the limo pulled up in front of the house. Claire got out, a little unsteadily, and started up the walk. The black chauffeur made as if to help, but she waved him away and he got back into the limo and left. I opened the front door and held it for her as she came into the house. She was a mess. Her wedding dress was covered with stains, the veil and train were ripped and torn and covered with stains, which I assumed, were drying cum and there were love bites on her neck and dried cum in her hair.
Claire turned to face me and said, "Kiss me" and when I hesitated she stepped to me and put her mouth on mine. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and she gave me a very passionate kiss. She pulled back from me and said, "Did you taste it? Did you taste the cum that was in my mouth? And then she laughed and said, "God, I should have let you push me into this a long time ago."
She took my hand and led me to the bedroom where she pulled off her dress and then turned to face me. There were hickeys all over her stomach, breasts and thighs and there was dried cum everywhere. On the inside of her right thigh there was some fresh cum running down the inside of her leg, like it was just leaking out of her. Her panties were gone; her nylons had runs and ladders and there were even dried cum stains on her high heels. She sat down on the bed, looked at me and said, "Time to do your part" and she fell back on the bed and spread her legs wide to expose her cum soaked pussy. I dropped my bathrobe and started to stroke my cock but Claire said, "Oh no. Not yet. First you have to suck all the cum out of me baby, that was the deal."
I usually didn't mind performing oral sex on Claire, but I had a hard time putting my face into the cum soaked matted mess that was between her legs. Claire noticed my hesitation and said, "I did my part of the bargain, you had damn well better do yours if you ever expect to fuck me again."
I forced myself and as I began licking her slit she told me about her night.
Claire had called one of her single girl friends and told her what she wanted to do and asked if her friend could help set her up with a suitable man. Her friend told Claire that she was being stupid, but she finally agreed to help. Claire had waited until her friend had set up the 'date' and then she had made the arrangements for the limo and the hotel room. She dug out her wedding dress and then went out and bought the heels and hose. The chauffeured limo had driven her to the hotel and she went up to the room she had reserved, set up the camcorder and then she had called room service and ordered a bottle of champagne. At seven o'clock there was a knock on the door and she opened it to find a tall, muscular man in a tuxedo. She invited him in, they had a glass of champagne.
"And then I went to my knees in front of him, unzipped him, and took out his cock. He was all ready hard and I dipped the head of his cock in my champagne glass and then I began to lick him. I licked down the top of his cock to the base and then I licked the underside of it back to the head. When I reached the cockhead I swirled my tongue around it and then I took him in my mouth and gave him a slow, leisurely blowjob. He was too big for me to deepthroat , but I got almost half of him in my mouth and in a few minutes I had him ready to cum. He gripped the back of my head and held me on him as he shot what felt like a quart of cum down my throat. I had to gulp fast to keep from choking, but I managed to swallow every drop. I took a drink of champagne and then I slowly undressed him and when he was naked I had him sit on the edge of the bed.
I knelt in front of him and took his cock in my mouth again and I sucked him until he was hard and then I had him stand up. I bent over the bed and leaned on my elbows and he lifted my dress, pushed aside the panties and entered me from behind. I was so wet from anticipation that he slid right into me. He gripped my hips and began to slowly fuck me, but after a few minutes I asked him to fuck me harder and faster and as he did I had my first orgasm. He fucked me hard and fast for several minutes and then he told me he was going to cum and he asked me if I was on the pill or had any other protection and I told him no. He asked me if he should pull out and I told him no, that I wanted him to shoot his seed deep into my belly. He put on a burst of speed and then I felt the warm flood as he released himself in me until he was drained and his cock went soft. He pulled out of me and we shared a glass of champagne."
At this point my cock was ready to burst as the picture that Claire painted raced through my head. It may have been my imagination, but even though I had been eating her pussy the entire time she told her story she seemed to be getting wetter. I pulled my face away from her and stood up, my cock jutting out in front of me, but Claire said, "Not yet! Keep eating me until my story is done," and I went back to performing my chore.
"We finished the champagne and I had him lie back on the bed and I took his soft cock in my mouth and went to work on him again. He told me he wasn't sure that I would be able to get him up again any time soon, but I took that as a challenge. I licked him, I sucked on his cock and then his balls and finally I even ran a finger up his ass and it seemed to do the job. His cock started rising and he asked me how many times I expected him to fuck me that night. I told him I wanted his cock in me as many times as he could get it up between then and six in the morning and he told me that when I was done with the hardon I had just raised he would be done for a couple of hours. I pouted and looked disappointed and he asked me if I would like it if he called in a few friends to help him out. I thought why not, it was only going to be a one-time thing anyway and so he got on the phone and called three of his friends. When he hung up he was hard again and I climbed on top of him and lowered myself onto his pole. He took a long time to cum and I felt so deliciously wicked riding his stiff black cock. Oh, that's right, I forgot to tell you he was black, didn't I."
I lifted my face from her pussy and I looked up at her as her earlier words came back to me, "He asked me if I had protection and I told him no---I wanted him to shoot his seed deep into my belly." I felt my stomach churn, not because I had been sucking a black man's cum out of my wife, but because of the knowledge that she had deliberately taken the chance of getting pregnant by a black man.
"You didn't expect that, did you? That I would chose to fuck a black man never entered your mid, did it? Well, you are really going to love the next part; all of the friends he called were black too. You have been sucking the cum of five black men out of me. Oh, how stupid of me. I told you that he had called three friends, didn't I. Three friends and him, that only makes four doesn't it? Well, I'll get to number five soon enough."
I stood up and stared down at her and I was at a total loss for words. She was smiling up at me and pinching her nipples and she said, "I was an absolute slut last night baby. I didn't know that being a slut could be so enjoyable and to think that I could have been doing this all along and you wouldn't have minded just blows me away." She saw the look on my face and her eyes dropped to my hard cock. "Just a few more minutes baby and you can put that in my well used pussy, but you can't fuck me until I'm done with my story. Come on baby, I did what I said I would do and now you have to do your part. Eat my pussy baby, suck the cum out of me." I went back to my knees.
"After he came in me for the third time I got up and put a fresh tape in the camcorder because I knew you wouldn't want to miss anything. The rest of the night was just repetitive fucking and sucking so I won't describe it all, but each one of his friends fucked me three times and I constantly had a cock in my pussy and I always had one in my mouth that I was trying to get hard again. You will get to see it all baby, and from several different angles, because once his friends got there we didn't need the tripod any more; there was always someone to walk around and film the action. I promised I'd make each one of them a copy of the tape. You won't mind, will you? After all, they did to fulfill your fantasy. I would think that it's the least you could do for them. They finished with me at six-thirty and I called for the limo. When I was getting in the driver commented that it looked I'd had a very enjoyable evening and I had a deliciously wicked thought. I told him that if he could find an appropriate parking place that maybe my night might not be over yet. He fucked me twice baby, and shot one load down my throat, but I'm afraid I don't have the video of that for you. And that's how your brand new slut spent her night. Do you want to watch the video tapes first, or do you want to fuck me?"
I fell on her and there was no tenderness or love making involved when I rammed my cock into her. I came almost immediately and then surprised both of us by not going limp. I stayed hard and I fucked Claire for another twenty minutes and when I'd cum for the second time I fell next to her on the bed. Claire rolled up on an elbow and reached down and began playing with my cock and she smiled at me and said, "You know I love you, don't you?" I
looked at her and said, "I hope to God you do and that you don't ever stop."
She leaned over and kissed me and said, "I lied to you about the protection part. I did have my diaphragm in place, but I wanted to see your expression when you thought I might get to have a black baby."
Thank you God, I thought to myself, as I became aware that her fingers were getting me up again. She swung over me and lowered herself onto my cock and as she began to ride me she said, "Are you ready for another surprise?"
"What?" I wanted to know.
"Well, I know you were disappointed that you couldn't be there to watch last night, but I had so many eyes on me last night while I acted the absolute slut that I now know that letting you watch won't bother me. The boys will be here at six tonight, think you can be here?"
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I sat there and looked around the room as the turkey was being carved and shook my head in disbelief at the way things had turned out.
I grew up next door to Matilda and Michael. Matty was sweet on me and Michael, who was two years older than me was a bully. So, Matty and I played and Michael and I fought. Sometimes he would win and sometimes I would and we ended up having a rough and tumble kind of friendship. Matty and I did the usual childhood things that curious boys and girls do; we played 'doctor' and went through the 'you show me yours and I'll show you mine' business and we suffered the ridicule of others our age pointing fingers and yelling "Matty is sweet on Sammy" and "Sammy's got a girl friend, Sammy's got a girl friend." Then one Saturday I went out of my house and saw a moving van parked in front of Matty's house and in two days she was gone.
It was eight years later that I walked into the Student Union cafeteria as a nineteen-year-old freshman and sat down at a table. I hadn't been there a full minute when a good looking redhead sat down across from me. She looked a bit familiar and I was trying to place her when she grinned at me and said, "I'll show you mine if you'll show me yours."
It was Matty. We skipped afternoon classes and got reacquainted. Michael was also attending the same college and he and Matty were sharing an apartment. She asked me to join them for dinner that night and I did and soon after that Matty and I began keeping steady company. We were not going steady or anything like that, just spending a lot of time with each other - at least that is the way I was looking at it.
About a week after getting reacquainted I was invited to dinner again and this time Michael had his girlfriend with him. Cindy was an absolute stunner and I had a hard time keeping my eyes off of her. Matty of course noticed and was a little miffed, but I didn't think much of it at the time because we were just friends. Over the course of the next year Matty and I double dated with Mike and Cindy and the more I saw of Cindy the more I wished something would happen to Mike so I could take a shot at her.
The wish god must have heard me because Mike flunked out of school, kissed Cindy goodbye and took off to see the world. Cindy tried to get him to stay, get a job and marry her, but Mike said he was not the marrying kind and then he was gone. Matty felt sorry for Cindy so she would ask Cindy over for dinner, include Cindy on our dates when we went to a show and before long I was dating Cindy. Matty didn't take it very well when I asked Cindy to marry me and she sent back the wedding invitation with "Fuck you!" written on it in lipstick. Cindy and I were married one month after our graduation and set out to start our new life.
Six years went by and then the company I worked for bought out a competitor and I was put in charge of merging the two companies into a single unit. The first person I saw when I walked in the other company's front door was Matty. She didn't acknowledge my presence and somehow that saddened me. After a tour of the facility I moved into an office and set about doing what needed to be done. After two days of plowing through documents and reviewing spreadsheets it was clear that I had some hard decisions to make. There was no way I would be able to keep all of the competitors workforce on the payroll and so I set about trying to figure out who to keep and who to let go. It turned out that Matty was one of their top performers and under normal circumstances she would have been a shoo in to stay, but the circumstances were not normal.
I called her into the office and hit her with it point blank, "I'm sorry that you thought that you and I were more than we were. To me we were good friends, very good friends and I never gave you any reason to think otherwise. But that was then and this is now. You have to make up your mind right now as to whether you and I are going to be able to get along because if we can't you will be one of the first ones out the door. I don't want to do that because from all indications you are one of the better ones here, but this is a business and personal animosity has no place here. Think about it and let me know tomorrow."
She nodded, got up and left.
The next morning there was a knock on my door and when I yelled out that it was open Matty came in and I motioned her to a chair. She was silent for a few moments and then she said, "I was hurt. I thought that you and I had something and it was a shock to me to find out that all I was to you was a friend. I still haven't gotten over it and I probably never will. You were the perfect fit for me and I knew it even if you didn't. I've been married twice since college and neither worked out because in the long run we just didn't fit. There won't be any animosity here Sam, but don't get upset if I spend a lot of time looking at you and wishing that things had turned out different."
Another year went by and true to her word Matty and I did get along. We even started having lunch together and an occasional drink after work. Then one day as we were having lunch together Matty looked at me and said, "So, is your marriage in the toilet yet?"
The question was so off the wall that I almost choked on the forkful of salad that I had just put in my mouth. After I recovered my composure I said, "What the hell does that mean?"
"You don't know? You really don't know?"
"Know what?"
"Michael has been home for about six months now. He has a job working the midnight shift at the plant and he stops by your house on his way home every morning after work."
She saw the disbelief on my face and she shrugged and said, "Sorry, I just thought that if you didn't know, you should."
"I don't believe it."
She shrugged again, "Easy enough to find out. All you have to do is go home around nine and you'll catch them." Then she giggled, "Or you could hide in the closet."
I had warring thoughts as I drove home that night. First, in seven years of marriage Cindy had never been less than a loving and affectionate wife. Not once had she ever given me reason to doubt her fidelity and god knows she had ample opportunity. She was as sexy now as she had been in college and she got hit on just as often now as she did then. On the other hand why would Matty tell me something like that if it wasn't true. Like she said, it would be easy enough to find out so why should she lie? Why she told me was easy enough to figure out - she had never forgiven Cindy for marrying me and this was her way of getting back at her.
Dinner was quiet that night and when Cindy asked me if something was wrong I just shrugged and told her that I had some problems at work on my mind. I had a bad night also - I spent the night rolling around on the bed, not sleeping as I tried to figure out what to do. I couldn't just ignore it - I had to know! By the time the clock went off in the morning I had decided what I was going to do.
I left the house at the usual time and drove the car a block away and one block over and parked it. I walked back to the house and let myself in the back door of the attached garage and waited for Cindy's morning ritual to take place. She would do the breakfast dishes, vacuum the floor and then go take a long hot shower. When I heard the shower running I ran quickly up the stairs and got in the closet. I wasn't worried about her finding me there because we had his and her walk in closets and she would have no reason to come into mine.
The shower stopped and after a couple of minutes I heard her hair dryer and ten minutes later she came into the bedroom, fully made up, and walked over to her dresser. She took out a garter belt and put it on and then she sat down on the edge of the bed and rolled a pair of nylons up her long legs. She got off the bed and went to her closet and came out with a pair of high heels and stepped into them and then went back to her dresser and took a large dildo that I hadn't even known she had out of the drawer. She fluffed up the pillows and then she lay down on the bed and started using the dildo on herself.
I was so enthralled watching Cindy fuck herself with the fake cock that I didn't even know he was there until he said, "Couldn't wait, or just warming yourself up for me?"
Cindy sat up on the bed, put the dildo down on the bedside stand and said, "A little bit of both."
Michael stripped off his clothes and then he walked up to Cindy. Sitting on the edge of the bed she was just at the right level for Michael's cock to go straight into her mouth. I watched her kiss it, lick it, stroke it and then swallow it. I knew how Matty felt now - I had thought that Cindy and I had something and I guess we didn't. I watched as Cindy sucked Michael until he came in her mouth and as a dribble of cum ran down her chin I thought of how many times that mouth had kissed me over the last six months after doing what she had just done.
Mike climbed up on the bed and the two of them sixty-nined until he was hard again then he fucked the pussy that I had thought was mine. Cindy bucked and kicked and screamed for him to fuck her harder. He came and she sucked him hard again and he fucked her a second time while I stood in the closet and watched with teary eyes. When he was done and had gone Cindy peeled off the nylons and tossed them in the dirty clothes hamper and then she started to strip the cum stained sheets of the bed. I came out of the closet and said, "No need to change them on my account. I'll never sleep on them again."
I walked out of the house to Cindy's "Please Sam, wait, don't go honey, I can explain."
That was four years ago and as I sat at the dinner table I looked around and was amazed at the calmness of everyone there. At the head of the table Matty's father carved the turkey and little Sam, mine and Matty's youngest, bounced on his grandmother's lap. Across the table from me Mike was passing the dressing to his wife who still couldn't bring herself to look my way.
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Jenny and I had been married just a little over seven years and the bloom had gone off the rose. When we were married sex had been exciting, Jenny had been insatiable, and I couldn't keep my hands off of her. Over the years things had slowed down to where we had sex twice a week and on such a regular schedule that you could have set your watch by it. Why we had reached that plateau was a question that I couldn't answer. Jenny was still as beautiful as ever, I still loved her madly and we both seemed to look forward to out twice weekly romp, so what was wrong?
For the last year or so I had been casting glances at other women and telling myself that I could fuck this one or that one for days if I got the chance so why didn't I do the same for my own sexy wife? There wasn't a day went by that some honey didn't give me a hard on or that I saw one and wished I could nail her so why couldn't I be like that with Jenny? I looked at those other girls, lusted after them and told myself what I would do with them given the chance, never expecting to mind you, just a lot of wishful thinking. That was pretty much my mind set when Jenny and I attended a birthday party at the home of a friend.
Jenny and I knew everyone there and the drinks were flowing freely so we were socializing and having a good time. Furniture had been moved out of the way to make an impromptu dance floor and Jenny loved to dance so she was constantly out there with someone. I have two left feet so I generally stay out of everyone else's way. About two hours into the party Myra came over to me and asked me why I wasn't out on the dance floor.
"I can't dance a lick Myra so I sit and drink to keep from embarrassing myself."
"Bullshit! Anyone can dance to a slow tune."
She grabbed me by the hand and hauled me out onto the floor. I held her at arms length and tried to do a box step without stepping on her toes and she said, "That's not the slow dancing baby" and she pulled me right up against her and pressed her body into mine. "Now, just hold me, shuffle your feet and sway." Her tits were pressed into my chest and her leg was against mine and the predictable happened - I got a hard on. Myra took her head off my shoulder and looked up into my face, "Oh baby. I've known you for years and I never knew that you liked me that much."
"I'm sorry," I said as I tried to pull away from her.
She held onto me and kept me from breaking contact, "I'm not. I like it. That's the most sincere form of flattery that I can think of. Makes a girl feel sexy and desirable." She moved back into me and she kept her leg in contact with my cock, "It feels good baby, I almost wish I could look at it."
I almost said that I wished she could too. The music ended and we split apart. The next tune was a fast one so we got off the floor and Myra said, "I want the next slow dance baby, in fact I'd like all of them with you. You know how to make a girl feel wanted."
I got another drink and gulped it down. I didn't understand what was going on with Myra and I both liked it and was afraid of it. I finished my drink and got up to get another, but before I could make it to the makeshift bar another slow tune began to play and Myra came over and pulled me out onto the dance floor. It was a repeat of the first time and by the time the song was over I was ready to cum in my pants. The next one was fast so I went over and got my drink, gulped it down and the figured that I needed to go outside and get some fresh air and cool down from Myra. I hadn't been outside thirty seconds when Myra came out to join me. She stood silently next to me for a minute or so as we looked up at the stars and then she said, "I meant it."
"What was that?"
"I meant it when I said that I wished I could see it."
"You've had too much to drink Myra."
"No I haven't baby. I've had just enough to make me extremely horny and right now I want a cock and the cock I want is yours. I know I make you hard and if you were a gentleman you wouldn't deprive me."
"You don't know what you are saying Myra."
"Oh no? Let's just see."
She took me by the hand and pulled me over behind the bushes that screened the patio and then she knelt down in front of me and fumbled with my zipper. I stood looking down at her dumbfounded as she took out my cock and wrapped her lips around it. What's a guy supposed to do when a sexy woman goes to her knees in front of him and goes for his cock? What is he supposed to do when he looks down at her and sees the cleavage between her magnificent breasts and her silky raven black hair as it swirls around while she sucks his cock? If he is human he does just what I did - grab her head and hold on for dear life. It didn't take Myra long. I was ready to dump in my pants on the dance floor so she had me off in less than a minute.
"There baby, we got the quick one out of the way. How long has it been since you got some nooky in the back seat of a car?"
She took me by the hand and started to lead me around the side of the house and toward her car. I had a little more blood in my head since Myra had gotten rid of my hard on and my brain was working well enough that I was trying to stop the madness before it was too late.
"We can't do this Myra. What if your husband comes looking for you?"
"Don't sweat it baby. I know exactly where George is and what he is going to be doing for the next hour." She gave a little laugh, "Can you keep it up for an hour baby?"
I knew it was wrong. I knew I was cheating on Jenny and she didn't deserve that from me, but my brain wasn't hitting on all cylinders. Myra had my cock hard again and the blood I needed to help my brain think straight was in my dick. I didn't last an hour, although what we did lasted an hour. When we got to Myra's car she sucked my cock again and then we fucked in the backseat like teenagers at a drive-in movie. She was the first woman other than Jenny that I had fucked since Jenny and I had gotten married. When I was done Myra asked me to eat her pussy.
"I sucked your cock and let you cum in my mouth, will you repay the favor? Will you eat my pussy even though it has your cum in it?"
That was something that I'd never even done with Jenny and I was a little leery. Myra asked me again, "Please baby, please? It would mean a lot to me."
Well, it wasn't as if I was sucking some other guy's cum out of her so I hoped that I wouldn't throw up and I went down and ate her pussy. I was surprised that it didn't turn my stomach and even more surprised to find out that I kind of liked it. Not the taste or anything like that, but the way that it drove Myra wild. She bucked and screamed and had two orgasms and when she settled down she said, "God baby, that was something else. As long as you are willing to do that you can have me any time you want me."
Myra sucked me hard again, fucked me again, asked me to eat her again, and then she looked at her watch and said that we had better get back inside.
The door to Myra's car was no sooner closed than remorse set in - remorse and fear! Remorse at betraying Jenny and fear that I would be caught. Had Jenny been looking for me while Myra and I were out in the car? Was she inside watching the door and waiting for me to walk in? Had George missed Myra? When we walked around the side of the house to go back in by the patio door the fear was so strong that I almost had to stop and throw-up in the bushes. When we walked in the house the first thing I saw was Jenny talking to George and I almost shit. Had the two of them gotten together because they had missed us? Were they comparing notes? I got myself a drink and I saw Myra heading toward the bathroom. George noticed her too and he gave her a little wave and she smiled and waved back and I began to breathe a little easier.
Jenny hadn't seen me so I headed downstairs to the recreation room and watched the guys shoot pool. I challenged the winner and was shooting when Jenny came down looking for me. She watched until I lost and then she came over to me and told me it was time to go home. We hadn't gone two blocks when Jenny slid over next to me and put her hand on my cock.
"I hope you didn't drink too much tonight lover. I'm horny as hell and I plan to wear you out."
Now I had a real concern. I had cum three times in the last hour and a half and I didn't know if I could perform for Jenny. If I couldn't would she wonder why not? She got my fly open and my cock out and at least one worry disappeared. It was hard and it stayed hard as she stroked me all the way home. Now all I had to do was try and give her enough satisfaction that she wouldn't wonder about it.
I surprised myself and I know I surprised Jenny. It took me a long time to cum, not really surprising given what I'd all ready done that night, but when I came Jenny was in the middle of an orgasm and so I went down on her to keep her going. My eating Jenny's cum filled box drove her just as wild as it had Myra and Jenny loved it. The only difference was that Jenny was wetter and sloppier than Myra, probably because she was so worked up by the time we got home, and Jenny tasted different than Myra, more salty.
"God lover, why haven't you ever done that before? It was wild. Can we do it again?"
"Can you get me up again?"
She could and did and then I fucked her so long that my dick hurt by the time I came. The second time I ate her cum filled pussy she went just as nuts as she had the first time and she had two orgasms. She wanted to go a third time, but no matter how hard she tried she just couldn't get me up.
That night was a turning point in our sex life. The frequency began to increase until we were back up to five and six times a week and after every time Jenny wanted me to eat her pussy while my juice was still in her. And that wasn't all. Myra called me and wanted me to come and see her. I told her that I didn't think that it would be a good idea and she begged - literally begged - me to see her again. It was wrong and I knew it, but what red-blooded male would say no to a beautiful and sexy woman who begged him?
I began seeing Myra two or three times a week and between her and Jenny I lost fifteen pounds and had to start going to the gym to work on tightening up the loose skin. Myra was just like Jenny in that as soon as I came she wanted me to go down on her and when I did she went crazy. I began to think that every bit of cum that left the end of my dick ended up back inside me in my stomach. It was wrong, I was cheating on the woman that I loved, but God did I feel like a stud and a half.
Then one night, about two months after my first time with Myra I came home from an afternoon between Myra's legs and found something disturbing. Jenny was in the bathroom taking a shower and I went in to use the toilet. I lifted the seat and there floating in the water was a used, tied off rubber. It apparently had not gone down when the toilet was flushed. It could only mean one thing of course; Jenny was cheating on me. My wife was an unfaithful slut! I began to get angry and I almost went over and pulled her out of the shower to drag her back and stick the cheating bitch's face into the toilet and then demand an explanation as to why there was a rubber floating there. Hey, what can I say? We all know that the double standard is alive and well here in the good old USA. I stopped myself from running over to the shower, took my whiz and flushed the evidence down the drain and began to plan on how I was going to find out who the unfaithful bitch was fucking before I made my move.
When Jenny came out of the shower she wanted to make love and even though I wasn't keen on having sloppy seconds she had probably washed most of her lover away in the shower and so I grit my teeth and fucked her. When I entered her I learned something. She felt just like she had all those times when she told me that she was wet and horny from thinking about me all day and waiting for me to come home. The bitch had been fucking around on me for months! I wasn't gentle with her like I usually was. I pounded into her as hard as I could thinking my hard, brutal assault would somehow punish her, but all the cunt did was beg me to fuck her harder. God damn it, I wanted to punish her, not give her pleasure so I pulled out and rolled her over on her stomach and without any KY or finger work to prepare her I stabbed my cock in her ass. It slid in easily and when I bottomed out she screamed, but it was a scream of pleasure not pain - her asshole lover (no pun intended) had beaten me to her rosebud and had opened her up for me. I was really mad by then and I rammed my cock into the cheating whore as hard as I could until I blasted my load into the bitch. I collapsed on the bed next to her and she rolled over and kissed me with as passionate a kiss as I could ever remember getting from her.
"God lover, that was the best ever. I do so love you baby, and I'm so damned glad that you're mine."
She jumped off the bed and ran into the bathroom leaving me lying there and just a little bit confused. She loved me and she was so glad that I was hers? Then what was she doing fucking some other guy? She came back with a wash rag and cleaned off my cock and then she went down on me. In spite of my anger at finding out that she was a cheating whore my cock began to get hard and as it came up she made a quick move and I found myself in a sixty-nine with her cheating pussy being forced down on my face. I knew now with an absolute certainty that this wouldn't be the first time that I would be eating some other bastards cum mixed with mine out of my wife, but I had to tough it out. I couldn't let the slut know that I knew about her until I knew who her dickhead lover was.
When I met Myra the next day my heart really wasn't in it and she could tell.
"What's the matter baby, you seem down"
"Jenny is fucking some other guy."
"So?"
I knew that telling Myra how I felt about being cuckolded by Jenny would make me sound like an idiot, especially in light of what we were doing, so I wisely didn't go any farther with it. What I did was say that I was going to find out who it was. "If I have to follow her around for a month or hire a private detective I'm going to find out who it is."
"You would really do that?"
"Yes I would."
"Why? As long as whoever it is keeps her occupied she won't have time to think about what you are doing. Let it be."
"I can't. I have to know."
"Are you sure that you really want to?"
"Yes damn it, I have to know!"
"Okay baby, save your money."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I know who it is."
"You do?"
"Yes I do, and since you obviously aren't going to let it go and it would only take a day or two to find out anyway I might as well tell you and get it over with." "How long have you known?"
"Since the minute it started."
"Who is it?"
"My husband George."
I sat there staring at her, not fully comprehending what she was saying.
"Baby, you are a good looking guy and I enjoy fucking you and I absolutely love the way you eat my pussy, but did you ever ask yourself why, after knowing you all these years, I suddenly came after you? Remember that first night when you were worried about George coming out and finding us and I told you not to worry, that I knew where he was and what he would be doing for the next hour? Well, what George was doing was fucking your wife. My job was to seduce you and keep you occupied while George hustled Jenny out into the back seat of your car. By the time I was kneeling in front of you and pulling your zipper down George was balls deep in Jenny and he has been fucking her ever since and usually while I'm busy keeping you busy."
"He's fucking her right now?"
"Yes."
"And the only reason you are with me is to keep me occupied?"
"No baby, it was the only reason for the first time, but after you gave me an orgasm by eating my pussy I began to look forward to our little get togethers."
"But why? Why would you do a thing like that?"
"To get some relief from George."
"I don't understand."
"Do you know what a Satyr is? A Satyr is a man with excessive and uncontrollable sexual urges - that's George! He has a perpetual hard on and constantly wants to fuck. He may sound like a dream come true for a woman and to some extent I suppose he is, but try to imagine being a woman and having your pussy pounded five and six hours a day every day of the week. You get so sore that you scream whenever something even barely touches your pussy - you can't even wear underwear and you can barely walk without pain. Add to that the fact that George's cock is a little larger than average and sex can turn from pleasure into a living hell real quick. I love George baby, I love him to death and I can't imagine living without him, but sex with him was killing me and I finally had to cut him off. I set up a schedule and told him he had to stick to it or I was leaving, but deliberately putting sex on a schedule takes all the love, fun and excitement out of things and it almost killed our marriage. The only solution was to let George use up his excess energy on other women. To insure that he got what he needed I had to help so I decoy the husband or boyfriend to get them out of the way."
I sat there looking at her and not knowing what to say and after a long silence Myra asked, "Do you love Jenny?"
Even though I was angry with her for cheating on me the answer came surprisingly easy, "Yes. Yes I do."
"Then don't sweat it. Just look at this as a brief rest stop on the road to old age. Has Jenny been any less loving or affectionate lately?"
"No. In fact, as far as sex is concerned she seems to want more that she used to."
"Then look on it as if it were a gift from the gods. You could say that George is revitalizing your marriage for you. It won't last long baby, maybe another month or two, and Jenny will break it off with him. The novelty of his big cock and constant erection will wear off just as it did for me and all of the others he's had and things will get back to normal. Until then she's having fun, you're having fun - or least I hope you are, I would be crushed to find out that you aren't - and your home life isn't suffering at all. So let it be baby, just let it be. Come on baby, Myra needs her pussy munched on."
Myra was wrong. It has been over a year now and Jenny is still fucking George every chance she gets and then she comes home and try's to destroy me. Given all that she gets from George and then from me I'm beginning to wonder if she isn't the female version of a Satyr. She hurries home to me all wet and slushy, tells me how hot and wet she has gotten from thinking about me and what we are going to do when she gets home. She always wants me to eat her before I fuck her and I don't suppose I'll ever figure that one out. Why would someone who loves me deliberately feed me her lover's juices? I really think she means it, the part about how hot she gets thinking about me waiting at home for her, and she is as loving now as she was when we got married. If Myra is telling the truth, and I believe she is, George is just a fuck machine with a large cock. He puts it in, goes forever, cums and is ready to go again. In short, he is a great fuck. Then Jenny hurries home to be made love to, to be hugged, kissed and cuddled - she has the best of both worlds.
I'm still seeing Myra as often as Jenny is seeing George. She hasn't told George that I know what is going on and I'm not sure why. I think it may be because if she did George would drop Jenny and then turn to Myra for satisfaction until he could make a new conquest.
"I'm crazy about him baby, but three times a week with him is all I can take."
Of course there is always the possibility that she doesn't want to have to give up the thing that she likes most about me. I just hung up the phone.



"George just left to meet Jenny baby. He fucked me a couple of times before he left and my pussy is full of cum. Could you bring your magic mouth over here and help little Myra out? Please baby, please?"
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I have been after Janet for years to fuck someone else while I watched and without much luck - until one Friday last year. She came to me and said she would do it, but by then I was having doubts.
It started three years ago. We had just gotten home from a party that had been held by Janet's best friend Meg. Meg is a sweetheart, but she is also pure slut. Janet and I had been drinking and as we fell into bed Janet said, "I want to do something perverted tonight."
I said, "And that would be?"
Janet said, "I want you to fuck me in my ass."
Well, that was something I'd never done before; to be honest about it, I'd never even thought about doing it there. I asked her if she was sure and she said yes, "Meg told me that she does it all the time and she loves it, and she is sure that I will too."
So I screwed my wife in the ass for the first time and Meg had been right, Janet had loved it. When I was through Janet asked me if I had any perverted ideas that I might have been keeping to myself and I told her of my fantasy of seeing her do another man while I watched. She gave me a queer look and said, "You really mean that? You want to see me fuck someone else?" and I nodded my head yes. She was quiet for a few moments and then she said, "Funny, that's the last thing I would have expected you to say. You're serious, not kidding around?" I said that yes indeed I was serious.
"How do you see it happening? You just going to bring someone home, or do I dress up like a slut and go out and get somebody? You going to be in the closet, or just walking around the bed watching?" I told her that I didn't know, I hadn't thought about it past imagining it."
She gave me a half grin and said, "I suppose I could go and ask Meg how to go about it, but she would probably want to watch too." From the way the conversation was going I thought that she just might do it and then she dashed my hopes, "I don't think I could do that. No, that's not something that I could do." She paused for a moment and then she said," But I will think about it. I'm not ready yet, but some day I may be."
Since she gave me hope, I would bring the subject up every couple of months, but she always said that she didn't think she was ready for something like that. And then, after three years of being told, "No, I don't think so" Janet came to me, after another party at Meg's, and asked me if I still had the fantasy of seeing her with another man. I said that I did and Janet nervously said, "I'm ready to do it."
I was stunned. Why, after all these years, was she ready for another man's cock? The only thing I could think of was that something must have happened at Meg's party to make her want to do it. I was in turmoil - what I had wanted to happen was ready to happen, but did I really want it to happen now? You see, Janet was eight months pregnant! What would make a woman, only a month away from having a baby, want to have her first extramarital affair?
"Of course I still have the fantasy, but I am curious as to why now?"
At the party, one of Meg's ex-boyfriends had been hovering around Janet most of the evening. He had danced with her several times and toward the end of the evening Janet had gone out onto the patio for a breath of fresh air and Marc had followed. Janet, who is a pretty smart lady and who can be pretty straight forward at times, asked Marc point blank why he was spending so much time on a pregnant married woman when there were so many sexy single women at the party.
Marc had said, "You are the sexiest woman here tonight and I can't take my eyes off of you."
Janet had laughed and had said, "You can't be serious!"
Impulsively, Marc had grabbed her hand and placed it on his erection and then he had leaned forward and kissed her. At first she had been so shocked by his actions that she had just stood there, and then, for reasons that she still didn't understand, she had responded to his kiss. He slipped her a little tongue and she gave him some back and then she had been surprised to notice that she still had her hand on his erection. His cock twitched under her hand and as Marc had continued the kiss she began to rub it. His hands were on her tits and she began to feel the heat between her legs, and then his cock was out of his pants and she was stroking it. He lifted her skirt and she felt his fingers touch her mound. She was in the process of spreading her legs to give him better access when they heard the patio door start to open. They pulled apart and Marc turned away and tucked his cock back into his pants.
Meg walked up to them, "There you are. I hadn't seen you for a while and I just wanted to make sure you were all right."
Marc excused himself and went back into the house and as soon as the door closed behind him Meg had said, "It's about time you let your hair down. He does have a nice sized cock and he is pretty good in bed."
Janet had protested, "I don't know what you're talking about."
Meg had laughed, "Girlfriend, I watched the both of you for a couple of minutes before I came out here. If I had waited thirty seconds more you would have been on your knees sucking his cock."
"And she was right" Janet said, "I probably would have been."
"So what are you going to do?" I asked.
Janet had looked me in the eye and had said, "I'm going to fuck him. Meg said she would set it up for me. She is going to invite him over and then I will stop by for a cup of coffee. She will remember something that she has to do and she will leave us alone and let nature take its course."
I wasn't at all keen on that idea and I said so. "How does that fulfill my fantasy - you fuck him and I don't get to watch!"
Janet said, "Don't get mad at me honey, but I told Meg about your fantasy and she said it would be no problem. She will let me know what time Marc is going to be there and you can arrange to get there a few minutes earlier and hide in her closet."
I thought about it and then said, "Okay. When?"
"Can we do it tomorrow?" Janet asked.
The next day when I arrived at Meg's she gave me a big smile and said, "You surprise me baby, I always thought that you were a straight arrow - a regular old stick in the mud."
She led me upstairs to the bedroom and told me I could sit there and beat my meat in anticipation, but when I heard her say "I won't be long" and then the front door slam I should get into the closet. Five minutes later Marc arrived and five minutes after that Janet rang the doorbell. Another ten minutes and I heard the signal and I got off the bed and moved to the closet. Less than a minute later the closet door opened and Meg was there.
"Move over baby, I wouldn't miss this for the world."
Now Meg is a fun loving lady and even though she is very attractive, sexy even, and I like her company, I have never been physically attracted to her. I suppose it was because she was such a slut, and she was right about me being a straight arrow and a stick in the mud (I know, I know, how can that be if I'm willing to watch my wife fuck another man. Don't ask cause I don't know), but during the fifteen or so minutes that we waited for Janet and Marc to appear, the sheer physical presence of Meg got to me and I developed a hardon. As we wiggled around trying to get comfortable my cock kept poking her and finally Meg said, "This is ridiculous. Here, let's get that out of the way."
She pulled down my zipper, pulled out my dick and started to give me a hand job. After a minute or so she bent over and took me in her mouth and started to suck on me. After another minute or so she stopped and looked up at me, "I don't know how this will sit with Jan" she said, "Let's just keep this as our little secret, okay? This, and my being here watching?"
What was I supposed to say to that? My cock was in her hand and twitching - I'd have agreed to anything right then. Meg took me back in her mouth and it took her about three minutes to get me off and when she had licked me clean and tucked me back into my pants, she gave my cock a little pat and said, "There, that should hold you."
About two minutes later Marc and Janet came into the room and began undressing each other. When they were both naked Janet pushed Marc back onto the bed and knelt between his legs. Her mouth engulfed his cock and the sight made my cock immediately hard. Watching her was proving to be every bit as exciting as I had thought it would be. I watched, acutely aware of Meg's ass pushing back against my cock, as Janet caressed Marc's balls and sucked his cock. Marc was playing with her tits, but after several minutes his hands went to the back of her head; her held her steady as he made several quick pumping movements and then I saw Janet swallowing as traces of cum leaked out of her mouth where it surrounded Marc's cock.
Marc removed himself from her and bent down and kissed her. Moving her to the bed he spread her legs, knelt between them and started to eat her pussy. Janet loves to be eaten and she started to moan, a low series of "uh, uh, uhs" and then she pushed her mound up at him and gave a little cry as she had an orgasm. Marc gripped her hips and pulled her tight against his mouth and kept working on her. Janet's moans got louder, her body started to shake and she had a second orgasm. I felt Meg pushing her ass back at me and as Janet climbed up onto the bed and got on her hands and knees Meg pulled her skirt up over her waist and suddenly I knew what was expected of me. I took out my dick and pulled the crotch band of her panties aside as she turned to me and whispered, "Put it in me, but don't fuck me. I'm a screamer and we'd get caught for sure."
She bent forward a little and I could not believe how easy I slipped in. On the bed Marc had moved in behind Janet and I heard her say, "Easy lover, go easy with me" as Marc started to push into her. Three or four short strokes and he was buried in her to the hilt and then he slowly started to fuck her. He took his time and was gentle with her, but Janet moaned, "Not that easy baby, harder, fuck me harder" and Marc picked up the tempo. In less that a minute Janet had her third orgasm and then another three or four minutes later. Shortly thereafter Marc told her he was going to come and asked her where she wanted it.
"In me honey, plant it deep inside me."
By now Meg was ignoring her admonition to me to not fuck her and she was sliding back and forth on my cock. I saw her grab the arm of a coat and bite down on it just before I felt her have an orgasm. Her cunt muscles spasmed and it felt like she had a hand inside her cunt that was milking my cock and I exploded inside her. On the bed Janet and Marc were lying beside each other and Janet was fondling Marc's limp dick, "Will you still want me after I've had my baby, or is it just that it's kinky to fuck the pregnant married lady?"
Marc said he would take whatever he could from her whenever he could get it, pregnant, married, or not. Janet Said, "Well, you can only fuck me for a few more days and then I'll have to stop until after the baby comes. But I'll be glad to suck your cock anytime you want me to until the doctor says its safe for me to have sex again and then I can be your slut, okay?"
Marc got a smile on his face and said he'd like that. While they talked Janet kept fondling him and eventually he got hard again. Their second fuck was slow and leisurely and lasted for about ten minutes after which the two of them dressed and left the room. Meg opened the closet door, "I'll go over to the guest room and while you're getting sloppy seconds from your brand new slut I'll sneak down stairs. First though, I'd better get me off you" and she bent over and licked her juices off my cock.
Janet came back into the room about five minutes later and found me sitting naked on the bed stroking my cock. She knelt between my legs, took hold of my cock and started sucking it. She stopped for a moment and said, "Was I slutty enough for you?" I nodded my head yes and she said, "I told him I would fuck him after I have the baby. I even told him I would suck his cock anytime he wanted me to. Is that slutty enough?"
"Just get up on the bed" I croaked, "It's my turn now, you sexy whore" and I slipped my hard cock into the sloppy mess that Marc had left.
There have been some major changes in Janet since that night. She continued to see Marc and suck his cock until the baby was born, and after she was cleared to have sex again she started fucking him two or three times a week - sometimes with me watching and sometimes not. She finally dumped him when he started getting too possessive. While Janet was still pregnant Meg talked her into sucking off another one of her friends and by the time Janet delivered she was sucking off five guys on a regular basis. After the baby came Meg started setting Janet up with other guys and now Janet is as big a slut (if not bigger) as Meg ever was. She and Meg go out two or three times a week and pick up guys to bring home and fuck. Again, sometimes I watch and sometimes I don't. And yes, Meg and I still get it on from time to time, but she won't let me tell Janet about it because she is afraid Janet might get mad at her. When I first brought up my fantasy to Janet I had no idea that it would go this far, but I'm still glad it happened. I have no idea where things will go from here, all I know is that I can never get enough of hearing Janet say to another man, "Put your hard cock in me baby. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
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I pulled into the driveway, but before I could get out of the car and go to the door she came out. As I watched her walk toward the car I thought, and not for the first time, about how young, fresh, beautiful and innocent she looked. She opened the car door and slid in beside me, giving me a big beautiful smile, "Let's go. You don't want to be late," she said as I put the car in reverse and backed out of her driveway.
Heading back to my house I considered the chain of events that ended up putting Ann on the seat next to me. My wife Brenda had been called away due to an illness in the family. She had only planned to be gone for three or four days, but two weeks had passed and she wasn't back yet. This had posed a small problem for me. The monthly poker game that was held at my place was going to take place before Brenda was going to get back. This meant that I would have no one to play the part of hostess, which meant, in turn, that I would not be able to play much because I would have to see to the refreshments, and in general, be a good host. I was moaning the blues about this to Herb when he said he might just have a solution to my problem. He was going back to Michigan to take care of some legal matters pertaining to his father's estate, but Ann was going to stay home. He said she would probably be glad to act as hostess for me just to give her something to do. He had mentioned it to her and she had called me and told me that she would love to do it.
By 7p.m. we had all the food prepared, the beer on ice, and the chips and dip put out. By 7:30 all the players had arrived and been introduced to Ann and had been warned to be on their best behavior - I didn't want to have to make any explanations to her husband. By 8 the game was in full swing and I was looking forward to a good night as I had won three out of the first seven hands. The stakes were quarter, half, and dollar; a limit of three raises, and dealer names the game. I wasn't going to get rich, but it wasn't about the money anyway - it was about who would have the bragging rights at work next week.
By 10 I was comfortably ahead and in that mood that good poker players learn to recognize and to control - where you think your luck is on a roll and you want to bet on everything. I was paying real close attention to my play so I wasn't aware that Ann had been drinking quite a bit and was getting pretty tipsy, but the other guys had noticed. By the time I found out what was going on, it was too late. I had not been paying any attention to the comings and goings of the other guys because it was normal at our games for guys to get up, go take a whiz, and then come back, sit out a few hands and kibitz. It wasn't until about 11 that I got up to go to the bathroom and as I was passing by the bedroom door I thought that I heard some low moans so naturally I looked in. Ann was naked, lying on her back, legs spread and pointing at the ceiling and Mark was between them and fucking her for all he was worth.
My first thought was, "God, is Herb going to be pissed when he finds out" followed closely by, "Shit! This is all my fault. I should have been paying closer attention and done whatever needed to be done to keep this from happening." I should have known it would happen because it was what happened when Brenda played hostess - in fact, it is why Brenda played hostess - she loved to fuck and it gave her a big kick to send all the guys home with their tails between their legs. I had not warned the guys that Ann was not Brenda's replacement in all things, but then why should I have. I had no idea that Ann would allow this to happen. Well, it was too late to do anything about it now and I went on down the hall to the bathroom. On my way back I looked in on the bedroom again. Mark was gone, but his place had been taken by Marv. Ann turned her and her eyes met mine, but they didn't see me - they were filled with lust.
I started losing of course. I could not keep my mind off the scene in my bedroom, the look on Ann's face and in her eyes. I could not concentrate on the cards, instead I was acutely aware of every time someone got up from the table and headed down the hall. I have no idea how many made that trip before I became aware of what was happening, but I know exactly how many went after. Everyone at the table, except for me (there were seven of us), made the trip twice, three went three times, and both Marv and Mark went four times. I finally gave up and threw in my cards. I went into the kitchen, fixed myself a stiff drink, walked back to the table to watch the play, but my mind stayed in that damn bedroom down the hall. I resisted as long as I could, but I eventually found myself walking down the hall.
Inside the room Ann was on her knees and Bud was fucking her from behind; she was throwing her head from side to side and in a low, almost guttural voice was crying, "Yes yes yes fuck me fuck me oh god please fuck me" and I stood there and watched as Bud did his best to oblige. Mike came in and when he saw that I was only watching he unzipped and walked over to present his cock to Ann's mouth and she took it without hesitation.
By 2a.m the guys were all fucked out and had left leaving only Ann and me. Ann lay on the bed with her legs spread apart, her fingers working in and out of her pussy as I stood there and watched. She looked at me imploringly, "Please? I need it. Please?" I am not made of stone, although right then my dick felt like it was, so dropping my clothes to the floor, I went to her.
In the morning I awoke to the soft touch of warm lips on my cock. I shook the sleep out of my eyes and took in the sight of Ann's head bobbing up and down on my cock. Later, at breakfast, Ann said, "I didn't mean for it to happen, but once it started I couldn't stop. I want to do it again. Can I come to the next game?" I was at a loss for words. How was I going to explain this to Brenda? How were we going to keep this from Herb? Ann took my silence for refusal. "Please? Please let me come to the next game? Please, Daddy, Please?"



            Faye's Anal Buddy

            He gave her something she wanted.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fayes-anal-buddy

Title: Faye's Anal Buddy

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Interracial Love

Description: He gave her something she wanted.

Tags: closet find, love anal, coming closet, walking bedroom, buried pillow, fuck nigger, boyfriend back




I was one of those men who had a great desire to watch his wife have sex with another man. I guess my situation was a little unique because I had seen it happen before I married her and it had been the most exciting thing that I had ever seen.
It had happened several months before we were married. Faye had been having second thoughts about getting married and she instigated an argument so she would have a reason for breaking off the engagement. The real reason, as I found out from my cousin Barb who is Faye's best friend, was that an old boyfriend had come back to town. Faye had been madly in love with the guy and then something happened, they had split and the guy had left town. She got over him, met me and we had gotten engaged. Then three months before our wedding he had come back and I guess Faye wasn't as over the guy as she thought.
For a week my pride kept me from calling Faye and then one day I realized that I'd better get my head out of my ass and try to get her back. One night after work I swung by her parents house and as I turned onto the street I saw her on the front porch in a hot and heavy embrace with another guy and then they went into the house. It had been my intention to knock on the door and see if I couldn't talk to Faye, but I couldn't very well do it while some other guy was there so I parked and settled in to see if I could wait him out. An hour went by and he didn't come out and finally my curiosity got the better of me. I got out of the car and walked around to the side of the house and looked into the side window of the living room expecting to see them necking on the couch, but they weren't there. The next window I came to was Faye's bedroom and the shades were up just enough for me to see inside and what I saw broke my heart. It had been dark and I hadn't gotten a good look at the guy when he was on the porch but in the lighted room I got a good look - he was black as coal! Damn! My wife to be had been in love with a black man and I had never known.
Faye was on her knees with her head buried in a pillow and the guy was fucking her in her asshole. She had never let me have sex with her there even though I had asked her several times. I should have turned and walked away, but for some perverse reason I just had to stay there and punish myself. I stood there and watched as he finished in her ass, as she washed him off and then sucked his cock to get it hard again and then I watched as she fucked him. I was angry, I was heart broken, but I was also excited as hell at what I had seen and I blew a load all over the vinyl siding before I turned and left to go and get on with my life.
Two weeks later there was a knock on my door and I opened it to find Faye standing there. "May I come in?" I stepped aside and when she was in I closed the door behind her and followed her into the living room. She sat down on the couch and I sat down on the chair opposite and just looked at her. By that time I had gotten the story from my cousin and I had also seen her with the guy so I just sat there and waited for her to tell me what she was doing there.
"How have you been?"
"Okay. I've been better, but I'm okay."
"Yeah, well - look Bobby, I'm sorry for what I did. I was nervous and unsure and well, hey, marriage is a big step and I was scared. But I've had time to think about it and I realize that I love you enough to want to try. Can we get back together?"
"For how long? Until another boyfriend comes back to town and you need to go and see if the spark is still there?"
"Oh, you know."
"Yeah Faye, I know. It's a small town, stuff gets around."
"I'm sorry. I was afraid of making a mistake. I loved you and I knew that I loved you, but I had loved him too and I had loved him for a lot longer that I had known you. I had to know if there was still anything there and I had to find out before I married you, not after."
"Is there?"
"No. Oh he was happy to see me and fed me a line of bullshit about how much he still loved me and how much he had missed me, but all he was looking for was a piece of ass. I knew after a couple of days that there wasn't anything left between us and that I'd screwed up big time when I broke it off with you."
The long and short of it was that we did get back together and the wedding went off on schedule.
Faye and I had been married just a little over a year when I asked her why she never would let me have anal sex with her.
"Because it hurts too bad."
"Didn't seem to bother you any when your ex-boyfriend did it to you."
"What do you mean?"
I told her what had happened the night that I had come over to try and talk to her.
"You stood there and watched?"
I nodded a yes.
"Oh Jesus. And that's why you never called me and tried to talk to me?"
Again I nodded my head yes.
"Well if you watched you should have seen why he could and you can't."
"What's that mean?"
"His cock baby, didn't you see the size of his cock?"
"No, men's cocks are not something that I pay a whole of attention to."
"It's small. A little longer than yours, but not much bigger around than your thumb. He fit in my ass real nice, but you are too big honey and it's a shame because I love anal sex. I just don't love it enough to suffer the pain I'd get from you."
I was quiet and just looked at her. She broke the silence "How did you ever take me back after you saw that?"
"Its called love Faye. Besides, it turned me on. I still get a hard on when I remember him pounding into your asshole."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh yes I am" and I pulled my hard cock out of my pants. "See?"
Later, as we relaxed and looked up at the ceiling I thought that I'd take a shot. "Do you ever think about seeing him for anal sex?"
Faye lay there silent for a long time and then she said, "I've thought about it from time to time and in fact he even calls about once a month to try and talk me into sneaking away with him for a date."
"Have you?"
"Of course not!"
"Why not?"
"Because silly, I love you and I could never cheat on you."
"It isn't cheating if I let you do it."
Faye rolled up on an elbow and looked down at my face, "What did you say?"
"I said it isn't cheating if I let you do it. It's only cheating if you are sneaking around behind my back."
"Are you telling me to have an affair with Andy?"
"No, I'm telling you that you can. Whether or not you do or don't is strictly up to you."
"Why are you telling me this?"
"Because I love you enough to want to see that you are happy. You love anal sex, but can't get if from me so go and get it from Andy. It's a win-win situation. You love anal sex and I got turned on watching you get it. I'd like to see it again. We both win."
"I can't believe this. I can't believe that you would let another man fuck me."
I just shrugged and nothing more was said on the subject.
Two weeks went by and then one night I came home from work to find a very different Faye in the kitchen fixing dinner. She had a ton of make up on, was wearing five-inch heels, a very short mini skirt and an extremely low cut blouse. "Jesus Christ Faye, you look like a whore."
"Well baby, this is the way the Andy likes me to look, the sluttier the better."
"The way Andy likes you?"
"I'm trusting you on this honey. If you didn't mean what you said the other night we had better turn off the lights, lock the doors and pretend we aren't home."
"What are you saying?"
"Andy called me today and I let him talk me into seeing him. I told him that you are out of town and he will be here at seven. What do you want me to do?"
"Fuck dinner. I guess I like you looking like a whore too." I pulled out my hard cock, "If you hurry you can suck me off and still have time to freshen your lipstick before he gets here."
I was in the closet when the doorbell rang and I heard his voice as he came in the door. "God but don't you look like the whore you always were. Are you still as big a whore as you used to be?"
"Yes baby, you know I am."
"Are you my slut?"
"Oh god yes baby, I'm your slut and I've missed your cock so bad."
"Well then, get on your knees and put those slutty lips around my johnson."
For the next several minutes all I heard was a bunch of 'oh yeahs, god but I missed yous' and finally "Here it comes you cum drinking whore." Several minutes later a topless Faye led Andy into the bedroom by his cock and I saw what she meant. It was about nine inches long, but it wasn't a whole lot bigger around than a skinny hotdog.
"Okay my little whore, you know what I want first."
Faye stepped out of her skirt and bent forward over the bed. Her head was on the bed and she looked toward the closet, "Come on baby, do my ass. You know I love your cock in my ass and it's been so long since I've had it. Come on baby, come on and fuck me hard."
"Yeah, you are a fucking slut aren't you."
"You know I am baby. Come on put it in, don't tease me, I need it baby, I need it."
He spit on his hand and stroked himself a couple of times and then he started to slide his cock in Faye's ass. I saw her wince when it first went in, but the her face relaxed and in a minute or so I heard her making sounds that I'd never heard her make before. "Oh god, oh sweet Jesus baby, that's it, that's it. Fuck me baby, fuck me. I've missed you baby, I've missed what you can do to me." She started squealing and her body shook and then she gave a loud wail the sounded like "Oh god yes fuck my ass" and then a loud scream as she had a larger and longer orgasm than I had ever seen her have before.
Andy was poking her hard now and Faye was squealing like a pig when Andy said, "Here it comes, here it comes, here it comes you fucking whore."
It had been my idea to do it and my cock was harder than it had ever been before from watching it, but I was pissed. Faye had never been that turned on and vocal with me. Andy finished in her ass and then she went and got a wash rag and washed off his dick before going down on him again. When he was as hard as he wanted to be he pulled her up, pushed her down on the bed and fucked her. Faye had warned me that Andy had to have his ego stroked and not to get mad at what I heard her say, but even forewarned it still came as a shock to listen to her.
"Skinny white boy can't take care of your ass, that's why you had to call on the Hammer, right?"
"Yes baby, yes. Nobody has ever fucked me as good as you do."
"Tell me what you want baby."
"I want your cock baby, I want your wonderful cock."
"You want this black sausage in your ass again?"
"Oh God yes baby, my ass is yours whenever you want it. I love your big black cock stuffed in my ass."
"That honky fuck you married can't satisfy you can he?"
"No baby, he can't. Nobody can satisfy me like you do.'
"Tell me what you want."
"You baby, I want you."
"That isn't what I want to hear you fucking slut."
"I want your cock baby."
"Tell me what you are."
"I'm a whore baby, I'm your whore."
"That's not what I want to hear slut, say it."
"I'm your whore baby, I'm a whore for nigger cock."
"Say it!"
"Fuck me nigger, fuck your nigger loving white trash whore."
"You are the only white that can say that to me and not get hurt, but as long as you give me your ass I'll be what?"
"My nigger baby, my nigger cock."
"Oh god but I do like fucking married white sluts."
"I'm yours baby. I'm yours for as long as you want to feed me that cock of yours."
When I thought about what it would be like to watch from the closet I was thinking along the lines of maybe an hour or so and Andy would be gone. But this fucking guy was like the Energizer Bunny, he just kept going and going and going. He fucked Faye four times in her pussy, twice in her ass and she sucked his cock to completion twice and that's not counting the blow job he got when he walked in the front door. And all the time it was talk, talk, talk. I was in that fucking closet for over three and a half-hours and he still wanted more. "Come on baby, let me stay the night. You haven't got my balls empty yet."
"I can't Andy. I want to but I can't take a chance. If anyone saw you come in tonight I can always tell Bobby that an old friend stopped by. If they see you leave in the morning he would know I'm cheating on him."
"That's okay baby, you could come live with me and I could spend all my time buried in your sweet ass."
"Sorry baby, you know I love your beautiful black cock, but I love my husband too."
"When can we do this again?"
"I don't know baby. I only said yes for tonight because Bobby is out of town and he doesn't do that very often."
"He bowl or go to lodge meetings or anything like that?"
"No, he doesn't."
"Work on it baby, find him something to do to keep his white ass busy. I just love to take a white man's pussy and fuck it. Get me back here baby. Oh, hot damn, look at what happened while we were talking. Where do you want it baby?"
Faye glanced over at the closet and said, "In my ass lover, in my ass" and she turned and bent over the bed, spread her legs and grabbed the mattress.
I came out of the closet as soon as the two of them were out of the room and I stripped and waited for Faye to return. I'd jacked off three times in the closet and I was still as hard as an iron bar. I sure hoped that Faye was ready for at least one more fuck because she was going to get it ready or not. Five minutes went by and still no Faye so I tiptoed out of the bedroom and down the hall and then peeked around the corner to the living room. Faye was on her knees giving him another blow job! Shit, the way things were going he might even fuck her again. Well, if he was going to and they wanted the bed instead of the living room couch or the floor he was going to find the "white honky" on the bed because I wasn't going back into that closet.
It was another ten minutes before Faye came back to the room. I was lying on the bed stroking my cock and she stopped in the doorway, looked at me and said, "Does that mean that you are still talking to me?"
"Why wouldn't we be talking?"
"You've never seen what a slut I can be before."
"Just out of curiosity, did he nail you again?"
"Twice. A blow job and a fuck on the living room floor."
"How many more times would he have gone if he had spent the night?"
"Maybe five or six more times."
"Why in Gods name did you ever come back to me? You loved it! I've never gotten you to be that way. I know you warned me that most of what you would say would be bullshit, but I know that you meant a lot of it."
"Did you see any love there baby? Did you see any affection, any tenderness? All that was there was the sex, and yes I loved it, especially the anal, but I need more than that. I need what I get from you baby, I need the love you give me."
"Does your pussy have room for another cock tonight?"
"You really want to stick your lily white cock into a black man's whore? You really want a nigger's left overs? I don't know white boy, what's in it for me?"
"You treat me right and I just might take up bowling or join a lodge or something."
"You think you could handle it on a regular basis?"
"Why don't you come over here and handle this and then maybe we can talk about it."
Faye and I did talk about it the next morning and the bottom line was that she would like to keep seeing Andy, but only if I was sure that I could handle it. For the next month Faye saw Andy twice a week on my "bowling nights." Sometimes I was in the closet and sometimes I did actually go out and find something to do. As much as I liked watching Faye be Andy's whore and as turned on as it made me there are only so many times that you can stand in a closet for three and four hours. Either way, coming out of the closet or coming home after, I would attack Faye and fuck her until I couldn't get it up anymore.
Then one day I came home from work horny as a goat and Faye begged off. "Please baby, not tonight. I don't feel well." That was a first. In our entire married life Faye had never said no to me. I didn't think anything of it because we all don't feel well from time to time, but when it happened the next two nights I asked her if maybe she should go see a doctor. She told me no, that she was starting to get over it. The next night was a night when Andy would be coming over and I suggested that she call him and cancel. "No, I'll be okay by then. Besides, I've said no to you for three days now and I want you coming out of that closet loaded for bear."
"I won't be in the closet tomorrow. I'm playing cards with some of the guys from work."
"No, you have to be there tomorrow. Please honey, I need you to be there."
I was settled into the closet when the doorbell rang. "How's my little white whore tonight?"
"I'm ready for you baby. All three holes are just aching for big, black cock."
"Hear that boys? The white slut wants all of you."
Several voices said "oh yeah" and "can't wait." What the fuck was going on? The answer came soon enough - Faye came walking through the bedroom door followed by Andy and five other black men. With a quick nervous glance at the closet she dropped her skirt and said, "Okay, who goes first this time?"
For the next four hours the six black men fucked Faye in every hole that she had. They took her two at a time, three at a time and once she had a cock in her mouth, one in her ass and one in her pussy while two guys held her upright so she could jack off a guy standing next to the bed. She screamed, begged, and pleaded for more cock, for them to fuck her harder and faster, for them to cum in her, for them to feed her more big, black cock and for them to make her their slut. When the last man finished and Andy was walking out the bedroom door he looked down at her on the bed and said, "See you tomorrow slut. Be ready for me and my boys."
She was on the bed, head buried in a pillow, ass up in the air when I came out of the closet. She didn't look at me, she just said, "Take my ass. Please don't say anything, just take my ass. They opened it up for you. Please baby, take my ass at least once before you throw me out."
I looked at her ass and saw that they had indeed opened it up. It was so open that I could have pushed my hand in it. My cock, which had been rock hard when I came out of the closet, wilted and I walked out of the room. I now knew why Faye had begged off having sex with me for the last three days. Andy's "see you tomorrow" had said it all. He wasn't just fucking her a couple of nights a week, he was also coming over during the day and from the way Faye said, "Who is first this time" I knew that he hadn't been coming alone. Faye didn't have the nerve to tell me so she wanted me in the closet so I could find out the hard way. I could hear her sobbing in the bedroom as I sat on the couch, staring at the wall and asking myself what had I done to us.
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I can't believe that I'm doing this. How did I let Nancy talk me into a blind date with one of her friends? I'm old enough to know better. Oh well, here we are. Just push the doorbell and let's get it over with. Better push it again. I am at the right address aren't I? Were is that piece of paper that I wrote it down on. Yes, I'm at the right place. Try the bell again. Hmm, maybe the bell doesn't work - try knocking. Okay. Once more with the knocking and then I'm outta here and home to watch the Bronco's kick th.....Well hello there and what a surprise. This lady doesn't need a blind date; she is a living wet dream. That's a face to die for, and those tits, world class if ever I saw - oh god! She's wearing nylons and high heels. Did Nancy tell her what a turn on they are for me? No, with those legs she probably always wears them. The again, what if Nancy did tell her and she doesn't usually wear them; could she have dressed to deliberately turn me on? No, that doesn't make sense. She could walk outside and just stand on the porch and the guys would line up. God, is she hot looking. She doesn't look as if she is too disappointed in what she sees - this may work out well after all. Oh oh. Is that a wedding ring I see on her finger? Yes it is! What the fuck has Nancy got me into this time. Whatever it is, I'm not backing away from this woman - ring or not.
So far so good. She seems to like my choice of restaurant and the wine I selected. I can't believe how easy it is to talk to her. Normally I'm at a loss for words when I'm around women. What is this Goddess doing here with me anyway? What about her husband? Why on Earth did she want a blind date with me? What did she and Nancy talk about? This whole thing doesn't make sense! Unless - unless she wants something that I have. The one thing that I do best and that Nancy loves the most is eating pussy. Could that be it? Could Nancy have told her that I love to eat pussy and that I'm good at it? Could it be that this sexy lady's husband won't eat her pussy and she wants a tongue in her cunt? Let's test the water here and see what happens. Start with a little knee contact under the table. Oh ho. She returned pressure and she is still smiling - it's a good sign. We need to finish dinner and move on to a place where we can be a little more "accidentally intimate."
Good! The dance floor is crowded and I can push my cock into her leg. If I get a negative response I can blame it on the crowd. The crowd doesn't get the blame for the hard cock though - she gets all the credit for that. She's got to know that I've had an aching cock ever since she opened her front door. Here comes a nice slow dance, this should tell the tale. God is she a nice armful and she smells so good. A couple of steps, now turn right into her and push your cock into her thigh. No negative reaction. Pull back, but stay close. Another little spin to the right and move into her again, now withdraw slowly - lordy lordy lordy, she's following and holding contact. She's pushing into my cock and she is still smiling. Lower your hand slowly, cup her ass and pull her to you. Damn! I think I know what we both want so let's just go ahead and enjoy the rest of the evening.
Talk about mixed emotions. Dancing with her is the most erotic thing, except for sex, that I've ever done. I don't want the music to end, but on the other hand I've got to do something about this stiff cock of mine. She has me at the boiling point and I haven't even kissed her yet. Lord, I hope I don't end up at home beating my meat. Oh well, it wouldn't be the first time. It's closing time and they are hustling to get everybody out. Here we are - the moment of truth - open the car door, turn toward her, lean forward and kiss her on the lips. She returns the pressure and the tip of her tongue flicks out just a bit. Break it off slowly and then help her into the car. I'm beginning to think I was right on the money when I guessed that Nancy told her about my fondness for eating pussy. Whoa Bob! When you jump to conclusions you are usually wrong. Just get in the car and get her home and see what happens. But what if her husband is there? No, she wouldn't be doing this if he were around, would she?
What's this? She is sliding across the seat to be next to me. Ten minutes! I don't believe we sat in the car and necked like teenagers for ten whole minutes. Her tongue sends shivers through my whole body every time she slips it into my mouth and there is no objection to my hands roaming all over her body.
Do I want to come in? I want to cum in you. I want you to fuck my brains out! I want you to spend the next month trying to fuck me to death. Of course I want to come in, but my mind is screaming "Where is your husband." Some very passionate kisses and I need to use the bathroom. Check out the medicine cabinet - shit! - No doubt now that there is a man of the house somewhere, but where? Forget it. Think now! This is where you always blow it. One wrong move - one wrong word - and you'll be out of here so fast it will make your head swim. When you go back to the living room be slow, take your time, no need to rush. Ready? Be cool now. Okay, here we go.
Well, so much for making a wrong move. This is the first time in my life that I've walked into a room and found my date finger fucking herself. What a sight! Garter belt, nylons, high heels and a smile - nothing else. Legs wide apart, eyes looking right into mine as she slowly parts the lips of her pussy and slides a finger slowly inside. The pace of her fingers is slow so let that be your clue. Undress slowly. Take your time. As much as you want to rush over there and fall on her, don't do it. First your jacket, next the tie followed by the shirt. Step out of your shoes. Why is there no 'cool' way to take off your socks? Unbuckle your belt and let the trousers fall. Step out of them, peel of your briefs and let your pounding cock spring free.
Now what? Let her actions be your guide. Sit in the chair opposite and as you watch her slowly work her fingers in and out of her pussy start stroking your cock, Slowly now - match her speed. I'm surprised I haven't shot into the ceiling by now. Stroke it slowly. Is she watching my face or my hands? Raise your eyes and look at her - she's watching your hands. Her fingers are moving a little faster so increase your speed to match. Another minute or so and I'm going to have to do something or I'm going to spill all over her carpet. She's stopped fingering herself. What should I do? Better keep stroking my cock till I see what she does next.
She is getting up and coming over to me. She kneels down in front of me and watches me beat my meat. She is breathing hard and reaching out with her right hand. Oh god, she's cupping my balls, kneading them gently. That's it! I'm going to lose it. I can't hold it any longer. She is leaning forward, bending her head and kissing the head of my dick. There it goes. Oh Christ - my first spurt hit her on the lips and now she has cum running down her chin. She is going to be pissed at me now. Maybe not! She takes hold of my cock and holds it so my cum splashes all over her tits all the while looking into my eyes. She is bending forward and taking my cock in her mouth - God does that feel good.
Reach down, take her head in both hands and pull her off your cock. Raise her up and look into her face. God is she sexy looking with my cum on her lips and chin as she looks in my eyes with an expression of - what? Lust? Expectation? Or is it a look of doubt? Does she think I'll get up and leave now that I've shot my wad? Pull her forward and gently kiss her. Pull back, look deep into her eyes and then lean forward and kiss her again, not so gently this time and put some tongue into it. Damn - can this woman kiss. Keep kissing her, move your hands to those fabulous tits and slowly massage your cum into her skin. Tweak the nipples gently, boy are they hard. Her hands are working on my cock now; I wonder how long it will take her to get me hard again. Ease her down onto the floor. Break off the kiss, nibble on her cheek, kiss the tip of her nose, now the eyes, back to the mouth. Hold the kiss; trail your right hand slowly down to her pussy. Her legs are open so slowly, very slowly, start to work your fingers in - wow - must have hit a switch there - she arches up and drives her tongue as deep into my mouth as she can. Work the fingers in and out of her pussy. Keep the hand working as you break off the kiss.
What's that? Up near the top of the bookshelf - a little red light! Damn, she has a video camera taping this. What's going on here? Could it be that her husband is one of those guys who likes to watch his wife with other guys? It would explain a lot. Is the camera connected to a TV in another room? Is he here watching, or is the tape for him to view later when he gets home? No matter, I'm not backing off from her now. Keep the hands working while you lower your mouth to her left breast. Bathe it with your tongue; tease the nipple, kiss, nibble and lick. Suck the nipple gently, use your tongue and suck ever so gently. Keep those fingers going in her pussy - damn is she wet. You're doing something right, she's arching her back and pushing up at your hand.
Whoa, what did I do wrong? She's pulling away. Wait a minute, we are okay. She wants to get into a sixty-nine position. As she lowers her pussy down to my face I feel her hands cup my balls and take hold of my cock. Her hot mouth closes around my cock and I arch up into her mouth in an involuntary reflex. She doesn't seem to notice and both of her hands drop to grab the cheeks of my ass and pull me up into her. My tongue is plunging in and out of her cunt and she is pushing it down at me. Pay attention to the clit, kiss, nibble and lick. She is having an orgasm and pounding her pussy down on my face. Okay, give up on finesse - concentrate on getting your face so deep into her pussy that you can kiss the back of her belly button. Keep working the tongue and stay with her.
Christ! I can't keep this up. I'm going to cum again and I still haven't fucked her. Trying to pull away isn't working. She is pushing her pussy down into my face and pinning me to the floor while she gobbles my cock like a woman possessed. Her hot mouth is sliding up and down my cock at an ever-increasing speed and her grip on the cheeks of my ass is keeping me from pulling away. I pull my face away from her cunt and tell her I'm going to cum, but she either doesn't hear me or she chooses to ignore me. I make one more effort to pull away from her, but she holds on tight and so I surrender to the inevitable and send what feels like a gallon of cum up into her throat. She surprises me and makes no move to pull away, instead she swallows every drop I pump out and her hands go to work massaging my balls in an attempt to get every drop I have in me. Her mouth finally releases me and she raises up and swings off of me. Turning, she lowers her mouth to mine and her tongue drives into my mouth and I taste my own cum as she swirls her tongue around. The kiss is long and drawn out and for some reason I am reluctant to break it off. Perhaps it is because I just don't want this night to end?
What's she doing now? She is going after my cock again with her mouth. Does she really think she can get me up again this quick? What's that cold sensation? She is stroking my cock with one of her high heels. High heels have always turned me on, but this takes it to a whole new level. Her mouth is back on my cock again and she sucks just the head as she strokes the underside of my dick with the high heel. It is scratching, but I'll be damned if I'm going to say anything. Something enters my ass and I arch up from the floor driving my cock deep into her mouth. It's one of her fingers. She has dropped the high heel and is working a finger in and out of my ass while her hot mouth is deep throating me. I'm damn near to the boiling point again.
"Enough!" I scream, "I've got to fuck you!"
She lifts her head and with a sexy smile says, "Are you sure? You really seem to be enjoying what I'm doing."
I tell her I'm sure and she reaches down and puts the 'come-fuck me pump' back on her foot. She raises up, swings a leg over me and lowers herself down onto my cock. I can't believe how hot and tight she feels as her cunt swallows my dick. She leans forward and her tits brush my face as she starts to rock back and forth. I try to time it so that I can thrust up as she pushes down and soon we are in rhythm. She is starting to breathe harder. I ask if she wouldn't be more comfortable on her bed and her reply seems a bit strange.
"No bed. Not the bed. The floor is fine, not the bed."
Is that where her husband is, in the bedroom? Is that video camera hooked to a TV and he is in there watching? I've read about men who like to watch their wives with other men, is that what this is all about? Fuck it, I don't care. I clutch her to me and drive my cock into her as hard as I can and then I roll her over onto her back. She pulls her legs so far back that her knees are next to her ears. I drive my cock into her as hard and fast as I can. She starts moaning, "Fuck me fuck me fuck me oh god fuck me." Her legs are over my shoulders now and her heels are rubbing my face. I want to take my time and make this last, but an inner need is driving me to empty myself into her. I reach the edge and tell her I am about to cum and she grabs my ass with both hands and pulls me to her and holds me there as I shoot what little sperm I have left into the raging furnace that is her cunt. I continue slowly fucking her until my cock goes limp and then I move off of her and lay down on the floor next to her. I notice the clock on the wall and it tells me that I am about to get in trouble. It is 6:05 and I have to be to work by nine. I won't make it unless I get up and leave now, but there is no way that I am going to that.
The phone rings and she gets up to answer it telling me to stay where I am and not move a muscle. As she moves away from me on her four-inch heels I marvel at the sway of her ass. She picks up the phone and after saying hello listens for a moment before saying, "Yes operator, I will accept the charges." A short pause and then "Hello darling. No. I've been up for a while. You caught me getting ready for work." She is saying this while standing with her legs apart, cum running down her legs, and looking at me. She walks over me and stands astride me and as I'm looking up at her dripping bush she raises an eyebrow in a question. I know what she wants and I nod my head yes. She continues her phone conversation as she lowers herself down and pushes her pussy into my face and as I begin to feast on her hot, wet pussy I hear her say, "Yes darling, I love you too." She hangs up the phone and places both hands on the sides of my head and pulls me into her cunt. I attack her clit for all I'm worth and I am rewarded when her body shudders in a massive orgasm. As the spasms subside she lifts herself off of me, leans over and gives me a deep kiss. I start to ask her about the phone call, but she cuts me off with, "Sorry baby, but a girl needs her secrets."
As I was leaving I tell her that I'd had a simply marvelous evening and that I hoped that she had enjoyed it too. I tell her that I am going to find some very special way to thank Nancy for making the evening possible. She smiles at me and says, "That's fine baby, as long as your method of thanks doesn't include what you did with me last night. You are going to need all of your energy for me for the next few days." I bounced down her front steps with the biggest smile I've ever had as my mind played out the possibilities of the next few days.
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I was already in a foul mood when my dad called. I had just broken up with my fiance, a little matter of her being caught with another guy's cock in her mouth and a day after catching her I was laid off from my job. Then my dad calls and tells me that he and my mother have just split the blanket. The only surprise there was that it had taken so long for it to happen.
Mom and dad hadn't been getting along for years and both my sister and I had expected them to separate years ago. In fact we had assumed that once the two of moved out that mom and dad would call it quits, but here we were seven years later and it was just happening.
"You know your mother" my dad said, "and she will be a basket case. Amy (my sister) is going to move in with her, but she can't do it for a week or so. I need you to stay with your mother until Amy can get there."
"I can't just drop everything here and drive twelve hours and baby-sit her for God knows how long. Amy has never been all that dependable; she may show up in a week or she may not show up for a month."
"Benny, I've never asked you for anything before, but I need you to do this for me. I wouldn't ask if I really didn't need it done."
He had done a lot for me since my leaving home and the little guilt trip he laid on me worked.
"Okay dad, but it will be late tomorrow night before I can get there."
"Thanks Benny, I'll be in touch."
I spent the rest of the day boxing up all of Mellanie's stuff and stacking it in the hallway outside the door of my apartment. I thought about taping a note to it, but then I thought that my calling her an unfaithful whore pretty much covered things. I made a trip to the hardware store and got a new lock for the door and just for good measure I added a deadbolt. That done I checked the refrigerator for things that might go bad in a week to ten days and then used what I found to make me a meal of sorts and then I threw the rest out. I packed a bag and then sat down to watch some TV.
The phone rang several times and I let the answering machine take the calls. Two were from telephone solicitors and five were from Mellanie. The ones from Mellanie were pretty much the same:
"Benny, please call me, we have to talk."
"Benny, if you will just talk to me I can explain."
"Benny, I know you're there. Pick up the phone Benny, please talk to me."
"Benny, it is all a terrible mistake. Just talk to me Benny, I know we can work it out."
"Benny, either pick up the phone and talk to me or I'll be sitting in the hall outside your door when you get home from work and I won't leave until we talk."
I laughed out loud at that last one. Better bring several lunches I thought, at least a weeks worth.
The next morning I was on the road at seven-thirty which, no problems encountered would put me at mom's no later than nine. Actually I made pretty good time and was there by eight. The house was empty when I carried my bag inside. I took it up to my room and then I checked the fridge and saw that there was beer. I grabbed a couple and settled in front of the TV. Several beers later, somewhere in the middle of John Wayne's "She Wore A Yellow Ribbon" I fell asleep on the couch.
I woke up having what I thought was a wet dream. As my eyes opened I was a little disoriented. The long drive and then the beer I had consumed had done a number on me and at first I didn't remember where I was. I did realize that something hot and wet was on my cock and my first thought was that somehow Mellanie had gotten by my new locks. The next thought was that it felt so good that I would let her finish before tossing her worthless ass out. Then my mind cleared and I realized where I was and I lifted my head and saw that my mother was sucking my cock.
I guess I should be ashamed to say that not for one minute did I even consider pushing her away. By the time I was fully aware of what was going on my mom owned that cock. She might have been my mother, but she was also the best cocksucker I had ever experienced. At that time I had no idea of what brought her to go down on my while I was lying there sleeping, but there was no way in the world I was going to stop her. My hands reached for her head and when they touched her she took it as a signal and, without taking her mouth off my cock, she started moving her body in a slow arc until her legs were next to my head.
I suddenly realized that she was naked and a quick glance showed a trail of clothes from the front door to the couch. Apparently the decision to suck my cock had been made as soon as she came in the front door and saw me on the couch. From the way I had been lying when I woke up I knew that mom could not have seen my face from the front door, just my body. When she started taking off her clothes to come to me she could not have known who I was. Who did she think it was lying on the couch? From what my dad had told me he had moved out three days ago. Just who did mom think was attached to the cock she had in her mouth?"
My speculations were cut short as my mother swung over me and I found myself looking up at her pussy as it descended toward my face. I had just enough time to notice that her cunt hairs were wet and matted and a milky-white substance coated her pussy lips before it was shoved in my face. I tried twisting my face away from the wet mess and the hot mouth pulled off my cock and I heard:
"If you want me to keep on taking care of your cock you had better start eating my pussy."
He mouth captured my cock again and she did some things with her tongue and then she took her mouth off me again and said, "You can always finish yourself off by hand, it is up to you."
Once again her mouth captured me, but I suddenly had a clue as to what was happening. All of her words had been slurred - she was drunk! But drunk or not she still was giving me the best head I'd ever received and I was at the point where I really, really did not want her to stop. Still, I wasn't all that sure that I could eat her pussy, especially since I suspected that what I saw before her pussy hit my face was some man's cum. I was honestly afraid I was going to barf if I tasted her cream pie, but I was equally afraid that she would stop sucking me off if I didn't do what she wanted. Mom read my hesitation as a refusal so she took her mouth off me and started to get up.
"Okay Jack, take care of yourself by hand. I'm going up to bed."
Wanting her mouth back on my cock I grabbed her hips and pulled her pussy down to my face and even as I was sliding my tongue into her pussy I registered the fact that she had called me Jack. Jack was my father's name. Did she think that she was blowing my dad? But he had moved out days ago. Was she so drunk that she couldn't remember that? Well, no matter, what was important to me right then was that she didn't stop what she was doing.
Mellanie had loved having her pussy eaten and she had not been at all shy in teaching me to do it just the way she wanted it done and so I went after mom's cunt the same way I had gone after Mel's. What worked for Mel apparently worked for mom because she moaned and pushed her pussy down at me a little harder. A minute later she gave a sharp cry and her body shivered.
"That's it you bastard, taste him, suck his dick snot out of me. I told you if you left me I would have another cock before the end of the week."
She went back to sucking on me. She had me close, real close, and I was torn as to what to do. Mel always swallowed when she sucked my cock, but she always had me tell her when I was ready so she wouldn't be surprised. Should I tell mom? Or would the sound of my voice make her realize what was happening and make her stop. I was too close to cumming to let her stop so I just kept quiet and let it go. Her head jerked a little when the first spurt came out, but the she settled down and swallowed what I gave her.
When I was limp I thought it was over, but all she did was take her mouth off me and start fondling me. One hand worked the limp noodle that my cock had become and the other hand played with my balls as she talked.
"Do you like his taste Jack? Is that why you came back? You knew I'd get laid, didn't you? You knew it and you wanted to suck on my cum filled pussy, didn't you? There's lots more where that came from Jack, lots more."
My cock was starting to twitch from what her hands were doing and she said, "Oh ho, does the thought of that excite you? You want to suck more cum out of me Jack? You know what else he did? He took my ass Jack. You would never do it, but he did it twice. I wished you could have seen it Jack."
Then she took my cock back in her mouth and worked to get me hard again. The marvelous way she gave head had me up in no time and she started to move.
"See if you can fuck me as well as he did Jack."
I couldn't have her move to a position where she could get a good look at me so when she moved I moved and I ended up behind her with her bent over the arm of the couch. She was taunting me, "Going to have some sloppy seconds Jack? Going to slide your cock into a real man's cum? Come on Jack, give my ass a try. He took my ass Jack and I liked it. You never would, but he did Jack and he loved how tight I was."
I was standing behind her and my initial plan had been to stay behind her so she couldn't see my face and then turn and run for the back door and get out. I was still fully dressed since all mom had done when she came in was to pull my zipper down, take out my cock and go for it. However, plans do change. The one thing Mellanie had always refused me was anal sex. I'd never had anal before, didn't even know if I would like it, but I did want to experience it at least once. And suddenly there I was with a naked woman bent over the arm of the couch and daring me to ass fuck her.
"Come on Jack, be a man for once in your life; let your animal urges take over. Afraid Jack? Afraid that you might find out you like it? I did Jack, I liked it a lot and I'm going to do a lot more of it. Come on you dumb bastard, either fuck me or get out. Come on Jack, pussy or ass or both, I don't care which, but fuck me or leave."
I did want to. God knows that I had an iron bar sticking out of my fly and it was only inches from pay dirt, but I was torn. I was in the best possible position to get out without my mom finding out who she had really just sucked off, but I so badly wanted to push my cock into her ass. I had just decided that it was in my best interests to run for the back door when mom said, "All right Jack, get out; just get the fuck out and don't come back" and she pushed herself to get up. When she pushed and started to straighten up her ass moved back toward me and my cock head came up against her cunt lips. When mom felt that she shoved back at me and my cock slid right into her wet pussy.
"How does it feel Jack? How do you like sloppy seconds? If you came back to move back in you better get used to the fact that you will be getting a lot of sloppy pussy. I liked it when Tony fucked me on his back seat and I'm going to fuck Tony a lot from now on. If you move back in you will need to get used to getting Tony's leftovers because you will be following him into me a lot."
She had her hand braced on the arm of the couch and she was shoving herself back at me and she felt good, damned good. I don't know what my dad would have said, but if I said out loud what I was thinking my answer to her question would have been, "It feels great, and yes, I do like sloppy seconds."
I began to wonder if Mel had fucked the guy she was sucking off and if she would have felt like mom had I stripped and joined in instead of just turning around and leaving.
I had my hands on moms hips and I was banging hard into her when I finally accepted that this might be my best and only chance at anal sex and so I pulled out of her pussy and she cried out, "No, damn you, no, not yet," but when I put my cock at her asshole it was suddenly, "Yes, yes, shove it in my shitter Jack, shove it in."
Again, it was her pushing back at me that made it happen and as I pushed past the sphincter muscle and felt it grip me I marveled that her ass could be so tight in light of her saying that she had already been fucked there twice that night. As I pushed my cock in to her ass she hissed out a long, "Yesssssssssssssssssssss" and all the taunting disappeared and was replaced by a long string of moans:
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh sweet Jesus yes."
"Oh god, oh god, so good, so good."
"Like that, like that, oh yes Jack, like that."
"Fuck me Jack, fuck me hard and make me cum Jack, make me cum."
I did my best. I held her hips and I pushed into her as hard as I could and hoped that the exquisite feel of that gripping sphincter muscle wouldn't make me cum too quick. A minute or so later she gave a loud cry, her body trembled and her sphincter seemed to tighten up and I came in her butt. She fell forward over the arm of the couch and moaned, "Oh God that was good."
While she lay there breathing heavily I zipped up, and headed for the back door. I went around to the side of the house and then looked in the window to see what she would do next. She just stayed as she was for a couple of minutes and then she stood up and looked around with a puzzled look on her face and then she staggered drunkenly over to the stair case and went up the stairs. I went out and sat in my car long enough to give her time to fall asleep and then I went inside and up to my bedroom and went to bed.
I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee and reading the morning paper when mom came down from her bedroom.
"Benny! When did you get here?" she said, as she came over and gave me a hug.
"I got in late last night."
"How late?"
"It must have been after you went to bed because I saw a trail of clothes leading from the front door to the steps."
"Was your father still here when you got here?"
" I didn't see him so I guess he must have left before I got here." "You didn't see him?"
"No mom."
"And I was in bed when you got here?"
"I guess so. I didn't see you or hear you so unless the clothes on the floor were from another time I'd guess that you were in bed."
I could see from the look on her face that she thought that something wasn't right, but she dropped the subject. I left to go visit some friends and mom told me to figure on dinner around five-thirty. I was home by four-thirty and I went into the kitchen to see if there was anything I could do to help mom with dinner. I was peeling potatoes when mom said, "I talked to your father today."
"Oh? How is he?"
"He's fine. He says he wasn't here last night."
I looked over at her and saw her looking at me with a strange look on her face. I went back to peeling potatoes, "I wouldn't know mom."
Nothing else was said until we were sitting at the table eating.
"What time did you say you got in last night?"
"Late mom, real late. It was about two or two-thirty."
The look she gave me said that she didn't believe me, but not another word was said for the rest of the meal.
For the next five days I kept mom company during the day and at night she went out and I went and shot pool with my friends. When mom came home she was always in one of the stages of drunkenness, her lipstick was always smeared, her hair mussed up and her clothing mis-buttoned. I don't know where dad got the idea that mom would be a basket case since he had moved out, but if she was I didn't see it. She hadn't wasted one minute in replacing him, at least in the sexual department.
I still got those strange looks from mom and I know that she thought she knew who she had screwed on my first night home, but without a confession from me or some other form of proof she could never be sure.
On Saturday my sister Amy showed up and I told mom I'd be leaving the next day. On Sunday morning I gave mom a hug and a kiss goodbye and headed on home. For the next twenty-one years, right up to the day she passed on, I still got those strange looks every time we were together and I knew what she was thinking. Sometimes I wondered if the thoughts were good ones and she just wished she knew who to thank.
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\My first wife left me for a drummer in an acid rock band and my second wife left me for an old college girlfriend. That being the way my luck usually seems to go I decided that I would never bother getting married again. So why did I marry a third time knowing that the marriage couldn't possibly last a year, two years at most? I have to blame my father for that.
From the time I was old enough to understand words my father preached responsibility. To him the mark of a man was being responsible for his actions. Break a window with a baseball? Own up to it and make restitution. Fail a math test? Admit to not studying or paying attention in class. Whatever it was, you were supposed to step to the plate and accept the responsibility of your actions. So when the Alexis said she was pregnant and that I was the father all I could do was marry her. Why didn't I expect the marriage to last? Well Lexy's first husband divorced her when he caught her sucking off one of his business partners. Her second husband kicked her out when he caught her fucking his brother. Her third husband divorced her when he caught her taking my cock up her tight asshole. As promiscuous as she was why did I accept that the baby was mine? Because between the time she spent with her husband and the time she spent with me she had no time for anyone else and her husband had gotten vasectomy years before. Ergo, I'm the daddy.
I was overly optimistic when I said the marriage would be over in a year, two at most. I married Lexy when she was three months pregnant and I caught her fucking another man on our third month wedding anniversary. I'm a romantic at heart and I sent Lexy a dozen roses every month on the third which was the day we were married. I had just placed the order for the flowers and had given my credit card number when I was hit with the sudden desire to go home and make love to my sexy pregnant wife. I don't know what it was, but with each passing month Lexy got a little rounder and the rounder she got the sexier I found her to be. I just couldn't keep my hands off of her. I fucked her every night, sometimes two and three times, and I fucked her in the morning before leaving for work. I told my secretary that I was going to call on customers and then I left the office to hurry on home. The florist's delivery van was parked in front of the house when I got there so I went around to the back of the house to let myself in. As soon as the delivery person was gone I would jump out, yell "Surprise" and then chase Lexy up to the bedroom and we would spend the rest of the afternoon screwing our brains out. I was the one who was surprised. I heard it before I saw it. "You like that hard black cock you horny bitch?"
"Oh god yes. It's so hard and so big."
"Bigger than any white cock you've ever had?"
"Oh yes baby, bigger, much bigger."
"Bigger than the cock that blew up your belly?"
"Much, much bigger baby. Oh god, like that, just like that. Push it deep baby, push it deep."
I peeked around the corner into the living room and saw a naked Lexy on her hands and knees on the couch. Her heavy tits and round belly were swaying as some black kid - that's right, a kid, he couldn't have been any older than eighteen or nineteen - fed his cock into Lexy's cunt from behind. The box of roses lay on the floor, unopened, next to the couch. On the couch Lexy moaned, "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard" and the young black asshole smirked as he ranted away, "Damned fine nigger loving bitch gonna get a lot of black cock from now on. You want me back tomorrow bitch?"
"Oh god yes, please."
"Too bad you're already knocked up bitch, else this load would give you a black bun in your oven. Here it comes bitch, take it all." His cum splashing her insides must have been the touch needed to set her off because she had an orgasm. The kid pulled out of Lexy and I almost laughed out loud. His cock wasn't as big as mine and I wondered what all that "Big black cock" shit was all about. The kid dangled his limp noodle in front of Lexy's face and said, "You want some more black cock bitch? Then get over here and suck me and make me hard."
Lexy went after the kid's limp cock like her life depended on getting him hard in a hurry and she did a pretty good job of it. I hate to admit it, but there was something deeply erotic about watching Lexy's tits and belly sway as she worked on the kid' cock and it did give me a hard on. Once the kid was hard he told Lexy to lie down and he picked up her legs and put then on her shoulders. "You want it lady, you put it in."
Lexy's fingers wrapped around his joint and she pulled him into her cunt and said, "Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard and make me cum."
The kid laughed, "God lady, you sure are one horny white bitch. You like my chocolate stick?"
"Oh yes baby, shove it in, shove it deep."
"You want more black cock sweetie? Will you be my married white whore if I see to it you get plenty of hard black cock?"
"Whatever you want baby, just don't stop."
"I'll be back tomorrow with some friends and we will give you so much black meat you'll never want to look at a white cock again. You want that?"
"Anything baby, anything just don't stop fucking me."
I watched for another five minutes or so and then I left.
The marriage was over, but I would have to wait until I had all my ducks in a row and the baby was born before I went for the divorce. That night when I got home Lexy was all gushy over the flowers and wanted to race for the bedroom. I really didn't want to, but to not have gone up with her might have raised some questions and I wanted to keep things on an even keel until I was ready to make my move. It wasn't my first sloppy seconds - I'd taken them following her third husband into her - but she seemed wetter than when I had followed him. I wondered how long the kid had stayed and how much more cum he had pumped into here. I performed that night, even though reluctantly, and I tore off my usual morning piece before leaving for work. That afternoon I saw a private detective, gave him what I knew and a key to the house and permission to enter and set up any cameras or recording devices he thought he might need. I had no idea how many I followed into Lexy that night, but she was sure loose, wet and sloppy. For the next two days I kept to my routine and fucked Lexy every night and morning.
On the third day I got the detective's report complete with photos. The kid had indeed come back the next day with two friends and they had spent three hours fucking Lexy in all three of her holes. The next day he had shown up with five guys, all black, and the detective had photos of the five men handing the kid money before they went into the house and spent six hours fucking Lexy. The third day it was nine men, seven blacks and two Mexicans, and again the kid got money from all of them before letting them fuck my wife. That night when I got home and Lexy wanted to race up the stairs I told her no. "You are two far along now and I don't want to take a chance on hurting the baby."
"But the doctor said we would be good for another six weeks."
"Doctors have been wrong before Lexy and I'm not willing to take the chance."
I haven't touched her since that day, but she is still getting plenty of black cock every day. The kid is getting rich off of her and I expect that he will take over and be her full-time pimp when I kick her unfaithful ass out. The baby is due next week and I'll probably wait until the doctor okays Lexy to have sex before I throw her out. After all, I'm not a mean man and I wouldn't want to pitch her out until her pussy was able to make her and the delivery kid a living.
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I looked at her standing there naked except for a pair of high heels. She ran her hands over her breasts and smiled at me, "You like?" I smiled back at her, stroked my cock and said, "No, I don't like, I love."
Oh baby, for a young man you sure do know the right things to say."
As she walked toward me I thought, "Thank God for trashy Southern girls. If it wasn't for one of them I wouldn't be here and loving this."
She sank down on her knees in front of me and said, "Stop playing with yourself young man. You know that's my job."
I stopped stroking myself and leaned back to enjoy what was coming. As her mouth closed around me I said, "Yes mom."
Helen was the product of one of those little hollows that surround the coal fields of Bluefield, West Virginia. Somehow she had managed to scrape up enough money (a cousin of hers later told me she got most of it on her back) for a bus ticket to Detroit. She got off of the Gray Dog in downtown Detroit with just enough money for s cup of coffee and a donut.
She had an aunt and a cousin in town that she was going to stay with. But no way to get in touch with them at two o'clock in the morning. She asked a porter at the bus station was and he directed her to the Layayette. She walked over to it and when the room clerk told her the price of the room she told him she had no money and asked if they couldn't maybe come to an arrangement of some kind. He looked her over and told her that they might be able to work something out. When Helen called her aunt the next morning she'd had five hours sleep, had $186 in her purse and was walking slightly bow-legged.
I got all this from her cousin Roxie who was trying to convince me that Helen wasn't bad, just a survivor.
"She did what she had to do to get by. She never did it again after she found a job."
The reason that Roxie was trying to sell me on Helen was because I had just dumped her. The reason I dumped her is that one of the men she had "played" with at the Lafayette had come into the restaurant where Helen worked, recognized her, and had tried to set up another "date." I wasn't there at the time, but I got the story from someone who was - my mother.
Helen's aunt picked her up, took her home and got here settled in. The next day Helen was out looking for a job and found one as a waitress in the same restaurant where my mother worked. The two of them clicked and my mother decided to play matchmaker. The next time I was in the restaurant my mother introduced us.
"She's new in town baby, hasn't had time to find a boyfriend so you better strike while the iron is hot" and she walked off leaving me and Helen to feel awkward about the situation. But Helen was extremely good looking and I dug her cute Southern accent. I started going by the restaurant more frequently and always seemed to get waited on by Helen. Eventually I asked her out and we had a good time. Soon we were dating a couple of times a week and after three months we were more or less going steady. Another six months went by and I decided to pop the question and Helen said yes. We went shopping for an engagement ring and that afternoon Helen hurried to the restaurant and showed it to my mother. My mother squealed for joy, hugged Helen, and welcomed her to the family.
One month later she was trying to break us up.
First it was, "The two of you are too young to be getting married. This is the time of life for you to get out an experience things, not tie yourself down."
When that didn't seem to do the trick she started insinuating that Helen wasn't on the up and up with me. "I know she is seeing other guys baby. Just last night while you were at work she left with one."
I'd been there before with mom. I was her baby and she apparently didn't want to lose me to someone else. Helen wasn't the first girl that mom had tried to break me away from. This time however I was in a committed relationship and I wasn't going to give up on it just because my mother was being over-protective or possessive. The more I resisted, the harder she tried and one day I'd finally had enough and I told her to give it up. Helen and I were going to be married and that was that.
"Baby, trust me on this one please. She isn't right for you. You will be making a terrible mistake if you marry Helen."
"What terrible mistake? What can be so bad?"
"She's a whore baby. She sells herself for money."
"Oh bullshit mom; that's low even for you. I've let you come between me and every other girl I've ever liked, but not this time."
"It's true baby. I talked with one of the men she sold herself to."
"I don't believe a word of it."
"He is still around baby and you can ask him yourself."
"Why would he come to you with a story like that?"
"He didn't. I overheard him trying to set up a date with her and later I told him what I'd heard and then I told him I'd like the full story since Helen was going to be marrying you. He said he was downtown one night and Helen was at the Lafayette Hotel turning tricks. He says he knows for a fact that she screwed at least five men that night besides him. He came in her for dinner one night, recognized her and was talking to her about setting up another meeting when I overheard them."
"I'm sorry mom, but I just don't believe it."
"You can ask him yourself. He has breakfast in here almost every morning. The night he recognized Helen was the first time he had ever come in for dinner and since Helen works the afternoon shift he had never seen her in here before."
"He's wrong. He must be mistaken."
"You are a grown man baby and I'm guessing that you and Helen have been naked together a time or two. He says she has a birthmark in the shape of a cat's paw on her left thigh. Does she?"
She did, but for some reason I wasn't going to tell my mother that. The fact that I didn't set the stage for what happened next.
I was having a hard time getting my head around what my mom had told me. I didn't believe it. Even though she knew about Helen's birthmark it didn't prove anything; she could have found out about it some other way. And so what if some guy offered her a ride home after work. It beat waiting on the DSR and then having to transfer at Seven Mile and wait on another bus. No.just up to her old tricks. Still, the more I thought about it the more I had to know for certain.
I asked mom who the customer was who had recognized Helen and she told me to stop in for breakfast the next day and she would point him out. The next morning I slid into the booth across from him, introduced myself and told him that I needed to know what he knew about my future bride.
"Are you sure that you want to know? People change boy. Drug addicts give up the needle and alcoholics kick the habit. No reason a hooker can't quit and live a straight life."
"That doesn't matter. I just have to know. What did she say when you tried to arrange a date with her?"
"She didn't say yes and she didn't say no, but that could have just as well been because she was my waitress and didn't want to blow her tip."
"What happened at the Lafayette?"
"I'd been out drinking with some friends and we got a little too sloshed to drive home. We checked into the Lafayette and one of the group asked the desk clerk where he might be able to find a girl and the clerk set it up. There were six of us. Be said no, that his wife would kill him if she ever found out, but the other five of us shelled out seventy-five bucks apiece and she visited each of us in our rooms."
I just stared at the man. I didn't want to believe him, but he had no reason to lie to me.
"Let me get a little personal here son. Good sex is one of the glues that makes a marriage and helps hold it together. It doesn't matter where the experience comes from, it is the experience itself that counts. You aren't going to your marriage bed a virgin, are you?"
I shook my head no.
"So why should you expect her to? What she did before she met you doesn't matter anymore than what you did before you met her."
I left his table even more confused than I had been when I sat down.
Next, I decided to see for myself what Helen did on the nights I had to work late. I did some shift trading with some of the guys I worked with and when Helen got off work I was waiting down the block watching. The first night she came out she caught the bus. The next night she left with a guy, he drove her home, she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek and went inside the house and he drove away. The third and fourth night it was the bus again.
I started out the fifth night knowing that I was wasting my time. Helen came out of the restaurant with the same guy who had driven her home the second night. He drove her straight home, but this time they sat in the car and talked. Then Helen leaned over to give him what I expected to be a kiss on the cheek, but it turned into a steamy necking session that ended up fogging up the windows of the car. I don't know if Helen fucked him or not because I'd seen enough and I drove away. Whether she fucked him or not did not matter because the bottom line was that when you are engaged to be married you don't sit in a car with another guy and swap tongues for half an hour. If you can do that you can just as easily fuck the guy. I drove home to get good nights rest before having my confrontation with Helen the next day.
I'd only been in bed fifteen minutes when my bedroom door opened and my mother came in to my room. She was wearing a bathrobe and I remember thinking that it was weird that she was fully made up and wearing high heels and a bathrobe at two in the morning.
"How you feeling baby?"
"Okay I guess."
"Honey, I know what you are going through and I know why. For the first time in your life you have an unlimited and steady supply of sex and it is clouding your mind to everything else. You won't accept what Helen is because that would mean you would be back to hunting for sex again. Almost every segment of society frowns on what I am going to do, but I am so certain that Marrying Helen will ruin your life that I'm going to do it anyway."
She let the robe fall from her shoulders and stood there naked in front of me. I should have said that I finally realized that what she had said about Helen was true and that I was going to end things between us, but I couldn't. Helen was a sexy girl, but standing in front of me was a sexy woman. That it was my mother didn't mean a damned thing to my cock which had leapt to attention. Mom giggled and said, I see that you are not entirely opposed to the idea."
She got on the bed with me, reached for my hard cock and said, "I'll make you forget her baby. I'll see to it that you have a steady supply of sex and you won't even have to leave the house to get it. Did Helen do this for you baby?" she asked as she bent and took me in her mouth.
It was a long night and an exhausting one. I woke up in the morning and my first thought was not, "Oh my God, what have we done," it was, "What the fuck about dad?"
I asked mom and she said, "We will just have to cool it when he is around. This is the first time that I haven't minded that he is an over-the-road truck driver. We're good until the day after tomorrow and then we will just have to work it out. You rested baby? Want to start your day out right?"
After mom left for work I spent the rest of the morning wrestling with how I was going to break it off with Helen and in the end I decided that quick and soon would be best. I called Helen, but she wasn't up yet and her aunt took a message. I told her to tell Helen that I would be there to pick her up and drive her to work. I was there a little early and as Helen got in the car she asked, "What's the special occasion?"
"Just something on my mind that I need to take care of."
"That sounds ominous."
"I guess it does at that. The thing is that I made a mistake and I need to rectify it."
"What mistake was that?"
"I picked the wrong girl to get engaged to."
Helen stared at me in silence for several moments and then, "Your mother put you up to this, right?"
"No, as a matter of fact you did. Granted that my mother did give me the information that I acted on, but you are the one who made it happen."
"Do I get an explanation or are you just going to kick me out of the car?"
"Mom overheard your conversation with Ralph and later she asked Ralph for clarification."
"And Ralph is?"
"One of the men you entertained at the Lafayette Hotel."
"Oh."
"That's it? Just "Oh?"
"I won't apologize for anything I did before I met you or explain it."
"Not even when it speaks to the kind of woman you might be?"
"Sweetie, let me give it to you cold. I'm the kind of person who will do whatever I have to do to survive. It was before I met you and I'm sorry that you found out about it and let it cloud your judgement where I am concerned."
"I'd be willing to accept that what you did before you met me should have no bearing on us now except for the fact that what you did at the Lafayette shows what you are capable of. No Helen, what you did at the Hotel is not what did in our relationship; it is what you did at the hotel in conjunction with what you did last night that ended it for us."
"What are you talking about?"
"I got off work early last night and I stopped by the restaurant to give you a ride home. I got there just as you got in some guy's car and pulled away. No biggie, right? Guys are giving you a ride home all the time. I followed you figuring that we could sit in the car and neck or maybe go to a motel, but when you got home you didn't get out of he car. I sat and watched you as you and the guy steamed up the windows to the point where I couldn't what you what you were doing anymore. You started out necking and you could have finished fucking for all I know. After half an hour I'd seen enough and I left. Don't bother with an "I can explain" because I won't believe it. I might have if it hadn't been for the business at the Lafayette, but like I said, what you did at that hotel in conjunction with what you did in that car last night speaks to the kind of woman you are. No woman engaged to be married to another man should have done what you did last night."
I pulled up in the restaurant parking lot, stopped and waited for her to get out. She looked at me without speaking for almost a full minute and then she slipped off her engagement ring, set it on the seat between us and got out of the car. She walked into the restaurant and she never looked back.
Mom was waiting for me when I got home from work. She was wearing high heels, nylons and a garter belt and that was all.
"I could tell from the way Helen was at work today that you ended it."
I shrugged and nodded a yes.
"I'm sorry baby, I know that it was hard for you to do and I do feel that it was all my fault. After all, I was the one who thought she would be right for you and got you together. Come on baby, let me try and ease the pain" and she took me by the hand and led me to her bedroom.
I know that this is going to sound weird, but even though my mom had climbed into my bed the night before and fucked my brains out this night I couldn't get it up. I kept thinking, "This is my mother, this is wrong and I'll surely go to hell if I fuck her." Why I didn't have those thoughts the night before I don't know, but it probably had something to do with my head still trying to get around the problem with Helen and what she had done. Whatever the reason, my dick just would not get hard. Mom stroked it, sucked on it and did her best to make something happen, but nothing did. Finally she gave it up as a lost cause and cuddled up with me and we went to sleep.
I don't know what difference eight hours of sleep made, but my cock wasn't the least bit reluctant the next morning. I thought I was having an erotic dream, but what it was was my mother sucking my cock. I woke up to her head bobbing up and down on my cock and things just went from there. When I finally climbed out of bed at one in the afternoon I barely had enough strength to get dressed for work. I managed to get through my shift and when I got home I found a naked mother on my bed.
"Come on baby, we have a lot to get done tonight. Your father will be home sometime tomorrow afternoon and we will have to be good until he goes on another run."
"What about your promise to keep me in steady pussy?"
I was joking when I said it so I was a little surprised when she said, "I did say that, didn't I. Well, I guess we will just have to find a way. I hope you like sloppy seconds because your father usually can't keep his hands off me when he is home."
Mom wore me out and I fell asleep exhausted only to be awakened by one of her superb blow jobs. It was a morning filled with sex until about noon and then mom said, one more time lover and then I have to start getting ready for your father's homecoming.
The next two days were sexless for me as my father kept my mother fully occupied. The third evening my dad was home my mother asked me to run her to the store and I had the unique experience of making love to my mother on the back seat of my car in a far and dark corner of the super market parking lot. I had already cum once and was getting my second piece when mom went, "Oh my god" and her nails dug into my ass.
"What's wrong?"
"The window, the window baby, the window."
I looked up and saw two young guys standing there and watching us. Their watching turned mom on and she started screaming, "Fuck me you mother fucker, pound your mother fucking cock into me and make me cum. Fuck your whore baby, fuck your whore and make her cum."
She had never talked like that before when we made love. Just made a lot of noises, moans, little cries and grunts. She wrapped her legs tight around me and yelled loud enough to be heard half a dozen cars away, "Fuck me hard mother fucker, push it deep, fuck me like the whore that I am."
When I came and my limp dick slid out of her super hot pussy she was still looking up at the window where the two guys were still standing and watching.
"You want me to let them in the car?"
"Oh god yes. I want them, both of them, but I can't baby. Get me out of here baby, get me out of here before I do something really, really stupid."
On the way home I asked, "Do you have any boyfriends or lovers?"
"Good God no. Why would you even ask me a question like that?"
"Well, dad's gone a lot and you do seem to have an immense appetite for sex."
"Yes I do baby, but I happen to love your father and I keep myself just for him."
I looked at her and raised an eyebrow at that.
"It's true baby. I won't say I haven't been tempted, god knows that I surely was tonight when I saw those two watching, but my pussy belongs to your father." She paused for a second or so and then said, "And to you of course."
There was a silence and I think she misread it because then she said, "Your mother is not a whore or a slut young man. I know what I'm doing with you isn't right, but you are my baby and it is a mother's duty to protect her babies. I honestly feel that you marrying Helen would be a horrendous mistake and I did what I thought I had to do. It's wrong and maybe it wasn't the only or best way to break the two of you up, but I didn't think that I had a lot of time to ponder the alternatives. You don't have to baby. You could just say "Thanks, but no thanks" if you want to. Is that what you would rather?"
For an answer I pulled over onto a dark side street, parked and turned to her, "Get on the back seat you slut."
"Honestly baby" she said, as she was climbing over the seat back, "That is no way for you to talk to your mother."
Dad was home six days and mom did her best to fit me in where she could while he was home. Her theory - her reason - for climbing into my bed was to see that I got a steady supply of pussy to replace what she thought I had been getting from Helen. I never told her that even the hit or miss sex I was getting from her while dad was home was more than I was getting from Helen. In fact, before my dad got home, I was getting more from mom in one night than I got from Helen in a week. Then dad was off on a nine day run and he was no sooner out of sight when mom grabbed me.



"Come on baby, we have some catching up to do."
I just could not believe the sexual appetite of that woman. She was always ready, always after me to do it, "just one more time baby, please?" I got to thinking I'd like to see her with the two guys who had watched us and maybe even a half dozen more just to see if she had a limit. I was in hog heaven; a great looking woman was fucking my brains out and giving me all the sex I could handle and I didn't even have to leave the house to get it.
But something was missing and that something was Helen.
I missed her smile, I missed sitting and holding here and being held by her and I missed all of those little things that you never seem to notice at the time. The way she would reach over and move a stray lock of hair on my forehead, smile, look into my eyes and tell me she loved me. I missed the way she would rub her foot on my ankle when we were sitting and watching TV or talking; the way she would lay her head on my chest and trace little patterns on my stomach with her fingernails after we'd made love. I missed the way that she could never seem to be in a room with me without having to touch me in some way. I just flat assed missed her.
It was the day after my dad left on his trip and it was mom's week to open the restaurant in the morning. She woke me with a blow job, we had a spirited session on my bed and then she had showered, dressed and gone to work. I didn't need to be to work until two so I was lying in bed relaxing in that warm after glow you get after good sex. The doorbell rang and I looked over at the clock and saw it was ten after nine in the morning. I put on a robe and went to answer the door. It was Helen's aunt. As soon as the door was opened she pushed her way past me saying, "I need to talk to you boy." I debated just going on outside and getting in my car and going for a drive until she got tired of waiting and left, but curiosity finally got the best of me and I closed the door and followed her into the living room. She cut right to the chase.
"Why did you break that poor girls heart? She hasn't slept and barely eats a bite and her eyes are staying red from crying all the time. How in the name of our Lord could you do that to her?"
"Apparently she has told you what I did, but did she tell you why?"
"She did and it don't matter none. You were the first good thing to ever happen to that poor child and she gave you her heart and you stomped on it. I just wanted to come over here, look you in the eye and tell you what a rotten bastard you are and that I hope that you rot in hell."
And with that she stomped out of the house, got in her car and drove away. What a nice way to start the day I thought, but it wasn't over yet. I was just leaving for work when the phone rang and it was Helen's cousin Rocs.
"Any chance we can get together for a talk?"
"If it is going to be more fire and brimstone like I just got from your mother no thanks.'
"Mom can get a little excited at times, but no, I just need to talk."
I made arrangements to meet her after work at a bar not too far from where I work.
She was sitting in a booth when I got there. We exchanged pleasantries and then I said, "What's this about Rocs?"
"You're not stupid, you know it is about Helen."
"Thank you, but I've already gotten the "You are a rotten bastard" speech from your mother."
"Yeah, well like I said, mom does get a little carried away sometimes. I'm not here to call you names. I just wanted to know why you did what you did to Helen. There has to be more to it than what she is saying."
"What is she saying?"
"That you got upset because she was kissing some guy."
"That's it?"
"She said a guy drove her home from work one night and you saw here kissing him and the next day you broke up with her."
"Well, you are right, there is a little bit more to the story than that" and I proceeded to lay it all out for her. "So, there you have it. Putting the hotel history together with the steamy make out session I watched for over half an hour gave me the picture of a girl that I decided wasn't right for me."
She looked at me silently for a bit and then, "Has Helen ever told you about what life was like in the hollows of West Virginia and what she had to look forward to there?"
I shook my head no.
"First, there is the abject poverty, a poverty so pervasive that it makes the slums of Detroit look like the Promised Land. Next is the culture. Most girls that live back in those hollows have lost their virginity before they even reach puberty and it has normally been taken by a family member - father, brother, uncle or cousin - and most of them end up pregnant because of it. It is a world where first cousins marry and families inter-breed and it isn't uncommon for a girl to reach her eighteenth birthday with four or five kids clutching at the hem of her skirt. Helen was lucky. Her father is a God fearing man who also happens to be big and mean and he put out the word that he would kill any man who touched her and everyone who heard him knew that he meant it. But even with an over protective father to keep her from harm it was a place she knew she had to get away from.
"I'm going to give you the worst. She got out by sneaking out behind her father's back and giving herslf to men for money. As soon as she had enough for a bus ticket she ran. I'm not surprised to hear about the Lafayette. She sold her body to save herself so what was one more time? She is a survivor and she will do whatever she has to do keep herself going. I do know that she hasn't been with any man other than you since the day she came to live with mom and me. As for the guy she necked with? I don't know, but I can make a pretty good guess. No girl wants to be standing alone at a bus stop in Detroit at one in the morning if she can help it. If this guy kept giving her a ride home and wanted to keep doing it she was certainly going to let him.
"I'm not stupid and neither are you. We both know what he was after - he wanted to get between her legs - and she knew that too. But how to keep getting rides without giving up what he was after? She had to lead him on a little at a time, give him a little something to keep him coming around until she had enough money saved up to buy her a car. So she necked with him and I wouldn't be a bit surprised to find out that she didn't slap him when he tried to cop a feel, but he was never going to hit pay dirt. He didn't know it, but he never had a chance in hell of getting into her pants. Helen's heart, body and soul belonged to you.
"I can't even count the number of times we sat on my bed and talked the night away and it was mostly about you and how wonderful you were and how God must really love her to have sent her to you. She really believes that. She is certain that God sent her to Detroit and to that restaurant looking for a job for the specific purpose of getting the two of you together. I hate laying the burden on you, but you destroyed that girl."
"If her necking session was so innocent or if it was like you said why didn't she tell me?"
"You would have listened? She knew it was a lost cause when you threw the hotel at her at the same time you threw the necking at her. Helen has a lot of pride and it will not let her beg, or plead for forgiveness. She has survivor's traits - she is strong willed and she will face what gets thrown at her, learn from it and move on. She will eventually get over you, but it will take a long, long time and leave a lot of scars."
She finished her drink and got up.
"That's it? You just wanted to ask a couple of questions?"
"What did you expect, that I was here to plead her case? Sorry, I learned a long time ago not to get involved in other people's problems. I just wanted to know how something so good could go totally to shit in such a short time. You let the best thing that ever happened to you get away and I just hope for your sake that the rest of your life isn't going to be as fucked up."
After Rocs was gone I sat in the bar and drank several more beers and thought about what she'd said, what Helen had done, what I had done and mostly what my thoughts about her had been. By the time last call came around I had boiled it all down to three things: -Could I crawl back to her -Would she take me back and -What was my mother going to say
Mom was waiting up for me when I got home.
"Where have you been? I've been keeping something warm for you."
"Stopped for a beer or two after work."
"Well come on baby, I need to get up early to go to work."
"You go ahead and go on to bed mom. I'm not ready and I've got some things on my mind that I have to work through."
"You turning me down mister? After I've waited up for you? I don't think so. When we are done and I am sleeping you can lie there in bed and work through whatever for as long as you want."
"Has anyone lately told you that you are an insatiable slut?"
"No, and you shouldn't talk to me like that; after all, I am your mother. Now come along" and she took my hand and pulled me along behind her to the bedroom. For someone who wanted to get some sleep before getting up to go to work she sure wasn't in any hurry to quit. Three times, with a blow job between each of the first two and she still wanted me to get up again. I pushed her away and told her to get some rest.
"I don't want you so tired that you spill hot coffee in some poor guys lap."
She grumbled, but she got out of my bed and went to her bedroom.
Mom had gotten in the habit of waking me up in the morning with a blow job, but I was still awake and staring at the ceiling when she came into my room.
"Haven't you been to sleep?"
"No, no I haven't."
"Just what is this weighty problem that has you so concerned?"
"You won't like it."
"But from the way you just said that I gather that it is something I'm going to eventually have to know so out with it."
I told her about the visit from Helen's aunt, my talk with Rocs and about all the thoughts I'd been having. She just looked at me without saying a word until I was finished.
"Well baby, I won't say that I like it or that I'm happy about it, but I can understand it. Little things like those you mentioned are just like the feelings I have for your father. I had hoped that I could screw the memory of Helen out of you, but I guess that I didn't."
"Oh be honest mom. You just used Helen as an excuse. I saw the way you looked at those two guys who watched us. More than anything you wanted them in the car and if I hadn't been there it probably would have happened. You are hitting your sexual peak and dad is never home. I'm betting you were on the very edge of starting to go out looking when the Helen thing came along and gave you an excuse. 'What better way to get what I need with someone from someone who absolutely has to keep his mouth shut about it." Am I right?"
"Can't put nothing over on you, can I?"
"So, what are you going to do?"
"I don't know, I honestly don't know."
"I'm going to have to go out and hit the bars after all huh?"
"No way. Give up my insatiable slut? Not a chance, at least not until I'm married."
"Hey baby, I won't hold that against you. They say that married men make the best lovers. How about showing me what you got before I have to go to work."
I asked the hostess to seat me in Helen's section and I saw her raise an eyebrow. Every woman in the place probably knew what an asshole I'd been by now. When Helen came to wait on the table and saw that it was me she said, "Oh, it's you. I'll get you another waitress" and she started to walk away.
"No, I don't want another waitress, I asked for your section."
"Why?"
"Look Helen, I've never had to crawl before so I don't know how. Can you help me out here?"
"Why should I?"
I was at a loss as how to answer that. This damned sure wasn't the girl who Rocs and her Aunt Ada said cried herself to sleep every night. I don't know what I had expected when I came into the restaurant, but it sure wasn't the cold, detached indifference that I was getting. I stared at her for several seconds and then said, "You're right, why should you. I'll have coffee and the special."
She took the order, wrote it down on her pad and left me sitting there wondering why I had even bothered. When she returned with my meal she set it down in front of me without a word and went to wait on other customers. I ate my meal, dropped enough money on the table to cover the tab and a tip and then I got up and left the restaurant. Helen was standing next to my car when I got to the parking lot. I stopped and looked at her and waited to see what she was going to do.
"If you want to talk you can meet me at my aunts when I get off work."
"Why don't I just pick you up?"
I already have a ride and no way to get in touch with him to cancel."
"Oh. Should I bother?"
"That's strictly up to you" and she went back into the restaurant.
I was sitting in my car across the street from Helen's aunt's house when she pulled up. Her ride was the same guy she had been necking with. They sat in his car and talked for almost five minutes before they leaned together and kissed. It was a long kiss and I was reaching for the ignition key to start the car and drive off when Helen got out of the car and came over and got in mine. She cut right to it.
"So, what's with this crawl nonsense?"
"Just that I guess - nonsense. I've spent the last several days realizing that I love you, want to be with you and all the rest of that bullshit. After being yelled at by your aunt and talking to your cousin Rocs they left me with the impression that you felt the same way so I came to crawl and beg only to find out that your cousin and your aunt were obviously mistaken. It is evident from what I just saw that I was quickly replaced. Sorry to have wasted your time."
I started the car and waited for her to get out, but she just sat there looking at me and then she reached over and turned the ignition off.
"You haven't been replaced because you can't be replaced. You are my other half, the yin to my yang. When you left me you left a hole in my soul that can never be filled by someone else, but one of my many faults is that I am brutally honest - I won't lie to anyone about anything and I certainly won't lie to you. That little display in Doug's car was for your benefit although Doug doesn't know that. You say that you came crawling, but what you don't realize is that you just might not want me anymore once you know the truth. You hurt me when you walked away from me. I cried my heart out for two days and then I told myself to stop with the self pity, to suck it up and get on with my life.
"But I was angry and when I'm angry I strike out. You didn't want me any more because to you I was a whore so okay, fuck you, and I'll be a whore and see that it gets back to you. Three days ago I fucked Doug's brains out and last night I gave him a blow job in the restaurant parking lot. Doug is a loud mouthed braggart and I knew he would tell every one and that it would get back to you. Just to make sure it got back to you I sucked his cock in the parking lot. Enough people knew about it so it was a sure bet that it would get to your mother and through her to you. That was my way of putting you out of my thoughts and out of my life. You would hear about it, be disgusted and wouldn't ever come into the restaurant any more as long as I worked there. I would never have to worry about seeing you again.
"Doug doesn't mean shit to me; all he was was a stick to poke you in the eye with. So, there you are."
Well this was certainly a different kettle of fish. Catching her necking hot and heavy with some guy was a whole lot different than knowing g that she was sucking and fucking some other guy, but as I saw her reach for the door handle I realized that it didn't mean any more than the guys in the hotel. We weren't married and what she did after we took our vows is all that would matter.
"Where are you going?"
"Getting out of your car. I'm sure that the odor of whore is offensive to you."
"Did you take money for fucking him?"
"No, of course not."
Then you aren't a whore. A slut maybe, and an easy piece of ass from Doug's perspective, but not a whore. It will probably cause me some problems when Doug tells all and guys start swarming around my wife looking to get laid or get a quick parking lot blow job, but I'll just have to deal with it."
"What are you saying?"
"Just what you have already said; I'm the yin to your yang. We were meant to be. So, unless you fell in love with Doug's cock and don't want me around any more, it is just one of life's problems that we will have to work through."
"You really mean that?"
"I do."
And then she was crying and I was holding her.
"There is one major problem that you will have to face on your own."
"What's that baby?"
"Well, you still work with my mother and now that we are back together you will have to face her every day knowing that she knows you give out parking lot blow jobs."
"All I can say to that is "Fuck her!"
And for some reason I had to smile at that.
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I've had the hots for my wife's younger sister since the day I met her. I was dating Karen and one day she took me home with her to meet her family. I took one look at her sister and I had to fight to keep the rest of the family from seeing me drooling. And don't think that little sister didn't know it. Shannon went out of her way that night to tease the hell out of me and fifteen years later she is still doing it.
If Shannon turned me on so much why didn't I drop Karen and go after Shannon? Because I was in love with Karen, I only wanted to fuck Shannon. That hadn't changed after fifteen years either. Neither had the fact that Shannon teased me unmercifully every chance she got. From "accidentally" letting me see her naked to rubbing her body all over me on the dance floor. But the worse thing she did was tell me all about the men she played with. Shannon was married to a dumbshit - a hell of a nice guy - but a dumbshit. He thought he was married to the sweetest, purest, most faithful woman in the world, but Shannon was the biggest slut in town and everyone but her husband and family knew it. I knew it because she went out of her way to tell me. And she did that, or so I believe, because she knew I lusted for her but loved my wife too much to do anything that would fuck up my marriage and she was going to punish me for it. I say that she went out of her way to tell me, but going out of her way wasn't really going all that far since we both worked for the same company. All Shannon had to do was catch me at morning or afternoon break or catch me in the cafeteria at lunch.
That's how it started. Shannon caught me at lunch one day and joined me at my table.
"You missed out Hal."
"On what?"
"I decided to try out a strange cock the other night, but you weren't around, not that you would have anyway, so I had to try someone else."
"Yeah, right Shannon."
"It's true baby. Just ask Mike in Accounting. Several of us stopped at the Strip for drinks and Mike managed to get me out to the back seat of his car."
"Good grief Shannon, you just got married."
"Six months ago."
"Still, six months is an awful short time in which to decided that your marriage isn't working."
"Oh my marriage is working. Gary is a great husband and I love him to death, but he is lousy in bed."
"How do you know that? You told Karen that you were a virgin when you walked down the aisle."
"I was, but I've had too many girlfriends tell me how great sex is supposed to be and it just isn't great with Gary. So I decided to try someone else and see if there was a difference. Guess what Hal? Major difference Hal, major, major difference. Even in a cramped back seat Mike managed to ring my chimes. It could have been you brother in law. Maybe next time?"
After that I got an update on her infidelities about twice a week. I got to hear all about the cocks she sucked and how big or small they were. I learned who had taken her anal cherry and how much she had loved it. I knew who she had her first threesome with, how many and who made it to her first gangbang and all of it in great detail. I was give names, times, dates and places and she always ended it with, "It could have been you brother in law mine. Maybe next time?"
Then she would get up, walk away and leave me with the mother of all hard ons. At first I didn't believe her; I thought that she was just pulling my chain. That is I didn't believe her until the night I stopped at the Strip for a drink and saw her go out into the parking lot with Bill from Marketing. Curiosity got the best of me and I followed them out and saw Shannon get in Bill's car and minutes later her legs came up and were kicking in the air. I turned around and went back into the Strip and hoped that no one noticed the tent in my pants.
This went on for years. Shannon got more and more blatant in her teasing of me. More than once she groped my crotch and a couple of times she came into my office and sat down in the chair in front of my desk and opened her legs to show me that she had no panties on.
"It's yours baby; just say the word and Shannon will give you all you can handle."
I wanted to of course, I desperately wanted to, but my marriage to Karen meant the world to me and I would do absolutely nothing that would jeopardize it. Shannon knew this of course, but it never stopped her from trying because she knew how much it tormented me. It got to the point where I dreaded going to family functions or any other place where Shannon was liable to be and where she could get me alone. I couldn't get away from her at work, but I could limit my exposure to her when we were not on the job.
Avoiding her caused as many problems for me as being around her. Karen began getting on me for not going to family parties and other family events and I couldn't very well tell her why. I can see it all now.
"But honey, if I go your sister will flash her pussy at me or try and grope my cock."
That would go over real well.
It was our fifteenth anniversary and I planned on taking Karen out for a romantic evening. I had purchased a diamond necklace for her and had arranged it with the restaurant that when I said we were ready for dessert they would bring the necklace to the table on a silver tray. I was sitting at a table in the cafeteria thinking about Karen and how much I loved her when Shannon sat down across from me.
"I could have used you last night Hal. My stud of the evening was a dud. He had a little dick and almost no idea of how to use it. I was so frustrated by the end of the evening I actually had to go home and fuck my husband. He isn't all that good, but he is better than nothing. You know brother in law mine, you should really loosen up and take advantage of the fact that the best piece of ass in town wants you to be her stud. How about it Hal? I'll give up the rest and you can be my steady guy."
"I'll never understand you Shannon. You have a great husband and he adores you. Why do you do this to him?"
"Because he is lousy in bed Hal. I love him to death, but he is just piss poor in the sack. My marriage is great. My being a slut doesn't hurt it."
"What if he ever finds out?"
"If he does nothing will change; he loves me."
"That could change in a heartbeat Shannon. No one loves their mate so much that they could excuse the wholesale type of fucking that you do. Most men wouldn't put up with just one, let alone crowds."
"Bullshit Hal. As much as you love Karen are you trying to tell me that you would toss her out on her ass if she was cheating on you?"
"Karen would never do something like that Shannon. Our marriage is too strong and it is based on mutual love and trust. Karen would never betray me."
"A lot you know."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I mean you are a chump Hal. You have been passing up a piece of me for fifteen years now because you are afraid that you might spoil your perfect marriage to Little Miss Perfect Karen who has been fucking around on you for those same fifteen years."
"You don't know what you are saying. Karen would never, ever do that to me."
"Oh no? Today is your anniversary, right? A holy day as far as you are concerned? Well I've got news for you buster. While you are sitting here with your head full of moonlight and roses Karen is at home with her pussy full of Billy Neubert or Harry Short or both. You haven't known, but it has been going on and as far as you're concerned you have the perfect marriage. So now that you do know are you going to throw her out? No, no you won't Hal and you know why? Because you love her."
I sat there stunned at the vicious lies she was throwing at me.
"Don't believe me? Karen was fucking the two of them right up to the day of your wedding and she has kept on fucking them off and on since you got back from your honeymoon. Go look Hal. Go on home and take a good look and then come on back and tell me I'm wrong. Go on Hal, go look, or are you afraid to? Go on, prove me wrong, and then come on back and call me a lying bitch. Do it Hal. Do it just to prove me wrong."
Mad and upset at her I jumped up and said, "Okay, damn you, I will and when I do I want you to stay the fuck away from me from now on."
I stormed out of the cafeteria, found my boss and told him I had a small emergency to take care of and that I would be back shortly.
I almost ran off the road and hit a fire hydrant when I turned onto my street. Coming out my front door was Harry Short. He walked down the drive, got in his car and drove off. There had to be a reasonable explanation I thought as I pulled up in front of the house and I was sure that there was a reasonable explanation for Billy Neubert's red Ford pick up being parked in my drive. I let myself in the front door and then closed it gently behind me and then went looking for Karen. I only had to take six steps to know where she was. Those six steps to me to the upstairs stairway and as my foot fell on the first step I knew that everything Shannon had told me was true.
"Oh God Billy, like that lover, just like that. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard."
My heart did flip-flops and I turned and left the house. Driving back to work the only thing I could think about was what Shannon had said about what her husband would do if he ever found out about her.
"Nothing will change, he loves me."
*
The setting was perfect. The lights were low; the candles on our table spread out a warm, romantic glow. The meal had been perfect, the wine superb and I told the waiter that we were ready for dessert. Minutes later he approached with a silver tray and set it down on the table in front of her. It surprised her and her eyes lit up and her hand flew to her throat.
"Oh Hal, it is just so beautiful. Put it on me, please?"
I stood up and picked up the necklace from the tray. I moved behind her and draped the necklace around her neck. Thoughts of what I'd heard that afternoon made my fingers tremble as they touched her neck and I forced myself to get them under control and I managed to get the clasp fastened.
"Oh Hal. This is such a surprise baby. I love it; it is absolutely beautiful."
"I have one more surprise for you tonight."
"What, baby?"
"I have a room here in the hotel. How about it Shannon? Still want a piece of your brother in law?"
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It took a second to register, but when it did he reacted quickly. Rolling down the partition he instructed the driver to pull over to the curb. As the limo pulled over he turned to the short, balding man sitting next to him.
"I've found my female lead. See the redhead coming down the walk toward us? Find out everything about her that you can. She's the one. I knew it as soon as I saw her that she is the one."
"Why her?"
"Because as soon as I saw her a voice in my head said, "That one!" You know that I never ignore that voice. The last time I didn't listen to it I ended up in prison. You're wasting time; get out, follow her and find out everything that you can and report back to me as soon as possible."
It was twenty-four hours later when the short man gave his report. "Her name is Mary Jane Parker. She is twenty-seven, married and is an out of work model and an aspiring actress."
"She wants to be an actress does she? Perfect, just perfect. I'll just have to see how bad she really wants to see her name in lights. What about the husband?"
"Peter Parker, a freelance photographer for The Daily Bugle."
"Freelance? That's French for he can't hold a job. Obviously a man of no consequence. It should be fairly easy for me to make his wife my bitch."
Kraven The Hunter smiled his predatory smile as he envisioned the luscious redhead spread naked before him.
"What do you mean, "pardoned?" How can they justify pardoning a hardened criminal?"
"That isn't your concern Parker. All you need to know is that he is out of prison and that I want pictures of him. He is news; news sells papers and in case you have forgotten, selling newspapers is what I do. Now get out of here and get me pictures."
As Peter Parker left the office a silver haired black man who had been sitting in a corner of the room said, "Why do you always antagonize that boy Jonah? He's a good kid and he gets you some great photos for the paper."
J. Jonah Jameson took the cigar out of his mouth and looked at the black man, "Think about it Robby. Give it thirty seconds and see if it comes to you."
Thirty seconds later Robby shook his head no. Jameson said, "I hack on him all the time every time he comes around and as a result he never comes here unless I call him in to give him an assignment. So, in a way, I control his comings and goings at The Bugle, right?"
"Yeah, but why is that important?"
"Think, Robby, think! If he stays away unless I call him he is less likely to find out that we are fucking his wife. You do want to keep sinking your black cock into her soft white body, don't you?"
"Hell yes I do."
"I know you do and so do I. By the way, she will be here at five-thirty. You have condoms?"
"In my desk drawer. I still don't think it's fair that you get to ride her bareback, but that I have to use rubbers."
"It isn't fair Robby, but it is necessary. If I knock her up as long as the kid doesn't come out with a brush cut and smoking a cigar we are all right. You knock her up and there would be hell to pay."
Peter Parker, also known as Spider-Man (although only to his wife), left The Daily Bugle Building with his hands in his pockets and a scowl on his face. One of these days, he thought, I'm going to shove that damn cigar so far down Jameson's throat that his ass will blow smoke rings when he farts. Just then his Spider Sense sent a tingle through his body and he looked up to see a limo driving by. The limo had smoked windows so he couldn't see inside, but the Spidey Sense told him it was Kraven The Hunter.
Peter still had a hard time believing that they had let Kraven out of prison, but out he was and Jameson wanted pictures. He flagged down a cab and when he got in he told the driver to, "Follow that limousine." The driver, acting like he heard that all the time, pulled out into traffic and tagged along behind the car Peter had pointed out.
Mary Jane looked at her watch as she entered the Bugle Building, five-twenty, right on time. She had been looking forward to this all day. She hoped that Robby and Jonah had been taking vitamins. She smiled to herself as she thought about how she was going to wring them dry. It was a win/win situation for her. They thought she was bribing them to give Peter work and so they did keep him in assignments, which kept him out of her hair, but the real reason she was spreading her legs for them was that she was a cock hungry slut. They were just two more names on the long list of lovers that she needed just to keep her satisfied.
As she rode the elevator on the way up to Jameson's office she thought, and not for the first time, about that stupid fucking radioactive spider that had bitten Peter. Why in the hell couldn't that bite have done something for Peter's pee-pee. She giggled at that, it was so small that she couldn't even call it a dick. What good was it having all that strength and endurance if all you could bring to the bedroom was a three inch pee-pee no bigger around than a cocktail sausage. God what a mess she thought; I love Peter and my Peter can't give me any peter. Well, I'll just have to do my best to keep him happy and try to make sure that he never finds out just how big a slut his teeny tiny pee-pee has made me.
Her pussy was already tingling in anticipation as she walked off the elevator and headed for Jameson's office.
"Mary Jane, how good of you to come and my don't you look nice today."
"Cut the crap Jameson, we all know why I'm here and it isn't to be sociable. You gave Peter four assignments last week so I'm here to fulfill my part of the bargain. You want me on the desk, or bending over and leaning on it?"
"Neither, you big titted, redheaded slut. I want you on your knees sucking my cock."
"Are you going to be a gentleman and take it out for me, or make me risk breaking a nail trying to pull down your zipper?"
Jameson answered her by pulling his zipper down and taking out his cock. Not massive by any means, but it was still more than twice the size of Petey's and her mouth started watering as she leaned forward to take it into her mouth. She took his ball bag in her hands and caressed them as her tongue swirled around Jonah's cockhead and then with one slow, prolonged movement she swallowed his cock all the way to the base. Breathing through her nose she let her throat muscles work on Jonah's cock and then she slowly pulled back drawing a groan out of Jameson as she did so. After that it only took her sixty seconds of lip-clamped head bobbing to bring him off and she finished the job by sucking down every last drop of his fluid.
She stood up and turned to face Robby. "It's your turn now baby. Is that old Hershey stick ready for me?"
"Since an hour before you got here. I haven't thought of anything but your pussy all day."
"How sweet of you to say that. On the desk or over it?"
"Over it. Spread your legs wide MJ; I want you from behind."
Mary Jane lifted her skirt, stepped out of her panties and then she leaned forward over the desk and spread her legs as wide as she could. Robby moved behind her and started sliding his hard cock into her hot snatch.
"Jesus, are you ever wet" Robby said.
And she was. She needed this fuck and had been looking forward to it all day so most of the juices were her own natural secretions. Most but not all. There had been the paperboy that morning when he had come to collect and she had paid him the way she always had - with a hot piece of ass - but Robby didn't need to know any of that. She did think it would be fun to wind Robby's watch so she said, "I know sweetie. Peter fucked me really good at lunch today and you are stroking into sloppy seconds. You don't mind, do you?"
Robby was buried to the hilt in MJ's hot pussy and he couldn't have cared less who was there before him; the only thing that counted was that he was there now. It could have been sloppy tenths and he still would have crawled over broken glass to sink his cock into her. There were times when Robby hated and despised J. Jonah Jameson, but never when he was fucking Mary Jane Parker. If it hadn't been for the way Jonah had played the red-haired beauty he would never have gotten the chance. Just once though, just once, he wished he could do her without a condom.
Mary Jane moaned as he bottomed out in her and he felt her pushing her ass back at him and he grabbed her hips and started fucking her long and hard which was what she seemed to like. Jameson came over and stuck his limp cock in the sexy redhead's face and she opened her mouth, took it in and started sucking him off. For the next hour the two men took turns on Peter Parker's wife as she had several orgasms. She still wanted more cock and both Jonah and Robby wanted to give her more, but a look at the wall clock told MJ that she needed to head for home.
As she was leaving Jameson said, "Friday? Same time?"
"You know the deal Jameson. Four assignments gets you twice a week, once for every two assignments."
"One of these weeks Toots, I'm going to give him fourteen assignments and you will have to see me every day."
"Be careful Jameson. Let me at your cock for a week straight and I'll probably fuck you into a grave."
The limo stopped at a mid-town building that seemed to be under renovation and Kraven got out and went inside. Peter got out of the cab and paid off the cabbie and told him not to wait. When he decide to go home he would web-swing it and save on cab fare. He took a couple shots of Kraven walking into the building and talking to the workers. He noticed several large barred cages lined up against one wall and wondered what they might be used for. Nothing good if he knew Kraven and he was sure he did.
The Governor might have pardoned Kraven for his crimes against society, but Peter's Spidey Sense was never wrong and he felt the tingle running all the way down his spine. The man was up to no good and Spider-Man knew it. He glanced at his watch - time to get home to Mary Jane. Kraven had only been out of jail three days and that probably meant that he hadn't had time to set up much in the way of a plan so there was no sense sticking with him any more that day. I'll pick up his trail tomorrow. Peter ducked behind a dumpster in an alley and when he came out from behind it he was ready to web-swing on home.
Three blocks is as far as he got before looking down to see a man snatch an old lady's purse and run with it. Spidey pointed his wrist at the fleeing man and a sound like 'Thwip' echoed among the tall buildings and the miscreant fell to the pavement with his feet wrapped in webbing. Spidey swung down and took the purse out of the thief's hands saying, "Sorry Pal, but there isn't much I hate more than seeing a man carrying a purse. It just isn't manly."
The old lady came puffing up and Spidey handed her the purse and as he swung away from the scene he heard the crook howling as the old lady beat on him with her umbrella.
"Hey MJ, I'm home."
"In the bedroom Petey."
Peter walked into the bedroom and found his wife lying nude on the bed, legs spread wide and finger fucking herself. "I've been waiting for you Tiger. I'm hot, wet and horny and I need your help here baby. Come on Tiger, eat my hot pussy."
As Peter undressed she smiled as she thought how glad she was that her husband was so gullible. He never doubted her when she told him that the wetness he sucked out of her were her natural juices. That was the only good thing that came out of his coming to their marriage bed a virgin. He had no experience, no way of knowing that her juiciness was not her natural secretions, but the cum deposits of her many lovers. Mary Jane was of mixed emotions on Peter's lack of experience. True, it gave her plenty of room to do the things she needed to do to gain sexual release, but it also allowed her to pull some pretty nasty tricks on him, like having him suck other men's cum out of her and that bothered her.
She loved Peter, she really did, but would she have married him had she known about his little wee-wee? She had to doubt it. She hadn't been a total slut going into her wedding night, but she had sampled a good half dozen or so cocks and she had already determined that size did indeed matter. Oh well, he didn't have much between his legs, but as a pussy eater he had no equal. As her husband buried his face in her cum loaded cunt she tried to remember just how many loads she had in her. The paperboy had cum in her twice that morning and Jameson had cum in her three - no, it was four times - and Robby had fucked her three times, but he didn't count because he was wearing a rubber, so she did have a pretty good puddle in her for Petey to lap up.
Poor Robby. He wanted to do her bareback so bad that he had offered her a thousand dollars. Damn. If she just had more faith and trust in her birth control pill and her diaphragm she'd take him up on it. Then again, if she didn't come up with a modeling assignment, a part in a TV show, play or movie pretty soon she just might have to chance it. Maybe her ass. She wondered if Robby would give her the grand if she let him cum in her butt. So far it was untapped territory. Well, Peter butt fucked her, but with his little cocktail weenie it was the same as being virgin ground. She would have to sound Robby out on that.
Peter was working his usual magic with his mouth and she felt her climax rushing in on her. She shook and a small contraction squeezed a blob of Jameson's cum out of her and into Peter's mouth and Mary Jane smiled as Peter swallowed it down.
For his part Peter loved hearing Mary Jane scream when he went down on her, but he wished that the spider bite that had changed his life hadn't made him such a sex maniac. He had to make love to Mary Jane once or twice a week to release his sexual frustrations and it had an effect on the quality of their love making. He remembered how tight her pussy had been on their wedding night and he wished he could feel it again, but Mary Jane had pointed out that the more sex they had the looser she would be.
"You might want me to tighten up Tiger, but I don't think I can ever leave you alone long enough for that to happen. I need my sex baby, so you better get used to making love to me at least once a week."
Peter wondered if maybe there might be a pill that worked just the opposite of Viagra. If he could just stop being a sex fiend and needing sex once or twice a week and back off to maybe just twice a month Mary Jane would have time to tighten back up.
Mary Jane was just coming off of her eighth or ninth orgasm of the day and she felt exhausted.
"I'm beat from pounding the pavement all day looking for work Tiger. If you are going to make love to me better hurry up. That super orgasm you just gave me took a lot out of me and I don't want to fall asleep on you."
Peter mounted her and as was usually the case she didn't even know he was in her, but he was humping so she made the requisite noises and moans and moved her body around in simulated passion while she thought about which of her many lovers she would see the next day.
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I really didn't have anyone to blame but myself. I could have stopped it in the early stages, but I let it go on because it just didn't matter to me. I had no idea that it would go as far as it did.
Camryn and I met in college, dated for a while and then moved on to other relationships. A year later we were at the same party, got to talking and started dating again. We went steady for about a year and then broke up again. It wasn't a bitter break up, just one of those 'not ready for anything permanent' break ups. The year after graduation we met at another party and started dating again and that time it went from dating to going steady to getting engaged. One year later we were married.
We were a good fit for each other and the marriage was a happy one for the first five years. Both of us were career oriented and we had decided early on that we didn't want children. I took the precaution of having a vasectomy so we wouldn't have to mess with condoms, birth control pills, diaphragms and the like. I never told my parents about that decision though because they had their hearts set on a herd of grandchildren. My father especially, he wanted a grandson to carry on the family name. I didn't worry about that because I had two brothers who could see to it the line was carried on.
Camryn and I worked hard on making it in our respective fields and both of us made progress and began moving up. The promotions came along with raises and bonuses and like most couples in this day and age as our income increased our life style changed. Our little two bedroom was sold and we moved into a four bedroom which was in turn sold so we could move into a bigger four bedroom with a swimming pool and a tennis court. We joined a country club, bought matching BMWs, moved in a smarter set and in general enjoyed our success.
Our success did not set well with my parents. One day my father said to me, "You are doing well enough. Camryn doesn't need to be working. It is high time she get around to starting a family."
I lied to him of course, "Dad, were trying. Camryn will quit work as soon as she gets pregnant, but until then she sees no need to give up her career. We are doing every thing we can. We are watching her cycles, plotting out her most fertile times and we have even tried some fertility drugs. But until the rabbit dies she is going to keep on working."
Camryn threw a birthday party for me and my two brothers were there. The three of us found ourselves out on the patio alone at one point and Harry asked Bob and me if we were getting the same pressure from dad that he was to produce an heir. I laughed, "He's on me at least once a week. I tell him that Camryn and I are trying hard, but the truth is, we don't want kids."
"Neither do Laura and I" said Bob.
"Ain't that a bitch" said Harry, "Nancy and I want kids, but it doesn't seem to matter what we do it just isn't happening."
I shrugged and said, "You are still young bro, there's plenty of time yet."
"Tell that to mom and dad."
Then the economy went sour and for six months both Camryn and I worked even harder at our jobs. We could both see the hand writing on the wall and we knew if the economy didn't get better there would be some down sizing and some personnel cut-backs as our company's retrenched and we wanted to survive the cut. We both had the old fashioned belief that hard work would be noticed and rewarded when times got tough. NOT! Camryn's company went through a down sizing and she was let go. What really steamed her was that the company kept two women who did little else except spread their legs for management. Camryn did get a pretty nice severance package and she wasn't real worried because she knew that she could find something else and she was right. She got a ton of job offers, but all at a salary fifty- percent lower than what she had been making. Eventually she had to take one of those offers and that is about when things began to go bad.
We had lived on what we made and what the two of us had made together was what had enabled us to live such a great life style. With Camryn no longer making as much some things had to change. First to go were the matching Beemers. They were replaced by a Honda Accord and a Buick. We had to stop giving parties, which meant that we had to cut down on going to them since we could not reciprocate. The country club membership was not renewed when the dues became due and I started packing a small lunch in my briefcase and I cut way back on going out to lunch with the guys I worked with.
I didn't find out until way later about the day that tipped everything over. I was in my den and had been looking through the Yellow Pages trying to find some railroad ties for some landscaping I wanted to do behind the house. I found what I was looking for, called them and got some information and then went out back to make some measurements.
While I was gone Camryn came into the den looking for me and saw the open book. She glanced at it and saw not the page that said, Railroad Equipment and Railroad Ties, but the page opposite that said "Real Estate." Camryn left the room thinking I was getting a line on a realtor preparatory to putting the house up for sale and she was determined that she would never let that happen.
Camryn started putting in longer hours at work. She worked late several times each week, worked on occasional Saturdays and once she even went in on a Sunday. The one thing she didn't do was talk to me about selling the house.
Two months went by and then one day my mom called me at work. "I just had to call and congratulate you. I'm just so happy for you and Camryn and I know that your father will overjoyed when I finally get a hold of him and tell him."
"Slow down mom, you are getting ahead of me here. What are you talking about?"
"Why about Camryn getting pregnant, what else?"
What else indeed I thought. I tried reaching Camryn at her office, but the receptionist said that she wasn't back from lunch yet. Three-thirty and not back from lunch? Must be nice. Oh well, it would wait until I got home.
Camryn was standing by the wet bar building herself a drink when I got home. "Make one for me too honey and then come over here and tell me all about what you and my mother talked about that has her all excited."
Camryn took a long pull on her drink and I could tell she was not looking forward to the coming conversation. She refreshed her drink, made me one and then came over and sat down opposite me.
"If you have talked to your mother then you already know that I am pregnant."
"Do you want to shower or freshen up your make up before I alert the media?"
"Alert the media? What are you talking about?"
Well Camryn, we both know that I'm not functionally capable of making you pregnant so we need to let everyone know about the long awaited Second Coming."
"Don't be facetious. You know full well what my being pregnant means."
"Who is the lucky daddy?"
"I don't know."
"You don't know? That sounds suspiciously like there has been more than one lover in your life."
"There have been several and they weren't lovers. All they were, at least to me, were sperm donors and there were several because I didn't want to know who the father was."
"That sounds like you set out to get yourself pregnant."
"I did."
"If you felt the need to have children why didn't you come to me? They can reverse vasectomies these days."
"I didn't have time."
"Camryn, will you please just tell me what the hell is going on and get it over with. Don't make me drag it out of you a little at a time."
"Your mother had Laura, Nancy and me over for lunch about three months ago. She made the announcement that she and your father had decided that there wasn't sufficient motivation for us to start producing grandchildren so they decided to stir up some competition. She said they would give whoever produced the first grandchild two hundred and fifty thousand dollars and they would make it five hundred thousand if it were a grandson.
"I don't know how Laura and Nancy took the news, but my attitude was 'who cares' until the day I came home and saw that you were looking for a realtor to sell the house. I will not lose this house. I had to give up a lot when I lost my job, but I will not lose my house!"
"I've never looked for a realtor. We aren't even close to having to sell the house."
"But I saw it. I saw that you had the Yellow Pages open to Realtors."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"I went into your den looking for you and I saw the Yellow Pages on your desk. It was opened to the section on real estate."
"I don't have a clue as to what you are talking about Camryn. This house is not for sale and I've never even thought about selling it."
Her face went pale and I asked again, "Why didn't you come to me and talk it over?"
"I didn't have time. I was in a race against Laura and Nancy; I couldn't afford to take the time it would have taken to get your vasectomy reversed."
"What the hell happened to the logical mind that you used to have? Did you not take the time to think it all the way through? What did you think would happen when I found out? All you did Camryn, was guarantee that the house would be sold."
"No baby, no. I've got it all worked out. We take the two hundred fifty thousand and pay the mortgage down and then we refinance. We'll be okay."
"No Camryn, we won't be okay. This is a community property state. The house will have to be sold and the profit from the sale will be split between us in the divorce."
"Divorce? What divorce?"
"Oh come on Camryn. You can't seriously think that I'm going to stay married to you after this? You cheated on me. You fucked other men and got yourself knocked up by one of them. You are a whore Camryn and I'm not having anything to do with a whore. This marriage is over Camryn, it's toast!"
"No baby, no. I did it for us Davy; I did it for you and me. You can't leave me Davy, you just can't."
She was right, but I didn't know it at the time. And then it was more of an I wasn't allowed to leave her than I couldn't leave her. It wasn't an hour after Camryn ran crying up the stairs to the bedroom that my mom and dad showed up. My mother came rushing in the door, "Where is she? Where is my little Madonna?"
I pointed to the stairs and said, "She's in the bedroom, but th...."and before I could finish she was running up the stairs. My father watched her go and then he said, "Thank God Davy. I think you may have saved your mother's sanity. Come on, fix your old man a drink and let's toast the new baby."
"What do you mean I may have saved her sanity?"
"You know, I've been on you boys pretty hard to get a bun in the oven and I won't lie and try and pretend that I don't care about a grandson to continue the family name, but the fact of the matter is that we needed a grandchild - either sex - for your mother's well being. I don't know what it is in women, and it may not be in all women, but in a woman like your mother there is something about children, grandchildren, and maybe even great grandchildren that just can't be denied.
"She has been so upset these last few years over not having any that I've had to take her in for psychiatric help. First Harry and Nancy find out that Harry's sperm count is so low that he can never have children and then Bob and Laura just flat out told her they did not want children and never were going to have any. You were the last hope and when Camryn never got pregnant something let go in your mother. She hasn't been the same these last few months. When Camryn called today to give her the news it was like seeing your mother come back from the dead. You can't even begin to know how happy you have made her and, it goes without saying, me too. Well, here's to the newest member of the family" and he clinked my glass and downed his drink.
As I sipped mine I wondered just how in the hell I was going to get out of that pickle. I had an unfaithful whore of a wife whose bastard child was the only thing keeping my mother out of a mental hospital
Throwing Camryn out on her ear was suddenly out of the question. At least until some way could be found to end her pregnancy. Maybe induce a miscarriage or get an abortion. Camryn, not being stupid, was having none of it. She read the situation perfectly. As long as she had the baby I couldn't get rid of her without causing God only knew what problems for my mother. My dad wouldn't be a problem; he would just tell me to get rid of the worthless slut, but my mother? What would happen there? What made it worse was now that Camryn was pregnant my mother was around constantly and if she wasn't at the house she was on the telephone.
A day didn't go by that I didn't get a piece of advice on what I should be doing either to or for Camryn. While all this was going on I had pretty much severed my relationship with my wife. I moved all my stuff into one of the other bedrooms and I didn't speak to Camryn if I could help it. The exception to that of course was when any of my family were around and then I had to try and make it look as if everything was normal.
Camryn did not just lie down and accept it. She kept telling me that she loved me, that she didn't want to lose me and that she had done what she had done for us and to save us financially. But it didn't matter how much she begged me to forgive her I wouldn't. It might have been possible if she had taken a lover in a weak moment and I had found out, but that wasn't the case here. In one of the few times we talked before I shut myself off from her she admitted that all of her late nights working and the weekends she said she was working were when she met the men she fucked. She admitted to having had sex with seventeen different men on backseats and in motels in her quest to get herself knocked up.
"But I stopped as soon as I found out I was pregnant."
As if that fucking mattered.
One of the things that pregnancy caused in Camryn is that as her pregnancy progressed she became more and more horny and the hornier she got the more she tried to entice me back into our bed. She would greet me when I got home from work wearing nothing but heels and thigh high nylons. She would leave the bedroom door open and finger fuck herself or use one of her dildos on herself and hope that her sounds of arousal would draw me in. I won't say that I wasn't tempted a time or two, but that was just hormones and I was able to fight them off. Finally one day Camryn told me that if I wasn't going to take care of her she was going to go out and find some one who would.
"Good. With any luck you'll find someone who will do something totally stupid and cause you to lose the kid and then I can get on with the divorce."
"God damn you Dave; why can't you get it through your thick head that I love you and that I'm still your wife?"
"The question Camryn, is why can't you get it through yours that seventeen men and a bastard child ended it for us?"
If she did go out and get dicked I never knew about, but even if I would have I wouldn't have given a shit.
The day finally came and Camryn was delivered of a nine-pound baby boy, apparently healthy and with a full compliment of fingers and toes. Camryn named him Bradley after my father and the baby immediately captured the hearts of grandma and grandpa and was started on a life of being spoiled on the day he came home from the hospital.
My parents were constantly underfoot so I was forced into behaving like Bradley's adoring father, which I was anything but. Bradley was the constant daily reminder of Camryn's infidelity and I tried to keep some distance from him, but it was hard to do with mom and dad around all the time.
Then the day came when Camryn's doctor cleared her to begin having sex again. She came home and told me and then stood there expectantly waiting for me to say something, but all I did was turn and walk away. I went into the den and started going through some papers that I had brought home from work. Camryn followed me into the room and stood there watching me for a bit before starting to talk.
"You are my husband Dave, and I love you whether you accept that or not. I fucked up. I admit it. I fucked up and I let fear and greed lead me into doing something that I shouldn't have and I'm sorry as hell. But I can't undo it Dave. And I'm locked in. I care for your parents as much as you do and I'm stuck with this situation until either I die or your mother does. But I'm not made of stone Dave and I'm not going to become a nun. I love you and I want you in my bed with me honey, but if you are going to keep your back turned on me I will end up sharing it with some one else."
"Well you certainly know how to do it Camryn. You have had plenty of practice. There are seventeen men out there who can testify to that."
"Okay Dave, at least I tried."
It was a week before she brought the first one home with her. She left the bedroom door open so I would have to see what was going on when I passed the room to go to mine. Once again she misread me if she thought I was going to quietly put up with it. I walked into the room while the asshole was in mid-stroke and said, "I am not going to put up with any shit Camryn. Anytime you leave that door open from now on I will come in her and stomp the asshole you are with into jelly." Then I pointed at the guy with his dick in her and said, "Get off the whore and follow me over to the door and close it behind me when I leave." And then I turned and walked out of the room. Thirty seconds later the door closed and two minutes later the guy came out of the room and headed down the stairs.
Five minutes later Camryn came down to my room. "Was that necessary?"
"Yes it was. You have made the decision to co-exist with me in this house. It will only work as long as we tread lightly around each other. You left that door open to tweak my nose and you got what you deserved. I don't give a rats ass over what you do in that room, but you had best do it with the door closed."
After that first one there were a couple a week from then on. The bedroom door stayed closed, but I could still hear what was going on all over the house. I did my best to avoid Camryn and her friends, but it wasn't always possible. Sooner or later she was bound to bring some asshole home with her and sure enough one day she did.
I was coming out of my den as they were coming in the front door and he looked at me and said, "Who the fuck are you?"
He never saw it coming and I looked down at him stretched out on the floor and said, "I her husband you fucking asshole and this is my house. When you are in my house you speak to me with a civil tongue, do you understand?"
Then I stood there and glared at him until he said, "Okay, okay man, I'm sorry."
Camryn didn't get laid that night because he didn't stick around after he got up. Camryn stood there looking at me. "So, is this a sign? A thaw in our rather cold relationship? The male fighting for his mate?"
"Not hardly. Just remember that this is my house too. I won't put up with shit like that in my own home. You had best make sure that the trash you bring home with you know the rules before you bring them in the door. Rule One is don't fuck with Dave and Rule Two is memorize rule one."
A year passed and while things didn't get any better they never got any worse. But even though I didn't notice them noticing other people saw that things were not right between Camryn and me. I was at my parent's house for my dad's birthday and I'd managed to get myself half in the bag. When my dad asked me to join him in his study I should have found an excuse not to go if for no other reason than I'd been drinking too much and I know that my mouth runs away on me when I'm like that.
He cut right to the chase.



"What's wrong with you and Camryn?"
"Nothing."
"Bullshit! It has been obvious to everyone that there is something very wrong there."
"No dad, everything is cool."
"Dave, not talking about it does not make it go away. Not talking about it doesn't help fix it."
"It is beyond fixing."
"Nothing is so bad that it can't be helped."
"Oh yeah?" And then the whole story came pouring out of me - all of it, every stinking little thing - and then I said, "So dad, you tell me, how do we fix that?"
He stared at me for several moments and then said, "I don't know. Let's look at it and see what we have. Camryn panicked when she thought that all you had worked for was going to be lost. She panicked and did something that she thought would save everything. Right so far?
"Yes, I guess so."
"Okay, I don't condone what she did, but I can understand it and at least she did it right."
"What?"
"She did it right. What she did was stupid, but she was right to make sure that she could never know who the father was. So anyway, she did what she did, got herself pregnant and then called your mother. Your mother called you and that was the first you knew of it. Right so far?"
"Yeah."
"You went home, found out what the deal was and were all set to throw her out on the street and then your mother and I showed up. I told you the sad tale about your mother and all of a sudden you decided that you were stuck with Camryn and the baby because of your mother."
"That's it."
"It doesn't matter to you that Camryn obviously loves you? Everyone can see it; it is as plain as the nose on your face."
"If she loved me she wouldn't have done what she did."
"Bullshit Dave. Did you never consider the fact that she sacrificed a piece of herself for you? She set out to save her home Dave. She knew when she got pregnant that you would know what she had done. There was no way she could hide it from you or convince you that you were the father, but she did it so that her home would be safe. You are part of the home she tried to make safe. Granted that there might have been other, better ways of doing it. Everyone sooner or later makes a stupid mistake for what they think are good reason. Camryn made a whopper, but it doesn't mean that she doesn't love you, if anything it shows how much she loved you. People make mistakes all the time Dave and people are forgiven for making those mistakes.
"I seem to remember a stolen car and a drunken joy ride somewhere in your past, but you were forgiven. You could have just as easily gone to prison for ten years, but you didn't because the man whose car you stole looked at you and saw a good kid who had stupidly fucked up and he let it slide.
"If she loved me dad, she wouldn't be doing what she is doing now."
"Don't be stupid Dave. What she is doing now is what you have consigned her to by ignoring her. She is your wife, she loves you, but she is human and has certain basic needs which you have absolutely refused to meet. What is she supposed to do, lock herself in a room and wait for your mother to die so she can get on with her life? By your own admission she has tried to get you to fill those needs and you turn your back on her. And what about Bradley?"
"What do you mean?"
"Anyone who is or has been a parent can look at the two of you and see that something isn't right."
"He's not mine dad."
"Maybe not in the physical sense, but he is yours. You accepted him as yours the day you made the decision to keep Camryn and the baby for the good of your mother. You accepted him into your home, you allowed your name to be put on his birth certificate. You said, "Okay Bradley, you are my kid now so get out there and keep your grandmother happy. By doing that Dave, you took him to raise. He didn't ask to be part of this mess. He didn't have any choice in the matter, but he is here now and he deserves better than he is getting. Accept him Dave. He is doing a lot for your family; do something for him in return. Think about it Dave, think about it hard.
"Come along, we need to get back to the party."
The two of them were surprised to see me standing there when they came in the front door. To be honest I was a little surprised at being there myself. Camryn had an "Oh shit!" look on her face and I'm sure that she was expecting some sort of confrontation. Well, that is what is was, but not the kind she was expecting.
"Hi, I'm Dave" I said as I stuck out my hand. Warily he took it, we shook and then I said, "I'm the husband and I've decided to do my own work tonight and not subcontract it out so she won't be needing you." I opened the door and said, "Thanks for coming by."
He looked from me to Camryn and she shrugged and said, "Sorry. His house, his wife."
He looked back at me, shrugged his shoulders and turned and left. As the door closed behind him Camryn looked at me, "Okay, now what?"
"Now we try to put it back together."
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Peter was out the door at the crack of dawn armed with his cameras. He hoped to get some good shots of Kraven to go with the ones he had taken the previous day. He headed for the building where he had left Kraven the night before. He intended to find out what Kraven's interest in the place was.
There were two men sitting at a table just inside the door, sipping coffee and going over blueprints. He identified himself as a reporter/photographer for the Daily Bugle, gave them a song and dance about how the paper was going to do a series on new construction and renovations in the downtown and then asked them what the place they were working on was going to be.
"It is going to be some kind of weird exotic restaurant with wild animals in cages scattered around the room."
Peter looked at the man in disbelief, "You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am. Look right here on the print" and he pointed to a spot.
Peter looked and sure enough it showed where the crocodile cage was to be placed. He noticed cage locations for other animals - lions and tigers and bears - "Oh my" he said, "Has anybody thought about the natural stink of these animals and what the will do to the patron's appetite? Imagine sitting at a table next to the lion cage just getting ready to dig into a steak when the lion decides to take a dump."
"Hey mac, not my problem. I just get paid to do the construction."
"Thanks for the information" Peter said as he got ready to leave.
"Hey mac, don't you want my picture? You know, for the story?"
"Yeah, sure" Peter said and he wasted an exposure taking the guys picture.
The building maintenance man was lying on his back looking up at the sink that Mary Jane had said was leaking. He wasn't surprised when he felt his zipper being pulled down. Three or four times a week Mary Jane called him to come to her apartment and work on something although it was usually Mary Jane who did all the work. Like now for instance. Her left hand was on the countertop bracing herself as she squatted over him and used her right hand to guide his erection into her cunt.
He just laid they and enjoyed it as she worked herself up and down on his shaft. Sweet Jesus was she good and he hoped that she never moved out of the building. The phone rang and Mary Jane picked the cordless up off of the counter and answered it.
"Hello?"
"Oh hi honey."
"Nothing much, just getting my morning exercise. I'm doing squats right now. Have to keep my body nice and tight and attractive for you."
The pure sluttishness of talking to her husband while fucking Stan fired Mary Jane up and she began moving faster up and down the maintenance man's pole.
"Nothing baby, I always breathe hard when I exercise. I'm in the middle of a really hard work out right now.
"Maybe."
"I'll try, but I can't promise. If I get a call for an interview I won't be able to, but if no one calls I'll see you there."
"Not really baby, right now I'm really feeling the burn."
"Bye sweetie, I love you too."
"My husband wants me to have lunch with him Stan. Help me work up an appetite" she said as she slammed down on his hard cock.
Mary Jane was feeling good. And she was proud of herself. It had taken her less than two minutes to suck Stan's cock hard again for their second fuck of the morning. The second time was on her bed and with Stan on top and she wondered if he would have bruises on the backs of his legs where her heels had drummed against them. It only took her three minutes to get him up for the third romp. That one was doggie style. She loved taking a long, hard cock from the rear and she enjoyed the hell out of Stan. He was young, he was energetic and he had a large cock and she liked those qualities in a man.
He left and she started to get ready to make the rounds of the modeling agencies. She debated between douching or leaving Stan in her so Petey could suck him out. She did get a lot of wicked pleasure out of Petey's sucking her lover's leavings out of her before tickling her with his little stub, but she did have an agency she wanted to visit and if they had a casting couch she didn't want to jeopardize her chances by giving some one sloppy seconds.
She got up and headed for the bathroom just as the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Ms. Parker?"
"This is she."
"Ms. Parker, I am Adam Zimmer and I am the talent coordinator for Safari Productions. My principal would like to talk with you about a part in a movie he is planning. Would you be free for lunch today?"
"Well, I did have some plans, but nothing that I can't reschedule."
"Good. Adolpho's at one?"
"Yes, I can be there."
"Excellent. Just give the hostess your name, she will know to expect you."
"Oh my God" Mary Jane thought as she hung up the phone, "A part in a movie. I wonder if it is a speaking part or just a walk on. Hell, I don't care. It is exposure and it could lead to something else. Oh oh, no lunch with Peter today. Petey, what to do about Petey. Let's see, business lunch so it should last an hour to an hour and a half, no casting couches in restaurants so even if I do have to put out to get the part it won't be today. No need to douche then so I can leave Stan inside me for Petey tonight."
She looked at her watch and saw that she needed to hurry if she was to look her best for the meeting.
"Is she coming?" Kraven asked.
"She said she would be there."
"How is work at the warehouse coming?"
"The sets are all made and painted. The camera equipment arrived this morning and the crew and supporting cast are already here and ready to go. All we need is our star."
"If things go right I'll have her this afternoon."
"You sure about this? Granted that her husband is only freelance, but he does have ties to the local media."
"It won't matter. If she is the fame hungry twit we think she is she will control him until we have what we want. After that? Who cares what he thinks or who he has ties to. But then again, maybe it would serve us better if she were a widow. Yes, I think that is the way to go. See to it."
"Yes sir."
Peter stood at the front gate of the prison and looked up at the high walls. It was an austere and imposing structure and one well suited for housing society's miscreants. Since he had called ahead the guards were expecting him and a half-hour later he was sitting in the warden's office.
"I know what you told me on the phone Mr. Parker, but just what is your interest in this case?"
"It's like I told you Warden Jones, I'm doing a piece on rehabilitation and I thought the situation involving Kraven The Hunter would be the perfect backdrop for the story. How does a criminal - a menace to society - come into a place like this and have his life turned around in just a few short years? How do you turn him into a man that the Governor himself sits fit to pardon and return to society."
Peter listened to the psycho-babble of the warden without learning what he had hoped to learn. He had hoped to learn something that would let him get ahead of Kraven on what ever Kraven was planning. Peter wanted to be ahead of the curve for a change, not reacting to what the criminal did as was usually the case. Peter left the prison with no more idea of what Kraven was up to than he'd had when he got up this morning.
Mary Jane recognized him as she approached the table. Kraven The Hunter. He was a big man and he had an aura of power around him. She took in the wide shoulders and big biceps and she felt a tingle in her loins. She wondered if he had a cock that matched the rest of him as far as size went. She almost came in her panties as she wondered what it would be like to fuck a man that her husband had sent to prison. She smiled as she thought that if she got the part she might just find out. It would be a kick to take home a load of cum from one of Petey's archenemies and have Petey suck it all out of her.
Kraven rose as she approached the table. "Ms. Parker, so nice of you to come on such short notice."
"The pleasure is all mine. I've heard so much about you."
"Not all of it good I'll wager."
"Does it have to be? All women like to see a touch of 'bad boy' in a man."
"Oh my dear Ms. Parker, I like you all ready. Well, I suppose Adam told you what this meeting is all about?"
"He did mention a part in a movie."
"A part in a movie? Oh no Ms. Parker, not just a part."
"Please call me Mary Jane."
"I want you for my leading lady Mary Jane."
Mary Jane had just kicked off a high heel and was getting ready to run her foot up Kraven's leg suddenly pulled it back. She had been prepared to fuck Kraven's brains out to get the part, but from the way he was talking he had already decided to give her much more than just a small part. No sense in letting him think she was an easy slut even though she was. Once she was sure of what was going on she would fuck him to death as a way of saying thank you.
It did leave her with one small problem though. Her interlude with Stan this morning had been nice, but she had expected to get another taste sometime during the day. Now she wished she and Stan had gone another time or three.
Kraven said, "I propose that we go to my office to talk about what I have in mind and to discuss contracts."
Mary Jane smiled at him and said, "Sounds like a plan."
Peter's jaw almost hit the sidewalk in disbelief as he saw Mary Jane come out of Adolpho's on the arm of Kraven. It explained why she hadn't answered the phone when he'd called her to tell her where to meet him for lunch, but what was she doing with Kraven? A limousine pulled up and Kraven helped Mary Jane get in and then he followed her and the limo pulled away from the curb. Peter looked around for a cab, but there wasn't a blob of yellow anywhere on the street. A quick look showed him a dark hallway. He didn't like to web swing during the day, but he had to know where Kraven was going with Mary Jane.
As the limousine moved down the Avenue of the America's Mary Jane's thoughts were on "The Red Carpet" and she was all ready hearing the commentary of Joan Rivers and her daughter Mellisa. She smiled inwardly as she saw herself accepting Oscars, Emmys, Golden Globes and the like and then she noticed people looking up and pointing and she asked Kraven if he knew what was going on.
Kraven pushed a button and the sunroof opened up and she and Kraven looked up and saw Spider-Man swing along and looking down at them.
"I knew it would happen sooner or later."
"Knew what would happen?"
"That the web-head would start harassing me."
"I'm sure you're mistaken."
"I don't think so. I've only been in town three days and there he is hovering over me."
"But this is his territory. People see him every day swinging over these streets."
"I don't mean to sound rude Mary Jane, but unlike you, I know him and I know what the wall crawler is doing. He was responsible for putting me in prison and my being out is like a personal affront to him. He will be doing his best to see me sent back."
A retort was on the tip of her tongue, but at the last second she beat down the loyalty to her husband that was going to make her speak. It wouldn't change Kraven's mind, but it could cost her her chance to be a star.
Peter stayed with the limo until it pulled up in front of the Hilton. Kraven got out of the car and looked up at him and then gave him the one-fingered salute. Then Kraven helped Mary Jane out of the limo and the two of them disappeared into the hotel. Peter was shut down. He could web-swing and wall crawl and get away with it, but he couldn't get away with looking in hotel windows, at least not during the day. He had no way of finding out what was going on between Mary Jane and Kraven inside the Hilton. Since he had seen them coming out of Adolpho's it didn't seem likely that they were going to be in the restaurant. That left only one possibility - Kraven was taking Mary Jane to his room!
As Kraven led Mary Jane into the elevator she asked, "Where are we going?"
"To my office."
"But this is a hotel."
"I have a suite of rooms, two of which are set up as offices. My staff uses one and I use the other."
This could be dangerous Mary Jane thought. I know I said I would hold off until later to spread for the man, but can I hold off if I'm in a hotel room with him? Do I want to? I know Petey saw us come in and he is probably outside right now furious that he can't know what Kraven is up to. Wouldn't it be deliciously wicked to fuck Kraven with Petey outside watching the building and then go home to him full of Kraven's juices? She glanced over at Kraven. From the bulge in his trousers it would seem that he wanted to put some pipe to her.
Kraven noticed the slut eyeing his package. He hadn't expected that he would be able to put her on her back so soon, but fucking her now or fucking her later didn't matter all that much as far as his plans for her went. She was a hot looking piece so maybe the sooner he started the more he could enjoy her before he had to end it. He would see how it went. Maybe he was misreading her; after all, she was a married woman.
The first thing that Mary Jane saw went they entered Kraven's suite was the king-sized bed. Kraven saw her notice the bed and he also noticed that she made no protest and that she didn't run screaming from the room. Kraven took her by the arm and led her through the connecting door that led into a fully furnished office. Was that a look of disappointment he saw in her eyes?
There was another connecting door in the opposite wall and it was open and she saw a man working at a desk. Kraven offered Mary Jane a seat in front of his desk and he left the door behind him open and Mary Jane wondered if it was deliberate. From where she was sitting she had a clear view of Kraven's bed. Could he be that devious? Even as she asked herself that question she knew that the answer was yes. She knew she was going to fuck Kraven sooner or later and Kraven knew he was going to fuck her. Al that was needed was for the two of them to communicate and Mary Jane knew that she could find a way to give him an opening. She just hadn't decided if she was going to give him the opening today.
"Well, lets get down to business, shall we? I have already decided that I want you for my lead, but you haven't yet decided that you want to be my star. You know nothing of the project and you may take one look at the script and then say "Sorry, not for me." We can save each other a lot of time with one question. How do you feel about partial nudity?"
"I can't honestly answer that question because I don't know your definition of 'partial.' Does it mean topless? Or maybe unclothed, but with strategically placed leaves and twigs? I need more information."
"There is one scene in the movie where you will be bathing in a river. It is basically a nude scene, but from the back only. We can put pasties or a partial body stocking on your front, but your backside would be completely uncovered. Could you do that?"
"If it was tastefully done, yes I could do that."
"Okay then, let's move on. Toward the middle of the picture there will be several scenes where your costume wouldn't be much more that a two piece bathing suit."
"No problem there. In my modeling career I have done hundreds of lingerie ads, a lot of them just bra and panties."
"This would not be the same. When you model it is static. You know, "Turn a little left, look up, hold it" the picture is taken and you move on to the next pose. In moving pictures it is different. You will be running around, bras will be slipping, your boobs will be swinging - you will be moving. What I'm asking is can you run around half naked in front of fifteen or twenty cast and crew members?"
"I don't see why not."
"Okay, we will check that out later. Here's what we are doing. You know of my wild life and environmental work that got me my pardon?"
"Yes, it was in the papers."
"I have found a wealthy backer and I'm going to parlay my love for wild animals into a feature film. I'm going to jump on the "remake" wagon and remake "Tarzan" from a current perspective. Same as the original premise - boy raised by apes - and then an expedition is formed to search out the fabled Ape Man. The expedition wanders into an area they were told to stay clear of and the end up between the two warring factions in the civil that was taking place in the Congo. You are the only survivor and you only survive because Tarzan saves you.
"Then he tries to get you back to civilization before you are killed by hunter/killer teams from the two factions so you can tell the world press about the massacre of the expedition. The sub plot is that both sides in the civil war are allowing poachers, for a fee, to hunt down and kill the wild animals that are so much a part of the African continent. The purpose of the film, in addition to its entertainment value is to alert the world to the slaughter of the animals in Africa."
"Who are you looking at for the role of Tarzan?"
"Brad Pitt has shown an interest and we are in negotiations."
"Brad Pitt?"
"Yes."
"Damn it to hell."
"What?"
"He and Jennifer Anniston have split and he's back on the market. He'll be my co-star, but I'm married. Ain't that just my luck."
"I take it you want the part?"
"Yes I do."
"Well, I'm a little embarrassed by this, but I need to satisfy myself on a point."
"What's that?"
Would you please strip down to your underwear?"
"What?"
"I want to see if you can run around scantily clad in front of an audience made up of crew and cast members. If you can't do it in front of us, I doubt that you could do it front of a crew."
"Us?"
"Yes, us. I'll call Adam and his associate in here. If you can do it you have the lead."
"Oh I can do it all right; if it is on the up and up."
"I'm hurt Mary Jane. Tsk, tsk, to think that you don't trust me."
He opened a briefcase and took out a sheaf of paper, signed the last page and handed it to her.
"It is your contract and I've already signed it. All you have to do is what I asked for, sign the contract and give it back to me. Although if you are as smart as I think you are I hope you will read it first."
Mary Jane took the contract, glanced at it and then put it in her purse. She stood up, "Get the audience in here."
Kraven picked up the phone and pushed a button. "Andy, get Joe and come into my office. Leave Mark to answer the phones and talk to any walk ins."
A minute later two men walked into the office. One was a short, balding man and the other was a tall well-built black man. By then Mary Jane was out of her blouse and was just stepping out of her skirt. She did a couple of slow turns in front of the men and then she took off her bra and thong and tossed them into the middle of Kraven's desk.
"What do you think boys" she asked as she tweaked her nipples, "Is this a good rack?" She tweaked her nipples with her fingers and said, "Maybe you would like to suck on them? Maybe tit fuck me?"
She gave the three men a dazzling smile and the she strutted into the bedroom and spread herself out on the king sized bed and waited to see what the three men would do.
Peter was driving himself crazy wondering what his wife was doing with Kraven. Seeing her come out of Adolpho's on Kraven's arm was a shock to his system, but nothing compared to the feelings he was having after seeing her go into a mid-town hotel with Kraven. How did she meet him? Why was she with him at all, let alone be in a hotel with him. She knew that he had been responsible for sending Kraven to prison and at the time she had even congratulated him on doing it. And now she was with him?
He went into the hotel and checked out the restaurant, the bar, and even the meeting rooms, but he didn't find either his wife or Kraven. He really didn't want to do it, but it was the only way he could think of to find out what was going on. He went to the front desk and showed his press pass to the desk clerk.



"I'm Peter Parker and I'm here to interview Kraven The Hunter for an article I'm doing for the Daily Bugle."
"Peter Parker? Aren't you the one who gets all those great photos of Spider-Man?"
"You really think they are great?"
"I sure do, and something else; I don't care what that asshole J. Jonah Jameson says, I think Spider-Man is a hero. Just the other day he stopped a thief who snatched my grandmother's purse."
"I'm sure Spidey would be happy to hear that."
She punched some keys and looked at her computer screen. "Mr. Kraven has a suite of rooms on the ninth floor. He is using room 914 as an office."
Peter thanked her and headed for the elevators.
Kraven approached the naked red-haired beauty spread out for him on his bed. As he undid his belt he said, "Why Mrs. Parker, what would your husband say?"
"Peter and I adhere to a modified Clinton policy."
"Modified Clinton policy? I don't believe that I've ever heard of that."
"Clinton's policy on gays in the military was "Don't ask, don't tell." I've modified that policy to fit situations like this. Peter is too dumb to ask, and I'm too smart to tell."
"Why are you doing this? You already have the part so there is no need to play the casting couch game."
"Oh but I do have to do it. I have to prove to you that I can be comfortable performing in front of a crew. It should be obvious by the time I get done with the four of you that I can handle being naked on the set."
"Four of us? There are only three. Joe, Andy and me."
"You mean one of you won't go and relieve Mark so he can share in the wealth?"
"Whatever you want Mary Jane, what ever your little heart desires" and Kraven let his trousers and boxers fall to the floor.
"Oooh" cried Mary Jane, "I do hope that is all you and not some movie special effects."
"If you think this is big, wait until you see Joe's."
"I'm glad you brought that up. Joe honey, my pussy is an equal opportunity receptacle, but if you want to fuck me you need to use a rubber. White babies I can blame on my husband, but even as dumb as my Peter is when it comes to sexual matters there just isn't any way I'd be able to convince him that he fathered a black one. If cumming in my soft, white body is something you just have to do you can do it in my mouth. I'll suck you off baby, and then I'll swallow every drop. That said, come on Kravey baby, bring me that big, beautiful log."
As the elevator headed up toward the ninth floor Peter began to worry about what he would say to MJ if he found her. He couldn't let her know that he was following her. And he knew what she would say if he said he was worried about her because she was with Kraven. She would get all pissed off at him.
"Honestly Peter, I'm a big girl now and I can take care of myself."
But she couldn't. There wasn't anyway that MJ could handle Kraven's brute strength.
Mary Jane could have argued that point with him because at the exact instant Peter had had that thought she was handling Kraven's brute strength very well. In fact, she had the big man breathing hard and working up a sweat as he pounded his large cock into her. Mary Jane had already had one orgasm and was pretty close to having her second when she felt something hot touch her cheek. She opened her eyes and saw Joe's cock inches from her mouth.
"Give it to me baby, I love chocolate" and she opened her mouth to accept the black man's cock as he scooted forward on his knees.
* * * * *
Next: "The Man Just Down The Hall."
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Peter checked out the room numbers as he walked down the hall. When he got to room 914 he wondered if the desk clerk had gotten it right. He knew that he was reasonably close to the right place because his Spider Sense was tingling enough to tell him that Kraven was close by and doing something that he shouldn't be. But room 914 didn't look like an office; it looked like the door to any other hotel room. He tried the door and was surprised when it opened under his hand.
He walked into a room that was obviously a hotel room converted to an office. It was the same as any other hotel room Peter had been in except where the bed should be there was a desk and a small table with four chairs. A young man was sitting behind the desk and he looked up as Peter came into the room.
"Yes sir? Can I help you?"
"I hope so. I'm Peter Parker and I'm with the Daily Bugle. I was wondering if Mr. Kraven could spare a minute or two of his time. We want to do a story on him."
"I'm not sure he can see you right now. He and our talent coordinator are busy plugging up a few holes that came up in relation to a movie Mr. Kraven is making. Why don't you take a seat and I'll go see if he can break free."
Peter took a seat on one of the chairs at the table and the young man got up and left the room.
Mary Jane had her lips locked around Joe's fat, black cock and her head was rocking back and forth on it. Kraven had pulled her legs up onto his shoulders and he was ramming her pussy with deep hard strokes. She was on her third or fourth orgasm - they were coming so close it was hard to tell - when Kraven hissed, "Here it comes Mrs. Parker, here it comes" and he erupted into her and splashed her insides with his manly essence.
He saw Andy standing next to the bed, stroking himself and patiently waiting so he pulled himself out of the lusty red-haired slut and said, "Your turn Andy."
There was a knock at the door and then it opened just enough for Mark to stick his head in and say, "Hope I'm not interrupting anything, but we have a rather droll situation here. It seems that the ladies husband has come to call and he begs an audience with you."
"What?"
"I have Mr. Parker in the office. He would like a few minutes of your time. Something about an article that he is working on for the Daily Bugle."
"Her husband huh? By all means tell him that I'll be there to see him in a minute."
Kraven smiled as he took his right hand and stroked his cock to coat it with Mary Jane's juices. As he quickly dressed he watched the action on the bed and wondered if Mary Jane had heard Mark. Joe was lying on his back on the bed and Mary Jane was on her hands and knees as Andy fucked her from behind while she slobbered all over Joe'' massive black cock. Kraven wondered if there was some way he could stall Parker long enough to get back to the room and fuck Parker's wife one more time while her husband was less than fifty feet away.
Mary Jane had indeed heard what Mark had said and her reaction surprised her. Andy's cock wasn't all that big compared to Joe's and Kraven's and it wasn't pushing her buttons like Kraven's had. She was nowhere near an orgasm, that is she wasn't until she heard Mark say that Peter was here and just down the hall. Suddenly, the thought of how deliciously wicked and depraved it was to be fucking three men while Petey was so close by triggered a very large orgasm in her. Her cunt spasmed and to Andy it felt like she had a hand in her pussy jacking him off. It was too much for him and he blew his load into her steaming cunt. As he pulled out of her boiling cauldron Mary Jane cried out, "No, not yet, stay in, leave it in."
Andy looked at his boss and shrugged and Kraven laughed.
"Saddle up Mark. The slut needs meat in her box and she won't let Joe in because he doesn't have a condom so it looks like you just volunteered. You guys keep her hot and going till I get back from talking to the cuckold."
Peter stood up when Kraven walked into the room with his right hand stuck out in greeting. Peter took the hand and shook it and was surprised at the dampness of the big man's palm. Must have just washed his hands.
"Mr. Parker, what can I do for you?"
"Parker, Parker, for some reason that name rings a bell. Oh yes, now I remember. You took the pictures of me and Spider-Man that appeared on the front page of the Bugle."
"Guilty. I just happened to be in the right place at the right time; or from your perspective, the right place at the wrong time."
"It wasn't one of my finer moments, but with hindsight I do have to say that it was one of the best things to happen to me."
"Say what?"
"That surprises you, does it? The truth of the matter is that in sending me to prison Spider-Man changed my life. Prison had a positive influence on my life" and the big man laughed. "I'm positive that I don't want to go back. So positive that I decided to turn my life around. I took all the energy and intellect that I used to devote to my nefarious activities and channeled them toward good works. It was my work on environmental issues that got me pardoned. That came as a surprise to me and it reinforced my resolve to do good for my fellow man and my planet."
What a load of bullshit Peter thought. If he were on the level my Spider Sense would be silent instead of making me want to web him and tie him down before he can commit a crime. But how do I steer this conversation to why he was with MJ. And where is she? She still must be here some place because I would have seen her if she left. Then again, maybe I wouldn't have. The desk clerk said this was a suite of rooms. Maybe she went out one of the other doors while I was sitting here waiting for Kraven. But that brings me right back to the question, "What is my wife doing in a hotel room with Kraven?" His thoughts were interrupted by Kraven.
"So, what is it I can do for you Mr. Parker."
"I'm sure that you must know that your release from prison has stirred the public interest. J. Jonah Jameson, the owner and publisher of the Daily Bugle says you are news and he wants pictures of you. I'm a freelance photographer, but I'm trying to move up in the world. I want to be a photojournalist. I can follow you around and take candid shots, but that won't get me where I want to go. What I would really like to do is write a story to go along with the photos. To that end I would like to ask you just what your plans are, how you hope to help the environment now that you are a free man and other things along those lines."
"I have several irons in the fire right now. My major concern is the disastrous poaching that is going on in Africa. Whole species are in danger of becoming extinct. I'm not silly enough to think that I can go over there and single handedly put a stop to it; the best I can do is try to make the public aware of what is happening. If I can stir up the public enough perhaps they will go to their representatives and senators. Get to enough of them and the government can put pressure on the African despots to get them to do what must be done to stop the poachers."
"How can you do that?"
"You have to convince people that the animals are worth saving. To do that I have to show them how magnificent the animals are. One thing I am going to do is open a theme based restaurant where I will have wild animals on display. Not the tame and mangy looking animals you see in the zoo, but animals from the wild just off the boat from Africa.
"The other thing I'm doing is making a full length feature film. It is a remake of Tarzan, but set in modern times and it will show him battling the poachers and trying to save the animals. In fact, I have started casting already. I just signed the female lead today. By an odd coincidence her name is Parker too. Could she be related to you?"
"What is her full name?"
"Mary Jane Parker."
"As a matter of fact we are related; she is my wife."
"All I can say to that is you lucky devil you. Let me get you a brochure that lays out the plans for Kraven The Hunter, Limited. We are forming a foundation for the preservation of wild life and the brochure spells out our aims. Don't go away, I'll be right back."
Kraven returned to the bedroom to find Mary Jane sucking Andy's cock while Joe was long dicking her from the rear.
"She change her mind about Joe needing a raincoat?"
"No" Mark said, "I had one in my wallet that I let him have."
"Are you close Joe? I want to fuck her one more time while her husband is still here."
"Almost boss, just a little more and I'll shoot."
"Mark, go and keep the twit company. Show him our plans for the restaurant, but keep him there while I fuck his wife."
"Okay boss. Do I get seconds?"
"You can fuck the slut as much as you want for as long as she can stay with us."
On the bed Joe gave out a combination moan and groan as he came in the slut wife and then he pulled out. Mary Jane rolled over onto her back and spread her legs wide while pulling her knees back to her chest. "Come on Kravey baby, fuck me and make me scream while my husband is just down the hall."
Kraven looked down on the insatiable slut and thought that he might just have to change his plans for her. He just might want to keep her around for a while.
Next: Peter gets hot swamp soup.
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While Peter waited for Kraven to return with the brochure of the Kraven The Hunter Wild Life Foundation he wondered if maybe he wasn't over-reacting. Kraven's aims were good ones and the man did sound sincere. If it wasn't for the Spider Sense he could have bought into what Kraven had said. On the one hand his Spider Sense had never been wrong, but that wasn't to say that there couldn't be a first time. What if the man was sincere and prison had turned him around? What if the Spider Sense was just some residual from their last encounter. Should he give the man the benefit of the doubt? He really didn't have an answer to that question.
Had Peter the x-ray vision of Superman and could he have seen through the two walls that currently separated him from Kraven he would have had no problem answering that question. Kraven had the legs of Peter's wife up on his shoulders and he was ramming his cock into her accommodating cunt. Andy and Joe were kneeling on the bed on either side of her head and Mary Jane was alternating between their cocks. MJ felt Andy's cock start to throb and she locked her lips around it and reached a hand up to caress his balls and when he spurted it hit the back of her throat and she swallowed it down. She held him in her mouth until he was soft and then she let his dick fall from her lips and turned her head to take on Joe'' cock.
As she opened her mouth to take it she made a mental note to start carrying condoms in her purse. Cocks as big as Joe's belonged in her pussy. At least she had gotten to have that huge log slide into her one time thanks to the rubber that Mark had in his wallet. She glanced at her watch and saw that it was only two-thirty. Kraven noticed and said, "In a hurry to leave Mrs. Parker?"
"Not at all stud. I just wanted to see how much more time I have to enjoy this."
"And just how much time do we have Mrs. Parker?"
"I have to be home by six. Think you and your crew can keep up with me for another two and a half hours?"
"I wouldn't be the least bit surprised Mrs. Parker."
"Call me Mary Jane."
"Oh no, you are Mrs. Parker as long as Mr. Parker is in the next room. There is just something so super erotic in fucking a married woman while her husband is so close and unaware."
At the reminder that Peter was within hollering distance Mary Jane's body trembled as she had another orgasm.
"Why Mrs. Parker. I do believe that you are turned on by the idea."
"Shut up and fuck me Kravey baby, fuck me, fuck me hard."
Mark entered the room and saw Peter Parker sitting there patiently and he smiled to himself as he thought about what a hot piece of ass Parker's wife was. He hoped he would get a couple of more chances at her hot box before the afternoon was over. Like Kraven, and Mary Jane herself, he thought of how erotic it had been to be fucking Parker's wife while Parker was sitting in the outer office blissfully unaware of what his wife was doing just two rooms - less than fifty feet - away from where he was sitting.
"Mr. Kraven offers his apologies Mr. Parker. He received an urgent phone call and he had to take it. He will be back shortly. While you are waiting can I get you something? Coffee or perhaps a soft drink?"
"No thank you. Do you have any idea how long Mr. Kraven's call will take?"
Mark looked at his watch, "He should be finishing any time now."
Two doors over Kraven grunted, "Here it comes you fucking married slut. I'm cumming Mrs. Parker, I'm cummimg."
"Give it to me Kravey, fill Mr. Parker's pussy with your juice. Shoot your jizz deep into Peter's pussy."
Mark smiled at Peter; "While we are waiting can I show the plans for our theme based restaurant?"
Peter had already seen the plans when he had visited the construction site earlier in the day, but he needed Kraven and his crew to think that he was really working on a story so he said, "Yes thank you, I'd like that."
Mark opened a file cabinet and took out a rolled up set of blueprints and spread them out across the desk. He was pointing out the location of the monkey cages when Kraven came back into the room. The familiar tingle ran up and down Peter's spine again. If the Spider Sense was accurate Kraven had either just been up to no good or was in the process of doing something no good.
"Damn" thought Petey, "Just once I'd like to be ahead of the bad guy and not just have to react to what he's done."
"Sorry about the wait," Kraven said, "But that call was from the CEO of a rather large corporation who wanted to make a sizeable donation to the Wild Life Fund. Speaking of which, here is the brochure on the fund that I said I would get for you."
Peter took the folder and as he opened it and started to read it Kraven said, "Is there anything else I can do for you? If not I have some serious business to get back to. I have something that I really want to stay on top of."
"Just one more thing. Could I get a picture of you sitting behind your desk?"
"Certainly, but only if you give me a minute to straighten it up. Mark, go over the information in the folder with Mr. Parker while I sanitize my desk."
Kraven hurried to the bedroom and told Andy and Joe to get off of the redheaded slut and then he took her by the hand and pulled her naked body along behind him into his office.
"I need you to get under my desk."
"What for?"
"No time to talk, but if you got a kick out of fucking us with your husband in the outer office, you'll love this."
Mary Jane crawled under Kraven's desk as he walked away. A minute later he returned and she almost had an orgasm when she realized what Kraven was up to. She heard him say, "I have no idea why the Bugle would like a picture of me behind my desk, but any publicity at all will help my foundation."
Kraven sat down at his desk and scooted the chair forward and Mary Jane almost broke a nail in her haste to get his fly open and his cock in her mouth. She just had to have that hunk of meat in her mouth when Petey took Kraven's picture.
Peter's Spider Sense was screaming and his hands were shaking so bad that he was having trouble focusing the camera. Damn it, what was the man up to?
Mary Jane's tongue was laving the head of Kraven's cock when she heard the 'click' of the shutter as Petey took the picture. She swallowed as much of Kraven's cock as she could and then slowly bobbed her head up and down on it as much as the desk would allow while she waited for Peter to take the backup shot. God but did she feel so wicked. She just wished that Kraven could be ejaculating down her throat just as the camera clicked, but she had already taken so much cum out of him that she knew he was a long way from being able to give her another load. Still the experience would help her get off for a long time to come.
Peter took the elevator up to the top floor and then made his way up to the roof. Assuming his Spider-Man identity he sat on the roof ledge and looked out over the city. He was in trouble and he knew it. Regardless of what Kraven said, he was a career criminal. He might have changed in prison, but it was only a change in the way he did things - "I got caught doing it that way so lets make a change and do it some other way."
The man was up to something and Spidey knew it, and that is where the trouble was going to come from. Kraven had just signed Mary Jane for a movie. Peter knew how MJ viewed her career. Mary Jane would do anything short of going to bed with whomever it was who would offer her a chance to be a star. If he tried to warn her about Kraven she would go ballistic on him. She would accuse him of being jealous of her fame; tell him that he couldn't stand to see her become famous while he had to hide from his own fame as Spider-Man.
Peter shook his head. Mary Jane was very photogenic and did okay as a model, but she had zero talent as an actress. The only way she could achieve any fame in the movie business was if she totally flipped out and started making porno movies. God knows she had the talent for that. Thank God he was the only one who would ever know that.
He stood up and shot a strand of webbing across to the next building and started to web swing around town. He hadn't been five minutes in the air when something on the ground caught his eye. He swung down to take a closer look. The two teenagers who were stealing the hubcaps off of the Cadillac didn't hear him as he hit the ground softly behind them.
"Come on guys, you aren't going to make me waste webbing over a hub cap or two, are you?"
The two boys jerked around, saw Spider-Man and took off running. Spidey watched them go, "Must have been something I said," and then he put the loose hubcaps back on the car.
Mary Jane looked at the four men. "No one? Not one of you can help a poor girl out? Come on guys, I'm just one weak little girl here; surely one of you big strong men can get it up one more time. No? You going to make me go home horny?"
Kraven, Andy, Joe and Mark all looked at each other and shrugged, half ashamed at not being able to help Mary Jane out. She looked at her watch, "Oh well, I guess it is time for me to be going anyway. Probably just as well we don't go again."
She began to dress and then she straightened up and asked Kraven, "What is my schedule going to be Kravey? When do we go into rehearsals and when do I see the script?"
"Be here tomorrow at nine and we will start going over the schedule."
"All of you going to be here?"
"Probably."
"Take your vitamins boys. You don't want to get in the habit of letting a girl down."
Mark said, "Any way we can get doofus to be here tomorrow? I got a hell of a charge doing you while he was waiting down the hall."
"What did you call him?" Mary Jane coldly asked him.
"Doofus. I mean what else could he be if you have to get your meat away from home."
"My husband's name is Peter, not doofus. If you enjoyed what you got today you will remember that. I will not have you clowns making disparaging remarks about the man I love. You got that?"
Kraven smiled, but Joe, Andy and Mark all looked away from Mary Jane and mumbled that yes, they understood her.
"As for getting, as you so crudely put it, my meat away from home, consider this. I'm standing here wanting a cock and I can't get one because I wore the four of you out. My husband is only one man; if the four of you can't stay with me why would you think that one of him could?"
She glared at all four men in turn and then she started gathering her clothes
As Peter was swinging off the roof Mary Jane was in the elevator heading down to the lobby. She glanced at her watch. Normally she wouldn't be in any hurry to get home, but today she figured it would be a very good idea to beat Peter home so she could clean up a bit. God, but she couldn't believe how big a slut she had been. She knew she was a slut - poor Peter's poor peter had seen to that - but before that day she had never done more than one man at a time. She had had more than one at a sitting, like Jameson and Robby, but she only had fucked them one at a time, not the two of them together at the same time. Today she had spent the whole afternoon with two cocks in her at the same time. Mark had wanted to make it three - he wanted her ass bad - but she wouldn't give her butt hole up. So far Petey was the only one who had gone there and she had always felt she needed to keep something just for him.
It had been great; it had been marvelous, stupendous even, and she couldn't wait to do it again. But she did need to beat Petey home. She had so much sperm in her that she sloshed when she walked. If she didn't get some of it out of her before she sat on his face she might drown him and the one thing she knew for sure was that she was going to sit on his face. No way was she going to pass up the chance of getting Peter to slurp up a little of the cum of the man he had put into prison. She wondered if Lois Lane ever considered letting Lex Luther fuck her so she could sit on Superman's face and feed him some of his archenemy's cum.
Oh, and while I'm at it I'd better get some condoms to carry in my purse. I don't want to have to pass up any more cocks like Joe's just because the guy didn't come prepared.
After Mary Jane had gone Kraven had turned to Andy, "Have the arrangements for Mr. Parker's demise been made?"
"Yes sir. In fact, it was supposed to happen this afternoon. I contacted our man and told him Parker was here so he could follow Parker when he left, but then I called it off."
"Why would you do that?"
"I didn't want to risk the police getting to his body with the last pictures in his camera being of you."
"Good thinking Andy. But we need to make it happen soon. I believe I'm going to accelerate the timetable where Mrs. Parker is concerned. And after her display here today I just may change my plans for her also."
"If you do that - what I think you are thinking of anyway - it will cost you a lot of money."
"Not necessarily so Andy. I can always get some one else for that, but I think we may just have a gold mine in Mrs. Parker. We will certainly know by tomorrow night.
Damn it, Mary Jane thought when she entered the apartment. "The TV was on and that meant that Peter was home. She wasn't going to get a chance to 'lighten the load' so it looked like Petey was going to be getting it all. She was just going to have to tell him she was super horny that day plus being excited over being cast as the female lead in a movie. Well girl, you are an actress, let's go do it."
"Petey, Petey lover, I'm home."
"In the kitchen" her husband called back.
She ran into the kitchen and threw herself into his arms. "God baby, I'm so happy to see you. I've got great news Tiger; I'm going to star in a movie. Isn't that great? I'm just so excited that my pussy is dripping. Come on Tiger, I want dessert first tonight."
She took Peter by the hand and pulled him toward the bedroom. Peter, against his better judgement, and knowing full well the consequences of his confronting MJ about her having anything to do with Kraven was never the less getting ready to do just that. Mary Jane's excitement made him back down, at least until she settled down a little, and he followed along behind her to the bedroom. Mary Jane quickly stripped and threw herself down on the bed.
"Look at how wet I am Tiger. Thinking about what we did last night has had me horny all day and then the excitement of being cast in a movie, oh God Petey, I'm positively gushing. Come on Tiger, do what you do so well. Make me happy Tiger, make me happy."
It was at times like these that Peter really thanked that radioactive spider for having bitten him. Without that bite he would have been a normal man, not a super stud, and no way a normal man could have taken care of Mary Jane the way he could. Peter wondered if Mary Jane realized how lucky she was. Damn, she must have been real horny today. She was so wet that he could almost go swimming. Well, he knew what she loved and so he dove in.
Mary Jane was already building to an orgasm at just the thought of Spider-Man sucking up Kraven's special sauce and when Peter's tongue touched her pussy she cried out, "Oh yes Tiger, oh God yes" and images of Kraven's and Joe's big cocks danced in her head as her husband ate her pussy.
Next: A ride down Fifth Avenue.
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At two in the morning Peter left a softly snoring Mary Jane and went out for his nightly swing around the city. It was a pretty slow night considering. He interrupted a jewelry story robbery; two guys had broken the front window and were throwing the display merchandise in a bag when he webbed them and left them for the cops.
He left one man swinging upside down from a lamppost after catching the guy trying to boost a radio from a parked car.
And then he embarrassed himself. He saw three men in a bar parking lot and they had a woman bent forward over the trunk of a car. One man was thrusting into her and the other two stood were standing there watching and stroking their cocks while they waited their turn. At first Spidey didn't quite believe what he was seeing and he perched on the roof of the building next to the bar and took in the scene. The woman had her back to him, but Spidey did see that she had great legs and was wearing high heels and that had always been a big turn on for him. He was having a hard time believing that three guys would be doing this right out in the open where they could be seen and then he heard the women's voice, it was faint but he caught the "Don't" and a second later the "Please don't." Spidey knew then that she was being raped and he swung into action. In no time he had all three men webbed and on the ground and he turned to the woman.
"You are safe now. These animals are ready for the cops."
He barely got the words out of his mouth before the woman smacked him on the side of his head with her purse.
"You idiot" she screamed, "I was almost there, he almost had me off."
"But I heard you; you said 'don't' and then I heard you say 'please don't."
"What I said you fucking shit head was "Don't stop, please don't stop." Now you untie my husband and his brothers right this minute before I smack you in the head again."
Peter was shaking his head and as he swung away from the parking the woman was already bent back over the trunk of the car and screaming, "Fuck me damn it, fuck me."
He decided to call it a night and go home.
It went pretty much as he had expected it would. He mentioned Kraven's criminal background, stated his belief that the man was a hardened criminal and was up to something and that Mary Jane should stay away from the man. Right on cue Mary Jane exploded.

"Your problem Peter, is that you don't want me to have a career. You want me to stay at home and wait for you to decide to spend some time with me. When you aren't being Peter Parker, boy photographer, you are out web swinging and wall crawling while I sit here at home and stare at the walls and wait to hear that Spider-Man has finally been whacked by some super criminal or other. I'm not going to do it any more Peter. I will have a career and you can sit home waiting from now on," and then she flounced of to the bathroom and he heard the shower start running.
He picked up his fanny pack and checked to see that he had enough film in the camera and then he headed off to begin his day, as MJ had so quaintly put it, as a boy photographer.
Mary Jane was in her robe and drying her hair when the doorbell rang. She answered it and saw that it was Ralph, the owner of the apartment building.
"Morning Ralph. What brings you here? The rent isn't due for another week."
"I know Mary Jane, but I'm hurting. I haven't been laid in two weeks and I'm needing it bad."
"I'd like to help you out Ralph, you know I would, but this is just not a good time. I have rehearsals at nine and I'm already running late."
"Please MJ, just a quickie? Just let me take the edge off."
Mary Jane looked at the old, balding fat man and decided that she spare him enough time for a quick fuck. "Come on in Ralph. It will have to be a quick, no frills fuck. No head, no foreplay, just get it in and get it done."
"Thanks MJ, you're a peach."
"Come on in the bathroom with me Ralph. You can do me while I'm getting ready to go."
In the bathroom she took off her robe, spread her legs and leaned forward over the sink. She supported herself with one hand and said, "From behind Ralph, do me from behind."
As Ralph slid his cock into her Mary Jane was using her other hand to brush her teeth and when that chore was done she picked up a hairbrush and started working on her long red hair.
"How you doing back there Ralph?"
"Almost there MJ, almost there."
Mary Jane usually enjoyed fucking Ralph, but today her career as a movie star was supposed to take off and quite frankly, she didn't have much thought for anything else. Ralph blew his nuts in her and she hardly noticed, but she did feel him pull out. She turned and bent to kiss him on his bald spot and said, "Sorry baby, I know it wasn't much fun for you, but I will make it up to you when you come back to collect the rent."
"That's okay MJ, I got off and that's what I needed."
Mary Jane walked him to the door and then hurried back to the bathroom to continue getting ready.
"We all set up and ready to go Andy?"
"Yes sir. The crew is standing by."
"What do you think Mrs. Parker's reaction is going to be?"
"I think she will go along with it right up to the point where she finds out what is really going on and then she have a fit. You going to go all the way through with it?"
"I don't know yet Andy. It all depends on Mrs. Parker. If she responds like I hope she will, I will have to find another warm body so I can full fill the contract. If she doesn't respond well, today might be the end of it."
"I do hope she goes for it boss. I'd really like to have her around for a while."
"That makes two of us Andy."
Peter was one block from the apartment when his Spider Sense went off. He looked around just in time to see a car coming up over the curb and heading for him. He leaped to the side as the car roared past him and then took off down the street. Peter ducked into a hallway only to emerge seconds later as Spider-Man. He shot a stream of webbing up at a building and then swung up and began following the car that had tried to run him down.
"You can run sucka, but you can't get away from me."
Spidey followed the car halfway across town before the car pulled up and parked on a street down near the docks. As the driver got out of the car Spidey swung down and landed on the sidewalk in front of him.
"Anybody ever tell you that driving on the sidewalk is against the law?"
The man turned to run, but only got three steps before a strand of webbing stopped him.
"Hey dude, where you going? Have I got bad breath or something? Stick around - that's a joke son, sticky web holding you, get it? I want to talk with you about why you tried to run down my buddy Pete."
"I got nothing to say to you web-head."
"Oh sure you do. I'm a real likeable guy and I'm sure that a little conversation will show you that. Come on. Let's go to where we can be comfortable."
Two minutes later Spidey and the man were on the roof ledge of a twenty-five story building.
"What are we doing up here?"
"Having a private talk. You were about to tell me why you were trying to kill my buddy Peter Parker."
"No I wasn't."
"Well then, I guess we can talk about something else."
"About what?"
"We can always talk about me. I like talking about myself. I'm a fascinating guy."
Spidey quickly webbed the mans feet and then lowered him over the ledge of the building, head down and hanging by a single strand of web.
"Sure you don't want to talk with me about why you were out to get Parker?"
"I ain't got nothing to say."
"Okay then, we can talk about me and some little known Spider-Man facts. Did you know that even though I can't leap tall buildings in a single bound I can climb the tallest building in town in less than a minute? I'm not faster than a speeding bullet either, but I am more powerfull than a locmotive. You up on your Spider-Man lore? For instance, did you know that unless I use a catalyst my webbing deteriorates in about ten minutes? We are, what, twenty-five stories up? How about the fact that I didn't use catalyst on the webbing holding you to the side of the building. Did I mention that we are twenty-five stories up?
"Let's see. You have been hanging there about three minutes now, seven or maybe a little less to go. Did you know that a falling body accelerates at one hundred and ten feet per second, per second until it reaches terminal velocity? Let's see now, figuring eighteen feet per floor, twenty-five floors would be approximately four hundred and fifty feet so when the web breaks and you fall you should reach terminal velocity by what, the sixth floor? I could be a little off here - I never was much good at math - but the bottom line is that the Streets and Sanitation Department is not going to be happy with the mess they are going to have to clean up. Feel like talking to me yet?"
"You won't let me fall."
"I won't? Don't you read the Daily Bugle? J. Jonah Jameson calls me a threat to society, a menace to the citizens of this fair city. I mean hey, if you can't believe what you read in the papers, what can you believe? But what the heck, you don't want to talk I guess that's your business."
Spidey shot a strand of web to the building next door, looked at the man hanging there upside down and said, "See you down on the sidewalk" and got ready to swing off the ledge.
Suddenly the man said, "Wait, don't go. Don't leave me here."
"Talk to me Bubba."
"It was a guy named Andy Zimmer what hired me to go after Parker."
"What about Kraven?"
"I don't know no Kraven. Alls I know is that Zimmer offered me five large to get rid of Parker."
"Where can I find this Zimmer?"
"He has an office somewhere in the warehouse district."
"Where are we going" Mary Jane asked. She had arrived at Kraven's office at eight forty-five and he had taken her right back down stairs to where the limousine was waiting.
"We are on the way to the sound stage Mary Jane. We are going to start shooting the picture today."
"What about Brad?"
"We won't get to his scenes until next week."
"I haven't even seen a script yet."
"You'll have one to take home with you tonight. You won't need one for what we are going to shoot today. Today's stuff is mostly filler and without any structured dialog."
"Will Joe, Mark and Andy be there?"
Kraven smiled at her and said, "I'll see to it that you are taken care of Mary Jane. In fact, we can start now" and he unzipped his trousers and took out his stiffening cock. Mary Jane eyed the large appendage jutting up from Kraven's lap and said, "Don't mind if I do."
She lifted her skirt, pulled her thong off and then she straddled the big man. She used her left hand to brace herself against his shoulder as she used her right hand to guide his hard cock into her pussy. And as she sank down on it she said, "Just what every girls dreams of; taking a ride while riding down Fifth Avenue."
When the limo pulled up at the warehouse Kraven hit the button that lowered the partition that separated the front of the car from the back and then he looked in the back seat.
"Hurry it up Max, I've got a crew waiting inside and time is money."
"Sure boss" the chauffeur said as he slammed his black cock into Mary Jane's steaming wet box. "I'm almost there."
"Bring her inside when you're done."
"Sure boss" the dark brown driver said as Kraven exited the limo and entered the warehouse. Max was getting close and he pounded hard into the sexy redhead who was moaning, "Oh yes, like that, fuck me hard baby" in his ear. Thank God the cunt carried condoms in her purse. He would have hated to miss out on the chance to fuck her while she was still relatively tight.
Since his juice was going to be going into a rubber anyway he didn't bother to tell her he was coming; he just gave several hard pushes and then held himself still inside her as his cock spent itself. As he moved to get off her Mary Jane said, "You have a nice cock Max. Maybe we can do this again sometime."
Max smiled inwardly as he thought to himself, "A lot sooner than you think missy, and without that fucking raincoat."
Next: Mary Jane on film.
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She was a slut when I married her. All the signs were there; I was just too lost in love (or lust) to have paid any attention. Well, I know now, oh boy do I know now!
I met Vonda at the public library. She was a volunteer worker and donated her time two or three days a week. Sometimes she worked the checkout counter, sometimes she worked in the back cataloging, but usually I saw her stocking the shelves with new or returned books. I was in the library on the average of twice a week and I had noticed her; hell, what wasn't to notice - long hair down to her waist, beautiful face and tits to die for. She was very easy on the eyes and I began to look for her on my visits. I doubt very much that I would have ever spoken to her, but for some disarranged clothing. I was browsing the shelves one-day while she was restocking books. She was bending over putting books on the lower shelf and her top had pulled up exposing part of a tattoo that was on her lower back. "That's not fair," I said to her and she looked around, "Are you speaking to me?"
I said yes and pointed at her back, "Your top rode up when you bent over and I don't think it's fair that I only get to see part of the tattoo."
She laughed and said, "No one gets to see the tattoo unless they are willing to pay the price."
"And that would be?"
"At the bare minimum dinner and dancing."
"Okay, I'm willing to pay it. When?"
"Tonight works for me. I get off in an hour."
I was using the library's computers to surf the net when she came up to me and told me she was ready to go, "Follow me home so I can drop off my car. On the way you think about where you want to go for dinner, I already know where I want to go dancing."

I liked her 'no nonsense' attitude and thought that she just might be a fun date. When she'd parked her car and got in mine I asked her where we were going dancing, "It might matter as to what kind of food we eat."
"How are you on country western?"
"Depends. Two-step, shaddish, electric slide and tush-push I can handle, but if it's western swing you want I'm strictly a spectator."
She grinned and said, "I can live with that."
As I pulled out of the parking lot at her apartments I said, "For country western I recommend Mexican, good enough?"
She laughed, "Where have you been sweetie? I've been looking for you for years."
It was two in the morning when I pulled into the parking lot at her apartments. That was both good and bad. Good because I'd had a great time and the night had flown by, but bad because it was a Tuesday night and I had to go to work in about four and a half-hours. I pulled into a slot in front of her unit, left the car running and got out and went around to open her door for her.
"What are you doing?" she asked. I told her I would walk her to her door and then I had to get going.
"Oh no" she said, "A deals a deal" and she reached over and took my key from the ignition. "You did the dinner and dancing and now I have to do my part."
She led me into her apartment, told me to have a seat on the couch and told me she would be back in a minute. Two minutes later she walked back into the room naked as the day she was born and as she walked toward me I saw that she had a pierced navel, she had studs through each of her nipples and that she had a ring through a hole pierced through one of her pussy lips. She also had about five tattoos that I could see and I hadn't even seen the back of her yet. She had a butterfly on the inside of her left breast, a heart just above her pubic area and on the band through the center of the heart, where a name usually goes, it said "All yours." There was what I can only call scroll work on both of her ankles and on her left arm. She stopped in front of me and turned around and the tattoo on her back was an American eagle. What I had seen in the library was part of the wing spread. With her back to me she said, "You've seen all my secrets baby except one" and she bent at the waist and pulled her ass cheeks apart. On the inside of the left butt cheek were the words "Promised Land" and a small arrow that could have been pointing either at her pussy or her asshole. She stood up and spun around, "You like?"
I was sitting there speechless and she said, "I was hoping for a better response baby."
I was an hour late for work that morning and hadn't gotten a minutes rest that night. Vonda was a sex maniac and once she got me going she wouldn't let me stop. She sucked my cock and had me eat her pussy. She had me fuck her and then we went sixty-nine. Next she had me fuck her in her ass and then she washed my cock, sucked me hard again and then we fucked some more. As I staggered out her door at seven in the morning she kissed me goodbye and said, "I'll be home by seven tonight, okay?"
I was at her place every night for the rest of the week and all of the weekend and all we did was fuck. On Monday we went and got our blood tests and on Friday we were married in a civil ceremony. In between Sunday and our wedding we spent every hour that we weren't working together and almost all that time was spent in bed in some form of sexual activity. For our honeymoon we went, where else, to bed and never left it except to eat and go to the bathroom. The last two days before we had to go back to work we moved Vonda out of her one bedroom apartment and into my two bedroom unit.
My apartment was on the second floor and overlooked the swimming pool and on Vonda's third day there she was sitting on the balcony and I heard her say "Oh my." I went out on the balcony and asked her what was up. She pointed at a guy lying on a blanket, "I think he is."
"He is what" I asked. "I think he is up. Look at that lump in his bathing suit. He's cute, I wonder if he's a good fuck?" She giggled, "How about it baby, want me to find out?"
I said, "Good God woman, don't you ever get enough?"
She laughed and said, "I thought you already knew the answer to that baby. No, not ever."
I grabbed her and pulled her into the apartment and fucked her on the floor. When I was done she said, "I guess I'll have to find some more guys that look like good fucks. If this is what happens when I point them out to you I'll have to do it more often."
I rolled her over, "You bitch, you fucking slut you" and I fucked her the ass. When it was over she pulled my chain again, "If you're like this when I talk about it I wonder how you'll act when I do it." I reached for her and she rolled away laughing and ran for the bedroom with me close behind. What I hadn't realized at the time is that I was kidding - she wasn't!
I was beat when I went to work on Monday, but somehow I managed to make it through the day. When I got home that night Vonda, who didn't have to go back to her job until Wednesday, had dinner waiting. I asked her how her day had gone and she said, "It was okay. I just fucked around and then I went and got another tattoo. Want to see?" It was a small star, about half the size of a dime, and it was just under the heart tattoo that said "All Yours."
"What's it mean?" I asked. She giggled and said, "That's where I'm going to keep score." I must have looked confused (not very surprising because I was) so she said, "You know those old war movies, the ones that show the pilots putting little flags on their planes to keep score of how many of the enemy they shot down?" I nodded a yes and she pointed at the star, "That's my scoreboard."
"What are you keeping score of?"
"Guys I fuck."
Of course I knew she was pulling my chain so I grinned at her, "You little slut, you absolute fucking slut" and I grabbed her and drug her to the bedroom. Over the next three months we fucked like bunnies and she was always pulling my chain and it always made my dick hard and we always ended up in the bedroom. The number of star tattoos grew until she had over twenty of them. One day she had one with a circle around it and I asked her what that meant and Vonda said, "It means that I let him fuck me in my ass."
I grabbed her and pushed her down on the kitchen floor and fucked her right there as she moaned, "Oh yes baby, fuck your little slut, fuck me baby, fuck me."
On weekends she would stand on the balcony and point out a guy and say, "See him? He fucked me Tuesday" or "See that guy over there? This is his star right here" and she would point at one and then laugh as I dragged her into the apartment and into the bedroom.
Another time I said, "I thought you told me that you could never get enough."
"I can't and I don't."
"Yet in over three months you only let yourself get fucked a total of" and I leaned forward and counted the stars "twenty-three times."
Vonda laughed, "That's not twenty-three times baby, that's twenty-three guys and they have all fucked me more than once. A couple of them fuck me every day" and I hauled her into the bedroom again.
After a strenuous two hours we took a break and Vonda said, "The stars aren't all of it baby. There are three guys at the tattoo parlor and whichever one puts the new star on gets to fuck me too. He doesn't get a star because that's their pay for doing the job."
"You fucking slut you" I cried as I pushed her down on the bed and fucked her again. You want to know just how dumb I was? One night I asked her, "Isn't it time consuming to have to put all those little stars back on after you shower?"
Vonda laughed, "You wish."
I actually thought that the tattoos were fake ones; the kind you see teenage girls wearing. Not once - not one single time - did I believe that the stars were real and that Vonda was actually doing what she said she was doing to earn them.
Until the night that I came home from work to find Vonda naked except for a pair of high heels. "You're in for a treat tonight baby. The guy I was going to do this afternoon got hung up and I told him he could come over tonight." Another chain pull, right? I was reaching for Vonda when there was a knock on the door and Vonda said, "Oh good, he's here" and she went over, still naked, to answer the door. She opened it and there was a guy standing there. Vonda took him by the hand and started pulling toward the bedroom, "Catch the door baby? I'm in a hurry for his cock."
I was standing there staring at them in shock as they disappeared through the doorway into the bedroom. It wasn't until I heard "Ooh, that's a nice one" that I came out of my trance and stumbled over to close the door. By the time I got to the bedroom Vonda had his pants down around his ankles, had him sitting on the bed and was sucking his cock. He glanced over at me nervously and Vonda stopped sucking him long enough to say, "Don't worry about him. He's my husband and it turns him on to know I fuck other guys."
Have you ever been so surprised, so stunned, so caught off guard by something that you were just frozen into immobility? That's what happened to me. I just stood there as Vonda sucked him, fucked him, sucked and fucked him again and then took him in her ass. She was looking right at me and smiling as the guy rooted around in her root cellar and when he came and pulled out of her pooper she told him to go wash his cock in the bathroom and hurry back. I stepped aside to let him pass and then Vonda came over to me, took my cock out of my pants and started to suck my cock. Then she led me to the bed and said, "Do my ass baby while I wait for him to come back" and God help me but I did.
The guy came back into the room and Vonda pulled away from me, "Wash your cock baby and come on back. I want to suck you while he fucks me" and I did that too.
I have no idea why I was so docile, but from the time Vonda had answered the door I hadn't said a word, I'd just done what she told me to do. I think I was in some kind of shock. When I came back from washing off my cock Vonda had me lie down so she could suck me off while her lover fucked her from behind. I was lying there with Vonda's mouth bobbing up and down on my dick and I was looking at the face of the guy fucking her and I saw pity in his eyes. His facial expression said clear as day, "You poor spineless sappy bastard" as he pounded his cock into my wife.
When he finally came and pulled out of her she took her mouth off my cock and said "We can save that for later baby" and she kissed the head of my dick and then got up. She turned to face the guy and said, "Thanks lover, I needed that" and she went to kiss him, but he turned his face away. He didn't want to kiss Vonda after she'd had my dick in her mouth and he thought I was a wimp. Vonda walked him to the door and then hurried back into the bedroom and started grabbing up her clothes, "Hurry up baby, get your pants on."
She looked at her watch and said, "If we hurry we got just enough time to make it."
Again I just followed orders with no idea what was going on and as we were going down the stairs to the parking lot she said that since she knew where we were going and we were pressed for time she would drive. Ten minutes later we pulled up in front of a rather dilapidated building with a hand painted sign in the window that said Vinnie's House of Body Art. I watched as Vonda got out of the car and ran into the building and then, like a zombie, I got out of the car and followed her. Just as I got to the door a biker looking type put a hand on my chest and said, "Sorry pal, we are closing."
I heard Vonda yell, "Let him in Vinnie, that's my husband."
Vinnie looked me up and down and I saw a smirk on his face as he stepped aside to let me in. Vonda was lying on a cloth-covered table, naked from the waist down, and another biker looking guy was standing next to her with a tray of things. "Have a seat baby" and then to the guy standing there "Another star Billy and put a circle around it."
The tattoo didn't take all that long; what took the time was Billy and Vinnie fucking her. First Vinnie fucked her while she sucked Billy's cock and when Vinnie came they switched. By the time Billy came she had Vinnie's cock hard again and that time he fucked her in the ass. He came and Billy took his place up Vonda's butt while Vinnie came over to me.
"Glad to see how it's done pal? Come back any time, we don't charge for lessons."
That was the wrong thing for Vinnie to say. I'd had enough! The pity in the first guy's eyes, the look that said I was spineless, Vinnie's smirk when I came in the door and now the taunting. What ever fog that I had been in suddenly lifted. Vinnie had a goatee and my hand shot up and grabbed it and I jerked his head down onto my knee. My knee caught him right under the chin and Vinnie went down like a bag of rocks. I stood up and kicked him in the ribs as hard as I could and as he lay on the floor looking groggily up at me I said, "You got any more smart mouth shit you want to lay on me asshole?"
By then Vonda had pulled away from Billy, leaving him there with his cock waving in the breeze, and had run over to us, "Baby have you lost your mind? Help him up, go ahead, give him a hand."
I shrugged and reached a hand down and he took it and I helped him up. He looked at me, rubbed his jaw and said, "Sorry man, I didn't understand."
He didn't understand? And he thought I did?
Vonda said, "Now you two shake hands. I won't have there being any animosity between you two. Vinnie, you had no reason to talk to him like that and baby, what got into to you? Honestly, if I didn't know better I'd think you were jealous or upset."
Vinnie and I shook hands and Vonda said, "Come on baby, you and I have some unfinished business to take care of at home." As we were walking out the door she turned and said, "Sorry Billy, I'll make it up to you next time."
On the way home Vonda said, "You had no reason to do that to Vinnie."
I wanted to scream "I had every god damned reason in the world! I just found out my wife is fucking anything that moves, is keeping score on her body and I'm supposed to remain calm?" But I didn't say that. What I said was, "Doesn't it bother you that other men think I'm a spineless wimp. That I sit or stand around and watch them fuck you because I'm not man enough to do it myself? That asshole as much as said it to my face and I'm supposed to just sit there and take it?"
"Oh don't be silly. They know you are man enough for me. Vinnie and Billy have known me long enough to know that I would never have married a man who couldn't handle me. You have no call to get upset when other guys look at you and think you're a wimp just because I'm out getting strange cock. You know better! You know I love you and that you own me heart and soul."
She was quiet for a few moments and then said, "Maybe I should work you in on some threesomes and foursomes - give you a little more confidence in yourself. Think you could handle a gangbang? Maybe seven or eight guys? We could do it at our place this Friday. No, for your first one I think we should hold it at five guys, five guys and you. Yes, I think that would be best; six is a nice round number, I can do three of you while the other three rest and catch their breath. Should we have refreshments? How about just beer and pretzels, or maybe chips. No dip though, people are always spilling it and I don't want to have to clean the carpet when they leave. Did I tell you I'm thinking of getting a stud through my tongue? I saw a nice one the other day and it even had matching earrings and a navel ring. Do you think it would be better in silver or gold? Say, I know what you can get me for Christmas. How about a belly button stud with a diamond in it. Wouldn't that be cool?"
I just sat there and shook my head in absolute wonder and amazement and listened as she drove us home.
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Mary Jane stood in the middle of the sound stage dressed in some ones idea of what a woman would wear on an African safari. Khaki shirt and shorts with way too many pockets and a pith helmet. Thick socks and hiking boots completed the outfit.
Several men, similarly attired, were lying on the floor with fake blood smeared on them. A mousy little man who had been introduced to her as the director made a motion and the AD (assistant director) shouted, "Places everyone." There was some stirring and then everyone was still.
"All right people, this is picture," the director said, "Roll camera."
A second later the soundman said, "Speed" and the director pointed at Mary Jane and said, "Action!"
Mary Jane took a deep breath and then looked around her and wailed, "Oh my God, they're dead, they're all dead. I have to get out of here."
She turned to the left and started to go only to be stopped by the sight of three African warriors looking menacingly at her. She reversed course only to find four more in her path. Several of the black warriors leaped at her, grabbed her and pushed her to the ground as she screamed. Hands clutched at her clothes, ready to rip them off of her and she twisted and turned and screamed as she tried to fight them off. Suddenly the director hollered out, "Cut!"
He turned to Kraven and said, "This isn't going to work. The woman is just too damned sexy."
"What's the problem?"
"Look at my Africans, there isn't a soft dick among them and on film it is going to stick out like a sore thumb."
Kraven nodded and then said, "I have an idea." Turning to Mary Jane he said, "You can see the problem, right?" She nodded an amused yes. "I hate to bring this up and normally I wouldn't, but I saw you in action yesterday and I know that you have a strong sexual appetite." He motioned around him, "All this is costing a bundle and the quickest way to get back on track is to get rid of those stiff cocks. You are a professional Mary Jane and you have some idea of what production times cost. What do you think, can you help us out?"
Mary Jane looked over at the African warriors; Joe was one and so was Max. "Okay, I'll do it."
"Good girl. Can I ask a favor?"
"What?"
"You know what out takes are, right?"
"Yes."
"As long as you are going to do it can I roll camera? I would like to film it for my own private library. I'd like to pick it up at the point where they wrestled you to the ground and have you act as if they are forcing you. After all, that was the purpose of the original scene. The only difference is that in the real movie Tarzan, played by Brad Pitt saves you before it happens. I'll even give an under the table, tax free bonus of say, twenty thousand?"
Mary Jane kicked and screamed and tried to fight them off, but they ignored her and ripped her clothes off her. "This would be Academy Award stuff if it was ever seen by the paying public," she thought as the last little wisp of clothing - her thong - was ripped off her. She opened her mouth to scream again and a thick, dark chocolate cock was shoved in her mouth. Hands grabbed the back of her head and the cock started to fuck her face. A mouth attached itself to her right tit and fingers started pulling on her left nipple. More fingers entered her pussy and a thumb was pushed into her ass.
Her body tingled with that delicious "Fuck me" feeling that she loved so much, but the professional in her said, "Fight it off MJ, you are being forced here, play the part." She got one hand free and she beat on the chest of the warrior stuffing his cock in her mouth and she kept struggling and trying to break free of them. He legs were pushed apart and she felt the first slab of meat pierce her outer lips and it felt so damned good.
She moaned around the cock in her mouth as the cock in her pussy began to pound into her hard and fast. In the back of her mind she felt it rear it's head, "Oh shit," she thought, "There goes my Academy Award" as her first orgasm washed over her. She felt the cock in her mouth throb and she knew it was only seconds away from pushing a load down her throat. At that exact instant she felt the cock in her pussy pulse and her insides were splashed by hot sperm.
"Oh my God" her mind screamed at her, "They aren't wearing condoms" and she really struggled and tried again to break free. Hands held her legs apart as another black warrior moved between them and pushed his hard lance deep into her. The cock in her mouth spit out it's offering and she was forced to swallow it all or choke. When the cock pulled out of her mouth she cried out, "No, please God no, you ca...." But another cock was shoved into her mouth before she could finish saying "do me without rubbers."
For the next several hours Mary Jane Parker was stuffed with cock as one man after another fucked her. She had stopped her struggles and her body welcomed the invaders. She had orgasm after orgasm as her legs wrapped around torsos and her fingers dug into butt cheeks. She screamed out in pleasure and begged the men to fuck her harder and make her cum.
Mary Jane had so many orgasms that her body was drained of strength and she was exhausted. She was so tired that when she was positioned on her hands and knees and Max took her anal virginity her scream of pain didn't have any more steam behind it than one of her low moans of pleasure (Peter had been there, but with him only having three inches it could still be considered untouched). By the time Max had emptied himself in her ass the pain had subsided and she was pushing her butt back at him. Max pulled out of her ass and the other six Africans lined up to pooper poke her.
When the last of the black warriors had finished packing Mary Jane's fudge Kraven made a signal to the cameraman and the camera was turned off. And then Mary Jane really got worked over as the rest of the cast and crew took turns ramming their cocks into whichever hole they fancied. Cameraman, soundman, gaffers, best boy, key grip, dolly grip and the janitor who kept the sound stage clean all fucked her. By the time the dead safari members got up off the floor and unzipped Spider-Man's slut wife had passed out from exhaustion.
When she awoke Mary Jane's entire body hurt. She sat up and saw that she was on a small cot in a room with no windows. She got up and went to the door and found that it was locked. She started beating on the door and demanding to be let out. Nothing happened for several minutes and then the door opened and Kraven came in.
"Why am I in here? Why have you locked me up?"
"It was necessary to give me some time to figure out what to do with the Widow Parker."
"The Widow Parker? I don't understand."
"Right about now your husband should be stuffed into a trash can in some alley and the question for the Widow Parker is would she like to be in the next trash can over or would she rather be my own personal sex toy?"
"I still don't understand."
"It is simple Mary Jane. You are drop dead gorgeous and the most magnificent piece of ass I've ever had and it would be an absolute shame to have to kill you and stuff your body in a trash can somewhere. Hence the question, "Would you rather be dead or my personal sex toy?"
"I still don't understand what this is all about."
"It is about money Mary Jane, an awful lot of money. There is an extremely wealthy man who wants a one of a kind, one-copy only -his- porno film. You know what a 'snuff film' is Mary Jane?"
"Oh my God" Mary Jane moaned as she finally realized what Kraven was saying.
"God can't help you here Mrs. Parker, but I can. I'm being paid two million dollars for the film. You don't have to be the one snuffed. All my principal specified was that it be a busty redhead."
"What is this stuff about the Widow Parker and Peter being stuffed in a trash can?"
"When you had died and we had disposed of your body we couldn't have your husband looking for you, now could we. It was a tidy solution to a vexing problem. Everything is wrapped up nicely. Your husband would be dead, you would have disappeared and the police would start looking for you as the prime suspect. I mean you were obviously guilty or why had you run? And your husband is dead. Our man hasn't reported in yet, but Slasher is the best in the business. He has never failed."
The actress in Mary Jane took over as she suppressed the joy in her heart. Her Peter was alive! And as long as she was alive there was hope. She knew he was alive because there wasn't anyway in the world that a man could get close enough to Petey to hurt him because of his Spider Sense. Oh no, if you wanted to take out her Tiger it would have to be from half a mile away with a pretty accurate sniper rifle. No, her baby was okay and all she had to do was stay alive until he found her. Kraven had wanted an actress, she would give him one.
"What are you, stupid? Come on Kravey baby, you've seen me in action. Do you think I'd really chose a trash can over a cock like yours? Just tell me you aren't serious about my being your private sex toy. Don't tell me that you are going cut me off from Max, Joe, Mark, and yes, even little Andy. You have a super cock Kravey, but you've seen me sweetie, I need cock, a lot of cock."
Kraven chuckled, "I'll see to it you get all you want Mary Jane and I'm going to make you a star. It will be of porno films, but you will be a star."
Mary Jane giggled, "Well, that certainly should get me all the cock I want."
"Course the down side for me is now I have to start all over on my snuff film."
"Not necessarily."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I know a girl who looks enough like me to be my double. Might have to play with camera angles a little, but we can off her and still use the footage of me."
"You're kidding. You would set up a friend?"
"She's not a friend, just some one that I know. And for a share of two million I would have snuffed my husband myself. Just make sure that you keep that film in a safe place so we won't have to waste money hiring another crew and re-shooting."
"I have the film safe in the warehouse office. Who is this woman we can use?"
"Her name is Mellisa Courtland. I'll give her a call and ask her to meet me for a drink and you can take it from there." Thank God she is in Denver MJ thought, it will buy me some time. Time for Petey to find me and rescue me and time for me to find a way to destroy that film.
At that very minute Spider-Man was moving from warehouse roof to warehouse roof looking for something that would indicate where he could find Andy Zimmer. He had covered almost all the warehouses in the district before he saw something that grabbed his interest. There was a limo parked outside one of the warehouses and it was a limo that he recognized. On look at the plate number showed him that it was the same limousine that had carried Kraven and MJ from Adolpho's to the hotel. He settled on the roof of the building and tried to make sense of what he knew. It could be a coincidence that this Andy Zimmer guy had an office in the warehouse district and Kraven's limo was parked at a warehouse in the warehouse district, but he didn't believe in coincidences where criminals like Kraven were concerned. No, Andy Zimmer must be one of Kraven's henchmen.
So why would Kraven want Peter Parker eliminated? Given that Kraven didn't know that Spider-Man and Peter Parker were one and the same the only tie between Kraven and Peter was MJ. What could Kraven want with Mary Jane that would require the removal of her husband? Well, he wasn't going to find the answer to that question sitting on a roof. He looked around for a skylight or some other way into the building.
In the office twenty-one feet below where Spidey was standing Mary Jane was on her knees with Kraven's cock in her mouth. Standing just behind her and sliding his cock into her ass was the object of Spider-Man's search. Andy had missed the afternoon gangbang, but he didn't mind now that he knew the redheaded whore was going to be around for a while. Mary Jane was giving Kraven the best blow job she was capable of hoping that he would lean back and relax and not notice that she was checking out the room. She had located the two film cans, but she needed to find a way into the room and get them and then escape. She had no doubt that Peter would find her and save her, but that film had to be destroyed before there was any chance that he could see it.
Ideas were running rampant in her head and she was shooting most of them down as soon as they occurred to her as being improbable or impossible. Then she remembered seeing two gasoline cans sitting next to a portable generator on the sound stage. If they were full, or even half full, they would give her what she needed to start a nice fire. Open the film cans, pour gasoline on the film and then throw a match on the pile and that should take care of things. But she had to find a way to get to the film cans without being seen.
Her thoughts were interrupted as Andy's pounding into her butt hole brought on an orgasm and as her body shook Kraven grabbed the back of her head and punched a load down her throat. God, but she was going to miss the asshole when Peter got around to taking him down. He had the sweetest cum she had ever tasted and he was a great fuck. Too bad he was a criminal. Maybe she could fuck him a couple of more times before the curtain came down on him.
Peter Parker, in his guise as the Super Hero Spider-Man, checked out the skylight on the roof of the warehouse. It was locked on the inside, but a little Spider Strength was applied and he pulled the whole assembly loose from its mounting. It did make some noise though and Mark and Joe, who had been working on the sound stage, looked up to see where the noise came from. They saw Spider-Man swinging down as he said, "Hi guys. Can one of you tell me where I can find Andy Zimmer?"
Joe was just a little smarter and faster than Mark. Realizing that the web head could snare both of them with a web net if they were standing close together he broke to his left while at the same time drawing his gun. Mark, suddenly realizing the threat that the wall crawler presented, pulled out his gun and got off one wild shot before being entombed in webbing.
"I'll bet you guys don't get much company when you exhibit such anti-social behavior," Spidey said as he turned his attention to Joe.
"Die, you fucking insect" Joe snarled as he pointed his gun at Spider-Man only to see his hand become encased in webbing before he could pull the trigger.
In the office Kraven heard Mark's shot and he rushed to the door and looked out to see Spider-Man bundling Mark and Joe up in a cocoon of webbing. He turned back meaning to grab the film and Mary Jane, but then his instinct for survival kicked in and he yelled at Andy, "Let's get the fuck out of here" and then he turned and ran for the door and the limousine waiting outside. Spidey turned and saw Kraven and another man just as they went out the warehouse door and he started after them.
Mary Jane, recognizing the situation as her best chance to destroy the film, peeked out the door just in time to see her husband go out the door after Kraven. She ran out into the warehouse and got one of the gas cans that was sitting next to the portable generator and then ran back into the office. She opened the film cans and dumped the film on the floor and the emptied the gasoline on top of it. She grabbed her purse and moved to the door. Once there she turned and tossed a lit match into the room and was rewarded with a loud "fuhwomp" and an instant flame covered floor.
She turned and headed for a side door. Just as she left the warehouse she saw Joe and Mark on the floor in the middle of the sound stage. Her eyes looked longingly at Joe as she thought, "Damn, but I am going to miss that big slab of meat between his legs" and then she turned and beat feet.
Kraven and Andy hopped in the limo and tapped the napping driver on the shoulder. "Get us the fuck out of here Max; Spider-Man is just behind us."
The limo had been sitting there with the motor running so Max could have the heater running so all he had to do was drop the shift lever into DRIVE and floor the gas pedal. The limo tore away from the warehouse and Spider-Man was just getting ready to go after it when he heard the loud "fuhwomp" and looked back to see the flickering flames through the warehouse windows.
He turned and started after Kraven and then he remembered the two men he had left tied up in the warehouse. "Shit," Peter said to himself, "Can't be a Super Hero without having some values. Even though they both would have shot me if they could have I can't just take off and leave them in a burning building."
He cast on last glance at the disappearing taillights of the fleeing limousine, "We will meet again asshole, count on it" and then he turned to go back into the burning warehouse.
Mary Jane stayed in the shadows as much as possible as she made her way through the warehouse district trying to get to an area where she could flag down a cab. She heard a car coming and she turned hoping to see the familiar bright yellow of a cab; instead she saw a limo coming and she ducked into a doorway and waited for it to speed on by.
"Damn," she thought, that might have been Kraven and I damned sure don't want to see him again. I've got to find a cab and beat Petey home and get in the tub and soak. What a waste. As much jizz as I've had pumped into me today I know I would really get off having Petey eat my pussy tonight, but I don't dare. My pussy and my asshole must look like the Holland Tunnel after all the meat that was stuffed into them today. I don't dare let Petey go down there and get a close look. Damn it, why can't you ever find a fucking cab in this town when you need one."
The apartment was strangely quiet when he entered it. "MJ, I'm home."
"In the bathroom Tiger."
Peter walked into the bathroom and found Mary Jane soaking in the water-filled bathtub. "Hard day?" he asked.
"Very. It is hotter than hell being under all those bright lights and constantly being on your feet as you shoot scene after scene."
"Did you enjoy your brief stint at being a star."
"Brief stint? What are you talking about?"
Kraven's film studio burned to the ground a couple of hours ago and he's on the run from the law."
"What did he do?"
"It seems for some reason he wanted your husband dead and he hired a guy called the Slasher to do it."
"I suppose that now you will give me the "I told you so" lecture? "I told you he was up to no good Mary Jane, but would you listen to me?" Is that why you are in here Peter, to rub it in?"
Mary Jane saw the skin around Peter's eyes tighten as he clenched his jaw, turned and walked from the room and she knew she had accomplished what she wanted. He would pout for a day or two and avoid her and that would give her holes time to tighten up. She would make it up to him. He loved it when she sucked and licked his little pee pee and a couple of days of that and he would get over his mad.
Life just wasn't fair. She loved him so much and wanted him so bad and he was just so totally fucking worthless in bed. Damn good thing she had her list of lovers and tomorrow was Friday; time to go see Jameson and Robby again.
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The blame is mine, at least for the affairs beginning, although I had nothing to do with its continuance and I'm still not sure how I feel about that. I need to start by saying that I have never wanted to see my wife with another man nor have I ever wanted her to have affairs. But life sometimes gives you a whole lot of what you do not want.
It started with the death of my wife's Aunt Mildred. Linda had to fly back to Ohio for the funeral, but because of several extremely important projects I was working on, I was unable to get the time off to go with her. Three days after she left my boss informed me that I needed to fly to LA to mollify one of our customers. Because of the extremely short notice the trip presented me with a few problems. I would not have time to arrange to get the dog and cat into a kennel and someone needed to watch the two aquariums. I called Sam, my best friend, and asked him if he could house sit for a day or so. He said he would, I gave him keys to the house and caught my flight to LA. Sam settled in at the house and began babysitting the dog, cat, and fish.
Meanwhile, in Cleveland, Linda attended her aunt's funeral, and the family get together at her uncle's after the services. She spent a short time visiting with her mother and sister and then she caught her flight home - one day earlier than expected. She arrived in Denver at eight-fifteen, retrieved her car from the long-term parking lot and headed for home. She pulled into the drive at home and the first thing she noticed was how dark the house was.
" It wasn't like Ben to go to bed this early", she thought. Well, if he was asleep, too bad. She had been without sex for over a week and she fully intended to get laid tonight, even if it meant waking up Ben.
She quietly let herself into the house, put down her bags, kicked off her shoes, and undressed. Moving as quietly as she could she moved into the bedroom with a wicked smile on her face. Boy, was Ben going to be surprised. She approached the bed. The room had just enough light to show Ben's outline lying on top the covers. Odd, she thought, Ben almost always pulls the covers over himself. Oh well, no matter. It just means I have a better chance at surprising him. Leaning over him she lowered her head, flicked out her tongue, and licked the length of his limp member. It twitched at her touch and as her lips wrapped around the head of the cock she felt it begin to grow.
Sam's eyes came open and for a moment he was confused about where he was. He was supposed to be at Ben's house and he hadn't told his girlfriend where he was going, or had he. He couldn't remember. He must have though, because here she was sucking his cock. How had she gotten in? He was pretty sure he had locked up before going to bed, hadn't he? Well, those were questions he could ask in the morning.
He grabbed her hips and pulled them toward him. She understood immediately what he wanted and she swung herself over him and they settled into a sixty-nine. Just seconds before she had him ready to empty himself down her throat she pulled away, changed positions, and lowered herself onto his cock. She began to ride him, bouncing up and down, her tits swaying in front of his face. He captured one with his mouth and began teasing the nipple with tongue and teeth. She moaned and began to bounce harder and he felt her tremble as she had an orgasm. He felt the explosion boiling out of his balls and he gripped her hips and pulled her hard against him and filled her with his seed. She held herself over him until his cock started to deflate and then she rolled off him, cuddled up next to him and within minutes she was lightly snoring. Moment's later Sam joined her in sleep.
Half asleep, drowsy and feeling content, Linda rolled over next to Ben and as she tucked herself in next to him her hand fell across his leg and one of her fingers touched his cock. It jumped. She took it in her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze and was not all that surprised when it responded favorably. Ben rolled over and moved above her and she obliged him by spreading her legs. His cock slid into her moist opening, "God that feels good" she thought. Ben was not in the mood for 'slow and easy' she saw, for he immediately began to fuck her hard and fast. It felt good - to accommodate him she pulled her knees back almost to her ears opening herself wide for his thrusts and taking him in as deep as she could. Ben's cock was having the desired effect and she could feel her orgasm building.
"God! You have a tight cunt," he said, and Linda's eyes shot open -the voice was not Ben's. Even though the room was dark, she could make out some of the facial features of the man doing such a good job of fucking her, and she thought them vaguely familiar, but it damn sure wasn't Ben and her oncoming orgasm had her at the point where she didn't care who was fucking her as long as whoever it was got her off. Her orgasm was one of the most intensive she'd ever had and less than a minute later she felt the warm flood inside her that indicated that her lover had cum. Her mystery man rolled off her, cuddled up next to her, put his arms around her and began snoring.
Linda lay next to the man and considered her options; she could try to disentangle herself, but that might wake the man and she had no idea where that might lead. He obviously was not a rapist - she had been the one to initiate the sex act, and she seriously doubted that anyone who had broken in could be so calm and collected as to just go to sleep next to the homeowner. She decided to leave things as they were until the morning.
When Linda awoke and opened her eyes the first thing she saw was the face of Sam Brent looking down at her. After getting over the shock of having Sam in bed with her she asked, "How and why did this happen?"
Sam explained to her how he had come to be in her and Ben's bed and that he thought he' been making love to his girlfriend.
"Christ!" she said, "What do we do now?"
Sam grinned at her, "In for a penny, in for a pound" and he moved between her legs. At first Linda thought she should push him away, fight him off now that she knew what was happening, but the realization that the damage was already done combined with the fact that she was extremely horny caused her to say, "What the hell" and she laid back and enjoyed it.
Sam and Linda spent the rest of the day and most of the night fucking up a storm. Since I was due back the next day they did spend a few moments discussing the situation and what to do about it. Between them they figured that they had four choices:
1. Not say anything to me and for every one to move on as if nothing had happened.
2. To keep it secret from me and keep on seeing each other.
3. To confess to me what had happened the first dark night (keeping the ensuing day and night from me) and to beg my forgiveness.
4. Telling all and seeing if I might like to join in or watch.
In the end, they opted for number two. It was only after I became suspicious of Linda's behavior and followed her one night that I found out what was going on. When I confronted Linda she told me how it started and I am now in the position of knowing more than I want to know. Linda says she loves me and will give up her affair with Sam if I tell her to, but she also says that she really likes fucking him and would like to keep fucking him - with my approval, of course. Sam has apologized all over the place for continuing to fuck Linda after accidentally doing so, but I really can't blame him for that, I mean, once you taste steak it's hard to go back to hamburger.
So what do I do?
I'm not the least bit interested in watching them; I do not get excited at the thought of their fucking each other, and I am not at all sure of how I could handle sitting home alone waiting for Linda to return from seeing Sam. Finally, I absolutely do not want to lose Linda and the thought that resides in the back of my mind is the fact that she still wants to fuck Sam.
What happens if I say no?
Do I really want to find out?
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Thinking back on it I would never have believed that bad grass (and I'm not talking pot here) could turn my life upside down, but it did. I don't know if it made life better or worse, it's too soon to tell, but change things it most certainly did.
I had been trying for several years to do something about my lawn. When we moved into the house it was brand new and the lot was just plain dirt. I rented a roto-tiller and had five yards of sheep and peat delivered and I tilled real good and then I used a spreader to spread the seed. Two years later and my lawn still looked like a dirt patch. There's a clump of grass here, one over there, and a couple of more over yonder - I'm sure you get my drift here - but between all of those isolated clumps of grass is dirt, yards and yards of dirt! I've tried reseeding and covering it with straw and the result is dirt. Some one told me about a new method - you seed, cover it with cheesecloth and keep the cloth damp. I tried it, and the result? Dirt! I finally admitted defeat and called for professional help.
A friend recommended a landscaping company that he had done business with and I gave them a call. The owner, Jerry, came by and took some soil samples, made some measurements, did some figuring and then sat down with me and gave me a the details and a quote. He would come and put in and underground sprinkler system, lay sod, put in some bushes and do it in less than five days for the low, low sum of only - well, never mind that part - and guarantee all his work for one full year. I checked the bank balance and told him to go ahead and he scheduled me for a time one week away. One week later I came out my front door on my way to work and found three trucks parked in front of my house and seven Mexicans unloading equipment. They looked pretty organized to me and seemed to know what they were doing and I smiled to myself as I got in my car and drove downtown to work - I was finally going to have a lawn.
When I got home that night there were trenches all through the yard with pipes and sprinkler heads sticking up out of the ground and I was pleasantly surprised at the progress that they had made. I mentioned it to Clara, my wife, at dinner and she told me that they had stayed really busy all day. After dinner she told me she was feeling sore and was going to go up and soak in a tub of hot water. I had brought some work home with me and I went into the study and worked on it until bedtime. When I went upstairs I found that Clara was already in bed asleep. Odd, I thought, she is always up until I go to bed; she says she can't fall asleep unless we snuggle up to each other.
The next day when I got home the trenches were filled in and the yard had been freshly roto-tilled with some kind of amendment and then raked smooth. Over dinner Clara told me that the crew had been busy all day and that she had been amazed at their stamina.
"They just keep at it and rarely take a break."
After dinner she told me she was still feeling sore and was going to go soak in the tub again. That night she was also in bed asleep when I went upstairs and I began to wonder if there was something wrong with her health; it was not like her to be asleep before I came to bed. Especially since this was one of our nights to make love. In the nine years we had been married she had never missed even one of our love making nights; Tuesday, Friday and every other Saturday were always set aside for that purpose. I resolved to call the doctor if she was still feeling the same on the next day. The next day when I left for work there was a semi truck and trailer parked in front of the house and the Mexicans were unloading rolls of sod from it. I smiled to myself figuring that I was going to come home to a green lawn that night. All during work that day I worried about what might be wrong with Clara; she just didn't seem to be herself lately and the more I thought about it the more worried I got. About two o'clock I finally decided to go home and see how she was and maybe call the doctor and make an appointment.
I pulled into the drive and saw that half of the yard was covered in sod; there were three of the landscaper's pickup trucks parked in the street, but I didn't see anybody working. Maybe they were around back taking a late lunch in the shade. When I walked in the front door I could hear some cheering and loud talking, but I couldn't understand it because it was in Spanish, but what really got my curiosity up was that it seemed to be coming from the upstairs bedroom area.
I climbed the stairs and turned toward the bedroom and saw a sight that I don't believe that I will ever forget. The room was full of Mexicans jabbering at each other in Spanish and in the middle of the bed was Clara, naked as the day she was born, and she was servicing five of those Mexicans. One was on his back and she was sliding up and down on his penis and another was standing on the bed, leaning against the wall, and she had her mouth on him. A third man was behind her on the bed and he was working his penis in and out of her anus. The man lying on the bed was holding her upright so that her hands were free to grasp the erections of the men standing on either side of her. The other two men were standing at the foot of the bed stroking themselves and watching what was taking place in front of them. They had not yet noticed me and wanting to gather more information before revealing myself I stepped backward and let myself into the guest bedroom, leaving the door open a crack so I could see straight down the hall into the master bedroom.
From my vantage point I could not tell for sure whether or not Clara was a willing participant in this debauchery, but before calling the authorities I thought it prudent to make sure of my facts. I watched as the man who was in her anus withdrew and a white substance, which I assumed to be sperm, flowed out of her anal orifice. The man whose penis was in her right hand immediately pulled away from her, climbed up on the bed behind her and then he began to sodomize her. The one who had just finished got dressed and then came down the hall toward me and I ducked behind the door so he couldn't see me. As soon as I heard him going down the stairs I resumed my post at the cracked open door. The next man to expel his fluid was the one whose penis was in Clara's mouth and I could see sperm leaking out of the corners of her mouth. When he withdrew from her I gave up all thought of calling the authorities because when the man whose penis was in Clara's left hand made to take the place of the man who had just vacated her mouth she stopped him.
"No baby, I want you in my pussy."
The man must not have understood her, maybe he didn't speak English, and he attempted to get up on the bed. The man whose penis she was riding up and down on apparently understood what she had said because he told the other man something in Spanish and the man stopped trying to get on the bed. Clara was screaming out obscenities as the man in her anus and the man in her vagina bounced her back and forth between them. There were several, "Oh god oh gods" and a few "fuck me fuck me" and a "fuck my ass baby, fuck it good."
Wherever she had learned these things I had no idea because she had certainly never used them around me, but then she had never used her mouth on me nor had I ever touched her anus. The man underneath Clara gave a loud cry and lurched up into her and I heard Clara moan, "Oh yes baby, oh yes, give it to me, give it to me," and then I saw sperm running down the inside of her thigh. The man in her anus gripped her hips and started to, for lack of a better description, hammer into her. He cried out something in Spanish and a very short time later he withdrew from Clara and even more sperm ran down her leg. The two men got of the bed and Clara rolled over onto her back and opened her arms to the last man standing there.
"Come to momma baby. Bring me that beautiful cock," and the man said something in Spanish and climbed on the bed and mounted her.
I watched as he thrust into her for several very long minutes, maybe as many as five, before he cried out something in Spanish and then fell on top of Clara. Several moments later he lifted himself up off of her, got dressed, and went downstairs. Clara lay on the bed looking up at the ceiling and only minutes later I began to hear her snore.
I walked to the window of the room I was in and saw the Mexicans get in their trucks and leave. I went downstairs and outside to look at the yard and was surprised to see that the front yard was in. The Mexicans must have gone straight from Clara back to work. I circled the house and saw that that they had even got a start on the back yard and then I had a very disturbing thought; I now knew why Clara was so sore every night and why she was soaking in the tub after dinner. From the look of the yard it seemed that the landscaping crew had at least two more days before they would be finished and that meant two more days of Clara servicing the work crew. And what was disturbing about that is the reaction that I got from watching - it had given me an erection, a very hard erection, and one that I still had half an hour after Clara had fallen asleep and the work crew had gone. Then something occurred to me. Had the Mexicans noticed my car in the driveway? And if they had, would they mention it to Clara? Why was I asking myself these questions? Why hadn't I just gone into the bedroom and put a stop to things? I went out, got in my car, and drove to the library where I could sit in quiet and ponder.
Clara had dinner ready when I got back to the house and I commented on how the yard was progressing.
"Yes," she said, "That is a very hard working crew and they stayed very busy today."
Over dinner I asked her if she was feeling well and she said that outside of having a backache she felt fine, "Why?"
"Well," I said, "You missed our love making night and for the last two nights you've been soaking in the tub and you are in bed asleep when I come to bed. I just thought that maybe we should make a doctor's appointment for you." She gave me what I can only call a wistful smile and said, "I'm okay dear. All that's wrong with me is that I pulled a muscle in my back the other day and soaking in the tub makes the muscles relax. I'm taking Ibuprofen and those with the hot soak are making me sleepy. I should be better in a day or two."
Two days I thought, just how long the work crew would be here.
"But I'm still feeling sore," she said, "So I'm going to go up and soak in the tub." She leaned over and kissed me, "Just in case I'm asleep when you come up."
I sat in the study and thought about what I had seen that day, the effect that it had had on me, and the actions of Clara and the Mexicans. That was a Clara that I didn't know and I wondered what had happened to her. I made up my mind about what I was going to do and then I went to bed.
The next morning I went into the spare bedroom, opened the window, and lowered the collapsible fire escape ladder out the window. I told Clara that I had to leave early for work (actually I had to leave before the landscape crew got there) and then I drove my car a couple of blocks over and parked it. I hurried back to the house, climbed up the fire escape ladder and pulled it up behind me, and then I settled in to see what the day would bring. The landscapers arrived at seven-thirty and went right to work in the back yard.
At ten-thirty I heard Clara laughing and then I heard her running up the stairs and I cracked the door open and saw her being chased up the stairs by one of the Mexicans. He caught her at the bedroom door and picked her up and carried her to the bed. He sat Clara down on the edge of the bed - she was only wearing a bathrobe - and started to take off his pants. Clara smiled up at him and said, "Hurry up baby, I want to suck your dick."
When his erection was exposed Clara wrapped her lips around it and licked and sucked on it while he dropped his pants to the floor and stepped out of them. Clara stood up and dropped her robe and then she lay down on the bed and spread her legs, "Come on baby, fuck me," and the Mexican climbed between her legs and placed his penis against the cleft between her legs and pushed himself in. "Oh god yes baby, yes, yes, fuck me baby, fuck me," Clara cried out and the Mexican said something in Spanish and Clara said, "I don't know what you just said baby, but just keep doing what you're doing."
They had intercourse for almost ten minutes before the Mexican shouted something and Clara grabbed him and pulled him tight against her. A minute or so later he dressed and went back outside. Clara laid on the bed with her legs spread open and staring up at the ceiling. Two minutes later a second Mexican came up the stairs, undressed and mounted Clara and then for the rest of the morning as soon as one Mexican finished with her and left another would come and take his place. By twelve noon Clara had serviced all seven of the Mexicans, but still she laid naked on the bed as if waiting for them to come back and use her again. At twelve-fifteen I heard footsteps coming up the stairs and Clara sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed, but it wasn't a Mexican who came into view, it was Jerry, the owner of the landscaping company.
Clara smiled and said, "I wondered if you were going to make it today." Jerry looked at her and said,
"I see you have keeping my crew happy. I've never seen them work so hard. They bust ass to get done so they can get more of you. I might have to buy me a truck with a camper on the back and hire you to drive out to job sites in it just to keep my boys happy."
Clara giggled and said, "I'd do it in a heartbeat."
Then Jerry did something totally amazing to me; he knelt between Clara's legs and began to perform oral sex on her. He had to know that his entire crew had just enjoyed her and had emptied their fluids in her, but it didn't seem to matter to him. Clara had her hands in his hair and was crooning, "Oh yes baby, oh yes, that's it. Eat Clara's cum filled pussy. Don't stop baby, please don't stop."
Eventually he did and he asked her where she wanted him and Clara said, "In my ass lover. I want your beautiful cock in my ass," and she got on her hands and knees.
Jerry mounted her and for the next ten minutes I watched as he rammed himself into her anal orifice and as she begged him to go harder and faster. When he finally finished and pulled away from Clara a stream of white ran out of her and again Jerry surprised me by bending to lick up what he could. When he had finished and dressed he said, "Am I still going to welcome here after we finish the job?"
Clara smiled at him and said, "You can fuck me anytime you want to baby, just call. If you can't get to me, I'll come to you."
Then Jerry said, "What you need to do is talk your husband into putting a pond or something in the back yard. I have two more work crews that could use the incentive that you offer. Maybe if I alternate crews I can get them to be more productive."
Clara laughed, "So now I'm an incentive plan? Tell you what, you put in that pond as my fee and I'll be your human resource department."
Jerry asked, "Do you mean that?"
Clara said, "Lover, I'll fuck every man you have working for you if you want me to, and I'll come out to the job site to do it."
Jerry stuck out his hand and said, "You've got a deal." He turned to go and then stopped and turned back around, "You have any thing against blacks?" Clara gave him a curious look and he said, "I have to ask. My other two crews are mixed - blacks and Mexicans."
Clara smiled and said, "I've never had a black cock, it might be fun. You can use one of those crews to put in the pond."
Jerry laughed, "God! You are such a slut."
Clara smiled and said, "I know baby, that's why you love me."
When Jerry left Clara got up and put on a tank top and a pair of shorts and went downstairs. At two-thirty I heard several sets of footsteps coming up the stairs and through the cracked open door I saw Clara and three Mexicans. The men were jabbering away in Spanish and it was obvious that even though Clara didn't understand a word of what they were saying that she knew what they were talking about. As soon as she was in the bedroom she stripped naked and got on the bed. What followed was a repetition of what I had seen the day before and by four -thirty they had all finished with Clara, gotten dressed, got in their trucks and left. By the time they were gone Clara was softly snoring on the bed so I didn't have to leave by the window.
I came back home at my regular time and found Clara busy fixing dinner in the kitchen. She greeted me with a kiss and asked me how my day had been.
"Interesting and very educational" I said.
Clara looked at me and said, "Oh? In what way?"
"I got to watch something that I had only read about before."
Clara had turned back to what she was mixing and she said, "And what was that dear?"
"Nothing much," I said, "Just a sex orgy. I watched a housewife service seven men."
Clara stopped stirring the pot and she turned back around to look at me, "You? You watched a sex orgy? I just can't imagine you going anywhere to watch something like that Wilber. You are just not that kind of person. Where was it?"
"1357 Songbird Lane," I said and Clara dropped the spoon from her hand, her face turned pale and she said, "What do you mean?"
And I told her. I told her about the day before and what I had done that day and then I just sat there and stared at her. She leaned back against the kitchen counter and in a trembling voice she asked, "What are you going to do?"
I looked at her, "Well, first I'm going to ask for an explanation as to how it happened, why it happened, and what you expected life with me to be like after it happened. Once that's out of the way we can see where it will go from there."
Clara gave me a hard look, 'You aren't going to like it" she said.
"Could I like it any less than I liked what I saw today and when I came home yesterday?"
She shrugged, "Okay, but we need to go up to the bedroom for this" and she walked out of the kitchen. I got up and followed her and when we got to the bedroom she pointed at the bed and I sat down on it.
"First," she said, "We have to get a few things straight between us before I tell you what happened and why. To start with, you are a kind and gentle man. You are a wonderful husband and provider and I love you and always have, but - and it's a very big but - you are as sexually exciting as a turnip. I have spent the last nine years of my life being sexually frustrated and despite all the hints I have dropped in front of you, nothing has ever changed. It's always on Tuesday and Friday, and if I'm lucky, every other Saturday. It's never Monday, Wednesday, Thursday or Sunday. And always at eight-thirty! Never earlier, never later and I can set my watch by our sex life. You walk into the bedroom on Tuesday and Friday and I know that it's exactly eight-thirty. As far as the sex itself is concerned, it's bearable, but only because you are long lasting and you can usually give me an orgasm. But nine years in the missionary position was driving me nuts."
She turned and walked over to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. She pushed some stuff to the side and brought out a shoebox and set it on the bed next to me.
"Open it" she said. I took the top off the box and inside was a collection of rubber and plastic dildos. "That's been my sex life for the last several years. Tuesdays and Fridays are not and never have been enough for me, but even though I've been sexually frustrated I've never, at least not until this week, been unfaithful to you."



I sat there in stunned silence and listened as Clara tore my image of myself to pieces. I'd always thought that making love twice a week was often enough, especially if you didn't want children and early on Clara and I decided that we wouldn't be good parents. And I almost always brought her to orgasm - didn't that make me an adequate lover?
"Why in heavens name have you never spoken to me about this?" I wanted to know.
"I have Wilber, several times," she said, "And you always ignored me or made me feel dirty. I tried to talk you into trying oral sex once, and do you remember what you said? You said, "Honestly Clara, where do you get these ideas. Only prostitutes and loose women do things like that." After saying that to me about oral sex, there was no way on God's green earth that I was going to ask you to try anal sex. I tried to get you to fuck me dogie style once and your exact words to me were "Clara, I am not an animal and I will not stoop to acting like one." And then there is the sex act itself. You have always made love to me Wilber, with great tenderness, even when my body was screaming to be fucked - not made love to - but fucked! I've wanted to suck your cock Wilber, and have you eat my pussy. I've wanted you to take me in my ass, but you made love to me. Wilber, you have never, since I have known you, said the words fuck, cock, cunt, dick, or pussy so how in the world was I supposed to talk to you about my sexual urges and needs?"
I just sat there and stared at her. I had no idea that she felt the way she felt about those kinds of things and I just did not know what to say. She looked at me, sitting dumbstruck on the side of the bed and she shook her head.
"You still don't get it do you? Even after what I've just said and what you've seen the last two days you still don't get it," and then she raised her voice and almost screamed at me, "God damn it Wilber, I need sex. I need to be fucked! I need to have my pussy eaten and I love the feel of a cock in my mouth. These are all the things that you have never given me and when I accidentally found them the other day I grabbed on with both hands and took all I could get."
"Accident?" I said, somewhat confused.
"Yes Wilber, it started accidentally. You had gone to work and I was lying in bed using that big blue dildo to take the edge off in the morning when I saw movement out of the corner of my eye. I glance over and saw Ruiz watching me. He had his cock out and was stroking it while watching me fuck myself with a piece of rubber. I thought I had closed the door, but it must not have latched shut. Ruiz had come in to ask me where I wanted the rose bushes and had found me on the bed. I watched him stroking his cock and then I looked up at him, took the rubber cock out of my pussy and tossed it on the floor. Then I waited to see what he would do. He didn't hesitate at all; he dropped his pants and walked over to the bed. I opened my arms and legs to him and he fucked me. I went wild and I'm surprised that I didn't bounce him off me. When he finished shooting his cum in me I didn't want to let him go and I begged him to fuck me some more.
"You want more?" he said, "Wait right here" and he put his pants on and left. Two or three minutes later another man came in and he fucked me and still I wanted more and you saw the result. They made me the crew slut and I'm loving it." She looked at me and said, "Aren't you going to say anything?"
I stared at her for several moments and then, in a voice that I hardly recognized as mine, I said, "Will you just shut the fuck up and get over here and suck my cock!"
We spent the rest of the night with Clara showing me how to do all the things she liked and the more I did the more she wanted. I was exhausted when I went to work the next day and I didn't get much done in the way of work because my mind was on what Clara was doing at home. I made Clara promise me that she wouldn't shower or clean up before I got home - I wanted to see what it would feel like to follow those Mexicans into her well used hole. We had talked some after my first ever blowjob and I told Clara that it might be some time before I knew enough and became accomplished enough to keep her satisfied. I told her it was probably a good thing that she had arranged with Jerry to have a pond built, but that I was going to want to participate at some point or other.
"Maybe you can negotiate a rock wall or a rock garden," I said.
She laughed and said, "You better be careful lover, or I might be asking you to buy me a truck with a camper on the back."
Might not be a bad idea I thought.
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Take an asshole over-achiever for a husband, one who always tells you that you would be nowhere without him, add a large portion of desire to prove him wrong, mix well, simmer for a while and you end up with a mess.
I can't even remember why I married Don now. I suppose it had something to do with his good looks, his confidence in himself, the way he kissed and the way he made me feel at the time. But now my fondest wish is to drive a stake through his fucking heart. Well, that's not really true, but it is the way he makes me feel at times. Our plan was always to get married and he would go off and make our fortune while I stayed home and raised babies.
It didn't work out that way. We tried for years to have kids and could never get the job done. Don began to accuse me of being infertile and he blamed me for the fact that he had no son to carry on the family name. I didn't know if it was true or not and I tried to get him to go in and get tested to see if the problem was with him. That of course was a deliberate slap at his manhood and he absolutely refused. After a year of being accused I finally decided to find out on my own.
I love anal sex and Don loves to take me anally, but for reasons that I have never understood he won't do me there unless he has a condom on. I decided to use that against him. I waited until a night when we had anal sex and when he had cum and pulled out I rolled over, took the rubber off him, tied it off and then dropped it on the floor. After we had finished making love I pretended to pick it up and go to the bathroom and flush it away. The next morning I took it to my doctor and he sent it into a lab to be tested and a few days later I found out that Don's sperm count was so low that there was no way he could ever father a child. Could I take the results and show them to him? No fucking way Jose. So, since motherhood was out I decided that I might as well go out and get a job and that's when the trouble started.
"You going to work? Don't be silly. What could you do, mop floors and clean windows? No, you just stay home and take care of my house. We don't need another bread winner in the family."
Never the less I did go out job hunting and I found a job on my first day. I started out as a file clerk, took some night classes at the community college, got moved up to secretary and by the end of three years I was the office manager. Every step of the way Don demeaned my accomplishments and it wasn't until later, much later that I realized that every step I moved up in my job made him feel less and less of a man. I kept getting promoted and even though he got periodic raises and bonuses he was still in the job that he had started in. Add to that his failure to produce an heir ate at him and I was the only one he could vent on.
The straw that broke the camels back was that I went up for promotion to regional manager at the same time Don went up for promotion to section manager. I got mine and he didn't get his. To make matters worse I was now making more money than Don. From that point on our relationship wasn't worth spit.
Don's attitude toward me gradually got me to the point where I hated to be around him so I worked late, took weekend assignments, anything to keep me from going home to be around him. This just gave him more ammunition, "You think more of that damned job than you do of me" and, unfortunately, by then he was right. His constant harping, backbiting and insults finally got me to the point where I wanted to do something to hurt him and hurt him bad. I didn't know it but opportunity was ready to knock on the door.
My company was the target of a hostile takeover and when the dust settled another company owned us. Then the inevitable happened and the corporate hatchet men came in and started swinging. By the end of the month the work force had been cut in half and almost all of upper management was gone. I steeled myself for the axe and then suddenly it was my turn to take the long walk down to the office at the end of the hall.
Mr. Randolph Hoover was ugly, fat, fifty, bald and black as the ace of spades. He motioned me to sit down and then he looked down at the file in front of him.
"I see from your file that you have come a long way since you hired in. Would you consider yourself an ambitious person?"
"Of course. I had hoped to be the company's first female vice president and eventually maybe even the CEO, but that was before you took over. Right now I'm waiting to see if I even have a job anymore."
He looked down at the file again. "Can you make hard and sometimes even distasteful decisions?"
I didn't understand what he might be getting at, but I knew what had to be the answer to the question. "Of course I can. I can and will do whatever is necessary."
He looked up from the file at me, "Can you now? Let's just see."
He got up and walked over to the door and locked it. He walked back and stood in front of me, unzipped and pulled out his cock. It was soft and it was still an inch or two bigger than Don is when he was hard. It surprised the hell out of me - not just that he did it as much as the size of his cock. He stood in front of me and said, "Distasteful decision time. A one time offer - suck my cock and you keep the job you have. If we get past that we can discuss what you can do for the company that just may get you a vice presidency. Don't suck my cock and you can leave with severance pay and a glowing letter of recommendation. The choice is yours, but you need to make it now."
I looked at the monster cock slowly growing in front of my eyes and the only thought that I had was that if I went home without a job I would never hear the end of it from Don. I knew that was a stupid reason for making a decision, but I would be damned if I would give him the satisfaction.
I looked up at the fat black man and said, "Let me know when you are going to cum. I swallow, but I don't like to be surprised."
"I think we are going to work well together," he said as my mouth opened to take his cockhead.
I didn't really give him a blow job. It was more of a hand job with him cumming in my mouth - he was just too damned big! When he told me he was cumming I forced another inch of him in my mouth and then I gulped and swallowed trying to get every drop. When I released him I looked up at him and smiled, "It will take me sometime to get used to it, but I will deep throat you before we are done."
For the next month I sucked that black cock two and sometimes three times a day and while I never did deep throat him I did learn to relax my jaw enough so that I could give him a decent enough blow job. Then one day after he had sent his second load of the day down my throat he asked me why I was doing it.
"You only had to do it the one time. I never said you had to do it whenever I wanted."
"True, but you never said I couldn't do it whenever I wanted."
"Would you like it some place besides your mouth?"
I went to my knees in front of him and took his limp cock in my mouth and I got him hard again. Then I stood up and went to his desk, stepped out of my panties and layed down on the desk and waited. I had been both looking forward to doing this and dreading it at the same time. Dreading it because I didn't honestly know if I could take that huge piece of meat inside me and looking forward to it because I'd never had a cock anywhere close to his size.
He was gentle and he took his time working it in. I felt some discomfort at first as he pushed deeper and deeper into me and touched places that had never been touched before and I eventually accommodated most of him. Then he slowly started fucking me and I started to feel all warm and fuzzy. He began to push a little harder and the warm and fuzzy turned to hot. Then he was moving faster and I felt the head of his cock brushing against my cervix. My body started to go crazy and I had a mind blowing orgasm and as I came down from it a second one took me back up again. My legs locked behind his and my nails bit into his ass as I tried to get more of him in me and to hold on to what I already had. It was unfucking believable. A month before I had been a faithful white wife and now I was being a slut for an ugly, balding, fifty year old fat black man and loving it.
"Get ready baby, here it comes" and I felt him flood my womb and it was only then that it occurred to me that the head of his cock was so close to my egg factory that his sperm didn't even have to fight to get there. I almost smiled, wouldn't Don just shit if I came home one night and told him I was pregnant. For nine months he would be proud as a peacock and then imagine the look on his face when he saw the baby.
Randy fucked me almost everyday for the next month and I got to where I could actually climb over him, sit on him and take every inch of that black snake into my body. It had been months since Don and I had made love and it was a good thing. Randy had me so opened up that Don could have put his head up there. One afternoon after I had collapsed on my ugly, fat lover he told me that he had been asked to bring me to a management seminar that the company would be holding over a weekend about a month from then.
"It is up to you as to whether you want to go or not. You already know from our first meeting what to expect if you go."
"Is this where I will be considered for my next promotion?"
"Most definitely. They are looking for team players and I've told them that you have the ability and the desire to get ahead."
"You will be there, right?"
"Yes I will, but you may not see much of me."
"Why not?"
"It's only a weekend, and I'll only be one of many."
"How many?"
"Anywhere from eight to twelve depending on schedules."
"You know I'm going to go, don't you?"
"Yes. But it will mean a curtailment of our current activities."
"Why?"
"To allow you to close up. You need to be a little on the tight side when you meet the CEO and the rest of the group."
"But I can still suck your cock as much as I want?"
"Oh yes, yes indeed."
Don threw his usual fit when I told him that I would be attending a weekend retreat with the upper management of my company.
"If they like my ideas and my presentation I have a good chance of becoming the next vice president. How are you coming at your job? Getting any closer to the promotion?"
I can be such a bitch sometimes, but what the hell - he started it. I did manage to get him into bed and get him to make love to me several times before the meeting. If Randy hadn't gotten me pregnant by then it could happen at the meeting and while there wasn't any intention on my part to try and fool Don into thinking the child was his, I still wanted him to think it was until the baby came and I could see his face. It's hard to hate someone that much, but I did.
The meeting was held at an upscale resort and when I walked into the conference room for the first time I knew exactly why I was there. There were nine men in the room, all black, and I could see their faces light up when they saw me. The looks on their faces said it all - they were the lions and I was the gazelle that they planned to feed on. Well, I'd kept my job by being a slut (and loving it) so I guessed I could be an even bigger slut if it would take me the next step up the ladder, especially if I got the VP job and could rub Don's nose in it.
The meeting went rather quickly and we did get a lot of business out of the way. I think I impressed some of them with my ideas and then the meeting was over and it was time for the cocktail party. There wasn't any beating around the bush. The chairman of the board came up to me and said, "Randolph tells me that you are ready to move up. He also tells me that you are a woman who knows what she wants and will do whatever it takes to get it. Is this true?"
I told him that it was.
"You know why you are here, are you ready?"
I smiled at him and said, "Who gets to be first?"
He smiled back, "Welcome aboard Ms. Vice President."
I did things that weekend that I didn't even know a woman could do. They took me two and three at a time and at one time I even had two cocks in my pussy at the same time. I swallowed a gallon of cum, had two gallons pumped into my pussy and another gallon and a half injected into my anal cavity and I loved every minute of it. I got some rather nasty looks from some of the other white guests that were at the hotel, but I could have cared less. Those nine black men owned me body and soul and I gloried in it.
The weekend ended with a private dinner for the ten of us. The CEO made a speech welcoming me to the group and then he said, "Now that you are one of us your sex life belongs to you again and you will never again have to go through what you went through this weekend. Welcome."
Several cries of "Speech, speech" followed and I stood up and raised my glass. "Here's to fellowship." "To fellowship" said nine voices. "First I want to thank Randolph for getting me here. Stand up and take a bow Randolph. Next I want to say how happy I am to be a member of this management team and that I trust that together we can make this company even bigger and better. Lastly I would like to address the comments made by our illustrious CEO. To you sir, I say what I said to you at the cocktail party - who gets to be first?" And I started to unbutton my dress.
I arrived home Monday afternoon to find Don waiting for me. He gave me a smug little smile and said, "You aren't the only manager living in this house now. I got the promotion. Now there are two managers living here."
I smiled at him, "Well good for you Don. There is just one thing, you are wrong as usual."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that there is still only one manager living here and that would be you. The other person living here is a vice president. And guess what? She thinks she may be pregnant."
Don's face lit up and I smiled to myself as I thought you won't be smiling in nine months asshole, not one little bit.



            Helen

            Just another slut wife.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/helen-3

Title: Helen

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Just another slut wife.

Tags: fucking word, helen car, car helen, slow fast, fucking guys, leave work, hard fucked, guy back, thursday night, make noise




When I married Helen I had no idea she was a slut. Not that it would have mattered - I'd of married her anyway. She was, absolutely and without a doubt, the best piece of ass I ever had. We met at a wedding reception, fell in heat with each other, and before the night was over we were in bed together. Six weeks later she moved in with me and six months after that we were standing in front of a justice of the peace. Now Helen was no great beauty. She did not have a magnificent body, but she was nice looking in a plain sort of way and if you passed her on the street you probably would not have given her a second glance. But if you stopped to talk with her you would immediately be hit between the eyes with the power of her sex appeal - it charged the air between you. Five minutes in her company and you would want to fuck her until you died.
I don't know when Helen started stepping out on me, my best guess is that she was faithful to me for the first six months of the marriage, but to be honest about it, she could have been fucking around on me from day one and I just didn't catch on. The thing that most people won't understand is my attitude toward her once I found out she was fucking other guys. I found out something about myself that I hadn't known before - I was just a little bit kinky! I found out that watching her fuck other men was a major turn on for me. Once I accepted the fact that she was a sperm bank for other guys and I was going hang on to her anyway, I discovered how exciting it was for me to fuck her after she had been fucked. Sloppy seconds might not appeal to some, or maybe even most guys, but I loved it.
It all started on one Thursday night when I had to work late. I work swing shift and the company I work for sends a truck every Thursday night to make a pick-up and delivery at a city 260 miles away. There were four of us who had been rotating the trip between us, but the other three guys really did not want to take the trip and be away from home over night. So, because I like the overtime I get from the trip I had been making the run for the last six weeks. On this particular night I was only five miles down the road when the truck broke down. Our other truck was in the shop for a transmission change so the trip was cancelled. I called home to let Helen know what was going on, but got no answer. Driving home I decided to stop at Mike's Place, a little neighborhood bar, for a beer. Pulling into the parking lot I was surprised to see Helen's car - I knew it was her car because our plate numbers are only one digit apart. I was getting out of my car when I saw Helen come out of the side door of the bar and I was just getting ready to holler at her when a guy came out right behind her patting her on the ass.
"What the hell?" I thought, "Why does he have his hand on her ass, and why is she letting him do it?"
The guy took her by the hand and led her toward the back of the parking lot where there was a pickup truck with a slide -in camper on the back. The guy opened the door to the camper and they both climbed in. More curious than angry I got out of my car and walked toward the camper and as I drew close I heard what I thought was a low moan. I reached the right corner of the camper and though I could not see anything I could hear what was going on.
"That's it baby. Suck my tits. You like them, don't you? Ooh, look what I found. Damn, look at it grow. Can I have it?"
I heard some people coming out of the bar so I moved over to the left side of the vehicle so I couldn't be seen from the bar. The window curtains on the left side had a gap so I was able to catch a glimpse of what was going on. The guy was busy playing with Helen's tits and she was slowly stroking his cock. Helen let go of the cock and swung herself around into a sixty-nine position; she pushed her cunt down on the guy's face as she took hold of his cock and started licking it. Her tongue slowly worked up and down the shaft then circled the head and finally she swallowed him to the balls. Helen can suck with the best of them and she loves to do it so I know exactly how the guy was feeling, but it was obvious to me that he did not like eating pussy; either that or he wasn't very good at it. Helen is very responsive to a tongue touching her clit and she was showing no response at all to whatever he was doing. After several minutes she swung around and lowered herself onto his rigid pole and began to ride him like a bronc buster would ride a horse.
Helen is a silent fuck; she does not make any noise until she has her orgasm and then all you hear is a series of low groans and grunts so you never know when she is going to come until it is almost over. It didn't take her long this time; she had her first orgasm within minutes and then she had two more before the guy announced that he was going to cum. Helen quickly got off him and took his cock in her mouth. The guy must have dumped his load immediately because I saw white stuff start coming out of the corner of Helen's mouth. After she had milked him dry and licked him clean he asked when he could see her again and Helen told him that I bowled in a morning league on Tuesday and to give her a call around nine.
"If the coast is clear you can come right over and we will have at least until eleven."
I wondered about that - I usually don't get home until two-thirty.
I quietly went back to my car where I pondered the situation. My wife had just fucked another man. I had watched. I felt neither rage or jealousy. I had a raging hardon - not what some would consider a normal response given the situation. I watched as Helen headed for her car and the pickup drove out of the lot. As soon as the pickup was out of sight Helen detoured from her car and headed back into Mike's. To use the bathroom? To have a beer to wash down her lovers salty cum? I sat in my car for about a half an hour trying to talk myself in to going into the bar and I finally decided that this would not be the best time to confront Helen and discuss what had just happened. I started to turn the key in the ignition when the side door opened and Helen came out. She got in her car, started it up and drove over to the side door. A guy came out and got in the car and Helen drove to the back of the lot where the pickup had been. I saw them slide toward each other and begin to neck; after several minutes Helen's head went down into the guy's lap. A couple of minutes later they shifted their bodies around, two white legs came up - one over the seat back and one to rest on the dash - and then the guy's back began moving up and down. You didn't need to be Dick Tracy to figure out what was going on.
I started my car and left. I had a lot to think about on the way home. How many guys had she been fucking? Christ! She had just done two in less than an hour. How many did she do before I got there? How many would she do before she came home? How long had this been going on? She had shown no signs of being disenchanted with our marriage or with me. In bed I stared up at the ceiling and thought about our relationship and wondered if it could survive. I fell asleep with visions of Helen and other men dancing in my head.
I awoke with a start. I heard a soft voice say "Easy big fella - easy now. Helen's just trying to wake you up nice and easy."
I settled back and let her work her magic. After a while she stopped sucking me and lay down by my side. "I'm so glad you are home. I am so horny tonight that it's driving me crazy. Here - feel how wet I am."
She moved my hand to her cunt and I felt the wetness. Knowing that it was the juices of her lovers did not put me off at all. I rolled over on top of her and my cock slid right in. We fucked until I came and after a short breather she sucked me hard and we fucked again.
In the morning I woke up to Helen's sucking my cock and we fucked again before breakfast. Why she wasn't home when I got there was never mentioned. I started doing something I had never done before - I started calling home during the middle of my shift. The phone was never answered and I had to spend the remainder of my shift wondering if she was out getting laid, by whom, and by how many. She was always home when I got there and she was always ready to get laid. Monday night, after a rather strenuous love making session, I made the comment that "I don't know if I can stay with you much longer. I might have to bring in some help."
Helen giggled. "You would like that, wouldn't you? Bring home some young stud and watch me do him." She looked at me with a thoughtful expression and said, "I'd do it. For you I'd do it."
I just looked at her not having a clue as to what to say.
Tuesday dawned with Helen's lips on my cock. My first thought was, "Jesus Christ - not again!" (This from a guy who once told a buddy that I could never get enough). My second thought was to hurry up and get it over with so I could put my plan into action - I intended to be in a position to see what happened while I was supposed to be bowling. Monday after noon I had called John, the captain of my bowling team, and told him he would have to find a sub for me on Tuesday since I would be out of town. That evening, while Helen cooked dinner, I arranged the clothes in the bedroom closet so I'd have a hiding space and couldn't be seen if the door was left ajar. After breakfast I gathered up my ball and bag, Helen kissed me and told me to hurry home, "We might be able to get in a quickie before you have to leave for work." I drove my car one block over and parked and then made my way back to my house. I approached from the north side, because that side had no windows, and entered the attached garage. Moving to the door that led into the house I waited.
I needed one of two things to happen and I had no control over either. I needed Helen to take a shower, or to let her lover in the front door. Either one of those two would give me a chance to get upstairs and into the closet unseen; if she did not shower and he just walked in I would be screwed and in that case I would have to creep up the stairs and peek around the corner of the door jamb and hope not to get caught. I lucked out - I heard the shower start and I went into the house, hurried upstairs, and got myself into the closet. I figured that I had at least a thirty-minute wait before her lover arrived and I spent each one of those minutes knowing that I was going to be discovered.
The shower stopped and Helen came into view. She sat down on the bed and took a large dildo out of the dresser drawer (she said she bought it so she can work herself up for me and we won't have to waste time on foreplay) and started fucking herself with it. The doorbell rang and Helen jumped up and ran naked downstairs to answer it. "Better be her lover," I thought, "otherwise some poor fool is going to get either a hard on or a heart attack." In what seemed like only seconds the two of them were in the room and Helen was helping her lover undress. He reached for her tits, but she pushed his hands away and shoved him down on the bed.
"No fooling around," she said, "I'm too hot for that. Just fuck me."
For the next hour and a half I watched while she fucked him, sucked him hard and fucked him again. She was trying to get him hard again when the phone rang.
"Hello - Hi honey. Half an hour? Ok."
When she hung up she started picking up the guys clothes and tossing them to him.
"That was my husband. He's coming home earlier than I expected. You've got to get out of here. Hurry!"
She hustled him out the door and fifteen minutes later the doorbell rang again. As Helen came into the bedroom with another guy I suddenly understood why she had told the first guy, way back on Thursday night, that I would be home by eleven. She was running an assembly line. She fucked the first guy twice and would probably get two times out of this guy and I would be home for my 'quickie' before going to work. What with my wakeup fuck this morning that would mean she'd be fucked six times by three different guys in the space of eight hours. God alone knows what she might be doing after I leave for work.
Well, I was wrong with the math. This guy managed to get it up four times for her in the space of three hours. By the time Helen ushered him out I was one hurting unit. I had an aching cock that I did not dare try to relieve for fear that I would make a noise and get caught. Helen came back into the room and picked up the phone and made a call.
"We still on for four? How long can you get away from your wife? Is that all? Oh well, I guess it'll have to do."
She hung up the phone and reaced for her dildo and started to slide it into her cunt. At that point I lost it. I swept the clothes aside, pushed open the closet door, and stormed into the room hollering "Put that goddamned thing down!" Helen was stunned. She dropped the dildo and fear was apparent on her face. She opened her mouth to say something and I growled at her, "Not one word! Not one fucking word from that cheating mouth - not one!"
Somehow I managed to get my pants off without tripping over them and when I reached the bed I fell, literally, on top of her. I drove my cock into the hot wet mess of her cunt and God did it feel good. I started to fuck her as hard and fast as I was able. At first she was tense and probably afraid, but when I whispered in her ear, "God Babe - you looked so damn good fucking those guys" she realized that things might be too bad after all and she joined in with gusto.
It's funny. When I was in the closet there was no doubt in my mind that if I were to touch my cock with so much as my little finger I would have blown my wad all over the clothes in front of me. Now that I was in Helen's hot cunt I could not cum to save my life. I fucked her for a good thirty minutes, slow, then fast, slow, then fast again before I finally came. As I pulled away from her she started to say something, but once again I said, "Not one fucking word - damn you - not one fucking word." She looked at me for a second or so, shrugged her shoulders, and her mouth headed for my cock. She tried for five minutes to get me up again, but it was no go. Mr. Happy was done for the day.
I got up from the bed and as I was leaving the room I turned and looked back at her. "You are an absolute worthless slut. But you are my slut! I guess I am not man enough to keep you satisfied, but I love your slutty ass and I will not let you go. If I have to bring every swinging dick in town over here to keep you happy I will! But you are stuck with me. Till fucking death do us part! Now you just stay there! Don't you fucking move till I get back!"
I went downstairs to the den and called my friend Harvey. Harv has been my best friend since grade school.
"Harv? Remember all those times you told me you would take Helen of my hands if I ever got tired of her?"
"Yeah - what's up?"
"What isn't up is my dick. Helen needs to be fucked and I can't do it. Get over here and fill in for me."
Stunned silence from the other end - and then, "I'm on my way."
Harv only lives two blocks from me so he was there in five minutes. I opened the door to let him in and he gave me a questioning look.
"Upstairs waiting," I said.
"This is some kind of joke, right?"
"Go up and see."
One more searching glances and then he headed up the stairs. I started to follow, but stopped when I had a thought. Back into the den I went and called the bowling alley and had John paged. When he came on the line I asked, "Remember the time you jokingly offered me a thousand dollars for a night with Helen?"
He laughed, "I was drunk and you know it."
"Sure I know it, but I'm sober right now and I'll give you a dollar to fuck her if you can get over here within the next fifteen or twenty minutes."
"Are you serious?"
"Absolutely" I said. "Just ring the doorbell and come on in when you get here. We'll be upstairs."
I went upstairs and was watching Harv fuck Helen in her ass when John got there. He walked into the bedroom and I nodded toward the bed, "Join in."
I watched the three of them roll around on the bed and I thought about the situation. I love Helen and I believe that she loves me. I think it's just that she needs more sex than anyone man can give her. I wondered what would happen if I turned her over to the six or seven guys I play poker with once a month. Would they wear her out, or would she send them all home with defeated dicks. I wondered what her limits were or if she even had any. The front door bell interrupted my thoughts. Who could that be, I wondered, and then I remembered her phone call - that must be her four o'clock appointment. Well, if we ignore him he will go away. Then I thought, "What the hell!" I went down and answered the door. There was confusion on his face for a moment and then I said, "She's upstairs. Go on up."
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Alice Daniels sat at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee and looking out the window at the back yard swimming pool. What she really needed, she thought, was a good stiff drink, but stiff drinks were the cause of her problems. As she sipped her coffee she asked herself just how in the hell did she allow herself to get in such a predicament. It just wasn't fair! She did every thing she was supposed to do. She cooked, cleaned, kept the house spotless, and was a good mother to her two children - Tom couldn't ask for a better wife. Didn't she treat him like a king? She waited on him hand and foot - his every wish was like a command to her. God, it just wasn't fair.
She thought back to how it had all started. Tom had been working hard at his new job and was putting in ten and twelve hours a day six days a week. He was exhausted when he came home and as a result their sex life had gone from marvelous to zilch. She hadn't been laid in so long she was afraid her pussy might grow shut. Desperate to turn things around she had gone to Frederick's of Hollywood and purchased enough sexy lingerie to turn on a platoon of men. She had sent the kids to her mother's for the night and when Tom had come home that night she had greeted him at the door with a martini and wearing only high heels and a few black pieces of almost nothing. He had taken the martini and walked past her asking, "What's for dinner?" Stunned, she had run crying to her bedroom.
The next day she had started drinking at ten in the morning and by noon she was feeling no pain. She put on her bikini and went out to lie beside the pool and take some sun. The level in the pitcher of martinis on the table beside her had been getting lower and lower and the sun on her body was hot. Unconsciously she had started to rub her mound and soon felt little tinglings of pleasure move through her body. She became aware of what she was doing and then thought, why not? She was in the privacy of her backyard. She removed her bikini and lay back on the lounge chair. Her fingers went to work on her clit and the feeling that came over her caused her to emit a low moan. She didn't know how long she'd lain there fingering herself, but it must have been while. She had decided to go in the house and get something more substantial than her fingers when she heard a noise. She looked to her right and saw young Denny Thomas watching her. She made an effort to cover herself, but stopped when she saw the bulge in Denny's pants. It was obvious that the eighteen year old had been there a while and had seen everything. As she looked at Denny's bulge she thought to herself "at least its nice to know I can still turn someone on. She tried to keep her voice under control as she asked Denny what he wanted.
"I'm here to collect for the paper, Mrs. Daniels. You told me that if you didn't answer the door bell I should come round back to the pool."
Damn, she thought, so I did. She had gotten up from the lounge and walked into the house to get her purse. She could feel Denny's eyes on her ass the entire walk into the house. Walking back to the pool she saw that his eyes never left the black triangle that was between her legs. She cursed herself for not putting on a robe while she was in the house. She had been whining about things not being fair where she was concerned and look at what she was doing to this poor eighteen-year-old kid. She could have asked him to turn away while she put her bikini back on, she could have put a robe on in the house, but no, here she was waving her pussy in the poor kid's face. Talk about being unfair. You can be such a bitch sometimes she thought. She paid Denny what she owed and was considering how much to tip him when the idea hit her. She was shocked that she had even had the thought, but what the hell, it's my fault. She'd sat Denny down in a chair next to the pool and then she had knelt down between his legs. As she pulled down his jeans and worked his cock out of his undershorts she had looked Denny in the eyes and had said, "This is our secret Denny. No one else ever knows about this, ok?"
Denny dumbly nodded yes and she had begun to jack him off. After several strokes she had changed her mind about the hand job and had bent forward to take him in her mouth. She slowly started to suck him. She ha forgotten how good it felt to have a cock in her mouth. Denny started to hump up into her mouth. She should have expected it, him being a hot horny teenager and all, but she had not expected his sperm to hit the back of her throat so quickly. She swallowed every drop and had licked him clean.
"Remember Denny – it's our secret."
Two days later she had answered the doorbell to find Denny on the front porch. "Hi Mrs. Daniels. I'm trying to earn some extra money. Can I cut your grass? Or maybe clean your garage or basement?"
She had stifled a smile - she knew what he really wanted. It happened that the grass did need cutting and there were some things in the basement that needed moving. When he had finished they had gone to the kitchen to get her purse and as she handed him the money she had seen the disappointment on his face. She had looked at him for a long hard minute and then she had relented. "Sit down in the chair Denny."
For the next couple of weeks Denny had come by to do things for her and she paid him with blowjobs, She was becoming very fond of his cock - God knows it was the only one she was getting. One day during the third week as she was on her knees between Denny's legs she heard a noise and had turned just in time to see a head duck down over at the window. She glanced up at Denny and had seen the nervousness on his face.
"What's the matter, Denny?" she had asked.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Daniels. I couldn't help it."
"Help what Denny?"
"I told my best friend Todd about us. He didn't believe me and I told him if he was real quiet he could peek in the window."
She'd had Denny go out and get his friend and bring him in the house. When they were both back inside she had looked at them for a minute before saying, "You had a very good thing going for yourself Denny. All you had to do was keep your mouth shut. How many know?"
"Nobody else Mrs. Daniels. I only told Todd."
"Who have you told Todd?"
"Nobody Mrs. Daniels. I didn't believe him."
She had talked to them about what could happen to all of them if anyone found out what they were doing and then she had bound them to silence in the only way she knew how. She had sucked off both of them and then promised them that if she ever found out that they had shared the secret with anyone else, no matter whom, she would cut them off and they would never see her again.
Another week followed and she did not go a day when she didn't suck off Denny or Todd or both. Monday morning she'd had an argument with Tom over some piddly little thing and after he'd left for work she'd made herself a vodka martini. By noon she'd had several and as every hour of the morning had passed she had gotten more and more pissed at Tom. By one o'clock she was saying, "I'll show that bastard. I'll teach him to ignore me."
She showered and put on her black garter belt. Rolling on her hose she thought again of Tom and how he had not taken her to bed for over two months. She stepped into her high heels and looked at herself in the full-length mirror. "What a waste " she thought. She covered herself with a robe and went downstairs to wait for Denny or Todd. As luck would have it they both showed up. She had let them in and then dropped her robe to the floor. She'd stood there with her firm breasts jutting out, the nipples already stiff with anticipation and then she'd taken them upstairs to her bedroom. She had let them take turns fucking her, but always with an eye on the clock. Half an hour before her children were due home from school she had sent them on their way.
There had followed several weeks of almost daily sex as either Denny or Todd, and quite often both, stopped to see her. One day Todd had skipped school and had spent the better part of the day with her - actually, it was the better part of the day in her. She no longer cared that Tom was too busy or too tired for her. She was getting all she could handle. The boys lacked finesse, but they more than made up for it with youthful enthusiasm. She'd taught them to eat pussy and both were quite good at it. Before the boys had come into her life she had never had two cocks at once and she found that she liked it - liked it a lot. She had taken them both in her ass and she found that she liked that too. But her most mind blasting experience had come when she had straddled Todd and then had bent forward and let Denny have her ass. God, she had almost passed out from the pleasure.
In the back of her mind she knew that she should end it before she got caught, but she kept telling herself - just one more week - just a few more days until they leave for college. And then it happened. She was on her knees with Todd's cock in her mouth and Denny was fucking her doggie fashion when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. A quick sidelong glance at the doorway revealed Tom ducking back out of sight. She fought down her panic and finally she thought, "What the hell! He didn't come storming in so there is no sense stopping now." It was over an hour before the boys were through with here. She kept an eye on the door and caught Tom peeking several times. She had walked the boys to the front door and an odd thought occurred to her. "Should I kiss them goodbye?"
Tom was waiting in the kitchen. She went to the fridge and got out the cold pitcher of martinis and poured herself one. She had turned to face Tom and waited for him to speak. He had looked at her for several moments before asking, "How long has this been going on?"
She had thought for a minute. "Three months or so. Ever since it became apparent that you were not going to fulfill your husbandly duties."
"But why kids?"
"They aren't kids Tom, they are young adults. Both will be starting college this fall. I picked them because they know they won't get anymore if they talk about it. They are young and energetic. They are disease free, and they enjoy the hell out of it."
Tom had stripped and fucked her on the kitchen table and he made no mention of how loose his cock felt in her sperm filled cunt. Then they had gone upstairs and it had been like their honeymoon again. They had fucked all night long taking off only long enough to feed the kids, help them with their homework and put them to bed. In the morning Tom had asked her when the boys would be back again. She had told them that they usually came over around one. Tom had looked at her for a moment and then picked up the phone and called in sick. That afternoon he had hidden in the closet and watched as she and Denny had sucked and fucked for over an hour. When Denny had gone Tom had come out of the closet and attacked her like a mad man.
He stayed home for the rest of the week and every day was the same. He would watch and then he would come out of the closet and fuck her. On Wednesday Tom told her to ask the boys if there was someone else who could be trusted to join them. On Thursday the boys had showed up with a boy named Glenn and that afternoon she'd had three cocks for the first time - one in her pussy, one in her mouth, and one in her ass. Friday all three boys had gotten there early and she had been fucked nonstop from nine in the morning till three in the afternoon. Tom took her from three to four and then it was time for the kids to come home. That afternoon Tom had called work and pleaded family emergency and had taken the next week off as vacation.
Monday she had gotten the kids off to school and fixed Tom his breakfast. He had come downstairs and told her she needed to get herself sexy. She'd asked why and Tom told her he had called a repairman for the washer and dryer and she should entice the man into her bed. The repairman had been bald, overweight, and his breath had smelled of stale cigar smoke, but he did have a nice cock and he knew how to use it. When he was gone Tom was on her like a raging bull. She had taken a shower and then the boys were there. Tuesday it was a telephone repairman, Tom and the boys; Wednesday a plumber, Tom and the boys; Thursday brought a painter to give a quote on painting the house, Tom and the boys, and on Friday the boys had shown up at eight-thirty in the morning and had fucked her until three. She had looked forward to the weekend when she would be left alone.
Tom couldn't get anymore time off work so he spent the weekend setting up the bedroom with video cameras. Monday it had started all over again. Tom would rush home, watch the videos, and then drag her upstairs to bed. He had pressured her to add a fourth boy, but she had protested. She did not think she could take care of four boys and get them out of the house before the kids came home.
It had been two weeks since Tom had added the video cameras. Alice sipped her coffee and stared at the pool and cursed the day she'd had too much to drink and had gone out to take the sun by the pool. She had been using her diaphragm and spermicide since she had started fucking the boys. She'd even had it in with Tom. Now she was pregnant and she did not have a clue whose it was. Toms? One of the boy's? The washer repairman? Ugh, not him she hoped. She finished her coffee and glanced at the clock. Time to get ready. Who was it today she wondered as she headed for the bedroom? The cable guy? No, he was last week. What the hell, she thought as she headed for the shower. It doesn't matter.
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Revenge can be so sweet. It is even better when the other party doesn't even know that they are being fucked over and you can make it go on and on. It is almost enough that just the thought can make you climax.
It started because I had an extremely lucky day. The day before, a Wednesday, I had been crossing the Safeway parking lot when I happened to notice a shopping cart sitting next to an empty parking space with a purse in it. I took the purse into the store and was just handing it to the clerk behind the customer service desk when a young woman carrying a child came running in. She saw the purse and cried, "Oh thank God. I thought that I had lost it - that it would be gone by now."
The clerk opened the purse and found the woman's driver's license and checked the picture to make sure it was her and then he handed her the purse. She took it, looked inside and pulled out a twenty-dollar bill and handed it to me while saying, "Thank you, thank you, thank you. You saved my life."
Then she turned and rushed out before I could refuse the twenty. I looked at the clerk and said, "Oh well, they say that found money is lucky money."
I handed him the bill and told him to give me five Cash Five quick picks, five Colorado Lottery quick picks and five PowerBall without the power play. While he was pushing buttons on the machine I looked down through the glass countertop at the scratch tickets. When the clerk handed me the lottery tickets I pointed to a scratch card that said "7/11/21."
"Those are supposed to be lucky numbers so give me five of them."
I put the stuff in my purse, did my shopping and went home. I had just enough time to unload my groceries and get them in the house before I had to rush off and pick up my two daughters and get them to their dance lessons. Then it was race over to the middle school and pick up my son and get him to soccer practice. The rest of the afternoon and evening were spent running around and doing things like dropping clothes off at the cleaners, going back and picking the kids up from their activities, fixing dinner and doing all the things that a housewife and mother has to get done. Then there was a healthy romp in the sack with my husband Mike after which I fell asleep exhausted.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning, after I got Mike off to work and the kids off to school, I sat down at the kitchen table to balance my checkbook. As I pulled the checkbook out of my purse I saw the lottery tickets. I had completely forgotten that I had them. I got a quarter out of my change purse and began on the scratch tickets. The very first one was a forty-dollar winner. The next two were losers, but the fourth was a ten-dollar winner and the last one was another forty-dollar winner. Ninety bucks for a twenty, not bad, not bad at all. Then I remembered that the lottery drawings had been held the night before so I went to the front porch and got the paper and then brought it back to the kitchen table to compare the winning numbers against the numbers on my quick picks. The Colorado Lottery and PowerBall were both losers, but the very last number on my Cash Five quick picks matched the five numbers picked at the drawing. Five of five! A twenty thousand dollar winner! I screamed when I saw it and got to excited that I almost came in my panties. Was my hubby going to be surprised. I decided to meet him for lunch and give him the good news. I pulled up in front of his office just as he and Cathy, his secretary, were driving out of the employee parking lot. I pulled out to follow them to where they were going to have lunch and then I would join them. Except they didn't go to lunch. They drove to a motel. It was a lucky day for me all right, but not such a lucky one for Mike.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My father had a basic philosophy that he instilled in us kids as we were growing up. "Never get mad" he would say, "But always, always get even. And then if you can, get ahead."
As angry as I was at finding out that my so-called 'loving husband' was a cheat I was not so mad as to forget my father's credo and I was already planning my revenge. Even being over thirty and having had three kids I didn't look all that bad. I still got an occasional wolf whistle and I had never been to a party that I didn't get hit on. I could get myself laid, but I didn't want it to be just anybody. It had to be someone special and I knew just who it was going to be. I couldn't make it happen for another two weeks, but for that two weeks Mike would come home to a wife who would do her very best to fuck his eyes out. In two weeks Mike's company would be hosting a cocktail party and this time the words cock and tail would have a special meaning, at least for me.
Once I knew what I was going to do I began to prepare. I mailed myself an invitation to a "girls only" adult novelty party to be held on the day after the cocktail party. None of the dresses in my closet had the look I wanted so I went out shopping. I found an absolutely stunning little black cocktail dress, cut low in the front, almost backless and short enough to show plenty of leg. While I was at it I bought a pair of CFM's to go with it. The night of the party Mike took one look at me and said, "You do know that you may get fucked in the car on the way to the party and almost certainly will on the way home, to say nothing of what will happen when we get home."
"That is the effect I was working for."
Mike was able, only barely, to keep his hands off of me on the drive to the party and I was grateful because I didn't want a hair out of place when I went after my quarry. We arrived 'fashionably late' and entered a room full of people socializing. I spotted my target as soon as I walked in the door and he noticed me at the same time. I saw the appreciative look and smiled to myself. Little did he know that tonight was going to be his lucky night. For the first hour Mike and I moved through the room socializing and then Mike got caught up in a conversation about micro managing or some such thing and I wandered off the hunt my prey. I spotted him and, irony of ironies, he was talking with Mike's secretary Cathy who, catty as it might make me sound, looked rather drab.
Roger Thompson was the one man in the company that Mike despised, maybe even hated. Roger and Mike vied for every promotion, and each fought the other to gain even the slightest edge in the fight to come out on top. Roger knew of Mike's animosity and being the type of man that he was he never passed up a chance to hit on me. To Roger, bedding me would be the ultimate in one-upsmanship. He turned from Cathy to greet me with a smile and then the three of us made nice, Cathy no doubt smirking inside with the knowledge that she was fucking my husband supposedly behind my back. I was equally smirking over the fact that Roger had not even looked her way once I arrived. Cathy, sensing that she was being ignored, moved away and left me alone with Roger. He immediately turned on the charm and after a little bit of small talk he said, "I must say Mandy, that you look simply ravishing tonight."
Knowing that that was probably as good an opening as I was likely to get I smiled at him and said, "Then why don't you?"
I saw him hurriedly glance around as if looking for some place where we could do it and I gave him a dazzling smile and said, "No, not tonight sweetie, but give me a number where I can reach you around noon tomorrow. I'll even pay for the motel room."

He was smooth, didn't even bat an eye as he took out a business card and wrote a number on the back of it. I slipped it into my clutch purse, smile, and said, "Until tomorrow sweetie" and then I headed off to look for my husband. Mike was a little cool toward me on the ride home.
"I saw you talking to Thompson. You know I can't stand that smug bastard so why do you even talk to him. What did he want anyway."
"The same thing he always wants."
"What's that?"
"He wants to fuck me and given the way you are behaving right now maybe I should have let him."
"What!" Mike fairly screamed.
"I dressed this way tonight to inspire a certain someone into wanting a wild night of sex. That certain someone is behaving like an ass and isn't likely to do me much good. I don't know if Roger would be good for a wild night of sex or not, but at least he wanted me which is more that it appears right now that you do."
Mike slammed his hands against the steering wheel in frustration and said, "Jesus Mandy, you know how that asshole gets to me."
I thought to myself, "Yes I do indeed hubby dear and that is just why he is going to get me," but what I said was, "Roger is your problem, not mine. Keep whatever it is that you have against each other to yourselves and leave me out of it."
Mike stewed for the rest of the ride home, but once in the house he was contrite and I did give him the wild night of sex that I'd promised. After all, I did have to have him in a loving mood for the next step of my plan.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I still don't know if Roger would be good for a wild night of sex, but he sure was spectacular the next afternoon. Between us we practically destroyed that motel room as we spent five solid hours of going after each other. As I was getting dressed to leave Roger asked, "Why now? Why after all these years, why now?"
"Don't look a gift horse in the mouth sweetie. All you need to know is that you can have me anytime during the day that you want me. The only thing is that Mike must never find out. If he ever finds out it could only have come from two people - you or me - and I'm keeping my mouth shut."
"Monday? Right here?"
"You got it sweetie."
"I'll make the reservation when we leave."
"Good, but do me a favor sweetie?"
"What?"
"Take lots of vitamins, you are going to need them."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Part one of the plan behind me I smiled at the thought of part two. I had already arranged for my parents to keep the kids for the weekend so Mike would be home alone when I got there. I smiled when I came in the house, "Honey I'm home and I'm horny, where are you?"
Mike came trotting up from the basement and saw me peeling off my clothes, "Horny huh? What caused it?"
"All those adult novelty items that Meg was trying to sell. She actually used a huge dildo on herself in front of us to demonstrate and all the girls got to talking about husbands and boyfriends and cock sizes. It was a damned good thing no men were there or they would have been raped. I did find something that I liked though and I want your opinion on it."
Naked I led him over to the couch, sat down and spread my legs. "She had this stuff called Fluid Magic. It is like a KY Liquid except that it has a South American herb in it the makes the inner folds of the pussy tingle and it sure is doing that to me. The other thing about it is that the flavor is supposed to make a man want to eat your pussy forever. Taste me baby. Slide your tongue into my pussy and see if the stuff will make you eat my pussy until I cum. Do it baby, eat me till I cum and I'll spend the rest of the weekend fucking you to death."
Mike got on his knees in front of me and as he moved forward I thought, "Yes you unfaithful bastard, taste Roger's cum. Taste the juices of the man you hate."
When Mike's tongue touched my pussy lips my body shuddered as I had a small climax. God, but it was such a deliciously wicked feeling.
Mike pulled back, "Damn baby, whatever it is it sure makes you sensitive. It is a little salty, but if the stuff can turn you on that much I can learn to like it" and his head went back down.
Learn to like it hubby dear, because you are going to get a lot of it from now on.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It has been six months since that Saturday and Roger fucks me on the average of three times a week and then I go home and greet Mike with open legs when he comes home from work. He can't believe how hot I've become and that I'm constantly fucking him. Have to keep him happy and wanting to eat my pussy, don't I? Besides, all the sex he gets helps assuage the pain of losing out to Roger on two promotions now. I suppose that can be considered as part of my revenge since I've been fucking Roger's customers to help him get bigger orders.
Mike just keeps on slurping up the residue inside me as I go from cock to cock and I always get off when he is sucking some other man's leavings out of me. But I have to admit I do get a special tingle when it is Roger's juices that he is scarffing up. What may be the final bit of sweet revenge will come when I tell Mike I'm pregnant. Since I always wear a diaphragm when I fuck Mike, but never when I fuck Roger or his customers I'm almost certain that Mike is not the father. I do so hope that the baby will be Roger's and not one of his customers. I will do a DNA test to be sure, but wouldn't that just be the supreme revenge? To have Mike slurping up Roger's cum while at the same time he is raising Roger's child?
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I should have had enough sense to say no. Not that I had even the remotest thought that what happened would happen, but because I had l had gotten used to living alone. I had gotten kind of set in my ways after my wife left me. I lived alone and I liked living alone, but when my son came up to me and said, "Please dad" what could I say? His National Guard unit had just received orders sending them to Iraq.
"Annie can't afford to keep the apartment on my allotment check and what she makes at her job. You have three bedrooms and two aren't being used for anything but storage. It is only supposed to be for six months dad and I know you can tough it out for that long. Please dad?"
So Dave went off to the desert and Annie moved in with me.
Our very first day alone together started out bad. I'd gone out drinking the night before with some friends and when I woke up in the morning I rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom. I sleep naked and I was used to running around the house naked and that is the state I was in when I walked into the bathroom and found an equally naked Annie at the sink brushing her teeth. I'd always known that Annie filled out her clothes nice, but I hadn't realized just how spectacular she was until I saw her nude. In the second or so it took me to realize the situation, say "Oops" and back out of the room I saw Annie's eyes drop and I glanced down and saw that I was very, very erect.
That sort of set the pattern for the next few weeks. Neither of us was used to having to cover up or close doors when we were at home and as a result Annie and I saw quite a bit of each other until we got in the habit of closing doors and wearing clothes when the other was around. I don't know about Annie, but I spent a lot of time beating my meat.
Annie worked as a secretary, a nine to five job, and she usually beat me home most nights and we settled into an ordered existence. If she got home first she would fix dinner and I would do clean up. If I got home first, which I rarely did, then I would cook and she would clean. After dinner she would watch TV or read while I went down into my basement workshop and worked on projects or got together with my friends to drink and play cards. About two months after Dave shipped out Annie started stopping after work with some of the people that she worked with. First it was one night a week and she would be home by ten and then it was two nights a week and she wouldn't get in until midnight. Next it was a couple of times a week and every Friday and she didn't get home until two or three in the morning.
I had my suspicions of course, but it really wasn't any of my business. Dave had always been a bit of a wild one before he and Annie married and for all I knew they had an arrangement. The nights she came in late and I happened to be up she would give me a little guilty look and then head on up to bed. I'd watch her climb the steps to her room, remember what her ass looked like when I had caught her in the bathroom and wished that it could have been me that she had just been with. But she was family so all I could do was curse my wife for running off and leaving me alone to face the problem.
Like I said, I had my suspicions, but I never knew for sure until the night of Brad's birthday. Several of us went out drinking with him to celebrate and he wanted to go to a bar on the other side of town. The girl he was dating worked there and he planned on going home with her that night. We hit two other places first and didn't get to Mike's Bar and Grill until a little after ten. As we pulled into the parking lot our headlights swept past a car in which two naked legs were up in the air and kicking. Steve said, "Looks like someone is getting some. Want to sneak up and watch?"
"Hell no, let them have their fun" Brad said and we got out of the car and headed for the side door of the bar. Just as we got to it we heard a car door slam and a woman laugh and I turned to see two people get out of the car that had the kicking legs in it and I saw that the woman was Annie.
We were already inside and seated when Annie and the guy came in. They went to a table where five other people were sitting and for the next three hours I watched as Annie drank, danced, laughed and talked with the people at her table. There were four guys at the table and Annie danced with every one of them and every one of them felt her up and kissed her while they had her out on the floor. Half an hour before last call one of the guys took her by the hand, pulled her up out of her chair and started leading her to the parking lot and it wasn't the same guy she had been out there with earlier. She was following alone behind him and laughing and as she went by our table Steve laughed and said, "I wonder if she'll do me next?"
It was just loud enough that Annie heard him and she looked our way. Even in that dark bar I saw Annie's face pale as she saw me. She tried to stop, but the guy had a full head of steam up and he pulled Annie along behind him. Steve laughed again; "Did you see that? She heard me and she tried to stop him so she could come over and tell me I could be next, but the asshole didn't want to share."
Everybody at the table laughed and Ralph said, "Shit Steve, if she'd do you she'd do all of us. When she comes back in go ask her if she would like to pull a train."
"Maybe I'll do just that" Steve said.
Last call came and we ordered one last round. The people who were sitting at Annie's table started leaving and when she and the guy came back in from the parking lot the table was empty. The guy picked up a drink and finished it off and then left leaving Annie alone at the table. She picked up her coat and purse and, being very careful not to look my way she headed for the parking lot. Steve watched her go and then he jumped up from his chair and started after her. A couple of minutes later he was back. Ralph greeted him with, "What's the deal slick? You already got her on a back seat waiting for us?"
"Sorry guys, I couldn't even get me in the saddle. For a broad who did backseat time with two different guys in less than three hours she was a cold one. All she said was, "Did he put you up to this?" I told her that I didn't have a clue what she was talking about and she said, "The hell you don't" and she got in her car and drove off."
We finished our drinks and left the bar. Annie's car was in the driveway when I got home, but she was in her room and I didn't see her.
The next day was Saturday and I slept in. I finally got up around nine and went down to the kitchen and found that Annie already had a pot of coffee on and was sitting at the table reading the morning paper. I got a cup, sat down opposite Annie and asked for the sports section and she wordlessly passed it to me. We sipped our coffee and read in silence for about five minutes before she put her paper down and looked at me for a moment.
"Why did you send that man after me last night?"
"I didn't. Steve has a perpetual hard on and he figured that since you did at least two guys in the parking lot last night that he might have a shot."
"Two times?"
"You were in the parking lot doing one of them when we pulled onto the lot."
"Oh. You going to tell Dave?"
"I didn't sign on to be your keeper. Dave didn't put you in a chastity belt and tell me to stand guard. All I agreed to do was give you a place to stay until he gets home."
She was silent for almost a minute and then she said, "I love Dave, I really and truly do and I meant to stay faithful until he got home, but I didn't know how hard it was going to be. To go from six or seven times a week to nothing almost overnight.....I tried dad, I really, really tried."
I just looked at her and shrugged.
She stood up, "I need to take a shower" and as she walked away my eyes watched her tight ass swing back and forth and the fact that she was family slipped just a little farther back into the recesses of my mind.
Annie stayed in for the next two days. The third night was Friday and Annie wasn't home when I got there so I guessed she was in some bar with her friends from work. I showered and left to meet my buddies to drink some beer and shoot some pool. I got home at two and hadn't been there five minutes when Annie came in. She was a mess. Her dress was torn and her lower lip was bleeding.
"What happened to you?"
"I got stupid."
"Would you care to explain that?"
"I picked the wrong guy. He had a friend and his friend had friends and I said no and they said yes and I struggled against them and I lost."
"People you work with?"
"No, just a guy in a bar."
"You want to call the police?"
"Good God no. It would become public and Dave might find out. I'll just have to treat it as a lesson learned."
"You intend to keep on doing it?"
"It is either that or a broom handle. I've got to go soak in the tub. Goodnight dad."
The following week Annie came straight home from work every night and I wondered if her experience might just have mad her rethink her "either that or a broom handle" philosophy. The answer I got on Friday was 'apparently not.' I got home from work and as soon as I came in the house I heard the shower running. I headed up the stairs planning on being the next one to take a shower. Either Annie hadn't expected me home so early or she was getting careless again much as we both were back in the beginning because she had left the bathroom door open.
She stepped out of the shower just as I hit the top of the stairs. She grabbed a towel and began to dry her hair and her firm, full breasts shook from side to side and I felt a stirring in my loins. I just stood there and took in that young, firm body as my cock began to grow. Her pussy was bald - the first one I'd ever seen completely shaven - and I wondered what it would be like to fuck it or eat it.
"Easy guy" I told myself, "She's your son's wife," and myself laughed at me and said, "Bullshit! She's giving it away all over the place and you know you want some." I shook it off and went to my bedroom to get undressed and lay out the clothes that I was going to wear when I went out.
I was in the bathroom getting a fresh towel out of the linen closet when Annie walked in on me. She was wearing black lace panties with a matching bra, thigh high nylons and high heels. Startled at seeing me she said, "Oh, I didn't know you were home."
As soon as I saw her my cock sprang up and we stood there looking at each other. I saw her glance down at my hard on and for just a second it looked like she was going to say something, but then she turned and left. I watched her magnificent ass as it swayed with every step she took and then I looked down at my throbbing cock and said, "Fuck this shit! Enough is enough."
I put the clean towel back on the shelf, turned and went down the hall to Annie's bedroom door. I opened it and saw she was taking a dress off a hanger. Annie looked up at me and said, "You want something?"
"You could say that" I said as I walked over to her, took the dress from her and hung it back in the closet. "You won't be needing that tonight."
"What are you doing?"
"Protecting Dave's interest in you. I'm going to see to it that what happened to you last Friday doesn't happen again."
As I stepped to her and took her in my arms she said, "No, we ca..." and whatever else she was going to say was lost when I covered her mouth with mine. She tried to push me away but I held on to her. I pushed my tongue in her mouth and she responded by beating on my chest with her tiny fists. With my hard cock pushing against her belly I walked Annie backward towards the bed. I took my mouth off of hers and she said, "Stop this, please stop. This isn't right. You know we can't do this."
"Yes we can. And even if this isn't right, neither is what you are doing when you go out."
I pushed her back on the bed and then I swung over her to sit astride her stomach. I reached down and unhooked her bra and when her large breasts were freed of confinement I started tweaking her nipples and rolling them between my fingers with one hand while with the other I reached behind me and slid it into her panties. My fingers were probing her pussy and she was moaning, "No, no, oh please please no." I got two fingers in her pussy and as I started to work them the moans changed to, "Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh yes, oh god yes."
I swung over to the side and lowered my mouth to her right breast while using a hand to push her panties down. When I reached her ankles she moved her legs and kicked them off and then spread her legs wide. I kissed my way from her breast down to her pussy and then I slid both hands under her hips and pulled them up as I buried my face in her cunt. I found her clit with my tongue and went to work on it and Annie cried out, "Oh yes, oh yes, like that, oh god, just like that."
I wasn't in a sixty-nine position - both of my legs were to the left of Annie's head - but her hand reached over and took hold of my cock and started stroking it. I kept the pressure on her love button and she started pushing her hips up at my mouth hard and she started crying, "OH, OH, OH, OH, OOOOOOOOH GOD" and she pushed her pussy hard at my face and held it there as her body gave several little shakes and then, suddenly her body just relaxed and fell back on the bed.
I spun around and moved between her legs and then lifted them up on my shoulders. Lining myself up with her cunt I started easing myself into her. Annie's hands moved to my ass and she pulled me to her and gave a long, "OOOOOOH." I started stroking into her tight pussy and her moans got louder and louder and her nails were biting into the skin of my ass and her legs came up and locked around me.
For the first time I was glad that my wife had run off with some guy she met at a bar. If she had stayed I never would have gotten to experience the beautiful, hot and tight young woman under me. I didn't know what our relationship would be like when it was over, but if it were up to me I would be fucking her every day until Dave got home and maybe even after. I felt the build up in my balls and I both urgently wanted release and I wanted to never cum so I could stay hard in Annie's hot, tight pussy forever.
Underneath me Annie was making sharp little cries and I told her I was getting ready to cum and she moaned, "Wait, wait, with me, with me, please wait, pleaseeeee" and she came and I spent myself into her. I rolled off her and for a long time the two of us lay there next to each other looking at the ceiling and not talking. Then Annie broke the silence.
"Why? Why did you do this? It isn't right that you did this, you are my husbands father."
"I did it for the three of us, for you, for Dave and for me." "I don't understand."
"Remember the morning after the night I saw you at the bar? Remember how I said I didn't sign on to be your keeper"
"Yes, I remember."
"Then you came home after being gang fucked and you had a cut lip and bruises and I knew then that it didn't matter what I had signed on for. If anything happened to you Dave was going to hold me responsible for not taking care of you. So, to make sure that Dave comes home to a reasonably safe and un-scarred wife, to keep him from getting pissed at me for not protecting you, and to keep you from having another bad night like the one you had last Friday I did what I did, Hopefully I did it well enough that you will want to stay home rather than go out."
She was silent for a bit and then she said, "It's too late for that."
"Why?"
"Because I liked it when I was gang fucked. I didn't like the fact that it wasn't my choice and that they didn't stop when I told them to, but I loved the way that I felt when they were done and I wanted to do it again. I was going to do it again tonight, but I doubt that the guys I set it up with are still waiting for me to show. They probably think that I got cold feet. So you see, it is too late for you to protect from having another night like the one I had. I want it, and I'm going to have it. As far as Dave coming home to a safe wife, well, that isn't going to happen either. Dave is going to come home to an absolute slut. I love him dad, I really, really love him, but I doubt that will keep me from fucking other men after he gets home.
"But that is in the future. My current problem is in the here and now. I was expecting six men to ring my chimes tonight and you got in the way. So, you have your work cut out for you old man" she said as she reached for my cock and started stroking it.
"I just hope I don't fuck you to death and have to try and explain that to Dave."
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It had been a long and exhausting night and one that taught me that there wasn't any way that a horny, sex starved and sex crazed old man could stay with a horny, sex crazed young woman. Annie took everything I had and she still wanted more. When I finally fell asleep she was lying next to me trying to get herself again with her fingers.
Annie woke me up in the morning with a blow job and we managed to make love one time before I pushed her away from me.
"If we are going to keep this up I'm going to need to eat something to help give me some energy."
Annie giggled and said, "You started this old man so you had better get used to keeping it up. I hope you don't have plans for the day because I don't intend to let you get dressed until you have to get ready for work tomorrow."
Over breakfast I asked her if she was serious about doing groups of men and she said that she was.
"I know that it might sound strange to you that a woman would want to do something like that, but you're a man. You have no way of knowing how great it feels to be filled constantly with cock and to have what amounts to an almost continuous orgasm. I wouldn't have believed it myself if I hadn't experienced it."
"Well, I still feel the need to protect you as much as possible. How well do you know the men you were going to see last night?"
"I only know one of them and he was the one who was getting the others together. Why?"
"Because there are a lot of weirdo's out there and if you aren't really careful sooner or later you will find one of them or he will find you. You might find yourself in a hotel room with a bunch of guys who might think it fun to see how far up into you they can shove a table or chair leg or some other strange object. Just last year there was a news story about a girl who got picked up at a bar and after an evening with half a dozen guys they took out to a farm where they were going to see if she could take on some of the livestock. Luckily she managed to break away from them and run to the road just as a deputy sheriff was driving by. I don't want anything like that to happen to you."
"Don't worry, I'll be careful."
"Maybe so, but I'd still feel a whole lot better if I had some control."
"What are you suggesting?"
"If you have to do a bunch of guys at least let me get them for you. That way at least I will know that it is guys that I can trust."
"Oh and wouldn't that be kinky. My father in law pimping for me. Ooh, my pussy tingles at the thought of it. How soon can we start?"
"How soon do you want to?"
"Half an hour ago would have been nice."
"You are sure that it is what you want to do?"
"Absolutely!"
"Then I'll get on the phone right now and see who I can round up."
"Goody. While you are doing that I'll suck your cock and get you nice and hard and then fuck your brains out while we wait for them to get here."
Mike and Jerry were the first to arrive and Annie had one in her mouth and one in her pussy when Bill got there. Bill looked at Annie, "Isn't she the one who was at the bar that night?"
I nodded a yes and he asked, "How in the world did you manage it?"
Annie and I had already decided that the guys did not need to know our relationship I simply said, "Just my natural charm and ability."
Bill stripped and went over to the threesome and started playing with Annie's ass. She pulled her mouth off jerry long enough to say, "No, I don't do that."
Steve was the next to show up and by then Bill had had a turn and Mike and Jerry were back for seconds. Mark and Ron arrived and I lost track of who, when and how many times. About halfway through the session Mike asked me why I hadn't joined in and I told him that she had worn me out and that was why I had called for help. After four hours of almost non-stop sex Annie asked me what time it was which was our prearranged signal for calling a stop to things.
"Time to call a halt guys. The lady has a husband she needs to beat home."
As the guys were dressing Mike said, "I can't think of a better way to spend a Saturday night. Can we do it again?"
We all looked at Annie and waited to see what she would say. She looked around the room at all of us and then she said, "I can usually only get out on Fridays, but if I do it again I don't want anymore than are here right now. And you have to promise to keep your mouths shut. I can't have this getting back to my husband. If he finds out we all lose. Agreed?"
Every one agreed and then they all took off. As soon as they were gone Annie asked, "Why didn't you join in?"
"You'll laugh."
"No I won't."
"I just didn't feel right screwing my son's wife in front of my friends."
Annie broke out laughing and she laughed so hard that she had tears running down her cheeks. When she eased up I said, "You said you wouldn't laugh."
"I'm sorry, I just couldn't help it, but on the up side you are fresh and rested. How do you feel about sloppy seconds?"
"I can handle it, but I have a better idea."
"Oh? And just what would that be?"
"Your butt wasn't used tonight so it should be nice and tight."
"Oh no! I don't do that."
"Why not?"
"Because I know it will hurt."
"A little bit at first, but not much and not for long if it is done right."
"I don't think so. I don't like pain at all, not even a little bit."
"There was a little pain when you gave up you virginity and you seemed pretty happy today about it's not being around any more."
"No pops. I'll think about it and maybe later, okay? Right now I feel so damned good and I don't want to lose that feeling and pain, even just a little, might make that good feeling go away. So, you ready for some sloppy pussy?"
That was the start of it. Every Friday for the next three months was gangbang night at my house. And for the most part during the rest of the week Annie made do with just me. She did have one guy that she worked with that she really liked and she stopped with him every Tuesday night after work.
I know it will sound weird given the circumstances, but the Tuesday affair bothered me. With the Friday crew she was just a married woman who was cock crazy and who loved to fuck and with me she was just a daughter in law humoring me in my attempts to keep her reasonably safe while her husband was away. The Tuesday affair smacked of a bit of emotional involvement and it bothered me. I wanted Annie to be there for Dave when he came home. I asked Annie about it, but her answer did not comfort me all that much.
"He is just a really nice guy who is having some problems and he needs a shoulder to cry on. I listen to his troubles, end up feeling sorry for him and I usually end up taking him out to my back seat to try and make him feel better."
"What kind of problems does he have that he has to cry on your shoulder every Tuesday for three months?"
"His wife is out fucking other guys. She thinks she is doing it behind his back, but he found out. He hasn't called her on it because he loves her and is afraid that he might lose her if he confronts her, but by the same token he can't bring himself to make love to her any more. The boy has some serious problems and all I'm trying to do is comfort him."
"He needs a shrink, not time with you on a back seat. Basically, his wife is a married woman fucking other guys, but he can't bring himself to fuck her. On the other hand we have you, also a married woman who fucks around with other guys, but he can fuck you? He is running a scam on you Annie."
"How could he be running a scam on me?"
"Telling you bullshit about non-existent problems so you will feel sorry for him and give him pussy."
"Why do you care?"
"Because it is an emotional involvement on your part and the only emotional involvement I want you to have is with Dave."
"What? You don't think I'm emotionally involved with you? What about the guys I see every Friday? You don't think sex is emotional? If you want something to worry about, worry about this. I'm not going to stop what I'm doing when Dave gets home. I'll smother him with love and I'm going to fuck his socks off every day of the week, but I'm not giving up my Friday group grope. It may not stay on Friday, but I will find a way to get out one night a week so you can worry about how you are going to handle that. I'll end up letting Brad go on Tuesday because I doubt that I could get away with more than one night a week "out with the girls" or "stopping with the people after work," but I will not give up my group or you for that matter. You made me your slut pops and I guess you are now stuck with me."
I came home from work on Friday and found Annie all smiles and in a great mood.
"Guess what? Dave will be home in ten days."
"I'd better get on the phone and call the guys and cancel tonight and next Friday."
"Why would you want to do that?"
"Don't you think that the faithful wife who has kept herself pure while waiting for her hero's return should have a tight pussy?"
"Oh wow, I hadn't thought about that."
"It won't matter much once you start fucking his brains out, but his first time in over eight months? He might notice 'not tight'."
"Don't cancel tonight. I've been looking forward to it all week. We will tell them tonight that I won't be available for the next three or four weeks."
"Three or four weeks?"
"I expect that Dave is going to want to play catch up for the first couple of weeks and I doubt that I'll be able to get out. We will tell them to standby and be ready to come when called." She frowned and then said; "This sucks."
"What sucks?"
"Having to go for almost a month with out my harem. I'm not sure that I can do it."
"Well then I guess you will have to see to it that you get enough tonight to hold you until you can do it again."
She tried. God knows that she tried. Annie had a cock in her mouth and one in each hand trying to get them hard again while someone else was fucking up a storm in her pussy. She begged, she pleaded, she threatened (Yes, threatened, as in "if you ever want it again you had better get that damned thing back up") and did every thing else she could think of to make it last. But no matter what she did or how hard she tried to keep the room full of hard cocks by four in the morning she had worn all of them out.
Annie watched them go and the expression on her face spoke volumes. She was watching her fuck-toys leave and she didn't know when she would see them again. She turned to face me, "I just realized something. To get my pussy tight by the time Dave gets home I have to give up all fucking and that includes you. How in the hell am I going to do that? With the other guys it is different; they come when they are called, but you are here all the time. How am I going to avoid having sex with you?"
"No problem. I'll eat your pussy and you can suck my cock."
"That's fun, but it isn't the same as having a male hardness in my body."
"Again, no problem. All you have to do is try anal sex."
"I can't do that."
"Why not?"
"Because it will hurt and besides, it is disgusting."
"Your choice, but think about this. Most women I've had anal sex with have loved it. Most say they have bigger orgasms and the big thing for you to think about is that Dave has never had anal sex with you so he won't go there. Even if he did decide to try it he has no reference point for "tight" in that area. If you like it, and I'm betting that you will, and you decide to do it with Dave, he could bury himself in your butt after five other guys and he wouldn't know the difference."
"No pops, I can't. I can't do it; it is just too nasty."
That was Friday. When I got home from work Tuesday Annie was waiting for me. She seemed nervous and on edge and I asked her what was wrong.
"I need a cock in me pops, I need one bad. I'm not going to be able to hold out until Dave gets home."
"So what are you saying? You going to gamble that Dave won't notice how tight you are or aren't?"
"No pops; what I'm saying is that I want to try anal sex."
She was on her knees with her head on a pillow and I felt her body tremble when I placed a hand on her ass.
"Easy baby" I crooned in as soothing a voice as I could manage, "Trust me on this, you are going to love it. I won't lie to you baby, it will hurt at first, but the pain will go away in a bit."
I took the jar of Vaseline, got a glob on my fingers and I began working on Annie's butt hole. One finger for a minute or so, and then I added a second. When I slid three fingers into her she began to moan and I felt her ass push back at my hand. I smeared Vaseline on my cock and placed the head of my dick against her portal and I felt her tense up and try to pull away. I had been expecting it and I had a firm grip on her hips and I held her in place.
I applied gentle pressure against the natural resistance of the sphincter and then with a little push I popped past it and I was inside her ass. Annie gave a small cry of pain and bit into the pillow as, with slow, short strokes, I eased my way inside. When I had my full length in her I paused for several moments to let her get used to it and then I slowly started to fuck her. Not hard, not fast, just slow and steady as I waited for I hoped that I would see. It took several minutes, but then Annie started to moan and a short time later I felt her pushing back at me.
"Are you okay sweetie? How does it feel?"
"Like I need to take a shit. Jesus pops, I've never felt so full."
"Pain gone?"
"There is still a little, but it is a feel good kind of pain."
I picked up the pace and Annie was moaning and grunting and pushing back at me and suddenly the dam broke. "OH YES, OH SWEET FUCKING JESUS YES" she screamed as she reached forward to brace herself against the bed headboard and then shoved her ass back at me. "Fuck me, fuck me, oh god please fuck me" she cried.
I was close to getting off and I told her.
"Not yet, not yet, please wait for me, wait for me baby, please please pleaseeeeeeeeeeee" and she had an orgasm. Her sphincter squeezed my cock and I emptied myself into her.
She fell forward, face down, on the bed and lay there trying to catch her breath and I asked, "Are you okay?"
"You bastard! You miserable fucking bastard."
"Bastard? What did I do?"
"Why did you make me wait? You knew that I would love it, why did you make me wait?"
"You didn't want to do it. I asked and you said no."
"Bullshit! I didn't want to let you fuck me that first time either, but you didn't let that stop you. You just took me and made me love it, so why didn't you just take my ass the same way?"
What could I say to that? I just shrugged and lay down on the bed next to her. We lay next to each other on the bed, both of us breathing heavily, and Annie said, "Good God, I never imagined that anything that sounded so nasty could be so damned good. Again? Can we do it again?"
"As many times as you want sweetie, as long as you realize that there is no difference between vaginal and anal sex as far as my recuperative powers are concerned."
"No problem pops. My mouth has always gotten you back up before."
"True sweetie, but now we have to give it a good wash before you suck on it."
"Oh yeah, good thinking, good thinking there."
We did it once more that night and then we showered together and went to bed.
In the morning Annie said, "We could still have the group grope on Friday, but limit it to butt fucking."
"Not a good idea sweetie. Seven men, a couple of times each, would turn your butt hole into a wide open tunnel you could put a fist into."
"How about just two then. We can get Mike and Bill."
"Oh? I thought that you said that you didn't have any favorites."
"Outside of you I don't, but of the entire group they have the skinniest dicks. Not the smallest, but the least girth. Please pops? Can you call them?
That Friday Annie took all three of us in her ass and her mouth for almost five hours and after Bill and Mike were gone we crawled into bed and she was sound asleep in seconds.
Tuesday Annie and I both took off work to pick Dave up at the airport. We were standing there watching the plane taxi in when Annie said, "Pops, do you remember telling me that you felt it was your job to keep me safe for Dave?"
"Yeah, I remember."
"You did a lousy job pops."
I looked over at her.
"I saw the doctor yesterday and I'm pregnant and of course I don't have a clue who the daddy is. I don't know if a rubber broke or my diaphragm failed, but I have a bun in the oven."
"Sweet Jesus Annie, what are you going to do?"
Whatever her answer might was lost as Dave came running down the boarding ramp and swept Annie up in his arms.
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It is always a bad day when you find out that you are stupid; when you find out that you have been played for a sucker. And it is an extremely bad day when you find out that the person who played you is the same person who almost every day for years has been telling you that she loves you.
Sarah and I met in the ninth grade and while most people will tell you that the feelings that you have when you are that young are just 'puppy love' and immature infatuation I knew that I loved Sarah as soon as I set eyes on her for the first time.
We dated off and on through the ninth and part of the tenth grade and then I asked her to go steady and was overjoyed when she said yes. We went steady for the rest of high school and one week after graduation I asked her to marry me. Everyone I knew told me not to do it. They gave me all kinds of reasons from "You are too young" to "The two of you are just not right for each other." The one I heard the most often was, "You have never had a relationship with anyone else but her. You need to at least experience a date or two with a couple of other girls just to make sure that you know what you are doing."
I ignored them all because I loved Sarah and I knew that she loved me. Okay, we were young, so what? I'd read somewhere that half of the married couples in the United States got married right out of high school. And yeah, we were total opposites, but again, so what? We loved each other and we got along great. Why did I need to date others to see what it would be like when I already had the love of my life?
After graduation my father got me on at the paper mill. It was the afternoon shift and I didn't care much for the hours, but the pay was good and as soon as I had saved up enough to get an apartment Sarah and I were married.
++++++++++++++++++
Sarah and I were both virgins when we climbed into our marriage bed. Sarah because she had promised her mother and me because Sarah had made me promise her. That didn't mean that I was going into our new life a sexual dummy. I had seen plenty of porn videos and I was fully aware of all the fun things you could do. I was looking forward to eating Sarah's pussy, getting my first blow job, trying anal sex and trying out all of the various positions that I had seen. I had even positioned a mirror in our bedroom so I could see Sarah's tits swing wildly back and forth as I made love to her from behind.
I was disappointed when Sarah came to bed in a long flannel nightgown and turned off all the lights.
"No, don't" she said when I attempted to get to her breasts and any effort to get her nightgown above her waist was met with a, "Stop that Kevin," and then everything went to hell. "For what we need to do I don't need my nightgown any higher than my waist."
"What we need to do Sarah? This is our wedding night. The night we are finally free to make love. Free to enjoy each other."
"No Kevin, according to my mother tonight will be one of pain. We will consummate the marriage and get the pain of losing my virginity out of the way and then tomorrow we will get a calendar and plot out my fertile times. Once we get them plotted we will know when we can make love again."
"Next time Sarah? I planned on making love every single night."
"My mother says that the only reason for having sex is to procreate so if I can't get pregnant for the next couple of weeks there is no reason for us to have sex."
"Sarah, I don't give a rat's ass what your mother says. Sex is healthy and it is the ultimate expression of love. I have waited two years for this night and the nights that will follow it. You know how eager I was to make love to you, but I promised to wait and I have. Now you hit me with this "My mother says" nonsense? This is stuff you should have brought up and made clear before we were married."
"If I had would you have married me?"
"Willingly enter into a sexless marriage? Not likely. Are you telling me that you deliberately married me with the intention of denying me the benefits of marriage?"
"My mother says..."
"Fuck your mother Sarah! I didn't marry your mother; I married you. And I'm telling you right now that if you don't believe in having sex unless you are trying to make babies this marriage is over before it even starts because I'm not going to go five or six years without sex."
"Five or six years?"
"Damned right. I'm not going to saddle myself with kids until I've had a little time to enjoy life."
"But my mothe...."
"Forget it Sarah. Go home and live with your mother," I said as I got up and started to get dressed.
"Where are you going?"
"I'm going to see my dad and see if he knows how to go about getting the marriage annulled. It might not be too hard to do since we never consummated it."
I had my clothes on and was heading for the door when Sarah cried, "Please Kevin, don't go and leave me here."
"You don't need to stay here Sarah; go home to your mother. See what she has to say. She seems to have something to say on just about everything."
"Kevin please, don't go honey. I love you, you know I do."
"I love you Sarah, but as far as I'm concerned a strong, healthy sex life is a part of any marriage. You wouldn't make love with me before we got married and you made me promise to stay a virgin until we were married. The wait is over Sarah and now the girl that I promised to wait for tells me that our marriage is going to be basically sexless? I don't think so. I'm not going another week without sex and I will not cheat on my wife. To me that pretty much means that we have the marriage annulled and then you can go back to doing whatever your mother says and I can go find some one to help me get rid of my cherry."
"Please Kevin no, don't do that to me. What do I have to do?"
"You don't 'have' to do anything. It has to be a cooperative effort or it will be a waste of time. I want the sex life that I've been looking forward to. I want you naked on our bed. I want the lights on and I want to enjoy sex in all of its forms including anal and oral sex."
"No!"
"No what?"
"I will not have anal sex. It is a disgusting perversion and it is totally out of the question. I feel almost as strongly about the idea of oral sex, but most of my girlfriends do it and they say that they like it so I'll try. I'm not going to promise anything, but I will try. But absolutely no anal sex at all."
I stood at the door and looked at her. I was sure that she would love sex and that I could eventually win her over and get her to try anal so I took my hand off of the doorknob and went back to the bed and undressed.
The night was a disaster. My buddies all told me to go slow. They said that Sarah would scream out and then cry for maybe a minute but that I shouldn't let that put me off.
"She'll get into it dude. It may take a minute or so, but the pain only hurts for a short while and then she will respond. When that happens be ready to hang on for the ride of your life. Just take it slow and let Sarah get used to it before picking up the pace."
Well, they got the cry and scream part of it right, but Sarah never did get used to it or respond. I had wanted my first time to be more than a quickie so for three days before the wedding I jacked off three and four times a day. As a result I lasted almost nine minutes and Sarah screamed and cried the entire time. When it was over and I'd pulled out of her Sarah got off the bed and ran to the bathroom and stayed in there until I had fallen asleep. In retrospect I would have been a lot better off if I had gone out of the apartment and gone for the annulment.
++++++++++++++++++
Sarah did give me the sex life that I told her that I wanted, but not in the way I expected. I wanted sex and she gave it to me and then just lay there and suffered through it until I finished. She held to her "no anal" position, but she did almost everything else. She let me move her into different positions, but it didn't matter which one I used she didn't respond. She would lay there, lean there, kneel there, whatever and just let me use her and then she would run for the bathroom and scrub herself clean in the shower before coming to bed. She would give me blow jobs but warned me never to cum in her mouth. Even then, after I'd pulled out and cum in a hankie, she would dash for the bathroom, brush her teeth and gargle for a few minutes. She would let me eat her pussy whenever I wanted to, but even after I'd brushed my teeth and gargled with Scope she still wouldn't kiss me for a day or two.
In short, she gave me everything that I wanted and then she destroyed it with a total lack of interest. The weird part of the whole thing is that except for in the bedroom we were a happy couple. I loved Sarah and I had no doubt that she loved me. We hugged, snuggled, cuddled and kissed and were happy to be in each other's company - except in the bedroom. Eventually the sexual aspect of my marriage faded to the point where I only had sex with Sarah on the average of once a week.
And then one fine summer evening our marriage went down in flames.
++++++++++++++++++
It was a unique situation. It had never happened before and I don't suppose anyone had ever given any thought to the fact that it might some day happen. I was two hours into my shift when all of a sudden there were cops and firemen all over the place. My foreman and the shift manager hurried through the mill and had every one shut down the machinery and evacuate the building. It seemed that some radical environmentalist group had called the local newspaper and told them that they had planted bombs at the paper mill.
"If the mill is gone there will be no need to cut down the trees" was part of their statement.
The foreman told us that we might as well go on home and that they would call us back if they got the all clear from the bomb squad. Some guys hung on the chance they might see the mill blow up, but most of us either went to Mac's Bar and Grill or went home.
Sarah worked as a waitress at Estelle's Caf‚ from seven till four and so I was not surprised to see her car in the apartment parking lot when I got home, but I was surprised when I walked in the front door to hear her cry out, "Oh god yes, fuck me." My heart turned cold. Not once in our five-year marriage had I ever heard those words from Sarah, but someone was hearing them. I headed down the hallway toward the bedroom and when I looked in I got the shock of my life. Sarah was standing next to the bed, bent at the waist and her mouth was sliding up and down on the cock of the man lying on the bed while behind her another man was pounding his cock into her asshole. None of them noticed me so I stepped across the hall into the extra bedroom, closed the door almost all the way and then watched what was taking place in my bedroom while I tried to figure out the best way to handle it.
The conventional response was out. That would end up involving the police, ambulances, hospital emergency rooms and the resultant scandal would make me the town laughing stock. And there would be a scandal because the cock in Sarah's mouth belonged to her brother Mike and the cock buried in her ass was attached to her father. I could already hear it ringing in my ears.
"Pretty piss poor man Kevin, if you are so bad in bed that your wife has to bring in her family to do your job."
That, and other taunts like it, would be my lot in life if this ever got out. I stood there and watched as my wife joyously gave her father and brother everything that she had denied me. I watched as she caressed Mike's balls with one hand while she supported herself with the other.
"Get ready Sis, here it comes," I heard Mike say and Sarah clamped her lips tight around his cock and I saw her throat move as she swallowed what his cock spit out. When he pulled his spent cock out of her mouth she licked it clean and then she went back to sucking on him to try and get him up again. At her other end her father had his hands on her hips and he was pounding into her while she pushed her ass back at him. I watched until he said, "I'm ready baby girl, where do you want it?"
"In my mouth daddy, I want it in my mouth."
He pulled out and Sarah turned and went to her knees in front of him and took his filthy cock into her mouth. Her dad grabbed the back of her head in both hands and fucked her face while she shoved a couple of fingers into her cunt and fingered herself to an orgasm - the first one I had seen her have.
When her father was limp she had him lie on the bed and she got on her hands and knees on the bed and went to work at getting him hard again. Meanwhile Mike, who was erect again, moved in behind her and slid his cock in her ass. As Mike pumped into her Sarah rocked back and forth between the two men. It took her almost five minutes to get her daddy hard again and when he was up she had Mike stop what he was doing and she straddled her dad and using her right hand to guide him she lowered herself down on his cock. Once he was past the opening to her cunt she slammed down on him saying, "Oh God daddy, I do love your cock."
Her father put his arms around her neck and pulled her head down to his chest and Mike moved back in behind her and pushed his cock back into her asshole.
"Jesus, but I do love being so full," Sarah moaned, "Come on guys, fuck me, fuck me hard, make me cum."
As I watched the three of them I wondered what Sarah's mother, who seemed to have something to say on almost everything, would say about that. Of course, knowing that old biddy, she might even have told Sarah to do it. I could almost hear her twangy voice, "Now Sarah, you need to take good care of Mike and your father. After all, they are family. If you have any left when they are done with you you can let Kevin have some."
I had seen enough and I had realized that there was nothing I could do about it, but that didn't mean that I couldn't make them sweat. I went over to the desk where the computer was, unplugged my digital camera from the USB port and made sure that the batteries had a full charge. I walked across the hall, stood in the bedroom door and hollered out, "Honey, I'm home" and all three looked at the doorway and I snapped the picture. I got four more as they scrambled and tried to separate and get off the bed. Sarah was crying out, "Kevin honey, I can explain" as I walked down the hall toward the front door.
++++++++++++++++++
Sarah's father called me and asked me how much I wanted for the camera and memory card and I told him they were not for sale.
"You might avoid seeing them all over town and on the Internet if you convince your little whore to fade quietly into the sunset when I file for divorce. I'm filing on the grounds of adultery and as long as she doesn't contest it and no member of your family ever pisses me off any more than you all ready have the photos will never see the light of day."
Sarah made several attempts to get in touch with me, but I never spoke to her again. The information that became public as part of the divorce action pretty much labeled her as a whore. It stated that I had caught her in bed with two men, unnamed, and by not contesting she tacitly admitted that it was true. She had either quit her job, or got fired from it - I'm not sure which - because her new notoriety had every sleaze bag and lowlife in town coming into the restaurant and hitting on her or offering her money for sex.
It is ironic that her lack of a job has caused her to have to move back home where she has to live with the sleaze bag and low life that are her father and brother. I often wonder what her mother has to say about that.
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It might never have happened if my wife hadn't come into my home office one day and made the comment that started it all.
Cookie and I had been married just over twenty-one years and had one child; an eighteen-year-old daughter named Bethany. Cookie and I both worked and had done pretty well in our chosen fields and had both risen to management positions. Our combined incomes gave us enough that we were able to live a pretty comfortable life. We bought a large house on two acres and one of the first things we did was put in an in-ground swimming pool. My home office was in the back of the house and the office window over looked the pool.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Saturday afternoon and I was in my home office standing at the window looking out at the pool. Beth had invited some of her friends over for a pool party and I was standing at the window watching them frolic. I guess it made me a 'dirty old man' to be there thinking the thoughts I was thinking. A bunch of healthy young ladies in bikini bathing suits can certainly generate some very nice fantasies.
My attention was on Mary Anne, an extremely busty redhead wearing an extremely skimpy bikini, when Cookie came into the room. She came over to me, looked out the window, glanced down at my tented pants and giggled.
"Which one of those delectable young sluts are you imagining yourself fucking?"
"All of them."
"All of them? Surely you aren't including Beth."
I glanced over at our daughter in her bright orange bikini and my cock twitched as I lied and said, "No, of course not."
And the truth of the matter was that until Cookie said Beth's name I had never thought of Beth that way. It seemed like Cookie had suddenly thrown a switch. In the down position I had spent eighteen years raising a pretty good kid and while I was aware that she was a lovely young woman I'd never had one sexual thought about her. Cookie's, "Surely you aren't including Beth" pushed that switch into the up position and from that moment on Beth was most definitely included in my erotic fantasies.
Cookie reached down and squeezed my cock, "We can't let this go to waste lover" and she took my arm and led me to our bedroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My wife is not a stupid woman. I'm absolutely positive that as I pounded my hard cock into her pussy she was thinking that I was thinking of one of those sexy young nymphs by the pool and she was right, but I'm equally positive that she had no idea that the girl I was thinking of was Beth. My head was full of incestuous thoughts as Cookie clutched at me and moaned.
I imagined Beth on her knees in front of me, taking my cock out of my pants and licking it and sucking on it. I saw her standing in front of me slowly taking off her bikini while she moaned, "I want you to fuck me daddy, I want you in my hot pussy. I thought of her on her knees with her head on a pillow saying, "Take my ass daddy, I want you in my ass." I saw her on her back, hands behind her knees and pulling them back to rest on her sweet looking tits and saying, "There it is daddy, wide open and waiting for you. Please daddy, please?"
I rammed myself into Cookie and she cried out as she had an orgasm and I came buckets into her hot pussy. As I lay next to her trying to catch my breath Cookie said, "That was intense lover, but be honest with me here. Which one of those hot young sluts were you thinking about while you were fucking me?"
"Mary Anne" I lied.
"Oh, like big tits do you?"
"Well, she does have a nice rack and that skimpy bathing suit doesn't leave a whole lot to the imagination."
Cookie chuckled. "I'll have to see to it that Beth throws more pool parties. I kind of like interludes like this."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
From that day on it seemed like fate was fucking with me as every time I was around Beth the situation had sexual overtones. I'm sure that it was always there, but that I had just never noticed. Beth ran around the house bra-less in T-shirts and tank tops. She wore cut-off jean shorts with the cheeks of her ass hanging out. Several times I walked past her open bedroom door and saw her in only bra and panties. When she hugged me she pressed her tits into my chest and I had to make sure that my erection didn't poke her in the leg.
When Beth went on dates I'd go nuts imagining her on the guys back seat with her legs kicking in the air. Sex with Cookie was more often and more intense and luckily it was summer and Beth had her friends over a lot to enjoy the pool. Cookie would always ask me which one of the girls had inspired me that time and I gave her every name I could think of except Beth"s
One day Cookie asked me if I would fuck one of them if I got the chance. I thought for a moment about how fast I would sink myself into Beth if I ever got the chance and then I said, "No, I wouldn't."
"You hesitated there lover; care to tell me about it?"
"It was nothing. I just ran them through my mind to see if there was one I might like to try, but there wasn't. They are all lovely and sexy, but they are just too young. My tastes run to more mature ladies who act like whores in the bedroom."
"Why are you looking at me like that?"
"Because I want to fuck your hot, slutty ass."
"Oh you sweet talker you" she said as she got on her knees and stuck her ass up in the air. "Come on sailor, put your hard cock in my shit hole."
Later, while resting between bouts, I asked Cookie why she had asked me if I would fuck one of Beth's friends if I got a chance.
"I don't know. Your birthday is coming up and I'm having a hard time trying to figure out what to get you. Beth tells me that Mary Anne is a real slut and loves cock and I know that she turns you on."
"What? You were thinking of giving me Mary Anne for my birthday?"
"The thought did cross my mind. If you would have said yes to my question I might have tried to find a way to make it happen."
"Let me get this straight. The woman who wouldn't talk to me for a week after I danced with Joan at the Elks during the Christmas party is thinking of setting me up with some teenaged pussy?"
"You said it yourself. You prefer mature women and Joan is a sexy mature woman. I see the bitch as competition. I'm not afraid of a sexy teenager. No way you could stand to listen to her choice of music or hold a conversation with her when every fifth word would be "like" and every tenth word would be "you know." She wouldn't be a threat to me and if fucking Marry Anne turned you on as much as thinking about her seems to my pussy would reap the benefits."
"You really think Joan is sexy?"
"Asshole!" she yelled as she picked up a pillow and started beating me with it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later Cookie brought the subject up again.
"You sure you wouldn't like a taste of Mary Anne as a birthday present?"
"Good God woman, what has gotten into you?"
"I don't know. Just the thought of your hard cock slamming into a super hot teenaged pussy has been making me wet."
"I can't believe this shit."
"Believe it lover and think about this. I'll be in the closet watching it happen."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am lover, I most definitely am."
"You in the closet watching me boink Mary Anne. This I just have to see."
I know when my leg is being pulled so I decided to have some fun of my own. "Okay babe, make it happen" I said and then I sat back to watch Cookie get all flustered at having her bluff called.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The week before my birthday was a hard one for me. It seemed like everywhere I looked Beth was there dressed, or not, depending how you looked at it, in some way guaranteed to give me a hard on. Once through her half opened bedroom door I saw her completely naked standing in front of her mirror with her hands cupping her breasts. Cookie got a real work out that night and when it was over she chuckled.
"Thinking of your birthday present lover? That why you were so hot tonight? Thinking of those big tits and that hot, young pussy?"
My response was predictable and she laughed as I pushed her legs apart and took her again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day of my forty-fifth birthday arrived and I spent most of the drive home from work wondering how Cookie was going to explain not having Mary Anne there for me to enjoy. When I got home dinner was ready and both Cookie and Beth gave me a great big hug and wished me a happy birthday and then Cookie produced a cake with one huge candle. Beth gave me a gift-wrapped box and I opened it and found a new wallet. She gave me another hug, pressing her tits hard into my chest and I noticed, as I very sneakily looked down into her low cut blouse, that she wasn't wearing a bra and her nipples were stiff and then she pulled away from me and gave me quick kiss on the cheek.
"Got a hot date tonight. Got to run. Love you. Happy birthday again" and she took off.
I looked over at Cookie and she smiled at me. "Your birthday present won't be here until seven-thirty. Want me to suck your dick while we wait? If I can get the first cum out of you you will last longer when she gets here."
I smiled back at her and as I pulled out my cock I said, "Every man should have a whorish wife."
She chuckled and said, "You don't know the half of it lover" as she got on her knees and began to play vacuum cleaner. She got me off and then kept going until she got me up again and then she just worked on me slow and easy until the doorbell rang.
"Here's your present lover. This is the way I want to do this. You go down in the basement and wait until I come down to get you. Go. Go go go, go on now so I can answer the door."
I headed for the basement and I was only three steps the stairwell when I heard Mary Anne say, "Hi Mrs. Bailey." I was stunned. I thought that I was being sent to the basement so that Cookie could answer the door and let a bunch of our friends in. Then she would come down and get me and when I went back upstairs they would all yell "Surprise." But that was definitely Mary Anne's voice I heard. Cookie was going to do it! Cookie had actually set it up for me to fuck Mary Anne. My God, how in the world had she managed that? I thought of those huge knockers of Mary Anne's and my cock strained to get out of my pants. It throbbed and screamed, "Let me at her; let me out of here and turn me loose."
I was getting anxious and it was all I could do to keep from charging up the steps. Five minutes went by and the doorbell rang again. I heard murmured voices and a couple of minutes later Cookie came down to get me.
"Small change in plans lover. Mary Anne started her period this morning, but she arranged a substitute. The problem is that while the girl is willing to do it she doesn't want you to know who she is so the bedroom has to stay dark and you have to wear a blindfold. I'm sorry baby, but it screws me up too because I won't be able to watch from the closet. Is it still okay with you?"
"Yeah, we might as well go for it since you have the girl here anyway."
"Here, put this on" and she handed me a rolled up dishtowel. I tied it around my head so that it covered my eyes and then Cookie led me upstairs and toward the bedroom. I waited for her to stop, take off the blindfold so I could see all our friends as they all yelled Happy Birthday, but she didn't stop - she walked me right into the bedroom! She led me over to the bed and undressed me. When she had me naked her hand slid down my belly to my rock hard cock and Cookie giggled.
"Oh boy, is he ever ready. Come on sweetie, take him in your mouth."
I felt the hot breath just before the mouth closed on me.
"Play with his balls" Cookie said and a soft hand took my ball bag and caressed my stones. "Okay, I'm going to leave you two alone now. Remember honey, once in the mouth, once in the pussy and once in the ass. If you can get him up again after that it is your choice as to where you want it. For your part lover, you have to eat her after you cum in her."
Then she gave me a passionate kiss and said, "Happy birthday lover."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was soft, she was hot, she was energetic and she was insatiable. As soon as Cookie was gone she took her mouth off of my cock and pulled me down on top of her, guided me into her and then she locked her legs around me and we fucked like sex crazed rabbits. Thanks to Cookie's earlier blow job I was able to last a while and while my partner never said a recognizable word she did cry, moan and whimper as I tried to impress her with my ability as a stud.
When I did finally come she pushed me off her and then she mounted me in the sixty-nine position and we went after each other in frenzy. I had forgotten how sweet young pussy could taste and I buried my face in her cunt and attacked it like a starving man. She worked on my cock with a hot, feathery mouth and she had me hard again in almost no time at all. A couple of minutes went by and then she took her mouth off my cock and said in a voice that I faintly recognized even though she was trying to disguise it;
"Can you taste him old man? Can you taste my boyfriend? He was fucking me when they called and asked me to come over and light your fire. He put two cum deposits in me" and then her mouth went back to my cock and she shoved a finger in my ass and I came so hard I'm surprised that I didn't take the back of her head off.
I don't know why, but I figured that as young as she was she wouldn't have gotten around to giving complete blow jobs yet and I expected her to pull her mouth off me and go "yuck" when my first blast hit the back of her throat. She surprised me by staying with it until my cock was limp and then she let it fall from her mouth. In her obviously disguised voice she said, "Liked that did you? Did you like sucking you and some of my boyfriend out of my pussy? I wish now I'd have done it a couple of more times before Mary Anne called me and asked me to fill in for her then I could have given you a real feast. What, cat got your tongue?"
"I'm just a little overwhelmed by this. It isn't every day that a man's wife gives him another lady to play with."
"Mrs. B told me that I had to let you have my ass. I didn't know how big you would be so I had my boyfriend open it up a little. He nailed my butt in your driveway just before I came in here. It should be ready for you, are you ready for it?"
Her hand fondled my limp cock and she said, "Guess not, but we will work on it" and she went down and stared sucking on me again. While she did that I lay on my back and wondered what I had done to deserve a wife like Cookie. She was definitely one of a kind. I couldn't think of anyone else who had a wife who would do for them what Cookie had just done for me.
I felt my cock stir as my young lover coaxed it back to life. I had to fight off the temptation to fiddle with the blindfold just to see who it was who was making me feel so good. I knew that voice, I know I did, I just had to fight through the disguise and pull it out of my memory. Her voice pulled me out of my thoughts.
"Ready old man? Ready to take a trip up the dirt road? Gonna take a ride on the old Hershey Highway? Come on lover, I want you in my ass."
God but was she tight. She had either lied about her boyfriend fucking her ass just before she came in or he had a real small dick. I took my time and went slow and easy and she moaned, made sharp little cries and pushed her ass back at me until I was all the way in.
"Go ahead" she moaned, "Fuck my ass, fuck my ass hard."
I did what she wanted, but I started out slow. I gradually picked up the pace as I gave her time to get used to me and then I started ramming her as she moaned, grunted and cried and finally screamed out, "Oh God, oh sweet fucking Jesus, I'm cumming, I'm cumming."
The disguised voice was gone, but it didn't matter because now the voice was disguised by passion as I rammed my cock into her ass half a dozen more times and then came myself.
++++++++++++++++++++
We lay there on the bed next to each other breathing hard and trying to regain our breath.
"My God old man, how the fuck can I go back to boys my own age after that?"
Before I could say anything in answer to that question I heard a scream from outside the bedroom and I sat bolt upright on the bed, snatched off the blindfold and headed out of the bedroom. The house was dark, but I saw light coming out from under the door to the spare bedroom and I hurried down the hallway, opened the door and then froze in my tracks. There on the bed in front of me was Cookie with a boy I didn't recognize and he was fucking Cookie from behind while Cookie ate Beth's pussy as Beth was sucking the cock of her current boyfriend. Behind me I heard the front door close as my birthday present got out of the house before the shit hit the fan.
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It's the little things that fuck your life up. I mean you know that the big things might happen so you try to prepare for them. You try to squeeze a little bit out of every paycheck to put in savings against that rainy day you get laid off or the company you are working for goes bankrupt. You cover your house with insurance to protect you against fire, flood, and hail damage or some other disaster. You are always looking for the big things, hoping that they won't happen, but trying to be ready if they do.
It's the little things that kill you. Mail the house payment on time, but forget to put a stamp on the envelope and get a late payment tick on your credit report. Let your kid use your car to go out on a date and don't check the gas gauge in the morning; run out of gas on the way to work and have your boss yell at you for being late. Take your wife out to a nice restaurant and go use the restroom. Forget to zip up and walk back to your table with your shirttail sticking out your fly to everyone's amusement.
Well, it was a little thing that got me. Actually it was more like a schoolboy prank that backfired and bit me on the ass.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Ever wonder why when you are out having dinner with friends or when you are at a party and a woman gets up to go to the bathroom one or two other women will get up and go with her? I did; wonder about it I mean. Alice and I would be somewhere and be sitting with other people and Alice would say, "Would you guys excuse me please? I've got to go to the lady's room," and another woman would say, "Wait up, I'll go with you." Guys didn't do that. I never saw it happen with two or three guys, but I'd always seen it with girls and I'd seen it ever since I started dating in my early teens.
I wondered if it was something in a woman's genes; something passed down from generation to generation. What was it? One had to hold the hem of the other's skirt or dress to keep it from touching the floor? Who knew? It wasn't something that the women talked about and I guess I was the only guy really curious about it because I never heard any of the other guys pondering the question. But I had wondered and I was curious.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Alice and I were at a party at Paul and Pam's. About an hour in the party Angie got up to go to the bathroom and Linda got up and went with her. Half an hour later Mary made the trip with Margie tagging along behind her. I'd had just enough to drink to be loose and I got this great idea. Remember back in high school the rumor that was always going around about the peephole that let you look into the girl's locker room? I never saw it and I don't know anyone else who did, but you always heard, "Did you hear about ________? He was looking through the peephole into the girls locker room and he swears he saw_______." I remembered that and I thought of looking into the bathroom when a couple of women went in there just to find out why they all went in there in pairs. I knew that even though I would like to I never would because getting caught would fuck up your life big time, but what if you could listen in?
When Mary and Margie got back I got up and went to the john and opened the window a crack so that I could stand outside and listen to what was going on. I went back to the party, got a fresh drink and waited to see who would go next. About ten minutes later I saw Helen grab her purse and get up from the table and a half-second later Vickie got up to go with her. I went out the patio door and was waiting under the window when the two of them walked into the room.
H: "I've got to cut down on my drinking. I'm making too many trips to this room." V: "I stopped drinking at these parties. I stick to ginger ale or soda water now." H: "I need to cut out drinking before what happened to Sally happens to me." V: "I know what you mean. Do you think Robert knows?" H: "I doubt it. If he knew he would have killed Randy by now. V: "I know she was drunk when she did it the first time, but why does she keep doing it?" H: "She does it because Randy has a huge cock." V: "Huge?" H: "Almost ten inches long and hard as a rock." V: "How do you know that?" (Sound of the toilet flushing.) H: "When Mike and I separated a while back I played a little with Randy. It was a hell of an experience and I highly recommend it if you ever get the chance." V: "Oh my god, I couldn't do that. I could never cheat on Harry." H: "I doubt if Sally would let you get close to him anyway so it's probably a moot point." (The toilet flushed again.) V: "Why didn't you stay with him if he was that good?" H: "Cause he was a dick. (Some laughing and then) A dick head with a dick. His cock was the only thing he had going for him."
And then they left the room. Was that the secret? They went in groups of anywhere from two to five or six so they could gossip? I started to go back to the party when I heard the bathroom door open and a woman giggle. Myra Thomas said, "What are you giggling about Sarah?"
"I know something that you don't know."
"Yeah, but do I want to know it?"
"Of course you do. You always want to know the dirt on the girls."
"So what do you know?"
(I heard the sound of piss hitting the water in the toilet and then Myra said, "Hand me that wash rag please?" and then the toilet flushed.)
"Guess which girl friend snuck out of the party and got some back seat time with Doug."
"Give me a hint."
"She has a clueless husband."
Myra laughed, "Sweetie, you just described every woman here tonight. "
"Okay, she is probably the one you wouldn't expect it from, at least not here with her husband with her."
"Pam?"
"No, but close."
"Don't tell me. I want to go back to the party and see if I can pick her out by the way she looks or acts. If I haven't figured it out by the end of the night you can tell me."
I heard the toilet flush and then Sarah said, "I like that shade of lipstick. Where did you get it?"
"It's called Peach Zinger and I got it at Wal-Mart" and then I heard them leave the room.
I was just a little pissed. My curiosity was peaked now; who the hell went out to the car with Doug for some 'back seat' time? And just what did 'back seat' time mean? Some heavy necking, or was there possibly a fresh cum stain on Doug's back seat? I'd already learned that Sally played around and now I wanted to know who played with Doug. I'd never gone stepping on Alice before, but if I ever did Sally would be up there on the list. I needed to get back to the party and do what Myra was doing - try to figure out who made the trip outside with Doug.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Half an hour later I still had no idea who Doug had talked into leaving the party with him. During that half-hour I saw several women hit the bathroom and I wondered what they had talked about, but I couldn't spend all my time under that window because I was bound to be missed. When I saw Myra and Sarah make a second trip to the bathroom I slipped out of the party and got back to where I could hear what was going on. I figured that Myra had figured it out and was going back to the john to get confirmation from Sarah. But it wasn't Myra and Sarah I heard. I don't know who it was because the voices were hoarse with passion.
"That's it baby, suck on my clit. God but I wish you could do that forever. Here, let me get my hand in your bra so I can squeeze your nipples."
(Loud moan.)
"That's it, that's it, just like that. Oh god, I'm close, I'm close, oooohyeahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh."
(Loud moaning.)
"God that was good baby. I'll do you next time."
"We need to get back to the party before my hubby starts to wonder where I am."
I hurried to get back inside the house so I could see who came out of the bathroom. Just as I turned the corner of the house Doug and Paul came out on the patio so I ducked back to the side of the house. Since there was no way to get inside to see who it was who had been in the bathroom I turned and went back to the window. I got there just in time to hear Myra say, "I don't know why I wasted my time trying to play sleuth. She has been such a total slut this past year that I should have taken it for granted that she was the one you saw."
"Well yeah, but you have to give her a little credit. She has left the husbands of her friends alone. In fact, I don't think any of her paramours is married."
"Yes, but is that because it is her choice or because we have all threatened to cut our hubby's balls off if we even catch them looking her way?"
"I don't know, but she is my friend and so I will give her the benefit of the doubt."
"You think her hubby knows? Think he may be one of those men who gets off on his wife putting out for other men?"
"No, I don't think Rob has a clue. Nice guy, but not too bright where the wifey is concerned."
All of a sudden I felt a chill run down my spine. There were only two Robs at the party and I was one of them. That meant that they were either talking about Fran or Alice. They said that the woman who had gone out to the car with Doug had been a total slut for the past year and I would have noticed if Alice had been behaving like that. So, it had to be Fran. Well, that fit. Rob Olsen wasn't all that bright.
I moved back to the corner of the house, saw that the patio was clear, and I got back to the party. I started paying closer attention to Fran to see if I could pick up a vibe or see something that would give away what she and Doug had doing. I checked her out real close every chance I got with out being obvious about it, but I just couldn't see a thing that indicated that she had played fast and loose with Doug. Maybe Rob wasn't as dumb as I had thought. If I couldn't spot that she had just been fucked knowing that she had, how could he be expected to know when he wasn't even looking? I just filed Fran's name away for possible further attention just like I had Sally's.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in the kitchen getting myself another drink when I saw Pam and my wife heading for the bathroom and I smiled to myself; I just couldn't pass this one up. I ducked out of the house and got to the window just in time to hear Pam say, "But what about Paul?"
"In case you haven't noticed he is damned near falling down drunk. He won't even notice."
"Look honey, I like Rob, but I'm not like you, I don't cheat on my husband."
"I'm not asking you to do that. Just keep Rob occupied. You can do that. I've seen you kiss him half a dozen times over the years under the mistletoe at Christmas parties. Lead him on, let him cop a couple of feels and give him some really hot kisses with a touch of tongue. Just keep him occupied long enough for me to fuck Randy. He's here and Sally isn't so it might be my only chance for a while."
"I don't know girlfriend. It is one thing to cover for you when Rob calls here looking for you, but it is something else again for me to do what you are asking. Hell honey, you didn't need for me to cover for you when you went out to Doug's car with him."
"Didn't need you to. Doug was just some hot necking and a straight fuck and then we were back at the party. Randy is a different story. It takes time for him to work that huge log into you and then he seems to be able to fuck forever. I'm not sure that Rob wouldn't notice me being gone that long. That's why I need your help girlfriend."
"God Alice, you are such a slut. You'll fuck anything with a cock. The only guys safe from you are my husband and your son.
Alice giggled and said, "Well, you are half right."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that Paul is safe because I promised you."
"You mean you would do your own son?"
"I was his birthday present when he turned eighteen."
"You slut you."
"I know, isn't it great? Let me tell you girlfriend, there isn't anything like an energetic, young boy with a perpetually hard cock. If you ever decide to get a taste of strange you just let me know and I'll loan you Lance."
"You still doing him?"
"Every Thursday night when Rob goes bowling and any other time he will be out of the house for more than a couple of hours. So, will you help me out here?"
"I'll try honey, but I can't promise he'll be interested enough in me to let me keep him occupied."
"Just flash a little tit or let him see your panties somehow. He won't run away from you, I promise."
I had approached the window with a smile on my face and a certain amount of smugness that I was going to put something over on Alice, but the smile and the smugness were gone; killed off by what I'd heard coming out of the slightly opened window. My wife and Doug, my wife and Randy and Myra's statement, "She's been a total slut for the past year" and worst of all, our son. I was too stunned by it all to even feel the anger and the rage that I knew would be breaking out soon. When it came, and I knew that it would, I was going to have to beat it down and try to remain calm. I couldn't afford to let it go unchecked because I could very well end up in jail if I did. That didn't mean that I wouldn't take my revenge, because I would; I most definitely would.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I returned to the party and put on a fake smile. I got a fresh drink and then I circulated and watched Randy and Alice without letting them see that I was watching their every move. I saw Randy move out to the patio and a couple of minutes later Alice followed. I went to the bathroom and locked the door behind me and then I opened the window and climbed out and dropped to the ground. Moving to the corner of the house I watched as Randy and Alice moved past the garage to the side street where the cars of most of the people at the party were parked. I saw them both get in Randy's car and then Randy started the car and drove it about two blocks down the street - away from the street light and any chance that someone leaving the party could see them.
I turned and headed back to the party. From the patio I looked inside to see if I could see Pam and I saw her talking with Myra and Sarah. Her back was to me so I went inside and headed for the bathroom. No one was waiting to use it so I took a dime out of my pocket and used it to turn the little lock button in the center of the handle. I went inside, closed the window, turned off the light and then I headed for the kitchen. I got a glass of water, dropped a couple of ice-cubes in it and added a slice of lime so it would look like a vodka tonic and then I went back to the living room where Pam was.
I saw Paul sitting over in a corner in an easy chair and it did look like Alice had been right - he was definitely out of it for a while. I circulated, talked to some people while occasionally checking on Pam to see if she was keeping track of me. After about ten minutes I began to look like I was looking for someone. Pam noticed and I saw her take a deep breath, down her drink and head for me.
"Hey stranger, you have been ignoring me all night."
I knew the game so I decided to be bold. "I don't trust myself around you sweetie and there isn't any mistletoe at this party that I can use as an excuse."
Pam gave me a level glance and then said, "You need an excuse? I must be losing my touch."
"Maybe not. Maybe I'm just afraid of you."
"Afraid of me?"
"Afraid of what you might cause me to do."
"You? Mr. Steady Hand himself losing his control over little old me? That will be the day."
"Sometimes I think you don't give yourself enough credit."
I looked over her shoulder like I was looking for Alice and she reached up, took a handful of my shirt, pulled me to her and kissed me.
"Didn't need any mistletoe to do that, now did I?"
"No, but that was just an 'I'll show you' quick kiss in a room full of people knowing full well that anyone who saw it would take it for just what it was - a quick buss between good friends."
I gave her a big smile and began looking around for Alice again. She glanced around to see if anyone was watching and satisfied that no one was she took my arm and led me from the room. As we were leaving the room Doug glanced our way and I winked at him and he smiled and gave me a thumbs up and I saw Myra look at us with disbelief on her face. In the hall, just outside the bathroom I took Pam in my arms, but she pushed me away.
"Not here. I don't want someone on the way to the bathroom to see us."
She led me into her bedroom, closed the door and then locked it. She turned to me, "No mistletoe and nobody watching. So, do you need an excuse or not?"
I took her in my arms and gave her a long, lingering kiss and when I broke it I looked into her eyes and said, "Nice, very nice," and then I kissed her again only that time I put some steam into it. I felt the tip of her tongue flick at my lips and I responded. Over her shoulder I could see her in her dresser mirror kissing me while looking at the bedside clock. I could almost hear the gears turning in her head. "Alice and Randy have been gone about twenty minutes. I need to buy about ten more." She stepped in close and turned the heat up on the next kiss.
For what I planned on doing I needed Pam to work at keeping me from going to look for Alice. She had to be the aggressor. I pulled back and said, "I don't know what we just proved, but I think that we had better get back to the party."
"Oh no you don't. You don't get to tease me and then run. I get the feeling that you are holding back on me. I want the full voltage kiss."
I pulled her back to me and gave her the hottest kiss I could. Our tongues fought with each other and my cock was throbbing, but I had to hold myself so that she wouldn't feel it and get scared off. A quick glance at the clock showed me that it was time for me to make my move. I broke the kiss and pushed Pam away from me and she took a step backwards and ended up sitting on the side of the bed.
"We need to get back to the party."
A glance at the clock showed Pam that she needed to buy just a little more time. "Come on," I mentally willed her to take the next step, "Do it Pam, do it," and she did.
"I don't believe it. You are afraid of me. I thought you were kidding, but you are afraid of me."
"Afraid? I'll show you afraid" and I leaped on the bed with her and pushed her down on her back. "You want this. I never realized it before, but you want this," and I crushed my lips down on hers. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and her arms went around my neck. I continued the kiss as I used my right hand to free my cock. Then I pressed down even harder on her mouth to occupy her as I inched her skirt up until I could see her thong out of the corner of my eye. In one quick movement I broke the kiss, rolled over on top of her and used my knees to force her legs apart. There was momentary confusion on her face at the quick turn of events and that little bit of confusion gave me the time I needed to push her thong to one side and put my cock against her pussy. Then I put my hands on her shoulders and held her pinned to the bed as I smiled down at her.
"Here is the way it plays out Pam. Doug and Myra saw us come in here almost ten minutes ago and there hasn't been any screaming so they will testify that you led me in here if it goes to court. Paul finds out what you do while he's drunk because I will tell the world that this isn't the first time, just one of many. Your marriage and your reputation will be trashed. That's what happens if you scream and holler. The other options are to lie there and enjoy it or just lie there and accept it and when it is over only the two of us will know and you can spend the rest of your life contemplating the folly of helping a woman cheat on her husband. Either way my cock is going into your cunt," and I pushed.
Pam gave a little grunt as I pushed inside her and she looked up at me with angry eyes. I pushed a little more inside her, "Isn't this great? You're buying Alice all kinds of time keeping me here like this. You going to tell her what we did if she asks how you kept me occupied?"



"You bastard, you miserable bastard" Pam said.
"Only when you fuck with me Pammy. The rest of the time I'm a nice guy."
I looked down into her and I smiled as I fucked her. Almost five minutes went by with neither one of us saying a word, but as I pounded into her she began to respond a little and then I got close to my release and I picked up the pace. Pam knew what that meant.
"Pull out" she cried, "Pull out damn it, don't cum in me, please don't cum in me. I'm not protected Rob, please don't cum in me."
"Sorry sweetie. If you had fucked me back, if you would have put just a touch of effort into it to kind of show me you were sorry for helping Alice hang horns on me I might have pulled out."
"Please Rob, please don't. I'll do anything, but please don't."
"Anything?"
"Just don't cum in me Rob, please, I'm begging you."
"Open your mouth."
"What?"
Open your mouth. In your pussy or down your throat, your choice."
"My mouth Rob, my mouth."
I pulled out of her cunt, moved up and stuck my cock in her mouth and grabbed the back of her head and let go. When I was soft I held her in place and said, "Suck it Pammy, suck it and make it hard again. She tried to pull her head away and I said, "You said 'anything" Pammy, now suck."
She did lick and suck on me and I did start to get hard again. I took myself out of her mouth and rolled her over and pulled her up on her knees and slammed my cock into her cunt again.
"I can't quit until I make you cum Pammy. A matter of manly pride. Can't have any lady say I didn't give her full measure."
I rammed into her as hard as I could and I was rewarded with some moans. I couldn't tell if she was faking it or not, but then I really didn't care. It was just a way of keeping her mind occupied while I moved on to the next step of my revenge.
I pulled my cock out of her cunt and shoved my thumb in it to get it wet and then I went back to fucking her as I worked my thumb into her ass.
"What are you doing?" she moaned.
"I'm playing with your asshole while I fuck you. It gets Alice off big time when I do it. She screams and has a continuous orgasm. Come on Pammy, cum for me. Have an orgasm baby and I can quit and go out and beat the fuck out of Randy."
She was pushing her ass back at me and moaning and then she did have an orgasm. I could tell it was a real one from the way her body trembled and that was what I had been hoping for. While her mind and body were busy with that climax I pulled my cock out of her cunt, lined it up with her asshole and gave a mighty shove. She cried out and then buried her head in a pillow to muffle the noise. I think she still had enough presence of mind to know that she didn't want to make a lot of noise and cause someone to come looking. I held her hips as I pounded into her and when it was time I said, "Here it comes Pammy. Want this load in your mouth too?"
She mumbled something into the pillow and I said, "Somehow I thought not" and I let my load go. When my cock was limp I said, "Thanks Pam. Maybe we can do it again sometime. Just give me a call when you are ready" and I got up and left the room leaving her sprawled out on the bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I needed luck for what I wanted to do next. I didn't see Alice or Randy when I came out of the bedroom. I saw Myra watching and I took out a hankie and wiped the imaginary lipstick off my mouth, smiled and winked at her and went through the house looking for Alice and Randy. They were nowhere to be found so I guessed that my luck was holding. I headed for the side street and my car. I saw Randy's car still parked up the street and I opened the truck of my car and got out the tire iron. With my lights off I pulled up just behind Randy's left rear quarter and quietly got out of the car. Through the rear window I saw a foot wearing a high heel kicking in the air just before I caved the window in with the tire iron and then I took out both windows on the driver's side, walked back to my car and drove off. I hoped that the sudden appearance of the rear window on the seat with them caused Alice and Randy to have heart attacks.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I walked in the house Lance was asleep on the couch and the TV was showing a blue screen. I ejected the tape from the VCR and saw that it was from Blockbuster and I made a mental note to see that it got back to them and then I shut off the TV. I looked down at my sleeping son and I almost felt sorry for him. I could understand his having raging hormones and the way Alice said, "I was his birthday present when he turned eighteen" led me to believe she seduced him and not the other way around. One time I might have been able to live with, but every Thursday night and any time I was away from the house for more than a couple of hours? In his own vernacular - NOT!
I went around the house and made sure that all the doors and windows were locked. I opened the front door and then I went back to the couch, grabbed Lance by both ankles, pulled him off the couch and started dragging him toward the front door. When he came off the couch his head smacked down on the floor and he woke up. His head was just starting to clear as we reached the front porch and then his head banged on every step as I drug him down to the sidewalk. I let go of his ankles and he sat up shaking his head and I looked down at him.
"You don't live here any more. Go find your mother, she doesn't live here any more either. Maybe the two of you can find a place where you won't be stuck with only having Thursday night to fuck each other. Now get off my property."
I went back into the house and locked the door behind me.
I was too keyed up to go to sleep so I was filling trash bags with Lance and Alice's clothes and other belongings and tossing them out into the front yard when the phone rang.
"Rob? What the hell is wrong with you? Why did you take off and leave me at Paul and Pam's?"
"You weren't at Paul and Pam's when I left Alice, you were on the back seat of Randy's car and I thought that caving in his windows would give you some idea of how I felt about that."
"Come and get me Rob and we can go home and talk about it."
"You don't have a home to go to Alice. I'll tell you the same thing I told Lance when I threw him out of the house tonight. Maybe the two of you can find a place together where you can have each other more than just on Thursday nights and when I'm out of the house for more than a couple of hours. Maybe you can move in with Doug or Randy. They seem to like what you have and you seem to like giving it to them."
"Please Rob, we can talk about this. Just come and get me honey, please?"
"Forget it Alice. I'm bagging up your shit in trash bags and tossing them out on the front lawn. Tuesday is trash pickup day and anything still on the lawn goes out on the curb with the trashcans. I wouldn't fight the divorce if I were you unless you want your whole family and everybody in town to know about you and Lance because it will damned sure be part of the divorce proceeding if you fight me."
I hung up the phone and went back to filling trash bags.
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I was rooted to the spot. My forty-four year old wife was on her knees with her face buried in our eighteen-year-old daughter's pussy. My daughter was sucking the cock of Tim, her nineteen-year-old boyfriend, while another young guy I didn't recognize, fucked her mother from behind. The four of them were so wrapped up in what they were doing that they weren't even aware when I opened the door and came into the room. I don't know how long I stood there staring at the tableau in front of me before I was finally noticed.
"Oh fuck me!" Tim moaned looking over at the door. Beth saw where he was looking and she looked over and her eyes got big and Tim's cock fell out of her mouth as she cried out, "Daddy!" That cry put the whole bunch of them in motion. Cookie's head jerked up, snapped around and I saw fear on her face. The kid fucking Cookie pulled out of her and backed away from the bed like he was trying to put as much distance between him and Cookie as possible. Tim was scrambling looking for his clothes and I just stood there and watched the pandemonium. Then I just shook my head and said, "Well happy fucking birthday to me" and I turned and left the room.
I could hear all kinds of scrambling in the room as I walked away and headed back to the bedroom to gather up my clothes. I dressed and was heading for the front door when I heard Cookie ask, "Where are you going?"
I turned and saw her standing there clutching a robe around her and I said, "Out."
"I can explain this baby."
"No you can't. Even if you could, I couldn't sit here and listen to you while you have gobs of cum in your hair. It would be just too damned distracting."
Her hand reached up to touch her hair as I turned and left the house.
++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove to the bar I had so much shit rattling around in my head that I don't even remember most of it. I can say pretty much the same for what I thought as I sat at the bar and looked at myself in the mirror. After my third drink disappeared I waved Tammy over for a refill. She brought it, set it down in front of me and asked, "What's wrong Bill? You are sitting here looking like Godzilla just ate your best friend."
"Not far off Tammy, not far off at all" because Cookie had been my best friend.
I was finally coming to grips with the fact that Cookie had set me up. Set me up and then had led me to the pen like a lamb being led to the slaughter and it didn't help any that I let my dick take over my thinking. There was no doubt in my mind when Cookie put the blindfold on me that I was going to be led upstairs and into the middle of a surprise birthday party. I knew that there was no hot teenage honey waiting for me. Hell, I had known that when I had called Cookie's bluff and had told her to go ahead and set up Mary Anne to be my birthday present. I mean, come on, what wife would actually do something like that? Even as late as the point where she had me in the bedroom undressing me I thought she had some trick up her sleeve. But when the hot mouth closed on my cock instead of doing the right thing and pulling off the blindfold and saying, "What the hell is going on here" I let my dick say, "Damn, that feels good; how about we just let it happen, okay bud?"
Looking back I can honestly say that it was the hottest fuck that I'd ever had. There was just something so erotic about having a blindfold on and not knowing who was sucking your cock, pushing her pussy in your face and grunting as you stuffed your cock up her shit hole. Fantastic yes, but the bottom line was that I had been set up. I had three more drinks and then handed Tammy my keys and asked her to call me a cab.
++++++++++++++++++++
When I walked into the house Cookie was sitting on the couch and she jumped up and ran to me and threw her arms around me. "Where have you been? I've been worried sick."
"Out" was all I said and I pushed her away from me. I headed for the bedroom with Cookie following along behind me saying, "Why are you acting this way Bill? Why won't you sit down and talk to me?"
"No thanks. I don't have anything to say and I don't want to hear anything that you may have to say."
In our bedroom I gathered up the clothes I would need to wear to work the next day, grabbed my pillow and headed for the guest bedroom. The entire time Cookie kept saying, "Talk to me Bill, please talk to me. Let me explain baby, please talk to me."
As I entered the guestroom I turned and yelled "NO!" and slammed the door in her face.
++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't sleep for beans that night. As if seeing my wife being fucked by some teenaged boy wasn't bad enough, the image of Beth lying there, legs spread wide while her mother ate her pussy and she sucked her boyfriends cock kept replaying in my mind. My little girl was a slut!
Okay, okay, I know that I'd had some pretty erotic thoughts about Beth and I'd had some pretty damned strong fantasies of the two of us fucking and sucking up a storm, but I never acted on any of those fantasies; she was my baby for Christ's sake. I never even came close to trying to do anything sexual with Beth, but that picture in my mind of my baby girl with a cock in her mouth was driving me crazy. The last thought that I remembered having before I fell asleep was that I needed to find an apartment. I couldn't live under the same roof with Beth after seeing her with a cock in her mouth and wishing that it had been mine or with Cookie after seeing her with a nineteen-year-old buried in her butt.
Cookie was sitting on the couch red eyed from crying and she got up when I passed through the room on the way to the kitchen and followed me.
"Bill, please let me talk to you."
"Why? What are you going to say that I don't already know? I know you set me up. That's what last night was all about. Get me in bed with a young girl so that when I found out what you were doing behind my back and blew my stack you could say, "Just hold on there a minute mister, I didn't see you pushing the young stuff away." Okay, I'm partially to blame because I didn't turn around and get the hell out of that bedroom as soon as I found out that the blindfold wasn't part of a surprise party. But the bottom line is that last night wasn't for me, it was for you. Insurance for you so that if I ever found out about you and your boy toy I couldn't go out and scream without it coming back on me in the form of whoever that was that I had sex with last night. Well not to worry now Cookie. I'll pack when I get home from work tonight and as soon as I'm out you can move the little boys in. Now, if you will excuse me I need to leave since I don't want to be late for work."
++++++++++++++++++++
I left work early and stopped by a motel that rented rooms by the week and by the month and got myself a room. Then I went home and packed a bag and moved out of the house. I'd been at the motel five days when one night when I got home from work there was a knock on the door and when I answered it I found Beth standing there.
"May I come in?"
"Sure honey" and I stepped aside and let her come in. She walked in and sat down on the bed and said, "How have you been?"
"I've been better."
"Wouldn't you be better at home?"
"I don't think so sweetie."
"Mom would be better if you were home. She's an absolute wreck right now. She isn't sleeping, she isn't eating and she spends all her time crying."
"Sorry sweetie, but she did it to herself."
"Yes she did, but do you know why? No, of course you don't because you would never let her talk to you. You just stomped out of the house."
"After what I saw what could she possibly say that would mean anything?"
"She could have told you why."
"What difference would that make?"
"I don't know, but maybe knowing would have taken some of the bitterness away."
"Do you know why she did it?"
"Yes I do. She did it because of me. She did the mother thing - you know, protect her young? - but it backfired on her."
"Protect her young? Backfired? What are you talking about?"
"It started one night when mom had gone to visit grandma. You were out of town and I had the house to myself and I thought that I had hours before mom would be home. Gram wasn't feeling well so she went to bed and mom came home and walked in on three boys and me. They had me naked on the couch with my legs spread and one of them was between my legs and getting ready to fuck me. The other two were standing there and stroking their hard cocks and waiting for their turn.
" I was giggling and mom thought I was drunk and that the guys were taking advantage of me, but they weren't. I had been leading them on all day just waiting for a chance to get them to fuck me. But mom didn't know that. She thought that I was drunk and I knew that I was in deep shit so I just kept quiet and waited for her to run them off. Once they were gone she would put me to bed and the next morning I would get a lecture and that would be the end of it. Why are you looking at me like that?"
"You led them on all day?"
"I'm sorry daddy, but the truth of the matter is that your little Beth is a round-heeled slut. I love to fuck and almost any guy who doesn't have body odor or bad breath can climb on."
"How long has this been going on?"
"We won't go there. Anyway, back to the story. Mom told the guys to get out and they ignored her. She told them if they didn't leave she was going to call the cops. They laughed at her and told her to go ahead and that when word of what the cops found when they got there got out my reputation would be trashed as far as everyone in town was concerned. She begged them to leave me alone and they laughed at her again. Then she said if they would leave me alone she would take care of their hard ons.
"Wouldn't you rather have an experienced woman than a young girl?" she asked.
"All three of them had been fucking me for a month so not fucking me was no big thing compared to a chance to fuck a fox like mom so they all jumped at the chance. That night mom found out what her little girl already knew. There isn't anything like having a fresh cock in you continuously for hours. They took turns on her all night and when they left at six the next morning mom had a smile on her face that wasn't to be believed. I spent the night biting my lip, pretending to be drunk, and trying not to scream as I watched my cock all get used on mom."
"And then she just kept on doing it?
"No, it probably would have only been the one time if she hadn't felt so guilty about it. She got herself drunk the nest day and when I came home from class I found her drunk and crying about being so stupid and trashing her marriage and betraying her husband and I put her to bed. Thinking that she was out of it I called up some guys and invited them over to party. I had five guys in the room with me and I had one in my mouth and one in my pussy when mom walked in to the room. Two of the guys waiting their turn were two of the guys who had fucked her the night before and one of them said, "Hey, reinforcements" and they went over to her. I'm not sure what happened next because I was having orgasms, but when I looked over a minute or so later I saw that Roger, Sam and mom were not in the room.
"When Terry and Dave finished with me I got up to see what was going on and I walked into your bedroom in time to see Roger pulling out of mom and Billy getting ready to take his place. After that the five guys took turns on us all night and when they left around seven in the morning I got dressed and went to class. When I came home that night I had Roger, Dave and Bill with me. I only intended to take a quick shower and change and then me and the guys were going to go to a party, but when I came out of the shower they were fucking mom and we never left the house that night.
"The next morning after the guys had gone mom got all weepy eyed again and to make her feel better I went down on her. That led to me skipping classes that day and mom and I spent the day in bed together. So, basically, I guess that I corrupted my mother."
I sat there stunned by what my baby girl was telling me. It was impossible that my sweet, young and innocent daughter could have done those things and I was having a hard time believing any of it even though I had seen some of it with my own eyes. I was staring at her and shaking my head in disbelief.
"Which brings us to your birthday," Beth said. "You weren't being set up for anything. What it was was more of mom going into her protective mode again."
"I don't understand."
"I know you don't daddy. The fact that you are clueless is one of your more endearing qualities."
"Clueless? Me?"
"Yes you daddy. You think mom and I haven't noticed the way you look at me? Well we both have, but what you never noticed, but that mom did was the way I was looking at you. I fully intended to fuck you daddy. Sooner or later I was going to get you to seduce me or I was going to seduce you. You think that all the times you walked past my bedroom door and it was open were accidents? I was showing you the goods. Mom saw it and she knew what I was going to do. She already knew that I was a sex crazed whore and she wasn't all that worried about what fucking you would do to me, but she was worried about you. Knowing the kind of man you are she was afraid of what you having sex with me would cause. She just knew that you wouldn't be able to handle the guilt when it was over.
"Her solution was to get you some sexy, young pussy to take your mind off me. I'd told her that Mary Anne was almost as big a slut as I was so mom had a talk with Mary Anne. Mary Anne thought that it would be a kick to fuck you, but then her time of the month showed up and she asked her sister Becky to do it."
"I thought that I wasn't supposed to know who it was?"
"That was before you fucked her eyes out. Now she wants a rematch and she asked me to give you her number. Anyway, Mary Anne called me on my cell phone and told me of the change in plans and I had Tim rush me home to see if I could stop things. Becky has an extremely jealous boyfriend and he has been known to get violent when other guys get too close to Becky. I wasn't all that worried about him getting violent with you, but his attitude could have screwed things up and ruined your night. Not that it mattered because I got there too late to stop things, but mom and I did agree to fuck him if he would just be cool about things and let Becky do you so the three of us and Tim went into the other bedroom.
Becky was supposed to keep you busy for at least another half-hour so we could finish what we were doing and get the guys out of the house. Stupid planning on our part, but hindsight isn't going to change it. Anyway, after that night Mary Anne was going to fuck you on a regular basis and that was supposed to keep your mind off me and as long as you were with Mary Anne mom thought that I would stay away from you. But then everything went to shit and here you are."
"I'm having a hard time believing this Beth. I mean I know that some of it is true because I saw it, but still, I mean, oh shit, I don't know what I mean."
"I'm sorry daddy. I didn't mean to screw up your life. If only I'd told mom that night that I wasn't drunk and that I'd brought the guys home with me everything would have been okay. Maybe not between mom and me, but you would still be home and mom wouldn't be as big a slut as I am. I really made a mess of things and I'm sorry daddy, I really am. The whole thing is my fault daddy, not mom's. She loves you daddy. We need you to come home."
"Is that why you came here, to try and get me to come home?"
Beth looked at me for several seconds and then she said, "Well I guess I did say you were clueless didn't I" as she stood and started to undress.
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I slammed down the phone. The conversations with Tina were getting harder and harder. Why couldn't the woman understand that I need to make the money when it's there? These out of town jobs are just as hard on me as they are on her. I want to go home and be with her on the weekends, but I can't turn down the overtime. When this winter comes and construction slows down I'm going to need the overtime I'm making now sitting in the bank to carry us through the lean time. It's a god damned no win situation. Make the overtime now and fight with Tina because she is horny and I can't get home, or go home now and have constant fights over money when the snow flies. Shit! I can't win for losing.
++++++++++++++++++
I slammed down the phone. The conversations with Al were getting harder and harder. Why couldn't he understand that I needed him? I needed to be held. I needed a warm body to snuggle up to at night and to cuddle with in the morning, and yes - I needed his cock, I needed it bad. How in the hell can he expect me to go from five and six times a week to zero overnight and then to go three months without hurting? Well, I've had it! I'm putting him on notice. Either he takes care of his duties as a husband or I'll find some one else who will and I don't expect that I'll have any trouble doing it. The eleven guys I work with have all hit on me at one time or another and they still come sniffing around from time to time hoping to get lucky. Al had better get his act together or one of them will. In fact I'll start the ball rolling right now with an Email.
++++++++++++++++++
I was on my laptop checking over some job specifications when the little box popped up telling me I had an Email. I opened it up and found a message from Tina. It was short and to the point, "If you don't come home and take care of my sexual needs I will find some one who will. Please Al, don't make me do it."
++++++++++++++++++
Getting all eleven of them into the lunchroom at the same time was a chore, but there they are. I guess the best way to do this is hit them with it up front, see who bails and then go from there.
"Let me see a show of hands on this. How many of you want to sleep with me?"
I'm not surprised that every hand shot up and I had to smile when I saw that three of them had raised both hands.
"Okay, let me explain it to you. My husband has been gone over three months and I'm horny as hell. I've tried to get him to come home and take care of me on the weekends but he is too busy working overtime. Yesterday I sent him an Email and told him either he comes home and takes care of business or I'll find some one else to take care of me. I'm not a big enough slut to take all of you to bed, but one of you could get lucky if you are willing to go along with me on this and play the game I've come up with. I say "could get lucky" because even if you do play the game and Al comes home to take care of business before the game is over none of you will win. I want to be totally up front about this - I am not cock teasing - one of you will get my pussy if, and only if, my husband doesn't come home and take care of me. How many of you want to play the game under those conditions?"
I was not at all surprised to see everyone's hand go up.
++++++++++++++++++
What the fuck is the silly bitch trying to pull? I read the Email for the third time, "Here's the deal Al. It's like the reality shows on TV, you know, The Bachelorette, The Millionaire and those kinds of shows. I'm going to start with eleven guys and then every Monday and Thursday I will eliminate one or two and if you aren't home by the time I narrow the field down to one man he will get the prize - my pussy for a whole weekend. Your choice Al, money or me." God, she couldn't be serious, could she?
++++++++++++++++++
"Before we start I want to get a picture of all eleven of you with me and then we will start the game. Before we do that I want you all to know that I would love to sleep with each and every one of you, but I can't. I'm just not that big of a slut. I have to narrow the field down to just one man and so I have come up with a series of competitions. Tonight every one of you will take turns dancing with me and the two worst dancers will be eliminated. Then next Monday tonight's survivors will get together for the next test. You will all get to dance with me, in rotation, as many times as you can before the band quits or the bar closes and they shut off the jukebox."
++++++++++++++++++
The fucking pump breaks down on me, I get two flat tires on the front-end loader and now this shit. I stared at the laptop screen at the picture of Tina surrounded by eleven assholes that know she's married and are still willing to help her fuck over me. I wonder if she really expects me to call her bluff. Well fuck her. I know she's not going to follow through, she's just not the type.
++++++++++++++++++
"Okay, the nine of you circle around me and let's take the picture. Tonight's competition will be to find the seven best kissers. Just kissing guys, no touchy feely stuff. Hands on my body disqualifies you. There is a time limit - you have until the bar closes. Henry, why don't you go first."
++++++++++++++++++
She has to be making this shit up. I know Tina and she's just not a slut. I wonder how far she intends to take this shit.
"Down to seven Al. The kissing competition eliminated the two best kissers. They both got disqualified when they broke the rules. The rule was no hands on my body, but Steve managed to get a finger in my pussy and Todd managed to get his hand under my bra. After five hours of swapping tongues I was hot enough to fuck all of them, but I didn't. I'm still hoping that you will come through for me. How about it Al? Coming home any time soon?"
++++++++++++++++++
"Okay guys, first the picture of the seven of you. Tonight's test is a simple one. I want each of you to tell me why you want to go to bed with me, what you plan to do to me if you get me there and just why from a purely sexual standpoint, I should chose you. I'll pick the five best and those five will met with me on Thursday for the next test."
++++++++++++++++++
I looked at the seven smiling faces and wanted nothing more than to be able to smash my fist in every one of them. I can't believe the shit that Tina is pulling on me.
"Number five says he is into eating pussy and will do it for hours if I want. Number three says he is hung like a horse and had tremendous staying power. Number two says he isn't all that long, but is as big around as a beer can. My pussy is dripping Al. You had better hurry up and make a decision."
++++++++++++++++++
"Okay guys, tonight you five get to find out that I do have a slutty side. The reason that we are doing this here in my house is that tonight's test is a little more personal than the last tests and is something that we can't do at the bar. Tonight's competition will find out two things - how much will power you have and how good you are at doing one of my favorite things. The three men best at eating my pussy will move on to the next round. The rules are simple, no hands above my waist and no hands on yourselves until after you leave here. Jerry, why don't you go first."
++++++++++++++++++
I can't believe it! I just can't believe it! That's our kitchen table that they are sitting around. And what the hell is this "too personal to tell you" shit?
"Down to five Al. Tonight's competition was too personal for me to talk about. All you need to know is that I picked the three best. Time is running out Al. This Thursday there will be three to chose from. That means that if you aren't home Friday, Saturday morning latest, the survivor gets his prize. I'll Email you two pictures following Thursday's competition, one of the three semi-finalists and one of the winner. Don't make me do it Al. I don't want to, but I will."
++++++++++++++++++
"Tonight one of you will win the right to climb in bed with me on Saturday if Al doesn't come home. I've spent a lot of time trying to come up with a good final test and this afternoon I finally decided on something that is both a test and a reward. The reward is for putting up with all the bullshit I've put you through to get to this point. You've hung in there with me all the way even knowing that Al could show up and rob you of your prize. I showed you that I had a slutty side on Monday when I let you eat my pussy. Well, tonight the slutty side of me is going to take over again. Tonight I am going to suck your cocks. I'm good at it and I think you will enjoy it. The competition will be to see who can hold off coming the longest. I'll do Danny first and then you Paul and Matt will go last. Ready for the picture?"
++++++++++++++++++
The bitch has gone too far this time. What the fuck is she trying to prove here anyway? I've known all along that she is just trying to yank my chain with all of that phony bullshit about kissing contests and picking the best dancers and shit like that, but this is too much. Where does she get off sending me a picture of three guys sitting naked on my living room couch? Christ! Could she really mean it? Is she really going to do this thing?
"Al baby, just look at those three marvelous cocks. They could have had me tonight Al, every one of them. I'm so horny that if even one of them had made a move I'd have done them all. One of them will be in me Saturday if you are not here. I'm not going to tell you what tonight's competition is other than to say I'm not going to go eeny, meeny, miney moe. I'll be telling the two losers who they are in about an hour and then I'll send you a picture of the man who will be fucking me on Saturday if you aren't here."
Jesus, I've never had an hour go by so fucking slow. There it is, the "You have mail" message." Oh fuck! She means it. She really is going to do it. Why else would she send me pictures like this. Look at that arrogant bastard lying naked on my bed with his cock sticking up in the air and staring smugly at the camera. And that one - how can she do this to me? What have I ever done to her that she could do this to me? I can't believe that she could send me a picture of her with another man's cock in her hand.
"Here's the winner Al. I'm kind of sorry that I didn't set a tighter time frame. See his cock in my hand? It's throbbing AL. I can feel it pulsing in my hand. He wants me now Al, he doesn't want to wait and to be honest, neither do I, but I gave you until Saturday and I'll stick by it. I've checked the flights and there are two on Friday night and one on Saturday morning that will get you here by ten. Half an hour from the airport to the house makes it ten-thirty. An hour and a half for late flights or other delays makes it noon. At twelve oh one Matt will claim his prize which is a weekend of nonstop sex with me. Catch the first flight out Al. I wouldn't gamble on the last flight if I were you."
++++++++++++++++++
I hit the mouse and sent the last picture to Al and then I went back to the bedroom and looked at Matt lying there with his cock trying to reach the ceiling. I wanted it, oh God but did I want it and right now, but I told Al Saturday so Saturday it would have to be. But I had let Matt eat me on Monday and I did suck his cock tonight - twice. In fact I had sucked all three of them twice in the interest of fairness. Matt and Paul got hot watching me do Danny first and that might have caused then to get off quicker. No, it was only fair to do each of them twice. I might have to wait until Saturday to get a cock in my pussy, but we already have gone oral on each other so doing it again shouldn't be a bother.
"Matt, how about some sixty-nine before you leave?"
++++++++++++++++++
I looked at my watch. Too late to catch the first flight and probably too late to make the second. What a fucking time for everything to go to shit. Fights between workers, an occupational injury and now the paychecks are late. I don't care what else happens I will be sitting at the departure gate two hours before flight time. No way I'm going to let some asshole fuck my wife.
++++++++++++++++++
I shouldn't really be doing this, but I feel so much like a cock tease and I don't like to feel that way. Al never has to know about it and if he doesn't come home tomorrow morning it won't matter anyway.
"Who gets to be next?"
++++++++++++++++++
I don't believe I've ever slept on a floor as hard as this, but by God I'm first in line to check in.
++++++++++++++++++
Damn, my mouth tastes like a regiment marched through it last night. I don't know why I offered to suck off the other ten guys as a consolation prize, but it seemed like the thing to do. I really hadn't expected the two bartenders and the owner of the bar to join the line, but what the hell, what did three more matter?
++++++++++++++++++
Attention all passengers for flight 612 for Kansas City. There will be a slight delay because of a maintenance problem. We will update you as soon as we have more information.
++++++++++++++++++
I wonder if there is any truth to the saying that if you rub cum into your skin it helps eliminate wrinkles. Maybe I shouldn't take this shower and get it all off my face and out of my hair. No, I owe it to Matt, or Al, to be made up and sweet smelling.
++++++++++++++++++
Attention passengers waiting to board flight 612 to Kansas City, Maintenance has isolated the problem and the part needed is on the way over from the storeroom and we estimate that we will begin the boarding process in fifteen minutes.
++++++++++++++++++
I wonder what I should wear. Heels, that goes with out saying, but do I want to wear the Frederick's of Hollywood black set, or the Victoria's Secret lavender? I know Al likes the black so just in case it is him I'll go with the Frederick's.
++++++++++++++++++
Ladies and gentlemen this is the captain speaking. I had hoped to be able to give you some good news, but I'm afraid that our situation has just changed. We picked up a favorable tail and had made up almost all of the time lost to the maintenance delay, but radar is showing us some storm cells ahead of us and we are going to have to alter our flight path to avoid them. It could make us thirty to forty minutes late in arriving at Kansas City. I'll keep you posted.
++++++++++++++++++
I didn't really think this through. If Al doesn't show up and I fuck Matt that will tell the other ten that I'm an unfaithful slut and they will all start working hard to fuck me and they will all expect to be successful sooner or later. Shit, would you listen to yourself girl? You knew, in fact, you expected it to happen. You aren't fooling anyone, least of all yourself. You knew if it got to Matt that you would fuck the rest of them. And they already know that you are a slut. You proved that last night when you sucked them all off. Admit it girl, you are praying that Al doesn't show up. You liked having all those guys eat your pussy and you got a charge out of sucking all those cocks. The only thing you haven't decided yet is whether you are going to do them one at a time or all at once.
++++++++++++++++++
"Ladies and gentlemen, we are preparing to land at Kansas City. Please place your tray tables and your seats in the full upright and locked position and make sure that your seat belt is securely fastened.
++++++++++++++++++
Not bad baby, not bad at all. God I love to stand in front of this full-length mirror and look at myself. The heels make my legs look great and the push up bra makes my tits look like they are going to spill out. Eleven-thirty and no sign of Al. Guess he really does care more about money than me.
++++++++++++++++++
"Can't you go any faster?"
"I could Mac, but a ticket would cost me my license. Besides, it's a nice day, what's your hurry?"
"I have some place I have to be by noon. One minute later and I stand to lose something that I can't afford to lose."
"I'll try Mac, but five miles over is the best I'm going to do."
++++++++++++++++++
Well, it doesn't look like Al is going to come so the question now is do I make Matt wear a condom? I should. I might be giving Al's pussy away, but do I want to saddle him with someone else's kid? Fuck it, Matt can ride me bareback and if Al doesn't show I'll take a couple of days off from work and go see him and take out some insurance. I couldn't have done it up until a couple of days ago, but since Danny is my boss and I've given him three blow jobs I'm sure he will let me have the time off. I can probably guarantee it by fucking him next.
++++++++++++++++++
"What the hell is going on now?"
"Don't know Mac. Traffic just stopped. Might be an accident up ahead. We'll just have to wait and see."
++++++++++++++++++
Ten to twelve. I told Matt to get here around five to and wait across the street for my signal. He's must be eager. He's been over there for ten minutes now and he seems real antsy. I wonder how fast he can make it from the car to the house? Still no sign of Al. I guess that I don't matter that much to him. Well girl, it was your game, you stated the stakes and the winner is waiting. Check your lipstick and lets do it.
++++++++++++++++++
"That's it, take a right at the next corner, end of the block on the left."
++++++++++++++++++
Well girl, no more stalling. Open the door and wave at Matt to come on in.
++++++++++++++++++
"Jesus, did you see that?"
"What?"
"Down at the end of the block. I'd swear that I saw a naked man get out of a car and run across the street to a house. Nah, couldn't have been. Must be my eyes playing tricks on me. Here we are Mac. That will be thirty-two fifty."
"Here's two twenties, keep the change."
++++++++++++++++++
I ran up the walk and opened the front door. I glanced down at my digital watch and saw that it said 12:02 as I heard the cry from upstairs, "Oh God yes, push that cock in me baby, that's it baby fuck me, fuck me hard."
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Sitting at the dinner table with my wife Vivian, her sister Valerie and Valerie's husband Bill I thought again what I had been thinking for years - God but would I love to fuck Valerie. I could even remember the exact time and place that I'd had that thought. It was on my wedding night about two minutes after Vivian and I had consummated our marriage. Sick? Probably, but the circumstances were not necessarily normal.
Vivian and Valerie are identical twins, identical in every way. They walk the same, they talk the same, their mannerisms are the same and not even their parents could tell them apart. It was easy enough when they were young because the parents had some control then, they could dress them differently, put different colored ribbons in their hair and even cut their hair differently. But once the twins were old enough to realize what a unique situation they were in they began to play mind games with the world. They began to dress the same; they wore their hair the same and they did everything that they could to make sure that no one could tell them apart. Once they reached that point the fun began.
Their big thing was to double date and two or three times during the course of the evening they would get up to use the bathroom, come back and switch dates. If you went out with Valerie during the course of the evening your date would be Valerie, Vivian, Valerie, Vivian and so on. Even when it wasn't a double date the two girls still screwed you over. You could make a date with Vivian, but you would never know if it was Vivian you picked up or Valerie. At the end of the date you would take her home and say, "Thanks Viv, I had a great time" and she would giggle and say, "I'm not Vivian, I'm Valerie."
It drove the guys crazy and the two girls thought that it was great fun, but the great time they were having came to an abrupt end when the guys finally got fed up and said, "Fuck this shit!" and stopped asking the girls out.
And so it came to pass that at senior prom time the two best looking girls in school didn't have, and couldn't get, any one to take them.
In addition to having dated one or the other at one time or another I was also their neighbor. I lived just across the street from them and had for twelve years with the result being that in growing up with them and playing with them as kids I ended up being the butt of their pranks more than any other guy in town. In fact, I was one of the first guys to turn away from them. Five days before the senior prom my date had a death in the family and she and her parents headed back East for the funeral and I decided that rather than go to the prom alone I would just skip it.
Three days before the prom I came home from my part-time job of bagging groceries at the local market to find my father and Mr. Pavel, Val and Vic's dad, sitting at the kitchen table. I was invited to join them and Mr. Pavel said, "I have a problem and you are the only one I know well enough to ask about it. Neither Viv or Val has a date for the senior prom and knowing that they won't be going unless it is with each other is driving them crazy. That in turn is making my wife a basket case. What I can't understand is that they are beautiful girls and they have always been popular. I don't understand it. Do you know what is going on?"
I was hesitant to say anything, but then my dad spoke up, "He's here for help son. If you know anything that can help him you need to tell him."
So I told Mr. Pavel what the problem was and how it came to be.
"I knew that they liked to play games with their uniqueness, but I didn't realize that they had taken it that far. So the bottom line is that they won't be going to the prom, at least not with dates?"
"I'm afraid so," I said and started to get up and leave and then my dad said, "What are you going to do about the prom?"
"Nothing. Pam won't be back from Cleveland until after."
"So you don't have a date?"
I could see where he was going and I quickly said, "I really didn't want to go anyway. I was only going to keep Pam happy." I started to get back up again and my dad told me to sit back down.
"You have a chance to do a good turn here and help out Mr. and Mrs. Pavel."
"No dad. I will not be a party to any more of their stupid little games. I've had enough of them. Besides, which one would I ask? Whichever one it was would still leave the other one without a date."
"So take them both" was the answer I got.
"No! The two of them have screwed over me ever since they were old enough to figure out how to make their appearance work for them. It is about time that the two of them pay a price for all the grief they have caused."
That wasn't the end of it of course. Mr. Pavel didn't say anything, but my dad beat on me until I finally surrendered and I agreed to ask both of them to the prom.
That was a trip. That evening I went across the street and rang the Pavel's doorbell. Mrs. Pavel came to the door and I asked to see Vivian and Valerie. They came into the living room and I said, "You probably already know that Pam had to leave town to attend a funeral so I'm without a date for the prom. I came over to see if you might be interested in going with me."
They looked at each other and then one of them said, "Which one of us are you asking?"
"I was thinking more along the lines of both of you."
"You're joking."
"No I'm not. Think about it. Think of all the times I took one of you out and brought the other one home. Think of all the times I never knew which one of you I was with. This time I still may not know who is who, but at least I can be sure of who I'm with."
We created quite a stir at the prom especially when I danced with both of then at the same time, which I did several times that night. We were also the only ones who arrived in a limousine (courtesy of Mr. Pavel). We hit several parties after the prom and while I never did know for sure which one I was with at any one particular time it didn't seem to matter since the bottom line was that they were both with me.
Naturally the two of them were not going to pass up a chance at creating a little mischief so as we sipped beer and got a little loose the two of them started playing. One of them got me in a corner and started necking with me. Things were getting a little steamy before we broke and came up for air. Five minutes later I was back in the corner and doing it again, but with the same one, or her sister? I didn't know and no one else there knew either and Vivian and Val played it up to the hilt.
"Your sister seems to have the hots for Rob tonight."
"Oh yeah. Valerie has always had a thing for Rob."
Some one else said, "Val better cool it. If things get any steamier in that corner Rob is going to start undressing her.
"I'm Valerie, that's Vivian."
By the time we were headed home in the back of the limousine everyone at the party thought that I was a stud to handling both of the Pavel sisters. But was I? Was it Val all the time or was it Viv? Or was it both of them taking turns? I didn't know, only the girls did. The only thing that I knew was when I got them home and they kissed me goodnight I could not tell the difference. The only think I knew for sure about that night is that it was that night that started me down the aisle with Vivian.
The next day one of the Pavel girls knocked on my door. I opened the door and she smiled at me and said, "May I come in?"
"And which one of the lovely Pavel girls wishes admittance?"
"I'm Vivian."
I stepped aside and waved her in and she sat down on the couch and said, "I just came over to thank you for what you did for Val and me. Neither of us would have gone to the prom except for you. It was a sweet thing for you to do and I'd like to show my appreciation by taking you out Saturday night."
She saw the look that came over my face and she laughed, "Just you and me Rob. No double date."
That started the romance. We went steady for the rest of high school and the first year and a half of college. We became engaged and three months after graduation we were married. Two minutes after I dropped next to Vivian on the bed, totally exhausted, I was staring up at the ceiling and wondering what it would be like to fuck her sister Valerie.
Hey, it was her own fault. She and Valerie were the ones always playing games before we started going steady. They walked and talked alike, they dressed alike and you couldn't tell which was which when you necked with them, so would they make love the same? Would they make the same sounds, clutch and grab at you the same way? Would their, "Oh yes, oh god yes, oh fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeee" sound the same or be totally different? I had no way of knowing and even though the question was always on my mind every time I saw Valerie I knew that I would never know.
The years slipped past and then it was our fifth wedding anniversary and Val and her husband Bill took us out to dinner and once again I found myself sitting across the table looking at Val and wondering what it would be like to fuck her. It wasn't lust; it wasn't the need to get some 'strange' or my being tired of Vivian. It was wanting to know if there was any difference. During the course of the evening it came out that Bill was going to be going out of town for a few days so the gals made plans to go shopping and to have dinner one night while he was gone.
Two nights later I came home from work to find Viv getting ready to go out. When I asked what was up she reminded me that she and Val were going shopping and then have dinner together.
"I may be late baby, or I might even decide to spend the night. This will be the first time since they have been married that Val has been alone and I don't think she cares for the idea. If I decide to stay I'll call you."
"You going out shopping and out to eat in those old rags?" and I pointed at the paint stained jeans and ratty old sweatshirt.
"Why not, we're only going to crawl the mall and then catch something at a Wendy's or some place like that."
She called me about ten that evening and told me that she was going to stay the night with Val so I headed off to bed. The next morning the phone woke me up and it was Viv.
"We can't get Val's car started. Come save us."
When I got there Viv was waiting on the porch, "I've got to run home and change baby; I don't want to be late for work."
I pointed at the sweatshirt; "Looks like you made a good choice in wearing that."
She looked down at the catsup and mustard stains, shrugged, gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and took off.
The problem with Val's car was a simple one - the battery cable was loose on the negative terminal and corroded on the positive one. It only took a couple of minutes, some baking soda and water and a half-inch wrench to fix the problem. I went inside and told Val she was good to go and she offered me breakfast and I took her up on the offer.
Surprise, surprise, she cooked just like Vivian. Little rings around the eggs to keep them from spreading out, a bacon press to keep the bacon flat and cooking evenly, and even the coffee tasted the same as the coffee Vivian brewed. I sat down and dug in, but I wasn't prepared for what happened next.
Valerie left the room and when she came back several minutes later she walked into the room wearing a half-cup bustier, nylons and a pair of Come Fuck Me pumps with five-inch heels. My jaw dropped as I started at her and my cock reared up.
"What do you think? Will it turn Bill on? I had a hard time deciding on this last night, but Viv convinced me that it would give a dead man a hard on."
I just sat there staring at her.
"What's the matter? This shouldn't be new to you. You have seen Viv naked so that means that you've seen me too. So, does this turn you on?"
"Enough so that I'd better get the hell out of here before I do something stupid."
"That's the point sweetie, to try and get you to do something."
"Don't think I'm not tempted because I am, very much so, but I have this thing about being in love with my wife. I don't think what you have in mind would be a good thing for me marriage wise."
"Don't be silly sweetie. I'm not proposing a full blow affair. Just one time to satisfy curiosity."
"Satisfy curiosity?"
"I've seen you looking at me sweetie and I know what you are thinking. "Is she any different in bed, or is she just like Vivian." Am I right?"
I guess the look on my face gave her the answer to that question and she went on, "Well I'm curious too. Just like Viv I was a virgin when I got married and I'd like to see what another man might be like. So, two birds with one stone, we both satisfy our curiosity. What do you say sweetie?"
"Well Val, you read me right. I am curious and as much as I'd like to take you up on your offer I can't. I wouldn't be able to face Vivian if I did. Thanks for the offer babe, you will never know how hard it is for me to turn you down."
I got up and headed for the door and she started laughing. "Hold on there lover. I told Val that you wouldn't go along with it, but she bet me that you would."
She walked over to me and put her arms around me and gave me a hug. "I've always known that you were curious baby and last night Val and I had just enough wine to get a little silly. She told me Bill was curious and she asked me if you were. I told her yes, but that you would never try to really find out. She bet me that you would under the right circumstances. I told her no way. So we loosened the battery cable and called you. Val put on my clothes and left us here. You were supposed to think I was Val.
"I'm proud of you lover, but I'm feeling nasty right now. I want you to fuck me right here bent over Val's kitchen table and just before you cum I want you to pull out and make a puddle on her kitchen floor. That will teach her to doubt my man."
"Her hand went down to the lump in my trousers, "Oh lover, you're ready." She squatted and pulled my zipper down and pulled out my cock and started licking it. She gave it a couple of quick sucks and then stood up and bent over the table, "Hurry up lover, I still have to get home and get ready to go to work."
She was so ready for me that I slid right in and then I fucked her as hard and fast as I was able as she moaned and groaned. When I was ready I pulled out and shot my wad down onto Val's kitchen floor. Vivian turned around and squatted down in front of me again saying, "Fuck work. I'll just have to be late today" and she started giving me a blow job. When I rose to the occasion she climbed up on the kitchen table, spread her legs and planted her feet, "Hurry lover, hurry."
It took me ten minutes to cum the second time and she cried out, "Oh shit, I wanted you to pull out and leave a mess on her table."
"Too late baby" I said as I leaned over her and drained into her hot pussy.
When I was totally soft I pulled out of her and she got up off the table, kissed me and said, "Thanks lover, I needed that."
And the she stepped back and said, "So tell me, how did it feel fucking your wife's sister?" She saw the look that came over my face and she giggled and then said, "Or did you? Do you know? Do you dare ask when you get home tonight?" And then she left the room laughing.
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I had no idea what suddenly made me suspect that my wife was having sex with someone else. One day we were sitting at the dinner table smiling at each other and talking about how our respective days had gone and the next day at the same table I was sitting there looking at Dina and thinking, "Just what in the hell are you up to."
I had seen nothing to make me suspect Dina, nor had I heard anything. All I had was a sudden feeling. It was as if I had walked into the room and there was a hint of something in the air that said, "Hey Mike, your wife is cheating on you." I started doing all the things that suspicious husband's do like checking the laundry hamper for telltale signs on her panties. I checked out her car - looking under the seats and checking out the trunk - and found nothing. I got up in the middle of the night and went through her purse. I checked entries in her checkbook and I closely scanned the Visa and MasterCard bills when they came in.
I checked the cell phone bill when it came in and I got her cell phone and checked out her address list and speed dial numbers and found absolutely nothing. I burned up some accumulated sick leave sitting in a car down the block and watching the house. I even followed her half a dozen times. One month after becoming suspicious and going into search mode I was left to consider only two possible explanations: My wife was a pure as the driven snow and I was mentally unstable or my wife was better at sneaking around than James Bond, old 007 himself. After a month of looking I gave up the hunt. I still had the feeling that she was cheating on me, but it was obvious to me that I wasn't going to find out for sure.
++++++++++++++++++
Several months went by and the feeling got stronger. There was a change in my relationship with Dina, mostly for the better and I wondered if that was an indication that my feeling had some foundation. I remembered reading somewhere that an increase in sexual activity could be a sign that your partner was cheating. The theory being that the cheating spouse felt guilty and tried to assuage that guilt by giving their partner more sex. My sex life with Dina had undergone a change. Over the years we had gradually gone from four or five times a week to two or maybe three times in a two week period, but in the last month Dina seemed to initiate sex more often and we were up to two and sometimes three times a week.
The biggest change was in what Dina wanted to do. She had always been willing to give me head, but she would never let me cum in her mouth. One night while we were making love Dina said, "I want to do something tonight that you might think is weird."
"Oh?"
"When you are ready to cum would you pull out and do it on my tits and stomach?"
She was right; I did think it was a weird thing for her to want to do, but I did it and then she surprised the hell out of me by wiping some up with her fingers, tasting it and then she sucked them clean.
"Next time I give you head sweetie I want you to cum in my mouth, okay?"
Two days later she shocked the hell out of me.
"Mike honey, why haven't we ever tried anal sex?"
"We did. Once on our honeymoon and you said never again."
"I did? I don't remember it."
"You said it hurt just too damned much and not to even think about trying it again."
"Well that was a long time ago and I think that I would like to try it, would you?"
"Why now Dina, why after all these years?"
"You won't laugh at me?"
"Of course not."
"I just felt that our sex life was going stale and I want to see if I can't put some 'zip' back into it."
Yeah, right, I thought, there was a little extra zip in her sex life and I knew why, but I couldn't prove it. But then I got to thinking, did I really want to? Things were going good, Dina and I were getting along great, our sex life was improving and, hey, to be honest, all I had was an unsupported feeling. I decided to stop looking for stuff that might not even exist.
++++++++++++++++++
Three more months went by and then one day my boss had a working breakfast with the eight guys in my department. By eleven-thirty six of us were running to the john every five minutes or so and exhibiting all the symptoms of a mild case of food poisoning. At noon the boss told us to take the rest of the day off. I wasn't two steps inside my front door when I heard it and there was absolutely no doubt in my mind anymore about the "feeling" that I had been having all along.
"Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee AaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaHhhhhhhh."
It was the sound that Dina makes when she is having an orgasm. It rang through the house. When Dina and I made love she always pulled a pillow over her face so the kids wouldn't hear her, but with me at work and the kids in school she had no need for a pillow that day. I guess a normal man would have gone running up the stairs and stormed in on the cheating pair, but I didn't. I had no way of knowing what I was going to find when I went into that room and I wasn't going to charge in on someone who might be a foot taller and a hundred pounds heavier. The asshole had already helped ruin my marriage, but I'd be damned if I'd give him a chance ruin me too. If size was equal I would tear into him and hope for the best, but I didn't believe in lost causes.
As I moved quietly up the stairs and moved to the home office that I had turned the spare bedroom into I heard Dina say, "Oh god honey, that was the best one yet. Come on and let me suck you hard again and let's see if you can do it to me again."
Steam was starting to come out of my ears as I heard that and when I entered the spare bedroom I headed straight for the closet. I spun the combination dial on the gun safe in the closet and took out the Colt 1911A1 pistol, made sure that the clip was full and then I pulled the slide back and chambered a round. I reached behind me and tucked the pistol between my back and my belt where I could get to it quickly. I wasn't planning on using it, but I wanted it ready if I had to. Given the way cops and courts are these days if I entered the room with the pistol in my hand it wasn't inconceivable that even though I was the wronged party I could be hit with anything from spousal abuse to felony menacing. Best to keep it tucked away and out of sight until, and if, it was needed for self-defense.
From our bedroom I heard the moans and whimpers that Dina makes when she is being fucked and I took a deep breath to prepare myself and then I moved across the hall to our room. They didn't see me as I came through the door and my jaw dropped as I took in the scene in front of me. On the bed and on her knees with her head on a pillow was Dina and behind her shoving his hard cock into his mother was my son Mark. Suddenly the confrontation I was prepared for was no longer an option. Since they hadn't yet seen me I quietly backed out of the room so not to draw their attention and I let myself into my daughter Cyndi's room which was right across the hall. I left the door open a crack so that I could look across the hall at what was going on between Mark and his mother.
It was very confusing and not just a little bit weird. I was full of anger at my wife's betray and had it been anyone else buried in her pussy I would be in that room kicking ass and taking names. But the other side of me was telling me to be careful, that whatever I did would have lasting and far-reaching consequences for my family. I wasn't thinking of just Dina, Mark, Cyndi and myself. If I had just walked in on Dina and some other man and then tossed her ass out Dina's relationship with her mother, father, siblings, aunts, uncles and grandparents would have gone on and I'm sure that in time, at least as far as they were concerned, I would come to be seen as the villain of the piece. But the fact that Mark was involved would change things.
I couldn't care less what that would do to Dina's relationship with her family, but what would it do to mine? If I stormed over there and broke things up and tossed Dina out I would also have to toss out Mark. My mom and dad doted on Mark and Cyndi. What would happen there? And then there was Cyndi. She idolized her big brother so what would happen there as far as her relationship with her mother, Mark and me?
Setting aside the emotional effect of the situation on family how would my friends and coworkers and clients react to knowing that I was part of an incestuous scandal? The fact that I wasn't anything but a victim wouldn't cut any ice with a lot of people; they would just "Know" that I was part of it. Cyndi would get tarred with the same brush.
"You know if the kid was banging his mom he was nailing his sister too. And you think that little slut wouldn't be doing her daddy? Come on; stuff like that can't go on in a house and everybody there not know. Mike just got pissed that the kid was doing a better job on Dina than he was."
Then there was the why, when and how long. How could he? How could she?
In the room across the hall Dina was howling her way through another orgasm and maybe thirty seconds later Mark pulled out of his mom and fell to the bed beside her. Dina rolled onto her side and she started fondling Mark's limp dick. She was lying there with her legs slightly spread and I could see a small tear drop shaped glob of cum hanging on her pussy lips.
"Don't you have a three o'clock class?" Dina asked.
"No, that's Monday and Thursday. Today I have a four o'clock on Business Law."
"Does that mean I can get a little more?"
"You can if you can find someway to get me up again."
"Oh mommy can do that sweetie; have no fear on that score," and she changed position, lifted his limp cock with her hand and then took it in her mouth.
Standing there watching it happen through a slightly opened door I was caught by how weird it was. Mark was a carbon copy of me when I was his age and it was like I was watching myself. Then add to that the fact that I could tell from my own experience what was going to happen before it did and it gave it a surreal quality. Dina's head was bobbing up and down on Mark's cock and with each down movement she took a little more of Mark's cock and when she got to the base she would hold position until she had worked a finger into his ass. She would wiggle it a little as she slowly drew her mouth back up to the head of his cock and then the head bobbing would pick up speed while she fingered his ass with one hand and caressed his balls with the other. She would keep it up until he said he was ready to cum and then she would reach for the box of tissues on the night stand and then she would, or at least she had until recently, finish him by hand.
And as I watched it happened just that way except that this time she wasn't trying to get him off, just up. As soon as he was ready she swung over him and using her right hand she guided him into her as she lowered herself down.
"Oh that's good baby, that feels real good" and then she started riding him. As she slid up and down Mark's pole I thought again about how it seemed like I was watching myself with Dina. Dina rode him for almost five minutes before she got off of him and got on her knees.
"I want you in my ass again baby, take mommy's ass again." Mark scrambled up behind her and slid his cock right into her shit hole and it was obvious to me from the ease with which he entered that it wasn't his first time up the dirt road that day.
"Come on baby, mommy needs it, mommy needs it bad. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard."
There was another four or five minutes of hard fucking and then Mark made a grunting sound and Dina yelled out, Oh yes baby, I can feel it, I can feel you flooding me."
I've got to take a shower so I can be fresh smelling when your father gets home. Want to join me and scrub my back?"
When they both had left the room for the shower I slipped out of the house, got in my car and drove away.
++++++++++++++++++
As I drove away from the house I wondered 'now what?' My marriage to Dina was dead, but even though I knew why I couldn't let anyone else know. A confrontation with Mark and Dina would expose Cyndi to the mess and I didn't want that. I couldn't let my family know what the problem was, so what to do? After spending most of the afternoon driving around and thinking about the situation I decided on what I thought was the best way to keep the damage minimal. The two people who caused the problem would get off scott free and unless they got caught by some one else they would never know that they had been discovered. I wouldn't be very popular, but that would be a small price to pay for protecting every one else from the fall-out from a scandal.
The decision made I headed back toward what used to be my home. I turned the corner at the end of the street and slowed down until I could see that Mark's car was gone. The soonest he could get back from a four o'clock class would be five-thirty and Cyndi wouldn't be home from basketball practice until six and that would give me time to do what needed to be done. Dina was surprised to see me home from work early and I thought that I detected just a tinge of relief on her face that I hadn't come home even earlier. She came over and put her arms around me and kissed me.
"What brings you home so early?"
"I needed to have a talk with you while the kids aren't around."
"That sounds ominous."
"Yes, well, there isn't an easy way to do this Dina so I'll go straight at it. I'm leaving you."
Her eyes got big and she sputtered, "Yo---yo---yo-you're joking, right?"
"Unfortunately I'm not."
"But why Mike, for god's sake why?"
"I just don't want to be married to you any more Dina."
There was a moment's silence and then Dina said, "Who is she?"
"You don't know her."
"So on all those nights that you had to work late you were really working on her?"
"Some of them."
I saw her eyes tear up and then she hit me a hard opened handed slap on the side of my head and screamed at me, "You bastard! You filthy, rotten bastard" and she made as if to slap me again. I caught her wrist and she tried to use the other hand and I caught it also and then I forced her down into an easy chair.
"Control yourself Dina and stop with the outraged, put upon wife act. We both know that you have been having an affair for at least the last six months and don't bother trying to deny it. I've spent twenty years pushing my cock into your pussy. Did you really think that I wouldn't be able to tell that I wasn't the first one into you on any given day? Do you not know that I can smell it on you? I smell it right now. You have been with him today and from the strength of the smell I'd say I probably only missed walking in on you and your lover by no more than an hour and a half or maybe two. Just sit there Dina, or get up and make yourself a drink, but just stay here and stay the hell out of my way while I go and pack myself a bag."
++++++++++++++++++
I moved out, checked into a motel until I could find me an apartment and then I got on with my life. Three fairly uneventful months went by. Dina made several attempts to call me at work, but I never took any of her calls. I didn't bother seeing a lawyer about a divorce because I couldn't see wasting the money. The kids were both over eighteen so there wasn't any issue of child support. I still made the house payment, paid the utilities and mailed Dina three hundred a week to cover household expenses and another hundred a week to each of the kids for as long as they stayed in school.
I set up a standing date to take my kids out to dinner and a show every Saturday. It usually ended up just me and Cyndi as Mark always seemed to have something going on and he couldn't come. After he missed several weeks in a row Cyndi told me that he just didn't want to be around me because of what I'd done to his mother.
"He's always been real close to mom."
"Yeah, I know" I said in a voice that fairly dripping in sarcasm.
"What about you? How do you feel about it?"
"I think it sucks, but I love you both and I'm not taking sides."
Then one Wednesday night as I was sitting in my apartment going over some spreadsheets that I'd brought home from work there was a knock on my door. It was Cyndi. I opened the door and stepped aside, "Come on in. What brings you by?"
"Curiosity."
"Curiosity? About what?"
"About the new love in your life. You've never made any attempt to introduce her to either Mark or me so I thought I'd drop by unexpectedly and meet her."
"Oh that. Well honey, it didn't work out. She's moved on."
"It may come as a surprise to you pops, but your daughter isn't a bubble headed bimbo. I know my daddy and I know what kind of man he is and he is not the kind to take up with another woman. You would no more have run around on mom than you would have robbed a bank. Knowing that about you I know what caused you to split had to be something real bad. How long have you known?"
"Known about what?"
"Come on pops, give me some credit here. I already told you that I'm not a brain dead bimbo. How long have you known about Mark and mom?"
"You know about them?"
"Unfortunately. I'm the one who caused it."
"You? How in the name of god did you get involved in it?"
"I had planned on seducing Mark. Mom saw it happening and she read the situation wrong. She thought Mark was after me and so to protect me she seduced Mark thinking she could keep him occupied and away from me."
"You were going to seduce your own brother?"
"Afraid so."
"Why on Earth would you do that?"
"Because he was as close as I could get to what I really wanted but could never have."
"I don't understand."
"I know you don't daddy and that's why I was going after Mark."
"You don't mean. . . . ."
"Yes I do. Haven't you ever noticed how much you and Mark are alike? I knew I couldn't get you so I was going after Mark."
"Is that why you are here?"
"Would it do me any good to say yes? No, of course it wouldn't. I'm here to beg you to come home. We need you. Mom's a basket case. She's not eating or sleeping; all she does anymore is sit in her room and cry. She loves you daddy. What she did was wrong and stupid, but she thought she was protecting me so I can't hold what she did against her. Mark isn't much better. He is irritable all the time and his grades are going to hell, not so much because mom cut him off, but because she won't even talk to him. He can get over the lack of sex, but mom not talking to him is tearing him up. I could take care of him in the sex department now that mom has cut him off, but I'm afraid to now. Mom would be bound to find out and I'm afraid that would mess her up even more than she is now. So, we all need you to come home."
"I'm sorry Cyn, it just wouldn't work out."
"Of course it would. Mom will bust her ass to make it up to you and I know that you love her. You might be highly pissed at her, but you do love her. What's the difference if you sit here knowing what went on or you sit at home with your family and know it?"
"The difference is that here I don't have to see them all the time."
"Pardon me for saying this, but bullshit! You were perfectly willing to spend every Saturday evening with Mark even though he'd been fucking mom. Is facing him across the dinner table going to be any different? As for mom, if it had been any body else you would have forgiven her by now and we both know it. You love her dad and she loves you. So she did a stupid thing, but don't forget that she did it for me. She did what a mother is supposed to do, try and protect her babies."
"Maybe if I hadn't seen them with my own eyes it would be different, but I did see them. I saw it and I doubt that I can ever forget it. Seeing Mark on a Saturday is a hell of a lot different than seeing Mark and your mother together at the dinner table every day."



"You saw them?"
"The day I moved out. I came home early and I saw them. They didn't see me, but I certainly saw them."
"Is it that you saw them that has you so upset? Or is it you saw them and they were enjoying themselves?"
Cyndi saw my face change when she said that.
"Oh, so that's it. Did Mark fuck her harder than you have in a while? Did he get up quicker and more often than you have been able to lately? Did his youthful exuberance and energy make her scream louder than you've made her scream in a while? Is daddy's ego hurt because somebody fucked his wife better than he has in a while and she liked it? For god's sake daddy, Mark is young, dumb and full of cum. Of course mother enjoyed it. What forty-two year old woman wouldn't love to have a young sex machine with an almost perpetual hard on pushing her buttons. She loved it, so what? You are still her man; the one she wants to be with. Come home daddy, please, just come home."
"I'm sorry Cyndi, but I just can't."
She just stood there and looked at me for almost a full minute and then she said, "Okay, coming home would have been easier and preferred, but this will work for me just as well."
She stepped forward and her hands reached for my belt. "Stop that Cyndi" I said as I tried to push her away, but she had a grip on my belt and as I pushed her backwards she pulled me along with her. I tried to push her again and again I got pulled along as she moved.
"Don't fight it daddy, it won't hurt, I promise."
I stopped pushing her and used my hands to try and push her hands away from working on my pants. She had the belt undone and the zipper half way down and I yelled at her, "Damn it Cyndi, stop that; stop that this instant" and I was actually getting ready to slap her face hard enough to make her let go when she hooked a foot behind my leg and pushed me. I fell backward and landed on the couch. The suddenness of it took me by surprise and in the time it took me to realize what had happened and to respond Cyndi had my cock out of my boxers and in her right hand. Her left hand grabbed my testicles and she squeezed them just hard enough to cause a quick intake of breath and to get my full attention.
"Just relax daddy, it will all be over in just a minute."
Her left hand grabbed my nut sack and she squeezed just hard enough to stop me from trying to move. Her right hand was stroking my cock, "It's bigger than Mark's. No wonder mom wants you back" and then she took me in her mouth.
I stopped struggling and Cyndi went to work on me. Tons of stuff pounded through my brain, why was I letting this happen? What was wrong with my family that they could do what they were doing? Where had my sweet, young, innocent eighteen-year-old daughter learned to suck cock so good? Cyndi pulled her skirt up to her waist, pushed her thong aside and then she swung over me and settled down on my cock as she took me inside her.
"There now," she said, "This isn't so bad, now is it?"
She rode me for a minute and then she leaned forward and licked my ear and whispered, "I'm not wearing a bra daddy. Open my blouse and suck on my tits."
I unbuttoned her blouse and touched the beautiful globes and then I took one hardened nipple into my mouth and sucked on it while I rolled the other between the thumb and forefinger of my hand. She gasped, "Oh yes daddy, like that, just like that" and she slammed herself down on me several times and had an orgasm. I hadn't had any sex since I'd moved out of the house and it didn't take Cyndi long to get that three months worth of stored up cum to shoot out of me and into her. Just before I came I tried to push her away from me, but she held on tight.
"It's okay daddy, I'm on the pill and just to be really safe I also have a diaphragm so give it to me daddy, let me feel you cum in me" and I let loose a real gusher.
Cyndi stayed tight against me until I was soft and then she got up and said, "I want the next one on your bed with you on top" and she headed toward my bedroom shedding her clothes as she went.
++++++++++++++++++
Three hours later it was almost midnight and I told Cyndi that she needed to get going.
"Why? Don't you want me here?
"Your mother will worry if you don't get home soon."
"No she won't. I told her that I was spending the night with my girlfriend Sally. You aren't Sally, but I can spend the night, can't I?"
"Why? Why are you doing this?"
"To get you to come home where you belong."
"How is doing this with me supposed to make that happen?"
"Well, on the most basic level you can say that you and mom are even. She fucked your son so you screwed her daughter. Of course if you go that route you are admitting that you know about them and I don't think that is such a hot idea. If they know you know things would always be just a little bit uncomfortable."
"So how do you see it going?"
"Mom thinks you left her for another woman because she was having an affair with another man. Let her keep thinking that. Go home and forgive her and she in turn can forgive you for leaving her for another woman. It won't be easy, but you guys love each other and you can put it back together if you try."
"But what about her and Mark?"
"She's already stopped sleeping with him."
"What if she decides to fuck him again?"
"So what if she gives him a little taste every now and then? I'll be giving you a lot more than just a taste if you'll let me. You certainly have liked what I have to offer so far tonight. But it isn't likely that she will. She knows what she did cost her you and she wants you back and that means she won't do anything that might cause you to leave again. Or I could go with plan B."
"What's plan B?"
"I go home and tell them that I talked with you and found out that the real reason you left is that you found out about them and that as far as you are concerned they are welcome to each other. That would at least let mom know that she should pull herself together and get on with her life instead of staying in her room crying all the time. Or I could go with plan C."
"Plan C? Just how many plans do you have?"
"One more after C. C would be that I tell them that I found out about them and I was disgusted with them and that I was going to move out and come live with you. Plan D is to just tell them that you tossed out your girlfriend and that I don't like the idea of your living alone so I'm going to move in with you."
As Cyndi said that her hand moved down to my cock and she started stroking it. "In case you haven't already figured it out plan D is what I'm hoping for if you decide not to come home. As much as I would like plan D I'm really hoping that you come home daddy. We all need you."
"I still don't know Cyndi. I miss your mom and you're right, I guess I still do love her, but I don't think I can ever wash the picture of her and Mark out of my mind. Given what we are doing right now I guess that makes me a hypocrite, but that's the way it is right now."
"In that case you had better get used to this because it is a lot of this from now on or come home" and her mouth closed around my cock."
++++++++++++++++++
Well, it turned out that plan D is the way it went, at least for about two months. Then Mark couldn't take the way his relationship with his mother had gone sour and he decided that it would be best if he got out of the house. He transferred to another college about six hundred miles from home and started getting used to dorm living. A week after he left Dina showed up at my apartment. When I answered the doorbell and opened the door she pushed past me into the apartment before I could ask her what she wanted. She turned to face me after I had closed the door and asked, "Is Cyndi here?"
"No, she has classes until six tonight."
"Good. I don't need her to hear this. I have got something to say and it will probably make things worse between us, if that is possible, but it has been eating at me since you walked out on me. I was not having an affair with another man Mike. I mean I didn't look at it as an affair. It was worse that an affair. In fact, it was also highly illegal. What I had Mike, was an incestuous relationship with Mark. It was wrong, it was stupid, but I thought that even if it was wrong I was doing it for all the right reasons."
"Like keeping him and Cyndi apart?"
She looked at me with an astonished look on her face.
"What? You think that you are the only observant one in the house? I saw it too, but I trusted that the two of them were old enough to handle it."
That was all bullshit of course; I didn't know beans until I got it from Cyndi, but it took a lot of guts for Dina to come to me and confess so I thought that I would try and make things a little easier for her.
"Well I didn't - trust them to handle it I mean - and I still think I was right. The ease with which I seduced Mark was all the proof I needed. It didn't have a damned thing to do with you and me Mike. It didn't stop or lessen my love for you. If anything I was more affectionate and loving as a way to ease my guilt a little and make it up to you for what I was doing. And please, please, don't blame Mark for what I led him into. He didn't have a chance once I put the blitz on him. Remember when you were his age and your hormones were raging on the verge of going out of control? If someone like me had come after you back then you would have turned into as big a puppy dog as he did. Anyway, I had to get that off my chest. I'm sorry for what I did to us and while I doubt that you can ever forgive me please at least understand why I did it."
Then she walked back to the door and as her hand touched the knob she turned and said, "I love you Mike. I really, really do" and then she opened the door and walked out. She was halfway down the hall when I called out, "Dina?"
She stopped and turned to face me, "Yes Mike?"
"Would you like to have dinner with me some night?"
"Yes Mike, I'd like that; I'd like that a lot."
"I'll call you in a day or so."
She gave me a small smile and said, "I'll keep my social calendar clear" and she turned and continued down the hall.
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My strongest fantasy has always been to see my wife with another man. One day as we were lying in bed recovering from a rather strenuous bout of sexual activity she asked me if I had any sexual turn ons that she didn't know about and I told her that I did and then I told her what it was. She laughed and said, "As long as you realize that a fantasy is all that it will ever be." I had resigned myself to the fact that it would never happen when something happened that gave me just a touch of hope.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My wife is a regional manager for her company and she has eleven offices in her region. She visits these offices at least once each month and that does require some travel on her part. She is rarely gone overnight, but it is not uncommon for her to put six hundred miles a day on her company car. She had just returned from one of her long trips and we were in the living room talking about what to have for dinner that night and I told her I wasn't hungry for food, but that I did have an idea that might interest her. I unzipped my pants and took out my cock and Shelly laughed, "God, but you do have a one track mind!"
She knelt down between my legs and started licking me and it wasn't long until she had me in her mouth. As I looked down on my lovely wife I noticed that she was wearing a ring that I had never seen before. I asked her about it and she took her mouth off my cock, smiled up at me and told me that it was a gift from her boyfriend. I smiled and settled back. Shelly was about to indulge me my fantasy in the only way she ever would. She was going to tell me a 'make believe' story about an imaginary encounter.
"Tell me about it" I said.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"I was driving on my way to visit the office in Grand Island and I was just coming up to a truck stop when I needed to take a pee break. I pulled in and used the restroom and then since I had some time to kill before I was supposed to meet the manager of the office I decided to browse through the store area. They had a case fill of rings and I saw on that I liked and I asked the clerk to take it out of the case so I could get a better look at it. I tried it on and it was a perfect fit and then I looked at the price tag. Although it wasn't real expensive I didn't have enough spare cash with me to buy it and I had forgotten my checkbook. I regretfully gave the ring back to the clerk and a voice behind me said, "That ring was obviously meant for you."
"I turned and saw a nice looking man about my age and I smiled at him and said, "Maybe next time." He asked me if he could by me a cup of coffee and I looked at my watch and saw that I had enough time so I said yes. We went into the coffee shop and took a booth. His name was Chris and he was a truck driver waiting for a load. We started talking about this and that and the conversation turned to the trucking business and he started telling me about all the troubles that truckers encountered. One of the problems he mentioned piqued my interest. Drivers are apparently required by the Interstate Commerce Commission to spend a certain amount of hours resting after a certain amount of hours driving.
"Must be pretty expensive," I said and he looked at me questioningly. "Having to get a motel room that often."
"Chris laughed and said he didn't use motels that he had a sleeper cab on his truck. I asked him what that was and he explained that his truck had what amounted to a built in bedroom. I had never known that. He asked me if I would like to see it and I took another glance at my watch and saw that I still had some time to kill and he looked like a pretty nice guy so I said okay.
"We walked out to his truck and he helped me into it. I had never realized how well equipped those trucks were. He had two cell phones, one company and one personal and he had a CB radio. There was a cassette player, a CD player and an AM/FM stereo radio. He unzipped a leather curtain behind the seat and opened it up to show me a mattress and some pillows and blankets. There was a shelf on one wall with a small TV on it and under it was a clothes bar with some shirts and some jeans hanging on it. We both leaned in and I turned to comment on how cozy it looked and our lips came together.
"The contact was electric. I started to pull away, but a little voice in the back of my head said, "This is what Robert wants. He isn't here to watch, but maybe, just maybe you could do this and find out if you like having another man. If you do, maybe you can give Robert what he wants."
"Before I could decide that I couldn't do it Chris took me by the shoulders and pulled me down. I gave in and we helped each other strip. Chris pushed my legs apart and went down on me and I do have to give the man credit, he did know how to use his mouth on a woman's sex. He brought me to one orgasm and then he moved over me and I felt his cock enter my pussy. As he thrust down into me I thought how bad it was that you weren't there to see it. Chris fucked me hard for about ten minutes and I had another orgasm just before he told me he was going to cum. I started to ask him not to cum in me, but I was too late and I felt his warmth spill into me. He pulled out and said if I would suck his cock for a few minutes he would get hard and we could go again. I wanted to, but my watch told me that I had to get going. I told him that I had enjoyed our interlude very much, but that duty called.
"I went inside the truck stop and used the rest room to clean up and when I came out I found Chris waiting for me. He handed me a small blue bag and told me it was something to remember him by. I opened the bag and found the ring that I had admired. I thanked him and he walked me out to my car. I started the engine and was just about to pull away when I stopped and rolled down my window.
"I'll be back in this part of the world on February 17th. I'll get here a little earlier next time" and I drove away. It has only been about five hours since he fucked me so I guess that technically you could be getting sloppy seconds if you were to fuck me now."
I grabbed Shelly by the hand and we raced upstairs where we fucked like sex crazed minks until we were exhausted. Later I went to the kitchen to get a drink of water and I noticed a little blue bag on the kitchen table next to Shelly's purse. I picked it up and saw a receipt inside. I took it out and looked at it. It was a receipt from the Grand Island truck stop and it was signed Christopher Page. I glanced upstairs where I heard Shelly moving around.
You don't suppose?



            Shelly's Story

            What she found on the computer.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/shellys-story

Title: Shelly's Story

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: What she found on the computer.

Tags: chris jerry, watched jerry, orgasm chris, faster felt, gave passionate, chris started, truck stop, move faster, coffee shop, passionate kiss




I sat down at the computer for the first time in a couple of months and in reacquainting myself with what was on it I noticed "Watching The Wife" on the Favorites drop down menu. Being curious, and knowing that my husband Robert uses the same user name and password for everything, I had no trouble in pulling up the site. All I can say is 'fascinating!' Robert has always wanted to watch me with another man, but I had no idea that so many others had the same fantasy. I randomly read several of the stories and while scrolling through the list I happened upon a story entitled "Shelly's Trip." Since my name is Shelly I pulled the story up and imagine my surprise when the story turned out to be the one I told Robert following my last trip to Grand Island.
Robert has been after me for several years to fulfil his fantasy, but I've always said no. I was one of those silly females who believed that marriage was forever and that love and sex were the same. How could I possibly go to bed with someone I didn't love? Especially with my husband watching? I did try to satisfy Robert after a fashion. I would come home from business trips and tell him stories about my imaginary sexual adventures, but he always realized that they were made up and that I never intended to violate my wedding vows. Robert ended "Shelly's Trip" with the question, "You don't suppose?"
Yes Robert, the story was true - and so is this one.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got to Grand Island two hours earlier than normal. There was a reason of course; I'd told Chris I would be back on that date and at that approximate time. What had happened between us on my last trip had been a 'happy accident.' I'd had no intention of being unfaithful to my husband, it had just happened. This time I was going to see if I could do it deliberately. If I could Robert would be one step closer to realizing his fantasy. I had no idea what I was going to do when I saw Chris's truck in the truck stop parking lot and believe me when I say I spent the entire three-hour drive thinking of nothing else. Would I see the truck and chicken out, just drive through the lot and keep on going? Would I just have coffee with him in the coffee shop, thank him again for the ring he had given me, and then go on to visit my branch office? Or would the wetness between my legs (oh yes, I'd been thinking about his cock ever since our last meeting) have me climbing up into his truck before he even had a chance to ask me?
It looked like I would never know. I had circled the lot three times without seeing his truck and I could not believe the disappointment I felt.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had time to kill before I had to be at the Grand Island office so I parked and went inside to use the ladies room and then I went into the coffee shop to have a cup of coffee. I was sitting in a booth making notes in my Day-Timer when a voice behind me said, "Hey little girl. If you'll come out to my truck with me I'll give you some candy."
I turned and saw Chris standing behind me and holding out one red rose to me. The thousand-watt smile I gave him and the tingle I felt in my stomach answered all the questions that had been running through my mind. I was not only going to climb up into his sleeper I was probably going to race him to it. He sat down with me and we made polite small talk, but both of us knew what the other was thinking and what the other one wanted to do. As one we stood up and he took me by the hand and led me out the door in the direction of his truck and as soon as I saw it I broke away from him and yelled, "Last one in is a rotten egg" and I took off running for it. He caught me just as I put my hand on the door, spun me around and kissed me. God what a kiss; it buckled my knees.
He helped me up into the truck and we fell into the sleeper where I set a world record in getting my clothes off and then had to help Chris get out of his. I grabbed his cock and stroked it while we kissed passionately and he worked a couple of fingers into my pussy. That was it for foreplay, fifteen seconds, and then I was on my back and he was moving into me. Damn but I must have been wet because he slid right into me with no trouble at all and both of us were too horny to take it slow. He pounded into me and I pushed back at him and cried, "Harder baby, fuck me harder, come on lover, give it to me" and Chris obliged me. He hadn't been fucking me for more than a minute or so when I had my first orgasm. My nails dug into his back and my feet were pounding on the backs of his legs when suddenly he gave a little groan and I felt his cum splash inside me.
He fell to my side, took me in his arms and gave me a passionate kiss as my hand reached for his shrinking cock. I started to stroke his cock as his tongue probed my mouth and then he broke the kiss and I spun around so that my mouth could take the place of my hands. I tasted our mixed juices and it was heavenly. I did my best to deep throat him while playing with his balls and was rewarded by a returning of his hardness. I spun around again and pulled him on top of me and this time he fucked me slowly as I clung to him. God, what had I been missing? My husband had wanted me to do this and I had fought him at every turn. No more! If other men could make me feel this way Robert was going to get his fantasy in spades. I just hoped he could really handle it. Chris started to speed up and my body responded with another orgasm just as Chris sent his second load of sperm into me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We lay together kissing and stroking each other for several minutes and I noticed that his cock, which had been resting against my leg, was getting hard again. I reached down and touched it and it twitched and kept growing.
"Are all truckers as insatiable as you or are you an exception?"
"You just bring out the best in me."
"I have time for one more" I told him as I got up on my hands and knees.
"I'd better not waste a minute of it then," he said as he moved behind me.
I had my head lying on my arms and Chris was gently fucking me from behind when I heard the door to the truck open. I heard someone climbing up into the truck and I looked back and saw Chris looking at his watch with a frown on his face. I looked back to the front of the cab and into the blue eyes of a rather nice looking young man who was staring at me and Chris like he could not believe his eyes. Chris started to pull back from me, but I felt another orgasm coming and I begged him not to stop. He plowed into me with the force of a battering ram and my orgasm washed over me leaving me weak from exhaustion. Chris again made as if to withdraw, but he had not yet cum. I told him to stay, that we had already been caught, and I believed in finishing what I start.
Chris explained to me that the young man, Jerry, was his co-driver, but that he had not been expected for another hour. Jerry apologized for showing up early and interrupting, but his wife needed the car so she had driven him in and dropped him off. He had planned to sit in the coffee shop and drink coffee while he waited, but then he had seen the truck and had come on over. I watched Jerry watch us and I wondered if this is what it would be like having Robert watch me while I enjoyed myself with a strange cock. Jerry apologized again, but then he said that even though he was sorry for interrupting he wasn't going to leave.
"If I go into the truck stop the image of you two is going to stay with me so instead of sitting in their with my imagination working overtime I'm just going to stay here and watch.
"God!" I thought, "What is it with men and watching?" I thought my husband was the only one with weird ideas. It amused me in a way and so I put my head down on my arms and I watched Jerry watch Chris fuck me. Chris had decided to take his time and enjoy me for as long as he could so his strokes were slow, but even slow they were causing the heat to build in me again. I started to moan, "Oh yes, oh yes, Jesus that feels good, fuck me baby, fuck me, fuck me hard."
I was still watching Jerry and by then he had his cock out of his pants and he was masturbating. I watched as he stroked himself and as I saw his hand move faster I felt Chris move faster. I felt my orgasm building and out of nowhere, surprising even me, my voice called out, "Jerry, get up here."
Jerry moved quickly into the sleeper and my mouth wrapped around his cock just as he came and I felt his cream hit the back of my throat. I rocked with the intensity of my orgasm and Chris shot into me for the third time that day.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I never made it to the Grand Island office that day, and Chris and Jerry were late in starting their run to San Diego. I called and said my car broke down and I rescheduled for the next day. I called Robert and gave him the same story and told him I would call him later after I had checked into a motel. Then I did check into a motel and Chris and Jerry and I sucked and fucked until five the next morning. We had breakfast and then I walked them to their rig and gave both of them a passionate kiss goodbye and waved as they pulled away, the early morning sun glinting off the bright green paint.
As I walked to my car another rig pulled up next to me and the driver, a good looking man about my age asked me if I would like to check out his sleeper. I smiled and thought for a minute before saying, "Not this time honey, but I'll be back through here one month from today."
Robert, if you are reading this, there will be a British Racing Green colored Peterbuilt parked in front of our house on March 3rd. If you can manage to be there you will get your fantasy.
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"Jack, Gloria would like to see you in her office."
It was the one thing that no one at Stearns Inc. wanted to hear because it usually meant that you were history. Gloria Stearns believed that she owed it to the people getting bad news to get it from her direct and not from some lower minion. The current economy sucked and Stearns was downsizing and it looked like I was on my way to the unemployment line.
I knocked on the door to Gloria's private office and heard her say "Come in." I opened the door and stepped into her office as she came out from behind the desk and walked toward me with her hand out-stretched in greeting. I felt the same tingle in my groin that I got every time I saw her. Tall, willowy and with runway model good looks she lit any number of fires as she walked through the office. I took her hand as she said, "Jack, how nice to see you. Have a seat."
After shaking hands she moved back behind the desk and sat down. As I took a seat she picked up a folder on her desk, glanced through it quickly, looked up at me and then back down at what I could only assume was a file on me.
"How long have you been here at Stearns Jack?"
Eleven years. I came to work for your father right out of high school."
"It must have been hard for you to work here full time while going to college at night."
"It wasn't easy Miss Stearns, but your father helped me a lot."
"Yes, I know. For some reason he never explained he looked on you almost as a son. He even loaned you the money for your education and then forgave the loan as a graduation present. Why did he do that Jack?"
"I don't know."
"Yes you do Jack, and what's more, so do I. Why did you do it Jack? Why did you stick your neck out like that?"
"Your father was a good man Miss Stearns and I wasn't about to let that bitch screw up your father's life."
"Was the money for your education a pay-off Jack?"
"No mam. Your father had already given me the loan and had already forgiven it as a graduation present. I guess that is one of the reasons that I did it. He didn't have to help me; he did it out of the goodness of his heart and you don't standby and watch a man like that get shafted by some money grubbing little bitch."
"You're lucky that they didn't have DNA testing back then; it could have blown your story out of the water."
"Not really. There was a fifty-fifty chance that it would have proven my story."
"You and daddy both did her?"
"I don't know that your father ever did, but half of the guys in the mail room did and anyone of us could have been the father."
"Still, what made you stand up when she said my father made her pregnant and say that she told you that she knew it wasn't his, but was going for the big bucks?"
"Loyalty."
"My, but you are old fashioned aren't you."
"As far as I'm concerned loyalty never goes out of style."
"Any chance that the loyalty you felt toward my father could extend to other family members?"
"What do you mean?"
"Just that Jack. Any chance that your loyalty to my dad could bleed over to me?"
"I still don't understand Miss Stearns."
"I'm in trouble Jack and I am in desperate need of a knight in shining armor to come to my rescue."
"I'll do what I can Miss Stearns."
"Maybe Jack, and maybe not. You need to know up front that my knight is going to be severely shit upon, will suffer outrageous indignities for almost five years and may very likely learn to hate the sight of me. I would like you to have dinner with me tonight Jack. We can discuss it someplace where I don't have to worry about the walls having ears. Can I pick you up around seven?"
"Yes, of course. I'll give you directions."
"I don't need directions Jack, I know where you live."
The curiosity must have been all over my face because she said, "You'll get the answers tonight Jack, just be patient."
Just be patient! Easy for her to say, but not at all easy for me to do. How did she know where I lived? What did she mean with that comment about the wall having ears? What could she possibly want from me and why did she think I might do it knowing that I was going to be, as she put it, shit upon? I sat at my desk and didn't get a damned thing done for the rest of the day. I couldn't concentrate on my job for beans; all I could think about was our dinner that night and what she could possibly want me to do that would make me hate her on sight before it was over.
"I want you to marry me Jack."
I was stunned. I had expected something a little way out following our conversation in the limo on the way to the restaurant, but nothing anywhere close to that. I'd no sooner settled on the seat than she looked over at me and took a deep breath.
"I'm going to hang it all out tonight Jack and I praying that I can trust you to keep what we talk about in confidence even if you decide not to do what I'm about to ask of you. To be frank I do not expect that you will do it. God knows I wouldn't do it if it were me. The only reason I think I can ask it of you is your relationship with my dad. Do you know that it is in his will that you have a job for life at Stearns? That you can never be fired or laid off?"
"I had no idea."
"You were never supposed to know. The only reason that I'm telling you is so that won't fear for your job if you say no to what I'm going to ask. Can you do that Jack? Can you promise me that no matter what your decision is tonight what we talk about stays between the two of us?"
"You already know that I will Miss Stearns or we wouldn't even be having this conversation."
"Under the circumstances Jack I think you should start calling me Gloria. Here we are," she said as we pulled up in front of the restaurant. "As soon as you get your first drink under your belt I'll hit you with the bomb."
The look on my face amused her and she smiled. "I know a thousand things have gone through your mind since this morning, but I'll bet that wasn't one of them, was it?"
"No mam, not anything close to that."
"I told you Jack, it's Gloria. So, how does the idea sound to you so far?"
"I'm afraid I don't understand Miss St...Gloria."
"I'll spell it out for you Jack. For purely financial reasons I need a husband and for purely personal reasons my lover can't be the man I marry."
"I still don't understand."
"I'm not going to explain why I can't marry my lover, but I will explain the rest. My father, for reasons known only to him, wrote his will in such a way that if I am not married by the time I reach thirty my trust funds, there are three of them, will revert to various charities and foundations. I will be thirty in seven months. I can not marry the man I love, but I am totally unwilling to let my money go to some group that wants to save whales, hug trees or secure habitat for some goddamned mouse. So, I need a husband, but it has to be a special kind of husband. He has to understand that he is a husband in name only and that sex in the marriage will be minimal and almost totally one sided. He will be verbally abused and humiliated and he will have to put up with it for five years before he can get a divorce and a some point in that five year period he will need to father a child. Does that sound like something that you might be interested in Jack?"
"Uh, no, not really."
"Well then, let me tell you the rest of it. Two point five million dollars deposited in a Cayman Islands bank account, which will make it tax-free. You will not be able to access it until the five years is up. You will live with me and I'll pay all the bills, furnish the cars, the country club memberships and anything else you will require, need or want and you will get an annual spending allowance of ten thousand a month. In return you have to promise to be a faithful husband for five years and put up with whatever indignities I send your way. Sound a little better now?"
"Some, but there are major concerns."
"What are they?"
"Minimal sex and I'm to remain totally faithful. No, not at my age and definitely not for five years."
"If I can do something about the sex part how does the rest sound?"
"What I would get sounds fine, but my concerns are the other things you mentioned; the indignities, the verbal abuse and the humiliation. I need to know more, much, much more about those things."
"There would be no physical abuse Jack, but there will be a lot of verbal abuse, most intended to humiliate you. It will be all mental Jack and it shouldn't bother you because you will know it is coming and you will also know that it is all bullshit because of your status. You won't be the cuckolded husband, just a play actor."
"I still want to know what I'm getting into."
Gloria looked at me and I saw that she was thinking of how to say the absolute least and still win me over so I said, "Okay, how about this. I'll agree in principal to do it, but only after full disclosure and to insure full disclosure I'll want an agreement in writing releasing me from the five year obligation to get the offshore money if you have not disclosed every thing. I also want the written agreement to release the money to me if the marriage does not go the full five years through no fault of mine."
She looked at me for almost a full minute with her piercing blue eyes and then she said, "Deal" and extended her hand to me and we shook on it."
It turned out to be something simple, but kinky. Her lover was a black man named Jumal Washington and for reasons she would not go into she could not marry him or let her relationship with him see the light of day. Her fathers will stipulated marriage by thirty, the marriage to last a least five years and a grandchild by the age of thirty-five. While married to her I would have to put up with Jumal and he was, quite frankly, an obnoxious asshole. Her few close friends who knew about Jumal could not stand him and they were constantly asking Gloria what she saw in him.
"Love is blind Jack. I know he is an asshole sometimes, but I still adore him even though I know it. It doesn't matter what he does Jack; I'll find excuses for him. You know about that don't you Jack? You've been there and done that with Shelly so you know what it is like."
"How did you know about Shelly?"
"I know everything about you Jack. I've had private detectives all over you since I chose you to be my husband. I try not to take chances Jack. I knew of the bond between you and my father and I gambled that it might work in my favor, but there is 31 million at stake here Jack so I made it my business to know everything about you that there was to know. Just out of curiosity, how long did you know about Shelly before you ended it?"
"Two years, eleven months, one week, three days, two hours and fifteen minutes."
"You let it go on that long?"
"You said it yourself; love is blind and you find excuses. I'd still be finding excuses if I hadn't walked in on them. Even then it was only because of who it was that I tossed her out. A lover I might have been able to handle, but her father and her brother and both of them at the same time? I just couldn't handle it."
"So, will you do it?"
"Full disclosure Gloria. There is still that little matter of sex that has to be talked about. I especially want to hear about the minimal and totally one sided part."
"Oh that."
"Yes, that."
"I love Jumal and I intend to stay faithful to him, at least after a fashion. You and I will have sex one time after the ceremony to legally consummate the marriage and then we won't have sex again until it is time to make the baby. That said, I have a certain need that Jumal absolutely refuses to meet. He is willing to let you do it to me and not consider it cheating, but only under certain circumstances."
"What is it and what are those certain circumstances?"
"Do we have to go into it now Jack?"
"Full disclosure Gloria. I am going to have to know sooner or later and anything that you don't want to talk about makes me nervous."
"I love to have my pussy eaten Jack, but Jumal absolutely refuses to do it. He says that it is beneath him to do such a thing. He will let me have you do it to me and not consider it cheating, but only after he has made love to me first. And there will be times he will want to watch."
"You can't be serious!"
"I am Jack, dead serious. Think of it Jack, one hundred and twenty thousand a year for five years as spending money and a 2 point five million dollar pot of gold at the end of a five year rainbow. You've done before Jack. You know that you have gone down on Shelly after she had been screwed and it hasn't killed you and you didn't have a pot of gold waiting for you after you did it. I'll make sure that you have a sex life Jack, it just won't be with me. So, will you do it?'
It was pretty much a no brainer. Five years of bullshit in exchange for almost three million dollars. Hell, I'd be thirty-six years old and set for life to say nothing of the life of luxury I'd live for five years. All I had to do was put up with some bullshit three or four times a week from some obnoxious asshole. I should be able to do that standing on my head.
I stared at Gloria as the wheels turned in my head and finally I said, "Three conditions. One, the signed agreement. Secondly, I get to approve whatever plan you come up with to see that I have a sex life. Last, but by no means least, our wedding night is mine and only mine."
"What does that mean?"
"Two things. You have already said that your boyfriend will want to watch when I go down on you so I wouldn't put it past him to want to horn in on our wedding night. That will be a no-no. I don't want him within five miles of us on our wedding night. The second thing about it being my night is that you are mine for the night. Not just a quickie so you can honestly and with a straight face say that the marriage was consummated, but the entire night and we will do it all. I'll want anal, oral and vaginal sex with you on that night."
"I can't do that Jack; I would be cheating on Jumal."
"Yes you can Gloria. You have already accepted that you have to have sex with me on our wedding night and you have already decided that since you have to do it that it isn't cheating. What's the difference? One time or all night, it is all the same."
"I can't do it Jack. It just wouldn't be right."
"Your choice Gloria, but it is a deal breaker as far as I am concerned."
"You would throw away almost three million over that?"
"You would throw away almost thirty-one million over it?"
"I can always get someone else Jack."
"Yes, you could."
I picked up the menu and looked at it. "Is the prime rib any good here?"
"Don't change the subject Jack."
"No subject change Gloria. I told you what I have to have and you said that I couldn't have it. Subject closed. We came here for dinner and when we are done eating I'll catch a cab home and save you the trouble of having to drop me off."
"Why is that one thing so important to you Jack?"
"It is for my mental health Gloria."
"That doesn't make sense Jack."
"Not to you maybe, but it does to me."
"Can you explain it to me?"
"It is quite simple Gloria. You have already put me on notice that part of my earning the money is putting up with your asshole of a boyfriend for the next five years. I'm no dummy Gloria, I can even write the script for the next five years. It will start out with him rubbing my nose in the fact that he is fucking my wife and I'm not. It will move to him wanting me in the next room when he screws you so I can be on call to eat you when his stuff is still hot and fresh in you. He'll get tired of that after a while and he will want me to be in the room when he does it so I'm forced to watch. Then he will talk you into having me go sixty-nine with you while he screws you from behind so I can see him ramming you from only inches away from my face. Somewhere along the way, after he has seen me eat you a dozen times or so he will make the comment, "Wouldn't you just like to cut out the middleman and come over here and get it fresh from my dick?"
"And all the time I'm supposed to smile and take his shit. Well, I'll do it, but I want to be able to look at him and be able to say to myself, "I fucked your woman asshole. I came in her mouth, I pounded her butt hole and I did my best to fill her womb with my cum. Your woman asshole - I took your woman every way it was possible to take her so go ahead and babble because it don't mean shit to me." Like I said Gloria, it is a mental health issue with me and it costs you nothing because you were already going to have sex with me that night anyway."
"I guess I need to rethink a few things Jack. Yes, the prime rib here is very good. If you are ready, let's order."
After dinner she wouldn't let me call a cab and the ride home in her limo was a quiet one. As I was getting out she said, "We will talk again Jack, but first I have some thinking to do."
It was two days before Gloria called me into her office and told me to have a seat. As soon as I was seated she pushed a piece of paper across the desk to me, "There is your signed agreement on disclosure. Against my better judgement I am going to give you what you require as far as our wedding night is concerned. All that is left is to see that you have a sex life for the five years we are married. To keep things as discrete as possible and to preserve the outward appearance of utter faithfulness I've decided that whatever you do needs to be done in the confines of our home. I've decided that what I need a maid. Of course one of her cleaning duties will be to clean your pipes as often as you like. If that arrangement meets with your approval the next step will be to pick the right woman."
She opened her briefcase and took out a three ring binder and handed it to me.
"See if there is anyone in there who appeals to you. The ones with a line drawn across their face are not available."
I found myself looking at pictures of beautiful women. Each page had a couple of pictures, vital statistics and some information about the likes, dislikes and hobbies of the women. I looked up at Gloria and she smiled at me and said, "One of my very good friends owns a modeling agency and an escort service. I've been assured that the women in that book will be more than happy to do what I want of them for what I am willing to pay. Just pick one Jack and I'll make the necessary arrangements. If you get tired of her after a couple of months you can go back to the book and pick another one. Do we have a deal?"
While she had been talking I had been leafing through the book. Suddenly I stopped dead and stared at what I was seeing. Sally Ann was the wife of one of the guys I played softball with and I had lusted after her for years.
"All of the women in this book play for pay?"
Gloria nodded and I handed her back the book and pointed at Sally Ann. "That one."
"I take it that we have a deal?"
"Yes Gloria, we have a deal."
That's when my life began to get hectic. For the next three months there was a phony courtship followed by the announcement of our engagement, followed by a hundred parties given by friends and relatives. There were the wedding plans (according to the society pages of the local papers one of the "social events of the season") to be made, a honeymoon to be planned and through it all Gloria and I were seen almost every evening at some "In" place in town. By the day of our wedding our "bona fides" had been established, the society pages were calling us the perfect couple and friends and relatives positively gushed over how much in love with each other we so obviously were.
There was one glitch however, and I had to remind Gloria of it and she told me not to worry, it would be taken care of. I told her I wasn't worried because I knew the wedding wouldn't go off until it was taken care of. Two days later she handed me confirmation of deposit to my account in the Cayman Islands.



I still hadn't met Mr. Washington and I could only assume that Gloria had put him on ice until after the nuptials. Still, I scanned the crowd in the church looking for someone who might be Jumal. I figured that he was the kind of guy who would show up and sit in the back row and smirk as the "love, honor and obeys" were said. I wouldn't put it past him to have told Gloria that he would be there and just might have to speak his piece when it got to the "Is there anyone here who knows of any reason why these two should not be joined in holy matrimony."
I almost missed him. He had timed his arrival so that he sat down just as Gloria started down the aisle toward me. She was radiantly beautiful and as I looked toward her I saw Jumal take his seat and our eyes met and I got the sneer and smirk that I had known would be there. I smiled at him as I thought to myself, "Smirk all you want asshole, your woman is going to be my slut tonight and then after tonight I'll still have a part of her you will never have and I'll know it every time I eat her pussy."
As I watched Gloria walk down the aisle toward me I thought, and not for the first time, what a crying ass shame it was that this was all bogus.
The ceremony went off without a hitch and I don't think Gloria was ready for what she got when the minister said, "You may now kiss the bride." I made it a long lasting one as I looked over her shoulder in the direction of Jumal. I had hoped to see a slow burn, but his face remained impassive. It was childish of me and I knew it, but I was going to be on the receiving end of his shit for the next five years and I wanted to get my digs in whenever I could.
The reception was like all wedding receptions and at an appropriate time my bride and I changed clothes and escaped. Two miles from the reception the limo driver pulled off onto a side street.
"What are you doing?" Gloria asked the driver.
He pointed at me and I said, "I have a little surprise for you my love" as the limo pulled up behind a car that I had pre-positioned.
The driver helped me move the luggage from the limo to the car and then I handed him the five hundred I had promised him. While that was going on Gloria kept asking, "What are you doing Jack. What is going on here? Whose car is this?"
"Be patient my love, it will all be clear in a minute. "
As the limo sped off I told Gloria to get in the car. "I'm not going anywhere until you tell me what this is all about."
"Get in the car Gloria. I won't hesitate to drive off and leave you standing there. Then you can hitch hike to the honeymoon hotel and explain why you arrived without your new hubby."
Gloria gave me a murderous glance, but she got in the car. As I pulled away from the curb she said, "Okay Jack, just what the fuck is going on here?"
Tsk, tsk, Gloria, is that any way to talk to your new husband?"
"Cut the shit Jack, I want to know what you are doing."
"Simple my love, I don't trust you. You gave in on the 'my night only' demand way too easy. You are a schemer Gloria and I could hear the wheels and gears turning in your head. Promise him whatever he wants. Once the marriage has taken place, stiff him. He will already be married and he'll be a realist and he will behave because of the money."
"Jack, that's not true."
"Sure it is Gloria. The tight schedule you insisted we maintain - the schedule that would have us at the hotel by eleven and the marriage consummated by midnight. And then something was supposed to happen. Maybe you would get up and walk across the hall to the room where Jumal was waiting? Or maybe he was just going to knock on our door and you would get up and let him in to join us. I could have been wrong, but I knew I wasn't when the ceremony was over and I saw you make eye contact with Jumal. I saw him tap his watch and I saw the slight nod that you gave him. The fix was in and it was screw Jack time only Jack decided a long time ago that you couldn't be trusted so Jack made his own plans. Right now we are on our way to the motel where I will see to it that our marriage is consummated and that I get what you and I agreed on."
"This is not the way to start our marriage Jack."
"This isn't a marriage Gloria and you know that better than anyone. This is a business deal and I will honor my part of the deal. I said that I would and my word is as good as gold, but only if you honor your part of the bargain." I pulled over to the side of the road. "Choice time Gloria. If you don't intend to honor your part of the bargain get out and start hitch hiking. I'll start the annulment proceedings in the morning."
I saw the resignation come over her face and then she said, "Of course I will honor our agreement Jack. I'm just surprised that you don't trust me and that you thought I wouldn't."
"The marriage is a sham Gloria and we both know it, but let's not make it worse by starting out lying to each other. I saw the watch tap and the little nod and being the halfway intelligent guy that I am I made some phone calls from the reception hall. We were registered in room 1216 and there just happened to be a Mr. Jumal Washington registered in room 1220 and one of the things I was specific about was that he wasn't to be within five miles of us on our wedding night. I didn't just fall off the turnip truck my love and if you want this thing to work you had best not forget it."
As far as wedding night's go I suppose that it had it's good and it's bad. When we got to the "hot sheet" motel I had picked (knowing that no one would look for Gloria in a place like that) Gloria matter of factly stripped and laid down on the bed and stared up at the ceiling. The message was clear, "Let's hurry up and get this over with," but since that was what I had expected I had come prepared. I opened my suitcase, took out a book and handed it to Gloria.
"What's this?
"Something to keep you occupied while I enjoy my evening."
I got on the bed and pushed her legs apart and she said, "Aren't you forgetting something?"
"Nope."
"You most certainly are. Where is the condom?"
"Don't need one."
"Oh yes you do. I am not ready to get pregnant."
"You can't get pregnant from what I'm going to do. Just read your book," I said and then I went down on her. I like to eat pussy and I have been told that I'm extremely good at it. It didn't take me long to get Gloria to the point where she was moaning and pushing her pussy up at my mouth. I worked a finger into her pussy to get it wet and then I started teasing her anal rosebud.
"What are you doing?" she gasped and I stopped eating her long enough to say, "Just read your book Gloria and don't mind me."
I worked that finger in her ass for a couple of minutes and then I pushed another one in. I was sucking on her little 'man in the boat' while working her ass with two fingers and Gloria dropped the book and grabbed the back of my head with both hands and she did her best to pull me inside her cunt. I increased the pressure on her clit and added a third finger to her ass and she screamed - actually screamed - "Fuck me damn you, fuck me."
I smiled as I reached for the tube of KY Jelly that I had dropped on the bed when I had climbed on. I put some on my cock with one hand while I kept the fingers of the other on her clit to keep her moaning. When I was lubed up I grabbed her legs and lifted them up onto my shoulders, lifted her ass clear of the bed and then drove my cock into her ass.
"Arghhhhh" is the closest I can come to describing the yell that came out of her mouth as she tried to pull away, but I was buried deep in her and I had a firm grip on her so she was pinned there as I started pounding into her. Past experience had shown me that some women love anal sex; some just learn to like it and some never do. It didn't matter to me which category Gloria fell into because this night was all about me and I didn't give a rat's ass if she got anything out of it at all. Still, it was nice to see that after a minute or two of my plowing the dirt road that she was responding and soon she began hissing, "Yes yes yes yes" through her teeth.
To prepare for the night I had beat my meat eleven times in the past twenty-four hours just to make sure that my cock would stay up for quite a while. I pounded Gloria's ass for a good ten minutes while she moaned, yelled and cried. She had two orgasms before I was finally able to have mine. When my cock went limp I pulled my cock out of Gloria's ass and went into the bathroom to wash it. Gloria just lay on the bed and watched me with an unreadable expression on her face as I cleaned myself up.
I went back to the bed, pushed Gloria's legs apart and with my knees both just off to the side of her head I went down on her again. This time my fingers worked on her pussy instead of on her ass and once again her hands went to my head and she pulled me to her. I kept working on her until she cried out, "Please put it in me Jack, please fuck me."
I took my mouth off her pussy just long enough to say, "Can't do it. My dicks not hard enough yet" and I went back to working on her pussy with my mouth and fingers. She was humping up at me and crying out, "Fuck me Jack, please fuck me." I stopped eating her long enough to say, "As soon as my dick gets hard and I went back to working on her clit. Maybe thirty seconds went by and then I felt one of her hands on my cock. She stroked it several times and then scooted her head to the left and I felt her head push under me and her hot mouth close around my dick. It was what I had been hoping for. I wanted her to ask me for everything that I did to her and so far she had begged me to fuck her and now she was sucking my cock on her own which to me was the same as asking.
I let Gloria suck on me for about two minutes and then I swung around and got between her legs. I held myself still above her and looked down at her beautiful face and wished again that it were for real and not fake.
"Please" she said, "What are you waiting for? Hurry, hurry up and fuck me" and no mention was made of a condom.
I didn't get my wish. She never did ask me to fuck her in her ass even thought I did do it to her two more times. I made love to her (and yes it was) three more times and I ate her pussy after each time and it drove her wild. It was five in the morning when I finally fell into an exhausted sleep. I woke up at nine-thirty and the first thing I saw was Gloria leaning on her elbow and looking down at me. "What?" I asked as I sat up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes.
"Nothing."
"Then why are you looking at me like that?"
"Why not? It is the first day of the rest of my life and the first time I've woken up with a husband in bed beside me."
"Yeah, well we know all about that husband shit."
I stood up and went over and picked up my pants.
"What are you doing?"
"Getting dressed so we can get this show on the road."
"You wake up with a naked me next to you and you want to get dressed?"
"The deal was that I was to get the night all to myself. Nights over, it is daylight outside and you should know by now that I'm going to live up to my end of the deal."
"The night isn't over until we are both out of bed and dressed."
I dropped my pants on the floor and got back into bed. "What changed your mind?"
"A girl only has one first night as a married woman. Besides, I told you that I love to have my pussy eaten and that you might have to do a lot of it. And last night I discovered just how big a turn on it can be when I'm full of cum. I want to do it some more Jack."
We didn't get checked out until two in the afternoon, which totally screwed up Gloria's carefully planned schedule. We missed our flight to St. Thomas and Gloria had to make a dozen phone calls to reschedule things. Since the next flight for the Islands didn't leave until the next day we drove to Gloria's house where I spent my first night in the room that was to be mine for the better part of the next five years. I heard Gloria on the phone trying to reach Jumal who, since he had adhered to Gloria's schedule, was already in St. Thomas. She never did reach him and she slammed the phone down in a fit of rage. I smiled to myself and thought, "True love never does run smooth." Actually, I hoped the asshole went SCUBA diving and a shark got him and with that pleasant thought on my mind I put my head down on the pillow and fell almost immediately to sleep.
To be continued...



            The Bought Husband Ch. 02

            Just a straight-forward business deal.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-bought-husband-ch-02

Title: The Bought Husband Ch. 02

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Just a straight-forward business deal.

Tags: 

Series: The Bought Husband


The honeymoon was as bogus as the wedding had been. The script had been given to me well before hand so that I would be able to play my part so that any observer would only see what they thought was a happily married couple. Gloria was a conspiracy freak and she saw people everywhere whose sole purpose was to prove that she hadn't met the terms of her father's will.
"I know you don't believe it Jack, but the people in charge of the charities and foundations that will get the money if I don't meet the conditions of daddy's will are going to do their best to find a way to get that money. They like their half million a year salaries and they will do their absolute best to get my money. You absolutely have to be a convincing husband."
"Well if that is true Gloria, all they have to do is put an army of private detectives on the case and they will turn up the skinny on you and Jumal in no time."
"That won't matter Jack. There is nothing in daddy's will that says I can't cheat on my husband and if push comes to shove I'll fall back on that old standby, "I love my husband, but I'm a slave to a big, black cock." If that happens you will be shocked, but you love me so much that you will forgive me. Besides, I have a ton of personal security. You won't even know that they are they, but any private eye that tries to get close will meet them up close and personal. Money does have its advantages Jack."
The script had the two of us in the honeymoon suite and Jumal in a room just down the hall. I was to sleep in Jumal's room and he would be sleeping with Gloria. All the activities planned for the two weeks were scheduled to give Gloria and Jumal as much time together as possible while I read one of the many books I'd brought along, did crossword puzzles, or did whatever else I wanted with my time.
A typical night would have Gloria and I going out for dinner and dancing where we could be seen as a loving couple by anyone who was watching. When we got back to the hotel we would go back to our room where Jumal would be waiting and if no one else was in the hall Gloria would go into the honeymoon suite and I would go to Jumal's room. If anyone were in the hall we would both go into the suite and wait for the hallway to clear before I would go to the other room.
A typical day would have us going somewhere where we could be alone except that Jumal would already be there. One day we rented a boat and sailed it to a secluded cove and Gloria and Jumal did whatever they did (I didn't watch) while I sunbathed on the deck of the boat. At four in the afternoon Gloria came back aboard and we sailed the boat back and went to our room to get ready for another night of dinner and dancing.
The routine was broken on three of the nights when Gloria came into the room while I was sleeping and got into bed with me. She played with my cock until I woke up and when I was awake she sat on my face.
"Eat me Jack. Eat my pussy. Jumal left a big mess in me Jack; be a good hubby and clean me."
Well, it was part of the deal and I knew ahead of time that it was eventually going to happen so I did what I was hired to do. Gloria had been right in that I probably had sucked another man's leavings out of Shelly, but I had never known it so it hadn't bothered me at the time. In Gloria's case I knew for sure ahead of time that she had been fucked by Jumal. I was concerned that knowing that I was licking up an arrogant nigger's leftovers might translate into a quick trip to the porcelain throne. Surprisingly enough, Gloria didn't taste all that different from the times I had eaten her after cumming in her on our wedding night. I didn't like it, but it didn't kill me.
The honeymoon passed without incident and then we flew home. I returned to my job at Stearns, the same one that I had when it all started. After all, we couldn't have it said that I married the boss just to get ahead nor could we have it said that Gloria was playing favorites. I didn't care. I liked my job and I was good at it; good enough that everyone there knew I would make Regional Manager on my own merit. The only thing that changed was that Gloria and I rode to work together in the morning, had lunch together and then rode home together at night. Most nights when we got home Jumal was there waiting for us.
To the casual observer Jumal being at our house was explained by a snippet on the society page of the local newspaper.
"Apparently Gloria Stanton, nee Stearns, is having to redo the family manse to accommodate her new hubby."
When we got home there would be a van in the drive with Elate Construction on the side in big letters. Elate had employees, Jumal and his cousin Darrnel. Sometime shortly after Gloria and I returned home Darrnel would get in the van and drive off. The van had tinted windows so you couldn't tell if there was one man or twelve inside. Dinner would be a quiet affair as Jumal and Gloria didn't want to talk in front of me and I had nothing to say to them. After eating I would go either to my room or to the home office I had set up.
The first week went by with Jumal and me ignoring each other until it was time to go to bed and then I went to my room and they went to theirs. The second week Jumal started doing what I had always known that he would.
"Well, its bedtime. See you in the morning Jack. I'm going to take your wife upstairs and fuck her eyes out. You don't mind, do you?"
The next morning on the drive to work Gloria apologized to me for Jumal's behavior.
"No need to apologize. I knew it was coming. Don't forget that I already told I could write the script. The first act came just as I said it would. While we are on the subject, I'm ready for my sex life to begin."
"I'll get on it as soon as we get to the office."
At lunch Gloria told me that, "The woman you chose will start tomorrow. She can only be there during the day so you are going to have to take long lunches and I'm going to have to arrange some fake business meetings to explain your absences from work. All I'm asking is that you be discrete."
"I will have to come up with a story that will explain why a newly wedded husband is getting his sex from a play for pay lady. How do you feel about being a closet lesbian that just needed a husband for appearances sake?"
Gloria laughed, "I'm way ahead of you Jack. I had an interview with her shortly after you picked her out. I told her that our marriage was a little on the weird side, that we loved each other deeply, but that for medical reasons I couldn't have sex. I told her that I realized that you had certain needs and that I was seeing to it that they were met."
Gloria reached over and patted my knee, "She is being extremely well compensated Jack; try and see to it that I get my moneys worth."
That night Gloria came into my room after I had fallen asleep and woke me up by playing with my cock. As I was shaking the sleep out of my eyes I heard her say, "I'm overflowing Jack. Eat my pussy. Lick my pussy and clean me out."
I went home at lunchtime and found Sally Ann sitting on the living room couch reading a magazine. She looked up when I walked into the room and I saw the astonished look on her face.
"Jack! What are you doing here?"
"You didn't know?"
"Know what?"
"That I'm your date?"
"Good Lord no. If I had known that I would never have accepted this assignment."
"Am I that repulsive?"
"It isn't that Jack, it is just that you are friends with Fred and I've worked hard at keeping what I do from him."
"Well Sally, let me set your mind to rest. I've had the hots for you since the first time I laid eyes on you and when I saw your page in the agency's book I thought I had died and gone to heaven. I picked you out of that book because I've wanted you for years. Do you really think that I would blow my chance at you by running to Fred and telling him that I screwing his wife?"
"When you put it that way, no, I guess you wouldn't."
"So, you want to be romanced or do we get right to it?"
"A little romance might be nice, but maybe later. Right now I think we should get to the business at hand so I see what I have to work with."
"Any limits?"
"I don't do animals or anything that involves pain, but I'm pretty much open to anything else."
"Well I'm a pretty ordinary kind of guy who is into oral, anal and regular sex and usually wants all he can get."
"You sure married the wrong girl for that from what I hear."
"What can I say? Love is blind. She told me she wanted to be a virgin when she married so we never fooled around first. I didn't find out about her medical problems until after I said "I do." But I love her and if she is willing to set me up with someone like you to take care of the sex angle I can live with it."
"It's your house baby, lead the way."
Sally was every bit the hot piece of ass I'd always thought she would be and we bounced around on my bed most of the afternoon. She gave the most glorious head, loved being fucked in her butt and was multi orgasmic. I was trying for one more time when she said; "I can't Jack. I have to get home before Fred and have his supper ready when he gets home."
"Won't he know what you have been doing when you go to bed? Won't he be able to tell from how your pussy feels?"
Sally giggled, "How would he know the difference Jack? There hasn't been a day since we got married that he was the first man in me and that includes our wedding day. Should I just come back tomorrow or wait for you to call?"
"Tomorrow sex-pot. Same time, same script."
Sally Ann giggled, kissed me and took off for home and a husband who didn't have a clue. But hey, who was I to laugh at poor Fred. He was married to a woman who got paid to fuck other men and here I was married to a woman who paid me not to fuck her.
Life settled into a routine for the next nine months. Two and sometimes three times a week Sally and I would have a good time together. Gloria would come to my room two or three nights a week to have her sloppy, cum filled pussy eaten. Jumal was his usual obnoxious self and there were times I want to smack that stupid sneer off his face or knock him on his ass. I just could not see what Gloria saw in that asshole. But as bad as I wanted to hurt the son of a bitch I didn't; I just thought back to my "mental health" night with Gloria and let things ride.
Because of Gloria's position and her involvement in community and charitable affairs I found myself out in public playing the role of loving and adoring husband as we attended this civic function or that charitable dinner and I began to notice some things. There actually were people who were watching us and watching us close. I began to think that Gloria's paranoia was not necessarily misplaced. About the same time something else occurred to me. I was playing the part of loving husband, but Gloria was not playing the part of adoring wife, at least not to the extent that I thought she should.
One night at a do for the Girl Scouts I noticed a man closely observing us and I'd seen him doing the same thing at several other affairs. Gloria had gotten up to go to the restroom and on her way back I intercepted her and as I took her in my arms I whispered, "Don't fight me on this, just go along" and I kissed her. I made it as passionate as I could and when I broke the kiss I whispered, "Look over my shoulder as you run your hand down my back and squeeze my ass. Do you recognize the man sitting at table three?"
She did as I asked and then said, "Yes, that is Brian Moser."
"Who is he?"
"He heads up the Clayton Foundation, why?"
"Pull yourself against me and act as if you are rubbing yourself against my cock."
She did it and she felt my erection. She gave me a strange look and said, "Did I do that?"
"You've done it for years lady, but that isn't what this is all about. Turn around and walk outside with me holding hands and I'll explain."
Once outside I told her about the bald headed guy and how he had been watching us. "And what he is seeing is me playing my part to the hilt to what appears to be a disinterested wife. If we are going to pull off this charade you are going to have to give me some help here. You are going to have to start acting like a loving and adoring wife when we are in public, at least until we get a year or two away from the wedding and honeymoon."
I unzipped myself and took out my cock.
"What are you doing?
I stroked my cock a few times while she watched and said, "I'm playing my part Gloria." I tucked my cock back in my pants so that the partial erection showed and left the fly unzipped. "I'm going to walk back in with you with my fly open and I want you to be adjusting your bra strap as you go through the door. Try and look like you just snuck away for a quickie with your hubby. I can almost guarantee baldy will have his eyes glued to the door as we go back in."
He was looking and I looked over at Gloria and saw that she noticed and it caused her to blush which was a nice touch. On the way home that night Gloria said, "Still think I'm a conspiracy nut?"
"I don't know Glory, it could be a coincidence."
She gave me a funny look. "Why did you call me that?"
"What?"
"Glory. You called me Glory."
"Just trying it out."
"Why?"
"Because we are madly in love and should have pet names for each other. After tonight I'm going to have to act more affectionate in public. Touch you more, gaze lovingly at you and make the people the people around us sick to their stomachs with all the lovey-dovey shit. Somehow sweetlips, babycakes and hot stuff don't seem to suit you while Glory does."
She was quiet for a while and then she said, "What did you mean when you said I'd been doing it for years?"
"What are you talking about?"
"Your erection when you stopped me coming back from the john."
"Oh that."
"Yes, that. Just what did you mean?"
"Just that I, like every other guy who works at Stearns had the hots for you."
"Had, not have?"
"Get serious Gloria. You felt it, you know the answer to that."
The rest of the ride home was made in silence.
Jumal was waiting up for us when we got home. He and Gloria headed for the wet bar in the dining room and I headed for my room. I was just sliding under the covers when Jumal and Gloria walked into the room.
"Slide over Jack and make room for me and your wife. She wants her cunt licked and I want to watch you do it, but you know the rules."
Well, it was in the script as I had described it to Gloria way back when so I moved over and made room for them. Then I reached over to the nightstand and picked up the book that I had been reading, propped myself up and pretended to ignore them while reading. I did my best to hide the erection that seeing Gloria's naked body and hearing her moans gave me. When Jumal finished and pulled out he sneered at me and said, "All yours now hubby." I rolled over to keep my hard cock hidden and I went to work eating Gloria's pussy. The Gods were on my side that night and as I munched away on Gloria's cum muffin she had two loud orgasms - louder than the one orgasm she had when Jumal fucked her. When Gloria pushed me away, "Enough Jack, enough" I rolled over, picked up my book and pretended to read it until the two of them were gone. As soon as the door closed behind them I beat myself raw.
That night was the first and last time that Jumal fucked Gloria in front of me and it was also the first and last time he watched me eat her pussy. I guess his ego was too fragile for him to handle my giving Gloria bigger and more orgasms with my tongue than he gave her with his dick. What he didn't know and what I sure wasn't going to tell him was that it rarely happened. Like I said, the gods were on my side that night.
The next six months flew by with not much changing. I say not much, but there was a small change. Gloria made more trips to my room at night. It went from two or three times a week to five and sometimes six times and the visits themselves were just a tad different. Where before Gloria had come into the room and had then wakened me by playing with my cock until I was awake and then sitting on my face, now she stroked me until I woke up and then she kept stroking me for a while before moving up to be eaten. Then came the night that she kept stroking me until I came. She wiped her hand on my sheet and then sat on my face. After that night she jacked me off once or twice a week. Nothing was ever said, not then and not on the ride to work the next day.
Sally Ann was an insatiable slut and she kept me drained. A couple of times Gloria asked me if I wanted to get another girl from the book and I told her no. I wasn't sure, but I got the feeling that she thought that I might be having too much fun with Sally. I couldn't help but wonder if she might be just a touch jealous that her husband was having such a good time with another woman.
Our charade seemed to be working and almost everyone seemed to buy that we were a happily married and loving couple. I say almost everyone because I still saw Moser closely watching us. I had a bad feeling about him and the more I saw him the worse that feeling got. There was just something about him that set my teeth on edge.
And then one day I found out that my feelings were justified.
To be continued...
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It started out as a series of, what were at the time, seemingly unconnected events. I went out of my way to avoid Jumal and Gloria when the three of us were in the house together, but sometimes you just can't avoid loud. It was on one of those rare nights when I was in the den playing Hearts on the computer. The den is just off the dinning room and Jumal and Gloria were sitting at the dinning room table and I don't believe that they knew I was in the den.
They were arguing and their voices grew louder and louder as they continued to argue. I didn't get it all, but the gist of it was that Jumal expected to be her second husband once I was out of the picture. Gloria on the other hand, did not see it that way. Her point being that the reasons she couldn't marry him in the first place would still be there even after I was gone. I think she shocked me just as much as she shocked Jumal when she stated that it just would not be socially acceptable for her to marry him. Where it went from there I have no idea because Jumal got up and stormed out of the house and I wasn't around when they next talked about it.
The second event happened a month later when I came home during lunch for a romp with Sally. After doing what she called her Hat Trick, my cumming at least once in her three available orifices, she said, "Jack, I love fucking you. I get a delicious turn on knowing that a man who knows my husband is fucking me on a regular basis, but you do know that I'm doing it for the money, right?"
"I'm shocked Sally Ann. I thought it was my manly charm and my ability as a stud."
She laughed, "That too. My point is that I'm in this for the money, not the love or lust. I'm not a stupid bimbo Jack and I know that there is more going on with this weird marriage of yours than you want people to know. The "can't have sex for medical reasons" is just so much bullshit because I've seen your wife and that obnoxious nigger going at it. Whatever is going on, it is obvious that you and your wife don't want people to know about it. We need to discuss this Jack and we need to talk money."
The next event took place three weeks later. I received a call from Brian Moser asking me to have lunch with him. He got right to the point.
"For some time now I have suspected that your marriage to Gloria Stearns is a sham. I have always believed that she paid you to be her husband in name only so she could cheat the various charities and foundations out of the money that her father intended then to have. Now I have positive information that this is true. I know that you have been paid two point five million to take part in this sham."
I started to say something but he cut me off.
"Don't bother trying to deny it because I wouldn't believe you anyway. The point is that I have enough proof to go to into court and show that Gloria Stearns is trying to defraud the Clayton Foundation and several other worthy charities. The purpose of this meeting is to get you on board."
"I don't understand."
"Oh come come Jack, you aren't stupid. My informant wants five million to testify to the scheme in court and while I personally believe that what he has to say is sufficient for my foundation to win I don't like taking chances. If I have you on the stand telling the story it would be a slam-dunk. I'd rather give you the five million and have a sure thing than give it to my informant and have an uncertain outcome."
"Let me see if I have this straight Mr. Moser. You will pay me five million dollars to get up on the witness stand and testify that my marriage to Gloria is phony?"
"That's it in a nutshell Jack."
"Well I'm sorry Mr. Moser, but that would be lying under oath and I can't do that. Sorry." I got up and left him sitting there.
Three weeks later Gloria was served papers. She was being sued by six foundations and three charities.
"Oh shit! What do I do now?"
"You get a good lawyer and you fight them. You take advantage of the of the time it takes a case to get to court and you use that time to get yourself pregnant."
"Pregnant? Good God, are you crazy. Get pregnant at a time like this?"
"What better time? You have to have a child to meet the terms of your fathers will anyway so do it now."
"But I didn't plan on having the baby until we got closer to the five years."
"Things change Glory."
"No Jack, no. It is out of the question."
"Think about it Glory. You have a completely valid marriage certificate following a wedding performed by an ordained minister and witnessed by over two hundred people. What you don't have is any way to prove that the marriage was ever consummated. They will contend in court that it is a marriage in name only, that you and I conspired to defraud those charities by having a phony marriage. They will not believe either one of us when we say that we have a marriage that is complete in all aspects including sex. If you are pregnant you take that argument away from them. The only thing that they can claim then is that the child is not mine and a DNA test will shoot that argument down."
"What you have to do is sit down, plot out your cycle and figure out when you are at your most fertile time and then for a week before and a week after we will fuck like bunnies. Only one thing. Don't let Jumal know what we are doing because I don't trust him not to try and interfere. It will be an ego thing with him. Maybe what we need to do is have you leave on a business trip of some sort and a day or two later I can meet you."
"God Jack, I don't know. I'm not ready. I knew I was going to have to do it, but I thought that I had lots of time yet."
"Well, it is your money Glory, at least until the trial."
It was stupid of me, but hey, it happens to almost everyone sooner or later. I fell in love. What was bad was that it was with my wife; the wife who was going to say goodbye to me when the five years were up.
Gloria decided that I was right and that she needed to move up her timetable for having a baby. She also agreed with me that it would be wise not to let Jumal know. The reason I gave her (his ego) for keeping him in the dark wasn't my real reason, but Gloria didn't know that and what's more, I couldn't let her find out the real reason. Gloria told Jumal that she had to go to Denver for business and would be gone for five days. The next day she caught a flight for Palm Springs. I waited a day and then I left for a business trip to Atlanta where I caught a flight the Springs.
The next six days were spent lying beside a pool and taking the sun during the day and enjoying the Palm Springs nightlife at night. And of course there was the sex. We made love on the average of five times a day. I knew that the sex, as enjoyable as it was and as much as Gloria seemed to enjoy it, was for the sole purpose of having the baby she needed to meet the terms of her father's will. And I also knew that she felt guilty that she was doing it behind Jumal's back.
Still, even knowing all that, I found that she could be passionate, inventive, and at times insatiable. She never got tired of my eating her pussy and always wanted me to start out our lovemaking sessions by doing it. She went crazy when I ate her after cumming in her; something that I had been reluctant to do until she pointed out that the stuff I could get to wasn't going to go any farther into her anyway. She was smart, beautiful, and witty and by the end of our time alone with each other she owned me, body and soul.
Six days is all Gloria could arrange to be away from work and so our sexual meetings had to take place after we got back home. To keep Jumal in the dark as to what we were doing, even thought it tore Gloria up to do it, we fucked on either her desk or mine at work after everyone else had gone home and we did it every day right up to the day she told me that she was pregnant.
That news triggered the one thing that I knew would make her hate me forever. I remembered her telling me that by the end of the five years I might have grown to hate the very sight of her, but I had never suspected that it would be the other way round. What I did I did for her, but I could not tell her that or why I did it, at least not then. The night after she told me she was pregnant I walked into her office at quitting time with a bottle of champagne and two glasses. I popped the cork and filled the two glasses and handed Gloria one of them.
"Here is a toast to the mother to be and to a healthy child."
We clicked glasses and then we sat there and sipped the bubbly until the bottle was empty and then I called for the limo and we left the office. By the time I helped her in the car the Special K had taken effect and Gloria was almost out of it.
"Here Glory, drink this, it will make you feel better" and I helped her drink the glass of water with the tab of Ecstasy in it. I told Mack, our chauffeur, to drop us at the downtown Hilton and then to take the rest of the night off. I got Gloria on the elevator and up to the seventh floor and when I knocked on the door it was opened by a tall good-looking black man. Dave and I had been frat brothers in college and I had arranged with him to do me this special favor.
For the next five hours I walked around taking pictures with a digital camera and shooting video as Dave and five of his friends fucked the living shit out of my wife. They used her every way that six men could use a woman and I got more than a dozen pictures of her with three men in her at one time. By the end of the second hour Gloria was begging and pleading with the men to fuck her and she was sucking cocks as fast as they went limp to get them back up again. At the end of the five hours the only man in the room that still had a hard cock was me. None of the other six could get it up again no matter how much Gloria begged, pleaded or worked with her hands and mouth to make it happen.
As Dave left he said, "I hope it works out for you bud. I know you told me why and I know you only expect it to happen the once, but if the lady has developed a taste for it, don't forget me."
Gloria was crying and whining as the six men left and she crawled across the floor to me and tried to pull my zipper down, but I pushed her away. I had the hard on of all hard ons and I wanted to make love - not fuck, but make love - to Gloria in the worst way, but I couldn't. I just couldn't do it because as stupid as it may have sounded, it wouldn't have been right. I pulled Gloria over to the bed and I lay down and pulled her close to me and held her tightly until she fell asleep.
I woke up in pain. As soon as I was awake I saw Gloria swinging a table lamp at me and from the way I felt she had already connected with it several times. I rolled away from her and got off the bed and when she followed me and swung again I caught her arms and wrestled the table lamp away from her. I didn't bother to ask her why she was doing what she was doing because I already knew and I knew that from her standpoint I deserved it. As I held her she kicked and screamed at me and one of her knees caught my nut sack and I fell back onto the bed. I had both hands covering the jewels and I was wincing in pain when she went over to her purse and got out something. She came back, climbed on the bed and sat on me.
"You rotten mother fucking bastard. It is there because of you you miserable cock sucker so you better get all of it out" and then she spun around into a sixty-nine position, grabbed my cock and I felt something cold against it. She sat down on my face and shoved her cum filled pussy right up against my mouth. "You better get every last drop out of me you bastard or I will saw your cock off" and I felt cold steel against my dick.
I fought off the nausea caused by the shot to my balls and went after Gloria's cunt like my life depended on my doing what she wanted which, of course, it did. I was so into saving my cock that I don't even know when it was that her hands let go of my dick and she started wailing and having orgasms, but I eventually became aware that I seemed to be out of danger. By then the guilt I had felt over doing to her what I had done took over and I considered that getting every drop of cum out of Gloria would be partial penance. I stayed after her pussy until she feel back on the bed exhausted from the strength of her orgasms.
I quickly got off the bed, dressed and got out of the room and went down to the lobby and caught a cab. I had it take me cross-town to another hotel where I checked in for a two-day stay and then I went to the room and fell asleep. It was a Saturday so I had two days before I had to go to work and face Gloria. Two days to plan on what to say to her without really saying anything to her at all. I couldn't tell her why I had done it; there just wasn't anyway I would be able to convince her of the truth - that I had done it for her - without telling her why it was for her benefit. She just couldn't know, at least not yet.
I was spared having to talk with Gloria on Monday. She didn't come to work and she didn't ask to speak to me when she called in. I figured that the best thing for me to do was stay in my hotel room for a couple of more days and that night, after work, I went back and registered for two more days. The next morning Gloria called me in her office.
"Where have you been?"
"Staying a hotel."
"That won't do. With the court case coming up now more than ever we must keep up appearances. I shudder to think of what the opposition would make of your staying in a hotel if they found out. I can't stand the sight of you, but I need you to be around me. We will try and act like the loving couple that we are supposed to be. When we are alone just stay out of my way and stay out of my sight."
Under the circumstances I didn't feel comfortable being in the house. With the exception of going home for lunch and letting Sally Ann fuck me silly I stayed away as much as I could. I took up activities that would keep me out of the house. I joined clubs, took up bowling and signed up to bowl in three leagues. I was gone so often the Gloria called me into her office and complained.
"You aren't living up to your end of the bargain Jack. I need you to be seen in public with me. It doesn't look right for me to show up at a charity dinner alone because you are off somewhere bowling or some such thing."
"Our deal didn't say anything about my not having a life until after our divorce Gloria"
"That isn't the point Jack. I need you with me so that there won't be any doubts raised."
"When we are in public I am loving and attentive and your swelling belly attests to the fact that we are a loving couple."
She stared at me for a minute and then she said, "What went wrong Jack? What poisoned you against me? What made you do that despicable thing that you did to me?"
"You'll know soon enough Gloria. You won't like it, but you will know."
I'd been expecting it so the shock on Gloria's face when Jumal got up on the witness stand and blew the whistle on Gloria's plan didn't surprise me.
"That bastard! He slept in my bed last night and he does this to me today? I thought he loved me."
"You never should have told him that you weren't going to marry him after you divorced me."
"What do you mean?"
"If you didn't marry him he couldn't get access to your money so he decided to settle for the five million that Moser offered him"
"What? What the hell are you talking about?"
"Oh grow up Gloria. The love of your life just sold you down the river. You think he did it because he saw it as his civic duty? He got paid Gloria, or he thinks he is getting paid. If Moser made Jumal the same deal he offered me Jumal is expecting five million dollars for his testimony, but I don't think he is smart enough to know that Moser is going to stiff him if the foundation doesn't win."
"What deal? What the hell is going on here Jack?"
"Just be patient Gloria, you'll see."
Gloria's lawyer got up to cross-examine Jumal. "Mr. Washington, are you being paid for your testimony here today?"
"No, of course not."
"You are telling me that you are not being paid five million dollars to sit on this stand and tell this story? Think very carefully before you answer Mr. Washington. You are under oath and there are severe penalties for perjury."
Jumal was starting to sweat. How could the lawyer know the exact amount? He looked over at the table where Moser and his lawyers were sitting.
"Come now Mr. Washington, no need to look over to that table for guidance, yes or no, are you being paid five million dollars for your testimony?"
There were a bunch of objections, but the judge told Jumal to answer the question so he did and being Jumal he lied, "No I am not."
Next came a bunch of people who testified about the will, it's provisions, what they believed the intentions of Gloria's father to be and things along those lines. We broke for lunch and as I ate mine Gloria fidgeted and poked at her salad.
"How can you eat at a time like this? I thought what you did to me was bad enough, but this, this is just unbelievable. That bastard sold me out. I'm toast."
"It ain't over until the fat lady sings Gloria."
"Oh bullshit Jack. My whole world is going to disappear and you just sit around saying don't worry, be happy."
"Okay, you win, life as you know it is over. Which, by the way is true, life as you knew it is over, but that doesn't mean that the life you will have left will be without your money."
"Just what the hell does that mean Jack?"
"It doesn't matter what we do to defuse Jumal's testimony, the fact still remains that he was your lover and he can tell enough that people will be able to check on things and verify some of it. You are a cheating wife. Your social circle will know that you had a nigger for a lover. You have been unfaithful to your husband and all of that is going to be public knowledge after this trial whether you win or lose. So yes Gloria, life as you knew it is over. Your real friends will rally around you and the ones that aren't worth a shit will avoid you like the plague. The best thing for you to do now is get your chin up, hold your head up high and get on with it."
Court reconvened and it was our turn. Our lawyer called witnesses who testified as being present at our wedding. The minister was called and verified that he was ordained and authorized to perform marriages in our state and that he had performed ours after being given a copy of a legitimate marriage license. The next witness called was me.
"Only a few questions for you Mr. Stanton. Is your marriage to Gloria Sterns a sham?"
"Absolutely not."
"You are not merely a husband in name only? You do in fact perform your husbandly duties?"
"Yes I do. You may notice that my wife is seven months pregnant."
"Yes I have noticed that and so I will ask you the question that the plaintiff's lawyer is sure to ask. Are you sure that the child that Mrs. Stanton is carrying is yours?"
"Easy enough to check in this day and age, what with DNA tests available, but yes, I am sure that the child is mine."
"One last question Mr. Stanton. Do you love your wife?"
"Yes I do."
Then it was Moser's lawyers turn. "Mr. Stanton, I'll be brief. You have testified that you love your wife. You can say that even though Mr. Washington has been on the stand and testified to having a long standing affair with her?"
"Yes I can."
"Frankly Mr. Stanton, you will have to forgive my saying that I don't believe you and if I don't believe you how can you expect the other members of this court to believe you?"
"Neither you or any other member of this court knows the reason for my wife's infidelity. Mr. Washington was blackmailing her and I expect that Mr. Moser and his foundation had a hand in it. I won't say that things are perfect between us right now, but I expect that we will work things out."



There was an uproar and a lot of gavel pounding before things settled down. The lawyers were called to the bench for a side bar and when it was over Moser's lawyer came back to me.
"Mr. Stanton, you are aware that false statements can lead to civil penalties are you not?"
"I am"
"You have just accused Mr. Moser and his foundation of possibly taking part in an illegal act. Knowing that there are penalties for making those kinds of false statements would you like to retract that statement?"
"No, of course not. I do not believe that it is a coincidence that Mr. Washington was blackmailing my wife for something that happened at a Clayton Foundation dinner and that he is here now testifying on behalf of the Clayton Foundation. I believe that what happened at that dinner was a set up and I believe that officers of that foundation, of which Mr. Moser is one, had a hand in it."
"And would you like to explain to this court just how The Clayton Foundation had a hand in this so called blackmail scheme?"
"My wife attended one of their social functions and someone slipped date rape drugs in her drink. Sometime during the evening she was photographed in several sexually compromising positions and two weeks after the affair Mr. Washington showed up with the photos and began making demands. Because of my wife's social position she did not feel that she could let those photos become public so she foolishly gave into Mr. Washington's demands which, unfortunately, included a demand for sexual favors as well as money. Unfortunately I knew none of this until Mr. Washington took the stand. My wife confessed and explained what had happened to me at lunch today."
"But you have no proof of this do you?"
"No, I don't, at least not tying the foundation to it, but I do have the photos that Mr. Washington gave my wife when he approached her to blackmail her."
"All right, let us move to something else. Have you been paid to be your wife's husband?"
"Define the word "paid."
"Very well. Are you getting something for being your wife's husband?"
"Yes I am."
"Frankly sir, I never expected you to admit it. Would you please tell the court what you receive for being her husband?"
"Smiles, hugs and kisses, love and affection, companionship and she spoils me rotten.
"Very clever Mr. Stanton. Have you not been paid two and a half million dollars to be her husband for five years?"
"I have not."
"What would you say if I told you I have proof that it is in fact true?"
"I would say that you manufactured that proof at the same time that you paid Mr. Washington five million to get on the witness stand and perjure himself. What is more, I have proof. Well, actually it is indirect proof, but proof to any thinking person just the same."
"I don't believe that I have ever heard of the concept of indirect proof. What pray tell might that be?"
"I'll answer your question with a question. If you had 2 and a half million in your left hand and five million in your right and you were told you could have one or the other, which one would you take?"
"The five of course. Any sane person who make that choice."
"So, if I had been paid two and a half million to be a phony husband I would have to had been either stupid or insane to turn down the five million Brian Moser offered me to get on the stand and say that my marriage was a fake, now wouldn't I?"
There was a lot of yelling, gavel pounding, finger pointing and threats of being sued until I produced the tape I had made of my meeting with Moser. Gloria won hands down and the judge told Moser that he was going to recommend to the District Attorney that Moser be tried for a half a dozen different charges. Unfortunately the tapes didn't give a name to the informant that Moser referred to even though everyone knew it had to be Jumal so, since there was no proof, he skated on the deal.
The ride home was silent until we were almost in the driveway. Gloria had stared at me most of the way home and finally she said, "The blackmail photos that you said you had were the ones from that night weren't they?"
"Yes."
"You knew that far ahead of time what Jumal was going to do?"
"Yes I did. I knew that I had to have a way to diffuse his testimony about your continued affair with him and that it had to be real enough to pass examination if it had to be produced in court. The only way to make it real enough was to make it real."
"But how did you know?"
"You owe Sally Ann big time for that and I did tell her that you would see to it that she got a large bonus when the dust settled."
I told her how Sally Ann had found out about how the medical story was bogus, how she had overheard Jumal on the telephone offering to sell us out for a price and I told her about being in the den when she and Jumal had the argument.
"I put them all together and when Moser called me and asked me to have lunch with him I knew what was happening and I wore a tape recorder to the meeting to see if I could get him to commit on tape."
"Why didn't you tell me Jack? Why did you let me suffer all these months thinking that I was going to lose everything?"
"I didn't trust you Glory."
"You didn't trust me? Just what the fuck does that mean?"
"I put that poorly. What I meant is that I did not trust you not to act like a love-sick female."
"You keep digging your hole deeper Jack. Just what does that mean?"
"It means that I knew Jumal was selling you out and I remembered our first dinner together on the night you offered me the deal. Your exact words were, "Love is blind Jack. I adore him. It doesn't matter what he does I'll find excuses for him." If I told you what I knew you would have said, "Bullshit Jack" and you would have run to him with my "ridiculous" story. He would have called Moser and they would have known that we were on to them. The only way my tape was going to work was if they never saw it coming."
"You could have at least shared it with our lawyer."
"He is your lawyer Glory, not mine, and the same thing that I didn't want to happen would have happened. I tell him. He discuses it with you, you confront me and then run to Jumal."
She stared at me in silence for several moments and then said, "Why did you do it Jack? Why did you pass on five million just to two and a half?"
"You still don't get it do you Glory? As bright as you are and as good a businessperson as you are and you still don't get it. I would have thought that your father would have passed it on to you in his genes. Think on it Glory; think on it and see what you come up with. I'm going to bed now. We need to get up early tomorrow. This court thing has kept us away from the office for too long and the work is piling up. Goodnight."
As I walked toward my room she called out, "Jack." I turned and she said, "Thank you Jack, thank you for everything." I smiled at her, turned and went to my room.
I was surprised when about two hours later Gloria came into my room. Mostly I was surprised because she didn't wake me up by stroking my cock like she usually did. This time she woke me up with a blow job. When she had me awake she said, "I'm keyed up. I need to take the edge off. I don't have anything in me this time, but you think you could see your way clear to eat me anyway?"
"Yeah, I think that I could do that."
I went to work on her and I went slow and easy so she could relax, but she really didn't want to relax - to take the edge off - and her hands dug into my hair and she pulled me to her and started to moan. It began as a low hiss, "Yesyesyesyesssssss" and rose to an "oh god oh god oh god" and then became a "fuck me fuck me fuck me, oh god please fuck me." I did, but it was awkward for me at first. Once we knew Gloria was pregnant we stopped having sex so I had never made love to her with her big belly. I finally figured out what to do and I got the job done and then Gloria surprised me again - she laid down next to me, snuggled up and went to sleep.
When I woke up in the morning Gloria was awake, lying on her side, leaning on an elbow and looking down at me while she stroked my cock.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Last night I get head, pussy and a partner to snuggle up to and this morning, unless I'm greatly mistaken, I'm going to get laid again."
"A girl gets horny when she's knocked up. You just happen to have the equipment needed to take care of the problem."
I couldn't resist; I just had to say it, "You seem to have gotten over Jumal pretty quick. I expected you to take to your room and cry your eyes out for a week."
"I probably would have if he had left me for another woman or if I had come home and found him in bed with Sally Ann. But the cold way it happened, in my bed making love to me and not eight hours later he's in court shooting me through the grease tended to kill things quickly. Oh look, I think he's ready to play. You are going to play, aren't you?"
"You are one of a kind Jack, when they made you they broke the mold."
We were in the car on the way to work when she said that.
"How so?"
"I thought about what you said and I finally figured it out. Loyalty. That and the fact that you gave your word. Honesty and truthfulness are the watch words, right Jack?"
All I could do was shrug my shoulders."
"Anyone else would have taken the five million and run with it. What I don't understand is how you can be that way and then lie under oath in court."
"I didn't lie in court."
"Sure you did. The man flat out asked you if you had been paid two and a half million to pretend to be my husband and you said no."
"That wasn't a lie."
"Sure it was."
"No Gloria, it wasn't. We were in a court of law and in court a word means just what it means. His question was "have you been paid." I don't get the money until the five years is up. If his question had been "Are you going to be paid" and I answered no then I would have been lying."
She was silent for several miles and then she said, "What about the other?"
"What other?"
"Do you love your wife" was as direct a question as you could get and you said yes."
"I did, didn't I."
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"That was a lie."
I looked at her for several seconds and then I turned and looked out the window as I said, "No, no it wasn't."
She stared at me for several very long moments and then in almost a whisper, "Oh. Oh Sweet Jesus."
The work had piled up while I had been spending time on our court case and the day went quickly as I dug into it. Gloria had her plate full too and we worked through lunch and we didn't talk again until the ride home that night. We were no sooner in the limo than she put the divider up and said, "You said you loved me. How can you square that against what you had done to me in that hotel room."
"Tina Turner has a song about that. It's called "What's Love Got To Do With It."
"Must you always speak in riddles Jack? Can't you just give me a straight answer for a change?"
"Not a riddle Gloria. You didn't hire me to love you. You hired me to see to it that you got thirty-one million dollars. Five hours in a hotel room with six guys was a small price to pay for such a large return on investment, especially since you so obviously had a good time. Fortunately we didn't have to use those photos in court to smear Jumal, but I had to be ready just in case."
She was quiet almost all the rest of the way home and as we pulled into the drive she said, "What are you going to do about Sally Ann?"
"I don't know. Now that she knows all about the arrangement you had with Jumal I suppose I can start having her over in the evenings if she can get away. That way I won't have to miss so much work. Why?"
"We really don't need her anymore."
"Why not?"
"Well for one thing I've already told you how horny that being pregnant makes me and you did say in court that you handle your husbandly duties."
"Are you asking me to be your real husband?"
"You are my real husband Jack. The paperwork isn't fake and neither was the wedding ceremony. I am legally Gloria Marcella Stanton and all I'm saying is that it is time for me for me to be a proper wife to you."
"What happens after the baby arrives and all those scrambled hormones that are making you horny level out?"
"It won't change anything Jack, we will still be married."
"What happens at the end of the five years?"
"That will be your choice Jack."
"You sure about this?"
"Never been more sure of anything in my life. I have an honest to god Knight in Shining Armor and I'd be a fool to let him get away."
"Okay. We will settle up with Sally Ann and give her a nice bonus for alerting us to what was coming and then I guess we will just see what happens."
"You want me to move to your room or will you move to mine?"
"What do you mean?"
"Men sometimes have ego problems Jack. Can you handle sleeping in the bed where I spent so much time with Jumal?"
"Look at it as my claiming my territory after driving him from it."
"Oh Jack, you are such a romantic."
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The wife and I hadn't been getting along too well lately, for a number of different reasons, most of them financial. We were both working long hours, taking on overtime whenever it was offered, trying to work our way out of debt. Our love life sucked, in fact, it was virtually non-existent. We hadn't mentioned it to each other yet, but I think we both knew we were on the brink of breaking up. I couldn't speak for Alice, but divorce was the last thing I wanted. I had been in love with Alice since sixth grade and we had gone steady off and on all the way through high school. Oh sure, there were others along the way, for both of us, but we always seemed to come back together and it was no surprise to anyone we knew when we got married. I did not want to lose her, and I hoped that she felt the same way about me.
Just when things were looking their blackest an opportunity came up that offered us a chance to relax and enjoy a rare evening out together. Maybe a nice dinner, some drinks and some dancing would heal a few of the wounds we had been inflicting on each other. My parents were celebrating their fiftieth wedding anniversary and my older brother Al had rented the local Elks lodge hall for the evening. Anybody and everybody who knew my folks had been invited and there would probably be over two hundred people there and a five-piece band had been hired for the evening. The night of the party I watched Alice dress and I wondered, for perhaps the ten-thousandth time, how I had been lucky enough to get her. Shoulder length auburn hair, sparkling hazel eyes, a nice tight body, and a smile that could light up the inside of an arena. In her green cocktail dress and matching emerald green high heels she was going to turn a lot of heads that night and probably cause more than a few hard ons like the one she was giving me. I wanted her bad as I watched her dress, but past experience had taught me that she did not like to get "mussed up" after she'd started to get ready to go somewhere and so I kept my hands to myself and contemplated the enjoyment I'd have when we got home.
The evening was everything I had hoped it would be. Alice was having a great time and I was enjoying watching her. Alice loves to dance and while I'm okay on slow dances I'm a spastic when it comes to the fast stuff so Alice always has a steady stream of guys lined up at our table asking her to dance. It is not uncommon for Alice to get up at the beginning of a set and stay on the dance floor until the band takes a break. The only thing I have to watch at these kinds of affairs is Alice's alcohol intake. She dances up a thirst and comes back to the table and gulps down her drink and then its back to the dance floor. I tend to water down her drinks to keep her from getting pissy-eyed drunk. If she reaches that stage she ends up doing all kinds of stupid stuff and then she spends the next month apologizing to everyone she thinks she might have upset or offended.
While Alice was on the dance floor I circulated among the guests, talking to old friends and relatives and catching up on all the rumors and gossip. I was talking with Kenny Hicks, an old friend that I'd played high school ball with and he said he needed to get some air so we walked out into the parking lot. We were walking along the lot, talking about our old classmates and where they were and what they were doing, when we heard a woman's voice from back among the parked cars.
"Oh yes, oh God yes."
Kenny laughed and said, "It sounds to me like some body is getting some of that good old back seat loving. I wonder who it is?"
He headed towards where the noise came from. As we drew closer we heard low moans and what sounded like: "Ohyesohyesohyesfuckmefuckmefuckme" all strung together like it was one word.
"I wonder who she is, and if she'd be interested in helping me get rid of a load or two."
From the car came "Don't stop, don't stop, fuck me baby, fuck me."
Kenny said, "Whoever she is, she sounds like one hot slut."
Just then someone opened one of the lodge hall doors and the light that escaped was enough for us to see a leg thrown over the front seat and another leg waving in the air and a set of white buttocks moving up and down between them. With a sick feeling in my stomach I saw the emerald green high heels. I grabbed Kenny and said, "I don't think we should get any closer. I know I wouldn't want anyone to interrupt if that were me."
Kenny shook off my hand and said, "You can go back if you want to, but I gotta see who that is and see if maybe I can get me some."
The walk back to the lodge was the longest I'd ever taken and all the way I tried to convince myself that someone else was also wearing emerald green high heels that night. Once inside I looked everywhere for Alice, but she was nowhere to be found. I went back to our table and sat down and watched the side door to the parking lot and about twenty minutes later I saw Alice come in followed a minute or so later by Kenny. Alice went straight to the ladies room and when she finally made it back to our table I could see that my attempts to water down her drinks had not been too successful. She dropped into the chair next to me and grabbed the drink in front of her, "Whew, but dancing sure makes you thirsty."
She finished the drink and asked me to get her another one, but by the time I got back to the table with it she was already back out on the dance floor.
I kept a close eye on Alice from that point on and about half an hour later I saw her go out the side door and about a minute later Jerry Douglas followed her. Fifteen minutes later Alice came back in and headed straight for the ladies room. A couple of minutes later Jerry came in. I began to wonder how many trips to the parking lot Alice might have made tonight and was tonight the first time it had ever happened? I thought back to all the parties we had been to over the years and the way I had always encouraged her to get out on the dance floor and have fun while I walked around and socialized. Had this been happening back then too?
It was almost eleven when Alice came back to the table and said she didn't feel well and wanted to go home. I started to get up, but she said, "No, you stay. It's your parent's party and you need to be here. Bill and Debbie are leaving and they said they would drop me off."
She gathered her things, kissed me on the cheek and told me to stay and enjoy myself.
"You have the band until two and then you have to stay and clean up so I probably won't be up when you get home."
I told her I would be home around three and then I watched her walk away. Any other night but this one and I wouldn't have given any thought to Bill and Debbie giving Alice a ride home. But there was a rumor going around that Bill and Debbie were into wife swapping and while it might not be true, that rumor, coupled with Alice's behavior made me very suspicious. I gave them a minute or two to get ahead of me and then I got up and followed them out. I watched as the three of them got in Bill's pickup truck and when they started out of the lot I got in our car and followed. I stayed far enough behind to keep their taillights in sight and hoped that they wouldn't notice me following. They headed straight for our house and I began thinking that I was letting my imagination run away on me, but then they reached our house and all three of them got out and went inside. I parked two blocks away and hurried back to the house, hoping that the blinds would be open enough for me to see inside the house. Luck wasn't with me and so I went around back of the garage and let myself in the back door.
I cracked open the door between the house and garage and listened. They were in the living room and while I couldn't make out ant words I imagined that I heard some low moaning. I tip-toed through the kitchen and was almost into the dining room from where I would have been able to take a peek at what was going on in the living room when I heard Bill say, "We need to take this into the bedroom."
At almost the same instant he said that, the doorbell rang and Debbie said, "That must be Kenny."
I backed up quickly and headed down the hallway to the bedroom. The only place to hide was the closet and that's where I went. I know I could have just walked into the living room and demanded to know what was going on, but I guess I felt the need to punish myself, to actually see it happen. About a minute after I got in the closet Bill and Kenny came in holding Alice up between them. She was already naked and as they sat her down on the bed she giggled and said, "God, but I'm being bad tonight. Are you both going to fuck me? At the same time? I want you both at the same time. Oops, where's my high heels. Kenny likes me to wear my high heels when he fucks me."
I tensed up, thinking they might come to the closet for a pair of heels, but Kenny left the room and was back moments later with the emerald green heels. Still giggling, Alice put them on, "I call these my slut shoes. Every time I wear them somebody fucks me. Isn't that right Kenny? Kenny fucked me the day after I got them. How many times have you fucked me while I was wearing them?"
Kenny just laughed and said, "It doesn't matter how many baby, it's never been and never will be enough."
Alice fell back on the bed and said, "Who's first?"
Bill was just sliding his cock into her when Debbie came into the room with two guys I didn't know and she immediately got on the bed next to Alice. I stood in the closet and watched as first Bill, then Kenny, and then the other two guys fucked Alice. I watched as she wrapped her lips around cock after cock and wondered how many times I had kissed her after she'd had someone else's dick in her mouth. All four guys fucked Alice and Debbie twice each. It killed me to know that Alice had been putting the horns of a cuckold on me all these many years, at least five if what she'd said about being fucked in the green heels was true - I'd bought her those shoes five years ago.
It was agony for me to stand in that closet and watch, and even worse - listen. The "oh Gods, oh yes's, fuck me fuck me's" were almost nonstop, with an occasional "Jesus but I love your cock" thrown in. It was ten after two when Debbie called a halt to things.
"Dave will be home in half an hour or so. We need to straighten things up here. Fifteen minutes later they were gone, leaving only a well fucked Alice on the bed and me in the closet. As soon as I heard the front door close I came out of the closet and looked down on the unfaithful bitch. She had fallen asleep and she looked so innocent and to look at her you would never know that she'd had at least five different cocks in her that night, maybe more. I was going to miss her. I reached down and shook her shoulder and she woke up and looked at me. She opened her arms and smiled at me and I was tempted, God knows I was tempted, but I took her by the arm and pulled her up.
"Dave! You're hurting me Dave! Dave, let me go."
I dragged her naked body through the house and out onto the cement slab that served as our front porch and then closed and locked the door behind her. I went back to the bedroom and got the green high heels and went back to the front door. Alice was huddled against the door and crying, "Dave, this isn't funny Dave. Let me in. Open the door Dave."
I opened the door and tossed out the high heels and said, "Here! Put them on. You said you always get fucked when you wear them. Put them on and maybe they'll attract somebody and he'll take you home with him and let you sleep in his bed."
I closed the door and locked it. I started to turn away when I had a thought. I reached over and hit the switch that turned on the front porch and yard lights and took the keys to the car out of my pocket. I looked at the keyless entry device and smiled as I hit the little button that said, "panic". The car's horn started blaring and I smiled as I thought about the attention that would get at three in the morning.
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I had never, not even once, thought about my wife having sex with another man. Alex is a very attractive woman and she does attract a lot of attention, but the only feelings that the attention generated in me were feelings of pride in that she had chosen me above all the others she could have had. And then everything turned to shit.
One evening six weeks ago I was hosting a poker game at our house. When it is my turn to host the game Alex always goes out for drinks with her girl friends and leaves us "crude" guys to our cards. Usually the game goes to mid-night, but on that particular night two of the six guys were consistent winners and the other four of us lost interest in playing.
George said, "Hey, you guys want to see some porn tapes?"
Everybody said why not and George went out to his car to get them. We were in the middle of the first tape when the front door opened and Alex walked in - a good two hours earlier than expected. She made her usual noticeable entrance in her tight jeans and high heels and it was obvious as she made her way into the room to join us that she'd had quite a bit to drink. Sitting down she recounted her uneventful evening and how disappointing and boring it had been. One of the guys said that our evening had pretty much sucked too, what with losing at cards and then watching porn tapes that were so bad that they didn't turn anybody on.
Alex giggled, "Is that all you want is to get turned on?"
Then to my absolute amazement Alex stood up and proceeded to unzip her jeans and, without a word, let them drop to the floor. Standing in the middle of the floor with her back to us she slowly slid her bikini panties down her long legs and stepped out of them. She casually tossed them over her shoulder and Jimmy caught them and brought them to his nose. He inhaled deeply, "God, but does she ever smell nice" and then the boys started passing her panties around and sniffing them.
It was obvious that Alex was getting turned on by the comments the boys were making about her panties and it didn't take much encouragement on their part to get Alex to finish undressing. Filled with courage (mostly liquid) Alex remarked that she was sorry that the porn tapes hadn't turned anybody on, but that she would give us all the real life eroticism we could handle as long as no one made any attempt to touch her. Everyone agreed to her condition and she started to do a slow dance in front of us
Not once during all this had she so much as looked in my direction to see how I might be taking things.
She danced over to where George was sitting and put a foot up on the arm of his chair. Her pussy was only inches from his nose and she inserted a finger in it and brought it out and held it under George's nose. George inhaled deeply and Alex giggled and reached down to pat the growing lump in his trousers, "I said you couldn't touch, I didn't say anything about me." She repeated her actions for everyone in the room, doing me last. She still hadn't looked me in the eyes and when I reached out to grab her and pull her down in my lap and ask her just what in the hell she was doing she slapped my hand away, "No touching, and that includes you."
She danced over to the dining room table and got a candle out of the centerpiece and then lying down on the floor in front of us she spread her legs wide and slid the candle into her wet hole. By now all the guys had their cocks out and they were jacking themselves off. Alex started working the candle in and out of her pussy, trying to match the rhythmic strokes of the men and suddenly Jimmy jumped up and ran over to her and shot his cum all over her belly and then he went back to his seat. As the hot cum splashed on her belly she moaned and started fucking herself faster with the candle as the other guys got up and unloaded on her tummy. Further aroused by these offerings Alex took the candle out of her pussy and tossed it to Mark who made a big show out of licking it clean. Alex crawled over to Jimmy and took the beer bottle out of his hand, lifted it to her mouth and drained it, and then lay back on the floor and started to use it as a massive dildo. She spread her red and swollen pussy lips and inserted the neck of the bottle. She was able to take all of the neck before sliding it back out, then she repeated the process half a dozen times before realizing that she wasn't going to get any more of the bottle in her. She put the bottle down and left the room.
Alex was back in less than a minute and she had a large dildo with her. Getting down on all fours she sensually licked and sucked on the rubber cock while looking from face to face, but still avoiding me. Alex took the rubber dick in and out of her mouth several times while she fingered her pussy. The level of excitement grew as she took the dildo out of her mouth. Reaching down Alex spread her swollen cunt lips and slowly worked the dildo into her pussy. Then she treated herself to a slow and deliberate fuck. As she continued to moan and rock back and forth the guys all got up and one by one gave up their offerings to Alex. As the cum splattered and splashed on her body she gave a load moan and had a shattering climax.
Lying there naked Alex looked over at me for the first time since her display started. She flashed me a seductive smile and asked me to get her a drink of water. It took me a minute or two to find a clean glass, fill it and head back to the living room. I stopped in the doorway, frozen in my tracks by the sight in front of me. George was lying on his back with his hard cock pointing straight up into the air as Jimmy and Mark were lowering a twisting, turning Alex down on him. Bill had his cock in Alex's mouth and with his hands on the back of her head holding her he was fucking her face. I couldn't tell if Alex was in the throes of passion or fighting to get free, but if she was trying to breakaway from them all thought of it vanished when her pubic bone smacked down onto George's. Alex gave a low moan around the pole in her mouth and then she started riding George's cock. I didn't know what to do. Part of me said, "That's your wife. You need to get in there and break this shit up" and part of me was so turned on at what I was watching that I had my cock in my hand and I was jacking myself off. Bill gave a loud grunt and white froth came out of Alex's mouth and then Bill stepped away and Sam took his place. The rest of the evening was a blur as one after another of my friends fucked my wife. After an hour or so of fucking Alex on the living room floor the guys picked her up and took her to the bedroom. I passed out about one and they were still going strong.
It was daylight when I woke up on the living room couch and at first I thought that what had happened was just an erotic dream, but as I walked into the bedroom I saw that it hadn't been. George and Sam were sleeping on the bed with Alex between them. She was snoring softly and had a cock in each hand. I went downstairs and put on a pot of coffee and when it was ready I went upstairs to wake everyone up only to find that they were already awake. Alex was on her hands and knees sucking George's cock while Sam was fucking her from behind. I watched until Sam shot his load and they switched positions before I went back downstairs. It was almost an hour later before the three of them came down. Over coffee Alex told me that she and the guys had decided that I would be the permanent host for the poker games from now on and that she wouldn't be going out with the girls anymore.
"It's just so much more interesting here."
I asked if I had any say in the matter and she said no, "You had your chance to say something last night and you didn't. By not breaking things up when you could have you let the Genie out of the bottle. Genie found out she likes being out of the bottle and she is not going back in."
I guess the poker games are still going on at my house. I wouldn't know since I don't live there anymore. I had to change jobs and find a new circle of friends because I couldn't stand to look at my old ones anymore. Alex calls me on the average of once a day begging me to talk to her, but as much as I love her and miss her until this afternoon I just hung up on her. This afternoon I told her not to waste anymore time calling me until she puts the Genie back into the bottle. I don't think I'll hear from her again.
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I recently posted a story (see Vickie, The Baby and Me) with alternative endings and as I had predicted the feedback was both good and bad and the break down was pretty close to what I had predicted. - 9 got on me about grammar, structure, punctuation and the like. - 4 said, "You suck" or other words that meant the same thing. - 7 suggested other possible ends, but too me the big surprise was, - 26 loved the idea of alternative endings and they asked me to do it again.
So, in keeping with my desire to satisfy my public I have decided to give the poor misguided fools what they say they want. Once again I add the disclaimer: I write for my own enjoyment and then I offer to share. Whether you like the story or hate it know that I have satisfied my target audience - me! That said, I give you
Gwen and Her Mother in Law
Gwen and I met in college. The meeting was not an auspicious one and anyone seeing it would never in a million years have suspected that one day we would be man and wife. It was in the college bookstore at the beginning of the spring term. The last item on my list was the Managerial Economics text. There was only one copy left on the shelf and as I was reaching for it some one else saw that it was the last copy and they lunged forward and tried to beat me to it. The person bumped into me and bounced off (at 6'4' and 220 I can be a bit immovable) and into a stack of textbooks. The person fell to the floor and the stack of books fell on top of the person.
I looked down and saw an extremely good-looking redhead looking up at me and shooting daggers at me with her eyes. I took the book off the shelf, dropped it into my cart and then I offered the girl my hand. She swatted it away and said, "Stupid clumsy oaf" as she picked herself up off the floor. That torqued me off since it was her own behavior that had caused the problem in the first place so I responded with, "Dumb ignorant bitch" and then I headed for the check out stand.
Two days later the Managerial Economics class met for the first time and three or four minutes into the class someone rushed in, mumbled "Sorry I'm late" and headed for the only empty seat in the room which just happened to be right next to me. I looked over and saw that it was the redhead and she saw and recognized me at the same time. Her eyes flashed and she mouthed "Stupid oaf" and I mouthed "Dumb bitch" right back at her and then we proceeded to ignore each other.
Life being the perverse thing that it is the redhead (her name turned out to be Gwen) and I, along with two others, were assigned to work together on a class project. That meant time together after class or before class as the four of us worked on the project. By the fourth week of class Gwen and I were being civil to each other and by mid-term we were dating. By finals we were sharing a bed. Gwen went home over summer break and I stayed in Ann Arbor and worked for Jiffy Lube.
Three weeks after Gwen went home for the summer she called me and gave me the good news.
"I'm pregnant Brian. What are we going to do?"
"What do you want to do?"
"Oh no Brian, you can't just dump this on me."
"Sure I can. It is your body and you get to make the decisions where it is concerned. You have options. You can keep it, you can have it and put it up for adoption, or you can go the abortion route. It is your choice not mine. I, on the other hand, have no choice. I fathered the child so it is my responsibility. I need to marry you and give the child a name, but even there you have a choice. You can choose to marry me or not. All I can tell you is that you are not in this alone - I'm here for you whatever you decide."
In the end Gwen decided to keep the baby and I flew to Racine and we were married in a civil ceremony. A month later Gwen had a miscarriage and somehow, even though we stayed married nothing ever seemed right between us after that. You couldn't put a finger on it, we seemed to be a happily married couple, but there just seemed to be something that just wasn't right.
We both finished college and got on with life. I ended up in sales and Gwen went into advertising. Gwen and her family were estranged. They were religious people and Gwen getting pregnant before marriage drove them nuts so she didn't object when I said I wanted to settle in Michigan close to my family. We worked hard, saved our money, bought a house and lived the so-called middle class dream.
In a way it was good for Gwen because she hit it off with the women in my family and they got Gwen involved in all the family functions that seemed to delight the female side of my family. The women in my family had the market cornered on so-called 'suburban sales.' My mother sold lingerie and adult novelties and between my sisters and aunts they sold everything else. Amway, Avon, Tupperware, Mary Kaye; you name it and one of the women in my family sold it. In addition to selling Avon my sister Anne held wine-tasting parties and pushed a wine of the month club. My sister Mary had a tie with some clothing company and sold their line and my sister Joyce sold Tupperware.
Between all of them there was always a party or a demonstration going on and Gwen got drug along to most of them. I didn't much give it a second thought because I had been exposed to it since I was a little kid. It seemed like I was always being sent to bed early because mom or one of her sisters was throwing an Avon party or some such. In addition to all of that there were other family functions going on all the time as cousins, nieces and the like were having bridal showers, baby showers, bachelorette parties and birthday parties. Again, I thought nothing of it because that stuff had always been part of my life. It was like background noise that always had been there so you learned to tune it out.
One day my mother called me and asked me to meet her for lunch. We ordered and then she asked, "Is everything all right with you and Gwen?"
"I guess so. I don't have any reason to think otherwise. Why?"
"I'm just wondering if I'm going to be seeing grandbabies any time soon."
"I don't know. It isn't anything that we've talked about. She was pretty down in the dumps after she lost the last one. She might not be ready to try again or for that matter she may not even want to try again."
"What about you, aren't you interested?"
"No, not really. If Gwen wants kids we will have kids and if she doesn't, we won't."
"You do know that your father is concerned about carrying on the family name don't you? Your sisters can give us plenty of grandbabies, but only you can produce a male heir."
"All I can say is that it is Gwen's body, not mine, and if she chooses not to use it to make babies that is her choice. Besides, even if she decides to have children there is no guarantee that she'll have a boy."
"Well, that may be, but for your father's piece of mind would you at least discuss it with Gwen?"
I did discuss it with Gwen and she told me that she was not ready to have another pregnancy and she didn't know when, or even if, she would ever want one. "How do you feel about it? Are you hot for a male heir?"
"No honey, my position hasn't changed. It is your body, not mine. Babies or no babies is strictly up to you."
"Well I don't want them now."
"Fine honey, no problem."
For the next three years every couple of months my mom would ask me if Gwen was ready to be a mother yet and all I could tell her was that I didn't know.
"Well damn it Brian, she's your wife and you should have some say in the matter."
"I do have a say in it mother and what I say is that it is her body, not mine. If she does not want to have children it is her choice."
One night at my Uncle Al's birthday party I had enough to drink to give me the 'dutch courage' I needed to talk to my father about the male heir situation.
"I don't give a rat's ass if the name gets carried on or not. It isn't like we are the offspring of kings. God knows there are already enough Smiths in the world. It is your mother who is all hot and bothered about carrying on the family name although for the life of me I can't figure out why. Granted, we have been here since the Revolutionary War, but so have a lot of other people. Your Uncle Wendell tried to do a family tree once and as near as he was able to determine your great great great great, well never mind that. I forget how many greats is there, but what he found is the beginning of our line was either born out of wedlock to an indentured servant girl or out of wedlock to a girl who worked in a Baltimore brothel and there hasn't been anyone of note in the line since then.
Then things started going bad between Gwen and me. My fault mostly because I couldn't, or wouldn't, tell my mother to leave Gwen the hell alone as far as babies were concerned. Gwen would come home and tell me about how my mother was hounding her to have babies and I didn't do anything about it; I just let it go in one ear and out the other. One night I finally got pissed, but at the wrong person and I yelled at Gwen instead of going after my mother.
"Just tell her you don't want any god damned babies for Christ's sake. Just fucking tell her that it your body not hers and that if she wants a male heir so fucking bad to have it her self. If you don't want to do that then just stop going to places where she will be. Just stay away from her."
Gwen did not take kindly to that and things got a bit frosty around our house for a couple of weeks.
Another six months went by and then one night Gwen came home and told me to sit down, that she had something to tell me. I just knew that it was going to be something about my mother again so I already had a scowl on my face when I sat down.
"I went to the doctor today. I'm pregnant."
"Oh honey, that's great news."
"No, it isn't, it is the worst news I could possibly get."
"Why would you say that?"
"Because the baby isn't yours Brian. Not only isn't it yours, it is probably going to be black."
For a minute I just sat there and stared at her and then I said, "Should I bother asking for an explanation or should I just throw your ass out?"
She got up and said, "I know you well enough Brian to know that you won't believe what I say so I'm not going to waste my time" and she started to walk out of the room.
"Damn it Gwen, you can't tell me what you just told me and then get up and walk away."
She turned back to me, "Okay Brian. Here it is. Your mother drugged me, got me gangbanged so I'd get pregnant, only she didn't stick around to see the total outcome. She left before one of the guys called a buddy and the buddy showed up with five black guys."
"You expect me to believe that shit?"
"No Brian, I already told you that I knew you wouldn't believe it. And since I'm on a roll now I'll tell you a few more things about your family that you won't believe. Things that should have been said long ago, but that I couldn't say because you wouldn't have believed me then either and all it would have done would have been to make our relationship even worse than it has been.
"Did you know that three out of every four lingerie and adult novelty parties that your mother has are held at stag parties and bachelor parties? Did you know that your mother and all your sisters model that sexy and mostly see-thru lingerie? And yes, before you ask I did it too. I let your mother talk me into it. Here is the real shocker Brian; did you know that lingerie isn't the only thing that your mother and sisters sell at those parties? I didn't even find out about that part until a couple of months ago and when I did find out I told your mother that I wasn't going to do any more lingerie parties with her and your sisters.
"Your mother panicked; she was afraid I'd blow the whistle on what they were doing and so she got the bright idea of getting me gang fucked. She figured that I'd keep quiet to keep you from finding out. She even set me up to get pregnant thinking that I would let you think it was yours if it happened. Well, she was half-right. I never would have told you about the gangbang but no way I'm going to stick you with a kid that isn't yours."
"Back up there Gwen. What did you mean when you said that lingerie wasn't all that was sold at those parties?"
"You really want to know?"
"Damned right I do. If you are going to accuse members of my family of shit I want to hear you say what they did."
"Okay Brian, you got it. Joyce gives blow jobs for a hundred bucks a pop. Mary gets a hundred for a straight fuck and two fifty for a double penetration. Your mother's specialty is anal sex, but I don't know how much she gets for it."
"Have you lost your mind Gwen. You think that giving the women in my family a black eye will detract attention from your cheating ass?"
"Obviously it won't detract you Brian, but then I said at the start that you wouldn't believe me."
She turned and left the room and I just sat there shaking my head and thinking just how stupid did she think I was. I got my answer real quick - stupid enough not to know that she was fucking around on me behind my back. Then I had a thought and I got up and followed Gwen to our bedroom. She was cleaning out drawers and piling stuff on the bed.
"What are you doing?"
"Getting my stuff out so I can pack."
"Why? We need to talk about this Gwen."
"I did, but according to you I'm a liar."
"One question. How can you be sure that it isn't my kid?"
"Because I always wear my diaphragm when we make love. I still hadn't made up my mind as to whether or not I wanted to have children. I suppose that the baby could be yours because diaphragms aren't one hundred percent guaranteed any more than condoms are, but what are the odds Brian? The doctor set the time of conception give or take a couple of days and I didn't make love to you for a week after the gangbang. So, what are the odds that the diaphragm that worked just fine for the last two years would fail in the few days prior to the gangbang? A million to one? I wasn't wearing my diaphragm that night when it happened."
"Why not?"
"Ask your mother and your sister Joyce."
"Why should I ask them?"
"Just go away Brian. I'll be out of here before the sun sets tomorrow. Until then just go away and leave me alone."
"I still don't understand why you are packing. We haven't talked this out yet."
"What are you Brian, fucking brain dead? I'm knocked up with a kid that isn't yours and you don't believe me when I tell you what happened. I will not live with a man who thinks I lie and who just knows in his heart that I cheated on him. I won't live with a man who doesn't trust me. Just think about this. I could have kept my mouth shut until the baby was born and if it was white I could have stuck you with it, but I didn't. Now get out of here and leave me alone."
True to her word she was gone the next day when I got home from work. She never said where she was going or what she was going to do, she just left.
"Good riddance is all I can say" was my mothers response to Gwen's leaving. "I never liked her. I knew she was cheating on you and that was the real reason she wouldn't give you a baby. She was afraid that it wouldn't look anything like you."
"You knew she was cheating on me? And you never told me?"
"What would have been the point? You loved her so you probably wouldn't have believed me anyway and all it would have done was to mess up our relationship. I mean I knew, but I didn't have any proof."
"How could you have known and not have proof?"
"It's a woman thing dear. We just know about things like that."
Five months after Gwen left I was served with divorce papers. I tossed them in the trash and didn't bother to contest it. Two weeks later I came home from work and found a package waiting for me. I opened it and found videotape with a note taped to it. The note said:
"I've known you for years and never realized you were a shit head. You did not do right by your wife and you let her get away. I've been out of the country for six months or I would have given this to you sooner. You aren't going to like what you see and for more reasons than just one. I swiped this tape from the guy who made it and made a copy before putting it back. They laced that poor girls drinks with a mixture of Super K and Ecstasy. She never had a chance. I'm not signing this because I don't want a piece of paper like this around with my name on it, but if you think on it you can figure it out."
The tape was most definitely an eye opener, at least where my family was concerned. It started out innocently enough with my mother, sisters and Gwen modeling lingerie for maybe twenty guys. There was a lot of whistling and shouts of "take it off, take it off" but all the women did, at least for the first twenty minutes or so was model the lingerie. I saw men handing the women drinks. Twice near the beginning of the six-hour tape I saw Gwen dump hers out.
Then it got raunchy. Joyce was in the middle of the room modeling a bra, panty and teddy set and some guy hollered at her and she stuck out her hand. He got up and went to her and handed her a bill. She tucked the bill in her waistband and then took off the teddy and the bra. That opened the floodgates and money was being handed out and clothes were coming off and soon all the women were naked - except for Gwen. Guys kept pushing money at her and she kept shaking her head no. She did take the drinks that they kept handing her.
You want a shock to your system? Watch your forty-eight year old mother give lap dances while wearing only a pair of high heels. And then watch your sisters do the same dressed the same way. Joyce was the first to give it up. I saw a guy hand her some money and she took it, walked him over to a chair, sat him down, knelt down in front of him and started to suck his cock. Annie was next. Two guys picked her up and laid her down on a table and started fucking her. The camera panned the room and I saw Mary on her knees on a table while one guy fucked her from behind and another fed cock into her mouth. My mother was on her knees with her head on a rolled up and her ass stuck up in the air for the guy who was fucking it and a line was forming behind him of guys waiting their turn.
The camera kept panning the action and several times it picked up Gwen, dressed in her street clothes, holding a drink and looking nervous. I watched my mother and sisters perform sexual acts that I'd never even thought about and I would be lying if I said that I didn't get turned on. I actually had my cock in my hand and was stroking it as I watched Anne take on three guys at once. I wondered if her husband knew what she did. For that matter, did Mary's husband and Joyce's fianc‚e know? And what about my dad. Did he have any idea what my mother was doing?
Suddenly the camera broke away from a shot of Mary taking a cock in her ass while she sucked on another one and moved to show three men walking Gwen to a table. She was obviously out of it. Two men held her up while the third undressed her and then they pushed her back on the table and the guys started lining up on her. The camera stayed on her while four guys took a turn. She just laid there like a blow up sex doll and the camera finally moved away from Gwen and panned over to Joyce. She was taking on three men, one in each hole. Then it moved to my mother who was being worked over by two.
Do you have any idea how weird it can be to watch your own mother take on two guys and listen to her beg for them to fuck her harder, push it in deeper and to make her cum? I guess it makes me a weirdo when I have to admit that she looked pretty damn good and that I had my cock in my had and was whipping it pretty hard while I watched. The man in her mouth finished and another man stepped up and she waved him away and told him she had something to do first and that she'd get back to him. To the guys pushing into her from behind she said, "Hurry baby, cum in me, do it for me baby, come on."



When he finished and pulled out she got up and went over to Joyce who had just finished off the guy she was working on and then the two of them walked over to where Gwen was being gangbanged. They stood and watched until the man fucking her had cum and when he pulled out my mother held Gwen's legs open while Joyce pulled out her diaphragm.
"I'll get this bitch pregnant whether she wants it or not."
"But it won't be Brian's" Joyce said.
"Doesn't matter, he won't know. He'll think its his."
"What if it's a girl?"
"Then I'll breed the bitch again and keep on breeding her until she gives us a boy."
"What if she tells Brian?"
"No way she'll tell him about this and even if she did do you think he would believe it? His own mother?"
Joyce and my mother walked away and another man mounted Gwen. For the next hour the camera bounced around from woman to woman and by the end of that hour Gwen was coming out from under the influence of whatever they had put in her drinks and while her mind might not have been in it her body sure was. She started clutching and grabbing at the men who fucked her, trying to pull them closer. Anne and Mary got dressed and left and shortly after that my mother got ready to leave.
"She that she gets home" she said to Joyce and then she left.
With the departure of the three women all the men moved to the remaining two and after half an hour Joyce told them that she had had enough and she started getting dressed. Now all the men concentrated on Gwen and I watched and listened as she was used in all three holes and as she begged for it. The camera cut away from Gwen being triple dicked and moved to show five young black men coming into the room. They walked over to where Gwen was being fucked and one of the blacks said to the guy who had his cock in Gwen's mouth, "Thanks for the call man. I ain't never had me no white pussy before" and then he and the other four blacks began taking off their pants. Joyce ran over and told them that they couldn't fuck Gwen and to stay away from her. The five men ignored her and when she tried to physically push them away two grabbed her, took her over to the door and pushed her outside.
Once again my reaction isn't what it should have been. I got turned on by the black on white as the man sank his cock into Gwen. Then the other four had her and when they were done one of them took out a cell phone and made a call.
"Yeah man, a white chick and she's laying here begging for cock."
By the time the tape ended Gwen had been repeatedly fucked by twenty-two men - seven of them black. I don't know if any more blacks showed up and fucked her because the tape ran out.
I ran an emotional roller coaster during that tape. I lusted after my mother and sisters as I saw them in all their sexual glory. I hated my mother and Joyce when I saw them remove Gwen's diaphragm. I wanted to kill the assholes who took advantage of Gwen and yet I beat myself raw watching them do it.
When it was over and I sat there staring at the blue screen I wondered who my mother really hated and why. Did she hate Gwen so much that she could do to Gwen what she did, or was it me she hated - hated enough to saddle me with a kid that she knew wouldn't be mine.
Every thing that Gwen had told me was true and I hadn't believed a word of it, but in my defense who would have believed that of their own mother and sisters? The worst of it was that Gwen was gone. I had no idea where she was or if she would even acknowledge my existence if I found her.
I tried to track Gwen down, but had no luck at all. I checked with her old employer to see if they might know where she went when she resigned. They either didn't know or they weren't going to tell me. I called her parents and got her dad on the phone and he hung up on me as soon as he realized that it was me. I waited a day and then called when I figured that he would be at work and I got her mother. For a religious person she sure knew some pretty ripe language and after sending a lot of it my way she told me not to call back and hung up. I called Gwen's sister Ilene and got her answering machine. I left a message, but she didn't return it. After six tries I finally accepted the fact that she wasn't going to. The best I could hope for is that word would get back to Gwen that I was trying to get in touch and that she would call me to find out what I wanted.
Another year went by and then one day I got a letter from Gwen. There was no return address, but the letter was postmarked San Francisco. There was a letter and some other papers in the envelope and the letter showed me that I would be wasting my time trying to talk to Gwen:
"When I missed my period I took a pregnancy self-test and it showed positive. I knew then that I would have to tell you about "that night" if the doctor confirmed the self-test and I knew what your response was going to be and I knew that we wouldn't be together when the baby came.
"I have an intense curiosity and it killed me that I would never know who the baby's father was. If the baby was black the question would be moot, but what if the baby was white? If it was white I would spend the rest of my life wondering if it just might have been yours instead of that of some anonymous sperm donor.
"We made love three times between the self-test and the doctors visit and one of those times I collected a sperm sample and took it to a lab for a DNA test. I told them a half truth, that I was married and having an affair and that I wanted to know for sure who the baby's father was. They typed the sample and kept it on file. When little Mark was born I had his DNA checked against the sample on file. Guess what? Remember that million to one shot I mentioned? You are a daddy.
I've enclosed copies of the original test and Mark's DNA match so you can see for yourself. He's yours Brian, but you will never see him. Make sure that your mother knows that she finally has a grandson, but that she will never see him either. Under "father" on the birth certificate I put unknown and I gave him a made up last name to make sure that your mother knows that Mark will not continue her precious family name. I'm praying to God nightly that if you ever do remarry your wife will give you nothing but girls"
She didn't even bother to sign it.
One year later I got another from Gwen. This one post marked Denver. It was short and to the point:
"I've enclosed a picture of Mark. If, even after reading the DNA reports, you don't believe it is possible that Mark can be yours just get some of your baby pictures from your mother and compare them. You could be twins. Eat your heart out."
She didn't bother to sign that one either.
I did take the pictures over to my parent's house and when my mother saw the picture of Mark her hand flew to her mouth and she gave out a cry and ran from the room. She was back a few minutes later with a photo album. It was true; Mark and I could have been twins.
"You have to find her Brian, you have to. That's my grandson she is keeping from me."
"I'll try ma, I'll try" but I had already taken my best shot and come up empty.
Another year went by and I received another picture of Mark, this time from St. Louis. There was no letter, just a short note on the back of the photo, "Eat your heart out." I was staring at the photo of Mark when the penny dropped. The first one from San Francisco, the second one from Denver and the third one from St. Louis. Gwen's sister Ilene was a flight attendant - she was mailing Gwen's letters on her trips!
It was hideously expensive, but the private detective I hired found Gwen.
Ending A
She was cool and calm when she answered the door. "What do you want?"
"To talk to you and to see my son."
"How did you find me?"
"I had a private detective follow Ilene until she led him to you."
"Well you wasted a trip Brian. We have nothing to say to each other and you can't see your son because you don't have one. I lost this baby to a miscarriage too."
"But I've seen the pictures."
"What you saw was your baby pictures reworked on the computer using PhotoShop."
"You really hate me that much that you would go to all that trouble?"
"Yes Brian, I do. And I'm sorry that you found me because I had planned on sending you a picture a year for the next twenty years. I'll never forget that you loved me so much that it only took you a tenth of a second to call me a liar and accept the idea that I cheated on you."
"Some one videotaped that night and they sent me a copy. I know now that you told me the truth."
"So? If you will excuse me I have a date tonight and I need to start getting ready."
She started to close the door and I put my hand against it to hold it open. "What about the DNA evidence?"
"I made that up to Brian. You can do all sorts of things on computers these days if you have the right programs. Now please leave before I call the police."
As he walked down the sidewalk Gwen smiled. Revenge can be so sweet. Her sister Ilene came into the room, "Is he gone?"
"Yes, and thank God you were here to keep Mark quiet."
"He slept through the whole thing. Are you ever going to let him know?"
"Not ever Ilene, not ever."
Ending B
She was cool and calm when she answered the door. "What do you want?"
"To talk to you and to see my son."
"How did you find me?"
"I had a private detective follow Ilene until she led him to you. She should have mailed all your letters from the same city. Once I connected the fact that she was a flight attendant and the letters came from three different cities it was just a matter of time."
"Well you wasted your money and your time Brian. We have nothing to say to each other and you can't see your son because you don't have one."
"But I've seen the pictures."
"What you saw were some of your baby pictures reworked on the computer using PhotoShop."
"You really hate me that much that you would go to that much trouble?"
"Yes Brian, I do, and I'm sorry that you found me because I planned on sending you a picture a year for the next twenty years. I'll never forget that you loved me so much that it took you all of a tenth of a second to call me a liar and accept the idea that I cheated on you."
"What about the baby?"
"I had it and it isn't yours."
"You expect me to believe that?"
"Frankly I don't give a rats ass what you believe."
"Well I'm not leaving until I see the kid with my own eyes."
"Okay, follow me."
Gwen led me into her kitchen and pointed outside. I looked out the window and saw a black kid of about two pulling on the tail of a small dog. Gwen opened the window and yelled out, "Mark, what have I told you about pulling on the dog?"
She turned to me, and shook her head, "Kids, you can't take your eyes off them for a minute. Now will you get the hell out of my life so I can get back to my child?"
"Listen Gwen, we nee..."
"The time for talk is long gone Brian, get out."
"Gwen, I know the truth. Some one videotaped the whole thing and I saw a copy. I know what my mother and Joyce did."
"Well whoopee doo Brian. I already knew what they had done last time we talked. I'm just so overjoyed that two years later you have decided that I didn't lie. Get out Brian, get out before I call the police."
As he walked down the walk Gwen smiled, revenge can be so sweet. Her sister Ilene came into the room, "Is he gone?"
"Yes, and thank God you were here to keep Mark quiet."
"He slept through the whole thing. Are you ever going to let him know?"
"Not ever Ilene, not ever."
"What time is Mrs. Johnson going to pick up Mike?"
"She said she would be her around five. Which reminds me, I need to get back to him before he drives the dog crazy."
Ending C
She was cool and calm when she answered the door. "What do you want?"
"To talk to you and to see my son." "We have nothing to talk about Brian and you can't see your son because you don't have one."
"What about the pictures you have been sending me?"
"Some of your baby pictures that I reworked on the computer using PhotoShop."
"The DNA evidence?"
"Also done on the computer. You can do some amazing stuff if you have the right programs."
"Any idea at all on who the baby's father was?"
"No. I loss this one to a miscarriage too.
"I'm sorry. But we do have some things to talk about. May I come in?"
"No Brian, please just go away and leave me alone."
"All right. But first I want you to watch this" and I handed her a copy of the tape of her gangbang. "I'm staying at the Jefferson, room 312 and I'll be there until noon tomorrow. Call me if you change your mind about talking to me."
The next morning the phone rang and I looked over at the bedside clock and saw that it was seven-ten in the morning. It was Gwen.
"Just what is it that you want to talk about Brian?"
"I want to talk about what we are going to do about it."
"We? I already did it Brian. I walked away and then I planted a seed that will grow in your mother's mind until the day she dies. You can go back and tell her there is no baby, but I know that scheming bitch now. I know that she'll never believe that there isn't a baby. She will go to her grave just knowing that I'm keeping her from seeing him."
"That might be enough for you Gwen, but it isn't enough for me. My own mother drove the only woman I ever loved away from me. I want to drive a stake through her heart, but for what I want to do I need your help."
"Why should I help you Brian. You turned your back on me when I needed you most."
"Get real Gwen. Put yourself in my place. Suppose I had come to you with something bad. Let's say that one morning you picked up the paper and saw me on the front page being led naked from a motel room and the headlines screamed "House of Prostitution Raided" and suppose I came to you and told you that your father got me drunk, took me there and paid for the hooker so we could do some male bonding. You would have laughed in my face and thrown me out of the house. Preposterous you would have said, but would that have been any more preposterous than what you told me? That my mother drugged you and got you gangbanged?"
She was silent and then she said, "What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to find a boy that would have been about the same age as our son and I want to have a picture of the three of us taken."
It was a scorched earth, take no prisoners, burn your bridges move on my part and the only one who was going to get hurt that I didn't want to hurt was my dad. He didn't deserve what was coming, but I convinced myself that he would better off when it was over.
On a bright sunny Monday afternoon, special messengers delivered a copy of the gangbang tape to my father, Anne and Mary's husbands where they worked and to Joyce's fianc‚e at the gym where he worked out every Monday, Wednesday and Friday. I almost backed away from sending copies to Anne and Mary's husbands because after all, it was my mother and Joyce who did the deed. But then I thought about it. They knew what was going to happen and they did nothing to try and stop it so fuck them.
That night I stopped by my parent's house and walked in to find mom and dad in the middle of a screaming match and I stood looking at my mother for almost a minute before taking a tape out of my pocket.
"I hate to do this to you dad, but this came in the mail today and I think you need to see it."
I went to hand it to him and he said, "I don't need it. I got my own copy in the mail today."
"Then you know."
"Unfortunately I do."
I turned to my mother and said, "This should go without saying, but since I want things to be perfectly clear I'm going to say it anyway. I don't ever want to see you or hear from you again."
It turned out that Anne's husband knew all about what she was doing and in fact, he encouraged her. He was one of those guys who got off on his wife fucking other men.
Mary wasn't lucky enough to have a husband like that and she came home from work on Tuesday and found all of her stuff piled in the driveway and the locks on the house changed.
Joyce's fianc‚e walked into the office were she worked and when she stood up and walked around her desk to give him a hug and a kiss he grabbed her left hand and almost ripped a finger off as her pulled his engagement ring off her.
The biggest surprise was my dad. I expected that he would quietly divorce mom and then get on with his life, but there wasn't anything quiet about what he did. He made copies of the tape and flooded the town with them. Her garden club, all the civic organizations she belonged to got a copy, he left a copy in the mailboxes of all their neighbors and every friend he could think of and all the relatives on her side of the family got a copy and then he tossed her out of the house and divorced her.
Is there a happy ending in here some where? I don't know, it is too soon to tell. I arrived at Gwen's for the last piece of my revenge - a picture of Gwen, the borrowed boy and me - and I found her ready and waiting. She was fusing over the little boy and trying to make him smile for the picture that I was going to send my mother along with a short note - "I found them." I would have Ilene mail it from San Francisco.
"How much time do we have?"
"For what?"
"I want to take several pictures from several different angles to make sure that I get the one that will crank her the most. When do we have to get him home?"
Gwen looked at me for a very long moment and then she picked him up and kissed him on the cheek, "He is home, aren't you Mark."
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Angie and I finished moving into the new house on a Sunday and on Monday I took a day off work to help her open boxes and move furniture. We were both very happy that day because the new house was the culmination of a long held dream. A large, comfortable home built on ten acres of rolling hills and far from the smog filled skies of the city.
Our nearest neighbor was over a quarter of a mile away and was the only house within a mile on either side of us. All you could see of it between a gap in the trees was the swimming pool. I came home from work on the fourth night of living in our new house and Angie met me at the door with a drink. She kissed me and as we headed toward the kitchen she said, "I saw our new neighbor today."
"Did they drop by and introduce themselves?"
"I don't think it is a they, I think it's more of a him."
"Well, keep an eye on him and keep me posted."
After that the first thing that Angie would talk to me about when I got home from work was the neighbor. "He doesn't seem to work, unless it's nights. He's home all day and he seems to be something of a swinger."
"How so?"
"He always has good looking, well built girls visiting him and it never seems to be the same one twice."
"Maybe he just has a lot of friends."
"Very good friends. He's made love to everyone of them on that lounger next to the pool."
"You watch?"
"Of course. It's better than a porn video. It gets me all hot and bothered and I can't wait for you to get home. Race you to the bedroom."
The next night I came home from work to find a naked Angie waiting for me. The door hadn't closed and she was on her knees and fishing out my cock. As soon as she had me hard she pulled me down on the floor and had me make love to her right there. When it was over I asked her what brought that on and she said, "Come on, I'll show you. It has been going on for the last four hours." She led me to the bedroom and I saw a telescope mounted on a tripod pointing in the direction of the neighbor's house. Angie said, "I drove into town and bought it this morning. Take a look." I put my eye to the eye piece and saw a well built redhead with a cock in her mouth, one in her pussy and two guys sucking on her tits. "I've counted seven guys and she hasn't gotten up since they started on her four hours ago." Angie pushed me out of the way and put her eye to the scope, "God, how can she do that? Fuck me baby, fuck me while I watch." I dropped my pants and did what she asked.
For the next month I would come home every night and Angie would be waiting to tell me what she had seen that day and to tear off my clothes and drag me to bed. The neighbor seemed to have his gangbangs on Tuesdays and Fridays; the rest of the time it was just a single girl and rarely the same one twice. It was a hot August day and when the doorbell rang I answered and found our neighbor standing there.
"Hi, I'm Steve Russell, your next door neighbor and I thought it was about time I got up here and introduced myself."
I introduced myself and invited him in.
"I thought I would be neighborly and invite you down to take a dip in my pool. If there ever was a day for it, this is it."
I told him that I would love to, but that I'd have to ask my wife. I went upstairs to where Angie had her eye stuck to the telescope, "What's up?"
"Nothing. He hasn't come out all day."
"That's probably because he's sitting downstairs in our living room."
"Our living room? He's here?"
"Yep. Came over to introduce himself and invite us down to take a dip in his cement pond."
"Do you want to go?"
"I don't see why we shouldn't take him up on his offer. It's a very hot day."
"Okay, give me a minute. I'll have to find a suit."
I put my swimming trunks on and went back down stairs to wait for Angie. When she came down the stairs she was wearing her skimpiest black bikini and I did not like the look I saw in Steve's eyes as he took her in. After introductions we drove down to Steve's place where we splashed around and had several drinks and got aquatinted. I was a little put off by the way Steve kept looking at my wife, but I put it down to a case of misplaced jealousy on my part and Angie was certainly a woman worth looking at. I was really surprised that Angie seemed to like Steve. Given the fact that he seemed to be fucking every woman in the state and that Angie's father had abandoned Angie and her mother to be a full time cock hound I would have thought she would have disliked him. After spending three hours at Steve's we went on home.
Two weeks later I came home from work and found Angie standing by the kitchen sink with damp hair and a slight smell of chlorine about her. As she served dinner I began to wonder if she was going down to Steve's during the day and swimming in his pool with him. If she was, why wasn't she telling me? It didn't take me long to figure out that Angie was having an affair with Steve. But thinking and knowing are two very different things and I set out to find out for sure.
I told Angie that I had to take a business trip and that I would be gone for two days. I left the house in a cab and had the cab driver take me to the airport where I rented a car. I drove to a motel and checked in and then I went to a camera shop and bought a good SLR with a telephoto lens. I had done some scouting and I had found the perfect place to use as a hide. It was a small clearing on the side of a hill that looked down on Steve's back yard. I drove my rental as close as I could and then hiked in the rest of the way to the hide and settled in to see what I could see. I had been there less than an hour when my worst fears were confirmed. She drove into his driveway and he came out of the house, took her in his arms and kissed her. It was a long and passionate kiss and then they went into the house. I waited another hour before I saw them come back out. Both of them were naked and they walked to the pool and dove in. They played a little grab and tickle in the shallow end and then they came out of the water and Angie laid down on the lounger and I watched as Angie first sucked his cock and then fucked him. I burned through two rolls of film and then I packed up and headed back to the motel.
I waited until nine o'clock and then I called home and asked her how she was doing. She said she was okay, just bored sitting around the house waiting for me to get home. We each told the other that we loved them and then I broke the connection. The next day I was back in my hide by eleven in the morning and it was two before Angie drove into the drive, Steve was already sunbathing by the pool and Angie stripped as she walked toward him. By the time she got to him she was naked and she knelt down next to him and began to suck his cock. I took shot after shot of Angie sucking and fucking Steve and I was about to call it quits when another car drove into the driveway and four men got out. Angie glanced their way and then went back to sucking Steve's cock. Within minutes the four men were naked and Angie was taking them all on. I had run through six rolls of film and was thinking of calling it a day when another car arrived and two more men joined the party. The orgy by the pool was still going on three hours later when I finally got up and left.
I had a friend who was an amateur photographer develop the film for me and then I called Angie and told her what time my flight would be in. I drove to the airport and turned in my rental and was waiting at Arrivals when she drove up. I told her I would drive and had her slide over to the passenger's side and as I got in the car I tossed the envelope with the pictures down on the seat between us.
"What's that?" she asked.
"Photos of what I did on my trip."
She picked up the envelope and took out some of the photos and I saw her face go pale. She leafed through them and then put them back in the envelope.
"What are you going to do?"
"See a lawyer first thing Monday morning." She turned her head away from me and didn't say another word on the way home. The next day was Saturday and I did my best to stay out of Angie's way and when she left the house at two I knew where she was going and I didn't care. At three I went up to the bedroom and put my eye to the telescope and she was there all right, but her clothes were still on and all they seemed to be doing was talking. Probably telling him he was about to be named a party to a divorce. I left the telescope and went down to my little home office and tried to catch up on some of the things I had let slide while I was off playing detective. Ten minutes I heard Angie come back into the house. Poor baby, so shook up that she couldn't even fuck her boyfriend today.
It was nine o'clock when the doorbell rang and when I looked out the peephole I saw Steve standing there. Of all the fucking nerve I thought as I opened the door to give the asshole a piece of my mind and maybe take a piece of him for myself. But when I opened the door several men who had been bending low so they couldn't be seen rushed in and grabbed me. Angie came out of the kitchen, "Take him upstairs to the bedroom guys" and then she looked me right in the eye and said, "Steve knows the way."
I was kicking and struggling to break free, but with five guys working to subdue me I didn't have much of a chance. My clothes were stripped off me and I was thrown face down on the bed and held there as Angie went into the bathroom and came back out with the tube of KY jelly. I began to see what they had planned for me and I made a mighty effort to break free and I screamed out "I'll kill you. I'll kill everyone of you cocksuckers" and all that got me was a sock stuffed in my mouth.
I felt fingers with KY on them probing my ass. One finger, then two and then I felt it poking at my asshole. I tried, God how I tried to break free, but to no avail. I screamed as it pushed into me, but the sound was absorbed by the sock. It hurt, God did it hurt and I screamed and screamed as Angie said, "Be patient baby. It will begin to feel better and you might even like it after a while. I know I did. It hurt like hell the first time you did it to me baby, but I learned to love it. Maybe you will too."
I was held on my hands and knees while the guy fucking my ass pounded into me. After a few minutes I found that Angie was right, the pain did begin to lessen and soon the pain was replaced with a feeling I can't quite describe. Tears were flowing down my cheeks and Angie came over with a towel and wiped them off.
"There, there baby, it will be over soon enough. Relax baby, try to enjoy it."
The tears kept coming and all I could think about was the humiliation of being raped by a bunch of guys. I felt the hot wet flood as the guy fucking me came and he pulled out and was immediately replaced by another man. Either the second man was smaller than the first or my ass was becoming accustomed to having a cock in it. I heard Angie say, "Go wash your cock John. I don't want you putting it in his mouth with shit on it."
Oh Jesus God, what was she doing to me and why? The second man was pounding into my ass and I suddenly felt strange and Steve said, "Look! His cock is hard - he must like it."
The sock was pulled out of my mouth and two hands grabbed the back of my head and held it steady while a cock was shoved in to take the place of the sock. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Angie circling the bed and taking pictures of my humiliation. For the next two hours I was forced to suck cock after cock as the men took turns filling my ass with cum. I was mortified when I came without having my cock even touched. Steve was fucking my ass and the one named John was fucking my mouth and I blew a load right down onto the sheets.
Finally they were done with me and Angie told them to tie me to a chair and stuff a sock in my mouth before they left. When they were gone she came over to stand in front of me and she stripped off her clothes. The she knelt down in front of me and stared to suck my cock. She licked me and sucked on me until I came and after she swallowed it all she kept suck until I was hard again. When she had it as stiff as she wanted it she straddled me and eased herself down on my dick and then she moved up and down on me for a minute or two and then she stopped.
"I know you won't believe this baby, but I did this to you because I love you."
I closed my eyes so I wouldn't have to look at her.
"I know baby. It will be a long time before you talk to me again, but you will. I know you love me as much as I love you even if you aren't in a mood to admit it. I did this because I don't intend to lose you over something as stupid as my having a little sexual fun. I did this because I don't want you out of my life. You can't divorce me now. If you try I'll show these pictures I took tonight to everyone you know, have ever known, or will ever know. You know how easy it is to get pictures from a digital camera onto the Net. You can say you were forced all you want and some people will even believe it, but most won't baby and you know it. So, you don't go to a lawyer and no one will ever know. I don't care if you show mine to everybody in the world because all that will do is make them want to fuck me.
"I know you are mad at me for having an affair with Steve and for doing what I did over there. I'm sorry baby, but when I saw all those girls taking on all those guys for hours and hours I just had to see what it was like. And I'm glad I did because I loved it, but it doesn't mean that I don't love you. If anything I love you more now than ever because I know how good you are. You are much better than any of them baby. All I am to them is meat, but with that many guys fucking you being a piece of meat is fantastic. I had to try it once baby and I had to let Steve seduce me to get the chance, but he means nothing to me baby, nothing at all. I loved it baby and I would love to do it again, but I won't unless you tell me I can.
"I'm going to keep you baby, whether you want me to or not" and then she began riding my cock and slamming up and down on me. I couldn't help it, I tried to hold back but Angie wouldn't be denied. I blasted a load into her and she rode me for another minute or so and then she climbed off of me and went back to sucking my cock. And after it had grown again she said, "I saw you baby. No one else noticed, but I saw you cum while Steve was fucking you and when you were sucking John's cock. You won't admit it baby, but you liked it. I saw how quickly you got hard again after you spilled onto the sheets. You liked it, I know you did. But that will be our little secret unless you don't want it to be. If you let me go over to Steve's again maybe you could go with me. Would you like that? They say that the family that plays together stays together."
She got up and kissed my dick, told it not to go away and she left the room. She came back a minute later with a knife. She licked my cock a couple of more times and told it to stay up and then she cut me loose. She walked over to the bed and lay down. Spreading her legs she said, "Come on baby. Bring that hard cock over here and fuck the slut that loves you."
I stared at her for a full minute without moving and then I went over to the bed and did as she told me.
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I suppose it happens to all married couples at one time or another - you start taking each other for granted. You get so used to each other and your daily routine that you don't notice changes until they smack you in the face. I know that's what happened to Ashley and me. We are in our mid-forties and have been married for twenty-five years. We are 'comfortable' with each other, if you know what I mean. We have raised three kids and they are all out on their own which gives Ashley and me all the free time in the world to do all the things we said we would do when the kids were gone. But for some reason we still can't seem to find the time to do them. I'm putting in ten to twelve hours a day to run my business and Ashley decided a couple of years ago to go back to work, not because we need the money, but because she needed something to do. And then something happened that turned our world upside down and inside out.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Every year I take a five-day weekend in the spring and with three friends I head for Hilton Head for a long weekend of golf. You just can't beat the weather and the golf courses they have there. It's a twelve hour drive and we were six hours into it when the engine in Louie's Monte Carlo threw a rod through the block. By the time we found a tow truck, got the car towed to a dealership close by, and found an open rental car place we decided that the weekend was shot so we headed back home.
I picked up my car at Louie's and headed home and ten minutes later I was turning onto my street just in time to see a man helping Ashley up the steps to our front porch. I was just getting ready to turn into the drive when the man half turned Ashley so he could open the front door and I saw her tits hanging out of her dress. At the very last second I made the snap decision to go on past the house and park down the block and then walk back to see what was going on.
In retrospect it probably would have been better for me to have turned into the drive and stopped things cold, but I didn't. I walked back to the house and up the front steps far enough to look into the front window and I saw the man sit Ashley down on the couch; something didn't seem quite right, but I couldn't place it. The man took hold of Ashley's tits and began playing with them and Ashley just sat there and watched. It was almost like she was watching it happen to someone else and then I realized what was going on - Ashley was drunk and half or even two thirds out of it.
I couldn't believe how bold this guy was. He dropped his pants and took his erect cock and put it in Ashley's mouth and then held her head in both hands as he fucked her face. Ashley sat there unmoving, looking up at him as he worked his dick back and forth - she was most definitely unaware of what was going on. And me, talk about somebody who was unaware - I just stood there and watched. I didn't even think about rushing in and stopping him, I just stood there with my mouth hanging open. The man pulled his cock out of Ashley's mouth and bent down and took her by the legs and pulled her down on the couch. He pushed her skirt up, pulled her panties off, knelt between her legs and started pushing his cock into her pussy. Ashley lay there unmoving and looking up at the man with an expression that asked, "What are you doing?"
The man's hips were pumping now and I finally came out of the stupor I was in and it hit me! That man is fucking my wife! Okay, I know it sounds stupid for me to say that, but it was true. I had been watching this guy take liberties with my wife from the start, but whether it was shock or disbelief or whatever, I hadn't accepted it in my mind until that point.
I backed down the steps and went around to the back of the house and let myself in the back door. I made my way through the kitchen and then turned down the hall to the bedroom. I went to the nightstand and took out my 9mm, racked the slide back to chamber a round and started for the living room. As I came out of the hallway into the dining room I heard the 'beep beep' of a cell phone being dialed (why do we still say dial even though we are pushing buttons?) and I stopped to listen.
"Frank? Hi. This is Mike. Hey, are you still hot for Ashley Turner?"
"Well, I just got done fucking her."
"Yeah. You bet. Well anyway, you want some?"
" No man, I'm serious. She's drunk on her ass and her old man is gone until Monday. I'm going to stay here all night and fuck her a couple of more times. What?"
"No. Listen. Just get your butt over here."
What? I don't care. Bring him along. She's not going to care. Hey! Stop and get some hand lotion and a box of rubbers. No, not hand cream, it's got to be a white liquid."
"No no, I'll tell you when you get here. I've got a plan and if it works we can be fucking her from now on, drunk or sober."
"Yeah."
"Yeah. Just get over here. I'm going to move her to the bedroom and strip her. The doors unlocked, just come on in."
And then there was a beep as the call was terminated. Rubbers and hand lotion? A plan? Do you still want to fuck Ashley? Suddenly confrontation was no longer on my mind. I was curious, I wanted to see what was going to happen. I tucked the Beretta into the small of my back and headed back to the bedroom. I know it's a clich‚, but I got into the closet. First though, I grabbed a chair (it's a large walk-in closet). I arranged things so I was comfortable, cracked the door just enough so I could see out, and settled in to wait. While I waited I thought about the phone conversation I'd just heard. Was Frank still hot for Ashley? Why would Frank be hot for my wife; for that matter Mike obviously wanted to fuck her too, drunk or sober. That means he had the hots for her too. The hots for Ashley? Why would a couple of guys have the hots for an old married broad like Ashley?
I got the answer about three minutes later when Mike brought her into the bedroom, undressed her, and laid her down on the bed. Even though she was out of it and just lying there I suddenly saw her with Mike's eyes. The woman that I lived with, had taken for granted, and gotten used too, looked sexy as hell lying there on that bed. How in the hell had I let myself forget that my wife was a fox? Why had it taken a sordid affair like this to suddenly open my eyes to what had been there all along? Lying on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, legs spread slightly showing some small globs of cum on her pussy lips - I suddenly wanted to fuck her myself. Given that I love my wife and given the sudden realization of how desirable she was, the question now was why didn't I come out of the closet and stop things? The answer was, I don't know. I suspect that most of it was curiosity - Mike had a plan that was going to make it easy for him to fuck Ashley again, drunk or sober, and I had to know what it was. I HAD to know if she would fuck him sober. I know that sounds irrational, but what can I say, I'm human and human beings have never been notable for being rational.
I watched Mike mount Ashley and fuck her again; she moaned a little and her head rolled from side to side on the pillow, but she gave no outward indication that she knew she was being fucked. I saw Mike start to speed up and his hands went under Ashley's hips and he pulled her to him and I knew he had just pumped another load of cum in her. He was just pulling out when I heard the front door open and a voice call out, "Mike?"
"Back here" Mike hollered and about a minute later two young guys came into the room. Both of them were a good ten to fifteen years younger than Ashley and the knowledge that a guy that young had the hots for my wife made me even more ashamed of the way I had come to take her for granted. One of the guys handed Mike a paper sack and said, "Here's the stuff you wanted. What are you going to do with it?" While he was talking he was taking off his clothes and eyeing Ashley on the bed.
"I didn't think I'd ever be able to do this. I just wish she knew what was happening."
Mike chuckled and said, "She will next time."
The younger man said, "You think there will be a next time?"
Mike said, "I don't know, but if my plan works there will be," and then he explained to them what he was going to do. They would take all the condoms and fill them with enough hand lotion so they would look like they had cum in them and then they would tie them off and scatter them around the bed and put a couple on the night stand.
"And then we will take turns fucking her until we can't get it up anymore. When she wakes up in the morning she will find me in bed with her and as soon as I see her waking up I'll climb back on her again. When we get done I'll tell her how fantastic she was last night when she went out into the parking lot at the bar and gave us all blow jobs, and how great she was when she brought us home and fucked us. She will know from the way her cunt feels that she's been fucked a lot and she will see all the rubbers lying around and she will believe it. I'll tell her how she said she'd like to do it again on Friday night after work, and maybe even on Saturday since her husband will still be gone and we will see what happens. What you guys have to do at work tomorrow is go up to her and thank her and tell her how much you are looking forward to doing it again. And keep on her all day. Take her to lunch, send her flowers, buy her a box of candy, just keep her mind on what she said she would do after work. I'll be working on her all day too. I'll see if I can't take her out for dinner and some drinks and then we will go back to the bar and see what happens."
On hearing the plan I got really upset, but not for the reasons you might think. I was going to be stuck in this closet all night, but even worse, I had to be gone in the morning when Ashley got ready to go to work. It just wouldn't do for her to come to the closet and find me sitting there in a chair.
For the next couple of hours the three guys took turns fucking Ashley's inert body while I sat in the closet and watched. Toward the end she started showing some life and the last time that Frank fucked her I saw her legs come up and wrap around him. It was two-thirty in the morning when Frank and the other guy left. Mike climbed onto the bed next to Ashley pulled the covers over them and settled in for the night. That meant that I had three hours before Ashley's alarm would go off - three hours to get myself out of the closet and out of the house. I wasn't worried about Ashley, I figured she was still pretty much out of it, but how light a sleeper was Mike? About an hour later I heard him begin to snore. I waited a couple of minutes and then, crouching low, I eased out of the bedroom and the house. I was dying to know how the morning would turn out, but I couldn't risk it. It wasn't until I got to my car that I remembered that I'd left the chair in the closet. I debated going back, but then decided not to risk it.
I was parked down the street when Mike and Ashley came out of the house at seven-fifteen in the morning. I couldn't really tell from where I was, but I couldn't detect any signs of hostility. They got into Mike's car and headed downtown with me several cars behind. As they pulled into the parking lot behind the building and parked, I got the answer to the question of how Ashley reacted to finding Mike in her bed when she woke up - they leaned toward each other and kissed before getting out of the car.
That evening I parked where I could see Ashley when she got off work. She got into Mike's car with him and they drove to the Panda Bar and Grill where they pulled next Ashley's car and parked. They went inside and I moved to a back corner of the lot and settled in to wait. Half an hour later Frank and the guy who had been with him showed up and went into the bar. For two hours nothing happened and then Frank and Ashley came out and went to Frank's car, got in and began to neck. About five minute's later Ashley's head went down and when it didn't come right back up I knew that Frank was getting his dick sucked. I knew what I had set out to find out - that a sober Ashley, not drunk on her ass, would be unfaithful.
I left the parking lot and drove home. I parked two blocks away, walked back to the house and began to set things up for what I expected to happen later in the evening. Our rear porch is actually a wrap around deck that goes across the back of the house and half way down the south side. There is door from our bedroom out onto the porch, but I was gambling that no one would come out during the night's activities, and even if they did I could vault the rail and duck down out of sight. I fixed the blinds so I could see in, cracked the window just a little so I could hear; I arranged the deck chair so I could sit and watch and then I went inside to wait.
About eleven a car pulled into the drive and I peek out the blinds and saw Ashley get out of her car just as a second car pulled into the drive behind her. At almost the same time another car pulled up and parked at the curb. I moved to the back of the house and when the front door opened I heard Ashley say, "Anyone want coffee? I can put a pot on," and then Frank's voice, "Forget the coffee baby, you know what I want" and then the it seemed as if all four of them were talking at once and heading towards the bedroom. I moved outside and took up my spot on the deck chair. A minute or so later Ashley came into the bedroom followed by the three guys; she reached behind her to get the zipper of her dress, but Mike moved to her and pulled it down for her.
"Do slow sexy strip for us baby, like you did last night." Ashley looked puzzled,
"A sexy strip? I don't ever in my life remember doing a sexy strip. In fact, I've never ever done before what you say I did last night. If I hadn't seen all the condoms and if my pussy hadn't felt like it did this morning I would have called you all liars. I'm still not sure about this, but I just have to know if it was as good as the three of you say it was. I can't believe that I went from never cheating to doing three of you in one night."
She stopped undressing and looked at the three of them standing there watching, "The only reason you are here is that I don't remember last night, but after talking to the three of you I just have to find out what it was like. So be prepared, this could only be a one time thing."
As she finished undressing the guys began to strip and Ashley said, "God, I still don't believe it. Three guys and twelve rubbers. That means I had each of..." and she stopped and looked at them, "Who has the condoms?"
The three guys, caught unawares, looked at each other sheepishly and Ashley understood immediately what those looks meant. "Forget it" she said, "I'm past the point where I can get pregnant.
For the next three and half-hours I watched as the three men had Ashley suck their cocks, play with their balls, and fuck them. And she loved it; constantly asking who was next and asking them to fuck her harder, to fuck her faster. As soon as one came she had to have the next right away and then Mike asked her to turn over. Ashley, expecting to be fucked from the back, got on her hands and knees, but when Mike began poking at her ass hole she pulled away from him,
"No! Not there. I've never done it there" and Mike said, "Before last night you'd never done three guys before either. Just relax, you're going to like this."
And she did. She was in pain at first, but she ended up begging them to fuck her ass. She finally wore them out. They were spent! Positively, absolutely could not get it up again. Neither could I. I had watched and beat myself damn near raw. Watching them try to keep up with Ashley had been the most exciting thing I had ever seen. Frank and the other guy (I never did find out his name) dressed and left and Mike climbed in bed with Ashley. She tried to suck him hard again, but he just couldn't get it up. As she curled up next to him on the bed she said, "We are not going to make this a habit." Mike asked what she meant and she said, "I mean you waking up in my bed."
Mike was silent for a bit and then said, "When can we do this again?"
Ashley said, "Well, you and I will most definitely do it again in the morning, but all of you? I don't honestly know that we will ever do it again."
"Why not?" asked Mike, "You obviously loved it."
"I know I did and it surprised the hell out of me. But I'm a married woman and I love my husband." Ashley put her hand on his cock and stroked him a couple of times, "We will just have to wait and see." Shortly thereafter I heard snoring and I left.
I am not without a mean streak. Ashley always wakes up at six on Saturday and at six-ten I figured that Mike would be buried in her so I called on my cell phone. When Ashley answered the phone I could hear heavy breathing in the background so I knew my timing had been perfect.
"The weather turned to shit baby, so we called things off and I'll be home early. I would have called you last night when we made the decision to quit, but I didn't want to disturb you. I'm almost home, should be there in a couple of minutes or so. Love you baby, bye."
And then I sat there at the end of the block and watched Mike come flying, half dressed, out the front door. I wondered if any of the neighbors were up and looking that way. It would really pique their interest if they saw that and then me pulling into the drive. As soon as Mike's car was out of sight I started the car and drove up to the house. When I walked in the front door I was greeted by a naked Ashley, "You could not have come at a better time. I am hot and I want to be fucked," and she drug me into the bedroom. "How much do you love me?" she asked. A whole lot more than you know I thought as I said, "One whole hell of a lot baby, you know that. Why?"
"I want you to do something that you have never done."
"What?" I asked.
"I want you to fuck me in my ass, and then we have to talk."
Ashley told me the whole story while I sat there and tried to look hurt (God, if she only knew how much it turned me on to watch in action) and disappointed, it was hard, but I did my best. When she was done I said, "Is that it? Hell, if you have any more bad news hit me with it now and get it over with."
She was silent for a couple of moments and then she said, "Well, there is one more thing."
"What?" I asked.
"I want to do it again."
That was six months ago and Ashley stops after work at the Panda two or three times a week now, just long enough to pass out a blow job or two or get laid in the back seat of a car. Once a week she goes to a motel room with the boys (there are five of them now) and then she comes home and tells me all about what she did and I get so turned on that I fuck her till my dick hurts. Five times now I have gone out of town on business, all the way to the closet or deck chair, where I sat and watched as my sexy wife drained the life out of her lovers. Mike doesn't get to spend the night and wake up with Ashley at those times, but I have made several legitimate out of town business trips and on those occasions Mike has spent the night.
At work and at the Panda Ashley is known as Mike's married girlfriend; a girlfriend who is ready to fuck anyone he asks her to. Almost all of her female co-workers think she is a slut, and all of her co-workers think I am brain dead idiot who doesn't have a clue as to what his whorish wife is up to. I got a big charge out of going to her company Christmas party and walking around with a drink in my hand, looking like a guy without a care in the world, as Ashley snuck out into the parking lot and gave a couple of blow jobs and got fucked in the back seat of Frank's car and everybody just waited to see if I would catch her at it. I don't take her for granted anymore, but I do take her sexually every chance I get. I never get tired of her coming home and telling me about the sucking and fucking she had just done, and I damn sure will never get tired of watching.
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It started with my wife coming home from the doctor's and telling me that she had to have a hysterectomy. No biggie, happens to women all the time, right? Emotionally, it was of no concern for either of us because she was long past the age for having children and beside, I'd already had a vasectomy. My major concern was what the operation was going to do to our sex life. Ashton and I, even in our mid-forties, had a very active sex life and she told me that the doctor had assured her that the operation wouldn't change a thing.
He lied!
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Ashton had the operation and then lost all interest in sex. She never said no to me, but it was plain to me that she was just lying there to accommodate me and waiting for me to finish. After a month or two it became apparent to me that all I was doing was using her as a form of masturbation and I loved her too much to treat her that way. She stopped caring what she looked like, put on a few too many pounds and we got on with life. The love was still there, expressed in the form of hugging, kissing, snuggling and cuddling - but no sex.
I still had a need for sexual release, but looking for sex outside the house was out of the question. Ashton was one of those who believed that love and sex were the same thing - inseparable - and that to have sex with somebody else was the same thing as telling your partner that you did not love them any more. Once, I had broken my leg and Ashton and I couldn't have sex for a while and I suggested that she take a lover until I could take care of her and she went off on me like you wouldn't believe. The fastest way for me to get to divorce court would be to get caught having sex with some one else - and I would get caught! Other men might be able to get away with something like that, but not me.
So I turned into a porn junkie. I bought sex magazines, 8mm porno films and X-rated videos when they became popular and I used all of it to masturbate to. Videos and magazines got old after a while and I began looking for other ways to get turned on. For a while I wrote bogus letters to magazines like Gallery, Penthouse Letters and Turn-Ons. I had "Letter of the Month" a couple of times and even won a few small cash awards. But the thing that turned me on the most was engaging in erotic correspondence with others.
The ad was in a swingers magazine that I can't even remember the name of now and it said, "Happily married housewife wishes to exchange erotic correspondence. You tell me your fantasy and I'll tell you mine."
I answered the ad and had so much fun that I placed a similar ad in five other magazines and by the end of the year I was corresponding with twenty-eight people. My favorite was a lady from Boise, Idaho who wrote a chapter for a sex novel and sent it to me. She asked me to take her chapter and build on it and send it back to her. It got to eighteen chapters before she sold it to Greenleaf press. She sent me half the money and we did two more just like it before I stopped hearing from her. This was my sex life for almost four years, right up to the day my upstairs toilet backed up.
Ashton called me at work and told me the toilet in the master bedroom had overflowed. I told her to shut off the tank valve and that I'd run a snake down the drain when I got home. Ashton wasn't home when I got there because it was one of her card nights. She plays bridge on Tuesdays with a group of friends and Pinochle on Thursdays with some girls she went to college with. She had mopped up the mess so I went out to the garage and got my drain auger and started working on the toilet. I felt the auger bite into something and in a moment or so the water level in the toilet started to go down to it's normal level. I wound the auger back onto its reel and as the screw head came into the bowl I got a bit of a shock. Instead of the wad of toilet paper and hair that I expected I found that the auger had brought back a wad of toilet paper, hair and condoms. I hadn't used condoms in over fifteen years so how did they get in my drain?
There was only one answer of course, but I had a hard time accepting it. Some time during the day while I was at work or on Wednesdays and Fridays, which were my bowling nights, Ashton was fucking somebody else. To say I was upset would be an understatement. For years I had been going without and Ashton was getting laid by some other asshole. I cleaned up the mess and put the evidence in a plastic bag and hid it in the garage. When Ashton came home that night I didn't say a thing about what I had found or about what I intended to find.
The next day, a Wednesday, I left the house at my regular time and then used my cell phone to call work and arrange for the rest of the week off. I drove to an Avis, rented a car and then drove back to my neighborhood and parked just down the block from my place. It was a long day; I sat there from nine in the morning until two-fifteen in the afternoon before seeing a black pick up truck pull into the driveway. A man got out and walked up to the house and rang the doorbell. Ashton opened the door and the man leaned forward and kissed her before following her into the house. I normally got home from work around five-thirty so I was not surprised to see the man leave about ten to five. I drove the Avis car back to where I had parked my car and swapped them and then drove home.
Ashton was fixing dinner when I walked into the kitchen and I went upstairs to change and get ready to go bowling and I pulled the bed covers and saw the fluid stains on the sheets. Since she hadn't changed them it meant, to me at least, that she intended to use the bed again and then put clean ones on the bed before I got home from the bowling alley. Earlier in the day I had called the captains of the teams I bowled on and told them that some personal problems had come and I wouldn't be able to bowl and to arrange for substitutes. After dinner I left the house at my usual time and parked down the street. Half an hour later the same black truck pulled into the drive and the same man got out of it and went into the house. When he had been inside for about twenty minutes I went over to his truck. It was unlocked and I found his registration in the glove box and I wrote down his name and address. He came out forty-five minutes before I was due to be home and I followed Frank to some apartments on the other side of town and made a note of the number of the unit he went into. When I got home and climbed into bed I was not surprised to find clean sheets on the bed. When Ashton snuggled up next to me it was all I could do not to pull away from her.
Thursday I swapped cars and settled in to watch, but nothing happened that day. I called Ashton and told her I had to work late so not to hold dinner for me. When she came out of the house to go and play cards I got ready to follow her to Frank's apartment, but she surprised me and turned left where I expected her to turn right. She drove to a lounge about five minutes from the house, parked in their lot and went inside. I parked across the street and waited. Forty minutes later Ashton and a man came out (it wasn't Frank) and got into Ashton's car. I followed them to a Best Western and then I headed on home.
Friday was a repeat of Wednesday with Frank showing up just after two and leaving just before five. I left the house at the regular time to go bowling and parked where I could see Frank when he came back. But Frank didn't come back; some other guy showed up about twenty-five minutes later and it wasn't the guy from the lounge on Thursday. What the hell had happened to Ashton? Three different guys in the space of three days? And I hadn't even been watching on Monday or Tuesday.
After seeing the man enter my house I pulled away and drove to Wal-Mart, found what I was looking for, and then drove back to the house and parked. Ashton's visitor left and I waited until he hit the corner before I pulled into the drive. I took the bag from Wal-Mart, went into the house and headed straight up the stairs to the bedroom where I watched a naked Ashton as she changed the sheets. She hadn't noticed me so I took the bag I was carrying and tossed it into the middle of the bed. She was startled and when she turned and saw me her face went pale. I pointed at the bag; "You will probably be needing those. As often as you are changing the sheets and washing them I figured you would need some new ones" and then I turned and went downstairs.
I got a beer from the fridge and went on down to my basement workshop and began working on an entertainment cabinet that I was building. I heard the shower start running and it was almost an hour before I heard Ashton come down the basement steps. I had my back to her and I didn't turn around, I just waited for her to say or do something. Fifteen minutes went by and then I heard her say, "Why are you so mad?"
I turned to face her, "Why am I mad? I find out that my wife is getting fucked by at least three different guys and you are asking me why I'm so mad? What you should be asking is why haven't I gone berserk and taken a baseball bat to some people."
"Why do you care? You don't want me, so what's it too you that somebody else does?"
"Somebody else? I've counted three somebody else's and that's just since the day before yesterday! God only knows how many times you've put your arms around me and kissed me just after fucking somebody else."
"You still haven't answered my question - why do you care?"
"I don't believe this. I've spent the last four years masturbating for sexual release because you told me you had no more interest in sex. Four years of beating my meat because you once told me that getting sex outside the home was the same thing as telling the other party that you didn't love them anymore. That sex and love were inseparable. Four years of getting off by hand while you are out running around and being a fucking slut behind my back! And you have the gall to sit there on those steps and ask me why I'm mad and why do I care."
She winced when I called her a fucking slut, but what else could you call a wife doing wholesale fucking behind your back.
She looked down unwilling to meet my eyes, "I can't help it that I have a high sex drive. I have to use other men because you won't have anything to do with me."
I looked at her like she had lost her mind and asked her to explain herself and it turned out that Ashton and I had, for all our closeness, some major communication problems. After her operation and the loss of her sex drive she had gone back to the doctor and he had run some tests. Then he had put her on a hormonal supplement. Within three months she was wanting sex again, but every time she tried to initiate sex with me I had put her off. I thought she was just doing it because she felt she had a duty to me and I put her off because I loved her too much to just use her for relief. She thought I put her off because she had put on weight and I didn't find her appealing anymore. After several attempts to get me interested without result she quit trying. Six months later at a party a man made a pass at her and she was so sex starved that she had begun an affair with him. After three months she had broken it off because he wanted her to leave me and marry him and she couldn't do it because she loved me. But she still wanted and needed sex so she had a string of affairs which she broke off as soon as they started to get too serious.
"The more sex I got," she said, "the more I seemed to want. I've had as many as seven different men in a week."
She stared down at the floor and in a soft voice said, "And a couple of times I've had that many on one night."
I stared at her, stunned, as she told me about how she had done gangbangs. The woman who had once told me that sex and love were inseparable, that sex outside the house was grounds for a divorce, had been fucked by seven men at the same time. For four years, while she had been out getting her ass fucked off I had been sitting in my den jacking off to porn. It was enough to make you cry.
I can't explain the change that came over me. At one time when I couldn't help Ashton out sexually I had encouraged her to take a lover and she had refused in such a way that it made it impossible for me to take one when she couldn't help me. But then she had gone behind my back and taken not one, but a host of lovers. One would think that my finding out about what she had been doing would free the both of us to begin having a sex life again, but it hasn't worked out that way.
I still love Ashton, but because of what she did I feel betrayed and I can not bring myself to touch her. She tolerated that attitude for about three months and then told me that if I wasn't going to take care of her she was going to find someone who would and three weeks later she did. I moved out and we haven't talked in over two months. Divorce is not far off. So the next time a doctor tells you that such and such won't make any changes in your life I would suggest that you get a second and maybe even a third opinion. And if your wife ever tells you, "No way! I would never do anything like that" I wouldn't believe her either.
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What happened was my own fault so I guess I can't cry too loud, but Adrianne gets a little bit of the blame - she didn't have to do what she did. It all happened because I'm a basically insecure guy where my wife is concerned. Adrianne is drop dead gorgeous and had every guy in town hot after her ass from the age of fourteen on. I on the other hand was the type of nerd who never even could get a date until I hit the eleventh grade. How I ended up with Adrianne I'll never know, but I was constantly afraid that other guys would try and take her away from me and that someday she might just realize she had made a mistake and let one of them do it. Add to that a generally suspicious nature and an active imagination and you had the recipe for disaster.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Adrianne and I had been married just a little over three years and up until a month ago I didn't have any reason to believe that she was untrue to me, but all of a sudden things just started to seem different, you know? I couldn't tell exactly what it was, but it seemed as if Adrianne's body was sending out signals that said, "I'm fucking around." Nothing obvious, nothing that I could see, hear, taste, or touch, just a feeling. So I set out to find out one way or another.
She went out one night a week with her girlfriends and I was out two night's week bowling. We had a lot of friends that came over to our house a lot, especially on the nights I was out, so those were the times I would have to concentrate on to find out what she was doing. For four weeks I followed her every night she went out with the girls, but all they ever did was meet at some ones place and drink beer and shoot the shit. Once they went to an Avon party, but on none of those nights did I ever see any guys around.
At the same time I was checking on Adrianne's nights out I was also keeping a close eye on the people that hung out around our house. Most of them were Adrianne's friend and some of them I didn't very much like. I figured if she was doing anything it was probably with one of them. I told the guys on the teams I bowled on that I had some personal problems that needed looking after and told them I would have to sit out for maybe a month. Next I hit the liquor store and stocked up on what we usually had in the house and stashed it under a tarp in the garage and waited.
The first opportunity came the very first week that I followed her on her girl's night out. It was the next night, which was usually my bowling night, and I had driven a couple of blocks away and then come back to the house. I had already fixed the blinds on every window in the house so I could see in from outside and I got into position and watched. The usual crowd of about eight or ten were there and nothing at all had happened by ten o'clock at which time people started leaving.
Pretty soon the crowd had dwindled to four people and Adrianne - Doug, his wife Mary, Gregg and Tom. I saw Mary slip into the bedroom with Gregg and I saw Doug watch them go. I'd heard that Doug and Mary had an "open marriage" but I had never known for sure. I moved to the bedroom window and looked in to see Mary sucking Gregg's cock, but it wasn't Mary that I was interested in.
I moved back to the living room window and watched Tom, Doug and Adrianne. I figured with Mary in the bedroom Doug would probably try to get Adrianne in there also and I was right. He got up and went over and sat down next to her on the couch and started talking. I had fixed the blinds so I could see but it was late in the fall and we were having our first cold snap so I wasn't able to open the windows enough to let me hear. They talked for a minute or two and then Adrianne got a surprised look on her face and she got up and followed Doug to the bedroom. I moved back to the bedroom window and saw that Gregg had Mary bent over the edge of the bed and was fucking her from behind. Doug, Tom and Adrianne came into the room and Doug said something to Adrianne and she shook her head "no." Tom said something to Doug and Doug said something back and Tom unzipped and took out his cock and walked over to Mary who opened her mouth and took him in.
Adrianne was watching the action on the bed with disbelief on her face. Doug said something and she didn't respond so he said something else and put his arm around her shoulders. She was staring at the action on the bed and didn't seem to notice and a minute later he let his hand fall to rest on one of her breasts. She didn't seem to notice that either, but when he squeezed her tit she finally noticed and pushed his hand away. He left his arm on her shoulders and a minute or two later his hand moved to her tits again. She looked at it with a look of exasperation and said something to him, but he didn't move his hand and she didn't push it away. Adrianne was staring at the trio on the bed and I saw one hand move slowly to her crotch and start rubbing it. She didn't seem to notice when Doug took out his cock and stroked it a couple of times. Her took her free hand and put it on his cock and for a moment or two she stroked him and all of a sudden she realized what she was doing and she dropped his cock like it was a hot rock and she turned and slapped him hard across the face and left the room.
Apparently Gregg got his rocks off since he had pulled out of Mary and Tom pulled his cock out of her mouth and went to take Gregg's place between her legs. Doug just stood there and watched until Tom shot his load and then Tom, Doug, and Mary all went out into the living room where Adrianne was sitting with a very angry look on her face. I went and got my car and 'came home from bowling.' When everyone had gone I waited for Adrianne to tell me about her evening and what had happened, but she never said a word.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later I got another chance. A bunch of people had come over to play cards. We had one table where they were playing double-pinochle and another where they were playing euchre. Two of the guys who were there were ex-boyfriends of Adrianne's, but she had stayed on good terms with them. Since it was a week night and the next day was a work day for most of the group the card party started to break up around nine. I watched Damon get in his truck and leave and then I went in and told Adrianne that Damon was too drunk to drive and that I was going to run him home. Damon and I both drive late model black Dodge trucks so I just pulled mine out of the drive and parked it out on the street. I moved to the side of the house and watched as the gang slowly left.
Soon only Adrianne and her two ex-boyfriends were left. They started playing three-handed euchre. The night was fairly warm and I had cracked some of the windows earlier so I was able to hear most of went on. There were playing for a quarter a hand and Adrianne was losing. After a half-hour she said that she was out of money and was going to have to quit. One of the guys said, "You don't need money. We lose, you get a quarter, you lose, you give up a kiss."
Adrianne made a face, "You guys know I can't do that, I'm a married woman now."
One of them, Todd I think his name was, said, "Oh come on Adrianne, you were a married woman at the Christmas party last year and that didn't stop you from kissing every body in the place when you caught them under the mistletoe, some more than once. We aren't asking you to play strip euchre or anything like that, just a harmless kiss."
Adrianne said, "That's all? No funny business?"
I saw Todd exchange a look with the other guy, but from where I was I couldn't what kind of look they exchanged, but the other guy said, "No Adrianne, no funny business."
Todd won the next hand and he got up, went over and kisses my wife on the mouth. The other guy, I found out later that his name was Brian, won the next two hands and he got up to collect his winnings and I noticed that he seemed to linger just a bit on the second kiss. Adrianne won the next two hands and collected her quarters, but then the guys went on a winning streak and won the next eleven hands in a row and as they collected their winnings the kisses got longer and longer.
The whole time they were playing they continued drinking and I could see that Adrianne was getting just a little bit tipsy. She won two hands and then the guys won the next five. The next series of kisses got a little passionate and I saw Todd and Brian stroking Adrianne's tits as they kissed her. Adrianne won two in a row and then got up to get another round of beers. When she got back Brian said, "Remember when we used to have chug-a-lug contests?"
And Todd said, "Yeah, but as I remember Adrianne never could do it."
"Could to" Adrianne said, "Watch!" and she tipped the bottle up and drained it. "Got to get another one" and she got up and went back into the kitchen. I saw Todd and Brian smile at each other and then they high fived.
Adrianne came back and lost the next hand and this time when Todd kissed her it was very long and passionate. When it was over Adrianne giggled and took another pull on her beer. Brian said he needed another beer and Adrianne got up to get him one and when she came back he was standing next to the table and when she set the beer down he took her in his arms and gave her the most passionate kiss of the evening. When they broke Brian said, "Damn, but you always were a great kisser" and Adrianne giggled and said and said, "As I remember, you weren't so bad yourself."
Brian took her by the hand and led her to the couch and they sat down and started necking. A couple of minutes later Todd joined them and soon they were taking turns kissing Adrianne and the kisses kept getting longer and more passionate. Then Brian kissed her and held her in a long and passionate kiss while Todd ran his hand up under her skirt and I saw her legs open to him as Brian took one of her tits in his hand and placed her hand on his cock with the other. I saw her grip it and then stroke it two or three times before suddenly becoming aware of what was happening. She pushed herself back and fought to get free.
"Kisses God damn it! Kisses and no fucking funny business" and she broke free of them and stood up.
"God damn it, I thought I could trust you guys. You had better leave now."
I gave them a five-minute start and then I went on in the house. "What did you guys do when I was gone?" "Nothing. Just played cards."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next couple of weeks were pretty much the same. I saw her get kissed several times, get felt up half a dozen more and I watched her watch Mary fuck Doug, Tom and Gregg while she rubbed her pussy through her jeans, but she never did fuck anybody else although she had plenty of chances. If she was getting some cock on the side it had to be during the day when I wasn't around. But I couldn't see how she could do it - her schedule was just too tight. She worked from seven-thirty to three-thirty, hit the gym on her way home for her daily one-hour work out and was home fixing me dinner when I got home at five-fifteen. She just didn't have time during the day unless she wasn't going to the gym, but I knew that she was. The gym was right across the street from where I worked and I saw her go in every day. That meant that she had to be getting laid at work or laid at the gym - or she wasn't getting laid at all. But I knew that she was! I just knew it. I could feel it coming off of her when she was in the room with me. I would just have to keep looking.
A week ago yesterday, a Tuesday, we had the usual half dozen or so over for cards. About nine Adrianne said we were out of tequila and almost out of vodka and she asked me to go and get some. I grabbed my coat and went outside and took my place at the window. By nine-thirty everyone was gone except for my best friend Rick. Rick and Adrianne were sitting on the couch talking about bodybuilding, which was Rick's passion. He is just as passionate about the absurdity (his words, not mine) of female body-builders. Women body-builders have muscles where women don't need them and however much they work at it, their strength is never improved enough to make it worthwhile. Adrianne, who works out strictly to keep her trim body in shape, did not agree with him.
"Of course a woman can improve her strength enough to make it worthwhile. Just last week one of the girls was able to fight off a rapist."
"Bullshit" said Rick, "Maybe she fought off some weak ass wimp, but she couldn't have fought off most men."
And the next thing I knew the two of them were at the dining room table arm wrestling. Rick put Adrianne down twelve straight times and then said, "See? You can't fight me off" and Adrianne said, "Sure I can." Rick said, "Okay. I'll get behind this wall and you walk by like you are walking down the street and past an alley. I'll grab you from behind and you fight me off."
Adrianne did what he told her and when she walked past him he stepped up behind her and grabbed a tit in each hand. She was surprised and she struggled to get free, but Rick's grip on her melons was firm and the more she struggled the more I could see her face flush. Rick was holding her tight against him and his cock was rubbing her ass and it was hard - I could see that from the window. He was taunting her, "Go ahead, fight me off. Use all the muscle you've developed in the gym to fight me off. If I was a real rapist I'd be fucking you right now and there wouldn't be a god damned thing you could do about it."
The more Adrianne struggled against Rick's bulge the larger it seemed to get. He laughed, "You're mine baby, mine to do with as I please and you can't stop me."
Adrianne hissed "Oh yes I can!"
Rick laughed again, "Okay, show me" and he carried her into the bedroom and tossed her on the bed. He sat on her, pinned her arms with one hand and ripped her blouse off her. Her bra snapped in the front and he hooked it with a finger under the snaps, "Come on Adrianne, admit you can't fight a man off."
She spit out "No damn you, it's not over yet."
Rick gave the bra a tug and the snaps gave way and her tits spilled out. She was kicking and fighting, but her hundred and ten pounds was no match for his two hundred and twenty. Rick rolled her over and sat on her back facing her feet and even though she was fighting to get loose he had no trouble getting her skirt and panties off of her. He half turned and grabbed her bra and pulled it the rest of the way off. Adrianne was completely naked now and Rick said, "Admit Adrianne. If I were a rapist you would be toast by now. All that's left is penetration."
Adrianne, who was still struggling and kicking, refused to admit defeat. I could see the anger rising on Rick's face - he was pissed because this 'stupid bitch just won't admit she is wrong' and suddenly a change came over his face and I could read it clear as day, "Stupid cunt! I'll show her!"
He unzipped himself and worked out his all ready stiff cock, turned around and pushed himself down between her legs. He grabbed her by the hips and picked her up until she was on her knees. In the position she was in she couldn't kick her legs and she had to use her arms to keep from falling on her face. Before Adrianne realized what was happening Rick shoved forward and his cock split the lips of her pussy. With both hands firmly on her hips he rammed his cock into her four or five times before he suddenly realized what he had just done. He stopped and the look on his face said as clearly as anything "Oh my God. What have I done."
The two of them were frozen - neither one moved for almost a minute and then Rick said, "Oh God Adrianne, I'm sorry, I didn't mean it. I don't know what came over me" but Adrianne wasn't listening to him. She had begun to rock back and forth on his cock and it slowly dawned on Rick that he wasn't fucking her, she was fucking him. His face showed confusion and I knew what was going on in his mind; he was thinking Jay is my friend, this is Jay's wife, this is wrong, but she feels so good. He was torn between his friendship for me and his cock's hunger for Adrianne's hot hole. I could see that friendship was winning the argument and I saw him take his hands off Adrianne's waist and put them on her ass to push her away, but then Adrianne moaned, "Don't stop now. Please don't stop now, hurry baby, hurry, make me cum baby, hurry, we don't have much time, fuck me baby, fuck me and make me cum, fuck me baby, fuck me."
All thoughts of friendship disappeared and the head of his dick took over his thinking. Rick started pounding into Adrianne's pussy as hard as he could. Adrianne was moaning, "Oh god oh god oh god" and then an "Oh yesssssss" as she had an orgasm.
A minute later Rick said, "I don't have a rubber and I'm gonna cum. You got protection?" and Adrianne cried, "I want you in me, cum in me baby, fuck me and cum in me." Another minute or so and Rick pulled his cock out of Adrianne and I saw drops of cum falling off the cock head. Rick looked crestfallen, "Oh god Adrianne I'm so sorry" but she put a finger to his lips to shush him.
"Don't be sorry baby, I'm not. I'm only sorry we didn't have more time so we could do it again, but Jay will be home soon." She leaned down and licked their combined juices off of his cock and then she grabbed up her clothes and started putting them on. "Maybe we can do it again tomorrow night. I'll make sure we run out of beer and have to send Jay to get some. Would you like that baby? Would you like to fuck me again?" She had her hand on his cock when she asked the question and she got her answer when it began to grow.
I knew it was mostly my fault because I kept leaving her in situations where she was bound to get hit on and I should have known, given the people we hang out with, that one of them would get to her sooner or later. Rick did come over the next night and Adrianne did send me out for more beer. As soon as I was out of the house Adrianne led Rick into the bedroom as I watched from the window. I wasn't the only one who saw it. I saw Doug nudge Gregg as the two of them watched Rick and Adrianne disappear into the bedroom and I saw the smile that passed between Doug and Gregg and I knew what it meant. As I moved to the bedroom window to watch Rick and Adrianne I wondered how long it would be before Doug and Gregg got between Adrianne's legs. I was betting that it wouldn't take long at all.
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In my thirties and early forties I was reasonably good looking, kept myself in pretty good shape and had the confidence that enabled me to do well with the ladies. Rarely a week went by when I didn't have a bed partner, or sometimes two, and it was never difficult to find one to have a short long-term relationship with. I think the longest ran just over five months, but then she was a rare lady.
My relationships had never been long for the same reason I never married - I could not stand living with anyone else. The relationship would start out great and then the personal habits and idiosyncrasies would come out, irritate the hell out of me and things would be said and soon my current paramour would go stomping out the door in a huff. I never cared because there were always more where they came from. And then one day there weren't!
In my mid-forties arthritis began showing up in various parts of my body and soon I wasn't able to jog or work out at the gym anymore. I was still living the good life so the weight started building up. Then I started losing my hair. An accident with a plate glass window left me with a jagged scar running down my left cheek and suddenly there I was - old, fat, bald and ugly. But God does have a sense of humor and after seeing to it that I could no longer attract women he increased my sex drive - not a usual occurrence in men over fifty - instead of having it decrease as is usually the case. Suddenly I wanted more sex than I'd had in my thirties and forties. I wanted, needed, and couldn't get.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For a year or so hookers and masturbation saw to the physical aspect, but prostitutes and hand jobs couldn't take care of the emotional part. Fortunately I was able to sink my excess energy into my business and in the end my business was my salvation. Barb had been with me for thirty years and she was calling it quits. At sixty-two she had decided that all she really wanted to do was spend the rest of her life spoiling her grandchildren. She agreed to stay long enough to break in her replacement and I set out to find one. I put an add in the paper and the morning the add hit the street a young woman walked in the front door and I became a dirty old man.
Charlene was twenty-five, a newly wed, new in town and looking for a job. She was a combination of the girl next door and the woman in red; it just depended on how you were looking at her at the time. I knew that I was going to hire her as soon as I saw her regardless of her qualifications for the job because she had the only qualification that I was interested in - she gave good hard on! I gave her the job and turned her over to Barb to train. In two days Barb came to me and told me that Charlene was fully qualified and didn't need any more training and then she took off for Florida and her grand babies.
As soon as she was out the door I began to plan the bedding of the young newly wed. There was no way I was going to be able to seduce her, not looking like I did, so the only course left open to me would be to take her. But I needed to take her in a way that would that would keep me out of jail and in a way that would see to it that I could have her whenever I wanted her.
It didn't take a lot of thought to come up with a plan. Drug her, fuck her and take pictures that made it look like she was doing it willingly and then threaten to show them around if she didn't cooperate in the future. Simple plan, right? Not really. Just try and find a drug that will do the trick! Oh they are out there all right, but just try coming up with them. I spent a month trying to find something and came up with nothing. I even went over to the college campus and talked to a couple of guys. They thought I was an undercover NARC and couldn't get away from me fast enough and then one afternoon, as I was sipping a beer in a bar just down the street from my shop, I got lucky and it fell right into my lap.
Two men came into the bar for a cold one or two and they took the two stools to my right. I overheard snatches of their conversation and it sounded like they were salesman for a drug manufacturer. When one of them got up to go to the bathroom I turned to the other and said, "You sound like you are in the drug business and I wonder if you could satisfy my curiosity about something. Are there really date rape drugs and things like Spanish Fly or are they just urban myths?"
"Well, Spanish Fly is a myth although there is something on the street now that does pretty much what Spanish fly was supposed to do. Its called Ecstasy. And there really are date rape drugs. That wasn't really the purpose behind their development, but as with most everything there is a good use and a bad use. Why do you want to know?"
"Just curious. There are a couple of secretary's where I work that I would really like to plank and I was talking with a guy I work with about it. He laughed and told me that the only way I would ever get to them would be to drug them. I'd forgotten the conversation until I heard you talking to your friend."
"Would you do it if you could?"
"I don't really know. I mean fantasizing is one thing, but actually doing it? I don't know. But it doesn't matter because I wouldn't have a clue as to what I'd need or how to get it."
His buddy came back, they had one more beer and then they left. A couple of minutes later the guy I had been talking to came back in and handed me a small envelope. "There's enough in here to do both of them a half a dozen times. Grind up one pill and mix it in alcohol. It takes about twenty minutes to go to work, but then it will disorient them for up to forty-five minutes. They will be semi-aware of what is going on, but not able to do anything about it. Good luck" and he turned and left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I called Charlene into the office. "Would you have any objection to having a working lunch with me once a week? We could talk over lunch and not be constantly interrupted by ringing telephones."
"I think that's a great idea, it would be all right with me."
"Good. We will do the first one tomorrow."
Things went smoothly. We sat, ate and actually did get some business done and then Charlene stood up and went to the ladies room. That gave me the opportunity I had been hoping for and I took out the small glass vial that held the previously ground up pill and I dumped it in her wine and mixed it well. Fifteen minutes later Charlene dropped her fork and in reaching for it she knocked over her water glass.
"Are you okay?"
She looked at me and mumbled, "Strange - I feel strange. I feel woozy."
I motioned to the waiter for the check and then I got Charlene out of her chair, "Here, let me help. We'll get you to a place where you can lie down."
I helped her into the elevator and took up to the room that I had rented that morning and once inside I put her down on the bed. I went over and started the two pre-positioned video cameras and then I went back to the bed and started undressing Charlene. She was in a fog, but not quite out of it and she mumbled, "What are you doing?"
"I called a doctor and he told me to get you out of your tight fitting clothes and make you comfortable until he can get here. Lift your hips so I can pull off your skirt. Good girl, now your blouse. Lift your shoulder for me. That's it. Next your bra."
"You'll see my titties if you do that. Should you be looking at my titties? I don't think you're supposed to do that. I think only my husband can do that. My husband likes my titties."
"I'm sure he does and I'm sure that I'll like them too."
"No. Only my husband can like my titties."
"Hush now. We need to get your panties off before the doctor gets here. Lift your hips for me."
I stepped back and looked down at the sexy young wife and my cock was harder than it had been for years. I quickly stripped and Charlene giggled, "Are you getting ready for the doctor too?" I climbed on the bed next to her and worked a finger into her tight little pussy and she gave a little moan and said, "What are you doing?"
"Taking your temperature. The doctor wants to know how hot you are. This is a digital thermometer," I said as I slid two fingers in her. I worked them around for a little bit and she moaned. Then I swung over her and pushed the head of my cock against her pussy.
Charlene looked up at me with a bewildered expression, "Are you supposed to be doing that? I thought only my hus..." and the rest of what she was going to say was lost in a moan as my cock split the lips of her pussy and started on it's way in. Her head tossed and turned from side to side as I had my way with her. Her body was responding and when I came for the first time she had her legs wrapped around me.
The key was to keep her going until the pill wore off so that the video would show her responding to whatever I did. What would happen when she became fully aware wouldn't matter because I would edit out that part. After I came I pulled out and changed positions so that I could shove my cock in her mouth. As I pushed past her lips I said, "Clamp your lips tight on the thermometer baby and let me take your temperature."
She didn't fight it so on tape it was going to look like she was willingly giving me a blow job. I played with her tits while I fucked her face and then I changed positions again and went down on her. Again, she didn't push me away so it looked like she was a willing partner and she was in a way. I felt her tongue lick my cock once or twice. It was probably unintentional, but it sent an electric shook through my cock and it suddenly was hard again.
I fucked her for the second time and as I pounded into her legs came up and locked behind mine, her nails dug into my ass, and she kept saying "Oh oh oh oh oh" as I drove into her. I came for the second time and immediately swung into the sixty-nine position and began eating her pussy again. This time I felt her tongue on my dick and I shifted position just a little so my cock was right over her mouth and then I pushed down. Her mouth opened and she took me in and while she didn't suck me I could feel her tongue moving around as reflex more than anything else, but it did get me hard again.
I was fucking Charlene for the third time and I was looking down into her face when I saw the beginnings of awareness returning. I quickly got up and tore down the video cameras and put them away and then I got back on the bed and went back to fucking her. I was banging away when a slightly disoriented, but angry voice said, "What...are...you...doing?"
I ignored her and kept pounding in to her.
"What...are...you...doing...to...me? How...did...you...get...there?"
Again I ignored her and kept on fucking her pussy as hard as I could.
"What is going on? You bastard, you rotten bas...oh god, oh god oh god oh sweet Jesusssss" and she had an orgasm. Her nails were dug into my ass and her feet were beating a tattoo on the back of my legs and still I kept pounding away. I had already cum twice so the third time was going to take a little bit of time and I was determined that I was going to finish.
Charlene was beating on my chest with her hands, "Get off me, god damnit, get off me." She tried to twist and turn and get out from under me, but I was too heavy. She kept beating on my chest with her hands and cursing me. "Stop it god damn you, stop it. Get your fat ass off me" but all I did was bang harder. And then just as I was about to cum the little hands stopped beating on me and grabbed my ass. Her legs hooked behind me and she began screaming, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, oh god don't stop now, god damn you don't stop" but it was too late and I blew. "No, no, damn you no, not yet, please god not yet."
I might be an asshole, but I can sometimes be a considerate one. I pulled away from her even as she clutched at me and tried to pull me back down and I went down on her and buried my face in the mess that I had made and attacked her 'little man in the boat'. Her hands grabbed my bald head and pulled me against her.
"Oh yes, god damn you yes, oh sweet Jesus" and she had the most massive orgasm that I had ever seen and I kept eating her until she let go of my head and fell back onto the bed.
I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her dress. She didn't look over at me until she was ready to leave the room. "Whatever personal things that I have in the office just throw in the trash. I won't be setting foot in that place again."
"You have to."
"I have to what?"
"Come back to the office."
"Why?"
"We need to discuss the video that my friend shot before he left."
"You really are a rotten bastard, aren't you?"
"A man's got to do what a man's got to do."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning Charlene was right on time for work. She came into my office, sat down and said, "Okay, now what?"
I showed her the edited video tape. "I'm not greedy. Two or three times a week will be enough. Right here on the desk will be fine, but if you prefer I will get us a room."
"Or the tape goes to my hubby, right?"
I shrugged and said nothing. She knew that I had her. All I had to do now was wait until she caved in. She stared at me in silence for a bit and then she said, "I may look like a sweet young innocent bimbo, but I have a surprise for you. Blackmail can be a two edged sword. When you mentioned video I knew immediately what you were up to. When I left the room yesterday I went to the hospital emergency room and said that I had been raped. They performed the full rape victim examination on me including taking sperm samples and a toxicology screen for drugs. They have proof that I was drugged and they have your DNA. You are toast you fat bastard. The only reason you aren't behind bars right now is that I told the police that I couldn't remember much about it. The doctor told them that it was not uncommon for a rape victim to have temporary amnesia. What we have to do now is figure out what it will take to keep my memory from returning. It goes without saying that the appearance of a video tape will trigger total recall, but what else is it going to take to keep my memory cloudy?"
I sat there and looked at her and I could feel the sweat running down the back of my neck as I waited for her to twist the knife some more.
"Yesterday you told me that you weren't greedy, but I sorry to have to tell you that I am. Here is the deal, it comes in two parts and neither one is negotiable. Part A is that you have twenty-four hours to sign over to me fifty percent of your business and sign a rights of survivor agreement - if either of us dies the other partner inherits the business. Oh, before you think of it, if I should have an untimely death my will says that the police are to get the contents of my safety deposit box and we wouldn't want that, now would we? Part B is what saved your ass fat man. I got so turned on when you ate my cum filled pussy that I had the most intense orgasm of my life and I want it to happen again. My husband fucked me twice this morning and his juices are still in me."
She got up and walked over to my desk. She stepped out of her panties, raised her skirt to her waist and sat down on the edge of the desk. "My husband fucks me every morning fat man - it's a newly wed thing - and every morning I am going to come in here and you are going to eat him out of me. Do a good job and I might just let you fuck me again some day. So fat man, what's it to be, deal or jail?"
I looked at her sitting there, legs spread and with a little pearl of cum resting between her pussy lips. I really didn't have any choice and we both knew it. I got up and went to my knees in front of her and just before I stuck out my tongue to lap up the little pearl of cum I looked up and saw her smiling down at me.
"Do a good job partner, keep me happy. Keep me very, very happy."
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The best blow job I ever got was when I blackmailed a married woman. She was also the first woman I ever fucked in the ass, but there was no blackmail involved in that, no sir re-bob, she begged me for that. It all started because I am a porn junkie and I have a good memory. I spend a lot of my free time on the Net cruising the porn sites and one of my favorites is RedClouds, the explicit photo section of VoyuerWeb.com. I like it because it is all amateur and has very little in the way of professional models. The photos are changed daily and so I go there almost every day.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting in McDonalds during lunch one day when I saw a woman come in. She had five kids with her, ranging in age from eleven to about five, two of them obviously twins, and as I sat there munching on a Big Mac and fries I was thinking that she looked familiar. She turned to say something to one of the kids and as soon as I saw her profile I knew where I had seen her - on RedClouds! In fact, I had seen her several times on RedClouds, the most recent being only three days ago. It was a series of pictures that showed her playing with her tits, sucking a cock, with the final picture being a shot of her with cum all over her face. She had a gorgeous face, long brown hair that hung down to the middle of her back and her tits were 40DD's. The way almost all of her photos were cropped before she or her old man sent them in you never got to see all of her and there was a reason for that - there was a lot of her to see! She had to be a good sixty to seventy ponds overweight, but because of the face and the tits you didn't notice it right away. I remembered how that beautiful face looked with her lips wrapped around a cock and it gave me a hard on. I wondered what her face would look like with my cock stuck in it and, being the asshole that I am, I decided to see if I couldn't make it happen.
I went out into the parking lot, got in my car and waited. She came out, spent about five minutes getting all her kids tied down in her mini van and then pulled out of the lot with me right behind. I hoped she would be going right home, but no such luck. I followed her to a Safeway and then to a Toys R Us. While waiting outside Toys R Us I called work on my cell phone and told them some urgent personal business had come up that I had to take care of and would have to take the rest of the afternoon off. I wasn't lying - my dick had 'come up' and I needed to take care of it. She finally pulled up in front of a house around two o'clock and I parked down the block and waited to make sure that she wasn't just dropping off the kids. Once I was fairly certain that she was home I raced home, fired up the computer, and downloaded her most recent set of photos and the raced back to her place. I rang the doorbell and while I was waiting for some one to come I took a quick look in the mail box and was lucky enough to find that she hadn't picked up her mail yet. The names on her photo spread were "Hot Hunny" and "Hot Hunny's Hubby" but according to the mail in the box they were Mr. and Mrs. Algernon Murphy and she was Mary Ellen Murphy.
The oldest kid finally came to the door and I asked for his mother. He hurried away and a minute later she came to the door and cut right to the chase, "I'm sorry, but I don't deal with solicitors" and she turned to walk away.
"You might want to deal with me Mrs. Hot Hunny" and she stopped dead in her tracks and turned back to me. Her face had gone pale and she said, "Who are you and what do you want?"
I smiled at her and said, "Let's just say I am a Hot Hunny fan and I want to help her keep her friends and neighbors from finding out about her. I would suggest you let me in so we can talk about it in private, unless of course you don't mind your neighbors hearing what I have to say."
She looked out the door and saw one neighbor washing his car in the driveway and another trimming some bushes, both close enough to hear me if I raised my voice just a tad. She looked from them back to me and then she opened the door and let me inside. She led me into the kitchen and we sat down at the table and then she asked, "What do you want?"
I opened the folder that I had in my hand, leafed through the photos in it and took out the one I wanted.
"They say a picture is worth a thousand words and this one says it all" and I handed her the picture. It was a photo of her sucking Hot Hunny's Hubby's cock. She looked at me, "You can't be serious?"
I smiled and said, "Oh but I am. If I don't get one of those right now I am going to post these photos" and I held up the folder, "on every flat surface in the neighborhood. By this time tomorrow your neighbors will know all about you. Just to make sure I'll put copies in every mail box for a two block radius."
She had her elbows on the table and her head in her hands, "Oh God, I warned Al that this would happen, that someone would recognize me." She looked up at me, "I can't do that. I'm not that kind of woman. I can only do that with my husband."
I shrugged and said, "Okay. I'm sure your neighbors will understand" and I started to get up.
"Wait" she said, "You aren't really going to post those, are you?"
"Of course I am. What good is a blackmail threat if you aren't going to follow through on it."
"If my husband finds out he'll kill me."
I shrugged, "Then don't let him find out."
"But what about my kids?"
"Honey, they can watch for all I care. All I want is a blow job a day for five days and then you won't see or hear from me again, but I want the first one right now."
"Please don't make me do this."
"It's your choice Mrs. Hot Hunny" and I started to get up.
"Wait. Where are you going?"
"To post some pictures" and I headed for the door.
"Wait, wait, don't go. Okay, I'll do it, but I have to do something with the kids."
She left the room and I heard her go out the front door. She was back in a couple of minutes and grabbed the kids and took them somewhere. She was back in five minutes, "Can we do this in the bedroom?"
I nodded and got up to follow her. In the bedroom she turned to me and asked, "What do I do?"
I grinned and said, "In the pictures you looked like you were enjoying yourself while you sucked that cock. That's what I want - the best blow job you can give and I want to play with your tits while you're doing it."
She gave me a long look and then she took off her blouse and bra and let her tits fall free. While she was doing that I dropped my pants and under shorts and let my already hard cock spring out. She took a look at it and then she reached for it. Hot Hunny was a different person in the bedroom. In the kitchen she had been a hesitant, frightened woman but in the bedroom she was an aggressive, take charge woman. She pushed me back on her bed and cupped my balls in her hand. "Are you going to cum in my mouth?"
I nodded a yes and she gave me a wicked grin, "Good" and then she swallowed my cock. I'd had blow jobs before, in fact I'd had some damn good blow jobs before, but Hot Hunny gave a blow job that was spectacular. Her tongue never stopped moving, her hands played with my balls, a finger teased my ass and for the very first time in my life I was deep-throated - she swallowed every inch of me! Her husband was one lucky SOB if he got blow jobs like that all the time. While she was sucking my cock I was playing with her huge tits, pinching and squeezing her nipples and rolling them between my fingers. Apparently she had very sensitive nipples because she started to moan. Nothing is as erotic as listening to a woman moan while she has your dick in her mouth so I started working harder on her tits.
It was a mistake!
Where she had been taking her time to give me leisurely blow job, now she went after me in a frenzy and was trying hard to get me off quickly and being entirely too successful at it. I didn't tell her I was ready to cum, but she somehow sensed it and just as I was about to let go she shoved her finger in my ass and I arched up off the bed driving my cock deep in her mouth and blew my wad. I sank back down on the bed, but she never took her mouth off of my cock. She licked, sucked, swallowed and nursed on it until it began to get life again. She took her mouth off me and got off the bed and then she took off her dress and under pants.
"You have to fuck me now. You got me hot and now you have to take care of me, you have to get me off."
Now that wasn't part of the deal. I believe I already mentioned that she was a tad overweight? Well, it didn't look as bad covered up as it looked uncovered. I had no interest in fucking her - none at all! But before I could say anything she said, "My husband had a vasectomy and I don't have any protection so you will have to fuck my ass."
As she was talking she was getting on the bed on her hands and knees and I had to admit that she wasn't so repulsive when you were behind her and not able to see her huge belly. Also there was the fact that I had never tried anal sex before. While I was trying to make up my mind she began begging me to hurry, "Please, please hurry and fuck me. I need it, I need it bad."
I couldn't resist being a smartass, "But what about your husband? What if he wants you when he gets home? Won't he notice I've been there?"
I almost laughed when she said, "Fuck him. He isn't here, you are. Fuck my ass, please hurry and fuck me."
What the hell. Her ass was right in front of me and my dick was hard so I moved behind her.
"My pussy is really wet so put it in my pussy first and get some lube on it" and so I shoved my pole right into her cunt and started fucking her. She started moaning and pushing back at me, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, oh god that feels good."
A funny thing happened - I no longer gave any thought to her big belly. Her cunt was hot and tight and I knew that I was going to make sure I got more than blow jobs from her from now on. Another couple of minutes and she moaned, "My ass, in my ass, please don't cum in my pussy, not in my pussy, please fuck my ass."
I pulled out of her cunt and started poking my cock at her shithole. Five pokes and it was in and god was it tight. I could feel her sphincter muscles sucking at my cock as I ploughed into her. It felt like a vise had a grip on my cock. I started ramming into her and her moans began to get louder as she begged me to fuck her and never stop, but a couple of minutes later I had to go and I blasted my load into her ass. She rolled off the bed and headed for the bathroom and came back a minute later with a soapy rag. She started to wash off my dick, "You won't ever let my husband find out about this, you promise?"
I shrugged, "That's up to you. All I want is four more blow jobs and if I get them nobody ever has to know but you and me."
While she was washing my dick it was doing something that it had never done before. It was getting hard for the third time in thirty minutes. As it grew in her hand she looked over at the bedside clock, "We've got enough time. We shouldn't let this go to waste." She walked over to the bed and leaned forward resting on her hands. I moved in behind her and made sure that the hard on wasn't wasted.
That night over beers at the corner tavern I was telling a couple of my buddies about the day and what a great blow job I had gotten and the fun time I had plowing Hot Hunny's asshole. When I told them that I had four more blow jobs to come they started begging me to let them in on 'my good thing.' But as much as I like my buds, and even though I am usually a stone asshole, I didn't think it would be fair to Hot Hunny to do that to her. However, later on in the evening while I was in an alcoholic haze I did let slip what time she would be coming over. I wasn't all that keen on Hot Hunny knowing where I lived, but she convinced me that the danger of her husband coming home or one of the kids walking in on us was too great. Hot Hunny and her husband were both bowlers, but in different leagues and at different houses. The next day was her husband's night to bowl and she was going to get her girlfriend to watch the kids. Two days later it would be her night to bowl and she would arrange for a sub and come over that night also. We hadn't ironed out the details of the last two blow jobs, but they would probably be on bowling nights also. If we just used bowling nights I would be sure of some fucking and sucking for two weeks and given the quality of Hot Hunny's blow jobs I could certainly live with that.
The next day my doorbell rang at six and I opened the door to find Hot Hunny standing there glancing nervously in all directions. I stepped aside to let her in and then I took her hand and led her straight to the bedroom. This time I pushed her back on the bed, pulled off her sweater and bra and went to work on those fabulous tits. Within five minutes she was moaning and groaning and begging me to fuck her. I opened the drawer in the bedside table and took out half a dozen Trojans and I handed her one. She rolled it on me and I had her get on her hands and knees.
It amazed me that I had absolutely no interest in fucking her when I looked at her from the front, but from the rear I couldn't wait to fuck her in her pussy or her ass. I also found it interesting that once she caved in to the blackmail she became an extremely active participant. She was very vocal as I pounded away at her cunt saying things like, "Oh yes, oh god yes" and "Don't stop, please fuck me and don't stop." I just held her hips and rammed her until I came and then she did something that just blew me away. She took my condom off and emptied it into her mouth and then she went down on me. I started playing with her tits, tweaking and rubbing the nipples and she was moaning around my dick.
We were about three minutes into the blow job when over her shoulder I saw Matt and Bob tip toe into the room. They had keys to my place and I remembered telling them the night before that Hot Hunny would be visiting me. They had taken off their clothes in the living room and as Matt moved in behind Hot Hunny he held a finger up to his lips. I hadn't wanted this to happen, but Matt and Bob were my buds and I wasn't going to tell them to get out. What I did do was take Hot Hunny's head in both hands and hold her on my cock as Matt gripped her hips and in one quick thrust buried himself in her. It took her several seconds to realize what had happened, but then she surprised me again. Outside of a raised eyebrow she didn't do a thing and in a minute she was pushing back at Matt to meet his thrusts.
She never even turned around to see who was fucking her. If she had she would have been surprised because both Matt and Bob were black. Not that it would have mattered because Matt was already in and pounding away and before long Bob would be too. Once again she seemed to know I was going to cum as soon as I did and once again she pushed a finger up my ass and I arched up off the bed and exploded in her mouth. She gulped and swallowed until I went soft and then I moved out from under her mouth and stood off to the side of the bed so I could watch. Bob took my place at Hot Hunny's mouth and that was her first indication that she was going to have a black cock in her. She looked at Bob's chocolate stick for a couple of moments, as if she were contemplating on whether or not to suck it and then she opened her mouth and went to work on him. Matt was fucking her hard and was probably getting ready to cum when I realized he didn't have a rubber on and I said, "Don't cum in her Matt, she doesn't have any protection" and he said, Too late man, I already shot."
I expected Hot Hunny to go ballistic, but she just kept on sucking Bob's cock. As soon as Matt pulled out of her Bob took his place in her cunt and Matt moved to her mouth. I got out my digital camera and started taking pictures. I got a picture of her with cum leaking out of the corners of her mouth when Matt shot his load; one of her with Matt in her pussy and Bob in her mouth and a really good one of Bob fucking her tits while Matt was buried in her throat. The best picture is the one I didn't get. Matt and Bob were kneeling on either side of her and she had both of their cocks in her mouth while I was behind her fucking her in her ass. It was the wildest night of sex I had ever experienced. After Matt came in her that first time no one bothered with rubbers anymore and by the time she was leaving to go home, not counting what went down her throat, she had eleven loads of cum in her.
Just before she left she said, "Same time day after tomorrow?" I nodded a yes and she left. Two minutes later the front door bell rang and I opened the door to find her there. "Any chance your friends might be here too?"
For the next seven weeks Hot Hunny came over to my place two and sometimes three times a week and I, Matt, Bob and a couple of other friends of mine did our best to entertain her. The end of the seventh week she came over with some bad news, "I'm pregnant! What am I going to do?"
I shrugged, "Either have it or have an abortion."
She started crying and left and I didn't see her again for almost three weeks. She showed up at my door one day and told me that her husband had thrown her out and then she asked me if she could stay for a couple of days while she found a place of her own. The couple of days stretched into months and during that time she never went a night without me, Matt or Bob being in one of her holes. I kind of got used to having her around. We (all the guys who had been fucking her) took up a collection and paid her medical bills when she had the kid. The kid was black and given the timing it must have happened the night that Matt and Bob walked in on us. It is comical to watch the two of them arguing over whose son the boy is - each is claiming to be the proud father - and the both of them are determined to spoil the boy rotten.
Hot Hunny's hubby divorced her and kept the kids and she goes over to her old house to visit the kids two or three times a week and she brings them over to my place every other weekend. Some where along the way she started fucking her ex husband again and he still takes pictures of her and posts them on RedClouds as Hot Hunny and Hot Hunny's Hubby, but he isn't her hubby anymore - I am! Like I said, I got used to having her around. I told her I would marry her if she would at least try and lose some of her excess weight and she surprised the hell out of me by losing forty pounds in just a little over five months and she is still dropping a pound or so a week. She had her tubes tied so pregnancy is not a worry anymore. She is still fucking my friends as often as they want and they seem to want more of her with every pound she loses. I really don't mind because if I had to try and stay with her all on my own and satisfy her sexual appetite she would end up fucking me to death. But even as bizarre as this whole affair has been it just got a tad more bizarre. I came home from work last night to find Hot Hunny in the bedroom with nine guys. She was fucking Matt, Bob, two more of my friends AND her ex-husband and his four brothers. His brothers had always wanted to fuck her, but didn't feel they could when she was married to their brother. Now that she wasn't family her ex had brought them over. I may have to start taking a number to fuck my own wife.
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For nine years I thought that Wilma and I had a good marriage. We seemed to be compatible in most areas, I liked everything she cooked (except her Tuna Casserole, but I ate it just to keep peace in the family), and we had a good sex life. I'd always heard that a good sex life was the key to a successful marriage and I believed it. I made damn sure that I took care of Wilma in that department, so it came as a shock to me one day when I came home and found Wilma gone. The note on the kitchen table was straight to the point:
Dear Elrod,
It pains me greatly to do what I am doing, but I have found someone else. You are a hard working man and a good provider and you are a kind and considerate man, but I have found some one who does for me thing one thing you never did - satisfy my sexual needs.
Wilma
To say that I was confused would be an understatement. Not meet her sexual needs? That was just pure, unadulterated horseshit! I always made sure that Wilma and I made love every Tuesday night at 9p.m. and every Saturday at 8p.m. Regular as clockwork, she could always depend on me. And I know it was good sex because I always came. But that's not even the worst of it! Before I could recover from Wilma's note the phone rang - it was my Momma.
"Elrod, what's going on over there?"
"What do you mean Momma?"
"What's this I'm hearing that Wilma has moved in with Wilbur?"
Now that floored me. Wilma moving in with my older brother? That was just not possible.
"I don't know anything about it Momma. I just got home from work and found Wilma gone."
"Well you need to get over to Wilbur's right away and get things straightened out before our family becomes the town's laughing stock."
Momma usually gives good advice, but this time I ignored it. I mean, a man's got his pride right? But a man's got his curiosity too. Two nights after Wilma left me I went over to my brother's house after dark and snuck around to the back of the house. Now, Wilbur never has been one for modesty so I figured he wouldn't pull down his shades and I would be able to look into his window and see just what it was that he did that satisfied Wilma's "needs". What ever it was it had nothing to do with cock size, I had Wilbur beat there by a country mile. I am a patient man and have been know to sit in a deer blind, motionless, for hours, but after only an hour of waiting outside Wilbur's bedroom window I was beginning to get antsy. What if someone saw me, got suspicious and called the cops?
I had just decided to give up my vigil when Wilma walked into the room. I watched as she undressed (God, did that woman have a great body) and lay down on the bed. She reached over to the bedside table, opened a drawer, took out a rubber cock and started working on herself with it. Wilbur came into the room and undressed. He walked over to the bed, said something to Wilma, she spread her legs wide and Wilbur did one of the most disgusting, god awful things I'd ever seen - he buried his face smack dab in the middle of Wilma's furry pussy. And then he made it worse! He started to lick it and I watched for five minutes as my depraved brother continued to do so (he even stuck his tongue in it - ugh!). I saw now why Wilma had left me. In her heart she must have been as degenerate and depraved as my brother for I could tell from the look on her face that she was enjoying this deviant activity.
Shaking my head in disgust I turned to leave just as Wilbur pulled away from her and lay down on the bed the wrong way. He had his feet next to Wilma's head and his head was by her feet and Wilma rolled over onto him and pushed her bush down onto Wilbur's face and then, and I swear to the good Lord almighty that I'm not lying here, she lowered her head and took Wilbur's dick into her mouth. Sweet Jesus! I am grateful that Wilma and I never had any children - how could I ever explain to them the disgusting, perverted woman that their mother had become. After five or some minutes they switched positions again and settled down for normal sex in the approve position - missionary, I believe it is called, but they were not through proving their degeneracy. After several minutes of normal sex Wilma got on her hands and knees and Wilbur did something that guaranteed that he would find himself burning in the fires of hell - he pushed himself into Wilma's asshole. The look on Wilma's face was unbelievable - the wanton slut was enjoying it! I stayed watching until they finished their depravity. I decided that I would go home and spend some time reading my Bible and thanking the good Lord for getting that woman out of my house.
I was going to have to do something about my hardon too.
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Author's note: Because I'm a romantic at heart I get a lot of static over the fact that the husbands and boyfriends in my stories tend to love their ladies enough to forgive them their peccadilloes. The most common comment is "Another damned wimpy husband story. Why can't you write a story about a 'real man' not some fucking wimp." All I can say is that the people who make those comments probably have never been deeply in love. Love can make a strong man stupid. Love can make a man forgive his lady of damned near anything, just as love can blind him as to what is going on where she is concerned.
But a really strong love can turn into a really strong hate under the right circumstances. When I caught my first wife in bed with my cousin I was confused, bewildered and upset. I wondered what I had done wrong to make her do it and wondered what I could do to make things right between us. It only took the time necessary for her to say nine little words to turn everything around and plant a hate in my heart so strong that even now, thirty years later, I would still kill the bitch if I thought I could get away with it. Over the years I've thought of a thousand things that I wished I could have done to her, but never had the courage to try. Just the very thought of her makes me think dark thoughts and it is hard not to think of her at certain times, like this last Father's Day when I received cards and phone calls from the kids that we had.
The three stories that make up The Dark Trilogy, written in the days following this last Father's Day, come from that dark place within me that she created and that her memory maintains. I haven't seen her in thirty years or spoken to her in twenty-eight, but the hate is still there and very much alive. These stories are dedicated to you Helen and may you rot in hell.
+++++++++++++++++++
It had been a very bad three weeks for me and I didn't think that it could get much worse, but I was wrong; very, very, wrong.
It all started when I went in for my yearly physical. I was poked and probed, x-rayed and EKGed and I gave what seemed like half the blood in my body and then went home secure in the knowledge that I wouldn't have to go through it again for at least another year.
Two days later the doctor's office called me and told me that the doctor wanted me to have an ultra sound and a CAT scan. I asked the girl what was wrong and she told me that she didn't know that anything was wrong, just that the doctor wanted the additional tests. To make a long story shorter it turned out that I had an inoperable cancer and the doctor told me that I had, at best, eighteen more months to live. I knew he had to be wrong of course; I was only forty-eight and had never had anything wrong with me. I had never smoked, drank only socially and lived a very healthy life style. He just had to be wrong so I went for a second opinion, and then a third and then a fourth before I was finally able to bring myself to accept the fact that I was going to die in eighteen months or less.
Once I had put denial behind me I had to face the task of telling Becky. My wife had been making my days and my nights for twenty-one years. In a lot of marriages of that length the passion wanes and the couple settles into a comfortable relationship, but that never happened to Becky and I. It seemed like every year my love for her grew stronger and the passion stayed alive. We were still making love three and four times a week at a time when a lot of our friends were only having sex twice a month.
I debated not telling Becky, at least until the pain got so bad that I couldn't hide it, but in the end I decided that she needed to know. She needed the time to emotionally prepare herself for what was coming so after several weeks of stalling I worked up the courage to face her. I didn't want the kids around when I broke the news to her so for the first time ever I took an unscheduled afternoon off from work and headed home.
+++++++++++++++++++
There was a strange car in the drive when I got home. I noticed the dealer plates on the car so I knew that my best friend Jerry was probably there and I wondered what he could possibly be doing at my house in the middle of the afternoon. I got the answer to that question as soon as I opened the front door.
"Oh god, oh sweet fucking Jesus" rang through the house. "Harder damn it, fuck me harder" Becky cried as I stood at the bottom of the staircase and looked up toward the second floor where our bedroom was. I stumbled up the stairs like a man with a headful of fog as I listened to my wife beg my best friend to push it in deeper, pound her harder and make her cum. When I reached the top of the stairs I couldn't make my feet move any farther and I sat down on the top step and listened to what came from my bedroom. The doctors had given me eighteen months, but I died that day as Becky's cries of pleasure resounded through the house. And then the loud cries and screams stopped.
"In all the years we have been fucking I don't believe I've ever seen you have as strong an orgasm."
"Your cock brings out the best in me lover. I love it and I can never get enough of it."
"Then why in the hell won't you leave Bob and come with me?"
"We've covered that ground Jerry. I love your cock and the way you make love to me, but I don't love you. I like you, but I don't love you."
"So what? You don't love Bob either."
"You're wrong Jerry, I happen to love my husband deeply."
"Bullshit baby. There is no way you could do to him what you do if you really loved him. No way on God's Green Earth you could let him eat your pussy with my cum still in it. No way you could keep giving him sloppy seconds and tell him to slurp up my cum and then tell him the wetness is just you being horny for him. No baby, you don't love him. If you truly loved him you couldn't do any of that. In fact, if you truly loved him you wouldn't have been fucking me for these last five years."
"You're wrong Jerry, I love Bob, but he just isn't sexually satisfying. As for what I do with him after I've been with you, all I can say is that it excites me and in turn I do my level best to fuck his eyes out."
"Still, I..."
"Leave it alone Jerry before you piss me off. Are you going to get hard for me again or not?"
"Use your mouth to get me up again baby and I'll fuck you until you make me leave."
As I quietly left the house I was hearing Becky's words, "I love Bob deeply" and I was thinking 'big fucking deal. To be loved deeply by an unfaithful whore doesn't do a whole hell of a lot for me.' I went back to my office, closed the door and locked it and then spent the rest of the afternoon wondering what the fuck I was going to do with the short time I had left.
+++++++++++++++++++
I still had no idea of what I was going to do when I went home that night, but I did know that I wasn't going to let Becky know that I knew what she had been doing behind my back. Even though Becky had been the light of my life my discovery of what she and Jerry had been doing had turned that light off. If I had another twenty-five or thirty years left to live I might have just turned my back and walked away from her. Unfortunately for Becky and Jerry the bitterness I felt from knowing that my time was short combined with the bitterness of finding out how the two of them had betrayed me had instilled in me a major desire for revenge and until I could take that revenge Becky had to keep thinking that things were fine between us.
Becky was in the kitchen fixing dinner when I got home. When I walked into the kitchen she went to the fridge and took out a pitcher of margaritas and poured one for each of us. She brought me mine and as she handed it to me she leaned forward to kiss me and it was all I could do to keep from shoving her away from me as the lips that had so recently been wrapped around Jerry's dick touched mine. I didn't fight it as she slipped her tongue into my mouth and as it flicked against mine I wondered if she had taken Jerry's cum in her mouth that afternoon.
She dropped a hand down and rubbed my cock and said, "Would you rather have dessert before dinner? I've been hot and horny all day and you won't believe how wet I am."
"Where are the kids?"
"Charlie has softball practice and Barb stayed after school for cheerleader try outs. We have at least two hours before they come home."
"Then I guess we will have dessert before the main course."
Becky gave me a wicked smile, "Some how I just knew you would say that. Come on lover, race you to get naked and up to the bedroom."
Once naked Becky sat down on the edge of the bed, spread her legs and said, "Come on lover, see how wet just thinking about you makes me."
It was 'moment of truth' time for me. I'd done it countless times before, but then I had believed the bullshit about it being her natural juices caused by her thinking of me and what we would do as soon as we got to bed. That was then and this was now and now I knew that she had been feeding me Jerry's cum for years. On the one hand it hadn't killed me and intellectually I knew that it wouldn't hurt me this time either, but this time I knew what it really was and I was afraid I might react badly, maybe even toss my cookies. It was all mental and I knew it, but I couldn't shake the feeling that I was sucking Jerry's cock by proxy and that was making my stomach queasy. It was expected of me and I needed to keep Becky thinking that everything was normal so I screwed up my courage and went to my knees in front of her.
I spread the lips of her pussy with my fingers and for the first time I noticed that her wetness had a pearl grayish white color to it, just like the cum that came out of my own cock. I wondered why I hadn't ever noticed it before and I guessed that it was because I had never really looked. I leaned forward and drug my tongue down the length of her slit and she shuddered and moaned.
"Oh god baby, I love that so much and you do it so well, promise me that you will never stop."
I remembered an old perfume commercial from years ago, "Promise her anything, but give her Arpege" and promise her anything I would. I took my mouth from her unfaithful cunt and said, "I promise my love." I would promise, but I was damned well going to give her something else. I don't know why, since I had never done it before, but this time I was determined to eat Becky until she came just to give her something to miss when it was over between us. I went to work on her cunt like there would only be a tomorrow if I made her cum. I fingered her pussy, sucked her clit and even worked a finger into her asshole and finally she screamed out, "Oh my god! Oh god, so good, so fucking good."
Her body shuddered and she got glassy eyed there for a minute and then she relaxed and fell back on the bed. "Jesus baby, that was something else. We have to try that again. Give me your cock lover, fuck me now, fuck me hard and then I'll suck you off and we can do it again."
I did, she did and then we did do it again and I was just coming in her for the third time when Charlie got home and hollered, "Hey, where is everybody. I pulled out and whispered, "We can finish this later, but I guess we have to be good parents and feed the kids."
That night she grabbed my cock as soon as we got in bed and went down on me and gave me one hell of a blow job and after I'd pumped a gallon down her throat she cuddled up next to me and whispered, "I do so love you Robert and you can't know how many times I thank God that you are mine." I lay there and held her while I thought, "You worthless fucking whore."
+++++++++++++++++++
The next morning as I read the morning paper over breakfast I read an article on prostitution and what the city was trying to do about it. It had several case histories about repeat offenders and one particular case caught my attention and suddenly I knew what I was going to do to Becky and Jerry. It took a little work to make it happen and it took a large chunk of cash, but happen it did and I settled back to wait.
The wait was fairly active for me because after making Becky cum by eating her worthless cunt she seemed to want a lot more sex. I knew that I was still getting sloppy seconds following Jerry and that I was licking his cream out of Becky's box, but I didn't care anymore. It wouldn't be for much longer if things went the way I hoped they would.
Almost six months went by and then one day I came home from work to find a very upset Becky sitting at the kitchen table with a bottle of vodka in front of her and a half full glass in her hand. I'd just bought the bottle and it hadn't opened it so it was apparent that Becky had been drinking for a while. I asked her what was wrong and she looked away from me.
"There isn't any easy way for me to do this and you are going to hate me, but I have to tell you now on the off chance I haven't given it to you yet."
"Given me what?"
"I haven't been feeling well lately and I went to see the doctor last week. The test results came back today. I have AIDS. I'm praying to God that I haven't given it to you. You need to go in and get checked as soon as possible."
"I don't understand. How could you possibly have AIDS? Are you doing drugs or something like that and sharing needles?" And then I stopped talking and acted as if a thought had just entered my head. "Oh. Oh my God. Another man? Is it another man?"
She looked away and I saw a tear run down her cheek. "Is that it Becky? You've been cheating on me with another man?"
She gave a loud sob and got up and ran from the room. If she had turned and looked back she would have seen me standing there with a smile on my face. I gave her a few minutes and then I followed her.
She was lying on the bed crying and I sat down on the floor and leaned back against the wall and waited. Eventually the crying stopped and I said, "I need to know Becky, what has been going on?"
It all came out in a rush. She told me how she had gotten drunk at a party and Jerry had let Jerry seduce her. She told me how exciting it was to have sex with me after having been with Jerry and she told me that she didn't love him, but she did love what he could do for her sexually.
"Honest to God Bob, I love you. You are the only man I have ever loved. All Jerry was to me was sex and the sex I had with him made the sex I had with you so much better. Please Bob, you have to believe me, I love you, not Jerry."
"So the bottom line here is that you have been fucking the man who is supposed to be my best friend and he gave you AIDS which you have probably given to me. Does that about sum it up?"
Becky started crying again and I got up and left the room.
I slept in the spare bedroom that night and in the morning I left the house without eating breakfast or saying a word to Becky. At lunchtime I went home expecting to catch Becky and Jerry together, but Becky was alone. As soon as I walked in the door she asked, "Why are you home at this time of the day?"
I didn't want her to know that I knew she had been fucking Jerry on our bed, even though I had hoped to catch them at it, so I told her that I had just come home to pack a bag.
"Pack a bag? Why? Is the company sending you on a trip?"
"Don't be dense Becky. After what you dumped on me yesterday you can't possibly believe that I'm going to stay in this house with you?"
"But I told you that I don't love Jerry, that you are the only man I love. Don't leave me Bobby, I need you."
"That's just too fucking bad Becky, because after last night I have no use for your cheating ass."
She cried and she begged as I packed an overnight bag, but I ignored her. The last thing she said as I walked out the door was, "What should I tell the kids?"
I turned to face her, "Tell them the truth Becky. Tell them you cheat on me with other men and that I found out and I didn't really care for the idea."
I left and checked into a motel.
+++++++++++++++++++
A week went by and Becky called my office every day, but I refused to talk to her. She came down to the office once and when the receptionist buzzed me and told me that my wife was in the lobby I went down the back stairs and out the back door and went to lunch.
It was a bad week for me. The cancer that was going to kill me was causing me a lot of pain and it was making some other changes in me. I was losing weight, but I wore clothes that would hide that fact for a while. I did my best to hide what was happening to me until the time was right. At the end of the week I checked out of the motel and went home.
Becky must have heard the garage door opener operating because she came running to meet me as I came in the door. She threw her arms around me and said, "Oh God Bobby, I'm so glad you are home. I've been worried sick about you." She went to kiss me and I pushed her away.
"Yes Becky, I'm home, but you can skip the happy welcome bullshit. I came home for four reasons, none of which you are going to like. First, I have been to the doctor and the tests are back so I just had to come home and thank you for killing me. Be sure to pass along my thanks to your boyfriend. Secondly, since I'm going to die from the AIDS you so generously decided to share with me I want it to be in the comfort of my own home. Next, I want to be here so you can watch me slowly die from what you gave me and lastly, I want to be here so I can watch you waste away. Since you have had the disease longer than me there is just a chance you might die before I do and I want to be able to watch it happen. With any luck I will survive you long enough to be able to stand on your grave and piss all over your headstone. Still happy to see me Becky?"
Eyes downcast she turned and started to walk away.
"What have you told the kids" I asked.
She turned to face me and said, "Just that you and I were having some problems and you decided that you needed some space for a while. Why?"
"They need to be told the truth."
Alarm flashed over her face, "Why? What possible good could it do to tell them?"
"It isn't a question of what good would it do Becky, it is a question of what harm can come from them not knowing. They need to know what we have and how to avoid doing anything that might give it to them. What if you fall down and cut yourself and one of them runs to help you and they get your contaminated blood on themselves. You and Charlie both have a bad habit of going to the refrigerator and drinking milk or juice out of the carton and then putting it back. Do you really want him to drink out of that carton after you? Unless of course your plan is to kill off the entire family."
Becky turned and ran crying from the room.
+++++++++++++++++++
I moved into the spare bedroom and began my coexistence with Becky. Not a day went by when she didn't make some effort at rekindling a relationship, but I wasn't having any of it.
"The only reason I'm here Becky is so that daily you can watch what you did to me happen."
Her relationship with Jerry ended when she told him that he had given her AIDS. He told her she was full of shit and that he had gotten it from her and not the other way around. Then he told he that he shouldn't have been surprised since after all she was a cheating whore. She had cheated on me with him so he didn't doubt that she cheated on him with some one else. They only talked once more when he called to tell her that she was a worthless, disease-ridden whore who had infected him.
I had the meeting with the kids alone - Becky couldn't bring herself to face them - and I told them what was happening. They had a hard time accepting that their mother and 'Uncle Jerry' had been cheating on me and they were crushed when they found out that I was dying because of it. Following that meeting their relationship with their mother grew distant as Charlie and Barb showed their resentment at what Becky had done to me.



I changed my insurance policy and made the kids my beneficiary and I also changed my will to leave everything to them. All I would leave Becky was bitter memories.
+++++++++++++++++++
The cancer will kill me long before the AIDS can and as it eats away at my body and I become worse Becky has to watch it happen. Every day she watches me waste away and it rips her guts out to think that her affair with Jerry is what has caused my pain. I'll tell her the truth, but not until I'm dead.
I've left a letter with my lawyer to be given to Becky at the time my will is read. The letter spells out in detail what took place. It tells of my finding out about the cancer and coming home to break the news to her and how I found her and Jerry fucking in my bedroom and on my bed. I told her that I had died at that moment, that what she had done had destroyed my will to live and my intention to fight the cancer till the very last minute.
The letter described how I had read the piece in the paper about the AIDS ridden prostitute who kept turning tricks even though she was probably killing her customers and how that gave me the idea on how to take my revenge on her and Jerry. It told how I had gone looking for a pimp and had paid him a thousand dollars to set me up with an AIDS ridden whore. I told how I had fucked the whore unprotected everyday for a month to get her disease and how I hoped and prayed that I would get it and pass it onto my loving wife who would in turn give it to her asshole lover.
I'm praying that there are such things as ghosts and that as one I can be in the room with Becky when she reads that letter so I can see the look on her face.
+++++++++++++++++++
The clock is ticking down on me and as I write this I only have a few weeks left. Becky can't understand how I can be so cheerful and upbeat as the end nears, but she will find out soon and that knowledge is what keeps the smile on my face.
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When Darryl and his family moved in next door I took an instant dislike to him. He was a professor at the local community college and was just as arrogant and egotistical as most of the professors I'd studied under. His wife Judy, on the other hand, was as sweet as they come. She was a little on the plain side, wore her hair up in a bun all the time and it seemed like every dress she owned was a shapeless sack, but she was sweetheart and I loved talking to her. She and Darryl also had a sixteen-year-old daughter who was a walking wet dream. Cara may only have been sixteen, but she looked and acted every bit of twenty-one.
I lived alone - my wife of eleven years having taken off with a drummer for a rock band, a kid ten years younger than she was. I hadn't heard from her and I hoped that I never would. If she would just stay away for another six months I would be able to sue for divorce on the grounds of abandonment and I would get the house and everything and the bitch wouldn't get a dime.
Along with living alone I also worked from home which gave me plenty of chances to watch Cara sunbathe in a bikini. The teasing little slut knew I was watching and she milked it for all it was worth. From the window of my home office I could look right over the privacy fence and more than once I saw her look my way as she rolled around on a blanket to work on her all over tan. Every five minutes she would roll over and her legs would get just a little wider apart. She knew what she was doing to me and so, I came to find out, did her mother.
Like I said, I liked Judy and I liked talking to her. She had only lived next door for about two weeks when one day I heard her cussing, if 'darn' is a real cuss word, and I looked outside to see her fighting her lawn mower. I went out to see if I could give her a hand and I found that she had flooded it. I got a wrench and pulled the plug and cleaned it and then set it aside. I told Judy that we needed to let the fumes in the cylinder evaporate and I invited her into the house for coffee. She was intelligent, she was witty, and she was fun to talk to and it soon became our habit to have coffee almost every morning after her idiot husband had gone off to school. I was smart enough to keep my dislike of the asshole to myself since I liked Judy's company and didn't want to chase her away. We had been having our little morning ritual for about six months when one morning Judy said,
"Is she getting to you?"
"Who? What do you mean?"
"Is Cara getting to you? I know what she does when she knows you are up in your office working."
"Maybe. Maybe just a little."
"Please remember, even though she just turned seventeen she is still only a child. She may be trying to be twenty-one, but she is still only a kid."
"I know, and I also know what happens to guys my age when they get involved with girls that age. You have nothing to worry about from me, but don't expect me to ignore the view."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
But I did start ignoring the view because it was becoming way too distracting. I installed a set of blinds and whenever Cara came out I would pull them shut. This of course pissed her off and she began to look for new ways to tease me. One afternoon she came over to borrow a stick of butter wearing nothing. Oh, she had two strips of almost nothing on that she called a bikini, but we both knew she was naked. The fear of jail was the only thing that kept me from pulling her in the door. Another time she came over fully dressed and offered to wash my car for five bucks. The car needed it and so I told her to go ahead, but when she came to the door to get paid she was in short shorts and was obviously bra-less under a soaking wet tee shirt. All I could do was stand there and look at as perfect a pair as I had ever seen. No seventeen-year-old should be allowed to have a rack like that.
I did my best to stay out of her way and away from her. She was trouble looking for someone to happen to and it wasn't going to be me. But fate has a way of putting what you don't want right in front of you. It was a Saturday night and I was out walking my dog and as I came down the block toward the house I noticed movement in a car parked two houses down from mine. There had been a series of break-ins two blocks over and everybody on our block was in the "neighborhood watch" mode and I slowly walked toward the car. The two people inside the car were too wrapped up in what they were doing to pay any attention to anybody outside the car and I managed to get right up to it. The two people were Cara and one of her boyfriends and they were doing their best to try and steam up the windows. No criminal activity here and nice guy that I was I had no intention of ruining it for them. But my dog had other ideas. He started barking and the boy's eyes shot open, he saw me and then he frantically tried to push Cara away. Cara looked around, saw me and her face paled. I turned and walked away and then I heard a car door slam, an engine start up and then footsteps running after me. I turned and saw the car make a u-turn and disappear down the street and Cara running after me while trying to button her blouse.
"You going to tell my parents?" I just looked at her and she said, "Please, please don't tell them."
I hadn't intended to, but she didn't know that but I was also mean enough to let her think that I would. After all, the little bitch had been deliberately teasing and taunting me and I felt I was entitled to a little revenge. I gave her a stern look and was about to say something when she said, "Please don't tell them and I'll find some way to thank you."
I was starting to think of a few ways she could do it when her all seeing, all knowing mother came running to the rescue - mine or Cara's I'm not sure.
"Get in the house young lady."
Judy gave me a long look and then turned to follow her daughter into the house.
I never did find out how mommy knew that something was going on, but the next morning Judy came for coffee and asked me what had been going on. I told her about the neighborhood watch thing and that I had approached the car saw the two kids necking and had turned to walk away - no threat to the neighborhood there - but then the dog started barking and scared the kids. Judy gave me another long look, "I'm very protective of my baby and I can see that for some reason she has a major crush on you. You are only flesh and blood and if I don't do something to take your mind off of her sooner or later you are going to be put into a situation where you will forget that she is only a child and then the poop will hit the fan."
She stood up and did something with her hair and it cascaded down to her waist. She pulled the shapeless sack she was wearing up over her head and I saw the most fantastic body I had ever seen. Cara was magnificent, but mommy made her look like a baby.
"You stay away from my baby and you can have me as much as you want."
I sat in my chair, too stunned to even think straight, and Judy walked over to me and knelt down in front of me. She opened my fly, took out my cock and leaned over and licked the head of it; then she looked up into my face and said, "Deal?"
"Deal" I barely managed to croak. Her blow job was state of the art; a blow job as they are meant to be - no hands, just mouth. I wanted it to last and I held out as long as I could and when I could hold out no longer I tried to do the gentlemanly thing and let her know, but all she did was take me further in her mouth. She grabbed my hips and pulled me to her as I exploded in her mouth and she held me there until I was soft and then she said, "I've never seen your bedroom and I have this strange desire to see what your bed feels like."
She was fire and she did her best to burn me to the ground. As soon as I would cum she would go to work on me to get me hard again and we would fuck some more. When she left me three hours later I was both sorry and glad to see her go, sorry because I wanted that body again and glad because I think one more fuck would have killed me.
That morning changed our morning coffee routine forever. Now it was a morning blow job followed by a morning fuck followed by a morning sixty-nine followed by more fucking. Judy was like a drug to me; I just could not get enough of her. Even when I had been on good terms with my wife we only had sex three or four times a week - Judy wanted it three or four times a day! I was exhausted when she left me and I started to fall behind in my work. I almost missed a couple of deadlines, which is the kiss of death if you work from home. It was only going to be a matter of time before Judy fucked me right out of a job, but I was powerless where she was concerned. All it took to make me as hard as a rock was to see her hair fall to her waist and to know that the next thing I would see was that fantastic body. She owned me and I loved it; I could barely remember her daughter's name.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And then I was saved. It was a Tuesday afternoon and Judy and I had just finished our third fuck of the morning. She was on her hands and knees with her butt hanging over the edge of the bed and she was working on my cock and trying to get me up again. I saw movement and glanced at the bedroom door and saw my brother Marv standing there watching. He began to quietly undress and I knew what was going to happen - it wouldn't be the first time that Marv and I had double teamed a girl. He moved quietly up behind Judy and in one quick movement he grabbed her hips and thrust into her. Three loads of my cum greased the way and in one solid stroke he was buried in her to the hilt. Judy's eyes shot wide open and she tried to pull away from both me and Marv, but we both had a good grip on the end we were using and she couldn't get away. I held her head on my cock and even though she had stopped sucking on me every time Marv pushed into her, her head bobbed on my cock. It was a minute or maybe two before Judy gave a low moan and started fucking back at Marv and shortly thereafter she was avidly sucking my cock again. It took Marv about five minutes to let lose his load and by then Judy had me hard as a rock and so Marv and I switched places. It took me almost fifteen minutes before I came and as soon as I was out of Judy Marv was back in.
I left the bedroom, took a shower and then headed for my office to try and meet my next deadline. An hour later I looked in the bedroom and Marv and Judy were still at it. I was in my office working when Judy left and I had no idea of how pissed at me she was or if she would be back for coffee in the morning or if I would ever see her again. Marv came into the office, "Where in the world did you ever find her? We need to chain her to the bed so she can never get away. I'm in love brother mine."
He had stopped by to see if he could move in with me for a couple of months. He'd just been laid off and couldn't afford to keep his apartment and I told him it would depend.
"Depend on what?" he asked.
"If she comes back, and she may not, you have to help me keep her satisfied" and then I told him how fucking her was about to cost me my job. "You have to help me get away from her long enough so that I can get some work done."
He smiled and shook his head, "I'm not sure that the two of us can do that, keep her satisfied I mean."
That night I ran into Cara at the Safeway. "Thanks for not telling my mom what I was doing in the car with Jimmy."
I smiled at her, "Believe it or not sweetie, but I was once a teenager with raging hormones myself."
"Well anyway, thanks. I owe you one and I always pay my debts."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Judy surprised me and was there the next morning for coffee. I poured her a cup and she took a sip and then, "Who was that yesterday?"
I told her and she asked if he was still there. I said that I thought he might still be in the spare bedroom. She drained her coffee cup and stood up, "Let's go and get him up, times awasting."
When she was putting her hair up to leave Judy asked me, "Do you have any more brothers?"
"Three" I said.
"Do they ever stop by?"
I said, "Once in a while."
She grinned, "That might be nice" and she left.
I had told her a truth and a lie. I did have three more brothers, but they never came by. They were the ones who had taken my idiot wife to the rock concert and then managed to get her backstage where she met the child she had run away with. That wouldn't have been bad, but I found out later that they had taken part in an orgy in the same room where my wife was fucking the drummer and that at one point they had egged her on as the drummer was pushing his cock in her asshole. They were not, and never would be welcome in my house. But I am nothing if not a gracious host. I got on the phone and called three of my friends, filled them in on what was going on and asked if they wanted to take part. The next day, after I had fucked Judy twice, I went to my office and met my most recent deadline while listening to Judy squeal in pleasure as my four 'brothers' did their best to wear her out.
For the next year Judy was our slut. The five of us were rarely all there at once, but on any given day you could find at least three of us trying our best to send Judy home happy. Once or twice I even brought in one or two of my other friends and Judy never seemed to mind. One day, when the five of us were all there taking turns on Judy, the front door bell rang and when I went down to answer it I found Cara standing there. She pushed past me and then turned to face me when I closed the door. My intention was to get her back outside before she heard what was going on upstairs, but before I could speak she pulled her sweater up over her head. She was bra-less and she smiled at me, "Like my tits?"
Well, they were nothing short of magnificent and I said so and she reached in the pocket of her skirt and pulled out something and handed it to me. It was her driver's license and she said, "Look at the birth date. I'm eighteen now and you don't have to run away from me."
Just then Judy screamed out "Oh god yes, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Cara giggled and said, "I don't suppose you want me to go up to your bedroom with you."
Just then Judy yelled again, "God damn it, will one of you guys make me cum?"
I told Cara than it was not a good time and that maybe she should stop by later.
"No way. I've waited too long for this and if we can't use the bedroom the living room will do me just fine."
As I led Cara into the room she kept looking back over her shoulder at the stairs. "Do I know her? There is something familiar about the voice."
I nodded my head no and Cara went for my fly. She was every bit as good at sucking cock as her mother was. I had already cum three times in her mother that morning so it took her a while to get me off. She was just licking me clean as Marv walked into the room, naked and with a stiff cock leading the way. Cara looked up at me, over at Marv and then back up at me, "Sorry, but I don't do groups."
Marv laughed, "Too bad. The lady upstairs sure could use the help. Come on bro, it's your turn again."
I helped Cara to her feet, and kissed her on the mouth. "Thank you sweetie, you were great" and I walked her to the door and let her out.
Five minutes later as I was pounding into Judy as hard as I could I heard her wail, "Oh no, oh God no, not my baby, fuck me not my baby, not my baby, oh god fuck me fuck me fuck me."
I looked over my shoulder to see Cara standing in the bedroom doorway, skirt up around her waist and several fingers working in her pussy as she watched me fuck her mother. I felt Judy having an orgasm under me and mine was close so I turned my attention back toward what was most important - getting me off. I blasted my wad into Judy and rolled off and George was on her before I was even all the way out of the way. Sam had his cock in Judy's mouth and she was mindlessly sucking on it as she had another orgasm. On the floor over by the door Cara was on her back with her legs up on Marv's shoulders as he stroked into her young pussy. I knew I wouldn't win any points with Judy, but I went over and knelt down by Cara's head and slipped my cock into her mouth. How wicked I thought as she sucked her mother's juices off my cock. When Marv came I took his place and when I finished I went to my office to work on my next deadline. An hour later I went back to the bedroom to see what was going on. Cara and her mother were lying next to each other on the bed holding hands as "my brothers" took turns fucking them. As I took my turn in the rotation I wondered if Judy would be back in the morning. If she is I'll bet it will be a hell of a conversation.
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It was the cliché‚ of all clichés. The husband coming home much earlier than expected and finding his wife in bed with another man and not just any 'other man', but his best friend. It wasn't supposed to happen to me. How could it? Dorothy and I loved each other. Or so I had thought.
The day had started on a positive note. The project that I had been working on for almost six months had come to a successful conclusion. The client had signed on the dotted line and suddenly I was the star. I had single handedly increased the company's revenue by two hundred percent and the morning had been filled with people stopping by my office to congratulate me. I had cleaned up the paper work and at ten-thirty I had placed the finished package on my bosses desk. After promises of promotion and a large bonus he had given me the rest of the week off.
"Go home and chase Dolores around the house" was how he had put it. I had to smile at that; I liked chasing Dolores around the house. I especially liked what happened when she caught me. As I drove home with my head full of images of my sexy wife I contemplated on how full and rich my life was. A beautiful and sexy wife who loved me as much as I loved her, three lovely daughters that I adored and a job that I really liked getting up in the morning and going to. Life was just so damned good.
Dan's station wagon was parked in my drive when I got home. Dan had been my best buddy since the sixth grade. He had been the best man at my wedding and I had been his when he married Mellisa. Mellisa and Dolores had become good friends and were always going shopping and to Avon type parties together and at least once a month the two of them would get together for a 'girls night out'. Mellisa and Dolores must have had something planned that day and I saw my plan to chase Dolores around the house fade away.
But it wasn't Mellisa who had something planned with Dolores as I found as soon as I walked in the front door. Before I could shout out, "Honey, I'm home" I heard Dolores cry out, "Oh God yes Dan, like that, just like that. Deep lover, push it in deep."
Dan's "God, but I do so love your pussy" froze me in place and Dolores destroyed me when she said, "It's yours lover, it has always been yours."
I have always been, at least in my own mind, a calm and rational person. For me, storming upstairs and barging in on the two of them was not an option. I had been betrayed by the woman I loved and who I thought had loved me and my best friend had also betrayed me. A shouting match and a couple of punches would not be enough to satisfy me. I turned and left the house with, "It's yours lover, it has always been yours" ringing inside my head. I had no idea what form my revenge would take, but when I took it they would never see it coming.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Once away from the house I pulled the car over and parked at the curb and sat there and thought about how I could best get back at the two of them and I finally decided that I needed more information. Three that afternoon found me sitting in the office of Sam Heinz who was a private investigator. I told him my story, signed a form giving him permission to enter my house in the course of his investigation, paid him a retainer and then left his office.
Next I went to a jewelry store where I purchased a diamond pendant that I hoped Dolores would never see. It was important to me that Dolores not know that I knew about her and Dan or that she even suspect that I might be suspicious. The diamond would be in my pocket on the off chance that my boss might have called the house with a question on the deal I had just closed. If he had and Dolores asked where I had been I would haul out the stone and tell her I'd spent several hours visiting jewelry stores looking for just the right pendant for her. A suspicious husband wouldn't be giving her a three-carat diamond as a gift, right? After getting the saleswoman's assurance that I could return the pendant if my wife didn't like it I paid for it and headed home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Going home to Dolores and acting as if everything was fine was one of the hardest things that I had ever done. Acting normal was a chore; I had a hard time putting strength into my hugs and steam into my kisses, but curiously, I had no problem getting erections. I found it somewhat strangely exciting to know I was fucking a whore. That was another curious thing. Our sex life had always been good and there had been no slackening in it that would indicate that she was getting sex elsewhere. I found myself wondering just how long I had been the recipient of sloppy seconds from Dolores. Sloppy seconds was just a figure of speech of course since Dolores obviously cleaned herself out after her trysts with Dan, but I did wonder how many times I had followed him into my wife. The answer to that question was shocking when I got it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was three weeks after discovering that my wife was a faithless whore that I got the report from the private detective.
"It would appear that the affair has been fairly long standing. From available information it has been going on for at least eight years. I must warn you ahead of time that the content of the audio and videotapes will shake you to your core. My advice to you is that you destroy the tapes without looking at then or listening to them. Take my written report to your lawyer. It should be enough to get you favorable terms in a divorce action. I can't stop you from viewing the tapes since you did pay for them, but I heartily suggest that you don't."
Human nature being what it is there was no way I was not going to look at those tapes after hearing the detective strongly suggest that I take a pass. In retrospect it would have been much, much better all around if I had taken his advice.
There were taped phone conversations full of I love you's, I miss you's and I wish you were here with me now's and the arranging of the next meeting. The videotapes were, at least for the most part, nothing more than shoddy porn tapes. Dolores and Dan kissed, made out and sucked and fucked. They did it all including one or two things that Dolores never did with me like anal and oral sex.
No, that isn't totally true. Dolores did suck a mean cock and she never refused to go down on me, but she never let me cum in her mouth. She would get me to the point of ejaculation and then she would finish me by hand. Not so with Dan, she swallowed every drop and then licked his cock clean. That upset me more than the anal part. Dolores and I had tried anal when we were first married and after about six months Dolores finally told me that she didn't like it.
"It hurts me too much baby. I'll do it if you really, really want to, but I would prefer not to."
Regular sex with Dolores was fantastic so it was no big deal to give up anal sex. Now here she was taking it up the Hershey Highway with enthusiasm. Several times she even asked for it.
I had watched about twelve hours of video before I got to the one that Heinz knew I wouldn't be able to handle. It was the tape that had the first night of my last business trip on it. It started out like most of the others with Dolores sucking Dan's cock to get him hard enough to fuck her and then climbing on him and riding him until Dan came. Next they went sixty-nine until Dan was up again and then they fucked in the missionary position. Another blow job and they did doggie style for a while and after about five minutes of taking it from behind she asked Dan to fuck her in her ass. He slid his cock in her and she moaned out, "Yes, oh god damned yes baby. So good, so damned good."
It took him several more minutes to cum and then they were lying on the bed breathing hard and Dolores asked Dan if he was staying the night since I was out of town and he said that he was planning on it.
"How do you cover it with Mellisa?"
"I just start an argument with her and sooner or later she will say something that I pretend pisses me off and then I stomp out of the house. The next day when I go home I tell her I went to my office and slept on the couch I have there."
"She never checks up on you?"
"Of course she does, but I tell her that I don't answer the phone after business hours and besides, if I wanted to talk to her I would have stayed home instead of storming out. It is all part of the plan for when it is time for the divorce."
"How does that work toward a divorce?"
"When we are ready I'll just start another argument, tell her I'm tired of all the bullshit and that I'm leaving her. It won't be a problem. No kids so there won't be any child support. She makes more at her job than I do at mine so there won't be any alimony. I'll let her have the house since I'll be living here with you. Have you decided yet when you want to do it?"
"I wanted to wait a bit, let the girls get a little older."
"You realize the longer we wait the harder it will be on them when we tell them that I'm their real father."
"I have been thinking on that. Maybe we shouldn't tell them. Maybe we should wait a while and then file papers so you can legally adopt them."
"Damn it Dolores, they are my kids and I want to acknowledge them as such."
"If we tell them that you are their real father it will get back to Robert and then we will end up in a big fight over child support."
"Why?"
"You can't honestly believe that he will want to pay to support them if he knows that they aren't his."
"If he brings it up you just tell him that it was something we told the kids to make it easier on them when we move in together."
"What if he demands a DNA test? It will show that they are yours and given Veronica's age that will tell him how long we have been stabbing him in the back and he will probably get a lawyer and create more problems than we need. Just let it be Dan. You will be here with them doing the job of dad and in time they will come to see you as their father."
"I still don't like it."
"It will be all right baby. Oh look" she said as she reached for his erection, "He wants me again."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I sat there stunned into immobility as what I'd just heard registered. My three girls were really Dan's? Knowing that told me how long that Dolores and Dan had been hanging horns on me. Veronica was three weeks short of her tenth birthday and allowing nine months for the pregnancy that meant the two of them had been cuckolding me for at eleven years of my twelve year marriage.
How in the name of God could they have been doing that? How could they have been doing that and me not notice something? Had my love for the unfaithful whore been so great that I was blinded to what she had been doing? Well, I wasn't blind anymore and it was a damned good thing the neither of them were close enough for me to get my hands on them or I would have surely been on my way to jail for murder. The murderous rage would be gone by the time I saw Dolores and I would have myself under control. I was a patient man and in time I would have my revenge on both Dan and Dolores and it would be harsh.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I did none of the things that you read about. I cancelled no credit cards, closed out no accounts and hid no assets. I did absolutely nothing that would tell Dolores that things were not right between us, but I did begin to think on what form my revenge would take. I knew one thing for certain - it would be a cold fucking day in Hell before Dan ever lived in my house!
The first thing I did was make copies of all that I had gotten from the detective and then I rented a safe deposit box to store them in. After several days of thinking about it I finally decided on what I was going to do. The first step was to push Dolores into making a move. Knowing that she always went through the pockets of everything that went into the washing machine I put the receipt for the diamond pendant in the pocket of one of my shirts and dropped it in the laundry basket. Dolores did the laundry on Saturday, but I didn't expect her to say anything right away. She would find the receipt and think it was a gift for her and she would wait for me to give it to her.
The next step was to start staying out late on nights that I normally wouldn't. I stopped at a drug store and bought some perfume and lipstick different from what Dolores used and put just a trace of each on the collar of my suit coat. The object was to make Dolores think I was out fooling around on her and have her confront me. I wanted her to confront me and then I would bring out her affair. She would know that I knew and had done nothing about it and that would give her a false sense of security and that is what I wanted to happen. She had to think that she had nothing to fear from me.
It took five weeks, but confront me she did. I came home late one night and found her waiting up for me.
"Hi sweetie, I thought you would be in bed."
"I waited up for you Robert because we need to talk."
"Can't it wait until the morning? I'm pretty beat and I need to get to bed."
"No, it can't wait. There are some things that I want explained. Your late nights, strange perfume on your clothes, a lipstick color that I don't use on your shirt collar and this" and she pushed the receipt for the pendant across the table to me.
I picked it up and looked at it and said, "Where did you get this?"
"I found it in a shirt pocket while I was doing the laundry."
I put the receipt in my pocket, "That was careless of me."
"Careless? That's all you have to say, that you were careless?"
"What do you expect me to say?"
"Damn it Robert, I want to know what is going on. Are you seeing another woman?"
"As a matter of fact I am."
"You miserable rotten bastard! How could you do that to me?"
"Whoa up there lady. Let's not be hypocritical here. You have been fucking some one else for a couple of years now and the bottom line is that if you can cheat so can I."
"Are you accusing me of cheating?"
"No Dolores, just stating a fact. I came home early one day and I was not even all the way in the door before I heard the two of you going at it. You're lucky I was in a good mood that day. If I had been in a bad mood I would have climbed the stairs and killed you both. But I was in a good mood so I just decided that if our marriage didn't mean anything to you, why should it mean anything to me and so I just turned and left. Shortly after that I got myself a girlfriend. I figured that I could get my quality time from her and just let you keep on whoring since going that route was cheaper than divorcing your sorry ass."
I got up to leave and started to leave the room. "Wait just a minute Robert, we might as well get this over with right now."
I turned and looked at her and she said, "The truth is Robert that I like you a lot, but I don't love you. I did once and I don't know what happened, but I don't love you now. I have been in love with Dan for several years now and he has been after me to leave you and marry him.
"Dan? My best friend Dan?"
"Yes. I have been putting this off waiting for a better time or an easier way to do it, but I now realize that there is no easier way and there is no such thing as a better time. I'm going to divorce you. I haven't seen an attorney yet, but when I do I intend to ask for the house, and custody of the girls with appropriate child support. Since I don't work and don't have any of the skills that would get me a job paying me enough to support me I'll also be asking for alimony. I want two-thirds of your savings - one third for me and one third for the girl's college fund and I want half of what you have in certificates of deposit. I'll also want a share of your pension and 401k when you retire."
"That's it? That's all you want?'
"I'm sure that the lawyer may have some ideas."
"I'll just bet he will. Have you told your parents yet?"
"No, why?"
"There anniversary party is this Friday, remember? I think you need to keep this to yourself until after the party."
"Yes, I suppose you are right."
"Now that everything is out in the open you will need to move your things into the spare bedroom. As long as I'm still paying the bills I'm claiming the master bedroom" and I turned and walked away from her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two days Dolores and I stayed out of each other's way. On Friday, just before I left for work, I told her I would be home early and to be ready to go to her parents party by six. At one that afternoon I met Mellisa for lunch and I told her what I had discovered and how long it had been going on. I gave he a copy of everything I had gotten from the private detective and then I asked her to sit on it until the next day.
"I'm going after Dolores tonight and I don't want that sleaze bag of a husband of yours letting her know it is coming. After you break the news to him tell him to start running because I will be coming after him next."
At six, after giving the babysitter the information she needed to get in touch with us if need be, Dolores and I got in the car to leave for the party and I saw her looking at me funny.
"What?"
"Nothing really, I just never saw you put on your seat belt before. I thought you didn't believe in them."
"I don't, but Tom Baxter got pulled over for having a broken tail light and when they saw he didn't have his seat belt on they wrote him a ticket for that too. The light ticket cost him $25, but the seat belt ticket cost him $125 and the insurance company raised his rates when they ran a Motor Vehicle Records check and saw the ticket. I don't believe in them, but I can't afford those kinds of costs."
"Well I certainly hope that you don't expect me to wear one. It would wrinkle this dress."
"God knows we wouldn't want that to happen."
Dolores gave me a nasty look as I pulled out of the driveway and then we rode in silence until I pulled out onto the Interstate and accelerated to the seventy-five mile an hour speed limit. Five minutes passed in silence and then Dolores said, "The other night I told you what I wanted and I was surprised that you accepted it so calmly. You didn't tell me what you wanted."
"I have what I want Dolores."
"Oh? What is that?"
"I have my seat belt on and I have the air bag," I said as I turned the wheel and sent the car toward the concrete bridge abutment at seventy-five miles an hour. In the instant before we hit I saw the look on her face as she glanced at the dash and saw the indicator light that said "Passenger air bag off."
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I found out strictly by accident. My boss had been in an automobile accident and his car had to be towed. He called me and asked me to come pick him up. As he was climbing into my car I saw my wife and my cousin Jamie walking into the Denny's restaurant across the street. Alarm bells started ringing in my head. My wife and my cousin were quite verbal about their dislike for each other so what were they doing together and why were they holding hands? I was not at all happy as I pondered the possible answers to that question.
Seeing Helen and Jamie holding hands stayed with me for the rest of the day and I was not in the best of moods when I went home that night. Helen was in the kitchen fixing dinner when I got there and she came over to me and kissed me on the cheek as I got a beer out of the fridge.
"How was your day baby?" she asked.
"Same old, same old. Work like a dog to get a job done on time and then have some clown who doesn't know his ass from a hole in the ground pick it to death. How about you? Do anything interesting today?"
Helen laughed, "Only if you call cleaning house and doing the laundry interesting."
"Don't you ever go out of the house?"
"No. There isn't anywhere I want to go."
"I don't think I could stand being cooped up inside all day."
"I don't stay inside silly, I spend a lot of time out on the deck working on my tan. And besides, if I went out I would miss my soap operas."
"I'm going over to Jamie's for a while after dinner. I want to borrow his router. You want to come along?"
"You know better than that baby. He's an asshole and I can't stand him. You know that."
"Yeah, I keep forgetting."
+++++++++++++++++++++
"I need the bits for making round corners and trimming Formica," I said as Jamie got the router out from under the workbench.
"No problem. I'll just give you the whole case that has all my router bits in it. That way we can keep them all together. That do it?"
"Yeah, that's all I should need."
"You want a beer?"
"I could use one."
Half an hour later sitting at Jamie's kitchen table I said, "Can you tell me something cuz? Why can't you and Helen get along?"
"Truth time?"
"Anything else wouldn't mean spit."
"She's a stuck up bitch and I can't stand to be around her."
"Too bad. It bugs me that my two favorite people can't get along."
+++++++++++++++++++++
It wasn't as expensive as I had thought it would be or as difficult to do as I had expected and two days later I had a voice activated tape recorder hooked up to the phone line. The next day when I got home from work I waited until Helen was doing the dinner dishes and I went and got the tape out of the recorder and put in a fresh tape. In my basement workshop I put the tape into a tape player and listened to the days phone calls. One call from her mother, two calls from telephone solicitors and then:
"Hello?"
"Hi baby."
"Good morning lover, miss me?"
"You know I do."
"When am I going to see you again?"
"I can't get off work today so it won't be until tomorrow."
"God baby, it isn't fair. I'm so horny right now that I could just scream. I need your cock lover, and your fingers and your tongue."
"You will just have to wait until tomorrow or settle for Bob when he gets home from work."
"But he doesn't light me up like you do."
"Sorry love, but I just can't get there before tomorrow."
"Well you had better take a lot of vitamins between now and then because I'm going to wear you out when you get here."
"Promise?"
"Oh yeah baby, I promise."
"Going to suck my dick?"
"I'll take it so far down my throat the head will be looking at the polish on my toenails and then I'll swallow every last drop."
"Will your pussy be hot?"
"Hot and steaming lover."
"What else?"
"I'm going to take your beautiful cock up my ass."
"Ooooh, nasty little girl."
"Yeah, but I'm your nasty little girl."
"I'll see you tomorrow about nine."
"I'll be waiting and my pussy will be dripping."
"Love you baby."
"Love you too. Bye."
I sat there staring at the tape player and trying to hold my rage in check. The fucking whore could swallow every drop of his, but she spit mine out into a rag? She could take him up the ass, but if I wanted to try anal I was a fucking disgusting pervert? I didn't light her up? Well we would just fucking see about that. I'd light the stupid bitch up and then I'd watch her burn.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I did my best to stay composed as I went back upstairs. "I need to run to home depot to get some Phillips head screws. You need anything while I'm out?"
"Not that I can think of, but hurry back; I'm feeling a little frisky tonight."
"Now that is what I call incentive," I said as I was thinking' you worthless fucking whore.'
I managed to get to Radio Shack before they closed and I bought another voice-activated tape recorder and then went back home. Helen was in the shower when I got there so I hid the recorder where I thought it would pick up most of the sound, but still stay hidden. On a whim I changed the tape in the recorder hooked to the phone line and then I went down into I went down to my workshop to check it out"
"Hello?"
"Hi lover. I just had to hear your voice again."
"Bob not there?"
"He just left to go to home depot. I told him to hurry back if he wants to get lucky tonight."
"You going to let him fuck my pussy?"
"I have to lover, you know I do. If I cut him off he would get curious and he might start digging and we can't have that, now can we?"
"How long you going to make me wait before you leave him for me?"
"One more year baby, just one more year. As soon as he gets vested in his pension plan so I can get half of it in the divorce."
"That doesn't make sense baby. The lawyer already told you he would get you the house and half of everything else. Why are you stalling over a pension that he can't begin to draw on for another twenty-five years?"
"It is the principal of the thing lover. I earned it for having to put up with him."
"You going to be thinking of me while he is fucking you?"
"I always do baby."
"Don't cum for him. Fake an orgasm if you have to, but don't cum for him. Save it for me when I come over tomorrow. My cock is already hard just thinking of what we are going to do when I get there."
"I know baby, my pussy is dripping just talking to you. I need you baby, I need you bad. Get here as soon as you can. Got to go now before Bob gets home. Goodnight baby, I love you."
"I love you too baby, see you tomorrow."
+++++++++++++++++++++
That night I found out how thin the line between love and hate can be. In the time it took me to listen to that afternoon's tape I went from worshiping the ground that Helen walked on to wanting to put my hands around her throat and squeezing until she turned purple and died. But prison did not appeal to me (I had been there and done that and did not want to do it again) so I forced myself to put on a calm front while I figured out what to do about the situation.
The rage had to go somewhere and where it went was into the head of my dick. When I got in bed with Helen that night I just grabbed her and took her. No foreplay, no hugs, no kisses, just slam it into her and fuck. I wanted to hurt her; I wanted to punish her and somehow my cock understood that. I couldn't cum! My cock wouldn't let me. I stayed hard and slammed it into Helen. Ten, fifteen, twenty minutes went by and I kept pounding into her. She was yelling, crying, moaning and holding onto me so tight that I couldn't have gotten away from her if I had tried. The next day I had bruises on the backs of my legs where her heels had drummed and I had claw marks all over my ass cheeks and back.
Finally, gasping for breath, I came and wonder of wonders, Helen came at the same time - a first in our marriage! After lying next to each other and gasping for breath for several minutes Helen said, "What was that all about?"
"I just felt the need for straight-assed animal sex."
"I hope you don't make a habit of it. It is a little on the rough side."
"Sometimes rough is good. You seemed to enjoy it."
"I loved it, I just don't want to make a habit of it. Maybe once every couple of weeks or so. Otherwise I might have trouble walking."
"I guess that means you don't want to suck my cock and get me hard so we can go again?"
"Sorry baby, but you did a number on my poor pussy and it is just a touch sore."
I didn't want to hear that - I wanted it to be real sore, so sore that Jamie wouldn't get much enjoyment out of it the next day. Maybe next time I thought as I rolled over and pretended to go to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Helen was fixing my breakfast and packing my lunch as I took my morning shower. Just before going downstairs I turned the sound activated tape recorder on. There wasn't any talk over breakfast and when I got up to go to work Helen leaned over to kiss me goodbye and I turned my face away and headed out.
I spent the entire day at work saying "Why me Lord, why me" to myself. How could a woman that I loved so much do to me what Helen was doing to me and with a goddamned family member for Christ's sake! I thought about what she had said to Jamie about my pension, "I earned it for having to put up with him." What had I done to give her an attitude like that? Whatever it was it wouldn't hold a candle to what I was going to do to her. Helen and Jamie were going to find out that I didn't get mad, I got even and then some.
When I got home from work that night Helen was still sunning herself on the patio so I hurriedly got the tape out of the recorder attached to the phone and out of the recorder in the bedroom. I took them down to my basement workshop and put the phone tape into the player:
"Hello?"
"Hi lover, did I get you up?"
"You always get me up baby, you know that."
"Silly, you know what I mean. Are you fully awake and ready to fuck my brains out? He just left and my pussy is starved."
"Didn't you give him some pussy last night?"
"Yes, but he wasn't any good, as usual. But he is acting strange. I wonder if he suspects something."
"Have you given him any reason?"
"Not that I can think of."
"Just be careful. Keep on pretending that you love him, give him a little pussy every once in a while and you should be okay. But it is one more reason why you should hurry up and get out while you can still do it on your terms."
"I told you lover, I'm not leaving until I can claim half of his pension. Now will you hurry up and get over here?"
"Eager for some cock?"
"Not just cock lover, your cock."
"On the way sweetie. Bye."
"Hurry lover, bye."
I thought back to the morning when I had avoided Helen's kiss. I was going to have to watch things like that. I had to keep her thinking that I was still her loving husband. She and Jamie had to go on thinking that I was just some stupid dumb shit cuckold.
After listening to the phone tape I headed upstairs and went out on the patio to let Helen know I was home. Helen was lying on the chaise lounge with a towel covering her lower body. I walked over to her and bent down and kissed her.
"Hi sweetie, what's for dinner?"
"After our session last night I thought that I would be your dinner" and she pushed the towel away. She was naked from the waist down and she spread her legs wide. "I'm still so keyed up from last night that I'm hot and wet baby and it has been so long since you last licked my slit. Please baby, please?"
I knew the fucking whore was wet all right and I also knew that the wetness was what Jamie had dumped in her earlier in the day and not her natural juices which is what she wanted me to believe. I knew the bitch was going to get off on having me lick up her lover's leavings and it was just one more thing that she was going to pay for when the time came. But I had to allay her suspicion that I might be suspicious and the best way to do that was to do what she wanted. No way she would think I was on to her if I was willing to go down on her. I'd done worse things in my life, and what was important to me was that she not see it coming when I lowered the boom on her ass.
"Not here baby, let's take it to the bedroom."
I gave her my hand and pulled her up. Then I picked her up and carried her to our bedroom. I set her down on the bed and then I pushed her legs apart and looked down at her wet pussy lips. As I looked at the wetness I wondered how many times I had sucked Jamie's juices out of her and whether or not the two of them got a chuckle out of it. Steady on Bob I said to myself as I got down and buried my face in Helen's snatch. I out did myself that night. I brought the whore to orgasm twice with just my mouth and then I climbed aboard and gave her two more with my cock before rolling over and pretending to fall asleep.
As soon as Helen's breathing settled and I was sure that she was asleep I eased myself out of bed and went to my workshop. I put the tape from the bedroom recorder into the player and then I listened to sixty minutes worth of what my loving wife did with my cousin Jamie. I'm sure that they were at it for a lot more that sixty minutes, but that was all the longer that the tape was. But I heard enough to feed the rage that had been festering in my heart. The derogatory remarks about me and my abilities (or lack of ability) in bed and comments on how worthless I was as a husband just firmed up my resolve to make the two of them pay dearly. As I climbed the stairs to go back up to the bedroom a plan was already taking form in my head.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I was younger, a lot younger, I did a very stupid thing. I got drunk one night and I stole a car and went joy riding. Being young and stupid I did not realize that when I drove that car from Detroit to Toledo I crossed a state line I had committed a Federal offense. To make a long story short I was caught, tried and convicted.
I had the great good luck to be tried under a fairly new Federal law called the Youthful Offenders Act. Basically the YOA was a program pushed through with the thought of rehabilitation in mind. If you were between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five, had no previous record and the crime for which you were arrested was non-violent in nature you could be tried under the YOA.
The act mandated a six-year sentence, hard time and parole combined, and if you completed the sentence and kept your nose clean the conviction was expunged from your record. The sentence was called a Zip Six and you were usually sent to the Federal Reformatory at Chillicothe, Ohio to serve it. While at Chillicothe they taught you a trade, worked with you to finish your high school education if you hadn't finished school and even let you take some college courses.
I did twenty-one months inside and the rest on parole and if you ran my prints now my record would come up clean - no record at all. While I was in I met a whole lot of people who had done a lot worse than I had and by the very nature of the place you developed friendships with a lot of people you never even would have looked at outside. Several years later I was sitting in a bar when some one tapped me on the shoulder and I turned to see a large, hulking black man.
"Best you be careful who you be poking on the shoulder nigger," and then the two of us were in a bear hug.
Johnny Walker had been my cellmate for seventeen of the twenty-one months that I had been inside. We moved to a table and caught up on what had happened over the last several years. He found out that I was straight and I found out that he was a drug dealer. After that meeting we had kept in touch and Johnny was the man I called on to see if my plan had merit.
"You serious?"
"Serious as death."
"I can make it happen, but you best make certain sure that it is really what you want to do because once I put it in play I can't stop it even if you decide you want to."
"No chance of that John, none at all."
"Okay then, go ahead and set it up and give me a time table to work with."
+++++++++++++++++++++
"I had to buy you a new Formica bit" I told Jamie, "I burned up the one you gave me."
I handed him his router and his case of bits and he put them down on his workbench.
"You want a beer?"
"Yeah, I think I would like one."
He popped the tops on two Buds and we sat down at his kitchen table. I put my briefcase on the table and opened it. I took out a set of drawings and handed them to him and asked him to look them over.
"It is a gun cabinet that I'm going to build and I can't make up my mind what wood to use. You have any suggestions?"
We talked for a bit about the project and then I put the drawings back in the briefcase. I looked around in it like I was looking for something and then I asked, "Have you got an envelope and a piece of paper I can borrow?"
"I should have, let me go look."
A minute or so later he came back with a legal sized envelope and a sheet of paper and set them down on the table. We talked some more and then he got up to use the bathroom and as soon as he was out of the room I took a latex glove out of my pocket, picked up the envelope and sheet of paper and put them in my case. Then I hurried to the family room and grabbed one of his videotapes and dropped it in the briefcase, dropped the latex glove on top of it and then closed the case. When Jamie came back I finished my beer, said goodnight and headed on home. For the next step I had to wait until Jamie's company sent him out of town on business.
+++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two weeks I checked the tapes daily to keep up with what the two of them were up to and then what I was waiting for happened. Jamie was sent out of town on a two-day business trip and the day before he was due back I made my move against Helen.
It was a Wednesday and I came home from work and entered the house and Helen came up to me and went to put her arms around me and I stiff-armed her. She stumbled backwards, lost her balance and fell on her ass.
"Damn it Bob, what did you do that for? What the hell is wrong with you?"
I ignored her and headed for the basement. She picked herself up off the floor and followed me down calling me an asshole and other things. I went into the storage area of the basement and grabbed two suitcases and when she saw that she shut up. I tossed one of them at her, "Get your miserable ass upstairs and start packing."
"Have you gone crazy Bob? What the hell is wrong with you?"
I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her along behind me to my workshop where I pushed her down in a chair. I hit the play button on the tape player, "Jesus Jamie, that feels so damned good. That's it lover, push that cock in my ass. Damn, but I do love you in my butt."
I hit the stop button and said, "What is going on you cheating whore is that I'm packing you up and then I'm taking you and that tape over to your parents house. Then I'm going to play them that tape and a half a dozen more just like it for your mom and dad and then I'm going to drive off and leave your ass there. Next, I'm going to get a lawyer and get rid of your sorry ass."
"Oh God no, please Bobby, don't do that. Please Bobby, not my mom and dad. It would kill them."
"Good! Seeing it happen will make you suffer just that much more."
"No Bobby, don't. It isn't what you think."
"It is what I know Helen, not what I think. You have been fucking my cousin Jamie for God knows how long and I've got the last six weeks of it on tape."
"Bobby please, believe me, it isn't what you think. Yes, Jamie has been sleeping with me, but it isn't because I love him. I love you Bobby, not Jamie. Honest to God Bobby, I love you."



"You expect me to believe that shit after what I've listened to you saying on those tapes?"
"It is true Bobby, honest to God. What I said I had to say to keep Jamie happy and I had to keep him happy because he was blackmailing me."
"Over what?"
"I got drunk at a party one night and a guy took advantage of me and Jamie took a picture of it. He threatened to show it to you unless I let him make love to me.
"Bullshit Helen. You could have told me about it and I would have been a little pissed, but we could have worked it out."
"I didn't think we could because more than one guy took advantage of me that night, it was three of them, and in Jamie's photos it looks like I'm willing. I wasn't, I swear to God I wasn't, but from the angles Jamie shot from it looks like I was having a good time. I wasn't Bobby, please honey, you have to believe me."
I didn't believe her, not for one fucking minute, but part of my plan for the cheating bitch depended on her trying to convince me that she loved me and only me and that she would do anything to keep us together.
"No Helen, I can't believe that. No way I can believe that after I heard all those things that you had to say about me and what a miserable husband I am."
"I'll do what ever you want to prove it Bobby, anything that you want."
"Really?
"Yes Bobby, really. Whatever I have to do to prove to you that I love you I will."
"Go on upstairs and move yourself into the spare bedroom. You stay there while I think on it."
When she was gone I took out my cell phone and called John and when he answered I said, "It's a go. I'll bring her buy tomorrow morning."
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning Helen was in the kitchen sipping coffee and she looked at me apprehensively when I came into the room. I looked at her for several very long seconds and then said, "I've decided what I'm going to do. You have one chance and one chance only. You do exactly what I tell you when I tell you and then we can try to put things back together. Balk at anything I tell you to do and we are on our way to see your mom and dad to visit and listen to some real fun tapes, understood?"
"What are you going to do?"
"You will find out when I do it. Yes or no?"
"Yes, of course Bobby, I'll do whatever you say."
"Good. Come on into the den."
She followed me into the den and I pointed at a sheet of paper lying on the center of the desk pad. "Sign your first name on the bottom."
"What is it? It is your confession. In it you admit to what you and Jamie have been doing. You sign it and it goes into a safe deposit box. If you ever fuck around on me again that confession and the tapes I have will be all that I need to get a divorce without you being able to rape me financially."
Helen picked it up to read it and I said, "Put it down and sign it."
"But I haven't read it."
"Doesn't matter. Sign it or go upstairs and pack your bags."
She put it down and signed it and then I told her to fold it and put it in the envelope lying on the desk. After she had that done I told her to get dressed, that we were going out.
"Where?"
"What did I tell you Helen? What I tell you, when I tell you and no back talk - do it!"
+++++++++++++++++++++
To understand this next part you only need to know that Helen and her family are from the South. She was born and raised in Bluefield, West Virginia and when she was sixteen the family moved north and brought their racial attitudes with them. The look on Helen's face when John answered the door was one of confusion and disbelief. She knew that I knew how she felt about blacks so why had I brought her to this place? I smiled as I thought about what was in store for her.
"What is going on here Bobby?"
"A little punishment Helen. You are going to be punished and at the same time give me a club that I will be able to hold over your head for the rest of your life. But first we are going to do a quick test on you for sexually transmitted diseases. John here is a doctor who lost his license when he got caught playing games with prescription drugs. He has a lab in his basement and he is going to find out if Jamie has shared anything with you. I'm not going to send you to a regular clinic because I don't want everybody else to know that I'm married to a cheating whore."
She had the good grace to wince when I said that and she offered no resistance when I took her hand and led her to a chair and had her sit down. John came into the room with two vials and a syringe and then he carefully took enough blood to fill the two vials and then he left the room with them. I was counting on Helen being so shook up by what was going on that she wouldn't realize that there wasn't any way that John could run immediate STD tests.
As soon as John was out of the room I said, "I don't believe one word that you have said to me Helen, not one stinking word. I think you are just stalling for time until Jamie gets home so you can run to him."
"No Bobby, that's not true, I swear it."
"Swear all you want Helen, but I didn't hear anything being forced on you when I listened to those tapes. In fact I heard an awful lot of you begging for what he had to offer. You swallowed his cum but you always spit mine out into a rag. You were happy to let him have your ass, but whenever I wanted to try anal you told me that it was disgusting and that I was a pervert for even wanting to try. And what about that bit about my pension?"
"He wanted me to leave you for him Bobby. I had to stall him until I could find a way out of the mess I was in."
"No Helen, sorry, but I just don't believe you."
"I swear to God Bobby, I love you and only you."
I sat there and stared at her for a couple of moments and then I said, "Okay Helen, I'm going to give you a chance to prove that you want to stay with me more than anything else in the world. You won't like it, in fact you will probably hate it, but it is what you are going to have to do to prove to me that you aren't lying to me and just trying to stall until Jamie gets home."
"What do I have to do?"
"You are going to fuck John while I videotape it. If you ever go near Jamie or any other man again the tape of you and John will be sent to your parents and every other living relative that you have.
"Oh God Bobby, I can't do that, he's a nigger."
"Exactly Helen, just what your family would love to see."
"Please Bobby, don't make me do it."
"Okay. Grab your purse and let's get going."
"Where?"
"To visit mom and dad, show them your written confession, listen to some tapes and let them know that you are moving back in with them."
She looked at me and I saw the resignation come into her eyes and then she said, "What do I have to do?"
"Just do what you do with Jamie and what you did with those first three guys you told me about. Suck him, fuck him with your pussy and ass and pretend that you are loving every second of it. Somewhere along the way I want you to tell John how happy you are that Jamie made you fuck him. Then John is going to say, "But what about your husband? Doesn't he care that you are a slut?" and you are going to say, The stupid shit doesn't have a clue."
"Why would I do that?"
"Because I said to."
"But why?"
"If I ever catch you with Jamie or anyone else not only will your parents see the tape but I will use it to get a divorce and the more callous it looks and sounds the better it will be for my case."
"Please Bobby, anything else, but don't make me do this."
"It is only another cock Helen and by now you should be used to cocks other than mine. Now, before John gets back, yes or no?"
I saw a tear forming in her left eye and she said, "All right, I'll do it, but only to show you how far I'm willing to go to show you that I love you."
John came back into the room while Helen was drying her eyes with a hanky and he said, "She checks out clean."
"Good. She has agreed to her punishment so let's take it to the bedroom."
On the way to the bedroom I said to Helen, "John's never had a white woman before and I want you to make sure that he has a memorable experience. Enthusiastic participation Helen. Anything less and we are on our way to visit your parents."
While John and Helen moved toward the bed I set up the video camera and with my back to Helen I took a latex glove out of my pocket, put it on and loaded the tape that I had taken from Jamie's entertainment center. I took the glove off and turned around, "Okay guys, as they say on the Hollywood film sets, lights, camera, action!"
Helen stood there while John undressed her and then she undressed him. She went to her knees in front of him and helped him step out of his trousers. His cock bobbed in front of her and John put a hand on the back of Helen's head. She knew what was expected of her and she opened her mouth and let him push it in. She might have hated blacks, but she could give great head and I had warned her to be enthusiastic and so she went to work on him. John was loving it. It took her about five minutes to get him off and when I saw the cum leak out of the corners of her mouth I knew that I was going to keep a copy of the tape.
John pulled his limp cock out of her mouth and helped her stand up and then he pushed her back onto the bed and went down on her. He did such a good job that she either forgot that she didn't like blacks or she forgot that he was black. Her hands gripped the back of John's head and she pulled his face into her cunt.
"Oh yes, oh yes, like that, right there, just like that" she moaned and she hunched her hips up at his face. John's cock began to grow and he redoubled his efforts on Helen's box and as soon as he brought her to orgasm he pulled his face away from her and mounted her.
Helen grunted as John drove into her and then her legs came up and locked around his waist.
"God bitch, but your pussy is so fucking tight. I would have thought from the way Jamie said he was always fucking you that you would be a lot looser."
"Stop talking lover, just fuck me. Fuck me hard and make me cum. I need to cum baby, I need it bad."
John picked up speed as he pounded into Helen and she moaned, "That's it baby, that's it, hard baby, push it deep. You feel good baby, I'm glad that Jamie is making me fuck you."
"Damn, but you are one hot fucking slut. Does your husband know what a slut you are?"
"The stupid fuck hasn't got a clue. Forget about him and fuck me, fuck me hard honey, fuck me hard and make me cum."
John did make her cum and then he had her suck him hard again and he fucked her for a second time. He want to go a third time, but Helen said no.
"No more lover, no more now. I need to beat my stupid fucking husband home."
I turned the camera off and said, "Okay John, she's all yours now."
John pushed Helen back down on the bed and put two fingers in his mouth and let out a loud whistle. A couple of moment's later three black men entered the room and started to undress. Helen looked at them, looked at me and then back to them:
"Bobby? What's going on here Bobby?"
"Just some friends of John's who have never fucked a white woman. When you are done with them they are going to show you their appreciation by taking you on a sea cruise. You have always wanted to see Africa, haven't you?"
I saw her eyes go wide as the implication of what I'd just said registered and she started to struggle, but the three men were already on her. As I walked out of John's bedroom I heard Helen crying out, "Bobby? Bobby? For God's sake Bobby don't leave me here. Please Bobby, come back."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I collected the vials of blood from John's refrigerator and was putting them in the camera bag when John came into the kitchen.
"She seems to have quieted down some."
"She has a mouthful right now if you take my meaning."
"What's the plan from this point?"
"When they have drained themselves they will smuggle her onto their ship and by this time next month they will have sold her to some whore house in some godforsaken African country. There is a nine man crew on the ship and she will be well broken in by the time they sell her off."
"Thanks bud, I owe you a big one. Now I'm going to take care of my asshole cousin."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I had a key to Jamie's place and he had one to mine. Whenever one of us would be gone for more that a couple of days, like a vacation maybe, we kept an eye on each other's place. I parked around the corner from Jamie's since I didn't want my car to be seen there - not this time. Jamie never drove his car out to the airport and left it parked there. He always caught a cab downtown and then caught the airport shuttle from there. I walked to his place, put on a pair of latex gloves and let myself in and went to work.
I went to the bedroom and taking out a vial of Helen's blood I dropped some in several places around the bed and then I got a wet rag and did a half-assed job of trying to clean it up. Next I went to the kitchen drawer where Jamie kept a spare set of keys to his car and then I went out into the garage and opened the trunk of the car. Right where Helen's head would have been had she been stuffed into the trunk I poured some blood out of the vial onto the trunk mat. I took some of Helen's hair out of a little plastic bag and dropped them into the trunk and then closed it.
I splashed some of the remaining blood on the floor in a line from the door into the house to the trunk of the car and then I got down on the floor and did a shitty job of trying to clean it up. I put the rags in a trash bag and then pushed the bag down to the bottom of a garbage can. Lastly I took the letter that I'd had Helen sign and I put it together with the videotape under the front seat of the car and then I locked the place up and went on home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I took a half-day off work to go to a doctor's appointment. There was nothing wrong with me, but I needed the cover for the day. I needed to be home when Jamie called and I needed to be there in case he decided to come by. If he did he would see my pickup and keep on going. The first call came around noon:
"Hey babe, you there? Pick up the phone lover. Okay, I'll try later."
An hour later he called again:
"Helen? You there? Answer the phone babe. I'm back and I'm horny as hell and I want to come over."
One more call came in at three:
"Helen? Damn it, where are you?"
That was enough to suit my purpose and I turned off the answering machine. I sat at the front window and watched, but Jamie never drove by. At five I left the house and drove over to Jamie's and acted as if I was just stopping by on my way home from work. We had a beer and I asked him if he had given any more thought to what I should build my gun cabinet out of and we talked about that for a bit and then I said that I needed to get home to Helen.
Five minutes after getting home I called Jamie on the phone and after the greetings were out of the way I said, "Jamie, just what the fuck have you been up to?"
"What do you mean?"
"What I mean is that Helen isn't here and there is a message from you on the answering machine saying that you are horny and want to come over. What the fuck is going on?"
"Hey man, I don't know what you are talking about" he said and I hung up on him.
I jumped back in my pickup and drove over to Jamie's and when he answered the door I pushed past him, "Where is she?"
"Where is who?"
"Don't give me any of that shit. You know damned well who. She isn't at home and I have three calls on the answering machine from you and one of then says that you are horny and want to come over."
He protested and I ignored him and I went through his place room by room. I even looked under the bed and in the closets and behind the shower curtain. "Satisfied?" he said as I was getting ready to leave. "Not by a long shot cousin, not by a long shot."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I drove home and watched TV for a while and then I called the police and reported my wife missing and then I told them that I suspected foul play. I told the cops when they got there that Helen had not been home when I got there. I played them the tape from the answering machine for them, told them whose voice it was.
"I don't know about you, but that third call sounds pretty angry to me. I drove over to his place expecting to catch my wife there with him. I didn't find her but I did see what I think were blood stains on his bedroom rug."
After that things happened fast. The police paid Jamie a visit with a search warrant and in no time they found the blood on the carpet, on the garage floor and the blood and hair in the truck of his car. They found the letter and the tape under the front seat of the car. The letter had only Jamie's and Helen's finger prints on it and the tape was covered with Jamie's prints. The letter said:
Jamie,
I'm putting this in a letter because I'm too scared to tell you face to face. I remember how bad you beat me the last time and I don't want it to happen again. I warned you to use condoms, but you wouldn't and now I'm pregnant. I don't know what to do. I won't have an abortion like you made me do the last time. Damn it Jamie, what am I going to tell Bob. We both know he is sterile so he is going to know that the baby isn't his. I'm scared Jamie. What are we going to do?
Helen
The only question the detective had for me was why she would type the letter out on a computer, why hadn't she hand written it? I showed him a sample of her handwriting. It was barely legible.
"If she wanted him to understand what she wrote she had to type it out. Her printing isn't any better."
+++++++++++++++++++++
It is very hard to get a murder conviction without a body and Helen's was nowhere to be found. But they had circumstantial evidence up the kazoo and it was enough for the jury. I was sitting in the courtroom the day Jamie was found guilty and I was there the day he was sentenced to life with no possibility of parole.
Occasionally I wonder who got the worst of the deal, Jamie or Helen, but then I have to smile because I really don't give a shit because I do know who got the best of it.
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\Everybody has bad days, but when I have one it seems to go on forever. I was sitting on the side of the road with a flat on the right rear and when I opened the truck I found the spare flat too. I picked up my cell phone to call Triple A for roadside assistance and found that I was in a dead spot and couldn't connect to anything. That left me with two options - walk up the road or walk down the road. No real choice there. I could see my destination sitting on top of a hill about a mile and a half away and going the other way would be a five-mile walk to reach a phone. I grabbed my bag and set out for Charlie's place.
As I trudged up the hill I thought, for at least the twentieth time, that I really didn't want to be there. I would much rather have been in my own home with my wife all to myself rather than having to share her with thirty or forty other people, especially since she had been gone almost a week. Arrington, Ari for short, was the Executive Assistant to Charles Wellington Byrns, President, CEO, and Chairman of the Board and major stockholder in one of the Midwest's largest corporations. Ari's job meant that she went where Charlie went and that was all over the place and often. I wasn't very happy about it since I would much rather have her home with me, but Ari had made it perfectly clear when I proposed that if she accepted she was keeping her job. She told me that I needed to understand that the condition was non-negotiable and that she would not entertain any motions to reopen the question after we were married. Her straightforward, no nonsense approach to things was one of the qualities that I admired in her and if letting her keep her job was the price I had to pay to get her, so be it. Besides, I planned on using trickery - make babies and turn her into a stay at home mom. So far it hadn't happened, but I was trying hard.
Ari had been gone on a four-day trip to San Francisco and she and Charles had flown in at four that afternoon and had gone directly from the airport to his house. Tomorrow there was going to be a pool party at his house and the plan was for me to meet Ari there and spend the weekend. Then Monday Ari and I were going to take off for a week and spend some time together where we could be alone.
I suppose the easiest thing for me to do would have been to walk to the gate and hit the buzzer and wait for Charlie or some one to come down and get me, but the gate was still a mile ahead of me and I could see the house just off to my right. I decided to go cross-country and save myself a half a mile. The ground was a little rougher than I expected and it was slow going. It was getting dark as I approached the house from the side and I could see Ari sitting out on the patio reading a magazine. Charles came out of the house in a bathrobe and walked up to Ari and I was just about to shout and wave when he opened the bathrobe and put his hard cock inches from Ari's face. She put down the magazine, leaned over and took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him off. Not a word had been said, just walk over; stick out the cock, open mouth and suck.
At first I was stunned into immobility and I just stood there and watched. Then the anger started to build and I began moving toward the house with mayhem on my mind. But the closer I got the more I wanted to know about what was going on. I slowed my advance until I was close enough to hear Charlie say, "That's it baby, no one does it better than you."
I stopped and stood there quietly as my wife gave her boss a blow job. I was wearing dark clothes, it had gotten dark out and there was a stand of trees behind me. I figured if I stayed still I wouldn't be noticed. Ari was caressing Charlie's balls as she sucked his cock and his moans of pleasure masked any sounds that her sucking might have made, but I was painfully aware of what those sounds were like and just as painfully aware that I was going to miss them after this night was over.
On the patio Charlie moaned, "Here it comes baby, here it comes" and Ari let loose of his balls, grabbed his ass with both hands and pulled him as deep into her mouth as she could and then she gulped and swallowed until he went soft in her mouth.
Charlie was retying his bathrobe and Ari was reaching for her magazine when he said, "We have time for a roll in the hay before Bobby gets here. We will have plenty of warning because he has to buzz us from the gate."
"No, you know the twelve hour rule. I don't go from another man to my husband unless twelve hours has gone by."
"That's a stupid rule baby. You come to me after fucking other guys, sometimes only minutes after."
"Yes, but I love my husband, I only like you."
"I don't follow the logic of that."
"You don't have to - it's a wife thing. Bobby deserves better from me than he gets and I know it, so for my own peace of mind I have to do some things just for him. I won't go to him fresh from another man and that's also why no one ever gets my ass. My ass belongs to Bobby and only Bobby."
Charlie's bathrobe had fallen open again and his cock was erect again. He reached down and stroked it, "How about it? Can you do it again?"
"As long as you understand that as soon as Bobby rings the buzzer I'm done no matter how close you are to cumming. I have to have time to brush my teeth and gargle before I kiss him."
"How do you know he won't like the taste."
"I don't know, but he isn't going to find out from me."
Charlie stepped forward and Ari took him in her mouth again. As he sucked him he asked, "Are you coming to my room tonight after you fuck his brains out?"
Ari took her mouth off him, "Do you want me to?"
"Hell yes. You know that I never get enough of you."
"Well if I can wear Bobby out and he falls asleep early enough I'll sneak down to your room. But if he's really horny and it gets too close to daylight I won't be there."
"What about the twelve hour rule?"
"We never have sex in the mornings so it will be twelve hours before we make love again."
"Make love?"
"Yes Charlie, make love. I make love to Bobby, I just fuck you"
"Speaking of fucking and coming to me from other men, Benson was most appreciative of your talents. He gave us his biggest order ever and he wants to see you again. Feel like flying back out to San Fran next week and paying him a visit?"
"Not next week. Bobby and I are going away for a few days. Tell Benson I'll come see him week after next."
"While we are talking about Benson, how do you want me to handle your commission?"
"Same as always, ten percent in my company checking account and the rest in company stock."
She bent forward and captured his cock again and I saw her tongue snake out and lick the underside. I'd seen and heard enough and I knew what I was going to do so I made my way around to the front of the house and rang the doorbell.
I knew that Charlie would know who was at the door because of the closed circuit video camera that was pointing at the door so I wasn't surprised that it took him several minutes to answer it. I'm sure that he had to go and tell Ari so she could hurry off to the bathroom and brush her teeth. Wouldn't want hubby dear to taste something strange when he kissed wifey dear, now would we? I had to force myself to act normal, be nice and not hit the bastard when he answered the door. I intended to catch the two of them in the act later on so I didn't want to make either one of them suspicious now.
I was explaining my flat tire to Charlie when Ari came hurrying down the stairs and into my arms. She kissed me (she tasted like Crest) and told me how much she had missed me and how glad she was to be with me. We had a few before dinner drinks, ate a leisurely dinner followed by a few brandies and some conversation before Ari said she was tired from the trip and the two of us headed upstairs to our room. I did the best I could to keep the rage I felt off of my face as I listened to Ari tell me how much she loved me, how much she had missed me and how horny she had gotten while waiting for me to arrive.
Ari was the most fantastic piece of ass I'd ever had and I was going to miss that part, but I would enjoy it tonight even if there were parts that she wouldn't. She started off with a blow job and even as good as it felt it was all I could do not to ram it down her throat as far and as hard as I could and choke her with it. I let her take me all the way to completion and then I went to work on her tits with my mouth and on her pussy with my fingers. When I was hard again I mounted her and fucked her as hard as I could until I came for the second time. Then it was sixty-nine until she had me hard again and then I took her from behind. I plowed into her until she started to have an orgasm and then I pulled my cock out of her miserable cunt and drove it straight into her asshole as hard as I could.
Ari loves anal sex, and usually I spend some time working on her with my thumb and fingers before I slowly work my cock into her, but not this time. I brutally rammed the cheating whore's ass as she screamed.
"Bobby, you're hurting me."
Yes I am you worthless whore I thought as I pounded my cock into her. She cried and asked me to stop, to slow down and take it easy, but I ignored her. She tried to pull away but I held her fast. This was the only way I could punish her and this would be my last chance to do it so I showed no mercy. Her cries slowly faded and became moans and then her ass started to accommodate me and she began pushing back at me. Two minutes later I sent my load up her shit hole, pulled out, yawned, and rolled over and pretended to go to sleep.
Ari got up and went to the bathroom and then she came back and snuggled up against me. Ten minutes later she gave my shoulder a little shove and when I didn't respond she got out of bed and left the room. As soon as I heard the door click shut I hurried out of bed and moved over to it. Quietly opening it a crack I watched Ari walk down the hall and go into another room. I tip- toed down the hall and put my ear to the door and heard Ari say, "All ready for me I see."
I went downstairs to Charlie's den and found a couple of magazines and books to read and then I went back upstairs and sat down in the hallway just outside Charlie's door, propped my back against the wall and settled in to read and wait. Occasionally I heard a cry, a few words that sounded like "fuck me, fuck me" and a lot of moans and eventually things got quiet. I heard Charlie's door click open and a cry of surprise when Ari saw me sitting there. She closed the door behind her and asked, "How long have you been out here?"
"Since about ten seconds after you went in."
"Can we talk about this?"
"No, nothing to say really. That's why I'm sitting out here, so we can eliminate the "you don't understand", the "It's not what you think" and the "I can explain." When I got here tonight I didn't come up the drive from the gate. I thought I could save time by walking cross-country from the road and I came up on the side of the house just in time to see what happened on the patio and to hear the conversation that followed. Thanks, by the way, for brushing your teeth before you kissed me hello."
"I guess that explains the anal sex."
I just shrugged my shoulders and then I stood up, "I'm sure that you can make my excuses in the morning" and I turned and went downstairs. I used the phone in Charlie's den to call Triple A and then I headed out to meet them. Ari was waiting at the door, "Bobby, please stay with me, don't leave baby, please don't." I pushed her aside and stepped out the door and as I walked down the drive I could hear her behind me telling me that she loved me and begging me not to go.
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I hadn't always wanted to see my wife with another man. In fact it was only after ten years of marriage that I started to think about it. As I suspect the case may be with other wife watchers the idea came about as the result of the chance reading of a magazine.
My wife and I were at a New Years party at the home of a friend and during the course of the evening I had occasion to use the bathroom. Next to the commode was a basket with some magazines so I pick up one to glance through while I took care of my business. I was idly thumbing through it when some bold faced type caught my eye - "Husband Watches Wife Take On All Cummers." I read the story and it was about a man who got off on watching his wife fuck other men. My first thought was, "What kind of man would watch his wife do something like that?" Not only that, but what kind of woman would go along with it? I put the magazine down, finished my business and got back to the party.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
About a week later I had to leave work early and I called Jenny to let her know that I was on the way home. When I got there Jenny was waiting for me on the living room sofa and she was dressed in my favorite outfit - garter belt, nylons, high heels and nothing else. My briefcase hit the floor only seconds before my pants and before the front door had fully closed I was on my way to join her.
After a very energetic session on the couch we retired to the bedroom and it was during our third coupling of the afternoon that the memory of the wife-watching story came back to me. I wondered what Jenny looked like when she made love. From the side what did those elegant long legs look like with me wedged between them? What did she look like pushing back up at me as I drove down into her? Were her high heels pointing up at the ceiling or did they just bob back and forth as her legs flailed about? Did her legs flail about, or were they stiff and held out straight. All these were things that I had never seen and in fact could not see from my position between her legs.
From that day onward the thought of watching Jenny make love was never very far from my mind. I started buying men's magazines that had stories of wife watching in them. Most likely this would have remained a private fantasy had not Jenny decided to take on a home repair that I had been putting off. I kept my magazines in my toolbox in the garage and when Jenny went out to get a screwdriver and a pair of pliers she found them. When I got home from work that night she was sitting at the kitchen table reading a copy of Penthouse Letters. She looked at me somewhat quizzically and as I stood there looking a bit sheepish she asked me how long I had been reading them. I mumbled something and then she said that she found some of the stories very interesting, but she was surprised by the fact that I seemed to be interested in watching.
"How do you know that?"
"It was easy to deduce since all of the dog eared pages are about wife watching. When you read these stories are you imagining that it is me?"
I was a little taken back by the question, but after a moment's hesitation I admitted that it was what I had imagined.
"How could you even think that I would make love to another man? Especially with you there watching?"
I told her that it was only a fantasy and I explained the thoughts that I'd had one time when we were making love. She just shook her head and got up and went to making dinner.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Just as the thought had been planted in my brain at the New Years party Jenny's reading some of the magazines and our short little conversation planted the thought in her mind. She began asking me to let her read my magazines when I was through with them. Then she started asking me which stories turned me on the most. When we made love she would ask me who did I imagine was fucking her. Finally, she suggested that we do something about my fantasy. I turned cold inside for it was a long step from fantasy to reality. But Jenny's idea was not to actually go and get another man; what she suggested was that we buy a video camera and tape our love making sessions. We went out and bought a camera, a tripod and a good supply of tapes and then hurried home to use them.
At first the tapes were great and we both got hot viewing them, but something was missing. The camera angle was set and once we started making love we were locked into one view only. There was no way to move the camera once we began making love so we ended up with a bunch of tapes that were all basically the same. One tape showed us straight on from a low angle on the right side and another showed the same thing from the left; and still another showed the act from the back. The first few tapes were exciting, but something was lacking and we both knew it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One day, out of the clear blue, Jenny asked, "Do you think that we could find somebody to tape us? Somebody we could trust to keep their mouth shut?"
The idea stunned me. Not so much the idea itself because I'd had the same thought, but because it came from Jenny, and because it was obvious that she was serious. I told her that I was not against the idea, but I had absolutely no idea of whom we could approach or even how. A week later over dinner Jenny said she thought she had someone who could tape us. She had been discussing the idea with her sister (they are very close and share damned near everything) and Nancy said that she thought that she could talk her husband into it. Talk about mixed emotions. I wanted the taping to happen, but I can't stand Ralph. Letting my prejudice against Ralph show I asked her what made her think that Ralph would keep his mouth shut. She told me that she had asked Nancy the same thing and Nancy said not to worry, that she could control Ralph. So, with some misgivings on my part I agreed to do it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the big night Jenny dressed in a black cutaway bra, black crotchless panties, garter belt, nylons and high heels. She covered it all with a white terrycloth robe in which she greeted Ralph. She led him into the bedroom and showed him what we wanted in the way of shots and then gave him the camera and the handbook that had come with it and told him to get familiar with it. We three then retired to the kitchen where we had a few drinks to loosen us up and discussed how we wanted things to happen. It would start with Jenny coming into the room, taking off her robe and then moving to her vanity. She would touch up her makeup and then get on the bed. Spreading her legs wide she would start playing with herself and then I would come into the room and nature would take its course.
Everything went like clockwork. The only thing different was the level of Jenny's passion. She fucked like a woman possessed. I attributed that to the fact that she was being watched AND taped by someone other than me. We were all over that bed. We fucked until I came and then Jenny sucked me hard again and we fucked some more. We did missionary position, doggie style, cowgirl and reverse cowgirl and through it all Ralph circled the bed and taped it.
We finally reached a point where we needed to take a breather. I got up to go and get Jenny a glass of water and when I reached the bedroom door I looked back and took in the sight of Jenny on the bed. She lay with legs spread wide, cum leaking out of her pussy and her tits red from the mauling that I had given them. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen in my life. I got the glass of water and as I turned and headed for the bedroom the phone rang. It was Nancy and she wanted to know how things were going. I told her we were close to finishing up and she could expect him home soon.
"Tell him I'll be ready for him. I'll bet he is going to need some major relief and truth be told I'm just a little charged up over this myself."
When I got back to the bedroom and walked through the door my first thought was, "Boy is Nancy ever going to be disappointed." Jenny was just as I imagined in my mind all those many months ago when I'd had my first 'I wonder what she would look like' thoughts. Her legs were spread wide and her heels were pointing straight up at the ceiling. Between those legs was Ralph and he was driving his cock into Jenny just as hard and fast as he could. Jenny's hands had a grip on Ralph's ass cheeks and she was pulling him into her even as her ass pushed up off the bed to meet his strokes. Neither of them seemed to know I was in the room. I watched for several minutes before I became aware that my cock was hard and I was stroking it in time with Ralph's thrusts. And then Ralph slowed and collapsed and I knew that he had cum in my sweet Jenny's pussy. I don't know what I was really thinking at that exact moment, but I know what I thought when Ralph pulled out of Jenny and started to get up and she grabbed him and pulled him back down.
"Yeah! Go for it babe, give me a show!"
Jenny pushed him on his back and then positioning herself over him she looked me right in the eye as she slowly started to lick his dick like an ice cream cone. It was covered with the juices of all three of us and she acted as if she was feasting on the nectar of the gods. She never took her eyes off me as she sucked him hard and I never took my eyes off of her. As soon as she had Ralph ready she swung over him and lowered herself down on his hard dick and for the next ten minutes she bounced up and down while softly crooning.
"Watch me baby, watch me fuck him. His cock is so hard and feels so good. Are you watching?"
Was I ever. I watched and stroked my cock, which had gotten as hard as an iron bar.
"Watch his cock slide into me baby. Watch him fuck me."
Jenny rolled over pulling Ralph on top of her and he became the one going up and down. It wasn't long before he mumbled something in Jenny's ear and she started talking to me again.
"He's going to cum baby. He's going to cum in me. Do you want him to cum in me baby? Do you?"
I just nodded to her.
"Give it to me brother in law, give it to me. Shoot it deep honey; bathe my pussy with it. Oh god, he's cumming. He's cumming baby; I can feel him shooting into me. Oh god, so hot, so fucking hot."
Ralph pulled out of her and sat on the bed and looked at me with a look that said he was afraid I was going to hurt him.
"I think it is time for you to go now Ralph," I said.
He looked dumbly at me and then nodded his head that he understood. As soon as he was gone Jenny got off the bed and came over to me. She sank down to her knees and began to gently stroke my cock.
"Was it as good as you thought it would be? Did you like seeing me get fucked?"
She got her answer when her mouth engulfed my cock and it almost instantly shot my load down her throat. We got in bed, cuddled up next to each other and almost instantly fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I asked her what had happened when I left the room. She told me that she just lay there for a moment with her eyes closed, trying to catch her breath, and when she opened them Ralph was standing next to the bed and jacking himself off. She had watched him for a minute or so as he desperately tried to give relief to himself and then she had told him to bring it over to her. She felt that the least she could do was help him get off. She took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him while her hands caressed his balls and he responded by almost immediately shooting his cum down her throat. Then he surprised her by not becoming soft. His cock stayed rock hard and without even consciously thinking about it she had pulled him down on top of her and had guided him into her pussy. He started fucking her and that is when I came into the room.
"How did you feel about the evening?" I asked.
"To be totally honest I have to admit that I loved every minute of it. Knowing that you were watching Ralph fuck me was a major turn on, but I don't think that I ever want to do it again."
I of course had a different take on it. Now that I had seen her with another man I wanted to see it again, but knowing Jenny as well as I did I wisely kept quiet about it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later I had to go out of town on a three-day business trip. After several meetings during the day I attended a cocktail party that ran quiet late and when I got back to the hotel there was a message for me to call Jenny. I looked at my watch and decided that it was too late to call her that night and that I would call her first thing in the morning. I called her about nine and the first thing she said to me was, "We have a problem."
"What?"
"Ralph called me yesterday afternoon and said he wanted to come over and fuck me again. I told him no. I told him that what happened was a one time thing and that it was never going to happen again. He said that it would happen again because if it didn't he would show the tape to everyone that we knew. When I said that I really didn't care if people saw me making love with my husband he laughed.
"Yeah, but I left the tape running and how are you going to feel about people seeing me fuck you right after your husband? Not just once, but twice and I got a pretty damned good shot of you with my cum running out of your mouth when you sucked my cock."
"And then he told me he would be right over and for me to be ready for him. And before you ask I did run upstairs and check the camcorder. There was no tape in it. I called you and left a message, but you never called back. I called you three times and could not get a hold of you and then Ralph showed up around four."
"What happened?" I stupidly asked, already knowing the answer.
"I fucked him! What did you expect me to do? He was here for three hours and fucked me four times and if his dick wasn't in my pussy he was shoving it down my throat. When he left he said that he would be back today. You need to get home!"
I told her that I would make arrangements to get home and to get out of the house and stay gone until I got there.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got home around seven and as I turned onto our street I saw Ralph's car in the drive. I let myself into the house and as I came through the front door I heard, "Oh god that feels so good. Fuck me you bastard, fuck me hard."
I peeked around the doorframe and saw Ralph fucking my wife. It was obvious to me that she had not tried very hard to avoid him. She was wearing nylons, a garter belt and high heels and she never puts them on unless she plans on getting fucked. I know that she didn't put them on for me because not expecting her to be home I hadn't called to let her know what time I would be there.
I very quietly left the house and moved around to the side so that I could look into the bedroom window. For the next two hours I watched as Jenny sucked and fucked Ralph and even let him take her in her ass. I pumped two loads onto the house siding before going back to my car. I moved down the block and sat there waiting for Ralph to leave. An hour passed and then he came out, got in his car and drove off. I waited ten minutes and then drove into the drive. As I let myself into the house I wondered what I would find. Would she have cleaned up? Would she try to hide the fact that she had fucked Ralph and had obviously loved it? No! She was lying on the bed with cum all over her tits, cum leaking out of her cunt, cum all over her stocking tops and dried cum at the corners of her mouth.
I stood there looking down at her and I didn't really know what my feelings were. I wanted to see her fuck another man again after the first time and she had said never again. She called me half panicky at what Ralph was doing and I told her to get out of the house, but there she was on the bed dressed in her "fuck me" outfit that she had so obviously put on for Ralph. It was almost like she was cheating on me, but could you really call it cheating when it was what you really wanted? She interrupted my thoughts.
"You're too late. He just left. He was already coming up the walk when I went out the door to leave. He pushed me back inside and he has been here fucking me since three this afternoon." She looked at me for several seconds and then she said, "But you don't care, do you? You like him fucking me. You will let him fuck me all he wants, won't you?"
I just stood there staring down at her.
"I saw you peek around the door. Did you go outside and look in the window? I hope you did. I let him fuck me in my ass just so you could see it. Do you want to see me fuck him again?"
I was silent for a moment and then I shook my head yes.
"Well I'm glad baby, because I told him he could have me whenever he wanted me as long as he never lets you or Nancy know and he brings me the tape."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And that's how it started. Ralph brought her the tape and for the next several months Ralph fucked Jenny whenever he wanted her. Sometimes I was in the closet and sometimes I was outside watching through the bedroom window. Once, on a business trip, I called home just before Jenny told me he would be there and she left the phone off the hook so I could listen.
We tore out a section of the wall between our bedroom and the spare bedroom and installed a two-way mirror. We bought a professional grade camcorder that used larger cassettes and set it up to tape through the mirror whenever I couldn't be there to watch. And then one day Jenny called me at work and told me that I needed to hurry home. Ralph had just been there and that I was really going to want to see the tape that had been shot that afternoon. I hurried home and she handed me a drink, had me set down on the couch and then she started the tape.
It opened with a shot of her lying on the bed finger fucking herself while Ralph undressed. Ralph approached the bed and she took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him. After several minutes she got herself in the doggie position and Ralph moved behind her and slopped his cock into her pussy. Jenny pushed back at him and as he began to stroke into her she turned her head to the side and said something and into the frame from the left side appeared another man. He approached Jenny and she opened her mouth and the man pushed his cock into it. For the next two hours both men used all three of Jenny's holes and in one memorable scene the two of them were buried in her ass and her cunt as she screamed for them to fuck her like the slut she was and to make her cum. When they left she looked right into the camera, ran a finger into her pussy and then took it out and sucked on it like a little cock.
I fucked her right there on the couch. She complained about her cunt hairs being caught in my zipper, but I never slowed down until I came. We took it to the bedroom and she near fucked me to death. I was so exhausted the next morning I called in sick to work.
The guy turned out to be Ralph's cousin and she took them both on several more times over the following weeks and each time we fucked like minks after watching the tapes.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was the beginning of the end. Apparently Ralph had kept a copy of the original tape and not being content with his good fortune, he showed it to several of his friends and naturally they all wanted to get in on his 'good thing'. Jenny balked and said no. She had no intention of letting things get that far out of hand. She started getting phone calls during the day from men asking for a 'date'. We changed our phone number and got Caller ID. It cut the phone calls, but did nothing to stop the guys who started to hit on her whenever she went anywhere.
The last straw came when I was again out of town on business. I called home and Jenny told me that Ralph and his cousin would be there in half an hour. She had the camcorder set up and she was going to call me the minute they got there and then leave the phone off the hook so I could listen. She called me back twenty minutes later and told me they were there. For the next twenty minutes I listened as Jenny fucked Ralph and his cousin. In the background I thought that I heard the front doorbell ring and then I heard Ralph's cousin say, "Hey Jenny, your phone is off the hook," and I heard a click as the handset was placed back into the cradle.



The next morning Jenny called me at six and said, "You are going to love this one. Your wife is now a bona fide slut and a whore."
"What are you talking about?"
"I was fucking Ralph when the doorbell rang. Before I could stop him Joey got up to answer it. It seems that Ralph invited some friends over to help him take care of me. Bottom line is that last night I was gangbanged by nine guys. When they all left I was so sore I could barely walk. I climbed into the tub and soaked for two hours and then I crawled into bed and crashed. This morning when I got up I found that some of them had left money on the dresser. I guess that makes me a member of the Oldest Profession."
"Are you all right?"
"I'm okay, but I don't ever want to do that again. I'm going to be real interested in seeing how you take the scene with me having a cock in my ass, pussy and mouth all at the same time."
Well, when I saw it I loved it, but was smart enough not to let her know what a fantastic turn on it was and to this day it is still my favorite tape. But that's neither here nor there. What was obvious was that I was going to have to do something to stop things from escalating any farther.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I called Ralph and told him that I'd suspected that there was something going on between him and Jenny and I'd hired a private detective to check out what I suspected. I told him that I had photos of him and Jenny taken through the bedroom window and that regardless of how things turned out between me and Jenny I'd better not catch him hanging around her anymore. I told him that if I caught him he could look forward to a lengthy stay in a hospital and that when I got done with him he might never walk again. That was the short-term fix.
The long-term fix took a little longer. My company was opening a new office in Denver and I had been asked to run it. I told them I would consider it and I was about to turn it down when the thing with Ralph blew up on us. I told them I would take the job and three weeks later we had the house on the market, were packed and we were gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Those of you wise in the ways of wife watching know that there has to be more to it than what you have read here and you are right. Look for the rest of the story in a piece entitled, Dating My Daughter.
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Charlie Hanson sat in his work cubicle and stared at his computer screen. His mind really wasn't at work. No, in fact his mind was 27.3 miles away at the little two-bedroom ranch at 1346 Morningside Drive. Specifically, his thoughts were in the master bedroom where eighty-seven minutes previous he had left his wife Julie crying on their bed. The argument they'd had was just one more born out of the frustrations of the past two months.
++++++++++++++++
Charley could barely remember the last time they had made love. For almost two months he had heard the litany - "I've got a headache." "My stomach is upset." "I just don't feel well." "It's my time of the month."
This morning had finally torn it for him. Just before he left the house he told her not to wait dinner on him and when she had asked why he had he'' said, "Since I can't get laid at home I'm going to try and find myself a woman to pick up. If I can't score that way maybe I'll hire a prostitute" and he had stormed out of the house.
Charlie knew the root of the problem. When Julie had found out she was pregnant she had been overjoyed. When three months later she had miscarried she had been devastated. The doctor told him that some depression was normal after such a circumstance, but that Julie would snap out of it in a week or two. Well, she hadn't, and when Charlie told her she should seek some professional help she had refused saying that there was nothing wrong with her. That morning when she had roughly pushed his hands away from her breast he had finally had enough and he had lost his cool because of it.
++++++++++++++++
How Charlie managed to get any work done that day was a mystery, but somehow he had managed to clear out his 'in' basket and at 5 p.m. he found himself wondering what to do. He'd said that he wouldn't be home after work and while he regretted saying it, and wished to hell he hadn't, he was not going to go home until late. He had no intention of finding another woman. He loved Julie too much to do that to her, but he had to make her think he was serious. Maybe, just maybe, it would shake her out of her funk.
"God knows we can't go on this way" he thought.
At the elevator he ran into Tom Combs from accounting. "Charlie! How's the boy?"
"Fine Tom, yourself?"
"Couldn't be better Charlie, couldn't be better. Just been promoted to section manager. I'm going to stop at the Back Door for a few celebratory toddies. Care to join me?"
Charlie's problem of what to do now solved, he sat with Tom at the Back Door Lounge and considered the irony of the situation. He'd told Julie he was going to find a woman and even though he did not intend to the place was just crawling with women on the prowl. He caught several inviting glances and did his best to ignore them.
"It's too bad that we are both happily married Charlie," said Tom, "We could get laid in a hurry."
One absolutely gorgeous redhead with sparkling green eyes had even come to the table, looked him right in the eye and said, "Buy me a drink, dance with me, take me home, your choice."
Charlie had choked on his drink, laughed and said, "Why did this never happen to me before I got married?"
Tom and the redhead had both laughed and as she turned to go back to her table she said, "Think about it, I'll be her for a while."
Charlie did think about it. He thought about it long and hard, but in the end his love for Julie won out.
++++++++++++++++
When Charlie got home Julie was in bed, either asleep or pretending to be, and she did not move when he slipped into bed beside her. In the morning Julie ignored him and he made no effort to talk to her. It was another long day for him at work as his mind was not on his work, but on Julie and what was going on with them. He got his paycheck at lunchtime and ran down to the corner bank to cash it. He put the usual ten- percent in savings, took $150 cash back and put the rest in his checking account. On the way home that night he considered ways to mend fences with Julie and thought that maybe he should look into getting some professional help. A marriage councilor perhaps or maybe even a psychiatrist. When he walked in the back door however Julie greeted him with a sneer and:
"Welcome home stud. How's the tomcat tonight? Didn't stop on the way home for a quickie from some slut?"
"Fuck you!" Charlie said as he walked through the kitchen on the way to his den. He heard Julie run upstairs crying and he was tempted to run after her, but then decided that it would be a sign of weakness at a time when he felt he needed to remain strong.
In the kitchen, on the counter next to the electric can opener, was a little glass jar where every payday Charlie would put $75 for Julie to use as her mad money. Because of the way things had gone on his arrival the night before he had not put the money in the jar. We he awoke Saturday morning and went downstairs Julie was already in the kitchen.
"Where's my money? My hair appointment is for 9:30 and I need to get going."
The tone of her voice pissed Charlie off and he said, "You don't get any this week. If I have to pay for the sex that I supposed to be able to get from you, you are going to be the one who pays for it."
++++++++++++++++
The next week was a very frosty one for Charlie. There did not seem to be any way he could get himself out of the hole that he and Julie were both digging. Everything he said, everything she said, just made everything worse. When Friday came and he got home from work and was getting ready to put the money in the jar for Julie he noticed the note on the counter:
"Gone out to make some money. Don't bother waiting up."
Charlie did not intend to wait up - he wouldn't give her the satisfaction - but he found that he couldn't sleep. He tossed and turned and was still awake when he heard a car pull into the drive. When Julie did not come in for several minutes he got out of bed and went to the window to look out. He did not recognize the car, but there was no mistaking that it was Julie sitting on the front seat kissing some man that Charlie had never seen before. He saw them break the embrace and then Julie got out of the car and headed for the house. Charlie got back in bed and pretended to be asleep when Julie came into the room. When she got in bed she smelled strongly of alcohol and cigarettes. Charlie did not sleep well that night.
In the morning Charlie's attempts at conversation met with silence, but he kept after Julie until finally she said, "You want to know where I was? Okay, I'll tell you. You spent my money on whores so I decided to get it back and you know how I did it? I went down to the Shamrock bar and picked up a guy, took him to a hotel and fucked him. And you want to know something else? You must have spent my money in the low rent district because I got $200 for my pussy. How do you like those apples asshole!"
"Bullshit!" said Charlie.
"Oh yeah? Well just take a look at this."
Julie opened up her handbag and took out a fist full of money and threw it down on the table in front of Charlie and he saw at least $600.
"That's right shit head. Three guys apiece for $200 and a blow job for $75."
"No way, you couldn't do something like that."
"Oh yes I can and I'm going to do it again tonight."
"I don't believe a word of this. I don't know where you got the money, but you aren't going to get me to believe that you are selling yourself."
"I'll tell you what sport. I'll save money on a hotel room tonight. I'll bring my customers home with me and you can watch me fuck them on your bed" and the she left the room.
++++++++++++++++
That afternoon Charlie watched as Julie put on her nylons and stepped into her heels. She did not put on a bra and the dress she wore left little to the imagination. When she left she looked him right in the eye and told him that she wouldn't be long. The cab was already waiting and she got in it and was gone. Twenty minutes later the phone rang and when Charlie answered it was Julie.
"I told my date that my husband likes to watch and he said he didn't like that kinky kind of stuff so if you want to watch you'll have to hide in the closet."
Charlie started to tell her that things had gone far enough and to just come on home, but she had already hung up on him.
Ten minutes passed and Charlie spent the entire time looking out the front window. A strange car pulled into the drive and pulled up to the house. Charlie and a man he had never seen before got out of the car and headed for the front door. Charlie did not believe what he was seeing, but it was there. Surely it was just a joke. She had found somebody to help her pull a joke on him.
"Okay" he thought, "I'll play along" and he dashed upstairs and made a place for himself in the closet leaving just enough of the door open to give him a view of the bed. He smiled to himself, "I wonder how she will handle it when I don't come rushing out of the closet and play the jealous husband?"
Minute's later Julie entered the room with her 'customer' and walked directly over to the bed. She smiled at the man and said, "You can put the money over there on the dresser."
The man took out a wad of bills, put several on the dresser and returned the rest to his pocket.
"Nice touch" thought Charlie, "I'll bet they rehearsed that on the way to the house.
Julie slowly stripped off her dress and did a slow turn in front of the man. "What do you think?"
"Nice, very nice" the man said as he started to remove his clothes.
Charlie thought that standing there with her bare tits showing was going a little far for a joke. He knew that she was waiting for him to rush out of the closet and break things up, but he was not going to give her the satisfaction. She was going to have to be the one to call things off. He was going to sit tight and see just how far she would go before ending the farce.
The man was down to his boxers and Charlie could see that the man had a hard on. Well, there would be no way of avoiding that. You could rehearse all you wanted, but there was no way a normal man could look at Julie the way she was standing there and not become erect. The man dropped his boxers and his erect cock quivered and pointed at Julie like a bird dog pointing to a covey of quail. He walked to the bed and sat down. Julie turned to face him and, with a long look at the closet, she stepped out of her panties.
"That's my signal," thought Charlie, but I'm not breaking. She has to end it herself."
Julie knelt down in front of the man and still looking at the closet she opened her mouth and swallowed the man's cock. Ice gripped Charlie's heart. When Julie's mouth closed on the man's cock Charlie finally realized that everything that Julie had told him was true. He watched his marriage die as Julie's mouth moved up and down on the man's cock. She sucked on it for several minutes and then he watched numbly as Julie got on the bed and spread her legs for her 'john'.
For the next twenty minutes Charlie watched as the two on the bed shifted into various positions as the man fucked Julie. Charlie became aware of his own body's sensations. He looked down and saw that he had opened his fly and was stroking his own erect cock. He heard loud noises and his attention shifted back to the bed. Julie was having an orgasm and her customer was gasping, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming" and then he gave a little groan and it was over.
The customer got off the bed and started putting on his clothes. He looked over at Julie who was lying on the bed with her legs still spread wide, pussy hair wet with cum, runs in her nylons and a satisfied smile on her face.
"I've got your number. I will definitely call you the next time I'm in town. You are well worth the price."
Dressed, he pulled out his wad of bills and placed one on the dresser. "A little something extra. I'll let myself out."
When she heard the front door close and the man's car start Julie called out, "You can come out now."
As Charlie emerged form the closet Julie noticed his hard on and smiled. "Bring that over here and let Julie take care of it for you. No charge of course."
Charlie climbed on the bed and Julie took his cock in her right hand and guided him into her. "Did you like it? Did you like seeing your wife fuck for money? Your cock liked it, I can tell. Tell me you liked it baby, tell me you liked it."
Charlie was silent, but his cock spoke for him. It had never felt so hard and, he admitted to himself as he slid in and out of Julie's cum filled pussy, it had never felt so good. He hadn't had sex in almost three months, but he had jacked off a lot while waiting for Julie to finally agree to have sex with him so he didn't cum quick. In fact, he couldn't seem to cum at all. He fucked Julie for what felt like half an hour, but he couldn't seem to cum. Julie had at least four orgasms and he was beginning to think he was never going to get off when at last he felt the pressure flood to the head of his cock and he screamed as he pumped his cum into her already full cunt. He held himself over her until his cock deflated and then he fell onto the bed next to her.
He spent a minute catching his breath and when he looked over at Julie she was staring at him with amazement on her face.
"Jesus Charlie, what came over you? Did you really get that turned on watching me fuck that guy?"
"How could you? You denied me sex for months and then at the drop of a hat you go out and fuck men for money. Why did you refuse me when it was so obviously easy for you to do it?"
Julie just shrugged her shoulders.
"Why? Why did you do that to me Julie?"
"Why? You want to know why? Because you went out and spent my mad money on a whore. You can't know how much that hurt me. I had to find a way to get back at you. Some way that would hurt you as much as you hurt me."
Charlie looked at her and slowly shook his head as he started to get out of bed. "I didn't spend your money on a whore. You should have known that I loved you too much to ever do something like that to you."
"Don't lie to me," snapped Julie.
"I'm not lying to you Julie. I spent the evening having drinks with Tom Combs to celebrate his promotion and then I came home. I've never even looked at another woman since I married you."
He heard Julie wail, "Oh my God. Oh God, what have I done!"
Just before Charlie left the room he turned and looked at Julie.
"I'll tell you what you have done Julie. You ended your marriage and found a way to support yourself at the same time."
And then Charlie headed for the basement to get the suitcases he would start to pack.



            Dating My Daughter

            The second part of Jenny's tape.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/dating-my-daughter

Title: Dating My Daughter

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: The second part of Jenny's tape.

Tags: 




Jenny found out that she liked being fucked by other men as I watched. I found out that I liked seeing Jenny fuck other men. You would think that we were a perfect match and in that you would be right, but we had a bad experience back in Detroit and it had made us very cautious.
Hopefully you've already read the story "Jenny's Tape" so you are aware of what I'm talking about. To recap, Jenny allowed herself to be fucked by her sister's husband who had been video taping us making love. He kept the tape to blackmail Jenny into fucking him again, which she ended doing willingly as long as he returned the tape to her. He returned the tape but kept a copy which he showed to several friends who in turn wanted to fuck Jenny. After Ralph, her brother-in-law, arranged a surprise gang-bang we had to put a stop to our activities. Because of Ralph's being an ass-hole Jenny started getting phone calls from men wanting 'dates' and getting passes from guys every time she went somewhere. Our solution to the problem was to get out of town. I took on a job in Denver and that's where we pick up the story.
+++++++++++++++++++++
We settled into our new house, Jenny found a job as a legal secretary, and I got to work organizing the new office. For several weeks we were both too busy to even think about our previous life style. But the day eventually came when following a love making session Jenny asked me, 'Don't you miss seeing me fuck Ralph?"
I admitted that I did.
"Are we ever going to do it again?" she wanted to know.
"I don't know babe. How would we keep things under control and not get into the same mess we got into last time?"
Neither one of us had an answer to that.
We both derived a certain amount of pleasure from watching the tapes we had made of Jenny's sexual couplings -my favorite being the one of her being gang-banged - hers being the one of the first time she had fucked Ralph (not that the bastard was any good in the sack - she just got turned on by the knowledge he was the first and it was my first time watching). But the tapes did not really fill our needs. The problem was that even though we both wanted her to fuck another man while I watched we were too scared. I knew things were getting bad when I came home from work one day and found Jenny fucking herself with a dildo while watching a tape of her being fucked by Ralph. I resolved to find a safe way to make it happen.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The office was up and running and fully staffed. I had thirty-one employees working under me, none of whom had ever worked with each other before. I had people from almost every one of our branch offices and since the holidays were fast approaching I decided that we would have a big party to both celebrate the season and to get to know each other better. At about this time we got a call from our realtor telling us that she had a buyer for our house in Detroit. I was too busy to go back for the closing so Jenny, armed with my power of attorney, went back to take care of things. She called me every night to bring me up to date on what was going on. On the third night she called and asked me to call her back at exactly nine p.m. When I asked her what was up she said, "Just use your imagination baby."
I knew that whenever she had done this before it was because Ralph was coming over to fuck her and she wanted to give me a chance to listen since I could not be there to see it. But that didn't make sense. Surely she wasn't going to fuck Ralph after what he'd put us through.
I called exactly at nine and she told me I was just in time.
"Enjoy baby."
I heard a knock on the door and presently a woman's voice that sounded vaguely familiar said, "Here's the asshole. Let me get the camera ready...hey! No fair sucking his dick until I get the camera running."
And then I recognized the voice. It was Jenny's sister Nancy. For the next hour or so I listened as Nancy played porno director.
"Sit on his face. That's it. Push that cunt into his mouth. Now, slide down on his cock. That's it. Push. Go slow. Let me get real close with this lens. That's it. That's it. Now faster, faster."
I was beating my meat so hard that by the time I dumped my third load I was afraid I wouldn't be able to do Jenny justice when she got home. When the session had ended and I heard Jenny's company leave Jenny picked up the phone and asked me if I'd saved any for her. I told her I wasn't sure. She laughed and told me that she would have a copy of the tape when she came home.
"It will get you up. I promise."
"What happened," I asked.
She laughed again and told me it would wait until she got home.
It was three days before Jenny got home and while I waited for her my imagination worked overtime. My poor dick was so abused I was already thinking up excuses for why I wouldn't be able to take care of Jenny. Jenny called me from the airport and told me she would be home waiting for me when I got off work. I rushed home and found her in my favorite costume - garter belt, nylons, and high heels. I started to strip and she got up from the couch and put a tape in the VCR. She hit the play button and I saw her on her knees taking Ralph's cock out of his pants and licking it. She was right. The tape had me standing tall in seconds and for the rest of the day and evening Jenny and I fucked like a couple of sex starved rabbits.
It turns out that Nancy knew all along that Ralph was fucking Jenny. She had accidentally seen the original tape and when she confronted Ralph he had admitted everything, including the blackmail part. Nancy decided not to say anything about it since Jenny obviously was loving every minute of it and Ralph was telling her about every session when he got home. As a result of Ralph's tales Nancy got extremely horny and her sex life improved dramatically. When Jenny had gone over to their house for dinner one night Nancy told her that she knew and asked for a favor. She wanted her own tape. Jenny agreed and they arranged a baby sitter and then went to Jenny's hotel room and made the tape. The last scene on the tape was a full-length shot of Nancy wearing only garter belt, nylons, and high heels. Her voice came out real clear on the tape.
"Some thing for you to think about Dave. We are coming out to visit some time next year."
She lay back on the bed and spread her legs and the camera zoomed in on her pussy. "It's yours if you want it."
The scene faded to black. I looked a Jenny. She smiled at me and said, "This part of the tape was made while Ralph was in the bathroom. If you take her up on her offer it will be a complete surprise to him. We owe him that much, don't you think?"
I looked at her questioningly.
"I don't mind. If you want to, go for it. Maybe you can fuck Nancy while I watch for a change. Or maybe I'll fuck Ralph and you can lay next to me on the bed fucking Nancy."
+++++++++++++++++++++
The tape she brought back filled the gap short term, but we still needed to find a way to get back to what we both liked to do. Every plan that either of us thought up would end up being shot down by the other for one reason or another. And then, our problem solved itself, and in a very unlikely way. The holiday party that I'd been planning for my office was on a Friday night. I came home from work to find Jenny already dressed and ready to go and she looked stunning. I said, "You won't have any trouble finding a man to fuck tonight - not looking like that. I might have to beat them of with a stick."
Now I've never described Jenny before in these stories because it has never mattered. She was my wife, other men wanted to fuck her and that was enough for the stories purpose. To understand what happened at the party though, you do need to know something about us. I am fifteen years older than Jenny and while I look a little older than I am due to the early graying of my hair, Jenny looks five years younger than she really is. This probably is good a place as any to confess why I really got interested in Jenny fucking other men. That fifteen year age difference made me afraid that as I grew older I wouldn't be able to satisfy her and I might end up losing her. I loved her to death and couldn't bear the thought that she might leave me if I couldn't sexually satisfy her and I thought that maybe a wife watching lifestyle would keep her around.
We were not the first arrive as I had planned, but in the end this turned out to be a good thing. I ushered Jenny to our assigned table, got her a drink and then left to check on things. It was at least half an hour before I got back to the table and as I moved toward it I saw Jenny in conversation with my western region sales rep, a rather handsome young man of about thirty. He stood up as I approached.
"Good evening sir. I hope you don't mind, but I took the liberty of introducing myself to your daughter. I hope she will give me the pleasure of a dance or two later on."
I saw the bemused look on Jenny's face and I said, "Since she loves to dance I'm sure that your chances are very good."
He excused himself and left.
"What was all that about?"
"Well, he came over sat down and said he hadn't realized that you had such a lovely daughter and then introduced himself. Before I could correct him you came up and now, thanks to you he thinks I'm your daughter."
I laughed and said we could correct things later and that we would be all right as long as he "Doesn't ask me for your hand in marriage."
But that is just what happened.
The party was going great. Everyone was having a good time and apparently George (the regional rep) had told some of the others that he 'fancied' my daughter which of course got their interest up and Jenny became the center of attention for most of the single men at the party. She spent most of her time on the dance floor and since she likes to dance close I'm sure that there were several hardons in the room. Both Jenny and I were enjoying the 'daughter charade' and would be sorry to see it end especially because of all the red faces it would cause.
I was at the bar getting Jenny a drink when George (my sales rep.) came up to me and asked me if it would be all right with me if he asked Jenny out. Still playing along I said that Jenny was over twenty-one and she would be the one to make those decisions. I got temporarily side tracked and I got back to the table just in time to see George escort Jenny out to the dance floor. When she got back to the table I laughingly told her that she could probably expect to asked for a date before the night was over. She said, "I was. Just now on the dance floor George asked me out. And he's not the only one. I've been asked by three different guys for a date."
You got to be kidding!" I said.
"Not in the least."
"How did you handle it?" I wanted to know.
"I gave them all our number and told them to call me later. All except for George. I told him yes and we are going to go out for a few drinks after the party."
"Are you serious?"
"Yeah baby. Think about it. No one here knows I'm your wife. They all think I'm your daughter staying with you for a while. If I fuck one of them, or all of them for that matter, no one is going to say anything for fear it will get back to you and you might fire them or screw up their performance review or whatever. The bad news is that we don't have the house set up for taping yet and when George brings me home and I fuck him you won't be able to see it unless you beat me home and hide in the closet."
"You've already decided to fuck him?" I asked.
She said that since he was going back to his region tomorrow and he would not be around to talk he was the logical first choice. We could see how it went with him and go on from there.
And that's how it went. I did beat her home and was in the closet when she brought George into the bedroom. She kissed him passionately and then dropped to her knees and as he tugged off his shirt she opened his fly, fished out his cock and began sucking it. After several minutes they moved to the bed and as she took off her clothes she told him that she was not usually such an easy piece, but since her divorce last year she had been celibate and he had just happened to be in the right place at the right time. They fucked for over two hours as I watched and slowly jacked off. As he was leaving I heard her tell him to call her the next time he got back to town. She said that by then she might be ready again. She gave him a passionate kiss goodbye and as soon as the front door was closed I was out of the closet, out of my clothes, and throwing her on the bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++
We set up the house for taping and since then my 'daughter' dates on a regular basis. Out of seventeen male employees my Jenny has fucked eleven of them while I've either watched through the two-way mirror or watched the tapes. There have been times when she hasn't come home with them and for those occasions she carries a little micro cassette recorder in her purse so I can listen when she gets home. One of the things that I most like to do is help get Jenny ready for her gentlemen callers. Dressing her in the things that I like to see her fuck in is a turn on in itself and when her date comes to the door to pick her up I get a kick out of saying "You be sure to get her home early now" as they leave. George has been back in town several times and he appears to be Jenny's favorite. He has talked Jenny into spending the weekend with him in Grand Junction several times and on his last trip to Denver he told me that he wanted to ask her to marry him. That has been the only complication so far. Three of her steady dates have proposed marriage to her and I laughingly asked her if she was going to try bigamy.
She smiled and giggled. "I don't know. George in Grand Junction and you in Denver. It might work. But I'm not sure how he'd take all my trips back to Denver to see my 'dear ole dad'."
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Bett and I are an average couple in our early forties and we had been married just a little over sixteen years. Like in a lot of marriages of that length the sexual excitement had disappeared. I guess that after sixteen years of the same old thing we had gotten bored - maybe not of each other, but of sex with each other. A few years ago I had found a magazine in the seat pocket of an airplane and for the lack of anything better to do on the flight I sat back and read it from cover to cover. There were several letters in what was called the "Feed Back" section from men who got a kick out of seeing their wives with other men. I don't know why, but somehow the idea of seeing Bett with another man appealed to me. I began to imagine Bett showing herself to other men and trying to attract them and then making love to them. The more I had these thoughts the more excited I became and when Bett and I made love I constantly had the picture of her and someone else in my mind. I tried to imagine what she would look like sucking the cock of this friend or what that friend would look like shoving himself into her willing cunt. In short I became consumed by the idea of my wife teasing or making love with other men.
This went on for over a year and I began to buy men's magazines just to read the stories from men who felt the same as I did. I began buying Bett low cut blouses, short skirts and high heels so that she would attract the attention of other men when we went out. I had hopes that they would hit on her and try and seduce her and several times I saw it happen, but Bett never gave them what they and I both wanted. Throughout this period though, I never got up enough nerve to tell Bett what I really wanted.
For our sixteenth anniversary I took Bett to Las Vegas for a weekend. When she wasn't looking I stuck her shortest skirt, her sexiest low cut blouse and a pair of CFM high heels in her suitcase. When we got to Vegas and she unpacked she gave me a funny look when she saw what I had put in her bag and I told her that what I wanted as an anniversary gift was for her to wear those clothes without any underwear for the entire weekend. It took me a lot of talking but Bett finally agreed to do it. As we walked through the lobby I and several other men noticed how her unfettered breasts swayed under the thin material of the blouse. Her nipples became erect from rubbing against the material and their outline could be seen pushing against the blouse. In the cab on the way to the restaurant I ran my hand up Bett's leg and worked a finger into her pussy. She moaned and leaned over to kiss me and I noticed the cabby looking at us in the mirror. While I was kissing Bett I pushed her skirt up so the driver could see her pussy and my fingers working on it. I knew what he wanted in the way of a tip and I wished that I could give it to him. I unbuttoned two of the buttons on her blouse without her noticing it and when the cab dropped us off at the restaurant I could see him looking hungrily at her legs as she got out. As I paid the fare I whispered to the cabby, "If I can get her drunk enough and you're here when we come out you just might get lucky."
The meal was great and we polished off two bottles of wine with Bett drinking most of it. A couple of times I got up to go to the men's room and coming back I got to see what most of the men in the place got to see. The short tablecloth did not hide Bett as she sat on the chair and the short skirt did not hide Bett's bare cunt. A couple of times I ran my hand up her leg and played with her pussy and she just giggled. As we walked out of the restaurant I got a hard on at seeing all the men watch Bett as she walked by and seeing the hunger on their faces. It was a nice night and we decided to walk back to the motel. Twice I pulled her into a doorway to kiss her and feel her up and each time I undid another button on her blouse. As we walked along, Bett a little tipsy and both of us horny, I saw the blouse shifting with her movements and I could see an entire tit as the blouse gapped open. As she walked through the hotel lobby she was unaware of the fact that the people who looked at her could see her exposed tits and I smiled knowing that every man in the room wanted her. In the elevator I pulled up her skirt and finger fucked her on the way up to our floor.
When we got to our room Bett was hot enough to fuck and as soon as the door closed behind us she reached for the buttons on her blouse, "Oh my god. Half the town must have seen my boobs tonight. Oh god, I'm so sorry baby, I didn't mean to embarrass you."
I took her in my arms and said, "Don't be silly. Seeing other men looking at you and knowing that they want to fuck you has kept my cock hard all night."
She gave me a look, "You? But you have always been so jealous of me."
I shrugged, "That was then, this is now. Walking around with you tonight, knowing that you had nothing on underneath your clothes, and knowing that men have been looking at your exposed tits and pussy have been an immense turn on."
She got wide-eyed, "My pussy? They could see my pussy?"
I told her about the cabby and the mirror and about how the men in the restaurant could see right up her skirt.
"And it turned you on? And it made you horny?" I nodded a yes and she stepped out of her skirt, "Show me. Show me how hard you are."
The sex was incredible. Knowing that men had been looking at her most intimate parts had fired both of us up and we fucked more that night than we had in the previous month. In the morning Bett said, "You want me to do it again?"
"What? Make love or give me a blow job?"
"That to, but should I go down to the casino dressed like I was last night with all the buttons undone?"
"Only if you want what happed last night to happen again."
Bett spent from ten in the morning to three in the afternoon walking around the casino playing the slots and bending over the crap table while I watched from a distance. She got hit on several times before we ran back up to our rooms and fucked like there was no tomorrow. We were lying on the bed looking up at the ceiling and breathing hard when Bett said, "What do you want me to do next?"
Don't rush it I told myself as I rolled up on an elbow and looked at her. "Go down to the bar and let guys hit on you. When you find one that you like flirt with him, tease him and lead him on until you're horny enough then get up to go to the ladies room and come up here and wait for me."
She gave me a wicked grin, "And where will you be?"
"Some place where I can watch."
I went down first and got a seat where I could see most of the room. Bett came in about fifteen minutes later and sat at a table in the middle of the semi-darkened room and before her first drink arrived a man approached her table. He must not have appealed to her because he ended up walking away. Over the course of the next forty-five minutes several other men approached Bett, but all of them ended up walking away. I was beginning to think that Bett had gotten cold feet and I was just getting ready to get up and go over to her when another man walked up to her table. They talked and he sat down. By this time Bett had consumed five drinks so I knew she had to be pretty loose and when she gets that way she gets horny so I figured that it wouldn't be too much longer before she headed for the ladies room. I hadn't gotten the teasing I was hoping for, but I guess that I had been expecting too much from her on her first time out.
When she stood up I expected her to head for the bathroom, but the man stood up at the same time and they moved to a circular booth along the wall. I settled back in my seat and ordered another drink. Bett had gone to the back of the booth and she sat down so that she was looking my way. The waitress delivered another round of drinks to the booth and after about five minutes the man leaned over and kissed her. The kiss lasted a bit during which time I saw one of his hands disappear under the table. I thought I saw a little jerk form Bett and I wondered if the man's fingers had found her bare pussy. They talked some more and then the man kissed her again and I saw his hand slide into her open blouse. I could imagine his hand cupping her bare tit and I knew that Bett must be as hot as a roaring fire. I watched as he took one of her hands and moved it under the table, but she pulled it back. Another kiss and he moved her hand under the table again and again she pulled it back. More talk, more drinks delivered another kiss and this time when he took her hand under the table it did not come back. After a minute or so I saw movement in her arm and I knew she was stroking the man's cock. She had to be ready to go up to the room and even if she wasn't, I was.
I got up and headed for the men's room and Bett saw me. I took my whiz and then came out and waited. I had expected Bett to follow me, but after a wait of five minutes I went back to my seat in the lounge. Bett and the man were gone. I thought that she must have gone straight up to the room and so I finished my drink and hurried after her. My cock was harder than a bar of iron as I rode up in the elevator and I couldn't wait to push it into Bett's hot pussy - a pussy no doubt soaking wet from the man's fingering of her. But Bett wasn't in the room. I waited a half an hour and when she didn't show I went back down to the lounge. She wasn't there either. I had one drink and then went back up to the room, but she still wasn't there. I wondered if, no - I hoped that she was in the man's bed or on the backseat of his car and he was fucking her. I fell asleep with my hard cock in my hand and the image of his hand sliding into her blouse and the movement of her arm as she jacked him off.
The click of the door closing woke me up and as I sat up I noticed that the bedside clock said four thirty-two. Standing at the foot of the bed was a Bett different from any one I'd seen before. Her lipstick was smeared and she had some stuff in her hair that only could have been cum. There was a hickey on her neck, stains on her skirt and there was absolutely no doubt that my wife had just been fucked. Her head was hanging down and in a very weak sounding voice she said, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to do it. I don't know what came over me. I saw you go to the bathroom and I got up to follow you, but he got up too and took my hand and led me away. I knew what was going to happen and I let it. I guess that since I was acting like a slut I wanted to see what it would be like to be one. I don't know. I'm only know I'm sorry for doing this to us."
I turned on the light and looked at her. She was a mess. But to me she had never looked sexier. "Don't be sorry" I said, "I'm glad it happened. I only wish that I had been there to watch. Did you suck his cock?"
She nodded a yes.
"More than once?"
Again she nodded a yes.
"Did he cum in your mouth?"
She whispered a yes.
"How many times did he fuck you?"
In a very weak voice she said five.
"Take off your clothes."
I watched as she took off the blouse and skirt and I saw the love bites on her tits and the cum running down her left leg. "You going to fuck him again?" Her head came up and in a voice so low I could hardly hear a word she said, "He asked me if I would come back."
"What did you tell him?" She looked back down at the floor. "What did you tell him Betts?"
"I told him that I would try."
"Well you better get in this bed then, because you're not going back to him until you wear me out."
"Do you mean that? You really don't care that I let another man fuck me?"
"I already told you Bett. I'm only sorry that I didn't get to watch. Now get over here and suck my cock."
I flew home alone on Sunday. After Bett wore me out she showered and then went back to see her lover and I didn't see her again for nine hours. She came back to the room just in time to pack for the trip home, but I sensed a certain reluctance on her part to leave. "Not ready to go home yet?" By that time she had accepted that I was okay with her having her fling and she said, "He's not leaving until the day after tomorrow and he asked me to stay until then."
"You want to?"
"I don't know. Part of me knows that I should go home and go back to being a good wife, but part of me thinks that something like this is never going to happen again and I should make the most of it."
"Well you may as well get used to the fact that you are not going to go back to being a good little housewife. Now that I've got you loosened up I'm going to keep you that way. I'll make you a deal. I'll go home alone and you come home when you are ready. Two days, two weeks, whatever. But in exchange I get to watch you fuck some one when you get home."
"You really mean that?"
I nodded a yes and she threw herself into my arms and hugged me. "Thank you honey. I'll make it up to you, I promise."
It has been two weeks now since I left Bett in Vegas. She has gone through half a dozen lovers since I left her there and she has called me every night and told me what she was doing. She will be arriving at seven tonight and I'll probably fuck her before we get out of the parking lot. Then I'll bring her home to her surprise. A very good friend d of mine will be waiting in our bedroom to help her fulfill her bargain with me. Hopefully he will only be the first of many.
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She felt odd. People were talking all around her, but she wasn't hearing what they were saying. A waiter came by and filled her glass again. Under the table she felt a hand stroking her leg. Something was wrong, but what? She closed her eyes and tried to think. There was someone she needed to see; someone she needed to talk to. The hand was stroking her thigh. She shook her head to try and clear it and the room seemed to revolve, to turn in slow motion. She tried to stand up and fell against someone. She felt her jacket being placed on her shoulders. She felt herself being moved through the room and then she was in a car and someone was stroking her body. She felt hands on her tits; fingers working on her pussy and it felt good. A tongue snaked its way into her mouth and she wondered if she should return the kiss and then she sent her tongue searching. She felt her hand being placed on something and she looked down and saw an erect penis and as the tongue in her mouth worked around her tongue she felt a hand on her wrist and the hand began to move her hand up and down. She felt strange, almost like she had no strength to either fight against or accept what was happening to her. The fingers in her pussy and the tongue in her mouth were insistent and she began to feel warmth flood her body. She glanced down and saw her hand stroking the penis. Why did she have her hand on a penis, and why was she stroking it. And then she was in a house. Her house? No, she didn't think so. A light came on and she saw the bed. Yes! Rest, that's what I need, rest, and then she moved to the bed and fell on it. She felt something tugging at her hips and then she felt nothing at all.
I couldn't quite believe my eyes when I saw her across the room. It had been five years since I'd last seen her and the hatred that I'd thought that I'd finally buried surged to the surface again. I watched as she moved across the room and there was something odd about her movements and then I understood - she was drunk. A germ of an idea - a light bulb going off over my head - I turned to my companion, "Mason, how would you like to do me a huge favor."
"Sure Mike, what do you want?"
"See that woman over there, the one in the silver cocktail dress? She is already drunk, but I want you to move in on her and get her even drunker. I want you to get her so blitzed that she won't know who she is or where she is and then we are going to have some fun with her."
I watched Mason as he made his way over to the woman, the woman who five years ago had been my wife, and I prayed, really and truly prayed that he would be successful in what I had asked him to do. If things worked out as well as I hoped by this time tomorrow she would be ruined.
I remembered it almost as if it had happened yesterday. I had come home from work to find Brenda packing suitcases. We'd had a rather nasty argument the night before over money, specifically our lack of it, but I didn't think it had been that bad. I asked her what she was doing and she said she was leaving me.
"You are nothing but a loser Mike. You have no prospects for ever being better than you are right now; you are boring as hell and you are not worth a shit in bed. I see no earthly reason for staying with you."
The divorce cost me everything that I had and for a year I walked around feeling sorry for myself and becoming a drunk. During that year she remarried and her new husband was one of the upwardly mobile yuppies who was making a name for himself in business and social circles. During that same year my best friend George decided to do something for me that I didn't seem to want to do for myself. He forced me to come back to the living; made me by the force of his will, not mine, give up drinking and go back to having a life. I did however get the last laugh where Brenda was concerned. In an ironic twist of fate the woman who left me for someone else who could give her all the material things she wanted got to pick up the paper and read about her ex-husband winning 17.6 million dollars in the state lottery. To say that my life got better would be an understatement. I had every thing that I wanted, but I didn't have what I most needed - a way to make Brenda pay for what she'd done.
Until now.
I watched as Mason maneuvered Brenda into the back seat of the limo and then I climbed in front and sat with George. On the way to the house I watched as Mason worked her tits out of her dress and began to work his fingers into her pussy. When he french kissed her and then put her hand on his cock I almost pissed my pants with excitement because it looked like my plan was going to work. I turned to George who was playing chauffeur that night and asked him, "Would you like a taste of that George?"
He grinned and said, "Yes sir, I certainly would."
I smiled as I pictured the look on Brenda's husband's face as he looked at a picture of George's coal black body on top of his lily-white wife. When we got home George helped Mason carry Brenda up to the bedroom. She fell on the bed and I told them to strip her, "Leave the six hundred dollar Manolo high heels on her, but take everything else off."
While they were peeling Brenda I went and got my digital camera. I love that little sucker. You could take a picture, walk over to the computer, plug into a USB port and in less that two minutes have a print coming off the printer. I showed Mason how to operate the camera and then I stripped and went over to Brenda. I didn't want there to be any doubt about who was behind what was being done to her. I had several pictures taken with my cock in various orifices all the while smiling for the camera and then it was my turn to take the pictures. The first twenty or thirty were all posed photos of George and Mason with their dicks in interesting places. I made sure that they all faced away from the camera while making equally sure that Brenda was always looking into it. Drunk enough to be in a semi-stupor, but not drunk enough to pass out, Brenda was the perfect subject - eyes wide open and looking straight into the camera. When I had all the posed shots I wanted I said, "All right guys, get your fill."
As George buried his black pole in Brenda and started fucking her I went into the bathroom and got the smelling salts out of the first aid kit. Back in the bedroom I listened to the little grunts made by Brenda as George pounded into her cunt. I gave the smelling salts to Mason and told him to wait until I got into position with the camera and then to break the smelling salts under Brenda's nose. When I gave the signal he broke the capsule and Brenda's eye's shot wide open, looking up at George and I took the picture. For the rest of the night I moved around the room and took photo after photo as Mason and George fucked Brenda in every way possible. They both fucked her cunt, they both shot loads down her throat, and they both fucked her in her ass (something that she had never allowed me to do) and the best part of it was that after the first hour or so Brenda began to get with it. She was half in and half out of it, but to the camera she looked like she was having a great time. I got some great shots of George in her ass while Mason stuffed her cunt and then a couple more when they switched.
I put the camera down and joined them on the bed. I pulled Brenda's face onto my cock and began to fuck her face. Here eyes were on my face and I could see that through her alcoholic fog she had a vague recollection of who I was. I smiled down at her, "Yes, you fucking cunt, you've had this cock in your mouth before, but tonight there is a difference. Before, you would not let me cum in your mouth, but tonight will be different; tonight you get to taste me for the first time."
I gripped her head and emptied myself into her mouth and then held her head while she choked, gulped and swallowed. I pulled my cock out of her mouth and shot the last gob of cum onto her face just above her nose. I got the camera and got that picture - the cum running down her cheek from just above the nose.
"Okay boys, it's time to get her home. Do her one more time if you want, but then we need to get her dressed."
They did want her one more time and I got a couple of more pictures. I got the smelling salts again and had George stick his cock in her mouth. When Mason broke the capsule and Brenda's eyes opened wide she was looking straight up into George's face with her red lips wrapped around his dark brown cock. It was a beautiful shot and one that would cause her husband to have a fit. I'd never met a yuppie yet who wasn't a closet racist and the black and white photos were going to drive him nuts. When George and Mason were done with her I tossed Brenda her clothes.
"Run her home George. If you decide to fuck her one more time try not to stain the seat."
Mason and George dressed her and then they led her from the room. They did fuck her one more time and then they put her out of the limo on the sidewalk in front of her house, honked the horn half a dozen times and then drove off leaving her standing there with cum running down her legs.
On Monday I sent a FedEx package with all the photos I'd taken to her husband at his place of business and then, need for revenge satisfied, I promptly forgot all about it. Three days later, as George and I were pulling the engine out of a 41' Ford that we were trying to restore, a BMW convertible pulled up in the driveway and Brenda and a man got out. I'd never seen him in person, but I recognized his picture - it was Brenda's husband and I guessed that he wanted to talk to me. I wiped the grease off my hands and tossed the rag down.
"If he gets hostile George, stay out of it. I owe him that much. He wasn't the one who fucked over me."
I walked out of the garage to meet him (I totally ignored Brenda) and I said, "What can I do for you?"
He looked a little nervous, but then said, "Actually, it's your man we would like to talk to."
I almost laughed at him when he said that. My relationship with George goes way back. He was the best friend that I'd ever had. To give some idea of our relationship you only had to look at music. I might have been Joe SixPack, but I loved classical music and I had season tickets to the symphony. George hated most classical music, but he loved the opera and I had given him season tickets for his birthday. The only reason I owned a limo was so I could go to the symphony in style. The rest of the time I drove a late model pick up truck. Anyway, when I go to the symphony George dresses up as a chauffeur and he drives me. When George goes to the opera I dress up and drive him. But of course Brenda's husband didn't know this so when he asked if he could speak to my man I said, "You mean George?" and I pointed back to the garage, "or Mason?"
"The black chap."
"Well, George is not my man. He is my driver, my bodyguard, and my dishwasher when I cook, but then again, I'm his dishwasher when he cooks, but most of all George is my friend. Why do you need to talk to him?"
"Well, it's rather personal."
"Don't care. He's on the clock right now and if you're going to talk to him on my time I want to know what it is about. Otherwise give me a number where he can reach you and I'll see that he gets it."
He looked undecided and then Brenda spoke up, "Oh for Christ's sake Brian, tell him. He set the whole thing up to begin with so you aren't going to shock him."
When Brian still didn't speak Brenda said, "Your little scheme didn't work Mike. His biggest fantasy has always been to see me with another man, preferably black, and I've always refused. Now that you made it happen anyway I don't see any sense in fighting it anymore. He wants to know if George would be willing to do it again with Brian watching."
I looked at Brian, "Is that right?" Brian nodded a yes. I looked from him to Brenda and then back at him and then I stepped aside and waved them toward the garage. Brian headed up the drive, but Brenda stayed behind.
"I'm sorry your scheme didn't work out Mike. Oh, he did get mad when he got the pictures, but it was only because he wasn't there to watch. I guess you will have to find some other way to get your revenge."
I shrugged and said, "I got out of it what I wanted."
"What was that?"
"Just some personal satisfaction; just enough to kill the hate and ease my mind a bit."
"Oh? And what was that?"
"Doesn't matter Brenda" and I headed up the drive to the garage. When I got there George said, "How do you feel about this idea Mike?" I shook my head and said, "I'm not in this George. This is between you and them."
George gave me a big smile and said, "Oh no baby, we are a team. If it gets done it will be by you and me."
I said to Brian, "You are going to have a hard time selling that to your bride. As I remember it her exact words to me were "You're not worth a shit in bed Mike."
Brian laughed and said, "What people say when they are mad is not necessarily the truth. More than once before we were married she wanted to go back to you, but you would never answer the phone to talk to her. For which by the way I thank you. And for your information that was before you suddenly got rich. I'll take care of it.
Fifteen minutes later, in the same bedroom where my so called revenge plot took place, George and I were busy with Brenda while Brian sat next to the bed and watched. I was sitting on the bed and Brenda was sucking my cock while George was fucking her from behind. Just before Brenda swallowed my dick she looked up at me and said, "I'm sorry I never swallowed your cum when we were married. The other night I found out that I like the taste so lets do it again."
I looked up at her and she grinned, "Toward the end I wasn't as near out of it as you guys thought I was, but that's our little secret from Brian, okay?"
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There is wife watching and then there is wife watching. They sound the same, but they are way different. The first one for example, is watching your wife spread herself for some one else while you either participate or hide in the closet. The second one is watching some one else's wife do the same thing while hiding in the closet. I've done both and I loved doing both; I just hope that I'll be able to do it again.
I've been watching my wife Aggie (don't dare call her Agnes) for years now, sometimes from the closet, sometimes from a chair next to the bed, and sometimes I'm in one hole while someone else is in another. I found out early on in our marriage that no one man was ever going to be enough for Aggie. Remember the ugly duckling story? One day an ugly little thing and the next day a beautiful swan? That is similar to Aggie in that one day she was a virgin and the day after we consummated our marriage vows she was a nymphomaniac.
We weren't married three weeks when I came home one day and found her in bed with not one man, but three, and this following a night where she had fucked me four times, including once just before I left for work in the morning. I had ordered some furniture and I was supposed to pay the balance when the stuff was delivered and I had gone to work and had forgotten to leave the check book at home for Aggie. I rushed home with the checkbook and when I got there I found that the furniture had already arrived. I walked into the house and found three guys fucking Aggie, one in each available hole. When I walked in cocks began to wilt and there was much reaching for clothes. Aggie cried out, "Don't make them stop baby, I need it, please don't stop them." I was mad, angry, pissed, call it what you will, but the pitiful tone of Aggie's voice got to me. I handed her the checkbook and went back to work. I found out later that all three guys got fired for fucking Aggie, She kept them most of the day and they actually got fired for missing all their deliveries, but to me that's the same as getting fired for fucking Aggie. As a bonus, at least from my perspective, they forgot to take the check for the furniture and my amount due got lost somewhere in the shuffle.
When I got home that night Aggie was bundle of nerves, "I know you hate me, but I just can't help myself. I've got to have it baby, I need it."
I hadn't been gone from the house for half an hour and she had gone into the kitchen and had gotten a cucumber and was fucking herself with it when the furniture movers got there. She had answered the door in her bathrobe, showed them where she wanted things and had then gone back into the bedroom to her cucumber. She was lying naked on the bed working the vegetable around in her pussy when she heard, "Jesus!" She looked up and found one of the delivery guys standing there staring at her pussy. She had thrown the cucumber away, spread her legs, and I had walked in on the result.
Then she confessed to me that this wasn't the first time she had been unfaithful. Her first was when we were on our honeymoon. I had gone out to see about renting a car and while I was gone she fucked the room service waiter. Before we'd left she'd had the bellboy, the bell captain, the waiter twice more and one cab driver in the back seat of his cab. Since moving into the house she had fucked the cable installer, the telephone installer, the mailman (every day for the last week) and the newspaper boy. This last worried me the most since I wasn't sure of his age and she could go to jail over that. As I listened to her run down her list of infidelities I wondered just what in the hell I was going to do. Aggie was gorgeous, could cook like a master French chef, kept a spotless house, and was the most fantastic piece of ass I'd ever had, but what could I do about the fact that she couldn't stay off her back and keep her legs closed. The bottom line was that I adored Aggie and I was just going to have to learn to cope with her "condition".
The solution was simplicity itself, at least for Aggie and me, although I did have some trouble selling the idea to some others. I approached several of my friends and asked them if they would like to fuck my wife. You would be surprised at how many said no. Not that they wouldn't have fucked her behind my back (and some of them did), but they ran scared when I asked them straight out. I finally found enough guys to agree and I set up a schedule so that Monday through Friday at least two guys would show up every day and help Aggie keep her "condition" under control. I would have to cover the evenings and the weekends. This arrangement worked fine for about two years during which Aggie never slowed down, not even a little bit, and I finally had to cry out "enough!" I just couldn't keep up with her. That's when we began the watching. We would go out on Saturday and Sunday and Aggie would pick up some guy and we would take him home with us and Aggie would fuck his socks off. The problem we found is that over half of the guys she picked up couldn't function when I was there so we started sending Aggie out on her own. When she found someone she would call me and I would hide in the closet. Why? Because she wanted me around in case she hooked up with some weirdo. It turned out that I liked watching Aggie be a nympho.
After five years of marriage Aggie began to slow down some. As her daytime lovers began to fall by the wayside we didn't bother to replace them. Soon she was down to only four lovers during the week, with me taking care of the evenings, and she also had her regular outings on Saturday and Sunday. And then my life got complicated. Brea was our next door neighbor and had been for the last three years. Like Aggie, Brea was a stay at home wife and she and Aggie got to know each other real well and became the best of friends. It was inevitable that Brea would notice the constant comings and goings of Aggie's male friends during the day and then came the day when Brea felt she knew Aggie well enough to ask her what was going on. Aggie, in turn, felt that she knew Brea well enough to tell her the story. Brea expressed surprise and then she told Aggie that she envied her. Brea had also been a virgin when she married and she had always wondered what she had missed by not trying a cock or two before marriage. "I've always wondered what other men might be like. I've read books and magazines and seen lots of pictures and they all look so different."
Aggie asked her why she'd never tried a different cock and Brea had said, "Oh goodness, I wouldn't know how to."
Aggie told her to get dressed up and go out to a bar and let herself be picked up, but Brea said that she just couldn't do something like that. The two of them talked about it for weeks and finally there came a day when Brea's husband had to go out of town for several days. Aggie talked Brea into going out with her on one of her Saturday night jaunts, but Brea said she would only do it on one condition. I was in the basement working on a rocking chair when Aggie came downstairs, "Honey, I need a favor." She explained to me that she was going to take Brea out with her that night, "But the poor dear is scared that things might not go right and she might try to back out at the last minute. She's afraid of what the guy might do to her if that happens. Would you hide in her closet in case she needs some help? Please?"
Now watching Aggie was one thing; I went along with her escapades because I didn't want to lose her, but hide in Brea's closet? I didn't think so. After several more pleases and pretty pleases and a "please do it for me baby" I gave in.
"What about you? What if you need protecting and I'm hiding in Brea's closet?"
"I'll be all right. I'll make sure I bring home some one I all ready know. So will Brea. I'll make sure she gets some one nice, but she needs the added security of knowing help is there if needed."
Which is how I found myself in Brea's closet that night watching her trembling form being slowly undressed by a guy I recognized as one of Aggie's lovers. As layer after layer of Brea's clothes came off I began to be glad that I'd agreed to be her protector. I'd always known she was attractive, but in the loose clothing she always wore I'd never imagined that she could have such a nice body. I'd guess her to be 36-24-34 and my hard on agreed with me. At this point I need to say that regardless of Aggie's wanderings, I'd never broken my marriage vows, but that night, seeing a naked Brea, I was willing to shatter them all to hell. I watched as Brea was seduced and then fucked by her lover of the evening. At first she was tentative and unsure, but as the night progressed she loosened up and finally she was an insatiable slut. He fucked her, she sucked his cock, he fucked her, she sucked his cock again and when he went to mount her again she rolled over and said in a little girl voice, "In my ass, I want you to do my ass."
Two hours later he left and I was standing in the closet with my cock in my hand and with cum splashed all over the inside of the closet door and puddling on the carpet. The door opened and there stood Brea. She took one look at me and said, "Oh you poor baby. Did I do that to you? Here, let me help you with that."
An hour later I called home and asked Aggie if her gentleman friend was still there. When she said that he was I told her that she could invite him to stay the night and that I would see her in the morning. Brea then proceeded to demonstrate her newfound sexual prowess.
I was not prepared for the icy reception that I got when I went home in the morning. Sounding every bit the betrayed wife, Aggie greeted me with, "And just what were you doing all night?"
I explained to her what had happened and that I'd stayed and spent the night with Brea.
"How could you? How could you cheat on me with that woman?"
I was caught flat-footed by that one. "Me cheating on you? I've never touched another woman before last night even though I've watched you parade men through our bedroom by platoons, and you're getting upset with me?"
"That's different and you know it! I need more than you can give me, but it's not the same for you. Anytime you have a hard on I want it and I'm ready for it. You don't have to go some place else to get it like I do."
I guess that's what they call female logic; anyway, Aggie stayed pissed at me for all of two hours and then she needed to be fucked again and suddenly I was forgiven. Poor Brea couldn't understand why all of a sudden Aggie was cool toward her and I couldn't really explain it to her - hell, I didn't understand it myself. But just as the good Doctor Frankenstein had created a monster, so had Aggie. Brea's first outing had merely whetted her appetite and now she wanted more. Since Aggie wasn't speaking to her any more she started going out by herself to pick up guys whenever her husband wasn't at home and she would always manage to get me out of earshot from Aggie and ask me to watch from the closet. Since Aggie was out looking for cock herself, I was usually able to say yes and Brea always thanked me by fucking my brains out. And then several bad things happened at once and my life turned to shit.
It was a Saturday night and Aggie was out on the prowl. The phone rang and it was Brea, "I've got some one I'm bringing home. Can you back me up in the closet?"
I looked at my watch and tried to judge Aggie's schedule. She would pick up one or two guys and do them in the parking lot of where ever she was before settling on one to bring home. I figured that she wouldn't be home until one, maybe two in the morning so I told Brea that I'd be in her closet when she got home. An hour and a half later I'm in the closet watching some guy fuck Brea in the ass when the bedroom door opened and Brea's husband came in. He took one look at what was happening on the bed and then he went after the guy. Brea was screaming, the two guys were going at each other, the lover of the moment trying to get out the door more than anything else, and then Brea did the one thing that I hoped and prayed she wouldn't - she came to the closet, opened the door and cried, "Stop them Dave, stop them!"
I was sitting in my apartment contemplating my navel and ruminating on the last two years of my life. Trying to separate Brea's husband and her lover got me seven stitches in my forehead and a broken nose. The fracas had worked its way out onto the front lawn and a neighbor had called the police. They managed to separate the three of us and then they took all three of us to jail. When they let me out the next morning I went home and found that all the locks had been changed. I banged on the door until Aggie came and told me to leave; that all further contact between us would be through her lawyer. A week later I was served divorce papers; I was being accused of committing adultery. Aggie wanted the house, the car, the savings and checking accounts and the credit cards. Given all that I had put up with from Aggie in the name of love, you would probably consider me a dumb ass, but I can be surprising at times. When I was met by locked doors and talk of lawyers I immediately got my shit together. Within an hour I had changed all my credit cards to a "Mr. Only", I had changed the car door and ignition keys, and I was waiting outside the bank when it opened on Monday and I cleaned out the checking and savings accounts. Again, love might have made me blind, but it hadn't made me stupid. I'd kept clear and concise records of all of Aggie's affairs over the past five years and I counter sued. The end result was a divorce that had us selling the house and splitting the proceeds sixty-six percent for me and the rest for Aggie and with Aggie having to pay for her own lawyer and court costs.
About a year later Aggie tried to get back together with me, but I told her to "fuck off and die!" Brea and her husbands divorce was just as bitter as mine and Aggie's and Brea didn't come out of it very well since her husband was clearly the injured party. Luckily, none of us had kids. The phone rang and I picked it up, "Hello? You bet. I love you too." I hung up and headed for the bedroom. I needed to be in the closet when Brea got home with her latest.
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"Man, would I ever like to fuck that!"
I was standing next to him at the bar and I turned to see who he was looking at. Couldn't blame him when I saw where he was looking; she was tall, well built and blonde and easily the best looking woman in the place that night. She was also the biggest slut. What the man next to me didn't know was that he could fuck her if he really wanted to; all he had to do was walk up to her and ask. If he didn't have bad breath (Carol was hell on bad breath) Carol would walk him outside to the parking lot and fuck his eyes out.
How did I know this? Simple - Carol was my wife.
Carol wasn't always a slut. Once upon a time she was a loving wife, a respected member of her church, and a well-known civic volunteer. Then she had the misfortune of meeting me. I bought the home next to Carol and her then husband Tom and they came over and introduced themselves as I was unloading the truck. The very first time I saw Carol I knew that I would do anything and everything that I had to do to fuck her and the look that passed between us as she shook my hand pretty much told me that she knew what I was thinking. No invitation, just a kind of "I know what you want and thanks for the interest" kind of look. That look, while not an invitation to try, gave me a hint as to how to go about bedding her.
Women who look like Carol and who give out looks like the one she gave me are not used to being ignored and that was something that I could use. The very first step in seducing a married woman who lives close to you is to get to know her husband and become pals. In Tom's case it was easy. I had the key to him when on the third day in my new home I pulled up in front with my pickup truck and trailer on which sat a perfectly restored 65' Mustang. When Tom came home from work that night he came over to look at it before he even went into his house. He walked around it, looked under it and got up on the trailer and looked inside.
I sipped my beer and watched him from my living room window and wondered if the Mustang was going to be my "hook." I went outside and walked up to the trailer, "It still needs some work, but it won't look too bad when I get a good paint job on it."
He laughed, "You want to see one that needs some work just come on over to my garage."
We walked to his garage and he showed me his 66'. It was down to bare metal and missing the right front fender, but the rest of the metal was good.
"What are you going to do for a fender?"
He made a face and said, "I haven't made up my mind yet. I could get a new one or I could rework the old one. One part of me wants to do all the work on this thing with my own hands and the other part wants to get it on the road as soon as I can."
Well Tom, the first step on the road toward my fucking your wife is about to be taken, "What if you were suddenly to come into possession of a new fender? Would that help you make up your mind?" He looked at me and I said, "I just happen to have a right front fender in my garage and I don't need it."
He looked at me warily, "What do you want for it?"
I smiled and said, "Nothing. I don't need it and you do. Some day you may have something I need and you can pay me back."
To paraphrase - One small fender for Tom, one giant step toward my fucking Carole.
From that day on you could find the both of us in either his garage or mine. The friendship wasn't phony, I really did like Tom, but that wasn't going to keep me from trying to fuck his wife if I got a chance. Tom invited me over to dinner several times and on those occasions I made sure that Tom and I monopolized the conversation and while I was friendly toward Carol I didn't pay her much attention. I was gambling that she wasn't used to being ignored by men and that sooner or later she would do something to "bring me into the fold" so to speak.
Two months went by and Christmas was coming up and I always have a party during the holidays. I invited Tom and Carole, several other of my new neighbors and a lot of friends, most of who were just as bad as I was. Several couples were into swapping, two couples where the husband liked to watch his wife with other men and then there was Monica.
Monica's thing was gangbangs after which she would go home and sit on her hubby's face. I'd never met him since he always stayed home, but he had tasted me more than once. Before the party was over I knew Monica would be in an upstairs bedroom pulling a train and I was already planning on how I could arrange for Carol to "accidentally" see Monica in action. That, together with strong drinks and plenty of mistletoe scattered through the house, should go a long way toward planting some ideas in her pretty little head. I really didn't expect to nail her at the party, but I did want to get her mind working on naughty thoughts.
The party went a whole lot better than I had expected. Carol and Tom were among the first guests to arrive and when I fixed them their drinks I made sure they got doubles. I had already primed my friends (the women anyway) to be 'suggestive' when they were around Tom, not hit on him outright, but to work on making him think he could have any one of them if he wanted to take a shot. Monica, on the other hand, was to tease him as much as she could and when I gave her the high sign she was to try and get him to go upstairs. I didn't expect him to actually go, but I wanted Carol to see what was going on. I especially wanted to watch Carol as the girls maneuvered Tom under the mistletoe. The guys had been asked not to get Carol under the mistletoe.
I spent most of the party keeping a close eye on Carol and keeping her drink full - always a double of course. I watched as she watched Tom and the way all the ladies present swarmed around him. Tom was a normal red-blooded male and he was eating up all the attention he was getting and he'd had just enough to drink that he wasn't even aware of how Carol was taking it. Hell, he might have even forgotten she was there. About nine o'clock I walked up to Carol with a fresh drink, "Having fun?"
She gave me an unreadable look and said, "Not as much as my husband."
I looked over to where Sally Jenkins had Tom under the mistletoe and I said, "It's just harmless fun."
She looked at me and said, "He has been under that damn mistletoe all night. Do you know that I haven't been under it even once?"
I smiled at her, "That's because the men are afraid of you."
She looked up at me, "What?"
I said, "They are afraid of you. Look around the room; you are easily the most beautiful and sexually attractive woman here. Most of them having been drinking enough to lose most of their inhibitions and they are afraid that if they start kissing you they will get carried away and get slapped. The slap wouldn't damage them, but it would damn sure alert their wife or girl friend and the rest of the night wouldn't be too pleasant for them."
"Is that why you haven't tried to kiss me?"
I grinned, "Absolutely! I don't trust myself around you sober, let alone when I have been drinking."
Carol laughed, "God, what a line" and I smiled at her, "Excuse me, I just saw another guest come in."
I walked over to Monica and told her it was time. She left me and maneuvered Tom under the mistletoe and gave him a kiss that should have melted the soles of his shoes. Then she whispered in his ear and turned and walked away. The look on Tom's face as he watched her walk up the stairs was one of confusion (Did she just say what I think she said?). I looked for Carol and I saw her watching Tom as, wonder of wonders, he shook the confusion out of his head and headed for the stairs. This was totally unexpected. Granted, it was what I had hoped for, but I never thought it would happen.
I went to the kitchen and got a bottle down off the top shelf of one of the cabinets, took out a little blue pill and ground it up into as fine a powder as I could. I made Carol another drink and I added the powder and stirred the drink until all trace of the powder was gone. Most people tell you that Viagra doesn't work well on women, but that hasn't been my experience. It won't turn her into a nympho, but it will certainly create heightened feelings if you can get her going. I took the fresh drink to Carol and found her staring at the stairs. It had been almost five minutes since Tom had followed Monica to the second floor and I know what she was thinking. She had seen Monica and Tom under the mistletoe, seen Monica whisper in his ear and had seen him follow Monica up the stairs. She gave me a brief smile when I came up to her and handed her the drink.
"You know" she said, "I've never seen the inside of this house on the second floor. Why don't you take me on a tour."
She didn't know that I knew Tom had gone upstairs so I very casually said, "How about you come over tomorrow when the place isn't so crowded. It's not really a good idea to go upstairs at one of my parties. Some of my friends can be a little uninhibited if you know what I mean. A few drinks, a couple of trips to the mistletoe, raging hormones and stuff like that. So come on over tomorrow when things won't be so wild up there, okay? Excuse me, there is someone I need to talk to."
I walked away from her to the kitchen and then I turned to watch. She was looking at the stairs and silently I was saying, "Do it baby, do it. Climb those stairs" and after a minute or so she swallowed her drink and went upstairs. I moved over to the bottom of the stairs to be available when she came down. I had Jerry, one of my very good buddies with me (he and I had double-teamed quite a few women) and we were talking when Carol came down. The look on her face was one of sheer determination, determined to do what I didn't know, but I was ready for anything. She didn't even look at me, she just reached out, grabbed my arm and led me to the nearest piece of mistletoe. Before I knew it she had her tongue in my mouth, but I catch on pretty quick and I began to give as good as I was getting. It was a very long and passionate kiss and when we finally broke apart she said, "Is there any place we can be alone?"
I gave her a long look and she said, "I know what I'm doing. Is there some place we can go?"
I walked her over to my den and led her inside. I locked the door and turned to face her and she came into my arms and kissed me again. We necked for a couple of minutes and then I put my hands on her tits. She pushed my hands away, "I don't want any of that shit. Just fuck me."
She lifted her skirt, pulled off her panties and laid down on the floor and looked up at me. "Come on, fuck me. No foreplay, just fuck me."
Never argue with a lady I thought and I dropped my trousers and did what the lady wanted. She was tight and it took me several strokes to get all the way in and the whole time she was moaning, "Give it to me, give it to me, give it to me, put it in me and fuck me."
Once I was all the way in and I started fucking her the moans changed to "Oh yes, oh yes, that's it, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" and I did the best I could to keep her begging for it while at the same time pacing myself. I wanted to keep her hot so that the next piece of the plan could fall into place. I brought her to two orgasms and she was building toward a third when Jerry used his key to let himself into the room and started to undress. I still hadn't cum, but the idea wasn't for me to get off, but to get Carol off as much as possible. She started on her third orgasm and I pulled away from her and before she was aware of it Jerry had taken my place. She came down from her high and saw Jerry and then she looked around in confusion until she saw me standing off to the side watching, but Jerry was fucking her as hard and fast as he could and soon her attention was back on him.
Fucking a woman and deliberately not cumming is not an easy thing to do, but Jerry and I had done this before. The object is to keep he woman cumming and make the switch while she is in the middle of her orgasm. It works better with three or four guys and we did have one more coming, but he needed to get there pretty damn quick because the next time I switched with Jerry I was going to cum. Carol started another orgasm and Jerry and I made the switch. I was pounding hard into Carol and she was pushing back up at me and in about three minutes I just had to let loose and as I flooded her pussy she cried out, "No, not yet, I'm not ready" and I continued to pump until my cock went soft and then I got out of the way and let Jerry back in.
The door opened and Don came in and I told him to hurry and get undressed. By the time Jerry came Don was ready to take his place. The three of us fucked Carol almost continuously for over an hour before Jerry and Don had to leave. I was slowly fucking Carol and she looked up at me, "Why did you do that? Let those guys have me."
I grinned at her, "I wanted to make it worth your while. I saw Tom follow Monica upstairs and when you went up I knew one of two things was going to happen. Either you would come stomping down the stairs and go home or you would be looking for revenge. I lined up Jerry and Ron in case it was the latter. If you were going to get even with Tom I wanted it to be memorable. I was going to take pictures with my digital camera so I could black mail you into coming over here again, but then decided not to. I like you too much to do that to you."
Which was total bullshit! The only reason I didn't take pictures is because my camera was in the shop - I hadn't expected to need it so soon. I picked up speed and told her that I was getting ready to cum again and she pulled my face down to hers and gave me another passionate kiss.
"Cum in me baby, cum in me. I want that bastard to know he wasn't the only one to get laid tonight.
The next day I was out in the garage changing the oil in my truck when Tom came in. He watched me for a while and then he said, "If all of your parties are like the one last night don't ever invite me again."
As innocently as I could I asked him why not.
"I got a little fucked up and the next thing I knew I was upstairs with a woman and she fucked my eyes out. Carol came upstairs and saw me and to get even she went downstairs and grabbed some guy she didn't know and let him fuck her. Things are a little chilly over at our place right now."
"She tell you what the guys name was?"
"No. Just some guy she had never seen before."
That was good news. It meant that she either wanted to come back for more someday or that she didn't want to start a war between neighbors. I smiled at him, "Well, Carol might have a mystery man, but it was no mystery who you were with. I've known Monica for years and she was quite taken with you. She said she wouldn't mind seeing you again, but I told her you were happily married and that she had just gotten lucky because you had too much to drink."
I saw his eyes light up and added, "but she laughed and said she never let a little thing like that get in the way. If you want I've got her number in my address book in the kitchen, but you better watch your step. It doesn't sound like Carol will take too kindly to your fucking around."
He smiled and said, "I'll just have to see that she doesn't find out, won't I?"
Unfortunately young Tom, I thought, I just may have to see to it that she does.
I usually take two weeks of vacation off at Christmas time and on Monday morning the front door bell rang and I answered the door to find Carol standing there.
"I came over for my tour of the upstairs. Can we start with the bedroom first?"
I raised my eyebrows and she said, "I'm not even with that bastard until I get fucked on the same bed where he fucked that redheaded cunt."
As I took her hand and led her to the bedroom I said, "I may have to put him in touch with that redheaded cunt just so I can keep you coming over."
She laughed and said, "I'll make you a deal. I'll keep coming over if you don't put him in touch with her."
"Well don't blame me if he already has. If Monica liked him she would have given him her number before he left."
"She do that kind of stuff often?"
"Every chance she gets. She loves gangbangs - the more guys the merrier. Not that I want to ruin a good thing, but why would you care if he sees more of Monica. It will give you all the excuse you need to come over."
"Well, it just so happens that I love the asshole and that kind of behavior on his part would not be conducive to a happy marriage."
I stopped and looked at her and she saw the look on my face and laughed, "Yes, I know that I'm being a little hypocritical, but I was a virgin when I married and this is giving me a chance to see what another man is like. I don't figure that this is going to be long term. The kind of guy who throws parties where you have orgies in the bedrooms is the kind of guy who will get tired of a girl after a while. Then I can go back to being a good little wife."
I grinned at her, "Don't bet on it sweetie, at least that part about me getting tired of you."
We went up to the bedroom and I had a marvelous time. Two hours later, as I lay next to her trying to catch my breath, she said, "Too bad your friends aren't here to help you."
I rolled up on an elbow and looked down at her and she looked back up at me and smiled. I sat up and grabbed the bedside phone and made a couple of calls. When Carol went home at three that afternoon she had a smile on her face and she left three exhausted men in my bedroom. As she was leaving I said, "If you want my friends to be here when you come over you need to give me a little advance notice."
She stood up on her tiptoes and kissed me, "How about same time tomorrow?"
The next morning she was at my door at nine and we went straight to the bedroom. She looked around and I knew her question and I answered before she could ask it.
"They won't be here for another hour yet. I want you all to myself to start."
So began Carol's slide into becoming a complete slut. For the rest of my vacation Carol showed up at my front door as soon as Tom had left for work and she stayed until it was time to go home and fix his dinner. After the first three days I brought in a fourth guy and by the end of the first week there were six of us taking turns. There was no way she could get loose to come over on week ends so when she showed up on a Monday she was so hot to be fucked that she damn near ruined me before the other guys got there to help.
One Wednesday I made the comment that I certainly wasn't getting tired of her, "But when are you going to decide it is time to go back to being a good little housewife?"
She was quiet for a bit and then she said, "I don't think I ever will. I don't think I could go back to having just one man three or four times a week. All I can do is love my husband, give him all the sex he can handle and visit you."
"What are you going to do when I go back to work next week?"
"Well, Tom bowls twice a week on Tuesdays and Thursdays so I guess that will just have to hold me."
"You do know, don't you, that if you keep this up you will eventually get caught?"
"I don't think so. When I come over here I park my car two blocks over. If Tom comes home he will think I've gone shopping or something and he would never come over here looking for me."
He did, but not because he was looking for Carol. That Wednesday Tom came over around noon. He had come home during lunch to get something and had a few minutes to kill before having to go back to work. I answered the door in a pair of jeans and he could hear the sounds coming from upstairs as four guys were working over his wife. He glanced up the stairs and I said, "I'd love to invite you up, but she's married and won't take on anybody that she doesn't really know. I'll introduce you at the next party. Who knows, she might take a liking to you. How you doing with Monica?"



"I'm seeing her two nights a week and I'm going to try and make it three. Carol thinks I bowl, but I don't know if I can get her to believe I'm bowling three nights a week."
I laughed and said, "You won't know until you try."
Later on that afternoon I told Carol that her husband had been listening to her being fucked. She gave me a serious look and said, "You should have sent him up."
"You mean that?"
"Yeah, I think I do. He's the one that got me started on this and I know he's still fucking that redhead - I can smell her on him. It's clear to me that I'm not going to stop now that I've started and if he's going to keep fucking her I guess we need to get things out in the open. We need to decide if we want to have an open marriage or not."
"I'll make it happen if you want me to."
She stood there deep in thought for almost a minute and then she said, "Do it!"
A call to Monica was all that it took. I told her that I needed her to pull a train at my house on Thursday night and to make sure that Tom was there and then I asked her how many guys she wanted me to bring in.
"At least ten. I've been real horny lately."
The gangbang got off to a roaring start and I waited until it was Tom's turn to ride the locomotive and then I took out my cell phone and punched the preset and when Carol answered I told her it was show time. Three minutes later Carol walked into the bedroom and stood there watching Tom fuck Monica, "Working hard to improve your average I see."
As Tom watched in astonishment Carol stripped down and when she was naked she walked over to the bed and said to Monica, "Move over sweetie, I'm going to give you some help."
Less than a minute later Tom got to see his wife with a cock in her cunt and a cock in her mouth. As Carol wrapped her legs around Jerry and gripped his ass with both hands to pull him to her Tom did the one thing that neither Carol nor I expected.
He pulled himself out of Monica and shouted at Carol, "You fucking whore! How could you do this to me, to our marriage? Jesus Christ, you're nothing but a filthy fucking whore" and he grabbed up his clothes and went storming out of the room. Carol pulled her mouth off Ron's cock and with an anguished look on her face she cried, "Oh God, what do I do now?"
I smiled down at her, "Do what you do best sweetie. Keep your legs spread and your mouth ready for a cock."
She struggled to get away from Jerry and he looked at me and I nodded my head no and he held her down and kept on fucking her. I looked at Ron, "Put it back in. She isn't going anywhere."
By the time the third guy was fucking her Carol didn't want to go anywhere anymore. It was six in the morning before Carol went home and at nine I saw Tom carry two suitcases out to his car and leave. It was two days before Carol came back over to my house and when she walked in the door she said, "You better get on the phone lover. You are going to need a lot of help today."
The divorcee was on it's way to being very messy until Carol's lawyer gave Tom's lawyer a copy of Monica's deposition and then all of a sudden things were quickly and quietly settled. Carol and Tom sold the house and split the proceeds, but then Tom had to use part of his to buy the Mustang from Carol because he had put it in her name and she had refused to give it up as part of the property split. Carol and Monica bonded the night they shared the bed and pulled the train and they have become the best of friends.
A couple of days after Tom had moved out on Carol he had called Monica and she had told him that she didn't like the way he had treated her friend Carol and told him to piss off. Monica even took Carol home with her one night after the two of them had shared another gangbang and Monica had her husband eat Carol out after he had finished Monica. Unfortunately Carol liked it so she is after me now to do it all the time.
"It's only fair. You are the one that sees that it all gets put inside me, you should be the one to take it out. Monica's husband does it for her, my hubby should do it for me."
Yes, I married Carol. I waited until six months after the divorce before I asked her and I only did it then because she was talking about moving back to California where the rest of her family lived. I mean where else was I going to find the perfect woman for me, Monica was already taken.
I turned to the guy and said, "I know her and she loves to fuck. Just go and ask her and I'll bet that all she says is your car or mine."
He looked at me and said, "You think so?" I smiled and said, "I'll bet you a drink she does."
He laughed and said, "I can't lose on that. I might get my face slapped, but if I do I get a free drink out of it."
He downed his drink and walked over to where Carol was picking out songs on the jukebox. He spoke to her and fifteen seconds later I watched them head for the parking lot.
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I have worked for the same company for almost ten years. With the exception of the first year and a half when I was hit on by everyone, including the seventeen-year kid in the mailroom, I have been pretty much left alone. Once the office Don Juan's figured out that I was a married woman who didn't play around the serious passes stopped and things around the office settled into harmless flirting and some kidding around. I did get a tad carried away at a couple of office Christmas parties, but it never went past some french kissing and a quick feel or two so it came as a big surprise to me when all of a sudden the office wolves were back in force. They were not only after me hot and heavy, but they seemed to think that I would be receptive.
Receptive I was not. I was flattered by all the attention I was getting, what forty-year-old woman with four kids wouldn't be, but it wasn't attention that I sought or wanted. One night after a couple of weeks of fighting off the heavy passes, I stopped at a local lounge with some people from work. I had a couple of drinks and I danced with a few of the guys. I was on the dance floor with Herb when he suddenly cupped my breast and whispered, "What say you and me go out into the parking lot for some backseat action?"
I pulled away from him and slapped him across the face as hard as I could. He gave me an angry look, "What the fuck is wrong with you Mickey?"
"What's wrong with me? What's wrong with you is the question. Where do you get off grabbing feels of me and trying to hustle me into the parking lot like some tramp?"
"If the shoe fits, wear it."
"What does that mean?"
"Look baby, if you are going to say on your web site that you like to fuck around, you shouldn't be surprised when guys want to take you up on it."
"Web site? I don't have a web site."
"Don't give me that crap Mickey. It's you, plain as day it's you. There isn't any doubt at all."
"I'm telling you that I do not have a web site and I don't have any idea of what you are talking about."
Herb gave me a long look and then said, "Okay, if that's how you want to play it. Come on. We'll go back to the office, I'll pull it up and then we will see what you have to say."
Curiosity got the best of me and so I told him to lead the way.
We walked across the street to the office, took the elevator to our floor and I followed him to his office. I watched as he brought his computer up and logged onto the Net and then clicked on Favorites.
"We'll go to yesterday's posting first" and he clicked on a URL and entered his user name and password. He clicked on a few more things and then we came to a screen that said, "Welcome and then he scrolled down a list until he came to "Horny Forty" and he clicked on it. He got a screen that said that said "Horny Forty" and underneath that was a thing that said STORY.
"Here she is again, my hot slut wife. Not bad for being forty and the mother of four. She loves to suck cock and take it up the ass. Her favorite things are to fuck other men while I watch and gang bangs - the more the merrier. To see more of her go to" and it gave a URL for a site.
Herb scrolled down and I saw five pictures of me. I knew they were of me because I recognized the little butterfly tattoo that Ralph had talked me into getting and I recognized the photos as being ones that we had taken in the bedroom one night when we were fooling around with a new digital camera. There was no face so no one could possibly know that it was me, at least not unless they had seen me naked. I looked at Herb and said, "What makes you think that's me?"
"Let's go to your site" and he clicked on the link and a screen came up. Herb clicked on members, entered a password and as the screen filled my jaw dropped. It was me all right, in all my naked glory and doing things that no man but my husband was ever supposed to see. Pictures of me with a cock in my mouth. Pictures of me smiling into the camera holding my tits like I was offering them to the viewer. Pictures of me fingering myself. Pictures of me holding my pussy lips open. Pictures of me with cum on my face, with cum leaking out of my ass and with a cum filled pussy. And last, but by no means least, pictures of me being fucked in my ass and pussy all the while looking into the camera and smiling.
Stunned, I sat down on the chair next to Herb's desk and weakly asked, "Who else knows about this?"
"My guess would be everyone in the building. I know that everyone on this floor has it on their Favorites since Steve found it on the Net. You still saying that it's not you?"
"How can I? It is pretty obvious that it is me. The problem is that I don't know anything about it. Oh, I know where the pictures came from. My husband bought a digital camera and we played around with it in the bedroom, but those were supposed to be personal - no one was ever supposed to see them. God damn him! The miserable rotten bastard had no right to do this to me."
As I stared at the screen my blood began to boil as I thought of what I was going to do to Ralph when I got home and castration would be the least of it.
Herb interrupted my thoughts, "So none of this is true, I mean about the gangbangs and that stuff?"
I just looked at him as an idea formed in my mind. "The gangbang part isn't true and neither is the part about him watching me with other men, but the rest of it is pretty much on the money."
I looked at Herb as I decided what I was going to do to Ralph and then I said, "How do you feel about helping me get back at my asshole of a husband?"
"What do you mean?"
"You still want to get me on your backseat?"
Herb swept everything off his desk and onto the floor, "No. I don't want to wait for as long as it would take us to get there."
Herb's cock was the first one that I had seen since marrying Ralph almost twenty years ago. Herb wasn't as long as Ralph, but he was a good bit thicker. As I took his cock in my hand he said, "I want your ass" and I said no.
"Not this time. You are too thick for us to rush it. When I take you in my ass I want to be more relaxed and able to take more time than we have right now."
I knew that I had just told him that there would be a next time, but I didn't care. I was pretty sure that there were going to be a lot of 'next times' and not just with Herb. No sir, if Ralph wanted to put me on the Internet and tell the world that his wife was a slut, as a loving wife I couldn't let him be a liar, now could I?
Herb's cock was already hard when I took it in my hands. I knelt down in front of him and licked the head and then I licked it down to the ball sac and then back up to the head. Then I took him in my mouth and sucked on him until I felt him start to throb and I grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him to me as he erupted in my mouth. I licked him clean and sucked on him until he was hard again and then I stood up, pulled off my panties and lay down on his desk. Herb lifted my legs up and placed them on his shoulders and as he began to work himself into me he said, "Oh God baby, you wouldn't believe how long I've wanted to do this."
Driving home I thought about everything that I'd found out. The most interesting thing was that I had enjoyed Herb. I didn't feel guilt over my infidelity; in fact I'd enjoyed it so much that after he had cum in me I had sucked him hard again and then had bent over his desk so he could take me from behind. I was tempted to go for a hat trick, but that would have put me home too late and I wasn't ready to have it out with Ralph yet. I was still thinking on how I was going to do that. Before Herb and I walked back to the lounge I made him promise to keep what we had done a secret until I could figure out how I wanted to handle things. He promised that he would in exchange for my promise that he could have my ass. "Deal" I said, and then I told him to get us a room for Thursday.
"No need for that sweetie. My apartment is just five minutes from here."
As I pulled into my drive and hit the garage door opener I thought to myself, "Ralph, you have no idea of what you have unleashed."
When I went to work the next day I set out to become what Ralph said I was. Over the next six weeks I fucked every man that I worked with. I sucked their cocks, I gave them my pussy and I took them up my ass. I did them two at a time, three at a time and if I could have figured out how I would have done them four or five at a time. In addition I had taken on Herb as an unofficial steady boyfriend and I fucked him whenever he wanted me and he wanted me a lot. Ralph took a two-day trip out of town and Herb brought a bunch of guys over to the house and I had my first really large gangbang. Eleven guys had me that night and I am almost ashamed to admit how big a slut I was. I actually had two cocks in my pussy at one time and I had never felt so full. For me the high point of the evening was when Ralph called me. I had one cock in my ass, one cock in my pussy and two guys were sucking my tits as I talked to him and it was all I could do not to scream out and thank him for making it possible. That gangbang was practice for my confrontation with Ralph.
Ralph plays poker with six friends every Thursday night. They rotate the games and last night the game was at our house. I had been waiting six weeks for Ralph's turn in the rotation to come up. Normally I would leave the house and go shopping or catch a movie, but last night I had stayed home. I let the game get started and about an hour into it I came into the dinning room wearing the sluttiest outfit that I could come up with. Low cut blouse, extremely short skirt, no bra or panties and the highest heels that I owned.
"You guys ready for a break?"
I saw seven sets of eyes glued to me and Ralph's jaw drop to the floor. I had set my laptop on the buffet and I already had it hooked to the phone line. I picked it up and set it on the dinning room table and turned it on.
"Here's tonight's entertainment boys."
I went through all the steps to connect to my site on the net and when the photos had loaded I scrolled through them.
"How about that one?" and I pointed to the screen. "Don't I look good with a cock in my mouth? How about this one where I have a cock in my ass? Or this one with cum all over my face? These pictures give you guys any ideas?"
Ralph's six buddies looked from Ralph to me and then back at Ralph.
"Hey, don't be wasting your time looking at him. I'm the one with three available holes. Who wants to be first?"
I looked around at Ralph's friends and they kept looking nervously at him. I walked over to Ben who was the closet to Ralph and I knelt down in front of him and started to open his fly.
"Don't mind Ralph. He's already told the world that I'm a slut, right Ralph? See there on the screen where it says that I like to fuck other guys while he watches? And did you catch the part where he says that I love gangbangs? Well, there are six of you and to me that qualifies as enough for a gangbang."
By then I had Ben's cock out and I took it in my mouth and began sucking on it. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Ralph and his face was red, whether from anger, shame or embarrassment I didn't know, but then I didn't much care either. I took my mouth off Ben's cock and stood up. I stepped out of my skirt, took my blouse off and tossed it on the floor, "All right boys, you want Ralph's slut here on the table, or do you want to move it to the bedroom?"
It turned out that they wanted both. We started on the table and after about an hour we took it to the bedroom and it was four in the morning before they were done with me. As they were leaving I told them I would be available for all their poker games and all they had to do was call me and let me know when and where. Ralph had disappeared sometime during the first hour and he must have left the house because he wasn't there when I staggered into the bathroom to soak in a tub full of hot water. He wasn't there when I woke up at noon and it is coming up on three in the afternoon and there is still no sign of him. I have no idea of where we will go from here. We may stay together or we may not - that will be strictly up to him. I'm not as mad at him now as I was when I first found out what he had done, but that is because I found out that I like being a slut - I like having g lots of cocks to play with and that is what Ralph is facing. If he can live with the slut he created, fine! If he can't - well, that's just too damned bad.
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Oh man, it was so cool. We didn't even plan it, but when it happened we all had the same thought at the same time, we did it, it worked, and now we are getting all the pussy we want, whenever we want. Well, almost whenever. We can't get any when her husband or kids are at home, but except for weekends that means we get all we want between eight in the morning and four in the afternoon.
It was summer vacation and there were five of us in the van. We were sitting at a stoplight when someone ran into the back of us. They didn't hit us hard, it was just a little bump, but it was Harry's dad's van and he got all excited about it being damaged and his dad getting pissed at him and pulling his driving privileges. He jumped out of the van and ran to the back to look, but there wasn't any damage that we could see.
Harry was determined to do everything exactly right, you know, exchange insurance stuff, license numbers and stuff like that so he told the other driver to pull over to the side of the road. When she got out of the car we saw that she was a looker. Maybe thirty or so, but very well put together for an older woman. She was a little unsteady on her feet and at first we thought she might have been drinking, but it turned out that she was just a little shook from being in an accident. We offered her some bottled waster that we had and asked her if she would like to sit down until she got over her shakes.
As soon as Sam handed her the water the light bulb went on over the heads of all of us. We had been on our way over to Dick's girlfriend's house to have a little party. Her parents were gone and she had a couple of girlfriends over there with her and we had some date rape drugs that Harry had gotten from his brother and we were going to try it out on the girls. But as soon as the woman sat down in the van we all had the same thought - why not a woman instead of some silly girls. Sam took the bottle of water and put a few drops of the stuff in the water and then shook it up and gave it to the woman. The way the stuff was supposed to work was a drop gets her disoriented for a while, two drops puts her in a half asleep half awake state for a while, and three or four drops would put her out for a couple of hours.
It didn't take long before she was saying she was dizzy and we got her to lie down. Dick got her keys and then we drove the van and her car over to the mall and parked way in the back and away from every body else. Harry pushed up her skirt and started pulling off her panties. She just looked up at us and giggled. It wasn't until Harry pushed her legs apart and moved between them that she said anything and even then it was only, "What are you doing? Should you be doing that? Aren't you too young to be doing that?"
According to her drivers license her name was Candace and she was thirty-eight years old. Man it was great having a woman of her age taking care of us, and she was taking care of us. Even though she was disoriented she was responding. She wasn't begging us to fuck her or any thing like that, but her hips were pushing back at us and she was holding on to whoever was fucking her with both hands. We had all fucked her once and Harry was getting ready for a second time by the drug was starting to wear off. By then she was into it, but as the fog lifted from her head you could see she was afraid when she realized she was inside a van with what we call our mini United Nations. Harry and Billy were black, Sam was Arabic, Dick was Chinese, Raul was a Latino and I was the only white face she could see and you could tell she was very apprehensive. But even though she seemed apprehensive her body was still responding to Harry's thrusting into her and she had her nails dug into his ass and her legs locked around him. She was starting to moan and we could make out some of her words like, "Oh god, oh god" and "Fuck me."
Billy was waiting for Harry to finish and he got impatient and shoved his cock into her mouth and started to fuck her face. She stared up at him wide eyed as if wondering what was happening to her and how she had gotten into such a situation. Harry blew his nut and pulled out of her and we all waited for Billy to take Harry's place, but he said he liked her mouth and to turn her over so we could fuck her from behind while she had her head in his lap. She didn't resist or protest as we got her up on her hands and knees and I moved behind her and slid my boner in her pussy.
Billy had taken his hands off of her head, but it was still bobbing up and down on his cock and he raised his hand and we 'high-fived' as I fucked her from the back. She started to moan, "Oh god what are you doing to me" and Billy and I laughed and said, "We are fucking you lady, that's what we are doing."
The drug was wearing off so Harry grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back and poured some of the doctored water down her throat. For the next five minutes or so she tried to pull away from us and then she started to giggle again and stopped trying to get away. The six of us all took turns on her for the next two hours or so and then Dick said that we better finish and let her go, "She's probably got a husband and kids or something and we don't want anybody calling the cops and reporting her missing."
Sam said, "Aw man, I wanted one more time" and Raul said, "Hey! Why don't we drive her home? That way we can fuck her some more on the way."
Billy took her keys and we headed toward her home. On the way Harry pulled over at his house and ran inside. He came back a few minutes later with his father's camera bag that had the video camera and the digital camera in it. We stopped two blocks from the woman's house and shot video of each of us fucking her, of each of us with our cocks in her mouth and then we did it all over again with the digital camera. Harry took the final shot with the camera on a tripod and using a timer and it was with all of us naked and smiling into the camera. How we lucked out and got the woman to smile for the picture I don't know, but that smile made the picture for us. We parked there and kept fucking her and getting our cocks sucked until the woman was clear headed enough to drive and then we helped her dress and walked her to her car. Then we got back in the van and drove away. It had been the most memorable afternoon of my life, at least up till then.
The next morning at ten I got a call from Harry. He said he had gotten up early and gone over and parked just up the street from the woman's house and he had seen her husband leave at eight.
"The other guys want to go over and have some more fun. You want to go?"
We pulled into her drive at eleven thirty and I was elected to make the approach. I rang the doorbell and when the woman answered the door she looked at me blankly for a moment and then recognized me and tried to shut the door, but I stuck my foot in the way.
"Before you do anything you might regret later you should look at these."
I handed her and envelope that had copies of the pictures that Harry had transferred from the digital camera to his computer and then printed out. She looked at the stuff in the envelope and then asked me what I wanted.
"Just more of the same. If we get it no one else ever gets to see those."
Her shoulders slumped in defeat and she stepped back and opened the door for me. I waved at the other guys who were waiting in the van and then we all went inside.
The really strange thing is that the woman, she told us to call her Candy, starts off every session very reluctantly, but by the second guy she has taken charge and is telling us what she wants us to do. She has had us doing things that we would have never even thought of like fucking her in her asshole. Her favorite thing is to take on three of us at one time, one in her pussy, one in her ass and one in her mouth. I don't know how long we will be able to keep doing this, but I sure hope it lasts until I leave for college in a month.
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All I was doing was giving my wife a gift. Giving her something that she would truly enjoy and remember for the rest of her life. But what I did was cause her to become a slut and in the process I most probably destroyed our twenty-five year marriage.
Connie and I married right out of college and she has kept me the happiest man in the world for almost twenty-five years. She has been loving, caring, supportive, a fantastic lover and my best friend and I wanted to do something for her to show her just how much I loved and appreciated her. The gift I gave her was no ordinary gift. I loved her enough to swallow my pride, bury my ego and give her something that I knew she had always wanted and something that I personally could not deliver. I gave her another man. More specifically, I gave her a man with a large cock.
Connie and I had a marvelous sex life. Granted, it did slacken after the first full bloom of marriage, going from nightly (sometimes two or three times) to six nights, then five and eventually to four, but we still made love at least four times a week and usually more than once. Other times we might go all week without making love once and then go seven or eight times over the weekend. Whatever, we still wanted each other and never got in a rut.
One of the things that kept our sex life interesting was pornography. Early in our marriage we went to a party one night and downstairs in the recreation room they had a porn video playing on the TV. Neither Connie or I had ever seen anything like that before and it turned us in. When we got home we spent the rest of that night and most of the next day doing what we saw on that tape. We tried every position that we could and tried to duplicate everything we had seen. That night was the first time for either of us trying anal sex and Connie found that she enjoyed it and it became a regular part of our lovemaking. From that night on we would rent a porno tape at least once a week and then try out every move and position we saw. I know that to most people the tapes all look the same, but Connie and I always seemed to find something new in each of them.
The one thing those tapes all had in common was that the actors all had such large cocks. In fact it is probably a given that if you are a man and you want to work in the porno industry you have to have a bigger than average dick. Playing sports in high school and serving in the Army meant a lot of time spent in shower rooms with other guys and so I know that I'm pretty average as far as cock size goes. I saw some larger, and quite a few smaller, but most guys seemed to have about what I had - six or so inches. Even though I have always satisfied Connie, hardly ever failing to bring her to orgasm, she was still aware of the fact that there were bigger cocks out there in the world.
We would be watching a movie and all of a sudden she would say something like, "My God, look at the size of that thing. How in God's name can she take all that?" Once when I asked her what she wanted for Christmas she laughed and said, "Peter North would be nice." I got her a Jeff Stryker dildo instead. Some time later I found an ad in a man's magazine for poster sized porno stars and I ordered all sixteen of the male posters and gave Connie one on every Christmas and birthday until I ran out. She always got a kick out of them and said, "You know that someday you are going to have to get me the real thing."
Also over the years I gave her a collection of super-sized dildos and she always accepted them with good humor, but even though it was always treated as a joke I knew that Connie secretly wondered what a big one would really be like. After twenty-five years I decided to give her the experience. I brought the subject up about a month before our anniversary. I told her what I wanted to do for her and she threw her arms around me and thanked me for loving her so much that I would be willing to do something like that for her, "But as curious as I am I can't do it." So I asked her why not. "Because I can't do it with someone I know and I won't do it with someone I don't. Thanks lover, but I'll stick with you, you haven't let me down yet."
I should have dropped it right there and I probably would have if I hadn't rented a video a couple of days later. Watching it I saw how excited she got when the huge cocked star started using his tool on his co-star and I made the decision to see that she had the experience. One of the things that we occasionally did was engage in mild bondage. Some times I would be the submissive one and other times she would take that part. I decided to use one of those times to give her my gift.
I belong to a health club and I knew several guys that were also members who could fill the bill. One had the advantage of being a good friend and so I decided to ask him. It took some courage on my part to approach him and broach the subject. He was amused, but not surprised, as I was not the first husband who had approached him seeking stud services. He agreed and we worked out the details. That evening I would sneak him into the house while Connie was in the kitchen fixing dinner and he would wait in our bedroom until he heard us coming and then he would get into the closet. I would blindfold Connie, pull her arms behind her back and cuff her with some fur-lined handcuffs. I would get on her knees with her head on a pillow and start making love to her. When she started moaning he would come out of the closet, put a little KY on his cock and I would step back and he would take my place. He wouldn't speak and I wouldn't let Connie take off her blindfold. Other than that we would play it by ear.
It went off like clockwork. I had Connie in position, ass up on the edge of the bed and I was fucking her slowly from behind. We had started out using a few of her toys and they were lying on the bed next to her. After several minutes of slowly stroking into her I began to pick up the pace and Connie began to moan, "Oh baby, oh baby, fuck me, oh god yes" and I saw Stan come out of the closet and move up behind me. His cock, all eleven inches of it, glistened with the lube he had on it and I nodded at him to get ready. I stepped back from Connie and she cried out, "Don't stop baby, I need it."
Stan moved behind her, lined himself up with Connie's slit and slowly pushed himself into her.
"Oh baby, which one are you using?"
Connie thought that I had pulled out to grab one of her big dildos.
"Oh god baby, yes, yes, yes, oh so good" as Stan surged into her and then Stan placed his hands on her hips and started to fuck her hard. Connie suddenly realized that it was no toy, "Oh god baby, what are you doing to me. What's going on baby, oh god oh god oh Jesus, so good, so good, don't stop, please god don't stop fuck me fuck me hard fuck meeeeeee" she screamed as she had an orgasm. Stan had a steady tempo going, neither too fast or too slow, and Connie had orgasm after orgasm and her moans were on long stream of words with no discernable gaps between them. The room was filled with her moans and cries, "fuckmefuckmefuckmeohJesusdon'tstopdon'tstopdontstop." Stan started fucking her harder and then Connie screamed and had the largest orgasm I had ever seen and Stan erupted and his strokes slowed and finally stopped. Connie's cries subsided and she laid there, head buried in the pillow moaning "Oh go, oh god, oh god."
Stan looked over at me with a "what now?" expression. I honestly hadn't thought any farther than we had just gone, but it was obvious to me that Connie had enjoyed it immensely and so I made the decision to press on. I pointed at Connie lying there and indicated that Stan should stick his cock in Connie's mouth. He nodded and moved up to her head, knelt next to her and poked his cock at her lips. Connie opened her mouth and her tongue came out and licked the cock head, sliding around it as if to ascertain it's size and then she gave a low moan and her lips closed around it.
Stan fucked her three times that night before slipping away and I didn't take the cuffs and blindfold off Connie until I heard Stan's car pull out of the drive. Connie looked up at me, "Good God baby, who was it?" I smiled and said, "All you need to know is that he was my gift to you." I got in bed with her and we fell asleep in each other's arms.
Of course that wasn't the end of it. Over the course of the next several days Connie attempted to find out who her mystery lover was and I wouldn't tell her. Finally I said, "Why do you want to know, so you can call him and ask him to come back?"
She looked down and said yes. I looked at her for several seconds and then I told her that I would see what I could do. That afternoon I called Stan and asked him how he felt about a return engagement and he was all for it. He had been immensely turned on by the fact that he had fucked Connie and she hadn't known who he was. I asked him if he was free the following night and he said yes. That night I stopped at the same adult book store where I rented the tapes and found just what I was looking for - a leather hood with a drawstring closure at the neck and a opening in the mouth area. When I got home I handed it to Connie, "He will be here tomorrow night, but you will have to wear this. He doesn't want you to know who he is (actually I didn't want her to know) because you know him and he wants to avoid awkwardness when you are together in social situations."
That night Connie and I had some of our most intense sex in years. Connie even talked me into staying home from work the next day and she wouldn't leave me alone, but at three in the afternoon she pushed me away, "No more. I want you to have something left for after he leaves."
At seven o'clock Stan entered the bedroom to find Connie spread out and waiting for him. She was wearing the hood, but there were no handcuffs that night as I wanted Connie to be able to let herself go and get the utmost enjoyment out of the evening. It was a long one. Stan fucked Connie four times and she sucked him back to life twice. While he was dressing to leave Connie said, "Next time baby, can I let him have my ass?"
Next time? Had I given her the gift that keeps on giving? For the first time I was beginning to think that I might just have fucked up. I looked at Stan and he mouthed the words that he was okay with it. I took a minute to consider the possibilities and then said, "You suffer a lot of discomfort when I take your ass. I know it goes away when we really get into it, but his will cause you more than just discomfort - his will cause you real pain. He will hurt - a lot!"
"I know baby, but I just have to try it."
I looked over at Stan and saw he was waiting for an answer, "Friday good for you?" He nodded and I said, "Okay, Friday it is." When Stan was gone I took the hood off Connie and she pulled me down and kissed me. Then she looked at me with a face full of wonder, "I honestly don't believe that there is another man in the world who loves his wife enough to do for her what you are doing for me" and she pulled me down and we made love.
I think Friday was the beginning of Connie's slide into slutdom. Before she put the hood on she told me that she wanted to try some other things that we had never done.
"Tonight I want to try a threesome. I want you to join in, please? Please do it for me?"
I did and I have to say that I did enjoy it almost as much as Connie did. Stan was there from seven to two-thirty and Connie had us doing everything that two guys to do to a girl. She even sat on my cock and bent forward while Stan fucked her ass. I can't say that I was turned on feeling his cock rub against mine through the thin membrane, but it drove Connie wild. After Stan was gone Connie and I made love twice more and then we fell asleep. Connie woke me with a blow job in the morning and then spent the better part of Saturday and Sunday trying to fuck me to death. Sunday night Connie asked, "Can we do it again? Please baby, please?"
For the next two months Stan and I did our best to try and satisfy Connie on the average of twice a week. Following everyone of those nights Connie couldn't leave me alone, not that I was complaining. I gradually noticed that it wasn't only after nights with Stan that she couldn't leave me alone - it was now almost all the time. I asked her one night what was the reason for her increased sexual appetite and she said that she didn't know, but it seemed like the more sex she got, the more she wanted, "Why? Are you getting tired of me?" I assured her that I wasn't, but that I was a little worried that I might not be able to keep up with her. She giggled and said, "If you get to that point we can always have my mystery man visit more often." I began to wonder if that is what is what it was all about - getting me to get Stan more involved.
It was two weeks later when I found out how badly my gift to Connie had backfired on me. It was a Sunday and I was sitting in one of the stalls in the locker room of the health club when someone came in and said, "Are we on for tomorrow?"
I recognized the voice; it was Ron, a friend of mine. Then the voice of another friend said, "Yeah, I've already made arrangements to take the afternoon off. I just wish we could find some way to get Connie out of the house at night. I'd like to be able to spend more than just a couple of hours with her."
There was some more conversation before they left, mostly about what they had done to Connie and were planning on doing to her the next day. Was it my Connie that they were talking about? No! It couldn't be. It had to be one of the other Connie's that we know.
But I was parked down the street from my house the next day. By two in the afternoon I had convinced myself that I was right, it was one of the other Connie's that we knew. At 2:11:36 I turned the ignition key and started up the car to leave. At 2:11:51 I shut off the engine as Ron's Tahoe pulled into our drive. Two minutes later a Honda Accord pulled in behind him and both men went into the house and I settled in to wait. I knew that they would have to be out by four forty-five at the latest to give Connie time to get ready for me to come home.
I was close - they came out of the house at four-fifty and I pulled into the drive two minutes after they were gone. I went straight up the stairs and directly to the bedroom. Connie's back was to me and she was wearing thigh high nylons that looked like they had been through a war and I could see a trace of cum on her inner thigh. She was taking the sheets off the bed and I said, "Going to hide the evidence from me?"
She turned, surprise on her face, and then just froze like a deer caught in headlights. Standing the way she was I could see her matted pubic hair, soaked with cum and it somehow excited me. I considered pushing her down on the bed and fucking her, but I didn't. I was pissed; I was upset, but not for any of the reasons that people might expect. I wasn't upset because she was fucking other guys - I was upset because she hadn't shared it with me. I turned my back on her and went downstairs.
It was half an hour before she came downstairs and into the family room where I sat channel surfing. She had put on a robe, but was still wearing her cum stained nylons. She sat down on the other end of the couch, "Are you mad?"
I turned and looked at her, amazed at he question, "Am I mad? Good God woman, of course I'm mad!"
Despite looking contrite she fired back, "Well, it's your own god damned fault."
I was incredulous, "My fault? How in the hell is your fucking two of my friends my fault?"
"You wouldn't tell me who my mystery man was and so I had to try and find him on my own. I knew from what you said that I knew him. If you had just told me who he was I wouldn't have had to fuck eleven different guys in the last six weeks to try and find him."
I looked at her, stunned, as what she had said registered on me. "Eleven? Eleven of our friends?"
"Yeah, and I still haven't found him" and then she chuckled, "Of course I don't care if I find him now or not."
I just sat there shaking my head; eleven of my friends going behind my back and fucking my wife. " What did you do? Line them all up and ask them to show you their cocks so you could measure them? Or did you just invite them all over for a gangbang?"
"No silly, I did them one at a time."
Then how did you end up with two guys here today if you only do them one at a time?"
"You know? I thought you just happened to come home early."
I told her about what I'd overheard and how I'd been parked just down the block to see if it was true.
"I had two in here today because with the exception of you baby, all men are assholes. The guys I screwed blabbed about it and they started to show up in bunches. Today it was two, last Friday it was three and last Tuesday I actually had five here."
It was too much for me. I got up, grabbed my coat and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Out!"
"Why are you acting like this? You're the one who brought another man home to fuck me. Him or the others, what's the difference?"
I turned and looked at her, "The difference Connie, is that we shared the experience when I brought Stan home with me. Stan was a gift I gave you out of love and we shared it. What you did was go behind my back and fuck around on me and if you can't tell the difference between the two then I feel sorry for you."
I'm spending the night in a motel. I don't have a clue what tomorrow is going to bring, but there is a better than even chance that I'm not going to like it.
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My wife and I have been married for twenty-one years now and during that time we have had our share of sexual problems, but lack of desire was never one of them until a year ago. For some reason my wife Dani suddenly lost all interest in sex. I did every thing I could think of to light her fire, but to no avail.
Until her loss of interest Dani and I led a very active sex life - none of that twice a week on Tuesday and Saturday stuff - we engaged in sex on the average of five times a week. When the mood struck us we made love on the kitchen table, the living room floor, in the back yard under a full moon. No place was of limits to us and then it stopped - just stopped dead.
I loved Dani deeply, but for twenty-one years I had been used to an active sex life and I wasn't looking forward to masturbation as a form of release for the rest of my life. An affair was out of the question. I had too much invested in my relationship with Dani to risk what would happen if she found out. The only solution I could see, once all my attempts to spark some romance failed, was to seek the services of a prostitute. While a solution of sorts, taking my love to town was as fraught with dangers as an affair would have been. Disease, getting caught in some police sting operation and other problems abounded. I was at a loss as to what I could do and I was hurting.
My best buddy at work and I usually stop for a beer every night after work and one night sitting at the bar I told him about my problem and my lack of viable solutions. Brain laughed and said, "You have come to the right man with your problem. You should have talked to me about this sooner. Got to make a phone call; be right back."
Brian came back in about three minutes and said, "Finish your beer and let's take a ride."
I asked him what was up and he said, "Not now. I don't want to scare you off."
He had me follow him to his house and when we got out of our cars I asked him again what was going on. "Patience my lad, patience. It will all be clear once we get inside the house." Then he asked me to give him my car keys, "I don't want you running away on me."
Once inside the house he led me to the kitchen, had me sit down at the table and handed me a beer.
"Ready?" he asked.
"For what" I wanted to know.
"Ruby, we're here" he called out. A minute later his wife Ruby walked into the room and I almost choked on the sip of beer I'd just taken. Ruby is a very busty redhead and when she was in a room with you it was hard to keep your eyes away from her. It would be even harder if you were to see her the way I saw her just then - naked except for garter belt, nylons and high heels. "What do you think boyo, can she help you with your problem?"
I looked from Brian to Ruby and then back to Brian absolutely stunned. Brian laughed at the look on my face, "It's a match made in Heaven lad, you can't get any from Dani and Ruby can't get any from me. You are afraid to have an affair because of possible emotional entanglements and so is Ruby. You both want, and need, the same thing -safe sexual release with no strings attached and no possibility of hurting your marriage."
I sat there looking from one to the other of them with no idea of what to say and Brian said, "Ruby darlin, come sit on the boy's lap while I tell him the sad story."
Ruby came over and sat down on my hard on and started nibbling on my ear as Brian continued to talk. For the last six months he'd had a severe case of sexual dysfunction - he couldn't get it up. He was working with a couple of doctors, but so far they had not found the problem and in the meantime Ruby, who was used to sex almost daily was climbing walls.
"Like I said lad, she has the same fears you do about affairs and going out to pick up somebody and so this is a match made in Heaven. You take care of Ruby when she needs it and she takes care of you when you have the need."
I looked from him to Ruby and back to him and he recognized what was on my face, "I won't be here laddy. I've got things to do and so I'll be going along and leaving the both of you. And boyo, when we're not in this house it will never be mentioned." Brian got up and left and a minute later I heard the front door close.
"I know you're interested" Ruby said, "I can feel it throbbing under me. I think the best thing for us to do would be to go into the bedroom and let the poor thing out of confinement" and she got of my lap, pulled me up off the chair and led me out of the kitchen. On the way to the bedroom Ruby kept up a running monologue of her likes and dislikes.
"I like to have my pussy played with, I like to be eaten, I like giving blow jobs, and yes, I do swallow. I like most positions, but my favorites are from behind while standing and bent over the bed, or on the bed on my knees being taken from behind. The only thing I'm not real fond of is taking it in my ass because Brian is just too big for me there. But in the interest of making of making this good for both of us I'll let you have my ass if you want. What about you?"
I was a little overwhelmed at what was happening and I was at somewhat of a loss for words. Ruby turned to me and said, "Come on, this is a cooperative effort here, what do you like or don't like?"
All I could do was shrug and say, "I like it all - every thing you just mentioned. I like anal, but I'll respect your wishes."
Once in the bedroom Ruby turned to me and started undressing me. Then she led me to the bed and laid down on it. As she spread her legs she said, "No foreplay honey, it's been too long for me and I need it now. Just fuck me sugar, fuck me hard. We'll do all the other stuff next time."
My wife, back when we were making love, was very active in bed, but Ruby was wild! She bucked and twisted, pushed and pulled, screamed and hollered, begged and pleaded and it was all I could do to hang on and ride it out. It lasted quite a bit longer than I had thought it would, given that I'd not had any in a while, but even as long as it lasted it wasn't enough for Ruby. As soon as I'd come she had spun around and slurped up my soft cock and had gone to work on it and at the same time pushing her freshly fucked pussy down on my face. It took her a couple of minutes to get me hard again and then she mounted me.
It was a brand new experience for me to have a woman with 40 DD's being on top and having those tits swaying back and forth just only inches in front of my face. I couldn't resist the urge to raise my head and capture one of them with my mouth. Apparently they were very sensitive because as soon as I started working on the nipple Ruby went nuts and started slamming herself down on my cock as hard as she could. Ruby and I made love three times that night and before I left we had agreed to get together every Monday, Wednesday and Friday on my way home from work.
When I got home Dani asked me why I was late and I told her that Brian had car trouble and I'd taken him home to get some tools and then back to the car and helped him work on it. Dani accepted the excuse without comment, but I'll swear to my dying day that she smelled or sensed something sexual in the air and that whatever it was it did something to her on a subliminal level.
The next day was a Saturday and on Saturday Dani and I always go out for dinner and take in a movie. When we were through with dinner we still had an hour and a half before the movie started and Dani asked what we should do to kill the time. I jokingly said, "We could drive over to the park and neck the way we used to before we got married."
Dani surprised the hell out of me when she said, "Sure, why not? It might be fun."
It was more that just fun. It was wild and out of sight. The windows of the car were fogged up in only fifteen minutes and as we swapped tongues I felt Dani's hand on my cock. I contemplated letting my hands do a little roaming, but I was afraid to break the mood - this was the first time Dani had touched my cock in over a year. She kept her mouth on mine, but both hands went to my fly and suddenly it was open and my erection was out and waving in the open air. Dani started to jack me off and then she pulled her mouth away from mine and she bent over and took my cock in her mouth. Her hands opened her blouse, she pushed down her bra and then she grabbed my hands and pulled them to her tits.
People were walking by just outside the car, but Dani didn't stop. She just kept on sucking my cock while I played with her tits until she brought me off. Then she licked me clean and climbed over the seat and got on the back seat. She took off her skirt and pulled off her panties and then said, "What are you waiting for, get back here and fuck me."
I said, "Here? What if the cops come? What if some one reports us?"
She practically snarled at me, "Here, here and now! I want you to fuck me."
It probably wasn't the smartest thing to do, but it had been over a year so I got into the back with her. She had an orgasm almost as soon as I entered her and we never did make it to the movies that night. I fucked Dani twice on the back seat of the car and she sat next to me and stroked my cock on the drive home. As soon as we were in the house I stripped and went after her again, but she said no, that she was tired and was going to go to bed.
I tried again on Sunday, but she had a headache. Monday I stopped and spent some time with Ruby on the way home. She sucked my cock and fucked me twice and when I got home I made no attempt at Dani; I'd promised myself that I wouldn't go from soaking my cock in Ruby to putting it into Dani - it was an ethics thing, it just wouldn't be right.
Tuesday night when I got home Dani asked me to take her to the mall. Since our car is fairly new we always park a distance from other cars to keep from getting dings and dents in the sides and doors. We hit half a dozen shops and headed back to the car. I was getting ready to put her purchases on the back seat, but Dani told me to put them in the trunk and then she got in the back seat and said, "Hurry up baby, get in here and fuck me."
It was a repeat of Saturday night in that I got a blow job and she fucked me twice. Once again I wanted more when we got home, but Dani didn't. Wednesday Ruby gave me her ass for the first time along with a blow job and a piece of pussy. Thursday Dani had me take her to Wal-Mart and I again got a blow job and got laid on the back seat and again when we got home Dani wasn't interested.
I began to wonder about some things. Did Dani have a thing where she could only get turned on having sex where she might get caught? If so, why had it just started now after a year of abstinence? Was there something about how I acted or smelled after having sex with Ruby that triggered it? It had started on the day after I had my first sex session with Ruby and it continued with Dani wanting sex, but only in a public place, every night following my seeing Ruby. And then she never wanted it when we got home. I decided to investigate. I took Dani out to dinner on Sunday and went to the park and parked. No dice! I skipped seeing Ruby on Monday and on Tuesday Dani wasn't interested. I made my regular stop to see Ruby on Wednesday and on Thursday Dani wanted me to take her to Safeway and I got fucked twice following a superb blow job and the she jacked me off all the way home. Once in the house - nothing.
For the next two weeks it was Ruby every Monday, Wednesday and Friday and Dani in some parking lot or other public place on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. Then Brian and Ruby went somewhere for a weeks vacation and during the week they were gone I could not get Dani interested at all. Brian and Ruby came home on a Sunday and Brian called me and told me I'd better come up with an excuse for being late on Monday. "Ruby has gotten used to your visits and she's gone without for a week. She's climbing walls and you are probably going to have your hands full tomorrow."
I told Dani that Brian had some stuff he wanted me to help move and that I would be late on Monday. Brian wasn't there when I stopped by his house, but then he usually wasn't, and Ruby fairly drug me into the bedroom. It was a long three hours and even if Dani would have wanted to when I got home I do not believe I could have gotten it up for her. But the very next night she asked me to take her to Target to buy some curtains and we were no sooner out of the store than she had me in the backseat. I am absolutely convinced that there is something about me after I have been with Ruby that triggers something in Dani that causes her to want sex in dangerous situations - a situation where we might get caught.
In the last three months Dani has come after me in parking lots, on side streets, in her parents driveway and twice, when the weather was nice, on a picnic table in the park. But only after a night with Ruby! If I miss a night with Ruby on the next day Dani isn't interested. My biggest worry now is that Brian will cure his problem and I would be cut off from Ruby, which would in turn cut me off from Dani. That is it was my biggest worry until tonight.
Last night on the way home from Wal-Mart Dani had me pull into a park and we got out of the car and she led me to a picnic table near the trees. She took out my cock and sucked it for a while and then she laid back on the picnic table, "Come on baby, fuck me. Fuck me hard."
I fucked her until we both came and then she sucked me hard and I entered her for the second time. I'd been plowing her for about three minutes and Dani was moaning, "Oh yes, oh yes, that's it baby, fuck me, please fuck me" when a voice from behind me said, "Don't mind if I do" and hands took hold of me and pulled me away from Dani.
A man took my place and slid right into her and I'm not even sure that Dani noticed the switch. The man was banging into Dani's pussy and she was still moaning, "Fuck me, oh yes fuck me" and I looked around and saw that I was being held by two guys with a third standing by in case they needed help. All of that took place in just seconds and in the seconds between realizing what was happening and making the decision to fight I noticed that Dani's eyes were open and she was staring up into the face of the stranger that was fucking her. She knew it wasn't me and yet the only thing she did was lock her legs behind him and continue on with her "Fuck me, please fuck me" moan.
It wasn't very heroic of me, but in that split second I decided that if she wasn't going to scream and holler and try to break away from the stranger I wasn't going to try and fight four guys. By the third guy they weren't even bothering to try and hold me anymore. Also by the third guy they decided that Dani's mouth wasn't being properly utilized so they began to use her at both ends. They each fucked her twice and when they had finished and were getting to leave one of them said, "We are usually here every night if you want to come back."
As they walked away I stood looking down at Dani and she stared back up at me. She didn't say a word, just pulled her knees back to show me her wide open, sloppy cunt and I knew what she wanted and I stepped forward and fucked her.
Nothing was said as we drove home and nothing was said after we got there. Dani showered first and when I came out of the shower she was sleeping, or pretending to be sleeping. The next night I skipped stopping to see Ruby and went straight home. When I got there the house was empty. All I found was a note on the table that said, "Dinner is in the microwave. I've gone to the park. Don't wait up."
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It is pretty much of a shock when you find out that your loving wife of ten years is a slut. I don't know what else you can call a woman when you catch her with three guys and all three of them have their dicks in her - at the same time!
Jennifer and I were at a New Years Eve party at the home of some friends of ours. Midnight had come and gone, the booze had been flowing and no one was feeling any pain. Jennifer came up to me and said that Al had some killer weed and she asked me if I wanted some. I didn't really care for the stuff and I told her no and then she asked me if I would mind if she tried some. I could see that she really wanted to and so I told her to go ahead, but not to get too fucked up. I watched as she and several others headed for the back of the house and I wondered how in the hell I had been lucky enough to get her to be mine. Jennifer is five foot six, one hundred and fifteen pounds and her body is nice and tight from almost daily trips to the gym. She is very proud of her firm, pointed breasts and never wears a bra. For this party she was wearing a black cocktail dress and high heels and she looked hot! She drew male attention like magnet draws steel and even though every man who lays eyes on her wants to bed her it had never occurred to me not to trust her. I didn't even give a second thought to her leaving the room and going into a bedroom with a bunch of people to smoke pot. I wandered off to see if I could find some one to talk to.
I circulated and socialized as the party moved on toward the early hours of the morning and I totally forgot about Jennifer going off to smoke pot. About five in the morning the party started breaking up and I went looking for Jennifer. I checked two bedrooms without finding her and when I opened the door of the third I got the shock of my life. In the middle of the bed were four people and one of them was Jennifer. The other three were guys we knew and all of them were fucking her. Al was on his back and Jennifer was sitting on him. She was bent forward which allowed Doug to push his cock into her ass and also allowed her to suck the cock of Mike who was standing on the bed and leaning back against the wall. Next to the bed were Chuck and Dave; they were naked and passing a joint back and forth as they stroked their cocks and watched the action on the bed. No one seemed to notice me standing there in the doorway.
I don't know how long I stood there and watched. It did have a certain erotic fascination to it; Doug would drive his cock in Jennifer's ass and it would push her forward and lift her cunt up on Al's cock and at the same time drive the cock in her mouth against the back of her throat. When Doug would pull back to start his next stroke Jennifer would push back at him which drove her down on Al's cock. Back and forth they rocked and then Mike grabbed the back of Jennifer's head and held it on his cock and I saw white stuff leak out of the corners of her mouth. Mike held onto Jennifer's head for a minute or so and then he stepped away from her and I saw a rope of cum from the head of his dick to her mouth. The rope broke and swung down and coated Jennifer's chin and I saw her tongue flick out and lick it up.
Chuck passed the joint to Mike as he got off the bed and then Chuck got on the bed and shoved his cock in Jennifer's mouth. Doug shot his load in her ass and then he moved out of the way so Dave could take his place. Doug and Chuck noticed me about the same time and gave me sheepish looks. Dave noticed them staring at the door and so he looked over and saw me. Then Jennifer looked around to see why no one was plugging her ass. At first she didn't recognize me, but I could see the awareness slowly come to her, both awareness as to who I was and awareness of what she was doing. I turned and walked away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I drove home, but I didn't sleep. How could Jennifer have gone from a loving wife to a gangbang slut in such a short period of time? But then how did I know that she hadn't been doing this all along? I finally got out of bed around ten and fixed myself some coffee and breakfast. At eleven-thirty the phone rang and when I answered it was Jennifer.
"Can I come home?"
I was silent for a moment and then I said, "Why would you want to? If you come home all you will have is me and I'm sure that I can't give you what you were getting last night. As I recall you were screaming for more when you already had three guys in you. And then there is the cock size thing. You kept telling Al how much you loved his great big cock and didn't I hear you tell him that he could have you whenever he wanted?"
There was silence on the other end of the line and then I heard her softly crying. A little more time passed and then she said, "Please can I come home, please?"
"Do what you want Jennifer" and I hung up.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was one in the afternoon when she came in the front door. I had been watching for her and I was surprised when Al dropped her off in front of the house. I would have thought she would have come home in a cab especially after I told her that I heard what she'd told Al. The fact that the two of them sat outside and talked for ten minutes before she got out of the car didn't set too well with me either and neither did the fact that she leaned over and kissed him just before she got out of the car. Then there was the timing; she had called at eleven-thirty and there wasn't any place she could have been that was more than twenty-five minutes from our front door. What had she done with that other hour? I would have bet money I knew the answer to that one, especially since it was Big Cocked Al who brought her home
I was sitting on the couch with the TV on when she walked in to the room. Her face had the sleepy 'just fucked' look that I was so familiar with and for a moment she just stood there looking at me. I just sat and watched the TV and waited for her to say something. Finally she sat down and said, "I'm sorry. I don't know what else I can say, I'm sorry. I didn't mean for it to happen. You know I would never deliberately do something like that to you."
I glanced over at her, but said nothing.
"Honest to God honey, I didn't do it on purpose. I just had too much to drink and then the joints I smoked combined with the alcohol and made me stupid. I wasn't even aware of how far out of hand things had gotten until it was too late to stop. They just kept passing me joints and I guess I just went with the flow."
I looked at her and shook my head in disbelief, "How could things get out of hand with out your help? As I recall you had your clothes on when you went into that room and I know from experience that getting you out of your panties when you have been drinking just doesn't happen without your help."
She winced when I said that, "I probably didn't fight them when they took my panties off, but I really wasn't aware that they were off until I felt Al start to push into me. I tried to get away, I swear to God I did, but there were too many hands holding me." She looked down at the floor, "Once things got started I stopped fighting and trying to get away."
Jennifer went on to tell me what she remembered happening. They had gone into the bedroom, sat down on the bed and started passing the roach around and after about fifteen minutes Jennifer had gotten onto the bed and was leaning against the headboard. A couple of minutes later Al had gotten on the bed on one side of her and then Doug had gotten on the other side. They kept passing the joint and Chuck and Dave sat down on the bed. Al's cock was poking into one leg and Doug's was poking into the other, but Jennifer didn't think anything of it because they were always poking their dicks into her on the dance floor. She knew she was good looking and she considered it a sign of flattery, or at least an involuntary reaction to her beauty and sexiness. They were giggling and Al said "Smoking joints makes me horny."
Then Doug said, "Me too. How about you Jennifer, does pot make you horny?"
She had giggled and said that sometimes it did. And then Chuck had said, "Bullshit! Tell the truth. Being here with Jennifer is what's making you horny."
Dave chimed in with, "Damned right. She would make me horny if she were wearing a burlap sack. Showing that much leg gives every man at the party a boner."
Jennifer looked down and saw that her dress had ridden up to where you could see her black lace panties. She tried to adjust her skirt, but Doug had grabbed her hands and said, "No fair. You let us see, you can't hide it now" and Al had put a joint to her lips and she had taken a pull.
Then Al said, "Chuck is right. You are making me horny, pot just makes me say it out loud."
Jennifer took another hit and giggled. Then Al said, "See what you did to me?" He pulled out his cock and said, "See how hard you made me?" and he took Jennifer's hand and put it on him.
Jennifer had been so stunned at seeing the size of Al's cock that she had just stared at it, too surprised to even notice that Al had put her hand on it. Jennifer had several lovers before she meet me and she had seen several cocks, but nothing like Al's. It was ten and a half inches long and as big around as her wrist. She stared at it, fascinated, as Al started using her hand to jack himself off. Doug took her head in both hands and kissed her. She let go of Al's cock to push Doug away and while she was trying to do that Al had grabbed her underpants and had pulled them off her. Doug let go of her head and pulled her on top of him and at the same time Al had moved behind her and started poking at her pussy with his cock. Jennifer tried to pull away, but Doug had both arms wrapped around her and Al had a firm grip on her hips and then the head of Al's cock was in her and he began a slow fucking that pushed more and more of his huge pole into her. Once in he began to fuck her with long steady strokes and Doug pulled her mouth to his and shoved his tongue in her mouth and she was moaning And Al was ramming her and his balls were hitting her ass and then she was swapping tongues with Doug and pushing back at Al and then everything just started to get cloudy and run together and she lost track of who was doing what right up to the time she saw me."
I just sat there looking at her and finally I said, "I left at five-fifteen. What have you been doing since then?"
She looked down at the floor. "Doug lit up another joint and told me to sit back and get mellow and he sent Al to get you and bring you back. By the time Al got back one thing had led to another and the guys were using me again. At seven everybody left and I was afraid to come home so Al told me I could stay at his place until I could talk to you."
"Okay, what did you do from seven, or whatever time you got to Al's place, until you called me at eleven-thirty? And how about the hour and a half between the time you called me and you got home?"
She looked down at the floor again and in a very weak voice said, "He fucked me" and then, as if it made it all right, she said, "I was already in as much trouble as I could get into and if you decided to throw me out I was going to need a place to stay so I decided to stay on the good side of Al. And I admit I was fascinated by the size of his cock and I knew that if you and I could somehow get past this I'd never have another chance at it or one like it ever again." She shrugged, "So I let him do me as much as he wanted before he brought me home."
"And just how do you propose we 'get past this' as you so eloquently put it?"
Softly she said, "I don't know. I guess that it has to be up to you. I love you and I hope you know that. All I can do is ask you to forgive me and hope that you will."
++++++++++++++++++++++
I do love her and so I forgave her, but forgiving is not the same as forgetting, nor does forgiveness grant trust. I can't forget the ten minute conversation that she had with Al or the kiss they exchanged before he drove away and I can't forget her telling him that he could have her anytime he wanted. Every time I call home and she doesn't answer I wonder if she is with Al. When she goes to a bridal shower or a Mary Kay party, is that where she really is? I don't know that I will ever know for sure. I'm doing my best to hide this lack of trust from her; if she were to ever find out she just might adopt the attitude of "If I have the name I might as well play the game" and if she did that it would finish us for sure.
I know that Al, Doug, Chuck and Dave have called her because she tells me and she also tells me that she hangs up on them. I believe her when she tells me that they called because why would she lie about something like that, but I don't necessarily believe her when she says she hangs up because why wouldn't she lie about that. We have dropped out of our circle of old friends because that is the same circle that Al and the others belong to. I have a hard time facing the ones that know about what happened that night and I'm afraid of what I might do if I run into the ones that took part. I did run into Dave and it might have been all right if he hadn't gotten a smirk on his face when he said hello, but he did smirk and it cost him three broken ribs and a broken nose. The word went out and I believe the others are trying to avoid me as much as I am trying to avoid them.
There is one curious thing about what happened that night at the party. Both Chuck's wife and Dave's wife were not at the party but they heard about what happened. Doug's wife called me and flat out told me that if I wanted revenge on her asshole husband to call her and she would be more than willing to help me get it. Chuck's wife hasn't been quite as forward, but she has been giving me signals that say pretty much the same thing. I'm tempted, I'd be less than human if I said I wasn't, but would it balance the books, make my mind rest easier? Or would it just open another can of worms? I don't know, but God I am sure tempted to find out.
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It was the evening of my fortieth birthday and I was sitting in the living room wondering where my wife was. I heard the front door close and Doreen, my thirty-six year old wife of thirteen years walked in and sat down on the couch next to me. Before I could ask her where she had been she said, "How do you feel about having a slut for a wife?"
"What do you mean?"
"Just what it sounded like sweetie. You now have a slut for a wife. I'm sorry, I didn't mean for it to happen, but it did happen and now I'm stuck with it. I'm telling you for a couple of reasons. First, our marriage has always been based on trust so I have to tell you. Secondly, I have no idea how the others are going to handle it so you need to know because you work with them. And lastly, I will probably want to do it again and, assuming that we are still together, I will not go behind your back."
"I guess you are going to have to explain."
Doreen had called me at work that morning and had asked me if I would be in the office all day. I said yes and she said good, that she would be down to take me to lunch. About ten-thirty my boss came up to me and asked me to handle a problem for him.
"Andrews wants to review the contract one more time before he signs. I need you to take him to lunch, stroke him and get me that signed piece of paper."
When you are in the running for the VP of Sales you don't tell the boss, "Sorry, but I promised to go to lunch with my wife." I tried calling her at home, but got no answer so I guessed she was already on her way. I told Stan what was going on and he said that he would make my apologies to her and maybe even take her to lunch as a way of saying he was sorry for ruining our plans. I called Andrews and arranged to meet him at Georgio's and then left the office.
Dory had arrived at eleven-fifteen and had breezed into my office and closed the door behind her. She was wearing a fur coat and underneath it all she had on were nylons, garterbelt and high heels. She dropped the fur coat to the floor and said, "Happy Birthday baby. Here's your present. You want it on your desk or on the floor?"
The man who had been sitting in the high backed swivel chair and looking out the window turned to look at her, whistled appreciatively and said, "I think the desk would be best, don't you?"
It was Stan.
He had been waiting for Dory in my office to tell her about my having to leave. Dory froze like a deer caught in headlights as Stan got up and walked toward her.
"I've always wanted to see you like this Dory and even though it's not my birthday I thank you. I have a present for you too and I think you just might like it" and as he approached her he unzipped himself and took out an eleven-inch cock. Dory had her left arm over her chest covering her tits and her right hand was covering her pussy and she stared at Stan's massive cock as if she were hypnotized.
"It's yours if you want it Dory. It wants you, trust me on that."
Dory started to say that she hadn't realized I wasn't there, but Stans's mouth closed on hers and cut off her words. His tongue pushed into her mouth and she felt his cock probing at her pubic area. Stan backed her against the door and used his body to hold her there while using his hands to take both of Dory's hands down to his cock. He held her hands on it and broke the kiss, "Feel it Dory, put your hands around it. Feel the size and imagine what it would feel like in you."
Dory tried to pull her hands away, but Stan held them there. His cock was so long that even just standing there in front of Dory the head was poking between her legs. She thought if she took him in both hands and held him he wouldn't be able to push it any more forward so she dropped her hands and wrapped both of them around it and held it while Stan humped at her. His mouth covered hers again and this time when his tongue invaded her mouth she felt a tingle go all the way from her tongue to her toes.
Dory knew that she had to breakaway from him quickly or it would be too late. She dropped his cock and put both hands against his chest to push him away, but with her hands removed from his cock there was nothing to stop him when he pushed forward and his cockhead parted her pussy lips. Stan broke the kiss, "Spread your legs Dory, you know you want to. You know you want to feel it. You know you may never get a chance at one this big again. Come on Dory, go for it. No one will ever know - it will be our secret. Come on baby, just let go."
He hunched forward and another inch of cock moved past her outer lips; he wasn't in her yet, but he wasn't far from it. Stan kissed her again and again his tongue slid into her mouth and teased her tongue as she tried to push him away, but a one hundred and ten pound woman has no chance of moving a two hundred-pound man who is firmly planted. His tongue kept working and his cock kept poking and suddenly, as if a switch had been turned on, Dory was returning Stan's kiss. For a minute or so they swapped tongues and Dory felt the heat building up in her body and then she felt her legs parting. Stan still had her pinned against the door and he pushed forward and Dory felt the head of his cock slide past her outer lips and he was inside her. With her still pinned against the door Stan dropped his hands behind her knees and lifted her legs. As her legs came up her crotch was opened to him and he pressed forward and buried half of his cock into her hole. As he slid into her she moaned into his mouth and then when he swung her away from the door she locked her arms around his neck and then, impaled on his cock, he carried her over to my desk and set her on it. He put her legs up on his shoulders and drove the full length of his eleven inches into her. Dory screamed in pleasure and Stan quickly took of his necktie, wadded it up and stuck it in Dory's mouth, and then he started to fuck her in earnest. Every time he drove the full length into her she screamed into the necktie and went wild.
"I'm sorry baby, but he touched places in me that had never before been touched. I laid on my back on your desk and looked up at Stan while he fucked me and I was hoping to God that he would never stop."
When Dory had come into my office and dropped her coat she hadn't really expected that I would fuck her on my desk. She expected that I would take one look at her, usher her out and go get us a room at the Hilton. Not expecting to be there more than a minute or three she hadn't locked the door behind her. She was lying on the desk, legs up on Stan's shoulders, CFMs parked next to Stan's ears when the door opened and Jack Tatum came in. He took one look at what was happening and he closed the door and locked it. He walked over and said to Stan, "Am I limited to watching, or can I play?"
Stan took his necktie out of Dory's mouth and said, "How about it Dory, can Jack play?"
Dory was moaning and Stan stopped stroking into her, "Don't stop, please God don't stop."
"You didn't say Dory, can Jack play or not?"
"I don't care, just don't stop, please don't stop."
Stan started fucking her again and her moans began to get louder so he stuffed the necktie back into her mouth. Then he started ramming her hard and she was screaming and having an orgasm and Stan blew his load in her and stepped back and Jack was buried in her so fast she didn't even notice the change until her orgasm subsided.
Stan watched for a while as Jack fucked Doreen and then he walked over to the side of the desk and took this tie out of her mouth. "If you want it again Dory, you have to get it ready."
At first she didn't know what he meant, but when he poked his soft dick at her mouth she got the message. Stan was long, but he wasn't all that thick so Dory was able to get him in her mouth and by the time Jack had cum in her Stan was hard again. He shoved himself into Dory's slushy pussy and as he began to fuck Dory for the second time he told Jack that he'd told me that he would take Dory to lunch. "Go get Mike and bring your car around to the front. We'll take her to the Hilton."
Then Stan put his tie back in her mouth and began to fuck her.
"I knew what they were going to do to me when they got me to the Hilton, but as long as Stan kept fucking me I didn't care. He made my body sing Jerry. I had never in my life felt anything like it and I never wanted to stop feeling like it. I had orgasm after orgasm as he fucked me and I wanted him to get me out of your office and take me some place where I could scream my head off."
Stan fucked her hard until he came for the second time and then he had helped her up from my desk. He took his tie out of her mouth and told her to stuff it into her pussy so she wouldn't leak on the floor as he walked her out of the office.
He helped her into her fur coat and then he walked me to the elevator. "All the girls in the office saw me and I saw the knowing looks on their faces. Burt and Hal were at their desks and I saw the "maybe I'll get lucky and it will be me next time" looks on their faces. When you go to work tomorrow everyone in the office is going to know that your boss fucked your wife in your office and then took her to a hotel for the afternoon."
As soon as the elevator door closed Stan had his tongue in her mouth again and they swapped tongues all the way down to the lobby. Jack had his car out in front of the building and he had Mike in front with him. As soon as Stan had Dory in the back seat with him he pushed her head down into his lap and she had sucked his dick all the way to the Hilton. The three men hustled her up to a room and then they took turns on her for the rest of the afternoon. They took a break when room service delivered lunch.
"Stan gave me to the room service waiter as a tip. He was black, so in addition to being a slut I've also crossed the color line. Won't that just make my daddy proud. The whole time Stan was fucking me he was laughing at me and telling me what he was going to do with me and I agreed to it all. He said he was going to give me to his customers and I said okay just don't stop fucking me. He said he was thinking of bringing all the kitchen help up and giving me to them and I said okay just don't stop what you're doing. He laughed and said, "You would fuck a dog or a donkey if I wanted you to, wouldn't you?" I said whatever you want just don't take that cock away from me. He said if I told you I wanted you to fuck every man in the company in one huge gangbang and then go home and sit on Jerry's face and let all the cum drain into his mouth would you do it? And I said I'll do what ever you want me to just don't stop fucking me. At the time I meant every word of it. If they had trotted a dog into that room I would have let it fuck me. They stopped fucking me at five so I could come home to you.
"After all," Stan said, " it is Jerry's birthday."
I just sat there and stared at her. I just didn't know what to say. Dory said, "I'm sorry baby. Not much in the way of a birthday present and I know it. I didn't mean for it to happen, but it did and I can't change things now. By this time tomorrow everyone you work with will know that your wife is a whore. How it will affect you I can't even begin to imagine. The only good thing to come out of this is that you are now the new vice-president of sales. Stan said you were probably going to get it anyway, but that I had cemented the deal. When I asked why he said "Because it means a lot of travel for Jerry and when he's gone I'll be the one to see that you don't get lonely." I love you to death baby and I hope you know it. It was hard for me to come in here tonight and hit you with this, but I love you too much to hide it from you. If you want me to leave I'll try to be out of here before you get home tomorrow."
It was an awful lot for me to absorb and I just sat there quiet for quite a while with Dory just sitting there looking at me. "Are you going to see him again?"
She was very quiet and she looked away from me and then said "No."
"But you want to, don't you?"
She looked away from me again and then she said, "Yes."
Love can make a man do strange things. I love Dory and I want her to be happy and so as I fly around on company business the men of my company are back home giving my wife the business. Stan hadn't been kidding when he said he was going to give Dory to our better customers, nor had he been kidding when he told her he was going to let every man who worked for the company gangbang her. There are forty-one men working for my company and every one of them has fucked my wife at one time or another. She has done groups of from seven to twenty-one and does anything that Stan wants her to do as long as he keeps giving her his big cock. More than once I've called home while on a trip and talked to Dory while Stan was there fucking her. Just out of curiosity, when all this started I asked her if she would mind my getting some strange for myself. She was honest, she said that yes she would mind, but even though she wouldn't like it she had to be fair and that I should go ahead if I wanted to. But I really have no interest in other women. Even with all the fucking that Dory is getting she still gives me more than I can handle and she has promised to stop whenever I tell her to.
No one knows that I know what is going on. To keep up appearances I stick to Dory like glue when we go to parties and other social events. The men are always trying to get her outside and onto a backseat, but she always says that she can't take a chance, that they will just have to wait until my next trip. I know I said that I had no interest in other women, but there is one whose bones I would love to jump; a real slutty looking redhead with a body that a porn star would kill for. Dory and I were at a pool party at Stan's house one Saturday and Dory was lying on a towel next to the pool in a string bikini that might just as well have been a shadow cast over her body. I was standing on the other side of the pool watching all the guys trying to hide their hard ons when a sexy, sultry voice said from just behind me, "You always struck me as a sharp, intelligent guy so I'm guessing you know."
I turned to see Samantha, Stan's wife, standing behind me. I smiled as I took in the magnificent tits and the waist long flaming red hair.
"Know what?"
"That she's the company punch board."
I smiled at her and shrugged.
"You don't care?"
I shrugged again, "It keeps her happy and she keeps me happy. What more can you ask for out of a marriage?"
"You play?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"The only one I would be interested in is unapproachable."
"Why?"
"Because if she wasn't receptive it would be the equivalent of work place suicide."
"Who is she?"
I smiled at her, "The bosses wife." She gave me a long look and then she smiled, "Call me" and the she went back to her party.
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I probably never would have experienced the excitement of watching my wife fucking another man if she hadn't gotten drunk at her cousin's wedding. She didn't get 'passed out' drunk, just silly, giggly, almost falling down drunk, but it was enough to set the stage for the most excitingly erotic scene I'd ever seen to that point in my life.
Judy is not normally a heavy drinker, in fact in nine years of marriage I'd only seen her drunk once, but even then she was ambulatory and I had no problem in getting her home. When we attended the reception for her Cousin Connie's wedding I had no inkling of what was to happen and how it just might change our lives. There were over a hundred guests at the reception and Judy and I knew most of them. Some of them we hadn't seen in several years so it was get reacquainted time for both Judy and me. There were several that I didn't know, a lot of them people who had gone to school with both Judy and Connie and who I'd never met.
The most interesting one there, at least to me, was an old boyfriend of Judy's who she kept trying to avoid. My interest was not in getting the two of them together, but in watching the way Judy behaved every time he looked like he was going to come our way. She was behaving like a silly schoolgirl playing coy and hard to get for a boy she really liked and wanted to be with. I wasn't the only one who noticed and as I sat talking to Connie she made the comment, "I wonder what Judy would do if you weren't here?"
I asked what she meant and she clued me in as to what was going on. The guy's name was Rory and he and Judy had gone steady from the sixth grade to the eleventh grade and they had an agreement; Judy was going to give Rory her virginity on her seventeenth birthday, until then it was just hand jobs and an occasional blow job. They would be married when they graduated and then live happily ever after. During spring break, two weeks before Judy was to turn seventeen, her parents took her and went to visit some relatives out of state. They were supposed to be gone for six days, but something happened and they came home after only four. Judy called to let Rory know that she was home and his mother told her that he was out so she went looking for him. She found him at the park engaged in some heavy necking with Mary Ann Miller, there was a scene, and Judy ran home and never spoke to him again.
"He sure seems like he wants to rekindle something," I said.
Connie laughed, "That's why I said I wonder what would happen if you weren't here."
After hearing Connie's comment and the little story behind it I wondered about it too and she must have seen it on my face, "You want to find out?"
I smiled and said, "I am just a little bit curious."
Connie gave me a long thoughtful look and then said, "Wait here. I need to go and get my purse."
She came back several minutes later and told me to follow her. The reception was being held at the Elks club and Connie worked there. She led me to an upstairs office and unlocked the door and ushered me inside. Inside the room were three windows and Connie pointed them out to me, "That one overlooks the hall floor, that one over looks the patio and that one over looks the parking lot. If you don't turn on any lights you can look out, but no one can see you up here. I'll go down and tell Judy that I sent you for more ice or whiskey or something, but you have to share. What ever you see you have to tell me about, deal?"
I agreed and she left me in the office and headed back downstairs to the reception. I walked over to the window that over looked the hall and found that if people were not right up against the wall just below me I could see everybody there. I watched Connie walk up to Judy and talk with her for a minute or so and then Connie's new husband came up and led her out onto the dance floor. For a while nothing happened. Judy sat at our table drinking vodka tonics, talking to people who came by to chat; she danced with the bridegroom, the best man and a couple of other guys and always went back to our table.
About forty-five minutes after I had started watching I saw Rory heading for the table. Judy saw him coming too and she turned and faced in the other direction. Rory stopped at our table and even though it seemed like she was ignoring him he kept talking and eventually she turned, got up and went out onto the dance floor with him. They stayed out on the floor, talking and dancing, for three dances, but when the band stopped to take a break they came back to the table long enough to get fresh drinks and then they headed out onto the patio. I moved to the window overlooking the patio and watched them walk to a bench and sit down. They talked for about five minutes and then they stood up and went around behind some bushes where they couldn't be seen; couldn't be seen by anyone on the ground that is, but from my perch I could see down over the tops of the bushes. They embraced, kissed and after a moment Rory had his hands on Judy's tits.
I heard a key in the door and I turned to see Connie and her husband John coming into the room, "I saw them leave. Are they doing anything yet?"
They came over to the window just in time to se Rory take his cock out and put Judy's hand on it. She let go and he took it and put it back on him and that time she didn't let go. They kissed again and Rory pushed the top of her dress down, unsnapped Judy's bra and started playing with her tits. Rory kissed her again and I saw Judy's hand begin to move as she started to stroke his cock. Connie said, "Are you going to stop them or let it go on?"
"How do I stop it?" I said, "I'm not supposed to be here, remember? And even if I just got back I wouldn't have seen them leave, so how would I know where they are?"
Connie turned to John and said, "Go down and tell them you saw them leave and you just thought that they should know that Ralph just got back and is looking for Judy."
John left and Connie moved up beside me at the window and we looked down and saw Rory put his hands on Judy's shoulders and push her down to her knees. It was obvious, at least to me, that she wasn't resisting and when she was down in front of Rory she leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth. "If we hadn't come in you wouldn't have stopped them." I didn't answer and she said. "You're getting turned on watching?"
She reached over and found that I did indeed have a hard on, "Oh baby, you are getting turned on by them. Here, let me see" and she unzipped me and pulled my cock out.
I was so surprised at her actions that I just stood there as she bent over and took my cock in her mouth and started giving me a blow job. She sucked on me for about three minutes and when she had me ready to cum I tried to push her away, but she held on to me and took my ejaculation in her mouth. She swallowed it all and then tucked me back into my pants and then she saw the look on my face and laughed, "Hey, it's my wedding night and I can do what I want. Besides, it's only fair that you have some fun since Judy is. You do realize that now that the two of them are talking again, and after what you have just seen that they will be fucking before too long. It's only a matter of time now. Can you handle it, or is there a divorce in your future?"
I saw John come out onto the patio and call for Rory and Judy and I said, "No, no divorce, I guess I will just have to handle it, won't I?"
Connie kissed me and said, "Well baby, you have a nice cock and you can call Connie any time you feel the need to get even with Judy."
I looked at her and she smiled back at me, "John and I have an open relationship. We are free to do what we want as long as we tell each other what we are doing."
We watched as Rory and Judy hurriedly put their clothing back in order and I wondered if Rory had cum in my wife's mouth before John interrupted. "You better get on down there and make like you're looking for her."
I was sitting at our table when Judy and Rory walked up. Judy introduced him as a very old friend from high school that she hadn't seen in years. I asked him to join us and for the next hour the two of them played the 'do you remember' game. The two were sitting opposite me and I noticed that every once in a while Judy would give a start, a little jerky movement and I also noticed that every time it happened that Rory's hand that was closest to her was under the table. I waited until the two of them were looking at each other and I dropped my napkin to the floor and bent to pick it up. A quick look under the table showed Judy's legs spread wide apart and Rory's fingers in her pussy. It was as Connie had said, it wasn't a question of if, it was a question of when.
I could tell that Judy was feeling guilty because of the way she was drinking. She hadn't been drunk when she went to her knees in front of Rory, but she was fast approaching the giddy stage now. I sat across the table from them and thought about how hard I'd gotten watching them from the window and I wondered how I could manage to be where I could see them when they finally got around to hanging the horns on me. And then I had an idea - why wait until they got around to it - why not make it happen now!
I got up and got fresh drinks for the three of us; I made Judy's a triple, made Rory's weak and got ginger ale for myself. I did it twice more and by then Judy was blitzed. "Well," I said, "It looks like the party girl is partied out. Guess it's time for us to get out of here. Can I impose on you?" I asked Rory, "She can be quite a handful when she gets like this. Can you help me get her out to the car?"
He said he would be glad to and between the two of us we got her out to and then into the car and as we were putting her into the back seat I said, "I'm going to have a hell of a time getting her into the house by myself. Say, I know it's asking a lot of you, but would you ride home with me and help me get her into the house. I'll bed her down and then run you back here."
Rory said he'd be glad to, "It's the least I can do for and old friend."
I told him to get in the back seat with her and kind of prop her up so she wouldn't fall and hit her head when I made turns. As he was climbing in the back seat I adjusted the rear view mirror so that I could see what was happening at lap level and then I got in the car. Just as I was pulling out I saw Connie come running out to the parking lot and I got out of the car to see what she wanted. "Here" she said, "You forgot her purse" and she handed it to me. "What are you doing?" she wanted to know.
"Rather than wait for them to go behind my back I'm going to put them together tonight and get it over with."
She smiled and said, "You going to watch?"
I shook my head yes and the she laughed and said, "I wish I could leave here and go home with you. I'd like to see it too. Do me a favor and call me and let me know what happens" and then she gave me her cell phone number. I told her I would and then I headed for home.
We hadn't gone two blocks before Rory had his cock out and Judy's hand on it. She was leaning on him and he worked one hand under her skirt and I thought I heard her giggle and a few seconds later I saw her hand start to stroke his cock. I'm not even sure that she knew she was doing it, or if she even knew whose cock it was, but I did know that my dick was hard just from watching her small hand slide up and down Rory's cock. Two blocks from the house I said, "We're almost there, just another block" and I watched as he pulled his hand out from under her skirt, took her hand off of his cock and then put his dick away. I saw Judy's hand try to grab hold of the cock as he put it away, but Rory pushed her hand away.
Once in the driveway I said, "I'll go unlock the front door and then we will take her straight up to the bedroom."
We got Judy up to the bedroom and laid her down on the bed and I told Rory to give me a minute to bed her down and then I'd run him back to the hall. He went back down stairs and I stripped Judy down to her bare skin. The whole time she was giggling and asking me what I was doing and I grinned at her, "Getting you ready for some fucking sweetie. Won't be long now and you're going to have all the cock you can handle for one night."
She giggled again and said something that sounded like "Oh goodie."
I said, "Spread your legs wide sweetie and get ready."
I went down stairs and told Rory that Judy wanted to see him before he left and then I watched him climb the stairs. I gave him a couple of minutes and then I followed him up. He was naked, had Judy's legs up over his shoulders and was fucking her as hard as he could. I stood off to he side and watched as he fucked Judy and as she stared open eyed up at him. The only sounds were the 'slap, slap, slap,' as Rory banged her and 'oh, oh, oh, oh,' from Judy on each in stroke. Pretty soon Rory said, Oh Jesus, I'm going to cum" and he looked over at me, "Is she protected?"
I didn't know if Judy had put her diaphragm in that night or not, but I didn't care either so I said, "Sure, go ahead and let her have it" and just a little bit later he came in her. When he pulled his softening cock out of her I said, "I understand that she used to take care of you with blow jobs and hand jobs before you broke up. She still gives great head, see if she can get you up again."
He looked at me as if I was from another planet and I smiled at him, "I saw the two of you out behind the bushes. When I saw her go down to her knees and start sucking your cock I knew that the two of you were going to be fucking soon. I just decided to make it happen in front of me instead of behind my back."
He looked at me and grinned, "Man, this is wild" as he put his cock up to Judy's mouth. She stared up and him and said, "You're not my husband" but then she opened her mouth and started greedily sucking Rory's dick. I picked up the bedside phone and called the number Connie had given me. She answered on the second ring and said, "Is it happening?"
"Even as we speak."
"What happened?"
"He fucked her and now she's sucking his cock."
"Call me tomorrow, I want to hear all about it."
Rory fucked Judy three times while I sat and watched and stroked my dick and even though Judy kept saying, "You're not my husband" she kept fucking back at him. When he finished for the third time I was undressed and waiting and as soon as he moved off the bed I moved between Judy's legs and buried my cock in her cum filled cunt. Judy looked up at me and giggled, "You're my husband" and she giggled again. I didn't last very long, but then I hadn't really expected to.
Rory started to gather up his clothes and I said, "Where are you going?"
"Aren't you going to run me back to the hall?"
I grinned and said, "Eventually, but not until tomorrow morning. I want to see what happens when she wakes up in bed with you. See you in the morning."
As I was going down the hall to the spare bedroom I heard Judy say, "You're not my husband" followed by the slap, slap of two bodies coming together and I thought that Judy might not wake up next to him in the morning - he might never let her go to sleep. Ah well, tomorrow was going to be an interesting day at my house.
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Sometimes a 'boys night out' can be a pretty life-changing event. I know one of them changed my life - big time!
My 'boys night out' has always been a bone of contention between me and my wife Madge. But then it seemed like everything was a bone of contention between us. Truth be told Madge and I never should have gotten married at all. We mistakenly thought that sexual passion was love and when the fire went out about three years after the wedding we suddenly found out that we didn't have anything else going for us. The fact that the marriage stumbled along for the next seven years was more of a tribute to our indifference that anything else.
Since I didn't care to stay home and argue with her I filled my nights with bowling leagues, poker parties and other activities, none of which torqued off Madge more than 'boys night out'. That night, which only took place on the average of one night a month, was when a group of us guys would go out drinking, usually to some titty bar, and then I would stagger home at four in the morning and fall into bed. What pissed Madge off was that she was a light sleeper and when I fell onto the bed I woke her up and she couldn't fall back to sleep. The end result was that she would be bitchy and irritable and would whine about it all the next day. I could have put an end to it by simply ending the marriage, but I was just too lazy (or too cheap to pay a lawyer) to go to the effort.
Six years ago a 'boys night out' changed all that. It changed the lives of several others also, some for the better and some for the worse. As usual it took place on a Friday night. One of the guys had heard about a new titty bar in Newton, a town about thirty miles from us. We had plenty of titty bars in town and we hardly ever went anyplace else, but that night the boys were feeling adventurous. The group was short one man that night. Norm's wife had gone back to school and she was working nights as a security guard to earn the money to pay for it. Imaging Kathy as a security guard was a major, major stretch of the imagination and we all tried to picture it until she laughingly broke down and told us that all she had to do was monitor TV screens and call the cops if she saw anything.
Anyway, Norm had to stay home and watch the kids. We made the trip to Newton, got a fairly good table and settled in to enjoy ourselves. We had just ordered our second round when Harry sat straight up in his chair and said, "Holy sweet Jesus!" We all looked at him and he pointed, "Is that who I think it is?" and we looked in the direction he was pointing and my jaw almost hit the floor. On the other side of the room, giving a customer a lap dance was Norm's wife Kathy. We all watched as Kathy did everything except fuck the guy.
Mack said, "You think Norm knows or does he really believe the security guard bullshit?"
None of us could answer that question. Over on the other side of the room Kathy had finished her lap dance and she went into the back room. Two minutes later the girl on the stage finished her set, the music changed and Kathy came on the stage and began her dance. We had all seen Kathy in a bikini at pool parties or picnics at the beach and we knew that she had a great body, but we had never seen this Kathy. She fairly radiated sex as she twisted and turned, dipped and strutted for her audience along the length of the stage and allowed them to tuck bills in her bikini bottoms and the garters she had on her legs. I watched her work her way toward our end of the stage and I wondered what would happen when she saw the five of us sitting there. It was not at all what I expected. I saw the instant recognition in her eyes, but her routine never missed a beat and she never gave any indication that she knew us, not even when Mack tucked a five into her waist band.
When her set was over she came straight for our table and sat down. As usual a waitress immediately appeared and we were supposed to buy the dancer a drink. The way it worked was the dancer ordered champagne or some other high dollar drink that that we would pay for and then the waitress would bring the dancer ginger ale or soda water - something non-alcoholic that looked like what the dancer had ordered. As soon as the formalities were taken care of and the waitress had gone Kathy said, "You guys going to tell Norm?"
Now Norm is a good friend, but Kathy was a friend too and I had no doubt in my mind that Kathy was dancing here because it paid one hell of a lot more than being a security guard. I couldn't see that it was hurting Norm at all and I didn't see any need to upset the apple cart, but before I could say anything Harry said, "How bad do you want to keep it from him?"
I saw a side of Kathy I'd never seen before. Her eyes went hard and she said in a flat voice, "What are you getting at Harry?"
Harry said, "What are you willing to do to insure that we keep our mouths shut? How far are you willing to go?"
Kathy looked around the table at each of us and then said in a cold flat tone, "I'll do whatever it takes."
Harry said, "I've watched you parade your body around us for years in bikinis that left nothing to the imagination. I want that body. That's my price."
Kathy looked around the table again, "All of you feel that way?"
When her eyes met mine I said, "Not me. I'll have no part of this" and I saw something in her eyes but I don't know what it was.
She said, "All right. I get off at eleven. I'm not allowed to have anything to do with customers so you will have to meet me away from here."
Harry said, "No problem. I'll get a room at the at the other end of town. You can meet us there."
Kathy gave him a hard look and then she got up and walked away. I just sat there and watched as the guys laughed and high-fived each other and talked about their good luck. Mack looked at me, "What's the matter with you?"
I just shrugged, "You all seem to be forgetting that Norm is our friend and that's Norm's wife you are so gleefully getting ready to blackmail."
He said, "You've seen my wife. Do you honestly think I would pass up a chance at something as nice as Kathy given the chance? Besides, Norm doesn't know she's dancing here and it hasn't hurt him and he won't know about what we are going to do so that won't hurt him either. One other thing to think about; do you really think she would go along with this if all she was doing here was dancing?"
I looked at him, "What's that supposed to mean?"
He snorted. "You saw that lap dance. She did everything but fuck him. What do you want to bet that she gets off at eleven, but dear old Norm doesn't get to see her till three or four. What do you think she is doing with those extra hours? I know what I think and I'm betting that it pays more than dancing."
I remembered Norm telling me that the worst part of Kathy's job was being woke up at three in the morning when she got home. If she did get off at eleven what did she do with those extra hours? Still, she was a friend and what the guys were going to do was wrong.
I said I wasn't going to be a part of it, but to an extent I was. We had all come in my car so I was stuck with staying with the group. I seriously thought of just driving straight home so they couldn't put their plan into play, but then I couldn't be sure that they wouldn't blab to Norm. We pulled in at the motel and Harry went in and got a room and then everyone went inside and waited for Kathy. I went in with the rest of them with the intention of leaving and waiting in the car when Kathy got there. That intention, while noble, didn't last past Kathy's arrival in the room.
There was no bullshit or pleading, she walked to the bed and with out saying a word she stripped and laid down. In a voice totally devoid of emotion she said, "Who's first," and then she just layed there waiting.
The guys all looked at each other. They had been expecting the cheerful, bubbly Kathy that they had always known. Harry finally undressed and got on the bed with her. He pushed her legs apart and she just looked up at him with a blank face as he drove into her. She just lay there and didn't make a sound or move as Harry humped into her. Watching the other guy's watch I knew that Harry was going to be the only one to fuck her. I saw the guys looking at nervously at each other and I could read their expressions - "What the fuck are we doing here?" Two more minutes and the guys would have gone outside and waited for Harry and we would have all gone on home. But two minutes can be a long time and a lot can happen in that time frame.
Mack got up and was moving toward the door when a low moan came from the bed and we turned and saw her legs come up and wrap around Harry. Seconds later her hands came up and grabbed his ass and her hips started pushing up at him. I looked at the other guys and again I could read their expression -"Hey, this is more like it" and clothes started coming off and on the bed Kathy was hissing at Harry, "Fuck me you miserable bastard, fuck me."
Harry lasted about five minutes and as he started to pull away from her she grabbed him and tried to pull him back down, "No, no, no, not yet, I'm almost there, damn you I'm almost there."
Mack grabbed Harry by the shoulders and pulled him off Kathy and shoved him out of the way and he was on her and in her in a flash. Arms and legs came up to grabbed him, "Oh yes oh yes oh yes oh god fuck me fuck me fuck me" and then she gave a loud wail as she came. Mack didn't slow down, he kept ramming his cock into Kathy's pussy and she started moaning again and Mack said, "God is she one hot fuck" and Kathy moaned "Oh yes oh yes oh yes please don't stop please don't stop."
Of course he eventually had to, but Billy was standing there to immediately take his place. Jeff had been standing there, watching and stroking his cock while waiting his turn, but he got impatient and walked over to the bed and poked his cock at Kathy's mouth. She took it and started sucking on it. All thoughts of my going out to sit in the car were gone. I could not take my eyes off what was happening on the bed. Billy came and Jeff took his place. Harry took Jeff's place until Jeff came and then he moved to her pussy and Mack moved to her mouth and it just kept on going as one after another they moved from mouth to pussy while Kathy had orgasm after orgasm all the while moaning "oh yes oh yes fuck me fuck me don't stop fucking me."
I happened to look at my watch and saw that it was almost three in the morning. The guys had been fucking Kathy non-stop for almost four hours. "Hey guys" I interrupted the party, "It's three o'clock. She's got to get home if she wants to stay out of trouble."
There was a lot of grumbling, but the guys started getting dressed. Kathy lay on the bed staring up at the ceiling and I have no idea what she thinking, but she was showing no sign of getting a move on. The guys started leaving and I tossed them my keys and told them to go on without me.
"I'll get her cleaned up and drive her to my place and she can drive home from there."
The door closed behind them and Kathy, still staring up at the ceiling said, "I guess that I let that one get away from me."
I shrugged, "We need to get you into the shower. You can't go home looking like this."
She turned her head and looked at me, "Why didn't you join in. You must have noticed that after the first five minutes I was all too willing."
I shrugged again, "Yeah. But it still wasn't right. Besides, you're my friend and I couldn't do that to you."
She looked me in the eye and said, "But I want you to." I just looked at her and she said, "I want you to because you are my friend. If you don't the next time you see me you will look away from me embarrassed by what you saw here tonight. I don't want that. I appreciate that you weren't an asshole like the rest, but I need you to fuck me now if for no other reason so that we will still be able to see each other and talk to each other like we always have. If you fuck me, we are in it together. Am I making sense?"
She reached for my zipper and as she tugged it down all my good intentions were history. She pulled my cock out, "I'm a little sloppy down there baby, but no one used my ass tonight. My ass is my gift to you for being so sweet and for being my friend."
When it was over we showered together which was a mistake. As our hands moved over each other as we washed each other's back the hands strayed and we didn't get out of that motel room until two fucks and a blow job later. It was five thirty when we reached my house and as I climbed out of the car she reached over and grabbed my arm and pulled me back; she kissed me and said "I get off every night at eleven Tuesday through Friday, don't be a stranger."
It wasn't supposed to happen, but it did. Word got out about that night and made its way back to Norm. I'm not sure, but I think that it was Mack. I don't have any firm proof, but he showed up one night at the strip club hoping for a repeat performance and Kathy told him that she had paid the price and to get out. I'm betting that he put the word out for spite. Norm confronted Kathy and she told him everything except the part where we made love. The others had gone before what happened between us happened so we were the only two who knew. I felt like a prime asshole when Norm thanked me for being his only true friend.
He and Kathy were divorced and after he had drug all the other guys through the divorce proceedings he ended up with the kids and then to spite Kathy more than anything he moved them across the country. She has visiting rights but it is a little hard to exercise them when the kids are in Delaware and she is in Colorado. Fittingly enough, when the information from Norm's divorce proceedings got out the wives of the other four hauled them into court and the lawyers stripped them clean. Jeff is the only one who didn't get hurt. He didn't have a pot to piss in and he didn't like his wife anyway.
After my night with Kathy I started driving over to see her and found out what she did with those hours from eleven to three. The owner of the strip club let her use his office to study and do her home work from school. We went for coffee on several nights and talked and a couple of those nights we ended up at the motel. And one night I was there and she told me she was sorry, but she had a date that night. The next day she called me and asked me to meet her for coffee.
"You know what I'm doing now, right?"
I shook my head no.
"My date last night was a financial arrangement. Are you surprised at that?"
I admitted that I was.
"That night when all of you had me in that motel room I learned something about myself. I found that I loved what happened to me. I found out how much I loved multiple partners, but at the same time I realized that there was no percentage in giving it away and becoming known as an easy slut. Last nights date was actually a private party for five of the strip clubs partners. I still want to see you and I enjoy your company, but I wanted you to know the kind of girl I've turned out to be. If you stop coming over to watch me dance I'll understand."
That was six years ago. About four months after Norm sued Kathy for divorce I told my wife that I wanted to end the sham that we were calling a marriage and she was agreeable. We split everything fifty-fifty and I paid the legal expenses. She eventually remarried and she seems to be a lot happier now than she was when we were together. Two months after my divorce was final and a month after Norm left town I asked Kathy to move in with me and a year later we got married. She still works at the strip club and she still does private parties. I don't care and in fact it turns me on when she comes home to me after a gangbang. As I'm fucking her I am reliving the first one in my mind and somehow it keeps me hard even after I cum.
She has asked me several times if I want to go to one of her private gatherings with her, but I've always said no. It was one thing when it was spontaneous as it was the first time, but something else again when it is prearranged and for pay.
"Okay" she said, "How about getting several really good friends, guys who can be discrete, and have a poker party. I'll bet I can make it memorable for them." She grinned, "Maybe we could even make it a weekly thing."
Not a bad idea I thought, not a bad idea at all.
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The worst night of my life was the night I gave myself to a man other than my husband. The best night of my life was when I confessed and my husband forgave me.
I've always been somewhat of a prude. When I was a teen I never kissed a boy until the fifth date, I never allowed a boy to touch my breasts and if a boy put a hand on my leg he got slapped. I had several boyfriends in college, but I made sure that every one of them knew that I was saving myself for marriage. I didn't smoke, I didn't drink and the fastest way to insure that I would never see you again was to swear in my presence.
I went to my marriage bed a virgin and then I underwent a transformation. I was still a prude everywhere else, but I became an absolute sex maniac in my own bedroom. I married a man with some sexual experience (a lot of it apparently) and as he began to teach me everything he knew I became his absolute slut. If Bert wanted me to do something I did it, no questions asked. In the space of three weeks I went from virgin to a woman who would take my husbands cock anywhere he wanted to put it. I loved sucking his cock, I loved it when he fucked me in my ass, went wild when he was in my pussy and I went absolutely nuts when he ate my pussy. When he got home from work more often than not I was naked and waiting for him and that was something that never wore off. Six years into our marriage I still couldn't keep my hands off of him.
I took a lot of ribbing from my girlfriends over the fact that I had waited so much longer than they did to 'give it up' but I still think it was worth it. After six years of marriage I'm getting screwed almost every night and most of them are complaining about only getting laid twice and sometimes three times a week. I can't prove that my saving myself for marriage is responsible for my continued great sex life, but I believe it. Most of my friends lost their virginity by the time they were sixteen while I waited until I was twenty-two. I think they were jaded by the time they got married and it showed in their attitudes and approach to sex. Bert says nothing turns a guy off more than thinking a girl is just going through the motions to get it over with. I think my friends are looking at it as a chore. You know about chores, right? You don't want to do them and so you put them off until you finally have to do them and that's what I think was happening between my friends and their husbands.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My company Christmas party was held on a Tuesday night during the second week of December. Bert couldn't go with me because of his work schedule and not going was not an option for me. Parties at my company were more political events than social ones and to not attend was detrimental to your career. Besides, the annual bonuses were handed out at that party and I need to know how much mine was so I would know what I had to work with when I went shopping for Bert's Christmas present.
The luck of the draw put me at a table with two couples and Brad and Charlie. Brad and Charlie were both single and Charlie was my section leader. When I sat down Charlie asked me what I was drinking and I told him anything that was non-alcoholic and he got up to get me a drink. When he came back he handed me a glass of orange juice, "I had them put a little juice from the bottle of maraschino cherries in it so it would have a slightly tart taste."
I sipped it and it wasn't bad. We had dinner and Brad and Charlie kept my glass full of juice and they kept putting weird things in it to keep it from tasting like plain old OJ. What I didn't learn until later, much later, was that what they were doing was doctoring the juice to hide the taste of the vodka they were lacing the drink with.
When dinner was over we sat through the speeches given by the CEO, the VP of this and the regional manager of that and anyone else who was deemed important enough to have something to say and then the bonus checks were handed out. I looked at mine and was surprised to see that it was almost three times more than I had thought it would be. Charlie saw the look on my face, "I gave you a pretty good evaluation. You deserved it, but even though you earned it on your own I still think you should thank me by giving me this dance."
The band had started playing and I do love to dance and so I went out onto the floor with him. When I got back Brad had me a fresh drink and then I had to dance with him and then Charlie wanted to dance again. I began to feel a little light-headed; I was hot and felt flushed, but I was having a good time and I thought that it might be the temperature of the room combined with some of the fast dances that were the cause.
More O.J and more dances and then I wasn't clear headed anymore. I heard snatches of conversations that I didn't understand, at least not until later. "...ready yet?" "...just a little mo..." "...room here?" "Got it this morni..." Then I was in an elevator and being held up by two men; Brad and Charlie I thought, but I wasn't really sure. I was picked up and carried down a long hallway and then I was lying on a bed and staring up at an unfamiliar ceiling. My head was swimming and voices were drifting in and out, "She is nice and..." "...long time for this" "Call it." "Heads" "You lucky bas..." I felt my legs being pulled apart, but I didn't know what was happening until I felt the hardness pushing into me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
How had I gotten home? I didn't remember Bert undressing me, but he must have. How else could he put himself in me? A voice, not Bert's, but a man's voice, "God is she tight." The hardness moved into me, a mouth fastened itself to mine and another mouth closed on my breast and fingers teased the nipple on my other breast. The hardness was insistent now, pushing and seeking to find something and I heard loud moaning sounds and then I realized that they were coming from me.
My body was responding to the attention it was getting form Bert's hands and mouth and I slowly realized that the hardness was Bert's cock and that he was making love to me. A voice floated into my head, "Jesus, we just have to get some of this when she is sober." "We will find a way." I was out of it, but my body knew what was happening to it and my legs hooked behind Bert and my ass hunched up at him. Something was pushing at my mouth and then hands captured my twisting and turning head and held it still while Bert pushed his cock into my mouth. How could this be? How could Bert be in my pussy and my mouth at the same time? Oh God, what was happening to me?
Voices again, "...room service for coffee." "...sobered up." Then my pussy was flooded with warmth and the hardness in me left me and then the cock in my mouth left me and suddenly I felt hardness pushing into me again. Things were a little clearer now and I knew that the cock in my mouth had just invaded my pussy. How could Bert do all this? Moments later another cock pushed at my mouth and it was wet and sticky and I knew the taste. It must have been the one that was just in my pussy. The cock in my pussy was driving hard and I was responding with kicking legs and loud moans. Some of the fog lifted from my eyes and I saw Charley looking down at me. Why was Bert letting Charlie fuck me? Was this all just a dream - a nightmare? Charlie was breathing hard, "Here it comes sweetie, here it comes" and again I felt a flood of warmth in the lower part of my body. The cock in my mouth left me and then I felt another one enter me. The one that had just left my mouth? I lifted my head and looked around for Bert, but he wasn't there. I was nude - how did that happen? Why was Charlie naked and standing there looking at Brad fucking me? How did Brad get on me?
There was a knock at the door and Brad opened the door to find the room service waiter standing there with a cart. The waiter's eyes met mine and I saw the hunger in them. He pushed his cart into the room and as Charlie signed the bill he saw the way the waiter was looking at me and he said, "If you have the time, she's your tip."
The waiter started to strip as I leaned on my elbows and watched. The fog was lifting and I saw what was happening; how it happened escaped me, but I knew that I had just been fucked by two men and they had just given me to a third. The waiter was naked now and walking toward me and I could not take my eyes off of his black cock. By now I was fully aware that Brad and Charley had fucked me, but I hadn't seen them do it. But I saw the waiters cock; I saw it coming toward me and I laid back and spread my legs and waited for it. I didn't protest, I didn't scream or fight, I just waited there for the waiter to put it in me. As he entered me I heard myself say, "That's it, put it in me, that's it, fuck me now, please fuck me."
When the waiter was gone Charley and Brad did me again and then they poured black coffee into me until I was fully aware of my surroundings; my nakedness, their nakedness and the two erect cocks just waiting to be used again. They confessed to me what they had done and Charley said, "But we are not apologizing. We have both wanted you since the day you hired on and tonight we took a shot and got lucky."
Brad grinned and said, "And it was worth the wait" as he pushed me back on the bed and moved between my legs.
"Wait!" I said as I reached for the bedside phone. I called home and when Bert answered I said, "I'm sorry honey, but I tried a few mixed drinks tonight and I don't think I'm in any shape to drive home. I got a room at the hotel. I think I'm all right baby, but I don't want to take a..." at that point in the conversation Brad drove home and I moaned. "Nothing honey, just my head hurts a little." Brad was picking up speed and I managed to tell Bert that I loved him and hang up before he had a chance to hear me cry out, "Oh yes, oh god yes, fuck me, please fuck me."
Over the next three hours Brad and Charlie made me into their slut. They did everything to me that two men could do to a woman and I rolled around on that bed and loved it. At one point I was begging them, actually begging them to fuck me harder and Charley said, "Maybe we should get the room service waiter back up here. Would you like that? Could you use a little more cock?"
I was on my hands and knees and Brad was fucking me from behind and I heard myself say, "I don't care, just keep fucking me. Please don't stop fucking me."
Charlie called down to room service and ordered breakfast. "Try to hang on baby. Help will be here soon." And he fed his cock into my mouth. I didn't hear the knock on the door and I didn't know that the waiter was in the room until his fat black cock was stuffed down my throat. Fifteen minutes later I had all three of them in me at once and I was screaming out in pleasure.
At four in the morning the boys were all fucked out and I couldn't get them up anymore. They dressed to leave and on the way out the door Charlie looked at me, "Can we do this again sometime?" I just smiled at him and my head hit the pillow and I crashed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up in the morning extremely horny and as I remembered the previous evening I got even hotter. The more I thought about what Brad and Charlie had done to me the hotter I got. I had planned on taking a shower and hurrying home to Bert, but the hotter I felt the less I wanted to wait to feed the hunger. The thought bounced around in my head for all of a minute and then I picked up the phone and called room service. It was a different waiter this time and when I answered the door in all my naked Glory his eyes almost popped out of his head. He pushed the cart into the room and I pushed the door shut behind him and then grabbed him and pulled him to the bed. I fucked him twice and sucked him once before I signed the bill with Charlie's name and let him go.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I showered the guilt over cheating on Bert started to creep in. I knew that I had no control over how it started, but as the evening progressed and I became more and more aware I made no move to stop anything. I had been a slut and I had spent a good part of the evening begging men to fuck me. I did nothing to stop the first room service waiter and you certainly couldn't say that I didn't have control over what I had just done to the second. No, last night I had been a cock hungry slut, pure and simple. Could I hide my transgressions from Bert? Would he see the guilt written all over my face when I got home? Then I remembered something - I wasn't going home, at least not yet. This was a Wednesday and it was a workday for me. I glanced at the bedside clock and saw that if I hurried I would only be half an hour late.
When I got to work I felt as if every eye on the place was on me as I walked to my office. Did they know? Was it possible to look at a person and tell that they had gone from faithful wife to cock crazy slut? I just knew that everyone knew what I had done the previous night. The day went by slowly and I spent more and more time wondering how I would be able to face Bert when I got home.
About four in the afternoon Charlie called me into his office and when I was inside he got up and locked the door behind me. "How are you feeling?" he asked.
I shrugged my shoulders, I mean how could I answer that? I had betrayed my husband, made a mockery of my wedding vows and what was worse - I ended up liking it.
Charlie said, "You really didn't do anything that you didn't want to do. I've seen it in you ever since you hired in here. You had all that suppressed sexuality in you just waiting for a chance to break out. Brad and I just helped it break free." He unzipped himself and took out his cock, "Look at it Dixie, look at it and tell me that last night was a terrible mistake and that it can never happen again. You can't, can you? You want to touch it, you want to taste it, and you want it in you again and again and again. If I'm wrong, just turn around and go."
I looked at his face and then down at his cock and slowly I went to my knees and reached for it. I sucked him until he made me get up on his desk and then he fucked me while I bit down on a rubber eraser to keep from crying out in pleasure. When he was done he picked up the phone and pushed a button, "She's on her way." He hung up and said, "Brad is waiting for you in his office."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Driving home that night I was in an absolute turmoil. I just knew that when I walked into the house that Bert would take one look at me and yell, "You slut! You unfaithful slut."
What could I say to him? Could I say that it wasn't my fault, that I had gotten drunk and had been taken advantage of? Would he believe me? Would it even matter, or would it be a case of once a slut always a slut? And how could I possibly explain that I had agreed to meet Brad and Charlie at a motel the next day during lunch?
All my worrying was for naught. When I got home Bert took me in his arms and kissed me. He told me that he missed me last night and had trouble sleeping alone. I fixed us some dinner and then when we were through eating I told him my head still hurt from my first attempt at drinking and that I needed to go and soak in the tub for a while. Bert didn't seem suspicious and I didn't seem to be giving off the scent of a slut, but I had cheated on him and I was going to do it again the next day and probably a lot more times after that. I did feel the guilt and I was surprised that I wasn't wearing it for Bert to see. In the tub I tried to get as much of Brad and Charlie out of me as I could to keep Bert from finding anything that might make him wonder.
That night Bert and I made love several times and when he finally fell asleep I laid there looking up at the ceiling and wondered how I could love Bert as much as I did and still do what I had done and was going to do again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next six months I was pretty much Brad and Charlie's sex toy. They took me on their desks at work, we met in motels during lunch, we stopped for drinks after work and they had me on their back seats. Once when Bert went out of town for three days they spent two nights sleeping with me at my house and on one of those nights Charlie was fucking me and Brad was sucking on one of my breasts when Bert called. Charlie came in me and got out of the way so Brad could fuck me while Bert and I talked. And Brad and Charlie weren't the only ones who got to fuck me during that time. They seemed to get a kick out of giving me to room service waiters, parking lot attendants and once they took me to a hotel room and I found five of our best customers waiting.
I don't know much longer it would have gone on had I not been finally hit with a severe case of guilt. I had always felt guilty about cheating on Bert, but I rationalized it away; I was giving him more than he could handle and he didn't know what I was doing so it hurt no one so I was able to hold the guilt at bay. And then one afternoon during which Brad, Charley and I had taken the afternoon off from work and spent it in a hotel room the guilt came crashing down on me and driving home I just could not stop crying. I was crying when I went into the house and when Bert asked me what was wrong I ran crying up to the bedroom and slammed the door behind me. Bert came into the room and kept after me to tell him what was wrong and finally I did. I told him the whole sorry, sordid story about what had happened to me at the Christmas party, what I had become and what I had done since then. He listened in silence and then he got up and left the room. I threw myself down on the bed and cried myself into an exhausted sleep.
I woke up the next morning with Bert snuggled next to me and his arm around me. I was surprised because I was sure he would have slept in the spare bedroom or on the couch in the living room. As soon as I stirred he woke up and pulled me to him, buried his face in my neck and kissed me. Then he said, "Do you love me, really love me?" and I said, "Oh God" and started crying again. Bert left the room and came back a little latter with a breakfast tray, "I called you in sick. Eat something, get some coffee in you and then we can talk."
We talked for hours and Bert, in essence, forgave me. He said he knew from the way I took to sex when we were married that the day would come when I would want to try some one else. He said that he knew I was too highly sexed to be satisfied with one man and that he had always expected that I would stray, "If it hadn't been the Christmas party it would have been something else, but it would have happened."
He did say that he hadn't thought that I'd take on bunches, but he always knew there was a lover in my future. His only worry had been that whoever I choose might take me away from him. I threw myself at him and hugged him to me, "Oh no baby, oh God no. I love you and only you and I could never leave you, not ever."
And then he stunned me, "Have your affairs sweetie. Enjoy yourself as much as you want; just promise me that you will always come home to me and stay mine."
That was two years ago. I am still as deeply in love with Bert as ever. It excites me to go home to him after having spent time with Brad, Charlie and any number of other men who have managed to find their way between my legs and give Bert his sloppy seconds. It excites Bert to hear about my escapades and when I'm done he can't keep his hands off of me. I've offered to bring my lover's home so he can watch from the closet or even participate, but he refuses. He says all he cares about is my happiness and my never leaving him and I have promised him that I am his for life and I meant every word.
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It started with a sharp little pain in my right side and in about two hours the pain was so bad that I couldn't even stand up straight. My wife Katrina called the doctor and he told her that it sounded like I was passing a kidney stone and that she should get me to the emergency room at the hospital.
It was a twenty-minute trip and every bump, chuckhole, and imperfection in the pavement sent a jolt of red-hot pain through my body.
At the hospital they medicated me for the pain, took x-rays and sure enough they found a kidney stone. They pumped more painkillers in me, gave me some hydromorphone to take home with me and a strainer to pee through and sent me back to the house to ride it out. At ten the next morning the stone came out of me and was caught in the strainer and I couldn't believe the size of it. From all the pain it caused me I would have thought it would be as big as a marble, but it was no bigger that the head of a pin.
My doctor set me up for an ultrasound to see if I had any more stones and a day later he called me and told me the bad news, "You don't have any more stones, but they found a cancer in your right kidney."
Things moved quickly after that. My doctor, who was a general practitioner, sent me to a urologist who in turn sent me for more x-rays and a CAT scan and five days later I was on the operating table and they removed my right kidney and my gall bladder. There were some complications following surgery and I ended up with a tube down my throat and it was nine days before they released me to go home.
Then there was a four week period where about all I could do was get out of bed three or four times a day and walk around the block with a walker. It was another two months before I was able to have sex with Katrina and even then she had to do most of the work while I lay on my back. It was another month before I was one hundred percent able to handle my husbandly duties and go back to my job.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The week I went back to work Doug, who was my best friend, threw a 'back to life' party. A lot of my friends and their wives were there, but by two in the morning most of the couples had gone home. Katrina drank too much and Doug's wife Amy had taken her upstairs to lie down in the guest bedroom and then had gone to bed herself. Doug, five others and I were sitting in the living room drinking beer and shooting the bull when one of the guys asked Doug to put on one of his porno tapes. Doug got up, put one in the VCR, hit the play button and then almost immediately said, "Oops, not that one" and hit the stop button. He put another tape in, but I noticed that he didn't put the first tape back with the rest and instead put it in the bottom drawer of the entertainment cabinet. To say my curiosity was aroused would be an understatement because in the fraction of a second that the first tape was on the screen I would swear I saw Katrina.
I made sure that I was the last one to leave and as soon as Doug was out of the room I grabbed the tape and put it in my coat pocket. Since we only lived four blocks from Doug I left Katrina there to sleep it off and I went on home. I was tired and sleepy, but my curiosity wouldn't let me go to bed until I looked at the tape I snuck out of Doug's house. I put it in the VCR and turned it on. I was right; I had seen Katrina, but I couldn't see why Doug was in such a hurry to hide it away. All that I saw was Katrina and a bunch of our friends sitting in Doug's living room and talking, but then something occurred to me. Katerina was the only woman in the group. There were no other wives or girl friends. The second thing that I noticed was that there were none of my white friends in the group, only black ones.
I turned up the sound a bit and listened as they talked. There were some dirty jokes told and then the conversation got raunchy as everyone there started kidding Katerina about her non-existent sex life with me being in the hospital. Katrina blushed, but did admit to being horny and that not being able to anything about it really sucked.
Jimmy spoke up, "Hey Kat, you're among friends and friends help out friends. Me, Mel, Dave, Abe and Bobby will help out if you want."
Everybody laughed and Katerina said, "Yeah, right!"
There was more joking and kidding with Katerina telling everyone thanks, but no thanks and that she would just have to wait for me. The screen went to blue for a second and then the picture came back. Katerina was standing nude in front of Jimmy and he had a finger in her pussy and a hand on her ass. Bobby moved behind her and cupped her tits while Jimmy worked another finger or two into her cunt. I rewound the tape and checked the time stamp and saw that the second segment took place thirty minutes after the first and I wondered what had happened in that thirty minutes that changed Katrina's stance on waiting for me. After a minute or so Bobby turned her, put both hands on her shoulders and pushed her down on her knees. She stayed on her knees and stared at his hands as he opened his fly and pulled out a fair sized black cock with a large purplish head. He put hi s hand behind her head and eased her toward him and I saw a slight hesitation on her part before she stuck out her tongue and touched the cock head and then she gave a little shiver and leaned forward and took him in her mouth. Behind her I saw Jimmy step out of his pants and kneel down behind her. He pulled her hips back as he shoved himself forward and I saw Katrina's eyes go wide as he entered her.
In the background I saw Mel and Dave and Abe taking off their clothes. Katrina was now avidly sucking on Bobby's cock and I heard her giving little grunts as Jimmy shoved into her from behind. I was looking at an Oreo Cookie, my white wife sandwiched between two dark brown men and somehow it was more thrilling and sexually exciting thing than anything I had ever seen. I would never have believed that my wife was capable of doing something like that and I began to wonder if it was the first time and I also wondered at the lack of any white friends in the group. I knew that there had to be at least one since all this was taking place in Doug's living room so he must be the one using the camera.
On screen Bobby moaned, "Here it comes baby, here comes the chocolate sauce" and I saw Katrina's throat move as she tried to swallow Bobby's offering. When Bobby pulled out of Katrina's mouth and moved away Mel stepped forward and took Bobby's place. I began to wonder where Amy was. Even if she had gone to bed Katrina was making enough noise to raise the dead. I didn't have to wonder long - the camera panned right and I saw Amy on the couch with her legs up on the shoulders of a black man that I didn't know and her head rolling from side to side as he pounded into her. I was very surprised at this - I had known Doug and Amy for over fifteen years and I never knew this about them.
The scene switched from Doug's living room to his bedroom. Katrina and Amy were lying next to each other while Bobby fucked Amy and Katrina was fucking Doug. This went on for about five minutes and then Doug came and got out of the way and Mel took his place. Bobby finished on Amy and Jimmy took his place. For the next two hours the two white women fucked the six black men while Doug did most of the camera work. The men rotated between the two women, changing positions and at one time or another either Katerina or Amy had one in the ass, one in the mouth and one in the pussy.
Then the screen went blue again for about ten seconds and I had just decided that the tape was over and I was reaching for the rewind button when all of a sudden the picture was back. This time the action was taking place in my bedroom and the time stamp said that it was the night before I came home from the hospital. This time there were eleven men, all black, and no Amy to help. But watching her it was obvious that she either didn't want or need help. I knew seven of the men, but four of the blacks were unknown to me. Katrina was pure animalistic slut in this one. She did everything that you could think of right down to sucking a dick that had just come out of her ass. Two solid hours of pure ass orgy. She almost never had less than three cocks in her and twice I saw her take two in her pussy at the same time. I had never imagined that Katrina could be like this, but it was obvious that I didn't know her at all. I was married to a slut for black cock and had never known it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++==
I heard the front door open and I hit the remote to kill the tape and Katrina and Amy came into the room.
"I fed her breakfast and brought her home to you so you owe me one" Amy said as she bent down and kissed my cheek, "I'll collect some other time" and she left us.
Katrina sat down on my lap, "I was horny when I woke up and I reached over for you and you weren't there." Then she gave me a look of surprise when she realized that she was sitting on a rock hard cock." "I guess I'm not the only one horny. You want me here or upstairs?"
"Both" I croaked.
Later on I was able to finish watching the tape. It was just more of what I had already watched and it never failed to turn me on. All that black on her white body drove me nuts and whenever Katrina was around I had a hard on. According to the dates on the tape Katrina had been fucking other men the entire time I was in the hospital. I made a copy of the tape before sneaking the original back into Doug's house and I don't think that he ever missed it, at least I haven't seen a change in his or Katrina's attitudes toward me. Katrina is still out there being a slut and though I don't know it's with black men I would not bet against it, not after seeing that tape. I always know when she is spreading for other guys because now I know the code. At least two nights a week she has something to do with Amy - a Tupperware party, and Avon party, or something similar - and if I'd never seen the tape I would have been none the wiser. But having seen Amy getting fucked in the same room as Katrina I now know what the two of them are up to when they are together
The curious part is that I am not angry, upset or jealous because Katrina has become a slut for my black friends (and Doug). She is much better in bed since she started being a slut; she wants more sex from me than ever before and she has become more affectionate and loving. I am content to watch the tape when she is out because I know that she is doing what I'm watching and it's almost like being there with her. I know that as soon as she gets home she will drag me up to bed, tell me she is so wet because all she has done all day is think about hurrying home to make love to me and then she will spend the next couple of hours trying to fuck my brains out.
One of these days I will confront her, more because I want to fuck Amy at least once than because I want Katrina to stop what she is doing. How things will turn out then I have no way of knowing, but until then my wife will continue to be a secret slut for black cock and I'll keep on loving it.
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My deepest, darkest fantasy has always been to watch my wife fuck another man. I wanted to watch her in the throes of passion, clamping her legs around and digging her nails into someone else. I finally got up the courage to mention it to her and she laughed at me, "Get serious Vern."
Even though she wouldn't admit it the idea did turn her on. I could tell she was turned on by how wildly she would fuck me after I mentioned it. In a one hundred and eighty-degree turnabout Linda began to tell me her fantasies. They mostly concerned men with huge cocks, sex with Latinos and gangbangs with blacks. After a couple of weeks of listening to her fantasies I asked her if she wanted to try them for real. I reminded her of my fantasy and suggested that we could combine our fantasies and each of us would get what we wanted.
"Don't be silly Vern. They are just fantasies."
Whatever they were the more Linda talked about them, the more sexually charged up she got. Our sex life took a major leap forward and we were having sex six or seven times a week. There were some nights I'd get home from work and find her naked and waiting for me when I walked in the front door. Well, I thought, I may not be getting my fantasy, but I'll damn sure take all the sex that talking about the fantasy brings me.
Then I began to suspect that Linda was having an affair. She was never home when I called during the day or if she was she wouldn't answer the phone. Her wardrobe, especially as far as sexy lingerie was concerned, grew at a rapid rate and I knew for sure that a lot of it she never wore for me. What I didn't understand was why if she was having an affair she was hiding it from me. She had to know that she would have had my complete approval. I'd been mentioning my desire to see her with another man for quite some time, but all she did was to continue to relate her fantasies to me at night when we were in bed. I began to think that what she was relating were not actual fantasies, but what she had been actually doing with her lover or lovers.
One night I got some confirmation of my theory. Linda was really hot when I got home from work that night and she met me at the front door wearing only high heels and with a martini in her hand for me. We went straight up to the bedroom and she asked me to eat her pussy. When I went down on her I found that she was sopping wet. One of Linda's favorite fantasies was for me to eat her pussy after she had been fucked by someone else and she was relating that fantasy to me as I licked and sucked on her pussy. I'd eaten her a hundred times, but something was different this time; I was certain that I was cleaning up after another man and I told Linda that.
"Well, what if it's true. You always said you wanted me to fuck another man. Is it making you horny to know you are sucking up another mans leavings?"
I told her that it was and she said, "Then you might as well know that he left twenty minutes before you got home."
I climbed on top of her and drove my cock into her. When I was finally wiped out two hours later Linda confessed that it wasn't the first time I'd gotten sloppy seconds from her. I asked why, knowing what my fantasy has always been, she had been hiding her affair from me. She told me that she just could not bring herself to believe that any man could get a kick out of knowing that his wife was out fucking around.
"I know you say you want it, but I also knew that the odds were good that if I did it and it wasn't near the kick you thought it would be you might call me a whore, a slut, an unfaithful bitch and go for a divorce."
I told her that now she knew better and I hoped she wouldn't hide things from me any more.
She gave me a long look and said, "Are you absolutely sure that this turns you on?"
I assured her that it did and she said, "He hasn't had my ass yet. Would it turn you on knowing that the next time I see him he's going to fuck my butt?"
I pushed her back down on the bed and fucked her again.
No matter how much I begged and pleased Linda wouldn't tell me who her lover was. I suspected that it was someone we knew and she was afraid I would be pissed off when I found out. I spent the next six months looking closely at everyone I knew to see if they were acting differently around me, but I was never able to come up with a suspect. Whoever it was who was pulling down her panties was nailing her four and five times a week and then Linda would come home and try to fuck me to death. She got a particular charge out of sitting on my face after her lover had come in her and asking me to clean her out. While I did she would talk to me, "Do you like it honey? Do you love the taste of my lover? I told him you suck his juices out of me and he laughed and said that he would see to it you got plenty. He fucked me five times today honey - five loads of cum just for you."
I asked her if he ate her after I fucked her and she said, "Oh no, he's not that kind of guy" which made me wonder just what kind of guy she thought that made me. I drew the line on the day she gave him her ass. I absolutely refused to clean her even though she begged me. We had our first major argument over her affair that day. She indicated that if I wouldn't clean her ass she might not feel like making love that night and I told her that if that was the case she could end her affair or get her ass out of the house. Then she got all weepy and said that I had told her that I was all right with her fucking around on me. I told her that I was, but that my attitude would change in a heartbeat if she was going to try and use sex as a weapon. Then I reminded her how generous I was being in letting her do her thing while she still was denying me mine by not letting me watch. Then she said she wanted to, but her lover was adamant that I never find out who he was so I said that maybe what she needed to do then was dump him and get some one else.
"Oh baby, why are we arguing over this when we could be upstairs in bed." She stretched out her hand to me, "Come on baby, lets go to bed so I can show you how much I need you."
Her putting an abrupt end to our discussion was the first time her affair really bothered me because it indicated to me reluctance on her part to break with this specific person; it pointed to a real emotional attachment to someone other than me. I wasn't really sure that I cared for that.
Curiosity finally got the best of me and I made a determined effort to find out who this person was that Linda couldn't bear to give up and while I wasn't able to find out who it was I did narrow the field. I had some comp time coming at work and I arranged to take some of it off. I didn't tell Linda I was taking off work and every morning for five days I left the house at the regular time and then parked where I could watch the house. When Linda left the house I followed her. For the five days I was off nothing at all happened. No one came to the house and Linda never went anywhere where she could have met her lover. That told me one of two things: Her lover took a vacation or a business trip at the particular time I decided to play detective, and how likely was that, or her lover worked were I did and when he asked Linda what we were going to do on my time off and she said, "Say what?" and the two of them figured out what I was up to. The one thing I did find out though was how edgy Linda got when she was down to getting sex from only me.
Then one day I accidentally stumbled onto who it was. It was a Saturday and Linda had gone shopping. I was a little behind on a project at work so for the first time in over a year I went into the office on a weekend. There were three cars in the parking lot, my boss's car, the security guards car and Linda's car. I could see the security guard sitting at the desk in the lobby and he was alone - Linda was fucking my boss!
No wonder he didn't want me to know who he was. How had they gotten together? How had they started the affair? A far as I knew Jason had only met Linda once, two years ago at the company picnic, but their affair had only been going on now for about nine months - or had it been going on much longer and I had been brain dead and been getting sloppy seconds a lot longer than I thought? I was both embarrassed and aroused at the thought of Jason fucking my wife. I was going to have to be very careful from now on to keep the two of them from knowing that I now knew.
I could not see any positive benefit from their knowing that I was aware, but I could see plenty of negatives, especially on the job. If Jason knew that I knew he was fucking my wife the office dynamic could be altered in ways that neither of us would care for and the solution to the problem would inevitably be my being gone from the company. On the other hand, if I could get the two of them to bring me in on the relationship I could see all kinds of positives. Without letting on that I knew who her lover was I began to drop hints that I would like to try a threesome with Linda and her lover. Linda told me that the thought of doing two men at the same time excited her, but she didn't think her lover would go for it.
"I already told you he doesn't want you to know who he is."
I asked her to at least mention it to him and two days later she told me that he was willing to see that she got the experience, but not with me.
Last Tuesday night when I got home from work Linda told me that she had fucked by two men that afternoon.
"They both fucked me three times honey and I loved it. Are you going to eat me now?"
I am really turned on by the thought that my wife is so sexual that it takes more than one man to satisfy her and I love eating her and then fucking her after she has enjoyed another cock. Linda has been getting fucked almost daily for the last couple of months so she is used to getting a steady supply of cock. Jason is going to Europe for three weeks and I'm betting that by the end of the first week he is gone Linda will be starving for cock. I'm planning on having several friends over for cards and we will see what happens. I just might finally get my fantasy.
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We were sitting at the table and I was pulling on a longneck while she was sipping her vodka tonic and watching the dance the floor. Actually she wasn't watching the dance floor as much as she was watching one of the dancers. He was a lean, tall man of about thirty and he had become Amanda's favorite dance partner since I broke my foot. There was a mutual attraction between the two of them and everybody at the Silver Palace, including me, knew that they would eventually end up in bed together. Well, almost everybody. Amanda didn't know it, and while Toby might have hoped for it he certainly never expected that it would happen.
Amanda and I had been coming to the Silver Palace at least twice a month for the past fifteen years. Mandy loved to dance and while I wasn't all that keen on it I was willing to do whatever it took to keep her happy. Mandy came along late in my life and I was still amazed that the raven haired beauty had wanted me enough to chase me until I finally caved in and asked her to marry me. Everyone, and I do mean everyone, had warned us not to get married and I knew that they were right, but Mandy owned me by then and I would do anything that she wanted. I warned her several times myself that the twenty years between us in age was going to be a major problem later on, but she said, "Bullshit! You either love me or you don't. If you love me now you will still love me later and that's all that counts."
She had been right about that part at least, I did love her then and I loved her as much if not more now. But the naysayers had been right too and now I was in the position that I'd known I would be in, but hadn't been able convince Mandy of. I was sixty-five to her forty-five and I couldn't get it up anymore without the help of a little blue pill, and the pill didn't always work. To make matters worse Mandy was in her sexual prime and even though she would not admit it she was suffering from a lack of sex. After thinking long and hard on the situation I finally sat down with her and told her that it wasn't fair of me to keep her tied down at this point in her life and I offered to let her go free. She laughed at me and told me I wasn't going to get rid of her that easy, "I knew this day would possibly come, but I loved you enough to marry you anyway. So stop being an asshole and trying to get rid of me."
A couple of months went by and I noticed that about twice a week she would get cranky and irritable and I knew what the problem was so I sat down with her again and told her that she needed to take care of the problem.
"You are not cheating on me sweetheart, not if you have my permission and blessing. Do what you have to do to take the edge off. I'm not going to stop loving you and maybe, just maybe, you will stop being such a bear to be around."
She kissed me and thanked me for loving her enough to trust her with something like that, "But I can't do it baby, I belong to you, heart and soul."
And now I'd let her down again. Couldn't make love to her and now I couldn't even do her next favorite thing - dance. I'd broken a foot trying to break a horse and I'd been walking around in a cast for a month now. I'd been bringing her to the Silver Palace every weekend since I'd broken my foot so she could at least dance. There was no lack of partners and she would be on the floor for most of the night. It didn't seem to matter who she was with on a tush-push or other line dance, or who she did the western swing with, but I noticed that she always managed to do the slow ones with Toby, especially the slow ones where they could get close. And I noticed the times she left the bar with Toby to get some fresh air. They were never gone long enough to do anything and somehow this saddened me. When we got home she would toss and turn and I would lay there on my back staring up at the ceiling and curse the fact that I couldn't help her.
I took another pull on my long-neck and looked at Mandy watching the dance floor and then I said, "Mandy, go ahead and do it. You know you want to and you know it's all right with me. Will you please do it? If not for yourself, do it for me. It's killing me to see you this way."
She turned and smiled at me, "Sorry baby. You're right, I do want to, but even though you say you won't care there is always the possibility that once it happens you will find out that you really did care. I not willing to risk what I have in you on anything less than a sure thing and that animal just doesn't exist."
On the drive home that night I thought about what she'd said and as I laid on the bed next to her as she tossed and turned I thought about it some more.
The next morning I went out and made some arrangements and then I called Toby and told him I had to go away for a few days and I asked him if I could hire him to take care of the stock while I was gone.
"It's a little too much for Mandy to do all by herself."
He said he would be glad to help out and then I went and broke the news to Mandy. She just looked at me and asked, "What are you doing?"
I smiled at her and said, "I'm giving you the chance to do what you really want to do without me being around. If you don't do it, so be it, but in the back of my mind I'll always believe that you did and my attitude toward you will be the same as if you did and I knew about it. I'll be gone four days. Have fun and remember that I love you and always will."
Then I went and packed what I needed and loaded it in the back of my pickup. Toby showed up and I took him down and showed him the bunkhouse and told him what needed doing. Then I went and kissed Mandy goodbye, got in my truck and drove off. I really didn't have anyplace that I needed to be, but I had to give Mandy a chance so I faked the trip. I actually drove about three-quarters of a mile up into the hills and settled into a hide that I'd set up earlier. I've been a hunter all my life and patience is something that a hunter learns early on. I got out my field glasses and settled in to watch.
I watched Mandy hang out the laundry and Toby feed and water the horses. That evening I watched as they ate their supper on the screened in porch, sat and talked for a while, and then watched as Toby made the trip to the bunkhouse. And I was watching two hours later as Mandy, in the light of the full moon, walked down to the bunkhouse. I watched for another hour and when she didn't come out I smiled and crawled into my sleeping bag. I was behind the glasses the next morning when a naked Mandy walked from the bunkhouse to the main house. Five minutes later Toby, clad only in Levi's, followed her to the house. I watched as Mandy, still naked, served Toby his breakfast on the back porch and when they finished eating she took him by the hand and led him into the house. I gave them ten minutes and then I took out my cell phone and called the house. Mandy answered on the fifth ring and after the hellos were out of the way I said, "Behaving yourself?"
She said, "You are an evil man, but I love you anyway. No, I am not behaving myself. I had to stop sucking his cock to answer this phone and he's waiting for me to come back to the bedroom and pick up where I left off. I sure hope you meant what you said about not caring because by the time you get back I'm liable to be Toby's slut. When you set this up did you realize that he has a cock the size of a horses? The stock might not get taken care of baby because I might never let him leave the bedroom until you get back. I'll talk to you later baby. I need to get back to him before he loses that beautiful hard on. I love you baby, and baby - thank you."
I had a piece of news to share with her, but she hung up before I could say another word. I had the first hard on in over a year that hadn't required Viagra and I wondered what that meant. I broke camp and headed for Helena where I spent the next three days visiting friends.
Five miles from the house I pulled over to the side of the road and called the house to let Mandy know I was almost there just in case she needed time to do whatever. Toby was watering the horses when I got there and Mandy was sitting on the front porch watching him. I pulled into the yard and she came running up to me, threw her arms around me and gave me a long lingering kiss. She stepped back and looked into my eyes and said, "Are we all right baby?"
I smiled at her and said, "We can talk about it when we are alone, but yes, we are all right."
I paid Toby for his help and he told me I could call him anytime I needed help. Mandy had the good grace to blush at that and Toby got into his pickup and left. Mandy and I walked into the house hand in hand and I said, "Before you tell me everything, and I do want to know everything I have something to say. When I called you that first day and you told me what was happening I got a hard on just listening and knowing that you were going to go back to him. So don't spare me the details. I want to see if it will happen again."
Mandy told me in detail everything that had happened. It had been four days of near non-stop sex and to Toby's credit he did tear himself away from Mandy long enough to do the chores I had hired him to do. But to my disappointment, and Mandy's, no hard on was produced by her story.
"Maybe it happened because while you were talking to me it was actually going on."
I thought about it and saw that she could be right, "When are you going to see him again?"
Her face clouded over and she said, "I'm not."
I asked her why and she it was one thing when I was not around, but she didn't think she could leave me sitting at home, go out and get laid, and then return to me.
"Not even if it will give me a hard on? You were the one who told me you would be his slut by the time I got back. Was that just bullshit, or are you his slut?"
She looked away and said, "Yes, I was a slut for that huge cock of his. An absolute total slut and I let him do whatever he wanted to me, but you're home now."
I was silent for a moment or two and then said, "Basically you are telling me that if I leave home for two or three days a week he can fuck you silly while I'm gone, but not at any other time?"
"All right god damn it, I want him!"
I smiled and said, "Good. Here is what we will do."
The next morning she called Toby and arranged to meet him that night. She called me on her cell phone as soon as she pulled up in front of Toby's rented room. I gave her ten minutes and then I called her,
"Hello?"
"Having fun?"
"Oh god yes baby, I miss you."
"Is he in you?"
"Yes."
"Did you suck his cock first?"
"Yes I did."
"Will you do it again tonight?"
"Yes baby, you know I will."
"Good. Just so you know, I have a rock hard cock right now. Take your time,
enjoy yourself, and then hurry home."
Mandy came home two hours later, but the hard on was long gone.
"Oh baby" Mandy cried, "I hurried honey, honestly I did." I shrugged my shoulders,
"Not you fault sweetie. If you had left as soon as I hung up you still wouldn't have made it in time. It stayed up for fifteen or twenty minutes and then it was gone."
She gave me a long thoughtful look, "Twenty minutes huh?"
She moaned, groaned and cried. She twisted and turned and thrashed around on the bed and I watched from the closet as Toby buried his huge cock in Mandy's hot, wet pussy. They had been at it for over an hour and showed no signs of slowing down. When Toby had arrived Mandy had not wasted any time on small talk or foreplay. She had pulled him into the bedroom, stripped him, pushed him back on the bed and then had gone down on him. Every once in a while she would look over at the closet where she knew I was standing with my eyes glued to her and when Toby came in her mouth I saw cum squirt out of its corners. She gulped and swallowed and kept his cock in her mouth until he was hard again and then she had climbed on the bed and opened her legs for him. He buried his cock in her and within minutes she had forgotten I was even there as Toby brought her to orgasm after orgasm. When I finally reached the point where I couldn't stand it any more I took out my cell phone and hit the preset for my home phone. It took seven rings before Mandy came out of her sexually induced trance and answered it. I didn't say a word, but Mandy knew the script, "Yes baby, I'll be waiting for you" and she hung up the phone. "You have to go lover, he's on his way home."
Toby got off the bed, "Damn, I wasn't near ready" and Mandy said, "Sorry lover, I'll try to make it up to you next time. I'll call you when I know I'll be able to see you again."
The front door hadn't fully closed and I was out of the closet and on Mandy with a genuine, bona fide hard dick and we made love for almost half an hour before I came. That was the first time and we managed to do it two or three times a week for the next few months. Then Toby started to get a little too possessive and Mandy was forced to dump him. It was back to trying Viagra again and in the next month or so the little blue pill only got me up on the average of once a week. I missed Toby, oh god did I ever miss him.
We were at the Silver Palace one night about two months after Mandy had sent Toby packing. Mandy had been out on the dance floor for about twenty minutes and was having a good time. My foot was out of the cast now, but still a little too tender for anything but a slow two-step. She came back to the table and said "I didn't realize that Toby was an asshole, but he was and maybe it is a good thing."
I looked at her and waited for the explanation.
"He apparently told Todd that I was a great piece of ass and now Todd wants to find out if it's true."
I still didn't know what she was getting at and she smiled at me, "You think if I was to get him out to the truck you could manage to be somewhere close by?"
I was and when Todd was through and had gone back inside I was next in line. Toby told a lot of guys about Mandy and soon we were at the Silver Palace every Friday and Saturday night where Mandy managed to get in quite a bit of seat time in the truck. One night as she was busy sucking Todd's cock another guy came out and after a quick look to where she knew I was she took on both of them and from there it just seemed to escalate. Mandy spends so much time on the truck seat that I get a little impatient waiting my turn. Just last night at the Palace I had to wait until seven guys finished with her. Mandy isn't complaining and as long as her being a slut makes my dick hard I won't either.
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I first saw Maria in my third year of college. I was Engineering major, but I was also taking classes in Art to get my electives out of the way. I had signed up a class called Developmental Figure Studies because the girl I was engaged to was taking the class and she had talked me into it. It is amazing how naive you can be sometimes; I thought the class was going to be charcoal and pencil drawings of figures like bowls of fruit and vases and the like so image my surprise when a young woman wearing a bathrobe came into the room, dropped the robe, sat down in a chair and struck a pose. She was extremely attractive and I found myself thinking that I was going to really like this class. Sarah, my fianc‚e, dug her elbow in my ribs, "Hey! Save those looks for me."
I wasn't sure but I thought that the model witnessed the exchange and had smiled.
Two weeks later I showed up for my last class of the day and found a note taped to the door of the classroom; the instructor had been called away on a family emergency and the class had been canceled. I headed on home to the apartment that I shared with Sarah and when I let myself in I found that she was currently sharing the apartment, and a little something else, with the student who lived across the hall from us. The apartment had been Sarah's to begin with so I walked past the surprised couple and started moving my stuff out of the apartment and into my car. It was a little awkward what with the guy trying to get his pants on while trying to apologize and Sarah grabbing at me and saying, "Wait - you don't understand, I can explain" and drivel like that. I mean, how much explanation does a mouth on a cock need?
I got a motel room that night and moved back into the dorm the next day. The next thing that I needed to do was to cancel both classes that I took with Sarah, but as it turned out I only dropped one of them. On my way to the Registrar's office I stopped at the cafeteria at the Student Union for lunch and as I sat down at a table I noticed the model from the art class sitting at the next one over. She looked as good in her clothes as she did out of them. I started eating as I reviewed the notes that I had taken in my last class and I heard a voice say, "Excuse me" and I looked up to see the model. "Can I ask you for a favor?" I motioned her to take one of the vacant chairs and she sat down. "Actually, that was the favor. I wanted to know if I could sit with you."
I put my notes down, my curiosity in full play, and she said, "I recognized you from the afternoon art class and you were the only one in here that I recognized that had an empty chair at his table." I looked over at the table she had just vacated and then back at her. She caught the look and said, "I know, that's why I needed to move. There are two guys coming through the line and they would have headed right for my table. They are crude, obnoxious and they are constantly hitting on me. They apparently think that just because I pose nude that I'm a slut or something. I just want to avoid them. Do you mind terribly if I hide behind you?"
I grinned and told her she could take cover behind me any time she wanted. We introduced ourselves and started making small talk when we were interrupted by two jock types who sat down at the table uninvited. Ignoring me they both turned their attention toward Maria and she looked helplessly at me. One of them said, "So sweetie, thought about it? You gonna give me a taste?"
I stood up and back handed him as hard as I could and he and the chair he was sitting in went over backward. I put my foot on his throat and pushed down hard and pointed a finger at the other guy who was just starting to come out of his chair and said, "Sit! And stay there unless you want me to crush this asshole's larynx."
The guy sat down and I said, "If either one of you assholes ever comes near my fianc‚e again or if I hear that you've said even one word to her I'll come after the both of you with a baseball bat. Do you understand me? Are we clear on this?"
The guy sitting at the table wide-eyed nodded his head yes, "Then get this piece of shit out of my sight" and I took my foot off of the guy's throat. He started to scramble quickly to his feet and I pointed a finger at him and said, "You had best come up slow and easy unless you want to go back down hard again."
The look on his face was murderous, but he apparently got the message. After the two of them had walked away from our table Maria said, "I guess I found the right person to hide behind, but tell me - was I asleep when you proposed and I said yes?"
I grinned, "Don't knock it, it worked and not only with them, but with everybody who heard it. When word gets around about your violent boyfriend you should have a lot less trouble with the creeps. Now, I got to go so lean over the table and kiss me and that will convince the doubters."
She leaned toward me and I leaned toward her expecting a quick peck on the lips, but the tip of her tongue teased my lips and I held the kiss about three times as long as I had expected to. When we broke she said, "Maybe I knew what I was doing when I said yes to your proposal."
For some reason when I got to the office I didn't drop the figures class.
I was both dreading and looking forward to the figures class. Dreading it because I'd have to be there with Sarah, and looking forward to it because of seeing Maria. That little peck on the lips had affected me more than I would have thought possible. Sarah was waiting for me in the hallway outside the class room, "Why did you leave? I can explain. It was all just a mistake." She started to say "If you'll just give me a chance ..." but I cut her off, "There was a mistake and you made it. There isn't any way you can explain away having another guys cock in your mouth."
I pushed past her and into the classroom. I took my seat at my easel and about two minutes later Maria came in and took up a pose. The truth of the matter was that I was wasting my time in the class. No matter what I drew it never looked like what I was trying to draw; it always looked like something Salvador Dali might have done. When class was over Maria put on her robe and walked over to me. She looked at my drawing, looked at me and then back to the drawing, "I see that you have captured the essence of the real me."
Then she smiled, "Buy you a cup of coffee at the union?"
I said yes and she told me she would meet me there. Sarah was in the hallway waiting when I came out, "So that's it. Got the hots for that slut."
I turned to walk away, but then stopped and turned back, "The only slut I know is you!" and I headed off to the student union.
Maria and I started dating and the day before graduation I asked her to marry me and she accepted. We were married in a small civil ceremony and then with newfound job and new wife I set out to catch the golden ring, to get my share of the American dream. Two years later the economy was in free fall and I was out of a job. I was working two part time jobs trying to hold things together and barely managing when Maria told me over dinner that she was going to start modeling for art classes again. My first instinct was to say, "Like hell you will! No wife of mine is going to take off her clothes in front of strangers."
But even before I opened my mouth I knew how stupid it would sound. God knows how many people had already seen her naked and who had nude drawings of her hanging on their walls. Two days later I came home from my morning job and found Maria nude on a chair in our living room. Sitting in a semi-circle around her were seven people and they were all busily sketching away. I raised an eyebrow, but said nothing; there would be time to talk about it when every body was gone. Her arguments were persuasive. The college paid her one hundred dollars an hour to sit for art classes three times a week so she made three hundred a week. If she freelanced she could charge each student twenty dollars an hour, which meant that she made one-forty from just the one class today. She had set up sessions of one hour for Monday, Tuesday and Thursday with a limit of eight students per class. "I've already got at least six students signed up for every class and all it cost was the effort it took to move the living room furniture into the dinning room. Give me a couple of weeks and you can quit one of your two jobs."
I wasn't too keen on the idea. When she was doing it at the college there were some built in protections like campus security and lots of people around if she had to holler for help. I asked her what she would do if one day only two or three males showed up and decided that they would rather play than paint? She laughed at me, "I've been doing this for over five years and I've never had a problem."
Yeah, I thought, except for the one you had the day we met.
Maria was a very popular model and as word got around more and more people wanted to use her for live studies. She expanded to two one-hour sessions on Monday, Tuesday and Thursday and started a one-hour session on Wednesday and Friday for still photographers. Once a month on a Saturday she would schedule a three-hour session at an outdoor location for the still photographers and we would make it a picnic. It wasn't all good of course; there was always someone who wanted her to pose seductively, or do some mild porn, but for the most part all the artists she dealt with were good people.
Six months went by and then one day I noticed a change in Maria. Following her late Monday class she always seemed to be irritable and out of sorts. I began to pay closer attention to her moods, but on all other days she was fine; it was just on Mondays that I saw her upset. I tried to ask her about it once, but she said that nothing was wrong and so I let it go. By then I was back to working full time on a pretty good job and it got a lot more of my attention than my two part time jobs had and I put Maria's Monday mood out of my mind. I figured if she had a real problem she would come to me with it and until she did there wasn't anything I could do anyway.
Another six weeks went by and then one night I came home from work to find her lying on our bed and crying. I tried for half an hour to get her to tell me what was wrong, but I couldn't get her to talk so I went into the kitchen to fix us some dinner. She wouldn't come down and eat so I put the leftovers in the fridge, cleaned up my mess in the kitchen and then parked myself in front of the TV. About an hour later Maria came into the room and sat down in a chair across from me, "How much do you love me?"
When you hear those words it's almost always bad so I said, "You know I love you honey, what's wrong?"
"You won't love me after tonight. I just hope you care enough about me not to hurt me."
She took a deep breath, wiped a tear from her cheek and said, "I've just destroyed our marriage."
For the past five months she'd had a guy in her late Monday session who had paid her twice her going rate to sit for him an extra half hour after the others were gone. He could only make it to the Monday session because of his work schedule. She had been leery of doing it until she had seen his drawings of her. He had real talent and so she had agreed to the extended session. The first two weeks had been no problem, but the third week was, at least for Maria. The guy had come to the session in shorts and a tee shirt. Where he sat in relation to where Maria sat when she posed was right where she ended up looking most of the time.
Halfway through the regular session Maria noticed that the guy had a hard on. This was normally nothing new; Maria saw tented trousers all the time so to her it was just a form of appreciation or admiration, but this was different. The head of this guy's cock could be seen by Maria because it was only one inch from sticking out of his shorts. It was big enough that it lifted the leg of the shorts enough that she could see right up them. It seemed to Maria that the longer the session went on the closer the head of the guys cock came to completely coming out in the open. She couldn't pull her eyes away from it and she wondered if she should get up and go over to him and whisper to him what was about to happen. But she knew that both of them would have been greatly embarrassed and it didn't seem as if anyone else had noticed so she decided to just sit there and be silent.
When the rest of the artists had gone the guy had moved to a different chair for the extra session and his cock disappeared. The following week the same thing happened and again Maria was mesmerized by the sight of the large cock trying to escape into the sunlight, but again he changed chairs for the extra session and the cock disappeared. The next week was a repeat except that now Maria was hoping it would come out and in fact she even tried to coax it out. She moved her position just enough so that the guy (his name was Terry) could look right at her pussy. She held her pose and watched the cock, but the cock just wouldn't make that last half inch or so.
The end of the regular session did not bring a change of seats that time and Terry stayed where he was. He shifted position a couple of times to get more comfortable and when he did the leg of his shorts pulled up and an inch or so of his cock came out in the open. Terry didn't seem to be aware of it and since he and Marie were the only two there in the room she didn't mention it.
The next week he was in jeans and Maria was surprised to find that she was disappointed. Watching the cock trying to escape the confines of Terry's shorts and guessing at its actual size had broken the boredom for her. At the end of the regular session when she and Terry were alone in the room she was shocked to see Terry unzip his pants and take out his cock. From his waist up he was hidden behind his easel and Maria couldn't see his face, but she now knew that Terry had known about her looking at his cock all along. He gave his cock a couple of strokes and then went back to the drawing that he was working on. Terry said nothing and made no attempt to get up and approach her so Maria just sat there and posed and stared at Terry's cock jutting up out of his lap. Every once in a while it would twitch, but the rest of the time it just stood there, a proud tower of flesh.
For the next six weeks the scenario was the same. Neither Maria or Terry ever mentioned it, but at the end of every regular session Terry's cock would come out and wave in the breeze while Terry sketched and Maria stared. Maria admitted that she stared because it was a very nice cock; about eleven inches long and very fat and the only cock Maria had ever seen was my average six incher. She hadn't harbored any ideas of going after it; she stared because she was fascinated by both the cock and Terry's behavior. He never said anything and he never seemed to look at her looking at him.
Then last week Maria did something she had never done before. Without putting on her robe she had gotten up and walked over to Terry and stood next to him and looked at the drawing he was working on. It took her breath away. On the 3' x 3' pad were six panels and each panel depicted an easily recognizable Maria in a sex act with a faceless man with a very large cock. One panel showed her getting fucked dog fashion, another showed her jacking off a large cock with both hands and yet another had her sucking a large cock. She didn't know what to say and finally she said, "Is that how you see me?"
Terry was slow to answer, but when he did he said, "Only during the extra session. During the regular session I see you differently" and he flipped back through the pad and she saw herself in virginal white in a series of different clothes the most stunning of which was her in a wedding dress complete with veil and train. She didn't know what to say; she just stared at the drawings until Terry said, "It's time for me to go. Will you do me a favor?"
Maria looked at him and he stared back into her eyes, "Will you put it away for me?"
She had looked from his face to his cock and then back to his face and then she had taken his cock in both hands and struggled to get the hard thing back into his trousers. Then he had taken his pad and gone out the door. Maria spent the next week wondering if he would be back on the next Monday and she was both surprised and relieved when he showed up. She didn't know why, she honestly had no interest in him. When the extra session started he had called to her, "Maria, could you come here a minute please?" and she had walked naked over to him. "Would you take it out please?"
She had hesitated and then she had gone to her knees, unzipped him and had taken out his cock. It was soft when she brought it out, but she could feel it growing in her hands. She didn't understand it, but it seemed to have some sort of power over her. She began to slowly stroke it and soon it was fully erect and she looked up at Terry, but he was concentrating on his sketchpad. She had looked back down at the large hard cock she was stroking and then she had bent her head and had taken him in her mouth. She sucked on him for five minutes and when he came she had swallowed all his juice, licked him clean and then she had gone over to her chair and struck a pose.
Her eyes never left Terry's cock and she watched as it slowly grew to its full erect size and fifteen minutes before the session was to end she'd gotten up and walked over to him to look at what he had done. It was another six-panel rendition of Maria in various sexual activities. She had looked at each of the panels and then had said, "That one" and she had pointed at the panel that showed her being fucked from behind. Then she had turned her back to him, bent forward and put her hands on the arm of a chair and waited. He had moved behind her and she felt his huge piece of meat slowly enter her pussy and then he had fucked her. When he had cum he'd pulled out and she had turned and licked him clean. "Next week?" she had asked and he had nodded his head yes and had gone.
Tonight she had done it again. She had taken out his cock, stroked him until he was rock hard, sucked him until he came in her mouth and then had gone to her chair and waited. Just before the end of the session she had chosen a panel and then he had fucked her. This time however when she went to lick his cock clean he had gotten hard again and she had lain down on the floor and he had fucked her for a second time and she would have gone for a third, but I was due home soon.
"I didn't mean to do it and I don't know why I did it. Something came over me and robbed me of any good sense that I might have had. I can't even claim that I was hypnotized or under some kind of spell. I knew what I was doing, I just didn't know why. It was stupid, stupid, stupid and it wrecked what we had. I love you honey, you know I do and even knowing how much you love me and knowing that I can't live without you, I still did what I did" and she started crying again.
Well, I did love her and as stunned as I was by her revelation I was still pretty sure that we could work things out and I told her so.
"No honey, you don't understand. As much as I love you and don't want to hurt you, when he left he said "See you next week" and I said "I'll be waiting. And I will baby; I will be waiting for him. I'm going to do it again. He'll pull out that cock or have me do it for him and I will. I know I won't want to and I won't even know why I'm doing it, but I will baby, I will."
All I could do was sit on the couch and stare at her as what she was saying hit home - my wife had become another man's slut.
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I'm told, usually by other men, that size doesn't really matter, that all that really counts is knowing how to use what you have and that may be true although I suspect that only a woman can really give a truthful answer on the subject. What I do know personally is that while size may not matter is sure does fascinate.
++++++++++++++++++
Cock size has never been important to me. What I have has always satisfied me and none of the girls I managed to bed ever laughed at me or refused to go out with me again. Based on what I have seen in locker rooms I believe that while bragging rights are out of the question I've no reason to develop a complex. My guess is that I am about average. Why this little discourse on cock size? It is because my wife has recently become aware that there are much larger cocks out there in the world and the subject seemed to fascinate her. I found this out one night when we were getting ready for bed and she was rolling a condom on me.
"Honey, how big is your thingy?"
Meredith has never in the seven years we have been married used the words cock, dick or penis. She has always refereed to my equipment as my thingy. Her pussy has never been anything but her 'honey pot' and her tits have always been her 'boobs'. Fortunately it is only in nomenclature that she is a little weird. In all other aspects of sex she is an animal and an insatiable animal at that. Anyway, her question as to how big I was brought the natural response from me, "Why are you asking that?"
She blushed and then said in an almost apologetic voice, "I saw Mike's thingy at the party last night and he looked so much bigger than you."
Well, I'd seen Mike in the locker room at the rec. center and he was bigger than me - a lot bigger. Meredith went on, "I mentioned it to Amy and she laughed about it and said if I thought Mike's was big I should see Stan's."
Amy was Mike's wife and what Meredith was telling me was changing the way I looked at Meredith, Mike, Stan and Amy.
First off, when I married Meredith she told me that I was the only man that she had ever been with. Yeah, right, I thought at the time and if you saw Meredith you would understand why that was my response. In my mind there was no way that that body could reach twenty-three and not have had a dick or two along the way. But I'd had plenty of experience before meeting Meredith and I wasn't going to hold any of her prior experience against her. If it was important for her to tell me I was the only one she'd ever been with then so be it. But now, with her question about cock size I began to wonder if maybe, just maybe, I might actually be her first. Next, what is Meredith doing looking at Mike's cock? For that matter, what is Mike doing showing my wife his dick? Then of course there was the question of how Amy knew about Stan's cock. I never thought of Amy as being the kind of girl who would run around on her husband. And then there was Stan. I'd always thought that Stan was Mr. Straight Arrow, could he possibly be fucking Amy? Did we have our own little Peyton Place going on here and I was just finding out about it?
"Why were you looking at Mike's dick (she might use thingy, but I didn't) at the party?"
Meredith blushed, "I didn't do it on purpose. He was using the upstairs bathroom and he hadn't locked the door. I went in to use the toilet and when I opened the door he was standing there with it in his hand."
"So he didn't show it to you?"
"Well, kind of."
"What does that mean?"
"When I opened the door and he saw me he smiled, stroked it a couple of times and then took his hand off of it and let it hang there."
"And then you turned and left and went to talk to Amy?"
"Well, no, not exactly."
"What do you mean, no not exactly?"
"He just stood there smiling at me and his thingy started to stand up and..."
"And what?"
She looked down at the floor and almost whispered, "I couldn't take my eyes off of it. It just kept growing and growing and then he asked me if I wanted to touch it" and her voice trailed off. I didn't say anything, I just stood there looking at her while she stared down at the floor. Finally she said, "I didn't, honest, I didn't."
I didn't think that she had, but then I said, "But you wanted to, didn't you?"
She didn't say anything. "Didn't you?" I pressed.
She sighed and almost inaudibly said, "Yes, yes I did." I don't know why, but the thought of Meredith looking at and even touching Mike's cock had me fired up. "Did you think about fucking him?"
Her head came up, "No! You know that I would never do a thing like that" but there was no conviction in her voice. I pushed her back on the bed and when I fucked her I came so hard that I was surprised that I didn't blow the end right off the condom. Nothing more was said about Meredith's encounter with Mike, but it stayed in my mind for a long time and every time I thought about it, which was a lot because I saw Mike at least three times a week at the rec. center, I went home and gave Meredith a good work out.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++==
It was about two months later when I found out that I wasn't the only one who hadn't been able to get it out of my mind. It was a Tuesday afternoon and I was on my way to the airport to catch a flight for a two-day business trip. I was less than five minutes from the house when I remembered that I'd left a few things that I would need on my trip on my desk in the den. I hung a U-turn and headed back to the house. I was just turning onto our street when I saw Meredith backing out of the driveway. In the conversation that we'd had just before I'd left, not ten minutes before, she'd said she was going to spend her evening sitting in front of the fireplace catching up on her reading. Had something come up, or had she lied to me. Curious, I followed her and ten minutes later she pulled into the drive at Mike and Amy's. She got out of her car and went into the house - didn't knock or ring the bell, just walked right in. Now it could have been something as simple as just visiting Amy, but something in my gut said that was wishful thinking on my part. I headed back home, got my stuff and hurried to the airport to catch my flight.
Two days later I had finished my business and was at the airport getting ready to catch my flight home. On a whim I used a pay phone to call Meredith and tell her that I was going to have to spend an extra day. We exchanged I love you's and I hung up and boarded my flight. When I got off the plane and got my car from satellite parking I drove straight to Mike and Amy's and saw that Meredith's car was parked in the driveway. I drove to the end of the block and turned around so I could park where I could watch the house, I had no idea of what I expected to happen, but something told me that I should sit and watch. Twenty minutes after I had parked another car pulled up next to Meredith's and Stan got out and went inside. Somewhere between eleven thirty and twelve I dozed off and up until that point no one had come out of the house. I woke up around four and Stan's car was gone but Meredith's was still parked there. What to do? Go home and wait for Meredith, or check into a motel and go home at the time she was expecting me? After thinking over the pro and cons of each I decided to go on home and get it over with. I drove home and parked a block away so Meredith wouldn't know I was inside waiting for her and went inside.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in the den doing some paper work when I heard the garage door opener start to run. I looked at my watch and it was eight-thirty. I went upstairs and sat on the bed and waited. Five minutes later Meredith walked into the room, saw me and froze. I saw the color fade from her face as I said, "Care to tell me where you have been since I got home at five forty-five yesterday?"
Her jaw was trying to work, but no sounds were coming out of her mouth. "Don't want to tell me? No matter, I can probably guess. I'm betting that you have been in somebody else's bed and that the certain somebody has been fucking you. Close guess? Let's find out."
I got off the bed and went to her and started taking her clothes off of her. It didn't take long because all she had on were her dress and shoes. Her panties and bra were either still at Mike and Amy's or she had stuffed them into her purse. Meredith had tears running down her cheeks as I said, "Let's see what we will find here" as I ran my hand up her leg to her cunt.
"Surprise, surprise. It seems to be quite loose and very, very wet."
I pulled my hand away and it was covered with a whitish substance, "I wonder what we have here" as I looked at it and held it up in front of her face. The tears were flowing faster as Meredith started to cry and then she pulled away from me and threw herself face down on the bed.
When I had made the decision to come home, wait for Meredith and then confront her, I hadn't really given much thought to where we would go from there, but the way she started crying and threw herself on the bed pissed me off. I took off my clothes and walked toward the bed with my hard cock (fueled by the thoughts of Meredith fucking Mike and Stan) leading the way. I grabbed Meredith by her hips and pulled her up to her knees and shoved my cock straight into her pussy. I wasn't surprised when it met absolutely no resistance and I fucked her just long enough to get my cock wet and then I pulled it out of her and shoved the head of my cock at her anal rosebud. Meredith knew what was coming and she screamed, "No, no, please no."
I said, "Shut your fucking mouth, you unfaithful whore" and I drove my cock into her tight ass.
She screamed, "Don't, for gods sake please don't, you're hurting me."
I laughed (an evil mean laugh - not a happy one) "Good! Suffer you fucking slut and think about how much it hurt me to find out what you have been doing behind my back."
Normally when Meredith and I have anal sex I spend a good deal of time working on her ass with thumb and fingers and a lot of KY and then went slow and easy until her "Easy baby, easy" turned into "Yes, yes, oh god yes." This time however it was ram it to her as hard as I could right from the start. It took me almost five minutes to get my nuts off and she was still screaming and begging me to stop. I pulled out of her and walked away. I took my shower, got dressed and when I left for work Meredith was still lying on the bed crying.
When I got home that night dinner was on the stove, but Meredith was no where in sight. I knew she was home because her car was still in the garage so I went looking for her. When I got upstairs I found that our bedroom door was locked and I called to Meredith to unlock the door, but she didn't. I called a second time and still nothing happened. What I did next was foolish since I would have to fix it, but I was pissed. One of my favorite movies was the Quiet Man with John Wayne and in one scene where Maureen O'Hara had locked him out of the bedroom he kicked the door down and said, "There will be no locked doors in this house Mary Kate" and I did the same thing. I kicked the door down and found Meredith sitting in bed reading. I said the John Wayne line - substituting Meredith for Mary Kate - and then I went downstairs and ate my dinner. After I cleaned up the dishes I went into the family room and turned on the TV.
Half an hour later Meredith came into the room and sat down in one of the chairs. Her face was drawn and her eyes were red and puffy, probably from crying. I ignored her. If anything was going to be said she was going to have to start the conversation. When she did it caught me totally off guard because she started out by trying to make me the bad guy.
"How could you say you love me and then do what you did to me this morning?"
Like I said, she caught me totally off guard and I sat there with my mouth hanging open for several seconds before I broke out laughing. As soon as I got myself under control I said, "How can you profess undying love and devotion for me and then go out and fuck Mike and Stan behind my back? And why would you think that when I found out about it I wouldn't be mad - maybe even enough to punish your whorish ass."
Even though I'd caught her coming home freshly fucked she hadn't known that I knew whom she'd been with and the surprise showed on her face.
"What's the matter? Surprised to find out that your husband isn't as stupid as you thought he was? You maybe expected to get away with it forever? You thought maybe you could make me feel bad for punishing you and I would be so ashamed that I would just forget about you being an unfaithful whore and everything would just go away and go back to being the way it was before? Sorry lady, it just ain't gonna happen that way. If that is what you were thinking when you came into the room you need to leave. Come back when you are ready to face up to what you've done. Until then you sleep in the spare bedroom - I don't want you in my bed and if you don't like that you can just pack a bag and leave."
Meredith left the room and I started channel surfing.
It was a typical night; 58 channels and nothing on but drivel. I got up and went into the den and surfed the Net, but nothing there caught my interest either. My mind was on the situation with Meredith and what it had done to our relationship and where we were going to go from there. I admitted to myself that I was turned on by the fact that she had fucked Mike and probably Stan, but at the same time I was mad because she had cheated on me. I know that sounds strange, but that's the way it was - I was both excited and pissed off over what was basically the same thing.
At ten I went upstairs and went to bed. Meredith was not in the spare bedroom, she was on our bed, reading and apparently waiting for me. When I came into the room she put her book down, "All right, I was wrong. I shouldn't have let it happen, but I did and as much as it might hurt you to hear this I'm glad that I did. I'm glad I got to experience Mike, and yes, to experience Stan. I had a marvelous time with both of them and if you hadn't found out I would probably have kept on seeing them, at least until the novelty wore off. You probably won't believe this; you will think I'm just saying it to put a better face on things and to stroke your ego, but until those two I never really appreciated what I had in you."
My eyebrows must have gone up at that.
"Oh I've always loved you and you always made me feel good in bed, but you were the only man I'd ever been with and I wasn't aware that other men didn't share the same qualities. You have always been tender, warm, loving, patient, understanding and you always treated me as a partner and as some one you had affection for. Mike and Stan are just extensions of their cocks. The fact that I get pleasure out of it means nothing to either one of them. As far as they are concerned I'm supposed to be grateful that they were letting me have their cocks. In short, aside from their size allowing them to push buttons you can't reach, you are much more of a man than either one of them, than both of them put together. I'm sorry I fucked it up for us." She started to get out of bed and I said, "Where are you going?"
"To the spare bedroom."
I put out an arm to stop her, "There's more. I want to know how and why?"
"No, not tonight. I'm getting ready to cry again."
I took her arm and pulled her back, "In that case you'll need a shoulder to do it on."
"Oh God" she sobbed and the tears started flowing and she cried herself to sleep in my arms.
The next morning she was up and sipping coffee when I came down stairs and when I came into the kitchen she asked me if I could take the morning off. "I need to get this over with. I need to know what you are going to do so I can know what I'm going to have to do."
"What do you mean, "so that you'll know what you have to do?"
"Do I have to get out right away or will you give me time to look for a place or what?"
Well, that brought me up short. I had not even remotely considered kicking her out. I still wasn't sure about what I was going to do, but getting rid of her wasn't on the list and I told her so. It shocked her, "You mean you are going to keep me, we are going to stay together?"
I nodded and said, "It might not be easy at times and I'm not sure that I will ever completely trust you again. Every time I go on a business trip I'll wonder what you are doing while I'm gone, but I love you and I have too much of me invested in you to just let you go. So, tell me what happened."
At the party, after the meeting in the bathroom Meredith had gone looking for Amy. Meredith and Amy were good friends and Meredith felt that friendship dictated that she should tell Amy what Mike had done. Amy had laughed and said, "He is proud of it and loves to show it off. He must have thought that you showed some interest if he offered to let you touch it."
Meredith was shocked at Amy's casual attitude toward Mike's actions and even more shocked when Amy said, "If you liked the looks of Mike's you should see Stan's. They are about the same length, but Stan's is bigger around" and she held up both hands and made a circle to indicate size. "It takes some getting used to, but it is well worth the trouble."
Two days after the party Amy had called and asked if Meredith could come over and see her. "I have a personal problem and I need your advice."
Meredith had gone over and Amy had given her a glass of wine and they had made small talk. Finally, after the fourth glass of wine Meredith had asked Amy what kind of problem she was having. Amy got up, refilled Meredith's wineglass and asked Meredith to follow her to the bedroom. There, lying on the bed with their massive cocks waving in the air were Mike and Stan.
"My problem" Amy said, "Is that I can't fuck both of them at the same time so I thought, since you seemed to like what you saw of Mike's, that I'd let you do him while I take care of Stan, and then, if you like, we can switch."
Meredith had been mesmerized by the sight of those two huge cocks and the wine had messed with her inhibitions. Amy said, "Go on girlfriend, you know you want to" and had given her a little push toward the bed. Meredith had stumbled forward and Mike had reached out and grabbed her and pulled her down. Stan rolled over and started kissing her while Amy crooned in her ear, "You're going to love it baby."
Mike was pulling off her panties and Amy had her blouse open and was sucking on her tits. Mike had her legs spread and was eating her pussy and then suddenly she was hot and she was shoving her tongue in Stan's mouth and pushing her mound up at Mike. She regained her senses when she felt the head of Mike's cock pushing at her pussy and she tried to pull away, but with Stan kissing her and Amy sucking on her tits she was pinned and couldn't get up. When Mike's monster cock entered her she screamed, but with Stan's mouth on hers no sound came out. As more and more of Mike's cock worked into her it began pressing buttons that had never been pressed and soon she was fucking back as Mike pounded into her. After she had her first orgasm Amy had stopped sucking her tits and had rolled over and she and Stan started fucking on the bed next to Meredith and Mike. Both men fucked Meredith that day, twice, and she had been going to visit Amy two or three times a week since.
My trip out of town was the first time she had gone over to Amy's and not had to hurry home to beat me. It was also the first time that Stan's wife Carol had joined them. She hadn't been there before because she was fucking a guy with an even bigger cock than Stan's and he and his wife had gone out of town for a week leaving Carol with nothing to do. The guy's wife knew what he was doing with Carol, but she didn't care because she was having an affair with her boss. I sat there shaking my head in amazement as Meredith described what was going on in our circle of friends. In addition Amy was seeing two other guys and had been trying to talk Meredith into double dating the two of them with her. Meredith had steadfastly refused, "I admit to a great fascination with the huge cocks of Mike and Stan, but I wasn't about to start fucking everybody who came along. I felt bad enough facing you after being with Mike and Stan. I couldn't have looked you in the face if I started being everybody's slut."



The whole time Meredith was talking to me I was reminded of how turned on I had gotten just thinking about the night she told me she had seen Mike's cock for the first time. I also remembered how many times I had masturbated in my hotel room thinking about her being at Mike and Amy's and thinking about what she was probably doing there. Then of course there was the fact that her confession had me hard as a rock.
"Are you telling me that if you could have found a way to face me you would have been everybody's slut?"
She had to stop and think about that for a minute and then she said, "No, I get all I need from you. The only reason for Mike and Stan was the fascination with size, so no, I wouldn't have run around on you just for more cock."
Something else I had noticed about Meredith - she wasn't saying 'thingy' any more and I wondered at the significance of that.
Meredith had come to the end of her story and I was left to ponder on it and decide where the two of us would go from there. "Now what?" Meredith asked.
"I don't know, but we will work it out. When were you supposed to see them again?"
"Friday, why?"
"They will probably call you when you don't show up. I don't know what you will tell them, but I don't want them to know that I know. It will make it much easier to face them on a day to day basis if they think I don't have a clue."
"You're still going to associate with them?"
"With Stan I don't have any choice. You forget that I work with him, and I see Mike every day when I go to the rec. center to exercise. I can't avoid either one of them so I might as well try and keep things civil."
I got up and she said, "Where are you going?"
"To work. You get some rest. I have a feeling that you are going to need it tonight. I plan on bringing a hard cock home with me.
That night was exhausting for me. Meredith was apparently trying to fuck my brains out as a way atoning for her sins. I on the other hand came home all fired up from spending all day thinking about her fucking Mike and Stan. About eleven-thirty the next morning I was staring out my office window and all of a sudden I picked up my phone and called home. When Meredith answered I asked, "What time were you supposed to go over to Amy's?"
"About one o'clock, why?"
"Remember when you said that if I hadn't found out you would have kept on doing it at least till the novelty wore off?"
"Yes."
"Try and be home by ten."
I hung up the phone and wondered how to go about getting them to do it at our house so I could watch from the closet.
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My wife is one of those people who have managed to reach adulthood with no conception of the actual value of money or of the fact that it can sometimes be damned hard to come by. After several years of trying to get her educated and failing I was forced to take drastic steps if only to protect my credit and keep us out of bankruptcy. I cancelled all of her credit cards and closed our joint checking and savings accounts. When the inevitable outcry came, "What am I supposed to do for money?" I simply told her to get a job and learn to manage her own money. She whined, moaned and bitched, but in the end she did go out and get a job.
She got a job as a cocktail waitress at a down town lounge. I wasn't supposed to know that - she told me she had a job cleaning offices after hours - but the guy who hired her was a very good friend of mine. Dale and I had served in the same unit when we were in the Army and about five years after my discharge I ran into him in a down town restaurant, we renewed the friendship and we usually see each other a couple of times a week for lunch. Mimi had never met Dale, but Dale had seen every picture of Mimi that she had sent me when I was overseas and he recognized her as soon as she walked into his office. He had given her an application and while she was filling it out he left the room and called me, "What do you want me to do?"
"Is there any reason she can't work for you?"
"Well, kind of."
"What does that mean?"
"Well, the uniforms, costumes really, that the girls have to wear are awful skimpy and revealing and along with the red high heels that complete the outfit the girls fairly invite sexual comments from our customers. Of course that is the effect we are aiming for. Our target clientele is the well to do businessman who stops off on the way home from work to talk business with friends and clients and the appearance of our girls is meant to be an inducement to get them to come here rather than go some where else. If Mimi comes to work here she will be hit on from the moment she punches in until the time she gets in her car to go home. I don't know how strong your marriage is buddy, but I've seen a lot of happily married women come to work here and end up as sluts. She'll make a fortune in tips, but the down side is that this place can have a corrosive effect on some marriages."
"At least if she's working there you can keep an eye on her for me."
"Only partly true buddy. I go home at seven when the night manager comes in to relieve me so I'll only be here for the first two hours of her shift. I can ask the night guy to keep an eye on her for me, but I can't guarantee a thing."
"Do the best you can Dale. At least I'll know where she will be."
Mimi got the job and every Friday after that she would come home with an envelope with one hundred and sixty dollars in it - her take home pay from her cleaning job. I knew that she was making a lot more than that, but so what? I'd told her to get a job and earn her own spending money and she had gone and done it so what she did with her money was her business. I'd check in with Dale a couple of times a week to see how Mimi was doing and he always told me that there were no problems that he was aware of, "Of course I'm only speaking for the two hours she's with me. Lenny, the night guy, told me he would keep an eye on her and he hasn't said anything about problems."
Three months went buy and one day I called Dale and he said that he had heard that Mimi was doing a little 'light hooking' on the side.
"What is light hooking?" I asked. Dale explained that hooking was a euphemism for prostitution. Regular prostitutes took on any one who had the price, but girls who did light hooking were only taking money from a limited and select clientele.
"It's only a rumor buddy and it could have been started by one of the other girls who is jealous of Mimi's popularity. I'll do some digging and see what I can find out."
I found it hard to believe that Mimi was taking money for sex primarily because she was fucking me damn near to death at home. I was sure if she was getting it some place else I would have seen a slackening at home. None the less I started looking for signs that Mimi was fucking around on me. I was hampered in that by the fact that she didn't get home until after I had gone to bed, but I checked her underwear in the dirty clothes basket and never found any thing suspicious. I didn't see any hickeys or love bites on her body and I didn't detect any loss of affection so I figured that Dale was probably right and that it was just a rumor.
Three days later I got a call from Dale, "I'm sorry buddy, but I guess I let you down."
What do you mean?"
"I didn't do enough to keep an eye on Mimi and she finally succumbed to the corrosive atmosphere of this place. It is not a rumor - she is definitely doing some light hooking."
He proceeded to tell me what he had found out. One afternoon after he started trying to chase down the rumor he had come back to the club to talk to the night manager and had found Lenny in the office with Mimi. She was lying on the desk with her legs up on Lenny's shoulders and Lenny was fucking her as hard as he could. Lenny had looked up and said, "Damn it, I thought that I locked that door" and Dale had said, "You did, but I have a key, remember?" Then Lenny told Dale to have a seat and that he would be with him in a minute. Three minutes later Lenny pulled out of Mimi's cunt and had told her to get back to work. When she was out of the room Dale said, "I thought I asked you to keep an eye on her for me?"
"You did, and I tried. But one night she got talked into giving Paulson (one of the partners in the lounge) a hand job for a hundred bucks. By the time I found out about it he was paying her for blow jobs and pussy. And Paulson has been sharing her with McNeil and Olsen. As far as I know she limits herself to them, and me of course. Once I found out what was going on I made sure that I started to get my fair share. She's damn good pussy Dale - hard to turn down."
Dale finished telling me what he had found out and then said, "There's nothing I can do now. I can't let her go now that she has an in with Paulson. For all I know Paulson has shared her with the other two partners. She has more juice here now than I do and if I try to get rid of her I might be the one going out the door."
I told him that I knew it wasn't his fault, thanked him for his efforts, and hung up the phone.
That night I waited up for Mimi. She was surprised to find me awake and asked me why.
"I've been horny all day and I waited up for you to see if maybe we could make love."
Actually what I wanted was a close look at her as she got home from work to see if I could see anything that would tell me what she had been up to. I need to find a way to confront her without ending Dale's usefulness. As long as Mimi didn't know about him I could still get information from him. Mimi came over and sat down on my lap and said, "This is going to work out well sweetie. I've been horny most of the day too."
She kissed me and all doubt of what Dale had told me was gone. I could taste a trace of semen in her mouth when our tongues touched and I'd eaten her pussy enough after fucking her to know the taste. When we got in bed her pussy was sopping wet and there wasn't any doubt in my mind that some one had been there before me. I'm embarrassed to say that our sex that night was some of the most satisfying that I'd ever had. It wasn't because knowing that she had fucked some one else had turned me on, it was because I pounded into her as hard as I could to punish her, but the harder I fucked her, the rougher I was with her, the wilder she got. When I finally came and collapsed on the bed next to her Mimi said, "Good God baby, we need to do this more often. How about waiting up for me every night from now on?"
I went to work the next morning still wondering what I was going to do.
For the next two weeks I did wait up for Mimi and the sex was fantastic. It didn't matter what I did to try and punish her she loved it and wanted more. As an example, we engaged in anal sex a couple of times a month, but only with a lot of KY Jelly and finger work to loosen Mimi up. One night as I was fucking her doggie style as hard as I could I pulled my cock out of her pussy, lined it up with her ass and drove it in. She screamed, but I held her hips and kept fucking her as hard and fast as I could. Suffer you cheating bitch I thought to myself as I drove into her, but in only a minute or so Mimi was crying for me not to stop, "Don't stop, don't stop, oh god baby please don't stop."
By the end of the second week I was no closer to knowing what to do about Mimi than I had been on the day that Dale first told me that she was cheating on me. I also began to wonder if it even mattered. Mimi and I were getting along great and it wasn't just the sex. She showered me with gifts paid for with the money she made (a lot of it no doubt from her 'light hooking') and I couldn't see any lack of love or affection. Still, she was cheating on me and lying to me and I had to do something, but what? Mimi didn't work weekends and when she was home all she wanted to do was fuck so I didn't get a whole lot of time to think about our situation. It wasn't until I was halfway through work on a Monday that it dawned on me - what did it matter that Mimi was getting some extra on the side? I was getting more than I could handle. What really mattered was did she really love me or was I just the guy who furnished the roof over her head while she played. I thought she loved me, she seemed to love me, but could I be sure? I had to find out!
Tuesday afternoon I called Dale and asked him to meet me for lunch. "I want you to try and seduce Mimi."
"What?"
"I want you to try and seduce Mimi and get her to commit to a relationship." I explained the thought process that had gotten me to that point. "I know she is cheating on me and taking money for sex, but I've decided that I can live with that as long as I know that she loves me. I don't know how we will work it out, but I'm sure we can if she really loves me. The only way I can find that out is to see if she becomes romantically involved with some one else as opposed to just having some sexual fun."
"Just how am I supposed to go about seducing her?"
"You've already caught her fucking the night guy so just tell her you have decided that you want your fair share. If she balks tell her you know me and if you don't get yours you will see to it that I find out what she has been doing. After you've slept with her a couple of times tell her that you are sorry that you blackmailed her, that you have fallen for her and then see where it goes."
"You really want me to fuck your wife?"
"Why not? At least I'll know that my friend is getting some. It's not like she isn't already fucking around on me."
"Okay buddy, but I am going to be really pissed if I do this and you get mad at me."
The very next day Dale hit on Mimi and at first she told him to go to hell. Then when he told her that he knew me and that if she didn't take care of him he would see to it that I found out about her she caved. He had her on the same desk where she had taken on the night man. He fucked her every day that week and when she had come into the office on Monday expecting to get fucked again he apologized for being an asshole. He explained that he had come to see her as more than just another one of the floozies that worked there and that he was afraid that he was falling for her. She had surprised him by accepting his apology and then telling him that she didn't mind his attentions and, that In fact, she rather looked forward to coming to work and starting her day with him. For the next two weeks nothing changed and Dale fucked Mimi at the start of her shift every day. Dale talked her into meeting him for lunch one day and they went to a hotel where they got to fuck on a bed for the first time. This became the norm on every Monday and Thursday for the next month (she always said she couldn't on Tuesdays, Wednesdays and Thursdays and we figured that those were Paulson's days) and then one day Dale called and told me that he had good news and bad news.
"The good news is that I honestly believe that she loves you. I've made several attempts to get romantically involved and she always tells me that she likes me as a friend, but that she loves you and has no interest in leaving you."
"What's the bad news?"
"I'm afraid that I've fallen in love with her."
Shit! To paraphrase Laurel and Hardy, "This is a fine mess we have gotten ourselves into." All of a sudden I was in a position where I had to do something even if it turned out wrong.
The call from Dale had come on a Wednesday and I decided to confront Mimi on the weekend when neither of us had to work. That would give us two days to talk and see where our relationship was going to end up. I spent the rest of the week trying to figure out how to approach the Mimi and finally decided that a blunt frontal assault was as good a way to go as any. Saturday morning Mimi work me up by sucking my cock which led to our making love and then taking a shower together which, led in turn, to our making love again. Sitting across the table from each other after eating breakfast I said, "One thing I don't understand is how you have time for me with all the other fucking that you are doing." Mimi's face turned pale and before she could say anything I went on, "I mean you are fucking Dale almost every day of the week and you're probably doing Lenny the same amount and then there is Paulson and his friends. I'm surprised your cunt isn't sore by the time you get home. How do you do it?"
I'd caught her way off guard and she didn't appear to know what to say for several moments, but then she shrugged her shoulders and said, "I guess I just like sex. The more I get the more I seem to want. How did you find out?"
I told her about Dale and how he had recognized her and had called me. "I've known you were lying about the job since day one, but I didn't know you were a prostitute until about two months ago." She turned crimson when I said that, but didn't say a word, just sat there and looked at me. "Care to tell me about it?"
She was quiet for about another minute or so and then she said, "I didn't tell you about the job because I thought I'd have to fight with you over it. I didn't think you would like it knowing that I'd be wearing a skimpy costume in front of a bunch of men so I told you I was working as a janitor."
"So when did you decide to become a whore?"
"Damn you! Don't call me that!"
"Why not? That's what you call a woman who takes money for having sex with men."
"It's not like that."
"Not like what? I know you get money from Paulson for hand jobs, blow jobs and pussy for himself and his friends McNeil and Olsen and that makes you a whore - a woman who takes money for sex."
Mimi got up from the table and ran crying from the room. I just sat there and let her go. She now knew that I knew and now I would just have to wait and see what she was going to do.
I was out in the garage doing an oil change on the car when she came out, "Okay, I'm a whore. Now what?"
"What do you mean now what?"
"I mean where do we go from here?"
"That's up to you Mimi. It's your job, it's what you are doing at your job and it's what you are doing with the people that you've met at your job. So you tell me."
"Tell you what?"
"Tell me what you are going to do."
"Damn it! Will you just tell me what you want me to do?"
"No. You are a big girl now Mimi. You made the decisions that got us here. So you figure out where we go from here."
I got in the car and started it, backed out of the garage and then I drove it around the block. I pulled it back into the garage and checked for oil leaks at the filter and drain plug and satisfied that every thing was all right I went into the house. Mimi was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a beer and I got one and sat down opposite her. She looked at me, looked away and then looked back at me again, "I'll quit. I'll call them Monday and tell them I won't be back."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why are you going to quit?"
"Isn't that what I have to do?"
"Why do you have to do that?"
"How can I start to mend the damage if I don't at least quit for starters?"
"Is that what you want to do, mend the damage? Why?"
"Because I love you and I don't want to lose you."
"If that is true, why have you been cheating on me?"
"I don't really know. It was exciting and I loved all the sex I was getting and being paid for it made it even more exciting and it wasn't hurting us. In fact we were having even more sex than we used to."
"So, what you are telling me is that if there is a choice between me and the job, you chose me?"
"Yes, of course."
"If the choice is between me and Lenny, Paulson, McNeil and Olsen you would still take me."
"Yes."
"How about the choice between me and Dale?"
"Don't be a bonehead, I'm always going to pick you baby. Won't you please get it through that thick skull of yours that I love you?"
"Dale will be heartbroken to hear that. He's fallen in love with you."
"I'm sorry, but I've already told him that I like him as a friend, but that I love you and I'm not going to leave you."
"One more question - be honest now - if I hadn't found out about it would you have kept on doing it?"
She was quiet for a moment and then she said, "Yes, I would have."
"Yet even though you say that you would have kept on if I hadn't found out, you would still be willing to give up the job and all of the extra sex if I just say I forgive you and want you to stay my wife?"
"Yes, God damn you, yes! You can be such an asshole some times. You know I love you."
"You love me, but you like to fuck other guys?"
She looked down at the floor and said, "Yes. I love you and I like fucking other guys."
"Okay."
"Okay what?"
"Okay, so go ahead and fuck other guys."
Mimi looked at me, stunned by what I'd just said. "You don't care?"
"No"
"If you don't care what was all this bullshit about just now?"
"It was about trust Mimi, trust and love. You were lying to me and you were cheating on me. I had to know if you loved me. If you love me I can live with you fucking other men. What I couldn't live with was the thought that you were with other men because you didn't love me any more."
"Oh god, baby, I'm so sorry. I never meant to cause you pain" and she got up and came around the table and sat down on my lap. "I'm yours baby, and I always will be, no matter what."
"There is a catch to my letting you go out and have your fun. You have to tell me what you do and with whom. I want to hear all about it when you get home, and you have to keep Dale happy."
"I'll do better than come home and tell you about it baby, I'll bring them home with me and you can watch or even join in."
We spent the rest of the afternoon chasing each other around the house. I made a phone call around five and told Mimi to go put on her sexiest pair of high heels. And at six-fifteen when the doorbell rang I made her answer the door naked except for the heels. I heard her squeal with delight as she opened the door and found Dale standing there. That night I had my first threesome and watched as my wife sucked and fucked my best friend into exhaustion. I woke up in the morning to a bouncing bed and found Mimi and Dale going at it hot and heavy and not one of us put on clothes until Dale went home at seven in the evening.
It has been four months since that weekend and in those four months I've seen Mimi with anywhere from one to seven guys, some times from the closet and some times from up close as I participated. She is fucking Dale almost as much as she is fucking me and he spends quite a few weekends with us. The first gangbang I got to see from the closet was when she brought Paulson and four of his friend's home one night. He told her that he would give her an extra fifteen hundred if she would do them all on her marriage bed. She found out later that he has a thing for fucking other men's wives and he especially gets off fucking them on their own beds behind their husbands back. This Thursday Paulson wants to bring two other girls from the lounge and eleven of his friends over (I'm supposed to be out of town) and I told Mimi that I didn't think that I could stay in the closet for as long as that would take. She grinned and told me that she had already handled it.



"I told him that Thursday wouldn't be good for me because I usually spent the nights when my hubby was out of town with my boyfriend. He thinks it's kinky that I have a steady boyfriend in addition to all the other fucking I do. He told me to bring you, that he would like to meet you. Think you can make it?"
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My best friend Dale met the girl he married while he was in college and I didn't meet her until the day of the wedding. I watched Anita walk down the aisle toward us (I was Dale's best man) and I wished to God I could fuck her - she was that nice! Well, it is one year later and I have been fucking Nita for a couple of months now and it doesn't look as if she plans on stopping, at least not anytime soon.
It happened because about six months ago I got an invitation from Nita to suck her pussy, fuck her, and do anything else to her that my little heart desired. It was by mistake of course, but I eventually found myself in a position to take advantage of that mistake.
It was Valentine's Day and when I got home from work I got my mail out of my mailbox and took it to the kitchen table to read it. There were a couple of bills, a flyer from Safeway and a half dozen Valentine's Day cards. One of them had unfamiliar handwriting so I opened it first. The card was homemade and on the outside it said, "Happy Valentine's Day you fucking stud. Open the card to get your Valentine's Day gift certificates."
I opened the card and inside were six photos of a very naked Nita in several sexually suggestive poses and an eight by ten piece of paper with a note attached. The eight by ten sheet had been sectioned off into little boxes that said things like "Good for one blow job, including swallowing" and "Good for one all night ass fuck." "My favorite was "Good for as much pussy as you can handle for one week." The attached note said, "Dale - I couldn't figure out what to get you so I thought I'd give you what you seem to like the most - love, Nita."
Somehow or other Nita had gotten the cards mixed up and I had received the one meant for Dale. I wondered what would happen if I showed up at his house and tried to redeem the coupons; Nita would probably call the cops. I debated calling Nita and telling her about her mistake, but decided against it. It would have caused a major embarrassment between her, Dale and I. And besides, I would have had to return the pictures. That night I got a panicky call from Dale, "Did you get your Valentine from Rita yet?"
I told him no and the he said, "When you do get it please don't open it, okay? She got a couple of them mixed up and a pretty naughty one meant for me got sent out by mistake."
He called everyday for the rest of the week, but I always said that I never got the card. Eventually he stopped calling, but I know that for the next couple of weeks he was looking at every one to whom Nita had sent a card to see if they acted any different around him.
It was three weeks after Valentine's Day when I saw Nita again. It was at a dance at the Elks and all night long every time I looked in her direction I caught her looking at me. The look on her face said it all; "It was you! I know it was you that got that Valentine."
I danced with her three times that night and I could "feel" that she was waiting for me to make some remark that would let her know for sure. During the third dance I said, "Curiosity has been killing me for the last couple of weeks. What was in that Valentine that you sent out that has Dale in such a dither?"
Nita gave me a coy smile and said, "Are you telling me that you don't already know?"
I grinned and said, "Yes, I don't already know, but I want to."
Nita gave me a long searching look before saying, "It was something of a very, very personal nature and I hope to God that it never shows up in public."
No fear of that my sweet I thought, I'm not sharing that with anyone. I saw her again three weeks later when I threw a little party at my apartment. A little way into the party Nita came up to me and said, "Can I prowl through your digs? I've never seen the apartment of a confirmed bachelor before."
I'd had a hunch that she might want to snoop around because I was certain that she was certain that I had been the one to receive the wayward Valentine. I had already taken the incriminating evidence and removed it from the apartment for this party so I told her to go ahead and feel free to wander to her hearts content, "But stay out of my top dresser drawer. That's where I keep all of my really personal stuff."
Knowing that now that would be the first place she would go to I had already 'salted the mine' or 'primed the pump' by putting a lot of sexual material in that drawer. I have dated and slept with quite a few free spirited ladies and I had photos of myself with all of them in various forms of sexual endeavor. There were even a few of me in a threesome with Linda and Nancy, who were also at the party with their husbands who didn't, by the way, know about their wives extra-curricular activities. Nita was going to get an eyeful.
An hour later I was in the kitchen filling an ice bucket when Nita came in. "You old dog you. Linda and Nancy at the same time?"
I looked at her with reproach on my face and she chuckled, "Save the indignation Romeo. You knew as soon as you said stay out of that drawer that I would head right for it and you know what I was looking for. I know you got Dale's Valentine."
I started to say something but Nita put a finger to my lips and said, "Don't bother to deny it. I sat down and reviewed every card I sent out and only two of them were big enough to hold what I put inside - yours and Dale's."
I kissed the finger that she had against my lips and said, "That may very well be, but that does not mean that our efficient postal service ever got it to my door. And if they ever do manage to get it here you know that my curiosity is going to make me open it so you might just as well tell me what I'll find."
She gave me a small smile and said, "Something that will fit in very well with the rest of what you have in your top drawer. Just out of curiosity, Linda and Nancy before they got married?"
I gave her what I hoped looked like an evil grin, "Nope. Every Tuesday and Thursday."
"It isn't very gentlemanly of you to brag about it."
"Who's bragging? Until you went snooping in my bedroom there were only three people in the world who knew about it. Now you know and since you asked the question I answered it. It is still a secret unless you tell."
She shook her head no, "I happen to like both of them so I wouldn't want to do anything to ruin their fun," and then she surprised me; she raised up on her toes and kissed me on the mouth and then said, "or yours" and she left me standing in the kitchen.
Over the next couple of weeks I saw Nita three or four times and she would always ask me if her card had shown up yet an I always said no, but I was keeping my eyes open for it. One day I got a call from Dale telling me that his company was sending him out of town on business for a couple of days and asking me if I would mind him telling Nita that she could call me if she had any problems or needed help. I told him that he already knew the answer to that and he laughed and said that he knew I wouldn't let him down, but it was only polite to ask.
The very next night I got a call from Nita. She had a flat tire and when she went to change it she found that the spare was flat too. Could I please come to her rescue? I drove over and picked her up and then took both tires to a service station to get them repaired. They told us it would be about two hours before they would be ready so I drove Nita back to my apartment and invited her up for coffee while we waited. About half way through my cup of coffee I suddenly sat up and said, "Oh shit! I've got to get you out of here," and I started digging through my pockets for my car keys. I handed them to Nita, "Hurry. You need to get out of here."
She looked at me, "Why?" "Because it's Tuesday night and Nancy and Linda will be getting here and minute now."
We stood up from the table and headed for the door just as the buzzer rang.
The problem with apartments is that there is only one door.
"Well, it looks like Linda and Nancy are going to find out that you know about them."
Nita was looking around frantically for a place to hide which is another problem with apartments - there is no place to hide.
"I'll go into the bedroom and you get rid of them; tell them you have the flu or something, a headache, whatever," and she hurried into the bedroom before I could say no.
I had absolutely no intention of giving up my evening with the two girls. I enjoyed the hell out of the two of them and I was not about to do anything that might fuck up my arrangement with them. I answered the door and found the two of them standing there, "It took you long enough. We were beginning to think you didn't want us anymore," and they both walked in and headed straight for the bedroom.
Oh well, I thought, this should be interesting as I followed along behind them, but when we entered the room Nita was no where in sight. The bed was too low to hide under and I know she didn't risk the drop from the third floor to the ground so that meant she had ducked into the closet. Well, if she was watching she got to see Linda suck my cock while I ate Nancy, Linda sit on my face while Nancy bounced up and down on my cock, Nancy take my cock from behind while she licked Linda and Linda take me in her ass while she ate Nancy. There were a few more things we did before the girls got dressed and said goodbye including Linda and Nancy going sixty-nine on each other while I took pictures. I walked them to the door and then returned to the bedroom to face the wrath of Nita.
I walked into the bedroom expecting to find Nita getting ready to throw something at me, but instead I found her taking off her clothes, "You bastard! You were supposed to get rid of them, not bring them in here. Now look at what you've gone and done to me."
She laid down on the bed and looked up at me. I know I said earlier that I wanted to fuck her the first time I saw her and the thought that I'd love to was never very far from my mind. But Dale was my buddy and I never intended to make a move on his wife and I said so, "I can't Nita. Dale is my best friend and you are his wife."
"Don't give me any of that shit! You let this happen to me, you have to take care of me. Dale isn't here to do it - you are!"
I shrugged, "Just what do you want me to do?"
"I don't care damn it, just do something."
What the hell, why not? I went over to the dresser and opened the top drawer and got out the Valentine gift certificate and handed it to her, "You choose."
She looked at it and said, "You asshole. I knew you had it."
She ripped off one the coupons and handed it to me and I read it, "Good for one all night fuck session, or for as long as you can get it up." I looked down at her and she looked me straight in the eye, "Hurry God damn it. I need it bad." I fucked her twice and then she had me take her home, "I need to be there when he calls." When Dale called I was fucking her for the third time of the evening and she made me get off of her while she got on her knees and then she motioned me to take her from behind while she talked to him. She told him about the flat and how I'd ridden to the rescue and how I was going to drive her back to pick up the tires in the morning, "He's taking very good care of me baby. I'm glad you have good friends like that, friends I can depend on when I need something. Oh yes baby, I thanked him. Yes baby, I love you to. See you day after tomorrow. Bye."
I came in Nita twice more that night and got several state of the art blow jobs and then feel asleep next to her. She woke me with a blow job and asked me if I could call in sick to work. "I need time to redeem a few more coupons."
I don't get to see Nita as often as I would like; we can only get together when Dale goes out of town. When he goes it is usually for four or five days at a time and Nita and I engage in nonstop sex when it happens. Yesterday was my birthday and I got a card in the mail from Nita and inside were two pages of coupons, some of them very interesting indeed. I'm especially looking forward to the one that says, "Good for one wild night with you, Linda and Nancy." That should be very interesting indeed.
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I had known Daniel and Pam for over ten years and I considered them very good friends. But I do have to admit that I would have loved to get a whole lot friendlier with Pam if given the chance. Blonde, blue-eyed, five feet nine with a chest that probably came in at 36C. Unfortunately Pam was in love with Daniel and she never gave any indication that she would consider playing around.
I was sitting in the gate area at Detroit Metropolitan Airport waiting to board the flight home to Denver when a soft voice behind me said, "Hi there stranger" and I turned around to see Pam and her two boys standing there. She had taken the boys to visit their grand parents in Bay City and was returning to Denver on the same flight I was waiting for. She sat with me and we made small talk while the two boys ran up and down the concourse. I kept glancing at the clock as flight time came closer and closer without any of the boarding announcements being made and as an experienced traveler I knew that it wasn't a good sign. Finally they announced that the flight was being delayed for thirty minutes because of a maintenance problem. Thirty minutes later came another announcement that there would be a further delay because the aircraft would need to go to the maintenance hanger. I got up and went to the bank of phones behind the gate area and made a phone call and went back to sit down.
Half-hour later the announcement I had been expecting came - the flight was cancelled. It was too late to catch a flight on another carrier (they deny it of course, but that was the plan all along) so there was nothing for it but to get a room for the night. I saw a worried look on Pam's face and I asked her what was wrong. She said she couldn't afford a room, that she and the boys would have to stay and sleep in the boarding area. "I didn't expect this and I used the last of my money to take the boys on the boat to Boblo and the only credit card I have with me is maxed out."
I told her that there was no way I was going to leave her to sleep in the airport, "Dan would kill me if he found out I was here and didn't help you. Besides, I was expecting this to happen and to beat the rush I already called the Ramada and reserved two rooms."
The rooms turned out to be adjoining and after we had settled in I took her and the boys out to dinner. When we had eaten Pam let the boys go to the kids arcade so they could play and Pam and I went into the lounge for an after dinner drink. We made small talk for a while and then I noticed a band setting up.
"You know, of course, that you are going to have to pay a price for my helping you today."
Pam got the strangest look on her face and it hit me how she might have taken what I'd just said so I pointed over to where the band was setting up, "You are going to have to dance with me as soon as they start playing."
Her face relaxed and she smiled. We had two more drinks before the band started up and I led her out onto the floor. It wasn't the first time that I had danced with Pam, but it was the first time when Dan and my wife weren't around. We had a few more drinks, several more dances and then she said she needed to go and check up on the boys. I really didn't expect her to come back and so I began looking around the room to see if there were any unattached women. I found one sitting alone at a table in the back corner of the room and I was halfway out of my seat when I heard, "Ain't that just like a man. I'm not gone for ten minutes and he's ready to replace me."
I sat back down and gave Pam a sheepish grin and told her that I hadn't expected her back.
"You've got to be kidding! I've just spent two weeks cooped up with relatives and two rambunctious boys and you think I'm going to pass up a chance to relax and have a good time? I've put the boys to bed and outside of checking on them occasionally I expect to stay here, let you keep my glass full and my feet on the dance floor."
Just my fucking luck, I thought, everything in place to seduce her and her kids are here. Something must have shown on my face and Pam misread it. She glanced at the woman alone at the table and said, "Or am I going to cramp your style?"
I smiled back at her and smiled, "No sweetie, I'm yours for the night."
I'm not much of a drinker so after four drinks I switched to soda water, but Pam stayed with vodka tonics. We were on the floor for almost all of the dances and while the fast ones weren't much of a bother the slow ones were killers. On the slow ones Pam moved into me and it was impossible for her not to feel my erection. She didn't say a word, but she didn't back off either and I wondered if she was being a tease or if she'd a few too many vodka tonics. Either way I didn't care, she might have felt my cock poking her leg, but I had those magnificent 36C's pressed into my chest. We had just finished a fast number and I said that we needed to be calling it a night since we had an early flight to catch. The band struck up a slow number and Pam said, "Just one more please?"
She moved into me and every inch of me was plastered to every inch of her and my erection was almost painful. I knew I would be masturbating as soon as I got into my room and got my pants off. Her leg stayed in contact with my cock and it was all I could do to keep from kissing her. When the song ended I walked her to the rooms and she stood on tiptoe and kissed my cheek, thanked me for a very nice evening and went into her room.
I was sitting on my bed, stroking my cock, when I heard a click and the door to the adjoining room opened and Pam came in and closed the door behind her. She saw what I was doing, "Oh no. Don't do that, I want it" and she let her robe slip from her shoulders. She was naked and she was glorious. She climbed on the bed with me, took my head in both of her hands and gave me a very long french kiss. And then I felt one of her hands grasp my cock and begin to stroke it. Pam broke the kiss and I got all stupid and said, "What about Dan?"
Pam said, "He's not here and you are. What he doesn't know won't hurt him" and she lowered her head to my cock. She rubbed it over her lips and then licked the glans and the underside and then she took it in her mouth and deep throated me. She licked and sucked on me for almost five minutes; every time she sensed I was going to cum she backed off and finally I couldn't hold back any more and I told her I was going to cum. She clamped her lips tightly around me and when I blew she gulped and swallowed every last drop. When I was limp she pulled her mouth off me, raised herself up and kissed me again. She used her tongue to push a little glob of my own cum into my mouth and when I swapped tongues with her I got the feeling that I had just passed some kind of test. She leaned back and spread her legs and told me it was my turn. I started licking and sucking her pussy and she began to moan. Her head was rolling from side to side, she was squirming and grinding her pussy into my face and then she gave a little cry, grabbed the back of my head and mashed her pussy against my mouth and had an orgasm.
While she recovered her breath I got up and moved between her legs. As I slid my cock into her pussy she shifted her hips to better accommodate me. Even with the juices from her orgasm she was tight and I had to ease into her inch by inch. Pam suddenly pushed up at me causing me to bottom out, "Stop teasing me damn it, just fuck me, fuck me hard."
Pam was one hot fuck! Her cunt felt like a velvet glove and I started fucking her as hard as I could. I was torn between making it last and giving her the good, hard reaming she wanted. Her ass was thrusting up at me to meet my strokes and I knew that I wasn't going to last much longer. I could feel Pam trembling and building up for another orgasm and all of a sudden she cried, "Yes, oh yes, fuck me, fuck meeeeee..." and she had the most intense orgasm I had ever seen. Seconds later I erupted inside her hot, squirming pussy.
We lay there in the ward afterglow of complete sexual satisfaction. Pam got up on an elbow and looked at me. "You do this often, when you are on the road I mean?"
"Every chance I get."
"What does Merrily think about it?"
"We have a Clinton arrangement."
"What does that mean?"
"It is the same as Clinton's policy was for gays in the military, don't ask, don't tell."
"You mean she screws around too?"
"If I know Merrily, right now she has a cock down her throat, up her ass, or in her pussy or maybe all three."
"You don't care?"
"When I'm home she fucks me to death and spoils me rotten. Why should I care what she does when I'm not there? How about you?"
"I usually spend a night or two with old boyfriends when I visit. I couldn't find any of them this time." I felt her hand on my cock, "He's not done, is he?"
"I surely hope not" as I reached over and tweaked one of her nipples. She moaned and swung over me and we settled into a sixty-nine and in less than three minutes she had me standing tall again. We made love twice more before Pam got up and put on her robe. Just before she opened the connecting door she said, "I don't do things like this at home so you know that this was a one time only, right?" I nodded my head that yes I understood that. She gave me a dazzling smile and said, "It was a great night lover, thank you" and she went into her room.
Three weeks later I was sitting in my office when the phone rang. I answered it and a voice said, "Hello lover. You remember when I said that it was a one time only?" Before I could answer she said, "Well, I lied. How soon can you get to room 162 at the Best Western at exit 184?"
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John and Wanda, our next door neighbors, won a free trip to Las Vegas and they asked me if I would feed their cats while they were gone. My wife Phyllis was out of town visiting her folks and I didn't have anything better to do so I said that I would. John gave me a key, showed me where the Meow Mix was and then he and Wanda took off. When I went over to feed the cats on the first day I saw a picture portrait of Wanda on the wall and it got me to thinking. John was an amateur photographer and he was always taking pictures. Wanda was a fox and I just knew that John must have done some nudes of her so after I fed the cats I went looking. It took about an hour but I finally found what I was looking for on the top shelf of the bedroom closet - three photo albums and over half a dozen videotapes. I took them home with me and settled down to see what Wanda had been hiding under her clothes.
The scrapbooks were eye openers. I never would have figured that John and Wanda could be so kinky. There were hundreds of nudes of Wanda and in almost half of them John had photographed her pushing an amazing number of things up her pussy and asshole. There were beer cans, wine bottles, candles, polish sausages and an assortment of dildos. He had also set the camera on a tripod and used a remote or a timer so he could take photos of the two of them together. My favorite was one of John buried in Wanda's ass while she had her head on a pillow and was smiling at the camera. It made my cock hard - extremely hard. Next I turned my attention to the videos and learned some else about my neighbors. In the very first scene on the first tape I saw Wanda with three cocks in her and not one of them was John. I counted thirty-one different men fucking Wanda on that first tape in ones, twos, and threes and I pretty much beat myself raw watching it. It was a six-hour tape and what with work and other things it took me two days to see it all. There wasn't anyway that I was going to be able to watch all seven of the rest before John and Wanda got home so I got busy and copied them and set them aside so I could watch them at my leisure. I'd made a diagram when I'd taken the stuff so I went back and put every thing back just the way I found it. I'd never be able to look at Wanda again without getting an immediate hard on and it wouldn't matter if she was in a ratty old bathrobe and with her hair in curlers.
By the time John and Wanda had come home I had watched another tape and a half. The tape that I'd only seen half of was driving me crazy. It was Wanda having a gangbang and I counted fourteen different guys who were fucking her non-stop. There were blacks, Latinos, Asians, whites, you name it and Wanda was taking them on in every hole that she had. The most memorable scene so far had her with a cock in her ass, one in her pussy and she was being held up so she could jack two guys off with her hands while alternating between two other guys with her mouth as they stood in front of her. My cock was so sore from my beating it that I could barely touch it and I had to stop watching the tape so I could leave my meat alone. Phyllis was due home and after being gone two weeks she was going to be horny as all get out and I had to make sure my dick was in condition to take care of her. She always wanted to fuck three or four times a night every night for the first two or three weeks she was back from visiting her family and this time was no exception.
With Phyllis home I was not able to watch Wanda's videos until Thursday rolled around and Phyllis went to her weekly bridge game. That Thursday I was finally able to finish the gangbang video before Phyllis got home and for once she didn't have to come after me when she got home. I met her at the door and fucked her on the floor right in the entryway before going upstairs and screwing until we were both exhausted. I was so exhausted that I called in sick the next morning and stayed home. Around ten Phyllis said she was going shopping so as soon as she was out the door I got out another one of Wanda's tapes and put it in the VCR. The tape started out showing nine guys taking off their clothes. Obviously it was going to be another gangbang video and I thought that if it was as hot as the last one Phyllis was going to get another workout when she got home. The camera panned across the room and moved to the head of the stairs and a vision of pure sex appeared. Nylons, garterbelt and "come fuck me" pumps were all that she had on as Phyllis came down the stairs.
I sat there in stunned disbelief as my wife reached the bottom of the steps and then went walking among the naked men who were waiting for her. Men reached out and caressed her tits, her ass, pulled her into embraces and kissed her while she reached down and stroked their already hard cocks. She walked to a chair in the middle of the room, took a hat off the chair, sat down and then held the hat above her head. One by one the nine men came forward and took a piece of paper out of the hat. When everyone had a piece of paper Phyllis tossed the hat aside and a large black man walked up to her and gave his paper. The men had apparently drawn lots to see in what order they were going to fuck her. She smiled up at the black and then got up and he sat down on the chair, Phyllis knelt down in front of him and began licking his cock and playing with his balls and then I watched as her red-lipsticked mouth closed around his cock and she started sucking him off. After several minutes she got up and turned her back on the man and slowly lowered herself down on his cock. Once she had bottomed out she sat still for a few moments while another man stepped forward and gave his piece of paper. She looked at it, smiled up at him and then she opened her mouth and the man stepped forward and his cock went into her mouth. She gripped his ass with both hands and sucked his cock as she began to raise and lower herself on the black man.
I lost sight of Phyllis as other men crowded around her and began stroking her tits, ass and legs. Then John, I assumed that it was John working the camera, said something and the men all got out of the way so he could keep Phyllis in the center of the lens. After several minutes I saw white fluid coming out of the corners of her mouth and I saw her throat working as she tried to swallow the mans offering. And then the black man must have cum because she got up and a new man sat down on the chair and another man stepped forward to offer his cock to her mouth. After about five minutes I once again saw white leaking out of her mouth and then when the man she was sitting on emptied himself into her she was moved to an air mattress on the floor and it turned into a straight gangbang as one after another the men used her. I hoped to god she had her diaphragm in, and her sponge and a gallon or two of spermicide because I sure hadn't seen any rubbers being used. Phyllis took them two at a time and sometimes three at a time and after one man was done another took his place. The date stamp on the tape said that it was taken on a Thursday about a year ago. So much for her Thursday night card game with the girls. Some of the guys had already fucked her three times and the tape still had a third to run when I heard the automatic garage door opener start to hum. I put the tape away and hurried down into the basement where I could putter around in my workshop while I thought about what I had just found out.
I won't say I wasn't turned on by what I'd seen my wife doing because I was. My dick was just as hard from watching Phyllis as it had gotten watching Wanda. But it wasn't Wanda that I had just watched - it was my wife! It was the woman I'd been married to, been faithful to for over seven years. How could the woman I loved, the woman who told me daily that she loved me do something like what she had been doing on that tape? How could she do that and then come home and tell me that she loved me and couldn't live without me? How many times had she done it between the date on that tape and now? When she went to visit her parents twice a year did she spend all of her time visiting with them? Did she really go to Tupperware parties and Avon parties and bridal showers? I had so much to think about and what I really wanted to do was go upstairs and fuck Phyllis until she couldn't walk. Other things started to occur to me. Phyllis was always her horniest when she came home from her visits to her folks, her card nights and her other outside activities. Did she have some psychological need to fuck me to death after being unfaithful to me? Then there was the ego thing. I'd always thought that Phyllis and I had a great sex life and now I began to wonder if she strayed because I wasn't man enough for her. I mean I was pretty sure she hadn't gone from me straight to gangbangs; there must have been a lover or two in between.
I heard footsteps on the stairs and I turned to see Phyllis standing there. She was wearing nylons, garterbelt, CFM high heels and a bustier that lifted up her tits but didn't cover them up.
"What do you think? I bought it see if it would make your dick hard."
As I stood there looking at her standing there on the stairs with that 'I'm going to fuck you to death' look on her face and I knew that there was no way that I was ever going to let her go no matter who and how many she fucked. I swept everything off the workbench with my arm and I fucked her right then and there. Then we went upstairs and did it again and again and again. I just could not keep my hands off of the little slut. I would finish, swear that I couldn't get it up again and Phyllis would look up at me, "Please baby, just one more time" and I would think of her sliding up and down on the cock of that black guy sitting on the chair and I would get hard all over again. By the time Monday morning rolled around I was looking forward to going to work just so I could get some rest.
Thursday night I pulled up and parked just up the street from the house and then used my cell phone to call Phyllis and tell her I would be late. Half an hour later Phyllis backed her car out of the drive, drove to the corner and turned right. I was all set to follow, but a right turn took her into a cul-de-sac and a street that dead-ended. By going that way she couldn't even get out of the neighborhood. I got out of my car and ran home and managed to get to the kitchen and look out in time to see Phyllis cross John and Wanda's back yard and go in their back door. I went home and waited until dark and then I put on some dark clothes and went out to play peeping tom. I walked around John and Wanda's house twice but the place was closed up tight and I couldn't see a thing. I went back home and got out the tape that I hadn't finished and sat down to watch it. Porno can be pretty repetitive and can get boring in a hurry and sometimes the tape of Phyllis might have seemed that way to someone else, but to me it wasn't. Just the fact that it was Phyllis - my Phyllis that was taking all that cock kept it exciting. When the tape ended I rewound it and watched the chair sequence again. My cock was harder than I could ever remember, but I wouldn't touch it. I made myself wait for Phyllis. At ten-thirty I was at the kitchen window with the lights off watching the back of John and Wanda's house. At ten-fifty Phyllis came out and cut through the neighboring yards to where she had parked her car. I was in bed when she came into the bedroom, "Good. You're awake. I was afraid I was going to have to wake you up." She climbed into bed with me and she smelled of fresh soap so I knew she had cleaned up before coming home. She was still very wet as far as her pussy was concerned and I asked her why she always came home from her card parties with a hot wet cunt.
"All that the girls talk about is their husbands, boyfriends and lovers. By the time I get done hearing about cock size, who eats pussy and how good they do it and who is fucking who I am so hot that I am dripping wet and I can't wait to get home to you and your cock."
Knowing what she had probably been doing and that I was getting sloppy seconds turned me into a sex maniac and I fucked her four times before I had to quit so I could get a little rest before I had to go to work.
The anger that I initially felt over her betrayal is gone now and so is the fear that I might lose her. She still treats me as if I am the only man in the world for her (even though I know I'm not) and I have accepted the fact that she is a slut, but she is MY slut. Surprisingly I have no desire to hide and watch or to find some way to take part in what she is doing. It is enough for me to know what she is doing and that she rushes home to me when she is done. I still have a couple of tapes that I haven't watched yet and hopefully they will have more of Phyllis on them. If not, I'll have to find a way to get into John and Wanda's house to see if they have made any more tapes that I can copy. Maybe in six months or so I can find a way to fake another contest and send them two tickets to Vegas so I can get asked to feed their cats again.



            Becoming A Slut Wife: Roberta

            A mistake, but an enjoyable one.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/becoming-a-slut-wife-roberta

Title: Becoming A Slut Wife: Roberta

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A mistake, but an enjoyable one.

Tags: 

Series: Becoming a Slut Wife


I am a slut wife! I didn't used to be one. For the first fifteen years of our marriage I was totally faithful to my husband. Not that I didn't have chances to be unfaithful because I did - lots of them - but I love my husband and couldn't bring myself to cheat on him. So how ironic is it that he turned me into a whore?
My husband is a regional sales manager for a large electronics company here in Denver. One of his duties is to act as host of the cocktail parties that take place at conventions, sales seminars, etc. I usually attend these events with him and we always take a room at the hotel where the event is held. In this day and age of DUI's it just doesn't pay to take a chance on getting stopped driving home with the smell of alcohol on your breath. I like to attend these events because even though I didn't cheat on my husband I did enjoy the attention I got from the out of town businessmen and all the harmless flirting that went on. Just a little over two years ago I was at one of those parties when I began to feel a little woozy. I told my husband that I was going to go up to our room and lie down for a while. By the time I got up to the room I had made up my mind that I was not going to go back to the party so I undressed and went to bed.
I don't know how long I was there before I heard the room door open, but it did seem like it was a little soon for my husband to be coming up. He was usually the last one to leave and those parties sometimes went until the early hours of the morning. I thought that maybe he was just coming up to check on me until I heard him undressing. He climbed into bed and soon I felt his mouth on my breast and then his tongue teased my nipple. I was half-asleep and decided to just lay there and enjoy the attention. Pretty soon his hand moved down between my legs and I spread them wide to give him better access. He spent several minutes fingering my pussy and I became hotter and hotter. When he moved over me and the head of his cock split my pussy lips I was more than ready for him. I pulled my knees back to my shoulders as he pushed home and I began to moan as he fucked me. I'm very vocal in bed so I was crooning, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes baby, fuck me, fuck me hard."
After a couple of minutes of hard fucking the voice of a man who was not my husband said, "God honey, you are one hot fuck."
I opened my eyes and looked up into the face of a man I'd never seen before.
"Henry said I was going to love you, that you were a magnificent piece of ass and he was right. Shove that pussy at me honey."
I was confused. Henry was my husband's name. Did he send this guy up to fuck me? Why would he do that? Why would he even think that I would go along with something like that? The only thing I knew at that point was there wasn't any way I was going to get this stranger to stop even if I wanted him to. In all honesty I was too far gone to stop and I just kept humping back up at him and kept telling him to fuck me harder. About two seconds before the man said, "I'm gonna cum sweetie, I'm gonna cum"
I had a mind blowing orgasm and as the man collapsed on top of me I was determined to have another one just like it. I rolled out from under the man and attacked his limp cock with my mouth. I had no idea who he was or how he had ended up in my bed, but I was determined to fuck his brains out before I let him get out of my room.
The man surprised me. I was sucking his cock, determined to get him hard again, when he grabbed my hips and pulled me over his face. He slid his tongue into my cum filled pussy and I almost came again. I'd never had a man eat my pussy after cumming in it - not even Henry had done that.
I was bobbing up and down on the man's dick and I saw the door begin to open. I tensed up, fully expecting to see Henry walk into the room, but instead of my husband I saw two more strangers. They walked into the room as if they belonged there and started to undress. By the time they were naked my unknown lover had rolled me onto my back and was fucking me fast and furious. On of the new comers walked over to the side of the bed nearest my head and pushed his cock at my mouth. At first I was reluctant to open my mouth and take it, but then I realized that there was no way I was going to fight off three guys, especially when one of them was already buried bone deep in me. I opened my mouth and started sucking his cock.
For the next two hours the three of them took turns on me. They did things to me that I'd never even heard of. I wouldn't have thought it was possible, but at one time all three of them had their cocks in me. When they finally left I was close to exhaustion. I got off the bed and I was headed for the shower to clean up before Henry got there when I noticed some money on the dresser. It hadn't been there earlier and when I counted it I found there was three hundred dollars. I was standing there trying to figure out what was going on when the phone rang. I answered it and a woman asked "Is Henry there?" I told her no, that he was probably still at the cocktail party and I asked her if she wanted me to take a message. "Tell him Jenny called and that the clients never showed up. I'll call him sometime tomorrow." As I hung up the phone it suddenly hit me as to what must have happened. Henry had set three of his clients up with a hooker and had mistakenly given them our room key instead of the key to the room where Jenny was waiting. The money on the dresser was apparently a tip for good service.
I was sound asleep when Henry got to the room so it wasn't until the next morning that I could relay Jenny's message. I saw the confusion on his face and he said, "That can't be. I saw Ray and Andy before they left and they told me that she had been a holy terror in bed. In fact, they made me promise that I would set them up with her the next time they came to town."
I didn't say anything and he got out of bed and got a notebook out of his brief case. He looked up a number and then made a phone call.
"Hi Jenny. I got your message. Not at all? Okay babe, thanks anyway. (short laugh) Yeah babe, I know you don't give refunds."
He hung up the phone. "Jenny didn't see them, but somebody sure did. I'm in deep shit. Ray and Andy are my two best accounts and they are going to expect me to provide them with the girl they had last night and I don't have a clue as to who it may have been."
I hadn't planned on ever saying anything to Henry about the previous night, but all of a sudden I realized that I had loved every minute of it and that I wanted to do it again.
"How much do you pay Jenny?"
"Why?"
"Humor me. What does she get?"
"Usually three hundred, but for more than one guy it's three plus an additional two for each guy."
"So last night cost you seven hundred? How would you like to cut your cost from last night to four hundred and your cost for the next time to zero?"
"What are you getting at?"
"Before I tell you let me ask you a question, no - make that two questions. How strong is our marriage, and how much do you love me?"
He smiled and said, "If you have to ask that it must not be a strong as I thought and as for the second I must not be doing a very good job of showing you how much you mean to me."
"Do you love me enough to trust that I would never do anything that would cause me to lose you?"
Henry took me into his arms and said, "You couldn't possibly do anything that would ever make me give you up."
"I certainly hope so lover, but I guess we are about to find out."
I got up and went to my purse and when I came back I handed Henry the three hundred from the night before.
"What's this?"
"That's the tip the Ray and Andy and the other guy gave me last night."
Henry sat there stunned as I told him what had happened and about getting Jenny's phone call.
"So, the three hundred cuts your cost last night to four hundred. All you have to do now is decide if we keep the money in the family from now on. Neither one of us meant for last night to happen, but the fact of the matter is that it did and I enjoyed the hell out of it and I would not mind doing it again. If I do it has to be with your blessing. You have to decide if you want to pay Jenny to do it or get me to do it for free. You don't have to decide right now, but you will have to make a decision by the time Ray and Andy come back. When do you think that will be?"
"Two weeks" he said in a low voice. "OH fuck! What the hell am I going to do?"
"For right now lover, how about fucking your own personal whore" and I led him to the bed.
In the two years since then I have serviced over one hundred of Henry's customers and I have loved every minute of it. What makes it even better is that Henry can't keep his hands off me when I come back from one of my meetings. I've had to stop attending the company's cocktail parties and I have to meet his customers at a different hotel from where the parties are held; it wouldn't do for it to get out that I'm Henry's wife. I usually see Ray and Andy about twice a month and both of them have asked me to marry them - a fact that I hold over Henry's head - "Be careful sweetie, I have options now."
The only thing I haven't done that I want to do is have a good gangbang. Other than the three I did that very first night I've never done more than two men since then. Henry does have a few customers who like group sex, but Henry won't let me do them. He always uses Jenny for that but one day she won't be available and I'll get my chance. Until then I'll just have to be satisfied with the two or three a week that Henry sets me up with. God, but I do love it and I hope to god I never have to quit.
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"How much do you love me," asked my wife of ten years as we sipped our morning coffee. That question has been known to strike fear in the hearts of most men and I was no exception. I sat opposite Terry and contemplated how best to answer all the while knowing full well that I was being set up for something.
"Even more important" she went on, "How much do you trust me?"
Now I knew that I was in big trouble, but all I could do was answer truthfully and wait for the hammer to fall.
"I love you absolutely and I trust you implicitly. Why?"
It was her turn to contemplate and it was several seconds before she said, "Enough to let me live out a fantasy?"
I didn't have a clue as to what was coming next because in our entire marriage we had never before discussed fantasies. For one thing I didn't have any and I had no idea that she did.
"How am I supposed to answer that? Without knowing what it is that you are asking for I'm certainly not going to give you a blanket yes."
She cocked an eye at me, "Why not, if as you say you trust me implicitly?"
"The subject is too broad sweetie. Trust you not to do something that will destroy our marriage? Trust you not to do something that would kill my love for you? Trust you to leave for five years to discover yourself - to find the real you - and then to come back to me? I need to know what you want."
She gave me a long look, "The first two on your list pretty much cover it. I want you to let me do something that I've always wanted to do, but haven't done because I love you too much. I want you to let me make love to another man and to trust that I won't let it hurt our marriage or do anything that would cost me your love."
I was stunned. I mean, how the hell do you respond to something like that? I was pretty much speechless and for several minutes I just stared across the table at her. Finally I said, "I didn't even know that you had fantasies, let alone wanting to go to bed with another man. By definition your going to bed with another man hurts our marriage and how in the hell can you be sure that it won't cost you my love. God only knows what changes you might go through once you do it and there is no guarantee that I will even like the woman who comes back to me, let alone love. I guess you are going to have to start at the beginning and tell me what this is all about."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Terry had come to our marriage bed a virgin. Oh, she'd had some experiences in high school; she'd given several hand jobs and a couple of blow jobs, but she had saved her 'pearl of great price' for when she got married. But from the day of her wedding on she had always wondered what she had missed by not screwing other guys. She had listened to her girlfriends talk about their boyfriends, lovers and husbands and the more they talked the more she wondered. She began having fantasies about the men she that she knew and the men that she met. She would see a man and wonder what he would be like in bed, wonder what his cock would look like and then she would fantasize about him. This had been going on for about the last five years or so, but Terry never thought of it as being anything other than a fantasy - until last night.
Last night we had attended a Halloween party; Terry had gone as Jeannie (as in "I Dream Of Jeannie") and I had gone as Zorro. Terry's costume was an almost exact duplicate of the costume that Barbara Eden had worn on the show except that Terry's was cut low enough to show her belly button, something that Barbara Eden was never allowed to do. Terry's was also cut really low to display her fantastic 36C cup tits and she was a stand out at the party.
The party was a lot of fun, but as with most parties we attend I had pretty much left her to her own devices. This is not as bad as it might sound. I can't dance a lick and Terry would never leave the floor as long as the music was playing. She always had guys lined up to dance with her and that night was no exception. In fact, because of the prominent display of her 36C's she was getting even more attention than usual. I would check on her from time to time and she was almost always on the dance floor. What I didn't see was what was happening when she wasn't on the dance floor. Since I was always off talking to people that I knew Terry would usually leave the dance floor when the music stopped and go to the table of whomever she was dancing with. Most of what happened was really my fault because I should have known the kind of attention she would get in that costume. She was definitely an attention getter and she got more than either of us expected. Every time she went to her dance partners table there would be a fresh drink waiting and pretty soon Terry was feeling no pain, but she was feeling the hands of her dance partners. About halfway through the party Terry was feeling so good that a couple of guys thought that they might have a chance at separating Terry from the herd. They were making her drinks doubles and even triples and their hands were getting more and more intrusive and Terry wasn't complaining.
During one of the band breaks two of the guys had taken Terry outside for 'some fresh air' and they had started kissing her and feeling her up. Her head was swirling, she was hot and the guy's hands were making her hotter and then one of the guys took his cock out and put her hand on it. She let go and the guy put it back and she let go again. All the time this was going on the other guy was french kissing her and had his hands all over her tits and Terry was getting hotter and hotter. When the guy put her hand on his cock for the third time she didn't let go of it. Then the other guy took out his cock and put Terry's other hand on it and there she was - standing between two guys who were taking turns swapping tongues with her while she jacked both of them off. It was the first time she'd had a cock in her hands other than mine since our wedding. She was hot enough to fuck; she knew it and the guys knew it. She was being kissed, she was jacking off two cocks, and one of the guys had pushed his hand down into her pantaloons and had worked a finger into her pussy. She was moaning around the tongue in her mouth and pushing forward at the finger invading her and when the guys gently pushed her to her knees she didn't fight them. She already had a cock in her mouth when she finally realized what was happening to her and she pulled away from the two guys and stumbled back into the party.
She was looking for me, but didn't see me right away and then someone put a drink in her hand and then she was led back out onto the dance floor. Another hour passed by before I went looking for her so that we could head for home. During that hour she was fed more booze and she got kissed and felt up a dozen more times. She got finger fucked twice while sitting at a table, had her hand placed on several cocks, and got propositioned seven times. She didn't tell me any of this on the way home, all she said was that she was hotter than a firecracker and wanted to hurry home and make love. She was definitely hotter than usual when we got home and we made love four times before we reached the point where she couldn't get me up any more. That night at the party had really fired her up and had made her want to turn her fantasy into a reality. When she finished her story I said, "You really expect me to agree to something like that?"
She looked me right in the eye, "I hope you will at least consider it."
I did think about it. First I thought what the fuck is wrong with my wife that after ten years of marriage she could come up with shit like that. Then I thought about the fact that she could have just gone ahead and done it at the party, but didn't - she wasn't willing to do it behind my back. Then I thought about how that could change someday if the circumstances were right. I thought about what could happen if she hooked up with the wrong person, but mostly I thought about me. How would I handle knowing that Terry was out giving her beautiful body to a stranger? What if the person she chose was a better lover than me and she might want to continue to see him. I thought about cock size and the saying that bigger is better. I was only average in size - what if she connected with someone who had a really big cock and the saying was true. Would she even come back to me? In the end I realized that everything that I was worried about concerned me and not Terry. Did I love her enough to give her the gift she wanted? The answer was a reluctant yes, but with an awful lot of worry attached to it. Did I trust her to not do something that would end what we had? That one I didn't know. I knew that she meant it when she said it, but could she really do it?
Dinner started out as a quiet affair, neither of us saying much and then just after asking Terry to pass me the mashed potatoes I said, "How do you plan on doing it?"
She looked at me confused and then suddenly realized what I had just asked, "You will let me do it?"
"I don't know, but if I do how do you plan to go about it?"
She was silent for a moment and then said, "I haven't given it much thought because I never expected you to say yes."
"Well, think about it and when you have some idea of what you want to do we can talk again."
She stared at me for almost a full minute and then she pushed her chair back from the table and stood up.
"I know what I want to do right now" and she started taking off her clothes. Dinner got cold on the kitchen table, but things were pretty hot up in our bedroom. When we finally fell asleep I dreamed of Terry standing between two men while jacking them both off. When I awoke in the morning I remembered the dream and it was then that I knew that I was going to let Terry have her fantasy. She was still asleep when I rolled her over and slid my hard cock into her and then I just held myself there and let my cock soak in her wet heat until she opened up her eyes. She smiled up at me, "What's gotten into you lately?"
"Thinking about what's going to be getting into you."
Her legs locked behind me and she pushed up at me, "You say the nicest things."
It was a Sunday and we stayed in bed until noon by which time Terry couldn't get me up again. That is I didn't think she could until she asked me why I had suddenly said yes to her fantasy. I told her about my dream and the fact that I could not get that image of her out of my mind. "Would you have liked it if I would have stayed on my knees and sucked off both of them? Oooh, was it something I said?"
I looked to where she was looking and saw my cock standing straight up. Terry now knew what buttons to push and she pushed them all day. I fell into bed that night totally exhausted.
Monday when I got home from work Terry met me at the door and gave me a passionate kiss. "What's that for" I asked.
"For letting me have my fantasy."
"Have you decided yet on how you're going to do it?"
Terry giggled, "He just left. You only missed him by five minutes. See?" She raised her skirt and I saw that she didn't have any undies on and I also saw the wet, matted hair of her pussy and a trace of cum on her inner thigh.
"Is my wet pussy making you hard baby? Let me see" and she went to her knees in front of me. I fucked her on the floor just inside the front door and it was the first time I had ever gotten sloppy seconds and I couldn't believe how sexually exciting it was. The knowledge that I was soaking in someone else's juices drove me mad with lust. I came in Terry and for the first time in years I maintained the erection and kept fucking her until she tried to push me away.
"The floor is hurting my back lover. Can we take it to the bedroom?"
When we got to the bedroom I pushed her forward until she was bent at the waist and then I entered her from behind and pounded into her. She was moaning and I said, "God, but I never expected to be married to a slut."
Terry said "You're loving it baby. Come on, make me cum, fuck me hard like he did baby, fuck me hard and make me forget him."
When I came it was so hard it almost hurt and when I pulled out and fell down on the bed Terry started to suck my cock. "Come on baby, get it up for me. That's only twice and he fucked me five times. Come on baby, you have to make me forget him. You have to drive the memory of his fucking me out of my mind. Come on baby, get it up. You have to fuck me and make me forget him."
Well, if it needed five or even six times to make her forget him she must have fallen asleep thinking about him because the absolute best that I could do was four times. I fell asleep with my cock in Terry's mouth as she was making a valiant attempt to get me hard again.
Between bouts Terry told me what had happened. After I had gone to work she had convinced herself that with all day to think about it I would end up changing my mind so she had decided to get it done right away. She called one of the guys who propositioned her at the party and asked him how soon he could get there. He told her he couldn't see her until at least Thursday. Terry told him that it was a one-time offer, good for that day only and that if he couldn't make it she would call someone else. He asked her what time she wanted him there and she'd told him it depended on how much he wanted; he could have all he could handle from the time he got there until half an hour before I was due to be home. He said he would be right over. He got there twenty minutes later and they had spent from eleven to four forty-five in bed. She had his cock in her mouth and was trying to get him hard again when she noticed that I was due home in fifteen minutes. She had hustled him out the door five minutes before I got there. Just before the two of us fell asleep she said, "You don't hate me, do you?"
I laughed at that, "Have you seen any evidence of hate during the last five hours?"
Terry giggled, "If I had known the effect this was going to have on you I'd have done it years ago.
When the clock went off the next morning Terry grabbed for my cock as I was reaching to shut off the alarm. "God woman, don't you ever get enough?"
She laughed, "Not for the last three days lover." She played with my limp dick and said, "I was afraid this might happen, but I came prepared."
I looked down at her hand on my dick and asked, "What's that supposed to mean?" "
I didn't tell you everything about yesterday. I saved some for today in case you had a hard time getting up for me this morning."
"And what could you possibly tell me that will make my dick hard?"
"I gave him my ass baby. I let him put his cock up my butt."
Her telling me that did two things, it made me mad, very mad, but before I could say anything Terry said, "See? It worked" and indeed it had as my rising cock clearly showed. That didn't keep me from being pissed however, Terry had never let me have her anally. She saw the anger on my face, "Don't be mad at me baby. I let him because his cock was so much smaller than yours, but guess what? I liked it baby, I liked it a lot. He did me twice there baby. He opened me up for you. Would you like to start your day in my ass baby? Would you like to go to work with my shit on your dick?"
I was mad, but I was also very excited. I took her ass in a fashion that could almost be called rape. Terry did cry out in pain when I first shoved my cock in her ass, but I knew that she knew what my reaction to her confession was going to be and I knew that she was prepared for it. Her cries turned to moans and in less time than it took to write this paragraph she was begging me to fuck her harder. It took me a long time to cum in her ass; during the last four days I had fucked Terry more than I had in the last two months and as a result it took me a very, very long time to get my nuts off. When I finished Terry fell forward on the bed and didn't move. "I might not be able to walk today," she said, "And I know I won't be able to sit down. Was it worth the wait baby?"
I gave her ass a couple of pats and then headed for the shower. Over coffee at the breakfast table I asked, "Any surprises for me tonight?"
Terry gave me a confused look and I said, "Are you seeing him again?"
"No. I told him that it was a one time only thing. He thinks I did it to get back at you for something. Besides, I've had my fantasy, I'll be a good little girl from now on."
She saw the look on my face and what I was asking dawned on her. Almost quiet and timidly she said, "I guess I could always call the second name on the list."
I was quiet for a moment and then I asked, "Can you really be that big of a slut?"
I walked through the front door right at five o'clock with a noticeable bulge in my pants. The house was silent so I hollered, "Terry, I'm home."
When I got no answer I went into the kitchen looking for her, but all I found was a note on the table - "Dinner is in the microwave. He wouldn't come to the house because he was afraid you might walk in and catch us. I'm meeting him at a motel and I may be late. If you are asleep when I get home I'll wake you with a blow job and then let you have sloppy seconds. If you got home at your regular time it means that as you are reading this he is fucking me and I guess that answers your question - yes, I can be that big of a slut. But I'm your slut and don't you ever forget it. Love, Terry. P.S. There are five more names on the list. Do I go for it? Think about it."
I settled down to wait and I hoped it wouldn't be a long one.
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The evening was a blast. I had broken up with my wife and was supposed to be feeling miserable, but I wasn't. If the stupid cunt needed to go and 'find herself' good fucking riddance, she was a lousy cook anyway. Not bad in bed, but the silly bitch couldn't boil water. I was still having a hard time believing that after ten years of marriage she had come up to me and said, "There is something missing in my life. I feel that there is a void in me, that I am lacking something, that I am unfulfilled in some way and I need to go and find myself. I do love you John, but our marriage is trapping me. Please understand, but I need to find the real me." Well, the silly bitch found fulfillment. Last I heard she'd fallen in with a bunch of bikers and they were taking turns filling her full.
My brother Tom and his wife Tina decided that I needed a night out with some good friends and they talked me into meeting a bunch of them where Tom was working. Tom was an aircraft mechanic by day and a frustrated musician by night. He played drums for a band that played the local clubs and bars. They were pretty damn good, better than a lot of the ones that were dragging down the big bucks making records and playing concerts, but none of them had the balls to quit their day jobs and make a run for the gold. Bad for them, good for the rest of us. It was great having a good local band that we enjoyed dancing and listening to.
The night was rocking and everybody, including me, was having a great time. Since I had a day job that I was a slave to I started making my good-byes about ten and Tom asked me if I would mind giving Tina a ride home. She usually sat and sipped coffee while Tom played and then went home with him, but that night she had gotten into the spirit of things and had a pretty good buzz going. It was on my way and I said, "No problem bro, be glad to do it."
He walked her out to my pick up and she was protesting all the way, "I don't want to leave, I'm having fun and I want to stay."
Twice she almost fell down and we had to help her into the truck. She had to get in on the driver's side and sit next to me because I had about five grand worth of computer stuff on the seat next to the passenger door. I had no place else to put it except in the bed and with rain threatening I sure didn't want to do that. The ride to Tom and Tina's was about a half-hour drive and about five minutes into the ride, with Tina sitting right next to me, I noticed that Tina had her hand on my leg. How long it had been there I didn't know, but once I did notice it, it became hard to ignore. Tina was a sexy little thing, five-foot even, a little chubby at 120 pounds, but in a sexy, voluptuous way and her tits were world class.
I hadn't been laid in the three months since my wife left and Tina's hand on my leg gave me a hard on. Her hand slowly started to stroke my leg and that only made matters worse and then she said, "I had fun tonight Tommy, I wish we didn't have to leave."
Holy shit! She thought I was Tommy. Or did she? I knew she was pretty blitzed, or was she pretending to be blitzed so she could use it as an excuse for fooling around? I didn't know, but to honest about it I didn't really care. I love my brother and would do anything for him and I like Tina to, but deep down inside where it really counts I'm an asshole and if Tina wanted to play, play I would. Her hand reached the lump in my trousers and that was it. I unzipped and pulled out my cock and I saw Tina look down at it. She giggled, "Tommy, we shouldn't do this while you're driving" but her hand closed around it. I let her jack me off until I couldn't stand it anymore and then I put a hand behind her head and tried to push it down. "No Tommy, not while you are driving. If you want that pull over."
Who was I to argue with that? I pulled over to the side of the road and Tina's head went straight down to my dick. It took all of my concentration to keep from erupting when her hot mouth closed on me, I wanted to cum, but I knew that this could very well be a one time thing and I wanted it to last. My brother was one lucky son of a bitch. Drunk, Tina gave better head than I've gotten from most girls who were sober. Tina must have been fantastic when she was clear headed. I was only able to last for about two minutes or so and then I let go three months worth of stored up sperm. Tina tried to pull her head off me, but I held my hand on the back of her head and she was forced to gulp and swallow. It seemed like I kept spurting for a minute and then my cock started to go soft and just as quickly it started to harden again as Tina's mouth worked at trying to swallow all I'd let loose.
I'm not wasting this chance, I thought, and I jumped out of the truck, ran to the other side and put all my computer equipment into the bed of the truck and prayed that it wouldn't rain. I hurried back to my side of the truck, praying that nothing had happened to snap Tina out of the mood she was in. She was sitting there with a dazed look on her face and I began to think she that she did think she was with Tommy. Too bad sweetie I thought, you may be family, but I'm horny as a goat. I gave her a little push and she fell back on the seat. I had her panties off in record time and moved between her legs as she was saying, "No Tommy, no baby, not here, wait until we get home."
No way honey I thought, I'm not waiting, not one little bit. This chance might never come again and I pushed my cock into her hot little hole. I started fucking Tina and she started moaning and her hands began clutching at me and I couldn't get over how hot, wet and tight she was. Since I had just cum in her mouth I knew I would last a bit and after three months of no pussy and the prospect of none on the horizon I was in no hurry. I fucked Tina slow and easy and she was pushing herself back at me and moaning, no words, just a long string of moans that sounded like the word 'oh' strung together. I could tell feel the pressure building and I started to fuck her faster and harder.
The change in pace must have triggered something because Tina's eyes shot open and got very wide as she looked up at me. She looked confused for a moment and started looking frantically around, "Tommy? Tommy? Tommy?" And then she looked back up at me and cried, "No! No! You can't do this, this is wrong. No, please no, you can't do this to me."
"Too late sweetie, I'm going to cum."
She tried to push me off, "No, please don't, please god no, don't cum in me, please don't" but it was too late, not that I would have stopped anyway, and I pumped my second load of the night into her. I held my self over her and let myself drain into her pussy as she struggled to push me away. Funny thing though, the more she struggled the more I felt her cunt sucking at my cock and, miracle of miracles, it started growing again. Tina started to wail "no, no, no" and I thought 'yes, yes, yes" and I started fucking her again. This time it lasted a good twenty minutes and about two minutes into it Tina's 'no, no, no' turned into 'oh, oh, oh' and she had her legs locked behind mine and her fingernails dug into my ass cheeks. When I shot into her that time she didn't protest at all. When I finally pulled out of her she just layed there and looked up at me with hate and loathing in her eyes.
I got behind the wheel and pulled away from the curb. When I got her home I went around and opened the door and went to help her out. She jerked her arm away from me, but her legs were wobbly and she was unsteady on her feet so, despite her protests, I picked her up and carried her to the house. Once inside I thought 'What the fuck! I'm already in the shit so I might as well' and I carried Tina up to the bedroom and dropped her on the bed. She struggled as I took her clothes off of her, but five foot one twenty doesn't stand much of a chance against six two and two twenty-five.
Her tits were a wonder and I held her down on the bed as I started to lick and suck them. Hell, what I did was make love to them and before long she had stopped struggling and had started to breathe hard. Then came the low moan and I was fucking her again. I couldn't believe what was going on with me. I'd already pumped three loads into Tina and was going for a fourth and I felt like I could fuck all night. The best I had ever done with my wife was three times spread out over an entire night. I have no idea what it was with Tina, but she inspired me. For the first time that night Tina was begging me to fuck her and not stop.
When my fourth load left the head of my dick it was more drops that spurts, but I wanted to fuck Tina forever and to do that I needed a hard cock. I did something that I'd never in my life done before; I pulled out of Tina, rotated into a sixty-nine position, and went down on a cum filled cunt. I fully expected Tina to turn her head away to avoid my cock, but she didn't. She lifted her head and took my dick in her mouth and gave me a suck job I'll remember for the rest of my life. It took ten minutes, but she had me hard again and I rolled her over and pulled her up on her knees. I slid into her from behind and started fucking her; she was pushing her ass back at me and I glanced over at the mirror on the dresser and watched her tits sway back and forth. She also glanced at the mirror and her eyes meet mine; the hatred in her eyes was fiery and hot, but she continued to ask me to fuck her harder and not to stop. With one eye on the clock, it would be two-thirty before Tom got home, I pounded into Tina trying to get one more cum out of this glorious evening. I might pay a hell of a price tomorrow after Tina told all to Tom so I definitely wanted to make things worthwhile.
I'd cum so many times that night that I wasn't sure that I could do it again and as I watched the clock hands move ever closer to two-thirty I became frantic to get that last cum in. I finally busted my nut at two-seventeen and I think that all that came out of my dick was dust. I jerked out of Tina, said, "Thanks babe, you're the best, but I got to run" and I grabbed my clothes and headed for the door. As I flew down the stairs I heard Tina holler "I don't ever want to see your motherfucking face again you bastard!"
I was turning the corner at the end of the street when I saw headlights turning onto the street at the other end. I had just barely gotten out before Tom got home. I was exhausted when I got home and I fell asleep and slept like a baby.
The next day when I got out of bed the enormity of what I'd done hit me like a ton of bricks. I had let my cock take control the previous night and what happens when you let the little head take over from the big head had happened and some time that day I was going to have to face my brother. But the only thing that happened that day was that every time I thought of Tina I got a hard on. I hadn't beaten my meat in the whole time my wife was gone, but thinking of Tina and the night before I whacked off twice.
The next day the phone rang about noon and I saw from the caller I.D that it was Tom's number. I didn't pick it up; when it happened I owed it to Tom to do it face to face, not yelling and screaming over the phone. There were two more calls that day from his number, but I just let it ring. The next day was Monday and at work they asked for overtime and I took it. As a result I didn't get home until almost nine. There were no messages on the recorder and I began to wonder if Tom was so mad, mad enough to kill maybe, that he was holding himself in check until he cooled down. The phone rang twice that night, both times from Tom.
There was no overtime on Tuesday so I was home by four-thirty and I hadn't been home five minutes when the doorbell rang. I glanced out the front window and saw Tom's car out front. I took a deep breath, time to pay the piper I thought, and opened the door. It wasn't Tom, it was Tina. She gave me an angry look and pushed past me into the house. "Why haven't you been answering your phone?"
I wasn't about to mention Tom's name so I just shrugged.
"I want to know what happened the other night. How did it get started?"
I lied of course. I told her the story right up to the time I took my cock out, but the story I told had her taking my cock out and jacking me off. I told her that I thought she was just taking pity on me because I hadn't had any physical release since my wife left and that it wasn't until she said "Tommy, we shouldn't be doing this while you're driving" that I realized she thought she was with Tom. "By then you had me too far along for me to even want to try stopping you and when you layed back on the seat and told me to fuck you I was too far gone to say no. From there things just seemed to go out of control."
I looked at her to see if she was buying it and it looked like she was. "What's a guy supposed to do when a sexy woman has her hand on his cock and is doing her best to get him off?"
She looked at me and then she walked over to me and pushed me back on the couch. She knelt in front of me and started to pull down my zipper. "What are you doing?"
"What I would have done Sunday or yesterday if you would have answered your fucking phone. I'm not even sure I like you anymore. Saturday in my mind I was calling you every dirty name I could think of while my mouth was begging you to fuck me harder. You made me your slut that night and I loved it. You didn't ask me for anything, you just took what you wanted and like a two bit whore I just layed there and took it. You pushed buttons that I didn't even know I had. And then you got up and walked out leaving a fucked out whore to face her husband."
I looked at her and she said, "No, he doesn't know. I heard him come in the front door and managed to rip the sheets off the bed and get into the shower before he got upstairs. I told him I threw-up on the sheets. You started this, you made me your whore and I just hope you know what I expect from you from now on" and then she took me in her mouth.
Tom had just rotated to swing shift at the airport and for the next three months you could find Tina at my place almost every evening. One night I made the comment that she looked somehow different, "I'm pregnant" she said, "You better get your fill over the next couple of months before I get to far along to fuck."
That was a laugh. Get my fill indeed! She was fucking me damn near every night, sometimes as many as three times and I'd already lost fifteen pounds. But I did have to admit that pregnant she looked even sexier than she had before. Then one night something happened that turned Tina into a world class slut.
I had given her a key to my place, but she had never used it. She had always waited for me to get home from work and then she would call and see if she could come over. It was a Friday night and I came into the house and I heard, "God, I'm glad you're here. I need to be fucked so bad I could just scream" and she walked out of the living room in nothing but high heels and thigh high nylons, sexy little round tummy and world class tits leading the way.
She stopped dead when she saw me - me and the five guys who had come home with me to play poker.
"Fuck me!" she said, meaning 'oh boy I'm in the shit now' but three of the guys said, almost in unison, "Love to." She looked from one to the other and then said (since they were all friends of Tom as well as being friends of mine, "It buys your silence, right?"
We never did open a pack of cards that night and Tina showed us how a true slut can behave. For the next several months, until she had to stop, Tina entertained almost nightly at my house. I did tell all the guys that if word got back to Tom I'd hunt down the guilty party and hurt him bad, but they wanted her as much as I did and so Tom never knew. Tina was sucking my cock the night she went into labor and I called Tom and rushed her to the hospital. It was nine months to the day since my first night with Tina and as I looked down on little Thomas junior I wondered if I was an uncle or a father. I guess I'll never know.
I am waiting to see what will happen when the doctor tells Tina that she can put her pussy back to use again. Who will be the first one in it, Tom or me? Or will motherhood rob me of one of my favorite sluts. I say sluts plural because I have another one in my life now. My wife came crawling home begging for forgiveness, which I conditionally gave. I told her if she could pull trains for bikers she could damn sure do it for my friends. She has taken Tina's place on the living room floor, the dining room table, the bed or whatever and she doesn't seem to mind at all. I do have to admit that I love the bitch and I'm glad she's back and I get a major kick out of watching her fuck the guys and then taking her to bed when they get done.
In a touch of poetic justice I came home from work early one day and found, not surprisingly, three guys with my wife in our bedroom. The guy fucking her from behind looked familiar from the back and when I said, "I claim husbands rights, I'm next" a very sheepish looking Tom turned around and looked back at me. I broke out laughing, "No sweat bro, what's mine is yours. That's what being family is all about. Since Tina can't help you out it's only fair that the family slut takes care of you. It will be a kick to double team her with my little brother" and I started shedding my clothes. As I climbed on the bed I wondered if little brother might return the favor some day and if he did, would the four of us share the same bed?
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I'm a trusting kind of guy. I've been married to Ann-Marie for over twenty years now and in all that time I've never been unfaithful to her and I never even considered that she might not be true to me. Imagine my surprise when I found evidence that she was not only unfaithful, but unfaithful in a big way.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
During our entire marriage I had never - NEVER - gone into Ann-Marie's purse, and I don't believe that she had ever gone into my wallet. To me some things were just personal. One morning I had to go into work early and when I got out to my pick-up truck I found that I had locked my keys inside. I could see them hanging in the ignition. Just as I have a set of keys for Ann-Marie's car on my key ring, Ann-Marie has a set of truck keys on hers. I went back into the house, found her purse and opened it to get her set of keys and stopped dead in my tracks. A box of Trojans starred up at me. I picked it up and looked at it and saw that two of the twelve condoms were missing.
Ann-Marie had decided early on that we did not want to have any kids and I had gone and had a vasectomy, so why did Ann-Marie have condoms in her purse? As I said earlier, I am a trusting sort, so knowing the many uses I had put condoms to when I was in the Army; keeping cigarettes dry, keeping the bore of my rifle clear, blousing my trousers, etc., etc., I spent several moments trying to think of what Ann-Marie might be using them for, other than the obvious, and sad to say I could not come up with even one. I unlocked my truck, put her keys back in her purse and went to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did not get a lot of work done that day and I'm sure that you can understand why given the thoughts running through my mind. It just so happened that the day was a Tuesday and on Tuesdays and Thursdays Ann-Marie baby-sat for her sister while Sylvia took evening classes at the community college. Tuesdays and Thursdays were the only times that Ann-Marie went out on her own. Wednesday morning when I got up, before I even put the coffee pot on, I looked in Ann-Marie's purse and saw that there were only two condoms left out of the ten from the day before.
"What the hell?" I said to myself. Ann-Marie and I usually only made love two or three times a week. Who in the hell was she doing eight times in one night with?
Thursday I called her from work and told her that I would be working late and then I left work early and drove over to Hertz and rented a car. I was parked down the block when Ann-Marie came out of the house, got in her car and drove off. I followed at what I hoped was a safe distance as she drove across town in the general direction of her sister's house. She stopped at a corner drug store and came out minutes later carrying a small brown paper bag.
Proceeding across town we eventually came to the home of Sylvia and her husband Frank. She parked in the driveway, got a bag out of the trunk of the car and went inside. Ten minutes later Sylvia came out, got in her car and left. Five minutes later Ann-Marie came out of the house with Sylvia's kids and walked them to the next door neighbors. Two minutes later she was back at Sylvia's - alone!
After a half hour wait I was starting to wonder if I was being just a bit stupid by being there at all and I probably would have talked myself into leaving if it were not for the fact that Ann-Marie had obviously just dumped the kids. Why? To be alone. But why did she want to be alone. The answer pulled into the drive even as my mind formed the question. Getting out of the car was a stocky Mexican who I recognized as being a member of Frank's company softball team, and surprise, surprise, pulling in right behind him was Sylvia's husband Frank. Laughing and high-fiveing the two men walked into the house together. As soon as the door closed behind them I was out of the car and across the street and moving down the side of the house looking for a way to see inside; an open window, parted curtains, a gap at the bottom of the blinds, anything that would give me some idea of what was going on. I found nothing.
I moved to the back door and put my ear to it. Not hearing anything I put my hand on the knob and tried it and found that it was unlocked. Opening it slowly an inch at a time I strained to hear voices, but all was quiet in that part of the house. I knew the layout of the house so I moved slowly into the kitchen and cautiously worked my way toward the dining room. I could hear voices and they seemed to be coming from the living room. I crept into the dining room toward the doorway into the living room and suddenly the voices got louder - they were coming my way! In a panic I turned and went into the hallway leading off the dining room and ducked into the first room I came to. It was Frank and Sylvia's bedroom. I could still hear the voices coming toward me. Frantically looking for a place to hide I rushed to the closet and opened the door only to find that it was too full for me to get into. A quick look at the bed showed that it was too low to get under. In desperation I ran to the window and got it open and literally fell through it and onto the deck outside and had it almost closed when the voices came into the room.
The first voice I heard was Ann-Marie's, "Where are the others?"
Frank said, "They can't make it tonight. You will just have to settle for Manny and me."
"Can you do the work of five or do I go home unsatisfied?"
"We'll just have to give it our best shot" Manny said.
Five? Ann-Marie was used to taking on five guys? Where in the hell had I been and what the hell had I been doing that my wife became a sex fiend and I hadn't noticed? Ann-Marie's voice brought me back to the window.
"Who goes first?"
"Manny can go first. You know I like watching you get it."
I parted the curtains just a fraction and saw my wife standing there in nylons, garter belt and what we used to call "come fuck me" high heels. As I watched she got down on her knees in front of Manny, took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him off. She sucked it and stroked it until it was erect and then opening the brown paper bag she had gotten at the drug store she took out a box of condoms, opened one and rolled it onto Manny's cock. You know what went on in my mind at that moment? Disgust at what my wife had become? A desire to go back through that window and kick some ass? Not at all! What I was thinking was "Those cheap mother fuckers. Making my wife buy the condoms they would use to fuck her."
Weird huh? Not as weird as finding myself with a rock hard cock.
Ann-Marie had finished putting the rubber on Manny and she got on the bed and spread her legs wide. "Come on baby, give it to momma. Momma needs it, momma needs it bad."
For the next hour and a half I watched as Manny and Frank took turns on Ann-Marie. She sucked Frank while Manny took her doggie-style and then she sucked Manny hard again while Frank fucked her. I had seen two guys on one girl in porno films, but I had never seen anything like the way those two used my wife (or she used them). What caused me to decorate the side of Frank's house with the biggest load of cum I'd ever produced was when Manny laid down and my wife straddled him, taking his cock in her cunt, and then Frank came up behind her and slowly entered her ass. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen in my life and what I wanted most at that moment was to be in that room with the sexual being that was Ann-Marie. But there wasn't anyway in the world that I could bring myself to go back through that window or, sad to say, bring myself to ever touch the whore again.
Just as I was getting ready to quietly leave the porch I got my last surprise of the evening. Sylvia walked into the room shedding clothes as she came. "Leave any for me?"
I drove the car back to Hertz, picked up my car and went home. I called Sylvia's and when she answered I asked for Ann-Marie. When she came to the phone she said, "I was just getting to leave for home honey."
"Don't bother Ann-Marie, you don't have a home any more. Go tell Sylvia and Frank that you are their new houseguest. Maybe Manny can sleep over with you and if he isn't enough for you Frank can fill in, at least until you can get a hold of the other guys that didn't show up to night. I'm packing up your shit right now and it will be out in the driveway for you to pick up."
I hung up the phone and started putting Ann-Marie's stuff in trash bags and ignored the phone when it began ringing.
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Hetty had been a cock teaser for as long as I had known her and that had been since the third grade. As she grew too old to play 'doctor' and as her body blossomed she took to wearing short skirts, tight sweaters, low cut blouses and whatever else it took to titillate the boys. As a teen she dated a lot and a lot of guys had some pretty hot times with Hetty, but she always stopped short and send her dates home with a case of blue balls. You would think that with that reputation the boys would avoid her like the plague, but Hetty had that certain something that always kept them coming back.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In our senior year one of Hetty's girlfriends told her brother that Hetty had said that she planned to give up her virginity on the night of the Senior Prom. The word got out and the competition started to see who would be her date. The long list of her suitors included almost all of the most popular guys in school (much to the annoyance of their regular girlfriends) and I stood off to the side and watched to see whom she would pick. Why was I watching and not trying to be the lucky guy? Well, I was just one of the many run of the mill guys who were always part of the background in school. I was a so-so student, wasn't good enough to be first string in any of the sports I went out for, didn't belong to any of the clubs or take part in any after school activities. I was the guy that everybody recognized and nodded hello to, but whose name they couldn't remember. Also I had pretty low self-esteem and I couldn't see that I had a chance against all the popular guys.
It was two weeks from prom night and Hetty still hadn't made a choice. I was sitting outside on the school steps at lunchtime when Hetty walked up and sat down beside me.
"Hi."
"Hi yourself. What's up?"
"You going to the prom?"
"Probably."
"Who is your date?"
"Don't know. Haven't asked anyone yet."
"Does that mean I might have a chance?"
"What?"
"Does that mean that I might have a chance that you will ask me."
I turned and stared at her. Here was Hetty basically asking me to be her prom date and if the rumors were true she was also asking me to take her cherry. I was incredulous, but eventually I managed to get my shit together and find my voice, "Would you like to go to the prom with me?"
"I thought you would never ask. Yes I would."
All of a sudden I became the most looked at guy at school. Girls were looking at me and whispering among themselves and guys were looking at me with "What's so special about him" looks on their faces. The prom came and things were great right up to the time I tried to put the moves on Hetty. We had been making out pretty hot and heavy and I had gotten her bra off and had my hands on her tits and she had not resisted one bit. I unzipped myself and took out my cock and tried to put Hetty's hand on it and she shot me down.
"I'm sorry Brian. I know what you were expecting, but it isn't going to happen. I don't know where that rumor came from, but it isn't true. I'm not giving up my virginity until I get married and I'm not getting married until I finish college. I picked you to be my date for the prom because I know you are a nice guy and will take no for an answer."
To say I was crushed would be an understatement. Here I had thought that I was something special when all it was was that I was a nice guy and could be counted to take a no and live with it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was a little bitter over being used by Hetty so I did some not so nice things where she was concerned. Guys I knew would ask me how it was taking Hetty's cherry and I would just smile and say, "Hey, a gentleman doesn't talk about things like that."
I left everyone who talked to me with the impression that even though I wasn't going to talk about it I'd had a great time. Word got back to Hetty and she told a few of her friends that it was bullshit and when it came back around to me that she had denied it I just smiled and said, "A gentleman never calls a lady a liar."
The more Hetty protested her innocence and denied that anything had happened the more I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, "If the lady says it isn't true then it must not be true. Hetty wouldn't lie, now would she?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The incident did spark some interest in me by the other girls at school and until I graduated I never lacked for a date on the weekends and I had a pretty impressive list of conquests to my credit before I went off to college. Hetty and I both went off to college - different ones - and I did not see her again until two months after I had graduated with my BS in Business Management. We ran into each other while out beating the bushes looking for jobs. We had lunch together several times, something clicked and we started dating.
Hetty was still a tease. When she found a job she dressed to tease at work. When we went out she dressed to attract attention and she necked with me to the point of explosion, but whenever I tried to go the distance she would push me away, "You know the rule Brian. Nothing until I get married." I finally got around to proposing, she accepted and we got married.
Hetty was indeed a virgin when we got married and went to bed for the first time, but she was determined to make up for lost time. Hetty wanted to try everything she had ever heard or read about and she wanted to try it often. I had somewhat expected that sex as newly weds would be frequent and intense, but I wasn't prepared for Hetty's newfound sexual appetite. It was every night, twice and sometimes three times and then again in the morning before getting up. Hetty was as close to being a nymphomaniac as you could get and it was all I could do to keep up. There was one thing that marriage didn't change - Hetty was still a tease.
When she went to work, when we went out or when we had company over Hetty dressed to tease. She loved to bend over and 'accidentally' give guys a look down her blouse or up her skirt. If she danced with someone he could count on Hetty being plastered to him. She never stopped anybody from stealing a kiss or copping a feel or thinking he could get her in the sack - at least not until the very last minute.
At first her behavior pissed me off. It was one thing when she was single, but something else now that she was a married woman. We had some pretty nasty fights there for a while when I'd get upset over her letting some guy paw her, but she would always shrug it off with, "So what baby? All it does is get me hotter than hell and then you get to cool me down."
"Yeah" I said, "Right up until the time you do it with the wrong guy and he doesn't take no for an answer."
"Don't you worry baby, I can handle myself."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the years I mellowed out and just let her do her thing without fussing over it, but in retrospect I probably should have put my foot down and stopped it. Everybody has a breaking point and sooner or later Hetty was going to take things just one step too far.
Although neither Hetty nor I knew it at the time her company picnic was the last straw for several of the men she worked with. Hetty attended wearing a skimpy halter-top without a bra and a pair of "Daisy Duke" shorts and I'm sure that there wasn't a soft dick at the park. Since it was her company picnic I was the designated driver and that freed Hetty up to hit the beer keg without worries. I'm not much of a games person, but when Hetty gets a snootfull she gets real playful. All of the single guys (and a few of the married ones) worked at getting her to be their partner in various events like the wheel borrow race, the three legged race and the balloon race. The wheel barrow race was the first event that Hetty took part in and halfway through the race her left tit fell out of her halter top as she was trying to run on her hands. She told her partner not to stop and she finished the race with the tit hanging down and swaying. She got more than a few nasty looks from the wives and mothers there, but I can tell you that none of the men (me excepted) seemed to mind in the least bit.
Next was the three-legged race. There was a small hill leading down to the finish line and Hetty and her partner tripped coming down it and they ended up rolling down the hill with their arms wrapped around each other. They didn't break apart as soon as they stopped rolling and from where I was standing I could see that they were kissing and the guy was humping Hetty's leg. It only lasted a few seconds, but it did happen.
In the balloon race two people put a water filled balloon between them, chest to chest or belly to belly, and raced from the start line to the finished line without breaking or dropping the balloon. Hetty and her partner didn't get fifteen feet from the start line before their balloon broke soaking Hetty's halter-top, which had the same effect as if she had been in a wet tee shirt contest. Hetty didn't try to dry off or to go to the car and get another top - she just walked around and let the men look at her tits through the wet halter-top.
About an hour before the picnic was over, just as it was turning dark, I saw Hetty and a man walk off to a stand of trees. The trees blocked whatever was going on, but ten minutes passed by before Hetty came out from behind the trees alone. A few minutes later the guy came into view walking very gingerly - the same way I walked the last time I was kicked in the balls. On the way home I asked Hetty what had happened, "He got fresh and I had to knee him in the balls to turn him off."
"What were you doing going behind the trees with him in the first place?"
"Nothing. We were just walking and talking."
Yeah, right I thought. Walking, talking, leading him on and teasing him.
We didn't know it at the time but Hetty had finally gone too far and with the wrong guy.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the night of her company Christmas party and Hetty was going to it alone. I had fallen down on a patch of ice and twisted my ankle rather badly. To make matters worse I seemed to be coming down with the flu. I wasn't really keen on the idea of her going without me, but she pooh-poohed my concern, "I'm a big girl now Brian. I can look out for myself."
I was lying on the bed watching her put on her nylons and garter belt and then slipping into a simple black mini cocktail dress. She finished off the outfit with a single strand of pearls and then she stepped into a pair of black CFMs with four-inch heels. She did a full turn in front of me and asked, "How do I look?" Before I could answer she giggled and said, "I can see that you like" and sure enough my cock was standing straight up.
"Poor baby, I can't leave you like that" and she knelt next to the bed and gave me a blow job. Hetty has a magic mouth and it didn't take her long to get me off. She surprised me when I came by not swallowing like she usually did. Instead she swished it around in her mouth like mouthwash before swallowing. She saw my curious look and giggled, "I might want to let a few guys kiss me under the mistletoe. Think they'll notice the taste?"
Hetty left and I swallowed a bunch of medicine and went to sleep. I woke up in the middle of the night needing to go to the bathroom. The clock said 3:27 and Hetty wasn't in bed with me. I took my whiz and then walked through the house to see if Hetty was home - she wasn't. I called the hotel where the party had been held and was told that the last of the partygoers had gone and only the cleaning crew was in the ballroom. I was a little worried, but I managed to talk myself into waiting a while longer before getting in a panic. There were some possible reasons for her not being home. She could have stopped for an early breakfast like we used to do when we closed down the bars. They may have been under a deadline to get out of the ballroom and had taken the party somewhere else. I took another dose of Ny-Quill and fell back asleep.
The phone woke me up at 7:15 and it was Hetty. "Did I wake you?"
I mumbled that she had.
"I'm sorry honey. I didn't call you last night because I didn't want to wake you up, but I thought you would be up by now and I didn't want you to worry because I'm not there. I had way too much to drink last night and the boss's wife took my keys away from me and made me check into a room. I'm still a little woozy so I'm going to take a shower and have some breakfast before I head home. Will you be okay until I get there?"
I assured her that I could hang on until she could get home.
Things changed after that night, but I was so busy wrapped up in my own problems at work that I didn't notice for a couple of weeks. Hetty started working late two and three nights a week. On some mornings she left for work two hours earlier than she had been and three times she told me she had to work Saturdays to help with an inventory. It was the last, the inventory, that finally got my attention. I have been involved in doing inventories and you do not do them one day a week for three weeks. You gear up to do them and then you do them all at one time even if it takes you two or three days. Then I began to get the feeling that she was nervous whenever she came home from working late. Our sex life changed and began to drop in frequency, although not in intensity, and I began to wonder what was wrong. It hadn't occurred to me that these were some of the signs that indicated the possibility of an unfaithful wife. That is it didn't occur to me until I picked up a pair of cum soaked panties from the bathroom floor.
Hetty had come home from working late and had undressed to take a shower. I had gone into the bathroom to use the toilet and I saw Hetty's panties lying on the floor next to the dirty clothesbasket. She must have tossed her dirty clothes in the basket and the panties had missed and fallen to the floor. I picked them up to drop them into the basket, but I found that they were soaking wet. Not watery wet, but thick wet if you know what I mean. I looked at what I had in my hand and I knew immediately what it was and to be that wet it had to be fairly fresh. I dropped them back onto the floor and went ahead and sat down on the toilet, did my business and waited for Hetty to come out of the shower.
The shower water stopped running and then the door opened and Hetty came out and reached for a towel. I sat there on the pot and watched her dry herself and then I pointed at the panties and said, "You missed."
"Honestly Brian, would it have killed you to pick them up and drop them in the hamper?"
"I did pick them up Hetty, but I didn't like the way they felt so I dropped them."
Hetty bent down to pick them up and as soon as they were in her hand her face lost it's color, "Oh God, oh dear God."
"Why God? You think he can help you get out of this?"
She looked at me, face stricken, said "Oh God" once again and then ran from the room. I got off the toilet and followed her and found that she had gone into the spare bedroom and locked the door behind her. I was angry, but not so angry as to go and kick the door down. She had to come out sooner or later. I did go down to the garage and take the coil wire out of both cars so she couldn't slip off while I was asleep and then I went to the living room and watched TV before going to bed.
The next morning I got up and came downstairs to put the coffee on and I heard Hetty out in the garage running her battery down trying to start her car. I poured my coffee, sat down, and waited to see what she would do next. She only had two choices - come back in the house or start walking and unless she knocked on a neighbor's door and asked to use a phone it was two miles to the nearest pay phone. Several minutes passed and then she came in the door from the garage and saw me sitting at the kitchen table and stopped. She was silent for several moments before saying, "My car won't start."
"Not surprising since I removed the coil wire."
"Why did you do that?"
"So you couldn't leave. You might want to avoid facing me for as long as you can, but I want to get it over with. You might as well sit down and tell me what you have been doing." She stood there looking at me silently for almost a minute and then she walked over and sat down at the table.
Hetty had gone to the party and when it was clear that she had come alone and that I wouldn't be coming Darrel, the guy she had kneed in the balls had slipped some date rape drug into her drink. Then he had taken her up to a hotel room, stripped her and fucked her. Then he had gone back to the party and had spread the word to all the other men who were there. When the drug started to wear off and Hetty began to become aware she found herself in the middle of a gangbang. By the time she had become clear headed she had been fucked by twenty-one men and by some more than once. Then Darrel had shown her the videotape he had made of the evening. Hetty's mind may not have known what was happening, but her body had and it had responded. As the drug wore off she became a more active participant and by the time she was fully aware her pussy was one raw nerve ending that craved what it was getting. When she had called me to tell me not to worry she was on her hands and knees and had a cock in her. The video that Darrel had taken showed her begging to be fucked, pleading for more cock, and even crawling across the floor on her hands and knees to get one. Then Darrel told her the price for my never seeing a copy of the video - she was to become his whore.
"You became his whore?"
"I couldn't let you see that tape Brian. I looked like a cock crazy slut just begging guys to fuck me. You would never have believed that I wasn't doing it willingly. Toward the end I was, but you couldn't tell from the tape that I had been drugged at the start. He didn't tape the part where I just laid there and they used me, just the part where I got responsive."
"So since the party you have been fucking Darrel."
Hetty looked down at the table and in a weak, quiet voice said, "Him and whomever else he told me to."
I sat there and stared at her as she continued to look away from me. "He gives me to his friends and sometimes I have to entertain some of his better customers and at least once a week I have to fuck the guys in the office on his desk. He tapes that too."
I made Hetty give me the names of everyone she could remember from the party and the names of everyone else she had been with since and then I put the coil wire back in her car, got it started and told her to go.
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know yet."
"What should I do?"
"Hetty, you made your own choices when this started so you get to make your own choices now."
I left the garage and went back into the house.
I sat in my office staring at the wall trying to figure out what to do. Everything I could think of involved letting others know about what Hetty had done, but the more I thought about it the more I thought "So what?" I already knew so the only person who would really suffer when it came out would be Hetty and I wasn't feeling all that kindly toward her at the moment. With that thought in mind I made my decision.
I called a friend of mine who was a detective on the local police force and explained the situation to him and asked him for some advice. He told me he would give it some thought and get back to me. That night things were a little strained around the house. I avoided talking to Hetty and when she tried to initiate sex in the evening I rolled away from her. The next morning Hetty said, "I'm supposed to work late tonight; what should I do?"
"I told you yesterday Hetty, you are making your own choices. If you aren't here tonight I'll know what choice you made."



I wish things would have played out differently because I really would have liked to know what her choice would have been, but at ten that morning my detective friend and his partner showed up at Hetty's place of employment. They asked for her boss and then had him point out Darrell and then in front of and in the hearing of everyone in the office they told Darrel they had a warrant for his arrest on charges of rape, pandering and a half a dozen other charges. They read him his rights, handcuffed him and then John had his partner take Darrel out and put him in the back of the cop car. Then John gave Hetty's boss a list of names and told him to get them all in a place where he could talk to them.
"You all know what is going on here and everyone of you could face the same thing that Darrel is facing. You knew what he did that night and what he has done since and everyone of you has contributed which makes all of you open to felony charges. But I don't want you. I want Darrel because I don't like assholes who drug women and then take advantage of them. I want Darrel so bad that I'm willing to forget about you people in exchange for your signed statements outlining what Darrel did and how he brought each of you in on it."
It was a bluff of course and if anyone there would have said that they wanted their lawyer it would have been all over, but everyone was so eager to distance themselves from the mess that they fell over each other in the rush to get pens and paper. Then John took all the statements and went out to the squad car and had a talk with Darrel. He told Darrel that Hetty was pressing charges and then he showed Darrell all the signed statements.
"You are toast Darrel and if the charges that I read you weren't bad enough you should think about this. Several of the customers that you made Hetty take care of were from out of state and that is enough to bring the Feds in on this. But there is a way out of this if you are smart enough to take it."
Hetty was waiting for me when I got home that night. "How could you do that to me? How could you embarrass me in front of all the people that I work with? How can I go back in there and face them now?"
"Shouldn't be a problem. They were all happy enough to fuck you before so why shouldn't they be happy enough to fuck you in the future? Just keep giving them pussy sweetie and they will always be your friends. Here, this is for you" and I handed her a cardboard box.
"What's this?"
"It's all the tapes that Darrel made and eight thousand in cash that represents the commissions that Darrel made when he pimped you to his customers. It is my going away gift to you."
"Going away gift? What do you mean?"
"It means that our relationship is over."
"You can't! Brian I love you. I only did what I did to keep from losing you."
"No Hetty, if you loved me you would have trusted me enough to have told me what happened. You would have trusted me to know that it wasn't your fault. No, that's not quite right. It was your fault. I have warned you for years that your teasing was going to backfire on you some day. But that's neither here nor there. If you really loved me you would have trusted me. My reading of the situation, given your sexual nature, is that it happened and even though it was forced on you to start with you enjoyed it and you saw Darrel's blackmail as a way for you to try other men and have an excuse if you got caught. I might be wrong, but then it doesn't matter. The bottom line for me is that you didn't love me enough to trust me and I can't live with that."
I stood up and pushed the box across the table to her, "My lawyer will be in touch" and I left her sitting at the kitchen table as I left the house.
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Why do women fuck around in their own homes? I know that it is where they feel most comfortable, being in their own surroundings, but they have to know that sooner or later their significant other is going to come home or swing by the house to pick something up.
I had a night job, eleven-thirty to eight in the morning and one Friday I cut my hand on the job and I got off work early. When I pulled up at the house all the lights were on and there were several cars parked outside. I heard music and laughter and I heard a loud voice say, " God, would you look at those nipples." My wife Liz has great tits and her nipples stick out like little tiny erect cocks. Was she showing them to somebody? I decided to do a little snooping before I barged in.
I walked around to a side window and looked into the house. I saw Liz dancing in the middle of the room in front of five of my closest buddies. She was wearing a skirt and that was all and she was doing her best to imitate a stripper. Mike motioned her over to him and she squatted in front of him and swayed from side to side while he ran a hand up her leg. Dave had a video camera going and Liz danced over to him and lifted her skirt to show him her bare pussy and Dave bent down and zoomed right in on it. Then he reached out and stuck a finger in her cunt and Liz humped his hand and then she went back to Mike who had his pants off by then and she got down on all fours and started to suck his cock. The other guys started taking off their clothes and Dave handed the camera to Leroy and moved up behind Liz and started to work himself into her.
I wondered just how long this had been going on. Liz was by no means a virgin when I married her, but then neither was I. But she never had been promiscuous and I'd never heard that she'd had any more than one lover at a time. We had been married for three years and as far as I knew our sex life was fabulous so why was she doing what she was doing?
The guys took turns fucking Liz and she always had one in her mouth and one in her pussy. When they had all fucked her at least once I got another surprise and it made me mad - very, very mad. Liz had always refused me her ass, but as I watched through the window the guys worked on her ass with fingers and thumbs and then I watched as she sat down on Mike and then leaned forward so Leroy could move in behind her and start sliding his cock up her shit hole. Mike and Leroy got a rhythm going and they fucked her for a good ten minutes before both of them came and when they both pulled away from her she looked around and saw Casey and Dave and she crooked a finger at them and they went over to her and Dave took her pussy while Casey moved behind her. My blood boiled as I watched Liz use both of her hands to pull her ass cheeks apart so that Casey had easy access. The two guys fucked her for about ten minutes and then Casey got off in her ass and then got out of the way so that Jim could slide into her shit tunnel.
Then, in addition to being mad, I got disgusted. Leroy walked to her head and offered her his cock and Liz opened her mouth and started to suck him. Leroy had been in her ass and hadn't washed his cock, but she sucked him anyway. Liz took every one of the five in her ass and then sucked their cocks even though not one of the guys washed after using her ass and then they all took a break. Dave put the tape in the VCR and they sat around drinking as they watched what they had just done. Then they started fucking Liz again and they all took turns as she lay on the floor and watched herself on tape. Each one of the guys had come in her at least three times during the time I had watched. They started to get dressed and I got in my car and drove a couple of blocks away and parked. I sat there for an hour and thought about what I had just seen and what I was going to do about it. I decided that I would wait until my regular time to go home and that I wouldn't let on that I knew what she had done. I knew what else I was going to do, but I was going to wait a couple of days before I did it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The following Monday I called in sick to work and told Liz we were going to a party. About seven that night I pulled up and parked outside of a warehouse on the Lower East Side of town. The place was lit up and there were several cars and motorcycles parked around it. I walked Liz into the warehouse and turned on the lights and Liz saw seventeen guys standing there. Before I had married her I had belonged (still belonged - you are never out once in) to a motor cycle club. When I got married I had to sell my scooter to get the down payment on our house, but it had always been my intention to buy another one as soon as I was able. The boys weren't anywhere near being Hells Angels, but they were still a pretty rough bunch.
"What's this?" Liz wanted to know.
I looked at her, "Why it's pretty much your kind of party Liz. When I came home early the other night and saw you fucking all my friends I figured that you liked groups so I got you a group."
Liz turned white and I grabbed her by the arm and drug her over to a couch and while a couple of guys held her I ripped her clothes off of her. Then I bent her forward over the back of the couch.
"But before I turn you over to them I have something to take care of. You never would let me fuck you in your ass, but I watched you take five of my supposedly good friends in there so I decided not to ask you for it any more. I'm just going to take it."
I had my cock out and I positioned it at the entrance to her ass and then I shove forward as hard as I could. Liz screamed as it entered her but after a minute or so her screams turned to whimpers. It took me five minutes to blow my load into her and when I pulled out I had shit, blood and cum all over my cock. I walked around and stuck my cock in her face and she turned her head aside.
"What's the matter Liz? You did it for five of my buddies the other night."
I held her head in both hands and told Sam to pinch her nose. When she opened her mouth to breathe I shoved my filthy cock into her mouth.
"Suck it you unfaithful bitch."
When she had my cock clean enough to suit me I pulled out of her mouth and tucked my cock back into my pants.
"Fuck her till she bleeds guys. Keep her as long as you want. When you are done with her just dump her on my front lawn."
Then I said to Liz, "If you want to come in and talk you can. If not, send me a post card and tell me where you want me to send your stuff."
As I walked out the door Liz called out, "Wait Danny, please don't leave me here" and I ignored her and walked out.
When I left the warehouse I went over to Mike's house and his wife Cindy let me in. Mike was watching TV and he gave me a big smile and got out of the easy chair and walked toward me with a smile on his face and his hand out for a shake and I nailed him right in the mouth. He went down like a bag of cement and I turned to Cindy and told her why I had done it. She looked from him to me and then back at him and then she walked over and kicked him twice in the ribs. By the time I got to Leroy's house Mike had recovered enough to get the word out and his wife told me he wasn't there. I told her why I had come by and to pass the word to him that I would be looking for him. The same thing happened at Dave's place but when I told his wife Nancy why I was there she pulled me inside.
"That rotten bastard told me he was playing cards with you that night and then the son of a bitch told me you had won all his money and he didn't have any to give me to get my hair done." Then she drug me to her bedroom, "You want revenge on the bastard, well so do I."
Nancy was one hell of a piece of ass and I can't for the life of me figure out why Dave was fucking around on her. Casey was gone when I got to his place and I repeated the story again for his wife. She made me describe what I'd seen in detail and then she told me that she would like to ask me in but she couldn't because her kids were still up.
"Call me in a day or two" she said as I was leaving. The last one on the list was Jim and he was also gone when I got there. When I told his wife Alisha what I was there for she didn't believe me.
"Jim would never have done something like that to you."
I told her what I had seen and that it wasn't a figment of my imagination. She looked at me in disbelief and I turned and left. I was only halfway down the walk when I heard her holler for me to wait up. I turned to see her coming down the steps after me. "You want to help a girl get some revenge of her own?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was two days ago and as of this morning Liz is still in the warehouse. Sam tells me that she keeps begging for them to let her go, "She can't walk and her cunt and ass are so loose that you can't feel her when you're in her so we will probably bring her home this afternoon."
I said, "Make sure that you dump her naked. I want the whole neighborhood to see the slut walking up to the front door."
He laughed, "I'm sure glad I'm on your good side."
Liz was dumped naked on my front lawn about five that afternoon, just as most of the working people in the neighborhood were coming home from work. I made her stay on the front porch banging on the door for a good five minutes before I let her in. She is sleeping on a cot in the living room right now. I made her take a bath before I would even let her do that - she was a fucking mess! When she wakes up we will talk. How it will go I haven't any idea. The sad fact is that I do love the stupid cunt and I'm not going to get rid of her unless I absolute have to. But even after we talk she will still be sleeping on the cot for a while because Alisha and I are using the bedroom. She called Jim and told him where she was and then told him that if he wanted her all he had to do was come and get her. So far he hasn't shown up and I'm betting that he won't. Alisha will eventually go home to him, but not before she rubs his nose in it real bad.
Me, I don't really care one way or another. She is a damn good piece of ass and she can stay as long as she wants, but when she goes Mike's wife has indicated she would like some revenge, Leroy's wife has called, Casey's wife already had told me to call her in a couple of days and I've already fucked Dave's wife and she has called wanting to know if we can do it again. I might not be punching anyone else out, but I don't think I have to in order to get my revenge. Fucking their wives will do just fine.
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I had gone through ten years of marriage believing that a "Girls Night Out" was just that - a bunch of girls getting together to get out of the house to blow off some steam. My loving wife led me to believe that on Wednesday she got together with her sister Sarah, her cousin Tina and some girls she went to school with to play cards at her sister's apartment. It turned out that "Girls Night Out" really meant "Boys Night In."
+++++++++++++
Normally I got off from work before Katie left and I babysat while she was out, but I had run into an old Army buddy at Wal-Mart. We hadn't seen each other in fifteen years and didn't even know that we lived in the same town. He owned a country/western bar on the outskirts of town and he invited me over to have a bite to eat, sip a few beers and have a lot of catch up conversation.
"I don't have much of a kitchen, mostly Del Monico steak sandwiches, half pound ground rounds, French fries and onion rings, but I've got the best Bloody Mary's in the state."
I called home and told Katie she would have to arrange for a sitter, we exchanged our I love you's and then I followed Bart over to his bar. As the evening progressed we sat in his office looking out the one-way window into the bar proper and did the 'whatever happened to' and the 'do you remember' thing. Along about six-thirty a band came in and began to set up.
"Live music?"
"You bet. I'm surprised that you've never heard of the place. It's the hottest spot in town, a real pick up palace. The joint will be jumping by eight."
"I'm an old married man now Bart, with three kids. My nights of tripping the lights fantastic are long gone."
"Too bad bud, I get some prime stuff in here on Wednesdays. A couple of them even tempt me, but I make it a rule to stay away from the paying customers. Less heartache that way. If you ever decide to stray from the old ball and chain there's a group of regulars, five or six, the number always changes, who are in here every Wednesday night and they never leave along if you get my drift."
"Sorry to have to turn it down pard, but what I've got at home is almost more than I can handle."
"Too bad. The tall blond one would probably be just your style. Speak of the devil here they come now."
I turned and looked toward the door and I'm sure that my jaw must have dropped.
"The two blondes are sisters and the redhead with the big tits is a cousin. The other three are just friends. All six will leave with a guy and go to one of the girl's apartments where they all get it on in the same room. Then when the married ones leave to hurry home to hubby the two blondes double up. The tall one likes doubles and triples and gangbangs. She also seems to have a preference for dark meat."
"Doubles and triples? Dark meat?"
"You know, two or three cocks at once and she always seems to leave with one or two niggers. Now I don't have any factual knowledge, but that is what the guys they leave with tell me when they come in here the next day. Granted, guys like to bullshit and brag about sexual conquests that sometimes never really happened, but I've been hearing those stories for damned near seven years now so I pretty much believe them."
"She's been coming in here that long?"
"Yep. She was at my grand opening and has been coming in on almost every Wednesday since. She's married and I hear that she has a couple of kids. I wonder if her husband knows. You know, they have one of them open marriages?"
"They don't, and he didn't, at least not until tonight."
"Huh?"
"They don't have an open marriage and he didn't know until just now."
I saw the understanding dawn on him. "Jesus! You don't mea...?"
"Yes indeed Bart, that is just what I mean. And that brings up a question Bart. Just how loyal are you to your steady customers?"
"I don't know. You got a gun in your car? You going to go nuts and blow her shit away? If that's the case I'm going to go out there and tell her to run. I don't need no shit like that in my place."
"No, nothing like that. I just want to know if you are going to tell her she's been busted."
"Nope. I figure if you kick her ass out she'll still come in here. Probably more often."
I guess I must have raised an eyebrow at that because he said, "Hey, I'm sorry that she's your wife, but I'm a business man and she and her little group bring in a lot of business. What are you going to do?"
"I don't know. The anger hasn't taken hold yet. This has happened just too quickly. For right now I suppose I'll just go outside and wait for her to leave and then follow her to see what she does. After that, I just don't know."
+++++++++++++
According to Bart the girls always left by ten or so. He figured that it was so that they could go have their fun and then still get home to hubby at a reasonable time. I had no idea what a reasonable time was for Katie because I was always asleep when she came home and Katie was careful not to wake me. I was surprised that I wasn't angrier than I was. I supposed it was because all I had up till then was what someone had said rather than any factual knowledge. Perhaps there was still a part of me that didn't believe it. After all, how could it have possibly gone on for seven years and me not have a clue?
At five after ten the girls began coming out and it was just as Brad had said it would be - none of them were alone. With a sinking heart I saw Katie come out with two black guys and I watched the three of them walk to a car and talk for a moment or two and then one black guy took Katie in his arms and kissed her. The kiss was a long one and while it was going on the other black guy took out his cock and put Katie's hand on it. She stroked it until she broke the kiss and then the man she had been kissing got in the car and Katie and the other black walked over to her car - his cock still in her hand - and Katie let the guy get in and drive while she got in on the passenger side. They weren't even out of the parking lot before her head went down into his lap.
It was a regular convoy on the way to Sarah's apartment. Sarah in her car with Tina, Katie and the guy she was sucking off followed in Katie's car. Marlene in her car with her stud of the evening and three guys behind her in a car. Then came Annie's car and she had Bev with her and behind them was another guy in his car and I was behind all of them. At Sarah's place they all trooped upstairs to her apartment and I settled in outside to wait. I don't know why I sat there and watched Sarah's apartment since I already knew that what Bart had told me was true. What I really wanted to do was go up the steps and walk in on them (I had a key so I could feed Sarah's cat when she was on vacation) and surprise the hell out of Katie, but then she would know that I knew. That would limit me in my future options so I just sat there and watched to see what would happen next.
Bev was the first one out. She came out at eleven-twenty and headed home to her husband. Tina was next, along with one of the guys, and they stood and talked for a couple of minutes and then exchanged slips of paper which I assumed were phone numbers and then they got in their cars and drove off. Next out came Marlene and Anne and they drove away which left Katie, Sarah and five guys still in the apartment. An hour passed and I was developing an overwhelming urge to go up those stairs and barge in on them. I had just decided to do it when Katie and four guys came out of the apartment. They stood around and talked for several minutes and then Katie gave all four long, lingering kisses and then everyone dispersed to their cars and drove away.
I gave Katie a three-block head start and then I followed her. I wondered what she would think when she got home and found that I wasn't there. Would she panic at the thought that I might have been out checking up on her or would the fact that she had pulled the wool over my eyes for the last seven years make her feel secure? All of a sudden something inside me snapped. I didn't want to go home. I didn't want to see Katie now that I knew what she had been doing. I didn't want her trying to kiss me goodnight with the mouth that she had been using for other things that night. I didn't want to lie next to her body after other men had been on top of it. Most of all I wasn't ready to face her after what she had done. I swung off on a side street and found a motel and checked in for the night.
+++++++++++++
I called in sick to work the next morning and then called a friend of mine who was a lawyer and asked if he could find some time in his schedule for me to discuss a personal problem. The news I got wasn't good. It seemed that in our state it didn't matter why you got a divorce, the woman still would make out like a bandit.
"You could have video of her being gangbanged with the kids in the next room watching TV and she would still get custody of the kids and half of everything that you own. She will get a portion of your pension when you retire, child support for the kids and depending on how sharp her lawyer is and how kind the judge is she could even come away with the right to claim the kids as income tax deductions even if you are paying more than half their support. To add insult to injury you will even get stuck with paying all court costs and that includes her lawyer's fees. Believe me pal when I say that divorce is the worst solution to your problem. You would have been better off barging in on her and killing her in a fit of jealous rage. With the right jury you might have been found not guilty by reason of insanity. At worst you would have been given twenty-five years and been out in eight with good behavior."
"So basically I'm fucked?"
"Pretty much. Your best option is to go home, pretend that it isn't happening, and go on with your life. You say that your marriage has been a good one right up until last night so be happy with your six days with her and try to ignore the one day when she is out being bad. Or you could go home and live with her and just sleep in separate bedrooms. Another option is to slowly convert everything you have to cash and then one day just walk away without saying a word to anybody."
Great choices, right? My mind was in turmoil as I headed home. I didn't know what to do. I didn't want to lose my kids and I didn't want to lose everything that I had worked so hard for just because my wife was a cheating whore. It wasn't fair that I had to be the one to pay for what she had done. By the time I reached the house I had decided to follow some of Brad's advice. I would slowly convert things to cash, but I would also stay at home and coexist with Katie until I could find a way out that didn't ruin me.
"Where have you been? My God, I've been worried sick. Why didn't you call?" was the greeting I got when I walked into the house. "I called the hospitals and I even called the police."
"I was just out. I had way too much to drink last night and decided to check into a motel rather than chance driving home."
"Why didn't you call me to come and get you?"
"I did. I called Sarah's half a dozen times right up until ten-fifteen and didn't get any answer." I saw some worry in her eyes when I said that, but it went away when I didn't dwell on it. "I called home at one and the baby sitter said you weren't home yet so I got a motel and crashed."
The worry came back, but when I didn't ask any questions about why she wasn't at Sarah's at ten-fifteen or home by one it faded again.
"I called work and they said that you had called in sick."
"That I did. When I woke up I was in no condition to go to work."
"So why didn't you call me then?"
"Because I didn't want to talk to you. Now if you will excuse me I'm in bad need of some aspirin." I left her standing there and headed upstairs to the bathroom and faked getting some aspirin and taking them. Katie had followed me up to the bathroom and was leaning on the doorframe, arms folded across her chest when I turned around.
"What do you mean you didn't want to talk to me?"
"My old Army buddy had to leave early, but I still had a drink in front of me so I stayed to finish it. While I was sitting there alone sipping the drink I had some time to think. The things I thought about had been in the back of my head for a long time and every time they had tried to push forward I had shoved them back into some compartment in the back of my mind and locked them away. Last night they kicked down the door to their little compartment and forced themselves to the front where I had to face them."
"Face what?"
"There is something wrong with our marriage Katie. I don't know just yet what it is, but for about the last seven years (I wondered if that number grabbed her attention) I've felt that there is something wrong, something not right, and the more I thought about it the more I was sure that I was right. There is something going on between us Katie, something that isn't right. I have no idea what it is yet, but it is there and I can feel it and I don't like the feeling. And as long as I was feeling that way I didn't, or should say don't, want to talk to you."
Katie gave me a contemplative look, shrugged her shoulders and walked away.
Dinner was a quiet affair as far as Katie and I were concerned although the kids chattered away. After dinner I helped them with their homework and then played some games with them until it was their bedtime. While Katie was putting them to bed I moved a few things into the spare bedroom. The kids in bed I told Katie I was tired and was going to hit the sack early and I left her in the living room watching TV. An hour later I heard the door to the spare bedroom open and then close as Katie looked in to see me there.
The next morning at breakfast Katie asked, "How long are you going to be in this self induced funk of yours?"
"Until I get a handle on what is wrong."
"There isn't anything wrong, it is all in your head."
"Somehow Katie, I don't think so; I don't think so at all."
+++++++++++++
I don't know why, maybe it is because I have a touch of masochism in me, but I was outside of Brad's place the next Wednesday watching to see what would happen. At nine-thirty Katie came out with a tall black man and they went to her car and a minute later I saw her legs come up as the man fucked her on the back seat. When they were done they went back into the bar and at ten after ten Katie's little pussy posse came out with several guys tagging along and they all headed for Sarah's apartment. Katie had three black guys with her and the four of them got in her car. She got in the back with one man and the other two got in front. Her legs were kicking in the air before the man driving her car even got it started. Halfway to Sarah's the guy fucking her must have finished because he got up and climbed over the seat into the front while the man on the passenger side climbed in back. Less than a minute later Katie's legs were kicking in the air again. I'd seen enough and I headed on home.
For the next two weeks I did the same and nothing changed except the number of guys. One week it was three black men and the next it was two. I really, really wanted to confront her and ask her what was the deal with her and blacks, but in the end I always talked myself out of it. I wasn't ready for confrontation, at least not yet.
For the next three months I pretty much ignored Katie. I slept in the spare bedroom and ignored all of her entreaties to go back to sleeping with her. Twice, after the kids were in bed and sleeping, she walked into the living room where I was watching TV wearing only nylons, a garter belt and high heels.
"This used to get your attention," she said.
I glanced over at her and said, "Yes, it used to" and then after several seconds she ran crying from the room. During that same three-month period I quietly sold the house that my parents had left me and that I had been renting out. I also sold off the two classic cars that I had restored. I told Katie that I needed the money to buy the 32' Ford Coupe that I really wanted. I sold my motorcycle, my stamp and coin collections, and I cashed in five CDs that I had. I squirreled the money away in a coffee can in the garage because lawyers have a way of finding money that is in banks.
+++++++++++++
I have no idea how much longer things might have gone on the way they were, but one day I just got tired of it. I hired a private detective, gave him all the information that I had and turned him loose. Two weeks later I had his report and I made copies and sent them to the husbands of the women in Katie's little fuck bunny group. I sent them off on Saturday and I was not at all surprised when Katie spent most of Tuesday on the phone. From the time I got home she kept looking at me nervously as if waiting for me to drop the hammer. I decided to play with her.
"Anything interesting in the mail today?"
"No, why do you ask?"
"I got something at the office today that really got my attention." I saw her tense up and I went on, "Some one mailed me a report." I saw a bead of sweat on her forehead.
"What kind of report?"
"I contacted a research group to find me that 32' Ford that I want and they sent me a list of seven that are available and in good shape."
I saw the relief wash over her face and then I hit her with the zinger. "I've got some time off coming and I'm going to be staying home from work tomorrow. I want to be here when the mail comes."
I saw the worry reappear as she asked me why.
"I contacted two of the people that have the cars and they are going to overnight mail me pictures and the particulars."
"There isn't any reason for you to waste a day off for that. If they come I can always bring them down to you."
"No, other people want those cars as much as I do and minutes could make the difference so I want to see them as soon as they get here."
The real reason of course was that Sunday I had dropped a copy of the report in the mail to myself. By the time we both went to bed that night Katie knew that the husbands of Tina, Marlene, Annie and Bev had all received a copy of the report and she was worried sick that a copy mailed to me would actually get to me. None of the reports that I mailed had my return address on them and I had blacked out all references to me. All Katie knew was that someone had anonymously sent the report to her friend's husbands and she expected that I would get one also.
Katie spent most of the morning in the living room where she could watch the front of the house. At eleven-ten when the mailman put the mail in our box she was out of the house like a shot. I watched through a slightly parted curtain as she took the mail out of the box and looked at it. I saw her look at the large brown envelope and then cast a quick glance at the house to see if I was looking and then she pushed the brown envelope back into the mailbox and came back into the house.
"Nothing about cars, just the regular bills."
"Well, maybe they handle overnight mail like special delivery and it will be along later. Maybe you have to sign for it or something. I think I'll go out and wash the car while I wait."
I spent the rest of the day working on the car in the driveway. Katie kept coming to the doorway to see where I was. She desperately wanted to get out to the mailbox and get that brown envelope, but she couldn't as long as I was in the driveway. I knew that when I finally went into the house at five that she had to be a basket case, but I made sure I stayed where she couldn't get out to the mailbox without my seeing her. After dinner, as she was putting the dinner dishes in the dishwasher I casually asked her, "I wonder what is in that envelope that you stuffed back into the mailbox?"
She dropped a glass on the floor and as it broke she turned to me and said, "I don't know what you are talking about."



"Sure you do Katie. I was watching through the curtains when you got the mail and I saw you shove a brown envelope back into the box. What is it? You don't want me to have my Ford Coupe? You going to keep the information from me until someone else has already bought it? Why don't you go out and get it Katie, and let's see what it is."
She gave me a dirty look, slammed the door to the dishwasher and stormed out of the room. Two minutes later she was back and the brown envelope had been ripped to pieces. She waved them at me and then tossed them into the garbage.
"Damned right I don't want you buying a car. Until you start paying attention to me again I'll be damned if I'll let you buy a car that you can spend all of your free time on. I'm sick of being ignored by you while you run around with figments of imagination in your head telling you that something is wrong with our marriage. I'm tired of it. I have needs damn it, needs that you aren't meeting and until you start meeting those needs I'll begrudge you anything else you want to spend your time on."
I looked at her with a smile on my face and then I clapped my hands and said, "Bravo, bravo. Academy Award performance if I ever saw one. With acting talent like that you belong in Hollywood. I especially liked the part about your having needs. Personally I would have thought that your needs were being more than met on your Wednesday night out with the girls."
Katie's face went pale as she said; "I don't know what you are talking about."
"Sure you do Katie, you know exactly what I'm talking about."
I reached under the table and brought up the briefcase I'd put there while she was out at the mailbox. I opened it and took out another envelope which I tossed on the table in front of her.
"That's the original Katie. What you tore up was a copy. Check it out Katie. It is very interesting reading."
I got up and left her sitting at the table, the report in front of her.
+++++++++++++
It was an hour later and I was in my home study working on a sales report when Katie came in and sat down. She sat there for almost five minutes before she said, "What made you hire a detective?"
"I just finally got tired of trying to ignore it and pretending that I just thought that something was wrong."
"Did you have to drag everyone else down too?"
"Yep. The other guys deserved to know that their so-called loving wives were nothing more than cheating whores like you. Hopefully they can get rid of the sluts before the sluts can infect them with something."
"Is that why you stopped having anything to do with me, the fear of becoming infected?"
"That's part of it. The other part is that you are a nigger loving whore and I can't bear the thought of touching you"
"You probably won't believe this, but I love you and I would never do that to you. I always used condoms."
"You are right Katie, I don't believe you. In the first place condoms aren't enough and you know it. Aids gets passed by a transfer of body fluids and that includes swapping spit in a kiss and the pre-cum leaking out of a dick when you are sucking it. In the second place, you are lying to me and I know it. I saw what you were doing the night that I didn't come home. I saw you at that country western bar. I watched you exchange passionate kisses with that nigger in the parking lot and I watched as you went down on him while he drove your car to Sarah's and you sure didn't spend anytime putting a condom on him. God alone knows what you did upstairs in Sarah's apartment. The following Wednesday I watched as you went out to the parking lot with the one black guy and from the time you got in the car until your legs went up he barely had enough time to unzip his pants, let alone put on a condom. And the same with the two dudes you did on the backseat on the drive over to Sarah's. Doesn't matter anyway. We were toast as soon as I found out you were a punch board for niggers."
"Then why are you still here?"
"Because it is easier and cheaper than a divorce. So, now that the bullshit is out of the way you need to make a decision. We can either co-exist in the house and keep being parents to the kids or you can pack up and leave and get a divorce. It is strictly up to you."
"Aren't you even going to ask why?"
"No. I already know more than I want to know. I know that you have been cheating on me for at least seven years now. I don't really need to know that it has been longer than that - that maybe you snuck out of our room and fucked the bellboy while we were on our honeymoon. You did it, you finally got caught, the marriage is over, we move on. There is a bright side for you. You don't have to limit yourself to just Wednesday anymore."
"No chance for us?"
"No Katie, none at all."
"I guess I'll have to think about it. No chance at all?"
"None!"
She sat there and looked at me for a couple of more minutes and then she got up and left.
+++++++++++++
Katie made the decision to co-exist in the house. We were cordial to each other and gave the kids no reason to believe that anything had changed in the house, but at nine, seven and five their awareness wasn't what it would be in five more years. The surprising thing was that Katie gave up going out on Wednesday nights and didn't go out on any other nights either. After three months Katie started to make some moves toward trying to win me back. They were subtle at first and I didn't realize what she was doing, but I guess that subconsciously they were doing what she hoped as I did get erections that I tried to hide from her. Then she got a little more open and began dressing in a provocative manner. I had been without sex for almost seven months and it was hard to ignore her, but I did. I was determined to have nothing to do with her sexually. My plan was to stay together until the kids were old enough and then either divorce her or just walk away. I had been adding money to my coffee can in the garage and I had quite a large chunk saved against the day we split, however it went down.
I guess Katie thought she could turn me around though and she kept trying. I didn't help matters any when I stupidly agreed to move back into the bedroom with her
"Clarise and Benny are getting old enough to wonder why we are sleeping in separate bedrooms. We need to start sleeping in the same room."
"No Katie, no way."
"Hear me out on this okay? I said sleep in the same room, not the same bed. We can get twin beds and you can sleep on one side of the room and I'll be on the other. If they ask about separate beds we can tell them that you have a bad back and need a firmer mattress than I can sleep on. The important thing is that we keep up the pretense for them."
It sounded logical so I agreed. It turned out to be a big mistake. I had forgotten that being in the same room would mean seeing Katie dressing and undressing, getting in and out of the shower, standing naked in front of the mirror putting on her makeup and things like that. It gave me more hard ons than I care to admit to, but I still fought off the temptation to give in. Then one morning I woke up having what I thought was a wet dream to find Katie with my cock in her mouth. When she realized I was awake she stopped sucking on me and looked up at me and smiled.
"See? He does miss me."
I lost my temper and kicked out at her. My foot caught her shoulder and sent her tumbling from the bed and I stood up and looked down at her lying on the floor and shouted at her, "Stay away from me you filthy fucking nigger loving whore" and I stormed out of the room.
+++++++++++++
That night Katie went out and from then on she went out three or four nights a week. I couldn't have cared less as long as she left me alone, but then one night I woke up to loud noises coming from the living room and I got out of bed to see what they were. Katie was on the living room couch with a black cock in her mouth, her pussy and her ass while a fourth blackman stood off to the side watching and stroking his erection. The noise was the men urging each other on.
"Fuck the bitch. Give it to her hard."
"Man I do love pushing my cock into her tight white ass."
"Hurry up bro, I need to put my meat someplace."
I headed down stairs and when I got there the guy fucking Katie in the ass saw the rage on my face.
"Hey man, you must be the husband. She said you were okay with this."
"I don't give a rats ass what you do with the whore, but I don't want it done in my living room. A backseat, a motel, but not here."
"She brought us here man."
"I don't give a shit what she did. I've got three kids upstairs in bed and I don't need them waking up to go to the bathroom, hearing the noise and looking down here to see this. Get her the fuck out of here and do it now before I call the police."
I turned and left them and went upstairs and got dressed. About five minutes later I heard the front door slam and I checked and saw that the men had gone, but they had left a naked Katie on the couch. I went down and as I approached her she smirked at me, "You interrupted us and they left me hanging. You going to finish the job?"
I picked her up off the couch and carried her outside and dropped her on the front lawn and then I went back into the house and locked all the doors and windows. Katie raised enough racket trying to get back into the house that the neighbors called the cops. They tried to get me to let her back in but I refused and told them that the only way she was going to get back in was with a court order.
"At least give her some clothes."
"She keeps a blanket on the back seat of her car to keep cum from staining the seat. Let her wrap herself in that" and I closed the door on them. The next day I packed up the kids and moved out.
+++++++++++++
I can only blame myself for letting things get to that point. I should have just bitten the bullet when I first found out about Katie and gone for the divorce. Katie is fighting for custody of the kids and I'm fighting hard to keep her from getting them. Her latest maneuver is to claim that they aren't mine and she has demanded a DNA test to back up her claim. I have no idea how it is going to turn out, but you have no idea how many times I have thought back to my talk with my lawyer friend and remembered what he said, "With luck and good behavior you'll be out in eight years."
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I shuffled through the pile of bills on the table and shook my head in dismay. Two months behind on the mortgage, two months behind on the truck payment, shut-off notices from the phone and electric companies and no way for me to come up with the money any time soon. Things were not looking good.
I'm a carpenter by trade and I've never had a problem finding work, but my problem was that I couldn't work. I had been siding houses for a developer and through my own stupidity I had fallen off of a scaffold and had broken my leg in two places. I'd been off work for two months and it would be at least another six weeks before I could go back. By then the truck would have been repossessed and the house foreclosed on. My wife Stasha works, but secretary's don't make all that much. What Stasha brings home keeps us in groceries and that's about it. Neither one of has a living relative that we could ask for help so we are pretty much screwed.
There was one ray of sunshine. Paul stopped by the house one night to see how I was doing. He brought a twelve pack of Bud with him and as we worked our way through it he brought me up to date on what was happening on the job site. He brought me a get well card signed by all the guys on the crew and then, a little on the embarrassed side, he took a wad of cash out of his pocket and handed it to me. "The guys took up a collection for you."
"Thanks. Tell them that it will come in handy. It will keep the lights on and the phone hooked up, at least until they kick us out."
"It's not that bad, is it?"
I told him what we were up against and he'd had enough beer in him to say, "You shouldn't have problems like that. Hell, Stasha is sitting on a gold mine. Christ guy, I'd pony up five hundred for a shot at her and I'm just one guy."
He was joking and I knew it and I didn't take offense because we talked like that all the time on the job. I told him I'd keep him in mind if Stasha ever decided to go into business. We had one more beer each and then he said he had to go. Later that evening I gave Stasha the cash Paul had given me and told her to take care of the phone and electric bills.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Just when things were really dark a little bit of luck came our way. Stasha came home one night and told me that her boss was going to expand the business and he wanted to know if she would be able to put in some overtime during the week and on Saturdays and Stasha naturally said yes. For the next month and a half Stasha put in four hours of overtime every night of the week at time and a half and eight hours on Saturday at double time and the extra money saved our ass. We caught up on all our bills and actually managed to put a little money in the savings account. The doctor cleared me to go back to work and that's when things really went to shit.
I'd been back to work a month and Stasha was still putting in overtime two or three days a week and every other Saturday and we were building up a nice cushion in the savings account against the next disaster. One night Marty, one of the guys I work with, couldn't get his car to start after work and he asked me if I could give him a ride into town. "I've got a date and I don't dare to be late because she won't wait."
"Where do you have to go?"
"The Best Western on Sixth."
"Don't you need to go home and change?"
"No, it's not that kind of a date. I can shower in the room before we take care of business."
"You telling me that a hooker won't wait for her customer?"
"Not this one. She's married and has to be home by a certain time."
I ran Marty into town and dropped him off at the front entrance of the motel. As I was pulling out of the circular drive something caught my eye. I stopped, backed up and looked again. It was Stasha's car. No doubt about it - I knew the plate number. She worked on the other side of town so why was her car here? Curiosity got the best of me and I drove over to where Stasha worked and there were only two cars on the parking lot. The front door was locked so I banged on it to get the attention of the security guard. He came over to see what I wanted and I told him I stopped by to see my wife. "She's working overtime tonight."
"Not here she isn't. Ain't nobody worked overtime here in the four years I been here."
I walked back to my truck and sat in it trying to make sense of what the guard told me. Stasha told me she had been working overtime for the last three months and the guard said no one had worked overtime in the last four years. I might not have an MBA, but I was smart enough to know that something did not compute.
I was sitting on the couch sipping a beer and watching the Red Wings skate against the Avalanche when Stasha got home.
"Rough day?"
"It was a bitch. I spent most of the time moving furniture and file cabinets and my feet are killing me. I'm going to go soak in the tub."
I watched her walk up the stairs and wondered just what the hell she was up to.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was two days before Stasha told me that she was going to work overtime again. She normally got off work at five and I usually work until we lose the sun so I told the boss I needed to leave work a little early for a doctor's appointment to check out my leg. At four forty-five I was parked across the street from Stasha's work place. There was no rear entrance so she had to come out of the lot where I could see her. At ten after five Stasha came out of the lot and I gave her a couple of blocks head start and followed her. She drove to the Marriott on Coleman, parked and walked inside. I saw her walk into the lounge and I debated following her in, but then decided to park where I could keep an eye on the lobby.
It was almost half an hour before Stasha came out of the lounge and she wasn't alone - Paul was with her. The two of them turned toward the bank of elevators and I saw them get in one. I didn't need to be a rocket scientist to figure out what was going on, Stasha and Paul were having an affair. I headed on home, but while I was driving something occurred to me. It should have hit me the previous night, but I was so upset that I spaced it. Where was the so-called overtime money coming from if Stasha wasn't working overtime?
I sat at the kitchen table sipping a beer and wondering what the fuck had happened to my marriage. I loved Stasha and I had always thought that she loved me, but I guess I was wrong. If she was having an affair she obviously didn't care all that much for me. I wondered when it had started. Stasha loved sex and when I first broke my leg she had to go without any sex for almost a month and a half. Was that what it was all about? She got horny while I was laid up, she picked Paul for a fling, it blossomed and now it was a full-blown affair? That still didn't explain the money.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was still sitting at the table drinking beer when Stasha got home. She came into the kitchen and kissed me on the cheek and told me that she was going to go up and soak in the tub.
"I don't think you should do that."
"Why not?"
"Because we need to talk."
"About what?"
"About the place where you work. About the fact, at least according to the watchman I talked to last night, that there hasn't been any overtime worked there in the last four years. And we need to talk about your car being parked at the Best Western last night and in passing I suppose we should touch on your meeting Paul at the Marriott tonight and taking an elevator upstairs. And finally we need to talk about all that money that came from all that overtime that you didn't work"
As I ticked off the points one by one Stasha's face went pale. "Get yourself a drink and sit down. This could be a long night."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took me damn near a half hour to get Stasha talking and it was only when I told her I was walking if she didn't start that she told me the story. It had happened the night Paul had come over to give me the collection that the guys had taken up for me. Stasha had heard Paul when he said he would give $500 for a shot at her and she had gone out the back door and was waiting for him at his car when he left. She had asked him if he was joking or if he really meant it. Paul told her that he had been joking, but if he really had a shot he do it in a heartbeat. Then Stasha had surprised the hell out of him by telling him to pick a time and a place.
"We have too much invested in the house to just let them foreclose and take it away from us. When I found out Paul would pay me for what I love to do anyway I saw a way to save the house. I met him the next night, spent four hours with him, collected $500 and came home."
Paul asked her when he could see her again and she had told him that he could see her whenever he wanted as long as he understood that it was $500 each time. He saw her two more times and then he made her a proposition. He couldn't afford her for two or three nights a week so he said he would find other customers for her and in return for every three he brought her he would get a free night.
"That's what I was doing tonight - giving Paul his freebie."
"Paul is your pimp?"
"Yes, I guess it would be fair to say that."
"But all the bills have paid for months now. Why are you still doing it?"
"Truth?"
"I would hope so."
"We need money in the bank because winter is coming and you don't work steady in the winter and I don't ever again want to be in a position where we might loose the house, but there is a second reason. I love it."
"You love being a hooker?"
"I love the sex. The moneys great, but I love the sex."
"You didn't care what my finding out would do to us?"
"I never thought you would find out. I made Paul promise me that he would never set me up with anyone who would know that I was your wife. That way no one could tell you about me. I never allowed for you accidentally finding out."
"Bottom line then is that you are a whore and you like it."
"I guess that pretty much sums it up."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I just sat there, looked at her, and tried to get my mind around the fact that my wife was a prostitute. Try as I might I just could not come to grips with it. I could understand her desperation to save the house and I suppose that I could possibly bring myself to forgive her for doing what she did to save it. But to do it and then tell me that she loved doing it, I don't think so. And then I started to laugh. Stasha looked at me and asked, "What's so funny?"
"I'm laughing about what happened last night. When Marty's car wouldn't start he asked me to drive him into town so he wouldn't be late to meet his date. I actually drove a man to where he could fuck my wife. Ain't that a kick in the ass? My wife is a whore and I'm delivering her customers to her. Un-fucking believable."
"You drove Marty to the Best Western?"
"Yes I did. I delivered him to you so you could cuckold me with him."
"Baby it doesn't mean anything. You are still the only man I love. I did it for us baby. I did it so we could keep our house and so you wouldn't loose your truck and so we could get out from under that mountain of bills. I didn't know that I was going to like doing it so much and that I did shouldn't matter because it is just sex baby. There isn't any love involved in it. I belong to you baby and only to you."
"No Stasha, you don't belong only to me. You belong to anyone who hauls out his cock and shows you the money."
We sat there looking at each other and saying nothing for quite a while and then Stasha said "What now?"
"I don't know Stasha, I just don't know." I got up from the table and headed up to bed.
I was a little surprised when Stasha followed me up to the bedroom and then got into bed with me acting as though nothing was out of the ordinary. She reached over and put her hand on my cock and I pushed it away.
"Don't be that way baby. I know you like making love to me and I love the way you make love so don't let your mad get in the way of that."
"I don't want another man's leftovers. No way I'm taking Paul's sloppy seconds."
"I would never do that to you baby. I always shower and douche before I come home. I'd never give you a sloppy pussy baby. It may be a little loose sometimes, but never, ever sloppy" and she reached for my cock again.
I pushed her hand away, "Stop it Stasha! Just leave me the fuck alone."
"I can't leave you alone baby, I never could. I want you."
"Well I don't want you. I can't bring myself to even think of touching you now that I know what you have been doing."
I rolled away from her and tried to go to sleep, but sleep was impossible. I lay there and tossed and turned and Stasha kept reaching over and touching. After about an hour I got up and went to the spare bedroom. It wasn't much better there, but I at least got away from being touched by Stasha. Finally, about three in the morning I managed to fall asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up at six in the morning and Stasha was in bed with me. She had my cock in her hand and was licking it like a Popsicle. I tried to pull away from her but she had a strong grip on my cock and wouldn't let go. She kept working on my dick, but it didn't respond.
"You're wasting your time Stasha. I've got no interest in fucking a whore."
"Why not baby? All Paul did last night was warm me up for you. He didn't ring my chimes like you do. None of them ever did. Come on baby, let me prove to you that you are the only man I love. Make me scream the way no other man ever has."
She reached for my cock again and I scooted backward to keep away from her. "Right, like I'm about to believe that. First you tell me you are a whore and that you like being one and now I'm supposed to believe that you never came when they fucked you?"
"No baby, I won't lie to you. They all made me cum, but no one has ever made me scream the way you do."
"It doesn't matter Stasha. You fucked other men behind my back and that bothers me more than you seem to realize. Just the thought of you with other men is a turn off."
"Why baby? I've seen you get hard looking at porno tapes. Just imagine your favorite porno and then imagine that I'm the actress. Imagine me doing what she did. She was paid to do it baby, just like I was, but she is only acting - I wasn't. My squeals were real baby, because I loved it. Just think about me fucking other guys like it was a porn movie baby."
I tried to imagine Stasha with another man, but I just couldn't. Besides, my favorite porno was a gangbang, but then Stasha knew that. Was she telling me that she did gangbangs? "What did you do? I mean, what did you do for the money?"
"I did it all baby. For five hundred they got four hours of whatever they wanted as long as no pain was involved."
"Everything?"
"That's right baby, all three holes belonged to them for four hours."
"You always told me you worked eight hours on Saturday. What did you do, have several tricks?"
I saw Stasha's face change a little and she said, "I guess you might as well know the worst. On Saturdays I did multiple partners."
"As in more than one at a time?"
"There are a lot of guys willing to pay a lot to be a part of a gangbang and after all, that's why I got into it - for the money. On some Saturdays I made as much as three thousand dollars."
"Gangbangs? Jesus Stasha, how many did you do?"
"Usually around five or six, but I did as many as ten sometimes. Oh, look at this. The thought of me with a lot of cocks to play with seems to excite you."
I glanced down at myself and sure enough, my cock was rising fast. Stasha reached over and took it in her hand and this time I didn't push her away. "Is that it baby? Are gangbangs your thing? Are you seeing me with a cock in every hole and more men waiting for their turn? God baby, you feel like an iron bar" and she swung over me and lowered herself down on my cock.
"Just lie there baby and let me do the work. Oh god baby, you feel so good in me. It's where you belong baby. Think about me in a room with lots of men, all wanting to get in one of my holes. Imagine me on the bed baby with a cock in my mouth, a cock in my pussy and a hard dick working in my ass. See me cum baby? See me working those cocks while I shake like a leaf on a windy day? See the spent cocks drop out of me and hear me beg for another hard cock to hurry up and get in me? Think about it baby, think about a roomful of men with hard cocks just waiting for their turn to fuck your wife."
Her talking and the images she provoked were driving me crazy. I grabbed her hips and I thrust up into her as hard as I could.
"That's it baby, that's it. Fuck your gangbang loving whore, fuck your dirty little cum loving slut."
"You fucking bitch" I screamed as I shot my load into her cunt.
She laughed, "You like the idea, don't you baby? You like the idea that your wife is a cock-loving whore who has gangbangs. You can't hide it from me baby - I know your secret now. I've found your secret button. You like the idea of me fucking groups of men. How many baby? How many do you imagine me fucking? Ten? Thirty? Pick a number baby and I'll do that many for you. You want to be there baby? You want to watch me be a total slut for a bunch of guys? You want to see me take cock after cock after cock and beg for more? You want to fuck me while I'm still full of their cum?"
A funny thing happened to me. I had just cum in her and my cock had started going soft, but as she talked my dick stopped going down and started back up.
"Oh goody" she squealed as she felt my cock grow in her, "You do want to fuck me when I'm full of cum. I give good sloppy seconds baby, some of my customers pay big money to fuck me when I'm full, but you will get it for free baby, you will get all you want for free. Or maybe you would rather I sit on your face when I'm full. Would you like that sweetie? Want to drink your fill from me? I've got a guy who pays me three hundred to stop by his house on my way home from a bang just so he can suck on my full, wet pussy. You can have it free baby. All you can drink for as long as you want. Would you like that?"
I screamed as I came in her for the second time.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Paul doesn't get free pussy anymore. Stasha told him that she has enough repeat customers now and she doesn't need him to pimp for her any more. That's only partly true. Every once in a while she gets tired of servicing just her "regulars" and that's when I go into pimp mode and go and find her some fresh cock. Of course the real reason he doesn't get a free ride any more is that I don't want Stasha fucking him unless he pays. The asshole was supposed to be my friend and I didn't take kindly to his fucking Stasha to begin with, let alone becoming her pimp.
Stasha does a gangbang almost every other weekend and I'm there to watch and participate. She was right when she said she had found my secret button. None of the others at the gangbang know that I'm her husband and so far none have seemed to notice the rapt expression on my face as Stasha is getting the shit fucked out of her. It's weird that gangbangs turn me on so much. I've been in the closet a time or two when Stasha took on a customer, but it didn't do a thing for me. But following a Saturday gangbang my cock stays hard all weekend.
Stasha a pretty healthy savings account now and she asked me if I wanted her to quit. I told her she could stop taking customers during the week if she wanted to, but not on the weekends. "You're my gangbang whore on the weekends sweetie and I'm never going to let you stop."
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The fact that it wasn't really my fault (honest - it wasn't) didn't seem to mean a damn thing to my wife. She decided to punish me anyway and in doing so she just may have ended our marriage.
I have two problems, neither of which I can do anything about. The first is relatively minor and easily controlled - I can't hold my liquor. I have a low tolerance for alcohol and it doesn't take a lot to fuck me up. Like I said, easily controlled, all I have to do is not drink, but I like to have a good time as much as the next guy so at parties I'll usually have one or two drinks and nurse them all night except for sometimes when I don't and then I end up shitfaced.
The other problem is a lot more serious and there is nothing, and I do mean nothing - short of self-mutilation - that I can do about it. I have a big cock. My cock soft is 8 3/4 inches. Hard it can grow to 13 1/4 inches in length with a circumference of 7 inches and when fully erect it has been know to make some girls faint. Before you jump up and say, "Wow, that's a problem I wouldn't mind having" let me tell you "Oh yes you would."
The saying that size matters is only true up to a point. Once you reach that point the saying is still true, but on the negative side of the scale. More women are afraid to try a cock of my size than are willing to give it a shot. From the time I was eighteen until my twenty-fifth birthday my cock had been in the hands and mouths of over a hundred and twenty-five females, but I was still technically a virgin. Oh they all wanted to see it, to touch it and even to make it cum, but I had never had a piece of ass. No one would let me put it in them. I was a sideshow freak that all the women wanted to see. They told their friends and their friends told friends and my phone rang off the hook with women calling me and asking me for a date only to push me away when I tried to get into their pants. Why did I continue to put up with it? Because eventually I hoped to find a woman who wouldn't say, "You're not putting that thing in me."
On my twenty-fifth birthday my brother threw me a party. Because the party was for me and I felt I had an obligation to socialize and talk to everyone there I stuck to drinking ginger ale. About an hour into the party a very attractive women who had come to the party with my cousin Lou came up to me and asked, "Is what they say about you true?"
Here it comes I thought and said, "And just what is it that you have heard?"
"That you are a very good dancer" and she offered me her arm. We danced and made the usual small talk and she held her distance so as not to come in contact with the erection that she just had to know that I had. When the song was over I walked her back to the table where Lou was sitting and thanked her for the dance. Half an hour later she came up to me again, "I'm not used to having to do this."
"Not having to do what?"
"Ask men to dance with me. Usually I have to beat them off with a stick."
I smiled at her and them moved out onto the dance floor, "I'm sorry that you are feeling neglected, but I don't make a habit of messing with another man's date."
"Oh. Well, Lou is not really my date. He is just a friend and I'm with him tonight to see if I can satisfy a curiosity."
"And that would be?"
"To see for myself if what I've been hearing is true."
"And if it is?"
"If it is baby, we can make some beautiful music together."
"You will have to pardon me for saying this, but I've heard this song way too many times and the music always turns out to sound like a scratched and cracked record."
"I've heard that too, but there always has to be a first time, doesn't there?"
When I walked her back to her table she slipped me a piece of paper and said, "Call me."
I spent two days debating whether or not I should call Leslie. I knew that I had to keep trying to find some one, but even so I was tired of not getting anywhere. I finally decided to make the call and we made a dinner date for the next night. When I arrived at her apartment I was surprised when she met me at the door in a bathrobe. She asked me in and then she said, "We both know what this is all about and I don't see any sense in wasting time, do you?" She dropped her robe and showed me her naked body. "Okay, you can see what I'm bringing to the party. Let's see what you have." She led me into her living room and sat down on the couch and watched me while I undressed.
Her body had the desired effect and I was rock hard when my cock finally came into view. "Oh my" she said, "I'd heard, but I never believed. Bring it to me."
I walked over to her and she took it in both hands and stroked it. She fondled my balls and then she took it in her mouth and simultaneous sucked on it and jacked me off. After a minute she stopped and asked, "Are you good for more than once?"
I nodded a yes and she went back to sucking on me. Another couple of minutes and I was ready to shoot and I told her, but all she did was grip me harder and clamp her lips tight. She did her best to swallow it all, but some dribbled out of her mouth and down her chin. When she was done she said, "If you are going to put that thing in me I'm going to have to be really wet. Do you eat pussy?"
I smiled to myself as I told her that I did. I'd been down this road before. Give me the blow job to get me off and keep me happy, get your pussy eaten to get you off and then the "Oh I can't let you put that big thing in me" and curiosity satisfied, usher me out the door. But fair is fair, she had gotten me off so I felt I owed her something.
She was very responsive and vocal as I ate her and she had an orgasm before she pushed me away. By that time I was hard again and she looked down at my cock and then up at my face and then she said the words that I had known would be coming, "I don't think I can get that in me" but then came the surprise, "at least not without some help." She got up and left the room and a few minutes later she hollered at me to come into the bedroom. When I got there she was lying on the bed, legs spread and was working on her pussy with a tube of KY Jelly. "Take your time baby. Be patient, go easy and try not to pay attention if I scream."
I looked at her amazed - she was going to do it - she was actually going to try and do it!
It took me almost twenty minutes to work my way into her, another five minutes to work up a rhythm that didn't hurt her and then I tried not to be a race horse as she had climax after climax and then she dug her nails in my as and said, "Go for it baby, fuck me as hard as you can. Cum for me baby, cum for me." It was a Friday night and neither of us had to work the next day. We never left her apartment or bothered to get dressed until Sunday afternoon and we were married six months later.
That was five years ago. The marriage was not all champagne and roses. For one thing there were tons of women who wanted to see what I had. Most of them had no interest in trying it, but they did want to see it. More than once at a party Leslie would walk into a room where I would be sitting in a chair after having way too much to drink. My cock would be towering up out of my pants and some sweet young thing would be looking at it or touching it. Words would be said, the sweet young thing (or the not so sweet, not so young woman) would run from the room and I'd go a week with Leslie not talking to me. She knew how I got when I drank and she also knew that I never chased after other women, but that didn't make it any easier on me.
About six weeks ago Leslie finally had enough. She came into a room where I was sitting in a chair, barely coherent, while two women were looking at and stroking my cock. Leslie didn't even come into the room, she just turned on her heels and walked away. The two women looked at each other, giggled, and then went back to taking turns sucking my cock until I came. Then they took turns licking the cum off my dick, tucked it away and left me there to fall asleep.
The next day as I was suffering through a hangover and sitting at the kitchen table sipping black coffee Leslie sat down across from me and handed me a piece of paper.
"What's this?"
"That hubby dear, is your punishment. I am sick and tired of things like what happened last night and I'm not listening to any more bullshit about how it isn't your fault. You know what happens when you drink, but you drink anyway. You get yourself into these situations and then you expect me to just shrug it off. Well, I'm not going to do it anymore. It is time to teach you a lesson. There are seventeen names on that list and they all have expressed an interest in your equipment. Your punishment is that you have to fuck everyone on that list before I will let you make love to me again."
For the first time I felt fear. "You know I can't do that! You know that even though they say they want it once they see it they won't let it touch them. You are telling me that you will never have sex with me again."
"Well hubby dear, you better hope that you can convince them otherwise. You don't get to touch me again until you have nailed everyone on that list" and then she got up and left me sitting there.
Some punishment, right? Just go out and make love to seventeen good looking and desirable women. Except that Leslie knew that it was impossibility. I went through over a hundred women before I found her and now I was supposed to go out and do seventeen in a row? Not fucking likely. Then there was the fact that half the women on the list were married. No, Leslie had given me an impossible task and we both knew it.
It didn't take long for me to find out that Leslie meant it when she said that I wasn't going to have sex with her. I tried for a week and all I got was "How are you coming with your list?" as she pulled away from me. It was another three weeks before I finally came to accept that Leslie meant what she had said. I got the list out and separated it into four different categories:
- Single, unattached (3) - Single, dating friends (4) - Single, engaged to be married (1) - Married, (9) I started on the single, unattached list and I didn't do too bad as far as getting relief was concerned. I got two blow jobs, a hand job and one girl asked me for a second date, but it turns out that she just liked the way that I ate pussy. She was willing to give me all the blow jobs I wanted, but she wouldn't even consider letting me try to fuck her. Since Leslie had cut me off and blow jobs were better than nothing I began to date Cindy on the nights that I wasn't trying to get to some one else on the list. The last name on the list turned out to have moved to Seattle and when I told Leslie she allowed me to cross the name off the list. I asked here how much longer she was going to make me suffer. "You know the terms - fuck them or you don't get to fuck me." I had thought when this thing started that she would just make me sweat for a while, then make me promise to be good and we would get back to enjoying our sex life again. But it had been over a month and she still wasn't having anything to do with me in the bedroom.
I knew it was a lost cause because Leslie's terms were that I had to screw ALL of them and I had already failed on the first three names. Now it was going to get even harder because all that were left were girls who were going with friends of mine or married women. But all I could do was try so Leslie could see that I was trying and hope that soon she would say, "Okay, enough is enough. Have you learned your lesson?"
I couldn't call up my friends girlfriends and ask them out - what I had to do was catch the girl alone. It took some doing to find out where they went when they were alone and manage to be there, but I did manage it with all four of them. I did manage a blow job and three hand jobs, but I got nowhere near getting my cock into one of them.
The next one on the list was Robin. Robin was a four foot ten inch sex bomb and I just knew I was wasting my time on some one so little. She was engaged to be married and that was another thing that told me I was wasting my time. But Robin was a surprise. We went through the usual dance and then, "I admit that I'm curious, but you have to promise me that Denny never finds out, okay?"
We went to a motel room and stripped. She stared at it and then she stroked it, bent over and touched it with her tongue and then she started sucking me. I rolled over and went into a sixty-nine with her on top and went to work eating her pussy. This went on for several minutes and then she pulled away from me.
"Just lay there, okay? Let me do it. That way I won't get hurt" and she squatted over me with the tip of my cock just parting her pussy lips. She was only the second woman in my life to even try.
I just laid there and tried to hold still while she worked inch after inch into her little body. She got eight inches in her and then said, "I don't think I can take any more. I'll try, but I think I'm full."
Then she started fucking herself with me while I did my damnedest to hold still and let her do all the work. She slid up and down on me for about five minutes and took another two inches and had one very powerful orgasm. She was sweating and I could see determination on her face.
"I'm going to take it all damn it - I want all of it."
And she did it! She managed to take every inch of me. It took her another fifteen minutes, but she did it and along the way I blew a load into only the second pussy in my life. She fell forward and laid on me breathing hard.
"Can we do this again?"
"As many times and as often as you want."
"Just don't let Denny ever find out, okay?"
For some reason I didn't tell Leslie about Robin. I think it was because I wanted Robin available as long as Leslie wasn't and I didn't want to create more friction between us. It was a gamble - Leslie might have backed off on her demands if she knew that there was another woman out there who could, and would, handle me, but there was always the chance that she would have said, "Fine. You only have fifteen to go."
Robin might not have wanted Denny to find out, but she didn't seem to care if some of her friends did. The knowledge that Robin had managed me, small as she was, caused a few of women who had pushed me away to rethink things and within three weeks I had five women who had managed to take all of me. The problem was that none of them were on the list that Leslie had given me.
About that time I began to wonder about something. Before issuing me her ultimatum and list Leslie needed sex damn near every day of the week. How was she managing to do without while I was off on my hopeless quest? The only answer I could think of was that she wasn't - that she was seeing someone else. The next thing that occurred to me was that the punishment list had been bullshit from the very start. It gave Leslie plenty of free time to do what ever she wanted while I was out trying to seduce the women on her list. The more I thought about it, the more sure I was that Leslie was having an affair, but what to do about it? In the end I decided to do nothing figuring that not knowing for sure was better than knowing for certain.
About the time I started having doubts about Leslie things began to turn around for me. Word of mouth was going around that Robin and several others were managing to take me just fine and my phone was ringing off the hook. Women who had pushed me away suddenly wanted to give it a try and within three weeks I had crossed all the single women off Leslie's list. Leslie did not know any of this because I decided not to tell her. If she knew I was getting that much pussy she might have decided to put and end to things. That was the last thing I wanted. I was at the point where what I wanted more than anything was to complete that list and rub Leslie's nose in it.
I finally managed to get a start on the married part of the list. My sister and her husband had flown into town to visit the family and at the end of their visit I drove them to the airport and saw them off. On my way out of the terminal I saw a familiar face in one of the concourse bars and I went in and joined her. Mary had just put her husband on a flight and she had decided to have a drink or three before going home to an empty house. I bought her a drink and then she bought me one and then we did it again. We made small talk and then I bought her another drink while I nursed the one I had. Mary was halfway through the drink and then she set it down on the table, "Are you trying to get me drunk?"
Sensing that honesty would be the best policy with Mary I said, "Would it do me any good?"
She gave me another look and then she grinned, "I don't know." She sipped her drink and then said, "So, is what they say about you true?"
"Do you have to be drunk to find out?"
She put her drink down, grabbed her purse and said, "Let's go."
We took a room in the airport hotel and in less than fifteen minutes I hated Mary's husband. Mary was an insatiable slut. She took one look at my cock, said "Oh that's a nice one" and then she proceeded to fuck my brains out. She had me lie down on my back and then she climbed right on - no hesitation - just swung herself over me and pushed her pussy down on my dick. And then she bounced up and down on me until I was all the way in and then she told me to roll her over on her back. She locked her legs behind mine and said, "Now fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
We didn't leave the hotel until six the next morning. We had breakfast in the hotel restaurant and she asked me if I was going to be in trouble when I got home and I told her no. Then for some reason I told her about Leslie's list.
"You can't be serious? She actually gave you a list?"
I told her yes and then she asked me who was on it. I told her and then I told her how the list had come into being. She wrote down the names and then she grinned at me. "My husband is going to be gone for a week. I'll make you a deal. I'll help you get these girls, but in return I want you every night that my husband is gone. And for every girl I help you get I get you twice a week after he gets home, deal?"
I offered her my hand and said, "Deal."
Leslie gave me a funny look when I got home, but didn't say anything until after I had taken a shower and dressed for work. As I poured myself a cup of coffee she said, "Where were you last night?"
"Working on your stupid list."
"Don't snap at me. It's your own fault. And while we are on the subject, I won't be home when you get here tonight - I have a date."
"A date? Like as in I have a date with another man?"
I got a defiant look from her, "Yes. I'm tired of going without sex and I intend to date until you get your punishment out of the way."
"You have two choices then."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that if you are going without sex it is your own damned fault. You knew that the list you gave me was an impossible chore so you did it to yourself. And I don't believe that you have been going without anyway. I'm sure that you have been getting fucked ever since you started this shit. But that is neither here nor there. Like I said, you have two choices - no, make that three. You can forget about that stupid list and the two of us can get back to having a life or you can forget about the list and go on out and fuck whomever you want. But if you hold me to the list and go out and screw someone else tonight you might as well move out because the marriage is over. And yes, I meant it when I said you could fuck other guys as long as you put an end to this list shit. I'm not a hypocrite - I've managed to fuck over half the names on the list and if I'm having sex outside the marriage you should also be able to also. But not, and I repeat not, if we keep playing this silly list game. You cut yourself off with that list so if you have been going with out - which I seriously doubt - it is your own fault. If you are not at home when I come home tonight and you haven't called and cut me loose from that list don't be surprised when you come home to find all of your shit piled in the driveway. Now if you will excuse me I need to get to work."



I have no idea what Leslie chose to do because I haven't gone home yet. I stopped at Mary's like I promised and was surprised when I walked into the room to find that she had Anna with her. Anna was another name from the list. Both women were naked except for high heels. Mary grinned and said, "I told you I would help. What do you think Tiger, can you handle us both?" I grinned and started to undress and Mary said, "I told Anna about the list and she said she would help with getting you the others, but she wants the same deal you gave me, okay?"
I just smiled and thought, "God Andy, but you are such a slut."
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Maureen and I had hit that point in our fifteen-year marriage where everything was run of the mill and taken for granted. The excitement had gone out of our sex life and we were more or less going through the motions as a duty to each other more than anything else. I knew it, but I wasn't aware that Maureen knew it until the night she looked at me across the dinner table and asked me a question.
"Have you ever thought of cheating on me?"
The question was totally off the wall, but even so I didn't have to think hard to come up with the answer, "Sure I have."
"Have you?"
"No, of course not."
"Why haven't you?"
"Fear mostly."
"Fear of what?"
"Getting caught. Getting caught and having a good idea that getting caught would be the end of our marriage and I don't want to lose you."
"What if you knew that it wouldn't come between us, would you then?"
"What's this all about Maureen?"
"It's about holding on to our marriage. I've been watching you for a year now. You are restless and feeling tied down and you don't seem to be satisfied with me or what we have. So I've decided to let you go out and find out if the grass is greener on the other side of the fence. So go ahead, go out and sow some wild oats."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am. I know that I'm the best thing that ever happened to you and at one time you knew it too. You've apparently forgotten and the best way to remind you is to let you go out and play. The only stipulation is that you have to tell me everything. No secrets - you have to tell me everything you do and who you do it with."
"Why?"
"Who knows. Maybe you will learn something and bring it home and it will spice up our sex life."
I didn't quite know how to take that. I had never been told that it would be all right to be unfaithful before and to be honest I wasn't all that sure that I wanted to be. Also in the back of my mind a little voice was asking why she was doing it. I mean, I can count on the thumbs of one foot the number of married guys I know whose wives have told them to go out and get some strange and then come home and tell them about it. The more I thought about the more I began to think I was being set up. She wanted me to do it so she could. I could picture it in my mind, "Well, you did it so it should be all right for me to do it." Also, regardless of my answer to her question in the affirmative I really had no interest in other women and I damn sure didn't want Maureen fucking another guy, so what to do?
The obvious thing was to do nothing and that is just what I did. A week went by and then Maureen asked me if I had found any one to play with yet and I told her no.
"Why not. There are plenty out there. You ought to be able to find one at that bar where you stop off after work for a beer with your buddies."
"I don't know Maureen. I haven't gone after anyone since going after you. I wouldn't even know what to do any more."
"Bullshit honey. All you have to do is pick one you like, buy her a drink and hit on her."
I told her that I would try it, but I didn't. Once or twice a week for the next three weeks Maureen would ask me how I was doing and then one night just to shut her up I called her from the bar and told her I would be home late.
"I got a hot date, if you know what I mean."
"What does she look like?"
"Later honey. I have to go now before some other guy moves in on her."
I hung up the phone and went back to shooting pool with my buddies.
I expected Maureen to be in bed asleep when I got home, but no such luck. She was waiting for me and wanted to know all the details so I had to make up a story as I went along. I told Maureen that a hot looking redhead and I had made eye contact and the redhead looked interested so I bought her a drink. One thing had led to another and we had gone to a motel and made love several times. I told Maureen that the redhead had sucked my cock and then we had sixty-nined and then we had made love - three times. Maureen grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the bedroom, "Hurry baby, I want you to do everything with me that you did with her." When I fell asleep I was exhausted.
Maureen woke me up with a blow job the next morning and then she asked me when I was going to see the redhead again. Well, the previous nights sex had been the best in a long time and I was interested in getting more and so I said, "She asked me if she could see me tomorrow, but I wasn't really sure how you were going to take it so I didn't commit."
"Well you call her today and commit because last nights sex was fantastic and I want to do it again."
For the next three weeks I had fictitious dates with my imaginary redhead on the average of three times a week and every time I would go home to find Maureen waiting up for me. She would drag me into the bedroom, ask me what I had done with the redhead and then she would want to duplicate it. Finally I decided to play it to my advantage. The one thing that Maureen had never let me do was have anal sex with her. One night when I got home Maureen asked me what Jessica (the name I had given the redhead) and I had done. I shrugged and went into the bathroom. When I came out Maureen asked, "What's wrong baby. Didn't tonight go well?"
"I don't want to talk about it sweetie."
"Come on baby, you know the deal - no secrets!"
I hesitated and Maureen said, "Come on baby, give."
"She asked me to fuck her in her butt."
"She actually let you fuck her in her ass?"
"Yes."
"She liked it?"
"Must have. She was begging me the entire time to do her harder and faster and just before I left we did it for a second time."
Maureen looked at me for several seconds and then said, "I guess we can try it once."
I spent ten minutes working on Maureen's ass with my thumb and fingers and a liberal amount of KY Jelly and when I finally pushed my cock in her she went nuts. I did her ass twice before we fell asleep and in the morning she wanted to do it again. I was beginning to love my redhead - she was making my life so very interesting.
It was just a little over a month since my affair with the redhead started and I was sitting at the dinner table with Maureen when she said, "How are you getting along with Jessica? Still have a hot affair going?"
I told her that things seemed to be going well.
"Good. I'm glad that you are having a good time. I've felt so guilty these last two years. I feel a lot better now that you are seeing Jessica."
"Why have you been feeling guilty?"
Maureen looked away from me and was silent for several moments and then she said, "I've been having an affair."
"For two years?"
She still wouldn't look at me, but she shook her head yes. Then she looked up at me and said, "But I don't love him, not the way I love you. I like him and he's exciting to be with, but I would never leave you for him. I would never leave you for anyone baby. He came along at a time when I was feeling down and unwanted and we clicked and things just seemed to happen. And it didn't seem to be hurting our marriage any so I just kept seeing him. But I was feeling guilty all the time and it was showing up in our sex life. I couldn't bring myself to make love with you after I had been with him. It's weird that I want you so much after you have been with Jessica, but couldn't face you when I had been with Mark. But now you have Jessica and you and I are getting along better than ever so I think things are working out just great."
She grinned at me, "Maybe you and Jessica can double date one night with me and Mark, wouldn't that be a kick?"
She stood up from the table and said, "Come on baby, take your hot and horny wife to bed."
She headed toward the bedroom and then turned back toward me and gave me a big smile, "By the way, Mark says thanks for turning me on to anal sex. He just loves my ass." Then she turned and headed for the bedroom leaving me staring at her back.
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There once was a time in my life when I would have considered a man who liked watching other men fucking his wife a depraved degenerate asshole. How quickly things can change.
+++++++++++++++++
It all started when my best friend and I were discussing the sad state of my marriage. The wife and I got along fine, but the passion was gone. We only occasionally had sex and when we did it was like both of us were doing it because we each felt that it was our duty to each other. Anyway, I was telling John my troubles and he suggested that what I needed to do was put some spark back in my marriage. I asked him how and he suggested 'role playing' and said that is what he did to put some spice back in his marriage. He explained role playing to me and when I asked him for ideas he suggested that I buy some men's magazines like Gallery or Penthouse Letters and read the letters that the readers sent in. He said the great thing about role-playing was that you could take your fantasies and act them out in your bedroom. It did not matter what they were, mild, wild, weird or way out and off the wall because they were going to take place in the privacy of your own home.
I had a long talk with my wife Joanna and she agreed that we needed to do something to get us out of our rut and she agreed to try role-playing. We bought a copy of Penthouse Letters and Joanna and I would spend hours reading the letters to each other. At first just reading the letters would get us hot and we would end up fucking like sex crazed rabbits. Our sex life went from once or twice a month to three or four times a week almost overnight. Then we started telling each other our fantasies and we incorporated them into our lovemaking. All was great for about a year and then Joanna began to push for taking our fantasies out of the house and into public. Her biggest fantasy involved exhibitionism and she wanted to actual do it and not pretend. To be honest the thought did appeal to me too.
+++++++++++++++++
For the next six months we took major chances in public without getting caught. We fucked on the back seat of our car at the drive in; she gave me head in the Safeway parking lot at two in the afternoon and in the front seat as we drove down the Interstate (making sure that I slowed down every time I passed a semi so the driver could get a good look). We fucked in the ladies room of a restaurant, in the men's toilet at a local bar, behind the bushes in the park in broad daylight, on the hood of her father's car in his garage during a birthday party for Joanna's sister and (forgive me the sacrilege) on a pew in the back of a church. We took a vacation to Mexico and fucked on the beach at twilight and on our balcony at sunrise. Our sex life was great.
+++++++++++++++++
In reading the letters the ones I paid scant attention to were the ones where the husband got off on seeing his wife suck and fuck other men. I personally believed that the letters were phony - made up by the editors - because no man could really like something like that. What I did not notice, however, was the effect that those letters had on Joanna. It was only in retrospect that I realized how hot and horny she became when reading them. She could tell that I had no interest in that particular subject so she never brought them up for use in our fantasy play. The day came when her interest was dropped on my head like a brick.
I had stopped at an adult bookstore to buy a dildo and some scented oils and I went back into the arcade booths to watch some films and maybe get an idea or three that we could use in our sex games. I noticed that several of the booths had holes gouged out of the walls and when I got home I told Joanna about them. She became very excited about going to the store and doing something in one of the booths that some one could watch through the holes in the wall. I was just a tad reluctant to go as up to that point we had been doing stuff on a dare hoping not to get caught. If we did what Joanna wanted we would be doing something knowing that we would be seen and I wasn't comfortable with that. Joanna worked at it and she finally wore me down.
+++++++++++++++++
The next evening after we had both gotten home from work and had eaten dinner we went down to the adult bookstore. I got five dollars worth of quarters and we went back to the arcade where Joanna checked out every unoccupied booth until she found the one she wanted. It did not dawn on me until later that the booth she picked had holes in both walls. We entered the booth and locked the door behind us and I fed quarters into the machine while Joanna was pulling down my zipper and taking out my cock. For the next several minutes she sucked on my dick like a woman gone mad. I had her take of her panties and straddle me facing the opposite wall and as my cock entered her she began making the little sounds that she makes when she is being fucked. The sounds attracted whoever was in the next booth and we could see movement around the hole and knew that we were being watched. That excited the hell out of Joanna and I began to think I might have to stuff Joanna's panties in her mouth before her cries of pleasure brought management down on us and got us throw out of the store.
Coming as an absolute surprise to me a cock worked its way through the hole in the wall in front of us. Coming as an even bigger surprise Joanna leaned forward, took the cock in both hands and began jerking it off. I was so stunned that I just sat there as my wife slid up and down on my cock and jacked of the one coming out of the hole in front of her. The disturbing thing to me was that I made no protest. I just sat there and watched. Soon the cock in her hand began to spit out its white fluid onto her hands and then slowly, as if reluctant to leave (and I'll just bet that it was), the cock withdrew from the hole. We heard the door to the other cubicle open and close and then Joanna's mystery partner was gone.
Joanna leaned back against me and took her panties and wiped off her hands and then she whispered, "God but I feel so wicked. Am I a slut? Do you think I'm a slut for doing that?"
Frankly, I had no idea what I thought at that moment. At that point all I wanted to do was fuck my randy wife senseless. In only moments I shot what I thought must have been the largest load of my life into my wife's sucking cunt. Then I said that we had better get out of there and Joanna asked if we couldn't stay just a little bit longer. I gave in, but told her that I needed more quarters and I told her to lock the door behind me and that I would knock twice when I got back.
It might have been my imagination, but it seemed like every eye in the store was on me while I was getting more quarters. When I got back to the booth I knocked twice and waited, but Joanna didn't open the door. I knocked again and still got no response. Noticing that the next booth was empty I went in, locked the door and bent down to look through the hole in the wall. What I saw took my breath away. My wife was on her knees and sucking a cock that was sticking through the hole in the opposite wall. Her mouth was wrapped tight around it and she sucked on it for what seemed like hours before I finally saw white stuff leaking out of the corners of her mouth. She made every effort to keep the cock in her mouth and drain it of every drop, but it quickly went soft and withdrew through the hole.
I started to get up but I was not quick enough. There was a knock on the door and Joanna, no doubt thinking it was me, opened the door. The man who walked in already had his cock out and in his hand and Joanna took one quick glance at his face and then went to her knees in front of him. She sucked the strangers cock for several minutes and then he pulled her up, spun her around and bent her over so that she had to lean on the seat with her hands. She gave a sharp cry as he pushed his cock into her and then started moaning as the man fucked her from behind. It was too much for me. I took my cock out and shoved it through the hole in the wall. I felt Joanna's mouth fasten onto it and I lasted all of sixty seconds before I blew my load down her throat. I pulled my deflated dick back through the hole and bent down to watch the stranger fuck my wife. Joanna started to shudder and I knew that she was going to have a huge orgasm and in the middle of it I saw the stranger stiffen and I knew that he had just cum in my wife.
I was waiting outside the door when the stranger came out. He took no notice of me, just zipped up and walked away. I entered the booth to find Joanna wiping her face with her panties. She looked up at me with concern on her face.
"Don't hate me baby. I know I've been bad and you have every right to be disgusted with me, but believe me baby, I do love you so. Please don't hate me."
I was all set to explode with anger when I entered the booth, but the look on her face melted my anger and I took her in my arms and kissed her forehead. I felt the tenseness leave her body and she whispered, "I'll make it up to you baby. I don't know how, but I will make it up to you. Get me out of here baby, get me home and fuck me."
As we left the arcade there were a lot of wolf whistles, foot stomping and shouts of, "Way to go Babe" and "Hurry back sweetheart." Joanna turned and waved and as we walked to the car she looked at me with an expression that said plain as day, "Can we? Can we go back someday?"
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I just found out that my wife is a sneaking, conniving bitch and I don't know if I should be pissed or do something nice for her out of gratitude.
Heather and I have been together almost fifteen years, eight of it married and all of it tumultuous. Before tying the knot we must have broken up and then gotten back together at least a dozen times and each time we broke up we would each go and find someone else to fuck just to rub the other persons nose in it. That carried into our marriage and twice we separated and both times we moved in with someone else and then made a big show of how happy we were to be having sex with our new lover.
But we just couldn't stay away from each other, and no matter how bad I rubbed her nose in it (like the time I had five different girl friends) or how bad she rubbed my nose in it (like the time she did five guys at her sisters birthday party) we always ended up back together and promising each other that never again would we be apart. Believe me - our marriage was not anywhere near being a conventional one.
I work nights, eleven-thirty to eight in the morning and Heather works from seven in the morning to four. She is always gone when I get home so I usually have two options on how my day should go. I can go right to bed and then get up about the time that Heather gets home and then have dinner and spend the evening with her, or I can do yard work, work around the house or run errands until noon and then go to bed. My preference is to work until noon, but I always check with Heather to see what she wants me to do. On nights that she will be home she usually wants me to go right to bed, but on nights that she is going shopping or things like that she doesn't care what I do. Recently, however, she has been making a point of setting my schedule. I wasn't really curious as to why, but looking back at it now I guess that I should have been.
It was a morning when Heather wanted me to go straight to bed. I had come home from work, gotten out of my work clothes and I was sitting in the kitchen in my jockeys leafing through the morning paper when Heather's sister Hazel walked into the kitchen stifling a yawn. Apparently she hadn't expected me to be there because all she had on was one of Heather's see-through nighties that just barely came down to her waist. She didn't notice me sitting there as she walked to the sink to get a glass of water. Then she turned and raised her arms over her head and yawned again which sent her 36C's straight out in front of her chest which in turn caused Mr. Happy to go into a fully erect condition. She finished her yawn and noticed me for the first time.
"Well, well, what do we have here" she said as she walked toward me. "Ray baby, I didn't know you were home. Ooh, and look what you brought me" and she reached down and took hold of Mr. Happy. "I'm glad that Heather didn't let me drive home last night."
Hazel was a slut and had been one as long as I had known her which was as long as I'd known Heather. She is also a sexy looking slut and I've done my best to avoid her over the years figuring that even though I would love to jump her bones she was just too close to home. But I'm only human and when a sexy looking, mostly naked woman takes hold of my cock I'm not going to fight her off. She took my hand and pulled me out of the chair, "Come on Ray baby, it's time you got better aquatinted with me."
I started to turn in at my bedroom but Hazel pulled me away and said, "No baby, I don't mind playing with my big sisters hubby, but not in her own bed." She led me to the spare bedroom and jumped on the bed, "Come on baby, let's play."
From a purely sexual standpoint I married the wrong sister. Hazel was an insatiable slut. For three hours she put me through the wringer. She wanted to do it all and we did. She sucked my cock and I ate her pussy; she wanted it in her pussy and up her ass and I did my level best to stay with her, but eventually I just couldn't get it up again. She was lying on the bed crying "Please Ray, come on baby, just once more" as I staggered out of the room and went and collapsed in my own bed.
Hazel had been fantastic; she had a way of exercising her cunt muscles around my cock that made it feel like she had fingers inside her pussy. But as much as I loved what we had done I knew that I didn't dare do it again. As contentious as my relationship with Heather was I still loved her and getting caught fooling around with Hazel would drive a stake through the heart of our marriage. And I would get caught because that was the way my luck ran. Hazel spent the next week trying to arrange a repeat performance but I fought her off and eventually she abandoned the chase.
Almost two weeks after my intense interlude with Hazel I came home from work to find Wanda sitting on my front porch. Wanda lived next door to us and she had a problem. Her husband was out of town on business and her electric dryer wouldn't work and she had a load of clothes that she had just taken out of the washer.
"Would you look at it Ray? I wouldn't even begin to know where to look."
In a way she was lucky. I hadn't planned on coming straight home from work, but Heather had called me at work and asked me to go straight to bed, "I have plans for you tonight sweetie." That was her way of telling me that she planned on fucking my brains out when she got home.
As I followed Wanda over to her house my eyes were locked onto her magnificent ass. She didn't have much in the tit department, but her ass in a pair of jeans caused hard ons all over town. The last time Heather and I had broken up I had seriously considered taking a shot at Wanda, but her husband had returned before I could get myself off of the dime.
Sure enough, the dryer didn't work. I checked to make sure it was plugged in and then I went looking for the circuit breaker box. I found the 50-amp breaker for the dryer popped and I reset it and went back inside and told her to try it. She hit the button and the dryer started spinning.
"Thanks Ray. Can I offer you a cup of coffee?"
I said yes even though coffee was the last thing I needed before going to bed, but I did like looking at Wanda's ass so why pass up a chance? She poured me a cup and then sat down across from me, "Ray, can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"Why are you always looking at my ass?"
Normally I would have choked on my coffee and run from the room, but at the time she asked the question I was picturing in my mind what she would look like naked and the "Because I want it" slipped out before I could stop it.
"Really? And what would you do with it if you had it?"
Of course by then I had realized just how bad I had stepped in it and I knew that there was no way I could answer her question so I got up and said, "It's time for me to be going."
I was almost at the door when she said, "What's the matter Ray? Don't you at least want a really good look at it?"
I turned to see her stepping out of her jeans and panties. She turned and bent over, "Like it Ray? My husband has been gone for two weeks Ray and I'm horny as hell. Want to help me out here Ray? Want to be a good neighbor?"
I don't make a habit of cheating on my wife, at least not to the extent that I chase after other women, but, as was the case with Hazel I'm not going to walk away from something that's dropped in my lap.
In a way I guess you could look at it from the point of view that I was saving Hank's life. He was going to be gone one more week and if Wanda was that horny then, she would have fucked Hank to death when he got home. Wanda loved sixty-nine and she loved it shoved up her ass and I was pretty much wasted when she finally let me go. As I was pulling my pants on she said, "Hank won't be home for another week and I'm afraid that the dryer might go bad again. Do you think you could come over in the morning and see that I have still have some heat?"
I grinned at her and went home and fell into bed totally exhausted. Every morning for the next week I went over to Wanda's and made sure she had 'heat', but all good things come to an end and Thursday morning as I was getting up on wobbly legs to leave Wanda said that Hank would be home that night or early the next day. "He goes away again in two weeks - or will you have forgotten me by then?"
During the same period that encompassed Hazel and Wanda my wife must have started taking Viagra because her sex drive suddenly stepped up a couple of notches. We went from an average of once a night three or four times a week to twice and three times a night five and six days a week. With Wanda in the morning and Heather at night I began to seriously think that there was such a thing as too much pussy. I stumbled around at work like a zombie and more than once my foreman asked me if I was sick and wanted to go home.
I hoped to catch up on my rest the two weeks that Hank was home, but on his first day back I had another freebie drop into my lap. I walked into the house and the phone was ringing. It was my sister-in-law Sarah. She had a flat and had twisted her ankle trying to change it. She couldn't locate her husband and she hated to impose, but could I possibly help her. I drove to where she was, finished changing the flat and then followed her home. I carried Sarah into the house and just as I was going to set her down on the couch she said "Thank you Ray" and she kissed me. No peck on the cheek either - she planted a big one right on my mouth and then her tongue went to work and then mine decided that it had to play too and then Sarah broke the kiss, "Not on the couch Ray. Take me to the bedroom."
It was the day that Hank left town again. I had been stopping to see Sarah every morning on the way home from work and trying to keep up with Heather at night and I was beat. I fell asleep in the lunchroom during my one-thirty coffee break and the foreman woke me up and told me to go home before I hurt myself on the job. Hazel's car was in the driveway along with two cars I didn't recognize and it seemed like every light in the house was on. Why would all the lights be on at two in the morning when Heather had to get up for work at six? It was probably my own guilty conscience that made me suspicious, but Hazel was a slut and there were strange cars in the driveway so I snuck around the side of the house and looked in the living room window. The first thing I saw was me fucking Sarah. Yep! Right there on the TV screen I was behind Sarah and pushing my cock up her dirt road. In the easy chair I saw Hazel riding the cock of a guy I had never seen before; on the floor Wanda was fucking her brother-in-law and on the couch Heather was fucking herself with a large black rubber cock. On the TV screen Sarah was washing me with a wash rag and then she started sucking my cock. It was obvious that someone had been hiding in Sarah's closet and taping the action, but who? And more to the point, why?
I went and moved my car so that when Hazel, Wanda and the two men left they wouldn't see it and then I went back to watch. Over the next hour both men fucked Hazel and Wanda, but Heather only used the dildo although at one time Hazel's brother-in-law used it on her while she jacked him off. Finally everyone started putting on their clothes and twenty minutes later they were gone. I stayed and watched as Wanda helped Heather pick up the place and then as Heather popped the tape out of the VCR and hid it on the top of the bookshelf. It would be safe from me there (or so she thought) because she hid it behind her Romance novels, Barbara Cortland type shit that she knew I wouldn't touch with a ten-foot pole. I waited long enough to make sure that Wanda was home and then I went back to my car and settled down to try and nap until it was my regular time to go home.
Once in the house I went straight to the bookcase, got the tape and put it in the VCR. I rewound it to the beginning and hit play. Hazel was moving around the bed in the spare bedroom and saying, "How about here?" Heather's voice said, "Move a little to the left. There - right there. If you don't go any farther right than that the camera should get everything."
Next came five minutes of just the empty room; Hazel must have started the camera when she left the room to go out to the kitchen. Then the bedroom door opened and Hazel came in with me following along behind her looking like a puppy dog with his tongue hanging out. From that point on it was pretty much as I remembered it. Next came the section with Wanda, several times, and finally the section with Sarah.
"You really pissed off Hazel" came a voice from behind me. I turned to see Wanda standing there. "You didn't come over so I thought I'd come and get you." She pointed to the VCR and said, "I guess we're busted."
The only thing I could think of to say was, "Why was Hazel pissed?"
"Because after that first time you wouldn't do her again and yet you did me and Sarah every chance you got."
"What's this all about?"
"Heather was reading about guys who liked hiding in closets and watching their wives with other men. She thought it would be a kick to watch you, but she didn't want you to know. Since she couldn't get off work during the day she taped it. She got so turned on watching you and Hazel that she wanted to see more, but then you wouldn't do Hazel again so she recruited me."
"But why you?"
"Because I'm a slut and Heather knows it. The last two times that you and Hazel split it was me that she went out and partied with. Hazel, well Hazel is Hazel and we all know what a slut she is, but I don't have a clue as to how she managed to get Sarah in on the deal. Are we still on, or has finding out ended things?"
"That depends," I said.
"Depends on what?"
"On whether or not you tell Heather that she has been found out."
I made a copy of Heather's tape and put the original back where she had hidden it. The copy is my insurance against the day Heather might decide to call me a cheating asshole. I can play the tape and say, "Gee baby, I was only doing what I thought you wanted me to do. Until that day comes, if it comes, I'm going happily along with the program. Only Wanda knows that I know and she has promised to keep it that way. Knowing what was going on now I grabbed Hazel the next time we were alone and bent her over the couch. I'm doing Wanda, Sarah, Hazel and Heather on a regular basis and I'm losing weight and I'm always tired, but I don't plan on stopping what Heather has me doing until I die. Yesterday Heather started getting creative. I got to Sarah's and I found both Hazel and Sarah waiting for me. As I looked at the two of them I had a hell of a scary thought, "Was Heather trying to see if she could get me to fuck myself to death?" I made a mental note as I undressed to see how much life insurance Heather had on me.
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I suppose that I have my wife to thank although I never will. In fact, I hope to God she never finds out because that would change things and the Good Lord knows that I don't want that to happen.
It started the day that I found out that my wife was an unfaithful whore. It was a story as old as time. We had planned to go someplace, something came up and I had to cancel and my wife went alone. I got loose from what I had to do and showed up just in time to see my wife go off with another man. I followed and watched as she sucked his cock, fucked him, sucked him hard and fucked him a second time.
I quietly left and later that night I came home to a lovey-dovey wife who told me that she had been horny all day thinking about me. She pulled me upstairs to the bedroom and then did her absolute best to fuck my eyes out. It was the first time I knowingly had sloppy seconds, but it wasn't the last. I never let her know that she had been discovered and life went on.
+++++++++++++++++++++
No, I wasn't a guy who got off on knowing that his wife did other men. What I was was a guy who could not, under any circumstances, afford a divorce at that time. It would happen in the future, but for the time being I had to grin and bear it. That's not to say that I didn't start to collect information to use when the time came to call in the lawyers.
I figured that since Denise was fucking around she was probably doing it at home from time to time so I wired the house for sound, bought nanny cams and hid them in the rooms where I thought Denise would most likely spread her legs and then I hooked a voice activated tape recorder on the phone line.
It did not take me long to find out that in addition to whomever she was fucking away from the house she was also fucking five or six guys who visited her at home on an almost regular basis. What pissed me off the most, next to finding out my wife was a whore, was that the guys that stopped by the house were all supposed to be my friends. To keep Denise from finding out that I knew what was going on I had to stay on good terms with the assholes, but I did make a mental note that when I finally went after Denise I would see to it that they got theirs.
+++++++++++++++++++++
A year went by and my collection of evidence grew. I had audio and video of eleven different men burying the bone in Denise. I actually had several videos of them. Barney, the asshole who was supposed to be my best friend, was on tape no less than seventy-eight times. His wife was going to love those tapes when I finally got around to dumping Denise.
The one thing that I could never understand was all of the sex, love and affection that I got from Denise even as she fucked other men by the dozens. It must have been a guilt thing is all I can figure.
During that same year I was doing what I could to quietly dispose of assets by converting them to cash and then putting the cash in a safe deposit box. Knowing that lawyers always seem to be able to find money squirreled away in banks I had rented the box using the name and social security number of my long dead grandfather on my mother's side of the family.
First to go was the boat and trailer. I told Denise that I thought I had detected a touch of dry rot and decided to get out from under the boat while I could. Then I told her that everyone who looked at it thought that they saw evidence of dry rot and that I had finally had to sell it for a third of what it was worth. I put that third in our savings account and the other two-thirds went into the safety deposit box. Next to go was a piece of lake front property that Denise didn't even know I had. She had always wanted a cabin on a lake and I had bought the property intending to build a cabin on it and give it to her on our tenth anniversary.
The coin collection that my great-grandfather started and then gave to my grandfather who passed it to my father who gave it to me was the next to go. It was followed by my gun collection, my comic book collection, my baseball cards and soon all I had left was my two-year-old pick up truck and a hundred and eighty-seven thousand in the safety deposit box. The house was mortgaged to the hilt so Denise would get damned little out of the proceeds when the house was sold and I didn't have anything else that she and her lawyer could go after.
I was finally ready to go after Denise, but I decided that she would be the last one. I'd let her see her lovers go down one by one so she would wonder what was going on and maybe even worry about it. Barney, not Denise, would be first.
+++++++++++++++++++++
One morning I got up and called in sick to work and was sitting just down the block from Barney's house when he came out to leave for work. Twenty minutes later his two kids came out and headed off to school and that meant that Bev was home alone. I rang the doorbell and Bev came to the door.
"Bob. What are you doing here so early? You just missed Barney."
"I didn't come to see Barney Bev, I came to see you. May I come in?"
She stepped aside and said, "Come on into the kitchen and I'll get you a cup of coffee."
I sat down at the kitchen table and as she poured the coffee she said, "What is this all about Bob?"
"I am getting ready to take care of a problem Bev and when I do you will suddenly have a problem and since my beef isn't with you I wanted to give you some advance notice. Can we take our coffee into the family room? I have something that I want to show you."
I had put all of Barney's visits to Denise on one tape and as I put the tape in the VCR I told Bev about what I had found out about Denise and that I had wired my house to see what she was doing.
She looked surprise and said, "You didn't know?"
"Didn't know what?"
"That she was fucking anything with a cock."
"No I didn't, but it sounds like you did."
"Barney told me. He said she told him she had your permission, that you got turned on by her fucking other men."
"You knew she was fucking Barney?"
"Christ no Bob, Barney wouldn't do that to you. He just found out about it from talking with the other guys."
"Talking to other guys huh?" and I pushed the play button and Bev saw Barney lying on my bed with Denise sliding up and down on his cock. Bev sat in stunned silence for almost a minute and then she said:
"That mother fucking bastard! He swore up and down to me that he never went near her when you weren't around."
"I've got him on this tape visiting her seventy-eight times over the past year."
"What are you going to do?"
"Divorce her for adultery and drag everyone I have video of into court."
"How many are there?"
"I have tape of eleven of them."
"Who are they?"
I named them off to her and she shook her head in disgust. "So nice to have such good friends isn't it? So you are here because?"
"Just to let you know what is coming down and give you that tape so you will have evidence if you choose to use it."
"Can I talk you out of it, at least for a little while?"
"Why?"
"Because Barney is up for a promotion and alimony and child support are based on what the husband makes. Let him get the promotion so I can nail him good. And there is another reason."
"What?"
She got up and said, "Give me a minute and I'll show you." She was gone almost five minutes and when she came back she had her makeup on and was wearing nothing except a pair of black high heels.
"The other reason I would like you to hold off is that I'll enjoy getting even with the bastard a whole lot more if we are still married and living together. Are you up for a little revenge - a little getting even as it were?"
I was indeed up and had been since she walked into the room naked. To answer her question I unzipped and took out my cock and she smiled:
"Oh no baby, not here. In his bedroom and on his bed."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I have no idea why Barney had found it necessary to fuck my wife when he had a superior piece of ass of his own. Bev was insatiable and she kept me busy until two in the afternoon. She gave great head and she proved it over and over again as she got me hard again after each time I fucked her. It kept taking her longer and longer each time, but she did manage to get the job done.
She surprised me when she asked me if I was into anal sex. To be honest I'd never done much of it because Denise had never liked it, or at least that is what she had told me. I guess she must have meant that she just didn't like it with me because she sure got into it with the guys on the tapes. I told Bev that and she said:
"I don't much like it either, but I want you to do me there. I want to give you something that I don't give Barney."
It turned out that she did like anal, just not with Barney. He was in too much of a hurry and never took the time to work Bev into it. By the time I came in her ass she was asking me to go a little harder and she seemed real disappointed when I pulled out.
"Damn it Bob, why did you stop?"
I pointed at the clock, "I'm sure that you would rather I not be here like this when the kids come home from school."
"Oh shit! I totally lost track of time. You're right, you need to go. When can we do this again?"
"Whenever you want."
"Tonight?"
"How can you swing that?"
"Tonight is my regular bridge night with some of the girls I went to school with. I'll call and beg off. I usually leave here at six and don't come home until eleven-thirty."
"Okay, I'll meet you in the Safeway parking lot. We'll leave your car there and go some place."
+++++++++++++++++++++
She was even more insatiable (if that was possible) that night. I checked us into a Motel 6 and Bev went for my zipper before the door was even closed. Just before taking my cock in her mouth she said:
"As soon as you're ready do my ass first, okay?"
At ten-thirty we called it quits and as Bev cleaned up she asked me how long I could hold off on dumping Denise.
"Why?"
"Because I want to keep on doing this and once you go after Denise it will stop."
"Why?"
"Because the charge I'm getting out of this comes from the fact that I'm hanging horns on Barney. I'm turned on right now just knowing that I'm going to go home and give him your sloppy seconds. I'm getting shivers just thinking about having him eat my pussy."
"Well, I've lived with it for a year now, I suppose I can wait a little longer."
"I can sweeten the pot a little."
"What does that mean?"
"Mary Daggett was my roommate in college. We are sorority sisters and are really close. In fact we are so close that we have almost no secrets from each other. I called her this afternoon after you left and told her about what was going on and she asked me to have you call her. She wants to make you the same deal I'm making you."
"There isn't any Daggett on my list."
"She kept her maiden name when she got married. Her husband is Charley Winters and he is on your list."
"So you both want me to hold off on going after Denise so you can cuckold your husbands?"
"You got it sweetie. Hold off and you can have as much of us as you can handle and I may even be able to get Beth Myerson to join us. I know her pretty well and I'll sound her out. I'll tell her what Mary and I are doing and why. I won't tell her about John being on your list until I get a feel for what she'd do in the same situation. If she says she would do the same thing if she ever found out John was cheating we can go from there."
"How do you plan on getting your revenge if you set me up with all these women? I'm only human Bev, and so far I've just been barely able to keep up with you today."
"I'm not going to be able to see you every day sweetie, not without Barney becoming suspicious, and I really, really don't want you going after Denise just yet so I'm setting up replacements to keep you happy when I'm not available."
+++++++++++++++++++++
It has been almost a year since the first time I made love to Bev and I still haven't gone after Denise. I don't know if I ever will. Through Bev and Mary I got Beth Myerson; Beth was great friends with Joyce Brooks who in turn was real close friends with Marge Border and so on. Right now I'm having sex with the wives of seven of the sixteen names (that's right - sixteen - Denise keeps adding lovers) on my list.
It has gotten to the point that I'm more worried about her catching me that I am about going after her. I think she may be getting a little bit suspicious. My sex life with her has dropped from four or five times a week to two or three times every two weeks. I'm pleading stress from work as an excuse and so far she seems to be buying it. Her catching me would end what I have going with Bev, Beth and Sally Quinn since all they are interested in is fucking around behind hubby's back and hanging the horns of a cuckold on them. I don't know about the other four, but I suspect that it would be all over for them also.
So, what it boils down to is that a divorce from my unfaithful whore of a wife would more than likely put an end to the greatest sex I've ever had in my life. I have to ignore or at least put up with Denise's cheating and ain't that just a kick in the ass?
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The music started and all the guests stood and looked toward the back of the church as the bride on the arm of her father started down the aisle toward my son who stood there watching her walk toward him. Forty-eight hours ago I'd have given odds of ten thousand to one that the wedding would never happen. I still didn't understand why it was taking place, but who in the hell can understand kids these days. Oh well, it was Rob's life to live, not mine, but I would have thought that the night of his bachelor party would have been a wake up call.
++++++++++++++++
"Richard, I'm leaving" my wife hollered up the stairs at me. I walked down the steps and offered her my mouth for a goodbye kiss. She kissed me, slipped me a little tongue and then said:
"Don't wait up for me honey. If this thing goes like most of them I'll be too blitzed to drive and I'll crash at Melanie's."
"I guess there is something to be said for having the bridal shower at your sister's."
"Do you know what you are going to do yet?"
"Rob and I have decided that it will for sure get drunk out at the bachelor party and we are going to cab home when it is over."
"Well sweetie, if it is your typical bachelor party and they bring in a stripper you better keep your hands to yourself old man. I want all you got so don't be going and giving my stuff to some young twat who won't appreciate it as much as I will.
She leaned forward, kissed me again, and then left. As I watched her go I just hoped that Rob would luck out and that Karen would be a wife half as good to him as his mother had been to me.
++++++++++++++++
It was your typical bachelor party. Two tables of poker players puffing on cigars and drinking booze and everybody with one ear listening for the knock on the door that announced that the entertainment had arrived. I felt totally out of place. Everyone was Rob's age and I was the only old fogey in attendance. I had known it would be like that and I had tried to get out of coming, but Rob had insisted.
Financially it was a good move on my part because those young guys didn't know how to play poker and I was cleaning up. They were doing all kinds of stupid stuff like holding a pair of fours with an ace kicker and only drawing two cards or trying to draw to an inside straight. One of them in a hand of seven card stud stayed in until the last card with nothing but an ace, king in the hole against two pair visible on the table. It was like taking candy from a baby. Then they started getting silly with adding wild cards. When Rob's best friend had the deal and called seven card stud with "deuces and jacks and kings with an axe" wild I gave up playing and went over and sat on the couch and watched the porno tape that someone had brought.
By eleven everybody was antsy because the stripper was a no show so Jim said, "Let's take the party to the Kit Kat Klub" which was a topless joint on the other side of town. I was all for going home myself , but I had promised to ride herd on Rob and keep him from getting in too much trouble so I found myself going along with the rest of them.
I have no idea how we managed to get tables right up front that late at night, but we did and it probably wasn't a good thing for Rob. Karen, the bride to be, was drop dead gorgeous, but she had been short changed when it came to the breast department and here he was with a front row seat where he could feast his eyes on some of the biggest, firmest and best ta-ta's in the state. The poor guy had to sit there and drool in his beer. What's more, everybody in our party knew it. Since it was Rob's bachelor party the guys started buying him lap dances. Jim went so far as to tell one of the girls about Rob's status and the size of his intended's chest and the girls teased him unmercifully when they gave him his lap dances.
By the time the first girl had finished her lap dance Rob was a quivering wreck. When she walked away leaving Rob with a tent pole in his pants I knew he was going to end the night with a raging case of blue balls. With the rest of the guys egging the girls on each lap dance got a little more intense. As it got later and the place started clearing out it got even better - or worse - depending on how you looked at it. In our city there are laws regulating what the girls can do and there are people who enforce those laws. Those people go to places like the Kit Kat, pretend to be customers, and try to catch the girls breaking those laws. As the Kit Kat emptied out leaving only customers that the girls knew were not cops they got a little raunchier. Bare tits were rubbed on Rob's face, pressed into his chest as the girl sat down and ground herself down on his hard pants covered cock. One girl even reached down and rubbed it a couple of times with her hand.
Everyone got into the sprit of the thing and Rob and I ended up smashed. Smashed and broke, although we didn't realize how broke until after everyone else had taken off. We were standing in front of the Kit Kat digging through our pockets trying to come up with enough to pay for a cab and not doing it. Cabs in our town were notorious for not taking checks, but I did have a credit card and six blocks down the street was the Shangri-La Motel. We walked (actually, we staggered) the six blocks and got a room for the night. It was the last vacancy they had and we were lucky to get it, but then again maybe were weren't all that lucky. The Shangri-La was an old motel, built on the cheap before building codes came around, and the walls might as well have been tissue paper.
The room to the south of us had someone who snored louder than a buzz saw for twenty minutes or so and then he would wake up. The snore would be replaced by a hacking cough until he fell back asleep and then the snore would be back. The room that backed up to us to the east had a drunken couple who's idea of a good time was to fight with each other and we had to listen as they shouted, screamed and yelled at each other.
But it was the room to the north side of us that was driving me crazy. From what I could tell hearing the voices coming through the wall there were two women and five men and they were having what seemed like an orgy. With all the racket sleep was impossible and we were more or less forced to listen to the sound track of a porn film we couldn't see. They voices were a little distorted by the wall, but what was going on was clear enough:
Woman (1) - "Oh god, oh god, oh god that's good. Push deep, push it in, push it deep. Harder, oh god please give it to me harder."
Man (1) - "Jesus she is tight."
Man (2) - "You think she's tight wait until you try this one's ass. I don't think that it has seen cock in quite a while."
Woman (2) - "Umph, oohg, aahhh."
Man (3) - "Shouldn't try to talk with your mouth full honey."
Woman (2) - "Mupth en blrlhpt."
In the background behind that little exchange woman (1) was constantly moaning out, "Oh god, oh god, oh god yes, harder, fuck me harder."
Man (3) - "Hurry up man, you've been in her ass forever. I want a chance to fuck her."
Man (4) - "I'm tired of waiting. Open your mouth honey."
Woman (1) - "I don't do that for anyone but my husband."
Man (4) - "You do tonight sweetie."
Woman (1) - "I said I don't.....mphglorp umph."
Man (4) - "That's a girl, suck it sweetie, suck it."
Man (5) - "Come on you guys, I've been waiting almost ten minutes now."
Man (1) - "I'm almost ready to blow. Get on over here and get ready; we need to keep this hot bitch going."
Man (4) - "Keep her going? Shit man, the problem with this one is going to be staying with her. Either her hubby doesn't take care of business or she comes out to play to keep from fucking him into an early grave."
Man (5) - "Let's do a three holer on one of them."
Man (4) - "Which one?"
Man (5) - "The young one. She already has a cock in her mouth and in her ass."
Man (1) - "No can do guys. She said ass and mouth only. Pussy belongs to her boyfriend and you all agreed before we left the bar."
Man (5) - "Okay, the married one then."
Man (1) - "I'm gonna cum sweetie, get ready."
Woman (1) - A rather loud and insistent "Umph ooogh."
Man (1) - "What? Take your cock out of her mouth Joe, I can't understand what she's saying."
Woman (2) - "Not in me damn it, you promised me you wouldn't cum in me."
Man (5) - "Jesus Ralph, did you have to blow all over her stomach?"
Man (1) - "It had to go somewhere."
Man (5) - "Christ what a mess. Let me get a towel and clean her off."
Man (4) - "I'm next in her cunt."
Man (3) - "I get her ass. Looks like you get her mouth Tom."
Woman (1) - "Now wait a minute here. I've never done that. I've never had more than two before.
Man (4) - "You will love it sweetie.
Woman (1) - "What do I do?"
Man (4) - "I lay down on my back and you sit on my dick and then you lean forward and Sam will slide his cock in your ass. As soon as you get comfortable Tom will take your mouth."
Woman (1) - "I don't like oral. The taste of cum makes me sick to my stomach."
Man (4) - "Okay. Hear that guys? No cumming in her mouth."
Woman (1) - "You have to go slow and easy on my butt. I don't do much anal because my husband is too big."
Man (4) - "Herb told me that you love taking cock in your ass."
Woman (1) - "I do, but I can't let my husband because of his size. The only time I can do it is when I'm out partying and even then if the guy I end up with is too big I won't let him."
Man (3) - "How about it, mine okay?"
Woman (1) - "Oh yes, that's a nice one."
Man (2) - "Who is next on little cupcake here? I'm ready to blow in her ass and from the way she is pushing back at me she doesn't want to stop."
Man (5) - "Me, I'm up next."
Woman (2) - "I'm cumming. Oh god I'm cumming."
++++++++++++++++
It went on that way for hours as the men took turns on the two women. Two and three at a time on woman (1) and two at a time on woman (2). I could see the effect that it was having on Rob. He still had blue balls from the Kit Kat Klub and what was going on next door to us had him squirming. He didn't want to whip it out and stroke off with me there, but he needed relief. I laughed and pointed at the wall:
"Why don't you go and knock on their door? You can tell them that their noise is keeping you awake and since you are up anyway maybe you can join them."
I meant it as a joke, but I could see that he was giving it some serious thought. Not that I blamed him. I liked anal sex and there did seem to be a lot of that going on next door. I also wondered at the contrast between the two women. One was referred to as older and married and the other was called the 'young one'. Oh well, wishful thinking on my part. In twenty-three years of marriage I had never been unfaithful to my wife. Never had any need to. While other guys bitched and moaned about only getting sex from their wives once or twice a week Fran was still pulling me into the bedroom four and five times a week.
It was getting light out and I checked my watch and saw that it was almost six. The Safeway across from the Kit Kat would open at six and I could get a check cashed and we could get a cab and go home. Next door I heard woman (1) say:
"No more guys. You have to get me back to my car and I need to get home to my hubby."
"You going to give him sloppy seconds?"
"Good lord no. Hopefully I'll get home just in time to kiss him goodbye before he leaves for work. I'll be all clean and sweet smelling for him when he gets home tonight."
"Can we do this again?"
"I don't see why not, but you can't call me so give me a number where I can reach you."
"Both of you?"
"I can only speak for myself."
"How about it cupcake? You want to do it again?"
Woman (2) - "I had fun. Yeah, I think I would like to do it again, but it may be a while before I can. I'm going to be real busy for the next two or three weeks."
I looked at my watch and said, "Come on Rob, let's get out of here." We stepped out into the light of the rising sun just as the door to the room next door opened and two giggling women walked out followed by five guys. I heard a sharp "Oh God" and I turned to see Fran and Karen standing there. Rob saw Karen, his face turned pale and he threw up on the sidewalk.
++++++++++++++++
I have no idea what transpired between Rob and Karen in the forty-eight hours following that scene, but there she was, coming down the aisle toward him. I don't know where Fran was; I'm sure that she was somewhere in the church in the rows behind me, but I didn't care enough to look. I had tossed her ass out of the house and then had called a divorce lawyer and made an appointment for the coming Tuesday.
I promised myself I would be civil toward her and smile when the photographer took the family part of the wedding pictures. If indeed there were any pictures taken. I was still flirting with the idea of standing up and saying a few choice words when the minister got to the part about:
"Is there anyone present who knows of a reason why this union should not take place let them speak now or forever hold their piece."
I was thinking on it; I was thinking on it hard.



            The Roof

            The roof needed to be looked at.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-roof

Title: The Roof

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: The roof needed to be looked at.

Tags: 




A very short story from a very sick mind, but a mind that I am none the less completely happy with. It needs, however, to be pointed out that all persons in this very short story are eighteen or older and are consenting adults.
*
Once upon a time a family moved up into the mountains of Colorado to escape from the every rush and the hectic pace of the city. There was a momma, a poppa, a beautiful daughter and a mischievous son. They were a happy family and they loved living in the mountains.
One day the poppa, who always did the odd jobs around the house decided to check out the roof (it was really momma's idea). The roof was looking old and the shingles looked worn. The roof had been neglected over the years and appeared to be badly beaten up by the sun, which was very intense at 8,000 feet, and by the hail storms that fell several times a year.
So the poppa got out his extension ladder and was going to inspect the roof and figure out what was needed to fix it. If he did he knew that the momma would fix him a delicious dinner and give him a back rub and then have sex with him because she loved her house in the mountains.
He set his ladder against the side of the house and when it was fully extended he saw that the ladder was not tall enough to reach the roof. He would have to get a taller ladder. So the poppa drove down the road to his friendly neighbor and borrowed the friendly neighbor's ladder. He set the ladder against the side of the house and pulled the rope to extend the ladder to it's top. 'Clang, clang, clang' it went until it reached it's full extension. The poppa saw that the ladder was still just a little bit short, but he thought that he could stretch and make it up onto the roof.
The poppa climbed the ladder and the momma, the beautiful daughter and the mischievous son came out to watch and the friendly neighbor came to watch too. The poppa stretched out and made it onto the roof, but his feet pushed against the ladder and it fell to the ground. The poppa smiled and looked down at the momma and waved to show that he was all right. He knew that when he was ready to get back down the momma and the friendly neighbor would put the ladder back up for him. He began to inspect the roof.
The mischievous son said, "I have a new joystick for my video game" and he went back to his room to play video games with his new joystick.
The beautiful daughter went to her room to call her boyfriend and tell him how horny she was and to remind him that they had a date that night.
"He can not get off the roof without the ladder," the momma said.
"No, he can't" said the friendly neighbor.
"He will call us when he wants to come down" said the momma, "Would you like to come inside for some refreshment?"
"Yes, I would like that," said the friendly neighbor.
Just inside the kitchen door the momma turned and went to her knees in front of the friendly neighbor. "You are big and strong so you must have a nice cock," said the momma as she unzipped the friendly neighbor's pants.
"I think you will like it," said the friendly neighbor.
The momma had the friendly neighbors cock in her hand and it was growing. "Oh, it is a very nice cock and it is bigger than poppa's" the momma said as she leaned forward and took it in her mouth.
On the roof the poppa was busy checking out the shingles and making a list of what he would need to do to fix the roof.
In the kitchen the friendly neighbor had the momma bent over the kitchen table and he was fucking her from behind. "Oh yes" the momma cried, "You feel so big and it feels so good. Fuck me, please fuck me hard and make me cum."
The poppa was sitting on the peak of the roof and staring at the western side of Pike's Peak and trying to figure out what to use for his new roof. Should he use shake shingles to make the house look rustic? No, they were a fire hazard. How about slate or tile? Might be too heavy. Regular shingles would be the least expensive. He wondered what else might be available.
Down in the kitchen the friendly neighbor was ramming his cock into the momma's hungry pussy as the momma was screaming, "So good, so good, oh Jesus yes, fill me up, fuck me, make me cum." The poppa up on the roof couldn't hear the screams, but the mischievous son playing video games in his room heard them and came out of his room to see what all the fuss was about.
The mischievous son was not surprised to see the momma bent over the table being fucked by the friendly neighbor. He knew the momma had taken other lovers while the poppa was at work during the day, but he had never seen the momma in action before and seeing it made his dick hard. The mischievous son unzipped himself, took out his cock and stroked it while thinking that the momma really couldn't say no lest he tell the poppa what she was doing. The mischievous son walked over to the table and shoved his cock in front of the momma's face. The momma looked up at him and then smiled as she opened her mouth and waited for the mischievous son to put his cock in it.
In her room the beautiful daughter was screaming, "You mother fucking bastard!" at her now ex-boyfriend who had just informed her that Nancy Wilde was a better piece of ass and he was going to date her from now on. The beautiful daughter threw down her cell phone and ran crying from her room to find the momma who would give her a shoulder to cry on.
The beautiful daughter ran into the kitchen and stopped dead in her tracks as she saw the momma bent over the kitchen table being fucked by the friendly neighbor while the mischievous son fucked the momma's mouth. The beautiful daughter was horny and the sight made her pussy wet.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming" said the friendly neighbor.
"Mph glimph oog" said the momma.
"I'm gonna fuck her next" said the mischievous son.
The friendly neighbor pushed hard and held himself still while he sprayed the inside of the momma with his manly essence and then he stepped back and let his limp cock fall out of the momma's pussy. The mischievous son pulled his cock out of the momma's mouth and quickly moved around the table to get behind the momma and get sloppy seconds.
"Oh God yes" moaned the momma as the mischievous son pushed his hard cock into the momma's still hungry pussy.
The friendly neighbor felt a tap on his shoulder and he turned to see the beautiful daughter standing there naked as the day she was born. The beautiful daughter pointed at the friendly neighbor's limp dick and said, "That's a very nice looking cock, but it would look even better if it was hard."
"Perhaps you could encourage it to become hard again," said the friendly neighbor.
"Perhaps I could," said the beautiful daughter as she went to her knees.
On the roof of the house the poppa finally decided to contact the county extension office to see if they could tell him what roofing material would be best for the area. That decision made the poppa started figuring out the square footage of the roof and making a list of the things he would need, things like tarpaper and roofing nails.
In the kitchen the momma was bent over the table on one side while the mischievous son fucked her from behind as she cried out, "Oh yes, oh God yes, I love your cock, fuck me hard and make me cum again."
On the other side of the table the beautiful daughter was bent over the table and looking into the momma's eyes as the friendly neighbor was plowing her pussy from behind. "Oh yes" cried the beautiful daughter, "Your cock is so much bigger and better than my dick head ex-boyfriend's. Fuck me, fuck me good."
On the roof the poppa was finished with his inspection and his figuring so he moved to the edge of the roof and looked down. The poppa saw the ladder lying on the ground, but there was no one around. "Hey down there" yelled the poppa; "Someone put the ladder up."
In the kitchen the momma heard the poppa's calls and she said, "Hurry up, cum and make me cum. Poppa wants to come down and we must put the ladder up."
Across the table the friendly neighbor cried "I'm cumming" and the beautiful daughter cried out, "No, not yet, please, not yet."
"Sorry, I couldn't hold it any more," said the friendly neighbor.
On the other side of the table the mischievous son cried "I'm cumming too" and he blew his load inside the momma's pussy.
The momma stood up and pulled her dress down as the friendly neighbor tucked his limp cock away and the two of them went outside to put the ladder up for the poppa.
The beautiful daughter looked at the mischievous son and said, "He left me hanging. I need to cum. Help me cum, please get me off."
"Not here" said the mischievous son. "We will go to my room and they will think we are playing video games."
"Oh goody" cried the beautiful daughter, "I can play with your joystick."
"Yes you can," said the mischievous son and off to his room they went.
The poppa came down from the roof and thanked the friendly neighbor for his help and the friendly neighbor smiled and said, "No problem" and then he took his ladder and went home.
"Come inside" the momma said, "And I will cook you a delicious dinner and give you a back rub.
"And then can we have sex?" the poppa asked.
The momma, knowing that she was pretty loose and sloppy said, "Not tonight poppa, I have a yeast infection. Maybe in a couple of days."
In the mischievous son's room the beautiful daughter had her legs up on the mischievous son's shoulders and he was driving his cock into her as she moaned, "fuck me, fuck me, oh God fuck me."
After that day the momma and the beautiful daughter made frequent visits to see the friendly neighbor and they also spent a lot of time in the mischievous son's room playing with his joystick.
The momma, the beautiful daughter, the mischievous son and the friendly neighbor all lived happily ever after.
And the poppa? Hey, what he doesn't know won't hurt him.
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How to fuck up your life in one easy lesson:
- Fall in love.
- Get married.
- Find out that your wife is a round-heeled slut.
- Listen to (and believe) her when she promises that she is sorry, that she really loves you and that it will never happen again.
- Forgive her.
- Find out that she lied.
- Divorce her.
Six months later meet a stunningly beautiful woman:
- Fall in love.
- Get married.
- Find out that your wife is a round-heeled slut.
- Listen to (and believe) her when she promises that she is sorry, that she really loves you and that it will never happen again.
- Forgive her.
- Find out that she lied.
- Divorce her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Life's unanswered questions:
What came first, the chicken or the egg?
If nothing sticks to Teflon, how do they get Teflon to stick to the pan?
Why do we park in driveways and drive on parkways?
If tin whistles are made of tin, what do they make fog horns out of?
Am I drawn to round heeled sluts, or are they attracted to me?
Are they round heeled sluts when I meet them, or is there something about me that makes them round heeled sluts?
Is there any truth to the saying that, "Once burned, twice shy, and the third time is a charm"?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Halloween costume party and I really didn't want to be there, but the host and hostess were my best friends and they had insisted that I come. There would be too many men in attendance that I suspected of having spent time between the legs of my two ex-wives for me to be really comfortable, but Allison was sure that a good party would lift my spirits and she kept after me until I agreed to at least put in an appearance. I told her that I wouldn't come in a costume because I was pretty sure that I wouldn't be staying long and she pouted a bit and called me a party pooper and then she dropped the subject before I changed my mind.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things probably would have been better if she had kept pushing and made me change my mind, but she didn't and I showed up at the party. It turned out that the real reason Allison wanted me there was so that she could introduce me to a visiting cousin.
"You'll really like her Bob, she's just your kind of girl."
"What? Another round heeled slut?"
"That's not a very nice thing to say about some one that you haven't even met."
"You're the one that said she was my kind of girl and you already know what kind my last two were."
"That isn't what I meant and you know it. Staci has gone through much of what you have. She found out that her ex-husband was the male equivalent of a round-heeled slut. In other words sweetie, she knows the pain of having an unfaithful spouse. I'm sure that neither one of you would ever want to cause that pain in some one else, ergo, the two of you are made for each other."
"Allison, I love you dearly, but I think that you spend too much time watching the "Lifetime" channel on TV. I think what I need is the opposite. What I need to do is go after the wives and girlfriends of the guys who were planking my ex-wives. I think that would make me feel great. I should have figured that out sooner. If I had I could have worn a costume and started tonight since half the assholes here are on that list. Hell, I think I'll give it a shot anyway."
"Bob, don't you dare mess up my party."
"Don't worry Al, if I can hook one I'll take her somewhere else."
"Come on Bob, just let it go. You got rid of the two whores, let it go at that."
She was right of course and besides I didn't have it in me to go after some one else's woman, not even some one who had messed with mine.
I circulated and had a drink or two and socialized. I was even able to be cordial toward the guys who had stuck it to me, or to be more factual, had stuck it in my wives. None of them knew that I knew about them. They did know that I had sent George to the hospital when I caught him with Ann. They knew that Sal had taken a transfer and had gotten out of town before I could get to him after finding out about him and Shelly. They did not know that Ann and Shelly had given the rest of them up in the confrontations that had followed my catching them being unfaithful. I would find a way to get even with all of them some day and I did not intend that they see it coming so I kept it to myself and let them all think I was just a dumb cuckold.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'm sure that I knew her, but in her costume and wearing the mask she had on I couldn't tell who she was. Her costume was reminiscent of the costume that Barbara Eden had worn in "I Dream of Jeannie" only she had a little more breast exposed and the pantaloons were cut a lot lower and showed her belly button. Her stomach wasn't flat and tight, but it had that sexy (to me anyway) 'puffy tummy' look that told you that she had a lush, sexy body and she had a large jewel stuck in her navel that called attention to it. Frankly, I had a hard time taking my eyes off of her. She noticed and after about an hour she came over to me.
"What is it about me that seems to have you so fascinated? Is it the jewel in my belly button?" she asked in a voice she was obviously trying to disguise.
"Actually it is two things and neither has anything to do with your belly button."
"May I be so bold as to ask what the two are?"
"First, I have figured out who everyone else in costume is, but I can't figure out who you are. But the thing that is really driving me nuts is trying to figure out how you would get those pantaloons out of the way without having to waste the time taking them all the way off."
"Why you nasty boy you. And just why would you want to do a thing like that?"
"It would be the ultimate fantasy. What was it Erica Jong called it? A Zipless Fuck? A quick coupling and to never know who it was? I'd spend the rest of my life looking at women and wondering, "Was it you?"
"God, I don't know if I should slap your face or drag you off to some dark spot."
"You know which way I'll vote."
"You wish."
Before I could respond Allison came up to us dragging an obviously reluctant young lady with her and the genie walked away. Allison introduced me to her cousin Betty and then walked away leaving me and Betty alone. We talked and it didn't take us long to realize that we had no interest in each other so she excused herself to go use the john and I headed for the bar to get another beer.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I went back to circulating and about an hour later I had just about made up my mind that it was time for me to leave when the genie came up to me.
"Still interested in a zipless fuck?"
"I would love to say yes, but I can't."
"That isn't the answer that I expected."
"It isn't the answer that I really wanted to give."
"Really? Then why did you?"
"I saw your wedding rings. I have a history when it comes to a married woman getting it on with some one who isn't their husband."
"I know you do Bob, that's why I picked you."
"Does that come with an explanation?"
"It will be easier to just show you" and she took my hand and pulled me along behind her. "Be quiet" she whispered as she led me out onto Allison's patio and around to the side of the house.
"Look in the basement window."
I looked in the window and saw that I was looking into Allison's laundry room. Sitting on the dryer was Herb Scott and standing between his legs, bent at the waist and sucking Herb's cock was Allison's cousin Betty. Allison had been right. Betty was my kind of girl - another round heeled slut!
"Who are you showing me, Betty or Herb?"
"Herb of course. I don't even know who the slut is."
"And the reason you wanted me to see this?"
"I intend to get even with the asshole."
That means it won't be a zipless fuck Marge. It is only zipless if you don't know who the other party is and now I know who you are."
"Don't give me any bullshit Bob. You wanted to know how to get into these pantaloons and I'm ready to show you. Yes or no?"
"Yes, but why me?"
"Because Herb fucked both of your wives. Did you know that?"
I knew about Shelly, not Ann, but I shook my head no.
"Well he did and I can't think of anyone I'd rather get my revenge with than you."
"Why now? Why didn't you come looking for me back when he did them?"
"Because I was stupid. I caught him with Shelly and I was all set to throw him out of the house and divorce him, but he begged me to give him another chance. I made him confess to all he had done before I would even talk to him and that's how I found out about Ann. He promised me never again if I would just forgive him and I did."
She looked down into the laundry room, "So much for never again." She turned back to me, "Your place or mine?"
"When?"
"Right now."
"Your place then. A little poetic justice, his wife, his bed. You going to tell him?"
"I have mixed emotions on that. Part of me wants him to walk in on us while were doing it and part of me wants to have a long affair behind his back. I want to make love to him and give him sloppy seconds. I want to have him go down on me after I've been with you so I guess the only answer to your question is a question. What do you want?"
"I like your second option. I'd like knowing that he was sucking up my leavings."
"Let's go then. When he gets home I'll tell him I got sick and couldn't find him and so I asked you to drive me home. It will be fun to watch him squirm as he tries to come up with an explanation as to why I couldn't find him and see how he reacts to the fact that it was you who gave me a ride home."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We were barely away from the curb when Marge slid over next to me and her hand went to my zipper. As she worked my cock out of my pants she said, "Try not to kill us baby, but I want you ready as soon as we walk in the front door. You pay attention to your driving and little Margie will take care of the rest."
Luckily we didn't have too far to go and as awe drove Marge stroked my cock and told me all the ways she planned on sticking it to Herb.
"I love sucking cock Bob and Herb tells me I'm quite good at it, but the taste of cum makes me sick to my stomach so I never swallow when I suck off Herb. I'm going to swallow yours Bob. I'm going to take all you can give me, gargle with it, sluice it around in my mouth and then I'm going to french kiss Herb and swap tongues with him. Just think of it Bob. Tomorrow you will know that Herb's loving wife has shared your essence with the cheating bastard. Will that make you happy?"
"I would have to say that it will probably make me smile when next I see him to know that my cum has been in his mouth."
"Another thing Bob; I hate anal sex and I've never let Herb have me there, but I'm going to give that to you also. Not tonight because you will need to take your time and go slow with me, but I will give you what I've never given Herb."
We pulled up in front of her house and she bent her head, licked the pre-cum off the head of my cock, gave it one quick suck and then as she reached for the door handle she said, "Hurry lover, I need time to suck you and fuck you and get you out of here before dickhead comes home."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Herb was one stupid mother fucker. Why in the hell he wasted time on other women when he had Marge I'll never know. She might not have liked swallowing, but the rest of her blow job would have to be called 'state of the art' and fuck? She had the tightest pussy and was the wildest woman I had ever slid my dick into. She cried, she screamed, she begged and she demanded and I gave her every last little bit of what I had. I knew I was going to have bruises on the backs of my legs from where her heels had drummed on them as I pounded into her. I already had claw marks on my back and ass from her fingernails before I came for the first time.
I'd no sooner emptied my balls into her than she spun around to take my cock in her mouth. I reached for her hips intending to go sixty-nine with her, but she moved away.
"Not this time lover. I want every drop of you still in me when Herb gets home and I have him go down on me."
Her magic mouth had me standing tall again in just a couple of minutes and she got on her knees with her ass sticking over the edge of the bed.
"This time from behind lover; I like it from behind."
I was standing behind her plowing at her hot pussy when the phone rang. Without pulling my cock out of her we scooted sideways so she could reach the phone on the bedside stand.
"Hello?"
"Oh hi honey."
She motioned with her hand for me to keep on fucking her and so I slowed down to a leisurely pace so nothing I did would give away what we were doing and Marge continued her conversation with her husband.
"I just got to feeling sick and I wanted to leave and come home."
"No, no I didn't."
"No, I don't know what it was or what caused it. For some reason I all of a sudden wanted to throw up. Whatever it was it was gone by the time I got home."
"Bob dropped me off."
"Because he was leaving and I couldn't find you. Where were you anyway? I looked all over for you."
"No baby, it doesn't matter. Stay there and have a good time, but be ready when you get home."
"Because baby, my costume made more than a few dicks hard and I got felt up quite a bit when dancing with some of the guys and now I'm horny as hell and you are going to have to do something about that."
"No, no I won't."
"I will not tell you who played with your tits and who made your pussy wet."
"Hey, just be glad that the mask I was wearing kept some of the tongues out of my mouth."
"You bet baby. Your pussy is hot, wet and waiting."
"Oh yeah baby, sopping wet. You know how I get when I'm horny."
"Love you too. Bye."
She hung up the phone and said, "Fuck me lover; fuck me hard and cum. He's going to be coming home soon. When you're ready let me know because I want it in my mouth. I've got to get ready to smother hubby with kisses when he gets here."
It took me a couple of more minutes of hard pounding and then I grunted, "Now" and pulled out of Marge's pussy. She scrambled around and took me in her mouth and as soon as she had her lips locked on me I blew. Marge didn't swallow, she just let me fuck her pursed lips and fill her mouth and then she pulled off me and I watched her roll my cum around in her mouth until finally she was satisfied and then she swallowed it. I watched her, half expecting her to get off the bed and run for the bathroom, but all she did was lick her lips.
"Not bitter like Herb's. Tastes kind of nutty. I might even learn to like it" and then she looked at the bedside clock and told me I needed to go.
"I'll call you tomorrow and set up a time when we can do this again and not be rushed."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We did do it again. In fact we did it several times a week for the next six months and each time Marge went home with a full pussy for Herb to suck on and to have sloppy seconds in and a cum coated mouth to kiss him with. She did give me her ass and even though I took my time and was slow and easy with her she never did come to like it. But I did get to fuck her butt half a dozen times before she said, "Please lover, no more" and that was a half dozen times more than Herb ever got.
The day came when Marge said she was tired of sneaking around. "How would you feel about being caught in the act?"
"Wouldn't bother me a bit."
"What if he gets violent?"
"I don't think we need to worry about that. I think he'll remember what happened to George and how long George had to stay on crutches."
"When it happens can I stay with you until I can find a place? Obviously I'm not going to stay here with Herb."
"No problem sweetie. You can stay with me as long as you want. When do you want to do it?"
"Can you take a day off work tomorrow? I want to look well fucked when he walks in on us and the best way to do that is be well fucked. Also, even though I don't like it I want you to be in my ass when he comes in."
"How do we do that?"
"We will hear the garage door opener start to run when he pulls in."
"You sure you want to do that? Sure that you don't want to rub his nose in it and then see if you can patch things up?"
"No lover, I got stupid and forgave him once. Not about to do it again."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Honey, I'm home."
"In the bedroom baby. I've got a hot pussy, come on up and help me out."
I heard him come up the stairs and down the hall toward the bedroom and then, "What the fuck!"
I turned and saw him standing in the doorway with stunned disbelief all over his face.
"Damn Herb, she has got a super tight ass. Don't you ever use it?"
Marge said, "Pull out lover and go wash off your cock so I can suck on it for a while."
"Sure thing sweetie" and I got off the bed and went into the bathroom, got a wash rag and some soap and cleaned my cock while I listened to what went on behind me in the bedroom.
"My God Marge, what are you doing?"
"Just having some recreational sex baby. Get your clothes off and come on over here and eat my pussy."
"You are out of your fucking mind if you think I would do something like that."
"Why? You have been doing it on the average of three times a week for the last six months and it hasn't hurt you one little bit."
"What are you saying?"
"That Bob has been fucking me three and four times a week since I saw you and that slut in Allison's laundry room. Three and four times a week baby and each time he left you a little gift in me and each time you ate my pussy. You seemed to like it. I've got an afternoons worth in me baby, come and get it."
I walked over to the bed and Marge reached out and took hold of my dick and pulled it to her mouth. I turned toward Herb and smiled.
"You are one stupid asshole Herb. Your wife is twice the fuck that either one of my two ex-wives were. If I had some one like Marge I wouldn't even leave the house to go to work. She really would like for you to eat her pussy while she sucks my cock. Come on, be a sport, help your wife out here."
He turned and stomped away and a couple of minutes later we heard the garage door opener operate and a screech of tires as Herb backed down the driveway and took off.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Herb didn't contest the divorce and on the day it was granted I sent him a card that said, "Marge makes us even for Ann. When you remarry I'll get even for Shelly."
Three months after the divorce Marge and I tied the knot in front of a Justice of the Peace. We had a great marriage, or so I thought, until one day I came home from work early. Marge was on the living room couch, legs spread wide, and she was being fucked by, of all people, Herb.
So, back to the questions:
Am I drawn to round heeled sluts or are they attracted to me?
Are they round heeled sluts when I meet them or is there something about me that turns them into round heeled sluts?
I would sure like to figure that out before I get married again. I did get one question answered though - the third time was not a charm.
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She looked at herself in the mirror and shook her head. What a waste she thought. This much to offer a man and it is going to waste. But not for much longer.
Doug and Martha had gone steady during the last two years of high school, had become engaged the day after graduation and had married one year after that. The first five years had been very good and then, slowly, things had gotten ho-hum and common place, at least as far as Martha was concerned. He had a good job and made good money and Martha, since finding out that the two of them couldn't have kids, had gotten a job also. Between the two of them they made enough money to have the things they wanted. For Martha it was the house, good furniture, and a new car every three years. For Doug it was toys - lots of toys - and that was the problem.
Doug's sex drive seemed to be inversely proportional to the number of toys he acquired. The more toys he had, the more time he spent with them and the less time he spent with Martha. It might have been different if Martha was included when he played with his toys, but all too often she was excluded in favor of "the boys." It was another truism that the more toys Doug got the more buddies he found who wanted to spend time with him. "I can't take you with me honey. You would be the only woman there and I know these guys. I'd turn my back on them for a minute and they would be hitting on you. I can't expose my wife to behavior like that." I wouldn't mind Martha thought, at least some one would be paying me some attention.
One week it would be dirt bike racing and the next Doug and his buddies would take the boat out to the lake for a weekend of fishing. Hunting season meant four weekends of taking the ATV's and going out looking for deer. Then there was the week Doug took off to go elk hunting, and the weekends devoted to duck, quail, pheasant, and dove hunting. Besides hunting and fishing there were the two nights a week that Doug bowled, the Friday night card games and on the weekends when he was not off somewhere killing things he played golf on Saturday and Sunday. That left Tuesday and Wednesday for Doug to devote to Martha and half the time on those two nights he was just too tired. Well Martha was tired too - tired of being ignored.
Martha knew that it had nothing to do with her looks. She still turned heads and got hit on quite a lot and not just by Doug's buddies. She wondered how long they would stay buddies if Doug knew how many of them had tried to fuck her. No, there were plenty of other men who wanted her. There were a good half dozen or so where she worked who had let her know they were interested. Several times she had stopped after work to socialize with the people she worked with and she had danced with some of the men. A couple of times when she'd had a few to many she had engaged in some necking and she could even have gone farther if she had wanted too. Other girls she worked with had made trips out to the parking lot or to the motel next door and she could have done it if she had wanted. Even though her body craved a man's touch she had behaved because she loved Doug, but she was rapidly reaching the point where that wasn't going to be enough to keep her honest.
The final straw came one night after she had stopped with her coworkers for drinks after work. She had just enough to loosen her up and she had let herself get seriously felt up on the dance floor. She had even gone out to the parking lot with the man, necked with him for quite a while and had even let him get a finger in her pussy. It was only when the man had taken out his cock that she had panicked, pushed him away and hurried home. She was hot, she was horny and she needed Doug to make love to her. When she got home he was in the basement tying flies and getting ready for his next fishing trip with his buddies. She tried to get him to go upstairs and make love to her, but he ignored her and concentrated on his fly tying. "Not now Martha, I need to get another dozen of these done." She had gone upstairs in tears and as she threw herself down on the bed she vowed that there would be some major changes made and that they would be made real soon.
Doug came home from work to find Martha sitting at the kitchen table looking over some papers. He bent and kissed her on the forehead, "Hi babe, whatcha doing?"
"Just reviewing some financial stuff."
"Yeah? What kind of financial stuff."
"Just reviewing our net worth."
"Why?"
"Just curious."
"We in good shape?"
"Depends on how you look at it."
"What's that mean?"
"Sit down and I'll show you."
Doug sat down and Martha handed him a sheet of paper. "This is our net worth."
Doug scanned the sheet of paper, "Not bad babe, not bad at all. We're doing all right for ourselves."
Martha handed him another sheet of paper and Doug said, "What's this one?"
"That's what it looks like after the divorce."
"What?" What he hell are you talking about? What divorce?"
"The one that's just around the corner if you don't make some changes around here."
"What are you talking about, what changes?"
"I'm tired of playing second fiddle to dirt bikes, ATV's, fishing boats and fishing trips. I'm sick and tired of taking a back seat when it comes to bowling, golf, hunting, poker parties and anything else you and your buddies decide to do. In short - you had better make some room in your life for me or I am going to rearrange your life. This is a community property state and it is also a no-fault state. If I go for a divorce every thing we have gets sold and we split the proceeds fifty-fifty and your toys will be gone and so will I. You need to decide whether you want half the pot or to spend some time with me. I'm young, I'm healthy and I want a love life. I'm tired of lying on the bed and looking at the ceiling while you tie flies or some other bullshit thing like that. So, you either take care of your husbandly duties or I either get a divorce or start having affairs. I am not, repeat not, going to go without anymore. The next time I want to make love in the morning and you push me away and tell me "Sorry babe, but I'm playing golf this morning," the next time I walked naked into the basement and you tell me to go away and let you tie flies or the next time you chose your buddies or your toys over me I will break it off in your ass."
Doug sat there speechless and stared at Martha as she stood up and left the room.
There were a couple of days of frosty silence after Martha's little speech and then things began to get better. Doug paid a lot more attention to Martha and soon they were back to making love almost as often as when they first had gotten married. Doug still played with his toys and spent time with his buddies, but Martha did seem to have first call on his attentions. For six months things went along fine and Martha wondered why she hadn't put her foot down sooner. Then Doug went and got drunk and things changed.
It happened during a weekend fishing trip with some of his buddies. One of his buddies brought along a girl he had picked up in a bar. Every body got drunk and the girl had pulled a train for the guys. Every one nailed her at least three times and Doug woke up the next morning with a hell of a hangover and the knowledge that he had fucked up big time. He knew he had to find some way to not have sex with Martha until he was sure that the girl he had just helped gangbang hadn't given him a disease. For the next three weeks he made excuse after excuse to Martha as to why he couldn't make love to her. The excuse was plausible, he said he had hurt his back at work and he walked and acted as if he had, but that didn't keep Martha from being frustrated.
The Friday night poker game is when it all came unglued. Martha was in the basement folding laundry when two of Doug's buddies went into the downstairs bathroom. Because of the way the heating ducts ran Martha heard every word the two men said.
"Martha seems to be a little upset with Doug tonight."
"Think she found out that he fucked that skank that you picked up?"
"I don't know. I don't think so. If she knew about that gangbang I think she would be a lot more pissed than she seems."
"Speaking of gangbangs, I'd sure like to nail Martha sometime."
"We all would. We've tried to get Doug to bring her along on the fishing trips, but he won't do it."
"I think he knows what we would do if we got the chance."
"I think she'd go for it if we got enough booze in her."
"Wishful thinking guy, wishful thinking."
Martha stood there looking down at the folded laundry in front of her. Doug could gangbang some fucking whore, but he couldn't fuck her? Her mind went into overdrive as she plotted her revenge.
The following Tuesday Martha stopped after work with some of the people she worked with. She danced with several of the men and didn't protest when they thought they were sneaking a feel. It was when she danced with Kevin that things started to happen. As he held her close his erection was pressing into her leg.
"My goodness, is that for me?"
"It is if you want it."
"Oh I want it, I most definitely want it."
It was Martha's first time in a back seat since high school. As Kevin's cock filled her pussy she wondered how many other men she should let have her before letting Doug know. Kevin's cock felt good in her and she thought she could learn to like having back seat affairs. Martha liked it so much that when Kevin came in her she sucked his cock to get him up again and then she let him have her a second time. The next night she stopped for drinks and gave herself to Kevin again. The next day at work Mark had stopped by her desk, "Are you and your husband splitting up?"
"Why do you want to know?"
"Just curious. If you are breaking up with your husband and Kevin is your new boyfriend that's one thing, but if you are just out having fun I wanted you to know that I'm interested and I'd love to play too."
That night at the bar Mark was the one who made the trip out into the parking lot with her and later, when Mark and Kevin had gotten in an argument over her she had stopped it with a simple, "You two stop that. I've got enough for the both of you" and then she had gone out into the parking lot with them and proved it.
Two more weeks went by and during that time Martha had let every man she worked with who wanted her take her out to the parking lot. One night she had lain on Kevin's back seat while four men had taken turns on her for almost two hours. She had gone home that night to find Doug waiting for her.
"Good news babe. The back is better and I think I might be able to take care of you tonight."
Martha's mean streak surfaced and she smiled sweetly at Doug, "I just might consider it if you eat my pussy."
"Lead the way to the bedroom babe, I'm ready."
She lay there staring up at the ceiling as her husband sucked the combined juices of four men out of her and wished it could have been more - she wished she had so much in her that it would drown Doug.
"Christ babe, you sure are wet."
"I know sweetie. I've been hot and horny for so long that it just has built up in me."
When Doug sank his cock in her she thought, "That's it you bastard. You like gangbangs so much that you shouldn't mind that you are number five tonight."
For the next month Martha fucked the men she worked with and then went home to Doug. She insisted that he eat her pussy before he fucked her and she was amazed that Doug never caught on to the fact that he was sucking up cum and getting sloppy seconds. But as much as Martha was enjoying what she was doing to Doug she still wasn't satisfied. She wanted to do something that would really rub his face in it - she wanted to do something that he would know about - she wanted to do it right in front of him. She wanted to do something that would show him just how she felt about his betrayal. Martha knew what she wanted to do, but she just had to wait for the right time and the right set of circumstances. And then Doug gave her the opportunity that she needed.
"Can you do me a favor babe?"
"I don't know, what is it?"
"We have a rush order that has to go out tonight and I'll be a little late in getting home. The boys will be here for poker at seven, so could you take care of things until I get home?"
"Take care of things?"
"Yeah, you know, seeing that they get chips and dip, beer and whatever they want."
"Whatever they want? Yeah, I think I can do that."
"Thanks babe, I'll owe you one."
By seven-ten the game was in progress. Martha started them out with beer and chips and then she went into the bedroom and took off her dress. She had already taken off her panties and bra. She put on a garter belt and rolled nylons on her long legs and then she stepped into a pair of five-inch heels. She checked herself out in the mirror and smiled to herself, "Nobody going to turn you down tonight girl" she thought as she turned and headed back to the game. The room went silent when she walked in. She looked around at the six opened-mouthed men and smiled at them.
"A little birdie told me that all you guys want to fuck me. He said that you want Doug to bring me on a fishing trip so you could liquor me up and then gangbang me, is that right? Well we don't need no liquor or a fishing trip to get that done, now do we? You want me here on the table or in the bedroom?"
All six had fucked her once and she had a cock in her ass and one in her mouth when she saw Doug walk into the room. She took her mouth off the cock she was sucking, "Dougie, you're home. Oh goody, come join the party."
"What the fuck is going on here?"
"It's a gangbang sweetie. You know all about gangbangs right? That's what this is all about sweetie. I'm just trying to find out if I am a better fuck than that barfly you gangbanged on your last fishing trip. How about it guys? Am I better? Would you like me to come on all your fishing and hunting trips from now on?"
Martha looked around the room and saw that all the guys were looking nervously at Doug.
"Hey, don't be looking at him. I'm the one with the hot, hungry pussy and I'm a long way from wanting to quit. She leaned forward and recaptured the cock she had been sucking and went back to work on it. Several seconds later the cock in her ass began moving again and out of the corner of her eye she saw that not one of the guys was making a move to get dressed. It looked like Doug was in for a long night and she was glad because it meant that she was too.
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The holidays suck man; they suck big time. Everything bad that has ever happened to me has happened during the period that stretches from Thanksgiving to New Years.
It started when I was fourteen. The family was going to Hawaii the week after Thanksgiving for a two-week stay. God, but was I ever up for it. Two weeks on sunny beaches that would be wall to wall with gorgeous babes in bikinis. A true masturbator's paradise, except that I didn't go. Two days before we were scheduled to leave I slipped on a patch of ice, fell down two flights of stairs and ended up with my right leg broken in two places. The hotel and the airline tickets were prepaid and non-refundable so I was parked with my Aunt Louise and Uncle George while the rest of the family went off to have fun.
When I was fifteen my appendix burst three days before Christmas and I spent a week in the hospital. When I was sixteen I spent Christmas in the hospital again. That time it was because my tonsils had become inflamed and they had to be removed. The year I was seventeen I got to make another trip to the hospital where I was by now on a first name basis with the admitting clerk. My older sister who had recently married had the family over for Thanksgiving dinner. They said it was the turkey, but whatever it was it had the entire family in the emergency room having their stomach's pumped.
That brings me to this year. I'm eighteen and Christmas is in five days and I am again in the hospital, this time with both legs broken and in traction. I was walking home from the library when a lady driving down the street hit a deep pothole, lost control of her car which veered up over the curb and onto the sidewalk and nailed me. God, but I do so fucking hate the god damned holiday season.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I was resting when she came into the room and it was several minutes before I even realized she was there. She stood there nervously clutching her purse and looking at me and it was obvious to me that she wanted to say something but was having trouble getting it out. She glanced over at the guy in the bed next to me and then back at me and then she moved forward three or four steps and then just stood there, eyes flickering back and forth between my roommate and me. I was starting to think that she was in the wrong room when she steeled herself, stepped to my bedside, gave me a nervous smile and said:
"Bobby, I'm Laura, Laura Ronny." She hesitantly stuck out her hand as she said, "I'm...I'm the one who hit you."
I was just a bit groggy from medication, but I managed to take her hand and shake it.
"I'm so sorry. It happened so fast; one second I was driving along and then suddenly the car lurched to the right and jumped the curb. I had my foot on the brake and I was pushing down on it as hard as I could, but the car wouldn't stop, I'm just so sorry."
I didn't know what I was supposed to say so I just lay there and looked at her. She stood there shifting back and forth on her feet, either waiting for me to say something or trying to think of something else to say and then she handed me a piece of paper:
"It's my phone number. If you need anything, anything at all, just give me a call, please? I have to go now, my husband is waiting for me downstairs, but I'll be back. I'm sorry Bobby, I didn't mean to hurt you."
As she turned to leave I saw a tear roll down her cheek and as she walked to the door I couldn't help but notice that she had a marvelous ass. Brad, the guy in the next bed gave out a low whistle and said:
"Play your cards right kid and I'll bet you could get yourself a taste of that."
Yeah, right, I thought as I nodded off to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next several days Laura came by everyday during visiting hours. She brought me candy; magazines to read and she even gave me an IPOD loaded with hip-hop music. I didn't have the heart to tell her I hated that shit so I just smiled and thanked her. She asked me if I was tired of hospital food and when I said yes she started bringing me take out from Burger King, McDonald's and Pizza Hut. She did everything she could think of to try and show me how sorry she was that she had put me in the hospital.
Every time she left Brad would say something like, "She feels guilty as hell kid, best you take advantage of it. A couple of moves on your part and she'll give it up. She'll feel that she owes you."
I didn't pay much attention to him, not that I wouldn't have loved to be able to do what he said, but she was a thirty-eight year old mother of three with a husband and I was an eighteen year old boy. But I did think of her a lot. She was one hot looking woman and I loved watching the way her ass moved every time she walked out of the room.
Laura was about five feet, five inches tall, maybe one hundred-thirty pounds and in addition to that great ass she had a marvelous pair of tits. The only thing about her that I didn't like was that she had short hair; I just don't like short hair on girls, but Laura did give me a woodie every time she walked into the room. I know she knew it because she couldn't help but notice the way my sheet tented up when she visited. She wasn't the only one who noticed. Mabel, the afternoon shift nurse noticed it too. She thought it was funny. Mabel always seemed to come into the room just after Laura would leave and the tent would still be there because I would have just finished watching Laura's ass as she walked out. Mabel would giggle and say something like:
"Too bad I'm a health care professional Bobby, or I'd take care of that for you. We have some young girl candy stripers coming in on the weekend, maybe I can get one of them to give you a hand."
I'd get all embarrassed and my hard on would wilt. On Christmas Eve Mabel said, "If you can talk her into taking care of your problem Bobby, just tell her to close the door and I'll see to it you are not disturbed" and when I blushed she laughed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was Christmas day and my family had come and gone, Brad had been discharged and I was alone. I was surprised when Laura walked in, I thought that she would be busy with her own family. I hadn't expected to see her and I told her so.
"I put you here Bobby, I ruined your Christmas so the least I can do is visit. Actually, I had to come so I could give you your Christmas present."
She hadn't been carrying anything except her purse when she came in so I said, "What present?"
She smiled, got up and went over to the door, closed it and then walked back to the bed. "It is a very special gift Bobby" and she pulled the sheet down and exposed the pole that had been making it a tent. She looked into my eyes as her right hand wrapped around my hard cock and slowly began to stroke it.
"I hope you like blow jobs Bobby" and then she bent at the waist and took my cock into her mouth. One hand fondled my nuts and the other gripped the base of my cock as she took me as far into her mouth as she could. She moved her head slowly up and down a couple of times and then she took her mouth off me and asked:
"Do you like it Bobby? Do you like my mouth on your hard cock?"
"Oh God yes" I moaned and she smiled and said, "Good."
She stuck her tongue out and circled the head of my cock with it and then licked the bottom of my cock all the way down to my ball sack. She sucked on my balls for a bit and then she moved her tongue along the upper side of my cock until she got back to the cock head.
"You taste good Bobby and I like nice tasting cock. You want me to keep on?"
"Oh God yes please."
Her mouth swallowed me again. Her head started bobbing up and down and while one hand caressed my balls I felt her move the other one under me. A finger slid along the crack of my ass and I felt it touch my butt hole. The fingertip teased my hole as her head began moving faster. I felt the explosion coming and I moaned:
"Oh Jesus, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum" and Laura shoved her finger in my ass.
I arched up off the bed and drove my cock as deep into Laura's mouth as it would go just as I erupted like a volcano. My cock pushed out spurt after spurt and Laura gulped and swallowed until my cock started to soften. She held it in her hand and licked it clean before letting it go and then she said:
"Merry Christmas Bobby. Same time tomorrow?"
I didn't trust myself to speak so I just nodded my head "yes" and she smiled and said, "Good." She leaned over me and gave me a light kiss on the lips and then she turned to go. Just as she reached the door she turned and said:
"I've seen the way you look at my ass Bobby. Would you like to fuck me?"
Again I didn't trust my self to speak, but she must have gotten her answer form the look on my face because she gave me a dazzling smile and said:
"I thought so. Hurry up and mend Bobby."
She blew me a kiss and left.
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He walked into the bar and looked around. As his eyes became accustomed to the low level of the lighting and he was able to see into some of the darker recesses of the place he saw her. She was sitting at a table in the back corner and she wasn't alone. But then he hadn't really expected her to be. The guy sitting next to her had his arm draped across her shoulders and his right hand was caressing her right breast. He kept his eyes on the two of them as he stepped to the bar and ordered a Coors Light. Taking a sip of the beer he looked around the bar trying to get a feel for the place. Two middle aged guys in John Deere caps sitting at the other end of the bar, two young couples sitting in a both along the east wall of the joint, and the bartender. He wasn't looking for trouble, but it never hurt to know where some might come from. He took a long pull on the beer, set the empty down on the bar and headed for the table in the back corner.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"You are out of your fucking mind!"
Donny winced and looked around. "Hold your voice down. You get too loud and the Deputy will ask you to leave."
I looked over at the Deputy monitoring the visiting room and saw him looking at us. Keeping my hands in plain sight like I'd been instructed I turned and looked back at my brother. "Maybe that would be best. Get out of here before I have to listen to any more of this nonsense."
"Come on Bobby, you're the only family I got. Who else can I ask?"
"It doesn't matter Donny, it is an impossible task. It wouldn't matter who you asked to do it; it just can not be done! Christ Donny, you're married to her and you couldn't do it so how in the hell do you expect me to?"
"That's different Bobby. I love her and I can't bring myself to use a heavy hand with her. You don't even like her so it shouldn't bother you."
"Bother me? Why should I think it would bother me? You are married to the bitch and she got you thrown in jail. I got no claim on her at all Donny. I try to sit on her and I'll end up in here sharing a cell with you."
"It ain't like that Bobby. The only reason I'm in here is because the asshole she was with is a Deputy Sheriff and even then I wouldn't be in here if I hadn't broken his arm. Cindy is scared right now. Her fooling around never caused anything like this before and she'll listen to you. You got to do this for me Bobby. I love her and I got to know that she will still be there when I get out."
I just sat there and looked at the dumb bastard and wondered why he couldn't just pray that she would be gone when he had done his time. Cindy was a round-heeled slut, was one before Donny married her, and her wedding vows hadn't changed a thing. My brother was right when he said he knew that I didn't even like her, but I don't believe that he knew the real reason why. Cindy started coming on to me the night of the wedding reception and in the six years that she and Donny had been married she hadn't stopped trying. The real reason I didn't like her was because of what she did to me. I wanted the beautiful whore - I wanted her bad - and she knew it and played it for all it she was worth. But no matter how hard she tried and how much I wanted her she was still my brother's wife. That thought gave me an idea.
"Donny, you know she runs around on you. She's a slut and nothing you have done up till now has changed that. The only way I can make sure that she is here when you get out is to move in with her or have her move in with me so I can sit on her. What happens then? You know and I know that sooner or later she will end up in my bed. What then?"
Donny turned his head away and said, "Do what you gotta do Bobby, just make sure that she's there when I get out."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Cindy was not pleased when I showed up at the house and told her she had some choices to make. I'm pretty sure that she had been looking forward to 120 days (minus time off for good behavior) of unrestrained unfaithfulness so it came as a small shock to her to find out that I was going to be her babysitter. I told her what Donny had asked of me and then I spelled it out for her. "You can either move in with me or I'll move in with you. Your only other option is to pack your bags and leave town. As long as you are in this town and I can find you I will rain on your parade. So, if you stay in town the choices are my place or yours."
"Get real Bobby. You can't watch me twenty-four hours a day unless you quit your job."
"No, but I can keep a pretty close eye on you when I'm not working and I can spread the word that I'll not take kindly to anyone having anything to do with you while you are, what shall we say, under my protection?"
"But why? Why do you care?"
"Because my brother asked me to."
There was a lot of pouting and whining from Cindy and I finally said, "Why don't you just make it easy on everybody and get a divorce? I know Donny loves you and is afraid of losing you, but you obviously don't give a shit about him. Why not take advantage of the fact that he is going to be in jail for the next 90 to 120 days and leave him?"
"I can't."
"Why not?"
"Because you're wrong, I do care for him. In fact, I love him to death."
You could have knocked me over with a feather when I heard her say that. I stood there staring at her and she said, "It's true, I love him."
"How can you stand there and say that when everyone knows that you cheat on him every chance you get?"
"I can't help it Bobby. I need sex, a lot of sex, and Donny just doesn't give it to me. Twice a week, regular as clockwork, three minutes and then he rolls off, goes to sleep and leaves me hanging. I married him because I love him, but even before we were married he wasn't giving me what I needed. I just have to go out and find someone to fuck me and make me cum. If seeing to my own sexual satisfaction because my husband won't makes me a slut then so be it."
In the end she told me that she had no intention of not living in her own home so I could move in with her while Donny was still locked up. "But best you understand this Bobby, I am not going to make any allowances for you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night I moved in what I thought I'd need. The next day was Saturday and I didn't have to go to work. I found out as soon as I got up what Cindy had meant by her "make no allowances" remark. Cindy was already in the kitchen when I got there and she was naked as the day she was born. She saw my eyebrows go up and she said, "Get used to it. I'm usually naked when I'm home." Whether that was true or not or whether she was just pulling my chain I didn't know, but for the better part of the morning she just hustled around doing her housework nude and ignoring me. She took a shower around two and left the bathroom door open while she did and she left her bedroom door open while she dressed. I spent the whole fucking day with the mother of all hard ons and cussing myself for letting Donny talk me into being his watchdog.
About six that evening Cindy called me and asked me to come to her bedroom and help her do something. I walked in the room and found her in nothing but high heels, nylons and a garter belt.
"I need you to help me zip up," she said as she stepped into a black cocktail dress.
"Where are you going?"
"Out for some drinks and dancing."
"Dressed like that, no panties or bra?"
"When you are going fishing you have to use good bait."
"You know that I'm not going to let anyone near you."
"You will be near me and you have had a hard on all day. Who knows what might happen before we get home." Then she reached down and squeezed the bulge in my trousers, "Or we can skip going out and just get it on now. You know that you can't go the whole time Donny is gone without me getting you in my bed, at least as long as you stay here. What do you say, want to cut right to the chase?"
I pushed her away from me and went to grab a sport coat.
It was one of the worst evenings of my life. The bar she drove us to was jam-packed and had a loud and noisy rock and roll band. We were no sooner in the door when some guy Cindy knew grabbed her by the hand and pulled her to the dance floor. She tossed me her purse and told me to find us a table and then I spent the rest of the evening prying her away from guys who were determined to get her alone and fuck her. She went to the bathroom and when she wasn't back in what I thought was a reasonable time I went looking for her. I found her leaning against a wall just outside the woman's john while a guy kissed her and worked his hand up under her dress. Twice after a guy asked her to dance she disappeared off the dance floor and I found her in the parking lot. The first time I caught her just as she was climbing in to the guys back seat and the second time she was lying back on the hood of a car and the guy had his cock out and was getting ready to put it to her. Both times I had to get physical with the guys to get her away from them. Cindy was laughing at me as I drug her back into the bar the second time, "You think you can do this for another four months Bobby? The only way you are going to keep those cocks away from me is to do the job yourself. Come on Bobby, how about it. Let's just go home and make the bedsprings rattle. If you can go more than twice a week and three minutes at a time you can keep me off the streets until Donny comes home. Come on Bobby, what do you say?"
"I say you are a bitch and it ain't never going to happen."
Fifteen minutes later I caught her in a booth in a dark corner of the bar just getting ready to bend over and take a cock in her mouth. I totally lost it. I grabbed her arm and hauled her out of the booth and the guy she was with started to come out after me. I put a hand in the middle of his chest and shoved him back in the booth; "Best you stay in that booth asshole. You come out and you are going to the hospital. That's a fucking promise."
I pulled Cindy along to the bathrooms and shoved her into the ladies side and told her to clean herself up. While she was in there I used my cell phone to make several calls. When she came out I took her purse away from her, got out her car keys and then, with her kicking and fighting all the way, I took her home. I had to drag Cindy out of the car and carry her into the house and when I got her in her bedroom I tossed her on the bed and told her to strip. When I told her that she stopped struggling and got a smile on her face.
"I knew it, I knew you couldn't ignore me." She rolled over, "Unzip me lover." I pulled the zipper down and while she pulled the dress up over her head I unsnapped her garter belt and rolled her nylons down her legs. Cindy laid back on the bed and spread her legs, "Come on lover, show momma what you got. I got on the bed and straddled her sitting down on her chest. "Come on lover, get your clothes off and let's party."
I reached for her right arm, "I forgot to tell you that I'm a little kinky" as I tied one of her nylons around her wrist.
"Kinky is good, I can do kinky" she said as I tied the other end of the nylon to the bedpost. As I did the same to her left she said, "Hurry lover, hurry. I need it baby, I'm so hot I could explode."
When I had her tied to the bedposts I got off her and looked at my watch. As if on cue the front door bell rang and Cindy said, "Who the hell can that be at this time of night."
I smiled at her, "Your first customer."
"My first customer? What the hell does that mean?"
"It means that I'm going to see to it that you get what you want and help Donny at the same time. You want cock? I'm going to see to it that you get so much that you won't be able to walk and at the same time I'm going to make some money for Donny." I turned and left her to go answer the door.
It wasn't what Donny wanted me to do, well, not exactly. His main goal was for me to make sure that Cindy didn't find another boyfriend and leave him before he got out of jail. It only took me that Saturday to realize that there was no way I was going to be able to stay on top of Cindy and keep Cindy away from cocks. I already knew that she would still be there waiting when Donny got out - she had told me so herself - "I love him" - so the solution to the problem of keeping her from going out looking for cock was to keep her in and see to it that she got plenty. The phone calls I made while Cindy was in the bathroom were to guys who had at one time or another expressed a desire to fuck Cindy. Donny had another problem facing him when he got out of jail; he had been ordered to pay the medical bills of the man whose arm he broke. I opened the front door and found Tom and Joe standing there.
Joe said, "This is for real, right?"
"Absolutely. She's in the bedroom waiting" and I stuck out my hand and each of them handed me a hundred bucks. Why were they paying for something that Cindy normally spread around for free? Because even though Cindy was a round heeled slut she was a selective slut and she only went after young, good looking guys. Tom was fat and fifty and Joe was short, bald and over weight and they never ever would have gotten a taste of her - until now.
It was seven on Sunday morning when the party broke up. Donny's "hospital fund" had eleven hundred dollars in it when I closed the door behind the last man. I walked back to the bedroom and looked in on Cindy. Some time during the night the nylons had been untied and had come off. She didn't look all that worse for wear. Her pussy lips were reddish and a bit swollen and her pubic hair was wet and matted, but other than that she looked okay. She was asleep and she had a smile on her face. I pulled the covers up over her and then I went to the spare bedroom and went to bed.
I came awake suddenly in the middle of what I thought was a wet dream. But it wasn't a wet dream; Cindy had her mouth on my cock and her hands were playing with my balls. I glanced over at the bedside clock and saw that it was three in the afternoon. Half of me (48% actually) said to push her away, she's your brother's wife for God's sake," but I had told Donny that the possibilities were good that Cindy and I would end up in bed together and his response had been, "Do what you gotta do." I listened to the 48% for a about half a second and then the other 52% said, "Hey dude, your cock is hard and she is giving you some great head."
Majority rules, right?
"Oh good, you're awake," Cindy said as she swung over me and settled down on my dick. She began to ride me, "Told you lover. I told you that you would end up where you are. I do so hope that you aren't a three minute man lover because I plan on keeping you busy the rest of the day."
She started slamming down on me and I began to worry that I might indeed be a three-minute man. It had been a while since I was last laid and I just knew I was going to get off too quick. To buy myself some time I pushed her off me and rolled over on top of her. Being on top I was able to slow the pace down a little to buy me a little more time, but even so I only made it to four minutes. I came and Cindy cried out, "No, god damn it, no. Don't stop, I'm almost there." I pulled away from her and let my fingers do the walking until Cindy had her orgasm and settled down.
"What the fuck is it with the men in your family? Can't any of you keep it up?"
"I haven't rolled over and gone to sleep yet, have I?"
"You can go again?"
"As soon as it gets hard."
"I can help you there lover" and she changed position and began to give me head. It took her five minutes to get me back up, but I did rise to the occasion and the second bout lasted quite a bit longer and the third even longer than that. As we lay side by side looking up at the ceiling Cindy asked, "How many times more do you think we can go today?"
I glanced over at the bedside clock and said, "I don't know about me, but you are going to be good for at least twelve more. In fact your first appointment of the day should be here in about twenty minutes. You going to shower and put on some makeup or just give him my sloppy seconds?"
Cindy sat up, "What? What do you mean?"
I mean that a man is going to be here in twenty minutes and give me a hundred bucks to fuck you. After him there will be at least eleven more unless someone cancels out."
"Why? Why are you doing this to me?"
"Got to keep you busy sweetie. Got to keep you busy until Donny gets out."
She sat there staring at me as the import of what I'd just said sank in and then I saw something in her eyes. Her face didn't smile, but I was pretty sure that her eyes did.
"120 days huh? I guess I'd better get ready" and she dashed off to the shower.
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Bobbie and I had gotten tired of the constant fight of trying to keep a good-looking lawn in front of our house. Drought conditions and water restrictions had resulted in patches of dead grass all over the place. We decided to take the grass out and xeroscape the yard. The yard slopes down from the house to the street so the plan was to level the ground from the sidewalk to about fifteen feet from the house and then terrace the rest.
I hired a couple of college kids to do the leveling and to haul away the dirt and then I had a load of landscaping blocks delivered to build the terrace walls. While I was laying the block Bobbie had our rotor tiller running and she was trying to loosen the soil where we were going to plant ferns. The machine was a little one and only a half horse and it just wasn't up to the task. It was too small and the ground was just too hard. I was enjoying the sight of Bobbie running the tiller. The blades were beating on the ground, but not breaking it up and the vibration of the machine was transmitted through the handle bars to Bobbie's arms and then to her upper torso. She wasn't wearing a bra and her 36 C's were bouncing all over the place. It turned out that I wasn't the only one watching and enjoying the show.
A 1993 Mustang convertible pulled up at the curb. I recognized the car as one that passed through the neighborhood all the time and I sort of recognized the driver. I'd never met him, but I had seen him off and on either in the Mustang or in a Chevy truck. Bobbie shut down the rototiller and the guy said, "You'll be there all month trying to break that ground with that little thing. I've got an eight horse that can do the job if you would like to borrow it." Bobbie looked at me and I shrugged and she said, "Where do you live?"
"Just turn the corner, third house on the left."
"The Tudor style with all the flower beds?"
"That's the one. If you want I'll go get the tiller and bring it back."
"If it will do better than that poor excuse for a machine I think I would like to try it."
"You got it. I'll be right back."
As he drove off Bobbie said, "That was nice of him."
I laughed and said, "Hell, if it had been me on the machine instead of you with your flopping tits he would have kept right on driving by."
"Your trouble John is that you are just too cynical. He was just being neighborly."
"Cynical my ass. I saw the way he was looking at you. Of course I can't blame him for that. In those shorts and that top you could give a stone statue a hard on."
"What, these old things?"
"Sweetie, if you had been wearing your high heels he would have gotten out of the car and started helping."
"You think? Well let's just find out."
I looked to see where she was looking and I saw the Chevy truck turning the corner with a rototiller in the back.
Bobbie went into the house as the truck pulled up at the curb. The guy got out and went around to let down the tailgate. I got up to go help him lift the machine out of the truck. Just as the two of us were getting ready to lift I heard the guy's sudden intake of breath and I didn't need to look around to see what was there. Bobbie was coming down the driveway in her CFM's and carrying a purse. She stuck out her hand and said, "Hi. I'm Bobbie." He took her hand and said, "That makes two of us."
"Pardon?"
"That's my name too. I'm Bobby."
I introduced myself and then Bobbie kissed me on the cheek and said, "I'm running to 7-11 to get some ice. I'll be back in a few" and she headed for her car. I helped Bobby lift the tiller out of the back of his truck and did my best to look like I didn't see the way he looked at Bobbie walking away in her come fuck me's. Bobbie calls me cynical, but I'm really just a realist and I know human nature. I wasn't kidding in the least when I told Bobbie that if she had been wearing her heels with the shorts and skimpy top when Bobby stopped he would have gotten out of the car and helped. And Bobby proved me right. Bobbie had no sooner pulled out of the driveway than Bobby fired up the tiller and went to work on the ground. He was going to make damn sure that he was there to see Bobbie when she came back.
That night as Bobbie was getting ready for bed she told me that Bobby had invited us down to take a look at his back yard. "He thinks that it may give us some ideas on what to do. He has a pond back there, did you know that?"
No I didn't, but I didn't care either. I knew what I had in mind for our yard and I told her so.
"I'd still like to see how he did his yard. Someday I would like a water feature in our back yard and maybe his pond will give us some ideas."
"Fine. Go on down and look, but be careful. That boy wants a piece of your fine ass and he is going to try and hustle you."
"There you go being cynical again."
"I'm not being cynical. I watched him watch you. I warned you that putting on your come fuck me's would get to him. He couldn't take his eyes off of you."
"I'm sure that you are mistaken John. Do you really think I have a fine ass?"
"The best."
"Want some of it? I'll put my heels on."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was three months later when I came home form work early and as I turned onto the street I saw Bobbie getting out of Bobby's truck. I quickly pulled to the curb and watched as she leaned back into the truck and gave him a lingering kiss. Then she closed the door and headed for the house. She was wearing high heels, a very short skirt and an extremely low cut blouse - not your normal stay at home housewife attire. I wondered what was going on. No, that's not right, I had a pretty good idea of what was going on, what I really wondered is how long it had been going on. I waited until Bobby turned the corner and then I went on home.
I heard the shower running as I came in the door and there was a line of clothing leading from the door to the stairs. I reached down and picked up Bobbie's panties and saw that the crotch was soaking wet. I didn't need to sniff it to know what it was and that it was obviously fresh. I've never been a procrastinator and I have always believed in facing my problems straight on so I took the sperm soaked panties and headed for the bedroom. I was sitting on the bed twirling the panties on my finger when Bobbie walked into the room toweling herself off. She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw me and her face lost some of its color when she saw the panties.
"Get him all washed off of you? Or more to the point, did you get him all washed out of you?"
She just stood there staring down at the floor.
"What's the matter Bobbie, cat got your tongue? No spiffy come back. How about telling me that I'm mistaken. That it's not what I think. Or maybe that old standby, "But honey, I can explain." You should have washed these first" and I tossed the cum soaked panties at her. She didn't try to catch them and they fell on the floor at her feet. "If it wasn't for them you might have been able to convince me that the kiss you gave Bobby as you got out of his truck was a friendship thing. Come on Bobbie, say something."
Not a word from her - she just stood there and stared down at the floor. I got up and started to leave the room. As I reached the door I turned and said, "Okay, if you won't talk to me I guess I'll just have to go and get my answers from your boyfriend."
Suddenly Bobbie wanted to talk.
"No! Please don't do that."
"Why not?"
"Because his wife doesn't know."
I went back and sat down on the side of the bed. "What's that supposed to mean? He can fuck up our marriage, but I'm supposed to be considerate of his? His wife doesn't need to know that he's a cheating asshole?"
"That's not it. She is a really nice person and it would hurt her more than she deserves. Find some other way to get at him if you must, but don't hurt her."
"Pity that you didn't have the same concern for me."
"You were never supposed to find out."
"You can't hide shit like this Bobbie. It always comes out sooner or later."
"I've hid it from you for three months now and if you hadn't found out today you never would have. Today was the end of it. I was never going to see him again after today."
"Three months? Jesus, how many times did you come to me after being with him? How many times have I gotten that bastards leftovers?"
"Never. I wouldn't do that to you."
"You expect me to believe that shit? We have sex five and six times a week, sometimes seven. You expect me to believe that you only make arrangements to see him on days we don't have sex?"
"No, I'm telling you that I have never fucked you after I have fucked him."
"How can that be given as much sex as we have?"
"Simple - until today he had never fucked me in my pussy. I let him have me today as a goodbye gift."
"You have been seeing him for three months and you have never had sex with him."
"Define sex. If sex to you is fucking my pussy, then no, we never had sex until today."
"I'm afraid I don't have a clue as to what you are saying."
"He eats my pussy, I suck his cock and he takes me in my ass. Until today he had never had my pussy."
"Oh, okay. Never had your cunt so that makes everything okay. No sex, no harm, no foul. Silly me, I thought we had a problem. Glad we could clear that up." I got up and left the room.
I was at the wet bar in the basement recreation room making myself a stiff drink when Bobbie came downstairs and sat in one of the chairs and watched me. I finished making my drink and I kept my back to her as I took my first sip. She decided that I was going to ignore her so she started talking to my back.
"I all ready know that you and I will not see this the same way, but I don't feel that I have been cheating on you."
I spun around and looked at her, "What?"
"It's true. Well, no it's not. I did cheat on you today because today I let Bobby fuck me, but I don't consider any of the other times as cheating."
"And why in God's name is that?"
"Because I only gave him what you didn't want and what you have never wanted. You won't eat my pussy, but Bobby did. You won't let me suck your cock, but Bobby let me. And you never ever would have anal sex with me, but Bobby did and he loved it and what's more, so did I. You ever wonder why we have had so much sex in the mornings for the last three months. Ever ask yourself why I've been sending you off to work every morning so well fucked? You can thank Bobby for that. He has a kinky side - he loves to eat my pussy after you have cum in me. Believe me John, it took an awful lot of will power for me to say goodbye to Bobby today. I loved everything we did together and I'm going to miss it all."
"Why did you stop?"
"You said it yourself John. It would come out eventually and I never wanted you to know. I happen to love you and I didn't want to lose you and I knew I would if we got caught. I just didn't end it quick enough."
"What, you think just because you said, "That's it Bobby, no more" that he is going to say okay and walk away? He'll keep sniffing around and I would get suspicious and I'd have found out anyway."
"No you wouldn't have. It was a mutual decision John. He loves his wife as much as I love you and he had the same concerns over her finding out that I had over you finding out."
"If he loves her so much why is he out fucking around on her?"
"She is your mirror image. She won't let him eat her pussy, she won't suck his cock and she refuses to even try having anal sex."
"Maybe we should just swap mates."
"Wouldn't work. Except for the stuff we did together neither of us was interested in the other. We are both in love with the people we are married to."
"If there is no interest how in the hell did it start?"
"I seduced him."
"You seduced him? He didn't come onto you and things just went from there? You actually seduced him?"
"Yes I did. I was over there one morning looking at his pond. I was probably dressed inappropriately - I was wearing shorts, my cut off tee shirt and I didn't have a bra on - but it wasn't intentional. I had been working in the yard when I saw him drive by and I wanted to see his pond and so I walked over to his house. He showed me the pond and how he was building a waterfall and I saw him keep looking at my tits. I apologized for the way I was dressed and he said that I didn't have to apologize to him and then he said that I looked good enough to eat. Then I said that I wished that you felt that way and he said that he wished his wife felt that way. Then I said, "So you think I look good enough to eat?" and he smiled and said, "Do I ever." I asked him if his wife was home and he said no, she was at work. We stared at each other for several minutes and then I stepped out of my shorts and panties, sat down on a big, flat rock that was going to be part of his waterfall, spread my legs and waited to see what he would do. He didn't disappoint me and everything just went from there."
"You are right Bobbie, I don't see this the way you do. It doesn't matter that you only did things that I wouldn't do. You still engaged in sexual things with another man and in my book that is unfaithful behavior. Paint the picture any way you care to, you still cheated on me."
"Whatever you say John, whatever you say" and she got up and went back upstairs.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I sat in the basement and got drunk. When I finally staggered upstairs to go to bed Bobbie wasn't there and I undressed and fell onto the bed. When I woke up in the morning I took a shower and a handful of aspirin for my hangover headache and started to get dressed. I was halfway dressed when I noticed that the room didn't seem right and it took me several seconds to figure out what was out of whack. There was nothing of Bobbie's in the room. I looked into the closet and saw that all of her clothes were gone. I finished dressing and went downstairs. Bobbie had the coffeepot on and was putting her breakfast on a tray when I walked into the kitchen. She looked over at me, "I've moved all my stuff into the spare bedroom. I'll try to stay out of your way as much as possible until we can iron out the details of the divorce" and then she took her tray and left the room.
True to her word I rarely saw here for the next week or so. Then I came home from work one day and found her waiting in the kitchen for me. "I've been waiting to hear from your lawyer or for someone to serve me papers."
"I've been waiting to hear from yours."
"I don't have one."
"Why not?"
"Because I don't want a divorce. I happen to be in love with you so if the marriage ends, you have to end it because I won't."
"Well, I haven't seen a lawyer either."
"Why not?"
"I don't know. I honestly don't know" and I left the kitchen.
Another week went by and I still hadn't made a move to get a lawyer, but by then I at least knew why. In spite of what she had done I loved Bobbie and I didn't want to divorce her. On the other hand I didn't know how to put us back together. I just couldn't bring myself to walk up to her and say "All is forgiven." Then fate took a hand. Saturday morning the doorbell rang and when I answered it I found Bobby standing on the porch. Without thinking I stepped aside and said, "She's upstairs in the spare bedroom. Go on up." He actually turned red in the face, "You know?"
"I know."
"Actually I just came by to get the rototiller."
I stood looking at him for what seemed like forever and then I said, "You pretty much fucked up my marriage. You willing to try to help me fix it?"
Bobbie was lying naked on the bed working on herself with a dildo when I opened the door and walked into the spare bedroom. She looked up at me and stopped using the rubber cock on herself while she tried to figure out what was going on. She raised an eyebrow when I started undressing and when I was naked and started walking toward the bed she pulled the fake cock out of her pussy and tossed it aside and spread her legs. She didn't say anything, just waited to see what I was going to do. When I moved between her legs her facial expression was a mixture of curiosity and speculation. It wasn't until my cock slid into her that she said something, "Yes! Oh sweet Jesus yes."
It was a spirited romp, but I had been two weeks without sex, but with sex not very far from my mind, and I didn't last very long. When I came it felt like it felt like I had a quart stored up in me which I suppose was a good thing considering what was going to happen next. When I went limp I pulled myself away from Bobbie and it wasn't all that easy because she kept trying to hang onto me and pull me back down. I got off the bed and walked to the bedroom door and just before I opened it I looked back at her - I still hadn't said a word - and she was looking back at me with a bewildered look on her face. I smiled at her and opened the door and Bobby walked in. I said, "Your turn" and I went downstairs and got myself a beer.
When I came back up I looked in the bedroom and I saw that Bobbie had Bobby's cock in her mouth and he had his face buried in her cunt and was going after it like a starving man going after his first meal in a week. I watched them for a minute or two without them being aware that I was there and then I said, "I understand that she loves a cock in her ass." The both of them stopped and looked over at me. "I suppose it's not cheating if I know about it so you might as well go ahead and have her pussy too" and then I walked away and left them alone. I tried to get some work done in the den, but Bobbie's cries and moans made it impossible to concentrate and so I got up and went outside to work in the yard.
It was an hour later when Bobby came out of the house. I already had his tiller by the back of his truck and I went over to help him lift it in. He was having trouble making eye contact, but I had to make something clear to him before he left.
"There isn't much chance of your wife finding out if you do it in my house. But, I'm not a watcher and I don't really care to be a listener either so try and be done by the time I get home from work, okay?"
The sheepish grin left his face and he looked at me for several seconds before smiling and saying, "You got it." As he pulled away from the curb and turned the corner I was asking myself if I was doing the right thing. I guessed that only time would answer that. When I went back in the house the shower was running and I went up to the bedroom and was sitting on the bed when Bobbie came into the room toweling herself off. She stopped and looked at me, "Why?"
"Because I don't want to divorce you and I couldn't live with you with what you had done being between us. It's not between us anymore. I accept that you have wants and desires that I can't satisfy, needs so strong that you cheated on me to have them satisfied and I'm conceding that I have no right to keep you from having those needs satisfied. I'm gambling here. I believe you when you say that you love me and I'm gambling that I won't lose you to someone who gives you what I won't."
"Is your cock hard?"
"You know it always gets hard when I see you naked."
Bobbie dropped her towel, "I've washed most of him off me, but I'm afraid that there might still be a little of him in me. Can you handle it?"
"I guess I'll have to and I guess I'll have to get used to it."
Bobbie smiled at me and laid down on the bed and waited for me to undress.
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I found out about my wife quite by accident. Well, actually it was a combination of her lack of self-control and an accident.
For some time now I have suspected that Mary has been having an affair. No one thing, just a lot of little things seem to point in that direction. It all started when Mary went back to work. When our youngest started kindergarten Mary took on a full time job with a new company just starting up in the mortgage referral business. When she started the job she found that most of her fellow workers were in their mid twenties and early thirties and single. They would work long hours and then they would go out drinking together. Mary always felt like an outsider because she couldn't join the group; she always had to put in her eight hours and then hurry home to her second career as wife and mother. Because she felt that she needed to develop a rapport with her co-workers I agreed to come home early one night a week to watch the kids so she could go out with the group.
For the first couple of months Mary would get home around nine and would want to go right to bed. Then all of a sudden she wasn't getting home until one or two in the morning and she always seemed to be keyed up and when she came to bed she always wanted to make love and she would wake me up and try to fuck me to death. One night I asked her about it and the fact that she always seemed to be so wet. She told me that being around all the young singles got her horny and she had to come home to me to get taken care of.
But I wasn't all that sure that she was being truthful. About that time she stopped dressing conservatively for work. She began to wear short dresses and skirts and tight blouses and sweaters and when I asked her about it she told me that she was just trying to fit in with the younger group she was working with. Again, I wasn't quite sure I was buying it, but you don't accuse your wife of fifteen years of lying to you when you have nothing to go on but suspicion.
The next four months went by with Mary acting more and more like a single woman and less and less like a mother and a wife. She had her one night out with the group, but in addition to that she was coming home anywhere from one to three hours later on the other nights using deadlines on hot projects as the excuse. Again I had my suspicions, but that's all I had. I thought several times of getting a babysitter to watch the kids so I could go and check up on Mary, but I never followed through on it for two reasons. One, I'd always heard that the surest sign of an affair is when your significant other stops having sex with you. That was not the case here. In fact, since Mary had gone back to work our sex life had increased dramatically. The other reason was that I loved Mary and I didn't really want to find out that she was cheating on me for fear of what that knowledge might do to us. Besides, with my lousy luck I'd get caught spying on her and that would do as much damage to us as knowing that she was having an affair.
Then came the night I found out. Barnaby, our youngest, woke up screaming around one in the morning and it woke me up. He'd had a nightmare and I got him settled down and tucked back into bed with Robear, his brown teddy bear, and I headed back to my bedroom to go back to bed. I stubbed my toe on the bedpost and put my hand out to break my fall as I hobbled around on one leg. My hand pushed the window drapes aside and I looked out the window just in time to see a strange car pull into the driveway with it's lights off. There were three people sitting in the front seat and the one in the middle was Mary.
I waited for a door to open and let her out, but for about two minutes nothing happened and then Mary turned to the driver and they kissed. It wasn't a quick thank you kind of kiss, but a kiss that the two of them held for several very long seconds. Then she turned to the man on her right and kissed him too. That kiss was also a long one and I was starting to get pissed. I was torn between wanting to go down there and drag Mary out of that car and wanting to see what else might happen.
Curiosity won out and for the next five minutes I watched as Mary alternated kissing the two men and then her head dipped down to the right side and when it didn't come right back up I was pretty sure that Mary had her head in the mans lap. Five minutes later she sat up and I saw her wipe her mouth with the back of her hand. Then the driver got out on his side and got into the back of the car and Mary followed him. She closed the door lightly so that a slamming door wouldn't wake me and a few minutes later I saw both of her legs come up in a wide vee and the driver of the car moved between them. I could see his white ass in the moonlight as it moved up and down. I'd seen enough. I closed the drapes and went downstairs to wait for Mary to come in the house. It was almost an hour later when she came creeping in the front door.
"No need to be quiet" I said, "I'm already awake" and I switched on the table lamp.
Mary was standing there with her high heels in one hand and a guilty look on her face. Her blouse was unbuttoned and I could see her that her bra had been unsnapped and was hanging loose on its straps. She sat down across from me and her short skirt rode up enough that I could see that she didn't have any under pants on. I could also see a mess of white stuff dripping from her cunt.
"Better be careful or you will stain the chair."
Mary looked down at herself, adjusted her skirt and said, "How long have you been up?"
"Long enough to see what went on in the driveway."
Mary looked away from me and said, "I'm sorry."
"Yeah, well so am I" and I got up and left her sitting there. I went up and went to bed and about five minutes later I heard the shower in the guest bathroom start running. Ten minutes later Mary came and got into bed with me and moved over to cuddle with me. I jerked away from her, "Get away from me" I said, "After what I saw you do in the driveway I don't want you touching me."
She started crying and I got up and went down and spent the rest of the night on the living room couch.
In the morning Mary was up and waiting for me when I went into the kitchen. I ignored her and began making breakfast for the kids and packing their lunches for school. Mary sat at the table and watched me for several minutes and then she said, "Can we talk?"
"About what? What I saw you doing in the driveway last night doesn't need any explanation. It was pretty damned self-descriptive. And if what you want to talk about is why you so casually tossed our marriage into the trash heap I don't want to hear it."
I left her sitting there and went up and got Barnaby and Mellisa up and dressed them for school and then I took them downstairs and fed them breakfast. When they were done I gave them their lunches and walked them to the bus stop and waited with them until they were picked up. When I got back to the house Mary was still sitting at the table waiting for me.
"Please don't ignore me. I love you."
"You'll have a hard time convincing me of that after the rather casual way you took on those two last night. Which reminds me, where is your car?"
"In the parking lot at the bar where we stopped after work. When I came out of the bar it wouldn't start and Ted and Ira gave me a ride home."
"Yeah, well I saw the way you thanked them."
"Honey, it didn't mean anything, it was just sex. You're the only one I really care about. Okay, so I've been stupid. I got a charge out of all those young guys lusting after me. It wasn't expected after being a wife and mother for all those years and it turned my head and I got carried away. And yes, it has been going on for the last four months, but it was just fun for me honey, that's all. I'm not even fond of most of them; it's you that I love and I don't want to lose you."
I don't know why I did it, but I listened to her beg and I gave in. My condition was that she quit her job and be a stay at home mom and she agreed, albeit reluctantly, to do it. But things aren't just the same anymore because the trust is gone. When we go to a party I never enjoy myself because I'm always watching Mary to see if she will try to sneak out to someone's back seat. When she leaves the house to go shopping I'm always wondering if she is meeting some one. When I call home during the day and she doesn't answer the phone I think the worst. And the worst part of it is that I know in my heart that one of these days she will betray me again.
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It had been a perfect California day. The temperature had stayed in the mid to high eighties, not a cloud in the sky and the beach had been wall to wall with tanned bikini clad hotties. Topping it all off was a magnificent sunset and I sat there and watched till the last sliver of sun disappeared into the Pacific Ocean. I stood up, shook off the sand and then headed for my apartment. I parked the car and got out before I spotted the last person in the world that I wanted to see - my wife Beverly.
It had been almost three years since I had packed my bags and walked away from her; three years during which I had never talked to her on the phone, written her a letter or sent her an email and I didn't want to talk to her now. It looked like I wasn't going to be given a choice. I couldn't get into my apartment without asking her to move which I was pretty sure that she wouldn't do, especially after coming all the way from Denver, and I'd be damned before I'd play the wuss and get back in my car and leave. As I walked toward my door I thought back and remembered all that had brought us to this point.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Bev and I had met in college, dated off and on for four years and then had graduated and gone our separate ways. Two years after graduation we ran into each other at a trade show and picked up where we had left off and a year later we had married.
It wasn't a bad marriage, but it did have its difficulties. Bev and I were both career oriented and driven to achieve success in our chosen fields. That meant that at times we spent less time with each other and more time at work. There were out of town seminars to attend business trips to see clients, trade shows to work and the like. Sometimes we would go weeks without seeing each other. A lot of marriages couldn't have survived under those conditions, but it seemed to work for us.
We were so happy to see each other when we did manage it that we never got around to arguing or having those little domestic spats that other marriages had. The only dark cloud, at least from my perspective, was that Bev was a very sexual woman and I did wonder from time to time if she strayed while she was gone. I didn't think that she did, but I still wondered and I supposed that she might have had the same thoughts about me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had been doing real well at my company. My performance reviews almost always had me in the "superior" or "outstanding" category and I had received several very large pats on the back in the way of bonus checks and I had been led to believe that I was on the fast track for promotion to the regional managers position that was going to come open. It didn't happen. The owner's son Randy, a recent college graduate with a degree in Business, but no practical experience, was given the position. I was disappointed, but I was a realist. The company's name was Ferguson and Sons so I guess I should have expected that old man Ferguson would bring his sons into the business someday. Randy should have been brought in at the bottom and allowed to work his way up, but that isn't the way old man Ferguson chose to do it so I had to accept it and work hard to get the next opening.
It wasn't easy because Randy didn't really care for me and he was now my supervisor. I never knew why hid didn't care for me, but it was probably because I was good at my job and he pretty much sucked at his and he probably saw me as a threat. Whenever there was a bad project Randy made sure that it was assigned to me and a couple of times he got caught trying to take credit for my work. Old man Ferguson wasn't blind and he saw what was happening and he called me in the office one day to have a little talk with me.
"I know you are disappointed Rob, but family comes first. Randy is young and a little wild, but he will learn. Just keep doing your job to the best of your ability and things will work out, you'll see."
So I sucked it up, worked hard and waited for the next opportunity. Two years went by and then Randy was made a vice president and the regional manager's job came open again. In my mind I was already planning on how I would redecorate the office when we were called into a meeting and introduced to the new regional manager. Randy had talked his father into giving the job to one of his fraternity brothers from school. I saw Randy smirking as he looked at me during the announcement and it was all I could do to keep from going over to him and pounding him into paste.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Just when I had reached the point where I believed that things were as bad as they could get I got a rude awakening - they got worse. In a surprising development Ferguson and Sons bought the company that my wife worked for and suddenly we were coworkers. It did not turn out to be a good thing. Randy was smitten with my wife and from the time she walked in the door in the morning until she left to go home at night he was never very far away from her. Hovered would be the best word to describe what he did when Bev was around.
He saw to it that Bev was assigned to the projects that he was working, saw to it that she had to work late with him to get this project or that proposal out on time and he even took her along on out of town business trips. Did that have any effect on me? Damned straight it did! It frosted my ass big time, but Bev was a big girl and I trusted her. Besides, she knew that Randy was an asshole; God knows that I'd told her that often enough when telling her about what he had done to me.
About six months went by and then one day at work I asked Bev where she wanted to go for lunch.
"Oh, didn't I tell you? I'm having lunch with Randy today."
"Why?"
"He asked me."
"That's it? He asked you? Is it work related?"
"No, he just asked me to have lunch with him and I accepted."
"A worthless scumbag that I have no use for asked you to lunch and knowing how I feel about that asshole you said yes?"
"Look Rob, just because you don't like him doesn't mean that I have to dislike him. He has never been anything but nice to me."
"That's because he either wants to tweak my nose out of joint or he wants to get into your pants."
I got a murderous look and she said, "And that means I'm going to spread my legs for him? He wants to get in my pants so it is a given that he will? Is that what you are saying to me?"
At that point I realized that anything that I said would only put me deeper in the hole so I turned and walked away from her. That night I left work early and drove home without Bev. She called about ten minutes after I got home.
"Why did you leave without me? How am I supposed to get home?"
"Get a ride from Randy" I barked into the phone and I hung up. I made myself a TV dinner and then settled down on the couch to watch the Rockies play the Arizona Diamondbacks. Bev got home about an hour later and she marched into the living room and turned off the TV.
"Okay Rob, Let's get this out of the way. What have I ever done that would make you distrust me?"
"I don't believe that I ever said that I don't trust you."
"Then what is with this shit that you are pulling on me?"
"Look Bev, you made the choice that has us here snarling at each other. You go on business trips with him and that's business. I don't like it, but it is work related and I keep my mouth shut. You stay late with him and you go in on weekends and work with him, most of the time just the two of you alone, and again I don't like it, but it is work related so I bite my tongue and keep silent.
"Today was not work related. Today was social. Today I asked you were you would like to have lunch with me - your husband, remember? - and you tell me sorry, I'm having lunch with the guy who fucks you every chance he gets and stabs you in the back every chance he gets and I'm supposed to be happy about it?
"You can think whatever you want, feel whatever you want, but today you chose that asshole over me. It may have only been for lunch, but you chose him over me even though you know how I feel about him. You are a big girl Bev and as such you get to do what you want, but having anything to do with Randy if it isn't work related is not going to set well with me and if you don't care about that then you can get used to a lot cooler relationship between the two of us. Now get your ass out of the way so I can watch the game.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things were not well with us after that. A smart woman would have said, "Whoa, things are getting a little out of hand here and I'd better put things right with my hubby" but that wasn't Bev's way. Her way was, "Tell me who I can have lunch with? Well we will just see about that." She started having lunch with Randy two and three times a week. I stopped talking to her except when I was at work and had something work related to say. One morning I got up early and left without her and from then on we took separate cars to work every day and then one night I got home and moved myself into the spare bedroom. When it was time to go to bed that night Bev asked, "What's this?"
"You insist on spending your time with that asshole so you have picked up his stink and I don't want to have to smell it."
I went into the spare bedroom and locked the door behind me. Bev pounded on the door, "Rob, let me in damn it, we have to talk."
"No we don't Bev. You made your choice. You showed me that what I think doesn't mean shit to you and you are having a great time rubbing my nose in it so live with what it got you."
She beat on the door for another three or four minutes but I ignored her and eventually she went to bed. I know I was being a bit of an asshole about the situation, but Bev just couldn't or wouldn't understand just how much I had come to detest Randy and what her associating with him was doing to me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The very next day at work I was in the storeroom getting an ink cartridge for my printer. The storeroom shares a common wall with the room that has the copy machines and I overheard Bill Bradley talking to Mike Zimmer.
"Notice how sexy Bev is looking today?"
"How could you miss it? No wonder that Randy is fucking her every chance he gets."
"No shit? Randy is really putting the meat to her?"
"Well, I've never seen it, but Randy has hinted at it even though he has never come right out and said so."
"Then it is probably just bullshit."
"I don't know about that. Consider the evidence. He takes her on all of his business trips and before she came to work here he never took anyone on trips with him. They stay late to work on projects, or so they say, but did Randy ever worry about meeting a deadline and work late to meet it before she came on board? And what about all those long lunches they take. Ever notice that "Cat that ate the canary" grin when they get back? Oh he's fucking her all right."
"Oh wow, you think Rob knows?"
"I doubt it. If he did know I think he would rip Randy's throat out."
"Well if he is fucking her maybe there is hope for the rest of us."
"You would be happy with Randy's sloppy seconds?"
"With Bev? Hell yes and so would you," and the laughter as they walked out of the room.
I wondered if Bev was letting Randy fuck her. I did know that I felt humiliated when the people in the office looked at me and I knew what they were thinking. I didn't know it at the time but that overheard conversation was the beginning of the end for Bev and me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later Bev came up to me and asked me to have lunch with her.
"Randy not available?"
"I want to have lunch with you Rob, please?"
We walked across the street to the little Mexican place and after we ordered Bev said, "What can we do to get us back on track?"
"I don't see that there is anyway to do that. There is no, repeat no, give in my position on this. I have not tried to get you to quit your job and I have not once whined about the work related time you spend with Randy, but it chaps my ass when you spend one minute in his company if it is not work related. You, on the other hand, are too bull- headed to stop seeing him for lunch or sitting with him in the break room during coffee breaks because that would mean giving in to me and your pride will not let you do that."
"You are being totally unreasonable about this Rob. It isn't like I'm stopping after work for drinks with him and not coming home until late. It is just lunch for God's sake."
"That's what you say, but that's not what everyone in the office believes."
"What does that mean?"
"Don't you pay any attention to what goes on around you at work? When you come back from lunch with that asshole don't you see him walk past my desk and look at me with a smirk on his face? Don't you see the 'thumbs up' that he gives the guys by the water cooler when he gets off the elevator with you? Like he is just back from the motel where you had a quickie? Don't you notice how it suddenly gets silent when I walk into the break room and you are sitting with Randy and how when I approach a group of guys they suddenly scatter? Do you have any idea of how humiliated that makes me feel?"
"Are you telling me that you believe I'm sleeping with him?"
"I'm saying that I don't know, but I haven't seen anything to convince me that you're not."
I told her of the conversation that I'd overheard, "So even if you aren't sleeping with him everyone believes that you are and "Mr. He has never been anything but nice to me" is going out of his way to make them think that."
"I don't believe that for a minute Rob. If he were doing what you say he would be trying to make it true and he hasn't done anything along those lines."
I looked at her and shook my head and got up from the table.
"Where are you going? We need to talk this out."
"No way we can do that Bev. You just called me a liar. No sense in wasting my breath if you aren't going to believe anything that I say."
I threw some money on the table and went back to work. For the next two days Bev tried to get me to sit down and talk with her but I was still stung by her intimating that I was lying to her and I ignored her.
And then suddenly she stopped trying to talk to me. A
week went by and we didn't even acknowledge each other's existence and I came to accept that our marriage was not going to survive.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The final nail in the coffin was driven home at the company picnic. Every year old man Ferguson held the company picnic at his home. Bev and I went in separate cars and for most of the day it was sip beer, eat hamburgers and hot dogs, play tennis or swim in the pool. In the evening a hired band showed up and the net was taken down on the tennis court and the court became a dance floor.
The music had been playing about an hour and I saw Randy lead Bev out onto the dance floor. They stayed out there for several numbers and then a really slow one came along. I saw Randy pull Bev in real tight and then I watched them kiss. It was not a quick peck, but a long kiss and I saw Randy's hands slide down and cup Bev's ass and then move so his cock would be pressing into her. I glanced around and saw everybody looking at me and so I finished my beer, got up and left the party. I went home and packed up my car with everything I wanted and then I drove to a motel. In the morning I was at the bank when it opened and I cleaned out the checking and savings accounts, cashed in all the CD's that were in the safe deposit box and headed out of town.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I drove around the country sight seeing for a couple of months and finally ended up in California. I got an apartment, found a new job and settled in to start a new life. Using calling cards purchased at Wal-Mart I kept in touch with my parents so that they would know I was okay. Mom let me know that Bev was frantic to get in touch with me and I told her to tell Bev she didn't need to get in touch with me because she had Randy. Mom asked me what I meant by that and I told her to ask Bev. Then mom asked how she could get in touch with me if she had to and knowing that she would promptly give the information to Bev I told her to send me an email and I'd get right back to her.
I didn't bother looking into a divorce because I didn't plan on ever getting married again so why waste the money on a lawyer. Besides, a divorce would have meant serving papers with return addresses on them and that would just tell Bev where to find me. That had been just short of three years ago and now here was Bev camped out in front of my door.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I pushed past Bev and as I put my key in the lock she said, "Don't I even get a hello?"
"What do you want Beverly?"
"A hug would be nice. I could stand a "Glad to see you" and a kiss would make me happy."
"I'm not glad to see you and hugs and kisses are out of the question."
"May I at least come in?"
I stepped aside and let her in the apartment and as I closed the door I asked, "How did you find me?"
"A very expensive private detective found you for me."
"Why did you bother? I would have thought that it was obvious that I didn't want to see you."
"Yes it is obvious and that is why I had to find you - to ask you why. Why did you run off and abandon me? Why did you clean out the bank accounts and leave me with nothing? Why haven't I heard one word from you in three years? I would have at least expected to hear from a divorce attorney, but I didn't even get that. For three years nothing. Why? What the hell happened? I thought you loved me."
"Don't be stupid Beverly, you know damned well what happened - your relationship with Randy is what happened. As for your other questions; the only reason to get a divorce would to be to free me so I could remarry and since I had no intention of doing that why waste money on a lawyer. From your standpoint you could always get one using abandonment as a reason. As far as I'm concerned you and Randy can pay the lawyer for that.
"As for leaving you with nothing that isn't true. I sent you my power of attorney so you could sell the house and the equity in the house was three times what I took out of the accounts. Plus my last paycheck was direct deposit so you had that and even though I quit without notice my last quarterly bonus would still have been paid and that was also direct deposit. Those two checks plus your own paychecks would have been enough to carry you until you could sell the house.
"You haven't heard from me in three years because I have nothing to say to you. I talked to you about your relationship with Randy until I was blue in the face and you ignored me. Your actions on the dance floor at the company picnic were the last straw. You made your choices and I left you with them."
"I guess that wasn't one of my smarter moves. It was supposed to piss you off enough that we would go home and have it out once and for all so we could try and heal our marriage, but you didn't go home."
"I don't follow the logic in that. You knew my position on Randy and even though you as good as called me a liar you knew what I believed everyone else was thinking and how it upset and humiliated me and still you kept on. Why did you expect me to get pissed when what I said was going to happen happened?"
"I said it wasn't one of my smarter moves. You were right all along, but I just didn't see it. Randy did try to seduce me, but he tried to do it using revenge as a lever. He told me that you were having an affair with Gloria in accounting and suggested that I could get even by having a fling with him. I didn't believe him and I told him so. He went and got Gloria and brought her to me and she confessed that you hit on her and threatened to get her fired if she didn't give in to you so she did. I'm ashamed to admit that I believed her, after all, why would she lie about something like that? I thought that it was your way of getting back at me over Randy.



"There wasn't anyway that I was going to have an affair with Randy, but I needed to confront you over Gloria so I led him on and did what I did on the tennis court was supposed to make the confrontation happen. When it was obvious that you were gone and were not coming back Gloria came to me in tears and told me that Randy was the one who threatened to fire her if she didn't tell me what he told her to tell me. As a single mother with two kids she couldn't afford to lose her job so she did it. She also told me about how everyone thought Randy was bedding me all along. By then it was too late and you were gone and I couldn't find you. Your mother either wouldn't or couldn't help me and nobody else could help me either."
"That's all very interesting Beverly, but so what?"
"So Rob, we both made some mistakes, but I've never stopped loving you. Can't we put this behind us and try to put things back together?"
"What's the matter, Randy give up on you?"
"For Christ's sake Rob, will you please drop Randy? I never had any interest in Randy and he damned sure lost interest in me after Gloria and I got done with him."
"Oh? What did you do?"
"I helped Gloria find another job and then I got her together with a damned good lawyer and she sued the pants off of Randy and Ferguson's and Sons. I testified on her behalf and the next day I quit my job. She won a high six-figure settlement and Mr. Ferguson fired Randy. Mr. Ferguson kept after me to find you and get you to come back but I never could find you. Last year he had a heart attack and Mrs. Ferguson brought Randy back to run the business and he ran it into the ground. They filed for bankruptcy two months ago. Randy was never anything to me Rob, not ever."
"I still don't see where that changes anything Beverly. We still have the fact that you ignored me every time I tried to tell you what an asshole he was. You as good as called me a liar when I told you what was going around the office about you and Randy. You continued to shame and humiliate me in front of everybody and that was before what you did at the dance. I see no reason to believe that you won't get just as bull-headed about something else somewhere along the way and I will not put myself through that again."
"You don't believe that I might have learned something from this mess?"
"No, that isn't what I'm saying. What I'm saying is that I don't think I'm willing to take the chance. I'm pretty happy with my life right now."
"Is there someone else?"
"No. I date some, but there isn't anyone special."
"Well I haven't even done that. I haven't been with a man since you left Rob. I've been keeping myself for you and I'm here to beg if I have to. Please Rob, can we at least try?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was tired from the flight and I let her have the bedroom and I took the couch. In the morning we talked some more, but I still could not see my way clear to try. The two of us were just too hardheaded and I could not believe that we wouldn't go through what we went through over Randy over something else. That afternoon she left to fly back to Denver and I expected that to be the end of it. I was wrong again.
Three weeks later I came home to find Beverly once more sitting outside my door.
"I quit my job, moved out here and rented the unit two doors down. I didn't think there was a prayer of getting us back together long-distance and I am going to work hard on getting us back together. Got plans for dinner? As I remember you always did like my meatloaf and that just happens to be what I have in the oven right now."
I stood there and looked at her as I thought about how much I loved her and how much it had killed me to walk away from her and even though I didn't think we had a chance in hell of making it work all I could think to say was, "Baked potato?"
"With sour cream and chives."
What the hell I thought, give it a chance, if it doesn't work out you already know how to breakaway and disappear. "French style green beans?"
"And French bread."
"Sure, why not."
"You won't be sorry baby, I promise you that."
She extended her hand, I helped her up and then I followed her to her apartment.
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Paige and I have been married for a little over twenty-five years. We are both in our mid-forties and we both work. Paige went back to work when our kids grew up more because she needed something to do than because we needed the money. We belong to the Fraternal Order Of Eagles; I bowl on Thursday nights, Paige has a woman's garden club meeting on Tuesdays and we play cards with some friends once every couple of weeks. On weekends Paige always seems to want the grand babies over so she can spoil them rotten. In short, a nice middle-aged, middle class couple that nothing exciting ever happens to. Or so it seemed.
Paige may have been a slut all of her life and just didn't know it, but when the slut in her surfaced it came on like gangbusters. What was most surprising though was that for years I didn't know about it and then when I did find out, it turned out that in the end, I didn't care.
Our youngest son had just moved out and it didn't take us long to find out that Paige needed to find something to do or she was going to go crazy. She started to read the want ads and she went out looking, but there wasn't much out there in the job market for a woman whose skills for the last twenty years had consisted of child rearing and house keeping. It took her a while, but she finally found a job as a file clerk for a local electronics company. Paige has always been an organizer and she was naturally good at the job; so good that she ran herself out of work and her boss started looking for other things for her to do. Pretty soon she knew quite a bit about running the office and she became a jack of all trades, sort of like the bosses Girl Friday, and Alan (her boss) began using her for outside events.
There were always seminars being held, trade shows to set up and prepare for, customer open houses and the like. Two or three times a month there would be cocktail parties for this, that or the other and Paige got to where she was the "go to" girl when these events needed to be organized and arranged. As a result there were nights during the week that she would come home late and be dead on her feet and I would always run her a hot bath, give her a back rub and try and help her relax after a long, hard day. The years went by and life seemed to be good; Paige and I were happy with our jobs and with our lives in general and then one day late in June I found out that Paige had a secret.
There was a trade show at the Sheraton that was running for two days. Paige had spent the better part of a week setting it up and getting it ready. At the end of the first day she had come home whipped, really dragging, and I had offered to run her a bath and give her a back rub. She told me that she would pass on it that night, "I'm really beat honey and I'm going straight to bed. I need the rest because tomorrow is going to be a very long day for me." She went up to bed leaving me in the living room feeling, for lack of a better word, somewhat strange. I didn't know what it was, but something was different, not necessarily right or wrong, but different. Paige just wasn't acting like herself. Nothing that I could put my finger on, just something was different.
The next morning at breakfast Paige told me that she would probably be late coming home and not to wait dinner for her. When she wasn't home by nine I went ahead and took my shower and got into bed. I slept pretty soundly and when I woke up the next morning I was surprised to find that Paige wasn't in the bed with me. She wasn't downstairs in the kitchen either and so I looked out the window to see if her car was in the drive - it wasn't. I wondered if maybe she'd had one drink too many at the cocktail party that follows the show and had decided to take a room rather than try to drive home. A call to the hotel showed that she wasn't registered. I called a couple of other area hotels and she wasn't registered at them either. I was just about to call the police and see if she had been in an accident when her car pulled into the driveway. I stood in the kitchen and looked out the window and waited for her to come in the house, but Paige just sat in the car. I waited five minutes and when she didn't get out of the car I went outside to see what was going on. She was sitting in the car crying and when she saw me coming she locked the car doors. I tried to get her to let me in, but she wouldn't and I wasn't going to stand in the driveway and create a scene for the neighbors to see so I turned and went back into the house, called work and told them I had a family emergency and then I got a cup of coffee and sat down to wait.
It was just a little over a half an hour before she came into the house. She walked into the kitchen and with one look I knew she had been fucked by some one else and rather soundly from the looks of her. She stood there looking at me, tears running down her face, and then she turned and left the room. Normally I tried to comfort her when she cried. Normally I would have rushed up to her, taken her in my arms and asked where she had been and was she all right, but normally she didn't come home with dried cum in her hair and with cum stains and runs on her nylons. Then there was the fact she had been gone all night and had obviously held off coming home until she thought I'd gone to work and wouldn't see what she looked like. The last time I had seen a woman who liked like that was in my second year of college when a bunch of us had gang fucked the girl friend of another guy at a party.
One of my virtues, although in this case it may have been a fault, is that I am slow to anger and I sat in the kitchen and thought about what Paige's appearance meant. Oh, it was obvious what she had been doing, but for how long? Since she had gone back to work? Since she had become the party coordinator or was that night the first time? Or had she been doing it our entire marriage? Other thoughts: Why had she done it? Had I somehow driven her to it and if it had been going on for a while how had she kept me from finding out? I wasn't going to get any answers sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee, but should I confront her now, or wait until later. Waiting would give the anger time to build, but would give Paige time to compose herself. If I went up there now I would be somewhat calm, but she would be crying and possibly hysterical. I heard the shower start to run and decided I would give her time to clean up. I would go up fifteen minutes after the shower stopped.
She was sitting on the bed in a robe when I went into the room. There were no chairs so I sat down on the floor and leaned my back against the wall and waited for Paige to say something. She couldn't meet my eyes and for several minutes there was silence in the room and then she said, "So now you know."
"Now I know what?"
"You saw me. Are you telling me you couldn't figure it out?"
"Oh I figured out pretty quick that you had been fucked by some one and probably by more than just one, but I don't know why, how, who, where, when, how often, how long and God knows how much else."
She still couldn't look at me, "The how long is since three months after I started my job. The why is because I'm a slut and I'm hung up on a large penis. The who is my boss Alan and how often, where and when is whenever and wherever we can and whoever he tells me to do."
"What you are telling me is that you are pretty much the company whore."
She stared down at her lap, "Pretty much."
I should have been mad enough to scream, holler, rip and tear after hearing what she had just confessed to, but for some reason I wasn't. In fact I was feeling almost indifferent. As I uncoiled from the floor and stood up I said, "Too bad. You should have told me sooner. I could have used a good whore to satisfy some of my customers" and I left the room. I went back downstairs, grabbed a tie and my suit coat and went on into work.
I didn't get a whole lot done. I just sat in my office, stared out the window and pondered on the worth of a twenty-five year marriage. I'd always thought it a worthwhile thing, but I guessed that it must have been pretty much one sided because Paige sure hadn't valued it. I thought about what she had told me, especially about being a slut for a big penis (funny thing about Paige - she never used the words 'cock' or dick'). I'd never known that about her. Mine isn't all that huge, but given what I'd seen in the showers after gym class and what I'd seen in the Army I considered myself at least average. And I'd always thought we had a better than average sex life for a couple our age. We didn't follow a schedule, like only on Tuesday and Friday, and the frequency did vary, but if you were to take a monthly average it would come pretty close to four times a week with actual couplings being two and sometimes three times on those nights. But the one thing I really couldn't get a grip on was the fact that she was so hung up on a big dick that she could be told to go and fuck strangers and that she would do it. I called my lawyer and made an appointment to see him. He didn't do divorces, but I was sure he could give me a good recommendation.
I was surprised to find Paige there when I got home that night. I don't know why, but I thought that she would be gone. Not necessarily moved out, but wanting to avoid me. I was even more surprised to find her fixing dinner. It was almost like she had decided that this morning had never happened. She had wine on the table with the meal and we killed one bottle while we ate in silence. When she got up and opened the second bottle I asked, "What's this all about?"
"It is an attempt on my part to get you in a mellow enough mood that you will sit and listen to me while I try and save my marriage."
"Why would you want to do that? I don't have a big dick as you well know."
Like I said, Paige uses the word penis, never cock or dick. So when she said, "This isn't about cock size, this is about love" she caught my attention.
"What I have been doing is wrong, but I can't help it. I'm addicted to Alan's cock. I'm so addicted that I do almost everything he tells me to do just so I can keep him fucking me. But I don't love Alan - he is an obnoxious asshole and except for when he's fucking me I can barely stand him. I love you and I've never loved anyone else but you. I love being married to you and I love the way you love me and if all possible I want to find some way to hang onto it. I'm not stupid; I know that what I've done has hurt you, but I'm hoping that you loved me enough to at least try and see if we can't work something out that will keep us together."
"You going to stop seeing him?"
"No."
"Then I don't see what we have to talk about."
"We have to talk about us, not about him."
"You've spent twenty-five years with me and you don't know me well enough by now that you think you can talk me into sharing you with another man? Hell, from what you've said I wouldn't be sharing you with another man, I'd be sharing you with herds of them."
"So? You have been doing it for years now and it hasn't hurt you or our relationship."
"But I didn't know then."
"So now you know, so what? Have you seen any less love and affection from me since I went to work? Nothing has changed between us, nothing!"
"It has changed the way I look at you now. I don't see you as a wife and mother anymore. When I look at you now all I see is an unfaithful whore."
She gave me a long look and then she sighed, "Well, at least I tried. I'm sorry that you can't see that what I did hadn't hurt us one little bit until this morning" and she put down her wineglass and left the room. I sat there twirling my wineglass and looking down into the ruby red liquid for a long time after she was gone.
I slept on the couch that night and I was awakened the next morning by Paige kissing me on the forehead as she left for work. In my partially asleep state I thought I heard her say, "I love you baby and I'm sorry" but it could have been my imagination. It was another long day at work and for all the time I spent at work I didn't get much accomplished. I spent most of my time thinking about Paige and what she'd said. Regardless of what she had done she was right in that I had not seen any noticeable loss of love or affection since she had gone to work, but my wife as a slut for some asshole with a big cock, how was I supposed to handle that? And what the hell was wrong with Paige that she could expect me to handle it and to live with it? It just did not make any sense. The other side of the coin was how do I turn my back on twenty-five years of a great marriage? For that matter if I walked away from Paige where would I find some one else who could be as perfect a fit for me? The more I thought about it the more confused I became. In the end the only decision I made that day was to cancel my appointment with the lawyer.
Paige wasn't home when I got home and I didn't really know what that meant. Except for the nights of trade shows, seminars and cocktail parties she always beat me home. She always told me ahead of time when she had them scheduled and except for the one two days previous she hadn't mentioned any others. She finally got home around eight o'clock and went straight upstairs to the bedroom. I almost followed her, but at the last second I didn't. The first thing I would have said was, "Where have you been?" and things would have gone downhill from there. And besides, given what I now knew about what she had been doing, did I really want to know?
I was sitting on the living room couch reading Newsweek when she came into the room. I looked up and saw her standing in front of me in a see through black nighty and wearing high heels, nylons and a garterbelt. She took the magazine out of my hand and then she grabbed the hand and took it to her cunt.
"Put your fingers in me and feel how hot and wet I am. Come on, do it!"
I don't know why I didn't just jerk my hand back, but I didn't. I put a finger in her and she was wet, in fact she was soaking wet.
She spread her legs a little farther apart, "Put two or three in me and work them around."
I did it and was surprised at how loose she felt. She pulled away from me, knelt down in front of me and took my cock out of my pants. She began to lick it like an ice-cream cone and I hated to admit it but my cock started to get hard. As she licked me she looked up at me and said, "Figured it out yet? All that wet is from the end of a twelve-inch cock that's as big around as my wrist. I've got you hard now baby, you want sloppy seconds?"
She cupped my balls in one hand and swallowed the head of my dick and for a minute or so her head bobbed up and down on me. Then she stood up and dropped her nightgown to the floor, "Want to taste me before I fuck you? Want to see what Alan tastes like?"
My facial expression must have given her the answer to that one.
"No? Too bad. Some men like it" she said as she climbed on the couch and straddled me. She took my cock in one hand and guided it into her as she sat on me, "How does it feel? What do I feel like when I've just had twelve inches of hard cock? How does it feel to have your cock soaking in another man's hot, wet mess?" She grabbed the back of my head and pulled it to her breast, "Suck my tits baby, suck my tits while I ride your cock."
I could see that I wasn't going to be the first one to do that either, she had love bites all over them. "That's right baby, just like a dog he marked his territory. His marks say that he is claiming me as his. You going to let him do that? You going to let someone else tell you that I'm not yours? You going to let Alan get away with it? Come on baby, talk to me. Talk to your whore. He fucked me three times today baby; once on his desk, once bent over his desk and once in our driveway. That's right baby, in our driveway. If you had looked out the window you would have seen my legs kicking in the air as Alan fed me that twelve-inch pole. He did it to show you who I belong to. You going to let him get away with that?"
I totally lost it.
"You bitch, you fucking unfaithful bitch" and I pushed her off me and onto the floor. I stood up, grabbed her arm and drug her behind the couch and bent her over the back of it. "You want to see marked, I'll show you marked" and I pushed my cock at her asshole. Paige cried out, "No, please God, no!" We had tried anal sex once or twice but Paige had found it too painful and we had stopped trying. I ignored her pleas and I pushed my cock straight into her ass. She screamed and cried and begged me to stop, but I was beyond reason at that point - all her talk of 'marking territory' and another man 'claiming' her had pushed me over the edge. I rammed my cock into her, "What's the matter bitch? You can stand still for that asshole to mark you, but not for me? You let him mark you and then you come home and rub my nose in it and expect me to sit quietly and take it? Well fuck you Paige!"
I was pounding into her ass as hard as I could and the screams had died down to whimpers by the time I shot my load into her ass. I pulled out of her and saw that I had shit, blood and cum all over my dick so I went into the downstairs bathroom and washed it off. I hadn't taken off my pants and the area around the fly was a mess so I took them off and left them on the bathroom floor and went back to the living room. Paige was still lying over the back of the couch, tear stained makeup running down her cheeks and breathing hard. I grabbed her by the hair and jerked her face up, "Here you fucking cunt, suck it!" and I shoved my cock in her mouth. She looked up at me and I snarled, "You want to be owned, then by God I'll own you!" Once she had me hard with her mouth I moved back behind the couch and took her ass a second time. This time there were no cries or screams - Paige started out whimpering, then the whimpers turned into grunts which in turn gave way to, "Oh oh oh oh" and then to "Oh god, oh god" and then she was fucking back at me and just before I pushed my second load of cum into her butt she had a climax.
When I was soft I pulled away from her and went around and sat down on the couch. When I caught my breath I said, "What's this all about? What's with the whore act and all this 'marking' bullshit?"
Paige slowly got up from the back of the couch and gingerly walked around and sat down.
"No act. I am a whore. I've been one since getting hooked on Alan's cock. I fuck him and I fuck whomever he tells me to. The reason I was late the other day is that Alan gave me to nine salesmen who work for a company he wants to do business with. None of us were paying attention to the time and then suddenly it was too late, I came home and you saw me. Since you indicated this morning that you weren't interested in my being your wife any more I thought I'd try and see if you would settle for a slut of your very own. I heard you when you said you wished you had known sooner so you could have used me for your customers. I'll do it. I'll fuck anyone you tell me to if it will keep me here with you."
I sat there shaking my head. I had just finished hurting her and treating her like dirt and still she sat there telling me that she would fuck anyone I told her to if I would just keep her. I was out of my depth here, way out.
"What about this 'marking' stuff?"
"When I went to work this morning I told Alan that I would probably have to take some time off work to find an apartment and move into it and then I had to tell him why. He laughed and said, "Good, now you are mine" and he cleared of his desk and fucked me. Then he told me I wouldn't need an apartment because he would move me into his. That's when he gave me the hickey on my neck. He told me to make sure that you saw it and to let you know that I now was his. This afternoon just before closing he chewed on my tits and told me to make sure I let you see those marks too and then he bent me over his desk and fucked me again. We walked to the parking lot together, but when we got to my car he took my keys from me and said he would drive me home. When we got here he fucked me again and told me to make sure that you knew he had done it in our driveway - in your territory. He told me to make sure that you know that I'm not yours anymore, that he has taken me away from you and that I belong to him now."



"Does he own you now?"
"I don't know. The reason he drove me home was so that when he pulls up in front tomorrow and honks his horn you can watch me walk out to him and know that he has taken me away from you. If I walk out and get in his car I guess he will own me, won't he? If I walk or don't walk is up to you."
"But regardless of what I do you are still going to fuck him and whoever he gives you to?"
She looked down at the floor and said, "Yes. I can't explain it to you baby, but that huge cock of his hits places that I didn't even know I had. Once he touches them I have continuous mind blowing orgasms and I can't give up the way I feel when that happens."
I shook my head, "That's not much of a choice you are giving me."
"Bullshit baby. You have my love and devotion and the knowledge that even though he has a monster cock and can fuck me anytime he wants to, he isn't man enough to keep me from coming home to you. He isn't man enough to take me away from you unless you let him. That's your choice baby. I don't know what your choice is going to be, but if tonight is our last night together I want it to be memorable." She reached out and took my hand, "Take me to bed baby."
When I woke up in the morning Paige was sucking my cock and when she saw I was awake she climbed over me and lowered herself onto my cock. Then we showered together and she asked me if I had decided what I was going to do. When I told her she argued with me until I ended the argument when I said, "Your choice. My way or leave and don't look at me like that. I'm not the one who started the 'ownership and marking' shit. I made her dress the same way she had come to me the previous night and then I sent her down the driveway to tell her boss that she was taking a couple of days off to stay home and be my sex toy. What I didn't know is whether she would come back up the drive. Would he haul out his twelve inches and wave it at her and tell her to get in the car and then would she get in and drive off with him? I watched as she leaned down and talked to him through the passenger side window and then I saw her climb into the car. I watched as she talked to him and then after about a minute her head disappeared from sight. She was a slut all right. Giving Alan a blow job in broad daylight while all around us our neighbors were leaving their homes to go to work. I waited for the Cadillac to drive off, but it didn't. Alan leaned his head back against the headrest and a couple of minutes later I saw Paige sit up and wipe her mouth with the back of her hand.
Then she got out of the car and began walking back to the house.
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I've had the hots for Shelly since we were twelve years old and playing 'doctor' in her dad's garage. We dated, off and on, all through junior high and high school, but for some reason or other I was never able to get into her pants. Others did - lots of others, but not me. I almost got there once. We were in her basement and my finger was in her pussy and she was stroking my dick. In another couple of minutes I would have been in her, but the front door slammed and her father, who had come home from work early, started hollering, "Where is everybody?" We hastily got ourselves together and that was the last time I'd had a chance.
Shelly went off to college and I went to work at the factory. She met and married some jock while there and when I heard about it I got so pissed that I threw a spanner wrench halfway across the shop. Shelly came home to visit her family and a couple of my buddies told me that she had pulled a train out behind the country club while she was here. Just my damn luck that I was doing my two week training stint with the National Guard. Shelly came to town several more times over the next two years and something always seemed to take me away whenever she visited and someone always told me that she had taken part in a gangbang while she was here. I was so frustrated that I finally wrote her a letter and told her that I would like to see her the next time she came to town. To my surprise she answered the letter with a phone call, "Ray! It was so good to hear from you. I've looked for you every time I've been back, but you were always gone somewhere." She gave a sexy little laugh, "We have some unfinished business. I'll call you the next time I'm coming and maybe you can meet me at the airport." I told her I would be there with bells on.
She called three days ago and I met her at the airport. God did she look fine. Jet black hair down to the middle of her back, big tits, a great ass and that sexy, wicked smile that always seemed to say, "Want to fuck me?" In the car I put my arms around her and gave her a passionate kiss which she returned, and we held it until horns began honking at me to stop blocking traffic. As I pulled away her hands went right to my zipper and in seconds she had my cock out and was slowly stroking it. I drove straight to my place and when we got there she put her head in my lap and kissed my dick before tucking it away. Hot damn, I thought, after all these years I was finally going to fuck Shelly. We practically ran up the steps and as soon as we were inside she turned and threw her arms around me and kissed me passionately. My hands went under her blouse and took hold of her huge tits. Her hand had my cock back out and she sank to her knees in front of me. Her hot mouth wrapped around the head of my cock and she started to give me a blowjob. I was in Heaven. Suddenly she stopped. Taking her mouth off my cock she looked around and then asked me, "Where is everybody?"
I looked at her confused, "What do you mean?"
"Where are the others?"
Still confused, I said "What others?"
She let go of my cock and stood up. "Oh Ray baby, I'm sorry. I thought you knew."
"Knew what?" I asked.
"Its all my fault. I should have known you didn't know. You were never here on my previous visits. Oh baby, I'm sorry."
I almost screamed, "What are you talking about?"
She started to weep. "Don't be mad at me baby. I want you to have me, I really do, but my husband won't let me."
Now I was more confused than ever. "He won't let you?" I stammered.
"My husband doesn't mind my fucking around, but he made me promise that I'd only do gangbangs. He says that way I'll avoid the emotional entanglements that might go with having individual lovers. I'm sorry baby. I can't fuck you or even suck your cock unless you are one of a group of at least five."
I stared at her open mouthed.
"Well don't just stand there baby! Get on the phone!"
For the next two hours I tried calling everyone I'd ever known, but all I got were no answers and busy signals. Shelly looked at her watch; "I've got to go baby. My sister is expecting me in half an hour." Reluctantly I put down the phone and then drove her to her sisters. She leaned over and gave me a kiss, "Keep trying baby. I really want you to do me" and then she was out of the car.
I kept trying. God knows I kept trying. I spent the rest of the afternoon and most of the night on the phone. I managed to get hold of three guys; one said, "Fuck no, I ain't taking no sloppy seconds," one said, "Sorry dude. The in-laws are in town and I can't get free", and the third said "Hell yes! Just tell me when and where." I went to bed that night in a rotten mood and when I finally fell asleep I had nightmares - all the same. I was with Shelly and every time I was just about to stick my dick in her something would come along and prevent it.
The phone woke me up. It was Shelly, "Where were you last night? Brad Ellis got a group together and I tried to call you, but your line was always busy."
I wanted to scream with rage! Shelly continued, "I usually only do it once every trip, but it may be six or eight months before I come back again so I'm doing another one tonight. Can you come to room 312 at the Holiday Inn tonight? Say around eight?"
I told her I would be there, "And Shelly? Thanks for the call. You have no idea how much this means to me."
I spent the day on Cloud Nine. I was finally going to fuck the girl I had been in love with (ok,ok - had the hots for) for over fifteen years. When I got to room 312 I found the festivities in full swing. Shelly was on the bed and Brad was fucking her hard and fast. Shelly had her heels locked behind his legs, her fingernails were dug into his ass cheeks, and she was moaning, "yes yes yes, harder baby harder, fuck me fuck me."
Brad bent forward and said something in her ear and Shelly's moans turned into "Give it to me, give it to me, cum in me, cum in me baby."
Brad gave a sudden hard plunge and held himself against her while his cock drained. I looked around the room and counted seven other guys and since I was the last to arrive I knew I was going to be the last on and I didn't care. I was finally going to have Shelly. I watched for over two hours as one by one they stepped forward to worship at the altar of Shelly's cunt. My cock was so hard and I was so aroused, that by the fourth guy I had to go into the bathroom and jack myself off. If I hadn't have done that there was no doubt in my mind that I would have exploded as soon as the head of my dick touched her pussy lips, and I'd waited too damn long for this to have it be over in seconds.
Finally it was my turn.
Shelly smiled at me, her long legs spread wide to receive me, "Its been a long wait baby, I hope you enjoy it as much as I will."
I approached the bed and had one knee down when all hell broke loose. Bells and alarms were going off all over the place; everybody was grabbing for clothes and dressing quickly. The phone rang and Brad answered it. When he put the phone down he said,"There's a fire - they are evacuating the building. We need to get out of here fast."
Shelly was off the bed in a flash and I was left kneeling there and silently screaming, "No no no no no not now! I'm so close." But of course I had no choice but to get dressed and follow the others out of the building.
As we stood outside and watched the fire trucks arrive Shelly came over to me, "I'm sorry baby. Maybe next time." And the fire? It was a fucking false alarm.
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You never know who your friends really are until you give them a chance to take advantage of you.
Abby and I had been married a little over ten years and it had been a great ten. The two of us always seemed to be on the same page no matter what we did. It was almost as if we could read each other's minds over a distance. An example: One morning I was getting ready to go to work and I noticed that I need new underwear. I made a mental note to pick up some the next time I went to the store. When I got home that night I found out that Abby had gone shopping and had purchased me some new briefs. She had stopped at Target to get some sheets that were on sale and for some reason that she hadn't understood she had grabbed me some underwear. Another time I was on the way home from work and instead of turning right onto our street I kept going straight. I don't know why I did it because I had no real reason not to make my turn. Whatever the reason I was almost at Safeway when I decided to turn back, but at the last minute I turned into the Safeway parking lot and went into the store. I had a sudden desire for spaghetti and meat sauce and I went inside and got the stuff I needed to make it. When I got home Abby called me on the phone just as I came in the door, "Do you mind if we go out for dinner tonight. I've had a craving for spaghetti all day and I don't have what we need to make at the house." Those are only two of the examples of how in tune with each other we are and there are many, many more.
Abby and I met in college, started dating, fell in love and we got married. We were both virgins when we tied the knot, Abby because she had promised her mother on her deathbed, and me because I had been too painfully shy to get anywhere with a girl. But even thought we started out inexperienced our sex life was a full and rich one. Again, our being in tune with each other had a lot to do with it. I instinctively knew when and where she wanted to be touched and how and she knew the same about me. As a gag gift one of her sisters had given her a box labeled "Sexual Instruction Manual" at her bridal shower and when Abby opened it she found a porno tape. For the first month of our marriage we played that tape over and over and did everything that we saw on that tape. We did oral, anal, and sixty-nine; we did missionary position, doggie style, several of the more acrobatic positions and in general had a grand old time.
We decided to buy more porno tapes and became frequent customers of the adult bookstore down town. We also had a large collection of dildos that we used in role playing, a sex swing hanging from the beams in the basement and a dozen different bottles of lotions and ointments. When it came to role-playing Abby's favorite was to believe she was getting fucked by two men at the same time. While I stroked into her ass she would use a dildo on her pussy and she always seemed to have a larger than average orgasm when we did that. Once, during a light hearted moment I asked her if she was ever going to drag another man home with her so she could do it for real. She blushed and said, "Good God no. I'm a married woman, not a slut. I could never do it with anyone I didn't know and if I did it with someone I know I would never be able to face them again." Being as tuned in to her as I was I knew that she meant it.
After ten years of marriage our sex life was still going gangbusters. We enjoyed sex six and seven times a week and it surprised us to hear that most of our married friends, who had been married as long as we had, were only having sex twice a week if even that. We had stopped buying porno tapes, but were still getting ideas from magazines like Penthouse Letters, Penthouse Forum and Gallery. On a trip to Mexico we made love on the little balcony outside our room. Abby leaned over the railing while I fucked her from behind. Several people saw us and knew what we were doing and they waved at us and Abby waved back. Another time we made love in the ladies room of a local bar while there was a line of women waiting outside and she sucked my dick in a stall in a men's room while other guys came in and took their whiz just feet away from us. Life was not dull for us - not ever!
It was my thirty-fifth birthday and Abby threw me a surprise party at one of the local bars. When I got home from work that night Abby said she wanted to eat out. I asked her where and she said the Watering Hole.
"I have a craving for one of their half pound ground rounds with a big slice of Bermuda onion."
We walked into the bar and the surprise was complete and we settled down to party. It was a Friday night and the Hole had a band so the drinking and dancing were unrestrained. As the birthday boy everyone wanted to buy me a drink and around eleven I started feeling a little woozy and by midnight I was passed out. Abby had been putting it away too, but she wasn't quite as bad off as I was. There were a couple of people who thought they were fairly sober and they loaded me into a car to take me home. I vaguely remember coming out of my alcohol induced stupor at one point to see Abby in only high heels and nylons being passed around by a group of guys who were kissing her and copping feels. It looked like she was protesting but I faded out without knowing. I woke up the next morning with a head that felt like a bass drum being pounded on. My mouth tasted like a cavalry regiment had ridden through it and as I stumbled to the bathroom I swore that I would never drink again. Finishing in the bathroom I went into the bedroom and found Abby asleep on the bed. There was dried cum everywhere. She had love bites on her tits, her legs were spread and I could see cum leaking out of her pussy lips, which were red and swollen. She had one high heel on and only god knew where the other one was; her nylons had runs and cum stains all over them and it was obvious that she had been well used. I looked down at her and wondered what the previous night had done to our life.
I managed to get to the kitchen and get the coffee going without having to rush to the bathroom and little by little I began to return to the land of the living. About two hours later I heard the shower start running and I knew that Abby was awake. I was sitting on the bed when she came out of the shower and when she saw me she started crying, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, oh god I'm so sorry" and I got up and took her in my arms. She buried her head in my shoulder and she cried and cried. I led her over to the bed, put her down and held her until she got it all out of her system and then I took her downstairs and fed her breakfast. It was the middle of the afternoon before she could bring herself to tell me what had happened. I had been loaded into the car with Sam, Alice, Greg, Nancy and Sid and Abby had been loaded into the car with Ralph, Judy, Harry, Henry and Al. Ralph, Judy and Harry were in the front, with Judy in the middle and Abby was in the back sitting between Henry and Al. They weren't even out of the parking lot before Judy was necking with Harry while her husband Ralph drove. Abby had been drinking almost as much as me, but even as loaded as she was she was amazed at what Judy was doing with Harry sitting right next to her.
Henry said, "See, even though she's married she can still have a little fun" and then he kissed her.
Abby had been kissed at parties before, especially at Christmas under the mistletoe, and she felt safe being in a car full of her friends and so she let Henry kiss her. Then Al said he wanted a taste and she let him kiss her and then it was Henry's turn again and then Al's and then Henry's and then Al's. Then there was a little tongue action and Abby returned it. She couldn't remember who started playing with her tits first, but between the kissing and the feeling she was getting a little hot. More kisses, more tongue and more of having her tits played with and then she saw Judy's head drop into Harry's lap and Ralph looked over at what was happening and smiled and kept on driving. As drunk as Abby was she still knew what Judy was doing with her head in Harry's lap.
Henry and Al's kisses were getting hotter and suddenly Henry was sucking her left tit and Al was busy working on her right one and she couldn't even remember them getting her bra loose. Abby's tits are very sensitive and the two men soon had her squirming. She had her head back and was moaning and she heard Judy say from the front seat, "You go girl. I knew you had it in you to be as big a slut as I am." The word slut barely registered as Henry and Al moved her legs apart and their fingers went to work on her pussy. She started to cry out, "No you can't" but Henry pulled his mouth off of her tit and put his mouth over hers and stuck his tongue down her throat.
When the car pulled into the driveway at our house Abby had three of Al's fingers in her pussy; she was swapping tongues with Henry and she had a cock in each hand and she didn't even know how that had happened. The other car had already arrived and I had been taken into the house and dumped on the couch. Ralph, Harry and Judy got out of the car and Henry told them that he would be along later, "Don't want to give her time to cool down."
Judy had laughed, "Don't take too long. I don't want to have to do everyone by myself."
Another five minutes of working on her pussy with their fingers and then she had been eased down onto the back seat and while Al kept kissing her and playing with her tits Henry moved between her legs. Her eyes shot wide open as the first cock other than mine plowed into her. She knew it was wrong and she tried to struggle, but all her squirming around did was help Henry get deeper and deeper into her. He started fucking her and after several minutes of his pounding her resistance began to fade. Henry and Al had both fucked her twice in the back seat of Ralph's car and then they took her into the house.
The trip between the car and the house gave Abby time to try and collect herself. She knew that what she had just done was wrong, just as she knew that she had enjoyed it. She wished she could have fought harder to keep it from happening, but she also knew that in her condition Henry and Al would have won out any way. She had some idea of what was waiting for her in the house and she knew she had to get away from them as soon as they got inside, but it wasn't to be. As soon as they got in the house several guys had taken her and stripped her down to her heels and hose.
Judy had cried out, "Help at last. Come on sweetie, let's show these guys what a couple of hot sluts are capable of."
When Abby was stripped of her clothes the men started passing her around in a circle and they kissed her and felt her up. By the time she had been passed back to the first man in line her blood was boiling and she was a lust-crazed slut. The man had pulled her down to the floor and Abby was reaching for his cock before her legs were even spread wide. The man fucked her and then after him it was one man after another until every man in the room had fucked her at least once. And then Judy had said, "Lets take this up to the bedroom and the men had carried the two women upstairs where the two women had spent the night fucking every man there as much as he wanted. By the time she had finished telling me the story she was crying again. I got her settled down and told her that I loved her and she begged forgiveness and promised to be mine forever and never ever let herself get in a situation like that again.
The rest of the weekend was a quiet one for us as neither one of us wanted to say or do anything that would bring up what had happened on Friday night. I knew Abby was still shaken up over what had happened to her and I did my best to shower her with love and affection to show her that I still loved her and that she didn't have to be worried about our future. Monday wasn't a bad day for me until about two in the afternoon. All of a sudden I began having images of Abby and other men in my head. On the way home from work I was sitting at a stoplight and an image of Abby sitting on one man's cock while another man fucked her in the ass flooded into my mind.
When I got home from work Abby wasn't there and when I walked into the kitchen I saw the light blinking on the telephone answering machine. I hit the play button and the announcement said, "You have one new message and one old message" The new message was from a telemarketer and I deleted it. Our answering machine is state of the art and has more bells and whistles than you can count. One of the things that it does is record some messages that you wouldn't normally think about and I think Abby forgot about this feature. If the machine answers a call, plays the recorded message and you answer the call using a handset other than the one on the answering machine after the person calling starts to leave their message, the machine records both sides of the conversation.
Abby: Hello?
Caller: Abby, this is Judy.
A: Oh hi.
J: Are you doing anything?
A: No, not really.
J: Hey listen, I've got some friends coming over and we are going to have a little party. Want to come?
A: (Pause) I don't think I can.
J: Come on honey, a party will do you good.
A: I'm sorry, I really don't think that I can.
J: Don't think you can, or don't think you should.
A: Well, yes, I guess that's it. I really shouldn't.
J: But you want to Abby, I can hear it in your voice.
A: (Silence)
J: Honey you can't hide it from me. I was lying on that bed next to you, remember? I know you want to do it again.
A: (a long silence - and then) What time?
J: As soon as you can get here.
A: Who will be there?
J: Just some of the guys you had fun with the other night.
A: I'll have to be home before David gets here.
I heard a noise behind me and turned to see Abby standing there looking like she'd just lost something and I just stood there and stared at her while the message played itself out.
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With three ex-wives and a current one (all sluts) and with a long and full life to draw on there is always a little bit of me in every story I write. I've seen a lot, done a lot, have watched things happen and have had things happen to me and a lot of it makes it's way into the stories I write. In short, my stories are a combination of fact and fiction, but then I'm sure that most of you had figured that out long ago.
This story is true.
The odds against it happening were astronomical - on a par with the odds of Mars hitting this planet - but high odds or not, it did happen.
There is a street I drive down every day going to and from work. Even though the people on the street are not close neighbors we still see each other all the time and when we do we usually wave. One night, on my way home from work, I saw one of these neighbors getting her mail from the mailbox. I'd seen her before plenty of times, but she had always been wearing baggy sweats. This time she was wearing a dress and five-inch heels and she was looking good. For me high heels are at the top of my "turn on" list and so the image of her waving at me as I drove past stayed with me for quite a while.
A month or so went by and one day I noticed that they were tearing up their front yard. Since landscaping is something that I'm always doing at my house I would slow down every day and scope out what they were doing.
One Saturday I had been out and about running some errands in my wife's convertible and as I came by their place I saw the woman and her husband working in the yard. He was building a retaining wall and she was trying to break up the ground with a little roto-tiller. It was a small one, meant to break up loose dirt in an existing flowerbed, and it wasn't doing any good on the clay-based soil that was in our area. I try to be neighborly so I stopped and offered them the use of my eight-horse tiller. The man thanked me and told me that his brother was already on his way over with a bigger tiller.
The woman was wearing a sports bra and shorts and she was an attention getter. About 5'9", long dark hair and a body that was built to generate hard ons. She saw me looking and she gave me one of those "I know what you want and thanks for the interest" smiles and as I pulled away from the curb I tried to image her wearing high heels with the outfit she had on.
Over the course of the next month I saw her out in the yard several times and we would wave as I drove by. Then one morning as I was on my way to work I saw her getting into her car to go to work. She was wearing a dress and heels and as she stepped into the car she showed an impressive amount of nylon covered leg. I thought about it all the way to work and by the time I got home that night I had formed a story in my head. The result was "Bobbie and Bobby". One day my front doorbell rang and I opened the door to find the woman standing there. She was dressed in the shorts and sports bra she had been wearing on the day I stopped to offer the use of my tiller and she was also wearing black CFMs. She gave me a big smile and said, "Hello there Just Plain Bob." I didn't know her real name so all I could say was "Hello there Bobbie."
"May I come in?"
I stepped aside and she came in and I led her into the family room. I asked her if she would like a drink and she said she would have a beer if I had any. When I came back into the room with the beer she stood up and did a pirouette in front of me, "What do you think? Do the heels really make you want to help?"
I smiled, "You have obviously read the story so you already know the answer to that."
"Is your wife here?"
"No, she's next door."
"Will she be back soon?"
"I don't think so. Lance will probably keep her busy for another hour or two."
"Lance? As in "Annie And The Neighbors?"
I nodded a yes.
"Wow. I really don't know why I'm here. I just finished reading "Bobby and Bobbie" and I just knew that you had to be Just Plain Bob. So I got out of my work clothes and put on what I was wearing the day you stopped by and hurried over to let you know that I knew. Paul is going to shit when he comes home and reads it."
"You don't read the stories together?"
"No. Neither one of us can stand to have anyone looking over our shoulder when we are on the computer so I have it from when I get home at four until he gets home at six-thirty and then he gets it. We've only spoken the one time you stopped to offer us the use of your roto-tiller so how did you know we had a wet bar in the basement?"
"I didn't know. I made that part up. How close did I come to the rest of it?"
She giggled, "You missed on the oral sex part, but you hit the nail on the head with the anal part."
"Pity. From what I can see of you in those shorts you have an ass that is just begging for attention."
"You really think so?"
"Absolutely. I'd be more than happy to help you out there."
"Would you really?"
"You bet."
"I might just have to take you up on that, but I'll have to talk to Paul first."
"It's an open invitation."
"Won't your wife mind?"
"My wife is next door fucking the neighbor. Does that sound like someone who would care?"
"In the story you said she didn't know that you knew about her."
"All my stuff is part fact and part fiction."
"Is there really an Amber and a father?"
"Of course."
"Are you fucking Amber and is her father fucking your wife?"
I smiled at her, "I have to have some secrets sweetie; I wouldn't want you to lose interest in me and what I write. How about eating you when you have cum in you, does Paul do that?"
"Oh no."
"There's an open invitation on that also."
"I guess I'll have to ask Paul about that too."
I sat there looking at her. There is something deliciously slutty about women in shorts and "come fuck me" pumps, but she managed to look both like a slut and an innocent, fresh faced housewife at the same time. I wondered which one she was or if in fact she was neither or both.
"Since ninety-eight percent of what I write only goes to one site is there some significance to the fact that you read the Loving Wives section?
She blushed and said, "Kind of."
"What does kind of mean?"
"Paul has always wanted me to have sex with another man so anything with wife watching in the title grabs his attention."
"So do you?"
"Do I what?"
"Have sex with other men while he watches?"
"Oh no. I've always said no. I get turned on reading the stories about women who do, but I haven't done it myself."
"Do you want to?"
"No. I'm happy being a one man woman."
"But you just told me that you might take me up on my offer to have sex with you. You said you had to ask Paul."
"That's right, I did didn't I." She looked at her watch, "Oops, I'd better get going."
"Before you go could I ask you a big favor, a very, very big favor?"
"What?"
"Would you take off your shorts and panties and give me a good look at that marvelous ass of yours?"
"I couldn't do that."
"Why not? I'll behave and you just might read about it in another story."
She looked at me for several seconds and then, "You won't do anything? Just look at it?"
"Promise."
Another long look and then she stood up, took off her shorts and underwear and did a slow turn in front of me. Her ass was perfect. I decided to press my luck. "Bend over and let me see."
For a second the look she gave me made me think I'd gone too far, but then she turned, bent at the waist, reached behind and spread her ass cheeks and gave me a look at her rosebud.
"Can I kiss it?"
She straightened up, "No. This has already gone too far" and she reached down for her shorts.
"Please? I'll keep my hands in my pockets. This is just too good - it's story material. Please, I'll keep my hands in my pockets. I just want a taste."
I could see that she was wrestling with it. I could see she wanted to, but I could also see that she wanted to get out of my house before she got in too deep. Finally, "You promise?"
"I promise. I have to be good or you won't ask Paul if I can have it for real."
Another long look and then she turned, bent at the waist and spread herself. I walked over to her and got down on my knees behind her and stuck my tongue out and poked it against her rosebud. She gave a little cry and pushed her ass back at me and I licked her crack as far as I could go. She quickly straightened up, "I have to go now" and she hurriedly got into her shorts. I walked her to the door and then I said, "I don't know your name."
She smiled and said, "As far as you are concerned its Bobbie" and she went down the porch steps and down the front walk. I called to her, "You be sure and ask Paul" and she waved at me.
That was last week. I haven't seen her in the yard when I drive by and she hasn't called or come back.
Paul - if you are reading this, did she tell you about her visit? Did she ask you if she could? You should know that she wants to, I sure as hell want to, and if she was right about it being your fantasy then you want it too. Work with me here.
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She got up, kissed my dick, told it not to go away and she left the room. She came back a minute later with a knife and cut me loose. She walked over to the bed and lay down. Spreading her legs she said:
"Come on baby, bring that hard cock over here and fuck the slut that loves you."
I stared at her for a full minute and then I walked over to the bed as she had told me, looked down on her and then spit in her face.
"Fuck you, you miserable bitch," I said and then I turned and left the room.
I went downstairs and made myself a stiff drink and used it as a mouthwash to get the foul taste out of my mouth. Angie followed me downstairs, but before she could say a word I yelled at her:
"Stay the fuck away from me Angie. Right now I'm mad enough to kill someone and you are the only one close at hand. Get away from me and don't open your fucking mouth and you just might be around tomorrow to see the sun come up."
I spit my makeshift mouthwash into the kitchen sink and then I went into my home office and closed the door behind me. I took a pen and a piece of paper and started listing ways that I could take my revenge. The only one of the men I knew was Steve so he and Angie were going to have to pay for all of them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in the kitchen sipping coffee and thinking foul thoughts when Angie came into the room. She poured herself a cup and sat down across from me.
"Honey, I know..."
"Just shut the fuck up Angie. You don't have anything to say that I want to hear. I especially don't want to hear any of that, "I did it because I love you" bullshit. No woman who really loved her man could do to me what you did last night. No woman who really loved her man could degrade and debase him the way you did me. You are right in that I don't dare divorce you as long as you have those pictures to hold over my head, but I don't have to divorce you in order to have nothing to do with you. As far as I'm concerned you are dead. We will co-exist in this house, but stay out of my way and don't you dare ever bring Russell into this house unless you want to see him dead on the floor. You will not talk to me unless it is absolutely necessary and it would be best for all concerned if you avoided me entirely."
I went back into my home office and went back to plotting on ways to make Angie and Steve Russell wish to God that they had never been born. An hour later I was still working on the list when I remembered what Angie had said:
"When I saw all those girls taking on those guys for hours and hours I just had to see what it was like."
Hours and hours? I wondered about days and days. I got on the Net and went looking and in less than five minutes I had found exactly what I was looking for. It would be expensive at twelve hundred a copy, but can you put a price on revenge? I smiled as I ordered two of them and requested priority shipping. Next I got out more paper and went to work designing the pieces I would need to go along with what I had ordered. Once that was done I sat down and drew out a detailed plan to make things work out so I would be covered when the time came.
There was one part of the plan that I was not happy with, but I would just have to swallow my distaste. I would need Angie to make the plan work, but that could wait. My immediate priority was to build what I needed to make what I'd purchased work. I went out into the garage and got started on my project.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After the way I'd lit into her I didn't believe that Angie would accept it if I tried to act like I'd mellowed out and was ready to forgive and forget so I decided that the best way to handle it would be head on. I let a week go by and then one evening when Angie came into the kitchen she found me sitting at the table with a half empty bottle of vodka sitting in front of me along with a full water glass. The glass was actually full of water, but Angie assumed that it was vodka and that I'd been hitting the sauce pretty hard.
"That's not good for you Rob. That is not what you want to do."
I was silent for a few seconds and then I almost sobbed as I asked:
"How could you do that to me Angie? How in the name of God could you do what you did to me?"
"I was desperate Rob. I had to do something and I had to do it before you saw the lawyer. I went down and told Steve that you knew about us and I asked him what I could do to stop you. He said that we had to get something to hold over your head that would keep you from going. What we did was all we could think of. If I'd had more time I might have been able to come up with something else, but I only had Saturday and Sunday because you were going to see the lawyer on Monday."
"So besides seducing my wife I have Steve to thank for robbing me of my manhood?"
"It was his idea, but to be fair I did buy into it."
I took a big drink from my glass and mumbled, "He has to pay, the bastard has to pay."
I got up and stumbled like I was drunk. Angie caught my arm, "Here honey, let me help you" and she let me lean on her as she walked me to the spare bedroom where I was sleeping. I got down on the bed and she left the room and came back with a wet washcloth and bathed my forehead.
"Go to sleep baby, just go to sleep. I'll take care of you."
I pretended to fall asleep and she sat there and held my hand for an hour or so and then she got up and left the room.
The next morning I was sipping coffee in the kitchen when Angie came into the room.
"You feel all right?"
"My head hurts."
"Drinking straight from the bottle isn't good for you."
"So what lately has been good for me?"
Angie looked away and didn't answer. I waited a moment or two and then said:
"I'll be honest with you Angie, I don't know if it will ever heal between us, but I do know that for it to have a chance to happen Steve has got to pay for what happened. I don't know any of the others or where to find them, but I do know where Steve is and he has to pay and you are going to have to help me."
"Me? How can I do that?"
"I need to do to him what he did to me and I need you to get him up here so I can do it."
She looked away from me again.
"What's the matter Angie? You told me he meant nothing to you. Was that a lie?"
She was quiet for a moment and then she said, "No, it wasn't a lie. I love you and only you, but if I help you I can never go down to his place again."
"As I remember it you said you wouldn't do it again unless I told you that you could. Was that a lie?"
"No Rob, I meant it."
"Do you honestly believe that I would ever knowingly let you go to that asshole again?"
"I thought that since you seemed to like it we could go down to his place together."
"I didn't like it Angie, I hated every second of it. My body reacted to the stimulation, but I had no control over that. I did not enjoy it and I'm going to make damned sure that Steve doesn't enjoy it either."
"This will help us get back together?"
"It will be a start."
"What do I have to do?"
"Tell Steve that I've gotten over that night and that I want to do it again with just you and him. Tell him I want the three of us to make a leisurely night of it. We can take turns on you, but I want him to fuck me too. We will have some drinks to loosen up and then we will get naked. I can handle Steve since he won't have six other guys here helping him this time. I'll bend him over the back of the couch and when I do that you will grab his arms, pull them straight out and hold them. He will be helpless and then I'll ram my cock so far up his ass that it will rub the back of his teeth. When that is over and done with you and I can see what we can do to heal our relationship."
"When do you want to do it?"
"Next Friday. That will give you some time to work on him."
"If I go down there he is going to want to fuck me and he will probably have some friends around."
"Do what you have to do Angie, but get him up here next Friday."
She gave me a long look, then she nodded a yes and got up and left the room.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The following Thursday I asked Angie if we were a go for Friday night and she said yes. I didn't ask her how she managed it, how many times she went to his place or how many had used her as a cum dump because I didn't care. The only thing I cared about was that she deliver Steve to me.
When Steve arrived Friday night I met him at the door and after a few seconds of hesitation I offered him my hand. He was wary, but he took it and I said:
"No hard feelings Steve. In fact, I guess I owe you. You showed me something about myself I'd never known. Come on in and let's have a couple of drinks, relax and see how it goes. I made a big pitcher of margaritas to get us going."
We went into the living room and I poured the margaritas and we sat down on the couch. To try and lighten the mood I said, "So, I'm new at this so forgive me if I go slow and need a few drinks in me before we do it. Why don't you tell me something about your little group?"
I got Steve to talking and he was telling me how many of his friends were bisexual and about how he could set up a party for the next night if I felt up to it. Or for that matter, he could have several girls over if I wanted to go that way. Angie was a little nervous over what she was going to have to do to her lover and Steve was still nervous trying to come to grips with my attitude and both were gulping down their margaritas. I refilled their glasses and I don't think either one of them noticed that I didn't drink anything out of my glass.
Angie was the first to go. She started nodding off and her glass fell from her hand as she slumped down in her chair. Steve saw it and I think he figured out what was happening just before he went out. I took a look at the two of them zonked out and I knew that I would have four or five hours before they would rejoin me, but to be on the safe side I tied them both up with some Velcro straps that I'd bought for just that purpose. Then I went out into the garage and loaded all my gear into the back of my pickup and then I carried Angie and Steve out and dumped them on the floor of the bed. It wasn't going to be a comfortable ride for them, but what the hell, they were going to sleep through it anyway.
I drove to Steve's house and then carried everything down into his basement. I propped Steve and Angie up against the wall and set about assembling what I had built. An hour later I stood back and looked at the two wooden stands I'd put together. If my measurements had been right they should work just fine. I went over and got Steve, untied and undressed him and then drug him over to one of the wooden stands. I draped him across the stand and then I secured his wrists with handcuffs to the eyebolts built into the front of the stand and then I did the same thing to his ankles on the back of the stand. The stand had him in position with his ass elevated and his legs were far enough apart to allow the access I wanted. He was just as he would have been had he been on his knees on a bed with his head in a pillow.
Perfect, just fucking perfect!
I then did the same thing with Angie and as I stood back admiring my handiwork it occurred to me that something just didn't seem right and then I had it! I went over and wrestled the two stands around so that Angie and Steve could look into each other's faces. Satisfied with what I had done I went to work assembling the rest of the equipment. When I was done I went upstairs and took a nap on Steve's couch while I waited for the drugs to wear off.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up three hours later to shouts of:
"Help! Help! We're down in the basement; someone help us, please help us."
I got up and went down to the basement and looked at the two of them struggling to get loose. I smiled and said:
"Sorry kids, no one here to help you but me and my help has a price. But before I tell you my price I need for you to see what is going to happen to you if my price isn't met."
I pulled the metal contraption up behind Steve and moved it into position. Looking into Angie's eyes I said:
"This is the state of the art in fucking machines. It is called the Black Magic. It is fabricated of solid steel, not tubular construction that might fail, and all of it's moving parts have pre-lubricated bearings for long life. It is a very quiet machine and the brochures state that the only sounds that the neighbors will ever hear are your shouts of pleasure. The motor is rated at five horsepower, has all sealed bearings and it is warranted for a year.
"The stroke length is adjustable from two to seven inches and the stroke speed is also adjustable. It can be set from zero to two hundred and forty strokes per minute. The brochure doesn't say how long the machine can last in continuous operation, but maybe we will be able to find that out before we are done."
While I was giving my little spiel Steve had been ranting:
"Let me up mother fucker. I'll kill you god damn it; when I get loose I'll kill you."
I laughed and said, "You sure are a noisy asshole. I guess I'll just have to shut you up."
I took a ball gag out of the bag on the floor and it took me a minute or so to force it into his mouth, but I got it done. Then I pulled the fucking machine up tight against his ass, adjusted the stroke arm until the dildo tipped end was at Steve's asshole and then I lubed the dildo.
"Here's how it felt Steve. Feel the same thing I felt when you and your asshole buddies fucked over me."
I pushed the machine and slid the plastic cock it's full length into Steve's ass. He arched up off the stand and I turned the machine on.
"I'm starting you out at ten strokes a minute Steve and as soon as you get used to it I'll speed it up to give you a really good fucking."
He was moaning and tears were running down his cheeks and I thought back to what he and his friends had done to me and I bent and whispered in his ear, "Suffer you bastard, suffer."
I turned to Angie who was staring at me as if she couldn't believe what she was seeing. I smiled at her and said, "Paybacks are a bitch Angie. My plan is to turn these machines on and walk away. I might come back in two or three days to see if the machines are still running or then again I might not. It would be interesting to see what kind of shape you and Steve are in by then. Remember saying you wanted to see what it was like being fucked for hours and hours? Now you can see what it is like to be fucked for days and days. In fact, the term 'fucked to death' comes to mind."
I reached over and turned the dial on Steve's machine until it read fifty strokes per minute and watched his eyes bulge and sweat roll off his forehead. "Why don't you tell Steve what you told me Angie? Why don't you tell him to relax and enjoy it? Look at him Angie, look at how much fun he is having. Doesn't hardly seem fair him having all the fun. Let's get you started too."
I moved the machine up behind her and lubed up the dildo. I aligned the stroke arm and pushed it up against her cunt.
"Tell you what Angie. I'll give you one chance, just one, to avoid what is happening to Steve. I want to know where those pictures are that you took of me the other night."
"Please Rob, please baby, don't do this to me."
"The pictures Angie. All of them; copies, backups, all of them. Tell me Angie, or join Steve in a fucking nightmare."
She was sobbing, but wouldn't say anything so I said, "Okay Angie, your choice" and I pushed the machine and watched all seven inches of the dildo disappear into her cunt. She moaned and I turned the machine on, dialed in twenty strokes per minute and then walked back upstairs.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent an hour prowling through Steve's house and in his den I found a rack of videotapes. They all had labels on then and I found four that said "Angie." I put one in his VCR and found that it was a tape of Steve and his friend's gang banging my wife. I fast forwarded through the tape and found that it was six hours of Angie getting fucked. I did the same with the other three and found that the last one had taken place just yesterday. I left them where they were (after wiping my fingerprints off of them) and then I went back down to the basement. Steve didn't look too good and Angie was moaning rather loudly. She saw me coming down the stairs:
"Please Rob, please. Turn it off, please turn it off."
"Where are the pictures Angie?"
She didn't answer so I reached for the dial. "I'll just speed it up a little Angie. I really want you to experience your hours and hours of sexual bliss."
"No Rob, please no, don't do it."
"The pictures Angie?"
"In the basement. Inside the cold air return duct."
I turned to leave. "Wait Rob, where are you going?"
"Back to the house Angie, to see if you are telling me the truth."
"I am Rob, I swear that I am. Please turn it off Rob and let me out of here."
"Sorry Angie, but I don't trust you anymore. I'll just make sure first."
I reached for the dial, "I'll slow it down a little, but I won't shut it off until I'm satisfied."
I left her there pleading with me to shut off the Black Magic as I went up the steps. The pictures were where she said they were and I took them out into the garage and burned them in a coffee can. I took our digital camera and beat into very small pieces of junk and then I tossed it and the ashes from the pictures into a trash bag and set it aside and then went back to Steve's place. Steve was looking a little pale.
"What's the matter Steve? You don't look like you are enjoying your ass fucking at all. That's okay bud, I know just how you feel. I didn't like mine either."
I turned to Angie, " I don't think your lover will make it through the night. His ass can't make secretions like your pussy and since the dildo on the machine can't cum I imagine he must be pretty dry by now."
"I gave you the pictures Rob, turn me loose."
"Can't do that Angie, you are holding out on me and I don't like that. The memory card from the camera Angie, where is it?"
"In my purse behind my drivers license. Please Rob, it is hurting me, turn it off please?'
"When I was hurting and screaming and begging them to stop Angie, did you listen? As I remember it all you did was tell the one named John to wash the shit off his dick before he put it in my mouth. Think about that while I go and get the memory card."
The card was where she said it would be and I destroyed it. I found Steve's car keys and I drove his car down to Bailey's Bar and Grill and parked it toward the back of the lot. I had worn gloves so there was no reason to wipe it down for prints and the clothes I was wearing were going to go out in the trash with the camera and ashes when the trash was picked up on Monday. I walked the two miles back to Steve's and on the way I dropped his keys down a storm drain.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"You should have taken the divorce Angie," I said to her as I put the ball gag in her mouth. "It would have been a whole lot better for you and your lover if you had. You wouldn't be here now for one thing. Here's how it will play out. Steve's car is gone so if his buddies stop by they will all probably think he is not home. I'm gambling that none of them have a key and that even if they do and they come in the house they won't come down here.
With the ball gags you can't call for help and the machines are so quiet that they won't be heard upstairs. Eventually someone will find your bodies and the authorities will come to talk to me. By then I will have sold the house and moved. They will be curious as to why I never reported you missing and I'll show them the photos of you and your fuck buddies and tell them that I threw you out of the house. I'll tell them that I had no idea where you had gone and that I didn't care enough to look for you.



The machines were ordered on your credit card and I built the stands with lumber stolen from construction sites. All the hardware was purchased at Home Depot on a busy Saturday and was paid for with cash. I even built new pine shelves for our garage to explain any sawdust the cops might find. As added window dressing I will waste money on getting an attorney and starting divorce proceedings. The cops should ask themselves why I would waste money on a lawyer when I knew I wouldn't need one. Plus, when they search this house they will find all the videotapes of you and Steve's friends."
I saw Angie's eyes go wide at that. "Oh ho? You didn't know about that? Lover boy taped everything you did while you were here. I'm betting the cops will look at those tapes and think that you and Steve got kinky and it went wrong somehow. I could be wrong; I could have slipped up somehow and I might get caught. But think about this Angie as the machine keeps fucking you. Think about how much I hate what you did to me that I'm willing to gamble on not getting caught just to get even. Pray for a power outage Angie; beg God to make the machine fail. Hope that one of Steve's friend's gets in the house and for some reason decides to come down here.
And while you are praying for one of those things to happen Angie, think about me being held down while I screamed for you not to do what you caused to be done to me. Think about telling me to relax and enjoy it while you walked around taking pictures. That's my advice to you Angie, relax and enjoy it, after all, isn't that what you wanted? To see what it would be like to go on and on and on?"
I reached over and dialed Steve's machine up to one hundred strokes per minute and then I turned Angie's down to fifty. "I slowed yours down Angie, I want you to last longer than Steve. I want you to see him go and leave you down here all alone down as the machine keeps on keeping on. Have fun Angie, have fun and think of me" and I walked off and left her there.
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"You know your choices Bess. Stop your whining and get ready to do it or get your ass out of here." My wife Bess gave me a nasty look, but then she turned and went upstairs to get ready for the evening.
My marriage to Bess was pretty much a sham, but it hadn't always been that way. For almost ten years it had been what I would have called a model marriage and indeed people had pointed at us and said, "That's what a marriage should be like." Not anymore! Six months ago the wheels had come off and the marriage had cratered. That Bess and I are still together is because Bess won't give up on trying to win me back. I don't think it is possible, but if she wants to try I'll let her. There is a price that she has to pay for being able to stay with me while she tries work things out with me and she's not happy that she has to pay it, but pay it she does.
It all started when Bess and my brother's wife Ann went to a bachelorette party for my cousin Myra. Bess likes to sip the sauce so I expected her to come home smashed, but I wasn't worried because Ann doesn't drink and she would act as the designated driver. I also expected that she would come home late so I didn't wait up for her. I woke up at four in the morning needing to go to the bathroom and I noticed that Bess wasn't in the bed with me. I took my whiz and then checked the living room couch and then the rest of the house, but Bess wasn't there. I wasn't too worried because I knew she was with Ann.
I got up at my regular time at seven and still no Bess. I made coffee, took my shower, got dressed and at eight o'clock I called my brother's house. He answered and I asked him if Ann was there and he said she was and I asked him to have her come to the phone. There was a long pause and in the background I heard Ann say, "I don't want to talk to him" and then my brother say, "You have to talk to him. It's not your fault and he'll know that." When Ann came to the phone I told her that Bess wasn't at home, "She was riding with you Ann, what's going on?" Ann hemmed and hawed and finally said, "I don't know what to tell you Fred."
"Well at least tell me if I should be calling the cops."
"I don't know Fred, I don't think so, but I really don't know."
"What's going on Ann? What is it you're not telling me?"
There was hesitation on her end of the line and I said, "Tell me now on the phone Ann or I'm coming over there and I will sit on your couch and stare at you until you tell me in person."
There were several seconds of silence and then the story poured out of her.
The girls had been having a good time and Bess was drinking like she always did. One of the girls had hired some entertainment in the form of three - not one, but three - male strippers and things had gotten pretty raunchy when the three of them had done their routines. The strippers were invited to stay and party and they did. There were several single girls there and they pretty much went after the strippers and a couple of the married women felt that wasn't fair and they started a friendly competition. Bess wasn't taking part in the competition, but Bess is an extremely sexy looking lady so even though she showed no interest in the strippers they showed an interest in her.
Ann had noticed the three men feeding Bess booze and she thought it was funny. "They thought they were going to hustle Bess; they didn't know that I was keeping an eye on her and that I would be the one she left with."
When Ann decided that it was time to go she decided that she should hit the restroom first before getting in the car to drive home. She was third in line to use the facilities and when she was done she went looking for Bess. When she couldn't find her she asked if anyone had seen her and one of the girls said she thought that Bess had stepped outside for some fresh air. Ann went outside just in time to see the three strippers hustle Bess into a car. Ann ran back in the house to get her purse and car keys, ran back outside, got in her car and tried to follow them, but got caught at a light and lost them.
"You're saying that somewhere three guys have Bess?"
Ann was silent for a couple of seconds and then she said "yes."
"And you don't think I should call the cops?"
"I didn't say that Fred. What I said was that I didn't know, but I didn't think so."
"How do you figure that?"
"Because Fred, everyone saw Bess leave with them. If anything bad happened to Bess all that you would have to do is tell the cops what agency they worked for and the cops would have them in no time and those guys know it. No, we both know what happened Fred and the cops can't do anything now that it's done unless Bess cries rape. As drunk as she was the rape charge would never stick. All the three guys would have to do is say Bess consented and Bess wouldn't honestly be able to remember if she had said yes or not. She'll call Fred, you just have to wait for it. She didn't know what she was doing Fred. Whatever happened she didn't know and she had no control. I'm sorry Fred, I really and truly am, but it wasn't my fault and it really wasn't hers either."
As I hung up the phone all I could think about was what the three guys had done or were doing to Bess. They'd had her all night and for all I knew they still had her. Three guys gangbanging my wife all night long and maybe all day long too. The more I thought about it the madder I got and I called Ann again and asked her who had hired the strippers. She gave me the name and I called Shirley and found out whom she had hired the strippers from. Then I called The Fantasy Agency and asked to speak to the owner. He wasn't in so I was put through to the day manager. I told him that I wanted the names and addresses of the three men who had worked Myra's party and he refused to give them to me. Then I told him what had happened and told him he either give me the names or he could give them to the police and that I would make damn sure that a newspaper reporter would just happen to be in the neighborhood when the cops arrived. He told me he would call the owner and get back to me. I told him he had one hour and then I was going to the cops. He called me back in twenty minutes and gave me the information and then he told me that the three didn't work for the agency any more as of the time of his conversation with his boss.
Before I could do anything with the information the phone rang and it was Ann. "Bess just called me. She's in a motel on the other side of town and she wants me to come and pick her up."
"Why didn't she call me?"
"She's afraid to. She was alone when she woke up, but could tell what had happened to her. She's afraid to face you."
"Tell me where it is, I'll go and get her."
"No Fred, let me do it. I'll give her a shoulder to cry on and try to ease her mind about having to face you."
"Ann, if the story you told me is true she doesn't have to worry about me."
"You and I know that Fred, she doesn't."
Bess spent three days crying and begging me for forgiveness and I must have told her fifty times that I did. Eventually she accepted my assertions that I forgave her and that I wanted to forget that it ever happened. I couldn't of course, there was no way I could ever forget that my wife had been gangbanged, but I had to try and convince her that I had. I was affectionate and loving and I tried to show that nothing had changed between us, but things had. Before Bess had her 'lost night' we had enjoyed a rather robust sex life - five and sometimes six nights a week. Suddenly we were down to one or maybe two and only then if I refused to take no for an answer. I told myself it was natural for her to want to avoid sex for a while after what had happened to her and I thought that after a time things would go back to normal.
Three months went by and things didn't get any better and I suggested that maybe we needed to seek some professional help. Bess told me that there wasn't any way she was going to see a shrink and that nothing was wrong with her. I was right on the edge of insisting when something happened that changed everything. I had gone for almost a month without sex and I was feeling extremely horny. I came home from work early one day and I pulled into the drive just as Bess was getting out of her car. She was wearing a short skirt and high heels and her long legs looked magnificent. I got an immediate hard on and when she opened the trunk of her car and bent forward to get some shopping bags out of the trunk I wanted to walk up behind her and take her from behind right then and there.
I helped her carry her bags into the house and when we had put them down I swept her up in my arms and headed for the bedroom.
"What are you doing Fred?"
"I'm going to ravish you my dear."
"No Fred, put me down. I don't want to."
"You never want to anymore Bess, but I do and tonight the drought ends."
"Damn it Fred, I said no! Now put me down."
I put her down - right on the bed - and then because she was determined to fight me off I decided not to waste anymore time.
"I've put up with this shit ever since your night out with the boys and I've just decided that I'm not putting up with it any more. You are either going to be a wife to me Bess or you can go and find yourself a divorce lawyer."
And then I pushed the crotch band of her panties aside and pushed my hard cock into her. I slid right in and immediately realized that Bess had been freshly fucked. There is no sensation quite like that of sliding your cock into a pussy full of cum and once you have done it you never forget the feeling. In college I had taken part in a gangbang or three and I was well aquatinted with what my cock was experiencing at that moment. I tried to keep my face neutral as I fucked Bess and looked down into her blazing eyes. Was this why she had not been having sex with me? To hide the fact that she was fucking someone else? I didn't know, but I was damned sure going to find out.
When it was over Bess said, "I can't believe that you just raped me."
"Yeah? Well you heard what I said. Either get back to being a wife to me or get yourself a lawyer and end the marriage. You won't let me get you professional help and I'm through waiting for you to get back to being your old self. It's your choice, at least for now."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that it is your choice now but that if you don't hurry up and make it maybe I'll be the one making the choice."
The next day I hired a private detective. He followed Bess for a week and that was long enough. He had pictures, he had names and addresses and he had places, times and dates. I paid him off and started going through his report. The names and addresses jogged my memory and I went looking for the list I had made when I had called The Fantasy Agency. Bess was cheating on me with the three assholes that had taken her away from Myra's party. I didn't waste any of my time wondering how much of Ann's and Bess's story of that night was true and how much of it was bullshit. The fact was that Bess was willingly seeing those three almost every day of the week. Sometimes only one of them, sometimes all three, but not her husband, oh no, God forbid she should take care of him.
It took me a week to learn what I needed to know and then to set things up and then things started to happen. At 9:15 on Thursday night James Weeks heard his car alarm go off. He looked outside of his apartment and saw the glow of a fire underneath his car. He came running down the steps from his second floor apartment and as he stepped off the bottom step he felt a blinding pain as a baseball bat crushed his right knee and as he fell to the ground the same thing happened to his left knee. Forty minutes later and eleven miles away the same thing happened to Steve Goddard. At 11:35 that same evening Jason Demming stepped out into the alley behind Angelina's Restaurant for his smoke break. When Jose Gonzales came out to dump the trash at 12:10 he found Jason rolling in pain on the ground with two smashed knees.
For the next two days I carefully watched Bess and I could tell she was nervous and upset about something, but even knowing what caused it I stayed quiet and just watched. Then I took a day off work and followed Bess. Her first stop was at St. Anthony's Hospital which was where they had Demming. Next she went to County General where Weeks and Goddard were occupying beds. I headed home, stopping at a florist to send flowers to all three men in Bess's name on the card. The next day I took half a day off work and was sitting at the kitchen table when Bess came home. She knew - she knew as soon as she visited and saw the flowers with her name on the card, and she knew as soon as she saw me sitting and waiting for her.
She stood there and stared at me for almost a minute and I just sat there and looked back at her. Finally she said, "Why?"
"Just my way of letting you know how upset I was when I found out that you wouldn't fuck me while all the time you were fucking them. Also it shows them what can happen when they mess with another man's wife."
"They know it was you."
"Of course they do, but they can't prove a thing and the next time you visit them you can tell them that there is more waiting if I ever lay eyes on them again."
"I don't know you anymore. You're not the man I married."
"And you my dear are not the woman that I married. That woman was not a fucking whore. But you are a whore Bess and I've decided that since I'm married to a whore I might as well get some benefit out of it."
"What do you mean?"
"Come on, I'll show you" and I grabbed her hand and pulled her along behind me and led her to the bedroom. There, sitting naked on the side of the bed was my boss. "You know Stan Bess. Stan has always had the hots for you so I told him you would take care of him."
"You're joking."
"Not one bit my little whore. I've told Stan he can do anything he wants with you for as long as he wants. You don't have to do it of course, but if you don't you need to be out of this house within five minutes of saying no. The only thing you will be taking with you is a copy of the report and the pictures that I got from the detective I had following you. Have fun you two" and I turned and went back downstairs.
It was six in the morning when Stan came downstairs. I told him I would see him at the office and then I went on up to the bedroom. Bess was still lying on the bed and she looked up at me, "I suppose it's your turn now?"
"No thanks, I don't fuck whores."
"That's not fair Fred, you have no idea what I've been going through."
"And just whose fault is that? I forgave you and tried to forget; I offered you love and understanding and a shoulder to cry on and what did you do? You cut me off from sex so you could give it to those three assholes. I don't believe you were drunk that night when they took you out of the party and I don't believe that you didn't know what was going on. All I know is that you are a whore and that from now on, as long as you live under my roof anyway, you will fuck whomever I tell you to. You will be taking care of Stan and any of my customers that I want to take special care of. I'll make sure that you get plenty of cock Bess. I'll see to it that you won't miss those three assholes."
And I did. For the next three weeks I don't think Bess got dressed as I ran a steady stream of men through the bedroom. One morning Bess asked, "How long is this going to go on?"
"Until you get tired of it and leave."
"Are you telling me that there is no chance of us fixing up things between us?"
"I don't see how Bess. Honesty up front might have helped. I probably could have lived with it if you had come home and told me something like after your gangbang you found out that you liked lots of cock. That I wasn't enough for you anymore and you needed some on the side to supplement what you got from me. But that's not what happened is it? You stopped being a wife to me and became a whore for them."
"Fred, I love you. I'm sorry for what happened and I'm sorry for what I did to you. I was confused, I was mixed up and I wasn't thinking straight. Give me a chance Fred and I'll prove it to you."
"You can try Bess. I don't think it will work, but as long as you are living in this house you can try."
That was six months ago and Bess is trying. She hasn't made any progress yet, but she tries and as long as she fucks the men I bring home she can keep on trying.
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My head hurt, my stomach was roiling and my wife was screaming at me:
"You bastard! You rotten cock sucking bastard! How could you do this to me? One day, I'm gone one fucking day and leave you here alone and you do this to me."
I had no idea what she was ranting about, all I knew is that I had to get to the toilet. I barely made it. After praying at the Porcelain Throne I rinsed my mouth out with mouthwash, took three aspirin and then stumbled back into the bedroom to see what the hell had Mary in such an uproar. She was packing a suitcase.
"What the hell are you doing?"
"I'm leaving,"
"Why? What the hell is going on?"
"Don't play the innocent with me asshole."
"I've just gotten up Mary; I'm not fully awake, I have one hell of a headache and a hangover and I'm not really up to speed here. What is going on?"
"Look at your shorts stud. That isn't my lipstick near your fly and those aren't my panties and bra on the floor next to the bed."
I looked down at my boxers and saw a slash of red, buy I had no idea how it got there. "I don't know what is going on here Mary, but I'm sure that it isn't what you are thinking."
"Fuck you Frank, I'm not buying it."
She snapped the bag shut and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Away from here Frank, away from here."
I stared at her back as she walked out and wondered what the hell had happened.
+++++++++++++
The party had been scheduled for three weeks and on Saturday, the day of the party, Mary's mother had slipped and fallen getting out of the bathtub, had hit her head and had been rushed to the hospital. Mary got the call from her father and he indicated that her mom was in a very bad way. It was too late for us to get in touch with people and cancel the party so Mary told me to stay and she would make the five hour drive and be back in a day or two.
The party went off on time and while everybody missed Mary they had a good time. We had hardwood floors so the dining room furniture had been moved out to the garage to create a dance floor and as host I did dance with most of the women there. Some of them got 'flirty' when they got a few drinks in them and I did have a few sets of tits rubbed into my chest and a shapely leg or two pushed into my crotch which did produce an erection.
I drank more than what was good for me and I didn't even remember going to bed, let alone going to bed with another woman. I didn't believe that I had. For one thing, I loved Mary and I had never cheated on her and for another all the women at the party had come as part of a couple. There were none who came as singles. I was good friends with all of the guys and there was no way that I would have made a pass at any of their women. But I couldn't explain the lipstick on my underwear or the bra and panties on the floor. I couldn't remember a damned thing.
I picked up the bra and looked at it. The little tag sewn into the sidepiece in the back told me that the size was 38DD and that pretty much told me whose bra it was. Mary Ellen McPhearson was the only one at the party with a rack like that, but that made no sense at all. Mary Ellen and Todd had only been married a week; there was no way on God's green Earth that Mary Ellen would have been in bed with me. Hell, Todd was so proud of her he was never more than two steps from her side and the 'lovey dovey' way the two of them behaved around each other was enough to make you sick to your stomach.
I made a pot of coffee and after I got two cups of the black stuff in me I tried to call Todd and Mary Ellen. I got no answer and just as I was hanging up I remembered that after the party they were leaving to go on a belated two-week honeymoon. I spent the rest of Sunday trying to track down where Mary had gone with no luck. Her friends either didn't know or were not going to tell me. I doubted that she would go to her mother's or sister's because it would be too far for her to be able to drive to work. On the off chance however, I did call her sister and her mother. Neither had heard from her, or so they said. I decided that I would just have to wait and get to her at her place of work on Monday.
+++++++++++++
Monday I called Mary at work just before I started my shift, but she wasn't in yet. I called again at my ten o'clock break, but her extension was busy and after being on hold for almost eight minutes I had to hang up and get back on the job. At lunch time the receptionist told me that I'd just missed her, but that she would be back from lunch in about an hour. I left a message asking Mary to call me. I tried again at three-fifteen and finally got through to her.
"What do you want Frank?"
"We need to talk Mary. We need to sit down and talk. I know what you think, but I fou..." and Mary interrupted me.
"I don't have anything to say to you Frank and I've no interest in what you might want to say to me" and she hung up on me.
I left work early and drove over to where she worked, but when I got there I found that she'd just left. I went home and got on the phone and called every one that was at the party on Saturday to see if I could find out what happened. I'd had too much to drink to remember. Nobody knew a thing. Most just remembered me being the life of the party and from what they told me I must have done everything except wear a lampshade on my head. By the time I went to bed there were only three people I hadn't gotten in touch with: Todd and Mary Ellen and my best friend Bill Moser. Todd and Mary Ellen were on their honeymoon and Bill wasn't answering his cell or his home phone. I spent a miserable evening wondering where Mary was and how to get a hold of her and I didn't sleep for beans that night.
I got up early and I was sitting in the parking lot waiting for Mary when she came to work. I got out of my pickup and walked toward her as she started walking toward the front door. She saw me and started walking faster to get inside before I could get to her.
"Damn it Mary we need to talk" I shouted to her. She turned and stopped and waited for me to get to her and then before I could say a word she said:
"Listen to me Frank because I'm only going to say this once and you know me well enough to know that I mean what I say. Stop calling me, stop trying to find me, stop waiting for me in parking lots or I will get a restraining order against you and then call the cops every time you bother me. I have nothing to say to you and I don't want to hear whatever lie you want to tell me. Now leave me the fuck alone!"
She turned and walked into the building. I got in my truck and left for work and as I drove I got more and more steamed. I hadn't done anything. I knew I hadn't done anything. All Mary had was a suspicion and she was treating me like she was without even trying to find out what happened? Well fuck her! I didn't need that kind of shit. If she didn't know me any better than that she could just eat shit and die for all I cared. She wanted to be that way, let her. I didn't need the dumb cunt!
I spent the rest of the day at work in a foul mood. I had cooled down a little by the time I got home and after fixing myself some dinner I tried calling Bill a half dozen more times, but still got no answer. By the time I went to bed my mood was black again. To hell with Mary! I didn't need someone in my life who treated me like she was. After five years of marriage if she didn't know me any better than she seemed to I would be better off without her. Yeah, right! Who was I kidding? I missed her, Jesus did I miss her. I'd just have to wait for her to get over her mad and call me.
+++++++++++++
The next week and a half went by without Mary calling me and then on Friday night the doorbell rang and I answered it to find Bill standing there.
"The grapevine tells me that you need some cheering up. I have come to drag you down to Barney's where we will get shit faced."
I asked him where in the hell had he been and he told me that he had been out of town on business and that he'd lost his cell phone. Over a beer at Barney's I asked how he knew I was down in the dumps.
"When I got back last night I stopped at Halloran's for a beer and I saw Mary with Tony Conners. Sally Bailey was there and I asked her what was up and she told me that you and Mary had split up."
"Mary was with Tony? Doing what?"
"Drinking and dancing."
"What kind of dancing?"
"Close and dirty. What the hell happened between you two?"
I told him about Mary coming home early, what she'd found and how she had reacted. Bill's face turned pale and he said, "Oh fuck."
"What?"
"She wasn't supposed to see that."
"You know what happened?"
"It was a joke on you. You were supposed to wake up, find the panties and bra, see the lipstick and then wonder what the hell had happened. Mary wasn't supposed to see it. You told us she wouldn't be back until late Sunday night at the earliest."
"What did you do?"
"You were drunk on your ass and me Todd and Mary Ellen were the last ones to leave the party so Todd and I put you to bed. Mary Ellen started giggling and she took off her panties and dropped them on the floor and said, "Let him wonder about that when he wakes up." Todd told her to toss down her bra too."
"What about the lipstick?"
"That was Mary Ellen's idea too."
I chugged down my beer and got up. "Come on, we have to find Mary and tell her what happened. She isn't talking to me, but maybe she will listen to you."
We drove for an hour hitting every nightspot in town before we spotted Mary's car in the parking lot of Roddy's Roadhouse. The place was crowded and it took a couple of minutes to find Mary. She was out on the dance floor with Tim Spangler, one of her old boyfriends. They were very close and were grinding into each other. Tim had his hands on her ass and was pulling her into him and she was going along with it. Bill and I watched until the music stopped and Mary and Tim went over to a booth and sat down. Mary slid into the booth and Tim slid in next to her and then they turned to face each other and they kissed. They were all over each other and I turned to Bill:
"Stay here, you don't want to get involved in this."
I walked over to the booth; "Sorry to interrupt you lovebirds, but what I have to say won't take long. I wondered why you didn't want to talk Mary and now I know why. You walking out on me had nothing to do with what you found when you came home. You were tired of being married and want to go out and play and what you thought you found was the excuse you used to do it. If it hadn't been that you would have come up with something else. Tony the other night, Tim tonight and God only knows who else during the last two weeks while I sat at home staring at the wall and stupidly missing you. I'm glad I came in here tonight and saw you dancing and kissing. At least now I know the truth and I can put your worthless cheating ass out of my life and move on."
I turned and walked away. When I got back to Bill he asked:
"Do you want me to talk to her?"
"No thanks bud, it doesn't matter any more."
+++++++++++++
The next day was a busy one for me. Since we were renters and the rent was due I told the landlord I was moving out. I went out and found an apartment and then I went back to the house and I packed up all of Mary's stuff. I rented a storage locker and moved all her stuff into it and began moving my stuff to my new apartment. I had just put the last load in the back of the pickup when Mary pulled up behind me. She got out of her car and walked up to me:
"What's going on here Frank?"
"It's moving day Mary."
I reached in my pocket and pulled out a key and handed it to her. "Unit 104 at the Self-Stor on 16th Ave. All your stuff is there."
I turned to get in the truck and she said, "Wait Frank, we need to talk."
I got in my truck and rolled the window down, "No we don't Mary. When I tried to talk to you you wouldn't have anything to do with me. In fact, you threatened me with restraining orders and police to keep me from trying to talk to you. At the time I thought we had something to talk about, but after what I saw last night I know better now. If you feel the need to talk go talk to Tony Conner, Tim or whoever else you have been spreading for since you walked away from me."
I rolled the window up, started the truck and drove away leaving her standing there watching me go.
+++++++++++++
Suddenly the roles were reversed. Mary started calling me at work and when I wouldn't take her calls she drove to where I worked and waited for me in the parking lot. Now the shoe was on the other foot and I did not want to talk to her. I had put her behind me and that is where I was determined she stay. When I saw her waiting for me in the parking lot I asked one of my buddies for a ride to my apartment and I had him pick me up at the loading dock. Later that night I went back and got the truck. I did the same thing the next three nights and she stopped coming. But she didn't give up; she just got sneaky.
She parked down the street and waited for me to go home and then she followed me. Once she knew where I lived she camped out in front of my apartment door and when I came home from work I found her sitting there waiting for me. I ignored her and stepped over her to unlock the door as she said, "I'm not leaving until we talk this out Frank."
"Enjoy your stay then" I said as I went inside and closed the door in her face.
She started banging on the door and shouting, "I'm staying right here until we talk Frank and I'll keep beating on this damned door until you let me in and talk to me."
I did my best to ignore her and I had just decided to leave the apartment and go find a place where I could drink in private when the police arrived. One of the neighbors had gotten tired of the racket and had called them. The police knocked on the door and identified themselves and when I opened the door they asked me what was going on and I told them.
"Why don't you just talk with her and put and end to all the noise?"
"Because I have nothing to say to the unfaithful slut and I don't want to hear anything that she has to say."
"Damn it Frank, I was not unfaithful. Just talk to me, let me explain."
"Sir" said the cop; "If you would just talk to the lady it would save us a ton of paperwork."
"Please Frank, we need to talk."
"How come we didn't need to talk when I was trying to get to you?"
"I was hurt and angry and I wasn't behaving rationally Frank. Please, let's work this out."
I stared at her for several seconds and then I said, "Okay, but not here. I've put you out of my life and letting you in my apartment would seem like I was letting you back in to my life. I'll meet you at Roddy's Roadhouse in an hour. We can sit in the same booth where I watched you and Tim hang all over each other and I'll listen to what you have to say. It won't change a thing, but I will let you talk which, by the way, is a hell of a lot more than you would let me do."
+++++++++++++
I was sitting across from Mary in a booth and I just sat there and watched her and waited for her to say something. She sat there, nervously peeling the label off of her beer bottle and seemed reluctant to start. I started to get up:
"Where are you going?"
"You said you wanted to talk and you aren't talking so I'm going."
"No Frank, please don't go. I'm just trying to organize my thoughts."
"Talk Mary, or I walk."
She took a deep breath and said:
"First off Frank, I haven't been unfaithful. I went out with Chad, Jim, Tony and Tim knowing that it would get back to you and hurt you. I wanted you to suffer for what you did to me, but I never, I swear it Frank, I never did anything with any of them."
"Bullshit Mary. I saw that display that you and Tim put on out on the dance floor and I saw the lovey dovey way you were in this very booth and I know Tim. No way you were going to grind yourself into him the way you did and him not do something about it."
"That was all for your benefit Frank."
"Again Mary, bullshit. You didn't even know that I was there."
"No, but enough people who know you were and they would have seen to it that it got back to you."
"Wrong again Mary. Either our friends like me so much they didn't want to see me hurt or they like you too much to rat you out, but no one told me anything about what you were doing. It doesn't matter anyway, because what I saw Friday night in here with my own eyes and your behavior toward me when you stomped out of the house told me all I needed to know.
"And while I'm on the subject of your stomping out of the house, why did you pack a bag and leave without trying to find out what happened? Why after you left didn't you try? I would have thought that as the woman wronged you would want to know who wronged you. Everyone who was at that party was a friend of yours Mary. You didn't want to know which of your very good friends stabbed you in the back? I'll tell you why you just packed and left. It was because you didn't give a shit who it might have been. It was your excuse to walk out on me so you could go and play and be able to blame me for it. You weren't even out of the driveway before I figured it out.
"You could have found out just as quick if you had wanted to. I knew something was fishy as soon as I picked the bra up off the floor. It was a 38DD Mary, and we only have one friend with boobs that big and you know as well as I do that Todd would have never let her out of his sight long enough for us to do what you think I did. Maybe ten years from now, but just after their wedding? No fucking way. And even though you didn't waste the time to find out for yourself you would have known the very next day if you would have just talked to me. No Mary, you bailed on me so you could go out and run around and you can tell me until you are blue in the face that you didn't spread your legs for the guys you ran around with and I won't believe you. The way you kissed Tim while I was watching told me that you are a cheating whore. Now, what else do you have to say before I get up and leave?"
"Damn it Frank, I have not cheated on you. I did not spread my legs for anyone. I was mad and I wanted to hurt you. I wasn't thinking straight and I'm sorry, but I love you Frank and I want to put this mess behind us. I've talked to Bill and to Todd and Mary Ellen and I know you didn't do anything. I overreacted and I'm sorry. All I did was have some drinks and dance with some guys to make you mad. No harm, no foul on either side. Please Frank, I love you and I'll make it up to you, I promise."
"That's it? Have you said it all?"
"Yes Frank, I've said it all."
"Good. Now we can get on with our lives."
I stood up to go and said, "See you around" and I started to leave.
"Frank, please don't go, we can fix this."
"No we can't Mary. I can't forget that you had so little faith in me that you could pack and leave without even talking with me to try and find out what happened. You thought so little of me that you just assumed the worst and left. Even then it might have been okay if in a day or two you got over your mad and were at least willing to talk with me, but all I got from you were threats of restraining orders and police. Your sudden desire to talk with me didn't come until I caught you with Tim and called you a worthless cheat. And even then Mary, did you rush out of the bar to tell me I was wrong? Where were you the next morning Mary? It wasn't until six in the evening before you came to the house. Take you that long to get out of Tim's bed? The sad thing here Mary is that I love you, but I'll just have to try and get by it. You've managed to set it up so that I don't trust you now and I'll never trust you again and under those circumstances there isn't any way I could ever live with you again."



"Please Frank" she was saying as I walked away.
+++++++++++++
The sad thing was that, as I'd told Mary, I did love her and I missed her terribly every day we were apart. There wasn't a day that went by that I didn't think about her and wish that she were by my side. But the things I'd told her were still true. She had shown me how little she thought of me, she had gone out of her way to keep from talking to me and I would never forget seeing what she had done with Tim on the dance floor and in the booth. I was just going to have to do what I said, I'd have to try and get by it, put Mary behind me and get on with my life.
Easier said than done. Mary was determined to get back in my life and she enlisted help. I started getting phone calls from my mother and my sisters telling me what an asshole I was being for treating poor Mary the way I was. Even my dad got into the act:
"What the hell is wrong with you Frank? Any fool can see that the girl loves you. I don't care what happened between you two, everybody makes mistakes, hell boy, that's part of the human condition. Get your head out of your ass before you lose that girl."
Mary kept calling me and I kept telling her I had nothing to say to her and I'd hang up, but her memory was constantly with me and some nights I hurt so bad I cried.
+++++++++++++
The holidays arrived and started out on a bad note. Thanksgiving dinner at my parents was a somber affair as both of my sisters and my brother and his wife let me know how displeased they were with me over the fact that I didn't have Mary with me. Mom slapped the icing on that cake when she said grace:
"And Lord, please watch over and protect the loved ones who are not with us at this table today" and she was looking right at me when she said it.
Once turkey day was out of the way I was able to put Mary to the back of my mind as I submerged myself in shopping for gifts for the family. Dolls and dump trucks for the nieces and nephews, an IPOD for my brother, a new Garmin 250C single frequency fish finder for my dad and a diamond bracelet and matching earrings for my mom. My sisters were the hardest to buy for - I'd always let Mary handle that - but I finally managed to find each of them something that I thought they might like. Their husbands were easier to buy for. They were both Broncomaniacs and clothing with Bronco logos took care of them.
I bought a small tree for my apartment and decorated it. I strung garland all over the place and covered everything with mini-lights. But it didn't seem to matter what I did to try and make the apartment cheery and fill it with the holiday spirit something was missing and that something was Mary.
I decided what I needed to do was have a holiday party and I got on the phone and began inviting people. The night of the party Bill asked me why Mary and I weren't back together. I told him the story and he looked at me like I was terminally stupid.
"You have got to be kidding. Mary would never do something like that and you of all people should know it."
"Oh come on Bill. You saw the same shit I saw in Roddy's that night."
"Yeah bud, I did, but I know Mary well enough to believe her when she said all she was doing was trying to tweak your nose. Hell bud, she broke down crying when I told her what me and Todd and Mary Ellen had done. She asked me how she could ever get you to forgive her and I told her that all she had to do was talk with you and straighten things out. I can't believe you turned your back on her. What you are doing bud is letting your pride get in the way of common sense. It was me, Todd and Mary Ellen who fucked up your life, not Mary. Reverse it bud. What if you came home and found Mary looking like she'd just been screwing someone, what would you have done? And don't tell me how reasonable you would have been because I know you too well. You would have gone bananas and wouldn't have listened to a word she would have said. Better get your head out of your ass bud, before she gives up on you."
That conversation killed any holiday cheer that the party might have generated, mostly because Bill was right. If things had been reversed I would have stormed out and done something stupid to get back at her just as she had stormed out and done something to get back at me. I walked away from the party and went into the bedroom, took a deep breath and tried to call Mary, but I got no answer. I tried six more times that night, but she either had her cell phone off or she wasn't taking calls from me.
The next day I tried to call her at work and they told me that she had taken vacation and wouldn't be back to work until after the holidays. I called her mother and she hung up on me after calling me an asshole. I called her sisters and was basically told to drop dead. I even called my mother and sisters to see if they had heard from her and knew where I could find her. My mother wanted to know why I was trying to reach her and I broke down and started crying:
"I miss her mom and I have got to find her and try to get her back."
"Maybe you screwed around too long Frank. Maybe she doesn't want you back in her life now."
I tried to lose myself in the holidays. I wrapped presents and then I went out and bought more. I went caroling with my nieces and nephews and I took them to see Santa at the mall. All around me Christmas music played and in every neighborhood I walked through the houses were decorated and the lights shown bright, but I couldn't get into the spirit - I needed Mary.
Three days before Christmas I got a phone call from Bill. "I went out drinking with Tim last night. I told him that I'd seen Mary with Tony and then with him and then I asked him if he had anything going with her. I told him that I'd always had the hots for her and if he didn't have anything going with her I like to take a shot at her. He told me not to bother. He said all she was was a prick tease. He said she would dirty dance and swap tongues a little, but you got slapped if you tried to put your hands where they didn't belong. Tim's a cock hound and a braggart bud, and if he had scored he would be bragging about it. She was telling you the truth bud."
For the next two days I called everyone that Mary and I knew trying to find her, but I never reached her or anyone who could, or would, tell me where she was. Christmas day dawned and I loaded all the gifts in the truck and headed on over to my parents house. Gift giving was to be at two followed by dinner and I got there about ten to two. As I pulled up in front I saw my mom looking out the window and as soon as she saw me she let the curtains fall back into place and left the window. I carried all the gifts into the house and put them under the tree and as I was doing it I couldn't help but notice a large refrigerator sized box wrapped in green sitting against the wall. I figured that dad had gotten mom a china cabinet or a hutch for her set of crystal.
At two o'clock that family gathered around the tree. The kids were all antsy to get at the pile of Christmas presents under the tree. Mom got up and walked to the tree, but instead of starting to hand out the presents she said:
"As you all know the tradition is to let the children open their gifts first and then the grown ups open theirs. This year we are going to break tradition and let a grown up go first, or at least he is supposed to be a grown up, but the way he has been acting lately makes me wonder. Frank, you get to go first, but I have to tell you that your gift is not returnable or exchangeable. It is one of a kind, it has no warranty and replacement parts are not available. It is something that you need, but would not get for yourself so your father and I got it for you. The big box is yours."
I looked over at the big green box and wondered what I needed that I would not get myself that would come in a box that big.
"Well go on Frank, open it," my mother said. "Jim, you help him."
Dad got up and walked over to the box and said, "Grab one side and lift."
We took hold of it and lifted it up to expose Mary sitting on a chair with a big red bow tied around her. The look on her face said as plain as day:
"Don't say no Frank. Please God don't turn and walk away."
I stood there and stared at her, heart beating rapidly, eyes misting over and then I opened my arms and stepped forward and Mary came off the chair and into them.
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My husband, while he was still my boyfriend, worked for a long time to convince me that my legs were great and that I needed to show them off properly. He was the one who talked me into wearing high heels, nylons, garter belts, crotchless pantyhose and short skirts so I guess he can be considered responsible for the story I'm about to relate.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd just been laid off and I was looking for a new job. A small sales firm had an ad in the paper for a secretary/receptionist and while the pay offered was lower than what I was looking for the job did have the advantage of only being a five-minute walk from where I lived. The money I would save on downtown parking and other transportation costs made it worth looking into.
I applied and was called in for an interview. I arrived for my interview wearing a nice summer print that came down to just below the knee and white pumps with a three-inch heel. The interview was one of the strangest that I've ever had. The first question that George, the owner, asked me was not about my typing skills, my familiarity with the phone system, my spelling or my ability to take dictation, but "How would you feel about being a sex object for eight hours a day?"
Apparently the look on my face answered that question and also told him that I was getting ready to stand up and go storming out of the place so he hastened to explain. The people who called on him during the course of the business day sometimes had to wait a considerable amount of time before he could see them. The longer the wait the more agitated the person would become. George said that he had discovered that the way to diffuse the situation was place an attractive receptionist, one who would not mind the attention she would draw, in the outer office. In fact, he said, the best receptionist's for his purposes where the ones who invited appreciative glances.
I must have softened my expression some because George smiled at me and said that he couldn't help but notice that I had great legs and looked very sexy in high heels. He said if I wore heels all the time I would be perfect for the job since the receptionist's desk was open front and my legs would always be on display. I told George that I had no problem with being admired, but I was not about to put myself in a position where I would constantly be fighting off unwanted advances. George assured me that none of his girls had ever had that problem. All I had to do, he said, was look good for the people waiting while I was performing my other duties.
"Just keep their attention so they won't think about being kept waiting."
I did have to admit that the job did appeal to the exhibitionist in me, but I was hesitant and I told George that I would like some time to consider. He told me that he could give until noon the next day, but that he considered me perfect for the position and he would up the salary by $250 a month if I would take the job.
To shorten the story, I took the job and everything was just as George said it would be. I sat at the desk and displayed a lot of leg and the callers appeared to be enjoying every bit of it. I took to wearing shorter skirts and opening my legs wider as I sat at the desk. I made it a habit to do a lot of filing in the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet (even though I did need to go back later and re-file some of it) bending at the waist so the skirt would ride up and show some panty. Cock teasing and I knew it, but hey, that's what I was being paid for, right?
Since I live close to work I usually walked if the weather was nice and on those days I would carry my heels in a bag and change when I got to work. This got to be a pain so I started leaving the shoes that I wore the most often at work. One evening, about three months ago, I left work to walk home and about three blocks from the office I remembered that I had left some personal papers in my center desk drawer. When I got back to the office I found two pair of my heels sitting in the middle of my desk which was strange because I had left them in the lower left hand drawer. As I bent over the desk I noticed that the light was still on in George's office and the door was partially open. I walked over to the door with the intention of asking George if he knew what was going on with my shoes, but as I got closer to the partially opened door I could see into the office and what I saw answered my question.
I could see George sitting in his chair with his trousers off, his cock out and erect, and he was stroking it with one of my white pumps while his nose was buried in it's mate. I froze and tried to stay quiet while I watched him masturbate using my pumps. I must have stood there ten minutes while he ran the pump all over his cock and some of the things he did had to be painful, but he didn't seem to notice - or care. He finally put down the shoe he had buried his nose in and began to furiously stroke his cock and, just as the sperm shot out, he put the remaining shoe where it could catch all the cum, some into it and some on the toe. I carefully backed away and left the office.
I don't know why, but I felt like I had been violated and by the time I got home I had decided that I would go to work the next day, confront George and then quit. I told my husband about what happened and he had laughed and said I should give the poor guy a break. After all, who was he hurting? Was he causing anyone a problem? What did I have to gain by quitting? I decided that my husband was right. George had always been a perfect gentleman toward me so what did it matter? And finally there were the two thoughts that kept creeping into my mind. Did George have a thing for heels, or was it me he was thinking about, and why oh why did I keep thinking about that fat cock he was playing with? By the time I reached work the next morning I had made up my mind to keep my mouth shut, keep quiet about things and just live and let live.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next few weeks I found several opportunities to watch George jack off using my heels. I got to the point where I would finger myself while watching and I always made it a point to wear the shoes he jacked off into at work the next day. My husband still thought that the situation was comical and he started telling me that I should, "Go on in and help the poor guy out." I got upset with him for even thinking that I could do such a thing and that just made him laugh more. And then one night, one an impulse that came from I know not where, I walked in on George. He was stunned. He froze in mid-stroke and stared at me. I put a finger to my lips to indicate that I didn't want him to say a word and I told him to just be quiet and enjoy. I walked over to his desk and sat on the edge. I kicked off my tennis shoes and put my feet around his cock, rubbed it a few times and then told him to take hold of my feet and jack himself off with them. I leaned back on the desk and fingered myself to an orgasm as I watched him work on himself with my feet. I could tell from the increase in pressure he put on my feet and the increase in the speed of his strokes and I started to talk to him.
"Cum for me baby, cum on my feet, cum for me" and he obliged by shooting a thick stream of cum all over my feet. I got off the desk and stepped into my pumps and then I walked around the office in them for a minute or so and then I took them off and set them in the middle of his desk. I peeled off my nylons and set them on the desk next to the shoes.
"I'll see you in the morning George" and I let the office.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I could not believe what I had done. I was a virgin when I married my husband and the only cock I had ever or touched was his, and here, out of a clear blue sky, I'd let another man use my feet to masturbate with. I didn't just let him; I instigated the whole thing.
The second surprise of the night came when I confessed what I had done to my husband. He was so turned on by my description of what I had done that he pulled me down and fucked me right on the living room floor. When we went to bed that night he had me tell him the story again and when I did he fucked me for an hour.
In the morning he asked me if I was going to do it again and when I told him that I would probably go to work and find out that I'd been fired he laughed.
"Oh no you won't! He will probably be waiting for you in his office tonight and what might get you fired is not showing up."
"But what about us? I cheated on you last night. Don't you care that your wife let another man use her sexually?"
"You didn't fuck him so as far as I'm concerned you didn't cheat, and as far as "us" is concerned I think the way I reacted last night should have shown you that we are all right."
Still, the next morning I went to work in a very nervous condition. George, however, did not behave any differently toward me than he usually did. When I came back from lunch I found a package on my desk. Inside was a pair of red high heels in my size, six pair of nylons and an unsigned card that said, "Thank you for being so understanding."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I had every intention of being the first person out of the office that night and to never spy on George again, but when five o'clock rolled around I found myself stalling until everyone else was gone. I put on my new red high heels and walked into George's office. He was talking to his wife on the phone and I walked up to him and pushed his chair back from the desk. I bent over, undid his belt, unzipped his fly and then pulled his trousers and his briefs off of him. Sitting on his desk I reached out with my high heel clad feet and started rubbing his cock. He made excuses to his wife, hung up the phone and then both hands took hold of my feet and he masturbated himself to orgasm while I leaned back on the desk and used my fingers to get myself off. When he had unloaded himself all over my feet I stood up, stepped out of my shoes, peeled off my nylons and put them on the desk and then I headed for the front door. During the entire episode not one word had been said by either of us.
That night my after I told my husband what I had done he went crazy and fucked me four times. That was the most he had ever been able to do and the poor dear was totally exhausted when he fell asleep.
That set the pattern for the next three weeks. Two or three times a week after everyone else went home I went into George's office for a mutual masturbation session. Sometimes he would use my nylon clad feet, sometimes he would leave my heels on and use them and sometimes I would take off my nylons and he would wrap them around his cock and jack off. George never spoke during these sessions and I limited my conversation to what was required to let him know what I wanted (which basically amounted to, "Cum for me baby, cum for me, etc., etc., etc..."). Once a week or so I would get a package with anywhere from six to twelve pair of nylons and occasionally a new pair of pumps and every night I would go home and tell my husband what I had done that day and then he would spend the night trying to fuck me to death.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Last Wednesday I entered George's office and found him on the phone with his wife. He motioned for me to leave, but for some reason a streak of wickedness decided to show itself. I unzipped him and took out his cock - my feet were all that had touched his cock till then - and then I looked up into his eyes, smiled and started to jack him off. I could feel his cock throb as I worked it and I kept my eyes on his as he tried to hold a conversation with his wife. He dropped a hand down to take hold of his cock, but I pushed it away and started talking to him.
"Going to cum for me baby? Going to give me your cum? Come on George, give it to me. Shake your head George, let me know when you're going to cum. Think of my sexy feet George, think of my sexy toes, think of my high heel rubbing your cock. Come on George, cum for me."
Pretty soon George was shaking his head and I picked up the speed of my stroke as I reached down and took off my right high heel. I missed the first spurt, but I caught the rest in my shoe and set it on the desk. I continued to pump George until he went limp. I took off my nylons and used them to wipe him off and then I put my shoe back on and walked around the office. His eyes followed me as he kept on talking to his wife. I went back to the desk and sat down on the edge. I kicked off my pumps and started to masturbate myself. I did not hear George hang up the phone. The first I was aware that he was not still talking to his wife was when I felt a tingle in my foot and I looked to see George licking the cum from between my toes. When his tongue slid between my toes I had a tremendous orgasm and when I recovered I left my nylons and pumps on George's desk, went and put on my tennis shoes and ran home.
My husband was a maniac that night. He fucked me so hard and for so long that I wondered if I would be able to walk to work the next day. In the morning he hit me with the bombshell. He wanted to come down to my office after closing and watch. I was leery at first, but I finally agreed that I would let him in on Friday.
The next two sessions with George were a repeat. I masturbated George into one of my pumps, walked around in them, and then masturbated myself while George licked the cum off my feet.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday after everyone else was gone I unlocked the front door and let my husband in. I warned him to be very quiet and then I went into George's office. The session started out with George using my feet to masturbate with. After a minute or so I got off the desk, knelt in front of him and started jacking him off with my hands. I had a high heel ready to catch the cum when George ejaculated, but at the last minute, just as the first spurt of sperm was leaving the head of his cock, and knowing that my husband was watching, I bent and took George's cock into my mouth and I sucked on it and licked it until it went limp. Without looking up at George's face I got up and left the office and went home where my husband kept me on my back damned near the entire weekend.
I suspect that I might have altered the relationship I had with George, but I won't know until I go to work on Monday. My husband wants me to bring George home for dinner some night. If I still have a job come next week, who knows? It just might be fun.
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It had been a rough day at work and what I really wanted to do when I got home was kick back, sip a beer and watch Monday night football. I was no sooner in the door when my wife Tess came up to me, gave me a great big hug and a kiss and said, "I've got a surprise for you lover." She too me by the arm and led me into the kitchen where my night was promptly destroyed. Sitting at the kitchen table was my wife's best friend Jane and her husband Fred.
"Jane and Fred are going to be in town for five days and I offered them the spare bedroom."
I smiled and said hello, but inside I was dying. I couldn't stand Jane - she was a round heeled slut - and I got nervous whenever she got near Tess for fear that her roundheeledness would rub off. Jane's husband Fred was a moron and I had been told by someone that his shoe size (13D) was two points higher than his IQ and I believed it. I once asked Tess what Jane saw in Fred and she told me that it was his cock.
"His cock and his IQ have something in common. Like his IQ is two points higher than his shoe size, his cock is only two inches less."
"I hope that you don't know that from personal experience."
Tess giggled and said, "I'll never tell, but Jane talks about it all the time."
Anyway, to say that I didn't care for Jane or Fred would be an understatement. But Jane was my wife's oldest and dearest friend and I had to smile and be civil around them. Had I been Catholic five minutes in their company would have qualified me for sainthood and they were going to be in the house for five days. Fortunately I would only have to put up with them for one day, two at the most. I was scheduled to leave the next day for Detroit to handle some affairs pertaining to my dad's estate. It was only supposed to take two days, but I knew I could stretch it to three and with some really good luck I might even be able to make it last four and the house guests from hell would be gone when I got back.
Tess drove me to the airport and told me to have a safe trip. Then she gave me a kiss that curled my toes and told me that since she was going to have to go without for three days I'd better come back prepared not to leave the bedroom for a couple of days. I told her to enjoy her visit with Jane and Fred and she drove away
Inside the terminal I checked the departure monitors and saw that all flights were listed as on time and I headed for my gate and checked in and then sat back to read the book I'd brought along. Twenty minutes before departure time they announced maintenance delay and said that they would be boarding in another twenty minutes or so. Fifteen minutes later they announced that the problem was taking a little longer to correct than they had originally estimated and a half-hour later they announced that the aircraft was being taken to the hanger. I got on the phone and called my brother and told him not to head for the airport to pick me up until I called him with my new arrival time.
"Why are you coming? Didn't you get the letter from the lawyer?"
"What letter?"
"They were digging through some of dad's old papers and they found a will made out a year later than the one we all thought was his last will and testament. It changed everything. The lawyer sent us all a letter telling us he would reschedule after he had reviewed the new will."
I got on the phone to call home, but got no answer. Tess, Jane and Fred had probably gone out. I caught a cab home and the house was dark and empty when I got there. I waited up for them until midnight and then I went to bed.
The front door slamming brought me out of a sound sleep and I heard the three of them laughing and making noise. I shook the sleep out of my eyes and was getting up to join them when Jane said, "So, do you want to try Fred's cock or not?"
"Oh come on Jane, you know I can't."
"Why not? You don't hesitate to fuck guys when you come to visit us. Hell sweetie, you followed that cowboy out to his back seat fast enough tonight. Fred wants a taste of you, isn't that right Fred?"
"Damned right."
"And I know that you have always been curious about the size of his cock."
"I can't Jane, it wouldn't be right for me to do it in Jake's house."
"Bullshit sweetie. It is your house too. I'll go along with it might not be right to do it on Jake's bed, but anywhere else in the house is fair game. I'm tired of listening to Fred whine about wanting to fuck you. Do me a favor and fuck him, please? Tell you what, we will sweeten the pot."
"What do you mean?"
"You and that cowboy were gone quite a while. How many times did you do him?
"Three times."
"So all of his splooge is still in you?"
"Splooge?"
"You know, cum, jizz, sperm, special sauce or whatever you want to call it. Is it still in you?"
"I guess so, why?"
"Because Fred loves cream pies, don't you Fred?"
"Damned right."
"Cream pies? What's that?"
"It's your twat full of cum sweetie; a pussy full of cum is called a cream pie and if you give Fred a piece of your pussy he will eat your cream pie, right Fred?"
"Damned right."
"Eat my pussy when it has another man's cum in it? That sounds gross."
"It might sound gross, but I promise you that you will love it. Won't she Fred?"
"Damned right."
"Gee Jane, I don't know."
"Come on sweetie, what's one more cock tonight. I can promise you that the cowboy you took on tonight didn't wind you up half as good as Fred will. Think about it sweetie. Jake will be gone for three days. If I know you, and I do know you my slutty girlfriend, you have that cowboys phone number. Why leave the house for him when Fred can keep us both happy and we won't even have to leave the house. You will take good care of us, won't you Fred?"
"Damned right."
"There, see?"
"Well, I suppose I could do it as long as we don't do it on Jake's bed. I am curious about Fred's cock since I've listened to you talk about it so much. Does he have rubbers with him? I have to be very careful because Jake has had a vasectomy."
"What about the three loads the cowboy dumped in you tonight?
"Jerry has had a vasectomy too."
"You mean that you just didn't pick him up tonight?"
"Oh no, Jerry has been seeing me for over a year now."
"Well you are in luck girlfriend, because Fred never goes anywhere without a carton of Trojans, right Fred?"
"Damned right."
"So come on sweetie, let's take it to the bedroom."
I sat there in the bedroom absolutely stunned at what I'd just heard. Tess fucked other guys when she went to Kansas City to visit Jane? Tess had been fucking a guy named Jerry for a year? And now she was going to fuck the moron? I was torn between wanting to storm out of the room and throw all three of them out onto the street and staying where I was to see what other little tidbits might come my way. I decided that the more information that I had when I went for the divorce the better off I would be. I have a small den that I built off the bedroom and I hurried over to it, got my tape recorder out of the desk drawer and then moved over to the bedroom door to better hear and tape what went on in the spare bedroom.
I don't really know what I expected to hear, but it wasn't what I got. The hesitant, uncertain Tess in the living room was not the Tess who was in the spare bedroom. She went right after Fred.
"Come on Fred, get those pants off and let me see what Jane is always talking about."
I heard sounds of undressing and then Tess said, "You know I don't do girl/girl Jane so what are you going to do while Fred and I are busy?"
"Well girlfriend, I'll be sucking his cock while he eats your cream pie and by the time Fred is ready to stretch you out and make you scream for joy my toy should be here."
"Your toy?"
"Oh yeah. While you were outside fucking the cowboy I was setting myself up with the bartender."
"Mitch? You picked up Mitch and he's coming here?"
"Yes indeedy."
"Oh shit!"
"What's wrong?"
"I never let Mitch know where I lived. He was just too damned possessive and I was afraid he would come by sometime when Jake was home."
"Oh you dirty girl you. You and Mitch?"
"Yes, he was the one before Jerry."
"Is he any good?"
"Yes, but you had better like anal. Mitch loves to butt fuck."
"Well so do I. Fred fucks my pooper all the time, don't you Fred?"
"Damned right."
One more thing to rock me back on my heels. Before Jerry there was Mitch and she let Mitch ass fuck her which was something that she would never, ever let me do. As if reading my mind Jane asked the question that had formed in my brain.
"I know that you are a slut when you come to visit me, but I always thought that you kept it clean when you were at home. How long have you been fucking around behind Jake's back?"
"Since about six months after the wedding."
"Good grief girlfriend, that was eight years ago. You been hanging horns on Jake for eight years?"
"Pretty much."
"But why? I thought you were crazy about him."
"I was. I mean I am, but he is always working afternoons and I got lonely being home alone every night."
"So you just went out and picked up a guy?"
"No, it wasn't like that."
"How was it? Come on Tess sweetie, give."
"I went out with some girlfriends one night and we ended up at a bar. I had a few too many and let myself get maneuvered onto a back seat. I tried to fight the guy off, but I couldn't and I got fucked, but it was a hell of a good fuck and so I did it again. I liked it so much that I just kept on doing it."
"What about Jake?"
"What do you mean?"
"Don't you feel guilty or anything?"
"Why should I? I am a great wife to him in every way and I give him all the pussy he can handle. I give him so much that there are times he fakes being tired and pushes me away. As long as I keep him happy I don't see any reason I can't keep me happy too."
"Oh but aren't you the wicked little slut."
I heard a sharp intake of breath and then Tess said, "Oh my God."
"It is impressive, isn't it?"
"I'll never get that thing in me."
"Sure you will sweetie; Fred will take his time and be gentle, won't you Fred?"
"Damned right."
"Go on Fred, get your cream pie."
Then things got noisy. Lots of slurping sounds which I imagine came from Fred as he sucked the cum out of the unfaithful bitch that I was married to. There were a lot of moans that turned into "oh, oh, oh, oh" and a lot of "yes, yes, yes" followed by several sharp little cries that I knew from experience meant that Tess was having an orgasm. Another fucking ego hit for me - I ate her pussy all the time, but I had never given her an orgasm doing it.
The doorbell rang and Jane said, "That will be my plaything. I'll go and let him in. Fred, you go easy on her now. Get all the way in and let her get used to your size before you start pounding away at her, okay?"
"Damned right."
I heard Jane leave the room and go to the front door and while she was gone I heard Tess say, "Easy there big guy, go easy on me, I'm not used to logs that big. Slow baby, slow. Oh God, you're going to split me in half. No, no damn it, don't pull out, keep going. Yeah baby, slow, slow and easy."
Then Jane and her 'playtoy' were back and I heard a guy say, "Jesus, can she take all that?"
"I can and I'm no bigger than she is."
"Yeah, well as much as she likes to take it in the ass she'd better take a pass on it with him."
"If she wants her pooper popped you can do it. I know I asked you over here for me, but I'll share. Come on, get your clothes off, we have to play catch up. How you doing Fred? Happy that you are finally getting to stuff the little whore?"
"Damned right."
After that the sounds got fairly repetitive. A lot of oh gods, oh yesses, some harder baby, harders and a couple of damned rights when Jane addressed Fred. There was one, "I can't believe how tight you are especially being married to old horse cock over there" which got a rather cold, "His name is Fred" from Jane.
There was a, "My god, I've never been so full" and an "I can't believe I took the whole thing" from Tess. Four times I heard the sharp little cries that Tess makes when she orgasms. There was a lot of moaning and groaning and the sounds of flesh smacking flesh and then I heard Mitch say, "I'm cumming, in or out" and Jane said, "In me baby, in me."
The next thing I heard was Tess saying, "My God that was intense. Oh boy, and you are going to be here three more days. You are going to fuck me some more, aren't you Fred?"
"Damned right."
"You might have messed up girlfriend."
"Why" asked Jane.
"I don't think I'm ever going to leave your house when I come to visit and I will probably find a lot more reasons to come and see you."
"No problem sweetie, Fred can handle us both, right Fred?"
"Damned right."
Then Mitch said, "Tess honey, I haven't had your ass in a long time. Can I take a trip up your dirt road?"
"Sure you can sugar, just as soon as you get hard again."
"I'd get hard a lot quicker with some help."
Tess giggled and said, "Sure thing sugar. Bring it over here and the magic mouth will get you up."
Jane said, "How about it Fred, want me to suck you hard again?"
"Damned right."
There was a lot of slurping noises, some oohs and ahhhs and then Mitch said, "You ready Tess?"
"Come on baby, bury your bone in my butt."
There was a, "Take it easy it's been a while" and then, "Oh yes, so good, so good, fuck my ass honey, fuck my ass." That was followed by, "Damn, your ass is tight" and Tess said, "I know baby, I just don't get enough back there."
I almost lost it when I heard that. I wanted so bad to go storming into the spare bedroom and make a comment about her not getting enough 'back there'. Specifically I wanted to remind the worthless cunt that she always refused me when I wanted to try anal sex. I actually had my hand on the doorknob before I was able to remind myself that my main reason for not interfering earlier was that I needed to gather all the information I could get for the divorce.
"Be patient" I told myself, "You've managed to get this far without killing anyone, just hang on."
Across the hall Mitch finished up in Tess's ass and the two of them apparently rested up and made small talk while they watched Jane suck Fred's cock.
"I've really missed your tight ass baby."
"Maybe we can do it again sometime."
"Why did you stop letting me?"
"Because you started getting stupid on me."
"Me? Stupid?"
"Yes, you, stupid! You kept bringing your friends around to fuck me even though I told you I didn't want to. That five man gangbang you set me up for was the last straw."
"But you loved it. You wore all six of us out and you were pissed when nobody could get it up again and they all dressed and left."
"That's not the point. I told you no and you kept doing it anyway. You kept forgetting that I have a husband to go home to and I can't do it with a loose, wide open pussy."
"How are you going to explain the stretch job that Fred did on you?"
"I won't have to. Jake is out of town for three days. I'll be closed up by the time he gets home."
"Three days? What's the chances that we can play some more while he's gone?"
"Hey, you're Jane's date."
"She'll share, won't you Jane?"
Jane obviously still had Fred's cock in her mouth, but Mitch took her "Mumpfth" as a yes and said, "See?"
The next two hours didn't reveal anymore information for me, but they did cement the fact that my about to be ex-wife was a whore. She fucked Fred two more times, once while Mitch was in her ass. She took Mitch in her pussy once and she blew both guys before Mitch said he had to run. The last act, sexual anyway, was when Tess said, "Fred honey, my pussy is full again. How about it, want some more cream pie?"
"Damned right."
Lots of slurping sounds, a lot of oh yesses and a "god, but I could learn to love this" followed by the sounds she makes when she comes. Then came what I had been waiting for.
"That's it kids, I'm going to bed. Between Fred, Mitch and Jerry I'm pretty much fucked out. I'll need a good nights sleep if I'm going to do Fred justice tomorrow. You are going to want to fuck me some more, won't you?"
"Damned right."
I went over, got on the bed and sat upright with my back against the headboard and waited. A minute or so later the bedroom door opened and a naked and very disheveled Tess walked into the room and flipped on the light. She saw me sitting on the bed and all of the color drained from her face.
"Had a busy night I see" I said and Tess said, "Oh shit!" and did the one thing that I hadn't expected - she fainted. I got off the bed and walked over to her and prodded her with my foot and she didn't move. I walked across the hall and into the spare bedroom where Fred was slowly working his cock into Jane's ass. They didn't see me at first and I watched and was amazed that Jane could take that thing in her butt. I clapped my hands to get their attention and had the pleasure of seeing Jane's face go pale.
"Fred, I want you and Jane packed and out of this house in ten minutes, understand?"
He looked at me with a confused look on his face and I half expected him to say, "Damned right", but he didn't. Jane scrambled to get out from under him and I said to her, "Ten minutes, understand?" She nodded her head yes and reached for her clothes.
Fifteen minutes latter I watched as they backed down my drive and I wondered if they would head home to Kansas City or find a local motel and then I smiled as I wondered what they would do with the naked Tess who I had dumped in their back seat.
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I hadn't seen or heard from Deserae since college and I didn't even realize that she still knew I was alive, let alone where to find me. The phone call inviting me to lunch came out of the blue and I was still wondering what she could possibly want to talk about after all these years.
It was six years since I had graduated and we had broken up six months prior to that. I had spent a lot of time thinking about her over the years, but I had never expected to hear from her or see her again.
I met Deserae at freshman indoctrination the first week of college and fell ass end over teakettle in love with her. The feeling was not mutual. It took me over two years to get her to go out with me and it probably never would have happened had I not been in the right place at exactly the right time. Deserae had just had fight with her current boyfriend and was really, really pissed at him. It was one of those "I'll show you" kinds of mad and she was in that frame of mind when I asked her, for the nine-hundredth time, for a date. She said yes and then proceeded to make sure that everything we did together was done where her ex-boyfriend could see us together.
I was in love with Deserae, but I was not stupid and I did know what she was doing and that she did expect him to be so jealous that he would crawl back to her. His response was to ignore her, date other girls, and he did it the same way Deserae did. He took his dates everywhere that he knew Deserae would likely be and he rubbed her nose in it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then one day he dropped out of school and was gone. We heard later he had moved to the Left Coast to go to UCLA. I expected that with him gone Deserae would break it off with me since I had only been a means to an end. To my great surprise she didn't drop me. In fact, if anything, she became much more affectionate.
Once I reached the point where I considered that she was my girlfriend I started doing some of the things that I had been hesitant to try for fear of sending her running back to her old boyfriend. First it was hands on her breasts while we were necking and she didn't fight me off. Next, the hands went under the sweater and she didn't fight me off. Then I got her out of her sweater, blouse, tank top or whatever else it was that she was wearing and she never said no, nor did she stop me when I took her bra off and played with her bare tits. No hands pushed me away when I took a tit in my mouth. No hands stopped mine as it made it's way up her leg and no protest was heard when one finger, then two and three worked their way into her pussy and in fact her legs spread wide to let them have better access.
The protest was loud and clear when I tried to get her panties off.
I was informed, in no uncertain terms, that she was going to her marriage bed a virgin. I could do whatever I wanted short of actual penetration.
"Oh great" I said, "Just have at it Bob as long as you are willing to go home frustrated and with a huge case of blue balls.
"I don't believe in frustration Bobby, I'll take care of you, just not with my pussy."
Deserae started out giving me hand jobs and after a month or so she went down on me and gave me my first blow job. I could suck her tits, finger fuck her and I could even eat her pussy, but that was the extent of it. One night I suggested we try anal sex, "That still leaves you a virgin."
"But it would still be a cock going into my body."
"What, my cock going into your mouth doesn't count as going into your body?"
"Do you like my blow jobs Bobby?"
"Of course I do."
"Then be happy with what you are getting and don't push. That's why Ryan isn't around any more; he just wouldn't stop pushing."
Throwing her old boyfriend up at me pretty much killed the evening as far as I was concerned so I took her home. Our kiss goodnight was kind of perfunctory and I guessed that we were both just a little bit pissed off at each other.
I didn't call her for two days. I was sitting in the Student Union having lunch when she took a seat on the other side of the table from me.
"Where have you been?"
"I've had my head buried in my Poli Sci book" I lied, "Trying to get ready for mid-terms. It is the one class that is killing me."
"Well don't study so hard that you forget we have a party to go to tomorrow night."
I had forgotten about it. "I'll be there to pick you up on time."
She gave me one of those looks that women are so good at giving - the one that says everything and nothing at the same time - and said, "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, sure, just a little tired from the grind."
She looked at her watch; "Got to run or I'll be late for class." She stood up, leaned over the table and gave me a quick kiss on my cheek and then ran for her class.
The party was jumping. The booze was flowing, the music was throbbing and everybody was having a grand time. Deserae was a different person that night. She danced with anyone who asked and some of the things she did amazed me. She got felt up pretty good by a lot of her dance partners and seemed to enjoy it. She engaged in a lot of what could be called "dirty dancing" and in one case she had two guys out on the floor with her, one grinding into her front and the other grinding into her back.
Four hours into the party Deserae came up to me and said, "Get me out of here sweetie, before I do something totally stupid."
"Like what?"
"Like take on somebody on the dance floor."
I know now it was the booze talking, but at the time I said, "Oh ho Bob, it looks like tonight you will get to dip your wick" and it certainly looked like it was going to happen. I hadn't even pulled away from the curb and Deserae was leaning across the front seat working my dick out of my pants. She had it in her mouth and had me off in five minutes and had me hard again when I pulled up at the local lover's lane.
We got into some really heavy necking and I had all of her clothes off of her and she had my cock in her hand and it certainly seemed to me like she was tugging me toward her. My cock was only three inches from her pussy when she suddenly she cried out, "You bastard! What do you think you are doing? Get off of me you fucking oaf" and then she was out of the car and running leaving me to stare at her back as she disappeared into the darkness.
By the time I got back to my place my mindset was "I don't need this shit" and I put Deserae out of my mind. I never called her again and I never returned any of her calls and whenever I saw her on campus I turned and went the other way. I avoided her for the last six months of school, graduated and got on with my life.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As she walked toward my table I wondered if she was dressed that way for me or did she always dress like that. Short skirt, low cut blouse and four inch heels; she certainly looked like a sex goddess and every male eye in the place was on her as she made her way toward me. Whatever she had done with her life, post me, seemed to agree with her. I stood up and put my hand out for a shake, but she ignored it, leaned forward and kissed me full on the lips. As I sat down I saw the wedding ring and I was still looking at it when she said to me, "Thank you for agreeing to see me. To be honest I wasn't sure that you would be here."
"I'm here Dee; the question is why?"
"I'll cut right to the chase Bobby. Would you like to fuck me?"
I had come to the meeting with absolutely no idea of what it was about, but I would have never, not in a million years, have expected that. I stared across the table at her stunned by what she had just asked. When I didn't respond immediately Deserae said, "It isn't a difficult question Bobby, a simple yes or no is all that is required. You wanted to at one time, the question is, would you still like to?"
I finally managed to get myself together long enough to say, "Of course I would."
"Good. You can, but there are conditions. I'll tell you the story, outline the conditions and then ask you again. I hope the answer won't be no, but I will understand if it is. I want babies Bobby. My husband and I had been trying hard for the past couple of years to get me pregnant, but it wasn't happening. I finally went to a doctor and had myself checked out and he confirmed that there wasn't any reason why I shouldn't be able to have a child.
"I went home and asked John, my husband, to go in and have himself checked out. John is a very macho man so the suggestion that there could possibly something wrong with him where the so called manly arts are concerned was just something that could not be considered. He told me that the problem had to be with me except that I already knew that it wasn't.
"One night after I sucked him off I spit his cum in a rubber and the next day I took it in and had it tested. It turns out that his sperm count is so low that the odds of his impregnating me are in the neighborhood of six million to one. He can never father a child. Even though I wanted babies I resigned myself to the fact that it was never going to happen, but John still wants an heir to carry on the family name. He keeps pushing me to make it happen and since his fragile ego could never stand the hit of finding out that he can't get the job done I've never told him about my visit to the fertility clinic.
"I want babies, John wants an heir and so I have decided to do something about it. So, here's the deal. If you would like to be a sperm donor you can donate all you want until I become pregnant."
"Somehow donating to a test tube doesn't sound all that appealing."
"Who said anything about test tubes? I believe in direct deposit."
"You are serious? This isn't some kind of a joke?"
"Nope, you can fuck me all you want until I become pregnant and then it stops."
"I suppose that some is better than none."
"Were you listening to what I said? I said I want babies, not a baby. That's plural Bobby and since I want all my children to have the same father you could end up fucking me off and on for years."
"Why me?"
"Because you resemble my husband. You are both about the same size; you both have brown eyes and brown hair and, truth be told, I've wanted to fuck you since we went together in college. What's your answer?"
"You haven't given me the conditions."
"Yes I have. There is only one. You only get to fuck me until I become pregnant and then you don't get anymore until I'm ready for the next baby."
"Then I guess the answer is yes providing you meet my conditions."
"And they are?"
"Nothing is off limits. I'll donate as much sperm as my body can produce, but not all of it will go into your pussy. I want your mouth and I want your ass."
She didn't even hesitate. She shoved her hand across the table at me and said, "Deal!"
"When do you want to start?" I asked.
"I gambled that you would say yes and I have already taken a room at the Hilton. After today we can use your place, okay?"
I could have cried. Deserae was an insatiable slut and she fucked my eyes out. And she could have been mine. If only I had been patient, willing to wait, willing to ask her to marry me she could have been mine. Well, the fact of the matter is that she wasn't mine, and never would be. But, I could have her for a while and with any luck the first couple of kids would be girls and her husband would keep pressing her to produce a male heir.
Author's note:
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"When do you want to start?" I asked.
"I gambled that you would say yes and I have already taken a room at the Hilton. After today we can use your place, okay?"
I said yes and we got up and headed for the room she had rented. As I watched her strip down I thought about how God did indeed move in mysterious ways. I'd thought about Deserae for years and I had never really forgiven her for the last night we had been together. She had been pulling my cock to her pussy that night and then to call me a bastard and a fucking oaf when it was all her fault? No, I owed the bitch something for that, but I never had expected to get the chance for some payback. When she was down to just her heels I told her to leave them on and to come over and suck my cock.
"I hope that it still tastes as good as it did in college," she said as she went to her knees in front of me.
"Take the first load in your mouth lover, I want my first time in your pussy to last for a long time."
"Me too" she said as her mouth swallowed the head of my cock.
As her hot mouth worked it's magic on me I thought back to the events of a year ago. I still remembered the day my wife told me that she was divorcing me, "I love you Bobby and it hurts me to do this, but I want babies, more than anything else I want babies and since you are sterile and can't give them to me I have no choice but to look for someone who can."
I wondered just how long I could fuck Deserae before she asked me to go get my sperm tested.
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Following family tradition David, as the youngest, said grace as the rest of the family sat with heads bowed and thought about what they were most thankful for. Well, almost everyone had their head down; mine was slightly elevated and my eyes were fixed on the spot halfway down the table where David's wife Shelly was sitting. Shelly was looking back at me with a small smile and as our eyes met she winked at me. I wondered what she was thinking; what she was being thankful for. I knew what I was thinking. I was thankful that my family was able to come together for this holiday, and that they were all in good health and leading happy lives. I was especially thankful for the two hours of wild sex I'd shared with Shelly when we had been alone in the house the previous day.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
David had graduated from college and had accepted a job offer from a firm in San Francisco. He'd been there almost a year when he called and told us that he had met the girl of his dreams and that after a whirlwind courtship they had been married in a civil ceremony at City Hall.
"She's great dad, you are going to love her. I'm bringing her home with me at Christmas."
I turned the phone over to my wife Jenny and she spent the next twenty minutes pumping David for information. For the next two weeks Jenny hustled and bustled about making plans and arrangements for the coming visit of her new daughter in law.
The day of David's arrival came and Jenny made a trip to the front window every fifteen minutes to look outside. I was in the basement drawing up plans to make it a finished basement when I heard Jenny call out, "They're here honey, David's here."
By the time I put the measuring tape and the plans away and got upstairs David and his bride were sitting on the couch. When I walked in David jumped up and hurried over to me and we engaged in a big bear hug and then he turned and said, "Dad, this is Shelly."
Shelly stood and offered me her hand and we exchanged all the pleasantries like, "So nice to meet you" and "I've heard so much about you" and then Jenny took over and they got into the mother in law/daughter in law ritual. "Where did you meet David" and "Was it love at first sight?" and on and on.
As David and I talked I glanced occasionally over at Shelly. David had done well for himself. Tall at 5'9'', 130 pounds well distributed and accented by long raven black hair and green eyes. I saw Shelly glance over at me and I turned back to my conversation with David.
I spent the afternoon working on my car and then headed into the house to take a shower and change clothes. As I was walking down the hallway toward my bedroom the door to the spare bedroom opened and I saw Shelly. Her hand reached out and grabbed my arm and she pulled me into the room, closed and locked the door. I was expecting it so I caught the hand as she swung it to slap my face.
"You rotten bastard. You miserable asshole. No note, no card, no phone call, and just an empty fucking apartment when I got home from work. How could you do something like that to me? I thought you cared for me."
Five years before, when Jenny and I had been living in Kansas City, I had caught her having an affair. I had moved out and two months later I'd met Shelly and we had started dating. We seemed to click and we moved in together. We had been living together for almost nine months when Jenny began her campaign to get me back. It took Jenny six months to convince me that it would be worth trying to put our marriage back together and one day when Shelly was at work I moved out. Three months later a job opportunity had me moving the family to Denver.
Shelly tried to slap me with her other hand and I caught that wrist also and then I stood there looking at her while holding both wrists. Shelly started weeping and I released her arms and pulled her to me and held her while she cried into my shoulder. When the sobs subsided I gently kissed her on the forehead.
"I did care for you. I cared deeply for you, but you knew that I loved my wife. It was you who kept telling me that I was going to go back to her. I know that I kept saying "No way in hell" and that you were wrong, but I guess you knew me better than I knew myself.
"As for the break? It had to be that way. Neither of us could have handled a lengthy goodbye. I felt that it would be best to make a clean, hard break and do it in such a way that it would make you mad. Make you mad enough to hate me; make you hate me enough to put me behind you so the you could get on with your life."
"Well it didn't work. I got mad all right, and I did get on with my life, but I never got over you. You were the yardstick I measured all other men against and they all came up lacking. It wasn't until I met David that I found some one I could live with and even then it was only because he reminded me so much of you. Funny, but I never even associated the last names until I saw you come into the room."
She pulled away from me, "We'd better go. It wouldn't do for us to be caught in here like this."
She stepped around me to the door and then quickly turned and took my head in her hands and kissed me. It was a long kiss and when her tongue slipped into my mouth I felt a tingle all the way down to my toes. Then Shelly broke the kiss, turned and left the room.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was Christmas Eve and Jenny had to go out and do some last minute shopping. David said he had some things that he needed and that he and Shelly would go with her. I was in the basement digging out the folding chairs we would need when the entire family arrived for Christmas dinner when I heard them leave. I was dusting off the chairs when I heard someone coming down the steps and I turned and saw Shelly standing there. She was smiling at me as she stood there in nylons, garter belt and high heels.
"As I remember it, this used to be your favorite outfit."
"I thought that you were going shopping?"
"I faked a headache so we could be alone. This might be my only chance at you and I didn't want to waste it."
"What about David?"
"Don't give me that crap lover; I felt your kiss all the way down to my knees and I felt that cock of yours get hard and push into my leg. You want this as much as I do. Besides, you owe Jenny."
"How do you figure that?"
"She ran around behind your back and going upstairs with me will even the score."
"I thought that I evened the score when I moved in with you."
"That didn't count because you had already left her. Now you are back together and this would be going behind her back and that will make you even."
"I like your logic, but I'm not sure that having an affair with my son's wife is a good idea whatever the logic."
"I might agree with you if we lived here and could see each other often, but in three days I will be going back to California and it could be years before we see each other again. Come on lover, you know you want it" and she turned and headed back up the stairs.
I watched her marvelous ass move as she went up the stairs and then I smiled and followed her.
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It's eight-thirty p.m., the outside temperature is sixteen degrees, there is a foot of snow on the ground and I'm in my bare feet running for my life. All because I like to kid around at work. That's right! I was just kidding around and here I am hoofing down the street with my shirt and coat in one hand and my shoes in the other while behind me a voice is shouting, "I'm going to kill you, you little cocksucker."
In twenty years, if I'm lucky and still alive, I'll probably look back on this and have a good chuckle. Yeah! Right!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The whole thing started because of kidding around at work. I'm one of three guys that work in an office with over thirty women, almost all of whom are fairly attractive. Almost all of them are married or have boyfriends, but so what? I can still look and appreciate and that's not going to cause problems, right? Now I'm kind of mediocre in the looks department, not bad mind you, but nothing special, and most of the women I work with wouldn't look twice at me outside of the workplace. But at work - a totally different story.
The other two guys are both over sixty and in really bad shape; one is eighty pounds overweight, has inch thick glasses and the worst case of BO you've ever seen. The other is tall and skinny, has a hearing aid in both ears, smokes three packs a day and has yellow teeth and fingers. Compared to them I make Russell Crowe look bad and as a result all of the flirting that goes on in the office is between the ladies and me.
Actually, flirting is the wrong word. There is nothing raunchier that an office full of women who have a man they can tease and torment. I hear, "Hey Robbie, getting any?" at least once a day and "Did you keep it in your pants last night?' runs a close second. Mondays are the worst because I get a lot of, "Hey Robbie, I got laid four times this weekend (or three or whatever). Did you get any?"
Friday is also a bad day because they tell me what they plan on doing over the weekend - in graphic detail. It took me working there awhile before I caught on to the fact that they were getting their jollies by making me blush and seeing me get flustered. Once I figured that out I started to give back as good as I got (even thought it usually wasn't true) which made things more interesting. To give an example, when I first started one of the girl's came up to me and said, "Robbie, I think I have a run in the back of my stocking. Would you look and see?" and then she pulled her skirt up so that I could see her panty-covered ass. I blushed, got all discombobulated, and walked away from her to a room full of laughter. Four months later, different girl, same situation, but that time I dropped to my knees and looked and said, "I don't see any run, but I do see what I would like for lunch," and then I stuck my tongue out and licked my lips. That time she was the one who walked away to the laughter.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One thing that I quickly discovered is that women talk among themselves even worse than guys do. They compare everything about their husbands and boyfriends, from the clothes they wear to their cock size, but contrary to what most guys think, cock size is not the most talked about item. The largest topic of conversation among women, at least where I work, is oral sex - not giving, but getting. Probably two-thirds of the ribald remarks made by the women where I work are of an oral sex nature and once I got over my initial awkwardness I started to play along. I'd tell them they looked good enough to eat and lick my lips and they would laugh and say things like, "If you really know how to use that tongue Robbie, I'll take you home with me," or "Damn Robbie, I wish my husband had a tongue like that."
There was lots of give and take like that in the office and it was that give and take that was my eventual undoing. One morning a girl named Vickie, who was one of the girls who used to tease me unmercifully, came in to work and I commented as I passed her in the hall, "Morning Vickie, looking good today!" and she said, "Shit Robbie, I look a mess and you know it."
I smiled at her and said, "Baby, on your worst day I'd eat you in a heartbeat. You're so fine I'd eat you after your old man finished doing you (the word "fuck" was hardly ever used in our office). She gave me a strange look and hurried off to her desk. The next day, during coffee break, Vickie came up to me and told me to follow her to the copy room. When we got there she told me that she had a surprise for me, "Close your eyes and don't look until I tell you."
I did as she asked, but watched through slittted eyelids as she ran her hand down inside the front of her skirt and when she brought the hand back out I could see that the fingers were wet. "Okay, you can open them now," and when I did she put a finger to my mouth and told me to lick it and I did. It tasted funny, kind of salty, but I didn't recognize the taste. Then Vickie said, "Now that you've tasted Harold's cum do you still want to eat me after he screws me?"
What I wanted to do was run to the bathroom and heave, but instead I gave her a smile and said, "Yum yum. When can I?"
She gave me a contemplative look and then said, "We'll see. Maybe soon," and then she walked off leaving me standing there with a churning stomach and a need to go and barf. You see, I had never tasted pussy before and I had certainly never tasted cum, and to be honest about it, I had never wanted to do either. But I knew that if I left the copy room and headed for the bathroom Vickie would see it and know what it meant and she would let the rest of the girls know and the laughter would be unbearable. The only thing I could do was tough it out so I went back to my desk by way of the coffeepot and hoped that black coffee would kill the taste of Harold.
It was two days later when Vickie asked me to join her for lunch. She said she wanted to out for lunch that day instead of eating in the cafeteria and she didn't like eating alone. She drove us to the Marriott, which had a pretty good restaurant, but when we went inside she went directly to the elevator. I followed along and when we got in the elevator she pushed the button for the fourth floor. Vickie saw the curiosity on my face and as the door open onto the fourth floor she fished a key out of her purse and said, "I registered on the way to work this morning," and she headed down the hall. Once inside the room she wasted no time; dropping her purse on the table she stepped out of her skirt and panties, sat down on the side of the bed and said, "Come on over here and lick my pussy."
I stood there, staring at her dumbly, and she said, "Come on Robbie, we don't have all day!"
Still I stood there.
"I thought you wanted this," she said, and then I think she suddenly realized what the look on my face meant and I think I saw understanding come into her eyes. She said, "You have never done this before, have you?"
I shook my head no.
"Well honey, I paid for the room and I'm not going to waste it."
She got off the bed and came over to me and undressed me, showing real surprise when my cock was exposed.
"Damn Robbie, why didn't you tell me you were so big. If I'd have known we would have done this a long time ago."
Well, never having played sports in school and thus having spent no time in the locker room and having had minimum exposure in the presence of other guys I had no way of knowing whether I was out of the ordinary in the cock department or not, but Vickie seemed to think I was. She pushed me back on the bed and then she bent over and took my cock in her mouth and started to suck it. I surprised her, and embarrassed myself, when I came in her mouth about fifty seconds later. She looked at me in surprise and said, "You're a virgin! I don't believe it! You're a virgin! Oh baby, are you going to have fun this afternoon. It's education time."
She kept sucking my cock and it got hard again and then she swung over me into a sixty-nine position and pushed her muff down into my face. Taking her mouth off my cock just long enough to tell me, "Just lick it baby, just do what comes naturally."
Even though the idea was repugnant to me I did as I was told, anything to keep her doing what she was doing to me, and I did want her to continue - oh yes indeedy I did! As soon as my tongue touched her pussy I knew that Harold had been there not too long ago and I resigned myself to the fact that I was going to have to learn to like the taste of Harold if I was to keep Vickie's magic mouth on my cock.
To shorten the story some I'll skip describing everything we did, but I will say we never made it back to work that day. In fact, we didn't get out of the hotel until after ten-thirty that night. She did teach me to eat her pussy that day, and every night for the next two months she followed me to my apartment and worked at continuing my education. Who knows how long things might have gone on between us had her husband not taken a promotion that necessitated their having to move to another state. Before she left Vickie did me one huge favor (and she didn't tell me she was going to do it) - she spread the word through the office that I was one hell of a good pussy eater, that I loved doing her just after she had been fucked by Harold, and that I had a great cock. The part about my loving to do her after Harold had been there wasn't true - I never did acquire a taste for Harold - it was just something I had to do to keep Vickie sucking my cock and trying to fuck my brains out. The upshot was that the girls started looking at me in a totally different way.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Bear in mind that I did not know what Vickie had done before she left so imagine my surprise when my customary kidding around began to get some very serious responses. I didn't go after them - they came after me! Inside of a year I'd had affairs with almost half the women in the office and what most of them wanted was to have their pussies eaten and, more to the point, they seemed to want it while they still had their husband's or boyfriend's friends fluids in them. I never did understand it and I never did come to like the taste of sperm, but I considered it the price I had to pay for a love life that most men would have died for. That is I never developed a taste for it until Lana.
Lana had the sweetest tasting pussy I'd ever buried my face in and I never knew whether it was just her or a combination of her and her husband. Lana got off big time on getting eaten just after she had been fucked by her husband. She drove a van to work every morning and she got herself fucked every morning just before leaving the house. We would both come to work an hour early and spent that hour in her van. Quite a few lunch hours were spent there too. I looked forward to burying my tongue in that sweet tasting swamp and the fact that she had her husbands cum in her didn't bother me at all. And could that woman fuck! Lana could control the muscles in her pussy and when I had my cock in her it felt like she had hands inside her that were milking me.
It was irrational of me, but I hated her husband because he had her and I didn't. I tried to get her to leave him and marry me, but I got nowhere. Lana was head over heels in love with her husband and I never did understand how that could be if she was with me every chance she got. One day Lana asked me if I would like to spend an entire night with her and naturally I jumped at the chance. Her husband was going out of town for a few days and Lana said I could stay with her the whole time he was gone.
I should have been smarter, but the lure of that sweet pussy blinded me to a rather well known fact - bad weather causes all kinds of problems with travel plans. I believe I've already mentioned the foot of snow? Well, it had just recently fallen. I was buried in Lana's pussy and was in mid-stroke when we heard the front door slam. "Lana? I'm home baby. The flight was cancelled."
I've never moved faster in my life. I was out of Lana and into my pants in no time. I grabbed my shirt, coat and shoes and headed out of the room praying that I could get to the back door before her husband could put down his bag and hang up his coat. Luckily Lana's house was a ranch style house so I wasn't trapped upstairs, but that's as far as my luck ran. I had just put my hand on the back door knob when I heard, "Hey you! What are you doing in my house? Hey! Stop!" but I was out the back door, down the steps and running between the neighbor's houses. I was terrified and the cold snow hadn't yet registered on my bare feet and I could hear him coming behind me. There was only room in my head for two thoughts - would I ever get a chance to eat or fuck Lana again, and could I outrun her husband.
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I should have known better. I should have remembered that old saying, "If it looks too good to be true, it is."
I was in love. She was damned near all I thought about with the exception of my studies and it didn't make sense to me. I prided myself on my intellect and my ability to think logically, but there wasn't anything logical about the way I felt about Althea. She was beautiful, smart and very popular and I was not. I wasn't a bed looking guy, but I was nothing exceptional. I was smart, but popular was something I had never been and probably would never be. Not that I didn't want to be, but for some reason shy, nerdy types like me were avoided. I didn't play sports; all I did was study and concentrate on my passion - computers and the wondrous things that you can do with them.
Althea changed boyfriends like I got haircuts - every couple of weeks. She went from guy to guy - all jocks and all what I have heard girls refer to as 'hunks' - like a honeybee flitting from flower to flower. At the time it didn't occur to me to wonder about the fact that maybe two-thirds of them were black. Outside of a couple of shared classes I had absolutely nothing in common with Althea so it was totally illogical of me to even waste a minute thinking about her. Still, for my sophomore and junior years I watched her and wished that I could be one of the guys she spent time with.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the start of my senior year when the miracle occurred. I was at the library doing research on a paper that I had to turn in. I was sitting at a table pouring over reference material when Althea walked up to the table and asked me if she could sit down. I was so surprised that I was tongue tied, but no way I was going to say no so I just motioned to one of the chairs.
"We hardly know each other" she said, "So you probably are not aware that I can sometimes be blunt almost to the point of being insulting. This is probably one of those times. Are you gay?"
I was caught totally off guard by the question and I just sat there opened mouthed and started at her. After an embarrassingly long silence she said, "Not a hard question, a simple yes or no would do."
"No, no I'm not" I managed to croak out.
"Next question. I've watched you watch me for the last couple of years now yet you have never any attempt to get to know me. Why is that?"
The situation was just so totally bizarre that I just sat there.
"Not much of a conversationalist are you. Well, let me give me my thoughts on it. I figured that it was one of two things. One, you were gay and you were watching me running around with the hunks that you wanted for yourself, but you say that you aren't gay so that takes me to number two. You are shy, shy and unsure of yourself. Shy with maybe a touch of an inferiority complex. Is that it? Too shy and afraid that you wouldn't measure up against football and basketball players?"
It was too much, too fast, and I was overwhelmed; the words just would not come out.
"Come on Herb, help me out here. Don't make me do it all."
"Do it all?" I managed to blurt out.
"Yes, do it all. You won't come to me so I had to come to you. I'm sitting here giving you opportunities up the kazoo to jump in and say something, but you are just sitting there like a lump. You are not doing my ego much good here Herb."
"I'm sorry, I...I... just don't know what to say."
"Not used to forceful, assertive women Herb, or just not used to women at all?"
"I...I... I haven't much experience with women."
"Okay, I guess I will have to do it all."
She slid a piece of paper across the table to me, "That's my address. Pick me up at seven. I have a party to go to and I need an arm to hang on."
"I...I can't. I have a paper due and I need to finish it tonight."
"Bullshit Herb. Your GPA is a solid four point oh and you are the darling of every professor whose class you take. You could turn in a paper that simply said, "I hate this class" and you would still get an A on it. Seven Herb" and she stood up and gathered up her purse and her books. She turned to go and then she turned back to me.
"And Herb? Wear a tie. First dates need to be just a touch formal, don't you think?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I watched her walk away and wondered just what in the hell had happened.
I was there to pick her up at seven and I did wear a tie. We went to the party and I spent four hours being stared at by people who were just as curious about what was going on as I was. A couple of times a guy tried to separate Althea from me and get her to leave with him, but she just said that she didn't think that her boyfriend would like that. Boyfriend? I was absolutely lost about what was going on.
The party over I took Althea home and walked her to her door. She smiled, patted me on the cheek and said, "I don't kiss on the first date Herbie; it gives the guy something to look forward to on the next date. For us that will be day after tomorrow. Dinner and a movie. Pick me up at six" and she went inside.
Since it was only Wednesday (Thursday early AM actually) I had a day and a half to try and figure what was going on, but by five o'clock on Friday evening I still didn't have a clue. I suppose that I could have just come out and asked her, but why should I do that? For years I had watched her with no expectation of ever even speaking to her and here she was telling people that I was her boyfriend. I was going to jeopardize that? No way. I might only last a week or maybe not even that long, but I was going to take what I could get.
I was there to pick her up at five-fifty and her hello was accompanied by a bemused smile.
"A little eager are we?"
"No, I just hate to be late."
"It's a good trait Herbie, being eager I mean. I've made reservations at Lascars and I hope you like 'chic flicks' because I'm dying to see First Wives Club."
She looked at her watch and then at me and smiled as she said, "Don't worry Herbie, I didn't order your entr‚e too."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dinner was nice and we used the time to find out more about each other. The movie wasn't my cup of tea, but I would have happily sat through a foreign film with sub-titles as long as I could be with Althea. When I took her home and walked her to her door she thanked me for a lovely time, gave me a kiss that turned my bones to jelly and told me to pick her up at one on Saturday. I drove to my place with a head full of thoughts and questions and the only thing I was sure about was that I was totally confused. The girl of my dreams had taken me out on two dates and had just set up a third one and I had not even asked her out for the first time. What's more, as I recall it, I never did ever ask her out. Althea ended every date we had setting up the next one. She took charge of my life and I was so happy that I never said a word, never questioned it, not once.
The next four dates ended with kisses on her front porch, each one just a little longer than the previous one. The next dozen or so ended with necking sessions in the car that seemed to get hotter and hotter until one night she unbuttoned her blouse to show me that she wasn't wearing a bra. She took my hands and carried them to her breasts, "Show them that you like them Herbie." I played with them for a while and then Althea pulled my head down to them.
"Work the nipples Herbie, lick my nipples."
I did and she started moaning and her hands grabbed the back of my head and held me to her. I moved a hand up her leg and she slapped it away, "Don't get greedy Herbie, all in good time."
The next three dates ended the same way - I got to pay homage to her tits - but the next one, when I reached for her breasts, she pushed my hands away. "No Herbie, not tonight. Tonight it is your turn" and her hand went for my fly, she pulled down the zipper and reached inside for my cock. Things moved quickly after that. I got a hand job on that night and on the next two. Then one night I picked her up and as we headed for the car Althea asked me for the keys.
"I'll drive tonight Herbie."
Fifteen minutes later we were in a motel parking lot. I looked over at her and she looked back at me and smiled, "It is called escalation Herbie, moving on to bigger and better. You aren't a virgin, are you?"
The look on my face answered that one only too well.
"Good! I love taking cherries and teaching guys the right way to do things."
I don't know why, but those words and the tone of voice she used in saying them made me finally ask the question that had been waiting to be asked since that day in the library.
"What is going on here Althea?"
"It is a compatibility check Herbie."
"Compatibility check? I don't understand."
"In almost all areas you are a perfect fit for me Herbie. The only thing left for me to check is whether or not we are sexually compatible."
"And if we aren't?"
"Then obviously I won't marry you."
She opened the door and started to get out of the car, "Come on Herbie, let's see if we have a future."
We were married two months after graduation.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Almost everyone who knows Althea and me considers me pussy whipped. It is true, but at the same time it isn't. Yes, I do appear to be subservient to Althea's wishes and desires. "Yes dear" and "Of course dear" play a large part in my conversations with Althea, both in public and at home, but it is not because I am pussy whipped, it is because I just don't care or because it just doesn't matter. I was in the market for a new car and Althea picked out the one that I bought.
"It gives great gas mileage and has a very high safety rating, and besides, it fits the image you need to project if you want to get ahead at work."
What did I care? I'd never had any particular interest in cars and the one she picked got me from point A to point B just fine. She picked out my clothes, but as far as I was concerned that just meant that I didn't have to do it. If she had said, "Herbie, I'm going to paint the dining room walls black, put two white horizontal stripes through the middle of it and a yellow vertical stripe just to the right of center" I would have said, "That's nice dear" because I just did not care about things like that.
The friends we had were the ones she picked for us, but so what? I'd never had many friends anyway. Althea picked our activities and again, so what? Before we got married I'd never done much except study and play with computers so whether it was opera or line dancing it was all new to me and if it kept Althea happy, I was happy. Althea got her way ninety percent of the time and always it was over things that I just did not care about. Althea did not get her way when it did come to things I cared about and that is what counted for me. When I furnished my home office Althea wanted cherrywood for the desk and bookshelves and I wanted oak so oak is what I got. For our home computer Althea wanted a Mac and I wanted an IBM clone so a clone is what we got. So I got my way on the things that counted to me and Althea got her way on all the rest. If that makes me seem pussy whipped or hen pecked so be it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The marriage was trouble free, from my standpoint anyway, for eight years, seven months and two days and then I made the mistake of coming home unexpectedly. Not that I would have called ahead anyway because Althea was supposed to be at work. I'd gone to an early lunch with my boss and something that I ate apparently gave me a slight touch of food poisoning and the boss told me to take the rest of the day off. When I got home Althea'' car was in the driveway and I wondered why she was at home and not at work. I didn't have to wonder long because as soon as I opened the front door I heard, "...me damn it, fuck me hard."
I quietly closed the door and went and looked in the living room. Althea was bent over the arm of the couch. Her dress was up around her waist, her panty was dangling from her left foot and a black man was fucking her from behind. I watched as the black man pounded into Althea's pussy and she urged him on.
"Hurry lover, hurry, make me cum. We have to get back to work, hurry baby, get me off, hurry."
I should have been mad. I suppose that I should have exploded in anger and rushed into the room, but I didn't. I leaned against the doorframe and watched. Finally the black man noticed me and he abruptly stopped fucking Althea and pulled out. He set himself in a stance to ward off an attack and waited for me to do something. As soon as he stopped fucking her and pulled out Althea started crying, "Don't stop damn it, I'm almost there, don't stop, get me off."
When he didn't answer or come back Althea lifted herself up and looked over her shoulder and saw me. Her face went pale. She got up off the couch and said, "We need to hurry back to work Jerome" as she straightened her dress and pulled on her panties. Then she looked at me and said, "This is nothing for you to worry about Herb. We will talk about it when I get home from work tonight."
"Nothing for me to worry about? I come home and fi..."
"Not now Herb, I have to get back to work. Tonight we will talk" and she headed for the front door. Jerome kept a wary eye on me as he followed her and I could not resist a little sarcasm.
"Be cool dude. You heard her, It's nothing for me to worry about and we are going to talk about it when she gets home."
As I watched Althea back down the driveway I wondered why I wasn't more upset about the situation than I was. I think it was because the moment I saw Jerome ram his cock in Althea I realized that we were never supposed to get together in the first place. Something had shifted in the space/time continuum just long enough to knock things off their planned course. Althea was supposed to keep hanging with her black football and basketball players and I was probably supposed to stay a confirmed bachelor, but something weird happened and Althea ended up at my library table.
Well, it was easily enough corrected. I would see a lawyer in the next day or two and get the ball rolling, but first I had to figure out what I was going to do to Althea and quite possibly Jerome if he was stupid enough to keep hanging around. Althea was about to see a side of her husband that she never knew existed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In keeping with the calm way that Althea had reacted when I caught her in the act of cuckolding me and my own demeanor after catching them, I had dinner ready and waiting when she got home, complete with a bottle of wine opened and 'breathing' on the kitchen counter. I assumed that Althea would keep to her regular schedule, especially in light of what had happened and she didn't disappoint me. Show no fear could have been her motto. She entered the kitchen calm and self assured as always, saw the preparations that I had made and I saw just the faintest trace of a smile at the corner of her eyes and I could read her mind - "This is going to be easier than I thought."
She poured herself a glass of wine, took a sip and said, "I'm sorry that you had to walk in on that today, but you never come home during the day. Still, I should have planned for something like that, it's just that motel rooms are just so tacky."
"I'm sorry that I walked in on it too. Motel rooms might be tacky, but I would have much rather have had you suffer through tacky than for me to come home to what I came home to. It isn't every day that a man who thought he was happily married comes home to find out that he isn't."
"Herbie, I told you that you had nothing to worry about. I have no intention of leaving you for Jerome. My god Herbie, it was just a fling. You are my man Herbie and you should know that. I love you and you should know that too."
"That was a very strange way of displaying your love for me."
"I said I was sorry and I am. I should have taken Jerome to a motel or a hotel."
"How long has it been going on?"
"Jerome? About two weeks now."
"The way you answered that makes me think that Jerome isn't the first."
Althea was silent for a moment or two and then she said, "He isn't."
"How many and for how long?"
I don't remember how many right off hand, but it has been going on since before I met you."
"Would you care to explain that?"
"Not really, but I guess I have to. It goes all the way back to high school. I went to a victory party after a football game and had a bit too much to drink. I woke up the next morning between two black football players. As soon as I was awake they treated me pretty much the same as they had when I was drunk, like a white trash whore. I can't explain why it turned me on, but it did and I've had a taste for black meat ever since.
"So why did you marry me if what you really wanted was black men?
"At first it didn't matter Herb. I only married you for your potential. As far as looks go you weren't bad, but you weren't all that great either. All the guys I ran with in college had it all over you in the looks department. Good looking, hard bodies, good in the sack, but that was all they had. I could predict the future for every one of them. They would become gas station attendants, convenience store clerks and used car salesmen. A couple would have gone into professional sports, blown out a knee and ended up selling real estate. I didn't want that. I wanted some one who was going to make something of himself. I looked around and there you were and I went after you. I'd have my security and I'd have my hard bodies on the side.
"Then things got complicated. I fell in love with you. What complicated things even more was that I found out that even though I loved you I couldn't break myself away from my hard bodies. And I found out that it wasn't just the hard bodies I couldn't break away from, it was black hard bodies. I don't know if it was the black/white taboo thing or what, but I was hung up on black men.
"The first year of our marriage I fought off the urge, but every time I saw a black man I would feel a tingle in my crotch and then one day I ran into one of my old boyfriends at Wal-Mart, he was working there - I had read his potential right - and we ended up at a motel. When I came home that night I felt guilty as hell and even though you didn't know I'd cheated on you I did my best to fuck your eyes out to make it up to you. You never suspected a thing and I let it happen again and I've been doing it ever since, but I swear to you Herb, they don't mean shit to me. They are just feeding my habit. You are my man Herb, you are the one I love and want to live my life with.
"So the entire we have been married you have been hanging horns on me with niggers."
"No, not the entire time. It is an occasional thing. I know that it is self-destructive behavior so I quit doing it, but after five or six months the craving drives me crazy and I find a black man and have an affair. After a couple of weeks I break it off and in six or so months the cycle starts all over again. It is just a fling Herbie. It doesn't threaten our marriage at all. If anything, it helps."
"Oh? And may I ask just how?"
"Whenever I'm having one of my flings the number of times you and I have sex in a week increases."
"And that is because it turns you on to be giving me sloppy seconds?"
"No Herbie, I would never do that to you. Well, that's not exactly true. It did happen once and I felt so guilty about it that I never let it happen again. I always shower and douche before I come to you Herbie, always. The reason it causes our sex life to increase is because I leave my black lover knowing that all he is is a fuck, but that I'm going home to a man whom I love and who is going to make fantastic love to me. This isn't about hurting you or shaming you. I love you Herb, I really do. My thing for blacks is just an itch that I have to occasionally scratch. We have been together almost nine years Herb and it has been going on all that time and it hasn't hurt us a bit and there is no reason that it should bother us now that you know."



"That sounds suspiciously like you intend to keep on doing it."
"Of course I do Herb. I already pointed out that it hasn't hurt us."
"So I'm just supposed to say "Yes dear" and turn a blind eye to it?"
"Yes honey, exactly."
"Just what kind of man do you think I am Althea? You really think I can just sit back and let you fuck blacks whenever you feel like it?"
"Yes Herb, that is exactly what I think. You love me and if you expect to keep me you will indulge me my little quirk."
"So you don't really love me after all."
"Don't be silly baby, of course I do."
"You just as good as told me that if I don't let you fuck blacks you are going to leave me. That sure is some strong love you got if you can do that."
Althea looked at me for a moment or two and then she stood up. "I'm going upstairs to shower and douche. You want me to wear my heels when you come up to make love to me?"
This was not ending the way I wanted and I needed to change the mood in order for what I wanted to do to work. "We aren't done here yet Althea. We still have something that needs to be talked about."
"What?"
"Haven't you wondered why I didn't lose it when I came in a found you with Jerome?"
"No, I can't say that I did. You have always been a calm and rational person Herb, it is one of your strengths."
"Rationality had nothing to do with it Althea. The fact is that I found the black skin on white skin to be very erotic and the entire time I watched I wished that you and Jerome had been completely naked instead of just partially."
"Really? It turned you on?"
"So much so that I want to see it again."
"What do you mean?"
I mean I want to watch you and Jerome go at it naked. I want to watch from start to finish."
Althea looked at me with a look of amazement on her face. "Oh my god Herbie. All these years and I never knew that you had a kinky side."
"I didn't know either until my dick got hard watching you and Jerome. When did you plan on seeing him again?"
"Tomorrow at lunch."
"No, not at lunch. Call him and tell him that we fought when you got home and that I moved out. Then bring him home from work with you tomorrow after work. You can fuck him all night if you want, I just want to be able to watch."
"I don't know if I can get him to go for that."
"He'll never know I'm here. I'll be watching from the closet."
"You have any more surprises for me Herbie? Would you like me now before I shower? Would you like sloppy seconds? Maybe you would like to eat my pussy before I douche?"
"No, I don't think so. One small step at a time. Let's see how I feel after watching you and Jerome."
"Okay Herbie, you got it, but you still haven't answered my question."
"What question was that?"
"You want me in heels after I shower and douche?"
I looked at her and quickly decided that since it was going to be the last time and since I needed for her to be in the right frame of mind when she brought Jerome home I should do my best to make her feel comfortable with the situation.
"Heels Althea, heels, nylons and garter belt."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was watching from the bedroom window when Althea pulled into the drive and I saw her and Jerome get out of the car. I moved into the closet and waited and in about five minutes the two of them came into the bedroom. I watched as they engaged in some steamy French kissing and as Althea did a strip tease for her black lover. Once she was naked she went over to Jerome and knelt down in front of him and helped him get his trousers and briefs off. The minute his cock leapt free she captured it with her mouth and I do have to admit that it was erotic as hell and it did make my cock hard, but I wasn't in the closet for voyeurism, I was in there for payback!
I waited until Jerome was naked and the both of them were on the bed before I came out of the closet. Althea was the first to see me and her face lost its color at the sight of the gun.
"Herb, wha..."
"Just shut the fuck up you cheating whore."
"But you sa..."
"Forget what I said Althea. You've been lying to me for nine years now so you can't get upset if I lie to you."
I waved the gun at Jerome and tossed two sets of handcuffs to Althea.
"Lie face down on the bed Jerome and stretch your arms out to the bed posts. Althea, you take the cuffs and cuff his wrists to the bed posts."
"Hey man, no fucking way I'm going along with this shit."
"You go along Jerome, or you die. Here's the way it goes down if you don't do what I tell you. The gun can't be traced back to me so here is the story I tell the cops when they come to haul your dead body away. I came home from work and I found a nigger raping my wife. I rushed him and he snatched up the gun that he had used to force my wife to undress. I got to him before he could fire at me and we struggled and the gun went off. The shot went wild and killed my wife and then I got the gun away from the rapist and backed away from him and told him to lie down on the floor and spread eagle himself while I called the cops. Instead he rushed me and I shot him. I didn't mean to kill him, just wound him, but I'm not that experienced with firearms and I ended up shooting him dead."
"It will never work man. Too many people at work know that your old lady is fucking me."
"People at work Jerome, but not the poor husband whose back you have been going behind. He doesn't know that you weren't raping her and that the gun was for your protection in case I came home early. I really thought she was being raped. I'm betting I can pull it off Jerome. You want to bet otherwise that's up to you, but you'll be dead so you won't ever know if you won the bet, will you?"
Althea was sobbing and she cried, "You won't hurt me Herb, you can't hurt me. You love me Herb, please, you love me and you won't hurt me."
"Sorry Althea, but is up to your boyfriend here. For my story to work you have to be dead."
"Oh God. Do what he says Jerome, please do what he says."
Jerome gave me a hard look, "This ain't going to end good for you white boy. No matter what you do sooner or later I'm going to fuck you up."
"I'm just terrified Jerome. Now, on the bed face down" and I clicked the hammer back on the gun, "Or die."
He gave me a mean look, but he did what I told him. Althea cuffed him to the bed and then I had her sit in a chair and I cuffed her to it. Althea was still crying and she wanted to know what I was going to do.
"I'm going to show Jerome what happens when somebody fucks around with something that was mine."
I went back in the closet and came out with a bag. I took a beer bottle and a tube of KY out of the bag and set them on the nightstand.
"You ever been fucked in the ass Jerome?"
He started to struggle and thrash around, but his wrists were too tightly secured to the bedposts.
"Here's the way it is going to work Jerome. See this beer bottle? Notice the chip on the lip of the bottle and the crack in the neck? I had to work on thirty-one bottles Jerome, just to get one the way I wanted it. I'm going to do one of two things here. I'm going to fuck your ass with this beer bottle until my arms get tired. I'm hoping that it will break while I'm doing it and that it cuts the hell out of your insides. You I expect, will be praying to God that it doesn't break."
I held the bottle in front of his face and tapped the neck of the bottle with the gun barrel and the crack lengthened. "Damn, I'd better not do that any more. I want it to break inside you, not outside." I reached for the tube of KY, "At least I'm not going to ram it in dry Jerome."
"Hey man, don't do this. It ain't right man, it ain't fair. She come after me man, I didn't go chasing after her. It ain't right that you do this to me."
"Sorry Jerome, but you fucked my wife and even after I found out about it yesterday you were still going to do her again at lunch today. You fuck my wife, you pay the price."
"No man, not that, please man, don't do that. I'll do anything man, but don't do nothing with the beer bottle."
"Anything Jerome? Okay, I'll give you a choice. You fucked my wife so I'm going to fuck you - that's a given Jerome - either with my cock or with the beer bottle. Does that sound better Jerome? Would you rather I cornhole you than fuck you with a beer bottle?"
"Oh man, please man, don't do this to me."
"Your choice Jerome, strictly your choice."
I opened the tube of KY and started spread some on the neck of the bottle and then I grabbed the cheek of his ass.
"OH God man, no, not the beer bottle man, not the fucking bottle."
"Does that mean you are choosing my dick?"
"Not the bottle man, please, not the bottle."
"Tell me Jerome" I said as I ran the neck of the bottle over the bare skin of his ass.
"Your dick man, use your dick."
"Say it like you really mean it Jerome."
"Use your dick man. Fuck my ass with your dick."
"Say please Jerome."
"Please man, fuck my ass with your dick."
When it was over I walked over to Althea. "Now it's your turn. Clean my cock" and I pushed my slime-covered cock at her face.
"No!" she said as she turned her face away. I grabbed a handful of her hair and turned her face back to me and then I pinched her nose till she opened her mouth to breathe and then I shoved my filthy cock into the open hole.
"The sooner you get it done the sooner the ordeal is over."
I had both hands on the back of her head to keep her from getting away.
"Do it the easy way or I hold you and just fuck your face. Do it the easy way and you have some control. I do it and it is liable to hurt when I try to shove myself all the way down your throat. Blink your eyes three times if you want control."
A couple of seconds went by and then she blinked three times. I told her to get to it and I kept her at it until I felt the twitch that told me that my cock wanted to get hard again and then I pulled it out of her mouth. I walked over to the closet and reached up on the shelf for the video camera I had set there and I brought it out and showed it to Jerome.
"When I get done doing the edit all you will see is you asking me to take your ass and then me doing it while you lay there taking it. If I ever see you again Jerome the tape will go public. I'll flood your work place with copies and I'll put it up on the Internet. I'll find out who your friends are and I send all of them copies. Get scarce and stay scarce Jerome."
I unlocked the cuffs holding Althea to the chair and then I gave her the keys to Jerome's cuffs.
"Unlock him, get dressed and then both of you get out of here."
I walked out of the bedroom and went down the stairs and went into the den. I sat in the chair with the gun ready and waited to see if Jerome was stupid enough to come after me. Ten minutes later I heard the front door open and then close and then I heard a car door slam. I watched from a window as the two of them drove off together.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was propped up in bed reading a book when I heard a car pull in the drive and then the front door open and close. I heard steps coming up the stairs and, since I still expected Jerome to do something stupid, I reached over to the nightstand and got the gun. I put it under the covers, but pointing in the direction of the bedroom door and waited. The door opened and Althea walked in, stopped and looked at me.
"I never knew that you could be such a bastard."
"You never gave me call to be one before."
"Did you have to humiliate Jerome like that?"
"Yep."
"For God's sake why? He was telling you the truth. I did go after him, he didn't come after me."
"Hold out your left hand." Althea did it and I asked, "What do you see?"
"What am I looking for?"
"Why don't you tell me what you see."
"Just my weddi...oh."
"That's right, your wedding rings. Right there where Jerome could see them. You might have gone after him, but he knew you were married and he fucked you anyway. Fucking another man's woman can be a chancy business. He got lucky; some other husband might have killed him."
"You know that it will be very awkward for me to work with him now."
"Not my problem."
"What you made me do was disgusting. How could you have done something like that to me?"
"You're lucky that that is all I did. Why are you here? When I gave you the keys to set Jerome loose I specifically said for both of you to get out."
"Yes you did, but that was heat of the moment Herbie, you know that you really didn't mean it."
"Of course I meant it Althea. You have lied to me for almost nine years now and you have been cheating on me just as long. I don't need you in my life anymore."
"Look Herb, I know that it isn't going to be easy, but we will get by this. I do love you, even if you don't believe it right this moment, and I'm keeping you."
I started to say something, but Althea held up her hand, "Don't bother Herb, it will be a waste of time and breath. We both know that you love me and that I usually get what I want so don't try to fight it. I'm not letting you get away from me. You can tell me to leave, but I won't. If you leave I will just follow. I'm keeping you Herbie, get used to it. It will take a lot of hard work on my part, but I will prove to you that you are mine and that I am yours. Junkies have kicked the drug habit and alcoholics do stop drinking. I know that there is no such thing as Black Men Anonymous to help me get over my craving for black meat, but I will get over it, I swear it."
She started to undress.
"Is it too soon for you to want to make love to me? I hope not; watching Herbie the bastard in action made me horny."
She climbed on the bed, "Scoot over" she said as she reached for my cock.
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Betsy had been my wife's best friend all through high school and college and Madge had taken it pretty hard when Betsy had married and moved to New York. The two had kept in constant touch, but Madge had not seen Betsy in almost five years. Last Saturday Betsy had called to say that her husband Rick would be coming to town on business and she had talked him into bringing her along. Madge naturally insisted that they stay with us and for the next two days she bustled around the house getting ready for company. Madge met their flight on Monday and brought them to our house.
I've known Betsy almost as long as Madge, but we were just friends, not good friends, if you know what I mean, but I'd never met her husband until now. As we were introduced I had the distinct impression that he was sizing me up, but I put the thought out of my mind when I got a good look at Betsy. She had changed - dramatically. She'd lost a good sixty pounds and you could see evidence of a lot of time spent in a gym. She was, what some of my younger co-workers would call, a 'hard body'. Her personality had also undergone a major change. She was no longer the constantly insecure girl she used to be; that person had been replaced by a very confident, self assured woman.
The evening was spent drinking wine, talking about old times, and in the case of Rick and I, getting to know each other. We had several mutual interests and as we discussed them I again got the feeling that I was being 'measured'. At eleven we all hit the sack since Rick's first client meeting was at eight the next morning. We gave him Madge's car to use and Madge and Betsy planned to drop me at work and then use my car to go shopping. That night I was surprised to see Betsy waiting for me when I got off work. She told me Madge was working on dinner and so she had volunteered to pick me up.
"Actually," she said, "I'm glad it worked out this way because I needed a chance to talk to you alone. I looked at her questioningly and she went on, "In fact, you are the reason that I came on this trip with Rick."
She had my full attention now. "I need you to promise me that what I say here will go no farther - not even to Madge."
I frowned at that - Madge and I have no secrets from each other and I told Betsy that.
"If the outcome of this little talk goes the way I hope it will, I'll tell Madge everything myself. If it doesn't, then she doesn't need to know. Please?"
I considered it a moment and then I said ok. "I want you to fuck me - while Rick watches!"
It was a damned good thing that she was driving, because had I been I would have run us right off the road and killed us both.
"You can't be serious," I said.
"Oh, but I am. Hear me out. For the last two years Rick has been after me to satisfy his favorite fantasy. He wants to watch me have sex with another man. At first I told him no, but he has constantly been after me to do it and it has finally reached a point where I have to do it or tell him to take a hike. The problem is that I love him even if he is being an asshole about this and I really don't want a divorce. When I finally told him I would do it, I told him it would only happen under certain conditions. It couldn't be anyone that we knew, it would have to be done away from home, and I would have to be comfortable with whomever we chose. I have not been able to find anyone who fits my requirements, but ever since I told Rick I would do it he's been even worse at bothering me to get it on with someone. When he told me about this trip I jumped at the chance to come with him. You are an attractive man and I've known you for years and I trust you. So I'm asking you for your help. Will you please fuck me?"
I was still shaking my head in amazement when she asked the question. "What about you not doing it with someone you know?"
"That only meant back home. If things didn't go right I didn't want to be in a position where I had to continually see the other person."
I do have to admit that this 'new and improved' Betsy was a turn on, but I was a happily (and faithful) married man. "I'm flattered that you thought of offering yourself to me, but I've never cheated on Madge before, and as delicious as you look I don't think I can start now."
Betsy smiled at me and said, "I knew you would say that. Next question - would you if Madge said it was okay?"
That was an easy one, "In a heartbeat Betsy, in a heart beat."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And I would have to, but there was no way that Madge was ever going to agree to something like that. The next day was a repeat of the previous day except that both Madge and Betsy picked me up after work. I t was a quiet ride home and I thought the reason might be that Betsy had talked to Madge about what she wanted me to do. Dinner was also a subdued affair, and I was not surprised when Madge pleaded a headache and retired early. I kept our guests company for a while and then I also went to bed. I found Madge staring at the ceiling and I no sooner sat down on the bed when she said, Did you really tell Betsy that you would like to have sex with her if it was okay with me?"
I repeated the conversation that I'd had with Betsy and told Madge that I had told Betsy I would if she could talk Madge into it, "But that was just because she is your best friend. I couldn't just say 'hell no!' I knew there was no way it would ever happen and I wanted to leave her with some dignity. I mean it had to be hard for her to ask me that."
It was a good five minutes before Madge spoke again, "She says she loves him and doesn't want to lose him, but she says that if things keep going the way they are the marriage is going to end in divorce. She thinks her only way out is someone like you." Several more minutes of silence. "She is my oldest and dearest friend and I want to help her save her marriage, but how can I say, "Sure - go ahead and fuck my husband. I can't."
Wisely, I kept my mouth shut.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning Madge drove me to work and when we got there she shut off the engine and sat staring out the windshield. She turned to me and said, "I've decided to let you do it. Betsy will pick you up tonight and the two of you can work things out. I'll go visit my mother tonight."
I didn't need to be a rocket scientist to know the response to that, "No way baby. The only reason that I said I would do it was because I knew there was no way in hell that you would agree. You are not going to dump this on me. If you are going to use me to save your friends marriage then it is going to be with your complete and wholehearted support. You are damn well going to have to tell me to do it and then convince me that it is not going to have an adverse effect on our marriage. I'll see you tonight" and I got out of the car.
That night Betsy was waiting for me when I got off work. When I got in the car she handed me an envelope with my name written on the front in Madge's handwriting. I opened it and read:
Please! Do it for me. Love, Madge
I looked at Betsy and she smiled at me nervously. "Are you really sure you want to do this?" I asked.
"I have to" she replied.
"Okay" I said, "I guess all that's left is to work out the mechanics of it. I'm not sure that I'll be able to get it up with Rick there watching, after all, I've never done this before. I think it would be best if we started and then have him come in the room."
Betsy told me to do it anyway I wanted to just so we could get it done and she could get on with her life in a normal fashion.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two things I learned that night - Madge didn't have a clue when it came to giving blow jobs, and that I was an exhibitionist. Betsy started us off by giving me the greatest blowjob I'd ever received - she could have made a fortune doing nothing but sucking cock. I settled into a sixty-nine with her that I enjoyed so much that I didn't really want to stop. Rick came in and took a seat and I didn't even notice him come in. When we finally broke the sixty-nine I saw him for the first time, sitting in the chair with a big smile on his face and stroking his dick and for some strange reason that inspired me. Betsy and I bounced all over that bed for over an hour. She had multiple orgasms, but I could not cum. I fucked Betsy as hard and fast as I could, but I could not get my rocks off; every time I got close I would glance over and see Rick and think to myself, "Oh no. I'm not going to cum and turn her over to you" and then I would keep on fucking Betsy. Finally Betsy told me to stop because she had to use the bathroom. While she was gone I lay on the bed with my hardon pointing at the ceiling and wondering if it would ever go down.
Betsy came back and took some lotion from the bedside table and coated my dick with it, and then she swung over me and impaled herself on my dick. She rode me for another twenty minutes and I still hadn't cum. The whole time Rick sat in the chair and stroked his dick. As far as I could tell he was saving himself for Betsy and I think she knew it because she finally told me that she'd had enough, but that she would get me off with her mouth or hands. As she lowered her mouth to my dick two things happened at once: Rick entered her from behind, took a dozen strokes, and then exploded in her. And Madge came out of the closet from where she had witnessed everything. She approached the bed, knelt beside Betsy, and then the two of them alternated sucking my cock. I still hadn't come and Betsy eventually abandoned the effort and she and Rick headed for their bedroom. As soon as they were gone Madge pulled me onto her and said, "Fuck me baby. God, I'm so hot, fuck me."
It only took me a dozen strokes before I emptied all the stored up cum into my wife. Later, as we lay relaxing, Madge said to me, "That was the most erotic thing that I have ever seen. I was so hot that I almost came out of the closet to go after Rick's cock." I looked at her with a question on my face and she read it right away, "No, I don't want him, but I do want to watch you and Betsy again."
I called in sick for the rest of the week and Betsy and I fucked up a storm with Madge watching during the day, and Rick and Madge watching at night.
Rick and Betsy's marriage lasted another eight months. He loved watching her so much that he kept pushing at her to do it again. The straw that broke the camel's back was when he brought three guys home with him one night and told her to fuck them. She refused and moved out. She's back here now, living in our spare bedroom while she looks for a place of her own, and sharing me with Madge. She has given me as a reference and I've told the last five people who have called that she is a slob, keeps a filthy house, has loud parties, and has a constant stream of men going in and out at all hours of the day and night. I'm no fool - I'm keeping her in the spare bedroom for as long as I can. And the best part? Madge doesn't mind at all.
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It was a birthday party for Bernie and we were having it at the Landing Strip Lounge. There were maybe fifteen of us crowded around four tables in the back and away from the dance floor. The party had started at eight and was rolling right along. I was more of an observer than a participant because I'm a non-drinker; everybody else was on alcohol and you could see them all loosening up as the evening progressed. Bernie was getting shit-faced because everybody was buying him drinks including a lot of people who knew him, but who were not actually at the table with us. Bernie's wife Maggie was putting away her fair share, but on her it looked good. Maggie got real loose when she drank and it showed up when she was on the dance floor. Maggie made "Dirty Dancing" look tame. If you went out on the floor with Maggie it was a given that you would return to the table with a lump in your trousers. It happened to me several times that night and I got nasty looks each time from my wife Stella. Stella was putting away a little more than her fair share and producing a fair amount of hard dicks herself when she hit the floor. I guess she figured it was all right for her because she was drinking, but not okay for me because I wasn't.
By last call there were only two of us in any shape to drive; several thought they were and we tried to convince them otherwise and failed, among them Bernie and Maggie. But I can't save the whole world so that night I opted to save Bernie and his wife. Several people wanted to party on and Stella suggested that we take the party to our house. Mike, who was the only other guy fit to drive, had a Suburban so I told him to take Stella and the others who wanted to party to my house and I'd meet them there as soon as I dropped off Bernie and Maggie. Dave offered to go with me in case I needed help in getting Bernie into his house. Maggie wasn't happy about it, she wanted to keep on partying, but I wasn't going to take them to my place, carry Bernie in and then carry him back out at the end of the party and drive them home. Besides, Maggie was so fucked up I wasn't even sure she would still be awake by the time we reached her place. We put Bernie in the front with me and Dave got in the back with Maggie and we headed on out.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It is about a half-hour drive from the Strip to Bernie's place and maybe five minutes into the ride I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being operated. I looked in the rear view mirror and saw that Maggie's tits were exposed and in Dave's hands and that Dave's cock was exposed and in Maggie's hands. I was about to say something, but then figured what the hell, they were both grownups and consenting adults so I kept my mouth shut. Neither one was paying any attention to me so I adjusted the rear view so I could watch what was going on. I'd always know that Maggie had nice tits from the way she looked in sweaters, blouses and tee shirts, but exposed they just about took your breath away. They were cone-like with half-inch nipples that stood right out and looked slightly engorged as Dave played with them. My dick started to get hard watching the two of them go at it. Another couple of minutes went by and then I saw Dave put his hand behind Maggie's head, but before he could even try to push, Maggie's head went down and she started sucking Dave's cock. I couldn't take it any longer and I took my dick out and started playing with myself. As I watched Maggie's head going up and down I wondered if she and Dave had a thing going on or was it just coincidence the he volunteered to help on the night she decided to let go? Or was Maggie so drunk that she didn't know what she was doing? Another couple of minutes went by and I heard Maggie make a noise and she jerked her head off of Dave and I saw a jet of cum shoot out of his dick. It must have just been the surprise of his cumming that made her pull away because her head immediately went back down
I gave them two more minutes and then I pulled over, "Your turn to drive Dave and my turn to be in the back seat."
Dave and I switched places and I waited to see if Maggie would protest, but outside looking just a bit confused at what was happening she just sat there and looked at me. She looked from me to Dave and then back at me and then her head went down and she started sucking me off. I had my hands on her tits and I was pleased to find that they were every bit as firm as they had looked. I started rolling her nipples between my fingers and Maggie moaned and her head started to bob faster. Just then we hit a chuckhole and the jolt bounced me up off the seat and drove my cock against the back of her throat. I felt myself getting ready to blow and I told Maggie to get ready and she pushed her mouth down on me and held steady while I blew my load down her throat. Maggie kept her mouth on me and I felt myself begin to grow again. Maggie pulled her mouth off me and began to push her jeans down and taking her cue I pulled my pants off too. It took a minute of maneuvering to get situated on the back seat and Maggie moaned when I slid my fresh hard on into her.
"Suck my tits, please suck my tits" and I bent and took the right one in my mouth and started to scrape the nipple with my teeth. Maggie moaned and bucked up against me and that together with all the chuckholes we seemed to be hitting made it a most memorable fuck. Dave kept telling me to hurry up so he could do her before we got her home, but there just wasn't any way I could cum faster, not after Maggie had just drained me with her mouth. I finally got off just as we were pulling into Maggie's driveway. Maggie was moaning, "No, not yet, please not yet, I'm not ready, please not yet."
I told Dave to get in the back and help her out while I tried to get Bernie into the house. I got him out of the car and into a fireman's carry and headed for the house. I got him upstairs and dumped him on the bed and then headed back down stairs only to see Dave coming up the stairs carrying Maggie. He dropped her on the bed and then climbed on her and while she cried, "Yes, oh yes" he slid his cock inside her. I stood there and watched Dave fuck Maggie with her husband lying next to them only six inches away.
I hoped Dave would be quick because I needed to get home before Stella got to wondering where I was. But you know what they say about brainpower when most of your blood has rushed to your cock? Well, it's true. I got so turned on by the idea of fucking Maggie while Bernie was lying right next to us that my dick got hard and took over my thinking. When Dave finished I was ready and waiting to take his place. I started banging away at Maggie and Dave moved to where he could push his cock against her lips. For a second she looked confused and then she opened her mouth and started to suck on him.
I was unbelievably turned on; this was the first time in my life I had fucked a woman with another man present, let alone having both of our cocks in her at the same time. And I marveled at the slutiness of Maggie in not only cheating on Bernie, but in taking on me and Dave at the same time. I'd known Maggie a good ten years and never suspected that she could be this way. I busted my nut and then got out of the way so Dave could get back in the saddle and I took his place in Maggie's mouth. I couldn't believe how fast my cock came back up. I'd cum in Maggie's mouth once, fucked her twice - all in the space of forty-five minutes - and here Maggie's marvelous mouth had me up again. After a couple of minutes I asked Dave to stop and help me get Maggie on her hands and knees. I slid under her so she could bob her head up and down on my cock while Dave fucked her from behind. I didn't think it possible that I could be so close to cumming so soon after my last discharge, but I erupted in Maggie's mouth just as Dave said, "Here it come Maggie, here it comes."
We both pulled away from her and I got ready to see if I could get it up one more time so I could fuck her from behind and then I noticed the bedside clock, "Holy shit Dave, we got to get out of here. I'm going to be in deep shit when I get home. We were headed for the door when Maggie called out to us. We turned to see her sitting on the edge of the bed, "I don't know what got into me tonight" and then she stopped and giggled, "other than you guys. Just keep it between us okay? Nobody else ever has to know, right?"
"Sure" Dave and I said almost in unison, each of us knowing damn well we were going to try and get her again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dave didn't want to go back to my place for the party so I dropped him at his place and headed for home. I knew I was in trouble; I was going to be over two and a half hours late from something that shouldn't have taken me forty-five minutes max. My brain was working overtime to come up with a reasonable excuse and not having much luck. There were no other cars at the house so I guessed the party had broken up and I knew that Stella would be waiting inside just waiting to hit me with, "And just where in the fuck have you been?" I decided to go with the flat tire and no spare story and went inside.
The house was quiet and Stella wasn't downstairs. I began to hope that she would be asleep and in the morning I could convince her that I had gotten home much earlier than I had, "but you were already passed out babe." I went up the stairs as quiet as I could so that if she was asleep I wouldn't wake her up. She was asleep. She was on the bed, her legs spread wide, and there was cum all over the place - in her hair, on her face, on her tits and in a puddle between her legs. Those rotten bastards had taken advantage of my drunken wife!!
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One of life's great mysteries, I thought, as I sat waiting for the light to change. Why was the light here? I stopped for it an average of ten times a week and at various times of the day and night and ninety percent of the time there was never another vehicle in sight. Whatever traffic I saw the other ten- percent wasn't enough to justify a four way stop sign. So why was the light here when an inexpensive stop sign could have done the job?
The sudden shock of the hit drove all thoughts of traffic signals out of my mind and replaced them with bad thoughts; how bad was the damage, how much was my already too high insurance going to go up as a result. I was a little pissed when I got out of the van. I could understand a bumper tap when slowing and stopping, but I had been sitting still for almost a minute now. The woman who had hit me was probably wondering what the hell happened too. She was still sitting behind the wheel, face white and eyes wide open in shocked surprise and both hands gripping the steering wheel so hard that her knuckles were white. A quick glance at the back of the van showed no apparent damage, but I would need to look underneath to be sure.
The immediate problem seemed to be the woman in the car that hit me. Some of the color was returning to her face; she still had her death grip on the steering wheel, but her eyes were now closed and there were tears running down her cheeks. I walked up to her window and tapped on the glass, but she didn't move, just sat there holding the steering wheel. I tried the door and it opened, "Lady, are you all right?" My words seemed to bring her out of her trance and she looked over at me confusion on her face. I wasn't sure I should let her drive away even if there was no damage. She still hadn't answered me so I again asked her if she was all right.
"I'm okay. Just a little shook. I don't know what happened. I saw you, I was braking - I just don't know what happened."
"Well, we need to pull over to the side and stop blocking the road. Just pull through the light and park on the shoulder. I've got a cell phone so I'll call the cops and we can exchange information while we wait for them to get here."
I turned and started for the van and she cried, "Wait! Do we have to call the police? Can't we find some way to leave them out of it?"
I looked at her and wondered why she didn't want the cops involved; what did she have to hide?
"We can talk about it when we get out of the way of traffic" and I got in the van and pulled over on to the shoulder.
I took a quick look under the back of the van while I waited for her and everything looked okay. A quick look at the front end of her Expedition as she pulled up behind me showed no signs of damage and I had just about decided that it was in my best interest to say that everything was fine and just drive on. Even with no damage a police report would still be on file and the asshole insurance companies had access to those files and they could, and in fact did, use that information as an excuse to jack up your rates. That is I had decided to drive off until the woman got out of her car. She was a knockout. Tall, about 5'9'' with brown hair that fell down past her shoulders and a body to kill for. Her skirt was about six inches above her knees and as she walked toward me on four inch heels I had a hard time tearing my eyes away from those legs to look at a chest that had to be at least a 36C. I made up my mind to stall because I didn't get to see anything this nice very often. I took out my wallet and dug out my driver's license and insurance card, but she showed no sign of doing the same as she walked up to me. She glanced at the front of her vehicle and at the back of mine and said, "There doesn't seem to be any damage, can't we just forget the whole thing?"
"Well, I admit there doesn't seem to be anything wrong with the back of the van, but I have no idea what may be underneath."
I took my cell phone off my belt and made as if I was going to punch in a number and she reached out a hand and put it on my arm, "Don't, please don't."
"Lady, my insurance company requires an accident report before they pay any claim and that means I got to call the cops."
"No you don't have to call the cops. I'll settle your insurance claim right here and now."
"Oh? And how do you propose to do that?"
She opened her purse and took out a checkbook, "I might be a woman, but I do know a little bit about some things. Your rear quarters are undamaged, the glass is all fine, and your bumper is straight. At the worst you have a bent bracket or the housing on your trailer plug is cracked. Five hundred should cover it and that is being overly generous."
Bear in mind that I was all for just driving off until she stepped out of the car and the only reason I hadn't was because I liked looking at her and I also admit that I was intrigued by the extent she seemed willing to go to in order to avoid the police. I decided to string it out.
"That may be true, but you will notice that the receiver tube of the trailer hitch sticks out past the bumper. What if that was pushed back and cracked the frame or cracked the hitch mount brackets? Lady, I don't know and the only way I'm going to find out is to get it looked at. And to have it looked at is going to cost and if it is damaged it will cost to get it fixed. That's why I have insurance, but the insurance won't pay without an accident report on file. To get it on file I have to call the cops" and I flipped the cover on the cell phone, not to call, but to see what she would do next.
"Please don't do that. What do you want to settle this between us right now?"
I looked at her and was trying to think of something to say when she said, "I saw the way you were looking at me when I was walking over here. I'll give you a check for five hundred and the best head you've ever had. In exchange - no cops."
To say I was stunned would be an understatement. I looked at her like she'd lost her mind and once again I wondered what she had to hide. I'm not a fool and my chance at something as nice as she was might never come again so I took a chance, "The five, the head, and a piece of ass plus I get to eat your pussy."
She looked at me for a moment and said, "Okay, but on the condition that you eat me after you fuck me."
I smiled and said, "Before and after."
She stuck out her hand and said, "Deal" just let me check on my kids and make sure they are still sleeping" and she turned and went back to her car. She had kids in her car and she was willing to fuck me here and now? What was she? One of the ten most wanted?
"I hope you have padding in the back of your van."
I smiled as I opened the sliding side door, "Padding, carpet and an air mattress."
She looked at me and said, "You do this often?"
"Not with anybody that looks near as good as you do."
She gave me a dazzling smile, "Thank you." She climbed in the van and looked around.
"If you want more comfort I only live half a mile from here."
"This is nice, I think it will work just fine" and she pulled her sweater off.
I had to revise my estimate of her bust size - closer to 38 than 36. She watched me watch her and she gave me a wicked grin, "Come on lover, show me what I have to work with."
We watched each other undress and I saw her eyebrows go up as my hard on came out and I wondered what it meant; was I big to her or too small. What the hell, it didn't matter to me. What mattered to me was that for once in my life I was going to make love to a genuine sex goddess. Yes, I said make love. Looking at the perfection in front of me I knew that just fucking her would be sacrilege. Suddenly I thought of something and I pulled my pants back on. "What are you doing?"
I grabbed a box off one of the shelves attached to the side of the van and said, "Don't go away, I'll be right back." Two minutes later I was back in the van taking my pants off.
"What was that all about?"
I put a small box on the floor next to where we would be; "I'm an electronics salesman. That is a wireless baby monitor. If your kids wake up you will hear them."
She gave me a strange look and then shrugged, "How do you want to do this?"
I looked at her and thought about my answer - god, but she was nice, no, she was superb - and then I said, "Given that the kids may wake up and you may have to leave before our deal is completely consummated, I want to go for what I want most right up front." She cocked her head and I could see a questioning look forming on her face. "I want to eat you first."
"Why not go sixty-nine?" she asked, "That way you get to eat me and you get the head."
"No. In a sixty-nine half of my attention would be on what you were doing to me. I want all my attention on what I'm doing to you."
Again she gave me a strange look and then she shrugged and laid down on the air mattress. I have never, ever, before or since, tasted a sweeter pussy than hers. I nibbled, licked and sucked and made love to that hot hole for a good ten minutes and it must have been good for her too because she had two orgasms and that was a first for me. I'd eaten a lot of pussy, but I'd never before had a woman cum because of it. I'd had plenty moan and say "oh yeah, like that" but not one bucking, screaming orgasm like this woman went through.
When she had stopped shaking I rolled over and said, "Your turn." She got up on her knees, bent over and when her mouth closed on me I actually groaned - it felt like feathers, hot wet feathers caressing my cock. She used her hands on my balls, teased my ass with her fingers, and made me want to cry over the fact that I'd never in my life had something that great and probably never would again. It didn't take her near as long to get me to the point of orgasm as it had taken me to get her to hers and when I warned her I was about to cum she took her mouth off me and said, "So?" and went back to sucking me. I mumbled something about some girls not wanting you to cum in their mouth, but she was already back at work and she didn't stop until my cock was limp.
She didn't even hesitate; she swung over me into a position for some sixty-nine and went to work on me again as I slid my tongue into her pussy. It took her two minutes to get me up again and then she moved again and mounted me. She no sooner had me all the way in her than the baby monitor started making noises. She looked at it and then back at me. I shrugged, "Go."
"Are you sure? It will be a little bit before they are fully awake."
"Kids come first," I said.
She gave me another strange look, the same as she had given me before, and then got off me and dressed. She got out her checkbook and said, "Who do I make it out to?"
I just shook my head and said, "You don't. It would have your name and address on it and I'd end up driving past your house two or three nights a week, staring at it and cursing my luck. Tell you what. Give me your panties and we will call it even."
Another one of her strange looks and then she said, "Are you from here? This planet I mean? First you worry about my kids, and then you chose to satisfy me before letting me take care of you. You warn me when your are ready to cum in my mouth. You stop me from fucking you because one of my kids cries out in his sleep and now you want my undies instead of five hundred dollars. You are not a normal man."
I explained to her that I never intended to take her money or call the cops, but that I wasn't so stupid that I would turn down a chance at her. "Inside I'm crying my heart out. Just go, I don't want you to see a grown man cry."
Another long look and then she took off her panties and gave them too me. She bent down and kissed me and then she was gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks later I was sitting at a table at Sidney's, a fairly upscale restaurant, having lunch with a prospective client. He had called me and had asked me for a bid on a very large order. A very, very large order - one that would all by itself triple all the business I had done so far that year. I'd met Jack at his office and had made my pitch and then he had invited me to lunch. We sat down and ordered a cocktail and he said, "My wife is downtown shopping today and I asked her to join us. I hope you don't mind," and then he smiled, "Here she is now."
I turned my head and looked and she looked every bit as magnificent as she had the day she had run into me. I stood up as she approached and tried to behave as if I had never seen her before. Jack introduced me to Sandra and I pulled out a chair for her. The three of us made small talk until the waiter took our order and then Jack excused himself to go and make a phone call. Sandra looked at me with an unsmiling face and said, "Is this where you tell me to find someway to make him give you his business or you'll make sure he finds out about me?"
I just shook my head and gave her a sad smile, "I don't know who it was that fucked over you so bad that you have to think all men are assholes, but some of us are really not all that bad. We made a deal. That deal bought my silence, not from just the cops, but from everybody. My best friend for over twenty years and I have no secrets from each other except one - you!"
She started to say something, but Jack was coming back so she just took a sip of her white wine. The rest of lunch was pleasant even though I had a very hard time keeping my eyes off of Sandra. As we were leaving the restaurant Jack shook my hand, said he would review my bid and give me a call in a few days. I watched Sandra and Jack walk away and I just could not take my eyes off her until she was out of sight.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later Jack called me and asked me to meet him for a drink at Mario's. I found him sitting in a corner booth and I joined him. As soon as the waitress had brought me my drink Jack said, "You were not the low bidder, but cost is not the only thing important to me. I prefer to do business with people that I trust and I trust you. You know why?" Before I had a chance to ask he went on, "I trust you because Sandra trusts you. You impressed her the day she hit you and not many men can do that to Sandra."
He saw the alarm show on my face and he smiled, "Yes, I know the whole story. Sandra and I have a rather unique relationship. I can't keep up with her in bed and so I let her seek what ever she needs as long as there are no secrets between us and she comes home to me. Sandra needed to avoid the police because she does not have a driver's license. She has been in front of the judge twice for driving without one and the last time he told her if her saw her again she was going to be his guest for sixty days. I try to get her to take cabs, but she is a very headstrong woman. She believes that driving is a right and not a privilege and neither the judge nor I have able to convince her otherwise. My calling you for a bid wasn't an accident. I didn't just pick up a phone book and pull your name out of it. Sandra took down your license plate number and I used some contacts to find out who you were. I'll fax you the signed contracts in the morning. Now if you will excuse me I have some place else I need to be."
I stood up, we shook hands and he left. I sat down and was taking a sip of my drink when a voice behind me said, "A man shouldn't have to drink alone. May I join you?"
I turned and saw Sandra standing there and I stood up and asked her to have a seat. She sat down and said, "I suspect that Jack has already filled you in on our relationship?"
I nodded a yes.
"I'm here for two reasons. One is that I always pay my debts and I seem to recall that we never finished our agreement. The second reason is just a bit touchier. Jack is marvelous in bed, but he can't give me as much sex as I need. I don't need herds of men to do what two good men can do, and I'm tired of using the shotgun approach to find my other lovers. I've decided that what I need is a steady boyfriend to help out Jack. Think you could handle sharing me with him?"
My smile gave her the answer to that one and she smiled back at me, "I'm dying to see your place, shall we go?"
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I had been in the backyard working the flowerbeds and in over an hour I had accomplished very little. The reason for the lack of progress was sitting in a lounge chair about sixty feet away and she was wearing two strips of yellow cloth, no bigger than Band-Aids on a body that was designed by the Devil to get men like me in trouble.
I had been casting lustful glances at Amber ever since she was a very early teen. It is very hard not to look at a fifteen-year-old girl who looks and acts twenty-one. The trouble was that Amber knew what she had, knew what it did to men, knew what it caused and knew that the men knew that because of her age that they didn't dare do or say anything. And knowing she was safe she became a terrible flirt and the biggest cock tease that I had ever seen. No, not terrible - evil. Amber did everything but flat out ask you to fuck her knowing that unless you were terminally stupid you would turn and run from her like the Devil was chasing you, which in a way I guess he was. Believe me - it is very hard having an Amber living next door to you.
And then nine months ago Amber had turned eighteen and all the flirting and teasing came to a stop. Amber wasn't stupid - she knew that by turning eighteen the rules of the game had changed. She wasn't really teasing me as I worked, or tried to work, in my flower bed, she was simply sunbathing in her own backyard, but even knowing that the magnificent view wasn't really meant for me I couldn't help but look. Even though I did cast lustful glances at Amber and have, as one ex-president put it, "Lustful thoughts in my heart" Amber had always been safe from me. I was happily married and had never cheated on my Annie and didn't expect that I ever would. I finally managed to tear my eyes away from Amber and I went back to pulling weeds.
I had my head down and was grubbing in the dirt when I sensed someone standing behind me and I looked back and saw Amber standing there. She smiled at me, "I thought it would be easier on your eyes if you didn't have to stare over such a distance." I was dumbfounded and couldn't think of anything to say. "Go ahead and play in your dirt" she said, "I'll just sit here and we can watch each other." That of course was impossible. It was one thing when Amber was sixty feet away, but something else again when she was within touching distance. After five minutes of trying I threw down my hand trowel and I turned to Amber, "Why are you doing this Amber?"
She gave me a thousand-watt smile, "Maybe I have a thing for older men and maybe you turn me on. Also, you've never made a pass at me and maybe I think it's time you should."
I just stared at her speechless as she looked at me with a "balls in your court" look on her face I finally managed to stammer out, "I haven't made a pass at you because you're too young."
"Not anymore. I've been eighteen for over nine months now."
"That may be, but I'm also married and I don't cheat on my wife."
"Why not? She cheats on you."
The look on my face must have said it all, "You didn't know? Oh Mr. Hansen, I always thought that you were one sharp dude. Are you telling me that your wife has been cheating on you for five years now and you didn't have a clue?"
"Five years?"
"Might be longer, I don't know, but five years is how long I've known about it."
"How do you know?"
"I've seen her."
"I don't believe it. You must be mistaken. In the first place Annie would never do that to me and even if she did I would have seen some sign - I would have noticed something."
"That's called denial Mr. Hansen. I told you - I've seen her."
"With who?"
"With my father and my brother."
"I'm sorry Amber, I just don't believe you."
"You want to watch? They do it every Monday, Wednesday and Friday when my mom does charity work over at the church."
"Bullshit Amber. It couldn't have been going on as long as you say without your mom finding out."
"I didn't say she doesn't know, she just doesn't care."
"Why not?"
"Her 'charity work' is keeping the Good Reverend Bob sexually satisfied and as long as dad ignores that she ignores what he does with your wife."
I had a hard time believing what she was telling me. Hell! I didn't believe it. Annie screwing around on me - and for over five years? Impossible. Still, Amber seemed very sure of herself so we sat down at the picnic table and I asked her to tell me what she knew. According to Amber it had started back when I was still traveling for my company - before I got my desk job. Annie had hired Lance to take care of the yard since I was gone so much. One day Lance had bragged to Amber that he had fucked Annie. He said he had gone over to collect for doing the yard work and she had been sunning herself in the backyard. She had asked him to rub some lotion on her and then she had taken him in the house and had fucked him. Amber hadn't believed him. For the next year Lance bragged about fucking Annie two and three times a week and Amber kept saying bullshit.
Then one Monday after I had stopped traveling and had taken a stay at home job Lance told Amber that if she didn't believe him she should hide in his closet. He told her that Annie didn't want to do it in our house anymore because I might come home some day and catch them. Fifteen minutes after Amber had gone into the closet Annie and Lance had come into the room and Amber had watched for over two hours as her brother and my wife fucked on the bed right in front of Amber's eyes.
"It was neat. He would fuck her and then she would make him eat his cum out of her pussy and then they would fuck again. Lance told me later that eating out her pussy was the price he had to pay for being able to fuck her. He said your wife demanded it and told him that he could fuck her whenever he wanted and as many times as he wanted as long as he ate his cum out of her when he was done."
Amber found it exciting to watch and she told Lance to let her know from then on so she could watch. She said she had watched the two of them at least a hundred times. Then about two years ago she had been in the closet watching and Lance and Annie were making so much noise that they hadn't heard her dad come home. He heard the noise and came to see what was going on. He walked into the room and watched for a minute or two until the two of them noticed him and then Annie had tried to push Lance off of her until she noticed Amber's dad undressing and then she had smiled and had gone back to taking care of Lance. Then it got kinky.
"After Lance fucked her my dad had to clean her up and then Lance had to clean up after dad."
For the last two years she had watched my wife fuck both her dad and her brother and always on a Monday ,Wednesday or Friday.
"She looks really hot when she does the both of them and she actually screams when they eat her after they fuck her. I get so hot my pussy drips and someday I'm going to find out what it's like to have a cock in my mouth and one in my pussy at the same time."
I sat there and shook my head in disbelief as Amber told me that my wife had been fucking around on me for over five years and not just with one, but with two guys. And did I really know that it was only two? I hadn't a clue about them so who knew how many more there might be or might have been? Amber was just too definite for me to doubt her anymore. I only had one question and I asked it, "Why are you telling me all of this Amber?"
"Because I'm tired of boys. I've watched both my dad and my brother with your wife and it's obvious that my dad is the better lover and I figure that it must be because he is experienced. That's what I want."
"Why me?"
"Because I don't have to waste a lot of time playing games. All I have to do is tell you what your little wife is up to and then I can help you get even, right? I don't have to spend weeks dangling bait and trying to seduce you or trick you into seducing me. I want what your wife gets after she gets fucked - I want the cum eaten out of my pussy and no boy my own age is going to do that, but you will, won't you?"
This girl was definitely older than her years and what's more, she was right. But I wanted more that a story - I wanted proof.
Which is why I was in a bedroom closet at eleven-thirty on a Monday. I had called in sick and then had killed time until Amber could sneak me into Lance's bedroom closet. While I waited I tried to figure out why Annie was doing it. There wasn't anything wrong with our sex life, at least not that I could see. Granted, it was a little on the erratic side - sometimes five or six times a week and sometimes only three or four, but I was always ready, willing and able whenever she wanted me and she never said no when I wanted her. I hadn't noticed any change in our relationship; we still hugged, kissed and cuddled a lot. I just couldn't understand it.
My thoughts were interrupted by voices in the hall and then the bedroom door opened and all doubts about what Amber had told me were removed. Annie walked into the room and she was pulling her blouse over her head. Lance was behind her and he was unzipping as he walked. Annie didn't have a bra on and when she stepped out of her shorts I saw that she didn't have any panties on either. Nothing like coming prepared. Lance sat down on the edge of the bed and Annie knelt down in front of him and began pulling his pants down. She looked up at him and grinned as she took his cock in her hand and started stroking it. He hunched his hips at her and Annie took the hint and lowered her head and took Lance's cock into her mouth.
As her head bobbed up and down on Lance's cock a funny thing happened - my cock started to get hard. I was angry, but I was also excited at how erotic Annie looked down on her knees in front of a kid half her age. I began to understand what Amber meant when she said that watching them was a huge turn on. Almost without thinking I had my cock out and I was slowly stroking myself as I watched Annie slurp on the kid's rod. Lance moaned and said he was cumming and Annie surprised me with what she did next. She took her mouth off Lance's cock and held it about an inch from her mouth and then stroked him until cum spit of the head of his cock and jumped the gap between his cock and her mouth and then her head moved forward, captured his cock and she sucked him dry.
When she let his limp dick fall from her mouth she looked up at him smiling and said, "You like that don't you? You like cumming in my mouth. Are you still going to let me suck your cock after you get married?"
"Oh god yes. I don't ever want you to stop."
Annie stood up and got on the bed with him, "Your turn lover" and she swung over him ion a sixty-nine. She was facing the closet and I could see the lust in her eyes as he began to eat her pussy. She reached down and started fondling his limp cock. It twitched once or twice and she bent her head and started licking it like a Popsicle and it started to grow. The she took it in her mouth and her head started to bob up and down on Lance and then suddenly she squealed and her body squirmed in a way I knew only too well as she had a climax. I wanted my own release, but as silly as it may sound Amber had made me promise not to make a mess in Lance's closet. I thought that highly unfair - he could leave a mess in my wife, but I couldn't leave a mess in his closet. At the time of the promise I thought she was insane to even think I could do something like that, but not now.
On the bed Lance had scooted out from under Annie leaving her on her hands and knees and still facing my way. He moved up behind her and shoved his cock in her waiting and ready hole and in spite of my promise to Amber I shot all over the door in front of me when I saw Annie's facial expression as Lance drove it home. For a moment Annie was staring directly at where I was and it was almost like we were looking into each other's eyes. Her eyes closed and I heard her moan, "Oh sweet Jesus yes, fuck me honey, fuck me hard" and my cock began to get hard again.
It took Lance almost ten minutes to cum the second time and I spent most of that time watching Annie's facial expressions change as she had orgasm after orgasm. When Lance finally came he fell forward pushing Annie down onto the mattress. She lay there breathing hard for a minute and then she rolled out from under him and spread her legs. Lance didn't hesitate. He buried his head in her pussy and slurped away until Annie had another orgasm. She sat up on the edge of the bed and reached for his cock again, but Lance pushed her hand away.
"I can't Mrs. Hansen. I've got to get ready to go to work."
"Come on honey, one more time? Please?"
"I can't. I was late twice last week; once more and I could lose my job."
This was the part that Amber was worried about. As long as she had been watching Lance had always walked Annie to the front door when they finished, but there was still the possibility that he wouldn't and instead would go to the closet to get his clothes to get ready to go to work. At the time she told me this I didn't care because that meant the confrontation sooner rather than later, but now I wasn't sure about what I wanted. I held my breath, but the two of them got off the bed, Annie picked up her clothes and was putting them on as she and Lance left the room. As soon as they were out of the room I pulled off my tee shirt and cleaned off the closet door. Fifteen seconds later Amber stuck her head in the door and motioned for me to hurry out of the closet. We ducked into her bedroom and waited until we heard the shower start running and then Amber got me out of the house.
I was sitting in Denny's and thinking about what I had seen. I was upset, angry and hurt that Annie could do something like that to me, but I also had a couple of problems - I was as turned on as I had ever been in my life and I wanted to see it again. If I confronted Annie, and God knows I wanted to, I would never get a chance to see it again. The other problem was a contradiction. I loved Annie, but I couldn't live with a woman who could do what she had done to me. But how could I love her, not be able to live with what she was doing to me and still want to see her do it again?
My thoughts were interrupted when Amber slid into the booth across from me, "Ready to start getting even?"
It was too bad really, but as gorgeous and sexy as Amber was she wouldn't be the one in the motel room with me. Oh her body would be there, but my mind would be full of Annie on her hands and knees and looking at the closet where I was looking back into her eyes as Lance fucked her. In time I would probably come to enjoy Amber for her own self, but for now I just had to keep her happy - she was my key to Lance's closet door.
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It was a large project and it had been occupying all my time for almost a year and when I say all my time I mean just that. I worked until late at night and I brought work home with me to do on weekends. The survival of the company I worked for, and by extension, my survival, depended on the project being finished on time and on or under budget.
My wife was not happy.
The thing I heard most was "Bullshit. You can find a job anywhere else you want to," and that was probably true, but it would also have meant starting over at sixty percent less pay and benefits and throwing away the sixteen years that I had invested in my job. To me that would not have been a rational decision, but then rational decisions and my wife Marty cannot coexist in the same room.
It did not matter to Marty that I was busting my ass for our future financial security. All that mattered to her was:
- You never take me anywhere any more.
- You never spend any time with me.
- I'm tired of being here with nothing to do except watch TV.
- All you ever think about is that stupid job.
- When you are home you are always too tired to do anything with me.
- You like what is in your briefcase more than what is in this dress.
Finally, after several months of her harping I lost it. It had been a very bad day. A couple of deliveries not made on time; one delivery came in not to specs and had to be refused, one man lost for at least two weeks to an occupational injury and one of my best men had quit. I walked in the door and hadn't even set my briefcase down before Marty started in on me. It was the final straw.
"Shut the fuck up Marty. If your life is so fucking bad just pack up and get out. Go find yourself some twit that can't even come close to making his salary match your spending habits. You didn't mind my job when it made the money that got you this house and everything in it. Now I'm working the same job trying to make sure we keep all of it and I don't want to hear another fucking word from you about it."
Marty just stared at me for a minute and then she said, "Okay Bill, if that's the way you want it, but I'm going to take the last word here. Last weekend you told me that you were too busy to go to John's party and you told me to go by myself if I needed to get out of the house and so I did. You know who else was at the party Bill? Ron Holbrook, Harry Short and their wives. The names ring a bell Bill? Ron is your supervisor I believe and the last I heard Harry still owned the company you work for. They can relax and take their wives to parties and have a good time and you can't? There is something wrong with that picture Bill. Either something is going on that you are not telling me or they are playing you for a chump."
"No one is playing me for a chump, and..." Marty held up her hand to stop me.
"Here's the deal Bill. You go ahead and be their slave, but I'm not going to stay cooped up in this house while you do it. Get used to me not being here in the evening because I'm going to have a life. Dinner will always be ready, the house will always be clean and the laundry will be done. But while you are in your home office or working late at the job site I'm going to be out enjoying myself."
Then she turned away from me and walked into the kitchen. I didn't waste my time trying to explain to her that Ron had already announced he was retiring at the end of the project whether it succeeded or not. And that Harry was a multi-millionaire and that the company's closing it's doors only meant more time available for him to jet to Aspen or wherever. She wouldn't, or couldn't, understand that I was working for my future, not some one else's.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was Friday and when I got home I found Marty getting dressed to go out. She already had her heels and hose on and was just slipping into her dress when I came into the bedroom. I watched for a bit and then said, "Going out?"
"Yes."
"Where?"
"I don't know yet. Mary and Robin are going to pick me up and then we are going some place where we can dance and have a good time."
"Do you really think that's a good idea?"
"I don't see a problem."
"Are you considering the message that you will be sending out? A married woman out by herself and letting men come on to her."
"I won't be alone. Mary and Robin will be with me and you are more than welcome to join us, but I'm not staying home again and watching TV while you go into your home office and work. As far as the message that the wedding rings will send, I can always take them off and leave them here on the dresser if it will make you feel better. How about it?"
"No, leave them on."
"Not that silly, I would never take them off and you should know that. I meant would you like to join us?"
"I can't. I have to revise a couple of sets of specs so I can Fed-Ex them to the supplier."
"Okay. I have no idea how the night is going to go so don't bother to wait up. The bars close at two so I should be home by three unless the evening is a dud."
She was just touching up her makeup when a horn honked outside. "That's them, got to go" and she kissed me on the cheek and hurried out of the house.
I worked on my specifications until around eleven, caught CNN for a bit and then went to bed. I woke up needing to pee around four and Marty was sleeping soundly on the bed next to me. I went into the bathroom and took my whiz and was halfway back to the bed when one of the worst parts of human nature grabbed me. I went back into the bathroom and pulled the clothes that Marty had worn that night out of the dirty clothes hamper and checked them out. I even went so far as to sniff the crotch of her thong, but I found nothing suspicious. Had I really expected to? I told myself no, but something had made me look, hadn't it?
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning over coffee and toast I looked Marty over as closely as I dared without being obvious looking for a hickey or some sign that she might have done more than had a few drinks and danced, but I saw nothing.
That night set the pattern for the next three months. Marty would go out two or three nights a week with her friends and I would look for signs that she was straying, but I never found a thing. The only thing that changed was the frequency of our sex life. For the past year it had been two, sometimes three times a week, but after Marty began going out by herself it increased. Some nights she would wake me up when she got home and sometimes she would wake me up in the morning after one of her outings. One morning I asked her about it.
"I'm a good looking woman Bill and I get hit on a lot when I'm out. I get felt up on the dance floor and I get a lot of cock poked into my leg and tummy when I'm out there dancing. It makes me horny and when I'm horny I want to make love. Since I assume you don't want me having some one else take care of the problem I bring it home to you."
That bit of information, instead of putting my mind at ease, made my imagination go into overdrive as I imagined all the things that men could be doing to my wife on the dance floor or sitting in a booth. The more I thought about it the more certain I was that something was going on. It just wasn't natural, to me anyway, to think that a married woman could go out bar hoping two and three nights a week and have nothing sexual happen. The more I thought about it the more irritated it made me and finally that irritation drove me to have a confrontation with Marty over what she was doing.
She came home on a Saturday night and woke me up by sucking on my cock. When I was awake she swung herself over me to mount me and I twisted away.
"Leave me alone Marty, I don't want sloppy seconds."
She froze and for several seconds she didn't move and then, without a word, she got off the bed and left the room and I rolled over and went back to sleep. She wasn't in bed with me when I got up in the morning and she wasn't on the couch. I looked around for her and saw that she was out on the patio sipping coffee. I poured myself a cup and headed for my den to try and get some work done.
Half an hour later Marty came into the den and sat down. She watched me work for about five minutes without saying a word and then she said, "Is that what you really think? That I'm out there whoring around?"
"Why else would a married woman spend as many nights a week as you do out running the bars? I know what you told me when you started doing this shit, but two, three and sometimes four times a week? I don't think so. That isn't just a night out with the girls, not by a long shot."
"That's what you really think and you don't care enough about me to try and stop it?"
"We've had this conversation Marty and we've done it to death. You know where my head is until this project is over. You are a grown woman and you get to make your own choices. That you can't see that what I'm doing is for us, for our future security, is something that I can't help. When the project is over and I know where I stand financially I'll step back and take a look of what you have left of our marriage and decide whether or not it is worth trying to save."
"That's it? You have just automatically assumed that I'm a slut and that I'm out there just happily fucking any man who buys me a drink or dances with me and wants some pussy in exchange?"
"Yeah Marty, I would say that just about covers it."
"How can you say that - think that- about someone you profess to love?"
"How can some one who professes to love me go out bar hoping three or four nights a week?"
"I told you Bill, I just need to get out of the house. I can't stand sitting in front of the TV every night while you disappear into your home office."
"I can understand the need to get out once in a while Marty, but three and four nights a week isn't just once in a while. Three or four times a week is only a half step from being out there all the time. I also notice that you never go to a movie, to the library, play cards with your friends or do any other activities like that. It is always bars. Places where you can go and, by your own admission, find men to poke their cocks into your leg and feel you up. Just what do you expect all of that to tell me?"
"I don't know. I just thought that you knew me better than that. For your information, no man other than you has ever had his cock in me and no other man ever will. I do admit to a little hanky-panky and I may have even just slightly crossed the line once, but my pussy, mouth and ass have remained cock free except for yours. I'm sorry that I can't furnish signed affidavits from the men I danced with, but frankly, I never expected to need them."
"Hanky-panky? What does that mean?"
"When a guy dances with me and then wants to join me at my table I make it clear to him that I'm married and that I'm only there to have a few drinks, enjoy the music and dance a little - nothing else. But you know as well as I do they are still going to take a shot and try to get lucky. If he is a good dancer, buys me drinks and sees to it that I enjoy myself I don't slap his hands away when they start to roam and I don't fight it if he wants to neck a little. I've been kissed and felt up and I have even gone out to the parking lot and sat in a car with a guy and necked, but I have never been fucked."
"What did you mean when you said you slightly crossed the line?"
"In one case, a special one, I let a guy finger fuck me and I gave him a hand job, but that was a one time thing."
"A special case?"
"Yeah, Robin's brother. He's had a crush on me for years and he was home on leave just prior to being sent to Iraq. When Robin told me he had a crush on me I thought it was sweet and after watching all the news coming from that godforsaken place I kind of felt bad for him. What if he didn't make it back or what if he came back with missing pieces? Like I said, a special case. I haven't cheated on you Bill."
"Not yet maybe, but it will happen sooner or later. Some guy won't play by your rules or take no for an answer or someone really smooth will run a game on you and make you think that he is a special case or someone will drop something in your drink. But it will happen Marty; you can't spend that much time in bars and not have it happen."
"I'm a big girl Bill and I can take care of myself."
"Yeah Marty, sure you can."
We didn't talk for a couple of days and then one night Marty came to me, "I'm horny Bill and I can't take this wall that is growing between us. I need my man in bed with me."
I stood up, "Lead the way."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For a while Marty cut back on her outings to a Friday or a Saturday night, but after about three weeks she was back up to Friday and Saturday and by six weeks it was three and four nights again. The project deadline was closing in on me and I had made my feelings on the subject crystal clear so I didn't say anything more. And then one night, about three months before the project was due to end I came home and found a note on the kitchen table:
"Bill,
I'm sorry, but it just isn't working out between us.
Good luck on your project.
Marty"
I read and reread the note and then I got on the phone and started calling around. Her mother and her sister hadn't heard from her and neither had Mary, Robin or Tina who were the girls she went out with. I came to realize that there wasn't anything that I could do. If Marty wanted to leave I couldn't stop her and if she wanted to get in touch she would. I put her note in the center desk drawer and then buried myself in the project.
A week went by and I got a phone call from Marty's mother telling me that Marty had called and that she was all right. All she told her mom was that we had differences that couldn't be resolved. Once a week I called Mary, Robin and Tina to see if Marty was around and they always told me that they hadn't seen her. Whether it was true or not I never knew. I didn't hear from any lawyers so I guessed that we were still married although she could have gone to Reno for a quickie and not bothered to tell me.
After a month or so I gave up thinking about it as the project was coming to an end and it was consuming all my time. I barely noticed the time as the project deadline rushed toward me and then it was all over. We finished three days early and just barely under budget. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief, bonus money flowed, and I was promoted into Ron's job when he retired and life slowed down for me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I still hadn't heard from Marty, but I did check in with her mother from time to time and she always told me that Marty had been in touch and was okay.
Two weeks after the project ended I made my weekly calls to Mary, Robin and Tina and found out that Marty had shown up at the one of the bars the night before. All she told them was that she had to leave town to take care of some personal problems and that she was glad to be back. I told them to tell her I said hi the next time they saw her and then I hung up.
When I got home that night Marty's car was in the driveway and when I went into the house I found her sitting at the kitchen table with a half empty bottle of Merlot sitting in front of her. She looked up at me when I came into the room and I couldn't see any emotion on her face, not love, not hate, not pity, not anything. She refilled her glass, poured on for me and pushed it my way.
"Sit down Billy and let me get this over with so I can get out of here."
I sat down at the table, picked up the glass and took a sip.
"You called it Billy. You looked in the old crystal ball, saw it coming and told me just what was going to happen. No way I said to myself, I'm a big girl and I can look out for myself, except that I didn't. It happened just like you said it would. Somebody slipped something in my drink. I found out later that it was two drops of Special K and one tab of Ecstasy. I got fucked that night. I got fucked real good. Seven guys enjoyed Little Miss Marty and they taped it. Marty in glorious living color with a cock in her mouth, a cock in her ass, and a cock in her stupid, "It can't happen to me" pussy. And if that wasn't bad enough I was told that unless I wanted you to see the videotape we were going to do it again and again and again only without the drugs.
"I couldn't let you see that tape. What it would do to our marriage was certain, especially after you made your little speech, but I couldn't let something like that take your mind off the project, not as close to being done as you were. So, I let myself be blackmailed. Five times over the next two weeks and never less than seven guys. Then one night I told them to fuck off and die; that somehow you had found out and had thrown my ass out of the house and that I was leaving town the next day. And then I told them I would make them a deal. I'd do it one more time in exchange for the tape. They bought it and I spent the next twenty-four hours as the personal slut of eleven guys.
"When it was over I headed for San Diego where my Aunt Millie lives. I told her I was running away from a marriage gone bad and she let me stay with her. When mom told me that your project was finished I quit the job I had and came back to let you know what happened."
She finished off her glass of wine and picked her purse up off the floor and set it on the table.
"I think I know you pretty well Billy and even now I can see it in your eyes. You are going to say "We all make mistakes, but we can work it out. There isn't anything that we can't overcome as long as we love each other." You would be wrong Billy. The thing is, I liked it. I liked having six or seven guys trying to fuck me to death. I even did it a couple of times when I was in California. Actually, it was more like once a week. San Diego is full of horny sex starved sailors and Marines and I tried to be patriotic and help them out.
"Anyway, to make sure that you realize what a slut I've become I've brought you the tape. I was drugged to get me going, but I think that you will see my natural enthusiasm shine through. I'm sorry Billy, I really am. I should have listened to you but I didn't and now I'm paying the price."
She got up and headed for the door, leaving the tape sitting in the center of the table, and when she got to the door she stopped and turned, "I love you Billy. I always have and I'm sorry that I did this to us" and then she was out the door and gone.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Her enthusiasm did indeed show through and that tape put every professionally done porn tape I'd ever seen to shame. Marty did it all, or they did it all to Marty, depending on your point of view, and I confess to having beat my meat four times by the end of the tape. That night I didn't get much sleep and it wasn't because of the tape; it was because of my feelings for Marty. I loved the stupid bitch and I really didn't want my marriage to her to end, but I honestly didn't see how it could survive. I could buy the drugged part and the blackmail that followed, but how was I supposed to get past the "I liked it" - liked it so much that she continued doing it in California?
I woke up the next morning with no better idea of what to do than I'd had when I went to bed. The day at work was a wasted day because all I could think of was Marty. What it came down to was that Marty and I needed to talk. She was in the third bar that I hit, sitting in a booth with four guys and I walked over to them.
"Marty, we nee...." And one of the guys in the booth said, "Take a number asshole, the bitch is with us."
I grabbed him by his long hair, jerked him out of the booth and dumped him on the floor. I kicked him hard in the ribs and then looked down at him, "I'll just take your number sperm breath and if you ever call my wife a bitch again I'll stomp your head into jelly and if you come up off that floor any way but peaceful I'll do it anyway."



I turned back to the booth and said, "There is a table over there where we can talk" and I held out my hand. She took it and I helped her out of the booth and walked her to the table and we sat down.
"It looks like I interrupted your evening."
"No, I may have become a slut, but I'm a selective slut. That bunch wasn't going to get anything but a dance or two and the privilege of buying me drinks. What brings you here?"
"You. Us. You dumped your bomb on me and then got up and left, but you didn't say a word about what happens next."
"I thought that was self-evident. You watched the tape?"
I nodded a yes.
"What else needs to be said? You could never live with the woman on that tape. That's me Bill. The new me - the real me. I didn't say anything because I knew that once you saw that tape and the fact that I told you that I liked doing it hit home your next move would be to call the lawyers."
"That wasn't one of the things that I thought. My first thought was how could we go about salvaging enough out of this mess to keep us together. Next came "Be serious Bill, no way you can live with what she's done" and that was followed by "You have to try. You love her to damned much not to try." I love you Marty. I know that there have been times during the past year that you questioned that, but it is true. I can't give up on you, on us, without trying everything in my power to keep us together."
"I'm glad that you feel that way honey, but it won't work. You just aren't the kind of guy who can sit home and wait for me to come home knowing what it is that I'm out doing. You aren't the kind of guy who can watch or participate so what does that leave us?"
I started to say something, but Marty held up her hand, "Let me finish baby. What I'm saying is that I WILL do it again. I know me a lot better now, and I know that a week from now, a month from now or a year from now I'll be on my back trying to get six, ten or fifteen guys to fuck me senseless. I could say, "Thank God you love me enough to let me back in your life and I'll make it up to you, I promise, and I'll be a good girl from now on." And I would mean it Billy, I really would."
"But?"
"No Billy, I would really mean it and I would try hard baby, I would try really really hard, but I know as sure that the two of us are sitting here that one night you would come home from work and find a note on the kitchen table telling you I was going out with the girls and to not wait up. And what would happen when I came home? You pushed me away once when I hadn't even done anything saying that you weren't going to take any sloppy seconds. Has your position changed? Do you honestly think that you could follow seven or eight guys into me? Or it could be even worse; you could come home to find that I haven't even left the house to do it.
"No Billy, it wouldn't work. I'll always love you and I will always treasure the fact that at one time you loved me, but it just won't work."
"We have to try Marty. Even if it does turn out the way you say it will, we still have to try."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We did try. Marty went home with me that night and I tried to make up for three months of going without. We made love more times that night than at any other time in our marriage. It was sick of me, but every time I thought that I couldn't get it up again I thought of Marty's video and I'd rise to the occasion. That tape drove our sex life although Marty never knew it. She thought that I had destroyed the tape and she wasn't aware that I watched it whenever she wasn't around.
One night she asked me what had come over me, "Are you eating Viagra by the handful?"
I think that in the back of her mind she knew what was going on - I was doing my best to keep her from going out and looking for a half a dozen other guys.
Nine months went by and just as I began to think we were okay I came home to find what she had said I'd find someday - a note on the kitchen table:
Sweetie,
I've gone out to have a drink with Robin and Mary. Dinner
is in the microwave. Set it for two minutes. I may be late
so don't wait up. Love you
Marty
I was torn between waiting up for her and finding out for sure or going to sleep so I wouldn't see her when she came home. I convinced myself that if I didn't see evidence of her being gangfucked I could make myself believe that all she did was go out for a drink with the girls.
She was asleep next to me when I got up the next morning and I got up and left the room without looking for any sign of what she might have done. She was still asleep when I left for work. When I got home that night dinner was ready and Marty was her usual cheerful self. Neither one of us mentioned the previous night and that night when we went to bed we did our best to destroy each other sexually.
Three months went by before it happened again and again nothing was said by either of us the next day. As long as it didn't come up I could force myself to believe it was just drinks with Mary and Robin. Then the intervals got shorter: Two months, then six weeks, a month and then every two weeks and finally it was every Friday and I could no longer delude myself about what Marty was doing. She might be starting her evening with the girls, but she was ending it with the boys.
I should have left well enough alone. Our sex life was fantastic and there was no doubt that we loved each other, but for some perverse reason I just couldn't leave it that way. One Friday night I waited up for Marty. She was surprised to see me and I detected a touch of sadness crossing her face. She knew, even if I didn't - at least at the time - that I had just put the kiss of death on our relationship.
"Hi baby. Finally decide to have some sloppy seconds? Well come on lover, let's get to bed and I'll fuck your eyes out."
She was wet, sloppy and loose and I wondered how many had beaten me into her that night. It was as if she had read my mind.
"How does it feel baby? Think you could learn to like it. There were nine tonight lover. Two spics, three niggers and the rest were white guys. I am an equal opportunity slut baby. Cocks have no color as far as I am concerned. Does it make you hot baby? Does it turn you on to know that black cocks have emptied into me? That Mexicans have put their own type of salsa in me? Come on baby, fuck me hard. Make me cum honey, show me that you love your whorish slut."
I wouldn't have believed it possible, but I fucked her four times that night and listening to her sluttish talk made me cum harder than I ever had before. For the next six weeks I'd wait up for Marty on her Friday nights or she would wake me up when she got home. I can't even begin to describe what was going on in my head at the time. I was disgusted with myself for enjoying Marty's well used pussy, but I gloried in being married to my own personal sex goddess. Six days a week she was a loving an attentive wife and every Friday she became a whorish slut, but she was my whorish slut!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Once again I couldn't leave well enough alone. I had to take the next step in the natural progression that had started on that first night.
"No baby, it isn't a good idea."
"Why not? God knows I wallow in what you bring home."
"That's not the same baby. There is a big difference between knowing, feeling and actually seeing it happen. Please honey, trust me on this, it is a bad idea."
"You don't understand Marty. I need to see it and after I see it I may even want to participate."
"Honey, I'm not the same woman you know when a group of men fuck me. I say things and I do things when I'm in a sexual frenzy, things that will bother you. I won't mean what I say, but my lovers will be pushing buttons and getting me to say things that they want to hear; things that you won't want to hear. You might never want to kiss me again after you see some of the things I do with my mouth. Please honey, things are good between us right now, let it be."
But I wouldn't and finally she said, "Okay, but If we do it we do it the way I say."
That Friday found us in the parking lot of one of her favorite bars. "You sit here in the car until I come out. It may be an hour or two, but be patient. Nothing is going to happen if I have you with me."
An hour and a half later she came out with eight guys who split up and headed for their cars. Marty got in and said, "Follow that Chevy pick up." We drove in silence until we got to a Motel 6 and as we pulled onto the lot Marty said, "Honest honey, it will be best if you just let me out and go on home."
"I'm here Marty. I've come this far, I'll go the rest of the way."
The guy in the Chevy went into the office and came out several minutes later waving a key. He went to room 124 and guys started climbing out of their cars and following him. Marty looked at me and said, "Please baby, remember that I love you and that whatever happens when they get me flying doesn't mean a thing"
She looked at me one last time hoping that I would let her out and then go home and when I didn't she shrugged and said, "Okay, let's do it."
It started out bad. When we walked into the room one of the guys looked at me and said, "Who's he?"
"My husband."
"What's he doing here?"
"Whatever he wants."
The guy looked over at me, "Come to see a couple of real men fuck her?"
A black guy piped up, "You come for lessons in how to take care of her?""
Another guy said, "He must need them real bad or she wouldn't be out looking for the likes of us."
"He doesn't come across as a wimp at first glance, but he must be one. Why else would he stand by and let other guys fuck his old lady."
Marty spoke up, "Hey, what did we come here for, to talk or to fuck. Tony, put on the boom box."
I read a couple of faces and they were saying, "Need your old lady to bail you out, to take the heat off of you?"
The black guy must have been Tony because he picked up a boom box and turned it on. Music began to play and Marty began to do a strip tease and as her clothes came off the men in the room were trash talking and aiming it at me.
"She is one hot bitch, it would take a real man to keep her happy."
"Maybe it's a dick size thing. Maybe he wants to keep her happy, but just doesn't pack the gear."
There were several other comments and I was starting to get steamed. With eight of them there I was going to get my ass stomped, but I had just about had it with the wimp shit. Marty was naked by then, except for her high heels and as she swayed to the music she said, "John, you paid for the room so you go first. How do you want it?"
"Suck my cock and then I want that tight ass of yours."
Marty sank to her knees and said, "Bring it to me lover."
All talking stopped and all eyes were on Marty as she wrapped her lips around John's cock and went to work on him. Her hands came up to caress his balls and one guy said, "Jesus, I wish my wife could suck cock like that" and another guy said, "She does, at least for me" and everybody laughed while the first guy turned red. To deflect attention away from him he turned to me, "You suck a lot of cock?"
I felt the anger build up and he saw in my face that he was about to get fucked over big time so he tried to back off.
"By proxy I mean. You eat her out when she comes home from being with us?"
I made the mistake of backing off a little so he went charging ahead again.
"A real man would eat her out. If he could let her fuck around like you do he should be able to show her he loves her by chowing down on her beaver when it is full of cream."
Before I could say anything Marty finished sucking on John's cock and got up on the bed. She got on her knees and buried her head in a pillow and John moved in behind her and began easing his cock into her ass while she moaned into the pillow. Once John was buried to the hilt in Marty and he started fucking her whatever the assholes were saying didn't come through to me. All my attention was on Marty as one man after another used one of her holes. Marty screamed, she cried and she begged them to fuck her harder, to fuck her faster, and to make her cum.
I was the only man in the room who hadn't fucked her; some of them were on there second time and one was in her for the third time. I was sitting there, my palms sweating, wishing I had a video camera when things really went bad.
Tony was buried in her pussy, her long legs up on his shoulders and he looked over at me when he said, "You like this cock baby?"
"Oh yes, I love your cock."
"You like my big black stick more that you like your wimp hubby's dick?"
"Yes lover, you're much better, fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
"Your hubby is a wimp isn't he?"
'Yes baby, a wimp. Push it in lover, push it in deep and fuck me."
"He can't fuck you as good as I can, can he?"
"Nobody fucks me as good as you baby, keep doing it baby, keep fucking me, I'm almost there baby, bring me over."
"Want the wimp to come over and finish you off?"
"No" she cried, "Don't stop, don't stop now, you do it, I'm almost there baby, don't stop."
"What's the matter? Isn't the wimp any good in bed?"
"Not like you baby, bring me over, make me cum, make me cum."
"Everybody in this room can fuck you better than he can, can't they?"
"Oh yes, oh god yes, don't stop, don't stop, I'm almost there, get me there baby, get me there.'
"Not while he watches. Tell him to leave. Tell him you need real men fucking you. Tell him you have no time for wimps."
"Please baby, don't tease me, get me there get me off."
"Tell him to leave."
"Oh god, leave Billy, go home so they can fuck me."
"He needs to leave because he's a wimp, isn't that right."
"Yes, a wimp, he's a wimp, he can't fuck me like you can. Go home Billy, go home so they can fuck meeeeeeeee" she c screamed as she had her orgasm.
Tony pulled out of her with a smirk on his face and said, "Next."
The rest of them had seen the game he was playing and it must have looked like fun because the next guy stepped up and said, "Where do you want it sweetie?"
Marty was down from her orgasm yet and she said, "I don't care, just put it in and fuck me."
"Not until you tell the wimp to leave."
"For gods sake Billy, go home, leave, take your wimpy ass and get out of here so I can get fucked."
John laughed and said, "So you can be fucked by real men, right?"
"Yes real men, need to be fucked by real men, not wimps, real men, come on and fuck me" she screamed as he shoved his cock into her with one hard push. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard."
"I can't fuck you, the wimp is still here."
"God damn it Billy, go home. Get the fuck out of here, I need cock, real cock, go home Billy, get out of here and go the fuck home."
Suddenly it was as if a light had been turned on illuminating everything. Why hadn't I seen it before? It was al so clear now. I was a wimp! That was the real reason I couldn't keep my wife at home, keep her faithful to me; I just wasn't man enough. Would a real man let his wife do what I had been letting Marty do? No he wouldn't. Would a real man have gone after her and tried to get her to come home after seeing that video of her and hearing her say she liked it? Again, no, and no to the question "Would a real man wallow in his wife's cunt after she had been gangbanged? In that instant I realized that everything that these men had been saying and thinking was true. I really wasn't much of a man; I'd let Marty turn me into a wimp.
I got up and headed for the door and John sniggered, "If you needed proof guys, there it is. A real man would fight for his woman."
I was already in the car when Marty came running out of the motel room yelling, "Wait Billy, wait."
She came running across the parking lot dressed in only a shirt belonging to one of the guys. She opened the passenger door and slid in, "Where are you going?"
"To the house."
"You are just going to leave me here?"
"It's your party, I'm just a wet n blanket. Go have your fun. I'm sure that one of them will give you a ride home when it's over. Now go. You have cum running out of your cunt and I don't want it to stain the seat covers."
We might have managed to make a go of it - only might - if she had said, "No Bill, I came with you so I'll leave with you, but she didn't. What she said was, "Well, okay" and she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and told me she would see me when she got home and then she got out of the car and went back into the motel room.
I tried going to bed to sleep when I got home, but I was just too keyed up. I was wide awake staring up at the ceiling when I heard a car pull into the drive. When Marty still wasn't in the house five minutes later I got up and looked out the window. I saw kicking legs in the window and I turned and got back into bed. Marty had gotten a ride home and now she was giving her ride a ride.
When she did finally come in she got into bed with me and her hand went straight to my cock, but I reached down and pushed it away.
"Come on honey, don't be that way. Don't ever think that I think you are a wimp."
"Unfortunately Marty, that is just what I do think."
"Those guys were assholes honey, testosterone laden assholes and nothing they said should have bothered you."
"It wasn't what they said Marty, it was what you said."
"I warned you before we went that I would say things I didn't mean once they got me fired up."
"Yeah, you did, and I could see you saying all those things if they wanted you to when I'm not there, but I was in the room Marty. I was there and you knew I was there. You weren't so far out in a sexual fog that you couldn't remember things. You never forgot anyone's name, not even mine. "Fuck me hard Tony", "My ass Steve, I want you in my ass", "Oh yeah Dave, like that." No Marty, you could not have said those things about me unless somewhere in the back of your mind you really thought them. They were there and in your sexual frenzy you relaxed the lock on the compartment you had them in and they all came out."
"You can't really think that."
"Oh I do Marty, I do indeed. I'm not saying that you don't love me, at least in your own way, but you do think that I'm a wimp for letting you do what you do; for just sitting back and letting you hang horns on me week after week."
"You're wrong Bill, I don't think of you that way."
"Of course you do, and you are right. I'm not much of a man if I can sit back and let you do your thing. It took the guys in that room to wake me up to the fact that I really am a wimp and not much of a man where you are concerned. All of a sudden Marty, I don't much like me."
"Honey you are so wrong. I love you baby, you are the only man for me."
"Sure you love me Marty, and why not? I let you do whatever you want and say nothing. What woman wouldn't want a man like that? No Marty, what you really think of me came through loud and clear tonight in that motel room and don't waste your breath in trying to deny it because I wouldn't believe you anyway. You can tell me that what you said was just bullshit and was said to please those assholes fucking you, but one of the strongest human emotions is anger. Anger cuts through weaker emotions and anger would have sliced right through that sexual fog you say you were in. When you said what you said about me you were angry Marty, very angry. There was no way that you could have yelled at me, "Take your wimpy ass and get out of here" and not know what you were saying."
"That's not true baby. You've got it all wrong."
"You came out of your sexual fog pretty damned quick when you though I was leaving you there. When I got up and left you had to know what I was thinking, what was going on in my mind. But did you grab your clothes and your purse and come after me? No Marty, all you were worried about was your ride home. If you really gave a shit about me you would never have gone back into that motel room and let me leave feeling the way that I did."



I stared at her for a couple of moments and then I said, "One more thing. I know that this is irrational as hell, but for some strange reason I never looked on your gangbangs as you cheating on me, but when you fucked whoever it was who brought you home tonight in our own driveway that to me was cheating. The bottom line Marty - leave me alone. I'll pack in the morning and be out of here by noon."
"Billy please, don't do this to me."
"I'm not doing anything to you Marty except cutting you loose to do whatever you want. No Marty, I'm not doing anything to you. Whatever I've done I've done to me."
She started crying so I got up and left the bedroom and spent the rest of the night on the couch.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Packing to leave was a chore and a half as Marty begged and pleaded with me not to go. I was finally able to get packed and out of the house and checked into a motel. It took me a couple of days to find an apartment and I moved in and got on with my life. Marty wouldn't give up. She told me that she wouldn't give me a divorce and I told her that if I wanted one she couldn't stop me because I still had the tape she had given me way back when. "It is all the grounds I'll need." Besides, getting married again wasn't high on my list of priorities so it didn't matter to me if I got divorced or not.
Months went by with Marty constantly calling me and telling me to come home where I belonged and I kept telling her no, that there wasn't anything there for me anymore. I was a healthy male and I still had a sexual appetite and so I headed out and became one of those guys who made the bar scene. I had a lot of trouble at first because most of the women I came in contact with knew I was Marty's husband. Once the word got around that I'd left her things got better and I started to score. Marty got pissed when she found out and I had to smile. She could fuck guys six or ten at a time, but I was a rotten bastard for fucking just one.
Several times we ran across each other as we hit the bars and as soon as I saw her I left and went to another. Along the way I managed to bed Mary, Tina and Robin which absolutely infuriated Marty and she went after them. They laughed at her and told her, "Hey, you're the one who let him get away."
Marty took to following me from bar to bar to try and break up any action I might get going and one night she slid into a booth across from me.
"How about this? If you won't come home to me maybe we can just do the bar game. Whenever we find each other in the same bar you can take me out to the car and fuck me a couple of times like the other girls you pick up and we both win. You save time and the money you would have spent on the bitch, get your rocks off and I at least get that much of you. It isn't what I want, but I'll take what I can get."
"Sorry Marty, but you are just a little too promiscuous. I don't why I never thought of it before, but you fuck way to many different men way too often. Sooner or later one of them is going to lay a social disease on you and I'm not all that keen on having you pass it on to me. I at least use condoms with the ladies I'm playing with, but I remember that sloppy swamp you used to bring home and that one gangbang I attended I didn't see even one rubber used. No Marty, if you don't already have something it won't be long before you do."
"That was cold."
"No colder than what you laid on me."
"Damn it Billy, I want you. I need you honey, please come home."
"Thanks but no thanks Marty" I said as I got up from the bar and went looking for some other place.
Six months went by and a lot happened. Robin and I took a liking to each other and she moved in with me which pissed off Marty to no end. I ran into Tony one night and he sneered at me and said, "Hey, if it ain't the wimp." He was sitting at a table with three other guys and I walked over to him and bent down. My face was three inches from his when I said, "I'm going to go outside and stand by my car nigger. Why don't you come out and join me and find out what kind of game the wimp has." I went outside and waited for ten minutes and he never came out.
Maybe a month after that Robin and I were having lunch when John and two others who had been at Marty's gangbang came in, saw us and headed for our table. I balled my fists and started to stand up and John held up his hands, "Whoa dude, I come in peace. Can we sit?" I nodded and the three sat down.
"We owe you an apology man. I know it won't cut no ice with you now, but what we did that night wasn't aimed at you, it was aimed at Marty. We was always ragging on her about why a married woman had to go out to get laid. We used to tell her she needed to leave her worthless husband and find someone who could really take care of her and she would get pissed off and tell us that you were more of a man than all of us put together. We just laughed at her and asked her if that was the case what was she doing with us. She laughed right back and said, "He's only one man. There are seven of you here tonight and you can't satisfy me so why would you think only one man could. I'm here to save his life. If I stayed home he'd be in his grave in a month.
"All we was doing that night was trying to wind her watch. She didn't mean a word of it man. We get her going and we can get her to say anything. One night we got her to say she would suck off a pony for us. Anyway, just wanted you to know that" and he went to get up but then stopped. "By the way, she didn't put us up to this. She hasn't had anything to do with any of us since that night. She blames us for breaking you two up. I'm sorry man, I'm really sorry."
When they were gone Robin said, "You aren't buying any of that bullshit, are you?"
"Why not?"
"That 'my husband is more of a man than all of you' is just so much shit. Did you know that she fucked my brother? Told him that as young as he was he was still more of a man than her husband."
"She told me that she gave him a hand job."
"Oh please. She took him to the Motel 6 and fucked his brains out. The poor kid left for Iraq convinced that when he got home she was going to leave you for him."
"I thought that you were her friend?"
"I was and I still could be if she would just admit to herself that I didn't steal you away from her; that she threw you away and I got lucky and caught you on the rebound."
"She actually took your brother to a motel?"
"That's what he told me."
"Maybe he was being just a little less than honest. Maybe he was just puffing it up to make him look like a stud."
"I believe him. It was what she was doing with everyone else."
"Everyone else?"
"Oh come on sweetie, you had to know. As far as I know my brother was the only one she fucked, but she was decorating backseats and handing out blow jobs and hand jobs like party favors. I can't honestly remember a night that we went out together that some guy didn't get lucky."
I didn't know whether to believe her or not. She could have been lying to me to poison me against having thoughts about getting back together with Marty, but then it didn't really matter because as far as I was concerned Marty was a dead issue.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Marty dropped out of sight for about six months and no one seemed to know where she was or have any idea of what had happened to her. One Tuesday afternoon my secretary buzzed me and told me that my wife was there to see me. And I told her to show Marty in and when Marty had taken a seat I asked her what she wanted.
"I'm here to beg, crawl or do whatever I have to do to get you to come home to me."
"We've already been over this ground Marty."
"There have been some changes since we last talked."
She opened her purse and handed me an envelope.
"I've not been with a man in over seven months. Those are the monthly tests, last one dated yesterday, that show I'm disease free. Billy, I'm begging you. My life sucks without you. I'm not sleeping, I've got no appetite, and I'm just plain miserable without you. Please Bill, I'll do anything, whatever you want, just come home."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++=
Robin took it well. Told me that if things didn't work out and she was still unattached to give her a call. She and Marty are back on speaking terms, but I seriously doubt that their friendship will ever get back to where it was.
It has been almost a year now and Marty has done her best to spoil me rotten. I come home every night hoping that I won't find a note on the kitchen table and dinner in the microwave. Marty knows that she hasn't gotten my trust back yet and I think that she may be aware that she might never get it. I love her so I'm praying that we make it, but I'm still just taking it one day at a time.
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She was, at worst, one of God's cruel jokes or, at best, a work in progress that he was pulled away from for something more important. She carried 125 pounds on a leggy five foot eight inch frame that measured 38-23-36. Her long brown hair hung down to her waist and just the sight of her walking away from you could make you cum in your pants. Her tits were magnificent! Imagine a football cut in half - two stiff cones tipped with inch long nipples. She had everything that most women would die for - everything except for a face. This body straight from Heaven came equipped with a face straight from Hell; ache scars so bad that it looked like someone had stepped on her face wearing golf shoe spikes. And if that wasn't enough, an automobile accident left her with a scar that started over her left eye, angled downward across the bridge of her nose, crossed under her right eye and finished on her right cheek. So, naturally, the question on everybody's mind, the question they were too polite to ask, but you could see it in their eyes, was why had I married her?
That is a question easy to answer, but given today's attitudes hard to understand. I am from a generation that was brought up to accept responsibility for their actions. I got drunk one night, was carried away by lust for that magnificent body, took her virginity and got her pregnant, and here I am. When she miscarried she expected me to pack up and leave - to end the marriage and get on with my life. But by then I had come to see past the outer shell and see the beautiful person inside. I discovered what a prize I had in Abby; intelligent, warm, caring, witty, and loyal and so I told her, "Sorry, but you are stuck with me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Until that day she had apparently looked on our marriage as one of convenience, and one I would get out of as soon as I could, and even though that is what she thought she still did everything in her power to be the best wife a man could have. She was a better than average cook, a good housekeeper, and our sex life, while not great, was adequate. She treated sex as part of her wifely duties, but there was no passion, no fire. That all changed on the day I told her that she was stuck with me till "death do us part." She became a sexual forest fire - raging out of control and determined to burn me to ground. For six months she tried to fuck me to death; at night when I got home from work, when we went to bed, and when I got up in the morning. And then one night, after months of trying to hold my own with her, and badly losing, I made what I thought was a joke.
"If you keep this up I'm going to have to get someone in here to help me."
Abby was licking my dick, trying to get me up again, and without looking up from her work, and in a calm voice she said, "Do you have anyone in particular in mind?"
I had not expected that response and for some strange reason my dick twitched when she said it.
"Oho, I see we have pushed a button here. You want someone else to do me?"
My cock sprang to attention. She stopped what she was doing and looked up at me, "You do! You want someone else to fuck me. I'll be damned. My loving hubby is a closet pervert."
I rolled over and put my freshly erect cock to work. Later, as we cuddled, she asked how long I'd been thinking about her with another man. I told her that I never had, that my reaction had come as a total surprise to me.
"But what about you? You were pretty casual in asking me who did I have in mind."
She pulled me tighter, "Baby, don't take this wrong, but I've thought about what it would be like with another man ever since my first time with you. You have to remember that you are my only experience. All the girls I went to school with, and most of the women I work with, sampled what was out there before settling down and getting married. Hell, if we both hadn't gotten drunk that night I might still be a virgin. Don't forget, the guys were not beating a path to my door. I heard all the girl talk and it did make me curious about things."
"What sort of things?" I asked.
"Everything! The differences between guys, cock size, who were the better lovers, you know, the ones like rabbits that came quickly, and the ones who took their time."
"What else? I inquired.
"Stuff like the difference between white guys, black guys, Latinos and Asians; what threesomes were like, what girl-girl sex was like, you know, all the stuff that sexually active teenagers talk about."
We were both silent for a while and then I asked her what she was most curious about. She thought for a moment before saying, "Just what another guy might be like."
"Curious enough to find out?" I asked.
Abby chuckled, "Get serious lover. You got past the face, but no one else ever has."
"What if the face wasn't a problem? If we could find a way to work around that, would you still want to satisfy your curiosity?"
Abby stared at me for a moment before replying in an almost inaudible voice, "Yes!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Several days later at work I was sitting at my desk staring at the wall when my friend Bill walked over to me.
"What's up Bud? You look like someone stole your favorite toy."
I smiled at him; "I'm trying to figure out how to be a pimp."
He laughed and said, "That needs an explanation."
So I spun him a tale, "I've got a very old and dear friend who has asked me to help her get even with her husband. She found out he is sleeping with his secretary and she wants me to find someone discrete to help her get even."
I could see the interest in Bill's eyes, "What does she look like" he asked.
"Like a fucking wet dream. If she weren't so much like a sister to me, I'd do her myself. The problem is going to be finding someone willing to do it the way she wants it done." Bill made "give me more" motions with his hands, "She doesn't want anyone to know who she is so she is going to wear a hood or a mask. She will rent a motel room, give me the number, and I'll send the guy to her."
Bill said, "That doesn't sound too complicated. Where do I go, and when?"
I looked at him, "You serious?"
"You bet! I'm always looking for some strange and if she would have been good enough for you, she's good enough for me."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And so it was that two nights later I sat in the family room trying to watch TV, but thinking about what was happening in room 136 of the Best Western Motel. Bill was supposed to be there at seven and at eleven I'd not heard from Abby so I figured all must have been going well. I kept looking at the clock, but the minutes just crawled by. At midnight I took myself off to bed and fell into a fitful sleep. A car door slamming woke me and the bedside clock said four-thirteen. I heard her come in and about five minutes later she came into the bedroom. "How did it go?" I asked.
"Perfectly" she responded as she jumped onto the bed, "Oh baby, thank you thank you thank you for letting me do it" and her hand went for my cock. She felt wet and squishy as I entered her, which surprised me because I thought she would have showered and cleaned up before coming home. We fell asleep in each other's arms so I did not get the story until the next day. Bill had arrived at seven and she met him at the door in nothing but her mask and a pair of black "come fuck me" pumps. After a period of foreplay they had intercourse for about twenty minutes and then they rested and made small talk. Then Bill went down on her; they ended up in a sixty-nine followed by more intercourse. Another rest period, followed by a blowjob, followed by more intercourse after which they fell asleep. They woke up at one, fucked again and then they showered together which led to their fucking again. They dressed to leave, but Bill got turned on again watching her roll on her nylons so they fucked one last time. I was amazed - I didn't think Bill had it in him.
I asked her what they talked about during their rest periods and was surprised to find out that they had talked about me. Bill told her about how hard it was for me to be the one setting her up, us being so close and all, and he offered to do it for her in the future thereby relieving me of all the stress. He had given her his number and told her she could call him anytime. I wasn't too keen on that idea - I wanted to keep some control over things, but Abby thought it was a good idea, which brought about the question, "Are you going to do it again?"
Abby gave me a solemn look, "If you'll let me."
Over the next several months Bill arranged for Abby to satisfy her curiosity on many things; she had several lovers, white, black, Latino and Asian; she had her first BI experience, and got to suck an uncircumcised cock. And, of course, she was fucking Bill on a regular basis. I began to wonder if Abby's curiosity was ever going to be satisfied, or if I was going to spend two nights a week for the rest of my life wondering what she was doing on those nights. I got a partial answer on a Thursday night. Tuesdays and Thursday s were the nights Abby usually went out so when I got home from work I did not give a second thought to her walking around the house in nylons, garterbelt, and her high heels. I told her she'd better cover herself up or I was going to send her out freshly fucked. Just then the doorbell rang and she surprised me by going to answer it without covering up. I got an even bigger surprise when Bill walked in the front door and the two of them engaged in a passionate embrace.
Abby turned to me; "Tonight the curiosity is how it feels to take on two men at the same time. You up to it?"
I was speechless at seeing her with Bill without her mask on. Bill was the first to catch on. "Hell Bud, when you told me the bit about the mask I was almost sure that it was Abby you were setting up. When she answered the door the first night and I saw those tits I knew for sure. I told her to take the mask off, that I knew who she was."
It was a fantastic night. Abby got fucked in every way that it was possible for two men to do. As Bill was leaving that night Abby said, "We will have to do this a couple of more times to make sure I didn't miss anything" and at that Bill and I gave each other 'high - fives'. After he was gone, Abby turned to me and said, "You are really special. I hope you know that and that I love you to death."
I gave her a warm smile, put my arm around her and headed for the bedroom. "I've still got one more thing to try," Abby said, "Can you set me up a gangbang? Say five, maybe six guys?"
"Your wish Baby," I thought, " is my command." I'd have to call Bill first thing in the morning and start working on it.
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Up front I'll say that I'm no Adonis. I'm not movie star handsome, I don't have an especially great body and truth be told I'm not much more than average in any of the hundreds of things that women look for in a man. God only knows why Mellisa decided to chase after me.
I started working part time for the XYZ Corporation when I was a seventeen-year-old high school student. I continued working there when I started college and at nineteen when a full time position opened up I applied for it and got it. It was a hard life for me trying to handle a fulltime job and a full load of sixteen credit hours at school. I had zero social life, but it didn't matter to me because I had a goal. I was determined to get a degree and get a good paying white-collar job. I was not going to end up like my father who spent his life working the blast furnaces at the Ford Rouge Plant and who came home every day worn out and beat down. To dad it was a great job. It was union, paid well and had great benefits, but it was back breaking labor and it just wasn't what I wanted for myself. I fully intended to make that early start at XYZ, coupled with my degree, lead me into middle and upper management.
I didn't know it at the time, but the Gods were looking down at me and smiling upon me with favor. I'd caught the eye of Jason Banks, president and CEO of XYZ, and he was pointing me out to others as "the kind of employee that this company needs in order to grow." I didn't find out about this until much later, but he kept an eye on me during my first year at college and used various contacts of his to keep him informed of my progress and my grades. When I was mid way through my sophomore year and my GPA was holding at 3.79 in spite of the fact I was working 40 to 45 hours a week at XYZ I was called down to the Personnel Office. The personnel manager told me that my hours were being cut from 40 hours a week to 24. Before I could register disappointment at the news he went on to say, "We are doing this so you can spend more time concentrating on your studies. There are some in this company that believe that a young man with your determination can go places in the company." He pushed some papers across his desk at me. "This is an employment contract. By signing it you agree to work for the company for a minimum of three years following your graduation. In return, the company will pick up the cost of your education."
It was a no brainer. I was living at home with my parents and had almost zip for living expenses. My wages had all gone for tuition and books and to keep my clunker of a car running. By signing the contract the money from the 24 hours worked would become spending money and as I reached for a pen to sign I was already thinking of what I could spend it on.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Signing that contract had some far-reaching consequences that had nothing to do with the educational aspects. In all large companies there exists a certain class of people who are determined to climb the corporate ladder by any means necessary. They back stabbed, curried favor, took credit for the work of others and kissed a ton of ass. Ronald Sheets was one of those people. Ron had a leg up on the competition by virtue of marrying the bosses' daughter, but Ron was still always on the look out for ways to make points. Somehow he found out about his father in law's interest in me and decided that a good way to curry favor with dad would be to 'discover' me himself. One day he showed up on the shop floor during my shift and stopped to talk to me.
"How's it going Ryan?"
"Pretty good Mr. Sheets."
"Keeping the old grade point up?"
"Hacking away at it sir."
"You know Ryan, I can relate to where you are right now, I've done it myself, and I can tell you from experience that all work, all study, and no play can be a drag. I'm having a party at my house this weekend and I want you to come. Hell, I'll do better than that - make it a command appearance - be there Ryan. I'll have my secretary bring you a map on how to get there. Totally casual, you can come any way you want except naked. See you then" and he walked away.
Ron was known throughout the company as a back stabbing, ass kissing butt fuck and under normal conditions I would avoid him like the plague - not wanting to get tarred with the same brush - but circumstances were not normal. Ron collected classic cars and he had several that I wanted to see. I figured I'd drop by, check out the cars and then beat feet.
I showed up at the party about an hour after it was scheduled to start and the first person I saw was Ron's sixteen-year-old daughter Mellisa. We'd never met, but I knew who she was. Her picture was in the paper often enough. Occasionally on the society page, but more often than not following some run in with the authorities. Driving under the influence, running naked through the fountain at City Park, smoking a joint out behind the high school or something of that nature. She was a spoiled rotten, headstrong and willful girl and her reputation preceded her everywhere she went. You would never think it to look at her. She had the face of an Angel. She looked like innocence personified, but you knew from her reputation that her appearance lied.
I walked into the party and Mellisa saw me and came over to me and said, "Who are you and what are you doing here?"
"My name is Ryan and I'm here because your father invited me."
"You don't belong here; you should leave."
For some reason that struck me as funny and I laughed at her and said, "Go play with your dollies little girl" and I walked away from her and went looking for her father. I didn't know it at the time, but the "little girl" part had stung Mellisa and that just wasn't something that she was not at all used to.
I was in the garage area practically drooling over a perfectly restored Candy Apple Red 1934 Ford 3 Window Coupe when Mellisa came up behind me.
"Hey you!" and I turned to face her. She pulled her top up and exposed her bra less 36D tits and said, "This look like a little girl to you?"
Ordinarily I would have stopped drooling over the Coupe and started drooling over Mellisa, but for some reason she had pissed me off with her "You don't belong here" comment. I looked from the left one to the right one and then I said, "Yep, you're about ready for a training bra. Go talk to your mom and she can probably help you pick out one" and I walked away and left her standing there.
I was getting ready to leave when Ron caught me and said, "Ryan, I have some one I want you to meet." He steered me to a tall, imposing man and said, "Ryan, this is Mr. Banks." Mr. Banks extended his hand and I shook it as Ron said, "Ryan is going to be one of our up and comers dad." Banks looked from me to Ron and I saw that Ron didn't fool the old man a bit. Over the left shoulder of Mr. Banks I saw Mellisa watching us and probably wondering what the guy "who didn't belong here" was doing with her father and grandfather. Shortly after that I left the party.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next time I saw Mellisa it was at the company picnic. She never approached me, but she was never far away and every time I looked her way she was looking at me. Next was the company Christmas party, but that time she was a little more forward. I avoided her as much as I could, but halfway through the party she came up to me as I was talking to her father and said, "Come on Ryan, this is our dance" and she pulled me out onto the dance floor.
"I don't recall committing to a dance with you."
"I can't help it if you are stupid."
"I'm stupid?"
"You must be if you think I'm a little girl. Look around Ryan. I may only be seventeen, but I put half the women here to shame."
"You are only sixteen."
"No I'm not. I turned seventeen the 9th of last month."
"Okay, so you are a couple of months older, you are still a little girl."
I hadn't noticed, but we were under the mistletoe and Mellisa stopped dancing, took my head in both hands and gave me a kiss that made my underwear start to smolder.
"Tell me that was a little girl kiss asshole" and she stomped off leaving me standing there.
I heard some one behind me say, "She doesn't handle rejection well." I turned and saw Mellisa's mother standing there.
"What is it with you two?" she asked.
"Nothing that I know of."
"Nonsense. She is a little wild so I've gotten used to keeping an eye on her. I noticed sparks at the party at our house and at the company picnic she followed your every move. She hasn't taken her eyes off you since you walked in the door and you are trying to tell me that there isn't anything going on?"
"Oh there might be something going on, but it isn't what you think."
"Oh no? Well then, come and dance with me and tell me all about it."
Mellisa's mother, Mary Ellen, was drop dead gorgeous and quite possibly the sexiest woman I'd ever seen in my life and dancing with her was a nightmare. Trying to talk with her while trying to keep my hard on from poking into her leg was a very difficult thing to do and what made it really bad was the bemused smile on Mary Ellen's face that told me that she knew. I explained to her what had happened at the party (omitting the tit show) and Mary Ellen burst out laughing.
"You actually called her a little girl and told her to go play with her dolls?"
"I'm afraid I did."
"No wonder she is after you. You better watch out. She has to prove you wrong now and she will hound you until she does it. Ooh. Look where we are" and she looked up. I followed her glance and saw that we were under the mistletoe again.
"Don't look now, but she is watching" and she kissed me. It was a scorcher and when she broke it she said, "That was to thank you for the compliment" and she glanced down at my leg and giggled. "Walk me back to my table young man and remember, watch out for Mellisa."
The party wound down and as I was leaving Mellisa came up to me and handed me an envelope.
"What's this?"
"A Christmas present."
I opened it and found a Polaroid of a naked Mellisa wearing a skimpy bikini and a pair of high heels. Luckily I was turned so that she couldn't see the effect that the picture had on me.
"Some little girl huh?" she said.
I handed the picture back to her and said, "I can't keep this. They have laws against kiddie porn."
The look on her face as I walked away was priceless.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Why was I acting that way toward her when she so obviously lit my fire? It had nothing to do with my being pissed over our first encounter and everything to do with my survival. She was wild and unpredictable, had a penchant for getting her picture in the papers - usually for something scandalous - and she was only seventeen. The last thing I needed at that point in my life was to go down in flames with her. If I did what I really wanted to do and things went bad the consequences to me could run anywhere from being fired to going to jail. I had no intention of losing either my best shot at what could be considered a free education or my freedom over a "wild child."
The following year brought me in contact with Mellisa a lot more than I would have liked. Shortly after the start of the New Year Mr. Banks passed away and Ron succeeded him as president and CEO of the company. By the time that happened I had come to understand that it had been Mr. Banks who had for some strange reason taken an interest in me and who had arranged my "employment contract". Now he was gone and Ron didn't have to suck up to him and I had to wonder if my circumstances might suddenly change. As the months went by and nothing happened I began to relax a little.
Then Mellisa had another run in with the law that made the papers and Ron decided that it was time that she learned to be a little more responsible. When school let out for the summer he made her go to work at the plant and that put her in almost daily contact with me. She dogged me and hovered around me to the point where everyone in the department was getting a good laugh out of it; everyone except me of course. I was even more acutely aware of the potential for disaster and I worked hard at avoiding her, but she worked just as hard at seeing that I couldn't. Just how hard she was working at it became apparent at the company picnic.
I was eating a hot dog and watching some guys pitch horse shoes when Mellisa came up to me. She didn't say hi, just tugged at my arm and said, "You need to hurry, they are almost ready to start."
"Start what?"
"The Three Legged Race."
"I didn't sign up for the race."
"I know, your partner did it for you."
"Don't tell me, let me guess. You?"
She smiled at me, "Yep."
"Looks like you won't be in the race then."
"No? I already told my dad that you and I were going to win. He will be so disappointed. He does so like to see me succeed. I have no idea how he will react when I tell him that you blew me off."
Daddy had to be happy with a third place finish, but that wasn't bad when you consider that there were thirty-one couples in the race. Ron came up and gave her a hug and congratulated her and she said, "We'll do better in the Wheel Barrow Race, won't we Ryan?"
As Ron walked away I asked, "Do you have any other surprises for me?"
"Well, after the barrow race there is the balloon race and after that there is the Wrestle."
"The Wrestle? What is that?"
"You'll see Ryan, come on, they are lining up for the next race" and she grabbed my hand and pulled me along behind her.
We won the barrow race, but we didn't even come close in the Balloon Race, but then I guess Mellisa never intended to try and win. In the Balloon Race a water-filled balloon is placed between two partners, chest to chest, and without using your arms or hands you have to race from the start to the finish without breaking the balloon or letting it hit the ground. The race started and it became immediately apparent to me what Mellisa was up to. What she intended to do was give me a hard time. The race started and we had gone maybe five feet when suddenly Mellisa stepped back and allowed the balloon to begin to fall. Quickly she moved back in and caught the balloon between our stomachs and this put her tits above the balloon and as she pressed forward to trap the balloon her tits pressed into my chest. She had a wicked grin on her face and she said, "I'm not wearing a bra Ryan. Can you feel my nipples touching you?"
I probably didn't, but I imagined that I did and I got an instant woodie. We were fifty feet from the finish line and there was no way I was going to be able to go that distance with her tits rubbing my chest so I did the only thing possible - I stepped forward and pushed. The balloon broke and I found out that I'd only made things worse. The water from the balloon soaked Mellisa's shirt and it had the same as if she had been in a "wet T-shirt" contest.
"Way to go slick. Why not just pull off my shirt and let everybody look at my tits?"
I pulled off my shirt and gave it to her, "Here, cover up. I've got a sweatshirt in my car I can put on."
"But if I put it on you won't be able to look at my "little girl" tits."
"Jesus Mellisa, you just indicated that you didn't want people looking at them."
"People no, you yes."
"Why are you messing with me Mellisa?"
"Because I can Ryan, simply because I can. Come on, its time for the Wrestle."
"Where and what is the Wrestle?"
"It's on the other side of the pavilion and you'll see when we get there."
I followed her and when we got to the area behind the pavilion there was nothing there. "What's going on Mellisa?"
"The Wrestle baby" and she stepped to me, put her arms around me and before I figured out what was happening she had me on the ground.
"First fall goes to me" and she laughed as she rolled so she was sitting on me. She leaned forward and put both hands on my shoulders and pressed down. "I got the first pin too" and she lowered her head and kissed me. "None of the other contestants showed so I guess I be the winner. I got the first fall, the first pin, and now I'm going for some riding time" and she reached for my zipper.
I exploded up off the ground and dumped Mellisa on her ass. "Jesus Christ, are you fucking nuts? It is broad daylight and your parents, to say nothing of half the company, are on the other side of the fucking building and you are underage. Are you deliberately trying to get me fired or thrown into jail?"
I turned and hurried away from her and left the picnic before she could cause me any more grief.
Monday when I showed up for work I found my shirt neatly folded and sitting on my desk with a note pinned to it saying that it had been washed and pressed. Mellisa didn't come back to work that summer and I found out later that her mother had taken her to Europe for a month. The next time I saw Mellisa was at the company's annual Christmas party.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My date for the party came down with the flu and had to cancel out on me so I attended the party alone. I was no sooner in the door when Mellisa saw me and headed my way. She was a vision and I felt my cock stir at the sight of her. She was also trouble and I began looking for a place to go that would keep her away from me. I spotted three guys I knew sitting at a table for four and I started to head their way when Mellisa got to me and took my arm.
"How does it feel to be trapped Ryan?"
"What are you talking about?"
"My parents asked me why I didn't have a date for this party and I told them that I did and that he was going to meet me here. I gambled that you would come alone and when you came in the I said, "Oh, here he is now." You can walk away from me if you want Ryan, but then I'll have to tearfully run back to mommy and daddy and tell them how cruel you were to me. Would you like that Ryan? Would you like for my daddy to be really, really pissed at you?"
I stood there too flabbergasted to speak and she giggled and said, "I thought not. Come along sweetie, we are sitting at the head table" and she took my arm and pulled me along behind her.
I knew everyone at the table so no introductions were necessary and the dinner part of the party passed by with nothing more than general conversation. Following dinner there were a few rah-rah type speeches made and then the band set up and started playing. Mellisa grabbed my hand, "Come on sweetie, let's dance."
Out on the dance floor I said, "Sweetie? What's up with that?"
"Just staking my claim sweetie."
"You might have some trouble selling that to Sally."
"And just who is Sally?"
"My girlfriend."
"You mean your ex-girlfriend."
"No I don't."
"Sure you do. I already told my dad that we are going steady and he thinks we make a lovely couple."
"Why are you doing this to me Mellisa?"
"I already answered that at the picnic Ryan, because I can."
"That still doesn't give me a good answer. If I accept that you are doing it just because you can, it still doesn't tell me why you want to."
"I'll answer that for you before the night is over, but for now, let's just dance."
She moved in close to me and then suddenly pulled back in faked shock surprise and said in an equally faked Southern accent, "Well I do declare Ryan sweetie, it seems that not all of you thinks of me as a little girl" and then she moved back in close and ground herself into my erection. She kept me on the floor until the band took a break and then we went back to our table were we sat and engaged in more general conversation. Mellisa excused herself to go to the ladies room and the band came back while she was gone. Mary Ellen said, "You haven't danced with me yet Ryan. Let's get out there and see if we can make your girl friend jealous."



As we danced Mary Ellen gave me a bemused smile and said, "And just how long have you been dating the 'little girl' Ryan?"
"Since I walked in the door tonight."
"Not your choice I take it?"
"Nope. I was informed that I was her date and that it might upset daddy if I were to break her poor little heart."
"That's true enough. She is the apple of his eye and she does have him wrapped around her little finger. I warned you last Christmas to look out for her. Well, she's back at the table and looking daggers at us so I guess we should head on back, but not before we tweak her nose a bit. Get me under the mistletoe Ryan."
I did and she gave me a kiss every bit as steamy as the one she had given me last Christmas and then we went back to the table. Mellisa hauled me right back out onto the dance floor.
"It's a good thing that daddy didn't see that kiss. He really gets jealous where mom is concerned."
"Hey, she kissed me, I only returned it."
"Well it pissed me off. You're my date and you haven't taken me under the mistletoe yet."
"I am not your date."
"Of course you are. Just go ask my dad."
"Jesus Mellisa, why won't you just let me be?"
"Because you pissed me off Ryan. You called me a little girl, told me to go and play with my dolls and I going to keep after you until you take it back."
"Okay. I take it back; you are not a little girl."
"Oh no Ryan, words like that don't mean shit. You have to say it and then prove to me that you mean it."
"How am I supposed to do that?"
"I'm glad you asked. Come on outside for some fresh air and I'll tell you."
Once outside I said, "Okay Mellisa, just what do I have to do?"
"Simple enough Ryan. You can either fuck me or eat my pussy.'
"Get serious Mellisa."
"I am serious Ryan. I want you to prove to me that you don't think of me as a little girl and that's the way you are going to have to do it."
"Come on Mellisa, I give up, I surrender, you win. You are not a little girl and we both know it. Let's get back to the party."
"No Ryan. I'm going to be all over you like white on rice until you either eat me or fuck me. I'll use my father as a club and the only way you will be able to get away is to quit your job and all that will do is get you away from my father. I'll still find other ways to haunt you. Come on Ryan, your back seat or mine."
"Sorry Mellisa, but you're jailbait and I like my freedom too much."
"Bullshit Ryan, I was eighteen last month and I'm totally legal."
"Okay then, truth time Mellisa. I wouldn't touch you with a ten-foot pole. With your reputation and the way you run around God only knows who you have been with, what they might have given you, and what you might be carrying. I do know that I do not want to chance catching any of it."
Mellisa looked at me and I saw a sadness cross her face.
"That was cold!"
"Why? What did you expect that your outrageous behavior would make people think? Little Miss Wild Child, always running around and getting in trouble, always sticking out your tongue at authority. Did you really expect that it would be ignored?"
She was silent for the better part of a minute and then she said, "I'm a virgin Ryan."
"Oh come on. Surely you don't expect me to believe that? Not with your reputation."
"It's true Ryan. The only way to prove it to you is for you to do it to me, but it is true."
"Come on Mellisa. Even if it is true, why me? Why not save it for some one who counts?"
"Because you are different. My dad ignores me, calls me his little princess and lets me do what ever I want. Mom says I'm going through a phase and that I'll get over it and so she lets me do what I want. Everyone else falls all over themselves to do what I want them to do or they do what they think I'll like. No one ever says no to me. I've gotten used to that being the way of things. Then here you come along, insult me, ignore me, and in general grab my interest. I started chasing you to rub your nose in the fact that I was not a little girl and the more I pushed you, the more you ignored me. Add to that the fact that I decided a long time ago to get rid of my virginity when I turned eighteen and here we are - the proverbial two birds with one stone - I get rid of my virginity and you admit I'm not a little girl."
"Right. And then your dad cans me when he figures it out."
"How can he do that? Figure it out I mean?"
"You said it yourself. You are his little princess. You think he doesn't keep an eye on you? You think he didn't see us leave? When we aren't back in a reasonable time you think he won't wonder why? You think you won't be under a microscope when you go back in while he looks for the least little thing that will tell him what we were doing out here? Hell Mellisa, he's just as likely to fire me because he's suspicious as for any other reason."
"I don't hear you arguing against it, just against doing it here and now. Well then, we will just have to do it tomorrow. Pick me up at six and we will go out on a date and sometime before you take me home it will happen, okay?"
I was not used to such matter of fact behavior from the females I knew, but Mellisa did give me a hard on anytime she came within fifty feet of me and so I shrugged and said, "Okay Mellisa, if you are sure that is what you want we might as well give it a try."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next night put an end to my relationship with Sally. I took Mellisa out for burgers and then to a movie and before the night was over we did get it done. Not a big believer in back seat sex I had stopped on the way to pick Mellisa up and rented a motel room. Pulling into the motel parking lot after the movie Mellisa's eyes got big and she said, "You are going to do it, you really are going to do it. I just knew that you would find another excuse to put me off, but you aren't are you? You're really are going to do it."
"Well, to be absolutely honest I guessed you would be the one to call it off when I called your bluff."
"Bluff? Oh no sweetie, no bluff. Come on, let's get to the room."
Mellisa was indeed a virgin and we left the proof of that on the motel sheets. Mellisa surprised me by showing that she had a considerate side to her. Before we left the room she pulled the sheets off the bed and put them in the bathtub to soak, "Maybe it will keep the stain from setting." Mellisa might have been experiencing sex for the first time, but she was determined to experience as much as she could. We did everything but anal and almost all of it three times. Her first blow job wasn't all that great, but by the third one she was getting the hang of it. She didn't have an orgasm the first time we made love, but she did have one the first time I ate her pussy and she did have one the second time we made love. Her favorite positions were doggie or her on top. But what really set her off was oral sex. The more I ate her pussy the more she wanted me too and the fact that I did it when she had my cum in her drove her absolutely wild.
The ride home was silent. Mellisa looked out the passenger side window the entire ride home and I couldn't help but wonder what she was thinking. I pulled up in front of her house, but she made no move to get out. Finally I asked her if there was something wrong. She turned to me and I noticed that there was a tear in her eye.
"You know that you never even kissed me? All the things we did tonight and you never kissed me, not once."
"As I recall you were too busy dragging me out of the car and into the motel room to waste time on the preliminaries."
"Still, you could have found time in there somewhere to kiss me. It just doesn't seem right that a girl loses her virginity and doesn't get kissed."
I slid over next to her, took her in my arms and kissed her. It got a little steamy and I was at the point of suggesting we move to the back seat when Mellisa broke the kiss.
"I've got to get going. Same time tomorrow?"
"I thought that this was just a one time thing to put the "little girl" matter to rest."
"Oh no Ryan. I told daddy we were going steady. Besides, we haven't done anal yet. Don't be late" and she got out of the car and headed up the walk to the house.
To be continued...



            Mellisa, Mary Ellen and Me Ch. 02

            Blackmail seems to run in the family.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mellisa-mary-ellen-and-me-ch-02

Title: Mellisa, Mary Ellen and Me Ch. 02

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Blackmail seems to run in the family.

Tags: blackmail

Series: Mellisa, Mary Ellen and Me


If I had passed on picking up Mellisa the next night at seven my life over the next year would have been a whole lot less stressful, but I picked her up on time and headed for the motel.
"What? I don't rate a date of any kind? Just going to haul me to the motel like some kind of round heeled slut?"
"Isn't that what you are? You sure have been acting like one."
"Still, it isn't very gentlemanly of you to acknowledge the fact."
It was a repeat of the first night except that this time Mellisa wanted to try anal. I took my time and used plenty of KY Jelly and then I eased myself into her tight ass. She had her head buried in a pillow and I saw her hands clutching the bed sheets tightly, but she never made a sound the whole time I stroked into her pooper. When it was over she asked me if I had liked it and I told her that any way I could get off was enjoyable.
"Well I didn't like it and I hope that you can do without it in the future because I don't want to do it again."
"Your choice sweetie. It is your body and you get to decide what to do with it."
"Everything else we did last night I loved. Go wash off your cock so we can fuck and then you can eat my pussy."
It turned out that her favorite thing was for me to eat her pussy after I had cum in her. We screwed four times that night and she had me eat her pussy after every time. I started thinking that the only reason we fucked was so she could have me eat her. When I took her home and she said, "Same time tomorrow?" I told her no.
"I have a couple of school projects that I have to turn in as soon as Christmas break is over and I need to spend some time working on them."
"So when will I see you again?"
"How about Friday?"
"Friday? But that's four days away. It isn't fair Ryan. You got me started and it is up to you to see that I get what I need."
"Sorry Mellisa, but my plans for Christmas break didn't factor in what has happened with you. Plus I have Sally to think about."
"Your ex-girlfriend?"
"That's the problem Mellisa, she doesn't know that yet and I'm not asshole enough to let her find out by some other means. I have to break it off in person."
"You sure about that? Because I'm not sharing you with anyone else Ryan. I want all you have and I don't intend to leave you with enough energy to take care of anyone else."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Thus began what proved to be the most turbulent year of my life. Between work, school and Mellisa all my time was pretty much eaten up. What with my class load and my job I was only able to see Mellisa twice during the week and then on Saturday and Sunday. Mellisa didn't want to go to a movie, didn't want to go dancing, didn't want to do anything but fuck and it wasn't long before the constant renting of motel rooms was straining my budget. Mellisa and I tried the back seat a couple of times but we both agreed that it was way too uncomfortable and constraining. I sat down and ran some numbers and found that I could rent an efficiency apartment for half of what I was paying for motel rooms so I went out and found one close to school.
My big mistake was to give Mellisa a key. It got to where I would come home from class and find her naked on my bed and waiting for me. My grades began to suffer because I was spending more time in Mellisa than in a book. Finally I had to take the key away from her and tell her I would only see her on Monday and Thursday and weekends. She got pissed at me and I didn't see her for two weeks. Then one Thursday I came home from class and found her sitting on the steps to my apartment.
"What brings you here?"
"Don't be an ass Ryan. You know damned well why I'm here. Can we go inside or do you want me to go after your cock right here in public."
"Grapevine told me that you had a new guy."
"What did you expect? You tossed my ass out and I was pissed so I dated another guy."
"So why are you here instead of with him?"
"He's a jerk. Besides, he won't eat pussy."
"So I'm just a fuck toy for you?"
"Works for me. Come on Ryan, let's go inside and play."
She wanted to be eaten first and I was surprised to find out that she was very wet and I commented on it.
"What do you expect? You get me used to damned near every day and then you cut me off. All I've thought about for two weeks is getting laid and that made me horny and horny makes me wet."
"I thought you were getting it on with the other guy."
"He wanted to and I would have, but he told me he wouldn't eat me and I told him that was the price of admission and he didn't want to pay it. So it's up to you sweetie, eat me baby, give me what I love."
We got back on our Monday, Thursday, weekend schedule, but I noticed a slight change in Mellisa. It seemed like the more she got, the more she wanted. She was always horny and as a consequence she was always sopping wet when we got together. I suppose that if I'd had more free time I might have figured it out, but a full class load, my job, time spent doing homework and class assignments and time spent with Mellisa didn't leave me with a whole lot of time to sit around and speculate.
I found out the truth the day I was blackmailed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Saturday and I arrived at Mellisa's house to pick her up for a date. Mary Ellen invited me in and told me that Mellisa wasn't there.
"She went to the mall and she just called and said she was running about an hour late."
"Okay, I guess I'll come back in an hour."
"No Ryan, I want you to stay. In fact I'm glad she's running late because it gives me a chance to find out about something I've been curious about."
"What's that?"
"Oral sex."
"Excuse me?"
"Oral sex. You know Ryan, sucking cock and eating pussy."
"I don't understand."
"Sure you do Ryan. Mellisa was talking to one of her girlfriends on the phone the other day. She didn't know that I was home and the conversation got a little raunchy. I didn't know you had such a kinky side Ryan. The part that grabbed my attention was where she told her friend how much she got off when you eat her pussy."
She stood up and started undressing and as she stripped she said, "I'm forty years old Ryan and do you know that I've never had my pussy eaten? Not once. My husband thinks that oral sex is perverted and disgusting, but I've always wanted to try it. I've never wanted it bad enough to risk my marriage by going out and picking up guys until I found one who would eat me, but I don't have to go looking now, do I? You are right here."
"I don't think that this is a good idea Mrs. Sheets. Maybe I'd just better leave."
"Nonsense Ryan, this is a great idea. I finally get what I want and you avoid a whole mess of possible problems."
"Pardon me?"
"Well Ryan, just imagine what might happen if my husband were to find out that not only were you screwing his little princess, but you were also doing things to her that are so perverted that he won't even do them with his own wife. Besides sugar, it shouldn't be that much of a chore for you. I've seen you looking at me and twice I've danced with you and felt your hard cock poking into me. Come on sugar, show Mary Ellen what she's been missing all these years."
You would think that I would jump at the chance to do something - anything - with Mary Ellen, but I was getting just a little bit tired of the women in that family beating me over the head with Ron. I was right on the edge of standing up and saying, "Sorry Mrs. Sheets, but I wouldn't feel right doing something like that with my girlfriends mom." Then I thought about the nine months to go until graduation. So close to being done - too close to blow it at that late date.
"How do we keep from getting caught by Ron or Mellisa?"
"Ron left an hour ago to go play golf and he will be gone at least four hours. We have an hour before Mellisa gets home so let's not waste any more time talking sugar."
I should have known that something was wrong when she lay down, spread her legs and said, "Hurry sugar, before it all leaks out," but the words flew right past me. I was so busy admiring Mary Ellen's superb body that I had my mouth on her pussy and was licking away before the "it all leaks out" registered. I started to pull my head away from Mary Ellen's pussy, but she cried out, "No sugar, keep eating me, please don't stop" and she dug her fingers in my hair and held me to her. She started pushing her muff up at me and I found the little man in the boat and went after him. She screamed and had an orgasm and I stayed after her clit until she started moaning again and then I pulled away from her.
"Don't stop, please sugar, don't stop."
I stood up and started taking off my pants and she said, "What are you doing. Oh no sugar, you can't fuck me. I've never been unfaithful to Ron."
"What do you call what we have just been doing?"
"It isn't cheating if it is something he won't do for me."
"Oh, so you get your jollies and I get to suffer?"
"If I suck your cock will that do?"
"That would be just fine."
"You will have to tell me what to do. When I said that Ron did not believe in oral sex I meant it both ways. I've never sucked a cock."
I had to smile at that and she asked me what was so funny. I couldn't very well tell her the truth - that mother and daughter both got their first taste of cock from me - so I said, "What's funny is that you are blackmailing me into doing something that most guys my age would give their right arm to be doing."
"It isn't blackmail sweetie; you wanted me, you just needed a little push. Now please go back to eating my pussy, please sugar, I really, really like it."
"When do I get my blow job?"
"Make me cum once more and then I'll do it."
"What did you mean when you said, Hurry, before it all leaks out?"
"Ron made love to me before he went to play golf."
"You had me go down on you after Ron had cum in you?"
"Of course sugar, isn't that what you like?"
"Why in God's name would you think I liked it?"
"Because that's what Mellisa was telling her friend on the phone. She said you ate her pussy after she had fucked someone else. She said you do it every time you get together. She gets laid, comes to you, you eat her out and then spend the rest of the evening fucking like bunnies."
"Mellisa said that?"
I saw it register on her face and she said, "You didn't know?"
"No, I didn't know."
"Oh dear, I think I may just have fucked it up for all of us.'
"I guess you just did."
"Does this mean you won't eat my pussy any more?"
I looked at the sexy woman spread out before me and I thought, "What the hell, it hasn't killed me yet and I might never have an opportunity like this again." So I said, "I'll tell you what Mary Ellen. If you can get me off and there is still enough time for me to eat you again before Mellisa gets home I will. But I want something from you first."
"What?"
"The name of the girl who Mellisa was talking to."
"I don't have it. I only heard her side of the conversation and I only caught the middle of it. Why do you need it?"
"Because Mellisa and I are about to part company and I can't very well tell her that it is because of information that I got from you."
"Why are you breaking it off with her. According to Mellisa you two have a great sex life. Whatever she's done hasn't bothered you until now."
"Before I didn't know; now I do and it bothers the hell out of me."
"I looked at my watch, "You had better hurry if you want me to do you again."
Mary Ellen was hopelessly inept at giving head. She, like Mellisa, could probably get better with time, but she wasn't getting the job done that day and I told her so.
"I'll give you a hand job then sugar, I will get you off."
"I can give myself hand jobs Mary Ellen" and I got started to get up and get my clothes.
"No, please sugar, no. Stay and eat my pussy, please?"
"I'm sorry Mary Ellen, but I need to get some relief and since I'm going to have to do it myself I'm going home to do it."
"No sugar, please stay" but I ignored her and started to get up.
"No!" she cried, "Damn it no. I'll get you off" and she pulled me down, swung over me and impaled herself on my cock. She began sliding up and down all the while moaning, "Hurry sugar, hurry up and cum. Cum for me sugar, hurry up and cum for me. Get off so you can eat me baby, please sugar, hurry."
I rolled her on her back and began pounding her as hard as I could. Her legs locked around me and her finger nails bit deep into my back and it only took minutes until the cum started boiling up from my balls and splashed Mary Ellen's insides. I leaned over her, breathing hard while my cock softened in her pussy and then she began pushing me away from her.
"Hurry sugar, hurry. Eat me baby, please eat me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was lying on her living room floor, still naked, watching me dress. "Can we do this again Ryan?"
"You really want to?"
"Oh God yes, yes I do."
"What about the being unfaithful to Ron part?"
"Fuck him. He had his chance and would never do it. I'll still fuck his brains out, but I'm going to look to you for oral sex and I'll pay for it any way I have to, okay?"
"I don't know Mary Ellen. My apartment won't be safe for us if Mellisa decides to hang around. I can't afford motels and I don't like back seats. Because of Ron and Mellisa it wouldn't be safe here, so how would we do it?"
"Maybe you can't afford motels Ryan, but I can." She giggled and then said, "Would you like being a kept man Ryan? Would it turn you on to have a forty year old woman paying so that you could have sex with her?"
"I suppose it would."
"When sugar? When can we do it?"
"As soon as I'm done talking to Mellisa I'll have Mondays, Thursdays and weekends free."
"You are really going to drop her?"
"Like a hot coal. In fact I'm going to leave now. When she gets home tell I was here and left. You can even tell her that I wasn't in a very good mood when I got here and let her think about that while she tries to find me."
As I was leaving Mary Ellen handed me a piece of paper, "That's my cell phone number. Call me Monday and I'll let you know where to meet me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in my apartment fixing myself dinner when the doorbell rang. I opened the door to find a pissed off Mellisa standing there. She pushed past me into the apartment and said, "Where were you? I told mom to have you wait."
"Didn't feel like waiting. I was there on time, you weren't, I left. I was only there to tell you to fuck off anyway so I didn't see any sense in waiting. I figured I see you sooner or later and I could tell you then."
"Tell me to fuck off?"
"Yeah sweetie, I found out about the little game you have been playing on me and I didn't like it."
"Game? What game?"
"Don't play dumb Mellisa. You know damned well what game. Getting yourself fucked by some guy and then rushing over to see me and having me eat him out of you and all the while telling me that you were so wet because you were horny for me."
She looked away from me and said, "Honestly Ryan, I don't know what you are talking about."
What the hell, if she could lie so could I. "I'm talking about the guy who swaggered up to me at the mall today and asked me how I liked being a cock sucker by proxy. When I asked him what the fuck he was talking about he said he just wondered how I liked eating you out after he fucked you. I told him he was full of shit and he said, "No way dude. Every Monday and Thursday I lay the pipe to her before she comes by your apartment."
"That's not true Ryan, I...."
I cut here off, "Just get out Mellisa" and I took her by the arm and led her to the door, opened it and pushed her outside. She turned and tried to come back in, but I blocked the door.
"Please Ryan, don't do this to me."
The last thing I heard as I slammed the door in her face was, "Damn it Ryan, I love you, please don't do this to me."
I almost opened the door back to ask her what she'd said. I love you? She had never uttered those words to me before, but then I thought, so what, and went back to fixing my dinner.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next six weeks Mellisa hung around my apartment. When I pulled onto the parking lot I just turned around and left if I saw her car or saw her sitting on my steps. If I didn't see her until it was too late I just pushed past her and slammed my apartment door in her face. I couldn't avoid her at work, but I could ignore her and I did. The mantra was always the same; "Please talk to me Ryan, just talk to me. I know we can work things out Ryan, I just know we can. Please Ryan, I love you, talk to me."
During that same six weeks I was meeting her mother at motels. Mary Ellen got to be pretty good at giving blow jobs, but what she wanted most was for me to eat her pussy and it almost always had Ron's cum in it. Unlike her daughter Mary Ellen didn't try to trick me and she was always very up front about it. She always told me as soon as we were in the motel room if Ron had been there first.
"I go crazy when you eat my pussy baby, but I go absolutely starkers when you do it after Ron has fucked me. I have more and bigger orgasms and I hope to God you never stop giving them to me."
One night when we were in a sixty-nine her butt hole look really appealing so while I was sucking on her clit I pushed a finger in her ass and she moaned. I worked it around a little and she stopped sucking my cock and asked, "What are you doing?"
"Playing with your butt."
"That's nasty."
"I'm a nasty guy. Haven't you ever had anal sex?"
"Good lord no."
"Why not?"
"It's nasty and perverted."
"You said that about oral sex, but it sure didn't take you long to change your mind."
"No, Ron said oral sex was perverted."
"Well, he was wrong about that so how do you know that you aren't?"
"Have you done it often?"
"Quite a lot."
"Let me think about it for a while."
She loved it! She got to the point where she had a hard time making up her mind what she wanted to do first when we got together - get her butt fucked or her pussy eaten. I was in hog heaven. I was getting all the sex I could handle from a super sexy woman who spoiled me rotten. She even made me feel like a gigolo. My car was a ten year old clunker and one night I missed meeting her at the motel because the car broke down. When I called her and cancelled and told her why she was upset. Just how upset I found out the next time we got together. When we were through taking each other through the wringer and I was getting dressed to leave she took some keys out of her purse and tossed them to me.
"What's this?"
"The keys to your new car. I don't want you to ever miss another one of MY nights because of car trouble."
"New car?"
"Well, not brand new, that might have caused talk given your financial situation, but it is only two years old and I had it gone completely through to make sure you won't have any problems with it. It's the green one just outside parked next to mine."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My grades were coming back up because Mary Ellen didn't take up near as much of my time as Mellisa had. After all, she did have a husband she had to keep happy. Strange as it seemed to me then, given that she was fucking my eyes out, she said that she loved Ron to death and didn't want to lose him.
"If he ever decides to try oral sex sugar I'd never see you again. I'd miss you, but I'd never leave home if Ron would take care of me."
Then came the day I had been expecting ever since my breakup with Mellisa. I had practiced my speech and I was ready. Ron asked me to stop by his office after work. After the niceties were out of the way he said, "Mellisa tells me that you broke up with her."



"Yes sir, I did."
Mind telling me why?"
"It was a matter of class sir, for lack of a better way of putting it."
"Could you explain that please?"
"Well sir, Mellisa and I are from two different worlds. I'm a hamburger guy and she's a steak lady. She is meant for better things and I know it. I knew that she could never get what she deserved from me. I knew that you and your wife expect better for her and so I took myself out of the picture."
"That's what I've always liked about you Ryan. You are a clear headed young man and you see things the way they are. You are absolutely right in your thinking, not that you aren't good enough for Mellisa, but in that her mother and I do have some rather high hopes for her. I think that getting tied down at her age could be disastrous. But your breaking up with her has presented me with a problem that I need your help to solve."
"Sir?"
"Mellisa is broken hearted Ryan. She has been an absolute mess since your breakup. She's my baby Ryan and it distresses me to see her in her current condition."
"I don't know what to say Mr. Sheets."
"I'd like you to do me a big favor Ryan. I'd like for you to get back together with Mellisa."
"Sir, I don't thi...'
"Hear me out Ryan. You were right in your initial assessment and you did what you thought was right. I want you to do it again, only differently."
"Sir?"
"Get back together Ryan. Make it work for a month or so and then do some thing that will make Mellisa break up with you. Make her want to hate you for the rest of her life. Make her want to put you completely out of her mind for good. I need you to be the bad guy for me Ryan. I need for Mellisa to get over you and focus her energies elsewhere. Can you do this for me son?"
Three months to graduation and I'm going to say no? Still, I wasn't na‹ve so I said, "What happens when I do this and she comes crying to you and tells you that I've been mean to her and that you should fire me? I mean we both know that she usually gets her way with you."
"You are doing this for me Ryan and I don't forget my friends. I'll just have to say no and be firm about it."
Yeah, right, I thought, but out loud I said, "Okay, but it will take some time to do it right. I'll have to make it look good, I can't just rush to her and say I was wrong and I'm back. It will be a gradual thing, but it will look right" and burn up a good part of those three months to graduation. Tuition and books were already paid for and I didn't need to sweat that, but I did need my wages for the next three months so I'd have a cushion if I had to go job hunting.
Ron smiled, stood up and offered me his hand. "Good man. You won't regret this Ryan. I take care of my friends."
To be continued...



            Target Practice

            He kept missing the asshole.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/target-practice

Title: Target Practice

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: He kept missing the asshole.

Tags: 




For years I've known about what people say about me behind my back. They say I'm a hen-pecked, pussy whipped wimp. I suppose it had a lot to do with the fact that my wife was ten years older than I am and some of it was because I tended to do what she told me to do, but so what? What was wrong in trying to keep your wife happy?
I felt that I had lucked out big time when I found Kathleen and that I'd hit the lottery jackpot when she said yes to my marriage proposal. Damned right I did whatever it took to keep her happy and satisfied and if that made people see me as hen-pecked and a wimp so be it. They were right on when it came to my being pussy whipped. Before I'd met Kathleen I'd had my fair share of the ladies and I could say without a doubt that Kath was the best pussy I had ever had.
Not only was she great in bed, but she wanted sex all the time. Even after seven years of marriage we were still getting it on five and six times a week. She was beautiful, she was sexy and she was mine. I had it made and so what if I had to pay for it with a few 'yes dears' and some 'whatever you say my loves." At least that was how I thought until last Saturday night.
============================================
Kathleen's best friend Marcia worked at the same company as Kathleen and Marcia had received a promotion. Kath decided to throw her a party and so it was that I found myself with a house full of people that I barely knew. I'd met several at company picnics and Christmas parties, but I never remember those people. You meet so many of them and spend so little time with them that they barely register and then you don't see them again for another six months. I felt like a stranger in my own house.
To keep from seeming awkward I busied myself with trying to be the good host. I kept the ice bucket full, made sure that the booze didn't run out and that the bowls of chips, pretzels and dip didn't run out. The party had been going on for a couple of hours when suddenly I began to feel uncomfortable. I don't know why, I just did. I noticed, or thought I did, that people were looking at me with strange looks on their faces and on a couple of guys I would have to say that their looks seemed like smirks. At the time I didn't wonder about it, it just seemed strange is all.
It was about three hours into the party when I noticed that I hadn't seen Kathleen for a while. That was curious since it was her party and I would have expected her to be mingling with her guests. Maybe she was outside getting some fresh air. I saw that the ice bucket was getting low so I went to the refrigerator freezer to get more and saw that there wasn't any so I had to go down into the basement. We have a twenty-three cubic foot freezer and we had put several bags of ice in it in anticipation of using a lot during the party.
As I was getting a bag of ice out of the freezer I heard a 'thump' over my head and a second or two later there was another one. That was odd because the room directly over the freezer and where I was standing was Kathleen's private office and she had locked it before the party to keep people from going in and being nosey. I don't know why I did what I did next because it was something that I had never done before, but I got up on the freezer and put my ear to the heating duct that went to Kath's office. There was talking, it was faint, but I could just make it out. It was obvious that a woman was being fucked in Kathleen's office.
Did Kathleen let her in or had she 'jimmied' the latch?
"Deeper" the woman said, "Push it in lover, you know I love your cock."
"Damn, but you are sure tight. Doesn't he ever fuck you?"
"Not near enough and nowhere near as good as you do."
"I can't believe that we are doing this with him here in the house."
"Will you stop worrying about him and just fuck me? Come on lover, hard and deep, give it to me."
I heard several moans and sharp little cries and I was just about to get down off the freezer and go upstairs and stand where I could see who came out of the room when I found out that I didn't have to.
"That was intense lover, I haven't cum that hard since our first time -what, three years ago?"
"Closer to three and a half years. It is probably because the element of danger has heightened your senses."
"Danger, what danger?"
"My God Kath, you are fucking me in your own home with your husband here. He could walk in on us at any time."
"No he won't. In the first place this is my room and if it is locked he knows to stay out. Even if he did come in and catch us all I'd have to do is tell him to go sit in the corner and watch and we would talk about it later."
"And he would do it?"
"He would if he wanted to keep me around."
"I didn't know you could be so cold."
"There's a lot about me that you don't know lover. Do you know I'm still horny? Do you know that I'm planning on sucking your cock and getting you hard again?"
"What about your guests?"
"Hubby can take care of them while you take care of me."
===============================================
I got down from the freezer and just stood there looking at the bag of ice cubes. My world had just come crashing down on my head. I couldn't believe it. How could I? Kathleen and I had sex five or six times a week and it wasn't, at least to her, "Near enough?" She had been cheating on me for over three years? How in God's name could she have done that and me not have a clue? I didn't even want to think about the other thing she had said, that I didn't fuck her near as well as her lover.
I loved her as much as l loved life itself and thinking on it I saw that regardless of what she had been doing she still had been loving and affectionate and my quality of life hadn't suffered any. But as corny as it may sound, a mans got to do what a mans got to do and there was one thing she had told her lover that I could not let stand. I would go sit in the corner and watch if she told me to, would I? No fucking way, not in this lifetime.
===============================================
I took the bag of ice upstairs and refilled the ice bucket. I noticed that the vodka was almost gone so I opened a new bottle and then I went and checked on all the chip and dip dishes and made sure that they were full and then I went back to my den. Early on Kath and I had decided that we didn't want children, a good decision as now there wouldn't be any custody battles, but even though we wouldn't have a family we still wanted a big house. We looked for something with acreage so we could have privacy. We found a four-bedroom ranch on six acres and snatched it up. Kathleen took one bedroom for her home office and I took one for my den.
I went into my den and walked over to the clothes closet that I had turned into a mini storeroom and where I had put my gun safe. I opened the safe and then stood back and contemplated. The 1911A1 and the 92F would be overkill. They would inspire more fear, but they would make more noise in a small room than what I wanted. I settled on a .22 caliber target pistol, made sure that it had a full clip, and went over to my desk where I kept a key to Kathleen's room.
The lovers were on Kathleen's leather couch when I came in the door. Kathleen was on her hands and knees and Greg was fucking her from behind. They were both facing the door when I walked into the room and I saw the shock on both of their faces. Kathleen recovered first and I'll be damned if she didn't do just what she told Greg she would do.
"Close the door dear; we don't need anyone looking in here. This isn't about us honey, we are okay, you'll see. Just go on back to the party and we can talk this when all the guests are gone."
I almost laughed at the thought that she'd actually thought I would do it. Instead I brought the target pistol out from behind my back where I'd been holding it.
"You are right Kath, this isn't about us, it is about me. You certainly don't think much of me as a man if you expect that you can cuckold me, tell me it's okay and then send me back to your party to take care of your guests while some asshole fucks you in my own house."
As soon as Greg saw the pistol he realized he was in deep shit which is just what I wanted him to think. I pointed the pistol in his general direction and he pulled himself out of Kathleen and moved to get off the couch. I'm a better than average hand with a pistol. I fired Expert in the Army and I belonged to two gun clubs where I shoot competitively, but Greg didn't know that and he was going to think that every time I fired I was aiming at him and that I was just a bad shot.
Just behind him on a bookcase was a two-foot high porcelain cat. It had belonged to Kathleen's great, great, great grandmother and had been passed down through the family to Kathleen. It was a family heirloom and Kathleen took extreme measures to see that it never got damaged in any way. It shattered as my first shot slammed into it. Kathleen screamed and Greg sobbed out an "Oh God" as he reached for his pants.
"I'm going to kill you mother fucker" I screamed at him as I sent the next shot by him into Kathleen's Dell computer. The third shot took out her monitor and Greg forgot all about his pants and ran naked out of the room. I was tempted to put one in the doorframe next to him as he went out the door, but I didn't know if anyone was in the hallway or not so I settled for putting one in the ceiling just above the door. Before I chased after him I turned to Kathleen:
"Can you believe it? I keep missing the asshole. I need some target practice."
Then I followed Greg out of the room putting two more rounds into the ceiling to make sure that Greg kept running for the front door. I saw some amused looks on several faces as Greg ran naked through the room and out the front door. I followed him out onto the porch and fired one more round into the air. He must have left his keys in the car because it roared into life and he tore down the driveway. I walked back into the house and saw everybody looking at me.
"That's not the end of the party folks, just part of the entertainment. For all of you single guys, and married guys too, as long as your wives don't mind, Kathleen is going to pull a train on the leather couch in her home office. Don't mind this," I said as I waved the pistol, "This is just what happens if you don't get my permission first. Go get her guys. She loves cock and a lot of it."
I walked back to Kathleen's office and she was sitting on her couch, naked and crying. I unzipped myself as I walked into the room. I went over to her and pushed her down on her back.
"Stop your crying. Greg is gone, but I think replacements are on the way."
I pushed her legs apart and then I mounted her. Her pussy was wet and sloppy and I wondered how many times Greg had cum in her before I broke up their little party. I really didn't want to do it, but I didn't want anyone who might take me up on my offer to come in and see Kath crying so I pressed my lips down on hers and pushed my tongue in her mouth. I pounded into her cunt and kept one eye on the door and then it happened. First one guy came in and a minute later another one and soon there were seven men in the room. Sex had always been good with Kathleen and she had always been responsive and my steady hard pounding got to her and she started to moan.
"Come on guys, get those clothes off" and two of them did while the other five just watched and waited to see what would happen.
"Her favorite fantasy has always been to be taken by a bunch of guys while she pretends to try and fight them off. One of you guys get over here and shove your cock in her mouth and face fuck her."
My words filtered through to Kathleen's brain and her eyes shot open. She opened her mouth to protest, but the guy was already there and any protest she was going to make died in her throat when the man shoved his cock in her mouth. I looked over at the other naked guy and said:
"Get over here and get ready. When I blow I'm going to get right off and I want you to get right on."
Several more hard and fast strokes and I busted my nut. I got off and the man was on and in before Kathleen even registered that I was gone. I looked at the other five:
"Come on guys. The three of us won't be able to keep her going long. Her personal best is five guys for four hours. With as many as are here now we can keep her going until six in the morning. Come on, get naked while I go and get myself a fresh drink."
A couple were undoing their belts as I left the room.
===============================================
I walked into the kitchen and made myself a drink and then I returned to Kath's room. I got there just in time to see the man who had taken my place pull out and another man take his place. I gathered up Greg's clothes and the pistol from where I had set it down and then I went down into the basement. I used Greg's clothes for cleaning rags as I cleaned and oiled the pistol and then I took it upstairs and put it back in the gun safe.
As I walked by Kath's room there were two women standing in the hallway and looking in the door. One turned to the other and said, "I never realized she was such a slut."
"Of course you did," said the other. "We all knew she was fucking Greg behind her husbands back and if that didn't make her a slut I can't imagine what would."
I glanced over them into the room where three men were pushing a resisting Kathleen into position for a triple penetration and I was gratified to hear a little scream as one man stabbed his cock in her ass. One of the women turned to me; "You don't care that she does this?"
"Not since I caught her with Greg tonight."
"You never knew?"
"Not until an hour ago."
I went into the kitchen and was putting on a pot of coffee when Marcia came up to me:
"Why did you do that to her? She loves you and you show your love for her by doing that to her? You are not the nice guy that she tells everyone that you are."
"I am a nice guy Marcia - until you fuck with me. Strange as it may seem to you I consider fucking other men behind my back to be fucking with me and I'm sorry that I don't dare give her what she really deserves."
Marcia gave me a dirty look and then she turned and stalked away.
============================================
When the coffee was ready I poured myself a cup and went out on the patio and sat down to sip coffee and look at the stars. I heard the door open and close behind me and then a voice said, "Have you given any thought as to what you are going to do about me?"
I turned and saw an extremely good-looking woman looking at me. "I guess the logical question would be why do I need to give thought as to what to do about you?"
"Well, you did run my ride out of here so fast that he didn't have time to gather me up to go along."
"You were Greg's date? I'm sorry; I thought he came alone."
"I'm not his date. I'm his about to be ex-wife."
"I take it that you didn't know until tonight either?"
"I suspected, but I had no proof."
"I'll see to it that you get a ride home after this mess is over tonight."
"I don't want to go home to that asshole."
"Okay, you can stay in the spare bedroom tonight and we will figure out what to do in the morning."
"That won't do either. I don't want to be here when everyone is gone and you and your wife have to face each other and have it out."
"Okay then, I'll drive you to a motel or hotel."
"Can't do that either. Since all I was doing was going to a party with my husband all I left the house with was a small clutch purse containing what I'd need to refresh my makeup."
"I'll get you a room and I'll pay for it, okay?"
"No, not really. I don't like to sleep alone."
"Just what are you getting at?"
"Does the word 'revenge' strike a chord? Are you familiar with the concept of getting even?"
"I don't know if I can help you there; I'm just a little out of sorts this evening."
"You will be able to help me honey, I can promise you that."
"Okay, I'll try, but I have to stay here and see this through so it might be a while yet."
===============================================
I went back to Kathleen's room and did just what she wanted - I sat on the chair in the corner and watched. They bounced Kathleen around on the couch, pushing her and prodding her into this position or that as she alternately protested and begged for them to fuck her harder. It was another two hours before the men started dressing and leaving. When the last man was gone I got up from where I had been sitting and walked over to Kath:
"Did you get enough sweetie, or should I drive you into town and push you out on a street corner? If you don't charge too much you might be able to get a lot more cock."
She looked up at me with tears running down her cheeks and said, "You bastard! How could you? I thought you loved me."
"It was easy Kathleen. All I had to do was catch you with Greg and that made it very easy for me."
=============================================
I spent four days in a motel with Greg's wife Sandy and did my level best to make sure that she got even with Greg. On the fourth day she said she was going to have to go home and have it out with Greg. I drove her home and as she was getting out of the car I gave her my cell phone number.
"I'll be getting an apartment in the next couple of days and we seem to get along okay."
She smiled at me and told me that she would be in touch. I went back to the hotel, checked out and then I picked up a U-Haul truck and drove home. Kathleen wasn't there when I got there and I had most of my stuff packed and loaded on the truck when she did get home.
"Where have you been? I've been worried sick about you."
"Why? I'm not yours to worry about any more."
"Don't say that baby. We love each other. We will just sit down and talk about it. I'm sure that we can work things out if we try."
"No we can't Kathleen. A drunken indiscretion at a party I might could forgive and put behind me, but an affair? No fucking way."
"But that's all it was baby, a drunken indiscretion."
"Bull shit Kathleen. I heard it all. I heard you tell Greg that I didn't fuck you near enough and I heard you tell him that I didn't fuck you as good as he did. But most of all Kathleen, I heard you tell him that the orgasm you'd just had was the strongest since the one he gave you three and a half years ago. Drunken indiscretions don't last for three and a half years."
"Is that why you humiliated me with my co-workers? You know that I had to quit my job, don't you? There was no way that I could go to work after what you let them do to me."
"Tough shit Kathleen, go find some one who cares" and I picked up my last two bags and carried them out to the U-Haul.
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I was in the supply room down behind the copier trying to clear a paper jam when Bill and Henry came into the room for something. Since I really don't like Henry I didn't stand up and say, "Hi guys" so they didn't know I was there. They had been talking when they walked into the room so I didn't know who they were talking about, but the gist of the conversation was clear enough -they were planning on fucking some one's wife. Curiosity grabbed me and I kept very quiet so they wouldn't know I was there. Hopefully I could find out more.
"So you don't think she'll be a problem?" asked Bill.
"Nah. If we can just keep her husband occupied it should be a piece of cake."
"I ain't interested in a piece of cake Henry, it's a piece of ass I'm after."
Both men laughed and then, apparently having gotten what they came for, they left. I cleared the copier, filled the paper tray and ran off the copies I had come in to make while I wondered who the poor boob was that they were going to hang horns on.
Curiosity being what it is I spent a lot of time during the next few days checking out the women in the office trying to figure out who Bill and Henry were after. Of course they might have already scored since I'd heard them in the supply room, but still, which woman was it? If it hadn't already happened then they wee probably plotting to make it happen at the company Christmas party which was only two weeks away.
There were twenty-three women in our company, but all of them wouldn't qualify. Henry had said that they needed to keep her husband occupied so I knew that she was married and that fact eliminated nine from the list. Mary, Alice and Maude were married, but they were also gray-haired grannies so I crossed them off. Marty was a sex lady, but she was also married to the boss and he was an extremely jealous guy and I didn't think either Henry or Bill had the guts to gamble with their jobs over some pussy so I crossed Marty off the list.
That left ten names and two of them I crossed off just because. Tonya was five feet tall and weighed two hundred pounds and Mavis was a forty-year-old shrew. Of the eight left two were nothing really special; Billie was a little on the thin side with a pleasant enough face, but hardly a woman you would go out of your way to capture and Tina, while a pretty good looking lady, had an attitude problem and everyone figured that she was a lesbian and was covering it with a fake marriage.
I could of course be totally off base with my calculations, but to my way of thinking Bill and Henry's target had to be one of the remaining six names on the list.
When you had a wet dream it was usually Nancy you were thinking of. Five two, a hundred and ten pounds on a 36-23-35 frame and with long red hair that hung almost to her ass. I'd never heard that she played around, but her husband was a salesman and he traveled a lot. Did she feel sexually deprived? Was she ready to play? Henry said the target would be a piece of cake if the husband could be kept occupied. A sexually deprived sexpot could very well be easy prey.
Silvia was a different story altogether. Good looking, vivacious, and she loved to flirt with the guys. I'd never had any reason to believe that she played around on her husband and I'd never heard any rumors that she did. Still, she was a possibility.
The most unlikely of the six was Mona. Good looking, sexy even, but she was a born again Christian. She didn't smoke, drink or swear and at break time and lunchtime you could find her in the break room reading her bible. I left Mona on the list because I had seen some "born agains" come crashing down before, and when it happened it could be spectacular. I remember one time in college when a bible thumping goody-two shoes ended up dancing in the nude on a pool table and then taking on eleven guys in a memorable gangbang. Nope, Mona stayed on the list.
Next on the list was Cheryl. A wholesome looking girl next door type, but I had a problem seeing her as the target. Everyone in the office knew that she was devoted to her husband and three kids. I couldn't see any way that Bill and Henry could get to her even if they were able to distract her husband. Maybe if they used a date rape drug, but I doubted that her husband could be distracted for as long as that would take.
Barb was on the list only because she was married and was a good-looking woman. I didn't think that she was the target though, for two reasons; Barb's husband never attended company functions with her so there was no need to distract him. Secondly, Barb was a round-heeled slut. If you wanted a piece of her all you had to do was ask her to stop and have a drink after work and you were home free. Motel room if you felt like it, or an available back seat; it didn't matter to Barb. But I guess that it was always possible that Barb's hubby might show up and need to be distracted.
The last name on my list is the one I would have gone after if I ever decided to cheat on my wife, but she was also the one that I didn't think Bill or Henry could get to. Leslie was tall, good looking in an elegant, regal sort of way and as Director of Human Resources didn't socialize on Henry's and Bill's level. During Christmas parties and company picnics she would socialize with everybody, but she tended to sit with the higher ups like the president and vice-presidents of the company. Even distracting her husband wouldn't help as far as I could see because they had no common ground with her - no way to spend enough time with her to work on her and to separate her from the herd.
I began watching Bill and Henry to see if they tended to spend more time around one of the women in particular, but it seemed that with the exception of Leslie, who had her office on the third floor, they spent roughly equal time with the women on my list. I became absorbed with figuring out who it would be before it happened. I knew, just knew, that either Bill or Henry would do something to give me an indication, but a week before the Christmas party I still did not have a clue. It was driving me nuts.
The last five days prior to the party I took to leaving work early and sitting where I could watch the parking lot. I took turns following Bill and Henry after work. Monday night I followed Bill and he went straight home. Tuesday Henry left work and drove to the Sandlot Bar and Grill and ten minutes later he was joined by Barb. For the first time in my life I was a voyeur as I sat in my car and watched Barb's legs kicking in the air as Henry banged her on his back seat. For the rest of the week the one I followed went right home.
Then it was Saturday, the night of the Christmas party, and I still had no idea of who their target was. There was always the possibility that they had already accomplished their plan and I made up my mind that the party was going to be the end of it for me. If I was unable to determine who they were after by the end of the party I was going to walk away from it. I made sure that my wife Hetty and I arrived early so that I could get a good table - one where I could see the comings and goings in the room - and also so I could see everyone arrive and see what they did.
I got a stroke of luck when Nancy, Silvia, Cheryl and their husbands sat at the same table thereby making it easy to keep tabs on them. The other three were scattered throughout the room. It was a typical party for me; I sat, drank and socialized. I don't dance very well, but Hetty loves to dance so I sit and watch as she spends a good deal of time on the dance floor. This time however, I had a lot to watch and I kept my eyes on my list of women and waited for Bill and Henry to make their move.
And nothing happened.
The hours went by and neither Bill nor Henry made anything that even vaguely looked like a move on anybody. All my sleuthing, list making, figuring and watching had come to naught. To make the night a real downer for me I got sick. I don't know what it was, something from the buffet, or an oncoming touch of the flu. I got up to go outside and see if a breath of fresh air would help. Once outside my stomach got real queasy and suddenly I had to puke. So as not to make a spectacle of myself I ducked behind the bushes that lined the patio, went to my knees and tossed my cookies.
I was still down there when I heard people come out on the patio.
"So, how was she?" It was Bill.
"Not the best piece of ass I've ever had, but she was enthusiastic. She has real promise. I'm meeting her at noon on Tuesday and I think we will go to a motel and practice."
"Where did you nail her?"
"I caught her coming out of the ladies john and pulled her into the janitor's closet. I took her standing up and leaning against the wall. She kept saying, "We can't, we shouldn't, this isn't right, I'm a married woman" and the entire time she had her hand on my cock and was guiding me into her. How about you?"
"I was dancing with her and suggested we go outside and get some fresh air. We walked around talking and just happened to end up at my car. Two minutes later I had her on the backseat and was going for the gold. It was about a half-hour after you had her and the lying bitch kept saying, "I've never done anything like this before." I came and then she sucked me hard and I fucked her again. The whole time she kept moaning, "This is wrong, I shouldn't be doing this, please don't let my husband find out." The last time I saw Little Miss I've Never Done This Before she was on her knees sucking Jerry's cock. I'm seeing her again on Thursday. Think there is any chance we can get her to pull a train?"
"No problem. Give us a week and she will let any one we want line up on her.
"Speaking of her husband, I told you it would be a piece of cake if we kept him distracted."
"Two things. How did you know she would put out tonight and why did you think that he would buy into your plan?"
"At the company picnic I had her panties off of her and two fingers in her pussy and was ten seconds away from having my dick in her and then she heard that her hubby was looking for her so she pulled away. That's how I knew she would be easy if we could keep him busy. The answer to your second question was that I relied on his nature. Haven't you ever noticed how nosey he is? How he always wants to know what's going on or all about what just happened and who did what to whom? All I had to do was plant the seed and let his natural nosiness take over."
"Well it certainly did. He watched every woman in the place tonight except for his wife. How would you have planted the seed if he hadn't been behind the copy machine that day?"
"I would have found a way."
I threw up again.
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I debated keeping my conversation with Ron a secret from Mary Ellen, but there wasn't anyway that I could keep my getting back with Mellisa from her. She would be curious as to why and I knew her well enough to know that she would stay after me until I told her so best do it up front and get it out of the way.
"Why in the world would you let him push you into that? You can't possibly be that hard up for a job. So he fires you, so what? You're young, you're smart, you could always find something else."
"Not like what I have now" and I explained the deal to her.
"I never knew that and I know almost all that goes on at the company. I own it. Did you know that? I own fifty-four percent of the company's stock and Ron sits as president and CEO because of me."
"Well, it was your father's deal and I've been walking on eggshells since he passed away. Not a day goes by when I don't think I'll be called in and told that the deal is cancelled. That's why I caved when you threatened me with Ron and that's why Mellisa always got away with what she did - she was always using daddy as a club."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Try to keep everyone happy until I graduate."
"What then?"
"I don't know, but at least I'll have options."
"So, you are only here with me to keep your job?"
"Don't be silly. I'll still be here with you ten years from now if you want, job or no job, but to keep things in perspective here, let us not forget that it was you threatening me with Ron that got us here."
Mary Ellen had the good grace to blush and say nothing. She just smiled and undressed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mellisa was still loitering around and I ignored her for another two weeks and then one evening when I found her on my apartment steps I asked, "Just what is it going to take to get rid of you Mellisa?"
"You can't Ryan. I plan to be around for the rest of your life, either with you or just haunting you."
"Why Mellisa? Just what is so special about me that you can't leave me alone?"
"I love you Ryan. I don't know when it happened, but it did and I want to be with you."
"Bullshit Mellisa. If you loved me you would never have pulled that stupid, sick little game of yours on me."
"Haven't you ever screwed up Ryan? Haven't you ever done something that you wished to God you could undo, but couldn't? I fucked up. At the time I thought it was great. I had you and I was having the most mind-blowing orgasms and I wanted it to go on forever. Can we go inside and talk Ryan?"
"No Mellisa, I've got things I need to do tonight. If you want to talk you can meet me at the Student Union on Friday after my three o'clock class. I should be there about four-ten."
"Can't we talk in private?"
"No Mellisa, I don't want to be anywhere alone with you" and it gets me three more days closer to graduation.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next Thursday Mary Ellen reduced me to jelly before asking, "How's it coming with Mellisa?"
"I've agreed to talk with her."
"And then?"
"I'll agree to start dating her to see if we can put it back together again and I'll string it out as long as I can."
"You going to make love to her?"
"It may come to that."
"This is ridiculous. She's my daughter and my natural inclination is to be protective of her and knowing what you are going to do to her pisses me off. On the other hand I'm possessive of you and I don't want to share you with her. How fucked up is that?"
"Hey, you are the major stock holder in the company. Guarantee my job and I won't have to do any of it."
"You know I can't do that. Ron would be all over me wanting to know what was going on."
"Yeah, I know. Besides, it may not come to our having sex. The plan is to get her so pissed off that she breaks us up. Maybe it will happen before we get to the sex part."
"Try to make it happen sweetie, try real hard. Speaking of hard, any chance for one more time?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mellisa was sitting at a table waiting for me when I arrived at the Student Union on Friday. I sat down, "Okay Mellisa, go ahead, it's your meeting."
"Please Ryan, can't we go somewhere more private?"
"No Mellisa. You're wasting time. You wanted to talk, so talk or I'll be going."
"Why are you being so hard Ryan?"
"After what you did to me Mellisa I don't owe you a thing. You are lucky I even agreed to let you talk to me, so talk."
"Ryan, I'm sorry. I'll do anything to make it up to you, but I need you Ryan. I love you and I'm miserable without you. Please Ryan, can't we get back together?"
"Why should we Mellisa? I don't know why you did what you did in the first place so why would I trust you not to do it again?"
"It was a mistake Ryan. It was accidental the first time, but it was so damned good that I had to try it again."
"Explain that if you can."
"When you took away my key I was pissed. "Fuck him" I said to my self, "I don't need his sorry ass." So I went out with several other guys and I slept with two of them. It was okay, but it was no where near as satisfying as what you and I had. The day I came back to your apartment I had just slept with one of them. When it was over I asked myself why I was fucking around with losers when what I really wanted was to be with you. I went to your apartment to talk to you, to try and put us back together the way we were. I didn't intend to sleep with you that day, honest to God Ryan, I did not intend to, but we ended up in bed. When you ate my pussy with Donny's cum still in me I had the most mind-blowing orgasm of my life and I wanted to experience it again. I didn't know if it was caused by the fact that you were licking up Donny's stuff or if it was because I was so happy to be back with you. The next time you ate me it was good and I did have a small orgasm, but not a mind blowing one so I got curious. I got laid by another guy and then came to you. You ate my pussy and it sent me to the moon. I know that it was all mental Ryan, but it was so fantastic. I wanted both Ryan, I wanted you and I wanted those spectacular orgasms, but the only way I could get them was to get laid by somebody else before coming to you. The guys didn't mean shit to me Ryan; all they did was give me what I needed so you could make me see stars with your mouth. It was wrong and I knew it, but it didn't seem to bother you and it did so much for me that I convinced myself that it would be okay because you would never find out. But then you did find out and walked away from me and I died inside. When we started out Ryan I was just fucking with you over that "little girl" shit, but somewhere along the way I fell in love with you and I can't bear not being with you."
"That's what you say, but do you want my take on it Mellisa? You are a spoiled brat and you have always gotten what you wanted. No one has ever said no to you until I did and it is killing you. That sort of thing is just not supposed to happen to Mellisa. No Mellisa, the way I see it is that you want us to get back together so you can end it on your terms, not mine."
"You are wrong Ryan. I swear to God that if I get you back dynamite won't be able to separate us."
"I don't know Mellisa. In the first place I'm not sure that I could ever trust you again. In the second place I'm seeing someone right now and the question is why should I drop her for you, but third and most important is that I don't ever recall telling you that I love you. The only reason we got together was because you browbeat me with your father and what he could do to me and my job. Given that, why should your telling me that you love me mean anything?"
"You love me Ryan. You may not have gotten around to realizing it yet, but you do. I could tell from the way you held me and the way you touched. Come on Ryan, give us a chance. Please?"
"I'm in a relationship that I'm comfortable with Mellisa and I just can't see risking it over you."
"Do you love her?"
"No, but I am very fond of her."
"Does she love you?"
"No, she's in love with her husband."
"She loves her husband, but sleeps with you?"
"He doesn't give her enough sex."
"So, any day now she could decide to go home to him or he could find out about you and come looking for you with a gun. Sounds to me like what you need is a steady, stable relationship Ryan, and I'm here to offer it to you."
"I don't think so Mellisa, I just don't think that it would work."
"Okay, how's this? I'll share. That way I'll have a foot in the door when she goes back to hubby."
"You are that desperate?"
"Yes Ryan, I am that desperate."
"Okay Mellisa, I'll think on it."
"What's to think on?"
"My schedule hasn't changed Mellisa. I'm still balancing work and school and I only have so much free time. The Mondays and Thursdays that you used to have are taken up by my new lady friend."
"Does she get away from her hubby on weekends?"
"Some, but not often."
"Okay, I'll take the weekends then and if she gets free on one of them I'll bite my tongue and step aside. All I want is a chance Ryan. Please, just give me a chance."
I looked at her and was quiet for a minute and then I said, "All right Mellisa, this is what I'm willing to do. We never had a relationship as such. All we had was you beating me over the head with your father. This time we do it the normal way. We date and then we see if it goes from there. I'm not doing anything next Friday. Would you like to have dinner and then take in a movie with me?"
"Next Friday? But that's a whole week away Ryan."
Yes indeed it is, I thought, and one week closer to graduation. "Maybe some other time then" I said as I started to stand up. Mellisa grabbed my arm, "Next Friday is fine Ryan."
"Good. I'll pick you up around seven."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mary Ellen was sliding up and down on my cock for the third time that night. She had been horny as hell when I got to the motel, "Hurry baby, hurry. He had me twice before I left the house." I was doing my best to stay with her when suddenly she stopped and said, "I don't feel right about this."
"Don't feel right about what?"
"Doing what I'm doing knowing that tomorrow you will be screwing over my daughter."
"No I won't. I'm just going to string her along until graduation and then tell her sorry, it just isn't working."
"That will be screwing over her."
"Well, she's got it coming from the way she screwed over me. Besides, you know her better than I do so you should know that all I am to her is something she can't have so she just wants it more."
"You're right sweetie, I do know her better than you do and I believe her when she says she loves you."
"Well I don't love her so it doesn't really matter."
"Are you sure about that?"
"You had better hope so. Given our current status can you imagine having me around as a son in law?"
Mary Ellen giggled at that. "Oh I don't know sweetie, it could have its interesting moments."
I rolled her over onto her back and slowly pumped into her, "And who would make out the schedule, you or Mellisa?"
"Circumstances would dictate sweetie, now hush up and fuck me."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Although it was obvious that Mellisa expected a little more out of it my date with her was just that, a first date. I picked her up, we had dinner and saw a movie following which I took her home. I walked her to her door, told that I'd had a good time and that I hoped she'd had a good time also and asked her if I could call her in a day or two.
"Don't I even get a kiss goodnight?"
I bent to kiss her on the cheek, but she turned her head and grabbed mine and then did her best to melt the soles of my shoes. She stepped back and said, "Call. Soon." And then she went inside the house.
The next four dates over the next three weeks were basically the same. By the fifth date Mellisa decided that she was through playing around and that she was tired of waiting for me to make a move. Once we were out of sight of the house she slid over next to me and her hands went to my fly.
"What the hell are you doing Mellisa?"
"Pay attention to your driving Ryan and don't worry about me."
Three minutes later she said, "Your apartment, a motel, or the back seat baby, don't matter to me, but I'm not letting go of it."
I didn't have enough money for a motel and I didn't want to get Mellisa back in the habit of coming to my apartment so the back seat is where we ended up. And once we got started we didn't stop. It was Mary Ellen every Monday and Thursday and Mellisa every Friday, Saturday and Sunday except for the few weekends that Mary Ellen was able to get loose. Mellisa was as good as her word and she did bite her lip and step aside. I could tell she wasn't happy about it, but she did do it.
Given Mary Ellen's feelings on the matter I didn't tell her when Mellisa and I started having sex again so it came as a surprise to me when one Monday she asked, "Are you getting ready to dump the old broad?"
"What do you mean?"
"I can tell from the way that Mellisa is behaving that you two are making love again. She's happy and almost always in a good mood, but she's a little down in the dumps on Mondays and Thursdays. Does she know about us?"
"Only that I told her that I had a new lady in my life and that I saw her on Mondays and Thursdays. I thought that would discourage her, but so far it hasn't."
"Back to my original question, are we about to become a thing of the past?"
"Of course not. I'm not about to give you up for a spoiled brat."
"Why not? You know that I love my husband and that my relationship with you is purely sexual. And you also know I would end the relationship in a heartbeat if my husband would give me anal and oral sex. Besides Ryan, you love that little spoiled brat. Oh you probably won't admit it, but you do. I can tell from the way you look at her and from the way you act around her and I can tell from watching her that she does love you. Eventually you are going to get over what she did and realize how you really feel about her. What then?"
"Is this your way of trying to end it between us? Are you getting ready to tell me that you have to get out of the way so Mellisa and I can move forward?"
"No way Tiger. I'll still be fucking you after you and Mellisa get married if you will let me."
"Well I'm not going to be the one to end it and if you aren't going to it looks as if we will be getting together for a long time to come."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Graduation finally arrived and I went back to working full time at XYZ. Two months after that I was promoted to supervisor. I was still doing the balancing act between Mellisa and Mary Ellen although with school out of the way I did have a lot more free time and I found that I was spending most of it with Mellisa. We were going places and doing things and at a party one night I finally discovered what Mellisa and Mary Ellen seemed to have known all along.
I loved the silly bitch!
Every time she talked with another guy I got upset. When she danced with one I wanted to kill the asshole. The guys she talked with and danced with obviously wanted her and I wanted to scream at them, "Leave her alone damn it, she's mine!" Driving home after the party Mellisa sensed my mood and asked me what was wrong.
"Nothing."
"Something is bothering you Ryan, I can tell."
"Nothing is bothering me."
"Oh yes there is. You were fine before the party and you were okay when we got there so it must have been something that happened during the party." She sat there looking at me and I could see the gears turning in her head and then something clicked and I saw her grin. "My oh my, I do believe that you are jealous Ryan. What's the matter baby? Afraid someone else might want what you have?"
"No, of course not, don't be silly."
"Sure baby, whatever you say."
Our relationship changed after that and we moved closer together. One night Mellisa asked, "When are you going to dump your married girlfriend so that I can have all your time?"
I gave her a song and dance about how I was keeping my girlfriend because I still was unsure of how things were going to work out between Mellisa and me.
"Bullshit Ryan. You know that I love you and even though you haven't told me I know that you love me. Why don't you stop wasting time and admit it? I don't want to get married until I finish school, but that doesn't mean that I don't want to start making plans."
I hemmed and hawed and didn't commit which turned out to be a big mistake as I was to find out two days later.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had my face buried in Mary Ellen's pussy, sucking up two loads that Ron had put in her earlier that day, when there was a pounding on the door. My first thought was that Ron had gotten suspicious and had followed Mary Ellen. Then I found out that it was much, much worse than that.
"Open the door Ryan" Mellisa yelled, "I know that you are in there."
"Oh shit," said Mary Ellen, "What do we do?"
"Nothing. She'll stop and go away if we just sit tight."
"Open this door Ryan. I'm not leaving. I'll beat on this fucking door and yell until somebody calls the cops if I have to. Does your girlfriend want her name on a police report? What if some reporter hears the call and follows along? Does the married lady want her picture in the paper?"
I told Mary Ellen to get in the bathtub and close the shower curtain and then I answered the door. Mellisa stormed in the door, "Where is she? Since you won't tell her goodbye I'm here to force the issue."
"She left just before you got here."
"Not even a nice try doofus. I followed you here and no one has come out since you walked in that door. Besides, her purse is over there and her clothes are on the floor."
"It doesn't matter Mellisa. You have no business being here and causing me a problem. Things have been moving pretty nice between us, but you are on the ragged edge of fucking up and ending our relationship all over again."
"Bullshit Ryan. You're mine and you always will be. I'm through sharing you and I'm here to tell the tramp to get out of your life."
She looked around the room and then she went over to the bathtub and jerked open the shower curtain.
"Mother! You?!!
She turned to me, "You bastard! How could you?" Then she turned to Mary Ellen, "And you, how could you do this to me? You know I love him, you knew he was mine, how could you?"
"He wasn't yours when it started Mellisa and I didn't see any reason to give up a good thing when you started seeing each other again. Besides, he didn't think the thing with you was going anywhere so why should I have walked away?"
"But daddy, what about daddy?"
"What your father doesn't know won't hurt him or me."
"But why? Daddy absolutely adores you."
"Yes he does and I love him just as much as I always have, but there are certain things I need that your father just won't do for me."
"Like what?"
"Honestly Mellisa, don't you think you are getting a little personal?"
"A little personal? I find out that you are fucking the man I love and that's not personal?"
"Well, if you must know, your father thinks that certain forms of sex are degenerate and perverted and he won't do them."
"What, anal or oral?"
"Both."
"Oh my God, my boyfriend fucks my mother in her ass. Does he eat your pussy too?"
Marry Ellen nodded a yes.
"Do you go dow.... Wait a fucking minute here! You see Ryan every Monday and Thursday and I know, because you and dad are so damned noisy, that he makes love to you before he leaves for his club meetings. Is Ryan eating your pussy with daddy's cum still in you?"
Mary Ellen shrugged and Mellisa turned to me, "You miserable fucking hypocrite. You dumped me over it, but it is all right for you to do it with my mother? You know how much I loved it and how much it turned me on and you can't do it for me, but you can do it for her?"



Well, there it was. What Ron and I had planned. I'd given Mellisa just what she needed to break it off with me. I picked up my clothes and stared dressing and Mellisa said, "What are you doing?"
"I'm getting dressed so I can bail out of here. Obviously I've just had two relationships crater on me and it is time for me to hit the road."
"You think you are just going to walk away from this?"
I shrugged and finished tying my shoes.
"Bullshit Ryan. I told you that if we ever got back together Dynamite wouldn't be able to separate us again. Sit your ass down, we three have some talking to do."
She turned to her mother, "Are your orgasms greater when he goes down on you after you have made love to daddy and still have his juices in you?"
Mary Ellen nodded a yes.
"How much greater?"
"They are stupendous."
"Did he finish before I beat on the door?"
"No, we were just starting."
"Get your clothes off Ryan."
"What?"
"Get naked. You can't just leave my mother hanging. But first, give me the key to your apartment."
"What? Why?"
"Because I'm not going to stay here and watch dummy. When you get done come on home and I'll be waiting for you. And sweetie? If you can do it for my mother, you can do it for me, at least until we get married and maybe even after that. It is one of the things we will have to talk about. You take your time here. I'll need some time to get myself laid, but I will be full for you when you get home. I'll talk to you later mother so we can work out a schedule so we don't intrude on each other, at least until I can help you find a way to get daddy giving you what you need."
She turned to me, "Oh and one more thing Ryan."
"What?"
"Tomorrow we will go shopping for my engagement ring" and then she was out the door leaving me and Mary Ellen staring at each other.
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I looked out the window at the freshly fallen snow. Up and down the street the houses were all decorated for the season. Santa's and reindeer on the roofs, Nativity scenes in front yards, outside trees strung with lights and inside trees shining through windows. Holiday spirit was everywhere, everywhere but in my house. I turned from the window and took in the scene. The tree lying on the floor, shards of glass from broken light bulbs and shattered Christmas ornaments. I suppose I should have seen it coming; Candy always did have a temper and she hadn't liked her Christmas present. She hadn't liked it at all. But what is it they always say? It isn't the gift, but the thought that counts? I took one last look at the mess and decided that cleanup could wait until the morning and then I went up to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Candy and I had been married for five relatively trouble free years. I was her second and she was my third. We both had jobs in middle management and the two paychecks, along with no kids, meant that we were able to maintain a pretty good life style. Candy and I were party people and come the weekend you could almost bet that we would be at a party, throwing a party, or out on the town drinking and dancing.
Candy was a beautiful and sexy woman and she attracted tons of male attention in staid circumstances and dressed conservatively. At parties where the liquor was flowing, the music is loud and the inhibitions lowered and she was dressed to kill the attention she was paid bordered on the outrageous. She was constantly hit on and men spend considerable time trying to separate Candy from the herd and get her to a place where some privacy would give them a chance to try their luck. Candy would fend them off good naturedly, but that never stopped them from coming back and trying again.
And me? As with most men who have the great good fortune to have as desirable woman I had to learn to live with it. This is not a hard thing to do when you have absolute trust in your partner. I'd sit back secure in the knowledge that Candy was mine and that regardless how persistent the men were she would shrug them off.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Candy had a best friend. Marlene and Candy had known each other since grade school and were closer than most sisters. I didn't know Marlene all that well, but I didn't like her. There was just something about her that did not sit right with me. When I met Candy and we started dating Marlene always seemed to be around and I know it sounds silly when I say it, but whenever Marlene was around I felt 'bad vibes'.
Fortunately, for my piece of mind, Marlene got married about six months before Candy and I did and Marlene's husband took a job in another state and they moved. Marlene and Frank were married in a civil ceremony and of course Candy just had to be there and I got drug along. I remember looking at Frank and wondering just what a together guy like him could possibly see in Marlene. Even though I barely knew either one of them I would have given odds of twenty to one against their union lasting.
Frank and Marlene flew back to be there when Marlene and I married and I could not help but notice how haggard Frank looked and I wondered if it was caused by his new job or his new wife.
Marlene might have been out of state, but that didn't mean she was out of Candy's life. The two of them talked on the phone two or three times a week and some of their weekend calls lasted for over two hours. One Sunday, after one of those two-hour calls, Candy asked me if I would mind if she took a couple of days and went to visit Marlene.
"I have some comp time coming and things are not going well between her and Frank. She needs some cheering up."
"Do you really think it wise to go down there and inject yourself into the middle of their problems? You just might make matters worse."
"She is my oldest and dearest friend honey, but I'm not blind to her faults. She can be a little hard to live with and maybe my being there will take some of the pressure off Frank."
I didn't think her going was a good idea, but I was smart enough to know that my trying to talk Candy out of it would only put a strain on our marriage so I just said:
"You know her better than I do sweetie and if you think visiting will help go ahead."
Candy was gone for five days and when she came back she seemed troubled about something. I assumed that her visit had not gone as she had expected, but I didn't pry and after a couple of days had gone by she was back to her old self.
Six months went by and then Candy again asked if I would mind if she went to visit Marlene. I didn't want her to, but I didn't have a good reason for saying no and I knew I couldn't get away with just saying, "I'd really rather you didn't." All that would accomplish is having Candy ask me why and, "Because I don't like her" would not have been an acceptable answer. Candy was gone four days and when she came back she was a little out of sorts just as she had been after her first visit. But as with the last time after a couple of days she was fine.
Over the next year Candy would take a three day weekend once every three or four months and go visit Marlene and she always came back just a hair out of whack, but after a couple of days whatever funk she was in would go away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ Then one day Candy came to me and said:
Baby, can I ask you for a huge favor?"
"I don't know why not. I never say no to you, do I?"
"You just might this time."
"Why would I do that?"
"I'm not blind baby. You've never said a word to me about it, but I know that you don't care for Marlene."
"I thought I hid that rather well."
"Maybe from others, but I know you too well."
"I take it that this huge favor has something to do with Marlene?"
"She and Frank have split up and she's moving back up here. Can she stay in the spare bedroom until she can find a job and a place of her own?"
I didn't want to say no - I wanted to scream "Hell no!" but all that would have done is make things uncomfortable between Candy and me. To keep the piece I had no choice but to say okay. A week later Marlene moved in and she hadn't been there a week and things started to change. Nothing major at first, just Candy and Marlene spending a lot of time together in the kitchen laughing and talking, which in itself was nothing, but it always seemed to taper off or stop when I came into the room.
Next, Marlene and Candy started going out one night a week for a 'girls night out.' Next it was the two of them taking off every Saturday and Sunday to look for an apartment that they never seemed to find. The one thing that it took me weeks to notice was that when returning from the night out or the apartment hunt Candy would be just a bit distant from me, just as she had been when she returned from her visits to Marlene. It never more than a day, but it was there and I noticed it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was at work one day when my secretary told me that there was a Frank McBride on line three for me. Frank was Marlene's husband or rather her ex-husband so I took the call. After a quick change of pleasantries he cut right to the chase.
"I've agonized over this, first telling myself that it was none of my business and thinking that maybe you already knew - that you and Candy had one of those open marriages - but the more I thought about it the more I knew I had to call you. I wouldn't want it on my conscientious if you got AIDS."
"What are you trying to tell me Frank?"
"I'm not going to tell you anything Hal, what I'm going to do is send you a package. You can check it out and make up your own mind. The fact that Marlene is up there with you says that I have made up mine. I mailed the package this morning so you should have it by the day after tomorrow. Take care and good luck" he said just before he hung up.
I couldn't for the life of me figure out what Frank was trying to tell me. I wasn't brain dead of course so it was obvious that whatever was in the package concerned Candy as well as Marlene and it was equally obvious that Frank didn't think I was going to be happy with what was in the package. His comment about an open marriage and AIDS gave me a hint of why he and Marlene split, but I had the utmost trust in Candy.
The next two days dragged. Thursday morning a package arrived at my office. I told my secretary that I didn't want to be disturbed and I closed my office door and opened the package. The box contained videotape and an 11x14 manila envelope. I opened the envelope and found two dozen 8x10 pictures and a copy of a report from Simpson Investigations. The photos were of Marlene, Candy and three men and they had obviously been taken in a bar. The lighting was poor, but the photos showed the two women and the three men either dancing or sitting in a booth. The dancing photos that had Candy in them showed a man's hand on her ass as she smiled at him, a man's hand on her right breast as she smiled at him and two photos of a man's leg between hers and pushing against her crotch. Only one of the booth shots showed Candy clearly and in it a man had his arm around her and she was smiling at him.
The other photos showed Marlene kissing the three men, being felt up by them and in a couple of the booth shots you could see a man's hand down inside her dress and on her tits as she smiled at him. In another you could actually see her hand on a man's cock as it stuck up out of his fly.
The report from Simpson Investigations stated that they picked up the subject (Marlene) and an unidentified female companion (Candy) at 1945 hours at the subject's residence. The subject was followed to Harry's Bar and Grill where the subject and her companion met three as yet unidentified males. The report went on to say that the two women were observed being "exceedingly friendly" with the three males.
"At one point the subject was observed stroking an exposed erect penis in the booth where the five were sitting."
"At 2215 hours the two women and three males left Harry's and walked across the street to the Venus Motel and entered room 116 where they remained until 0130 hours. The subject and her female companion were then follow to the subject's residence arriving at 0205 hours."
It looked as if my 'absolute trust' in Candy was a little bit misplaced. I took the videotape and went down to the conference room where we had a TV/VCR set up. I locked the door behind me and watched the tape. All it showed was Marlene and Candy walking from the bar with the three men to room 116 and going inside at eight-fifteen and it showed them coming out of the room at one-thirty.
I had been married twice before and both marriages had ended when I caught my wives cheating so I already knew about how denial worked and how much waiting around hoping things weren't really all that bad and would get better would hurt in the long run. I called my friend Roger, who was also my lawyer, and asked him if he could spare me a few minutes of his time. He said he could fit me right in and so I went right over to his office. He pretty much told me what I had already figured out for myself. I didn't have a case, at least not based on what I had. He went over them point by point:
"The photos mean nothing by themselves. We don't know what transpired in the instant before the picture was taken or in the instant after. The photo could have been taken the very instant that the man placed his hand on Candy's ass and the very next instant she could have shoved the hand away or slapped the man. The same goes with the photo of the man's hand on her breast or the man's arm around her. We don't know what happened immediately before or after and the investigators report doesn't mention Candy or what she did. Their subject was Marlene and that is who they concentrated on.
"The tape proves nothing more than the two women went into a motel room with three men. They didn't go from the bar to the office and rent a room, which means one or more of the men were already staying there so you couldn't show intent to commit adultery. Once in the room we have no idea what they did. They could have played cards or watched videos for all we know.
"What we believe went on doesn't matter, only what you can prove in court and you have no proof. What you have is a very strong reason to believe that your wife is cheating on you. You have two options: confront Candy and hope she admits it or hire your own investigator to get the goods on her."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And so that is what I did. I hired a firm of private detectives and turned them loose. They quickly established that on the 'girls night out' Candy and Marlene hit the bars, picked up men and took them to motels. Because it was never the same bars or the same motels the investigators were having a difficult time getting good audio or video proof.
"Do you have to travel as part of your job?" the lead investigator asked me.
"Frequently."
"Could you take a long trip, say four or five days, or fake a business trip of that length?"
"I could, but why?"
"Both women live in your home. It is where they are most comfortable and I believe that if you were gone for several days they would take the men they pick up to your house rather than a motel. It will be fairly easy to wire your house for audio and video."
At dinner that night I told Candy that I had a business trip coming up the following week. "I'll be leaving Monday and won't be back until late Friday or maybe even Saturday so you have your work cut out for you."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean between now and Monday morning you have to give me enough loving to hold me for a week."
Candy smiled, "I can do that."
And she did. She exhausted me almost every night until Monday came around. She even passed on her night out with Marlene just to stay home with me.
Monday morning I kissed Candy goodbye, told her she could reach me on my cell phone if she needed me and I left the house on my pretend trip. I drove across town and checked into a hotel and then went to work. Marlene had found a job so Monday after both women had gone to work the detective agency went into the house and wired it. Tuesday morning the detective called me and told me that the two women had gone out, picked up two men and had gone to a motel. Tuesday night was a repeat of Monday night except the two women took the three men they hooked up with to a motel.
The Thursday morning call told me that we'd hit pay dirt. The women had picked up two men and had taken them to the house. Thursday night it had been three men. The detective told me I could stop by his office on Friday afternoon to pick up the report and the tapes. I told them I would be there that afternoon and then I called Candy at work and told her I would be home that evening.
That afternoon I went to the office's of Myron Investigations to pick up the report and the tapes.
"Have you viewed them?"
"Yes, we have viewed the product of both evenings."
"Did we get what I need for a divorce?"
"That's hard to say."
"I don't understand. Did we or did we not get evidence of my wife cheating?"
"Again, that is hard to say. You will have to view the tape and make up your own mind."
"Oh come on. You either have her on tape fucking another man or you don't."
"Well I can be clear on that. Your wife did not, on either of the two nights we have tape for, have sex with another man."
"What are you saying, that she isn't cheating on me?"
"Again, that has to be your determination. You will have to view the tapes and make up your own mind as to that."
I paid the bill and then I took the tapes and went back to my office. Everyone had cleared out for the weekend so I went into the conference room, locked the door behind me and sat down to watch the tape. The Wednesday night portion started with Candy, Marlene and two men coming into Marlene's room. Marlene and the two men immediately undressed, but Candy went over to a chair, sat down and watched.
Marlene went to her knees in front of one of the men and started sucking his cock. The other man walked over to Candy, waved his cock in front of her face and said:
"Come on honey, get your clothes off and let's have some fun."
"Sorry, but I told you before we even left the bar that I don't cheat on my husband. You knew before we even got here that it was only going to be you two and Marlene."
"What is it? You get your kicks from watching?"
"Whatever. The only thing you need to know is that you aren't going to get lucky with me."
The tape covered a three hour period and I fast forwarded through most of it and through it all Candy sat in the chair and watched as Marlene took both men in all three of her holes. I did stop the fast forward at one point and watched as Marlene took one of the men in her pussy and the other in her ass. I didn't like Marlene, but I couldn't deny she had a great body and looked sexy as hell taking it in two holes. Just listening to her was as erotic as watching. She had just finished sucking one man hard while the other was over waving his cock in Candy's face and trying to get her to play and Marlene had hollered:
"Hey, stop bothering her and get over here. I need that cock and she doesn't want it."
The guy reluctantly left Candy and walked over to Marlene who told him to get on the bed on his back and when he did she climbed over him and lowered herself down on his stiff cock. She leaned forward, almost lying on his chest, and then said to the other guy, "Okay Stan, you know what to do." The other guy moved up behind her and pushed the head of his cock at her butt hole.
"Easy Stan, go slow, take it easy and let me get used to it. Oh yeah, oh yeah baby, like that. Jesus that feels good. Slow baby, slow and easy, slow and easy" she moaned as he eased his way into her shitter. When he had it all in Marlene moaned, "Just hold it there baby, just hold it there and let me get used to it. Okay, slide it back, oh yes baby, like that. Now in baby, slow and easy. A little harder now, a little harder, a little faster."
While she was doing all that moaning the man under her was pushing his cock up into her pussy. It took a couple of minutes, but the two men finally got a rhythm going and then Marlene really got vocal.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes. Harder, harder damn it, fuck me harder, make me cum, get me off, please get me off."
The guy on the bottom didn't do a hell of a lot except lie there and let Marlene work her pussy on his cock as she moved back and forth on the cock in her ass. Off to the side Candy had a hand up her skirt and she was obviously fingering herself as she watched, but that was the only sexual thing she did in that room that night.
Finally Marlene cried out, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oh yes, oh god yes yes yes yes YES!" and she fell forward and just laid on the bottom man's chest until the man I her ass spent himself and pulled out. The bottom man wrapped his arms around her and rolled her over on her back and then he fucked her fast and furious until he came. That was it for the two men and they got up and dressed and Marlene walked them out.
The next section of the tape showed Candy coming into our bedroom, undressing and getting on the bed. Two minutes later a naked Marlene came into the room and go in bed with Candy.
"I saw you girlfriend. I saw you with your hand up your skirt. When are you going to let it go? You want to or you wouldn't be stroking your pussy while watching me. You are missing out on some great sex."
"How many times do I have to tell you Mar? Hal has two ex-wives who got to be ex-wives because they cheated on him. I love him and I don't want to be an ex-wife ergo, I don't cheat."



"Well all I can say is that you are missing out on a hell of a good time. Come on baby, do me."
My jaw damned near hit the floor as Marlene spread her legs wide and Candy moved between them and went down on her best friend. Candy slipped a finger into Marlene's pussy and Marlene pushed her ass up off the bed. Candy fingered Marlene as she lowered her mouth to her girlfriend's hairy mound and her tongue joined her fingers and then she worked on Marlene's pussy for a couple of minutes. "Aaaahhhhh" Marlene moaned as she had a small orgasm.
"I'm cumming baby, I'm cumming."
Candy pushed Marlene's legs wide apart and as her mouth worked on Marlene's cunt Marlene's moans became more urgent:
"Yes, yes, oh god yes sweet baby, lick my clit, lick me, oh sweet fuck yes, I'm cumming again baby, I'm cummiNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG" she cried as her body shook with a strong climax.
After she had settled down Marlene said, "Oh God baby, that was so damned good. You do that better than anyone else ever has."
Candy reached over, turned of the light and the two women snuggled up together and in minutes I heard the regular breathing of people asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I needed a drink and my boss had a wet bar in his office and I went down to it and got myself two inches of Black Jack and an ice cube and went back to the conference room and started the tape. The two women and three men came into the room and one of the men said:
"Why ain't we using the room across the hall? It's got a bigger bed."
"That's my husbands bed so we won't be using it."
"Why the fuck not? He ain't here and he'll never know."
"No he wouldn't" Candy said, "but I would. The bed in here is plenty big enough."
Marlene was already stripping and the three men started undressing. Marlene was naked first and she went over and helped one guy get his pants off and then she went to work sucking his cock while he took off his shirt. When the three were naked Marlene moved to the edge of the bed and the three men followed her. Marlene was sitting on the edge of the bed and the three men were lined up in front of her with their backs to me. I saw Marlene's eyes go wide and a look of astonishment came over her face.
"Holy shit! I don't know if I can take that. Candy, you have to look at this."
Candy got up from her chair and walked over to stand by Marlene and I saw her eye brows go up and a look I didn't recognize come over her face. My view was still blocked by the backs of the three men, but it looked like Candy reached out to touch something and then jerked her hand back as if it had been burned. She turned and headed back to her chair, but stopped once on the way to turn back and take another look at whatever it was.
Marlene told the one man he would have to wait until the other two had loosened her up before she would screw him and then she laid back on the bed and two of the men moved to get on it with her. The man left standing looked at the three people on the bed and then he turned to look at Candy and I saw what all the commotion was about. He had a cock the size of a horse. I would guess at it being eleven or twelve inches and very fat. The two men on the bed were already at work on Marlene, one in her pussy and one in her mouth, and Big cock turned his attention away from them and looked over at Candy sitting on the chair watching.
Finally he walked over to her. "I know what you said at the bar, but that was before you seen this" and he waved his huge stiff cock in her face. "You want it honey, you almost took hold of it a few minutes ago. You want it and it wants you. Come on honey, join the party."
Candy looked from his cock to his face and then back at his cock, "I...I... I can't."
"Sure you can honey. Ain't nobody but those of us here in this room ever gonna know. Come on sugar, you want it, you know you do."
Again Candy looked from his dick to his face and then back to his dick. "No, no, I...I...can't."
"Come on, touch it, feel how hard it is, feel it throb and then tell me you don't want it."
Candy seemed almost in a trance as she reached for his cock and then held it in her hand. She just sat there in the chair and held the cock and stared at it. After a few seconds the man began to rock back and forth as he fucked her hand. After thirty seconds or so he stopped and Candy looked up at him and then back down at the cock and she started stroking him on her own. One hand went down and held his ball sac as the other jerked him off.
"Come on honey, let's stop playing around. Get naked and let's get it on."
Candy let go of his cock and stood up. She lifted her skirt and pushed her panties down. "All right honey, I knew you would play" the man said, but the look on his face changed to one of surprise when Candy sat back down in the chair. She wrapped her panties around the end of the man's cock and went back to jacking him off. At one point she had it so close to her face staring at it that I thought she was going to take him in her mouth, but she didn't.
Another minute and he groaned, "Here it comes honey, here it comes" and maybe thirty seconds later he pulled a limp cock out of Candy's hand and panties. By then, over on the bed the man in Marlene's pussy had cum and the man in her mouth had moved to her cunt. Big Cock went over, got on the bed and pushed his cock at Marlene's mouth. After that it was gangbang Marlene. She did manage to take all of Big Cock before they were done, but she absolutely refused to even let him try her ass. She did one triple penetration with Big Cock in her pussy and the other two men in her mouth and ass and it was a sight to behold. I decided then and there that like her or not I was going to keep that tape.
In the background I saw Candy get up and leave the room. When Marlene had wrung the three men dry they had dressed and she had walked them out. The scene changed to Candy coming into our bedroom. She quickly undressed and grabbed a hairbrush off of her dresser and then got on the bed and used it as a dildo. What she had done with Big Cock, or the thought of the huge cock, must have had her right on the edge because she had an orgasm almost immediately.
She got up, took a shower and then naked she got in bed and started reading. After maybe five minutes she put the book down and got up and went to the bedroom door. She opened it and started for the other room, and then stopped dead for maybe a minute and then turned around and went back and got back onto the bed and grabbed her hairbrush again. She was pounding herself furiously when Marlene came into the room and hopped on the bed with Candy just as Candy arched her back and climaxed. When she had come down from her high Marlene said:
"What happened girlfriend? I thought tonight you were going to do it. I thought Lex really got to you."
"He almost did. You will never know how close I came."
"You should have baby, you missed out on a great felling. I've never been that full and that turned on at the same time. You might never have a chance at something like that again."
"From my point of view that is a good thing. I will not cheat on Hal. I love the man and I will NOT let myself lose him."
"It doesn't make sense Candy. Hal would never know."
"But I would Mar, and I wouldn't be able to face him."
"Oh well, it's your life" and she laid down on her back, spread her legs and said, "Do me baby, make me cum" and Candy did the same thing she had done the night before and she went down on Marlene.
I shut off the TV and sat there staring at the wall. Now I knew what the detective meant when he said I'd have to make up my own mine as to whether she was cheating. Did she? Technically yes she did. The hand job was still a sex act with a man other than her husband and what she had done with Marlene on both nights was sexual interaction with another even though it wasn't a man.
Christ, I didn't know whether to be pissed or not. Candy had made it plain on both nights that no one was going to get in her pants and she told Marlene that she loved me too much to cheat on me and take a chance on losing me. But what the hell was up with her going bar hoping with Marlene and then going along to watch? The most disturbing thing to me was the pussy munching when Marlene's lovers were gone. That bothered me; that bothered me a lot.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Candy ran to greet me when I came in the front door. She threw her arms around me, kissed me and told me how much she missed me.
"I hope you had dinner on the plane lover, because I didn't cook for you tonight. I planned on dragging you straight up to the bedroom. If you are lucky I might leave you with enough strength to get out of bed in the morning so you can have breakfast."
"I don't think so Candy, we need to talk. Is Marlene here?"
"No, she's gone out."
"Good. I'd rather not have her around for this."
"What is it Hal, what's wrong?"
I went into the kitchen and sat down at the table and motioned Candy to take the seat opposite me. "I had a call from Frank the other day and while he wouldn't talk about why he and Marlene split he said he would send me a package that would explain everything."
Candy's face lost its color when she heard that. I opened my briefcase, took out the photos, the videotape and the report that he sent me and slid them across the table to Candy.
"Suppose you read that, look at the pictures and then tell me why I shouldn't treat you the same way I treated the last two cheating whore's I married. While you are reading I'm going to go unpack and take a shower."
I left her sitting at the table staring down at the photos and the report. It was twenty minutes before I came back down to the kitchen. Candy had been crying and when I walked into the room she wouldn't look up at me. After a minute or two of silence I said:
"Well? What have you to say for yourself?"
"It seems like you have already made up your mind Hal, does it really matter what I say?"
"Not if it doesn't matter to you."
"What does that mean?"
"It just means that if you are willing to accept what I am thinking so be it."
"It isn't what you think Hal."
"Come on Candy, how could it not be what I think. Two girls go out together to a bar, pick up three guys, go to a motel room with the three guys where they stay for three hours? What am I supposed to believe, that you played Monopoly?"
"No, but I didn't do anything with any of those men."
"What? You telling me that you just sat there and watched Marlene play with the three of them?"
"Yes Hal, that's all I did."
"And I'm supposed to believe that?"
"You probably won't, but that is the truth."
"So what is it, you are a voyeur?"
"No, I'm more like a body guard."
"You will have to explain that one to me."
"Marlene is a nymphomaniac. I know that doctors say that there is no such thing, but doctors don't know Marlene. Marlene loves multiple partners and she's had a few bad experiences when she's been alone with several guys. I go along to keep her safe."
"I can't see two or three guys not being able to sit on you, tie you up and then do whatever they want with Marlene, or you too for that matter."
"I have that Llama .380 that you bought me when we had that rash of break ins in the neighborhood."
"You walk around carrying a gun in your purse?"
"Just on the nights I go out with Marlene."
"How in the hell did you carry it with you when you flew down to see her?"
"I didn't have to take it with me. Marlene had her own gun, a little .32 automatic. I used that when I visited her."
"A .32 isn't going to stop someone."
"It makes them stop and think when it is pointed at their crotch."
"You've done that?"
"Twice."
"And you expect me to believe this?"
"Whether you believe it or not Hal, it is the truth."
"Is that what all your trips to visit Marlene were about?"
"Mostly."
"And your girls nights out now that she is back up here?"
"Yes."
"And you maintain that you have never done anything when you were out on those little jaunts?"
"I've been felt up several times, but I've never had sex with another man."
"Never done anything sexual?"
"No, well, I...I...I guess I did once."
"What was it?"
"I gave a guy a hand job once."
"Why?"
"I don't really know. I guess it was because his dick was so huge and I was curious as to how hard something that big could be. I couldn't believe he had enough blood in his body to make it hard and still leave his body enough blood to function."
"And that's it? No other sexual activity on your nights out?"
"No Hal, that was the only time. What are you going to do?"
"Try and make myself believe you. Try and see if I can get by this, but my trying has a price."
"What?"
"I want you to sever your relationship with Marlene. I want her out of this house by Sunday and I don't want you to have anything more to do with her."
"Oh come on Hal. She's been my best friend for over twenty-five years. I can't turn my back on her."
"Your choice Candy. Bottom line is if she stays in your life I go. And if she goes and I stay, I stay only as long as you stay away from her. One more thing. I'm not stupid so I'm going to get myself tested for social diseases as soon as I can get an appointment and I want you to do the same. The only sex we will have will be with condoms until we both get a clean bill of health. That means for at least six months because that's how long it takes for HIV to show up."
"Hal I swear to you I've not had sex with another man since I met you."
"I've always believed in better safe than sorry Candy. Your story is so far out of left field that I'm going to believe that it just might - might - be true, but like I said, I'm not stupid and I'm not taking any chances. Those are my terms Candy. You either accept them or you don't."
I got up from the table and left her there staring at my back.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Marlene found an apartment on Saturday and by Sunday afternoon she was moved into it. Candy had apparently explained my position to Marlene and a lot of tears flowed and Candy was a bear to be around for a couple of weeks. Four months went by and as far as I could tell Candy never even met Marlene for lunch or coffee. They did talk a lot on the phone, but I didn't care about that. All I required was that Candy and Marlene never go anywhere together or be alone together.
Candy didn't like the feel of condoms so our sex life slowed down some, but other than that our relationship seemed to be as strong as it ever was before I got Frank's package. Then came the week that the company sent me out of town on business for three days. I told Candy and then I called up the detective agency I'd used earlier.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was two days before Christmas and after dinner I handed Candy a gift-wrapped box.
"What is it?"
"An early Christmas gift."
She peeled off the wrapping paper and found a cardboard box. Inside there were three 10x14 manila envelopes and a videotape. The envelopes were lettered A, B, and C.
"What is it?"
"Start with A and then watch the video. When you are done with watching the video read B and then open C. I'll be upstairs."
I left Candy sitting there and went up to our bedroom. A was the detective's report from my faked business trip. B was the report from the detective on the business trip I had just taken and the video of course was the one from my faked business trip. Envelope C contained the divorce papers.
I was packing a bag when Candy came storming into the room. "You bastard! How could you do this to me?"
"I gave you a choice Candy, me or Marlene and you picked Marlene."
"So what? You already knew that I was telling you the truth when we had that stupid meeting in the kitchen. I told you that I just sat and watched. For Christ's sake Hal, you saw it on the video."
"Yes Candy, but that wasn't all that I saw on the tape, was it? I saw you and the guy with the huge cock and I saw how close you came to taking it in your mouth. I saw you after you left the room go nuts with a hairbrush while you thought about that huge cock and I saw you get out of bed naked and start to go over and join Marlene and her studs. You didn't, but you almost did and I knew that if you kept running with Marlene the day was going to come when you would slip.
"What else did I see Candy? I saw Marlene have unprotected sex with five different men and then I saw you go down on her and suck their junk out of her. You don't have to fuck to get VD Candy, you can get just as easily from sucking a cock or eating a cum filled pussy. As much fucking as the little whore does she could already have been diseased before that video was even made. Every time you ate her pussy Candy you took a chance on getting something and bringing it home to me. That was the reason for the condoms and the testing, to make sure that you hadn't already gotten something and passed it along to me. That was another reason for me wanting you to stay away from Marlene, so you wouldn't pick up something if you turned out to be clean.
I gave you a chance Candy. All you had to do was stay away from Marlene, but did you? I left you alone for three nights Candy, and what did you do? You went bar hoping with Marlene and then to a motel on all three nights. You made your choice Candy, and it wasn't me. Now if you don't mind I'd like to finish packing."
"You're going to go? You're really going to leave me?"
"Yes."
She stormed out of the room and minutes later I heard a loud crash and the sound of breaking glass. A door slammed, I heard the garage door opener start to operate and then there was silence as I continued to pack.
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Shit! Susan tore up the pari-mutual tickets and tossed them on the ground. She had been so sure that Indian Fog was going to win that she had bet her last $200 on the horse. Dead last for Christ's sake! The goddamn glue bag had come in dead last. At 7 to 1 she would have been sitting pretty, but now she was in deep trouble. The money she'd just lost was the week's grocery money. The cupboards were bare when her husband had gone for a snack and he had given her $300 to stock the shelves. When he got home tonight he was going to expect to see something and there was no way she was going to be able to explain that she'd lost the money at the track.
"What the hell am I going to do?" she asked herself.
She had borrowed money from everyone she knew to support her gambling habit and now even her own mother was refusing to help her. To make things even worse she owed her bookie $1800 and for three weeks now she had been promising him that she would pay up; he was beginning to lose his patience and was starting to make threatening noises.
A sudden sharp cry brought her attention back to the present; she looked down and saw that little Andy had spit out his pacifier. Sweet Jesus, she had forgotten that she had him with her. She put his pacifier back in his mouth, rearranged his blankets, and started pushing his stroller toward the exit. She heard a 'wolf whistle' and turned her head to see two young men watching her with apparent interest.
"Asshole" she thought, "I'm a young mother pushing her baby in a stroller, not a goddamn hooker looking to get laid."
Susan continued on toward the exit and as she pushed little Andy in his stroller she allowed her mind to dwell on her predicament. She had to get some food in the house by the time Brian got home, but how in the world was she going to do it? A voice broke her train of thought, "Hey Momma, looking good!"
She looked to her left and saw a young black man at the public phone. He smiled at her and gave her a little wave. God, she thought, what is with these guys? It must be something to do with her being a young mother with a baby in tow; God knows I don't get this much attention when I'm out without the baby.
Susan was almost to the exit when the thought hit her with the force of a sledgehammer blow. No, she said to herself, I couldn't do that! But an inner voice said, "it would solve your problem." Then several voices in her head started to argue, "It would only be this once", "But I'm not that kind of girl", "If you don't, what will you tell Brian tonight?" "But I've never done anything like that before. What about little Andy?" "Little Andy is too young to know what is going on", "But I might get caught", "Brian won't be home before six-thirty, and if you don't do it, where will the food come from?"
Susan bit her lower lip and then, making up her mind, she swung the stroller around and headed back the way she came. The young black man was still by the phone and she pushed the stroller up to him; taking a deep breath she said, "Do you really think I'm looking good?"
The young man was caught off guard by the question, but he quickly recovered and with the bravado of youth he replied, "Good enough to eat, and then some."
Susan took another deep breath and plunged on, "Good enough that you would pay $100 for some of it?"
The young man gave her a big smile and said, "In a heart beat lady, in a heart beat!"
Susan told him to wait for her over by the exit and she went looking for the two who had whistled at her. When she found them she followed the same scenario that she had used on the black man. It was easier the second time and after a few minutes talking they had each agreed to pay her for her favors. When she approached the exit with the two men in tow she found that the young black man was waiting for her with another black man, "I told Gene her about you", he said, "And he thinks maybe he'd like some of what you got."
Susan looked at the four men and then said, "It's like this guys, I need money for food and diapers. I've never done anything like this before, but I'm desperate. I'm so desperate that if you know someone else who would be interested in a fresh young housewife, give them a call and I'll take them on too," and she gave them directions to her house.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The two black men, Gene and Andy, did not have a car so they rode with Susan. On the trip to her place Paul asked her just how many men she thought she could take on at one time. Susan thought for a moment before saying that having never done this before she had no idea. Andy said he knew a lot of guys who would like a shot at a girl like her, "But your price might have to come down a bit. After five or six guys you're going to be pretty loose and sloppy and some guys won't want to pay full price for that."
Susan got an image in her mind of eight or ten guys standing around her bed looking down at her and it caused her to blush. What is wrong with me she thought this is only a one-time thing - it's never going to happen again - so why am I thinking of eight or ten guys? "Because" said a small voice from the back of her mind, "You still have to pay off your bookie."
She pulled up in front of her place and for several moments she sat staring straight with her hands on the wheel. It's not too late to back out she thought, all I have to do is tell these guys I've changed my mind and give them a ride back to the track. No, she thought, I've got to have groceries in the house when Brian comes home and this is the only way. She turned and looked at the two guys, "Come on, let's do it."
As they were going up the front steps a car pulled up behind Susan's and the other two guys from the track got out. Once inside Susan turned to them, "We've got to get this done before my husband gets home so while I put the baby down for his nap you guys figure out who gets to be first."
She put little Andy down for his nap and then went into her bedroom and took of her clothes. As she looked at herself in the full length mirror she wondered how she could be so calm and matter of fact about what she was about to do. She had never been with any man other than her husband before, and here she was getting ready for a gangbang. Oh well, if I'm going to be a whore I can at least try to give them their moneys worth. She went to her bureau and got out a pair of nylons and a garter belt and then went to the closet for a pair of high heels. After putting the stuff on, she took one last look at herself in the mirror; not bad she thought, they should like it. Taking a deep breath she said to herself, "Show time" and she turned and headed for the living room.
Instead of four guys there were six - all naked and stroking their cocks. Gene said, "I took you at your word and called these guys. There are two more who are going to try and make it, but they were not sure they can get away."
Susan looked at them for a moment, took a deep breath and said, "Okay, who's first?"
Gene stood up and Susan took him by the hand and led him into her bedroom. Susan laid down and spread her legs expecting Gene to just climb between them, but as soon as he was undressed he climbed up on the bed and moved into a sixty-nine position with her. As his cock bobbed just inches away from her mouth she almost panicked; she hadn't planned on anything more than a quick fuck for each of the men, but a glance at the bedside clock showed her that she did not have a lot of time to waste - she had six guys to do and then had to get to the store before Brian got home - she had no time to argue. Gene must have read her mind, "Just a couple of licks or a quick suck to get me rock hard, okay?"
Susan opened her mouth and took him in; she wasn't really into oral sex and she rarely sucked Brian's cock so she wasn't all that good at giving head. Gene stroked into her mouth a couple of times and then he moved down between her legs and wasted no time in pushing himself into her opening. A couple of hard pushes and he was all the way in and fucking her hard. Susan started to push her box back up at him. She had not figured that she would enjoy what she was doing, but she thought the more active she was the sooner she could get him off and move on to the next guy.
Gene started to fuck her harder and she was suddenly surprised to find that she was responding to his thrusts. She had expected that she was going to have to fake an orgasm, but her body was starting to tingle and it looked as if she was going to have a real one. Gene grunted in her ear, "Here it comes baby, here it comes" and he shot himself deep inside her. Susan wanted to cry out, "No, please no. Wait for me" but it was too late.
Gene got off her and went back to the living room leaving her lying on the bed, legs spread wide, cum leaking out of her pussy and her fingers working furiously to get herself off. Mike was the next one into the room and when he saw her finger fucking herself he called back to the other guys, "Hey, we have got a real hottie in here."
As Mike thrust into her Susan arched up to meet him, grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him as deep into her as he could go. She was pushing up to meet his every thrust and she was making noises that she finally recognized as her voice crying, "Make me cum, make me cum, please make me cum."
The words seemed to drive Mike into overdrive and he started to fuck her harder and faster and Susan's body shook as her orgasm washed over her. Mike kept fucking her hard and Susan felt her loins begin to tingle again and Susan was amazed - she'd never before had more than one orgasm during a love making session, but there was no denying that another one was building. Her head was grabbed and turned to the side and a hard cock was pushed between her lips.
Susan lost all track of time as the six men fucked her repeatedly. She had swallowed cum for the first time in her life - three times that she could remember - and she was surprised to find that it tasted different from man to man. She couldn't remember how many times each guy had fucked her, nor could she remember who the guys were who had cum in her mouth. Her body had taken over and had delivered orgasm after orgasm and that had turned her into a mindless piece of meat. She probably would have lain there and let them fuck her all night had not Paul put a stop to things, "Hey guys, we have to stop and get out of here before her husband gets home."
"Fuck that," said another voice, "We'll let him take a turn."
Then Gene spoke up, "Hey man - I don't want to fuck up and risk not getting another chance at this one. She's just too damn hot a slut. Let's get her cleaned up."
Susan felt herself being lifted up and carried and suddenly water was hitting her skin. She came out of her sexual trance to find herself in the shower and as confusion slowly drained away came the realization that she had several things to do, and quickly, before Brian got home.
Susan came into the living room to find everyone except Andy gone. Andy had little Andy over his shoulder and was burping him, "He started crying and you were, how should I put this, you were busy so I fixed him a bottle and started feeding him."
Susan looked around the room and saw no evidence of anyone having been there. Paul noticed her looking around and he said, "Mike and Gene cleaned things up for you. Your money is over there on the table." Susan walked over and counted it, there was over $900 dollars. Andy saw the look of confusion on her face, "Four more guys showed up after you got started. You know, if you plan on doing this on a regular basis you are going to have to learn how to control yourself. If the guys hadn't of wanted to be able to come back for some more of you they could have left you lying senseless on the bed and taken off without paying you a dime. In fact, two of them tried to do just that, but Mike and Gene put a stop to it."
Susan looked at him; "I don't know what came over me. I've not been with another man since I got married, let alone with several. I thought I was just going to lay there and pretend to like it, let you all fuck me once and then get the place cleaned up before my husband got home."
Andy smiled at her and said, "Well, you need to work on it before the next time. Here, take your kid, I've got to get going."
He handed her little Andy and headed for the door, but then he stopped and came back. Taking a piece of paper out of his pocket he handed it to her, "It's my phone number. If you want to do this again give me a call and I'll set it up for you" and then he left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Susan looked at the wall clock - she had just enough time to get to the Piggly-Wiggly and still get home before Brian. Christ, I hope he doesn't want sex tonight; he'd be sure to notice how loose I am. As she put Andy in his crib she thought about how fortunate she had been. She had more than enough money to buy groceries and still have enough to take to the track the next day. There were three horses running that she knew were winners. If the odds were right she would win more than enough to pay off her bookie and still have lots left over. She headed for the kitchen to get her grocery list.
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"Jerry?"
"Yes dear?" "Would you come in here please?"
"Yes dear, right away."
I hit the stop button on the remote to stop the movie I was watching and then went upstairs to the bedroom. My wife Ada was lying on her side fondling the cock of the black man lying next to her.
"Roy has just finished some very energetic fucking and he is thirsty. Would you please get him something to drink?"
"Yes dear. What would you like Ray?"
"Just water would be fine."
"With ice?"
"No, that won't be necessary."
"Okay, one glass of water coming up" and I headed for the bathroom.
As I headed for the bathroom I pondered, and not for the first time, what it was that causes human beings to do the things they do. What was it that caused people to do things so far out of line with their character? Here I was, a man who considered himself a 'manly man' and I was running around saying "Yes dear" to my wife and waiting hand and foot on the smirking black asshole who was fucking her. Is this where I expected to be when Ada and I married? Hell no! So why was I smiling and doing things that went so far against my basic nature? What was the thing that caused me to be everything that I didn't want to be? Well, in my case it was greed. Pure unadulterated greed.
I had married Ada for her money. Ada had married extremely well when she had finished college and ten years later when her husband was killed in an auto accident Ada found herself very, very wealthy. She was a great looking lady and very sexy, but make no mistake - I'd have gone after her if she was as homely as hell and as fat as a pig. She had money and I had been dirt poor all my life and I would not have let a little thing like looks get in the way.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had graduated from college with a degree in Business Management and had gone to work, but I wasn't making the kind of money I wanted fast enough. I'd made it to college on scholarships, but it had still taken student loans to help get me through and what with living expenses and paying back those loans I never seemed to have much left. I was out looking for ways to augment my income and a friend suggested that I might be able to make a few bucks as a club fighter. I had done pretty well for myself in Golden Gloves competition and I found that I could get two, maybe three fights a week. I knew that I wasn't good enough to ever make it to the main event, but I could do all right in the three, five and seven round pre-lims. It was at one of those pre-lims that I met Ada. She was in the front row with several of her girlfriends the night I fought Ripper Washington. I found out later that she was there on a dare. Anyway, I happened to look down at her and saw her looking up at me, I winked and gave her a thumbs up and she laughed, waved and gave me a big smile.
Ripper was a big black dude, built like a tank, and the book on him was that he was a plodder. No fancy footwork, just walk into you and wear you down until you were too tired and then he'd nail you. The bell rang for the first round and I danced out and met Ripper in the middle of the ring and my first punch was a left jab that skipped past his guard and hit him dead on the chin. It was a lucky punch and I knew it, but it was a lucky punch that dazed him enough to cause him to drop his guard and a right cross put him down for the count (I met him six months later in a five round pre-lim and he damn near killed me). I danced around the ring with my hands in the air and I saw Ada jumping up and down cheering. An hour later when I came out of the dressing rooms I found her waiting for me (again, on a dare) and I asked her to join me for a cup of coffee. She accepted and soon we were dating and we seemed to get along good together. Then I found out she was rich and I put on a full court press. Nine months later we were married and settled down to live happily ever after.
Happily ever after turned out to be two years, four months and eighteen days. I came home one night to find Ada dressing to go out.
"We going somewhere?"
"Not we, just me" she said as she rolled on her nylons and clipped them to her garter belt.
"What's the occasion?"
"I need a change," she said as she slipped on a pair of black CFMs.
"A change from what?"
As she slid into a little black cocktail dress she said, "We've been married for what, almost two and a half years now?"
"Yeah, about that."
"Well I think it is time for me to sample another cock."
"You what?"
"I'm going out looking for some strange tonight. If I find something I like I'll probably bring him home with me so you will have to sleep in one of the spare bedrooms tonight." She looked over at me and said, "Close your mouth dear, before you catch flies. Don't worry dear, I'm not leaving you. I'm happy with our marriage and I'm happy with you, but I want to fuck another man tonight. Don't wait up and don't forget to sleep in one of the spare bedrooms."
She turned and walked out of the room, down the stairs and out into the attached garage and minutes later her BMW went down the drive while I stood stunned in the bedroom.
Even though she had told me to not wait up I was up when she came home. How the hell did she expect me to be able to sleep after the bomb she laid on me? I heard the garage door opener start to run and I looked out the window to see her BMW coming up the drive followed by another car. I was standing in the kitchen when Ada came through the connecting door from the garage. She saw me standing there and shrugged her shoulders, "It would have been better for you, ego wise, had you been in the spare bedroom just now, but if you want it this way so be it." She started for the front door and then she stopped and turned to me.
"Your position in this house and in this marriage is safe as long as you don't do anything stupid. When I let Dave in I will introduce you and you will smile and shake his hand and then you can come up and watch for all I care. If you can't handle this, or if you make a scene, you can pack your bags and get out and my lawyers will be in touch, understand?"
I just stood there, not understanding what was happening and she said with a touch of steel in her voice, "I said do you understand?"
I numbly shook my head yes.
"Good. Now either get ready to meet Dave or run along up to a spare bedroom."
I don't know why I tagged along behind her; I suppose it was because I didn't really believe it was happening, maybe it was some sort of joke or some kind of test or something. I was standing three feet from Ada when she opened the door and let the man in. I was surprised to see that he was black.
"Dave, this is my husband Jerry. Jerry, this is Dave and he will be taking your place in our bed tonight."
Dave gave me a goofy grin and stuck out his hand and I numbly took it and shook it.
"As long as you are up dear would you make us a couple of drinks and bring them up to the bedroom please? I'll have my usual and Dave drinks scotch on the rocks, Dewars if we have it. Come along Dave and I'll show you the playroom" and the two of them walked away and left me standing there.
I was seething. I wanted to break something. I wanted to smash Dave in the mouth. I wanted to take a belt and beat Ada's ass bloody. Those are the things I wanted to do, but what I did was make the drinks, put them on a try and carry them upstairs. Dave was sitting on the edge of the bed with his trousers down around his ankles and Ada was kneeling in front of him sucking his worthless black cock. When I walked into the room Ada took her mouth off of him long enough to say, "Set the drinks on the bedside stand and then run along dear. I'll see you in the morning."
I'd been dismissed and had been told to get out.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a lot on my mind as I walked away from what was supposed to be my bedroom to one of the spare bedrooms. Chief among my thoughts was what was I going to do about my new situation. I knew the answer to that before the question was fully formed. Nothing. I would do nothing. I would do absolutely nothing except smile and bear it. Ada controlled the purse strings and she kept a very tight grip on them. I couldn't complain because Ada denied me nothing. If I wanted it, I got it. I wanted a house with grounds, a swimming pool and a tennis court so Ada went out, found it and bought it. I wanted a Corvette so Ada went out and bought me one. Country club membership? No problem. A week in Aspen? Mention it and the tickets would be on the desk in my den when I got home from work and the reservations at the lodge would be already made. I lacked for nothing. Ada showered me with jewelry, clothes, sports gear and she even saw to it that the balance in my checking account never fell below five grand. And that didn't even count my own paycheck. I actually tried to give it Ada to add to the 'household account' but she wouldn't take it.
"Put it in savings Jerry, or invest it. You made it, you keep it."
She spoiled me rotten, but she wasn't stupid. I had to sign a prenuptial agreement before we got married. If I divorced her I got nothing. If she divorced me before the marriage was ten years in existence I got a lump sum settlement of one hundred grand. After ten years I got an additional twenty grand for each year exceeding ten. No, Ada could rub my face in an awful lot and I'd still smile and take it. I didn't understand it, but I would take it.
The reason I didn't understand it was because Ada and I had what I considered to be a pretty damned good sex life. Every night of the week was not uncommon although the actual average was probably only five nights a week and we did it all. She liked to be eaten and I liked eating her. She gave fantastic head and loved anal sex. In addition I really did love Ada. I know that it was her money that caused me to go after her, but I was very fond of her by our wedding and it grew into love. What had gone wrong? I probably should have picked a room father away from what used to be my bedroom because all I heard for the next several hours were the yells, moans and cries that Ada used to make with me. I finally fell asleep, but it was a very fitful sleep. I woke up when I heard a car door slam and I got up and looked out the window and saw Dave's car backing out of the drive. I looked over at the clock and saw that it was four in the morning. I debated going back to my bedroom to try and talk to Ada, but then I said, "Fuck it!" and went back to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The morning brought another surprise. I don't know what I expected when I woke up, but it certainly wasn't Ada climbing into bed with me and going down on me as though the previous night hadn't happened. When she got me hard she climbed on top and slid down my pole and I felt Dave. She hadn't cleaned herself before coming to me and I wondered if it was another way of rubbing my nose in her infidelity. As if reading my mind she said, "Can you feel him Jerry? Can you feel what Dave left in me? Do you like the feeling of soaking your cock in a black man's juices? He fucked me five times Jerry, five marvelous times. But you know what Jerry? As good as he was you are still my man. You are going to be sharing me a lot from now on, but you are still my man." She rolled off me and pulled at me, "Come on Jerry, climb in the saddle and fuck me. Do me hard baby, do me hard."
I didn't say a word to Ada. I fucked her, finished, got out of bed and took a shower to wash the cum and sweat off me and then I did my daily twenty-five laps in the pool. That done I went into the house and put on the coffee pot and I was sitting at the table drinking coffee and reading the morning paper when Ada came into the kitchen. I ignored her and after several minutes of silence she said, "You are a grown man Jerry. It doesn't suit you to act like an upset little kid."
"Upset doesn't cover it Ada. I don't have anything to say right now. I'm keeping my mouth shut until you see fit to explain what game it is that you are playing."
"No game Jerry, I've just decided that I want to fuck other men from now on. You don't have to put up with it if you don't want to. Just pack and leave, but I meant what I said, you are still my main man if you want to be. You just have to get used to sharing me."
"That's it? Get used to sharing you or get out?"
"That's it in a nutshell Jerry."
Share her I did, but I never got used to it. Over the course of the next six months, on an average of twice a week Ada would tell me to sleep in a spare bedroom while she entertained in our bedroom. I never understood why, but the men she always brought home were black. The first couple of times I made sure that I was in the spare bedroom when she got home with her stud of the evening. The next morning she would crawl in bed with me and describe her evening as she slid up and down on my dick and when she had finished telling me all about it she would roll over and pull me on top of her and tell me to fuck her hard. Then I guess she decided that she wasn't rubbing my nose in her infidelities hard enough. She started telling me to wait up for her, that she wanted me to meet her lovers and from there it went to having me wait on them, bring them drinks and snacks and in one case she even sent one of them to me to ask if he could borrow one of my condoms. I half expected Ada to tell me to roll it on him, but I was spared that indignity. A dozen times I almost told Ada to kiss my ass, but then I would look out the window at the swimming pool and the tennis courts and I would think of all the material things that Ada provided and I would get my anger in check and just go on being the good cuckolded husband.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got the glass of water and carried it back into the bedroom and as I handed it to the smirking black asshole something inside me just snapped. It was like a switch had been thrown and all of a sudden everything was different - totally different. I'd like to say that I stuffed the glass down the black asshole's throat, but I didn't. I handed it to him and he said, "Thank you" and I said, "You're welcome" and I left the room.
I wasn't in the spare bedroom in the morning. In fact, I wasn't even in the house. I came home at five in the afternoon to a very angry Ada.
"Where in the hell have you been?"
"Out taking care of business."
"What kind of business?"
"Well, let's just see what we have in here" and I opened my briefcase. I took out some papers and started handing them to her. "Here is the check for the last five thousand that you put in my checking account. Do you know that they got upset when I closed the account? They actually asked me if you were aware that I was doing it. Here is the title to the Corvette. I've signed off on the back of it. Maybe you can give it to last night's lover. He looks like the kind of guy who could be happy in a Vette."
I rummaged around in my briefcase, "Let's see what else I have in here. Oh here, these are for you" and I took out a key ring. One by one I took them off the ring and laid them down on the table as I said, "The key to the house, the keys to the Vette, this one is to my locker at the country club. The clubs you gave me for my birthday are inside of it and I'm sure that one of your lovers would like to have them. Last, but by all means least, as you have shown me over the last six months, is this." I slid my wedding ring off my finger and tossed it on the table. There was a honking from out front and I said, "My cab is here. I'll drop you a line when I find a place to stay so you will know where to send the papers."
I got up and headed for the door as Ada screamed at me, "Jerry, you get back here. You get back here right this minute."
I ignored her and then I was out the front door and gone.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was halfway through the third round when the right staggered me and I went to my knees. I was up by the seven count which, on reflection, was a very bad move on my part. I was still seeing double when he moved in on me and I never saw the punch that knocked me out. I came to in the dressing room and I thought I heard a familiar voice ask, "Will he be all right?"
"He should be fine. Some double vision for a while and maybe a little nausea, but no other harmful effects."
"Thank God. I was afraid from the way he went down that he was hurt really bad."
A chuckle and then, "It's the price he pays for the fun he has."
"When can I take him home?"
"I thought he lived alone?"
"Not anymore, not if I can help it."
It slowly got through to me that the voice was Ada's. What was she doing here? I'd put her out of my life six months ago. The whiff of the smelling salts being passed under my nose almost brought me up to a sitting position and I looked around the room and saw Doc Jeffers and Ada.
"You really ought to give this up Jerry" Doc said, "You are just a bit past your prime."
"Got to pay the rent Doc."
"Whatever. I'll be going now. No fights for two weeks and I really wish you wouldn't have any more at all."
As the door closed him I looked at Ada and said, "What are you doing here?"
"I've come to take you home."
"How you going to do that? You don't even know where I live."
"Of course I do. I sit out in front of the place every night trying to work up the courage to walk up and ring your doorbell."
"What? It takes more guts to ring a doorbell than to drag men in front of me and then fuck them?"
She looked away from me and in a timid voice said, "Yes, yes it does."
"Why do you want to ring my doorbell in the first place?"
"So I can talk to you. So I can try and get you to come back home."
"That whorehouse (and I put a lot of emphasis on 'whorehouse') is not my home."
"Then we'll sell it and buy another."
"Go away Ada. I put you out of my life. It's been six months now and I've managed to get along just fine."
"I haven't."
"You haven't what?"
"Managed to get along just fine. I haven't slept well since you left. I'm having trouble eating and my nerves are a mess."
"Sex is supposed to help all those things and you were dragging plenty of that home with you as I recall."
"There hasn't been a man in my life since the day you left."
I'm sure that my facial expression said, "Yeah, right!"
"I mean it Jerry. There hasn't been a man in my life since that day you walked out on me and you were the only man in my life when you were there."
I laughed out loud when I heard that one and she said, "No Jerry, seriously. You were the only man in my life, the others were just tools."
"Tools?"
"Yes. All they were were things I used because I was stupid."
"You lost me there."
"I got to thinking that you didn't love me and that you only married me for my money. I thought about it so much that I convinced myself that I needed to find out. So I decided to do something that would show me one way or the other. I decided that I had to do something so way out that you would have to do something about it if you loved me. If you didn't love me and were only with me for my money you would just turn your back on it and let me get away with it rather than risk a fight that would end our relationship. You were supposed to throw Dave out on his ass that first time, either that or grab your clothes and leave, but you were not supposed to let me get away with it. When you let me take Dave to our bedroom it broke my heart. When you let him fuck me and you were still there the next day I knew that you didn't love me, only my money.
"After Dave the others were just my way of showing you how disgusted I was with you and I even made sure that all of them were black to piss you off more. Then you left me and I found out something that I hadn't realized. I found out that it didn't matter if you didn't love me and only wanted me for my money, for what I had. I found out that I loved you and couldn't live without you. Since you walked out I've been a mess. I spend all my time following you around. I've been here for every one of your fights sitting in the back where you couldn't see me. I sit outside your apartment. I even rented an office across the street from yours and from my office window I can look down into yours and I sit there and watch you all day long. I can't live without you Jerry. I don't care if you don't really love me, I need you Jerry, I need you."



I'm not totally stupid and even though it wasn't true I knew what to say, "I didn't stay through all of that shit for your money Ada. I stayed because I loved you and I hoped that whatever it was that you were doing would work it's way out of your system. I finally couldn't take it anymore. It was obvious that you didn't love me or you couldn't have done to me what you did so I did the only thing I could do and I left and I don't see any reason for me to even be talking to you now. You made your bed Ada, go lie in it and leave me alone."
"Please Jerry, please. We can work it out, I know we can. Please Jerry, please come home with me."
There was no question that I was going to let myself be persuaded, but I wanted to be a little mean and do some nose rubbing of my own. If she didn't go for it I could back off, but I wanted to see just how desperate she was to have me back. "You hurt me Ada. You have no idea what it did to me to be put through what you put me through. I can't see getting back together with you without giving you a taste of what you did to me. Who is your best girlfriend?"
"I suppose that it would be Linda Meyer."
"Is she the sexy looking redhead whose husband is the dentist?"
"Yes."
"Okay Ada, here's the deal. I want you to bring Linda into our bedroom just the way you brought all those men. Then I want you to stand there and watch me fuck Linda just like I had to stand there and watch you fuck all those black assholes. I want you to serve Linda and me snacks and drinks just like you had me do. I'm not going to fuck as many women as you did men, but I am going to do the one."
"I can't do that! She's happily married and has three kids."
"I don't give a shit Ada. You want me and I want revenge. Make it happen or get used to me not being around. Until then, just leave me alone."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was two weeks ago and I honestly didn't expect that it would happen, but I wanted to make Ada sweat and suffer a little. I expected her to come back in a week or two and tell me that it just couldn't be done and then do some more begging and pleading.
Ada just called me:
"You can come home tonight Jerry. Linda will be here at seven, but there is a slight complication." She would only agree to do it if would agree to spend a night with her husband next week."
"So what's the problem?"
"I'm your wife Jerry. I'm trying to put us back together again. How can I do that if I'm having sex with another man?"
"Ada, you were a cock sucking whore for six months so just what is one more cock to you?"
There was silence on the other end of the line and then, "Tell me to do it Jerry. If you tell me to do it I won't be cheating on you."
"How can you cheat on me when we aren't even together Ada? I told you what you had to do to get me to even consider coming back to you. You make up your mind Ada and then you let me know" and I hung up on her.
She called me back in ten minutes, "All right Jerry, I'll fuck him, just come home tonight baby, please just come home."
"Look on the bright side Ada, at least you'll be fucking a white man for a change" and I burst out laughing as I hung up the phone.
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It started in third grade during a dodge ball game. I managed to hit Dickie Moore a pretty good lick and after that he became my very own personal nemesis. In that grade and at that age I had no idea what a class bully was, but Dickie was one. That afternoon on the way home from school I found him waiting for me. I had no idea what was coming; after all, Dickie was not only my classmate, he was my neighbor so when he walked up to me and without a word punched me in the face it came as a total surprise. Then he pushed me down to the ground, kicked me once and said, "That's for hitting me with the ball." He walked away and I got up and ran home crying.
My nose had bled all over my shirt and I was still crying when I got home and my mother wanted to know what has happened and I told her. That night I heard her and dad talking about it in the kitchen. Mom wanted dad to go over to the Moore's and have words with Mr. Moore "about that little brat of his." Dad listened to what mom had to say and then he said, "Maude, you know that ain't my way."
"You're just going to cause more trouble Don."
"The world ain't nothing but trouble Maude and the boy needs to find that out now."
Five minutes later dad called me into the kitchen and asked me what had happened. I told him and then he asked, "What did you do boy?"
"I didn't do nothing but hit with the ball dad, honest."
"That ain't what I'm asking you boy, what did you do after he hit you and pushed you down?"
"I ran home."
"You let him get away with it? You didn't get up and go after him?"
"No sir."
"Why not boy?"
"Because momma said I shouldn't fight; she says that it doesn't solve anything."
I saw something change in his eyes and he said, "Well boy, there are some things that me and your ma don't agree on. You're a Dixon boy, and Dixons don't back down from nothing or nobody. We fight back boy and even if we lose we find a way to get even. It don't matter none if it takes years boy, we always get even. When you go to school tomorrow I expect you to bloody that boy's nose just like he did yours."
"But he's bigger than me."
"Don't make no never mind boy. You fight him until you win or lose and by losing I mean you fight him till you're so tired you can't lift your arms to hit back. There's people in this world boy who will walk all over you if you let them. When they try you have to let them know that they can't get away with it and that if they try they will have to pay a price. You don't let nobody get away with nothing boy, at least not without fighting back. Now you run along and do your homework and when you go to school in the morning don't forget what I told you - you're a Dixon."
The next day at school during recess I walked up to Dickie and without a word I punched him in the nose, knocked him to the ground and kicked him.
"That's for what you did to me yesterday" I said, "Now we are even."
Dickie's response was to come scrambling up from the ground and the fight was on. We beat on each other for maybe two or three minutes before a couple of teachers pulled us apart and marched us to the principal's office. The parents were called and the usual, "He started it" and "no I didn't" took place and a whole lot more followed, but the bottom line was that both Dickie and I knew that the fight wasn't over, just temporarily interrupted.
Over the next ten years Dickie and I duked it out a couple of times a year. Sometimes he won and sometimes I did. That is until the ninth grade. There was a Boy's Club of America chapter in our town and I joined. On of their programs was teaching boys to box so they could participate in the Golden Gloves Tournament. I participated and by the eleventh grade I was putting Dickie on his ass every time he started something and he started a lot. Dickie might have been a bully, but he was no coward and he kept on coming back at me.
Just before the senior prom we got into it over a girl that we both liked. She seemed to prefer me to him, he called her a few names, made some accusations and I called him on it. That fight turned into the worst we ever had and before it was over I had knocked out four of his front teeth, broken his nose, and left him lying out cold in the Werth Theatre parking lot. That was the last time I saw Dickie before I headed off for college.
The next twenty years went by. I went to college, graduated with a degree in Electrical Engineering and went into the Army to fulfill my ROTC scholarship requirement and met and married Tammy. I landed a solid job when I got out of the service and five years later I started my own company.
Business was good, the company prospered and grew and I was sitting pretty when the invitation to my high school class twenty-year reunion arrived. It was at a busy time. I had several construction projects going, a couple more that I was bidding on and I was in negotiations to purchase a piece of land that I hoped to build an office complex on. Not necessarily a good time to be gone, but I would be less than human not to have a desire to go back and show my classmates what a success I had become. How I had gone from dirt poor and living on the wrong side of the tracks in Dutchtown to a successful businessman in twenty years. But being a successful businessman means taking care of business so I tossed the invitation into the trash.
"Why did you do that?" my wife asked.
I gave her my reasons and she said, "Hogwash. It's a weekend. I know that you think you are indispensable, but things can get along just fine without you for that long. You know you want to go back. Do it, it will do you good."
I let Tammy talk me into it and three weeks later the two of us walked into the hotel ballroom where the reunion was being held.
The first person I saw was Dickie Moore and he saw me at the same time. He stopped talking to the woman he was with and headed straight for me. Oh shit, I thought as I braced myself. I didn't know what to expect, but I was betting on something unpleasant so I was surprised when five feet from me his face lit up in a smile and he extended a hand for me to shake. Warily I took it and we shook hands as he said, "I wondered if you would be here for this. And I suppose that this lovely lady is your bride?"
I introduced Tammy to him and he said, "Come on, let me introduce you to my lady and he led us over to the woman he had been talking to. Another surprise - his wife was Kim Baker, the very same girl who had cost him four front teeth and a broken nose. Dickie invited us to sit at his table and before I could say, "Thanks, but I'd like to circulate a little before we sit down" Tammy said that we would love to join them. I was a little uneasy because my relationship with Dickie had never, ever been cordial, but what the hell, that had been twenty years ago and people do change.
Dickie (he preferred to be called Rich now) was charming the pants off Tammy, regaling her with tales of when we were young.
"Did you know that your husband and I actually fought over Kim?"
Kim blushed and Tammy looked at me and said, "No, I don't believe that. You really didn't do that, did you?"
She could tell by the look on my face that it was true and Rich laughed and popped out a partial plate and showed it to Tammy.
"Oh yes indeed he did and I have a constant reminder. God, but the stupid things that we did when we were kids." He chuckled and said, "You always hear people say that they wish they could go back. Not me. No way I'd want to go back to being that way."
The drinks flowed and I circulated saying hi to old classmates and introducing Tammy. I danced with Kim a couple of times when Rich danced with Tammy. Once, when I was sitting at the table with Kim while Tammy and Rich were out on the dance floor Kim caught me looking at her.
"Surprised?"
"Just a little."
"You never figured it out, did you?"
"Figure out what?"
"That it was always Rich I was interested in. He was the one I wanted, but he wasn't really interested in me. I wasn't a real bright kid back then, but I did know how your relationship with Rich worked and I knew that the quickest way to get him interested in me was to let him see me with you. He doesn't know that by the way, and I would just as soon that he never does. If he found out he'd hate me almost as much for costing him those four front teeth as he hates you for knocking them out."
"He sure isn't acting like someone who is carrying a grudge."
"Don't let him fool you Slick, he's never forgotten and he's never forgiven. Watch your back Slick, watch it real close."
Either I didn't watch it close enough or it was all ready too late.
About half an hour after talking with Kim I began to feel dizzy and disoriented. I was feeling real bad. Tammy was out on the dance floor with someone and Rich said, "I think that you need to lie down for a bit. Come on, I'll help you up to your room and then I'll come down and let Tammy know what is going on."
Something wasn't right, but I couldn't quite grasp it. I started losing things mentally. I didn't remember standing up, but I remember getting on the elevator with Rich. I didn't remember the ride up to the room, but I did remember getting off the elevator and Rich helping me to the room. I didn't remember going into the room, but I did remember Rich sitting me down on the floor in the corner of the room.
"There you are Slick. Comfy? Got a good view of the bed? I certainly hope so because I don't want you to miss a thing. In case you are wondering what is going on I'll be happy to fill you in. Your drinks have been laced with Ketamine Hydrochloride, sometimes called Super K or Special K. It's a date rape drug and I do have to admit that this is the first time I've ever heard of it being used on a man. What it does is make the user lose control of their body, but leaves them vaguely aware of what is going on. That's what I need from you Slick, to be aware, but unable to do anything."
I remember him getting up and moving over toward the bed, but I don't remember what he did when he got there and I don't remember him coming back over to me. Then he was leaning down and looking into my face and talking.
"You get to sit here Slick and watch as your wife gets fucked silly. I've laced her drinks too, but she got a cocktail that is a mixture of twenty percent Special K and eighty percent Ecstasy. The Special K will disorient her long enough to get her up here and get her clothes off of her and get her on the bed and by then the Ecstasy will kick in. She'll be a nympho Slick and you'll get to watch it all. I've told several of my friends that you are into kinky stuff - that you like to watch other men fuck your wife - and they will see you sitting over here in the corner and think nothing of it. Hey, got to go. It's time to go down and get the main attraction, the star of your very own porn show. Don't go way now, hear?"
Rich left and I faded in and out for I don't know how long before the room door opened again and I heard Rich cry out, "Honey, I'm home." I saw him carry Tammy in and put her down on the bed and then I watched as he undressed her.
"I'm leaving her nylons and high heels on her Slick. I mean what porn show would be worth a shit without high heels and nylons?"
He rolled Tammy over on her stomach and then he stripped and got on the bed with her. He pulled her up on her knees and lined up his cock, "You have no idea how good this is going to feel Slick" and he pushed himself forward. Tammy moaned as he worked his way into her, but her body was inert, she pretty much just laid there as Rich used her pussy. I faded out for a bit and when I came back it was to the "slap, slap" of flesh meeting flesh. Tammy's hands were clutching the bed covers and she was moaning. Her eyes were open, but I'm not sure that they were seeing anything. And then slowly, almost imperceptibly, Tammy started pushing back at the cock that was pounding into her.
Rich laughed, "Your wife is starting to get into it Slick. You awake over there? I don't want you to miss this."
He started fucking Tammy with hard strokes and her moans turned into words. "Yes, yes, yes" she grunted as Rich slammed into her and she pushed back. "Hey Slick, I'm getting ready to cum in your wife. I hope to god she's not on the pill or wearing a coil or something like that. I'd love knowing that I knocked her up. Her it comes sweetie, the first of a lot" and he pumped his sperm into her. Just as he pulled out of her pussy there was a knock on the door and Rich got up to answer it. He opened the door and three guys came in. They stripped and headed right for the bed. I have no idea how long it went on. I faded in and out and all I have is disjointed memories of men coming into the room and men leaving the room. I remember seeing Tammy taken in ways that I had never thought possible. I saw her with cocks in her mouth, cocks in her pussy and cocks in her ass and I saw her with cocks in all three at once. I remember her head tossing from side to side as she screamed for some one to fuck her. I heard her beg some one to fuck her harder and I remember Rich walking around the bed with a video camera.
Then Rich was kneeling in front of me. "I've thought of you every day for the last twenty years Slick. Every morning when I brush my teeth and I see this" and he popped out his partial plate and held it in front of my face, "I remember you Slick. God only knows how many times we fought, but they were only fights Slick. But you were brutal on that last one. It wasn't a fist fight, you set out to do damage and you did and I've never forgotten it."
He put his plate back in and stood up. "This plate cost me eleven hundred dollars Slick and tonight I'm going to get some, if not all, of my money back. There is a pool hall over in NiggerTown and I hear that the boys over there just love to get their hands on white pussy. But I'll be fair about it slick, anything over eleven hundred she can keep. We are going to leave now Slick, but I don't want you to feel lonely while we are gone so I'm leaving you some company" and he dropped a small cloth bag in my lap and the lights went off and I heard the door close.
The next thing I remember is some one shaking me. "You all right mister?"
I opened my eyes and saw the maid leaning over me. My head hurt as I tried to get to my feet and the maid chuckled, "You sure must have laid on a good one last night mister. You got to be careful drinking that much."
I staggered into the bathroom and splashed water on my face. The events of the night before started to come back to me and I turned in panic and looked at the bed, but Tammy wasn't there. I started to run from the room and the maid called out, "Hey mister, you dropped this" and she held out a small cloth bag to me. I remembered Dickie dropping something in my lap and I took it from her and looked inside and saw four teeth.
I ran from the room and went looking for Tammy. I headed for the part of town that was called either Darktown or Niggertown because that was where the majority of blacks lived and I began looking for pool halls. I found seven of them, but all I got was blank stares when I described Tammy and asked if anyone had seen her. I stopped at a phone booth and looked up Richard Moore in the phone book, but either he had an unlisted number or he didn't live in the city any more. I decided to go to the hotel and see if Tammy was there yet. If she wasn't I would call the police.
Tammy was lying on the bed when I got back to the room. She was naked except for her nylons and they were ruined. She had bite marks all over her body and there was dried cum everywhere. She was passed out and the way she had been laid down was deliberate. Her legs were spread wide so that I could see the red, raw and wide-open hole that was her pussy. Cum was leaking out of it and there was a lot of it. Some one had written, "Black cocks deposit cum here" on her stomach with a magic marker and had drawn an arrow pointing down at her pussy. I saw that her asshole was wide open and leaking also. I noticed something on the dresser and went over and looked at it. There was videotape and an envelope. The envelope had a note, some pictures and a bunch of bills in it. The note said, "Hey Slick, before you call the cops you had best watch the video. Nowhere on it is the lady anything less than a willing participant. You might not have a VCR in your hotel room so I took some pictures to give you some idea of what you will see when you do get around to playing it. True to my word she got to keep everything over eleven hundred. She did good Slick. You have quite the little moneymaker there. By the way, you can keep the bag and it's contents."
I shook the photos out of the envelope and the money spilled out and fluttered to the floor. I picked it up and saw that there was just over nine hundred dollars there. The pictures were of Tammy and a series of black men doing everything that I had seen done to her in our hotel room. I tore the photos up and flushed them down the toilet and I put the money, the video and the bag of teeth in my suitcase and then I sat down in a chair and looked over at the bed. I had no idea what was going to happen when Tammy woke up. Only God knew how she was going to react and what the evening's events were going to do to us.
What I did know was that Dickie had fucked up big time. I would spend every dime I had if it was necessary, but I would find him and I would find out every last little thing that there was to know about him. I would find the one thing that he loved and prized above all else and then I would take it from him; take it from him and grind it to dust before his very eyes.
As I looked at Tammy I heard my father's words in the back of my head, "You're a Dixon boy, and Dixon's don't back down from nothing or nobody. We fight back boy and even if we lose we get even. Don't matter none if it takes years, we always get even."
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Three horses that couldn't lose! Three sure bets. Shit! She tore up her tickets and threw them on the ground. All the money she had made yesterday was gone and she didn't have a damn thing to show for it. And there was still the seventh race to go and Blackie's Tyree was going off at 12 to 1 and Susan was certain that he couldn't lose. Sure, she'd had a run of bad luck, but it was going to turn - she could feel it. She needed to find some money quick; she only had about fifteen minutes to get her bet down on Blackie. She looked around and in less than ten seconds she found what she was looking for; a man of about forty who was staring at her with a look on his face that was saying, "Boy, I sure would like some of that."
"Come on Little Andy, Mommy's got to do it again," she said to the eighteen month old baby in the stroller as she started to push it in the direction of the man.
Susan smiled to herself; two days ago and she would have been horrified to even think about what she was about to do. Yesterday had changed all that; Oh God had things changed! Desperation had made her into a whore yesterday, and it looked like it was going to do it to her again today. When she reached the man she said, "Like what you see?"
The man seemed a bit taken aback by her bold approach, but he recovered quickly, "As a matter of fact I do," he replied.
"Enough to part with fifty bucks for a blow job?" Susan asked.
The man gave her a grin and said, "I'd rather fuck you."
Susan said, "Maybe later, but right now I only have enough time for a blow job. I need to come up with fifty before the seventh race. Yes or no? If not I've got to hurry and find somebody else."
The man said okay and asked where? Susan looked around, then told the man to follow her, and started pushing little Andy's stroller toward a line of Porta-Johns that were next to one of the race track's walls. She moved into the space between the line of toilets and the wall and looked around to make sure she would be able to do the man and remain unseen. She held out her hand for the money and the man pulled a roll of bills out of his pocket and peeled off five ten dollar bills and placed them on her palm. Susan put the money in her purse and dropped to her knees in front of the man who already had his cock out.
Susan still wasn't all that keen on performing oral sex, but she had done well enough yesterday and she owed this man a blowjob for his money and she would do her best. She opened her mouth and circled her lips around the head of his prick, her right hand came up to cup his balls and her left wrapped around the base of his cock and she started to suck him off. The man's hands moved to the back of her head and he held her as he began to plunge his cock back and forth in her mouth.
Little Andy started to fidget and to keep him from starting to cry she dropped her hand from the man's balls and used it to rock Andy's stroller. Susan stopped trying to suck the man's cock and instead clamped her lips tight around him and let him fuck her face. It took only minutes before the man said, "I'm cumming baby, I'm gonna cum in your hot little mouth" and no sooner than he had said it, he did it. Susan choked as the spurts of cum hit the back of her throat and she did her best to swallow it all. The man kept his cock in her mouth until he stopped spurting and started to go limp. Susan, determined to give good value in case she ever needed this man again, licked the man's cock clean. As the man put his cock away he said, "I still want to fuck that tight little body of yours."
Wiping her mouth clean with a hankie Susan said, "Maybe later. If my horse doesn't win in the seventh I may have to earn some gas money to get home."
"Who you betting?" asked the man. Susan told him and the man said, "Don't waste your money honey. Bet on Sammy's Child. He's a lock!"
Susan stood at the rail and watched in disgust as Sammy's Child flew across the finish line five lengths ahead of Blackie's Tyree. As she threw her tickets on the ground the man, who had been standing next to her said, "Do I get to fuck you now?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Susan was disgusted with herself. She had been so upset at losing at the track that she hadn't even discussed price with the man, his name was Dan, who had followed her home and then into her bed. They had fucked for over an hour until she told him that they had to stop because her husband would be home soon. It was only after Dan had gone that she'd remembered that she had forgotten to ask for the money. Shit! she said as she changed the bed sheets for the second time in two days, but on her way to the bathroom she saw green on top of the dresser and when she looked she found two one hundred dollar bills. Not bad, she thought, I'm moving up in the world. Yesterday it was a hundred and today I'm up to two hundred. As she took her shower she was already figuring out where the money would go; five on her favorite number, ten toward lottery tickets and the rest to the track - there were some very good horses running tomorrow.
Susan was changing little Andy's diaper when the front door bell rang. Picking up the baby she went to the front door and pulled it open to find Eddie, her bookie, standing there with two other men and a woman. Eddie smiled, "Susan! I was afraid I might not catch you at home. Can we come in?"
Numbly, Susan stepped aside and let the four of them enter and then she said, "Eddie, you promised me that you would never come to the house."
"I know, I know" Eddie replied, "But you promised me that you would always pay your losses off on time and I figure your broken promise to me cancels out my promise to you."
"That's not fair!" Susan cried, "I've always paid you."
Eddie waggled a finger at her, "You have been promising me for over a month now and I haven't seen a dime. Yet my sources tell me you have dropped at least six bills at the track over the last two days and that was money that you could have given me to pay down your debt. At the very least you could have had the courtesy to place those bets with me instead of giving your money to the track. It wouldn't have drawn down your debt to me, but at least I could have made a buck or two off of it and you would have kept my good will."
Little Andy started whimpering and Susan said, "I've got to take care of the baby and then I have an appointment at noon so tell me what this is about and then go."
Eddie's smile went away, "What this is all about is that I have sold your IOU's to Mr. Diamano" and he pointed at the larger of the two men who were with him, "And he is here to discuss with you the method of repayment."
He turned and headed for the door and partway there he stopped and turned back toward her, "Oh, by the way, don't call me to place any bets anymore. You belong to Mr. Diamano now" and he turned and left.
Diamano said, "Let's get down to business. With transfer fees, penalties and interest, you owe me twenty-two hundred. You got it?"
Susan was stunned, "But I only owed Eddie seventeen!"
"Like I said, penalties, interest and fees" Diamano replied. "Do you have the money?"
Little Andy was crying now and Susan got up and started to walk to the kitchen. Diamano said, "Henry!" and the other man moved in front of her and stopped her.
"Gloria, take the baby." And the woman reached for Andy.
Susan tried to step back but Henry put both of his hands on her shoulders and held her in place and then he squeezed. Susan cried out in pain and gave up the baby when the woman again reached for him.
"Sit down!" said Diamano, "One last time, do you have the money?"
Susan looked down at her hands and weakly mumbled "No." Diamano looked at her for a moment before saying, "That's too bad." He looked at Henry, "Take her into the bedroom and strip her."
Susan lay on the bed staring at Diamano and Henry as they took off their clothes. She had struggled and had tried to fight Henry, but he had just picked her up like a doll and carried her into the bedroom. He had thrown her on the bed and told her to get undressed and when she hadn't moved he had ripped her clothes off of her. She had deep welts on her shoulders where her bra straps had dug into her flesh before breaking. Diamano approached the bed and said, "This is your first installment. We will call it a collection fee and if you prove to be adequate we will adjust your debt to reduce some of the principal. Do you understand?"
Susan meekly nodded yes and Diamano had pushed between her legs, lined up his cock and pushed forward. It took him four strokes to work his cock all the way in and then he started to fuck her with slow strokes. Susan, in an attempt to be 'adequate' moved her legs and locked them behind his. She started pushing up to meet his strokes and Diamano started to move a little faster and push into her a little harder. Susan felt the little 'tingle' in her loins that signaled the start of an orgasm building and she started to moan and the moan turned into a string of 'oh oh oh's which in turn became "oh yes, oh yes, oh yes."
Susan was no longer trying to pretend to be adequate, she wanted this orgasm and she began to fuck back as hard as she could. Diamano was fucking her fast and furious now and she was meeting every thrust with an intensity that astonished her. She wanted to make this brute cum, to drain his balls, to show him that she was the best piece of ass he'd ever had. Her heels were drumming on the backs of his legs, her fingernails were dug into the cheeks of his ass and she was crying, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" in his ear. His hands went under her and he pulled her to him and she felt the warmth that told her that he had cum inside her. Diamano kept stroking into her, but she could feel his size diminish and she cried, "Don't stop, don't stop damn you! I'm almost there, I'm almost there!"
Diamano rolled off her and said, "Give her what she wants Henry, finish her off."
Henry moved between her legs and sank his hard cock into her wet, juicy cunt and he started fucking her hard and fast. It took twenty strokes of Henry's cock to send Susan over the edge and she fell back on the bed drained of energy, but Henry was just getting started. Susan lay there, breathing deeply, as Henry ploughed her pussy and in only minutes she felt the 'tingle' again. Both men fucked her three times that morning. It was during Diamano's third time that Gloria came into the room. Diamano was fucking her and she was sucking Henry's cock when Gloria came in and said, "The baby's hungry."
Susan took her mouth off Henry's cock long enough to say, "The formula is in the fridge. Use the blue bottles, not the red ones" and she went back to working on Henry's dick.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As Susan changed the bed sheets for the third time in as many days, she thought about what Diamano had said as he was leaving, "I'll be back tomorrow at nine in the morning. Either have the money or a plan on how you intend to pay off the debt within the next two weeks."
As Susan fluffed the pillows she wondered where in the hell she could come up with two grand on short notice and then her train of thought was interrupted as little Andy began to cry.
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Susan was feeding little Andy strained carrots when the door bell rang. She looked at the clock, nine already, Diamano was certainly punctual. She wiped the overflow off of little Andy's face and then got up to answer the door. She opened the door to find Diamano, Henry and Gloria waiting and she held the door open for them. Once inside Susan closed the door behind them and followed them into the living room and said, "I'm feeding the baby. It should only take a few more minutes."
Diamano said, "Gloria." And Gloria said "I'll take over honey" and she headed for the kitchen.
Diamano pointed to the couch and Susan dutifully sat down. Diamano got right to the point, "How do you plan on taking care of your debt to me?"
Susan had expected the question, but she wasn't used to Diamano's direct manner; she had an answer for him, of sorts, but hesitated to give it because she didn't think it would satisfy him. She thought back to the previous day, Diamano and his crew (as she'd come to think of them) had no sooner gone than the phone rang. It was Tony, one of the guys from her first day as a paid whore, and he wanted to know if he and a couple of friends could come over. She had glanced at the clock and seen that she had plenty of time before her husband got home from work and she had said yes. Their visit had been brief, but profitable; she had sucked the cocks of the four men and then had fucked them, and had collected $600 for her time. After they had gone she had remembered what Andy, the young black man had said about helping her if she decided to sell her body on a steady basis. She had looked up his number and called him and asked him if he was still willing to help her. She had explained her situation and her need to make two grand and he'd told her that he would see what he could do, "You know what this makes me, don't you?"
When she had said no, Andy had laughed and said, "It means that I'm your business agent, your pimp, and that I'm working on commission. Don't worry, I'll be gentle" and he'd hung up. He'd called back an hour later, "I got you something. It will get you a grand, but I don't know if you are going to want to do it."
"What do you mean?" Susan had asked.
Andy said, "It's a stag party and there could be as many as twelve dudes there. Do you think you are up to it?"
Susan had taken several moments to think about it saying, "I have no choice, I have to do it."
Andy had said he'd set it up and get back to her.
"Well?" Diamano's voice broke into her train of thought.
Susan looked up from her hands and said, "I can give you $200 now and I'll have a grand to give you by the end of the week. That will leave $800 and I'll get that to you by the end of the following week."
"Wrong!" Diamano said, "The interest on your debt is twenty percent per week. That means another $360 gets added on this Friday. If you pay the grand before Friday it will still be twenty percent on the remaining balance, which brings your debt to $960. Henry and I are both going to fuck you again today, primarily as an object lesson to show you what you have to look forward to if you don't pay according to the schedule that you just set for yourself. If you don't meet that schedule you are going to spend a lot of time on your back with your clothes off. Do you understand me?"
Susan nodded her head yes and Diamano said, "Good! Today's session will knock off another $200 so you are only looking at $1600 which should pose no problem for you if you follow your schedule." He got up; "Shall we move to the bedroom?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As Susan changed the sheets yet again she wondered if she should buy several more sets. If today was any indication she probably should. Both Henry and Diamano were in fine form and they had fucked her for over an hour. Both of them had fucked her twice and as much as she hated to admit it, even to herself, she had loved every bit of it and had even hoped that they could have gone a third time.
When this play for pay thing of hers had started it was because of desperation, but the more she screwed, the more she came to like it, and if she ever got her ass out of debt she didn't think she could ever go back to being a one man woman. What that would do to her marriage she could not imagine any more than she could imagine what would happen if Brian ever found out about her gambling. There was no way she could ever let her husband find out about her gambling. Brian's straight-laced upbringing would have him looking at her as a handmaiden of the devil. He would accept her as a whore easier than he would accept her as a gambler, or so she believed. She could be wrong, but could she chance finding out? No, she didn't think so.
She also wondered about the curious conversation she had had with the woman Gloria as Diamano and his crew were leaving. Gloria had hung back a little and as soon as Diamano and Henry were out of earshot she'd said, "Make sure you meet that schedule honey. They don't want you to and they are hoping that you don't. They have plans for you and you're not going to like them" and then she'd hurried of to catch up with Diamano.
They had plans for her? What possibly could that mean?
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Susan was soaking in the tub when the call from Andy came, "You going to be home for a while?"
Susan said she would be and Andy said he would be right over. As Susan put down the cordless phone she wondered if she should bother getting dressed. Probably not. Lately, she thought, every guy who walks through the front door fucks me. After she had dried off and put on her makeup she went to the closet and selected her frumpiest looking robe; no sense putting on something sexy and asking for it, she thought, and then went into the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. The doorbell rang (the sound of doom she was beginning to think) and Susan answered it to find Andy and another black man standing on the porch. She stepped aside to let them in and then had them follow her into the kitchen where she offered them both coffee which they accepted.
"Honey," Andy said, "This is Jerome and Jerome is the man who put together the stag party and he wanted to meet you before he agreed to give you the gig. But before we go any farther I want to be sure that you know what you are getting yourself into. The party is a bachelor's party for Jerome's brother and there are seven invited guests plus Jerome and his brother. Yours will be the only white face in the crowd. And," he went on, "There is also the possibility that the word might go out that there is a good looking white broad taking on all comers and there could be some party crashers. Jerome and I will try and control things, but I can't promise you anything except we won't let you be physically abused. Knowing this, do you still want to do it?"
Susan was silent for several moments and then she said, "I really don't have any choice. I have to pay my bookie off by Friday or I'm in deep trouble."
Jerome spoke for the first time, "Andy has already told me that you're a great piece of ass, and I can see for myself that you are gorgeous, but I want to find out how good you are myself."
Susan looked him right in the eye and then she stood up and slowly let her robe slip from her shoulders to the floor. Jerome looked at her and said, "Not bad, not bad at all, but that's not what I want to check out. He unzipped his pants and took out his rapidly hardening cock. Susan's eyes never left his as she sank to her knees in front of him and licked the head of his cock. She licked it twice more like she would lick a lollipop and then she lowered her head and took him in her mouth. For two minutes she sucked on the hard shaft while massaging Jerome's balls and then she stood up and headed for the bedroom. Half way there she stopped and turned around, "Well, are you coming or not?" Andy and Jerome both got up and followed her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Susan was surprised. She had expected Brian to throw a fit when she told him that she was going to a Mary Kay party given by one of her girl friends and that he shouldn't wait up for her. Brian did not usually like to be left alone with little Andy, but he had simply said, "Fine. Have a nice time and don't worry about us guys, we'll be all right, won't we Champ?" as he took little Andy from her. A feeling of love and tenderness came over Susan at those words and she hated herself for deceiving Brian. She wished she could tell him about her gambling debts, but she knew he wouldn't understand and it would only create more problems. She bent and kissed him and then she left.
It was just as Andy said it would be; the room was a sea of black faces and she felt an unaccountable tingle as she realized that she was really looking forward to the night's experience. She had planned to do a slow strip tease to warm things up, but she soon found out that as far as the men were concerned things were already hot enough. Two guys came up to her and walked her to the couch and proceeded to undress her. They sat her down on the couch and then one sat down on either side of her and they began to play with her tits. A third man pushed her legs apart and then knelt between them; she felt fingers being pushed into her pussy and as the man began to finger-fuck her she looked around the room and saw all the men shedding their clothes. A fourth man appeared in front of her, his stiff cock swaying back and forth in front of her face and the man's hands went to the back of her head and he pulled her mouth onto him.
Susan was being turned on quicker than she thought possible. She started hunching her pussy at the hand that was finger fucking her and the guys working on her tits stopped what they were doing and pulled her down on the floor. She was put on her hands and knees and the man who had been fingering her pussy moved behind her and she felt his cock probing for her opening. The large knob finally found what it was looking for and she felt it being pushed into her. The man whose cock had been in her mouth had followed her to the floor and her head was now bobbing up and down on him. She felt hands playing with her tits and someone grabbed her right hand and put it on his cock and she began to awkwardly stroke it. The man whose cock she was sucking suddenly grabbed the back of her head and held it still and she felt the first spurt of his cum hit the back of her throat. She struggled to swallow his outpouring without choking and finally he released her head and pulled his dick out of her mouth. He rolled away from her and another man took his place, and as her mouth closed around him the man fucking her started to pound hard into her; he grabbed her hips and pushed into her as deep as he could go and Susan felt the wet heat that told her she had just taken his load. He pulled out of her and some one else immediately took his place and rammed his cock into her.
Susan lost track of time as cock after cock emptied itself in her mouth and pussy. She had orgasm after orgasm until she was weak from exhaustion, and then, suddenly, it was over. Everyone was gone except for Andy and Jerome. They helped her to her feet and Susan saw a look of awe on Jerome's face.
"Jesus," he said, "You were awesome. I've never seen anything like it. I just wish I'd had a video camera so I could have taped it. If I can set it up will you do it again?"
Susan smiled and said, "As long as the price is right just give me a call."
Andy helped her into the bathroom and helped her clean up. He had taken charge of her clothes as she had been stripped and so they were still clean and presentable. Looking at herself in the mirror as she applied her makeup she thought, "At least you don't look like you've just been gangbanged," but she knew that she didn't dare let Brian fuck her tonight. She was so loose and sloppy down there that he wouldn't even be able to touch the sides. Andy walked her to her car and just before she got in the car he handed her an envelope, "Here's your fee baby. I'll stop by in a day or two and collect my commission."
She looked at him and said, "You never did tell me what your commission was."
Andy smiled at her and said, "I'm going to take it in trade."
Susan dropped the envelope in her purse and turned to him. She leaned forward and kissed him, "Any time lover. Just call and I'm yours."
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Authors note: This story is not stand alone. To understand where it is coming from you need to read Dickie Gets Even. There is some sex, but it is not really a stroke story, but a tale of revenge.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I sat in a chair across the room and watched the man tied to the chair shake his head to clear out the cobwebs. I just sat there while he tried to move and found out that he was immobile. He looked around the room and then he saw me. He had to squint his eyes at first and then recognition came.
"Well hello there Slick. How you doin?"
"Not bad Dickie and about to get better."
"I prefer Rich. I grew out of 'Dickie' a long time ago."
"Yeah? Well you will always be Dickie to me."
"So what's up Slick?"
"Payback Dickie."
"What you gonna do Slick, beat me with a baseball bat while I'm tied to a chair?"
"No Dickie, what I have in mind is a two part program. I'm going to ruin your life and then I'm going to cripple you so you will spend the rest of your life in a wheel chair. We start with a little story that goes back to the very first time you punched me" and then I told him the story of how my father had reacted and why we had fought at school the next day.
"And that has been the credo that I have come to live by Dickie. I don't let anybody get away with anything. They fuck with me they have to pay a price. Like my dad always said, "It don't matter none if it takes years, we always get even." Well, it has taken me almost three years to get you where you are now. It has taken a considerable amount of money and I had to make a pact with the devil, but today I'' going to even the score and then make sure that I never have to worry about you again."
"Oh come on now Slick, it wasn't that bad. You saw the tape; she liked it."
"Yeah Dickie, she liked it so much she finally put a gun in her mouth and killed herself."
His face paled at that and I think for the first time since he opened his eyes and found he was tied to a chair he was afraid.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It had taken three years for everything to line up the way I needed it to. After what he did to Tammy at the reunion I vowed to use every dime I had to find him, find out what he treasured most and then take it from him and grind it into dust. I had hired a firm of private investigators as soon as I returned home and had turned them loose. I told them I didn't care what it cost, but I wanted Dickie found and put under a microscope. I wanted to know everything about him right down to how many squares of toilet paper he used to wipe his ass. It took over a year and put a huge dent in my bank balance, but I got what I wanted.
During that year Tammy had to be institutionalized twice; she had a nervous breakdown every time she saw a black man and finally she couldn't take it anymore and she had put a gun in her mouth. After that I lived for the day when I could follow the Dixon creed and get even. I used the money from Tammy's life insurance to pay the detective agency to keep tabs on Dickie and they discovered that he was bringing his family to Denver to spend a week skiing at Aspen. I used that three weeks to get ready for our little reunion.
To do what I wanted I needed help and I knew just where to get it. It would cost me dear, but as my dad had said, it didn't matter how much it cost or how long it took a Dixon always got even. A union that was suspected of having ties to organized crime had been trying to organize my company for almost a year. I had fought them off and so when I contacted the organizer and asked for a meeting he was surprised. He was even more surprised when I told him where I wanted to have the meeting.
I met him at my health club and we stripped and went into the sauna.
"There's a reason for this Mike," I said, "It is important to me that you and I see that the other isn't wearing a wire."
He looked at me for a minute and then said, "Go ahead, you called this meeting."
"You are pushing hard to get a foothold in the industry and haven't been doing all that well. I'm prepared to give you what you want, but at a price. If what I hear about your union is true we can deal. If it isn't we go back to the status quo."
"Go ahead, I'm listening."
I told him the full story and that my chance was at hand, but I lacked the expertise to get certain things done. "You help me Mike and I let your union in the door and I give you a favorable contract."
He stared at me for almost a full minutes and then he said, "I'll get back to you" and he got up and left.
He called me the next day and asked me to meet him at a different health club and again we climbed naked into the sauna. As soon as we sat down he said, "We have a deal. What do you want?"
And I told him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dickie, his wife Kim and their daughter Elspeth got off the plane and when they got to the baggage claim area they saw a uniformed chauffeur holding up a sign that said, "Mr. Richard Moore and Family." Dickie approached the man and told him that he was Richard Moore, but they were not expecting to be met.
"I don't know about that sir. I was told to meet this flight and pick up a Mr. Richard Moore and his wife Kim and their daughter and drive them up to Aspen. There may be some information for you in the limousine sir. There is an envelope with your name on it in the back with the complementary champagne."
Dickie shrugged, gathered his family and his bags and they got into the limo and drove off. Dickie opened the envelope and found a card from his boos telling him to look upon the limo ride as a well deserved bonus. That surprised the hell out of Dickie because he didn't think that old man Boggs even knew he was alive. Boggs probably didn't, but my investigators had been very thorough and I knew who Boggs was.
"Well," Dickie said, since Boggs is paying we might as well enjoy ourselves" and he opened the champagne and the Moore family drank up.
The knock out drops took about twenty minutes to take effect and when the Moore family slumped in their seats the driver left I-70 and drove them to a rented house in the Five Points area of Denver.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Remember the last time we were together Dickie? Remember telling me about the 'cocktail' you gave Tammy? I believe you said it was twenty- percent ketamine hydrochloride and eighty percent Ecstasy. I thought it only fitting that I should use the same thing. I understand that Elspeth is the apple of your eye and that you dote on her."
Anger turned his face red, "You touch her Slick and I'll kill you."
"I'm not going to worry about a blind man in a wheel chair Dickie. I had you checked out thoroughly; you live from paycheck to paycheck and there isn't any way that a blind man in a wheel chair can hurt me himself and you don't have the money to hire some one to do it for you. No Dickie, what you get to do is what you forced me to do. Just like I had to watch what you did to Tammy, you get to watch what happens to Elspeth and Kim. Same deal Dickie. Half the blacks in Five Points are going to spend the next three days with your wife and daughter. When they are done both women will be smuggled out of the country and sold to a whorehouse in Sierra Leone where they will spend the rest of their lives as sex slaves.
"The nice part, at least from my perspective, is that you won't be drugged like I was. You won't fade in and out like I did. You will be fully awake and aware of every last little thing. In fact, things have probably already started. Let's look at some closed circuit television, shall we?"
I turned on the TV set in front of him and heard him moan, "Oh God, oh God no" as he saw Elspeth on a bed next to her mother. Both women had black cocks in their pussies and in their mouths.
"I'll do this much for you Dickie, I'll turn the sound down so you don't have to listen to them begging for more cock. I'll leave you alone to watch Dickie, I have other things to do, but I will be back later. Want me to bring you some popcorn and sodas? Watching your women will be like watching a movie and movies should always be watched with popcorn."
I closed the door and left him alone in the room and I stood outside the door and listened to him scream with rage.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I waited about two hours and then I went back. "How you holding up Dickie? Kim and Elspeth are holding up damned good. They really seem to be into it now. Is that the way it was with Tammy?"
Tears were rolling down his cheeks as he screamed at me, "I'll get you for this you bastard!"
"Sure you will Dickie, sure you will" and I patted him on the knee.
On the screen both women were being three holed and I said, "That sure is an exciting way for a mother and daughter to bond, isn't it? I think I fucked up. I should have tried them both before their cunts got to be tunnels. Too late for that now. Damn! Look at that little slut suck that black cock. I don't think little Elspeth came here a virgin Dickie. She had to have practiced to be that good at swallowing a joint. Kim isn't doing to bad either. But then Kim always did suck a good cock. You did know that she used to do me in the drive-in when we dated right?"
I sat there for an hour and watched him strain at the ropes tying him to the chair as he cried and screamed and then I turned off the television set and said, "We need to give your eyes a rest Dickie. You have three days of that to look at and I don't want you getting eyestrain. Take a little nap and I'll be back later."
"I have to go to the bathroom."
"So go," I said as I left the room.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I took a four-hour nap and then went back up to the room. The room stank from Dickie shitting and pissing his pants. I turned the TV on and exclaimed:
"Oh whoa! Now that is what I call mother and daughter bonding."
On the screen Elspeth was eating Kim's pussy while momma sucked on a black cock. Elspeth had a black cock of her own and it looked like she was taking it in her butt.
"Looks like your little girl likes it up the old Hershey Highway Dickie. She is going to be one popular girl when they get her to the Sierra Leone whorehouse. I know I said I was going to blind you when I put you in your wheelchair, but I might just hold off on that for a bit. I think I can arrange to get some video of their first week there. I'd like you to see it before I put your lights out."
His eyes bulged out and his face and neck turned red as he fought against the ropes holding him to the chair.
"Don't fight so hard Dickie, you might hurt yourself and I don't want that. Any hurt you get I want you to get it from me. Know much about whorehouses in Africa Dickie? The ones in Sierra Leone are the worst I hear. They are a lot like Mexican whorehouses. Know what the big draw is in a Mexican whorehouse Dickie? A woman taking a donkey dick. They like that in Sierra Leone too. The blacks over there like to see white women degraded. I'll bet that for a few bucks I can set to it that Elspeth becomes a donkey girl. Would you like to see that Dickie? Well no, you probably wouldn't, but I'd like you to see it so I think I'll make it happen."
On the screen the women had cocks in all three holes again and I shook my head, "Damn it, I should have gone first. I wasn't thinking. Seeing me pound your baby in all three of her holes would have wound you up even more than you are now. Oh well, just another opportunity lost. Can't cry over spilt milk, right?"
I sat there and watched the screen with him and kept commenting on what was happening and about an hour later I got up and turned off the TV set.
"Need to rest your eyes again Dickie, we still have a long way to go and you still have a lot to watch."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I left and went out to get a bite to eat and then I read for a while before lying down and going to sleep. Nine hours later I returned to the room and found Dickie slumped against the ropes tying him to the chair. I woke him up and turned on the TV. Elspeth and Kim were sitting on the edge of the bed eating Egg McMuffins and Dickie croaked:
"What about me, do I get something to eat too?"
"No" I said as I held a water bottle for him to drink out of, "If I feed you you will just shit your pants again and the smell in here is already bad enough. Look on it as a three-day fast. It will help you lose weight. Anyway, the reason I woke you up is so that you can see how your two whores - you do know that they are whores now, right? - handle the next batch of customers. You never told me what you charged for Tammy, but I'm only asking fifty for Kim and Elspeth. I'm keeping the price low to make sure I get quantity for you. I've got almost sixty guys waiting for their turn."
On the screen the door opened and five black men came in. The two women got up to meet them and Elspeth went to her knees in front of one of them and pulled down his zipper.
"Damn! See that Dickie? The little slut likes black cock. This is turning out even better than I had hoped."
I turned to look at him and saw the tears running down his face as he watched his little girl be an absolute slut for a man she had never seen before. I turned back to the TV set.
"Looks like Kim is jealous of her little girl. Look at that. She's going after two them. Not waiting for them to come to her."
On the screen Kim was sucking one man while stroking the other. I looked back at Dickie:
"So how does it feel Dickie? How does it feel to have to sit there and feel what I felt like when you did what you did to Tammy? Tell me Dickie, is what you are watching worth eleven hundred dollars of dental work? Four missing teeth from a fight that you started? I didn't set out to do you damage Dickie. You had too much pride to let yourself go down and stay down. You kept getting up and coming back. I did what I did to put you down to stay Dickie. You did it to yourself. Every fight we ever had Dickie, you started. Not once did I ever start one of your fights.
"You have no one to blame for what is happening right now but yourself. You didn't even have the guts to come after me; you had to go after my wife. Well, now you pay the price for fucking with me Dickie. Look at the screen. Look at your wife with a cock in her mouth and a cock in her ass. Look at your daughter on her knees sucking a black cock. Was it worth it Dickie?"
I took a cloth bag out of my pocket and held it in front of him. "You know what is in here Dickie and I'm giving it back to you. Every time you see it you can think of your wife and daughter enjoying the black cocks that have been shoved into their holes and that will keep being shoved in their holes as they live their new lives as prostitutes in a Sierra Leone whorehouse. And if I can swing it Dickie Elspeth will get to try a donkey. Think about it Dickie, was it worth it?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
By the end of the third day Dickie was slumped in the chair and staring at the TV screen with a mind that wasn't registering what his eyes were seeing. I cut him loose and he fell to the floor and I left him there. A call to the police ensured that he was found and taken to the hospital. His mind was gone. He didn't know who he was, he had no ID on him and he had never been in the military or been arrested so fingerprints didn't help identify him. After a week he was moved to a ward for mental patients and six weeks later he was pushed out in a budget move. I see him every now and then standing on a street corner panhandling for change.
Kim and Elspeth woke up in a hotel room in Aspen and found a note from Dickie on the dresser. It told them that he had been called back home to handle a crisis at work and that they should enjoy themselves until he got back.
"And don't drink too much" the note said, "The ride in the limo showed that you can't handle champagne."
The two women had a great time for four days and them Kim got worried when she couldn't reach Dickie and the two of them caught a flight home. I have no idea what they are doing as far as trying to find Dickie.
The two prostitutes who had been made up by experts to look like Kim and Elspeth were paid off and the four six hour videotapes that they had made and that I had played for Dickie have been destroyed.
Everybody lost on the deal. Dickie lost his mind. Kim and Elspeth lost a husband and a father. Tammy lost her life. Me? I lost the business that I had spent most of my adult life building. I gave Mike and his union the sweetheart deal that I had promised him in exchange for his help in setting up the limo, getting me the drugs I had used and lining me up with the others I had used to pull off my revenge. I couldn't deal with him after that. I just couldn't let myself be beholden to organized crime so I sold the business.
It was a steep price to pay, but I was a Dixon and I had gotten even.
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Life sucked! Staci could not believe how bad things had gotten. When she and Don had married life had seemed so full of promise. They were crazy in love, Don had a good job, they lived in a nice part of town and everything was coming up roses. Then, in the blink of an eye everything went totally to hell.
Don had helped pay his way through college by joining ROTC and after graduation he had served three years on active duty and then come home and gone into the reserves. He and Staci had met, fallen in love and married and while she had hated giving Don up one weekend a month and for two weeks every summer she had understood that he had an obligation. And then that clown in the White House had decided that he needed to be macho and now Don was sitting on top of a sand dune somewhere on the other side of the world. Don had made good money when he was home, but he made it as a salesman on commission and when he was called up the money stopped coming in. Staci had gotten a job and that, with Don's allotment check had been enough to keep the wolf away from the door. Then, as if taking her husband away hadn't been enough, Bush had to so mismanage the economy that she lost her job when her company went belly up. She hadn't been there long enough to qualify for unemployment and Don's government check wasn't enough to pay the rent, pay utilities and buy food.
And now this! She had returned from another fruitless day of job hunting and had found an eviction notice on the apartment door. She was already two months behind on the rent with no way of coming up with the money. Don was an only child and both of his parents were dead and Staci had never known hers. She had been left in a basket on the steps of a police station with a note that simply said, "We can't care for her" and she had spent her life being shuttled from one foster home to the next. She was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a cup of tea and feeling sorry for herself when there was a knock on the front door. She looked out the peephole and saw that her visitor was Jonas. Jonas was the resident apartment manager and while he had never been anything but nice to her she still felt uneasy when he was around. He was about sixty years old, had a scraggly beard and was at least forty pounds overweight and Staci didn't doubt for a minute that he probably had bad breath and body odor too. She debated on whether or not to answer the door and talk to him, but then decided that there was no sense in avoiding the inevitable. She unhooked the security chain and opened the door.
"I guess you saw the notice on the door" Jonas said. Staci nodded a yes. Jonas said, "If I might be allowed to come in and talk with you I might be able to help you with your problem."
Staci, hoping for a miracle, stepped back and let Jonas in. She offered him a cup of tea and when he accepted she led him into the kitchen and invited him to sit down at the table. Staci served Jonas his cup of tea and then sat down across from him to listen to what he had to say. Jonas took a sip of his tea and then set his cup down on the table. He looked at Staci and said:
"You are going to get very angry with me and I'm sorry for it, but regardless of how mad you get please remember that all I'm trying to do is help. Your situation, as I see it, is that you have no money, you are two months behind on your rent and in two more weeks you will be three months behind. The paperwork has already been processed to evict you and the only way you can stop it is to settle what you owe and pay a months rent in advance. That total comes to thirty-six hundred dollars and I'm guessing that you don't even have the money for one months rent, let alone four." He took a long look at Staci, "Am I right?"
All Staci could do was nod her head yes.
"As the manager I have some leeway in these matters and while there is no way I can help with the thirty-six hundred I can help you keep from being evicted, at least for a little while, while you try and come up with the money. The question is how desperate are you?"
Staci didn't know how to answer that one so she just shrugged. Jonas went on, "The Company allows me to give some tenants credit against their rent for work done around the complex. Old Mrs. O'Neal for example gets her rent cut in half every month by cleaning vacant apartments to get them ready for new tenants." Staci started to say something, but Jonas held up his hand to stop her, "Don't get your hopes up. I only have so much of that kind of work and right now it's all I can do to keep Mrs. O'Neal busy and with only Social Security coming in she needs all the help she can get. What I have in mind for you is something that Mrs. O'Neal can't do. Not many are interested in a sixty-seven year old lady."
When Staci heard that she turned cold. She began to see where Jonas was going and Jonas saw in her face that she suspected what he was going to say so he went ahead and said it.
"I'll forgive one months rent for one night with you." Staci started up from her chair, face red with anger, and ready to tell Jonas where he could go, but again he held up his hand, "I'm not asking for an answer right now. Think on it. If you decide not too then you need to understand that you will have to be out of here in seven days and you will not be allowed to take any of your personal possessions with you. They will be held in storage until you settle up with the company and if you don't settle they will be auctioned off to help satisfy some of the debt. So think about it. You are young and healthy and I know that you are missing the steady diet of sex you had before your husband left. You can do two things at once here; you can stay a little while longer and you can take the edge off of your sexual frustration. If you decided against it that's fine with me, but think about it and give me a call. If I don't hear from you by this time tomorrow I'll know that you decided to become one of the street people - you know, homeless. Not a good time of year for that." He finished his tea and stood up, "I'll let myself out."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Staci watched Jonas walk out her front door and her shoulders slumped as the weight of the world came crashing down on her. She was well and truly fucked. She had less than three hundred dollars and a list of things as long as her arm that she needed money for. The rent, the utilities, the phone, insurance on the car, gas for the car and groceries, and those were only the more pressing ones. No one to turn to, no where to go and no way to get in touch with Don. And as if all that wasn't bad enough Jonas just had to go and mention the sex part. Staci was so horny she could scream. She had gone from six and seven times a week to zilch in the space of one day. Plenty of sex right up to the day Don left and then instantly nothing. Three months with nothing but her fingers and a section of old broom stick handle. She couldn't even afford to buy a real dildo. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she thought about it - a screaming sexual hunger and no idea of when she would see Don again.
Staci pulled into the parking lot and sat in the car staring at the apartment building. She hadn't slept a wink all night and today had been another wasted day as far as job hunting went. She had tried to ignore it, but Jonas and what he'd said just wouldn't go away. She glanced at her watch and grimaced at what she saw. If she was going to give any consideration at all to the proposal that Jonas had made her she only had two more hours in which to do it. She picked up her mail at the mailbox and threw it on the kitchen table when she got into her apartment and then put on the teakettle. Then she sat down and sorted through the mail. Nothing from Don. It had been almost two weeks since she'd heard from him. A notice that she had exceeded the limit on her one credit card; a reminder that her auto insurance was past due and that she was in the thirty day grace period; a notice from the phone company warning her that she was going to be disconnected if she didn't pay by the end of the month and a notice from Publishers Clearing House telling her that she had won ten million dollars. "Yeah, right" she thought as she tossed it into the garbage. She sipped her tea and tried to think of some way that she could dig herself out of the hole she was in, but for the life of her she could think of nothing. She finished her tea, looked at her watch, sighed and picked up the phone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Staci was naked under her housecoat and she looked over at Jonas who was sitting opposite her in nothing but his briefs. "Just what does this mean?" she wanted to know.
"Whatever you want it to" he said.
"But why did you do it, to blackmail me?"
"No sweetie, the tape is yours, no strings attached. I just wanted you to see the possibilities when your head was clear. You did your part and I'll adjust the ledger to show credit for one month's rent. You were fantastic by the way and I wish I could give you more than a month's credit, but I can't. There's no way I could cover myself if I did."
He slid an envelope across the table to her and she opened it and found it stuffed with money. A quick count showed that there was twelve hundred dollars there. Jonas smiled at her, "You were worth every penny sweetie." Jonas got up and shambled toward the bedroom to get dressed and Staci looked at the fat old man as she clutched the money in her hand and thoughts of the videotape she had just watched ran through her mind.
When she woke up her head throbbed like she had a hangover, but she was pretty sure that she'd only had two drinks the night before. She found that she was snuggled up to Jonas and had one arm across his fat belly with her hand holding his shriveled up cock. She knew that Jonas had fucked her last night, but she didn't remember much of it. Why she didn't just sit up and get out of bed she didn't know, but for some reason the hand on Jonas's cock squeezed it and then began stroking it. Jonas opened his eyes and smiled at her, "That's a lovely way to wake a man up sweetie" and then he had turned himself and had buried his face in her pussy. How can he do that she wondered as some of the previous night came back to her. She had been an absolute slut and had been fucked by not only Jonas, but by six other men. She still wasn't sure how it had happened, but the bottom line was that Jonas was doing his absolute best to suck every drop of cum in her pussy into his mouth - and doing a damned good job of it she thought as she ground her crotch into his face. God but you are such a slut she thought as she wound her fingers in the old man's hair and held him against her mound. Off to the left she saw his cock dangling and she scooted sideways and took it in her mouth. Next came a frantic fuck session that left the both of them breathing heavily and sweating.
When Staci came out of the shower she found that Jonas had already boiled the water for tea and had a cup sitting on the table for her. As she sipped the tea she wondered again why she had fucked the fat old man when she had awakened. He was nothing like her hard bodied husband and yet he had fucked her so hard that she'd had two orgasms before he came. He didn't even look good. Scraggily beard, yellowed teeth and a flabby belly, but even as she looked at him and sipped her tea she wondered if he might fuck her one more time before he left. Then he had said, "Here, you need to look at this" and he had handed her a videotape. What Staci hadn't yet recalled was on the tape. It showed her being a wanton slut doing her best to fuck seven men into exhaustion. She sucked their cocks and they fucked her. She sucked their cocks some more and they fucked her some more. She took them in her pussy, her mouth and her ass and several times she had all three of her cock accepting holes filled at once. She begged them to fuck her; she pleaded with them to make her cum and they did their best as Staci had one climax after another. The last shot was of Staci lying on the bed crying, "One more please, just one more." Then Jonas told her he had doctored her drink " to make you a little more pliable for your first time sweetie" and then he had called some friends and asked them if they would be willing to part with two hundred dollars for a night with a young, sex starved housewife.
"The tape isn't blackmail sweetie, it's just to show you how much you liked it and that you can make money doing it."
When Jonas came out of the bedroom Staci handed him nine hundred dollars from the envelope, "That's another month's rent. Now I just owe one month and the month in advance, right?" Jonas took the money and nodded. Then Staci asked, "Now that you are my pimp what do you get out of it?"
He grinned at her with his yellowed teeth, "Not money sweetie. All I want out of it is that I get for free what the others have to pay for and I get to eat your pussy and clean their cum out of you."
Staci took a long look at the fat old man and wondered if she was ready for something like that. What the hell, she had loved it - the tape was proof of that. The money was good and Don would never know. On the really bright side she could throw away that broomstick handle and she loved the way Jonas ate her pussy.
"Got time now, or would you rather wait for tonight?"
The old man grinned, "Why not both, now and then again tonight after your company leaves. You will have company tonight. I gambled on your loving it and wanting to do it again and I have three guys coming over at seven o'clock. If you want to take a night off you are going to need to tell, me otherwise I can keep you booked up until your husband gets home. After that, well just have to see."
Staci stood up and dropped her robe to the floor, "Come on you dirty old man. Let's see if you can make me scream one more time before you go."
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I wasn't at all that happy about it, but it was one of those things you get conned into doing even thought you don't want to. It was one of those things you are supposed to do simply because you are 'family.' My niece Shelly was getting married and my entire family were after me to attend. It didn't seem to matter to them that I hadn't seen Shelly in over ten years and I wouldn't know her if she walked up to me on the street. They wanted me there because the rest of the family would be there and they all wanted to see me. The rest of the family would all be there because they all lived within thirty miles of the church while I was fifteen hundred miles away, but the bottom line was that I wasn't at all sure that I wanted to see them.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did not want to go and it had nothing to do with the distance I would have to travel. It had to do with 'family.' There was a reason I hadn't seen my niece in ten years. I hadn't seen any of my family in ten years and that suited me just fine. There were fifteen hundred miles between them and me on purpose. I had deliberately put those miles between us and I was happy with that distance and if my company would have had a place I could transfer to that was even farther away I would have gone there. I loved that distance and I wanted to keep it.
Why, you ask? Because I hold a grudge like no one you ever met before. They say an elephant never forgets, but I put elephants to shame when it comes to remembering people who have wronged me. I don't forget and I very rarely forgive.
Eleven years ago I caught my wife fucking her boss and I threw her ass out. She ran, not to her family, but to mine and they took her side. Mother, sisters, my brother and his wife and my dad - yes - even my father, all put the pressure on me to take the cheating whore back. Phone call after phone call; visit after visit the litany was always the same:
"She loves, she made a mistake, you are both young and you can survive this, she knows she was wrong and she regrets it. Forgive her, give her a chance" and on and on and on.
I didn't buy it and things became strained between my family and me. I stopped getting invitations to family gatherings, things like my Cousin Jane's wedding. Jane liked Helen (my whore wife) and in fact she was the one who had introduced us. They stayed good friends even after I had kicked Helen out, so Helen was invited to the wedding and I wasn't because I might have caused a 'disruption.'
My oldest sister stayed good friends with Helen and when my niece was christened I wasn't invited because Helen was there as Shelly's godmother.
The family let me know that I was a pariah and would remain so until I stopped being an asshole to Helen and took her back. Finally I'd had enough and I called a family meeting. Mom, dad, both sisters and their husbands and my brother and his wife were there and I laid it for them as clearly as I could.
"I caught Helen screwing her boss on my bed and in my house. Before I stormed into the room and broke his nose and cracked two of his ribs I'd heard enough to know that their affair had been going on since she went to work for him six months previous. Since Helen and I had only been married nine months that meant that she had been cheerfully hanging horns on me for two thirds of our marriage."
I looked around the room to see if any one was doing the math and it didn't appear that they were.
"Three months after we were married, still newlyweds and supposed to be madly in love with each other and still, for all intents and purposes honeymooning - while the bloom was still supposed to be on the rose - she is cheating on me, what was she going to do when we got used to each other and settled down? I don't know and I'm not hanging around to find out. She's gone; she's out, we are through and that is that. The cheating whore is history."
The words were not even out of my mouth when my mother said:
"I raised you as a Christian Rob and it is Christian to forgive. The poor girl made a bad mistake but she is young. She loves you and she wants your forgiveness so you can get back together."
Marlene, my oldest sister chimed in with, "She does love you Rob, we can all see that and I know that you know it too. You can work through this if you will just meet her halfway."
Then my father said, "She's young and confused Rob. She made a mistake and she knows it and she wants to make it up to you if you will just let her."
Then the rest of them all started telling me what a dick head I was being by treating poor Helen the way I was. Finally I'd had enough and I said:
"I am not taking the cheating whore back so it is decision time for all of you. You are either for me or against me. What's your choice, Helen or me?"
"That is no way to be Rob," my mother said, "Helen is always going to be welcome in my house. You made her family when you married her."
I looked at everybody there and asked them if they all felt the same way and they said they did.
"Fine. You made the choice and I don't want any of you to ever forget that - it was your choice."
I walked out of the house and one week later I was fifteen hundred miles away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next nine years I ignored them. I didn't send them Christmas cards. I didn't call them and if they called me I hung up on them. My dad flew into town one day and called me and asked me for directions to my place and I told him he had just caught me as I was leaving on an extended business trip and I hung up on him.
It was in the tenth year of my voluntary exile that I started getting strong feelers from the family wanting to find some way to heal the rift between us. Basically what it amounted to was that they were all swallowing their pride and admitting that I had been right - that I had known what I was doing all along.
In those ten years Helen had been married twice (not counting me) and each of those marriages had ended when she had been caught cheating. My family finally had to accept the fact that Helen was the unfaithful whore that I'd told them that she was. They finally accepted it, but it didn't change a thing as far as I was concerned. They had made their choice and their choice had not been me and I was never going to forget that.
Over the course of the next year everyone in the family made an attempt to bring me back into the fold but I wasn't having any of it. My brother and his wife flew out to Aspen to go skiing and he detoured to spend a day with me and used it to try and talk me into going back for a visit. Sorry, not going to do it. My younger sister and her husband stopped to see me on their way home from a vacation in California to work on me. Nope - way to busy to leave, don't have the time.
Then I got the call from my sister Marlene telling me that mom's health was failing and that she was doing poorly and that I should come back.
"She misses you Rob and it is breaking her heart that you won't see her or talk to her. Come home Rob; she isn't in the best of health and seeing you would do her a world of good. Shelly is getting married next month and that gives you an excuse to come. Please Rob, come back for Shelly's wedding."
In the end I gave up the fight and drove back to Ohio for the wedding, the wedding that might - only might mind you - heal the break between my family and me, but which definitely led to the most bizarre experience of my life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The company I work for is based in Akron. I'd been having some payroll problems so I decided to stop at the home office on the way to my parent's house in Cuyahoga Falls. I was driving down South Arlington Street and there was a truck in front of me and something fell off the back of it. I swerved to avoid whatever it was, but hit it anyway. I felt the 'thump' and then heard the bang that told me I had just blown a tire. There was a Wal-Mart a half block away on the corner and after I put my spare on I drove to it to buy a new spare and to get an oil change while I was at it. They told me there would be a two hour wait so I decided that as long as I was there I might as well pick up a few things that I needed.
I was looking through a rack of slacks that were reduced in price when I noticed a little girl watching me. Something about her drew my attention and a closer look showed that she was not a little girl at all, but a woman, a small woman, but a woman none the less and the blue vest told me that she worked there. I put her at about four foot eleven and a hundred pounds and my experienced eye told me that those one hundred pounds were very pleasingly distributed in a very sexy 34-24-36 package. She was a blonde, always a plus for me, but she wore it short which was kind of a turn off for me (not that I would have run from her).
For some reason I'd caught her attention and every time I looked her way I saw her watching me. Was my fly open? I checked and it wasn't. Did I fit the profile of a shoplifter? Did she think she knew me from somewhere? She didn't look old enough to have known me or to have seen me around before I left town. Hell, maybe it was just my imagination. Maybe she had an assigned area to watch and I just happened to be in it. Easy enough to check. I moved across the aisle to the sweaters and I saw her shift position so she could keep an eye on me.
I started moving around the store to see what she would do. If I ventured out of sight of her station at the dressing rooms counter she moved with me. I went over to the shoe section and was looking at a pair of tennis shoes when she showed up at the end of the aisle and began rearranging boxes. I went over to the aisle where they had the pots and pans and other cooking utensils and I hadn't been there a full minute when she appeared in the adjoining aisle and began moving around some things on the shelves.
She was most definitely watching me, but why? I was just cranking myself up to go up to her and ask her what was the deal when I was paged on the store public address system and told that my car was ready. I hung the frying pan I was looking at back on the rack, cast a last look at the sexy little blonde and then I went and picked up my car.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was heading for one of the exits onto Arlington when all of a sudden I just had to know what she was doing. I knew it would bug me for the rest of my life if I didn't find out. I pulled into a parking spot and went back into the store. She was behind the counter talking to another girl when I walked up and said to her:
"I need to talk with you in private." I pointed at the closest changing booth and said, "How about in there?"
"Sorry, only people trying on clothes can go in there."
"Fine. I can handle that," I said and I went over to the rack of slacks and grabbed a pair and went back to the counter.
She took the slacks out of my hands, looked at them and said, "These won't fit you. I'd guess you as a thirty-six and these are thirty-two."
I went back to the rack and got a pair of thirty-twos and went back to the counter. She turned and said something to the other girl, got the key and unlocked the changing room and followed me inside. I turned to her and said, "I want to kno..." and she put her left hand over my mouth and said, "Hush" and her right hand went to my belt. I saw a twinkle in her blue eyes as she said:
"This is a changing room, so change."
She took her left hand away from my mouth and then used both hands on my belt and zipper, "Come on" she said, "Help me here, we don't have much time."
I still didn't have a clue as to what was going on, but I wasn't stupid and when her hand had gone to my zipper my cock had gone to the upright and locked position. She noticed and rubbed the bulge with her hand. At that point the only thing that mattered was to get out of my pants. She slipped out of her jeans while I was getting out of mine and when my pants hit the floor and my hard cock was waving in the air she pushed me backward until I ended up sitting on the wooden bench seat.
"Not a word" she whispered as she pushed my legs together, turned her back to me and then straddled my legs. She took hold of my cock with her right hand and guided me into her as she sat down. She gave a grunt as the head of my cock entered her and then she slammed herself down on me. She was so little that her feet barely touched the floor. She leaned forward and picked my boxers up off the floor, wadded them up and stuffed them in her mouth and then she put her hands on my knees to brace herself and she fucked me.
She raised and lowered herself on my pole, she rocked back and forth and every so often she would slam herself down hard on my cock and I do have to admit that I was loving it. Because of the way I was sitting I was able to do much to help, but then I don't think that she even wanted my help. This was her show and she was doing it the way she wanted.
She was fucking me hard and the moans and groans and grunts were getting louder and louder, but the boxers still kept them quiet enough that anyone outside the booth wouldn't hear. And I had to assume that her coworker would knock on the door if we needed to quiet it down some. Another minute went by and then she seemed to almost go into a frenzy. She raised up and rammed herself down several times and then she had her orgasm. Her feet came up off the floor, her hands left my knees as she sat up straight and then she shook like a rag doll being shaken by a dog as she came and came and came. Ten seconds later I erupted into her like a geyser.
My last spurt wasn't even out of the end of my cock when she got off me, tossed me my boxers and started pulling on her jeans. I used my boxers to clean myself up as I asked her:
"Just what the hell happened here?"
"It's called a zipless fuck sweetie. I read a story on the Internet about two weeks ago about two people who met briefly, fucked and then went on their way without either one of them knowing the name of the other. I've thought about it every day since and wondered what it would be like. When you came in this morning I saw you, liked your looks and wondered what it would be like with you. So I followed you around and fantasized. You left and I said oh well, an opportunity lost and then you came back and I just had to go for it. Now I know. It was fabulous, a real turn on and I just had one of the best orgasms of my life. Now don't ruin it for me. Don't say anything, just get dressed and go" and she left the changing booth.
When I came out she was still there, but her back was to me and as much as I wanted to talk I decided to give her what she wanted, but before I walked away I went up behind her and said:
"No names sweetie, but I have to call you something when I remember this moment so I'm going to call you "Little Sexy."
Without turning she said, "Little Sexy, I like it and in my memories I call you Mystery Man."
As I pulled out onto South Arlington Street I had no idea how my family reunion was going to go, but I knew for an absolute certainty that I was never going to forget the trip.
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Susan pulled into the slot in the supermarket parking lot. She got out, took the stroller out of the car and then helped little Andy out of his car seat. She was putting Andy in the stroller when a white van pulled up next to her. The side door slid open and Henry stepped out. He motioned for her to get in the van and she bent over to take Andy out of the stroller, but Henry said, "Leave the kid. Gloria will take care of it."
Susan climbed in the van and found Diamano sitting on a couch and before she was even fully inside the van his hand shot out toward her, "The money!"
Susan looked at the outstretched hand and felt sick inside. "I don't have it," she said. She thought back to yesterday, so full of promise at the start, so disastrous at the end. Susan had gotten out of bed feeling curiously refreshed and she knew it was going to be a great day. While having her first cup of morning coffee she had read her horoscope in the morning paper - "Your investments will bear fruit so press your advantage. Beware of confrontational personal matters."
By ten in the morning she knew what she had to do. She packed up little Andy and had gone out to the racetrack. She had won $200 on the first race, $165 on the second and $210 on the third. Knowing that her luck had finally changed she had plunged heavily on the next three races and when it was time for the seventh to run she was broke. She had gotten up this morning and gathered together all of her jewelry and she was going to pawn it as soon as she left the grocery store.
"I'll have some of it a little later today, I promise," she'd said, but Diamano just looked past her, "Gloria - bring her car and follow us."
Susan paled, "Where are you taking me?" as Henry climbed in the van and pulled the door closed.
"To a place where you will settle your debt to me."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Half an hour later the van pulled up outside a warehouse on the outskirts of town and Henry helped Susan out of the van and then took her by the arm and led her inside. The inside of the warehouse had cables running all over the floor and a lot of what looked like spotlights. There were several pieces of furniture lying about in a haphazard manner and there were ten or twelve people running around and moving things. Diamano hollered, "Sylvia" and a harried looking middle-aged woman hurried up to him. He pointed at Susan and said, "Here's the talent. Get her ready for scene one."
The woman looked at Susan and said, "Follow me dear" and started walking away. Susan did not follow. "What is this?" she asked, "What's going on here?"
Diamano gave her a menacing look and said, "You just do what you are told and you and your kid will leave here unhurt and debt free. You give me any trouble and you just may not leave here unhurt."
Angrily Susan said, "I'm not going anywhere until you tell me what is going on here!"
Diamano looked at her for a moment and then he said, "You, my dear, are going to star in a porno movie. In scene one your husbands boss will stop by the house with some papers for your husband to sign and finding you home alone he will seduce you. In scene two you will be fucking the two men who have just delivered your new bedroom set. In scene three your next door neighbor will come over for coffee and you will eat her pussy while she eats yours and in scene four you will be fucking your neighbors husband when yours comes home and catches you. He will decide to join in - The End. Roll credits."
Susan was aghast! "I will do no such thing! I am not a slut who will just spread her legs because someone like you says, "Do it!"
Diamano laughed, "Honey, you have been selling it for the past week now and that makes you either a slut, a whore, a prostitute or a hooker - you pick whatever name for it you like. Oh, don't you give that hurt, shocked look. Did you think I wouldn't keep an eye on you? You will do it all right, one way or another. I'll scrap the first version and we can do a rape movie instead. Or better yet" and he hollered for Gloria, "Come here and bring the kid."
In a few moments Gloria appeared with little Andy. "Gloria here has a bad case of dropitus. If she forgets to take her medicine she gets real clumsy and careless. Have you taken your medicine yet today Gloria?"
Gloria shook her head 'no'. Diamano looked at Susan and said, "Let's hope she doesn't drop your kid head first onto this hard concrete floor. Could be bad for him, know what I mean?"
Susan doubted that Diamano would let that happen, but she couldn't be sure and so she resigned herself to the fact she was about to become a porn star.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Susan hadn't realized that making a movie could be so hard. The heat from the lighting was intense and the actual fucking was difficult. She would just get comfortable and get into a rhythm when someone would yell "cut" and she would have to stop and change positions. In over an hour of off again,on again fucking she'd not had one enjoyable moment; the tingle she was used to feeling when she was screwing just wasn't there, so it came as somewhat of a let down, when after five minutes of being dicked by her co-star someone hollered, "Okay, give us the cum shot." Her partner pulled out of her, moved up to her head, stroked himself and then shot his load of cum all over her face. "Cut!" someone hollered, "Good job people. Get her cleaned up Sylvia. Times awasting and time is money."
Susan had a hard time believing it. She had been fucked by five different men for over three hours and had gotten nothing out of it. Ten minutes at home with a dildo would have given here more. When it had come time for the lesbian scene she was surprised to find that her co-star would be Gloria, and even more surprised to find that it wasn't as bad as she had feared it would be, but she knew that it would never be her 'thing'. Finally, someone hollered, "Cut! It's a wrap. All right guys, go for it," and Susan was suddenly surrounded by a bunch of men stripping off their clothes.
"What's going on?" she had asked and Gloria had smiled at her, "It's their version of a wrap party. Relax, enjoy it."
For the next two hours she and Gloria had taken on every man who was there, some more than once, and Susan had had more than enough orgasms to make up for what she didn't get during the filming. At one point, when she had been on her hands and knees sucking one cock while another pounded her from behind, she had looked over to find Gloria in the same position and she wondered why they didn't just film this instead of the stupid movie. Fifteen minutes later, when she had a cock up her ass, one in her pussy and one in her mouth while two guys held her up so she could jack both of them off, she had the thought again - this would have been Academy Award stuff. When it was over and she was dressed and getting ready to leave Diamano handed her a piece of paper and a pen. "What's this?" she'd asked.
"A model release. Sign it."
She signed on the line he indicated and gave him back the form. He handed her another piece of paper; "This is a phone number where you can reach me. You did okay today. With some work and a little direction you could do even better. The usual fee for what you did today is $3000. Not bad for less than six hours work. Then of course, there is the cast party, which you seemed to enjoy. Think about it."
Susan wadded up the piece of paper in her hand and was about to throw it on the floor, but she hesitated at the last moment and put it in her purse. She picked up little Andy and looked at her watch. She had just enough time to get home and fix Brian his dinner.
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It had been three months since Susan had been forced to make the porno film and her life had settled down some. She was still seeing five or six guys a week at a $100 a pop and she had done two more stag parties that Andy and Jerome had set up. She had even made two more films for Diamano. She didn't need the money - the track was closed for the season, but she had come to love all the sex she was having and why not make money at it? She figured she could have a very nice nest egg when the track reopened. Diamano wanted her to make more films, and had even offered to up her fee from $3000 to $4000. She hated making the films, but the wrap parties were great. She was in the kitchen fixing dinner when she heard her husband come in the front door. She went to the fridge and got the pitcher of ice cold vodka martinis she'd made and poured Brian a glass. When he came into the kitchen she walked up to him and handed him the martini and was about to kiss him when he threw the drink into her face. He grabbed her by the arm and dragged her into the living room and threw her down on the couch.
"Just you sit there and keep your fucking mouth shut" he commanded as he walked over to the TV and VCR. Taking a videotape out of his coat pocket he shoved it in the VCR and turned on the TV. He turned to her as the picture formed on the screen, "The Restless Housewife" starring Tracey Cummings in her debut as America's new porn queen" rolled across the screen and then she saw herself. The blood drained from her face as Brian said, "This little gem showed up on my desk last week in an envelope from our Los Angeles office with a note that said, "Thought you ought to know." "At first I didn't want to believe it, but there is no denying that it's you. It made me wonder about what else you were doing while you were supposed to be here taking care of the house and raising my son, so I hired a private detective" and he reached into his briefcase and took out a large manila envelope which he tossed at her.
"Open it up."
Numbly she did what she was told and took out the contents, a large stack of 8 x 10 glossies. They were pictures of her with every one of the men she had fucked over the last week, and some of them even showed her collecting the money. She couldn't think of anything to say so she just stared down at her lap.
"How long has this been going on and for God's sake, why?"
Susan started to weep and as the tears trickled down her cheeks. Brian snorted in disgust, "Don't pull that 'poor me' crap on me cause I ain't buying it. Stop your damn crying and answer my question."
Susan got up from the couch and ran for the bedroom and threw herself down on the bed. Brian followed her into the room and grabbed her by the arm and pulled her off the bed and pitched her onto the floor saying, "This is my bed and my bedroom and you are no longer welcome in either one. Now answer my question or I'll throw your sorry ass out into the street."
Between sobs Susan told Brian the whole story, even the parts he could have never found out about. She told him about how she had felt forced into it the first few times, but then how she'd come to enjoy all the sex and the different variety she experienced. When she was done Brian had shaken his head and said, "I can't believe that you could have been so utterly stupid. You can use the guest room until I decide what I'm going to do about this" and then he walked out of the room leaving her sobbing on the floor.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was two days before Brian spoke to her again and during those two days she had stopped taking calls from Andy, Jerome, and all of her other regulars. She let the answering machine take them and then she erased them before Brian got home. She kept the house clean, did the laundry and the shopping; she fixed his dinner and left it on the stove and she made sure that she and little Andy were in the guestroom when he got home. She'd had plenty of time to think about her situation and while she knew Brian was justified in his anger, she also knew that cowering and hiding in the guestroom wasn't going to accomplish anything. She needed to start planning the rest of her life - a life she had never envisioned without Brian. She loved him, she always had, and the fact that she had come to love the cocks of many others wasn't going to change that. She had $10300 saved from selling her pussy and making movies and that would be enough to get her an apartment somewhere and furnish it, and she could find a job. She smiled at that - I already have a trade, she thought, and a loyal customer base. She decided she would move out the next day while Brian was at work.
That night Brian had called her into the kitchen; "I've decided what we are going to do. I've decided that given what you've become, to use your talents to my advantage. For years now I've been supplying my out of town customers with whores and paying for them out of my commission checks. This has reduced my take home on some paydays, but I eventually made it back on increased sales. I don't have to do that anymore. From now on you will take care of them."
Susan was shocked at what she was hearing. Her Brian, her darling stick in the mud self righteous Brian paying for prostitutes, and now he expected her to do it in their place (not that she would mind of course). Maybe she didn't know this man at all.

"Do I have any say in this?" she asked.
"Absolutely" Brian replied, You can say yes or you can pack your bags and say goodbye."
Susan knew she was going to say yes, but first she said, "What about us?"
Brian was silent for a minute and then he said, "I don't honestly know. Over the last few months you went from being mediocre in bed to being an absolutely marvelous piece of ass and I don't really want to give that up, but I don't know that I'll ever be able to trust you again."
Susan stood up and said, "You have to trust me now - I'm your new business partner and the Absolutely Marvelous Piece of Ass is on her way to the bedroom where she will be waiting for an Absolutely Marvelous Fucking" and she headed for their bedroom.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As the elevator made it's way slowly up to the thirty-second floor Susan thought back on the last six months of her life and how she had changed. She had gone from being a reluctant cocksucker to being an avid one; from hating anal sex to loving it; from nursing a prejudice against blacks, Asians, and Latinos to not caring about the color of the cock as long as it was hard. But by far the biggest change had come in her marriage. Her sex life with Brian had run the gamut from four to five times a week when they were first married, to twice a week and then to twice a month and now they were suddenly back to damn near every day. It had not been a sudden thing of course, but it had not taken long once Brian started sending her out to fuck his customers and clients.
She had come home one night from dinner, dancing, and no holds barred sex with one of Brian's customers to find him sitting in front of the TV masturbating while watching her porno tape (the first one- Diamano hadn't yet sent her copies of the other two). It was at that point she knew that her marriage was safe. In bed that night Brian had asked her how it had gone and instead of just saying "all right" she had described the evening in graphic detail and it had inflamed Brian. He had become insane with lust and had fucked her for over two hours. In the morning she had been awakened by Brian eating her pussy - a pussy that still had the cum of two men in it.
From there it had progressed to him wanting to see her in action and so one night she had Andy and Jerome come over after putting little Andy to bed and they had fucked her to exhaustion while Brian had watched from the closet. Once they left he had come out of the closet and had tried to fuck her to death and then he had gone down on her and sucked every bit of the cum out of her. Now once or twice a week he watched from the closet while she fucked and sucked some one or some ones, and then he would come out and fuck her and then drain her of cum. He particularly liked it when she had four or five guys fuck her, and he had even talked her into calling Diamano and telling him she would make more porno flicks for him. And while he hadn't yet suggested it, she knew it was only a matter of time before he came out of the closet and began to participate.
Susan knocked on the door of room 3217 and a fairly good-looking man of about forty answered it. Past him she saw two more men in the room. Susan smiled and said, "Good evening. I believe I'm the evenings entertainment" and she walked into the room.
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It was my wife's birthday and for a surprise I had sent airline tickets to her best friend Maude and Maude's husband Claude. They flew in from Kansas City and I had a rental car reserved for them and they were sitting at the kitchen table when Amber got home from work. The surprise was total and Amber's grin got even bigger when I told her that I had dinner reservations made for the next evening and tickets for a play that she had been wanting to see. Then, to give Amber and Maude time to catch up on gossip, I drug Claude out to the garage to show him the 1965 Mustang I was restoring.
The next evening went great. The show was excellent, the dinner was marvelous, and then we headed for a local nightspot to finish off the evening with drinking and dancing. To make the night more fun for Amber I appointed myself designated driver and told the other three to cut loose and have a good time. We closed the place and then I helped all three of the happy drunks out to the car and pointed us home.
Maude and Claude were in the back and about half way home I heard a giggle from the back seat and I looked in the rear view mirror to see what was going on. Even as drunk as they were Maude and Claude were feeling a little on the amorous side. Claude had managed to work one of Maude's tits out of her dress and I was impressed with the size of the nipple and with how firm the tit looked - impressed enough to get a hard on. Luckily Amber was zonked out so she didn't notice the woodie that her friend had given me. Equally impressive was the size of the rod that was sticking up out of Claude's lap. It was a good ten inches long and I was amazed that a girl as small as Maude could handle something that large. While I was watching in the mirror I saw her lower her head and take Claude's cock in her mouth and I almost wrecked the car because I was spending so much time looking in the rear view. Maude had at least half that pole in her mouth and her cheeks were bulging when her head started bobbing up and down and the sight almost made me burst through my pants. It was all I could do to tear my eyes away and concentrate on the road. As much as I loved Amber at that exact moment in time and space I wanted to be the one in Maude's mouth. I managed to get us home alive and then I began the chore of getting the three of them out of the car, into the house and into bed.
Maude and Claude were fairly ambulatory and I managed to get them into the house and into the guestroom. Amber on the other hand was still out and I had to work her out of the car and then carry her into the house. Once in the house I began the chore of getting Amber undressed for bed. Trying to wrestle around 110 lbs. of dead weight can be a chore, but I finally got it done and pulled a sheet up over her and then I headed for the living room. When Amber is drunk she snores something fierce and I long ago learned that when that happened there was no way that I could sleep in the same room with her. I grabbed a pillow and a blanket out of the linen closet and headed for the couch. I made myself comfortable and in minutes I was asleep.
I'm not sure what it was that woke me up, but all of a sudden I was awake and staring up at the ceiling. For some reason I felt a sense of unease and after several moments I got up and headed down the hall to check on Amber. I heard it before I saw anything. The "smack, smack" of flesh hitting flesh is unmistakable and when I reached the bedroom door and looked in I saw Claude fucking my wife. In only took a second for me to take in the scene and in that second two things registered in my brain: Claude was managing to bury all of his huge cock in Amber's pussy on his in-stroke, and that Amber was still asleep. Until my dying day I will never understand what came over me next or why as I watched Claude feed his pole to my wife that my thoughts were not of anger and rage. No, my only thought was, "If Claude is fucking Amber that means Maude is alone."
Now I can honestly say that sneaking across the hall and fucking Maude while Claude was occupied with Amber is not what I had on my mind. What I thought was that Maude must be asleep or Claude wouldn't be able to fuck Amber and I remembered that huge nipple and firm tit that I had seen in my rear view mirror and here was my chance to get a good look. I did have a small fleeting thought that I should stop Claude, but the damage was already done so what good would it do to stop him now? Besides, if I did anything eventually it would have to involve Maude and that might ruin the special friendship that had existed between her and Amber for almost thirty years and it wasn't as if I could "unfuck" Amber.
I moved down the hall and quietly pushed open the guest bedroom door and what I saw took my breath away. Maude was asleep and lying on her back. Her tits stuck straight up and looked like two twin mountain peaks. The nipples were a good half-inch long and that was when she was asleep. I couldn't even imagine what would they must look like engorged with passion. But what really got to me was her pussy. Claude couldn't have been long gone from it because it was a wide-open hole with thick, ropy strings of cum running from it. I had the thought that I could probably bend down, look into it and see all the way up to her tonsils and once I had the thought I just had to do it. Maude's legs were spread so I got up on the bed and then laid down with my face only inches from that wide-open tunnel. Then I surprised the hell out of myself. Without giving it any conscious thought I stuck my tongue out and licked Maude's pussy. Don't ask me why I did it because I don't honestly know - it was just there and I just did it. As soon as my tongue touched her pussy Maude squirmed, moaned and her hands came up and grabbed my head and pulled me to her. Was she awake, or was it an unconscious involuntary response? I didn't know, but suddenly I wanted what she seemed to want and I started eating her pussy. The more I licked and sucked the more Maude moaned. I was both disgusted with myself and excited. Disgusted because I was eagerly sucking up another man's leavings when I had never even tasted my own out of Amber, and excited because - well, I didn't really know why I was excited, but I was. After several minutes Maude gave a little shudder and her hands fell away from me. I looked up at her and saw that her eyes were closed and I heard her softly breathing the breaths of someone asleep. Would she wake up in the morning thinking that she had dreamed that someone had eaten her?
I found myself with a very stiff cock and my next thought was "I wonder what that open hole would feel like." I very badly wanted to slide my cock into Maude. But I just couldn't bring myself to take advantage of a sleeping woman, especially a woman who was not my wife. Suddenly I realized that all I had to do to find out what it would feel like was to wait until Claude finished with Amber. I leaned down and gave Maude's pussy one last lick and then I got up and left the room. I carefully peeked around the doorframe into my bedroom and I saw that Claude was still banging away at Amber's pussy. He had her legs up on his shoulders and I could see the full length of his rod going into Amber. I had no idea how long he had been fucking her or how long it was going to take him to get off. He'd already cum in Maude and I knew how long it took me to get my nuts off when I'd been drinking.
His back was still to the door so I was able to stand there and watch Amber's pussy swallow that huge pole and while I stood there watching I wondered how Claude had come to be fucking her in the first place. Did he get up to go to the bathroom, get turned around and end up in my bedroom by mistake? Was he so drunk that he thought he was in bed with and fucking Maude? I couldn't bring myself to believe that he would knowingly fuck my wife in my house with me less than fifteen feet away on the living room couch. Or did he know what he was doing and planned on using drunkenness as an excuse if either Amber or I woke up and caught him? Then it occurred to me that I didn't even care; all I wanted was for him to get done so I could see what it would be like to follow a cock as big as his into a woman. Sick of me I know, but what can I say, I didn't understand it either.
I must have stood in the doorway for a good ten minutes before Claude gave a hoarse grunt like noise and said, "Here it comes sweetie, here it comes" and then he buried his bone deep in Amber and held himself still as his cock spurted his stuff into her hole. I ducked back out of sight and went back to the living room so he wouldn't see me. Five minutes passed and I didn't hear a thing so I snuck back to the bedroom door and peeked around the doorframe. Claude was still in bed with Amber - he was lying on the bed next to her snoring away! Now what? I couldn't let him stay there. For one thing, he needed to be gone when Amber and Maude woke up. For another, he needed to be out of the way so I could fuck Amber. I turned off the light and closed the door to darken the room and then I went over to the bed and shook Claude's shoulder. Nothing. I shook him a little harder; still nothing. I grabbed him and pulled him away from Amber and shook him really hard and all I got was a snort and more loud snoring.
Fuck it! I went and turned the light back on and then I walked back to the bed and looked down at Amber. Her pussy was just as wide open as Maude's had been, and it had the same thick, ropy strands of cum leaking out of it. I scrambled up on the bed and moved between her legs. I just had to know what it felt like to put my cock into a hole that open. I lined myself up and pushed forward and felt nothing but a hot wet slush. I wasn't feeling any friction at all, just a hot, soupy like feeling. It was almost like I had shoved my cock into a bowl of warm pudding and I wondered if I would even be able to get myself off. I put Amber's legs up on my shoulders and I started humping into her. It didn't take as long for me to cum as I thought it would. I guess I was so keyed up from what I'd done with Maude and what I was doing with Amber that I was a lot closer than I had thought and after only a couple of minutes I popped and added my discharge to Claude's.
I pulled back and looked down at my sleeping wife and I couldn't believe how sexy she looked lying there with cum running out of the fist sized hole that was her pussy. I wondered how she would have acted if she'd been awake while Claude was deep dicking her. That thought got me hard again and for the second time that night I climbed on Amber and lost myself in her swamp of a pussy. It took me longer to cum the second time and when I finished and was again looking down at my wife I had the same uncontrollable urge that I'd had with Maude and I buried my face in her pussy. I licked and slurped at the mess between Amber's legs and damned if I didn't get another hard on. I debated going back across the hall and fucking Maude - fair is fair right? And Claude did fuck my wife so shouldn't I have a shot at his? But again, I couldn't bring myself to take advantage of a woman who was passed out (Amber didn't count). A nasty idea did formed in the back of my mind and I laughed out loud as I put the idea into play. I mounted Amber and started fucking her. It was almost ten minutes before I was close to getting off and then I got off Amber and moved over to where Claude was snoring away. I used one hand to hold his mouth open while I used the other one to jack off. A second before I was ready to shoot I pushed my cock in Claude's mouth and held myself there until I had milked out the last drop.
I left the bedroom and headed for the bathroom to clean myself up and then I went back to the living room and sat down on the couch and tried to think about what I could do before everyone woke up. I could use a fireman's carry to get Claude back into the guest room and drop him in bed next to Maude, but what could I do about Amber? How could she help but notice how her pussy felt when she woke up? She would know for sure that it hadn't been me to open her up like that. I nodded off pondering what to do.
It was just turning daylight when I woke up. In a panic I got up and headed for the bedroom. I had to get Claude moved before the two women woke up. As I got close to the room I heard what sounded like a series of grunts. It sounded like "Oh...oh...oh...oh." I peeked around the doorframe and saw that Claude was fucking Amber again only this time Amber was awake. The grunting sounds were coming from her every time Claude buried himself in her on his in-stroke. Her legs were up on his shoulders and she was staring up at him with what I would call a look of 'wild-eyed confusion' on her face. I imagined that what happened was that Claude woke up, climbed in the saddle, and then Amber woke up to find herself being fucked by her friends husband. This time was different though. Claude had gotten enough sleep and he had to know he was fucking Amber and not Maude. This time the circumstances demanded that I do something about it. I had taken one step into the room when Amber moaned and then, "Yes, yes, oh god that feels good." It seemed that I had the answer to my question of how she would act if she were awake and aware that Claude was fucking her - she loved it! "Oh yes, oh yes, so deep, so big, oh god yes, like that, like that, harder, fuck me harder with that big cock." I took a step backwards out of the room and moved away from the door so I wouldn't be seen. Amber was loving it and even though strangling Claude would have given me great pleasure I could not see ruining the experience for Amber. It wasn't her fault. She wasn't cheating on me, just reacting. She didn't have control of the situation so how could I blame her for what was happening to her. She had been asleep and Claude had mounted her and her sexual nerve endings all ready had to be on fire from the night she'd had so when she woke up her body was in control and running things, right? Wrong! The next words out of Amber's mouth ruined my day. "Oh sweet Jesus baby, I've missed your cock. I've missed that full feeling I get when you fuck me. Fuck me Claudie, fuck me lover, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Those words changed everything. Oh I still wanted to kill Claude, but now I had to figure out what to do about Amber. How long had she been fucking Claude behind my back and just how did the two of them figure that they could get away with doing it in my house and with me there? Amber had to know that fucking Claude would be the end of our marriage if I ever found out. Why had she taken the chance? Was my 'happy marriage' happy in my mind only? Amber had never, at least not up to that point, given me any reason to doubt her fidelity or her love for me, but now I had to wonder if she cared for me at all. And I wasn't being hypocritical. I'll grant that my actions that night could be called questionable, but I had drawn the line at fucking a sleeping Maude. I went back and plopped myself down on the couch and tried to fall back to sleep while thinking about where my life was now headed.
I never did fall back to sleep. It was probably an hour before I heard Claude return to the guest bedroom. I heard Amber when she got up to go to the bathroom and I was lying on the couch pretending to be asleep -but watching through slitted eyes - when she walked into the living room and nervously looked over at me to see if I was sleeping. Apparently satisfied with what she saw she turned and went back to our bedroom and I heard the door close. I lay there staring at the ceiling with my mind churning away and after a half an hour or so I got up and went into the kitchen and put the coffee on. When the coffee was ready I sat at the table sipping a cup as I went back over the night in my mind. I was obviously wrong in my assumption that Claude may have gotten up to go to the bathroom and got turned around. What was more likely, at least in the light of what I now knew, was that he had gotten up to use the bathroom, seen Amber, checked to make sure I was on the couch asleep and then had gone into the room to fuck her. He wasn't worried about her waking up and finding him there because he knew she would welcome him. He may even have expected her to wake up once he started fucking her. The wild-eyed confusion I had seen on her face must have been because she had just awakened and her mind hadn't cleared enough to allow her to accept what was going on. Once awake however, there was no mistaking that he was welcome, at least not that I could see. I still had no clear idea of what I was going to say to Amber or do, but I had decided that whatever I did I wouldn't do it until Claude and Maude had gone home. I didn't give a rat's ass about Claude, but Maude didn't deserve to be in the middle of it when Amber and I had it out.
The first one to get up and come into the kitchen was Maude. She poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down across from me.
"Tell me that I had a good time last night. I'd hate to feel this bad if I didn't."
"You definitely were not feeling any pain when I brought you home."
"Did I do anything that I need to be ashamed of or embarrassed about when I hear about it?"
"No sweetie, you were a good girl."
Claude was the next one into the room, but before he poured himself coffee he asked me if I had any aspirin. I told him were they were and he took several and washed them down with a glass of water. When he sat down at the table it was all I could do to be civil to him. Fortunately Maude was in a chatty mood and so I was able to sit there in silence and pretend to listen. Ten minutes after Claude's arrival Amber showed up. I noticed that when I looked up at her she couldn't meet my eyes. After she got her coffee she sat down at the table so that she was turned away from me and toward Maude and I suspected that she did it that way so we wouldn't be facing each other. Did my loving wife have a bad case of the guilts? I finished my coffee, poured a fresh cup and told everyone that I needed to get outside and get started on my yard word and I left the three of them sitting there at the table. I went outside and cut the grass, pulled weeds out of the flowerbeds and in general kept myself busy enough to keep me out of the house. I wanted to keep my rage in check until after Maude and Claude flew out later that evening.
Around eleven I went into the house and announced that I was going to make a run to the hardware store and asked if anyone needed me to pick up anything for them. I was surprised when Maude said that she would like to ride along. I said fine and I saw Amber shoot a quick glance over at Claude. We weren't even out of the driveway when Maude said, "You seem out of sorts this morning."
"Yeah, I guess it is just one of those days."
We drove in silence for several miles and then Maude said, "You know don't you?"
"Know what?"
"Know what happened this morning. Don't bother denying it, it is written all over your face."
A few more miles of silence and then she said, "You do know that it wasn't her fault, don't you?"
"No Maude, I don't know that at all. I do know that I heard Amber say, "Sweet Jesus baby, I've missed your cock" and I heard her tell him that she missed the full feeling she got whenever he screwed her. To me that means that this wasn't the first time." There was nothing more said until I parked in the hardware store parking lot and started to get out of the car.
Maude reached out to stop me and said, "Hear me out, okay?" I pulled the door closed and told her to go ahead.
"How much do you know about Amber's life before you met her?"
"Not much. I know she wasn't a virgin, but then neither was I. As far as I was concerned anything before me was none of my business unless she wanted to tell me."



"Well since she apparently didn't tell you some things I will. Claude and Amber went steady for three years and then became engaged. Six weeks before the wedding Claude and Amber were at a party. There was a lot of drinking going on and Claude had just a little too much for his own good. He got stupid, made a pass at a girl, she took him up on it and Amber found the two of them in a room having sex. She threw her engagement ring at him and told him that she never wanted to see him again. A year went by and Claude kept trying to get her back but she wasn't having any. She said she would never be able to trust him again and that was the end of it. They did manage to become friends again, of sorts, but so far as I know Amber and Claude never had sex again until last night. I was not at all surprised when I got up last night to use the bathroom to see that he was in your bedroom fucking Amber. That has always been Claude's major problem - he lets his dick do his thinking for him. It must be something to do with the size of his cock; it drains so much blood from his brain that he can't think straight. Anyway, if I know Claude, and believe me, I do, he took advantage of her being asleep to climb into bed with her. Maybe it was his way of getting back at her for dumping him. That she responded to Claude when she woke up is not surprising since Claude is exceptionally well endowed. What you heard her say was probably true, she probably did miss the feeling of having his cock in her. Christ, I miss it when I go more than two days without it. All I'm saying here is don't do anything drastic. I'm sure that once it happened she did enjoy it, but I'm still betting she had nothing to do with starting it."
"You seem to be taking this rather calmly. Does Claude do things like this often?"
"More, much more, that I would like."
"Why do you put up with it?"
"It's called love sweetie. I knew when I married him that he came with warts and that I was going to have to learn to live with them. In his defense I do have to say a lot of it is not his fault. The word about his size gets out and women just have to see for themselves. He really does turn away from more than he touches, but sometimes the package offered is just too good to turn down. As far as what he did with Amber last night, well I guess he never really got over her and he let something carry him away. So, please give Amber the benefit of the doubt."
Then she grinned at me and said, "If you'll do that for me I promise that I'll never tell anyone that you ate my pussy."
"You knew?"
"Of course I knew and you should have known I knew when my hands grabbed your head. That's just not the sort of thing a girl will do in her sleep. Thank you by the way for not being an asshole like Claude and trying to fuck me in my sleep."
"I grinned back at her and said, "The thought did cross my mind. I just didn't think I would have felt anything if I had."
The drive back home was quiet and I noticed that Amber was very nervous when I walked into the house. We kind of avoided each other until it was time to take Maude and Claude to the airport. Amber and Maude hugged and kissed, but I noticed that Amber and Claude didn't even shake hands. Amber pleaded a headache and so I drove them to the airport by myself. Maude gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek and she whispered in my ear, "Amber has the better deal. Claude's big, but you are by far the superior pussy licker." I forced myself to shake Claude's hand and then I headed on home.
Amber was waiting for me when I got home and I asked her how she was feeling. "There was no headache, I just didn't want to be in the same car with Claude.
"Why, what's the matter?"
"Something happened last night and I need to tell you about it. I don't want to; I'd rather pretend that it never happened, but I have to tell you whether I want to or not. All I ask is that you try not to hate me when I'm done talking." She took a deep breath and then she said, "Claude fucked me last night."
"I know."
"You know?"
"Maude told me. She got up to go to the bathroom and saw it."
"She told you?"
"She didn't want me to get angry with you and accuse you of cheating on me. She said you were asleep and Claude was taking advantage of you. Is that true?"
"Yes, for the most part."
"Would you care to explain that?"
"It is true that I was asleep when he started, but I have to say now that once I woke up and found him in me I acted like a slut with him. I never told you, but Claude and I were lovers once upon a time. Claude is rather well equipped and at one time I was in love with his cock and I'm sorry to have to say that when I woke up and found him fucking me I responded the way I always had when he fucked me."
"That's it?"
"No, I told you that I acted like a slut and I did. After he finished fucking me I sucked his cock and let him fuck me again. I did that twice before I came to my senses and chased him out of our bedroom. I've spent the rest of they day being ashamed of myself for letting the second and third time happen. I had no control over the first time, but I could have and should have stopped the rest of it."
"Why didn't you?"
"The only excuse I have is that I was lost in the lust of the moment. I don't think I can explain it so you will understand, but I'll try. Claude's cock is huge and it fills a girl like nothing else ever could. At one time that cock owned me and I lived for it. I've missed the feeling I got from having it in me ever since I put Claude behind me. Last night, once I got going I just couldn't tear myself away from it. I swear to God that it would never have happened if he hadn't taken me while I was asleep, but once I woke up my body was in control. I can't excuse my behavior, I can only ask that you try to understand and forgive me and try not to let what happened hurt us."
"So why did you tell me? You had no way of knowing that I knew. You could have just done what you wanted to do; keep your moth shut and pretend it never happened."
"Because I love you and that means I have to be honest with you - honest about everything - even if it hurts. Besides, if you wanted to make love to me in the next day or so you would be bound to notice something different down there."
"Stretch you out a little?"
"Just a bit honey, just a bit."
"That's all there was? He didn't try for another taste while Maude and I were gone?"
"Oh he tried, but I kicked him in the balls and he kept his distance after that."
"So now you have to settle for little old me?"
"You aren't that little baby, and you've been more than enough for me these last six years and I'll do my very best to keep it busy in the coming years."
"How about now? I'm kind of curious to see what you will feel like after a taking a huge cock."
Amber smiled and stood up, "Then come on lover. I'm sorry that I can't give you sloppy seconds because I douched myself pretty good when I got out of bed this morning, but if you want to see what a tunnel feels like I can help you there."
"Lead the way, you big cock loving slut and let me see."
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Bev and I had been married almost fifteen years before the desire to see her with another man hit me. It happened at a family wedding reception where the drinks were flowing freely. It was half way through the evening, every one had swallowed enough to be mellow and Bev was on the dance floor with some guy from the bride's side of the family. I could tell from the way that the man held Bev and the way he moved his hands over her body that what he wanted was to get her out of the building and onto the back seat of his car. Bev had just enough booze in her that she wasn't objecting to the man's roaming hands and I began to wonder if he could get her outside and what would Bev do if he did? Then of course I wondered what I would do if it happened and the more I wondered the more I thought that I would do nothing except watch. Why would I do otherwise? Bev has had more passes made at her over the years than I could count and she has always turned them away. If all of a sudden she let it go too far wouldn't I do more harm than good by rushing in to say "stop that?" The man did maneuver her outside and they did swap tongues for several minutes, but as soon as he got his hand under her skirt she slapped him and came back inside. I was surprised to find that I was disappointed that it didn't go further.
On the way home that night I asked her if she'd ever thought about having sex with another man and she laughed and said, "All the time baby, all the time. I've even come close a time or two. I almost did it tonight." Her answer caught me totally off guard because quite frankly I had expected here to say no.
"What happened tonight?" I asked.
She described what had happened with the man she had been dancing with (not knowing that I had seen it all) and said, "If he had been a little more patient and had taken his time he just might have been my first." I was shaken by her matter of fact attitude and even more shaken up when she slid over next to me and said, "Why baby? Does the idea of me with another man excite you?" She put her hand on my cock, which just happened to be rock hard, and giggled, "My oh my. Maybe I should have let Chuck score tonight then you could have had sloppy seconds. Does the thought of that turn you on? Would you really like to slide your cock in me after another man has fucked me?"
I looked over at her, "You really would have done it if he had gone slower?"
She gave my leg a pat and said, "No baby. Someday when the kids are grown up and gone maybe I will, but until then you will have to settle for being my only lover."
After that, human nature being what it is, every time I saw Bev talking to a guy I wondered what she would look like fucking him.
Seven more years went by and then finally we were alone. For the last seven years I had fantasized about Bev having sex with other men and surprisingly enough she was the one who brought it up. One week after our youngest was married Bev said, "Remember that little talk we had on the way home from Sarah's wedding?" When I nodded yes she said, "I'm ready to go for it now, do you think you can handle it?" I shrugged my shoulders and she said, "Hey sweetie, we need to be on the same page here. Some of the guys I want to sleep with are friends of yours and two of them are related to you. Before I do any thing I've got to be sure that it won't hurt us."
That made me stop and think. I'd always assumed that if she tried on anybody it would be some one that we knew and that she liked, but two of my relatives? That I wasn't sure I could handle and I told Bev that.
"Who are the two relatives?"
"Your brother and your cousin Al."
"Why them?"
"I don't really know other than animal magnetism. Both of them have hit on me and I suppose that might have something to do with it."
"My brother and my cousin have hit on you?"
Bev laughed, "Honey, all of your male relatives have hit on me at one time or another including your father."
"So what you are telling me is that you don't expect any problem in getting laid. Who is going to be first and when is it going to happen?"
She grinned, "The first will be the next one to hit on me. The when will be the first available opportunity. Are you absolutely sure that you are okay with it?'
I said yes and told her to go for it.
It happened sooner than I expected. When I got home from work the next day Bev hollered at me from the bedroom and told me to come up stairs. I walked into the bedroom and found Bev naked on a messed up bed. She spread her legs and I could see her cum soaked pussy hairs, "I did it baby, I was a slut today. Come and get your sloppy seconds."
As I undressed she told me what had happened. My cousin Al had returned the floor jack that he had borrowed and Bev had asked him if he wanted to stay for a cup of coffee. They had sat at the kitchen table and sipped coffee and then Al had made a half hearted pass at Bev and she had surprised him by getting up and going over to him and sitting on his lap. "What do you have in mind Al? You want to fuck me? You want to take me upstairs and fuck me on my bed? You want me to suck your cock? Come on Al, just say it. I won't do it unless you tell me what you want." Al had finally managed to get his shit together, at least enough to tell Bev that yes indeed, he did want to take her to her bed and fuck her. She had taken him by the hand and had led him upstairs.
"He fucked me three times sweetie and he just left so it should be good and sloppy for you."
It was. It was wet and sloppy and hot and it felt great.
"Come on baby, fuck me, fuck me hard. Make me forget Al's hard cock baby, fuck me and make me forget Al."
And I did my best to do what she was asking. I don't believe that I have ever fucked Bev as hard as I did that night or as many times. I fell asleep around midnight, totally exhausted. Bev was still asleep when I went to work the next morning and I spent most of the day at work wondering what was in store for me when I got home that night. I rushed home to find Bev in the kitchen fixing dinner. She saw the look on my face and said, "Sorry baby, no slut here today. Do you really expect me to fuck some one ever day from now on? Not going to happen baby, just not going to happen."
It was two weeks before it happened again. We were at a birthday party for my brother and about an hour into it Bev came up to me and said, "If you don't see me for a while don't worry about it. Birthday boy asked me what I was going to give him for a present. I asked him what he wanted and he told me so I am going to slip off and see that he gets it." She kissed me, "Think about me letting a hard cock slide into my pussy. Think about the mouth that just kissed you sucking another man's cock and think how hot, wet and sloppy my cunt is going to be when we get home."
Well, she was wrong about that part, we never made it home, but we did almost make it to jail. When we got in the car to go home that night Bev slid over next to me and said, "Kiss me baby" and when I did she said, "Could you taste him? He came in my mouth twice. Could you tell? He came three times in other places too."
She started to describe what she and my brother had done together and I couldn't hold off any longer. I pulled over to the side of the road, pushed Bev back on the seat and started fucking her. She felt loose and sloppy, but I didn't care. My cock was soaking in her hot box and that's all that mattered. I was right on the edge of cumming when all of a sudden red, yellow and blue lights seemed to fill the car. Before Bev and I could sit up there was a tap on the window and a flashlight beam illuminated us. We ended up getting two tickets; one for indecent public behavior and one for disturbing the peace, which I thought was terribly ironic because that's what they did to us - disturbed the piece. When we pulled away from the side of the road we were quiet for the first couple of miles and then Bev started to giggle and by the time we got home we were both laughing about it. When we got home we raced for the bedroom and then fucked like rabbits until two in the morning.
The next day was a work day for me and Bev was still asleep when I left the house. That night when I got home I found Bev in a short black cocktail dress and wearing high heels.
"Your dinner is on the stove sweetie. I've got a hot date tonight so don't wait up for me."
I asked her what was going on and she said, "I'm going to get fucked tonight baby. I'll tell you all about it in the morning. I'm running late and I have to go. Don't wait up."
She kissed me and she left. Telling me that she was going to get fucked and then telling me not to wait up only guaranteed that I would be up waiting for her no matter how late she came home. It was three in the morning when she walked in the door. Lipstick smeared, hair mussed, runs in her nylons and cum stains on her dress- she looked liked she'd had a great time. She was surprised to see me awake and she grinned, "Ready for sloppy seconds lover?"
I was and it was six in the morning before I couldn't get it up any more.
We were lying next to each other and staring up at the ceiling when Bev said, "I lied to you baby. You didn't get sloppy seconds - it was sloppy thirds."
I got up on an elbow and looked at her and she said, "That's right baby, I had not one, but two cocks in me tonight. God I was such a slut. You should have seen me with a cock in my pussy and one in my mouth. At one time I even had one in my ass and one in my pussy; it was wild baby, it was wild and crazy and I want to do it again."
She had gotten a phone call from one of the cops who had written us the tickets the night before. He told her that if she was willing to go out with him he could find a way to make the tickets go away. She had agreed and he had taken her to dinner. After dinner they had gone into the bar where they "just happened" to run into his desk sergeant and the two of them told her that a couple of hours in a hotel room would make the tickets disappear and Bev had agreed to it.
"They couldn't get enough of me honey. If they hadn't needed to leave to go home to their wives I'd still be on my back in that hotel room. I loved it honey, I really loved having two men working me over."
Listening to her story had gotten me hard again and I rolled over on top of her and started fucking her again. As I slipped my cock into her hot wet hole I told her that I was going to call in sick and we would just stay in bed and fuck.
"No honey, you can't stay home today."
"Why not?"
"Because I have one more thing to do to get rid of those tickets."
"What do you mean?"
"I only took care of one of the cops who were in the patrol car that night. The other one couldn't get away from his wife last night - he's going to come here today."
"It's settled then. I'm staying home and I'll be in the closet."
"I don't know sweetie. It's one thing for me to fuck other guys and then tell you about it, but I don't know if I can do it with you watching."
"We'll find out today then, won't we?"
The cop, when he arrived, would be the one getting sloppy seconds because I just could not keep my hands off Bev that morning. When we finished screwing she went and took a shower and when she came back into the room I pulled her down and fucked her again. She took another shower and managed to get her make up, high heels and nylons on before I pulled her down again. By ten o'clock I had fucked her four times and was in the middle of fucking her for a fifth when the doorbell rang. Bev pushed me away, "Sorry honey, you'll just have to save it for later."
I was in the closet when Bev came back into the room with a guy who couldn't have been as old as our youngest son. If it weren't for the uniform he was wearing, along with the gun and the other stuff hanging off him, I would have bet he was still in high school. He seemed to be a little on the nervous side, probably new to the force and not used to fucking housewives who want to get out from under tickets. Bev sensed it and took the initiative. She reached for the buckle on his equipment belt, "Come on lover, let's get rid of this stuff. It's your other gun that I'm interested in." She helped him undress and then she took his cock in her hand and led him over to the bed. She pushed him down so that he was sitting on the edge of the bed and then she knelt down between his legs, "Let's start with a nice slow and easy blow job." She took him in her mouth and started to suck him off. After a couple of minutes of the she stood up and pushed him on his back and then she mounted him and I watched from the closet as she worked herself up an down on his stiff pole. My cock was rock hard and I wanted to leave the closet and put my cock in her mouth or her ass, but I didn't - I just watched and suffered as she fucked him and sucked him for the next two hours.
Just about the time that I was hoping the kid would leave the doorbell rang. Bev was sucking the kids cock and she ignored the interruption, but whoever was at the door was insistent and finally she got up, put on a robe and went down to see who it was. Three or four minutes later she came back into the room with two guys and she looked over at the closet with a "sorry honey" kind of look. I recognized one of the two as the cop who wrote us the two tickets and I guessed that the other one was the desk sergeant. The next three hours was orgy time. Bev was used in every conceivable position and in every available hole and combination of holes. I blew my load against the closet door three times and more than anything I wanted to get out of the closet and videotape what was going on. Finally the three men had to leave and they started to get dressed as Bev lay on the bed and watched. The sergeant hung back until the other two were gone and then he said, "If you want I can quietly put out your name, tag number and description at roll call and see to it you never get stopped for a ticket ever again. All it will cost you is seeing me a couple of times a week."
Bev glanced over at the closet and then said, "Sounds like an offer a girl would be silly to refuse. Friday good for you? Same time?"
The front hadn't quite closed and I was out of the closet and heading for the bed, but Bev pushed me away, "Not now baby, please, not now. I'm so sore that I don't even know if I'll be able to walk to the bathroom. Let me soak in the tub for a while, okay?"
Not what I really wanted to hear, especially after what I had just watched and with a rock hard cock in my hand, but I had to back off. I helped her off the bed and into the bathroom and ran her a tub full of hot water. Then while she soaked I took care of my hard on the old fashioned way - by hand - and then I went and cleaned up the mess I'd made in our closet.
Bev became quite the slut after that. True to what she had said, anyone who made a pass at her that she thought she might like got fucked. If we went to a party like as not she would end up on some ones back seat. We went out dancing one night and I got up to go to the bathroom and when I came back all I found was a cocktail napkin that said, "See you later." It was two o'clock the next afternoon before she came home. I've watched from the closet as a steady stream of friends, neighbors and relatives paraded through my bedroom. Bev has fucked my brother, all three of my cousins, both of my uncles and she swears that she will nail my father before Christmas. She told me that she planned on fucking every male member of my family before she gets too old to fuck and maybe a few of her own. I laughed and said, "Not every male I hope. You will leave our sons alone, right?" I said it as a joke, but Bev got a weird look on her face and I hope I read it wrong. She wouldn't, would she?
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She was short, plump, had big tits (40DD she said) and had long, thick black hair that hung down to her ass. But she also had something that most short chubby girls don't have - she had sex appeal! She had that certain something, an aura if you will, that just radiated from her. When she walked into a room and you saw her you got an immediate hard on, your palms got wet and your eyes never left her. The funny thing was that she never realized it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I am the service manager of a trailer sales and repair company and I first saw Nadine when she and her husband came in looking to buy a new horse trailer. I was behind the service counter when she came in and instantly everything that I mentioned above happened. My eyes followed her everywhere as she walked through the show room. She was wearing tight jeans, tennis shoes, a tank top and her hair was done up in a thick black braid and everything about her just screamed out, "Fuck me. Please, somebody fuck me." She browsed the parts racks, looked into the two-horse bumper-pull on display on the show room floor and then left. I hated to see her leave, but I'm not sure that I could have stood her being there much longer. Right then what I wanted to do more than anything was get to the men's room and beat my meat, but the phone started ringing and I got back to work.
The next time I saw Nadine was two weeks later when she and her husband brought in their old trailer to get an estimate on its possible trade in value. Her black hair was loose and it swirled around as she again browsed the parts counters and the displays of after market truck accessories. Hidden behind the counter she couldn't see me squeezing the hard on she had given me as my eyes followed her around the room. Finally her husband came and got her and they left. Once again I wanted nothing more than a quick trip to the bathroom to relieve myself, but once again I got busy and it had to wait. It was a good thing I was single because I would have had a hard time explaining to a wife why I spent so much time in the bathroom. Nadine came in two days later to drop off her old trailer and hook up her new one and while she didn't come in the store I watched from the window as she hooked up to her new unit. As she drove off I hoped that it wasn't the last time that I'd ever see her.
Three weeks later I was working on the computer when I heard someone come in the front door. I turned around and it was Nadine. She walked up to the service counter and I said, "Good morning. Can I help you?"
She gave me a smile that made my knees go weak and said "I've got a problem with my new trailer. I can't get my interior lights to go on."
I asked her to give me a minute to get out of the program I was in and then I followed her out to her trailer. The problem was an easy one to fix and I had it ready to go in about five minutes. She asked me how much she owed for the service and I told her nothing, that we would consider it warranty work.
"How sweet of you" she said in a voice that curled my toes and she reached in her handbag and brought out a five dollar bill, "Here, at least let me give you this for your trouble."
I politely refused it, but at the last minute I said, "I'll let you buy me a cup of coffee some day."
She grinned at me and said, "It's a date."
As she drove off the lot my eyes followed her until she was lost to sight.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was almost six weeks before I saw her again. She had run over something on the road and had blown a tire. She had put the spare on and now she needed a new spare. I sold her the tire and had it mounted and balanced and as she was writing me the check to pay the bill she looked at her watch and said, "It's lunch time and I owe you a cup of coffee. Is there a decent place close by?"
What I really wanted to say was "Yes. My apartment is just five minutes from here" but what I actually said was "There is a Denny's just down the street." She climbed into my pick up truck and I knew that I would be sniffing the seat where she was sitting for the next year. I know, it sounds depraved, but that is the effect that Nadine had on me. On the way we made the usual small talk, nothing of any consequence, just questions about how long I'd worked at the trailer place, did I like my job, how long had she had horses, how was the new trailer working out for her, stuff like that. It wasn't until we were seated at Denny's that she asked me the question that turned my face red:
"Why do you look at me the way you do? From the first time I came into the showroom you have never taken your eyes off me."
I stammered, hemmed and hawed, and I don't think anything coherent came out of my mouth and she gave me her toe-curling grin again and said, "Don't be embarrassed, I like the way you look at me." Then her mood changed and she said, "I just wish I could get my husband to look at me that way."
Then she started telling me about how she thought he had lost interest in her, that they hardly ever made love any more and that she thought he probably had a girl on the side. "He goes out at night, is gone for hours and when he comes back he smells like he has just had a shower and he won't tell me where he has been. The only think I can think of is that he is getting it on with some floozy and he has to wash her stink off of him before he gets home. It's just not fair! I have so much to give and he doesn't even want it."
She saw the look on my face and she said softly, "But you do, don't you? That's the look that I see on your face every time you look at me. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have talked to you like this, but you seemed so nice and I needed some one nice to talk to."
I 'aw shucked' it and lunch was pretty silent after that. When the check came she reached for it, but I grabbed it, "You were going to buy me coffee," I said, "not lunch. This way you still owe me a coffee and maybe I'll get a chance to see you again."
The ride back to work was as silent as lunch had been and when we got there she got out of my truck and headed for hers. Half way to it she turned and came back. She handed me a piece of paper and said, "Call me. Tonight. Any time after six" and then she turned and left.
The rest of the day I couldn't do anything right because my mind was not on my job, it was on that little piece of paper in my pocket. I kept taking it out and looking at it - even her handwriting was sexy. Damn Lord, why me?
I got off work at five and was home by five-ten. I sat and stared at the phone for the next fifty minutes while my mind kept churning away. Did I really need this? Why should I drive myself crazy over a woman who could never be mine? All calling her would do would be to prolong the agony. Better to just put her out of my mind and get on with my life. At six oh one I was punching in the numbers on the phone and after two rings her throaty, sexy voice said, "Hello?"
I was tongue-tied; I couldn't say anything and I was about to hang up when she said, "I wondered if you would call. I'm making a pot of coffee. Would you like to come over and get the cup I promised you?"
I stood there with the phone to my ear, struck dumb by the invitation and she said, "It's all right really. Tonight is one of my husband's nights out and I could really use some company. A friendly face that I could talk to."
Against my better judgement I asked for directions. It took me a half an hour to get there and when I pulled in to her drive I could understand how she could feel alone. Her place was six hundred acres just off County 21 and I hadn't seen another house for five miles. She met me at door and led me into the kitchen and poured me a cup of coffee and we sat at the kitchen table and talked. Mostly she talked and I listened. She pretty much told me her life story, how she and her husband had been childhood sweethearts, had married just out of high school and what their hopes and dreams had been. And suddenly it was ten o'clock and she looked at me and said, "Listen to me babble on. You just sat there and listened and I didn't even give you a chance to say a word. Next time you do the talking and I'll listen. There will be a next time, won't there? Please don't say no. I need some one I can talk to."
How was I going to say no? She walked me to the door and just before I left she stood on tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you for being a friend. He goes out again day after tomorrow. Come have coffee with me again?"
Again, how could I refuse? On the drive home I wondered why I had let myself get into the position I was in; all of a sudden I was the shoulder to cry on, the friend to listen to all of her woes and I had no one to blame but myself.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday Nadine called me at two in the afternoon, "You are coming over tonight, aren't you?"
I wanted to say no and put and end to driving myself crazy, but I said yes and she said she would have the coffee ready when I got there. She met me at the door and sat me down at the kitchen table and poured me a cup of coffee. "Be right back" and she left the room. I added cream and sugar to the cup and was looking down at the cup and stirring it when I heard her say, "Do you think my tits are too big?" and I looked up to set her standing naked in the doorway. "Most guys seem to like looking at them. I don't know why, I always thought that my legs were my best feature."
I stared at her, scarcely daring to breathe lest she turn and leave. She was the goddess of sex personified.
"What's the matter? Cat got your tongue?"
She walked toward me and I noticed that she did indeed have great legs and she had made them even sexier by wearing high heels. She walked up to me and knelt down and her hands went to the zipper on my trousers. She looked up at me, "I know I'm acting like a brazen whore, but I'm human and I have needs that need to be taken care of. I know you want me, but I also know that you are too nice a guy to make a move on me so I'm taking things into my own hands" and she did. She took out my already hard cock and then looked up at me again, "You aren't going to run away on me, are you?" and when I stared down at her without saying anything she gave me a little smile and said, "Of course you won't. You are too nice a guy to do that to me" and then she took me in her mouth.
I've had blowjobs before, some very good ones, but I'd never had one near as exquisite as the one Nadine gave me. She didn't just suck my cock; she made love to it. When she had me ready to cum and I tried to pull out of her mouth she wouldn't let me go. I had the strongest orgasm of my life and Nadine gulped, sucked and swallowed every last bit. When I softened she let me out of her mouth and said, "The first time is always the fastest so I like to get it out of the way. That way when you fuck me it will last longer. You are going to fuck me, aren't you?" She laughed, "Of course you will. There is no way I'm going to let you leave unless you do." She stood up and leaned forward, "Kiss me lover. Taste how Nadine tastes with you in her mouth."
It was the hottest kiss that I had ever experienced and when it was over she took me by the hand and led me into her bedroom.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home I lay staring up at the ceiling and wondered why I'd had the rotten luck of finding the girl of my dreams only to have her be married to someone else. I could not understand how her husband could keep his hands off of her; how he could possibly want to spend time with another woman when he had Nadine at home. Nadine was the most fantastic piece of ass I'd ever had and she wanted to do it all - suck my cock, fuck me, kiss me, she even had me fuck her in the ass - and she wanted to do it all night. But of course we couldn't. Her husband usually got home at eleven-thirty so she had to get me out of the house by ten-thirty to give her a margin of safety. As I was leaving she said, "Day after tomorrow, same time?" I answered her by taking her in my arms and kissing her passionately before she pushed me out the door. The next day at noon I was surprised to see Nadine pull onto the lot. She came in and said, "Had lunch yet?" I said no and she said, "Come on then, my treat." We went outside and she said, "This time I'll drive" and as we pulled off the lot she said, "Tell me how to get to your place." I looked over at her and she smiled at me, "I said my treat lover, and you are my treat. I can't wait until tomorrow night."
I was very, very late returning from lunch. Every time I tried to get out of the bed Nadine would pull me back down and find a way to get me hard again. Before she dropped me off at work I gave her a key to my place so she could meet me there instead of at work. No sense taking a chance that her husband might find out and if Nadine and I left there too many times together it would surely be noticed.
For the next two weeks I went out to Nadine's every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday and she did her absolute best to fuck me to death. On almost every day during the week I would go home for lunch and find her naked and waiting for me on the bed. It was good times and bad times. The good times were every minute that I spent with her and the bad times were when I was alone because that's when I had to face reality - I knew that it was going to have to end.
One day, after we had finished "lunch" Nadine asked me if I would do her a favor; she wanted me to follow her husband one night and find out just where it was he was going and to see who he met. I was a little reluctant to do it, but an absolutely superb blowjob convinced me to do what she asked. That Wednesday night I was waiting at the crossroads of County 21 and Hwy 73 when my cell phone rang and Nadine told me that her husband had just left the house. A couple of minutes later his truck pulled up at the stop sign and then turned left. I gave him a thirty-second head start and then I pulled out of the Texaco station and followed. Fifteen minutes later he pulled into the parking lot of Barron's Roadhouse and went inside. I got out of my truck and followed him in, but once inside I couldn't see him anywhere so I sat down at the end of the bar and ordered a beer.
About five minute's later Nadine's husband came out of the back room tying on an apron as he walked behind the bar. He walked up to the bartender, who was just setting my beer down in front of me, and said, "Okay Sid, your relief is here."
The bartender looked at his watch and said, "You're half an hour early."
Nadine's husband (his name was Dale) said, "I know, but I can use the extra time."
Sid said, "How close are you to being able to buy your wife that horse?" and Dale said that six more weeks should do it. Sid asked him if he was going to quit then and Dale said, "Well, I like it here and I like the people that work here and I like most of the regular customers, but I'd really rather be home with Nadine. As soon as I surprise her with the horse on her birthday I'm out of here."
Well, there it was. The end that I'd always known was coming. I finished my beer and left. On the way back to Nadine's I flirted with the idea of telling her that Dale had met a buxom blonde named Wanda or something. I would buy me six more weeks, but in the end I knew I couldn't do it. Nadine would eventually find out that I had lied to her and I didn't want that to happen. If she ever came in for service on her trailer I wanted her to be able to smile warmly at me. When I got to her place I told her what I had found out and I saw her face change, whether it was sadness over the fact that she had misjudged her husband or contempt for herself for cheating on him I didn't know. I said, "I'm sorry Nadine" and I turned to go. Just as I reached the door he said, "And just where do you think you are going?"
I turned to her and said, "Well, now that you know he's not cheating on you I thought you'd want me to go."
She smiled, "Nothings changed baby. He's not here and you are and Nadine needs a cock to play with."
After it was over she gave me the first soft, tender kiss that she'd ever given me and said, "I always said you were a nice guy, but I have a confession to make and when I'm done you may not think I'm very nice. I lied to you when I said that Dale doesn't fuck me anymore. He fucks me damned near every night. I took up with you because I thought he was cheating on me and I wasn't going to let him get away with it. If cheating was good enough for him, then it would be good enough for me. I picked you because I wanted a nice guy, someone who would treat me nice and not like some whore stepping out on her husband and I've grown fond of you and I have no intention of letting you go. You have turned me into your slut and I like it and I'm not going to stop. It will be harder to do when he quits his part time job, but at the very least we will still have our lunch hours. Face it baby, Nadine needs you and she ain't going to let you go. Now, fuck me one more time before you have to leave."
That was three years ago and Nadine and I still get together every chance we get. She loves Dale and has no intention of ever leaving him. He is crazy about her and wouldn't let her go anyway, at least not unless he becomes terminally stupid. As for me, I take what I can get whenever I can get it and at the very least I get to go to bed every night knowing that Nadine needs me.
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I had always heard that New York cab drivers were the rudest people in the world. A recent trip to New York proved, at least to me, that some of them were.
My company sent me to New York on a business trip. The trip was going to keep me there over the weekend and so I asked my wife if she would like to go with me and since she never had been to New York she said yes. She made arrangements to take a few days off from her job and on Wednesday we caught a flight to Newark. Bobbie was the original rubbernecked tourist on the ride into Manhattan and she kept going on and on about what she wanted to see while we were there. I laughed at her and reminded her that we were only going to be there four days, not four months. We checked into our motel, unpacked and then went down to the hotel dining room for dinner, after which we went out and walked around looking at the sights.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning as I got ready to leave for the first meeting of the day I told Bobbie to enjoy herself and that I should be back by four o'clock and she should be ready for that evenings cocktail party. She said she was going to spend the day - and my money - shopping. I arrived back at the motel to find that I very much approved of the way she had spent my money. She was dressed in a black cocktail that came down to mid-thigh and that showcased her ample breasts. The outfit was completed by beige nylons and black high-heeled pumps, and if I knew my Bobbie there was a garter belt holding up those nylons since she knew I detested pantyhose. Not for the first time I thought of how lucky I had been to talk her into being mine.
We arrived at the party by cab and even though I gave the man a five-dollar tip on top of a twelve-dollar fare he scowled at me when I handed him the money. We went inside to mingle and I made the rounds and introduced Bobbie and was pleased by the attentive stares she got from the males present and perversely pleased by the looks she got from some of the other women there. The evening passed pleasantly enough and Bobbie was having a very good time flirting with the men. I hovered around Bobbie, not because of jealousy, but because when Bobbie drinks she becomes very uninhibited and when this happens some times men get the wrong impression and try to take advantage of the situation. More than once I've had to move in on a situation where some guys was trying to move her to a more secluded place to take advantage of her.
When it was time to go Bobbie was feeling no pain. We hailed a cab and as soon as we were inside and the doors were closed Bobbie started to rub my cock through my trousers. I tried to push her hand away, but she kept moving it back and it wasn't long before my hormones took over and we were necking like teenagers at a drive-in movie. I'm not quite sure at what point her tits came out of her dress and I'm not sure whether I did it or she did, but there they were. Out of the corner of my eye I happened to catch the cabby watching us in the mirror. I smiled at the thought that he must have seen stuff like this a hundred times. I had Bobbie's dress up and I was finger fucking her when I remembered that I didn't have any booze at the hotel. I did not want to have to pay room service prices so I told the driver to stop at a liquor store and when he did I ran inside to get some brandy. Brandy makes Bobbie real horny, not that she seemed to need it just then, but I was planning on a rather long evening between her legs and the brandy would help keep the buzz going.
They had a rather large selection and it took me a couple of minutes to decide on what I wanted and then I found that all I had were hundred dollar bills and I had to wait another few minutes while the clerk went into the back to get what he needed to make change. When I got back to the cab the driver wasn't in his seat. I opened the back door and started to climb in and there was the cab driver between my wife's legs fucking her pussy. I stood there dumbfounded as he pounded into her. Her legs were kicking and I noticed that one high heel had worked loose from her foot and was dangling from her toes. She was making grunting noises that seemed to be in time with his downward thrusts. He stiffened, made several quick strokes as he shot his load into Bobbie and then he pulled away from her and started tucking himself in. Backing out the door on the other side he smiled nervously at me and said, "Thank you sir, thank you, thank you" and he got back behind the wheel.
I looked down at Bobbie. She lay on the seat with her legs splayed apart and she looked up at me with a "What in the hell just happened" look on her face. I didn't have a clue as how to respond to the situation so I got back into the cab and we continued on to the hotel. I got Bobbie out of the cab and then I paid the driver the exact amount on the meter.
"What the fuck Jack, no tip?"
I pointed at Bobbie and told him he'd already had it. He said, "Fuck you" and gave me the finger as he drove away. Like I said, New York cab drivers are the rudest people in the world.
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The trouble with Mona was that she could never take anything seriously. This is a trait that she had all the way through high school, through college and through the twenty-seven years of our marriage. Mona was what most men call a "Cock tease."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My earliest memory of Mona was in the seventh grade when at a birthday party for some one whose name I can't even remember. She let me slide my hand up her leg to about mid thigh and then she grabbed my hand and said, "We can't. Someone might catch us."
Despite my protests she was firm in that we couldn't do it then, but maybe later at a 'more private' time. Needles to say that 'more private' time never came. For me it finally did, but not until nine years later.
By the time we were in the eleventh grade every guy I knew had had his hand up Mona's skirt or down into her blouse or had swapped tongues with her at the drive-in movie, but no one that I know ever got so much as a finger into her pussy.
Mona was great friends with my sister and many are the times I heard my sister talking to Mona on the phone and saying, "You're going to get into trouble Mona. One of these days you're playing around is going to backfire on you."
I asked her once what Mona's response to that was.
"She thinks it is all good fun and that no one takes her seriously. But one of these days she is going to tease the wrong someone and then she is going to be in big trouble."
Mona never did tease the wrong someone (at least not that I knew of) and she continued her teasing ways through the rest of high school and through four years of college.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had gone back east to college on a football scholarship and had not seen nor heard from Mona the four years I was gone so I was surprised when I came back home and my sister told me that Mona was anxious to see me and had asked her to arrange a 'chance' meeting. I did not object and the meeting took place. To make a long story short sparks flew, bells rang, fireworks went off between us and six weeks later we were married.
The six-week whirlwind courtship did not leave me much time to catch up on the happenings of the last four years, but it was apparent at our wedding reception that Mona had not changed much. I noticed that she never passed up an opportunity to bend over and give some guy a shot at her cleavage - a look that went clear to her navel - and everyone that she danced with got a good feel or two and once I saw a guy with hands on both of her tits and she waited a few seconds before pushed him away and went off to continue her good time. The surprising thing was that I didn't care. Whenever we touched the electricity between us crackled and that was enough for me. I enjoyed watching her have a good time.
As is inevitable in small towns the word tends to go around. I had taken a break and was sitting in a stall in the bathroom taking care of business when a couple of guys came in to use the urinals. I knew who they were - I grew up with them and we had gone to school together - I'm just leaving the names out to protect the guilty. One said, "Do you think Rob knows that Mona has sucked half the cocks in town?"
"No" replied the other, "And he probably doesn't know that she has given hand jobs to the other half."
"Think we can keep getting a little head from her every once in a while now that she is married? Think marriage will slow her down any?"
"Probably not. She was out in the parking lot with Lenny half an hour ago and while I can't see through cars the motions I saw left me with no doubt that she was giving Lenny a hand job."
I know that this may sound weird, but instead of getting pissed off I got a woodie and I left the bathroom with a hard on and went looking for my wife of four hours. If I had found her jacking off Lenny I would have flipped her wedding dress up and fucked her while she was doing it. No such luck. I found her on the dance floor and the guy she was dancing with was taking every opportunity to rub his dick against her. All that seeing that did was make me harder.
The reception was only supposed to last until eleven, but at mid-night it was still going strong. I got Mona off to the side and told her to go change as it was time for us to sneak away. While she went to change I went out to check on the car. Knowing that the guys would sabotage it somehow I had rented a car and had dropped it off in the lot first thing in the morning. I'd come back for my car later. On the way back into the hall I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and when I turned my head to the right I found that I was looking into a window. I stepped closer and was treated to the sight of Mona in her white high heels, white stockings, garter belt, panties and bra. She was bent forward at the waist and had her hands on the arms of a chair. Sitting in the chair was my best man and Mona was sucking his cock the way a cock is supposed to be sucked - no hands, just mouth. I watched as she sucked him to completion. I could tell when he came because I saw white stuff leaking out of the corners of her mouth. I was beside myself with lust. The really strange thing about this was that during our six-week courtship Mona and I had done nothing except for some very heavy necking. I was beginning to wonder what I had let myself in for.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I collected Mona and we were gone a half-hour before anyone missed us. On our way to the hotel Mona slid over next to me, worked my cock out of my trousers and began giving me a hand job. When I looked over at her she smiled at me and said, "We're married now, I can do this all I want."
The honeymoon started with the discovery that Mona was a virgin. Her mouth and hand might not have been, but her sweet pussy was. The sex was fantastic. For three days we never left the room. All meals were by room service and we never let the maids in once. If there was anything that two people could do sexually Mona wanted to do it. At the end of the third day I jokingly said that I wasn't sure I was going to be man enough to keep her satisfied over the long haul. She laughed and said, "Honey, believe me when I say I'll get you up whenever you need to be gotten up."
She took hold of my cock and started stroking it. "While I'm on the subject lover there are some things that I would rather you hear from me instead of someone else."
She then proceeded to tell me about how she had been sucking cocks and giving hand jobs since her freshman year in college. She did not name names, but she made sure that I knew most of the recipients of her favors. She even ratted herself out about the reception. She told me that she'd had a regular thing going with four different guys and that she had said goodbye to them in her own 'special' way at the reception.
"But I'm all yours now lover, all yours and only yours."
She lied of course.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next twenty-five years, while I'm sure that she never fucked anyone else, I know of several occasions when she gave a guy a blow job or a hand job. I'd even managed to see her give a few of them (unknown by her) and I never cared. She gave me all I could handle and she loved me and I knew it. While all my friends were telling me how their marriages were going stale Mona was working hard to see that it never happened to us. She was inventive and she was insatiable.
One thing never changed though, she was still the biggest tease around. We never went to a party or social event when she didn't tease. I kept telling her that some day she was going to get herself in trouble if she kept it up. She just laughed and said it was all in good fun. She would get the guys horny and when they went home their wives would get the benefits. She said she was helping keep the spice in the marriages of half of our friends.
Some guys tended to get aggressive when Mona got them cranked, but she never worried because I was her safety valve. Whenever someone got hot and horny enough to try and maneuver Mona into a secluded place she would say, "Oh oh, there's my husband, I have to go."
Well, after telling her for years that she was looking for trouble she finally found it. We were at a birthday party at her sister's house and things were going great and every one was having a good time. Around midnight one of the guys got too sick from drinking and since he was in no condition to drive and I don't drink I offered to drive him home. I found Mona and told her what I was going to do and that I would be back in an hour or so. I did not think I would be needed to save her from herself while she was at her sisters.
Two blocks from the house I stopped for gas and while I was there another guy who had been at the party also stopped for gas. He was on his way home and since he had to drive past George's place on the way he volunteered to take George off my hands. As a result I was back at the party in ten minuets. I did not see Mona anywhere when I came in, but I didn't give it much thought. The urge to pee came upon me and I headed for the bathroom. As I went by a partially opened bedroom door I heard some guys laugh and I thought I heard Mona's voice saying, "No, please no."
I stopped and looked in the open crack and saw six guys and Mona. They were holding her down on the bed and they were working her panties off of her. She was thrashing around and pleading with them to stop, but they were not paying her any attention.
"No, no you can't" cried Mona. One of the guys laughed and said, "Rob ain't here to save your sweet ass this time. You have been begging for this for years and tonight you are going to get it."
I did not rush in to save her. I told myself to let it go on just a little longer before I waded in. Maybe this would teach her a lesson. She kept crying, "No, please no, you can't do this" and one of the guys pulled out his cock and said, "I'll stuff this in her mouth and that will quiet her down."
Time to move said I, but even as I started to move toward the door it was too late. A voice said, "Close the damned door and lock it" and as the door closed I saw Mona lift her head off the bed and go for the displayed cock.
Why didn't I kick down the door? Probably because I remembered how erotic Mona had looked sucking off my best man or maybe it was the greedy look on her face as she lifted her head and her mouth closed on the guys cock. Or then again maybe it was the way I felt on the occasions when I saw her suck other cocks. Whatever, I wanted to see it again. I left the house by the back door and moved to the side of the house. I was in luck. The bedroom curtains were parted just enough for me to see inside and what I saw was a sight I'll never forget. My fifty year old wife had her knees pushed back to her shoulders and her high heels were pointed straight up at the ceiling as a guy half her age was between her legs and fucking the shit out of her while she sucked on the cock in her mouth.
I watched for the next forty-five minutes as the guys fucked her in every conceivable position. At one point she was astride one guy and was sliding up and down on one cock while another worked his dick into her asshole. Once the two of them got a rhythm going a third guy positioned himself in front of her and she took his cock in her mouth. One guy left the room and came back two minutes later with two more guys. Altogether, between the eight of them they pumped nineteen loads into Mona; three in her mouth, three in her ass and the rest in her hot cunt.
I did not pay much attention to what the guys were saying as this went on, all I heard was Mona. When she didn't have a dick in her mouth it was, "Oh god, oh god, oh god, fuck me, please fuck me, oh god fuck me."
She had at least seven orgasms that I could see and the show might have gone on for hours if one of the guys hadn't looked at his watch and said they had better end it as I was due back at any time. As they started dressing one guy helped Mona to her feet and then to the bathroom so she could clean up while another went to find her purse so she could redo her make up. As the guys were leaving the room Mona said, "Please guys, please, don't ever let Rob find out about this."
She got no answer from any of them. As the last guy was going out the door he turned, took Mona in his arms and kissed her on the lips. The kiss turned passionate and Mona's hand dropped down to stroke his cock through his pants. The guy broke the kiss and said, "Later baby, later" and Mona reluctantly moved her hand away from his cock.
I could not wait to hear what she was going to say as soon as we got in the car and I put my fingers into the hot swamp that was her cunt and asked, "What's all this?"
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This is about the most amazing and satisfying sexual encounter of my life. I am still having a hard time believing that it happened to me - me, of all people. I am a sixty year old man who loves the ladies, especially the young ones (young to me is anyone under fifty). I am semi-retired and as a result I have a lot of free time on my hands and it was during one of those periods of free time that the following happened.
I had some work to do around the house and I needed some paint and some screws and nails. I live fairly close to a Wal-Mart so I made my list, jumped into my pick-up truck and drove over there. I love going into Wally World during the day because that is when all the young housewives are out shopping and I never get tired of looking at the ladies, or with flirting. Flirting is usually harmless fun since none of the women are going to take a sixty-year-old guy seriously. I pulled in to the lot, parked and headed into the store behind a woman who had a very nice walk if you know what I mean. She pulled a cart out of the stack and then took off her coat and dropped into the cart and I couldn't help but notice that she had an extremely nice looking rack. I pulled my cart out of the stack next to her and she turned my way, nice face, I thought, freshly scrubbed, no make up and very, very appealing. Our eyes met, we exchanged quick little smiles and then pushed our carts into the store where she went right and I went left.
Five minutes later as I was getting some shop towels off of the bottom shelf she came into the same aisle. Once again our eyes met, we exchanged smiles, and she went up the aisle and I went the other way. Another five minutes found me getting a couple of Valentine cards for my grandchildren and here she came again. Again the exchange of glances and small smiles except this time I said, "You're following me, I can tell."
She laughed and said, "Damn, and I was trying to be so discrete about it."
She went right and I turned left. Next it was the paint aisle. I smiled at her and said, "If this keeps up I may need to go to management and file a complaint that I'm being stalked in their store."
This got another laugh out of her and she said, "Please no, don't do that. If you do my husband will find out I spend my afternoons chasing men."
"Okay" I said, "Mums the word."
She went down the aisle and I went the other way. As I pushed the cart I allowed my thoughts to dwell on her; nice ass, great tits, and the clean freshly scrubbed look of the girl next door except that she was no girl - about thirty-five I would guess. I turned down another aisle and there she was.
"Aha" she cried. "The truth is out. You are following me, not the other way round. Truth now! You are one of those dirty old men who haunt malls and shopping centers to take advantage of sweet young girls."
I chuckled and said, "There is some truth to that, but not a lot. The truth is that I come in here and see all you lovely ladies and I wish I was twenty years younger and that just depresses the hell out of me."
She looked at my hand and said, "What about your wife?"
"Well" I replied, "I spend a lot of time wishing she was twenty years younger too." At that, the woman gave out a belly laugh that could be heard all over the store. I went left and she went right.
Five minutes later I was ready to check out so I headed for the checkout counters; there was only one light on and I headed for it and there she was.
"This man has been following me all through the store" she told the cashier, "I don't know if I should be alarmed or flattered."
I smiled at her and said, "Probably a little bit of both. But I'll tell you what I'm going to do. I'll give you a head start out of the parking lot so I won't be tempted to follow you home."
"Damn" she said, "Just my luck! I go trolling and he gets away."
She paid and left, my stuff was rung up, I wrote a check, and when I got out to the parking lot she was nowhere in sight.
I stopped at the Conoco and filled my tank and then headed for home. When I pulled into my driveway a car I didn't recognize pulled in right behind me. Imagine my surprise when the woman from Wal-Mart got out of it.
She walked up to me and asked, "Is your wife home?" I shook my head no, "Is anyone else here?" Again I shook my head no and she said, "Good! Let's get inside before I change my mind." Once inside she asked, "Have you ever read Erica Jong?" I said that I hadn't, but that I'd heard of her. The woman said, "In one of her books she wrote that the greatest sexual thrill was what she called The Zipless Fuck. Its when two people who don't know each other come together, have no holds barred sex, and then part company never knowing each others names. It struck me while we were kibitzing in the store that this might be the only time in my life that I'll ever have a chance to see if she knew what she was talking about. Are you up to it?"
"Not really" I said, "To get up these days I have to take a pill."
"What kind of pill" she asked.
"Viagra honey. Since I turned sixty the old joy stick needs help."
"How long does it take?"
"About twenty minutes" I said.
She looked at her watch and then said, "Go take it. I've got until four-thirty before I have to go pick up my kids and get home to start dinner for my hubby."
I was shaking my head in amazement as I went and took the little blue pill, nothing like this had ever happened to me when I was young and vigorous. When I walked out of the kitchen I found her naked on the couch finger fucking herself. She noticed me watching and she said, "Well, I've got to do something while I wait for you."
"I can help you there," I said as I went to my knees in front of her.
She opened her legs wide and I stuck my tongue in her honey pot. I knew immediately that I'd been had. I looked up at her and she giggled, "Okay, so I've been bad. My husband fucked me just before I went to the store. I've always wanted to be eaten when I was full of cum and he would never do it. That's another reason why I wanted to try this Zipless Fuck thing. You will, won't you? Eat me, I mean?"
I pulled her off the couch and onto the floor and moved into position to do a sixty-nine and buried my face in her. As soon as my mouth touched her I felt her lips on my dick and the women had a magic mouth - she got me rock hard in only four or five minutes. She loved what I was doing to her with my mouth and she had an orgasm and as soon as the spasms subsided I pulled myself out of her mouth, swung around and mounted her. I don't know if its age or the Viagra, but once I get it up it stays rock hard for quite a while and it takes me forever to cum. I fucked her for a good twenty minutes before I let loose my load and the whole time she moaned, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, oh yes." I swung around and ate her again while she sucked my dick some more, and then I switched and we fucked for another twenty or so minutes before she finally cried out, "Enough. I've got to go get my kids. As she dressed she said, "Thank you. I don't think I'll ever forget this day."
She grabbed her handbag and was gone. We never exchanged names and I never saw her again. But I spend a lot of afternoons at Wal-Mart and who knows, I might just find someone else to follow through the store. What the hell, a guy can dream, can't he?
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My husband's side of the family thinks that I am a round heeled slut and I suppose that I am, but only because my husband and his brother made me one. No, that's not entirely true; Tom's bother made me a slut, Tom just didn't stop him.
Tom and I had been married a little over eight years. As far as marriages go I guessed that ours was a pretty good one. We had our ups and downs, but the ups always greatly outnumbered the downs and whatever the troubles we managed to work our way through them without any lasting damage to our relationship. As far as I know Tom didn't run around on me and I had never cheated on him. Our sex life was adequate, but the excitement had died down a little. Frequency was okay - three or four times a week - but the passion seemed gone. I suppose that it was because we had gotten used to each other and had started taking each other for granted which might have contributed to what happened, but the major cause was my husband's lack of backbone where his family was concerned.
Tom's brother Joe is an obnoxious asshole. When we were dating Tom took me to meet his family and I hadn't been in Joe's presence for five minutes before he started making crude sexual comments to me right in front of Tom and Joe's wife Shelly. Neither of them said a word about it, just looked away. When we left I asked Tom why he had let his brother get away with talking to me like that and he said, "Don't sweat it honey, that's just the way he is. You just have to ignore him."
Well, I have been trying to ignore Joe for eight years, but it is hard to ignore someone when you are forced to be around them. Weddings, funeral, birthday and anniversary parties, Thanksgiving and Christmas are all family affairs and as soon as Tom and I arrive Joe starts in on me.
"Damn Karen, your tits seem to be bigger every time I see you. You gotta show them to me one of these days." "Karen baby, it's about time you brought that sexy body here for us to look at."" "Hey, here she is guys, the sexiest woman in the family. Wouldn't you just love to do her once?"
It went on like that for eight years and every time I would ask Tom to do something about it he would just shrug his shoulders and tell me that I should just accept it as a personality quirk. "He doesn't mean anything honey, it is just his way of complimenting you."
"Well I don't want compliments like that. I find them sexist and demeaning and I'm totally fed up with it. I'll give you one more chance to straighten him out and stop him from embarrassing me. If you don't do it I'm going to start doing some embarrassing of my own."
I even made several attempts to talk to Shelly about it and pretty much got the same response from her as I got from Tom.
Two weeks after I gave Tom the 'do something or else' ultimatum we went to Joe and Shelly's for Shelly's birthday party. At first I thought that Tom had taken my ultimatum to heart and had talked to Joe because Joe didn't greet me with one of his sexist remarks. I relaxed and for the first time in ages I was actually enjoying myself at a family party. Two hours into the party it became apparent that Tom either hadn't talked to Joe or he hadn't been forceful enough. I was drinking beer and I had the bottle up to my mouth and I was taking a long pull on it when Joe said, "Whoa, look at that. Would that mouth do a job on a cock or what?"
I looked over at Tom and he looked away and pretended that he didn't hear or see anything. Okay I thought, I warned you. I put the beer bottle down and looked Joe right in the eye, "I suck great cock baby. Would you like to find out first hand?"
Joe looked at me with a shocked look on his face and then he looked over at Tom who was standing there talking with Shelly.
"Don't bother looking at them and don't worry about them saying anything. Both of them have had eight years to say something and they have kept their mouths shut so obviously they don't care one way or the other. You want me to do it here in front of every one or have you a quiet place we can go to be alone?"
Joe just stood there with his mouth hanging open and inside I was laughing my ass off because everyone in the room was looking at Mr. BigMouth just standing there looking stupid. Then I decided to take it a little farther. I grabbed him by the hand and pulled him behind me into his den which was just off the dining room and I closed the door behind us. Joe was still stunned by what was happening and he just stood there as my fingers found his zipper and pulled it down. It was at that point that I expected Tom to come storming into the room and put a stop to things and then I would go back to the party and laughingly tell everybody that Tom had kept me from having anything to do with Joe's teeny-tiny little weenie.
But Tom didn't come through the door.
Okay then, I'd go to plan B. I'd fish Joe's cock out of his pants and then run from the room and tell everybody that Joe had a little itty-bitty dick. Then everything changed - I got my hand on Joe's cock. Even without seeing it I knew that something was wrong. It wasn't even hard and it was still a handful. I felt it twitch as I pulled it out and when I looked down at it I got the surprise of my life. In it's flaccid state it was twice the size of my husband's cock when he was hard. Joe's cock grew in my hand and I couldn't take my eyes off of it as it extended. My fingers were all the way around it when I reached into his pants and took hold of it, but as it grew it pushed my fingers apart and when it stopped growing my hand would only go halfway around it.
I was so fascinated by what I was watching that I didn't notice that Joe was no longer in a stunned or shocked condition. I didn't notice when he put his hands on my shoulders and pushed me down and it wasn't until I was at eye level with the slit in the end of Joe's cock that it suddenly occurred to me that my plan for shaming Joe had gone terribly wrong. I tried to stand up, but Joe held me down.
"Oh no baby, you invited me in here, you got me started and now you have to follow through."
With one hand pushing down on my shoulder he grabbed the back of my head with the other and pulled my head to him as he pushed his hips forward. When I opened my mouth to say, "Stop it Joe" his cock forced it's way past my lips. I could barely get my mouth around it and Joe held my head and fucked my mouth for about a minute and then he pulled out and laughed, "You aren't that great a cocksucker, but I'm willing to bet you are a great piece of ass."
He picked me up and carried me over to his desk and sat me down on it and then pushed me down on my back. He lifted my skirt to my waist and then ripped my panties off of me - just grabbed them and ripped them off. He took an ankle in each hand, forced my legs apart and then moved in between them. I had been struggling to get away from him and he was laughing at me.
"It isn't nice to tease Joey and I'm going to show you why."
He pushed the head of his cock at my opening and started humping and little by little his cock moved into me. I groaned and he looked down at me and chuckled.
"You behave yourself baby and just lie there and don't fight it and I'll do something to make it easier. Otherwise I'll just force it in a little at a time and make you feel the pain and discomfort."
I looked up at him and didn't say a word and after a few seconds he reached down and opened a desk drawer and took out a bottle of KY Lotion. He pulled out of me and I watched as he lubed himself up and thought that there was no way in hell that he could get all of his cock in me, but at the same time I found myself wanting to know if I could take it all. It wasn't a rational thought on my part - I hadn't really intended for what was about to happen to occur - but several things were going on in my mind at the same time: 1. I'd never had a cock that large, Hell, I didn't even know that there could be cocks that large. 2. My husband didn't even care enough about me to come charging in and put an end to what was happening. 3. Shelly apparently didn't care about what her husband and I were doing in the room. 4. Refer back to #2 - I was pissed at the gutless bastard. 5. Refer to # 2 and #4 - I'd show that miserable asshole!
When Joe had lubed himself up as much as he thought he needed he put the head of his cock against my pussy and parted my pussy lips.
"Grab your knees and pull them back as far as you can."
I did what he said and he began feeding his cock into me with short little strokes and every stroke put just a little bit more of him into me.
I didn't want it to happen, I really, really didn't, but as inch after inch of that monster moved into me I became more and more turned on. He was touching me in places that I didn't even know I had. Moans of discomfort changed into moans of pleasure and finally I felt Joe's pubic bone hit mine. I had done it! I had taken all of him. For some unknown reason I felt proud of myself and I must have smiled because Joe said, "That's right baby, you got it all, and now I'm going to make sure that you will want to take it all again and again and again. I'm going to make you my bitch baby, I'm going to turn you into my personal whore."
He slowly started fucking me. He started with long slow strokes and kept at it until I began moaning at the pleasure of it, "Yes, oh yes, ooh yes" and Joe laughed and said, "That's it baby, sing to me, tell me that you want my cock. Do you want my cock baby?"
I didn't answer and he stopped in mid-stroke. "Do you want my cock?" I still didn't say anything so he said, "Okay, I'll take it away" and he started to pull out of me.
"No, don't" I cried as I wrapped my legs around him and grabbed his ass with my hands, "Leave it in, leave it in, yes I want your cock, please leave it in."
"That's what I wanted to hear baby, you are mine now. Tommy can see to feeding you and keeping a roof over your head, but your pussy belongs to me now."
He started fucking me faster and harder and my body went crazy as he touched places that had never been touched before. I wasn't a virgin when I met Tom. I'd had several lovers and once I'd even let a boyfriend and two of his buddies do me after a drunken party, but I had never been fucked like Joe fucked me. I screamed and I begged and I had orgasm after orgasm and all the time he looked down at me and smiled and told me how much he was going to be fucking me from then on.
I had fully expected that Tom would follow me into the den when I led Joe into it so I hadn't locked the door behind us. While I was lying on the desk begging Joe for his cock the door had opened and someone had come in. I didn't know it until Joe slowed down on his strokes. In a panic because I thought he was going to pull out and leave me and I lifted my head and saw that Tom's cousins Paul and Steve and his Uncle Ralph were standing there watching us. Confused I looked up at Joe and he chuckled and said, "Don't worry about them sweetie, they don't get you until I'm done. You do want me to keep going don't you?"
In my fevered mind all I wanted was that monster cock plowing into me and his comment "they don't get you" sailed right over my head. I had my hands on Joe's ass and I was trying to pull him to me.
"Look at the slut guys, she just can't get enough. Okay sweetie, let's finish you off" and he began to pound hard into me. After about a minute or so he said, "Get ready baby, here it comes" and I suddenly felt like a water hose was filling me. The thought of another man's sperm flooding my married pussy sent me over the edge and I had my fourth orgasm since Joe started feeding me his cock. As I lay there trying to catch my breath I became aware that Joe was still in me and that even soft he filled me more that Tom did when he was hard. When Joe began to pull out of me I reached up to try and hold him to me, but he pushed my hands away and said, "Okay sweetie, I'll give you more, but you will have to get me hard again." He moved so that his cock was at my mouth. "Go ahead sweetie, work on it, get me up again."
I didn't hesitate; I reached out and took his cock in my hand and guided it to my mouth. Soft I could accommodate him and I licked and sucked him to the best of my ability - I wanted him hard and in me again. In concentrating on Joe I forgot about the other three in the room and it wasn't until I felt hands on my legs and a cock enter me that I remembered them. I jerked my head away from Joe and looked to see Uncle Ralph grinning at me.
"I've wanted to do this since the day Tom introduced us."
I tried to pull away from him, "No, no, you can't do this. Make him stop Joe, make him stop."
Joe laughed at me, "Don't be telling him he can't sweetie, he already is. Besides, I don't want him to stop sweetie; I want him to keep your cunt hot while you get me hard. Come on sweetie, stop talking and get your mouth back on my dick."
I lost all track of time as the four men took turns fucking me. Finally Joe said, "That's enough for now guys, we've been away from Shelly's party too long and we need to get back. We'll have plenty more opportunity to fuck the little whore from now on."
"Oh my God" I cried, "Shelly!' How am I ever going to be able to face her after this."
"You don't need to sweat Shelly sweetie, she's as much a slave to this cock as you are going to be and she knows better than to piss me off. She gets me mad and I make her go without for a while. If she knows I want more of you she will do whatever I want to see that I get you. You can look forward to a lot of invites for coffee sweetie and I'll be here to make sure that you get cream. No sweetie, Shelly isn't your problem; your problem is Tom and how you handle that is up to you. Here's the deal sweetie. I take lunch from eleven-thirty till one. I'll be at your front door by eleven thirty-five and I expect you to meet me at the door naked except for your slutiest high heels. If you don't answer the door as soon as I knock and in the manner I just told you I turn and leave and you never get to see this cock again. Understood?"
I was still thinking about how I was going to be able to face Tom and I didn't answer right away and Joe said sharply, "I asked you if you understood?"
"Yes Joe."
"Good" and he turned to leave, but he stopped when he reached the door and turned back to me, "Oh, by the way, staying on my good side and keeping me happy means that you need to keep Ralph, Paulie and Steve happy too" and then he laughed, "And maybe one or two others" and then he opened the door and left the room. I turned and looked at Paul, Steve and Ralph and they were giving me big grins.
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It happened so damn fast that I didn't even have time to do a thing. One minute I was watching TV and the next I was pushed against the wall and had five guys threatening to break both my legs.
I was watching Monday Night Football when the doorbell rang. I hollered for Maggie to get it, but she must not have heard me. It rang twice more and then I got up to answer it, and then - boom - I was against the wall. I was surprised, sure, but I knew what it was all about as soon as I saw Mike walk in. Attracted by all the commotion Maggie came into the room and I damn near died of embarrassment; no makeup, her hair in curlers, wearing a ragged flannel nightgown and fuzzy pink slippers. To top things off you could tell she was at least four months pregnant.
"What's going on here?' she asked.
Before I could say anything Mike said, "I'm here to collect a debt" and then he turned to me and said, "And if I don't get what I came here for I'm going to break both of your legs."
"Hey Mike," I said, "I told you I'd pay you as soon as I get that 289 rebuilt and sell it."
He snorted, "You been telling me that story for over six months now and I'm not going to wait any longer. You got the money?"
I shook my head no.
He said, "That's too bad. Louie, go get the baseball bat!"
As Louie left the room Maggie asked in a frightened voice, "What are you going to do?"
Mike told her that he was going to break both of my legs and, "make an example of this limp dick you married. When everyone sees him hobbling around on crutches with a cast on each leg I don't figure anyone else will welch on their bets."
Maggie asked how much I owed and Mike told her. "You got the money to bail him out?' and when Maggie said no Mike said, "Too bad. I don't like doing what I got to do, its just business, you know?"
Louie came in carrying an aluminum baseball bat and Maggie freaked, "You can't do that. If you break his legs he won't be able to work and we got another kid on the way. We need his paycheck. Please don't hurt him."
I saw an evil look come over Mike's face and he said, "You want to pay his debt?"
Maggie said, "I already told you I don't have any money."
Mike leered at her and said, "Who said anything about money? You give me one of those great blowjobs you used to give me and I'll call things even." Maggie turned red and I shouted "No!" and tried to break loose from the guys holding me against the wall. Mike said, "Gag him and tie him to one of those dining room chairs. While the guys were tying me down Mike was saying, "Come on Maggie. What's a little sex among friends? I remember when you use to beg to fuck you. And you did it for nothing. This time you'll be getting something for it."
I need to give a little background here. Maggie used to be the town punchboard before I married her. I don't think there was a male in town between the ages of fifteen and fifty that hadn't dipped their wick in Maggie's puddle. Why had I married her? Because she got pregnant and told her folks it was mine. Her folks went to my folks and the next thing I knew I was the guest of honor at a shotgun wedding. Surprisingly enough, the marriage was a good one, not that the first six months weren't rough on Maggie. But that was my fault, not hers. She worked hard at being a good wife and making me a home, but I was bitter at having to marry and support the slut that everyone in town had been fucking. Supporting some other asshole's bastard was not what I had planned to do with my life. With as many cocks as she'd had I'll never know how Maggie knew that I was the father, but when little Roy popped out with a full head of red hair like mine and the same big honker of a nose that me, my dad and granddad sported in the middle of our faces, there was no doubt about who the father was. And Maggie was a changed person. Oh, the guys still came sniffing around and tried to hustle her, but she remained true to me and the two of us eventually came together and ended up falling in love.
And now here was Mike trying to drag her back down to what she used to be. "It ain't being unfaithful, not when he knows. He can even watch. How about it? You going to save your old man some pain?"
Maggie had her head hung down and she whispered, "I can't. I'm not that way anymore."
"Pity" said Mike, "Louie, hand me that bat." He walked over toward me, got a good grip on the bat and just as he started his back swing Maggie shouted, "Stop! Don't do it. I'll do what you want, just don't hurt him."
Mike tossed the bat aside and said, "Good girl. The man doesn't appreciate what he's got in you."
They lifted me up and carried me into the living room so I'd be forced to watch. Mike peeled Maggie's nightgown off her and stepped back to look. "I swear, nothing looks sexier than a pregnant lady. Even with those curlers in your hair you are one sexy broad, but them pink slippers have to go. One of you guys find their bedroom and see if you can find me some sexy high heels, something that will counter balance them curlers."
Louie took off and was back a minute later with a pair of black patent leather high heels; the kind they call "fuck me" heels. Mike had Maggie kick off the slippers and put on the high heels, "Much better," he said, "Now come on over here and lets see if you remember how to do it." He took off his pants and sat down in the chair and gave his cock a couple of strokes. Maggie glanced at me and turned to Mike and went to her knees. "Not fast girl," Mike said, "Make it last, go slow."
For five minutes I was forced to watch as my wife gave Mike a slow, leisurely blowjob. Finally Mike said, "Enough. Time to give you what we both want" and he picked her up and carried her over to the couch. Spreading her legs he moved between them and slid his cock into her. Maggie's position was such that she was looking right into my eyes when Mike sank into her and when she saw me watching she turned her head away and closed her eyes. At first I thought Maggie would just lay there and let Mike get his rocks off, but only minutes into the session Maggie started moaning and her hands came up and grabbed Mike's ass cheeks and she pulled him to her. Her legs came up and locked behind him and then she was fucking him back and her low moans became pleas for him to fuck her harder and the guys went wild. They shouted raunchy encouragement as both Mike and Maggie fought for their climaxes and near as I could tell they both came at the same time. Mike withdrew from Maggie saying, "That was better than anything you gave me before girl. Your old man can owe me money any time he wants to as long as you pay the bill." As he got up from the couch he saw Louie dropping his pants, "What's this then?" Mike asked.
Louie said, "You promised us ten percent for helping you and since you didn't get any money I want my ten percent out of her."
The other guys all joined in and said they wanted some of Maggie too. Mike looked over at me, straining at the ropes and trying to bite through my gag and he said, "All right, but we take her into the bedroom. I won't feel right about making him watch his wife being gangbanged." He took Maggie by the hand and led her from the room.
For the next two hours I listened to the sounds coming from the bedroom; the ribald and raunchy comments from the guys and Maggie begging them to fuck her, cum in her, and fuck her harder. Finally it was over and the five of them filed out without looking in my direction. They were gone a good five minutes before Maggie came out of the bedroom. She had definitely been worked over. There were hickeys all over her body and traces of cum all over her face and tits. Her bush was thickly matted with cum and cum was running out of her pussy and trickling down the inside of her thighs. For several minutes she leaned on the doorframe and looked at me and then she finally came over and knelt in front of me and laid her head in my lap. "I'm sorry. I wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of responding, but I lost it. I don't know what came over me - I just lost it." And then she noticed that her cheek was resting on something hard and she looked up at me in disbelief, "It turned you on? My being a slutty whore turned you on?" She opened my pants and pulled my erection out and looked at it, "You got turned on watching Mike fuck me? Well, I hate to admit it, but I got turned on by all those cocks, and who knows, now that I know what it does to you I may have to do it again." She smiled at me, "I think I'll take care of this before I untie you" and she bent over and took my cock in her hot mouth.
As Maggie worked her magic on my cock I thought about how the night had gone, almost perfectly I'd have to say. Last week we did it to Mike's wife and next week we were going to do it to Louie's. I was wondering how long we should wait before coming back to Maggie. They way she was talking, a couple of weeks might be too long to wait.
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Joe walked out of the den and returned to Shelly's party and the other three men followed him a minute later. That left me standing in Joe's den wondering how I was going to be able to go back to the party and face the people who no doubt knew what had gone on. Most of Tom's family were at the party and for the last eight years they had all seen me as Tom's loving wife. And just how in the hell was I going to face my husband.
I couldn't. I couldn't do either; I couldn't face Tom and I couldn't face his family. What had started out as an attempt to embarrass Joe to the point where he would leave me alone - stop sexually harassing me - had gone terribly wrong. I had not only not embarrassed him, but I had allowed Joe to turn me into a whore. What was worse was that he made me like it. It was over and he was gone, but I couldn't say to myself, "Okay, you screwed up, put it behind you and get on with your life." I couldn't do that because I knew that Joe would be at my front door the next day at eleven thirty-five and I knew that I would be waiting for him just like he said he wanted me - in my slutty high heels and with a wet and eager pussy.
I don't know how long I sat there in Joe's den - it must have been hours - before the door opened and Shelly came in. She stood looking at me for several moments and then she said, "You can come out now, they are all gone."
"Tom?"
"He left when you came in here with Joe."
"Did he say anything?"
"No, he just looked around the room with shame on his face and then he left."
"Oh God, what am I going to do?"
"Go home and pretend that nothing happened. He was already gone when everyone else here heard your first scream of pleasure. If you don't tell him I doubt that anyone else who was here tonight will. No honey, what you are going to have to work hardest at is not letting him find out about what happens from now on."
"What do you mean?"
"Joe is going to use you from now on if you let him and if the noises that were coming out of this room tonight are any indication you most definitely will."
"You seem to be taking this calmly."
"I don't have a choice sweetie. I am as addicted to that cock as you are going to be. I learned a long time ago that I do what Joe says or he cuts me off. Come on sweetie, I'll drive you home."
The ride home was made in silence and as I was getting out of the car Shelly wished me good luck. The house was dark when I came in, but I heard the tinkle of ice cubes in a glass coming from the living room and I headed that way. Tom was sitting on the couch in the dark and drinking. Hoping against hope that Shelly knew what she was talking about I sat down in the chair across from Tom and said, "Thanks for everything Tom. Thanks for not having the guts to come after me when I went into Joe's den and thanks for abandoning me and running home."
I stood up to leave the room and Tom said, "What you did was totally uncalled for. You embarrassed me in front of my entire family."
"Bullshit! Your brother has been embarrassing me for eight fucking years now and I have begged you to do something about it, but you never would. I told you a month ago I'd give you one more chance to have a talk with him, but you are a gutless wienie where he is concerned and you didn't do shit. I told you if you didn't do it I was going to do some embarrassing of my own. You didn't do anything, as fucking usual, so I followed through on my threat. If you were embarrassed in front of your family it was your own damned fault. It is what you get for having no fucking backbone where Joe is concerned. Good night" and I left him sitting in the living room and went to bed.
In a way I felt bad for treating Tom that way. I loved Tom, I really did and I was sorry that I had cuckolded him with his brother. I hadn't planned on it, it had just happened and the fact was that it was going to happen again. I didn't want to lose my husband; he was kind, considerate and loving and I couldn't see me living without him. So, feeling that way, how could I look forward to seeing his brother the next day? I didn't know, I couldn't figure it out and I did not understand it.
I was lying there thinking those thoughts when Tom came in, undressed and got into bed with me. His hand moved to my breast, which was his signal that he wanted to make love. I rarely refused him, but I couldn't let him make love to me because I still had the love juices of Joe, Paul, Ralph and Steve in me. I was afraid that if I let Tom enter me he would know right away what had happened in Joe's den. I hadn't showered and cleaned myself before going to bed because that was something that I never did at night and that too might have told Tom something.
I pushed his hand away, "Not tonight Tom. I'm in no mood after the evening that I've just had" and I rolled away from him and pretended to go to sleep.
I was standing at the door at eleven-thirty naked except for high heels when the doorbell rang at eleven thirty-eight. Joe already had his cock out and was stroking it when I opened the door. He stepped in, pushed the door shut behind him and said, "On your knees sweetie and show him how happy you are to see him again."
That began the wildest afternoon of sex I had yet experienced. After fucking me for the third time Joe picked up the phone and called his office and told them he wouldn't be back in that day. The first time I had his cock in my mouth - that night in the den - I could barely get the head of it past my lips. By the time Joe left my house I was able to accommodate almost a third of his cock and Joe told me that I would be deep throating him by the end of the week. Joe fucked me five times that afternoon and I was amazed at his ability to get hard time after time. I absolutely loved the full feeling I had when he was in me and I was trying to pull him back down for another session when he laughed and said, "We'll do it again tomorrow sweetie, but I need to leave unless you want Tom to walk in on us."
I looked at the clock and saw that Tom would be home in less than a half-hour. When Joe left I staggered into the bathroom, showered and douched, quickly put fresh sheets on the bed, and then went downstairs to fix dinner for Tom. I hoped that he wouldn't want to make love that night because even though I had douched and gotten most of Joe's spend out of me he had stretched my pussy to the point I was sure Tom would notice.
The phone rang while we were eating dinner and Tom answered it and then handed me the phone. "It's for you. I think its Shelly.
"Hello?"
"Hi honey, its Shelly. I've got a problem that I'm hoping you can help me with. Can you come over for a couple of hours? Not you and Tom, just you."
"Hang on, I'll find out" and I turned to Tom, "Do you have anything planned for us for tonight?"
"No, why?"
"Shelly wants me to help her with something."
"Okay by me."
"Shelly? I can come over in about half an hour. I need to do my dinner dishes before I leave."
"Okay honey, but the sooner you can get here the better."
"Curious" I said as I hung up the phone.
"Why is that?"
"It's the first time she's ever called and asked me to come over."
It didn't occur to me until I was walking up their front walk that Shelly was doing what Joe had told her to do. She was getting me over so that Joe could fuck me some more. I rang the bell and was greeted by Joe, "Glad you could make it sweetie. Shelly's in the back bedroom waiting for you."
I walked into the bedroom and what I saw froze me in my tracks. Shelly was on the bed naked and she had three men with her. Not only that, but there were four more naked men in the room watching the four people on the bed. Joe came up behind me and cupped my breasts in his hands and poked his hard cock against my ass.
"That's the problem she needs help with sweetie, she ain't got enough holes."
I tried to back up and leave, but Joe held onto me.
"You aren't going anywhere sweetie. I've been bragging to these guys what good pussy you are and you have to stay and prove to them I'm not a liar."
I struggled to pull away from him, "No Joe, no. Let me go. I can't do this. I love my husband and I can't do this to him."
"Sure you can sweetie. You can love him all you want when you are home with him, but right now you are here and these guys want a taste of you. Come on guys, let's get her clothes off of her."
Four sets of hands grabbed me and started stripping me. I kept trying to pull loose and one of the men said, "Hey Joe, if she isn't willing I'm not sure that I want in on this."
"Don't sweat it. As soon as she feels my cock in her she'll settle down."
He was right of course. They got me stripped and carried me to the bed and set me down beside Shelly. Joe mounted me and five strokes later I was begging him to never stop fucking me.
When the last man had dressed and gone I had been fucked fourteen times. I'd swallowed the cum of six men and I had my first anal ever and found out that I liked it. At one point in the evening Shelly and I had been mirror images of each other as side by side we each had three men in us. I hadn't wanted the night to end - I wanted to stay there and fuck forever - but the night did end and I faced up to the fact that I was going home to my husband as a well fucked whore. Shelly loaned me what I needed to take a shower and douche myself and go home to Tom fairly clean, but if Tom wanted sex I was busted. There was no way he wouldn't know that my pussy had been well used. How did I know? Because when I pushed the nozzle of Shelly's douche bag into my pussy I didn't even feel it. Before I left to go home Joe told me that he would see me the next day during his lunch hour. Driving home I thought a lot about what had happened and what was happening to me and the only thing I was certain of when I got home was that I didn't know how to stop it and I wasn't sure I would even if I could. Luckily, Tom was in bed asleep when I got home.
The next day, clad only in high heels, I waited at the front door for Joe's arrival. The doorbell rang and I opened the door and wasn't the least bit surprised when I saw two men I didn't recognize standing there with Joe. I just turned and headed for the bedroom. It was five hours of intense, almost non-stop sex and more than one time I had all three of them in me at once. Joe left at the end of his lunch hour, but the other two stayed until almost four before dressing and leaving me sprawled out on the bed.
I lay there staring up at the ceiling and in my minds eye I could see my life going to hell in a hand basket. In the last three days fourteen different men had pushed their seed into my body and I couldn't stop them. I wanted Joe's cock and I had to take the others to get it. I loved my husband and didn't want to lose him, but how could I keep on doing what I was doing and keep him from finding out? I would be safe that night. It was Tom's bowling night and he never made love to me when he got home because it was late and I was always asleep. But the following day he would want me for sure. The last time we had made love was the night before Shelly's party and we had never, ever, gone more than three days without having each other. Would my stretched pussy tighten up in time? Would Joe stay away long enough to let it? I got off the bed and went and showered and douched and then went down to the kitchen to fix Tom his supper.
Tom hadn't been gone five minutes when the doorbell rang and I answered it to find Paul and Ralph standing there.
"We waited at the end of the street until we saw him leave"
"What do you want?"
"You know what we want."
"I'm sorry. What happened the other night was a big mistake and I don't intend to repeat it."
Ralph laughed and said, "You want me to call Joe? I remember him telling you that to keep him happy you needed to keep Paulie and me happy. Have you forgotten that?"
I stood there looking at thew two of them with disgust on my face and Ralph said, "Paulie, give me your cell phone." Paul reached into his jacket pocket and brought out a phone, handed it to Ralph and said, "Joe's number is 555-1234" and Ralph started pushing the buttons. I knew I was beat and I stepped aside and let them in. The two of them fucked me until an hour before Tom was due home, and yes, the newfound slut in me surfaced and at one point I asked Ralph to take me in my ass while Paul fucked my pussy. When they left they said they would see me again soon and I surprised myself by saying, "Hurry back" and meaning it.
The next morning after I got Tom off to work I called Shelly and got Joe's number at work. I called him and told him that I had a doctor's appointment at eleven and an appointment to see the dentist at one and that I wouldn't be home. I heard him laugh, "What's the matter sweetie, getting tired of me all ready?"
"No Joe, not at all, but these appointments were made weeks ago."
"Well, all right. Maybe I'll have Shelly call you tonight and ask you to come over and help her do something."
"No Joe. I need to spend some quality time with Tom tonight."
I had Tom's favorite meal on the table when he got home that night. We opened a bottle of wine and spent a quiet evening together and when we went to bed I had my fingers crossed that I would be tight enough for my husband. I gave Tom a slow and sensuous blow job and then I rolled onto my back and pulled him on top of me. I'm ashamed to say it, but I barely felt him enter me. I locked my legs around him and then grabbed his shoulders and hung onto him while moaning, "That's it baby, make love to me."
Tom made cruel little laugh and said, "Make love? You don't make love to whores, you just fuck them!"
Just that fast my world shattered. He knew - my husband knew - that I had been another man's whore. All I could do was hang onto him, try to satisfy him, and then try and find some way to work things out between us.
Tom had never made love to me like that before. He wasn't gentle, or tender, he fucked me like a mad animal. He slammed into me almost brutally until he came and then he got off me and grabbed a handful of my hair and jerked my head down to his cock.
"Suck it bitch! Get it hard again."
I cried out, "Tom, you're hurting me," but I didn't get all the words out before he rammed his cock into my mouth. He held the back of my head with both hands and brutally fucked my face.
"Were you really stupid enough to think that I wouldn't know that you are fucking my brother? You think that after spending eight years in your worthless cunt that I wouldn't notice when it stopped being tight?"
His hands were in my hair and he was pulling my face at his cock and the hair pulling was causing tears to run down my cheeks. His cock was forced deep into the back of my mouth and he was choking me. I felt his cock start to get hard again and it blocked my throat. I had trouble breathing and I panicked and started beating on Tom's legs with my fists. He laughed.
"Suffer you miserable bitch, suffer."
Then, suddenly, he pulled his cock out of my mouth and shoved me face down on the bed. I was crying and begging him to leave me alone when he pulled me up onto my knees and drove his cock in my asshole. I screamed in pain and it was only because I'd had so many other cocks in my ass over the last two days that Tom didn't do any real damage. I was crying and pleading with him to leave me alone and he was laughing and telling me to, "Suffer you worthless whore, just suffer."
Then it was over. I felt his cock spurt in my ass and he pulled out of me and pushed me face down onto the bed. "Fucking whore" I heard him mutter as he got off the bed and left the room.
I don't know how long I lay there and cried before I finally fell asleep. When I woke up in the morning I was alone in bed. I got up, took a shower and then went downstairs to face the music, but Tom wasn't there. I checked and found that his car was gone. When he didn't come home that night I called his office the next day, but his secretary wouldn't put me through to him. Another two days went by without me hearing from him so I drove down to his office building, but security wouldn't let me get any farther into the building than the lobby. When I had security call his office they were told to escort me off the property.
It has been two weeks now and I haven't heard a word from Tom. I've heard from Joe, Ralph, Paul, Steve and several others, but not Tom. So here I sit between a rock and a hard place. I miss and want Joe's cock, but I also miss and want Tom. If I give in to Joe's phone calls and go see him I risk not being here if Tom comes home. If I give into Joe's phone calls and have him over here to the house I risk him being here if Tom comes home. On the other hand I can sit here and behave myself and wait for Tom to come home which is something that he may never do.
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Mavis and I had been married over ten years and while we loved each other our marriage had become stale, at least in the sex department. We still made love, but it was routine - twice a week, usually on Tuesday and Friday, and only rarely more than one time. I did always manage to get her to cum, but somehow or other the spark had gone out. One day Mavis said to me:
"What's the matter baby, don't you find me attractive anymore?" and I assured her that I did.
"Then why aren't we making love more often?" I told her that I didn't know and she told me about an article that she'd read in Cosmopolitan or one of those magazines that told how to rekindle sexual desire in a marriage.
"Would you be interested in trying something like that."
I told her that I would. We spent the next four months trying out different things and it did put more spice in our marriage, but it wasn't until we started role playing that things got really hot.
We had been role playing for about a month and it had been a real turn on. One day, just about quitting time I got a phone call from Mavis. As soon as she was sure she had me on the phone she said, "Police Department? This is Mavis Jones at 1234 Smith Road and I've just been robbed and raped. Can you send an officer to investigate?" I smiled and said, "I'll send some one right away." When I got home I rang the doorbell and Mavis answered it in her black neglig‚e. "
Mrs. Jones? I'm Officer Bill here to investigate the robbery, and did I hear my sergeant right, a rape?"
"Yes. When I couldn't give him any money he got angry and he pushed me down and then he..he he forced me to..to..to..Oh it was just so horrible."
"Well Mrs. Jones I know that this will be hard on you, but if we are going to catch this guy I'm going to have to ask you some questions. I know it may sound like I'm prying into some personal things but every little scrap of information that I can get will help us. Please tell me in your own words what happened. Start at the beginning and tell me everything."
"I came home from work and I had stopped at the store. As I was putting the groceries away I heard a noise from the bedroom and I went to look and I found a man going through my things. I was shocked and I screamed and turned to run, but he caught me in the hallway. He said Where's your money bitch and I told him that I didn't have any, that I'd just spent all I had at the store and that I wouldn't have any more until my next pay day. He got angry and said Don't you lie to me you fucking slut. I know you got money and I want it. I told him again that I didn't and that he could look in my purse in the kitchen. He drug me out there with him and dumped my purse on the floor and when I didn't have any money he grabbed my arm so hard that it hurt and then he drug me into the bedroom. I'm not leaving empty handed he said and then he pulled his thing out and told me to take it in my mouth. I turned my head away, but he wrapped his hand in my hair and twisted and I screamed. As soon as my mouth opened up he stuck his thing in there and then he held my head with both hands and he used me."
"Excuse me Mrs. Jones, but what do you mean when you say he used you?"
"You know, like if it was my husband and he was making love to me down there, you know?"
"No I don't know Mrs. Jones. We are both grown ups here and this will go a whole lot faster if we skip the cute euphemisms and just use everyday language. The longer it takes us to do this the farther away the man who did this gets."
"He.. he.. he was fucking my face with his cock. He held me by my ears and forced his cock as deep in my throat as he could get it. It was a pretty big cock and I was afraid that he would choke me to death if I didn't at least try to accommodate him. I relaxed my throat and started breathing through my nose and just tried to be calm until he would let me go. He fucked my mouth for about two minutes and then he said here it comes bitch and I felt his seed hit the back of my throat. He had a lot of cum in him and I was trying to swallow it all to keep from choking and the movements I made doing that seemed to excite him. He kept pumping until he was dry but he never went down. He pulled out of my mouth and said, "not bad bitch." I could tell you liked it and guess what, he likes you and he put my hand on his hard dick. Stroke it you fucking cunt. Keep him happy while I strip your clothes off. He ripped my clothes off and then he drug me into the bedroom and pushed me face down on the bed and then he pushed my legs apart and put his cock against my pussy and pushed. There was no foreplay or anything to help me get lubed and all I could do was lie there as he pushed that huge cock into me.
" He fucked me for what seemed like hours and as my body got used to him I got some moisture down there and he began to slide in deeper and then I could feel his balls slapping my ass and I knew he was all the way in. He fucked me for several more minutes and then I felt him explode in me as he shot me full of his cum. He pulled out of me and flipped me over and then he straddled my head. I knew what he wanted and I didn't want him to hurt me again so I sucked his cock until he was hard again and then he fucked me again. This time he fucked me for a good ten minutes and when he came for the third time I thought for sure he was through, but he flipped me over again and held me down with one strong hand while he tried to shove the big beauti, I mean that big huge cock in my ass. It hurt real bad going in, but after five or so minutes it really didn't hurt at all. He fucked my ass for at least ten minutes and I was screaming at him to fuck me ha.. I mean more gently because he was hurting me and then he came for the forth time and emptied himself in my ass. He pushed me forward on the bed and I laid there for a minute or two and when I looked around he was gone."
"Would you recognize him if you saw him again."
"Only if I got a look at the nice bi..I mean that nasty cock of his. He had on a mask and gloves and all I saw was that monster cock. I can tell you he was white but that's all."
"Mrs. Jones, I detect from some of the things you are saying here that you might have become an active participant in the later stages of the rape. Is that so?"
She started crying and I moved to comfort her.
"There, there Mrs. Jones. I don't mean that the way it sounds, but you have to be very careful in giving testimony that you don't give this scum bags attorney any thing to work with. I know and you know that you enjoyed most of it, but it was still forced upon you and that is the definition of rape - sex gotten by the use of force."
She was crying harder now and I pulled her to me and tried to comfort her. Suddenly I felt her hands on my cock and she stopped crying and looked up at me.
"Why Officer Bob, I do believe that taking my report has caused you to be come excited. I can't send you back to the station like that, it just wouldn't be professional and then she had my cock out and was sucking me and to hell with the role playing and I pushed her on her back and fucked her as hard as I ever had. I came hard in her and I held myself in her as my dick went soft and she looked up at me and said, "It turned you on, it really turned you on to think another man had just fucked me, didn't it?" What could I say? The thought of Mavis spread out on a bed with a strangers cock sliding into her hot pussy had made my cock extremely hard then and it was doing it again now. Mavis looked up at me in amazement as I grew back to life in her and slowly started fucking her again.
The next day when I came home Mavis was waiting for me in the kitchen. She was sitting at the table sipping a vodka martini and when she got up I saw she was wearing heels and hose. She handed me a drink and said, "Better take big sip because you're going to need it." She caught my questioning glance and said, "I've done a bad thing. I didn't want to do it, but I had no choice. The TV repairman just left. You didn't leave me any money or the checkbook. When he gave me the bill I couldn't pay it and he threatened to call the cops on me and have me charged with theft of services. I begged him not to call the cops and he finally told me that if I would do something for him he wouldn't call the cops and he would tear up the bill."
"What did he want?"
"He wanted to see me naked except for high heels and hose, and he wanted a blow job.
"What did you do?"
"Jesus, what do you think I did? I didn't want to go to jail. I sucked his cock and then he decided that he wanted to fuck me too and I had to let him. And even that wasn't enough. Then he wanted my ass too. The only good thing that happened was that he liked the way I sucked his cock and he gave me a coupon for a free service call." I pulled her off the kitchen chair and I pulled her into the bedroom and threw her on the bed.
"You fucking slut! You don't fool me for one minute. I know you have over a hundred dollars in the kitchen cookie jar. You fucked him because you wanted some strange cock in you, to feel some stranger shoot his cum in you. You are nothing but a fucking whore and I'm going to treat you like one. Get on your knees bitch. I'm going to pound your asshole until you beg me to stop."
Mavis didn't do that of course, but she did beg for me to fuck her harder. She had found the right button to push and she started pushing it as often as she could.
Over the next couple of weeks I came home to find that I had just missed the UPS guy, the paperboy, the cable guy and whomever else she could think of. Just the thought of her fucking some one else just before I got there was enough to turn me into a raging bull and led to many an evening when we never even left the bedroom to go downstairs for dinner. These little scenarios where turning Mavis on as much as they did me. When I hauled her to bed she was so hot and wet that I had no trouble bringing myself to believe that she had indeed just been fucked.
It was a Tuesday and I was sitting in my office wondering who my bride was going to fuck today; the boy who cut our grass or maybe the next door neighbor? I didn't know who the fantasy of the day would be, but there hadn't been one Monday and Mavis had never gone two days in a row without one since we started. The more I thought about it the hornier I got and a half hour before normal quitting time my hard on drug me out of the office, put me in my car and took me home. I pulled into my driveway just as a truck that said Reed's Appliance Repair pulled away from the curb.
I found Mavis in the kitchen making a pitcher of martinis. She looked at me and then over at the clock, "Home early? Trying to catch your slut wife fucking another guy? Well, you're just a couple of minutes too late. He just left. Because you are such a cheap bastard and won't leave me with any money to take care of household expenses I just had to fuck the appliance repairman for fixing our washing machine. When I threw her on the bed and pulled her clothes off of her I noticed that her pussy lips looked puffy and a little red, almost like she had really just been fucked. For a brief moment I thought of the repairman's truck I'd seen leaving. Had our little game put some other ideas into my pretty wife's head? And then I noticed the dildo and the bottle of KY on the nightstand. Mavis must have been just as horny for me to get home as I had been to get there. God was she wet when I slid into her. That KY felt just like cum and once again I fucked myself into exhaustion.
Three months went by and a least four times a week Mavis told me about being fucked by some one else and each time I virtually attacked her and fucked her until I couldn't get it up any more. There was the time she had a flat tire and fucked the man who had stopped and helped her change the spare. There was the blow job she had given to the boy at the grocery store; she had wanted to tip him for helping carry out the groceries but hadn't had any more money. There was the cop who had stopped her for speeding and who she had fucked on the back seat of our car in exchange for not writing her a ticket. It didn't matter to me who it was or what the reason was; all that mattered to me was the image of Mavis with her legs spread being fucked by some faceless, nameless guy.
It was a lazy spring day in April and I had a bad case of spring fever. The longer I stared out my office window the less I wanted to be there. About two o'clock I finally said to hell with it and I went home. There was a large truck in front of the house and I saw two men carrying in the living room furniture we'd just bought. Because the truck blocked the front of the house and the driveway I had to park about two doors down. Walking back to the house I smiled because I knew what tonight's story was going to be and I wondered if it would be about one or two men. None of her previous stories had ever been about two men, but I couldn't see her passing up this opportunity.
I didn't want to ruin it for her so I waited until the two men came out of the house and went into the back of the truck and then I slipped into the house and went straight to the downstairs den where I had my home office. I closed the door behind me and was turning on my PC to check my e-mail when I heard a voice say, "Hurry up you guys. She's hotter than a two dollar pistol. She just fucked me on the kitchen table and if you want some of her you got to hurry. We have to be out of here before her old man gets home from work."
The sudden realization that her stories might have been true had just the opposite effect on me than I what I would have expected. My dick went immediately to its full upright position and I was ready to storm into the kitchen and fuck Mavis on the same table where she had just been fucked. I cracked the door and watched as the three men went into the back of the truck. I could hear Mavis in the kitchen so I hurried up the steps, went down the hall to the bedroom and got in the closet. I hoped that if she were going to take them on it would be in the bedroom because that was the only place I would be able to see from. If she did them anywhere else all I would be able to do was listen. I was in luck. Half an hour later the four of them came into the bedroom and while the three men stripped Mavis went to the bedside table and got out her dildo and the bottle of KY jelly. One of the guys asked what they were for and Mavis said, "They're for my husband. If he gets home before I have a chance to douche he'll think I'm wet because I was using the toy on myself while waiting for him to get home."
The guy laughed, "I can't believe he'd fall for something like that. You do it often?"
Mavis gave him a wicked grin and said, "As often as I can sweetie. How about bringing that beautiful cock over her to Mavis."
For the next two hours I watched as Mavis sucked and fucked the furniture movers in ways that I didn't even know she knew; one at a time, two at once and all three at the same time, she did them all. Finally she told them that they had to hurry and finish because I would be home soon. They wanted to know if they could see her again, but she told them no, that she had loved it, but it was a one time only thing.
"I make it a policy never to do this with anyone more than once. Less chance of getting caught that way. But who knows, we might buy some more furniture one day and the luck of the draw might bring you back."
She started to walk them to the front t door but just then the phone rang. She told the guys to let themselves out and then she took the call on the bedside phone, "Hello? Hi lover. Yeah, they just left. Of course I did and you knew I would when I told you not to come over today. Yes. You know I love that big black cock of yours baby. Of course I want it. No, I can't. He'll be home in a few minutes and I need to be ready for him. No. No. No. I will not sneak out and meet you tonight! Hey, I already told you that I love your big cock, but I love my husband more. Get used to it baby, he comes first. Yes. Yes. No, he doesn't know that my stories are all true. No. No. Why would I want to do that? If I tell him he might not like it as much as he does when he thinks I'm making them up. He is happy thinking we are role playing and I don't want to risk losing him. Fine! Be that way, but if you change your mind I'll be home all day" and she slammed the phone down. "Arrogant black bastard" she muttered as she started straightening up the bedroom.
It had been my attention to wait until she went into the bathroom and then slip downstairs so I could "come home from work", but the phone call changed all that. I stepped out of the closet and saw both surprise and fear show on her face.
"I'm dying to hear more about this big black dick you love. You can tell me all about it while I'm fucking the asshole that those three just loosened up for me."
The surprise and fear changed to a smile and she said, "Whatever you want baby" and she got on her hands and knees. "No need to be gentle lover. Just fuck me like the slut I am." And I did.
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Mary and I had been married twenty years and like a lot of marriages of long duration ours had become somewhat complacent, at least as far as sex went. It had nothing to do with physical attraction; Mary was still a pleasure to look at, it was just that after twenty years sex had become boring - there was no excitement any more. Mary was great in bed when the mood hit her; it just didn't hit often enough. Even though she had a great body, with world class tits, she always hid herself in very conservative clothes and wore 'sensible' shoes. She did have a few pair of high heels that she called her "I'm in the mood to fuck" shoes, but she never wore them outside the bedroom. She had no interest or desire in ever trying anything new or exciting. She'd only had one man before we were married and as far as I knew I was the only other man she'd ever been with.
Once on a trip to Detroit on business I bought a couple of magazines to read at night in my hotel room. One was Penthouse Letters and for some reason that I was never able to fathom I got really turned on by reading the letters from men who liked watching there wives with other men. I tried to imagine Mary with another man, but I couldn't. However the more I read the more I thought about what a kick it would be to see her with someone. I knew my sweet conservative Mary would never do something like that, but I had a good imagination and that was enough.
Our sex life got a little less boring as I read every issue of PHL that I could find, imagined the letters were about Mary and then rushed home to fuck her while the image of another man between her legs was still with me. Mary is not stupid and she began to ask me what had gotten in to me lately. I just smiled and said I was rediscovering what a sexy woman she was. As an added bonus it seemed like the more I fucked Mary, the more she wanted to fuck.
I had a business trip to New York that was scheduled for the week of our twentieth anniversary and I asked her if she would like to go with me and she said yes. We checked into the hotel and when Mary unpacked her suitcase she found that I had slipped all three pair of her high heels in her bag. She gave me a strange look when I asked her to wear a pair to dinner. She looked at her shoes and then back at me and then went back to digging in her bag looking for a dress she could wear with them. Just before we left the hotel room I asked her to do me a favor and go without a bra. Again she gave me a strange look and then she took it off.
On the cab ride to the restaurant I slid my hand up her leg and she kept glancing nervously at the back of the cabbie's head, but she didn't stop me. As we walked into the restaurant I imagined that every male eye in the place was on her, and in fact many were. She didn't realize it, but the thin material of her dress brushing up against her nipples had hardened them and when the lighting was just right you could see them. I looked around the room and saw several men quickly glance away and I wondered how many of them would have fucked Mary if they could have. We were seated in a booth and after we had given our order we made small talk as I ran my hand up her leg and stroked her mound.
"Do me another favor?"
"What?"
"Go to the ladies room and take off your panties."
She gave me a long look and then got up and walked toward the rest rooms and I watched her full breasts sway under the thin fabric of her dress and I looked around and saw other male eyes looking at the same thing. When Mary came back and sat down I again ran my hand up her leg and this time I probed her opening with my fingers.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"Getting you hot enough to fuck" I replied.
She giggled, "Here? On the table?"
I chuckled and said "I'm game if you are, but as sexy as you look tonight half the guys in the room would line up behind me. Think you could handle them all?"
And my lovely, shy, conservative wife surprised the hell out of me, "I'd do it for you lover, but you have to promise to hold my hand while I do it."
I stared at her and she giggled, "What's the matter lover? Don't think I'm woman enough?"
This was a totally different Mary sitting across from me and I wondered if it was because we were in a strange city, or maybe something in the water.
"Before we take such a big step," I said, "Let's try a couple of smaller ones. Unbutton the top two buttons on your dress and lets give the waiter a good look at your tits."
She looked me right in the eye and slowly unbuttoned the top three buttons. If she moved to quick either one or both of them would fall out. We got the best service I've ever gotten in a restaurant; the waiter was constantly coming by to ask if everything was all right and one of the bus boys came by every few minutes to refill our water glasses. Mary would lean forward to pick up the glass and when she did both the bus boy and I were sure that her luscious 36C cup melons were going to fall out of her dress. The waiter was broken hearted when we left and we didn't see the bus boy. The poor kid was probably in the men's room whacking off.
As we walked out the front door of the restaurant Mary said, "Okay, that was one small step. What's the next one?"
No sir! Not my Mary at all.
"How far are you willing to go?" I asked.
"How far are you willing to take me?"
A dare if ever I heard one.
"Lets walk for a spell" I said and we headed in the direction of our motel. We had gone about two blocks when we saw a man walking toward us. I told Mary to drop her purse just before the man got to us, bend over to pick it up and let her tits fall all the way out of her dress. Now there was no way in hell that my Mary was going to do something like that, but this Mary did. The man was three feet from us and she dropped her purse, bent to pick it up and her beautiful tits fell out of the front of her dress. She gave him a good look at them and then covered up, "Oh I'm so embarrassed" and as he passed by shaking his head Mary stood up and said, "Another small step out of the way. What's next?"
I flagged down a taxi and as soon as we were settled into the back seat I ask Mary if she felt like sucking my cock. She didn't hesitate a milli-second. Her hands went to my fly and in seconds she had my dick in her mouth. I saw the cab driver watching in his rear view mirror and after about two minutes she said, "Is he watching?" I said yes. "Think he might want one too?"
I was caught flat-footed by that one and it took me a few moments to recover. "Ask him" I said.
"Oh no. I said I was willing to go as far as you are willing to take me. You ask him."
As I sat there not knowing what to do or say Mary brought me off and did something that she had never done in twenty years of marriage - she swallowed my cum. No, that's not right; she greedily gulped and sucked every drop out of me and when she was done she tucked me back in and gave it a little pat.
All right, I thought, here goes nothing, "Your turn Mac" I said to the back of the cab drivers head. He immediately went across three lanes of traffic with every horn in New York blaring at him and pulled into an alley. He climbed in the back seat with Mary and she didn't even look in my direction before going down on him. I spent most of my time watching Mary's head bob up and down in the cabbie's lap, but I did notice that the ungrateful bastard had left the meter running. It took Mary almost five minutes to get the driver off and when she did she swallowed everything he had too. When he dropped us off at the hotel he said, "No need to tip me man. She already done that" and he handed her his card.
"Call me when you need a cab and I'll see that you get the best service in the city."
As he pulled away from the curb Mary said, "What's next?"
I thought for a minute and then said, "It's too late to go back to the restaurant and do the table deal. Let's see what the hotel bar has to offer."
We took a table in the back and I looked around the room. There was a small combo playing "sixties" music and several couples out on the dance floor, but what I was looking for was men. Specifically men without dates. There were half a dozen. I told Mary that I was going up to the room for a bit.
"See what you can do on your own."
She smiled and said "Don't be surprised if I'm on the table when you get back."
I left the room shaking my head. Two and a half hours ago I had left my hotel room with a shy, conservative wife who had done absolutely nothing inventive in the sex department in the twenty years we had been married. And in that two and a half hours she had teased the shit out of several waiters and one bus boy, shown her tits to a perfect stranger, had sex in public with me and a New York cab driver and was now talking about me finding her on a table pulling a train when I got back.
I spent a half-hour in the room, mostly pacing back and forth and then I went back down to the bar. Mary was not alone. There were three men sitting at the table with her when I got there and all of them gave me a look that said, "fuck off buddy, this one's ours."
Mary said, "Oh, here's my husband now. Make some room for him. Dear, this one is Mark. He would shake your hand, but his fingers are in my pussy."
Mark got a sheepish look on his face and then Mary said, "Mark! Don't you dare. You just leave them where they are" and I saw her grin as he did what she told him. " The one on my right is Charles. He might seem a little nervous because I'm sure he is not use to having a woman's hand on his cock while her husband is sitting just across the table. That one over there" and she nodded her head at the third guy "is the one whose room they have trying to get me to go to ever since you left. I think they want to fuck me. What do you think?"
Once again she had caught me off guard. I collected myself and said, "I wouldn't be one bit surprised. Are you going to do it?"
She smiled at me and said, "How far baby?" I looked her straight in the eye and wondered just how far she would let this go on and then I said, "Be home by seven. I want to have breakfast with you before I go to my first meeting."
I got up and went back up to our room.
I honestly expected Mary to give me a few minutes to stew and then to come up to the room. Five minutes passed and then ten and then an hour, but no Mary. I went back down to the bar expecting to find her there sipping a drink, but no Mary. I didn't sleep at all that night and at seven in the morning I heard a key in the lock and Mary came in.
"Thank God you gave me a deadline. They would have kept me there all day if I had let them. Did you know there was another guy waiting in the room when I got there?"
I stood looking at her and she didn't look any the worse for wear and I began to think she was pulling my leg until she took off her dress. Her pussy lips were red and swollen and her hair was matted with cum.
"I want to hear all about it. Tell me everything."
She laughed and said, "What's to tell? I sucked their cocks, they fucked me, I sucked their cocks and they fucked me and then I sucked their cocks some more and they fucked me some more."
She walked over to me and pushed me back onto the bed. "You've never had sloppy seconds from your wife before baby. Your meeting can wait" and she pulled me on top of her.
It was a long three days for me as Mary was out and about all day while I was in my meetings. And every night she would tell me what she had done that day and then she would try and fuck me to death all night. She took the card that the cabbie had given us and had called him. In exchange for ample pussy and blow jobs he had agreed to be her chauffeur while she was in New York. She had him drive her down to Times Square and then she had stood on a corner until a car pulled up and the guy inside said, "How much for a blow job?"
She told the guy "All I've got is a ten. Will it be enough?" and then she had gotten in the car with him and when he pulled into an alley she had sucked him and then fucked him. When she got out of the car she had tossed him a ten dollar bill and said, "Thanks. I needed that."
Then she had the cabbie cruise Harlem until she saw two young black guys standing on a corner and she had picked them up and fucked them on the back seat while the cab driver drove around. She had fucked a drunken, homeless bum, gone into a Manhattan cocktail lounge and given a well dressed gentleman a blow job under his table and then fucked another one in the hallway to the rest rooms. She had asked the cabbie if he had any good ideas for celebrating her last day in New York and naturally he did. She spent her last day in New York at the cab barn taking on all comers. She said she did thirty-seven cab drivers over the course of seven hours and I believed her. When I tried to fuck her that night I didn't feel anything but wet.
The trip to New York had been an eye opener for me, but the surprises were not over yet. On the plane on the way home Mary snuggled up next to me and said, "Did you get what you wanted?"
I looked at her "What?"
"Did you get what you wanted? Was I a big enough slut for you?"
Now I was confused and I guess it showed, "I found your magazines when I was putting clean underwear in your drawer. I read them and they all seemed to be about wives who ran around and fucked everything in sight. Every month it was the same thing so I knew that was what you wanted and I tried to give it to you."
All I could do was shake my head and say, "My love, you were magnificent!"
Mary spent the first two days we were home sleeping and trying to catch up on her rest. I spent the same two days ruminating on the fact that my desire to see Mary with another man still had not been fulfilled. All the fucking she had done in New York had gone unseen by me. All I got to see was her head bobbing up and down in the cab drivers lap, and only the back of her head at that. I began to think of who I might bring home with me and how I should go about setting it up. On the third day I asked Mary if she had any ideas on the subject. She gave me a look that was incredulous; "You can't be serious. How could you even ask me something like that?"
I looked at her like she'd lost her mind, "In New Yor..." and she interrupted me, "This is not New York Donald!" she said in a tone of voice that said, "the subject is closed!" And it was, at least for the next three months, but our sex life at home was every bit as fantastic as it had been in New York as we chased each other around the house like newlyweds. Today I called Mary from work and asked her to take two of my suits to the local cleaners that offered 'one hour martinizing'.
"I'm going to San Francisco for three days. I'll be leaving in the morning and won't have time to do it myself."
Mary was packing a bag when I got home and at first I thought it was mine until I saw her pick up her high heels. She turned to face me and said, "I'm only going to take two dresses with me since I won't spend much time in them anyway." Then she looked at me and said, "You do intend to take me with you, don't you?"
As a matter of fact I hadn't, but before I could say anything she said, "Of course you do. Which 'fuck me pumps' should I take, the white or the black?"
I shook my head and said, "It doesn't matter baby. You will just end up kicking them off your feet when some stranger pounds his cock into you."
She smiled, "Yes, I probably will, won't I?"
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I didn't think that I would ever be able to contribute a story like this, not in a hundred years. My wife and I have always gotten a kick out of reading the posted stories and they have certainly spiced up our sex life, but several years back we discussed my watching her with another man and we decided that neither of us was really interested in doing it. But we still read the stories.
My wife Mary Ellen and I are working professionals in our early thirties and one of our shared interests is photography. I have taken literally thousands of photos of Mary Ellen and have even posted about sixty of them on various web sites. The feedback has always been great and there are hundreds, if not thousands, of guys out there who would love to fuck Mary Ellen.
One day, several weeks ago, we were in our basement studio and I was taking shots of Mary Ellen in a variety of sexy poses. As usual we started with mild stuff, and also as usual, the more I shot, the hotter Mary Ellen got and soon her hands moved to her mound and she started playing with herself. When this happens I give up all hope of controlling the shoot and I begin moving around and snapping the action. Mary Ellen was rolling around on the drop sheet moaning and I knew we were only moments away from me having to put the camera down, get out of my clothes and join her on the floor. Mary Ellen had planted both feet on the floor and had pushed her sex up toward me, an invitation if I ever saw one, when from behind me I heard a gasp, "Oh my!" and I turned to see Meg, the nineteen year old daughter of our next door neighbor. She was standing there wide eyed, staring at Mary Ellen who was still finger fucking herself. Mary Ellen heard the gasp too and she pulled her fingers out and dropped back to the floor. Meg turned and left, but the mood was broken and Mary Ellen got up, took a shower and got dressed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mary Ellen and Meg had a special relationship that went back ten years to when Mary Ellen used to baby-sit her. Meg's parents had conceived late in life and the age difference between Meg and her mother prevented the usual mother/daughter relationship; one where the two could be close and share things. Instead, this relationship developed between Meg and her babysitter.
It was two days after Meg had walked in on us and I had come home from work to find Mary Ellen and Meg sitting at the kitchen table going through our photo albums. I didn't intrude on them, instead I went into the den and fired up the computer, logged on to the net and brought up a site where I had recently posted some of Mary Ellen's photos. I moved to the comments and was reading the feedback, 1996 hits in two days and not a bad comment among them, when Mary Ellen and Meg came into the room. Mary Ellen made me get up so she and Meg could get to the computer and then Mary Ellen moved through the sites were she was posted, letting Meg watch. The look on Meg's face was one of absolute awe. I supposed it was because the young teenager was surprised that such an "old broad" like Mary Ellen could do such a thing, but her reaction to seeing my favorite series of Mary Ellen was priceless. It was a ten photo series of Mary Ellen with her favorite toy, and eleven-inch dildo with a suction cup base. The first shot showed the dildo mounted on the edge of a coffee table with Mary Ellen hovering just over it and then in photo after photo she lowered herself onto it until every last inch was inside her. The last photo in the series showed her as she moved up and exposed six inches of the dildo covered in her juices. Meg looked at the photos and said, "Oh my God. I can't believe it. You took all of it. Oh my God."
I sensed that this was a girl to girl moment and I left. Later, after Meg had gone home, I asked Mary Ellen, "What was that all about?"
"Well," she said, "After the other night I felt that I had to explain some things to her. I didn't want her to get the wrong idea about what we were doing. I wanted to let her know that there is nothing wrong with being comfortable with your body and your sexuality, and that there is nothing wrong in sharing it with others the way I do."
"How did she take it?" I asked.
"Well, at first she was stunned that I would let myself be seen on the net, but by the time she left she thought I was pretty cool for someone my age. Jesus, the way she said "my age" made me want to run to a mirror and check for wrinkles."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
About a week later Mary Ellen came up to me and asked me if I knew where we could get a male version of a chastity belt.
"What?" I said.
She said, "I need to find a way to lock up the family jewels and I need to be the one to hold the key."
"I suppose you will eventually get around to telling me what this is all about?"
She laughed and said, "Meg wants to do a photo spread like the ones I've been doing and I told her okay, but I'm going to be there to see that you keep your pants on. I know how you dirty old men can be when you get around young girls."
I did three sessions with Meg, and God did that girl have a great body. Mary Ellen was right to be worried about me keeping my pants on. The first two shoots were just varied naked poses, but on the third shoot Meg got adventurous and started fingering herself, and she actually brought herself to orgasm. By the time the shoot was over I had beads of sweat on my forehead and Meg had no sooner gone than I attacked Mary Ellen. When it was over Mary Ellen said, "Whew! If shooting her affects you like that I've got to get her over here more often."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later, on a Saturday, I came home from playing eighteen holes and as I entered the house I hollered, "Honey I'm home," and Mary Ellen yelled back from the basement, "I'm down here."
I went down stairs and walked in on a mind-blowing sight; Meg was squatting over the coffee table and pushing herself down onto the eleven-inch dildo. She had about a third of it in her and was working up and down on it and taking a little bit more each time. I quickly grabbed the camera and started shooting pictures, moving around Meg and getting different angles. She had about half of it in now and she was moaning and her fingers were pinching her nipples and my cock was threatening to burst right through my pants. I felt a tap on my shoulder and I turned to see Mary Ellen with her hand out, "You better give me the camera. Your hands are shaking so badly you're not getting good pictures anyway."
I handed her the camera and just stood there watching as Meg worked herself up and down on the fake cock; she had all but three inches in her and her moans were sending shivers up and down my spine, "Oh god, oh god, oh god."
I couldn't help myself and I opened my fly and pulled out my hard cock and slowly began to stroke it. Meg's eyes locked onto my dick and she was moaning and pinching her nipples as that last three inches slowly disappeared from sight. Her eyes never left my cock and her moans changed from "Oh god, oh god" to "Please, please, please" and I heard Mary Ellen's voice come to me like through a fog, "Go ahead. You both want it and she needs it" and I realized that Mary Ellen was telling me to give Meg my cock.
I turned and looked at Mary Ellen and she waved me toward Meg, but I couldn't believe what she was telling me and then she said, "Go, go, go" and waved me again toward Meg. I stepped forward and Meg's mouth closed around my cock and her hands gripped my hips and she started to ride the dildo. From the way she sucked my cock I could tell she was no stranger to giving head and I wasn't sure that I was going to be able to hold out for very long. I was barely aware that Mary Ellen was circling us and shooting pictures, but in the back of my mind I could hear the 'click, click, click' of the shutter as Mary Ellen took shot after shot of me with this amazing young girl.
Suddenly the suction holding the dildo broke loose on Meg's upwards motion and she whined around my cock at being deprived of the feeling of the dildo moving inside her. Mary Ellen put the camera down and ran over and grabbed the base of the dildo she pulled it down to the table and held it there as Meg rode it. Mary Ellen was staring into my eyes as I blasted my juice against the back of Meg's throat; Meg's eyes got big and she choked, but her lips held me tight and she swallowed every drop. Less than ten seconds later she had an orgasm and she clamped her mouth even harder around my cock as her hands on my hips tried to pull me all the way inside her. My cock, which had started to soften, hesitated for a second or two and then started to come back to life. Meg was standing on shaking legs with about three inches of the dildo still in her when Mary Ellen lifted the base from the table and in one hard pulled jerked it out of Meg. At the same time that Meg cried out, "No, no, no" Mary Ellen commanded in a tone of voice I'd never heard from her before, "Fuck her David! Fuck the horny little slut!"
I quickly turned Meg around and bent her forward at the waist and as she bent forward her and hands went down to the table for support I entered her from behind. Meg's constant moans of "Oh yes, oh yes oh yes, oh please, oh yes,' spurred me on and I fucked her as hard as I've ever fucked any woman in my life. I was in a fog of lust and was only vaguely aware of Mary Ellen circling us and shooting picture after picture. Meg's body shook as she had another orgasm and still I pounded on. I saw Mary Ellen go down on one knee to photograph the expressions on Meg's face and suddenly I wanted to see them too. I pulled out of her and she cried out in protest, but the cries stopped when I pulled her down to the floor and mounted her again. As I drove into her she wrapped her legs around me and clutched me with her hands; she looked into my eyes and her cries and moans changed to 'fuck me, fuck me," and I did, as hard as I could. Finally I could hold back no longer and I let loose the most intense cum of my life. She felt my spurt and it triggered another orgasm in her and then it was over and we lay there on the floor as we slowly came down from the intense high we had just experienced. I pulled out of Meg and got unsteadily to my feet and as soon as I was out of the way Meg went down on her knees between Meg's legs and took shots of the cum trickling out of Meg's pussy. And then Mary Ellen blew my mind; she laid the camera down and bent forward and licked my cum off Meg's inner thigh and then as I watched she began to eat Meg's pussy. I grabbed the camera and began taking pictures.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night in bed, after Marry Ellen and I had finished trying to fuck each other's brains out, I asked her what had come over her that day.
"I don't know. I just suddenly wanted to watch you fuck her and when you were done and I saw your cum running down her leg I wanted to taste it. I don't know why, I just know that I wanted to. I'll give you a day or two to rest up before the next time."
"The next time?" I asked.
"Yeah," she said, "Meg wants to do it again only the next time it will be Meg taking pictures of you and me and then she wants to eat me when you finish. Oh, and while we are on the subject, I got so turned on watching you and Meg that I'm going to give you a chance to watch me. Meg says her boyfriend is a real stud. What do you think about it?"
I was silent for a bit as I pondered what Mary Ellen had just said and then I smiled and said, "I think I better buy a lot of film."
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My husband's birthday was almost upon us and I hadn't yet found an appropriate gift for him. What do you give a man who has everything? What can you give a man who treats you like he owns you and that you are simply one more of his many possessions? What can you give a cheating bastard who fucks his secretary at lunchtime and your sister every Tuesday and Thursday night? Something special is what you give him - something very special.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I marry Harry on the rebound from my first marriage, which had been an unmitigated disaster. Harry was charming, attentive and after our sixth date I found that he was pretty good in bed too. But like I said, my first marriage totally sucked and I was in no hurry to do it again. It took Harry the better part of two years to talk me into marrying him. The honeymoon wasn't even over before I saw the first signs of Harry's insane jealousy and his need to place his stamp of ownership on what was his. He started treating me like a possession, albeit a prized one, instead of a wife. He began by trying to isolate me from any male friends that I had. The most striking example of that was the way he went after Robbie. Robbie and I had grown up together and our relationship was a brother/sister one. But Robbie was a male and Harry could not bear to have another man around his wife so he went out of his way to be rude and disrespectful when Robbie visited me. Robbie became uncomfortable coming around to see me knowing that Harry might be there so he stopped coming by. We still met to talk, but only after making arrangements ahead of time to meet elsewhere. The relationship still exists, but the spontaneity is gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Harry didn't want me working. "No wife of mine needs to work. I'm more than capable of seeing to your wants and needs. No one is ever going to say that Harry Banks can't take care of his own."
So I did what a lot of other non-working women did. I volunteered for various charities, played bridge with a group of other women who were in the same situation that I was, and I joined a health club to try and hold off the advancing years. Each of those activities gave Harry a fit. He was against my playing cards until he had satisfied himself that only women participated. He had the charities investigated and found that several of them gave assistance to minorities and he went ballistic. Harry was a bigot and he was against anything that "Gives those bastards a free ride." He put pressure on me to leave those particular charities and to keep peace in the family I finally gave in.
But it was the health club that really got to him. He stopped by one afternoon to pick me up and saw me in my tight leotard working on the Stairmaster in a room full of people - mostly men - and his face went purple with rage. It didn't help that most of the men in the room that day were in very good shape. On the way home he forbade me to go back, but for once I dug my heels in and told him that the place was doing me a lot of good and I was going to keep on going. He ranted and raved about it for days, but I would not give in. He took to showing up every day to watch me work out and to make sure that none of the men made any attempt to get friendly with me. All that did was make some of the men take notice of me.
Next, he told me that he was going to convert the basement into an exercise room so I wouldn't need to go to the health club.
"Harry, I need the advice of the staff to keep me on a program that will do me the most good."
"No problem sweetie, I'll hire you a personal trainer."
"You going to hire a half dozen women to work out with me? I need some one to pace myself against."
"If that's what it takes then that's what I will do. I'm not going to have my wife on display in front of a bunch of men."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Nothing more was said on the subject for almost a month, which should have alarmed me, because Harry is like a dog with a bone - he never lets go of things. One morning Harry told me he had a surprise for me and he drove me into town. We pulled into a parking lot next to a building that had a sign on it that said "The Lovely Lady". We went inside and I found out to what extent Harry would go to get what he wanted. He'd set up his own health club for women only. He had hired six personal trainers who were women, he had outfitted the place with every type of machine that my health club had and a few others that I'd never seen before. The place had a sauna, a juice bar, a separate room for aerobics, "And I bought the building next door. As soon as I get the permits I'm going to join it to this building and put in an eight lane swimming pool." So, I ended up with everything that I'd said I had to have and Harry had me out of sight of men and had the added benefit of a new money making enterprise.
Why did I put up with it? Because life was good. Harry was attentive (even if a bit overly so), he was loving and affectionate, he took very good care of me and he was pretty damned good in bed. All in all, I was pretty content with my life - right up to the day that I found out Harry was fucking my sister. I found out about it by accident when I stopped by her place one day to try and talk with her. Susan and I were estranged. We hadn't spoken in four years. Susan had been going with Harry while I was still married to Ralph and she had hoped to lead him to the altar. One night about six months after my divorce I stopped by to see her and Harry was there. Susan introduced us and about two weeks later Harry called me up and asked me out. Knowing he was Susan's I declined the invitation. He called me twice a week for the next month and I kept politely turning him down. One day when he called I flat out asked him not to call me again, "I'm not in the habit of dating my sister's boyfriends."
"Is that what's been the problem? It shouldn't be, I haven't seen Susan in months."
That night after work I stopped by Susan's to visit and I asked her how she and Harry were getting on.
"We aren't. He told me that he didn't feel that we were a good fit and he stopped seeing me. I haven't heard from him for about two months now."
"How do you feel about it?"
"A little bummed, but in the long run I guess I don't really want someone who could do that to me. Two years and then he decides we don't fit? Fuck him!"
Harry kept calling and after six months I finally went out with him and a year later we were married. Susan never forgave me for "stealing" Harry from her and she stopped talking to me. On Tuesdays and Thursdays Harry has business meetings and never gets home until late. On Tuesday I made up my mind to go and see Susan and try to mend the rift between us. I swung by her place at two in the afternoon and got there just in time to see Harry going up the steps to her apartment. He rang the doorbell, the door opened, Susan greeted him with a kiss and Harry went inside. I sat outside and watched the apartment until ten-thirty that night. Harry didn't come out and at ten thirty-five I headed home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday I hired a private detective and one-week later I was sitting in his office getting his report. I seems that Harry was not only fucking my sister, but he was taking his secretary to the motel over lunch hour almost every day of the week. I told the detective to stay with it until he could get me some photographic evidence that I could use in court and then I went home to sit down and figure out what I was going to do.
I wasn't mad at Susan, even though she was stabbing me in the back. I knew that she probably loved him and had loved him long before I came along and love can make a girl do dumb things, like have an affair with a married man. I wasn't stupid - I knew that she felt she was taking some revenge on me, but part of me, a small part anyway, thought that maybe I had it coming. Maybe I should have stayed away from Harry even though they had broken up. I couldn't even get mad at his secretary. I wouldn't put it past Harry to have threatened Freda with her job if she didn't put out. No, most of my outrage was directed at Harry and whatever I did was going to be done to Harry. Two weeks later the detective handed me the proof I needed and I began to make my plans. Harry's birthday was coming up in two weeks and I was going to make it one to remember.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took all of that two weeks to get everything arranged. Harry's birthday was on a Wednesday and I began dropping subtle hints leading Harry to believe that I was going to throw him a surprise birthday party. The day of his birthday, as he was leaving for the office, he said he would be home around seven and that we would go out to dinner and have a small celebration.
"No baby, I think I want to stay home tonight and celebrate in private."
"Okay sweetie, if that's what you want."
At seven-ten Harry came into the house hollering, "Honey, I'm home."
"I'm up stairs in the bedroom baby, hurry on up and see what I got you for your birthday."
Harry opened the door to the darkened room, the lights went on and I yelled, "Surprise, surprise" as several pairs of hands grabbed him."
"What the hell is going on here" Harry yelled as three men forced him down on a chair and tied him to it.
"It's a surprise birthday party for you Harry."
Harry looked around the room and at first was a little confused by what he saw. There was a large, naked black man lying on the bed with a wilted cock that was shiny with wet juices. There were two other black men, two Latinos, three Asians and all of them were naked. Then there was me - his possession - and I was naked except for thigh high nylons and CFMs with five-inch heels. I had a pair of panties in my hand and I stepped up to Harry and stood in front of him while I wiped my crotch with them. I stuck them under his nose and then I pointed at the bed, "That's Jerome and he just finished fucking me. Smell his sperm baby? NOW TASTE IT!" I stuffed the panties in his mouth and a piece of duct tape was wrapped around his head to keep them there as I said, "That's your present birthday boy. Now just sit there and watch your birthday party."
It had taken me two weeks to talk the assembled men, all from my former health club, into doing this (talk about a blow to a girl's ego), but now that they were in the room with a naked and willing me there was no hesitation and Harry got to sit and watch as the men, all minorities, used one of his possessions as a sperm bank. The party went on for five hours and Harry got to see me do my first double penetration. My first triple penetration was especially sweet because it was the three black men and if my panties hadn't been preventing it Harry would have been grinding his teeth in pure rage. I did everything that one girl could possibly do with eight guys during a gangbang (and found out that I liked it and was sorry I hadn't done it before) and all the while I talked to Harry.
"God baby, this is great. You sure know how to throw a party. Oh Jesus, Jerome's cock feels great in my ass. That's it Jerome, that's it baby, harder baby, harder, fill my ass baby, fill my ass."
Of course I couldn't say much during the several triple penetrations I had that night, but the "Omph, um, uck, omph" were clearly heard by Harry.
"Watch Harry. This is my version of the United Nations" and I took a black in my mouth, a Mexican in my ass and an oriental in my pussy. "These guys are good Harry, I might just have to move them into the spare rooms so I can do this every night. Would you like that Harry? Would you like to watch these guys pack meat into your wife every night?"
I was lying on my back looking over at Harry and into his eyes as Hernando slammed his cock into my pussy. "Damn Harry, it feels so damned good to have hot Mexican meat in my hole." I clamped my legs around Hernando and my nails dug into his ass as I asked, "How does it feel Hernando? Do you like my pussy? Do you like fucking the wife of a racist? Does it feel good to pound my pussy while the bigoted asshole has to sit and watch?" Hernando grunted something in Spanish, which I took to be a yes and I looked over at Harry, "He likes it Harry, he likes it."
Finally it was over and none too soon because my pussy, although well pleased, was becoming just a little bit tender. There were two things left to do however so I set about getting them done. I had the guys tip Harry's chair back so that he was lying on the floor face up. It was pre-planned: Mike took the duct tape loose and pulled the panties out of Harry's mouth and Jerome pinched his nose so he had to open his mouth to breathe. I squatted down and pushed my cum loaded pussy over his mouth and did my best to squeeze out as much as I could. I looked down at him, "This is what happens to men who fuck their wife's sister and fuck their secretaries over lunch hour Harry." I held position long enough for cum to drain into his mouth and for him to become desperate for air and then I stood up. Jerome let go of Harry's nose and Mike stuffed the panties back into Harry's mouth and reapplied the duct tape.
"Okay Jerome, do your thing" and Jerome went over to a briefcase sitting against the wall and got some papers out of it. He walked over to Harry and dropped the papers on Harry's lap, "Harold Quincy Banks, you have been duly served."
"Those are divorce papers Harry, my final birthday gift to you. Get ready for the gifts that you are going to be giving me. I have three weeks worth of private detective surveillance reports, videos and audio tapes that are going to make the divorce a cakewalk and I'm going to take you to the cleaner's sweetie. I know you Harry, and I know what you will do. You will get your own detective and try to catch me doing something so you can counter. Save your time and money Harry. I'm going to be as chaste as a nun until the divorce is final."
I walked over to the bedside phone and called Susan. Before she could hang up I said, "Harry is in big trouble Susan. He is tied to a chair in the bedroom and if somebody doesn't come over soon and cut him loose he might shit himself and have to sit in it until somebody finds him. I'm divorcing him and you are welcome to him, but I would be careful if I were you. Besides you he is also fucking his secretary and if he will cheat on me with the both of you he will cheat on you too."
I hung up the phone and dressed. My bags were all ready packed and in my car and as I walked out of the bedroom I turned and looked at Harry and gave him my sweetest smile, "Oh by the way Harry, Happy Birthday" and then I left.
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I had been out running errands and had stopped by the fish store to pick up some live brine for the critters in my salt-water tank. While they were bagging the brine I was wandering the aisles and looking at the livestock they had. I'd just lost my Cuban Hog and was looking for something to replace him with when I noticed a girl up by the front of the store. She was short, maybe four foot seven or so, and she couldn't see the fish in the top level of tanks. She would walk to a tank, jump up to see what was in the top tank and then move to the next one.
As she worked her way toward me I saw that she wasn't a little girl, she was a short woman - a short woman with a killer body. Waist I could probably get my hands around, nice ass, good rack and a great face. I've been known to be a little on the impulsive side so I moved up behind her and the next time she jumped I put my hands on her waist, lifted her at the same time lowering myself, and when I stood up she was sitting on my shoulders. Even though I couldn't see her since she was behind my head I said, "You were wearing me out with all that jumping. Just tell me where you want to go."
Surprisingly, she wasn't beating me on the head with her purse. Instead a laughing voice said, "Down the rest of this aisle and then the other two and I'll have seen it all."
For the next ten minutes I walked her around and she got to look into all the top tanks and finally she said that I could put her down. I eased her down and she said, "That was interesting. Do you know that you are the only man who has had his head between my legs since I married my husband?" Then, almost as an afterthought, she added "And even he doesn't do it much."
I grinned at her and said, "Hey, it's too bad you were not wearing a skirt. If you had been I still would have done it, but I would have faced the other way."
She made a face, "Yeah, yeah, you guys all talk a good game, but none of you ever follow through."
It was interesting the way the conversation was going and I wanted to continue it so I said, "Buy you a cup of coffee at Lucy's?"
Lucy's was the coffee shop just next door to the fish store. She looked at her watch and said, "Sure, why not. I've got time for a cup."
We got our coffee and sat down at a table in the back and she said, "Can you tell me what is the compulsion that makes men hint most about what they really least want to do?"
I looked at her, trying to figure out where she was going with the conversation and she went on, "Oh I know I shouldn't have been 'Little Miss Smart Mouth' back there with the head between the legs comment, but then you didn't hesitate to jump in with 'face the other way' comment. My point is that men talk about it all the time, until you ask them to do it and then they run the other way and hide."
I shrugged, "You've just been unlucky and have meet all the wrong guys."
She gave a short laugh, "You know how many guys I've known who have said things like, "She is so fine she can sit on my face anytime" or "She's just too fine to screw. That's pure eating pussy?"
Her language caught me by surprise and I quickly looked around to see if anyone was close enough to hear us. She didn't seem to notice and she went on "Guys know that women want it and so they make statements like those thinking to get in the woman's good graces and when they do all of a sudden they forget what they said."
Again I shrugged, "I can't speak for all men, only myself."
She got an evil grin on her face, "And speaking for yourself, you do it all the time, right?"
"Whenever I get a chance."
"How about right now? I've got a van with smoked glass right outside. You want to prove it to me?"
I shook my head no and she sneered at me, "I knew it! You are just like all the rest, all talk, no walk."
I looked her right in the eye, "Just because I'm not willing to take a chance on doing it in public doesn't mean I won't do it. You want to prove me wrong follow me home and see what I'm willing to do in the privacy of my own bedroom."
She looked at her watch and said, "I can't. I've got to pick my husband up in half an hour."
"Right! Who's backing away now?"
She gave me a long look and the said, "Give me your address."
I wrote down and gave it to her, "My phone number is on there too, just in case you get lost."
We left the coffee shop together and I watched her get in her van and drive away. It had been an interesting encounter and we had never even introduced ourselves. She was a gutsy little broad and I was sorry that I would never see her again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Three days later I had just gotten home from work and was feeding my fish when the doorbell rang. I answered the door and there she stood. She was wearing a dress and high heels and she asked me if she could come in. I stepped aside and let her enter, closed the door and turned to face her. She lifted her skirt and showed me that she wasn't wearing any panties, "I'm ready, are you?"
I just looked at her for a minute and then I said, "You hate your marriage that much that you want to take a chance at ruining it?"
She gave me the same sneer that she gave me in the coffee shop, "I knew you would back away. I was so sure of it that when I was dressing to leave the house I let my husband fuck me."
She dropped the skirt and turned to leave and I said, "Whoa! I didn't say I wouldn't, I was just curious. It isn't every day that a drop dead gorgeous little pocket rocket like you falls into my lap. Get your dress off. I want you naked except for your heels."
For the first time she looked unsure, almost scared, and I began to think that maybe she was a cock-teaser who had been playing a game and who hadn't expected to get called out on it.
"But you can't! My husbands just been there."
I grinned at her, "That just adds to the flavor sweetie" and I took her by the hand and led her into the bedroom. I helped her take her dress off and had her lie down on the bed.
"Aren't you going to take your clothes off?" she asked.
"No. I don't need to take mine off to eat your pussy. If you ask me to fuck you when I'm done then I'll take them off."
I pushed her legs apart and saw how wet she was. She probably hadn't been kidding when she said she had just been fucked and while I wasn't all that keen on sucking someone's cum out of a cunt there was no way I was going to let her walk out of my apartment saying "I told you so."
I took a deep breath and then buried my face in her bush. I love to eat pussy and more than a few ladies have told me I'm very good at it and she must have been liking it because she pulled her knees as close to her shoulders as she could to open herself wide for me. I was surprised that I didn't mind the taste of her husband. I had eaten pussy that had my cum in it and his didn't taste that much different than mine. I spent a good ten minutes working on her box and she had two orgasms that I knew of. Finally she pushed me away and asked me to fuck her.
I undressed and crawled between her legs and started to push my cock into her cunt, but even though she had already been fucked by her husband and I had spent ten minutes on her with my tongue, she was tight. It took me a minute to work myself all the way in and then I started to fuck and she went wild. If some one were outside my window looking in they probably would have called the cops on me. I'm six-one and she was four foot whatever and they way she was kicking and screaming I'm sure that they would have thought I was taking advantage of a child. But she was damn sure no child; she was fucking me back every bit as hard as I was fucking her and from the way her fingernails felt when they dug into me I was going to have claw marks on my body for days. I pounded into her as hard as I could and after several minutes I felt the pressure building and I told her I was going to cum and asked her if I should pull out. "No" she cried, "I want you in me. Cum in me baby, cum in me." I shot my wad and then collapsed on the bed beside her. She turned around and started to lick my dick clean.
I don't know if it was what she intended, but my cock began to show immediate signs of life and started to grow. As it swelled in her mouth she looked up at me surprised that I was able to get it up again so soon. To be truthful about it I was just as surprised as she was. As soon as I was stiff she climbed on top of me and slid down on my erection and started fucking me. For maybe five minutes she rode me and then she rolled off me and pulled me on top of her, "Fuck me hard lover, make me cum baby, make me cum."
I banged into her as hard as I could for another two or three minutes or so and suddenly she arched her back and screamed "Yesssssss" and she dug her nails into me as she had her orgasm. I felt her pussy spasm and then I emptied myself into her for the second time. I rolled off of her and for maybe two minutes the two of lay side by side on the bed, neither one of us saying anything, just staring up at the ceiling. Finally she said, "That was intense. Can we do it again?"
I gave her an honest answer, "I don't know."
She giggled, "Let's see, shall we?" She moved over me and pushed her sloppy wet pussy into my face as she went for my cock and my tongue no sooner touched her pussy than she came again. It took her a good ten minutes of working on my cock before she could get it up again. Our third bout lasted almost twenty minutes and when I came I'm pretty sure that only a few drops came out - the lady had drained me dry!
++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked her to the front door, fully expecting that I would never see her again, but she turned, stood on tiptoes and kissed me. When we broke the kiss she said, "Same time tomorrow?"
I was truly surprised and I guess she could see it on my face. "My husband loves to have me suck his cock, but he says that eating my pussy gives him an upset stomach so he won't do it. He won't eat me, but you will, so what time tomorrow?"
I gave her a big smile and told her that I got home from work around four-thirty and she said she would be here waiting. That was six months ago and she has come by to see me on the average of three times a week. She especially likes to come to me with her husbands cum still inside her and she absolutely insists that I eat her after I cum in her. Once her husband went out of town for a week and I spent the entire week in her bed. Slowly fucking her while she talked to him on the phone was on of the biggest kicks I've ever had.
Once she suggested that she take on another lover so I'd have more to feast on and I told her that if she was serious I knew some one who would be happy to help out. She told me to go ahead and set it up and I think it will happen sometime next week. I still don't know her name and when I ask she says that it doesn't matter, "Just call me Mystery Woman or call me slut, or call me your married whore, just please don't stop eating my pussy."
I'm very pleased to say that I haven't.
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I looked down on her and listened to her deep breathing as she slept. Lord Almighty how in the world had I let this happen? I was a married man and I loved my wife, I truly did, and yet here I was with another woman and a married one at that. I know that I started what led us to this point, but this had never been my intention. But I wasn't sorry. As my eyes followed the line of her breast, the curve leading to her hip and then feasted on that tight little ass I was not sorry at all.
Lativa was a roaring pain in the ass. Nobody, and I do mean nobody, liked working with her. There were a lot of hard workers in our division and what they all worked hardest at was seeing that they didn't get paired with her on assignments and projects. Not that Lativa was ugly or stupid because she wasn't. She was good looking, hard working and very smart and projects that had Lativa's involvement were invariably successful. Nobody wanted to work with Lativa because she was black and had an attitude. Don't get me wrong, it wasn't the black part that made people avoid her, it was the Black With Attitude. You couldn't be in Lativa's presence for more than five minutes without hearing about the white oppression of the black man. How the white man had his foot on the neck of the black man and was holding him down. How those few who had pulled themselves up had done so in the face of fierce white resistance. Point to Colin Powell or Condolesa Rice and she would sneer and say that they were tokens; they were allowed to be there to make blacks think that progress was being made.
One day when I was working with her she got started and I cut her off and told her that it wasn't the white man to blame for what had been done to blacks, it was her own black ancestors back in Africa.
"It was blacks Lativa that herded other blacks down to the beaches and sold them to the white men who came on ships. Whites didn't go into the interior and capture people and enslave them; it was their own black brothers who sold them into slavery. And when the white man wasn't there they sold to other black tribes or to who ever was willing to buy."
"That doesn't matter. It is what has happened since that matters. Ever since the black man was freed from his chains the white man has done everything in his power to keep the black man from achieving any sort of parity in this country."
"Bullshit Lativa, you are here. If there had been a foot holding you down you would be cleaning a hotel room somewhere instead of being here."
But it didn't matter what you said to her, what argument you put forth, you were wrong. The white man oppressed the black man and would continue to do so until the blacks had finally had enough and rose up.
I tried everything I could think of to get out of it, but nothing worked and I ended up on a project with Lativa. It started out about like I expected. "We can have conference room C to work out of," I said, "Why don't you make a list of what we need and I'll go to Engineering and pull the customers specs."
"About what I expected from a white man. Nigger ain't smart enough to go talk to the engineers so I'll do it and she can go round up paper and pencils."
I'd had enough of her shit and I wasn't looking forward to any more of it during the two weeks we would be together on the project so I said, "If that's the way you see it okay, it works for me. Go fetch us what we will need and while you are at it get me a cup of coffee, cream, no sugar, and see if you can find me a donut. Get a broom and a dust pan while you're at it and you can clean the room when we are done for the day."
I walked away from her and headed for Engineering. When I got back to the conference room Lativa had most of what we would need sitting on the conference room table. There was also a cup of steaming hot coffee sitting there.
"What can I do for the massah now?"
I slid a pad of paper over to her, "I've had enough of your shit Lativa. I'm not happy at being stuck here working with you, but I'll do what I can to make the best of it. Write down on that pad what you want me to do as far as this project is concerned. I'll do the stepping and fetching and you can be the master. You are in charge lady and from here on all you will get out of me is "Yes Mistress" and "Please don't beat me."
She stared at me for several seconds and then said, "You don't like me much, do you?"
"I don't know you well enough to decide whether or not I can like you as a person, but I definitely do not like your constant anti-white attitude."
She sat down and started writing on a legal pad and after a minute she looked up at me, "Aren't you going to drink your coffee?"
"What? Do I really look that stupid to you? Do you think that I would trust you not to spit in it?"
I saw from her eyes that I'd scored a hit and that's how our two weeks together started.
Three days into the project she said, "You aren't helping."
"What? I'm doing everything that you tell me to do."
"But you aren't giving me any input."
"Why would I do that? I've listened to you for over a year now and I've finally figured it out. I know what you want so I'm giving it to you."
"Oh?"
"Yep. Oppressive white man gonna change his ways. Got to let the black lady run free. No boot on her neck, no holding her down or holding her back. No sir, this white boy will do the stepping and fetching for his black mistress and let her shine in the dazzling light of her accomplishments."
"Stop clowning around. You know that it will take both of us to get this done on time."
"Alls I know mistress is that you have finally convinced me that the white man is the oppressor. I'm white, ergo, I'm an oppressor. I have seen the error of my ways. To redress the balance I am now subservient to your wishes. I shall now lie down on the floor so you can wipe your feet on me."
"So what you are saying is that you are setting me up to fail."
"Don't be stupid Lativa. We were both assigned to the project and if you fail then by extension I fail."
"You are willing to deliberately let the project fail to teach the nigger that it doesn't pay to try and climb too high?"
"It always comes back to that, doesn't it? It's always the white mans fault. If you succeed it is in spite of him and if you fail it is because of him. God, but it must be nice to be born with a built in excuse for everything."
The rest of the two weeks we spent on the project was more of the same. Ask her to do something and get "The day of the slave is over" and if you went ahead and did it yourself you got, "See what I mean? You just don't think that this black girl is smart enough to do anything, do you?"
How we managed to complete the project on time I'll never know, but finish it we did. We submitted it for review and I went home tickled to death that Lativa and I were done working together. It was good that I had a great weekend because if I'd gotten the news following a bad weekend I'd probably have killed myself. Dave, my boss, called me into his office first thing Monday morning and I saw that Lativa was there also.
"Halverson and Thornton reviewed your project over the weekend. As far as they are concerned, you nailed it - no revisions are necessary - but Halverson has had a death in the family and he will be gone for a week. It is going to fall on you two to go to St. Louis and make the presentation. By the way, that was some of the best work to ever come out of this division. Halverson wants to pair you permanently."
Over my dead body I thought as I mentally started to work on my resume and made a list of who I could send it to. I don't know what Lativa was thinking, but the way she was looking at me made me nervous.
"You need to be in St. Louis Thursday so I suggest you fly in on Wednesday and get a good nights sleep. You'll have to stay over Thursday night in case the boys at McDouglas have any last minute questions for you on Friday. Halverson's secretary is making all the arrangements so stop and see her before you go home tonight."
I spent the rest of Monday reviewing the material. Tuesday I stopped by Lativa's cubicle to discuss the presentation which was a big mistake. If I suggested we do A she would say no and that B would be better. An hour of that and I got up and told her to just go ahead and do it any way she wanted and I'd just watch and I walked off and left her. Wednesday I got to the airport and found that Marge had gotten us First Class tickets and that Lativa and I would be sitting together so I did something that quite possibly no air traveler in aviation history has ever done. Instead of seeking an upgrade I took a downgrade. When we got on the airplane I pulled a flight attendant aside.
"I saw a young Marine get on and I noticed that he had a Purple Heart. I'd like to do something nice for him. Tell him that the airline has a policy of upgrading servicemen whenever possible and give him my seat and I'll take his."
"That's awfully nice of you."
"Hey, nothing is too good for our boys in uniform."
And no, I didn't feel guilty about doing that to him. He had a Purple Heart - he was battle tested - and besides, for putting up with Lativa he got free drinks all the way to St. Louis.
Lativa held it in until we got in the cab and then she jumped me. "Why in the hell did you do that to me? I was planning on talking to you about the presentation."
"We had all day yesterday to talk about the presentation and you didn't want to hear a word that I had to say so why would I want to waste any more of my time on the subject?"
"Oh sure, just go ahead and dump the full load on the black girl. If it goes bad don't want no shit to hit Whitey."
"All right Lativa, truth time. I changed seats because I'm tired of spending my time with a racist bitch. I'm sick and tired of your constant racist bullshit and so I got as far away from you as I could."
"I am not a racist!"
"Oh yes you are, and what's more you are the worst kind - the kind that won't admit it. I may not agree with the whites down south who are always preaching hate against the blacks, but at least they have the guts to do it out in the open. You scream the same racist shit against whites, but then claim you aren't a racist and I say that's bullshit."
"I am not a racist!"
"I suppose you are going to tell me that you don't discriminate against whites?"
"I don't."
"Ever date one in high school? College? Ever have a social lunch or have dinner with a white person? Ever hang with any when you were in school?"
"Well, no I haven't, but..."
"No buts Lativa. Ever have anything to do with whites that you weren't forced into, like having to work with them? I'll answer that one for you. No, you never have, and why? It is because you are prejudiced against whites! And when you are prejudiced what are you? You're a bigot and what are bigots? Bigots are racists. You are proven, by every word that comes out of your mouth, to be a bigot where whites are concerned. You are a racist Lativa whether you admit it or not."
"I am not damn you, I am not!"
"We could play "am too, are not" for the rest of the trip and it would get us nowhere Lativa, so let's just drop the subject" and I turned and looked out my window for the rest of the trip to the hotel. After we had checked in and had gone to our rooms I called down and ordered room service for dinner. I did not want to go down to the restaurant and have Lativa come in, see me and join me. After I had eaten I settled back with a book that I'd brought along for a quiet evening. Not to be. The phone rang and it was Lativa.
"We need to talk about what we are going to do tomorrow."
"No we don't Lativa. You give the presentation and I'll sit there and smile and back your play and then we will go home and I'll start my job search."
"You think I'll stink it up that bad?"
"No Lativa, I think you will do just fine."
"Then what's with the job search?"
"Dave said on Monday that they are going to pair us permanently and I'm not going for it. I'll be damned if I'm going to work permanently with a racist and have to listen to the constant anti-white tirade."
She started to say she wasn't a racist, but I hung up on her in mid-sentence and went back to my book. Five minutes later there was a knock on my door and thinking that it was room service back to pick up the dishes I answered it. I found a fuming Lativa standing in the hall. She put a hand in the middle of my chest and pushed and I stumbled back into the room. Before I could recover my balance she pushed me again and I fell back on the bed. Lativa yelled at me, "I am not a racist damn you, and I will not let you call me one" and then she climbed up on the bed and sat on me. Now Lativa isn't all that big and I'm no weakling and I could have dumped her off and onto the floor easily. That I didn't was probably because I was just a little on the stunned side.
"I am not prejudiced against whites," she yelled down at me and she pulled off her top and pulled down her bra to expose her tits. She grabbed my hands and pulled them to her tits and held them there. "If I was bigoted against whites would I let a white man even see these, let alone touch them? Go ahead you self opinionated asshole, squeeze them, pinch the nipples, lick them if you want."
I just laid there wondering what the hell had come over her and then she snarled, "Who is prejudiced now white boy? Can't bring yourself to touch the skin of a nigger? Afraid the color will rub off white boy? Afraid it will leave a stain on your lily white skin and that it will tell all your white friends you been with a nigger?"
When she said that I lost it. The bitch had been busting my balls for two weeks and I was fed up with it and when she hit me with the "afraid the color will rub off" shit I just totally lost it. I grabbed her and rolled over on top of her.
"I'll show you who's afraid bitch! You want to play games? I'll show you how to play games."
I ripped her shorts off her. Under them she was wearing a thong and I made short work of that too. I freed myself from my boxers and forced Lativa's legs apart and just before I speared my cock into her I saw the look on her face and I finally understood. The expression said, "Oh God, what have I done?" and it was combined with a touch of "Sweet Jesus, I can't let him do this. I have to stop him", but it was too late for that; I was way beyond being able to stop or be stopped. Lativa had done the pushing me on the bed and the tit thing to intimidate me and she had fully expected me to lie shaking on the bed and to be contrite and all that kind of sensitive stuff. The last thing she expected was to have a white man bury his cock in her. But Lativa was shit out of luck because my sensitive side wasn't in St. Louis that day. I was way past thinking sensibly by then. I was pounding into her tight pussy and I snarled down at her, "We'll just see if it rubs off you fucking slut. We will see if it leaves a mark on me and if it does I'll tell everybody who sees it that it came from you. Yes I will, I'll scream it out to the world that Lativa fucked me and the color rubbed off and won't you just love everyone knowing that you are a white man's whore."
I wasn't even thinking of cumming, of getting my rocks off, all I was thinking of was ramming Lativa as hard as I could to punish the stupid bitch for what she'd put me through over the last two weeks. I was a mindless fuck machine as I drove into her and I don't even know at what point her legs came up and wrapped around me. I wasn't even aware at first of the moans and cries of pleasure that were coming from her. It wasn't until she grabbed my ass so hard that the pain of her nails biting into me registered that I knew that Lativa was trying to fuck me as hard as I was trying to fuck her. Her body pushed up against me and her legs kicked and her nails broke skin as she cried out, "Fuck me you white bastard, fuck me."
"White bastard am I? I'll fuck you, you fucking nigger slut. I'll fuck you until you bleed."
"Do it white boy, make me cum you worthless piece of white trash, make me cum damn you, make me cum."
There is only one thing wrong with a fuck like that and that is the women can go on forever and a man can't. For all my talk of fucking her until she bled I was fast reaching the point of blowing my load. My mental state was "Damn it, she'll win. I'll lose it and the bitch will win. Can't let her win damn it, can't let the bitch win." I had to make her cum before I did and so I did the only thing I could think of, I took a nipple in my mouth and rolled it between my teeth and I shoved a finger in her ass. She arched her back, cried out, "Oh fuck!" and had an orgasm. Six strokes later I unloaded into her pussy and snarled, "I hope you aren't on birth control nigger. I'd love to see you walking around with my white baby. One more sign that you are a white man's whore."
Physically I was done, but mentally I was still going, "Can't let her win, can't let her win." I pulled out of her and spun around and pushed my cock into her open mouth and then I started to finger her clit. I felt her mouth move on me and I felt her tongue swirl around and then she pulled her mouth off me and I heard her say, "What's the matter white boy, afraid to eat black pussy?"
"You black bitch! You fucking nigger whore! I'll show you who's afraid. I'll make you scream you fucking whore, I'll make you beg me to stop."
It went on like that for another two hours, the two of us taunting and insulting each other until I was exhausted and fell asleep.
I woke up alone the next morning and at first I thought that I had fallen asleep and had had an erotic dream, but then I saw the torn thong lying on the floor. I got up, showered, shaved and dressed and headed down to the restaurant for breakfast. I was sitting sipping my coffee and reviewing my notes when Lativa came in, saw me and headed for my table. I braced myself for the start of a bad day, but all she said when she sat down was, "We still have time to go over the presentation."
"No need. You have it nailed. I'll just take notes on their comments and handle the Q and A."
The waitress showed up and took Lativa's order and I sat and waited for her to unload on me, but she just sipped her coffee and reviewed her notes.
Lativa's attitude was apparently reserved for her co-workers and some others, but with clients she was a pure professional and the presentation went off without a hitch. There was a short question and answer period and then Lativa and I were told that we should come back the next day in case after going over our proposal they had any additional questions. The cab ride back to the motel was a quiet one as Lativa and I looked out our respective side windows. Once at the hotel Lativa headed for the gift shop and I went right up to my room. I was sitting there debating whether to go down to the restaurant or call for room service when there was a knock on my door. I opened it to find Lativa standing there in a bathrobe. She opened it to show me that she was naked underneath.
"Ready to make some funky music white boy?" and she put her hand in the middle of my chest and pushed me back and then she came into the room and kicked the door closed behind her and dropped her robe on the floor. It was hot, it was steamy, and it was almost violent. It was straight up, no holds barred sex. We insulted each other, we goaded each other and we tried to fuck each other's eyes out and then we fell into an exhausted sleep. I woke up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom and when I came back I stood looking down at her and wondered what the next day, the next week and the next month would bring.
It shouldn't have happened, but it did and I wasn't sorry, I wasn't sorry at all.
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Susan Clarke was being fucked! Susan Clarke, wife and mother was being fucked. Susan Clarke, member of the New Hope Baptist Church choir, Sunday school teacher and Girl Scout Troop leader was being fucked and Susan Clarke had no idea who she was being fucked by.
She knew it had to be one of the young men visiting in her home, but who? She could eliminate David. He was the one who started the whole thing, but he had a massive cock while the one in her now was much smaller. Much smaller, but still capable of pushing her toward the climax that was fast approaching. She pushed her hips up at her lover and even as she felt the flood of pleasure wash over her she felt her unknown lover's sperm shoot deep into her.
Exhausted, she fell back on the bed and in only moments she felt the semi-flaccid cock being withdrawn from her wet pussy. Footsteps moving across the room, the door opening and then closing, and then she was alone with her thoughts. How had she allowed this to happen? What in the world had possessed her to become such a slut? When her husband came home from his business trip what was she going to say to him?
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It had started innocently enough. Her son Todd had called from college and asked if he could bring some friend's home with him over Spring Break. She had asked Ralph, her husband, what he thought about the idea and Ralph, predictably, since he had never denied Todd anything, had said to go ahead and let them come. When the boys arrived Susan was sunning herself beside the pool wearing her skimpiest bikini swimsuit. She had not been expecting the boys for several more hours and had never intended for anyone to ever see her in the swimsuit she wore only when she was alone and working on her tan. She was therefore more than just a little discomforted as the eyes of three strangers feasted on her body as Todd made the introductions.
First was Daniel, tall and well built. Next was Tim, short, stocky and with the shoulders of a defensive lineman. Last there was Norman who was tall and very slim. They all expressed their thanks at being allowed into her home and then Todd had said, "Enough with the pleasantries. Everyone suit up and let's get into the pool." Susan took advantage of them going to change and dashed to her room to get out of her revealing suit. When Ralph got home that night she told him what had happened and he had laughed. He said that knowing what she looked like in that bikini he suspected that they probably had to go and beat off before they could change into anything.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next several days the boys were in and out as Todd took them around town, introduced them to several of the girls he knew, found out where the parties were going on and generally did what boys do when they are on spring break from college.
While working in the kitchen Susan could watch the boys frolic in the pool and one of the things that she could not help but notice was how the wet bathing suits formed to the boy's bodies. What she noticed most was that Daniel seemed to have a very large male member. It looked to be huge and it made her very uncomfortable for reasons she could not even begin to think of. She wished he would wear boxer type trunks rather than the speedos he seemed to prefer. Daniel seemed to notice that she noticed his bulge and, maybe thinking that she might be interested in a closer look, he started spending more time around her trying to get her to put on her suit and join them in the pool. He would contrive to catch her in tight places and in trying to squeeze by her he would rub his cock against her. Susan was becoming quite flustered. She was at the same time aroused by the contact and repulsed by what she considered boorish behavior. She resolved to ignore Daniel for the few remaining day s of his visit and not place herself in situations where he could try and exploit the situation.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
With three days remaining of the boys visit Ralph had come home from work and had informed her that he had to go out of town for a couple of days to take care of a business problem. The next morning as he was leaving he kissed her goodbye and said to her, "I'm not sure that I like going off and leaving you with all this young meat around. I might come home and find out you aren't interested in an old man anymore. Then he had laughed and said, "Try not to hurt them too bad."
Try not to hurt them too bad? Did he really think that she would ever consider doing such a thing? He must have! Why else would he have said such a thing?
In the kitchen fixing lunch and watching the boys out by the pool Susan's eyes settled on Daniel's bulge and she thought about what Ralph had said. She had never seen a penis other than Ralph's (and Todd's when he was young) but she had never had any desire to see another one either. She caught herself wondering how Daniel's cock would look if it were not restrained by his bathing suit. She shook those thoughts out of her head and then she had called the boys in for lunch and excused herself. She needed to clean the upstairs and she wanted to get it done before she had to leave for choir practice.
About two o'clock Todd called up the stairs and said that they were leaving for a while and probably wouldn't be back for dinner. Susan finished her cleaning and then she undressed and climbed into the shower. She was drying herself when she noticed motion out of the corner of her eye. She turned and saw Daniel standing in her bedroom and he was as naked as the day he was born. Jutting out from his crotch was an erect penis that looked to be every bit of ten inches long and as big around as a beer can. He had it in one hand and was stroking it.
"I told Todd I wasn't feeling well and that I was just going to stay here and rest. I've seen you watching me and I know you want to see my cock. With your husband out of town and the rest of the guys gone this seemed to be the best time. You want to touch it? Come over here and feel it. It won't bite, I promise."
Susan stood still, too stunned to think. She stared at Daniel as conflicting notions flew through her head. She should scream. She should run, she should grab something and throw it at him, but she did none of those things. Sensing her indecision Daniel moved toward her and took her right hand and placed it on his cock while at the same time pulling her towel away from her body.
"Incredible" he said, "That body should be immortalized in stone or in a painting. You are gorgeous."
He kept moving her hand up and down the length of his cock as he bent and started licking her nipples, first one and then the other. She shuddered at the feeling that was coming over her and when he took his hand from hers she did not release his cock; the hand kept stroking him as if it had a mind of it's own. She made no protest as he picked her up and carried her to her bed. Her bed and Ralph's. Oh God, what was she doing? She could not allow this. She was a married woman who had never been unfaithful to her husband and she had to stop this, but when he spread her legs, knelt down and put his mouth to her pussy lips she did nothing to stop him.
His tongue sent sparks through her body. He may be a child she thought, but he sure does know what he is doing. While licking her clit he worked a finger into her, then two, then three and suddenly she had a small orgasm. She bucked against his mouth and fingers and uttered a little cry as she felt him pull back, but in only seconds he was back and the head of his massive tool was pushing at the slit between her pussy lips. She pulled back from him and cried, "No! You can't! We can't do this, it isn't right."
Daniel ignored her and continued to push. The head of his cock split her pussy lips and inch by inch he was moving into her depths. Her protests continued even as she began pushing back at him and in almost no time his entire length was buried in her. He began to slowly stroke in and out and Susan lost all her inhibitions and began fucking back at the young man. She heard loud noises and it took her a moment before she realized that the sounds were coming from her.
"Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh God, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
Whether it was her entreaties that egged him on or it was just time for him to come he increased the speed of his strokes and Susan felt his cock swell just a bit and she knew he was going to cum. Sudden panic swept over her. She did not have her diaphragm in and Daniel was not wearing a rubber. She pushed at him trying to get him off of her.
"Don't cum in me, don't cum in me, please don't cum in me."
Her pleas must have filtered through because he pulled out of her just as he unleashed his load and it went all over her stomach, legs and pussy hairs. He was panting and trying to catch his breath as he looked down at her.
"You didn't cum. I didn't get you off. Give me a second to get hard again and I'll get you to cum. Just give me a minute here."
Give me a second? Ready to do me again in a minute? Good God, thought Susan, Ralph comes and that's it for the next two or three days.
"How about a little help Mrs. C" asked Daniel as he swung over her. His cock, slick with her juices, dangled over her mouth and as Daniel lowered his mouth to her pussy his cock descended toward her mouth.
Susan did not make it to choir practice that night. She and Daniel did not leave her bedroom. It was one in the morning when they heard Todd's car pull into the driveway. Daniel kissed her and told her he would be back as soon as everyone was asleep and then he hurried off to his room. He was back at three and the two of them had fucked like minks until six in the morning when he had again gone back to his room
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was nine in the morning when Susan came down to fix breakfast for the boys. Daniel, Tim and Norman were already at the pool and the boys were laughing and high-fiving Daniel as he talked to them. Susan noticed several quick glances in her direction and she had a paranoid thought that he was telling them about what he had done with her - a paranoia that was fed when Todd went out to the pool and the boys quickly separated and dove into the water. To keep him from hearing about the slut he had for a mother?
The rest of the day was uneventful and it wasn't until dinnertime that Daniel caught her alone and said he would come to her room after everyone else was in bed and asleep.
"I don't know. We never should have done what we did last night. It was wrong and I know it. I don't think that I can allow it to happen again."
Daniel had just smiled and said, "If the door isn't locked I'll come in. If it is, thanks for yesterday."
Susan went to bed early and planned on reading a book until she fell asleep, but the book could not hold her attention. She kept glancing at the bedroom door. Finally she put the book down, got out of bed and walked to the door and locked it. Back in bed she had tossed and turned as the memories of the previous night kept replaying in her head. Why had she allowed it to happen? Was she really just a slut and had never known it? She could have stopped it. Why hadn't she? His cock had felt really good and she had never been fucked so well in her life. No one knew and it had been a one-time thing, right? The memory of that huge cock kept intruding on her thoughts. Oh God, what is wrong with me she thought as she got out of bed and unlocked the door.
In the total darkness of her bedroom she tossed and turned thinking what is wrong with me? He is just a boy and this is just so wrong. She was just getting ready to get up and go lock the door again when she heard it open and close. Daniel slid into bed with her and she already had her legs spread for him. They had fucked and sucked for over an hour before Daniel pulled away from her.
"I have to go to the bathroom. I'll be right back so keep those legs spread for me."
He was back in minutes and as he settled in between her legs and his cock speared into her she had a momentary thought that he somehow felt different. Then she was swept away in lust as she did her very best to fuck him as well as he had been fucking her. He only lasted for about five minutes before he shot his cum into her and then he pulled away and left the room. Susan was a little confused by this behavior, but before she could give it much thought he came back into the room.
"Where did you go?" she asked. There was no reply just a searching hand feeling for her cunt lips. As soon as his fingers entered her she moaned and hunched her pussy at the hand. Her legs opened wide and once again he slid into her wetness. Once again the thought occurred to her that he somehow felt different and once again the thought disappeared in a cloud of lust. They fucked for several minutes and then he buried his face in her neck and started to groan, "I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum."
Susan's eyes shot open. It was not Daniel's voice! It was low and not recognizable, but it was not Daniel's. Suddenly Susan knew what was going on. Daniel had set her up. He had fucked her and then had left the room so one of the other boys could come in and have her and then the second one had left to make room for the third. Susan was the centerpiece of a gangbang! Even as these thoughts raced through her head her current lover was pumping his cream into her. He withdrew and quietly left the room.
Susan lay there with her legs spread wide and the cum of three males leaking out of her gaping cunt and she wondered if Daniel would be back for more. The door opened and closed and steps had approached the bed. Susan gave a harsh little laugh and said, "What are you waiting for? The slut has her legs open. Get over here and put your cock in me."
A body settled between her legs and a cock searched for the opening to her steaming hot cum filled swamp. She reached down and used a hand to guide the cock into her and as it entered her she had a sudden realization. All the cocks that had been in her had felt different from each other and the cock that was in her now was again different from the others. There were only four men in the house and she knew that four different cocks had made their way into her body.
"Oh sweet Jesus" she thought, "It can't be. It just can't be!"
Susan Clarke was being fucked. Susan Clarke did not know who was fucking her. Susan Clarke did not dare turn on the light to find out.
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Forward:
I know that a lot of people think that the letters sent in to magazines such as Penthouse Letters are phony and are actually written by the magazine's staff. On that I can't say for sure one way or another. I do know that a lot of the letters sent in are fantasies and I also know for sure that when the magazine receives letters the editors change them for one reason or another. How do I know this? Because it has happened to me. In the fall of 1996 I sent a letter to Penthouse Letters that was published as The Letter of the Month in December 1996 under the title of Coming and Going. The letter had been changed so much that the original "flavor" had been lost. In fact, from my standpoint, they butchered it. I was doing a hard drive cleanup last week and I pulled up the original that I had sent in and thought it would be a kick to post it in its original form and see if anyone remembered it and could see the changes made by the Penthouse Letters staff. The title that I had originally given the story was The Wedding and The Funeral.
I'd led a pretty active sex life when I was in high school and as a result my reputation wasn't very good. Determined to turn things around, I made a vow that I was going to be a 'good girl' in college, stay away from boys and just earn my degree. It was a vow that lasted all of two months. Six months into the term I met Henry and fell absolutely head-over-heels in love. Henry had, at least in my opinion, one major flaw - he was determined to remain a virgin until he married. No matter how hard I tried I could not get Henry to fuck me. I would give him handjobs and blowjobs and when he got hot I would pull off my panties and try to mount him, but he would always push me away and tell me to be patient. As a result I was always super horny and considerably frustrated. Several boys from my hometown, who had in the past shared my favors, were always sniffing around, but even though I was sorely tempted, I figured if Henry could wait until the wedding, so could I.
The day of our wedding I was extremely antsy, wanting to get all the ceremonial bullshit out of the way so we could get to the bedroom, but with both family and friends all over the place we had to go through all the motions. By the time the reception was almost over I was hotter than a firecracker thanks to all the 'feels' I received while dancing with men who had at one time or another fucked me or been the recipients of either one of my blowjobs or hand jobs. One guy even cornered me on the way to the bathroom and asked me to kiss the head of his dick for old times sake (after looking both ways to see if anyone was around, I did it). All of the attention, plus my eager expectation of finally getting fucked after a full year of going without, had me more than ready.
Fate has a way of fucking you over though and on that night fate got me good. It was time to leave the reception and Henry was falling down drunk. I don't mean 'tipsy', or 'mellowed out', I mean he was in a stupor. I had to get Charlie, the best man, and a couple of the guys who had been ushers to help me carry Henry up to our room. They dumped Henry on the bed and the ushers left while Charlie stayed to help me get Henry out of his clothes. We got him undressed and we were standing there looking down at him when Charlie turned to me and said:
"There is no way that a sexy lady like you should have to spend her wedding night without being made love to."
And with that, he put his arms around me and pulled me to him and kissed me on the lips. He caught me by surprise and while I didn't return the kiss, I didn't push him away either. His tongue probed my mouth as he gently turned me and bent me backwards and I suddenly found myself lying on the bed next to Henry with Charlie on top of me. Charlie had the fastest hands of any man I ever met because before I could push him away he had my wedding dress up around my waist, the crotch of my panties pulled aside and at least two fingers in my pussy. As his tongue worked in my mouth and his fingers probed my cunt I tried to push him away and when he pulled his mouth off mine I told him to stop.
"We can't do this, its not right. Please don't Charlie, please don..." but it was too late, for with one quick move he rolled just a little, the head of his cock touched my pussy lips and with one little shove - he was in. I kept saying, "No, we can't, we can't do this. Its not right, we can't" but of course we were doing it and by the time he had pushed into me four or five times I was starting to fuck back. I pulled my legs back until my knees were almost touching my ears and levered my pussy back up at him and took him in as deep as he would go. He hadn't plunged his cock into me more than a dozen times before I went into my first orgasm. I reached up and grabbed the cheeks of his ass with both hands and pulled him to me and started urging him on.
"Fuck me, fuck me, come on fuck me harder" and Charlie listened and obeyed.
He was pounding into me and I had forgotten all about Henry. The only thing I had on my mind was Charlie's beautiful cock as a second orgasm washed over me. I was making all kinds of noise by now, moaning, groaning, and begging Charlie to fuck me. I was thrashing around on the bed like a woman possessed (which I suppose I was) and I'm only surprised that I didn't dump us all on the floor. When I felt Charlie tense up and I knew he was going to cum I tried to get him to slow down just a bit because I felt another orgasm building in me and I didn't want him to finish and leave me hanging, but he was too far gone and as he pumped his hot sperm into me I was crying "Don't cum baby, don't cum -stay with me - I'm almost there - hold on."
Charlie got up, bent over and kissed me and told me to hang on for a minute or so and then he got up and left. He was gone for two or three minutes and while I waited for him to come back I masturbated myself and looked over at Henry - he hadn't moved.
When Charlie got back he walked up to me and put his cock in my face, "Get me hard baby, get me hard again."
I opened my mouth and went to work on it while still fingering myself. I had Charlie hard in less than two minutes and he wasted no time in getting me on my hands and knees and climbing on the bed behind me. I was already pushing back at him before his cock even touched me. Charlie proceeded to fuck me as hard as he could and in less time than it takes to tell about it I had my third orgasm of the night. Charlie slowed his strokes and I fell forward and as I lay there wondering whether or not to push my luck and let Charlie fuck me to another orgasm or to hustle him out the door I felt him ease out of me and get off the bed. But in less than a minute he was back behind me and I felt him drive into me again. He started fucking me hard and fast and I wondered where he got all of his stamina.
Pretty soon I felt another orgasm coming on and I was driving back on his cock in frenzy when all of a sudden I felt something hit my cheek. I opened my eyes and saw a hard cock aimed at my mouth; it took a few seconds to register that there was a cock in my face at the same time a cock was pounding my pussy. I looked up and saw the cock in my face belonged to Tony, one of the ushers from the wedding, and a quick glance back behind me showed that George, another one of the ushers, owned the cock that was doing such a good job fucking me. That same backward glance saw that Charlie was sitting on the couch with two other guys from the wedding party. Charlie just smiled at me.
"Baby, you were so hot when I first fucked you that I knew I couldn't cool you down by myself."
I opened my mouth to protest and that gave Tony the opening (no pun intended) he needed and he pushed his cock into my mouth and held my head with both hands so that George's thrusts pushed my mouth to the base of his cock.
That's how I spent my wedding night. On a hotel bed next to the passed out bridegroom while the best man and four of the ushers took turns with me. Even though I had screwed around a lot before going to college, I'd never made it with more than one man at a time so the experience was a first for me. They all fucked me twice, a couple of them took me three times and one guy even managed to get it up four times. I lost count of how many times I had a dick in my mouth. When they left me I was one completely fucked out woman. It took me half an hour to clean up the mess - there were cum stains everywhere, even a few on Henry's arm. Henry was very apologetic when he woke up the next morning, but considering how I'd spent the night I figured the thing to do was just smile and say, "That's alright Honey. We have the rest of our lives to make love."
Naturally, I heard from "The Wedding Night Five" quite often after that night. They all wanted a repeat performance, but I was determined that I was going to be a faithful wife to Henry and in my own way I guess I was. No one ever got a cock into me during my marriage, but the 'good-time girl' in me eventually surfaced one night when I was at a party with some friends while Henry was out of town. After several drinks, a lot of close dances, and after being felt up by every man I danced with, I found myself in the back seat of Tony's car giving him and a friend of his blowjobs. Over the next couple of years I swallowed gallons of sperm as I handed out blowjobs and handjobs like they were party favors, mostly to 'The Five', although they were not the only ones. My boss was getting two and sometimes three a week from me (how that came about was a story in itself), but no one, except Henry, ever got a dick in me except for my mouth.
The only time I would give head (with two exceptions - one being my boss) was when Henry was out of town. The second exception was a memorable occasion. Charlie had been after me for some time to get together with 'The Five' on our fifth anniversary. At first I refused every time he brought up the subject, but, when two days before the date, Henry told me he would have to work late that night and we would have to celebrate some other time I got pissed. I called Charlie and told him to set it up, the only conditions being that it would have to be done on my lunch hour and there would be nothing but oral sex. He agreed.
When the day arrived I arranged for a long lunch hour and headed for the motel. When I got there I found all five men waiting for me, naked and with hardons ready to go. They had a cake with five candles on it, some champagne on ice, and each one gave me an anniversary card. It may sound silly, but I was touched - I thought it was very sweet of them. I excused myself and went into the bathroom where I changed and freshened up my make-up (I put on the brightest shade of red lipstick I could find). I walked back into the room wearing my wedding dress, veil, white nylons and white high heels.
What was supposed to take only an hour or so ended up taking all afternoon. The guys just kept getting hard and I was determined not to quit until they could not get it up anymore. When we finally stopped I was covered in cum. I had swallowed a lot and a lot was splashed on me by guys standing around watching me and jacking off and then shooting all over me when they came. The boys behaved themselves for the most part and settled for blow jobs, finger fucking me, and sucking on my tits, but at one point in the festivities, while George was tit fucking me and I was giving handjobs to Tony and Charlie, I felt my legs being moved apart and I looked to see John getting ready to fuck me. At the last minute Al pushed him away and reminded him of the agreement. I have to admit I had mixed emotions at that point. I was determined that my pussy remain Henry's only, but at that particular moment in time I was very very ready for a hard hot cock.
Fate almost got me again. I'd just gotten home and was in the shower when Henry walked in. He had hurried to finish the job he was on and had rushed home. Five minutes earlier and I don't believe I could have explained what he would have seen.
There is one last chapter to this story. After seven wonderful years with Henry I came home from work one day to find him dead on the kitchen floor. He'd had an embolism and it reached his brain. Following the funeral, at which Charlie and three others of 'The Five' acted as pallbearers (Tony had moved out of state) everyone came over to the house for the wake. After a night of drinking the inevitable happened and I once again found myself as the centerpiece of a gang-bang. This time, however, I wasn't totally aware of what was happening. It started with my 'Five' and went from there. I know that all of the pallbearers fucked me and I vaguely remember another woman sucking my tits while I was being fucked and then she was beside me getting fucked herself. I was told later that fifteen men had me that night, some of them more than once, and that both of Henry's brothers and one of his uncles were among that number.
I thus had the dubious distinction of being gangbanged in both my wedding dress and my widow's weeds.
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I waved at the security guard as if I belonged there and gave him a cheery good morning as I headed for the elevators. I got on and hit the button for the third floor. When the door opened on three I quickly got off and went directly to the employees bulletin board. I took a piece of paper from my pocket and thumbtacked it to the board and then headed for the men's bathroom. Once inside I went into each of the four stalls and using a magic marker I wrote the same thing on all four of the stall walls. I used the stairwell to go up to the fourth floor where I repeated what I had done on three and then I took the stairwell down to the lobby. I had a huge smile on my face as I walked out the front door of the building.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It has been said over and over again that, "Revenge is a dish best served cold." I've never understood the saying; I could never figure out if it meant that you should wait until the person you wanted revenge on had forgotten about you or if it meant that whatever you did to get your revenge had to be something 'stone cold.'
If it was the former then I didn't have the patience to wait that long and if it was the latter, well, I guess that you could consider what I had just done a very stone cold thing to do. And that was only half of it. The other half took place when I sat at my computer this morning. I figured that all hell would break loose around ten that morning and I had conveniently taken the day off from work and once I had gotten home from running my little errand I took the phone off the hook. Then, everything in place, I grabbed a good book and settled down on the couch to enjoy a nice, leisurely morning.
It all started the way most of these things start - an unexpected trip to the house during the day and finding a familiar car in the driveway. Why would Brian be visiting my house in the middle of the day? The answer was immediately apparent as soon as I was in the front door.
"Damn it Marlene, you are tight. Doesn't Robert fuck you anymore?"
"Not near enough sweetie, and nowhere near as good as you do. Come on lover, push it in deep and fuck me. We only have two hours until you have to go."
I couldn't believe it. It was a fucking clich‚ - my best friend was fucking my wife! And on top of that she was telling him I wasn't worth a shit in bed. That really hurt. I'd always thought that Marlene and I had a great sex life. Four or five times a week and more often than not twice on those occasions and then a quickie in the morning before heading off to work.
I guess most men would have gone charging into the bedroom screaming and ready to kick ass and take names, but I wasn't most men. My motto since the eighth grade has been, "Don't get mad, get even." I very quietly made my way into my home office and got my mini-recorder and a fresh tape. I crept as close to the bedroom door as I dared, opened the linen closet door a crack and put the recorder where it would pick up the most from the bedroom and then I quietly left the house.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home that night Marlene had dinner ready as usual. She had a fresh pitcher of martinis in the icebox and we sat down and had our usual before dinner cocktail and made small talk.
"How was your day sweetie?"
"Full of the usual bullshit meetings and conference calls. How was yours?"
"Pretty boring. I went shopping for groceries this morning, did a load of laundry and then read a book for the rest of the afternoon."
"Anything good?"
"No, just one of those Nora Roberts bodice rippers."
"Usual story? Wife having a sordid affair with the hubby's best friend?"
"Yes, pretty much."
After dinner I helped with the dishes and the I went and retrieved my cassette recorder and then went in to my home office to 'catch up on some paperwork'. I rewound the tape, hit the PLAY button and then listened as my wife and my so-called best friend disparaged me between bouts on the bed. What interested me most were the arrangements they made for their next meetings. They planned on getting together the day after tomorrow (tomorrow was out - have to get my hair done you know) and Brian was planning to spend two nights with Marlene when I went out of town the following week. I would like to know how he was going to swing that without his wife finding out what he was up to. Apparently, from their conversation anyway, it would not be the first time Brian had kept Marlene company when I'd gone out of town. Anyway, with that information at hand I began to plan.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It is just flat-assed amazing the information that you can find on the Internet. Two hours of surfing and I had almost all that I needed. A trip to Radio Shack and Electronics Avenue and a credit card got me the rest. I went home during the day when I knew Marlene would be at the hairdressers and then using the information I got off the Net and my purchases I rigged a tape recorder to the phone line and hid a voice activated tape recorder in the bedroom. The rest would have to wait for the weekend which was when Marlene went to visit her mother and sister.
That night when I got home I retrieved the tape from the recorder on the phone line and listened to a ten minute conversation between Brain and Marlene where they told each other how much they missed each other and couldn't hardly wait until the next day when they could again be in each other's arms.
The next day, while Marlene was doing the dishes, I got the tape out of the recorder in the bedroom and later in my office I listened to it. Aside from the sounds of sex I got to listen to the two of them talk about how stupid Bev (Brian's wife) and I were, about how they had been fucking each other for over a year and Bev and I were none the wiser. Brian bad mouthed Bev and said she was lousy in bed. Marlene shot me through the grease by pointing out all my failings (all lies - I swear) and then telling Brian how happy she was that he had come into her life. I put the tape in a safe place and put a fresh one in the recorder.
When I left for Seattle on Monday my bedroom was wired for both pictures and sound. I had three mini-cams positioned to record everything that went on in the bedroom and feed it to three electronically activated VCRs inside a cabinet in my den. A test run had shown that as long as there was light in the room I would get decent pictures.
It was an expensive setup, but fortunately I could afford it. Besides, it would pay for itself in what I wouldn't have to pay out when the time for the divorce came. Motion detectors turned on the cameras and the cameras coming on turned on the VCRs. No motion for five minutes turned off the cameras, which in turn shut down the VCRs. As my flight lifted off I was looking forward to watching some interesting footage when I got home. I was going to be severely pissed if the setup didn't work.
I waited until ten in the evening to call Marlene because I knew from the recorded conversations that Brain was planning on being there by seven. Marlene answered the phone and she sounded a little out of breath. I asked her about it and she said she was riding her Exercycle in the basement and was talking to me on the cordless. In the middle of the conversation I heard a sharp intake of breath and I knew without a doubt that the tape would show Brian sliding his cock into Marlene at that point in the conversation. We talked for another minute or so and then I told her that I loved her and that I missed her and she said the same things back to me and I hung up.
The next night the call was almost a carbon copy of the call the night before except that I said that I was going to be horny as hell when I got home and Marlene said that was good because she planned on fucking me to death when I got home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And she did. I fell asleep absolutely exhausted the night I came home. Marlene could not keep her hands off me and I was almost tempted to ask why she thought that I was so bad in bed, but then that would have spoiled my surprise.
The next day I reviewed the tapes in the three VCRs and found that I had some good footage, some really great footage and a lot of shitty footage, but the most important thing was that I had enough good footage to work with. But I wasn't done, not yet. Over the next three weeks the VCRs and the tape recorders just taped away as Brian came over and romped with Marlene.
On a Saturday when Marlene was visiting her mother and sister I sat down and reviewed what I had and started working with it. I had some really great stuff that was almost professional porno quality and mixed with the 'just good' stuff it gave me a video that was almost two hours long. I made a small tape that I was going to keep for myself; it included a scene where Brain was shoving his cock deep in Marlene's ass and she was screaming and begging him to never stop. There was another scene where Marlene had cum dripping from her cunt and Brian crawling under her so it could drip down into his mouth.
Most of the footage was simple suck and fuck, but what was most important to me was clarity. It was absolutely essential to my plan that I have plenty of footage with a clearly recognizable Brian and a clearly recognizable Marlene.
The day I was waiting for arrived and I packaged copies of everything that I had into two parcels and then I took them to the Post Office and sent them off. It was a Saturday morning and I requested 2-Day Priority Mail so the packages would be delivered Monday. Then I went home and put the rest of my plan into play. Two days later a couple of computer keystrokes and a visit to where Brian worked and it was over. All I had to do was sit back and wait.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Marlene came home from her weekly beauty shop appointment and was surprised to find me lying on the couch reading a book. She had some groceries with her and she went into the kitchen to put them away.
"Honey? Did you know that the phone is off the hook?"
"No sweetie, I didn't. I must have knocked it off when I made myself a sandwich and not have noticed."
She had no sooner put the phone back in the cradle than it rang.
"Hello?"
"What?"
"Are you sure?"
"What are you going to do?"
"Okay, I'll go look. What was it again?"
I heard her leave the kitchen and go into the family room where we keep the computer. About two minutes went by and then I heard a sharp cry. I smiled to myself as Marlene perused her very own porno site. Two minutes later she stormed into the room.
"You bastard! What have you done?"
"Made you famous sweetie. You should be a household name by now, at least among Brian's co-workers. It is probably unfortunate that he works for the company that his father in law owns, but what the hell, according to him Bev was a lousy wife anyway so he won't miss her when she's gone. And I doubt that he would want to keep his job and have to face his ex-father in law every day. Then again he might not have any say in whether he stays or goes. That will probably depend on how daddy feels when he pulls up the web site and sees what Brian has to say about Bev."
I looked at my watch, "Bev should be opening her package right about now, at least if the Post Office is on time delivering to Bev's street."
"Package? What package?"
"Nothing much, just a copy of every tape I've made of you and Brian over the last three weeks."
"My God! How could you do such a thing to me?"
"It was easy Marlene. All I had to do was remember that you were stabbing me in the back with the asshole who was supposed to be my best friend. The worst part for you hasn't hit yet. I imagine that it won't happen until five-thirty or six."
The phone rang and I said, "Or maybe sooner."
"Hello?
"Oh hi mom.
"WHAT?"
I didn't hear another word so I got up and followed her into the kitchen. She was standing there, face as white as chalk, as her mother yakked away on the other end.
"Something wrong" I innocently asked.
"How could you send that to my parents wrapped as an anniversary present?"
"Hey sweetie, at least I remembered their anniversary."
"What else have you done?"
"Posted your web site address on every shit house wall where Brian works along with the message "For a good time call Marlene at" and I put down your cell phone number. I also posted the same stuff on all the bulletin boards there. Let's see, what else did I do? Oh yeah. I sent an email to everyone in your address book. I said, "Hey! Look at the new me" and of course there were attachments. I would love to be there and see your grandmother's face when she sees you begging Brian to fuck your asshole."
She stared at me for almost a full minute and then said, "How could you hate me so much?"
"It was easy Marlene. All I had to do was watch the tapes and listen to what you had to say about me when you were with Brian. Speaking of Brian, Bev has probably tossed his ass out by now. Give him a call, maybe he'll let you live with him."
"What? Why are you saying something like that? Why in God's name would I want to live with that oaf?"
"I don't know Marlene, but you are not staying here. I'm taking you at your word. I'm stupid, I'm no good in bed and I'm not all that great as a husband. I got it all on tape Marlene, so pack your shit and get out of here."
Just then the phone rang again.
"You better get that. It is probably your boyfriend wanting to cry on your shoulder."
Marlene answered the phone and then held it out to me, "It's for you."
I took the phone and found that it was Bev. "I got an interesting package in the mail today. It had no return address, but the content made me somehow think of you. Know anything about it?"
"Guilty. Sorry if it upset you, but I had an uncontrollable urge to get some revenge."
"Don't apologize. I've suspected the asshole was cheating on me for some time now, but I could never prove it. Thanks, I owe you one. What are you doing on your end?"
I looked over at Marlene and said, "She'll be out of here in an hour."
"I'm surprised you're giving her that much time. All I did was call asshole and tell him not to bother coming home - ever. My dad called me an hour ago and wanted to know what I wanted him to do so I told him and Brian is now among the unemployed. Any way, I owe you."
"When the dust clears I'll let you buy me a drink."
"Deal. I'll talk to you later."
I hung up the phone and looked over at Marlene, "You still here?"
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This is not a story about my wanting to watch my wife fuck another man. This is a story about how I ended up watching her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Brenda and I have been married for thirty years and they have been damned good years. I know and have read about people whose marriages have gone stale after several years and who go looking for ways to spice things up, but that did not happen in our marriage. I'll grant you that we did not make love seven days a week, fifty-two weeks a year, but we did get it on three or four times a week. Life was good in our household - right up until the day that Brenda had her surgery.
Brenda came home one evening and told me that she hadn't been feeling well lately and she had made a doctors appointment for the next day. After several tests the doctor told her that she would have to have a hysterectomy. They discussed everything and Brenda was assured that the operation would have no major effect on her life. The doctor was mistaken. Following the surgery Brenda seemed to lose all interest in sex. Foreplay did not help. Sexual aids did not help. A series of porn tapes had no effect on her. Our sex life just ceased to exist. Well that's not exactly true. Brenda did let me fuck her whenever I wanted to. She never once said no to me, but it was plain that she had no interest and was just doing what she saw as her wifely duty. It soon got to the point where I stopped bothering her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Some men in that situation would have started looking for satisfaction outside their marriage, but I could not bring myself to do that. For one thing I was madly in love with Brenda and I felt that if I stepped out on her and she found out about it she would leave me. Another thing that crossed my mind whenever I got to thinking that I might stray was the AIDS and Herpes scare. My luck being what it was I could almost count on catching something and bringing it home. My solution to the problem was simple enough; I bought porn tapes, adult oriented magazines and signed up for the XXX rated cable channels and then masturbated an awful lot. This sorry state of affairs lasted almost two years and then one day I got a call at work from Brenda. She has flex hours where she works and she had taken the afternoon off that day.
"I just called to ask you to call me as soon as you are ready to leave work."
"Why?"
"I have a special dinner planned for tonight and I want it to be ready as soon as you walk in the door."
"What are we having?"
"Meat, the kind you like best."
I dutifully called just before I left work and when I walked in the front door of the house I found Brenda sitting on the upstairs landing dressed only in a garter belt, nylons and high heels. She was working a large rubber cock in and out of her pussy and she smiled at me and said, "I'm just keeping your meat warm baby. Ready for dinner?"
I was out of my pants in a heartbeat and I fucked her right there on the landing and to hell with whoever might have come to the door. I never did eat (dinner anyway) that night. Brenda and I fucked like horny teenagers until we were both exhausted. I ate her pussy and we fucked. She sucked my cock and we fucked. We went sixty-nine on each other and then we fucked. I called in sick the next day and we spent the entire day fucking all over the house. When we went to bed that night I didn't think I'd be able to get it up again until after I'd had a week to rest up, but Brenda proved me wrong on that.
It turned out that Brenda had been seeing a doctor and he had been working with her on correcting what he believed to be a hormonal imbalance. She had been taking hormone pills for two weeks and they had helped her regain her sex drive. The pills however created another problem, although not a bad one from my point of view, in that her sex drive came back in overdrive. Brenda wanted to fuck all the time!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I mentioned earlier Brenda's job allowed her to work flextime. That meant she could pretty well set her own hours as long as her work was done on time. We own a pickup truck with a camper on the back and one of our favorite pastimes was going up the mountains on weekends and camping out. One day about ten minutes before I was due to get off for lunch Brenda showed up and said that since she was in the area she thought she would stop by and we could have lunch together. I told her to go on and wait for me out back while I went and washed my hands and punched out. I walked out the door expecting to find her waiting in her car, but instead she had the pickup. She wasn't in the front so I opened the door to the camper and found that she was naked on the bed.
"You had better hurry up before your lunch gets cold" she giggled.
I was fifteen minutes late getting back from lunch.
Brenda started stopping by two or three times a week to "have lunch" with me and I was surprised that no one ever figured out what was going on. This afternoon Brenda stopped by and let me know that she was there to have 'lunch' with me and I told her that I would be right out. I washed my hands and on the way to the time clock my boss stopped me and asked me to step into his office for a minute. We talked for five minutes about my job performance and then he offered me the job as shop foreman. I gladly accepted the position and then hurried out to have my nooner with Brenda.
I opened the camper door and got the shock of my life. Brenda was flat on her back, her nylon covered legs and her high heeled shod feet pointing straight up at the roof of the camper and her voice going, "Oh god, oh god, oh god" as Myron, one of my co-workers, pounded his stiff cock into her pussy. I stood frozen as I listened to the slap, slap, slap of Myron fucking Brenda. Both of them were locked in the heat of passion and neither one of them had heard me open the door. I watched for several minutes as Myron pounded away and soon Brenda's "Oh god, oh god" changed to the low moan that meant she was going to orgasm. When it hit her body shuddered and she bucked a little and then lay back limp as Myron continued to stroke into her. Another thirty seconds went by and then he grunted, "Gonna cum, I'm gonna cum" and that brought Brenda back to life.
"Don't cum in me, don't cum in me," she cried as she tried to push Myron off of her.
He got the message and pulled out just as his cock splashed cum all over Brenda's belly and legs. He must not have been laid in quite a while because he shot what must have been a quart of cum on Brenda. It was at that point that Brenda noticed me. The look of terror on her face almost broke my heart.
"Oh god baby," she cried through her tears, "Please don't hate me. Please! I don't know how it happened. I didn't mean to. Please don't hate me."
While she was crying Myron was busy stuffing his limp dick back into his pants and babbling, "Hey man, I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me. I didn't mean to do it man. I don't know what came over me."
As he tried to brush past me I grabbed his shirt front and whispered, "You wait for me inside and you keep your mouth shut. Not a fucking word about this to anybody, you hear?"
As soon as he was gone I looked down at Brenda. She lay there with her legs splayed open, cum on her cunt hair, cum on her stomach and cum on her legs. Her cunt lips were red and puffy and a trickle of cum was running from her belly down her slit. God help me, but I had never seen a more erotic sight in my life and the only thing that kept me from taking a turn on her was the necessity of getting to Myron before he let the whole shop know about what had just happened. I opened one of the overhead cupboards and got out a towel. I told Brenda to clean herself up and go home and then I went looking for Myron.
He was waiting just inside the door and I got right in his face. "First, if you ever tell anyone about what just happened and I find out I will hunt you down and put you in the hospital. I'll break both of your arms and both of your legs and you will spend a lot of time in wheelchairs. Are we clear on this?"
He nodded a yes and then I said, "Next, I want to know just what in the hell happened."
It turned out that the boss ran into Myron before he saw me and he sent Myron to find me and ask me to come to the office. Myron thought I was in the camper having lunch with Brenda so he went out there to get me. When he opened the door Brenda was on the bed naked and she was fucking herself with her dildo. She had her eyes closed and when she heard the door open, thinking it was me, she started moaning, "Get over here and fuck me. Come on and fuck me. I need a cock in me so get over here and fuck me. I need it baby, I need it bad. Fuck your little slut."
Myron said he didn't know what had come over him. He had never seen anything that sexy begging to be fucked and before he knew what he was doing he had his cock out, was between her legs and was pushing the dildo aside. He put the head of his cock against her pussy lips and she had hunched up at him and she was so wet that he had slid right in. Brenda still had her eyes closed and she was still moaning, "Fuck me baby, fuck me" when he bent to kiss her.
Myron has a beard, I don't.
Brenda's eyes shot open and she saw that it wasn't me fucking her and she started trying to push Myron off of her, but he was already twenty strokes on the way to busting his nut and he wasn't about to quit. Brenda kept pushing and crying, "We can't, we can't, this is wrong. Stop it, please stop it."
But Myron's cock was starting to push Brenda's pleasure button and it wasn't long before she was fucking back and that was when I came into the camper.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home that night Brenda was sitting at the kitchen table with a glass of vodka and it was apparent that she had been at the bottle for a while. She just looked at me and didn't say a thing. After an awkward silence I finally broke the ice.
"It wasn't your fault sweetheart. You didn't know until it was too late."
She just looked at me.
I tried again. "Myron is two hundred pounds sweetheart and there is no way you could ever push him away if he wasn't willing to go."
Still silence.
"I had a long talk with Myron and no one is ever going to know."
She looked at me and with a wavering voice said, "You don't understand. How could you understand when I don't even understand it. After the initial shock I loved it. I loved fucking another man. I loved fucking a stranger. If you hadn't come in when you did I would have sucked him hard again and I'd still be there fucking him."
"Are you serious?"
She nodded a yes.
"What's this going to do to us?"
"God baby, I don't know."
"Are you going to go out and pick up strangers now when I'm not around?"
Brenda looked away from me and down at the floor and I had my answer. As much as I loved her I knew that I'd never be able to handle that. I had to do something or our marriage was as good as over. I knew what I had to do and I really, really did not want to do it, but I couldn't see living my life without Brenda. I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her up the stairs to the bedroom and threw her down on the bed. I unzipped myself and took out my cock and stuck it in her face as I took out my wallet and got out a little card that had some phone numbers on it. I picked up the phone and dialed a number and it rang three times before the phone was answered.
"Myron? Get your ass over here right now. You started something this afternoon and now you are going to have to help me keep Brenda satisfied. Yes I mean it. Get over here. The front door is unlocked so just come on up to the bedroom."
As I hung up the phone I looked down at Brenda and saw her smiling up at me and then her hot mouth closed around my cock.
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I looked down at the pile on the table in front of me and wondered just where the habit had come from and how I'd gotten started doing it. I always peel the labels off of my beer bottles. I had been sitting there for over an hour and a half waiting for my stepmother to show and the pile had grown. Adele had called me at work and had asked me to meet her for a drink. She said that she had something important that she needed to talk to me about and so far she had called me twice on her cell to tell me that she was running late, but that she was on the way.
Normally I won't sit around and wait for people who are late for meetings and appointments, but this time curiosity had me pinned to my chair. Adele and I did not get along - never had - and I didn't expect that we ever would. I did have to admit that I was as much to blame for the animosity as she was. After mom had died I thought dad had replaced her way too soon and so I was a little cold toward Adele when she moved in. On her part Adele was way too bossy for someone new to the household and to the two teenagers who lived there.
For some reason my sister Vickie had warmed to Adele right away, but Adele hadn't been there three days before she was telling me what to do and how to do it. That is something that you just don't do to a naturally rebellious teenager who is still grieving over the loss of his mother. And it had never gotten any better.
I went to college on a football scholarship and I had hardly ever gone back home. Spring Break, the holidays, summer vacation were all spent some place else and if my dad wanted to see me he had to come and visit me because I wouldn't go home if Adele was there. He would visit and try to mend fences, "It was just as hard for Adele to come into that situation as it was for you to have her there. She means well, and she tries hard. Try and meet her halfway." He never did understand that there were two problems - Adele, and the fact that I had never forgiven him for his obscene (to me anyway) quickness in replacing mom.
I graduated, got a job, met a girl and got married and, more to please Sandra than for any other reason, I made an effort to maintain family ties with dad and Adele. It wasn't all that hard since I didn't live with them anymore, but Adele and I never managed to get past an armed truce. And now, out of the blue, she wanted to meet me for a drink.
I saw her come in the front door of the bar and I noticed every male head in the place turn to look at her and appreciate her beauty. I didn't like her much, but I am not blind. Looking at her it was easy to see why my father had gone after her. Even at forty-three she had the nice tight look of a girl twenty years younger. She keeps that look with daily sessions on the Stairmaster down in the basement and with five mile runs three days a week. In spite of myself I felt my cock twitch as she walked toward the table. I stood up as she reached my table and she offered me her hand.
"Thank you for agreeing to meet me here and I'm sorry to be so late. There was something that I needed to get done before meeting you and the person I had to see was himself late."
She sat down and I asked her what she was drinking and she said, "Scotch on the rocks, Dewar's if they have it." I got up to get it and when I got back to the table she was taking a large envelope out of her purse and setting it on the table. She took a sip of her drink, set the glass down and cut right to the chase.
"I have a major problem and I'm trying to figure out what to do about it. Frankly, I did not realize that it was also your problem until yesterday."
"My problem too?"
"Yes. Before I go into it I need to clear the decks so to speak. First off I know you don't like me and it may surprise you to know that I completely understand it, but your father was the best thing to ever happen to me and I wasn't going to let him get away. I was not going to wait around a year or two and take the chance that he might find someone else. I am not now, nor will I ever apologize for that. Next, you need to understand that I love your father wholly and completely and regardless of what happens I have no intention of losing him to someone else or of tossing his worthless ass out on the street."
Adele saw the look that came over my face and said, "Yes, I just said in the same sentence that I love your father and that he is worthless. That brings me to our problem. Your father is having an affair."
"How is my father having an affair my problem?"
"He is having the affair with Sandra."
"What? You must be joking."
"I wish I was."
She slid the brown envelope over to me. "The reason I am so late is that I had to meet the private detective I hired so I could pick up these. They are really quite explicit. He had to bribe quite a few people to get the cameras in place to get these images."
I opened the envelope and took out several eight by ten prints. Adele was right - they were very explicit. Sandra on her knees with a cock in her mouth, Sandra on her knees with a cock in her ass and Sandra in fourteen other positions with a cock in one hole or another and in each case the cock was attached to my father. I was stunned. Sandra cheating on me! Why? When?
"How long has this been going on?"
"I don't know. I only became aware that he was up to something three weeks ago when I found a condom in his pocket while doing the laundry. He doesn't need them with me because I had a hysterectomy six years ago. I didn't say anything to him at the time, but it ate away at me and so I hired a detective to find out what was going on. I didn't know he was seeing Sandra until I got the detective's report last night. He followed Sandra home from the hotel and when he gave me her name and address it was the first I knew that it was your wife."
She watched my face for several seconds and then said, "You had no idea? She gave you no reason to suspect anything?"
I shook my head, "None. I'm not even aware of there being a problem between us that would cause her to have an affair with anyone, let alone dad."
"Yes, well, he is or rather, they are. The reason I asked you to meet me here was so we can discuss what will happen next."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, before yesterday when I found out that my problem was also your problem, I had already decided on a course of action. I did not intend to let your father know directly that I knew. Instead I was going to repay him in kind and let him find out. Then I was going to fuck up his extracurricular love life in a way that would make him feel guilty as hell. That is, that is what I was going to do until I found out that it was Sandra."
"What were you going to do?"
"Take on several lovers, get them to leave a few love bites in strategic places, wait until your father noticed them and said something and then drop the photos on him. Then I was going to find a way to set up the bimbo he was fucking and get her thrown in jail for a year or so. Your father would know I did it and why and he would have felt guilty as hell for causing it to happen and he would have made certain that it never happened again. I can't do that now, at least not the second part anyway."
"Why not?"
"Because dummy, it would affect you and even though you hate my guts you are still family and I don't fuck over family - unless of course they fuck over me first. So the question now is, what do we do?"
She was a fucking animal in bed. She screamed and hollered, begged and pleaded. Her heels drummed on the backs of my legs so hard that I suspected that they would be bruised when we left the hotel. She spread the photos out on the floor and we re-enacted each and every one. If Sandra took it in the ass, so did Adele; Sandra sucked cock and so did Adele. She was insatiable and as fast as I came and lost my hard on Adele went to work to get me another one. Finally I was beat. I just could not get it up again no matter how hard Adele tried.
The plan had been to split the pictures, take a room, make love, mark each other and then go home. When our spouses commented on the love bites we would drop the photos on them and say, "If it is good enough for you, it's good enough for me" and then go from there. But about an hour into things when I went to give Adele a hickey on her breast she cried out, "No, no, don't, not yet, not yet." I wondered why she was departing from the plan. I can be a little on the dense side sometimes, but it was not until I was plowing her tight asshole that I realized that if we marked each other it would be over as soon as the marks were noticed. Unmarked we could do it again, and again and again. After we had dressed Adele gathered up the photos and put them back in her purse.
"We don't need to split them just yet, do we? At least not for a little while?"
"Maybe not ever" I said as I took her in my arms and kissed her, "Maybe not ever."
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It was love at first sight. I got off the elevator and she was sitting behind the reception desk. The term drop dead gorgeous didn't even begin to do her justice. Her beautiful face was surrounded by a mass of honey-blonde hair, and breasts, oh God did she have breasts - thirty-eights at least. The rest of her was hidden behind the desk, but there was no doubt in my mind that what I couldn't see was just as perfect as what I could. She gave me a dazzling smile as I came off the elevator and said, "Good morning, can I help you?"
I smiled back, "I work here" and I extended my hand. "Manny Grotz. I work in marketing."
Her handshake was firm and she told me that her name was Shelly Byrns.
"Welcome to the zoo Shelly. Hope you stick around."
She gave me an odd look and then turned to answer a ringing telephone and I managed to get a look at her left hand - no rings. Of course a girl like her would have guys standing in line to ask her out, but a guy can dream, can't he?
I worked late that night and she was gone when I went home, but I did get the dazzling smile again when I came in the next morning. Julie from the steno pool was behind the desk when I went to lunch and I hoped it was only because Shelly was out to lunch. I was sitting at a table in the restaurant just across the street from the office when I saw her come in. She had a shopping bag so I guessed she had done some shopping before coming to eat - big mistake! If you didn't get in the restaurant by ten to twelve you were not going to find a seat. The place was packed and she couldn't spot a place to sit so I stood up and waved to get her attention and as she walked over toward me I saw that what the desk had been hiding was indeed every bit as spectacular as what could be seen above the desk. I helped her with her chair and we made small talk as we waited for our order to arrive.
"Can I ask you something? What did you mean the other day when you said you hoped that I would stick around?"
I smiled and said, "Two things actually. We seem to have a relatively high turnover rate on the reception desk. I guess it's just the kind of job you take while you look for something better. I hope you stick around because I love that dazzling smile I get when I get off the elevator and two, I'm hoping you stick around so that I can get to know you better."
She laughed and said, "Guilty! I'm looking for something better."
We exchanged the vitals - on my part unmarried and a workaholic, on her part single, a recent college graduate with a degree in Business Management and new to the city. Seizing the moment I asked her to have dinner with me that night, "I can show you around and help you get a feel for the place."
She frowned, "I don't think that would be a good idea. Work place relationships just never seem to work out for me."
I said, "That shouldn't be a problem here. By your own admission you are just passing through and as charming as I can be I still can't see a serious relationship developing between us all that quickly."
She looked at me for a minute and then smiled, "I suppose your right, but I can't tonight. How about tomorrow?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That date was the first of many and I found that besides being easy on the eyes she was also charming, witty and intelligent. One night at dinner I asked her how the job hunting was going and she told me that it wasn't going well. I asked her what the problem seemed to be and she said "Me!"
"What does that mean?"
"It means that if the personnel manager is a woman she's afraid that having me around will be a distraction to all the male workers or too much competition for the other girls. If the personnel manager is a man he sees the blond hair and big tits and thinks I'm an airhead. Either that or he offers me a job if I'll have sex with him."
"Isn't that being a little general?"
"Honey, I spent four years in high school and four years in college fighting the stereo-type. Believe me when I say that my 3.8 GPA doesn't get near the attention that my thirty-eight chest does."
"That doesn't seem fair"
She gave me a rueful look and said, "It isn't, but it's my burden to carry unless I'm willing to turn myself into a hag."
Driving her to back to her apartment I finally worked up enough nerve to try and kiss her goodnight. I had been on my best behavior around her because I didn't want to scare her off and I hoped that I wouldn't fuck things up. I walked her to her door and she turned to face me, "Have I got bad breath?"
Caught by surprise I stammered an "Of course not."
"Then why haven't you ever kissed me good night?"
Before I could answer she stood on tiptoe and kissed me on the mouth. Her tongue started probing as soon as our lips touched and after a seconds hesitation I let mine do a little exploring. It was a long kiss and when we broke it she gave me that dazzling smile of hers and said, "You show promise baby. See you tomorrow."
I was six blocks away when the cell phone rang. I answered it, but it kept on ringing and I finally woke up to the fact that it wasn't mine making the noise. On the passenger seat I saw a phone almost under the back cushion and I leaned over to grab it but it stopped ringing as soon as I picked it up. It must have fallen out of Shelly's purse. I hung an illegal U-turn and headed back to her place and I pulled up in front just in time to see Shelly open her door and let the two guys standing on the porch come in. She had been stark naked. It was a very long drive home for me and I knew that the night was going to be a very bad one.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The same glorious smile greeted me when I got to work the next morning and I returned it with a somewhat weak one. I took her cell phone out of my pocket and gave it to her; "It must have fallen out of your purse last night."
She took the phone and said, "Thank you. I wondered were it had gone."
I headed for my office and buried myself in the work piled up on my desk. About ten there was a knock at my door and I looked up to see Shelly standing there.
"Can I come in?" I waved her to a chair.
"I wanted to thank you again for returning my cell phone. It's the only connection I have to the places I sent resumes. You tried to return it me last night, didn't you?"
I nodded a yes.
"I saw you out front. I guess you saw me too."
Again I nodded a yes.
"I almost waved for you to come up, but at the last second I chickened out."
"Why?"
She looked like she was trying to make up her mind about something.
"It's a long story and not a very pretty one. What are you doing for dinner tonight?"
I shrugged, "Work here until I finish my project. Catch a bite on the way home."
She said, "Would you have dinner with me tonight at my place? I'm a pretty good cook."
I was torn. On the one hand I wanted to scream out "Oh God yes!" but on the other I saw her naked and welcoming two men into her apartment. That image pretty much shattered the image of Shelly that I had built up in my mind over the last couple of weeks.
"Please? I need someone I can talk to and you are the only real friend that I've made since I've been here."
That almost made me laugh. I mean I would have to consider letting two men into my apartment while I was naked a pretty damn friendly thing to do. She saw the indecision on my face and said please again and I caved.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was an excellent cook and after we ate I helped her with the dishes and she poured us each a tumbler of Bailey's Irish Cream and we sat down in the living room.
"This is going to be hard for me so please hear me out before you get up and leave. It is going to be hard because I like you. I like you very much. So much in fact that I don't want to hurt you. When I saw you last night I knew that you saw me and I almost called for you to come up - why not, the damage was already done. But at the last second I said maybe he was looking the other way and didn't see you naked and staring hungrily at those two guys. What makes it really hard for me is that those two guys you saw last night don't mean a damn thing to me and yet they got to fuck me while you, who I do care about, didn't.
"I have a problem. I am as close to being a nymphomaniac as you can get without really being one. I think I am one, but my doctor says I'm not. Sex is like a drug to me and I have to have it, and not just some, but a lot. There never has been a man in my life who could take care of me by himself. A lot have said they could and a lot have tried, but no one ever has. I know you wonder why I'm not married. I'm good looking, good company, a good cook and a great piece of ass so I shouldn't have any trouble finding a man, right? Well I don't, it's just that I can't keep them after I land them. I was married once, but he took off when he got tired of the parade of men who passed through our bedroom. I loved him and I thought he loved me, but I guess he just didn't love me enough - and he knew going in what I was and what I had to have and said he was man enough to handle it.
" It's the story of my life baby. I meet a man I like, some one like you, some one that I'd like to spend time with and then my jones rears its ugly head and the guy is history. I can't help it baby, I've got to have it every day. I had two guys in here earlier tonight to take the edge off so I wouldn't get all antsy and stupid while you were here. At least not until I had a chance to tell you how sorry I am that we can never be."
She looked at me sitting there, silently taking in every word. Finally she seemed to run out of things to say and sat there looking at me with an unreadable expression on her face.
"What? You expect me to run screaming for the door? Not all men are assholes you know. Some of us can be kind, nonjudgmental and even understanding. So what is it you want from me? What are you expecting?"
She gave me a sad smile, "I expected you to be up and gone by now so I never considered that you might ask me what I wanted. But to answer your question what I'd like is for you to be my friend. Someone who will like me for what I wish I could be and not just think of me as a piece of meat."
I shook my head no and said; "Sorry sweetie, but I can't help you there. Oh I can be your friend and I can like you for what you are or for what you would like to be, but I am a man and you do have the body and look of a sex goddess and there is no way that I can ignore that. There is just no way in this world that I'm not going to want to possess you. But I'm not the kind of guy who will take you just because I happen to be around when you need a cock. You have to want me for me. Until then I'll try and be a good friend and keep my lustful thoughts to myself."
She was crying now and I got up and went over and sat down beside her and took her in my arms and hugged her to me. I spent the next hour listening to her crying into my shoulder until she had sobbed herself to sleep. I carried her to the bedroom, placed her on the bed and covered her with a blanket, and then I went home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I went in early the next morning and got there before even the janitors were done so I didn't get to see Shelly. She came into my office around ten-thirty and said, "You busy tonight?" I thought about what I had planned, but it wasn't anything that I couldn't put off so I said, "No, nothing planned that I can't get out of."
"Want to come over?"
I sat across the desk and looked at her - the woman of my dreams, but only if I was willing to share her. "What do you have in mind?"
"You gave me your terms and I was willing to meet them last night until I lost control of myself. I guess I'm just not used to tenderness. I wanted you last night because of who and what you are and I want you even more today for the same reason."
I took a deep breath, "Seven?"
She smiled and leaned over the desk and kissed me, "Seven" she said.
That night I found heaven. She was soft, warm, tender and loving, hard as nails, hotter than a two-dollar pistol and insatiable all at the same time. I spent the night with her simply because she didn't leave me enough strength to get out of the bed. From that night on I saw her almost every night; I just couldn't get there before seven and once or twice she asked me not to come over at all, "I got it bad today baby, I need something special tonight."
I would sit at home and wonder what "special" meant, three, four, or five? Again I didn't care, not as long as she spent time with me. I honestly loved her company and I gloried in being around her and that was my undoing. One night she told me that she had to stop seeing me.
"I can see it in your eyes baby. Any day now you are going to ask me to marry you and I'll have to say no. I won't want to, but I'll have to. There is no long-term future for us. You will say you can handle it, and you might even believe that you can, but experience has shown me that you can't - no man can. I'm sorry baby, but it's for your own good."
I didn't think she was right about that, but she was right about one thing; work place romances just did not turn out well.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was pure hell for me to walk into work every morning and see her look away from me. I took to coming in early so I wouldn't have to see her; my work suffered, I couldn't sleep and it was just an all around bad time for me. Finally I couldn't take it any more and I made some phone calls and called in a few favors. It was something I should have done for her a long time ago, but I didn't because I wanted to keep her close. I walked into work one morning and walked up to the reception desk, "Miss Byrns, I need to see you in my office at ten. Please be prompt" and I walked away with her staring at my back. She showed up at my office door at exactly nine and I motioned her to take a seat.
"Unfortunately Miss Bryns you have been right about too many things. You were right when you said that you could see I was going to propose, in fact I had intended to do it that very night - I even had the ring. You were also right when you said work place romances don't seem to work out well. It sucks being in the same building with you every day and never seeing you smile at me any more. There is of course only one cure for that - one of us has to go. I have several years with the firm against your few months so the solution to the problem is to get rid of you."
Her face turned white and then angry, but I caught her before she exploded. "You should know me better than to think what just went through your mind. I am not an asshole!"
I handed her four sheets of paper; "I called in some favors yesterday. You already have the job at each of those four places. All you have to do is talk to each of the four names on those pages and pick the job you want. One last thing. You didn't give me the chance to say this when I was ready so I'll say it now - I love you. Now please leave" and I swiveled my chair around so I wouldn't have to see her walk away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Almost a month went by and then one day I got a call from my friend Dave, "You know that favor you called in? Well I still owe you. She is an absolute jewel. That girl has got her shit together and she is going to go places with this company. All that talent and gorgeous too. Why in the hell did you ever let her get away?"
Why indeed I thought when he hung up. Another week went by and then one morning I heard a knock on my doorframe and I looked up and saw Shelly.
"Just happened to be in the neighborhood and I thought I'd drop in and say hi. Buy a girl lunch?"
"Not a good idea sweetie. I'm not near over you yet. Give me another twenty years and maybe we can give it a try.'
"Yeah. Well, I've been thinking about that too and we need to talk, but I'd just as soon not do it here."
I gave her a long look. What the fuck I thought, it can't hurt any worse than it does all ready so I shrugged and got up and followed her out. Once we were seated at the restaurant she said, "First, I've missed you terribly. I left your office the day you told me you loved me and I went home and cried. I cried damn near every night for a week."
I started to say something, but she held up her hand, "Me first. I need to get it all out. It has taken me weeks to get up the courage to face you. The reason I broke it off with you was because I'd come to love you too and I didn't want to see you get hurt. And it was inevitable that you would get hurt. But over the last month I've come to realize that I wasn't being fair to you. What if you were the one man in a million who could handle the situation with me and I didn't give you that chance. If you were that man I had just robbed us both. Are you still stupid enough to want to try?"
Does a duck walk barefoot on the beach? That night after she had damn near crippled me I told her what I thought we had to do to find out if I could handle the situation. All I had to do was join her when her other lovers came over. If I could take sharing her with them in action, I could damn well live with the knowledge that she was with them when I wasn't around. We decided to try it the very next evening and see what happened. I approached the evening with a fair amount of trepidation and Shelly sensed it and took charge.
It was a blast! It was the largest turn on of my life. Shelly sucked my cock while one of the guys fucked her. I fucked her while she sucked another cock. She sucked my cock again while the two guys fucked her, one in her pussy and one in her ass, and then I fucked her in her ass while the other two watched. I was sorry when the other two guys left.
"When can we do it again?" I asked. Shelly gave me a long look and said, "Are you serious, or are you just trying to make me feel better?"
I gave her a big smile and said, "Sweetie, I just had more fun than the law should allow and I can't wait to do it again."
For the next two months I joined Shelly two and sometimes three times a week. I enjoyed it so much that one time I asked her to have four guys over just so I could stand and watch what the four of us had been doing. And every night after the other guys had gone we fell asleep in each other's arms. It was a Saturday and I had asked Shelly to come over to my apartment. When she rang I buzzed her in and went into the kitchen and popped the cork on a bottle of champagne and poured two flutes. When she knocked on the door I let her in and handed her the champagne.
"First I want you to take a big sip of the bubbly and then I'm going to hit you with several things in quick succession. I don't want you to feel pressured in any way. You can say no to any or all of it and I'll still love you. Okay? Ready?"
She gulped down her champagne and said, "Okay." I took her by the hand and led her into my bedroom where, standing as naked as the day they were born, were seven of my very best friends.
"I'm very particular about who I'm willing to entrust my most precious possession to. I know you have your own stable, but I don't know them very well and there are even one or two I don't like. I've known these guys most of my life and I trust every one of them implicitly. Brad has agreed to be my best man and the other guys will be ushers. You can set up any schedule you like with them and they have all promised me that they will do their very best for you. I just need two things from you. One, they want you to be the entertainment at my bachelor party, and two, in order for there to be a bachelor party I need you to agree to be my wife."
I went down on one knee and said, "Shelly Byrns, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"



Shelly looked at me and said, "I might have said yes if you had asked me in the living room, but now that I see what else I have to choose from I'll have to think about it." She started to undress, "Ask me again in the morning."
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I have never been accused of being a nice guy which didn't bother me at all because I wasn't. I was an asshole and I knew it, but even though I was an asshole what happened wouldn't have if I hadn't disliked Tony so much and if he hadn't pissed me off just one time too many.
Tony was my supervisor at work. He was one of those dick-wads that climb the ladder by taking credit for work that someone else did and by slipping a knife in the back of anyone he thought of as competition. Tony did it all with a smile and pretended he liked you and that you were his buddy even as he was picking out the spot where he would bury the knife. In short, Tony was an asshole. But not like me. Tony was the worst kind of asshole - he hid it and pretended he wasn't one. I, on the other hand, didn't hide it at all.
Being an asshole doesn't mean that you treat everyone like dirt. I have friends, people I like, and I don't expose my asshole side to them, but if I don't like you or you fuck over me or piss me off you always know where I'm going to come from. Which brings me back to Tony. Tony fit all three of those categories: I didn't like him, he pissed me off and he fucked over me. I know, I know, they are all the same thing right? You fuck over me so it will piss me off and then I won't like you? Not necessarily so. Some people have pissed me off, but I haven't stopped liking them and some people I don't like have never pissed me off or fucked over me so I do make distinctions.
Anyway, back to Tony. Twice he took credit for my work and once he took my name off of a proposal I submitted and put his own name on it. He got a big bonus when the proposal was put in play and worked out great and then he had the gall to give me a poor evaluation on my yearly performance review. No, Tony was an absolute fuck-wad and I would get him. That is the code of the asshole - "You will get even and you will make it hurt!"
Tony knew that I would lie for him and so he watched his back at work. I'll give him credit, he was good and he never gave me an opening, but I was a patient guy and I knew that in time I'd get him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The idea came to me at the company picnic. Tony was there with his new bride of seven months and she was a beauty. Tony was so proud of himself for landing a dish like her that he beamed. He hovered over her to protect her like the treasure I'm sure she was and the more I watched the two of them the more I decided that getting even with Tony was going to take the form of making him a cuckold. I was going to fuck his new bride! It would take some time, planning and some luck, but I was going to spread her lovely long legs and camp between them and then, the Gods willing and the planets in the proper alignment, I was going to get her pregnant. Then I would sir back and let Tony raise my kid.
I sat down and laid out a plan that should work. I would make it happen at the company Christmas party and that gave me four and a half months to set it up. The first step was to get to know Tony's wife Angela and then get to be friends with her without attracting Tony's attention. I set out to learn everything I could about Angela to find something I could use in getting to her. I found several. Angela hit the gym three times a week on Monday, Wednesday and Friday and almost always around one in the afternoon. She belonged to the Library Literary Society, which met every Tuesday at seven at the local library, and she ran fives miles everyday except for her gym days. I could use all of it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I kept myself in pretty good shape. I didn't visit a gym, but I had a Bow Flex in my basement that I used religiously and I ran almost every day of the week. The Literary Society would be a stretch for me since I pretty much limited my reading to job related materials and the comic section of the Sunday newspaper. But I could force myself to go to Society meeting and sit in the back and just listen. The idea wasn't to try and impress Angela, just get her used to seeing me around.
The first step was to join the gym where she worked out. I rescheduled my lunch hour so I could be at the gym when she was. I made no attempt to get to know her, but I made sure that whatever machine she used I would be on one where she had to see me. After three weeks of letting her see me at the gym I attended my first meeting of the Literary Society. There was a social hour after the meeting; coffee, tea and cookies and a chance to speak with the guest speaker of the evening. I was off to the side of the room sipping coffee and munching on a cookie when Angela came up to me.
"Excuse me. I'm not usually this forward, but don't I know you?"
"I don't think so. I think we have seen each other around, but I know we've never met. No way I could ever forget meeting you."
She blushed as a way of accepting the compliment and I went on, "I've seen you at the gym when I've gone there to work out and I've seen you a couple of times during my morning run."
"This is the first time I've seen you here."
"That's because this is my first time."
"What did you think of tonight's speaker?"
"I didn't understand a word he said."
Angela gave me a confused look and I laughed and said, "I'm here under false pretenses. There's this girl I'm trying to get something going with and she thinks I'm a dolt. The other day she said, and I quote, "Honestly Rob, it wouldn't hurt you to read a book once in a while." I was in the library checking out a book and I saw the notice of tonight's meeting. I thought I'd stop in and see if I could absorb some 'couth." I suppose if I'd read his book before coming his talk would have made more sense to me."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And that's how my relationship with Angela started. At the gym if I was there first she would join me or if she was there first I would join her and we would exercise together while discussing the next meeting of the Literary Society. Soon we were sitting together at the Society meetings and then one night she asked me to run with her in the mornings.
"I don't like running alone if I don't have to. I know you; I'm comfortable around you so since we are both out there anyway would you run with me? We can pace each other."
Naturally I said yes. I kept it all on a friendly basis. I made no passes at Angela and in fact, I spent a lot of time discussing my non-existent girlfriend seeking Angela's input on what I should do next in my pursuit of the imaginary Stephanie.
We were two months from December and the company Christmas party when Angela gave me the opening I'd been waiting for. It was a Wednesday and we were at the gym. She seemed out of sorts and I asked:
"What's wrong? You seem down for some reason."
"It's my husband. He spends so much time at work that I feel neglected, but he is so damned jealous that if I try to make friends he gets stupid on me."
"What does he do?"
"He's the Marketing Manager at XYZ Corporation."
She saw my face change and I moved just a little away from her. "What's wrong?" she asked.
"You are Tony's wife?"
"What? You know Tony?"
"I work at XYZ. Tony is my boss." I looked at my watch, "Got to go, time to get back to work."
I know my abrupt departure got her attention and made her curious as to why. I skipped going to the gym on Friday and Monday and I made sure I was late to the Society meeting on Tuesday so I could sit in the back. My intention was to make it look like I was avoiding her. When the meeting was over I kept an eye on Angela and as soon as she noticed me I made as if I was going to take off without staying for the social hour. I made sure that my getaway was just slow enough to allow her to get to me before I could get out the door.
"I didn't see you come in."
"I got here late."
"I saved the seat next to me for you."
I just shrugged my shoulders and looked like I wanted to get away from her.
"What's wrong Rob. It seems like you are avoiding me ever since you found out that Tony is my husband."
Again I just shrugged and looked like I wanted to run.
"You are, aren't you? You are avoiding me because of Tony. Why?"
I looked at my watch and said, "I have to go. I'm supposed to meet Stephanie in half an hour."
"She's only fifteen minutes away. That means you can spare me ten minutes to tell me what is going on here."
She had a hand on my arm and I moved to go, but she held on. "No Rob, I want to know."
"Okay, all right. I don't like your husband. He is a lying asshole and I can't stand his ass."
"So what does that have to do with me?"
"You are his wife."
"And that means we can't be friends? Since when does my husband get to determine who I like and don't like?"
"It is just that it is awkward."
"How so?"
"We don't get along now so how is it going to be now that he knows that you and I are friends?"
"So why does he need to know?"
"You mean he doesn't?"
"How would he?"
"I thought that after I mentioned I worked for him you would go home and say, "Guess what I learned today" and tell him about me. I've spent the last couple of days waiting for him to do something shitty to me."
"No way I'd tell him. As insanely jealous as he is, just knowing I was talking to another man on a regular basis would drive him nuts and he would bug the hell out of me to avoid you. He'd try and get me to quit the gym, the Literary Society and he would probably even try to get me to stop running. He gets that way with any man I meet and talk to so I've learned not to tell him."
I had been counting on that. All I had to do now was cement the friendship and make it grow until the Christmas party.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Tuesday and we were sipping coffee following the Literary Society meeting when I said:
"How do you feel about deliberately tweaking your husbands nose at the company Christmas party?"
"What do you mean?"
"Custom has everyone from the department sitting at the same table and custom also has the single men, that's me, dancing at least one dance with every woman at the table. There is also a tradition that if a couple is under the mistletoe when the music stops you have to kiss your dancing partner. I want to arrange it so that you and I are under the mistletoe when the music stops. How would you feel about that?"
"First off, how are you going to manage the dance? You aren't a single man, you'll have Stephanie with you."
"Not since last Tuesday."
"Why? What happened?"
"She told me that she had met someone more 'in tune' with her."
"Oh you poor guy. She couldn't have waited until after the holidays?"
"Guess not, but it's no biggie. We didn't have a future anyway."
"Why not? I thought from the way you talked about her that you thought the world of her."
"I did, but I'm not stupid. She was constantly trying to change me into something that she wanted, but that I didn't want to be. Marriage would have been hell for both of us. What I need to find is a woman more like you."
I saw her stiffen just a tad and her body language told me she was pulling back so I said:
"Whoa up, don't panic on me here. I didn't say you; I said some one like you. Someone I can be myself with, someone I don't have to put on airs for. You're safe, I promise."
"Just how safe can I be when you are plotting to get me under the mistletoe?"
"Plotting would be to do it and surprise you. I'm asking ahead of time so you can tell me to go to hell if you want to."
"Why would I let you do it? You don't like Tony and you want to kiss me to piss him off, but why would I want to go along with it?"
Angela was a beautiful and sexy woman and beautiful sexy women know what they have and they are used to the attention they get. In fact, most of them are so used to it that they notice when they don't get it. When some guy ignores them they ask themselves why. They wonder what is wrong with him. They ask themselves what it is about them that is putting the guy off. They aren't necessarily interested in him, it is just that something isn't quite the way they think it should be and they are aware of it. This is what I had been trying to accomplish with my behavior toward Angela. No passes, no flirting, just a friend not interested in her. And it was working; I'd seen the way she looked at me when she didn't know I was watching her. Now I was at the point where I needed to make her a little curious.
"I guess this is the time to be honest. This isn't about pissing Tony off, although it probably would and it wouldn't break my heart. Hear me out on this okay? Don't panic and run away on me. I meant what I said when I said you were safe with me. Stephanie and I were doomed the day I met you. Steph was beautiful, sexy, and even though a gentleman shouldn't say things like this, she was absolutely marvelous in bed. But Steph lacked something, something that you had - excuse me - have - in abundance. I don't even know what it is or how to describe it, but you have it and she didn't. Apparently it is something I have to have in the woman I end up with."
I looked down at the floor to see if the level of bullshit was obvious before going on:
"For the last couple of months I have spent as much time with you as I could manage trying to identify that something so I'll know what to look for. The more time I spent with you the more I wondered what it would be like to kiss you. I wondered if what I was trying to find could be felt in a physical way like in a kiss, but there wasn't anyway I could find that out. I enjoy your company and I know that you are happily married and I knew that any attempt on my part to try and kiss you would be met by a right hand to my face and you taking off never to talk to me again. I couldn't risk that. I couldn't risk not seeing you any more.
"Do you have any idea how rare it is for a guy like me to have a girl friend like you? I don't mean girlfriend in the accepted sense, but as a friend who is a girl? I couldn't risk losing that special relationship. But now it is the holiday season and in ten days the company Christmas party takes place and the mistletoe gives me a legitimate reason to kiss you and get away with it. Except of course you are married to Tony, I don't like Tony, Tony is, by your own admission, insanely jealous and while my kissing you under the mistletoe is socially acceptable it might give you more problems than you want. That is why I am asking you now rather than just going ahead and doing it at the party."
She wasn't laughing in my face and I took that as a good sign; she just looked at me for several seconds before saying:
"I don't know what to say. Talk about surprises. Oh wow Rob, I just don't know what to say. I'll have to think about it."
That was good. I wanted her to think about it. I planted the thought in her head and I wanted it to sit there until the Christmas party.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The subject wasn't brought up at the gym on Wednesday, Friday or the following Monday. Nor was it mentioned when we ran together in the mornings. Tuesday at the Society meeting during the social hour Angela did just what I expected her to do.
"Knowing the situation between you and Tony I don't think I would feel comfortable kissing you in front of him at the party, but if you will walk me to my car after we are done here you can kiss me goodnight, okay?"
I gave her my most sorrowful look and said, "I can't do that Angie, it wouldn't be right. I can do it under the mistletoe because that gives it legitimacy. Kissing another man's wife in a dark parking lot, for whatever reason, just wouldn't be right, but thanks anyway."
That was not what she expected and it was just one more thing to rattle around in her head. I skipped going to the gym Wednesday and I didn't show up to run with her on Thursday. Friday was the day of the party and while I did show up at the gym neither of us mentioned a word about what I knew was on her mind.
The party was held in the ballroom of one of the local hotels and I did what I usually did and got myself a room in the hotel for the night. I didn't want to risk getting caught driving after the party under the influence. I made sure that I got to the party early and I was sitting at the Marketing Departments table when Tony and Angela arrived. She was an absolute vision in her 'little black dress' and high heels and as much as I disliked Tony because he was a dirt bag I disliked him even more for having a woman like Angela, or to be more honest, for having Angela.
It was the moment of truth as far as I was concerned. If they sat at the other end of the table what I had planned would be harder, but it would still work. And then Angela did what I hoped she would. She guided Tony over to the table and then she sat down to my right with Tony on her right. The conversation around the table was general in nature and then we had the meal, which was followed by several speeches, and then the band came into the room and set up.
As soon as the music started I got up from the table and got our waitress off to the side and handed her a fifty-dollar bill. I pointed out Angela and Tony and told her to put their drinks on my tab, keep their glasses full and always make their drinks doubles. She smiled, took the fifty and said, "You got it."
Back at the table I made it a point to dance with the other women while staying away from Angela. I knew that she had expected that she would be the first and two hours into the evening I had not yet asked her. I'd just come back to the table from dancing with the wife of our director and Angela leaned my way and said:
"How long are you going to avoid me. You have to dance with me, it is the custom, remember?"
Hopefully some of the others at the table heard her ask as that would help set the stage for my defense if things didn't go well. I would be positioned to say, "Hey, she came after me, I didn't chase her." I didn't say anything, I just stood up and offered her my arm. I was watching Tony as I took her in my arms to start the dance. He was looking at us and I could tell he was gnashing his teeth. He hadn't been too happy when others had danced with Angela, but with the higher ups all sitting at the table he didn't dare say a word. But Tony didn't like me any more than I liked him and it ground on him to see his wife in my arms, even if it was only for just a dance. Angela's back was to Tony when she asked:
"He's watching, isn't he?"
"Staring holes."
She surprised me and moved in closer. "What are you doing?"
"Pissing him off. You don't mind do you?"
"What am I missing here?"
"A kiss if you don't get me over to the other side of the floor and under the mistletoe before this song is over."
I had been expecting Angela to initiate the move to the mistletoe. She had to do it if for no other reason than I had refused her offer on Tuesday, but there was something about her attitude that was different, something that was out of whack. But it was what I had intended so I waltzed her that way and timed it do that when the song ended we were under the mistletoe. The song ended and I turned to head for the table and Angela caught my arm.
"Oh no you don't. I haven't thought of anything else for days" and she pulled me to her and kissed me.
I glanced at the table and saw Tony glaring at me, but I also saw half a dozen people who had seen Angela stop me and kiss me. So much for the preliminaries. The next step was to put Tony down. I had called in a favor from a friend who had a younger brother in college and he managed to score me some date rape drug and date rape drugs work just as well on men as they do on women. Tony had gone to the bathroom and Angela was out on the dance floor. I checked to make sure no one was watching and I laced Tony's drink. Tony had been drinking doubles for almost two hours and he was half in the bag all ready so the drug should put him down in fifteen or twenty minutes.



The plan was then was to talk Angela into taking him up to the room where he could 'rest' before going home. Then Angela and I would go back to the party, I'd get her blitzed, hit her with a drop or two of the date rape drug if necessary and then take her up to the room to 'check on Tony' and then do the deed.
It went off like clockwork. Tony drank the doctored drink, got woozy, I talked Angela into taking him up to my room so he could lie down and then in the elevator on the way up to my floor the whole plan went into the toilet. I stood there, supporting Tony and looking at Angela, and I realized I couldn't do it. I just couldn't do it to Angela. Months of sneaky ass preparation right down the chute. We got Tony into the room and put him down on one of the twin beds. Angela removed his tie and his shoes and when she had him comfortable I headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Back to the party."
"Why? You planned on fucking me, didn't you? You already have me here in the room so why do you want to go back to the party?"
My jaw must have dropped a foot as I looked at her.
"Oh come on Rob, I'm not stupid. I've known from the beginning that you were up to something."
"How's that?"
"Showing up at the gym and then the Literary Society and then pretending that you didn't know who I was? I saw you at the company picnic and I saw the way you watched me. To pretend you didn't know me after that just told me you were up to something so I played dumb and waited to see what you did. The only thing I don't know is has it taken you this long to get up the nerve or have you been working some sort of convoluted plan?"
Hey, when you're caught, you're caught and all assholes know that lying is a waste of time. "It was a convoluted plan."
"Which was?"
"Get to know you, keep a hands off attitude to make you wonder why I didn't seem to find you attractive and to, hopefully, make you curious enough that you wouldn't flat out refuse when I got some drinks in you and brought you up here."
"And I suppose Tony being out is not completely alcohol related?"
"No. I drugged him to knock him out."
"Then why, now that you have me here and Tony out of it, are you wanting to go back to the party?"
The whole thing was not about bedding you, but sticking it to Tony. It turns out that I like you a whole lot more than I hate Tony and I decided that I couldn't go through with it."
"Well all I can say" she said, as she pulled her dress over her had and dropped it on the chair, "is that you wasted a lot of time. We could have been doing this months ago." She slipped off her panties and unsnapped her bra and said, "Aren't you going to get undressed?"
I mumbled something totally stupid, "I thought you were happily married."
"Well I'm not and I haven't been since I found out that Tony has a couple of girls he sees on the side. I've always planned on getting even and I decided to do it with you months ago so will you please get your damned clothes off?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Why Tony had girls on the side I'll never figure out. Angela was an insatiable sex machine. The first thing she did was push Tony over to the side of the bed and then she had me lie down next to him.
"We could do this on the other bed, but I want to do it close to my hubby" and then she bent her head and took my cock in her mouth. It took me less than two seconds to realize Tony was an idiot. He was chasing other women when he had Angela? The woman could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch and she had me on the edge of cumming in less than a minute.
"Tell me baby, I'll take it all, but I hate surprises."
"It's there, it's there" I gasped and let go. She kept me in her mouth and worked on me until I was hard again and then she swung over me and got on top. She slid down my cock until she had all of me in her and then she leaned over and whispered into Tony's ear:
"Rob's fucking me Tony. He's got his cock buried deep in your wife and he's fucking me right next to you."
And then she rode me. She bounced up and down and squealed and moaned. After several minutes she said:
"Get on top and pound me hard baby, make me cum, make me cum. Fuck me good and I'll let you have something I never gave Tony. I'll give you my ass Rob, make me cum and I'll give you my ass."
I did and she did and then after a quick wash job on my cock she sucked me hard and we fucked doggie style which was followed by another blow job and one last time in her ass.
I was exhausted and I was lying there on my back staring up at the ceiling. Angela was lying next to me with one hand on my limp dick trying to get it up to play some more.
"So how were you going to stick it to my husband? He slept through the whole thing."
"The way it was supposed is that I would taken pictures of you naked and leave them laying around at work where he could find them."
"You have a camera here with you?"
"In my suitcase."
"Get it."
"Why?"
"So we can take some pictures silly man."
While I got the camera she got up and took Tony's clothes off of him and then she took the digital camera from me:
"It would look better if your cock was stiff, but if I play the angles right it should work. Go put your cock in Tony's mouth."
"What?"
"He's asleep, he can't bite you. Just go over there and put your cock in his mouth. The pictures will be worth their weight in gold at divorce time. Go on, do it. Think of how you will feel every time you see him at work knowing that you fucked his wife and had your cock in his mouth. I'll crop the shot so your face doesn't show."
She took several shots from several different angles including one of him on his hands and knees with me behind him. It looked like he was taking it up the ass, which was the shot Angela was trying for.
"The divorce will be a snap with these. I'll use my computer to make a copy of these for you, but you can't use them until after my divorce is final."
I took the camera from her and check all the exposures to make sure that there was nothing on any of them that could identify me and then I deleted everything in the camera except the shots of Tony. I pulled the memory card out of the camera and gave it to her, "Now what?"
"We play until I go for the divorce. Once I file I will have to be as pure as the driven snow until the divorce is final. After that we will see."
"When are you going to file?"
"Not for another two years."
"Why wait that long?"
"I'm going to take him for as much as I can get. He comes into a fairly sizeable trust fund in two years when he turns thirty-five. As soon as he has it I will leave him and file. How about it? Think you can find your way clear to fuck his wife two or three times a week for the next two years?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did and Tony never found out. He came into his trust fund and two months later Angela sued for divorce. She had a private detectives report showing that he had been fucking three other women, but she had no pictures or audio tapes. Tony just laughed at her and told her he'd have his lawyer argue that the report was a work of fiction that she had paid a private detective to cook up for her.
"So I'll show these in court instead" and she dropped the pictures we had taken on the table in front of him. He knew they were phony, but no one else seeing them would think so. Tony caved in and gave Angela what she wanted.
The day the divorce was final Angela and I hit my bed and stayed there for most of the weekend. I had become really close to Angela during the two years we played while she waited to file and the seven months, two weeks and five days we spent apart while waiting for the divorce to become final damned near killed me. I couldn't wait until we could be together again and I intended to ask her to make it permanent.
Sunday night, following our weekend fuck-a-thon divorce celebration I popped the question. Her response floored me. She laughed. She laughed and laughed and when she finally stopped laughing she said:
"Get serious Rob. I just got rid of one cheating asshole, why in the world would I want to saddle myself with another one? Why would I want to marry a man who spends his time fucking another man's wife? I'd never trust you not to go after the wife of some other guy who pissed you off. You are fun to play with Rob, but that's all. As long as you understand that and are willing to settle for that we can still play. If not, well, it was fun while it lasted."
I wasn't willing to settle for that and suddenly Angela was gone. I haven't seen her or heard from her in over a year now. All I have remaining from the relationship are my copies of the pictures we took that night and a certain amount of joy every day when I see Tony. I will hold onto the pictures and probably will never use them unless Tony tries to fire me or have me fired. Not very likely since I'm the one who does the work that lets him keep his job. And the certain amount of joy? That comes when I see Tony and remember that he had my cock in his mouth and that if I had been nasty enough I could have shoved it up his butt.
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When I lived in Michigan I used to do a lot of shopping at Briarwood Mall in Ann Arbor. One day, while picking up an order at J.C.Penny, I noticed a rather attractive woman of about twenty-five pushing a stroller with a child of about two in it. She was dressed in a tube top, shorts, high heels and had absolutely fabulous legs. You do not normally see something like that during the day in a mall. Being the 'dirty old man' that I am (I have been a DOM since I was thirteen) and being as turned on by heels as I am, I would normally have approached her. Hitting on a married woman has never been a problem for me, but even I have to draw the line somewhere and a married woman with a child in tow just had to be off-limits. But (there is always a 'but' - isn't there?) I was not about to deprive myself of the visual experience so when she left Penny's I followed at what I thought was a discrete distance.
She moved through the mall and when she went into a shop I would either follow her in, if it was a big store, or wait outside if it was small. This went on for about half an hour and then she went into a shoe store. I watched as she tried on several pairs of high heels and by the time she was ready to leave the store I had a cock that was so stiff that I was afraid I wouldn't be able to walk and follow her. She left that shoe store and went to another and again I positioned myself where I could watch without being too obvious about it. I was again afforded the pleasure of being able to watch her as she tried on high heels. She would put them on, stretch her legs out and look at them, and get up and walk around on them.
And then I f found out that I had not been as sneakily discrete as I thought I was. She had just put on a pair of black 'come fuck me' pumps and had taken a few steps in them when suddenly she stopped, picked up a pair of white pumps that she had already tried on, and then turned and walked right toward me. She stopped in front of me and said, "I can't make up my mind. I like them both. What do you think?"
I've always been quick on my feet so, even though I was somewhat taken aback at being so easily discovered I replied quickly that it would depend on what she was buying them for. "The black ones are by far the sexiest, but the white ones, while they convey sexual overtones, are more elegant."
She laughed, "I don't need sexy - my husband wants to fuck me all the time as it is."
I told her I couldn't blame him one bit and that if she didn't have her kid with her it would be all I could do to keep from throwing her over my shoulder and looking for a dark corner myself. I suggested that she buy both pairs, but she said she only had enough money to get one. So I said, "Tell you what - I'll buy you both pair, you put on the black ones and then spend another hour walking around the mall while I follow and watch."
She gave me a big grin and told me I had a deal.
For the next hour I followed her around the mall as she went into dress shops and shoe stores and the like, but now I was close enough behind her to enjoy the view and hold a conversation. It was almost like we were husband and wife. She would take a dress and go into the dressing room and then call for me to come in a zip or unzip her. Several time she would pull a dress off and stand there in front of me naked and on one of those occasions she reached down and rubbed the bulge in my pants, "poor baby - I'm really doing a number on you, aren't I?"
I was actually looking forward to the hour being up. As soon as she was gone I planned to have a masturbation session in the closest mens room. She finally looked at her watch and announced that she really needed to get home and put the baby down for its nap. She asked me to walk her to her car and after we had gotten there and she had strapped the baby into the car seat, she looked around to see if there was anybody else around and then she knelt down in front of me. She opened my pants and worked my stiff cock out and started licking the head. After a few licks she took me in her mouth and gave me head for a minute or so and then she stood up and kissed me on the cheek.
"Thanks for a fun afternoon, you've been a real sweetheart."
As I stood there trying to stick my still hard cock back into my pants she started her car, backed out and drove away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Interestingly enough, I met her again about two years later at a cocktail party given by some friends. I was introduced to both her and her husband and I could tell that she did not recognize me. I watched her for most of the evening as she mingled with the other guests. She was wearing a knee length dress and white heels and I thought they might even be the ones I'd bought her. She looked sexy enough to eat and given the chance I would probably have been willing to do it in front of all the assembled guests. Toward the end of the evening I finally caught her alone and I said to her, "Black would have been sexier, but the white is elegant and they really do your legs justice."
She looked at me as if I was some kind of wacko and then I saw the recognition sweep over her face. I gave her my biggest and best smile and walked away. About twenty minutes later, as I was coming out of the bathroom I saw her waiting in the hall. She grabbed me by the arm and pushed me back into the bathroom. After closing and locking the door she said, "We have some unfinished business to take care of."
She knelt down in front of me and proceeded to give me a very memorable blowjob. When she had me at the point of eruption, being the gentleman I always try to be, I warned her I was about to cum. All she did was grab my ass and pull me deeper into her mouth and I rewarded her by pumping what felt like a pint of cum down her throat. She kept my cock in her mouth until I was limp and then she stood up and kissed me on the mouth, working her tongue in to give me a taste of myself. I asked her to sit down so I could repay the favor, but she said that she needed to get back to her husband. She looked at me thoughtfully and then she asked me if I would be willing to do it while her husband watched. I did not hesitate in answering in the affirmative. It would be a first for me, doing it while the husband watched, but I would do almost anything for a shot at her.
I followed them home and spent four glorious hours with her while her husband watched. I visit her at least four times a week now, sometimes with her husband watching, and sometimes when he is not there, but the best times with her are when we go to Briarwood and shop for heels and sexy lingerie. Many times we haven't even gotten out of the parking lot before we are at each other. I do not know how long this arrangement can last, but I hoping that it will be the rest of my life.
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I sat in the car and stared out the windshield at the solid brick wall of the building in front of my parking space. I didn't know what I was feeling, relief or sadness. In fact, I guess all I felt was numb. Why had it come to this? Could I have stopped it? I suppose I could have if only I had known the true level of her desire, but I didn't. There was no way I could have know; it was just too way out for a simple guy like me. But it had happened and there was no denying it and I couldn't live with it and that is why I'd just left the lawyers office. All it took was the six seconds necessary to scrawl my signature on the bottom of the petition for divorce.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Ripley during my senior year at Michigan State. She was a junior enrolled in the Business Management Program and I had seen her around and occasionally I had wondered what she might be like, but I'd never had an opportunity to meet her. That changed one night at a keg party being held at the Sigma Phi house. She had shown up with some guy who immediately got trashed on beer and passed out in a corner. I could see that Ripley seemed to be nervous at being alone with a bunch of frat rats and I judged that it might be a good time to try my luck.
I found a piece of paper and I took my ball point pen and printed on it and then tore it into a square. I took a deep breath and walked over to Ripley and said, "Michael Thomas at your service" and I handed her the piece of paper. She took it and read:
Michael Thomas Knight in Shining Armor Good deeds, charitable actions Distressed damsel rescuing a specialty.
She read it, laughed and then folded the paper and put it in her pocket. "This one goes in my scrapbook. So, I assume you see me as a damsel in distress?"
"I can only assume that with your escort passed out over there in the corner thereby leaving you alone to face the horde of sex crazy frat rats that you might require some assistance."
"Assistance from one of the sex crazed frat rats?"
"Frat rat yes, sex crazed no. Being a knight in shining armor requires that my heart be pure."
"So how do you see this rescue happening?"
"I am at your service my lady. I will furnish a strong arm for you to hold should you wish to continue partying, I will see you safely home, or perhaps take you from this den of iniquity to some place more in tune with your feminine sensibilities."
"In that case sir, I command you to get me out of here and get me to a place with soft lights, potent margaritas and hopefully with some decent live music."
It was the beginning of a two-year courtship that ended in our getting married.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Ripley came to our marriage a virgin and while I wasn't I didn't have all that much experience. Our first years were spent learning all about what it took to satisfy each other and in learning new ways to pleasure each other. As the years passed our sex life did not diminish, it intensified. While several of our friends were complaining about marriages going stale and sex lives shriveling up ours just seemed to get better.
One night in our seventh year of marriage Ripley asked me if I had any sexual fantasies. Hell yes, who doesn't, but tell your wife? No, no, and no! I could just picture it in my mind. I'd tell her I fantasized about spending a night with Jennifer Anniston and Ripley would say:
"Jennifer Anniston? What's so hot about her? What's she got that I don't? I'm not good enough for you? Is that what you are saying. You would rather have that Hollywood whore than me? Well fix your own dinner tonight buster" and she'd stomp out of the room."
So when Ripley asked the question I just said no. However, my curiosity was aroused so I asked:
"What about you? You have any sexual fantasies?"
"A couple."
"Oh? Why have you never mentioned them?"
"They are just fantasies honey, things you sometimes think about."
"What are they?"
"I don't really want to say."
"Why not? If I had said that I had one and didn't want to say you would bug me until I told you so why won't you tell me yours?"
"Because I'm afraid of what you might think of me if I do."
"That doesn't make sense baby. You had to know that if you asked me if I had any I would ask you. If you really didn't want to talk about it why did you bring it up?"
"I don't have to make sense honey, I'm a woman" and she kissed my cheek and rolled over on her side to go to sleep.
I laid there staring up at the ceiling wondering what she could be fantasizing about that was so bad that she was afraid to talk to me about it. The subject was never mentioned again and I eventually forgot about it. Looking back I wondered if things might have been better if I'd pushed her into talking.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Ripley had graduated with a degree in Business Management and she had gone to work at the XYZ Corporation. In six years she had risen to Manager of Human Resources and as such she had to visit the corporations other factories and offices. I could plan on Ripley being gone at least one week out of every month and sometimes her business trips could last for up to ten days. I didn't much like the fact that she had to travel, but she brought home a damned nice paycheck, which along with mine enabled us to live pretty high on the hog. We had a large house, complete with tennis court and swimming pool and a very large patio area. Ripley liked parties and so we had a lot of them. Pool parties in the summer and barbecues in the fall. We even took the nets down on the tennis court to make a dance floor and had impromptu dances. We both had good jobs, a good social life and, at least I thought, a great personal life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We had been married a little over ten years when I first noticed a change in Ripley. She started having 'moods'. That's the only way I can describe it - moods. She would be happy one day and then halfway through the next day she would all of a sudden become pensive, moody, and standoffish or, hell, I can't explain it; it was like suddenly she wasn't even there. I'd ask her if something was wrong and her eyes would blink and suddenly she was back from wherever it was she had been and she would say, "No, nothing wrong, just something at work I forgot to do" or something like that. I didn't see it as a cause for worry because or personal relationship never changed. Ripley was as loving, affectionate and as horny as ever so I bought whatever she told me.
It was about six months after I began noticing her mood swings that it all came undone. It was a Saturday night and we were having a party to celebrate Ripley's promotion to Director of Human Resources. The house was packed with Ripley's co-workers, most of whom I only knew from her company Christmas parties and company picnics so I was keeping a low profile, playing attentive host and letting Ripley bask in the limelight.
It was a little after midnight and a lot of the guests were leaving or had already left, but there are always some diehards that want to make it last a little longer and we were almost out of ice. We have a 23 cubic foot freezer in the garage and I had laid in a large supply of ice for the party so I went out to the garage to get some. The garage is in the back of the house and it gives the house an L shape. One of the garage windows is located where if you look out it you are looking right into our kitchen. I was looking out the window as I took a bag of ice out of the freezer and I saw Ripley come into the kitchen and take a quick look around to see if anyone was watching.
Normally I wouldn't have given it a second thought and I would just have taken the ice and headed for the ice bucket on the wet bar in the dinning room. But the furtive way Ripley had looked around to see if she was being observed had gotten my attention so I stayed where I was and watched. She made two drinks and then she took a small envelope from her pocket and emptied it into one of the drinks and I watched as she stirred it until she was satisfied that whatever it was she had dumped in was dissolved. She put a straw in the drink to differentiate it from the other and then she picked up both glasses and left the kitchen.
I took the bag of ice and went to the wet bar. I was emptying the bag into the ice buckets when Ripley came up to me.
"Having a good time sweetie? Here, I made you a fresh drink" and she handed me the glass with the straw in it. I took it, pretended to take a sip of it while noticing that Ripley was watching me intently to see if I noticed anything wrong with the drink. When I didn't make a weird face or spit it out she said:
"Won't be long now sweetie and they will all be gone and you can scratch the itch I've had for the last four or five hours. Don't be so drunk and out of it that you can't get it up, okay?"
I nodded an okay, pretended to take another sip of the drink as she got back to her guests.
What the hell was going on? Why was Ripley giving me a doctored drink? Doctored with what? Was it something to give me more energy when we went to bed? No, not likely - I'd never needed anything like that before. And what was with the, "Don't be so drunk and out of it" comment? She'd never said anything like that to me before. And then it hit me. She was setting up the scene for the next morning. She would tell me when I got up that I'd had too much to drink and that I had passed out. I'm sure that there could be a hundred other explanations, but that was the only one I could come up with. Ripley had doctored my drink to put me out, but why? There was really only one way to find out.
When Ripley wasn't looking I dumped out my drink, made myself a fresh one and then circulated. As I walked around and talked to the remaining guests I thought I saw several of them watching me out of the corner of their eyes, almost as if they were waiting for something to happen. I was working blind; I had no way of knowing if what Ripley had put in my drink was supposed to knock me out or do something else. Was it fast acting, or did it take a while? I couldn't see where anything other than knocking me out would make sense, but just how much sense did it make for Ripley to knock me out to begin with?
By the time I'd run all that through my head I noticed that all the guests who were still at the party were men and that one or two of them were definitely watching me. I decided that I had to do something, even if it was wrong. But before I did I decided to set the stage. We lived in a ranch style house - single story - and I went into the bathroom and opened the window a crack. Then I went to all three bedrooms, opened the windows a crack and arranged the blinds so they looked closed, but still had gaps to see through. Satisfied with my preparations I went back into the living room and sat down on the couch.
I sat there and sipped my drink and then I faked nodding off and let my drink fall from my hand. The room suddenly went quiet and through squinted eyes I saw Ripley come over and pick up my glass. She looked down at me and reached out and poked my shoulder. I didn't move. She picked up my hand and let it go and I let it drop.
"He's out" Ripley said, "A couple of you guys pick him up and follow me." As she walked away she said, "Be careful, I don't want him hurt."
When the two guys picked me up I tried hard to stay limp and be the dead weight that a passed out man would be. They carried me across the living room and down the hallway toward the bedrooms.
"Put him in here on the bed" Ripley said.
I was placed on the bed and she said, "I'll be along in a minute; I need to make him comfortable."
I heard them leaving as Ripley untied my shoes and took them off my feet. She loosened my belt, undid the top two buttons on my shirt and then she bent down and kissed me on the cheek.
"Sorry baby, I do love you and I'm sorry" and then she left the room.
I opened my eyes and saw that I was in the spare bedroom, not our bedroom, but the spare bedroom, which meant that our bedroom is where the action was going to be. That thought suddenly made me sick at heart. There is only one thing that my wife and several guys would be doing in our bedroom. I got up and went to the door, put my ear to it and listened. Most of the noise seemed to be coming from the living room. I went back, sat down on the bed and put my shoes back on. I went over to the window, opened it and slipped outside.
I moved around the side of the house until I could look in the living room window. I hadn't cracked open any of the front room windows so I couldn't hear what was going on, but I could see. There were seven naked men in the room and they had rearranged the furniture and brought in enough dinning room chairs so that all seven were sitting in a row. They were watching Ripley as she did a slow strip for them. All seven were erect and stroking their cocks by the time she got down to her thigh highs and heels. She dropped down to her knees and crawled over to the man sitting on the left end of the row and took his cock in her mouth. Her head started bobbing up and down and after thirty seconds or so she stopped sucking on the cock and moved to the man on her right and started all over again. Thirty seconds later she moved to the right again. She continued all along the line until each man had spent approximately thirty seconds in her mouth. When she left the last man she crawled back to where she had started.
This time each man got a minute and as she worked from left to right her hands were busy jacking off the cocks of the man on either side of the man she was sucking. The third time she went back to the starting point she stayed with the man until he came. Her head was bobbing up and down and the man's hands grabbed the back of her head and I saw him arch up off his seat and then settle back down. His hands fell away from the back of Ripley's head and she pulled her mouth off of his limp cock, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and then moved to the next man in line.
As I stood and watched the disgusting spectacle I wondered what had happened to my wife. What in God's name had possessed her. Drugging me, doing a gangbang, doing it in our own home? My mind was in turmoil. I wanted to go storming in and kill every fucking one of them, but I constrained myself because I knew I'd end up in prison and probably for the rest of my life. It wouldn't be worth it for just a moment's satisfaction. No, they would live, but I'd find a way to get back at every fucking one of them. They all worked with Ripley and I could find them.
As for Ripley? Whatever I did to her she would be last. She could watch the seven of them get theirs one by one and wonder if what was happening to them had anything to do with her.
Ripley had reached the last man and when he came I saw the cum leaking out of the corner of her mouth. Then everyone stood up and I figured that they were going to take it to the bedroom. I figured Ripley would look in on me when they headed for the bedroom so I hurried back to the spare bedroom, climbed in the window, kicked off my shoes and got back on the bed. About two minutes later the door opened and through squinted eyes I saw Ripley look in. Apparently she was satisfied that I was out of it and she closed the door.
I put my shoes back on, went out the window and circled the house until I got to the bedroom window. I got there just in time to see Ripley lower herself down on the cock of a man lying on the bed. She slid up and down on him several times while the man said:
"That's it bitch, ride me like the whore you are. Damn baby, for as much as you fuck and for as many as you fuck you sure are one tight slut."
He reached his hands up and put them under her tits and used them to hold her up.
"Okay guys," he said, "You know what to do"
Two others moved up onto the bed and stood on either side of Ripley and stuck their cocks in her face and waited. Ripley slowly slid up and down on the man in her cunt as she looked from one cock to the other. The man with his dick in her cunt said:
"Do it slut! You know what I want to see, do it!"
Ripley took a cock in each hand, stroked them a couple of times and then turned her face to the right and took the cock on that side in her mouth.
"That's it whore, make him feel good. Help him add to what you already have in your belly."
Ripley sucked the cock for a minute and then she switched to the one on the other side. From then on, while the man under her rammed himself up into her cunt, Ripley alternated sucking cocks. The four other men were standing around and either encouraging the three on the bed, "Way to go guys, fuck the whore" or complaining, "Hurry up damn it, I want my turn."
The man in her cunt kept up a steady barrage of calling Ripley a slut, a fucking whore and a fucking cum dump which I couldn't argue with given what I was seeing.
"Come on whore, squeeze my cock with your cunt. Getting enough cock now slut? Suck the dick snot out of them cunt, you've got a long way to go before we are done with you."
It wasn't even good porn. There was no rhythm between the four of them and Ripley was being jerked around like a rag doll being shook by a dog. Finally the guy on the bottom grabbed Ripley in his arms and rolled her over on her back and started fucking her hard. Ripley's legs came up and gripped his hips and I saw her push her pussy up at him as he drove into her.
"Here it comes whore" the man grunted as he rammed himself in hard and then held himself in place as his hose drained. He got off and the two men whose cocks she had been sucking moved in on her. They got her on her hands and knees and one took her from behind while the other laid down with his cock where her mouth could get to it. Ripley lowered her head and took it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I watched for another thirty minutes or so as the men took turns on my soon to be ex-wife and then I went back around the house, climbed in the window and went to bed. I didn't sleep, just lay there and stared at the ceiling and wondered what had happened to my life and my marriage. I started feeling sorry for myself and finally I reached the point where I said, "Fuck this shit!" and I got up. I went down to the basement where I kept my gun safe and got my Colt model 1911-A1, put a full clip in it and went back upstairs. When I opened the bedroom door and stepped into the room nobody noticed me. Everybody's attention was on Ripley who was taking care of three men. She had one in her mouth, one in her pussy and one in her ass.
The Colt made a loud "KLACK" as I racked the slide and a couple of guys turned to see me. Their eyes got big as I raised the pistol and one guy even threw up his hands as if he was going to say, "Don't shoot, I surrender, just don't shoot." I pulled the trigger and sent one round into the ceiling and the loud BANG got everyone's attention. All eyes turned to me and I yelled:
"Any one of you bastards still in this house in five minutes will be leaving in an ambulance and that includes you Ripley. Everyone out in five or I start shooting!"
I turned and left and went into the kitchen and made myself a stiff drink and then I leaned against the counter where I could watch the front door. As the seventh man hurried out I looked at my watch and saw that four minutes and twelve seconds had gone by, but Ripley still hadn't left. At five minutes exactly I headed back to the bedroom and found Ripley, still naked, sitting on the bed crying.
"Why are you still here? I said everybody out including you. Get your sorry ass dressed and get out."
She just sat there and sobbed. I wanted so bad to reach out and smack her across the face, but I knew that would just open me up for charges of spousal abuse so I went to the bathroom, emptied the wastebasket and filled it up with water. I went back into the bedroom and threw the whole bucket full in Ripley's face. She spit and sputtered and her hands went up to her face and I said:



"I'm going to give you just five minutes to get dressed and get out. If you are still here in five I won't be responsible for what I do to your worthless ass. Get your worthless ass out of here before I hurt you."
"You can't make me leave" she sobbed, "This is my house too."
"The lawyers can decide that."
"I'm not leaving. For one thing we need to talk about this. It isn't what you think."
"How could I see you doing what you did and not have it be what I think?"
"That's not it. You are thinking that I don't love you. You are thinking that you aren't man enough for me if I had to do what I did, but you would be wrong. You are man enough for me. I was forced to do what I did tonight."
"Bullshit Ripley. No one grabbed you and pulled you into this bedroom tonight. I watched the whole thing you treacherous bitch! I was in the garage getting ice and I saw you through the window. I saw you mix my drink, empty something into it and then put a straw in it so you could make sure I got the right drink. I pretended to sip it Ripley and when you weren't looking I dumped it out. I faked passing out. I watched you crawling around on the living room floor going from cock to cock. I watched you take on the seven of them from outside the bedroom window. There was no force used Ripley, this was a preplanned event, planned ahead of time. You say that you love me and you do that to me? I'd hate to see what you could do to me if you disliked or hated me."
"Please honey, let me tell you ab..."
"Fuck you Ripley. You are a treacherous whore and I wouldn't believe a fucking word that comes out of your mouth. I've changed my mind. You can stay and I'll go. I could never go in that kitchen again without seeing you doctor my drink. Every time I went into the living room I'd see you crawling around on the floor sucking cock after cock. I don't even want to go into what I'd see when I came into this room. I'll leave now, but I'll come back this afternoon to pack my stuff. Do me the favor of not being here. I don't ever want to set eyes on your cheating ass again."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the rest of the night in a motel and when I got up the next morning I rented a storage unit and a U-Haul truck. At four I showed up at the house expecting that Ripley wouldn't be there, but she was. She came into the bedroom and sat on the bed and watched me box up my clothes. Nothing was said by either of us for about five minutes and then Ripley said:
"I need to talk to you."
"We have nothing to talk about. From here on the lawyers can do the talking."
"That's not what I meant. You don't have to talk, but I need to tell you what happened. It won't make it any better and in fact it will probably make it worse, but I have to explain to you why I did what I did."
"I don't really care to know Ripley. What I already know is more than I want to."
"Please? It won't cost you anything to let get this over with. It may make you hate me more than you already do, but it will let me get it off my chest."
I remembered what she had said when she had me dumped on the bed in the spare bedroom and kissed my cheek, "Sorry baby, I do love you and I'm sorry" and I decided to let her talk.
"Go ahead Ripley, you have until I'm done packing."
"Remember a long while back when I brought up the subject of fantasies?"
I nodded a yes.
"You didn't have any, but I had two that I'd had for quite a while. If you would have had a fantasy I might have been able to tell you mine, but you said you didn't and so I couldn't work up the nerve to tell you mine. One of them was to have sex with a black man and the second was to have sex with more than one man. When you said you had no fantasies I let the subject drop. I still had the fantasies, but I kept them to myself.
"A year later I was visiting the Kansas City office. It was a three-day trip and the first night there I had dinner with a half dozen people from the office. After dinner we went into the lounge for drinks and to listen to the live band. I had several drinks and danced with the guys until most of them were gone. It got down to just Phil and me. Phil was a tall good looking black man and I spent a good part of the evening fantasizing having sex with him. Not intending to, but fantasizing. Well, to make the story short, toward the end of the evening he made a pass at me. What the hell I thought, it would only be a one-time thing and I would live out my fantasy. We went up to my room and Phil spent the night. He spent the next two nights also. I flew home knowing that my fantasy had been fulfilled and that it would never happen again and you would never know. It was a fling and it meant nothing to me. It didn't lessen my love for you in any way and if anything it showed me what I really had in you. You were a lot better in bed than Phil."
"If I remember that trip rightly, you called home every night you were there. Are you telling me that you had another man in the room doing God only knows what to you while you were talking to me?"
"He was in the room, but I made him sit over in the chair while I talked to you."
"Yeah, right! I believe that."
"It's the truth and I'm sorry that you don't believe me, but I guess I can't really blame you. Anyway, five months later I was in St. Louis and Phil was there. He had transferred to be near his sick mother. We ended up in my room and after sex we were lying there and Phil told me that having sex with a white woman had always been one of his biggest fantasies. I asked him what some of his others were and he told me that one of them was to have sex with me with one or two of his buddies. Since that was my other fantasy I let him talk me into it. The next night it was Phil and his buddy Tony and the third night it was Phil, Tony and Sam. I loved it. I absolutely loved it and for the next three years anytime I was in St. Louis, usually twice a year, I got together with Phil and his two friends.
"Again honey, it meant nothing to me other than a sexual good time living out my fantasies. I still gave you all the love and affection you could handle and you can't say that you weren't happy with me because I know you were. The trouble started during the last trip. Ralph was returning from a trip to Detroit and his plane had a mechanical problem and landed in St. Louis. He knew I was there and he knew what hotel I always stayed at so he came looking for me. He came into the hotel lounge and saw me drinking and dancing with Phil, Tony and Sam so he took a seat in a dark corner and watched. He saw the four of us leave together and go to my room and he was there to see them leave at seven the next morning. He had a digital camera and he got a picture of them leaving the room with me standing there naked and waving goodbye.
"Two days later he came by my office and dropped the picture on my desk and asked me if you knew about all the fun I was having on my trips and he could tell from the look on my face that you didn't. He then told me that you wouldn't find out from him if he got what he wanted. I asked him what that was and he told me that he wanted what I was giving the blacks he had seen. He said he would destroy the picture if I spent one night with him and several of his friends, but it had to be in our house, on our bed and with you in the house.
"I couldn't let you find out what I'd done with Phil, Sam and Tony because I knew you would react the same way you did last night and I would lose you. I couldn't take that chance. You are my world honey; I love you and I would give anything if last night never happened. I know it is all my fault for getting involved with Phil in the first place, but honest to God honey, it didn't mean a thing. I love you and I've always loved you. I was stupid and I let a fantasy rob me of my good sense, but I need you in my life honey, honest to God I do love you. I know it is too soon to ask this, but I have to while I still have the chance. Please try and forgive me baby. We have a great marriage and I don't want to be without you."
I just stared at her for almost a minute and then said, "That's something you should have thought about before you started spreading your legs for other men. Let me ask you this; I didn't see condom one used last night. How about with your black boyfriends, they use condoms?"
"I was careful. I always had my diaphragm in and I used plenty of spermicide."
"That kept you from getting pregnant. What did you do to keep from catching sexually transmitted diseases?" I saw her face go pale and I continued, "Didn't even think about that or that you could catch it and bring it home and give it to me did you? And what about that shit you used to put it my drink? Did you know for sure what it was or did you just take somebody's word for it? What if I would have had an allergic reaction to whatever it was? What if whoever you got it from said it was a sleeping powder just to get your money and it really had been rat poison? You have been fucking with my life just so you could have some strange cock. No I won't forgive you, not now and not ever. I don't ever want to see you or have anything to do with you ever again."
I turned and walked out of the room leaving Ripley sitting on the bed crying.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog.
I'm a young man and I like my pussy and I was nowhere near being ready to give it up and go without so Ripley and I are back together. The divorce was final, but we are still seeing each other for the mutual benefit of sex. Unfortunately Ripley is the only one I can have sex with. Not talking love here, just sex. Ripley turned up HIV Positive and when she did me the courtesy of letting me know I went and had myself tested and found that she had given me the gift also.
I never did take my revenge on the seven assholes that fucked her in my house and on my bed; Ripley did it for me. She gave the gift to every one of them. If I could find another HIV Positive woman I'd leave Ripley in a heartbeat, but I haven't found one yet. Ripley keeps pushing for us to move back together, but so far I am fighting it. I can tolerate her for as long as it takes me to get my rocks off, but other than that I can't stand to be around her. Too many bad fucking memories.
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I hated the holidays. I didn't used to, but for the last three years they had been hell for me. Actually, it wasn't the holidays so much as it was my mother. Don't get me wrong, I don't hate my mother, but I did hate being around her. She lives far enough away from me that for most of the year my only contact with her is by phone. When I'm on the phone and she gets on her kick I can hang up, but when she visits over the holidays and the contact is up close and in person I can't get away. Her kick?
"When are you going to have kids? When are you going to give me grandbabies? Jesus Joan, you have been married six years now and it is time for you to start a family. I want grandchildren."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At first I was able to put her off by telling her that Donny and I had decided not to have kids until we were financially stable and that we had some places we wanted to go and some things we wanted to do before we settled down and started a family. It was our third anniversary when she started hacking on me.
"Donny has a good job, you are in your own home now, and I want grandbabies while I'm still young enough to enjoy them"
The problem I had with that was that I was just the opposite. I was still young enough to want to have some life before I saddled myself with kids. I couldn't tell my mother that so I lied.
"We are trying mother, it just hasn't happened yet."
It was the wrong thing to say because at least once a week after that she would ask if anything had happened yet and I would say no, that we were still trying. This went on for about six months and then she started giving me advice on things I could do that would increase my chances of getting pregnant. I would say that I would try them and in the next phone conversation I would tell her that I had, but that so far nothing was happening.
I got to where I dreaded talking to her on the phone. I bought myself a brief respite one day when I lost it and went off on her. I was having a bad day anyway and when the phone rang and I answered it and heard my mother say "Hello Joan" I just said, "Good morning mother and no, I am not pregnant." Then we got into an argument and I told her that it seemed like the only reason she ever called me was to see if I was going to have a god damned baby. We didn't talk for weeks after that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
But the holidays were the worst. Mom always came the week of Thanksgiving and stayed until the day after Christmas. You can always hang up the phone on someone, but how do you hang up on someone sitting across the table from you? Grandbabies, grandbabies, grandbabies is all I heard for hours on end.
My mother was constantly on the subject and always saying things like, "When I was your age I already had you and Sarah (my sister) and I'm here to tell you that the older you get the harder it is to raise a child. You need to start your family now."
The mention of my sister Sarah always pissed me off. I both hated Sarah and envied her and both for the same reason - she didn't have to put up with the shit from mom that I did. On Sarah's twenty-first birthday mom asked her when she was going to settle down, get married and start having kids. Sarah said, in front of all the guests at her birthday party, "I'm not. I'm gay and my significant other and I have no plans to adopt." What that did of course was push all of my mothers attention off onto me.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Donny and I had been married seven years when I finally decided that the time was right to have children. I talked it over with Donny and he seemed reluctant, but he said, "Okay, if that's what you want." The gods must have decided to make me pay for all the lies I told my mother because a year and a half went by without my getting pregnant. I even did all the things that my mother had suggested back when I was faking it and nothing happened. I went in and had myself tested and was told that I should have no trouble conceiving and bearing a child. I asked Donny to get tested and a week later he told me that he had been tested and that he had a high sperm count.
"It will happen honey, we just have to keep trying."
We did keep trying and nothing happened. We would have kept on trying with nothing happening for years if I hadn't run into an old friend from school one day while grocery shopping. Gwen and I had gone to community college together and we had kept in touch. Not really close touch, but we exchanged Christmas cards and talked on the phone half a dozen times a year. She had gotten her degree in nursing and had gone to work for a clinic. We left the grocery store and went a Denny's to have lunch and talk. Halfway through the meal she said, "Can I ask you something really personal?"
"I guess so, but I don't promise to give you an answer."
"If you don't, you don't, but I'm curious so I'll ask anyway. How is your love life?"
It wasn't what I expected and I hesitated a moment or two before deciding to answer. "It is fine."
"Good. I was worried about it. You know men, they have such fragile egos when it comes to their manliness that they will sometimes lie."
"I don't understand. Why the question and why were you worried and what were you worried about?"
"Just curious is all. Donny says your love life is great every time he comes in for his check up and to get his shot, but I never knew whether he was lying or not. Not everyone in the male contraceptive program tells the truth and that skews the data. We know for a fact that the side effects of the Cocktail - that's what we call it, "The Cocktail" - can have a limiting effect on male erection in about four percent of the sample. But that number could be lower or higher depending on the truthfulness of the program volunteers. When Donny came in and volunteered for the program he told us that you had a great sex life and you have maintained a great sex life. I was just curious."
No more so than I now am I thought as I said, "Donny never did tell me much about the program other than that he had volunteered because of the problems that I was having with the pill."
"Well, like I said, we don't have an official name for it yet, but the cocktail is a mixture of synthetic testosterone and progestin and it is supposed to inhibit the production of sperm in the male."
"I guess we can assume that it is working with Donny and me, but how about others?"
"So far it has proven to be about eighty percent effective."
"So you do have failures?"
"Oh yes, and we make sure that the volunteers are aware of that fact. In fact, we make them sign a waiver acknowledging it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked away from my lunch with Gwen mad enough to kill. That bastard! That miserable bastard! "Sure honey, okay, whatever you want" and all the time he was a volunteer in a male contraceptive program. There I was trying everything I could think of to get pregnant - I even stood on my head after making love so the sperm would flow down to the egg - and Donny was doing his best to see that it never happened. I was mad! I was fucking furious and if Donny would have been there just then I would have done him some serious bodily harm. I was so mad I stopped at a bar to get a drink and calm me down.
I was sitting at a table sipping a vodka tonic and making plans to castrate Donny when I got home when I heard, "Joan baby, long time no see."
I looked up and saw Harry, an old boyfriend of mine. Actually he was an old lover. Harry was the second man I'd ever had sex with. "Mind if I join you?" and I told him to go ahead. Six drinks later I was on my back on a bed in the Bide-A-Wee Motel as Harry tried to make up for the eight years he hadn't seen my pussy. It was my first time being unfaithful to my husband, which kind of shows just how pissed at him I really was.
Harry fucked me four times that afternoon and we were getting dressed to leave when he asked if he could see me again. I was on the verge of saying, "No Harry, this was a mistake, a pleasurable mistake, but a mistake just the same" when a thought hit me - what if Harry had gotten me pregnant? Wouldn't that just serve Donny right! Donny already knew that there was a twenty percent failure rate in the program he was on. Yeah, why not.
"I'd like that Harry, but you can never, ever contact me, so give me a number where I can reach you."
He gave me his number and for the next two months Harry and I tried to fuck each other to death. We met three or four times a week during the day and I met him on Tuesday nights when Donny went bowling, but as much sperm as Harry shot into me I still didn't become pregnant. By that time I was determined to have a baby and since Donny and Harry had not produced I looked around for other old boyfriends or old lovers. By the end of the year I was juggling seven guys, counting Donny and Harry, and I had never been so sexually satisfied in my life, but I still wasn't pregnant.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then one afternoon I was having lunch with Harry prior to an afternoon session at the Bide-A-Wee.
"I played cards with a bunch of guys last night."
"Oh? Did you win or lose?"
"Depends on the way you look at it."
"That's a strange answer."
"Yeah, well, you know how guys are, they like to brag about their sexual conquests."
"Yeah, so?"
"Well, first John bragged about how he was fucking you and then Art chimed in and said he was fucking you which made Mark laugh and we asked him what he thought was so funny he said he said, "I wonder how she manages it. I'm getting some too. She must spend most of her day on her back. We are all getting each other's sloppy seconds and never knew it." I didn't mention that we were getting it on. So, is it true? Are you doing all of us?"
What the hey, I was caught so I admitted that it was true. Then Harry wanted to know why.
"Did something change you into a nymphomaniac?"
"No, I'm just trying to get myself pregnant."
"That's what husbands are for."
"Some maybe, but not mine" and I told him the whole story.
"You don't care that you would be sticking him with somebody else's kid?"
"What I am trying to do Harry is give me a child. I'm the one who will stay at home and raise it. I want a baby and Donny is lying to me telling me he is trying hard to knock me up. The bottom line is that he will never know. Besides, it might end up being his. The program he is in has a twenty percent failure rate. Add to that the holidays are fast approaching and I don't want to go through another holiday season listening to my mother whine about when am I going to give her grand kids."
Then Harry wanted to know if I knew when I would be my most fertile and did I track temperatures and all that and I told him that I did.
"Next time you are fertile we will see to it that you get pregnant."
"We?"
"Trust me on this one sweetheart, you won't be disappointed."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A week later, on a Monday, I called Harry and told him that the charts showed that Wednesday was going to be my peak time that month.
"Meet me at the Bide-A-Wee at noon tomorrow and plan on staying there as long as possible before you have to go home to Donny."
That night at dinner I told Donny that he wasn't going to be going bowling Tuesday night. "You are going to spend Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday nights between my legs and we will get the job done."
"But honey, we are in a run for first place and I need to be there."
"Tough shit Donny. You be here tomorrow night or the only holes you will be sticking your dick into will be the three drilled into your bowling ball."
Hey, he at least deserved a chance at being the daddy even if he had been screwing me around.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was at the motel at eleven-thirty and Harry was already there waiting in the parking lot. He went in and got us a room and five minutes later he was between my legs and going for glory. He was in mid-stroke when there was a knock on the door and he stopped and pulled out of me which set me off screaming at him.
"God damn it Harry, I was almost there. What the fuck are you doing leaving me hanging like this?"
"Just hang on sweetheart, you have all afternoon."
He answered the door and John and Art were standing there. Harry let them in and they started undressing.
"What the hell is going on her Harry?"
"What is going on sweetheart is that we are going to keep a cock in you all afternoon and we intend..." and there was another knock on the door interrupted him. He opened the door and Mark was standing there with two other guys that I'd never seen before. Harry stepped aside and let the three into the room and then closed the door.
"As I was saying, we are going to keep a cock in you all afternoon and pump so much sperm into you that you will slosh when you walk. We will do the same thing tomorrow and Thursday and if that doesn't get you pregnant then you may as well assume that the gods don't want you raising a kid. Okay, you know John, Art and Mark, but you have never met Bill and Steve. They are friends of mine and I vouch for them. I asked them to join us for the next three days because of their history. Bill has six kids and his wife swears that all he has to do is look at her and smile and another one is on the way. Steve has seven kids and his wife won't even let him touch her anymore unless she has her diaphragm in, he has a condom on and he pulls out before he cums. Since I didn't clear this with you ahead of time all that has to happen now is for you to say yes."
I looked around the room at the six men. It was a big step for me. I'd never been with more than one man at a time before, but then I considered that the holidays were coming and with them my mother and I did want a baby. I took one last look around the room and then spread my legs wide, "Gentlemen, start your engines."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I looked around the room at the six people and smiled to myself and then I said, "This is a very special Thanksgiving for me. I'm thankful that I can announce that I'm pregnant and that there will be another chair at this table next year"
The range of emotions from the others at the table was mixed. My mother was overjoyed of course. Sarah and Milly (her 'significant other') had looks of "Oh you poor sap" on their faces and Donny's parents were congratulatory, but Donny was stunned. I smiled at him, but he didn't smile back.
"I saved the announcement for today sweetie because I wanted it to surprise you."
"Well you certainly did that."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++=
Did I feel bad about doing that to Donny? Not at all. I wanted a baby and I got one and there is one chance in seven that the baby is his. He did make love to me a total of sixteen times over the three days and nights when the other six were fucking me. Oh I'll admit that the odds are nowhere near one in seven, but my math skills are not nearly good enough to figure out the real odds. Take Donny's sixteen times, factor in the twenty percent failure rate of the contraceptive program, add the number of times six other men had made sperm deposits in me over the same three day period and only God could come up with the real odds.
I had a beautiful nine pound baby boy and I named him Donald Evans Marcus, Junior. Am I going to get a DNA test to find out who the real father is? No. It doesn't matter to me who the father is, the baby is mine and that is all that matters, at least to me.
My last day as a round-heeled slut was the day after the doctor confirmed that I was with child. I called all the guys and thanked them for their efforts and then I met them at the Bide-A-Wee for a celebration. Following that I was loyal to Donny for the next three years, right up to the day he left me. And no, it had nothing to do with the baby. Donny left me for a secretary who works where he works. She was ten years younger than me, had bigger boobs and god knows what else.
Life got real interesting after that. Was I pissed? Hell yes, but even as pissed as I was I wasn't a total bitch. Since Donny had obviously not wanted to be a father and was only a so-so daddy after the baby came I cut him a deal. Instead of selling the house and splitting the proceeds he signed the house over to me, I didn't ask for alimony and we never mentioned little Donny in the divorce papers so he didn't have to pay child support.
My mother moved in with me and became my live-in babysitter and I went back to work. One year after the divorce I began dating again and Harry found out and stated coming around. We dated several times and then started keeping steady company. He keeps after me to make the arrangement permanent and I was considering it when something totally surprising and unexpected occurred. Donny's relationship with his husband stealing bimbo cratered and he came home begging for forgiveness and asked me to take him back.
Interesting situation that. I loved him and I was crushed when he left me and since he'd been gone I don't believe a day went by that I didn't think of him. That put me between a rock and a hard place because I had developed some pretty strong feelings for Harry.
"You can't seriously be thinking of taking him back," said Harry, "Especially after what he did to you."
"I don't know Harry, maybe that was Fate's way of seeing to it that I got my comeuppance for what I did to him."
"But he did it to you out in the open in front of God and everybody. He doesn't have any idea of what you did."
"I didn't say that HE did it to punish me Harry, I said maybe it was Fate's way."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I don't know what I'm going to do yet. I'm in the position of going steady with Harry, but I'm dating Donny as I try to figure out what to do. A weird relationship to be sure, but one with unique benefits - my sex life is outstanding what with two men after me. I may not ever make a decision if I can keep both of them hanging around.
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It was the last thing that I would have expected to find after twenty years of marriage, but there was no denying it. It sat there on the kitchen table waiting for me to snatch it up and tear it to pieces or burn it or do whatever it is that you do with things like that. I suddenly realized why Simone had been so happy and excited during the last week. I picked it up and read it for the forth or fifth time:
"Dear Ron,
I am sorry for doing this to you, but chances like this only come once in a lifetime, if ever, and I'd be a fool not to take advantage of it. You have been the only man in my life since the eighth grade and even though I love you and have always loved you since the day I met you I am still curious about what else is out there and now I have a chance to find out. My lottery ticket, you know, the ones you always told me I was stupid to buy because they were a waste of good money? Well mine hit two weeks ago for 6.4 million. After taxes I collected 4.1 million. Don't be surprised when you get your next bank statement and see that you have a deposit of 2 million. Don't spend it all in one place because there still might be some tax liability, but the money people I have talked to say that you should be safe up to 1.7 million. I hope it's enough to help you get over what I'm doing to you.
Simone"
Simone and I were both virgins when we were married. We raised three fine kids and started to grow old together and I had never conceived of having to live my life without her. Oh I knew that the day would come when one of us would pass on and leave the other, but that was supposed to be years and years in the future. Christ, I was only forty-five and I expected us to at least get to seventy. But this? I got a bunch of money now so goodbye? I crumpled up the note and tossed it in the trash and wondered how to go about getting on with my life.
The first week I was like a zombie. I walked around in a complete fog. I just couldn't accept the fact that Simone had just up and left me. Then my kids took a hand in things and went to work trying to straighten me out. Apparently Simone had called them and simply said, "I've left your father. Please look in on him from time to time."
The two girls, Sherri and Mary, took turns coming over and helping me clean house. Mary was trying to get me to change my diet and trying to teach me to cook and eat healthier food and my son Sean was doing his best to get me out of the house. He drug me out to play golf on the weekends, got tickets to football, basketball and hockey games and in general tried to keep me busy.
Sherri and Mary came over one day while I was at work and stripped the house of everything that was Simone's and gave it all to Goodwill. Then the three of them started to play matchmaker and every time I got invited to dinner or a party they had someone who was "just dying to meet me" or that they "just had to introduce me to." Some of them were really nice and under other circumstances I probably would have liked to get to know them better, but it was just too soon - I wasn't even close to being to being over Simone. Truth be told, I probably never would be.
From time to time I heard about Simone through the grapevine. She had gone to a spa, lost some weight and gotten a complete makeover. She seemed to have a new beau on her arm every time some one saw her. I overheard one acquaintance tell another that Simone had turned into a cock crazy slut. Simone called the kids once a week to see how things were going and they said she always asked about me, but I never knew whether or not it was bullshit. Why would she care?
Eventually my memories of Simone began to fade and I looked around, took stock, and started out to get a new life. I began dating again and eventually found myself in bed with a woman and it was a disaster. I had a hard on when the two of us climbed onto the bed, but as soon as I tried penetration my cock died. The lady was very understanding and even tried to get me back up orally, but it wouldn't come back up. I reciprocated and managed to give her an orgasm and we parted friends, but the damage was done. In my own mind now I was impotent and it became a self-fulfilling prophecy.
I had a couple of more dates that made it to the bedroom stage and though I could not get my dick to stay hard I did go down on my dates and I was usually able to bring them to a climax. Unaccountably I became very popular and women were calling me up and asking me out. Both of my daughters thought it was hilarious. Since most of the women I had been going out with were the same ones that Sherri and Mary had been trying to set me up with I shouldn't have been surprised when my girls started telling me that they had heard I had a magic mouth and an inquiring tongue. I would blush and then they would laugh and tease me for hours.
I had been so wrapped up in my own problems that I had been unaware of other things going on around me so it came as a complete surprise when Sherri and her husband split up. I heard about it when Mary called me to tell me that Sherri was living in a motel and looking for an apartment. I went and got Sherri and, under protest, brought her home with me. She whined that she was too big and too old to be living at home with a parent until I convinced her that just the two of us would be so lost in the four bedroom house that we would rarely see each other. For the first week or two that proved to be the case. Sherri would sleep late and I would leave for work early. I would come home from work and Sherri would have gone out.
Sherri's attitude toward her separation from Ralph was one hundred and eighty degrees from mine when Simone left. Sherri's attitude was "Fuck that asshole" and she started dating almost as soon as she walked away from Ralph. She didn't seem to care who she went out with as long as the word of it got back to Ralph and it seemed to drive her crazy when he didn't seem to care.
She began coming home late at night, drunk on her ass, and I would end up having to carry her up to her bedroom. The first couple of times I undressed her and put her under the covers, but my physical reaction to an almost naked Sherri was startling and I had to stop undressing her. Several times I got calls to come and get her because she was so bombed and a couple of times the doorbell would ring and I would find Sherri on the front porch as a car sped away from the curb. The most disturbing thing to me was that Sherri had almost always been fucked and that knowledge always gave me a hard on. I had only masturbated a few times between the time Simone left and Sherri moved in, but after Sherri's arrival it was something that I seemed to be doing almost daily. I began to regret not letting Sherri stay at the motel and look for an apartment.
One night the doorbell rang and I opened the door to find Sherri on the porch and a car driving away and as I bent to pick her up she said, "I'm not drunk tonight. I just let him think I was. What's wrong with me dad? Why am I doing this to myself? Why am I being such a slut? Mom's a slut now; do you think that maybe she always was and she just managed to suppress it? Maybe she's always had slut genes. That would explain it. She passed her slut genes to me only I'm not suppressing them. Go to bed dad, I'm just going to sit here for a while."
I hadn't been in bed long and was not quite asleep when I heard my bedroom door open and then close. I was aware when someone sat on the edge of my bed and I knew who it had to be. Given the conversation we'd had on the porch I thought that Sherri just wanted to be close to someone and when she snuggled in behind me I was quiet until I heard her begin to softly snore. After a while I fell back to sleep.
I woke out of a dream in which I had been floating in black space except for a disembodied head that kept trying to get it's mouth on my penis. I kept pushing it away and then finally it got past my hands and latched on to me. Suddenly I was awake and as the sleep cleared out of my mind I became aware of the fact that a hot mouth was fastened onto my cock and my balls were cupped in a hand. Almost as soon as the realization hit me I exploded into the mouth which reacted by clamping it's lips tightly around me and starting to swallow. I felt the tongue move and the throat constrict as I was drained dry and then the enormity of what had just happened hit me. What in God's name had Sherri been thinking? How could I ever explain this and then my thoughts were broken by a voice saying, "Have you missed me lover?"
It was Simone!
She chuckled, "Surprise, surprise lover" and then she took my cock in her mouth again and worked on it until it was stiff as a rock and then she raised herself over me and lowered herself down on my erection. "God, but I have missed this." She started to move up and down on me, "Don't talk lover, don't say anything now, just fuck me baby, just fuck me." Her hands were pressing down on my chest as she started slamming herself down on my cock, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes" she cried and then she rolled off of me and pulled me over on top of her, "Hurry lover, hurry. Put it in me baby, put it in me and fuck me." I moved between her spread legs and I speared my cock into her and she hissed, "Yesssss, oh god yes. Fuck me bay, fuck me hard and make me cum. Make me cum lover, make me cum. Make me yours baby, make me yours again."
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My brother's wife Bailey is a fox. She is the sexiest woman I've ever met and for years I have lusted for her. Not that anything would ever come of my lust. My wife would kill me if I ever acted on my lust for Bailey and if she didn't my brother most certainly would. I couldn't touch, but I could look and I did. I could also flirt and I did that too.
Bailey was aware of the effect that she had on me and it pleased her to tease me every chance she got. I've never seen her in the nude, but never the less I still think that I've seen everything she's got. Bra less and in a low cut top she would bend over in front of me to do something and I would be able to see all the way down to her navel. If she was wearing a short skirt somehow, when she was around me, it would ride up and I'd see the thong she was wearing. Once at a party she came out of the bathroom and caught me in the kitchen:
"Bob honey, do me a favor. Are my seams straight?"
I turned and saw she was wearing old-fashioned nylons with seams up the back and she lifted her skirt for me to check them out. To this day I don't know if they were straight or not. What captured my attention was the perfect ass that wasn't covered by panties. I mumbled, "Looks okay to me" and hurried out of the kitchen before I could get myself in trouble.
When it came to flirting she always managed to stay one step ahead of me and take it to the point where I had to back down. An example: At a party one night I said, "Damn Bailey, you look good enough to eat."
"Then why don't you?"
"What do you mean?"
"Let's find some place private and you can eat me" and she lifted her skirt up to her waist to show me that she was only wearing a skimpy thong."
We both knew that I wanted to, but we both knew that I wouldn't. Point to Bailey.
Another time I was dancing with her during the Saturday night dance at the Elks and she plastered herself against me. My cock, which was already hard just from being in the same room with her, instantly became iron bar hard and it twitched a couple of times and she felt it and she smiled. I'd had just enough to drink to be bold and I said, "It likes you."
Bailey giggled and said, "No it doesn't. If it really liked me it would come out and play."
"He's just shy. Maybe if you tried to talk him into coming out he would."
"I can do that sweetie" and her hand pulled my zipper down and she had her hand inside my fly before I did what she knew I would do. I pulled away from her and said we should be getting back to the table. Point to Bailey.
This went on for years. I have no idea what my brother thought about it because he never brought it up, but my wife thought it was a riot. I didn't hide what was going on from her and she knew about my flirty ways with other women and she looked upon what Bailey did to me as my getting my just desserts.
I have always believed that there is nothing wrong in looking at, appreciating, and lusting after the ladies as long as you kept your hands to yourself. My wife knew this about me and her attitude was simple:
"Look all you want, lust all you want, but don't you ever forget that your cock is mine and only mine. I ever catch you letting some other lady play with it and I will do a Lorena Bobbit on you only I won't toss it into a field where it can be found and then reattached. I'll stuff it down the garbage disposal and you will never see so much as a scrap of it ever again."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My flirting with Bailey came to an abrupt halt on my parent's thirty-fifth wedding anniversary. My sister had decided to throw them an impromptu party. My brother already had an out of town business commitment he couldn't get out of so he asked if I would pick up Bailey and take her.
"You don't drink much and Bailey sometimes takes on more than she should and I'd just as soon she not drive."
"No problem. I'll see that she gets there and gets home."
When Bailey got in the car she was smiling, but as soon as she sat down the smile disappeared.
"Where's Bev?"
"She's spending a couple of days at her mom's."
"Sudden decision on her part?"
"No. It was planned before Stella decided to have a party and the tickets were non-refundable."
The ride to my parent's house was a quiet one as Bailey spent most of the trip looking out her side window.
The party was like most anniversary parties where all the guests are immediate family and close family friends. There was no dancing or music, just a bunch of people having drinks and socializing. About an hour into the party I noticed that every time I saw Bailey she was looking at me with what I could only call a contemplative look. I also noticed that she seemed to be drinking heavily.
We had been there about two hours when Bailey came up to me while I was talking to my cousin Tom and tugged on my sleeve.
"I need to talk to you about something. Can we go some place quiet?"
Just then Tom's wife came up and told him it was time to go and he walked away to say his good-bye's. I turned to Bailey, "What do you want to talk about?"
"Not here, someplace a little more private."
"I don't know where sweetie. This house isn't all that big and it is full of people right now."
"Come on, I know a place" and she gave my arm a tug and I followed her to, of all places, the bathroom. She pulled me inside and locked the door behind us.
"Okay Bailey, what is it that is so important?"
She set her drink down on the top of the toilet tank and said:
"I've watched you watch me for years and I've always known what you were fantasizing about. You would imagine me doing this" and she reached for my belt buckle. I was so surprised that she had my belt undone and my zipper halfway down before I got my shit together and grabbed her hands.
"Why are you stopping me? You know you want it."
"Fantasies are fantasies Bailey, not things you would really do. You've had a little too much to drink and I don't think you know what you are doing."
She picked up her drink and handed it to me, "Taste it."
It was water. Plain water with a twist of lime to make it look like a vodka tonic.
"I'm sober as a judge honey" she said as her hands went back to my zipper and by the time I had set her drink down she had my zipper down and my pants around my ankles. I reached down with both hands to pull my pants back up, but by the time I had the waistband in my hands she had my cock in hers and she was licking the head of it.
One thing I try not to be is stupid. I never, ever intended to cheat on my wife; I'm just not the kind of guy to chase after another woman. But another woman chasing after me? Especially a woman who has been my fantasy for years? A woman who already had my cock in her hands and was licking it? It was something so far fetched that I'd never even considered it. Yet here it was happening to me and I was going to say no? To my credit I did say:
"Stop that Bailey, this is wrong and we can't do it," but Bailey didn't answer me because her mouth was full and so I gave up the fight and just accepted it.
Bailey gave great head and I felt I was in Heaven. My wife did not like oral sex, but she would occasionally suck my cock if I begged and pleaded with her long enough. Even then it was more like a hand job with a little mouth action and no way on God's green Earth would she ever let me cum in her mouth. Bailey on the other hand went after my cock like getting me off was the most important thing in the world to her. She licked and sucked, she played with my balls and she even teased my ass with a finger.
Being used to my wife I tried to pull out when I was ready to cum, but Bailey grabbed me with both hands and pulled me back into her mouth and when I erupted she swallowed every drop and held me in her mouth until I was soft. She let my limpness fall from her mouth, licked it clean and then looked up at me and smiled:
"I hope it was worth the wait baby."
"Why? Why did you do that? I mean it was always just flirting so why did you do this?"
"Long story honey and I'll tell it to you on the way home. Let's go and say our good-byes and get out of here."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The first five minutes of the ride home was silent as Bailey looked out the side window and then she took a deep breath and slid across the seat to sit next to me.
"How much do you know about your brother's kinky side?"
"I didn't even know he had a kinky side."
"Well he does, and while a lot of it is harmless and I go along with him there are a few things he wants to do that I have always refused to do. He is heavily into porn sites on the net and he gets a major kick out of sending nude photos of me or photos of us making love to sites that will post them. He always blanks out our faces, but I would guess a couple of hundred thousand people have seen my nude body or have seen me and your brother making love or have seen me giving him head. I've never cared as long as he made sure that no one would ever know that it was me."
While she was talking she had unzipped me and worked my cock out into the open and was stroking it.
"He also loves porn videos and one night a week he stops on the way home and rents a couple. We watch them and go to bed and fuck like rabbits until we are exhausted. The one thing he wants most and the one thing I told him I would never do was fuck another man while he watched and then joined in. He has kept after me for years and I have steadfastly said refused. All of a sudden, about a year ago, he stopped asking. "Hooray" I said to myself, he finally got the message.
"One day I was in Electronics Avenue to buy a DVD player and I saw that they had a sale on 'nanny' cams and on a whim I bought one. I got one of the technicians to show me how to hook it up to a VCR and he sold me what I needed to make the set up sound activated. You know, the system lies dormant until a loud noise triggers it to turn on. Anyway, since your brother likes porn videos I thought I would surprise him with one he was staring in. I set it up in the bedroom on a Saturday while he was out playing golf and I switched it off.
Monday, before I left for work I turned the system on so it would capture me as I came into the bedroom when I got home from work, took off my work clothes and then dressed for an evening of hot sex. I came home that night, did a slow strip tease, put on a garter belt, nylons and high heels and went downstairs to greet my hubby with a martini in hand and an invitation to skip dinner and go directly to dessert. He got home and I drug him upstairs and fucked his eyes out. I did the whole nine yards - oral, anal, vaginal and every position I could think of - and then we fell asleep."
By the time she reached that point in her story I had to pull the car over to the curb because her hand had me ready to shoot. She knew exactly why I had pulled over and she giggled and bent to take my cock in her mouth. As soon as her lips closed around my cock I let go and just like before she swallowed every last drop. As soon as she took her mouth off me I pulled away from the curb and continued on to Bailey's house.
"I still don't understand what this has to do with me."
"I'm not done yet honey. The next morning I woke hubby up with a blow job and we had sex and then we both dressed and left for work. I didn't have a chance to view the tape until I got home that night. The camera worked great. The picture was clear and even the sound was good. The only problem was that it wasn't me on the tape, at least not on the first half of it. Apparently hubby dear had come home during the day with two guests. That's right honey, guests, as in more than one. I guess hubby got tired of me saying no to a threesome so he went out and got someone else. I watched my hubby and a guy he works with fuck the whore six ways from Sunday. She sucked their cocks and swallowed their cum, she took it in the ass, in the pussy and ass at the same time, in the mouth and ass at the same time and when they were done with the slut she changed the sheets on the bed and the three of them left. The screen went blank and about ten seconds later it showed where I came in."
"So tonight you took revenge?"
"I guess you could say that, although there is a little bit more to the story. It took me a couple of days to figure out what I was going to do. Your asshole brother came home one night with a couple of porn tapes and asked which one I wanted to watch first. I picked one and went over to the VCR and hit the PLAY button and then turned to watch the assholes face as he saw himself on the screen. I told him I was leaving him and that I was going to get a shark for a lawyer and take him for everything he had. Long story shorten, he begged, he pleaded and he promised it would never happen again and in the end I forgave him and we stayed together. That was a year ago."
"So what happened that made you come after me tonight?"
"I'll show you as soon as we get to the house."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She made me a drink and sat me down on the couch in front of the VCR and said, "First, I want to set the mood." She started humming and doing a slow strip tease. When she was naked she got down on her knees and crawled over to me and unbuckled, unzipped and pulled my pants off me. She looked at the hard on that her strip tease had given me and said:
"I'm impressed. I thought for sure that having gotten you off twice in the last hour it would take me a while to get you up again." She turned around, still on her hands and knees, and said, "Come on honey. I want you to take me from behind while you watch this."
She was wet and I slid right in even though she was tight. She took the remote and turned on the TV and then the VCR and the picture on the screen made me want to scream with rage. The only reason I didn't lose my hard on was that Bailey was fucking back at me and crooning:
"Fuck me baby, fuck your new whore. My pussy is yours now baby, all you want, whenever you want. I'll even let your brother have his fantasy of watching me fuck another man as long as that man is you. You like my tight pussy lover? Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
On the screen I watched my brother and his buddy fuck my wife. I didn't see any hesitation in the way she sucked their cocks and she sucked them in the same way that Bailey had sucked mine - with gusto! And she swallowed. Things she never would do for me she willingly did for my brother and his friend from work.
"Turn it off. I'll watch it later, but right now I have to help you get your revenge while you help me get mine."
I was angry, I was bitter and at that point only God knew what I was going to do to Bev when she got home. Bailey knew what was going on in my mind and she moaned:
"Forget her baby, I'm your slut now. Fuck me honey, just forget her and fuck me hard."
I did and when I came and took my limp cock out of her she got up, took me by the hand and led me to her bedroom saying, "I don't know how many times you are good for baby, but I want you at least once on that bastards own bed."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Given my past track record I would have thought I was done at least until the morning, but Bailey worked on me and she managed to coax me to life again. Bailey liked it from behind and I was on my knees behind her stuffing my cock into her pussy when the phone on the bedside stand rang. Bailey started to pull away from me to answer it and I told her to let it ring.
"Don't want to lover, it is probably your brother and as soon as I pick up the phone I want you back in me."
I moved across the bed behind her and as she picked up the phone I rammed my cock into her.
"Ohhh" she moaned and then, "Hello?"
"Hi honey."
"Nothing. I miss you and I'm horny as a goat. You caught me in the middle of using my vibrator to take the edge off."
"Really? Oh you kinky devil."
"Just how nasty do you want me to be?"
"Give me a minute to get comfortable."
She covered the mouth piece with her hand and whispered, "Not hard lover, but not easy either. Make me moan, make me cry out, but try not to cum until the end of the phone call." She put the phone back to her ear, "The vibrator is a poor substitute for you baby, but I have it deep inside me. Do you have your cock in your hand? Okay, here goes. I was horny when your brother picked me up and took me to the party and you know me sweetie, I had too much to drink and I'm afraid I got stupid. I let your cousin Tom kiss me a couple of times and he felt me up good. I was considering letting him fuck me, but your brother came along and broke things up.
"Oh yes, like that, a little harder, fuck me honey."
"What?"
"I'm getting to that part. Your Uncle Lou saw what happened with Tom and he got me alone, gave me another drink and then ran his hand up under my dress and started fingering my pussy. I almost lost it. My fingers were on his zipper when -"Oh god, oh god, deeper baby, deeper. Push it in baby, oh god yes, like that."
"What? I'm being fucked silly that's what is going on. Where was I? I was unzipping your Uncle Lou's fly when your brother butted in again. Your uncle slunk off and your brother said I'd had enough and he'd better get me home. I was still horny and as we were driving home I slid over next to him and started rubbing his cock through his pants. He tried to push me away, but it is kind of hard to drive and fight off a horny female at the same time."
"What?"
"What do you think happened? I wore him down and he finally gave up fighting."
"Don't be stupid baby, you know where he is. I'm on my hands and knees and he is behind me sliding his hard cock into my hot, wet pussy. Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, don't stop honey, don't stop. I'm almost there, make me cum Bobby, make me cum, fuck me hard and make me cum lover, make me cum. OOOH YEAH!" she screamed into the phone as she came and seconds later I spent myself inside her.
We both fell to the bad and rolled over onto our backs and Bailey said, "Shit! I think my batteries just died." She reached over and lifted my dead cock in her hand, "Yep, the batteries are dead and I'm still horny damn it. I guess I'll have to find more batteries when you hang up."
"Yeah baby, me too. See you day after tomorrow. Love you, bye."
She hung up the phone and muttered "Dick head!"
She turned to me and smiled, "The big dumb shit thinks he just had phone sex with me. I hope you don't plan on rushing home. I think I may be able to recharge your batteries one more time."
"You might be able to, but it will be some time before you can try so how about we use some of that time to educate me. You said he cheated on you last year and that you forgave him. Why the revenge tonight instead of a year ago?"
"Because he promised he would end his affair with Bev if I would just forgive him and give him another chance."
"What changed since then?"
"Bev not being with you tonight when you picked me up."
"What was significant about that?"
"You said she planned her trip weeks ago right?"
"Yes."
"Well your brother's business trip was planned weeks ago also and I don't believe the two of them being gone at the same is a coincidence, do you?"
"I see what you mean, but it still could be a coincidence."
"Yeah, it could be, but I'm betting it isn't and I know my hubby and I know what will happen next if they are together."
"What?"
"After this little phone sex thing that I pulled he will get it in his head that it will be a kick to fuck Bev while she is talking to you on the phone. Bev will call your place a couple of times and then she will try your cell. If you listen real close you will be able to hear something. Where's your cell?"
"Clipped to my belt and my pants are in the family room on the floor."



"Go get it. If I'm right you will get a call on it in a couple of minutes."
I went and got my cell phone and put it on the bedside stand and then laid back to enjoy Baileys attempt to recharge my batteries with her hands and mouth.
"Where is my traitorous brother staying?"
"At the Mark Hopkins, room 714, why?"
"When she calls me I want you to get on the phone and call the Mark Hopkins and ask for room 714. If you get a busy signal it will tell me all I need to know, but first I need to make a quick call."
I hit a speed dial number on my cell phone:
"Hi mom, can I talk to Bev please?"
"No, I guess not. She's on her way to see you. Said she was going to visit for a few days."
"No, no need for that. Just tell her I called and have her call me when she gets there. Thanks mom, bye."
I hung up and said, "She's not there. Her mother says she doesn't expect her until the day after tomorrow."
"What are you going to do when she calls?"
"What are you going to do about Brian?"
"Break it off in his ass. He had his chance and he fucked it up."
"In that case I'm going to burn Bev's ass."
As if on cue the phone rang:
"Hello?"
"Hi baby. I tried calling you at home. You behaving yourself with me gone?"
"Don't I always?"
"I miss you and I'm having horny thoughts about you."
"Horny thoughts? Like what?"
"I'm fantasizing being on my hands and knees with you behind me sliding your hard cock into me."
While I was talking Bailey had called the Mark Hopkins and as she hung up the phone she mouthed "Busy" and I shook my head to indicate that I understood.
"Just how deep am I buried in you baby?'
"All the way and I feel so full."
"This would be a perfect time to have phone sex lover, except you scream so loud when you get off that I'm afraid you would scare your poor mother to death."
"No baby, she's down in the basement recreation room playing pool with Aunt Ada and they are making so much noise that they won't hear a thing."
"Let me ask you a question Bev. Just how deep into you does Brian have his dick buried?"
Dead silence for a couple of seconds and then a very mad, "What the fuck are you saying to me?"
"I'm saying that the private detective that I hired to follow your cheating ass called me and told me that not only did he follow you to room 714 of the Mark Hopkins, but that the asshole you are with is my brother. And also for your information according to your mother you are not there and are not expected until the day after tomorrow. You are burned you fucking whore and I hope room 714 is comfortable because you sure don't have home to come back to here. You can tell that asshole brother of mine that when I hang up my next phone call will be to Bailey to bring her into this mess. You can also tell him that his medical insurance better be paid up because I will be waiting for him when he gets back" and I disconnected.
"Do you still have that tape you made with your nanny cam."
"Sure. I kept it in case Brian fell off the wagon."
"Can I get a copy of it?"
"You bet. What now?"
Well, you were trying to recharge my batteries and you could get back to it."
"I guess I could, couldn't I?"
Just then the phone rang. Bailey reached for the phone saying, "This should be the panic call from the asshole."
"Hello?
"Don't honey me you bag of shit."
"You know damned well what I mean. Your slut just told you about her phone conversation with her hubby. I've just finished talking to him and he's sending me a copy of the report he got from his private detective. In return I'm giving him a copy of the tape I have of you and Bev."
"No you cocksucker. I forgave you you bastard and you promised. I was dumb enough to believe you once, but I'm sure not going to do it again. Don't bother coming back here. If I see you I'll cut your goddamned cock off and shove it down the garbage disposal," and she slammed the phone down.
"Okay, where was I? Oh yes, need to recharge the batteries in my dildo. You don't mind being my dildo do you?"
"Not at all Bailey, not at all."
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+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met her eyes across the room and she smiled a knowing smile and then turned her attention back to the woman she was talking to. That little knowing smile had said it all, loud and clear, "You want me and I know it." She was right. I did want her, but I also knew that I could never have her.
My relationship with Tasha had not gotten off on the right foot. I had not wanted her in my department and I'm afraid my feelings about that were well known. When the opening occurred I had submitted the name of the most qualified man in the department, a man who could do the job and who was worthy of and long overdue for promotion. Two days later I was called to the personnel department and Bill, our Human Resources guy, introduced me to Tasha and said, Tasha will be filling the vacancy in your department." The look I gave him said, "You have to be joking" and he read the look right and gave me a small shrug.
"She still has to go to the clinic for the drug test and then come back here and fill out the rest of her paper work so she won't start until tomorrow, but I thought it would be good to get you in here to meet her."
"Fine. Nice meeting you Miss Portly and I'll see you in the morning."
"That's Mrs. Portly," she said.
I smiled and nodded my head and left the office. Five minutes later I had Bill on the phone; "Can you talk?"
"Yes, she's on her way to the clinic."
"What are you doing to me? That job was supposed to go to Ben, not to someone from outside the company."
"Not my call. The word came down from on high to hire her for the opening."
"What idiot up there in the Ivory Palace made that decision? Does he have the slightest idea of the damage this will do?"
"Oh come on. What can hiring her possibly do to hurt your department?"
"You got a week to sit and listen? First she's a female and she's going into an entirely male environment. Secondly she has just stolen the promotion from the man best qualified for the job and a man who has earned that promotion twice over. The effect on morale alone is going to hurt our productivity. Third, she's black and two thirds of the men in my department are Southern and are not going to take kindly to taking orders from a black and a woman at that. That will be another hit on morale and productivity. Fourth, she has an attitude problem. Did you catch the way and the tone of voice she used when she told me it was Mrs. and not Miss? She has a chip on her shoulder and that isn't going to set well either."
"Tough my man. This came straight from the CEO. He was at a meeting of one of his civic groups and someone commented on the fact that he had no minorities in management at any level in his company. Now he can say he has."
"Well you can tell the asshole that I'm shooting him a memo on this and putting him on notice that I'm not going to be held responsible when my department goes to shit."
"All that will get you is "You are a manager, so manage. If you can't, we will get some one who will."
"I don't care Bill, I was looking for a job when I found this one. Oh hell, send me her resume so I can see what I have to work with."
"Can't do that."
"Why not?"
"I don't have one. All I have is a phone call from Maxey's executive secretary telling me that Mrs. Portly was on her way over and to hire her."
"Well fuck me."
"I think they did pal, I think they did."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It is my policy to be up front with the people who work for me so the first thing I did when I got back to my department was call Ben in and give him the bad news. He took it well, but he was also very blunt.
"I'm not happy, but if she can do the job I'll work with her. On the other hand, if she can't do the job I won't carry her and if I get any shit because of it I'll quit."
Next I called the whole department together and told them what was coming down. There were a lot of "It's not fairs" and a lot of grumbling, but I cut it off when I said, "It's what we have to live with people. Lets not borrow any trouble until we see how it shakes out. So far Ben is okay with it and he is the one who got screwed so lets just see how it plays out."
The next morning when Tasha reported for work I took her into my office and laid it all out for her. I told her that she had taken Ben's promotion and that there was a lot of resentment on the floor because of it and that she was going to have a tough row to hoe. I'd told Bill that she had an attitude problem and it surfaced right away. "So which is it that pisses you off the most, the fact that I'm a woman or the fact that I'm black?"
"What upsets me most Tasha, is that..." and she cut me off.
"I prefer Mrs. Portly."
"I don't give a rats ass as to what you prefer. As I was saying, what upsets me most about this is that a long term and loyal employee got shafted on this deal. And I'll tell you right now that your attitude sucks. The lowest seniority on the floor is eight years and they got along without you up till now just fine. A lot of them are male chauvinist pigs and a good portion of them are from the South and have never worked for or with a woman, let alone a black one. If you take that attitude of yours out onto the floor they will break it off in your butt. If they do that and my production goes to pot I will have you out of here in a heartbeat and I don't care who your sugar daddy in the front office is. I don't give a shit about your sex or the color of your skin. All I care is that you get the job done. Are we clear on that?"
"You can't speak to me like that!"
"Oh yes I can lady. As long as this is my department and you work for me when I talk you will listen and when I am done you will say "Yes sir" or "Right away sir" and "I'll get right on it." Do we understand one another?" Her eyes blazed defiance, but she nodded a yes and I took her out on the floor and introduced her around.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She surprised everybody. It didn't happen right away and there were some severe bumps in the road, but Tasha could do the job and she did it well. Once Ben saw what she was capable of he warmed to her and when the other guys saw that they all came around. Inside of six months she was stopping after work now and then to have a drink with the crew. It wasn't until Tasha had her first year performance review that things started to get sticky. As she sat across from me and read what I'd written I watched her and I was struck by just how beautiful she looked when she was relaxed. Most of the time I saw her she was busy and concerned about things and the planes of her face sharpened and made her look severe. When she was done reading the review and handed it back to me I said, "Okay, now it is your turn. How do you rate the department and the department management?" I saw a look of alarm come over her face and I said, "Your review is done and signed Tasha. Nothing you say now can have any impact on it. That's why I do it this way. Nothing is perfect Tasha. Anything can be improved on. What, from your point of view can we do better? What can I do better that will help the department meet it's commitments? What can we do on the floor to improve? What about your fellow workers? Speak your mind Tasha, you won't get another chance until your review next year."
"Nothing."
"What do you mean?"
"Nothing needs to be changed; everything is running smoothly."
"You have no concerns at all?"
"Well, only one."
"What is it?"
She hesitated and then, "I don't think that the guys on the floor respect me."
"What makes you say that?" "They are always hitting on me. They know that I'm married and that I love my husband, but they keep coming on to me."
I smiled when she said that and she said, "What's funny?"
"Have you looked in the mirror lately? That isn't lack of respect that you are getting, that's desire. That is the male animal being attracted to the female of the species."
"But I'm black and they are all white."
"And that is supposed to mean something? You are a great looking woman Tasha and that isn't going to change because of skin color."
"But what about the fact that I'm married?"
"Most of them are too and it doesn't mean a thing to them. All they care about is will you play or not."
"You really think that?"
"Of course I do."
"But you don't do it and you are a male animal."
"I don't do it Tasha because you work for me and sexual harassment is the new buzzword these days. The fastest way in the world to shoot myself through the grease would be to make a pass at you. Even if you didn't file charges someone else could and might if they perceived that you were getting ahead because there was something going on between us."
It was at that point that our relationship changed. What I can only call an 'evil grin' came over Tasha's face and she said, "You are telling me that if I offered you this tight, brown body you would turn it down just because I work for you?"
"I'm afraid that pretty much sums it up." I saw something change in her eyes, but at the time I had no idea what it was. I didn't know it, but I had just issued a challenge.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The change was subtle and I didn't notice it at first. Tasha started coming into my office more frequently. I use the term office, but more realistically you would call it a cubbyhole. It was small and cramped and not made for two people to move around in. Tasha would bring in a production report and lean forward to place it on my desk and I'd get a great view of her cleavage. If I asked her a question about something in the report she would come around behind me and lean forward to see what I was pointing to and I'd feel her large breasts press into my back. When she came and sat down in the chair opposite my desk she would sit so I could look up her skirt and get a great look at her legs. She would cross them and uncross them and once or twice I got a look at her panties. It finally dawned on me that Tasha was teasing me. I got confirmation of that at the company Christmas party. I was sitting at a table watching the couples on the dance floor when I felt a tap on my shoulder and I turned and saw Tasha standing there. "May I cut in?"
"If I had a partner and was on the dance floor you could."
"Well then I guess we need to get out there" and she took my hands, pulled me out of the chair and led me to the dance floor. Once on the floor she moved in close and practically plastered herself to me. The smell of her perfume and her tits pressing into my chest had the predictable result and as my erection grew. I tried for some separation, but Tasha wasn't having any of that. She kept herself close to me and when she felt the erection she giggled and said, "Oh boss man, are you allowed to do that to me? I work for you, remember?"
"That's true Mrs. Portly which is why I'm trying to put some distance between us" and once again I tried for some separation.
"Oh now it is Mrs. Portly is it?" and she kept herself tight against me.
"I have my own theory," she said.
"About what."
"About this you can't do this or that because I work for you."
"Oh? And just what is your theory?"
"I think that it is because I'm black. I think you've heard the old wives tale about the color rubbing off. I think that's what it is all about."
"That's just ridiculous."
"Is it? Prove me wrong. Dance me over to the mistletoe and kiss me."
I glanced around and she cried, "Aha. I was right!"
"Right about what?"
"You just now looked around to check out who might be watching us. Wouldn't do to be seen getting a kiss from Brown Sugar, would it?"
"Don't be silly. I was just looking for your husband. I want to get a look at his face and see how he is taking this."
"Don't you sweat my husband sweetie. If he was going to get upset over my getting kissed under the mistletoe there would have been a dozen fights in here by now. Now, are you going to dance me over to the mistletoe and kiss me or are you just going to admit to being a closet racist hiding behind the supervisor/employee thing?"
You ever have someone push one of your buttons just a little too hard at the wrong time? Tasha's remark did that to me. I didn't have a racist bone in my body and to have her suggest that I was a closet bigot sent me right over the edge. Closet racist, huh? Well we would just see about that. I steered us in the direction of the mistletoe, but I didn't stop when we got there. I went through the doorway and out into the hall casting one last glance into the room to see if her husband was looking our way and saw that he wasn't. I stopped waltzing with Tasha, took hold of her hand and pulled her along behind me until I found an unlocked door. Tasha was protesting and trying to pull away from me, but I ignored her. I pulled her into the room, kicked the door closed and pushed Tasha up against the wall. I looked down into her wide-open eyes and inwardly I smiled at the confusion on her face.
"Racist am I?" I bent my head and kissed her. She hadn't expected it so my tongue pushing into her mouth came as a complete surprise. With my body pinning her to the wall I used one hand to free up my hard cock and the other to rub her tits. While I was doing that my tongue stayed busy in her mouth. Tasha wasn't struggling, but she wasn't responding either. I broke the kiss, put both hands on her shoulders and pushed her down to her knees. Her face was on a level six inches in front of my cock and she stared at it as it bobbed up and down. "Go ahead Tasha, touch it. Reach out and take hold of it and see if you leave any black on it. I'm dying to know if that old wives tale is true. Will the color rub off? Come on Tasha, touch it. No? Don't want too? Or could it be that you are afraid that the white will rub off and stain your hand? Is that it Tasha? Or is it that you are a reverse racist? Do you have a prejudice against whites Tasha?" I took my hands off of her shoulders and just stood there to see what she would do. She didn't move, just stayed there and stared at my cock. I took a step forward and my cock was now only the thickness of a sheet of paper from her mouth and I said, "Go ahead Tasha, stick your tongue out and taste it. What are you afraid of Tasha? Isn't this what you wanted? Isn't this what all your teasing was supposed to bring about? Come on Tasha. Either do something or admit to me that you are a bigot where whites are concerned."
Tasha looked up at me and I saw a tear in the corner of her left eye. "I can't" she said, "I'm married and I can't."
I reached down grabbed her let wrist and brought her hand to my cock. Using her wrist to move her hand I made her stroke my cock a couple of times and then I pulled her hand away and held it in front of her face. "See any white there? How about my cock, see any black on it?" I let go of her wrist and stepped back from her. "You are a cock teaser Tasha, and so far you have gotten away with it, but the next time you come into my office and tease me I'm going to push you down on my desk and fuck your eyes out and sexual harassment charges be damned." I offered her a hand and pulled her to her feet. "Best we get back to the party before we are missed."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The teasing stopped and for the next month or so Tasha had trouble meeting my eyes and then things began to gradually get back to normal between us. Normal lasted less than a week. Tasha just walked into my office and sat down on the chair across from me, pulled her skirt up a little and spread her legs and then sat there and gave me a shot of her beaver - a real shot! She wasn't wearing any panties. Several moments passed as I sat there and stared and then Tasha said, "I seem to remember you telling me about what you would do if I ever teased you again. Or were you just jiving me?"
"What happened to the "I'm married and I can't?"
"I caught the worthless asshole fucking my cousin."
I stared at her as I debated doing what I said I'd do. After all, my office at high noon would be a little risky. She interrupted my thoughts, "What's the matter white boy, afraid it might rub off?"
"We all ready proved that it doesn't."
"Maybe we just didn't have enough heat and friction that time."
"Well, I guess we had better find out for sure then" and I got up to go over and lock the door.
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Sarah looked down at the sleeping form on the bed and once again wondered what was wrong with her. She loved Tim with all her heart and she knew that she would die for him if need be so how could she do to him what she was doing? It would be one thing if Tim was lousy in bed, but he was a wonderful lover. And it wasn't because they did not get along; they had a wonderful and loving relationship. After having seen the way the marriages of some of her friends were she knew just how blessed she was. So what was it? Was there such a thing as a slut gene? A gene that made you a cock crazy slut? Whatever it was that caused her to do what she was doing she prayed to God that Tim would never find out.
+++++++++++++++
Sarah had been a virgin when she met Tim during their junior year at college. Since early in high school she'd had hundreds of opportunities to rid herself of that condition, but she had been determined to give that prize to the man she married. That hadn't meant that she couldn't be a fun date. If she liked a guy, really liked him, he could get a hand job out of her and if she really, really liked him a blow job was not out of the question, but it was going to take love to get 'her pearl of great price.'
She found that love at the college bookstore when she and Tim had bumped into each other, literally, causing her to fall to the floor and drop her books. Tim had apologized profusely as he had helped her pick up what she had dropped. When she had looked into his eyes she felt the tingle all the way down to her toes. For her it had been love at first sight and she knew that she didn't dare let him get away so she had done something that she had never done before - she went after him. Since the day her breasts had just started poking out, while she was still getting used to the training bra, she had been the pursued, but with Tim she became the pursuer. She brazenly told him that his apology would only be accepted if he bought her coffee at the Student Union cafeteria.
Tim never had a chance once she set her sights on him. She had put on a full court press and at the end of their junior year Tim had asked her to marry him and she had accepted. From her standpoint their wedding night had been Heavenly and it never changed. At the end of five years of marriage they were still making love a half dozen times a week. She was blessed and she knew it. She was deeply in love with Tim and he with her and life could not have been more perfect.
+++++++++++++++
It had been the night of Tim's company Christmas party. She loved dressing sexy and letting everybody see just how lucky Tim was and she outdid herself for the party. Little black dress (with no bra), four-inch heels, a single strand of pearls around her neck and hair and makeup done just right. As she looked at herself in the mirror she was happy with the result. The look was sexy, but elegant and the proof was that Tim kept trying to get her to lift the hem of her dress for a quickie before the party. She was tempted, but she knew that if she held him off he would be so charged up when they got home that the sex would be mind blowing.
She made a point to sit close to him on the drive to the party and to rub his cock through his trousers while she told him what she had in store for him later in the evening:
"I'm going to flirt with your co-workers baby. I'm going to tease you and every other man I see tonight. I might even let one or two of them think they might get lucky. I'm going to have you so hot by the time we get home that your dick will stay hard for a week."
And she had. Several men besides Tim danced with her that night and if a cock touched her leg or belly, no matter how accidentally, she leaned into it. A hand dropping to her ass was an invitation for her to push her pelvis forward and a hand straying to her breast caused her to maneuver so her back was to anyone who could see it. One hand went down inside her dress and fingers tweaked one of her nipples and all she did was smile at the man and say:
"Naughty, naughty boy. You know those don't belong to you."
Every man she danced with got her under the mistletoe and every kiss got some tongue from her. After every dance she would go back to the table, reach under it and place her hand on Tim's rock hard cock and grin at him.
"Can you hold it baby, or are you going to end up taking me right here on the table in front of God and everybody?"
"Keep it up Sarah and I'll cum in my pants so many times before we get home that I won't be able to get it up for you after we get there."
"Don't you worry about that lover, I'll see to it that I get you up."
The party was three hours old when she got up to go to the bathroom. She did her business, refreshed her makeup and just before she left the bathroom she grinned as she had a wicked thought. She took off her panties and tucked them in her purse. When she got back to the table she would take Tim's hand and run it up under her dress. She giggled as she thought that maybe, just maybe, she could make him cum in his pants.
She was walking back to the party when a door opened, an arm shot out, grabbed her arm and pulled her into the room. She was spun around, bent over a desk and a hand in the middle of her back held her down. She heard a zipper being pulled down and she smiled:
"Couldn't wait till we got home baby?" she asked as she spread her legs wide. "Come on lover, put it in me. Fuck your slut baby, make me scream."
The cock lanced into her pussy, already sopping wet from her teasing, and she moaned:
"Oh yes lover, oh yes. Hard lover, fuck me hard."
The cock drove into her as hands held her hips and she felt her orgasm coming. "Harder baby, harder. Oh God Timmy, you feel so good, you feel so god damned good."
Her body shook and she gave a long low moan as she came and only seconds later she felt the warmth in her pussy as Tim spent himself.
"Bad boy" she said, as she lifted herself off the desk. "You were supposed to wait until we got home."
She turned and got the shock of her life. It wasn't Tim! She had just been fucked by Tim's boss, Brian Tyler! The two of the stood there staring at each other for several seconds and then, and she never understood why, she bent and took Brian's cock in her mouth and licked and sucked on it until he was hard again. She turned and bent over the desk and said:
"Again."
She had an orgasm as soon as Brian slid into her and then she had two more as he fucked her that second time and when he came in her she got up from the desk and walked out of the room. The only word spoken between them, from start to finish, had been when she had said, "Again."
She had gone back to the bathroom and had cleaned herself out as best she could and then she had rejoined Tim at the table. Once seated she had taken his hand up under her dress as she spread her legs and said:
"See how wet I am for you lover? Would you like to get under the table and lick my wet pussy?" She giggled and reached over to touch the hard lump in Tim'' pants. "Pants aren't wet yet lover. I guess I'll have to try harder."
The next hour and a half was more of the same - drinking, dancing and teasing. Then Tim looked at his watch and told her that it was time to leave.
"I'll need to hit the john first baby, I don't think I'll be able to hold it until we get home."
She looked around the room and found Brian and her eyes held his for several seconds and then she got up and headed for the bathrooms. She was sitting on the desk when Brian came into the room and as soon as he entered she laid back, spread her legs and waited. He entered her and her legs had gone up and wrapped around him and she pushed her hips up to meet his and then she started having what felt like a continuous orgasm as Brian fucked her to orgasm after orgasm. In five years of what had been a very active sex life with Tim she had never cum so many times in so short a period. When Brian came in her for the third time that night she had orgasmed once more and it had been so intense that she had screamed. When he pulled out of her she had stood up, straightened her dress, said "Call me" and had walked out of the room.
She and Tim were no sooner in the car than she was next to him and pulling down his zipper. She bent her head, took him in her mouth and within seconds he had bathed the back of her throat with his juices. She took her mouth off him long enough to say, "I'm glad we got the quick one out of the way" and she went back to sucking on him. As soon as she was in the front door she kicked off her heels and headed for the bedroom pulling her dress over her head on the way. She had the covers down and was lying on the bed with her legs spread and ready for him when he came into the room. By the time he reached the bed he was naked and he climbed on the bed and said:
"I don't usually do this until we get the first fuck out of the way, but you have got to be steaming hot and I just have to have a taste."
He lowered his head toward her pussy and she panicked and was about to shout, "No, you can't" when she realized he would ask why. She knew she couldn't say, "Because I still have Brian's cum in me" and she didn't have time enough to come up with any good reason. Tim's tongue slipped between her pussy lips and for the second time that night she had an orgasm at the instant she was entered. As she settled down she bit her lip and waited to see if Tim would notice the salty taste of what he was licking up and comment on it. He stopped licking her and looked up at her and she braced herself for the worst, but all Tim said was:
"I don't believe you have ever been this wet before. I think your teasing did as big a number on you as it did on the guys you teased."
She breathed a sigh of relief as her husband went back to licking up the juices left in her by his boss. The sheer wickedness of it gave her another orgasm before Tim moved up and unknowingly took the first sloppy seconds he had ever gotten from his wife.
She made love with Tim twice more that night before he went to sleep. She snuggled up next to him and thought back on the night's events. Why had she not slapped Brian's face, kicked him in the balls and run to Tim to tell him what had happened? Why had she sucked Brian's cock and then asked him to do her again? And the third time, she had as much as invited him to follow her and why in God's name had she told him to call her? She fell asleep with none of those questions answered.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was three days later when Brian called her at work. All he said when he got her on the phone was, "Care to have a long lunch with me?"
She hadn't even hesitated. "How long?"
"As long as you can make it."
"Where?"
"The Hampton House, room 312 and as soon as you can get there."
"If I leave now I can be there in fifteen minutes."
"I'll be waiting."
Now why did I do that she asked herself as she put down the phone? All I had to do was say no or hang up and that would have been the end of it. Then again, maybe not. I did tell him to call and he might keep trying. Better I go meet him and tell him face to face why the night of the party was a mistake and that it can never happen again.
Brian had answered her knock already stripped down to his boxers, which were already tented. She stared at the bulge and the little speech she had prepared was forgotten as she walked into the room and started removing her clothes. Brian moved to the bed, removed his boxers and lay down on his back with his erect cock pointing up at the ceiling.
"Leave the heels on" he said as she removed her panties. She moved to the bed and still not having said a word to him she lowered her head and took his cock in her mouth. She licked and sucked him until he announced that he was going to cum and then she pushed her mouth down on him and deep throated him as he bathed the back of her throat with his cum. She swallowed every drop, sucked the last couple out of his pee hole and then went back to licking and sucking on him until he was hard again.
Once hard she moved up and swung over him. Using her right hand to guide him into her she lowered herself down on his erection until their pubic hairs intertwined and then she began to ride him. After several minutes of her pounding down on him Brian gripped her and rolled her over onto her back and began fucking her hard. Sharp little cries and low moans were the only sounds from her as Brian pounded himself into her pussy. She felt her orgasm coming and she hissed out a, "Yeeesssss, oooh yeeesssss" as it hit and she shoved her pussy up at Brian, grabbed the cheeks of his ass and pulled him tight to her.
"Yesssss" she hissed and then, "Oh God, oh God, Oh God" followed by a scream as her body was shaken by a massive orgasm. Her nails bit into Brian's ass as she tried to pull him deep inside her and then she felt his hot cum splash the inner walls of her pussy. Brian held himself in her until his cock was soft and then he pulled out of her and said, "I want your tight little ass next" and then he lay down on the bed beside her.
She got up on her knees, moved over until her head was over his cock and then she lowered it, captured his cock and went to work on getting him hard again. It took her several minutes, but he began to harden and when he was hard enough she moved up to the head of the bed, lowered her head onto a pillow and waited. Brian took his time and used his fingers and thumb to work her butt hole and loosen it up and then he slid his cock into her sperm filled pussy to get some lube on his dick. He stroked into her several times and then he pulled out of her pussy and put the head of his cock against her anal rosebud and then gently started to work it into her.
She spoke her first words since coming into the room:
"Careful lover, it's my first time. Tim won't do me there. Go easy lover, go easy on me."
She felt some pain and discomfort, but no more than she had felt when she had given up her virginity. The pain and discomfort slowly gave way to a somewhat pleasurable feeling and in another minute she was pushing her ass back to meet Brian's strokes. Brian noticed that she was getting into it and he started fucking her just a little harder and faster. She was surprised when she felt the tingle that told her an orgasm was starting to build deep inside her. How could that be? Anal sex couldn't give you an orgasm, could it? There was no denying the feeling; she'd had it way too often not to recognize it. Could it be simply because she was cheating on Tim with his boss? The wickedness of forbidden sex? The erotic thought that she was going to go home to her husband full of another man's cum? Whatever the reason her body suddenly craved the cock in her ass. She moaned and pushed herself back at Brian.
"Oh yes, yes, yes" she moaned, "Push it in. Go deeper, fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck it hard."
Brian started ramming his cock into her shit hole and she cried, moaned and begged him to fuck her harder.
"I'm doing the best I can" Brian gasped as he continued pounding into her.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God" she moaned over and over as she pushed her ass back at him. She could feel the orgasm hovering just out of reach and she desperately wanted it. "Fuck me damn you, fuck me. Fuck me hard, make me cum."
Brian put on a quick burst of speed, slamming into her butt hole as hard as he could and suddenly she screamed out, "OH YES, OH GOD YES!!!!" as the orgasm took hold of her. She relaxed her body as Brian continued to pound into her and with her head buried in the pillow she felt the first stirrings of shame. Not because she was cheating on Tim with his boss, but because she had let a man other than her husband give her her first anal orgasm. Brian was still thrusting into her hard and she started shoving her ass back at him to try and help him get off. She really did need to get back to work and maybe she could spend some time sitting at her desk, staring out the window and trying to figure out how this had started and why she was allowing it to continue. After another minute or so Brian groaned, "Here it comes, here it comes, oh god, so fucking good" as he shot his sperm into her butt hole.
As she was dressing Brian said, "I've reserved this room for the same time every Tuesday for the next month."
She had looked at him for several seconds and then she had nodded a yes. She finished dressing and left the room. In the elevator she again asked herself why she was letting this happen and again she didn't have an answer. As she exited the elevator in the lobby she realized that she had never really talked with Brian. Outside of the moaning, pleading and exhortations during the sexual act she had not said a word to him other than the "again," and the "call me" of the first time and the please go easy on her ass of this time. She had never even kissed him.
"What the hell is wrong with me?" she asked herself as she headed back to her office. "I have the greatest husband in the world and I love him to death and yet I just agreed to meet a man I don't even know well enough to know whether or not I even like him for sex every Tuesday for the next month."
What was it that she didn't know about herself? What was it that Brian saw when he looked at her? He had known she wouldn't cry rape when he did what he did. He somehow looked at her and knew she would be his willing slut. How could he have possibly known she wouldn't run straight to Tim and tell him what happened. How could he have been so sure that she wouldn't call the police? Well she hadn't done any of those things had she. All she had done was spread her legs wide and open her mouth for him. And it seemed that she was going to continue doing it.
To be continued...
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+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My dick had gotten me in trouble before, but it had never before brought me to the edge of disaster. And disaster is just what I was seeing as I listened to the black woman who was planning on making it happen.
It had started four months ago. I had just started a new job and on my third day at work I was walking down a hallway and I tripped and stumbled into a woman coming from the other direction. The collision had caused her to drop the papers that she was carrying. As I tried to help her pick them up she was muttering, more to herself than me, "Stupid, clumsy honky asshole." Until she said that I hadn't even paid any attention to the fact that she was black. I had grown up in a fairly cosmopolitan neighborhood and I had learned at an early age that skin color didn't mean diddily squat - it was the person inside the skin that mattered. I handed her the papers I'd picked up, apologized and then said, "I don't mind the honky part, and I may be a bit clumsy, but I am not stupid and I am not an asshole. However, even if I was I would prefer it to being a racist like you" and I walked off and left her standing there.
Two days later I was sitting in the company cafeteria having lunch and reading the latest issue of Newsweek when out of the corner of my eye I noticed someone come up and stand by my table. I looked up and saw that it was the black woman that I had stumbled into. She said, "Why did you call me a racist?"
"Because you are one."
"What gives you the right to make a statement like that?"
"Your actions."
"My actions? That's bullshit, you don't even know me so how can you say that?"
"I'll answer your question with a question. When I helped you pick up your papers and then handed them to you what if instead of apologizing I'd have said, "Here's your papers nigger." Would you have taken that as a racist remark?"
I saw anger flash in her eyes and I said, "Damned straight you would have and I took your honky remark the same way. You could have said, "Clumsy oaf" or you might have said, "Clumsy clod", but you didn't. There was no hesitation on your part, you went right to "honky" because that is your mind set."
She stared at me for a second or two and then she said, "Okay, I'm a racist, but it wasn't very gentlemanly of you to point it out" and she turned and walked away.
One of the guys in my department had witnessed that little scene and after she had gone he had come up to me and said, "You had best watch yourself around that one. She is trouble with a capital "T". I thanked him for his warning and went back to reading my magazine.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
To understand what happened next you have to understand a little about me. I am what some would call a cockhound, a man of loose morals, a pussy lover, or a lying cheat and an unfaithful bastard. All too true I'm sad to say. I'm married to a great woman and I love her to death, but if I see a chance for some pussy on the side I'm after it in a flash. True to my nature I was sniffing after half of the women in the office with varying degrees of success and one miserable failure - my teeth were still rattling from the slap I got. I'd been there just over three months and one day I was sitting in the cafeteria when the black woman (I still didn't know her name) sat down on the chair opposite me. I looked over at her and said, "And to what do I owe the pleasure of your company?"
"Nothing important. I just wanted to give everyone else in here to see two sides of the same coin."
"I'm afraid you lost me on that one."
"It is really quite simple. A coin has two sides, but there is something different on each side. Take a dime for instance. On one side you have Roosevelt's head and on the other you have the Torch of Liberty, but it doesn't matter which side you are looking at, it is still a dime."
"And your point?"
"Imagine this table is a coin, you on one side and me on the other. Black on one side white on the other, but it doesn't matter which side you are looking at you are still seeing the same thing."
"And that is?"
"Racists - one black and one white, but racists just the same" and she got up and walked away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Now I don't have a racist bone in my body. I may be a lot of things, but a racist isn't one of them. I stewed over what she'd said for the rest of the day and most of the evening. The next day I didn't wait for lunchtime to come around, but I went straight to her office when I got to work. Fortunately she was alone and I got right to it. "I am not now, nor have I ever been a racist."
"Of course you are."
"And just how do you arrive at that conclusion?"
"Simple really. You have chased after every woman that works here except me."
"Of course I haven't made a move on you for Christ's sake. You are prejudiced against whites and by your actions you have shown that you don't even like me. Why would you expect me to take a run at you?"
"Bullshit! You avoid me because I'm black and that makes you just as much a racist as I am."
"Your skin color has nothing to do with it and you know it."
"What I know is that you avoid me and so I have to assume that you are afraid that the color will rub off."
Suddenly the light bulb went off over my head. "I see what is going on here. I was warned that you are trouble just looking to happen and I think I've just figured it out. Goad the white boy into making a pass at you so you can turn him in for sexual harassment. Well this boy ain't biting lady" and I turned to leave.
She laughed and said, "That's it closet bigot, run away."
I turned back to her, "Closet bigot? Okay sweetie, I'm calling your bluff. I'm stopping at the Rockyard for a beer after work. Be there and let's just see if I'm a bigot. But you won't be there will you. Wouldn't do for Little Miss Racist to be seen out in public with the white oppressor, now would it?' I turned and left her office.
I was as surprised as hell when she walked into the Rockyard, looked around until she spotted me, and then headed for my table. I hadn't really expected to see her, but I had already made up my mind as to what to do if she did show. As she approached the table I stood up and did the gentlemanly thing with the chair, waived the waitress over and ordered her a drink and then I waited to see what she would say.
"Okay I'm here, now what?"
"I'm calling your bluff. You are saying that your proof that I'm a racist is the fact that I am chasing after every woman I work with except you and you maintain that I avoid you strictly because you are black. Well sweetie, to answer your statement of this morning I am not afraid that it will rub off. So my question for you is do you want to waste a week or so playing the game, or do you want to get right down to it?"
"Get right to what?"
"You know why I chase those other women; you know what I'm after, do you want to skip the bullshit and get right to bed or not?"
"I'm not sure that my husband would approve."
"I'm not the least bit interested in sex with your husband. Do you want the closet bigot between your legs or not?"
"That doesn't prove that you aren't a bigot; anyone can take a dare."
"Ooh, listen to the lady racist try to wiggle away now that her bluff has been called. Tell you what sweetie, how about I do what no racist would ever do with a nigger. How about I eat your pussy. You don't have to suck my cock or fuck me, just raise your skirt, pull down your panties, spread your legs and let me get down there and munch away. I'll even go you one better than that. I'll eat your pussy tonight and then you can go home and fuck your hubby. Do him tonight and then again in the morning and at lunch I'll eat you out again. There isn't a racist in the world who would do that. The up side for you is that the Oppressive White Man's" cock will never despoil your black body --unless of course you want it to. There it is sweetie, call me on it or get up and leave."
"Where?"
"Where do you want it? The comfort of a hotel room, or the feeling of delicious illicit sex on the back seat of a car?"
"Neither. My husband is out of town on business, but I will take you up on eating me after he makes love to me. It will just have to wait until he gets home day after tomorrow." She stood up, "Come on honky, this time I'm calling your bluff. You can follow me home and if, when I get there, you don't pull into the driveway behind me we'll both know who the bullshit artist and closet bigot is, won't we?"
I took out my cell phone and called my wife and told her I had to work late and the I stood up and said, "Lead the way my Nubian Princess."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She hadn't pulled to a complete stop in the driveway of her ranch style home when I pulled up behind her and cut my lights. I followed her into the house and then said, "Where do you want it, living room couch or the bedroom?"
"In the bedroom."
She led me down a hall to the bedroom and walked to the bed. She lifted her skirt, took off her panties and then sat down on the side of the bed and spread her legs. I undid my tie and started taking off my shirt and she said, "You don't need to get undressed to eat pussy."
"No, but I don't intend to go home with my shirt and tie smelling of Eau de Cunt."
Then I pointed at the open blinds on her window, "You going to close them?"
She laughed and said, "No way. There are three college kids renting the place and I get a kick out of making their day" and then she giggled and said, "And their nights."
Well, if she didn't care I sure didn't and I took my place between her legs and started munching. It only took me a minute until she was moaning and shortly after that her hands were on the back of my head and pulling me to her. And I smiled to myself because I knew what was coming next. I like eating pussy. I'm good at it and I knew damned well that I would have her so hot that she would want to fuck. Even though I told her that I wouldn't fuck her I knew that she would be begging me before I was done. She held out longer than most, but after almost five minutes she was saying, "Fuck me, please fuck me."
"Are you sure? I told you that I would keep my dick in my pants."
"Don't tease me damn you, fuck me!"
"Is that anyway to ask?"
"Please, please fuck me."
"That's much better" and I stood up and stripped. She started to get up and undress, but I told not to. "You're fine just the way you are" and I climbed on top of her. Her pussy was wet and in only three strokes I was all the way in her. The nice thing was that I had made love to my wife twice the night before and then once again that morning before leaving for work so it wasn't going to be a five-minute fuck. It lasted almost fifteen minutes during which time she moaned, groaned, clutched and grabbed. The entire time and with every thrust I was thinking, "Racist am I? Take that you fucking slut." Just before I came I thought, "It would serve you right if nine months from now you get a joyful little bundle that has my eyes."
When it was over she lay there looking up at me with a contented smile on her face and she said, "Would you eat me again?" Please? I've never had a man eat me when I've had cum in me."
I looked at my watch, "I don't know. It is getting late and I really should be getting home."
"Please? If you will I'll suck your cock. I'm pretty good. We can do a sixty-nine."
"I don't care for sixty-nines; I can't concentrate on what I'm doing when all my attention is centered on my dick. You do me and then I'll do you."
When she said she was pretty good she was understating it. She should have been named Hoover she sucked so well. I let her suck me to completion and then I pulled her to me and kissed her. My tongue probed her mouth and after several seconds hers pushed back at me. It was a long and heated kiss and then I broke it and pushed her back on the bed, "My turn."
When I was done and had dressed and was getting ready to leave she asked, "Tomorrow? We can skip the bar and come straight here."
"You sure?"
"Oh yes indeed baby, I'm most definitely sure."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day she stopped by my office just before lunch and told me she was taking the afternoon off to run some errands, but that she would be home by the time I got there.
"We are still on for tonight, right?"
"As long as you are willing I am."
"Oh I'm looking forward to tonight. You can't believe how much I'm looking forward to it."
That night on the way over to her place I wondered how long I could keep the affair going. She was a great cocksucker and a pretty good piece of ass. I'd just have to see how it played out. When I rang the doorbell she greeted me naked except for a sanitary napkin belt and napkin.
"Uh oh" I said, "Nature going to get in our way tonight?"
"No, it's a surprise" she said as she grabbed my hand and pulled me along behind her to the bedroom and then dropped down onto her bed. She took off the sanitary napkin, spread her legs wide and said, "Hurry baby, eat my pussy."
I like eating pussy, but I'm not going to do it during a women's period and I said so. She giggled and said, "No, that's not it at all. I wanted to see if you would eat me with another man's cum in me and I just couldn't wait for my husband to get home. The errand I had to run today was to find an old boyfriend and get myself fucked. The Kotex was to hold as much of him in as it could. Hurry baby, you said you would eat me with my black husband's cum in me. This is no different; it came from a black man."
Well, I had said I would so I undressed and moved between her legs. It didn't take me long to figure out that something was wrong. She was way too wet for it all to have come from one man, not even one man several times. I pulled back and looked at her. She had a smirk on her face and she said, "Okay, so I lied a little. There were seven men - all black - at my party this afternoon. How about it white boy, can you handle a gallon of nigger sperm? Show me you aren't a bigot sweetie. Clean me up after seven big, black cocks."
One or seven, what did it matter? It really didn't so I got back down between her thighs and got to work. It was the same as the last time. She started to moan and her hands clutched at the back of my head and her fingers dug into my hair as she tried to pull me inside her. I redoubled my efforts and I was rewarded when she had an orgasm. She fell back on the bed and looked up at me.
"That was something baby, really something. I'm almost sorry."
"Sorry about what?"
"I hope you like sucking black cum out of pussies because I have a feeling that you will be doing a lot of it soon."
"What are you trying to say?"
"Your dick hard white boy? You ready for a good fucking?"
I smiled at her and began to move up between her spread legs.
"No baby, you are about to get fucked, but not by my pussy."
"What do you mean?"
A voice from behind me said, "What she means whitey, is that you have already been fucked."
I turned and a flash went off in my face. When the dots cleared I saw two black men standing there looking at me. One of them had a camera and he kept taking pictures of me and Shala lying naked on the bed. I stared to get up and the man with the camera said, "Don't even bother trying my man. Even if you were bad enough to take down the two of us and get the camera you still wouldn't have the video that we shot through the open window. That was really stupid dude. You should have closed the blinds and then all we would have had was this camera."
I sat up on the bed, "What the hell is this all about?"
Shala said, "It is all about hate white boy. It is all about getting back at whites for over two hundred years of fucking over our family. I know it wasn't you, but the people who did it aren't here and you are."
"I still don't know what you are talking about."
"These are my two brothers. Our family history in this country goes back over two hundred years. Our great-great-great grandfather was brought here as a slave and he did not have a good owner. He was beaten with a whip if he even looked like he was thinking of running away. Our great-great grandfather was a run away slave who got caught and was beaten so bad that he could never stand up straight again. Our great grandmother was repeatedly raped by twenty-seven white men and over the course of the last hundred years two cousins and an uncle have been lynched. Even moving North didn't help. In the Detroit race riots in the early Forties our grandfather was almost beaten to death. During the Watts riots in Los Angeles our father was thrown in jail for the heinous crime of walking down the street at the wrong time. While in jail he was held down and repeated sodomized by a bunch of white men. Do you know what all these crimes against our family have in common? Of course you don't, so I'm going to tell you. Not once, not one time was anyone punished for what they did. What the hell, all they are is niggers, right? Well, the three of us have decided to make the white man pay for what he has done. You aren't the first sweetie and you won't be the last, but you are helping to atone for the sins of your people against our family."
"I still don't know what you are getting at."
"It is real simple sweetie. The one thing the white man seems to fear more than anything else is a black man taking his women. You have a choice sweetie. You are going to give my brothers access to your wife. If you don't everyone in the world, including your wife, will see the videos of you and your nigger mistress. How do you think that will go over?"
"What do you mean by "giving your brothers access?"
"What will happen is my husband and I will invite you and your wife over for dinner. I will charm the pants off her and we will become great friends. She will come by my place a lot and naturally my husband and brother will always be around. You will stay out of the way and let nature take its course. If they succeed in seducing your wife it is a score for my family. On the other hand, if she is truer to you than you are to her the videos disappear and you will have dodged the bullet. It's a lousy choice for you sweetie, but it is he only choice you have."
"I take it that one of your brothers here is going to be your pretend husband?"
"That's right sweetie. Just remember, stay out of the way and let what happens happen. A small ray of sunshine for you. Out of the fourteen times we've done this two women didn't go for it. So, depending on how you look at it, that's a 14% failure rate for our side or a 14% success rate for yours. Your wife just might be the third one to take a pass. There is a potential upside to this for you. If either one of my brother's score you can fuck me for as long as they are fucking your wife. You may not want to though, none of the other twelve did. Probably had something to do with being sore losers. So, what's your choice?"
"Easy. I'll go with your plan because I know that Elaine will never play your game."
"That's what the twelve losers said. But hey, at least you have a chance. A small one, but a chance."
"One thing though, why me?"
"Because you called attention to yourself when you called me a racist. You would have been much better off keeping your mouth shut white boy, much, much better off."
To be continued...
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+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was just a bit upset when I left Shala's place. There was no way that I could have seen what she was up to before I fell into her trap, but I knew that it had been stupid to play games with her. After all, I had been warned that she was trouble. I wasn't worried about what she had planned because there was absolutely no way that either one of her brothers was going to get to Elaine. Oh I didn't doubt that she would flirt a little with them when they made their advances, but that was simply the nature of a beautiful woman when men paid attention to her. But let them get between her legs? Absolutely preposterous. No, Shala's plan was insidious, but laughable and had zero chance of success. I'd have a good time watching her and her two brother's fail. The only worry I had was that they were lying when they said that if Elaine didn't fall prey to them they would destroy the videos and pictures. but I had an idea that might get me the incriminating evidence back before they could use it.
I had a friend who was a retired cop and who had set himself up as a private detective. He owed me several favors and I thought I could get him to help me out. I called him and he met me for lunch and I described for him what Shala and her brothers were up to. He said he would see what he could do. When I got back to the office Shala was waiting for me.
"Call your wife and tell her you are bringing a friend home for dinner with you. Tell her that my husband has been out of town for several weeks and that I'm lonely and down in the dumps and that you thought that maybe I could use a little company."
Shala could be quite charming when she wanted to be and she and Elaine hit it off right from the start. They were chatting away like old high school chums and by the time Shala was ready to leave they had already made plans to meet for lunch the next day. Over the next two weeks Shala and my wife got together a dozen times and each time the two of them got closer. I was pretty sure that I knew when Shala would make her move. I was due to go out of town on a three-day business trip and I was betting that was when it would happen.
At breakfast on the day I was to leave Elaine told me that if I was going to call her not to do it until late. "Shala has asked me over for dinner. She says she owes it to me to keep me company while you are gone as payback for the night we had her over for dinner."
I laughed and said, "Best watch yourself. I hear that her husband has a thing for white chicks and that they have a kind of open marriage."
"Oh really? I guess that will give you something to think about while you are on your trip."
"Oh, what's that?"
"I've never been with a black man. Who knows, it might be fun." Then she laughed and said, "You should see the look on your face. Have you been taking me for granted? You think that little Elaine doesn't have a few naughty thoughts from time to time?"
"I never much thought about it so I guess that maybe I have been taking you for granted."
"What's the matter. You don't think that I could attract another man?"
"Of course you could, I just never thought about it."
"Well, while you are gone I'll try and keep my naughty thoughts in check."
I did call late that night, around ten or so, but I didn't get any answer. I didn't think anything of it because dinner out could easily run late. I called her the next morning and Elaine filled me in on her evening at Shala's.
"I don't know where you got your information on Shala's husband, but he was a total gentleman. One the other hand her brother was there and he was after me like a thirsty man after water."
"Were you having any of your nasty thoughts while he was chasing after you?"
"Why do you want to know? You looking for something to turn you on?"
"If I was sweetie, it sure wouldn't be that."
"What, the thought of black skin against my succulent white body wouldn't turn you on?"
"How did we get on this subject anyway?"
"You were the one who started it with your warning about Shala's husband."
"It was an off hand remark and I'm sorry that I made it."
"Well don't sweat it sweetie. I managed to escape with my virtue intact."
"Well you have a nice day love and I'll call you tonight."
"I'm meeting Shala after work to go shopping and we will probably stop and get a bite to eat, but I should be home by eight."
I called at eight-thirty, nine, nine-fifteen, ten and ten-thirty and eleven-twenty. When I got no answer I began to wonder for the first time if my faith in my wife might be just a little misplaced. I had nothing to go on except for the conversations of the last two day (that naughty thoughts comment was still planted in my mind) and the fact that she still wasn't home three and a half hours after she said she would be, but it was enough to keep me up half the night. And I rested none too easy after talking with Elaine the next morning.
"Where were you when I called last night?"
"Things went a little longer than I thought they would. Shala and I finished shopping, had a bite at Denny's and then we stopped at a bar for a few drinks. We ended up having several. I was driving and when I took Shala home she insisted that I come in for coffee. We had a few more drinks instead and then she took my keys away from me and had her brother drive me home."
"The one who was after you like a thirsty man after water?"
"Yes. He drove me home and helped me into the house and then I put on a pot of coffee and we sat and talked for a while and then he left."
"Did he try to take advantage of you while you were under the influence?"
"He tried."
"And?"
"Oh come on! I'm a big girl and I can take care of myself." There was a long pause and then Elaine said, "He did get a couple of feels and a couple of kisses before I made him leave."
I said nothing for a moment or so and then I said, "Well, I'll be home tomorrow around three. I call you tonight" and we said our good-byes. That night I called again several times and got no answer. When I boarded my flight to go home I was not the same cocky, "Sure go ahead and try to fuck my wife because I know she won't go for it" guy I was after my confrontation with Shala and her brothers.
I stopped by the office on my way home from the airport and found a message waiting for me from my detective friend. I called him and he told me that he had something for me and to drop by his office. When I got there he pushed a box across the desk to me.
"If the question ever gets asked on how you got these keep my name out of it. They got laws against sneaking into other peoples apartments and houses."
"Mums the word Mike."
"I could get you some good money for those tapes. You could have a second career as a porn star if you wanted."
"No thanks Mike. Do you think you got it all?"
"That I can't promise. They each have their own apartment and they each had a copy. I think I got it all, but I can't be sure. For all I know they might have a copy in a safe deposit box. How bad do you want to stick it to these guys?"
"What do you mean?"
"They taped their little talk with you, probably so they could cover their asses if you would have decided to call the law. It contains some pretty incriminating stuff and you could use the tape to go after them on blackmail charges."
"No, I couldn't do that. If I did Elaine would be bound to find out and that is what this is all about - keeping her from knowing."
"Well how about this then. I ran a Wants and Warrants check on all three of them. The woman came back clean, but both men have paper on them. They skipped bail in Kansas City on an armed robbery beef. I can drop a line to a few people I know and they will be picked up in a heartbeat."
"That might be the way to go. Let me sleep on it."
I was home when Elaine got home from work and I asked her why she hadn't been home to take my call the night before.
"I was home sweetie, but I had a headache and I was beat. I took three Advil, unplugged the phone and went to bed."
The next morning Shala stopped by my office and dropped a tape on my desk.
"For your viewing pleasure white boy" she said and then she turned and left. Our conference room has a TV/VCR set up in it and I took the tape and went down the hall to it. I hung the "Conference In Progress" sign on the door and then I went inside and locked the door. The first scene had the date of the first night I was gone and the time 10:15. It showed Elaine in a strange bedroom, naked and on her knees sucking the black cock of Shala's brother Anton. After a minute of slurping on Anton's log Elaine got up and moved over to the bed and spread her legs wide.
"Come on over here baby and show me what a black cock is like."
I shut off the tape and took it back to my office and put it in my briefcase. I told the receptionist that I was going to pay a call on a client and I left and headed on home. Elaine wouldn't be home from work until six and that would give me plenty of time to view the tape. I put the tape in our VCR and rewound it to where Elaine invited Anton to show her what a black cock was like and then I settled down on the couch to watch my faith in my wife be blasted all to hell. For the next forty minutes I sat and listened to Elaine make all the noises that I knew only too well as Anton fucked her three times and she sucked his cock once more.
When they were done and were lying next to each other on the bed Elaine said, "I can't believe that I just did this. This is the first time I've ever cheated on my husband."
"Why did you?"
"I don't know. Maybe just to see what it would be like."
"See what it is like to cheat?"
"That and to see what it would be like to have sex with a black man."
"So how was your first black experience?"
"Well, since I don't plan on making a habit of it I don't suppose that I have to be gentle where your ego is concerned. It was a good fuck and there was a little extra zip on the emotional side caused by the black/white taboo thing and the knowledge that I was cheating, but all in all I'd have to say that my husband is a better lover."
"Hey, don't hold back, tell me how you really feel."
"Right now I feel content."
"What happens if your hubby finds out?"
"A big screaming match, but not much else. He has been cheating on me for years. I know of at least six women he has been to bed with and I'd bet that the actual number is at least three times that. If he says anything to me I'll just throw it all back at him."
"And you stay with him?"
"What can I say? I love the asshole."
"Since you say you aren't going to make this a habit, got time for one more before you go?"
"Honey, we are both here, both naked, I have no one at home to rush back to and there is no sense in wasting the night. I have time for as many more as you can get it up."
"You willing to help a little?"
Elaine giggled and said, "Sure baby, just bring that licorice stick up her to my mouth" and then the screen faded to black.
After a second or so another scene came up. The time and date on the bottom of the screen was the next night, the night Elaine was supposed to have been too drunk to drive herself home. This time it was in our bedroom and it started out pretty much as the first scene, but in the middle of the second fuck Shala's other brother Emile, the one playing as her husband, entered the picture. Elaine's eyes were closed and her head was rolling from side to side to side as she moaned, "Push it in harder baby, harder" and she wasn't aware that Emile was in the room until his weight came up on the bed. When she opened her eyes and saw him she said, "Wha...what are you doing he..." and the rest of her sentence was lost as Emile pushed his cock in her mouth. Elaine tried to pull away, but Emile had her head in both hands and he held her in place. After maybe a minute of struggling Elaine gave up the fight and for the next three hours both men took turns on her, sometimes singly and sometimes both together. Once she had one in her pussy and one in her ass.
Elaine was on her hands and knees with Anton in her mouth and Emile in her ass when the scene changed. The time and date on the bottom of the screen showed that this footage was shot the night before - the night Elaine supposedly had a headache and went to bed early. Elaine might have gone to bed early, but she hadn't gone to bed alone. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Elaine was on our bed with a cock in her mouth, a cock in her pussy and a cock in her ass, and all of them were black. And then the camera panned the room to show five more naked black men, all stroking hard cocks as they waited for their turn at the white slut on the bed. The remaining tape showed all eight of the men fucking Elaine in various positions and combinations. The tape ran out and I sat there staring at a blue screen and wondering how I could have been so wrong in my belief that Elaine would never fall for their game. But fall she did and in a big way. From her first cheating experience to black gangbang whore in seventy-two hours and I was not at all happy about it. Shala said it would be her brothers and nothing was ever said about gangbangs.
Five minutes after the tape had ended I heard Elaine pull into the garage. She came into the house, walked over and bent down and kissed me. "Can we eat a late dinner lover. What I'm really hungry for we have to go to the bedroom to take care of."
"Feeling a little deprived over the last three days?"
"You bet lover, and I want to play catch up."
It was amazing to me. She had been taken repeatedly by eight men the night before and I would have expected her to find some excuse to avoid me because she had to be real loose down there, but she took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom. She wasn't as tight as I was used to, but she wasn't real loose either. As I pumped into her I wondered if she was looking up at me and wondering if I could tell what she had been up to. I wondered if she cared if I found out and I wondered if she was going to stop now that I was home.
I was sitting in Shala's office the next morning when she got to work. She grinned at me as she sat down behind her desk.
"Morning white boy. How did you like the entertainment? Or are you another one of those sore losers?"
"Why the gangbang? It was only supposed to be your brothers."
"No sweetie, it was always going to be a gangbang or three, but we never told you that."
"But why?"
"Simple white boy. One of the things my family suffered was the indignity of the white owners and plantation overseers taking our women at random, fucking them until they either got tired of them or got them pregnant and then discarding them like they were damaged goods. Quite a few of the women in my family had half-white bastards and the plan was always to get even for that. The more black cocks pouring sperm into your wife, the greater the chance that she will get pregnant. That was always the plan white boy, turn them into black cock loving whores and get them pregnant. If it will ease your mind any your wife wouldn't have done the second or third night except we laced her drinks with Ecstasy. She really did intend to only do it the one time."
"Well, you lose on the first part of your plan. Elaine had her tubes tied five years ago so there won't be any little half-breeds running around my house. The other part will probably fail also. It doesn't sound like she is on her way to becoming a black cock loving whore, not if you have to drug her to make it happen."
"Think not? Let us just see."
She picked up the phone and punched in a number. "Elaine? Hi baby. Just calling to see if we can get together tonight."
Pause.
"Well call him and see if you can come up with an excuse for him."
Pause.
"No baby, just Anton and my husband tonight."
Pause.
"Okay, call me back when you know."
She hung up the phone, "Better hurry down to your office white boy. I think you may be getting a call from your wife soon."
Ten minutes later I got a call from Elaine. "Honey, I'm just calling to let you know that I have to work late tonight. We have some reports that we have to get out by noon tomorrow."
"How late?"
"I'll probably be home by eleven. Don't wait up. I'll see you in the morning. I love you baby. Think about me. Bye."
I hung up the phone and then stared at it for several minutes and then I picked it up and made a call.
At four-thirty I walked down the hall to Shala's office. "I'm here to take you up on your offer."
"And that was?"
"You said I could fuck you as long as your brothers were fucking my wife."
"I did say that, didn't I? Okay, when?"
"The office clears out at five. How about right here on your desk at five-fifteen?"
"Why here?"
"Because I want a piece of that hot brown body and I don't want to wait and you have to hurry home to be there when Elaine gets there."
"I must say that you are taking this a whole lot better than any of the others did."
"Well, my wife said she knew I was running around on her and she never did anything to stop me from having my fun so why should I ruin hers? How about I walk in here at five-fifteen and find you spread wide and waiting for me."
"You got it white boy."
At five-fifteen I walked into Shala's office and found her spread out on her desk waiting for me. I closed the door behind me and walked over and looked down at her. I just stood there looking until she said, "Well, aren't you going to fuck me?"
"I just did sweetie."
"What are you saying?"
"It's like this sweetie" and I told her about Mike and what he had done for me. "It's a funny thing about cops sweetie, even retired ones, they always want to know a little bit more. Mike ran a Wants and Warrants check on you and your brothers. You came up clean, but your brothers have been bad boys. It seems that they skipped bail on an armed robbery charge in Kansas City. If you had played straight with me and held your little game to what you told me in the beginning all would have been okay. A deal is a deal and I would have lost fair and square. But you pissed me off with the Exstasy, gangbang and pregnancy shit sweetie and I don't get mad I get even. I called Mike and he called some friends of his on the force. He called me fifteen minutes ago to let me know that both of your brothers have been picked up and are in custody. Kansas City has been advised of the arrest and it sure looks to me like your brothers are going to do some time in prison. It looks like the white folks have fucked over your family again. I'm not sure sweetie, but if you are still keeping score I think my side is still ahead."
I turned and walked out of her office and headed on over to her place so I could be there when Elaine showed up to work on those reports she had to get out by tomorrow.
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For the next three weeks the pattern was the same. She would meet Brian in room 312 of the Hampton and Brian would answer the door already stripped down to his boxers. She would strip, put her high heels back on and then climb on the bed and suck him off. She would keep sucking until he was hard again and then he would fuck her to several orgasms and after he came she would suck him hard again and then he would take her ass. They never kissed and she never did more than nod her head when he told her something. He never asked, he just told her what he wanted and she always nodded a yes.
The fourth Tuesday she broke the pattern. After taking Brian in her ass she got up and washed his cock off and then deep throated him to get him up again and then she took him in her pussy for the second time that day. She also spoke to him for the first time:
"I don't have to go back to work today so don't be surprised if you aren't able to walk out of this room when I'm done with you."
"My God, she does have a voice. Does this mean I should take the room for another month?"
"Just shut up and fuck me."
"Well just so you know, I'm taking the room for next Tuesday, but the next two Tuesdays after that I'm going to fuck you on your own bed."
She looked up at him startled. "Why are you doing this to me? Why are you trying to ruin my marriage?"
"I'm not trying to ruin your marriage, I'm just taking advantage of a situation."
"I don't understand; what situation?"
I'm sending Tim to Seattle next week to negotiate the Byrnes contract and the following week he will be in San Diego to work with Sullivan. He is the best man for the job and he would be going even if you weren't fucking me. He will be gone, your bed will be empty and I'm going to keep his side of it warm for him."
She stared at him not knowing what to say. He smiled at her, "You still haven't figured it out have you?"
"Figured out what?"
"Why you are letting me stuff my cock in your mouth, cunt and ass."
Again she had no idea what to say.
"Well I'll tell you. You are my slut because you wanted to be someone's slut and I was the first to recognize it and do something about it."
She started to tell him he was wrong, but he held up a hand and said:
"Hear me out first. Let me say up front that Tim has never talked to me about you so what I am going to say are things that I know. Things that I know from watching you. I just know. I can't even begin to tell you how I know, I just do. You were a virgin when you got married. You were sexually active to the extent that you gave a lot of hand jobs and probably a good two dozen blow jobs. You probably don't even realize that in the back of your mind you have always been curious about what being fucked by a cock other than Tim's would be like. It was obvious to me at the Christmas party, from the way you were dressed and the way you acted that you were offering yourself to anyone who had the balls to take you. I had the stones to do it and here we are."
"You are crazy if you think that."
"Deny it all you want Sarah, but you are here. Pretend I'm crazy all you want, but I have been fucking you for over a month now and you have made no attempt to stop me. The night of the party it was you who wanted the second and third time. I'll tell you something else that you don't know. I'm the first, but I won't be the last. There are at least four or five more cocks in your future before you settle down and go back to being a one man woman for Tim."
She was shaken by his certainty. He was wrong; he had to be wrong. Five more? No way!
"You don't know what you are talking about. Now, are you going to fuck me or should I get dressed and leave?"
"Not to worry Sarah, I'm going to fuck you and I'm going to keep on fucking you until you decide to stop.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That evening she almost experienced first hand how a cheating wife can plant suspicion in the mind of her husband. She and Tim were at the dinner table and were talking about their respective days at work and having general conversation and she had a sudden thought.
"Do you have any idea where our suitcases are?"
"No, but I expect that they are down in the basement someplace. Why?"
"Because you..." and she caught herself just in time. She had been about to say that he would need them for his trip, but he hadn't told her about the trip yet and she didn't even know if Brian had mentioned the trip to Tim.
"Because why Sarah?"
Thinking quickly she said, "I talked to my mom this morning and she said dad is having some health problems. I may need to go visit."
"Nothing serious I hope."
"I don't know, she wouldn't give me the details."
The lie wasn't even all the way out of her mouth before she realized she had screwed up again. What if her mother did call and Tim answered the phone and asked about how her father was coming along. Her mother would say, "Fine, why do you ask?" Tim would say, "Sarah said when she talked to you last Tuesday that he was having health problems" and her mother would say, "Last Tuesday? I haven't talked with Sarah in almost three weeks."
One tiny lie to cover a slip over the suitcases and then a bigger lie to cover the first one and then on and on and on. She was going to have to be careful, super careful, about what she did and what she said. It would kill her if Tim found out what she was doing. He would be gone in a heartbeat and she knew that she couldn't bear living without him. Right then and there she resolved that whatever it was she had going with Brian was over and done with. Whatever it was that they had going was not worth losing Tim over.
Every day for the rest of the week she smothered Tim with love and affection and she had put Brian completely out of her mind, but on Friday he was back. Over dinner Tim asked:
"Did you ever find those suitcases?"
"I never looked for them. Why?"
"The company is sending me out of town to negotiate some contracts."
"When?"
"Week after next."
"How long will you be gone?"
"For two weeks."
"You had better stock up on vitamins then."
"Why?"
"If I'm only going to have you for the rest of this week and next week I probably won't let you leave the bedroom."
"Maybe we should skip dessert and go to bed now so you can stock up - build up some reserves - to hold you until I get back."
"I like the way you think lover. The dishes can wait, let's go."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday noon found her outside the door to room 312. The easy way to do this would have been to simply not show up, but she had convinced herself that doing it that way would leave the door pen for Brian to call her and keep calling her. No, the way to do it was face to face. Impress on Brian that it was over and that they would never see each other again. She took a deep breath, steeled her resolve and then knocked on the door.
Brian answered the door in his boxers as usual and he moved aside to let her in. She walked into the room and then froze as Brian closed the door behind her. There on the bed in front of her, naked and with an erection pointing straight up at the ceiling, was her boss. Brian moved up behind her, reached around and cupped her breasts in his hands as he said:
"You know Dave. Dave and I went to school together and we belonged to the same fraternity. We met for dinner and drinks last Saturday and imagine my surprise at finding out you work for him. Imagine his surprise when he found out that you are my slut and that I have been fucking you for over a month now. I can just imagine your surprise at finding out that fraternity brothers share their sluts. You will no doubt be pleased to know that Dave isn't expecting you to return to work this afternoon. I think you should thank him for that, don't you?"
Her eyes were locked on Dave's cock as she undid the buttons on her blouse. It was longer and a little fatter than Brian's and it had a slight curve to the left. As she kicked her skirt away she wondered how it was going to feel and five minutes later she had the answer to that question - it felt marvelous.
It was a long afternoon for her and an afternoon full of firsts. It was her first time with two men. It was the first time she had ever been on her knees in front of two sitting men while she alternated sucking their cocks. It was the first time she'd had a cock in her mouth and pussy at the same time; the first time she'd had a cock in her mouth an ass at the same time and the first time she had experienced a cock in her ass and pussy at the same time. And it was her first gangbang, or was it? Were two men a gangbang? Well two men were definitely a gang as far as she was concerned.
She thought back to the previous Tuesday and what Brian had said about there being more cocks in her future and now she thought that just maybe he knew what he was talking about. She was already wondering what it would be like to have a third cock that she could take in her mouth while she had one in her pussy and one in her ass. Did Dave and Brian have another frat brother available? Did she dare ask? Her train of thought was broken as Dave pulled out of her ass and lay down on the bed.
"Come on Sarah, make me hard again."
"Not until you go and wash that filthy thing."
"You're a slut Sarah and sluts suck dirty cocks."
"I'll grant you that I have done some pretty slutty things here this afternoon, but I'm not doing that. Now go wash it or the only place it is going to go is back in my ass."
"You're no fun Sarah," he said as he rolled off the bed and headed for the bathroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was four-thirty when she pushed Dave away as he was going for her butt again.
"Sorry, but I need to clean up and get home to fix dinner for my hubby."
As she was leaving Dave asked her when he could see her again and she said she would see him at work the next day.
"That's not what I meant Sarah. When can we do this again?"
"I don't think we can. I came here today to tell Brian that it was over."
"Then why didn't you turn and leave when you saw me here?"
"I don't know. I really don't know."
"Of course you know Sarah" Brian said, "Four or five I said, remember? Now it is only three or four more."
"I told you that you were wrong about that. There won't be any more. I don't even know why I've done this much."
"You might not know Sarah, but I do" Dave said. "You are a natural born slut. It has been lying dormant in you and somehow Brian recognized it and brought it out in the open."
"No, you are wrong. I am not a slut! I have to go."
As she reached for the doorknob Brian said that he would walk her out and he followed her out the door and down the hall to the elevator. In the elevator Brian said:
"Did you mean it when you said that you came here today to end it?"
"Yes I did."
"Give me two more weeks and I promise you I'll never bother you again. I won't call you and I won't try and see you."
"Why two more weeks?"
"I want you the two weeks that Tim is going to be gone. After that I'm out of your life."
"I don't know Brian, I really need to put a stop to things before something happens and Tim finds out."
"Two weeks Sarah, that's all I'm asking. If anything, you owe me that much for today."
"Why do I owe you for today?"
"Because you had the time of your life this afternoon. You loved every second of it and I'd bet good money that at one point during the afternoon you were wishing that a third cock had been available for you to play with."
How could he know that she wondered and was surprised when he laughed.
"Bingo" he said, "Your expression tells me that I hit the nail right on the head. Come on Sarah, two weeks, just give me two weeks. Look at it this way. Tim is gone, you love cock so if you don't give me the two weeks you will have to go without for two weeks. You don't want that do you? Think about it Sarah. I'll give you call on Monday when Tim is on his flight."
To be continued...
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On the way home Sarah wondered what kind of excuse she could use if Tim wanted to make love that night. A good douche would take care of the sloppy wetness, but she couldn't think of anything that would tighten her pussy up other than time. She would have to stall Tim at least for a day and maybe even two. One more reason to put a stop to what she was doing. It just wasn't right that Tim should be denied his rights as a husband because she couldn't seem to say no to Brian. Well she was going to say no. She was not going to give him the two weeks that Tim was gone. Brian had seen the last of her.
However she did have a fresh problem to work out - Dave! From the way he had acted he was obviously expecting to have more sex with her and she would need to shut him down, but she would have to do it in a nice way. If she had to she could tell Brian to go piss up a rope, but she couldn't do that with Dave, not and expect to continue working for him. She would be polite, but firm. She would tell him that it had been enjoyable, but that it was a one time thing. She would tell him that she loved her husband and valued her marriage and that she could never again do anything that would put it at risk. Dave was married so he should understand where she was coming from. Yes, that was the way to do it, polite but firm.
++++++++++++++++++
She had been at work almost an hour when Jenny, Dave's secretary (and also his daughter), called her and told her that Dave wanted to see her in his office. She thought nothing of it as she usually got called to his office a couple of times a day to give progress reports. When she got to Dave's office Jenny told her to go right in.
Dave was sitting behind his desk and he smiled when he saw her.
"Get a good nights sleep?" he asked
"Yes, why?"
"Oh nothing, I just wondered. I always sleep great after I've exercised and I sure got some great exercise yesterday afternoon."
She had blushed at that. "Yes, well I need to talk with you about that Dave. It was a great afternoon and I really ...." And Dave held up a hand to cut her off.
"Not know Sarah. Right now I have something for you to do that needs to be taken care of immediately."
"Of course Dave, what is it?"
Dave pushed back from his desk and she saw that his cock was out of his fly and it was erect and throbbing. "I need you to take care of this" and he got up and walked around the desk toward her.
Her eyes were on his hard cock as it bobbed up and down as he walked to her and she tore them away and said, "Actually Dave, I was about to tell you tha..." and Dave moved behind her and bent her forward over his desk.
"Lift your skirt and spread your legs Sarah."
"But Dave, I don..."
"Just do it Sarah. Lift your skirt and spread your legs, now."
Her voice quivered as she said, "Yes Dave" and did what he'd told her. She felt his fingers push the gusset of her panties aside and then the head of his cock touched her pussy and she moaned as he pushed in.
"Oh yes Sarah, you like that don't you? You like starting the day out like this and that is a good thing because this is how we will start every day from now on. A blow job or a fuck, or maybe even both. You understand Sarah?"
She spread her legs a bit wider and pushed back at him and moaned, "Yes Dave."
++++++++++++++++++++
On the drive home that night she was on the verge of tears the whole way. Why did she let Brian and Dave do what they were doing to her? Why did she do it to Tim? She loved him; he was her entire world so why was she letting Brian and Dave take her body when they wanted it? It wasn't because they were exceptional in bed; Tim was much better than either of them and it certainly had nothing to do with cock size because Tim had them beat there also. She had to stop what she was doing before Tim found out. She couldn't lose him, she just couldn't.
The next morning when Jenny called and said that Dave wanted to see her in his office she walked in determined to put an end to their sexual liaisons.
"Dave, we have to talk."
"All right Sarah, but first you need to come over here and take care of this."
He rolled his chair back from his desk and just as the previous day his erection was sticking up out of his fly. "Come over here Sarah, and suck my cock."
"Look Dave, this has got to..."
"Not now Sarah, suck first, talk later."
"No Dave, I don...."
"God damn it Sarah, stop fucking around and get over here."
She stood there staring at his throbbing cock, watching it twitch and her knees felt weak and then almost inaudibly she said, "Yes Dave, whatever you want."
She turned and went to the door to lock it but Dave said, "Don't bother. Jenny knows what is going on in here and she won't let anyone in until we are through."
"Jenny knows?"
"Yes Sarah, Jenny knows, now get over here."
"Your daughter knows?"
"Sarah, get over here and suck my cock or get out."
She took one last look at the door and then went over and went to her knees in front of her boss. For some weird reason the thought that Dave's daughter was sitting right outside the door knowing that she was having sex with Dave made her pussy tingle and she could feel herself getting wet as she lowered her head and engulfed Dave's cock.
And that was just the start of her Thursday. At lunchtime Dave took her on his desk while she grunted and moaned and dug her nails into his back. At four-thirty she was bent forward over his desk as Dave stuffed his cock into her tight ass. She was breathing hard and hissing out a, "Yes, yes, yes, yes" when the door opened and Jenny came in. She stood there watching for a minute or so and then said:
"She certainly seems to enjoy it."
"She's hot and tight," Dave said, "And she loves cock up her ass."
"Melvin likes ass fucking. I won't let him do mine, but maybe you might let him do her."
"Maybe, but not for a while. I'm keeping this for myself."
"Well okay. I just came in to tell you I'm leaving. Good night dad" and then she bent down and looked into Sarah's face. "Good night Mrs. Clayton" with heavy emphasis on the "Mrs."
"Since you are leaving lock the door on your way out."
Jenny laughed and said, "What's the matter pops? Afraid someone will come in and you'll have to share?" She laughed again and left the office.
Throughout the exchange she had been breathing hard and shoving her ass back at Dave and reaching out for the orgasm that seemed to be just beyond her reach. As soon as the door clicked behind her she felt her climax hit and she screamed out.
"Like this, do you? I'm going to see to it that you get a lot of it from now on. You are my in house slut from now on Sarah, you understand?"
"Yes Dave."
"Say it Sarah, let me hear you say it."
"I'm your slut Dave."
"And I can have your ass whenever and wherever I want?"
"Yes Dave, whenever and wherever."
Dave picked up her panties, wiped his cock with them and handed them to her. "I ordered a leather couch for the office. It will be delivered sometime tomorrow morning and I'm sure that it will be easier on you than that hard desk."
She stuffed her panties in her purse and said, "Aren't you afraid that Jenny will tell your wife about this?"
"No, Jenny and I have an agreement. She won't tell Mary about what I do and I won't tell Mary that Jenny is fucking our chauffeur."
Jenny is fucking a nig...black man?"
"Has been for over a year now. You started to say nigger and that's my leverage. Mary was born and raised in the Deep South. If it was some white guy Jenny was screwing Mary wouldn't give it a second thought. She would just shrug it off as none of her business since Jenny is a grown up now. But a black man? If Mary found out that Jenny likes black meat Mary would disown her."
"Surely Jenny isn't in love with him, is she?"
"I don't know, but why would ask that?"
"She suggested that you let Melvin do me in my ass."
"What's that got to do with anything?"
"Well, why would she want the man she loves to fuck me?"
"You would have to ask her that."
+++++++++++++++++++++
The couch was delivered Friday at nine and at nine-ten Jenny called her and told her that Dave wanted to see her in his office. When she got there Jenny smiled at her sweetly and said, "Go right on in Mrs. Clayton, he is expecting you." Again she put heavy emphasis on the Mrs. and she wondered why Jenny had stopped calling her Sarah. She didn't have time to spend on that thought though as Dave kept her busy until lunchtime. He greeted her with:
"I hope your desk and calendar are clear because we need to initiate this couch."
Dave sat on it, unzipped his fly and took out his hardening cock. She stood and looked at it as it slowly came erect and she wondered why she didn't just turn and run from the room. So what if Dave fired her, it was only a job and she could get another one. That is what she should do, she thought as she stared at Dave's throbbing cock, just turn and walk out. Her thoughts were interrupted:
"Come on Sarah, time for my slut to start our morning out right."
She stared at his cock and noticed the drop of pre-cum forming in the pee hole and her pussy tingled. "Yes Dave" she said as she sank to her knees in front of him. She lowered her head and took his cock in her mouth.
After she had sucked him to completion and swallowed his juices she kept him in her mouth until he was hard again and then Dave stood her up, bent her over the arm of the couch and fucked her pussy from behind. Another suck session got him hard enough to bend her over the back of the couch and fuck her tight ass, the toes of her high heels barely touching the floor as he pounded into her. He fucked her lying on the couch with her legs up on his shoulders and he fucked her ass a second time while she was on her hands and knees.
After each fuck she had sucked his cock to get it hard again and once, while she was on her hands and knees with Dave's cock in her ass Jenny had come in and placed some papers on her father's desk. She stood and watched her as her dad pounded into Sarah's butt hole and then she said:
"Dad, you just have to let Melvin have a taste of that ass" and then she left.
At noon Dave told her to take the rest of the day off. "I know your husband is leaving for two weeks so go on home and fuck his brains out. Drain him so dry that he won't even think of getting some strange pussy while he is gone."
As she drove home she thought of what Dave had said. She smiled to herself; Tim would never stray, he loved her and he would never do that to her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When Tim carried his suitcase and briefcase out to the car Monday morning he did look just a bit under the weather. She had taken Dave's advice and had done her level best to fuck Tim's brains out, not to keep him from looking for strange pussy, but because she loved him and was going to miss him. It would be the longest they would be apart since before their wedding.
Her day was a busy one. Her morning call from Dave came at nine and she wasn't surprised that she had been looking forward to it. As much as she agonized over what she was doing behind Tim's back she did have to admit that fucking Dave at work felt deliciously wicked and extremely sexually exciting. After a long and leisurely blow job she got back to work. She managed to clear her IN basket by the time Dave called her for their 'nooner' on the leather couch. She dealt with client phone calls till four and her pussy was already moist with anticipation when Jenny called her at four-fifteen and told her that Dave wanted her in his office.
As she approached Dave's office she noticed the tall, slim black man standing by Jenny's desk. She nodded to Melvin as she went by him and she noticed his appraising glance. Did he know what she was about to do? The answer to that was probably yes. If he was Jenny's lover she probably had told him. She wondered if Jenny had told him about how much she liked getting anal sex from Dave.
When she entered the office Dave was ready for what she had expected. His cock was hard and sticking out his fly and he greeted her with a smile and told her to lean over the back of the couch.
"I want your ass this time."
She smiled as she took off her panties because that is what she wanted too. She tossed her panties on Dave's desk and leaned over the back of the couch:
"Hurry Dave, I've been wanting this all day."
"Not to worry you sweet little slut, I'll see to it that you don't miss Tim's cock while he is gone."
He eased into her back passage and she moaned as inch by inch she took him in. She was momentarily ashamed that she had never had Tim in her ass. He always said that the very idea was disgusting and he would never try her butt even when she had asked him to. Then she lost that thought as the pleasure of Dave's fucking took over.
Leaning over the back of the couch with just the toes of her 'come fuck me' heels touching the floor she had no leverage to push back at Dave; all she could do was beg him to fuck her hard and make her cum. She was moaning and grunting out:
"Oh yes baby, oh yes, so good, so fucking good" when the office door opened and Jenny came in carrying a cordless phone. Behind Jenny she saw Melvin standing in the door watching her take Dave's cock up her ass and she remembered that Jenny had said that Melvin loved butt fucking, but that she wouldn't let him do it to her. She wondered what Melvin was thinking as he watched Dave drive into her butt hole. He probably wants some she thought and then she wondered what a black cock would be like. She wondered if it was true what she'd heard about blacks. Her thoughts were interrupted by Jenny handing her the phone:
"It's for you Mrs. Clayton. I hated to interrupt, but he says it is important."
She took the phone and it was Brian. "I just wanted to confirm that we are on for tonight."
Just then Dave drove into her hard and she cried out, "Yes, oh yes" and Brian chuckled and said, "Eager huh? I like that in a woman. See you tonight at six" and he disconnected.
Oh shit she thought, I wasn't going to have any more to do with him. I'll just tell him goodbye when he comes to the door; I won't even let him come in off the porch.
Dave had kept pounding her while she was on the phone and he had gotten her right to the edge of an orgasm and she dropped the phone, grabbed a cushion and she screamed out:
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh God yes, yes, yes!" as she came.
Jenny was still standing there and Melvin was still watching from the doorway when Jenny said, "You just have to give Melvin a shot at that ass pops."
"No way Jenny, Melvin is yours to take care of. This one is mine for now. I might share later, but not now."
"Spoil sport" Jenny said as she turned and left the room."
To be continued...
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Sarah got home at twenty after five and began working on the speech she was going to give Brian. She would tell him that she loved Tim deeply and didn't want to lose him which is what was sure to happen if she got caught cheating on him.
"And I would get caught" she would say. "Sooner or later I'd make a slip or do something that would make him suspicious. The only way to keep that from happening is to stop things right now."
Brain would be upset, but she would soften the blow by stroking his ego. She would say something like, "I'm glad it happened and I enjoyed it very much and if it wasn't for Tim I'd climb in your bed in a heart beat." She would be nice, she would let him down gently, but she would definitely end it.
Brain rang the doorbell at five to six and as she went to answer it she told herself, "Be firm, be nice about it, but be firm."
When the bedside phone rang at eight o'clock she took her mouth off Brian's cock and rolled over to answer it. Brian grabbed her arm and said to let it ring.
"I can't. It is probably Tim and he expects me to be here."
As she reached for the phone Brian grabbed her and spun her around and drove his cock into her pussy just as she picked up the phone and said hello.
"Hi baby, how are you?"
"Nothing much, just sitting here watching television and wishing you were here."
Brian was now fucking her with slow strokes and she was trying hard not to start pushing her ass back at him. If she stayed completely still she might be able to hold off the orgasm that she knew would be coming.
"How was your day, get much accomplished?"
"That's good isn't it?"
Brian was fucking her a little harder and faster now and he had reached under her and was squeezing her breasts. She was doing her best to try and stay calm and keep from making any noise that might make Tim suspicious. But he picked up on something.
"No baby, just a little edgy. I'm used to you making love to me five or six times a week and I'm sitting here knowing I'm not going to see you for two weeks."
Just then Brain slammed into her hard and she almost lost it. She started to pull away from Brian and he gripped her hips firmly to keep her impaled on his cock. She smacked his right hand hard with the phone receiver and he pulled his hands back and she pulled herself off him.
"What's that baby?"
"I dropped the phone."
"No, I was going to sneeze and I grabbed for the Kleenex and you know how uncoordinated I can be at times."
"No, nothing really, except to say that I love you and I miss you and I need you."
"Okay baby, I'll talk to you tomorrow."
"Love you too, bye."
She hung up the phone and looked back over her shoulder at Brian. He was grinning at her and she giggled and said:
"You're so bad."
"I know Sarah and I also know that you love it."
"I guess I do, don't I. I'm off the phone now, you don't have to go easy anymore. Fuck me hard lover, make me cum."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Brian woke up in the morning she already had her mouth wrapped around his cock and when he was fully awake and fully erect she swung over him and lowered herself down on his hardness. She rode him until he was on the verge of cumming and then she rolled over onto her back and whispered:
"Start my day out right lover. Fuck me hard" and Brian began slamming his cock in her. In just minutes she felt him explode inside her and she pushed him off her, licked his cock clean and headed for the shower. She hadn't gotten off, but it didn't bother her because she knew that Dave would get her off several times before the day was over.
The rest of that week was more of the same. Brian came over and spent the night, fucking her while she was talking with Tim and then waking up in her bed in the morning. At work Dave was doing her three times a day. The week flew by and as the weekend approached she was looking forward to a little rest and relaxation, but it was not to be.
As had happened all week Brian had stayed the night Friday and she was busy sliding up and down on his cock on Saturday morning when the doorbell rang. She disengaged herself from Brian, put on a robe and went to the door. She knew who it was before she reached the door because through the living room window she could see Dave's limo parked out front.
"Good morning" Dave said when she opened the door. "I just happened to be in the neighborhood and I thought I'd stop by for a blow job and then maybe a day of wild sex."
She looked at him for several seconds and then she stepped aside and let him in. Dave waved at Melvin and the limo drove off. When she led Dave into the bedroom he didn't seem all that surprised to find a naked Brian lying on the bed. Without a word to Dave she got back on the bed and lowered herself down on Brian's pole and went back to riding it. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Dave getting undressed and when he climbed up on the bed and moved behind her she knew what he wanted to do and she shivered in anticipation because she wanted it too. She leaned forward to lie on Brian's chest and that elevated her ass just right for Dave. She groaned as he began working his cock into her butt hole. He and Brian started fucking her and they soon got into a rhythm and she abandoned herself to them.
The two men took turns on her most of the morning and early afternoon. Around three Dave used the bedside phone to make dinner reservations at Anton's and the two men carried her into the shower where they played some more. The limo was waiting when they left the house and Melvin drove them to the restaurant. She saw Melvin looking at her in the mirror and she wondered what he was thinking. When they got to Anton's Dave told Melvin to be back for them by seven-thirty in order to get her home in time for Tim's nightly phone call.
She had Brian's cock in her mouth and was sliding up and down on Dave's cock when the phone rang at eight-ten.
"Sorry baby" she said to Brian, but you are just in the wrong hole for this" and she picked up the phone.
"Hello?"
"Hi lover, miss me?"
"Yeah? Well I'm sure missing you," she said as Dave slowly worked himself up and down in her pussy. She reached out and took hold of Brian's cock and tugged at him to get it next to her mouth.
"This is the longest we have ever been apart baby and I'm not used to going this long without your loving."
She licked the head of Brian's cock and then sucked it into her mouth while she listened to what Tim was saying. When he finished she took her mouth off Brian's cock and said:
"I've got my finger in my pussy right now lover. I'm imagining that it is your cock filling me up."
Dave thrust up into her and she moaned.
"What's that baby? Oh, that was just me rubbing my clit."
She was slowly working up and down on Dave's cock while stroking Brian and occasionally licking his cock head.
"Oh Jesus baby, I'm so damned horny I could scream." I a voice husky with emotion she said, "Take your cock out for me baby. Do you have it in your hand? Good. Stroke it for me baby. Think of my hot, wet mouth on it. Close your eyes baby; close them and imagine your cock in my mouth. Listen to the sounds I make as I lick and suck my thumb while I pretend it is your cock."
She pulled Brian's cock into her mouth and then held the phone's mouthpiece close to her mouth as Dave fucked her and she sucked Brian's cock. Small moans, grunts and slurping sounds flew through the phone lines from her to Tim. The slutishness of it wound her up and she felt a small orgasm coming. She pulled her mouth off of Brian and moaned,
"This one is for you baby. It is the best my fingers can do, but it is for you" and then Tim got to listen to her orgasm as Brian jacked off his cock and shot his cum all over her face. An instant later Dave shot his load into her cunt.
"Oh God baby, that was not a good move on my part. I got myself off, but now I'm hornier than ever. Hurry home baby, I need you."
"All right baby, I'll talk to you tomorrow."
"I love you too baby, bye."
She hung up the phone, "One of you guys better hurry up and get hard. I need to be fucked and fucked hard. I don't care how you do it, suck each other if you have to, but I'm going to the bathroom and I want a hard cock when I come back."
They were both up when she got back, not as hard as she would have liked, but stiff enough for penetration and in seconds she had Brian in her ass and Dave in her pussy and she was screaming as they both pounded away.
The two men used her (or she used them) for another hour and then Dave called Melvin to come and pick him up. "Much as I'd like to stay and play I do have a wife I have to get home too. Luckily she spent all day visiting her sick grandmother so I was able to stop by."
She had looked at his still hard cock and asked how much time they had before Melvin got there.
"Maybe an hour. Time enough for you to help me get rid of this" and he waved his hard dick at her and she smiled and went after it.
Brian and Dave had cum so many times that day that by that point they were extremely long lasting and they were constantly bringing her to orgasm. The two men were fucking her so hard that she was in a constant state of arousal and she really wasn't aware of much of what was going on around her. It came as a complete surprise when she noticed Jenny lying next to her on the king-sized bed with Melvin between her legs and fucking her hard. She had no recollection of Jenny even coming into the room, let alone getting on the bed with her. She glanced at Dave and he didn't seem to care that his daughter was lying next to him and being fucked by his black chauffeur.
Dave finally came and announced that he was going to take a shower before dressing and going home to his wife. Jenny got up to go to the bathroom and as soon as she was out of the room Melvin scooted over to her and offered his black cock to her mouth. She looked at it, black and glistening with Jenny's juices, and saw that it was bigger than Dave's and Brian's, but not Tim's. It was not the huge cock that she had expected a black man to have. She leaned forward and her lips closed around Melvin's black hardness just as Dave came back into the room.
"Not now Melvin, maybe some other time, but right now we have got to get going."
She was reluctantly taking her mouth off Melvin when Jenny came into the room and saw it. "God damn it Mrs. Clayton, he's mine. Leave him the fuck alone."
She had had enough of Jenny's attitude and she barked back, "Don't give me any of your shit little girl. You are the one who told your dad, not once, but three times that he should give Melvin a shot a my ass."
"She's got you there Jenny. Come on and get dressed, we need to get home to your mother."
"There isn't any hurry pops. As long as I'm with you she isn't going to suspect you of fooling around."
"True baby girl, but we still need to get home."
As Melvin dressed he looked at her and she saw the hunger in his eyes and she smiled at him and silently mouthed the words, "You'll get your chance."
When Dave, Jenny and Melvin were gone she tried to get Brian up one more time, but he was just plain worn out. The tow of them snuggled up and fell into a deep, relaxing sleep.
+++++++++++
When she woke up in the morning she tried again, but half hard was the best he could get and that wasn't going to help her at all. She fixed breakfast for the two of them and then told him he needed to leave because Sunday was when her mother and sister came to visit.
"Tonight then? After they are gone?"
"No Brian. I need a night of rest."
"Tomorrow then?"
"Call me, we'll see."
To be continued.
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She awoke Monday morning and she felt like she was going through withdrawal. Sunday had been the first day in weeks that she hadn't had a cock. The day had been a nervous and irritable one for her and her mother had asked her if she was feeling well. After her mother and sister had gone she had spent the rest of the day cleaning house while feeling fidgety and then that night she hadn't slept for beans.
She was eager to get to work and into Dave's office. It didn't matter what he wanted, pussy, ass or mouth as long as she got some cock. Dave didn't disappoint her. By nine-fifteen she had been fucked and the nervousness and irritability were gone and she was looking forward toward their nooner. She got the call at eleven-thirty and her pussy was already wet and dripping as she headed for Dave's office. As soon as she was in the office she went to remove her panties and Dave told her not too. He told her they were going out to lunch and that he had a surprise for her. She asked what kind of a surprise and got the predictable:
"It wouldn't be a surprise if I told now wouldn't it."
The divider was down between the front and back of the limo and on the way to the restaurant her eyes met Melvin's in the rear view mirror. She smiled and winked at him and he quickly looked away. She was curious about what it would be like to have sex with a black man and she was going to find some way to give Melvin what he wanted. Then she had a random thought; maybe she shouldn't give Melvin what he wanted. What if there was truth to the saying that if you go black you never go back. She just wanted an experience, not a commitment.
Lunch was at the Hilton and was enjoyable and when it was over Dave led her to the elevators and they took one up to the seventh floor and went into room 721.
"What's my surprise?"
"It will be here shortly, but while we wait I'd like a little head."
She giggled as she went to her knees in front of him and reached for his zipper. "Is that all you think of?"
"It is when you are around."
She was just starting to lick Dave's balls when there was a knock on the door and Dave said, "Your surprise is here." He pulled his cock from her sucking mouth and went to answer the door. He opened the door and two men that she recognized as clients of her firm came in.
"Sarah, you know Sam and Don. They just renewed their contracts with us and I thought it would be a nice gesture on my part to show them how much we appreciate their business. They have both, at one time or another, commented on how beautiful and sexy you look and so I thought what better way to say thank you than to give them a taste of you."
She was still kneeling on the floor next to the bed and as she looked at the three men she knew she should get up and leave the room. It was getting just too complicated. First Brian, and then Brian and Dave and almost Melvin and now this - two more - and if she did it where would it end? Would it end? Would she continue to take on more and more cock until finally one day it would be impossible to hide it from Tim?
"Come on Sarah, no need to be shy. You know you want this. I've known since that first time with Brian that you have been curious about what three men at the same time would be like. Here's your chance to find out."
Dave was right, she had wondered what three would be like and she did have one more week before Tim came home. What better time to satisfy all of her curiosities and get them all out of the way so she could go back to being Tim's and only Tim's. Yes, why not. She stood up and began to unbutton her blouse. She stripped her clothes off and then she went to her knees and crawled over to Dave and reached out a hand and rubbed the bulge in his pants. She unbuckled his belt and then she hooked her fingers in his waistbands and pulled his trousers and briefs down at the same time. Released form confinement his stiff cock bobbed up and down in front of her face. She looked up into his face, smiled and then she leaned forward and took his cock into her mouth. She sucked it for several seconds and then took her mouth off Dave and looked back over her shoulder at Sam and Don who were standing there watching, but still dressed.
"Well? Are you going to play with us or not?"
Both men hurriedly started to undress and she turned her attention back to Dave's cock. She kissed the tip and then reached for his balls. As she caressed them she slowly worked her tongue and lips on his cock. She felt some one move in behind her and fingers start rubbing on her wet pussy. The fingers slowly parted her pussy lips and pressed into her. She moaned and pushed back at the man behind her. Suddenly the fingers were removed and she felt a hard cock pushing at her. Once again she moaned and shoved back and the cock slid right into her soaking wet pussy. She trembled with excitement as she thought about the third cock still to come.
"Let's take this to the bed," Dave said and as she got to her feet she saw that it had been Don who had been in her pussy. She looked over at Sam and saw that he had the skinniest cock of the three men and she decided that he would be the first one in her ass.
As they got on the bed she told Dave to stand at the head of the bed and lean against the wall. She told Don to lie down on his back and when he did she moved over him and squatted down on his hard cock taking it into her as far as it would go. She looked over at Sam and said:
"You know where I want you Sam, but go slow okay?"
She leaned forward until she was lying on Don's chest, which elevated her ass for Sam. He moved in behind her and worked a finger into her ass and started working at loosening her up. Then the finger came out and a thumb slid into and started probing and a minute or so later she felt the head of a still cock poke at her butt hole. Sam popped past her sphincter and then slowly worked his cock deep into her ass. She moaned and pushed herself down on Don's cock. She had never felt so full and she moaned as Don started fucking up into her as Sam went deeper into her ass.
She propped herself up on her hands and leaned forward and took Dave's cock back into her mouth. Don pushed up into her, which pushed her back at Sam. Sam thrust into her and that drove her down on Don. The two men worked at establishing a rhythm and when they managed to achieve it she had a massive orgasm. Dave grabbed her head and started to fuck her mouth and she gave herself over to the three men.
It was four hours later when the three men called it quits and left her lying on the bed like a wet dishrag. As they dressed Dave asked:
"How about it Sarah, want to do this again sometime?"
She smiled weakly and gave a little wave with her hand and Dave laughed and said to Don and Sam, "I think that was a yes."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When she got home she found Brian parked in her driveway. He got out of his car and walked up to her as she was unlocking the front door.
"Where have you been?"
"I had to work late."
"Well don't you think that you could at least..."
"Whoa up there Brian. You have no claim on me and you have no rights other than those I choose to give you. You are not my husband and where I go, what I do and what time I come home is none of your damned business. When you left yesterday and asked about today I told you to call me and we'd see. Have you talked with me today?"
"No, but..."
"But nothing. I didn't tell you that you could come over tonight so why are you here?"
Just then the phone started ringing and she rushed into the house and grabbed the cordless phone to answer it. It was Tim. As she talked to him she walked over to the couch, slipped her panties off and sat down on the edge of the couch. She spread her legs wide and used the hand not holding the phone to point at her naked pussy. Brian smiled and dropped his trousers exposing his already hard cock. He got down on his knees in front of her and was lining himself up when she nodded her head no and pointed to her mouth. He understood; she wanted her pussy eaten.
He lowered his head and as soon as his tongue slipped between her pussy lips he knew he had been sand bagged. He went to pull back, but by then she had a handful of his hair and she held him against her cunt and pushed it up at his face. He went to grab her arm and as he did he she said, "Just a minute baby, I have to blow my nose." She covered the mouth piece of the phone with her hand and leaned down and whispered:
"Do it or get the hell out."
She let go of his hair and went back to talking to her husband:
"No baby, I was just getting home when you called."
"Just a very busy day. I spent all afternoon in contract negotiations with Dave and two clients."
"What's that?"
"Yes, I guess you could say it was successful. I'm pretty sure that by the time we concluded all parties were satisfied."
"Yes, I guess you could say that I seem to have what it takes. Dave is thinking of letting me do more of it."
"Yes, I think I'm going to try it, at least for a while. I get a charge out of getting them to see things my way and do what I want them to do."
"No baby, I just got home and I haven't eaten yet, but eating is something that is very high on my list of priorities right now." As she said that she threw a very pointed look at Brian and he got the message. He buried his face deep in her fur and started lapping.
"No, I'm thinking of eating a hot dog when I hang up, maybe even a couple. Enough about my day baby. How did yours go?"
"Are you alone?"
"You know exactly what I mean hubby dear. Is some sweet, young San Diego slut sucking your cock right now while you are talking to me?"
"What do you mean, "Don't be silly." I know how much you like sex and men are such weak willed creatures."
"No dear, women have more will power than men. I will admit that being without you has me horny enough to climb walls, but I can sit here on the couch and cope. You, on the other hand, get to sit around in the hotel cocktail lounge and since you are a sexy looking guy I know that you are getting a lot of come ons from the lonely ladies. All I have here are pictures on the wall to look at me."
"No baby, I'm sitting on the couch with my panties off, my legs spread wide as I finger myself while imagining you eating my pussy. I can feel your tongue sliding into me. I can just feel your lips sucking on my clit. Your cock is throbbing and I know you are aching to slide it into me, but I put a hand on your head to hold you in place because I'm so close to cumming. You can feel the nearness of my explosion and you work harder at getting me off."
Brian was doing just what she was telling Tim she was imagining and then suddenly she cried out, "Oh yes, yes, yeS, yES, YES!" as Brian sucked her to an orgasm.
"What?" she mumbled into the phone.
"Oh that. I just fingered myself to an orgasm. Hurry up and get home baby, I need a cock in me bad."
Brian heard that and he lined his cock up with her pussy and pushed it in. She clenched her teeth together to keep from moaning or crying out and said:
"Take lots of vitamins baby because I don't plan on letting you out of bed for a week after you get home. You will have to call in sick because you won't have enough strength to crawl out of bed."
"To hell with Brian and your work load. Just tell him that your wife has a very bad case of the hornies and she needs you to see that she gets well."
"What do you mean he wouldn't understand? Hell, bring him home with you and let him see what a hot horny bitch I can be when I've gone without."
"I don't know baby, would you want me to? He is kind of cute and it would ease the pressure on you."
"Okay, okay, but you brought it up I didn't. The bathroom is calling me baby so I need to go."
"I love you too baby, good night. I'll talk to you tomorrow."
She pushed the off button on the phone and dropped it on the couch next to her and wrapped her arms around Brian.
"Fuck me you bastard, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Later in bed, after their third coupling of the evening Brian asked her about her conversation with Tim, especially the part about bringing Brian home with him.
"He said that if he did that you would probably want a piece of me for yourself."
"Would he do that? I mean would he let me if I did come home with him?"
"Of course not. He got pissed when I said I thought you were cute and that it might take some of the pressure off of him."
She felt his cock twitch against her leg and she got on her knees and put her head down on the pillow. "My ass this time lover, do my ass this time."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week went by quickly. Brian spent the night Monday and Tuesday and when their morning session was over on Wednesday morning she told him that it was the last time for them.
"Tim will be home Friday and I think I should let my pussy tighten up a bit for him."
"How about our Tuesdays?"
"Maybe, but not for a while. I need to concentrate on my husband for a while. Call me in a couple of weeks."
The week at work was also pretty much what she expected. Tuesday was Dave and the president of Apex Industries; Wednesday was Dave and two guys from Denex Corporation. After she was done with them she told Dave the same thing she had told Brian - no more strange cock, she had to be ready for Tim.
"And Dave? No more at the office for as couple of weeks."
"Not even blow jobs?"
She thought for a minute and then said, "Okay, we can do blow jobs, but Tim is the only one getting any pussy for a while."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Tim walked in the front door at five thirty-seven on Friday she met him at the door wearing thigh high nylons and 'Come Fuck Me' pumps with five-inch heels. She handed him a martini:
"Sip on his sailor while I unwrap the present you brought me."
She sank to her knees in front of him and worked his trousers and briefs off of him. His cock was bouncing in front of her face and as she looked at it she wondered why she was doing what she was doing with Dave and Brian when she had such a great cock at home. Maybe Dave had been right when he said that there was a slut in her that had just been waiting to be set free. She looked up at Tim and smiled:
"I hope you did what I suggested baby and took lots and lots of vitamins" and then she opened her mouth and took him in.
For the next two weeks she didn't leave Tim alone. He got a quickie every morning before going to work and there were nights when dinner sat uneaten on the stove. The weekends were almost non-stop sex. The third Monday Tim was home he came home from work and found her naked and waiting for him. He dropped his briefcase on the floor and started to unbutton his shirt as he said:
"I've got to get Brian to send me out of town again just so I can get some rest."
"Oh poor baby, getting too much loving? Tell you what. You do a good job on me tonight and I'll give you tomorrow off."
"What do you consider a good job?"
"Make love to me until I pass out."
"You know I can't do that. You always make me pass out."
"That'll work" and she took his hand and led him to the bedroom.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday morning as she finished giving Dave his morning blow job he said, "I need a favor from you."
"What?"
"I'm supposed to have lunch with Howie Martin today. He has a signed contract that I have to pick up, but something else has come up and I can't make it. I need you to sub for me."
"That's all? Just have lunch and pick up a signed contract?"
"That's all."
"You sure you haven't pimped me to him?"
"No Sarah, straight deal. Have lunch with him, get the contract and get it back here."
"What time?"
"The Hilton at eleven. Melvin will run you over there, wait for you and then bring you back."
At ten-thirty she was sitting in the back of the limo watching Melvin watch her in the rear view mirror. She thought back to the night she'd had his cock in her mouth and she wondered if the chance would ever come again. She looked at her watch as if she was wondering if there was time to have him park somewhere and get in the back with her, but of course there wasn't. She wondered what he was thinking. Was he wondering how his cock would feel in her butt? Or was he thinking about the night he had been in her mouth for those few seconds. No, damn it! Stop thinking like that she told herself. Aside from Dave's daily blow job you have been good. Just need to work on eliminating sucking Dave's cock and it can be just you and Tim again.
The lunch with Howie Martin was pleasant and when it was over he apologized for not having the contract with him.
"I was expecting Dave and he and I usually have a drink or two in my room and tell each other war stories. I'll have to run up and get it. Just have a seat in the lobby and I'll be right back down."
"That isn't necessary, I'll just go up with you. It will save you some time."
"You sure you don't mind?"
"Positive."
Once inside the room Howie went to his briefcase and took out some papers and he turned to her just in time to see her skirt hit the floor.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was four o'clock when she got back to the office and dropped the signed contracts on Dave's desk. He looked up at her and smiled.
"I just got off the phone with Howie. He tells me he loves the messenger service I use. Does this mean I can look forward to more than just blow jobs now?"
She lifted her skirt up to her waist and bent forward over Dave's desk, leaned on it and waited. Dave moved up behind her and she moaned, "My ass Dave, do my ass."
For the rest of the week it was a blow job for Dave first thing every morning and at least one session on the leather couch at lunch time or in the afternoon at quitting time. Friday Brian called her and asked if she were ready to see him again on Tuesdays and she told him that she didn't think that it would be a good idea.
"I think it is a great idea. In fact, I'll make you a deal. You see me every Tuesday for a long lunch and I promise I won't send Tim out of town any more."
She thought about that for a moment or two. Now that she was back to screwing Dave she had eased up on Tim a little and she would rather have him home than gone.
"You promise, no more trips?"
"I promise."
"Okay Brian, we have a deal."
To be continued...
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The next three months went quickly by. She was giving Tim all the sex he could handle, seeing to Dave's needs (and the needs of several of his better customers) and seeing Brian every Tuesday. The only fly in the ointment, at least from her standpoint, was that every time she tried to get something going with Melvin something always got in the way. Four times she was almost sure she had him alone, but each time either Dave or Jenny did something to prevent her from trying on Melvin.
It all came crashing down on a Monday in October. She got a call from Brian:
"We have to cancel tomorrow sweetie, and probably all the rest of our Tuesdays."
"Why? What is going on?"
"Tim came to see me this morning and asked for some time off. I asked why and he said he had some personal problems that needed to be looked into. I pushed him and he blurted out that he thinks you are cheating on him and he wants the time off to follow you and see what you are up to. I had to give him the time off sweetie, so watch your back. I'm going to miss you babe."
As she hung up her heart was beating fast. The one thing she never wanted to happen was happening. What had she done to make Tim suspect her? She thought back, but couldn't think of anything she might have let slip. She went into Dave's office and told him about Brian's phone call.
"It is over Dave. No more playing. Tim will be watching me like a hawk now and I don't dare do anything that might give what we've been doing away."
"Don't worry sweetie. What goes on in this building he has no way of seeing."
"No Dave, no more. I don't want to take the chance of making the least little slip. I can't lose Tim, I'd die if he left me."
"Go on back to your office sweetie and let me think on this."
That night at home she tried to see if Tim was any different around her, but she saw no signs that he was suspicious. Could Brian have been wrong? He wasn't, and she got the proof the next day.
Dave called her into his office ten minutes after she got to work. "Tim is parked just down the block in a rental car and he's watching the building. I guess he thinks you leave here during the day to meet your lover or lovers."
"How do you know that?"
"I hired a private investigator to watch him and keep me informed as to his movements."
He took out his cock and waved it at her.
"I'm not doing that any more Dave."
"Yes you will Sarah. You will because I want it and you want it. I agree with you that now Tim is suspicious it isn't worth the risk any more, but I want one last day. You are going to be mine all day Sarah and then I'll never touch you again unless you come and ask me. Now please suck my cock while I tell you what we are going to do."
She had sucked Dave's cock, deep throating him the way he liked, and after she had swallowed his cum she had sucked him hard again and then moved to the leather couch and spread herself wide for him. After taking a load in her pussy she had again sucked him hard and then she had leaned over the back of the couch and let Dave take her ass.
"How does it feel to know that your husband is right outside just down the block while I fuck you. Does it excite you?"
"Yes" she had panted as Dave drove his cock up her butt.
"Does it turn you on to cheat on him while knowing that he is trying to catch you with another man's dick in you?"
"Yes, oh God, oh God yes, yes, yes. Fuck me lover, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Dave pulled her off the couch and led her over to the large window. She leaned down and put her hands on the windowsill and spread her legs and moaned when Dave slid back into her ass.
"See that black Honda Accord parked down there? That's your hubby Sarah. He's trying to catch your cheating ass. He wants to catch you having a good time. Are you having a good time Sarah?'
"Oh God yes Dave. I love you in my ass, fuck me lover, fuck me."
"Look down at him Sarah. He can't see you through this tinted glass, but you can see him. Does it excite you to watch him while I fuck you Sarah?"
She moaned and shoved her ass back at him.
"Can you see his eyes Sarah, can you look into them while I fuck you?"
She moaned again, "Make me cum damn you, make me cum."
"Are you my slut Sarah?"
"Yes damn you, yes."
"Say it Sarah, say it."
"I'm your slut Dave, I'm a cheating whore and I'm your slut. Now make me cum damned you, make me cum."
She lay on the leather couch, legs splayed wide and with a teardrop shaped blob of cum barely hanging from her pussy lips. Dave looked down at her as he tucked his cock back into his pants.
"I hope your desk is clear and that you have nothing pressing. Since today is my last day I intend to make the most of it. Next on the list is to have some fun with your husband."
She sat up alarmed and he laughed, "Not to worry my sweet slut, he will never know, but you and I will. What we are going to do is go have lunch with Jason Boggs.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Where is he?" Dave asked Melvin as the limo cruised along the highway.
"Three car lengths back."
She was naked on the rear seat (except for heels) and Dave was sliding his cock into her hot ass.
"He's only sixty or seventy feet away Sarah. How does it feel to be fucked so close to your husband?"
She moaned and gasped, "It feels so good baby, your cock feels so good."
"You like my cock in your ass while your hubby is so near?"
"I love your cock in my ass. Fuck me lover, fuck me."
"Get up on your knees and look out the back window."
She did what she was told and then he slid his cock back into her butt and started slowly stroking back and forth.
"See him back there? See him trying to catch you cheating on him? Watch his face Sarah, watch his face while I fuck your tight cheating ass. Think he suspects what you might be doing Sarah? Think he is back there saying to himself, "I wonder if Sarah is getting fucked on the back seat of that car?"
"Fuck him and what he is thinking Dave, just fuck me, make me cum" and she shoved her ass back to meet Dave's thrusts.
"Should I open a window Sarah and tell Melvin to slow down? Maybe your hubby will speed up and pass us so he can look in the window. Would you like that Sarah? Would you like to be looking into each other's eyes when I cum in your ass?"
She shoved back harder, "Fuck me you bastard, pound my ass, make me cum."
"Where is he Melvin?"
"Two cars back."
"Hear that Sarah? He's closing in. He's getting closer to his cheating wife. Aren't you glad for tinted windows Sarah? You can see him back there, but he can't see you. He thinks someone besides him is putting a cock in you and we know it's true, don't we?"
"Please Dave, make me cum. I'm so close lover, make me cum, get me off Dave, get me off."
"Not yet my sweet slut, not just yet. Slow down a little Melvin, maybe the car behind us will get impatient and pull out and pass us. That will leave the slut's husband right behind us"
The limo slowed and moments later she saw the car behind them pull out to pass and the black Accord moved up. She could see Tim and she could almost see his eyes.
"See him Sarah? See how close he is? Do you think he knows how close he is to his wife while she lets another man fuck her? Does it excite you Sarah to be looking into his face while I'm cumming in you?"
She was looking into Tim's face when she felt Dave's cum splash inside her and she responded with a screaming orgasm of her own.
"Get dressed Sarah, we're almost to the restaurant."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was reviewing the contract language with Jason when Dave's cell phone rang. He took the call and when he disconnected he said:
"That was the private detective. He says your husband is sitting in the coffee shop where he can watch us. Just act natural and don't look that way."
He put the phone away and said, "How about it Jason, ready to sign on the dotted line?"
"I don't know. I was supposed to get an afternoon with Sarah, but you tell me her husband is following her. She was my incentive to sign with you and it looks like it isn't going to happen."
"Do you like kinky Jason?"
"Depends on what you mean by kinky?"
"How would you like to enjoy Sarah while her hubby is only sixty or seventy feet away and completely unaware that you are doing her?"
"You serious?"
"Absolutely."
"When?"
"As soon as we finish lunch and you hand Sarah a signed contract."
"You have a pen?"
"Yes indeed I do. Ready to be a slut again Sarah?"
"Yes Dave."
"Tell Jason what you are Sarah."
She looked at Jason, "I'm Dave's slut. I am a cheating whore of a wife and I'm Dave's slut."
They were cruising down the highway and Sarah was sitting between Dave and Jason. Their flies were open and their cocks were sticking up. She had a cock in each hand and was slowly stroking them both when Dave asked:
"Where is he Melvin?"
"Three cars back."
"Okay Sarah, I'm going to open the window on the drivers side. When hubby pulls up along side of us I want you to be jacking us off just a little harder than you are now. I want you looking over at Jason like you are talking to him. I don't want you looking out the window and letting your hubby know we know he is there. Don't let him see your arm movements, but try to get one of us off just as he goes by and looks in the window. Think you can do that?"
"I don't know Dave. I don't think I can get either one of you off unless I go faster than you want me too."
"Just try Sarah, do your best. Slow down Melvin. Force the ones behind us to pass."
Melvin slowed down and after a minute the two cars between them and Sarah's husband pulled out and passed them. Tim pulled up behind them and Melvin slowed down a little more and Tim had to pull out and pass them he would call attention to himself and seconds later Melvin said:
"Here he comes."
She felt Dave's fingers push into her pussy and she moaned just as her husband drove by and looked in the window. Dave laughed:
"That's the closest you'll ever come to catching her you stupid doofus."
She let go of Dave's cock and looked at him, "What did you just call him?"
"A doofus. He's a stupid doofus."
"He is also my husband you fucking asshole. Play with your own dick from now on."
She turned her full attention to Jason. "Ready for some hot mouth honey?"
"Oh God yes."
"You got it honey" and she lowered her head and swallowed his cock. Dave still had his fingers in her pussy and she reached down, grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand away from her.
"Sarah, don't be that way."
"Fuck you Dave. He is my husband and he doesn't deserve what I'm doing to him. I'll be god damned if I'll let you call him names just because he is unlucky enough to have a whore for a wife."
"I'm sorry Sarah, my comment was uncalled for. Please forgive me?"
Sarah ignored him and concentrated on pleasing Jason, but she didn't object when Dave slid his fingers back into her cunt. She was already hot and Dave's fingers just made her hotter.
"Where is he now Melvin?"
"One car in front of us."
Dave put the window up. "Pass him. We don't want to lose him so it's best that he be behind us."
She was on her knees on the seat with her head in Jason's lap and Dave was just moving in behind her when they passed Tim. Dave drove his cock into her pussy and got an "Uumppf" from her and he said:
"He is less than ten feet away from your cheating ass. Does it turn you on to know that?"
She answered him by shoving her ass back at him and Dave laughed and said:
"You just think that this is your last day. You are too much of a slut to quit Sarah. I'll be fucking you until I'm too old to get it up any more."
He was wrong, but she wasn't going to argue about it just then. She had a cock in both ends of her and she was close to getting off. "Will you just shut up and fuck me?"
"Where is he Melvin?"
"Two cars back."
"Sixty feet from your hubby and you are slamming your ass back at me and telling me to fuck you. You are such a slut Sarah. I can't believe how turned on you are knowing how close he is and that he is trying to catch you at doing what you are doing."
She took her mouth off Jason and turned to him, "Will you please just shut the fuck up and fuck me. Make me cum damn it, get me off."
She lowered her head back down and took Jason's cock back in her mouth and thirty seconds later he bathed the back of her throat with his offering. She kept on sucking him until he started to stiffen again. She took her mouth off him and started jacking him off while she looked back over her shoulder at Dave and said:
"Make me cum you bastard; stop that slow shit and fuck me hard. I need to cum damn it, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Dave rammed her hard and fast and she felt her orgasm rushing at her and she raised her head and looked out the rear window and at her husband as her body shook with her climax. Dave laughed, "God what a slut you are Sarah" and then he came in her. He and Jason switched places and twenty-six miles later Jason filled her box with his seed. When Jason pulled out of her Dave told Melvin to find a gas station. Melvin filled the tank and then got back in the car.
"Where is he now Melvin?"
"Across the street in the Safeway parking lot."
"Can he see you from where he is parked?"
"No, just the rear half of the car."
"Climb over the partition into the back."
"Sir?"
"Get back here Melvin, it's your turn."
"Yes sir!"
Once Melvin was in the back Dave climbed up front, started the limo and pulled away from the pumps. They weren't even off the gas station's lot before Melvin had his cock in her mouth. She sucked him for a minute and then let his cock slip from her lips:
"You're already hard so I need my mouth to get Jason ready. Take my ass baby, Jenny says you have always wanted my ass."
Jason's cock was already in her mouth when Melvin started to ease his cock into her back passage. She squealed around Jason's pole as Melvin pushed deeper and deeper into her and then she lost it. The wickedness of taking a black man in her ass and sucking off a man she had never met before lunch time that day while her husband was in sight was so erotically stimulating that she became a mindless piece of meat for the two men who had their cocks in her. Melvin came in her ass and then switched places with Jason (after wiping his cock off on her panties) and when Jason came they switched again.
When the limo pulled into the parking lot at work she was astride Jason who was in her pussy and bent forward looking out the rear window at the black Accord while Melvin's black cock was buried in her ass.
"Come on guys, you will have to finish in my office. If we all just sit here in a parked car her hubby could get wise."
Melvin and Dave quickly changed places and then Melvin got out of the car and opened the door for them. She unsteadily stepped out of the car and hoped that Tim was far enough away that he couldn't see the cum running down her leg.
She was on her back on Dave's desk with her legs up on Jason's shoulders, her nails biting into his back, while he plunged his cock into her pussy. Melvin had Jenny on the leather couch and was fucking her in her ass for the first time and she was squealing like a pig. Jenny had been at her desk when she Dave, Jason and Melvin had gone into her father's office. She had waited several moments before curiosity over why her boyfriend had breezed right on by with out a word got to her. She had opened the office door and looked in just in time to see Melvin's cock slide into Sarah's ass while she was bent forward over Dave's desk.
"God damn you Melvin, what the hell are you doing?"
"Getting some of what you won't give me."
"Well you better stop right now if you ever expect to get any more pussy from me."
"See you!"
"What? What did you say?"
"See you around. I ain't wasting no more time on any woman who won't give me what I need."
"You don't mean that!"
"Oh yes I do."
Tears formed in her eyes and Jenny was all set to turn and leave the room when Sarah cried out:
"Oh God, oh God, oh yes, like that, just like that, harder lover, fuck me harder."
Jenny had gotten so mad at Sarah calling Melvin "lover" that she had gone over and pulled Melvin away from Sarah and pulled him over to the couch. She pulled off her panties, got on her knees and snarled:
"You want my ass? Then take it damn you, take it" and Melvin did.
Jenny's dad was standing over at the window looking out:
"He's still there Sarah, still sitting there and watching the building. I guess he is going to follow you until you get home."
Sarah wasn't listening and right then she didn't care beans about Tim. When Jenny had pulled Melvin away from her she had been near her orgasm and she had cried out in protest. Jason had quickly moved to her and pushed her up on the desk and had mounted her. Jason had her on the ragged edge of another orgasm when Dave had made his comment about Tim.
"Fuck Tim" she had thought, "If he doesn't trust me, fuck him."
It was four-thirty before the party was over. Jenny had been possessive as hell where Melvin was concerned so Sarah had to settle for just Jason and Dave and by four-thirty neither man could answer the call again. She had gotten dressed and had gone to the ladies room to clean up before going home. As she got ready to leave the office she said to Dave:
"It has been fun lover and I'll always remember it."
"You won't stop Sarah, you are too much of a slut and we both know it. I'll give you a week and you'll be back in here licking my cock."
"No way Dave. I'm not taking any more chances on losing Tim."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was home fixing dinner when Tim walked in. She greeted him with a kiss (she had brushed her teeth and gargled) and had asked him how his day had gone.
"Just another day at the salt mine. What's for dinner?"
"Vegetable linguine."
"You hate that."
"Yes, but you love it and since I'm not eating tonight I thought I would make it for you."
"Why aren't you eating?"
"I don't feel so good."
"What's wrong?"
"It was probably something I ate today. Your fault by the way.'
"My fault? How is it my fault?"
"I was able to take a long lunch today so I called you to see if you would have lunch with me, but no one could find you so I ended up going to lunch with Dave and having lunch with a customer. Where were you?"
"Probably out in the warehouse."
"Anyway, I had a large Greek salad and I'm thinking the salad might have had some bad olives or mushrooms. My stomach has been queasy all afternoon. I'm going to go upstairs and lie down. Don't worry about the dishes, I'll get them tomorrow."
"Just my luck. I was planning on getting frisky with you tonight."
"Sorry honey, but I don't think my tummy could take the bouncing. I'll give you head as long as you don't mind if I don't swallow. God knows what that would do if it got mixed in the mess that's in my stomach now."
"No sweetie, it won't kill me to go a day or two without."
Good, she thought, two days should give my pussy time to tighten up.
Whether two days would have been enough or not she never found out because on day two her period started. When Tim got home that night she offered to give him as much head as he would like and then she casually dropped the comment:
"Or we could try anal sex."
"Damn it Sarah, why do you keep after me about that? You know that I think that is disgusting and perverted."
"I keep trying Tim because I want to see what it is like. I may not even like it, but I'll never know if I don't try it. It would be perfect for times like this when I'm on the rag and it is automatic birth control. I wouldn't even have to put in my diaphragm."



"Well it isn't going to happen Sarah so give it up."
"Yes dear."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week, knowing what Tim was up to, she kept an eye on her rear view mirror and watched him follow her to work. She watched from Dave's office window as he parked down the street and watched the office and then she watched him follow her home. By Friday she was so pissed at Tim she was sorry that she had cut off Dave. It was irrational of her and she knew it because after all she had been cheating, but she was still pissed at him that he could even think that of her. Didn't he know how much she loved him? Following her to see if she was cheating? The very idea! It would serve Tim right if she did go into Dave's office and spread herself out on the leather couch for him.
She had a lot of time to think on her drives to work and then home and she tried to think of what she had done to make Tim suspicious. She knew she hadn't said anything to give herself away. She came straight home from work every night. She didn't have a 'night out with the girls'. She had gone over their bedroom with a fine toothcomb after the two weeks Brian had slept with her so she knew he found nothing there. Could he have seen her go into the hotel on the Tuesday's she met Brian? No, not likely. They had stopped that before Brian went on his trip. The only thing she could think of was her pussy. Maybe it had started feeling different to him. Loose - could that be it? She had started feeling loose to him? She hadn't even thought about that, but with all the sex she had been having with Dave and his customers she probably wasn't as tight as Tim had been used too. Well time would take care of that and she wouldn't have that problem anymore because Tim was the only one who would ever fuck her from then on.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was a lie of course. Dave had almost nailed it when he said she would be back in his office and on her knees licking his dick within a week. Actually it was three weeks and even then she told him that her pussy was off limits.
"It is Tim's pussy and only Tim's pussy. I'll give you blow jobs and since Tim won't give me anal sex you can have my butt too, but that is all. You and only you, no customers, not even one. Maybe Melvin if he can sneak past Jenny, but that's all, agreed?"
"Agreed."
Dave of course told Brian that he was back to doing her and Brian called wanting to get back in the game. She hated to do it, but she shut him down.
"I can do Dave because he is here inside the building and we have all the privacy and security we need. With you I could never be sure that Tim wouldn't follow me again or hire a private detective to do it. I'm a hundred percent safe doing it in Dave's office, but anywhere else would be a question mark."
"So I'll just come to my good old frat brother's office and we can do it there."
"No Brian, no! And I mean it. I'm not taking any more chances and when I hang up I'm telling Dave that if he lets you come over I'll cut him off cold. It was fun, I loved it, but it is over!"
Well, that was true, but only up to a point. At every one of Tim's company Christmas parties over the next fifteen years Brian managed to get her into an office and screw her. On those nights it didn't much matter because Tim go so blitzed he wouldn't have known loose from tight even if she would have given him sloppy seconds, which of course she never did.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog
It was their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary and they were lounging by the pool at a resort hotel. She was working the New York Times crossword puzzle and he was lying on a blanket looking at her.
"Sarah, can I ask you something?"
"Of course you can love" as she tried to come up with a word for five down.
"Have you ever been unfaithful to me?"
Without looking up from her puzzle she said, "Yes dear."
"You have?"
"That's what I just said. What's a nine letter word for fatigue starting with T?"
"Tiredness. I'm not kidding Sarah."
"Neither am I my love."
"When?"
She looked up from her puzzle and stared into space as she thought back. "Let's see now. It would have been twenty, no - nineteen years ago."
"You aren't kidding me, are you?"
"No Tim, you asked, I answered."
"Who was it?"
"My boss Dave."
"For how long?"
"Five days."
"Why?"
"Because you pissed me off so bad that I let Dave have me."
"I pissed you off that bad? What the hell did I do?"
"You somehow got it in your head that I was cheating on you so you rented a car and started following me. Did you honestly think you could park down the block and watch the building and not be noticed? You thought that none of my coworkers who had seen you at countless company picnics and Christmas parties would recognize you? I hadn't been at my desk ten minutes before a dozen people wanted to know why you were parked down the street watching the building.
"It didn't take an Einstein to figure it out. I spent the entire day with people looking at me and thinking I was a slut who had been caught onto by her husband. I kept getting up and going to the window and looking out and you would always still be there. By that afternoon I was so pissed at your lack of trust that I decided if you were going to give me the name I would play the game. Dave had been coming onto me since the day I hired in so I went into his office and told him I couldn't fight it anymore, I just had to have him."
"Why only five days?"
"You only followed me for five days. You stopped following me, I stopped screwing Dave. What's a seven letter word for oracle starting with a P?"
"Prophet."
"Why did you start following me?"
"I don't know, I just had a feeling."
"Well I'm glad you had that feeling because I never would have given in to Dave otherwise."
"You were glad you gave into him?"
"You bet. I got something that I always wanted."
"What was that?"
"Anal sex. That was the deal. He could have my ass, but that was all. Mouth and pussy were yours exclusively even if you didn't trust me. I felt I could give him my pooper since you didn't want it anyway."
"Just the five days and that was the end of it?"
"Yes dear" she lied remembering all those days bent over Dave's desk while he plowed her ass; right up to and including the day before they left for this trip.
"And that was the only time?"
"Yes baby, now be a sweetie and put some more lotion on my shoulders."
"Yes dear."
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It is one of the facts of my life that for every good thing I do I also do something bad. I don't know why this is, but it seems to be a part of my karma - something to keep everything in balance. A case in point is what I did for Jimmy Olsen and what I did to my mother-in-law.
Jimmy was one of my prize students. He was All State as a quarterback and a short stop. He was National Honor Society academically and he was one of the most popular boys in school. He had the rugged good looks that had all the girls wanting to go steady with him and he was smart enough, at least in my estimation, to give all of them a chance. The last thing that Jimmy needed was to get emotionally involved at this early stage in his life. I'd seen more than one lad with a brilliant future ahead of him end up pumping gas after hooking up with some empty headed bimbo with big boobs.
We had been having some drug problems at our school and one-day word came down from on high that we were to pull a surprise locker inspection. The word spread through the school like wild fire. In theory, the teachers were supposed to be already in place watching the banks of lockers to see that students didn't get to the lockers and remove anything, but the assistant principle grabbed me on my way up the stairs and gave me a list of kids that he suspected of drug use and told me to be extra vigilant when searching their lockers. As a result of his stopping me I was a little late getting to my post on the third floor. I got to the top of the stairwell just in time to see Jimmy take something from his locker and put it in his pocket. He started to turn and go but I hollered at him to hold up. He turned and saw me and I saw his face change - he was scared! I walked up to him:
"What did you put in your pocket Jimmy."
He said "Nothing. I was just putting some books in my locker."
"Don't lie to me Jimmy. I saw you take something out of the locker and put it in your pocket. Give it to me."
He hesitated, but then he took his hand out of his pocket and handed me a glass n bottle with an eyedropper in it. As soon as I saw the eyedropper I knew what it was - date rape drug. The fact that it wasn't weed, crack cocaine or heroin wouldn't have mattered as far as the administration was concerned. Jimmy would be suspended and that would cost him his full ride scholarship at State so I put the bottle in my pocket and said:
"Get out of here and keep your mouth shut."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'll never know why I didn't take that bottle and pour it down the drain. I walked around with it in my pocket until the end of the day and then I tossed it into my briefcase. It rolled around in the briefcase for a week or so before I took it out of the case and dropped it in the center desk drawer of my desk at home. It sat there almost three months until I suddenly understood why I had kept it. I had done a good deed in helping Jimmy out and now I needed a bad deed to balance things. Not that I actually thought like that, it was just the way my life seemed to go.
My mother-in-law hates me. This is not paranoia on my part, she does actually have an intense dislike for me. The woman did everything in her power to keep Debbie from marrying me. She even lied to Debbie and told her that she had been driving past the Motel 6 and she had seen me going into a room with a prostitute. Fortunately on the day in question (and the two days before and after) I happened to be nine hundred miles away at a seminar and I had all the receipts to prove it. I got along great with Debbie's dad, but you could feel the chill in the room when Debbie's mom and I were in a room together. Debbie's mom constantly makes snide remarks when I'm around and she criticizes every thing that I do. I do my best to grin and bear it just so I can stay on the good side of her father when what I really want to do is strangle the bitch with my bare hands.
For the past seven years I have been playing poker every Thursday night with a bunch of guys I went to college with. The games rotated between the seven of us and on this particular Thursday night it was my turn to be the host. I got home from school that night to find that we were blessed with the presence of my mother-in-law. Debbie gave me the bad news.
"Daddy had to take a two day business trip to Denver and you know how much she hates to be alone. I told her she could stay here with us, you don't mind do you?"
What was I going to say? "Yes I mind. Get the stupid bitch out of here?"
I said, "No dear, it is quite all right, but don't forget, the card game is here tonight and you know how she gets when she is around me. Try and keep her out of the way so the rest of the guys won't be exposed to her tongue."
Naturally Debbie wasn't able to keep her mother out of the way and the fact that there were six guys there that she didn't know did nothing to slow down the flow of her caustic comments. Debbie hadn't been feeling well for a couple of days and she went to bed early. We weren't halfway through the game before Bill said:
"Just what the hell is her fucking problem?"
I told him that she just didn't like me. Jack said, "What the bitch needs is a hard cock shoved up her ass."
"I wouldn't fuck her with your dick" I said.
"Oh I don't know about that," said Greg. "She's got a decent looking ass and that is a pretty good rack she's sporting."
Then Hal said that he thought Bea was kind of sexy, in an older woman way and Mike chimed in with "I'd fuck her."
Chuck laughed and said, "Think you could get her to pull a train for us?"
The words were no sooner out of Chuck's mouth and I knew what I was going to do. I smiled at the guys and said, "I think that I can get her to do just that."
I'd put up with Bea's shit for years and I was going to get back at her. I told the guys that I was sitting out the next hand and then I went to my den and got the bottle of date rape drug out of the desk drawer. I went back to the table and said; "If you guys want her to pull a train I can make it happen, but if I make it happen I get to videotape it, okay?"
The guys looked at each other and then said okay.
"It may take a half hour or so, but I promise you she will pull a train."
Bea was sitting in the living room watching TV and drinking a beer and as I played my cards I kept an eye on her. When she got up to go to the bathroom I got up and raced into the living room. I took Jimmy's bottle out of my pocket and put a couple of drops in her beer. If a couple of drops didn't do it I would put more in the next time she got up. I figured that it had to be drops or why the eyedropper? Maybe I should have questioned Jimmy about it, but it was too late now. I was playing the next hand when she came back and I watched her take a long pull on the beer when she sat down.
It was about fifteen minutes before I saw her head sag, but I waited another five minutes before I got up to check on her. Her eyes were open and they followed me as I walked up to her. I stuck my hand inside her blouse and squeezed a tit and she giggled, but made no move to stop me. I unzipped my pants and took out my cock and stuck it in her mouth and I felt her tongue move on it, but other that that she just looked up at me as I fucked her mouth. I felt myself getting ready to cum and I grabbed her head with both hands and held her as I let loose my load. I held her head until my dick went soft and then I undressed her.
I went back to the table and told the guys that she was ready for them. I told them what I had done to her beer and that she might not be too active for the first half hour or so, but then she would start to come out of it and start participating. I didn't know if that was true or not. All I wanted was to get some footage of my friends fucking Bea.
I was pleasantly surprised when after about fifteen minutes Bea began to respond. At first it was only her pushing up at the guy fucking her, but then her legs came up and wrapped around Mike. When it was Hal's turn she locked her legs around him and grabbed his ass cheeks with both hands. By the time Bill was in her for the second time she was begging for the guys to fuck her harder. Each of the guys fucked her twice before I started getting creative. I had Bill put his cock in her mouth while Hal fucked her, then I had the guys get her on her knees and I had Mike fuck her from behind while Chuck and Jack both tried to shove their cocks in her mouth at the same time.
While I was watching the action through the viewfinder I thought back to what Jack had said that got this ball rolling, "What the bitch needs is a hard cock shoved up her ass." The more I thought about it the more I liked the idea. I put the camera down and stripped and when Mike finished fucking her I moved in behind Bea and slid my cock into her cum filled snatch and got my first feel of sloppy seconds. I was surprised at how good it felt. For a moment I thought that I could learn to like it, but then I remembered what I intended to do. I pushed into her a couple of more times to get some lube on my cock and then I pulled out of her pussy and lined myself up with her asshole. I told Jack to take his cock out of her mouth and then I pushed. Bea's head jerked up and she gave a loud scream and then Jack grabbed her head and forced his cock down her throat to keep her quiet. Bea moaned and groaned and tried to get away from me, but I held onto her hips and fucked her ass as hard as I could. It took me almost five minutes to cum and by the time that I did Bea was pushing back at me.
The gangbang went on for another hour and a half and by the time it was over the drug had worn off, but Bea was still begging for more cock. The guys finally couldn't get it up any more and they straggled out of the house leaving Bea lying on the living room floor and moaning, "Fuck me, please somebody fuck me."
I stood over her and said, "Anybody? Even your detestable son-in-law?"
"Yes, oh yes, please fuck me honey, please fuck me."
"You're sure? You want your worthless, no account, poor excuse for a son-in-law to fuck you?"
She got up on her knees and reached for me. I stepped back and laughed at her and went up to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning at the breakfast table Bea wouldn't meet my eyes. She had the same disdainful look on her face though and I thought to myself you think you dislike me now you old whore, but wait and see what I have in store for you the next time we are alone. That time came sooner than I thought. When I got home from school that night Debbie had gone shopping and Bea was in the living room watching TV. I went and got the tape I had made the night before and I walked into the living room and shoved into the VCR. Bea started to bitch at me for interrupting her program, but she shut up as soon as the picture came up on the TV screen. She was being fucked by Mike and had her head bobbing up and down on Hal's cock.
"I've never since I've known you done anything to give you a reason to feel about me the way that you do. I've put up with your rotten attitude all these years for Debbie's sake, but I have finally decided that if I have to put up with it I might as well deserve it. Here's the deal. Everyone you know is going to get a copy of this tape unless you do exactly what I tell you. What you are going to do is every time I tell you to do it you are going to lift your skirt, take off your panties and bend over and wait for me to fuck you. I don't care if it's at a wedding, a funeral, a birthday party, in your own home or at the supermarket. When I say "do it" you will lift up your skirt and give me access. Do you understand?"
"You wouldn't dare!"
"Oh yes I would Bea, you can bet on it. Now do it."
She looked at me and I could see that she wanted to tell me to fuck off, but then she leaned back in the chair, lifted her hips and took off her panties. Then she spread her legs and waited.
"On your knees Bea. I'm going to take you in the ass. She looked up at me and I thought I saw a hint of a smile and she turned over and got up on her knees. As I pushed into her she gave a little grunt and then she said, "Are you going to make me fuck your friends again too?"
"You old slut. You liked it!"
"We can talk about it later, but for now just fuck me."
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It was my fault and I admit it. I accept the blame. I take responsibility for my actions. I own up to being the cause, the driving force behind it all. It was my idea, I pursued it, I encouraged it, and the blame is mine. None of that makes it any easier to wake up in the morning and find myself alone in bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started with an overheard conversation in the lunchroom at work. Frank and Ernie were sitting at the table next to mine and they were talking about two of our co-workers, Bill and Steve. Ernie is a little hard of hearing so Frank was trying to speak loud enough for Ernie to hear him while at the same time trying not to talk so loud that everyone else could hear what he was saying. As a result I was hearing what they were talking about.
"She actually fucked him with Steve sitting there watching?"
"That's what Bill said."
"Do you believe him?"
"Why not? He isn't the first one it has happened to. George in Purchasing and Mike and Sam in Accounting have done her. Apparently Steve gets his jollies watching other men fuck her and then he goes down on her when they are done."
"He eats her cunt with another man's cum in her?"
"That's the story I get."
"Ooh, gross!"
"I don't know about that. Have you seen his wife? I've heard guys say they would eat a mile of her shit just to be able to kiss where it came from."
"No, I've never seen her, but it wouldn't matter how good looking she was I couldn't suck on her cunt with another guys junk in her."
Well I knew Steve's wife and I could honestly say that as much as I love my wife I would have to seriously consider Marsha's cum filled pussy if it would lead to my being able to fuck her. For the rest of the day as I did my job I wondered how Steve went about selecting lovers for Marsha. Or did Marsha choose and send Steve out to fetch? Whatever the selection process it was obvious that I wasn't anywhere on the list. I had known them both for several years and they had socialized with me and my wife Penny. We have had dinner at their place and they have attended barbecues at our house and I'd never known or even had a hint that they had a kinky side. But this isn't about Steve, Marsha and me; it is about Penny and me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was still thinking about Steve watching Marsha fuck other men when I started home that night and about halfway home a stray thought entered my head. I wondered how a man could watch his wife, just sit there and pay rapt attention, as another man drove his cock into her and made her squeal and moan and I knew one think for sure - I couldn't do it! At least that is what I told myself, but for the next couple of weeks it seemed to be all I could think of.
In my mind I pictured Marsha on a bed getting plowed by me while Steve sat next to the bed and smiled as Marsha screamed out in pleasure. I saw me standing off to the side watching Steve suck my cum out of his wife while my dick grew hard and then I fucked her again. I was not even aware of when the change occurred, but one day I woke up to the fact that the picture in my mind was of Penny on the bed and me on the chair and that I had an aching hard on. From that point on I spent a lot of time wondering if I could actually watch someone else fuck my wife and if it would be a turn on. Not that I would ever know because there just wasn't anyway on God's Green Earth that Penny or I would ever do anything like that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next month or so the thoughts faded and only occasionally resurfaced and then usually because of some interaction or other with Steve at work. In time the thoughts might have completely gone away, but then something happened and they came back in full force. I came home from work one Friday night to find Penny out on the patio scrubbing bird shit off of the patio furniture. I walked up behind her, kissed her on the back of the neck and asked, "Are we eating outside tonight?"
"No sweetie, but we are having company over for a barbecue tomorrow."
"Who and when? You know I have a golf date in the morning."
"I know sweetie, but you should be home by two and I scheduled it for four in the afternoon. I ran into Marsha at Target this afternoon and I invited her and Steve over. I knew you wouldn't mind."
I didn't mind, but the thought of spending an afternoon in Marsha's company started up my thoughts of watching my wife with another man all over again. The day was perfect for a barbecue and everyone was dressed outdoor casual, that is to say shorts, T-shirts, tank tops and sandals. Marsha was a hard on generator as usual, and as we socialized I had occasion to wonder what was wrong with me that I wasn't on her list or Steve's. I was better looking than Bill and in much better physical shape than George, Sam or Mike. Maybe I needed to try a new mouthwash or deodorant.
Later that evening after Marsha and Steve had gone and after Penny and I had cleaned up the backyard we were sitting on the patio and sipping Sangria. "Can I ask you something?" Penny asked.
"Sure. You have always been able to so why are you asking?"
"Just something that I noticed this afternoon that made me curious."
"About what?"
"About the way you spent the afternoon looking at Marsha. You haven't looked at me like that lately. Am I losing my looks?"
"It wasn't that kind of look."
"Then what kind was it?"
"I don't know. Maybe some kind of fascinated curiosity. She just looks so much like a wholesome soccer mom."
"And she isn't?"
"I guess it would depend on your definition of wholesome."
"Now that is a curious statement. Would you care to explain?"
I'd had just enough to drink to be talkative and I told Penny about what I had found out about Steve and Marsha. She listened to what I had to say and then she was silent for a couple of minutes while we sipped our Sangria and looked up at the stars. And then out of nowhere Penny asked:
"Could you do something like that?"
"Of course not, could you?"
"Probably."
Of all the answers I expected that one was not even in the top one hundred. I had expected a "Don't be silly" or maybe a "Good grief no" or possibly even a "How could you even ask me a question like that?" But "Probably?" It stunned me into silence. After several long moments Penny asked:
"Why are you looking at me like that?"
"I wasn't expecting that answer."
"Have I upset you?"
"You certainly surprised me. You could really do that? Fuck another man while I watched?"
"No sweetie, that isn't what I said. What I said I could probably do was screw while being watched. No, that's not being honest. I could fuck a guy while I was being watched, in fact I have done it."
My jaw tightened and my face began to cloud over and Penny saw it.
"Whoa there sweetie, I've been one hundred percent faithful to you since saying my wedding vows so don't go getting weird on me now."
I didn't say anything, just stared at her. She became uncomfortable and then she went on:
"Look sweetie, you know I wasn't a virgin when I met you and before I met you I did some pretty wild and crazy things. One time I was in my boyfriends apartment and we were getting it on in the living room on the couch when his two roommates came home a couple of hours earlier than expected and walked in on us. I tried to get up but Don held me down and kept screwing me. His roommates didn't leave, they sat down and watched. It didn't take me long to get into it because them sitting there watching was a fabulous turn on. It was such a turn on that we did it a couple of more times over the next couple of weeks."
"They just sat there and watched?"
"And took out their cocks and played with themselves. Of course they wanted to be next after Don, but I wasn't having any of that. One of them did ask if he could eat my pussy and I did let him do that. God, but was that such a fucking turn on having him eat me after Don had cum in me."
She sat her empty glass down and got up, "Come on sweetie, suddenly I'm in the mood to do some major bed spring rattling."
The first time went quick, way too quick and Penny told me not to sweat it, that she could get me back up in a hurry. She got out of bed and pulled a chair over next to the bed and then got back in bed and took my cock in her hands. She started fondling my dick as she tongued my ear and whispered:
"Pretend I'm Marsha and that Steve is sitting in that chair watching you fuck his wife." She squeezed my cock and stroked it and whispered, "Or maybe you would rather imagine you sitting in that chair watching me fuck Don while you waited to eat my cum filled pussy."
A sudden image of Penny on a couch being fucked by her boyfriend while two guys sat and jacked themselves off while watching flashed through my mind and my cock twitched.
"Oh baby," Penny whispered, "You nasty boy you. You want to see another man slide his hard cock in me. Is that it baby? You want to see Penny with her legs spread wide while another man slams his hard pole into my pussy?"
My cock went from limp and twitching to rock hard in seconds.
"Oh yes," Penny crooned in my ear, "My baby wants to watch while another man makes me beg and scream and pumps his hot juice into my pussy. Who baby, who do you want to watch fuck me? Who baby, whose cock do you want to see me suck to get him iron bar hard. Who is it that you want to watch lift my legs up onto his shoulders so he can push his cock deep into me. Who baby, who?"
"You bitch!" I groaned as I pushed her down on her back and slammed my cock into her. Penny moaned, "Yes, yes baby, yes, yes, yes" as I pounded away. Her nails were digging into my back and she was pushing herself up at me as I drove down and all the time she was going, "Yes, yes, yes" and then she screamed as she had an orgasm and her feet were beating on the back of my legs. I felt her cunt clutching at my cock and I went into a fucking frenzy as I tried to get my nuts off.
"Oh God yes!" Penny cried, "Cum in me lover, cum in me. Let my husband see you cum in me. Let him see your sauce dripping from my pussy" and I blew. I had the most intense cum of my life to that point and then I pulled out of Penny's hot cunt and fell onto the bed next to her.
After a couple of minutes of heavy breathing Penny kissed me passionately and then in a husky voice she said, "Now that my lover is gone you have to do your part hubby dear" and she put a hand on my head and pushed me. It was obvious what she wanted, but it was also something that I had never done before. I'd eaten Penny's pussy, I'd eaten it a lot, but never with cum in it. I hesitated, not wanting to ruin the night by rushing to the bathroom and barfing. Penny pushed and moaned, "Come on baby, I want it. Take care of me baby, be like Steve. Pretend you're Steve and I'm Marsha baby. Do it for me" and I quit fighting it and did it.
To be continued.
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It was a stupid thing for me to do and I knew better, but I let it happen anyway. The problem is that I loved it and I want to do it again, but I don't dare. The consequences of getting caught would destroy my marriage, ruin my family and stamp a brand on my forehead for all to see.
I am a forty-three year old wife and mother. My husband Joel and I have three great children; eighteen year old Mike, sixteen year old Cassandra and fourteen year old Donna. My husband is an electrical engineer and he makes very good money and that allows me to be a stay at home mom. Being a stay at home mom can be a very stressful thing what with trying to keep up with three teenagers, a husband and a four bedroom house.
About ten years into our marriage I almost had a nervous breakdown. Joel was in a race for a promotion at work and was putting in long, hard hours on the job leaving me at home having to cope with three growing kids and it almost overwhelmed me. It peaked one night when Joel came home and made some pissy comment about something I don't even remember now. I ran crying from the room, locked myself in the bathroom and refused to come out for hours.
The outcome from that outburst was that regardless of how heavy his work schedule Joel would be home by five every Wednesday allowing me to get out of the house and away from the pressures for an evening. As the kids got older I passed some of the household duties off to them; things like making them responsible for their own rooms, taking turns doing the dishes and helping to prepare meals. The pressures went way down, but I still kept my night out.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My best friend is my next door neighbor Caroline. Caroline and her husband have one child; eighteen-year-old Jeff, and he and my son Mike have been inseparable best friends for the fourteen years they have lived next door to each other. Caroline's husband Mark has a nine to five job and he is usually around to help out. With only one teenager to cope with she has never even come close to the total collapse that I almost experienced, but when I started on my night out program Caroline decided that she needed to appoint herself my "guardian" on those nights and she started to go out with me.
My husband wasn't all that keen on the idea because he thought Caroline was just a little too wild. He said he had heard rumors that she ran around on Joel and he was afraid she would be a bad influence on me. We got into a big argument over that when I got my back up at what I considered his lack of trust in me.
"So, just because you think she does that means I will too if we are together? You think she has something that is contagious, that will cause me to spread my legs for anyone I meet when I'm out with her? You have that much faith in me?"
He grumbled, but he backed away from the subject.
He was right about Caroline; she did run around on Mark and every morning over coffee I got the latest update on her love life. And she did try and get me to go out and play with her, but I loved Joel and had no interest in other men.
On our nights out we usually went for a bite to eat and then caught a movie or went to a play put on by the Community Theatre Group. Maybe once every four or five weeks or so we might go to a lounge for drinks and end up having men buy us drinks and dance with us. I did get hit on and occasionally felt up, but I never let it go anywhere. On those nights Caroline would sometimes disappear for a half hour or so and on the ride home I would be treated to a blow by blow description of what her latest lover had been like on the back seat.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The night it happened started at two in the afternoon. It was a gorgeous summer day and I was lying on the patio in a bikini working on a tan when Caroline came over with a pitcher of margaritas. We lounged in the sun and then drank until around four and then went into the kitchen and made another pitcher of margaritas and then sat at the kitchen table and talked. Mostly I listened as Caroline told me about the two guys she had gone to a motel with and described in detail what they had done. Her stories always made me horny and usually Joel got the benefit of that horniness, but it was a Wednesday and he wouldn't be up when I got home that night.
Around four-thirty I changed the subject of the conversation to what we were going to do that night. Caroline didn't know what she wanted to do so she asked me and I said:
"I want to go to a drive-in movie."
I have no idea where that came from. I hadn't been to a drive-in movie in over ten years and I couldn't even remember the last time I'd thought about going to one, but that's what popped out of my mouth.
"Why not, it might be fun." Caroline said and she went home to change.
We were getting ready to leave when Mike and Jeff came in and saw us getting ready.
"Where are you two off to tonight?"
"To the drive in movies" I said.
"I've never been to a drive in movie, what's it like?" Jeff asked.
Mike laughed and said, "For guys like us it's a passion pit dude."
I looked at Jeff. "Really? You have never been to a drive in?"
"No, not ever."
"Well go jump in the car young man and we will treat you to your first time."
"Cool" Mike said as he and Jeff headed for the car.
Jeff and Caroline got in the back and Mike joined me up front. As we drove to the drive in we talked about what the boys were doing with their summer vacation and what they thought they would be doing when they headed off to college in the fall. About a half-mile from the drive in Mike said:
"Mom, can I ask you to do me a favor?"
"Of course sweetie. What do you want?"
"Could we stop so I can trade places with Jeff? I don't mean to be insulting to you, but it would sure make me seem like a lame-o to be seen sitting in a car at the drive in with my mother."
I laughed and pulled over to the side of the road. "I am insulted. Usually I have to fight men off with a stick and here you are trying to put distance between us."
"Come on mom, I didn't mean it that way."
"I know sweetie. Believe it or not I was young once and I know what you mean."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We got to the drive in, parked and then headed for the refreshment stand where we stocked up on popcorn, Cokes and some candy. We settled in to watch the movie and maybe twenty minutes had gone by when I noticed that Jeff was not paying all that much attention to the movie. He kept turning and looking into the back seat. I turned and looked to see what the attraction was and almost choked on my popcorn.
Caroline had her arms around Mike and was busy swapping tongues with him. Mike had his hand inside Caroline's blouse and he was fondling her breasts and Caroline's hand was tugging at his zipper. I was just a little shocked and stunned to see my son and my best friend getting sexual with each other. I sat there in rapt fascination and watched as Caroline worked Mike's cock out of his pants and started stroking it.
I was so caught up in watching what was going on in back that I didn't notice when Jeff reached over and touched my boobs or when he ran his hand up underneath my sweater. It was his fumbling with the snaps of my bra that brought me out of the trance I seemed to be in. There is no legitimate excuse for what happened next. I was a married woman - an adult - and I should have know better, but when I turned to tell Jeff to stop what he was doing something inside me clicked on.
I don't know if it was the afternoons margaritas combined with the horniness that Caroline's story of her threesome had started in me or whether it was the hunger in Jeff's eyes combined with the sounds coming from the back seat or a combination of all of it. All I know is that instead of pushing Jeff away I took his head in both hands and pulled him to me and kissed him. Jeff thrust his tongue in my mouth and I moved mine over his and then Jeff and I did some serious necking for about five minutes. I was vaguely aware of sounds from the back seat and I heard Caroline whisper something and then moan.
I broke the kiss and glanced in the back seat and saw Mike between Caroline's legs and pushing his cock into her. She moaned again and while I was watching my son's ass rise and fall as he fucked Caroline Jeff had unzipped his trousers and had taken out his cock and put my hand on it. I absent mindedly stroked it while watching Caroline give herself to my baby boy.
I allowed Jeff to pull me around until I was on his lap, legs straddling him as I watched the action in the back. He pushed up my sweater, unhooked my bra and when his mouth latched onto my left breast I again came out of whatever trance like state I was in and decided it was time to shut things off before I really did something stupid.
I hadn't been paying a whole lot of attention to what Jeff had been doing with his hands while I watched Caroline and my boy, but I found out real quick. He had worked the gusset of my panties to the side and just as I went to move myself away from him he hunched up at me and his cock pushed past the lips of my pussy.
Have I mentioned that I had been horny since four o'clock that afternoon? When Jeff's cock lanced into me I instinctively raised up to get off of it, but Jeff had his hands on my waist and he pulled me back down which sent his cock full into me. In the process of driving up into me he hit my 'G' spot and after that all thoughts of not letting something stupid happen were gone as I started working myself up and down on Jeff's hard cock. Within no time I was slamming myself down on Jeff in a frantic attempt to reach a climax.
I was looking over Jeff's shoulder into the back when Mike turned to look at me and as Caroline cried out, "Oh god, oh yes, fuck me baby, fuck me hard" the utter depravity of it hit me. I was fucking my son's best friend while he watched and he was fucking my best fried as I watched. Two middle aged married women in a car at a drive in movie being fucked silly by a couple of teenaged boys. It was wicked, it was depraved, it was sexually exciting and then Mike smiled at me and I lost it. I had the biggest orgasm of my life.
As the orgasm tapered off I realized that Jeff was still pushing into me trying to reach his own climax. My car has a split bench seat and the passenger side reclines so I quickly raised up off Jeff, reached for the recline mechanism and laid the seat down as far as it would go. I laid down on the seat and pulled Jeff on top of me and as he drove his cock back into me I moaned out:
"Oh yeah baby, push it in. Cum for me baby, cum for me."
My hands gripped his ass and my nails bit into him as I tried to pull him deep inside and I heard Mike say:
"That's it mom, fuck his eyes out."
"I'm trying baby, I'm trying. Are you watching me baby? Are you watching your mom be a slut for Jeff? You like seeing your mommy fucked?"
I didn't even realize I was talking like that at the time; I was totally lost in lust at that moment, but Mike kept talking and I kept answering him.
"Yeah mom, I like it. Fuck him mom, fuck him. Be good pussy for Jeff mom, fuck his eyes out."
"Watch me baby, watch me make him cum. Your mommy is Jeff's slut baby; you like having a slut for a mommy? You going to get all your friends to fuck me? Going to bring them to the house and let them fuck me while you watch? Watch Jeff fuck me baby, watch him cum in me."
I have no idea in the world where all that was coming from. I didn't think like that, I didn't talk like that, but it just spewed out of my mouth. Jeff, inflamed by the talk, was slamming his cock into me and I was moaning:
"Give it to me baby, give it to me."
Caroline was crying, "Fuck me honey, fuck me hard, make me cum baby, make me cum."
The car was filled with moans and groans, grunts and cries as the four of us kept fucking away. I heard Caroline scream out as she came and Mike groan, "Oh yeah, oh yeah" as he came in Caroline's pussy. I heard her moan, "More Mikey, I want more" and I saw them disentangle and Caroline turn and go down on him. "Hurry baby, get it up, get it up for me."
Jeff was still hitting me hard and I couldn't believe that he hadn't cum yet.
"Cum on baby, give it to me" I crooned in his ear, "Cum for me baby, make me cum and cum for me. Harder baby, fuck me harder, make me cum, cum baby, cum."
Jeff was pounding me hard and fast. He moaned, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm gonna cum" and all of a sudden I switched gears. His hard pounding was bringing on another orgasm in me and I switched from begging him to cum to pleading with him not too.
"Not yet, not yet baby, I'm almost there, stay with me baby, get me over."
Even as I was saying the words I felt my pussy flood with the warmth of his discharge and I cried, "No, please wait, I'm almost there, don't leave me, don't leave me."
I heard Caroline say something as I franticly worked on myself with my fingers. I was vaguely aware of car doors opening and closing and then my hand was pushed aside and a hard cock entered me and started pounding into me.
"Oh thank you, thank you baby," I cried and I grabbed his ass with my hands and locked my legs around him. Just an instant before my orgasm hit the words I'd heard Caroline say registered on me.
"Help her out honey, help your mom out."
My eyes shot open and I saw the face of my son looking down at me and before I could scream out, "Oh no, you can't, you can't" my orgasm took hold and racked my body and I screamed out in pleasure. Mike, with his fresh hard on jack hammered himself into my pussy and as my orgasm started to taper off I heard him say:
"Fuck me mom, fuck me good. Fuck me as good as you did Jeffie."
I was crying, "No, you can't, we can't, this is wrong" but my legs were wrapped around him and my nails were digging in his ass as I pulled him to me and he couldn't have gotten up if he had tried. I was moaning, "No, you can't" and screaming "Fuck me, fuck me" and Caroline was laughing as she said:
"You slut you. First time being bad and you are doing it up right. As big a slut as I am I can't top this. You go girl. Fuck him, fuck him blind."
Mike's hard pounding had me ready to explode again and I screamed as I came and Caroline laughed and said:
"We need to get her out of here before she has everybody down here looking in the windows. Put your cock in her mouth Jeffie, see if that will cut down the noise a little."
Because of the reclining seat Jeff was able to lean over me and put his cock in my mouth and I saw him and Mike 'high five.' Caroline got out of the back and got behind the wheel. As she started the car Jeff asked where we were going.
"Going to take her to a motel. Give you boys a little more room to do her up right."
"Do her up right?"
"Yeah honey. This is her first time cheating on Joel and she may never do it again so I'm going to make sure she gets the full experience."
"What's the full experience?"
"You'll see when we get to the motel. Just keep her going. When Mike cums change places with him right away. We need to keep her from coming down and trying to act sensible. You don't mind fucking your mom do you Mike?"
"Hell no. I just wish I'd started sooner."
"Just you and Jeff keep her cumming and maybe we can make this into a steady thing."
I barely remember the ride to the motel. I was looking up at Mike and I saw the streetlights flashing by and I know I had at least two orgasms before Mike gasped:
"Get ready Jeffie, I'm gonna shoot" and Caroline pulled to the curb just as Mike released in me. Mike was pulling out as the door opened and he was half out the door and Jeff was half in and I was trying to raise up from the seat when Caroline reached over and grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled me back. Then Jeff was between my legs and sliding his hard cock in me. I started getting noisy again and Caroline said:
"You know what to do Mike" and Mike moved so he could put his cock in my mouth.
We reached the motel and Caroline hurried in and got a room while Jeff kept fucking me hard and Mike sucked on my tits. To keep me quiet Caroline had taken her panties and stuffed them in my mouth. I was thrashing underneath Jeff and pushing my pussy up at him as hard as I could trying to get him deeper into me. Caroline pulled up in front of the unit she had rented and Mike and Jeff half carried and half dragged me into the room.
I was a little weak in the knees as we entered the room, but without a cock pounding into me and keeping me on the edge of orgasms I was regaining some of my mental capacity and I said:
"That's enough guys. This has gone far enough. In fact, it has gone too far and we need to go home."
While I was saying that Caroline was telling the boys to strip me and put me on the bed. No one listened to a word I said and even though I struggled and tried to push the boys away my strength was no match for theirs and I found myself on the motel bed on my knees and Jeff mounting me from the rear. In hardly anytime at all I was pushing my ass back at Jeff and begging him to fuck me harder.
Mike slid across the bed so that his hard cock was just under my face and he took hold of the back of my head and pulled it down and his cock slid into my mouth. The boys worked me at both ends and if I didn't have a cock in my mouth they would have heard me begging Jeff to make me cum. Caroline left the room and came back a few minutes later and I heard her tell the boys:
"Keep her going guys. We still have a couple of more things to do yet."
She had a tube of something in her hand and she squirted some of what was in it on my butt. It was cold and I flinched. Caroline laughed and said:
"You are going to thank me for this baby. I promise you that you will remember this night for a long, long time."
She started working a finger in my butt hole and I went to lift my mouth off Mike's cock so I could protest, but Mike's hands on the back of my head held me in place while he fucked my face. Jeff was banging hard and I had another orgasm and by the time it was over Caroline had three fingers working in my butt and I was beginning to like the feeling.
Jef mumbled that he was going to come and Caroline told Mike to get ready to take his place. I felt the hot splash inside my pussy when Jeff let go and then he quickly got out of the way so my son could mount me and drive his hard spike into me. Jeff slid into the space that Mike had occupied and pulled my mouth down on his cock.
I had no idea of what time it was, but I felt like I'd had a cock in my pussy for hours. Caroline waited until my mouth had Jeff hard again and then the three of them pushed and prodded my body until Jeff was lying under me and I was impaled on his cock. He started fucking up into me and in less than thirty seconds I was lifting and lowering myself on him. Caroline put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down until my tits were pressing against Jeff's chest and Caroline told him to hold me. Jeff's arms went around me and he held me as we fucked each other and I heard Caroline say:
"Okay Mike. Put it in."
Put it in? Jeff was already in me. And then I felt it. Mike's cock poked at my asshole and I screamed "NO!" and tried to get up, but Jeff was holding on tight. Pain lanced through me as my son fed his cock into my ass and then while I whined and cried the two of them worked at it until they had a rhythm going and the pain began to fade and was replaced by a pleasure stronger than any I had ever felt before.
The two boys banged into me and I had several orgasms, one right after another, so close that they almost seemed continuous. I was in the middle of an orgasm and was screaming out in pleasure when hands took hold of my head and a cock filled my mouth. I looked up and saw a man I'd never seen before smiling down at me.



"Harry is my current lover" Caroline said, "I invited him to join us to see to it that you got the full experience tonight. Your first infidelity, your first incestuous relationship, your first three some, your first foursome and Tony, another one of my lovers should be here in a minute or so to see that you get your first gang bang. No need to thank me now sweetie, you can do that later."
Jeff was the first one to cum and he got out from under me and Harry worked his way under me and into me and Jeff pushed his cock into my mouth. Mike was the next to let go and he pulled out of my ass and another cock (I guessed Tony had arrived) slid into my ass and after that cocks just moved from hole to hole as they took turns fucking me. I had cum so many times that I was getting weak and I was being bounced around like a rag doll.
At some point Caroline had undressed and laid down beside me on the bed and called to Jeff:
"Come on sweetie. We've never done this before and I never intended to ever do it, but I can't let her out slut me" and I watched as Jeff fucked his mother for the first time. When he finished the guys took turns on each of us until Caroline finally called a halt to things.
"We need to end this guys. I have to get her cleaned up and home to her husband."
Tony pulled out of my mouth, Mike put on a burst of speed and came in my ass for third or fourth time and then Mike and Jeff lifted me up off of Harry. For the first time in what felt like hours I did not have a cock in one of my holes. Once off of Harry the boys let loose of me and I collapsed onto the bed and I would have fallen asleep if Caroline hadn't had them pick me up and carry me to the shower. I stood there under the hot spray as Jeff held me up and Mike washed me. I almost came one more time when he went to work on cleaning out my pussy.
Caroline poured a cold Coke in me and got me to where I was reasonably alert and I noticed that from the time we got to the drive in until the time I drank the Coke only four and a half hours had passed. Four and half hours of steady fucking by four cocks that didn't belong to my husband. How in the hell was I ever going to be able to face him? How in the hell would I be able to face Mike and Jeff when tomorrow came around and I climbed out of bed? And after what Caroline had done would I ever be able to trust myself around her again?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was two in the morning when we pulled into my drive. The ride home had been very quiet as the enormity of what I had just done sat heavily on my shoulders and the others had sensed my mood and had kept silent. Caroline turned off the ignition and then told the boys to go on and go to bed and then the two of us sat in the car for another five minutes or so in silence. Then Caroline said:
"Don't you dare go into your house and start feeling guilty for what happened tonight. For one thing you loved every second of it. Okay, so it was wrong, but it is done and over. You can't change anything so just look back on it as a fond memory and get back to your life. Don't avoid Mike. The two of you share a special bond now and all you have to do is be natural around him. His is going to be a lot more touchy feely with you, but you are still the grown up and you can control things. Now go on in and snuggle up next to Joel and get on with your life."
And then she giggled and said, "And if you ever decide to do it again I'll be ready."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was two months ago and while I do want to do it again I am fighting the urge. Every time I'm around Mike and Jeff I see the hunger in their eyes and I recognize it for what it is and I am hoping that even if they see it in my eyes they won't recognize it. Every morning when I have coffee with Caroline she asks:
"Are you ready yet? You want to. We both know you want to. I'm doing my best to keep Mike and Jeff happy, but even as big a slut as I am I'm having a hard time keeping up with two energetic young studs and my other lovers. I need help honey, I need you to come to my rescue. You might be leery of doing it with Mike, but even if you only take care of Jeff and maybe Harry it will help."
I want to. Oh God, but I do so want to. But I don't dare.
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Following that night our sex life went into overdrive. As Penny said to me the morning after I ate her cum filled pussy for the first time:
"I know your buttons now baby and I know just which ones to push and how to push them."
And push them she did. At least once a week Penny would pull me into the bedroom and the chair would all ready be setting beside the bed. She would practically tear my clothes off me while keeping up a running line of dialog:
"Hurry lover, hurry. My husband can't wait to see you shove your big meaty cock into me. He loves to watch other men fuck me, make me scream and then shoot their cum in me. He gets off on watching hard cocks slide into my sexy body. He wants to hear me scream for you to fuck me harder, to beg you to go faster and to shoot your cream deep inside me. Look at him sitting over there in that chair playing with himself while you fuck his woman."
I had no idea what level in my mind that her talking reached, but it never failed to fire me up and keep me hard long after I would have normally faded away. As she urged me on I saw her in my mind as she lay spread out on Don's couch while he fucked her and his roomies watched. I saw her bucking her hips up at the roommate who sucked Don's cum out of her pussy as she screamed out:
"Oh yes, oh God yes, please don't stop, please, please don't stop."
When I was finally exhausted she would put her hand on my head and gently nudge me down to her cunt while crooning:
"Come on baby, taste my lover. Lick up his cream baby; clean your whore wife out. Make me feel good baby, suck up his cream and make me scream. Eat me until I cum baby, eat me until I cum."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I am not a stupid man so I guess I should have seen it coming. One night as I lay there exhausted, looking up at the ceiling and trying hard to catch my breath while Penny worked on my cock in a vain attempt to get it up again she asked:
"Are you ready yet baby?"
"Ready for what?"
"Ready to do it for real. It is what you want baby and you know it. It turns you on so much and you know you want to experience it for real. Come on baby, tell me what you are thinking?"
"Not about doing it for real."
"Are you sure?"
"What is this Penny? Are you trying to tell me that you want another man?"
"Don't be silly baby, you are all the man I need. I wouldn't mind doing another guy while you watched, but I'd be doing it for you, not me."
"Bullshit. You all ready told me what a fabulous turn on it was for you when Don's roommates watched."
"It was baby, but I was single then and I could do things like that. I'm married now and I can't. Would it turn me on to do it in front of you? Hell yes, but only if it was what you wanted. I love you baby and I'll do anything for you, but it will have to be something that we do together."
"Well I'm not interested in doing it for real."
"Okay baby, I'm not trying to push you into anything."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That evening's conversation went to work on me. Since finding out about Steve and Marsha and then about Penny, her ex-boyfriend and his roommates I constantly fantasized about seeing Penny with someone else between her legs. It was only a fantasy and that is all it would ever be because my wife couldn't possibly do anything like that, right? Suddenly I have her telling me that it would be no problem for her at all if I wanted her to do it. I thought about it all week and I was still thinking about it when I got home from work Thursday.
After dinner I helped Penny with the dinner dishes and then she said:
"I have something new for you tonight."
"And what would that be?"
"You get to watch me with my lover. He's upstairs waiting for us."
A cold hand clutched my heart and squeezed. Penny saw the change come over me and she took my hand and started leading me to the bedroom:
"It will be okay baby, trust me, you will love this."
In the bedroom the chair was already in position next to the bed and Penny pulled me over to it and pushed me down on it.
"Just sit her baby while I go and get him."
She left the room and I just sat there trying to decide if I should get up and leave or just stand up and be ready to deck the bastard when he walked into the room. I had just decided on the latter when a naked Penny walked back into the room with a brown paper bag in her hand.
"Isn't he sexy looking baby? I picked him up on the other side of town this afternoon."
She reached into the bag and brought out a huge dildo. It had to be all of ten inches long and she said, "Doesn't he have a nice big cock baby? He says he likes fucking a man's wife while the man watches. Think his huge cock will fit inside little Penny? I've never had one this big before baby. Don's was big, but not this big."
She reached in the bag and brought out a bottle of something and then got on the bed and spread her legs. She opened the bottle and squirted some of what was in it on the dildo, put some on her fingers and worked her fingers in and out of her pussy a couple of times.
"Are you ready baby? He's going to fuck me now. Your sweet little innocent wife is going to give your pussy to another man. Watch baby, watch as he puts his big cock in your wife's pussy."
Penny started working the fake cock at her pussy lips and slowly she pushed it inside of her.
"Oh god baby, he feels so good. Can you see his cock disappearing in me baby? Can you see it slide into me inch by inch? Are you happy baby? Are you getting off on watching your sweet, young innocent wife being a slut for a stranger? I don't even know his name baby, but I knew as soon as I saw him that he wanted to fuck me. I asked him if he would and he said yes so I brought him home with me. Are you turned on baby?"
She looked over at the tented trousers that her dialog had given me and giggled.
"Take it out baby. Take your cock out and play with it while this big dicked stranger fucks me and you watch."
I did it. I unzipped, took out my cock and started stroking it while she reamed herself with the dildo.
"He's all the way in baby, your little wife took that monster, all of it, and I've never felt so full baby. He's fucking me baby, he's fucking your wife. So good, so good, oh yes, yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum."
She was really pounding the dildo into herself hard and I could hear the little sounds she makes when she is ready to cum. Her eyes were closed and she moaned, "Don't you cum baby, don't you cum. I want it baby, I want your cum."
I took my hand off my cock and watched as Penny had her orgasm and when she had settled down she reached for the bottle on the bedside stand and squirted some of it into her pussy. She turned to me and spread her legs wide: "Come here baby and see what he left for you. Come here baby and I'll suck your cock while you suck him out of me."
I climbed up on the bed, moved into a sixty-nine position with Penny and felt her hot mouth close on my cock as I buried my face in her cunt. It only took her thirty seconds to get me off and then she fucked my brains out until I couldn't get it up again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The night with the dildo did it. I thought about it all day at work and by the time I got in the car to drive home I wanted to see it for real. Well, I was pretty sure I did, but by the time I walked in the front door I was already having second thoughts. I wanted to do it, but then I didn't. Besides, I didn't know how. The mechanics of it were simple enough, 'put hard dick in pussy and move it back and forth' but how did you go about finding the hard dick and keeping it quiet? How did you keep the people in town from learning your business and then pointing fingers at you and calling you degenerate perverts? I didn't want the guys at work talking about me and Penny the way they talked about Steve and Marsha. Besides talking among themselves who else did they talk to about it and who did those people talk to and so on.
"Not a problem" Penny said. "We can go out to one of those hotels at the airport, take a room, find a business man passing through and invite him to the room. When it's over he flies away and we never see him again."
"You sure that you can do this?"
"I'm more worried about you honey, I've done it before and you haven't. I admit that I've wanted to do it since the night I told you about Don and his roommates. It was such a fantastic turn on for me and I'd like to experience it again, but not - repeat not - if you aren't really sure that you can handle it. I really want to do it baby, but not at the cost of losing you and destroying my marriage. It has to be something that we both want with no reservations. So tell me baby, are you sure?"
"I'm sure I want to, but how can we tell if I can handle it until we actually do it?"
"Easy honey, we do a couple of test runs."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She looked hotter than hell. Low cut blouse with no bra, short skirt with an almost nothing thong beneath it and four inch heels. When I pulled up in front of the airport lounge she leaned over and kissed me.
"Remember baby, anytime you think you can't handle it just get up and leave. That's my signal to break away and follow you."
She got out and went inside while I went and parked the car. I waited for about five minutes and then I followed her in. She was sitting at a table in the back and the waitress was taking her drink order as I took a seat at the bar where I could keep an eye on her. We had picked that particular lounge because they had live music and a dance floor. She was half way through her drink when two men approached her and I assumed that they were asking her to take turns dancing with them. Penny said something and I saw her shake her head no. They talked some more and I saw her agree to something and both men returned to their table, got their drinks and then went back and joined Penny at her table. They settled in and then Penny got up and moved out onto the dance floor with one of the men.
For the next two hours I watched as the two men bought Penny drinks and took turns dancing with her. After the first hour of dancing the men started letting their hands stray. It started with them letting their hands drift from her waist down to her ass and when she didn't protest they pulled her closer so she could feel their hard cocks pressing into her legs and lower belly. Then her tits were felt up from the outside and when that met no resistance a hand worked under her blouse and cupped a breast and she gave a little jerk when a nipple was tweaked.
Next, one of the guys pulled her in close and I saw his hand snake down inside her skirt from the top and a moment later when her legs moved apart I knew that Penny had just given the man access to her cunt. I was beside myself with lust and it was all I could do to keep from getting up and leaving, not because I couldn't handle it, but because I wanted Penny to follow me out so I could fuck her on our back seat.
On the dance floor Penny and the man she was dancing with looked like they were molded together and they swayed to the music as the man finger fucked my wife. I saw her glance over at me, smile and then bury her head in the man's shoulder. The music stopped and the bandleader announced that they were taking a short break and Penny and her partner went back and joined the other man at the table. They sat talking for a minute and then the man who had been finger fucking her looked around, said something and then the three of them got up and moved to a circular booth against the back wall.
They slid into the booth with Penny in the middle and after the waitress brought fresh drinks and moved away I saw each man put a hand under the table. Penny closed her eyes and slid down a little on the seat and while I couldn't see the men's hands I could see Penny's feet and I saw her move them wide apart. I would have bet my next paycheck that both men were playing with her pussy. Penny leaned back her head against the back of the booth and the man on her right kissed her. It was a long kiss and when he broke it and moved his head away the man on the left kissed her. For the next ten minutes the two men finger fucked Penny and took turns kissing her and as I watched Penny's feet moved farther and farther apart and then they left the floor altogether and she had her right leg over the man on her right and her left over the man on her left. She was as wide open for their hands as she could get.
Then I noticed something else. I had been so into watching the kissing and the way her feet were spreading that I hadn't noticed the arm movement - not theirs, hers! Both of Penny's hands were under the table and I could tell from her arm movement that she was jacking both of the men off and I had my first disquieting thought. My wife was behaving like an absolute slut! This was a side of Penny that I had never known existed. Everything she was doing seem to come so natural to her. There was no hesitation, no awkwardness, and not even a minimal protest. I guess that when she said she wanted to do it she really meant it.
My next thought was "What now?" The two men obviously meant to fuck Penny and from everything I'd seen so far she wasn't going to try and stop them. Her head rolled from left to right on the booths back cushion as the two men took turns french kissing her while she jacked them off. I had to break things up and get Penny out of there. I finished the drink I had in front of me, got up and headed for the bathrooms. I moved slow to give Penny a chance to notice me and then when I passed by the booth I gave a slight nod of my head to indicate that I wanted her to follow me.
I went into the men's and used the urinal and then stepped back outside into the hallway. Penny wasn't there so I assumed that she was in the ladies room and I waited for her to come out. After almost five minutes she hadn't come out and no one else had gone in so I opened the door and stuck my head in and called for her. I got no answer so I pushed the door open, looked in and saw that the room was empty. I went back into the lounge and looked around, but Penny and the two men were gone. I spent ten minutes looking for her and didn't find her so I went out and waited in the car. After fifteen minutes with no sign of her I started up the car and drove on home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was eleven when I got home and I sat on the couch in the living room with the lights off and stared at the wall. I thought about what had been happening since I told Penny about Steve and Marsha and the more time I spent thinking about it the clearer it became that Penny had been steering things so that something like that night would happen. She was the one who asked the question, "Could you do something like that?" She was the one who initiated the role-playing and she was the one who asked me if I was ready to try the 'real' thing. "No problem" she said when I wondered how to go about it and she had a plan all ready to give me.
All my thinking just brought up more questions and more things to think about. Did I really know my wife? Obviously not or I would not have been so surprised at the ease with which she became a slut for those two men. Had she been cheating on me all along and saw the Steve and Marsha thing as a way to involve me? If I were involved then I wouldn't start wondering if she were cheating and with me involved she wouldn't have to cheat. Hell, she wouldn't even have to go out looking, I'd bring the men home to her.
One of the last things to cross my mind was that nights "see if you can handle it" test run. Penny picked the place so was the evening pre-planned? Did I know that she didn't already know those two men? Was that why she was so at ease with what they were doing? I just could not get that ease out of my mind. It was an ease that shouted out "This is natural, this is what I do."
A car door slamming interrupted my thoughts and I got up and walked to the window and looked out just in time to see Penny coming up the walk and a cab pulling away. I looked at my watch and saw that it was ten after four. I went back and sat down on the couch. Penny came into a dark house through the front door and probably thought that I was in bed. She set her purse on the table just inside the door and then went up to our bedroom. Two minutes later she came back down and turned on the living room lights and looked at me sitting on the couch.
"Why didn't you say you were in here when I came in?"
"Because you would have come in here and I'm in no mood to talk right now."
"I don't understand. What's wrong?"
"You know damned well what is wrong Penny. Where did you go when I signaled you to follow me to the bathrooms? You sure didn't follow me like you were supposed to and where the fuck have you been and what have you been doing for the last five fucking hours?"
"In the first place I didn't know that you were signaling me to follow you. I thought that your nod meant that I should go ahead."
"Go ahead and what?"
"Go to the next step with those two guys."
"The next step?"
"Well yeah, you watched everything we did and you didn't get up and leave. We agreed that would be the signal for me to break things up and to follow you out. Come on honey, what was I supposed to think. My legs couldn't have been spread any farther apart so you know they both had their fingers in me. You saw that I was stroking their cocks and you watched as they shoved their tongues down my throat. All that was left for them to do was put me on the table and do me and when you didn't do anything to stop it I thought it was what you wanted. When you walked by the table and nodded I thought you were telling me to go for it."
"Bullshit Penny! This whole thing was about the two of us, you and me, not just you. Tonight was supposed to be a test to see if I could handle watching you with another man. Did I get to watch you get laid tonight Penny? Was I sitting there watching when you fucked those two? And what the hell was the deal there? When was getting you gangbanged ever discussed between us? And one more thing while we are on the subject. You were entirely too comfortable with what you were doing. It was all so easy for you. No jitters or the nervousness one would expect from a woman who has been a faithful wife for the last ten years. It was like you were still doing it with Don and there hadn't been any break in the action. What it looked like Penny, is that you have been doing it all along."
"I guess there isn't much sense in trying to talk to you if your head is that fucked up. I'm going to bed" and she got up and left the room.
I sat there for about five minutes and then I went upstairs. Penny was sitting on the toilet using her douche bang when I went into the room and got my pillow off the bed. Penny saw me and asked, "What are you doing?"
"I'm going to sleep on the couch."
I stood there watching her douche and she said:
"What? I'm supposed to leave their junk in me? I brought it home so you could see if you liked sloppy seconds or not. Given the way you are talking now I'm not going to leave it in me one more second." I stood there watching and not saying anything and so she said, "Just leave okay? We can work out the details of the separation when you get home from work tomorrow."
I was about to say "Separation, what separation?" but decided to keep my mouth shut before I made things any worse.
To be continued.
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Penny was still sleeping when I left the house in the morning. I thought about her and our marriage all the way to work. I kept going back to the ease with which Penny let every thing happen and wondering if that was the real Penny. In all of our years of marriage I'd never had any reason to doubt Penny. I'd never seen one thing to make me believe that she wasn't faithful. She had always been loving and affectionate so why was I thinking the thoughts of her that I was thinking?
The answer of course was the ease with which Penny gave it up. It was circular thinking at it's worst. No matter the question, no matter the doubts, no matter the "why am I" it always came back to how quickly Penny had spread her legs and given in to those two men. How could a faithful wife do that?
I didn't get much done at work that day. I sat in my office and stared out the window and cursed the day that I'd heard the guys talking about Steve and Marsha. I thought about my marriage and Penny. I thought about her final comment when I left the bedroom about working out the details of the separation. I didn't want a separation! I loved her. There had been some major changes for both of us over the last several months, but none of that made me love her any less. Granted, I was pretty fucked up in the head right then what with all the suspiciousness that the previous night had generated and I wasn't sure how I would take it if I found out for sure that she was cheating on me, but separation followed by a divorce was not an option for me. I loved Penny and I would find some way to work things out.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home that night Penny was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a beer and waiting for me. As soon as I walked into the kitchen she pushed a pad of paper over toward me and said:
"The top two pages are what I'm taking with me. The rest of the pages list what I would also like to have. Look them over and then come and get me so we can discuss it."
I picked up the pad, tore off the pages that had writing on them and said:
"No need for that" and I tore the pages in half and dropped them in the garbage pail. "You aren't going anywhere so you don't need a list of what to take."
"I'm not staying here; not with the way you feel about me after last night and certainly not after what you accused me of."
"What the hell did you expect when you took off with those two bozos and left me behind?"
"You got left behind because I needed to set the stage for you to come watch. It took me fifteen minutes to convince them that I was serious about wanting my husband to watch and when we came looking for you we couldn't find you. You should have known that I wasn't going to leave you out of it. How was I supposed to be able to come home and face you otherwise? When you gave me the nod and then weren't there when we came looking for you I thought you had given me the go ahead. That's the god's honest truth and if you don't believe it I'm sorry, but I can't change it."
"Why would I give you the go ahead if I wasn't there? This was supposed to be about us remember?"
"How was I supposed to know what you were thinking. You have change so much over the last couple of months that I have no clue where you are coming from or what you are thinking. You saw how far I had gone with them and you made no move to stop it. You had to know by the time you nodded at me that I was hot enough to melt the booth I was sitting in and you still didn't get up and leave. That was the only signal we had for getting me to stop. If you wanted me to stop all you had to do was get up and walk out the door and wait a couple of minutes and I would have followed you out. But you didn't leave. All you did was give me a nod that I took for a yes, go for it.
"I was hot enough by that time they could have set me on that table and fucked me in front of god and very one. I was hot enough to fuck every man in that lounge and you had to know that. You could also have just walked up to the booth and said, "Come on honey, let's go home" instead of walking by and nodding. But none of that means shit Roger. What does mean something is your saying that I have been doing it all along - that I've been cheating on you behind your back."
"Just what the hell am I supposed to think Penny? There wasn't any hesitation on your part, no timidity, no nervousness, just straight from housewife to slut in no time. They didn't have to work at talking you into anything. They pointed you in a direction and you went. Another thing - you have been the driving force behind this entire situation. You have been on it like a duck on a june bug since the day I told you about Steve and Marsha. You initiated the role playing. You were the one who drug the chair over to the bed, started using a dildo as a mystery lover and it was you who asked me if I was ready to try it for real. You were the one who had the plan ready when I asked how we could do it. You picked out the lounge we went to and given the ease with which you gave in to those two men why wouldn't I wonder if maybe you already knew them and had arranged for them to be there? What better way to hide cheating from your husband than to get him involved with you and your lover.
"And one more time; this was supposed to be about me watching you. Not you getting gangbanged by two guys while I sat at home for five hours waiting for you. Even if I accept that it took you time to talk them into letting me watch, when you came looking for me and couldn't find me you should have been on the phone to me, either at home or on my cell, to tell me to come watch or come pick you up if I didn't want to watch. If you couldn't have reached me on the phone you should have been in a cab on your way home. Shrugging your shoulders and saying "Oh well, can't find him so let's go fuck" just doesn't cut it. Doing it with out me is the same as cheating Penny. Put it all together Penny, roll it over in your mind, look at it from all sides and then tell me why I shouldn't have the thoughts I've had. Once you have done that if you want to talk I'll be down in the basement."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I tried to work on the china cabinet I was building, but I just couldn't seem to concentrate on things and using power tools when your mind isn't on what you are doing is not a smart thing so I gave up and just sat there staring at the plans. Maybe an hour later I heard Penny come down the steps. A couple of minutes went by and when she didn't come over to where I was I turned and saw her sitting on the bottom step and looking at me. We looked at each other for several moments and then she said:
"I have never cheated on you Roger, not once. You might consider last night cheating and after doing as you suggested and looking at it from every angle I can see that from your point of view it might have been. But I can't go back and change it Roger. I honestly thought I had your blessing. That said I want to talk about the rest of what you said. You were right on most of it. I did everything you said I did, except for the cheating part, and my reason for doing it was so you would let me fuck other men. But only Roger, only if you were a part of it. If you were a part of it in my mind I wouldn't be cheating.
"I'm a slut Roger and I have been one since my early teens. I loved cock Roger. I craved it and I took as much of it as I could get. I did gangbangs at frat houses, went to drive-in moves in a van with five guys and never saw one minute of the film. Threesomes were normal for me and I never went on a date that the guy didn't get a piece of ass or a blow job. Then I met you and knew that if I was going to have any chance at all with you I was going to have to clean up my act. I packed my slut half away, became a good girl and did my absolute best to land you. I got lucky, you proposed and we got married. My slut half was packed away Roger, but she was still there and I have suppressed her all these years. You have no idea how bad I've wanted to unlock her cage and let her out, but I never did because I knew if I did you would eventually find out and my marriage would be toast
"I love you Roger and I do not want to lose you so I have been good. Then the Steve and Marsha thing happened and you seemed interested so I saw it as a chance to let my slut half out of confinement. If I could get you interested in doing what Steve and Marsha were doing I could fuck other men with your blessings. I could have the best of both worlds - have my husband and other studs to play with from time to time - I could have my cake and eat it to.
"You were right about last night. It was preplanned. Mark was supposed to be waiting for us when we got there. I wanted someone I liked and thought I could trust. He has been hitting on me at work for over a year now. I like him and I told him if he were to be at the lounge he just might get lucky. I didn't tell him about you because I didn't want to scare him away. I thought with some drinks and some close dances he would be wanting to bed me and then I would tell him the price. I was pretty sure that he would be willing to go through with it. I didn't know that he would bring his roommate with him. He told me that he thought I'd been bullshitting him about the possibility of getting lucky and so he brought Dave with him to have some one to shoot pool with when I didn't show.
"The slut in me was overjoyed at the thought of two men instead of just one and my only worry was how you would react to two instead of one, but you didn't seem to mind. You gave me no sign that you disapproved and as I let the two of them go farther and farther I kept one eye on you looking for a sign that it was time to quit. I am not exaggerating one bit Roger when I say that when you got up and walked past the booth I was hot enough to fuck every man in that room on that table. I thought for sure that you were coming over to break things up and when you walked by and nodded I said, "Thank God, he's going to let me do it." I asked Mark if he had a room and he said he'd get one. By the time he got the room and we went up to it and I talked them into doing it while you watched and we came back down to get you you were gone.
It is easy to see today, hindsight being twenty-twenty, that I should have had have told Mark and Dave if they wanted me they would have to come home with me, but right then I wasn't thinking all that straight. All I could think about was spreading my legs and getting laid. I'm sorry Roger, honest to God I am, but I swear to you that until last night no man but you has touched me since the day I met you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I sat there and didn't know what to think. I know all about raging hormones. Before I met Penny I had occasionally gotten so hot that I did some really stupid things without considering the consequences. Like the time I fucked Helen Catron on the hood of her husbands pickup truck in the parking lot of Riley's Bar while he was inside the bar shooting pool. With that memory and understanding how hot Penny must have been with two guys working her over I could understand what happened. I didn't like it, but it was done and there wasn't anything I could do about it.
Then there was my astonishment at learning that my wife was a full-blown slut when I met her. Threesomes, foursomes and gangbangs? My Penny? It boggled the mind. I must be one sick individual because my train of thought immediately switched tracks on me. I went from thoughts of Penny cheating on me to thoughts of Penny getting gangbanged.
"So last night was just like being in school before you met me?"
She looked down at the floor and mumbled a yes.
"What was it like? What did you do?"
"Please Roger, I don't want to talk about it. It is bad enough that I screwed up our marriage. Don't make me feel worse by asking me to tell you about it."
"In the first place you haven't screwed up our marriage. Yes, you did do something that it is going to take me some time to get over, but when I tore up your lists it was my way of saying that I'm not planning on losing you. If the marriage is over it will be because of your decision, not mine. Secondly, we were supposed to be in this together. Since you didn't let me watch the least you can do is let me listen. What did you do?"
"You're serious? You aren't going to throw me out?"
"Of course not. What happened Penny? Don't leave out a thing."
"Are you sure about this?"
"I'm positive Penny, I want to know everything that happened.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"It started in the elevator on the way up to the room Mark rented. We picked up where we left off in the bar. Dave unbuttoned my blouse and he and Mark started sucking my breasts. I was rubbing their cocks through their trousers and my pussy was dripping and I wanted to get down on my knees and take out their cocks and suck on them, but there wouldn't have been enough time. When we got to the fifth floor the elevator stopped and I quickly closed my blouse. When the door opened there was an old couple standing there ready to get on and the man looked at me and I saw that he was envious of Mark and Dave and somehow that made me feel sexier.
"We hurried to room 505 and once inside the guys started stripping. When they were naked I had them sit next to each other on the edge of the bed. I still had all my clothes on when I knelt in front of them, took a cock in each hand and started stroking them. I spent about a minute doing that and then I took Mark in my mouth and sucked his cock for about thirty seconds and then I switched to Dave and did the same to him. I alternated between them for about two minutes and when I thought I had them where they wouldn't say no to anything I asked of them I told them that I wanted to fuck them, but there was a price. They asked what and I told them that to fuck me they had to let you watch. I told them that I had gone as far as I could go without you being there. Mark said hell yes and to go and get you, but Dave said that he didn't think he could do it with you in the room. Then Mark went to work on him and convinced him that you watching wouldn't be any different than him watching. Mark finally convinced him and I got up and said I'd go get you. Mark said he would go with me and then he laughed and said it was to make sure I came back.
He took his cock out in the elevator and I bent over and sucked on it all the way down to the lobby. Then we looked for you in the bar and Mark even checked out the men's bathroom while I took a quick tour of the parking lot, but you were gone. I was boiling hot and I wanted to fuck Mark and Dave and you hadn't stopped things and so I convinced myself that you had given me a green light."
"So you went back upstairs and spent five hours with them?"
"Not right away. Mark pulled me into the men's room and led me into the end stall. He took out his cock and I sat down on it and he fucked me right there in the bathroom. It was such a hot fucking turn on to be bouncing up and down on his cock while other guys were coming in to pee. A couple of them wanted to know if they could be next and he told them no, that I was his private stock."
"What would you have done if he had said yes and opened the door to let them in?"
"The way I felt right then? I'd have done them all. Anyway, Mark finished just as I came and then he said we should hurry back up to Dave. As soon as we got on the elevator he opened my blouse and started sucking on my breasts. When the elevator stopped on two I tried to push him away and close my blouse, but he held onto me. Two guys got on the elevator and Mark didn't stop. He sucked on my tits in front of those guys all the way up to five. I felt so deliciously wicked and slutty that I swear I would have gone to my knees if one of those guys had pulled out his cock.
"Once Mark and I got back to the room it was just non-stop sex until he and Dave couldn't get it up anymore and then I grabbed a cab and came on home."
"What do you mean when you say non-stop sex? Just what exactly did you do?"
"Mark and Dave took turns on me."
"Doing what? I want the details Penny."
"They fucked me Roger. What's to describe? They put their cocks in me and banged away until they came. Along the way I came a half dozen times."
"Details Penny. Ass, mouth, pussy, two at once?"
It was obvious that she didn't want to go into it, but she could see that I wasn't going to drop it and so she told me what happened after she got back to the room.
"Once back in the room I undressed and got on the bed. Mark told Dave to go ahead and do me and while Dave was sliding his cock into my pussy Mark knelt by my head and fed his cock into my mouth. I sucked Marks cock while Dave fucked me and when Dave came they switched. I sucked off Dave and worked at getting him hard again while Mark fucked me. Mark came and they switched again. I got Mark hard again and Dave was still going strong in my pussy so Mark had him pull out and lie down on his back. I sat down on his cock and leaned forward and Mark took my ass. The two of them fucked me, ass and pussy, for about five minutes and then Dave came and slid out from under me and moved so I could take his cock in my mouth and suck him hard again. This is getting pretty repetitious Roger."
"I don't care, I want to hear it all."
"All right" she said resignedly, "Mark came in my ass and went to wash off his cock and Dave moved behind me and shoved his cock in my ass. Mark came back with a clean cock and stuck it in my mouth and I slurped on him till he got stiff. Then it was Dave in my mouth, Mark in my ass and then Dave in my ass and Mark in my mouth. Then Dave said he wanted to try double penetration again and Mark took my pussy while Dave took my ass. Dave came and went and washed off his cock and then he and Mark switched. Mark went and took a shower while Dave fucked me doggie and then Mark fucked me doggie and then Dave had me missionary while I tried to get Mark hard again, but he was done. Dave came in me and I went to work on his dick to try and get him up again, but it didn't happen.
"As we were dressing Mark wanted to know when we could do it again and I told him that it depended on you and that if you said no then it was only going to be a one time thing."
When she was done I just sat there looking at her. I didn't know what to say or have a clue as to what I should do. By her own account the two men had cum in her a total of fourteen times and she had still been trying to get them up when they dressed to leave. How could my wife be such a cock crazy whore? I'd already made the decision that divorce and separation were not options, but where the fuck did we go from there?
As if reading my mind Penny asked, "What now?"
"I don't know Penny, all I know is that somehow we will work it out and get through this."
To be continued.
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Getting through it would have been a piece of cake had it not been for one thing; I still could not get the ease with which Penny got it on with Mark and Dave out of my mind. Try as I might I could not accept that a faithful wife could have given in that quickly. Maybe if we had gotten into the watching thing a year or so after we were married when she wasn't so far removed from her slut past I could have bought into it. But after as many years as we had been married and as far behind her as her slut behavior was I would have expected just a touch of nervousness, a little hesitation, or one or two worried looks cast my way when she first started with Mark and Dave. I just could not shake those thoughts out of my head.
The physical aspects of it didn't trouble me. The images of Don and Penny in my mind were replaced by images of Mark and Dave and I found that those images were giving me erections just as the thoughts of Penny and Don had.
Even though I'd made it known that, at least to me, separation and divorce were not an option; Penny and I still walked softly around each other. Our conversations were polite but general in nature and no reference was made to anything sexual. We slept in the same bed and while we didn't cuddle before falling asleep I did wake up in the morning with Penny spooned up against me. On the third morning I woke up with one of her legs over mine and her hand on my cock. My cock twitched and started to grow and Penny whispered, "Please baby, I need it." I pulled her on top of me and we made slow leisurely love until we both came.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Driving to work that morning my head was full of conflicting thoughts. Penny's confession about being a slut when we met, Penny and Dave, Penny and Mark - with me watching - and thoughts of Penny cheating on me. Stupid, I know, what possible difference could it make if she was fucking someone else when what I wanted was to watch her fuck someone else? All I could say was that if I was involved it wasn't cheating and if I wasn't it was. Add to that the fact that she swore up and down she didn't cheat on me and I didn't know that she did - all I had was a feeling - a suspicion.
We made love every morning for the next three days and while things were a little better between us there was still a 'distance', an awkwardness, and I was smart enough to know that it was caused by my accusations. I had caused it and I was going to have to undo the damage. Friday night when I got home from work Penny was in the kitchen fixing dinner. I kissed her on the cheek and told her I was going to take a quick shower before dinner. I took my shower, arranged a few things, and went back downstairs for dinner. When we went to bed I gave Penny a couple of minutes before I followed her up. I found her standing just inside the bedroom door staring at what I had set up. In the middle of the bed were her dildo and her bottle of KY Lotion and off to the side of the bed was the chair. She turned, looked at me, smiled and began to undress.
"Oh my, I never expected this. You actual went out and found a man to fuck me instead of having me go out trolling for one? You must really want your cum fix pretty bad. That's what you really want baby, isn't it. You don't care about watching me do you? What you really want is to suck his cum out of me when he is done. Well let me see if I can't get him to put a gallon of it in me. Go sit in your chair baby and watch me get you your cream pie."
Penny took the KY and coated the dildo and then she smiled at me as she held her pussy lips open with the fingers of her left hand while squirting KY into her cunt with her right.
"Come over here baby, take his cock in your hand and put it in me. Be a part of this honey. Stroke him a couple of times and then guide him into me."
She looked over at me sitting on the chair and when I didn't move she said, "No? What's the matter baby, afraid you might like the feel of another man's cock in your hands? Afraid you might like it enough to want to cut me out and get your cream direct from the source? No matter, all I wanted was to make you a bigger part of this. Watch honey, watch closely as he slides his stiff cockmeat into your slut wife. Oh God honey, I wish you could feel what I'm feeling as he pushes that big pole into my tiny little hole. Oh god baby, he is all the way in. I took it all baby, I took every last inch of it. I've never been so full. He's fucking me baby. He's fucking the slut you are married to. Watch his cock baby, watch it move in and out. See the way my pussy lips hug it when he pulls back?"
Penny's head was rolling from side to side as she shoved the dildo into her pussy. Her hands were moving fast now and low moans were coming out of her mouth. I knew the signs - she was getting ready to cum.
"Oh god baby, oh god, he's fucking your whore good, he's going to make me cum baby, he's goi.........OH GOD! Oh sweet fucking Jesus. I came baby, he made me cum. He filled me up baby, my cunt is full of him. Make him leave baby, make him go. I need you to eat my pussy baby, I need you to clean him out of me."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up Saturday morning with a hard on. Penny was still sleeping and I decided I would wake her my way. I spread her legs apart, moved between them, put the head of my cock at her portal and began to slowly work it in. Penny stirred, moaned and her eyes fluttered open. She realized what was happening and she smiled as her legs came up and gripped me. It was a leisurely love making session until I got close to coming and then I picked up the pace. As I started driving hard Penny started getting close to her orgasm and she began to urge me on:
"Yes, yes, yes, oh yes baby, make me cum, make me cum, please make me cum."
I tried to slow myself down and hold on long enough to get Penny off, but I was losing the fight. I had no idea how close she was, half a minute or only seconds, but I was there. I took a shot in the dark and gasped:
I'll bet you would have cum by now if it was Mark or Dave fucking you."
Penny's body arched up off the bed and she gave a little scream and orgasmed just as I ejaculated. We spent a minute catching our breath and then Penny said, "Where did that come from?"
"I was close to cumming and I needed to get you off and not leave you hanging. I thought that reminding you that you are a slut might help speed things up a bit."
I saw anger starting to build on her face so I tried to head it off at the pass. "Speaking of being a slut, how do you want to handle tonight? Pick up some one and bring them home with you or call Mark or Dave?"
She stared at me for a second or two and I saw the anger fade and then she said, "Mark or Dave? Not Mark and Dave?"
"Don't forget sweetie, I'm new at this. I don't even know if I'm going to like fantasy turning into reality so let's go slow at first."
"Why Mark or Dave?"
"They already agreed to doing you while I watch and after the other night I thought that maybe you might be more comfortable with one of them. It doesn't have to be either of them; who you do it with is up to you."
"Let me think on it. I'm hungry. I'm going to take a shower and then go and fix breakfast. She reached over and squeezed my cock, "Should I even bother getting dressed?"
"If you don't let go of my dick you might not get out of this room to shower or eat breakfast."
"Promises, promises" she giggled and jumped out of bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After breakfast I went outside and got busy in the yard. As I cut the grass and pulled weeds out of the flowerbeds I wondered what Penny would do. She knew what I was thinking, or had been thinking anyway and she had admitted that Mark being at the lounge was a set up. If she picked him for the night would I see it as Mark being her lover and would it make me even more suspicious? If she went with Dave would I think she went with him to throw suspicion off Mark? Would she play it safe and go out and pick up a stranger? Or would she think she had convinced me when she swore she'd never cheated on me and go with Mark for the reasons I gave.
I got the news when I broke for lunch. "I'm planning an early dinner honey. Mark will be here at seven. How are we going to do it? You just going to watch or will you jump in at some point?
"I don't know; I guess we will just have to play it by ear."
"Are you going to go all the way with the fantasy? Are you going to eat me out when he leaves?"
"I don't know penny, that's an awful big step for me."
"You don't have to honey, but it would really make my night if you did. One more question. How far do I go?"
"What do you mean?"
"Do I fuck him till he's exhausted and then let him spend the night or do we just do it a couple of times and then send him home?"
"I don't know. I guess we will have to play that one by ear also."
"I'll warn you now baby, as hot and horny as I am at the thought of what we are going to do I'll probably want to fuck him until he is cross-eyed."
I laughed, "That is something that I just have to see."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My first impression when Mark got there and Penny introduced us was not good. Maybe it was my imagination, but the look in his eyes and what I perceived to be a smirk on his face were saying, "I'm here wimp to show you how to fuck your wife. The fact that I'm here says that you can't get the job done." In short, from the first hello I didn't like him.
Penny met him at the door in a bathrobe and as the door closed behind him she let the robe fall to the floor and stood in front of him in only nylons, high heels and garter belt. She spun around and then said, "You like?"
"I love, and I can't wait."
"Then don't lover; let's take this to the bedroom" and Penny took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom and over to the bed. She looked at me and then pointed to the chair and I went over and sat down and then she started to undress him as they kissed. When his shirt and T-shirt were off she went to her knees in front of him and went to work on his belt and zipper. When she pulled down his trousers and briefs his cock sprang free and bobbed in front of her face. Penny giggled, "Ready for me I see" and she looked over at me and looked me in the eye as she leaned forward slightly and captured his cock with her mouth. She slowly moved her head back and forth fucking her mouth with his cock as she got his trousers off and pushed them to the side. Her mouth still on his cock, she worked off his shoes and socks and pushed them off to the side.
She let his cock fall from her mouth and got up on the bed and spread her legs wide:
"Come on stud, time to ring my chimes. Bring that hard pole over here and give it to me."
Mark got on the bed and moved to lick Penny's pussy, but she stopped him. "No, maybe later, but that is hubby's snack, right baby?" she asked looking at me.
I knew what she was asking and I still didn't know if I could do it, but not wanting to interrupt the flow I nodded a yes. Penny blew me a kiss and mouthed a "thank you."
After that what happened was what happened when Penny used the dildo on herself. She looked over at me and talked.
"Watch him baby, watch him fuck me. Watch his hard cock slide into your wife's pussy. It is your pussy baby, but he is using it. You are letting him use it baby and I'm so glad because he is filling me baby. My pussy feels so full with him in me."
It went on like that for half an hour and watching Mark fuck Penny was a major turn on and I don't believe that my cock was ever harder than it was at that time. He fucked her and then they went sixty-nine until Penny got him hard again and then he fucked her a second time and when he finished he got up and went to the bathroom. As soon as he was gone Penny turned to me:
"Please baby, please? Do it for me, please."
I got off the chair and moved over to the bed and went down on her. It wasn't as bad as I thought it would be, but it was something that was never going to be high on my list of favorite things to do. But Penny wanted it and I did my best to please her and I actually managed to give her a small orgasm. I lifted my head from her pussy and saw Mark standing off to the side with a sneer on his face and I could read the expression in his eyes:
"Real men don't do that shit wimp."
I moved back to my chair and Mark got back on the bed and looked over at me, "Watch how a real man fucks a woman" and then he buried his cock in Penny and started fucking her. He was banging away and Penny started talking again:
"Oh god baby, he is so good. He is fucking me so hard. I love it baby, I love it."
"Tell him how much you love my cock."
"I love his cock baby, it is so hard and it feels so good."
"Tell him how good it is to have a real man fuck you."
"I love it, I love how you are fucking me."
"Isn't it nice to have a real man for a change?"
"Oh god, I love it."
"Am I a real man?"
"Oh yes lover, a real man, a stud, a fucking bull. Fuck me lover, fuck me with your big cock."
"Do I fuck you better than the wimp?"
Penny giggled and said, "Don't talk about him like that, he's my husband. You fuck me hard, you fuck me fast, you make me cum."
"But do I fuck you better than the wimp?"
"God yes, make me cum lover, make me cum."
My cock, which had been harder than an iron bar suddenly wilted. I got up off the chair and left the bedroom and went downstairs and made a stiff drink. I nursed it for a bit and then downed it and went over and sat down on the couch and stared at the wall as I listened to Penny scream and cry as the asshole fucked her and eventually I fell asleep on the couch.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning I had a blanket over me. Penny must have come down sometime during the night and covered me. I had a standing golf date every Sunday morning and Mark was still there when I left the house. The mood I was in as I drove to the golf course was not good. The night had been both exciting and disquieting. I had a hard on most of the time, but I left it in my pants after seeing Mark's sneer when I ate Penny's pussy. No way I was going to stroke off and give the asshole another shot at me. But my hard on wilted when he started trash talking and Penny went along with it. What I wanted to do was grab the asshole by the neck and toss him out the bedroom window, but what I did was get up and leave which he probably saw as wimp behavior on my part.
I was on the first tee doing my practice swings when suddenly my blood turned cold. I remembered Mark getting up to go to the bathroom. The master bedroom has three doors besides the entry. My walk in closet, Penny's walk in closet and the bathroom. All three doors are identical and all three doors were closed. When Mark got off the bed to go to the bathroom he didn't hesitate and look at all three doors and then ask which one was the bathroom - he went straight to it. He had been there before! It was at that moment that I knew, finally knew, that Penny had been cheating on me. No more denial, no more burying my head in the sand; Penny was cheating on me with Mark for certain and probably with Dave.
It was the worst eighteen holes I ever played in my life. My drives sucked, I shanked my fairway woods, I took five and six strokes trying to get out of sand traps and I couldn't putt for shit. My mind was in turmoil about what to do about Penny. She had lied to me, swore, not once but twice, that I was the only one since taking her vows, and all the time she was fucking Mark and God only knows who else.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was one in the afternoon when I got home and as I turned onto my street I saw Mark backing out of our driveway. The bastard had stayed and fucked Penny after I had gone and I wondered what Penny would have to say about that. I was home two hours earlier than normal because I was in a rotten mood and didn't feel like sticking around for drinks at the nineteenth hole when we were done. On a whim I drove on by the house and headed for the public library where I killed two hours until it usual time to go home. While sitting in the library I was able to calm myself down and I made the decision not to confront Penny until I had a little more information.
When I walked in the door I hollered out "Honey, I'm home", but I got no answer. I looked around and saw that Penny was out on the patio in a bikini working on her tan. I got a beer from the fridge and went out to join her.
"What happened to you last night?"
"The outcome we least expected. I didn't like it. As a fantasy it was great, but as reality it sucked."
She looked at me for a second and then said, "Bullshit Roger, I watched you and you were into it."
"Up to a point I guess I was. Up to the point where you got into the "How a real man fucks a woman" shit. Up to the point where you got into the "Show what a real cock can do for a woman. Right up to the point where he referred to me as a wimp and you laughed and said, "Don't talk about him like that, he's my husband." Not "My husband isn't wimp you asshole" but "don't talk like that."
"Oh come on Roger, you know it was all bullshit. Just talk to get him fired up and keep him fired up. Christ honey, you saw his cock and it isn't any bigger than yours."
"Sorry, but I just didn't like the smirking asshole. I see he spent the night. What time did he leave?"
I hustled him out of her as soon as I woke up. I'm sorry you weren't happy baby. Are you sure that is isn't because you were predisposed not to like him because of that first night at the lounge? Next time I'll pick up a stranger."
"I don't think there is going to be a next time Penny."
"Oh come on Roger, we have to see if it was just Mark that turned you off. I know you started out liking it, I saw the tent in your pants. Speaking of which, I'm glad you're home. I've been horny ever since I woke up. Mark wanted to start the day out right, but I ran him off and saved it for you. Come on, let's go play."
I really didn't want to. As sexy as she looked in that bikini I really didn't want anything to do with the cheating bitch. She hustled him out as soon as she woke up my aching ass. To believe that I would have to believe that she slept until one that afternoon. Penny had never stayed in bed past eight in the morning as long as we had been married. The lie was just one more confirmation that she was a lying, cheating whore. So there I was, not wanting to have anything to do with her, but knowing that saying no to her would be so unnatural that it would make her wonder what was going on. I needed her to think everything was all right until I got more information to work with. I finished my beer and said, "Let's go sweetie, the fence isn't high enough to do it out here."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't sleep for shit Sunday night and the drive to work and work itself did not go so well either because of all the shit rolling around in my head. By eleven I had reached the point where I didn't care if I got any more information or not; I was going to confront Penny, get it over with and move on with my life. I also decided that I wasn't going to wait until that night to do it.
I drove across town to where Penny worked, parked my car and went inside. The receptionist asked if she could help me and I said I was there to see Penny Boland.
"I'm sorry, but Penny isn't here today."
"Did she call in sick?"
"Oh Heavens no. About six months ago we switched to a flex time schedule and Penny comes in Wednesday through Friday now."
"Is Mark Atwell available?"
"Mark has the same schedule as Penny."
"I guess I'll have to come back on Wednesday then."



I decided to take the afternoon off and go home and have it out with Penny. As I drove home I wondered why Penny had never mentioned her new schedule to me. Stupid question I immediately thought; if she told me she would lose her two days to play with Mark or whoever. Fucking bitch! It was amazing how quickly I went from "Separation is not an option" and "We will work it out" to outright hatred and disgust. She had been fucking around on me for at least six months and all the time pretending to be my loving and faithful wife.
I turned onto my block and sure enough there was Mark's car in the drive. I pulled up and parked at the curb and headed on into the house. I heard the sounds from the bedroom as soon as I was inside the door. I headed for the bedroom and as I approached it I heard them laughing and talking so I stopped just short of the door to listen.
"I just can't get enough of your pussy baby."
"I feel the same way about your cock lover."
"Bullshit. You say the same thing to Dave, Joe, Ron and Ben."
"Doesn't make it any less true."
"Making any progress to where we can have more than just Monday and Tuesday?"
"I was doing fine until you fucked it up."
"Me? What did I do?"
"You and your superior, smug attitude and your smirking. Did you think that Roger wouldn't pick up on it? He isn't stupid you know. Now he's upset and he says we aren't going to do it anymore."
"Oh mercy me. Did I hurt his widdle feewings? He's a fucking wimp for Christ's sake."
"So he's a wimp, but he is still my husband and we needed his cooperation for what we wanted to do."
"Well I'm sorry baby, but there is just something stupid about a wimp sitting in a chair and drooling while somebody else fucks his wife. It offends me, so if I feel smug and superior because I'm doing his job better than he can it is just tough shit."
"Yes, and that is just the attitude that is going to keep you fucking his wife on only Mondays and Tuesdays."
"He's a wimp baby, just keep working on him and he'll give in."
"I've told a hundred times not to talk about Roger that way. It doesn't matter that he is a wimp, he is still my husband and I don't want to hear it. Now are you going to put that hard pole in me again or should I get up and start planning Roger's dinner?"
"I thought what you gave him for dinner was my cream pies."
"He will get that too,"
"I still have a hard time believing that you would do that to him and an even harder time believing that he doesn't know that it isn't your natural wetness."
"We haven't been doing it very long and he has no reason not to believe me when I tell him I'm wet because I'm hot and horny. Are you going to fuck or not?"
I heard a grunt as Mark slammed his cock into Penny and I turned and walked away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A wimp was I? We would just see about that, but first I had a few things to do. He was fucking with something that had been mine so I was going to repay him the favor. I went into my garage and got a pair of wire cutters and a screw driver out of my tool box and went out to Mark's car. It was a brand new Lexus and it was too bad what I was going to do to it, but fuck with mine and I fuck with yours. A couple of dozen passes with the screwdriver and the paint job was ruined. The gouges went down to bare metal in a lot of places. Next I opened the door and lay down on the front seat and using the wire cutters I cut every wire under the dash that I could reach. I popped the hood and cut every wire and cable I could find and then I closed the hood and went around the car and cut the valve stems off on all four tires. I stood back and admired my work and then I went back into the house.
I headed for the bedroom and once there I stopped just short of the door and listened. There were moans and gasps and grunts and I heard Penny say:
"That's it baby, push it deep, fuck my ass lover, fuck my ass. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
"I'm trying, I'm trying."
"Try harder baby, make me cum, make me cum, make me scream."
More grunting and moans and the sound of skin slapping against skin. I stepped into the doorway and saw Penny, head down and ass up and Mark fucking her from the rear. They were both facing away from the door so I stood there and watched until Penny moaned:
"I'm almost there, I'm close baby, I'm gonna cum."
Mark grunted, "Me too, here I come."
That was my signal and I hurried to the bed, grabbed a handful of Mark's hair, jerked him back, smashed my fist into his face twice, hauled him off Penny and threw him on the floor.
"Get up you miserable cock-sucker, the wimp is going to kick your fucking ass."
I let him get to his feet and then I moved in on him and beat him until he was lying on the floor whimpering. I stood over him and looked down into his face:
"How does it feel to get your ass stomped by a wimp?"
When I had hauled Mark off Penny she had cried out, "No, no, not yet, I'm almost there, don't stop."
"He doesn't have any choice bitch" I snarled and she turned her head and saw what I was doing to her boyfriend. I saw confusion, followed by panic sweep over her face and then she was scrambling to get of the bed.
"Get your clothes on and start packing" I snarled at her as I bent down and grabbed Mark by the ankles. I drug him out of the room and down the stairs, taking great pleasure in the way his head bounced as it hit every step on the way down, and pulled him over to the front door and then out onto the front lawn. I took out my car keys and hit the little button on the keyless entry device that said 'Panic' and my car horn started blaring. With any luck my neighbors would look outside and the run to phone the cops and report a naked man running loose in the neighborhood. I went back into the house and locked the door.
When I got back to the bedroom Penny was sitting on the bed with a sheet wrapped around her. "I told you to get dressed and start packing."
"Let's not be hasty here baby, I can explain."
"No you can't Penny, what you will do is lie and I'm not listening to your lies anymore. You have been lying to me all along and because I loved you I accepted what you said, but things have changed over the last week. I've caught you in too many lies now to ever believe anything you ever say again. You lied about making Mark leave as soon as you got up on Sunday. He was still here when I got home at one. You lied to me when you told me that Mark had been hitting on you for a year and you told him he might get lucky if he was at the lounge. You lied about Dave. You lied to me when you told me that you had been faithful to me up to the night at the lounge and you have been lying to me about everything for at least the last six months. Imagine my surprise when I went over to where you work this morning and found out that for the last six months you have had Monday and Tuesday off. Somehow you forgot to mention that to me. Imagine my further surprise to find out that Mark had the same days off. You can probably imagine that I wasn't surprised to find Mark's car in our driveway when I got here."
"This is all just a huge misunderstanding Roger and I can clear it up if you will just let me explain."
"No thanks Penny. All you will do is lie and I know it. I didn't come home and rush right up here. I stood out in the hall and I listened before I came storming in. I heard you agree that I'm a wimp. I heard about Dave, Joe, Ben and Ron. I heard you discussing the big plan that would let you fuck on more than just Monday and Tuesday. So I'm giving you your wish. You can go live with him and he can fuck you seven days a week. Now get dressed and pack a bag before I lose it and toss you out naked like I did Mark."
"Please honey, can we talk about this? We can work it out, I know we can. I love you Roger, I really, really do."
"Sorry Penny, but I told you, I'll never believe a word you say ever again. I'm going downstairs and kill a half-hour. Be gone by the end of that thirty minutes or I'll toss you outside naked."
"Please Roger, please, talk to me, don't do this" she was crying as I walked out of the room.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was four months ago. It is in the hands of the lawyers now. The neighbors did call the cops on Mark and after arriving and putting him in the cop car they came to my door and asked me for his clothes. At first I was going to say that I had burned them, but at the last minute I relented. Penny was dressed and packed so I handed her Mark's clothes and told her she could deliver them to Mark in front of the cops and neighbors and then I put her out of the house and locked the door behind her.
Penny calls two or three times a week, but I don't talk to her. Like I said, I would never believe a word she said so why bother. I miss her terribly and it kills me to wake up and see the other half of the bed empty. I love her and I guess I always will, but so what? You just can't live with someone you can not trust.
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It is always a blow to your ego when you find out that your wife is fucking another man. Once you get past the, "Unfaithful fucking whore" and the I'll kill the mother fucker" stage you are left with all the questions of why. What did I do or not do that made her do what she did? What was I lacking? What did he have that I didn't? More energy and staying power? A bigger dick? A longer and more talented tongue? Maybe she just didn't like me any more or maybe I had a bad case of body odor. I didn't know and I wasn't going to ask. I did not intend to let Brenda know that I knew, at least not until I was ready and had all my ducks lined up in a row.
+++++++++++++++++++
I would guess that it started when Brenda and I went up to Vail to spend a weekend at the resort to celebrate our tenth wedding anniversary. Saturday night we went out for drinks and dancing and on the way into the club I tripped and twisted my ankle. I hobbled to our table and sat down and ordered drinks, but obviously, at least for me, dancing was out.
Brenda sat at the table and watched the dance floor and her body swayed in time to the music. After we had been there an hour a young man came over from where he had been sitting at the bar and asked Brenda if she would like to dance. She looked at me and I told her to go ahead and enjoy herself. The two of them went out on the floor and stayed there until the end of the set. When the band took there break Brenda brought the young man back to the table, introduced me to David and then she asked him to join us. David and Brenda danced several more times that night and I noticed that on some of the slow numbers that they danced real close to each other, but I didn't think anything of it; why should I, I was right there.
The next day I left Brenda at the pool and I drove over to the clinic at Avon and had the ankle looked at. They x-rayed it and found nothing broken and then wrapped it in an Ace bandage. When I got back from the clinic I went out to the pool and saw David rubbing sun tan lotion on Brenda's back and legs. Again, I didn't think anything about it at the time.
The weekend over we headed on home and on Monday it was back to the old grindstone for me. When you own your own business there isn't a lot of free time. You put in a lot of hours to try and make the business go and grow and I'm afraid that I left Brenda at home a lot. She never complained and while I did spend a lot of time at work I never neglected her. I made sure that our love life didn't go stale. I made love to her four or five times a week and I made sure that she knew that she was special to me.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was two weeks after our weekend in Vail. I was busy at the office when all the power went out. I called the electric company and found out that a truck had hit a pole and the wires were down and the transformer had shorted out. I was told that it would be several hours before power was restored so I locked the place up and headed on home.
I hadn't taken two steps into the house when I heard Brenda moaning from the direction of the bedroom. It wasn't a 'hurt' type moan, but a sexual one. Thinking that she was working on her self with either her fingers or one of her 'toy's I smiled and headed for the room and then stopped dead in my tracks as I saw a mans trousers and a mans pair of shoes on the kitchen floor. A few feet away I saw Brenda's nightgown on the floor. I took several cautious steps down the hall toward the bedroom and I heard Brenda moan again.
"I'll be your slut baby. I'll do anything you want, whenever you want, just keep fucking me like you did the first time."
"Oh I will sweet stuff, but you have to help me get it up again."
"Bring it here lover."
Anger was building up in me, but I have never been one to act rashly and I decided to see if I couldn't find out more of what was happening before doing anything. I quietly moved back the way I had come and went out into the garage. I got an inspection mirror from my toolbox and headed back toward the bedroom. I got down on my knees and slid the mirror past the doorframe and in it I saw that Brenda and the man were facing away from the door. I got up and quickly moved to the spare bedroom which was just across the hall from the master bedroom. I slipped inside and left the door opened just a crack so I could see across the hall.
Brenda was on her knees sucking her lover's cock while one had cupped and caressed his balls. The man's hands were kneading Brenda's tits and tweaking her nipples. Brenda's nipples are very sensitive and she moaned again, pulled her mouth off the man and got on the bed. She spread her legs, pulled her knees back as far as they would go and opened herself up for him.
"Come on lover, fuck me again. Please baby, hurry, I need it."
The man moved to get between Brenda's legs and for the first time I saw that it was David.
"Come on baby, hurry" moaned Brenda and David moved forward. Brenda grabbed his cock and guided it in to her and I heard her grunt as David drove his cock home. Then he fucked her. He slammed into her hard and fast and Brenda's screams rang through the house. It seemed the more noise Brenda made the more vocal David became.
"Like it bitch? Like my cock ramming your pussy? Tell me you are my slut. Tell me that you are going to let me fuck you from now on. Come on you unfaithful whore; tell me whose bitch you are."
Brenda moaned, cried and answered him, "Oh god, I love it. Fuck me, fuck me harder. I'm yours lover, whenever you want me I'm yours. I'm your bitch, I'm yours, oh god yes, fuck me."
It was almost ten minutes before David announced that he was cumming and Brenda cried out, "Pull out, pull out baby, don't cum in me, don't get me pregnant."
David pulled out and spit his load all over Brenda's stomach. I watched as she scooped some up with her fingers and then licked them. "Damn lover, you taste good. I should have had you cum in my mouth."
"Next time you delicious little slut. God but you are good pussy."
"You are pretty good yourself. I knew you would be great. I wanted to sneak off and fuck you when we were in Vail, but couldn't."
"That's okay baby, we've found each other now and I'm looking forward to a long, long relationship."
"Can you get it up again?"
"Can you help?"
I watched the two of them go at it for another hour and a half as I plotted my revenge. I almost lost it when David got Brenda on her knees, lubed himself up with KY and then took her anal cherry. That was something that she had always refused to let me do and it took all my will power to make me stay where I was and continue watching. After David had cum in her ass Brenda got up and said she was going to shower before they did any more. David said he would join her and as soon as they were in the bathroom I quietly left the house and went back to my office.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The power was back on when I got back to my office and I sat down at my desk and started to make a list of things that I was going to have to do to make sure that I came out of the divorce without Brenda raping financially. For the time being the target of my wrath was going to be David. I called and made an appointment with a private detective and luckily he was able to get me in the same day. I gave him what information I had and a key to my house and then signed a form giving him permission to wire the house for video and sound.
That night when I got home Brenda was all lovey-dovey and when we went to bed she immediately went after my cock. She sucked it for a while and then we made love and then she played with it and sucked it some more until it was hard again and then she surprised me.
"Can I ask you something honey?"
"Sure."
"I know I've always said no before, but I'm curious. I want to see what anal sex is like. Would you like to do me there?"
"You sure about that?"
"I'm sure that I want to try. I'm not at all that sure that I'll like it, but I do want to try."
"Why now, after all these years?"
"You won't laugh?"
"No, I won't laugh."
"I was reading in Cosmo about things that could put some zing back in your sex life and one of the things it said to do was to take a chance and do something that you have always been leery of trying."
"You saying that our sex life needs some zing?"
"I don't know. What do you think? The frequency is there, but where did the passion go?"
"Okay baby, if that's what you want."
I already knew that she liked having her butt fucked since I had watched and listened as she went crazy when David stuffed his dick up her poop chute. Still, I almost broke out laughing when she told me to go easy since it was her first time. I did take it slow and easy until she started pushing her ass back at me and moaning for me to make her cum. The result was that anal sex became a regular part of our sexual repertoire.
+++++++++++++++++++++
A week went by and I got a call to go and see the detective. He gave me his report and a box full of audio and video tapes and told me that I had more than enough to go with. Then I gave him another job and he said it would take him about a week.
I was having a hard time figuring it out. On the surface Brenda was as loving and devoted a wife as she had ever been and I'm not sure what David was doing to cause it, but she was more passionate and demanding in bed. I was having some of the best sex of my life and had I not come home and seen her infidelity with my own eyes I would have never believed it possible. But that changed nothing. She had betrayed me and was still betraying me three and four days a week while I was at work busting my ass.
The detective called me and told me that he had what I was looking for. It was everything that there was to know about David. Where he worked, what kind of car he drove, where he went when he wasn't at work or fucking my wife, everything that could be found out about him in a week. I took the report and headed back to my office. I had several friends who owed me favors and I made some phone calls and lined up some help.
+++++++++++++++++++
David's car was an old beater and the only insurance that he had on it was the state mandated liability insurance so one night when he got off work and found all four tires slashed he had to foot the replacement bill himself. Two nights later it wouldn't start and he had to have towed in to a shop where they discovered that some one had filled his gas tank with sugar.
Next, several of my friends went into the store where David worked and bought several hundred dollars worth of merchandise. David's boss received an anonymous phone call that David was seen carrying stuff out of the back door of the store and putting it in his car. The boss went and looked, asked David for an explanation and all David could say was that he knew nothing about it. He was fired for theft.
He found a job working in a warehouse and the police got an anonymous phone call that David was selling drugs out of his locker at work. The police showed up with a warrant to search the premises and a sniffer dog that indicated that there was something in David's locker. When it was opened they found a little over six ounces of marijuana, enough to charge him with possession with intent to sell. His father went his bail, but two days later the police got another tip and they pulled David over and found seven ounces of weed in the trunk of his car. That time his father wouldn't go his bail.
I was sitting in the front row in the courtroom on the day he was sentenced for a year and a day and when he saw me I smiled at him and he suddenly knew why his life had turned to shit. Apparently Brenda went to see him during visiting hours and he told her about my being in court and how I had smiled at him. I could see her looking at me from time to time as if wondering when I'm going to drop the bomb on her.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Brenda still plays the part of the loving wife and some times she even seems frantic in her desire to please me and I just coast along not giving any indication that I know what she did.
Meanwhile I am quietly moving assets and making the arrangements necessary to see that she comes out of the divorce penniless and with a totally destroyed reputation. Until then I treat her like the loving wife that she hopes that I still think she is. The sex is fantastic and I'm going to miss it when she's gone, but that may not be for a little while yet. I am a very patient man and I will wait to lower the boom on her until every t is crossed and I have dotted every i.
Right now I am working on a little scenario that I'm hoping that I can make work. What I want to do is take a drive with Brenda one day and end up in front of the prison just as David is released. I'll put Brenda out of the car and a pre-positioned man will serve her with the divorce papers as I drive off and leave her there with her lover. It will take some work and some very good timing, but I'm making progress and I do have my hopes.
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They say that the first step in solving a problem is to admit that there is a problem. Once you admit there is a problem you can determine how to fix it. Okay, I admit it; I am a cheating asshole! I admit that I fuck around behind my wife's back and I have been doing it for the seven years of our marriage. Actually it was before that - I started when we were still going steady. So, the problem admitted to the next step was to try and fix the problem. Why, since I love my wife dearly and do not want to lose her, can't I keep my cock in my pants?
I found me an analyst and at the end of our second session he told me to sit down and write up everything sexual that I have done. Where do I start? I guess the best thing is to start with what happened before I met Madge (my wife) and then work through it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The tale starts when I caught my Aunt Mildred fucking the mailman. Aunt Millie wasn't my blood aunt; she was my aunt by way of being married to my dad's brother, my Uncle Wendell. They were staying with us because their house had burned down and they hadn't yet found another place to live. Anyway, I had cut classes that day and I was in my room sleeping when a bunch of screaming woke me up. I slid out of bed to see what was up. I went down the hall to my parent's bedroom, which is where all the racket was coming from and I looked in to see that it was Aunt Millie screaming and carrying on as the mailman fucked her.
For several seconds I thought it might be rape and I was just about to go and get my baseball bat when I heard her yell:
"Oh God, harder honey, harder."
Once I knew it was rape I should have turned and gone back to my room, but I didn't. Neither of them had noticed me and I was curious. No, not curious, it was like I was fascinated. Not by the sex act, but by Aunt Mildred. I wasn't a virgin (but I wasn't all that far from being one) and I'd had sex with two girls my age, but they were girls. Aunt Millie was a woman.
The girls I'd been with had tits I could cover with my hand, but Aunt Millie had tits the size of large grapefruit with half-inch long nipples. The girls had said things like, "Don't hurt me Robbie" and slow down Robbie, don't go so fast." Aunt Millie was screaming out, "Fuck me, fuck me harder damn it, harder." The girls had been nervous and kept asking me if the rubber was still on my cock and Aunt Millie was taking the mailman bareback and begging him to make her cum and to cum in her.
The frosting on the cake for me was that Aunt Millie was wearing nylons, a garter belt and high heels. High heels turned me on and had ever since my sixth grade English teacher had sat on the edge of her desk with a mile of leg showing and a black patent leather pump dangling from her toe as she read poetry to the class.
Anyway, I stood there rooted to the spot as Aunt Millie and the mailman rattled the bedsprings. I stood there and watched until the mailman muttered:
"Here it comes bitch, I'm gonna flood your cunt" and I figured that it was time for me to fade away before I was noticed.
I was in my room pulling my pud when I heard the front door slam and two minutes later my bedroom door opened and Aunt Mildred walked in. She hadn't bothered to dress and her magnificent tits were leading the way (I found out later they were 38D cup) as she walked over to my bed and looked down at me lying there with my dick in my hand. Apparently I had been seen after all because she said:
"You going to tell?"
I hadn't thought about it one way or the other so I didn't know what to say. I don't know what she was thinking, but she must have taken my hesitation to mean something because she said:
"If you keep your mouth shut Robbie I'll give you a blow job."
Again, I didn't know what to say or do. It wasn't likely that I would tell Uncle Wendell anything anyway. That was grown up shit and all I was was a confused, inexperienced eighteen year old. Once again she must have figured my hesitation as me considering her offer.
"All right, okay, a blow job and I'll let you screw me."
It was coming at me too fast and I was right at the point of yelling that I wouldn't tell when she said:
"For a week Robbie. All the sex you want for a week, okay? We have a deal?"
I didn't trust myself to talk so I nodded a yes and I saw relief on her face as she sat down on the bed and pushed my hand away from my cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and began stroking it.
"You have to leave soon for class?"
I shook my head no.
"That's good honey, because I chased Bert away before I was really ready to quit. Ready honey?"
Before I could even nod or say yes she lowered her head and swallowed my cock. She cupped my balls in one hand and used the other to stroke my cock. For maybe a minute she worked my cock with her hand and then she took it in her mouth. God what a feeling. It was the first time a mouth had ever been on my cock and I thought I'd died and gone to Heaven. I moaned at the delicious feeling of it. She took more of me in her mouth and sucked and licked me. I felt the stirrings and I pushed my hips at her pushing my cock deeper into her mouth and then I let go. She locked her lips tight around me and held still as I gushed into her mouth and she gulped and swallowed until I was dry. And then she started all over and stayed with it until I was hard again.

She swung over me and lowered herself down on my throbbing cock and started to rock back and forth on me. I was in Heaven. I had thought I was in tall cotton when I'd had sex with the two girls, Sally and Ruth, but Aunt Millie was just mind blowing.
"Come on honey, I need it. No need to be gentle with me, just fuck me and fuck me hard."
No little girl here I thought as I wrapped my arms around her and rolled over putting her on her back. In changing position I had slipped out of her cunt and as I moved to push myself back against the dripping lips of her pussy I was reminded that I was going to get my very first sloppy seconds.
"Push it in honey, fuck me, fuck me now."
I moved forward and my cock sank into her until my balls hit her ass. "Yeah Robbie," she moaned, "Fuck me, fuck me hard."
I started pumping into her and her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me to her and her legs came up and clamped my waist. Her hips were pushing at me as I thrust into her and she was moaning almost continuously:
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, come on baby, harder, harder."
Other than her moans the only sounds were my heavy breathing as I fucked her as hard as I could and the sound of my balls going "slap, slap, slap," against her ass. My balls tightened and I knew I was going to cum soon. Millie also knew I was almost there and she gasped:
"Cum in me honey, cum in me, let me feel you shoot."
Two more strokes and I let go. I felt her pussy grip my cock and it felt like it was pulsing, like it was trying to milk my dick for every last drop.
"Not bad honey," she said as I pulled out of her, "Not bad for a young boy, but you will get better; I'll see to that. That's it for now Robbie. Your folks and your Uncle Wendell will be home in about an hour and we need to get cleaned up. What's your class schedule tomorrow?"
"I'm done at two."
"Good honey, I'll be waiting for you when you get here. Get plenty of sleep tonight; I want you well rested tomorrow."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dinner was awkward for me that evening. I just knew that mom, dad and Uncle Wendell could tell what I'd done. Every time Uncle Wendell looked in my direction I just knew he was thinking:
"I know you fucked my wife you little shit."
I finished as quickly as I could. I even passed on dessert and then I hurried up to my room where I relived the day's events and ended up beating off.
Classes the next day were a complete waste of my time. I don't think I heard a word that any of my professors said; my mind was on what waited at home for me. I practically ran into the house when I got there. I dashed up the stairs expecting to find Millie waiting for me. By the time I reached the top of the stairs I knew Millie was there, but she wasn't alone. I looked in the open bedroom door and saw Millie on her hands and knees while Bert was fucking her from behind. She saw me out of the corner of her eye and turned to look at me and then blew me a kiss. I turned away and went to my room.
I know it sounds stupid, but I felt betrayed. She was supposed to be waiting for me damn it, not fucking the mailman. It was a hell of a let down and I was sitting there staring at the wall when Millie came into the room. As the previous day she only had on high heels, nylons and garter belt. I noticed a trace of cum running down the inside of her left leg and despite being pissed at her my dick went immediately to the upright position.
"I'm ready for you honey; why aren't you ready for me? Come on, let's get those clothes off."
As I undressed I was aware of a subtle change. Yesterday Millie had been hesitant, unsure and scared, but that day she seemed a little 'no nonsense', a little 'take charge'. This was even more evident when I was naked and ready. She sat on the edge of the bed, spread her legs and said:
"Get over here Robbie and eat my pussy."
I just stood there and looked at her.
"Well come on, get over here. Millie want's her slit licked."
I just stood there and stared at her. This wasn't what I had expected. She was supposed to suck my cock and then fuck me. Eat her pussy? That was just too disgusting an idea to even contemplate.
"Well? What are you waiting for? Get over here and eat me."
I came out of my funk long enough to say, "I can't."
"Why not?
"You have stuff running out of you."
"I know that sweetie, that's why I want you over here, to clean me up. Now come on, get with it."
"I can't."
"You're pissing me off Robbie, now get over here."
"No."
"No? Listen you little shit, you are in no position to be saying no to me. Any leverage you had on me disappeared when you fucked me yesterday. You can't squeal on me without telling on yourself. The way it works now is that you do what I tell you, when I tell you or I go to your parents and tell them that you raped me. You came home, caught me coming out of the shower and raped me. You can tell your story about Bert and me and I'll say you are lying, trying to get out from under what you did. Wendell will believe me and your parents may or may not believe you. You want to take that chance? Do you?"
The fact was that I didn't and she saw it on my face.
"Look on the bright side. You get to be my in house stud and you get all the good pussy you can handle. It's not a bad deal and all you have to remember is that I'm the boss and you do what I say. Now get over here and suck my pussy."
"I can't. I don't know how."
"There's a lot you don't know Robbie and I'm going to take care of that. Your first lesson starts now."
The scent of cum was strong and as I looked at her puffy pussy lips I could see the milky coating that Bert had left behind. Her cunt smelled pungent and her cunt hair held drops of cum and for some strange reason a picture jumped into my mind of dew on the grass in the morning.
"Come on honey, get with the program" Millie said and then I just closed my mind to the fact that I was going to taste Bert and I followed Millie's instructions as she told me how to eat her pussy. I ran my tongue along the plump outer lips, up and down several times and then I moved the lips apart with my fingers. I saw the thick, soupy looking mess and my stomach turned over and I was afraid I was going to barf. I fought off the feeling of nausea and licked the exposed surfaces of her inner pussy and then the moment of truth:
"Stick your tongue in me honey. Push it all the way in. Taste Bert. Suck up some of his juice honey, it will make your dick hard."
I licked up a small glob of Bert's stuff and was surprised that it didn't taste all that foul and nasty, just a little bit salty.
"Oh yeah honey, move that tongue, clean me out" Millie moaned.
Her pussy was quivering and I could taste how hot she was and I pushed my tongue deeper into her. I licked, I sucked and I swallowed. Millie's hands went to the back of my head and she shoved her hips up at me. Her cunt spasmed as she came and then her hips fell back onto the bed and she smiled at me.
"Not bad for a first time honey and I'll see to it that you get plenty of practice."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next three months, until Millie and Uncle Wendell moved out, Millie saw to my sexual education. Some I enjoyed and some I didn't. I didn't like sitting in the bathtub while she peed on me and taking a whiz on her tits didn't do a thing for me, but I loved going sixty-nine with her. I didn't like it at all when she handcuffed me and paddled my ass with a Ping-Pong paddle, but I loved her blow job. She liked pain, but putting clothes pins on her nipples and smacking her clit with the same ping pong paddle she used on my ass left me cold, but I could have fucked her all day doggie (if my dick could have held up).
Outside of pain Millie's biggest kick was having me eat her pussy after she had been fucked by Bert or one of the others she played with. While I never did learn to like the taste of another man's juice, I did learn that it wouldn't hurt me, but it would make Millie want to fuck me for hours. Millie also loved taking a cock up her ass and she taught me how she wanted it done and I found that I loved doing it to her. I liked the way her sphincter seemed to suck on my cock as I slid past it.
Things came apart the day that Millie approached me wearing a strap on.
"Your turn to take it up the ass."
"No way."
"Come on Robbie, bend over, you just might like it."
"Get that thing away from me."
She kept trying to get behind me and I kept turning. She tripped me and I fell to my knees and quick as a cat she was behind me. I felt the cold tip of that dildo poking at my ass and I swung a backhand at her and hit her hard enough to knock her on her ass and I swear to God she had an orgasm. I got up, hurriedly dressed and got the hell out of the house.
That night at dinner Uncle Wendell said that their new place was ready and that they would be moving out over the next couple of days. After the dildo episode I got up early and got out of the house before anyone else woke up and after classes I stayed at the library until I knew my folks were home and I never had sex with Millie again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My time with Millie gave me a lot more confidence in myself and it showed when I went after girls my own age, but my biggest help in getting laid came from the guys I hung around with. Guys talk about girls and guys talk about what they do to girls and what the girls do to them. And surprise, surprise, young guys brag a lot about their sexual adventures. I was no different than the rest of them. I never dared tell anybody about Millie, but that didn't stop me from bragging about my sexual prowess, I just attributed it to other unnamed girls.
I would act worldly and say things like, "If you really want to make her scream you have to eat their pussy. Do a good job and her clit and you'll own her."
One time I was with some guys when Becky Dodds walked by and I said, "I'd bury my face in her cunt in a heartbeat" and one of the other guys said, "Yeah, and a second later Butch (her boyfriend) would kill you."
"Shit man, I don't want to take her away from him, just play with her for a bit."
"That's good because I don't think you could take her away from him."
"Oh I don't know. If he isn't eating her, I might be able to."
Well boys talk to girls and girls talk to girls and somehow word got to Becky about what I'd said. I was sitting in the cafeteria at the Student Union, sipping coffee and reviewing the notes from my last class, when someone sat down across from me. I looked up and saw Becky. She didn't waste any time:
"Did you mean it?"
"Did I mean what?"
"What you said about going down on me."
Before Millie a conversation like that would have had me red in the face and doing a lot of hemming and hawing, but this was post Millie and so I just looked Becky in the eye and said:
"I meant it. What's going on her Becky?"
"I want oral sex and Butch refuses to go down on me. I heard that you said you would. Will you?"
"We keep it just between us? I don't want to go to war with Butch."
"I won't tell a soul Robbie. Just us, just you and me, no one else will ever know."
"If I do it Becky, it won't be one sided. You will have to go down on me or give me some pussy."
She hesitated a few seconds and then said, "All right."
"Okay, let's do it."
I started to get up and Becky asked, "Where are you going?"
"We are going to my house so we can do it."
She got a panicked look on her face, "No, we can't Robbie. Tomorrow, we can do it tomorrow."
"Why not now? You don't have any more classes today."
"I...I...I just can't Robbie."
"You don't really want to do you? This is just pulling my chain, right?"
"No Robbie, I really do want to."
"Then lets go."
"I can't Robbie, I just can't right now."
"Give me one good reason why you can't Becky or we can forget it."
"I...I spent the night at Butch's apartment."
"So?"
"I haven't been home to wash or anything Robbie, so we have to wait until I can."
I knew what she was telling me - she was still full of her boyfriend's junk - and two things roared through my mind: one, if I let Becky walk away she might have second thoughts and not go through with it and Becky was just too fine to let her get away. Secondly, I'd already learned from Millie that sucking up another man's leavings wouldn't kill me. I reached out a hand to her and said:
"That just adds to the flavor Becky, let's go."
As we walked to my car she kept looking around nervously as if she were afraid that someone would see us together. In the car she scrunched down on the seat so she couldn't be seen.
"You are doing wonders for my ego Becky. I can't remember the last time someone wanted so desperately not to be seen with me."
"I'm sorry, but I'm not the only one who has heard what you said about eating me. I'm afraid that someone will see us, put two and two together and then go running to Butch."
Once I had her in my room at home I undressed her, stood for a minute admiring her sexy body, and then got her on the bed. I put a pillow under her ass to raise her pussy up a little and then lowered my head. The aroma of her pussy was heady and I got a certain vicarious thrill out of knowing that it was a pussy that belonged to another man and that I was going to use it.
I placed my hand on her mound and started to massage her cunt lips. I slowly slipped one finger into her and saw her close her eyes and heard a low moan. I moved the finger in a little farther and she moaned again. My thumb found her clit and as my finger slowly fucked her my thumb rubbed her clit and she continued to moan.
When my lips touched her labia her body jerked like it had received an electric shock. My tongue slithered around on and in her pussy and she raised her hips and pushed her pussy hard against my face. I licked and sucked and tongued her clit and her moans got louder.
"Oh my God, oh my God" she moaned and her hands went to my head and held me as if she thought I might try to get away. I locked my lips around her clit and sucked hard. "Oh, oh, oh, oh" Becky moaned as she trashed around. My tongue and mouth pushed harder and worked on every square inch of Becky's pussy that they could and she continued to twist and turn and squirm while I continued to lick and suck.
Her body started trembling and she arched her back and screamed, "OH GOD!" as she experienced her first orally induced orgasm. I gave her a few seconds to collect herself and then said:



"Becky?"
"Mmmmmmmmm?"
"Did you like that?"
"You have to ask?"
"Validation sweetie. I want to know that you got what you wanted before reminding you that there is quid pro quo."
"What?"
"My turn sweetie" and I pointed at my hard throbbing cock.
"What do you want, a blow job or a fuck?"
"What ever you want to give me."
"I'm already on my back, my legs are spread and you've just seen to it that I'm so wet down there hat a telephone pole would slide in with no trouble so let's screw, okay?"
As she dressed she said, "You aren't going to brag about this are you? I don't want Butch to ever find out."
"You know better than that Becky. If I bragged there would never be another time and I want another time, don't you?"
She looked away from me and then, almost in a whisper, she said, "Yes, yes I do."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Well girls talk to girls and even though Becky had said it would stay between the two of us she must have told a few of her girlfriends because I suddenly became very popular. It was an exciting and dangerous time for me. Exciting because of all the pussy I was getting (and lets be honest here - the feeling that I was such a stud) and dangerous because all the girls belonged to other guys. Two were married, three were engaged to be married and all the rest had steady boyfriends. They all had one thing in common though, they all wanted to have their cunts licked and they all wanted to have their cunts licked at least once while they were still full of their boyfriend's stuff. The fact that I was willing to do that could only have started with Becky.
I was averaging one new girl every other week. None of them was looking for a permanent relationship with me, they just wanted to see if "it was true." Once they found out that it was they snuck around on their boyfriend for a week or two before they stopped seeing me, although several did come back for a 'refresher' every month or so.
I didn't have a steady girlfriend, hell, I didn't want one; she would have only gotten in the way of all the pussy I was getting. Anyway, that is how I felt until I met Madge.
The first time I saw Madge I fell ass end over teakettle for her. For me it was love at first sight and I set out to get her. The first step was to eliminate all the other women in my life at that time. Easier said than done. It isn't easy to tell a girl who has just discovered the joy of having her pussy eaten that she is going to have to find someone else to do it. Especially when the reason she is with you is that she couldn't find anyone else to do it. But I managed Madge and I started dating and then going steady and then finally I asked her to marry me and she accepted.
The day after I slid the ring on her finger was the first day I cheated on her. In my defense I can only say that I did it to keep her. I know that sounds a lot like, "I had to burn the village down to save it" but it is true. Madge had transferred in from out of state and didn't know many people and they ones she did know didn't run in my circle of friends so she never knew of my reputation and I never wanted her to know.
The day after I proposed to Madge we were at a kegger at the Pi Kappa Alpha house and Marlene Ames came up to me and said:
"Hey silver tongue, where you been?"
"Just around Mar."
"Not around here where I could get to you sugar. I'm going through withdrawal Robbie. I need my pussy eaten. We need to get together. When's a good time for you?"
"Sorry Mar, but I'm spoken for now. I can't be straying off the reservation."
"Reservation, smeservation. If you don't want a little birdie to sing in Butch's ear about what you do with Becky (Becky was one of those who came back every couple of weeks for a refresher) you will sneak out of here with me right now while Hal is playing Chug A Lug over at the keg."
I didn't know if Marlene would see to it that Butch found out or not, but I couldn't chance it. Butch had a nasty temper and while a fight with him could go either way, win or lose Madge would want to know what the fight was about. I saw Madge in a corner talking with some girls and I juts hoped she wouldn't miss me and come looking for me. A quick glance at Hal showed him in the Chug A Lug contest and I knew that would last a while so I turned to Marlene and said:
"Lead the way."
I almost got out of it. When we got outside she asked me where I was parked. I lied to her and told her that I hadn't driven that night and that we would have to use Hal's pick up truck.
"We can't do that. What if he comes out?"
"Well I'm not going to do it on the porch or the lawn so I guess it won't happen" and I turned to go back inside.
Marlene grabbed my arm, "No, we'll do it. Hal is parked just down the street."
Hal's truck had a topper on the back and when Marlene and I climbed in the back I was surprised to see that he had an air mattress lying on the bed. I didn't really want to do it, but all my reluctance vanished when Marlene raised her skirt and took off her thong. There is just something about the sight of a ready pussy that does that to me.
Marlene pulled her legs back to open herself for me and I saw that her cunt lips were red and puffy from being freshly fucked. Cum was leaking out of her pussy and running down the crack of her ass. I thought of Hal suddenly coming out of the frat house and I decided to get mine first. I started to take my pants off and Marlene said:
"What are you doing?"
"You know the rules Mar. They haven't changed. I get to fuck the pussies I eat."
"We might not have enough time for that. Eat me first."
"Nope. I'm going to fuck you first" and I moved up and slid my cock into her sloppy cunt. There is nothing that feels so good, at least to me, as sliding your cock into the pussy of another man's woman.
"Did you fuck Hal before you left the house knowing that you were going to try and blackmail me tonight?"
She looked away from me and I laughed and said, "Does your husband have any idea of what a slut you can be?"
"No" she whispered.
"Blackmail can work both ways Mar. Butch could learn about me and Hal could learn about you. Think about it" I said as I took my sloppy seconds.
When I finished I was on my knees looking down at her and she said:
"What are you going to do?"
"What do you expect me to do Mar?"
"You won't let Hal find out, will you?"
"Oh come on Mar. You are a great piece of ass even when you are giving out sloppy pussy; do you really think I'd want to screw that up?"
"So now what?"
"A deal is a deal Mar. I got mine so now you get yours."
I pulled her legs apart and slid two fingers into her cunt and then I lowered my head and ran my tongue into her. My fingers stroked in and out as I probed with my tongue. I sucked on her clit for a while and then I did some licking and sucking and then I went back to sucking on her clit. I alternated working on her clit and the rest of her pussy and about the time I was beginning to worry that we had been gone from the party too long I decided that I needed to hurry things along. I shoved a finger in Mar's ass and she went wild. Her hands grabbed the back of my head and pulled me hard against her cunt as she had an orgasm. I pulled back from her and reached for my pants.
"I'd like to fuck you again, but I think we have to get back to the party. Let's hope we weren't missed."
Hal was still at the keg when we went inside and Madge was still talking to some girls. I breathed a sigh of relief, but it was a relief that was short lived.
That was my first time cheating on Madge, but it wasn't to be the last.
To be continued.
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Did you ever do something on the spur of the moment and have it change your whole life? I did. I have no idea why I did it or what even put the thought into my head. Just one or two seconds is all it took to change my life forever.
My wife is what some might call pleasingly plump. At five feet, one hundred and twenty-five pounds (a good bit of it stuffed into her 34C bra) she is a voluptuous bombshell. Add long black hair that hangs down to her ass and legs that just cry out "fuck me" when she wears heels and you have a walking wet dream. She's always hot, ready and willing to fuck and it is usually all I can do to keep up with her.
I work for a large electronics firm and Bettina and I were attending the corporation's annual Christmas party. Bettina was wearing a short white cocktail dress and a pair of white CFM's with four-inch heels. She wasn't wearing a bra and she was so tanned that she didn't wear hose. Half the men at the party had their tongues hanging out as they looked at her and almost all the women wished she had never come. At eleven or so the regional manager that I worked under came up to me and told me that Mr. Salmons, the CEO of the company, was drunk on his ass and that as the most junior manager there I had been elected to take him home. Bettina was a little pissed at having to leave the party early, but finally she realized what not graciously accepting the task would do to my career and she cooled down. A couple of guys managed to get Salmons out to my car and had dumped him on the front seat next to Bettina. I was a little surprised to find that Salmons wasn't all that drunk, just too drunk to drive.
He was staring out the side window and the ride was quiet for the first five minutes or so and then Bettina asked, "Why do you drink so much?"
Great I thought, just what I needed to help me along in my career. Salmons turned to look at her and said, "It's a long sad story my dear."
Bettina said, "We have time and I'm a very good listener."
He was silent for several moments and then said, "I have what is known as erectile dysfunction. In plain words I can't get it up anymore. There was a time when seeing you in that dress and those sexy heels would have had me as hard as an iron bar. The doctor's say that the condition, at least in my case, is all mental and I suspect that they may be right. It happened shortly after I caught my wife in bed with another man. All of a sudden I just couldn't function anymore."
I noticed that he was staring at Bettina's legs. Her feet were on the transmission tunnel and her dress had ridden well up her thighs. I don't know why I said what I did, I suppose that it was because of my pride in Bettina or maybe it was the alcohol I'd had that night, but whatever the reason I said, "Maybe it's because you aren't getting the right stimulation. I bet Bettina could get you hard."
Salmons gave a grunt of disbelief and then said, "If she could your future with the company would be assured."
I was treating it as a humorous situation, a joke, and I said, "How about it honey, give him a raise to get me one?"
I saw Bettina give me a look that would curdle milk and then, almost defiantly, she turned her head away from me, lifted her dress to her waist and then with one motion she took the dress up over her head and tossed it in the back seat. She was sitting between me and Salmons dressed only in her panties and her high heels and Salmons gave a low whistle and said, "Great God Almighty!" Bettina looked at me with an expression that said, "This is your idea - live with it!" She lifted her left leg and put it over mine and then did the same with her right leg over Salmons left leg. She sat there between us with her legs spread wide while a man who was a stranger to her half an hour ago feasted his eyes on her. The situation was way out of my control now and Bettina was in charge. She gave me one last defiant look and then turned and kissed Salmons.
It was a long kiss and even though I couldn't see from where I was sitting I knew that Bettina had her tongue half way down his throat. When they broke the kiss Salmons lowered his head and started to suck Bettina's tits. His hand went to her crotch and he worked a finger under the crotch band and his fingers probed her pussy. Bettina moaned as the fingers worked in her and after a minute or so Salmons said, "Take off your panties."
As far as the two of them were concerned I wasn't even there. Bettina took off her under pants and then she reached for his zipper. In seconds she had his cock out and she lowered her head and took it in her mouth. Salmons head leaned back and he groaned, "Oh god, oh god, so good, so damned good."
Bettina's hair hid what she was doing but Salmons groans told me he was getting a damned good blow job. A minute or so later Bettina sat up and looked at the monster that was jutting up out of Salmons lap. "Good God!" she said as she looked at what had to beat least ten inches of hard flesh. Without even an acknowledgement that I was there Bettina got up and straddled Salmons and then lowered herself and I watched in horror as that giant cock split Bettina's pussy lips. Salmons thrust up and I saw his cock slide up into my wife. He grunted as he levered his cock into Bettina and each new thrust brought a cry of pleasure from my wife and I broke out in a cold sweat as the situation continued to escalate. My cock was the only one that Bettina had ever known and now she was crying out in pleasure as another man fucked her. Salmons looked over at me and said, "You were right. She got me up. How does it feel sweetie?"
Bettina looked over at me and said, "It's the best I ever had honey. Just don't stop giving it too me."
For the next five minutes I got to listen to the slap, slap, slap of flesh meeting flesh, Bettina's cries of pleasure and Salmons groans. Finally Salmons said, "I'm going to cum sweetie, want me to pull out?"
Bettina looked over at me, eyes boring into mine and said, "Why? I earned it and I want it."
I don't know how much he pumped into her, but at least a quart leaked out of her when she climbed off of him. Salmons collapsed against the door, a smile on his face, "I never thought anyone could get me up like that. Maybe it's the situation. I've never fucked a man's wife with him sitting right beside me. You folks do this often?"
Bettina said, "It's the first time" and she looked over at me and stared me right in the eye as she said, "But it won't be the last."
Salmons pulled her to him and kissed her. "Pull over" he said, "We are going to get in the back seat."
I kept driving and Bettina said, "The man said pull over dear. Do it!"
I watched in the rear view mirror as Bettina sucked his cock and got him hard again and then she lay down on the seat and spread her legs for him. When we got to his house I had to sit in the driveway for ten minutes while he finished fucking her. As he was getting out of the car Salmons said, "Can we do this again sometime?"
"Whenever you want honey. Just call and I'm all yours." She turned to face me, "Isn't that right dear?"
He calls often and sometimes Bettina is gone for days. I am now a vice president and while the money is good I've lost much more than I've gained. Bettina and I are still together only I haven't got a clue as to why. I love her, but I have no idea anymore how she feels about me. I have to believe that she is still with me because she cares for me, but she can be so cold blooded at times. The first time Salmons took Bettina with him on a five day business trip he didn't ask - he just told me he was taking her - and when I mentioned it to her she said, "Don't talk to me about it. He's your boss. All you have to do is tell him no, that I'm staying home with you."
I didn't do it. I'm sure that if I were to take a stand and try to cut Bettina off from that huge cock she would leave me and be Salmons mistress. He already owns her more than I ever did. For the last three months now he has been giving her to his friends and business associates and Bettina does whatever he tells her to do. The more I think about it though, the more I wonder why I'm so afraid that I'll lose her. She might be sharing a house with me, but she is already gone.
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I'm probably going to end up divorced, but right now I just don't care. I'm having the time of my life cheating on my husband and I don't intend to stop. I'm doing it right under Ben's (my husband) nose and he doesn't suspect a thing. He was even the one who helped set me up with my lover.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started twenty years ago on our honeymoon; at least that is when the seed was planted. I had gone to my marriage bed a twenty-one year old virgin. I had promised my mother that I would walk down the aisle with my hymen intact and I did it.
The fact that I was a virgin did not mean that I knew little or nothing about sex. I had listened to all my girl friends rave over how good it was and by the time I married I had seen a good two dozen porn videos. Even though I stayed a virgin I was no stranger to cocks. I wouldn't let anyone invade my three body openings, but I wasn't a totally heartless bitch. If I liked a guy and he was a fun date he could get a hand job out of me while I let him play with my breasts.
I'd kept a diary back then and one day about a year after I married Ben I went back through it and counted thirty-seven different cocks that I had wrapped my fingers around and made spurt. White ones, black ones, Latin ones and even a few Orientals.
Anyway, I met Ben, fell in love and when he proposed I said yes. I approached my wedding night with eager anticipation. I wanted to experience the full range of sexual activities. I wanted to suck Ben's cock, have him eat my pussy. I was looking forward to giving him both of my cherries - anal and vaginal - and I saw my honeymoon as being one great orgasmic Heaven.
My great hopes were dashed five seconds after Ben and I had crawled naked onto the bed. I started to lower my head to take Ben's cock in my mouth and he stopped me.
"Stop that Cora. Only whores and loose women do things like that."
I tried to talk him into letting me do it at least once so I could see what it was like, but he absolutely refused. Given his stance on that I didn't dare ask him to go down on me. Ben was fine with regular sex; actually he was great with regular sex. Anytime, anywhere and two or three times a day on our honeymoon. Even after the honeymoon Ben was always up for sex (no pun intended) and for the first seven or eight years of our marriage five or six times a week was not uncommon.
Once, when we had come home from a party and were both a little tipsy I told Ben I'd like to try anal sex and got the same response I had gotten when I had wanted to try oral sex. It looked as if my lot in life was going to just be regular sex. Our sex life did slow down after a while as children and the other pressures of life got in the way. Plus Ben had been moving up in his company and the higher up he went the more hours he spent at work. But we still had plenty of regular sex and it was always good.
I never lost my desire to try oral and anal sex, but they moved into the realm of fantasy. Some nights after I'd put the children to bed and Ben wasn't home yet I'd get on the Net and visit porn sites where I could see what I couldn't have.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The years went by, the children grew up and Debbie joined the Army while Timmy opted for college. Tim wanted the full college experience so he was living in a dorm which left Ben and me alone in the house. With the kids gone our sex life picked back up to five and six times a week. Then Ben was offered another promotion, but one that involved a lot of travel. Ben took the job and he started to be gone at least one week out of the month. As he grew into the job he started traveling more and soon he was leaving on Monday morning and coming home on Friday night almost every week.
I was used to my steady diet of sexual activity and Ben's business trips started leaving me in a constant state of horniness that Ben was hard put to satisfy when he got home. To be truthful about it, he didn't. He tried, but he couldn't make up a missing weeks worth in only two days. I was constantly horny and I'm not sure that I wouldn't have dragged the mailman into the house if he had ever come up on the porch.
Ben had been traveling for about nine months when he decided to give me some help. It wasn't the kind of help he was thinking of when he set it up, but neither of us knew that at the time (and he still doesn't -giggle, giggle). What Ben did was hire the son of one of the guys he worked with to do some work around the house. He was to cut the grass, clean the pool, weed the flowerbeds and other stuff that Ben did not want to waste his weekend home on. He told me about it on a Monday morning as he was packing to leave.
"I hired Jack's boy Dave to help out around the house. He will be here on Thursday to cut the grass. If you need anything done just tell him. Don't save 'honey do's' for me to do on the weekend. I've hired Dave so I don't have to waste my two days off doing chores."
"What days will he be available?"
"Monday through Friday until school starts up again."
I didn't think any more of it until Thursday when the doorbell rang. I opened the door to see an Adonis standing there. Tall, well built, good looking and smiling as if he were overjoyed to see me.
"Mrs. Rush? I'm Dave Blanchard. I'm here to cut the grass and your husband said you might have some other things for me to do."
I'm ashamed to admit it, but the first thought to jump into my mind when he said that Ben said that I might have some other things for him to do was, "Damned right I do. Push me down on the floor and fuck me."
In my defense I can only say that Ben hadn't put out my fires over the weekend and I was as horny as a goat. In fact, when the doorbell rang I was on my way to the bedroom to get my vibrator. All thoughts of that battery operated piece of plastic fled when I set eyes on David. But even though I felt my pussy juicing up I had enough control (or common sense) to invite him in and then walk him right out to the shed where Ben kept the garden tools and the lawn mower. Then I spent the rest of the day fantasizing about Dave as he worked in the yard.
I spent two weeks fantasizing and that is probably all it would have been had we not had a near record temperature day. Dave was cutting the grass bare chested and in a pair of shorts and sweat was rolling off him. I had been lying next to the pool in a bikini working on my tan and when Dave finished cutting the grass I invited him to take a dip in the pool. He said he didn't have any swimming trunks with him and I told him I would get him a pair of Ben's.
As I walked toward the house I saw Dave's reflection in the patio door glass. He was watching my ass and squeezing his cock and I felt my pussy tingle at the thought that this young man (only twenty) was turned on by my forty-two year old body. Inviting Dave to use the pool might have been the courteous thing to do, but it hadn't been the smartest as I found out when he came out of the pool dripping wet. The wet trunks seemed molded to his body and they outlined the size and shape of his cock. That got me started on fantasizing again and that coupled with my constant horniness caused my pussy to get almost dripingly wet.
I was lying on my back on the chaise lounge imagining Dave bending me over the diving board and taking me from behind when movement next to me snapped me out of my reverie. I looked to my right and saw Dave standing there. The swimming trunks were gone and he was stroking his erection less than a foot from my face. Alarmed I started to get up, but Dave pushed me back down and said:
"You don't have to touch it if you don't want to, but you have been staring at it for hours now and I just thought that you should get a better look. I'll just sit here next to you, get some sun and let you do whatever you want."
I was stunned. Not so much at seeing his cock (and a very nice one at that), but at the fact that a boy so young could have so much confidence in himself that he could do what he was doing with me. I was determined that I wouldn't let him see how flustered I was so I leaned back, closed my eyes and tried to ignore him.
Yeah, right! I kept opening my eyes just a crack and looking over at him sitting next to me with that nice looking cock sticking straight up out of his lap. The diving board scene came back to me and I fantasized about taking that cock from behind. I imagined myself on my knees in the tool shed as he fed his cock to me. The word 'fed' triggered the thought of my sucking Dave's cock to see what giving a blow job was like. I could see, in my mind, the two of us in a sixty-nine so I could finally feel what having my pussy eaten would be like.
I was horny as hell. Ben hadn't taken near enough care of my needs when he had been home over the weekend and he wasn't due home for three more days. Three more days that I would have to stuff my hole with battery operated plastic. I squinted at Dave's cock as I thought, "No one would know except the two of us." I didn't know if Dave would eat my pussy, but I would be able to satisfy my curiosity about giving head. Dare I? No damn it, no I told myself. You have managed to go without knowing for over twenty-one years now. You are a faithful wife so get those stupid ideas out of your head.
I got up to go in the house to get some clothes on. Again I saw Dave's reflection in the patio door glass and he was watching me and stroking his cock. His beautiful hard cock. Softer than plastic, but still gloriously hard. Hard and wanting me. My knees felt weak and as I reached for the door handle on the sliding glass door, something in me snapped and I turned and said:
"Oh hell, you might as well come on in the house with me."
The poor kid never had a chance. He was no sooner in the door than I was on my knees in front of him and had his cock in my hand. I looked it over closely; it wasn't any bigger than Ben's, but it had a little leftward bend in it whereas Ben's was straight. There was a drop of pre-cum in the pee hole and I licked it off and savored the taste. It wasn't as sweet as Ben's, but that wasn't a true comparison. I'd never tasted Ben's cum straight from the source. A couple of times after making love (and making sure that Ben didn't see) I put my fingers in my pussy after Ben had cum in me and then I had licked them to see what the taste would be like. But it wasn't just Ben's cum that I tasted; it was Ben's juices mixed with mine. I leaned forward and took Dave's cock in my mouth. I'd never sucked a cock before, but I had seen it done countless times on porn videos and I tried my best to do it the way I'd seen it done.
"Tell me before you come sweetie, I don't want to be surprised."
Then I licked it like an ice cream cone. I ran my tongue down the top until I got to his balls and then I sucked on them for a bit before taking my tongue up the bottom side. I circled the head twice with my tongue and then I swallowed it. It had a pungent taste and I wondered what it would taste like coated with my juices. My head bobbed and my tongue laved and after a couple of minutes his hands moved to the back of my head and he started fucking my face.
Dave tensed up and he told me he was going to cum and I clamped my lips tight around his cock. I was determined not to lose a drop. I had waited over twenty years for the experience and I was going to have every last second and every last drop of it. I held him in my mouth until he was soft and even then I was reluctant to let it go. Letting it happen had been a major weakness on my part and I knew that I would never do it again, so I didn't really want it to end.
That thought lasted for as long as it took Dave to take my arms and helped me up from where I was kneeling. "My turn" he said as he pulled down my bikini bottoms and pushed me back against the kitchen table. In the time it took me to figure out what he meant he had picked me up and set me on the edge of the table and spread my legs.
"I'll bet it tastes as good as it looks," he said and then he licked my pussy.
I don't know if he did it right or not as I had no yardstick to go by, but he licked and sucked on it and found my clit and went to work on it. It only took him three minutes to give me a screaming orgasm. As I regained control of my senses Dave said:

"You seemed to enjoy that."
I sat there on the edge of that table with my legs spread wide and my body all warm and glowing and I hated my husband for having denied me the pleasure that Dave had just given me.
"I did lover, I did, oh God yes I did."
I got off the table and went to my knees in front of him and I licked his cock. I knew that I should have quit when Dave's mouth had given me the orgasm on the table. I had already gone way past the line, but I convinced myself that now that the damage was already done and I was never going to let it happen again I should at least take advantage of this one time event.
I licked and sucked on Dave's cock and when he was fully erect and his cock was rampant in all of it's hardened glory I took hold of it like a leash to lead Dave to my bedroom. Surprisingly he resisted me.
"I can't Mrs. Rush."
"Why not Dave?"
"I didn't come prepared. I didn't bring any protection."
"That's sweet of you Dave, wanting to protect me, but you needn't worry because I can't get pregnant any more."
Even after letting him know that I had to practically drag him onto the bed. Once there however he lost all his resistance. He lifted my legs up onto his shoulders and put his cock at my opening.
"Hard and deep Dave" I moaned, "That's how I want it, hard and deep."
I'd already broken my wedding vows so I let myself go. I was a wanton slut for Dave. I clutched at him, dug my nails into his back and buttocks and screamed and begged for him to fuck me hard and make me cum. He gave me two orgasms before he came and then I scrambled out from under him and went after his cock with my mouth. He pushed and shoved me until he got me into a position where he could go sixty-nine with me and then I mewled and purred like a stroked kitten as he ate my pussy. It didn't even dawn on me until after I had gotten him hard again and had mounted him that he had licked his own juices out of my pussy.
I was one raw sexual nerve ending as I bounced up and down on his hardness. I didn't think of Ben, my kids or my own behavior; all I thought of was how damned good I felt and of ways that I could make it last. When Dave spent himself in me for the third time (counting the first one in my mouth) in less than an hour I felt disappointed. I wanted to make that day last. It was only going to be that one time and I didn't want it to be over. I wanted to make the most of my one and only time of committing adultery. Dave had come three times all ready and I remembered back to when Ben was Dave's age four times had been his limit.
I wanted more than one more time with Dave. I wanted a dozen more times, two dozen even. I wanted to suck his cock several more times. I wanted my pussy eaten until Dave's jaw was so sore he couldn't do it again. I went after his cock again and it took me a lot longer to get him up than it had the last time, but get him up I did and as I licked his cock and his testicles I decided to get it all done. I'd sucked a cock, I'd had my pussy eaten, but there was one more thing I wanted to try that I never had.
"I want this one in my ass Dave. Will you do that for me? I've never had it there and I want to try it, please Dave?"
He took his time and worked on my butt with his thumb and fingers until he had it as loose as he could get it and then he put the head of his cock up against my sphincter and started to push. It hurt. There was pain, but the pain was no worse than the pain I'd felt when Ben took my virginity. I bit my lip and waited for the pain to slowly disappear and turn into pleasure as had been the case when I gave up my cherry. It took longer that I thought it would and I was just beginning to think that anal wasn't all that great when I felt the first stirrings of something. It was a small thing, but it caught my attention and then it started to grow. In three more minutes I was moaning in pleasure and shoving my ass back on Dave's cock. It took him almost five minutes to get himself off and by then I'd had two mind blowing orgasms and again I hated Ben for denying me the pleasure.
We fell asleep and might have slept the night away if the ringing phone hadn't awakened us. It was Ben making his nightly check in call. As he filled me in as to how his day had gone Dave moved up behind me spoon fashion and probed for my love hole. I should have scooted away from him, but I didn't. What I did was lift my leg to give him a better shot at getting in. As his cock slid into my pussy I bit my lip to keep from moaning and as Ben was asking me if Dave had come by Dave was slowly fucking me.

"Did he do a good job?"
"Yes he did honey. He worked really hard today. Really worked up a sweat."
"Okay baby, I've got to go. I'll call you tomorrow. I love you, bye."
"I love you too honey, bye."
As I dropped the phone on the bed I moaned, "Fuck me lover, oh God, fuck me, fuck me hard."
I'd had so many orgasms that day that I didn't think another one was possible, but I did have one and it was a big one as Dave splashed my insides with his juices. I remember thinking for one silly second that is was a shame that all that potent seed he'd put in me couldn't be rewarded with a child. I knew my one day of madness was about over and I wanted one more time so I went after Dave with my mouth yet again. It took me forever to get him hard again, but then it took forever for him to fuck me that last time. I took him deep in my ass and had two more orgasms before we collapsed on the bed and fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I hadn't intended for Dave to spend the night with me, but when I awoke in the morning we were all wrapped around each other. He was there, he was naked and one more time wouldn't hurt. I had learned that I liked the feel of a cock in my mouth so I took the partially awake young man in my mouth and I worked on him until he was both fully awake and erect and then I mounted him. I rode him with eyes closed, lost in the feeling of the moment. After several minutes Dave pulled me down to his chest and rolled over to put me on the bottom and then he began to fuck me hard. I moaned and moaned and pleaded with him to make me cum and when he did he came at almost the same time. All I could think of when he pulled out of me was, "One more time, just one more time" and I swung around and again went after his cock with my mouth. He pushed and prodded me into position for some sixty-nine and then went after my cum filled pussy like a starving man. When he was hard I lay down and pulled him on top of me and told him to fuck me hard. He did and I came twice before he did. As we lay there catching our breath I asked:
"Doesn't it bother you to eat my pussy when it has cum in it?"
"Hell no. Your pussy is delicious. I'd even eat it after your husband came in it."
"You would?"
"In a heartbeat."
Just the thought of that made me shiver. I could never give Ben sloppy seconds after Dave, but let Dave eat me after Ben had fucked me? Too bad it would never have a chance to happen. I leaned over and kissed Dave's cock and then I got out of bed and got dressed.
I walked him to the door, kissed him and thanked him for a marvelous time. He smiled and said:
"You were superb Mrs. Rush, simply superb. Next time I may have to bring help just so I can stay with you."
It was a bittersweet smile that I gave him when I said, "There won't be a next time Dave. This time was grand and I'm glad we did what we did, but it was still wrong. I really do love my husband though and so we can't do it again."



He looked crestfallen, but he said he understood and then he was gone.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was nervous when Ben got home Friday evening. I just knew he would take one look at me and know what I had done. I decided that the best thing for me to do would be to spend the entire time he was home that weekend trying to fuck his eyes out. If I could keep him busy he might not notice what I knew had to be written all over me. I think he was actually glad when Monday came so he could escape me. The last thing he said to me before he kissed me goodbye was, "Make sure that Dave cleans the pool this week, okay?"
I had been doing my best to forget what I had done with Dave, but the words 'pool' and 'Dave' in the same sentence brought back what I had done with a vengeance. I spent all of Monday and Tuesday remembering my day with Dave and I was determined not to let it happen again. When Wednesday came and Dave rang the doorbell I gave him Ben's instructions and then made sure that I had plenty to do in the house.
It was another hot day and Dave was working in just his shorts again. I kept going to the window and looking out at him and then I would tear myself away and get back to my chores. I spent the entire day thinking of how good it felt when Dave had eaten my pussy; how hard I came when he fucked me in my ass and how soft and yet so hard his cock had been in my mouth. By four my pussy was dripping and I hoped that the batteries in my vibrator would hold out until I could get to the store for new ones.
At four-thirty the doorbell rang again and I opened the door to see Dave standing there.
"I've done everything on Mr. Rush's list Mrs. Rush. Is there anything else you need done before I leave?"
I stood there looking at him and my lower lip quivered as I moaned and said, "Oh God." And then I grabbed him by the waist band of his shorts and pulled him into the house. I fucked him right there on the floor just inside the door and then I fucked him on the living room couch, the kitchen table and yes, I even bent over the diving board and let him take me from behind. I was on my knees with my head buried in a pillow and Dave buried in my ass when Ben called to check in that night.
"Did Dave clean the pool like I asked?"
"Yes honey, he did everything you had on your list and then I had him do a few things around the house for me."
"Good. Use him anyway you see fit. I'm paying him well to take care of things around the house when I'm gone."
"He's doing a great job honey."
"Okay baby, I have to go now. I'll call you tomorrow. I love you, bye now."
"I love you to Ben. Goodnight."
I hung up the phone and moaned, "Fuck me Dave, fuck me hard. My husband says to use you anyway I see fit. Fuck me lover, fuck me hard."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was six months ago and Dave doesn't come by on Wednesday anymore. That's because he rarely leaves. He arrives Monday morning as soon as Ben is gone and then he wakes up every morning in my bed. On Friday he leaves before Ben Gets home and then he's back the following Monday. When school started he transferred to the local college and he does have to leave me during the day for classes, but he is only carrying twelve hours so we have plenty of time to play.
I'm getting my fill of glorious sex including lots and lots of anal and oral from a lusty young man who seems to be able to keep going like the Energizer Bunny. And the lusty young man has a kinky side to him. The reason he gets to our house so soon after Ben leaves on Monday is because he knows that I fuck Ben as soon as we wake up every Monday morning to give him something to remember me by on his long trip. Dave meant what he said about eating my pussy while it was full of Ben's cum. I don't know if it is Dave's technique (he is the only one who has ever eaten me) or just that I feel so deliciously wicked when he does it, but I have a massive orgasm before he quits. His other kink (and mine also to be truthful about it) is being in me when Ben calls home to check in every night. I try to keep the conversation going until Dave cums, either in my pussy or in my ass.
I'm still giving Ben all he can handle and then some. I hope he never finds out what I'm doing because I do love him. Even so, I'd be hard put to have to make a choice between Ben and Dave if I ever had to. I just pray that it never comes to that.
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Marlene was just the first of many. Apparently she told some of the others that I had stopped seeing about how she had gotten me to do her and I started hearing from them and getting the same threat from them that I had gotten from Marlene only more so. Tina threatened me with Marlene's husband Hal. Veronica threatened me with Tina's husband. Merrily threatened me with Veronica's fianc‚e and it went on and on like that. And to keep Madge in the dark I always gave in.
I both didn't like doing it and liked doing it. I didn't like it because I was cheating on Madge, but I liked it because of the sex. It was understood that if I gave them what they wanted I got what I wanted so eating pussy, full or not, kept me in blow jobs, pussy and anal sex. This was a good thing because Madge was 'saving herself' for marriage. We did a lot of heavy necking, but the rule was that I had to keep my hands above the waist. Madge did give me an occasional hand job, but that was it. Anything else had to wait until after the wedding, so for the entire length of our engagement I was getting sex behind her back.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Madge and I were married two months after graduation. We were both working and saving our money for a house, but married life was not what I had expected. After taking our vows I expected that Madge and I would go on our honeymoon, fuck ourselves stupid, and then return home to enjoy a great sex life.
Wrong!
I'm not saying that the sex wasn't good, but it wasn't what I was used to or wanted. Madge loved sex, but only in the missionary position, with the lights off and with her nightgown on and pulled up to the waist. No oral - giving or receiving - and no anal. No doggie style, no cowgirl or reverse cowgirl, nothing but missionary! But what the hell, I loved her and she was willing seven nights a week and as many times as I could get it up so I lived with it. And I would have lived with it forever except for a quirk of fate.
Madge and I had been married a little over three years when it happened. I was sitting at my desk at work when a voice said, "Hello stranger." I looked up and into the eyes of the woman who had started it all in college. Becky didn't look any different than she had the last time I had seen her which had been the week before graduation. The only difference was that instead of a skirt or a dress she was wearing the uniform of a UPS driver. Our regular driver had taken a sick day and Becky was the relief driver.
I got up and gave her a hug and asked her if she had time for a cup of coffee. She said no, but she would let me buy her a drink if I'd meet her at Rocky's Bar and Grill later. Since I drove right by the place on my way home I told her I'd meet her there at six.
She was already seated in a booth when I got there so I sat down opposite her, ordered drinks from the waitress and then we sat there and played the "Whatever happened to..." and "Have you seen..." game and then she asked:
"Do you remember the last time we saw each other?"
"Of course."
"I'm not with Butch any more, but at least in one respect I didn't improve my position any."
"Wow's that?"
"The man I married won't eat my pussy or let me suck his cock. You still like to do things like that?"
The smart thing for me to have done was to say, "Nice seeing you" and then getting up and getting out of there, but I didn't do the smart thing. I thought about Becky's lips on my cock, about how tight her ass had been the last time I'd been there, and yes, I did remember the pungent taste of her pussy when I'd eaten her after she had just come from Butch. I remembered all that and I said:
"I never liked doing things like that Becky, I loved doing those things."
"Not that I want to rush you through your drink, but there is a motel just up the street. If you are interested, of course."
I called Madge on my cell phone and told her I was working late and then I smiled at Becky and said:
"I'm ready when you are."
She looked as good and tasted as good as she always had and after I had eaten her and fucked her she said:
"Another thing my husband won't do is anal. Have you enough time for that?"
I looked at my watch and then said, "That depends on you. How fast can you get me back up?"
"If I haven't lost my touch I'd say in about three minutes."
She hadn't lost her touch, not at all. As soon as she had me hard she got on her knees and put her head down on a pillow.
"Go easy to get me started baby, it has been a while."
I got up behind her and pushed two fingers into her pussy to get some juice on them and then I worked them into her asshole. I moved them around for a bit and then I added a third finger. I worked on her butt hole until I felt her relax and then I moved up behind her and slid my cock into her pussy. Several strokes later I pulled my cum coated rod out of her and positioned it at her asshole.
"Now Robbie, now. I need you in my ass."
I pushed forward and she cried out as I fed an inch of cock into her. I waited a second and gave her another inch and she moaned. I pushed into her an inch at a time until my balls slapped her ass and then I slowly started to fuck her. After a minute she started to push her ass back at me.
"Oh god yes. I've missed this. Fuck me Robbie, fuck me."
I pushed into her harder and fucked her for several minutes until I felt my orgasm coming and I told her to hurry. She reached under herself and began rubbing her clit and then cried out:
"I'm cumming Robbie, I'm cumming. Cum with me Robbie, cum with me."
I slammed into her one last time and my juice boiled out of me and flooded her rectum. I pulled out of her and fell to the bed beside her. Becky rolled over and cuddled up next to me and one hand reached down to fondle my limp cock and she said:
"When can we do this again?" Becky asked.
"When would you like to?"
"Hubby bowls on Tuesdays and he has a lodge meeting on Thursdays. Plus, he plays golf every Saturday morning."
"Saturdays are iffy, but I can handle Tuesdays and Thursdays."
She pouted and said, "Not Saturday?"
"Why is Saturday important?"
She got a wicked grin on her face and said, "Because he always makes love to me Saturday morning and I remember how much it turned me on when you went down on me after I had been with Butch."
"I can't promise every Saturday, but I should be able to do a few."
I felt guilty as hell when I got home and Madge greeted me with a kiss.
"Have you eaten yet?" she asked and I had an instant image in my head of my face buried in Becky's pussy as I said, "No, but I ate a late lunch and I'm not very hungry."
"Good. I've been here imagining you at work in your office with your secretary spread out on your desk and I'm horny as hell" and she pulled me along to the bedroom. She went into the bathroom and when she came out she had on her nightgown. She turned out the light and got into bed. "Come on baby, hurry, I need it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next four months I met Becky at Rocky's every Tuesday and Thursday. We had a drink and then went to the motel. I was able to get away about one Saturday in three and it was one of those Saturdays that almost got me caught.
I had spent the morning letting Becky fuck my brains out and she had been especially horny that day. She clutched at me, grabbed at me and her legs flailed all over the place as I pounded into her. Madge wasn't home when I got there and I went in to take a shower. Madge walked into the bathroom just as I came out of the shower and she looked at me and exclaimed:
"Jesus Rob, what happened to your back and the backs of your legs?"
I turned so I could see my back in the in the mirror and I saw the marks that Becky's nails had left and I saw the bruises on the back of my legs.
"Must have happened when I crawled under your car to check out your exhaust system."
Lucky for me she bought the story and I made sure from then on I wore a T-shirt when I played with Becky. To cover for my Tuesdays and Thursdays with Becky I told Madge I was shooting for a promotion at work and that I would probably be working a lot of late nights for a while. Then, so she wouldn't see a pattern in Tuesday and Thursday I started to randomly go home late on Mondays and Wednesdays. I didn't have to worry about Madge wondering why I was doing all that late work for a promotion that never came because I had already gotten the promotion. I had been chosen to become the new manager of production when the current manager retired at the end of the year. At that time I could use the new job to justify the late hours.
When I started randomly taking off Mondays and Wednesdays to break up the Tuesday/Thursday pattern I needed something to do so I started stopping in at the sports bar down the street when I got off of work. One Monday night when I was sitting at the bar sipping a Bud Light and watching Monday Night Football a woman slid onto the stool next to me and said:
"Hey sailor, buy a girl a drink?"
I looked over and saw Marsha, a secretary from work. Using her tone of voice as a guide I said:
"I don't know sweetie, what's in it for me?"
"Depends honey. Are you away from home, lonely and looking for some company?"
"Maybe. If it is the right kind of company."
"You aren't a cop are you?"
That confused me for just a second because she knew who I was, but then I figured it out, she was role-playing. She was pretending to be a prostitute. I knew she was married and a quick look at her left hand showed that she wasn't wearing her rings.
In a low voice I asked, "Is hubby watching?"
"Yes."
"Just how far are you planning on taking this?"
"All the way is what he wants."
"What do you want?"
"For the most part I want to keep him happy, but I'm not sure that I can do what he wants."
"He doesn't know that you know me?"
"Nope. We came in here and I was supposed to pick up a man, do him for money and then hubby will race home with me for fun and games."
"Let me see if I have this right. Hubby wants you to pretend to be a prostitute, pick up a man and screw him for money. You aren't sure that you can do it. You come in here, spot me and go "Aha, someone safe." Is that about it?'
"Pretty much."
"The next question is, "What are you going to do?"
"I was hoping that I could talk you into playing along with me."
"How so?"
"Pretend to let me pick you up and then we can go someplace and talk for a while and then I can come back here and tell him I've done it."
I looked at her for several seconds and then said, "Okay, lets do it. I'll get up and go to the john and you go tell hubby you scored and that I'm taking you to the motel down the street. You play cribbage?"
"Yes. Why?"
"We have to do something in the motel room. I assume he will be outside watching. To make it look right we will need to kill at least half an hour."
We left Rocky's and half way down the block I pulled into a Safeway parking lot.
"Why are we stopping here?"
"To buy the props we need for our little play. Be right back."
I was back in five minutes and I handed her the bag."
"What's this?"
"Stuff you need to make it exciting for your hubby."
She opened the bag and found a bottle of KY lotion, a package of rubbers, a deck of cards and a cribbage board.
"If he's following us he will want to know why we stopped. Tell him I needed to get cash from an ATM and to buy some rubbers."
"What's this for?" and she held up the bottle of KY.
"Tear open one of the condoms, pour a little KY into it and then tie it off. Show it to hubby as proof that you did what he wanted."
I drove to the motel and got us a room. I was just breaking the seal on the deck of cards when I saw Marsha pulling her dress over her head.
"What are you doing?"
"I've decided to do it. He wants it so I'll do it."
"Are you sure about this? After it is over you will have to face me every day of the week."
"That's the only reason I can do it. I know you and I trust you. I couldn't do it with a stranger."
Marsha was a good looking woman and I wasn't about to turn her down if that is what she wanted to do. I had given her an out and she hadn't taken it. I started undressing. As I stripped I watched her and when she slipped her panties down her legs I saw that she had shaven her pussy - her cunt was as bald as an egg.
"Oh my" I said, "We may need more than half an hour."
"Why?"
"I've never eaten a bald pussy before."
"Oh no, you can't eat me."
"Of course I can."
"No, you don't understand, you just can't."
I pushed her down on the bed, pushed her legs apart and started to lower my face to her cunt.
"No Rob, no. I'm nasty down there."
"Nasty?"
"Roger made love to me before we left the house."
"Good for him" I said as I drug my tongue the length of her slit. She moaned and uttered a half hearted, "No Rob, no" but by then I already had my face buried in her pussy. My tongue probed her hole and she let out a sigh and she brought her legs up and set them on my shoulders. I went after her clit with my tongue and lips and I slipped a finger into her. I pushed my tongue as deep into her as it would go and then I added another finger.
I lapped at her pussy like a cat licking milk from a saucer. I could feel her juices flowing to my tongue and her hands grabbed the back of my head and that told me that she was ready to cum. Her body trembled and her legs tightened around my neck and then her body relaxed.
By the time she had settled down from her orgasm my cock was iron bar hard and screaming for relief. I grabbed the paper bag and got out the condoms, but before I could open one Marsha said:
"You won't need those."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes. That's one of the things he wants - sloppy seconds."
I moved up and rubbed my hard cock up and down her slit and then I pushed and drove it home. Her cunt was sopping wet and I slid into it like a hot knife going through soft butter. She shoved her hips up at me to meet my thrusts and moaned a low, "Yesyesyesyesyes." I would have loved to stay in her for hours, but she was supposed to be a whore turning a trick, which meant get the john off quick so she could move on to the next one. Plus, her husband was waiting outside and watching so I slammed into her as hard and fast as I was able and she cried out:
"Oh yes, like that, just like that, fuck me, fuck me hard."
I felt my balls telling me that they were ready and my cock swelled. I grabbed her hips, gave one last hard thrust and the cum shot out of the head of my dick.
As she was getting dressed I took out my wallet and handed her five twenty dollar bills.
"What's this?"
"You have to show him you played for pay."
"I stopped at the bank on the way home from work and got the money to use for that."
"No, you have to take mine. That way you will really have had sex for money. You will be able to think of that when you are with your hubby and it might add some extra spice to things for you."
"This is twice what Roger expected me to charge. He told me to ask for fifty."
"Tell him that I said you were so good I tipped you. You were you know."
"I was?"
"You were great and I'm just sorry that we can't do it again. Come on, I need to get you back to the bar and then I need to get home."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Every time I saw Marsha for the next two weeks she would blush when she caught me looking at her. I, on the other hand, got turned on as all get out when I saw her. I remembered what a great piece of ass she had been and I wondered how I could go about getting her again. I decided that the best way would be to let her know that I was interested and then see what she would do. The best way would be not to ask her and risk being shot down, but to try the subtle approach.
I stopped at the motel on the way to work and rented a room and got two room keys. When Marsha returned to her desk after her ten o'clock coffee break she would find an envelope on her desk with her name on it. When she opened it she would find a fifty dollar bill, a room key, and a piece of paper that said "noon."
At eleven-thirty I entered the room, sat down and started reading the book I'd brought along and crossed my fingers. At two minutes to eleven I heard the sound of a key being put in the door and I put my book down. Marsha came into the room and saw me:
"I expected you to be undressed and ready. I only have an hour for lunch."
That began my four month affair with Marsha. It ended the day she told me she was pregnant and couldn't see me any more.
"Why not? Most doctors say you can have sex up till the eighth month if you are careful."
"I know. The reason I have to stop seeing you is that I have to concentrate on my marriage and work hard at convincing Roger that the child is his."
"Why would he doubt it?"
"You weren't the only one he had me run the prostitute bit on and since he wanted sloppy seconds none of them used a condom."
"Including me."
"That's right lover, including you and you spent a lot more time in me than anyone else and that includes Roger."
"You think it might be mine?"
"No. I'm married to Roger so it is Roger's baby, our baby. I just have to sell him on that."
"Even if it isn't?"
"My playing bareback was his idea so he will just have to live with it. I'll miss you lover. No one has ever eaten my pussy as good as you have."
Pregnant women are sexy as hell and seeing Marsha for the next four months and not being able to touch was hell on me, but then she went on maternity leave and that took the pressure off me. While the thing with Marsha was going on I was still seeing Becky once or twice a week. Between Madge, Becky and Marsha I was one well-fucked individual. And then suddenly Becky was gone. Her husband had taken a job out of state and of course she went with him when he relocated.
I was back to dark room, missionary position only sex. Plenty of it, but the oral and anal were gone.
A month after Marsha left on her maternity leave I came to work and found an envelope on my desk. I opened it and found a twenty dollar bill, a room key to room 112 at the Starlight Motel and a piece of paper that just had the word "noon" printed on it. I smiled. Marsha had decided to keep things going till her eighth month.
I arrived at room 112 at eleven fifty-five and used the key to let myself in. There was a naked woman on the bed, but it wasn't Marsha. She smiled at the surprise on my face and said:
"My name is Kaitlyn and Marsha tells me that you eat pussy."
I smiled back at her and pushed the door closed behind me and as I undressed I said: "Indeed I do my lovely, indeed I do."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Kaitlyn was followed by Sarah who was followed by Beverly Ann, Josie, Stephanie and Marge in that order. There was a seven month dry period and then Monica, Jodi, Jenny, Christy and a few whose names I don't remember came along.
How I managed to go so long without Madge tumbling to what I was doing I don't know, but just recently she has started to watch my comings and goings and I believe she is finally suspicious. I do love Madge and I don't want to lose my marriage so I've gone cold turkey. No more strange pussy for me. I've even sought professional help. It isn't going to be easy and I know it because temptation is all over the place. Just yesterday I received a phone call from Becky. She is moving back to town and wants me to meet her for a drink at Rocky's.
Do I dare?
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"She what?"
"She wants me to set up a gangbang for her. She wants me to round up ten or twelve guys and then she wants them to fuck her until she can't get them up anymore."
"Has she lost her mind?"
"No, she just wants a baby."
"That doesn't make sense."
"Sure it does, at least to her. That's what she is going for. She wants the gangbang at her most fertile time of the month. She told me to make sure that all of the studs have brown hair and brown eyes like you so that you won't even think twice about it when the baby arrives."
"It won't work and you and I both know it."
"Yes, but she doesn't."
"You going to do it? Set up the gangbang I mean?"
"Sure, why not? It might be fun."
"Might be fun?"
"Why sure lover, you don't think I'm going to set it up and go and lock myself in a room, do you? I'll get her ten or twelve and get six for myself."
"God Merrily, you can be such a slut."
"I know sweetie, but that's why you love me, isn't it?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
If you had told me ten years earlier that I would eventually find myself in the situation that I was presently in I would have laughed in your face. Ten years ago I didn't have a kinky bone in my body. I was a quiet, shy kind of guy and I rarely dated, not because I didn't want to, but because I never could summon up the courage to ask any of the girls I liked for a date.
All that changed one night when I attended a bachelor party for one of the guys I worked with. I had never been to one before and I had no idea of what to expect. I'd heard lots of stories of course, but they were all so way out that I could never believe any of them. If any of the stories were true it certainly seemed like Harry's wasn't going to be like any of them. There was a keg and before the party was an hour old there were poker games going on at two tables and four guys playing Double Pinochle at another. Another hour went by and then there was a knock at the door. Paul, whose apartment it was, got up and went to answer it. He opened it and an almost totally naked redhead strutted into the room. I say almost totally naked because she did have high heels on. She walked into the middle of the room and looked around at all of us.
"Okay, who is the idiot getting ready to waste his life by getting married?"
Everybody pointed at Harry and she pointed at him and said, "Okay you, over here and sit down in the chair."
Paul had known what was coming and he had already pre-positioned a chair for the purpose and Harry moved over to it and sat down.
The redhead looked around at all of us and said, "My name is Merrily and I don't do the lame ass striptease that most strippers do at bachelor parties. I believe in telling it like it is and I'm here to tell Harry that getting married is stupid and I'm going to show him why."
She moved in front of Harry, cupped her 36D tits and said, "Once married you can never touch tits like these again, unless of course your wife has melons like these." She snapped her fingers and Paul set another chair down just in front of Harry and merrily stepped up on it, spread her legs and pushed her lower body forward until her pussy was only inches from Harry's face.
"Look at the pussy Harry. Lean forward and take a deep breath and smell the heat pouring out of it. Once married Harry, pussy like mine will be a thing of the past for you. I fuck all day, everyday when I can Harry, but you will be down to twice a week in no time. Twice a week Harry; Tuesday and Friday or maybe Monday and Thursday or it could even be Thursday and Saturday, but still twice a week Harry. You will be at twice a week while I and thousands more like me are sucking cocks, taking it up the ass and fucking up a storm with single guy's everyday. Guys like you used to be Harry, before you got married."
She got off the chair and kicked it aside and then she knelt down in front of Harry and reached for his zipper. She pulled it down and reached inside to grab hold of his cock and then she brought it out. It was stiff and Merrily looked at it and then up at Harry's face and smiled.
"Oh baby, it is such a nice one. It is almost too nice to deprive the rest of us girls the pleasure of it."
She bent forward and kissed the head and then ran her tongue down the length of the underside and then back along the topside until she was back at the head. She looked up at Harry and smiled and then she swallowed him right down to the base. You could hear the, "Oh my Gods" echo through the room. One second she was smiling at him and a tenth of a second later Harry's seven inches had completely disappeared and Merrily's chin was buried in his pubic hair. She held him in her mouth like that for almost a minute and then she slowly pulled her mouth off him until it was empty.
"Can your new bride do that? I know a hundred girls who can, but you will cut yourself off from them when you say, "I do" especially if you mean it when you take your vows. Want to see what else you are going to miss?" She turned to face the group, "I need a volunteer."
Every hand there shot up in the air, except mine, and the bunch of them crowded forward leaving me standing alone with my hands by my side. She looked right at me and said, "Yes, you'll do, you'll do nicely" and she walked toward me, took me by the hand and pulled me up in front of Harry. She brought the second chair back in front of Harry and then told me to stand still.
"I'm going to do everything sweetie, all you have to do is stand here."
She slowly undressed me from the top down. First she took my head in her hands and kissed me. I felt her tongue dart into my mouth and she worked at me until my knees got weak. Without breaking the kiss she unbuttoned my shirt, worked it off me and let it fall to the floor. She broke the kiss, looked into my eyes and smiled.
"Steady baby, be steady for me."
She kissed me again and then broke away from my mouth and then her mouth traveled down my neck, across my shoulders and down to my nipples. She nipped at the left one and then kissed it and then her mouth traveled across my chest to the right one and then she did to it what she had done to the left. While she licked, kissed and sucked on my nipples her hands were working on my belt and my zipper. I felt my trousers fall to my ankles and she squatted down on her heels and her mouth traced a pattern from my chest to my belly button. She stopped there just long enough to swirl her tongue in it and then her mouth moved farther down as her hands pushed my boxers down to join my trousers in a puddle around my feet. Her hand reached for my ball sac and she drew her nails lightly over them.
"Step out of your pants baby" she whispered to me and then while I did it her mouth captured my cock. I felt her tongue swirl around the head and it felt so exquisite that I thanked whatever Gods there might be for letting me have the previous night. I had spent the night with a call girl and she had drained me and that is the only reason that I hadn't cum in my shorts when Merrily started on me and why I didn't explode as soon as her mouth captured me.
She took her mouth off my cock and told me to step backwards and sit on the chair. I did it and she went to her knees in front of me, looked up at me, smiled and said, "I'm impressed. Most men would have blown by now" and her mouth swallowed me again. She sucked my cock for a minute or so and then she stood up and moved forward to straddle me. Using her left hand to hold her left breast to my mouth she used her right to guide me into as she sat down on my cock. She was looking straight into Harry's eyes as she raised and lowered herself on me.
"You won't be able to do this once you are married Harry. Think sweetie, do you really want to give up the opportunity to do things like this?"
I was moving my mouth from tit to tit and trying to hold still while Merrily rocked away on me. She lowered her head and kissed me and when she broke the kiss she moved her mouth next to my ear.
"Sorry baby, I had no idea that you could last so long. Most men would have been done long ago, but I've been hired to do a job baby and I have to get to work. I'll give you one more minute and then I'll have to move on."
I started humping up at her in a desperate attempt to get off. She gave me almost three minutes before saying, "Sorry, baby, I really am" and then she lifted herself off of me.
After that it became your stereotypical bachelor party. Merrily fucked Harry twice, blew him once and then fucked every man there who wanted a piece of her. She looked over at me from time to time and I could read the expression on her face, "Why aren't you here?" it said, "Don't you need to get off?" But I stayed away from her and just watched as she worked her way through the guys. When it was over and everyone was dressed and ready to go she surprised me and everyone else in the place when she said, "Thanks guys, it was great" and then she walked over to me and said, "You're with me sugar. Lets get out of here and go where we can have some fun."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in a virtual fog as she took my hand and led me away. Once outside she asked, "Where's your car?" I pointed at it and she said, "We'll take yours and come back for mine later." In the car she slid over next to me and went to work on my zipper while I was starting the car. She got my cock out and then said, "Try not to kill us sugar" and she went down on me. We had gone all of three blocks before I let off a blast that should have taken the back of her head off. She stayed with it and swallowed every bit that I had to give before sitting up and tucking me away.
"I just had to get that load sugar - a matter of professional pride. Next question, your place or mine?"
"Why? Why are you doing this?"
"I told you sugar, professional pride. There was no way I was going to leave you with a case of blue balls. That's the first part of it. The second part is that you intrigue me."
"In what way?"
"In a lot of ways sugar. First, you were the only guy there who didn't rush to volunteer and that has never happened to me before. Second, a normal guy would have come twice with what I layed on you tonight and you didn't even come close to once. Third, I left you with a huge case of blue balls and you didn't even try to get rid of your frustration by taking part in the gangbang. Last, but by no means least, at least as far as I'm concerned, when I grabbed you and said you were with me you didn't look around and smirk at your buddies and act like the big stud horse. You actually seemed a little embarrassed, so yes, I'm intrigued and when that happens I just have to satisfy my curiosity."
"Nothing to be curious about. I've always been shy so it never even entered my mind to volunteer when you asked."
"What about your endurance?"
"Also because I'm shy, painfully so in fact. I hardly ever date girls because I can never work up the nerve to approach them. What sex I get is with a call girl I know. I don't know why, but she seems to like me and when I see her she usually lets me spend the night. I was with her last night and we had sex six times, the last time at seven this morning. I'm afraid I don't have super endurance, I was just all fucked out."
"Okay, so your hooker friend wore you out, but I still had to have left you with a case of blue balls. Why didn't you join in?"
I glanced over at her and then back at the road in front of me.
"Come on sugar, not a hard question."
I stared ahead for a couple of moments and then said, "You'll laugh."
"No I won't sugar, I promise."
More silence and then I said, "It is stupid and I know it."
"I've heard stupid before sugar, it won't shock me."
"I don't know why, but I felt special after what we did. No, it was more than that. I felt that we had something special and I didn't want to ruin it by acting like the rest of those drunken bozos."
Merrily was quiet for a moment and then she said, "That is so sweet sugar. That is one of the nicest things said about me in a long, long time."
A little more silence between us and then she said, "Back to the original question sugar, your place or mine?"
"We're here," I said as I pulled into my apartment parking lot. Merrily laughed out loud and then said, "So much for shy and retiring."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had just watched Merrily take on sixteen guys in ones and twos. She fucked them plain and simple. There wasn't any 'touchy-feely' stuff or any foreplay; it was strictly a no frills fuck session and the only thing missing was Merrily calling out "Next" whenever an open hole became available. Of course, she didn't have to because there was always someone ready and willing to jump in as soon as a hole became free. So imagine my surprise when she took it slow and easy with me. There was plenty of hugging, kissing and stroking, slow leisurely blow jobs and yes, some pussy eating (but she did douche first). We made love four times that night and fell asleep in each other's arms.
In the morning when I woke up I found Merrily pretty much wrapped around me. I gently disentangled myself and got up and put on a pot of coffee and ten minutes later Merrily came into the kitchen wearing one of my shirts. She sipped coffee and watched me fix breakfast and after we had eaten and I was doing the breakfast dishes she asked, "Do you have a girlfriend?"
"No, no I don't."
"Want one? She's a little weird, but she could sure keep you warm on cold nights. She could use an understanding guy."
"You've lost me."
"I could use a guy like you in my life sugar. Some one sweet and caring, some one who thinks that we have something special going. Some one who can make love to me when I come home from one of my gigs and not pass judgement on me. I'm a slut sugar. I do things like I did last night not only for the money, but because I love to do it and it sure would be nice to be able to come home to some one and be treated the way you treated me last night."
And that is how my very strange relationship with Merrily got started.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next three years we were a couple, albeit a very strange couple. Merrily did bachelor parties, strip-o-grams at birthday parties and other events, got seriously fucked and then she can home to me. We were happy and getting along great and I began to seriously consider asking Merrily to marry me. She must have seen it in my eyes because one day she said, "We can stay together until you are in your wheel chair and I'm getting around using a walker, but we will never be married. I do not believe in it."
I thought I was in love with Merrily, but I guess all it was was a really strong case of 'like' as I found out one day when I came home from work. She was at the kitchen table with a dark haired beauty who stopped my heart cold when I saw here. I saw Merrily smile at my reaction and then she introduced me to Lacy, her best friend from high school.
Lacy and I clicked and pretty soon I was spending a lot of time with her and one night when Merrily was out doing a retirement party Lacy and I ended up in bed. When Merrily got home she found us asleep and wrapped around each other. The next morning over coffee I saw Merrily smiling at me.
"What?"
"Does last night mean that I'm being replaced?"
She laughed at the look on my face, "Don't be shocked sugar, I've been expecting it since I saw your face the night you met her. We had a good run sugar, but we both knew that it wasn't anything permanent. I won't commit to permanent and you are the kind of guy who needs a wife and family. What we are sugar, is very good friends and Lacy isn't going to change that, is she?"
"No, that could never happen. I'll always be your friend and I'll always be there when you need me."
"And my shoulder to cry on when I need one?"
"Always."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three months later Lacy and I were married. For three years we had an ideal marriage and then some cracks began to appear. Lacy seemed on edge and every little thing seemed to start an argument. At first I tried to go with the flow and "Yes dear" and "Of course dear" became things I was saying more and more often in an effort to placate her. The strange thing about it was that the more we argued the more sex Lacy wanted. That was just the opposite of the way I thought those things were supposed to work - you argued and then you got cut off until you got around to making up.
I was having lunch with Merrily one afternoon and I cried on her shoulder for a change. I told her what was going on and asked her for a female's perspective on it.
"She's frustrated sugar. She wants babies and it isn't happening."
She saw the look that came over my face, "What's wrong sugar? What did I say that made your face cloud over like that?"
"We never discussed kids before we got married."
"Why would you? Isn't that just a natural part of the process? You get married and raise a family. That's just a natural part of married life."
"Not for me it isn't."
"Why not?"
"When I was a kid I had a very bad case of Scarlet Fever and it left me sterile. I can't have kids."
"And you didn't tell her?"
"Why would I have? It isn't something that I spend a whole lot of time thinking about. To me it is just a fact of life, I don't even think about it. If she had brought up the subject of kids I would have told her."
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't really know. If she is behaving like she is because she hasn't gotten pregnant, what is she going to be like when she finds out it isn't ever going to happen?"
"You have to tell her sugar."
"What? And watch her leave me for some bozo who can get her knocked up? I love her Merrily and I do not want to lose her."
"All I can say is that if you don't tell her, it is only going to get worse."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I probably should have taken Merrily's advice, but I didn't and she was proven right - it did get worse. Lacy and I argued more and more and one night Lacy stormed out of the house and when she came home four hours later her makeup was smeared and her blouse was mis-buttoned by two holes. Given the mood we were both in I decided that I would wait to talk with her until we had both had time to calm down. She was still asleep when I left for work in the morning and on the way home that night I stopped and bought a dozen roses and two bottles of Lacy's favorite wine. She wasn't there when I got home and she didn't come home until I was leaving for work the next morning.
"Where have you been?"
"Over at Merrily's. I had too much to drink last night and she wouldn't let me drive home."
"She couldn't have driven you home? And you couldn't have called? And what about the night before?"
She slammed her purse down on the table, "I don't need this shit! You don't trust me that's your problem, not mine" and she stormed out of the room.
When I got to work I called Merrily.
"I've been expecting your call sugar."
"Then you already know what it is about."
"No, she didn't spend the night here. She called me about eleven and told me that she was about to go home with a really sexy guy and she asked me to cover for her. I'm sorry sugar, but I told you to tell her."
I loved Lacy and I was crazy about her, but that didn't make me stupid. I didn't say anything to her at that time and let her think that Merrily had backed her play and I waited for it to happen again. A week later I came home to an empty house and when Lacy came home at three in the morning I was waiting for her. I caught her coming in the front door and I drug her over to the couch and pushed her down on it. I pulled her panties off and stuck a couple of fingers in her cunt. It was loose and very wet and then I looked at the gusset of her panties and found that they were also soaking wet. I held my fingers up to my nose and smelled cum. I stood up and looked down at her as she stared defiantly up at me.



"I'll call a lawyer first thing in the morning. Make a list of what you want to take with you and start packing. I'm moving you out when I get home from work. Sleep on the couch. I don't want you bringing your lover's stink into my bedroom."
That night when I got home from work I found dinner ready and waiting for me complete with two bottles of wine opened and on the sideboard 'breathing' (Lacy was really into the wine thing). Lacy was waiting in a sexy black lacy thing and high heels. I took one look at her and said, "I thought I told you to pack."
"Don't be silly baby. You were mad and I'll admit it was my fault, but it wasn't what you think baby. We will share a nice dinner, drink some very good wine and then we can sit and talk. I love you baby and I know that you love me and I know that we can work things out"
According to Lacy the wetness of her pussy was her own juices. "You know how wet I get when I'm horny." She had gone to a bar to have a few drinks to help her mellow out.
"We have been at each other's throats lately baby and last night I wanted to sit down and talk about things and I wanted to be relaxed when we did it.
She had a few too many and lost track of time and let herself get a little too carried away. She danced a lot with some guys, got felt up more than she should have let happen and then let herself get talked in to going outside for some fresh air and ended up on some guys back seat. She'd almost gotten laid, but at the last minute she had regained her senses, pushed him away and had hurried home to me.
"I was horny baby and I needed to be fucked in the worst way. I rushed home meaning to fuck your brains out. I can understand your thinking what you thought baby, but you are wrong, dead wrong. You are the only man for me baby. I'm sorry I made you mad. I'll make it up to you I promise."
I didn't believe her story, not one little bit, but I did love her and I hoped that maybe her brush with almost becoming divorced had changed her and that she would make things up to me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"She what?"
"She wants me to set up a gangbang for her. She wants me to round up ten or twelve guys and then she wants them to fuck her until she can't get them up any more."
"Has she lost her mind?"
"No, she just wants a baby."
"Well I'm going to be there too, only Lacy isn't going to know it."
"Why do you want to be there?"
"I'm going to hide somewhere and videotape it."
"What are you going to do with the tape?"
"Just something for me to look at when she's gone."
"Is she ever going to see it?"
"Probably."
"She'll know I gave her up."
"So?"
"So she is my friend sugar."
"So am I Merrily and you chose between us the day you didn't cover for her. You didn't know that I wasn't going to go right home and confront her with the lie and you didn't worry about it then so why now?"
"You're right, I guess I did chose, didn't I."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next month Lacy was the epitome of a loving wife. No arguments, sex almost every night, she just couldn't do enough for me. Meanwhile Merrily was busy rounding up brown eyed, brown haired men for Lacy's impregnation party. The day came when Lacy told me that she was going over to Merrily's on Friday night for an Avon party.
"I know all the girls who are going to be there and I know how they are. There will be a lot of drinking and I'll probably stay the night rather than try and drive home."
The big night came and I was ready for it. With Merrily's permission I had cut a hole in the wall separating the spare bedroom from Merrily's bedroom and I had installed a see-through mirror on Merrily's bedroom wall. I had two video cameras, one hand held and one mounted on a tripod and I also had a digital camera handy. I had already told Lacy not to expect me home for dinner.
"Since you are going to be over at Merrily's anyway I thought I would stop for drinks with some of the guys from work. I'll catch a bite at Denny's. You have a good time and I'll see you when you get home."
I was in the spare bedroom an hour before the first guest arrived and I had the door locked to keep anyone from coming in and finding me. Merrily's part of the gangbang had fallen through because she ended up having to do a bachelor party so it was just Lacy and thirteen guys. I guess she had forgotten that thirteen is an unlucky number. Lacy and the guys all got naked and then Lacy stood up on the bed.
"Listen up guys. The purpose of this get together is to get me pregnant. No oral or anal until you have all cum in me at least twice. I fully expect my husband to call here sometime tonight to check on me. He thinks I am here with a bunch of girls for an Avon party so nobody is to answer the phone except Merrily or me. That said, I'm here and you can fuck me all you want until seven tomorrow morning. Who wants to be first?"
I had watched Merrily at the bachelor party where we met and I had been fascinated by the way she took on those sixteen guys, but it was something else again to see the same scene replayed with your "loving" wife as the centerpiece. From the matter of fact way that Lacy took on those thirteen guys I knew that this wasn't her first time. As I watched the thirteen guys fuck her one after the other I wondered just how long she had been cuckolding me. Once all thirteen had fucked her twice Lacy moved to the wall and propped herself up so that her legs were up along the wall and her weight was on her shoulders.
"Okay guys, blow job time while I give all your stuff time to drain as deep into me as it can."
It was a sight to be remembered; she might as well have been standing on her head. One guy after another stepped up and fed his cock into her mouth while she stroked the cocks of the guys sitting on either side of her. Next she put two pillows under her ass and started doing two holers - one in her ass and one in her mouth - until all thirteen had cum in her for a third time. That done she said, "Okay boys, pick your poison" and all thirteen went at her like Dobermans after raw meat. The ease with which Lacy took cocks in her mouth, ass and cunt at the same time spoke volumes about things I'd never known or been aware of.
It was eleven thirty when Merrily got home and looked in at the orgy going on in her bedroom. It was what I had been waiting for. The timing was perfect, Lacy had a cock in each of her three holes when I took my cell phone and called Merrily's number:
Merrily: Hello? Me: It's me. Merrily: Oh hi Roger. Me: Put her on." Merrily: Lacy, it's your sweetie.
On the bed Lacy raised her hand and gave the one finger salute and then waved at Merrily to bring her the phone. She took her mouth off the cock she had been sucking, reached for the phone with one hand while using the other to stroke the cock that had been in her mouth.
Lacy: Hi sweetie. Me: Just calling to see if you still plan on spending the night. Lacy: I won't be in any condition to drive baby. I've all ready swallowed too much. Me: I could always stop by and pick you up on my way home. Lacy: No baby, this thing is going to go on for hours yet. Me: Well okay babe. Have a great time and I'll see you tomorrow. Lacy: Bye sweetie, I love you. Me: Love you too baby.
I disconnected and then heard Lacy say, "Stupid fucking doofus" as she handed the phone back to Merrily and then went back to sucking the cock she had been sucking when I called. I taped for another hour and then I packed up the gear, hung a picture over the hole in the wall and then I headed on home.
Lacy came home around noon on Saturday, pleaded headache and went to bed. Sunday Lacy was back to being the loving, adoring wife. She did her best to fuck my brains out five and six nights a week while I played the part of the clueless loving husband. The day came when I got home from work to find Lacy waiting for me in nothing but a pair of high heels and with a full wine glass in each hand. She handed me one and I asked her what was the occasion.
She raised her wine glass, "A toast. Here is to the happy couple who now have a little one on the way."
"What?"
"It's true. I've just come from the doctor's sweetie. I'm pregnant - you are going to be a daddy."
I chugged the wine, set the glass down and took her in my arms as I said, "Great! That is great news honey." I picked her up and headed for the stairs. "I guess I better get all I can until the doctor says it is time to stop."
There was no change in the loving wife/adoring husband routine for the length of Lacy's pregnancy. We fucked like sex crazed teenagers right up to her eighth month. According to the doctor Lacy was due on or about September 10th. On the 8th I came home from work early, made myself a drink and went into the family room. Lacy was upstairs when I got home which was good because it gave me time to make preparations. I sat down on the couch, put on a long, sad face and waited for Lacy. I was watching MSNBC when Lacy came into the room.
"You're home early. Is everything okay?" She noticed the sad look and asked, "What's wrong baby?"
"I just don't feel right. I've been bothered by something for a long time now and today it finally got to me.""
"What is it?"
"Well, here you are, nine months pregnant, going to have the baby anytime now and I've selfishly kept the father to be from knowing about his baby."
Lacy's face lost a little of it's color and then she said, "What are you saying?"
"What I'm saying you fucking worthless slut is that you should be letting the father of your baby know that he is about to become a daddy. That is if you can pick him out of the herd" and I hit the PLAY button on the VCR remote and there on the TV was Lacy standing on the bed, "The purpose of this get together is to get me pregnant."
I handed her the remote, "You might want to watch this for a while and see if you can pick the daddy out. I want you out of this house by noon tomorrow" and then I walked out of the room and left her there staring at my back.
I left the house and went to a bar and I was sitting on a bar stool sipping Jack with water back when my cell phone went off. It was Merrily.
"Where are you?"
"In a bar, why?"
Lacy's water just broke and she's frantic. She can't drive in her condition and you aren't there."
"Tough shit. Let her walk to the hospital."
"That's cold Roger."
"Not near as cold as what the bitch was going to do to me."
"You aren't going to help her at all?"
"I already did. She wasn't due for two more days. I speeded up the process for her, saved her from having to carry the kid for two more days."
"What did you do?"
"I showed her the tape and told her to be out of the house by noon tomorrow."
There was a long silence on the other end and then Merrily said, "There is something that I think you should know Roger."
"What?"
"She loves you. She's been over here crying on my shoulder off and on for the last six months about the stupid thing she did. She even tried to get an abortion, but she waited until it was too late. She regrets it Roger, she really does. She says she has busted her ass to be a great wife since that night and she planned on doing it for the rest of your life. She meant it Roger, I know she did."
"Too late Merrily. It was too late the night of the gangbang. I'll never forget the absolute contempt she had for "the stupid fucking doofus" that night."
"So it really wouldn't have mattered if I'd told you this a month ago?"
"Not at all. The gangbang, the ease with which she did everything and all that I heard and saw killed it for us."
Lacy had a little girl, but I have never seen the baby and I have no idea where they are nor do I want to know. I boxed up all of Lacy's stuff and put it out in the garage and when no one had picked it up after four months I gave it to Goodwill. Merrily and I moved back in together and resumed the comfortable relationship we'd had before Lacy came along and I now feel pretty much the same way about marriage that Merrily does. It is a weird relationship, but hey, it works for us.
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You have a lot of time to think when you are sitting on a cot in a jail cell. No TV, no radio or newspapers to distract you, nothing but a wall with names and dates crudely scratched into it. You could spend time wondering what was behind RAMOS 4-12-81 or what the story was that went with I FUCKED MARIE AND HERE I AM, but I didn't. What I thought of mostly was why I was there - what caused me to be sitting in a jail cell. The primary reason was clear enough; another man found me with his wife and decided to get physical over it and it turned out that my game was better than his. The end result was that he was at the hospital emergency room and I was in jail, but the real question was why was I with his woman in the first place? Just what was it in my make up that had put us in my bed?
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Any shrink worth his salt will tell you that your problem, whatever it might be, had its roots in something that your parents did. In my case they would have been absolutely right. I was eleven years old at the time. My mom and dad both worked during the day and so the house sat empty from around seven-thirty in the morning until at least five in the evening. It was in the spring, April if I remember right, and I had a bad case of spring fever so I decided to skip school and go home.
If I had walked to school that morning it never would have happened. I would have come down the street to use the front door and I would have seen mom's car parked out front and I wouldn't have gone into the house. But I had ridden my bike to school that day and so when I came home I came down the alley so I could put my bike in the garage. I let myself in the back door and I was halfway up the stairs on the way to my room before I heard the noises. It sounded like some one was hurt. There was a lot of moaning and when I heard it I got scared because no one was supposed to be in the house. But scared or not an eleven year olds curiosity is a strong thing so I slowly moved up the stairs to investigate.
The noise was coming from my parents bedroom and I quietly tip-toed down the hall, ready to turn and flee if necessary, and I peeked around the doorframe and saw my mother on the bed with a man I had never seen before. I knew what they were doing because I had seen some French post cards and some of the older kids had described what I was looking at as fucking. Mom was on her back and her legs were spread in a wide vee and sticking up in the air. She had on all her clothes except for her underpants and the man's pants were off, but he still had on his shirt, shoes and socks. From where I was standing I couldn't see much, but what I did see was enough to stamp something into my brain that has stayed with me these past forty years. My mother was wearing nylons, a garter belt and high heels and the picture of those nylon-covered legs and high heel clad feet has never left me. I have had a nylon, high heel fetish ever since and it was that fetish that put me in the jail cell.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started when I was laid off from the job that I'd had for twenty-one years. I had to go out and find something else and I finally found a job in the office of a paper company. The first couple of weeks I spent learning my way around and getting to know my new co-workers. There was one co-worker in particular that I had a hard time keeping my eyes off of. Her name was Glenda and besides being a very sexy looking lady overall Glenda wore high heels every day of the week. It didn't matter if she was in a dress, a skirt, slacks or jeans, the shoes were always high heels and I always got a hard on when she walked by my desk. About a month after I started they reorganized the office and Glenda's desk ended up where I got to spend most of the day looking at her legs. It didn't take Glenda long to realize that she had an admirer and it soon became obvious to me that Glenda had some exhibitionist tendencies. She also must have had a touch of evil in her. She rearranged her open front desk so that all I had to do was look up from whatever I was doing and I couldn't miss the display.
Once Glenda knew she had my attention she started to torment me. Her skirts became shorter which had the effect of showing a lot more leg. When sitting at her desk she would open her legs just wide enough to make me wonder if I was going to see the Promised Land. Several times she did open them wide enough to let me see the color of her panties. I knew that she was doing it on purpose, but every time I looked up from enjoying the scenery I would find her looking studiously in another direction. This went on for months and then one morning I glanced over at her and saw that her legs were spread wide and I noticed that she had no panties on. I also noticed that she had a shaved beaver. The sight took my breath away and when I finally was able to tear my eyes away and look up I saw her looking at me with what I can only call an evil grin on her face. It seemed that Glenda wanted to move things onto a higher plane.
Over the next couple of weeks Glenda would flash her pussy at me two or three times a week. If she had been single I would have been after her in a heartbeat, but I just wasn't the kind of guy who goes after another man's wife. Girlfriend or fianc‚e no problem, but wife, no. I did spend a lot of time wondering what her motives were. Did she just like being the exhibitionist, did she get a kick out of teasing me, or was she sending me an invitation? I was still wondering the day she flashed me with her shaved pussy and then, while I watched in stunned disbelief, shoved a battery operated dildo in it. I looked up and she winked at me, licked her lips and then blew a kiss at me. Twenty minutes later she got up and walked over to my desk, "Enjoy the show?"
"It was a little distracting and I'm afraid it probably is going to make me late in turning in this report."
"I should charge admission, but I get so turned on by the looks on your face that I'll settle for asking you your advice."
"My advise about what?"
"Here, take a look at this" and she handed me a catalog. It was from a company called the Leslie Shoe Company from some place in Michigan. "Take a look through it and tell me which style would look the sexiest on me."
I leafed through the small book and saw that Leslie catered to those who wore high heels. Strappy sandals, classic CFMs, high heeled boots, they were all there. I pointed to a shoe that was all thin straps with a five-inch heel and she looked at it and then back at me.
"Funny. I would have bet that you would be a "come fuck me pumps" guy."
"Normally I am, but you have small, sexy feet and I like to see your painted toes. CFMs would cover them up."
"Ooooh, do I detect a trace of kinky here?"
"No, I just know what I like."
"Well okay. Since you are my primary audience and that's what you like, that's what you will get."
Before I could ask her what she meant by "primary audience" she went back to her desk.
The next day Glenda swung by my desk when she got to work. She dropped a magazine in front of me and said, "You like toes so read the story on page 46."
I picked up the magazine and saw that it was an issue of LEG SHOW. I turned to page 46 and saw that the title of the story was "Maude's Toe Sucking Slave." I looked over at Glenda and saw that she was inserting her battery operated toy. She blew me a kiss, spread her legs wide so that I couldn't miss a thing and then she went to work on the pile of papers in front of her on her desk.
It is hard to get any work done when a woman is doing her absolute best to hold your attention, but I did my best and I was able to finish my report by lunchtime. I glanced over at Glenda and made a decision. In all the time I had been with the company there had been no social interaction between Glenda and me. No lunches together, no coffee breaks shared in the break room, and in fact I don't believe that before she showed me her shoe catalog we had exchanged ten words with each other. All that we had going was her teasing of me. I got up from my desk and walked over to hers. She looked up at me and I said, "How about lunch?"
She gave me an appraising glance and then said, "I guess I could do that."
After the waiter took our order Glenda said, "What took you so long?"
"So long to what?"
"To finally get around to asking me out?"
"You're married and I don't usually mess around with another man's woman."
"What's different now?"
"I guess it is pretty much curiosity about what is going on between us at the office."
"Truth?"
"Anything else wouldn't mean a thing."
"I have a kinky side that I wasn't aware of until about a year ago. I found a copy of LEG SHOW and after I read it I realized that I was like some of the women that are in the stories and that I wanted some of the same things that they wanted. When I saw the way you looked at my legs and feet I thought that you might be like some of the men in the stories and I began to tease you to see what you would do. You kept looking, but you didn't do anything so I kept escalating to see if I could get to you. When you still didn't do anything I decided to approach you with the shoe catalog. When you mentioned toes yesterday I remembered the toe-sucking story and that's why I dropped the magazine on your desk this morning. Are you?"
"Am I what?"
"A man like the men in the stories."
"I don't know. I've never read any of the stories. What kind of men are they?"
"Kinky."
"Kinky how?"
"Toe sucking, leg and feet worshippers, submissive and like that."
"Sorry. My biggest turn ons are heels and hose, pretty feet and great legs, but I don't suck on toes and there isn't a submissive bone in my body. What about your husband?"
Glenda gave a derisive snort, "Him? Melvin? Mr. Twice a Week Missionary Position Only? He got outraged the first time I put on a pair of high heels. He actually made me take them off before letting me leave the house. I have to hide my heels in the trunk of my car. I leave the house in tennis shoes or flats and change after I get here to the parking lot."
Now while I won't chase after a married woman, I won't pass up a free shot at one so I said, "Missionary only huh? Well, maybe I can help you out a little there. I don't know if you would consider it kinky enough to suit you, but I eat pussy, love blow jobs and anal sex and I do make love in positions other than the missionary."
"Is that an invitation?"
"No Glenda. You are the one who has been sending out invitations. All I'm doing is giving an RSVP."
Glenda gave me an unreadable look and was silent for several moments and then she said, "I guess that since I've never done any of those things that they might be considered kinky, but I had really hoped for a toe sucker or a man who would like to do something really weird like maybe pee on me or let me pee on him. But I guess a girl has to take what she can get. When?"
"When what?"
"When can we get kinky?"
"That's up to you. I have no one to answer to, but you have a husband to worry about. You have to pick the time."
"Mel bowls on Tuesdays and Fridays and he goes right from work to the bowling alley. I'll have until ten-thirty on those nights."
"Well then, since tomorrow is Tuesday plan on leaving work with me and we will see what we can do about getting you some kinky."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For someone who had never sucked a cock or had anal sex Glenda took to it like a duck takes to water. By the time she went home that first night her mouth and ass had been well broken in, but what Glenda loved more than anything else was to have her pussy eaten. She had never experienced it before and she absolutely loved it. It was the first thing she wanted to do when we got to my place and the last thing she wanted to do before she left and the fact that I did it after fucking her and with my cum still in her pussy just drove her wild. She was energetic, enthusiastic and willing to try anything and for the next three months we did our best on Tuesdays and Thursdays to fuck each other's brains out. Near the end of the third month Glenda told me that she wouldn't be able to see each other for a while. Winter leagues were over and there would be a few weeks before the summer leagues started up and there was no way she could get away with her husband home.
"The good news lover, is that he loves to bowl and he will be bowling in three leagues this summer on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. The bad news is that the summer leagues start an hour later than the winter leagues did so I will have to go home after work and fix his dinner and then wait for him to leave."
I wasn't happy about it, but those are the kinds of things that happen when you are playing around with a married woman.
The two weeks drug along and seemed to last forever and it didn't help that Glenda kept me fired up during the day at work with her displays. Finally the two weeks were up, summer leagues had started and the first Monday Glenda showed up at my door she was hot to trot. She was shedding her clothes as she came through the front door and left a trail of them to the bedroom. She dropped down on the bed, "Hurry lover, eat my pussy. It has been too damned long and I'm hotter than hell." As soon as my mouth touched her pussy I knew what was going on and I pulled back and looked up at her. She was looking down at me with an apprehensive look on her face.
"Trying to be a little kinky are we?"
She looked away.
"Don't you think that I should have at least been asked first?"
She still wouldn't look at me.
"When?" I asked.
In a weak voice she said, "Just before he left for the bowling alley."
I was torn between telling her to go home or making her go into the bathroom and douche before we went any farther. It wouldn't be the first time I had eaten a pussy with another man's cum in it, but before I had always known ahead of time and it was my choice. I wasn't all that pleased that Glenda tried to sneak one by me. Again in a weak voice Glenda said, "Please lover, please? I just want to know how it feels."
Well, I had been two weeks without pussy and I already knew that it wouldn't kill me so I bent back down to Glenda's cunt and began to work on it. She went absolutely crazy. She bucked, twisted, ground her pussy against my mouth and screamed as she had orgasm after orgasm. I'd eaten her pussy before, dozens of times, but she had never gone off like that, not even when I ate my own cum out of her. For the rest of the night she was a sex crazy slut and when she finally left me at ten-thirty I was pretty damned exhausted. Just before she left she said, "That was awesome lover. I've never, ever felt like that before. Can I do it again, please?" For sex as good as I'd just had that night I would have eaten her after a gang fuck so I told her yes. I didn't know it, but that yes was going to put me in jail.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two weeks Glenda showed up for our Monday, Wednesday and Friday get togethers with her husband's sperm inside her and she proceeded to go absolute nuts when I ate her out. The rest of our time together she tried to fuck me to death and came damned close to doing it. Monday of the third week is when it all went to hell. Glenda and I had had our usual exhaustive evening and I walked her to the door when she was ready to leave. I opened the door to let her out and found a man standing just outside the door. Glenda's face went pale and she squeaked, "Mel, what are you doing here?"
"Stupid question you fucking whore. He just had a piece of your ass and now I'm going to tear off a piece of his."
He pushed Glenda out of the way and took a swing at me and the fight was on. Glenda was screaming at both of us to stop, one of the neighbors called the cops and there I was, sitting in jail.
They held me over night while they waited to see how badly damaged Glenda's husband was and when it appeared that he would survive they issued me a ticket for disturbing the peace and then turned me loose. I got home to find several suitcases in the middle of the living room floor and Glenda sitting at my kitchen table sipping coffee. She saw me looking at the suitcases and said, "I didn't unpack them on the chance that you might tell me that I can't stay."
"What about hubby dear?"
"We had it out when he got home from the hospital and I packed up and moved out."
It turned out that Mel had gotten suspicious of what Glenda was up to when she started pressuring him for sex every night just before he went bowling so he decided to skip a night and see what she was doing. I wasn't all that keen on setting up housekeeping at my age, especially with a woman fifteen years younger than me, but Glenda was superb pussy and she did love to fuck so I let her stay.
And then things got weird.
After a month of good sex Glenda said to me, "Sweetie, something's missing. We have fun in bed and you are a great lover, but I miss those fantastic orgasms I used to get when you would eat my pussy after Mel had fucked me."
She looked at me expectantly as if waiting for me to say something so I said, "And?"
"Well baby, I was wondering if maybe it would be okay with you if I went once or twice a week and got myself laid so I could come home and you could eat my pussy?"
"Good God no Glenda, it would not be okay with me. Who knows what you might pick up and bring home to me."
"Oh no lover, it wouldn't be like that. It would be safe, I promise."
"And just how would you be able to manage that?"
"Well, Mel wants me back. He keeps calling me at work and so I met him for lunch a couple of times this week. I told him why our getting back together wouldn't work, that I needed five times more sex than I could get from him and I also needed the oral and the anal sex that he would never consider. He says he can change and he wants me to give him a chance."
"So what are you saying, you want to go back to him?"
"Not if he doesn't change. It isn't a simple thing lover. I loved him when I married him and with the exception of sex he was a great husband. He says he still loves me and I guess deep down I still love him, but I will not go back to straight sex in the missionary position. Mel swears he will change and I told him that if he did I would consider coming back home."
"You still haven't spilled what you are after."
"I want to date Mel on the nights he doesn't bowl."
"So, what you are saying to me is that you want to cheat on me with your husband."
"Well yes, I guess that is one way to look at it, but look at the bright side. If I go back to Mel you can go back to living the way you did before I imposed on you."
"Why would I want that?"
"You can't fool me sweetie. You are nervous having me around and it shows. You were happier than a pig in shit when you only had me over two or three nights a week. That won't change lover. I told Mel that I wasn't giving you up. He has his nights out with the boys when he goes bowling and I'll have my nights out with the boys with you."
"Obviously you have a plan."
"Oh I spelled it out for him loud and clear. If he wants me back he has to let me suck his cock, he has to give me anal sex and he has to eat my pussy. That's the biggie. He has to eat my pussy after I've fucked you and he has to be willing to let you keep fucking that pussy."
"And you think he will?"
"I don't know lover, I really don't know."
"When do you want to start this plan of yours?"
"He's outside in his car waiting to see if I come out."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was six months ago. Glenda saw Mel every Tuesday and Thursday until summer league was over and now she sees him every Monday, Wednesday and Thursday during the winter leagues. So far he has had anal sex with Glenda, and has gotten used to eating her pussy while in a sixty-nine, but he keeps putting her off when she says he has to eat her with me leaking out of her. I don't know if he is just playing Glenda to get steady pussy or if he really wants her back and I don't really care. Regardless of what Glenda thinks I am in no great hurry to go back to living alone. The nights Mel sends her back to me full of his cum are the wildest nights of sex that I've ever had and I'd just as soon that they never stop.
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Note from Just Plain Bob - I did not write this story, I merely copied it. Some time ago I received an email from Christina telling me how much she liked one of my stories. A week later she sent me an email commenting on another story of mine. Then she said that she wished she could write:
"I've turned into one of your slut wives. If I could write I could probably make a story out of how I became what my hubby calls a 'hot wife."
I emailed her back and told her to send me the particulars and I would write her story for her. She did and I saw immediately that while she didn't think she could write she was wrong. Her story follows almost exactly as I received it. The only changes I made were to remove a few things that might have identified her if someone she knows were to read the story.
Her story did inspire me to write one of my own called "Pillow Talk" and hopefully I will post it soon.
So, without further ado and in her own words I give you the story of Christina's trip toward becoming a slut wife.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
From: xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx@yahoo.com
To: Just Plain Bob
Sent: Wednesday, March 08, 2006 5:08 PM
Subject: My notes
Here's what I got together It covers the last year. I hope this helps you.
I'm not a writer, so please be patient while reading it.
For years and years my husband has been addicted to "hot wife" or "slut wife" stories and his habit is to print out the ones he likes and leave them on my pillow for me to find after I've put the kids to bed and get ready for bed myself. I have to say that it has been a pretty successful strategy for him. It's not a guaranteed thing, but at least it gets the conversation started. So, over the years I've read many, many stories and, yes, since my husband picks them only 99.8% of them have been about hot wives.
Me? I'm coming up on 33, stunningly beautiful, built like a Victoria's Secret model, awesomely intelligent, and so sexy the Kennedy boys would have dropped Marilyn Monroe for me in a flash. That's my story and I'm sticking to it! Also I'm a wife (over ten loving years), a mom and a career woman.
If my husband will settle for just hearing about fantasy infidelities then I can accommodate him that way, but you would have to say that it is a little strange. He said he would never ask me if what I tell is true or made up.
My hubby's problem is that I'm NOT a slut (at least not with anyone else). He has been trying to get me over to the "dark side" for years. As I said, if he reads a story about a cheating wife or, even better, watching a cheating wife with several men, I guarantee I'll find a copy on my pillow. How subtle, but he does score high marks for effort and perseverance. But other than refusing to sleep (well, not "sleep") with ten studs while he watches he has no complaints in the sex department. Believe it or not, the above scenario (or thousands of variations) has been his burning desire since our honeymoon when he begged me to bed a bartender who took a shine to me while we stayed at the resort. I politely declined.
After our honeymoon hubby showed photos of me in a tiny honeymoon bikini to all of his friends and co-workers. Hubby couldn't keep them to himself as I had begged him to and it made some social occasions a tad uncomfortable for me for a while after they had been passed around. Since then I avoid him like the plague whenever I see him with our digital camera. Lord knows they would be out on the Internet in seconds. Photos on the Internet is exactly why I won't pose for my husband when he begs. After I found out he had shared our honeymoon photos I knew he would do it again at the drop of a hat and of that I am absolutely sure. I understand and I am flattered. It's not every over thirty wife who has a husband as proud as he is about my appearance and sexuality. I would probably pose for all the naughty photos he wanted - IF - he would promise me that he would keep them for his own enjoyment - something he refuses to do.
Often when we go out I do dress a little more sexy for him, and I do enjoy his obvious appreciation of the way men look at me. I am not totally heartless to him. Understand, it DOES feel good to turn a man's head at the mall or a PTA meeting. And I do understand the "Trophy Wife" attitude. I understand, it IS a very male thing, but what about the next step, where the husband not only wants to show his wife off, but share her? With the trophy wife he is saying, "See what I have and that you don't (or can't) have?" But when he shares her they can and do have her. She has suddenly become accessible and is no longer held high as a trophy. That's where I get confused. Is it because the husband "is giving his permission" to the other men? Or is it that the wife will do whatever the husband says and therefore he shows his mastery over her?
I thought for sure that my hubby would be like some of the husbands we read about - wanting it and wanting it, but being very upset if he ever got it. However, hubby proved me wrong.
Over a year ago I had to go to a weeklong training/conference session. When I got home Gary quizzed me on if anything happened. I said "no" but I said it intentionally in a way that kept him pestering me. Finally I "broke down (even crying)" and admitted that I'd had too much to drink the last night and wound up in a man's room doing the dirty. I begged his forgiveness and he THANKED ME! He said he was sorry that he wasn't able to watch me, but he wanted to know everything. I made up a story of me and this guy having outrageous sex. Hubby became insatiable! He couldn't keep his hands off of me and for the next three days we had sex almost non-stop and everywhere in the house. If we would have had a chandelier I'm sure that Gary would have found some way for us to have had sex swinging from it. On the forth day I confessed that nothing had happened and that I had made the whole thing up and he refused to believe me. After a week or so I THINK I got him to believe nothing happened (it didn't), but he often asks me to tell him about that wild nigh. I do and I admit it certainly heightens his enjoyment (which cranks up mine). Still, he really surprised me with his easy acceptance of my story being true so I decided from time to time to make up other stories for him.
HIGHLIGHTS OF THE LAST YEAR (if it isn't here it didn't happen)
2005 - March
The company I work for had a large and very nice awards dinner and I had a delightful night out and a fairly exhausting week afterwards. Hubby doesn't like those kinds of affairs so he usually won't go with me to them. He says that his staying home keeps us from having to pay for a baby sitter, but I finally figured out the real reason. He wants to give me the chance to play and he is afraid that if he is there I won't.
The awards dinner was very nice, held in a private room at an upscale hotel. It ended at 10 PM, far too early for me to go home to stage my planned "affair." I joined two other married women from my company and we went into the hotel's lounge. It was fairly crowded and we were asked to dance, several times, and we did. A little after 11 PM my friends said they were leaving - still too early to go home for my plan, but I didn't want my friends to think I wanted to stay and get "picked up" so I walked out to the parking lot with them. When their cars left, I went back inside.
I sat at the bar alone, something that I had not done in years and years. It was a little exciting to be there. I nursed a drink and danced with two nice gentlemen and then I moved to a table to sit with one of them. His name was John and I told him that I was married and was enjoying a rare night out and was only interested in a friendly drink, some pleasant company and some dancing. He said that he had hoped for more, but that was fine. After midnight the disc jockey was playing only slow songs and the dancing got closer.
We chatted and danced and the time flew by. I suggested coffee at the 24-hour diner just down the road and John agreed. Before we left the hotel I retired to the restroom and removed my bra and panties in case my husband was awake when I got home (if he wasn't I was going to wake him).
After coffees John walked me to my car. He had been such a gentleman that when he leaned over for a kiss I let him. It was a nice kiss even though it was closed mouthed. We said our "good nights" and then my handshake led to another kiss and that one was a lot more passionate with a lot of tongue and while my tongue played with his I had the thought that I could really make my hubby's day if I just went ahead and let John have what he and my husband wanted. I toyed with the idea, I really did, but when I felt John's hand slide down my front and came to rest on my pubic area with only my skirt between us I quickly broke away from John and got in my car. The last thing he said to me was:
"Any chance of changing your mind?"
"No, but thanks for making the old married lady feel good."
I drove away breathing a little heavier than usual. I guess it was the booze and being an "old married woman", and away from the bar scene for so long. Thank God John was a gentleman.
At 2:10 AM I walked into the house and made my way to the bedroom. In the car mirror I had mussed my hair and lipstick. Gary was awake when I opened the bedroom door and he said "Hi" and I said, "Oh, you're still awake." He asked me if I had a nice time and I told him I'd had a very nice time. He asked if the dinner had run this late and I told him no, that it had been over at 10. He asked me what I did after. As I answered I opened my blouse and let it drop to the floor and I saw Gary's eyes take in the fact that my bra was missing. "We went into the lounge and danced" I said as I unzipped my skirt and let it fall to the floor.
"Where are your under things?"
"In my purse."
"Oh. Anything you want to tell me?"
I smiled at him and said, "I had a few drinks and danced with some guys and we fooled around a little. I enjoyed myself. Nothing much beyond that to tell" I said in a way that had to make him think there was a whole lot more to it than just drinks and dancing. The no undies and the "fooled around a little" had his brain churning and he pulled me down on the bed (still in my stockings and heels) and we were awake almost till dawn. After we put the kids to bed Sunday night we were right back at it. It had been our best sex since I lied to him about the business conference. I knew then that I was going to keep the imaginary slut wife thing alive and well for quite a while.
FIRST FRIDAYS
The first Friday of the month has traditionally been an unofficial go-to-the-bar-night at my company for years. I've probably gone maybe three times in the last two years and have never stayed later than 8 PM, but I told my husband I'd had such a good time at the awards dinner that I planned to go that week and he probably shouldn't wait up for me. He was thrilled. WHAT IS WRONG WITH THIS MAN???
APRIL FIRST FRIDAY
I went to the First Friday Happy Hour and had a few drinks and a few laughs, but by 9 PM I was asking myself "What in the hell are you doing here?" There was no one I really wanted to spend time with and if I was going to play the role for my husband, I'd have to think of something to keep me busy for another 4 or 5 hours. So I went to a movie and ate too much popcorn and then I went home and led hubby to believe that I'd been bad again. It was a repeat of the night of the awards dinner. I swear that I was walking bowlegged when I went to work on Monday. Gary kept me up all Friday night and the sun was peeping through the windows when he finally let me go to sleep. He made love to me seven times between noon Saturday and the time I finally fell asleep Sunday morning and another five times between the time I put the kids to bed and left for work on Monday.
MAY FIRST FRIDAY
We had a large crowd in a new lounge, happy hour prices, free hot appetizers and a disc jockey playing tunes. We had a great time all evening. Around 11PM or so our group was down to four and we decided to call it a night. They left and I decided to hit the ladies room before leaving. On the way to the bathroom a guy sitting at a table with three other men grabbed my wrist (gently) and asked:
"How about a dance beautiful?"
"Okay, but I need to use the ladies room first."
As I walked away he grabbed my ass. When I came back from the ladies room I stopped at the table and said:
"I've decided not to dance with you because you are rude."
One of the other guys at the table asked me if I would dance with him and I said yes, more to rub the rude man's nose in it than because I wanted to. I danced with him and when we went back to the table another one of the men asked me for a dance and I danced with him and then the third guy asked and I went out on the floor with him. He asked me to join them and to rub the rude man's nose in it some more I said okay. After one dance one of the men tried to kiss me and I saw rude boy watching so I let him. Then of course the other two wanted to kiss me and I let them. The kisses got hot and then hotter and they started feeling me up. I let them get away with it because rude boy was still watching.
Over the next two hours the men bought me drinks, danced with me and felt me up. I was getting pretty hot and when one of the men took my hand and put it on the lump in his trousers I left it there. He kissed me and as our tongues wrestled I stroked his cock. He took it out of his pants and I actually started to give him a slow hand job. About that time rude boy, tired of being the brunt of his buddies comments, got up and left. One of the men asked me to dance and I let go of the cock in my hand and followed him out onto the floor.
By midnight the music was slow and the lights were down low and I was kissing the guys and their hands were roaming all over my body and I was loving it. They were under my skirt, on my butt and my boobs were caressed outside and inside my blouse. They took turns sitting next to me at the table and by the time the night was over I had held each one of their cocks in my hand. I knew, even if they didn't, that if there had only been one of them he might very well have gotten lucky that night. Even as high as I was and as good as I was feeling I knew if I did one of them I would end up with all three of them wanting some and I wasn't going to do that.
Surprisingly, they were gentlemen when I called it a night and one of them walked me to my car where we spent several minutes in passionate kissing. He managed to talk his way into my car and we engaged in some more passionate necking. He managed to get my right boob out where he could munch on it and before I knew it he had two fingers in my pussy and his cock was in my hand and I was jacking him off. He was maybe two seconds from having me to the point where he might have gotten me into the back seat when his cock spit out all over my hand and that was my wake up call. I hustled him out of the car and went home. When I got home Gary was waiting up for me and even though I told him all I did was drink and dance he saw the cum spots on my dress and he noticed how wet my panties were and you know how we spent the rest of the weekend.
JUNE FIRST FRIDAY
Nothing to report on the June first Friday. A large group of us went to another bar and we had fun until around 10 PM when we called it a night - all of us beat from the long hours we had been working. Hubby was disappointed that the evening was uneventful. Now he says I don't have to wait for the first Friday to go out and enjoy myself. He isn't fooling me. He just wants me to be able to have more chances to give him his fantasy.
JULY
Nothing to report for July. Spent most of the month with visiting relatives who were on vacation and not going anywhere where I could do something to turn Gary on.
AUGUST - Intern party and lounge night.
A co-worker, Karen, organized our "The Intern and His Harem" night out for our intern's twenty-first birthday. It was perfect. The intern, Danny, was leaving and going back to college and Thursday was his last day on the floor. On Friday he would only be coming into the office to get his evaluation and exit interview from the bosses.
On Wednesday at lunch Karen took us to an "Adults only" store to buy gag gifts for Danny's birthday. We almost giggled ourselves to death the rest of the afternoon. Karen told us to dress as sexy as we dared for work on Thursday. I wore a suit with just a satin and lace camisole under it and before we left for dinner I went to the bathroom and removed my bra and rolled my skirt several inches at the waist. With the heat I wasn't wearing any stockings or pantyhose so I was bare legged in my high heels. We all looked good and sexy when we climbed into Mary's mini-van (she volunteered to be the designated driver). All five of us women were married and had children.
Karen had reserved us a private room at a very nice Chinese restaurant. We had a drink before the meal and wine with the meal so we were in good shape when they popped the cork on the bottle of champagne after dinner. And then it was time to open the gifts and what a blast that was. We were merciless to Danny and he had a permanent blush on the entire time. The main gift was a blow up sex doll and we tried and tried to get Danny to show us how to use it, but he wouldn't.
Karen put a CD in, playing slow, romantic music and then she turned all the lights off and with just a few candles lit we all took turns dancing with Danny. It wasn't long before his hands were all over us and we were returning the favor. There was some heavy kissing involved and I loved it when he turned me around, filled his hands with my breasts and ground his hard on into my ass. I was just a little surprised at the size of the lump that I felt in Danny's pants and I almost pulled him into a dark corner so I could take it out and look at it. In fact, I was just getting ready to do that when Mary pulled him away from me to dance with her.
After about an hour more of dancing it was time to call it a night. On our way back to our cars Karen sat with Danny on the rear most seat and it was soon pretty obvious that she was giving Danny a blow job. Danny escorted each one of us to our cars and I hung back a little so I would be the last. When we got to my car I turned and kissed him and then his hands went to my breasts and mine went to the lump in his trousers and seconds later we were in my car, my blouse was off and I had his cock in my hand. It was big! I'd seen a few before I married Gary and Gary's was a pretty good size, but Danny's was big! I stroked it as I stared at it and suddenly I was thinking Karen was married and had children and if she could suck Danny's cock I should be able to do it to. I looked at him and asked:
"Do you like older married women playing with your cock?"
"Hell yes!"
"Did Karen give you a good blow job?"
"All blow jobs are good."
"I'm better than she is," I said as I lowered my head and took his cock in my mouth.
Whew! When I got home if Jerry hadn't been awake I damned sure would have wakened him. I kissed him and then asked him if he could taste Danny. It was another sex filled weekend and I was almost glad to go to work Monday just to get away from Gary.
NIGHT OUT WITH KAREN
On the next night, Friday, I went out with Karen. We had dinner at her country club and talked about the previous night. She said her husband's rule was "What he didn't know wouldn't hurt him" and as a result he never asked her questions about where she went or what she did. We stayed and danced for a while and then, after midnight, she drove us to a downtown mega-bar. It was in an old warehouse or something and it had a different themed bar on each of its four floors. We went right to the 4th floor where there was a dark lounge that was furnished with couches and love seats and where soft, quiet music was being played. There was no dance floor, everyone just sat around in those little private areas and talked.



We sat down on one of the couches, ordered drinks and it wasn't long before we were joined by a pair of nice guys. We sat and talked for a while and then Karen and her guy got real quiet and it was easy to see why. She and her guy were all over each other. Soon my guy and I were doing the same. Lots of passionate kisses and hands traveling all over each other and he got two fingers in my pussy and finger fucked me to an orgasm and then I took out his cock and jacked him off. I caught his cum in a cocktail napkin and put it in my purse to take home and leave somewhere where Gary would find it. Karen told me that she was going back to her guy's place for a while, and I caught a cab back to my car.
In two days I had done enough to keep my husband happy for an entire month. It never even occurred to me that I was getting closer and closer to the wife that Jerry really wanted.
SEPTEMBER
After my night at the intern party and the next night at the hook-up lounge with Karen, Gary escalated his wishes for becoming a cuckold. Before we left for vacation he wanted me to promise to fuck the next guy to feel up my boobs. I told him that he needed professional help.
We went to the seashore with the kids and my mother in law so there were no 'wild goings on' around the rental. However, with his mother as a built in baby sitter we did get to go out most evenings.
One night we went to this new gigantic club with several levels and indoor and outdoor bars. The place had DJs, loud music and the crowd ranged from retirees to kids with fake Ids. It was packed with people. During the course of the evening hubby got to watch me dance with several different men anywhere from ten years younger than me to twenty years older and all of them had a good time feeling me up. One young guy, maybe five years younger than me got his hand down inside the front of my skirt and was rubbing my pussy through my underpants and I looked over at hubby and saw him smiling while he watched.
The next time we went hubby played the cliched "I'll park the car and join you inside. It was well over an hour before I saw him again standing over in a corner watching and hoping. I was sitting at a table with a crowd and I danced, necked (rather passionately at times), was felt up and did some feeling up of my own (I ran into a lot of hard dicks in those clubs). But to hubby's disappointment nothing else happened.
A couple of nights later it was Friday and we went back to the big club. Hubby dropped me at the door and pulled the "I'll go park the car" routine on me again. It was shoulder to shoulder inside the club and I was being felt up just walking through the place. I finally wound up outside on an artificial beach. It was still crowded, but at least there was room to move. I soon had an attractive man (Alan) buying my drinks and dancing with me. It seemed like hours and I hadn't seen my hubby at all.
Things started to develop and as we were dancing cheek to cheek Alan leaned down for a kiss. It was terrible! I hadn't kissed such a terrible kisser since I was a teenager. He was sloppy, wet and all over the place on my face. He obviously had no idea of what to do with a nipple because he squeezed mine like I was a bug on the wall or something. I quickly excused myself to go to the ladies room and then I made sure that I didn't return to Alan. After some effort I finally found my hubby and said:
"Let's go home and have our own fun" and that's just what we did.
Of course hubby wasn't about to let a Saturday night go by so we cruised a few clubs (all very crowded), but after Alan I wasn't in any big hurry to try and get anything going. I did dance with a few guys and got felt up some, but I grabbed hubby and drug him home early. We went out some over the second week and I did dance and smooch as hubby watched, but nothing more.
On our last Friday night we went to the big club again and hubby did the park the car thing as I went inside. It was the usual hands all over my body as I walked through the place looking for a seat. I managed to get to the bar and get a drink and I was standing there looking around the room for a seat when this real cute guy walked up to me and told me there was an empty chair at his table and he offered it to me. I accepted and found myself sitting at a table with four guys who all had to be ten years younger than me, but they were all kind of hunky looking. Hell, what old broad doesn't like having young studs after her.
For the next two hours I danced and kissed and got felt up and had hard cocks pushed into me and I totally forgot that my hubby was even there (not that I'd even seen him since walking in). Finally one of the guys asked me if I would like to go outside for some fresh air and I let him talk me into going for a walk on the beach. We walked a little way until it was darker and a lot less crowded.
We sat down and started making out. Things got a little heated and the guy had my blouse open (I was braless), my skirt up around my waist and his fingers inside me. As we swapped tongues he skillfully finger fucked me to an orgasm and when I settled down I reached for his fly and opened his shorts. I intended to give him a hand job, but suddenly I had the feeling that hubby was near.
I took his cock in my hand and stroked it a few times and then I leaned forward and slipped my mouth over the head. I pushed his legs apart and cupped his balls. I ran my tongue around the head of his hard cock while gently playing with his balls. I took him deep in my mouth and then I took my mouth off of him and sat up. I looked into his eyes and then I kissed him. I slipped my tongue in his mouth and let his wrestle with mine while my hand stroked him and then I broke the kiss and my mouth went back to his cock. I licked and sucked on him and he put his hands on my head as I bobbed up and down on him.
I could almost feel hubby's eyes on the back of my neck as he watched form somewhere close by. He was there; I knew it, I could feel it.
I pulled my mouth off the cock and circled the head with my tongue and then I ran it down the underside, licked his balls and gently sucked on them for several seconds and then I drug my tongue along the topside. Once more around the head and then I took him back in my mouth and deep throated him. His cock hit the back of my throat and I felt his balls tighten and he arched his hips up at me and shot three or four spurts of cum against the back of my throat and it started to slide down into my stomach.
I stroked his cock to get the last drops out of it and then I sat up and kissed him again. I pushed my tongue into his mouth so he could taste himself and then I broke the kiss.
I couldn't believe I'd done it. On a public beach with people walking along the waters edge not more than thirty feet away I had given a blow job to a kid twelve years younger than me (I found out later that he was only eighteen - in my defense he looked twenty-four or five). After I'd wiped my mouth with the back of my hand we put ourselves back together and went back into the club.
We no sooner sat down at the table than one of the guys asked me to dance and by the time the dance was over and we got back to the table Brian had clued the other guys in on what we had done. For the next hour I might as well have been fucking the guys on the dance floor. They took me out there two at a time and I would have one grinding into my ass while the other one was grinding into me from the front. If my skirt and panties had been off they would have been in me. I was hot. I was literally hot enough to fuck and when Sam asked me to take a walk on the beach with him I said yes.
We walked to about the same spot where Brian and I had been and sat down. The necking was hot and heavy and the second set of fingers that night not my husbands went into me and gave me a screaming orgasm. I fell back on the beach and spread my legs and told Sam to fuck me. He was all set to fall on me when I told he had to put on a condom and he sheepishly told me he didn't have one. He had to settle for a blow job. We walked back to the club, but I didn't go in. I knew if I went in that I would be taking a walk on the beach with Randy and then Phil and that as hot as I was if neither of them had a condom I might end up fucking them anyway. I gave Sam a passionate kiss goodnight and headed for the parking lot. I hadn't gone ten steps when my hubby caught up to me.
"God that was hot. Why didn't you fuck the second one?"
"I didn't want you to have any kids to raise that weren't yours."
"Huh?"
"He didn't have a rubber."
"Oh. Good thinking."
We were both so hot that we fucked on the back seat right there in the parking lot and stopped twice on the way back to the rental to do it again. Then vacation was over and we returned to the real world.
LATE SEPTEMBER
I did the deed, I stepped over the line, I hooked up, I committed adultery, I broke my wedding vows, and I was a slut, a tramp, unfaithful, a fallen woman. And I loved it!
I had been selected for a "train the trainers" class taught by a young contractor (Brad) who seemed to have eyes for me. After the training session his company treated the 7 trainees (2 men, five women) to an outstanding dinner at a wonderful restaurant (why not, for what our company paid them). After dinner Brad asked me if I would like to have a nightcap with him at his hotel. He was a hunk! I had spent a good part of the training session watching him and wondering what he would be like in bed.
I excused myself to go and powder my nose and called my husband and told him about it. His response was:
"Burn every detail of what happens into your brain so you can tell me everything when you get home."
I went back and told Brad that I would meet him at his hotel. He told me he would be in the lounge and I said:
"No. Give me your room number."
He must have been standing just inside the door waiting for me. I knocked once and the door immediately swung open. I walked in and put my purse on the little table. I had stepped across the line and there was no need to be coy about things. Even as he was asking me what I would like to drink I was taking off my dress. I dropped my dress to the floor and said:
"You don't really want to waste time drinking do you?"
I stepped to him and offered him my mouth as my fingers busied themselves with belt buckles and zippers. His tongue darted into my mouth as his arms went around me and hands unsnapped my brassiere. My bra fell to the floor at the same time his trousers pooled around his ankles. I broke the kiss and said:
"You get the shirt while I take care of the shoes and socks."
I knelt in front of him, his already erect cock bobbing in front of my face, and I removed his penny loafers and socks as I teased the head of his cock with my tongue. I stood up and he lowered his head and his mouth took in my right nipple and I shivered at the thought of what this man was going to do to me. He was going to make me a fallen woman and make my husband a cuckold and the weird part was that both my hubby and I were okay with the idea.
I let him work the nipple and my hands went down and took hold of his cock and I started stroking it. He led me to the bed and I lay down and spread myself for him. He moved to lower his head to my honey pot and I stopped him.
"No foreplay lover, no slow and easy. I want the first one hard and fast. Take me from faithful housewife to whore in seconds. We can play later."
His spear lanced into me and in three strokes he was in as far as he could go and then he gave me what I asked for - he fucked me hard and fast.
"Hard and fast?" he said, "You got it" and he started ramming his cock into me. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass when he shoved his cock in deep. The angle was perfect for his cock to rub against my clit as he stroked in and pulled back. I shoved myself up to meet his strokes and I felt him go even deeper into me. I felt the pleasure building in my center and I locked my legs around him and cried:
"Oh fuck yes, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes, fuck me Brad, fuck me harder, fuck me harder."
He rammed into me and I was moaning in pleasure and then my orgasm hit and I clawed at his back and cried out, "Oh Fuck!" and then he groaned and I felt his juices flood my hole. I was just getting ready to get up and suck his cock to get him hard again when he surprised me. He didn't go soft! He started to, but suddenly he was going the other way and his cock stayed hard enough to penetrate.
He fucked me slowly, pulling out a little and then shoving back in. He started giving me long, hard strokes until I started to moan and then he started fucking me hard and fast again and it triggered another orgasm. For several more minutes he pounded into me as I had one orgasm after another. He reached under me and took my ass in both hands and pulled me to him as he rammed hard into and then he stopped and held himself against me as he pumped me full of his cum.
And that was just the start of the night.
The kid was terrific in bed. I had forgotten what it was like to be with a young stud (he was only 22) with recuperative powers. During one of our rest breaks we talked and he told me that at 14 his best friends sexy mother took him under her wing and taught him how to please a woman. Believe me, her lessons weren't wasted. He was a brainiac who graduated from Cal Tech before his 19th birthday and his company had snapped him up and was now teaching him the marketing, training and sales end of the business.
Anyway, we did it five long and very satisfying times. The kid was a fantastic fuck, so how lucky was I that when I finally did do the deed the guy I did it with really knew what to do with his tongue and cock? I know I walked around with a Cheshire Cat grin on my face all the next day.
I reluctantly left his room around 5 AM as he was dressing to fly back to California. I gave him my number and told him to call me whenever he came back to town. I had just enough time to race home, give hubby the fuck of a lifetime, shower, dress and hit the road back to work. God, I was tired. I was getting too old for this.
I called hubby three times that day to check that what I did was still okay with him now that he'd had time to think about it in the daylight and for a few hours. He was still ecstatic and looking forward to when we got the kids in bed that night. I hope his feelings don't change over time because I can't undo it.
I looked back and thought that it all started on our honeymoon when he wanted me to fuck that bartender and then him showing every one he knew the photos of me in my bikini. Add to that the way he likes me to dress and how he likes me dancing with other men, his constant encouraging my infidelity and his slut wife stories left on my pillow. He finally got what he wanted so I hope he really is happy.
NOVEMBER
We went to a very large neighborhood party on a Sunday. New neighbors moved in during the summer and they hosted. The theme was football, but I think it was really to show off the host's new gigantic TV. He's one of those guys, the biggest pick-up truck, the biggest back yard grill and now the biggest TV (my guess is that he also has the smallest cock). Anyway, it was all adults and it started around noon. Apparently there were football games on from noon until after midnight.
The host had the basement decorated like a 13 year old (I don't like him - is it showing?) with posters and photos everywhere and game jerseys of his favorite teams. He had a keg of beer in the basement and another one out on his deck. There must have been sixty people there off and on through the day and evening. Some of the wives were down in the basement with the men rooting the teams on, and others were upstairs talking in the kitchen or watching chic flicks in the living room. The house was packed and there were people everywhere.
Around 9PM the host caught me coming out of the upstairs bathroom (or maybe he had followed me and was waiting?). He was moderately drunk and he blocked my way down the hall. He very brazenly put his hands on my breasts and started to maul them. He was telling me that the men in the neighborhood had voted me the neighborhood MILF that they would all like to fuck.
I don't mess around where I live so I removed his hands and told him never to touch me again or I would kick him solidly in the balls and then I went back downstairs to where hubby was watching football. I was tempted to grab hubby and leave, but thought "Fuck him! (the host) and decided that he wasn't going to intimidate me into running away from him. Hubby and I stayed another hour or so and then we went home.
DECEMBER
On a Friday we had our un-exciting holiday party thrown by the company. Nice food, not so good speeches by the big-wigs, no alcohol and no music. As soon as everyone had done the required ass kissing of the bosses we were off to the bars.
We did three different bars, losing some people at one, picking up a few at another and finally the group was down to about ten and we went to someone's apartment. I don't even think the guy worked at our company. He must have been a friend of someone who does and had hooked up with us at one of the bars.
It was a large loft apartment and he had roommates and they had mistletoe hanging everywhere so I pretty much made the rounds with the kissing even as more people were showing up. The booze was flowing, the music was nice and the lights were low. It was a fun party.
Later I found myself sitting on a guy's lap. I didn't know him from the office, I didn't even know his name, but I was sitting on his lap and we were kissing like fourteen year olds. He had his hand inside my blouse and I was rubbing the lump in his trousers when he got a couple of fingers into me. I let him finger me for a minute or so, but it was uncomfortable since I still had my panties on. I stood up and took them off and dropped them on the floor and then sat back down on his lap and spread my legs to give him better access. All I was looking for was an orgasm from his fingers and I was going to repay him with a hand job.
Our tongues were dueling and he had his fingers back in my pussy and I had just worked his dick out of his pants when suddenly he asked me to stand up so he could open his pants to get his zipper out of the way. I stood up and he pushed his pants down toward his knees and I went to sit back down and he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me down. I don't think he was trying to do it and I know for sure I wasn't trying, but when I hit his lap his cock went right into my wet pussy. I started to rise up, but he had his hands on my waist and he pulled me back down. I tried again and he pulled me back down again. Up, down, up, down, it was just like fucking. The third time when he pulled me down his cock rubbed my G-spot and I stopped trying to get away and I started riding him.
I couldn't believe that I was doing it. On a couch in a room full of people I was riding the cock of a guy whose name I didn't even know. Every time I pushed down on him his cock would touch my G-spot and my body quivered with orgasms. I felt his stiff cock get even harder as he pushed up at me as I pushed down on him. I knew he would be cumming inside me soon. He wrapped his arms around me and rolled me over onto my back and started fucking me hard. Someone started sucking on my left breast and I moaned and shoved my pussy up at the guy. I heard a woman say, "You go girl" and another one say, "I wish I had the guts to do something like that." A mouth latched onto my right breast and I moaned again. Suddenly the guy groaned and he pushed deep inside me and I felt the pulsations of his cock as he dumped his sperm inside me. He pumped several more times before I felt him lift himself off me.



I went to push the mouths away from my breasts so I could sit up, but before I could do it another guy crawled on top of me and another cock slid into my pussy. I looked up to see Steve, a guy I worked with looking down at me. He smiled and said, "You can't possibly know how bad I've wanted to do this for the last couple of years."
Why fight it? Everyone in the room had watched me do the first guy and by now I was labeled a slut anyway. He pushed gently and entered my wet hole and then he started fucking me slowly with long, deep strokes. I lifted my ass slightly and felt him move even deeper into me. The mouths on my tits were making me moan and Steve began to pump faster and I loudly moaned as an orgasm washed over me. Steve grabbed my legs and lifted them up on his shoulders and he began to pound into me deep and hard. He slammed into me for what seemed like hours and I felt another orgasm building deep inside me and then I screamed, "OH MY GOD!" as I came harder than I could ever remember. I heard Steve gasp, "Here it comes baby" and I cried, "Give it to me, let it go, give it to me" and Steve pushed as deep in me as he could go and I felt him cum.
As Steve was climbing off of me I heard some guy say, "Think she'll do all of us?" and another cock entered me. I didn't know this guy either, but he was balls deep in me before I even knew Steve was all the way out of the way and my legs went up and wrapped around him. I felt the strong cock pumping into my pussy and I moaned and I cried and I begged him to fuck me. My tits were being worked, my pussy was full and I looked around and saw several people standing around and watching me. I saw men taking off their pants and I knew they were going to fuck me too. Something nudged my cheek and I turned my head to look and there was a hard cock only an inch or so from my mouth. I didn't even look to see who it belonged to; I just opened my mouth and let it in.
I was lost in lust. My entire universe consisted of the cock in my mouth and the cock in my pussy. I had never felt so alive, so aroused. The cock in my mouth throbbed and then released and I gulped and swallowed and at the same time I felt the cock in my pussy send a load deep into me. Two more cocks took their place and then two more and two more after that. Some of them I knew from work and some I'd never seen before.
And then suddenly it was over.
Everyone dressed and left, leaving me on the couch a sweaty, cum covered mess. I managed to get up and find the bathroom and I cleaned myself up. On my way back to the living room I passed by an open bedroom door and I looked in and saw the guy who had started it all. He was lying naked on his bed sleeping. He was lying on his back and I had an evil thought. I went into the bedroom, took off my undies and straddled his head. I concentrated on squeezing my muscles and was rewarded with a blob of cum falling from my pussy onto his face. I just wish he would have had his mouth open. I giggled, got off the bed and went home.
It was three PM Saturday when I dragged myself into the house. Hubby took one look at me and asked:
"What the hell happened to you?"
"I got fucked sweetie, I got fucked real good."
Nothing (extra-marital) has happened since that party. Is this enough for you to work with to do a story?
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I probably never would have found out if it wasn't for me doing something that I had never done before. I came up out of the basement and went to the laundry room carrying several sets of dirty coveralls. Earlier in the week my wife Lacey had made the comment that I couldn't seem to do anything for myself and I'd be helpless without her being around to take care of me.
It stung me. I thought that I was carrying my weight around the house. I maintained both cars, did all the lawn work, and took care of all the home repairs and painting. So what if I never dusted a room or mopped a kitchen floor; I didn't see her out changing the oil in her car. So to prove her wrong I was going to wash my own dirty coveralls instead of leaving them in the laundry room for her to do.
There is a laundry chute that leads down from the master bedroom to the laundry room so all you do is take off your clothes in the bedroom and drop them down the chute. The chute is just inside the linen closet door which is right next to the toilet. My wife was sitting on the toilet talking to someone on the cordless phone and the clothes chute was acting as a speaker tube. I only heard her side of the conversation, but it was more than enough to tell me what was going on:
"I'm sorry baby, but I can't."
"Don't be upset with me lover, I just can't see you today."
"I can't baby. Brian is working on my car and I have no way of getting there."
"No, I can't use his truck. It is a stick shift and I can't drive one of those."
"I'm as horny as you are lover. Just hang on until tomorrow and I'll make you feel better."
"Stop whining lover, it won't change a thing. I just can't get there today. Look, I have to go now. Brian's home and I don't want to make him suspicious. I love you too baby. I'll see you tomorrow. Bye."
Not wanting Lacey to suspect I'd overheard her on the phone I quietly took my dirty clothes back down to the basement and then I sat down at my work bench and thought about what I'd just overheard.
Lacey and I had been married for eleven years and I'd never in all that time had any reason to doubt her fidelity. We'd had some rough spots - what marriage didn't - but I had never, at least to my knowledge, given Lacey any reason to be so unhappy with me that she would take a lover. That she had was obvious from what I'd just overheard. I wondered how long it had been going on and of course, who with, and then I wondered why. None of the answers were going to come to me while I sat in my basement stewing over it. I guessed that the first thing I had to do was find out the who, when, where and how and the why could come later.
The next day was a Sunday and I'd heard Lacey say she would see her lover "tomorrow" so that is where I would start. Later that afternoon I asked Lacey what she had planned for the next day and she told me that she'd told her girlfriend Sally that she would help her with a quilt she was making.
"Why do you want to know?"
"John wanted me to play golf with him, but I wanted to check and make sure that you hadn't made any plans for us. You going to be gone all day?"
"No, I should be home by three."
The next morning I was out of the house by seven and I drove the thirty miles to the airport. I parked my Ram in the short-term lot and then rented a car and drove back home. I was parked just down the street when Lacey came out and got in her car. I followed her and was surprised when she pulled up and parked in front of Sally's house and then went inside. I parked down the block and then settled in to see who would show up.
About half an hour later a young black kid rode up on a mountain bike, dropped it on the front lawn and then rang the doorbell and was let in. He was obviously a friend of Sally's son Lance and I began to wonder if I had gotten my wires crossed somehow. I'd heard Lacey - "Just wait until tomorrow and I'll make you feel better" - so if she planned to be home by three and it was eleven-thirty she had to be doing what she was doing at Sally's. Unless of course she had talked to her lover again and they had rescheduled.
Then like a bolt of lightening it hit me and I broke out laughing. Lacey wouldn't be fucking a man at Sally's, not with a couple of teenaged boys in the house and I didn't see Sally as the type who would let Lacey use her house as a crib for fucking lovers. On the other hand, if Sally and Lacey were in the bedroom supposedly working on a quilt would a couple of teenaged boys tear themselves away from their video games to snoop? Not likely! No, what was happening was that a couple of pussies were being eaten - Lacey and Sally were getting it on.
I started up the rental and headed off to the airport. I kept breaking out in laughter as I thought about it. Lacey and Sally, who would have ever guessed. My wife was BI and I'd never known it. A huge load lifted off my shoulders and floated away. I loved Lacey and I knew that I would be miserable without her and I thought I had lost her to some hard dicked asshole. Competition from Sally I could live with. I was in a very happy mood when I pulled my pickup into the garage and headed into the house to await my switch-hitting wife.
I met Lacey as she came in the door and I picked her up, swung her around and then tried to kiss her, but she turned her face away.
"What's got into you?" she asked.
"Nothing Lacey my love, I'm just so damned happy that I'm married to you."
I picked her up, put her over my shoulder and carried her over to the couch. With my free hand I unzipped myself and pulled out my cock. I put her down on the couch, had her skirt up and her panties half way down her legs before she knew what was happening.
"What are you doing?"
"A little impromptu loving Lacey my love."
"No Brian, we can't."
"Of course we can."
"But I don't want to Brian. I don't feel like it."
By then I had her panties off and I was holding her legs apart. She was struggling to get up, but was at a severe disadvantage what with lying on her back and me holding her legs spread wide.
"I can get you in the mood Lacey love because I know what you like."
While I had been talking I had settled to my knees and I smiled at her, "Yes indeed my love, I do know what you like."
I lowered my face to her muff as she cried, "No Brian, don't do that, please don't do that. I'm begging you Brian, please don't."
Her cries fell on deaf ears as I buried my face in her pussy and started licking her. It took about a tenth of a second for me to realize that I was licking up some assholes leavings.
"What the..." and I jerked my head up just in time to see Lacey look away from me. I stood up and looked down at her, "I guess that explains why you avoided my kiss. Did you suck him off as well as fuck him?"
She kept looking away from me. "Answer the question Lacey. Did you give him a blow job too?"
Still no answer.
"Well, I guess it doesn't really fucking matter, does it? Cunt or mouth, you are an unfaithful whore either way."
I turned and walked away leaving her on the couch. I got a couple of beers out of the fridge and went down to my basement workshop.
About ten minutes later I heard the shower running and twenty minutes after that I heard her coming down the basement stairs. I knew she was behind me on the steps, but I ignored her. After about five minutes of looking at my back while I worked on rebuilding a carburetor she said, "Brian? Brian please. Can we talk?"
Without turning around I said, "What could we possibly have to talk about Lacey?"
"About us. About what you are going to do."
"There is no more us Lacey, and as far as what I am going to do I don't know yet. I suppose I'll have to see a lawyer to find out."
"It doesn't have to be that way Brian."
"What? You see us living in the same house, sleeping in separate rooms and not having anything to do with each other for the next twenty or thirty years?"
"No, that isn't what I mean Brian. I know that you might not believe this right now, but I love you and I love being married to you and I don't want you to leave me."
"How can you stand there and tell me that you love me when you are sneaking off to meet your fucking lover?"
"I'm sorry Brian. I made a mistake and I let things get away from me. I didn't mean for it to happen, but it did and after I guess I was just too weak to walk away from it."
"Who is it?"
"You don't know him."
"Was he already inside at Sally's when you got there?"
"No, he didn't get there until about twenty minutes after I did. Why did you ask that?"
"Let me get this straight. Your lover didn't show up until twenty minutes after you got there?"
"Yes, about that."
"Lacey, the only person who showed up after you got to Sally's was a fifteen or sixteen year old black kid."
"How did you know that?"
"Because I was in the laundry room when you made your date yesterday and I heard it all. I followed you when you left here this morning. You are telling me that you are making it with a sixteen year old kid and a black one at that?"
"He's eighteen and will be nineteen next month, and since when did you start saying 'black' in that tone of voice? Half of your friends are black."
"Yeah, but half of my friends aren't fucking my wife, at least not that I know of, but I'm not taking anything for granted any more. So, is this kid your only lover or are there more hiding in the wood pile."
"No, there is one more."
"One more what?"
"One more young man."
"How old is that one?"
"He's also eighteen."
"God, this is great. I can see it now. The boys at work will ask, "What happened to your marriage Brian. We all thought you and Lacey were so happy together." Well guys, the truth of the matter is that Lacey dumped me for two eighteen year old kids."
"Damn it Brian, I'm not dumping you for anyone. I told you I made a mistake. I'm sorry. I'll find a way to make it up to you. I love you and I'm not leaving you for anyone."
"Lacey, you have already left me - for two fucking kids who together aren't as old as you are. You are thirty-nine Lacey, three years older than the two of them added together. What in God's name possessed you to do something like that?"
"I told you Brian, I made a mistake and I let it get away from me and I was too weak to stop it once it got started."
"This I got to hear. How did it start and why, as a grown woman, can't you stop it?"
"The last part is easy to answer. I can't stop it because I love it."
"You can't stop it? You want to hold us together, but you can't stop it? You are expecting me to stay with you while you continue on? You want my stamp of approval?"
"Now that you know I will have to stop if it will keep us together, but to be brutally honest about it I don't want to and if there was any way to keep us together and still see Darren I'd do it."
"You keep digging yourself deeper and deeper in the hole Lacey. You want me to stay, but you don't want to give up your teenaged lover. That's just a marvelous stroke for my ego. "Keep me Brian, pay my bills, keep a roof over my head while I fuck my lover." Oh yeah, that's making me feel better all ready."
"I don't expect you to understand Brian, you're not a woman and only another woman who has experienced it could understand. Me seeing Darren isn't about love Brian, it is about sex and I'm not slamming your abilities in bed. You are a marvelous and inventive lover and any woman would be glad to have you, but Darren does things to me that you can't. You can't do it Brian because you are a normal man while Darren is a freak of nature. That eighteen-year-old boy has a fourteen-inch cock Brian, and that's what this is all about. He fills me up Brian. He touches me in places that my largest dildo never even came near. It isn't a slam on you Brian; it isn't your fault that you were born normal anymore than it is his fault that he wasn't."
"I guess you had better tell me the whole story."
"It started at Lance's birthday party four months ago. Sally threw a pool party for him and invited all of his friends. You were out of town and I had nothing to do so I offered to help her. A house full of teenagers can be quite a chore and she was glad for the help. The kids were behaving and so Sally decided to leave and let them have fun without being under the constant eyes of a couple of adults. Sally and I went to a movie and the one we picked was a real stinker and after about half an hour we couldn't take it any more and we got up and left. We didn't want to go back to the house and put a damper on Lance's party so we hit a cocktail lounge. We had a few drinks, got hit on several times, danced with a few guys and got felt up a lot. Sally and I were both hot enough to fuck everyone in the bar, you know how I get at parties and you have never seemed to mind, but even as hot to trot as we were we both had the good sense to get out of the place.
"When we got back to Sally's we had a good buzz on. The party had petered out while we were gone and there were only four kids still there when we got there. Lance was gone - we found out later that he had taken a girl home - and the four kids who were still there were swimming naked. There were three guys and a girl and Sally and I sat in the dark family room watching them through the window. It was obvious that the two black boys were intent on fucking the white girl and her boyfriend didn't know how to handle the situation. The girl was being groped and felt up under the guise of being dunked and splashed, but when one of the black kids - it was Darren - tried to push her to her knees in front of him she slapped him, grabbed her clothes and took off with her boyfriend chasing after her.
"Sally and I had been drinking since we had gotten there and we weren't feeling any pain, but I was still surprised when she said, "I wouldn't have slapped him. Did you see the size of the log on that kid? Hell, I'm half tempted to go out there and get on my knees for him."
"Oh no you don't. I'm the guest here and I get him. You can have the other kid."
"But he doesn't have a big cock.
"Okay, you can have the one with the big cock, but only after I get done with him."
"This was all just girl talk, the two of us clowning around - it was the booze talking - and not really meaning a word of what we were saying, but after a few more drinks Sally said, "I've got a better body than the girl they wanted to fuck. I should go show it to them."
"What?"
"Why not? Aren't we sitting in here staring at their dicks? We should give them something to stare at."
"It was the booze Brian. I was liquored up and not thinking straight and I let Sally talk me into putting on one of her bikinis and going out to the pool with her. It might still have been okay, but she made a pitcher of martinis to take along. The boys were a little nervous at first, but when we seemed to be ignoring their nakedness they loosened up. We got in the pool and swam and everything was okay until Sally splashed Rick. Then Rick dunked Sally and Sally dunked Darren and Darren splashed me and then it was typical pool type grab ass. The martini pitcher emptied and there was more grab ass and then I looked around and saw Rick sitting on the edge of the pool while Sally was standing in front of him sucking his cock.
"I swear to God Brian, I had nothing to do with what happened next. I was standing in the pool staring open mouthed at Sally sucking off Rick when Darren came up behind me, grabbed me and flipped me over. You know how it is when you are horsing around in a pool Brian. I was flailing my arms and trying to get back to the surface and at the same time I was planning on what I was going to get even when I felt his hands on my waist again. I thought he was going to flip me again, but what he did was grab my bikini bottoms and pull them off me. I was still trying to catch my breath when he pushed me up against the side of the pool, pushed my legs apart and had the head of his cock in my pussy.
"I was beating on his chest and yelling at him to stop and he just kept on pushing. By the time he was half way in I wasn't beating on his chest anymore. I was moaning and spreading my legs wider so more of him could get in."
"You took all fourteen inches?"
"Not the first time. I got maybe ten. It took me a week before I could take all of him."
I stared at Lacey and tried to picture her 5 foot 2 inch 120 pound frame taking a fourteen-inch cock and I just could not conceive it.
"By the time Darren came in me I was hanging on to him for dear life and never wanted him to pull his cock out of me. He led me out of the pool and took me a second time on a chaise lounge and then he had me a third time on a bed in the house. Then Sally made us get dressed and the four of us went to a motel so Lance wouldn't walk in on us.
"The rest of the night was a blur and somewhere along the way the boys switched partners and then for the rest of the night and most of the next day the two boys took turns on Sally and me. Rick didn't do anything for me, but I had to keep him happy because he was driving and if he left he would have taken Darren with him.
"Since then Darren and Rick have been seeing me and Sally two or three times a week at Sally's house whenever Lance is visiting his father or we go to a motel. Please believe me Brian, Darren means nothing to me except for what he can do for me in the physical sense."
"I tasted his cum so I guess you don't use rubbers?"
"They don't make them big enough to fit him."
"What were you going to do if he got you pregnant?"
"Find a way to sneak off and get an abortion, but it should never come to that. I'm on the pill; I use a diaphragm, spermicides, sponges and I douche the hell out of my pussy as soon as I get home. And before you ask, no, I have never given you sloppy seconds. I always clean myself before coming to you."
"I don't understand Lacey. How can you even come to me after being with him? What the hell can I do for you after you've had fourteen inches?"
"What you do for me baby is make love to me. Not fuck me, not push a cock so far up me I'm afraid I'll choke on it, but make soft, tender love to me. Granted that he can do things to me that you can't, but you can do things for me that he can never do. You know how much I love anal sex and that is one place that Darren can never go with that horse cock of his. I you know how much I love sucking your cock, making you cum and then swallowing it all. That never happens with him. Oh I lick on him and suck on the head of his cock to try and get him up again, but I can't give him a real blow job because his size makes my jaws ache. The only thing that Darren is good for is fucking me and giving me tremendous orgasms."
There were several moments when neither of us spoke and then Lacey said, "So, you know the story. Is there any hope for us?"
"I don't see how Lacey. Regardless of why, you still betrayed me. After the first time you could have said, "Oops, I fucked up. I better not let it happen again and hope to God my husband never finds out," but you didn't. By your own admission you have been doing it two and three times a week and have been for months now. And you also admit that you don't really want to stop. Just go away Lacey. Go away and leave me alone. I really need to be alone right now."
I tried, but I just couldn't get a damned thing done in my workshop and I finally gave up trying. No matter what Lacey said or how she tried to sugar coat the pill, the bottom line was that an eighteen year old black kid had turned my wife into his slut. The knowledge that he could do things for her that I couldn't was a hell of a shot to my ego.
As much as I loved Lacey I couldn't live with her knowing that I was second, or maybe even third best as far as her sex life was concerned. She said that the other black kid, Rick, did nothing for her, but she was still fucking him. Even if I believed her when she said that she loved me and wanted to stay married to me I knew that every time we made love she would be thinking back to the time when she'd had "a real cock" in her.



After two hours in the basement and having no clearer idea of where I was than I'd had when I first went down there I headed back upstairs, grabbed my coat and headed for the door.
"Brian. Where are you going?"
"Out!"
"When will you be back?"
"Why? You want to know if you have enough time to get your boy toy over here for a quick one?"
"Brian, please" but whatever else she was going to say was cut off by the door closing behind me.
Half a dozen shots of Jim Beam with beer chasers didn't help clarify things for me either. Things roiled around in my head like gravel churning in a cement mixer. Thoughts of Lacey and our life together (at least up until I found out the bad shit) mingled with thoughts of a skinny black kid riding up to Sally's on a bike, dropping it on the lawn and then going up and knocking on the door. I tried to imagine a bikini clad Lacey in a pool playing grab ass with two colored kids and just couldn't do it. There wasn't anyway that the Lacey that I knew could have done that, but by her own admission she had. I tried to imagine life without her and I couldn't. I tried to imagine life with her now and I couldn't do that either. Fucked if you do and fucked if you don't.
I ordered another drink and the bartender said, Excuse me pal, but are you walking or driving?"
"Driving, why?"
"Then you have had enough. If you want I'll get you some coffee, but I'm not serving you any more booze."
Could it get any worse? My wife fucking kids and my bartender won't pour me drinks.
Lacey was up and pacing the floor when I got home. "Where were you. I've been worrying about you."
"Trying to drink my troubles away. It didn't work, you're still here."
"That's it? You've decided to end us?"
"No Lacey, you decided to end us. I'm just trying to figure out what to do next. So far, the only decision I've made is to go to bed."
I headed down the hall to the bedroom with Lacey following along behind me. While I took off my clothes she slipped out of the robe she was wearing and I saw that she was naked. She stepped into a pair of CFMs she had by the bed and turned to me expectantly. I just looked at her until she said, "Well?"
"Well what?"
"You always told me that it made you hard when you saw me in heels."
And I was. God, but the woman could push my buttons and light my fire. I grabbed a pillow off the bed and turned to leave the room, "Where are you going?"
"To sleep on the couch."
"Don't be silly Brian. Your dick is hard. You want this as much as I do."
"No Lacey, I probably want it more than you do. You have already been fucked today, probably several times, but I can't fuck you any more. Every time I pushed my cock in you I'd know that you would be lying there and wanting it harder and deeper than I could do you. You would be lying there and comparing me to some big dicked black kid and I'd always come up lacking. You might lie there and pretend to be happy, but I would always know that you weren't."
"Damn it Brian, it wouldn't be that way. I love you baby, let me show you."
"If you had really loved me Lacey, we wouldn't be in this mess."
What little sleep I did get was filled with weird dreams of Lacey with huge objects shoved in her cunt. Telephone poles, broom and mop handles, baseball bats and hockey sticks and in each case she was moaning and crying out, "Deeper, harder, father, push it in." I dreamed of black kids around her in a circle as she inspected their cocks and said, "Okay, you'll do" and "Sorry, you're just not big enough." The weirdest one was Lacey lying naked in a field with her legs spread wide as black kid after black kid rode up on a bike, got off, fucked her and then got on the bike and rode away.
I woke up having the first wet dream that I'd had since I was a teenager, except that it wasn't a wet dream. Lacey was sucking my cock and as soon as she saw that I was awake she moved up and lowered herself down on my cock. A she began to move up and down on me she looked at me and said, "Tell me that you don't like this baby and I'll stop. Tell me to quit lover and I will."
After the night I'd just had with all the erotic dreams I was ready to explode so there wasn't anyway that I was going to tell Lacey to stop. Then she surprised me by what she said next, "You're right baby, I'll be thinking of that fourteen inch cock every time you make love to me, but since I can't have it any more it is going to be up to you to help me out. You can't give me quantity lover, so you will have to see to it that I get quality. Make love to me baby, don't fuck me, make love to me."
It was at that exact moment that I knew that no matter how difficult it was going to be living with the memory of what she had done I wasn't going to walk away from her. I wasn't going to let her off the hook, at least not for a while, but I loved the whore and I wasn't going to leave her.
I came quicker than I wanted to, but Lacey wasn't going to settle for a quickie. She got off me and went down on me to get me hard again and then she lay down on the floor and spread her legs.
"Come on baby, we have all day and I want to use every minute."
We made love seven times over the next twenty-four hours and never even bothered to get dressed. Every time I was sure that I was wiped out Lacey managed to get me up again. Not intentionally, but she got me up just the same. Looking down on her small body and imagining her taking in a fourteen-inch cock kept getting me hard. Now I know that it is some men's favorite fantasy to see their wives or girlfriends serviced by others, but I could honestly say that the idea had never crossed my mind. Never until then any way, but somewhere in the recesses of my brain there was something telling me that Lacey and I couldn't "Cure" until I had seen her take on that fourteen inch monster cock.
It sounded sick and I knew it, but I somehow convinced myself that it would be like an exorcism; that I couldn't get rid of the constant images and the sick erotic dreams until I'd seen the real thing.
Later that evening as I lay on the bed next to Lacey so exhausted that I didn't even think I could get up to pee Lacey said, "We are going to be all right now, aren't we Brian?"
"I don't know Lacey; it kind of depends on you. I've got some healing to do and it is going to take your help."
I explained my "exorcist" theory and said, "You will have to get Darren over here so I can see for myself what went on."
Lacey's face went pale and she said, "Oh God no Brian, I can't do that. I can't let you see what I'm like when I'm with Darren. You would never speak to me again."
"It has to happen Lacey. I'll never be able to stay with you as long as those images and dreams keep running through my mind. To put this mess behind us I have to see it for myself."
"I could never get Darren to do it in front of you. Hell, I can't do it in front of you. Believe me Brian, you do not want to see it."
"I have to Lacey, but it is your choice. If you want us to go on you will have to do it."
"Please Brian, you have no idea what you are asking of me. Don't make me do it Brian, please don't make me do it."
"I'm not making you do anything Lacey. It is your choice. You made the choice that got us into this mess and now you get to make the choice on where we go from here."
"Brian, I'm begging you. If you were disgusted and furious with me when you found out about Darren you will totally despise me if you see it. I lose it Brian. I go out of my mind and the things I say and do will kill us for sure. Besides, Darren won't even come near here if he knows that you are around."
"He won't know. I'll be in the closet."
"I've never had him here Brian. It has always been at Sally's or a motel. I've never wanted him to know where I live and I don't want him to know now."
"Why not?"
"I didn't want to chance him coming here when you might be here."
"You would have fucked him on our bed if I wasn't here?"
"No Brian, I wouldn't have done that. But he is like a little puppy dog. He always wants to play and he hovers around you in the hopes that you will stop what you are doing and play with him. I just don't want him hovering around here."
"Well go ahead and get him over here. After it is over I'll find a way to discourage him from coming around again."
Lacey stared at me in silence for a few moments and then she said, "No. No Brian, I won't do it. Right now we have a chance. If I do what you want me to we are dead. You just won't be able to accept what you see. It will drive a stake through the heart of any chance that we might have."
"Suit yourself Lacey" and I got off the bed, picked up a pillow and headed for the door.
"Where are you going Brian?"
"I'll be sleeping on the living room couch until I can find an apartment" and then I went to the living room couch.
Thirty minutes later Lacey came into the room and sat down in the easy chair across from the couch. "I can't talk you out of this?"
"No."
"But why Brian? What possible good will it do?"
"Think of it as getting even."
"Getting even? How?"
"You don't want me to see what you are like when you are with Darren. You know that I will hate it so you will be dying a little inside as you do it while I watch. You will be dying inside just as I did when I found out."
"But I won't Brian. That's the problem. When Darren is inside me I don't think or feel anything except intense sexual pleasure. I'll say things that will break your heart and I won't mean them, but I'll still say them and you will hear them. I'll do things that will disgust you; things that I would never do if I was in my right mind. Find some other way to get back at me Brian. Take a lover and rub my nose in it. Bring her home and fuck her in front of me. Sally likes you so seduce her. She hasn't had a man since Bill left her for his secretary. Granted that she's had a couple of wham-bam thank you mam kids, but not a real man."
"I don't want another woman Lacey. I've never wanted anyone but you. Besides, Sally probably has enough problems right now."
"What kinds of problems?"
"You think that two teenaged boys who are getting steady pussy from a couple of older women aren't bragging to their friends about it? You think it won't get back to Lance? Two things, maybe three are going to or will happen. One, Lance will get in a shithouse full of trouble when he starts fighting with Darren and Rick, two, he will see his mother as a whore and lose all respect for her and it will show in the form of disrespect and belligerency when he is around her. The third possibility is that he may decide that since she is a whore he can fuck her too. Hell, it may already be happening. He will probably even try for you since he knows that you and his mother are in it together."
"He already has. Tried for me I mean. I didn't think anything of it, I just thought that it was male hormones at work and I treated it like innocent flirting."
"There you have it."
"I can't talk you out of it?"
"No, it has to happen."
"When do you want me to do it?"
"I'll take a day off work tomorrow. We can do it then."
She gave a resigned sigh and got up and went to her purse. She took out her cell phone and punched in a number.
"Hi baby, miss me?"
"You know what I want lover."
"Yeah baby, every sweet inch of it."
"No, not tonight baby. My husband is going out of town tomorrow. How would you like to put it to me on my own bed for a change?"
"Some how I thought that might be your answer."
"What time?"
She looked over at me and I held up two fingers.
"Two o'clock baby" and then she gave him directions on how to get to the house and then she disconnected.
"I'm sorry Brian. I'm sorry for what I've done to you, but most of all I'm sorry for what I'm going to do to you tomorrow."
She got up and I started to get up with her, "No Brian, stay on the couch. I need to be alone right now and I guess that since I'm going to have to get used to sleeping alone I might as well start now."
"It won't be bad Lacey. Do it, get it out of the way and then we will try and heal things."
"Your wrong Brian, you have no idea of how bad for you it is going to be."
She had been right - it was bad, very bad for me. It started when Lacey made me go out to her car and get a small travel bag out of the trunk. Inside were nylons, garter belts, corsets and shoes with six-inch heels. There was KY lotion and an assortment of feminine hygiene products and some condoms. I asked about the stuff and Lacey told me that the heels and lingerie were because Darren liked her to look like a street whore, the condoms had been for Rick until she realized that what she was doing to protect herself from Darren would also work for Rick. "The KY is to get me started. My own normal wetness, even when I'm super horny, isn't enough for Darren's super large cock."
She put on her getup and she looked just like a 12th Street whore. Gave me a hard on, but God did she look trashy.
We were looking out the front window when he rode up on his bike and he wasn't alone. Lacey, who had been looking over my shoulder said, "He brought Rick with him. What should I do?"
"Whatever it is that you usually do"
I hurried to the bedroom and got into the closet. Lacey had told me that I might be in there for a long time so I had rigged it to make myself comfortable with a chair and a couple of soft drinks. I had even remembered to bring a can in case I needed to pee.
Lacey came into the bedroom leading both boys by their cocks and went straight to the bed and sat down on the edge. Without a word she started sucking Rick's cock while stoking Darren. I worked at carpentry and I had used a tape measure a lot so I knew what fourteen inches was, but I wasn't ready conceptually to see fourteen inches in Lacey's small hand. I looked at the size of that thing and it boggled my mind that she could actually take it all into her body.
The boys stood in front of her and she began to alternate between them. She would suck on Rick for thirty seconds or so and then she would suck on Darren and then switch back to Rick. Then Darren said, "Are you ready bitch?"
Lacey didn't say a word, just reached under the pillow, brought out the KY and handed it to Darren. Then, still without a word, Lacey stood up, Rick laid down on the bed and Lacey turned, bent at the waist and swallowed Rick's cock. Darren greased up his dick and moved behind Lacey, "Spread for me whore" and Lacey moved her legs apart. He moved in behind her and worked the head of his cock into her pussy and then slowly started to fuck her.
I had a side view and I watched as inch by inch that huge cock disappeared from sight until his pubic bone was right up against Lacey's pussy and then Darren started fucking Lacey hard. Her arms were stiff and she was supporting herself with her hands while Rick held the back of her head in his hands and fucked her face. Every time Darren pushed into her it brought her up on her toes and a couple of times even lifted her right off her feet. In less than thirty seconds she was squealing like a pig as the two boys fed cock into her.
It took me a couple of seconds to realize what those squeals meant - Lacey was having an orgasm! Less than thirty seconds after the last inch disappeared from sight and she was cumming. It took me five minutes to get the same result and even then I'd never heard those squeals. And it was continuous. Darren fucked and she squealed around Rick's cock for several minutes.
Suddenly Rick said, "Here it comes you fucking slut. Swallow it all or I'll make you lick my asshole."
Lacey made a choking sound and cum flooded out of her mouth. I saw her throat move, but she just couldn't gulp it down fast enough.
"Stupid cunt. I told you to swallow it all, not let it leak all over me."
His limp cock fell from her mouth and Rick stood up, "I got to go to the can and clean up. Fuck the whores brains out."
"Oh yes, oh god yes baby, do it Darren, fuck me, fuck my brains out" and she cried out as she had another orgasm and then she started moaning again. "Fuck me baby, fuck me, push it in, deeper baby, give me all of it, fuck me hard baby, I want to feel it reach all the way up to my throat."
"You are such a fucking slut. I've known you were a whore since that first night, but you have to be a pig to fuck us on your husband's bed. Are you a pig?"
Lacey was moaning as Darren jackhammered his cock into her. "I said, "Are you a pig?"
"Yes baby, I'm a pig."
"Yeah, you are, but you are my pig, right?"
"Yes baby, I'm yours, just fuck me honey, push it deep and fuck me."
"Mine to do with what I want?"
"You know I'm yours baby, you know you own me."
"Gonna fuck my friends for me?"
"Yes baby, I'll fuck all your friends, just fuck me honey, feed me your cock, give me your cock baby, fuck me hard and deep."
"How many of my friends slut?"
"As many as you want me too baby, just don't sto..." and she screamed as she had still another orgasm.
While she was screaming and shaking like a dog shitting peach seeds Rick came back into the room. "Bitch sure likes nigger dick don't she."
"Yeah, and we going to see to it that she gets a lot."
"Hey man, Lance's old lady ain't here to stop us this time, can I have her ass?"
"Not yet. Not until we ready to turn her out. She don't want it so we don't do nothing to scare her away until the gangbang. Then I get her ass and after that the rest of you can do whatever you want with her."
On the bed Lacey's screams and moans began to taper off and Darren said, "Time to wind the bitch up again" and he started fucking her.
"Harder baby, harder, ram it to me baby, push it deep, push it deep."
"You like my black cock?"
"I love your black cock baby, give it to me, give it to me hard."
"You would do anything for it wouldn't you?"
"Oh god yes baby, whatever you want, just give it to me."
"Would you suck off Rick's Border Collie?"
"Yes baby, whatever you want, just don't stop fucking me."
"How about letting my Boxer fuck you while you suck off Rick's dog, you do that to?"
"If that's what you want honey, I'll do anything you want as long as you keep fucking me."
"I'm getting ready to get off. Turn around and swallow it."
Lacey turned around and went to her knees and Darren pointed his cock at Lacey's mouth and she opened it and waited. Darren stroked his pole twice and then a jet of cum leaped from the head of his cock and flew into Lacey's mouth and then she leaned forward and clamped her lips around his dick. I saw her throat working as she gulped and tried to swallow and keep up with his flow.
Meanwhile Rick had come up and had taken her hand and put it on his cock and she started to jack him off while still sucking on Darren. When Darren's limp cock slipped out of her mouth Rick pulled her up, pushed her back on the bed and then he mounted her and started to fuck her. Lacey's legs came up and locked around him and she held onto him while he pounded into her. It took Rick three minutes to bring her to another orgasm and Lacey was scratching and clawing at his back and screaming at him to fuck her harder.
Darren stood off to the side, watched and stroked himself until he was semi-hard and then he got on the bed and dropped his cock across Lacey's face. She opened her mouth and started sucking him and as soon as Rick had cum and gotten off Lacey Darren moved and climbed between her legs. He lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and then sank his cock into Lacey with one long stroke and she screamed out, "Oh sweet fucking God yes." He had not been in her for one full minute when she had another one of those screaming orgasms.
"Jesus Rick, she sure is one noisy fucking whore. Stuff your cock in her mouth so we don't have to listen to this shit."



Rick climbed up on the bed and stuffed his dick in Lacey's mouth, but the moans and the screaming still came through loud and clear.
For the next two hours Lacey was never without a cock in her mouth or pussy for more than ten seconds and during that entire time either Darren or Rick was trash talking and Lacey was agreeing with whatever they said. She agreed to fuck dogs, suck off a pony, do gangbangs, let herself be sold as a prostitute, whatever they wanted as long as Darren didn't stop giving her his cock. She had orgasm after orgasm and I don't think that there was more that a five-minute break between any of them.
Finally she pulled away from them, "I've got to pee" and she got up and headed for the bathroom. As soon as she was gone Rick said, "When we gonna turn her out?"
"Next Friday. My brother's bachelor party going to have some white entertainment although the bitch don't know it yet."
"How many gonna be there?"
"About twenty. That the night I'm going to take her ass and then let the rest of the brothers have her until they don't want her anymore."
"What then?"
"I got me a dude who will pay me if I let him video tape her doing a dog and after that I figure we can put her on the street and pimp her until the cops come looking for her."
"Damn shame dude. I'm going to miss that pussy."
"We still got Lance's old lady."
"Yeah, but she don't become a mindless piece of meat like this one."
Just then Lacey came back into the room and Darren said, "You ready for some more of my cock?"
"God yes lover" and she walked up to him and went to her knees and her mouth was headed right for his cock when he said, "Whoa up you sleazy whore. You still owe Rick a rim job for not swallowing all of his jizz. Get on over there and lick his asshole."
Without a word Lacey turned and crawled over to Rick and she starting licking his butt. Darren said, "You want any more of my cock you got to do better than that. Go on you fucking whore, tongue fuck his asshole" and I watched as Lacey's pink tongue flicked out at Rick's anal orifice. "Come on slut, do it like you mean it, dig in and eat it out like your getting my cock depends on it because it does."
Darren had Lacey eat both their asses and then they made her go to the bathroom and brush her teeth. They followed her and I didn't see or hear anything for about five minutes and then the shower began running. The two boys came back into the room and Rick was saying, "That was some weird shit man. I never had a broad take my piss in her mouth. Course I never had a broad who would just stand there and let me piss all over her either. You think there is anything she won't do?"
"Not as long as my cock is around. The slut will do anything as long as I fuck her."
"Man, you sure you want to turn her out? We ain't never had one like this one before and we might not ever find one like her again."
"Got to turn her out. Her old man is going to catch on one of these days and we need to get as much for her as we can before that happens. Between the dog video and what we gonna get for her at the bachelor party we looking at three grand. And that don't even count what the whore can make walking 12th Street. Her old man wises up we don't get nothing and we don't even get to fuck her no more."
The shower stopped running and a couple of minutes later Lacey came into the room drying herself with a towel. She was immediately pushed down on the bed and mounted by Rick while Darren knelt by her held and commanded, "Get it hard you worthless piece of shit." Several minutes went by and then Rick came and Darren got on her and slammed his dick into her. Again, in less than a minute she had one of her screaming orgasms.
"You love my cock bitch?"
"Oh Jesus yes baby, you know I do. Nobody fucks me like you do."
"Your hubby don't ring your chimes?"
"Not like you do honey, not like you."
"That because he got a little white dick, right?"
"Right baby, he's got a little dick, not a big one like you honey, push it in baby, push it deep, fuck me hard lover, fuck me hard and deep. Don't tease me baby, go deep, lover, I want it all."
"You like white dick slut?"
"No baby, just your big black one."
"I want to see you suck a white one."
"Whatever you want baby, just fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeee" and she had another orgasm.
Darren said, "I think I would like to see a white dick in her mouth. Call Lance and see if he wants to come over for a taste of his mother's friend."
Rick picked up the bedside phone and made the call.
"Hi Mrs. Wilson, is Lance there?"
"It is pretty important."
He put his hand over the phone, "She said he was busy, but when I told her it was important she said she would get him."
There was a pause and then, "Hey dude, me and Darren are over at Mrs. Moran's getting some pussy. Here, listen" and he held the phone down next to Lacey's pussy so the sound of Darren's cock pounding into it could be heard. "She's a real slut man, and she got plenty for all three of us. You want some?'
"You sure?"
"Okay man, you can't say we didn't try and share."
He hung up the phone, "Dude said he couldn't. He actually turned down free pussy."
Darren laughed. "Did he sound a little out of breath when he came to the phone?"
"Yeah, a little."
"That because he already getting some pussy."
"You don't mea..."
"Oh yeah bro, that just what I mean."
Lacey was coming down from her climax and Darren said, "I'm pissed bitch. I wanted to see how you sucked a tiny white dick, but Lance is busy. I'm so disappointed I think that I'll just stop fucking you."
No baby, don't stop. I'll suck a white dick for you if you don't stop."
"Who you gonna suck?"
"My husband, I'll suck my husbands cock for you."
"You think he would let you suck him while we watch? What is he, some kind of little dicked wimp?"
"He knows you're fucking me. He wanted me to fuck you, he'll let me, I know he will. I'll suck him for you honey, I will, just don't take your cock out of me. Please baby, fuck me and I'll suck his little white cock for you."
"He knows?"
"Yes baby, he knows. He made me do it; he made me fuck you. Come on baby, push it in me, I need it baby, I need it."
"He made you? What kind of wimp is he? Will he help you suck my cock?"
"He will baby, he loves me, he'll do it for me."
"Will he suck Rick's cock while I fuck him in the ass?"
"Yes baby, he'll do it, he'll do it for me. I'll get him to do what you want baby, I'll make him do what you want. You'll see baby, I can do it, just fuck me baby, please fuck me, don't tease me, push it in."
"Sorry whore. I wanted to watch now, not a couple of days from now when he gets home."
"You don't have to wait baby, he's here, he's in the closet watching. He knows you're fucking me baby, he wants to watch you fuck me. He'll do it baby, he'll do it for me. Just ask him baby, just ask him."
Now that was a development that I hadn't foreseen. Since Lacey had ratted me out there was no sense in my staying in the closet so I opened the door and stepped out. The bedroom was a scene of frenzied activity as both boys were trying to get into their clothes so they could beat feet.
They were both looking at me with fear on their faces and both of them were trying to talk over each other. Rick was saying, "Hey man, be cool, we're going" while Darren was saying, "She wanted it man, I didn't do nothing, she wanted it, she called me man, she asked me to come over" and over the two of them Lacey was crying, "Don't stop baby, don't go. Brian will do what you want, don't take your cock away from me, Brian wants you to fuck me, ask him. Tell him Brian, tell him not to go. You'll do what he wants, won't you Brian? Don't let him go Brian, don't let him go."
Once dressed the two boys headed for the door and I tagged along behind them to make sure that they left. I went to the kitchen and made myself a stiff drink and downed it in a couple of gulps and then made myself another. I was unsettled by what I had just witnessed. I won't deny that it turned me on, but sweet Jesus, that wasn't my wife. That was a mindless fuck toy!
I went back to the bedroom where I found a crying Lacey. "You bastard. You let him go. You let him take his cock out of me and go. I was almost there; I was almost ready to cum and you let him go. I hate you. I thought you loved me, but if you really loved me you wouldn't have let him go."
All I could do was shrug my shoulders, shake my head and leave the room. I sat on the couch and nursed my drink and then I had a couple of more and then it was daylight. Somewhere along the way I had fallen asleep and when I woke up there was a red-eyed Lacey sitting in the easy chair and watching me. We stared at each other for several moments before Lacey broke the silence.
"I tried to warn you, but you just wouldn't listen. I didn't want you to see me that way. I knew it would kill any chance that we might have had."
"Yes, and you were right, but I'm glad that I didn't let you talk me out of it. I needed to see that. It did kill any chance that we might have had, but not for the reason you thought. You thought that it would disgust me and turn me away from you, but it didn't Lacey, it turned me on. I never would have thought watching someone else fuck you would be a turn on but it was.
"No Lacey, what killed it for us is that I saw with my own eyes how totally that kid owns you. Whatever he wants you to do you will do. You might be able to say no over the phone, but if he knocks on the door you will let him in. Or you will go over to Sally's and he will be there visiting Lance, or you will go over there and Lance will call him and tell him you are there and he will come over and you will be his fuck toy.
"You meant everything you said tonight. You said yes to everything he said. If he would have had twenty guys here tonight you would have fucked them without question. Same with the dogs and ponies. You even meant it when you said you would get me to suck his cock or get me to let him fuck my ass. He owns you Lacey and I can't live with that. I can't live with you knowing that I can't trust you unless I'm standing right next to you and I can't do that twenty-four hours a day.
"He has your future all mapped out for you Lacey. Next Friday you will be gangbanged by at least twenty guys at his brother's bachelor party. He has a guy who is going to pay him to let the guy use you to make a video with a dog, and then he is going to put you out on 12th Street and be your pimp. You can't stop him Lacey. His cock owns you and he knows it. I can stop it, but only if I'm with you when he comes around or calls, but I can't be with you 24/7 because I have to work for a living. I can't leave here in the morning and then spend the entire day wondering if you will be here when I get home or whether I'm going to have to cruise 12th Street looking for you."
"I won't see him or ever speak to him again Brian. I promise you, you don't have to worry. I wouldn't have seen him last night except you insisted. Honest Brian, I can do it. I don't want to lose you and I know I will if I don't stay away from Darren. Please Brian, give me a chance."
I stared at her, torn between my love for her and the almost certainty, at least in my mind, that she couldn't stay away from Darren's cock.
"Okay Lacey. I'll give you a chance. That's all, just one chance. Any backsliding at all on your part and it will be over. There won't be any more talking Lacey, it will just be over."
I think she lasted two weeks. I'm not sure about that, it could have been only a day, but if it was I never saw anything that made me suspicious. But I drive by Sally's every day as I go to and from work and two weeks after giving Lacey her one more chance I left work early one day to go home and pick up some medical insurance papers. As I drove past Sally's I saw Lacey's car in Sally's drive and two familiar bikes lying on Sally's lawn. I hung a U-turn and parked at the end of the block and sat with my eyes on Sally's front door and waited.
At four-thirty Darren and Rick came out, got on their bikes and rode away. Fifteen minutes later Lacey came out carrying her "slut bag" and got in her car. Before she could back out of the drive I pulled up and parked behind her. I walked up to her car and opened the passenger side door and reached inside for her little bag. I opened it and looked at the cum soaked nylons and the slutty heels with wet cum stains on the toes. Lacey looked at me and said, "It isn't what you think Brian, I can explain."
"No you can't Lacey. Don't bother coming home. You don't live there anymore."
I tossed her bag into the car with her, slammed the door, got in my car and drove off.
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It is the one memory that is burned so deep into my brain that I don't believe Alzheimer's could erase it. I wasn't supposed to be there. In fact, I wasn't supposed to be back for three days, which is probably why they were there. They were both naked and her large breasts (I found out later they were a 38D cup) were bouncing as she rode his cock.
He was lying on his back on the couch and she had her hands on his shoulders, feet planted on the couch on either side of his hips and she was moving herself up and down on his cock. I stood in the doorway for almost a minute watching her puffy pussy lips fold in on her way down and open out as she went up before he saw me. The expression on his face got her attention and she glanced over and saw me. I saw her about to say something to me and then I saw her expression change and I knew what had just gone through her mind.
"What the hell, he's seen it, he knows and there isn't anything I can do about it now so why stop."
She looked back down at the man and started moving faster, as if spurred on by having an audience.
"Aren't you going to make him leave?" the man asked.
"Ignore him sweetie. Better yet, close your eyes and pretend it's my husband watching us."
"God, but you are such a slut."
"If I wasn't sweetie you wouldn't be here."
She looked over at me, winked and then got off the man and got down on the living room floor on her hands and knees. She grabbed a pillow off the couch and put her head down on it.
"From behind lover, take me from behind." The man got off the couch, moved behind her and grabbed her hips as he pushed his cock in. She grunted as he stroked into her and then she moaned and pushed her ass back at him.
"So good lover, so hard and so good. Fuck me hard lover, make me cum."
Without any conscious thought I had opened my pants and had taken out my cock and I was slowly stroking it as I watched. I looked down and saw her watching me. She smiled at me and winked at me again and I lost it and shot my load on the living room carpet.
"Naughty, naughty" she said, "Go in the kitchen and get a dish rag and clean it up before it stains the rug."
I went to the kitchen and got a wet dishrag and when I got back to the living room she was up on her hands and knees. Leaning on her left hand she extended her right and scooped up some of my cum on her forefinger and took it to her mouth. She looked me in the eye and grinned as she put the finger in her mouth and licked it clean.
"Not bad" she said, "Not bad at all. Go sit on the couch sweetie. I'll be done in a bit and then we can talk."
I sat down on the couch and watched the two of them fuck for another twenty minutes before the man pulled his deflated cock out of her. She turned around, licked his cock and balls clean and then told him he needed to get dressed and leave.
"But I was supposed to be able to spend the night."
"Things change baby. I have to do some damage control now and it will be better if you are not here. Go on baby, I'll call you later."
He grumbled, but he got up, got dressed and she walked him to the door. When he was gone she came back into the living room and stood in the doorway looking at me. Watching them had gotten me hard again and I was sitting on the couch stroking my cock with my right hand. I still had the wash rag in my left and she walked toward me with those 38s swaying and a streak of cum running down the inner thigh of her right leg. When she got to the couch she reached down and took the wash rag from me and wiped up the cum running down her leg and then she sat down next to me on the couch.
"Okay sweetie, what are we going to do about this?"
As she said that she pushed my hand away from my cock and replaced it with her own.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Obviously I don't want anyone to know about what happened here with Tim so what do I have to do to make sure that you keep the secret?"
I don't know where the courage came from, but I said, "I want what he was getting."
"Oh? Little Tommy wants to fuck his big sister? You want to put your cock" and she gave it a squeeze, "in your own sister? Don't you think that would be really, really naughty?"
I reached out and cupped one of her hanging breasts in my hand and said:
"I don't care if it is naughty or not. You are a married woman so what you were doing with Tim is naughty too."
"Naughty yes little brother, but not illegal, at least not to the extent that incest is."
For an answer I hunched my hips up at the hand holding my cock and she giggled.
"Oh you nasty little boy you. If I give you what you want it all stays a secret between you and me; what I was doing with Tim and what I do with you?"
"Yes" I moaned as she increased the speed of her hand.
"Promise?"
"Yes, I promise" I croaked out."
"I'm holding you to it little brother" and she lowered her head and took me in her mouth. It was too much for me and as her lips clamped around me I came and pumped what felt like buckets into her mouth. She kept her mouth on me until I was soft and then she took her mouth off me and giggled:
"You are one up on Tim little brother. He didn't get to cum in my mouth today. How quick can you recover baby? I had planned on fucking Tim all day and most of the night. I'm horny as hell and now he is gone."
Her hand reached for my cock and as she fondled it she said, "Maybe I can speed things up" and she lowered her head and started sucking on me again. I leaned back on the couch and closed my eyes and imagined that what she was doing to me must be what Heaven was like.
It didn't take her long to get me standing tall and then she stopped sucking on me, stood up and said, "Come on baby brother, let's take this to the bedroom."
I got up from the couch and followed along behind her and that was the start of the most sexually satisfying year of my life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It all started when my dad got promoted and had to move to a different city to take charge of the factory there. I had just started my last year of high school and my mother convinced my dad that it wouldn't be fair to me to make me drop out of school, move and then have to do twelfth grade with a bunch of strangers in a new city. He agreed with her, but what to do with me?
That's when my sister Marlene stepped up and said that I could stay with her and her husband Jeff.
"He won't be any trouble and he can keep me company when Jeff is on the road."
Jeff was a long haul over the road truck driver and he was away maybe twenty days out of each month. I was a little surprised that Marlene had volunteered since we had never gotten along all that well, but then what brother does get along with an overbearing sister who is six years older than he is?
I figured out later that she did it as camouflage. Who would ever suspect that she was fucking other men while Jeff was gone if I was living with her? Hell, I lived with her for two months before I figured it out and I was right there while it was going on. Two months during which I was an unwitting co-conspirator. Jeff would leave on a seven or eight day run and his taillights wouldn't even be out of sight and Marlene would be going out the door.
"If Jeff calls tell him I'm next door at Marci's and take a message and tell him I'll call back, okay?"
Sometimes it was, "They are having a "Midnight Madness" sale at the mall so I might be late. If Jeff calls take a message and tell him I'll call him back as soon as I get home."
I didn't know any better so if Jeff called I just said what she told me to say. After the first six weeks I began to notice some things; things like her hair mussed or her blouse mis-buttoned when she got home. Once I saw a hickey on her neck that hadn't been there the day before and Jeff had been gone four days. I suspected, but I didn't know for sure and I suppose I never would have known for sure if I hadn't walked in on her and Tim.
It was a Friday and Jeff was two days gone on a nine day run. I was supposed to be spending the night at a friend's house and we were supposed to leave early Saturday morning for a weekend camp-out. A death in the family forced him to cancel and I went home and walked in on my sister and her lover of the moment. It was twenty-five years ago and it is still the most memorable night of my life.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I watched Marlene's butt seductively wiggle as I followed her into her bedroom and once there she turned and started to undress me as she said:
"I'm going to fuck your eyes out baby brother. I'm going to make you a slave to my pussy. I'm going to make you want my pussy so bad that you would cut your tongue out before you would give me up."
As soon as she had my pants and briefs down to my knees she captured my cock with her mouth and sucked on it while she worked my pants, shoes and socks off of me. Then she pushed me back on the bed and swung herself over me.
"Feel how hot and wet my pussy is little brother?" she asked as she lowered herself down on me using her right hand to guide me in. She leaned forward and her 38Ds dangled in my face.
"Lick my nipples little brother, suck my tits" she said as she worked herself up and down on my cock.
I captured the right one with my mouth and started licking and sucking. "Yesssss" she hissed, "Bite the nipple baby, no need to be gentle with big sister. I'm a slut baby, you can treat me like one."
I'd already gotten off twice in an hour so I lasted a bit while Marlene rode me and talked dirty to me. She told me what she wanted me to do and she told me what she was going to do to me.
"Every night I'm going to send you to bed exhausted little brother and every morning I'm going to wake you up with a blow job. I'm going to jack you off, suck you off, fuck you with my pussy and my ass and make you my love slave. You won't ever want to move out baby; you won't ever want to get more than a mile away from my pussy. Does that turn you on baby, to know that you are going to be your big sister's fuck toy?"
When she said that I arched up, drove into her and painted her insides with the blast from my cock.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was lying next to me, fondling my cock and balls and she said:
"We should have started this sooner little brother. I wouldn't have had to leave the house and go looking. I would have gotten all the cock I needed and I always would have been here when Jeff called."
As if on cue the phone rang and Marlene reached over and got the cordless off of the bedside stand.
"Hello?"
"Oh hi baby, miss me?"
With one hand holding the phone to her ear and the other one playing with my cock she said:
"Just lying here in bed and thinking of you."
"Same as always baby, thinking of your hard cock and what we could be doing with it."
My cock was starting to rise and Marlene began stroking me.
"I can almost feel it in my hand baby. It was soft and pliable and I touched it with my fingers and it is starting to grow into a hard steel bar."
"Yes baby, oh yes. Are you where you can take your cock out?"
"Do it."
"Okay baby, feel my hand on it? Feel my fingers flutter over the head? Feel them wrap around you and slowly start to stroke?"
She shifted position on the bed until her mouth was only inches away from my dick.
"I can see the veins begin to pulse baby, I can feel you throbbing in my hand. I lower my head and I stick my tongue out and lick it" and as she said it she did it to me.
"I want to suck on it baby, but you tell me no, you say you are hot and ready to fuck me and you don't want to waste time on a blow job. You make me get in your favorite position" and with that she got on her hands and knees.
"You push a finger in my steaming pussy" and she motioned for me to do it. As I slid a finger into her sopping wet pussy I caught on to what was happening. I may have only been eighteen and a little on the naive side, but I understood that I was supposed to do was do what she described as she described it.
"You work the finger around and I moan and ask you to hurry up and fuck me, but you don't. You put another finger and then another in me and finger fuck me."
I did what she said and she moaned again.
"God baby, you have me so hot I'm going to set the bed sheets on fire if you don't use your hose to cool me down. "Please baby, please fuck me" I cry and you pull your fingers out and move behind me. You poke your cock at my pussy and I cry out as you slam your iron bar hard cock into me."
I pushed hard and slammed my cock into her and she cried out, "Oh God baby, it feels so fucking good. Fuck me lover, fuck me hard. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
I pounded my cock into her hot, steaming hole and bit my tongue to keep from making any noises that Jeff might hear. Marlene pushed back at me with each in stroke as she kept up the phone sex with her husband.
"Hard baby, push it deep. I want to feel it all the way up to my throat, drive it deep."
I was fucking her as hard as I could and sweat was dripping off of me. I wanted to shoot my load deep into her and I was trying hard to cum while she still had Jeff on the phone, but the dog position didn't seem to be giving me what I needed. I pulled out of Marlene and pushed her over onto her back. She grinned up at me and spread her legs wide as she hissed:
"Do it, do it baby, fuck me hard and make me cum."
I grabbed her legs and put them up on my shoulders and then I drove my cock back into her.
"Oh Jesus God baby, it feels so good. Push that hard cock into me; push it deep and fuck me hard. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
I felt her cunt muscles trying to grip me and I rammed her hard.
"OH god yes baby, like that, hard like that, oh god, oh god, oh god I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes, yes, YESSSSSSSSSS" she screamed as her body shook and trembled. Her cunt felt like it was trying to suck me in and I blew my load and then fell to the bed next to her.
She threw a leg over me and her hand found my deflated cock and she was fondling it as she said:
"That was good baby, that was real good."
"Of course I came; didn't you hear me scream?"
"No baby, I didn't use my fingers; they aren't long enough or hard enough. I had to use something long and hard" and she gave my cock a squeeze. "I used my hairbrush. Maybe you need to stop at one of those truck stops that has an adult bookstore close by and buy me a nice fat long hard dildo. If we do too much of this I'm afraid my hairbrush won't survive."
"Love you too baby, talk to you later, bye."
She tossed the phone down on the pillow and then slid down the bed so that her mouth was only inches away from my cock and she looked up at me and grinned.
"How about it little brother, think you will like being your big sister's fuck toy?"
My cock twitched and she giggled and then opened her mouth and took me in.
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It was a conversation that I wasn't supposed to hear. I was supposed to be at a customer's that day, but the customer had called and cancelled. As a result I was sitting in my cubicle catching up on some paperwork. It was early, around seven-fifteen, and starting time wasn't until eight, but a lot of the guys come in early to drink coffee and shoot the shit until starting time.
I heard Brad and Bill come in and sit down in Brad's cube and they started talking about the latest idiocy promulgated by management and then they touched on yesterday's ball game before getting to the inevitable discussion on women. By the time they reached the subject of women Brad and Bill and been joined by Sam, Al, Josh and Donny. Brad's cube backs onto mine and is accessed from one aisle over so nobody had walked by my cubicle and no one knew I was there.
They covered all of the girls in the office and what they would like to do with each one and then Josh said:
"Suppose you could have one and only one, which one would you choose?"
"I'd go for Mary because of her big tits. My wife's tits are so small that she barely needs to wear a bra," Brad said.
Ted opted for Sally because she had the sexiest ass he had ever seen. "What about you Sam?" Ted asked.
"That's easy, but she doesn't work here."
"Who is it?"
"Rob's wife. I'd do Jenny in a New York minute and as many times as I could."
"Too bad you won't ever get the chance."
"Why do you say that? She can be had; I've seen it in her eyes. Hell, everyone in the room could do her and probably all at the same time."
"You mean a gangbang?"
"Maybe, but more likely it would just be one on one."
"What do you mean?"
"Get her at a party with Rob distracted and I could fuck her. Fifteen minutes later I'll bet Brad could do her and before the party was over I'd bet she'd do everybody at least once."
"You are out of your fucking mind" Bill said.
"No I'm not" replied Sam, "She can be had and Rob knows it. Why else do you think he hovers over her. He doesn't dare let her out of his sight."
That wasn't true. I hovered because I had been so stupidly in love with her that I couldn't bear to be away from her.
"I'm telling you guys, she can be had."
"Sam, you are so full of shit it isn't to be believed."
Further conversation was cut off when Harry, our section manager, hollered out:
"Hey! It's eight o'clock, where in the hell are my workers?"
The little meeting in Brad's cube broke up and the guys all scattered to begin their daily toil.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the drive home that night I wondered why Sam was so sure that he could get to my wife. She was gorgeous and that fact alone guaranteed that she would attract male attention and she did love to flirt and that kept the boys sniffing around her. I could have been wrong, but I didn't think that Sam could get her. He just wasn't her type at all. Still, it was an opportunity for me to try and make something happen. If I played it right I could maybe even make a buck or two. It would take some work on my part, but I just might be able to make it work for me.
The first step would be to bring Jenny in on it. Jenny had dinner ready when I got home and after some small talk about how our respective days had gone I asked her:
"How far might you be willing to go to come up with the money so that we can take that trip to Cancun that you want?"
"What kind of a question is that?"
"I think I know a way that we can get the money without having to borrow it and go into debt, but it will depend on what you are willing to do."
"You need to explain to me where you are going here."
I told her about what I had overheard. "I want to take advantage of that. What I want to do is invite them all over here for a barbecue and then I want you to make it look like you would be willing to fuck one or two of them if you got the chance."
"You are out of your fucking mind Rob!"
"Hear me out okay? You are gorgeous and every man you know wants to get in your pants. You flirt a lot and that makes a couple of them think they have a chance. What I propose is that we have the barbecue and you do whatever you can to make sure that they think they can get you if they could just find some way to get me out of the way. Then I'll set up a poker game for the following week. I'll get Bill to start another conversation like the one I overheard this morning and as soon as Sam or one of the others says he is sure he can get you Bill will bet them that they can't. We will set it up so he goads them into betting that they can and then he will say:
"Okay, I'm so sure that you can't I'll bet each of you five hundred bucks that you can't. You can take your shot at the poker game. I'll get Rob out of the way so you will have all the time you need to take your shot."
"You will have primed them at the barbecue and they will be sure they can do it and they will take the bet. At the poker game you shoot them all down and we make three grand to pay for the trip to Cancun."
"What would I have to do?"
"Take your normal flirting and go a little farther with it."
"What do you mean by a 'little farther?"
"That will be totally up to you. Anything except fuck them or give them blow jobs."
"So what you are saying is that I should let myself get felt up, maybe rub a cock or two through the pants, do some heavy kissing and send everyone home with a case of blue balls?"
"Yes, that's pretty much it. I want them to leave the barbecue just knowing that they can fuck you if they can just get a chance."
"How are you going to get Bill to go along with it?"
"Offer him five hundred dollars. That will still leave us with twenty-five hundred for the trip. How about it, think you can do it?"
"Oh I can do it sugar and it might even be fun, but you do realize that there will be a downside to it."
"What is that?"
They will all leave with a case of blue balls, but they will be leaving me hotter than a forest fire. After they are gone I'll be doing my best to fuck your brains out. You had best start taking vitamins right now to prepare yourself."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work I got Bill off to the side, told him I'd overheard the conversation and then told him what I wanted to do. He got a big smile on his face and told me he would love to be a part of sticking it to Sam and the rest of the guys.
"You know I think the world of Jenny and it really pissed me off to hear Sam say that she would be an easy lay."
Bill lined up; all that was left was to get the boys primed. It was too late to set up a barbecue for the coming weekend so I planned it for the next one and got everyone to commit to coming. After that it was a case of wait and see.
The barbecue was a success as far as I could tell. Jenny wore a pair of Daisy Dukes that had the cheeks of her ass hanging out. She was braless under the low-cut top she wore and I could see erections making tents in trousers. I noticed that at one time or another Jenny and each one of the guys disappeared for five or ten minutes and when I next saw the guy his trousers were tented. During the course of the afternoon I casually set up a poker game for the following Thursday and the guys all said they would come. They all left just knowing that Jenny was theirs if they could get me out of the way and true to her word Jenny damned near fucked me to death that night.
Bill made his move on Monday morning. I made sure to be late to work so they wouldn't have to sweat me overhearing them, but I did have a voice activated tape recorder in my cubicle to catch the conversation. The conversation started off with everyone commenting on how hot Jenny looked at the barbecue and Sam said:
"I'm telling you guys, she can be had if we can just get to her when Rob isn't around."
Everybody said that they agreed with him, but getting me out of the way was almost an impossibility and that's when Bill jumped in.
"Bullshit! You don't have a prayer of getting her."
"Oh come on Bill, everyone here knows that she can be had except for you. I think you are sweet on her or something and are looking at her through rose colored glasses."
"Oh yeah? You want to put your money where your mouth is?"
"What do you have in mind?"
"The poker game on Thursday. I'll get Rob out of the way and you take your best shot. I'll bet each of you five hundred bucks that you don't even get a kiss."
"You have three grand you can afford to lose?"
"Hey, the bets on the table. You guys are so sure, put up or shut up."
One by one the guys all said they were in. "Good" Rob said, "I'll slip something in Rob's drink that will knock him out. Once he's down you can all do your best. Only one rule! She has to be willing. No getting her drunk and taking advantage of her and no forcing her to do anything. Agreed?"
"Yeah Bill, agreed."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The night of thew game I had Jenny dress sexy as hell. High heels, mini-skirt and low cut blouse. The story was that she was supposed to go out with some girl friends while we played cards, but things fell through at the last minute so she was going to stay and act as hostess.
We all sat down, cut the cards for the deal and started the game. We were on the third hand when the phone rang and Jenny answered it.
"It's for you Rob, its Sally."
Sally was my brother's wife. I got up and went to the phone and a couple of minutes later I came back.
"My brother has been in an accident and has been taken to the hospital. I'm going to have to leave, but there is no reason to end the game"
I kissed Jenny and told her I'd call her from the hospital and then I took off. I drove to Murphy's Bar, had a beer and then called home and told Jenny to tell the boys I wouldn't be back before morning.
"Dan has a concussion and he's out of it right now. Sally has to be home with the kids so I'm going to have to stay here until he wakes up. The doctors say it could be hours. I'll go to work from here in the morning."
I told her I loved her and I'd call as soon as soon as he woke up. Next I called Sally and thanked her for the call and told her I owed her one. I had a couple more beers and then I checked into a Motel 6 for the night. At six I called Jenny and told her Dan was awake and seemed to be all right.
Once at work a smiling Bill came into my cube and handed me an envelope. "There is three grand in there."
"You didn't take out your cut?"
"Oh no Rob, it was a labor of love for me to be able to stick it to those guys. Spend the extra on Jenny when you get to Cancun."
"Everything go alright after I left?"
"It was a shame your brother got hurt, but it did make it better for us. If we had gone with the drugging you bit you would still have been in the house and that would have inhibited them a little, but with you gone they figured they were home free. There sure were a bunch of disappointed guys leaving your house last night. Jenny led them on until they were so sure that they were going to get her to pull a train and then she shot them down. God, but it was great to see Sam leave with his tail between his legs."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
About ten I told the boss that I wasn't feeling well and I went home.
Jenny would be at work until five and wouldn't be home until five forty-five. I went down to my basement workshop, opened my tool box and took out the five voice activated tape recorders I'd hidden around the house for the barbecue. I rewound the first one and hit PLAY. I heard the sound of heavy breathing and what could have been kissing and then Brad said:
"God, you are so hot. Do we have time for a quickie?"
"Afraid not baby" Jenny said, "Maybe at the poker game. Here, let me give you something to think about."
I heard the sound of a zipper being worked and then Jenny said, "Oh that's a nice one. Let me kiss it."
"Take it in your mouth, please?"
"Just for a second."
"Oh God."
"Put it away baby and look forward to the poker game, okay?"
The sound of a door opening and closing and then the recorder cut off. A second later it started again.
"Did anyone see you come in?"
"No," answered Sam, "You told me to be careful so I made sure that no one was around."
"Take your cock out, let me see it."
"Here? We going to do it here?"
"No silly, we won't do it until the poker game. I just want to see what I have to look forward to."
The sound of a zipper followed by Jenny saying, "Can I suck on it for a minute?"
"Honey, as hot as you have me right now a minute is all it will take to get me off."
"Oh goody, let me see."
The sound of sucking and then Sam moaned, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming" followed by the sounds of slurping.
"Put it away baby, we need to get back to the party" Jenny said and then there was the sound of the door opening and closing. There wasn't any more on that recorder so I moved on to the next. A door opening and closing and then I heard Al say:
"How much time do we have?"
"Just enough for you to show me what I have to look forward to at the poker game."
Zipper sounds and then, "Jesus Al, if I'd have known you had a cock that big we would have played a long time ago."
"What are you doing?"
"I'm taking my shorts off."
"Why?"
"I want that in me. I can't wait until the poker game to see what it feels like."
Sounds of clothing hitting the floor and then, "Okay baby, easy, push it in easy. That's it baby, oh God does that feel good. Fuck me, fuck me just a little. Oh Jesus, yes, like that. Fuck! I wish we didn't have to stop. I wish we had more time, but we need to hurry back to the party."
More clothing sounds and then the sounds of kissing followed by Jenny saying, I don't want to wait until Thursday baby, but damn it, I have to."
There was nothing more on that recorder and nothing at all on the next one. I already knew what was on the fifth tape and so I put them back in my toolbox and went upstairs and got the tapes from the four nanny cams I had I had put in the bedrooms and family room. The tape from the family room showed me leaving and Jenny walking over to the window and pulling the curtain aside to look out. After a minute she turned and said, "Okay, he's gone."
"How do you want to do this?" Bill asked.
Jenny said, "You all know the deal right? Five hundred each and you never say anything to anybody about it understand?"
There was a chorus of agreement and then Jenny said, "Give your money to Bill and then cut the cards. High card goes first."
Everyone walked over and handed their money to Bill and then they cut the cards and Donny was high with a queen. Jenny said, "I want the first one right here on the dumb shits poker table and then we will take it to the bedroom."
Jenny stripped and then told Bill to sit on the table. He had his cock out and Jenny bent at the waist and swallowed his dick as Donny moved up behind her and slid his cock into her cunt. While I watched the tape I picked up my cell phone and speed dialed a number.
"John? Rob here. I think we may just have gotten lucky big time. We were only expecting to catch Bill, but we got Bill and six others."
"I'm watching the tape right now."
"Yeah, go ahead with the papers and figure on seeing us Tuesday."
"Okay, see you then."
I disconnected and went back to watching the tape. Donny was slamming his cock into Jenny as she braced herself with her hands on the table. Her head was bobbing up and down on Bill's cock and his hands went to the back of her head and he pushed his hips up at Jenny and I saw white stuff leak out of the corner of her mouth.
Donny said, "Whoever is next, get ready" and then he rammed his cock hard into Jenny and held himself still while he drained. Next up was Al. He turned Jenny around, pushed her down on the table on her back and lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and put what looked like eight or nine inches of a very fat cock up to her hole.
"Ready for it baby?"
"Oh God yes. I have so been looking forward to this. Put it in me baby, push it deep into me."
Donny's juices combined with Jenny's had her hole sopping wet and with one push Al went all the way in.
"Oh God honey, yes, like that, just like that."
"Damn woman, you're tight!"
Jenny giggled and said, "I won't be when you get done with me. I have never felt so full. Come on honey, fuck me, fuck me hard."
Sam moved up to the next to the table with his cock jutting out in front of him and Jenny looked at it and smiled.
"Bring it closer baby and I'll take care of it for you."
Sam climbed up on the table and knelt next to Jenny's head and she opened her mouth and started sucking his cock. Al banged into her for several minutes and Jenny gurgled and moaned as Sam's cock in her mouth kept her from saying anything intelligible. I saw the signs that she'd had at least three orgasms from Al's huge pole. Finally Al came and when he pulled out of Jenny's cunt you could see cum dripping from his cock onto Jenny's belly.
Al was no sooner out of the way than Brad moved in and took his turn. The others were standing around and stroking themselves while watching Sam get a blow job and Brad get pussy. Sam came first and he pulled away from Jenny and you could see white stuff dribble out of the corners of her mouth. Josh started to climb on the table so he could fill the hole that Sam had just left open, but Jenny stopped him.
"Let Brad finish and then I want to go into the bedroom where it will be more comfortable."
Brad started banging her hard and Jenny moaned, "Hurry honey, get me there, I'm almost there, get me over, please honey, get me over."
Brad rammed her real hard and Jenny screamed and had an orgasm and I knew what that was doing to Brad. When Jenny cums her cunt pulsates, almost like a mouth trying to suck you off. It had an effect on Brad and he moaned, "OH SHIT!" and dumped his load. He pulled out of Jenny, helped her up from the table and then Jenny headed for the bedroom with her pussy posse tagging along right behind her.
The tape from the cam in the bedroom picked them up as they came through the door. Jenny went over to the dresser and got the KY Jelly from the top drawer and then went over to the bed. She had Josh lay down on the bed and then she called Bill over and lubed up his dick with the KY and then handed him the tube. She got on the bed and swung over Josh and then taking hold of his cock she guided him into her as she lowered herself down onto him. When she had taken all of him into her cunt she leaned forward until she was almost lying on his chest. Bill got on the bed behind her, put some KY on his fingers and then worked them into Jenny's asshole. After maybe a minute of that he pushed his cock at her butthole and she moaned:
"Oh God yes baby, do it!"
For the first time I felt some anger at what was going on. The bitch had never let me tap her ass no matter how many times I'd asked her to let me try it at least once.
Just then the phone rang and it was me calling to let Jenny know that I was going to be staying at the hospital and then go to work from there.
"He's not coming home guys so we have until you have to go to work if you can last that long."
Bill and Josh got a rhythm going and then Al got up on the bed where he could offer his cock to Jenny's mouth. She leaned forward and licked the head of it and then took it in two hands as she stuffed the helmet into her mouth.
After that it got repetitious as the six men used Jenny in all three of her usable holes. She took them on one, two and three at a time and she had orgasm after orgasm. There was one surprise for me before it was over. Jenny told the guys that there was something that she had always wanted to try.
"Josh," she said, "I don't want to bruise your ego, but you have the smallest cock here and Donny, you have the next smallest. That's a good thing, because bigger cocks wouldn't let me do what I want to do and so you get the privilege of being the only ones who get to do it. I want two cocks in my pussy at the same time. You up for it?"



Josh and Donny looked at each other, smiled and then high-fived. Jenny had Donny lay down and then she straddled him reverse cow girl, lowered herself onto him and then leaned back and Josh moved up and slid his cock into her alongside Donny's. Jenny grunted as Josh pushed himself in and then she moaned:
"Okay, fuck me, both of you fuck me."
She had two orgasms before Josh came and pulled out of her and then she got off Donny, lay down next to him and he rolled over on top of her and finished up.
By two AM no one could get their cock up hard enough to penetrate and everyone but Bill got dressed to leave. Al asked:
"When can we do this again?"
"Whenever you can come up with five hundred."
After they were all gone Jenny and Bill got into bed and Jenny snuggled up against Bill.
"Was I a big enough slut for you lover?"
"Oh God yes. When I told you that it was my biggest fantasy I never thought you would actually do it."
"I never thought I'd do it either, but I do want to go to Cancun and the chance to get the money to pay for the trip was just too good to pass up."
"I'm just sorry that I can't be the one to go with you."
"Mw to lover, maybe next time."
Within minutes they were asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting on the back porch when Jenny got home from work. I was sitting on the swing and sipping on a beer when she came out and sat down beside me and leaned over and kissed me.
"How did your day go?" she asked.
"One of my better ones as a matter of fact."
"Oh? Something good happen?"
"I guess you could say that. I believe I've gotten rid of some excess baggage and save myself a ton of money in the process."
"How did you manage that?"
"I made a tape of your gangbang last night."
I glanced over at her. "Why have you turned so pale my love? Could it be that you are surprised that your loving hubby isn't as stupid as you thought he was?"
"I'm sure I don't know what you mean."
"No? Well let me run it down for you. I found out about you and Bill three months ago. I went to a divorce attorney and got the bad news. It doesn't matter if you are a round-heeled slut, in this state a divorce brings about a fifty/fifty split of the assets. The courts have a propensity to side with the women which means that I would probably end up paying for your attorney's fees and get stuck with all the court costs. That was a price I was not willing to pay to get rid of your cheating ass.
"However, there was a way around it. If I could catch you in a criminal act against me I could shed your ass and it would only cost me my attorney's fees and court costs and I'd end up with all the assets. I just couldn't figure out a way to make it happen until you started pushing for a trip to Cancun. Then I overheard that conversation between Brad, Sam and the guys and I wondered if I could make it work to my advantage. I gave you the song and dance about betting the guys and you and your lover took the ball and ran with it.
"I've been tape recording all of your phone calls for three months now just trying to catch you in something that I could use against you and I know all about how you and Bill have wanted to do a gangbang with the guys at work. I had four voice activated tape recorders hidden in the house during the barbecue and I have tape of you trying on Al's cock for size, giving Sam a quickie one minute blow job and in general telling everyone that you were going to fuck them last night. But those tapes, as good as they are, are not the ones that are going to send you to jail. The recorder I had on the phone line is going to be the one to do that. Don't go away, I'll be right back."
I got up and went into the house, got another beer and then got the tape recorder that I had put in the den for just this moment. I went back out to the porch and sat down on the swing.
"This is the good one, the one I expect to get you and Bill thrown in jail over. Here, listen to it. I've done a little editing to take out any hint that I had a part in setting anything up" and I hit the PLAY button.
"You have decided to let all of them fuck you?"
"Not only that, but I'm going to find a way to get numb nuts to eat my pussy after everyone has finished cumming in it. How are we going to do it?"
I hit the STOP button. "Numb nuts Jenny? I'm crushed."
I hit PLAY again. "You flash your tits at everybody and that will keep Rob distracted while I doctor his drink. The drugs will knock him on his ass and he won't remember a thing when he wakes up. While he's out you can do whatever you want. Corn hole him with a beer bottle, cut an inch off of his dick, whatever you want, he won't know a thing until he wakes up."
"Cut an inch off his dick? He hasn't got enough as it is. I do like the beer bottle idea though. Maybe after I finish with all the guys and they leave we can have some fun with Rob. Maybe take a picture of him with a beer bottle in his ass and your cock in his mouth. We can always tell him he did it willingly, but was just too drunk to remember."
I hit the STOP button again. "I played the tape for my lawyer and he says we have both you and Bill on Conspiracy to Commit a Crime. You do know that knowingly drugging somebody is a criminal act right? No? Well you know it now. Why are you so quiet Jenny? You haven't said a word. Still stunned at finding out old 'numb nuts' isn't as stupid as you thought? No matter, I'd just as soon not listen to you anyway. According to John, he's my lawyer, this tape alone is enough to send you and Bill to jail.
"But then last night you and Bill made it even better. I had four nanny cams hidden in the house taping everything you did. I have video of you saying:
"You all know the deal right? Five hundred each. Give your money to Bill and then cut the cards to see who goes first" and there is video of each man handing Bill the money. That makes you guilty of prostitution and Bill guilty of being your pimp. The legal terms are Solicitation and Pandering. You are toast sweetie."
I was watching her and she wasn't looking at me. She looked everywhere but at me and I was tempted to take the time to ask her where her contempt for me had suddenly come from, but then decided that I didn't really want to know.
"Here is the deal. John has drawn up the divorce papers and I have asked for everything. The house, the savings, the certificates of deposit, everything in fact except for your car. Tuesday you and I will go to John's office and you will sign the divorce papers accepting things as they are written and agreeing not to contest the divorce. That done, we leave John's office and go our separate ways. If you don't sign those papers Tuesday John will give the tapes to an assistant district attorney he knows and you will end up in criminal court and very likely end up doing jail time. Your choice and I need to know by four PM Monday so I can let John know we will be there Tuesday. If he doesn't hear from me by the time his office closes at five he will see the DA first thing Tuesday morning.
"Still nothing to say to me Jenny? Oh well, maybe you would like to talk it over with Bill since if you go down he goes down with you. My lawyer's card is next to the phone. Give the number to Bill. I'm suing him for alienation of affections and he might want to call John and see if settling out of court is possible."
I got up and left her sitting there.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We stayed out of each other's way for the rest of the weekend, but just before I left for work on Monday I reminded her about the four o'clock deadline.
I was in a good mood when I walked into the morning coffee klatch in Brad's office. "Hey guys," I said, "I've got something that you really need to see. Come on into the conference room so we can use the TV and VCR."
The only one not present when I hit the PLAY button was Bill. "This is cool you guys, nastiest porn video I've ever seen."
You could have heard a fly fart when Donny, Bill and Jenny filled the screen.
"Great isn't it? Notice how clear it is? The whole tape is like that, clear as a bell. You can tell who all the players are."
None of them turned to look at me until I said, "I was so happy with how good the tape turned out that I made several copies and sent them to each of your wives by special messenger. I specified delivery by eight AM so most should be delivered by now. Ai called ahead to let your wives know what was coming and what it was. Al, your wife asked me to send her copy to her dad. He's a lawyer isn't he? Oh, and Sam? Debbie asked me to send her copy to her at her office. She seems to think that since you get home from work before she does it might disappear and she really, really wants to see it. Any questions? No? I can't believe that nobody wants to talk about this. I couldn't get Jenny to talk to me either."
"I'm not going to talk to you motherfucker, what I'm going to do is stomp your ass" Donny muttered.
"Bring it Donny, but know this. The mood I'm in right now you will have to kill me to keep me from killing you and that's a fucking promise. Anyone else got anything to say? No? Okay kids, it's eight o'clock, time to hit it."
Bill never did come in to work that day and I got nothing but nasty looks from everyone else all day. At three-thirty Harry called me into his office and asked me what was going on and I told him the whole story.
"You going to be able to work with them?"
"I won't have a problem with them because I got even with them. The question is will they be able to work with me?"
"I won't tolerate dissention in the office if it gets in the way of work."
"Tell them Harry, not me. But I will say this. If you decide to let me go because of what they did and my response to it you had best make sure that my severance package is a damned good one otherwise you will find out that I have a damned good lawyer."
"Are you threatening me Rob?"
"No, I'm just saying that if you let me go instead of letting them go I'll sue. I'll do my job just like I always have and you've had no complaints with my work for over ten years now. You let me go because those assholes won't work with me and that is the same thing as taking their side and I won't stand for it."
At three fifty Jenny called. "Bill says we should fight it. He says you don't have a leg to stand on."
"Okay Jenny, remember, it was your choice."
I hung up on her and called John and told him Jenny's decision and he said he start the ball rolling.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Bill came to work the next day and he was careful to avoid me. At two that afternoon I got a call from Jenny.
"What the fuck is going on Rob? I was just served with divorce papers and a restraining order. I can't go near you or into our house."
"So?"
"That's my house too Rob."
"Talk to the judge Jenny. According to the tapes in my lawyers possession you intended to do me bodily harm and I told my lawyer I don't want you anywhere near me."
"I need clothes and things Rob."
"Let me know when you want to come over. If it fits into my schedule I'll make arrangements to have a sheriff's deputy there and I'll let you in to get your personal items, but only your personal items, understand?"
"Why are you being this way? Why are you doing this to me?"
"It is called getting even Jenny. It is partial payback for what you and Bill have been doing to me behind my back."
The next day at ten twenty-four two sheriff's deputies arrived at the office and took Bill into custody. When they took him out in handcuffs his face was pale and as they walked him past me I said, "Not a leg to stand on huh?"
I called John to let him know and he told me that things usually didn't happen that fast, but he told the ADA that since Bill worked in the same place I did he feared for my safety and that must have cranked things up a notch.
At four that afternoon I got a phone call from Jenny's sister Judy. "Jenny just called me. She's in jail. What the hell is going on Rob and why is she calling me instead of you?"
"All I can tell you Judy is that hearing that makes my day. Hopefully they will keep her there for a couple of years. She called you because she knew I would have hung up on her cheating ass."
"Cheating ass? Oh Christ, I warned her, but she wouldn't listen."
"You knew?"
"Everybody knew Rob, everybody but you."
"Thanks for letting me know."
"What do you expect Rob, she's my sister."
"Take care Judy" and I hung up on her.
I had just gotten back from lunch the next day when I got a phone call from a Jason Milner. "I am the court appointed attorney for your wife. She has just had her bond hearing and bond was set at thirty-five thousand dollars. She needs thirty-five hundred for the bail bondsman and he wants you to put up your house as security."
"Given the circumstances that put her in jail Mr. Milner I'd say you have a better chance at hitting the lottery than that ever happening."
"The house is half hers sir."
"Fine. She can put up her half."
"The bondsman won't do that."
"I'm counting on it."
"You won't help her?"
"Not even a smidgen Mr. Milner. I gave her a chance to walk away from the mess and she let her boyfriend talk her out of it. She can rot in jail for all I care."
"She would like to see you."
"I can do that. Seeing her in an orange jumpsuit with a "P" on the back will do me a world of good. What are visiting hours?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting on the other side of the screen when they led her in. She was in the orange jumpsuit and she had ankle chains and handcuffs on. I asked about that later and found out that it didn't matter who you were or what you were in for Standard Operating Procedure called for all prisoners to be moved in handcuffs and leg chains. They uncuffed her, but left the leg chains on and walked her over to the seat across from me. She sat down, looked at me and started crying.
"Get me out of here Rob, please get me out of here."
"Not a chance Jenny. I gave you a choice that would have kept you out of here, but you listened to lover boy instead of me. I don'' know if he seduced you or you led him into your affair, but the bottom line is that he cost you your marriage and now he has cost you your freedom. You could have signed the papers that John had ready and walked away, but you let Bill talk you out of it so you get Bill to somehow go your bail. When you are found guilty, and according to John his ADA friend says it is a slam-dunk, I'll get the divorce and everything I asked for anyway so I'm kind of glad it is happening this way. I kind of like seeing you in chains. Enjoy yourself Jenny. You threw away a good marriage for the privilege of being here so you should at least try and enjoy it."
I got up and walked out of the visiting room as she cried, "Please Rob, please don't leave me here."
Out in the corridor a young man with a brief case was standing there. He saw me and walked over to me and introduced himself as Jason Milner.
"We need to talk before this mess goes too much farther."
"Go ahead."
"I've talked with your wife and Mr. Bolton and they tell me that the whole thing was your idea and I'm afraid that I will have to bring that up at trial. Why don't we see if there isn't some way we can resolve this without going to trial."
"How long have you been doing this Mr. Milner?"
"Five years, why?"
"And in all those years you haven't learned that your clients will say anything that they think might help their chances? I have audio and videotape of them plotting against me Mr. Milner. What do they have to support their claim? I gave both of them a chance to keep this a civil action and the two of them decided to stick it to me some more so fuck them. See you in court Mr. Milner."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Bill put up his house and made bail and when Jenny found out that he was out and she wasn't going to get out she went ballistic. She rolled over on Bill and said it was all his idea and in return for a plea bargain she agreed to testify against him. Her testimony backed by the tapes were enough. The trial lasted less than a day and the jury was out for less than an hour. As part of her plea bargain Jenny pled guilty and was sentenced to one year with credit for time served (four months) and she was given probation for the rest and order to perform five hundred hours of community service.
Bill pled not guilty and fought it all the way and was given three years and I spend most of my days hoping to hear that some huge dude named Bubba bent him over in the showers and turned him into a bitch. When he gets out he still has my lawsuit for alienation of affections waiting for him. John said we could proceed even with Bill in prison, but that might end it too quick. The longer I can drag out his torment the happier I'll be.
Since Jenny was found guilty I got my divorce and everything I asked for. I have no idea where she is or what she is doing. I do know that she lost her job while she was in jail. I see her sister Judy from time to time, but by unspoken agreement Jenny isn't mentioned.
Of the five guys who took part in the gangbang with Jenny all were divorced within six months and their wives made out like bandits. Two were fired within six months, two of the others quit over the next year and Sam made the mistake of waiting for me in the parking lot the day he quit. It cost him a broken nose, two cracked ribs and five missing teeth. I hurt for a couple of days after, but as strange as it may sound it was a good kind of hurt, a satisfied kind of hurt. Of the five only Donny is still working with me and we are civil when we have to be and avoid each other as much as possible.
The three thousand dollars? It paid for my two weeks in Cancun while Jenny was sitting in jail.
The biggest surprise of the whole affair? That I got away with it. Milner was right, I did set it up, but I didn't have a clue that it would turn out as well as it did. All I was trying for was a divorce that didn't rape me. What can I say? Sometimes you just get lucky and damn, but it sure feels good. I remembered that old TV series, "The A Team" and what the colonel played by George Peppard used to say:
"I love it when a plan comes together."
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I met Stephanie Anne on my first day at college. We were attending freshman indoctrination and ended up sitting next to each other. I've never been shy and she was good looking so I immediately hit on her. We left indoctrination to go for a pizza and ended up back in my room where we practically ripped each other clothes off. Steph had my cock in her mouth before I even got my T-shirt off. I hadn't been laid in months and she had me ready to cum in less than a minutes and I told her I was going to shoot and all she did was grab my ass and pull my cock deeper into her mouth. I pushed her back on the bed and returned the favor until she screamed for me to fuck her and by the end of the night the roller coaster ride was on.
Steph was my twin, at least mentally and spiritually, and we had both come to college thinking more of the partying and good times than the studying. We spent more time in bed with each other than at the library or attending classes and I'm amazed at the fact that I was so surprised at finding out that I was flunking out. It was instantly, "Whoa up dude, dad is so going to kill you." It took a Herculean effort on my part, but I was able to pull my grades up enough to get me through the term. But the effort took me away from Steph more than she liked and so she dropped me and moved on.
I still saw her around the campus, usually with her lover of the moment, and I would feel pangs of longing. I dated a lot and I scored a lot, but no other girl ever made me feel like Steph had. About six months went by and one night there was a knock on my door and I opened it to find Steph standing there.
"May I come in?"
"Of course" I said as I stepped aside and let her by.
She looked around the place as if to see what changes might have been made since she left and I asked, "To what do I owe this unexpected visit?"
"I missed you."
And with those words we were off and running again.
It wasn't as hot and heavy as it had been the first time around because I had learned my lesson and studies now came first. It wasn't long before Steph tired of not being at the top of my list and again we split. As had happened after our first split I dated, I scored and I never found anyone to take Steph's place in my heart. Steph and I split up and got together two more times. Mutual friends kept me updated on Steph and what she was doing. Mostly it was party, party, party with a steady stream of lovers.
I could never figure it out. Steph seemed to learn by osmosis. It was like she walked by the library and everything inside just flowed out through the air and into her mind. The woman never, at least that I saw, studied a lick, yet she maintained a solid B average. Near the end of my junior year Steph showed up on my doorstep again.
"Like a bad penny I just keep turning up. I can't seem to stay away from you sweetie."
That time we lasted almost six months. The pressures during the middle of my senior year caused me to spend almost no time on Steph and suddenly she was gone again. With graduation fast approaching I didn't have much time to mourn the fact that she was gone again other than to reflect that it was probably for good that time as graduation would be followed by my leaving town.
Graduation out of the way and sheepskin in hand I set out to find a job and start my new life.
++++++++++++
I found a good job, met a lovely lady named Christine and married her and three years later I divorced her. She was supposed to be working late on a big project that was coming up on a deadline and I decided to surprise her at work. I stopped for some take out so we could have dinner together and then I'd leave her to finish her work and go on home. I walked into her office and found her on her back on her desk while some guy she worked with was between her legs and putting it to her. I was very civilized about it. I walked over to her desk and set the take out down next to her head:
"Here, you two might need this to keep up your strength" I said as I turned and walked away.
Six months went by, the divorce became final, and one evening I came home from work to find Steph sitting on my doorstep waiting for me. She stood up, threw her arms around me, gave me a kiss that left me weak in the knees and said:
"The grapevine says you are single now, true?"
"It is indeed."
"Good! I've waited long enough. Show me your bedroom."
"What do you mean you have waited long enough?"
"I mean I knew in college that you were meant to be my life partner, but I just wasn't ready to settle down yet. I always knew that you would be there for me to come back to and then suddenly you weren't. It killed me when you graduated and left without even coming to see me to say goodbye. I wouldn't have let you go, but you didn't give me the chance. By the time I found you you were married. I knew it wouldn't last so I kept track of you and now she's gone and here I am."
"What do you mean you knew it wasn't going to last?"
"She started running around on you six months after you got married. I knew you would eventually catch her and so I waited. I gave you six months to get over it. Now come on sweetie, where's your bedroom?"
++++++++++
The old magic was there and three weeks later Steph moved in with me. Six months went by and one evening after Steph had destroyed me in bed she asked me when I was going to make an honest woman out of her. I didn't know what to say. My college relationship with Steph and my marriage to Christine had me leery of relationships. I didn't doubt that Steph had strong feelings for me and I knew how I felt about her, but I also remembered all the times she walked away from me. True, she came back, but it was the times she left that I remembered. Steph saw the hesitation and said:
"Don't panic sweetie, I've waited this long and I can wait until you are ready. I'll wait as long as it takes."
She never mentioned it again, but I always knew that it was never far from her mind.
Another year went by and Steph was still with me and we were getting along great together. In fact, my time with Steph was much better than my time had been over the same length of time with Christine and I thought my life with Christine had been perfect. So I sucked it up and I asked Steph to marry me. We were married in a civil ceremony. Three great years went by before I could finally give Steph the honeymoon I promised. I finally had enough money in the bank and enough time off coming me to me so we packed our bags and flew down to San Juan, Puerto Rico.
++++++++++
We spent eight days lying on the beach, soaking up sun, swimming in the ocean and enjoying the nightlife. Steph is a good looking woman and one of the truisms of life is that good looking women attract the male of the species and if you have a good looking woman you had to learn to live with the constant attention she got and learn to handle it. If Steph went somewhere alone or if I left her alone she got hit on. It was a fact of life. I didn't have to like it, but I did have to live with it.
I was sitting in a beach chair nursing a Pina Colada and watching Steph wade in the surf. A man waded up to her and started talking with her and a couple of minutes later another man joined them. I saw Steph smile and laugh at something one of the men said and then she said something and the two men smiled and a minute or so later they walked away. I wrote it off as two guys hitting on her and her gently shooting them down.
The hot sun and the Pina Colandas did a number on me and I napped a while. I opened my eyes a couple of times and once I thought I saw Steph sitting and talking with the man who had approached her when she was wading in the surf. After an hour or so I shook myself awake and found Steph sitting in the chair next to me. I told her I was going up to the room to get out of the sun for a while and she told me to run along and that she would be up later. I could see the beach from in front of the elevators and just before getting on I saw the man Steph had been talking to sit down next to her in the chair I had just vacated.
An hour later Steph came up to the room and we dressed for dinner. I didn't know if it was something I ate, too much sun, too many Pina Coladas or a combination of all three, but suddenly I didn't feel all that great and I wanted to go back to the room. Steph told me to go on ahead, but that she wanted to take a walk on the beach.
"It's a full moon tonight sweetie and I might never again have the chance to see the beach and the ocean under a full moon."
I told her to enjoy herself and I headed for the room. On my way to the elevator I noticed the man that Steph had been talking to sitting alone at the bar off the lobby. I was just reaching to push the UP button when suddenly I had a very bad feeling. I had no idea why, but I knew that something was wrong and I just knew that it concerned Steph and that man. I left the elevator and moved across the lobby to where I could sit behind some potted palms and see the man at the bar.
Less than five minutes after I sat down Steph went into the bar and slid onto the stool next to the man. They sat and talked and two drinks later the man put his arm around Steph and she didn't shrug it off or push it away. Another minute and they leaned toward each other and kissed. Two minutes later they got up and, hand in hand, they left the bar. I got up and followed them. Had they been a little less wrapped up in each other they couldn't have failed to spot me behind them, but it seemed that no one else existed for them.
Apparently the man had some bucks because he walked Steph to one of the first floor suites that had a patio that let right out onto the beach and they didn't come cheap. He slid his key card through the slot and opened the door and I was just about to holler out:
"Hey asshole, just what do you think you doing with my wife?" when I realized just how stupid that would sound. He knew what he was doing with my wife and what's more, Steph knew it too. The door closed behind them and the 'click' of the door lock signaled the end of my marriage to Steph.
I turned and started for my room, but 'denial' set in before I had gone two steps.
Maybe it was something innocent like maybe they were friends - someone Steph knew before we got married and they were just going to talk and catch up on what had been happening in each others lives. Maybe Steph just wanted some company because I didn't feel well and she didn't want... and so on. I convinced myself that I had to know for sure before I just walked away. But how? Then I remembered that the first floor rooms on that side of the hotel had patios just off the beach. I counted off the number of rooms to the lobby and then I went outside and counted backward until I got to what I thought was the patio to the room that Steph had gone into.
I quietly moved up to the patio door and looked in. The sliding glass door was closed, but the drapes were open. I looked in and saw a simply ravishing redhead bouncing up and down on a cock as she watched a room service waiter undress. When he was naked he approached the couple on the bed and presented his stiff cock to the redhead's mouth and she smiled at him and then swallowed the head. Wrong room! Wrong room, but I didn't want to leave. I wanted to stay there and watch, but as much as I wanted to I knew I had to move on. I needed, desperately needed, to know what Steph was doing. I reluctantly pulled myself away from the porn show and moved to the next patio.
The glass door was open, but the drapes were closed and I carefully pulled one side open just enough to let me see into the room. I would have been happier had I stayed and watched the redhead. Steph and the man were kissing and slowly undressing each other. To their right on the couch the second man who had approached Steph while she was in the surf that morning sat naked and stroking his cock.
"Any problems?" the sitting man asked.
"No. The stuff you gave Stephie to slip in his food made him sick just like you said it would. He is probably upstairs with his head in the toilet. What about you Stephie love, where is your head going to be?"
"As if you didn't know," Steph said as she slid to her knees in front of him and took hold of his cock. "I've missed this guy Brian. There hasn't been a day since school I haven't thought about it."
"What's the matter, hubby can't hack it in bed?"
"Hubby does just fine in bed thank you and I love him to death, but he can't light me up the way you always have."
"Bullshit Stephie, it isn't me and you know it. It is what I bring to the party. How many do you want tonight?"
"As many as I can get in three hours. After that I need to get back up to my hubby."
Brian nodded to the man on the couch and he picked up the phone and punched in a number. When the phone was answered all he said was, "We're ready" and he hung up the phone. Brian pulled his cock out of Steph's mouth, turned her toward the man on the couch and she dutifully walked over to him, bent at the waist and took his cock in her mouth. Brian moved up behind her, nudged her legs apart and then entered her from behind and started fucking her. Two minutes later there was knock on the door and Brian pulled out of Steph long enough to walk over to the door and let three men, one of them black, into the room. After that it was just a fuck-a-thon as the five men took turns using Steph as a cum dump.
And Steph loved it. She moaned, she screamed, she clutched, grabbed and spewed some of the foulest language I'd ever heard come form her mouth. I'd never heard Steph beg to be fucked in her ass, let alone heard her call it her poop chute, her dirt road, her Hershey Highway. I'd never heard her use the words cunt, snatch or fuck hole. She cried out for them to give her their splooge, their dick snot, their jizz and their junk. She pleaded with all of them to get her pregnant (even though her tubes had been tied), knock her up, give her a fat belly. She was especially hot for the black guy to get her pregnant.
"Imagine my hubby's face when a black baby pops out. Come on baby, you can do it. Flood me with your black baby making seed, drowned my eggs, give me twins, triplets even. Come on lover, cuckold my white husband."
Steph took them on two and three at a time. She was on her knees with a cock in her mouth and one in her ass when Brian said:
"Hurry up and finish guys. We have to get the lady back to her husband."
The two finished and Steph dressed and Brian handed her an envelope. "Just a little in his food every day will keep him too sick to want to make love. Just keep dosing his food until you think your holes are closed up enough."
While Steph was dropping the envelope in her purse I saw the black man dump something in a drink and mix it up until it dissolved. He walked over to Steph, handed her the drink and said:
"Here, drink this. Swish it around in your mouth a few times before you swallow it so it will wash the taste of cock and cum out of your mouth. Wouldn't want hubby to notice anything when you kiss him."
"Thanks" Steph said as she took the drink and did as the man had suggested.
I headed for the lobby to confront Steph as she came out of the room, but was slow in getting there. I got into the lobby just in time to see Steph stagger and the black man catch her before she could fall. She looked glassy eyed and suddenly I understood. The black man hadn't given Steph something to kill the taste of cum in her mouth - he had drugged her. I watched as he walked her out the front door and then waved. Seconds later a car pulled up and the man pushed Steph into the back seat.
I stood there, confused by the sudden turn of events, but I suddenly snapped out of my confused state. I didn't give a rats ass what was going to happen to Steph, but I didn't want any of it coming back on me so I rushed to the door in time to get the license plate number of the car before it drove off. Then I went up to the room and went to bed.
+++++++++++++
The next day I got up and noticed that Steph wasn't there and shrugged my shoulders 'so what'. I went down to the beach and stretched out to soak up some sun. About an hour later someone put a blanket down beside me and I looked over and saw that it was the ravishing redhead. She smiled at me:
"Mind if I squat down here beside you?"
"Not at all."
"I didn't think you would. Where did you go last night?"
"What?"
"You left before it got interesting. I had the room service waiter call a couple of friends."
I was busted so I just smiled and said, "I had to leave before I kicked down the door to get in and join you."
"Too bad you didn't. I might not have had to have the waiter call for reinforcements. Do you often peep in windows?"
"No, but when you leave the lights on and don't close the drapes you can be seen from the beach and there aren't many men that I know who would pass up a show like that."
"You don't lie well sweetie. You were looking in the wrong room, weren't you? You meant to look in the one next to mine."
"How did you know?"
"I was seeing my herd out the door when your wife and her herd came out of the room. And where is your wife today?"
"She ran off with some black dude."
"You don't seem to be too worried about it."
"I'm not."
"You one of those couples that have an arrangement?"
"No. She decided to cheat and she got caught. When she gets back I'll let her know she's history and I'll move on" and then I explained the situation to her.
"Poor baby. Need some comforting?"
"What do you mean?"
"It's my last day here and I want to make the most of it. Want to play?"
"I don't think so. Not that I wouldn't love to, but I remember something that my first grade teacher wrote on one of my report cards. She noticed that I didn't play well with others."
She looked at me confused and then it dawned on her, "Oh no sweetie, it will be just you and me. I only do what I did last night once in a great while."
"Why do it at all?"
"You're a man sweetie and you wouldn't understand, but there is absolutely nothing in the world as satisfying to a woman as a good gangbang. I did them all the time in college, but I had to put them behind me when I got married."
"You are married?"
"Oh yes, and very happily too."
"I don't understand. How can you be happily married and do what you did last night?"
"I have a very understanding husband. Once every two years he lets me take a weeks vacation by myself, no questions asked. He knows what I'm doing, but he also knows that I'm crazy about him and that I'll always come home to him. So, one week every two years I go off by myself and get all the wildness out of my system. It works for us. So, you going to help me on my last day?"
After what Steph had done there wasn't any use in my being faithful so I smiled and said:
"How could I possibly refuse a lovely lady's request?"
+++++++++++++
She loved to fuck. She loved taking it up the butt, she loved to suck cock and she was insatiable. She flat wore me out and I fell asleep in her bed. She woke me up in the morning with a blow job and when she had me as hard as a steel I-beam she asked me to do her one more time in her ass.
"I love it and it is the one thing that my husband will not do so it will be two years before I can do it again."
She got the lube we had used earlier out of her travel case and handed it to me and then she got on the bed on her knees and buried her head in a pillow. I lubed up my fingers and thumb and began to work on her anal rosebud to loosen it up and to prepare it for my cock and when she felt she was ready she told me to go ahead.
"Easy baby, nice and easy, slow and gentle until I warm up."
I slid slowly into her and felt her anal walls grip my cock like a tight fist. "That feels so good" she moaned, "A little harder honey and just a little faster. God honey, you feel so hard. Fuck me honey, fuck me."



I gripped her hips and slammed my cock into her for several minutes as she moaned, "Yes yes yes yes, like that honey, just like that." And then she cried out, "Don't stop baby, don't stop, I'm almost there, I'm close, I'm close, OH GOD!" and I felt her body tremble and seconds later I sent my load into her butt.
As I was dressing to leave she asked, "Did you enjoy yourself?"
"Silly question, you know I loved every minute of it."
"Did you enjoy yourself enough that I can ask you for a favor?"
"What?"
"At least talk to your wife before you walk away from her. She might be just like me. She may love you dearly, but need to get rid of the wildness every now and then. At least talk to her, okay?"
I remembered that Steph had said she loved me to death before she started her gangbang so I said that I would think about it, we kissed goodbye and I went up to my room.
+++++++++++
Steph wasn't there and there was no sign that she had returned while I was gone so I called the police and reported her missing. I told them that we had gotten into an argument and she had stormed out of the room and gone down to the bar. I told them that after about a minute or so I had gone down after her and saw her getting into a car and drive off. I gave them the plate number of the car and then I went to breakfast.
I spent the rest of the day on the beach or swimming in the ocean and that evening after dinner I started packing. I packed all of Steph's stuff and was debating whether to leave it with the hotel or give it the police to hold when the phone rang. It was the police and would I please come down to the lobby. The call decided me so I took Steph's bags with me when I went down.
"We found your wife. She's in pretty bad shape and we took her to the hospital."
"By bad shape you mean what? Severally beaten, bones broken?"
"No. We found her at a private residence and she was being sexually abused. It appears that she was drugged and was being used as a sexual plaything by a large number of men."
"So what do you need from me?"
The officer looked surprised at the comment and said, "We are here to take you to the hospital."
"No thanks, but here" and I handed him Steph's two bags. "Her clothing and return ticket are in the bags. Since you are going to the hospital anyway would you see that she gets them?"
"You aren't going to see her?"
"No I'm not. I've thought about it a lot since I called you. She didn't have enough time to go into the bar and pick up somebody in the time between storming out of the room and my following her downstairs. That means that the argument with me was a set up and she had someone waiting down in the lobby for her to come down. She didn't expect me to follow her and see what she was up to. Whoever it was that she met is who she got in the car with. Whatever happened to her was of her own making and as far as I'm concerned she has made her bed and now she can lie in it."
I went back to the room, finished packing, left a wake up call for six and went to bed. At midnight the phone rang and it was Steph. I hung up on her and the phone immediately rang again. Again it was Steph and again I hung upon her and then I left the phone off the hook. Because the phone was off the hook I never got my six o'clock wake up, but it didn't matter because I didn't sleep for shit anyway.
++++++++++++++
I spent the flight home trying to read a book without making a whole lot of progress. I kept thinking about Steph and what she had done. I thought about all the times she had walked away from me in college and I wondered if each time she had gone to Brian - the man whose cock she had thought about every day since leaving school. I thought about what Marcie (the redhead) had said, about the need to let the wildness out every once in a while. Is that what Steph had done? Or was it something that Steph had been doing all along and I just hadn't found out about it.
The phone was ringing when I walked in to the house. Caller ID showed the Puerto Rico area code so I ignored it. The answering machine clicked on, but then clicked right back off which meant that it was full. I played some of them and found that they were all calls from Steph begging me to pick up. I deleted all the messages and went upstairs to unpack. The phone rang again and again caller ID showed the call coming from San Juan. I was just going to let it ring, but then I decided that I needed to get it over with:
"Hello?"
"Oh thank God, at last! Where have you been? Why haven't you been taking my calls?"
"Why would I want to talk to a gangbang whore Stephanie?"
"Baby, you don't understand. I was drugged, I didn't know what was happening."
I was all set to bring up what I saw, but then decided that I wanted to be looking her in the eye when I did it. "What do you want Stephanie?"
"I want to come home."
"Your ticket is in your suitcase."
"Will you pick me up at the airport?"
"No."
"I don't have any money. How will I get home?"
"That's up to you Stephanie" and I hung up on her.
++++++++++
The next day was my first day back to work and after work I stopped with a few of the guys to have a beer. It was almost nine when I got home. The lights were on so I guessed that Steph had managed to get home after all. As soon as I walked in the door I got:
"Where the hell have you been?"
"Having drinks with the guys after work. Told them all about what a smashing good time I had in San Juan."
"You don't seem like you were worried about me at all."
"I wasn't."
"Don't you even care about what happened to me?"
"No, why should I. You brought it on yourself."
"How can you say that? I was drugged and taken against my will."
"Yeah, right!"
"What do you mean by that?"
"It means I don't believe you."
"I can prove it damn you, I've got the toxicology report from the hospital."
"Okay Steph, just when and how were you drugged?"
"It was when I finished my walk on the beach. I stopped at the bar for a drink and the guy sitting next to me slipped something in my drink when I got up to go to the bathroom. God, it was horrible. For two days I was raped by one man after another and only God knows how much longer it would have gone on had the police not raided the place."
"That's your story and you're sticking to it?"
"Yes."
"See? I told you that you were lying to me."
"Damn it, what is wrong with you. I'm your wife for God's sake and I've just been through hell and you don't seem to care."
"I don't care Steph. You see Stephanie, I know a hell of a lot more than you think I do. I was still in the lobby when you went into the bar and joined your old college chum, you know, the one whose cock you've thought about every day since you left school? I watched you go to his room. I was outside on the patio when you did your little three-hour gangbang. You were drugged by that black asshole who gave you the drink and told you to swish it around in your mouth to get rid of the cock and cum taste in case I wanted to kiss you. If I hadn't gotten the plate number of the car you drove off in and given it to the cops you would still be over there on your back doing what you seem to like to do. So you see Stephanie, you did it to yourself and I'll be damned if I'm going to feel sorry for you."
Her face was pale as she stared at me and in a low quavering voice she said:
"It's not what you think Paul. I know it looks bad, but it isn't what you think. I can explain Paul, can we at least talk about it?"
"No Stephanie, we can't talk about it. Maybe some day when I'm not mad enough to kill we can talk about it, but not now. I've moved all of your stuff into the spare bedroom. You'll stay there until I figure out what I'm going to do."
"Going to do? What does that mean?"
"Just what I said Stephanie. Kick you out, divorce you, talk to you, decide if anything can be saved from this mess - until I figure out what to do."
+++++++++++++
For the next three weeks Steph would look at me expectantly when I came home from work, but I went out of my way to ignore her. She would have dinner ready and waiting, but the meals would be silent and when they were over I would get up and go into my home office or down into my basement workshop. At the end of three weeks I finally felt like I could talk with Steph without losing it so one night I came home and at dinner I told her that I was ready to talk.
"But no bullshit Steph, and no lies. If I hear either it is over. Do I make myself clear?"
The story Steph told me pretty much mirrored the story Marcie told me about herself. Steph had gotten involved with Brian the first time we had split and he had gotten her high on pot and beer one night and she had gotten gangbanged and she had loved it. She loved it, but she knew it was destructive behavior and she swore never to do it again, but it always seemed that when she split from me that Brian was there waiting and she would end up doing it again.
"Honest to God Baby, I put it all behind me when we got married. No man has touched me since we got married, at least not until San Juan. It was just pure bad luck that Brian was there when we got there. Bad luck that he was there and that I was weak. I hadn't done it since college, but I always thought about it. I always remembered how it made me feel. Brian worked on me for five days before I finally gave in.
"It had nothing at all to do with my loving you Paul, nothing at all. I love you Paul, I always have. You are my life partner, we were always meant to be together. I'll do anything to make it up to you baby. I'll do anything to atone for being stupid and for doing what I did. Please honey, just give me a chance."
"I suppose that I have my own self to blame. By taking you back every time you left I guess I showed you that it would be okay to shit on me, that I would put up with it, but this time you really shit on me big time Stephanie."
"Give me a chance. Please honey, please let me try and make it up to you."
++++++++++
Well, I gave her a chance and I'd like to be able to say that we survived, but we didn't and it was my fault, not hers. She did everything she could think of to show me that she loved me and the stupid thing is that I know she did, or for that matter still does. No, the problem was me. I just could not get past one of the things she had done. I could never get past the fact that she had drugged my food to get me out of the way. Steph didn't have a medical background and she had no idea of what it was that Brian had given her to use on me. It was just:
"Here, put this in his food and it will get him out of the way."
It could have been LSD, it could have been rat poison or it could have been anything in between and she just took it and slipped it to me. And she was going to do it again to keep me sick until her 'looseness' went away. I just could not get by that.
Steph begged me not to divorce her and so I haven't, but we don't live together anymore although she does call me every day. She is still clinging to the hope that I'll give in and take her back like I always have before and who knows, it could happen. It isn't likely, but it could happen.
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I hadn't seen him come in the room. Not surprising since I had a cock in my mouth and one in my pussy and I was doing my best to get the three of us off. Also there was a crowd in the room that tended to block him from my view. Besides the two I was taking care of there were five more waiting for a turn at the slut on the king-sized bed.
Dave was sitting on the bed and I had my head in his lap while sliding up and down on Jake who was underneath me. I felt the bed shift as someone else got on it and I heard one of the guys say, "Oh man, that's sick" as one finger and then two started to probe my ass. I smiled inwardly as I said to myself, "Speak for yourself young man, I love anal sex" and I waited for the owner of those fingers to slide something bigger (I hoped) into my butt.
I felt his hands grip my hips and his cock poke at my butt hole and then I felt the delicious pain that I knew would soon turn into ragging pleasure as he slowly worked himself into my ass. The boy was no stranger to ass fucking - he knew to take it slow and easy - and he slowly stroked into me until he felt me start to push back at him. He and Jake got a rhythm going and it didn't take them long to bring me to my umpteenth orgasm of the night.
I was just coming down from the high when the guy in my ass said:
"She sure is tight. Her butt must not get used a lot."
I almost panicked and was getting ready to jump up and run from the room when I remembered that because of the hood I was wearing he couldn't tell who I was. But I knew who he was and that thought alone was enough to make me cum again as my son Marty continued to fuck my ass.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
How did I come to find myself doing what I was doing? I spent a lot of time telling myself that it wouldn't have happened if my husband would have spent a little more time with me and a little less time on building his business. That and doing what it eventually led him into, but deep down I knew that wasn't totally true. I was a slut at heart and had always been one and after years of keeping it buried I had finally set it free.
Before I met Mike I had probably been laid by over two hundred guys. A lot of them were guys who had been at the gangbangs I usually found myself in and I never knew the names of most of them. I met Mike, feel madly in love with him and promised myself that my slut life was over and done with and that from then on I was Mike's only.
It didn't work out that way of course. I couldn't just turn it off and during the course of our two year engagement I strayed maybe two dozen times. A couple of times were gangbangs, but I was kind of proud of myself in that while I hadn't totally quit being a slut I had cut way back. I looked at it as "tapering off" and I told myself that by the time Mike and I wed I would have gotten it all out of my system. By the time Mike and I married I was only putting out for one or two guys a month and I hadn't done a gangbang in three months.
My friend Alice bet me that I would be cheating on Mike within a month of being married and I took the bet. And I won it! Mike and I said "I do" and for the next twenty-four years no cock but his ever entered my body. I wasn't totally pure and there were some men out there who were the recipients of a hand job or two that were given out at parties when I'd had way too much to drink and one man had gotten a blow job, but I had left the slut part of me way behind. Or so I thought.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I found myself at forty-four with three grown children and a husband who had seemingly forgotten how to take care of my needs. I had gone without sex for over two months and I was going crazy. The hard part is that there were males all over the place that wanted me and didn't bother to hide it. The worst part is they were constantly around me. My three sons, Dan (21), Marty (19), and Sam (18) had made our house "party central." We had a large swimming pool and it was always full of their friends.
I have taken good care of myself and I was proud to be able to say that at my age I was still able to put a lot of their young lady friends to shame. When I put my five foot six inch one hundred twenty-six pound body in a bikini you can believe me when I say I got plenty of stares and wishful looks from my son's friends.
My boys are old enough to drink and so their parties always include some alcohol, but I make sure that nothing gets out of hand. Their friends do get mellow from time to time and I've had several of those hunky young guys hit on me. I flirt with them, sometimes outrageously, and I've even let several of them "accidentally" rub up against me and touch me and sometimes in the pool during some horseplay I've even let myself get felt up pretty good.
The bottom-line being that I always have a house full of young studs around, studs that I know would fuck me in a flash if they could. There were days when I would look out at the pool, see all that healthy young meat and think of the days when I was a gangbang loving slut and wonder what it would be like to go out there and be one again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It might have been my inner slut being awakened that put me where I am now, but it was my husband who was responsible for waking it up. Over two months of no sex and I was getting desperate. The three boys had gone camping for the weekend and Mike and I would have the house all to ourselves for the weekend and I was going to put on a full court press to get myself laid.
Friday morning I went to the mall and spent an hour at Victoria's Secret and by five-thirty I was ready and waiting for Mike to walk through the front door. I was wearing a black lace teddy with matching thong and a pair of strappy sandals with five-inch heels. I had a pitcher of martini's cooling in the fridge and lit scented candles in the bedroom. It was going to be my weekend.
At ten to six the phone rang and it was Mike calling to tell me he would be working late and probably wouldn't be home before eleven. I was upset when I hung up the phone. Hell, upset was way too mild a word to use for the way I felt. I poured myself a martini and sat down at the kitchen table to drink it. About half way through the drink I said, "To hell with this" and I got up and went into the bedroom, went into the closet and got a sundress, slipped it on and headed back downstairs. I grabbed my purse and car keys. I was going to get laid! If Mike wasn't coming home I would do him on his desk at work, but I was going to have a dick in me and that is all there was to it.
When I got to the office there were two cars in the parking lot, Mike's and Becky's. Becky was Mike's secretary and my son Dan's fianc‚e. The door was locked and so I used my key to let myself in. As I walked to the back of the building where Mike had his office I started hearing sounds, sounds that I recognized, sounds that had been missing from my bedroom for over two months.
When I got to the doorway to Mike's office I saw that I wasn't the only one who had thought of doing Mike on his desk. Becky was on her back, legs up on Mike's shoulders and Mike was pounding into her. She was moaning, "Oh yes, oh yes" as Mike was saying, "Like this cock baby? Like the way I fuck you?"
They hadn't seen me so I ducked back away from the door. From where I was I couldn't see, but I could hear.
"Whose slut are you?"
"Yours baby, I'm your slut."
"Who fucks you better, me or Dan?"
"You do baby, you do."
"You know that I'm going to keep fucking you after you marry Dan, don't you?"
"You'd better."
"Your first baby is going to be mine."
"Make it twins lover."
"Maybe even triplets. Get ready slut, here it comes."
Done with sex they laid there talking. Becky said, "Dan won't be back till Sunday night. Can we get together tomorrow and Sunday?"
"Yeah baby, I'll find some way to get out of the house."
"You didn't really mean it when you said you were going to father our first baby, did you?"
"Hell yes I meant it."
"How can you do that?"
"I fuck you bareback when you are fertile and you make Dan wear a rubber until I knock you up and then you tell him that one of his rubbers must have failed."
"That's nasty, but I do like the thought of him raising his half brother or half sister."
I quietly let myself out of the building, got in my car and sat there, numbed by what I'd just found out. That bastard! That miserable, rotten bastard! For two months I'd gone without sex while that fucking asshole was fucking his own son's fianc‚e. I noticed the lights in the building going out and I didn't want Mike coming out and seeing me there. I didn't want him to know that I knew what he was doing, at least not just then.
I started my car and headed for home. As I drove I considered my options. I could wait until he fell asleep, tie him to the bed and cut off his cock, but that would probably get me put in jail. As much as I wanted to fuck him up I didn't want to screw myself in the process. It looked as if I would have to go the traditional route - get the goods on him and take him to the cleaners in the divorce. I also needed to get Dan away from Becky before he ruined his life by marrying the little pig.
When I got home I got out the pitcher of martinis and went out and sat by the pool where I sat, drank and felt sorry for myself. I had worked my way through half the pitcher of martini's when the doorbell rang. I answered it to find Tony, one of Dan's friends standing there.
"Hi Mrs. Ransom, is Dan here?"
"No sweetie, he went camping with his brothers and they won't be back until Sunday night."
I noticed that he wasn't looking at my face while I was talking to him and I looked down to see where his eyes were trained. I saw that my dress had gaped open and he could see my breasts through the lacey black teddy. Tony was one of the guys who had groped me in the pool a time or two and I suddenly had a wicked thought.
"Would you like a better look at them Tony? Would you like me to take off my dress?"
I'd caught him totally by surprise and the poor dear looked like a doe caught in the headlights of an onrushing car. I grabbed his arm and pulled him into the house and then I led him to the living room couch. I pushed him down on the couch and said:
"Stay sweetie, don't move, I'll be right back."
I went to the CD player, picked out the music I wanted and turned it on. I smiled at Tony and said:
"I'll show you what I have sweetie, but I want to see what you have. Take it out and stroke it while I take my dress off."
I swayed to the music and undid the top button on the sundress. Tony sat frozen on the couch as if he couldn't believe what was happening (I wasn't sure I believed it either).
"Come on Tony, work with me here. Let's do it together. I'll undo the next button while you pull your zipper down."
I started to unbutton the second button, but Tony still sat there staring at me so I stopped.
"That top button is as far as I'm going to go unless you come out and play too. Come on sweetie, get that zipper down while I do the next button."
My fingers went back to the button and I undid it and bent forward to give Tony a good look down inside my dress and then stood back up. Still swaying to the music I said:
"Okay sweetie, just forget about it. I'll cover everything back up."
I buttoned the button that I had just undone and was moving my fingers to the top button when Tony came out of the trance he was in and hurriedly pulled his zipper down. I unbuttoned the button I had just buttoned up and said:
"While I undo the third button I want you to take your cock out and slowly stroke yourself."
By the time I had the button unbuttoned he had wrestled his hard cock out of the confines of his trousers and was playing with himself.
"That's a nice looking cock sweetie, would you like me to suck it?"
Again I got the "caught in the headlights" stare. "Come on sweetie, tell me what you want. I can't do it if you don't tell me what you want."
"I want you to suck me" he managed to croak out.
As I went to my knees in front of him I reached for his cock and replaced his hand with mine and slowly started to masturbate him. There was a drop of pre-cum oozing out of his pee hole and I lowered my head and lapped it up. I looked up at him, smiled and said:
"I'm sure glad you stopped by Tony. You don't have to rush off do you?"
"No ma'am."
"Good, because I think I'm going to keep you busy for a while and I lowered my head and took his cock in my mouth.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was nine-thirty when I forced myself to leave Tony's cock alone. "You need to leave sweetie. My husband said he would be home sometime after ten and we don't want him catching us, do we? It would make it difficult for us to do it again. You do want to do it again, don't you?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Stop calling me ma'am Tony. Call me Alicia, Mrs. R or sweet pussy, but don't call me Mrs. Ransom or ma'am, okay?"
"Yes ma..., I mean yes Alicia."
"Give me a number where I can call you tomorrow around eleven or so. I'll get Mike out of the house somehow and you can come over and we can play some more."
As I walked him to the door I said, "You understand that this is our secret right? No one else, and I mean no one, gets to know. You talk about it and all the boys will want to fuck me."
"You going to tell me that you don't already know that they all want to fuck you?"
"Of course I know it sweetie, but if they find out about you they will all be knocking on my door and I don't need that."
As I watched Tony walk out to his car I had to smile at the way the day turned out. If Mike would have come home we would have (had I been able to coax him into bed) made love maybe twice between six and ten and then he would have rolled over and gone to sleep. But Mike didn't come home and Tony got lucky, or I should say I got lucky, because Tony got it up three times and he was ready to go again when I told him he would have to leave.
Tony was going to need some work. He didn't like to eat pussy, but I would cure him of that and he needed to learn not to maul my breasts, but the boy had youthful exuberance and stamina and that suited me fine. As I walked back into the kitchen to finish the last of the martinis in the pitcher I thought about what Tony had said:
"They all want to fuck you."
I thought that I just might have to see to it that that all got the chance."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in bed when Mike got home that night and when I heard coming up the stairs I rolled over on my side and pretended to be asleep. If, for some reason he wanted to make love (not likely in that he hadn't touched me in over two months) I would pretend to wake up. I wouldn't let him fuck me unless he ate me first so I could experience the pleasure of knowing he was licking up what was left of Tony's leavings. But Mike denied me that pleasure, just like he had denied me any other pleasure lately. He brushed his teeth, got in bed and within minutes he was snoring.
In the morning as I was fixing breakfast and Mike was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and reading the morning paper he casually announced that he would be playing golf with a client that afternoon. He said that they would probably go for a few drinks and a bite to eat after their round so I shouldn't bother planning on him for dinner.
"The boys aren't here so why don't you treat yourself to an afternoon and an evening out. Go shopping, catch a movie, enjoy yourself."
"I think I will Mike. I'm going to treat myself to a fun afternoon. What is your tee time?"
"Twelve-ten."
"It looks like a good day for playing. You have fun, I know I will."
I went into the laundry room and used my cell phone to call Tony and told him he could by anytime after twelve. He was there at twelve-fifteen and I had him in the bedroom by twelve-eighteen. I sucked his cock and then I fucked him and when he had cum I told him we were going to go sixty-nine. He hemmed and hawed and I finally said:
"Am I good pussy Tony? Do you want to keep getting it?"
"Hell yes."
"Then you had better get used to the idea that you are going to have to eat my pussy."
"But you have cum in you."
"I know sweetie, it just adds flavor to the taste. Come on sweetie, let me show you how I like it done."
He was reluctant at first, but when I took his cock in my mouth and went to work on it he went to work on me and he made some progress. He would need some work, but I'd see to it he got better.
We spent the entire afternoon playing on Mike's bed. Even with the amazing recovery rate of youth by six in the evening I had wiped him out, but I still wanted more.
"I should have brought help," he said.
"Oh no mister. As much as I might like it I can't afford to have anyone else know what you and I are doing."
"That's too bad because it is obvious to me even at my age you are more than just one guy can handle."
"That may be true sweetie, but I still have a family to worry about. If I did what you just suggested my boys would eventually find out and I can't have that."
"What if we could make it so that no one would know who you were?"
"How could we do that?"
"I saw a porn video once where one of the women wore a hood so no one could tell who she was. You don't have any scars, birthmarks or tattoos so that would probably work. Of course we would have to do it some place other than here. We could probably use my brother's apartment."
"So you are trying to get your brother in on your good deal?"
"No, although depending on the time he might want to play. He works afternoons so he probably won't be there unless we get something going on the weekends."
"You sound like you think I'm really going to do it."
"I'm hoping."
"Why? Why are you pushing to share what you are getting?"
"Because it is obvious to me that I'm not going to be able to take care of you and sooner or later you would dump me and go looking for someone who might be able to keep up with you. If I can talk you into this hood thing I stand a good chance of being around for a while. Plus, I'll make points with my buddies for getting them some great pussy."
"Buddies? I thought we were just talking another guy here."
"Yeah, but with the hood and all, it doesn't always have to be the same guy does it? Unless of course that is the way you want it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The first time was three days later at Tony's brother's apartment. Mike had already informed me that he would be working late again so I spent from two in the afternoon until eight that night with Tony and Jake (Jake was another one of the guys who had accidentally groped me in the pool). Both guys were energetic as hell and it proved to be an interesting afternoon for me as more of the slut I had buried within me came to the surface.
I sucked on Jake while Tony fucked me and when Tony came he got out of the way and let Jake take his place. Then Tony's cock was in my mouth and I worked at getting him hard again. As soon as he was hard I pulled away from Jake and told him to lie down on the bed. He did it and I swung over him and lowered myself down on his erection and then bent forward and told Tony that I wanted him in my ass. He moved behind me and poked his cock at my butt hole.
"You ever do anal before Tony?"
"No."
"Just go slow and take it easy. An inch at a time; slow and easy. Wait for me to start pushing my ass back at you before you start fucking me."
It was my first double penetration since a week before I married Mike and God, but did it feel good. After that it was more blow jobs and fucking and of course Jake wanted to try DP and of course I let him.



By the time eight o'clock rolled around I was still wanting to go again, but both boys were whipped. As I tried to coax one more hard on out of one of them I finally admitted to myself that I was going to need more that just a couple of lovers. I knew that I was going to wind up as the centerpiece in a gangbang, and I knew if I did one I would do more - lots more. All thoughts of divorcing Mike went away. I decided that the best way to get back at him was to let him support me while I gave away what he didn't want.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The second time was two days later on a Friday. Mike called me at three and told me that he had to take a client out to dinner and that he wouldn't be home before ten. I called Tony on his cell and made arrangements to meet him at his brother's apartment at four. When I got there I looked to see if anyone was around and when I didn't see anyone I took the hood out of my purse, put it on and knocked on the door. Inside I found Tony, Jake and a third young man named Scott waiting for me.
I had the three of them sit naked on the couch and then I took turns sucking them off through the hole in my hood. I felt so slutty crawling around on the floor on my knees going from cock to cock. After five minutes of smearing lipstick on their poles we went into the bedroom. I fucked each of them once and then I sucked them hard again and started working my way toward my goal of the evening - having my first foursome sine I was nineteen.
I started out on my hands and knees with Jake's cock in my mouth while Scott fucked me from behind. When Scott came Jake took his place while I sucked on Tony's dick. When Tony was nice and hard I had Jake lie down on his back and then I sat on his cock and rode it for a minute to get used to it's size and then I had Tony move in behind me and start to work his cock into my butt hole. Once he was in comfortably I took Scott in my mouth and then the four of us experimented until we got a good rhythm going. I had two large orgasms before Tony came in my ass and then while he went and washed his cock Scott slid his poker into me.
When Tony came back I took him in my mouth and after that it was a continuous suck and fuck-a-thon.
It was a quarter to ten and I was still horny. I didn't want to leave, but I needed to beat Mike home. I asked Tony if he could set something up for the next day and he said he could so I told him to plan on me being at the apartment by noon and that I planned on staying there until ten.
"So what you are saying is that I should make sure that you don't run out of cocks for at least ten hours."
I smiled at him and said, "Exactly!"
I was in bed when Mike got home and I hoped and prayed that he would want to make love so I could make him eat my well used pussy and kiss him with my cum coated mouth, but he disappointed me again. He came home, brushed his teeth, climbed in bed and was asleep almost as soon as his head hit the pillow.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday morning I was eating breakfast with my three boys when Mike came into the kitchen. After making small talk with the boys for several minutes he asked me what my plans were for the day.
"I have that baby shower for Mary Wilson this afternoon and then several of us will probably go out to eat. It will probably take up most of the day and evening. I should be home around ten or so. It may be later if Betty decides she wants to go for a drink or three."
"Well, I guess that since it will just be me and the boys I'll call out for pizza."
"Don't get too much" Marty said, "I've been invited to a birthday party and I won't be home."
"Ditto that for me" said Sam. "I'm playing cards with some of my friends tonight."
Dan laughed as he said, "Looks like you are on your own tonight pops. Becky and I are going out tonight for dinner and dancing."
"Okay, okay, me, the TV and pizza. I can handle that."
As I sat there and ate the last of my breakfast my mind was at work trying to come up with a way to break Dan away from Becky without making a huge mess of things.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had already figured out that my greatest vulnerability was getting into the apartment unrecognized. Stopping at the door to put on the hood still left a second or so when someone could see me and a late arrival to the party could see the car I arrived in and if they recognized the car they would know who the driver was. I parked a block away and put on my hood and then I put on a hooded sweatshirt, pulled the hood over the hood, grabbed the tote bag with my douche bag and a few assorted feminine hygiene products in it and headed for the apartment.
My 'little' party started less than sixty seconds after I walked in the door. Tony answered my knock and when he opened the door all he had on was a smile. I walked into the room and saw Jake, Scott and another man sitting on the couch naked and with erections jutting up from their laps.
"The one in the middle is my brother Tim" Tony said as I walked over to the couch. I didn't even take the time to undress; I just walked to the couch and went to my knees and in less than sixty seconds from walking in the door I had a cock in each hand and one in my mouth. Tony moved behind me and lifted my skirt and I doubt that he was surprised when he found out that I wasn't wearing any panties. I know I wasn't surprised when I felt his cock poking at me and I kept on sucking his brother as I moved my legs a little farther apart to give Tony better access and I moaned in pure pleasure as his cock slid into me.
Tony fucked me slow so I could concentrate on sucking off his brother. When Tim came I swallowed his load and he got up and Jake slid over and took his place. Something had Jake all charged up because he only lasted two minutes before he gave me his cream and then it was Scott's Turn in my mouth. Tony's slow and steady fucking of me gave me an orgasm while I was sucking his brother and Jake, but by the time I started slurping on Scott's pole Tony was getting close to getting off and he started fucking me hard. The hard fucking brought me to the edge of another orgasm and I teetered there on the brink until I felt Tony's blast inside me and then I let go and shook like a dog shitting peach seeds. I came so hard I lost it for a second and Scott cried out as I bit his cock. Not hard, but enough to make him yell.
I apologized and went back to sucking him and then I heard Tim say:
"Let's get her to the bedroom."
I shivered in anticipation when I heard that because I had loved pulling trains in college and it had been such a long time since I'd done one. I took my mouth off of Scott and stood up as I said:
"Race you to the bedroom."
Scott lay down on the bed and I swung over him and lowered myself down onto his cock and Tony moved in front of me and I took him in my mouth and then I started riding Scott. With three cocks taking turns and working my body I was going crazy with lust. I had multiple orgasms as the four boys (actually three boys and a man - Tim was over twenty) took turns using my mouth and pussy.
Scott started to fade around three-thirty and I began to wonder if I was going to be able to keep things going till ten. Just as I had that thought the doorbell rang and two more boys joined us and a half-hour later another boy showed up. Every one of them was a friend of one of my boys and every one of them had been to my home. It was such a turn on to know that they had all been around the pool at my house and had all looked at me and wanted to fuck me. Now they were fucking me and they didn't know it.
It was four in the afternoon when my son Marty arrived and made me 'airtight' for the first time that day.
Marty was pounding into my ass and Jake was pushing his cock up into me and the pure, absolute depravity of it had me so turned on I was screaming. If Dave had not have had his cock in my mouth I'm afraid the neighbors would have heard me and called the cops. My own son was giving me the best ass fucking I'd ever received and I wanted it to go on forever, but I heard him say:
"I'm almost there. Next one who wants her ass get ready."
I know it sounds wicked and depraved, but I didn't want Marty to leave my ass when he came. His cock felt so good in me, even soft, and if I dared speak I would have asked him to stay there and just soak until he got hard again and could continue fucking me. He slipped out of my ass and another boy took his place as I watched Marty out of the corner of my eye. He went into the bathroom and washed his cock, but he didn't get dressed and I wondered where he would take me next.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
By four-thirty it was obvious to me that one hood was not enough. The hood I was wearing was uncomfortable when it was cum soaked and I made a note to make a few more. We took a break at a quarter to five and I went to the bathroom douched myself, rinsed out the hood, washed my face and re-applied my lipstick. That done I walked back into the bedroom and got my second surprise of the day.
Becky was standing there talking to Marty as she took her clothes off. In a panic I looked around for my son Dan, but I didn't see him. I went and found Tony and pulled him off to the side.
"What are you doing to me?" I snapped at him. You invited my son Marty and my son Dan's fianc‚e to this affair?"
"No I didn't. Marty was supposed to go camping this weekend and I don't know who brought Becky, but she heard about the party somehow and she came here to volunteer to help you out. If I could have gotten rid of her before you came out of the bathroom I would have. The last thing you needed was to find out about her."
"What about her?"
"She isn't really Dan's fianc‚e. She's his camouflage."
"Camouflage? I don't understand."
"Dan is gay. His real lover is a male stripper named Jerry. Dan doesn't think you and his dad could handle his being into men and so he talked Becky into being his pretend fianc‚e. You will be all right. No one here but me has any clue who you are. Come on, let me introduced you to the biggest slut I ever knew until you came along."
He led me over to Marty and Becky and introduced me to Marty and Becky as Mystery Lady. Becky shook my hand and told me that she liked my hood.
"I wish I'd have thought of it. It would have done wonders for my reputation if I could have hidden who I was."
Tim came up to me and handed me a glass of white wine and I stood there sipping it while I listened to the conversation between Marty and Becky. Marty asked her what her plans were for the rest of the weekend.
"Well, Dave and Jerry will be at it until six tomorrow evening and then I suppose we will meet, swing by your place and let your mom and dad see us together and then he will drop me off at my apartment. Until then my only plan is to help Mystery Lady reduce all you boys to quivering jelly. Why?"
"I was hoping that I could spend some time with you tomorrow."
"You are being a little optimistic aren't you?"
"Why do you say that?"
"If Mystery Lady and I do it right you won't be able to get it up for a week" and she turned to me and said, "Right?"
I nodded a yes. She might have been fucking my husband, but I kind of liked her. She was me when I had been in college before I met Mike.
"How long are you planning on staying?" she asked.
I changed my voice as best I could and said, "I have to be home by ten."
Then Marty said to me, "Becky is my brother's pretend fianc‚e. He is gay and is afraid to let my parents find out so Becky agreed to be camouflage for him."
Becky giggled and said, "It has benefits." She reached down and took hold of Marty's cock and said, "It keeps me close to his family. I'm doing his dad, Marty here and his younger brother Sam. I guess you could call me the family slut."
No sweetie, I thought to myself, you are not THE family slut, just one of them. I looked down at her hand stroking Marty's cock and I wanted to smack her one. This was my party! That was my cock! I took Marty by the hand and in a husky voice I said, "You've had my ass honey, which hole would you like to try next?" as I led him away from Becky.
"Your mouth" he said as we walked toward the bedroom. "There is just something about sticking my cock through the hole in the hood and not knowing whose mouth is on me that is just turning me on.
At nine-fifteen Becky and I were in the bathroom together and I asked her how she had managed to get herself into the position she was in. She told me Dan had hired her as a secretary. One day Dan had come into the office to see his father and they had recognized each other.
"He was dating my cousin Jerry and when he saw me he panicked until I told him not to worry, that his secret was safe with me. He took me to lunch and asked me if I would be his pretend girlfriend in front of his family. I thought it over and said, "Why not?" It would give me cover too."
"Why would you need cover?"
"I constantly had guys wanting to marry me and keep me all to themselves. I'm too big a slut to get married. I couldn't do that to a man. I'd be cheating on him before the honeymoon was over. Now that Dan and I are engaged I'm pretty much left alone except for guys who are just out for a piece of ass and don't care who they get it from and since that is all I'm interested in it all works out."
"So you are screwing all the men in Dan's family?"
"Every one of them, except Dan of course."
"So what does the wife and mother think about all that?"
"She doesn't have a clue. Dan's father thinks she is fucking a bunch of Dan's friends. He says she hasn't tried to have sex with him in months. He thinks she's getting it on with all the boy toys that hang around their swimming pool."
I was stunned! Mike was saying that it was my fault we weren't having sex? That I hadn't tried having sex with him for months? The bastard! The fucking bastard!
Driving home that night I had time to think about the situation and I came to some conclusions I didn't necessarily like. The more I thought about it the more I saw that a lot of it was my own damned fault. I was so wrapped up in myself that I hadn't paid a whole lot of attention to what I was doing. I was so busy prancing around in my bikini in front a bunch of studs and watching them lust after me and thinking of myself as 'hot stuff' that I didn't even think of going after Mike. The only time I had gone after Mike was the night I found him boning Becky on his desk. I was the Sex Goddess right? I was waiting for him to come after me.
On his side he was seeing me strut around in front of all the boys (young men actually) and playing grab ass with them in the pool and he assumed that since I wasn't coming after him I must be getting it from some one else. Christ! What a mess. Now the slut was out of her cage and running free all because neither Mike nor I had enough sense to talk to each other about our problem. All either one of us had to do was say, "Why aren't we making love any more" and everything would have come out in the open and we could have dealt with it. Instead Mike left me to my 'boy toys' while he consoled himself with Becky and I said, "Fuck you Mike, I'll get it some place else" and turned the slut loose.
The bad part is that the slut was out and I was honest enough with myself to know that I wasn't going to lock her away again.
Mike was in bed asleep when I got home. I had showered and douched before leaving Tim's apartment so I quietly undressed and slid into bed so as not to wake Mike up. Then I laid there for an hour staring at the ceiling before falling asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up Sunday determined to see if I could save my marriage or at least get back to a decent relationship with Mike. The marriage would always be at risk because the slut was out and running free and that wasn't going to go away so the possibility of getting caught was always going to be there. Nothing I could do about that, but I did love Mike, always had, and there was no reason not to make sure that he knew it. I had my pussy posse and he had Becky, but there was no reason we couldn't also have each other. That, of course, was providing that he still wanted me.
I would have to wait a few days to allow my pussy and anus to tighten up a bit, but I promised myself that before the week was up I would do something, even if I had to rape Mike and then see where things would go.
It was Tuesday before I felt ready to make my move. I followed the same plan that I'd had the night I found Mike nailing Becky on his desk. I showed up at his office at two in the afternoon and was greeted by Becky.
"Why Mrs. Ransom, how nice to see you again."
"How are you Becky. Is he in?"
"Yes he is."
"Anyone in there with him?"
"No ma'am."
"Then I'll just have a few words with him in private. Please see that we aren't disturbed, okay?" and I walked into Mike's office.
He was surprised to see me and got a confused look on his face when he saw me lock the door behind me.
"What's going on Alicia?"
"It isn't what is going on sweetie, it's what is coming off" and I let my skirt fall to the floor. I wasn't wearing any panties and I saw his eyes lock onto my bush.
"I don't know why you haven't made love to me for the last two months, but today the dry spell is either over or you tell me why suddenly, after twenty-two years, I don't appeal to you anymore."
He stood up and swept everything on his desk onto the floor. I grinned at him and said:
"Leaning over it with you behind me or on my back with my legs up on your shoulders?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was three months ago and Mike and I are back to making love two or three times a week and things are great between us even though we are both still cheating on each other. He is still doing Becky (I know because she tells me) and I'm still putting out for Tony, Jake, Scott and Tim two or three times a week. I do about two gangbangs a month and Marty is usually there and so is Becky.
There are times when Marty is fucking me that I want to pull off my hood and tell him to take me home, but of course I don't. Marty has been in all three of my holes and I guess I should be ashamed to admit that my orgasms seem greater, more intense, when I have them and he is in me, but I'm not. I glory in having my boy in my body. I need to change that to my "boys" as in plural. Becky showed up at my gangbang last night with a date - my youngest son Sam, and before the affair was over Sammy had taken all three of my openings, my ass twice.
And then things took a turn that was unexpected. I was on the bed sliding up and down on Marty's cock while Sam was fucking me up my ass. Tony had just finished coming in my mouth and he pulled out and moved away and Becky moved up to occupy the space he had just vacated. She kissed me and then whispered something in my ear that turned my blood cold and gave me the strongest and most intense orgasm of my life.
"Dan loves blow jobs" she whispered, "That's the one thing he will let a woman do for him. Would you like to suck Dan's cock? Just think of it, Marty, Sam and Dan. You could have all of your babies in you mommy dear" and she kissed me again.
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I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping my third cup of coffee and looking out the window at the backyard. The grass was ankle high, weeds were taking over the flowerbeds and the roses were in bad need of pruning. That was all stuff that Dan was supposed to take care of.
The front door squeaked when you opened it, the showerhead in the upstairs bedroom leaked, my car needed the brakes relined and it was due for an oil change; more stuff that Dan usually took care of. There were a hundred other things that Dan usually took care of, like holding me in his arms until I fell asleep and snuggling up close to me in the mornings.
Dan had built in radar that sensed my moods. I can't even count how many times I had come home from work whipped to a frazzle and found that he had dinner on the table and a pitcher of margaritas chilling in the fridge.
And the touching. He never walked by me without reaching out to touch. Sitting on the couch reading or watching television one hand would end up touching me somewhere. His kisses made me go weak in the knees and his smiled warmed my heart.
The grass doesn't get cut, the weeds don't get pulled, the rose bushes don't get pruned and I don't get touched anymore because Dan is gone. He is gone and I could just die.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dan burst into my life just when I had reached the point that I thought that I had everything settled and arranged. I had just gotten my degree in marketing and had landed a job at one of the top ad agencies in town. My steady of the last three years had proposed and I had accepted. I had it made. Mark was handsome, smart, and a tiger in bed (it didn't hurt that he packed a nine-inch cock in his boxers). I was set. All the T's were crossed and the only I left to dot was the one in marriage. And then Dan came into my life.
It was my first day at my new job. I had gotten on the elevator and had pushed the button for the third floor when a voice called out:
"Hold the elevator please."
I caught the door with my hand and it retracted as a man hurried onto the car.
"Thanks. I'm running late this morning and these elevators are so slow that it could have been five minutes before it came back down. Five please."
I pushed five and then turned to face him and looked into the deepest brown eyes I had ever seen. He smiled at me and my world turned upside down and inside out. If there had been anyone in that elevator with us who knew me and had seen the look on my face and understood it and had said, "But what about Mark?" I honestly believe that I would have answered, "Mark? Mark who?"
Until that exact instant I had never believed of 'love at first sight' and how gaa-gaa it could make you. I just stared at him for several moments and then said in a rush:
"My name is Kathy and I just started working here today."
The elevator stopped at the third floor and the door slid open and I just stood there looking at him as the door started to slide closed. He reached out a hand and stopped it, "Your floor I believe?"
"Oh? Oh yes, thank you" and I tore my eyes away from him and got off the elevator.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took a supreme effort on my part to put the brown-eyed man out of my mind and pay attention as I set out to learn my new job. One of the girls took me under her wing and spent the morning showing me around and introducing me to people and at lunchtime she invited me to join her. We were sitting in the basement cafeteria and I was working on my salad when Mary said:
"You sure are a fast worker."
"I beg your pardon?"
"You've only been here half a day and you have already made your first conquest."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that Dan hasn't taken his eyes off of you since you walked in here."
"Dan? Who is Dan?"
"Over against the wall; the table next to the candy machine."
I looked over that way and right into the eyes of the brown eyed man. He smiled and I quickly looked away and Mary laughed and said:
"I sense something here. Is there something you would like to tell me?"
"I have no idea what you are talking about."
"Oh no? How about we test that out. You can stop with us girls after work tonight. We usually stop at Antonio's for a wind down drink. It just so happens that Dan and a few of the guys he works with stop there also."
I couldn't stop that night. I had to meet Mark to go and look at some furniture. I spent most of the afternoon thinking about Mark and Dan, Dan and Mark and at four I called Mark and lied to him for the first time. I told him that my first day on the job was being a bear and I was going to have to work late. At five I left work with the girls and by six I was dancing with Dan. To shorten the story I broke up with Mark and seven months later Dan and I were married.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a great marriage and I thought that I was the most fortunate woman in the world. Dan was the yin to my yang and we were perfect together. Dan's job involved some travel and he was usually gone about twice a month for anywhere from two to four days. With my job I couldn't get away to go with him so on nights he was gone I would usually stop with the girls I worked with for drinks and we would have dinner together and sometimes catch a movie.
One night, in the sixth year of our marriage, Dan was on a two day trip to Kansas City so I stopped at Antonio's with Mary, Sylvia and Toni for a couple of drinks. We had been there about an hour and I had spent my time sipping a margarita and watching the other girls dance. I didn't dance even though I got asked a lot and would have liked to, but I was a married woman and I didn't think it would be right.
I was watching Mary with the guy who had asked her to dance when someone sat down across from me. I looked over and saw that it was Mark.
"Hi Kathy, how have you been?"
"Fine Mark. What are you doing here? I thought that you had moved to Seattle."
"I moved back here about a month ago."
We made small talk as I sat there and felt guilty over what I had done to him. After I'd met Dan I had started looking for some way to break it to Mark that I had found some one else. I couldn't find the courage to just go to him and do it straight out. One night at a party he'd had a bit much to drink and he was flirting with another girl and I could see that she was interested in him so I just watched until what I knew would happen happened. She stood on her toes to kiss him and as soon as her lips touched his I moved in from where I'd been watching.
"You cheating asshole" I snarled at him as I took the ring off my finger. "Here! Give her this; I won't be needing it anymore."
I stomped out of the party and went home to my apartment and cried all night. I cared for Mark, I really did, but after I had met Dan Mark had to go. He had done nothing wrong; he just wasn't Dan. The night I gave him back his ring was no different from a ton of other parties we had been to. He was a gorgeous guy and girls were naturally attracted to him and he was a natural born flirt, but in all the time I'd known him he had never done anything other than flirt. If I had wait a few seconds he would have pushed the girl away, but I didn't wait. I had used the situation to make my break from him. Mark had tried for a month to talk with me, but I avoided him and then he took a job in Seattle and I had breathed a sigh of relief.
And now here he was sitting across from me at the table. He asked me to dance and I was feeling guilty over what I had done to him and I said okay. Several dances and several margaritas later I found myself naked in his apartment. I make no excuses for my stupidity. I should not have been there; it was wrong.
The drinking and my guilt over what I had done to him were all contributing factors, but the real reason was something more base. While dancing with Mark there were several times when my leg came into contact with his cock. His large, hard cock, and as much as I hated to admit it I had missed that cock. Dan was a simply marvelous lover and he had never failed to get me off when we made love. He loved eating my pussy and was superb at it, and his cock was the perfect size for pounding my butt. It was a nice cock, a little over six inches and like I said, just the right size for anal sex. But it was only six inches.
There is a lot of argument over whether bigger is better or that size doesn't matter, it is how you use it that counts. All that aside the irrefutable fact is that bigger is more filling and once you have been filled by a big cock you never forget it. I think I'm being honest when I say take away the guilt and take the drinking away and more filling or not I would not have been there. But I was there and Mark spent the better part of the night doing his absolute best to fuck my brains out and he must have done it because I agreed to see him again the next night.
That second night was alcohol free and I knew what I was doing, but to me it was only sex. Mark was in no way a threat to my marriage to Dan. All it was to me was a chance to experience that really full feeling I got when Mark's huge cock was inside me. He knew how bad I wanted it and he teased my opening with it until I cried out:
"Damn it Mark, don't tease me. Give it to me baby, you know I want it."
He pushed it into to and I moaned from the pleasure of it.
"Miss this did you?" he asked as he pushed deeper into me.
"Oh God yes, have I ever" I moaned as he hit bottom. I had his entire length in me and it felt so damned good. He slowly began to fuck me and my nails dug into him and my legs wrapped around him. He began fucking me harder and I was bucking almost uncontrollably as I started having orgasms. Mark's cock was touching places that hadn't been touched since I broke our engagement and I screamed at him:
"Give it to me lover, pound it in me" and my body was wracked with orgasm after orgasm. He came in me and after a short rest I sucked him hard again. We screwed three more times that night and I fell asleep in his bed.
After that night I agreed to see him whenever Dan was out of town, but only when Dan was out of town. I rationalized it by saying it was only physical - just sex - and it cost Dan nothing because I still loved him to death. What I gave Mark in no way diminished the amount I gave Dan. Did I feel guilty when Dan came home? Yes I did, but what was the old saying, "What he doesn't know won't hurt him?" Dan was still my life and I always let him know that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One of the things about our marriage was our complete openness about our past sex lives. Dan felt, and I did too, that the more we knew about what each other had done or had not done, liked or not liked, would make our love life even better. I knew about the three women in his life before me and what he had done with them and he knew about Mark and the two I'd known before Mark and what I had done with them. One night, after I'd been seeing Mark for almost a year, Dan asked me if I had any fantasies I would actually like to try. I thought about it for a minute before honestly saying no.
"Why? What brings that up?"
"I don't know. I know that I have a couple and I just wondered if you did."
"You have fantasies and you have never told me about them? Why not? You know I'd do anything for you, give you whatever you want."
"I've never mentioned them because you wouldn't like them and you would probably think less of me if you knew what they were."
"What are they?"
"I don't want to talk about them."
"Then why did you bring up the subject?"
"If you had a fantasy or two it would have been easier to talk about mine while we talked about yours. Since you don't have any I really don't want to bring mine up."
"Oh no, you brought it up, you have to tell me."
But he wouldn't. I brought it up every night for the next week and he would change the subject. The more he refused to talk about his fantasies the more determined I was to find out what they were. I had meant it when I told him that I would do anything for him. I loved him and I would do absolutely anything he wanted me to do. It took me two weeks, but I finally convinced him that I wasn't going to leave it alone and he gave up fighting it.
"I have always wanted to see you with another man."
Talk about a shock to the system! I had imagined all kinds of kinky things, but never that."
"Oh wow honey, I have to tell you that is a surprise. I don't know what to say."
"You aren't upset with me are you?"
"Good heavens no. It is just that for the last two weeks I've had my head full of things that you might fantasize about and that wasn't one of them."
"Is it something you think you could so?"
"Jesus baby, I don't know. How would we go about doing it? Who would we use? Where would we do it? What if you didn't like it once you saw it happening and if that happened what would it do to us?"
"I notice that you didn't say anything about not being able to do it while being watched."
"That I know I can do. I told you about the time Mark and I were making love and his roommate walked in. He just stood there and watched and after a couple of nervous glances at him I put him out of my mind and Mark and I finished what we were doing. But that does raise another question. Mark's roommate was one thing, but you watching me with another man is something else. I might be too nervous for it to be good for you."
"I notice you haven't said no."
"I told you that I would do anything for you and if that is what you want I will make it happen, but I want you to be certain sure that it is what you really want."
"It is pretty much all I've thought about for the last two months. I sure honey, I'm positive I want to see it happen."
"Do you have anyone in mind?"
"No honey, I'll let you pick the man. I want you to be comfortable with it so you pick some one you feel you can do it with."
"What if it turns out that I like it and want to do it again?"
"As long as I get to be there and watch go ahead."
"How would you feel about me doing it with an old lover?"
"Who?"
"Mark is back in town. He used to like bouncing me around on a bed. I might be able to get something going with him if you can promise me you won't get jealous."
"I can promise you that."
"Okay, I'll try and seduce him. No, no I won't do that. I'll just tell him what you want and tell him I'll go to bed with him as long as you are there to see it."
"Good. Any idea when?"
"No. He keeps calling me and asking me out with him for dinner and drinks, but I keep turning him down. I'll have to wait until the next time he calls me. It wouldn't do for me to go chasing after him.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work I called Mark. "You will never believe this. Dan wants to watch us in bed."
"Christ Kathy, you didn't tell him about us, did you?"
"Of course not."
I explained what had happened and asked, "Can you do it? Can you fuck me with Dan watching us or should I look for somebody else?"
I already knew his answer to that one before he said it. "Damned straight I can. When?"
"A week or two. I don't want to rush it and get him to thinking that it happened to quick. I don't want him getting suspicious."
"What does it matter? He's going to watch anyway."
"But I don't want him thinking we have already done it. That means when we do do it in front of him you have to be damned careful not to say anything or do anything that will give it away."
"I still say that it doesn't matter. If the limp dicked doofus has to watch to get his jollies...."
"What did you call him?"
"A limp dicked doofus."
"We listen up asshole, if I ever hear you bad mouth him again you can go find some other dolly to play with because I damned sure won't be around. You are only getting what you are getting because God blessed you with a big cock. You didn't do a damned thing to earn it, you just got lucky. Dan fucks me better than you ever have and the only reason you are getting any from me is I like having that full feeling every once in a while. Are we clear on that?"
"Okay, okay, I'm sorry. How are we going to do this?"
"I'll tell him I had lunch with you and talked about. We will wait a week and then the three of us will meet for drinks so you and Dan can get comfortable with each other and then if things work out we will go to your apartment or rent a room."
I waited two days and then over dinner I told Dan that Mark had called me and had asked me to have lunch with him the next day.
"If I know him as well as I think I do he will hit on me before lunch is over. I'll tell him I stop for drinks with the girls at Antonio's after work and I know he will show up. Are you absolutely sure that you want to do this?"
"Yes. It is all I've though about for weeks now. I want it to happen sooner rather than later."
The next night I got home late and Dan was waiting up for me.
"How did it go?"
"Pretty much the way I thought it would. I met him for lunch and he tried to talk me into a date that night and I told him I couldn't, that I was meeting the girls after work at Antonio's. He showed up after we had been there about half an hour. He bought me drinks, danced with me and gave me a line about never meeting anybody right for him after we broke up. I let him get away with feeling me up some and then I let him talk me into going out to his car.
"We did some pretty heavy necking and he asked me to go to his apartment with him and I told him I would, but only under certain conditions and then I spelled them out for him. At first he thought I was kidding him, but I convinced him I wasn't. He agreed and I set it up for tomorrow night. We will meet him at the Panda Bar for drinks t six-thirty and if everything goes well we will leave there and go to his apartment. Once again I have to ask this baby, are you sure that this is what you want?"
"One hundred percent sure Kathy. I need to do this."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mark was sitting in a booth waiting when Dan and I got there. Mark stood up as we approached and I introduced him the two men and then we sat down, ordered drinks and made small talk.
I could tell from the undertones in Mark's voice what he was thinking and I could see it in his eyes. He was looking at Dan as if he were a wimp. At that instant I made up my mind that Mark was history. I loved Dan and I would not subject him to ridicule, not even the silent kind he wasn't even aware of. I had warned Mark, but apparently it hadn't registered. We would get through the night and then I wouldn't see or talk to Mark again. I did like the full feeling I got from his big cock, but not enough to let him disrespect the man I loved.
After about half an hour I decided that it was time to get the show on the road.
"How about it guys, are we good to go?"
"I'm ready," Dan said.
"Me too" answered Mark.
I stood up and told Mark to lead the way. When we got to Mark's apartment I undressed and then watched as Mark stripped. When his hard nine inches became visible I looked at it and sighed. I would miss it.
I looked over at Dan and he gave me a slight nod indicating that I should go ahead and so I walked over to Mark and went to my knees in front of him. I cupped his ass with my hands and pulled his hard nine inches into my mouth with one eye on Dan to see how he was taking it. I couldn't read his expression, but his eyes were locked on us.
I licked and sucked Mark's cock, occasionally taking my mouth off of him to stroke him with my hand. My tongue swirled around the glans and then I licked him from the tip to the base and back again as one hand fondled his balls. After several minutes of that Mark's hands grabbed the back of my head and he moaned as he shot his cream into my mouth. I gulped and swallowed and tried to get it all, but some of it escaped my mouth and dribbled down my chin. I took my mouth off of Mark, looked over at Dan, smiled at him and then wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.



I got up off my knees and moved to the bed and lay down. I spread my legs wide and Mark moved between my legs and buried his face in my pussy. He ran his tongue along my slit and then pushed it into me. I moaned and put my legs up on his shoulders and opened myself up even more for him. He found my clit and latched onto it and I pushed my hips up at his face as the pleasure Mark was giving me made me moan. He worked my clit and I moaned and thrashed on the bed and then I cried out as I had an orgasm.
Mark pulled his face away from my pussy and moved up. I felt the head of his cock at the entrance to my hole and then he pushed and I gasped as his huge cock split my pussy lips and lanced into me. I cast a quick glance at Dan to see how he was taking it and found him staring at us. Well, it wasn't going to happen again, at least not with Mark, so I was determined to give Dan a good show.
"Deeper baby, deeper Mark, push it in, fuck me hard."
He slammed his cock into me. "Oh yes" I moaned, "Yes lover, yes, like that, just like that. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard."
Mark was fucking me hard and fast, my nails were clawing at his back, my legs were wrapped around him and I was screaming at him to get me off, to make me cum. He reached under me and gripped my ass cheeks in his hands and pulled me to him. Is cock was driving into me and I felt my orgasm coming.
"Come on lover, harder, almost there, harder baby, harder" and then it hit and I screamed out "YEEESSSSSS!!!!!"
"Oh God that was good" I moaned and looked over at Dan.
He wasn't there.
I looked around the room, but I didn't see him. I tried pulling away from Mark, but he hadn't cum yet and he wouldn't let me go. His hands still pulled my ass up at him and as he pounded into me I felt another orgasm coming, but it was fighting against the panic that was rising in me.
"Dan? Dan?" I called out as I felt Mark spill into me. I struggled to get out from under him and he looked down at me confused.
"Get off of me damn it, get off of me!"
I finally got out from under him and in a panic I ran through the apartment calling out:
"Dan? Dan? Where are you Dan?" but he wasn't there. I grabbed up my clothes and started dressing.
"What are you doing?" Mark asked.
"Dan's gone. I have to find him."
"I planned on a lot more pussy tonight baby, you can't leave now."
"I have to. I have to find Dan."
"Well you are going to have to walk back to your car because I damned sure am not going to get dressed and drive you."
"If that's the you feel about it get used to using your hand because I won't be back."
Mark laughed at me and said, "What? You think your cunt is made of gold or something? I've got more pussy available than I can handle. The only reason I fuck you is that it gives me a charge to cuckold the asshole you dumped me for. Go ahead and leave. Don't let the door hit your ass on the way out."
"Miserable bastard" I snarled at him as I stormed out his door and slammed it behind me.
I was lucky and I flagged a cab almost as soon as I was outside Mark's apartment. During the cab ride I found myself praying that when I got to the Panda to pick up my car that Dan would be sitting at the bar waiting for me. Maybe he couldn't handle seeing me with another man and he left. Maybe he saw how much I was enjoying it and he decided to give me a little privacy.
When I got to the Panda I paid the driver and rushed inside the bar. I looked around, but did not see Dan anywhere. I hurried back out to the parking lot and saw that his car was not there. In a deep panic I ran to my car unlocked it to get in and then stopped as I saw the two envelopes sitting on the seat on the driver's side. In big letters one of them said, "OPEN ME FIRST." I picked up the envelopes, got in the car and turned on the overhead dome light. I sat there staring at the two envelopes and I had the sudden feeling that I did not really want to know what was in them, but knew that I had to open them anyway.
I opened the one that said 'me first'. It was four sheets of paper covered with Dan's handwriting. There was no salutation, no "Dear Kathy" not even just a "Kathy." The first seven words hit me like a sledgehammer in my stomach.
"I know all about you and Mark. I've known for about two months now. Two months ago when I was supposed to go to Akron the trip was cancelled at the last minute and when I got home you weren't there. I figured that you were out with the girls and knowing that I wouldn't be home I figured that you would stay out late with them so I didn't wait up for you. When I woke up at six-ten you still weren't home and I began to have a bad feeling. I made the bed, picked up after myself so you wouldn't know that I'd been there and went into work.
"I called you that afternoon to tell you I would be home around seven and during the course of the conversation I casually asked how your night had gone. You told me that you had come home early and curled up with a book until you fell asleep. A week later I set up a phony trip to Dayton and was outside your building when you got off work and I followed you and then sat outside Mark's apartment until six the next morning. Somehow I just couldn't make myself believe that you were just up there playing cribbage or something and time got away from you.
"I loved you more than life itself and I thought that your love for me was just as strong, but I guess I didn't know you as well as I thought I did. But I do know me. I knew that if I confronted you there would be tears, you would beg for forgiveness and promises would be made. I knew that my love for you was so strong that I would have forgiven you, but I also knew that our marriage would never be the same again.
"I knew that regardless of what promises you made I would never trust you again. I knew that every time I was on a business trip I would be sitting in a hotel room with my guts churning wondering if you were with someone. I knew that every time I called you on the phone and you didn't answer my first thought would be, "I wonder who she is with." You can't live a life without trust and it was a given that I would never trust you again.
"I needed to put you behind me and it needed to be done in a way that there would be no coming back from it. Confrontation would only put me in denial, I would accept what you did, forgive you and then go on to lead a shitty life. I needed something that would burn so deep into my soul that I could never bring myself to look at you or speak to you ever again.
"The entire wife watching fantasy was bogus. I knew that seeing you with Mark would do what I needed to be done. The idea was simplicity itself. Tell you the fantasy and let you do the rest. I even acted reluctant and made you drag it out of me. "My God, it's perfect," you would think. "I can do it with Mark in front of him and have the best of both worlds - my lover and a stable home life." I knew you would do it when you said, "What if it turns out I like it and want to do it again?" You were already setting me up so your affair could continue only in front of me instead of behind my back.
"Since you are reading this letter that means the deed has been done. The fact that I didn't rush back to your car and retrieve the envelopes says that I found your coupling with your lover to be just as disgusting as I expected it would be.
"I took the day off work today and several of my friends helped me move out of the house. I have cancelled all of our joint credit cards and I cleaned out the savings account. I left you what was in checking and two of the certificates of deposit. The other five and what would have been your half of the savings will help set me up in an apartment or a condo. I think it only fair that since you drove me away you should pick up part of the tab for my having to relocate.
"I do not want to talk to you or see you again. Don't call, don't write, and don't try to catch me at work. I want nothing to do with you ever again."
I dropped the pages from my fingers and I wept. I sobbed and tears ran down my face as what I had done hit me. Dear God, how could I have been so stupid. I let a dalliance with a man I didn't even care about destroy what I had with the man I adored, the man who meant more to me than my own life.
With trembling fingers I picked up the second envelope and opened it. I let out a loud wail and sagged down on the seat and my fingers let the divorce papers fall to the floor.
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The wife and I hadn't been getting along for some time. I'll have to accept half the blame, but only half and in truth I guess ten percent would be the more accurate number. My contribution to the problem consisted of my inability to believe that Nan hadn't cheated on me. She swore she hadn't and I just didn't believe her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We had been at her company Christmas party and there was ample booze flowing. Nan gets a little loose when she gets some alcohol in her and it sometimes can be fun to watch her when she becomes the life of the party. I have two left feet and don't care to dance, but Nan would live on the dance floor if she could and that night was no exception. She danced with anyone who asked her. She got kissed by damned near every man she danced with if he got her under the mistletoe. It was her party and she was enjoying herself so I just sat back and watched.
I hadn't paid much attention at the time, but looking back on it, it seemed that for every dance she had with someone else she had two with her boss Brian. I did notice, but I thought nothing of it at the time, that three times when she danced with Brian he had maneuvered her (or she him) under the mistletoe.
I had been taking pictures and about three hours into the party I ran out of film. I had another two rolls in my overcoat pocket so I had gotten up and gone to the coatroom to get it. My coat was in the back and I was fishing in the pockets for the film when I overheard two women talking.
"Can you believe it? And right in front of her husband too."
"He must be blind."
"Maybe he is too busy taking pictures to see what she and Brian have been doing."
"Everyone can see it. Of course everyone else here knows what goes on in Brian's office over lunch hour."
They walked away; I found the film and went back to our table. Nan was sitting there and she asked me where I had gone and I told her that I had gone to get more film. I love gossip as much as the next person and I was just getting ready to ask her who it was that Brian was having an affair with when one of her co-workers came up and asked her to dance. I made a mental note to pump her for the dirt on the way home.
Another hour went by. I hadn't been paying all that much attention to Nan since she was always out on the dance floor and I'd lost track of her. I had gone to take a leak and I was just coming out of the bathroom when I saw Nan come out of a room just down the hall and hurry back toward the ballroom. I couldn't be sure, but it looked like she had been buttoning her blouse as she walked out. I stood there and watched her walk down the hallway back to the ballroom and wondered if I had really seen what I thought I had.
I don't know why I did it, curiosity I suppose, but I walked over to the room that Nan had come out of and opened the door and looked in. There was a man standing there with his back to me, his right arm was moving and I heard the sound of a zipper being pulled up or down. He turned around and I saw that it was Brian.
"I was looking for Nan. Someone told me they had seen her come in here."
"They must have been mistaken. She hasn't been here."
"I can see that. Sorry to have barged in on you."
While I had been talking a quick glance had shown me that his zipper was up. I turned and headed back to our table. Nan came out of that room and he said she hadn't been there. She had been buttoning her blouse and he was pulling up his zipper and I was starting to have a bad feeling. Five minutes later Brian came back into the room and as soon as I saw him sit down I got up and went back to the room where I had seen him, went inside and looked around.
It was obviously a meeting room. There was a long rectangular table with eight chairs around it, a wastebasket in the corner and nothing else. I looked at the table in the area where Brian had been standing and saw that two chairs in that area had been pushed apart to create a space and on the table in front of that space were some wet spots - pale, almost milky white wet spots. I walked to the spot and looked down and in my minds eye I could see it. Nan on her back and Brian fucking her and their juices dropping down on the table.
From where I was standing I could see into the wastebasket and I noticed a touch of pink and when I looked closer I saw it was a white handkerchief with the pink initials NCD on it. It was from a set of six that I had given Nan for her birthday. I picked it up and it was wet. I sniffed it and I smelt pussy, wet pussy with just a trace of something else that I was willing to bet was Brian's cum and that generated another picture in my mind. The two had finished fucking and Nan had stood up and had used her handkerchief to wipe herself and then she had tossed it in the trash.
I stood there as my brain took in all the information, collated it, and looked at it from several angles.
- The women I'd overheard when I was in the coatroom. - All the dances she had with Brian and the kisses under the mistletoe. - Nan buttoning her blouse as she came out of the room. - Brian zipping up when I cam into the room and Brian denying that Nan had been there. - Nan's handkerchief, wet with what I was sure was Brian's cum and her pussy juice.
The conclusion I reached was that my wife was cheating on me with her boss. Not one shred of positive proof, but the circumstantial evidence, at least to me, was overwhelming.
I went back to the party and took my seat. I hadn't been gone more that five minutes and when I'd gone Nan had been on the dance floor with Todd and she was still out there with him. The music stopped as the band finished their last set of the night and Todd walked Nan back to the table. I looked at her closely to see if I could see some sign of what she had been up to, but I saw nothing.
Twenty minutes later Nan and I had our coats on and we were headed home. As soon as I pulled out of the parking lot I said:
"You have been holding out on me sweetie."
"What do you mean?"
"You know I'm like an old woman when it comes to gossip" and then I told her about what I'd overheard while in the coatroom. "How come you never told me about that?"
She looked away from me and it was too dark in the car to see her expression as she said:
"I haven't heard anything like that."
I changed the subject. "You sure looked hot out there on the dance floor tonight and I'll bet I'm not the only one who thought so. I'll bet you left more than a few cocks hard tonight. I know I've got one from watching you. Why don't you slide over here next to me and let me show you?"
"Not tonight Rob. I'm exhausted and all I want to do is go home and go to bed."
"That's not fair."
"What do you mean by that?"
"All day long I've tried to make love o you and you kept telling me to wait until we got home tonight. I've been walking around with a stiffie all day waiting for the party to be over."
"I'm sorry honey. I'll make it up to you tomorrow."
"You sure that you don't have another reason for not wanting to make love to me tonight?"
"What does that mean?"
"Think about it sweetie, just think about it."
"No Rob, I want to know what you are getting at."
"No you don't Nan, you don't want to know what I'm getting at. You really don't want to know. We'll go home and I'll sleep on it and see if I feel different tomorrow."
"No Rob, not tomorrow, now! I want to know right now."
"Okay Nan, you want it now, you got it. I think you don't want to make love tonight because you don't dare let me get anywhere near your pussy. You don't want me to discover that I wouldn't be the first one to use it tonight."
"Just what the hell are you accusing me of?"
"I'm accusing you of cheating on me Nan. I'm accusing you of having fucked Brian tonight at the party and I'm accusing you of being the women that the ladies were talking about when I was in the coatroom getting my film."
"How dare you! You are out of your fucking mind."
"Am I? Well let me run it down for you Nan." I told her everything I'd seen and what I'd found when I went back to the meeting room. "It's all there Nan. Your begging off on sex tonight is the final nail in the coffin. You don't dare let me find out for sure that I'd be getting sloppy seconds."
"That is just preposterous Rob. I don't know how you can believe that I would do that."
"Okay Nan, let's hear your explanation."
"First off, I told you that I've never heard anything about what goes on in Rob's office. Yes I danced with him a lot tonight, but since you don't or won't dance with me I dance with anyone who asks. So Brian asked me more often than anyone else, what does that prove? Kisses under the mistletoe are nothing new, it happens every year and you've never bitched about it before. We were in the room because Brian wanted to tell me privately that I was going to be made head of accounting after the first of the year. My hankie was in the trash can because I spilled my drink on the table and I used the hankie to wipe it up and then I didn't want to put the wet hankie in my purse so I threw it away. As far as my buttoning my blouse was concerned I think you imagined it. I have no idea what Brian was doing with his zipper."
"Why did he say that you hadn't been in the room?"
"Probably because he thought if you knew I'd been in there with him you would think the ridiculous thoughts you are thinking now. I've said all I'm going to on the matter. You can believe it or not and I don't much care."
The rest of the trip home was made in silence. Once in the house Nan went to our bedroom, grabbed a pillow and headed for the spare bedroom. I stripped, got in bed and lay there staring up at the ceiling until I fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee and reading the morning paper when Nan came into the room. She poured herself a cup of coffee and then went into the living room. I finished the paper, rinsed out my coffee cup and then went out into the garage to do an oil change on the car. That done, I went back into the house and got ready to watch some football. The game had just started when Nan came into the room and sat down.
"Did a nights sleep clear all of that nonsense out of your head?"
"I looked over at her, "No, in fact now I'm even more positive I was right. Three things Nan. I caught you in a lie, I've gone over in my mind what I saw and now I'm positive that I did see what I thought I saw and finally, your own actions last night after I confronted you."
"You are unreal Rob. What lie did you catch me in and what action of mine convinced you and what are you so sure that you saw?"
"The lie was over the handkerchief. Actually, it was two lies. The first was when you said you used it to wipe up a spilled drink. You drink scotch on the rocks and Brian as drinking vodka tonics. Neither of those is a milky white drink and the spots on the table were milky white - just like cum. I sniffed the hankie when I took it out of the wastebasket and it did not smell of alcohol; it smelled like pussy and sex and I've had my nose buried in your bush enough tomes to know the smell. If that wasn't enough, neither scotch nor vodka leave a crust when they dry. The hankie is up in my coat pocket and I checked it again this morning and it is crusty; just like it would be if you wiped your cunt with it after you and Brian finished fucking on that table. The second part of the lie is that you tossed it because you didn't want to put a wet rag in your purse. You weren't carrying a purse with you when you came out of that room. You didn't have anything in your hands when you came out of that room and I know this because I saw you use both hands to button your blouse.
"Lastly was what you did when we got home last night. Actually it was two things, what you did and what you didn't do. What you did was grab a pillow and get as far away from me as you could. You didn't dare take the chance that I would grab your cunt when we got in bed because you knew what I would find. What you didn't do was the other side of that same coin. All you had to do while you were being indignant was lift your skirt and tell me to check your cunt for myself. You could have told me to stick my fingers in it, get down and stick my nose in it, lick it and prove to myself that I was being a fool, but that isn't what you did is it? No Nan, you have been busted and the only thing left for me to do is decide what I'm going to do about it."
I got up and left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We avoided each other for the next couple of days. During that time I wrestled with what to do. What complicated things was the fact that I loved Nan and had since the first day I had laid eyes on her. Until that stupid Christmas party I'd thought that she loved me as much as I loved her and that we had a great marriage. How did you just take fifteen years and walk away from it? I was between a rock and a hard place. I couldn't bear the thought of not being with her and I couldn't stand being around her.
It was in that frame of mind that I went to see a divorce lawyer. He was very up front about it. I had nothing to go on, proof wise, so any divorce would be a he said/she said affair and I would come out of the deal screwed. I made more than she did so I would end up paying alimony, everything we had we be split fifty/fifty and I would end up paying for both lawyers and the court costs out of my half. Even if I had proof Nan cheated things would not be much different. I could get out of paying alimony and her lawyer, but everything else would be pretty much the same. His advice to me was to work on putting the marriage back together. If I couldn't do that I should hire a private investigator to try and get the goods on her and then come back and see him.
I was sitting in the living room staring at nothing at all and sipping a beer and thinking over what the lawyer had told me when Nan came home from work. She came into the room, sat down and then just looked at me for a couple of minutes and then said:
"Rob, we can't go on like this. I know what you are thinking and you are wrong, but there is no way I can prove it to you. I could bring people from work to tell you I don't spend my lunch hours in Brian's office, but you wouldn't believe them because they are my friends. I could bring Brian to you and he would tell that nothing happened between us, but you wouldn't believe him either. I love you Rob and I don't want our marriage to go into the toilet. I need you to meet me half way."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"I quit my job today. I can't go work for Brian with you thinking what you are thinking. My marriage means more to me than that job. I need you to put your thoughts behind you and I need for you to forgive me in your mind even though I've done nothing I need to be forgiven for. Just say in your mind, "Okay, she screwed up, but she loves me and I forgive her." I do love you Rob, I do, and I don't want our marriage to go bust."
Well, I did love her and so I did forgive her, but I could never forget. We patched things up and got on with life, but things were never the same after that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two years went by and Nan received the invitation to her class reunion. I didn't really want to go, but she kept after me about it until I finally caved in and agreed to go. It was a five-hour drive to get there and by the time the drive was over I had worked myself into believing I'd have an okay time. My class was two years ahead of Nan's, but I would know a few people there.
The first person I saw when I walked into the hotel ballroom was Michelle, a classmate of Nan's and an old girlfriend of mine. I guess I should really say a "special" old girlfriend of mine. She was dressed in a black cocktail dress that stopped just above her knees. In her black high heels she looked positively stunning. She was surrounded by a herd of ex-jocks that looked like they had let themselves go to seed.
I felt a stirring in my pants as I thought back to the night at the drive-in movie when we had relieved each other of the burden of carrying around our virginities. I thought we had an undying love at the time, but two months later she dumped me for a college guy who later dumped her. She had tried to come back to me and I had pretty much told her to fuck off and die. Six months later I was off to college and hadn't seen her since. I wondered if she would recognize me and what she might do if she did. I remembered the day I told her to piss off and I remembered the slap I had gotten from her.
I did know some of the other people at the reunion, but none well enough to sit down and socialize with so I followed Nan's lead and sat where she sat and moved when she did. I was doing my usual, sitting and sipping my drink and taking pictures and Nan was doing her usual, drinking more than she should and staying out on the dance floor.
A steady stream of old boyfriends made their way to our table and asked her to dance. I noticed that she did dance more often and just a little bit closer with Bill Moser, her boyfriend before I came along. I had learned my lesson at the Christmas party and I kept a closer eye on Nan when we went to parties. I noticed when Nan and Bill strolled out the door together and after a couple of minutes I got up and followed. I didn't see them anywhere so I was going to have to go find them, but first nature called.
I went to the bathroom and when I came out I went down the hall checking doorknobs and putting my ear to the ones that were locked. As I neared the coatroom I heard a giggle. I moved quietly over to it and looked past the doorframe and saw Nan on her knees with her head moving toward Bill's cock and I watched her mouth close around it. Her tits were hanging out of the top of her dress and they swayed as her head moved back and forth on Bill's dick. I very quietly moved away and hurried back to our table and grabbed my camera and headed back to the coatroom. Just as I was leaving the ballroom Michelle intercepted me.
"Do you have any idea where your wife and my husband disappeared to?"
"Bill is your husband?"
"Unfortunately yes."
"Well kick off your heels and follow me. You need to be very quiet."
She kicked off her heels and we moved silently down to the coatroom. I peeked around the doorjamb and saw that Nan was still gobbling on Bill's cock. I took a quick step to the right and started taking pictures. As the flash went off Bill hollered, "What the fuck?" and Nan screamed and I just kept recording the event for posterity. Buy the time I had all the pictures I wanted Nan was crying and Michelle was calling Bill every nasty name in the book. I turned to walk away and Michelle called out, "Wait up Rob." I turned and watched as she put her heels back on and then walked toward me.
"What are you going to do?"
"Walk away from her sorry ass."
"Can I get a copy of those pictures?"
"As many as you want."
"What are you going to do right now?"
"Go back to the hotel, get my stuff and leave."
"What about Nan?"
"She can hitch hike or walk for all I care."
Bill and I take turns being the designated driver. This is his night to drink and mine to drive. Meet me for coffee somewhere?"
"Pick a place."
"The Denny's at Sixth and Wilmont?"
"It will be at least a half hour before I can get there. I need to get out of the hotel before the whore can catch up to me. I don't want to have to look at her anymore."
"Meet you there I thirty minutes."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I hit the hotel, grabbed my bags and stopped at the desk to check out. The man behind the counter said I had a message and he gave it to me. It was from Nan telling me not to do anything rash and to wait for her. I told him that the wife would still be there until check out time, paid the bill and then I left.



Michelle was sitting in a booth when I got to Denny's and I joined her. We sat, drank coffee and made small talk for a while and then she said:
"I've never forgotten you. I've never forgiven you either for the way you talked to me when I tried to crawl back to you. Not that I didn't deserve it, but you could have been a little gentler."
"What can I say? I was young, the love of my life had just abandoned me for some meat-headed college jock and I was full of anger. If a couple of more months had gone by I might have been over it."
"The love of your life huh?"
"You will never know how crushed I was."
"While we are on the subject of love, where are you going from here?"
"Home to close accounts, cancel credit cards and see a lawyer."
"Not going to have a sit down with the little women?"
"Been there, done that and it didn't take. Remember the old, "Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me?"
"Yes."
"Well this was the second time, at least the second time I know about. What about you?"
"We live in an apartment and it was his before we got married so I'll be moving out. I'll try to beat him to the bank in the morning and get to the safe deposit box. While waiting for you I electronically transferred everything out of our joint accounts to the account I had before we got married."
"Not going to talk to him either huh?"
"He's my third husband Rob and he knows that my first two are history because I caught them stepping out on me. He knew going into our marriage I would grant him no leeway in that area."
"How much stuff have you got? Will it all fit into one car?"
"I could get it all in my car and your car."
"Then lets do it."
We finished our coffee, drove to her apartment and in two hours we had moved out everything she wanted.
"What now?" I asked.
"Find a room, leave a wake up call for seven so I can be at the bank when it opens."
"What if he beats you there?"
"He won't. He'll go to the apartment and crash. I doubt he will even know I'm gone until he wakes up around ten or so. What about you?"
"Drive home and start preparing."
"Do you have to go right now?"
"Can't leave until we find a place for your stuff unless you want to leave your stuff in the cars and move to Colorado Springs."
"I don't have anything to hold me here. I suppose I could find a job in Colorado Springs. Hell! Why not! How are you on revenge?"
"What do you mean?"
"I'm still going to need a place to stay until the morning. I really don't feel like being alone tonight. You could stay with me and we could do some getting even."
"I wouldn't mind doing that. I wouldn't mind at all."
We checked into a Days Inn and left a wake up call for seven that it turned out we never needed. We were up all night long. The door had no sooner closed behind us than Michelle was shedding clothes. I followed suit and she giggled as she saw my already erect cock and said:
"A little eager are we? Well come on sweetie, the ex love of your life is going to show you what you have missed all these years by not taking me back when you could have."
She reached out and took hold of my cock and led me over to the bed and had me sit down. She knelt in front of me and took me in her mouth and began licking and sucking on me. She sucked me deep into her mouth and gently rotated her head from side to side as she noisily slurped on me bathing my cock and balls with her saliva. She took my cock out of her mouth, looked up at me and smiled as she rubbed my cock on her face.
"You keep that up and I'm going to ruin your make up when I shoot."
"Oh we wouldn't want that," she said as she took me back in her mouth and gave my cock small licks and kisses and swirled her tongue around the shaft and head. "Oh God" I moaned and my hands went to the back of her head. My body shuddered as I let go in her mouth. She licked and sucked me until I was soft in her mouth and then I pulled her up on the bed and said:
"My turn now."
I bent down and kissed her lips. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and kissed her deeply and passionately. I reached between her thighs and my fingers stroked her pussy and I felt her wetness. I lowered my head and parted her pussy lips with my tongue and searched for her clit and when I found it I latched onto it with my lips and sucked on it for a minute and then I let it go. I worked two fingers into her wet box and slowly finger fucked her while my mouth went back to work on her clit. She was humping her hips up at me and moaning, "Oh, oh, oh, oh" as she had an orgasm. I licked her pussy from her clit to her asshole and she let out a long, low moan. I started pumping my fingers harder into her pussy and then I shoved a thumb in her ass. She arched up off the bed and screamed as she had another orgasm. I leaned down and kissed her mouth then broke the kiss and said:
"I hope you are ready because junior sure is" and I slid my cock into her hot cunt.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Michelle was standing outside the bank when it opened and twenty minutes later she was in her car behind me following me to Colorado Springs. My cell phone went off every fifteen minutes and I saw from caller ID that it was Nan so I ignored the calls. Thirty minutes out of the Springs I used my cell to call a locksmith and arranged for him to meet me at the house. Before leaving the motel where Michelle and I had stayed I asked her what kind of work she would be looking for and she told me she was a legal secretary. After I'd made arrangements with the locksmith I called our company lawyer and asked him if he knew anyone who needed an experienced legal secretary.
"Strange that you should ask that. Not five minutes ago Betty gave me two weeks notice. She is leaving to get married and she and he new hubby are relocating to Florida. Why do you ask?"
"I have a friend who is moving to the Springs and that is what she does."
"Have her give me a call."
"You to busy to talk right now?"
"No."
"Stay by your phone."
I disconnected and called Michelle on her cell, gave her Ben's number and told her to call him right away.
The locksmith was waiting when we got to the house and an hour later all the locks had been changed. Michelle told me she had an appointment to see Ben at three that afternoon. We found a storage place, rented a unit and unloaded both cars.
"The next step is to find a couple of apartments," I said.
"Why two? Last night seemed to show we are compatible; why not share one?"
"Maybe after the divorce, but until I get that out of the way I don't want to give Nan anything that she can use against me. We can get a motel room until you find out if Ben will hire you and then we can go apartment hunting."
"If you are going to live in an apartment why did you have the locks changed on your house?"
"To keep Nan out. I don't want her in there stripping the place bare. We will split everything fifty/fifty, but I intend to have a lot of say in what she gets as part of her fifty percent."
We got Michelle a room at Motel 6 and left her car there and I drove her over to Ben's office. I introduced them, told her I would be back for her later and then I left to run errands. I went to the bank and closed out all the accounts and opened new ones in my name only and then I cleaned out the safe deposit box that Nan and I both had access to and moved everything to a box in my name. I swung by my office and used my office phone to cancel all joint credit cards and then I headed back to Ben's office.
When I got there Ben was walking her around and showing her where everything was and I asked:
"Is that a good sign?"
"I hired her and she starts week after next. I wanted her next week, but she says she needs time to find an apartment and move in."
I drove her back to the motel and dropped her off and told her I would be back at seven to take her to dinner. My cell phone hadn't stopped going off what with Nan still trying to reach me so I finally took her call.
"Where are you?"
"I'm home."
"Why did you run off and leave me?"
"Stupid question Nan, given what you were doing in that coatroom."
"How am I supposed to get home?"
"Walk, hitch hike, catch a bus, talk Bill into driving you, I don't really care. When you get here you will need to give me a call so I can come let you in."
"Why do I need to do that?"
"Because I changed all the locks to keep you out. I don't want you in that house unless I'm there. I don't trust you not to try and strip the place. We will let the courts decide who gets whatever we can't agree on."
"The courts? What do the courts have to do with it?"
"That is where you end up when you get divorced."
"Divorce? Why are you talking divorce? There is no need for that honey. Okay, so I had too much to drink and I let myself get pushed into something I shouldn't have, but I love you Rob, you know I do. We will be okay. There isn't any need for a divorce."
"Sorry Nan, I got weak minded and let you get away with what you did with Brian. It isn't going to happen twice. Call me on my cell when you get back to town and I'll arrange to meet you at the house. Good-bye."
"Wait Rob, plea..." and I hung up on her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked up Michelle at seven and we went to dinner. After dinner Michelle said:
"I feel in the mood for some more revenge, how about you?"
"Oh gosh, oh golly, I don't know if I can do such a thing."
"I'll suck your dick on the way back to the motel."
"Damn girl, you drive a hard bargain. Count me in."
I managed to get us to the motel without wrecking the car and then the night got busy. We undressed, sat on the bed holding each other and kissing. Her hand was stroking my cock and I had two fingers in her pussy when she said:
"I want you in my ass tonight."
"Okay by me" I said as she pulled away from me and walked over to her suitcase. She came back with a tube of KY Jelly and handed it to me.
"It has been a couple of weeks since Billy was there so you need to work at loosening me up."
She got on the bed on her knees and put her head down on a pillow. I lubed up my thumb and two fingers and when I pushed my thumb in her asshole I felt her sphincter try to grab it and hold it. I worked on her with the thumb for about a minute and then I took the thumb out and pushed one finger in and seconds later I put two of them in her. Another minute and I had her as loose as fingers were going to get her. I lubed up my cock with KY and put my cock head at her hole and slowly pushed. The head of my cock popped past the sphincter and I slowly started to work my way in and Michelle had a small orgasm. She trashed and moaned as I thrust in and pulled back. She was pushing her ass back at me and I reached under her and my fingers found her clit and began rubbing it. She went wild. I just held position as she rammed her ass on my cock, moved forward and rammed back again.
"Oh yes, oh God yes" she yelled as she had another orgasm.
She continued to pound back at me until I felt my own climax approaching. I pulled my hand away from her pussy, grabbed her hips with both hands and started fucking her hard. In less than a minute the cum boiled out of the end of my dick and splashed the insides of her butt.
She fell forward on the bed and rolled over and looked up at me. "Now what?" she asked.
"How about we shower, try a little sixty-nine and see where that leads us?"
"I do love the way you think," she said as she got off the bed, took my hand and led me to the shower.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I saw a divorce lawyer and gave him the photos I'd taken of Nan in the coatroom with Bill and after that things took on a life of their own. Nan got back to town and I met her at the house. She did her best to try and talk me out of the divorce, telling me that she loved me and only me and that Bill had just been a drunken indiscretion. I told her I wasn't buying it, that I'd seen a lawyer and that she would be served with papers any day. Then we went through the house arguing over who got what and once we got that settled I got a U-Haul and moved what I wanted out. Then I gave the keys to the house to Nan and drove off.
Michelle and I had a fun filled two weeks before I told her that I couldn't see her again until after the divorce. She wasn't happy about it, but she understood why it had to be. It was a good thing that I made that decision because I found out later that Nan had hired a private detective to follow me and try and get something on me she could use to counteract the pictures I had of her and Bill.
Once the divorce was final I expected to have a relationship with Michelle, but that wasn't to be. The divorce took almost seven months and while I was busy staying away from her Michelle met and fell into a relationship with someone else.
Things came out pretty much as the lawyer I had seen after the Nan/Brian mess had told me they would. Everything was split evenly, but because of the circumstances I did not have to pay Nan alimony and I did not have to pay her attorney's fees, but I did get stuck with paying court costs.
It galled me that she was going to get half of my pension and half of my 401k, but the upside to that is she wouldn't get a dime of it until I retired and I still had twenty years to go before that happened. A lot could happen in twenty years. Hopefully I would wake up one morning and hear that she had been run over by a bus or had been run down by a drunk driver. A guy can only hope.
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From: XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX@ .com
To: Just Plain Bob
Sent: Monday, April 10, 2006 5:16 PM
Subject: Story
Oh wow Bob, thank you so much for going through my story and taking out the things that might have identified me. I'm especially glad that you reworked the "Intern Party". If anyone I work with reads these kinds of stories and they read about that party the way I wrote it it would have been a dead give-a-way. They would know all the nasty things I'd done and especially about my pulling that train at the Christmas party!!!!! (giggle, giggle - just maybe they would be jealous).
I ended my last to you rather abruptly. I came home from the Christmas party gangbang and told Gary that I had been really, really fucked and ended the story. There was more of course. I didn't have my coat off and Gary was pressing me for details, but I was whipped and all I wanted to do was crawl into bed and go to sleep. But fair is fair so I told Gary he could follow me to the bedroom and:
"While you see what it is like to follow ten or twelve men into your wife's pussy I'll tell you what happened until I fall asleep."
I didn't of course - fall asleep I mean. Gary is a marvelous lover and I don't care what other people say there IS a difference between making love and just having sex. I'd had sex for several hours that night and while it was good (hell! It was GREAT!!) it didn't give me what I got when Gary made love to me. The man played me like a violin and when he was done I fell asleep with a huge smile on my face.
I don't really need to say this because I'm sure you know from the last stuff I sent you, but Gary DID NOT leave me alone all weekend. Thank God I had children to take care of; it was the only way I could get a break from the man.
The rest of December was fairly quiet. Things did get a little sticky at work for a while. Steve, one of the men who had taken part in my X-mas party gangbang kept after me to get it on with him again. I didn't want to get into anything steady with anyone from work and I kept saying no. Finally I straight out told him to leave me alone. To soften the blow I told him that I only get wild and crazy like that at Christmas time and that if he were around come the next X-mas party we would see.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Gary and I attended a New Years Eve party and I think that he hoped I would sneak off with someone, but I had to disappoint him. The X-mas party proved that I could be a slut. Hell, let's be honest here; the last six months showed I was a slut, but even if I was a slut I wasn't going to start spending the majority of my free time on my back. I didn't tell Gary this, because I kind of liked keeping him charged up, but I was going to limit my extracurricular activities to once a month and even then only if I really liked the guy.
January First Friday
I told myself that it came too close on the heels of my X-mas party train ride for me to let anything happen and I planned on being super good. I did dance with Steve and I did go out to his car with him, but only to talk. I really wanted him to understand that I did like him, but that I wasn't going to play around with the people I worked with. He said he understood and somehow a minute later we were necking and that led to him fingering me which led to my giving him a hand job which I ended up finishing with my mouth. As I used my panties to clean up the mess I asked him to not even ask me to dance anymore.
"I really do need to work on being good for my hubby."
I guess he understood where I was coming from since he stayed away from me after that.
Nothing more happened in January, much to Gary's disappointment. I did have several opportunities to have something happen, but I just didn't feel 'the spark' with any of the guys. I do want to make Gary happy and give him what he wants, BUT I have to at least enjoy doing it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
February First Friday
Five of us girls stopped at a new lounge. Karen (you remember Karen - from the Intern Party? Slut, slut slut!!) had been in the place the night it opened and she said it was a real fun place. My God! It was one huge meat market (and some pretty good-looking meat at that). We had no sooner sat down than Karen said:
"See that tall, hunky looking redhead at the bar? He doesn't know it yet, but he just got lucky. He's mine girls."
The waitress came and took our drink order and when she brought it back to us she waved away payment.
"The men at table twelve picked up the tab."
"Which is table twelve?" Karen asked and the waitress pointed. We looked that way and saw five guys who could have come straight from the pages of GQ magazine (or Playgirl). Karen giggled and said, "Oh well, easy come, easy go."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"It means the redhead is history. I'm going for the blond in the sports coat" and she raised her glass to the men as a thank you for the drinks. Immediately, almost as if he'd heard her, the blond in the sports coat got up and came over to us. He introduced himself as Marv and said:
"I'm a strong believer in coincidence. In this entire place there are only two groups of five and I think we should take advantage of that and put our tables together."
Without asking the rest of us Karen said, "That's a great idea" and suddenly we were a party of ten. For the next hour and a half it was drinks and dancing and gradually pairs started to occur. Janice and Bill began dancing together exclusively. Next it was Marcie and Hank and then Bev and Joe.
That's when things started to get uncomfortable for me. You know that 'spark' that I never felt in January? I was feeling it that night, but it was with Marv and what's more, he seemed interested in me. Given Karen's statement that she was "going for the blond in the sports coat" (who just happened to be Marv) I was between a rock and a hard place. For the first time since December I'd found someone I liked enough to give Gary what he wanted, but if I did I could screw up my relationship with Karen and I didn't want that. I'd just about made up my mind to call it a night and go home when Karen leaned over and whispered in my ear:
"You slut! I hate you, but go ahead. I'm not interested in Carl (the other man at our table), but I notice that the redhead hasn't hooked up yet. Maybe he was fated for me all along."
She patted my hand and got up and headed for the redhead who was about to get lucky. I had one thing that I had to do and I might have been jumping the gun since Marv had yet to say anything, but I needed to call Gary.
"Hi honey."
"I'm just calling to let you know that I love you."
"Well, yeah, kinda. Would you mind terribly if I was late tonight?
"Really, really late honey."
"Of course that's what it means. Is it okay with you?"
"I don't know. He hasn't made a move yet, but if he does I wanted to know you were okay with it."
"You know I will honey, every last little detail (and then I giggled and said, "I hope it's not too little.").
When I got back to the table Janice asked, "Where did you go?"
"Called my hubby to check in" and then I looked right at Marv and said, "I told him I might be late - really, really late." and Marv smiled at me.
I followed him to his apartment and he led me straight to the bedroom. I hadn't been in his apartment two minutes and I was kneeling on the floor in from of him sucking his cock. He tried to pull me up and get me on the bed, but I wouldn't let him.
"I want to get the quick one out of the way and then we will move to the bed."
I licked, sucked and played with his balls and was rewarded with several spurts of his cum and then we got up on the bed and he moved into a sixty-nine over me. As he dove into my pussy I captured his cock with my mouth and went to work at bringing his cock back to life. He brought me to two orgasms with his mouth and then he swung around and I spread my legs wide for him. I screamed with pleasure as he speared his cock into me and then we sucked and fucked until we both fell asleep.
I woke up at five-thirty and took one look at his limp cock lying across his leg and I couldn't resist going after it with my mouth. He woke up, got up and then took me doggie. He gave me one very nice orgasm and then it was time for me to run home and get ready to go to work.
Gary had already left for work by the time I got home and I felt bad about that, but I made it up to him that night (and almost every night for the next two weeks).
The only other major thing that happened in February was not sexual (at least not just then). My department head asked me to have lunch with him. We talked about our department and he asked me if I knew of anyway to make some of the things we did any easier and I gave him some of my thoughts and then we went back to work. Two days later he called me into his office.
"Chris, this is strictly confidential and you can't mention it to anyone until the announcement is made, but we have bought out XXXXXXX Industries. They have six facilities and we are putting together a conversion team to visit each facility, see how they are set up and then get them on the same page with us. It will mean a lot of travel and overnight stays for a couple of months. I want you to be our department's representative on the team. Are you interested?"
Was I interested? My God, was I ever! Ten years with the company and I thought that no one even knew I existed and now I find out they think enough of me to entrust me with a project that important. I could have climbed over his desk and kissed him (or under it to do you know what). I walked out of his office on air. It is a great feeling to know that your worth is recognized.
Gary's response to the news was predictable. His eyes lit up with all the possibilities, all of the chances I would have to feed his fetish. I hated breaking the bad news to him to him, but I told him that would not be the setting in which to have any screw-ups, either work wise or personal. That it was a big enough thing that I expected it to affect my career and I had to make sure that it affected it in a positive way. I told Gary that on the trips I was going to be a good little girl and be as straight as a nun.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
March First Friday
First Friday in March was a non-event. We were so busy mapping out what the conversion team was going to be doing that by the time I got off work it was too late to join the rest of the crew for drinks.
The conversion team is made up of four people; John from Human Resources, Mike from Marketing, Glen from Engineering and myself representing Finance. I was sorry that I'd told Gary that I was going to keep things on a professional level because Glen and Mike are hunks and John isn't bad (for a man with male pattern baldness and a potbelly).
Our first trip was to Toledo, Ohio. We spent the first day doing a preliminary audit and that evening we went back to the hotel to clean up and then we met in the hotel dining room for dinner. After dinner the four of us went to the lounge to have an after dinner drink or two and to listen to the live band. Glen asked me to dance and I said no. I wanted to dance, but as far as our little group was concerned I wanted to keep things on a professional level.
An hour and several drinks went by, during which time I also turned down John and Mike when they asked me to dance. Then Glen came up to me again and said:
"Are you going to loosen up for us or be a tight ass the entire trip?"
"What do you mean?"
"John and I have both seen you with your hair down and quite frankly we hoped it would happen again. In fact, that's all we've thought about since you were named to the team."
"What are you saying?"
"John and I were both at Kevin's apartment the night of the company Christmas party. He was with his wife and couldn't get loose from her to get a taste of you. I was there with my girlfriend and she wouldn't even let me look in your direction. We were both hoping that we would get our chance on this trip."
"You were both there? Oh shit! I thought Steve was the only one there and I swore him to silence. How many others know?"
"John and I haven't said a word about it to anyone because we didn't want to blow our chances. If Steve kept quiet about it than no one else knows."
"Not even Mike? Are you sure you didn't smile and tell him he might get lucky on this trip depending?"
"No, Mike doesn't have a clue."
"Damn Glen, I don't know. I wanted to keep these trips on a professional level. I'm hoping to get a promotion out of this deal."
"We all are Chris. Believe me, John and I won't tell a soul. Remember that seminar we attended in New York when they talked about team building exercises? We are a team and we are going to be together for another couple of months and I can't think of a better way to build team spirit."
The bottom line is that three drinks later I was naked on Glen's bed, legs spread wide and watching Glen, John and Mike stripping off their clothes (yes-I told them to bring Mike - it would be easier to include him than to try and hide it from him). On the way to Glen's room I had stopped at mine, got my diaphragm and put it in (I know, I know, if I planned on being good why did I have it with me - what can I say?) I also called home and told Gary what was going to be happening and told him I would leave my cell phone on so he could listen in. Once in Glen's room I put my purse with the live cell phone on the bedside stand. If the battery held out Gary would get to hear the whole thing (it did, but I didn't know for sure until I called Gary the next morning).
The three men moved onto the bed with me and I moaned as three sets of hands roamed all over my body. My nipples were tweaked, fingers probed my pussy and one pushed into my ass. I loved the feel of the hands on my body and if I could have I would have purred like a cat. I moaned, "Oh God yes" and hoped that Gary heard it.
The bodies shifted on the bed and Glen moved between my legs. "Oh Jesus yes Glen, put your cock in me, fuck me honey, fuck my brains out."
My body was on fire from the busy hands. Mike lowered his head and took my right nipple between his teeth and I moaned. Glen's cock lanced into my pussy and I pushed up at him.
"Oh yes, oh God yes" I cried out loud enough for Gary to hear over the cell phone, "I need this, I need this, I need to be fucked. Fuck me Glen, fuck me hard."
I heard John say, "Open your mouth honey" and I did and he pushed his cock past my lips and toward the back of my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it and took him as deep as I could without gagging. Glen was sawing in and out in my pussy and Mike was working on my tits and I felt my first orgasm starting to build and I moaned in pleasure. I had my legs clamped around Glen's waist and my nails were digging into his back. Glen began to gasp for breath and I heard a little groan and I felt him erupt inside me and that triggered my orgasm. It was so strong that I almost bucked Glen off of me. He slid his cock back and forth a few more times until he was too soft to penetrate and then he got out of the way.
John pulled out of my mouth and moved down to take Glen's place between my legs and Mike moved from my tits to my mouth. Mike must have been on edge because almost as soon as I took him in my mouth I felt his cock throb and grow and suddenly he was spurting his juices toward the back of my mouth. I gulped and swallowed and moaned loudly around his cock as John shoved his cock into me.
"Get em up again Chris baby, get me ready again" Mike whispered and I locked my lips around his shaft and went to work.
John fucked me hard for several minutes and then he moaned and shot his load into me and Mike left my mouth and moved down to take my pussy.
"Oh God yes" I cried out as Mike shoved his cock into me. "Fuck me lover, fuck me hard, fuck me hard and make me cum."
For the next hour the three men took turns fucking me and having their cocks sucked as I was loudly vocal so Gary could hear. I told the guys I needed to take a potty break and I grabbed my purse and headed into the bathroom. I took the cell phone and said:
"Are you there lover?
"Can you hear it all right?"
"Good baby, because it is all for you."
"Okay, love you too. Got to go now, they are waiting for me."
When I returned to the bed all three were again at the same time for the first time since we started our little fuck-fest.
"What now?" I asked.
"We want to three hole you" Glen said.
I looked at the three hard cocks and said, "Okay, but I want John to be the one to use my ass."
I picked John for my ass because he had the skinniest cock. It was long, but in girth it was the size of a BallPark frank. Glen lay down on his back and I lowered myself down on him and moaned as he filled me. He pulled me down so I was almost lying on his chest and John moved up behind me. He smeared my butt hole with some of the cum leaking out of my pussy and worked a finger into my ass. He worked it around for a bit and then added a second finger. Finally I felt the head of his cock push against my rosebud. For Gary's benefit I called out:
"Oh yes, oh yes, push your cock in my ass, fuck my ass baby, fuck my ass."
I squealed like a pig when as John's cock pushed into me and I pushed my ass back at him and then he and Glen started fucking me. As soon as they got a rhythm going Mike stepped in front of me and I took his cock in my mouth. After that I was pretty much a mindless fuck toy as the three men banged away at me. All three took a shot at my ass before we all fell asleep exhausted.

I woke up in the morning with John sucking on my right breast, Glen fingering my pussy and Mike dragging his hard cock back and forth across my mouth. Believe me, starting the day out airtight is not a bad way to go. It damned sure leads to a healthy appetite at the breakfast table.
Over breakfast we talked and I told them that as much as I'd loved it I wasn't going to let it happen again on that trip.
"We have five more trips to make and I'll do it once on each trip, but only as long as you don't let anyone else know about it. Agreed?"
They all agreed and we finished breakfast, got on out to the Toledo plant and got to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When the trip was over and I got home Gary was all over me like white on rice and he has not - HAS NOT! - left me alone. The one thing I thought sure to happen hasn't. I was sure that once I gave Gary his fantasy he would hit me with:
"Okay, now it is my turn to have some strange" but he hasn't. I don't know what I'll do if he does. I don't mind spreading my legs to give him what he wants, but I'm not that way - I DON'T SHARE! If Gary strayed I don't know if I'd cut his dick off or not, but he would damned sure find out just how pissed I was.
Hubby accepted an invitation from our asshole neighbor to watch the Final Four on his gigantic big screen TV. You remember? The dipshit who mauled my tits and told me I was the neighborhood MILF? Well, after the games were over he was in the hall when I came out of the bathroom (again!) and I told him if he touched my tits I'd scream loud enough to wake up the neighborhood. He put on a pout and told me what a poor sport I was, how he was just kidding, and couldn't I take a joke, blah, blah, blah. But he didn't touch my tits.



I've never mentioned ANYTHING about him to Gary. The guys all get together to talk about grass (the green kind) and lawn tractors and snow blowers and sports and whatever, and sometimes play poker and I didn't want to mess that up for Gary by putting something like that between them. Of course if it ever got bad I would tell his wife and then I'd tell Gary and the entire neighborhood, but for now I can handle it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sorry, nothing to report about April First Friday. A group of us went to Applebee's and after pre-dinner and post-dinner margaritas I got pretty wasted. After everybody else left I went and sat at the bar and had a couple of coffees while I flirted with the bartender. He offered to drive me home, but I was too tired to wait for the end of his shift so he called me a cab and stuffed his phone number in my purse. He was kind of hunky and I didn't throw his number away.
Today I took our son to the "Y" for free swim time and met a very nice father who was there with his daughter. He was charming and the time flew and we exchanged numbers so we could set up another swim date. Hmmm...
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Rob
When it was my turn I stepped up to the teller's window and slid the deposit slip and the check to the girl behind the counter. As she was doing what tellers do I asked her to give me the balance on the account. She pushed some buttons on the computer, looked at the screen, wrote some numbers down on a slip of paper and pushed it across the counter to me. I looked at it and pushed it back at her.
"This can't be right. It is only half of what should be there."
She looked back at her screen. "I show a cash withdrawal yesterday for half of what was in the account."
"Would you check the balance in my savings account please?" and I gave her the account number. It was the same deal; it was exactly half of what should have been there and a cash withdrawal had been made the previous afternoon.
I left the teller window and was heading for the door when all of a sudden something else occurred to me. I went over to the woman you dealt with when you wanted access to your safe deposit box. There were supposed to be five CDs there, but only three were in the box and all of Toni's jewelry was gone. I cleaned out the box and left the bank.
I wasn't stupid. The only other person who had access to the deposit box and the accounts was my wife Toni. The question on my mind was why would my wife go to the bank and take out half of everything we had, but even as I asked myself the question I knew the answer. The missing jewelry was the tip off. Toni was either going to leave me or she had already gone.
I took out my cell and tried to reach her at work and was told that she had taken the afternoon off to take care of some personal business and I headed on home where hopefully some answers awaited.
My wife's car was in the drive when I got there. I parked and went inside and Toni wasn't downstairs so I went up the staircase and down the hall to the bedroom. Toni was kneeling in front of the chest of drawers and she was taking things out of it and packing them in a box. I saw several other boxes in the room and since she apparently hadn't heard me come in I just stood and watched for a minute or so before saying:
"Did you plan on leaving me a note, or were you just going to leave?"
I saw her stiffen and she stopped what she was doing, but she didn't turn around. After several very long moments she said:
"I was going to tell you when you got home tonight."
"Is it because of something I've done?"
"No, it isn't that."
"Are you leaving me because of another man?"
"Yes and no."
"Well that is certainly a clear answer."
"I'm leaving because of another man, but I'm not leaving for another man."
"That's even clearer still" and I turned around and went downstairs.
Ten minutes later she followed me down and said, "You seem to be taking this calmly."
"Quite frankly I expected you to be gone when I got here. I stopped at the bank today to deposit a check and just imagine my surprise when I found half the money gone from all of our accounts. On a whim I checked the deposit box and saw that all your jewelry was gone so I figured you were too. It kind of surprised me since I wasn't aware of any problems with our marriage, but they always say that the husband is the last to know."
"There were no problems with the marriage, at least not of your making. The problem has been all mine and tonight I was going to tell you about it. I fully expected that when I was finished you would throw me out of the house so I've been packing and trying to get as much of my things out of here as I can before you change the locks on me."
"Oh come on Toni, things can't be that bad."
"Oh yes they can, but first, before I tell you what I need to tell you I want you to know that I love you with all my heart and soul. You mean the world to me and I don't want you to ever doubt that for a second. Human nature says that you will doubt it and I can't help that, but I do love you. Always have and always will."
"I've never doubted that Toni."
"Yes, but you didn't know what you are about to find out. Do you remember that Christmas party at Eric's house three years ago?"
How could I forget? It was not one of my shining moments. Eric was the owner of the company I worked for. The party had not been a real joyous occasion. Business had been slow, there had been some layoffs and everyone knew that more were coming. I knew I would be gone in the next round and I was feeling sorry for myself. I drank way too much and passed out. I woke up the next morning to a pounding head and was somewhat surprised to find that I was in my own bed.
"I remember it" I said, "Only too well."
"It was after you had passed out and Eric had a couple of guys carry you into his den and put you down on the couch. I'd had a lot to drink also, nowhere near as much as you, and Eric came up to me and said that it was a crying shame that he was going to lose some one as talented as you. I didn't know what he was talking about because you never told me how bad things were at the company. I asked what he meant and he told me about the coming layoffs.
I started crying. We had just bought the new house and furniture and you had gone out and bought a second car so I'd have one to drive. We were in debt up to our eyebrows, but weren't worried about it because you had a great job and were making good money. I had just started my job, but it didn't pay enough to carry us if you were out of work. I told all that to Eric and then he told me that things didn't have to be that way. I asked him what he meant and he told me that he had wanted me from the first time he had seen me and that if I would have sex with him he wouldn't lay you off. I was astonished that could say such a thing to me - a married woman - and I walked away from him in a huff.
"I had another drink or two and then Eric came up to me and asked me if I had given any more thought to his proposition. The truth was that I hadn't thought of anything else. I thought of losing the house and everything else we had worked so hard for and I'd thought about having sex with Eric if that would keep us from losing everything. That's all it would be, just some quick sex. It wouldn't be any different from the sex I'd had with half a dozen guys before I met you. I remembered all of them from time to time, but thinking of the great times I'd had with them never had any effect on my love for you so I didn't think having sex with Eric would affect us. Eric would just be sex; you were love. And you would never know. You were dead to the world and neither Eric nor I would ever tell. I told myself that if I did it I would be doing it for us, doing it to insure our future.
"But even as I rationalized it in my head I knew that I just couldn't do it and I told Eric that I could never do a thing like that to you and I walked away from him again. A couple of drinks later he came up to me and told me that the offer was still open. By then I'd convinced myself that we were going to end up on poverty row if you lost your job and I hated the idea of us being destitute and homeless. Oh I know I was being overly dramatic, but at the time I was bombed half out of my mind and not thinking clearly. I told him that he had to promise me that you would never find out and he promised. He promised and then took me by the hand and led me to his bedroom. He told me to get undressed and ready for him while he got rid of the other guests.
Toni
Eric came into the room and saw me lying naked on the bed. I had to do this for Rob, but I didn't have to like it. I kept my eyes closed as Eric took off his clothes and then climbed onto the bed. He lowered his head and he started eating my pussy and even though having my pussy eaten by Rob is something that I loved I kept myself still. I was going to let Eric have his way with me, but I was determined that I was not going to enjoy it.
After several minutes of working on my pussy, and causing a bit of a tingle that I didn't want, Eric moved above me and the head of his cock pushed at the slit that led into my pussy and my eyes shot open in alarm. I raised my head and looked down and thought, "Good God! That thing will never fit into me." I was no stranger to cocks, there had been a good dozen or so in the years before I met Rob, but I had never seen anything the size of what Eric had.
He pushed and the head of his cock entered me. He worked it slowly, giving me time to adjust, and inch by inch he worked more and more of his huge cock into my pussy. I had never felt so full in my life. He kept working slowly into me until he was buried as deep as he could go. I couldn't believe that I had taken all of him. I let my body relax and Eric started fucking me with long, slow strokes. He was touching me in places that had never been touched before.
I pushed up at him and he felt my response and he began to fuck me a little harder. He grabbed my legs and put them up on his shoulders and then he began to push hard and deep. I moaned and then to my complete horror I began to beg him to fuck me harder. My body was responding to the invasion of his huge cock and it wanted more. I was lost in lust as I moaned. cried and begged Eric to fuck me harder, shove it deeper and never stop. I pleaded with him to make me cum; I promised him I would be his forever if he would just make cum.
It was all stupid babble since I had already cum several times, but I wanted more, much more. I gave up all pretense of doing it just to save Rob's job and protect our way of life. My brain was short circuited and all thought was coming from my pussy and it was telling me that Eric could fuck me all night and all day if he wanted to.
Eric started pounding hard into me and I knew what was happening; he was ready, he wanted to cum and I wanted it.
"Yes baby, yes. Do it, do it, do it. Cum for me lover, cum for me."
He rammed me hard and I felt him shoot and I cried out, "Yes, yes, oh God yes" and I had the largest orgasm of my life.
Eric collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him. He rolled off of me, but I didn't want it to end. I slid down and lifted his limp cock in my hand. Even soft it was still the biggest that I had ever seen. I flicked my tongue out at it and started licking it clean of our combined juices. I took the head in my mouth and went to work on getting him hard again.
He fucked me three more times that night. Twice before helping me get Rob home and one more time on my bed with a passed out Rob lying next to us not one foot away. He called me two days later and I met him at the Hilton and he fucked me senseless. Since then I have fucked him two or three times a week and once when Rob was on a five day fishing trip I spent three days with Eric and never got dressed. I don't love Eric. I'm not even sure that I like him, but his cock is like a drug to me - it was a need - and I kept going back for it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Rob
"That was three years ago Toni. I never knew and I probably would have never known if you hadn't told me. Why for God's sake didn't you just keep quiet about it?"
"Because there is more to it. After that first time it never stopped. I've been seeing Eric two or three times a week ever since."
"You have had an ongoing affair with my boss for over three years?"
"Yes."
"And yet you can stand there and tell me that you love me and that I mean the world to you. Forgive me Toni, but that just does not compute."
"Eric wasn't about love Rob, Eric was about size. Eric has a ten-inch cock and it is as big around as my wrist. You know I used to use a large dildo when you went out of town, but even that large dildo never touched me in places that Eric's cock could reach. I don't love Eric and in fact, there are times I can't even stand him, but I love the feeling I get when that huge piece of meat goes into me. It is strictly a physical thing and as trite as it may sound, it is only sex."
"So why now? Why the confession when I have so obviously have not had a clue."
"Eric has been pushing me to leave you and marry him. It seems that I'm the only woman who has ever been able to fully accommodate him and he wants to make me a permanent part of his life. I have been saying no for almost a year now."
"Why? He obviously has what you want and say you need."
"I don't love him, I love you. I love bouncing around on his huge pole, but that is all. I convinced myself that I could have the best of both worlds, your love and his cock and that it would work because you would never know."
"I still don't understand. You were right. I didn't know and things were going fine for you so why tell me now?"
"I wanted you to hear it from me, not him. I owed you that much."
"Why was I going to hear it from him?"
"He got tired of hearing me say no to his proposal and he decided that the way to go is to let you know what has been going on so you will leave me. He figures he can step in after the divorce and since you would be out of the picture I'd have no reason to say no anymore."
"So is that what you are going to do? Marry him when the dust settles?"
"No. I don't plan on ever seeing him again."
"Why? You'll be free and he has what you crave."
"I'll never forgive him for splitting us up. I know that sounds irrational - what I've been doing is what is going to end the marriage - but you would never have known if not for him deciding to tell you. That, at least in my mind, makes him responsible for killing our marriage."
I got up and started to leave the room and Toni said, "Where are you going?"
"To leave you alone so you can finish packing."
I saw the sad look come over her face and said, "What? You thought I'd just accept what you had to say and then say, "That's okay Toni, I still love you and we will get through this?"
"A girl can always hope."
"Sorry Toni, I'm just not built that way."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Toni
It broke my heart to see him like that and know that I was the one responsible. He shuffled into the visiting room with handcuffs on his wrists and shackles on his ankles. He stopped so the deputy could take the cuffs off and then he shuffled over and sat down across from me. I tried to lighten the moment:
"Orange is not your color."
"The selection here is limited. To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?"
"You are still my husband Rob, at least until you get out and can see a divorce attorney. But even a divorce won't change anything. I know I screwed up big time on the "Forsaking all others", but the "Until death us do part" is always going to be there. I love you to death baby and a divorce is not going to change that. I'm here so that we can get our stories straight. I could have waited until you made bail, but I don't know who you might talk to between now and then and what you might say."
"What do you mean, "Get our stories straight?"
"I talked to a lawyer and he said it would be better for you if the story was that Eric was blackmailing me and you found out as opposed to you just going after him in a jealous rage."
"It wasn't a jealous rage. It was just a rather violent resignation."
"The story I got was that you walked into his office, he stood up, said good morning and you hit him so hard he flew back, hit his head on the wall and then fell to the floor. Then you said, "Consider this my resignation you fucking asshole" and then you kicked him in the balls a half dozen times. Is that right?"
"No. I kicked him in the balls eleven times."
"They say you unbuttoned his fly, picked him up and carried him over to his desk and then stapled his dick to the desk."
"Not true. I tried to staple his dick to his desk, but the staples were not long enough to go all the way through his cock. I tried a dozen times, but just couldn't get one to go all the way and do the job."
"What have you told the police?"
"Nothing. I'm smart enough not to say a word until I have an attorney present."
"Have you got one yet?"
"No, I called dad and he's trying to find me one."
"I'll call him and tell him to stop looking. I've got you one, but he's in court right now. He'll be here as soon as he finishes up there. My story is that Eric got me drunk and raped me. He told me that he had videotaped it and if I didn't keep fucking him he would see to it that everyone I know saw the tape. Later he told me that you really didn't get drunk. He drugged you to get you out of the way. I gave in because I was afraid to let you see the tape. Last week he told me that I was going to have to start servicing some of his customers and I refused. When he threatened me with the tape I told him to go to hell and then I confessed everything to you."
The question you will be asked is why would you be afraid of a tape of a rape. It would show you being forced."
"Because the tape would be edited. Half way into the rape my body got into it and that is the only part of the tape he would show. It will be my word against his."
"You do know that if he has someway to prove otherwise you could end up in here for perjury?"
"It is a chance I have to take. You are in here because of me so I need to do everything I can to get you out."
"You mentioned bail. I don't have enough to swing it if it is set too high."
"The lawyer I got you said he thought he could get you released on your own recognizance."
"And if not? A bail bondsman is going to want ten percent plus security and you don't get the ten- percent back. The only thing I have that I can put up for security is the house and you would have to sign off on that."
"We won't use a bondsman. I'll put up the entire amount so I'll get it all back."
"How in the hell can you do that?"
"I sold the cabin that my folks left me. It was going to be my get out of town money, money to set me up when I moved back home. As long as your bail isn't over one hundred thirty-seven thousand I can swing it."
"Why are you moving back there?"
"I can't stay here. I couldn't stay this close to you knowing how you feel about me. I need to put distance between us to keep me from driving myself crazy."
Just then the deputy came over and told us our time was up. I got up and hurried from the room so I wouldn't have to see them handcuff Rob.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Rob
It was a little anti-climactic. The lawyer showed up about half an hour after Toni left. He advised me to tell the police only that Toni confessed to being blackmailed and that I realized I had no legal recourse against Eric so I settled for some personal satisfaction. I gave the cops a statement to that effect and the next morning I was arraigned and bail was set at twenty-five thousand and Toni I put up the money.
She told her story to the police and of course Eric said she was lying. It was going to be a he said/she said thing and then I got lucky. Two girls who used to work with me came forward and said that Eric had come onto them and when they wouldn't come across he fired them. Nothing big, but it did go to Eric's character and it would look good to a jury.
Then my lawyer let it be known that his best friend was a reporter on one of the local newspapers and that his friend was considering doing a story on sexual harassment in the work place. He thought that it was great that now he had a local company that he could use in his story and he had asked if Toni might like to be interviewed for the story. Eric's lawyer, my lawyer and Toni huddled, Toni said no to the interview and suddenly the charges were dropped. The only casualties in the affair were my job and Eric's dick.
I admit that things would not have worked out well for me at all without Toni's help and I was grateful to her for sticking by me, but it didn't change anything between us. There was absolutely no chance of repairing the damage caused by her three-year affair. I could probably have handled it had she confessed after the night of the party, but three years? No way! That and knowing that it would still be going on if Eric hadn't gotten stupid. I could never trust Toni again after finding out what she had been doing. Even if she had walked away from Eric could I trust if she ever to found herself in a situation where some guy let her know he had a big dick that she wouldn't go for it?



However, what she did do for me did make a relationship possible. She didn't move back to her hometown. She bought a two-bedroom condo on the other side of town and we date from time to time, mostly when she needs to get laid and calls me. She says there will never be another man in her life and she will wait for me to get over my hurt and realize that we are meant to be together. It is never going to happen. I do love her and I would love to be with her, but I could not and will not spend the rest of my life wondering if she was being true to me or not. Regardless of what she said and did to prove that she was mine alone, the doubt would always be there and I just could not live like that.
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I needed help! I was over the edge and no matter what I did I couldn't stop. I had to have it. It consumed my thoughts every waking hour and it haunted me in my dreams. The desire for it overrode all other concern; it interfered with my job, and with my relationships with others - if they couldn't help me get more of what I needed I had no time for them. Alcohol? Cocaine? Heroin? No, nothing that simple, my problem was much more insidious. Plentiful, easy to obtain, it was free, totally legal and I craved it every morning, noon and night. The evil life destroying substance was sperm! Jizz, spunk, trouser snake milk, sponk, cum, call it what you will, it was destroying me and the only person who was happy about it was the person who had started it all - my wife!
It was a story that is repeated across the face of the Earth every day; a husband who becomes just a bit too wrapped up in climbing the corporate ladder and a wife who becomes neglected because of it. She allows herself to be seduced and finds she likes sex with other men, and in some cases, many other men. The inevitable happens and the husband finds out. In most cases it leads to separation and then divorce, but in my case it only led me down the road to hell. A business trip out of town, a cancelled flight, a return home to find two strange cars in the drive, and four surprised people - my wife, her two lovers and me - started it all. The incident still seems unreal to me even after five years. Me standing in the doorway to the bedroom watching two men fuck my wife in what I have since learned is called the Classic Double Penetration - one in her cunt and one in her ass - and her looking up to see me standing there. No sign of surprise, no fear, no worry, just a big smile on her face and the words "You're just in time dear, I need a cock in my mouth. Hurry honey, bring your cock over here to me."
And instead of the anger and outrage that I should have felt at seeing what was before me I meekly stripped off my clothes and did her bidding. For the next three hours the four of us acted like dogs in heat and when the two men had gone and my wife and I were left alone she made me eat her cum filled cunt - and I was lost. I loved it. Sid (short for Sidney) continued to take on new lovers and I would find her waiting for me on the bed, legs spread, cum leaking from her cunt when I got home from work. I started leaving work early so I could get home just as her lovers left so I could get to her while the cum was at it's freshest. Soon I was hurrying home to clean her out after her afternoon bout so she would be fresh went she went out to get more cum for me. Sometimes she brought them home so I could watch, participate and then feast. Other times I would wait at home while she got fucked on the back seats of cars, in motels and hotels, and on several occasions in adult movie houses. When she got home I would bury my face in her pussy and suck her dry. It got to where the only thing important to me was for Sid to get fucked so I could have my cream pie.
The day finally came when it dawned on me that my behavior was self-destructive and that my life was going to go into the toilet if I didn't do something. I was talking with my best friend over drinks one night about my problem (we had no secrets from each other) and he made the comment that it was too bad that there wasn't a self-help group for cumaholics like there was for alcoholics. I thought about that for a bit and then said, "Maybe I should start one. But how would I find others like me?"
He laughed and said, "Don't look at me. I love to eat my wife after sex, but I'm the only one doing her - knock on wood! Why don't you ask Sid?"
I looked at him as if he was crazy and he said, "I'm sure that there are guys who want to go down on her when they get through with her. Maybe one or two of them have the same problem you do. All you need is one more to start a self-help group. Or maybe Sid runs into other wives when she is out prowling who are doing the same thing. Can't hurt to ask."
That night when Sid came home with her cum filled pussy I told her about my talk with Louie and asked her what she thought about it. She told me that she did run across several other women who seemed to be married, but who were still out looking to get fucked. She said she would get to know them and find out what their stories were. I was surprised when she came home the very next night with a strikingly beautiful redhead and nine guys, one of whom was the redhead's husband. After an orgy that lasted almost five hours, Sid and Nancy, John and myself (redhead and her husband) were lying on the bed relaxing when Sid suggested that I eat Nancy to see what cum tasted like from a redhead and John could do her to see what it was like coming from a blonde. Nancy tasted great, but I didn't see where red hair made any difference at all. I think Sid just wanted to have another man eat her pussy.
Later the four of us talked and it turned out that John did indeed have the same addiction that I did and he too was desperate to get it under control. Nancy, unlike Sid, wanted to cut back on her extra marital sex. She enjoyed it, but was only doing it for her husband. She was becoming more and more worried about disease and maybe running into a weirdo so she was all for the idea of John joining a self-help group. Sid on the other hand admitted that she wasn't about to give up extra cock, but that she would help me as best she could as long as I understood that her sex life wasn't going to change. Three nights later she brought me the telephone number of a woman she kept running into and said that the woman would be interested in talking to me. I did and found out that Mary's husband wasn't the cum junkie - she was.
That Friday night John, Mary and I held the first meeting of what was to become Cum Sluts Anonymous. We flirted briefly with finding a name more elegant, but Mary said we should give the group a name that was a true reflection of the members and their problem and in the end John and I agreed. We shamelessly stole from Alcoholics Anonymous some of the precepts of self-help. For instance "Cum Sluts Anonymous is a fellowship of men and women who share their experience, strength and hope with each other that they may solve their problem and help others" is straight from AA.
Our primary goal is the same as AA's - to stay sober (not the right term, but you know what I mean) and to help other cumaholics achieve sobriety. We recognize that cum slutism is an illness, a progressive illness, which can never be cured, but can be arrested. Also like AA there are no dues, and no bylaws that say a member has to attend a certain number of meetings. The only requirement is the desire to stop your own addiction and by your participation help others to beat back their own demons.
We start each meeting by asking those present if they would like to unburden themselves of their story. It is not necessary that they do so, but we have found that it is easier to accept that the people at the meeting can help you if each of you knows the others story - it puts you in the same boat so to speak. At that very first meeting I told my story and admitted that I had a problem. John was next and though the later stages of his story was similar to mine his start down the road was different. For years his greatest desire was to see Nancy with another man and for years she had resisted giving him what he wanted. Finally, sure that he would refuse and that would be the end of it, Nancy said she would do it, but only on the condition that John sucked the other man's cum out of her pussy when she was done. She was surprised when he agreed to her condition and then even more surprised to find that she liked fucking another man. John in turn was surprised that he loved the taste of Nancy with another man's cum in her and he asked her to do it again and Nancy was only too happy to oblige and soon he was on the same road I had traveled.
Mary's story was similar - that her husband wanted to see her with another man. At first she wasn't interested, but as her husband kept after her to do it she got more and more curious about what sex with another man would be like. She had been a virgin when she had gone to her marriage bed and other than in an occasional XXX rated video she had never seen a cock other than her husbands. She finally agreed to do it and it was a disaster - for her husband. By sheer luck of the draw the man chosen had a cock twice the size of her husbands and she had enjoyed it so much that her husband had felt threatened and had never asked her to do it again and he became so insecure that he didn't function very well after that. But you can't put the genie back in the bottle once you let it out. Mary's husband had not counted on Mary liking it so much that she wouldn't need to be asked again, she would just go out and do it on her own. Mary liked the taste of cum straight from the cock and she made it a point to suck her lover's to completion before she would let them fuck her and then she would lick them clean when they were through. Her husband was not happy with the situation, but he had started it so what could he do?
After a year he finally dug up the balls to tell Mary to stop or end up divorced. Mary loved her husband so she said she would quit running around - and she did - for all of two months. One day she was shopping at the mall and ran into one of her old lovers. One thing led to another and she ended up in a hotel room with him and when it was over she was on the prowl again. Where before she had done her fucking with her husband's knowledge, now she did it behind his back. Where before she had gone out in the evening, made her selection and the brought him home, now she did it during the day while her husband was at work and on the two nights a week he went bowling. The only constant was that the more she got the more she wanted.
She started keeping a diary of the men whose cocks she had sucked and making notations against each name like "tastes salty" or "cums buckets, but taste is sour." By her own account she had three hundred and nine names in the diary. Clearly Mary was going to need a lot of support from me and John to arrest her problem and quite frankly I wasn't sure that she could do it.
CSA is not against all sex, just certain parts that can be destructive if left uncontrolled. For example, neither John nor I have quit having sex with our own wives, nor have either of us tried to stop our wives when they want to go out looking for other cock. We are only trying to stop the self-destructive urge to eat them after other men have cum in them. With Mary the problem wasn't just sucking cum out of cocks, she wanted to feel that cum sprayed inside her cunt and ass. She could maybe get by with just making love to her husband (if he could get it up for her) but he was only interested in sex once, maybe twice a week and that just wasn't going to be enough for her. But we would try to help her save her marriage even if it meant that we would have to fuck her every once in a while (hey - we only swore off cum sucking) to help her take the edge off.
Ironically, we got several our new members from one would wouldn't join herself - my wife Sid. She sent us two more women and three more men. The group continues to grow and I really think we are doing some good. For most of us it is a day to day thing and the times I've been tempted to go down on Sid on one of her many nights out have been many, but a phone call and a conversation with another member of the group has always been enough to see me through the crisis. The time span between those calls has been getting longer and longer and I am looking forward to the day that I will never have to make that call again. Until then I'll just have to do the best that I can - one day at a time.
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Hi, my name is Bob and I'm a cum slut. I haven't always been one, but I guess that everyone here can say that. The credo of this organization is that you have to admit that you have a problem and then identify the problem before you have any chance of licking it. Not to be facetious, but licking it is the problem that has brought me to this meeting, to this group, in the hope that you can help me in overcoming this addiction. Like most of the members of this group were at one time or another, I was in denial before I came to this meeting. I needed it, I wanted it, I looked forward to it and I always said that I could stop whenever I wanted. But I never seemed to want to stop, not even when I began to realize just how self-destructive the addiction was.

Unlike a lot of people who become addicted, I know exactly when my addiction started, right down to the last minute. I was at work when my wife called me and asked me to stop at the pharmacy on my way home from work and pick up her prescription. I said that I would and then about half an hour later I suddenly remembered that I didn't know where to go to get it. I tried to call back, but I got no answer. I tried every five minutes, but still no answer and I began to get worried. She was a stay at home housewife and mother and she should have been home to answer the phone. I dismissed the idea that she had gone out since if that was the case she would have been able to pick up the prescription herself. I soon convinced myself that something was wrong and I left work and headed for home.
There were two strange cars in the driveway and that, coupled with the unanswered phone, somehow made me think that a burglary might be in progress and I debated calling the police on my cell phone. I decided that I needed more information before doing anything that drastic and I headed for the house. I was half way there before I was overtaken by caution and I went back to my car and got my tire iron. I quietly let myself into the house and went from room to room, but the downstairs was empty. I heard a sharp cry from upstairs and I headed that way. There were noises coming from our bedroom and I took a firm grip on the tire iron and headed up the stairs.
In the doorway to the bedroom I stopped dead in my tracks as I saw my wife lying on the bed with two men; they were all naked and the men were using her. She had one between her legs and the other one was standing next to the bed and she had her mouth on him. This was no burglary, this was rape! I thought about backing away and using my cell phone to call the police, but then I knew that it was already too late for them to stop this. There were two of them, but I had the tire iron and the element of surprise in my favor. I firmed up the grip on my tire iron, but just as I was about to charge into the room I noticed something; her left hand was caressing the balls of the man in her mouth and her hips were pushing up to meet the thrusts of the man who was between her legs. If she was being raped she was sure enjoying it.
Just then I saw white fluid leaking out of her mouth and I knew that the man in her mouth had just ejaculated. When he pulled his penis out of her mouth a drop of cum fell from the head of his penis and landed on her upper lip and her tongue came out and licked it and I heard her say, "Mmm, that's good" and then the man between her legs said, "Here it comes sweetie" and a minute or so later her moved out from between her legs and my wife reached down and put a finger in herself. When she pulled it out she took it up to her mouth, sucked it and said, "God, but I do love the taste of your cum."
Until then they had not seen me, but I was so surprised at my wife's behavior that I was numb and my fingers relaxed on the tire iron and it fell to the floor with a loud clunk. Suddenly all eyes were on me. The men looked surprised, then nervous, but my wife just looked at me with a "why are you spoiling my afternoon" look. Her eyes never left mine as she said, "Okay guys, we're busted, but it's only my husband and he loves me so he won't get violent. Come on Barry, I want to get you hard again. Tom, it's your turn to fuck me." Hesitantly, and with nervous glances my way, the two men did what she told them to do and within minutes the three of them forgot I was even there. I don't know why I didn't turn and walk away, but I didn't. I just stood there and watched for the next ten minutes until the two of them came again and then my wife said, "Okay boys, time to go. My hubby and I have some issues to address."
When they were gone she looked at me and said, "Come here baby and kiss me" and God help me, but I did, even knowing that both men had cum in her mouth before they left. She held my head with both hands as she forced her tongue into my mouth and when she broke the kiss she said, "Did you taste them baby?" and when I nodded a yes she said, "Did you like the taste?"
I didn't know how to answer that one and she said, "Don't worry baby. You'll love the taste just as much as I do" and she began pushing me down. I knew what she wanted and I found the idea repulsive, but some how I lacked the strength or the will to fight her. In lest than a minute she had pulled her knees back and had pulled my face into her cum filled pussy. She was right; she knew me better than I knew myself and before I was even aware of it I did find that I loved the taste and I began to avidly clean her out.
I won't go into why she had taken on lovers, I only need say that from the time my tongue first spilt the lips of her pussy I didn't much care about it. Over the next six months I would come home from work two and three times a week and find her on the bed, legs spread and she would say "Hurry baby. It's hot and its fresh and it's all for you."
Soon two or three times a week wasn't enough and I began to take her places where she could get fucked so I could eat her. On the back seat of our car outside bars and clubs. We would go to the college campus and look for frat parties and she would pull trains. I started having poker parties and she would see that all of the players left well fucked and then I would drag her into the bedroom and go down on her. It didn't' matter where we went or what the circumstances were we would manage to get her fucked. A thing as simple as going out for a walk could turn into another opportunity to get her fucked. One night we went out for a walk in the park, holding hands like a couple of teenagers, and a jogger whistled at her and she called to him, "Want some?" and lifted her skirt. He took her bent over a picnic table and when he was done I laid her back on the same table and sucked him out of her. And all for the sake of feeding my cum addiction.
My job suffered because I constantly left work early to get home while her lover's juices were still hot and fresh. My social life went to pot because I didn't have time for anybody who wasn't fucking my wife. And it didn't matter how I got it. If she fucked them I sucked it out of her. If she sucked them off she would hold it in her mouth and pass it to me when we kissed. And then the day before yesterday I hit rock bottom.
I got home from work to find my wife and her current lover still at it and when he saw me he smiled and got off my wife.
"I know what you want sport and here's your chance to cut out the middleman."
He walked toward me with his hard cock jutting out in front of him, gleaming with a coat of my wife's juices and as I stared at it I slowly went to my knees. All that saved me from that final indignity was my wife yelling, "Sid, stop that! You get back over here and put that where it belongs or I swear to God you will never fuck me again" and Sid turned and went back to her.
When Sid had gone and I had cleaned her out my wife hugged me to her and held me in her arms and cried. "Baby, oh god baby, what have I done to you. You need help baby, oh God I'm sorry that I did this to you. We have to get you some help."
And that's why I'm here at this meeting. I can that with your help I can beat this thing, this addiction of mine. I know I can. I know it!
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I took a deep breath and looked out at the sea of faces, a surprising number of women among them, and knew that this was going to be one of the most difficult things I'd ever done, but I also knew that it was one of the most necessary. I had to do it for the sake of my marriage and for the sake of my own sanity. As I organized my thoughts I thought back on the circumstances that brought me to this point in my life.
I am a forty year old father of three who is married to a thirty-eight year old wife and mother who just happens to be the woman of most men's dreams. Smart, witty, the face of an angel and the body of a porn queen, I worshipped Bonnie and the ground she walked on. Regardless of the fact that Bonnie was every man's wet dream she was still a virgin when we married and one year later she was the mother of twins. I, on the other hand, had cut a pretty wide swath through the ladies before we were married. Not that I'm a Brad Pitt or anything like that, I was just an average guy who was bold and persistent and who went after what I wanted. As a result I got shot down a lot, but I scored once for every four times I got shot down and before agreeing to be my wife Bonnie had required that I tell her of all my many affairs. That this was a major mistake was not to become obvious for several more years.
It didn't take Bonnie long to learn everything that I had learned while I was out sowing my wild oats and she became what every man says he wants - a whore in the bedroom and a lady out in public. Our sex life was not the norm; even after ten years of marriage we were still having sex five and six times a week. My problem began when Bonnie decided to get a job. We didn't need the money, but with the kids in school she was going crazy being around the house all day without enough to keep her busy. She found a job as a receptionist the first day she went out looking and by the time she had been on the job one week our sex life underwent a major change - it got better!
Because she was every man's wet dream she was constantly getting hit on, flirted with and propositioned and it turned her on and she came home and fucked me into exhaustion. One day, about three months after she started the job, she asked me if it would be all right if she started stopping with her co-workers after work for a drink or two. I t seemed that every Wednesday they would stop at Bessie's, a local lounge, for a couple of hours and talk about stuff they didn't like to talk about at work. I didn't see any thing wrong with it (I had my one night out a week to go bowling) and I told her to go ahead and have a good time.
A couple of months went by during which I noticed some changes in Bonnie. She became extremely fond of oral sex, especially of sixty-nine. We were not strangers to oral sex, but it had never been one of Bonnie's favorite things. She loved being eaten, but wasn't all that keen on sucking my cock. She would of course, but I always knew she was just doing it as payback for my munching on her cum muffin. Now she was coming home from her night out and initiating it and she was always wet. I commented on it and she said it was because some of the guys she worked with danced with her while they were at Bessie's and they were always coping feels. She said she got horny when they did it and she knew I would be home waiting to fuck her and that made her even hornier.
Then one Wednesday night she came home and practically drug me into the bedroom. As soon as she pushed her pussy down into my face and I tasted her I knew something was different. She tasted salty and I knew what that meant. My bride had been fucked by some one else! The biggest surprise was that I liked the taste of her pussy with that salty flavor and that I didn't feel anger at her betrayal. I got to thinking back on all the other Wednesdays when she'd come home and pushed her pussy in my face. Was there something in her taste then and I just hadn't picked up on it? Whatever, the fact that someone else had used her pussy excited me more than upset me and because of that excitement our sex that night was some of the best ever.
The next Wednesday I could hardly wait for Bonnie to get home and that time when she pushed her muff in my face I smelled him before I tasted him. It occurred to me that she hadn't been fucked by the same guy! This guy's cum had a sweet/sour taste. Over the next three months I was able to identify nine distinct flavors when she came home on Wednesdays and I became obsessed with the need to assign names to those flavors. I had no interest in stopping her from what she was doing, if anything I wanted to know more about it so I could feel more a part of it.
By now I knew most of her co-workers after having gone to the company barbecue and a birthday party at her bosses house. So one Wednesday, armed with the names of the men she worked with, and wearing as much of a disguise as I could manage, I took a seat at the end of the bar at Bessie's and waited. At five after five Bonnie and two of the girls she worked with came in and sat at a table next to the dance floor. Ten minutes later another girl and two guys came in and they pushed a table up next to the one Bonnie was sitting at. For the next ten minutes guys straggled in and joined the group at the two tables. There ended up being seven guys and four girls at the table and for the next half-hour they all sat there, talked and drank. Then one of the girls got up and went over to the jukebox and music began to play. Soon all of the girls were out on the floor dancing.
Half an hour later I saw one of the guys take one of the girls by the hand and lead her out into the parking lot. Twenty minutes later they were back and I noticed that the girls hair was mussed and one of the buttons on her blouse was one hole off. Is that what Bonnie was doing, quickies in the parking lot? During the next hour two of the other girls made trips out to the parking lot, but Bonnie just sipped her drink and danced with the guys. Finally the group started to break up and leave and soon only Bonnie and Mark were left at the table. If Bonnie was going to go to a backseat it looked as if Mark was going to be the guy.
I paid my tab and went outside and got in my car. I noticed that Bonnie's was up one row and three cars down and I lowered myself in my seat and watched to see what would happen. Five minutes later Mark and Bonnie came out and Mark walked Bonnie to her car. He took her in his arms and gave her a long kiss and then walked away to his own car. Bonnie got in hers and pulled out of the parking lot. Was I wrong? Was it just my mind working overtime and the different tastes of her pussy on Wednesday a figment of my imagination? Mark's car was the next one out of the parking lot and on a hunch I followed him. We didn't go far, just eight blocks to the Motel 6 where he pulled in and parked - right next to Bonnie's car! One of them must have stopped on the way to the bar and registered because they got out their cars, kissed and headed straight for a room on the first floor. I was waiting in bed when Bonnie came in and when she lowered herself to my face I dove right in. Mark was the salty one.
Over the next six weeks I was able to put a name to every taste that I had identified except two. I knew that I had logged nine separate tastes, but I had never seen more than seven guys in the group that stopped. Bonnie never fucked the same man twice in a row, she appeared to rotate through the seven guys who were always there on Wednesdays and I couldn't figure out where the other two tastes had come from and then one night Bonnie departed from form. She and Mark left the bar about ten minutes after they got there and I followed them out and drove over to the Motel 6 and saw both of their cars there. While I sat at the other end of the parking lot and wondered what the change might mean two more cars came into the lot and parked and two of the other guys in the group got out and walked over to a room and knocked on the door. I saw it open and I saw Bonnie standing there. The other tastes were combinations of several guys! Now I began to wonder what the various mixtures would be like mixed, say Mark's salty taste combined with Ray's almost sour cream like taste. The only way I was going to find out was to confront Bonnie and somehow talk her into doing only two guys on the same night and then after I had recorded all of the different combinations she could move to three a night, then four and so on.
The following Wednesday when I buried my tongue in her soaking pussy I said, "It tastes like tonight was Jim's night."
She stiffened and tried to pull away from me, but I grabbed her hips and pulled her down to me and at the same time I arched my back and pushed my cock in her mouth as far as I could get it. It took her a minute or two to realize that things were not quite as bad as they could have been and she settled down and sucked my cock with frenzy while grinding her pussy in my face. When we finished fucking like a couple of sex crazed teenagers we talked. One night at Bessie's one of the guys made a very serious pass at her and since she had always wondered what another guy would be like she had fucked him. Then, remembering all the stories I'd told her about all my affairs before we got married, she wondered what the other guys would be like. She knew I loved oral sex and her way of proving to herself that she really loved me even though she was fucking other guys was to give me what I most wanted. She hadn't even thought that I might taste her lovers and when I had gone after her cunt like a hungry man and not said anything she hadn't worried about it any more; she just gave me what she thought I wanted.
I told her about what had put me on her trail, and how I had been cataloging the tastes and putting names to them and how I now wanted to do mixtures. She was aghast at my suggesting such a thing and I had to point out that she had seven lovers and I hadn't done a damned thing to rob her of her pleasure; the least she could do was to see that I got mine. The next Wednesday she did Mark and Mike and the following week it was Joe and Ray. For the next four months I worked on cataloging the various combinations and then one night she came home and wouldn't tell me who she had been with. She told me I would have to guess, but as hard as I tried I couldn't put the flavors together and finally Bonnie had to tell me.
She giggled and said, "It was Mark, Ray, Jim and Joe and next week I'm going to do all seven of them at the same time. And I'm going to do them right here in this room and on this bed. The kids will be spending next week with my folks out at the farm and I leave it up to you where you will be. I'd kind of like it if you were here in the closet."
The following Wednesday I watched from the closet as the seven guys fucked my wife silly. She took loads of cum down her throat, up her ass and in her pussy. She had two cocks in her most of the time, three in her four times and when her lovers finally dressed and left I came out of the closet and fell on her. There was so much cum that I didn't have to suck it out of her, she sat on my face and it ran out of her in rivers.
"God" she said, "I want to do that again, but not too often. I'm not sure that my body can take the intense sensations."
I, on the other hand, wanted her to do it again and soon. Seven guys, shooting several loads of cum in her - I was in a cum junkies paradise! Bonnie wanted to limit the group thing to once every six weeks or so, but I kept after her and she finally agreed to do it every other week. I'd watch from the closet and then be on her before the front door closed on the last of her lovers. I was in heaven and Bonnie sure didn't seem to mind much.
The end came at a party that was being given by a couple that we knew. I had grown used to the flavors of Bonnie's group and I wanted something new. I saw an attractive looking guy and I nudged Bonnie and pointed to him, "I wonder what he tastes like? Why don't you find a way to get him outside and fuck him so I can find out?"
Bonnie turned to me and told me that I was sick and that I needed help. When we got home that night she told me that if I didn't do something about my addiction she was going to leave me. I begged, I pleaded, I cried and I whined, but to no avail. She insisted that I seek help and I finally gave in.
I surveyed the sea of faces and as I moved from one to the other I saw compassion, pity, and understanding. I knew that most, if not all of them had once stood in my shoes and that if I was going to get help I was in the right place. I took a deep breath and said, "Hi. My name is Dave and I am a cum slut."
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I sat there next to my wife and listened to people introduce themselves, admit their addictions, tell their stories and I wondered why I was there. The stories being told were all similar to mine. The major difference was that I didn't consider that I had a problem; maybe Brenda did, but I didn't. True, I did love the taste of cum delivered directly from my wife's pussy to my mouth and yes, I did encourage her to go out with other guys and let herself be filled to the brim so she could bring it home to me, but so what? I liked it! And Brenda sure didn't seem to mind helping me get what I wanted. In fact, it was because she was already out there getting it that I found out that I liked it.
Like most men in a secure and happy marriage I stumbled along without a care in the world. Brenda was a wonderful wife and mother, a great cook and a fantastic lover. Our sex life was superb, at least in my mind. Brenda was a very sexy lady and she got hit on all the time, but for years I had watched her ward off advances with a smile and I was secure in the knowledge that she was mine. And then one day I found out that she wasn't. Mine maybe, but definitely not all mine.
I know it sounds like a clich‚, but I found out the way most husbands do; an unexpected trip home during the day, a strange car in the drive, sounds of passion from the upstairs bedroom, a stranger scrambling to get his pants on and a confrontation with the naked, sweating wife. A naked sweaty wife who looked so damned sexy lying there, legs spread, cunt lips puffy and wet and nipples erect that I stepped out of my pants and fell on her. The sex was intense and Brenda came twice before I erupted into her.
The story was simple; I was a great lover, but I wasn't enough to fill her needs. No matter how much I fucked her she still needed more. She loved me, hadn't wanted to hurt me, but she needed cock and lots of it. I was a better fuck than most all of her lovers, but she needed quantity as much as quality. Regardless of the fact that she was praising me (even as she said I wasn't enough for her) my ego still took a battering. I finally asked her if there wasn't something that I could consider 'my own' and she said, "You are the only one who eats my pussy and you know how much I love that."
I went down on her and discovered that even though her lover's cum was diluted with mine I still loved the taste. That was the beginning. Brenda and I reached an accommodation; she could fuck whomever she wanted, whenever she wanted, as long as she called me and let me know so I could rush home and eat her pussy.
For the next couple of years I must have sucked gallons of cum out of Brenda. At parties she would end up on a back seat in some ones car and let one or more guys fuck her. At a wedding reception she took on the groom, the best man and all the ushers and then hurried to find me before it could all leak out of her. No occasion was passed up as an opportunity to get laid and provide me with what I wanted. At our daughter's birthday party while I was down stairs supervising the kids as they played pin the tail on the donkey, Brenda was upstairs being pinned by two of the men who had brought their kids to the party. When my team won first place in our bowling league Brenda rewarded the team with a gangbang. I instituted a weekly poker game and none of the players ever left the house without fucking Brenda. Brenda even fucked two guys in the back of the hearse at my uncle's funeral.
I was driven, not only to get as much cum for myself as I could, but to get Brenda as much cock as she craved. I arranged situations for her and put her into circumstances where she could seduce whoever she wanted and she wanted them all; Latinos, Asians, blacks, you name it and she wanted their cocks. One after another, in ones, twos, threes and large groups Brenda would take cock after cock and then hurry home to me so she could sit on my face and let it all drain into my mouth. The more she fucked, the more she wanted and the more she wanted the more she went after and the more she went after the more she got. And as a result the more I got.
Numbers became important. I joined a softball team, not because of a love for the game, but because of the number of players. Not content to wait and see if we would win our division so she could reward the team she took to rewarding them for every game they won. Soon she was rewarding the opposing team if they beat us and always I was there to clean her out. On one memorable night she did both the winning and losing team and on that night I almost drowned when she sat on my face. And then the AIDS scare came along and I woke up to the self destructive nature of what we had been doing and I knew that somehow a way had to be found to stop the madness.
In the front of the room the current speaker had finished and as I looked around the room I saw facial expressions and nodding heads that said all to clearly, "Yeah, been there, done that" and I felt a surge of hope that we might just have come to the right place. Up front a man stepped to the center of the room and asked if there was anyone else who wanted to address the group and Brenda and I looked at each other.
"Hi. I'm Brenda" "and I'm Mike" we said in unison, "and we are cum sluts."
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My heart went out to her as I saw her make her way to the front of the room. She just looked so young and fragile. She was nervous too, but that was to be expected. We were all of us nervous when we made the same trip; Lord knows it's not an easy thing to get up in front of a group like ours and confess your weakness even though we were going to be the most sympathetic audience she would ever find. If she could be helped we were most definitely the ones who could help her.
Sadly though, not everyone who needs or even wants help is strong enough. A lot of them backslide, but quite a few keep coming back and trying again. Some of them even make it, but it's not easy - God knows it's not easy. I hope we can help her because if I ever saw anyone who looks so desperately in need of help it is her. She bravely faced us and there was a quavering in her voice when she said, "My name is Lisa and I am a cum hungry slut" and then she faltered, almost like she had forgotten why she was here. She took a deep breath and said, "Yes, I am a cum slut and I have allowed my addiction to destroy my life. It has cost me my family, my marriage and I'm here to try and save what little I have left - my sanity."
She looked out at us and I hoped she could see the sympathy and concern on our faces and could draw strength from us. She had to get through this as the first step on her road to recovery; she had to purge herself by admitting to herself that she did indeed have a problem.
"My parents and siblings no longer speak to me because of my addiction; it has also cost me my husband and two children and I don't even know how it started - suddenly it was just there. I never thought I was different from other girls of my age. I was curious about sex and I eventually gave in to my boyfriend when I was eighteen and I liked it. I liked it a lot, but I didn't become a sex crazy slut. I really did like sucking his cock though and we had sex on the average of twice a week until I went off to college.
"I went through my first year of college without even dating; not because of class load or study time, but because I just didn't find anyone I liked well enough to go out with. Does that sound like someone who would end up with the problem I have? My second and third years were different. I dated lots of guys and even slept with several of them, but they were not serious relationships - satisfying, but not serious.
I met Jody, the man I would eventually marry, toward the end of my third year and it was love at first sight. We became inseparable and for the first time in my life I began to crave sex, especially oral sex. Jody loved oral sex and I loved giving it to him, mostly because I wanted to give him pleasure, but also because I loved his taste. His sperm tasted like the nectar of the gods to me. For six months I was the happiest girl at school and then one day we had an argument over something so unimportant that I can't even remember it now and we broke up. That Saturday I saw him going into a movie with another girl and I got mad. Apart only two days and already dating someone else, well two can play that game I thought. The next boy that asked me out I said yes to and before the date was over I had sucked his cock and then fucked him. He tasted different than Jody and even though he wanted to keep seeing me I said no because I didn't want any more permanent relationships.
I started playing the field and if a boy dated me he got his dick sucked and then I fucked him. The word went out that if you could get Lisa to say yes to a date you were almost certain to get laid. I stopped at a campus phone booth to make a call one day and I saw it written on the wall of the booth - for a good time call Lisa and it gave my phone number. I went home for Christmas vacation and a few of the guys I had gone to school with asked me out and every one of them got laid and got their cocks sucked.
It wasn't because I loved sucking cock that they all scored, it was because I had become fascinated with the different flavors of their cum. No two boys ever tasted alike to me and I got to the point where I would look at a guy and try to imagine what he would taste like. From there it went to my actually trying to seduce the husbands and boyfriends of girls that I knew just to suck their cocks and see how they tasted.
Back at school for spring term Jody knocked on my door one night and after a long talk we were back together again, but after three weeks of being back together I got to missing my "taste tests" and I started seeing other guys on the side. I really didn't care if I fucked them or not as long as I got to suck their dicks and see what they tasted like. Oh, I got fucked a lot and that led to the next step on my road to ruin. Jody always commented on how wet I was when we made love and I got the wicked and depraved idea of seeing how he might like the taste of me with some one else's cum in me. Would he even notice? I decided to try it one time and if he questioned the taste I'd say that something I ate must have temporarily altered my body chemistry. So one afternoon I had a quickie on the back seat of a guys car and an hour later I went sixty-nine with Jody. He didn't say a word, but it seemed to me that he ate me with more passion than he usually did. After that, every time I fucked another guy I made sure that it was late enough in the day that the guys cum would still be fresh when Jody and I made love.
And that was another odd thing - I fucked other guys, but with Jody I was always making love. I'll never understand why I did that to Jody because I loved him, I really did. I sat down one night in my last year of school and counted up how many guys I'd been with since the time that Jody and I had broken up - one hundred and seventy-seven, and I'm sure I missed a couple. How Jody never managed to find out about me I'll never know. I guess maybe I thought he knew and liked it, at least up to the point when I found out he didn't, but that comes later."
I sat there stunned at what I was hearing. I was used to hearing tales of depravity and debauchery at these meetings and it had in fact become almost boring, but the thought of this angelic faced, innocent looking young woman coupling with over one hundred and seventy men shocked me to the core - and she wasn't even done with her story yet. I began to worry that we might not be able to help one who had come so far so fast. I could not imagine that from the time she left school until now that she could have fallen much farther, but I found that I was sitting on the edge of my chair in anticipation of hearing the rest of her story.
"Just before graduation Jody asked me to marry him. Marriage would make a difference in that I was to be Jody's and I stopped seeing other guys. The three months between the proposal and the wedding I did not see another guy and I was sure I was going to be a loyal and faithful wife. Unfortunately that didn't last past the reception. Jody's best man was his best friend from high school, a tall, good looking redhead named Todd and my first thought when I met him at the rehearsal dinner was "I wonder what a redhead's cum tastes like." I found out the next night.
There had been a lot of drinking and dancing going on and I went outside to get a breath of fresh air. Todd came up to me a minute later and sat down next to me and said, "I still have your number in my wallet" and I looked at him and asked him what he meant by that. He told me that he had visited his cousin at college and as a kick he had been watching from the closet as I gave his cousin a blow job and then let him fuck me. Since Todd planned on transferring to the school his cousin had given Todd my phone number.
"Does Jody know?" I asked, and Todd told not me that as far as he knew.
"Well, if you haven't told him about that you probably won't tell him if I suck your cock and fuck you now" and I did him leaning against the side of the building. Todd talked me into sucking off two of the ushers that night, but he was the only one to fuck me. Jody expected that I would be wet, but I didn't want to be too wet.
"That night set the pattern for our marriage. Jody was a loving husband and we had two beautiful children in the first three years and they might even be his, but then again they might not because in the same period I had over a hundred different men. I'd suck their cocks, swallow their cum and then let them fuck me before going home and going sixty-nine with Jody. He never knew, but he swallowed almost as much as strange cum as I did.
"My world of deceit started to unravel at my cousins wedding. Todd was there and we snuck off to a storeroom. I was on my knees sucking him off when my mother came in looking for table cloths. As soon as she saw me she gave a loud gasp and backed out of the room. I started to get up, but Todd pushed me back down and came in my mouth. He had me bent over a table and was fucking me from behind when my mother came back with my father. I had just begun to orgasm when they opened the door and Todd tried to pull out and I screamed at him not to stop, that I was cumming and to fuck me harder. My parents turned and left and before the night was over my whole family knew me for the whore that I was. My father is a minister, and both of my brothers were in divinity school and in their eyes there was nothing worse than what I was - an adulteress. They haven't spoken to me since that night.
"Jody didn't find out for another six months. We were having a party at our house and I was out behind the garage leaning against the wall with my skirt up around my waist being fucked by Jody's boss when Jody caught us. He broke his bosses' jaw, which cost him his job, and then he threw me out onto the street. All of his buddies, who were careful to keep Jody in the dark about what they were doing with me, suddenly rallied to his side and testified against me during the divorce and I lost everything.

"Todd took me in and gave me a place to stay until I could find a job and save enough to get a place of my own, but only if I let he and his friends fuck me. It took me six months to save enough to move out and during that six months another fifty or sixty guys used my mouth or pussy. When I had enough to get my own apartment I moved out one day when Todd was at work and changed jobs at the same time. Hopefully no one will be able to find me and I can try to restart my life. The day I started my new job I walked into the office and found eleven men staring at me. I know it was only my imagination playing tricks on me, but the expression on each of those eleven faces seemed to be saying to me, "Me first" and I knew I needed to find help right away or I would be lost."
Tears were running down her cheeks as she said, "Please help me, please. Don't let me slide any farther down the road to hell."
My heart went out to the poor girl, and that's all she was - a young girl, and I promised myself that I would do all in my power to help her. During the social hour following the meeting I went looking for her and found that she was already in good hands. I saw Jerry giving her his phone number and I felt better. Jerry has helped so many of the women who have come to us that he could probably qualify for sainthood. Lisa was going to be all right.
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As I watched her walk toward the front of the room I had a hard time believing that anyone who looked so innocent and angelic could stand in the front of this room and admit to being one of us. But then I should know by now that all kinds of people have our problem. Among us are a doctor, a minister, a ministers wife (not related), several government officials, a couple of lawyers, a cop, a fireman, a garbage man, several housewives and the list could go on for hours. All of them are here because they all share the same addiction - they are all lovers of cum - cum junkies - cream pie lovers - call them what you will, they all love cum. Cum in their mouths, cum in their pussies; man or woman, it doesn't matter, they are all here to try and kick their habit.
Well, almost all of them. I'm not here because I'm a cum slut, I'm here because they are. I'm here because I'm drawn to cum junkies. I'm a predator and this is my feeding ground. As I watched the innocent looking young lady making her way to the front of the gathering I felt eyes on me and I looked around and saw them all looking at me. Brenda, Julie, Mary Jo, Beverly and Joyce; they all knew what I was sitting there thinking and they also knew that they wouldn't say anything to anybody about it. I had that kind of power over them and they all feared that I would exercise that power by denying them what they wanted, no - make that what they needed.
I found out about these meetings from a friend and at first I hadn't believed him. Oh I knew that there were a lot of self-help groups around like Alcoholics Anonymous, but a group for cumaholics? So I came to see for myself and once at a meeting the possibilities became obvious to me. I attended several meetings, heard the stories and got a feel for the group. One night I stood up in front of the group and made up a bullshit story about my supposed addiction and I was in. Then I sat back and waited for my first opportunity.
Her name was Harriet and she was a fairly plain looking woman who was obviously very insecure. Her story was classic, she'd never had a boyfriend and suddenly one day a boy asked her out. He'd tried to kiss her goodnight after a date, but she wouldn't let him and he never called again. A year went by before another boy asked her out and when he tried to kiss her she had let him out of fear of not getting another date. From there it moved to heavy necking, then to being felt up and finally he wanted to go all the way. She just knew if she didn't give in she would never see him again so she went all the way with him.
She had loved it and wanted to do more. She and the boy got it on whenever they could find a flat surface and then one day he brought a friend. She was hesitant, but again afraid she would lose the boy if she didn't do what he wanted. A couple of weeks later it was two friends and then the friends started coming around on their own and she let them have her because it was what her boyfriend wanted, wasn't it? And then the boyfriend caught her with his friends, called her a whore and walked away from her, but she didn't care because she was getting steady fucking from his friends. And then those friends brought some of their friends and those friends brought friends and soon she was being taken to frat parties and she realized she didn't need a steady boyfriend because if she opened her legs she could have all the boyfriends she wanted.
One night several boys put her in a bathtub and took turns peeing on her and she became so disgusted with herself that she thought of suicide. Luckily a friend told her about the group and she came to the group for help. After each meeting there is a social hour with coffee and donuts and I moved in on Harriet. I told her that it took guts to get up in front of a group this large and bare her soul. I told her that having the nerve to do that was a good sign and that if she really worked at it the group could help her lick her problem. I gave her my phone number and told her to feel free to call me for moral support anytime she felt herself starting to backslide. She smiled at me, thanked me and tucked my number away in her purse. It was a long shot, but one worth taking.
I was surprised when only two days later she called me with panic in her voice, and asked me for my help. Several guys wanted her to pull a train at a frat party and she was torn between going to the frat house or locking herself in her bathroom. I asked her for her address and told her I would be right over. When I got there she let me in and we sat on her couch and I held her hand. She started crying and I pulled her to me and comforted her as best I could. I told her to be strong, to put her desires behind her and she moaned, "But I want to, I need it. I'm hurting and I crave it."
I smiled and told her that we all felt that way. Even I felt that way and I took her hand and put it on the lump in my pants saying, "See? Even I have the need, but all that is required is will power. If you don't give in it makes you stronger. Here, let me show you."
And I unzipped and pulled out my cock. "Put your hand on it" and she did. "Okay, move your hand up and down" and she did. "See? You are a desirable young woman, but even though you are fondling me I am able to use will power to fight my desires. Even though what you are doing feels great and I want you so bad it hurts I am able to exercise my will power and keep my hands to myself."
All the while I'm spreading the bullshit she is stroking my cock and staring at it. She slowly lowered her head and took me in her mouth and five minutes later I was fucking her.
Mary Jo was next and she was followed in turn by Julie, Beverly and Joyce. Brenda was my most recent conquest and she was by far the hardest because her husband brought her to every meeting and hardly ever left her side. But one evening he left her long enough to go to the bathroom and that was all I needed. I gave her my number and the same line of bullshit I'd given the others and she put my number in her pocket. I left her before her husband got back and then waited to see what would happen. If she didn't call it wouldn't have mattered much since I was fucking the other women two and three times a week each. But I wanted Brenda to join my little harem simply because she was married and I get a huge charge out of fucking another mans wife.
It took three weeks for her to get around to calling me. Her husband was out of town on business and she had the urge and was trying hard to fight it and needed someone to talk to. I told her to talk away, but she said no, she needed face to face contact, the phone was too impersonal. "Besides" she said, "I may need someone to throw me down on the floor and sit on me to keep me from doing what I want to do."
I smiled to myself as I thought about how she might very well find herself on the floor. I went over to her place and she let me in, offered me coffee and when I said no she led me to the couch. She looked me right in the eye and said, "We both know why you are here. The other girls have told me all about you and frankly, I don't believe a word of it."
I smiled at her. I knew what she was asking. I was a dumpy looking, balding fifty year old guy who looked like every ones favorite uncle - no sex object me! I stood up and stripped while she watched. I didn't have music and I didn't do any bumps and grinds, but I took it slow and deliberate. First jacket, then shirt followed by tee shirt. I stepped out of my loafers, bent and took off my socks and then straightened up and stood there for a minute, just watching her face, before dropping my trousers and boxers at the same time. I smiled at the look of amazement that came over her face, "Oh my God" she said as she reached out and touched it - touched the power that I had over the others and might soon have over her. I said soon might because there are some women who can take it or leave it, but most, once they have it, want it over and over and over again. I might not have been blessed when they handed out good looks, but to make up for it I'd been given a nice, fat twelve inch cock and the stamina to put it to good use. That was the hold I had on the others. They kept quiet about what I was doing because if they didn't they wouldn't get it any more. The only question now was would Brenda be strong willed enough to take her fill and then tell me to piss off.
"Oh baby, I've got to have that" and she pulled me to her. She fell back on the couch and spread her legs wide, "No foreplay baby, I got wet enough while you were on your way over just from thinking that what the girls told me might be true. Just put it in."
Well, she wasn't wet enough and I had to work at getting it in her and she had an orgasm before I was half way in. Brenda was one hot fuck and she was going to be my new favorite fuck toy if she joined my string. She had orgasm after orgasm as I did my best to make sure that she wanted to keep on being my fuck toy. When I finally came she went down on me to get me hard again and I was surprised that she was able to get almost half of me in her mouth. The other girls could barely get a third in. When I was hard again she led me into her bedroom, "Mike will be gone for three days. I hope you don't have any pressing engagements."
Brenda kept me at her house for two days and she was one of the very few ladies who could stay with me as far as endurance was concerned. I left most of them lying worn out on their beds, but Brenda was still ready to go. I would have loved to stay for more, but I had business to take care of.
"When can I see you again?" she wanted to know as I got ready to leave.
"When would you like to?" I asked.
"Mike won't be home until tomorrow night. How about tonight?"
Brenda was a good fit in my little harem. The really nice thing about my harem is that all the girls are willing to help me make a new conquest as long as I see to it that they all still get their fair share. As the innocent looking young lady made her way nervously to the front of the room I knew I could depend on them to help me with her. As an aside, I do help these women with their addiction; I say to them "only me or not me at all" and so far it seems to have worked. I sat and listened while I anticipated sticking my cock in that angelic face.
"Hi. I'm Lisa and I'm a cum hungry slut."
Yes you are my dear and I am going to try and see to it that you stay one.
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"My trousers fell to the floor and her eyes widened as she saw my proud tower of flesh. She stared in fascination as I climbed on the bed and positioned my thick, eight-inch piece of man meat at the entrance to her tunnel of love. Suddenly, as if coming out of a trance, she cried out, "No, we can't, we must not. It would kill my husband if he found out."
"Hush girl, you know that you want this."
"Oh god I do, I really do, but this is just so wrong."
"This will make it right" I said as I pushed my hard pole into her quivering quim."
"Can you believe it? Proud tower of flesh? Tunnel of love? I'm telling you that real people do not talk like that. Real people don't write shit like that. The letters in these magazines are all bullshit man. They are made up by people who work at the magazine."
Andy waved the copy of Penthouse Letters that he had been reading and said, "These stories are phony as shit too." He leafed through the magazine and stopped at a page, "Here's one. A housewife whose husband is out of town on business takes her laundry to the Laundromat. According to the story she has never been unfaithful. While she's doing the wash a guy comes in to wash his stuff. He asks her if he should use bleach on something and she tells him no and then a paragraph later she is on her knees sucking his cock and then she goes back to his room with him and they fuck for the three days her husband is gone.
"I'm telling you guys, all this is phony shit. Things like that just don't happen in real life" and as all the other guys sitting there agreed with him I just sat there and thought, "You are wrong Andy, oh so wrong. Things like that do happen in the real world" and I let my memory take me back to the spring of 1954.
I'd taken my discharge at Fort Lewis in November of 1953 after coming home from spending a sixteen-month tour of duty in Korea. I'd come home to a family that had missed me and who had welcomed me home with home coming parties and family get togethers. My sister's current boyfriend gave me a lead on a job where he worked and I applied, got the job and started to get on with my life.
But something was missing. I couldn't quite get into civilian life. Stopping with the guys after work for a beer was boring and tame. Even the few dates I went on seemed uninteresting. I didn't know what was the matter with me, but some one else did - my father. He and I really didn't get along and as far as I was concerned it was all his fault. He had come home from War Two, stayed with my mom and me for about two months and then he split. One day he left for work and never came home. Six months later he was back. He and my mom disappeared into their bedroom and I heard them talking most of the night and in the morning it seemed as if she had forgiven him, but I never did.
I was still living at home and one night I got home from work and found him sitting at the kitchen table waiting for me with a couple of beers. He opened one and pushed it toward me and motioned for me to sit down. We looked at each other in silence for several minutes and then he said, "Figured it out yet?"
"Figured out what?"
"Just what it is that seems out of kilter with your life? Why everything seems just a little bit off and you can't quite put your finger on it?"
That was exactly what I was feeling; how could he know? "No, no I haven't."
"Think about it. What were you doing and what are you doing now?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"Okay, since I don't know what your circumstances were and I have to assume that the Army has changed some since my day I'll give it to you from my side.
"When I was drafted in 1942 there was none of this two year bullshit. When they took you it was "For the war plus six months." Then they take you to a training camp and they train you sixteen hours a day to kill people and destroy things. You learn to use rifles, pistols, BARs, machine guns, mortars, hand grenades, bayonets and knives. Then you finish basic and are assigned to a unit and the training goes on. It never lets up; this is how you kill, this is how you blow this up, this is how you tear this down. This is your enemy. Learn to hate him because he is evil personified and then kill him every chance you get.
"Then you find yourself in a landing craft approaching a beach. Bullets are clanging off the hull, artillery bursts are going off all around you. The ramp goes down and you find yourself in a living hell as men are dying all around you. You fight your way off the beach and for the next six months it is hedge row to hedge row, town after town, storming pillboxes, kicking down doors and tossing in grenades, fighting house to house and all the time men are falling all around you wounded and dying.
"They finally pull you out of line and send you back to a rest area and just about the time you stop wetting your pants every time you hear a loud noise they load you on trucks and send you back up to the line and it starts all over again. Suddenly one day it stops. It is like some one threw a switch. One minute you are being shot at and two seconds later it is peace and quiet. You get loaded on a troop shit and twenty-one days later you are back in the USA and two weeks later you are standing at a train station with a government travel voucher in one hand and your discharge papers in the other
"Three days later you are home, but home to what? A nine to five job, nights sitting on the couch listening to Amos and Andy or George Burns and Gracie Allen? The days are dull and boring after what you have just been through. Some men just can't go from months of stark terror to orderly calm over night.
"That's where the Army, Navy and Marines fail us. They wind us up, but whenever what they wound us up for is over, they cut us loose. There is no period of winding down, of getting what they pumped into you out of your system. One day you are clearing a house room to room with grenades and bayonets and then suddenly you are in a house and fixing the storm windows. Some made the adjustment, but a lot of us didn't."
"That's why you left us?"
"I had to get away. I had to, for lack of a better way of saying it, cleanse my system. I had to get rid of the insane urge to settle every argument with a vertical butt stroke. I was seething with violence and I had to get it out of me."
"So what did you do when you were gone?"
"I'm not going into that. A lot of what I did I'm not proud of, but to boil it down I looked for dangerous jobs, jobs that would let me work the bad shit out of my system. It took a while, but one day I woke up and said, "I could get killed doing this shit" and I knew then it was time to try and come home. Luckily for me your mother is one hell of an understanding woman.
"I see a lot of what I felt when I came home in you. The shooting in your war ended in July of '53 so you had a couple of months to adjust, but you still seem to have - I don't know - a need to let off steam."
"So what do you suggest I do?"
"Hell, I don't know. Take up sky diving, go over Niagara Falls in a barrel, just do something that will burn whatever is still inside of you out of you."
Not too long after that I saw Marlon Brando in "The Wild Ones" and I don't to this day know exactly why, but at the point in the picture where the town girl says to Brando, "What are you rebelling against Johnny?" and Brando replied, "I don't know, whaddya got?" I knew that I needed to get a motorcycle and go screaming down the highway with my hair on fire. It would be exciting and exhilarating and just maybe dangerous enough to burn out what my father thought he saw in me.
I bought a used 1947 Harley and set out to run up and down the roads as fast as I could. It was not an uneventful time in my life. I pushed that bike to the limit and several times I had the cops chasing me for being so far over the speed limit that my speedometer was pegged out. But I was on my Harley and I was invincible and I ran from them and I never did get caught.
One day I was in a gas station filling up when another rider came in. He said he had seen me riding around the neighborhood and he introduced himself and we started riding together. He belonged to a club and he talked me into joining and soon I was riding all over the state with a group of guys. One night we were sitting in a tavern drinking beer and trying to decide where we were going to go next when a guy and a girl walked in and sat down in a booth. It was dark in the place so I did not get a good look at them, but it was obvious from the loud talking coming from their booth that they were not happy with each other.
Me and the guys got up and left. My 74 didn't want to start right off and the other guys had already pulled out of the lot when I heard, "Most of the others had girls riding with them. Don't you have a girl to ride with?"
I turned and looked and saw that it was the girl who had been arguing with the guy in the tavern. Not bad looking, but no raving beauty either. She did have a stupendous set of tits though. I found out later that they were 38DDs.
"No" I said, "I don't have a girl to ride with me."
"Sure you do. Scoot up and make room for me."
I kicked the bike one more time and it roared to life, she got on behind me and I tore out of the lot and cranked it on to try and catch up with my buddies. Three miles down the road a car came up behind me flashing it's headlights and blowing it's horn. I turned to look at it (mirrors were 'sissy' things back then) and the girl said, "It's my husband, lose him."
My first instinct was to dump her off the bike - I didn't need to be getting into it with no husband - but at the speed we were going it wouldn't have been a good thing. And then I thought about how good it felt to have those 38s boring holes in my back as she held on tight so I twisted the throttle and left the car eating my dust. Three minutes later I caught up with the pack and roared past them and they picked up speed and came up on my tail. There was a crossroads coming up and I asked her if she wanted me to let her off to wait for him.
"Hell no. Turn left, he'll go right thinking that I'm heading home."
I hung a left and twenty miles later we came to a tavern on a lake and I pulled into the parking lot. The others pulled in behind me and as they were putting down their kickstands I saw their curious glances. I also saw the apprehension in the girl's eyes as she looked around at them and I knew right away what she was thinking.
"Relax" I said. "They will if you want them to, but you will have to make it very clear to them that is what you want. Is that what this is all about?"
"No, no it isn't. I'm pissed at my husband, but not that pissed."
"Care to bring me up to speed?"
"I just found out that Mike has been fucking my cousin Sally and I decided that if he can screw around so can I. I told him that and he laughed at me and told me that I wasn't the type to do something like that. When your gang got up to leave I saw that you didn't have a girl so here I am."
"So it wasn't my rugged manliness that attracted you? I'm just a piece of meat that you can use to get back at your husband?"
"Whatever. You going to turn me down?" She lifted her sweater up over her head and took off her bra, "You going to walk away from these?"
The rest of the guys were hooting and whistling as I stared at her tits. They were perfect. No sag to them at all and they stuck straight out like the tips of two torpedoes. I looked from them to her face and then back down at those marvelous tits and said, "No, no I'm not, not in this lifetime anyway."
I brought the others up to date on what was happening and then we went into the tavern and shot pool and drank beer for a couple of hours and then we headed for home.
I had my own apartment by then and I led Amy through it to the bedroom. I turned on the light and turned to her, "You don't have to do this. You can just tell him that you did."
"Oh no, I have to do it. I have to get even with that bastard. Also, I have to prove him wrong. He said that I couldn't do it so I have to prove to myself that I can" and with that she started to take off her clothes. She cupped her tits in her hands and squeezed them as she offered them to me.
"You like? My nipples are very sensitive and I can actually orgasm when they are licked and sucked. Care try?"
I made love to those tits. I licked, sucked and slobbered all over them and she squealed with delight. The harder I worked on them the louder she squealed and moaned and then she did have an orgasm and don't think that didn't make me feel like a stud horse.
"My turn now baby. My husband says I'm quite good at this" and she sank to her knees in front of me and gave me the hottest blow job I'd ever received. Why her stupid fuck of a husband wasted his time on some one else when he had her I'll never know. I was so worked up from working on her tits that she got me off in no time. After she had swallowed every drop I had and had licked me clean she said, "Not to worry baby, we aren't even close to being done.
She pulled me up onto the bed and pushed me down on my back and then she straddled me. She lifted my limp cock up and then she surrounded it with those stupendous melons and tit fucked me until I was hard again.
It was thirty-six hours before we came out of the bedroom to do anything other than eat or go to the toilet and it might have gone on longer had I been able to get it up any more. She was totally insatiable. We fucked and then she would suck my dick to get me hard again. This happened four times before we fell asleep curled up around each other. Three hours later she woke me up with another blow job and when she saw that I was awake she slid forward and sat on my face and I did what was expected of me until she pulled herself away from me.
"I guess my husband doesn't know me as well as he thought he did. I am not only capable of doing this I have discovered that I like doing this. I want to do something that I've never let my husband do to me. Would you fuck me in my ass?"
When we finally got to the point where my cock just would not respond we fell asleep and slept for ten hours. When I woke up she was on the phone.
"That is up to you," she was saying. "You just have to know that I won't put up with it. You got away with it this time because I decided to pay you back in kind. If it happens again I'll just leave and that will be the end of it. So, with that in mind should I come home or do you just want to go ahead and call it quits now?"
"I don't know, it is up to him. If he is finished with me I'll be home sometime today, but if he still wants more of my pussy it may be a day or two."
"You should have thought of that before you decided to fuck Sally."
"I'll ask him."
She turned to me, "How much longer would you like me to stay?"
"The rest of my life sounds like a start."
"It may be a couple of days yet Mike. I'll give you a call."
She turned to me again, "You want breakfast first to build up your strength, or do you want to work up an appetite first?"
At the end of the third day she called her husband and told him that they were even. "We can try to put things back together now if you want to, just remember - do it again and I won't waste time getting even, I'll just be gone."
When I pulled up in front of her place he was sitting on the front porch waiting. She kissed me and climbed off the bike and headed for the house and he got up and ran to her, hugged her and then picked her up and carried her into the house. I motored off wishing that he would have had all of her stuff stacked outside on the porch so I could have taken her back home with me. She had my phone number and I told her to call me if things didn't work out and that I'd come back and get her, but I never heard from her again.
The motorcycle and the things I did while I owned it took whatever it was inside me that I had brought home from Korea and killed it off. My father's confession and my understanding of it healed the riff between us and two years later I met and married the woman who celebrated our fiftieth anniversary with me last month.
Andy tossed the magazine onto the center of the break room table and the thump it made when it hit brought me out of my reverie. "It's rubbish, all rubbish" he said again and all I could do was smile.
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It started when I was thirteen years old. I was at the drive in movies with my parents and I'd gone to use the bathrooms. On the way back to our car I was passing by a car and I heard, "Oh yeah baby, fuck me with your cock," and I peeked in the window and saw a guy fucking a girl in the backseat and I stayed and watched until the girl looked up and saw me and then I ran back to our car. Two weeks later my parents took me to the movies again and I left the car on the pretext of going to the bathroom, but I prowled the lot until I found another couple fucking in their car. I was hooked!
When drive in movies disappeared I was devastated. For four years I had watched over sixty couples getting it on in their back seats and I was a confirmed voyeur. I started walking the neighborhood at night, looking in open windows and I was rewarded on several occasions by seeing couples screwing. Twice I saw one woman doing two guys while a third sat in a chair and watched (same house) and once I saw a woman with five guys. I caught hell on that one because I stayed and watched so long I missed my curfew and got grounded for a week. Fortunately I woke up to the fact that what I was doing was frowned upon by the law, and since jail wasn't in the long-term plan I had for myself, I quit - cold turkey! I didn't realize how hooked I was on watching until then.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I was eighteen and a senior in high school I met the woman who would one day become my wife. Mary was the school slut and even though she was a senior I don't think there was a guy in any of the lower grades that Mary hadn't fucked if they were willing. A lot of guys wouldn't have anything to do with her because of her reputation and there were a lot of guys she wasn't interested in, like me. I was overweight, wore glasses with lenses that looked like the bottoms of pop bottles, and I was thought of as a nerd. But even nerds get lucky once in a while.
Senior prom was fast approaching and I was not planning on attending since none of the girls I asked would go with me. I was sitting in the school cafeteria eating my lunch and reading a chemistry book when someone sat down across from me. I looked up from the book and saw Mary sitting there. Now Mary might have been the school fuck pig, but she was no skag. One the ten scale Mary was a solid eight and possibly even a nine. She opened her lunch bag and then she said, "You going to the prom?"
I shook my head no and she asked, "Why not?"
"Can't get anyone to go with me" I said.
She looked at me with her cool green eyes and asked, "Do you want to go?"
"I don't know. I suppose I should since it's supposed to be part of the high school experience, but I don't even know how to dance, at least not all that well."
"Well," Mary said, "You and me are in the same boat. I'm good enough to fuck, but no one wants to be seen in public with me, at least not at something like the prom. You want to take me?"
Sweet Jesus, I thought, does a bear shit in the woods? Does a duck walk barefoot on the beach? There was a moments hesitation on my part, not because I needed to think about it, but because I couldn't believe this was happening. She noticed the hesitation and said, "Don't say no because you can't dance. I can teach you all you'll need to know. Unless you are going to say no because you don't want to be seen with me either."
I broke out laughing so loud that everyone in the cafeteria looked over at us and Mary said, "What's so funny?" I got my laughing under control and said, "I'd kill to have something as nice as you on my arm, and you think I'd turn you down?" She smiled and offered me her hand; "Shake?" and I took her hand and said, "Deal!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We arranged to meet after school and we went to her house and started on dance lessons. Fifteen minutes of trying to work on the waltz and Mary stopped and said, "This isn't working."
I looked at her confused. "Your hardon," she said, "It keeps getting in the way," and she knelt down in front of me and opened my fly. Taking out my dick she wrapped her lips around it and started sucking me off. I am ashamed to say that I came in less than a minute. She swallowed my cum and tucked me back in and we got back to practice. We practiced for another two hours and at the end Mary said, "Not bad. Not bad at all. By prom night you'll be a regular Fred Astair. Can I ask you a personal question?"
I nodded a yes. "Are you a virgin?"
My face flushed red and I mumbled a yes.
"I thought so. You came pretty quick earlier." She looked at her watch and said, "We've still got an hour before my mom gets home."
It was wonderful! The first time I came almost as quick as when she sucked me off. The second time I lasted about four minutes and I was still going strong ten minutes into the third time when Mary said we had to hurry up and finish because her mom would be home soon. For the next five weeks it was dance practice followed by fucking and by prom night I was pretty good at both. The only down side to things was the knowledge that after the dance I would probably never see her again. I knew I was being used by Mary to get back at the guys who had turned their backs on her, but I didn't care. I was in love with her.
The night of the prom I picked Mary up in a limousine hired by my parents. It was a surprise and my dad said, "Your mother and I wanted this night to be memorable," and he handed me a hundred-dollar bill, "Have fun, but be home by some time next week" and both he and my mother laughed.
When Mary and I drove up in front of the gym we were the center of attention - we were the only ones in a limo - and I have never been prouder than I was on that night when I walked up the steps with Mary on my arm. She was drop dead gorgeous and easily the best looking girl there and, to me at least, the night was magical. It seemed as if all eyes were on us the entire evening. We danced every dance and whenever anyone tried to cut in Mary said, "No thanks. This evening belongs to Robert."
I hate to brag, but we were good together. Astair and Rogers couldn't have done it any better; if the band played it, Mary and I danced it. Twice they played a song and only Mary and I were out on the floor; waltz, rumba, samba, foxtrot, watusi, the monkey, line dances, we did them all. God, but I did not want the night to end and send me back to being the obscure nerd that I was before Mary. When the band played the last dance Mary buried her head in my shoulder and whispered, "Thank you Robert. You'll never know what this night meant for me."
Oh yes I did. It meant as much or more to me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As we were leaving Mary said, "We have been invited to a party. Can we go?" I smiled at her and said, "If it will keep the evening from ending," and she stood on her toes and kissed me.
The party was your typical kegger. It was held at the home of one of the guys whose parents had sprung for the keg and then gone to spend the night at a motel after making John promise that the house would still be there in the morning. We hadn't been there twenty minutes before Mary came up to me and said, "You know my reputation, right?' and I kind of shrugged my shoulders and didn't say anything. "It should be obvious to you after the weeks we've spent together that I do it because I love doing it, not because I crave the attention."
"What's this all about?" I asked. Mary hesitated and then said, "Some of the guys want me to pull a train. I want to do it, but you're my date and if you say no I won't do it."
Talk about agonizing decisions. Mary was mine for the night and so far it had been the best night of my life and I didn't want to share it with anybody, but I loved Mary and I wanted her to be happy and enjoy this night as much as I had. I took her face in both hands and bent to kiss her. When I broke the kiss I said, "I get to be first and I get to be last."
Mary smiled and kissed me again, "First, last, and always lover. Come on," and she took me by the hand and led me to one of the bedrooms.
Again, I hate to brag, but I was a stallion that first time. I fucked Mary a good twenty minutes before I came and all the time the other guys were crying, "Come on for Christ's sake, we want some too." And then my night really got good! I watched as Mary fucked nine different guys, three of them four times, four of them twice and I saw her take three loads down her throat. Every once in a while she would look over at me standing there, stroking my dick, and blow me a kiss. It was a voyeur's dream - watch and not have to run, or duck and hide. When everyone was done and Mary and I were alone in the room she held her arms open to me and said, "I'm waiting lover," and I crawled on top of her and my cock fell into her wide-open pussy. I could just barely feel the walls of her pussy, but I was in heaven. After a long leisurely fuck that lasted twenty or more minutes we cleaned up and I took her home. As we stood on her front porch she gave me a log kiss and then said, "Thank you Robert for the most perfect evening of my life," and then she went inside.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I don't know what happened that magical night, but I suddenly became popular. People who had hardly ever spoken to me before invited me to parties. Girls who had always turned up their noses up at me were hinting I should call. I dated several of them, and even fucked a few, but my mind was always on Mary. I saw her around, always on the arm of one jock or another, but she never seemed to notice me, or so I thought.
It was the week before graduation and I was in the cafeteria, nose buried in a book, when someone sat down at the table with me. I looked up from the book and saw Mary. "You haven't called." I put my book down and looked at her with confusion on my face. "Are you like the rest of them? Fuck me and suddenly I'm not good enough for you anymore?" I just stared at her; I couldn't seem to find the right words to say. "Well fuck you asshole!" and she got up to leave.
I grabbed her by the arm and she tried to pull away but I wouldn't let go and finally she sat back down. "I didn't know you wanted me to call," I said. "I thought you only wanted me around to get you through the prom."
She gave me a withering look, "I am not that much of a bitch! I thought you cared for me. You're the only guy who has ever treated me like I was more than just a piece of meat. Christ, I even asked you for permission to let me do other guys, and after I did you made love to me. Not just fucked me, you made love to me," and she looked at my face. I don't know what she saw, but she said, "Don't you dare deny it, you did, you made love to me - I know it!"
What could I say, it was true. "You're right. I did make love to you. Every time we had sex I was making love to you, because I do love you."
"Then why haven't you called? And don't give me that bullshit about the prom!"
"Look at me," I said, "I'm an overweight, four eyed nerd. I see you going around with the best looking guys in school, so why would I even think you would want to hear from me? Why, after having the best night of my life with you, would I risk calling you just to get turned down?"
She just looked at me and then she shook her head, "You sure can be a dumb fuck sometimes. I turned you into the best dancer in school in only three weeks. Give me a couple of months and I'll turn you into a Greek god."
Well, she never managed to do that, but she did work my ass off and I did lose twenty-eight pounds before we started college in the fall. She put me on weights to firm me up; contacts took care of the four eyes, but the nerd was bone deep and there to stay. Can't help it, I've always been the studious type and I've always strived for top grades. Mary had me in such great shape that I actually went out for sports in college and I eventually got a letter in soccer. If I had started sooner I might even have done some good at football; one of the coaches told me I had the best hands he'd ever seen.
Mary was my steady girl all the way through college, with a twist. She still fucked other guys, but only after asking me for permission first. My answer was always" I get to be first and last?' and she always said, "First, last and always lover."
Everybody always thought that I was just standing there watching while waiting my turn and I was, but I was watching for the pure pleasure of watching.
I graduated with a degree in Electrical Engineering and Mary got her degree in Computer Science and we decided it was time for us to make things legal and we got married. Our wedding reception was not what you would call traditional; Mary got fucked by twenty-one guys that night while I watched and waited to be last. We are doing pretty well for ourselves and Mary is still a cock crazy slut. She asked me for blanket permission for her to be able to fuck her clients (it would be awkward to have me around for that) and I gave it. Whenever she does she always hurries home to give me my sloppy seconds and I never get tired of them. She has slowed down a little over the last couple of years and only does a gangbang once every two or three weeks and I'm always there watching, and I always make love to her when it's over. Our tenth anniversary is coming up soon and Mary wants to celebrate by asking the twenty-one guys who fucked her at the wedding reception to a party. You know my answer to that, "I get to be first and last, right?"
And - I get to watch.
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There I stood in hospital greens, video camera in hand, ready to tape the birth of our first child. The doctor, the head nurse, the rest of the delivery room crew moved around in their well-practiced ballet. Janet was breathing hard and moaning as the doctor was telling her to concentrate, to push, and the nurses were all cooing, "Everything is going to be okay honey" and other comforting things. Then someone said, "Here it comes" and I zoomed in with the telephoto lens. We had wanted the surprise so when the ultrasound was done we told then not to tell us the sex of the baby, "We want it to be a surprise" and a surprise it was - a very big surprise. As the baby came out into it's first day of life in the open air everyone there saw that the skin of the baby was not white.
I went home from the hospital not understanding what had just happened. How could my wife have delivered a black baby? I mean the answer was obvious, but I was too shocked to be thinking straight and it wasn't until after I got home and had several stiff drinks that I faced up to the fact the my wife had been impregnated by a Negro. The child that I had joyously awaited since the day that Janet told me she was pregnant was not mine. The father was a black man. My wife had been fucking a black man! I don't know what killed me more; the fact that the hoped for child wasn't mine or that my wife was an unfaithful whore.
I'd left the hospital right after my 'big surprise' and I hadn't yet faced Janet. I had no idea what she was going to say or if I was even going to go back to the hospital and listen. I didn't even know if I was going to the hospital and bring her home when the doctor released her or just let her fend for herself. Maybe I should just let her call her black lover and let him pick her up and take her home with him. God knows there wasn't much left at our apartment for either of us to come home to. I couldn't stay there. There would be too many painful memories associated with the place. I thought that maybe the best thing to do was quickly move out while Janet was in the hospital and just never see her again. I couldn't understand it. I'd thought we'd been so happy together. How could she have done this to me, to us?
In the end the need to know was stronger than the outrage I felt and I went back to the hospital. Janet was in a semi-private room and there was someone occupying the other bed. I was extremely angry, but I'm the type who hates public scenes so all I could do was stand there and stare at Janet. At first she wouldn't look at me and she kept her face turned away from me. Then she said something, but it was in a voice so low that I couldn't hear. I leaned down and said, "I didn't hear that."
"You saw the baby?"
"Yes."
"So you know."
"Yes, unfortunately I know."
"I'm sorry. It wasn't supposed to happen, I'm sorry."
"What wasn't supposed to happen?"
"They weren't supposed to get me pregnant."
They? They weren't supposed to get her pregnant? Sweet Jesus, what had she been doing while I sat around fat, dumb, happy and secure in our love for each other? Just then the doctor came in and read her chart and then told her he was going to release her in the morning. He left and then Janet said again, "I'm sorry Billy, I didn't mean for this to happen. I love you Billy, I really do."
"Yeah, well that doesn't help any Janet, not one little bit. Best you get on the phone and call your black lover and let him know to come get you and take you home tomorrow."
I turned and walked out of the room as she cried out, "Billy, please Billy..."
The next morning the phone rang and it was Janet. "Please Billy, come and get me. There isn't anyone else I can call. Please Billy."
The ride home was a silent one. Janet apparently afraid to speak and I, for some strange reason, not wanting to say anything while the baby was with us. Once in the house I left Janet to take care of her kid and I went into the kitchen to make myself a stiff drink and then I sat down at the table to wait for her to come in and face me. I was on my second drink and she still hadn't appeared so I hollered out, "Janet, get in here and let's get this over with."
"I'm on the couch. I don't want to sit on those hard chairs. I'm sore and I need to sit on soft cushions."
Her tone of voice was the first indication that the unfaithful slut didn't intend to be all that contrite. I built myself another drink and went into the living room and sat down across from her. She opened the ball, "I suppose you will be leaving me?"
"What did you expect? Did you think you were going to hand me a black baby and that I was going to go, Ooh, isn't she just so precious" and then we would live happily ever after?"
"No, no I didn't think that, but I did have some hope that our love for each other would have been strong enough that we could at least try and work through this."
"Love? You hit me with a black kid and tell me that you are gangbanging niggers and you expect that I'm still going to love you?"
"It wasn't the way you make it sound."
"Oh no? The baby speaks for itself Janet, and as far as the gangbanging goes you told me that yourself. You are the one who said, "They weren't supposed to get me pregnant." They means more than one Janet and in my book more than one is a gang fuck."
"Damn it Billy, that's not the way it was. Okay, there was more than one, a lot more, but you make it sound like I was going out and picking them up and that's not what happened. I love you Billy and I would never have run around on you. I would never have gone out looking for another man, never. When you get right down to it what happened to me is all your fault. If it hadn't been for you it never would have happened."
"My fault? That's a laugh. I can understand your trying to put the best face on what you did, but my fault?"
"Yes Billy, your fault. You are the one who set the whole thing up, you and your damned penchant for phone sex when you are away from home. You are the one who has me stay at the office late when you are out of town so you can call the 800 number and have phone sex. You are the one who was so cheap that you didn't want to run up our home phone bill. If I had been at home it never would have happened."
"And just how does our having phone sex put black cocks into you?"
"It happened the week of Thanksgiving. You left on your business trip Monday and told me to be in the office waiting for your call at eight that night. I was there and I took the call the way I always did. My skirt and underpants were off and I had my rubber cock and I was lying on my desk with my legs spread. While we talked I worked on myself with the dildo and I came the same way I always did and the same as always I laid there in the warm glow that I always experience after an orgasm. You had already hung up and I was lying there all warm and fuzzy feeling and stroking my clit with my fingers when I heard, "That's not right, you having to do that. Old Jared knows what you need pretty lady."
" I looked up and saw one of the men from the janitorial service standing there and looking down at me and he had his cock out and was stroking it. Try and understand Billy. He wasn't ten feet across the room standing in the doorway where I would have had time to get up - he was standing right there! I had been lying there, eyes closed, basking in the afterglow of my orgasm. My feet were flat on the desk, my legs were spread wide and my pussy was wet from our phone sex and all he had to do was take a half step forward and push and he was in me. He grabbed my legs and held me and there was nothing that I could do. I tried to pull away, I screamed at him to stop, but I was pinned to the desk. I could bend at the waist, but I couldn't get upright enough to even beat at him with my fists. He just held my legs and smiled down at me and talked to me.
"Don't fight it missy, old Jared knows how to give you what you need. Been a long time since I had any white pussy. Don't you worry none baby girl, old Jared will treat you right."
"All I could do Billy was lie there and take it and you know me Billy, you know how much I love sex. I hadn't even come all the way down from the orgasm you gave me over the phone and there I was being fucked by an old black man. My body responded Billy. I'm sorry, but the more that old man fucked me the more I got into it and it wasn't long before I was begging him to make me cum. And then he took one of those walky-talky things off his belt and said something into it and a couple of minutes later two more men came into the room. By then I was screaming at that old man to get me off. I felt him shoot into me and I was so close and I cried for him not to stop, to get me off, but he just chuckled and said, "Old Jared said he'd take care of you baby girl and he has." He stepped away from me and one of the others took his place. They never did let me come down Billy. They took me one after the other until I passed out from exhaustion. I came so many times Billy that they actually caused me to pass out."
"Why did you even do the sex talk with me if there were other people in the building?"
"I didn't know that they were there. The cleaning crew always comes in after midnight, but because of the holiday they had changed their schedule. I had no idea I wasn't alone in the building."
"Why didn't you call the police when it was over?"
"I couldn't call the police."
"Why not?"
"Because they had me on tape."
"So? It is still rape. Just because they were dumb enough to tape themselves raping you shouldn't have kept you from calling the cops. Shit Janet, the tape was the proof."
"Yeah Billy, proof that I was a cock hungry slut. I'm on tape begging a bunch of black guys to fuck me."
"Am I missing something here? Why would a bunch of janitors be carrying around a video camera?"
"They didn't tape me at work. They taped me at Jared's apartment. When I passed out they picked me up and took me from the office to his apartment. When I woke up I was naked on his bed and he was fucking me and there were a bunch of guys there cheering him on and telling him to hurry up so that they could be next. They didn't let me off that bed until noon on Tuesday. They fed me lunch and then took me right back to bed. They didn't let me go until Wednesday morning and by then I could barely walk. You came home horny that night and I told you we couldn't make love because I was sick and then I had to pretend I was sick for the next four day to give my pussy enough time to tighten up before I could have sex with you"
"Three guys fucked you steady for a day and a half?"
"No Billy, not three. I don't have a clue how many fucked me. All I know is that Jared had a lot of friends; an awful lot of friends."
"Why didn't you tell me? We could have gotten an abortion."
"Two reasons Billy. One, I thought that the baby was yours. I was on the pill the night all of this happened. A week later I ran out of pills and went four days before I got my refill and you made love to me on three of those nights and so I did really think that the baby was ours."
"You said two reasons."
"Yes I did, didn't I."
Janet looked away from me and then said, "I kind of liked it Billy. Not the part at Jared's apartment, but when the three of them were taking me on my desk I had orgasm after orgasm."
"So you did it again?"
"Yes."
"When?"
"Every time you went out of town I had to call Jared and let him know when we were going to have phone sex."
"You had to call him?"
"He threatened to make the tape public if I didn't and I couldn't let you see that tape Billy. I just could not let you see the slut I was for all those blacks. I couldn't let you see me screaming for joy while I had a cock in my ass, my pussy and my mouth at the same time."
"Was it just Jared?"
"No Billy, it was Jared, Dolman and Sam, the other janitors."
"Why did it have to be when I called?"
"Because they got a charge out of fucking me while you were having phone sex with me."
"All those moans and cries weren't caused by your dildo?"
"No Billy, I had a cock in me every time we talked."
"Maybe that's when you got pregnant?" "No Billy. The next time I was with them I was on my pills, I had a diaphragm and I used spermicide."
"They even fucked you when you were pregnant?
"Right up until two weeks ago. Can I ask you something Billy?"
"What?"
"Does it turn you on hearing about it and thinking about all those black cocks pounding into me?"
"Of course not!"
"Then why do you have a large tent in your pants?" I looked down and saw that she was right.
"I'll bet that my talking about my black lovers did that to you. I can't fuck you Billy, but if you want I'll suck you off."
I wouldn't have believed it of myself, but listening to her tell me about her three black lovers and what they did while I was on the phone with her gave me a hard on every time she did it. It is kind of hard to toss out someone who keeps your dick hard and then sucks you off so Janet and I are still together. We've told everyone that Samantha is adopted, but no one believes it. Hell, why should they? They all knew Janet was pregnant. I still call Janet when I am out of town and every time I'm talking to her I have the image of three black men fucking her silly while we talk and I end up beating myself raw. Last week the doctor cleared Janet to have sex again and I spent all weekend buried in her while she described what her black lovers did to her. Yesterday I flew to Kansas City and tonight I called home and started having phone sex with her. After about five minutes of listening to her moan and groan I thought I detected something in the background. "Janet, is someone there?"
"Yes baby, Jared is here."
"At the house?"
"Yes baby."
"Is he fucking you?"
"Yes baby, his cock is buried in me and Sam and Dolman are waiting their turn."
"Why?"
"I had to call him baby. I told you that I have to call him when you are out of town and plan on having phone sex. If I didn't he might show the tape around and we don't want that, do we?"
I heard a voice say, "He knows we are here?" Janet moaned and said yes. "Give me the phone." There was a pause and then, "Don't you worry none now, old Jared gonna take real good care of this white lady."
"Put her back on."
A pause and then, "Yes baby?"
"You tell him he better start wearing condoms or I'm going to start asking for child support. Oh, and Janet?"
"Yes baby?"
"Tell him I want a copy of that tape. Now, where were we?"
"You were telling me how hard you were going to fuck my ass and then oh,oh, oh god, yes baby, like that, hard, harder, fuck me, fuck me, make me cum, yes baby, hard, like that, oh, oh, oooooohhhhh" and I blew my load all over the motel room floor as I listened to her orgasm over the phone.
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It had been a along trip and I needed a break from the Interstate. I was tired of truck stop food and the constant monotony of "straight ahead" driving. I saw the sign that said, "Wigginsville Next Exit" and on a whim I pulled off on the exit and saw the sign with the left pointing arrow and the words "Wigginsville 6 miles." I turned left to follow the arrow and six miles later I passed the city limit sign and began looking for a restaurant.
As I slowly cruised down Main Street looking at the businesses on either side of the street I spotted a sign that said, "Estelle's Caf‚" and I pulled into the next open parking place. Estelle's was just what I was looking for. Home cooked meals, home baked pies and cakes and some pretty damned good coffee. When I left an hour later I was stuffed. I stopped at the Diamond Shamrock at the far edge of town, filled my tank and then drove back through town headed for the exit that would put me back on the four lane.
I got caught at the light in the middle of town and as I sat there, fingers drumming on the steering wheel while waiting for the light to change a woman came running down the street on my right. I stopped watching the light and put my attention on her. She obviously wasn't wearing a bra under her top and the way her chest moved as she ran was s sight to behold. I was caught by surprise when she ran up to my car, pulled open the passenger side door and jumped in. As the door was closing I saw a man come running out a door, look both ways and see the woman getting in my car. He turned and ran toward us. The light changed and the car behind me beeped and I moved forward and started to ease my way over to the curb on the other side of the intersection. As soon as the woman was in my car she started talking.
"Please help me, please get me out of here" and as I pulled toward the curb she cried, "What are you doing? Don't stop, please get me away from here."
"Whoa up honey. I got no way of knowing whether that guy chasing you is a cop trying to arrest you or not. I'm not rushing into anything here."
"He's not a cop. You don't hear him hollering "stop, police" do you?"
I looked back at the guy running toward us. If he was a cop he was unlike any other cop I had ever seen. He had so many piercings on his face that a magnet would have lifted him right off his feet. As he ran his coat flapped open and I saw the gun in the shoulder holster and I was already screeching away from the curb as she cried, "Please get me away from here."
As we passed the city limit sign I asked, "Are you going to tell me what this is all about?"
"You're better off not knowing."
"I don't think so honey. At this point the more I know the happier I'll be."
"Can't you just get me to a truck stop?"
"Doesn't work that way honey. Not trying to be melodramatic, but the guy chasing you got close enough to get a good look at me and at the car and most likely he was close enough to get my plate numbers. If somebody really serious is trying to get their mitts on you they as good as have me. What am I mixed up in and what do I need to be on the look out for?"
"Lets just leave it at I'm running away."
"Suit yourself" I said as I took my foot off the gas and steered for the shoulder.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm pulling over to let you out and then I'm turning around and driving back into town to find out what I'm messed up in."
"No, no, please don't. I'll make it worth your while to keep on going."
"Oh yeah? How's that?"
"I've been told I'm pretty good and a lot of men have spent a lot of time trying to get their hands on these" and she lifted her top and showed me two of the firmest tits I'd ever seen, not big, but very firm. Get me a hundred miles from here and I'll fuck your brains out."
"Only if you tell me what this is all about."
"You can't just take the goods and let it go?"
"Sorry, but I can't. It's like I told you honey; they got my plate numbers and a description of my car so they as good as have me. The guy chasing you had a gun so if guys like that come looking for me I want to know what to expect."
"Shit! I lose either way I go."
"What do you mean?"
"I don't tell you and you put me out here and they probably are not far behind and they get me. I tell you and you'll turn around and take me back to keep from getting any more involved."
"Or I might just floor it and get us the hell down the road."
"I guess I don't have much of a choice."
"The guy chasing me is my husbands brother, but he's not the only one. If he found me it won't be long before there are others looking for me around here too."
"Can I get some clarity on that?"
The FBI, the DEA, and the LAPD will be trying to get me too."
"Jesus lady, what did you do?"
"Nothing. Outside of marrying a crook, nothing."
"Then why in the hell is everyone after you?"
"Because they all think that I know something. The problem is that I don't. When I married Sam I thought he was a successful used car dealer, but it turns out that he and his brother Elmer had ties to organized crime in LA. Sam got busted holding dope and the mob, the Mafia, or whatever the hell they call themselves, sent a guy to tell me to keep quiet and they would take care of me if Sam got sent away.
"The guy they sent was an idiot and he misunderstood what he was supposed to do. He pulled a gun on me and was getting ready to use it, but he didn't see my sister when he walked in the house and she whacked him with a table lamp. We wrapped him up in duct tape and pushed him down the basement stairs. And I said, "fuck this shit" and went and packed a bag. While I was in the bedroom packing the bag the DEA showed up. My sister answered the door and they asked her if she was me and she said yes to buy me enough time to bail out the window. I heard them say "You'll have to come with us for questioning" just before I went out the window.
"I called Elmer to find out what the hell was going on and I told him what had happened and how the DEA had taken Denise. He told me what the guy was actually supposed to be there for and then he told me I should check into a hotel under an assumed name and call him the next day. The next day I called him and he told me that the FBI was looking for me too and that the LAPD wanted to ask me about the duct taped guy at the bottom of my basement steps with the broken neck.
"I changed motels every day and checked in with Elmer to find out what I should do next. One day he sounded different and asked me to meet him. I had a bad feeling so I went to the meet two hours early. An hour before the meet Elmer showed up with three other guys and all three went and hid. I knew then that they were going to do what the first guy didn't and I ran.
"That was four years ago and I've been living a nice quiet life in Wigginsville ever since. Until today that is. Luckily I saw Elmer before he saw me and I was able to grab my purse and my coffee can and run."
"Coffee can?"
"Yeah. No bank accounts, nothing with my Social Security number. Supposed to make it harder to find you. All my money was either in my purse or my coffee can in the cupboard."
We rode silently for the next five or six miles and then I asked, "How much money do you have?"
"Why?"
"Because I don't carry much cash with me when I travel on business. I mostly use credit cards, but credit card transactions can be traced."
"How much do I need?"
"Enough for a bus ticket."
"I can't do that. They would find out and be waiting at the bus stop when I got there."
"Yeah, but you won't be on the bus."
I knew that Trailways used Union 76 truck stops as terminals on the Interstate so we drove the hundred miles to get to the next one. I had Alice (we finally got around to introductions) use what cash she had to buy a ticket to the farthest point east that she had the money for and then we waited for the bus. Alice got on, making sure that the driver got a damned good look at those memorable tits of hers and then while he loaded luggage I distracted him and Alice snuck off the bus.
"Now we go across the street and get a motel room to hide you in while I call the cops."
"No cops. I can't go to the cops."
"No, but I have to. That's why I have to get you a room to hide in."
I paid cash for a one-night stay, gave a fake name and fake plate numbers on the registration card and then I went back to the truck stop and called the state police. It took them an hour to show up which worked out well considering the story I told. I told them exactly what happened and that I'd told her that we had to call the police.
"Hell honey, you can't have men with guns chasing after you."
I told them that we had argued about it and that I had pulled into the truck stop to use the bathroom.
"When I came out she was gone. I asked around to see if anyone had seen her and one guy told me that he had seen her climb up into a blue Peterbuilt just before it pulled out."
I gave them descriptions of Alice and the guy who was chasing her and after they left I left my car parked at the truck stop and walked back over to the hotel. I don't know if I'd done any good, but I hoped that I had accomplished three things; the hood was chasing the bus going east, the police were looking God knows where for a blue Peterbuilt and I was covered as far as the FBI and the DEA were concerned. If they ever called on me I could tell them where they could find a police report on the whole thing.
Alice was in the shower when I got to the motel room. I sat down on the bed and turned on the TV and started watching CNN. I didn't notice when the shower stopped running and I didn't even know she was through until I heard her say, "You still have your clothes on."
"No reason to take them off."
"Oh yes there is. I have a debt to pay and clothes will only get in the way."
"I have no intention of holding you to that. I don't expect pay for helping some one in trouble."
"Doesn't matter what you want. I pay my debts and there is another reason besides."
I looked away from the TV and over at her.
I haven't been laid since the day I ran from my house in LA and all I've been thinking about since I told you what I would do for your help has been grinding away in my mind. I'm so horny right now that if you don't work with me on this I'll rape you."
It proved to be a very long and exhausting night as Alice tried to make up for four years of going without sex. I am only a mortal man and at no time in my previous thirty-four years did I ever go more than three times in one night and only then through superhuman effort. Alice pulled energy reserves out of me that I never knew I had. We fucked and then she sucked me hard again. We fucked and then she sat on my face and played with my cock until I got hard again. We fucked and went sixty-nine until she got me hard again. And then we fucked some more. After the fifth time I just laid there and looked up at her and croaked, "No way, you've ruined me for life" and then she laughed at me and proved me wrong.
When I heard the maid's cart rattling down the hall I knew it was time to go. I went out first and looked around and I didn't see anyone who looked like they were watching so I went over to the truck stop, got my car, drove to a McDonald's and got half a dozen breakfast sandwiches and went back and picked up Alice. We got on the Interstate and as we drove we ate the sandwiches and it was a good thing because I soon found that I was going to need the energy.
Half an hour down the road Alice slid over next to me an unzipped my pants.
"You looking to get us killed?"
"Don't be silly lover. All you have to do is drive. I'm going to be doing all the work here."
I tried to concentrate on keeping the car going straight ahead, but her hot mouth was driving me crazy and I had to pull over and let her finish me off. Once back on the road she asked me to look for a place where I could pull off the road for some privacy.
"I shouldn't have done what I did. It just made me horny. I need to be fucked."
"Sweetie, if we keep this up we will never get out of this state. We need to put distance between this place and us. Buses and Peterbuilts won't keep them busy forever."
"Just a quickie lover. Something to take the edge off."
Sixty miles later we came to a rest area and I pulled in and parked well away from any other vehicles. I have never been overly fond of back seat sex because of the cramped feeling I get, but somehow it was different with Alice. With Alice there seemed to be a heat that just sucked you in and made you oblivious to whatever else was around.
It was not a quickie to take the edge off. It seemed to feed on itself; every stroke seemed to demand that two more follow it and when at last I came the heat of Alice's pussy would not let me leave. I soaked in her until the faint stirrings of life were again felt in my cock and then we did it again."
When we finally got back on the road Alice was quiet. I didn't say anything either as I concentrated on driving and on the thoughts running riot in my head. I wanted this woman. I wanted to keep her at my side forever, but I saw no way that I could ever make it happen. Once the sequence of events that put us together started, any relationship was doomed because of the possibility that Elmer had gotten my plate numbers.
That number gave them me and while I was sure that the bus trick and the police report would support me when whoever I ended up talking to came around I obviously couldn't have Alice there when they came and two things were certain - come they would, and I would never know when or how often.
Another hundred miles went by before I had an idea. I rolled it around in my head for another fifty and then I turned to Alice and said, "How fond are you of your face and hair?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was hideously expensive and it was time consuming, but it worked, or at least it has so far. Alice sat across the room and listened as I told my story to the twentieth FBI agent to come see me. The visits have gotten fewer and farther apart over the last three years and I'm looking forward to the day when they stop all together. For the last two years Alice, now known as Roberta, has been hiding in plain sight. Gone were the long blond hair and the cute button nose that had sat in the middle of a sensuous face and the trim figure. Now the hair is a dark brown and cut in a waifish style and an angular nose that looks like it has been broken sits in the middle of a face that is more striking than beautiful. The figure while still fairly trim is an eye catcher with the 38DD breasts on prominent display.
Gone also are the sedate conservative clothes. They have been replaced by tight skirts, low cut blouses and an assortment of Come Fuck Me pumps. Everything about her screams out "look at me" which is just the opposite of what some one who wants to hide would do. Plastic surgery, hair dye and silicone implants have made Alice invisible.
It took time, effort and a lot of money to make it happen. I put Alice in a motel when I got home. It was two weeks before I saw her again. Two weeks during which I went about my normal routine. I did notice a few new faces in the neighborhood and I did see what appeared to be the same car behind me several times, but I just ignored them. I went to work, saw customers, and went out on an occasional date.
One day during the second week two men came into my office and flashed badges. They were from the FBI and would I please accompany them downtown for some questions. I told my story, three times, and was shown several photos. I pointed to one and said that it was Alice and then I pointed to one of Elmer and said that he was the man I had seen chasing her. By the end of the second week I didn't see any more strange faces in the neighborhood or recognize cars following me.
The Monday of the third week I started out on my monthly road trip and went through all kinds of weird maneuvers to satisfy myself that I wasn't being followed and then I drove to the motel where I had put up Alice. The plan was that we would leave immediately and she would go on my road trip with me, but I hadn't considered the fact that Alice might have other plans. She started me off with a blow job and then it was fuck and suck off and on for the next twenty-four hours. It was a memorable time for me in that it was the first time I'd ever had anal sex. It turned out that Alice loved anal sex and I asked her it that was true why hadn't she had me do it during our first time.
"You were new to me lover. Not everyone likes doing it and there are some who think it is pretty degenerate and perverted. I was in no position to do anything that might have made you run away and leave me."
It was ten the next morning when I staggered out to the car.
For the next six months that was what we did. She would go on my road trips with me, spend the nights trying to fuck me to death, and I would put her in a motel when we got back. Arrangements were made, the surgery was done and one day Roberta came home with me.
One week later we had our first test. Two men, an FBI agent and an agent of the DEA came by with a few questions. I invited them in and when they saw Roberta they asked if we could talk in private.
"That won't be necessary. Roberta and I are getting married and I'm not going to have any secrets from her."
They glanced at her, shrugged their shoulders and asked their questions.
Alice and I won't be getting married of course. She is still married to Sam and can't get a divorce because of the paper trail it would leave. Our three years together has been great as far as I was concerned and when the trouble came it didn't come from any of the government alphabet agencies or the mob. It came from an unexpected direction and I found myself tested as never before.
To be continued...
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We stopped for dinner and gas at a truck stop just outside of Wichita. We had been visiting Cookie's folks in Mulvane and we were headed back home to Denver. I was looking forward to getting home to my own bed and not just because I wanted to sleep. Cookie's parents live in a house with paper-thin walls and Cookie wouldn't let me make love to her there. I had slept next to her, but had gone without sex for the whole nine days we were there and I was hurting. I had pulled into a rest stop and had tried to get Cookie into the back seat, but she told me no, "I want it as bad as you do baby, but let's wait until we get home."
I had gotten up to use the bathroom and when I came back to the table Cookie wasn't there. I guessed that she had also gone to the bathroom, but when she hadn't come back after five minutes I began to wonder just where in the hell she had gotten to. I was just getting ready to get up and stick my head in the ladies room when the waitress came up to me and handed me a piece of paper.
"The lady you were with asked me to wait ten minutes and give this to you." I took it from her and saw that it was a note from Cookie to me.
"I've decided to give you the fantasy that you have always wanted. See you at home."
Give me my fantasy? I didn't have any fantasies. Why in the hell hadn't I been able to make her understand that? I sat in the booth another hour waiting for her to come back and then I went out to the car and waited another forty-five minutes before I accepted the fact that she wasn't coming back.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home to Denver alone I thought back to how it all had started. It had been my birthday and my younger brother Ron had given me a subscription to Penthouse Letters. I really had no interest in the magazine or it's content, but when the issues began to arrive I read them. I didn't believe for one minute that the letters in the magazine were real or if they were they were written by idiots. Real people didn't say things like "magnificent fuck stick" or "marvelous meat pole." And none of the people were ugly or ordinary looking; everyone had larger than average cocks and the women were all drop dead gorgeous. They were good for a laugh and so I generally read most of the issue before tossing it out.
After about the fifth issue Cookie started asking me why I wasted my time reading such filth, "Honestly Dave, I don't understand why you just don't toss that in the trash when it comes in."
Another month passed by and when the next issue arrived and Cookie saw me reading it she said, "Is that garbage reaching you on some level? Is that why you read it? Do you find things in there that excite you? You are changing Dave, you aren't the man I married anymore."
I thought she was over-reacting. She came from a fairly straight-laced background and for the first two years of our marriage wouldn't even make love with the lights on. Things came to a head with the ninth issue. I was sitting on the living room couch reading it when Cookie came in and said, "What is it Dave? Do you see me doing those things? Do you have some sick fantasy about seeing me or having me do the things described in that magazine? Is that it Dave? You want to watch me with another man? What is it Dave, you want to see me with a black man, maybe do a gangbang? Or is it another woman you want to see me with? You are one sick puppy Dave" and she stormed out of the room leaving me sitting there wondering just what the hell happened. But her tirade told me something - she was reading the magazines, how else would she know the content?
I finally got tired of the bitching and when the next issue arrived I threw it in the trash unopened and I saw Cookie see me do it. The expression on her face was curious - it almost looked like she was upset. I had two issues left on the subscription and I told Cookie to throw them out when they came and I never saw them so I thought that she had. One day I was cleaning out the bedroom closet looking for some stuff to give to Goodwill and I moved a box on the top shelf. The box had some weight to it and I couldn't remember seeing it before so I opened it and looked inside. I found all twelve issues of Penthouse Letters - she had not thrown them away - she had even gone into the trash and retrieved the issue I had thrown away. At the time I didn't know what to make of it, but now on the drive home it dawned on me that it was Cookie who had the fantasies. She had finally decided to act on them and she was setting me up to take the blame if everything turned to shit.
I arrived home at seven o'clock on Friday night and I didn't hear from Cookie until five on Sunday afternoon. She asked me to come and pick her up and I almost hung up on her, but curiosity being what it is I had had to know what she had done. I pulled into the Denny's where she had asked me to pick her up and she came out of the restaurant before I even got the car parked. She slid onto the front seat, looked me right in the eye and said, "Well, I hope you are happy now that I've debased myself for you and your perverted fantasies."
I ignored her, pulled out of the lot and headed for the house.
"I hope your warped little mind is ready for this. Since you would never tell me what your sick little fantasy was I ended up doing them all. Well, all except the one where you watch, but Phil says he will come over and do me while you watch if that's what you want."
"Phil?"
"The truck driver who picked me up while you were in the bathroom. He walked up to the table and told me he was headed for Denver and would sure like to have some pretty company along for the ride. I decided that if I was going to give you your fantasy then was as good a time as any. I'll say one thing for him, he sure didn't believe in wasting time. He had his cock out and in my mouth before you even got back to the table. He fucked me right there in his truck while I watched you sit at the table and wait to see if I'd come back. He fucked me three times before we even left the parking lot. I was sucking his cock when you started the car and left. We stopped five times on the way to Denver. I didn't think I'd ever be able to satisfy him. Just outside of Limon there was a black guy hitching a ride and I talked Phil into stopping and giving him a ride. He didn't want to, but I told him I would spend the weekend with him if he would. I got in the sleeper and when the black got climbed up in the cab I got him to get in the sleeper with me. It's true what they say about black men Dave. He was huge! He fucked me three times before we let him out at Colfax and I-70. I never even knew his name."
I sat there behind the wheel and watched the road in front of me and tried not to scream at her to shut up, but I held my temper because I wanted to hear all of it.
"When we got to the terminal and dropped of his truck we got in his car and he took me home with him. I was surprised when we walked into his apartment and I found out that he was married. I was even more surprised when his wife smiled at me and said, "I hope he told you that we share everything."
It was my first time with a woman and I liked it. The three of us spent the night in the same bed, but none of us got much sleep. Saturday night Phil and Ava took me with them to a bar they go to and I had a little too much to drink. I don't remember much of it, but Ava told me that I got gangbanged on the back seat of her car by at least twelve guys, maybe more. All I remember is waking up between two guys in Ava's spare bedroom. They took turns fucking me most of the day and then Phil did me one last time before dropping me off at the Denny's. You must be pretty horny by now so let's hurry home so I can fuck your brains out."
I just shook my head and said, "It won't wash Cookie, it just won't wash. I never had any fantasies and you know it. The fantasies were all yours, not mine. I found the books in the closet - all twelve of them - and I know you read them all. Trying to pretend that you did it for me isn't going to work."
I pulled over and parked. Then I got out of the car and went around to her side, opened the door and pulled her out of the car.
"What are you doing Dave? What is this?"
"It's called a bus station" and I handed her a five twenties. "Catch a bus back to your parents or a cab to take you to Phil and Ava's, I don't much care which as long as I never have to look at your sorry ass again" and I drove off and left her standing there.
The phone is ringing again. It hasn't stopped for a week now. She calls four and five times a day, every day, begging me to take her back. I've gotten to where I don't answer it anymore. Tomorrow I think I'll have the number changed.
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I had spent a long time looking over my shoulder since meeting Alice, but when the trouble came it was not in the form of an FBI agent with a warrant or even a goombah with a gun. No, it was in the form of a dumpy looking businessman with a briefcase.
A customer of mine had flown into town and had called me and asked me to meet him for lunch at the motel where he was staying. By coincidence it was the motel where I had been putting Alice when we returned from my road trips.
I was sitting in the coffee shop with my customer when I happened to see Alice walk in the front door. She walked directly to the door that said "Manager" on it and without knocking she opened the door and went in. Darrel and I had finished eating and there was no reason for us to stay any longer, but something told me that I needed to stay there and keep an eye on that door.
"You know Darrel, I think I've changed my mind and I will have some dessert. I think I'll try some of that New York Cheese Cake after all."
I was half way through the wedge of cheesecake when the door opened and Alice came out followed by a short, fat guy carrying a briefcase. Alice said something to him and he gave her a nervous smile and then the two of them headed down the corridor that led to the first floor rooms.
Alice was home and fixing dinner when I got there. She turned to greet me when I walked into the kitchen and gave me a big smile.
"You want dessert first?"
"I don't know, what's for dessert?"
"Silly man" she said as she grabbed my tie and led me to the bedroom.
Over a late dinner I asked her how her day had gone.
"Nothing exciting. Watched some soaps most of the day and worked a few cross-word puzzles."
Uh huh, and that was your twin sister I saw at the motel.
The next day I didn't go to work and I was siting down the block from the house when Alice came out. I followed her back to the motel and I was behind a magazine rack in the gift shop watching the manager's door when the man I recognized as the manager came out with Alice. He went to the front desk and got a key and brought it back and handed it to her. He said something, she nodded a yes and then she headed down the corridor in the direction of the rooms.
I was outside, parked where I could see her car, when she came out an hour and a half later and I followed her back home. I let her get inside before I pulled up and parked. I was a little on the quiet side as I let myself into the house and closed the door behind me. Alice was sitting on the toilet using her douche bag when I walked up to the bathroom door. Until that moment I wasn't at all sure of what had been going on. The little dumpy man could have been taking statements maybe. For all I knew Alice might have gotten tired of running and was now cooperating with the law in some way. But you don't need to douche after just talking to some one.
I just stood there looking at Alice for a minute and then I turned and walked away. I was in the kitchen getting a beer out of the fridge when Alice came into the room.
"It isn't what you think lover."
"It isn't? Well let's just look at it from my point of view shall we? I see you heading for a motel room with a short, dumpy looking guy yesterday - a day by the way that you said you stayed home and watched soaps - and today I followed you to the same motel and watched the manager give you a key following which you headed for a room. So, you going to tell me that it isn't what I think, that two and two don't equal four?"
She stood looking at me for several moments and then she turned to walk out of the room. "Where are you going?"
"To pack."
"You would rather go pack than talk to me?"
"I've nothing to say that you want to hear and if I did talk you would probably throw me out anyway."
She headed for the bedroom and I finished my beer and got up and followed her.
She had a suitcase on the bed and was dragging stuff out of the closet. I stood and watched for a bit and then I said, "I hate to make this sound like it's an "All about me" thing, but haven't I been through enough shit with and for you to at least get an explanation?"
"Straight up lover? I've been hooking."
"I don't understand."
"A hooker, a prostitute, a play for pay girl. I've been fucking for money."
"I know what a hooker is, what I don't understand is why."
The same thing that got me into trouble in the first place - wanting to stay away from cops."
I made a 'come on, gimmie' motion with my hands.
"I'm walking around that fucking motel in my heels and revealing clothing and the manager comes up to me and says he's not going to have hookers dealing out of his place, at least not as long as he wasn't getting something out of it. I tried to convince him I wasn't a hooker but he wouldn't buy it. He told me to step into his office and we would discuss it. I told him we had nothing to discuss and he pointed to the front door where a cop car just happened to be sitting."
"In my office now" he said, or I go tell them I've had complaints from some of the guests about you trying to hustle them."
"You were out of town and I didn't know how to reach you and I didn't want anything to do with the cops so I went into his office. He wanted a blow job to cement our new business relationship and I've been taking care of whoever he sets me up with ever since."
"And you just went along with it?"
"Yes, I just went along with it."
"Why? You could have told me and I would have gotten you out of there."
"Truth time?"
"Of course."
"There were a couple of reasons why lover. One, I needed something to do while you were gone. Two, I wanted the money and last, but not least, I wanted the sex. You know what the most amazing thing about me is lover? That I was able to hide out in Wigginsville for four years and do without any sex while I was there. I spent all my time worrying that if I got in a relationship it might somehow trip me up"
She walked over to the dresser, got her purse, took something out of it and tossed it to me. It was a passbook to a savings account and it was in my name. "That's where I put the money I got for sex. I figure I owe you a ton. I owe you for my new face, I owe you for my new tits and most of all, I owe you for my life."
"I looked at the figure in the book, "Are you out of your mind? This is almost four times what I paid for your surgeries."
"The surgeries maybe, but don't try to put a cost on my life."
I just stood there staring at her. "Don't look at me like that lover, say something."
"I don't know what to say Alice."
"Roberta."
"What?"
"Roberta, you're supposed to be calling me Roberta, remember?"
"Oh, sorry. I suppose that I'm just stunned by the rather casual way you are treating this."
"No surprise there lover, at least not to me. That's what I was when I met Sam. A little higher priced than now, but that's what I was - a call girl. I did it then for the same reason I'm doing it now; I loved the sex and I got paid for it."
She paused for several seconds and then, "So, should I keep on packing?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was five years ago and a lot has happened since then. The bottom line was that her hooking hadn't hurt me any so I told Roberta if she wanted to hook go ahead and she did. A year after Roberta ran Sam was found guilty and sentenced to eight to ten years in prison. He was out in five and a half on good behavior. When Roberta read about it in the paper she made some phone calls and found out where he was and went to see him.
She didn't tell me before she did it. I came home and found a note telling me not to worry, that she would be in touch. She was gone for nine days. She called me every night just long enough to tell me she was all right, but couldn't talk.
The tenth day I came home to find her in the kitchen fixing dinner. All she had on were a pair of high heels and an apron. She smiled at me and said, "Dessert first lover" and she grabbed me by the tie and pulled me along behind her into the bedroom. Every time I tried to talk she said, "Hush lover. Make love now, we can talk later." Over a very, very late dinner I got the whole story.
She had found out where Sam was and then had called him and asked him if it was safe to come see him. He had blown up on her wanting to know where she had been, why she hadn't gone his bail, why she had never visited him in prison or jail and on and on. She told him what had happened and suddenly he got real silent.
"They did that to you? Elmer didn't tell me any of that."
"Elmer is the one they sent to do it Sam" and then she told him about the meeting that Elmer had set up and what she'd seen and why she'd run.
They made arrangements to meet and she warned him that she didn't look the same anymore. They met and then spent the next five days trying to fuck each other to death.
"Hey lover, don't look at me like that" she said when she saw my face after telling me about the five days. "Not once during this entire affair did I say that I didn't love Sam. I did and I still do."
At the end of five days Sam had made some phone calls and he and Alice had gone to some meetings with various people, apologies were made, restitution was offered and several people were severely chastised for over reacting. The most severely chastised was Elmer. Sam broke every bone in his body and suggested that when he got out of the hospital he disappear and never allow himself to be seen by Sam again.
The meetings over there were another three days of non-stop sex, "And now here I am."
I just stared at her while I tied to get my mind around what she'd just told me.
She looked at me, "Well, say something."
"You disappear on me for ten days and have eight days of non-stop sex? What the hell do you expect me to say?"
"Glad to have you home would be nice."
"You lost me. You still love Sam, you've just had eight days of sex with him and you are here. What did I miss?"
"I admit that it might be a little unorthodox, but I happen to be deeply in love with two men and I do not intend to give either of them up. So, here's the plan. When you are on the road I am Sam's. When you get home I am yours. You get the better of the deal because, at least if the last five years are any indication, you will have me thirty-one weeks and Sam will only have me for twenty-one. Although I did tell Sam I would talk to you to see if I could talk you into an even split. He won't push because he's grateful that you saved my ass and he loves the new tits you bought me. Look on the bright side lover, I won't be hooking any more when you are on the road because I'll have Sam to keep me company."
I just sat there in stunned amazement and stared at her. She stood up and reached across the table and took my hand. "Come on lover" she said as she pulled me to my feet, "Let's go to bed and I'll work my magic. You will love this new deal to death when I get done with you."
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She looked at the four naked men who were watching her undress. They were erect and ready for her and she supposed that that was some kind of compliment. She knew that she wasn't in bad shape for forty-six and it was nice to know that she could turn on men who were not much older than her son. The thought of her son put a scowl on her face.
Rotten fucking bastard! She wouldn't be there and in the predicament she was in if it wasn't for him. She looked again at the four men who were now stroking their cocks in anticipation and she wondered if they were going to want her ass. She hoped not. She really did not like anal sex.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It had started as an attempt to heal her relationship with her daughter in law. She had never really cared for Tiffany. Tiffany dressed and acted like a tramp and she could never understand why her son David had taken up with Tiffany. No, that wasn't quite right, she understood only too well - the answer was obviously sex! The little tramp was fucking David's brains out and he was too besotted with lust to take the time and step back and take a good look at her to she what she really was.
She had made several attempts to talk David out of marrying Tiffany, but had been totally unsuccessful. She thought that with a little more time she might be able to get David to see what kind of a woman Tiffany was, but she didn't get that time. One weekend David and Tiffany had gone to Las Vegas to do some gambling and see some shows and they came home married.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Becoming David's wife didn't change anything. Tiffany still dressed and acted like a slut and she was pretty sure that Tiffany was a slut. Several times at parties she had seen Tiffany doing things with other men that were of a highly questionable nature and if she was doing things like that where she could be seen God only knew what she was doing when she was out of sight.
She didn't care for Tiffany at all, but she was a realist. Tiffany was now David's wife and she would just have to accept it. She would have to try and find some way to become friendlier with David's wife even though she didn't want to. She wasn't good at hiding her feelings so she was pretty sure that Tiffany knew how she felt, but that was just one of the things she was going to have to work around.
It was David who came up with the idea. He knew that she didn't care for Tiffany. She had made that apparent went she tried to talk him out of getting married to Tiffany.
"You just need to get to know her mom. She's a great girl. What you two need to do is have a girl's night out. You and Tiff need to go out together and get to know each other. Have a few drinks and loosen up a little. Dad's out of town this week so instead of staying home and staring at the walls or watching television why don't you and Tiff go out and spend some time together?"
She really didn't want to, but she knew she had to do something. Tiff was there! She was a fact of life. She was David's wife and was going to have to be accepted so she agreed to a night out with her daughter in law.
The night did not start off well. When Tiffany showed up at the house to pick her up one look at what Tiffany was wearing reminded her of why she felt the way she did about the girl. Low cut blouse, a very short skirt and "come fuck me pumps" with five inch heels. The girl looked like something that should be standing on a street corner looking for a john. But she had promised herself she would get to know Tiffany better and she would work on it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tiffany was in a talkative mood and as she drove she talked and most of what she said was stuff that went in one ear and out the other, but one thing she did say was something that peaked her interest:
"I'm usually a lot wilder than I'm going to be tonight. I don't want to shock you too bad on our first time out."
While she was pondering that statement Tiffany pulled up and parked in the lot of a place named The Road House.
"Why are we here?"
"The place has a good band and I know the bartenders well enough that the drinks will be a little stronger than the normal paying customers get. Plus I'll know most of the guys here and we won't have a bunch of unknowns hitting on us."
"Hitting on us?"
"Of course. Two good looking ladies alone? We will be on the dance floor all night and we won't have to buy a drink after the first one."
"I don't know Tiffany, this just isn't the kind of thing that I do."
"What did you expect mommy in law? A girls night out to be a quilting bee or that we were going to go somewhere and practice knitting?"
"I'm not sure that Dan would approve of my doing this."
"Then don't tell him. He is out of town and he will never know unless you tell him. Who knows, you might enjoy yourself so much that you will want to do it again and you can tell him then. I can't see that he will get upset because you want to get to know your daughter in law a little bit better. Come on, my feet are starting to itch; I want to dance."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tiffany had been right. They had no sooner sat down than a round of drinks appeared on the table in front of them and the waitress pointed at two men sitting at the bar. Tiffany waved them over and asked them to join us. She introduced John and Sam and said:
"She's my mother in law and I want you guys to help me see to it that she lets her hair down a little tonight."
Then Tiffany had turned to her and said, "Which one do you want mommy?"
The question had taken her by surprise and had put her on the spot. She hadn't known what to expect when she had agreed with David to give the 'girls night out' a try, but it sure wasn't what was happening. Tiffany was looking at her expectantly so she picked the one that looked the oldest and said:
"Sam will do fine."
Why she had picked Sam, let alone picked anyone at all, she didn't know. Even though he looked to be the older of the two he still wasn't any older than her son David.
John and Tiffany got up to dance, but she had told Sam that she didn't really feel up to dancing so they sat at the table, sipped their drinks and talked. She told Sam where she was from, where she had gone to school and he told her the same. By the time the band began their third set of the evening she'd had enough to drink that Sam was able to get her out onto the dance floor. By the middle of the fourth set Sam was pushing his cock into her leg which gave her mixed emotions. She wanted to push him away and go home, but she was also flattered that a young man like Sam found an old hag like her exciting.
When they returned to the table after one dance she found that two more men had joined their group and she was introduced to Bill and Ralph. From then on no one asked her to dance, they just took her hand and pulled her out onto the dance floor. Several more drinks and she had begun to feel lightheaded and Tiffany said that it was time to get her out of the Roadhouse. Sam helped her to the car and then Tiffany had started up and had driven away. Several minutes later they stopped and she had seen that they were at a motel.
"What are we doing her?" she had asked in a slurred voice.
"Waiting for Sam to get a room."
"What room? Why do we need a room?"
"You want to get gang fucked on your own bed? I would think you would like to save that sacred place for your hubby."
"What are you talking about?"
"I've decided I don't like your looking down your nose at me mommy dear. Since there isn't any way to get me up to your level I've decided to bring you down to mine. By the time this night is over you will be as big a whore as I am."
"You are crazy," she had said as she reached for the door handle, but she found that she couldn't lift her hand.
"Don't waste your time mommy. Your last drink had a drop of 'special k' in it to disorient you and screw up your motor skills. It also had a tab of Exstacy that will be kicking in pretty soon. It won't be a bad night for you mommy. Sam and John have really nice cocks and so do Bill and Ralph. I promise you that you will like what is coming. There's Sam; it looks like he is heading for room 137. Come on mommy, let's go and get you fucked."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The door on her side of the car opened and Sam reached in and pulled her out of the car and then he and Ralph had supported her as they walked her into the motel room. She was placed on one of the beds and then Sam started undressing her while Tiffany got undressed and laid down on the other bed. She tried to raise her hands to push Sam's hands away, but the felt like cement blocks and she couldn't lift them.
On the other bed Ralph was between Tiffany's legs and fucking her. Tiffany lifted her legs up and put them on Ralph's shoulders as she cried:
"That's it lover, push it deep, fuck me hard lover, fuck my pussy hard."
Sam had her naked and then he picked her high heels up from the floor and put them back on her feet. He stood there looking down at her as he undressed and she could see the lust in his eyes. He moved to get on the bed with her, but there was a knock at the door and he went over to let John and Bill in. The two men started undressing as Sam came back to the bed and got on it.
Sam pushed her legs apart and began working his cock into her. It was only the second cock to ever touch her and something in the back of her mind was crying out:
"Dan isn't going to like this, he isn't going to like this at all."
Sam lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and then pushed into her. All she felt was a pushing and a tugging; something similar to the way she felt when the dentist gave her a shot to numb her mouth and then pushed, poked and probed at her teeth. She heard Sam as he fucked her:
"You are one tight pussy lady, one tight pussy. I'm really glad that I'm first because there isn't anything better than tight pussy."
He stroked into her for a couple of more minutes and then said, "Here it comes honey, here comes my load" and she felt something inside her and then Sam was gone and John was pushing into her. After John it was Bill and then Ralph. The four men moved back and forth between her and Tiffany and she heard Tiffany screaming at the men to fuck her, make her cum and cum in her.
It was Bill's second time in her when she felt the first tingle between her legs and by the time Bill had emptied into her the tingle had grown to an itch - an itch that had to be scratched. When Ralph entered her for the second time she had pushed up at him as he fucked her. By the time Ralph came she had her legs clamped around his waist and she had moaned out her displeasure at his coming and leaving her right on the edge.
Then it was Sam again. "Not so tight now baby, but I can tell you are going to be one hot fuck before this is over. You ready for me baby? Show me you are ready for me" and she had spread her legs wide for him and he had laughed.
"You are going to be one fine slut when we get through with you" and then he had slid his cock into her. Her hands were clutching at his ass and trying to pull him inside her when she came for the first time that night and he laughed again and rammed himself hard into her for a half dozen more strokes and gave her another orgasm just as he spilled himself in her.
He hurriedly got out of the way and said, "Keep her going" as John mounted her and began fucking her hard and fast. Bill moved to her head and pushed his cock into her mouth and then held her head while he used her mouth to jack himself off. And then it was Ralph in her and Sam in her mouth and them Sam in her and Bill in her mouth.
They picked her up and turned her over and got her on her hands and knees and Ralph laid down and pulled her head down onto his cock while Bill moved in behind her and started fucking her doggie style. She didn't notice when Ralph took his hands off of her head leaving her to bob her head up and down on his cock on her own as she shoved herself back to meet Bill's thrusts. When Bill had spurted his cum in her and pulled out she had cried out in protest:
"No, not yet, not yet damn you" and she heard laughter as Sam said, "Not to worry sweetie, we will keep you full of meat" and she felt another hard cock slam into her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had no idea as to how long it had gone on, but daylight was peaking through the window when the last man left. She lay on her back on the bed, exhausted and staring up at the ceiling. She heard Tif talking on the phone:
"I'm in no condition to drive. No, neither is she. Okay. Love you too, bye."
She must have nodded off for a few minutes and when she opened her eyes she saw Tif sitting on the edge of the bed looking down at her.
"How you feeling mommy? Did you like being a cock crazy whore? Sure looked like you did. You impressed the hell out of the boys and they can't wait to fuck you again tonight."
The alarm she felt when she heard that must have shown on her face because Tiffany said:
"That's right mommy, you get to do it again tonight only there may be one or two more guys. Six is a good number mommy. I love it when I do six because it gives the last ones to fuck me plenty of time to get hard again. You'll get to have a foursome tonight mommy, one in each hole. They call it 'being made airtight' and you will love it. Don't even think of saying no mommy. While you were begging the boys to not stop fucking you I was busy getting it all on tape. You wouldn't want your hubby to see you with a cock in each end of you do you?"
"Why did you do this to me?"
"I told you mommy dear; I was tired of you looking down your nose at me. Add to that I owed you for trying to break me and David up. Of course you never had a chance of doing that, but you didn't know it. Know why? Because your baby boy is a fucking pervert, that's why. There are two things that really turn him on. He gets off on me fucking other men - the more the better - and the second thing is that he loves sucking their juices out of me when I'm through."
"You're mad Tiffany, no one could be that sick."
"Think not? We will just see about that. David will be here any minute now and you will get a chance to see what a sick fuck he really is."
"How can you talk about him like that; I thought you loved him."
"I love him because he is a sick fuck. He is perfect for me. I have him wrapped around my little finger and he does whatever I tell him to. What's not to love about a guy that lets you shit all over him and then smiles and says, "Yes dear."
"I don't believe you. That isn't my son. He wouldn't let that nonsense happen to him."
"Or no? You are going to get a demonstration when he gets here mommy."
Just then there was a knock on the door and she had looked for something to cover herself with when Tiffany got up to go to the door. Tiffany saw it and told her not to bother, that it would just be pulled off of her anyway. Tiffany opened the door and David came in. He saw the two naked women and the shape the beds were in and he got a confused look on his face.
"What did you do?"
"I got mommy fucked real good last night."
"But all you were supposed to do was go out, have a few drinks and get to know each other and you know...like bond."
"Oh we know each other now baby and I have a treat for you. You know I'm full of cum, but so is your mommy and I've decided that you don't get to clean me out until you clean out your mommy."
"But I can't do that, she's my mother."
"Yes she is, and a well fucked one at that. Hey, that's an idea. After you clean her out I want you to fuck her."
"No Tif, I can't do that."
"You damned sure will if you expect to come home with me."
"But Ti...."
"Do it David, or get used to living alone."
David had looked at Tiffany and then at her and she had recognized the helpless look on his face. His eyes were downcast as he approached her and she heard Tiffany say:
"I've changed my mind."
She saw a flicker of hope in her son's eyes as he expected Tiffany to say, "Just kidding baby." The hope was crushed when Tiffany said:
"Instead of you eating her and then fucking her I want you to fuck her first. That way you can suck your own cum out of your mommy."
She saw the resignation on David's face as he started to undress. She sat up on the bed and said:
"No! I will not allow this to happen!"
"Your choice mommy. You don't have to do it, but if you don't my father in law gets a copy of the tape showing you enjoying the hell out of what Sam, Bill, Ralph and John did to you. Keep undressing David. Mommy is going to be reasonable, aren't you mommy?"
She had looked at Tiffany with hate blazing from her eyes as David slid his hard cock into her already wet and loose pussy, but Tiffany had just laughed and said:
"Don't look at me like that mommy dear, I'm just making sure that you have a good time. I want you to look forward to all of the "girls nights out" that we will be having." Tiffany laughed and said, "Make her cum David; I want you to make her cum before you cum."
David slowly fucked her and soon, to her absolute horror, she found herself responding to her son. She was pushing her hips up at her baby boy, the same hips she had pushed up when she had delivered him. Her legs went up and clamped him and her hands slid down to his butt and she dug her nails into him as she started moaning:
"Yes, yes, yes, yesssss. Harder baby, harder."
She felt her climax building and as it grew and approached she heard herself begging her own son to make her cum. Tiffany was laughing as she shot the video.
"Mommy likes it. Mommy likes her baby's dick. Fuck her hard Davey, make her scream."
Her body shook and she cried out, "Oh God" and then she felt her boy splash her insides with his juices.
Tiffany laughed and said, "Keep her going Davey, keep her going. Sixty-nine baby, eat her pussy while she gets your cock hard again."
David pulled out of her and swung around over her in a sixty-nine and suddenly his dripping cock was dangling over her face and she felt his tongue lash her clit and without thinking she raised her head and captured her baby's wet cock with her mouth.
Her baby might have been a sick fuck, but he was also a stud. It was noon before the three of them left the motel and David had fucked her to orgasm three times and had eaten her to an orgasm twice, but Tif wasn't done with her yet. Tif made her and David get in the back seat and then Tif said:
"I want you to suck him off all the way home" and she hadn't protested, not even a little; she had just reached for David's zipper.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That had been six months ago and in that six months she had been bedded by over fifty different men. At least once a week she and Tiffany went out for a 'girls night out' and they ended up in a motel with whomever Tiffany picked out for them.
Her husband thought that it was great that she was making such an effort to get to know Tiffany after being down on her for so long. In the beginning Tiffany had said:
"I can't climb up to your level so I've decided to bring you down to mine" and she had. Tif had David fuck her at least once a week "To remind you that you are just as sick a whore as I am" and she had found herself looking forward to having her baby's cock in her pussy and her mouth.
But the day she finally knew that Tiffany had indeed drug her down was the night she went home to her husband after having been fucked by three men. She had gotten him up out of a sound sleep with a blow job and then had sat on his face and lied to him about her wet pussy.
"I've been horny all day thinking about you honey and my natural juices are flowing. I'm sorry to wake you, but I can't wait until tomorrow. I just have to be fucked right now."



She'd had to admit that she'd gotten an unusually strong orgasm when Dan had sucked the three men out of her. It had been a major, major turn on, but she didn't think it was something that she could chance doing too often. Luckily she had David to fall back on when she needed her pussy sucked clean. He was still reluctant where she was concerned, but she had learned from Tiffany. Her son was a wimp and all she had to do was be assertive. Whoever would have thought that ordering your own son to eat your cum filled pussy would be such a turn on.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She looked at the four men as she stepped out of her panties and stood before them in nothing but her thigh high elastic topped nylons and her 'come fuck me' pumps and the hunger in their eyes sent a tingle through her loins.
"Mommy?"
She turned to look at Tiffany sitting on the side of the bed. "Yes sweetie?"
"Which ones can I have?"
"Doesn't really matter sweetie. We will both have all four of them before we are through. Just take two and get started. David will be here at six and we do want to be ready for him, don't we?"
"Whatever you say mommy, whatever you say."
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It might have been going on for a while, but I first noticed it at mile marker 197 just west of Brady on Interstate 80. A red late model Dodge Intrepid seemed to be playing some kind of game with me. It would be behind me for a while and then it would pull out to pass and blow by me at 85 or 90 miles an hour and a quarter mile down the road it would pull back into my lane and slow down.
The speed limit was 70 and I had my cruise control set on 76 and I was trusting that no cop was going to bother me for going 6 miles over. At 76 I would slowly creep up on the Dodge and eventually I would have to hit my brake, which would take me out of cruise control, or I would have to swing out and pass. Unless there was traffic I always opted for the swing out and pass option and then a quarter mile or so down the road I would pull back into the right lane and the cycle would repeat itself.
About the fifth time it happened I glanced over at the driver of the Dodge as it flew by and saw that the driver was an extremely attractive young woman. After that fifth time I began to think that what she was doing was deliberate and I started trying to figure out just what it was that she was doing. Try as I might I could not come up with an explanation.
It went on for another forty miles or so and then finally she pulled out, passed me doing 90 and pulled back in front of me only to get off the Interstate at the 133 exit. Weird, I thought, but it had been a distraction from the long and boring ride across I-80.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was maybe twenty minutes later and darkness had fallen when I noticed a set of headlights coming up from behind at a high rate of speed. There were no flashing lights so I didn't think that it was a cop after somebody and then, suddenly, the red Dodge roared by me and a quarter mile later pulled in front of me and the game began again.
I was in the lead when I swung off of I-80 onto I-76 and I was surprised when I saw the Dodge follow along. I was even more surprised when the Dodge followed me off I-76 at Julesburg and into the Flying J truck stop where I had planned to get a bite to eat and fuel up for the final leg into Denver.
I saw the Dodge park at the far end and no one got out while I gassed up. I pulled away from the pump and pulled up in front of the restaurant and went inside and took a seat. I was looking at the menu when someone slid onto a chair across from me and I looked up and into the biggest brown eyes I had ever seen. They were set in a face that was more striking than beautiful, but the face topped a body to die for.
"Hi. I'm Shauna. Mind if I join you?"
Like I would say no, right? I introduced myself and then I asked her what she had playing at with me for the last two hundred miles.
"Just trying to break the monotony of the long haul across 80. I half expected you to follow me when I got off for gas."
"What would have happened if I had?"
"I don't know, but it might have been fun."
"What kind of fun?"
"We'll never know will we?"
"Where are you headed?"
"I'm supposed to be on my way to Sacramento, California."
"You should have stayed on 80; it would have taken you right into Sacramento."
"I know. I'm just not all that sure that I want to go to Sacramento anymore."
Just then a man approached us and said, "Just what do you think you are doing asshole?"
I looked up, "Are you talking to me?"
"Yeah you dick breath, just what the fu..."
He never finished what he was going to say because I tossed my glass of water into his face and when his hands instinctively went up to cover his eyes I grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled his face down into the table. He fell in a heap on the floor. The manager came running up:
"I don't want no trouble in here. Take your beef outside"
"Just leaving" I said and I got up and headed for the door. Shauna was right behind me and when we got outside she said, "Sorry about that."
"Sorry about what?"
"What just happened. I thought he was asleep in the back seat."
"You know him?"
"He was the reason that I was going to Sacramento and he is also the reason I wasn't sure that I wanted to go to Sacramento."
"I think you lost me there."
"He was my fiancé and we were on the way to Sacramento so I could meet his folks and make wedding plans."
"Was your fiancé?"
"You learn a lot about someone when you are cooped up in a car with them for eighteen hundred miles. By the time we hit Kearny I wasn't sure that I really wanted to go through with the wedding."
"And now?"
"You got room in your car for me and three suitcases?"
I helped Shauna move her stuff from the Intrepid into my car and through the window of the restaurant I saw people helping Shauna's boyfriend up off the floor.
"You going to say goodbye to him?
"Nah! He'll figure it out eventually," she said as she tossed the car keys onto the front seat of the Dodge. "Let's get out of here."
++++++++++++++++++++++
We pulled out of the Flying J and got on 76. The first ten miles were traveled in silence as Shauna looked out the passenger side window at the dark countryside. Finally I broke the silence.
"Having second thoughts? We are still close enough to turn around and go back. He will probably still be there."
"No, no second thoughts. Troy has always been a jealous and possessive asshole and I think that is what attracted me to him in the first place. To go from a life where no one gave a shit about me to where I had a man who thought so much of me that he wanted to own me and keep others away from me was somehow comforting. Remember when I said you learn a lot about someone when you are cooped up with them for eighteen hundred miles?"
I nodded a yes.
"I wasn't talking about Troy, I was talking about me. By the Illinois/Indiana state line I knew I was making a mistake. I'm just not the marrying kind. I'm not a girl who can tie herself down to just one man. You know what I mean?"
"No, I'm afraid that I don't."
Shauna slid across the seat until she was next to me and said, "I like cock too much sweetie" as her hand went to my zipper. "I'm too much of a slut to stay true to one man and I knew it, but for a while I convinced myself that I could change and that Troy and I could build a life together. By Omaha I knew I was kidding myself. When I made that last gas stop on 80 I was hoping that you would follow me. I was going to fuck you on your back seat while Troy slept in the car next to us."
By then she had my erection out and was stroking me and I was debating whether to continue driving or to pull over to the side of the road. Common sense won out and I pulled over onto the shoulder of the road just as her hot mouth closed around my cock. It did not take me long to realize that Troy's loss was my gain.
Her mouth was a soft as warm butter and her tongue and lips felt like feathers as they danced around the head of my dick. She licked the underside and kissed the length until she was back to the head and then she looked up at me, smiled and swallowed it. Her head bobbed up and down three times and then she had her nose in my pubic hairs as I was deep throated for the first time in my life. She worked me until she had me ready to cum and then she backed off for a minute or so and then she went after me again. She did that three times until I could no longer hold back and when I came it was so hard that I was surprised I didn't blow the back of her head off.
After she had licked me clean she looked up at me and smiled, "Will that hold you until we get to your place? You are going to let me stay with you for a while aren't you?"
++++++++++++++++++++++
I did let her stay with me and for five weeks I enjoyed the wildest sex imaginable. Shauna was insatiable. Every morning she woke me with a blow job and sent me out the door well fucked to greet the new day. She was waiting naked for me when I got home from work at night and on some nights we never even got to have dinner. Once she even took a cab down to where I worked so she could have lunch with me and when I asked her where she would like to have lunch she said, "The back seat of your car. What I'm really hungry for right now is a nice hard tube steak if you take my meaning." I did, but not being an exhibitionist I took her to a hotel instead of my back seat.
Shauna's big thing was having her pussy eaten just after I fucked her; she said that having cum eaten out of her was such a turn on that she always had an orgasm when it happened. Given that she was giving me so much I felt that it behooved me to give her back something so, much as I hated the taste, I did what she wanted. If we screwed in the morning and I didn't have time to do it before going to work she would try and hold as much in her during the day as she could so I could do it as soon as I got home that night.
More than any other girl I had ever known, Shauna was always hot, wet and ready. The day she came down to the office and we went to the hotel she lay back on the bed and pulled apart her pussy lips so that I could see that she had saved my mornings leavings for me. She gave me a wicked little grin and said, "I plan on having tube steak, but I have cream pie for you. Come on baby, play vacuum cleaner for me."
I went to my knees and buried my face in the wet mess and licked until she cried out, "Fuck me now baby, fuck me now."
I never made it back to work that afternoon.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Life was good and, silly me, I began to think that Shauna and I might have a future together, but Shauna had told me what she was and I had forgotten. I came home from work early one day and found Shauna on my bed and sliding up and down on some stranger's erection. I watched for a minute or two as they fucked without noticing me and then I went out to the kitchen and fixed myself a stiff drink. As I sipped it I thought of all the times I had come home from work and she had been hot and wet and waiting for me to go down on her and I almost barfed.
Thirty minutes later a naked Shauna came out of the bedroom hustling her dressed lover along. "Hurry sweetie, we need to get you out of here before he gets home" she was saying and then she saw me.
"Oops. I guess there is no hurry now, but you still need to leave."
She walked the man to the door and when it closed behind him she turned to face me. "I'm sorry baby, but I did tell you what I was. I guess I've overstayed my welcome huh?"
"Yes Shauna, I guess you have."
I watched her pack and then I drove her out to the airport and dropped her off. I have no idea where she flew off to and I never heard from her again.
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I was leaning against the door of the car trying to catch a short nap. It was a Union 76 truck stop and I was parked in the back of the lot where it was fairly dark. On the way from Kansas City to Denver I had gotten sleepy and had caught myself nodding off and I figured I better pull over before I ran off the road and killed myself. I had been there about three hours and while I had gotten some sleep it had been a fitful nap what with air brakes hissing on and off. The whining of the diesel engines as the trucks pulled into and out of the lot didn't help either. I had just made up my mind to go into the restaurant, drink a gallon of hot black coffee and hit the road when there was a 'tap tap' on the window. I sat up and looked out to see a young girl standing there. I rolled the window down and waited for her to tell me what she wanted. I'd heard about hookers who worked truck stops, but this girl looked way too young to be a hooker. It turned out that she both was and wasn't - it just depended on the way you looked at it.
"Mister, I haven't eaten in three days and I'm desperate. I'll give you a blow job for the price of a meal."
Obviously she wasn't a real hooker, not if she was giving blow jobs away for what amounted to less than ten bucks. I told her to get in the car and once she was in she looked at me nervously and said, "I only done it once before, but I'll try real hard to do it good."
I started the car and I saw sudden panic on her face, "Relax, the first thing you need to learn about selling yourself is to get paid up front."
I drove the car up to the parking area by the restaurant and parked.
"Come on," I said, "Lets get you fed."
She started to order a typical kids meal, burger and fries, but I wouldn't let her; I ordered the top sirloin, baked potato and a trip to the all you can eat salad bar. She made two trips to the salad bar and it was the first chance I'd had to get a good look at her. Not a bad figure, at least as far as I could tell considering her baggy clothes, and a very pretty face all be it a slightly dirty one. After she had finished her meal I asked her how old she was and she told me she was eighteen and asked me why I wanted to know.
"Because you don't look old enough and guys can go to jail for messing with girls who aren't old enough."
She dug in her pocket and came out with a driver's license that she handed me. Her name was Denise and she had been eighteen for almost a week. It took some prying on my part, but I finally got her story out of her. She let home on her eighteenth birthday and was heading for California where she hoped to find a girl friend of hers that had moved there. She didn't have much money when she left and what little she'd had ran out by the time she reached St. Louis. When I asked her why she hadn't waited until she had more money before making the trip she told me that she just couldn't wait any longer. It seems that her step father had been telling her when she reached eighteen he was going to make a woman out of her. Her mother had treated it as a joke, but Denise knew that he meant it. Denise had run away from home twice and both times her mother had called the police and they had found her and taken her back home. I asked her why she hadn't turned him in to the cops and she told me she was afraid to. I ordered apple pie ala mode for desert and then we went out and got in the car.
"Are we going to do it here? I'd rather go in the back where it's dark."
I smiled at her, "Sorry to disappoint you honey, but I'm not going to let you suck my dick. I just can't bring myself to take advantage of some one in trouble. You will have to pay for your dinner by keeping me company on my way to Denver and helping me stay awake. You got a bag or anything back there that you need?" She didn't and I pulled out onto I-70 and headed for Denver.
About an hour down the road she slid over next to me and put her hand on my leg. I glanced over at her and saw that she was looking at me, "I want to" she said.
"Not while I'm driving" I said, "We will be in Denver in seven hours and if you still want to when we get there maybe I'll let you."
Now, I love blow jobs as much as the next guy and this was the first time in my life that I had ever shied away from one, but something about this situation just didn't set right with me. I think it was because Denise was young enough to be my daughter, well almost. I was thirty-five and my daughter was fifteen. But good intentions don't necessarily override a hard cock. When I told her no she stayed sitting beside me with her hand on my leg and after a few miles she fell asleep leaning against my shoulder and eventually she slid down and ended up with her head using my leg for a pillow. Unfortunately my cock just happened to be laying along my right leg only inches from her head and as she moved around trying to get comfortable she put her head on it and, quite naturally, it began to grow. As it grew she felt it grow and she raised her head up and looked at the lump developing and placed her hand on it and that was all it took.
I pulled over on the shoulder and unzipped and let Denise have her way. She might have only done it once before, but the girl had a natural talent for sucking cock and it only took her three minutes to get me to the point of cumming. I almost told her that I was going to shoot, but then I decided not to. She was going to have to learn to swallow sooner or later, especially if she was going to continue to pay for things with blow jobs. When the first spurt came out it caught her completely by surprise and she gagged and tried to pull her head up, but I held her in place and she was forced to gulp and swallow it all. When I was limp I let go of her head and she jerked it up and gave me a look that would kill.
"What's the matter?" I asked, "You don't understand that a blow job includes swallowing?"
Her anger changed to a sheepish look and she mumbled a no. "Better get in the back seat to sleep. If you stay up here using my leg for a pillow we might never get to Denver."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had expected me to let her out on I-70 when I reached my exit, but I kept on driving until we got to my house. I pulled in my driveway, shut off the car and said, "We'll get you a shower, see if we can't find you a change of clothes or two and then see what we can do about getting you on your way to California."
While she was in the shower I dug through the clothes that my ex-wife had left behind trying to find something that Denise could use. I finally gave up and figured that I would let Denise do the digging and let her pick out what she wanted. I was in the kitchen fixing breakfast when she came in wearing nothing but a bra and panties and I immediately noticed that her body was a lot better than I had suspected. I took her to the bedroom and showed her the stuff that Elise had left behind and told her to go through it and take what she wanted. Ten minutes later she came back wearing a dress and said, "How does this look?"
I told her that she looked great and that breakfast was ready. After breakfast was over with she went back to the bedroom and for the next hour she kept coming back and modeling things for me. I was on the phone calling in a favor when I heard her say, "How's this?" I turned and saw her in a pair of high heels and a black see through nighty. She did a little turn in front of me and said, "What do you think?" My response was the expected one and when she knelt down in front of me she said, "Tell me this time, okay? I'll swallow, I just don't want to be surprised."
The favor I'd called in was a job for Denise. I told her she could stay with me, no strings attached, using my daughters old room until she had enough money to head for California. We went to the mall that afternoon and got her all the things that women need, lipstick and other cosmetics, hair stuff, some underwear and socks and then I drove her over to see Andy. I'd talked him into hiring Denise as a receptionist/file clerk and she was to start the next day. I left the two of them to talk and ran a couple of errands and when I came back Andy was all smiles, "She knows computers. I've been having all kinds of problems with my system and she has just about got it straightened out. I think you just helped make my life a little easier."
On the way back to the house Denise said, "He's nice. I think I'll like working for him."
I fixed us some dinner and then we watched TV for a while and around nine I told her that I was going to bed and I left her watching some game show. I was just stepping out of the shower when she walked in on me wearing the same heels and nighty that she had worn earlier in the day, "They worked this morning so I thought I would try them again."
She grinned at me; "It seems like it's having the desired effect."
I led her to the bed and she said, "This time I want you to do me, okay?"
I looked at her lying there so virginal and innocent looking and I almost didn't do it - almost! She was tight, extremely tight and from the faces she was making it seemed like I was hurting her and so I stopped and tried to pull away from her, but she grabbed me and said, "Don't stop, please, just do it."
I kept pushing and suddenly she gave a cry of pain and just as suddenly I knew what was going on - I had just taken her virginity. Well, there wasn't anything for it but to press on. When it was over she said, "They tell me it gets better. Is that true? It wasn't really too bad there at the end."
I assured her that it did indeed get better.
"Can we do it again?"
It was a long night.
Denise never did sleep in the other bedroom. She spent her nights in my bed and she never did leave for California. For the first two months or so Denise wanted to fuck two or three times a night and she wanted to do everything. She loved having her pussy eaten, she loved fucking, she loved sucking my cock and she absolutely loved anal sex. I did my best to try and stay with her, but eventually she wore me down to where I was only able to go once a night for five or six days a week or twice a night for two or three nights a week. For all practical purposes we might as well have been married. We shared the cooking and cleaning, but I wouldn't let her pay any of the expenses so she saved up her money to buy a car.
She started dating fellows around her own age, staying out till midnight or two in the morning and then coming home and climbing into bed with me. She was always horny after a date and so she always woke me up to take care of her. Inevitably the night came when she came home and got me up and I discovered that I was not the first one to gain entry to her that night. She never said a word other than, "Fuck me honey, fuck me. I need it bad." The feel of my cock sliding into some one else's cum was not a new one for me, in fact that feeling was the reason that Elise and I were no longer married - I'd slid into her cum filled cunt one too many times. But I had no claim on Denise and she wasn't breaking any vows by spreading her legs for some one else.
Where it got touchy, at least for me, was the first time Denise came to me after some one else had fucked her and wanted me to eat her. She didn't ask, she just got into a sixty-nine with me. I could see that her pussy had already been serviced and I hesitated to put my mouth on her. She squirmed around trying to push her pussy down on my mouth and finally she whined, "Please honey, please. You know how much I like it."
I gave in and began to lick and suck her cunt. After that once or twice a week Denise would come home from a date after having been fucked and want me to eat her. Soon it moved up to three or four times a week and since she didn't have a steady boyfriend I began to wonder if maybe some of Elise had remained on her clothes and had been transferred to Denise, turning her into just as big a slut as Elise had been. I didn't have to wonder about it for long.
I threw a card party one Friday night for a bunch of old friends. I had expected Denise to go out since she hardly ever stayed in on the weekend, but for some reason she stayed home that Friday night. For the first couple of hours she served as a hostess and raised a few eyebrows, you know, a jab in the ribs and "You and her? You old dog you" type comments. About two and a half hours into the game Jerry got up to go to the bathroom and when he didn't come back in about ten minutes Glen got up to go and see what was keeping him. When neither of them were back in five minutes I got up to go and see what was happening. I found both of them in the bedroom buried in Denise. Glen had his cock in her mouth and Jerry had her legs up on his shoulders and was pounding away at her pussy. I heard "Damn!" from behind me and I turned to see that Ron and Dave had followed me and were looking over my shoulder.
The poker game was off and the gangbang was on.
It bothered me a little to see these thirty-five year old guys fucking that little eighteen year old girl, but then I thought, "You fucking hypocrite, you're thirty-five and you've been fucking her for six months now."
The gangbang lasted until two o'clock in the morning and as the guys were getting dressed they asked Denise if they could do it again some time. She surprised the hell out of me by pointing at me and saying, "You will have to ask him. I will if he will let me."
I mumbled that I'd think about it and everyone left. I walked back to the bedroom and Denise was lying there waiting for me, "Are you mad?"
I shrugged and said, "You don't belong to me. You are free to do what you want to."
Her face clouded up and she looked like she was going to cry. "What did I say? Why are you going to cry?"
"I thought I meant something to you. I do belong to you and I thought you knew that."
"If you belong to me what about all the screwing you do during the week? You don't ask for my approval or permission to do that."
"That's different. I don't do it here and I always come home to you when I'm done."
Now there was pure logic for you. If Elise could have sold me on that we would still be married. Given her logic I just had to ask, "If that's so why didn't you ask me if you could do what you did tonight?"
"That was a fluke. I'm not used to having to lock the bathroom door and I was in there naked when Jerry walked in on me. It surprised us both and things just kind of happened and when Glen walked in on us it didn't seem like the time to quibble over things."
I was amazed at her reasoning process, but the bottom line was what was I going to do? On the one hand I liked having her around, but on the other she was doing everything that my ex-wife did that made me kick her ass out. The only difference was that Denise wasn't sneaking around and lying about it. However Denise looked at it (the 'I belong to you" remark) she was still an unencumbered free agent. The answer to the 'what was I going to do' question came easier than I thought; as I stood looking down at her and thinking she asked, "You want me the way I am, or should I take a shower first?"
The answer? I undressed and climbed into bed with her.
The Friday night poker game became a weekly event although precious little got done in the way of card playing. We held the group at seven, the maximum number for seven card stud, just in case we actually had to play cards (Denise's time of the month sometimes got in the way). Denise still dated during the week, although not as much as she had, and on most of those nights I found myself sliding into a cum filled cunt or eating it or both. Denise has a birthday coming up in a week and I asked her what she wanted for her birthday. You could have knocked me over with a feather when she said, "I want you to marry me."
"Are you sure that's what you want? You will have to give up all your boyfriends and the Friday night poker game."
"Oh don't be silly. You know you like making love to me after somebody else has."
I'm taking her shopping for a ring tomorrow.
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I had stopped at a Tomahawk truck stop to get fuel and a bite to eat. I'd finished fueling and had gone inside and gotten a booth, ordered my meal and was sitting there sipping my coffee when a car pulled up and parked just outside my window. Normally I'm not a nosey person; I tend to mind my own business, but I just happened to be looking out the window as the car pulled up and I found myself looking at one of the most beautiful faces I had ever seen. Our eyes met and for a brief instant I could read her facial expression - it said, plain as day, "What the fuck are you looking at."
I went back to sipping my coffee, but a minute or so later I picked up some movement out of the corner of my eye and I looked out the window to see the woman slapping the driver's face. The passenger door flew open and the woman got out of the car, slammed the door and began walking toward the entrance of the restaurant. The guy in the car was staring at her with an "What the hell did I do?" look on his face and as I watched the expression changed to "Well, fuck you bitch!" Then the headlights came on and the car backed up and pulled out of the parking lot.
I had been looking out the window and I hadn't noticed the approach of the woman and I didn't realize she was there until I heard "That miserable son of a bitch" and I turned to see her standing next to my booth watching the car turn onto the highway. She said again, "That miserable bastard, that miserable no good rotten bastard!"
I looked up at her standing there and noticed that besides a drop dead gorgeous face she had a killer set of tits. My eyes dropped and confirmed that the rest of her was in keeping with the top half and while I was looking I heard her say, "You mind if I join you? It looks as if my darling husband has abandoned me."
I waved for her to take a seat and asked her if he did things like that often.
"This is the fourth time. He will go two or three exits down the road and then come back after making me wait around. He thinks he is showing me who is the boss. One of these days he's going to do it and I'm not going to be here when he gets back."
Just then the waitress brought me my hamburger steak and I ask the woman if she had eaten yet. She said no, picked up the menu and looked at it and then told the waitress that she would have what I was having. I pushed my food around on my plate as we waited for her meal to arrive and wondered if taking advantage of the situation might not be in my best interests; after all, I might never have a shot at something as nice as this ever again. She had said that some day he might come back and find her gone - why not today? Her food came and we ate in silence; me thinking about how much I would like to have her in my sleeper cab and she no doubt thinking of ways to get even with her husband. I had just finished my meal and was trying to think of a clever way to approach the subject when she looked at me and said, "You want to get lucky?"
Sometimes I can be a little slow on the uptake and I said, "Pardon me?"
She grinned, "I said do you want to get lucky?"
Suddenly it dawned on me that she had beaten me to the punch.
"If you are suggesting what I hope you are, you bet I would."
"Which way are you going?"
"To Denver."
"Do you have a sleeper on your truck?"
"Yes mam, I do."
"What are we waiting for."
I threw enough money down on the table to cover both meals and the tip and said, "Lets get the hell out of here before he comes back."
I was just pulling onto the highway when she pointed and said, "There he is."
I looked over at her and said, "Are you sure you want to do this?"
She looked undecided for a minute and then she said, "Fuck him! He's done this to me one too many times."
I pulled out on the highway and headed on down the road. We rode the first twenty minutes in silence and then I said, "I'm not holding you to what you said, the part about getting lucky. I know you were pissed at the time and you might not have really meant it."
She looked over at me, "I meant it."
"Well, that brings up something else. As soon as we get to Denver I drop the truck at the terminal and head home. Would you rather the sleeper or a bed?"
She looked at me and grinned, "Can't I have both?"
I smiled back at her and pulled off onto the next exit ramp and parked on the shoulder. I set the air brakes and turned on my blinkers and turned to her to say "after you" but I was talking to her back as she had already parted the curtain and was crawling up onto the mattress. She was down to her panties by the time I crawled in behind her and she chuckled, "This is really going to piss him off. He biggest fantasy has been to watch me with another guy and here it is happening and he's not here to see it."
By the time she had finished telling me that I had my clothes off. She looked down at my stiff cock and said, "Do you know that yours is the first cock I've seen since I married Harry ten years ago?" She reached over and took it in her hand, spread her legs and said, "Hurry, I want it."
As I entered her I warned her that I hadn't been laid in a while "so the first time might be quick, but I do recover quickly."
"No problem sweetie, we have all the time we need. I have no intention of going back to Harry until you have fucked me into exhaustion."
True to my prediction I only lasted about two minutes and I kind of left her hanging, but to make up for it as soon as I pulled my cock out of her I moved around and went down on her. It usually surprises girls when I go down on them just after I've shot my load in them and this one was no exception.
"You aren't going to do that, are you?"
I smiled up at her, "Yes mam, I am."
From the way she bucked and bounced around I think she liked it. Her hand reached out and grabbed onto my cock and she began pulling on it and it started to grow. She started tugging on it pretty hard so I swung up over her and she did something to me that no other girl had ever done - she licked it! She licked it like it was an ice cream cone; up one side and down the other and then back again. She licked the head, the shaft, and my balls for a good two minutes before she took me in her mouth. It wasn't long at all before I was hard enough for her again and this time she wanted to be on top. She bounced up and down on me for a good five or six minutes before I rolled her over and started fucking her as hard as I could. After a minute or so she cried out, "Oh Jesus, oh God" and she pulled me to her and held me tight as she had an orgasm and a few moments later she moaned, "Fuck me lover, fuck me" and I went back to banging her as hard as I could. She had one more orgasm and then I had mine and I rolled off of her. She reached out and touched my face, "Maybe I should have done this sooner. Maybe I should have let my husband have his fantasy. I never knew I could enjoy another man so much. How soon can you go again?"
I smiled at her, "How quickly can you get me up?"
We stopped twice more before we got to my terminal and I dropped her at a Denny's because I'm not supposed to have anyone in the truck with me who is not a company employee. I honestly didn't expect to find her there when I got back, but there she was.
"I wondered if you would come back for me" and I laughed and told her that I'd had the same thought about her.
"You should have known I'd be here lover, I'm having too much fun and I'm going to have even more when I rub my hubby's nose in it."
We got in my car and headed off toward my apartment. We hadn't gone two blocks when she slid over next to me and reached for my zipper, "Do we have far to go or should we stop for a quickie?"
I laughed, "If you can't wait ten minutes I suppose I could pull over."
"I can wait ten minutes lover, but not much more than that."
Two more blocks and she had her head in my lap and she kept it there until we pulled in at my apartment. As we climbed the steps to my second floor unit she said, "How much time do I have?"
"What do you mean?"
"Do you have a wife or girlfriend, someone that I need to be gone before they come over?"
"Our only time table is whatever you want it to be. I have three days before my next trip and even then I have room in the sleeper if you want to come along."
"Really? Where do you go?"
"San Francisco, Los Angles, San Diego and then back to here."
As I was unlocking my door she said, "I might just take you up on that."
We made love three times and then fell asleep. I slept almost seven hours and when I woke up she was still lying next to me on the bed. I was looking down at her and thinking that her husband was a flaming idiot for letting her out of his sight and I was wondering if I should wake her up and have her call home before he called the cops and reported her missing. My thoughts were interrupted, "Penny for your thoughts" and I looked down to see that she was awake.
"I'd need more than that because I was having more than one."
I told her what I had been thinking and she said, "The idiot might just do that. I guess I'd better call him."
I showed her where the phone was and watched while she punched in some numbers. There was a pause and then, "Just calling to see if you were at home and to let you know that I might not be home for a while. No. A gentleman offered me a ride and since I didn't feel like sitting around waiting for you while you were off having your snit fit I said yes. No, I don't think so. He will probably bring me home when he gets tired of me. What? How should I know? Tonight, tomorrow, next week, whenever he gets tired of me. Of course I did. Yes. You bet. As many times as I want to or he wants me to. Well just a minute and I'll ask him."
She turned to me and said, "He's being an asshole. How would you feel about my moving in with you?"
I gave a big smile and she smiled back at me and said into the phone, "He thinks it's a great idea. I'll call you back in a week or so and see how you feel about it then" and she hung up. She turned to me and said, "I love the asshole, but I'm tired of being taken for granted. I'll end up going home to him, but not until I've made him sweat. You've got me until it's time for your next trip and then I'll call him again and see how he feels. If he gives me a ration of shit you'll have me for company on your run. How does that sound?"
"It sounds great. But that part about staying until I get tired of you? If that's the yardstick he'll never see you again."
She grinned and walked over to me and knelt down in front of me. As she started licking my cock I said, "Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure, ask away."
"What's your name?" She grinned, "I wondered if you were ever going to ask. It's Debbie" and she went back to working on my cock.
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It had been one of my longer hauls - Denver to Seattle to Los Angeles to St. Louis and the back to Denver. I had stopped at the Flying J Travel Plaza in Salina, Kansas for food and fuel and I was browsing the aisles in the convenience store when I noticed a stunning brunette standing at the bank of pay phones. What intrigued me was the way that she was dressed - mini-skirt and 'come fuck me' high heels. Not the normal attire you see in a truck stop unless the lady is a hooker. But this woman didn't really look like a hooker even though she was dressed like one. Most of the hookers that I had seen at truck stops, while not bad looking, had a certain hard edge to them that the brunette didn't have. It might be that she was new at the game and hadn't hardened up yet, or it might be that I totally misread what I was seeing, but either way she was way too nice for me to pass up. If she was a foxy lady who had stopped for a bite to eat on the way home from a party I might get my face slapped, but hey - no pain, no gain, right?
I walked over to her and waited until she hung up the phone. She finished her call, turned to me and gave me what I can only call a "What do you want" look and I jumped in feet first.
"You looking for some company?"
The look on her face turned to one of puzzlement and then understanding and I was almost sure that I had misjudged and I clenched my teeth and waited for the blow. She took a quick look around and then said, "Just what did you have in mind?"
I relaxed my jaw, thought 'hot damn' and said, "I thought that maybe we could take a little walk out to my rig and check out the sleeper."
She took another look around and then said, "Lets go."
I could feel a hundred pair of eyes on us as we walked across the lot to my truck and I knew that most of them were eating their hearts out - she was that nice! Once in the sleeper she said, "By the way, my name is Elise. You didn't ask, so I assume you don't care, but I am a little expensive. I get a hundred dollars for a blow job and two hundred for a straight fuck. If you want my ass it's another hundred and fifty. If you want all three as a package deal it is three seventy-five."
That got my attention in a hurry. I was used to fifty dollar blow jobs and a half and half for one fifty, but I knew that I would never get a shot at something this nice again so I said, "Blow job and a straight fuck" and I pulled out my wallet. As I counted out the money into her hand I commented, "Just my luck. Fifty bucks short of being able to get all three."
She grinned at me, "If you want my ass sailor, I'll take your watch for the difference."
I didn't even hesitate - I peeled that twenty-dollar Casio off and handed it to her with the rest of my cash. I might not eat for two days, but it would be worth it. She stripped and I almost came just looking at her tits. I asked her to leave her high heels on and as soon as I was undressed she went for my cock. I was surprised when she twisted around so I could taste her pussy while she sucked my cock. Just before her mouth closed on me she said, "Do a good job sailor and I might give you back your watch."
I buried my face in her bush and did my absolute best to get that cheap Casio back while she gave me the best head I'd ever gotten. She had me ready to blow in minutes and knowing that whores don't swallow I warned her that I was ready to come. She took her mouth off me long enough to say, "Just keep eating me sugar" and she went back to sucking me and when I came she clamped her lips around me and gulped down everything I shot. She kept on working on me with her mouth until I was hard again and then she rolled off me and spread her legs, "Hurry up sailor, time is money."
I got on top of her and pushed myself in. She locked her legs behind mine and her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me to her, "Come on sailor, get your moneys worth, fuck me hard."
For a whore she sure was tight and she was one hell of an actress. She made me believe that I was really turning her on and getting her off. She faked an orgasm that could have won her an Academy Award, but hell, I didn't care because I was looking down into one of the most beautiful faces that I had ever seen. I knew that the memory of this evening was going to be with me for the rest of my life. It took me almost ten minutes before I was ready to come and about a nano-second before I shot my load I realized that she hadn't asked me to put on a rubber. I began to think that my initial assessment of her was right - she was new at this and she hadn't yet learned that whores were not supposed to swallow and that they always used rubbers. Hell, I might even be her first customer! I stayed in her, slowly pumping, until I was soft.
She was looking up at me with a look I couldn't decipher and then she said, "You want to earn some of your money back?"
This was a new one on me so I said, "What's the catch?"
"No catch sailor, I just like to have my pussy eaten after I've been fucked and not many guys want to do it when I have cum in it. Clean me out and I'll give you back a hundred. Oh by the way, you've already earned your watch back."
I looked down at her in amazement. I pinched myself to see if I was dreaming and it hurt so I knew that I was awake. The only other possibility was that I had died and gone to Heaven. A whore with a gorgeous face and a killer body, who swallowed, didn't use rubbers and who was willing to pay me to eat her pussy? No way! Not in real life. But dream or Heaven I didn't care and I dove in. I love to eat pussy and it's something that my ex-wife used to tell me that I did well and I never have minded when they had cum in them. Well, that's a lie. I didn't mind when they had MY cum in them, but I wasn't all that keen on them when they had some one else's - that's why she was my ex-wife. Anyway, I worked on Elise's cum muffin for a good five minutes while she bucked her hips up at me and moaned.
By the end of that five minutes my cock was hard again and she giggled and said, "I guess you are ready for my ass now" and she got up on her knees and put her head on my pillow. I slid my thumb in her pussy to get a little juice on it and then I worked on her rosebud a bit to open it up and then I poked her pussy a couple of times to get my dick wet. Slowly I began to work my dick into her asshole and she groaned, "Easy sailor, easy. Let me get used to it."
I took my time; I was in no hurry because I wanted her around as long as I could manage. I was halfway in when a cell phone chirped. I knew it wasn't mine because mine beeped. Elise reached for her purse and pulled her phone out and I stopped plunging in and out of her while she took the call.
"Hello?"
"Out on the lot with a truck driver. He's showing me his sleeper. (She giggled)"
"What do you think I'm doing?" "No baby, I'm doing what you always said you wanted."
"That's right. I'm finally doing it. Right now he's buried in my ass." (I felt her body stiffen)
"You miserable fucking rotten cocksucking bastard! You've begged me for this for five goddamned years and now you are calling me a whore? Well fuck you Stan!" She disconnected and threw the phone at her purse.
"Trouble" I asked.
"Just fuck me sailor, fuck me hard. We can talk later."
I went back to stroking into her butt and in a minute or so she was back to moaning, "Oh yes oh yes oh god yes" and in a couple of minutes more she did something that I had never seen before - she had an orgasm from being fucked anally. A minute later I came and we both laid down next to each other on the mattress.
She stared up at the roof of the cab for a bit and then she looked at me, "How long before you have to pull out?"
I thought about it and then told her that I really didn't have to be on the road till the morning. Then she said, "How would you like to get all of your money back and maybe make a little extra?"
I didn't know what to say to that so I just looked at her and she said, "I'm not kidding."
She had a determined look on her face so I asked, "What's this all about?"
She was quiet and stared at the roof for several seconds and then, "I'm not a prostitute. Oh, I know that by taking your money tonight and letting you do what you did I made myself one, but I have never done it before. What happened is that for the last five years now my husband has been begging me, actually begging me to have sex with another man. I would never do it because even though he swore up and down it was what he wanted most I didn't think he would be able to handle it if I did. Tonight we were at a party and half a dozen times he pointed at a guy and said 'how about him? Why don't you take him out to the car and give him a little?' We stopped here on the way home for a bite to eat and I was using the phone to call the babysitter and tell her we were going to be a little later than we had planned. I had just enough to drink tonight to loosen me up and when you came up and hit on me I thought, why not? I'd never seen you before and I would never see you again so lets give hubby what he wants. That was him on the phone and I was right all along - he couldn't handle it. He called me a cheating bitch and a fucking whore and, well, you heard my side of it. The long and short of it is that he took off and left me here. I'm going to have to ask you to give me a ride home, but before I go there is something that I want to do."
I looked at her expectantly and she said, "He called me a fucking whore and I'm going to rub his nose in it. It might, no - it probably will - cost me my marriage, but right now I don't care. If I can use your sleeper for the rest of the night and if you will go out and find guys willing to fuck me for fifty bucks I'll give you all your money back and a third of whatever I make. Plus - you can fuck me as much as you want for free."
Elise had a busy night. She fucked thirty-one guys before the sun started peeking up over the horizon and I managed to do her three more times before she called it quits.
"I don't want to go into the truck stop and clean up; I want the bastard to see me just like this."
She gave me directions and as I pulled up in front of the house she asked me if I would mind waiting for a few minutes, "I might need to go to a motel or something."
Five minutes later she came out with a small suitcase and climbed up into the cab.
"Where to" I asked.
She shrugged and said, "I don't know. Where are you going?"
"Home to Denver."
"Want company?"
"What about your kids?"
"They are his from a previous marriage. He made it pretty plain that he doesn't want me around so it's hit the road for me."
"What will you do when we get to Denver?"
She looked at me, "Hopefully you liked what you got last night enough to let me stay with you for a couple of days while I try to figure it out."
"But I'm only home for five days and then I go on my next run."
"So I'll go with you."
"Not a good idea. You run into a lot of the same people at truck stops. We will always be running into those guys you did last night and to them you are a fifty dollar whore."
She stared out the window at the passing scenery and without looking at me said, "It will keep us in food and fuel money."
That was a year ago and Elise is still with me. Sometimes she rides with me and sometimes she stays home. When she rides with me it is a rare visit to a truck stop when Elise doesn't make five hundred bucks (she did raise her price to a hundred). I keep telling her that she doesn't have to do it, that I'm perfectly capable of taking care of her. She just smiles and says she has to do it to keep in touch with her roots. I keep after her to divorce her husband and marry me, but she won't do it. She called him and told him where to send the stuff she left behind and he begged her to forgive him and come home, but she said no. In an interesting twist he came to visit her while I was on a six day run and spent four days with her. Imagine that! Cheating on me with her own husband!
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My wife Joyce was a virgin when we married and I might as well have been one considering how little sexual experience I had. The novelty of sex itself kept us pretty occupied for the first couple of years. Most of our experimenting was along the lines of position changes - going from missionary to doggie style was a big thing for us. Thanksgiving dinner at my brother's house changed all that for us.
Thanksgiving dinner was a rotating family affair. One year my sister had the family over, then it was our turn and then the next year it was my brother Jeff's turn. Joyce's family was 1400 miles away so they didn't enter into the mix. Dinner at Jeff's was the same as dinner at everyone else's, depending on timing it was watch football and then eat dinner, eat and then watch football or watch football and eat at the same time. About halfway through the afternoon I began to notice that Joyce was a little on the nervous side. I also noticed that she was going to the bathroom almost once every hour and I started wondering if she was okay. After her fourth trip to the bathroom in as many hours I asked her if she was all right. She gave me an odd look, but said that she was fine.
It wasn't until we got home that night that I found out what had happened. Joyce had gone to use the bathroom and she noticed that there was a small magazine rack between the toilet and the vanity counter. She reached down and pulled out one of the magazines and started thumbing through it. It was a copy of Penthouse Letters and as she leafed through it she became curious and started reading some of the letters.
"You won't believe some of the stuff I read" and she took it out of her purse and handed it to me. She had kept on going back to the bathroom so she could read more of the magazine and she finally ended up sneaking into her purse and bringing it home with her. "Turn to page twelve" she said, I did and so began our journey toward sexual discovery.
I know it is going to sound like we were very na‹ve (and we were) but even though I ate Joyce's pussy a lot (she loved it) and she sucked my cock a lot (I loved it) we had never even thought of doing it at the same time. Page twelve changed that. The letters on page twelve and succeeding pages were all on oral sex and after reading the letters we tried sixty-nine for the very first time and we both loved it. The next night we tried something from another letter - I ate Joyce after I'd made love to her - my very first cream pie. There were plenty of other letters and we got hot reading them and then we fucked like horny teenagers.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The following Monday when I got home from work Joyce said, "Guess what I did today? I went out and got the new issue of Penthouse Letters and I sent in the little card to get a subscription."
From the point on PHL became our sexual road map. We would read the letters, get new ideas and then put them into practice. We tried anal sex for the first time and after the initial discomfort Joyce found that she loved it. We had sex in public places where the chance of getting discovered existed and we tried role-playing and had a lot of fun. But the letters that turned on Joyce the most were the ones where men watched their wives and the ones where a wife would have sex with a black man. I didn't really know how I felt about either of those two, but it didn't matter because they were only fantasies. It was obvious that the letters covering those subjects were Joyce's favorites because when she read them she became insatiable. For four or five days after reading an issue with either or both of those topics she couldn't keep her hands off of me. Just out of curiosity, one day I asked her if she ever planned on trying either of them for real.
"Don't be silly. The idea turns me on, but no way could I ever become that big of a slut."
A couple of years went by and, thanks to PHL and magazines like it, our sex life hummed right along. Even though Joyce and I never discussed her two favorite fantasies in detail, at least as far as actually doing them, we did act them out in the bedroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Because Joyce's family lived 1400 miles away we spent one week of vacation with them a year and we went to see them every other Christmas. It was summer vacation and we were on our way to visit them. We were headed east on I-70 and it was raining buckets. We saw a figure up ahead walking along the Interstate, shoulders hunched down against the driving rain, not even trying to thumb a ride. In this day and age hardly anyone will pick up a hitchhiker and whoever it was on the side of the road had probably given up trying. Normally I don't pick up hikers either, but it was raining hard and it was at least twenty-five miles to the next exit so I stopped and told him to get in the back.
He was a young black man and he said he was on his way to Hayes, Kansas when his car broke down. We were an hour and a half from Hayes so I told him I could take him all the way. He thanked me and then leaned back against the seat and closed his eyes. For the next ten minutes it was very quiet in the car except for the sound of the windshield wipers and tire noise. Joyce kept glancing into the back seat and then back at me. Finally she said, "He doesn't know us and we will never see him again" and before her words had a chance to register on me she turned and climbed over the seat into the back. I took my foot off the gas and was about to hit the brakes when Joyce said, "Please honey, just keep driving please?"
I looked in the rear view to see that she had already taken off her sweatshirt (she usually goes bra-less on trips) and had pulled the man's mouth to her tits. No way I can stop her now, I thought, at least not without doing major damage to our relationship. The possibility that her actions might just have done the damage was something I wouldn't know till it was over and we had a chance to talk. I wasn't too sure that I was going to be happy about what was taking place; when it was a fantasy it was one thing, but now?
I adjusted the rear view mirror so I could keep an eye on things and went back to driving. I kept glancing into the rear view and then back at the road so I missed a lot, but I saw enough to realize that what Joyce was doing was turning me on. The man had one of her tits in his mouth and he was squeezing the other one as Joyce's hands were busy trying to get his cock out of his pants. As soon as she had it free she started to jack him off. The man ran a hand down inside Joyce's sweatpants and she moaned as his fingers found her opening. For a couple of minutes she stroked his cock while he sucked her tits and finger fucked her and then she suddenly pulled away from him, pushed off her sweats and panties and straddled the man. I couldn't see from my angle, but I heard her sudden intake of breath when the man's cock split her pussy lips and went into her cunt. For the next ten or twelve miles all I could see was Joyce's back as she rode up and down on the black man's cock, but I could hear her as she moaned, "Yes, yes, oh yes, oh god yes, fuck me, fuck me."
Finally I heard the man gasp "I'm gonna cum lady, I'm gonna cum." I expected Joyce to get off of him and finish him by hand, but she stayed where she was and moaned, "Give it to me, give it to me, give it to me."
I hoped to god she had her diaphragm in because I know she hadn't put a rubber on him. Joyce climbed off the man and she looked into the mirror and into my eyes, "I'm sorry honey. I don't know what came over me, but all of a sudden I just had to do it."
There wasn't a whole lot I could say to that, but what I was going to say was, "Get back up here and take care of me now" because my cock was as hard as a rock. However, before I could say that I noticed her hand move over to the black man's limp dick and start to fondle it and after a minute or so it began to grow again. Between watching the road and watching the mirror I missed the transition, but all of a sudden she had her head in the man's lap, he had his hands on the back of her head and was fucking her Joyce's mouth. Another fifteen miles and I heard him say, "Here it comes, here it comes" and I saw him arch up and I knew that my wife had just taken a mouthful of cum. She kept her mouth on him and in another five miles it was hard enough again to suit her. She lay back on the seat, spread her legs and the man moved between them. For the next thirty miles I watched a black ass with white hands on it move up and down while Joyce moaned with pleasure and begged him not to stop. For the third time since we picked him up I heard him say he was going to cum and again I heard Joyce say, "Give it to me, give it to me." The man gave a grunt and fell forward on top of Joyce and she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him to her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was sitting next to the man, stroking his cock, as I rolled past the Hayes city limit sign.
"Where would you like me to let you off" I asked.
He grinned, "I've never in my life had a ride like this one and I would like to show my thanks. If you'll take me to my house I'll have you in for dinner. That way you won't have to stop at a restaurant."
I saw in the mirror that Joyce's hand had his cock erect again and I was all set to say no thanks when Joyce said, "We would like that, wouldn't we honey."
I knew damned well if I stopped at that house that the only thing that was going to get fed was Joyce's pussy so I said, "We are running way behind sweetie and I think we should keep moving."
Joyce, in a very pleading tone of voice said, "Please honey, do it for me, please?"
I was right! We were no sooner in the house than the two of them were tearing off clothes. The black man (we still didn't know his name) sat down on the couch and Joyce knelt between his legs and started sucking his cock. After several minutes she stopped sucking his cock and climbed on top of him and sat on his dick. For the first time I actually got to see his dark pole slide into her white body and I have to admit that it was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen. I'd had a hard on since Joyce had climbed into the back seat and it had been my intention to pull over to the side of the road after we dropped off the man and fuck Joyce myself.
Watching that black cock sliding into her had me thinking that I was going to have to pull my cock out and start beating it and I was reaching for my zipper when the front door opened and a black man and black woman walked in. They stopped dead in their tracks at the sight of what was going on in front of them and then the woman said, "For Christ's sake Norman, at least have the decency to take her into the bedroom. I don't want stains all over my couch."
The sound of her voice caused Joyce to turn around and her hands automatically went to cover her tits. The woman laughed, "Don't bother honey. You're not the first one of Norman's sluts that I've seen."
Joyce looked a little on the embarrassed side as she and Norman got off the couch and Norman led her toward the back of the house. The woman looked at me, "You going with them?"
I shook my head no.
"You her pimp?"
Again I shook my head no and said, "I'm her husband."
She gave me an odd look, "You do this often? Take her to fuck other men?"
I gave her a rueful smile, "No. This is the first time" and I explained Joyce's fantasy and how we had picked up Norman and what had happened since. While I was talking to the woman the black man who had come in with her walked to the back of the house. He came back after a couple of minutes and sat down in an easy chair. He turned on the TV, but it couldn't hold his interest and he kept looking toward the back of the house. The woman said, "Is this going to be the only time, or are you going to let her make a habit of it?"
It was an interesting question and I told her that I had no idea where this episode was going to take us. She noticed the man on the easy chair looking toward the back of the house and finally said, "For God's sake Harold, just go!"
He was out of the chair like a horse out of the starting gate and heading for the back of the house. The woman said, "I don't know what it is about black men and white pussy. It must be something that is hard wired into their brains. She ever had two men at the same time before?"
I shook my head no and she said, "Well, we better keep them two away from the phone or we will end up with half the black dicks in the neighborhood in here and it might be days before you can get back on the road. By the way, I'm Jolene" and she offered me her hand. I introduced myself and she said, "You want to stay here and talk to me or would you rather go see what your wife looks like with two dicks to play with?"
Actually I did want to go and see, but this woman and her matter of fact attitude toward her husband/boyfriend/brother (whatever) fucking my wife intrigued me. "I'll stay with you, at least for a while."
She laughed, "You wondering what dark meat is like? You going to try and get your dick in me?"
I told her no (and I thought I detected a little disappointment in her eyes when I said it) and that I was just curious about her attitude toward what was going on in the bedroom.
"Do you let him do things like that very often?"
She laughed, "No sugar, normally I'd scratch the eyes out of any slut I caught even looking at Harold, but not this time. She's white and I know that black men have a huge curiosity about what they are like. As long as she is here and is fucking Norman I'll let Harold satisfy his curiosity."
"How about you" I asked, "You curious about white men?"
She laughed, "Oh you smoothie. You do want a piece of my black ass, don't you?"
I'm sure that I blushed, "No, I'm just curious about whether the back white thing holds for the women also."
"I don't think so" she said, "Most of the women I know get pissed when they see their menfolk look at white women, but I don't see them trying out white men. How about white men? Are they like white women in their desire to try out a little black meat?"
I had to think about that for a moment or two. "I don't think so. Most guys I know just want pussy and they don't seem to care if it is white, black, red, yellow or even green."
"Well sugar, I've never really thought about doing a white man, but you are here and if I know Harold and Norman as well as I think I do you are going to be here for quite a while so I might as well see what you got."
If I had any choice in the matter it was gone when she reached over and felt the lump in my trousers. I said, "You know that after all that I've watched that I'm going to cum pretty quick."
She giggled, "I can take care of that sugar. Trust me on that."
She took me by the hand and led me toward the back of the house and past the bedroom where Norman and Harold were fucking Joyce and I stopped for a moment to watch. Joyce was sitting on Harold's cock and she was bent forward so Norman could stuff his cock up her ass. Her tits were swinging from side to side and she was moaning, "oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh god yes" as the two cocks moved in and out of her.
Jolene gave me a tug and led me into the back bedroom. She sucked my cock and I came almost immediately (I was a gentleman - I told her it was on the way), but she kept my dick in her mouth until I was hard again and then she fucked me. Then she asked me if I would mind eating her pussy, "I got to warn you - I fucked Harold before we went to the store and I haven't cleaned myself yet."
I grinned and dove right in and listened to her squeal as I sucked her pussy. She twisted around and went into a sixty-nine with me until she got me hard again and then she straddled me and fucked me. We had just finished when we heard Joyce cry out and then the cry was choked off. Jolene giggled, "Sounds like the white slut just had a cock stuck in her mouth."
We got up and walked to the other bedroom and looked in. "I told you we needed to keep them away from the phone."
There were five men in the room and the reason for Joyce's cry was obvious - the black man working his cock into her ass had the biggest cock I had ever seen. "Oh my" Jolene said, "I never realized that Ozzie was so well equipped. Maybe I shouldn't have slapped his face the last time he made a pass at me." She giggled and said, "If he ever does it again....oh fuck, come on sugar, you're not going to get her out of here any time soon. We may as well join the party."
She led me over to the bed, pushed me down next to the three guys and my wife and climbed on top of me. Joyce saw me out of the corner of her eye, but never took her mouth off of the cock in it to say anything. I did think I saw disapproval in her eyes, but if that's what it was I ignored it. The rest of the night was pure orgy as all six of us guys took turns on the two women. I did have to smile at the pissed off expression on Harold's face as he watched Ozzie slide his huge cock into Jolene and the look on Jolene's face told me that it was something that was going to happen again and again - whether Harold liked it or not.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was eight in the morning before we were ready to hit the road again. Jolene had offered to fix breakfast for us, but I knew that if we sat down and took the time to fix breakfast and then eat it the orgy would start up all over again. Norman asked us to stop back on the way home and I saw from the look in Joyce's eyes that she was going to work on me to do just that. Jolene walked us to the car and as Joyce was getting in on the passenger side Jolene kissed me. "Hey whiteboy, I don't want to scare you, but if you stop here again you might never get that slut of yours back home. What happened here last night will be known by every black cock in this town by noon today. If you come back God alone only knows how many she'll have to take on. God knows that after last night I'm going to be fighting them off for a long time to come."
"That's her problem" I said, "She started it and I know she's going to work on me to stop on the way back. Just you make sure that Ozzie leaves enough for me, okay?"
She giggled, "You noticed? I hope Harold didn't."
She kissed me again and I got in the car.
"What was that all about" Joyce wanted to know. "Nothing. Just wanted to know if I was going to bring you back."
"What did you tell her?"
I turned to her, "You and I have an awful lot of talking to do in the next eleven hundred miles."
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I was parked in the back row at the Little America truck stop when someone started beating on the passenger door of my rig. I had just climbed up into the sleeper and zipped the curtain so it took me a second or two to get up, open the curtain and look out and the whole time the beating continued. The parking lot was full of flashing red and blue lights and I wondered just what the fuck was going on. Someone was still pounding on the door so I leaned over to see who it was and got a bit of a shock when I saw it was Lee Ann. What the hell was she doing here? The last time I saw her she was in Colorado. I reached over and lowered the window, "What do you want?"
"I need help."
"You need help and you come to me?"
"All right, so you hate my guts, but it won't kill you to give me a break here."
"Where's your boy Brandon?"
"He split about five minutes ago. Now either let me in your truck or tell me to fuck off, but do something."
I reached over and popped the door lock and told her to get in.
"What's happening?"
"The cops raided the place and they are rounding up all the hookers."
"And your main squeeze took off and abandoned you? You sure can pick em kid."
She didn't look at me or respond so I said, "Get up in the sleeper and get your clothes off." She gave me a nasty look and I said, "You wish. I wouldn't touch you with Brandon's dick. If you want me to save your worthless ass get in the sleeper and get your fucking clothes off. You have to look like you belong here."
She gave me a dirty look, but then she climbed up into the sleeper and I followed her in. I watched her strip and thought, not for the first time, that she had the most fantastic and fuckable body that I had ever seen. Her eyes locked onto mine and never left as she took off her clothes. Once she was naked she cupped her hands around her 36D's and tweaked the nipples and despite my efforts to hold it down my dick started to respond. Lee Ann noticed and gave me what I can only call a smirk. I was about to call her a bitch when someone started pounding on the door of the truck. I waited and made them bang again and then I stuck my head out of the curtain and yelled, "Who is it?"
"Police! Open up!"
"Just a minute. I need to put my pants on."
I pulled on my jeans, climbed out of the sleeper, rolled down the window and looked down to see two cops - one fat and one skinny.
"What's this all about?"
The fat one said, "We want the woman who just climbed up into your truck. Send her out."
"Why?"
"Don't get smart asshole. You know damned well why."
"Asshole? You calling me an asshole? Listen you fat tub of guts, I asked you a question and you can either give me an answer or you can fuck off."
"Okay wise guy. You want to play it that way we can. You got a hooker in there with you and we are going to haul her off to jail. You, smart mouth, will get a half a dozen tickets as soon as you pull your rig off this lot."
"You're calling my wife a hooker? Have you been sued lately for slander? Is that what you're fishing for?"
"Don't give that 'your wife' shit. We saw here climb up in your cab as soon as we pulled onto the lot. Now put her out."
"You got a supervisor here? Somebody in charge?"
"Why?"
"Go and get him. Ain't nothing going to happen here until I talk to him and then, depending on his attitude, I may or may not press charges against you."
He told the skinny cop to stay and keep an eye on me, "Make sure the bitch doesn't get out and slip away."
He came back about five minutes later with a cop who had sergeant stripes on his sleeve. He cut right to the chase, "Officer Mace says you are giving him problems."
"No, it's the other way around. The officer beat on my door, woke me up, started calling me an asshole and my wife a hooker and then he told me that he didn't like my attitude and that my attitude had just earned me a half a dozen tickets."
The fat cop said, "He's lying sarge. You know I don't talk to citizens like that."
The sergeant said, "I'm sorry sir, but I'll have to ask you and the woman to step down out of the truck."
I said, "Okay, but first I have to bring you up to speed about your lying officer. I have been driving trucks for a living for over twenty years now and if there is one thing I have learned the hard way it's that there are police who don't like truckers and who go out of their way to cause them trouble and stick them with tickets. I've learned to cover myself when they are around."
I reached behind me and picked up the cassette recorder that I'd started when I climbed out of the sleeper and hit the play button. I watched the blood drain from the fat cop's face as the sergeant listened to every word that fat cop had said.
"He probably did see my wife climb up in the cab, but that was because she had just come back from using the restroom in the restaurant."
I opened up my briefcase and got out my fuel slip and handed it down to him.
"You can see what time I pulled in here for fuel."
I hollered back to the sleeper, "Lee Ann, hand me out your driver's license" and a moment later she passed it out to me. I took out mine and handed them both to the sergeant and called back to Lee Ann to stick her head out so the sergeant could match her face to the license.
"You will notice the last names and addresses are the same. Something your officer could have verified in less time than it took him to go and get you if he had behaved the way that the public expects the police to behave."
The sergeant handed me back the stuff I had given him. "I'm sorry for the inconvenience and you may rest assured that Officer Mace and I will have a very long and not so nice talk about this" and the three cops left.
I gave Lee Ann back her license and she said, "Thanks for lying for me."
"It was only half a lie. The divorce isn't final yet so technically you are still my wife. As for the other part, you are a whore, but not a hooker. At least you didn't used to charge for it."
"Well, that has changed. Brandon has been charging guys so I guess that makes him a pimp and me a prostitute."
We were interrupted by the sergeant who had come back. "I know it's not fair, but I would suggest you leave now. Mace will tell the others how you burned him and they will find a way to nail you when you leave. Which way you headed?"
"North, to Bozeman."
"Well, I'll keep everybody busy here until you have had time to get out of our jurisdiction, but I'd be real careful coming through here from now on. I'd also hang on to that tape. It might prove useful if Mace or one of his buddies ever gets you into court."
I thanked the man, got dressed and fired up the diesel. Lee Ann said, "What are you doing?"
"I'm doing what the man said I ought to do, I'm getting the hell out of here."
"But what about me?"
"Unfortunately, for me anyway, you just became a hitch hiker. If you get out now they will know I lied and they would probably throw both of our asses in jail. You're stuck with me until I can find a way to reunite you with your pimp."
As I pulled through the lot I saw that the sergeant had probably been right. I got several nasty looks from the cops and saw a couple writing down my rig and plate numbers. I pulled out of the lot and headed north on the Interstate. The first exit I came to I got off, crossed the overpass and got on the southbound side. Lee Ann asked, "Why did you do that?"
"Because I don't trust cops. I told him I was going north to throw him off. I'll bet there are at least two county mounties waiting for me on the northbound side. For all I know he might have called ahead and got this side covered too. We'll find out pretty soon."
"But why? Why would he do something like that?"
" Because he's a cop and they all stick together."
Neither of us said another word from there to the Colorado state line.
A little background here; Lee Ann and I had been married up until four months ago. Technically we were still married because the divorce wasn't final yet. The first three years of our marriage Lee Ann used to travel with me as co-driver, but eventually the novelty wore off and she started staying home. The next three years went by and I thought we had a good marriage and then one day as I was pulling out of the yard for a trip to Kansas City my tranny locked up. No other truck was available so I went on home. I walked in the front door just in time to hear Lee Ann cry out, "Oh Jesus oh god yes, like that, just like that, fuck me baby fuck me."
My heart turned to stone and my feet felt they were in buckets of cement as I walked toward the bedroom. The sounds of Lee Ann and who ever was there with her were hitting my ears like someone beating on me with boxing gloves. I reached the bedroom door and looked in; I recognized the man right away - it was my brother Brandon. Lee Ann was on her knees with her butt stuck up in the air and Brandon was pounding into her from behind and, if I wasn't mistaken, he was pounding into her behind. They were both facing away from me and neither one of them noticed me.
I stood there for two or three more minutes, watching and listening to the two of them and then I reached over and flicked the light switch a couple of times. They both turned to see me standing there and it was almost comical to see the two of them trying to get away from each other. Lee Ann started to say something, but I held up my hand, "I'm the only one who has something to say here. I'm leaving for an hour and when I come back I'm going to hurt anyone who is still here. I'll make that two hours - just to give you enough time to get all your stuff out of here. I don't want you to have to come back for anything. I don't ever want to set eyes on either one of you again."
I turned to leave and Lee Ann cried out, "Wait! Let me explain" but I kept walking and when I got to the front door I turned and hollered, "Two hours; two hours and not one fucking minute more!"
I called a locksmith and made an appointment to meet him at the house in three hours and then I went and found a bar. When I came back Lee Ann and all of her stuff was gone. Lee Ann called several times, but I always hung up on her and I hadn't seen her again until tonight.
We had just crossed the state line when Lee Ann said, "Why wouldn't you ever talk to me?"
"Because you didn't have anything to say that I needed to hear. There wasn't any way you were going to convince me that what I saw was a figment of my imagination so what else was there?"
"You could have at least let me explain why."
"Why? What difference would that have made? You really think you could have told me why and that I would have said 'oh, that's okay if that's why you did it'. It wouldn't have changed a fucking thing."
"No, but you might have been a little nicer, a little more understanding if you were to understand that you were part of the cause."
I laughed and said, "Somehow I just knew that it was going to turn out to be my fault."
"Not all yours, but you had a hand in it. Oh, the major blame is mine and I'll accept seventy-five percent of it. Brandon gets maybe ten percent, but you get the rest."
"Go ahead, I just have to hear how it was my fault."
"You are the one who got me to liking sex. The first three years of our marriage you were after me damn near every night. When I stopped riding with you the sex stopped too. You would be gone on a nine day trip, come home for three days and then be gone for another seven or nine days. I was getting sex six or seven times a month instead of six or seven times a week and that just wasn't enough. I tried to talk you in to taking a regular job and staying home, but oh no, you just had to keep on trucking because you liked the freedom of the open road. Well, you might have had your freedom, but I was stuck at home with nothing but a rubber dildo for company. For almost two years I used nothing but that damned rubber dick even though what I really wanted was the real thing. I had plenty of opportunities to run around on you, but I passed them up because I loved you.
"Your parent's anniversary party changed all that. You were on the road again and so I had to go alone. I drank too much and your parents wouldn't let me drive; they made Brandon drive me home. I don't remember what happened after I got in the car, but when I woke up the next morning there was a naked man in bed with me. I thought you must have come home during the night and I slid down to wake you up with a blow job and when you were nice and hard I climbed up and slid down on your cock. The cock had just entered me when I saw that it wasn't you, it was Brandon. I started to get back off of him, but he grabbed me and held me there. I should have screamed and hollered and fought to get away, but I didn't. It felt so good to have a real cock in me instead of a rubber one that I just stayed there. Besides, it was obvious, given the fact that he was naked and in bed with me that he had fucked me the night before.
"After that every time you went out of town we fucked. It had nothing to do with my loving you, it was just sex and after a while it just didn't seem to matter. I took care of you when you were home, tried to keep you happy and I kept trying to get you to take a regular job. If you would have taken a job that would have kept you home I would have dropped Brandon in a heartbeat. When you were around you were all I really wanted, but you were gone more often than not. Not that you give a shit, but I don't even like your brother."
"Then why are you still with him?"
"Where was I supposed to go? I believed you when you said be gone or get hurt when you came back. I had no money and no place to go and Brandon said I could stay with him. I got a job flipping burgers and I intended to leave Brandon as soon as I saved enough for a place of my own. You have any idea how hard it is to save money on what you make flipping burgers?"
"How did you end up going from burger flipping to fucking for money?"
"The same way I ended up fucking Brandon. I got drunk one night and woke up the next morning with a friend of Brandon's lying in bed next to me. I guess he and Brandon had taken turns on me most of the night. When he left he told Brandon that I was worth every penny and when I asked what he meant Brandon told me that the guy had paid him to fuck me. After that, any time Brandon needed money he would get me drunk and sell me to someone, and Brandon always needed money. He sells drugs and he never seems to have enough to pay his supplier. Tonight was a perfect example. We had driven up to get five pounds of grass and he was a hundred dollars short so he took me to the truck stop and sold me to a couple of truckers. He didn't take the time to get me drunk this time and I basically got raped. Once he got the money he went and got the dope. We stopped back at the truck stop for gas and I saw you at the fuel pumps so I ducked into the bathroom so you wouldn't see me. When I came out I saw you pulling around back to park. Brandon and I went into the restaurant to eat and then I used the bathroom again. When I came out I saw the flashing lights and Brandon pulling out of the lot. He must have panicked and thought they might catch him with the grass. As a woman alone and with no car I knew I was going to picked up with the rest of the hookers so I swallowed my pride and came to you for help."
We were both silent for the next fifteen or twenty miles and then she said, "I miss you. You will never know how sorry I am for what happened."
Well, the truth was that I missed her too. And she was right - I had left her home a lot, but damn it - I went without sex while I was gone. Was it too much to have expected her to do the same? Another ten miles of silence and then she said, "Did you really mean it when you said you wouldn't touch me? I saw you looking at my naked breasts and I know you had a hard on."
"Yeah, well, you always could do that to me."
She took off her blouse and pushed down her bra, "Am I doing it now?"
It was too much for me. I hadn't been laid since I kicked her out and the truth of the matter was that I hadn't gone one single night since she left without thinking about her. I started down shifting and she knew right away what that meant. She scrambled up into the sleeper and started taking off her clothes, "Hurry baby, hurry. I want you so bad." As I pulled off on the shoulder and turned on my blinkers I wondered where this was going to take us. Well, if it took us back home together I guess that wouldn't be all bad.
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It had been a long haul from New York to Detroit and as I was putting gas in the tank I was debating on whether to get another couple of hundred miles under my belt or find a motel and sack out. My thoughts were interrupted by a voice from behind me, "Excuse me sir" and I turned around to see a very attractive lady standing behind me. "I noticed the Colorado plates on your car and I wondered if you were going to or coming from."
"Going to, I'm happy to say" I replied.
"Would you like some company? It can be a long drive for someone alone."
"Company would be nice, but I have a rule against hitch hikers ever since one of them robbed my brother."
"Do I look like a robber?"
"The girl that robbed him didn't look like one either."
"Can I buy you a cup of coffee and at least talk to you about it?"
Why not I thought, she was a damned good looking woman and I wouldn't mind staring at her over a cup of coffee. At the table she opened up her purse and took out a wad of cash big enough to choke a horse and said, "See? I don't need to rob you." I just looked at her and she returned the look and said, "Oh, I see. You think I got it from guys like you who gave me rides."
I shrugged and didn't say anything. "Okay" she said, "How about this? You put your cash and credit cards in an envelope and mail them to your home address and I'll pay the expenses until we get there."
It was a tempting offer; she would be good company if for no other reason than to look at, but I was still leery. "Honey, I hate to sound paranoid, but what's to stop you from trying to blackmail me once we get there? You know, give me a thousand bucks or I'll tell the cops you raped me."
The look on her face said 'boy, you sure are some piece of work', but she didn't say anything, just got a pen and a piece of paper out of her purse. "What's your name?" I told her and she started writing. She handed the paper to me, "I, Stephanie Ann Gambellino, plan of my own free will on sucking the cock of (my name) every chance I get on the trip to Denver. I also, of my own free will plan on fucking him every chance I get." She had signed it. I looked at her and she handed me her driver's license; sure enough, she was Stephanie Ann.
"Put that in the envelope and mail it with your other stuff."
"You sure must want to ride with me pretty bad. Want to tell me why?"
"You are on your way to Colorado and I need to get to Denver."
"Okay, but why not a train, plane or bus? You obviously can afford it."
"Can we just say that I have what I think are good reasons and let it go at that?"
"Okay Stephanie Ann, finish your coffee and let's get the show on the road. I want to get another hundred miles in before I stop for the night."
We didn't make a hundred miles. We didn't even make fifty. Five minutes onto I-94 she slid over next to me and her hand went to my zipper. "What are you doing?"
She laughed and said, "Just what I said I was going to do - suck your cock every chance I get until we reach Denver."
I started looking for an exit with a motel, but it was another ten miles and by then she had me ready to blow. I told her I was going to cum and told her there were tissues in the glove box, but she didn't stop and I had to pull over until she finished.
"All the way to Denver huh?"
"All the way baby. If you can keep getting it up it might take us a while to get there."
"If you keep trying to get it up I know it will."
I pulled in at a Best Western and registered and we were barely inside the door to the room and she was trying to get my pants off me.
"Let me get it hard again baby and then we can take time to get naked."
She was a great cocksucker. She deep throated me and I'll swear that I felt the head of my dick touch the back of her throat. When I was hard again I pushed her back on the bed, "My turn" I said as I buried my face in her muff. I like to eat pussy and I've been told that I'm pretty good at it and Stephanie seemed to enjoy it so I was a bit surprised when she pushed me away from her.
"I want you in me. Please, fuck me now, I need your cock in me."
She was hot, she was wet, but God was she tight. As wet and ready as she was it still took me about eight strokes to work my way in. She was a wild woman in bed; she kicked and screamed, bucked and twisted and had several orgasms before I had mine. As soon as I came she pushed me away from her and went down on me. She fought a losing battle to keep me from going soft and when that fact became obvious to her she stopped and said, "Damn it, I'm still horny."
I grinned at her, "It will be back and I think I can keep you happy until it does" and I buried my face in her wet bush and went to work. It was a long night, but I didn't mind at all and I don't think she did either.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day, following breakfast, we headed on down the road. Two hours later I saw a sign telling me that there was a rest area half a mile ahead and she must have read my mind because she said, "Yeah! Park away from everyone else" and she climbed over the seat and laid down on the back seat. I drove that half-mile watching in the rear view mirror while she finger fucked herself. I pulled into the rest area and parked as far away from the other vehicles there as I could and then I joined Stephanie in the back seat. It was a no frills fuck that lasted almost twenty minutes and then we got back on the Interstate. Forty-five minutes later she slid over next to me and started playing with my cock.
We stopped three times that day and I didn't even cover three hundred miles. At that rate it was going to take me a week to get home, but I didn't care. Getting home would mean giving up this fantastic sex crazy woman and I wanted to stall that as long as possible. Except for when she was trying to get my cock out of my pants Stephanie was quiet when we were driving; mostly she just stared out the window at the scenery lost in thought. I tried to find out something about her, but she avoided all conversation so eventually I stopped trying. We stopped for dinner and suddenly, in mid bite, she put her fork down and said, "I'm running away."
I looked up from my plate and she said again, "I'm running away. That's what you wanted to know, isn't it?"
I put my fork down and took a sip of my iced tea, "Well, I do have to admit to a certain amount of curiosity when a gorgeous woman with a purse full of cash, who just happens to be a nymphomaniac, comes up to me and asks for a ride. Especially when she has the money to get there a whole lot quicker and in a little more comfort."
She laughed and said, "But I couldn't do what we've been doing on the plane, train or bus. You want to drop me off at an airport? Or would you rather have me, emphasis on the have, all the way to Denver?"
I threw up my hands and said, "Okay, okay, have it your way. What are you running away from?"
She looked down at her plate and pushed her mashed potatoes around with a fork, "From an abusive husband."
I already knew enough not to go there so I asked, "Where in Denver are you going?"
"It's not really in Denver. It's a suburb of Denver called Castle Rock."
"Where in Castle Rock?"
"A place called the Woodlands."
"Where in the Woodlands?"
"On Pinyon, why?"
"Because I live in Castle Rock."
"My sister lives there. I haven't spoken to her in over eight years. She doesn't even know I'm coming. I just hope she can put me up for a few days until I can figure out what to do next."
"Can I ask why you haven't talked to her in eight years? Hell, I don't get along all that well with my sister, but we still talk on the phone two or three times a month."
"My father was dead set against her getting married and they had a big argument. I sided with my dad and she hasn't spoken to either of since."
"Why didn't you go and stay with your dad?"
"Because that's the first place Rocco will go looking for me. He knows about my sister not having anything to do with me so he'll never think to look there."
That night was a repeat of the previous night and the next day was a carbon copy of the previous day. At the rate we were going it was going to take me five days to make a trip I usually made in twenty-three hours. Stephanie was usually quiet when we were driving, but she opened up when we stopped for meals and I found out a lot more about her. The reason her father had been against her sister's marriage was because he was sure, or was pretty sure that he knew, that the man she was marrying was hooked into organized crime.
"What is so ironic is that my dad pushed me into marrying my husband because he was good looking and had money. What he didn't know until it was too late was that my husband's money comes from the rackets. Ain't that a kick in the ass."
"Did you ever find out about your sisters husband?"
"No, she hasn't spoken one word to us since."
"How do you know she won't just slam the door in your face?"
"I don't know that she won't. I'm just hoping for the best."
"What happens if she does let you stay and your husband plays the long shot and finds you there?"
It's not likely. He will be spending most of his time looking for me in New York, but if he does find me I'll just split for some place else."
"Why New York?"
"Before finding you I went out to Detroit Metropolitan Airport and found a sympathetic lady who let me buy her ticket in my name. When Rocco uses his contacts to check things he will find that my credit card bought a ticket to New York. I have some cousins there so that is where he will go."
"Why are you so sure that he will look for you?"
"Because to him I am a possession. And in the world he moves around in he will suffer a great loss of face because I took off."
That night she told me that she wanted to try something different, "You haven't had my ass yet and I love it up my ass."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We didn't get out of the motel until almost noon the next day and then we stopped at a rest area around two where she gave me one of her stupendous blow jobs. At six we were in the back seat of the car in a Union 76 truck stop parked way out on the back of the lot. We were ten hours from Denver and could have made it there by six in the morning, but she wanted one last night so we hit a motel. She damn near destroyed me that night; she managed to get me up five times and I was so whipped when the seven o'clock wake up call came that I couldn't get out of bed. It was ten before we got on the road again.
For the first hour or so Stephanie was very quiet and then she said, "You live in Castle Rock, right?"
I nodded a yes.
"Any chance that I could stay with you if Rosalie does slam the door in my face?"
My eyebrows went up at that but I was quiet for a bit and then said, "It might be difficult, but maybe I can talk my wife into it."
"Oh Jesus, I never asked, did I? I never gave a thought to the fact that you might be married."
For the next ten minutes she stared out the window and then, "What kind of relationship do you have with your wife that she might let you talk her into letting me stay with you?"
I grinned and then said, "She needs more cock than I can give her, kind of like you in a way, so I let her go out and play. It keeps her happy and she, in turn, keeps me happy. The thing is, I don't play around on her so you will be somewhat of a surprise and I don't know how she will take to sharing me. And she will have to share if you stay with us because I won't be able to keep my hands off of you."
She laughed and said, "You might not be able to get your hands on me. Your wife sounds like my kind of girl. If I stay with you I might just be going out with her to play."
I smiled at her, "I wouldn't be the least bit surprised."
After two stops on the road to satisfy Stephanie's urges we rolled into Castle Rock around nine in the evening. As I turned off Hwy 86 onto Woodlands Blvd Stephanie asked me where I was going.
"To Pinyon. All I need is an address."
She dug in her purse to find the number and told me what it was. I pulled into the driveway at the address and got Stephanie's small bag from the back seat,
"Come on honey, I'll be your moral support" and I walked her to the front door. She took a deep breath and pushed the doorbell and waited. No one came so she pressed it again. I waited about thirty seconds and then I reached past her and turned the door knob, "I forgot, the bell doesn't work."
I pushed the door open and hollered "Rosalie, I'm home and have I got a surprise for you." I stepped back and smiled at Stephanie, "After you sweetie," and I waved her in.
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My name is Kathy; I am 28 years old and married to a wonderful guy who is 12 years older than I am. Ken is a sales rep and he travels a lot, which means that I'm home alone a lot. Home alone is not a condition I care for so for the past two years I have been fucking around on Ken whenever he is out of town. Believe me, it is just for the sex. I am 5'6" and have auburn hair and I tape out at 34C-25-35. I keep my pussy shaved and I absolutely adore sex.
I love everything except anal sex and I have no desire to try anything really kinky like BDSM, golden showers or anything like that. I just love sucking cock and fucking and I really like girls too. Ken has no idea about the guys I've been having fun with and I pray that he never finds out because I really love him. He is a great sexual partner, but he just isn't there when he needs to be. He is marvelous in bed and if he were home all the time it really wouldn't matter, but he only has a 6 1/2 cock. As much as I love him and making love to him I have had large cocks in my life and I miss them. When I go out on the prowl I look for large bulges.
The boyfriend that I had before Ken had an eight-inch cock and I loved the hell out of what it did for me. I really didn't care for Brad all that much, but it was a package deal; to get his cock I had to take him. When I met Ken I fell ass end over teakettle in love with him and Brad and his absolutely beautiful and marvelous cock had to go. The cock was gone, but I could never forget how it felt and how it was able to send me to the moon.
Ken and I got married and one week after the end of the honeymoon Brad was fucking me again while Ken was out of town on business. That lasted about two months and then Brad started getting cocky and I was afraid he would do something stupid that would let Ken find out what was going on so I reluctantly ended the affair. After that I settled for one night stands when Ken was out of town.
Eight months after we were married Ken was promoted and we packed up our things and moved to Denver. We bought a nice little three-bedroom ranch and the day we moved in the next door neighbor came over and introduced herself. Susie was a stay at home mom with two kids. She was about my age and within a week we were having coffee every morning in either her kitchen or mine. Within a month we were as close as sisters and by the time two months had gone by we were telling each other our deepest and darkest secrets.
One morning I was telling her about the guy I'd brought home with me two nights previous while Ken was in Salt Lake and she asked me if he had a big cock. I told her that yes he did:
"That's what I go out looking for. Ken is a great lover, but if I can find size I'll go after it."
I found out that she and her husband Pete had an 'open marriage' type of arrangement and she told me about some of the men with large cocks that I might run across on nights I was out trolling. I told her all about Brad and how he could make me scream. One morning over coffee she said:
"Do you miss Brad's big cock enough to see him on the side if he were around?"
"Yes and no."
"That is certainly a clear answer."
"If his cock were here and attached to someone else I would, but Brad is an obnoxious asshole and he is the type of guy who would find a way to rub Ken's nose in the fact that he could give me something that Ken couldn't. Brad wouldn't come right out and say it, but he would do a lot of smirking when he was around Ken and there would be a lot of innuendoes and double entendres. Ken isn't stupid and he would eventually figure it out and I can't have that. I love him to death and I don't want to lose him."
"So Brad's big cock hanging on some one discrete would tempt you?"
I thought about that for all of a hundredth of a second before saying, "Yes it would."
"You know about the lifestyle that Pete and I have, but one thing I've never told you is that Pete packs a hard nine inches in his boxers and Pete would very much like to fuck you."
"When?" was my almost instantaneous answer to that.
"How about right now?" came a voice from behind me and I turned to see Pete standing in the doorway. He was naked and sporting a hard on, a huge hard on and when I saw it I went weak in the knees. I looked at Pete's cock and then I looked from it to Susie.
"Are you sure about this?"
"He wants a shot at you and from the look on your face right at this moment you want to try him on for size."
"Yeah, but I know my hubby. If this is a 'you can have Pete if I can try Ken' I can't do it. Ken is the original "straight arrow" and approaching him to try and involve him in a wife swap would cost me big time. Oh no Susie, I'm a slut, but Ken can never ever be allowed to find that out."
"No problem honey, I'm not interested in him. You two go on in the bedroom and have a good time."
Pete took my hand and said, "Come on Kathy we are wasting valuable time here" and he tugged me along behind him into the bedroom. He walked me over to the bed and I sat down and he stood in front of me. I leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock as I pulled my skirt up and pushed my panties down. I couldn't believe how wet I had gotten at just seeing that huge nine inches. I had not had a really big one since I had dumped Brad.
"Get down here" I moaned, "I want it, I have to have it."
I lay back and spread my legs and Pete moved between them and placed the tip of his cock against my pussy. I pushed up at him before he could even start to push in and he grinned and said:
"Kind of eager are you?"
"Oh God yes. Push it in. Come on, fuck me."
He pushed and in three lunges he was buried deep in me and I was screaming at him to fuck me. Susie came into the room and chuckled as she said:
"I thought you would like it."
Pete was pounding into me and I was clutching and clawing at his back. I had two orgasms before he told me he was going to cum and I pushed myself up hard at him at him just as he came and I felt the hot liquid heat flood me.
He fell to the bed next to me and we lay there breathing heavily. I wanted more and I reached over and started fondling his limp cock. I felt it twitch and I slid down and took him in my mouth. I had him up in less than a minute and I swung over him and let myself down on him. I just sat there for several seconds just enjoying the full feeling and then I started to ride him.
I bounced up and down and moaned as Susie said, "You go girl, ride him cowgirl, ride."
I felt another orgasm coming, but it was staying just out of reach and I couldn't quite get it so I hoped off of Pete and got on my hands and knees and Pete got right up and moved behind me and pushed into me.
"Hard baby, hard. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Pete grabbed my hips and started ramming into me and I caught that elusive orgasm and rode it and one more before Pete shot into me again. When I recovered my breath I thanked Susie for sharing Pete with me and started to pull on my panties. Pete wanted to go again, but as much as I would have liked to, Ken was not out of town and I had housewifey things to do, not the least of which was to get myself fresh, sweet smelling and fuckable for my husband when he got home. As much as I loved big cock, Ken still came first.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
That was the start of it. Until Pete I only fucked around on Ken when he was out of town on business, but I love being fucked by Pete's cock and I fuck him every chance I get. We started out slow, twice, maybe three times a week when Ken was at work and twice when Ken was out of town I spent the night with Susie and Pete.
Lately though, Pete has wanted to become more daring. Two weeks ago when Ken was out playing golf Pete came over and fucked me on my own bed. That was the first time I had ever done that. Not fucked other guys on my bed, I'd done a lot of that, but fuck someone on my own bed when Ken was in town.
Then Pete decided that he wanted to do something really wild - he wanted to fuck me while Ken was nearby and not knowing what was going on. I had some really mixed feelings about that. On the one hand doing it could lead to getting caught and that would be disastrous, but on the other hand the thought of it just drove me wild. Praying that I wouldn't come to regret it I said okay and we started thinking of ways to make it happen.
The first thing we decided was that I should start wearing skirts and loose fitting panties all the time. That would make things easier if opportunities presented themselves. The first opportunity came the next weekend. Ken and I had invited Pete and Susie over for a barbecue. Ken was handling the grill and Susie was sitting at the picnic table next to him and talking with him.
I was in the kitchen making a tossed salad when Pete came into the kitchen, took my arm and pulled me over to the kitchen sink. There was a window over the sink and as I looked out at Ken turning the steaks on the grill Pete lifted my skirt up to my waist, pushed my loose fitting panties to one side and poked his huge nine inches at my slit. I hadn't expected it so I was a little dry and I was going to need some lube if I was going to accommodate Pete. I grabbed the bottle of Joy dishwashing liquid and handed it to Pete and he soaped up his cock and started pushing it into my hole. I pushed my ass back at him and moaned as I felt the feeling that only a huge cock can give me. Three pushes is all that it took for Pete to be buried to the hilt in me and then he grabbed my hips and started fucking me.
There I was, hands braced against the sink, pushing my ass back at Pete and feeling the start of and orgasm when Ken turned away from the grill and started walking toward the house. "Oh shit!" Pete and I said almost together as he pulled out of me, stuffed his cock back in his pants and moved to put some distance between us. I stood up and that allowed my skirt to drop and I was washing my hands in the sink when Ken walked in and went through the kitchen into the downstairs bathroom.
I felt so damned frustrated; I had been right on the edge of cumming when Pete had pulled out of me. I dried my hands on a dishtowel and then practically ran to the upstairs bathroom where I got myself off by hand. That night I was so horny that I fucked Ken into exhaustion.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next time wasn't really an opportunity, it was more of a tease. Susie, Pete, Ken and I went to a party and Ken drove. It was a pretty good party and there was a lot of drinking and dancing. About two hours into the party, while Susie had Ken out on the dance floor, Pete and I snuck off and found a dark place and I gave him a quick blow job. After I'd wiped his cum off my lips with the back of my hand he told me that he was going to try and get his dick in me in the car on the way home. I laughed at him and said:
"Yeah, right! I can just see that happening."
"Trust me sweetie, I'll make it happen."
As I said, it was a great party and some people drank a little more than they should have. Bill and Terry Coldwell got pretty wasted and Pete took their car keys away from them and he turned to Ken.
"We can't let them drive in their condition. Can we give them a lift home? They can call me in the morning and I'll come over and drive them back here to pick up their car."
Ken said no problem, but when we got ready to leave we found out that they had brought Jim Sampson with them so we had to give him a ride home too. It was a tight fit getting all seven of us into our car. Susie and Jim sat in front with Ken and Terry, Bill, Pete and I ended up in back. I started to climb in, but Pete grabbed my arm and stopped me to let Terry and Bill get in first. While standing there he opened his fly and then took my hand and carried it inside and put my hand on his hard cock. In a panic I looked around to see if anyone could see what he was doing, but no one was looking our way.
By then Bill and Terry were in the car and Pete got in and then pulled me in onto his lap. My skirt was hiding his hands as he worked his cock out of his pants. I knew what he wanted so I leaned forward over the front seat and that lifted me off his lap enough that he could push my panties aside and put the head of his cock against my pussy. My face was next to Ken's ear and I whispered:
"Think about this while you are driving. I'm going to fuck you to death when we get home" and then I pushed myself down on Pete's lap driving myself down on those magnificent nine inches. Pete couldn't actually fuck me, but we hit enough potholes and bumps in the road that I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming when I had an orgasm. I don't know if it was the combination of the bumps and Pete's cock, or the fact that Pete had his cock in me while my husband was sitting less than two feet in front of me, but it was a killer or an orgasm.
Just before we got to Terry and Bill's I leaned forward over the seat, which pulled me off Pete's cock, and I whispered in Ken's ear:
"We need to hurry this up baby, I'm horny as a goat."
Pete and Ken helped Terry and Bill into their house and while they were gone Susie asked:
"Did Pete get his cock into you?"
"Did he ever."
"He said he was going to try."
"It was a kick whispering in Ken's ear while Pete had his cock buried in me. God, I wish he could have fucked me."
"He wants to try again this weekend. We will have the barbecue this time and try to get Ken smashed on margaritas. Uh oh, here they come."
I got in the front with Ken and Susie got in back with Pete for the rest of the ride home. I kicked off my high heels, stretched out on the front seat and let my foot rub on the lump in Ken's pants as he drove. Once in the house he chased me into the bedroom and then things got hot. I practically ripped his clothes off of him and then pushed him back on the bed. I took his hard cock in my mouth and licked and sucked on him as I worked my own clothes off.
Once naked I swung over my husband in a sixty-nine and I swear I had an immediate orgasm when his tongue licked my pussy - a pussy that Pete's huge cock had been in less than ten minutes before. Make no mistake, I loved my hubby to death and there is no way on this earth that I would plant a pussy with another man's cum in it on my husbands mouth, but God did it turn me on to have his mouth on me so soon after Pete had been there.
I rubbed my juicy pussy on his face and then I rolled over on my back and moaned:
"Fuck me Ken, fuck me."
He moved between my legs and pushed his hard cock into me and I came again. I locked my legs around him and dug my nails into his back and humped up at him as he drove down into me. He fucked me hard for several minutes and then I felt him shoot into me. He pulled out of me, kissed me and then he did the one thing that I really loved and that no other man had ever done for me. He licked and kissed my body from my mouth all the way down to my pussy and when he got there he looked up at me and whispered:
"I love you."
He bent his head and I took it in my hands and pulled it to the pussy he had just filled.
"Oh yes, oh fuck, oh yes" I moaned as he slid his tongue into me. His tongue felt marvelous moving over my swollen pussy lips and poking into my love hole. He sucked my clit into his mouth and I moaned and pushed my hips at his face. I don't know why I found it to be so erotic that Ken loved to suck his own cum out of me, but I did and I thrashed around as he worked on me. Two minutes was all it took for him to give me a screaming orgasm. I pushed him away and pulled my knees up, spreading my legs wide and panted:
"Fuck me lover, fuck me."
He moved over me and I moaned with pleasure as he pushed his hard cock into me. He put his mouth on mine and gave me a deep kiss as I locked my legs around him. I sucked on his tongue and as his cock began banging into me I moaned and let his tongue slip from my mouth.
"Oh fuck yes lover, oh yes, oh God yes. Fuck me baby, fuck me " I groaned as he shoved himself deep into me, pulled back and then shoved again. I pushed up at him to meet his thrusts and I moaned and gasped as he pounded me and from somewhere in my body I dredged up yet another orgasm and shook and shuddered as he spilled another load into me.
He lay next to me on the bed and once again I wished that he had a job that kept him at home. His cock wasn't huge, but I could live without huge if I could just have him with me all the time.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
That Sunday over at Pete and Susie's Ken did hit the margaritas pretty hard, but he was never out of it enough for Pete to get away with fucking me all the way. Pete did get his cock in me twice. The first time was a teaser. Ken had gone in to use the bathroom and Pete bent me over the patio table, slid those magnificent nine inches into me and got in a half dozen strokes before we heard the toilet flush and had to stop.
The second time was in the kitchen while Ken was sitting on the patio nodding off and I was in the kitchen helping Susie shuck corn on the cob. I was bent over the kitchen table and Pete was slamming his cock into me and Susie was watching out the window with an eye on Ken. Pete had been pounding me long enough to get me right on the edge of an orgasm when Susie said:
"Oh shit! Here he comes."
Pete hurriedly pulled out and had his back to the door and was zipping up when Ken came in. Ken didn't stand a chance when we got home. I was on him like a duck on a bug. It was frustrating in a way because the very margaritas we had been pouring into Ken to get him so blitzed that Pete could fuck me made it hard for him to perform. I was able to get him to go twice, but that was all. I ended up having to go into the bathroom when Ken fell asleep and get myself off by hand.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It finally happened! Pete got what he wanted. Ken got promoted and we held a promotion party for him at the house and Ken overindulged on the margaritas. After the last of the company had gone, all except for Pete and Susie, Ken was sitting on the couch talking to Pete when all of a sudden he went quiet. Pete reached over and poked Ken and Ken just sat there. Pete poked him again and Ken fell sideways on the couch - he was out!
Susie whispered, "You two go and get it get it done. I'll stay here and keep and eye on him."
I took Pete's hand and led him into my bedroom and then, while Ken was in the next room, Pete fucked me on Ken's bed. The first time was fast and furious, but oh so totally satisfying. I wasn't wearing panties so I pulled up my skirt to my waist, bent forward and grabbed the footboard and Pete took me from behind. He took me hard and fast and gave me an orgasm in less than a minute. It took him five to get his and then we went out to the living room and checked on Gary. He was still out. Susie told us not to worry, that she would alert us if anything happened.
We went back into the bedroom and I sucked Pete hard again and then I lay down on my back and pulled my knees back almost to my ears, which made me wide open for Pete. He slammed his cock into me and for the next seven or eight minutes he fucked me as hard as he could. I had three orgasms before he came again.
After the second time Pete got up and went into the living room, picked up Ken and brought him in and set him down on the bed next to me. "Hold his hand" Pete whispered and then as I held my husbands hand in mine Pete fucked me for the third time and I came and came and came. I orgasmed so hard that I saw stars, exploding rockets, the whole thing.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I thought that would be the end of it, but it wasn't. All that night did was fire up Pete more. Now he wanted to fuck me with Ken wide-awake and within calling distance - the closer the better. I didn't have a clue as to how Pete could possibly make that happen, but the thought of being able to do made my pussy wet and kept it wet.



Over the next month Pete fucked me in every room in my house and on damned near every piece of furniture and appliance that we owned. Ken was always in town, but never close like Pete wanted. Just when I was about to give up hope that it would ever happen (I wanted it, I wanted it bad - I wanted to see stars again) Ken gave us the opportunity. He hosted a poker party at our house.
I told Pete about it and told him that it was our chance.
"How is that our chance?"
"I'll tell him that I don't want to hang around a bunch of cigar smoking, drinking card players and that I'm going to go out and see a movie."
"What good does that do us?"
"I'll unlock the window in the spare bedroom and after I leave the house you and I will climb in through the window and get it on. Ken will be less than fifteen feet away and wide awake. You can do me as many times as you want until it is time for me to come home from the movies."
"Great! Lets do it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The night of the game I gave Ken a passionate kiss (with plenty of tongue) in front of his buddies and said, "Win baby, win" and then I headed out 'to go to the movies'. Where I actually went was next door to get Pete and then Pete and I went back to my house and climbed in the unlocked bedroom window. The poker game was noisy and that was a good thing because it covered over any noise that Pete and I might have made.
There was no romance involved. It was straight up fucking and sucking. Pete wanted to get off in my body as many times as he could before either the poker game ended or he couldn't get it up any more. The first time lasted about five minutes and Pete managed to get me off twice before he came. I sucked his cock to get him hard and the second time he lasted almost twelve minutes giving me half a dozen small orgasms before he came. The third time was fourteen minutes and there almost wasn't a fourth time. I wanted Pete to eat my pussy and he turned his nose up and said:
"You have cum in you. No way I'm going to eat you."
"It's all right for me to suck your cock when it comes out of my pussy covered in your juices and mine, but you can't do it?"
"Get serious Kathy. Only faggots lick up a man's cum."
Pete didn't know it, but he had just planted the seeds of the end of our affair.
"Suck me baby" he said, "Get me up so I can go again."
"Get yourself up Pete. I'll sit over here and wait."
The look on his face was, "What's wrong with you woman?" What was wrong with me is that I was pissed and not because he wouldn't eat my pussy. He as much as called the man I loved a faggot and it wasn't setting well with me. He got himself up and we went one more time. Even pissed it was still exciting to me that Pete was fucking me with Ken just down the hall. It was so exciting for me that even though I don't like anal I almost let Pete talk me into putting his huge cock up my dirt road. Only almost - just before I almost said yes I thought of that huge log going into my teeny tiny asshole and how much it was going to hurt and I came to my senses.
We dressed and went out the window and then I went around to the front door and 'came home from the movies'.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Again, I thought that would be the end of the chance taking, but again I was wrong. Next Pete wanted to do me in front of Ken with Ken watching. He wanted me to try and talk Ken into wife swapping, swinging or something like that. That had no interest for me at all. In the first place I knew my Ken. The very idea would be appalling to him. He was the original 'straight arrow' and just my bringing up the subject would damage our relationship and no way did I want that to ever happen. I was an absolute slut and I fucked around on him big time, but I loved the man to death and had every intention of growing old with him. I told Pete:
"No Pete. Not just no, but hell no! Absolutely no fucking way!"
"But it would put an end to our having to sneak around."
He didn't get it. He didn't understand that it was the sneaking around that made it exciting.
Pete didn't like me telling him no so he got huffy and cut me off. I guess he thought I would roll over and die if I couldn't have his nine inches. I did miss it, but the truth of the matter was that I was more into sex than size, and I still wasn't too happy with him over the 'faggot' comment. All I did was take Ken from three or four times a week to five and six times and when Ken made his next trip out of town instead of walking next door to see Pete I went out for a night on the town. I picked up a real hunky guy and spent two days fucking his socks off.
I still had coffee with Susie every morning and she told me that Pete was beside himself; he was not used to having women walk away from him and ignore him. That was the trouble with men with big cocks, they thought it made them God's gift to women. But just as I had been able to put Brad behind me, I put Pete behind me too. It was a little harder because Pete still lived right next door, but I did it. In fact, I have already set my sights on his replacement. There is a personal trainer at the gym where I work out and the bulge in his shorts leads me to believe that he can fill the bill.
Well, fill what I want filled anyway.
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I never expected my life to turn out like it has. How could I? When I was growing up sex was everywhere. Ads on TV, ads in the newspapers and magazines, on billboards and on the sides of buses. Scantily clad ladies and buff guys all over the place. Raunchy television shows and movies, magazines dedicated to the beautiful, sexy and famous people. Sex education in the classrooms and guys trying to get in your pants as soon as puberty hit. In my case it was even worse - my parents were swingers and even though they tried to hide it from me they were wasting their time. You can't hide anything from an inquisitive teenager.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I fought off boys from the time I turned twelve until the time I finally gave it up at eighteen and discovered that I liked it. Between the time I turned eighteen and the time I met my husband at twenty-two I'd had sexual relations with twenty-seven guys and I had loved every bit of it. In fact, I was in a torrid relationship with Chad when I met Stan. An introduction, a hello and a handshake and Chad was history.
Even though I fell head over heels in love with Stan and his finding his way between my legs was a sure thing I did make him work for it (I couldn't let the man I intended to marry think I was easy, could I?). It was three weeks and seven dates before he got his first hand job. It took him six weeks to get his first blow job and three months before I opened my legs for him.
Speaking from a purely clinical standpoint the physical aspect of sex with Stan wasn't any better than the sex I'd had with most of my other lovers and as a matter of fact three or four of them were much better in the sack than Stan. What made sex better with Stan than any other sex I'd ever had was the emotional component - the love! I adored the man. I would have crawled through broken glass to get to him. When he asked me to marry him I thought I'd died and gone to heaven. I of course said yes and we set a date six months away and we moved into an apartment together.
The six months leading up to the wedding were orgasmic bliss. We had sex almost every day and that carried over into the honeymoon and after. Six months after the wedding I became pregnant with Marsha and Stan and I still made love three or four times a week right up to my eighth month. After Marsha was born and the doctor cleared me to have sex again Stan and I went right back to three, four and sometimes five times a week.
A year went by and then I was pregnant again with Alan. Again it was three or four times a week right up to the eighth month. Stan and I had decided that two kids were all we were going to have and so when Alan was born I had my tubes tied. The seven weeks between Alan's birth and the doctor telling me I could have a sex life again were pure agony.
The day I was cleared I hurried home, took a shower, did my hair and got my make up just right and got ready to greet my hubby when he got home from work. I got my mother to watch the kids for several hours and when Stan came through the front door he found me waiting in a lacy see thru teddy and a pair of high heels.
"Dinner may be a little later tonight Tiger, I thought we would go right to desert."
Stan looked at me like I was from Mars and then said, "Don't be silly Jessica, your tubes are tied."
"What? What the hell does that have to do with anything?"
"It means you can't have babies anymore."
"Again, what does that have to do with anything?"
"It means that we don't have any reason anymore to engage in sex."
"You're joking right?"
"Why would I joke about that? Now would you please get out of that getup and start dinner? I'll play with the babies until dinner is ready."
"Then you will have to go over to my mother's to get them."
"Why are they over there?"
"Because I mistakenly assumed that on the day the doctor cleared me to have a sex life again you would like to have two or three uninterrupted hours with me. And when you do get back from my mother's you can fix your own damned dinner" and I stormed up to the bedroom and slammed the door behind me.
Was I mad? No! I was fucking furious! The only reason for sex was to have babies? God damn him! I heard him leave to go get the kids and I sat there on the bed and fumed and the longer I sat the more pissed I got. Finally I screamed out, "Fuck this shit" and took the teddy off, put on a skirt and sweater, grabbed my purse and keys and left the house.
I drove around for a while and ended up at Tony's, an off campus bar I used to frequent when I was young and carefree. I sat down at the bar and ordered a margarita. As I sat there and sipped it I looked around the bar and saw a good half dozen hunky college boys casting sidelong glances at me and wondering what their chances were. What they didn't know was their chances would have been pretty damned good and if one of them had gotten up the nerve to try it was a damned good bet that he would have scored.
I wondered if any of them could tell I had no bra or panties on. I sat there in just skirt, sweater and high heels and felt like THE SLUT personified. I remembered the last time I had been in there. It had been the week before I'd met Chad and I'd had three really cute guys trying to hustle me. After two hours of playing the game with them I made my choice - all three!
I got up from my seat and went over to their table. Looking down on the three of them I said:
"Is one of you going to make a move anytime soon?"
"Actually" one of the guys said, "We have been sitting here arguing over who gets to be the guy to try. We all want to be the one."
"Let me help you out then. I choose you" and I pointed at the one sitting closest to me and when he smiled I said, "And you and you" as I pointed at the other two. They all smiled and started to get up.
"Whoa up there guys. I'm a slut and I can be pretty easy sometimes, but we have some drinking, dancing and pool playing to do before we get to the main event. And one other thing we need to get out of the way. I don't do gangbangs on car back seats and we can't go to my room at the sorority house so where are we going to play?"
"My apartment is two blocks away," said one of the guys.
"Outstanding. I drink margaritas so order me up a couple while I'm dancing. Who gets to dance with me first?"
It was my first foursome. I had done a threesome a time or three, but had never done four. We had gone to Wayne's apartment and I had sucked each of the guys hard and then I had taken them on one at a time. Half way through the third one (Tom) Mike had moved up to me so he could push his cock at my mouth and I opened up and swallowed him. While I was sucking him to get him up again Tom blew his load in my pussy and Wayne moved up to take his place and he asked me if I did anal.
"If you have lots of lube and go real slow I will."
He left and came back a minute later with a tube of KY Jelly, greased up his fingers and went to work on my butt. He spent several minutes on it and by then I had Mike hard again. I crawled up and settled down on his hard on and Wayne moved up behind me and began slowly working his cock into my butt hole. I was almost lying on Mike's chest and holding myself still as Wayne worked himself into me until he had all of his cock in me. He slowly started fucking me until he felt me start to push my ass back at him and then he and Mike went to work trying to establish a rhythm. It wasn't easy and we never did get to where I was happy with it. While I was being pushed and prodded between Mike and Wayne Tom presented his cock to my mouth and I took it in. The whole experience was not all that bad, but I didn't like it enough to ever try it again.
After we got the 'airtight' thing out of the way we settled in for a night of steady fucking and for two hours I had a cock in my pussy and a cock in my mouth. I was one very satisfied lady when I left Wayne's apartment.
"Another one?" the bartender said, pulling me out of my reverie.
"What?"
He pointed at my empty glass and said, "Another one?"
I was tempted. A fresh drink and the way I felt I would probably leave the bar stool and go after one of the guys looking at me. I wanted to, but I beat down the thought and got up to go home to my babies.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Stan wanted to know where I'd been.
"Out."
"Out where?"
"None of your fucking business."
"What? What did you just say to me?"
"I said NONE...OF...YOUR...FUCKING...BUSINESS!"
"What the hell is wrong with you?"
"You are what is wrong with me Stan. You know how much I love sex and how much I've waited for today and you all of a sudden unilaterally decide that my sex life is over? Well fuck you! If you can make important decisions like that without consulting me I can make unimportant decisions - like going out - without saying a god damned thing to you.
"Right now I'm too goddamned hot to sit down and discuss it with you, but since you have decided to make a major change I'm going to make a few. I'm going to wait a few days and allow myself to cool off before I hit you with them, but I can tell you right now that you are not going to like them any more than I'm liking your 'no sex' dictum. I'm sleeping in the spare bedroom. Good night."
I went into the spare bedroom and slammed the door. Not a good move it turns out. It woke up both babies and it took me an hour to get them back to sleep.
I lay there on the bed staring up at the ceiling and I knew what had happened. Two weeks before Alan was born Stan's old buddy George had moved back to town and had called Stan. George was a bible thumping Born Again asshole and he had talked Stan into going to church with him a couple of times. Stan started trying to get me to go to church with him and I refused. I had no use for organized religion. That fucking George and his fundamental religious beliefs had fucked up Stan's head.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was feeding the babies the next morning when Stan came into the kitchen. He mumbled a good morning and I ignored him. The day was one of cleaning house and taking care of babies. It was a Wednesday and now that the doctor had cleared me it was time to get back to my gym schedule. My normal schedule was Monday, Wednesday and Friday from two till four and then run home to fix dinner for Stan. My mom, who only lived five blocks away came over and watched the kids for me on gym days.
My program was a simple one; fifteen minutes on the Stairmaster to get my heart rate up, forty-five minutes to an hour on the exercise machines and then the rest of the two hours doing laps in the pool. It took me almost five months to get my body back after Marsha and everyone told me that it would take me half again as long after a second baby, but I would do it. I was very happy with the way I looked when I was in shape and now, after what Stan pulled, I had even more reason to get my tight body back.

I had been on the Stairmaster for about five minutes when he came into the gym. I couldn't believe my eyes; it was Chad, my boyfriend when I met Stan. I raised my hand to wave at him and before I could holler out, "Hey Chad, over here!" I realized my mistake. He looked like Chad, same build, same wide shoulders and narrow waist, he even had the same shock of unruly blond hair, but it wasn't Chad - just a twenty something year old look alike. I watched him walk over to a machine and set up and damned if he didn't walk like Chad. As I watched him settle in and start his reps I thought back to the last time I had seen Chad.
It was the day after I'd met Stan and I was going to cut Chad loose. I didn't expect that it was going to be easy. I was going to take him from four months of anytime, anywhere, fuck like sex crazed bunnies to goodbye in the space of three hours. I decided that the way to do it was fuck his eyes out and leave him with no strength to argue, kiss him goodbye and leave.
Chad showed up at the sorority house to pick me up for our date and I told him that I really didn't feel like going to the movies and that I wanted to go to his apartment. I slid over next to him and started stroking his cock through his pants before he even pulled away from the curb. If it had been a little darker I would have pulled his cock out and gone down on him while he drove, but even as big a slut as I could be I wouldn't go stupid in broad daylight. I contented myself with rubbing him through his pants.
Once at his apartment I stripped and helped him undress and then I knelt down in front of him. He cupped my tits and pinched my nipples and I reached for his cock. I took it in my hand and brought it to my mouth. He groaned as I licked the head and then wrapped my lips around it. I ran my tongue up and down the length of him and after a few minutes of that I took my hands off him, crawled on the bed and told him to fuck me.
"Not yet baby girl, not yet," he said, and his mouth moved to my pussy.
I shivered as his tongue ran up and down my moist slit. His fingers parted me and his tongue went searching for my clit. One finger teased my ass as he sucked on my little man in the boat. I grabbed his head as I shook and moaned and had an orgasm.
"Now baby, now," I moaned, "I need it, I need you in me."
He moved up and I took his cock in my hand and guided it into me. I pushed my hips at him and he slid in. "Fuck me" I moaned, "Oh God, please fuck me" and he began stroking his cock into me.
It was lust, pure animal lust and that is how we treated it - we went at each other like animals. He was slamming into me and I was grinding up at him. My nails were clawing at his back and my heels were drumming on the backs of his legs. All too soon I felt my climax start to build and just as it rushed toward me he moaned, "Oh God" and I felt his sperm boil out of his cock and splash over my insides. I pulled his face to me and kissed him deeply as his cock lost its stiffness and he pulled out of me.

I slid down and took his cock in my mouth again. I gave him the best head I was capable of and when he was erect again I mounted him and shoved myself down hard on him and moaned as his length drove up into me. I rode him like there was no tomorrow and of course there wouldn't be for him, but I was determined that he would never forget me. I pushed myself hard until I felt an orgasm coming on and I rolled off him, spread my legs wide and pulled him on top of me.
"Fuck me!" I cried, "Fuck me hard" and I dug my nails in his ass cheeks and pulled him against me. He drove himself into me and fucked me hard and fast and I had a screaming orgasm. Seconds later Chad had his orgasm and he fell to the bed next to me breathing hard. I reached down and fondled his limp cock and licked his ear and then whispered in it that I wasn't done with him yet.
I got him up twice more before he couldn't answer the call anymore and he said:
"Wow babe, what got into you tonight?"
"I just wanted to make tonight special for you."
"Why? What's the special occasion?"
"I've met the man I'm going to marry."
The smile left his face and he looked at me for a moment before saying:
"And I'm guessing that it isn't me."
"Fraid not."
"Well I do have to admit that I like the way you kiss a guy off. If it doesn't work out give me a call."
I dressed, kissed him goodbye, and left. I caught a cab back to the sorority house and as I rode I was working on my plans for snaring Stan.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had dinner ready for Stan when he got home that night. He came into the kitchen all smiles and came over to kiss me and I turned my face away from him. I ignored his attempts at conversation during dinner and busied myself with feeding my babies. After dinner was over and I'd washed and put away the dishes I took Marsha and Alan and retired to the spare bedroom and played with them until it was time to put them to bed. Once they were tucked in I grabbed a book and went back to the spare bedroom and read until it was time to turn out the light.
I didn't sleep much. All I thought about was Stan's arbitrarily cutting off our love life. How could he? What made him think he could do it - impose it on me - without even talking to me about it. It didn't have to be this way. He could have talked it over with me. It wouldn't have changed the way I felt about having no sex, but I would have had options. I could have passed on having my tubes tied, which would have left open the option of having more babies. Then I could have pressed Stan for one more child, a child we would never have because I would practice killer birth control, but we still would have been making love trying for a baby. The major problem here was that I was hard-headed and as much as I loved and wanted Stan there was no way I was going to go without sex for the rest of my life. There would be no "give" in that position.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning Stan didn't even mumble a 'good morning' when he came into the kitchen, which suited me just fine. I fed the babies, packed the diaper bags and then loaded Marsha and Alan into the car and headed out to a doctor's appointment. The trip to the doctor's office took me through town and by the college campus. As I drove down the street known as Fraternity Row I passed by the Pi Kappa Phi house and I remembered the last time I had been there.
It had been the night that the Bears had beaten our arch rival 27-6 and the boys of Kappa Phi were having a victory party. I was supposed to have a date with Jimmy Musard that night, but he had called and cancelled. Nancy Wilde and Beverly Abbeg asked me if I'd like to go with them to the Kappa Phi party and having nothing better to do I said okay.
It was your typical frat house kegger and the three of us girls no sooner walked in the door than the frat rats were after us. You know how sharks smell out chum in the water and home in on it? Frat boys are the same way when it comes to pussy. Nancy and Bev were known sluts and I suppose that since I was with them I was tarred with the same brush. As soon as the frat rats saw us they assumed it was feeding time and they moved in on us.
I don't know what Nancy and Bev were expecting out of the evening, but all I was looking for was a good time; some beer drinking and dancing and maybe smoke a little weed. I didn't see where Nancy and Bev disappeared to, but then I really didn't care. I'd been there about half an hour when Bert Ellsworth, a guy I'd dated a time or two, came up to me and asked me to dance. After a couple of numbers he asked me if I'd like to share some smoke with him and we went outside and passed a joint back and forth. More beer, more dancing, another shared joint and Bert and I were off in a corner necking.
I'm not even sure how it happened, but Bert and I ended up in a bedroom upstairs. He screwed me to a nice orgasm and had me close to a second one when he came. I wanted that second orgasm so I pushed Bert down on his back, knelt over him and started to suck his cock to get him up again so he could get back to screwing me. My head was bobbing up and down on Bert's cock when hands gripped my hips and a cock poked into me from behind. It was like an electric charge shot through me. I didn't even know who it was, but the combination of being close to orgasm and the eroticism of having an unknown cock plowing my pussy turned me on something fierce.
I concentrated on Bert's cock only now instead of getting him up my new goal was to get him off while my unknown lover got me off. My mouth was working on Bert and I was pushing my ass back at whoever it was who was fucking me. The cock was slamming into me and I was moaning and mewling around the cock in my mouth and my body was trembling as I had one orgasm after another. I had Bert's nut sack in my right hand as I sucked his cock and I felt his nuts tighten up so I knew he was going to come. I pushed my mouth as far onto his cock as I could go and clamped my lips tight and he let go. I gulped and swallowed and while I was doing my best to get every last drop of cum out of Bert the unknown guy behind me blew his load in my pussy and withdrew. I finished licking Bert's cock clean and then looked behind me to see who had just enjoyed my body, but there was no one there.



I never did find out who it was that banged my box that night.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home from the doctor's I put my babies down for a nap and then I went in the kitchen and poured myself a glass of white wine and sat down at the kitchen table and tried to figure out just what the hell had happened in Stan's head. The more I thought about it the angrier I got. It just didn't make sense. If making babies was the only reason for having sex why did Stan keep having sex with me after I was already pregnant. And Stan had kept fucking me while I was pregnant with Alan right up to the eighth month.
The next question was what the hell was I going to do about it? By the time I was done with my second glass of wine I had boiled it down to three choices, none of them good.
Divorce Stan.
Cheat on Stan.
Live with it.
As I said, none of them good choices. I would NOT live with it! I liked sex and I was not going to live the rest of my life without it. I found the idea of cheating to be morally repugnant so that left divorce. Shed Stan and find another man. The problem with that was that I loved the asshole. He was a great guy, a great father and until the no sex announcement he had been a great husband.
I finished my wine (and my whine) and set to work cleaning the house. I had dinner ready for Stan when he got home and as soon as he walked in the door I said:
"The kids are at my mother's and I'll pick them up on my way home."
"Where are you going?"
"Out."
"When will you be back?"
"When I get here."
"Damn it Jess, what the hell has gotten into you?"
"It isn't what's gotten into me Stan, it is what isn't getting into me."
He was still trying to get his mind around that as I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had done what I usually did when I was down. I called my best friend Amy and asked her to join me for a drink. I could talk to Amy and sometimes after listening she said things that clarified things for me. I met her at the Top Hat Lounge and we sat down in a booth, ordered from the cocktail waitress and then Amy said:
"Okay girlfriend, what has your panties in a twist this time?"
"Sex."
"Sex?"
"Yep. More specifically, a lack of it."
I told her what was going on and she shook her head in amazement. "God sweetie, that is the last thing I would have ever thought of. You without sex. Wow." And then she giggled and I knew exactly what was going through her mind. She was remembering the night we double dated and went to the drive in movies. It was the only time in my life that I had sex with a guy because I was tired of trying to fight him off.
Amy had a hot romance going with Danny Pelson and they had a date for Friday night to go to the drive in. Danny called her Thursday night and told her he had to cancel. His cousin had just dropped in to visit. Amy told him she would find a girl for his cousin and then they could double date Friday. Danny said okay and Amy came looking for me. I really wasn't interested in a blind date, but Amy begged and pleaded with me and I finally broke down and agreed to be the cousin's date.
The night didn't start out bad. Danny and his cousin Mark picked us up and took us to the Red Lobster for dinner. Mark was a good looking guy and he was very personable and I began thinking that the evening would turn out to be okay. After eating we drove to the drive in and got there twenty minutes before the move (Tammy and The Bachelor) was due to start.
Danny and Amy were in the front seat and Mark and I were in the back. As soon as we were parked Danny and Amy slid together and started to make out. While that is going on I'm in the back trying to make conversation with Mark, but he keeps glancing at the front seat and finally he figures that if Danny and Amy can make out, he can make out with me.
He slid over next to me and I made my first mistake of the night - I let him. I figured what the hell, it's only a kiss. He was a good kisser so I let him kiss me again and then yet again. Up in front Amy broke the kiss with Danny and her head disappeared and seconds later Danny moaned. WHOA! This sure wasn't the Amy I knew so I moved forward and looked over the seat and saw Amy giving Danny a blow job.
I was so stunned that I wasn't paying attention to Mark and he got his hands up inside my sweater and unsnapped my bra. I wasn't even aware he'd done it until he started rolling my right nipple between his thumb and forefinger. That got my attention and I moved back and reached to push his hand away and while my hands were doing that his other hand went up under my skirt.
"Stop that!" I snapped at him and dropped my hands to grab at his wrist and when I did that his other hand got busy on my breast again. My hands were going back and forth and I wasn't managing to stop anything. I was saying:
"Stop that," "Don't do that," "Quit that" and "damn it, get your hands off me" and he was just flat assed ignoring me. I was just getting ready to double up my fist and smack him in the face when Amy said:
"Oh come on Jess, give him a taste."
I turned and saw her looking over the front seat at me. I had been stunned to see sweet, young, innocent and virginal Amy giving Danny a blow job and now I was again shocked to see her looking over the front seat looking at me and saying:
"Come on Jess, do him. I want to watch you suck his cock."
"Amy Joy, what in the hell has gotten into you?"
Just then she went, "Ooooooooooh" and then gasped, "Danny, Danny's gotten into me, he's in me right now. Suck his cock Jess, let me watch you suck his cock while Danny fucks me."
While that was going on Mark had unzipped himself and had taken out his cock. He took hold of my wrist and moved my hand and put it on his cock and I jerked my eyes away from Amy and looked down at the biggest cock I had ever seen (and by that point in my life I had seen several). I found out later that it was eight 1/2 inches long, but it wasn't the length - it was the girth! It was as big around as my wrist. I stared at it dumb-founded as Amy, being fucked by Danny, was moaning in my ear:
"Suck it Jess, let me see you suck it."
I gave up fighting.
"Go on Jess," Amy moaned, "Suck his cock for me girlfriend, show me how you do it."
I had my fingers wrapped around Mark's cock and I was staring at it when Amy put a hand on the back of my head and gently pushed down as she crooned in my ear:
"Do it Jess, do it."
I opened my mouth and my tongue licked out at the large head and then I licked his cock from the head to his balls and back. It was a fat cock, but I was still able to get it in my mouth, although not very far. I wasn't going to be able to give anything that large a really good blow job so I decided that the way to go was to fuck his cock with my mouth. I clamped my lips tight around the shaft and then started moving my head back and forth. What I was doing was jacking him off with my mouth.
"Oh yeah, suck him Jess, make him cum" Amy crooned in my ear and I took his ball sack in one hand and fondled him. After several minutes I felt his balls tighten up and I pulled my mouth off his cock, grabbed a handful of Amy's hair and pulled her close to Mark's cock. I wrapped the other hand around Mark's cock and beat him off and was rewarded by a spurt of cum that arched out from the head of Mark's cock and hit Amy right in her left eye. I smiled at Amy and then I bent to lick Mark's cock clean.
I was surprised how quickly he responded to my tongue. He was up and hard in minutes and I squirmed under him, spread my legs and waited. He wasted no time in working his cock into me and when he was all the way in he stared fucking me hard. God did I ever feel full. I've read about other women fucking large cocks and saying that buttons got pushed that they never even knew they had, but all I felt was stuffed. Well, any fuck is a good fuck, for me anyway, and I pushed back up at him and worked my pussy to give me the maximum amount of orgasms. Amy had her head almost in my crotch as she watched the large cock pound into me. I heard her scream when Danny gave her her own orgasm and seconds later I had one as Mark pumped his load into me.
I lay there looking up at Mark, breathing hard and I heard Amy say, "You want to trade Jess? You want to come up here with Danny and let me come back there?"
Danny snapped, "Oh no you don't!"
I snapped out of my memory trance to see Amy looking at me and I said:
"Wipe that smile off your face you slut."
"Well, you do have to admit t was an interesting night."
"Did you ever get over Danny not letting you have a taste of Mark?"
"Oh I had my taste of Mark. That's why Danny broke up with me. He came back to his apartment early and caught us."
"You slut you! And you never told me?"
"I was too embarrassed. So, what are you going to do about your problem?"
I told her the three choices I'd come up with and why I couldn't handle going without and why I wouldn't cheat.
"So my only viable option is divorce."
"Not necessarily. There is another option."
"What?"
"Give Stan a choice. Tell him where you are coming from - that you refuse to live a sexless life - and that he has a choice. He can accept a divorce or agree let you have sex outside the marriage."
"He would never go for that."
"What do you have to lose?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next night at dinner I told Stan that as soon as the kids were put to bed we would have a talk; or more to the point, I was going to talk and he was going to listen.
"I'm not liking your attitude Jess."
"And you are going to like what I have to say even less."
"Maybe we need to put this talk off until you get in a better mood."
"Nope. I get it off my chest tonight and you get to make a decision by Sunday night."
"Sunday night? What do I have to make a decision by Sunday night?"
"Because that is the deadline I'm going to give you. Make yourself a stiff drink while I put the kids to bed."
Half an hour later I joined Stan in the kitchen and cut right to the chase. "You arbitrarily decided that we would no longer have a sex life and that is unacceptable to me. Your action forces me to decide among three choices, do without sex for the rest of my life, cheat on you or divorce you and find another man to live out my life with. Looking at those choices I can eliminate two right away. I will not, repeat - will not! - live a sexless life. Also, I will not cheat on you. That means the only option left open to me is divorce and getting on with my life."
I saw alarm register on his face and I said, "I don't want a divorce because I love you, but something has to be done. There is another option available. It is a little extreme, but it might work. We can stay together and raise the children together, but just as you have made it clear that being with you means no sex, you need to be aware that if we stay together you can expect to be cuckolded on a semi-regular basis."
"What are you saying?"
"Simple Stan. Divorce or live with me knowing that, with your permission, I'm going out looking to get laid two or three times a week."
"With my permission? Are you crazy?"
"Not in the least. Here" I said as I handed him a piece of paper.
"What's this?"
"A paper I made up for you to sign. It states that since you will no longer have sexually relations with me I am free, without fear of reprisal on your part, to have sex outside the marriage. You have two choices Stan. Sign the paper or be divorced. I'll give you until Monday morning to make a decision. If I don't have that signed paper in my hand when you leave for work Monday morning I'll be sipping my morning coffee while I look through the Yellow Pages for a divorce attorney."
"Damn it Jessica, you can't just dump this on me."
"Sure I can Stan, just like you dumped the 'no sex' on me. Monday morning Stan" and I got up and left him sitting at the kitchen table.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday and Sunday I busied myself with my babies and household chores and Stan pretty much stayed away from me. He still hadn't indicated which way he was going to jump, but knowing Stan the way I did I was almost certain that he would never sign that paper. But as Amy had said what did I have to lose by trying. The answer to that of course was 'nothing'.
Dinner Sunday was a quiet affair, as had been all meals since Stan hit me with his pronouncement, and after dinner I played with my babies for a while before putting them to bed. I took my book and headed for the spare bedroom, but I couldn't concentrate on the book. All I could think of was an impending divorce that I didn't want, but couldn't see a way out of. At ten I put the book down and turned out the light and then I lay there and stared up at the ceiling until I fell asleep.
Something woke me up and I looked over at the bedside clock and saw that it was midnight. Out of the darkness Stan's voice came to me:
"I can't do it Jessica, I can't lose you."
I felt his weight settle on the bed and I opened my arms to him.
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My wife and I have always had a problem when it comes to sex. Not a problem with our sex life, just a problem with attitudes. Hillary had a typical middle class upbringing where she attended church off and on and where she was encouraged to save herself for marriage. Her mother did her level best to convince Hillary that the only reason for having sexual relations with a man was to have babies. In short, if you aren't going to have kids, don't fuck!
Fortunately, Hill fell in with the wrong crowd when she went to college. The ironic part is that was her mother that put her in touch with them. Hillary was a legacy at her mother's sorority. Hill didn't want to join, but her mother insisted on it. Apparently mom wasn't aware that things had changed since her day and the girls that belonged to the sorority when Hill attended were among the biggest sluts on the campus. They were never able to turn Hill into a slut, but they did go a long way toward moderating Hill's mother's influence. At heart though, Hill was still a product of the very moral middle class.
I on the other hand came from a series of broken homes. My mother ran away from my father when I was five and I guess he was glad to see us go because we never heard from him again. After that there were five stepfathers and a series of 'uncles' until I was old enough to leave home and join the Army. Because of my mother's promiscuity and my exposure to it, I grew up believing that you could have sex without love and you could have love without sex. It was great if you could get both at the same time, but if you couldn't - take what you could get.
I took advantage of the Army's educational program and I had a tidy sum coming to me when I was discharged. I came home and enrolled in college and in my junior year I met Hillary. It was lust at first sight on my part. When I first met her all I was interested in was some backseat time, but of course she wasn't the least bit interested in that. Over time I got to know her and damned if I didn't fall in love with her. We started going steady, became engaged and even though I was hard up against the "Saving myself for marriage" thing I still tried all the way up to the day of the wedding to get her to spread her legs for me, but to no avail.
I was totally unprepared for my wedding night. I expected that I would have to go slow and be gentle. I thought I would have to put up with a bout of crying after the first time and that I would have to wheedle and beg to get a second time. I thought I might even have to beg to get the first time. In short, because of Hillary's mother and Hillary's upbringing I had no idea of what to expect.
Hillary was a slut!
The "I do's" said and Hill suddenly could not leave my cock alone. She was rubbing it through my trousers in the car on the way from the church to the reception. When we were eating at the reception Hillary had a fork in one hand and her other hand on my cock under the table. In the elevator on the way up to our room Hill unzipped me and had her hand inside my boxers before we reached our floor. Once in the room Hill went straight to the bed, leaned forward and placed her hands on the bed and said, "Lift my dress and do it - I've waited long enough."
We never left the room for the next twelve hours as Hill wanted to do it all and as often as possible. Oral, anal, water sports, she wanted to try everything and we did. It didn't take us long to eliminate water sports from the menu, but Hill loved everything else. It was the beginning of a fantastic love life that six years later is still going strong.
So where's the problem? It started two years ago when Hill got a new boss. She had gotten along fine with the old one, but the new boss thought he was God's gift to women and he hadn't been there two days before he started hitting on Hillary. It went on for about a month before Hill told me about it.
"It doesn't matter what I do or say he just won't accept the fact that I'm married. He just keeps trying to get me to go out with him and you know what he means by "going out." I'm afraid that he is going to give me a bad performance review because I won't have anything to do with him."
"Is he good looking?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"So go out with him."
"What? What did you say?"
"I said go ahead and go out with him."
"You can't be serious."
"Why not?"
"You know what he wants and you're telling me to give it to him?"
"No, I'm not telling you any such thing. What I'm saying is that whatever you do it is okay with me."
"And just what does that mean?"
"It means that as far as I am concerned sex is purely a physical hunger. You can have sex with someone and love doesn't have to enter into it. If you think you need to fuck this guy or give him a blow job to keep your job or to get a raise go ahead and do it. As long as you love me and come home to me whatever you do is okay with me."
"So I should fuck him to keep my job."
"Damn it Hill, that's not what I'm saying. Quit your job and go get another one if that is what you want. If you want to keep the one you have, do what you think you have to do to keep it. I don't care, not as long as we stay together."
"Honestly Glenn!" and she stomped out of the room.
She went to work the next day and the next week and the next month and ignored his advances. She would come home pissed off and irritable and we ended up having several silly little spats over things. Finally I told her to either fuck him or quit because I couldn't take any more of the way things were going. She went to work the next day and told him to leave her alone or she would quit and then file sexual harassment charges against him and the company. Then she told him that he should keep that in mind when he filled out her performance review. He backed off and three months later he was gone after another girl did file charges against him.
The next time the subject came up it was a little closer to home. My cousin Tom has a cabin on a lake up in Northern Michigan and in March he invited us to join him and his wife at the cabin for two weeks in June. We flew to Michigan, rented a car and drove up to the lake. Tom was there alone to meet us.
"Joyce ran off with a younger man three months ago so I'm afraid that it will just be the three of us."
For the first couple of days things were fine, but on the third day, while Hill and I were sitting on the dock fishing for Blue Gills, she said to me, "Tom keeps looking at me funny."
"What do you mean by funny?"
"It's almost like he's undressing me with his eyes every time he looks at me."
"Have you looked in the mirror lately?"
"What?"
"You are a very foxy lady. Men are always undressing you with their eyes when they look at you."
"This is different."
"No it isn't. Joyce left him three months ago and he probably hasn't been laid since she left. He is horny, you are sexy, so he is looking and very possibly lusting, but so what? He isn't going to do anything with me here."
"I don't know if I can go the next ten days like this. It's making me very nervous."
"So take the edge off things. Grab him by the hand and drag him into the bedroom and fuck his brains out."
"Is that your answer to all my problems - fuck somebody?"
"No, but this is a sexual situation as far as you are concerned. We are going to be here another ten days. Either enjoy the attention or take the edge off."
"One of these days Glenn, you are going to tell me to do that and I'm going to do it."
"I keep telling you Hill, you can do whatever you want as long as you keep on loving me and come home to me when you are done. You have my blanket permission to be as good or as bad as you want."
"How can you say these things?"
"It's easy sweets, I love you and I trust you."
Tom did look at Hill a lot over the next ten days and I'm sure that there was a lot of lusting going on in his heart and in his mind, but Hill never did take "the edge" off for him.
Over the next three years Hill received several promotions and finally ended up as the Executive Secretary to her company president. The job did entail some traveling and Hill would be gone for two or three days at a time sometimes as many as three times a month. One day I came home from work just as Hill was returning from a three-day trip to Atlanta. I helped her carry her bags into the house and then she kicked off her heels and asked me to build her a drink. Then we sat on the couch and relaxed. I asked her how her trip went and she said that it had been a trip like any other, "Except that this time you got your wish."
"What wish is that?"
"I gave myself to another man. No, I don't think that is quite the right way to put it. Another man took me and I didn't stop him."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Is that all you have to say? I come home and tell you another man fucked me and all you want to know is if I had a good time?"
"Do you still love me?"
"Of course I do you ass."
"Then, no harm, no foul."
"Do you always have to talk in riddles?"
"What I am saying is what I have always said. As long as you love me and come home to me that's all that I care about."
"You don't care that I spent the night with another man, that I let him do to me everything that you ever did?"
"You are here, aren't you? You didn't come home to me and tell me that you are leaving me for someone else. No, you came home and told me that you love me and you were honest about what you did, no sneaking around behind my back. I've always told you that as far as I'm concerned sex and love are not joined at the hip - you can have one without the other - and now you know that it is true."
"I suppose that now that I have gone and done it you will feel free to go and do it too."
No I won't. You can do it and get away with it because of my mindset, but your mind set is different. If I did it you wouldn't like it at all and it would change things between us in ways that I don't even want to contemplate."
Hill looked at me as if I were from another galaxy, "I swear, you don't make sense to me at all. Would you like to hear about my trip?"
"No, I don't need to know the details. It is enough for me to know that it happened and that you still love me and that you came home to me."
"But I want to talk about it."
"Okay, go ahead."
"I didn't mean to do it, at least not at first. We had plane trouble and we were late getting to Atlanta. The hotel had screwed up our reservations and they were full up. They only had one room left and it had two double beds. Lex and I talked it over and decided we could make do for one night. Lex was a perfect gentleman. He let me use the bathroom first and get ready for bed and he waited for me to get in bed and get under the covers before he got ready for bed. Then he turned out the light and got into his bed. At first I was nervous. I was in a bedroom with a man that wasn't my husband. I had no reason to think that Lex would do anything, but I was still nervous. I tossed and turned and couldn't go to sleep and every time Lex moved in his bed I tensed up just knowing that he was going to get up and come over and try to get in bed with me."
"Did he?"
"No, not then."
"What happened next?"
"A real funny thing. I began to wonder why he didn't. I'm a good-looking woman; what was wrong with him that he could be in the same room with me under those conditions and ignore me? I began to get pissed at him for not at least acknowledging that he had a good-looking, desirable woman in the room with him. Then I started wondering what I would do if he come over. How could I rebuff him without hurting my job? I wondered what would happen if he didn't take no for an answer and just over powered me and took me.
I thought about what he would do to me, how he would feel, and before I realized it I had gotten myself hot. I started thinking of you and what you did to me when I got that way and that just made it worse. I started masturbating and I guess I wasn't all that quiet and I woke Lex up. He laid there and watched me as I worked myself up to a fever pitch. I was so lost in what I was doing that I didn't see him get out of his bed and come over to mine.
The first I knew he was there was when he pushed his cock into me. I had just climaxed and I didn't feel him push my hand away and then he was in me. I was still feeling the buzz from my climax and he got several good strokes in before I snapped out of it. By then it was too late and I was responding. He came, pulled out and immediately went down on me and I never did come down from my sexual high until he had made love to me three times. The rest of the night just went from there."
"The rest of the night?"
"Yeah, well, it seemed kind of silly to say "no, you can't" at that point."
"Are you telling me that you actually let yourself go, that you finally let your sexual side take over?"
Hill looked away from me and in a low voice said, "Yes."
"Did he eat your pussy?"
"Yes."
"Did you suck his cock?"
"Yes."
"You love anal sex so did he take your ass?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"He didn't ask."
"If he had asked would you have given your ass to him?"
Hill looked away from me and whispered, "Probably."
"You didn't love him, but you fucked him anyway?"
"Yes."
"Are you going to tell me that you didn't enjoy it?"
"No."
"Are you going to do it again the next time you go out of town together?"
Hill looked away from me and didn't answer.
I smiled, "Sure you will. He's had you once and you liked it so he will try again. And since you did like it you will go along with it and fuck him again. Pure sex with no love attached - I rest my case."
"You don't care? You really don't care?"
"No I don't. Fuck him till he can't get it up again, just make sure that you come home to me."
I gave her my hand, "Come on, let's go upstairs. I'm going to eat your pussy while you tell me all about it. I want to hear it all - every little detail. Tell me all about what a slut you were for him and tell me what you are going to do with him next time."
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"You do have a choice Richard. You don't have to do it, but life will be so much easier for you if you do. If you do it nothing changes except that you will never sleep in my bed again. Although I'm going to be taking on the role of CEO you will still be president of the company, you will still have your country club membership and you can even keep your bimbo. If you don't do it you are out of a job, homeless, probably not able to buy your little blond slut a cup of coffee and the only way you will be able to go to the country club is get a job there. So Richard, your choice; turn and head for the door or get down on your knees and crawl over here and suck on my freshly fucked, cum filled pussy."
There was never any doubt in my mind what his choice would be. My Richard was nothing if not avaricious. He would crawl, he would grovel, and he would do whatever he had to do to stay close enough to me to be able to try and work his way back into my good graces. He would figure that since I had not thrown his ass out there would still be a chance. Not possible of course, but he did not know that. To him this was just another pothole on the road of life and he would use his charm and good looks to survive. He had done it before so he just knew he could do it again.
What he didn't know was that this time I had hired a private detective and I had audio tape and video tape and I had not liked what I'd heard on the audio and seen on the video, not one little bit! The question that could be asked was why was I willing to keep Richard around at all after what he had done. The simple answer was punishment and revenge. Sooner or later my demands would be so severe that he would walk out on me. The key was to not push him too far, too fast. What good is revenge if it is over too quickly?
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Life was good for Richard until he fucked it all up by thinking that he was smarter than everyone else. Richard came to work for my father right out of high school. He was fairly bright, a hard worker and he had ambition. He worked full time during the day and attended evening classes at the local college. It took him nine years to get his degree in Business Management. For some reason my father took a liking to Richard; perhaps he saw him as the son he never had. Richard rose through the company and he was a general manager in line for a VP spot when I came home.
I'd gone to college back east and I rarely came home except at the Thanksgiving/Christmas break and when I was home I never went to the company offices. I couldn't stand the place. It had robbed me of my childhood and it had destroyed my mother. My father invested his every waking moment in the business and his lack of attention for anything else had driven my mother to drink, which in turn led her to an early grave. It made me pick a college as far away from home as I could get and to keep from going home when I graduated I joined the Peace Corp and spent two years in Sierra Leone. When I came home I put myself in a Masters Program and I might have gone for a second degree, a second masters or even have gone for a PHD had not my mother died forcing me to go home.
Following the funeral my father had a little get together at the house for family and friends and it was there that I met Richard. He was good looking, charming and witty and he had a twinkle in his eye that intrigued me. He asked me if he could call on me and I said yes and things just went from there. We dated for about two months and one night, tired of waiting for him to make the first move, I leaned over and reached for his zipper.
"Unless you push me away I'm going to suck your cock. After that it can be the back seat, a motel or your place, but it is time to shit or get off the pot."
It turned out that he had been leery of trying to start anything because he was afraid he would be accused of going after the bosses daughter just so he could get ahead in the company.
"Bullshit!" I told him. "Dad says that you are going to be the next vice president and you did that on your own long before I even got here."
Once that was out of the way we didn't leave his apartment for three days and I found out that along with his other qualities he was a tiger in bed. Three months later he asked me to marry him and I said that I would like to, "But first you need to know the truth about me."
"The truth about you?"
I explained to him how I felt about my father and his all-consuming company and how much I had come to hate the place.
"One of the things I did to put distance between my father and me was to become his complete opposite. Where he is staunchly conservative I became a flaming liberal. Where he is a closet bigot I became a very visible integrationist. To piss my father off I even had love affairs with black men, Asians, Latinos and even an Arab or two. Still with me?"
Richard nodded a yes and I went on.
"I did it more to piss my father off than because I had any great love for minorities or the downtrodden, but somewhere along the way I developed a liking for black men. And no, before you ask, it didn't have anything to do with cock size. I don't really know what it was, the musky smell of them, the arrogance that being with a white brought out, I don't know. I just know that I liked it. The two years I spent in Sierra Leone all my lovers were black and there were several of them. The reason I'm telling you this is that eventually you will hear about it from someone and I don't want it to come as a shock to your system."
Of course I didn't tell him the whole truth. I didn't mention the occasional threesome or the one foursome, but he didn't need to know that much. I'd told him enough to give him an out if he wanted to take it.
"So, do you still want to marry me?"
He did and I said yes.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Five years after Richard and I were married my father died in a plane crash and I suddenly had a large corporation to run except that I didn't want to. Richard was the Executive Vice President by then so the natural thing for me to do was make him President and CEO of the company. In retrospect it was not the smartest thing that I could have done.
Because we were a corporation we had to comply with all sorts of rules and regulations and one of those was that we had to have a board of directors. My father had been the President, Chief Executive Officer and Chairman of the Board and two of the other directors had been on the plane when it went down so we had to completely reorganize. The corporation was family held and I was the largest stockholder with thirty percent of the voting stock. My father had given Richard a block of voting stock in the amount of twenty-five percent so between the two of us we controlled the company and I was made Chairman of the Board.
Things went along fine for the next five years and then another company made overtures to buy us out. Richard was all for it and I found out later that the other company had offered him some strong incentives to help them swing the deal. Those incentives would put him in a position where he could have been 'independent' of his 'rich wife'.
Richard pushed for the deal and knowing the way I had always felt about the company he thought it would be a done deal. And I suppose it should have been, but all of a sudden I didn't want to give up the company. God knows it had poisoned the relationship between my father and me and it was the indirect cause of my mother's death, but I started to see it as the last remaining tie I had to my father. In his own way he had loved me and I him and so I told Richard that we were not going to sell the company and I thought that was the end of it.
But it wasn't.
Without telling me Richard went to work on the aunts, uncles and cousins who held the remaining voting stock and convinced them that the sale would be to there benefit. Once that was done he came to me and said that he had their proxies which gave him enough votes to force the sale over my objections. He said he was going to call a stockholder's meeting, present XYZ's offer and get stockholder approval.
Basically he was saying, "fuck you" and that pretty much meant that our marriage was over. I began to wonder what else my loving husband might be doing behind my back and I hired a firm of private investigators and turned them loose. Two weeks later I got their report and found out about the private meetings that Richard had been having with the people from XYZ and I also found out about the mistress that he had been keeping in an apartment in the city. Another two weeks and I had all the audio and video that I needed to cut Richard off at the knees.
I sat on the information until the stockholders meeting. The day of the meeting I had lunch with Richard and asked him what he planned to do with his life after the meeting.
"Nothing will change honey. I'll go to work for XYZ and our life will go on. You will be a little richer is all."
"No Richard, life will not go on. When you went behind my back on this you killed our marriage, or at least what there was of it. Couldn't have been much or you wouldn't have shacked up with Sarah."
"So you know."
"Yes, I do."
"Okay, but life will still go on. The only difference is that now I won't need you, I'll have my own money."
"You have always had your own money Richard. President and CEO paid quite well. Notice I said paid and not pays? Life as you know it ends for you this afternoon Richard. You didn't do your homework. You forgot about the shares my mother left in trust for me."
"That's where you are wrong lady. I've already lined up the trustees - they are voting with me - so save your threats bitch! You are toast, but cheer up, all it means is that you will be a little richer."
"That's what I meant about you not doing your homework Richard. It is true that I don't get the stock until my thirty-fifth birthday, which is in three weeks by the way, but then you knew that didn't you? That's why the big push to sell to XYZ now. Get it done before the bitch gets her mother's stock, right?"
"Okay, so what? It is still a done deal."
"No it isn't Richard. There is a provision in the trust that says that I may, if I so elect, vote those shares in conjunction with any other shares I may own if such action may be necessary to retain family control of the company. My mother died hating my father, but not enough to let anything happen to his company that would destroy my inheritance. I have notified the trustees that I intend to exercise that option. Do the math Richard. Fifty-five percent me, forty-five percent you. Who wins Richard?"
The look on his face was priceless, and I couldn't resist turning the knife again. "One more thing you might want to look into Richard. When my father conveyed that block of stock to you there were some provisions attached. Did you pay any attention to them?"
"What are you talking about?"
"One of those provisions is that you can't sell that stock to anyone outside the family and I'm the only one in the family who can afford to buy them. The only reason that anyone else in the family has any stock at all is that daddy gave it to them as a gift and he only did that for some obscure tax reason. How about ten cents a share Richard? I'll write you a check right now if you want."
"You can't be serious. It is worth sixty dollars a share."
"Then find someone in the family willing to pay you that much. Maybe if it would give them control of the company they might, but we both know who has control, don't we?"
I got up to leave, "All that and I'm sticking you with the check too. Plan on a long talk at home tonight Richard. We will discuss your options."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The hard ebony cock was sliding deep into my hot, wet and hungry pussy when Richard walked in the bedroom door. His face went pale and he turned to leave and I said, "You had better stay and watch Richard. If you stay you have a chance, if you turn and leave it is all over for you."
I wrapped my legs around the young black man and moaned, "That's it lover, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum again."
I looked over at Richard and saw the indecision on his face and I smiled and said, "Sit in that chair right over there Richard" and I pointed at a chair I had put there earlier for just that purpose. He hesitated and I said, "Do it Richard, do it and things may turn out all right for you. Don't and I guarantee you won't like your life from now on."
He walked over and sat down on the chair and I smiled up at my black lover, "Show him baby, show him how to fuck a woman and make her scream for joy."
Jerry, who was the son of our gardener, picked up the pace and I faked an orgasm for Richard's benefit. "Come on Jerry, fuck me harder and push it in deeper. Make me cum lover, make me cum some more. Fuck me baby, fuck meeee" and I screamed out as I had another real orgasm - my fifth or sixth of the night.
"Come on Jerry, give it to me, don't make me beg damn it, fuck me hard, treat me like I'm your slut, slam that black cock into me. Push it deep and fill me with your cum."
It took him five more minutes until he emptied himself into me (not surprising since it was his fifth time) and as he was going limp I scooted out from under him and went after his cock with my mouth. I licked and cleaned it while I kept my eyes on Richard's face. I sucked on his balls and I licked his cock like an ice cream cone and tried to get him hard again and in about five minutes it began to twitch. Another minute and I had him standing tall again and I swung myself over him and used my right hand to guide him into my pussy.
"Watch it Richard. Watch his black cock disappear into my white body. He feels good Richard. He feels hard as a rock and he has me hotter than a firecracker. He has been fucking me since I got home and I can't seem to wear him out. Do you like fucking me Jerry?"
"Yes mam."
"Isn't he sweet Richard? So polite to me. I think he is being polite because he wants to fuck me again. Would you like that Jerry? Would you like to come back tomorrow and fuck me some more?"
"Yes mam, you know I would."
"Do a good job today Jerry, fuck me hard, make me cum and you can come back all you want. I may even move you into my bedroom until you have to go back to school. Come on baby, fuck me. Show my husband how a black man takes care of a white girl. Deeper baby, push it in deeper. Oh yesssssss, so good baby, so good, oh god yesssssss" and I faked another orgasm for Richard.
I raised up off of Jerry's cock and got on my hands and knees and looking right into Richard's eyes I said, "Take my ass Jerry. Stuff that hard black snake into my butt hole. Ass fuck your white bitch while her husband sits in a chair and watches you."
I saw Richard fidget and I knew that he was trying to make himself get up and leave and I said, "If you get up Richard it is all over for you."
Jerry was pounding my ass and I was screaming at him to cum in me when he moaned "I can't hold it anymore, I can't stop it" and I cried out cum in me, cum in me, fill my ass baby, fill my ass" and I felt the hot spurt coat the inside of my anal cavity. I fell forward on the bed, rolled on my back and looked up at Jerry.
"Thank you baby, that was fabulous. Same time tomorrow?"
"You bet. I'm available as often as you want me."
"That will probably be a lot from now on. I hate to be rude, but could you go now? My husband and I have some things to discuss."
"Yes mam. I'll see you tomorrow."
When Jerry had gone I said to Richard, "Where have you been? I wanted you to watch me and Jerry from start to finish."
"What? You expect that I'm going to sit here and watch you fuck some jungle bunny?"
"Actually Richard, that is just what I expect. I plan on taking several lovers now that you will no longer be taking care of my sexual needs and I expect you to sit over there in that chair and watch. Further more, when they are done I expect you to come over here and eat my pussy. You will suck out whatever they leave in me. I am assuming of course that XYZ did not dash up to you and offer you a great job following this afternoon's vote."
The look on his face told me the answer to that one.
"Maybe Sarah can get a job and support you. Of course she will have to make a lot to cover the rent on that apartment that you will no longer be able to afford. And I don't expect that your job prospects will be all that great after you have been fired and the word goes out as to why. Most people don't like sneaky bastards working for them. Here's the deal Richard. It is a one-time offer and is good only for as long as the two of us are in this room. Nothing changes except that you will no longer share my bed. In return you will watch me when I bring a lover home and you will clean me out when he is gone."
I spelled out the rest of it and then I smiled at him, "Well Richard, what's it to be?"
He stared at me with an expression that screamed out, "This can't be happening to me" and I smiled at him and said, "The door Richard, or on your knees. What's it to be?"
My smile became a huge grin when he got off the chair and started to settle to the floor.




            Becoming A Slut Wife: Mia

            She got a charge out of fucking for money.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/becoming-a-slut-wife-mia

Title: Becoming A Slut Wife: Mia

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: She got a charge out of fucking for money.

Tags: cheating, prostitute

Series: Becoming a Slut Wife


I have to admit that I did have mixed emotions as I looked at the papers I had just finished reading. Ten minutes earlier a man had come into my office:
"Mr. Esau? James Esau?"
"Yes."
"These are for you" and he handed me an envelope. I took it from him and he said, "Sorry, but you have been served."
He turned and left and I opened the envelope and found that my wife was suing me for divorce using irreconcilable differences as grounds. I reached for the phone and punched in my home number. The phone rang four times before she picked it up and said hello.
"I just got your surprise package. Are you sure that this is the way you want to go?"
"I can't see any other way. You can't accept me as I am, I don't want to change, and I can't stand the look on your face every time you look at me."
She was right of course. I couldn't accept what she had become and if she wouldn't change there was no real hope for us. But I am nothing if not practical and I would do what I had to to protect my assets and myself.
"Well, if you are determined then I guess there isn't anything else to talk about. I'll have my lawyer get in touch with yours. Meanwhile, try and be out of the house by the time I get home tonight."
"Why do I have to do that?"
"Because it is my house and I'm not going to share it with someone who wants to get away from me so bad that she started divorce proceedings."
"But my lawyer sa..."
"I don't care what your lawyer said. Either he is stupid or you didn't give him all the facts. The corporation owns the house and the corporation leases it to me. My name is the only name on the lease so please be gone when I get there. I'll be late so as to give you time to clear out. Goodbye."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was just the beginning of course. I saw my lawyer next day and we counter sued. I was being hateful, but at that point I didn't really care. Thanks to my father, who was the major stockholder in the corporation (57%) and who was one hell of a good tax lawyer I was covered. All that I had was owned by the corporation and leased to me. The two cars, the house, the cabin on the lake and the boat, and the time-share at Vail. I owned my clothes and that was about it. All Mia could go after was child support and alimony and I intended to fight her tooth and nail over both.
It took a week before my papers were served on Mia and I heard from her that very afternoon. She called me at my office just after lunch:
"What are you doing? Why are you doing this to me?"
"I'm covering my ass Mia. I'm in a highly competitive business and in this town reputation is everything. If I just laid back and let your divorce go uncontested your charges against me become part of the public record. Then there is the matter of your attorney and his fees. I'll be god damned if I'm going to pay your lawyer just because you are divorcing me because I don't like the fact that you are a paid whore. No Mia, the record is going to show that we were divorced because you decided to become a hooker."
"But if you do this it will come out and my family will find out."
"Not my problem Mia. That's one of the things you should have been thinking about when you decided that it would be exciting to fuck for money."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
To be honest I do have to admit that I was partially at fault for what had happened. If I had paid more attention to what was going on I could have stopped things before they happened. One of the drawbacks of being successful is that the higher you climb the harder you work which translates into spending more time at work and away from home.
The problem surfaced early in my marriage to Mia in the form of complaints that I never had any time for her. So I made an honest effort to see to it that she went with me to business dinners, trade shows, conventions and any company or corporate function where she could fit in. It didn't seem to matter to Mia that when we were at those functions I spent most of my time talking business which was, after all, my main reason for being there. It seemed to be enough for Mia that we were together. Mia is a very beautiful woman with a very outgoing personality and she was always able to find something or someone to keep her occupied until I could finish my business.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One of my major suppliers was putting on a trade expo at one of the local hotels. They had rented two of the ballrooms and several hospitality suites and the expo was to run for three days. When I told Mia that I wouldn't be home until real late on Thursday because of the expo she asked why I wasn't taking her. I told her that it would be very boring for her since it was all going to be of a highly technical nature and there wouldn't be much of a party atmosphere.
That wasn't really true. The real reason that I didn't want her there was because the company putting on the expo had a reputation for pushing the envelope when it came to hospitality suites. They hired high dollar call girls to act as 'hostesses' and to entertain their best customers. At least one of the suites would be well stocked with cocaine and other recreational drugs and I just did not want Mia around that kind of affair. But Mia kept after me and to keep piece in the house I finally agreed to let her go with me.
We arrived early, had a couple of drinks from the bar, munched on the snacks from the snack table and then I saw someone I needed to talk to. Soon he and I were wrapped in a conversation and Mia, as was usual at these affairs, was left to her own devices. I saw her off and on over the next couple of hours and when she dropped out of sight I didn't notice.
It wasn't until it was time to leave that I noticed that she wasn't around. I went looking for her and when I didn't find her in either of the ballrooms I tried all the women's bathrooms, all to no avail. The only places left to look were the hospitality suites and so I caught the elevator and rode up to the fifth floor where the five suites were located. I had looked in three of them without finding her and I was checking the fourth one when an old acquaintance stopped me.
"You still a happily married man?"
"Afraid so Tom."
"Still the straight arrow?"
"That's me Tom, all the way, why?"
"One of the hostesses this year is the most fantastic piece of ass I've ever come across. This girl deep throats like you wouldn't believe and she loves it. Either that or she should be in Hollywood collecting Oscars for her acting ability. If you weren't so happily married I would highly recommend her to you."
"Thanks for thinking of me Tom, but as they say, that just isn't my bag."
I had turned and was just getting ready to leave the suite when the bedroom door opened and I heard a man say, "Thanks sweetie, that was just great" and a voice answered, "No baby, thank you. It was fantastic."
Then the man came out and the door closed, but I was frozen in place. The voice had been Mia's. But it couldn't have been. Those bedrooms were used by the hostesses so it must have been a case of someone sounding like Mia. I shook my head to clear it and then went on to the fifth suite, but Mia wasn't there either. I don't know why I did it, but I went back to the previous suite and asked Tom where I could find the girl who loved to deep throat. He pointed to the bedroom door that the voice I'd heard had come out of.
"She's in there. Just knock twice, stick your head in and if no one hollers at you to shut the damned door just go on in. Thinking of straying?"
"No, not really, just curious."
With a nudge and a wink he said, "I'll just bet you are" and he walked away. I found a chair where I could sit and watch the door and over the course of the next thirty minutes I saw three men walk in and then come out smiling. Twice I almost talked myself into going into the room, but at the last second I backed out. Finally I convinced myself that my imagination was running away with me and that Mia was probably down in the ballrooms looking for me.
I toured the first floor once again without finding Mia and was just getting ready to go back up to the hospitality suites when I saw Mia walk into the room.
"Where have you been? I've been looking all over for you."
I'm sorry honey. I ran into a girl I went to school with and I've been up in her room visiting with her and her sister and I lost all track of time. You ready to go?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the way home Mia was very chatty about her old girlfriend and the things they had done when they were in school. Her friend had already been through three husbands, but the fourth marriage looked like it would last, yadda, yadda, yadda. By the time we got home my mind was at rest. It most definitely had to have been someone who sounded like Mia in that room.
That is my mind was at rest until we got home and it was time to pay the baby sitter. Mia had rushed into the house because she had to use the bathroom and she put her purse on the little table just inside the door as she rushed for the toilet. I hung up my coat in the hall closet and went to pay Stella for watching the kids. Then I remembered that my wallet was in my jacket and I went back to get it. When I opened the closet door it bumped the table in the hall and Mia's purse fell on the floor and some stuff spilled out: a lipstick, a small make up case, a pair of eyebrow tweezers - and a condom. The implication of what that meant staggered me as I picked the items up off the floor and put them back in the purse and put the purse back on the table.
I paid Stella, thanked her for watching the kids and then I went and made myself a drink. I thought about what I had just seen. After the second child Mia and I had decided that two was enough. Not looking forward to having to use a condom for the rest of our lives I had gotten a vasectomy. So why did Mia have a condom in her purse?
I heard the toilet flush and then Mia came into the room. I wanted to say something, but what if I was wrong? What if there was a perfectly good explanation (I know now I was in denial) for the condom?
"Coming to bed sweetie?" Mia asked.
"Be up in a minute dear."
Mia went on up to bed and I sat there and nursed my drink. When the drink was gone I got up to go to bed and I noticed that the purse was still on the little table. I was drawn to it like a nail to a magnet and I picked it up and looked inside. I found six condoms and a roll of bills which I counted. Sixteen hundred dollars! Mia never carried that much cash around with her. What I should have done was go right up to the bedroom and demand an explanation, but I didn't. Who knows what the confrontation might have done to us if there were perfectly logical explanations? After all, what did I have to go on besides suspicions? A voice heard through a door, some unused condoms and what Tom had said about the whore in the bedroom - that she deep throated and seemed to love it - just like Mia. I slid into the bed and Mia rolled over and snuggled up next to me and in a minute she was sound asleep, which was something I didn't get much of that night.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning at breakfast Mia asked me if we were going to the expo again that evening. I told her no, that I had done what business I needed to do the night before and then I asked her why she wanted to know.
"I told Mary I would meet her for lunch and I thought that if you were going to the expo I could meet you there."
Something in the back of my mind made me say, "No, no expo tonight, but I will be home really late. I have a business dinner with Jones from Selco. Have fun with your old school chum and I'll see you tonight."
There was no Jones and there wasn't any Selco. Apparently while part of my brain wanted to believe there were reasonable explanations for the previous evening another part was saying, "Bullshit Jack, you are being played."
I skipped work that day and I was at the hotel when Mia showed up for her lunch date with her old school chum. I expected her to go straight to the elevators and take one to the fifth floor, but she turned into the ballroom and was headed straight for me. I was just starting to panic when she stopped at one of the displays and exchanged 'cheek kisses' with the hostess at the display. Mia's old school chum was a high priced call girl! The two women stood there talking and laughing for about five minutes and then a man walked up to them. I saw Mia's chum introduced her to the man and then the three of them stood talking for the next three or four minutes and then Mia and the man walked to the elevators, got on one and I watched the indicator until it stopped at the fifth floor. I no longer had doubts about what Mia was doing.
I didn't have doubts anymore, but you could never have enough information so I walked over to the hostess that Mia had been talking to. Now I am pretty much a straight arrow, but I'm not a prude. Even though I'd never stepped out on Mia I did have a good relationship with a list of call girls. I mean business is business and I'd had occasion to take care of a client every now and then. I walked up to the booth and Mary smiled as she saw me.
"Jack. What brings you to see me? Ready to break your vow of chastity?"
"Afraid not Mary. Not to make you feel slighted, but you are not my type. That lovely creature that you were just talking to could have tempted me though."
"Mia? You would like her Jack. I think she would be just your type."
"I haven't seen her around. She new?"
"Very new. Last night was her first time."
"She just doesn't seem the type. She looks like she should be married and with a couple of kids."
"Good eye Jack. She is married and she does have two kids. She's doing this for a kick."
"A kick?"
"Yeah. We went to school together and she always was a little wild. I hadn't seen her in years until she came in here last night. We talked and I told her what I was doing and she said it sounded kinky. I talked her into trying one of my customers and I guess she liked it. From what I hear she was a big hit and got rave reviews. You'll like her Jack. Want me to set it up?"
"No thanks Mary. You were partially right though. Not that I'd like her, but that at one time I did like her."
"What does that mean Jack?"
"What it means Mary is that I used to like my wife. You might pass on to Mia that things might be a little sticky when she comes home tonight."
Mary's face lost its color as the realization of what I'd just said dawned on her.
"See you around Mary."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mia did not come home that night. The next morning around ten my secretary buzzed me:
"There is a Mrs. Ridge here to see you. She says it is personal."
"What does my schedule look like?"
"You have forty-five minutes until your conference call."
"Okay, send her in."
I stood up as the door opened and was surprised to see Mary walk in. She offered her hand and I took it as she said:
"Thanks for seeing me on such short notice."
I motioned her to a chair and then I sat down behind my desk and waited to see why she was there.
"Mia is at my place. She was afraid to go home last night."
"Why? I've never been violent around her."
"She was afraid to face you. I'm here to see if I can help."
"How do you figure you can help?"
"Well, I'm the one responsible for what happened."
"No Mary, you might have facilitated things, but Mia did it and that makes her the one responsible."
"Whatever. The thing is Jack, is that I talked her into it and I shouldn't have. Mia was tipsy - had too much of a buzz on - and I should have waited until she was sober to talk to her. If she hadn't had such a buzz on Jack she never would have done it and I'm pretty sure that you know that. But Mia was the girl I ran with in college - the wild child that I had partied with - and I didn't think of her as being a wife and mother. We talked and I told her what I was doing and that she should try it. She giggled and said if she did it would probably piss off her husband and I told her maybe not. My husband gets turned on by it. Knowing that I'm screwing other men gives him a constant erection and on nights I'm not working he can't keep his hands off me. I told her that and I told her that three of the other girls have the same thing going for them, husbands that know and get turned on by it.
"Mia said no, that she just couldn't. Three drinks later one of the men I was supposed to see came over to ask when I'd be going upstairs and I told him ten minutes and then I asked him to take Mia up to the suite and show her around until I got there. They left and ten minutes later when my relief showed up I went upstairs and by the time I got there he had Mia naked on the bed and was eating her pussy. From there it just went on. Once it got started Mia was never left alone long enough to think about what she was doing. You know her Jack, you know she wouldn't have done something like that if she were clear headed."
"What I know Mary, is that she was clear headed when I left the house yesterday morning and that she was clear headed when she came in here and then went upstairs with that man."
"Yeah, well, unfortunately Jack, she liked it and she wanted to do it again when she was sober to see if she still liked it as much."
"Did she?"
"I guess. She had nine clients yesterday and since she didn't get up and run home after the first one I'd have to say that she enjoyed herself."
"How nice for her."
"Don't be that way Jack. Give it some thought. You might like what this has turned her into. I don't know what your sex life is like, but mine sucked until I started doing this and now my husband can't leave me alone."
She stood up, "That's all I have to say Jack. I'm sorry I've caused you grief. I've always liked you Jack - you have always been one of the good guys - and I'll do anything I can to make it up to you. Mia loves you Jack, give her a chance."
"Thanks for stopping by Mary."
She had her hand on the door knob when I said, "Mary, send her home. We have to face this sooner or later."
"Sure Jack, I'll tell her."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mia was home when I got there that night. She was sitting on the couch with a drink in her hand and she wouldn't look at me when I came into the room. I went to the wet bar and made myself a drink and then went and sat down in the easy chair across from the couch and then I waited. Several minutes went by and then Mia said, "Aren't you going to say anything?"
"I've got nothing to say. I'm not the one who lost my mind and did stupid shit."
"I'm sorry Jack. I didn't set out to do it. Things just got away from me and it happened. I didn't mean for it to happen, and I didn't want it to happen - it just did."
"Even if I could buy that Mia, it doesn't explain the last two days. You might have been drunk the first night, but you damned sure weren't drunk when you walked into that hotel at ten-thirty the next morning and went upstairs with a man."
More silence and I was just about to get up and walk out of the room when Mia said:
"Just what is it you want from me Jack?"
"The truth Mia. I want a full and truthful explanation. I'm not saying that it will change anything, but without it we are toast."
"All right. The truth is that I have no idea how I ended up in that bedroom. All I was doing was going upstairs to wait for Mary. I had a couple of more drinks while I was waiting for her to show up and the next thing I knew I was on my back with a man between my legs. You know me Jack, get me started and I'm the Energizer Bunny. After the first guy there was another and then a third. Mary came into the room while the fourth man was taking me and she said that she'd told me I would like it and then she said that I must be pretty good at it considering the pile of money on the bedside stand. When she said that to me something happened. I got all hot and excited. They were paying money to fuck me and the thought turned me into an insatiable slut and the men just kept coming. I had more and stronger orgasms than I'd ever had in my life before that night and then Mary came in and broke it up. She said she had to get me presentable so I could go back to being a good wife. And then she told me to stop in and see her the next day and she would have my fee for me."



"Your fee?"
"Yes Jack, my fee. Mary had called the guy that makes arrangements for her and the other girls and talked him into paying me for the night."
"What was all that money in your purse?"
"Tips Jack. That was tip money. Mary handed me a thousand dollars the next day for my night's work. With tips that made twenty-six hundred dollars, but it wasn't the money Jack, it was the turn on I got from knowing that men were willing to give me that much money. The next day Mary asked me if I would like to try it sober and see if I got the same kick out of it."
"Did you?"
"I got more of a kick out of it because I was more aware of what I was doing. Mary didn't tell me about you until four that afternoon. By then I had seen four customers and I wanted to do more, but I needed to get out of there so I could be home when you got there. I started to get dressed and that's when Mary told me about you. After that it didn't seem like rushing home mattered. I stayed until four in the morning and then I went home with Mary.
"Did you know that Mary's husband eats her pussy when she gets home from her dates? He offered to do me too, but I said no. I might have done it if Mary hadn't been there, but somehow it just didn't seem right with her being there. Mary didn't tell me she was going to your office to see you. She didn't tell me about it until she got back."
There was a minute or so of silence and then Mia said, "What now Jack?"
"I don't know Mia. I've never had to deal with a wife who is a whore before."
"I'm sorry Jack. I don't know what came over me. I love you Jack, you know I do. I love you and I want to stay with you. I'll find someway to make it up to you, I promise."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I loved Mia and she was the mother of my children and so I made an effort to put what Mia had done behind us. For her part she became more loving, more passionate, as if fucking me to death would wipe away her guilt. I really thought we were making some progress until one day I had occasion to go into the trunk of Mia's car. I found an overnight bag with several sexy outfits and a carton of condoms. The next day I hired a private investigator. It took him one day to find out what she was doing. As soon as the kids were gone for school she got in her car and went to the Marriott and met a man in the lobby and then they went up to room 432.
I told the investigator to stay with it until he had irrefutable proof in the form of pictures or recordings. It took him two weeks to get back to me. Two days the first week and three days the second week Mia was visiting businessmen as a high priced call girl. I ended up with two sound recordings, three taped phone conversations and a video of her taking care of one of her customers at the Hilton.
I confronted her, she started crying and then she begged me to understand:
"It's like a drug Jack. I need to do it, I need to get my fix. I love you and I love making love with you, but there is something about having another man and being paid for it that grabs me and gives me huge orgasms. I fight it. Honest to God I do. I've gotten it down from every day to twice a week. I'll beat it Jack. Stay with me and I'll beat it.
I tried, Lord knows I tried, but she never did beat it. It beat her. Soon she was back to three times a week and then four and then came the Friday when I left for work in the morning as she was fixing the kids lunches for school and I didn't see her again until the following Tuesday. That was the end of it for me. I just stopped talking to her. We occupied the house together for the sake of the kids, but we were done. And then she served me with papers and I counter sued and it now will take on a life of it's own.
I told my lawyer that if she gives me the kids I'd pay her lawyer and change my filing to irreconcilable differences and that way she can keep family and friends from finding out what she has become. My lawyer is talking to her lawyer about it now, but I have no idea how it is going to come out.
There is one piece of poetic justice in this story, at least from my viewpoint. Mary picked up a social disease and passed it on to her hubby. From what I hear the sores all around and in his mouth may want to make him rethink his position on eating her snatch when she gets home from a date. I kind of like Mary so I'm glad it wasn't AIDS, but I'm still happy that the woman responsible for turning my wife into a whore got some sort of punishment.
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Even given what I'm going through now I would probably still do it over again if I had to. Bobby had tried to be honest and up front about it, but I wouldn't listen. We had dated for over eight months and for most of that time we had been sleeping together. One day I asked him when he was going to make an honest woman out of me and he told me that he wasn't going to. I was crushed. I thought we had something good going and then he tells me he has no intention of marrying me. But then he told me why. He was fifteen years older than I was, "When I'm sixty you will only be forty-five and in the peak of your sexual prime. I won't be able to take care of your needs and from forty-five to fifty-five those needs will only get stronger, but as I move from sixty to seventy I'll be less and less able to do anything for you. In fact, there is a damn good chance that I won't be able to help you at all."
I cried and I argued that none of that mattered and that as long as we had each other and our love for each other everything would work out for us. I finally wore him down and we were married.
Now I am forty-five and Bobby is sixty and I'm sorry to say it, but Bobby was right all along and it is killing me. Actually Bobby didn't even get to sixty before erectile dysfunction set in. It was two months after his fifty-eighth birthday when we noticed that he was having trouble getting it up and keeping it up. Another six months went by before Bobby went to see a doctor who gave him a prescription for Viagra. Even with Viagra it was hit or miss. Only one out of three of those little blue pills seemed to work and even then sometimes they would last for a while and sometimes they wouldn't last long at all.
And I wanted to fuck all the time!
I didn't do it when Bobby was at home because I didn't want to make him feel any worse than he already did, but I was using my fingers, a small collection of dildos and even a summer sausage almost every day in an effort to get myself off. I was constantly horny and I must have been giving off a scent because it seemed like men and boys were swarming around me. Guys at work had been hitting on me for years, but before it had all been kind of good-natured. Then it seemed that they were getting more insistent, almost like sharks that smelled blood in the water. When the paperboy knocked on the door to collect the hunger in his eyes told me that he would take me on the floor just inside the door if I gave him half a chance. What's worse is that I wanted to give all those guys, even the paperboy, what they wanted. I was tired of dildos, summer sausages and my fingers. I wanted a hard cock in me, in me and driving hard and making me cum. But as much as I wanted to give in to those that wanted me I couldn't because I had given my word that I would be a loving and faithful wife.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One day Bobby told me that he wanted me to take a lover. "I can't help you baby, and I can't stand to see you hurting. Find someone to give you what you need."
At first I told him that he was crazy to think that I could do something like that and that he must not love me anymore or he couldn't even think of something like that.
"If you really cared for me how could you ask me to take another man's cock up my pussy."
"Do it for me" he said. "Some men love to have their wives fuck other men. It excites them and maybe it will do the same for me."
The more Bobby talked about it, the more attractive the idea seemed. After a week or so of talking about it I finally told Bobby that I would try it at least once. I made up my mind that the very next man who hit on me was going to get lucky.
As luck would have it I was hit on the very next morning before I made it from my car to the office building where I work. Bill, one of the guys I work with, walked up behind me in the parking lot and said, "You should be arrested for doing that."
I turned and said, "For doing what?"
"For having that walk and for causing what that walk causes."
I looked down and sure enough Bill had a tent in his trousers. "Little ole' me cause that" and I pointed at his lump. He got all red in the face and I laughed at him. "Tell you what" I said, "Buy me a drink after work and we can talk about what the fine should be for a crime like that."
I almost laughed again as Bill's jaw dropped in stunned surprise. Once I was inside the building though I started getting nervous about it and by the end of the day it took every ounce of courage that I had and that I could scare up to make me go through with it.
Bill was at the bar when I got there and he bought me a drink and I gulped it down and he got me another. He asked me why, after all those years of turning him down I finally agreed to meet him.
"My husband pissed me off and I just happened to be in the right mood when you talked to me this morning. He seems to think that his is the only cock in the world and I am going to let you prove otherwise."
We talked and drank some more and by the fifth drink Bill had his hand on my leg almost up to my pussy. I excused myself and got up and went to the ladies room and while I was there I took off my panties and put them in my purse. When I returned and Bill discovered what I had done his fingers went right into my pussy and in less than two minutes he brought me to an orgasm. I put my hand on the hard lump in his pants and said, "When do I get to play with my toy?"
We reached Bill's apartment by seven and by five after seven I had my legs up on his shoulders and he had his hard cock buried in me. He came pretty quick, but he stayed in me and bent over and kissed me and sucked on my tits and in about three minutes I felt him growing in me. He lasted much longer the second time and I came twice before he climaxed. When I went home at two in the morning I had sucked Bill to completion twice, he had fucked my asshole once and he had come in my pussy two times.
When I got home and told Bobby what I had done he surprised both of us by getting a hard on and I climbed into bed with my second man of the night. Then Bobby shocked me; he leaned down and kissed my pussy and then he began to eat me even though I was still full of Bill's cum. I was so hot at the thought of my husband sucking my lovers cum out of me that I had an orgasm. Then Bobby mounted me and fucked me harder than he had in years.
+++++++++++++++++
I fucked Bill on the average of twice a week for the next five years and during much of that time I was fucking as many as six other men. Bobby and I found out that my being with other men was like going after bugs with insecticide. The bugs build up a tolerance and you have to hit them with more and more bug killer to get rid of them. For the first month I saw Bill Bobby would eat me and then fuck me, but then he got to where he couldn't get it up anymore. I took on a new lover and Bobby was able to function again. Then it was three and then four and then five and finally at six I had to call a halt to things. I was going to Bill's apartment and fucking him and then I would leave his place and stop by Marks and fuck him, and then I would hurry over to Harry's and fuck him and then go home to Bobby with the cum of three or four men in me.
Then Bobby asked me to take on two guys at once and that worked for about two months and then it was three at a time and then four. Last night I had my first good sized gangbang, nine guys, for over seven hours and I was one very satisfied lady when I got home and sat on my husbands face and played with his very hard cock while he cleaned god only knows how much sperm out of me. I can probably look forward to a lot more gangbangs with an ever increasing number of men, but if that's what I have to do to keep my husband happy - so be it.



            Becoming A Slut Wife: Alma

            It was all about the money.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/becoming-a-slut-wife-alma

Title: Becoming A Slut Wife: Alma

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: It was all about the money.

Tags: cheating

Series: Becoming a Slut Wife


Okay, so I married her for her money. So what? She got her moneys worth out of the deal. She got an attentive husband, a damned good sex life (something she'd never had before) and no more lonely nights. I in turn got something that I'd never had before - a life where I didn't have to worry about where next months rent was going to come from or would I be able to come up with enough to buy groceries for the coming week.
Besides, it wasn't as if I had to beat other suitors off with a stick. Alma wasn't exactly a raving beauty. She was as homely as a mud fence. She did have a pretty nice body though; although from the way she dressed you would never know it. I found out by accident and I was just enough of a cock hound to overlook the homeliness just to get some of her pussy and one thing led to another and here we are.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Alma was in my Managerial Economics class and I knew her name, but not much else about her. To be honest about it I never expected to learn much else about her. One the homely side and a little dumpy looking in the sack dresses she always wore there wasn't anything there to attract me. She was also very shy and if you happened to look at her she would quickly look away. No, definitely not someone that I would take the time to get to know.
Don't get me wrong here; I wasn't the campus stud and a good half (better make that two-thirds) of the women I chased after turned their nose up at me and those that didn't weren't interested in me for anything more than the short-term.
One night on my way home from classes I saw a woman on the side of the road changing a tire. It was raining cats and dogs and the woman was soaking wet and obviously having problems with the car jack. I pulled over and got out to help and saw that it was Alma. She looked like a drown rat. Her car had fabric seats so I made her sit on the vinyl seats in my car while I took care of her flat.
When I was done I got in my car, started it up and as I started to pull away Alma said, "What are you doing?"
"I live two blocks from here and I'm going to get you into something dry and warm before letting you go back to your car. The way you are now you would soak your seats clear through."
"That's not necessary, please let me out."
"It is necessary. You sit behind me in Econ and the last thing I need is to sit there and have to listen to you cough and sneeze if you catch cold."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We got to my place and I gave her a clean towel and told her to take a hot shower while I found something dry that might fit. She kept protesting that it wasn't necessary and I just ignored her and pressed on. I had a few odds and ends that various ex-girlfriends had left behind and I gathered them up, cracked open the bathroom door when I heard the shower start and tossed them inside. I wasn't trying to sneak a peek, but I did happen to glance at the mirror and it showed a naked Alma and as I closed the door I wondered why in the hell she was hiding that body under shapeless dresses.
When Alma finally came out of the bathroom I saw that the clothes that I had rounded up for her didn't fit all that well - they were too tight and looking at that tightly wrapped body I wondered again why she hid it. She noticed my expression and asked, "Something wrong?"
"No, nothing wrong."
"Then why are you looking at me like that?"
"Because it has been a long time since I have seen a body that sexy."
"No one has ever said that to me before."
"How would they know? You keep it hidden under all those loose fitting bag dresses."
"You really think that it is sexy?"
She was a virgin although you never would have believed it from the way she behaved. I'm still not sure who seduced whom, but she came after me with a hunger that wasn't to be believed. She was hot, she was eager, and for her first time she was a better fuck than most of the girls I'd had who had long ago given up their cherry.
Alma was insatiable and she on wanted to fuck long after I lost the ability to get it up again. When I dropped her back at her car she said, "Can we do it again?"
"We can if you want to."
"Tomorrow? After class?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Homely or no, there was no way I was not going to take advantage of the situation as long as I could. I didn't even have to worry about being seen in public with her because all she wanted to do was follow me home from class, go to bed and fuck until I couldn't get hard again. Then she would say, "Tomorrow? After class?" and I'd nod a yes. And the one great thing about the situation was that I had no competition because Alma still came to class in those god awful shapeless sacks she wore and no one else ever knew what she had.
Our affair was in its fifth month when I got a phone call from the ABC Corporation asking me to come in for an interview. I couldn't remember sending them a resume, but graduation was fast approaching and I still didn't have a job lined up so I said okay.
I showed up at the appointed time and place and was almost immediately ushered into the office of a Mr. Jason Thurgood. He cut right to it.
"Mr. Fox, what are your intentions toward my daughter?"
"You are Alma's father?"
"I am, and I want to know just how you see your relationship with my daughter."
What's a polite way of saying, "Well sir, I'm just fucking her until something better comes along." But I guess I didn't have to tell him that because what he said next pretty much told me that he all ready knew it.
"I am concerned about my daughters welfare Mr. Fox. May I call you Brian?"
I said by all means and he went on. "Circumstances dictate that I keep a close eye on her and so I knew immediately when you two started spending time together. In fact, my men were getting ready to move in and change Alma's tire for her when you came along. I am not a stupid man Brian and I'm sure that you know that I know what I'm saying when I say "spending time together." My question was "What are your intentions," but I saw from the look on your face when I asked it what the truthful answer would be. But then, you wouldn't have given me a truthful answer, would you."
He looked at me for several seconds and then he said, "No, no you wouldn't have. Anyway, as I've said, I am concerned about Alma's welfare so when she took up with you I had you investigated. You were only able to attend college because of scholarships and your job prospects are not all that great. With just a BA in Business you won't find much out there except at an entry level position that will probably prove to be a dead end unless you come up with an MBA. I would like to make you a proposition Brian, one that will benefit the three of us, you, me and Alma. Would you be interested in hearing it?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
To sum things up, Thurgood was extremely wealthy and very much aware that he had a homely daughter. I was the only male who had ever shown an interest in her and at least as far as he could tell, she was happier now than she had been since she was old enough to start grade school and be taunted by the other kids. He wanted her to remain happy.
I left Thurgoods office feeling like I hit been hit by a runaway truck, but also considerably richer than I had been when I walked in. It was complicated, but I didn't care because for the first time in my life I could actually see a future for myself.
Thurgood would use his influence to get me into the MBA program at the Harvard Business School, he would pay for the education and he would deposit seventy-five thousand into my checking account. Those were immediate and only required that I ask Alma to marry me. If she said no I would still get them just for asking. If she said yes, on the day I said "I do" he would establish an interest bearing irrevocable trust fund in my name with the stipulation that Alma and I remain married for ten years before I could touch it. If I left Alma for any reason other than her infidelity before the ten years were up I would get twenty-five thousand for each year we were married. If she divorced me for any reason other than my infidelity or physical abuse I would be entitled to the trust fund. If she divorced me for either of the mentioned reasons I would get squat.
And there was more. He would find a place for me at ABC. He couldn't do it before the wedding because it would look like he was buying Alma a husband (which he was), but he would do it as soon as I had my MBA. The wedding gifts would include a house and sufficient cash to enable us to live until I was out of school and working and he would continue Alma's five grand a month allowance. Last, but by no means least, Alma was never to know about the arrangement.
So, there it was. I proposed, Alma accepted, we were married and I got my MBA and the job at ABC.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The first six years were good ones. The marriage worked although there were occasional whispers that I'd married into the family out of greed. Alma became even more insatiable now that we had more than just evenings after classes to work with and sometimes I despaired of even being able to get out of bed in the morning, let alone get out of bed and go to work.
The job was working out fine. My first day at work my father in law called me into his office and laid down the ground rules.
"I gave you the job, but I don't play favorites. Whether or not you go anywhere in this company is strictly up to you."
I'd expected no less and I'm pretty sure that I surprised the hell out of him when I started moving up in the company. By my third year I was a regional manager and by the end of my fifth year I was a divisional manager and had a better than average shot at the next vice-presidency.
I think that he was also surprised that my marriage to his daughter was not just a marriage in name only. Alma was happy and between the hours I spent at work and the hours I spent buried in Alma I didn't have time to do anything that would fuck things up. Not that I ever intended to - not with the pot of gold waiting for me at the end of the ten year rainbow. You have any idea how much interest 500k can draw over ten years? No sir! No way was I going to do anything that would fuck that up.
Well, fucked up things did get, but not by me - it was all Alma.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three things happened to change things. First, Alma decided to give me a present. She had plastic surgery done and had given herself a face that complimented her fabulous body. Secondly, that new face made her feel sexier and that translated to a constantly worn out Brian and Alma was frustrated at being left wanting more and not being able to get it. The third, and probably the most disastrous was that she finally began hearing the whispers that I had married into the family out of greed.
The first hint that I had that there was trouble was when Alma stopped trying to fuck me to death. She still came after me almost every night, but it wasn't the frenzied coupling that it had been. Next came the not being home when I got there, nights out with her girl friends that she came home late from, and on those nights she always showered before she came to bed. She said it was because she wanted to wash the stink of cigarette smoke off of her before she curled up next to me.
I had no idea that these were the classic signs of infidelity. Why would I think that? No one had ever looked twice at Alma before. But I hadn't considered that there was a new Alma - an Alma with a beautiful face. Then I began to hear rumors about Alma - rumors of wild behavior on her 'nights out with the girls.' I still didn't think of other men; I just figured that Alma was letting loose for the first time in her life and who was I to begrudge her that.
Six months went by and then one day my father in law called me into his office.
"What are you going to do about Alma?"
"About what?"
"You don't know? No, I can see that you don't. Well, it's your life and it isn't up to me to meddle."
"But you already have meddled. By bringing me in here and starting this conversation you meddled. Spit it out dad; you and I have no secrets where Alma is concerned, except from her of course."
"Well Brian, even though Alma is married I still keep a fairly close eye on her. It became a habit when there was that rash of kidnapping businessmen and their families and a man in my position worries about things like that. The truth is that my daughter is fast becoming a cock crazy slut. She has had affairs with seven men in the last six months. I can see that the news shocks you."
All I could do was shake my head yes.
"What are you going to do about it?"
"I don't know?"
"You don't know? It is your golden opportunity Brian. It may sound strange coming from me, but you don't have to put up with that shit. You could hire a private detective, get the goods on her and get out from under. Our agreement gives you an out for infidelity. You have all ready done better by her than I had any right to expect and don't sweat your job here either."
"Thanks, that's nice to know."
"Well, let me know what you are going to do."
"I already know."
"What?"
"Nothing at the moment. I need to see if there isn't some way to work things out with her."
"For God's sake why?"
"Because dad, somewhere along the way I fell in love with my wife."
"Oh you poor bastard."
"Yeah, ain't that a bitch."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was two nights after my meeting with my father in law before Alma had another girl's night out. I made sure that I was waiting up for her when she got home at three in the morning.
"What are you doing up?"
"Waiting for you."
"Why? Don't you have to be to work in the morning?"
"Yeah, but for some reason I'm horny as a goat and I have been eagerly awaiting your getting home."
"All right! That's my Tiger. Just let me take a quick shower."
"No baby, I want you right now, right here on the floor and just the way you are."
I started to unbutton her blouse and she tried to pull away from me.
"No honey, let me go wash the cigarette stink off me. I won't feel right making love stinking the way I do."
"If I didn't know better Alma, I'd think that you were trying to hide something from me."
I saw her face change and she said, "Okay Brian, I would rather not have done it this way, but since you are pushing it I might as well get it over with. I've been with another man tonight and I wanted to do you the courtesy of washing him off me before getting in bed with you. You still in a hurry to have me now?"
That was a cold shot. I don't know what I expected, but it wasn't the in your face I just fucked another man.
"No I guess not Alma, not since you put it that way."
"Run on up to bed Brian. I'll take a shower and then we can make love."
"I don't know about that Alma."
"About what Brian?"
"About making love Alma. It doesn't sound as if there will be much love there, at least on your part."
"Oh come off of it Brian. You didn't marry me for love, you married me for my money, but don't sweat it baby, I'm not all that unhappy about it. I've been getting my moneys worth."
"Where did you get the idea that I married you for your money?"
"All I had to do was look in the mirror Brian. I know that you didn't marry me for my looks."
"True, you weren't that great a beauty then, but you were a beautiful person and the most fantastic piece of ass I'd ever run across and that was enough for me. I don't know where you came up with the idea that it was your money that I married you for. If you will think back Alma, it wasn't until after I asked you to marry me that you introduced me to your family and I found out they had money. After I asked you to marry me Alma. Remember? After I asked you to marry me? But you have obviously made up your mind so there isn't much use in continuing this conversation."
I headed upstairs and went to bed. Alma took a shower and then she got in bed with me and reached for my cock. "Come on Tiger, let's take care of that horny feeling of yours."
"Leave me alone Alma. I don't want anything to do with you now."
"Sure you do baby, you just don't realize it yet. Alma will make it better."
I tried to turn away from her and push her away, but she did not intend to be denied and once she locked her mouth on my cock the treacherous thing wouldn't listen to me either. When I was hard she climbed on top of me and rode me, rocking back and forth as she looked down at me.
"Nothing has to change baby. I like being married to you and I have no intention of pushing you out of my bed, but while being married to you is nice and it is convenient, it is not a necessity. As long as you don't get difficult about the way things are going to be from now on I see no reason to change anything. Look on the bright side baby. You had a hard time satisfying me on your own. Now you have some help to take the pressure off."
She got me up two more times that night and even though I really didn't want to she wouldn't take no for an answer.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was still sleeping when I left for work and I spent most of the day trying to figure out what I was going to do. There had to be some way that I could put the marriage back the way it was. At least that is what I thought until I got home from work that night. I walked into the house and found Alma and some guy I didn't know making out on the couch in the living room.
They broke apart long enough for Alma to say, "I thought that since you now know what I'm doing there isn't much sense in my sneaking around to do it."
She turned back to the guy but he held her away from him and looked at me, "Who is he?"
"That's just my husband. Don't worry about him, we have an arrangement."
"We do?"
"Don't be a boor Brian. We covered this last night."
"No we didn't Alma, we didn't cover anything. You talked a lot of bullshit and I listened because I just happened to be there. I didn't agree to shit and I'm not agreeing to shit."
The guy started to get up and said, "Hey, I didn't sign on to get in the middle of a family argument."
"Sit down pal. There isn't any argument here. She has just decided that she doesn't want to be married to me any more. Go ahead and enjoy. Take it from me, she's the best piece of ass that you'll ever have."
I left them alone in the living room and went upstairs and packed a bag. I heard Alma's familiar screams echo through the house and I knew I was going to miss her. When Alma took her shower and came to bed I wasn't there. We have a four-bedroom house and it took her a minute or so to find the spare bedroom I was staying in - it was the one with the locked door. She wasn't going to get me hard in spite of myself that night.
"Brian, open this door Brian."
"Go away Alma, we have nothing to talk about. You have already made things perfectly clear and I'm not going to waste anymore time trying to convince you that you are wrong."
"Brian, stop being silly and open this door."
"Go away Alma."
"Brian, I won't have this. Now you open this door right now, you hear me?"
I put a pillow over my head, but I could still hear her as she beat on the door and hollered at me for the next five minutes before giving up and going to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I was up and out of the house before Alma was up and I followed my father in law's advice. As soon as I got to work I arranged for a private detective and then I made arrangements to move into the company's apartment at the Embassy Suites until the dust settled. I didn't go home that night and Alma called my cell phone a half dozen times but I never took the calls or called her back. She was on the phone to me five minutes after I got to the office the next day.



"Where were you last night?"
"Moving in to my new apartment."
"Brian, what are you doing?"
"I'm getting out Alma. It seems that you don't want to be my wife anymore and that somehow you got the idea that you could be a whore and it would be okay with me."
"Brian, you aren't thinking clearly on this. We both know that you married me for my money and pretending to be the outraged loving husband is a waste of time. I told you that it didn't matter. Now I'll expect to see you tonight. I'll have dinner ready and then we can go to bed and I'll show you how much it doesn't matter to me."
I said, "Goodbye Alma" and I hung up on her.
I didn't go home that night and I didn't take Alma's calls the next day. I went and talked with my father in law and told him what was happening and why.
"She actually brought him home while you were there?"
"Yep."
"God, what has gotten into that child."
"If I had to guess I'd say that it was her new face. She is no longer the ugly duckling and she's trying to make up for all that she thinks she missed out on. I'm going to need some time off. I'm not taking her calls and sooner or later she will just come down here to the office and I don't want to see her or talk to her until I serve her with the papers."
"You are determined to divorce her?"
"I don't want to, but if she doesn't change I don't see that I have a choice."
"I'm sorry that I got you into this Brian."
"Hey, I went for your offer out of pure greed dad. I'm as surprised as anyone as to how it turned out. I'm not sorry I did it, I'm just sorry its ending."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My cell phone rang a dozen times a day for the next two weeks and I didn't answer it if I didn't know who the caller was. Alma figured out that I was using caller ID to screen out her calls and she tried using pay phones or a friend's phone and if she got through I immediately hung up.
The day my lawyer called and told me that the divorce papers had been served I finally took a call from Alma.
"Brian damn you, where have you been, why haven't you taken my calls and what the hell is this about a divorce?"
"You are a college graduate Alma so you should be able to figure out that your third question is the answer to the first two."
"Brian you are being stupid about this. We don't have to be divorced. I told you honey, I like being married to you. You don't have to do this."
"Of course I do Alma. It is a pride thing, an ego thing if you will. No man, if he is any kind of man at all, is going to let his wife pull the shit on him that you have been pulling on me. My detective, the one who took the photos that were in the envelope with the divorce papers, also found out that you have been doing this shit for the last seven or eight months. Did you get a kick out of it Alma? Did it turn you on to come home to me and let me go down on you after you had been with another man?"
"I never did that to you Brian. I always showered and douched before getting in bed with you."
"Sure you did Alma and we are both absolutely sure that the douching got every last little bit of your lover out of you, aren't we? Did you always brush your teeth and gargle? I know how much you like to suck cock Alma so how many times did you kiss me with peter breath?"
There was silence on her end of the line.
"What, no answer to that one? Well here is another one you can try and answer. What did the divorce papers ask for? You don't have to answer that one either; I'll do it for you. They don't ask for a thing. Not the house, not the furniture, no settlement of any kind. All they ask for is to let me out. I walked into my marriage with nothing but my love for you and I'm leaving with nothing but my pride. That's how much your money means to me."
"Please don't do this Brian. We can work it out."
"No we can't Alma. It was too late to work things out when you brought that asshole home with you and fucked him in my house and it was already too late when you started using that bullshit about my marrying you for your money as an excuse for fucking other guys. That is a lie that you tell yourself so you won't feel bad about what you have been doing to me. The truth is that you had plastic surgery and now all of a sudden men are hitting on you and trying to get you into their beds.
"You lived your life as an ugly duckling who was ignored and now that you have turned into a beautiful swan you have decided to make up for lost time, to see what all you have missed out on. Well you got it Alma. You always had the sexy body and now you have the face to match. Don't sweat it Alma, your bed will never be empty. Goodbye Alma."
As I hung up the phone I looked across the desk at my father in law, "How did I do dad?"
A little melodramatic, but not bad, not bad at all. In fact, if I'd have had a son I could only have prayed that he be as big an asshole."
"Heady praise coming from the master."
"What now?"
"Well, I'm not dumb, so I guess we will go through with the divorce. After that, we will just have to see."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It wasn't easy avoiding Alma until the divorce was final, but with the help of a few others I managed it. The receptionist in the lobby warned me every time Alma came into the building and I managed to be gone from my office when she got there.
The security guards let me know whenever she camped out in the parking lot next to my car and I would call a cab and have it pick me up at the loading dock out back.
She tried going through her father, but he wouldn't help her. "You made your bed Alma. Brian didn't deserve what you did to him so you have no one to blame but yourself."
We lived in a No Fault state so she couldn't contest the divorce, but she did show up in court the day the divorce was granted. She came up to me when it was over.
"Please Brain, talk to me."
"Nothing to say Alma, you said it all the last night we lived together, remember? Let me see if I can remember the exact words. "While being married to you is nice and it is convenient it is not a necessity. As long as you don't get difficult about the way things are going to be from now on I see no reason to change things." Is that about right? Well consider this as my being difficult Alma.
"Oh, and one last thing, let's read this decree together to see just how your money hungry ex made out after marrying you for your money. Where is it? It must be in here some where. Damn. Nothing, not a dime. In fact it even says that I have to pay attorneys fees and court costs. Boy, did I ever fuck up. Marry you for your money and end up with nothing and have to take money out of my own pocket to pay for the divorce. I'll just have to do better the next time I marry for money."
"Brian, please. Let me talk to you. Please listen to me Brian."
"I did listen Alma. I listened to my private detective tell me about nine of the men you fucked behind my back. I listened to your screams and moans when you brought a man into my house and fucked him while I was there. It's over Alma. Rejoice at seeing the gold digging asshole slinking away with out a dime of yours in his pockets. Now if you will excuse me I have a date with a woman who will try to help me start a new life. It won't be much of a start though; the lady is as poor as a church mouse so marrying her for her money will be a waste of time, but then I don't do well at that, do I?"
I turned and walked to the back of the courtroom where a drippingly gorgeous blonde stood waiting for me. She had been hired from an escort agency just for the occasion, but Alma didn't know that. I offered the blond my arm, she took it and we left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The divorce decree, the pictures and the detective's report satisfied the requirements and the trust was released to me. I offered Jason the 500k back and told him I'd settle for just keeping the interest, but he refused.
"A deal is a deal and you more than fulfilled your end of it. What now?"
"I don't have a clue."
"You going to take her back?"
"What kind of a deal do I get this time?"
"Asshole!"
"Yes dad, but an asshole after your own heart."
"You do know that she hasn't seen another man since a week after you left and she finally realized you weren't coming back?"
"No, I didn't know that. The main reason that I went forward with the divorce is because I didn't think she would stop. I thought that once she shed the ugly duckling image and started to get hit on that she would glory in it too much to stop."
"You still love her?"
"Fraid so."
"Well, from all the crying on my shoulder that she has done I know that she knows that she fucked up big time and I also know that she loves you."
"She didn't get it wrong dad. She was right; I did marry her for the money. What she did wrong was to not confront me with it so we could have worked it out. Hell, if she had confronted me I would have admitted it, not your part of course, but I would have told her that I married into the family because of the money and then I would have shown her that everything had changed and that I'd come to love her for herself and that I'd prove it by signing a predated prenuptial. And that was before her new face. That new face is what fucked everything up."
"You still haven't answered my question. What now?"
"I avoided her until the divorce was final. Now that it is over I will no longer be unavailable. If she wants to chase me fine, but she is going to have to do all the work and she is going to have to convince me that she is worth taking back."
"Why not cut out the bullshit. I'll make you a vice president if you'll marry my daughter."
"No dice dad. You'll make me a vice president even if I don't marry your daughter."
"Yeah, you're probably right."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took her a while, mostly because I wouldn't make it easy for her, but Alma finally got me to agree to talk to her. I listened for three hours as she confessed and begged me to forgive her. I told her that I didn't know if I ever could do that and that even if I could it would take me a hell of a long time to get over what she had done. We left it that we would get together and talk again and we did.
She invited me home to have dinner with her and I told her that I would never set foot in that house again because I would always hear the noises echoing through the halls that she and her lover had made that night. It was all bullshit of course, I was deliberately trying to make things hard for her. She surprised the hell out of me by putting the house up for sale the very next day.
Alma tried hard and I gave ground a little bit at a time until the day came when she asked me to marry her again.
"If I do there is one condition that you will have to meet."
"What's that?"
"You will have to sign a prenuptial agreement. Now that I'm a vice president and dragging down a big salary I have to make sure that you aren't marrying me for my money."
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I just found out that my wife of eleven years has been hanging horns on me for several of them and I never had a clue that it was going on. Not just individual affairs either, but what might as well be considered as wholesale fucking. How do I know? I caught the unfaithful slut red-handed! What do you do when you catch the woman you love as the centerpiece at what amounted to a gangbang? How do you handle the crying, begging and pleading you get from her while you are trying to figure out what to do? In addition to her trashing our marriage she may also have cost me my career; my boss was one of the men involved. He swears that he didn't know that Marty was my wife and I believe him and he has promised to make it up to me, but can I go to work everyday, see him, and still remain objective about my job. Then there is Marty; she swears she loves me, didn't mean to hurt me and doesn't want to lose me. How do I handle that? For most men the problem would be cut and dried - throw the slut out and get on with your life. But I love the stupid cunt; I love her and I don't want to lose her, but how can I live with her after what she has done? How do I listen to her express her undying love for me at the same time she admits to loving all the strange cock she had been getting? I'm almost to the point of writing to Ann Landers or Dear Abby and asking them for advice.
Marty has been an executive secretary at the XYZ Corporation for the past twelve years and for the last five she has been the secretary for the president and CEO. Her job entails some travel, as she has to accompany her boss to meetings in the various cities where XYZ conducts operations. She averages about two trips a month and they last anywhere from one to three days and it was on one of these trips that Marty started her career as the company's "party girl."
It was a trip not much different from the one's she had made in previous years except on that one Darren, her boss, had closed a rather large deal and was in the mood to celebrate. That night he took several people, including Marty, out to dinner and for drinks and dancing. Everyone was having a good time and Marty had danced with several guys, some of whom had copped a few feels. Marty is a very sexual person and the attention that Marty had gotten on the dance floor had left her hot and flushed. The party broke up around ten and Darren and Marty had gone back to their hotel.
In the elevator Darren had asked her to stop by his room and go over some notes with him so he would be prepared for his morning meeting. This was nothing new, she had done it for years with no problems, and so she told him that she would go to her room and make her nightly call to me and then come to his room. He told her she could call from his room, "It will be quicker that way. We can get done what needs to be done and then we can get to bed." Marty took that to mean that they would review the notes and then she would return to her room and go to bed.
The first thing Darren did when they got to his room was go to the wet bar and make them both a drink. Then he told her to arrange the notes he wanted to review and he would read them while she called me. "If you want to be "mushy" I'll go into the bathroom so you can have some privacy" and Marty told him not to bother, that the mushiest she would get would be to tell me that she loved me. Marty called me and brought me up to speed on her day and I told her how my day had gone and about a minute into the conversation Darren had come up behind her, cupped her tits in his hand and began kissing her on the neck. Marty had been so surprised that she had stopped in mid-sentence (I remembered the call - I remembered asking her if something was wrong) and in that short pause in the conversation several things had flashed through Marty's mind. If she screamed at him to stop I would be bound to find out what happened and I would probably have gone after him as soon as they got home. Thoughts of me in jail for what ever I might do flew through her mind. Also an outburst would probably cost her severly as far as job prospects were concerned. She would no doubt lose her job and probably would not get a good recommendation and might even get blackballed as far as corporation jobs were concerned. She decided that the best thing to do would be to play it cool until she could end the conversation and then tactfully extricate herself from Darren's room.
It didn't work out that way. She was already hot and horny from the earlier dancing and drinking and what Darren was doing felt good. She convinced herself that if she kept me on the phone Darren wouldn't dare do anything more than he was already doing for fear that I would hear. She was wrong on that too. While one hand kept playing with her tits the other lifted her dress up to her waist; she felt his hard cock pushing against her butt and then his hand slid down inside her panties and started to rub her pussy. He nudged a knee between her legs and started pushing them apart and by then she didn't know what to do. She still thought her best defense was to keep talking to me on the phone, but it didn't seem to slowing Darren down any. She had several moments of indecision and those moments cost her the chance of stopping Darren. She heard his zipper go down, felt the hot flesh of his cock pushing against her ass and probing between her thighs.
uddenly he had stopped playing with her tits and his right arm had gone around her waist and pulled her tight against him while his left hand went to her head and pushed it down. This made her bend at the waist, which made her automatically spread her legs to keep her balance, and in that position Darren's cock had only her panties between him and her pussy. He pushed forward and his cock pushed aside the crotch band of her panties and he was in her. He held on to her waist with both hands and started to fuck her with slow steady strokes. Marty was still talking to me on the phone, but the heat generated by Darren's cock, coupled with her earlier hornyness combined with her own guilt at allowing things to get so far out of hand all began to mix together in her mind. With in a minute her body was responding and when that happened she started thinking about how wicked it was to be talking to me on the phone while another man fucked her. Darren slowly eased her down to the floor and rolled her over on her back. She didn't resist as he pulled off her panties and she spread her legs for him as he knelt down. She had pulled her knees back as far as she could to give him easy access and then had lain there telling me how much she loved me, how much she missed me, how horny she was and how she couldn't wait to get home to me as Darren slid his cock into her and began fucking her. She locked her legs behind him and kept talking to me and didn't say goodbye until she felt Darren spill his hot fluid inside her. She didn't move when Darren got up and took the phone from her and hung it up and when he came back and knelt down beside her with his cock only inches from her mouth she knew what he wanted and she did it.
She spent the rest of the night in Darren's room and the two of them were so exhausted in the morning that both of them almost fell asleep at their meeting. At breakfast they had both agreed that the evening had been a one time only thing and that their relationship from that point on would be purely professional. Marty spent most of the day carrying a heavy load of guilt and trying to figure out how she was going to tell me about what had happened in a way that would allow us to keep our marriage intact.
Following the meeting they had gone back to the hotel and when they had gotten off the elevator Darren had taken her by the elbow and had steered her toward his room. Once inside he had picked up the phone and notified the desk that he would need the two rooms for one more day. Even before he had hung up the phone Marty had her clothes off and was lying on the bed with her legs spread wide. When she called me that night to tell me that they had to stay another day she was on her hands and knees and Darren was fucking her from behind. "I don't know why" she said, "But after that first time he seemed to be able to exercise some sort of power over me. After that first time I didn't even like him anymore, but whenever we were alone he could get me to do any thing that he wanted." They spent the night and a good part of the next day in bed and then they caught the afternoon flight for home. Marty got home before I did and she showered and put on high heels and nylons and waited for me to get home. She was insatiable that night as she tried to fuck her guilt away, but she never did get around to confessing what she had done.
In the following weeks Darren had taken her on the average of four times a week; he fucked her in his office on his desk, took her to hotel rooms at lunch time, got blow jobs in his car in the parking garage and once, when his wife was out of town he had Marty drive to his house instead of going into work and they had spent the day in bed. He bought a couch for his office and started fucking her when she got to work in the morning and then again just before she went home at night. When she got home she would fuck me to death as if the more she fucked me the less guilt she would feel. Three weeks after their first time they made another three-day trip, two days of business and one day to stay in bed and fuck, and this time Darren didn't even bother to rent her a room, she just stayed with him. That pretty much set the pattern for the next six months; Darren would fuck her whenever he wanted too, at home or on trips and then she would come home to me and try to screw me to death as a way of assuaging her guilt.
Marty said she had no idea of why Darren had the hold over her that he did, but all he had to do was point at the front of his pants and she would go to her knees and take out his cock. Then Darren changed the program. They had flown to Chicago to do an audit on the office there and that night while she was on her knees sucking Darren's cock there was a knock on the door and when Darren had answered it the manager of the local office was standing there. Darren let him in and then said, "I told Phil that you were his bonus for doing such a good job with the Chicago office. Come on over here and suck his cock." Marty had looked from one to the other and then she had done what Darren told her to do. The two men had used her until it was time to leave to catch the flight home - Marty had become the company whore. From that day on Darren used her to reward employees, entertain established customers and as an inducement to gain new ones. Soon Marty was spending more time on her back than behind her desk. Darren was not unappreciative; he gave her raises, bonuses, a clothing allowance and a company credit card to use for her car. He wanted to give her a company car, but Marty had talked him out of that because she thought that it might attract too much undue attention, from me if no one else.
Then Darren introduced Marty to my boss. Darren didn't know that Dale was my boss and I had no idea that my boss knew Darren, but Darren and Dale belonged to the same health club and their wives had gone to school together and thus they had become good friends. To compound the problem I'm not a believer in company social activities and I never attend them so Marty had not met my boss. It was during one of Darren's wife's many trips home to visit her family and Darren had Marty at the house. He had called up his good buddy Dale and invited him over to join them. Marty spent the day with both of them and before Dale left he had asked Darren if he could borrow Marty from time to time and Darren had said, "Sure. Anytime you want, right sweetie?" Marty had nodded a yes and so now she was my company's whore also
For the next three years Marty spread for whomever Darren and Dale told her to. The came the day when Marty told me she and Darren would be out of town the next day on an overnight trip to Atlanta. That day Dale asked me to attend a party he was having at his house for some of our better customers and suppliers. Normally I don't attend those things, but Marty was out of town and I didn't feel much like going home and watching television so I told him I would be there. I arrived about six, circulated and talked to the people in attendance, most of whom I knew personally and in general I just socialized. During the course of the evening I noticed that there was a lot of traffic going upstairs. I asked Dale what was going on; "You got a poker game going on up there?"
"No, better than that. I have one of the company's most valuable assets up there and she is showing the guys how much we appreciate them. You are welcome to pay her a visit if you like."
"Thanks, but no thanks. I've got more than I can handle at home."
I'd gone into the kitchen to get another beer and when I came back I saw a woman standing at the foot of the stairs with her back to me. She was wearing nylons, heels and a short black peignoir and looked disturbingly familiar. I was about five feet from her when she turned, saw me and screamed. She ran up the stairs and Dale came over to see what all the commotion was about. He looked at me and said, "What's wrong? You look like you've seen a ghost." I had trouble speaking for a minute and then I said, "Worse than that. I just saw my wife." Dale looked at me, looked up the stairs and then back at me, "Sweet Jesus" he said as I walked out of his house.
Marty didn't come home that night and at nine the next morning my doorbell rang. It was Dale, "May I come in?" I stepped aside and let him in. "Since you didn't show up for work this morning I figured that I'd better come and see you. I was betting that you wouldn't be answering your phone." I led him into the kitchen and offered him coffee and we sat down at the kitchen table. "I didn't know. I swear to God I didn't know she was your wife." I just looked at him and shrugged. He told me how he had met her through Darren, but he had only known her as Marty and had never known her last name. He told me that he had always called Darren when he wanted to use her (he winced when he realized what he'd just said), "If I'd had her number here I would have recognized it and I swear to God I never would have seen her again. She's still at my place; she's afraid to come home." He saw the look that flashed across my face, "No, no, she's not afraid of you hurting her, she just can't face you." Again I just looked at him and shrugged. He realized that I probably wasn't going to say much so he just stared back at me for several seconds and then said, "The main reason I'm here is that I don't want to lose you over this. I know our relationship is going to be strained for a while, maybe a long while, but I will find some way to make it up to you, I promise. No one else at the party knows why Marty screamed and ran upstairs, okay? I'll keep it a secret, but don't let what happened make you quit. Give it some time and see if we can work it out. Please, that's all I ask." He got up and I walked him to the door. As he started down the front steps I called to him and when he turned I said, "Tell her to come home. We need to get it over with."
Marty came home at two that afternoon. I was in the living room watching the news from Iraq on CNN when she came into the room and sat down in the chair across room me. I looked over at her, but she couldn't meet my eyes. She looked down at the floor and said, "I'm sorry." I just looked at her for several seconds and then I said, "Sorry you did it, or sorry you got caught?" She didn't look up and she didn't answer and after a long silence I asked, "Why? Why and for how long?" Tears began to run down her cheeks and she started to sob and I got up, "When you're ready to stop the phony tears and talk I'll be in the den and I walked out of the room and left her sitting there. Five minutes later she came into the den, sat down and told me her story; how it had started, how long it had been going on and then she told me about the strange power that Darren had over her. I sat there and listened to it all and when she was done I said, "Bullshit Marty, pure unadulterated bullshit! You did it the first time because after eleven years of just me you thought it would be exciting to try a taste of something different. I'll buy the way you say it started, but after it started you did it because you wanted too. You probably only meant to do it the one time, but you ended up liking it and so you kept on doing it. You got caught Marty, you got caught in the act and the least you can do is be honest about it. Some bullshit story about a strange power isn't going to make it sit any better with me and it for damned sure isn't going to make it go away." I got up and left her sitting there and went out to the garage to try and lose myself in working on the car.
When I came out of the shower that night I found Marty sitting on the side of the bed. She looked up at me and said, "Okay, you were right. I did let the first time happen because I wanted to see what it would be like and I did like it. But I didn't keep on doing it because I liked it - I kept on doing it because I loved it! I loved it and needed it. The more I did it, the more I wanted and it just kept feeding on itself. The part I couldn't understand and still don't is the part you won't understand either. The more I fucked around on you the more I needed to fuck you and it wasn't a guilt thing either. When I left whoever it was who had just fucked me I couldn't wait to get home to you. I looked forward to coming home to you and having you hold me and make love to me because you were better than they were. I'm not trying to inflate your ego by telling you that you were a better lover or anything like that. I can't explain it - you were just better - as a man, as a person and I wanted to hurry home and be with you. I guess what it boils down to is that they were sex, and damned good sex at that, but you were love and I wanted both. You can't say that what I did hurt our sex life any. It has been going on for three years and up until last night you were as happy with me as a pig in shit and your sex life damned sure didn't suffer one little bit. The only thing that has changed is that now you know. Now, do you want me to sleep in the spare bedroom, in here or do you want me to leave the house."
I didn't honestly know how to answer that so I just said, "I don't care."
She got up from the bed and started undressing; "In that case I'm sleeping with you. Until you throw me out I don't see any reason to break an eleven year habit, especially when it's a habit that I really like."
We have a king size bed and when I fell asleep there was a lot of open space between us, but when I woke up in the middle of the night Marty was curled up next to me spoon fashion - significant of what I haven't a clue - and I was careful not to wake her. I just lay there staring at the ceiling until I fell back to sleep.
I woke up in the morning to the smell of hot coffee and found Marty all ready at the kitchen table when I came down. As I was pouring myself a cup she said, "What do I have to do to save our marriage, that is presuming that you want to?"
I looked at her across the table from me and said, "I don't know that there is anything that you can do. You can't undo it so the question becomes can I ever get over it and the answer to that is I honestly don't know."
"Well then, the question of the day for me is do I go to work, call in and quit or go in and give two weeks notice. Help me out here."
I got up from the table shaking my head no; "You made all the choices up to last night Marty, so you get to make that choice to. I have to get ready for work" and I walked away leaving her with her coffee. Five minutes later she came into the bedroom and began dressing for work. She saw me watching and said, "If you decide to throw me out I'm going to need a job so I might as well keep the one I have until the dust settles."



"All of it, or just the secretary part?"
She gave me a long look and then said, "Let's clear the air on a couple of things here. I loved what I was doing and I would love to keep on doing it and if you didn't know about it I would keep on doing it. I'd love to hear you say "Well dear, we love each other, we have a happy life together and what you have been doing hasn't hurt our marriage at all. So go ahead, have fun and I'll be waiting for you when you get home." But I will give it up in a heartbeat if that is what it takes for me to keep you. That said, I'm not burning any bridges at work until I know where the two of us are going to end up. That means if Darren asks me to take care of a customer tonight or if he wants to fuck me himself and I haven't heard from you as to what my status around here is, I'll take care of Darren or the customer."
She stopped talking and stood there waiting for me to say something, but I couldn't think of anything to say and so I left for work.
I had a lot of time on my drive to work to think about my situation in regards to Marty and it was a slow day at work so I was able to sit at my desk and stare out the window and think on it some more. Some of those thoughts were disturbing because they were telling me things about myself that I wasn't sure that I wanted to know. Take for instance our sex life; Even though I hadn't known the reason for the dramatic increase in the amount of sex Marty and I were having I had certainly loved it. And she was right when she said that our marriage was great right up until I had seen her at Dale's. What she was saying was that what she had done hadn't cost me a thing, all she had done was to make our sex life better. But if I took that argument to it's logical conclusion - given that I had already made the decision that I wasn't going to divorce her - I would be left with only two choices: (A) Tell her she could continue with what she was doing and insure myself of a great sex life or, (B) tell her she had to stop and probably go back to twice a week on Tuesdays and Saturdays. Looked at that way A was the obvious choice, but on the other hand there was the male ego thing. She was mine and other men had been using her without my permission - and at that point I had to stop and think about what I'd just thought -"Without my permission?" Did that mean I wouldn't have cared if I'd been asked?
By four in the afternoon I had just about convinced myself that there hadn't been anything wrong with my life until I saw Marty at the party and that the only thing wrong now was that my ego had been bruised. All of a sudden I had a new set of problems. How do you go home and tell your wife she can fuck any one she wants? And when she did how would I handle her coming home and giving me sloppy seconds. She had been doing it all along, but I hadn't known - would knowing make a difference? Would I mentally go, "Ooh, I can't put my dick in some body else's goop?" Would knowing that she was the company whore change the way I saw her when she came home? And what about from her side; would she come home to me after fucking some one else and knowing that I knew where she had been think less of me for not being man enough to hold onto what was mine? Would I appear weak to her because I let her do it? Would the day come when she would look at me and say, "If you really loved me you would never have let me do it?" In short, was this a no win situation? When I went home that night I was no closer to knowing what to do than when I'd gotten up that morning.
Marty wasn't home when I got there and when she hadn't shown up by six-thirty I had a good idea of what she was doing. When I hadn't heard from her by seven-thirty I punched her cell phone number into the phone. When it rang she would know who it was, only Darren and I had her number and Darren already knew where she was and what she was doing. "Hi."
"Are you doing what I think you are doing?"
"Yes."
"Does Darren know that I know?"
"No."
"You didn't tell him?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"He doesn't need to know."
"Now, or ever?"
"Only three of us know baby and if Dale doesn't tell him I never will and I'm sure you won't."
"Is he in you?"
"No."
"Have you fucked him yet?"
"Several times."
"Is he going to fuck you again?"
"I certainly hope so."
"Have you sucked his cock?"
"Yes, twice."
"Well, I just called to ask you to save some for me."
"Does this mean I have your blessings."
"I don't really know. Let us just say that I'm willing to see if I can handle it and then we will go from there."
"Thank you lover. I'll make damned sure that you don't regret it. Go to go baby, got to take care of business. I love you."
"I'll be waiting," I said and as I hung up the phone I had the feeling that the next couple of weeks were going to be very interesting.
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"Way to go asshole," I thought as I looked down on the sleeping woman lying next to me on the bed. This was not supposed to happen and it should not have. I was an adult for Christ's sake and I was supposed to be able to control my self and make intelligent decisions. I knew that I was responsible for what happened, but I had never intended it. It was kidding, just stupid flirting and that's all it ever was supposed to be. How in the hell was I ever going to be able to face my brother? How was I going to be able to face Camille when she woke up?
The day Bill brought Camille home to meet the family I fell absolutely in lust with her. Picture in your mind a five-foot tall, 110-pound woman with a set of 38DD tits and raven black hair that hung down to her ass. The only thing that kept her from being perfect was that her face was a homely as a mud fence, but good God what a body.
I didn't see much of Camille during the six months that she and Bill courted and it wasn't until they got married and bought a house three blocks from mine that I began to see a lot of her. Actually I began seeing more of her than was good for my heart. I had an in ground swimming pool and naturally I told Bill and Camille that they could come over anytime they wanted and use it whether I was home or not.
I came home from work for lunch one day and I got there just in time to see Camille come out of the pool wearing a bikini that barely, just barely, covered her nipples and her slit. From what little was covering her crotch it was obvious that she was clean shaven down there and the first thought that jumped into my head was, "I wonder what a clean shaven pussy tastes like. I made myself a sandwich and grabbed a Coke from the fridge and walked out to the pool. Camille was lying on a blanket, arms stretched out, working on her tan and I said, "My oh my, don't you look just good enough to eat."
She looked up and smiled at me, "I'll just bet you say that to all the girls."
"I only say it to the ones who might take me up on it some day."
"Well gosh, why didn't you say things like that to me before I got married?"
"I don't know, but I'm kicking myself now that I didn't."
"Not meaning to be personal, but Bill tells me that's why your wife left you; that you did say it to those that might take you up on it and several did."
"Bill knows better than that. Jody didn't leave me, I kicked her ass out when I caught her playing doctor with a couple of my ex-friends."
"Seems kind of one way to me. You can play, she can't?"
"The problem sweetie, is that I didn't play. I did flirt a lot and I did kid around a lot, but I kept it in my pants except when I was with Jody."
Camille glanced down and giggled, "I think it wants out of your pants now."
"Yeah, I guess it does at that. I'd better get back to work before it fights its way out and I get into more trouble than I can afford."
As I walked away Camille laughed and said, "Hurry back. A girl likes all the compliments she can get."
That was the start of the flirting and teasing that went on for the next two years. Camille took great pleasure in tweaking my nose. She would use my pool during the day knowing that after seeing her in her almost nothing bikini I would be coming home for lunch every day. She had several bikinis, each one skimpier than the last and she took to wearing high heels when she got up from her blanket to walk around. One day I came home to find her lying naked on a blanket working on her all over tan and, as usual, she would giggle when she saw the tent she gave me in my pants and thank me for the compliment. For my part I would say things like, "You look good enough to eat" and "One of these days you are going to go to far and we will both be in big trouble."
She would laugh and say, "Oh you are nothing but a big pussy cat and you don't mean a word you say" or maybe, "You know you are all talk and no action." We both knew that she turned me on, but we both also knew that I would never take advantage of the situation.
That is we both knew it until one Saturday morning in August. I was lying naked on a chaise lounge by the pool working on my all over tan when I heard the 'click, click, click' of high heels. I raised up and saw Camille walking toward me. I hadn't expected her that day since she and Bill were supposed to be going out of town that weekend. Besides the CFMs she was wearing a short skirt and was bra less under a tank top and my cock sprang immediately to attention.
"Glad to see me I take it" she said as she looked at my erection.
"T thought you and Bill went out of town for the weekend" I said as I reached for a towel to cover my hard cock.
"Bill got called into to work late last night. Something to do with the computers and it looks as if he will be there most of the day so I thought I would come over here. Don't bother with the towel sweetie, I like seeing proof that I can still turn heads."
She dropped her bag and said, "I brought my bikini, but I don't see any sense in putting it on since you are nude."
She unrolled her blanket and laid down on it with her head away from me and spread her legs giving me a wide-open view of her shaven pussy. "Ah, the warmth of the sun" she said as my cock throbbed.
I wanted to scream at her, "You stupid bitch! Do you have any idea of what you are doing to me?" but I didn't bother because I knew damned well that she did know. An hour slid by and then Camille asked me to rub some lotion on her back and the back of her legs. I rubbed the lotion on her legs up to just before her butt cheeks and then I started on her upper back.
"What? You don't think my ass will burn? Cover all of me sweetie."
My cock was so hard that it hurt as I rubbed the lotion on her butt. When I was done I moved back to her upper back and just as I was finishing her shoulders she rolled over. Grinning up at me she said, "You already have lotion on your hands so there isn't much sense getting it all over my hands. Go ahead and do all of me sweetie."
Okay I thought, you want to play games, I'll play games. I let my hands roam all over her magnificent tits and I covered her flat stomach and I even did her pubic area. I was going to slip a finger in her, but at the last minute I chickened out. I made sure that my erection poked her every time I moved to apply lotion to a new spot and finally she said, "Whoa up there, tiger, before you hurt me with that thing."
That 'thing' was ready to explode by the time I had finished applying lotion to Camille and I really needed to hurry into the house and get myself off, but Camille would know where I was going, and why, and she would laugh. I would not give her the satisfaction and one more thing to rag me with so I went back to the chaise lounge and lay down.
I was lying on my stomach and had almost dozed off when I felt hands on my back and I heard Camille say, "You did me, it's only fair that I do you." She started on my shoulders and then went all the way down my back to my feet and then she told me to roll over. My cock was stiffer than a board and I wondered what her reaction was going to be. She looked at it standing tall and smiled, "God, but I do like the way that you pay me compliments. You just keep it up sweetie and you will have me as a friend for life."
Keep it up she said, as if the damned thing would go down if she was anywhere in the neighborhood. He did the front of my legs right up to about six inches from my cock and then she moved up to my shoulders and began to move down. The sun and her hands relaxed me and I closed my eyes and almost went to sleep. Almost. I came wide awake in a heartbeat when Camille's hands started rubbing lotion on my stiff dick. I raised up and looked at her and she was grinning at me.
"Got to protect him too sweetie."
What Camille didn't realize was that my cock had been stiff and throbbing since she had arrived and it desperately needed release. She gave it two or three strokes with her lotion-covered hands and it erupted and blew cum all over her hands.
"Oops" she said, "I didn't really mean to do that."
She was wiping her hands on a towel and she said, "This is our little secret, right?"
"Oh I don't know Camille. I let the word get around that you like to play with my equipment and the other girls just might start coming around to see what's so special about it."
"You wouldn't do that to me. Please say you won't do that to me."
"Okay, but it will cost you."
"What do you mean it will cost me?"
"You have been teasing the hell out of me these last two years and I've had to bite my tongue and take it. Now I want a little payback."
"What do you want?"
"I want you to put on fresh lipstick and then I want you to kiss the head of my cock just hard enough to leave a lip print on it."
"Whoa sweetie, that's going a bit too far."
"For you maybe, but not for me."
Camille contemplated me for several seconds and then said, "No one ever knows, right?"
"Not unless they get it from you."
She looked at me for several more seconds and then she got up, went over to her purse, took out a tube of lipstick and put it on. She came back and sat down next to me, "Honest to God, no one ever knows, promise?"
"I promise."
She took my limp cock in her hand and started stroking it. "What are you doing? I asked.
"I'm not going to waste a perfectly good kiss on a limp dick. Hurry up sweetie, make it hard for me."
It took a minute or two for my cock to rise to the occasion and then Camille lowered her head and kissed it. She looked at me and grinned, "Here's a little something to cement the deal" and her tongue licked the slit in the head and then she opened her mouth and swallowed my cock. She didn't just take it in her mouth, she deep-throated me. At that point it took every last smidgen of will power that I possessed to remember that she was my brother's wife and not take her right there next to the pool. She moved her tongue around and then slowly pulled her mouth off me.
"No one, and I do mean no one ever knows about this sweetie."
All I could do was stare at her and numbly shake my head yes.
That day changed things between us. I started avoiding her because I was scared of what I might do if I got a chance. Where I backed off, she redoubled her efforts to tease me. If the two of us were ever alone Camille would so some outrageous thing to me. She would lift her skirt and I would see that she had no panties on and she would say, "Still look good enough to eat?"
Another time at a pool party at my house she followed me in when I went inside to get more ice and she cornered me in the kitchen. She pulled down her bikini top and handed me a tube of sunscreen.
"Put some of this on me sweetie. As I remember it, it feels so much better when you do it than when I do it."
I was seconds away from dragging her into a bedroom before I got control of myself and ran from the room as she laughed.
There was the time we were at my parent's house for Christmas dinner and I found her waiting for me outside the bathroom door. She pushed me back inside and reached for my fly.
"Let me see it sweetie, take your dick out for me. I want to see if you ever washed my lip print off of it."
Again I ran from the room with her laughter following me and I spent the rest of the evening making sure that the two of us were never in a room alone with each other.
The more I tried to stay away from her the more brazen she became in trying to tease me. I finally reached the point where I found excuses to avoid every family social gathering that came up. Camille knew that I would never do anything to her, but the problem was that I didn't know it. If I just stayed away from her I thought I would be all right.
It was my brother who did me in. It was my parent's fiftieth anniversary and a party was being thrown for them. At the last minute Bill was told that he had to go out of town to take care of a customer. He called me and asked me to take Camille.
"She doesn't want to go alone because she knows that she will drink too much and she doesn't want to drive in that condition. You don't drink so you can be her designated driver."
I was trapped. The party was the one event that I could not avoid and if I went and didn't take Camille Bill wouldn't understand and it would end up causing problems between us. I reluctantly agreed to take Camille with me.
I pulled up in front of their house and before I could get out of the car Camille came out of the house and down the walk toward me. High heels, short black cocktail dress and just watching her walk toward me gave me major wood. She got into the car, looked at my lap and said, "Glad to see me huh? Still got my lip print?"
I looked over at her and said, "Behave yourself Camille and we can try and get through the night with nothing bad happening."
"Bad? Like what?"
"I haven't been laid in months and if you push me too hard I might just forget that you are married to my brother."
Something in my tone of voice caught her attention and she turned away from me and looked out the window the rest of the trip to the party. Once at the party things progressed pretty much as Bill had expected. Camille did have quite a few drinks and by the end of the party she was indeed in no condition to drive. She'd also had enough to allow her to forget my telling her to behave.
In the car she sat leaning against the door facing me and with her skirt pulled up high enough to show me that she had no panties on. She didn't say a word, just grinned at me and spread her legs wide to expose her shaved pussy. I saw her glance at my lap to see if she was having the desired effect and when she saw that she did she giggled. I was trying my best to control myself when suddenly she sat up.
"I don't want to go home to an empty house. Take me to Emile's, I want to listen to some music and dance."
Emile's was a jazz club and while I liked jazz and going to Emile's I wasn't too keen on the idea of spending any more time with Camille than I absolutely had to. I told her no and that I was going to take her home.
"Oh poo, you're no fun at all. Well then, to hell with you. Drop me at the house and I get the car and drive to Emile's myself."
I couldn't allow that to happen so I reluctantly steered the car toward the jazz club.
Apparently she and Bill went to Emile's often because everyone from the bartenders on down seemed to know her. She was on a first name basis with the waitress and when the band took a break the band members all swung by our table and said hello. Several of the other customers knew her too and some of them asked her to dance.
Watching Camille's ass sway to the music as she danced did it's predictable number on me and when she finally managed to pull me out onto the floor to dance with her it was the first thing that she noticed.
"You still do know how to compliment a girl, don't you?"
From that point on she turned down everyone else who asked her to dance. "Sorry, but I promised my man that he would have all the rest." She had me out on the floor for every dance after that and she kept herself pressed tight against my erection. To her it was just one more tease in a long line of teases, but to me it was making my blood boil. She'd had several drinks and she was a bit tipsy - actually, she was quite a bit tipsy - and she had totally forgotten my earlier warning. We were dancing to a real slow number and her body had not once been separated from my hard on and she giggled at me and dropped a hand and rubbed my cock through my pants.
"If we were at your house, naked and by the pool, I could put some lotion on it to keep it from getting moon burned. Can we go to your house and get naked by the pool?"
I just looked down at her and wondered why I put up with her shit. True, she was family and I knew she was a big tease and didn't mean any of it; she just got a kick out of tormenting me, but what made me put up with it? My constant erections whenever she was around told me what I really wanted to do, but she was my brother's wife.
Camille continued to torment me right up until last call. She ordered one more drink and when it was finished she said she had to use the bathroom. I also needed to go so we walked back there together. Because of lines on the men's side we managed to come out of the restrooms at the same time and Camille giggled and said, "Shake it real dry? How about it sweetie, my lip print still there. If not, want another one?"
I don't know why that little exchange was the one that pushed me over the edge, but it did.
"Damned right I do" and I tried the door just to my left. It was unlocked and I opened it to find that it was a storage room. A quick look showed me that it was empty so I pulled Camille in behind me, closed the door and locked it. I spun Camille around so that she was in front of me and facing me.
"Take it out Camille. Take it out and reapply your lip print."
Camille giggled again, but she took the dare. She stepped forward and her fingers reached for my zipper. She looked up into my face and smiled as her fingers tugged the zipper down.
"It's a good thing I freshened my lipstick while I was in the can. We do want the print to be bright and to last, don't we?"
She had my fly open and she reached in and took hold of my cock. "Ooh, it's nice and hard. I do so love the way you pay me compliments."
She worked my cock out, winked at me, "Our little secret, no one ever knows, right?"
"Yeah, sure" I said as she squatted down so her mouth was on a level with my cock. She pursed her lips and leaned forward to plant the kiss and just as her lips touched the head of my cock I grabbed the back of her head with both hands and pushed my hips forward. Since she was taken by surprise there wasn't any resistance as my cock split her lips apart and slid into her mouth. I held her head firmly in both hands and then I began to face fuck her.
"You like the way I compliment you? Well now I'm going to pay you the supreme compliment. I'm going to give you a little something to take home and take to bed with you. You can lie there while it sloshes around in your tummy."
Her hands were pushing at my thighs as she tried to push me away, but squatting while wearing five inch CFMs put her in too awkward a position to get much in the way of leverage and I had a tight grip on her.
"Suck it Camille. Make love to it. Smear your lipstick all over it. Make it cum for you sweetie, make it give you it's offering."
Camille had stopped struggling. Her hands were holding my hips to keep her from falling and I was wishing that I had a video camera shooting footage of what was going on. Her squatting on her heels, leaning forward with her big tits wanting to fall out of her dress, long black hair hanging down and my cock in her mouth.
I felt the stirring in my groin and I got ready to give my sister in law a mouthful. "Here it comes sweetie. I've got three months worth stored up and it is all for you." I held her until my cock was limp and then I let go of her head. She tried to stand, but her legs were a little wobbly from being in a squat for so long. I helped her up and walked her to a table that was against the wall and sat her down on it. Neither of us said a word as I looked at her homely face and at the cum dripping from her chin and dropping on the slope of her breasts.
"I'll get something to clean you up with" I said and I unlocked the door and headed for the men's room to get a wet paper towel. In the hall I turned toward the men's room and I had only gone two steps when a voice from behind me said, "Hey you." I turned and saw one of the bartenders.
"You were sitting at table three, right?"
"I don't know. I have no idea how the tables are numbered."
"You were with Bill's wife, right?"



"Yes."
"Okay then, that's table three. The cleaning crew picked up your coats and took them to the manager's office. You need to go and get them quick because he is getting ready to lock up his office and leave. Come on, I'll show you where it is."
I followed him to an office in the back of the building and he tried the door but it was locked. "Don't go away. He is still in the building; I'll go and get him." It was several minutes before he came back with a short, bald man who introduced himself as Bernie. He unlocked the door to the office and got me our coats and I headed back for the storeroom. I opened the door and then I froze at the sight in front of me. The room was full of the members of the band and several of the bar employees.
Camille was lying naked on the table with the drummer between her legs fucking her as hard as he could. The keyboardist was holding her head, much as I had, and was fucking her face. The bass player, the guitar player and the sax man stood off to the right of the table stroking themselves as they waited for their turn while on the left side of the table one of the bartenders and the bouncer waited for their chance at her.
A voice off to my right said, "Don't do anything dumb sport." I looked that way and saw another one of the bartenders. "We know she ain't yours and if she can fuck around on her husband with you she can spare us a taste also. There are eight of us and only one of you so lets just let it be, okay?"
While he had been talking the drummer had finished and had gotten out of the way so the bass player could get into Camille's pussy.
"We saw you bring her in here. All of us have wanted a taste of that since the first time she walked in the door. We all owe you a debt of gratitude man. Anytime I'm on duty and you come in the drinks are on the house."
What could I do? He was right. There were eight of them and while I could probably give a pretty good account of myself sheer numbers alone would end up putting me down. And then of course there was the way Camille looked as she was being double dicked and I felt my cock stirring.
"Okay by me" I told the bartender, "But I get first crack at her ass. After all, she is my date."
The bartender laughed and said, "You got it man."
For the next twenty minutes I watched as the keyboardist came in Camille's mouth and was replaced by the guitar player; as the bass player shot into her pussy and was replaced by the sax man. Through it all Camille made "uck, uck" sounds around whichever cock was stuck in her mouth. Her body was moving but I couldn't tell if it was because she was into it or whether it was because of the way the guys were pushing her body.
The door opened and Bernie looked in. "I'm locking up guys. Take her out to the parking lot or somewhere, but you need to get her out of here."
"We'll take her to my place" the bartender said.
"In that case I just might stop by," Bernie said as he turned and left.
The two cocks in Camille were pulled out and she was pulled up from the table. The drummer picked up her heels and dress and the bartender took her by the arm and pulled her naked along behind him. She looked at me and then quickly looked away and I fell in behind the group as they walked a naked Camille out of the bar, across the parking lot and then pushed her into a car. The bartender got in on the driver's side and the drummer got in on the passenger's side and the car hadn't even started before the drummer pushed Camille's head down into his lap.
I followed along behind and ten minutes later Camille's head came up and a minute after that I saw the bartender put a hand behind Camille's head and push her down into his lap. Five minutes later we pulled up in front of a house and Camille, still naked as the day she was born, was led into the house. Everyone followed the bartender as he led Camille into a bedroom where he pushed her onto the bed and then pulled her up onto her hands and knees. The sax man lay down by her head and he reached up and pulled it down to his erection and Camille took him in her mouth. The bouncer from the bar quickly mounted her from behind and started banging her.
"My wife is going to be pissed" the bartender said. I looked over at him and he said, "She's bi. She's one of the waitresses at the bar and she has wanted to get her mouth on that slut for the longest time. Wouldn't you know it; here's her chance and she's visiting her mother. It will kill her when she finds out what she missed out on."
"I don't know, but it certainly doesn't look to me like Camille is fighting it. Maybe she will do it again when your wife gets back."
"I can only wish and hope. You said you wanted to be first in her ass so you had better hurry up and go for it. The others are going to want a taste of it too."
I stripped and waited until the bouncer pulled out of Camille's pussy and then I moved in behind her. I slid my cock into her sopping wet pussy and said, "I should have done this a long time ago."
At the sound of my voice Camille pulled her mouth off the cock in front of her to turn and look at me. Just as her mouth cleared the end of his cock the sax man blew his load and it went all over Camille's face. She looked at me, "You bastard. This is all your fault."
"I haven't heard a "No, you can't do this" or a "Stop, this isn't right" from you yet."
"Yeah, right. Like they would listen."
She stared at me for a moment or two and then she said, "Kiss me."
"What?"
"You did this to me, the least you can do is kiss me."
I looked at her cum splattered face and said, "No fucking way" and before she could say anything else the guitar player pulled her head down to his cock. I stroked into Camille for a minute to lube up my cock and then I pulled out of her cunt and lined my dick up with her butt hole. As soon as it touched her I felt her stiffen up and try to pull her mouth off the guitar player, but he sensed it and he held onto her head with both hands. I pushed forward and felt the head of my cock pop past sphincter and then my cock slowly entered her ass. She moaned around the cock in her mouth and I thought about all of the times she had teased me and made me want to do what I was doing. I wasn't thinking of my brother or how I would be able to face Camille when it was over; all I thought about was cumming in her and I was mentally kicking myself for not doing it sooner.
About two minutes into my ass fucking of Camille her moans got louder and I felt her pushing her ass back at me to meet my thrusts. I gripped her hips and started fucking her as hard as I could and several minutes later I shot my load into her ass. I pulled out and the keyboard man quickly took my place. I was watching him pound Camille's ass when Bernie and two other guys walked into the room. Bernie took in the scene and said, "I hope you left enough for us."
The bartender laughed and said, "Not to worry boss. This little slut is good for hours yet."
I went and found a bathroom and washed my cock and got it clean enough for Camille's mouth and when I got back to the bedroom I saw that things had escalated. Camille had three hard cocks in her and I saw the bartender moving around shooting video of the action and I got pissed and headed for him. He saw the look on my face and held up a hand.
"Whoa up guy. It isn't what you think. No blackmail or anything like that. I just have to let my wife see what she missed out on. I'll give you the tape to hold and when my wife gets home you can bring it over, she can watch it and then we can destroy it, okay?"
I said okay and then looked over at the bed just in time to see cum start leaking out of the corners of her mouth. The guy in her pussy said, "Here it comes honey" and thirty seconds later the man in her ass shot his wad. As the three of them untangled themselves I heard Bernie say, "Get her on her hands and knees." I looked over at him and saw that the short, fat man had a cock on him that would have made a horse proud.
Bernie got into position behind Camille and pushed the head of his cock into what by that time just had to be a very loose and sloppy hole. Camille, who hadn't said one word since I took her ass, jerked, her eyes seemed to cross and she cried out, "Oh shit! Oh God. Oh sweet fucking Jesus."
Bernie laughed and said, "Like my cock sweetheart?"
"Oh god, oh yes, oh fuck yes. Fuck me, please fuck me."
For the next five minutes Bernie fucked Camille as she moaned and continuously cried out, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh sweet Jesus yes, fuck me, oh god don't stop fucking me." Along the way she had at least four orgasms and when Bernie finally got his nuts off and pulled out of Camille she fell forward on the bed pretty much fucked out. But the boys were not done with her yet.
For the next hour she was fucked one, two and three at a time and the sun was finally peeking through the windows when the guys called it quits. When the last guy pulled his cock out of her ass Camille rolled onto her side and within seconds she was snoring. Two guys helped me wrestle her into her dress and then helped me get her into my car and I took her home with me. I got her into my house, undressed her and put her down on my bed and then I stood there looking down at her. I had fucked her four times that night - twice in her ass - and had cum in her mouth twice. I should have felt guilty over what I had caused to happen to her and later I probably would. But at that time I didn't, not one little bit. I crawled in next to her and fell into an exhausted sleep.
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I was there for the first part of the story and it was only later that I learned the rest, much later and much too late to do anything about it.
It started innocently enough. We were staying at a hotel on the beach in San Juan, Puerto Rico. We had just returned from an evening of dinner and dancing and we were sipping wine on the balcony of our sixth floor room. It was a full moon and the moon's reflection on the ocean was beautiful. My wife Darby said:
"You know what I would really like to do tonight?"
"No, what?"
"If I had the nerve I'd like to go down there and make love on the beach in the moon light."
"You? Naked on the beach? The woman who won't even wear a two piece bathing suit because of modesty wants to make love on the beach?"
"Okay, okay, you've made your point. But I did say, "If I had the nerve" which we both know I don't."
"How about the next best thing?"
"And what would that be?"
"We can make love right here on the balcony in the moonlight."
"We couldn't! The people down there walking around in the courtyard would see us."
"No they won't. From down there all they will see is you leaning over the railing looking at the moon over the ocean."
I moved behind her and raised her skirt and worked her panties down to her ankles and she said, "What are you doing Chuck?"
"Humor me sweetie, just step out of your panties."
"We can't do this."
"Of course we can my love."
She stepped out of her panties and I picked them up as I stood up and pulled down my zipper. "Just look out at the beautiful view, " I said as I took out my cock and moved up behind her. "Spread your legs a little," I said and when she did I lined myself up with her pussy. She was wet and I said, "See sweetie, you really want this. You're dripping wet down there."
I stepped forward and worked my cock into her and she moaned and then giggled out, "Oh baby, this is bad, this is so bad. What if we get caught?"
"Who is going to catch us? They are all six floors down and all they can see is you standing at the rail looking down or out to sea. Of course if you scream when you cum all bets are off."
I started slowly making love to Darby and after a minute I felt her pushing her butt back at me and a couple of seconds after they she began her familiar chant:
"Oh yes baby, oh yes, so good, like that baby, oh yeah, like that."
A minute or so later in the middle of a moan she suddenly gasped, "Oh my God. He's looking at me baby, he knows."
"Who is looking at you?"
"There is a man on the beach and he is looking at me. He knows baby, I know he knows."
"Wave at him sweetie. He might suspect, but he can't know for sure. Wave at him sweetie while I fuck you; smile and wave and make him wish it was him up here so he could know for sure."
"God baby, the way I feel right now if he was up here he would be next" and then she bit her lip to keep quiet as she had her orgasm.
When she had regained her composure I let her skirt fall and we turned to go back into the room. Just as we went through the door some one on another balcony started clapping and from yet another balcony came, "Bravo, bravo."
Darby turned beet red, ran into the room and threw herself down on the bed. "What's the matter Darb? You were obviously a hit with whomever was watching."
"But I'm so embarrassed."
"Why? You don't know them and they don't know you."
"Yes, but what if one of them sees me tomorrow?"
"What if? You won't know. It all adds to the mystery of it. Every man who smiles at you for the rest of the time we are here is going to make you think, "Was it him?"
"Yeah, well that's not all I'm thinking right now. For some reason I am all of a sudden very, very horny. Think you can help me out here?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night a switch was flipped. The remaining three nights we were in San Juan she wanted to make love out on the balcony and the last night she did it naked except for a black bra that must have looked like a bikini top from the ground. On our trip to the airport to turn our rental car in she surprised me again. She hoisted her skirt up around her waist and then slid over next to me and took my cock out of my pants and started stroking me as we drove. Anyone next to us could have looked into the car and seen what she was doing, but Darby didn't seem to care.
One more surprise awaited me when we got to the airport. Darby had me stop about five hundred feet from the rental return lot and she went down on me in the car - in broad daylight! She played with my balls and sucked on me for several minutes until I came and then she said:
"Better put it away baby and let's get a move on or we will miss our flight."
"What in the world has come over you lately?"
"I don't know honey. All of a sudden I get really turned on by the thought of having sex where there is a possibility that I might be seen."
"You do understand that there are laws against that sort of behavior don't you? That we could end up in jail?"
"That just adds to the rush I feel when I do it. I've never felt so sexually alive as I did that first night on the balcony after I knew that others had watched us. Besides, I doubt that even if we were caught we would go to jail. They might take a prostitute and her customer, but not us. I'm sure that once they knew we were married and just having some fun to spice up our love life that would tell us to behave ourselves and they would let us go."
"Yeah? Well you might be sure, but I'm not and I don't want to take the chance."
"Not to worry honey, vacation is over and we are going back home to go back to living our ho-hum lives."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
But Darby didn't really want to go back to our so-called 'ho-hum' life. We hadn't been home a week when she tried to have sex in public again. It was a Friday night and we had gone out for dinner and drinks. As we were walking to our car we passed an alley and Darby stopped, grabbed my arm and pulled me into the alley.
"Hurry baby, I want to you fuck me while I lean up against the wall."
"Are you crazy Darby? Have you lost your mind?"
"Please baby, please. Do me here against the wall baby, I need it."
"Not on your life Darby. I have no intention of going to jail or in front of a judge. It would kill my career if we got caught and the word got out. We got away with it in San Juan, but I'm not going to press my luck here at home."
Darby was a little cold toward me for the rest of the evening, even to the point of pushing me away when I attempted to make love to her that night. That wasn't the end of it though. Darby kept after me to have sex in places where there was a danger of getting caught and I kept refusing. Eventually she stopped trying and I thought that was the end of it. I was wrong, but it was almost a year before I found that out.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Darby works for a company that sells ad space in several local magazines and papers. One day she was at a small company trying to sell space to the two men who owned the company. During the negotiations she had to leave the room to go to the bathroom. When she turned left to go down the hall and was out of sight one of the men had said to the other:
"I'd fuck her on the city hall steps and give you an hour to draw a crowd to watch."
Darby heard it and when she came back into the room she said, "So you want to fuck me in public huh?"
Both men had gotten red in the face, but their expressions turned to surprise when Darby said:
"How about right here and now? If you leave your office door open so that anyone who walks by can look in I'll do you both right here on the desk."
The two men had looked at each other, not believing what they had just heard and then one of them had stood up and pulled down his zipper and had taken out his cock. Darby had smiled, pulled off her panties and then had laid down on the desk and spread her legs. Both men then proceeded to take turns on her for an hour. Out of the corner of her eye Darby had seen scores of people stop, look in, watch for a bit and then hurry away to spread the word. Each new set of eyes that came to watch just made Darby that much hotter.
When the two men had finished Darby had pulled her panties back on, tucked the check for their ad into her purse. She turned and headed for the door and just as she reached it she had turned back to the two men:
"How about same time tomorrow only out in the parking lot on the back seat of my car?"
For the next year Darby let the two men fuck her whenever they wanted as long as it was where there was a danger of getting caught.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in my office working out a contract with a client when I got a phone call.
"Mr. Brady? Mr. Charles Brady?"
"Yes."
"This is Sargent McFee. I'm the desk Sargent here at the 23rd Precinct and we have a Darby Brady in custody and she says she is your wife. Can you confirm this?"
"I don't know. My wife's name is Darby, but I don't know that she is who you have."
He read me the information from her driver's license and then asked me if that was my address and I said that it was.
"Then we have your wife Mr. Brady."
"Can you tell me what this is about?"
"Well, the original charges were Solicitation and Indecent Public Conduct, but the solicitation charge will be dropped because the two men say no money was involved."
"Two men?"
"Yes sir, I'm afraid so."
"So why are you calling me?"
"She would like you to come down and put up her bail."
"I'm sorry, but you caught me at a bad time. I'm busy with a client right now and I can't get away."
"A client is more important than your wife?"
"Yes sir, he is, especially in light of what you say she was doing. Out of curiosity, why didn't she call?"
"She had no money and she seemed like a nice lady so I thought I'd do her a favor and make the call."
"Well Sargent, as far as I'm concerned she can sit there and rot, but thank you for the call" and I hung up.
"That sounded serious," my client said.
"My idiot wife was in an accident and got mouthy with the cop that came to take the accident report. It isn't the first time her mouth got away from her. Maybe if she sits in jail for a while it will teach her a lesson. Now, where were we, paragraph four, right?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Darby wasn't home when I got there. I debated changing all the locks on the house and putting her stuff out on the driveway, but I decided to wait and hear her story before I decided what to do. It was another day before she managed to get out of jail and get home. She was steaming when she got there and she called me every dirty name in the book for not coming down and bailing her out. She shut up when I yelled back at her:
"I'm supposed to come and bail your unfaithful ass out of jail when you get caught fucking two guys in public? Get serious! You are lucky I even let you back in the house. The only reason your key fit the door is because I wanted to hear your story before I make a decision on what to do."
"Do about what?"
"Don't act stupid Darby, you know damned well about what. About what grounds I'm going to use when I file for divorce."
"Divorce? What are you talking about? We don't need a divorce."
"Divorce is usually what happens when one partner cheats on the other and gets caught."
"But I wasn't cheating on you baby. Cheating is when you steal from your partner. I never stole from you. I gave you all the love you could handle its just that I needed some things you refused to give me so I got them someplace else. I still love you baby. I've never stopped loving you."
"Basically then what you are saying is that this is all my fault."
"Well kind of. If you had done what I wanted I wouldn't have had to go someplace else to get it."
Then Darby told me the story of what had happened and how it had led to the cops catching her leaning against a wall in an alley while two men took turns fucking her from behind. I listened in totally disbelief while Darby told me of where they had done her and how many times and for how long. When she was done I just shook my head in disgust and then I went upstairs and started packing.
The divorce will be final in a week and there isn't a day goes by that Darby doesn't call me and tell me she loves me and that she wants me to come back home. Some days I'm tempted to go back and then I think about what she did and I knew that I'd never be able to trust her again and I know that regardless of how much love there might be you can't have a relationship without trust.
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I guess I really got too carried away. John had gotten promoted to foreman and he invited the crew to stop after work with him for a little celebration. His wife was throwing a party for him the next evening, but he wanted to have a few drinks with just his crew so we followed him over to the Kit Kat Lounge.
The Kit Kat was a topless bar about ten minutes from work. You know how it is when you go out with the boys and start drinking. Some one buys a round and then some one else does and then it is your turn. You get half in the bag and are having a ball; throwing money at the dancers up on the platform, getting lap dances that get you hot and leave you horny. Pretty soon it is last call and you are drunk on your ass.
That is what happened to me. The bartender took away my keys and was getting ready to call me a cab when Keith, one of the guys I work with, said he would give me a ride home.
As drunk as I was I was still aware that I was in deep shit. My wife had been after me because of my drinking and when I got home, especially in the shape I was in, she was going to be severely pissed. Keith pulled into our drive and parked, got out and came around to the passenger side.
"Come on Burt, let's get you into the house."
I was so fucked up that I had to lean on him as we stumbled to the front door. He tried the knob and found that the door was locked.
"Give me your keys Burt" he said and when I looked at him dumbly he said, "Don't tell me, let me guess. Your house key is on the ring with your car keys and they are back at the bar. Shit! I guess we will just have to wake up your wife."
He rang the doorbell a couple of times and then we waited for Juanita. It took her a couple of minutes to wake up, throw on a robe and come down to the door. When she opened the door I saw the disgust register on her face. Kieth said, "Lead the way to your bedroom and I'll help you get him there."
"Just dump on the floor there. He damned sure won't do me any good in bed."
"It sounds like the lady had plans for old Burt for the night."
Juanita looked at him, "Have we met? You don't look familiar."
"No, I've only been working with Burt for four months now. My name is Keith."
"Well Keith, thank you for bringing stupid home. Just let go of him and where ever he ends up he can stay. Can I offer you a cup of coffee or maybe a beer?"
"Coffee would be nice."
"Cream and sugar?"
"No, just black will be fine."
Keith let go of me and I staggered to the easy chair and fell into it. Have you ever been drunk to the point where your motor functions were impaired, your speech slurred and your words barely understandable, and you appeared comatose but were still aware of what was going on around you? Well, that is the state that I was in as I sat in that easy chair. It was like I was sitting there watching TV in my sleep.
Juanita brought Keith a cup of coffee and then the two of them sat on the couch across from me. Keith took a sip of his coffee and then said, "He do this often?"
"What? Get drunk?"
"Well that too, but what I meant was does he leave you hanging a lot?"
"Isn't that kind of a personal question and a bold one at that considering we have known each other all of four minutes?"
"You can't get answers if you don't ask questions."
"Why would you want to know?"
"Just curious. If I had something like you at home waiting for me I don't believe I'd waste time going to the bar with the guys to begin with."
"That's sweet of you to say that even if I do know it is a line of bullshit. No way that in this ratty old bathrobe, with no makeup and with my hair a mess can I be appealing to anybody."
"Nonsense. You are selling yourself short. Your natural sex appeal shines through like a beacon."
Juanita laughed, "I can't believe that you are making a pass at me right in front of my husband."
"What can I say? I feel partly responsible for ruining your plans for the night."
"And just how do you know that I had plans?"
"I'm a very observant guy. When you leaned down to hand me the coffee your robe parted just enough for me to catch a glimpse of some black and lacy. It has been my experience that women don't wear things like that as casual sleepwear."
"Yeah, well it certainly looks like I am for tonight."
"It doesn't have to go to waste."
"What do you mean?"
"We just came from a topless bar where we were paying women to show us their stuff. Since I'm already in the habit of doing that tonight I wouldn't mind paying you to take off that robe. I mean you obviously put that little black thing on to be seen and appreciated by a man."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh yes I am. There is something plastic about doing it in a titty bar. It's their job and while they do smile a lot there is no real enthusiasm. To them it is just another, "Ho hum, I'll just wave my tits in his face and he'll tuck a bill in my waist band" and then they are off to another table. Even the table dances are sexless as far as the dancers are concerned. Granted, they turn on the guys, but the dancer is just going through the motions to get her twenty bucks and then it's on to the next guy for another twenty."
"So just what are you asking? For me to take off my robe or give you the home version of a table dance."
"Yes."
"Yes? What kind of an answer is that?"
"I'm asking for you to take off the robe and give me a table dance."
"And you don't even care that my drunken husband is sitting there seven feet away?"
"Not in the least."
"Did Burt pay for any of those lap dances?"
"Kind of."
"What does that mean, kind of?"
"He wouldn't do it. Said you would kill him if he did and you found out. He wouldn't even do it when we all dared him so when he went to the bathroom we all chipped in and took up a collection and gave it to one of the girls and she sprung a dance on him when he came back. When it was over he tipped her ten bucks so I guess you can say he 'kind of' paid for one."
"You don't happen to know if he stopped at the bank and cashed his paycheck before going to the bar do you?"
"He went right from work to the bar with us."
"Shit!"
"What's wrong?"
"I have an appointment with my hairdresser in the morning so I'll look drop dead gorgeous when I go to John's party tomorrow night. Mae works out of her basement and she only takes cash. Stupid was supposed to stop and get his check cashed so I'd have the money for Mae. I suppose what little cash he had he dropped at the bar."
She got up and walked over to me and went through my pockets as I drunkenly sat there.
"Two whole dollars. I can sure get a lot done with that."
"Well then; I'd say that fate saw to it that I brought Burt home."
"How is that?"
"You need money for your hairdresser and here I am ready and willing to pay you to take off your robe, give me a lap dance, or whatever else we might be able to work out."
"You really think that I would do it?"
"I'm sure hoping."
"I'm not a professional and I'm not sure how good I'd be doing a strip tease in front of you and God knows I've heard of lap dances, but I don't have a clue how to do one. So what would be the going rate for me?"
"I'll give you fifty bucks to do a strip for me and another fifty for a lap dance."
"A hundred bucks? In front of my drunken husband?"
"Yeah. I kind of like the idea of him watching even if he probably doesn't know what's going on."
"Fifty bucks just to take off the robe?"
"Yeah, but maybe you could do it like a strip tease. Put on a pair of high heels and some music and make a show of it."
Juanita looked over at me and then back at Keith and then she got up. "Be right back," she said as she left the room. Three minutes later she came back into the room wearing a pair of black "Come and fuck me" pumps. She walked, strutted actually, over to the stereo and looked through the tapes until she found what she wanted and then she turned the stereo on. She strutted over to Keith and stuck out her hand, "Money up front."
"For the robe and a lap dance?"
"Just the robe. I only need fifty bucks for Mae."
Keith handed her some bills and she put them in the pocket of her robe and then started to sway to the music. She moved around in front of Keith as sexily as she knew how. She let one shoulder of her robe slip down and let the front gap open to show that the lacy black thing underneath was a see thru peignoir. She let him catch just a glimpse of breast through the material before she pulled the robe back up again. Still swaying to the music she turned her back on Keith and let the robe fall to her waist and then she was out of it and holding it in front of her as she turned back to face him.
Keith had a surprise for her. While her back was to him he had pulled out his hard cock and he was sitting there slowly stroking it when she turned to see him. She saw the cock and her eyes went from it to his face and then back to his cock.
"I thought that was against the rules."
"It would be if you had a liquor license, but you don't. The cops can't come in here and shut you down."
The song was ending and Juanita did a slow turn letting the robe fall away and then she kicked it aside. She stood there in front of Keith and she might as well have been naked. The filmy black peignoir didn't hide a thing and Keith said, "Another fifty if you lose the peignoir."
Juanita looked at him and then over to me and then she walked up to him and held out her hand. Keith gave her some more bills and Juanita said, "I know how stupid I look trying to imitate a stripper so let's just cut out the superfluous bullshit."
She took off the peignoir and dropped it in his lap and said, "If you are going to jack off in front of me cum on that instead of my couch. It will make clean up easier."
"I'll give you fifty for a lap dance."
"With that thing out and sticking up in the air? No way Jose."
"A hundred."
"A hundred? Put your dick away and I'll do it."
Keith tucked his cock back in his pants, but I noticed that he didn't zip up his fly. Juanita came back from putting on more music. She brought a dining room chair in and had Keith sit on it and then she straddled him and lowered her crotch to his lap and began grinding her ass on him. She cupped her tits in her hands and rubbed them on his forehead and when he tried to capture one with his mouth she let him get just a quick taste and the she backed away from him. Juanita was rocking and squirming her ass on Keith's lap and I just knew that his cock had to be ready to rip right through his pants.
She stood up and turned her back on him and as she did he pulled out his cock and as Juanita started to sit down on his lap again he grabbed her hips and pulled her down. His aim was true and I saw Juanita's eyes go big as Keith's cock lanced into her cunt. He lifted her and pulled her back down a half dozen times before she was able to break free of him. I could see that the half dozen times he had stroked into her had had an effect on her, still when she turned to face him I expected her to slap his face. I was surprised when she didn't and I was shocked when she said, "Oh no you don't buster, not for a measly hundred bucks."
"Oh? Does that mean I can if I've got enough money?"
"That was just a figure of speech. I'm not a prostitute."
"No, tonight you are a stripper and strippers have been known to go out to the parking lot with some of their better customers."
"Oh yeah? And what do these strippers get out of it?"
"Anywhere from three to five hundred."
Juanita clearly believed that Keith didn't have that kind of money so she said, "Well, I'm awful selective when it comes to letting some one use my pussy. In fact, I'm so selective that so far only drunken stupid over there has gotten it. I couldn't see letting it go for less that eight hundred bucks."
Keith called her bluff. He hauled out a bankroll that could have choked a horse, counted out the money and handed it to her. She looked at the money in her hand, down at the cock that Keith was stroking and then over at me. She looked back at Keith's stiff cock, over at me one more time and then said, "Okay, let's do it."
She sat down on the couch, spread her legs and planted her high heels on the floor and pushed up her pelvis.
"Come on baby, give it to me."
"Here?"
"Yes, here. You hit on me in front of him; you paid for me to strip for you in front of him and you shoved your cock into me in front of him while I was giving you a lap dance in front of him so you can fuck me in front of him."
"Can't we please go to the bedroom?"
"You won't fuck me in front of him?"
"I could, but I might be too nervous to be at my best."
"Nervous? Why would you be nervous? You weren't nervous when you shoved your cock into me in front of him."
"Well maybe nervous is the wrong word. What it is is that I'll be constantly looking over at him and wondering just what it is that he is seeing and if he is understanding it. It would be a distraction and I don't want to be distracted from giving you my very best."
"You want to fuck me in private is what you are saying."
"Yes. I want us to be alone."
"Okay, privacy is two hundred more."
"You can't be serious."
"Hey sweetie, you're the one that started the fifty bucks for this, fifty bucks for that bullshit. You want it you get to pay the price. If you don't I'll give you back your eight hundred and you can leave."
"All right, all right, another two" and he stopped stroking his cock, got out his roll and gave Wanda some more bills. She got up from the couch took another look at me and then led him away.
Juanita didn't close the bedroom door and even though I didn't see it I got to hear it. She screamed, she cried, she begged and she pleaded for him to fuck her harder, faster, deeper and again. I don't know how long it went on, but daylight was pouring through the living room windows when the noise stopped and Juanita and Keith came walking into the living room. They glanced at me and Keith said, "Think he knows?"
"I hope not. He drinks too much and he is a major disappointment to me at times - like last night - but I do love him."
"Well, be that as it may, think about what I said, okay?"
"Okay."
They engaged in a lingering kiss and then Keith left. Juanita came over and looked down at me.
"I know that I keep telling you that you drink too much Burt, and you do, but believe it or not I want you to get shit faced tonight at John's party. Keith wants me to do a strip tease for John and some of your co-workers and then give them lap dances. I'm thinking of doing it baby, even though it probably means that I'll end up fucking all of them. But to do it I need you to get just as falling down drunk as you are right now so I can hide it from you. Did you hear me Burt?"
She bent down and raised one of my eyelids, looked closely at me and then shrugged, "No, I guess not. You are really out of it. I could have kept Keith in there for another couple of fucks and still have been safe. Well, I need to go douche and get ready to go and get my hair done" and she walked away leaving me sitting in the easy chair and watching the cum running down the inside of her leg.
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I know that everybody wondered why one entire wall of my office was a mirror. I know there were people who proposed all sorts of silly reasons, chief among them the idea that I was so full of myself that I loved to sit at my desk and admire myself. But no one had ever guessed the real reason. Oh if they could only see me now.
When Melody came to work for me as a secretary and receptionist she was just a young newly married woman who looked fresh and wholesome and had pretty much the look of the 'girl next door' about her. A pretty girl, but not one that a lecher like me would lust after. All that changed about seven months after she started working for me. Melody got pregnant and her pregnancy transformed her. Suddenly she had a glow, an aura about her that screamed out at you, "Look at me, see how sexy I look and please come and fuck me." That look was driving me wild. Every time she came in my office I wanted to bend her over my desk and fuck her.
Unfortunately Melody was only recently married, was crazy in love with her husband and I couldn't see anyway of seducing her at that time. Maybe in a few years when the blush had faded from the rose I'd have a chance, but then she probably wouldn't be pregnant and wouldn't have that 'glow' that was making me lust after her.
++++++++++++++++
Have you ever noticed how the asshole always seems to win, always seems to have things go his way? How nice people always seem to get it broken off in their ass? Well, I'm an asshole and I wanted Melody so it should come as no surprise to students of the human condition that I got her. It was a spur of the moment thing. I didn't set out to make it happen, but I was a big enough asshole to take advantage of the situation when it presented itself.
As my secretary I took Melody with me when I attended meetings and she took notes and recorded the meeting in shorthand. A tape recorder would have done the job just as well, but I had noticed that a tape recorder tended to make people nervous while my secretary was treated as just another person in the room. Since my meetings were always about business and I was usually looking to gain some advantage from (or over) the person or persons I was meeting with nervous was the last thing I wanted.
It was on a rare out of town meeting that opportunity knocked. Melody and I had flown into Denver and had checked in at the hotel. We would spend the night and then hold all day meetings the next day. The meetings would end too late to fly out so we would spend one more night there and fly home the next morning. I had arranged for adjacent rooms with connecting doors, not in expectation of anything, but strictly for convenience.
After checking in I took Melody to dinner in the hotel restaurant. I asked her if she would like some wine with the meal and she said she would love some:
"But as much as I like it I don't handle alcohol well."
My ears perked up at that snippet of information and I said, "It doesn't matter tonight. You don't need to drive home, all you have to do is be able to make it to the elevator."
"That's true. All right, yes, I would like wine with dinner."
I ordered a bottle of Merlot and during the meal I kept topping off her glass while pretending to sip at mine. After dinner I talked her into going into the lounge and listening to the live band. As we talked I found out that her favorite drink was margaritas so I ordered her one. When it was finished I got her another and then I made sure that she had a full glass in front of her all the time.
The more Melody drank, the more talkative she became and I found out all sorts of what would prove to be useful information. Apparently her hubby wasn't at all like me and her sexy little round belly turned him off. She hadn't had any loving since her fourth month and she was pissed at him for leaving her sexually frustrated. I asked her if it was just a case of him being afraid that having sex would somehow hurt the baby.
"I never thought of that. Maybe that is the reason."
"If it is there are other ways to enjoy sex."
"Like what?"
"Well there is oral sex and anal sex and neither one of those would hurt the baby."
"No help there I'm afraid. Don thinks both of those are perverted and disgusting. He says only homosexuals do those things."
I fed her a couple of more margaritas and the talked her out onto the dance floor. I held myself away from her because I didn't want her feeling my erection. I didn't plan on doing anything with her that night except for softening her up for our last night. I almost had to carry her up to her room. She was pretty well out of it when I laid her down on her bed and took her dress, high heels and nylons off of her and tucked her under the covers. As I went to my room I was already thinking of how good my cock was going to feel in her the next night.
++++++++++++++++
At breakfast the next day I expected Melody to comment on waking up with most of her clothes off, but she didn't say a word. The day's meeting was a long drawn out affair and it was almost seven when Roy suggested that we continue over dinner. I really didn't want to because it would interfere with my plans for Melody, but I needed Roy's business so I agreed and off we went.
There were six of us sitting at the table: Roy, his vice president of sales, his vice president of engineering, his production manager, Melody and me. Roy ordered wine with the meal and as I was sitting next to Melody I kept her glass full. We concluded the meal and our business at the same time and Roy suggested we go into the lounge for drinks. Once there I made sure that there was always a full margarita in front of Melody. The band was good and everyone asked Melody for a dance and when she came back to the table she has worked up a thirst and I kept the margaritas coming. After about an hour an a half Roy pulled me off to the side:
"Are you doing what I think you are?"
"What is it that you think I'm doing?"
"Getting your secretary blitzed so you can take her upstairs and fuck her."
"I didn't realize it was that obvious. I hope she doesn't pick up on it."
"I want in. To me there is nothing sexier than a pregnant woman. Think she will pull a train?"
"If I get her drunk enough, why?"
"I know my boys would like a taste of her also."
I hadn't planned on sharing, but the asshole in me saw an opportunity. "Any of you happen to have a video camera in your car?"
"I don't know, but I can find out. If not we are only three blocks from a Best Buy that is open until ten. Why?"
I wasn't about to tell him the real reason so I said, "When we start on her two things can happen. She either gets into it or she doesn't. If we tape it and she gets into it she won't be able to run to the cops or her husband and cry rape. If she doesn't get into it we destroy the tape and lie. It will be five saying she wanted it against one saying no she didn't, but I'm betting that after an initial show of reluctance she will become an active participant."
"Okay, let's do it."
++++++++++++++++
Hal, the production manager, did have a video camera in his car, but we had to send him to Best Buy to get some tapes. I gave Roy the key to my room and told him to take the guys up and wait there.
"Unlock the connecting door on my side and when I get up there I'll open the door on her side just a crack so you can shoot video. Then wait for my signal to come in the room."
They left and Melody and I stayed for one more drink and one more dance. I had to help her out of her chair and pretty near carry her to her room. I got her inside and sat her down in a chair while I turned down the bed. I crossed over to the connecting door, unlocked it and opened it a crack and then I went back to Melody, stood her up and started undressing her. She made a feeble attempt at pushing my hands away and I said:
"Stop that Melody. You can't sleep in your clothes. I'll strip you down to your underwear and you can go to bed."
"You shouldn't see me in my underwear" she mumbled.
"I've already seen you in your underwear Melody. Who do you think put you to bed last night. I undressed you last night and nothing bad happened to you, did it? Besides, I'll bet you wear bikinis smaller than your bra and panties."
She was drunk and slurring her words and, "It's not right" came out," snotsight" but I knew what she was saying. "No Melody, what wouldn't be right would be for me to let you get in this condition and not take care of you."
I could see the confusion as she balanced what I'd just told her against what something in the back of her mind was trying to tell her and she stopped trying to push my hands away while she thought about it. I had her dress off before she said, "imwoodenikeit' which I translated as "Tim wouldn't like it."
"Then we just won't tell him Melody, it will be our little secret."
Dress off, I picked her up and set her down on the bed. The sudden movement caused her head to spin a bit and I used those seconds to unhook her bra. Her head cleared as I pushed her down on her back and her hands flew up to cover her tits and while that was happening I hooked my fingers in the waist band of her panties and in one quick motion I had them down to her ankles. By the time that registered and she tried moving her legs to stop me I had her panties off of her and in my hand and I was looking down at her.
It was a startling sight.
She was naked except for thigh highs and high heels and she looked so innocent and so sexy at the same time. Her swelling belly caused me to swell and I just hoped that my plan was going to work. She was looking up at me with a 'deer caught in the headlights' look while one hand tried to cover her tits and the other tried to hide her pussy. I took hold of the hand covering her pussy and pulled it away and looked down at the object of my lust.
"Swuturudoon," which I knew meant, "What are you doing?" and I said, "I'm trying to see what is wrong with it."
"Srong?"
"There must be something wrong with it if your husband won't eat it."
"Srong?"
"Yes, wrong. There must be something wrong with your pussy if your husband won't go down on you. You did say he won't suck your pussy, didn't you?"
She shook her head yes.
"You want him to don't you?"
Again she shook her head yes.
"Let me get a good look at it, maybe I can tell what's wrong. If we can figure out what is wrong maybe we can get it fixed. If it's fixed he will go down on you. Let me look."
Melody just lay there looking confused. "Come on Melody, let me look. We can't fix it if we don't know what's wrong."
Still no response so I took hold of her ankles and spread her legs wide. She didn't try to fight me and I hoped that the video camera was getting it all. I laid down on the bed between her spread legs with my face only inches from her pussy and said:
"I don't see anything obvious Melody, pull your lips apart so I can get a better look."
She hesitated, but then she reached down and pulled the folds apart. I looked up over her sexy little round belly and scrumptious tits and saw that she had her eyes closed. I smiled to myself as I said:
"I think I see the problem Melody. Tell me, does this hurt, or does it feel good?" and I licked her clit. Her body gave a little jerk, but she said nothing so I licked it again. "Hurt, or feel good?"
"It doesn't hurt."
I licked it two more times, "It doesn't hurt, but does it feel good?"
"Kinda."
"How about this," I said and I started sucking on it. She pushed her pussy up at my face, but I didn't know if it was an involuntary reflex or a voluntary action. I kept sucking on her clit util she started to moan. I took my mouth off her just long enough to say, "Tell me when it starts to hurt" and I went back to licking and sucking her pussy. She moaned and pushed her box up at my mouth and I kept licking and sucking as my hand went under me and pulled my zipper down. I worked my hard cock out and then I started working a finger into her pussy. Her moans got louder and longer so I added another finger and slowly finger fucked her as I sucked on her little 'man in the boat'. She was getting wetter and I had three fingers in her when I said:
"I see what's wrong Melody, should I fix it? Should I make it so Tim will want to suck your pussy?"
"Yesss" she hissed and pushed her cunt even harder up into my face. Her eyes were still closed and her hands were covering her tits when I moved up.
"Okay Melody, I'm going to fix it now" and I slid my cock into her wet pussy. Her eyes shot open and she looked confused as I said:
"I found out what was wrong Melody, it just doesn't get used enough, but we will fix that tonight."
Even though she was wet she was still tight and it took me nearly a dozen strokes to get all the way in. "See how long it took me to get in Melody? Your pussy just doesn't get used often enough and a pussy that isn't used enough doesn't look good. That's why Tim won't eat you. He sees your pussy and it doesn't look good and he doesn't realize that it is his own fault for not taking proper care of it. Your pussy just doesn't get enough cock Melody."
Her head was rolling from side to side as she moaned:
"Srong, not Tim, srong."
"That's right sweetie, I'm not Tim, but by the time I get done with you you won't give a shit."
I started fucking her and after about a minute her legs stopped thrashing and her hands stopped pushing at my chest. Another minute and the moans got louder and her legs came up around my waist. I smiled as her arms went around my neck and I lowered my head and kissed her. My tongue found hers and hers started wrestling with mine and I knew from that moment on she was mine. She didn't know it yet, she wouldn't want it and she would fight it, but she was mine.
I used one hand to wave and out of the corner of my eye I saw the others file into the room. They were all naked and I made a motion and pointed behind me and Roy got the message and moved up behind me to take my place when I pulled out. I took Melody's ankles in my hands and pusher her legs out into a wide 'vee' and then fucked her as hard as I was able. Her eyes were closed and she didn't see Dave come up and take her right ankle and Sam come over and take the other. I fucked as hard and fast as I could and I felt the rush as I blew my load into Melody's sexy body.
I didn't wait for my cock to go soft, I just pulled out and got out of the way and Roy took my place. Melody didn't seem to notice that a change had been made and I saw her push her pussy up at Roy.
It was time to let the little about to become a slut in on the program. I motioned for Herb to take her mouth and he nodded and got on the bed. He moved to her head, took it in both hands and pushed his cock at her lips. Her eyes shot open and she opened her mouth to say something and Herb slipped his cock in. After that it was one after the other as Melody moaned and screamed out as one orgasm after another shook her little pregnant body. Once everyone had gotten off once Melody was positioned on her hands and knees and everyone went for seconds. Roy lay down on the bed with his cock in Melody's face and she stared at it for a second or two and then she lowered her head, swallowed his cock and then started sucking him off.
The camera was never turned off and someone always had it pointed at the action. After everyone had gotten their seconds and some were lining up for thirds I moved in behind her and slid my cock into her slushy hole to get it wet. I told Dave that he might want to take his cock out of her mouth rather than risk having it bit off and as he pulled out of her mouth I lined my cock up with her anal rosebud and slowly started working my way into her ass. She yelped, she moaned and groaned and she cried, but I kept slowly working my way in until I had all of my cock in her. Then I started slowly fucking her. The cries stopped, but the moans and groans continued and about two minutes into it Melody started pushing back at me. I nodded at Dave and he pressed his cock against Melody's lips and she opened her mouth to accept him.
After that everyone had to try her tight ass. Next Roy, Sam and Bob wanted to three hole her and after they did everyone else wanted to try. By two in the morning none of the guys could get it up any more so I took the tape out of the camera, gathered up all the others (they were only thirty minute tapes) and took them into my room. Every one dressed and left leaving just Melody and me. Melody was exhausted. She was still on her knees, had her head buried in a pillow and I saw that both her pussy and her ass were gaping holes. It was a good thing that her idiot husband wasn't fucking her because she was going to be very loose for a couple of days at the very least.
I rolled her over on her back, peeled her ruined nylons off of her, covered her up and then went around the room picking up the trash. I picked her high-heeled pumps up from where they had fallen when she kicked her feet and begged Roy to fuck her hard and deep and set them on the floor next to the bed. I took one last look at her snoring softly on the bed and then, leaving the connecting door open I went to my room and went to bed.
++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning I looked in on Melody and saw that she was still asleep. We had six hours before our flight left and we were only fifteen minutes from the airport. I figured we could spend three hours in bed and still have plenty of time to make our flight. I got in bed with her and snuggled up against her back. At the first touch of my skin meeting hers I became erect and I was positioned perfectly to slide my cock in her butt. I pushed it in and slowly started fucking her and after a minute she stirred and mumbled something and pushed her ass back at me. I slid my arms around her and cupped her tits in my hands and she moaned and said:
"Oh Tim honey, that feels so good. You told me you didn't like that."
Suddenly I felt her come fully awake as she remembered that she wasn't at home with Tim. She tried to pull away, but I held on tight and kept on fucking her ass.
"No," she cried, "We can't do this, it's not right. I'm married, this is wrong, so wrong."
"What's wrong Melody," I whispered, "Is that lame ass husband of yours not taking care of your sexual needs. But I'm going to change that Melody. I'm going to make sure that you never have to go without again."
"No, we can't. It just isn't right."
"Wrong Melody, we all ready are."
I picked up the speed and even as she was saying, "No, no, we can't" she was pushing her ass back at me. I smiled as I thought, "You are mine now Melody and like it or not you will be taking miles and miles of my cock from now on."
The "No we can't" changed to low moans which in turn changed to, "Oh god, oh god, oh god, I'm cumming, I'm cumming" and then a sharp cry and I felt her body tremble and then relax. Several hard stokes later I came in her ass and then held myself in her as she wiggled her butt against me. When I was completely soft I pulled out of her and got out of bed. She just lay there and without looking at me she said:
"Why did you do this to me?"
"Somebody had to and I chose me."
"But why did you do what you did last night?"
"I needed leverage. I videotaped what went on last night and now I have leverage. You do what I say from now on and your husband never sees the tape."
Her head jerked toward me and she cried, "Oh God, Oh my God" and she started crying. To be a world class asshole you can't allow yourself to be swayed by emotion. Melody laid there crying and every impulse I had was to take her in my arms and hold her, but I couldn't give in to that emotion. I reached down, took her wrist and pulled her up off the bed and then I walked her into the bathroom. I turned on the shower, got in and pulled her in with me. As I washed and soaped her body the predictable happened and my cock got hard. When the soaped rag in my hand reached her pussy Melody moaned and spread her legs to give me easier access. I turned her around, bent her at the waist and slid my cock in her pussy.



"Oh yessss," she moaned, "Fuck me, please fuck me, I need it, I need it bad."
After several minutes I came and my cock surprised me by not wanting to shrivel up. I pulled out of Melody and carried her, still dripping wet, to the bed and got between her legs. She didn't give me any, "No we can't" and I slid my cock in her, pulled her legs up on my shoulders and fucked her again. She was still squirming and moaning when I pulled out of her so I slid down and went to work on her pussy with my mouth.
I liked eating pussy and most of the women I had gone down on had liked how I did it, but none of them had ever reacted the way Melody did. The others would moan, run their fingers through my hair, lay back and relax and croon:
"That's it lover. Oh yes, like that, just like that. Don't stop lover, don't stop what you're doing."
Not Melody. Melody went wild! Her legs kicked and flailed. She humped her pussy up at my face and she didn't run her fingers through my hair - she grabbed hands full of it and tried to pull my head inside her cunt as she screamed - yes, screamed - at me to make her cum, to get her off. I managed to do it and not just once. She had one large orgasm and just as I thought she was settling down she had several more small ones that were so close together that they seemed almost like one continuous orgasm. As they tapered off I moved up and slid my fresh hard on into her pussy and she gave a low moan and her legs came up and gripped my waist and her arms went around me and I felt her nails dig into my back.
I was torn. I wanted to fuck her fast and furious, but there was a possibility that she might hear my deal and tell me to "fuck off and die" and this might be my last time with her and so I wanted it to last. I mean she could say:
"Go ahead and send the tape to my husband. He needs to see how much I want what he has been denying me."
Not that it was likely, but it could happen. In the end Melody made the decision for me. She was clawing at my back and screaming at me to fuck her harder and to get her off again.
"God damn it, fuck me! Don't tease me, fuck me hard, make me cum, do it damn you, do it. Make me cum!"
Who was I to argue with her? When it was over she just lay there staring up at the ceiling and then the tears started again.
"This is wrong" she sobbed, "This is just so wrong. How can I ever face Tim after what I have just done? This is just so wrong."
I could not show any weakness or emotion so I said, "It was right for me Melody, so get used to it. Now clean up and get dressed so we can get a bite to eat before we head for the airport."
++++++++++++++++
Breakfast was silent, as was the shuttle bus ride to the airport. On the plane the only words spoken were:
"We will go to the office from the airport and you can go home from there."
"Why? There isn't anything I need to do at the office."
"We have to talk and we need to do it in a private place."
"We have nothing to talk about."
"Yes we do. You need to have a full understanding of our new relationship and of what can happen if things don't go the way I want them to."
Melody turned her head away and didn't say another word for the rest of the flight.
++++++++++++++++
In the office I told Melody to take a seat and then I spelled it out for her:
"You won't like this, but please remember that it isn't totally one sided. Tim won't eat your pussy, but I did and you loved it. Tim won't have anal sex with you, I did and you loved it also. Tim won't make love to you now that you are pregnant, but I did and you seemed to enjoy the hell out of it. I have over two hours of video of you being gangbanged. It shows you eagerly sucking cocks, bouncing up and down on hard cocks, lying with your legs spread as you pushed your pussy up at every dick that came your way. It shows you screaming in pleasure because you had a hard cock in your ass.
"The deal is simple. You will have sex with me whenever I want or the tape goes to Tim. If you decide to quit your job to get away from me the tape goes to Tim. None of this should be a hard choice for you to make. You absolutely loved it and Tim won't give it to you, pregnant or otherwise. What Tim doesn't know won't hurt him."
"He'll find out. Cheaters always get caught. I'll get caught and then I'll lose him."
"No you won't get caught because none of the things that lead to getting caught will be in play here. There won't be any calls to your house that you will have to explain. There won't be any late nights coming home that you will have to account for. Since he won't make love to you he won't find your pussy overly wet or looser than he thinks it should be. Everything will happen right here at work during your regular workday. The only way Tim can find out is if you tell him. Are you going to do that?"
"God no! He would turn his back on me and throw me out of the house if he knew what I'd done."
"There you have it. I get what I want, you get what you need and Tim never knows. We all live happily ever after. The thing that will be the hardest for you to decide on is what you have to do to get the tape away from me so you can destroy it. After you have your baby and the doctor clears you to have sex again you will have my baby."
I saw her jaw drop in astonishment. "You can't possibly be serious?"
"I am. As long as I have the tape you will have sex with me whenever I want. If you want the tape back so you can stop having sex with me you will have to bear me a child. You do that and you will never have to have sex with me again. Of course I will never be able to acknowledge the child, but I'll see to it that you get enough in raises and bonus money that Tim won't be paying to raise my child. Also, an uncle who you will only vaguely remember will set up a trust fund for the child's education. To make it believable I'll also have to see to it that there is a trust for Tim's child. And to make sure that I get to see my child I'll set up and employee's on site day care center so you will be able to bring the children to work with you."
"You are mad, you are a stark raving lunatic if you think that I will do that!"
"I'll give you tonight to think on it. Just remember that all you will be doing is what last night and this morning showed that you love doing. Last night's group was just to get me the leverage I needed. I'll never have you do that again unless you tell me that you would like to do it again. You will be strictly my private stock, except for Tim of course, but we won't need to worry about him until your pregnancy is over. Think on it. If the answer is yes come to work in heels, a short skirt and with no panties and I'll start the day off by eating your pussy. If the answer is no I'll start the day by calling a messenger service so they can deliver a package to Tim."
++++++++++++++++
Melody wasn't the only one who spent the night thinking about the tapes. I spent a lot of time thinking of the possible outcomes. She could tell Tim, beg for forgiveness and he could come after me, either looking to kick my ass or maybe with a gun to shoot me. I wasn't really worried about the former; I liked my chances in a fight, but the latter? Not much fun trying to fight a gun.
They could go to the police, but I wasn't too worried about that. Roy said that they had started shooting the tape as soon as I had unlocked the connecting door and if I remembered correctly Melody hadn't made any noticeable effort to fight me off. The tapes would all show her as going along with the program. I was betting a lot on my reading of Melody. I was betting that she wouldn't take a chance on ruining her marriage over something that she found out that she liked, especially since she was unlikely to ever get it from her husband. But then again, being pregnant meant that there was a lot of hormonal nonsense going on and only God knew what that might cause her to do.
Would I send the tapes if Melody said no? Absolutely. A threat is meaningless if you don't follow through. If I had to send the tapes there was still a fifty-fifty chance that I could win. As I saw it Tim would either keep her or throw her out. If he tossed her out she would still need a job and the one she was good, paid well and had excellent health plan benefits which she would need for the baby. I was confident that once away from Tim I could land her. Hell, I'd be her sugar daddy and set her up in an apartment or maybe even move her in with me. As I nodded off to sleep my biggest worry was that she would say no and just not come back to work.
++++++++++++++++
A normal day at work for me was to get to the office around six in the morning, take care of the previous day's paperwork and any of the previous day's problems that had carried over. At nine Melody would come into the office, pick up my by then empty coffee cup, go fill it and then come back with pencil and pad in hand and wait for me to tell her what I needed her to do that day.
Nine came and went with no Melody. By ten after nine I accepted that Melody had decided to go the 'beg for forgiveness' route. I had lied to her when I said I would start the day with a call to a messenger service. Before I could do that I needed to transfer all the thirty-minute tapes to a six-hour tape and then make a copy to keep for myself. I'd do that when I got home that night.
I was on the phone to the newspaper to place a want ad for a secretary when Melody walked in to the office. She didn't look at me, just picked up my coffee cup and left to refill it. I did notice that she was wearing a pair of high heels and a short skirt. When she came back she set the coffee on my desk and then she stepped back. Looking me right in the eye she slowly raised her skirt to show me she had no panties on.
++++++++++++++++
Melody was on hands and knees as I slowly worked my cock deeper and deeper into her butt. I wanted to ram my cock into her fast and furious, but she was in her eighth month and I had to be gentle. I looked to my right and in the mirror that covered the entire wall I could see her huge swollen belly and her large milk laden tits hanging down. As I moved my cock back and forth in Melody's ass her body moved and her sexy belly and scrumptious tits gently swayed. It was a sight I never grew tired of.
Melody looked into the mirror and saw me watching her take my cock and she smiled at me. She had come a long way in the last two months. Now, like as not, she was the one who initiated the sex. Sometimes she was even waiting naked in my office when I got there and just last week she asked me if we could try a three or foursome when the doctor cleared her to have sex again.
The change in Melody was startling, but what really blew me away was what she had said to me not twenty minutes before as I started easing my cock into her ass. She'd had an ultra-sound done and she knew she was carrying a girl. She was sucking my cock and suddenly she stopped and looked up at me:
"When you make me pregnant make me a boy. My little girl will need a brother" and then she had giggled and said, "Or maybe two."
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Everything has to start somewhere and that includes becoming a slut. I was thirty-four years old and had only had one man in my life. I was a virgin when my husband carried me to our marriage bed and in the eleven years we had been married he was the only man to ever touch me and in the space of forty-eight hours he went from the only one to just one of many.
++++++++++++++++++++++
My name is Mihalea. I'm named after my maternal grandmother who immigrated to the United States from Russia in 1917. She and my grandfather saw what was coming and were smart enough to get out before the October Revolution. Early on some of my schoolmates had a hard time with Mihaela and they started calling me Mickey so I have gone through most of my life answering to Mickey.
I met Gary while I was still in college working on my degree in Finance. I needed a part time job and I saw an ad in the paper from a dentist who was looking for a part-time office assistant who could do bookkeeping. I thought about it decided to give it a try. I was studying to become a CPA and while I had a ways to go I was certainly knowledgeable enough on accounting practices to be able to do simple bookkeeping. I answered the ad and got the job and although I didn't know it at the time it would make a major change in my life.
It was four hours a day on Monday, Tuesday and Thursday and I was told I could vary my hours to fit my class schedule. Dr. Herme's practice grew so fast over the next year that he took in a partner. Even though I was a virgin, the first time I saw Gary my pussy started dripping. I don't know if you would want to call it love at first sight or lust at first sight, but the moment I saw him I wanted him. Fortunately -thank God- he seemed to feel the same way about me.
During his second week there he asked me out to dinner and that dinner date led to more dates and four months later he asked me to marry him. I said yes and three months later we were married. Ten months after that we were blessed with Jason and two years after that the twins, Terri and Toni, arrived on the scene. I never did become a CPA. I became a stay at home mom.
One night as I was dressing for a party I found that I had nothing to wear. Oh I had a closet full of clothes, but three kids had taken their toll and I couldn't fit into anything. I patched together an outfit for the evening and the very next day I joined a gym and got to work at getting myself back into shape. In a year I was able to put on clothes that I was wearing when Gary and I met and started dating and I promised myself that I was going to stay in that shape from then on. It was a decision that was to have some unforeseen consequences.
++++++++++++++++++++++
You don't go to school, get your degree in dentistry and then just spend the rest of your life staring down into mouths. There are constant advances in equipment, techniques, materials and the like. As a result Gary attended two or three conventions, conferences or symposiums every year to stay current and up to date.
Gary always asked me to go with him and I always said no. I didn't want to be away from Jason and the twins, but as they grew older my parents (my mom really) wanted to take them for the weekends and she would baby-sit at the drop of a hat. So, when Gary came home one day in May and told me that he was going to Ft. Lauderdale for a symposium I said:
"Great! I'll go with you on this one."
Gary got a real funny look on his face and I saw it and said, "What?"
"You never go with me."
"So? There is always a first time for everything. What's the matter Gary, don't you want me to go with you?"
"No, it's not that."
"Then what is it?"
"You never go so when Carl Akers told me he was setting up a three day deep sea fishing trip I told him to count me in."
"So?"
"Sweetie, you were sea sick five of the seven when we went on that cruise two years ago and that was on a large cruise ship on a basically calm sea."
"So you go fish and I'll lay on the beach and get a simply marvelous tan."
"You sure? You won't get pissed at me for going away and leaving you alone for three days?"
"I'm a big girl Gary, I can handle time alone."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Grandma was tickled to death to be able to have her 'babies' for a week, even though babies they certainly were not. Jason was ten and the twins were eight. We dropped them off at mom's and then caught our flight to Florida. The first two days were given over to the symposium and after dinner each night we went dancing. And then, since I rarely went more than two days without sex, we hurried back to our room so I could fuck Gary's brains out and get enough to hold me until he got back.
On the third day Gary kissed me goodbye, climbed on a boat and went out to do battle with groupers, flounders, minnows or whatever. I waved bye-bye from the dock and then went back to our room to change for the beach. I put on a bikini, grabbed a blanket and a towel and headed for the beach.
It was the tail end of Spring Break and there were still a lot of bikini clad young girls on the beach and as I looked at them I was glad once again for the time I spent in the gym. Even after three kids I looked good enough to give any one of them a good run for their money.
There was a lot of activity on the beach, but I managed to find a place to spread my blanket. My closest neighbors were a man and his wife sitting on beach chairs about six feet away. They looked to be in their late forties or early fifties. She was reading a book and he was looking out to sea with a pair of binoculars. I put my blanket down and got to work on my tan. I don't know how long it was after I lay down that the man got out of his chair and came over to me.
"I see that you are alone and you really need to get some lotion on your back. I can do it for you if you would like."
If he hadn't been there with his wife I would have thought for sure that it was a pick up line. I looked over at her, but she was buried in her book and not giving me any dirty looks so I said:
"Thank you. I would appreciate that."
I had untied my bikini top so I wouldn't have a tan line across my back when I wore one of my 'little black dresses' so he had an open back to work with. He started on my shoulders and worked his way down until her reached the bikini bottoms and then he said:
"I already have lotion all over my hands so I might as well do the backs of your legs while I'm at it."
A quick glance at his wife showed she wasn't concerned so I didn't say no and he moved his hands to my feet and started working his way up. The man had a 'touch'. His hands felt so good and relaxing that if I'd have been a cat I would have been purring. As his hands moved higher I had to resist the urge to spread my legs wider so he could do my inner thighs. He finished up and I thanked him and he went back to his chair. Not wanting to overdo it I got up after another half hour or so and went back up to the room. I showered, dressed and then went shopping.
That afternoon I was back on the beach and about half an hour after I laid down on my blanket the man walked up to me and asked me if I was ready for him to do my back again. I looked around and didn't see his wife, but it was a public beach and there were people all over the place so I felt safe and I told him I'd love it. He told me his name was Dan and he was from Cleveland and on vacation and I told him my name and the story of how I came to be in Lauderdale. He laughed and said:
"Your husband must be crazy to go off and leave you alone. A gorgeous lady like you, alone on this beach with all the college boys looking at and lusting after you. He'll be lucky if a couple of them don't scoop you up and run off with you."
"What? An old hag like me?"
"Don't kid yourself. The boys haven't taken their eyes off you since you have been out here. I think that the only reason they haven't made a move on you is that they saw me with you this morning and now and they think I'm your husband or boyfriend."
"So, besides being a spreader of lotions you are also my protector?"
"It would seem that way. I haven't misread things have I?"
"In what way?"
"Maybe you don't want to be protected from the studs."
He said it in a joking way and that is the way I took it and I said, "No, I don't need any young studs in my life right now."
By the time he finished with my legs I was feeling all warm, fuzzy and relaxed. He wiped off his hands and then asked:
"Since you are all alone would you like to join me for dinner tonight?"
Since watching TV alone in my room is all that I had to look forward to and figuring that I'd be okay with his wife there I said that I would like that. He told me to meet him in the hotel restaurant at seven and then he wandered off. I looked around and saw that he had been right about one thing - I was the center of attention for quite a few of the young studs and for some reason that thought made my pussy tingle.
++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to the dining room at five to seven I saw him sitting in a booth along the back wall. He was alone and when I slid in on the seat across from him I asked him where his wife was.
"Wife? I'm not married. Whatever gave you the idea that I was married?"
"I saw you sitting on the beach with a woman this morning."
"The woman on the chair next to me?"
I said yes and he said, "I've no idea who she is. She just happened to be sitting in a chair next to an empty one when I came out on the beach. I asked her if it was taken, she said no and so I sat down."
I had no real reason to be nervous, after all, he had been a gentleman both times I had seen him during the day, but somehow it just didn't seem right for me, a married woman, to be having dinner alone with another man. But I was already seated and even if I got up and moved away from him I still had to eat dinner so I stayed.
Dan ordered a carafe of red wine with dinner and we sat, ate and talked. He told me all about his life as a single guy in Cleveland and I filled him in on the trials and tribulations of bringing up three kids. When dinner was over he suggested that we go into the lounge to listen to the live band. I really wasn't ready to go back up to my room so I told him to order me a margarita and that I'd meet him there and then I headed for the ladies room, took my pee, refreshed my make up and went and joined him.
The band was pretty good and we got to talking about music. He was a big fan of Dixieland jazz and country/western and I liked modern pop and we were arguing about the relative merits of each when I began to feel funny. The room seemed to be spinning. My margarita glass was in my hand and I dropped it. Dan asked me what was the matter and I'm not even sure that I was coherent as I tried to explain it to him.
"Sounds like you are having an allergic reaction to something from dinner. We need to get you up to your room and call the hotel doctor."
I didn't protest when he helped me up and supported me as he took me from the lounge to the elevator. My memory faded as we left the lounge and I don't remember anything of the next couple of hours.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I have a vague recollection of male voices sayings things like, "That's it, fuck her ass" and "Cum in her mouth" and other things like that. Once I heard, "Damn, but she sure can fuck" and another time I heard, "How long have we got her for?"
None of it made any sense to me when I heard it. I remember hearing a familiar voice crying, "Fuck me, please fuck me, somebody please, somebody fuck me" and "Do it, do it to me, do it."
And then gradually, like I was coming out from under an anesthetic, I became more aware. Everything was foggy; my mouth had a dry cottony feel to it. Something was rubbing my lips and suddenly the dry mouth was wet and salty tasting and nothing was rubbing my lips anymore.
I heard moans and it was a minute or two before I realized they were coming from me. My body was on fire and I felt the tingle of a departing orgasm. The haze was clearing and I found myself looking down into the face of a man I had never seen before. His eyes were closed and he was moaning:
"Ride me honey, ride me. Make me cum honey, make me cum."
I tried to lift myself up, but I was being held down by something pushing at me from the back. I felt a hot, burning, but somewhat pleasurable sensation in my ass and I felt like I wanted to pass gas or go to the bathroom. Something moved in front of my face and I saw the head of a cock coming toward my mouth. Somewhere back in the recesses of my mind a faint voice was saying, "No, I don't want that," but my mouth opened of it's own accord and the cock slid over my tongue and I started sucking it.
My head was clearing and I finally realized that I had a cock in my ass and a cock in my pussy. I was pushing back at the man behind me while the man in my pussy was just pushing up hard into me and holding his cock there. My pushing back at the man in my ass was moving me on the cock in my pussy and the man under me was still moaning:
"Ride me, like that honey, just ride me."
I felt sudden wet warmth in my ass and then the full feeling went away and I farted. Someone laughed and said, "You packed her full of air Ed." Another voice said, "I'm next" and I felt something start to push it's way past my sphincter. I pushed my ass back at whoever was behind me and he said:
"Damn! She still is tight and she wants it."
I did! I did want it, but I didn't know why. Gary and I had never done anal. Gary! Where was Gary? I took my mouth off the cock I had been sucking and I looked around the room. I didn't see Gary. I saw seven naked men. I saw Dan pointing a video camera at me, but I didn't see Gary. Why was Gary letting these... and the thought was interrupted when the man whose cock I had been sucking grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my mouth back onto him.
I was buffeted back and forth between the three men and I felt the familiar warmth of an orgasm wash over me as the cock in my ass sawed back and forth. "Here it comes sweetie" the man behind me moaned as he rammed me hard and I felt the wetness of his spend.
"Who gets her next?" the man said as he pulled his cock out of my ass and the man under me said, "No, I can't hold off any longer, I have to get my rocks off" and he wrapped his arms around me and rolled me over onto my back. I had been sucking on the cock in my mouth and when I was rolled my mouth was pulled off the cock and there was a 'pop' sound. The man looked down at me and said:
"You want this, don't you?"
I did, but I didn't. My head was full of conflicting thoughts. Part of me wanted to say, "Get away from me, leave me alone," but another part was crying out, "Do it! Do it."
My body made the decision for me as my legs spread wide. The man grinned and said, "I thought so" as he slid his cock into me. I moaned, my legs came up and clamped on him, my nails dug into his ass as I pulled him into me even as I pushed myself up at him. He started slamming his cock into me and I moaned.
"Like it? Like my cock? You like dick, don't you?"
"Yes" I moaned, "Oh God yes. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
"Don't you worry your pretty little head about that sweetie. You have a lot more cock coming at you before this night is over."
"Just fuck me" I whined, "Just fuck me, please, just fuck me."
He slammed his cock into me hard several more times and then I felt his hands go under me and cup my ass cheeks and he shoved hard into me as he pulled me tight against him. I felt his hot fluid spash against my insides, but I was not ready. I was close, but I was not ready and as he tried to get up I tried to hold him, to pull him back into me.
"No" I moaned, "Not yet, not yet, I'm close, I'm close. Don't stop, please don't stop."
He pulled away from me and I whined, "No, please, no" and someone laughed and I felt another hard cock drive into me. And then another, and another and another as I lost all track of the cocks that probed my pussy, ass and mouth.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The sunlight was streaming in the window when I woke up. I shook my head as if to clear away the erotic dream I'd had. As I came fully awake my body was telling me that Gary must have really done a fine job on me the night before. My pussy was sore. My jaw ached. My ass felt like....my ass? Gary never did my a... and then I remembered that Gary wasn't there. What had happened? How had it happened? I remembered going to meet Dan for dinner, but what had happened after that? I sat up and swung my legs off the bed and put my feet on the floor and as I did that a voice said:
"Good morning Sunshine."
I looked and saw Dan sitting in the chair. I stared at him for several seconds before saying:
"What happened? What did you do to me?"
"I drugged you sweetie, and then I gave you to some of my friends and business associates. They were quite pleased with you. A couple of them would even like to see you again."
I stared at him for several more seconds and then I got up and padded into the bathroom. As I sat on the toilet random memories of the night came into my mind. One of them the image of Dan pointing a video camera at me. Oh shit! What did that mean? I walked back into the room and saw my clothes in a pile on the floor and I suddenly realized that I was naked and my arms and hands automatically went to cover my pussy and my breasts and Dan laughed.
"A little late for that Sunshine. I've already seen everything you have and I've seen you use it. Sit down. I've got something I want to show you."
I sat down on the bed and he picked the video camera up from the floor and came over and sat down next to me. He handed me the camera and told me to watch the little view screen. He pushed a button and there I was on my hands and knees being fucked by a man from behind. I was slamming my ass back at him and another man stepped in front of me and I leaned forward and clamped my lips on his cock. Dan took the camera back and said:
"I have four hours of footage like that Sunshine. You get to be the one who decides if anyone gets to watch your porn video. Call the cops, cry rape and everyone will see you begging for it. Say nothing, go on home with your husband and all it will ever be is a pleasurable memory. And it was pleasurable for you. I'll give you a copy of the tapes if you'd like so you can see for yourself."
"Why? Why did you do that to me?"
"Because you were a sexy woman, all alone, and I knew I could get away with it."
I knew he was right. I knew that I couldn't let anyone see that tape. Without another word I dressed and left Dan's room and went to mine.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I took a long, hot bath and then napped until noon. After a light lunch I took my blanket and a towel and went out to the beach. There was a difference that day. The previous day I hadn't paid much attention to what was going on around me, but that day I was aware of everything. I watched the mating dance between the young hard-bodied males and females enjoying Spring Break. I noticed the bulges in their Speedo swimming suits. Everywhere I looked I saw something sexual going on.
I noticed one young man looking at me and the bulge in his trunks looked huge. I wondered how big it really was and I wondered if it would fit in my mouth. He was looking at me, I was staring at his bulge and then the mood was broken when some sixteen or seventeen year old sexpot grabbed his arm and pulled him away.
I saw other bulges and had similar thoughts before I finally said, "Get a grip Mickey!" and I grabbed my blanket and towel and went back to my room. I was stressing and so I did what I normally did when I'm stressing - I went shopping.
Bad move.
Everywhere I went I saw overtones of sex. Young girls flaunting their bodies, hunky studs checking out anything female to see if it had bed potential. I saw them looking at me and I saw, or thought I did, the desire in their eyes. Several I saw I wondered about; what would they be like.



I was in a boutique looking at some bras and panties and one young man walking through stopped long enough to say:
"The black lace ones would look great on you," and then he was gone leaving me to look at his back with the image in my mind of me standing in front of him in those black lace panties and stroking his cock.
Even the most common place and minor things made me think of sex. I was walking past a gas station and saw a man take the filler hose from the pump. The metal filler tube had the same downward curvature as one of the cocks I had sucked last night and when the nozzle went into the car receptacle I remembered the same cock going into my pussy.
A man was straddling a motorcycle at a stoplight, motorcycle throbbing between his legs, and it made me think of the throbbing cocks from the night before. Everywhere I looked I saw something that pulled up an image from the night before.
And I could not - could not! - get rid of the image of me pushing back at the cock fucking me from behind and then leaning forward, actually stretching, to get at the cock in front of my face.
I headed back to the motel and took a cold shower. I ordered dinner from room service and sat down with a book, but I couldn't concentrate and I set it aside and turned on the TV. I jumped channels for half an hour before turning it off.
++++++++++++++++++++++
He answered the door on the third knock. He smiled when he saw it was me and I said:
"You said something this morning, something about a couple of your friends wanting to see me again?"
He opened the door wide, stepped aside and I walked in.
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It was, Fred Sawyer thought, an almost perfect day. George Goode, the District Attorney, had announced his retirement for health reasons and Fred, as senior assistant DA had been appointed interim DA to fill out the last six months of Goode's term of office. Several hours on the phone with some very influential people had secured his party's endorsement for the upcoming election and all Fred needed now was to get his name out in front of the public to establish name recognition and a reputation as a crime fighter. And, by the grace of God, he'd had that too. A key witness had come forward and his testimony put the final touch on Fred's six month long investigation on Carlo "Boom Boom" Mantelli. Mantelli, reputed to be the local crime boss, had his fingers in every illegal activity on the books, from the numbers racket to drugs, but that was all small stuff and even though Fred had all the evidence he needed to convict Mantelli of complicity in those crimes, Fred was going for the biggie - murder one. His witness could positively tie the noose around Mantelli's neck for the murder of Samuel Atkins, one of his associates who had turned on him and was going to go before the grand jury. Mantelli's nick name, "Boom Boom", was earned when he was a hit man for the mob and his signature was two shots to the back of the victims head - the same way Atkins had died - and Fred now had a witness who had seen the shooting. When he went in front of the grand jury with what he had Fred was assured of a month of headlines, and with a conviction on Mantelli Fred would be a shoe in for being the next DA. And after that? Who knows, maybe even governor.
The house was strangely silent when Fed arrived at home, but then he remembered that this was the night his sixteen-year-old daughter Sally was spending the night with one of her friends. His wife Mary probably still wasn't home from dropping Sally off. He grabbed a beer from the refrigerator and was headed for the family room when he heard the automatic garage door opener start to operate. Fred headed for the door to the attached garage to see if Mary needed any help bringing things in. He opened the door and looked out into the garage to see Mary sitting in her car. When she made no move to get out he became concerned and went out to her and opened the car door. Mary sat there, staring straight ahead at nothing, and crying. She looked a mess; hair matted with something and white blotches all over her face and neck. Fred helped her from the car and asked her what was wrong, but she pulled away from him and ran into the house. He followed her as she ran up the steps toward the upstairs bedroom and he walked into the room to find her ripping off her clothes. As she uncovered her body Fred saw more of the white blotches and when she was naked he saw that her normally dark blonde pubic hairs were a matted white mess. With a sinking feeling in his stomach he knew he was looking at a woman who had just been fucked, and from the visual evidence, more than once - a lot more.
Mary was still crying as she headed for the shower, but then she stopped and turned to him, "In my purse" she said as she pointed to it, and then she stepped into the shower and turned on the water.
Fred picked up her purse and found a manila envelope with his name on it. Inside there was videotape and a small white envelope with the words "Watch the tape before you read this" printed on it. He started to open the envelope, but then stopped himself; it might be important that he do the one before the other. He took the tape to his home office in the den and put it in the VCR. The screen lit up and he was looking at Mary coming toward her car from the supermarket. Just as she reached the door a van pulled up next to her and two masked men came out the side door of the van, grabbed Mary, and pulled her inside. The screen faded to black and then lit up again and Fred found that he was looking at the inside of a fairly large room with a single light bulb suspended from the ceiling and a large bare mattress lying on the floor. Nothing happened for a few moments and then a door at the far end of the room opened and several men wearing ski masks came in and started removing their clothes. Then two more men came in with a woman between them - it was Mary! She was blindfolded, gagged, and her hands were tied. Mary struggled as the two men started to undress her and two more men came over to help. Against four men Mary's struggles were hopeless, but still she fought them. Once she was naked she was pushed down on the mattress and two men held her shoulders pinned to the mattress while another two took her legs and pulled them apart. A fifth man, hard cock jutting out in front of him, knelt between Mary's legs and started to push his cock against the opening of her pussy. Mary twisted and turned trying to avoid the inevitable, but the man slowly drove himself inside her. The man started fucking Mary with slow strokes, as if he planned on making it last a long time. He took ten minutes before he started to fuck her harder and faster.
Fred had been so engrossed in what he was watching that he had not noticed a few things and now they were starting to register on him. There was no sound and Fred understood that to mean that there was no chance to get a voice print match from the tape. Next, he noticed that Mary had stopped struggling. She lay still as the man as the man pounded his cock into her and then Fed saw, almost imperceptibly, Mary's hips begin to move up toward the man fucking her. Suddenly, the man fucking her pulled out of her pussy, grabbed his cock and stroked it a few times and sprayed his cum all over Mary's tits. He moved out of the way and a second man moved between Mary's legs and as the second mans cock disappeared inside her it finally registered on Fred that all of the men were black. By the third man Mary's legs were no longer being held and she had her feet planted on the floor and she was pushing up at the cock that was driving down into her. Two more men fucked her and then her hands were untied. Soon Mary had her nails buried in the ass cheeks of the man fucking her and she was pulling him to her as hard as she could. Next her blindfold was removed. It was eerie Fred thought, to be sitting here watching all these men fuck my wife and to have it be so silent. As if on cue the audio came on, but it was only Mary's voice that could be heard, begging the man to fuck her harder.
It was obvious to Fred that this was being done with a specific purpose in mind, that it had been carefully planned. The men were under orders not to talk so only Mary could be heard; all of the men were pulling out of her and spilling their cum on her body so she wouldn't become pregnant, and there was no rough stuff that would leave bruises or marks of any kind. His attention was drawn back to the screen. Mary was on her elbows and knees with her head in the lap of one man, sucking his cock, while a second man was slowly working his cock into Mary's tight little ass. Mary loved being fucked anally and she sure wasn't protesting now.
The tape ran for two hours and twenty minutes and Fred watched as Mary was fucked in every conceivable position. At one time she had a man in her pussy, a man in her ass, a cock in her mouth, and she was stroking a fourth cock with her left hand. He watched as black cock after black cock spit cum on Mary's white body and while they may have been under orders not to cum inside her pussy several did cum in her mouth and Mary made a valiant attempt to swallow it all, and through the whole thing only Mary's voice could be heard, "Fuck me, fuck me" and "cum for me, cum for me baby." There were lots of "Oh god, oh god that fells good" and quite a few "Yes, yes, yes, oh god yes," but the one that turned Fred on the most, and yes, Fred was turned on -he'd had his cock out since the fifth man and had been stroking it - was what she said during the final few moments of the tape. She was alone on the mattress and her fingers were rapidly plunging in and out of her pussy and she was moaning, "Next, whose next? Somebody fuck me, please fuck me," and the tape went black.
"Pretty disgusting wasn't it," said a voice from behind him.
Fred turned to see Mary standing there. He looked at her for a moment and then said, "I guess it all depends on your point of view. I thought it was pretty damned erotic and I almost wish I had been there." He stood up and turned toward her and she saw his hard cock standing out. "You were asking 'whose next' and I believe that would be me."
He took her in his arms and pulled her down to the floor. Mary tried to push him away, "You can't want me after seeing that" she cried.
"After seeing that I want you more than ever," he said as his cock felt for her opening and began to slide inside.
She was so loose that he barely felt the sides of her pussy as he drove himself into her. God, he wondered, what would she feel like if they had all cum in her. Their love making was frenzied and Fred hoped that it would last a lot longer than it did, but he knew there would be many more times just as frenzied and mindless as this fuck had been - the tape would see to that.
It was only after they had relaxed in each other's arms that Fred remembered the white envelope. He opened it and read:
If nothing gets sent to the grand jury, this tape will never see the light of day.
It would be hard to get elected in this county if word got out that your wife
enjoys the attentions of blacks. There is also your daughter to consider. She
is very blonde, like your wife, and blondes do photograph well with blacks,
don't you think?
B.B.
Fred passed the note to Mary. She read it and asked, "What are you going to do?"
He thought for a minute before saying, "He's right you know. If that tape gets out I couldn't get appointed dogcatcher, let alone win an elective office. I could still go after him. I could get you and Sally to a safe place and then take him down, but the tape would come out and half the people in the county would shun you. Your reputation would be shot and so would Sally's - guilt by association. On the other hand, if I do what he says and drop the matter and then run for office and win, he will own me because he still has the tape. I honestly don't know what I'm going to do. I'm going to have to do a lot of hard thinking."
Mary reached out a hand and touched him, "I hate to add to your burden honey, but there is something else."
Fred looked at her and she said, "What happened today wasn't my fault and I fought it as best I could, but in the end I loved it and I want to do it again."
"What?" Fred asked, "Fuck black men?"
"No" Mary replied, "I don't care about the color, but I do want a lot of cocks. I'm sorry baby, but I'm afraid your little Mary is hooked on gangbangs."
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"I hate to add to your burden honey, but there is something else." Fred looked at her as she continued, "What happened today wasn't my fault and I fought it as best I could, but in the end I loved it and I want to do it again and again as often as I can."
"What?" Fred asked, "Fuck black men?"
"No" Mary replied, "I don't care about color, but I do want a lot of cocks. I'm sorry baby, but I'm afraid your little Mary is hooked on gangbangs."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
With those words Fred knew that his marriage had changed forever. Whether for better or worse he did not know, but he loved his wife and he was certain she loved him. He had just watched a two hour and twenty minute tape of Mary being fucked by an unknown number of black men and it had turned him on more that he had ever been turned on before in his life. He had almost wished he could have been there and been a part of it and now Mary had informed him that it was going to happen again and he knew he would not let her do it unless he could be there.
"How are you going to arrange it? Its not like you can go to the phone book and find a listing for Studs R Us."
"Well baby, the tape didn't show you everything," Mary said, "In the van on the way back to my car they all fucked me again and I asked them how we could go about doing it again. When they dropped me at my car one of them gave me a name and a phone number and told me if I really wanted to do it again to call that number and someone would get back to me."
Fred shook his head, "I don't think that would be a good idea. After all, those men were in the pay of a gangster and what hey did was rape you - even if you did end up loving it."
Mary thought for a moment and then said, "How about the guys you play poker with? I've seen the way they look at me and I'll bet they would jump at the chance to be able to fuck me."
"I'm sure they would" said Fred, "but could we trust them to keep quiet about it?"
Mary laughed at that, "Promise them they can have as much of me as they want if only they will keep quiet and they will."
Fred made a face and said, "Can we be sure of that?"
Mary chuckled, "Honey, believe me, I know the power that pussy has over a dick."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
But first, Fred had a job to do. He contacted a defense attorney that he knew and asked the man to set up a private meeting with Carlo Mantelli. The meeting took place in the back room of a restaurant in the section of town known as Little Italy. Fred wasted no time in putting his cards on the table.
"I've got all I need to put you away for half a dozen different crimes, including the murder of Sam Atkins, and this state has the death penalty for murder. You have a tape that I don't want to see become public, but I am a sworn officer of the law and I will do my job even if it means the end of my career and forces me and my family to relocate."
Mantelli started to say something, but Fred held up his hand, "Let me finish. I will bury the murder one charge and take you before the grand jury on the single charge of racketeering. It's a ten-year beef, but I won't ask for any particular sentence, I'll leave it strictly up to the judge. Even if you get the full ten you can still be out in five depending on whether you keep your nose clean while you are inside, but the odds are you'll get five to seven and be out in three. In exchange you send me all the tapes in existence and see to it that neither my family or I are ever bothered by you again. There is no statute of limitations on murder so if you ever try to get even with me, in anyway whatsoever, I'll drop it on you and ask for the death penalty."
He stood up, "I go in front of the grand jury on Friday so I'll need your answer no later than four o'clock tomorrow afternoon" and he walked out of the room.
He knew that if Mantelli took the deal he had just kissed his headlines goodbye and that would make his run for office a little more difficult, but at least his family would be safe. At one thirty the next afternoon he received a FedEx package and he opened it to find three videotapes. As he stuffed them in his brief case he gave a visible sigh of relief.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Fred got home he made sure that Sally wasn't around before going into the den and popping the tapes into the VCR. The first two were copies of the one that Mary had brought home with her. The third was of footage he hadn't seen. It picked up where the first tape had left off, with Mary finger fucking herself and asking who was going to be next. Fred watched for an hour as man after man answered her plea. The scene then switched to the interior of a van and again Fred watched, as his lovely wife was a brazen slut for strange men.
He had his cock in his hand and his was stroking himself when Mary came into the room. She stood at his shoulder and watched for a moment bore saying, "I didn't know they were still shooting in the van." She moved in front of Fred and knelt down, "Here, let me take care of that" she said as her mouth swallowed his hardness.
Fred lovingly stroked her hair as she sucked his cock. He was watching her bounce up and down on a large black cock buried in her ass as he erupted in her mouth. She swallowed every drop and then licked him clean before she said, "When can I do it again baby?"
Fred bent forward and took her face in his hands and kissed her, "When ever you want to my love."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"How are we going to do this baby?" Mary asked on Friday. The bi-weekly poker game was going to be at their house this week and if things went the way Fred thought they might, they would be playing at his house for some time to come, and not necessarily cards. He told her what he had in mind and she turned pale.
"You wouldn't dare!" she cried.
"Oh yes I would" he replied.
That night, when all six men were present he took them into the den and had them all sit down in front of the TV.
"Tonight" he said, "we are going to have a special presentation and I expect that you will all be glued to your seats, if not sitting on the edge of them" and with that he hit the play button on the VCR. The screen lit up with the picture of Mary being fucked by three men while jacking off a fourth. The tape ran for another twenty minutes and not one man took his eyes off the screen for an instant. At a pre-selected point Fred got up and quietly left the room, returning moments later with Mary. The picture on the screen was Mary fingering herself and asking "who's next? Somebody please fuck me. Who's next?"
A naked Mary stepped in front of the six men and said, "You heard the question gentlemen. Who's it going to be?"
It was six in the morning when the last of the six staggered out the front door. During the night Mary and the six men had duplicated every scene that was on the two tapes and a few that weren't.
During a lull in the proceedings Fred had made a speech. "Gentlemen, you have been chosen to join a very exclusive little club. The membership is limited to those who are in this room. In addition, you may each chose one man in whom you have the utmost faith and who you trust completely and invite them to join this group. Mary will be available for your enjoyment every Friday from now on and on certain special occasions that will be announced from time to time. Her availability will depend totally on your discretion. If word gets out about what is going on here, not just the person who blabbed, but all of you will be cut off. Are we in agreement?"
A chorus of "hell yes's" and "damned rights" followed.
Fred walked up the stairs and stopped in the bedroom door to look at Mary, spread out on the bed covered with sweat and cum. She met his eyes and her fingers went down to her pussy. She began to work them in and out and she said, "Next! Who's next?"
Fred walked toward the bed with a smile on his face, "I believe that would be me!" he said as his body covered hers and his hard cock slid into her sopping wet, cum filled pussy.
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"Joey, can I ask you what sounds like a silly question?"
"Sure, as long as you don't mind silly answers."
"No Joey, I mean the question is going to sound silly coming from me, but I really want to know the answer."
"Okay Aimee, shoot."
"Do all black men have really huge dicks?"
"Jesus Aimee, how in the hell should I know that?"
"Well, you did play sports in high school and college and you were in the Army for three years so I know you have been in a lot of shower rooms with other men."
"Yes, but I didn't spend my time in those shower rooms measuring cocks."
"But surely you must have noticed something?"
"Sorry baby, but checking out dicks just wasn't my thing. What's this all about anyway?"
"Judy says that black men have bigger dicks than white men."
"Well, there you have it. That slut would know if anyone would."
"She's not a slut Joey."
"She has had four husbands and everyone of them divorced her for infidelity. She has spread her legs for damned near every man we know and that behavior more than meets the definition of slut as I understand it."
"Joey, she is still my best friend so please don't talk about her like that when you are around me."
I wondered if Aimee would still talk like that if she knew how many times Judy had tried to get me between her legs.
A couple of days went by and one night at dinner Aimee asked, "Can I ask you for a really huge favor?"
"I suppose. What do you want?"
"The next time couple of times you go to the gym for your work out would you see if maybe you could get a look at a couple of black cocks for me?"
"Good God Aimee, what is it with you and cock size all of a sudden?"
"I just want to find out if Judy is right."
"Why?"
"Because I'm curious. You know me Joey, I'm a screaming liberal. I'm out there marching with a sign and protesting like hell anytime there is even a hint of racial injustice. I've always said that blacks, whites, Latinos, Asians or whatever are all the same except for the accident of skin color. Now Judy is telling me that I'm wrong, that there are major differences between the races, that all blacks have bigger cocks. I don't want to believe Judy. We all have to be the same regardless of skin color. I have to know Joey, and I can't go find out for myself. Please Joey, I'm not asking you to take a tape measure with you, just a quick glance and tell me what you see."
She worked on me all the way through dinner and into dessert and I finally broke down and told her I would see what I could. I didn't mean it of course, there was no way that I was going to try and scope out cock sizes in a shower room. But even though I wasn't going to snoop in the shower I was going to try and get an answer for her. One of my good friends at work is black and I offered to buy him lunch if he would answer a few stupid sounding personal questions for me. I told him what was going on with Aimee and asked him right out if it was true.
"I wish I had a dollar for every white woman who has asked that question, but the answer is no. If you randomly select five hundred white men and five hundred black men you would probably find the same statistical variance in each group. If there were ten very large cocks in the black group you would find nine, ten or eleven very large cocks in the white group. The same could be said for medium sized cocks and small cocks; the percentages would be damned near the same. Your wife's friend probably only sees large black cocks because that is what she goes looking for."
"How would she find just big ones?"
"She only has to find one on her own. There are more white women out there who want to experience a big black cock than you might believe and like anything in our free market society if there becomes a demand for something someone will find a way to supply that demand. If a white woman finds one black man with a larger than average cock you can be sure that he has made it his business to find others. For some reason black men are hard wired in the brain to want white women so the propensity among black men is to share the white women they get. I'm not talking gangbanging here. Joe meets Mary who is curious about black cock. Joe does Mary and then calls up Bill and tells him that he has a hot white chick who likes black cock and I'll turn her over to you if you have something to trade. Bill puts Joe in touch with Jill and it just goes on like that. Judy could very well have seen a dozen big dicked black studs if that is what she was looking for."
That night when I got home Aimee asked me if I had seen anything that she might be interested in knowing. I told her that I'd seen a few things, but that I was going to watch for a week or so to get a good sample. Over the next two weeks I went to the gym seven times and on the seventh day I came home I told her that statistically there was no difference between the black race and the white race, at least in the cock department. I told her I had seen three large black cocks and four white ones about the same size, eight black and eight white ones about the same size as mine, and two small black and three small white ones. I could see the relief on her face and I said, "Press on Liberal Lady; fight racial injustice secure in the knowledge that we are all just folks with different skin colors."
A couple of months went by and I began to notice some things. Aimee seemed to be quieter and she spent a lot of time seeming to look off into the distance. We didn't talk as much at the dinner table as we used to and a couple of times I came home from work to find her lying on our bed crying. When I asked what was wrong she would just say that she wasn't feeling well. Our sex life started to slack off. From five and six times a week to four and then two or three and then two weeks without any and always the same answer, "I'm just not feeling well Joey." Then one night I came home from work to find a note on the kitchen table:
"Joey, I love you, I really, really do, but I can't live with you any more. I'm sorry, Aimee
Frantic, I called her mother, her brother, her two sisters and anyone else I could think of to se if anyone knew where she might be, but no one knew a thing. Finally I thought of Judy. I called her and she said, "She's here Joey, but she doesn't want to talk to you."
"Why not?"
"She has her reasons. Not good ones as far as I'm concerned, but they seem to work for her."
"What the hell is going on Judy? She can't just walk out on me without a word, without telling me what is wrong. What the hell did I do?"
"You didn't do anything Joey. She did and it is killing her."
"Come on Judy, give - what the hell is going on?"
"Look Joey, I like you, I like you a lot. I think you are one of the nice guys, but I can't tell you a thing. You will have to get it from her. I will tell you this though, and don't you dare let her know you got it from me, but she plans on going to the house tomorrow to get some clothes while you are at work."
I called in sick the next morning, went out and moved my car around the block and then I went back into the house and waited. It was a long wait and I was starting to think that Judy had given me bad information when Aimee's car pulled into the drive. I moved to where she couldn't see me until she was well into the house and I could get between her and the door. Aimee came in the front door and went straight up the stairs and into our bedroom. I gave her a minute and then I followed her up. I went into the room, closed the door and then sat down on the floor with my back to it and waited to be noticed. Aimee backed out of the closet with an arm full of clothes and turned to drop them on the bed and then that's when she saw me. "What are you doing here?"
"I live here."
"That's not what I mean. You are supposed to be at work."
"I wasn't feeling good so I called in sick."
"Have you called the doctor?"
"It's not that kind of not feeling well. I got some news last night that kind of put me down in the dumps."
"Oh, I see," she said and she turned and dropped the clothes.
"What is going on here Aimee?"
"Please Joey, I don't want to talk about it."
"Unfortunately for you Aimee, I do, so you are going to have to whether you want to or not."
"Joey, will you just please leave. Don't make this any harder on either of us than it has to be."
"I'm not leaving Aimee, until I know what this is all about, and neither are you. There are only two ways out of this room, through the window or through the door, so unless you plan on jumping out of a second floor window the only way out is through the door and I'm not moving until you talk."
"Please Joey, I don't want to talk about it, it will only make things worse."
"Worse for who Aimee? How can it be any worse for me than it already is? The woman I love walks out on me without a word and I'm supposed to sit here with an over-active imagination to try and figure out why? I'm supposed to sit here, stare at the walls and think all kinds of things like maybe you left me for another man? You left me for another woman or you didn't leave me for anyone else, you just can't stand me any more? Then I could go way out there and imagine you over at Judy's taking part in orgies'" and when I said that I saw Aimee wince.
"That's it. I can see by your face, that's it. Judy finally corrupted you. That's why our sex life died; you are getting all you need over at Judy's. That's probably the real reason for your interest in the size of black cocks, right? You were trying to talk yourself into trying a couple and stupid me was your point man. Is it just one black man you are leaving me for, or is it a herd of them? Have you become as big a slut as Judy? Never mind, I don't really want to know the answer to that."
I got up from the floor and left the room. As I was heading down the stairs I heard Aimee call out, "Wait Joey, don't go" but I continued on down the stairs and left the house.
I got in my car and headed into work. I hadn't been there an hour when I got a phone call from Judy.
"You asshole! What did you do to her? She's over here bawling her eyes out and I can't get her to stop."
"Whoa up there lady. How did I get to be the bad guy here? I come home to find that she's left me. I was at the house when she got there and she wouldn't talk to me and so I left the house and came to work. That makes me an asshole?"
"Okay, so I'm sorry I called you an asshole. She wouldn't talk?"
"Not a word."
"It isn't my place to do this, but if she won't then I guess I'll have to. Buy me lunch at Anton's and I'll fill you in."
She was already there when I arrived and as I walked up to the table I thought, and not for the first time, about how sexy she looked. I suppose that might have had something to do with her being such a cock hungry slut. If you got hit on as often as she probably was it would be easy to get laid as often as you wanted. She had already ordered drinks and there was one sitting there waiting for me when I sat down. She pointed at it and said, "You need to hurry sweetie, I'm on my third and you might need to play catch up. A few drinks in you might make this go easier."
I took a sip of the drink and then set it down. "No games Judy, just tell me what the hell is going on."
"You haven't heard my terms yet sweetie. Do you want to know bad enough to take me home with you and give me a taste?"
"Yes, I want to know that bad, but no I won't. Is that what this little meeting is all about? You trying to get me in the sack?"
"No sweetie, but you can't blame a girl for trying. I've always wanted to see what it is that is so special about you that Aimee never shuts up about you."
"Maybe you can ask her now that she doesn't care any more."
"Don't even think that for a minute sweetie. Aimee loves you as much now as she ever did. She just can't face you. Your wife was bad sweetie, very, very bad, and now she has a guilty conscience. . She betrayed you and the thought of having to face you every day after what she did is tearing her apart. She has managed to convince herself that you would be better off with her not around."
"Just what is it that she did that was so bad?"
"She got laid sweetie, not just once, but several times and not by just one guy either."
"Aimee?"
"Yes sweetie, Aimee got herself fucked by seven different guys over a three day period and when it was over she hated herself for being so weak and abusing your trust and now she is beating herself up over it."
"You let that happen to her?"
"No sweetie, I just didn't stop it. Why should I have? I thought it was what she wanted. I thought that she had wanted it for a long time, but wasn't going to do it until you did it first."
"I'm sorry, but you lost me on that one."
"Sweetie, I'm a cock hungry slut and you know it. I'll fuck anyone who has a cock attached to him. I make no apology sweetie; I am what I am and what's more I love being what I am. Aimee is my best friend and I've known her a hell of a lot longer than you have. Do you really think that given how close I am to Aimee that I would try to hustle her husband behind her back? No way sweetie. Aimee pointed me at you and turned me loose."
"I don't believe you."
"Believe it or not sweetie it is still true. Did you know that your wife considers you a bit of a tight ass? One day I was asking her what was so great about being married to you and she said to me, her exact words sweetie, "Why don't you take him to bed and see for yourself. He could use a little loosening up." I said, "You wouldn't mind?" and she said, "Hell no girlfriend, it would only be sex and I know he loves me." That's when I started taking shots at you and I honestly thought that what she was really after was a chance to go out and play a little on the wild side, but she needed you to stray so she would have an excuse. It turns out I was wrong about that. She honestly felt that you needed to loosen up a bit and she wanted her best friend to do it rather than some stranger. So, when Aimee let loose I thought it was just because she got tired of waiting for you to go first so I didn't do anything to stop her."
"So just what exactly is it that she did?"
It had happened when I was out of town on a four-day business trip and it was just after I had given Aimee the cock size report. She and Judy had spent the day shopping and then they had stopped at a lounge for a few drinks and then they had gone back to Judy's and had several more. Then Judy had suggested that Aimee should be getting along home and Aimee had asked why Judy was in a hurry to get rid of her. Judy told her that Tyrone, her current boyfriend, would be there in about thirty minutes and she didn't think that Aimee wanted to be around when Judy rode his huge black cock. That led to a conversation on cock size and Aimee told Judy about my little survey. Judy told Aimee that I didn't know what I was talking about. More talk and a couple of more drinks and suddenly Tyrone was there and Judy drug him into the conversation. He of course said yes, all black men have larger cocks than white men. A couple of more drinks and then Judy said she would settle it once and for all and she made a few phone calls.
An hour later there were five black men at Judy's place and Judy had them all strip and stand in front of Aimee. The smallest cock in the bunch was nine inches and the biggest had been twelve and a quarter. Aimee sat on the couch looking from one to the other and shaking her head in amazement. Judy had grabbed Tyrone by the hand and had taken him into the bedroom and when they came out twenty minutes later it was just in time to see one man get off of Aimee and another one get on. Judy had no idea how Aimee had let it happen, but it was obvious that Aimee wasn't being forced. The men had picked Aimee up and had carried her into the bedroom and then she and Judy had spent the rest of the night being rotated among the men. The next morning Judy woke up to a crying Aimee, torn with guilt, upset over what had happened and at a loss as to how could ever face me again.
To cheer Aimee up Judy took her shopping again and again they stopped at a lounge for drinks only that time they stayed until closing and Judy had allowed them to get picked up by two black men. Judy's intention had been to drop Aimee off at our house and then take the two black men back to her place, but when they got to our house one of the guys asked if he could come in long enough to use the bathroom. They stuck around for a drink or two and then they all ended up in bed together. In the morning Aimee had said, "Well, I've fucked up my marriage and my life, but at least I was able to disprove a myth. Both those guys had cocks half the size of Joey's."
They had gone shopping again and that night had gone to Judy's place where Aimee had attempted to drown her sorrows with alcohol. Tyrone showed up and a little latter a couple of the other men from the first night had shown up and it turned into another group grope on the bed.
"The next morning Aimee went home and as far as I know she hasn't seen another man since. I do know that she was a big hit with the guys and they keep after me to bring her back. I know that several keep calling her and asking her to go out and that she always says no."
"So what do I do now?"
"Depends on what you want sweetie. Are you a big enough man and do you love her enough to forgive her or is this something that would always be between you and eat at you if you got back together?"
"I don't know the answer to that one Judy. I honestly don't know."
"Well sweetie, answering that question is the first step in deciding what you are going to do."
"What do you think I should do?"
"You are asking me that? The girl with four ex-husbands? That's a little like asking Attila The Hun for advice on setting up peace talks."
I suffered through a very bad three days. I talked to Judy every day to make sure that Aimee was okay and on the third day it occurred to me that I wouldn't be talking to Judy if I didn't care about Aimee. The next step was to admit to myself that I loved her and was miserable without her, but I was also honest enough with myself to admit that I did know the answer to Judy's question. What Aimee did would always be between us and it would always fester like a picked at sore. I spent another two days beating my head against the wall trying to figure out what to do. The only thing I could think of was shaky at best, but it was all I could come up with so I called Judy.
"What you thought Aimee wanted, do you think it would work in reverse?"
"What work in reverse?"
"You thought she wanted you to bed me so she would be free to play. Would our going to bed now have the same effect? You know, the old "You did and now I did and so we are even?"
"Oh no sweetie. It might work, but not with me. Six weeks ago I would have jumped at the chance and been in your bed in a heartbeat, but not now. Aimee is an emotional mess and I'm not going to risk my friendship with her on a maybe."
My only shot and it was shot down. Suddenly I knew what I had to do. It was a long shot and if it didn't work Aimee and I were history. I picked the phone back up and called Judy again.
"Remember how that first night happened?"
"Yes."
"I want you to take Aimee shopping again.
When Judy answered the door she said, "Are you sure that you want to do this?"
"I have to do it. If I walk away Aimee and I are toast. If I go through with it I at least have a fifty-fifty chance we can save things."
"On your head be it sweetie" and she stepped aside and let me in.
"Did it work?"
She led me to the bedroom, stepped aside and said, "See for yourself."
On the bed a very naked Aimee was on her hands and knees and being fucked by a black man while two other black men stood by the bed watching and waiting their turn.



"It took a lot more booze that I thought it would, but it worked. That's Tyrone in the saddle and the other two are Sam and Wendell. They all know what the score is, good luck."
On the bed Tyrone said, "Next up get ready, I'm almost there."
"That would be me," I said as I started shedding clothes.
Judy walked over to the other two and took them by the hand, "Come on. I'll do you guys in the living room and you can come back for some of her later."
Tyrone gave a grunt as he drove into Aimee and spilled his seed in her cunt and then he moved out of the way and I took his place. I pushed my cock into her as hard as I could and then I said, "First time I've ever gotten sloppy seconds from my wife."
She twisted her head and looked back at me and cried out, "No, you can't, you can't see me like this, oh God, not like this."
"Too late my little cock crazy slut. I'm already in and I'm not leaving until I've cum in your whorish cunt as many times as I can. If you can gangbang black men you can damned sure fuck your husband. At least he loves you for more than your pussy."
She kept crying, "No, no, no" and trying to get away from me, but I wasn't going to go anywhere until the night was over. Eventually the "No, no, no," turned into "I'm sorry, I'm sorry" and then the "I'm sorry"s turned into the sounds that I had grown used to hearing during our nine years of marriage - "Oh yes, oh yes, oh God yes." From then on until I fell asleep exhausted I took turns on my wife with the other three men.
When I woke up in the morning I heard Aimee and Judy whispering.
"You have to do it."
"I can't Aimee, you know I can't."
"Please Judy, do it for me please? Somebody has to do it or I'll never feel right. He showed me that he loves and will forgive me by what he did last night, but I still have to forgive myself. I've had others and he hasn't. Take care of that for me, please?"
"What should I do?"
"He loves to wake up to a blow job. When he gets hard climb on top and ride him and he'll take it from there. Keep him here all day and all night."
"What are you going to do?"
"Go home and get ready for his home-coming."
I heard footsteps leave the room and then a hot mouth captured me.
That was five years ago and as far as I know Aimee hasn't touched a cock other than mine since that night at Judy's although on occasion, when I've pissed her off, she mutters something about calling Tyrone. When she does I just say, "Tell him to bring Judy with him" and things seem to mellow out. Five years ago I wouldn't have given us a chance in hell of still being together, but we are and I think our marriage is stronger than it has ever been. Proof, at least to me, that love can find a way if you are willing to try.
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My wife and Tina have been as close as Siamese Twins since the first grade. They went everywhere together and did everything together all the way from grade school through college. They even lost their virginity together - Traci in the back seat and Tina in the front - on a double date at a drive-in movie. My wife's parents even looked upon Tina as a second daughter.
Tina did not like me from the moment I met and started dating Traci and she spent a considerable amount of effort and time to try and cause Traci and I to break up. Frankly, as close as the two of them where I was surprised that Tina wasn't successful, but I guess Traci's love for me was stronger than her friendship with Tina. I thought that once Tina saw that the wedding was going to take place she would accept things and mellow out, but she didn't and I almost called the wedding off. Tina was the Maid of Honor of course, but her attitude and behavior were such that I finally told Traci that I didn't want Tina to be a part of the wedding.
"In fact, I don't even want her there as an invited guest."
"But she has to be there, she's my oldest and dearest friend."
"Yes, and your oldest and dearest friend hates my guts and passes up no opportunity to let me and everyone else know it. I will not have her screwing up what is supposed to be one of the happiest days of our lives."
"I'll talk to her."
"Fine, but one more nasty crack out of her or if I hear she has bad mouthed me again to anyone else and the wedding is off. We can go to city hall and have a simple ceremony that not even she can fuck up, but I will not let that bitch destroy a wedding and a reception that are costing thousands."
Whatever Traci said to Tina did the trick at least as far as the verbal abuse was concerned, but I could tell from the look in Tina's eyes that she still hated me and hadn't given up on her dream of driving Traci and me apart.
Tina hadn't given up and Traci and I hadn't been married six months before rumors began to circulate among friends and relatives that I was cheating on Traci. As was meant to happen these rumors got back to Traci and she jumped my ass about it. How do you prove your innocence when attacked by a rumor? You can't! You have to have a name, a date, a time and place that you can use to disprove the lie; to be able to show that you were somewhere else, doing something else at the time you were supposed to be cheating. You can't do anything with "Rob is cheating on Traci." It didn't matter how much I denied it or how much I told Traci I loved her and wanted no one but her - the seed was planted and it would never go away.
A year after Traci and I married Tina met and married a nice guy and when he got a job transfer they moved away. The rumors stopped, but even so I knew that every time I went hunting, bowling, played golf or played cards with my buddies that I had better have plenty corroboration to prove where I'd been and what I'd done. Two years went by and the strain of Traci being constantly suspicious was starting to strain my relationship with Traci and I was damn close to throwing up my hands and bailing out. And then Tina came home. No one ever found out what happened between Tina and her husband, not even Traci, but she was back, she was divorced, and she was different.
I came home from work one day to find that Tina had come to visit. I did what I usually did when she was around - I went down to my basement workshop so I didn't have to be in the same room with her. About two hours later I heard the front door close and a couple of minutes later Traci came down the stairs and sat on the bottom step. She didn't say anything, just sat there and watched me turn a table leg on my wood lathe. After about five minutes I turned to her, "What's wrong?"
"Nothing."
"Then why are you just sitting there watching me?"
"I'm trying to find a way to tell you I'm sorry for being a suspicious bitch these last couple of years."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Tina just admitted to me that she was responsible for starting those rumors about you cheating on me. She was jealous of you and wanted to split us up. She wanted things to go back to the way they were before I met you - she wanted it to be just the two of us again. Baby, I'm so sorry that I didn't trust you and that I've been such a bitch. I'm surprised that you put up with it. You must really love me a lot to suffer what I put you through and not leave." Then she came off the step and ran into my arms, "Can you forgive me baby, can you please forgive me?"
The next morning over breakfast Traci handed me a piece of paper with a phone number on it.
"What's this?"
"That's Tina's telephone number. She wants to apologize to you in person. I told her you would call her and maybe meet her for lunch one day."
I tossed the paper on the table, "Not bloody fucking likely!"
"Please baby. She knows she was wrong and she wants to make amends. Would you please do it? Do it for me?"
Traci kept after me for a week and I finally called Tina. I met her for lunch and she seemed to be just what Traci told me to expect. She was contrite and apologetic and she asked me to forgive her.
"I know it was wrong, but Traci and I had been a team for years. I saw you as some one who was destroying the only real friendship I'd had in my life. And it didn't help that the two of you were so damn happy together and I couldn't find a guy worth spit. I know it looked like I had a lot of boyfriends, but all they were looking for was to get laid. I was jealous of the happiness that you and Traci had and I thought if I could break you up I could get my relationship with Traci back. I know that there isn't much I can do to make it up to you for all the grief I've caused, but I at least wanted you to know that I am sorry."
What could I say? I know what I wanted to say - "eat shit and die you fucking bitch!" - but I had to be able to go home and face Traci and tell her that I had accepted Tina's apology so I extended my hand across the table and Tina and I shook hands.
A year went by and it looked as if Tina was trying really hard to erase the image that I'd always had of her. It was a slow thing at first, a smile and a little wave when we saw each other in town, a birthday card and other little things. It progressed to a hug when she came over for dinner and a kiss on the cheek when she left. Over time the hugs got a little tighter and the kisses on the cheek lasted a little longer than a quick peck. Traci would smile and say, "You're good for her. She needs to know that there are really nice and decent guys in the world. It helps her realize that she will find one some day."
Tina was spending more and more time at our place and I gradually became the big brother whose shoulder she could cry on. Soon she was telling me all her troubles and asking me for advice and Traci smiled and said that she was so glad that her two favorite people were so close and that it was so nice that Tina could depend on me to help her. I was happy that Traci was happy, but I was becoming more and more uncomfortable and nervous about the situation. Traci had no idea of the effect that Tina was having on me and I'm not just talking about Tina's obvious beauty and sexiness. I'm talking about the effect that being made privy to all of her secrets was having on me. She would ask me what she was doing wrong and why couldn't she keep a guy and then she would throw in something like, "I even let him have my asshole." Once she said of a guy who had just dumped her, "He loved to have his cock sucked and God knows I'm better at that than most girls. Why can't I find a guy who will stay with me?"
I knew the answer to that question, but I couldn't tell her - Traci would kill me! In her quest to find a steady guy Tina was too desperate. Simply put, a date with Tina was a guaranteed piece of ass. First date and she would suck your cock, fuck you silly and then take it up the poop chute. While guys like pussy and usually fall all over themselves to get a willing steady piece nobody wanted to have a steady, serious relationship with the town whore.
"She needs to keep her legs closed and not be so available" I told Traci.
"You need to tell her that."
"Oh no. If she gets told you have to be the one to do that."
"I can't tell her that, she's my closest and dearest friend."
So Tina never got told and she kept on being everyone's punchboard.
Traci's sister had just had her third kid and Traci was over at her sister's house watching Marie's other two children. I had just stepped out of the shower and was putting on my bathrobe when the front doorbell rang. It was Tina. She was crying and she rushed into my arms, buried her head in my chest and sobbed. I led her over to the couch and held her until the crying stopped then she told me what had happened. She had gone out on a first date with a guy and everything seemed to going along fine. They ended up at his apartment and then had made love a couple of times. She was lying on the bed catching her breath when a voice said, "Hey Billy, what's this?" Tina looked up to see two guys standing just inside the door.
"Just tonight's whore."
"She any good?"
"Not bad. She gives great head, but her pussy isn't tight enough to suit me."
"Well I ain't all that particular" and the two men started to undress. The three of them had taken turns on her and then Billy had thrown her out of his apartment. She had to call a cab to get back to where she had left her car.
"What's wrong with me? Why do I attract those kinds of guys? Why do..." and her voice trailed off and I looked at her and saw that she was staring down. My cock had gotten hard and was sticking up out of my bathrobe. "Oh God" she moaned and she bent her head and swallowed the head of my cock. I should have pushed her away, I should have done a lot of things, but I didn't. It had happened so quickly that by the time it was time to do something it was too late. I don't know of a man alive who could have pulled himself away from that hot mouth. Tina had once mentioned to me that she gave better head than most and she hadn't been lying. She deep throated me, played with my balls and worked me to a fever pitch where the only thing that existed for me was her hot, wet mouth. When I was ready to cum I told her and expected her to pull her mouth off me like Traci always did, but Tina grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me to her and when I let loose she swallowed it all. She kept my cock in her mouth and worked on it with her tongue until my limp cock started to get hard again. While she had been sucking me she had been unzipping and unbuttoning her clothes and when she had me hard again she stood up and stepped out of them. She pushed me back on the couch and the she climbed on top of me.
I know that it doesn't sound manly to admit it, but Tina used me. From the time she first glimpsed my cock until she was done with me two hours later she just took what she wanted. She fucked me, sucked me hard and then fucked me again. She had me fuck her in the ass and then she took me into the bathroom, washed my dick, went to her knees on the bathroom floor and sucked me hard again. Then she stood up and bent to put her hands on the side of the tub and I took her from behind standing up. When she was done with me and started dressing she smiled at me, "You never had a chance baby. I always knew I could get you and I always knew that eventually I would be able to get even with you for what you did when you broke Traci and me up."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you have two choices now baby. From now on you either do what I tell you to do or I tell Traci about our little romp tonight."
"Won't work Toni. After the shit you pulled back when we were first married she won't believe you. She'll know that you are just still trying to break us up."
"Oh she will believe me baby. Look at your right inner thigh. That love bite I put there will last for days and when I tell her about it she'll damn well know where I had to be to see it, let alone do it."
"You bitch. You fucking bitch!"
"Yeah baby, and you never should have forgotten it. And don't think you can stall till the hickey goes away because I plan on giving you another one every time we are together. You know what that means baby? It means I call, you come. First time I call and you give me some excuse as to why you can't make it my next call is to Traci. That hickey is always going to be there baby, ready for Traci to look at."
She had me - I was fucked!
Traci was still at her sisters the next night when Tina came by.
"Ready to start your punishment for screwing up my relationship with Traci? I've been fucked by three guys in the last five hours. You get to clean me out baby. On your knees chump. Do a good job and I might let you fuck me. Don't do a good job and I'll fuck you with a phone call to Traci."
As distasteful as it was I knew she had me by the short hairs and I went down on her. I must have pleased her because later she did make me fuck her before she left. As she went out the door she said, "Nice job baby, I'll have more for you tomorrow." The next day Traci was home from her sisters so Tina called me at work and had me stop by her apartment on the way home.
"I don't have much for you today baby, but it should be enough to keep you happy. You are happy to be my cum slut, aren't you baby? Tell me you love sucking other men's cum out of my pussy baby. Come on, tell me."
I just looked at her with loathing on my face and she went over and picked up the phone, "Tell me baby, tell me how much you love sucking other men's cum out of me."
"I love sucking other men's cum out of you."
"You want a lot more, don't you?"
"Yes please. Get me a lot more."
"Oh I will baby, I most definitely will."
So began my sexual slavery under Tina. To be honest about it she was a great piece of ass and I really didn't mind eating her pussy after other guys had fucked her. It was the being "made" to do it that ground at me, that and the knowledge that I was cheating on Traci. That was the supreme irony - that I was cheating on Traci to keep Traci from finding out that I had cheated on her. The worst part of it was the verbal abuse; being called a cum slut, slut boy, cock sucker by proxy and other names. Tina took great pleasure in humiliating me and I was quick to realize that letting her think she had would make things easier on me. But even I had my limits.
One night Tina said, "I'm going to have a special treat for you tomorrow cum sucker. I'm going to let you get the cream right from the source. He has a nine inch cock bigger around than a beer can and you're going to love it."
I didn't even hesitate. I went over to the phone and dialed my home number. When Traci answered I said, "I'm over at Tina's honey, she has something she wants to tell you" and I held the phone out to Tina. Tina gave me a nasty look and then she came over and took the phone from me.
"Hi girlfriend. No. I'm okay now. I was a little rocky there for a while and I called Rob for some advice and he made me feel better. I just wanted to call and thank you for letting me lean on him from time to time. I love you to girlfriend."
She hung up the phone and looked at me. "You are such a wuss. You love having your cock sucked, how do you know you wouldn't like sucking one?"
That phone call was one of the worst mistakes of my life.
Two weeks later I showed up at Tina's apartment after being called at work and summoned. Tina was all smiles when she opened the door and let me in. "I have a real treat for you tonight my little cum slut. Five guys, four times each and the last load deposited less than fifteen minutes ago. There must be a gallon of stuff for you to slurp up." She led me into the bedroom and my heart almost stopped beating. Lying naked on the bed with her legs spread wide and a river of cum running out of her pussy was Traci.
She looked over at me, "Don't just stand there you cum licking bastard - get over here and clean me out."
I just stood there looking at her trying to comprehend what I was seeing and Traci said again, "Get over here you cum sucking freak or go home and pack."
The phone call to Traci had made her curious. She'd never gotten a call like that before from either Tina or me. A couple of days later she had asked Tina about it. Tina had never lied to Traci so she told her what had happened. She confessed to what she had done and that she had been blackmailing me ever since. She even told Traci how the phone call had come about. But even with Tina confessing all Trace still just had to get even. Tina had set her up with some of her boyfriends, five of them to be exact, and the five of them had fucked Traci from eleven that morning until just before I had arrived. I was given the choice - go down or get out. Given what I had all ready gone through to try to hang on to my marriage to Traci I didn't really have a choice. I did what I had to do.
Even though Tina had confessed that she was responsible, had set me up and then tricked me Traci still wouldn't cut me any slack. "You are a man, you are bigger than she is and you could have pushed her away. You could have run and locked yourself in the bathroom. You did not have to let it happen." Then she hit me with the zinger. "I'm mad Rob and I'm going to show you just how mad. If you want our marriage to continue you have a choice to make. Tina and I are going to go out a couple of times a week and I am going to fuck anybody who wants me and then Tina and I are going to come home and you are going to perform your cum sucking duties. If you don't want me doing that your other choice is to do for me what you wouldn't do for Tina - you can suck a cock while I watch. It's your choice."
For two weeks I sat at home and watched my wife dress for her night out and then I was Traci and Tina's cum slut when they came home. I love Traci, but I can't let her do this to me anymore and I will not do what it would take to stop it. This morning I cleaned out the checking and savings accounts and cancelled all the credit cards with both of our names on them or changed them to a Mister Only status. I'm almost finished packing now and when the two of them get here tonight all they are going to find is a note on the kitchen table.
"Tina tried to break us up when we were first married and you made my life a hell for several years. Then you found out Tina caused it to happen, but you forgave her. Now she has done it again and again you forgive her and make my life a living hell. When you can forgive her for everything and not be able to forgive me for anything it's obvious that you have never loved me at anywhere near the level I loved you. When that slut you call your friend can always mean more to you than I do there is no reason for me to stick around any longer. Tina won, she got her wish, the two of you are together again and you deserve each other."
I took one last look around to see if I missed anything that I wanted and then I arranged the lighting in the kitchen so that it spotlighted the note on the kitchen table with my wedding ring on top of it and then I left.
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She leafed through the photo album, stopping every once in a while to look up at me, and finally she put the book down and said, "I guess you are my husband."
I smiled and thought, "Yes I am Greta, much to your detriment."
Greta married me the week after I graduated from college and the honeymoon wasn't even into its third day before she started fucking around on me. She didn't know that I knew and quite frankly I didn't care that she was doing it. Her first (at least the first I knew about) had been one of the bellboys at the hotel. While we were there she also managed to get the afternoon manager and at least two of the room service waiters. I'm sure that there were more, but again I really didn't care. Greta gave me all I wanted and as long as she didn't fall for some asshole or bring me some nasty disease I was content.
In my own weird way I loved Greta, but her value to me went beyond the beautiful face, the superb body and nymphomanical nature - it was also her money. More specifically it was the money she would get when her parents died. They had something in the neighborhood of sixty-five million dollars that would go to their only child when they departed this vale of tears to go on to the great beyond. I could put up with a hell of a lot of infidelity for a share of that. The key to the treasure chest was to not know, at least so far as anyone else knew, that my bride was a round-heeled tramp. I had to be able to go to court and prove that my wife was unfaithful when the time came. If her parents lived another twenty years and everyone knew that I had known about Greta's behavior all that time it would look to the judge like I condoned it and that just would not do.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three years into our marriage Greta's mother passed away and I was truly sorry because I had really liked the old girl and I was pretty sure that she liked me. With her gone Greta's father, who had never cared for me, started putting pressure on Greta to dump me and find some one more suitable. He even went so far as to say he was going to change his will in such a way that if she was still married to me when he died she wouldn't get anything but a small allowance until she divorced me. Greta's mother had some money of her own and she had left Greta about four million so it looked like time to cut my loses and get out with less than I had hoped for - a lot less. And then the gods smiled on me and Greta was involved in an auto accident.
I got the call as I was having lunch with a client. I excused myself and rushed to the hospital. Greta had all ready been moved from the emergency room to intensive care by the time I got there and it was two hours later before the doctor came out and told me that Greta had suffered a head injury, was stable, but there was some concern.
"She is out of immediate danger, but we won't know much more until she wakes up and we can run some tests."
I sat next to her bed for the next nine hours and held her hand (okay, okay - I wanted her money, but I was still pretty fond of her) as we waited for her to recover. It was three in the morning when I felt her fingers squeeze my hand and I looked over to see her looking at me, "Who are you?"
The doctors said she had amnesia and that they had no way of knowing whether it was temporary or permanent. After three days I took her home to begin the chore of teaching her the things that she had forgotten and re-introducing her to the people she should know. We were driving up to the house when she pointed out the car window, "Who is that?"
I looked to where she was pointing and saw that it was Amos, the old black man that took care of the lawn and flower garden. The idea hit me like a ton of bricks. Greta's father was a racist asshole and he had passed on his dislike of the 'lower orders' to Greta. She wasn't near as bad as he was, but she was still bad enough. And she didn't remember it! A plan began to form in my mind.
It took a couple of weeks to set it up and during that time I worked with Greta to help her try to regain some of the knowledge that she had lost. I wasn't trying real hard to help her get her memory back because my plan needed her not to be aware of some things from her past. Finally everything was ready and I told Greta that we were going to have a Welcome Home Greta party for her.
"Who will be there?"
"Most of your friends from the swingers club?"
"What on earth is that?"
"Don't you remember last year when you said you were tired of having sex with only me and asked me to let you see other men?"
"No, I don't remember. Is that really something that I would do?"
"Three, sometimes four nights a week. I'm hoping that seeing some of your favorites will jog your memory. If we can just get you started remembering things maybe it will all come back to you."
"I don't know dear. Won't it be awkward with me not knowing who they are?"
"Maybe at first my sweet, but once you get started it won't matter one little bit."
I had the affair catered of course. There was cake, champagne and caviar and I made sure that Greta had a few glasses of the bubbly before the guest started arriving. I dressed her in a black, mid-thigh cocktail dress, high heels and a string of pearls and she looked good enough to fuck, but that of course was the whole idea.
The guests began to arrive and Greta whispered in my ear, "I don't recognize any of them."
Not really surprising of course since she had never seen any one of them before that night. I waited for her to comment on the fact that they were all black, but she never said a word. The men had all been hired from escort agencies, given a picture of Greta and told that she was a rich weirdo that liked to play sex games. Her current game was to pretend she had amnesia and that they were all former lovers who had been invited to the party to see if they couldn't help her get her memory back. She expected them to fuck her until she either regained her memory or passed out. Each had been paid a thousand dollars and promised another five hundred as long as all of them stayed in character. In addition I had hired two UCLA film students to record the affair. Once all the players were assembled I sat back and watched the show.
It started when one man walked up to her with a glass of champagne in his hand. She was sitting in a chair looking around the room and he said, "Hi babe, Chad tells me that you probably won't remember me, but maybe something that you and I liked to do when we were together will help jog your memory."
He took out his cock, stuck it in the champagne and then offered it to her mouth. Greta looked over at me and I smiled and nodded my head yes and she turned back to the young black, leaned forward and took him in her mouth. Within ten minutes the dress was gone leaving Greta in only her heels and pearls. Greta might have lost her memory, but her sexual desire was still intact and she went after that gaggle of black cocks like a shark in a feeding frenzy.
Cock after cock made its way into her in ones, two's and threes and Greta took charge and directed her supporting cast into some of the most exciting and erotic things I had ever seen and in some that I could never have imagined. Four seemed to be her favorite number and she spent a good deal of time with three cocks in her at once. The scene that will be burned into my memory forever was when she sat down on one cock taking it in her ass, leaned back so that her back was on the chest of the man who was in her while another man took her cunt. Once the two men had a rhythm going a third man moved in from the side and she sucked his cock.
Then they began to play games. On man bet her that she couldn't get two cocks in her mouth at once and Greta had laughed at him and then proved him wrong. Granted, they were not large cocks, and she could only get the cockheads by her lips, but technically she did do it. Then someone asked her if she could get two cocks in her pussy at once and she didn't even hesitate - a piece of cake. One rather confident black man bet her a thousand dollars that she couldn't get him off just using her feet. She kicked off her heels, made a 'come here' gesture and went to work. He worked for nothing that night, but some how I don't think he came out a loser on the deal.
I'd known from the beginning that Greta had cuckolded me, but outside of when she and I had sex I had never seen her in action. She was, in a word, magnificent! Her white body and swirling blond hair being tossed around in a sea of black was one of the most erotic things that I could imagine. I was going to miss her.
Inevitably the men began to run out of steam and one by one they dressed and left. Three of them (including the guy that got the foot job) gave me their cards and told me that if she wanted to play again they would be more than happy to come back at no charge. As the last man was preparing to go Greta was pulling at his sleeve, "Please, just one more time, please?"
He was game, but Greta just couldn't get him up again. I looked over at the caterers who were tearing down the buffet and I motioned the man in charge over, "The lady would like to show her appreciation to you and your crew."
He gave me a big smile and hurried over to his crew to give them the good news. I turned to my young film makers and said, "When they get through its your turn."
It was another two hours before Greta and I were alone. She was lying on the floor, sweat soaked and cum covered and I thought, strangely, that she had never looked more beautiful or desirable.
"Well my love, do you remember anything?"
"The only thing I remember is that the only cock I haven't enjoyed yet tonight is my husbands."
I had gotten sloppy seconds from Greta before, but never anything approaching this extent, but I was supposed to be the loving husband so I bravely undressed, "As you wish my love, as you wish."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up the next morning with Greta's lips wrapped around my cock. That was something new. Greta almost never said no to me when I wanted sex and she would fuck all night if I could, but she was not a morning person. Outside of the honeymoon she had never had sex with me in the morning - had pushed me away in fact - and yet here she was initiating it. I raised my head and looked down at her and saw her looking up at me. She took her mouth off me long enough to say, "Good morning my love" and then she went back to sucking my cock. When she was satisfied I was ready she straddled me, lined herself up with my cock and then slid down on me. She started rocking back and forth and then lifting and lowering herself as she worked herself up and then she rolled off me and onto her back, held her arms and legs open and cried, "Fuck me lover, fuck me hard." When it was over she released her grip on me and pulled me down for a long sensuous kiss and when she broke it she said, "You must love me a lot to let me do what I did last night. Thank you."
"For what."
"For being mine."
For the first time I began to feel like a shit.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Well, feelings aside, I knew that her memory might eventually return and that her father would probably succeed in his campaign to split us apart, so with the money as my goal I pressed on with my plan. I had instructed the film students to make the film look like something that a private detective would be likely to make on a surveillance and when they delivered the tape I found out that it was perfect. It showed Greta greeting her guests, champagne glass in hand and then becoming a wanton whore. The entire tape was as erotic as all get out, but there were several standout scenes: her foot job, the four-way with her leaning back on the chest of the black man in her ass and the crowning touch, her "come here" gesture to the catering crew.
The tape of course had been edited to make sure that no sign of me was in it and no one had filmed the two students so all you saw was Greta in a sea of black and then being fucked by the five Mexicans from the catering crew. It was just absolutely perfect and all that was left was to see a lawyer.
There is a mean streak in me that sometimes rears its ugly head. It is not something that happens because I am a mean person. It usually happens when some one fucks with me and since my personal motto has always been "Don't get mad, get even and then get ahead" I usually will find a way to retaliate. In Greta's case I was getting even for years of infidelity, but even then it was more business than retaliation - I was simply arranging for severance pay as it were. It was in this don't get mad, get even frame of mind that I appeared unannounced at her fathers office. I couldn't have wished for a better opening as he set the tone for the visit. In as sarcastic a tone of voice as he could muster he said, "And to what do I owe the great pleasure of seeing you today?"
"I am here to bring you joyous news beloved father in law. I have decided to grant you your fondest wish and remove my self from your life and that of your daughters."
"What's the catch?"
"No catch. I'm suing her for divorce on the grounds of adultery. Knowing that you would never believe that you could be so lucky I even brought you a copy of the tape that I'll be using in court. I'm sure that you realize that the social prominence of you and your daughter will generate great interest in the media so I have made several copies of the tape in case the Star and the National Inquirer might wish to carry the story. Who knows, maybe even Entertainment Tonight might want to carry a clip or two on TV."
I tossed him the tape and got up to leave. When I reached the door I turned to look at him, "In the movies this is where I'm supposed to say "nothing personal", but we both know that would be a lie, don't we?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was fifteen minutes later and I was on my way to see the divorce attorney when my cell phone rang. It was Greta's father, "All right, you son of a bitch, what do you want?" I hung up on him. It rang again and I answered and this time he was a little more civil. Not much, but enough that I didn't cut him off again. "What can I do to stop this?"
"Why would you want to do that? You have been after Greta for over a year now to divorce me."
"You know as well as I do that I can't allow that tape to become public."
"Sorry daddy dear, the die is cast. I'm meeting with my lawyers in about five minutes. If you don't want the tape to become public make sure that Greta gives in gracefully and then pray that neither one of you ever does something to piss me off."
"I'll make it worth more to you to stay married to her than you could possibly get out of a divorce."
That was something that I hadn't foreseen. My only reason for giving him a copy of the tape was so the racist bastard could have a heart attack when he watched his daughter being joyfully gangbanged by a herd of black men and Mexicans.
"That might be difficult. You have been after her for so long to get rid of me that she will probably get around to doing it eventually and I would much rather the divorce be on my terms than hers."
"I'll handle Greta if it becomes necessary."
When all the papers had been signed I was set for life. An irrevocable trust would pay me enough each year to keep me happy for the rest of my life and all I had to do in return was stay married to Greta, destroy all copies of the tape, agree that in the event Greta did decide to divorce me that I would not contest it, and finally I was never to let Greta know about the arrangement. Done and done!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night I got home to find Greta waiting for me in high heels and pearls and holding out a martini to me. "What's the occasion?"
"I've spent all day waiting for you to come home so that I can fuck your brains out and I thought that this might be the costume to get you interested."
I got a superb blow job and then Greta spent the next three hours reducing me to a quivering wreck. When she was done she looked down at me and said, "How long have you known?"
"Known what?"
"That I've been a whore?"
I figured that there was no reason to play dumb so I said, "I've known since you screwed the bellboy and the room service waiters on our honeymoon."
"And yet you've never said anything about it. Why?"
I'm nothing if not quick on my feet so I said, "It's called being in love and not wanting to lose you. A confrontation might have ended us so I decided to settle for what I could get and be happy that I got that much. How long have you had your memory back?"
"It started coming back during the second week I was home."
"Why didn't you tell anyone?"
"Because I was being a bitch. I wanted to see who might take advantage of my condition."
"So you knew that the party was bogus?"
"Yes I did."
"Why didn't you say something then?"
"Because you were doing it for me to help me get my memory back. That's when I realized that you knew what I had been doing all these years and that even though you knew you still loved me enough to try and help me."
It was all I could do to keep from laughing and looking down at the floor to see how deep the bullshit was getting. Instead I just shrugged and sat there looking at her.
"What I don't understand is why you had nothing but blacks there."
"The truth of the matter my love is that you have your father's racist attitudes and I was going for shock value (I said I was quick) and I thought if I had nothing but blacks it would force your racial bias to surface and that might be just the key to unlocking the rest of your memory."
"But why did you film it?"
"To have something of you when you left me."
"Leave you? Why in God's name would you ever think I'd leave you?"
"Your dad has been after you for over a year to dump me for someone more suitable. With all the running around you did on me I didn't figure that you cared enough about me not to eventually let him have his way."
She threw herself into my arms and started crying, "Oh baby, oh Jesus baby, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. I never realized that you didn't know how much I love you. I've had lovers, but only because I'm a fucking nymphomaniac and can't get enough sex, but I guess you saw that for yourself at the party. But you have my heart baby, honest to God, and as for my father - fuck him!"
I smiled an inner smile as I thought, "Oh I did my love, I most definitely did."
"I'm sorry baby, I need sex all the time and when you aren't around I just grab the first available cock and I'm never going to change. You've lived with it until now and loved me, can you still keep living with it?"
"You are mine and I never have to sweat losing you?"
"I promise baby. You are stuck with me until death do us part."
"You'll be discrete and never embarrass me, or rub my nose in it with my friends?"
"Never baby, I promise. I'll never do anything to hurt you."
"Okay, I guess I can handle it."
Greta was silent for a bit and then she said, "Can we do it again?"
"Do what again?"
"Can we have another party?"
"Well, a couple of guys did give me their cards and told me they would love to come back, but now that you have your memory back can you handle blacks?"
"You don't overcome attitudes overnight baby, but I can learn to like anybody who can do what they did to me at the party. Just one thing though, can you double the number?"
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It started out as a joke and then things kind of got out of hand. Not that I'm complaining mind you, because as far as I'm concerned it all worked out.
I had gone through a rough stretch, losing my job and my fianc‚e within two weeks of each other. I was down on life and I was down on women. I'd had a great job, one that I actually enjoyed getting up in the morning and going to. Everything was great right up to the morning I showed up for work, found the door locked and a notice taped to the window that said the IRS had seized the place for non payment of taxes. The owner of the company disappeared owing all of the employee's wages and it was three weeks before I could even get into the building to get my personal possessions. Even then I had to prove to the IRS that the stuff was mine and not the company's.
I took the second hit nine days later when Karen, my fianc‚e, told me during dinner at Mike's Chop House that she was going to postpone the wedding.
"I've decided that it just wouldn't be fair to you to marry you right now," was how she put it, "Maybe later, but not now."
Naturally I was a little upset what with the wedding being only two months away and I pressed for a reason and she had them. Four of them in fact.
"I love you Rob, I honestly do and I know that you love me, but I guess the truth of the matter is that I'm not ready to settle down. I keep meeting interesting guys and wanting to get to know them better. On nights you've worked late or been out of town I've dated."
When I pressed for a more detailed explanation I got much, much more than I wanted. Joe, a guy she worked with, kept trying to get her to go out with him. She finally did and she enjoyed herself and so she went out with him again. On the sixth date he managed to get her in bed.
"It was a disaster Rob. He wasn't anywhere as good as you and when it was over I never went out with him again.
But Joe was followed by Alan who was followed by Tom who was followed by Jim. She swore that none of them were any good in bed and that none of them made her feel like I did.
"The bottom line Rob is that I'm still curious and just yesterday this really cute guy asked me for a date and I said yes. We need to postpone the wedding until I get this curiousness out of my system."
I asked her the time frame during which she was climbing into all these beds and she told me that it had been in the last two months. While we were planning the wedding and the honeymoon she had been bed hopping. I thanked her for telling me and then said that postponing the wedding was not the way to go; we should just cancel the wedding altogether and then I got up from the table.
"Where are you going?"
"Away from you Karen. You are apparently a round heeled slut and I don't need one of those in my life - now or ever."
She was crying when I walked away from her and whether it was from the knowledge that I never wanted to see her again or that I stuck her with the check I would never know.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I started looking for another job. I was having lunch with my sister Cathy one day and she told me that they had openings where she worked.
"I thought that they had a policy of not hiring relatives of current employees."
"They do, but no one knows that you are my brother. My married name is different than yours so if you put down "no" in the section that asks if you have relatives working there they will never know."
"That's all fine and dandy Cathy, but we can't hide the fact that we are close."
"We don't have to hide it. If you get the job on your first day I'll act surprised as hell and then let everyone know that you are an ex lover that I had let get away, but that I had never gotten completely over. That should cover any affection that people might see. It will be fun. I have a reputation as a 'goody two-shoes' and it will set some of the women on their ear, especially the gossipy ones, when the married lady takes long lunches with her ex lover."
"A goody two shoes? You?"
"Yeah, me. I won't stop with the crew after work for drinks because the first time I did every guy in the office was trying to get me to go out to the parking lot with them and play the 'back seat bounce.' I don't care for that kind of stuff so I never stopped again."
"But as my ex lover you will stop if I stop, is that what you are saying?"
"Probably. We might even give the gossips some good stuff to work with."
"How's that?"
"Imagine if you and I were to go out to the parking lot and then came back in later."
"Oh Cathy, you are indeed evil."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did apply and I did get the job and things did pretty much go the way Cathy had outlined. We had lunch two or three times a week and we did stop about twice a week with the gang after work. There were at least half a dozen good looking women in the group and I had already picked one out, but when I mentioned it to Cathy she would have none of it.
"You're mine honey, at least until I've stood this group on their ear. After that you can spread as much pollen as you like, but not until I've had my fun."
The first night we stopped with the group she made sure she sat next to me at the table and when I made no move to get her out on the dance floor she grabbed my hand and drug me out there. After a couple of minutes she maneuvered so her back was too the table and she asked me if the group was watching. I looked over her shoulder and saw that most of them were.
"Kiss me" she said.
"What?"
"Kiss me. You are an ex lover who is still hot for me."
I went to kiss her on the cheek and she said, "Don't you dare! You're hot for me; make it look right."
You have any idea how weird it is to have your sister's tongue down your throat? To have her rubbing her body up against yours? How about when that rubbing gives you a woodie and your sister giggles and says:
"Wow, that gives a whole new meaning to "big brother."
When the music stopped she wouldn't let me go back to the table. "You need to get rid of that blush little brother and stop being so flustered before we go back. I'm a married woman who is still hot for an ex lover and you are supposed to be still hot for me, not embarrassed."
Cathy had me put some more money in the jukebox and we stayed out for three more songs before heading back to the table. I saw the ladies at the table eyeing the tent in my trousers and I was wishing like hell that one of them could take care of it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We repeated that scenario the next two times we stopped after work and Cathy always managed to make it look like she was chasing me. Once at work, in front of three girls, she pulled me into a supply closet and then she kissed me to smear lipstick on me for the girls to see when we came out.
Cathy was having a ball, but I was suffering big time. She might have been my big sister, but she was still a good looking sexy woman. Being my sister didn't make her tits any less real when she rubbed them against me. Being related to me didn't make the pussy she kept rubbing against my leg or erection a fake one. Oh yes, she was giving the gossips a field day, but she was sending me home with a severe case of blue balls.
It all came to a head one Friday night when we stopped after work for drinks with the crew. We were on the dance floor and Cathy was up tight against me rubbing her tits against my chest and her crotch against my leg (and erection) and she whispered in my ear:
"Tonight's the night little brother. When we finish this dance we will make the trip to the parking lot. By this time tomorrow my 'goody two-shoes' reputation will be toast."
"I still don't understand why you are doing this. Why do you want your co-workers thinking you are a married slut?"
"Just being perverse little brother. They labeled me without knowing anything about me so I feel the need to stick it to them."
The music stopped and she led me back to the table where she said:
"You guys watch my purse, okay?" and then she led me out the door and into the parking lot.
"Now what?"
"We get in the back seat of your car and wait the proper amount of time and then go back inside."
We got in the back of my car and the door had just barely closed when Cathy said, "Oh shit!"
"What?"
"Harriet must not have believed her eyes. She followed us out and she's hiding behind a car watching us. Kiss me."
"What?"
"Kiss me damn it" and she grabbed my head and shoved her tongue down my throat. I just kind of sat there and Cathy said, "Come on Rob, help me out here, make it look good" and she kissed me again. "Come on Rob, make it look real" and so I kissed her back.
While we swapped tongues Cathy kept looking over my shoulder at where Harriet was hiding. Cathy broke the kiss long enough to mutter, "Stupid fucking bitch! Why doesn't she go back inside" and she went back to frenching me. A minute later she grabbed my left hand and put it on her breasts.
"Come on Robbie, we're hot for each other remember? Give her a good show."
So there I was on the back seat of my car pawing my sister's tit and she's frenching the hell out of me and suddenly Cathy decides that it isn't enough. She decides that Harriet needs to see us fucking. She broke the kiss, pulled her skirt to her waist and then lay down on the seat. She put her right leg over the front seat back and had her left up in the air and she said:
"Get down here Rob and pretend you're doing me."
I'm looking down at her and my eyes are locked onto her pussy. She had a little itty bitty thong on and her pussy hairs are curling out beyond the edges of the material. Cathy reached up, grabbed my shirt and pulled me down.
"Come on Rob, move your butt. Make it look like you're doing me."
She had pulled me down so that my erection was right against her mound. She kept after me to move my butt so I did and my hard cock was rubbing against her cunt. I don't know if it was doing anything to her, but I was about to lose it in my pants.
"Just one more minute Robbie, just one more minute."
Over my shoulder she saw Harriet at the window actually looking into the car and she wrapped her legs around me and started pushing her panty covered pussy up at my pants covered cock and her hands pulled my face down and she shoved her tongue in my mouth again.
There is a point where a man can be so sexually charged up that he stops thinking, or stops thinking clearly anyway. I was at that point. Three weeks of play acting with Cathy and constantly going home with blue balls; the nights dancing, the frenching, Cathy's putting my hands on her tits and the fake sex on the back seat with my hard cock rubbing Cathy's pussy finally got me to the point where I lost it. It didn't matter to me any more that she was my sister. She was a pussy all ready spread out on my back seat and all that was between my cock and what it wanted was a zipper and an easily pushed aside thong.
I pulled my zipper down and worked my cock out of my pants. I hooked a finger under the thong and pulled it aside and suddenly Cathy pulled her tongue out of my mouth and looked at me wide eyed.
"What are you doing? Stop that Rob, stop that right now."
My cock was poking at her pussy, trying to find a way in, and Cathy was struggling to get out from under me.
"Stop it Rob, stop it! Harriet is gone."
Then she slapped my face and hissed, "Get off me damn it." The blow caused me to shake my head which cleared it some and I got up from Cathy and sat on the seat with my hard cock sticking up out of my fly. Cathy sat up and screamed at me:
"Just what the fuck were you going to do? What kind of a pervert are you anyway? I'm your sister for God's sake. Just what kind of an asshole would try and take advantage of his sister."
I was sitting there, hard cock still standing straight up, as she verbally abused me and called me every rotten name she could think of and then I totally lost it.
"Me? I'm a fucking pervert? Just whose idea was it to play these stupid fucking games?"
I pointed at my hard cock, "You think I just willed that to get hard? You're the one rubbing your tits all over me, putting my hands on them and telling me to make it look good. You're the one who has been rubbing your pussy against my cock for three fucking weeks now. You are the one who was just humping your pussy up at my cock a minute ago so don't be calling me names."
"Listen you fucking assh..." and she didn't finish what she was going to say because I reached and grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head down. She opened her mouth to protest and I shoved my cock into the open hole and held her head in a death grip. I hunched up fucking her face a half dozen strokes and shot my wad. She had to gulp and swallow because I wouldn't let go of her head. As my cock started to go soft I woke up to the fact that I had just fucked up big time.
I dropped my hands and my cock fell out of Cathy's mouth. She jerked her head up and looked at me with hatred and disgust flaming from her eyes.
"You bastard! You dirty fucking bastard!" she snarled as she scrambled to get out of the car. I watched her walk into the bar and less than two minutes later she came out with her purse, got in her car and drove off. I sat in my back seat and stared after her until her taillights disappeared.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I don't know why I lost it and did what I did. All I knew is that it was wrong and that I had fucked up. Would Cathy go home and tell her husband Stan and would he come looking for me with a gun? Worse, would she tell our folks? She couldn't do anything at work except scowl at me or ignore me. She couldn't cost me my job without putting her own job at risk. After all, she was the one who spread the ex lover story even though I was her brother. I didn't think that the powers that be in the company would take kindly to her trying to pull the wool over their eyes. No, all I had to sweat was mom, dad and Stan. And of course Cathy. She might even come after me with a gun.
It being the beginning of the weekend I decided that my best bet was to get out of Dodge. I drove home, packed a bag and headed for the beach. I checked into a motel and then spent Saturday and Sunday lying on the sand, soaking up sun and trying hard not to worry about what might be waiting for me when I home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was late Sunday when I got home and no one was sitting on my doorstep waiting for me and I took that as a good sign. No flashing light on the telephone answering machine either - another good sign. What wasn't good was trying to sleep that night knowing that I would be going into work in the morning and seeing Cathy. In the end that turned out to be a non-event. She ignored me.
For the next two weeks it was as if I did not exist as far as Cathy was concerned. If we were in the lunchroom at the same time she sat as far across the room as she could get and usually with her back to me. Wednesday of the second week I was in the lunchroom looking at Cathy's back when Darla sat down across from me. She saw where I was looking and she said:
"Trouble in paradise? A cooling of the relationship?"
Even though Cathy and I were not talking I still had to play the role. "She wants it both ways; she wants to be married to Stan, but still play with me. She got pissed when I told her I wasn't going to buy into that."
"Is the relationship going to heal?"
"It never should have started in the first place. When I came to work on my first day and saw her I should have just turned around and gone back to job hunting."
"Well, if she's history it might interest you to know that there are a couple of girls here who are interested in you. You should stop with the gang after work more often."
"It would be awkward with Cathy there."
"Shouldn't be a problem. She never stopped before you came to work here. If you've split I doubt that she will stop."
"Is this your way of saying that you are interested?"
"No, I'm spoken for, but because I'm neutral I can try and be a matchmaker. So, you going to stop tonight?"
"Don't know. I'll think on it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did stop that night and I did have a good time dancing with the women there. I stopped again on Friday night and had such a good time that I asked Gloria to have dinner with me on Saturday and she said yes. Saturday's date led to a Tuesday date which in turn led me to spending most of my time dancing with Gloria when we stopped at the bar after work.
That Friday I was in the lunchroom at the same time Cathy was, but his time she didn't sit with her back to me and she watched me the entire time I sat there. In fact, she never took her eyes off of me. Ten minutes after lunch my phone rang. The read-out on the panel said the call was internal from extension 127. I27 was Cathy's extension. I stared at the phone and debated on pretending I wasn't at my desk and just let it keep ringing, but then I decided that I had to talk to her sooner or later and I might as well get it over with.
"Yes?"
"Why are you doing this to me?"
"Why am I doing what to you?"
"Making me into a laughing stock/"
"And just how am I doing that?"
"By going out with that bitch Gloria."
"Just how in the hell is that making you a laughing stock?"
"You are supposed to be my lover. Going out with her has everyone snickering at me behind my back."
"Have you forgotten that you are married Cathy? And that I am your brother? You got what you wanted. No one thinks of you as Miss Purity any more. Besides, our office romance had to end sometime. Everyone in the office has seen how cool you have been toward me lately and they all think that you came to your senses and decided not to risk your marriage over me."
"You know full well why I have been cool toward you."
"Yes I do and I am sorry. I don't know what made me do what I did and I am ashamed of myself. I truly regret it and I'll be apologizing for my behavior for years to come, but at the same time I'm not going to forget who led me to the edge and helped push me over it. It had to end and it has."
"But it didn't end the way it was supposed too. I was supposed to drop you in a way that let everyone know it was me letting you go, but now everyone is laughing at me because they think that Gloria took you away from me."
"Cathy, get a grip on yourself" and I hung up on her. The phone rang several more times and the panel showed that the calls were from extension 127 so I didn't pick up.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was surprised to see Cathy at the bar when I stopped that night. As usual the crew had put three tables together to make one long table and Gloria was sitting at one end and Cathy was sitting at the other. I immediately knew I was in trouble. If I sat near Cathy I could kiss my burgeoning relationship with Gloria goodbye and if I sat with Gloria only God knew what Cathy might do. The third choice was to sit in the center well away from both of them, but that would just tell everybody I was a coward.
As I approached the table it dawned on me just how stupid I was being. Why was I even thinking about choices? On the one hand there was a woman I wanted to get to know better and on the other was my sister who was playing games. I sat down on the seat next to Gloria and I saw Cathy's jaw tighten. I ordered a drink and then I led Gloria out onto the dance floor.
As I took her in my arms and started dancing she said, "I wondered what you would do."
"It was a no brainer. A choice between a girl I want to get to know better and a married woman looking for a thrill is really no choice at all."
"Oh? And just how much better do you want to know me?"



"The question is how much better do you want me to know you?"
"I'll need to give that some thought, won't I?"
Back at the table I pretty much ignored Cathy and maybe a half-hour went by. Then Gloria got up to use the ladies room and Cathy got up, came over to me and said, "Come on Rob, dance with me" and she took my arm to pull me up. I didn't want to, but I didn't want to cause a scene either so I followed her out onto the floor.
"Do you have any idea how you are making me look? It is embarrassing."
"I'm not doing anything Cathy, you are doing it to yourself. For the last two weeks everyone has assumed that you finally came to your senses and decided that your marriage is more important than an ex lover. Now you are making it look like you are chasing me. It is your imagination that people are laughing at you behind your back and if you don't get yourself under control they might actually start."
"Can we go out to your car? I need to talk to you and it needs to be private."
"I don't think so Cathy. We have taken the game as far as it needed to go."
"Please Rob, this is important to me."
I looked over at the table and Gloria was not back yet so I told Cathy I would give her five minutes. We went out to my car, got in and Cathy took a deep breath and said:
"Rob, I need, really need for you to keep on being my lover until I can end it the way I want to."
"That's what you need Cathy, but what I need is a normal relationship with a woman. I can't play games any more. Doing what you want and then going home with a case of blue balls just doesn't cut it for me."
"You don't have to go home with blue balls," she said as she unbuttoned her blouse and took it off. She wasn't wearing a brassiere and she grabbed my hands and took them up to her tits.
"I can do what you made me do the other night Rob. I promise you that if you help me you will never go home with blue balls again."
She reached for my zipper and I was so stunned and surprised that she had her hand inside my fly and on my cock before I knew what was happening. I jerked my hands away from her tits and pulled her hand out of my fly.
"Have you lost your mind? My God Cathy, you are a married woman and this was only supposed to be a game, a little fun, just something to tweak a few noses. Give it up Cathy; let it go. You did what you wanted to do. They changed the way they think of you. End it! End it now! Get your blouse back on."
I got out of the car and went back into the bar. Gloria wasn't at the table and I glanced toward the restrooms. Darla saw it and said:
"She's gone. When she found out that you went out to the parking lot with Cathy she left."
Great, I thought, just fucking great.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I tried calling Gloria, but all I got was her answering machine. After nine attempts I gave up and went to bed. The next day at work I headed for Gloria's desk as soon as I walked in the door, but she saw me coming and she got up and went to the bathroom. I waited almost ten minutes, but she didn't come back so I gave up the wait and went to work. Twice more during the day I tried to see her, but she always saw me coming and managed to avoid me.
That afternoon I left work ten minutes early and when Gloria got off work she found me sitting on the hood of her car. There was an exasperated tone in her voice when she asked:
"What do you want Rob?"
"To talk to you about last night."
"I don't want to talk about last night."
"But I do Gloria. It wasn't what it looked like and I need to explain."
"You are a grown man Rob, you get to do what you want and you certainly do not need to explain it to me."
"Yes I do Gloria. It is very important to me that you don't have bad thoughts about me. Give me ten minutes and when I'm done if you tell me to piss off I'll never bother you again, but please hear me out."
"Ten minutes? Where?"
"In your car will be fine."
We got inside her car, I took a deep breath and then I told her everything that happened form the day Cathy told me there were openings where she worked right up until the previous evening (leaving out of course what Cathy had done the night before and what happened the night I lost control).
"Why are you telling me this?"
"I meant it when I said I really wanted to get to know you better. I can't do that if you aren't talking to me."
"Your sister. Wow. That's wild."
"Can I salvage anything out of this?"
"I don't know Rob. I'm going to have to think about it. Give me a couple of days okay?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Cathy avoided me the next two days and I suspect that it was because she was embarrassed over what she had done. On the second day Gloria asked me to meet her for breakfast before work on the following day. I was surprised when I got to the restaurant to find her sitting in a booth with Cathy. Once I had my coffee and the waitress had taken my order Gloria said:
"Okay Rob, Cathy and I have talked it over and this is how we are going to handle this."
I started to say something and Gloria held her hand up and said, "Wait until I'm done. You and I can date on the weekends, but as far as work is concerned, for the next two weeks you and Cathy will continue to have your fake affair. Near the end of the second week she will end it and I will spread the word that I overheard her telling you that she was dropping you to save her marriage. You will act down in the dumps for a while and then I will offer you a shoulder to cry on which will lead to our spending more time together and we will see where things go from there."
During this speech Cathy never looked at me and she let Gloria handle things.
"As far as the office is concerned we are already split."
"That will all be forgotten when you and Cathy stop at the bar tonight. Just act the way you did before."
"I still don't understand. As far as everyone at work is concerned it is already over between us. Why go through all this nonsense just so we can be over with again?"
"Because it is important to Cathy that it ends the way she wants it to end. That's all you need to know so humor us, okay?"
I looked at Cathy, over at Gloria and then back at Cathy. "Two weeks. Two weeks and it's over, right?"
Cathy nodded a yes and I said, "Okay. I'll give it two weeks, but then it is done whether on your terms or mine. Agreed?"
Cathy nodded a yes just as the waitress brought us our food.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two weeks Cathy and I stopped at the bar every Tuesday and Thursday. We danced, we kissed and twice we went out to the parking lot and pretended we were having sex on the back seat of my car. The first of those Tuesdays she rubbed my bulge and whispered that she meant it when she said she would never send me home with blue balls again.
"It isn't like it hasn't all ready happened and it is something I do for Stan all the time."
I pushed her hand away, "It did happen Cathy and I'm sorry I was so weak, but I can't let it happen again. I can tough it out for two weeks."
On Friday, Saturday and Sunday I dated Gloria and I was beginning to think I had found my new significant other.
On the Thursday of the second week Cathy and I were eating lunch in the lunchroom with Gloria and Darla sitting at a table behind us. Cathy finished her lunch and then told me that she was ending our relationship.
"I'm sorry Rob, I really am, but I love my husband and if I keep on seeing you he will eventually find out and it would kill my marriage. I really care for you Rob and there are times I wish we had never broken up way back when. But we did break up and I met Stan. I guess I never really realized how much I loved him until it came time for me to make a choice between the two of you. I hope we can still be friends."
"We can, but no tempting me. No asking me to dance when we stop at the bar. I don't think I could handle being that close to you and not having you. Okay?"
"I think I can handle that" and she got up and left me sitting there.
By two that afternoon Gloria and Darla had made sure that everyone knew about Cathy dumping me. That night at the bar I sat and stared at my beer like a dejected man with a broken heart. I played the part of a discarded lover and finally mumbled something about being 'a wet blanket' and I got up and left.
The next night I showed up at Gloria's to pick her up for a dinner date. She invited me in, told me she wasn't quite ready yet and told me to have a seat on the couch.
"I'll be back in just a minute."
Maybe two minutes later she came back into the room wearing only high heels and nylons with a garter belt.
"I decided that we will stay in tonight. You are so gloomy over losing Cathy that you wouldn't be fun anyway. Fortunately I know that the best cure for someone's broken heart is to fuck his brains out. You want it here or in the bedroom?"
We left a trail of my clothes from the front door to her bedroom. I gently pushed her back on the bed and began licking her erect nipples. She moaned as my hand went down and rubbed her pussy and she gasped when I parted her pussy lips with a finger and found her clit. My mouth left her nipples and I licked and kissed my way down her body and she moaned as my tongue probed her belly button. I had two fingers in her pussy by then and I could feel the pressure as she pushed up at my hand. I kissed and licked my way from her navel down to her mons and then I removed my fingers and replaced them with my tongue.
"Oh God" she moaned and then she said, "I want something to play with too" and her hand found my stiff cock. She tugged on it and I knew what she wanted. I turned and moved my body so we were in the classic sixty-nine position and as I pushed my tongue deep into her she took my cock into her hot mouth.
I started working on her clit and her tongue swirled around my cock. I couldn't hold back. All of the activity with Cathy, all of the times I went home with an aching cock, had me on edge and I was ready to let go. I tried to lift off Gloria, but she grabbed me and held me as I exploded into her mouth. Again I tried to lift up, but she pulled me back and she gulped and swallowed every drop I pushed out.
I thought she would let me go as I softened, but she kept sucking and licking until I started to come alive again in the cock department. While that was going on I was attacking her pussy like a man possessed and I was rewarded by hearing her mewls of pleasure as she worked on my cock. Her hips were pushing up at my mouth and I felt that she was close. I slid a finger to her ass and I teased her rose bud. She gave a loud moan and pushed her hips hard at me and I smiled to myself as I drove my finger into her ass. She arched up from the bed and screamed and her body shook and trembled as she had a climax.
By then my cock was hard again and I went to move up between her legs. She scrambled out from under me as she said:
"No, let me do it."
She swung over me and guiding my cock with her right hand she lowered herself onto my erection. As soon as I was in her she drove herself down hard on me taking me in as deep as she could and then she started riding me. She bounced up and down on me, going higher and coming down harder with each bounce. I was trying to time my upward thrusts to meet her downward pushes. I was trying to fuck her as she was fucking me and I was getting close to coming again. I wrapped my arms around her and rolled putting her under me and then I drove into her as hard and fast as I could. She cried out as she had an orgasm and I kept pounding as I tried to reach my own.
Her heels were drumming on the backs of my legs and her nails were clawing at my back as she had another orgasm and then I felt the rush from my balls and I let go. I held myself inside her until I was limp and then I withdrew and fell to the bed beside her.
"Damn" she moaned, "It was sure enough worth the wait."
She rolled up on an elbow and looked down at me. "Have I driven the memory of losing Cathy from your mind?"
"The memory of who?"
I had my arms around her and we were cuddled up to each other and I was basking in the warm glow that comes with complete sexual satisfaction when Gloria said:
"You do know what the deal with Cathy was all about don't you?"
"From the way you ask the question I'm guessing that you already know that I don't."
"Well, it was obvious to me that big sister wanted an incestuous relationship with her little brother, but was having a hard time making herself do it. The fake relationship was just her way of getting you into a situation where she could make it happen, but when she got you there she couldn't bring herself to go through with it."
I was all set to say "bullshit" when I remembered Cathy taking her blouse off and reaching through my fly to grab my cock.
"I think she is past it now, but I'd watch myself around her if I were you, especially at family parties where there is a lot of drinking going on."
Then she paused a bit before saying, "Unless of course you are interested in helping the girl out. Are you?"
"Of course not" I said, not knowing if I meant it or not.
"Good" Gloria said, "I'm a one man woman and I expect my man to be a one woman man. Are you interested?"
"Do you have an application I can fill out?"
"That I do and you will be pleased to know that I do not ask for references."
"Damn! And here I am with a briefcase full of letters praising my work."
"That may be sweetie, but I am a firm believer in not taking anyone else's word for things. Speaking of firm," she said as she reached for my cock, "How we doing?"
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It started out innocently enough, if you can call cheating on your husband innocent, but I'd have to say it was - at least compared with what happened later.
What happened was no one's fault except mine. After all, I was the grown-up. I could lay the blame on my husband for ignoring me, but the bottom line is that I could have, at any point along the way, kept it from happening. Could I have stopped it? Yes. Should I have stopped it? Most definitely. Did I want to stop it? Even now, knowing how it all turned out, I can't honestly answer that one.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Darrel and I were high school sweethearts from the eighth grade to graduation. I gave Darrel my "pearl of great price" the night of the senior prom, liked it, and then spent every moment we were together looking for a flat surface to lie down on.
Darrel went off to college and I went to work at the A&P as a cashier. Just before Darrel left we swore our undying love for each other and promised to be true. I don't know about Darrel, but I broke that promise before he had been gone a week. My version of "remaining true" consisted of not taking on any steady boyfriends, after all, I was 'Darrel's girl'. When Darrel came home for Christmas break, spring break or summer vacation I was "his girl" and his alone, but as soon as he left I was anybody else's.
I make no apologies. When Darrel popped my cherry he awoke a sexual hunger in me that I just had to fill. Seventeen to seventy, it didn't matter; if the time and place were right I was ready. The most amazing thing about it is that Darrel never found out. I was pretty much the town slut, but word of it never got back to Darrel.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Darrel came home for the summer at the end of his junior year and asked me to marry him when he graduated and I said yes. My round heels aside I did love him and if he had stayed home with me instead of going off to college I sincerely doubt anyone else would ever have gotten a taste of me.
When summer vacation was over and Darrel had gone back to school I looked around and did an assessment and decided that I'd better start getting some practice at being faithful to my man. That lasted three weeks. One morning I woke up alone with a terrible itch that needed to be scratched and realized that the time to be faithful was after the "I do" and not before. I decided that I'd better get all I could before I had to limit myself to one man.
Darrel graduated came home and I went back to being 'his girl' and we began making wedding plans. Two days before the wedding my girlfriends threw me a bridal shower. It was a typical bridal shower until Darrel's mother, sister and aunts left leaving only my girlfriends and me and then it got a little drunk out. Around midnight Sally Mae told me she had a final gift for me and led me into the bedroom where I found three naked guys I'd never seen before.
"Got to send you off with a bang" Sally Mae said as she walked out the door and closed it behind her.
As promiscuous as I had been I had never before had multiple partners. I stood there looking uneasily at the three men and finally one of them decided to take charge and then it all became a blur - a very delicious blur - as the three of them took turns on every orifice that they could use. I had my first anal sex and found that I loved it. I had a cock in my ass and one in my pussy at the same time and I loved that also. Next it was ass, pussy and mouth and I simply adored that and then it was repeat, repeat and repeat until none of the three could get it up anymore.
When they had gone Sally Mae came into the room to see how I was.
"You okay?"
"Cancel the wedding and give me the phone numbers of those three."
"I take it that you had a good time."
"I had a marvelous time. I had such a good time that I'm not sure that I'm going to be able to be a one man woman after this."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
But, surprising everybody, including me, I was able to stay a one-man woman. It may have helped that Darrel took a job fourteen hundred miles away from what had been my playground and I had none of my old lovers around to tempt me, but whatever the reason I stayed a faithful wife. The years scrolled by, we had a son and a daughter and Darrel had a good job and was making a pretty good living. Our sex life was pretty good and while I do admit to casting a lustful at some hunk every once in a while I behaved.
We had been married nineteen years when things started changing. Darrel was moving up the corporate ladder and with every promotion came a heavier workload. He worked late and he brought work home with him to do in the evenings and on the weekends and when he came to bed he was just too tired to make love or he did a quick two minutes and then rolled over and went to sleep.
Then he was promoted to regional manager and started having to travel to visit the offices in his six-state region. He would leave Monday morning and not get home until Friday and he would be exhausted. Any attempt on my part to initiate love making would get met with a "Not now Judy, give me some time to relax." I tried to spice things up and attract his attention by wearing sexy lingerie, high heels, nylons and garter belts, but got nowhere. Darrel's job was wearing him out and he couldn't, or wouldn't, help me and I was going quietly crazy from lack of sex.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was Darrel's job and his success at climbing the corporate ladder that did me in. The more money Darrel made the more he had to spend to help show off his status. We sold our old house and moved into a larger one with an in-ground swimming pool and a tennis court. I believed in keeping fit and staying in shape and for years I'd had a Stairmaster in the basement that I used religiously. The new house caused me to change my routine and in addition to the Stairmaster I took up tennis and swimming. I don't mind saying that at 43 I put quite a few younger women to shame.
The pool did have a down side to it. Our son Robbie and our daughter Julie were always having friends over for pool parties and seeing all those young hard bodied boys only made me crazier than the lack of sex with Darrel already had. What really wound me up was seeing what my using the pool while in my bikini caused. You can't hide a hard cock in a pair of Speedo swimming trunks and I did generate quite a few.
I saw all those young hunks sporting their hard ons when I was around and it made me think back to what life had been like for me before I got married. Still, as hungrily as I stared at those young hard ons I behaved myself. Right up till the day Billy Wilson stopped by.
Robbie had invited him over to swim. I was doing laps when he got there and Billy was sitting on the side of the pool, feet dangling in the water, when the pone rang. I got out of the water and took the call on the poolside cordless and it was Robbie. He was working a summer job to earn pocket money for when he went off to college that fall and he was calling to let me know that Billy was coming over and to tell him that he was working four hours overtime because someone had called in sick. While I was talking to Robbie I was looking at Billy and I saw him looking at me standing there in my wet bikini and I saw the hard lump in his bathing suit.
At the time I don't know why I did it, but as I hung up the phone I said:
"That was Robbie. He called to let us know he is running a little late."
I dove back into the pool and got about three laps done before I admitted to myself what was going on. Darrel was out of town visiting his offices. Julie was spending two weeks with her grandparents and Rob was working four hours overtime. I hadn't been laid in almost three months and here I was alone with a male who had a hard cock. I had told Billy that Rob was running a 'little late'. Why? Because I didn't want him to leave. Why? Because he had a hard cock and he was over eighteen.
I finished my third lap in front of Billy and stood up. "Don't panic on me sweetie, I won't hurt you" and I pulled his bathing suit down until his hard cock popped up in front of me. I smiled at him and said, "You are going to like this sweetie" and I took him in my mouth. God, did it ever feel good to have a hard cock to play with. Poor Billy didn't last long, but I didn't care; I had four hours to work with. I took my mouth off him long enough to say:
"I swallow sweetie, but I don't like surprises. Let me know when you are going to cum."
He did and I did and then I got out of the pool and led him into the bedroom.
There is something to be said for youthful exuberance and fast recovery time. I pushed Billy back on the bed and went down on him again and I had his cock hard again in less than two minutes. As I was deep throating him I couldn't help but think that if it had been Darrel it probably would have taken me ten. That is if he didn't roll over and fall asleep after the first cum.
As soon as I had Billy stiff again I moved over him, took his hard cock in my right hand and guided him into me as I lowered myself down on him. I started to fuck him and his hands came up and started working on my tits. My tits are really sensitive and he was rolling my nipples between his fingers and I was getting hotter and hotter and I needed to be REALLY fucked. I rolled off of him and spread my legs wide and cried:
"Hurry baby, hurry. Put your cock in me and fuck me hard. I need it hard baby, fuck me hard."
He wasted no time in getting between my spread legs and driving his hard cock into me. My legs went up and clamped around him, my nails dug into his ass cheeks as I pulled him to me and moaned:
"Oh yessss lover, oh yes, oh fuck yes. Do me baby, do me hard."
Billy responded the way that I hoped he would and he slammed into me with the speed of a sex crazed rabbit. It was just what I had needed for so long - a hard and fast fuck! He brought me to my first orgasm in less than two minutes and then gave me one more before I felt his hot stream flood my insides. He pulled out of me and fell to the bed next to me and I hissed:
"Oh no lover, you aren't done yet" and I went after his cock with my mouth again. It took me longer that time, but he did eventually rise to the occasion and I pulled him on top of me.
"Please baby, one more time hard. I need it, I need it real bad. Fuck me sweetie, fuck me hard."
And God bless him, he did. He rammed it into me as hard and fast as he could. I moved my legs up onto his shoulders so he could get deeper and then I laid there and cried and begged like the slut I used to be:
"FuckmefuckmefuckmeohJesusyesyesyesyes" as Billy pounded me and gave two delicious orgasms before finally getting his own.
I really would have liked to go one more time, but getting Billy up one more time would take quite a while and I had been keeping one eye on the clock. Robbie would be home in twenty minutes or less and so I called it quits. As Billy was dressings I said:
"You know you have to keep this a secret, right?"
"Yes ma'am."
"I'm dead serious Billy. No bragging to your buddies. This stays just between you and me. As long as it is our secret we can do it again. Would you like that?"
"Oh yes, yes I would."
"Robbie works from nine till four so how about you coming over around eleven tomorrow? That will give us a good a god four hours. Does that sound okay to you?"
His shit-eating grin told me that it was.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the rest of the week Billy and I spent four or five hours a day doing our absolute best to fuck each other's brains out. We had to cool it when the weekend came because Darrel was home, but the following Monday we picked up where we'd left off and had four great days before we had to stop again because Julie came home from visiting my parents.
Billy and I went two weeks without being able to hook up and then Julie got a part-time job at Burger King and her first day at work Billy and I got together and tried to make up for lost time. We were both horny as hell and went after each other like dogs in heat and it proved to be my undoing because I didn't pay attention to the clock.
I'd just had a shattering orgasm and I happened to glance at the clock and saw that it was twenty-five after four. I jumped off the bed and yelled at Billy to hurry up and get dressed and get out of the house.
"Go out the back door baby, we don't want to chance your running into Robbie coming in the front door."
As soon as I heard the back door close I hurried into the shower to clean up. When I came out of the shower I dried off and walked naked into the bedroom where I found Robbie sitting on the bed holding a pair of my high heels in his hands. My left hand and arm went up to cover my boobs and my right shot down to cover my pussy and I yelled at him:
"Robbie! What the hell are you doing in here and what are you doing with my shoes? Put them down and get out of here. Get out of here right now!"
"Can't do that mother dear. I have a problem I need help with and I've decided that you are the one to help me."
"Get out of here. Get out of here right now!"
"No, I don't think so."
"You don't think so? If you aren't out of here in the next sixty seconds I'll be forced to tell your father about this."
"If you do that I'll be forced to show him the video that I just shot of you and Billy. What do you think will piss him off the most? What you tell him or what I show him?"
"You taped us?"
"Yes I did."
"Why?"
"Because I knew if I taped you I could use it to get what I want."
"What do you want?"
"I want to get rid of my cherry."
"Robbie, I'm your mother!"
"I don't care. If you can do Billy, you can do me."
"Robbie, it isn't right, and besides that it is illegal."
"What you are doing with Billy isn't right either, but you are doing it. As far as legal goes, who's going to tell the law? It sure isn't going to be me."
"No Robbie, it is not going to happen. Now please leave my room."
"Okay, suit yourself" he said as he dropped the high heels on the floor and got up to go. "But you better have a damned good story for dad when he gets home."
"Be reasonable Robbie. You will only hurt yourself along with me. Once he knows you tried to blackmail me into having sex with you he won't be any happier with you than he is with me."
"What blackmail? I merely confronted you and told you what you were doing to dad was wrong and begged you to give Billy up. You refused so I snuck around until I could get the two of you on tape. Then I came to you and told you if you didn't stop what you were doing with Billy I'd be forced to take the tape to dad. Then I'd tell him that you laughed at me and told me that I wouldn't dare. Who is he going to believe? Me or the woman on tape who is sucking Billy Wilson's dick?"
I just stared at him, not believing that my own son could do this to me. He got up and headed for the door and I knew I was fucked if I didn't stop him.
"All right you little fucking bastard; what do you want?"
"Everything that Billy got and as many times as I can get it between now and when I have to go to work in the morning."
"Won't happen you worthless piece of shit. Billy got my enthusiastic cooperation; all you are going to get is unresponsive holes. I walked over to the bed, but before I could lie down Robbie picked up the high heels and handed them to me. I snatched them away from him, stepped into them and lay down on the bed. I spread my legs and said:
"All right asshole, let's get it over with."
He undressed and got on the bed with me and moved between my legs and fumbled around until the head of his cock found my opening and then he pushed himself in. I just laid there as still as I could while he poked at me and he came in less than a minute. He held himself in me for a minute after he came and then he pulled out and moved so that he was kneeling next to my head. He waited there looking down at me until I finally said, "What?"
"You sucked Billy to get him hard again and I all ready told you I want everything that Billy got."
I gave him a look of complete disgust, but I moved my head and took his cock in my mouth and sucked on him until he was hard again. Once hard he scrambled back between my legs and pushed his cock into me a second time. Robbie lasted a lot longer the second time and in spite of myself I was beginning to feel a little tingle as my body began to respond. By the time he came the second time I was right on the edge of having an orgasm and his second blow job had a sense of urgency behind it. Halfway through our third coupling I had my legs clamped on him, my nails were clawing at his back and I was crying and moaning:
"Fuck me you little bastard, fuck me."
He went twice more before he ran out of steam and we fell asleep. I woke up in the morning to Robbie sucking on my tits and I opened my legs and let him push himself into me. I just lay there and let him do the equivalent of using me to jack off and when he was done and got up to go I called out:
"Hey! We aren't finished here. I did my part, give me the tape."
He left the room and then came back a couple of minutes later and handed me a videocassette. I took it and then said:
"Now get your sorry ass out of my room and my sight."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Robbie and I avoided each other after that. I was still seeing Billy although it was a lot harder to arrange with Julie only working part time. What killed us was her irregular schedule. One day she would work eleven to five and then the next it might be one till six and since she was the 'fill in' girl she never knew more than two days ahead of time when she would be working.
And then disaster struck. Billy was with his dad one day when their car was hit and Billy ended up in a cast. Suddenly I was back to zero sex again. Three weeks went by and I was climbing walls I was so sexually frustrated. Darrel had just left town on another visit to his region and Julie was staying overnight with a friend. I was in bed trying to get myself off with a rubber dick when I heard Robbie come home. Twenty minutes later I was still trying to get off using the fake cock, but I wasn't getting anywhere.
I don't even think it was a conscious thought, I just tossed the rubber cock aside, got out of bed and went to Robbie's room. He was half-asleep when I pulled the covers off of him, reached inside his pajamas, pulled out his cock and then went down on him. He was for sure fully awake when I slid down on his cock and started riding him cowgirl. He was good for three times before we fell asleep. I woke up next to him the next morning and slid down and woke him up with a blow job. After that it was a fast, frantic fuck, followed by a shower together (which is never a good idea unless you want to end up back in bed-which we did) and then I went down and fixed his breakfast while he dressed.
From that day on Robbie and I fucked like bunnies every chance we got. Sometimes to the point of stupidity; like the Saturday we ripped off a quick one with one ear on the lawn mower as Darrel cut the grass or the time Robbie had me on the washing machine in the basement while Darrel sat upstairs watching a football game. I didn't get as much as I had been getting from Billy because Billy didn't work during the day and Rob did, but it was still one hundred percent more than I was getting from Darrel.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Six weeks went by and then things got kicked up a notch. It was a Tuesday and Darrel was on the road again. The doorbell rang and I answered it to find a cast free smiling Billy. I stepped aside and let him in, closed the door and raced him to the bedroom. I was sliding up and down on his cock for the second time when the bedroom door opened and I heard Robbie say:



"Mom, I got off work early...oh shit!"
Robbie knew about Billy, but Billy didn't know about Robbie. There wasn't any use in trying to hide things as Billy could see Robbie standing naked in the doorway with his hard cock sticking straight out in front of him. I looked at Robbie standing there and the first thing I thought was that if I had one more cock in the room I could recreate the night of my bridal shower.
Poor Billy's cock had shriveled up so I slid down and took his dick in my mouth and gave it a couple of quick sucks before turning to Robbie:
"Hurry up baby, get over here and do me from behind. Billy almost had me there; I was ready to cum. Hurry up sweetie, help mommy out."
I gave Billy a couple of more quick sucks and licks and then said, "It's all right baby, just more ways to have fun" and went back to trying to bring his cock back to life. Julie was spending the night at a girlfriend's house so I asked Billy if he could stay the night and when he said yes I pulled out all the stops. When I had both of my studs rock hard I said:
"Time to get kinky guys. Which one of you wants my ass?"
They boys actually flipped a coin and Billy won so I had Robbie lie down on his back and I lowered myself down on him. I leaned forward and told Billy to take my ass.
"Go slow and easy baby, take your time, we have all night."
It took them a while to get the hang of it and to get a rhythm going, but eventually they did and they had me screaming. It was a long night and I had a huge smile on my face when I finally fell asleep. I woke up in the morning with morning wood poking me from either side. I took care of Robbie first since he had to go to work and then I did Billy while Robbie showered. I fixed us all breakfast and when the boys left I went upstairs and soaked in the tub for an hour.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next six weeks almost every day I had one or both of the boys. There were times when I had them both that I fondly remembered my bridal shower and wondered where I could possibly come up with a third. I giggled to myself when I wondered what Darrel would say if I asked him to be the third man. Maybe that was why we didn't make love anymore; it just hadn't been kinky or erotic enough for him.
It was a weekend and Darrel was home. Robbie and Julie were out with friends and Darrel and I were sitting at the kitchen table. I was taking a bite of meat loaf while looking at Darrel and trying to imagine him in a foursome with the boys and me. It was strange, but I could picture him with his cock in my mouth, but not in either of my other two openings. I was wondering why that was when he dropped the bomb on me.
"There isn't any easy way for me to do this so I'll just have to be blunt. I'm leaving you. I've met someone else - someone I would rather be with."
I should have seen that one coming. Why else the complete lack of sex and the minimal, almost non-existent affection? I was blaming it on hard work and exhaustion and I should have known better. I was crushed. I loved Darrel and even though quantity wise he couldn't give me what Billy had or what Billy and Robbie did, both boys would have gone to the trash can if Darrel would have stepped up to the plate. In fact, Billy would never have happened had Darrel taken care of his business. Hells bells, I'd even taken my lusty sex life and buried it in order to stay true to Darrel and now he kicked me in the teeth. Well, I might have been crushed, but I wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of knowing it.
"Oh? Then why are you here?"
"I wanted to wait until the kids were grown up to the point where they would be ready to go off to college."
"Okay, they are grown and you've told me so leave."
"We need to talk Judy. We need to discuss the divorce and...."
"We don't need to discuss anything Darrel. The lawyers do all the talking in a divorce. I'll shop around and find one who is extremely successful at what he does, tell him I want you left raped and bleeding and then sit back and watch him do it. Now please leave."
"For the time being this is still my house and I'll leave when I'm ready. I'll be moving into the spare bedroom and I'll try to stay out of your way as much as possible. It shouldn't be too hard since I'm gone most of the week anyway."
"I want you out of here now Darrel. It is your choice; leave or go to jail."
"Don't be ridiculous Judy. No one is going to put me into jail because I'm leaving you."
"Of course not, but they will for domestic violence. Read the papers lately? All I have to do is pick up the phone, tell them you are violent and that you've hit me and I'm afraid for my life. The cops will show up and haul your ass away to jail and you won't even be allowed to come back for your clothes and other things. Lately, most domestic violence gets in the papers. How will that go over at work?"
"Get serious Judy, no one will believe that shit."
"You want serious Darrel? I'll show you serious."
I got up and went over to the cupboard, got out a sauce pan and then smacked my forehead with it so hard that I almost made my knees buckle.
"I should have a nice bruise in about five minutes. If you are still here in ten I'm calling the cops."
I walked over to the table and picked up the steak knife he had been using and said, "And for icing on the cake just before the cops get here I'll cut myself and draw some blood. The knife already has your finger prints on it. You could try and take it away from me, but that wouldn't help because I'll fight hard to hang on to it and you will end up marking me for real. Think about how the domestic violence angle will play out at the divorce hearing. The clock is running Darrel."
"You would really do that to me?"
"Considering what you just did to me? In a fucking heartbeat! Remember the saying, "Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned?" You are about to find out first hand just how true it is."
He looked at me long and hard and then said, "I'll need some time to pack and gather up some things."
I looked at my watch and said, "You have ten minutes starting now."
"Be reasonable Judy."
"I've been reasonable for nineteen years Darrel and look what it has gotten me. You're down to nine minutes Darrel" and I got up and left the room.
At the end of ten minutes I walked into the bedroom where Darrel was putting some clothes in a suitcase. "Time's up" I said as I picked up the bedside phone and started to punch in 911.
"I'm going, I'm going" he yelled as he slammed shut the suitcase and bolted for the door."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The door hadn't fully closed behind him than I was on the phone to friends who had gone through divorces and by the time I went to bed I had the name of the lawyer I wanted. A real shark! I called his office the first thing next morning, was in to see him at ten, told him what I wanted and turned him loose and by noon I had a restraining order on Darrel that kept him from coming within five hundred feet of me or the house.
I knew Darrel well enough to know that he would try to get something on me he could use to soften the blow headed his way so I told Billy that we would have to cool it. He could still come over, but only when Robbie was home. If Darrel had anybody watching the house all the watcher would see was me staying home with my two children. The only visitors would be Robbie's and Julie's friends and who would connect a bunch of teenagers to an old broad, right?
Well the old broad was having a ball in her house. The day after I invited Darrel to leave I told Julie and Robbie about what was going on. It didn't seem to bother either one of them. About a week went by and then one day Julie came up to me.
"How are you holding up?"
"Okay, I guess."
"You getting enough since you had to cut back on Billy? Is Robbie going to be enough for you?"
"What in the world do you mean by that?"
"Oh come on mother, I'm not a child. I've known what you have been doing almost from the start. Why do you think I started spending so many nights over at girlfriend's houses? I wanted to give you privacy."
"So why are you telling me this?"
"Maybe we can help each other."
"Help each other? How?"
"Well, Billy doesn't come by much anymore so it is just you and Robbie. The question was "is Robbie enough for you?"
"The honest answer to that is no. I don't think a half dozen would be enough for me."
"That is where I can help."
"I don't understand."
"Harry (her boyfriend) gets a hard on every time he comes within ten feet of you. I know he's hot for you so you can seduce him pretty easily. I have the hots for his best friend, but I don't want to go after him because I don't want to lose Harry. You nail Harry and then I can go after Sam and when Harry bitches I'll just point at you and say I'm just keeping things even. There are a couple of other guys who hang with us who can't keep there eyes off of you so you might even be able to get your half dozen."
"You make it sound delightful, but I'm afraid that I can't. There could be talk and I'm sure that your father is just dying to get a hold of something he can use against me in the divorce."
"You don't have to worry about my crew. They are all pussy whipped and they know I'll cut them off if they breathe one word about what goes on in this house."
"Your crew? Pussy whipped? You'll cut them off? Just what are you doing young lady?"
"Emulating my mother."
"Do I get an explanation?"
"I've got your genes so I'm guessing that my love of cock is genetic. It was on my visit to grandma's. I was in a store and a man came up to me and said, "You are Judy Dalton's daughter aren't you?" I told him that I was and he said, "You look like her. Are you anything like her?" I asked him what he meant and he told me about your seventeen to seventy rules. I did him and nine more of your old boyfriends before I came home and since then I've been doing what you did when you were my age."
"My God Julie, I don't know what to say."
"Just say yes that you will help me out with Harry."
"I'll help you of course, but I still don't understand. You have a 'crew' that you are having sex with and Harry doesn't care?"
"No, he cares and he bitches about it all the time."
"So, if he knows why do I have to seduce him to give you an excuse to go after this other guy?"
"It is one of those weird guy things. The guys in the crew are all friends, but Sam is Harry's 'Best Friend" and that makes a difference."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did help Julie and she did share her 'crew' with me and for the first time in almost twenty years I was able to recreate my bridal shower and service three guys at once. It did cause some problems with Robbie. I want to keep my "illegal" fun with him quiet so I won't let him participate. He has to be out of the house or in his room with no one aware that he is home when Julie brings her boyfriend's home for a pool party, but I make it up to him.
Darrel took Julie and Robbie out to dinner one night and was pumping them for information about me and what I was doing. Robbie told him that I hardly ever left the house.
"She stays in her room and cries a lot."
"Yeah" Julie said, "Sometimes so loud that you can hear it all through the house" and she and Robbie exchanged a little smile.
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I had never considered myself a mean and vindictive guy, at least not up until the day that I discovered my wife Polly was fucking my next door neighbor.
It was a Saturday and I was supposed to be playing eighteen holes of golf, but I pulled a muscle lifting my clubs out of my trunk and there was no way I was going to be able to swing a club that day so I got back in the car and headed home. I turned on our street just in time to see Mel, my next door neighbor, walk in my front door. Mel's wife works at the Piggly Wiggly as a cashier and she works on the weekends. I pulled over and parked at the curb. See if you can follow my thought process here.
A. I'm not at home.
A. Mel's wife isn't home.
A. Polly has always professed to dislike Mel intensely.
A. Mel didn't knock or ring the bell; he just walked right in.
When you take all that and add to it the fact that I suspect that Polly has spent some back seat time at various social functions we have attended a little voice in my head was telling me to pull over, park and investigate. I moved to the house and quietly opened the front door and a foot inside the house I knew that stealth was unnecessary. From the noise Polly was making I don't think that they would have heard me if I had slammed the door. I was tempted to climb the stairs and peek into the bedroom, but I might have been seen and I wasn't quite ready yet for a confrontation. Besides, the "Oh God but I do love your cock, fuck me hard, please fuck me hard" coming from the upstairs told me all that I really needed to know.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Polly and I had been together just a little over nine years and all in all I would guess that it was an okay marriage. We argue a lot and making up after a fight can sometimes get intense enough to make me fear for the safety of the bed. Polly has a hot temper and though I don't know for certain I am pretty sure that she has let a few guys into her pussy just for spite after we have argued. I operate on the "What I don't know won't hurt me" principal and so as long as she acted like I was the only love of her life I ignored it. Until now of course. Now I knew. I decided to do a little snooping before doing anything about what I had found out.
Over the next three weeks by taking an occasional day off work and following Polly I found out that my wife was really spreading it around. I identified three other men besides Mel that were enjoying what she had to offer. As I said, my philosophy was 'what I didn't know wouldn't hurt me' but now I did know and I was not happy. But the question was "What was I going to do about it
I was living a very comfortable life style and that would all change as soon as I confronted Polly and then divorced her. One of the things that contributed to my comfortable lifestyle was Polly's money. Polly's parents had died in an auto accident during the second year of our marriage and she had inherited the house, free and clear, and had received over seven hundred thousand dollars in life insurance. In addition, her maternal grandmother had set her up with a trust fund that sent her a check for five thousand dollars on the first of every month. I made good money where I worked, but not near enough to enable me to enjoy life as much as I did with Polly's money as a back up. No, confrontation was out, at least just yet. I would do something, but what I did not yet know.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent another month learning everything that I could about Polly's lovers. Near as I could tell none of them knew about the others they were sharing her with.
Robert was an electronics salesman with a wife and three kids. His days off were Tuesday and Wednesday and he spent every Tuesday afternoon with Polly at the Holiday Inn. He bowled on Monday evenings and he was a member of the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks and attended meetings every Thursday.
Steve was an auto mechanic for the local Ford dealer and he was engaged to be married. His hobbies appeared to be restoring old cars and fishing. He took a long lunch hour every Wednesday and met Polly at the Best Western just down the street from the Ford dealership.
Harry was unemployed and as a result he was free to see Polly whenever she felt the urge, which was apparently every Monday and Thursday at the Motel 6.
Mel was every Saturday when I had my standing golf date and Sunday seemed to be Polly's day of rest. At least from her lovers. She rarely let a Sunday go by that she didn't try to fuck me to death. The interesting thing about the situation was that even with Polly's wholesale whoring I saw no loss of affection at home. Our sex life was good; three, sometimes four times a week. I'd not seen any change in her attitudes toward me; she seemed to be the same as she was the day we were married. No matter. I was old fashioned, you were my wife until you weren't and as far as I was concerned four lovers qualified Polly as 'weren't.'
While I was learning all I could about Polly's lovers I spent a lot of time coming up with elaborate schemes to get even, but none of them had any realistic chance of happening. The problem with all the plans was that they left me with just my own earnings and I wanted to maintain my lifestyle so I started concentrating on finding a way to separate Polly from a good chunk of her money in a divorce. Using a fake name I made appointments with two different divorce attorneys and got the same bad news from both of them. We were in a no fault state and in a divorce everything would be split in half between Polly and me. The problem with that was that everything her parents had left her would be exempt from the split. The house was in her name and had not been acquired jointly. Her trust was hers and I couldn't touch it and the money she had inherited and then invested was in her name and not acquired jointly. In a divorce she would walk away with it all and since I was the one suing for divorce I would get stuck with court costs and depending on the judge I could even end up paying alimony AND Polly's attorney's fees.
Divorce was out!!! That did not mean that I couldn't go for some good old-fashioned revenge.
I decided to start with Harry and I began to track his movements. It was during one of his Monday meetings with Polly that the idea hit me. I rolled it over in my mind and looked at it from several angles and decided that I could make it work. Harry was unemployed so that meant Polly was paying for the motel rooms. The question was did she pay with cash or credit cards? Polly paid the bills so I never looked at the statements, but Polly kept everything for a year before tossing it out. I went digging through the records and found that she did indeed pay for the motel rooms with a credit card so there was a traceable record. A little more digging showed that there were no charges for the days she spent with Robert and Steve so they must have been paying their own way. All of a sudden Harry moved from the top of the list to the bottom.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One Monday night as Robert left the bowling alley where he bowled in the men's house league an unknown assailant hit him from behind and knocked him unconscious. When he woke up it was to blackness and excruciating pain. His screams drew attention and when the police arrived and forced open the trunk of his car they found him with two smashed knees and with both wrists broken. His wallet, watch and wedding ring were missing and the police had no leads in the case.
The Tuesday following Robert's misfortune I noticed that Polly seemed to be a little upset. However, in keeping with being her clueless husband I pretended not to notice and nothing was said.
Two weeks later on a Tuesday Steve suffered an accident. He lived in a third floor apartment and late that evening some neighbors found him unconscious on the second floor landing. Both of his legs and both of his wrists were broken and 911 was called. It was assumed that he must have tripped and fallen down the stairs. That is it was assumed until he woke up in the ambulance and started babbling about being attacked from behind when he reached the top of the stairs.
At the hospital it was discovered that his watch, wallet and a signet ring he always wore were gone. The police were called and one of the officers who responded commented on the fact that the circumstances were remarkably similar to another case that had taken place two weeks previously. I understand that for the next several weeks a team of detectives tried to establish a link between the two men with no luck.
Wednesday when I came home from work Polly was nervous and upset about something, but I of course pretended not to notice anything. I did however catch her looking at me a couple of times with a strange look on her face. That night as soon as I hit the bed she was reaching for my cock and then things got very active and we screwed twice before she feel asleep. Notice I said screwed, not made love. I hadn't made love to her since finding out about Mel; fucked her yes, but made love to her, no! As I lay there staring up at the ceiling it occurred to me that we had had sex quite often following her meetings with her lovers. It was always energetic and always satisfying; I wondered what was going on in her mind when it happened.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next part of the plan was the tricky part. Polly knew that I was looking for a boat and when I found what I wanted she was going to buy it for me as a belated birthday present. I would tell her that I found a guy who had exactly what I was looking for and he was about to go into bankruptcy so he would let me have his thirty-five thousand dollar boat for twenty thousand cash under the table so he could hide it. I'd have her get the cash in three separate transactions so she could avoid the ten thousand-dollar reporting limit the Feds had set on the banks.
Once I had the cash in hand Polly and Harry would disappear. I would report her missing and the police would immediately suspect me, but then they would find out about her cash withdrawals and I would make our financial records available to them and they would find the twice weekly charges at the Motel 6. They would investigate and suddenly the search would be on for Harry, but Harry would be nowhere to be found. I would find some way to insinuate that Harry had somehow gotten Polly to give him twenty thousand and at the last minute she changed her mind and so he killed her, hid the body, took the money and ran.
I wouldn't be able to touch the money in Polly's investment accounts until I could have her declared legally dead and so inherit, but the trust fund check was direct deposit into our join checking account and I would not inform them she was gone. I would be living in a free and clear house with my salary and five thousand a month coming in from the trust fund and that would enable me to maintain my lifestyle.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was going to wait until two weeks after Steve's accident and then make my move on Harry and Polly. Was I capable of doing something like that? Could I actually "disappear" my wife and her lover? I didn't know, but I was going to find out.
And then Harry went and fucked up the plan.
He found a job out of state and was gone in a week. All I had to work with now was Polly and Mel and since Mel was coming over to the house I had no paper trail linking him to Polly. It was back to the drawing board.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
There was a change in my sex life. With three of Polly's lovers off the board Polly was apparently looking to me to take up the slack. We were up to five and six times a week and almost always at least twice and from the way Polly sucked my cock trying to get me up to go again I sometimes thought she would go all night if I could. Was that it? Was that why four lovers? She needed more sex than I could give her? No matter, cheating was still cheating.
I was getting nowhere in coming up with a plan to do something with Mel and Polly. The closest I could come to anything workable was to pretend to leave for golf, come back and catch them in the act and shoot him. One of my shots would miss him and hit Polly. I would say that I thought he was raping her. Everyone knew that Polly had said she didn't like Mel. I just didn't think I could sell that one and the object was to get back at Polly and her lover, stay out of jail and still keep the money. I'd just have to keep working on it until I came up with something.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Saturday and for some reason I woke up in a bad mood and I decided to fuck with Polly. I called Don and told him that I wouldn't be joining the foursome that morning on the golf course. When it was the time I usually left and I wasn't even dressed Polly asked:
"Aren't you running late for golf?"
"Not playing today."
"Why not?"
"Just don't feel like it."
"You sick?"
"No, just don't feel in the mood to do much more than just lay around the house."
I saw the look come over her face and I knew what it meant - she had to get word to Mel before he came over and just walked into the house. She left the room and I heard the beep, beep, beep of numbers being punched on the telephone.
I puttered around the house until noon and then I went into the kitchen and made myself a sandwich and grabbed a beer out of the fridge. I was sitting at the table when Polly came in, stood there and looked at me for several seconds, and then she got down on the floor and crawled under the table. Her hands went to my zipper and she pulled it down and then a hand went inside my fly, took hold of my cock and worked it out of my pants and she took it in her mouth. I slid forward on the chair to give her better access. She licked the head like a lollipop and then she took as much of my cock in her mouth as she could. I felt her tongue working as her head bobbed. Fingers worked their way inside my pants and she played with my balls while her tongue pressed against the bottom length of my cock.
I couldn't see through the table so I had no idea what the expression on her face was, but I had to wonder why she worked as hard as she did at keeping me sexually satisfied when she'd had all those fucking lovers. Her head pulled back and she gave my cockhead small licks and kisses and her tongue snaked around and around the glans. Damn, but I was sure going to miss her blow jobs. Her mouth took me took me inside again and her head went back to bobbing up and down and all the time her magic tongue kept swirling around my shaft. Her fingers were still playing with my balls and she felt it when they tightened up. Her lips clamped hard around me and her head started rapidly bobbing up and down and then I told her I was going to cum. It was something I always did; Polly would swallow every last drop, but she hated to be surprised. She forced her head down on me to take every inch she was capable of taking and then she held still as I erupted. She gulped and swallowed until nothing more came out of my cock and then she slowly pulled her mouth from me and licked my cock until she had it clean. She put my cock back in my pants and came out from under the table. She stood up and said:
"If I was to get naked and go lie on the bed would you join me?"
I chugged my beer, stood up and said, "Lead the way."
She stripped as we walked toward the bedroom and by the time we got there her shorts, blouse, bra and panties were on the floor. She sat down on the edge of the bed and watched me as I took my clothes off and dropped them in a pile on the floor. I stepped forward and she took my limp dick in her hand, fondled it for several seconds and then she took it in her mouth. She sucked on it as she caressed my balls and it took her a minute or two, but she got me hard again. She kissed the head of my dick, released her hold on my cock and fell back on the bed.
She spread her legs wide and looked up at me with an expression on her face that seemed to say, "Okay, now what are you going to do?" It was an expression I'd never seen before and I wondered about it as I moved between her wide spread legs. I parted her pussy lips, placed the head of my cock in the crease and then thrust myself into her
"Oh yes" she moaned, "Shove that beautiful thing deep and then fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard."
I pulled back until just the head of my cock was in her and then I slammed back into her as hard as I could. I did it half a dozen times and then I reached under Polly and gripped her ass and pulled her up hard against me as I rammed myself into her. If I kept up the hard banging I was going to cum too fast so I slowed it down and got a steady rhythm going. Polly didn't want it slow and steady; she wanted hard and fast. Normally I give Polly what she wants, but for some strange reason that morning I was determined that we were going to do what I wanted.
I kept on with the steady in and back, in and back as she cried, moaned, begged and pleaded with me to fuck her hard and fast. She wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles in the small of my back and humped up at me.
"Damn you" she hissed, "Stop this playing around and fuck me."
I ignored her. I wanted to keep on fucking her at the slow pace just to torment her, but my body was sending me a message - "No more playing around hoss, I need to get off" - and I started pounding hard to get my release.
"Oh yes!" Polly cried, "Like that, hard like that, hard baby, fuck me hard."
I felt the juice in me start to boil and begin the headlong rush to the head of my cock and I slammed into Polly and she cried out, "Oh fuck, oh fuck" as her body shook with an orgasm. I felt her cunt muscles trying to milk my cock and I let go. I kept pumping until my cock went soft and then I stopped and held still as the last few drops of my cum dripped out of my pee hole and into the unfaithful cunt of my cheating wife and then I pulled out of her and fell on the bed next to her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was lying on my back, staring up at the ceiling, trying to reconcile in my mind the two Polly's: the one who could make love to me the way she just had and the other one - the cheater. Try as I might I couldn't understand it at all. Polly sat up and moved so she was sitting up and leaning back against the headboard and looking down at me.
"How long have you known?" she asked.
She caught me by surprise with that. No sense pretending since she had obviously figured it out.
"About three months now."
"Robert and Steve?"
"What do you think?"
"I think Harry got out of town just in time. You plan the same for Mel?"
As naked as she was she obviously wasn't wearing a wire, but that didn't mean she didn't have a recording device of some kind close by so I just shrugged.
"And me?"
"You don't want to know."
"You were going to hurt me?"
I looked away from her and back up at the ceiling.
"Is that why you are still here? Stay close until you can get your revenge?"
Again I just stared up at the ceiling and didn't answer. She sat there and I laid there in silence for a minute or so and then she got off the bed and left the room. She came back about three minutes later with her Llama .380 in her hand. My bowels tightened up as I realized she had me cold. I had nowhere to hide, nowhere to run. And then she handed me the little automatic!
"Here. Do it. Get it over with."
I looked at her like she was crazy.
"I'm serious," she said, "I'm not going to leave you, but I'm not going to spend the rest of my life wondering when you are going to do something either. Go on, do it and get it over with."



I looked at her and then at the Llama. I ejected the clip and pulled the slide back to make sure the chamber was clear and then I set the pistol on the bedside table and then looked at her standing there looking down at me.
"What do you mean that you aren't going to leave me?"
"Just that. If you want to leave me and get a divorce that is your right and God knows I've given you ample grounds, but I'm not leaving you. I love you and I'm happy being your wife so if any leaving happens it will have to be by you."
"You love me? You are, or were, fucking four other men and you can stand there and tell me that you love me?"
"Why not? It happens to be true."
"Sorry Polly, but to me that just does not make sense."
"That's because you and I are wired different honey. To you love, sex, marriage and togetherness are all wrapped up in one package. I don't think that way. I can separate sex from the other three. I love you, but I don't give a rat's ass for Steve, Harry, Mel or Bob. All they were to me was hard cocks when I was horny. Which, by the way, has been often over the past year."
"So you are telling me that I don't get the job done? That's great for my ego, just the kind of thing that someone who loves me should be telling me."
"Don't be stupid honey, of course you get the job done - when you are here. But you aren't here during the day when I get a case of the screaming hornies. It seems like I'm horny all the time anymore. It is a circular thing that feeds on itself. I'm horny, I fuck one of my studs and the erotic wickedness of being a cheating housewife gives me a humongous orgasm and that makes me even more horny so I go out and cheat again the next day. I've had some of my best orgasms ever just from knowing that I'm a cheating whore. But that isn't love, that is just sex. The more I was fucked by my lovers the more I wanted to make love to you. I never thought you would ever find out."
"Why Mel? I thought you had no use for him."
"I don't have any use for him, but I do use his cock. He is the only one of the four that I fucked because I had to."
"You had to fuck him?"
"He caught me and Steve fucking and he threatened to tell you if I didn't give him what Steve was getting. Naturally I wanted to keep things from you so I gave in."
"How did he catch you?"
"I had the bad luck of having him come into the bar the night I let Steve pick me up and he saw us go out to Steve's car. He followed and it was my further bad luck that he had a camera in his car. He took a flash picture of Steve fucking me on his back seat and then he threatened to show you the picture if I didn't take care of him."
"When and how did it start?"
"It started when you went back to Michigan to help your dad put new roofs on his house and barn. You had been gone two weeks and I was horny as hell and tired of sitting at home alone. I went out one night with Sandy and Joan. I didn't go out looking, I just wanted to get out of the house. We went to a lounge and were drinking and talking and a lot of guys were hitting on us. We did some drinking and dancing and I had a little too much to drink and Harry asked me if I wanted to go outside for some fresh air.
"I swear I don't know how it happened, but the next thing I knew I was on my back and he was fucking me. It was wrong and I knew it and I should have fought to get away from him, but I didn't. I was lying on his back seat and he was pounding into me as I was looking up at him and thinking:
"This man isn't my husband and he's fucking me."
"Something came over me at the thought that a strange cock was fucking me. It was exciting, it was nasty and wicked and the mere thought that I was being a cheating slut gave me a tremendous orgasm. I dated him for the next three nights, fucked him each time and had massive orgasms. He wanted a fourth date, but I was beginning to think I needed to stop seeing him before I got too involved with him so I said no.
"All the next day I was horny as hell and when Sandy and Joan asked me to go out with them again I said okay and that night I let Robert get lucky. I had the same strong orgasms with him as I took his cock in me and thought about what a cheating whore I was being. I saw Robert twice before Steve picked me up and then Mel got involved. I decided that to keep from getting emotionally involved with any of them I would just take turns fucking all four of them. It had absolutely nothing to do with my not loving you and everything to do with my getting off on being a cheating slut. Now you know."
She pointed at the gun, "Aren't you going to use it?"
"No."
"What are you going to do?"
"Watch you fuck Mel. Call him and tell him I've gone out and it is safe for him to come over."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Oh yes, oh yes, harder damn you, fuck me harder" she cried.
I was in the closet when she led him into the bedroom. She had met him naked at the front door and he was almost naked by the time she got him to the bedroom.
"Hurry" she told him, "We only have two hours before he will be coming home."
She sat on the edge of the bed and he walked up to her with his cock pointing right at her mouth and she opened it and took him in. I watched her use her lips and tongue on him for a couple of minutes and the she pulled her mouth off him, laid back on the bed and spread her legs wide and played with her pussy while he finished getting his pants off and then he got on the bed, moved between her legs and drove his cock into her.
"Oh yes, so good, you feel so hard and so good" she moaned as he rammed his cock into her. "Fuck me baby, fuck me hard, make me cum." He was pounding hard into her and I was listening to the sounds that I used to be the only one to hear.
"Oh God yes, harder baby, harder. Shove it deep, cum in me baby, cum in me."
I gave him a couple of minutes to really get into it and then I moved out of the closet. He didn't even know I was there until the blunt end of the aluminum baseball bat rammed into his right side just above the kidney. He screamed and I grabbed a handful of his hair and jerked him off of Polly. I smacked him twice in the balls with the bat and then twice more in the side. I'm not sure, it might have been my imagination, but I thought I heard a rib crack. I grabbed him by his hair again and jerked his head up and looked him in the eye.
"I'm only going to say this one time asshole so you had better pay attention. You will go home and you will destroy whatever pictures you have of Polly. If they ever appear anywhere and I hear of it I will hunt you down and use this bat to break every fucking bone in your body. This is the only warning that you will get. Destroy everything that you have that has anything to do with Polly and then I had better never catch you even looking in her direction again. Do you understand me?"
He was in a lot of pain and tears were leaking from his eyes, but he managed to nod a yes and I told him to get out. When he was gone Polly asked me:
"Why did you have me fuck him? You could have done what you just did when he walked in the front door. Why did you have me meet him naked and then fuck him?"
"You hear about guys who get off on seeing their wives with someone else. I was just checking to see if it did anything for me. If it had it would have made things easier."
"In what way?"
"If I had been turned on it might have helped me get by this."
"I take it that you didn't get a charge out of it?"
"Afraid not, it just pissed me off even more."
She looked at me without saying anything for several seconds and then she said:
"You have known about it for three months and during that time you have taken all the sex I have offered, which has been a lot, and you have given every indication that you enjoyed it. Three months during which you have done nothing to get back at me or get even with me. Why are you still here?"
Well, it was out in the open and she knew I knew and I had no way of knowing if she had mentioned things to anyone else so all the thoughts and plans I had been working on were toast so I told her the truth.
"I like my comfortable lifestyle. I'm still here because I haven't been able to come with a way to separate me from you that would leave me with your money."
I saw her face pale as she realized the implications of what I'd just said.
"My God, you would really have done that?"
"We will never know if I could have or not. The only workable plan I had died when Harry left town."
"What were you going to do?"
I told her.
"I thought you loved me."
"I did, right up to the point where I found out you had become a whore for other men."
"Is there any way we can save something out of this?"
"I don't see how."
She turned and left the room and I got up, dressed and went out to the garage to do some work on my car. About an hour later Polly came into the garage and said:
"I'm going to spend a couple of days at my sister's." I just shrugged and she said, "No I am not going to a lover's. For one thing they are all gone and for another it wouldn't be fun anymore now that you know. The excitement came from being a cheating slut with your not knowing about it. Now that you know the thrill would be gone."
She left, I finished what I was doing on the car, cleaned up and then went out for dinner and a movie. Sunday I puttered around the house and made lists of what I was going to want to take with me when I moved out and Monday I went to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Monday night Polly was there. "I gambled that you would come home at your regular time so I have dinner ready. After we eat we can talk."
The meal was quiet for the most part and when we were done eating and she had cleared the dirty dishes away she sat down and said:
"Have you given any thought as to what you are going to do now?"
"Now that you know that I know there isn't much sense in pretending anymore so I guess the next step is for me to find a place, move out and then see a lawyer."
"Is there anything I can do, any way at all of my talking you out of it?"
"Good God Polly, you have wholesale affairs with other men and expect me to just sit here and say, "That's nice dear" when I find out about it? Why in God's name would you even try and talk me into staying when I obviously meant nothing to you?"
"That's not true and you know it. I love you. I want to be with you. My affairs were never meant to hurt you or our marriage. They were fun and the sex was wicked and exciting and I loved the feeling I got when I cheated, but it was only sex for the sake of sex. I always came home to you and I always was loving and affectionate. There was never any change in our relationship - not one iota! It cost you nothing and if it had gone on for another thirty years it still wouldn't cost you a thing. I would still be here, I would still love you and I would still want to spend my life with you. I don't want a divorce. I don't want you to leave. Please honey, I love you; you know I do. You have known about what I've done for three months now, but you still made love to me, kissed me, hugged me and cuddled and snuggled with me."
"Yes Polly, and we both know why I did those things, why I put up with it for three months."
"So it is all just about the money? You don't love me any more?"
"I love you Polly. Love is not something that you can turn off and on. I love you and I probably always will, but I don't trust you anymore Polly. I'm not the kind of guy who can live with what I'd have to go through if I stayed. I couldn't leave the house in the morning and then spend my day wondering if you had snuck off to meet another man. I couldn't go on a business trip and not wonder what you were doing while I was gone. And I would always wonder Polly. You said it yourself, you got a charge out of doing it because you were sneaking around on me. Unless I caught you again I would never know if you were sneaking around on me or not, but I would wonder - always Polly - I would wonder and I can't live like that."
"I was afraid that was the stand you were going to take. I hoped and prayed I would be wrong, but I guess I wasn't."
She got up from the table and went over to the counter and, got her purse and came back to the table. She opened her purse, took out an envelope and slid it across the table to me.
"What is it?"
"Open it and see."
I opened the envelope, read the contents and then looked at her in amazement.
"It is what you wanted, isn't it? You said the only reason you were staying was to find some way to get my money. Well, now you have it, at least a good chunk of it. I'm keeping the house and the trust fund. The rest is yours."
"Why? Why in the world would you do something like this?"
"Because I love you. I love you and I want you to be happy and since it seems that my money is what makes you happy I'm giving it to you."
"What's the catch?"
"There isn't any. I want you to stay, but I want it to be for me, not my money. But you say you don't want me. I still want you to be happy so there is the money. You can take it and run. Now if you will excuse me I need to go somewhere where I can cry in peace" and she got up and left the kitchen.
I sat there and stared at the papers she had given me. She had transferred all of her investment accounts into my name. All nine hundred thousand dollars of it. A thousand thoughts were rampaging through my head at that moment, but one of them stood out clear, Polly loved me, she really did love me. I was as good as gone and she still wanted me to be happy so she gave me almost a million dollars to take with me. Damn! Why did she have to go and do that?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I'm at work I do occasionally wonder what she is doing, especially when I call home and don't get an answer. When I'm on a business trip I do wonder what she is doing and I do wonder if anyone is in the room with her when I talk to her on the phone. She swore up and down that she would never again do what she had done with her four lovers and that she would be mine and mine alone. But she broke her word to me once, the word she gave me when we took our marriage vows and if she broke her word once why would I take on face value her statement that she would never do it again? By her own admission it was the sneaking and cheating that was turning her on so the doubt is always going to be there. If she sees a chance to sneak and cheat with minimal chance of being caught will she do it? I don't know, I can only hope she won't or if she does I never find out.
I love her and I know she loves me, but I'm not stupid. I didn't transfer her investment accounts back to her; they are still in my name and that is my best insurance that Polly will keep her word. She knows I'm watching and I'm always going to be wondering. She knows if I catch her again I'm gone for sure and she knows that the money will make the leaving a lot easier for me.
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From Loving Wife to Slut (1a)
His tongue licked at her nipples and she arched her back to push her breasts at his mouth. She grasped his cock in her hand and slowly stroked it. His mouth clamped on a nipple and she almost felt it stiffen as he sucked on it. She pulled away from him and slid down until his cock was only inches from her face. She looked up at him, smiled, and then she took him in her mouth. She reached out a hand and massaged his balls while her tongue swirled around his cock head and as she took him deeper she felt it touch the back of her throat. He groaned and his cock throbbed as he pushed his load into her throat so it could slide down into her belly. She didn't stop sucking him and she continued to work on his shaft with her tongue and wet lips until it stirred again.
She took her mouth from him, raised up and moved over him. She took his cock in her right hand and put the head of it at her moist opening and smiled down at him.
"Do it" he said, "Do it damn you."
She laughed and then she drove herself down on him. She let out a low moan as every inch of him went deep into her and then she began rocking back and forth. He growled at her:
"I don't want to play, I want to fuck!" and he wrapped his arms around her and rolled over putting her on her back. Her legs went up and wrapped tightly around him as he thrust hard into her. She mewled in pleasure as he fucked her with hard and fast strokes. She dug her nails into his butt cheeks as she tried to pull him deeper into her.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, you like this don't you?" he gasped as he slammed into her.
She didn't like it, she loved it and she moaned as she felt her climax approaching. Her body quivered and she gave a sharp little cry as she climaxed and as the hot juices released by her orgasm flowed to surround his cock he released himself into her.
++++++++++++++++++
As Jake took a quick shower she stared up at the ceiling and remembered how the affair had started. She hadn't set out to betray her husband of twenty years, but she had and in a big way. She loved Gary deeply and could not see herself living without him, but she knew that if given a chance to go back in time and change things she wouldn't. She loved Gary, but she needed Jake. Jake had an sexual magnetism that she could not deny.
Her relationship with Jake was similar to what she had once seen in a wild life documentary about lions in Africa. When the male was ready to mate he sank his fangs into the neck of the female and pinned her in place while he took her. And that is just what Jake did - he took her when he wanted to.
The best she could hope for was that she would be able to continue to juggle things so that Gary would never find out that his wife was a slut. And not just any slut, but also the company whore. Jake owned the company that Gary worked for and Gary had been with the company almost twelve years. Twelve years of company picnics, Christmas parties and barbecues at Jake's house. At every one of those affairs Jake had been very attentive to her and she ad felt his sexual magnetism right from the start. Jake had made a soft pass or two over the years, nothing heavy, just feelers to see if she might like to play. She had fended him off while at the same time wondering what he might be like in bed, but she was madly in love with her husband and the very idea of taking on a lover or having a quick affair had been alien to her.
That all abruptly changed at the last pool party that Jake had hosted at his house. She had been lying next to the pool in a bikini bought especially for the occasion. She knew she was in damned good shape for a forty-one year old mother and she knew she was getting appreciative glances and that she had generated a hard on or two. Gary had dropped down beside her and had smiled as he said:
"If I don't cover you up you are liable to be dragged off into the bushes and ravished."
"Ooh, that sounds interesting. Have you considered the fact that I just might enjoy that?"
"I'll just bet you would, but I'm not big on sharing unless of course the man I share you with is Jake."
"Oh? You would like me to make your bosses day?"
"Might make me a vice president."
"Corner office with a window?"
"Could be."
"Would it be exciting for you if I did that?"
"I'll work hard at giving you an exciting evening when we get home."
"I'm going to hold you to that lover."
An hour later she ha gone into the house to use the bathroom and when she had come out she had found Jake standing there. She smiled at him and moved out of the way and said, "Your turn" meaning that it was his turn to use the bathroom and he had said, "Yes it is." He had taken her by the arm and pulled her across the hall and into what she knew was one of the bedrooms.
"What are you doing Jake? Let me go. Let go of my arm, you're hurting me."
He closed the door behind them and locked it and then he shoved her onto the bed.
"I've waited long enough. You want it and I want it and I'm going to take it."
He pushed her back on the bed and as she was falling he grabbed her bikini bottoms and pulled them off her.
"No Jake, no. I don't want this. You can't."
"Oh yes I can and I'm going to" he said as he took an ankle in each hand and pushed her legs wide. "You can say you don't want this, but we both know that you do. The only reason you turned me down before is that you were too scared to try. I've felt it; I've felt you thinking about what I would be like in bed and now you are going to find out."
"No, no Jake no, you're wrong. I love my husband and we can't do this to him."
"I can" and he leaned forward and the head of his cock pushed at her pussy.
"Noooo" she had wailed, "Noooooooooo Jake, noooo. This isn't right."
Jake laughed, "It doesn't have to be right to be good" and he pushed a little harder and an inch or two of his cock had entered her.
"Please Jake no. How can I face Gary if you do this to me?"
"You smile at him sweetie and then you go home with him and fuck his eyes out while giving him sloppy seconds."
He pushed again and another couple of inches slid into her. "See? I knew you wanted it."
"No damn you, no I don't."
"Then why aren't you yelling for help? Why aren't you screaming and hollering that you are being raped and crying out for someone to come and rescue you? Why aren't you at least trying to fight me off? Why aren't you beating on me with your fists? I'll tell you why, it is because you want it."
He gave one more push and then he was all the way in. He slowly started fucking her and after a half dozen strokes he had stopped. "Okay sweetie, truth time. Tell me to take it out and I will. Just say the word and I'll pull it out and we can both go back to the party."
He looked down on her and waited.
"You bastard" she had hissed as her legs had gone up and locked around him.
He had laughed and then he had fucked her while she moaned and cried and begged for him to go harder, to go faster, to push deeper and he had. He had given her two of the strongest orgasms she had ever experienced before he came in her and it was only when she had felt the warmth flood her pussy that she realized that they had just had unprotected sex. As Jake pulled out of her she did the mental calculations and was horrified to realize she was in the fertile part of her cycle.
"Oh shit!" she exclaimed.
Jake misinterpreted her outburst, "Don't sweat it sweetie, I'll put it back in later, but right now we need to get back to the party before we are missed.
"Jesus God, do you know what you just did? You didn't use a condom and I don't have my diaphragm in. You might have gotten me pregnant."
"So? You've got a kid, what's one more?"
"Damn it Jake, it won't be Gary's."
"So go home and fuck him unprotected for a week. If you have a kid he will think it is his and who knows, it just might be."
"I can't do that to him."
"Sure you can. Look at it as potential job security for him. If you get pregnant we will get a DNA test and if it is mine I'll have to see that it is taken care of. That means promotions, raises, bonuses and lifetime employment for Gary."
"That's a cold hearted way to look at it."
Not cold hearted sweetie, just pragmatic. We need to get back to the party now. Meet me back here in an hour and we will pick up where we left off."
"I am sweetie, I most definitely am. See you in an hour" and he had walked out of the room leaving her lying on the bed with his juices running out of her pussy.
After checking the hallway to make sure it was clear she hurried to the bathroom and did the best she could to clean herself out and then she had gone back out to the pool. She no sooner sat down on the blanket than Gary came up and sat down beside her.
"Where have you been babe? I've been looking all over for you." He laughed and said, "I even checked the bushes."
Without looking at him she said, "You couldn't have looked all over. If you had I would have heard you knocking on the bathroom door and then ask who was in there. Besides, you mentioned the bushes earlier so that would have been the last place I'd let him take me."
"Him?"
"Of course. You don't think I'd sneak off with a girl do you?"
"Keep it up sexy and I might never let you go to sleep tonight."
"No lover, you keep it up or you won't be any damned good to me. Get me a soda please? When you get back you can put sunscreen on my back. Do a good job and I might suck your cock on the way home."
Forty-five minutes later Jake had called Gary over to the grill to spell him for a while and then he had gone into the house. To this day she had no idea why she did it, but she had waited five minutes and then had followed him in and since then Jake had been fucking her whenever and wherever he wanted. He took her mouth her pussy and her ass and her ass was something she had never even given Gary.
Jake was an addiction that she couldn't shake and what was worse was that she couldn't say no to whatever he wanted of her and he wanted a lot. She found that out six weeks into their affair. He told her to meet him in room 226 at the Ramada Inn and when she got there she found that he wasn't alone. He had been using her to take care select customers and special friends ever since.
The shower stopped running and Jake's approaching the bed interrupted her ruminations.
"There is still some left in my ball sack and I don't want to work up a sweat again."
She moved to the side of the bed, took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him off.
They left the motel room together and when they reached his car Jake took her in his arms and gave her a passionate kiss and then he got in his car and drove off. She stood there watching his taillights fade and for perhaps the thousandth time she wondered why she couldn't breakaway from him. Gary was her life and she was taking a chance on destroying her marriage to him for tawdry meetings, sluttish and whoring behavior in hotel and motel rooms with a man who meant nothing to her.
A horn honked and she looked that way and a guy in a car waved at her. He looked familiar and she instinctively waved back. Then her heart nearly stopped as she remembered who the guy was. He was one of her son's friends and sitting next to him was another guy who had a video camera trained on her. They honked twice, waved again and then drove off leaving her standing there with a sense of dread and disaster.
++++++++++++++++++
It was two days before she got the call that she had been expecting.
"Mrs. Collins? This is Jerry Gannon. I was wondering if I can stop by and have a minute or two of your time?"
"What is it about Jerry?"
"I think you know Mrs. Collins."
"I need to go out Jerry. Is this something we can do quick?"
"I guess that depends on you, doesn't it."
It was quick, but it wasn't painless.
"I work part time at the motel Mrs. Collins and the other night I saw you and a man who was not Mr. Collins go in to room 123. I called Scott and had him hurry over with his video camera. I couldn't get tape of what went on in that room, but I do have tape of you and a man who, again, is not Mr. Collins, coming out of that room, and kissing and embracing. If Mr. Collins saw that tape what would he think?"
"What do you want Jerry?"
"Scott and I want what the man who is not Mr. Collins was getting behind door 123."
"I thought you were Mark's friend."
"I am. That's why I don't want him to find out that his mom goes into motel rooms with men other than her husband."
"I do what you want and I get the tape is that it?"
"Well, kind of, but not exactly."
"Spell it out Jerry. I have an appointment that I can't be late for."
"We are not greedy Mrs. Collins. Twice a week until fall term starts and then once a week until Christmas break. Since we are attending college locally that should not be a problem for you. At Christmas we give you the tape with a pretty red bow around it, wish you a very merry and you won't be bothered by us again."
"How do I know you won't keep a copy? How do I know you won't blab it to everyone?"
"If I blab about it Mrs. Collins everyone would know and I doubt it could be kept a secret from Mark and Mr. Collins. That would result in us being cut off and I don't want that. As for the copy, you will just have to take my word that there won't be one."
"Your word? The word of a blackmailer?"
"Think about it Mrs. Collins. The only reason to keep a tape would be to use it to keep you doing what we want. All I have to do to accomplish that is to keep the one I already have. Bottom line Mrs. Collins, you really only have two choices: Give me what I want, or don't and face the consequences. Think about it Mrs. Collins. Take the afternoon and turn it over in your mind. I'll call you tomorrow at five for your answer."
"Why are you doing this to me Jerry?"
"Because you are a stone fox Mrs. Collins and the sexiest woman I've ever seen. Given a choice between you and girls of my own age you win hands down. And thanks to that tape I do have a choice."
++++++++++++++++++
As soon as Jerry was gone she had called Jake. "We have a problem."
"What kind of a problem?"
She described her visit from Jerry and was stunned by Jake's response. "We don't have a problem, you do."
"How can you not have a problem? If Gary sees that tape he will know about us - about you and me - not just me."
"And just what do you think he will do? He has the best job of his life; he is making more money working for me than he could ever make anywhere else and he is too old to quit me and start over somewhere else. I don't know what he will do to you, but I'll bet you a dollar to a donut that he won't even let on to me that he knows. No sweetie, it is your problem so you will just have to deal with it."
When the call came the next day at three she did the only thing she could do given the circumstances.
++++++++++++++++++
As an employee Jerry had access to the rooms at the motel. There were always a few rooms not available to rent due to painting, laying new carpet, fixing the plumbing and things of that nature and at noon the next day she met Jerry outside the door to room 109. Jerry opened the door and they went inside. She put her purse on the dresser and undressed. She had to be there, but she didn't have to like it and she was determined that all Jerry was going to get was an unresponsive lump of nakedness.
Once naked she laid down on the bed, spread her legs and waited. The naked young man just stood there and looked at her and finally she said, "Well? Are you going to or not? I have to be home to start dinner by four."
"In a minute" he said, "I don't want to start and then have to stop."
"What does that mean?"
"I have to let Scott in when he gets here."
"Scott? Why is Scott coming?"
"I told you yesterday that Scott and I wanted what the man you were with in room 123 got. In our talk I always said 'we.' You should have paid attention. You knew there were two of us in the car that night."
As if on cue there was a knock on the door and Jerry opened it and let Scott in. Scott took one look at her lying naked on the bed and said, "Oh wow" and he started to undress. By the time Scott was nude Jerry was on the bed and between her legs. He lined himself up with her pussy and then he shoved himself into her. She gasped in pain. He was inexperienced and had taken no time to work her up so some juices could flow and act as natural lubricants, nor had he taken the time to enter her a little at a time so she could adjust to him.
The upside to the discomfort, or so she thought, was that he would come quick and she could move on to Scott who would hopefully be just as quick and she could get out of the place and go home.
But Jerry was not quick on the trigger; what he was was young and vigorous and he fucked her hard and fast. After about two minutes her resolve to just lie there faded away and in only minutes her legs went up and gripped his body and about the same time she started moaning, "Oh God, oh God, oh sweet fucking Jesus." A minute after that it was, "Oh God, fuck me, fuck me hard."
Out of the corner of her eye she saw Scott watching her get fucked and she turned her head to watch him stroke his hard young cock. Thanks to Jake she was no stranger to multiple partners and she began thinking about how wicked it was for her to be in a motel room with two young boys who were the same age as her son.
Jerry began to moan, "I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum" and then she felt his cock pulse, but she wasn't ready to let him go. Her own climax was only seconds away and she clutched at him to keep him from pulling away.
"No,no, no, please, not yet, get me off, get me off."
He was going limp, but his tube was against her clit and rubbing it as he tried to stay in her and it was just enough to get her over the top and her body shook and her pussy spasmed and clutched at Jerry's cock and it started to stiffen. She pushed her pussy up at him and as Jerry started working his hardening cock into her she hisses. "Yessss, oh yesss baby, oh yessss."
Jerry was ramming her hard and she felt another orgasm building and she moaned, "Oh God yes honey, like that, hard, baby, hard, fuck me hard and make me cum honey, I'm almost there, get me off honey, get me off."
She dug her nails into his back and pulled him to her and ten more strokes was all it took and she screamed as she had her second climax in less than three minutes. Jerry was rock hard by then and he was pounding into her. She heard Scott whine:
"Come on Jerry, it's my turn. Get me off and let me have some."
"To hell with it" she thought, "I have to do it so I might as well enjoy it." She looked over at Scott who was jacking his cock and said, "Bring it over here to me honey, let me suck on it for you."
His face lit up like he had just won the lottery and he hurried over like he thought if he didn't she might change her mind.
For the next two hours the two lusty young boys took turns on her until she reluctantly had to call it quits so she could go home and start dinner.
To be continued....
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She smiled to herself as she hung up the phone. She had just done something that she hadn't thought she was capable of - she had said no to Jake.
The call had come at eleven-thirty. "Meet me at one in room 416 at the Marriott. Wear something sexy and make sure you have your diaphragm in."
"Sorry Jake, I can't make it."
"What?"
"I said I can't be there."
"I'm not sure you understand. You need to be there because I promised Wilson another shot at your sexy ass. He's flying in this morning just to see you."
"Sorry Jake, but I have something more important to do today than see one of your sleazy customers."
"That sleazy customer is one of my best accounts and I can't afford to lose him."
"Well I'm sorry Jake, but I'd much rather you lose one of your accounts than me lose my husband."
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"Remember when I called you and said we had a problem? Remember what you told me? You said it wasn't our problem, it was mine and that I had to handle it. Well I did what I had to do to keep that tape away from Gary. I had to agree to have sex with them when they wanted and today is one of the days they want me."
"Them?"
"Yes Jake, there are two of them and I'm afraid I have to cut this call short because they are expecting me and I'm running late. Say hello to Mr. Wilson for me. Bye now."
After she'd put the handset in the cradle she stood there looking down at it and wondered just how she had managed to let her life get so screwed up. Twenty years as a faithful and loving wife and mother down the drain for a man she didn't even like, but couldn't say no to. She hadn't wanted to say no to him then. Stan Wilson was a cigar stinking, fifty pound overweight slug, but she would have fucked him in a heartbeat just so she could feel Jake in her again.
The slight satisfaction she had gotten from telling Jake no was offset by the fact that she really, really wanted to go to him. She had only enjoyed saying no because of the callous way he had acted when she had called him about Jerry's blackmail threat. No matter, she had to get ready to meet Jerry and Scott at the motel.
++++++++++++
For the next two months she'd had some very enjoyable sex with the two young men. At the beginning they had been inexperienced, but enthusiastic and their enthusiasm had gotten to her. She had to be there to keep Gary from finding out about her and since she had to be there she had decided that she might as well enjoy it. She had taken the time to teach the two boys how to treat a woman so as to bring out the best in her and that had included teaching them to eat pussy. Both Jerry and Scott had gotten quite good at it.
As much as she was enjoying her afternoons with the boys she was still always aware that she was being blackmailed and one day she decided to get back at them a little. Jerry had just finished fucking her and when he had pulled away from her and had gotten off the bed she had called Scott over. When Scott moved to take Jerry's place she had stopped him:
"Not just yet honey. Today we are going to teach you something new."
"What's that?"
"How to make a woman have massive orgasms and make her never want to give you up."
"How do I do that?"
She spread her legs wide and said, "Eat my pussy."
"That's not new, we been doing that for weeks now."
"This will be a different way of eating pussy. Come on honey, go down on me."
"But Jerry was just there."
"So?"
"Well, you know, he finished in you."
"I know that honey, that is why I want you to eat me. Make me scream honey, show me you are a man."
"No way. I'm not going to do that."
"No? Too bad. I thought you were a man. I guess I keep forgetting that you are just a young kid. How about it Jerry? Are you man enough?"
Scott looked at Jerry and then he did what she hoped he would; stung at being called a kid he steeled himself and said, "What do I do?"
"Nothing different honey, just eat me like you have before. The only difference is that this time I'll be a little wetter and maybe a little sloppy, but you do this and let the girls know you like it and you will have to beat them off with a stick"
She had never fed a cream pie to anyone before and she had hoped that Scott or Jerry would end up going to the toilet to hurl, but that isn't what happened. Scott tentatively approached her pussy and took a few quick licks. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled it tight to her pussy and moaned:
"That's it honey, lick it up, clean me out, make me scream honey, make me scream."
She humped her pussy at his face and waited for him to try and pull away, but he didn't. What happened was that Jerry picked up her chant and started urging Scott on.
"Do it Scotty, make her scream bud, make her scream, make her cum. Do it Scotty, do it." And Scott dug in. By God he'd show her who was a man.
She had always loved having her pussy licked and she had taught the boys how to do it the way she liked, but she was not prepared for the sudden feeling that came over her as Scott went after Jerry's cum. She felt so deliciously wicked at having talked Scott into doing something so nasty and that coupled with the sexual high she normally got when she was eaten gave her one of the largest orgasms that she had ever experienced. She screamed and clutched Scott to her as she heard Jerry say:
"Way to go Scotty, way to go. Now fuck her dude, fuck her hard and fill her up so I can try it."
For the rest of the afternoon she was a mindless fuck toy as the two young boys took turns fucking her and then eating her to tremendous orgasms. She was so lost in lust that she paid no attention to time and if Scott hadn't said:
"Hey man, we got to let her go so she can go home" she might have been there all night."
++++++++++++
She still saw Jake about twice a week, but he seemed to have lost interest in her. More often than not he called and she hurried to him only to find that he only wanted her to take care of one of his customers. She didn't want his damned customers, she wanted him. Or she wanted to be wanted by him.
Damn it, she was more confused than ever. She was madly in love with her husband, had a stupid sexual attraction to a man she did not even like, was bedding a bunch of assholes to please the man she didn't like and as a result of trying to please him she was being blackmailed by two horny nineteen year olds.
Then came the afternoon when everything changed. She had agreed to meet Jake at the Ramada and when she had walked into room 221 she found Jake and four other men waiting for her. She took one look at them and turned around and walked away determined to put Jake behind her. If she could successfully do that then all she had to do was get the tape back from Jerry and her life could get back to normal.
She did put Jake behind her though it hadn't been easy. His voice on the phone still caused a tingle in her loins and several times she had been sorely tempted to hang up the phone and go to him. Once she was even dressed and on her way out the door before she came to her senses. Surprisingly enough it was Jerry and Scott who helped her make it happen. Whenever Jake wanted her she always told him that the boys were expecting her and then she reminded him that he was the one who told her that she had to handle the problem.
She was finally in control. All that remained was to get the tape.
To be continued...
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The blackmail affair with Jerry and Scott had continued twice a week until the first of September. Classes started at the local college and her meetings with the boys went from twice a week to once a week on Wednesday. She was surprised to find that she missed her twice weekly bouts with the two lusty young studs. No, that's not true she thought, what she missed is what she did with them. She missed the anal sex.
She had never had anal sex before meeting Jake. Gary had tried to talk her into it several times, but she had always refused. Jake didn't try to talk her into it, he just took it. She had hollered, screamed and squealed like a pig when he did it, but she had loved it and one of the first things she had taught Jerry and Scott was the joy of anal sex and she missed it. She couldn't get it from her husband even though she very much wanted to let him have her ass. She had turned him down too many times for her to be able to go to him and ask for it now. It might make him wonder why now and making him wonder might get him to thinking thoughts she would rather he not have.
If their sex life was not good she could maybe go to him and suggest they try something new, like anal, to spice things up, but their love life was great. She had taken out subscriptions to magazines like Cosmopolitan, Woman's Day, Redbook and other women's magazines in the hopes that one of them might publish an article on anal sex. If they did she could show it to Gary and ask if he still wanted to give it a try, but she never saw the article she hoped for.
Her only hope was that he would bring it up again, but it had been years since the last time he had asked and he had probably given it up as a lost cause. Just thinking of the last time Jerry and Scott had bent her over and taken her ass made her feel all warm and fuzzy. It had been last Wednesday and she had met them at the Motel 6 where Jerry still worked part time. She had done a slow strip tease for them and then had gone to her knees and sucked on their cocks for a while. When their dicks were hard as rocks she got up on the bed and had asked:
"What do you want to do today boys?"
"I want your pussy" Scott said and at exactly the same time Jerry had said, "I want your ass."
She had giggled as she thought about it. She hadn't done a double penetration with the boys yet and it was something that she liked.
"Okay, let's do it."
"Do what?"
"Do what you both want. Scott, you lie down on the bed and I'll get on top of you. When I have him in me Jerry, you come up from behind and work your way into my butt. Okay guys, let's make it happen."
She lowered herself onto Scott's hard pole and rode him for a minute and then she had leaned forward until she was almost lying on Scott's chest. Jerry moved in behind her and then used his thumb and fingers to loosen her up. When he felt she was ready he slowly slid his cock in her ass. Once all the way in he started to fuck her and she told Scott to start pushing into her. It took them a minute or so to develop a rhythm and then she just relaxed and let them use her. She had orgasmed over and over as the two decided that they liked DP and kept her at it all afternoon.
God, she wanted it bad, but she had four days to go before her next meeting with the boys. A stray thought entered her mind - there was always Jake - and then she shuddered, no damned it, no, never again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She looked at herself in the mirror as she adjusted the little black cocktail dress.
"I don't want to do this," she thought. "This is going to be a bad night for me and I don't want to do it." Jake was throwing a party and it was a 'must attend' event for Gary and there just wasn't any way she could get out of going with him. She would just have to make sure that she never let herself be alone around Jake.
Gary came into the room and gave her a wolf whistle. She turned away from the mirror and spun around in a full turn on her four inch heels, "You like?"
"Like doesn't even come close to what I'm feeling. Do we have time for a quickie?"
"I've always got time for you lover, but then I'd have to shower again, redo my hair and makeup and your little quickie would end up making us two hours late. Your choice stud. Say the word and I'll be out of this dress and on my knees in a heartbeat."
In her mind she was screaming, "Do it Gary, do it. I'll make it last so long that we will miss the party and it will keep Jake away from me."
"God baby, you are so damned tempting, but I can't miss this party. You can count on a long night when we get home though."
I'll hold you to that lover."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was going to be as bad as she feared. Jake met them when they arrived and when he took her hand she suddenly felt weak in the knees. He leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek and she felt her pussy tingle and it was all she could do to suppress a moan.
"It has been too long since I saw you last. You look lovely tonight." Turning to Gary he said, "Best you keep a close eye on her tonight. The way she looks some one is sure to want to steal away with her. Come on, let me show you two to the bar."
Jake left them at the bar where they gave their orders to the bartender hired for the party. As Jake walked away Gary said, "I think he likes you. In fact, seeing the way he checked you out when we walked in the door I wouldn't doubt that he was thinking the same thing I was thinking when I asked you for a quickie." He laughed, "How about it babe, want to make me a vice president?"
She punched his arm, "You are a pervert, but then again maybe I might like being the wife of a vice president. What do you think it would take? A blow job? A quickie on the patio? Maybe meet him in a motel room and give him an afternoon of bliss? You want to watch?"
Gary laughed, took her by the arm and then they circulated and socialized. Twice she needed to go to the bathroom and both times she forced herself to wait until another woman had to go and then she tagged along. No way was she going to give Jake a chance to catch her alone the way he had the first time.
She managed to be talking with some one every time he came up to her and she had refused to let him separate her from who she was socializing with. But as determined as she was to avoid him, he was just as determined to get her alone and he finally managed it and he did it in a way that scared her. It scared her because she discovered that her secret wasn't all that much of a secret to some people.
Irene Jacobs, the wife of the vice president of finance, came over to her and started talking. After several minutes Irene said she wanted a breath of fresh air and asked her to come along out to the patio. Irene led her out to a dark corner behind the gazebo where she saw Jake waiting. Irene went to him and kissed him while running a hand over the bulge in Jake's trousers. She broke he kiss and said:
"Here she is baby. Save a little for me, okay?" and she walked away.
Jake walked over to her and pushed her back against the wall of the gazebo and held her there with one hand while he used the other to unzip himself and take out his cock. He let go of her and said, "You know what to do." She did know and she slowly slid down the wall of the gazebo until her face was level with Jake's cock. She looked up at him and saw him looking down at her with a smirk on his face.
"Do it!" he growled and she leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth and started giving him a blow job. Jake chuckled and said, "You look good with a cock in your mouth. That's it baby, suck it, get me rock hard. I want it to feel like an iron bar when I shove it in your tight asshole."
She almost came when he told her he was going to take her ass and she increased her efforts to get him as stiff as she could. After several minutes he stepped back and his cock fell from her mouth.
"Stand up and take off your panties."
She did what she was told and then Jake told her to turn around, lean against the gazebo and spread her legs. She did and he moved behind her. She felt his cock head against her anal orifice and she moaned and shoved herself back at him.
"That's it my slut," he Jake said, "Take it in your ass baby. Push back, you do the work."
She moaned and shoved back at him and felt the head of his cock pop past her sphincter. He laughed and said:
"Good little slut. Take it baby, take it all, fuck yourself with my cock.

She cried out, "Oh God" and slammed her ass back at Jake and felt his length slide in. He gripped her hips and began to fuck her hard. "Yessss," she hissed as he drove into her, "Yessss, so good, so good, fuck my ass, fuck my ass."
"You like my cock in your ass?"
"I love your cock in my ass. I love you fucking my ass."
"Are you my slut?"
"Oh God, oh yes, oh yes, fuck my ass."
"I asked you if you were my slut."
"Oh fuck yes. I'm your slut. Fuck my ass, fuck your slut in her ass. Make me cum, make me cum."
"You're my slut so I can fuck you whenever I want, right?"
"Yes baby, yes, whenever, oh god, oh god, like that, like that, fuck me hard baby, fuck my ass hard."
She had her hands braced against the gazebo and she was shoving her ass back at Jake when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. She glanced that way and through the bushes she caught a quick glimpse of something that looked like a splash of red on a white background and then it was gone and Jake thrust hard into her and she screamed and had an orgasm. Seconds later Jake spilled his seed in her ass and the two of them stood there panting and trying to catch their breath. Then Jake tucked his cock away and said:
"The master bedroom in forty-five minutes, understand?"
She nodded a yes and as he walked away she bent down to pick up her panties and had started to step into them when she remembered that splash of red on white. She went cold and almost lost her balance and fell as she remembered that Gary was wearing a white shirt and a red tie. Oh dear God, had it been him? Had he seen Jake using her like the slut she had become? What would she say to him? What could she say to him? Sweet Jesus, let me be wrong, please God, let me be wrong.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When she walked back into the party she didn't see Gary anywhere and she went over to the bar and got a fresh drink. She saw Irene Jacobs across the room and Irene smiled at her and raised her glass in a salute. She had blushed and raised hers in return and then she had gone looking for Gary. She found him in the game room in a spirited discussion about baseball with Jake and Stan Jacobs. She breathed a sigh of relief because she didn't believe Gary could be that cordial with Jake if he knew Jake had just fucked her. She didn't interrupt the conversation, just went back and socialized with the other guests.
Ten minutes later Gary came up to her. "Where have you been? Half an hour ago I looked all over for you."
She grinned at him and with her heart pounding in her chest she sent out a feeler to see what his response would be.
"I might have been working on getting you your vice presidency."
"Oh sure, right. No, seriously, I saw you go outside with Irene and a little later I went out to join you for some fresh air, but I couldn't find you."
She gave an inward sigh of relief that he hadn't reacted to her vice president ploy and said:
"I don't know why you couldn't find us. We just walked around, looked up at the stars and talked."
"What about?"
"What it was like to be the wife of a vice president. She doesn't much care for it - too much entertaining and ass kissing. She says the money and perks are nice though."
"Did she now. So, do you think you might like it?"
"Probably, all but the ass kissing part. Why were you looking for me?"
Inside she was screaming, "Tell me you want to leave. Tell me you want to take me home and fuck my brains out. Get me out of here before I end up to Jake's bedroom."
"Just wanted to let you know that you will be on your own for an hour or so. The guys have gotten up a little impromptu pool tournament and it will last about an hour or an hour and a half."
"An hour and a half? I was hoping we could get out of here early. I kind of wanted to get home and make some whoopie."
"Hold that thought lover, I'll make it happen."
Oh no you won't she thought. When Jake gets finished with me I'll be too wet and loose to let you. She watched him head for the game room, sighed and headed for Jake's bedroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was not surprised when she found Jake waiting for her with another man. What did surprise her was that the other man was black.
"Get your dress off sweetie and get on the bed. Ben here loves white pussy and I told him you are the best. Don't make me out to be a liar. Fuck his eyes out."
"Please Jake, I don't want to do this anymore."
"Of course you don't, but you are my slut and so you will. Now do it. Get undressed and spread those legs for Ben while I take my pants off so you can suck me off without getting cum stains on them."
"No Jake, I won't do it."
"Yes you will," he said as he pushed her back on the bed. Ben pushed her skirt up and grabbed her panties. "You take them off or I rip them off."
She couldn't let Gary see her with ripped panties nor could she let him see she didn't have any so she resignedly slipped them off and then took off the rest of her clothes. Jake moved up next to her and offered his cock to her mouth and she opened up and took it. Ben pushed her legs apart and she closed her eyes to keep from crying at what was happening to her as he started working his cock into pussy. She couldn't fight it so she just abandoned herself to them.
For the next hour the two men used her in all three of her orifices. She hoped that Jake's bedroom was sound proofed or every one at the party would know where she was and what she was doing, or rather, what was being done to her. She screamed her way through orgasms, she cried and begged for them to fuck her hard and make her cum and they did it. She sucked Ben while Jake fucked her ass. She sucked Jake while Ben pounded her pussy, she took Ben in her ass and Jake in her pussy and then she switched and had Jake in her ass while Ben filled her pussy with cream. Ben was going for her ass again when she pushed him away.
"No, no more. I've already been in here too long. I need to get back to the party before my husband misses me."
She was sitting on the edge of the bed slipping her panties back on when Jake said, "That's a strange look on your face sweetie. What are you thinking?"
"Just thinking about the irony of this."
"How so?"
"Gary commented on the way you looked at me when we got here tonight. He said you looked like you wanted to do to me what I wouldn't let him do before we left the house and then he jokingly said, "How about it, want to make me a vice president?" So here I am having done what he thought might make him a vice president and if that isn't ironic I don't know what is."
"Oh I don't know about that sweetie. Just keep taking care of me and people like Ben here and I could maybe make it happen."
God damn it no, she said to herself. I had to be here tonight; there was no way I could get out of it, but I will not go back to being your whore!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was sipping white wine and talking to Marge Holbrook when Gary came up to her and asked her if she was ready to go home. She finished her wine, said goodbye to Marge and then she and Gary headed for home.
In the car Gary said, "Slide over here sex pot" and when she moved next to him he ran a hand up her leg and pushed a finger into her wet pussy. "I guess you do want to get home and make whoopie."
"Actually I don't honey. I've had a headache coming n for about an hour now. If you hadn't come and got me when you did I think I would have found a room where I could have laid down for a while. But I will take care of you baby," she said as she reached for his zipper, "I won't leave you hanging."
She took his cock out and bent her head to take it in and her husband smiled as he drove them home.
To be continued.
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It was Wednesday afternoon and Jerry and Scott had just finished putting her through the wringer. She had started them off with blow jobs, fucked each of them once and then they had started on combinations. She sucked on Jerry while Scott ate her pussy. She sucked on Scott's cock as Jerry fucked her ass, Jerry ate her pussy while she tongued Scott's butt hole and then they did their favorite thing (and hers) and took her pussy and ass at the same time. They did it twice, each one once in each hole. As usual, at least as far as she was concerned, it ended all too soon, but she did have to beat Gary home and get dinner on the stove.
As they were getting dressed Jerry asked, "How would you like to get the tape back early?"
What she wanted to say was, "Keep the fucking tape, I don't want to stop" but what she said was, "What do you mean by early?"
"Day after tomorrow."
"Why the sudden change."
"A problem came up and I was asked to take care of it."
"Come on Jerry, don't beat around the bush, what do you want?"
"There is a party at the frat house Friday night and the girl who was supposed to be there cancelled on us. I have to find a replacement. You take her place and I'll give you the tape and we will be quits."
"Take a girls place? What does..." and then it hit her. "Oh my God. You want me to - what do they call it? - pull a truck?"
"Pulling a train."
"Truck, train, whatever. No! Absolutely not! No way!"
"Come on Mrs. Collins, think about it. You still want to fuck even when we are done. You wear us out and you still want more. This would be your best chance to get all you want, to see how much you can handle. Four hours, eight till midnight and you get all the sex you cam handle and you get the tape. Four hours Mrs. Collins, four hours and it is over."
"No, no, no, no! There isn't any way I can do what you want. First off, I don't believe I can get out of the house from eight until twelve and secondly there would be people who would know me."
"Just me and Scotty. Almost everyone else in the fraternity is from out of town. The only other two locals will be out of town. Come on Mrs. Collins, it is only four hours."
"I don't believe this. It is bad enough that I've had to fuck the two of you for the last three months, and now you want me to drive a truck?"
"It's pulling a train Mrs. Collin, pulling a train."
"Whatever. No, no I can't do it."
"Would you at least think about it? Think about it tonight and I'll give you a call around noon."
"No Jerry, you don't understand. My husband will be home and I won't be able to get out."
"You can work out something, I know you can. Maybe a girls night out or something like that."
"No Jerry, no."
"I'll call you tomorrow" he said as he breezed out the door.
+++++++++++++++
She did think about it. She thought about it all the way home. She thought about it as she fixed Gary's dinner and she thought about it as she, Gary and David ate dinner. Just as she knew she needed to stay away from Jake she knew that even if she didn't really want to she had to give up her boys if she was ever going to get back to being just Gary's wife. She also knew that the longer things went on the more opportunity there was for her to get caught. Four hours, four hours and she would be free.
She thought about as she lay next to Gary on their bed and started up at the ceiling. It couldn't be bad, could it? It might be tiring, but it was only four hours. What was the worst it could be, three at a time? She had never done three, but she had done two several times with Jake and she had been doing two for the last three months with Scott and Jerry. She'd done more than four hours with Scott and Jerry. What was the difference? Half a dozen one after the other couldn't be that much different than Jerry and Scott over and over.
Four hours. She could do it. She could do it if she could just get out of the house on Friday night. But how could she manage that? Gary was sure to want a romantic evening at home since David was going to Steamboat Springs to visit his girlfriend which would leave her and Gary alone. By the time she fell asleep she had talked herself into doing it if she could find some way to get out of the house.
+++++++++++++++
She was sipping her morning coffee when the idea hit her. It would work, but she knew she would have to pay. Could she bring herself to pay the price was the question that needed to be answered. By noon she had convinced herself that it was the only way to go. She picked up the phone and she called Jake.
"Hello Jake."
"Hi yourself sweetie. Calling to see if you can stop by?"
"No. What I'm calling for is a favor - a big favor."
"How big?"
"I need you to find a way to keep Gary occupied from six Friday evening until two in the morning. Maybe a poker game or something like that or possibly a project pushing a deadline. Just keep him busy from six till two. Can you do that for me?"
"Why do you need it done? You giving someone else that sweet pussy instead of me?"
"As a matter of fact I am."
"Oh?"
"Remember that problem that you told me was mine to handle?"
"Yes."
"Well, if I spend from seven till one with them Friday night I get the tape back and they go away. Can you help me?"
"Of course I can, but you have to know there is a price."
"What?"
"You remember Ben from the last party? No matter, he remembers you. He thinks you are the best piece of white pussy to have ever slid up and down on his hard, black cock and he wants to slip it into you again. He leaves town today so here's the deal. You meet him at the Marriott and spend from one to four with him and I'll cover for you so that you can have your little party. Oh, and one more thing."
"What?"
"I'm having another party on Sunday and I'll expect you to be there with Gary. Don't bother wearing panties or a bra. We have a deal?"
"I guess I don't have much of a choice do I?"
"Of course you do sweetie, they just aren't good ones."
She hung up the phone thinking that the harder she tried to get out the deeper she got in.
+++++++++++++++
At noon Jerry called her and she told him she would do what he wanted. He gave her directions and told her to be there by eight and to not bother dressing fancy. "It will all be coming off anyway."
At one o'clock she knocked on the door to room 213 at the Marriott. When the door opened and Ben saw her his face lit up like a neon sign. "Jake said he was sending me a surprise, but he didn't tell me it would be you. Come in. come in," and he moved aside to let her into the room. He closed the door and turned to find her already taking her clothes off. She smiled at the astonished look on his face.
"They say that once you go black you can never go back. I don't know if that is true or not, but I do know that I have been thinking of that black sausage in your pants ever since I first tasted it. Hurry lover, we only have three hours until I have to hurry home and start dinner for my husband.
"Can I see you the next time I come to town?"
"I don't think so lover. Don't get me wrong - I'd love to - but I love my husband and spending time with you could become addictive and I don't think I could handle that."
"At least leave the door open."
"Okay lover, we will just have to wait and see.
To be continued...
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She had dinner on the table when Gary and David got home and when they were clearing the dishes from the table Gary asked:
"We didn't have anything planned for tomorrow night, did we?"
"Just an evening of mad, passionate love since David will be gone and we will have the house to ourselves."
She saw him wince and he said, "Ouch!"
"What means this "ouch?"
"I have to work late tomorrow night. It will probably be two in the morning before I get home."
"Then I guess you will just have to go a week or so without any hot sex."
"Why? I'll be home in time to keep you busy from two in the morning until you destroy me."
"Mama nature is kicking your butt, not me. If I'm right my period should be starting sometime soon. Given my luck I'd bet it starts about five minutes before you get home."
"Then I guess I'd better get my fill tonight. Come on, the dishes can wait" and he took her hand and pulled her along behind him to the bedroom.
Gary stripped and turned to face her. She motioned for him to sit on the bed and then she did a slow and sensual strip for him. Once naked she cupped her breasts and squeezed her nipples to make them stand out and then she walked to the bed and knelt in front of him. She looked up at him and smiled and then she lowered her head and started licking his cock like an ice cream cone. She looked up and saw that his eyes were close and she wondered what he was thinking. Was he just relaxing and enjoying her hot mouth? She hoped so. She also hoped that she could soon get back to where she only had to share her body with him.
She loved Gary, God knows she did and it was killing her to cheat on him. For now all she could do to make it up to him, at least in her own mind, was give him the best sex she could and plenty of it. She reached with her hand and cupped his balls as she closed her mouth around his hardness and started to deep throat him.
"God baby, you are getting so good at that I don't ever want you to stop."
As long as he didn't find out why she was getting so good, she thought, they would be all right. If Gary knew how much practice she had been getting lately he would run screaming from the house.
She caressed his balls as her head bobbed up and down and she felt him tense and she knew he was about to cum. She took him as deep into her mouth as she was capable and she took his spurt straight down into her belly. She slowly withdrew her mouth from him and grinned up at him:
"Now that we have the quick one out of the way I'd guess you are in for a long night. Think you can keep up with me?"
"I'll die trying."
"Whoa big guy, before you do that let me call our insurance man and make sure that you are covered for death by pussy."
"Money grubbing bitch. Don't you worry about our insurance, just get me hard and then you can worry about friction burns on your pussy lips."
It took her almost two and a half hours to do it, but she fucked Gary into exhaustion and he rolled over and fell into a very contented sleep.
++++++++++++++++
She rang the doorbell at eight on the dot. The door was opened by Jerry and he smiled as he saw her:
"I was afraid that you wouldn't come, that you might have second thoughts or get cold feet."
"A couple of times I almost did. What do I do?"
"It won't be any different than when you and I and Scott got together, just more of it. We will go upstairs, you will get undressed and we will have sex. When I'm done Scott or someone else will take my place and so on until midnight or the guys have had enough, whichever comes first."
"You swear that no one but you and Scott will ever know who I am?"
"Promise."
"Okay then, let's get it over with."
It pretty much went as Jerry had said it would go. He went first, was followed by Scott who was in turn followed by a cute young man with a Boston accent who was in turn replace by a tall, lanky black kid. Next up was a boy with a Texas drawl who was followed by a small Latin lad.
It was non-stop sex for as fast as one young man got off of her another one got on. Not one of them much older than her son David and she marveled at the fact that she was so turned on by being more than twice as old as any of them. By the time the Latin boy was done she was one raw sexual nerve ending and as her Latin lover pulled out she had actually called out "next."
After that she lost track as cock after cock made it's way into her. She was poked and prodded and moved around at their pleasure. She was on top, she was on the bottom, and she was on her hands and knees and all the time it was cock, cock, and more cock. She gave them her mouth, her ass and her pussy and she gave them all three at the same time. She didn't think of Gary or of Jake, Ben, Jerry, Scott or anyone else - all she thought about was the cocks that were in here and of the ones she saw lining up to get in her. She moaned, groaned, cried, screamed, begged and pleaded and the frat boys did they best to accommodate her.
It was near eleven and the boys were still going strong. Jerry was under her and she was doing her best to slide up and down on his hard cock while behind her a young black lad was trying to match her rhythm while shoving his cock in her ass. An Asian boy was in her mouth:
"So good, so good", she moaned as the hard cock in her ass sawed back and forth. Jerry mumbled, "Gonna cum, gonna cum" and she pushed down hard on his cock and held herself there as the young man erupted. She heard the 'squish squish' of her sloppy pussy as Jerry's juices joined all of the other juices in her. He moved out from under her and everyone shifted a little to let the next boy slide under her.
He was a skinny Arabic looking kid and her eyes got wide as she saw the size of his cock. She knew that taking it in her body would have hurt like hell had she not already had several cocks lead the way. Even though she was loose and very wet she still had to go slow as she eased herself down on it. It took a couple of minutes until she was comfortable enough with it to let her lean forward and let the fucking begin again.
She had never felt so full. Between the huge cock in her pussy and the cock in her ass buttons were being pushed that had never been pushed before. She had two screaming orgasms before the kid in her pussy and the boy in her ass came at the same time and gave her another.
As the boy in her ass pulled out she broke the pattern and slid down so she could take that huge cock in her mouth. Just before her lips closed around him she looked up at him and said:
"Got to get you hard again honey. I just have to do you one more time."
"What about me," whined the boy who had been in her mouth.
"My ass is open sweetie, use it."
She was thankful for the recuperative powers of the young as it took less than two minutes for her hot mouth to cause the Arab's cock to start rising. She gave it several more licks and sucks and then she moved up and eased herself down on it:
"Oh God, it feels so fucking good" she moaned as she slid down it and she had a small orgasm as her pubic bone hit his.
The whiney kid moved behind her and she shivered with pleasure as he slid his cock in her ass. A young man who looked to be Arabic stepped in front of her and presented his cock to her mouth and she opened it and took him in. The three boys got a rhythm going and she started having a series of small but continuous orgasms. She pounded herself down on the huge cock in her pussy and she wondered if she could get away with seeing him again.
She was in the middle of a mind-numbing orgasm when Jerry and Scott came into the room and started breaking thinks up. As cocks began pulling out of her she looked around in confusion and saw all of the boys - all of her young studs - getting dressed. Scott handed her the panties and bra she had come in, "Its ten after twelve and we have to get you out of here so you can beat your husband home."
Her mind cleared and she scrambled to get into her undies while Jerry gathered up her dress and shoes. As she was sliding her dress down over her head she saw Rashid, the kid with the large cock, and she debated calling him over and making arrangements to see him again. The sanity set back in and she reminded herself that the whole purpose behind the evening was to get away from everyone except Gary.
As she was leaving Jerry handed her the tape. She held it in her hand and looked at it for several seconds and then gave both Jerry and Scott a passionate kiss and then said, "It has been fun guys" and then she headed for her car. She had to get home, shower and douche and then get in bed and pretend to be asleep when Gary got home. There was no way she could let Gary make love to her tonight, not with her pussy being as loose as it was. Her period would start sometime soon and that would keep him away until she closed up a little.
The boys were out of the picture now so all she had to do to get her life back was break away from Jake. She knew she could do it, but she had made Jake promises to get him to cover for her on this night and she would have to keep them. But now at least she could see the end in sight.
To be continued...
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She had dinner on the table when Gary and David got home and when they were clearing the dishes from the table Gary asked:
"We didn't have anything planned for tomorrow night, did we?"
"Just an evening of mad, passionate love since David will be gone and we will have the house to ourselves."
She saw him wince and he said, "Ouch!"
"What means this "ouch?"
I have to work late tomorrow night. It will probably be two in the morning before I get home."
"Then I guess you will just have to go a week or so without any hot sex."
"Why? I'll be home in time to keep you busy from two in the morning until you destroy me."
"Mama nature is kicking your butt, not me. If I'm right my period should be starting sometime soon. Given my luck I'd bet it starts about five minutes before you get home."
"Then I guess I'd better get my fill tonight. Come on, the dishes can wait" and he took her hand and pulled her along behind him to the bedroom.
Gary stripped and turned to face her. She motioned for him to sit on the bed and then she did a slow and sensual strip for him. Once naked she cupped her breasts and squeezed her nipples to make them stand out and then she walked to the bed and knelt in front of him. She looked up at him and smiled and then she lowered her head and started licking his cock like an ice cream cone. She looked up and saw that his eyes were close and she wondered what he was thinking. Was he just relaxing and enjoying her hot mouth? She hoped so. She also hoped that she could soon get back to where she only had to share her body with him.
She loved Gary, God knows she did and it was killing her to cheat on him. For now all she could do to make it up to him, at least in her own mind, was give him the best sex she could and plenty of it. She reached with her hand and cupped his balls as she closed her mouth around his hardness and started to deep throat him.
"God baby, you are getting so good at that I don't ever want you to stop."
As long as he didn't find out why she was getting so good, she thought, they would be all right. If Gary knew how much practice she had been getting lately he would run screaming from the house.
She caressed his balls as her head bobbed up and down and she felt him tense and she knew he was about to cum. She took him as deep into her mouth as she was capable and she took his spurt straight down into her belly. She slowly withdrew her mouth from him and grinned up at him:
"Now that we have the quick one out of the way I'd guess you are in for a long night. Think you can keep up with me?"
"I'll die trying."
"Whoa big guy, before you do that let me call our insurance man and make sure that you are covered for death by pussy."
"Money grubbing bitch. Don't you worry about our insurance, just get me hard and then you can worry about friction burns on your pussy lips."
It took her almost two and a half hours to do it, but she fucked Gary into exhaustion and he rolled over and fell into a very contented sleep.
+++++++++++++++++
She rang the doorbell at eight on the dot. The door was opened by Jerry and he smiled as he saw her:
"I was afraid that you wouldn't come, that you might have second thoughts or get cold feet."
"A couple of times I almost did. What do I do?"
"It won't be any different than when you and I and Scott got together, just more of it. We will go upstairs, you will get undressed and we will have sex. When I'm done Scott or someone else will take my place and so on until midnight or the guys have had enough, whichever comes first."
"You swear that no one but you and Scott will ever know who I am?"
"Promise."
"Okay then, let's get it over with."
It pretty much went as Jerry had said it would go. He went first, was followed by Scott who was in turn followed by a cute young man with a Boston accent who was in turn replace by a tall, lanky black kid. Next up was a boy with a Texas drawl who was followed by a small Latin lad.
It was non-stop sex for as fast as one young man got off of her another one got on. Not one of them much older than her son David and she marveled at the fact that she was so turned on by being more than twice as old as any of them. By the time the Latin boy was done she was one raw sexual nerve ending and as her Latin lover pulled out she had actually called out "next."
After that she lost track as cock after cock made it's way into her. She was poked and prodded and moved around at their pleasure. She was on top, she was on the bottom, and she was on her hands and knees and all the time it was cock, cock, and more cock. She gave them her mouth, her ass and her pussy and she gave them all three at the same time. She didn't think of Gary or of Jake, Ben, Jerry, Scott or anyone else - all she thought about was the cocks that were in here and of the ones she saw lining up to get in her. She moaned, groaned, cried, screamed, begged and pleaded and the frat boys did they best to accommodate her.
It was near eleven and the boys were still going strong. Jerry was under her and she was doing her best to slide up and down on his hard cock while behind her a young black lad was trying to match her rhythm while shoving his cock in her ass. An Asian boy was in her mouth and she was just about to hit her umpteenth of the night when she felt the boy in her ass shoot his juice into her. As he pulled out she felt a moment's disappointment but it quickly passed because she knew he would soon be replaced. Only seconds passed by before another hard cock pushed into her ass. It felt good and she moaned and pushed back hard at it and then her heart stopped and her blood ran cold as the young man in her ass said:
"God, this is wild, this is just so fucking hot."
She let the Asian boy fall from her mouth and she looked back over her shoulder into the smiling face of her son David.
"This is just so fucking hot" he said to her and then he bent forward and whispered, "And we are going to be doing a lot of this from now on."
Whatever she was going to say was lost when the Asian grabbed her head and pulled it back to his cock. "Come on lady, suck me off" he said as David began to pound his cock into her asshole.
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She was up before Gary in the morning. She put on the coffee and then made her morning visit to the bathroom. As she wiped her pussy she noticed how loose it still was and she was glad that her time of the month was due. Even though it hadn't yet started she would still wear the sanitary napkin to keep Gary away. It looked like it might be a day or two, maybe even three, before she would tighten up enough that Gary wouldn't notice when they made love.
She thought back to the night before and how it had gone and she realized that she had loved every last bit of it. Her pussy tingled while she relived it in her mind. It was too bad that it would never happen again. She remembered how she had felt when she slid down that log that Rufe (the skinny black kid) had and wished she could do it every day. At the same time she knew that even if she could she wouldn't; her major goal was to get back to being Gary's loving wife. Last night had gotten her the tape and now all that was left was to get through Jake's party the coming Saturday. She would honor the deal she had made with Jake and that out of the way no one but Gary would ever touch her again.
+++++++++++++++++
She hadn't realized how difficult the week was going to be. For the first time in months she wasn't meeting with Jerry and Scott and she hadn't realized how much she had looked forward to those meetings and how much she was going to miss them. It also dawned on her that with Jerry and Scott gone from her life and Jake soon to be gone anal sex would be gone also unless she could get Gary to try again.
By the time her period had passed she was as horny as an old billy goat and Gary never had a chance. She met him at the front door clad in only high heels, had gone to her knees in front of him and had started sucking his cock.
"Christ baby, let's at least take it to the bedroom. What if David were to walk in?"
She took her mouth off his cock long enough to say, "David has a date with Shelly tonight. He said he wouldn't be home until midnight," and she went back to sucking his cock.
"Something could happen and he could come home early."
"If he did and he saw me like this he would probably get a hard on and I'd feel so guilty about it I would probably have to do him too."
She felt Gary's cock twitch when she said that and she giggled. "Would you like to see that? Would it fire you up to see David's cock in my mouth?"
"You fucking slut!" he cried as he grabbed the back of her head and started fucking her face. "If you only knew" she thought, "If you only knew."
Dinner got cold sitting on the table that night as she and Gary screwed until Gary couldn't answer the call any more.
+++++++++++++++++
She dressed with care for Jake's party. His instructions were no panties and no bra so she had to choose a dress that wouldn't reveal the fact that she was braless. Walking around the room in only high heels and thigh highs had a predictable effect on Gary and he wanted to play.
"I want it too baby, but if we do we will be late to the party."
"So we will be late, so what?"
She knew Jake and she knew that he wasn't going to be the only one screwing her tonight so she knew that it wasn't likely she would have sex with Gary after the party - she would be too damned sloppy to let him make love to her - so she decided to give Jake the sloppy seconds for a change.
"You're right, so we are late, so what. Come on Tiger, make me scream."
Gary made love to her not once, but twice, and then she got up and finished dressing. She put on panties even though Jake had told her he didn't want her wearing them. She couldn't very well walk into Jake's party with cum running down her legs. She giggled as she thought that she might leave the party that way.
+++++++++++++++++
As the last time Jake met them at the door and she wondered if he had been standing by a window and watching for them. He bent forward and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, told them they knew where the bar was and then he wandered off to talk to someone else.
"Well sweetie, given the way he just looked at you I would say that tonight you could have another chance at making me a vice president."
She turned to him and said, "What do you think it would take? A straight screw or would I have to let him have my butt?"
"Oh he'd want that sexy ass of yours sweetie, I've no doubt about that."
"Well there goes your vice presidency down the drain. I can't very well give him what I've never let you have,"she said as she was thinking, "Take the opening baby, take the opening, please please please take the opening. Say the right thing and you'll be in my ass tomorrow."
"I guess you're right. I wonder if he will just settle for blow jobs."
"You can always ask him baby, but right now I need a drink to get this party started."
For the next half hour she and Gary circulated and socialized and then Gary started talking shop with some of the guys and she headed for the bathroom. She took off her panties and was stuffing them in her purse when there was a knock on the door. "It's occupied" she said loud enough to be heard on the other side of the door.
"I know" came Jake's voice, "And I know there is room enough in there for both of us."
She unlocked the door, let him in and then locked the door behind him.
"No panties, right?"
"No panties" she said and she lifted her dress up to show her bare pussy.
Jake smiled at her, took her by the shoulders, spun her around, bent her over the sink and lifted up her dress. She knew without being told what she had to do so she spread her legs wide.
"God baby, but you are such a slut," he said as he pushed his cock at the entrance to her love hole. As if to prove to him he was right she shoved her butt back at him and felt his cock slide all the way into her. Jake laughed:
"Eager little whore aren't you," he said as he gripped her hips and started fucking her. He slammed into her and she hissed, "Yes yes yes yes , oh fucking yes."
"Whose whore are you?"
She moaned, "Oh god, oh god yes, deeper damn it, fuck me."
"I asked you whose whore you were."
"Just fuck me Jake, just fuck me, make me cum."
Jake pulled out of her and said, "Whose whore are you?"
"Put it back in Jake," she whined, "Please baby, fuck me."
"One more time, whose whore are you?"
"Yours damn you, I'm your whore, now fuck me, please fuck me."
Jake held her hips tight and began pounding into her. "You know what I like about you whore? You have a tight pussy and a tight ass and I'm going to use both of them tonight. My cunt and my ass, right?"
"Yes, oh God yes. Yours, all yours."
She let go of the sink with her right hand and grabbed a towel off the towel rack and stuffed it in her mouth to muffle her scream as her body was racked by an orgasm. Jake was still pounding into her and he pulled the towel out of her mouth. "You my slut?"
"I'm a slut."
"We both know that, but what I asked was are you my slut?"
"Yes god damn it, yes. I'm your slut, your whore, your fuck pig, whatever you want me to be. Oh God, oh God, I'm gonna cum again" and she began to wail and Jake shoved the towel back in her mouth and then blew his nuts.
He pulled out of her, turned her around and pushed her to her knees. "Clean it whore, lick it clean."
She licked his cock and balls and then he put himself away and looked at his watch. "My bedroom in thirty minutes" and then he left the bathroom leaving her on her knees.
+++++++++++++++++
She cleaned herself up and rejoined the party and spotted Gary still talking with a group of guys. It didn't seem as if he'd missed her and she headed for the bar to get herself a fresh drink and use it to swish out her mouth. Wouldn't do for Gary to kiss her and taste sperm. She'd have to remember to suck him off a lot the coming week to cover up the taste of what Jake was going to have take down her throat.
She was sipping her drink and looking at Irene and wondering if Irene had fucked Jake to make her husband a vice president or did Jake seduce her after? Someone moved up behind her and kissed the back of her neck and she pushed her butt back and felt the erection. She giggled and murmured, "Don't Gary, some one might be watching."
"Just so long as it isn't Gary whose watching" said a voice behind her. She turned and saw that it was Irene Jacobs husband Sam.
"Have you lost your mind? What the hell do you think you are doing?"
"Just a little foreplay before we meet in Jake's bedroom."
"Oh God, not you?"
"Me and a few of the others. I've always wanted a taste of you and I couldn't believe my luck when Irene told me about you and Jake."
"Oh shit! How many here know?"
"Maybe half a dozen, all on Jake's list."
"Jake's list?"
"You don't get past regional manager in this company unless Jake fucks your woman."
"Oh my God. Does Gary know this?"
"Of course he does."
"So he knows that I have to fuck Jake in order for him to become a vice president?"
"He knows."
"Do you think he already knows that I have?"
"I'd bet my next bonus check on it."
"Oh sweet Jesus, fuck me!"
"I intend to in" and he looked at his watch, "In about twelve minutes."
Suddenly it all fell into place. The night at the gazebo when she had seen the splash of red on white. Gary had seen Jake fucking her. Now she knew how Jake always was able to take her away from the party to do what he wanted with her. He had Gary's permission! "You can be a VP if I can fuck your wife." "Sure enough boss, go ahead." There was probably no impromptu pool tournament at the last party and that was also why Gary never got upset when she was gone for long periods of time - he knew where she was and what she was doing.
"Tell me something. Is Gary going to be made a vice president?"
"He will be getting Simpson's job when Simpson retires next month."
"How long has he known?"
"Almost four months now. Simpson put in his papers back in March. I would imagine that was when Jake offered the position to Gary."
"You give me your wife and I make you a vice president?"
"Not quite that way. You give Jake permission to try. If he scores fine, but you get the job by telling him he can try. But giving Jake permission to try is the same as giving your wife to him. There is something about him that seems to appeal to women. Irene says it is some sort of animal magnetism. Whatever it is, when he calls she goes running."
"Does Irene take care of Jake's customers and friends also?"
"I don't know and she's never said, but I suppose so."
"And that doesn't bother you?"
"One or ten, what's the difference? Once she gave into Jake she was a whore."
"Dos Jake tell when he scores?"
"No."
"How did you find out?"
"Irene started feeling guilty and she confessed."
"You forgave her?"
"How could I not? I was the one who gave her to Jake. Once I said, "Sure Jake, go ahead and fuck her if you can" I gave up any right I had to call Irene names and point fingers."
"Does she know you gave Jake the okay?"
"She didn't at first, but it eventually came out." "And your relationship is okay?"
"It is a little strained at times, but we love each other so we manage to get through the bad times"
"I know I'm being awful nosey, but I'm going to have to face Gary on this sooner or later and I want to go into that discussion knowing all I can. What is the worst thing about your situation?"
"Just knowing that Jake got her. I only told him he could try because I knew that Irene would never do it."
"Gary has known for months now that Jake is either fucking me or trying to?"
"Since he is getting Sinpson's slot he had to have told Jake that he could try so he knows that Jake is trying, but necessarily that Jake was successful."
"He looked at his watch again. "See you in a few minutes," and he headed for Jake's bedroom.
+++++++++++++++++
She glanced over at Gary, but he was still talking shop with his co-workers. She should have been madder than hell at what he'd done, but how could she be mad considering how fast she had given in. Then she thought of all she had gone through to keep Gary from finding out about what he already knew. She couldn't even get mad over that since she had ended up loving it.
She thought briefly of Jerry, Scott and well hung Rufe and then she smiled as she realized she didn't have to give them up. Gary was apparently happy with a whore for a wife and being a whore seemed to agree with her. She had enjoyed Ben, her young lovers, the gangbang, and yes, she had even enjoyed fucking the men that Jake had given her to. She looked at her watch and saw that it was show time. She shot one last look at Gary and headed for Jake's bedroom.
Before she had always entered Jake's bedroom a little reluctantly and then she had passively waited for Jake to take charge and tell her what to do. This time would be different.
To be continued...
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Fighting to get up would be a waste of time. The Asian boy had a death grip on her head; Jerry had his arms around her and was holding her against his chest as he worked his cock back and forth in her pussy. The shock at finding that her son David was fucking her butt hole was driven into the background by the strength of the orgasm that had just hit her.
The Asian boy made a small mewling sound and then his discharge hit the back of her throat and she greedily gulped and swallowed, not wasting a drop. The boy pulled back and stepped aside and another boy immediately took his place and slipped his cock into her open mouth.
"God, but you are one hot bitch," David whispered in her ear. "I wish I'd known this sooner; I wouldn't have had to waste so much time chasing girls to get pussy. It is going to be great having live in pussy at home. I may never leave the house again."
She didn't dare say anything that would give away the fact that she was David's mother, not that she could have said anything with a mouthful of cock anyway.
The evening became an orgasmic blur as young cock after young cock invaded her body, took pleasure from her and gave her pleasure in return. She was aware that after David had cum in her ass he had moved off to the side and had watched as she took on boy after boy after boy. After watching for a while he had come back over and had gotten into position to be the next one in her mouth. Her eyes pleaded with him not to do it, but when the time came and he stepped forward she had no choice. She opened her mouth to receive him and closed her eyes so she wouldn't have to see his cock sliding in and out of her.
The attention she was getting in her ass and pussy had her well on her way to another orgasm and once again she was lost in the lust of the moment. So lost that she never noticed that David had let his hands fall from holding her head and that she was willingly sucking his cock as she worked her pussy and ass to get the most out of the young studs plowing into her.
In the middle of her orgasm the boy in her ass came and as the orgasm tapered off the young man in her pussy dispensed his seed. The two lads left her and for a minute or so the only cock in her was that of her own son.
"Come on baby," David said, "Get me off. I'm almost there baby, suck me dry baby, suck it all out of me."
She shivered when her own son called her 'baby' and suddenly she felt that her own baby boy should get better than the rest of the young men in the room and she went to work at giving David the best blow job she was capable of. She took him as deep in her throat as she was able and her tongue laved at the meat in her mouth. She got up on her knees and grabbed David's ass cheeks in her hands and held him while she fucked him with her mouth.
In her mind she was screaming, "Cum for me baby, cum for mommy, fill mommy's tummy."
Almost as if he were reading her mind her son groaned, "Oh shit" and the first spurt hit the back of her throat and started sliding down into her belly as she gulped and swallowed the rest of what came out of the head of his cock. As he went limp she pulled her mouth off of him and then lovingly licked him clean. She released his cock as he stepped back and then was surprised when he went to his knees in front of her. He took her head in his hands and kissed her, tongue tentatively probing and she answered with some tongue of her own. David broke the kiss and whispered:
"You were magnificent and I can't wait for the next time."
She was at a loss for words as he stood up and moved out of the way for the next boy.
++++++++++++
Everybody shifted a little to let the next boy slide under her. He was a tall, skinny Arabic looking lad and her eyes got big as she saw the size of the cock on the boy. She knew that taking it in her body would have hurt like hell if she hadn't had so many other cocks leading the way. Even as wet and loose as she was she still had to go slow as she eased herself down on it. It took a couple of minutes until she was comfortable enough to lean forward and let the fucking begin again.
God, she had never felt so full and that huge black cock was pushing buttons she didn't even know she had. She had two screaming orgasms before the Arab and the boy in her ass shot their loads together and in the process gave her another one. As the boy in her ass pulled out of her she broke the pattern and slid down so she could take that large cock in her mouth. She looked up at the boy:
"Got to get you hard again honey. I just have to do you one more time."
"What about me," whined the boy whose cock she had been sucking.
"My ass is open sweetie, move back there."
She was thankful for the recuperative powers of the young as her mouth started to bring the Arab's cock back to life. She gave it several more licks and sucks and then she moved up and eased herself down on it. The whiney Latin boy moved up behind her and she shivered with pleasure as he slid his cock up her Hershey highway.
A young lad who looked Chinese stepped in front of her and presented her mouth with a fair sized uncircumcised cock and she opened her mouth and let him in. She was in the middle of a mind numbing orgasm when Jerry and Scott came into the room and started breaking things up. As cocks began pulling out of her she looked around in confusion and saw all the boys - all of her studs - getting dressed. Scott handed her the panties and bra she had worn and told her to get them on:
"It's twenty after twelve. We have to get you out of here so you can beat your husband home."
She watched Rashid, the Arabic kid, stuffing his cock away and she almost cried out, "Fuck my husband, I want more of Rashid," but then her mind cleared and she grabbed her undies and hurriedly put them on while Jerry rounded up the rest of her clothes.
As she was leaving Jerry handed her the tape and she snatched it out of his hand and gave him a murderous look. He shrugged:
"I'm sorry. He wasn't supposed to be here. He was supposed to be in Steamboat with Gloria."
"Supposed to be doesn't cut it Jerry. You promised me! What am I going to do now?"
"I don't know. All I can tell you is that Scott and I will never tell a soul about what happened here tonight. Believe me Mrs. C, we are as upset about this as you are. All the guys are already after us to get you to come back again and that is something that has never happened before. You were mind blowingly awesome. We had hopes that we might be able to talk you into doing it again since you so obviously enjoyed it. David showing up ruined it because I know you will never talk to us again."
"I'm afraid you are right about that Jerry," she said as she turned and walked away.
She was home by ten to one and as she showered and cleaned up she tried not to think of what the next day was going to bring. How was she going to be able to face David? She should have never agreed to the frat party, she should have stayed with the original deal and waited until Christmas. In her haste to get out from under and get back to being Gary's wife all she had managed to do was make it worse.
She dried herself off and then to forestall Gary if he came home horny she put on her belt and attached a sanitary napkin and then got into bed. If Gary touched her when he got home he would think her period started. She pulled the covers up and fell into an exhausted sleep.
++++++++++++
She was up before Gary in the morning. She put on the coffee and then made her morning visit to the bathroom. As she wiped her pussy she noticed how loose it still was and she was glad that her time of the month was due. Even though it hadn't yet started she would still wear the sanitary napkin to keep Gary away. It looked like it might be a day or two, maybe even three, before she would tighten up enough that Gary wouldn't notice when they made love.
She thought back to the night before and how it had gone and she realized that she had loved every last bit of it. Even, she had to admit, having David. It wasn't right, it was probably even against the law and she never would have done it on her own. David knew who she was when he mounted her and it hadn't slowed him down at all. In fact, he had let her know that he intended to do it again and from the way he had said it he had meant often.
David aside, her pussy tingled while she relived the experience in her mind in her mind. It was too bad that it would never happen again. She remembered how she had felt when she slid down that huge log that Rashid (the skinny Arab kid) had and wished she could do it every day. At the same time she knew that even if she could she wouldn't; her major goal was to get back to being Gary's loving wife. Last night had gotten her the tape and even with the complication of David all that was left was to get through Jake's party the coming Saturday. She would honor the deal she had made with Jake and that out of the way no one but Gary would ever touch her again.
David might be upset when she told him that last night was a one time thing, a fluke, but he would get over it. Luckily he had baseball camp for the next week and wouldn't be home until the week following and that would give her time to prepare for him.
++++++++++++
She hadn't realized how difficult the week was going to be. For the first time in months she wasn't meeting with Jerry and Scott and she hadn't realized how much she had looked forward to those meetings and how much she was going to miss them. It also dawned on her that with Jerry and Scott gone from her life and Jake soon to be gone anal sex would be gone also unless she could get Gary to try again.
By the time her period had passed she was as horny as an old billy goat and Gary never had a chance. She met him at the front door clad in only high heels, had gone to her knees in front of him and had started sucking his cock.
"Christ baby, let's at least take it to the bedroom. What if David were to walk in?"
She took her mouth off his cock long enough to say, "David has a date with Shelly tonight. He said he wouldn't be home until midnight," and she went back to sucking his cock.
"Something could happen and he could come home early."
"If he did and he saw me like this he would probably get a hard on and I'd feel so guilty about it. I would probably have to do him too."
She felt Gary's cock twitch when she said that and she giggled. "Would you like to see that? Would it fire you up to see David's cock in my mouth?"
"You fucking slut!" he cried as he grabbed the back of her head and started fucking her face. "If you only knew" she thought, "If you only knew."
Dinner got cold sitting on the table that night as she and Gary screwed until Gary couldn't answer the call any more.
++++++++++++
She dressed with care for Jake's party. His instructions were no panties and no bra so she had to choose a dress that wouldn't reveal the fact that she was braless. Walking around the room in only high heels and thigh highs had a predictable effect on Gary and he wanted to play.
"I want it too baby, but if we do we will be late to the party."
"So we will be late, so what?"
She knew Jake and she knew that he wasn't going to be the only one screwing her tonight so she knew that it wasn't likely she would have sex with Gary after the party - she would be too damned sloppy to let him make love to her - so she decided to give Jake the sloppy seconds for a change.
"You're right, so we are late, so what. Come on Tiger, make me scream."
Gary made love to her not once, but twice, and then she got up to get dressed:
"Go take your shower while I get ready."
As soon as the shower started she heard, "Now that was I call hot." She turned and saw David standing there. "You really should close your bedroom door when you do that."
"What are you doing here? You are supposed to be at camp."
"I bailed out early so I could come hurry home. All I've thought about all week is that hot ass of yours and I wanted to get home to it."
"Look David, I'm sorry that you saw that, but..."
"Forget it mommy dear," he said cutting her off, "I know what you are going to say so save it. I'm not sorry I found out about you, I'm only sorry that I didn't find out sooner. Yes, I know it is wrong, but so is what you were doing at the frat house." He unzipped his trousers and took out his already hard cock. "Time to cement our new relationship mother. Suck my cock."
"David, we can't do..."
"You are wasting time mother. I'm not leaving until you suck my cock. Do you want me standing here with my cock waving in the breeze when dad gets out of the shower? He will yell, "What the hell is going on here" and I'll have to tell him. Be glad that he likes long showers mom, it will give you time to get me out of here. As long as you don't waste what time you have."
He had me and I had already sucked him off twice at the frat house so I motioned him forward and with one ear on the shower I knelt and took my son's cock in my mouth. It should have disgusted me, but it didn't. Giving my son a blow job while his father was less than fifteen feet away turned me on more than I would have believed possible. I could feel my pussy tingle as I licked and sucked my little boy's root. My fingers carressed his balls as I licked and sucked on him. I forgot about listening for the shower to stop running and I concentrated on David's cock.
"Cum for mommy," my mind screamed, "Cum for mommy, fill my belly with your seed. Do it baby, cum for mommy," and thank God he did. He pumped his spend into my mouth just as the shower stopped and I scrambled to get up as David hurried from the room.
Gary came into the room and looked at her standing there still clad only in heels and hose. "I thought you'd be dressed and ready by now."
"I can't make up my mind what to wear."
"Something sexy sweetie, something that will keep my cock hard all night. Something that will make me want to take you in Jake's driveway after the party." And then he grinned, "And maybe even before the party."
She put on panties even though Jake had told her he didn't want her wearing them. She couldn't very well walk into Jake's party with cum running down her legs. She giggled as she thought that she might leave the party that way.
++++++++++++
As the last time Jake met them at the door and she wondered if he had been standing by a window and watching for them. He bent forward and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, told them they knew where the bar was and then he wandered off to talk to someone else.
"Well sweetie, given the way he just looked at you I would say that tonight you could have another chance at making me a vice president."
She turned to him and said, "What do you think it would take? A straight screw or would I have to let him have my butt?"
"Oh he'd want that sexy ass of yours sweetie, I've no doubt about that."
"Well there goes your vice presidency down the drain. I can't very well give him what I've never let you have," she said as she was thinking, "Take the opening baby, take the opening, please please please take the opening. Say the right thing and you'll be in my ass tomorrow."
"I guess you're right. I wonder if he will just settle for blow jobs."
"You can always ask him baby, but right now I need a drink to get this party started."
For the next half-hour she and Gary circulated and socialized and then Gary started talking shop with some of the guys and she headed for the bathroom. She took off her panties and was stuffing them in her purse when there was a knock on the door. "It's occupied" she said loud enough to be heard on the other side of the door.
"I know" came Jake's voice, "And I know there is room enough in there for both of us."
She unlocked the door, let him in and then locked the door behind him.
"No panties, right?"
"No panties" she said and she lifted her dress up to show her bare pussy.
Jake smiled at her, took her by the shoulders, spun her around, bent her over the sink and lifted up her dress. She knew without being told what she had to do so she spread her legs wide.
"God baby, but you are such a slut," he said as he pushed his cock at the entrance to her love hole. As if to prove to him he was right she shoved her butt back at him and felt his cock slide all the way into her. Jake laughed:
"Eager little whore aren't you," he said as he gripped her hips and started fucking her. He slammed into her and she hissed, "Yes yes yes yes, oh fucking yes."
"Whose whore are you?"
She moaned, "Oh god, oh god yes, deeper damn it, fuck me."
"I asked you whose whore you were."
"Just fuck me Jake, just fuck me, make me cum."
Jake pulled out of her and said, "Whose whore are you?"
"Put it back in Jake," she whined, "Please baby, fuck me."
"One more time, whose whore are you?"
"Yours damn you, I'm your whore, now fuck me, please fuck me."
Jake held her hips tight and began pounding into her. "You know what I like about you whore? You have a tight pussy and a tight ass and I'm going to use both of them tonight. My cunt and my ass, right?"
"Yes, oh God yes. Yours, all yours."
She let go of the sink with her right hand and grabbed a towel off the towel rack and stuffed it in her mouth to muffle her scream as her body was racked by an orgasm. Jake was still pounding into her and he pulled the towel out of her mouth. "You my slut?"
"I'm a slut."
"We both know that, but what I asked was are you my slut?"
"Yes god damn it, yes. I'm your slut, your whore, and your fuck pig, whatever you want me to be. Oh God, oh God, I'm gonna cum again" and she began to wail and Jake shoved the towel back in her mouth and then blew his nuts.
He pulled out of her, turned her around and pushed her to her knees. "Clean it whore, lick it clean."
She licked his cock and balls and then he put himself away and looked at his watch. "My bedroom in thirty minutes" and then he left the bathroom leaving her on her knees.
++++++++++++
She cleaned herself up and rejoined the party and spotted Gary still talking with a group of guys. It didn't seem as if he'd missed her and she headed for the bar to get herself a fresh drink and use it to swish out her mouth. Wouldn't do for Gary to kiss her and taste sperm. She'd have to remember to suck him off a lot the coming week to cover up the taste of what Jake was going to have take down her throat.
She was sipping her drink and looking at Irene and wondering if Irene had fucked Jake to make her husband a vice president or did Jake seduce her after? Someone moved up behind her and kissed the back of her neck and she pushed her butt back and felt the erection. She giggled and murmured, "Don't Gary, some one might be watching."
"Just so long as it isn't Gary who's watching" said a voice behind her. She turned and saw that it was Irene Jacobs husband Sam.
"Have you lost your mind? What the hell do you think you are doing?"
"Just a little foreplay before we meet in Jake's bedroom."
"Oh God, not you?"
"Me and a few of the others. I've always wanted a taste of you and I couldn't believe my luck when Irene told me about you and Jake."
"Oh shit! How many here know?"
"Maybe half a dozen, all on Jake's list."
"Jake's list?"
"You don't get past regional manager in this company unless Jake fucks your woman."
"Oh my God. Does Gary know this?"
"Of course he does."
"So he knows that I have to fuck Jake in order for him to become a vice president?"
"He knows."
"Do you think he already knows that I have?"
"I'd bet my next bonus check on it."
"Oh sweet Jesus, fuck me!"
"I intend to in" and he looked at his watch, "in about twelve minutes."
Suddenly it all fell into place. The night at the gazebo when she had seen the splash of red on white. Gary had seen Jake fucking her. Now she knew how Jake always was able to take her away from the party to do what he wanted with her. He had Gary's permission! "You can be a VP if I can fuck your wife." "Sure enough boss, go ahead." There was probably no impromptu pool tournament at the last party and that was also why Gary never got upset when she was gone for long periods of time - he knew where she was and what she was doing.



"Tell me something. Is Gary going to be made a vice president?"
"He will be getting Simpson's job when Simpson retires next month."
"How long has he known?"
"Almost four months now. Simpson put in his papers back in March. I would imagine that was when Jake offered the position to Gary."
"You give me your wife and I make you a vice president?"
"Not quite that way. You give Jake permission to try. If he scores fine, but you get the job by telling him he can try. But giving Jake permission to try is the same as giving your wife to him. There is something about him that seems to appeal to women. Irene says it is some sort of animal magnetism. Whatever it is, when he calls she goes running."
"Does Irene take care of Jake's customers and friends also?"
"I don't know and she's never said, but I suppose so."
"And that doesn't bother you?"
"One or ten, what's the difference? Once she gave into Jake she was a whore."
"Dos Jake tell when he scores?"
"No."
"How did you find out?"
"Irene started feeling guilty and she confessed."
"You forgave her?"
"How could I not? I was the one who gave her to Jake. Once I said, "Sure Jake, go ahead and fuck her if you can" I gave up any right I had to call Irene names and point fingers."
"Does she know you gave Jake the okay?"
"She didn't at first, but it eventually came out."
"And your relationship is okay?"
"It is a little strained at times, but we love each other so we manage to get through the bad times"
"I know I'm being awful nosey, but I'm going to have to face Gary on this sooner or later and I want to go into that discussion knowing all I can. What is the worst thing about your situation?"
"Just knowing that Jake got her. I only told him he could try because I knew that Irene would never do it."
"Gary has known for months now that Jake is either fucking me or trying to?"
"Since he is getting Simpson's slot he had to have told Jake that he could try so he knows that Jake is trying, but necessarily that Jake was successful."
"He looked at his watch again. "See you in a few minutes," and he headed for Jake's bedroom.
++++++++++++
She glanced over at Gary, but he was still talking shop with his co-workers. She should have been madder than hell at what he'd done, but how could she be mad considering how fast she had given in. Then she thought of all she had gone through to keep Gary from finding out about what he already knew. She couldn't even get mad over that since she had ended up loving it.
She thought briefly of Jerry, Scott and well hung Rufe and then she smiled as she realized she didn't have to give them up. Gary was apparently happy with a whore for a wife and being a whore seemed to agree with her. She had enjoyed Ben, her young lovers, the gangbang, and yes, she had even enjoyed fucking the men that Jake had given her to. And, God help her she had enjoyed the erotic feeling she got when she had sucked off her own son and she knew he would be back for more. She looked at her watch and saw that it was show time. She shot one last look at Gary and headed for Jake's bedroom.
Before she had always entered Jake's bedroom a little reluctantly and then she had passively waited for Jake to take charge and tell her what to do. This time would be different.
To be continued...
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She was in a different frame of mind when she headed for Jake's bedroom this time. The previous times her head had been full of mixed emotions. A part of her brain was telling her not to go to Jake, to turn around, go back and hang on Gary's arm. A different part of her brain was telling her that she needed what Jake could give her, that the brief time his cock was in her she was more alive than at any other time of her life. Fear of being caught was in her head, fear of losing Gary if he found out, but always, always, the attraction she could never understand pulled her toward the room.
This time there was no warring in her head, no fear of losing Gary. Gary knew. Gary knew, had known all along, and he didn't care. She thought back to the night when Jake had taken her against the gazebo. She was certain now that the red/white flash she had seen was Gary watching her submit to his boss.
She tried to think of anything that might have happened between them that would indicate any change in the way Gary felt about her. If anything their sex life had become a little more active. Could it be that Gary got off on knowing that his wife was a slut? That she was Jake's whore? Or did he know that part. She was sure now that he knew she was being bedded by Jake, but did he know about the others? The customers and friends that Jake gave her to? Had Jake told him about her teenaged blackmailers?
And the biggie - what was she going to do about it - how was she going to handle it? Just wait for Gary to bring it up, or should she do what Stan said Irene had done and confess? Time to think about that later she thought. Right now I'm going to Jake's bedroom to be a slut again and this time I'm not going to be feeling guilty about it.
++++++++++++++++++
She stopped at the door to Jake's bedroom, took a deep breath and whispered, "Show time" to herself and then opened the door and walked, head held high into the room. She saw Jake, Stan, John and Todd. John was VP of Production and Todd was VP of Marketing. She looked from one to the other and then as she slipped out of her dress she said:
"You all still have your clothes on. Considering what we all know I'm here for, isn't that a waste of time?"
She saw the four of them look at each other. This wasn't what they had expected. They had been expecting a somewhat reluctant housewife that they would have to coax into taking off her clothes and spreading.
"Well come on guys, who wants to be the next man to cuckold my husband. Step right up, three holes, no waiting."
Jake laughed, "There are four of us babe."
"That just means that one of you has to settle for a hand job till a hole becomes available."
"Why the sudden change in attitude?" asked Jake.
"I finally realized that I really am a slut, that I really am a whore - your whore. Now, can I get me some cock here?"
The four men moved in on her like a wolf pack on a downed elk and for the next two hours she never had an empty hole except for the very brief period when one limp cock pulled out of her to make room for a hard one. John was in her mouth, Stan was in her pussy and Todd was working on her butt and she was just on the edge of her umpteenth orgasm when Jake said:
"We need to call it quits guys and let her get back to her husband."
She took her mouth off John long enough to say, "Tell him to go on home and that you will bring me home later or he can come back and get me when you are done with me."
Then to Stan and Todd she said, "Don't stop damn it, I'm on the edge, I'm almost there, get me off" and she went back to sucking John's cock. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Jake leave the room. Oh well, she thought, the die is cast. I wonder what Gary will do.
++++++++++++++++++
She was lying naked on Jake's bed, legs spread and fluids leaking out of her vagina and anus as the men dressed to leave. Jake was standing by the bed and she had his cock in her hand and was stroking it. When the last man left the room she said:
"Which is it? He coming back or are you taking me home?"
"I'm taking you home."
"How did he take it?"
"He was a little shocked."
"He another one who gave you permission, but only because he was sure I wouldn't?"
"I think so."
"Does he know that you didn't seduce me into being your whore?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know damned well what I mean Jake. The first time was rape and you know it. That I ended up liking it doesn't change the fact that you grabbed me coming out of the bathroom, pulled into the bedroom, pushed me down on the bed and held me down while you put it in me. Does Gary know that?"
"I gave you a chance to walk out."
"Yeah, but only after you knew I wouldn't."
"What now?"
"You fuck me some more and then I go home and face Gary. Does he know about the blackmailing teenagers?"
"Not from me."
"One last question. Does he know about your friends and the customers you've given me to? And the guys here tonight?"
"No."
"He will after I go home and we talk so be ready for it."
She tugged on his cock, "What are you waiting for? Your whore is hot, wet and ready."
Jake climbed on the bed and moved between her legs, "Just stay that way - hot, wet and ready" and he slid his cock into her ass and she moaned and buried her head in a pillow and shoved her ass back at him.
++++++++++++++++++
It was noon the next day when Jake pulled into her driveway.
"You coming in?"
"No."
"Going to let me go into the cave and face the bear alone huh?"
"You will all right. Gary knew the chance he was taking."
"Yeah, but he thought it was just going to be you."
"You don't have to tell him about the others."
"Yes I do. If I'm going to hold my marriage together I have to be completely honest. Anything I don't tell him today that he finds out about later will kill us. If the marriage is going to die then I want it to happen today - not have to spend the next several years worrying about it."
"What happens if he doesn't take it right?"
"Then I will be out on my pretty little butt. But since I'm your whore you'll take care of me right?"
She looked over at Jake and saw him looking away from her. "What, no answer for me there lover?"
She got out of the car and as she walked toward the house she wondered if she had seen Jake for the last time and if she would even have a roof over her head that night.
++++++++++++++++++
As she walked into the house she heard the TV in the family room. It sounded like Gary was watching football. She desperately wanted to avoid him, run up to the bathroom and shower, do anything that would put off having to face him, but she couldn't.
Last night she had accepted that she was a slut and she had walked into Jake's bedroom head held high and had been the perfect slut. It was a slut who told Jake to sent her husband home while she stayed and let herself be gangbanged. It was a slut who stayed at Jake's and fucked and sucked him until an hour ago knowing that her husband was waiting for her at home and knowing what it was she was doing. If she could be brave enough to do what she had done that night she could be brave enough to face Gary. Be brave she told herself, be bold and go for it. She took a deep breath and then head held high she walked into the family room.
Gary looked up and saw her and then turned back to the game. She dropped her purse on the end table and walked over to him:
"Hi baby, miss me?" she said as she bent to kiss him.
He turned his face away from her and she said, "What's the matter baby, do I have bad breath?"
Gary turned his head toward her, face red with anger, "What's the matter? Are you fucking stupid? You know goddamned well what's the matter. Where the fuck you have been and what you have been doing is what's the matter."
"Is David home?"
"No, he's off somewhere with some of his buddies."
"Good, he doesn't need to hear this" she said as she walked over and turned off the television set.
"Hey! I was watching the game."
"To hell with the game. I don't want any distractions until we get this squared away. First of all, what's your problem?"
"My problem? Not our problem?"
"No Gary, your problem. State it, I want to hear just what it is."
"You walk away from me at a party, go into Jake's bedroom and hours later you send him out to tell me to go home and that you will be along later and you don't think WE have a problem? The problem is supposed to be just mine?"
"Well it certainly isn't mine. I'm not the one who said, "Sure Jake, you can fuck my wife if you make me a vice president. That was all you Gary. I don't recall being asked for any input there. You fucking gave me to him Gary, just so you could have Simpson's job when he retires next month and now you are pissed at me? No way Gary, no goddamned fucking way!"
She saw his face go pale and she knew what he was thinking - "How could she know" - and she felt she could get away with a lie at that point.
"What's the matter Gary, you don't think wives talk? You think the other wives didn't welcome me into their exclusive little club when they found out from their husbands that you had been given Simpson's job? You didn't think they would warn me about this, tell me to never do that, to be careful when this or that happened and what to refuse? Come on Gary, talk to me, answer my questions."
"You were supposed to say no," he said in a hoarse voice. "He was going to try and you were suppose to say no."
"I did say no Gary, right up to the party when you told me to make you a vice president."
"I never told you that."
"Sure you did. In fact you told me that at three different parties. One I might have ignored, but three parties in a row you said the same thing so what was I supposed to think?"
"I didn't mean it that way, I was just joking."
"How was I supposed to know that? The other wives had already told me what the price was for your VP slot and I'd been pushing Jake away for over a year and all of a sudden you tell me three times that being good to Jake could make you a vice president. Not once Gary, but three times. What was I supposed to think? And what's with the outrage over last night? Why didn't you stop me once you knew I'd given Jake the payment for your new job?
"I didn't know you had given in."
"More bullshit Gary. I saw you watching from the bushes when Jake leaned me against the gazebo and shoved his cock in my ass. That was a month ago and not once have you mentioned it."
She paused and waited for Gary to say something, but all he did was look away from her briefly and in that brief moment the penny dropped.
"You aren't pissed at what I did last night. You are upset because you couldn't see it. That's it, isn't it? It is either that or it is because you couldn't take me to bed last night as soon as we got home. Come on Gary, talk to me."
He looked down at the floor and she knew she'd hit a nerve. "What is Gary? Seeing me on my knees with a cock in my mouth, leaning against a wall with my legs spread wide and a hard cock pushing it's way into my ass, or putting your cock in me when I'm full of someone else's hot cum? Tell me Gary, I want to know."
Gary still didn't answer her and she didn't know whether it was because he was ashamed over having been caught giving her away or if it was because she was right about his wanting to bed her right after Jake. No matter, it was out in the open now.
"It has only been half an hour since Jake fucked me last so it is still fairly fresh. I'm going upstairs now to get undressed, shower and douche. If you want to slide your cock into a cum filled pussy you had best get up there before I start douching."
She got up and left Gary sitting there on the couch.
++++++++++++++++++
She was sitting on the edge of the bed rolling down her nylons when Gary came into the room. He looked hesitant so she did something she had never done before with him - she took charge!
"Get over here baby."
He looked at her as if he didn't understand."
"Get over here Gary, right here" and she pointed at the floor in front of her. "I want you right here now."
He looked unsure, but he did walk over and stand in front of her where she had indicated. She reached for the zipper of his trousers and pulled it down. She reached in and took hold of his cock and worked it out of his fly. It was limp when she fished it out and she looked at it and then up at him.
"This isn't going to work. Sluts need hard cocks to work with. Nice fat hard cocks like the one Jake used on me last night." She felt his cock twitch in her hand and she went on, "Sluts like hard cocks baby. They love to suck on them, lick and suck on them until they give up their creamy filling so it can be swallowed. Sluts love hard cocks because they feel so good when they slide into a pussy. You know what else sluts like to do with hard cocks baby? They love taking a hard cock deep into their asshole. You want my asshole baby?"
Gary's cock was rock hard by then and she bent her head and licked it like an all day sucker. "Is that why you gave me to Jake? So he could make me into a slut who would take a cock up her ass?"
Gary hunched his hips forward and the head of his cock slid past her lips. She sucked on it for ten seconds or so and then she pulled her mouth off him.
"Jake likes my ass baby. He would rather fuck my ass than my pussy."
She pulled away from her husband and moved back on the bed. "Get over here Gary, lie down on your back so I can suck your cock."
Gary followed her onto the bed and as soon as he lay down she quickly moved over him in a sixty-nine.
"You let Jake make me a slut baby and you should know that sluts do slutty things; things like pushing their cum filled pussies down on a man's mouth." She pushed her steaming wet cunt down on her husband's face and said, "Eat me Gary, eat my soaking wet pussy. Suck all of Jake's dick snot out of my pussy. You told him he could put it there so you suck it out."
She lowered her head and started sucking Gary's cock and waited to see what he would do. It was several seconds before she felt his tongue flick out and touch her pussy and for the first time since she walked in the front door she thought there was a chance that things would be all right. She would have to see how he took it when he found out just how many more had pumped their juices into her last night. A lot of it was gone since she had peed several times, but there was probably still a little bit of everyone still in her.
Should she name names? She supposed she'd better since he was bound to find out sooner or later. Once in Simpson's job he would probably be invited to participate in activities like last nights. She felt a sudden touch of anger; Gary better not join in when he was invited, he gave her up, but she was not giving him up. He was hers damn it and she was keeping him for herself.
A sudden "Ouch" from Gary brought her back to what she was supposed to be doing. In her little burst of anger she had bitten down just a little too hard on Gary's cock.
"Sorry baby, your slut was just a little too eager to please you."
She swung off of him and turned, leaned down and kissed him. "Come on baby, share Jake's taste with me." She pushed her tongue in Gary's mouth for a passionate kiss and when she broke it she said, "Did you like it baby? Did you like the taste of Jake's cum? He says he's going to put a lot more in me. He plans to keep me full now that I'm his whore. I do hope you like his taste baby, because I'm going to bring you home a lot of his cum from now on."
She rolled over on her back, spread her legs wide and said, "Time for sloppy seconds baby. Put your cock in me and feel cum that isn't yours."
"You fucking bitch!" Gary screamed as he rolled over and jammed his cock into her. "You want cock, I'll give you cock" and he rammed her hard. "You want to be a whore, I'll treat you like a fucking whore" and he bent his head and locked his teeth down on her right nipple and bit down; not hard enough to break the skin, but hard enough to make her yelp. Like that whore? Want me to do the other one?"
She arched her back and shoved her pussy up to meet his downward stroke and hissed, "I'm not your whore, I'm Jake's whore. I'm your slut, but I'm Jake's whore. Fuck me damn you, fuck me hard and make me cum. Fuck me hard like Jake did. Fuck me hard like he did last night, like he did all the other times. Fuck me hard like he did the night you watched him take me leaning against the gazebo. Come on baby, make me cum."
Sweat was dripping off Gary as he fucked her harder than he ever had before. She was moaning and crying for him to get her off. He felt it building up in his balls and he groaned, "You better hurry up bitch cause I'm gonna cum. You better hurry, you better hurry or I'm gonna leave you hanging."
"Stay with me baby, stay with me, almost, almost, almo...OH SHIT!" she cried out and her orgasm washed over her just as Gary spurted inside her, his juices to mingle with those of so many others.
++++++++++++++++++
It was over and they were lying next to each other on the bed. She was leaning on one elbow and looking down on Gary while fondling his limp cock. She really had no idea of what to say so she was waiting for Gary to speak. Gary was just staring up at the ceiling and she couldn't read his expression so she decided to just keep up what she had started. She changed positions so her head was inches form his dick and she watched it as she stroked it.
"You aren't through I hope. Jake fucked me five times last night. Surely you can match him. I can help. Good whores and good sluts know how to help."
She moved her head a little closer and her tongue flicked out and started licking the head of Gary's cock.
"Why are you doing that?"
"Cause I want you hard again."
"No, not that. Why are you doing this whore and slut thing?"
"Because that is what I am now. I'm Jake's whore because I whore for him and I'm your slut because that is apparently what you want me to be."
"What do you mean by you whore for him?"
"You didn't know?"
"Know what?"
"That when you gave me to Jake you gave me to him to use as he saw fit."
"What does that mean?"
"It means I fuck who he tells me to. He gives me to customers, suppliers he is trying to get good terms from, he lets his friends fuck me and last night he had me gangbanged by your about to be fellow vice presidents."
"All of them?"
"No. Two of them didn't come to the party last night, but the ones who did fucked me several times each."
"You certainly don't sound like it bothered you."
"Why should it? I love sex and once I found out that you had given me to Jake I didn't expect that you would mind. As far as I was concerned you gave me permission to fuck other men if that is what Jake wanted. I assumed that you knew what you were doing when you gave me to him."
"I didn't give you to him. I told him he could try and seduce you if he wanted to, but that he would be wasting his time because I knew you wouldn't let him."
"And I did say no, right up until you suggested I fuck Jake to make you a vice president. Even then I didn't go for it. What happened the first time was he got tired of trying and me not being interested and so he just took me."
She explained how it had happened and then said, "Since it was apparently what you wanted anyway I didn't fight it and now here we are. So, where do we go from here and what do we do?"
"I don't know what to do."
"I guess you have two choices. You already have Simpson's job when he leaves. As I understand it from the other wives (again I lied) once Jake fucks you it isn't necessary that you keep on doing it so the choice is yours - I keep being his whore or I stop."
"What do you want?"
"I want to hang on to you and our marriage. I won't lie to you, all the sex I've had since Jake took me I've loved and last nights gangbang was one of the most mind blowing things I've ever done and except for a frat house gangbang I have never been so sexually satisfied."



"Wait a minute. What frat house gangbang?"
She explained about Jerry and Scott. "I had just started fucking Jake and even though it was you who gave me to him I still wasn't sure how you were going to take it and I didn't want you to see that tape before we talked. I kept waiting for you to bring the subject up, but you never did. But that said, I choose you. You say stop and I stop. That of course assumes that we still have a marriage."
"Why would you say that?"
"You don't seemed to pleased at finding out that your wife is the company punch board."
"I'm not, but it is my fault - at least half of it anyway - because I'm the one who told Jake that it was okay to take his shot. I guess I didn't think it through."
"Well think on this. Ben Tyler, who is one of the men that Jake gave me to told Jake he wants to see me again. Jake told me to keep next Tuesday clear so I could meet with Ben at his hotel. I'm going to need a yes or no from you pretty quick."
"Damn it, this is all too damned sudden. I just don't know what to do."
"Well I know what I want to do."
"What?"
"Get on my knees, put my head down on a pillow and take you in my ass. Jake likes my ass and he spends a lot of time in it. All your VP buddies spent a lot of time there last night too. They've opened it good for you baby and your slut wants you to ass fuck her."
Gary didn't kick her out of bed or run screaming from the room. He moved in behind her and pretty much gave her the answer she hoped for. As he slid his cock into her ass he said, "Am I ever going to be the first one in, or am I always going to be following somebody?"
++++++++++++++++++
She knocked on the door an when Ben opened it he smiled, "You came. Jake wasn't sure you would."
"What? Pass up a chance for some hard black cock? Not likely sweetie" and she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.
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She was in a different frame of mind when she headed for Jake's bedroom this time. The previous times her head had been full of mixed emotions. A part of her brain was telling her not to go to Jake, to turn around, go back and hang on Gary's arm. A different part of her brain was telling her that she needed what Jake could give her, that the brief time his cock was in her she was more alive than at any other time of her life. Fear of being caught was in her head, fear of losing Gary if he found out, but always, always, the attraction she could never understand pulled her toward the room.
This time there was no warring in her head, no fear of losing Gary. Gary knew. Gary knew, had known all along, and he didn't care. She thought back to the night when Jake had taken her against the gazebo. She was certain now that the red/white flash she had seen was Gary watching her submit to his boss.
She tried to think of anything that might have happened between them that would indicate any change in the way Gary felt about her. If anything their sex life had become a little more active. Could it be that Gary got off on knowing that his wife was a slut? That she was Jake's whore? Or did he know that part. She was sure now that he knew she was being bedded by Jake, but did he know about the others? The customers and friends that Jake gave her to? Had Jake told him about her teenaged blackmailers?
And the biggie - what was she going to do about it - how was she going to handle it? Just wait for Gary to bring it up, or should she do what Stan said Irene had done and confess? At least confess everything except about David. She still didn't know how she was going to handle that. Time to think about that later she thought. Right now I'm going to Jake's bedroom to be a slut again and this time I'm not going to be feeling guilty about it.
++++++++++++++++
She stopped at the door to Jake's bedroom, took a deep breath and whispered, "Show time" to herself and then opened the door and walked, head held high into the room. She saw Jake, Stan, John and Todd. John was VP of Production and Todd was VP of Marketing. She looked from one to the other and then as she slipped out of her dress she said:
"You all still have your clothes on. Considering what we all know I'm here for, isn't that a waste of time?"
She saw the four of them look at each other. This wasn't what they had expected. They had been expecting a somewhat reluctant housewife that they would have to coax into taking off her clothes and spreading.
"Well come on guys, who wants to be the next man to cuckold my husband. Step right up, three holes, no waiting."
Jake laughed, "There are four of us babe."
"That just means that one of you has to settle for a hand job till a hole becomes available."
"Why the sudden change in attitude?" asked Jake.
"I finally realized that I really am a slut, that I really am a whore - your whore. Now, can I get me some cock here?"
The four men moved in on her like a wolf pack on a downed elk and for the next two hours she never had an empty hole except for the very brief period when one limp cock pulled out of her to make room for a hard one. John was in her mouth, Stan was in her pussy and Todd was working on her butt and she was just on the edge of her umpteenth orgasm when Jake said:
"We need to call it quits guys and let her get back to her husband."
She took her mouth off John long enough to say, "Tell him to go on home and that you will bring me home later or he can come back and get me when you are done with me."
Then to Stan and Todd she said, "Don't stop damn it, I'm on the edge, I'm almost there, get me off" and she went back to sucking John's cock. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Jake leave the room. Oh well, she thought, the die is cast. I wonder what Gary will do.
++++++++++++++++
She was lying naked on Jake's bed, legs spread and fluids leaking out of her vagina and anus as the men dressed to leave. Jake was standing by the bed and she had his cock in her hand and was stroking it. When the last man left the room she said:
"Which is it? He coming back or are you taking me home?"
"I'm taking you home."
"How did he take it?"
"He was a little shocked."
"He another one who gave you permission, but only because he was sure I wouldn't?"
"I think so."
"Does he know that you didn't seduce me into being your whore?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know damned well what I mean Jake. The first time was rape and you know it. That I ended up liking it doesn't change the fact that you grabbed me coming out of the bathroom, pulled into the bedroom, pushed me down on the bed and held me down while you put it in me. Does Gary know that?"
"I gave you a chance to walk out."
"Yeah, but only after you knew I wouldn't."
"What now?"
"You fuck me some more and then I go home and face Gary. Does he know about the blackmailing teenagers?"
"Not from me."
"One last question. Does he know about your friends and the customers you've given me to? And the guys here tonight?"
"No."
"He will after I go home and we talk so be ready for it."
She tugged on his cock, "What are you waiting for? Your whore is hot, wet and ready."
Jake climbed on the bed and moved between her legs, "Just stay that way - hot, wet and ready" and he slid his cock into her ass and she moaned and buried her head in a pillow and shoved her ass back at him.
++++++++++++++++
It was noon the next day when Jake pulled into her driveway.
"You coming in?"
"No."
"Going to let me go into the cave and face the bear alone huh?"
"You will all right. Gary knew the chance he was taking."
"Yeah, but he thought it was just going to be you."
"You don't have to tell him about the others."
"Yes I do. If I'm going to hold my marriage together I have to be completely honest." About everything except David she thought, "Anything I don't tell him today that he finds out about later will kill us. If the marriage is going to die then I want it to happen today - not have to spend the next several years worrying about it."
"What happens if he doesn't take it right?"
"Then I will be out on my pretty little butt. But since I'm your whore you'll take care of me right?"
She looked over at Jake and saw him looking away from her. "What, no answer for me there lover?"
She got out of the car and as she walked toward the house she wondered if she had seen Jake for the last time and if she would even have a roof over her head that night.
++++++++++++++++
As she walked into the house she heard the TV in the family room. It sounded like Gary was watching football. She desperately wanted to avoid him, run up to the bathroom and shower, do anything that would put off having to face him, but she couldn't.
Last night she had accepted that she was a slut and she had walked into Jake's bedroom head held high and had been the perfect slut. It was a slut who told Jake to sent her husband home while she stayed and let herself be gangbanged. It was a slut who stayed at Jake's and fucked and sucked him until an hour ago knowing that her husband was waiting for her at home and knowing what it was she was doing. If she could be brave enough to do what she had done that night she could be brave enough to face Gary. Be brave she told herself, be bold and go for it. She took a deep breath and then head held high she walked into the family room.
Gary looked up and saw her and then turned back to the game. She dropped her purse on the end table and walked over to him:
"Hi baby, miss me?" she said as she bent to kiss him.
He turned his face away from her and she said, "What's the matter baby, do I have bad breath?"
Gary turned his head toward her, face red with anger, "What's the matter? Are you fucking stupid? You know goddamned well what's the matter. Where the fuck you have been and what you have been doing is what's the matter."
"Is David home?"
"No, he's off somewhere with some of his buddies."
"Good, he doesn't need to hear this" she said as she walked over and turned off the television set.
"Hey! I was watching the game."
"To hell with the game. I don't want any distractions until we get this squared away. First of all, what's your problem?"
"My problem? Not our problem?"
"No Gary, your problem. State it, I want to hear just what it is."
"You walk away from me at a party, go into Jake's bedroom and hours later you send him out to tell me to go home and that you will be along later and you don't think WE have a problem? The problem is supposed to be just mine?"
"Well it certainly isn't mine. I'm not the one who said, "Sure Jake, you can fuck my wife if you make me a vice president. That was all you Gary. I don't recall being asked for any input there. You fucking gave me to him Gary, just so you could have Simpson's job when he retires next month and now you are pissed at me? No way Gary, no goddamned fucking way!"
She saw his face go pale and she knew what he was thinking - "How could she know" - and she felt she could get away with a lie at that point.
"What's the matter Gary, you don't think wives talk? You think the other wives didn't welcome me into their exclusive little club when they found out from their husbands that you had been given Simpson's job? You didn't think they would warn me about this, tell me to never do that, to be careful when this or that happened and what to refuse? Come on Gary, talk to me, answer my questions."
"You were supposed to say no," he said in a hoarse voice. "He was going to try and you were suppose to say no."
"I did say no Gary, right up to the party when you told me to make you a vice president."
"I never told you that."
"Sure you did. In fact you told me that at three different parties. One I might have ignored, but three parties in a row you said the same thing so what was I supposed to think?"
"I didn't mean it that way, I was just joking."
"How was I supposed to know that? The other wives had already told me what the price was for your VP slot and I'd been pushing Jake away for over a year and all of a sudden you tell me three times that being good to Jake could make you a vice president. Not once Gary, but three times. What was I supposed to think? And what's with the outrage over last night? Why didn't you stop me once you knew I'd given Jake the payment for your new job?
"I didn't know you had given in."
"More bullshit Gary. I saw you watching from the bushes when Jake leaned me against the gazebo and shoved his cock in my ass. That was a month ago and not once have you mentioned it."
She paused and waited for Gary to say something, but all he did was look away from her briefly and in that brief moment the penny dropped.
"You aren't pissed at what I did last night. You are upset because you couldn't see it. That's it, isn't it? It is either that or it is because you couldn't take me to bed last night as soon as we got home. Come on Gary, talk to me."
He looked down at the floor and she knew she'd hit a nerve. "What is Gary? Seeing me on my knees with a cock in my mouth, leaning against a wall with my legs spread wide and a hard cock pushing it's way into my ass, or putting your cock in me when I'm full of someone else's hot cum? Tell me Gary, I want to know."
Gary still didn't answer her and she didn't know whether it was because he was ashamed over having been caught giving her away or if it was because she was right about his wanting to bed her right after Jake. No matter, it was out in the open now.
"It has only been half an hour since Jake fucked me last so it is still fairly fresh. I'm going upstairs now to get undressed, shower and douche. If you want to slide your cock into a cum filled pussy you had best get up there before I start douching."
She got up and left Gary sitting there on the couch.
++++++++++++++++
She was sitting on the edge of the bed rolling down her nylons when Gary came into the room. He looked hesitant so she did something she had never done before with him - she took charge!
"Get over here baby."
He looked at her as if he didn't understand.
"Get over here Gary, right here" and she pointed at the floor in front of her. "I want you right here now."
He looked unsure, but he did walk over and stand in front of her where she had indicated. She reached for the zipper of his trousers and pulled it down. She reached in and took hold of his cock and worked it out of his fly. It was limp when she fished it out and she looked at it and then up at him.
"This isn't going to work. Sluts need hard cocks to work with. Nice fat hard cocks like the one Jake used on me last night." She felt his cock twitch in her hand and she went on, "Sluts like hard cocks baby. They love to suck on them, lick and suck on them until they give up their creamy filling so it can be swallowed. Sluts love hard cocks because they feel so good when they slide into a pussy. You know what else sluts like to do with hard cocks baby? They love taking a hard cock deep into their asshole. You want my asshole baby?"
Gary's cock was rock hard by then and she bent her head and licked it like an all day sucker. "Is that why you gave me to Jake? So he could make me into a slut who would take a cock up her ass?"
Gary hunched his hips forward and the head of his cock slid past her lips. She sucked on it for ten seconds or so and then she pulled her mouth off him.
"Jake likes my ass baby. He would rather fuck my ass than my pussy."
She pulled away from her husband and moved back on the bed. "Get over here Gary, lie down on your back so I can suck your cock."
Gary followed her onto the bed and as soon as he lay down she quickly moved over him in a sixty-nine.
"You let Jake make me a slut baby and you should know that sluts do slutty things; things like pushing their cum filled pussies down on a man's mouth." She pushed her steaming wet cunt down on her husband's face and said, "Eat me Gary, eat my soaking wet pussy. Suck all of Jake's dick snot out of my pussy. You told him he could put it there so you suck it out."
She lowered her head and started sucking Gary's cock and waited to see what he would do. It was several seconds before she felt his tongue flick out and touch her pussy and for the first time since she walked in the front door she thought there was a chance that things would be all right. She would have to see how he took it when he found out just how many more had pumped their juices into her last night. A lot of it was gone since she had peed several times, but there was probably still a little bit of everyone still in her.
Should she name names? She supposed she'd better since he was bound to find out sooner or later. Once in Simpson's job he would probably be invited to participate in activities like last nights. She felt a sudden touch of anger; Gary better not join in when he was invited, he gave her up, but she was not giving him up. He was hers damn it and she was keeping him for herself.
A sudden "Ouch" from Gary brought her back to what she was supposed to be doing. In her little burst of anger she had bitten down just a little too hard on Gary's cock.
"Sorry baby, your slut was just a little too eager to please you."
She swung off of him and turned, leaned down and kissed him. "Come on baby, share Jake's taste with me." She pushed her tongue in Gary's mouth for a passionate kiss and when she broke it she said, "Did you like it baby? Did you like the taste of Jake's cum? He says he's going to put a lot more in me. He plans to keep me full now that I'm his whore. I do hope you like his taste baby, because I'm going to bring you home a lot of his cum from now on."
She rolled over on her back, spread her legs wide and said, "Time for sloppy seconds baby. Put your cock in me and feel cum that isn't yours."
"You fucking bitch!" Gary screamed as he rolled over and jammed his cock into her. "You want cock, I'll give you cock" and he rammed her hard. "You want to be a whore, I'll treat you like a fucking whore" and he bent his head and locked his teeth down on her right nipple and bit down; not hard enough to break the skin, but hard enough to make her yelp. Like that whore? Want me to do the other one?"
She arched her back and shoved her pussy up to meet his downward stroke and hissed, "I'm not your whore, I'm Jake's whore. I'm your slut, but I'm Jake's whore. Fuck me damn you, fuck me hard and make me cum. Fuck me hard like Jake did. Fuck me hard like he did last night, like he did all the other times. Fuck me hard like he did the night you watched him take me leaning against the gazebo. Come on baby, make me cum."
Sweat was dripping off Gary as he fucked her harder than he ever had before. She was moaning and crying for him to get her off. He felt it building up in his balls and he groaned, "You better hurry up bitch cause I'm gonna cum. You better hurry, you better hurry or I'm gonna leave you hanging."
"Stay with me baby, stay with me, almost, almost, almo...OH SHIT!" she cried out and her orgasm washed over her just as Gary spurted inside her, his juices to mingle with those of so many others.
++++++++++++++++
It was over and they were lying next to each other on the bed. She was leaning on one elbow and looking down on Gary while fondling his limp cock. She really had no idea of what to say so she was waiting for Gary to speak. Gary was just staring up at the ceiling and she couldn't read his expression so she decided to just keep up what she had started. She changed positions so her head was inches form his dick and she watched it as she stroked it.
"You aren't through I hope. Jake fucked me five times last night. Surely you can match him. I can help. Good whores and good sluts know how to help."
She moved her head a little closer and her tongue flicked out and started licking the head of Gary's cock.
"Why are you doing that?"
"Cause I want you hard again."
"No, not that. Why are you doing this whore and slut thing?"
"Because that is what I am now. I'm Jake's whore because I whore for him and I'm your slut because that is apparently what you want me to be."
"What do you mean by you whore for him?"
"You didn't know?"
"Know what?"
"That when you gave me to Jake you gave me to him to use as he saw fit."
"What does that mean?"
"It means I fuck who he tells me to. He gives me to customers, suppliers he is trying to get good terms from, he lets his friends fuck me and last night he had me gangbanged by your about to be fellow vice presidents."
"All of them?"
"No. Two of them didn't come to the party last night, but the ones who did fucked me several times each."
"You certainly don't sound like it bothered you."
"Why should it? I love sex and once I found out that you had given me to Jake I didn't expect that you would mind. As far as I was concerned you gave me permission to fuck other men if that is what Jake wanted. I assumed that you knew what you were doing when you gave me to him."
"I didn't give you to him. I told him he could try and seduce you if he wanted to, but that he would be wasting his time because I knew you wouldn't let him."
"And I did say no, right up until you suggested I fuck Jake to make you a vice president. Even then I didn't go for it. What happened the first time was he got tired of trying and me not being interested and so he just took me."
She explained how it had happened and then said, "Since it was apparently what you wanted anyway I didn't fight it and now here we are. So, where do we go from here and what do we do?"
"I don't know what to do."
"I guess you have two choices. You already have Simpson's job when he leaves. As I understand it from the other wives (again I lied) once Jake fucks you it isn't necessary that you keep on doing it so the choice is yours - I keep being his whore or I stop."



"What do you want?"
"I want to hang on to you and our marriage. I won't lie to you, all the sex I've had since Jake took me I've loved and last nights gangbang was one of the most mind blowing things I've ever done and except for a frat house gangbang I have never been so sexually satisfied."
"Wait a minute. What frat house gangbang?"
She explained about Jerry and Scott. "I had just started fucking Jake and even though it was you who gave me to him I still wasn't sure how you were going to take it and I didn't want you to see that tape before we talked. I kept waiting for you to bring the subject up, but you never did. But that said, I choose you. You say stop and I stop. That of course assumes that we still have a marriage."
"Why would you say that?"
"You don't seemed to pleased at finding out that your wife is the company punch board."
"I'm not, but it is my fault - at least half of it anyway - because I'm the one who told Jake that it was okay to take his shot. I guess I didn't think it through."
"Well think on this. Ben Tyler, who is one of the men that Jake gave me to told Jake he wants to see me again. Jake told me to keep next Tuesday clear so I could meet with Ben at his hotel. I'm going to need a yes or no from you pretty quick."
"Damn it, this is all too damned sudden. I just don't know what to do."
"Well I know what I want to do."
"What?"
"Get on my knees, put my head down on a pillow and take you in my ass. Jake likes my ass and he spends a lot of time in it. All your VP buddies spent a lot of time there last night too. They've opened it good for you baby and your slut wants you to ass fuck her."
Gary didn't kick her out of bed or run screaming from the room. He moved in behind her and pretty much gave her the answer she hoped for. As he slid his cock into her ass he said, "Am I ever going to be the first one in, or am I always going to be following somebody?"
++++++++++++++++
She knocked on the door an when Ben opened it he smiled, "You came. Jake wasn't sure you would."
"What? Pass up a chance for some hard black cock? Not likely sweetie" and she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.
To be continued...
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When I walked into the kitchen David was sitting at the kitchen table working on a bowl of cereal. It was the first time I had been alone with him since the night of Jake's party. I poured myself a cup of coffee and sat down at the table with him.
"We need to talk young man."
"About what?"
"You know damned well about what."
"Why is it bothering you?"
"Because you are my son, that's why."
"Bullshit mom, you loved every second of it and you can deny it all you want, but that won't make it any less true. At the frat house you didn't know at first it was me in your ass and you loved it and when you did find out it was me you still loved it. And those were not half-hearted blow jobs you gave me either."
"You know damned well I couldn't act any different toward you without making people wonder."
"Yeah, sure. What about the blow job you gave me while dad was in the shower? There wasn't anything half-hearted about that one either."
"I didn't have any choice. I had to get you out of the bedroom before your father came out of the shower."
"Who is kidding who here mother. You knew fucking well that I wasn't going to be here when he came out. All you had to do was tell me to piss off and then just stand there. You knew I'd run as soon as the water stopped running."
"All I know David is that I could not take a chance right then. You thought I was a brazen whore and I had no idea what you were going to do. For all I knew right then you wanted your father to know about the slut he was married to. For all I knew you were so disgusted with me you wanted your father to know so he would throw me out of the house. I went along with it to get you out of the way until we could sit down and have the little talk we are having right now.
"First of all, I did not walk into that frat house and say, "Here I am guys, line up and let's have some fun." I was there because I was being blackmailed by Jerry and Scott."
"You were being blackmailed?"
I explained the situation with Scott and Jerry and how I had come to be in the frat house. "I did what they wanted and got the tape. You were not supposed to be there. They promised me that you would never know."
"So you were cheating on dad with this Jake guy?"
It was time for a lie or two. David didn't need to know that his father condoned what I'd been doing so I said:
"I guess you could say that, although I didn't look at it that way. Your father had been working his ass off to make vice president. Jake told me that if I would have sex with him he would give your dad the next vice presidency that came open. I was tired of seeing your father come home dead beat from the twelve and fourteen hour days he was putting in to earn a VPs spot so I told Jake okay. I met him at the motel and gave him what he wanted and had the bad luck of being seen by Jerry and Scott.
"I could not let your father see that tape and find out what I'd done so I gave in to Jerry and Scott. My mistake was in not sticking to the original agreement. I wanted to get out from under their thumb so I agreed to the frat party and you know the rest. And yes, your father is getting promoted to vice president. He is getting Simpson's position when Simpson retires next month. Now, do you have any questions?"
"Just one. Why did you tell me all this?"
"I wanted you to know that your mother isn't just another fraternity row mattress queen. That was the first and only time. Also I wanted you to know the whole story before I set you straight on something else."
"What?"
"The next time you try to blackmail me into having sex with you I will kick your ass out of this house and then you can explain it all to your father. You can tell him all about the bedroom blow job while he was in the shower. You can tell him all about how once you saw me at the frat house you couldn't wait to stick your dick in my ass. You can tell him how you whispered in my ear that we would be doing a lot of it from now on. He might not be too happy at having a slut for a wife, but just how happy do you think he will be with an incestuous blackmailing son?"
He looked away and didn't say anything and I said, "Are we straight on this now?" He still didn't look at me and I said, "I need a response David. Are we clear on the rules?"
"Yes ma'am" he mumbled.
"Good. Now, what time is your first class?"
"Ten-thirty."
I looked at the clock and saw that it was ten till eight. "Okay then," I said, "That gives us plenty of time."
"To do what?"
"Mommy is horny baby, you have a cock and you are here."
"But you just sai..."
"I said if you tried to blackmail me, I didn't say that I didn't want you to fuck me ever again."
"I don't understand."
"You aren't supposed to understand David. I'm a woman and men will never understand us."
I reached for his hand and pulled him up from the chair. "Come on lover. You want to fuck your father's woman you need to do it on his bed."
When I got him to the bedroom I led him over to the bed and stood him next to it. I went to my knees in front of him and as I pulled down his pajama bottoms I said:
"Mommy likes the taste of your cock baby. I'm going to suck on it for a while to get you nice and stiff and then I'm going to let you back into the hole you came out of."
I licked the head of his cock as one hand fondled his balls and one finger of the other hand teased his asshole. I ran my tongue all around his cock as I slowly took him in my mouth and worked on him until he stared breathing hard, his cock started twitching and he started bucking his hips at my mouth. I pulled my mouth off him and said:
"You're ready tiger, and mommy wants it."
I scrambled up onto the bed, got on my back and spread my legs wide. "Come on baby, take care of mommy."
David hurried between my legs and shoved his hard cock into me and I moaned in pleasure. There is just something so deliciously erotic and wicked about having your own little boy buried in your pussy. I wrapped my legs around him, dug my nails in his ass and told him to fuck me hard. He rammed into me with the vigor that only the young have and I moaned as I clung to him and pushed my hips up at him.
"Come on baby, fuck me, fuck mommy hard baby, fuck mommy hard," I cried. "Make mommy cum sweetie, make mommy cum."
I urged him on and he pounded into me as hard and fast as he was able. I felt the heat building up in my belly and when my orgasm hit me I screamed out:
"Oh God yes baby, yesyesyesyesyes," and as my body shook and trembled it took him over the edge and he pumped his seed into me.
I wanted more. I pushed David off of me and rolled over into a sixty-nine with him and went to work at getting him up again. We fucked one more time and then lay next to each other on the bed staring up at the ceiling, each thinking their own thoughts. I was fondling his limp cock and wondering if I could get him up for one more round before he had to leave for class when he said:
"I still don't understand this."
"It is simple baby. Your father is a marvelous lover and he has never failed to ring my chimes, but after several months of being Scott and Jerry's slut and after that mind blowing gangbang at the frat house the other night I don't think that just one man will ever be enough for me any more. So, here you are, close to home; built in, on site help for your dad you might say. You did seem to like what you got at the frat party and you did lead me to believe you wanted more."
"You mean you want to keep doing it?"
"I'm willing if you are."
I felt his cock twitch in my hand and I grinned. To hell with his ten-thirty class and I slid down and took his cock in my mouth.
++++++++++++++++++++
Simpson retired, Gary moved into his new job and I spent at least one day or evening a week "entertaining Jake's client, customers, friends, and of course Jake himself as Gary waited patiently at home so he could enjoy the sloppy seconds. I was rolling around on the bed with David two and three times a week and Gary was on me at least four nights a week so I was one very sexually satisfied lady.
But even with as much sex as I was getting I still thought about the frat house gangbang almost every day. I had loved my night as a frat house mattress queen and I wondered if I would ever have a chance to do it again. I'd done it on a smaller scale with Jake and four of his vice presidents and as good as it had been it couldn't hold a candle to the herd of hard young cocks that had been mine that night at the fraternity house.
One evening when Gary was working late and David and I had just finished trying to fuck each other blind I was lying on the bed and staring up at the ceiling and David asked me what I was thinking about. Without thinking I said:
"About the night you first tapped my butt."
"You thinking of me in that beautiful tight ass or of the night in general?"
"Just the night in general."
"You aren't the only one."
"What do you mean?"
"Hardly a week goes by that someone doesn't ask Jerry and Scott why they haven't brought you back."
"I was so pissed at them for letting you see me that by the time I got done reaming them they are probably afraid to call."
"You sound almost like you wish they would call. In fact, you sound like you want to do it again."
I was silent for a moment or two and then said, "I suppose I do."
"Want me to set it up?"
"David! I can't believe you would pimp your own mother."
He laughed, "Yes you can, and what's more, from the sound of your voice you want me to."
"Is Rashid still a member of the fraternity?"
"Oh my God! Mommy is a size queen."
"Well, he was impressive. Does he still belong to the fraternity?"
"Yes, and just to make your day he is one of the ones who keeps bugging Jerry to get you back."
"I'd like to do it, but I'd better not. There are boys who belong to your fraternity who know I'm your mother."
"So we schedule it for a night they won't be there."
"That's what Jerry did last time and then you showed up anyway, remember?"
"So wear a disguise."
"A disguise wouldn't hold up for three or four hours."
"I read a story once about a woman who wore a hood so no one would know who she was. You could do that."
"I guess I could. Just why all the sudden interest in getting your mommy gang fucked?"
"Seeing you with three cocks in you and loving it was the most erotic thing I've ever seen in my life. I think about it all the time and I'd like to see it again."
"Oh you wicked little boy you. Mommies are supposed to take care of their baby's wants and needs so I guess I'll have to think about it. We have time for one more before daddy gets home. Where do you want to put this nice hard cock I have in my hand?"
"How about where I put it the first time?
"Oh good Heavens, I've raised a butt fucker."
I got on my knees, wiggled my ass at him and he took it."
++++++++++++++++++++
The more I thought about it the more I wanted to do it, but before I could tell David to set it up I suffered an emotional crisis and found out I was an irrational bitch.
John Bobman, VP of Engineering, had a stroke and died. Brian Smallings was made the new VP of Engineering, which meant Alicia Smallings was Jake's newest slut or that he was at least pursuing her. Two months after Brian got promoted I found out that Jake had indeed scored again. Gary and I were at a party at Jake's and Gary told me that he was going to slip away for a while.
"What do you mean by 'slip away'."
"Jake and a couple of us guys have something we are going to do."
Suddenly I knew just what he and the guys were 'going to do'. I remembered my night with Jake and the vice presidents.
"Oh" I said sarcastically, "And does this thing you are going to do have a name? Like maybe Alicia Smallings?"
I could tell from the look on Gary's face that I'd hit the mark. In light of what I had been doing it was completely irrational of me, but I got pissed! Just where in the hell did my husband get off thinking he could slip away from me and go slip between the legs of some round heeled slut! Some fucking bimbo who would spread her legs for anybody Jake told her to. The fucking nerve of him! He was my husband by God and I wasn't sharing him with anyone!
I was a milli-second from going off on him before I caught myself. "Get a grip girl" I told myself. "You may not like it, but let's not cut off our nose to spite our face." If I raised hell with Gary my days of fun would be over. As much as I loved Gary given my sexual awakening of the last year I knew that there was no way in hell he, even with David's help, could keep me sexually satisfied. I needed Jake and his clients, customers and friends. I didn't like it, but I kept my mouth shut, turned away from Gary and went looking for a fresh drink.
I pretty much sulked for the rest of the party and while I did have myself under control when it was time to go home I was still pissed at Gary for fucking another woman. That night when we got home I refused Gary sex for the first time in our marriage without having a legitimate reason for doing so. I told him I had a headache, but the truth of the matter was that I was not going to suck his dick with traces of Alicia on it and I wasn't going to let him put it in my pussy for the same reason. Fortunately I woke up the next morning a little more clear headed and was able to straighten out my head before I fucked things up for myself.
++++++++++++++++++++
One night Gary came home and told me that in two weeks he and Jake would be going to Chicago for a five-day trade show. I had been constantly thinking about my frat house gangbang and since Gary was going to be out of town I decided to see if I could do it again. If I did it on the first night he was gone I'd be tightened up by the time he got home.
I suppose I could have told Gary what I wanted to do, but if I did that and he said no I would have to honor his wishes. He had been a little bit stunned when I told him about the first one, but he had never mentioned it since. He was okay with what I was doing with Jake and he might even be okay with my going back to fraternity row, but rather than chance him telling me he didn't want me to I decided to keep quiet. If he asked I would tell, and if he didn't I wouldn't. I told David to go ahead and set it up for the first night of his father's trip and then I got busy with a needle and thread and made myself a hood.
The night of the party David drove me over to the frat house. We scheduled it to start after dark so no one would see me riding around in a hood and I was wearing a hooded sweatshirt to hide the hood on the walk from the car to the frat house. As soon as I was in the front door I removed the raincoat I'd been wearing and the sweatshirt and dropped them to the floor. I turned to my 'pimp' and gave him a passionate kiss while he rubbed my clit a few times with his fingers and then he led me into the game room.
I found thirteen boys waiting for me when I walked into the room naked except for high heels and thigh highs. There were loud cheers and then the party was on.
We didn't start out fucking right away. There was some drinking and dancing first. The boys took turns dancing with me and running their hands over my naked body. I was kissed and felt up something fierce and I actually had my first orgasm as the result of all the fingers probing my pussy and teasing my asshole. I was hotter than a five-alarm fire when Rashid came up to me and asked me if he could be first and even though I was eager to have him in me again I told him no.
"I need to be opened a little before I can handle you lover, but once I get you in me I might never let you out. Take vitamins while a couple of the other guys break me in, okay?"
He wasn't happy about it, but as bad as I wanted that huge pole I wasn't going to hurt myself trying to get it in. I grabbed Jerry and Scott and told them I wanted them to be first.
"You two started this and even though I should hate your little asses I don't. In fact, I guess I owe you for showing me what a slut I can be. How do you want it? Pussy and ass? Pussy and mouth or ass and mouth?"
"I want the ass," Scott said and I turned to Jerry, "I'll take the pussy," he said.
The two of them led me to the bedroom as all the others followed and Jerry got down on the bed and I mounted him. I was so hot and wet that he slid right in and bottomed out as I slammed down on him. I leaned forward and almost laid on his chest as Scott moved in behind me and put his hands on my hips.
"Go slow baby, take it slow and easy. No one's been there since I was here last. Go slow and let me get used to it."
Someone walked up and handed Scott a tube of KY Jelly and he put some on his fingers and began working them into my asshole. While the fingers worked on my pooper I was rocking back and forth on Jerry's cock as I was looking down at his face. His eyes were closed but his expression was one of pure bliss and just that look made my loins tingle. I felt Scott's cock push at my anal opening and I braced myself for the pain that I knew would soon be replaced by pleasure. His cock head popped past my sphincter and I moaned as he started working slowly into me. It took a minute or so, but then he and Jerry got a rhythm going. God, I was in Heaven! Just about the time I had myself convinced it couldn't get any better David stepped up and pointed his hard cock at the mouth hole in my hood. I looked up at my boy child and then leaned forward and took him in my mouth.
After that things got to be one big blur as I was fucked senseless. I was so lost in the lust that I don't even remember Rashid fucking me even though David told me later that Rashid had fucked me four times, once in my ass. I honestly don't remember it and how I could take that huge cock in my ass and not remember it I don't know. David said that I begged Rashid to come home with me, but I don't remember that either.
Finally all the boys had either had enough or they couldn't get it up again and I slowly came back to being aware. As David was leading me out of the game room Jerry stopped us and asked me if I would be willing to see him and Scott again. I told him to check with my 'pimp' and then David and I left. As we walked to the car David asked if I really wanted to do Scott and Jerry again.
"You already know that your mother is a cock hungry slut and that I need a lot of cock now. If you want to bring them home with you some day I won't mind."
As we were driving home David looked over at me. I was sitting on a towel so it could catch all the fluids leaking out of me before they could stain the seat and he said:
"It was obvious that you loved what you did tonight. Some of the guys were asking if maybe you might like to make a monthly thing of it?"
Would I like to? Hell yes I would, but I wouldn't. I couldn't see doing it once a month without sooner or later being caught out by the wrong people. Sooner or later one of the local boys would figure out who I was and I didn't want to chance it. Still, I did want to do it again.
"Maybe twice a year sweetie. Maybe even once a quarter, I'll think on it, but definitely not once a month. Hurry up and get me home lover, mommy needs it one more time before she goes to bed."
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Actually, I don't know what pissed me off the most, the fact that my asshole of a boss was fucking my wife, that half my coworkers were fucking my wife, or that my wife was doing all of this fucking without telling me about it. She knows that my favorite fantasy is to watch her with other men and for six months now she has been getting banged right and left and has hidden it from me.
I found out about it quite by accident. My wife Meredith and I were at a bar-b-que at my boss's house. It was just after dark and I had gone outside to take a breather. There was a four foot brick wall around the patio and I had climbed over it, sat down with my back against it and watched the stars come out. I heard footsteps on the other side of the wall and a woman say, "Do you think that Jack (that's me) has any idea that his wife is the company whore?"
Another woman's voice said, "Mercy no! That's why RG (my boss) gave him the regional manager's job - to get him out of town and out of the way. The poor fool doesn't have a clue "(she was right - I didn't).
Then the footsteps moved away and I heard fading voices, "Just last week when the I.B. Raffen execs were in town I heard that Meredith took on all of them at once and then..." and the voices faded away.
My first thought was that it couldn't be my Meredith that they were talking about, but that thought was pushed away by the realization that no one else in the company had a wife named Meredith and the only regional manager named Jack was me.
++++++
The weekend went very slow for me. I watched Meredith for any sign that she was being unfaithful to me, but I could not see any outward signs (not that I had a clue as to what to look for anyway). I was dreading Monday's approach because I would be leaving town for three days on a business trip to Denver - three days that I would be 'out of the way' if the women I'd overheard were right. By the time Monday had come I had made up my mind that I was going to play hooky from my job and find out if those women had been speaking the truth. I threw my suitcase in the car, kissed Meredith goodbye, and drove away, but instead of going to the airport I drove to a downtown hotel and checked in. I went to a rental car company and rented a car and then drove back to my neighborhood. I settled down for what I figured could be a long wait. I was wrong - I'd gotten there just in time to see Meredith come out of the house, get in her car and drive off. I followed her as she drove up to my company's offices. She pulled into visitors parking, but did not get out of the car.
For about fifteen minutes Meredith sat there waiting for some one, or some thing, and at eleven-fifteen RG came out of the building and got into the car with her. I followed as they drove across town and eventually pulled into a motel parking lot. RG got out and went into the office. When he came out five minutes later he walked down to a unit and unlocked the door while Meredith pulled into a parking slot just outside. When the door closed behind them there was no longer any doubt in my mind that what I'd heard at the barbecue was true. I gave up my vigil and got on with my business trip.
When I returned on Thursday I got out the yellow pages and found the number of a detective agency and made an appointment to see them. They agreed to take the case and I gave my approval for them to place video cameras and listening devices in the house. For three weeks they followed Meredith on a twenty-four hour basis, keeping a log of all her movements, and quite a log it was:
Monday Jan 15 Met with five individuals at company headquarters and accompanied them to room 235 of the Marriott where she remained for six hours.
Tuesday Jan 16 Went with RG to Motel 6 at 10:30a.m. and remained there with him until 1:30p.m. Met two men at company headquarters at 4p.m. and went to Motel 6 with them. Was in room 116 for five hours with them.
Wednesday Jan 17 At home when at 7:15p.m. Sam Jake's (company VP) drove up. Stayed the remainder of the night leaving at 6:15 the next morning.
There was not one day while I was gone that Meredith didn't fuck someone or a lot of someone's. I leaned back in my office chair and contemplated the report and what I should do about it. On the one hand I could watch the tapes produced by the hidden cameras and realize my long held fantasy, but on the other hand I wanted to stick it to my boss for turning my wife into the company slut. The first decision I had to make was whether or not to confront Meredith. She was, as far as I knew, a loving wife and I had to believe that she had a good reason for doing what she was doing - I just could not believe that my wife of sixteen years could overnight become a cock hungry slut. My boss, on the other hand, was a sneaky, backstabbing, treacherous bastard. The conclusion I reached was that he had somehow coerced Meredith into what she was doing. I made the decision to confront her.
++++++
It went easier than I expected. I told Meredith that I needed to talk to her and when we sat down I handed her the detective's report. She read it without comment and handed it back to me.
"What made you hire detectives?" she asked.
I told her about what I'd heard at the barbecue.
"All sorts of things happen at company barbecues" she said.
"Are you interested in what happened, or is this" and she pointed at the report, "the first step in the divorce proceedings?"
"Sweetheart, if there is going to be a divorce it is going to be because you want it, not me. What this report tells me is that you are doing half of what I've always wanted you to do."
Meredith raised an eyebrow at me. "Having sex with other men" I said. "The other half is that I'm supposed to be able to watch and I'm pissed that I haven't been able to. But back to your question, yes! I want to know what happened.
At a company barbecue held at the beginning of the summer RG had approached her and asked her if she was interested in helping me keep my job. She asked him what he meant and he told her the company was going to downsize and that quite a few people were going to be let go. He told her that based on my performance for the last twelve months that I was going to be one of them, unless, of course, she could see her way clear to help me out. Meredith knew how much I loved my job so she asked RG what he had in mind. He told her that he had always fancied her and in exchange for her having sex with him while I was on my trip he would see to it that my 'negative evaluation' would disappear and a rather more flattering one would take it's place. Meredith had agreed. On my next trip he arrived at my front door at 6p.m. on the day I left and he had kept Meredith on her back or hands and knees for the next six hours. When he left he told Meredith he would call her in the morning and tell her where to meet him the next day. Meredith protested that she had fulfilled her part of the bargain, but RG had laughed at her.
"I said during his next trip and that trip is going to be four days long. That means you still have to take care of me tomorrow and the next day."
The next day Meredith had met him at the Holiday Inn and RG had spent the entire afternoon fucking her. On the third day he had shown her the video that had been secretly shot of the previous days session. He told her that from then on she would fuck him and whomever he chose or the video would go public. This put Meredith between a rock and a hard place. She knew she could tell me and that I would probably be enthusiastic about the situation, especially if I could find some way to watch, but her father was a Baptist preacher, both her brother's were ministers, and her grandfather was a deacon of the church. She did not dare let them find out what she had done so she gave in to RG's demands.
After the first couple of 'dates' she found that she was beginning to like the sex - the quality, and some times the quantity varied, but that just made it more interesting. She had gotten to the point of anxiously awaiting my trips so she could have another sexual experience.
"I've found out that I like getting all the sex I can handle" she said, "and if I'd known then what I know now you would have had your fantasy a long time ago. But once RG got me started I couldn't tell you because of the affect it would have had on your job."
I laughed when she said that, "I've never been in danger of losing my job. I'm the best producer they have and my regional manager's job wasn't to get me out of town, I got the promotion because I earned it. In fact, the company has been walking on eggshells around me because they know I've had offers to go into business for myself. Going into business for myself means that I'll take most of my accounts with me and the company knows it. What I can't figure out is why RG is taking such a chance at antagonizing me. What do you talk about when you are together?"
"Not much" Meredith said, "He mostly brags about how I'm making him the top grossing sale rep in the company. From the way he talks I think it is important to him to show Rita that he is capable of doing more than just sitting in the bosses chair and following her orders."
Suddenly, like a bolt out of the blue I knew how to stick it to RG for what he had done to Meredith.
John Q. Marsden was the founder of the company I worked for. His only child, Rita, was the apple of his eye and when he died he left the company to her. Rita ran the company herself until she married RG. She put RG in charge of the company and she dedicated herself to doing what most rich socialites seem to gravitate to - doing good deeds. She was on every Save The (fill in the blank) committee in town, but she kept a very close eye on the company and several times she had stepped in and pulled RG up short just as he was about to do something bone headed. I asked Meredith, "Are you willing to help me shaft RG?"
"Of course" she replied.
"Okay" I said, "here is what we are going to do."
++++++
I rang the doorbell of Rita's town home at precisely 1p.m. When I'd called to make the appointment I'd told her that I needed to speak with her about something that was going to have a great impact on the company and that since she was the owner I felt I owed it to her to give her the news in person. The butler let me in and showed me to the library and told me that Rita would be with me shortly. I was glad to see that the library had a TV and a VCR - it would make things easier for me. Rita entered the room and smiling warmly she approached me with her hand offered.
"Dave. How nice to see you"
I took her hand and said, "Nice to see you too Boss Lady, it's been a long time."
She offered me a seat and got right to the point. "I am intrigued at what company business you have to bring here rather that take it to RG?"
I frowned, "Actually, it is about RG that I'm here." Rita raised a questioning eyebrow. "RG, for some reason known only to himself, decided to blackmail my wife into helping him increase his sales. I found out about it and as a result I have decided to leave the company and go into business for myself. Since I will be taking most of my accounts with me I thought it only fair to let you know why."
Rita's reaction was predictable, "Dave, you can't be serious! RG would never do anything like that. There must be some mistake here."
I explained to her about how I'd found out and how I'd hired private detectives and then I took a videocassette out of my briefcase and walked over to the VCR. I turned on the TV, plugged the tape into the VCR and pushed 'play'. The screen lit up and displayed RG in a bedroom with my wife. Both were fully dressed and Meredith was saying, "I am not going to whore for you any longer. I've decided to tell Dave about everything. I hope he will forgive me, but if he doesn't that's a chance I'll have to take."
RG gave a snort, "Honey, nothings changed here. You will fuck me and whomever else I tell you to whenever I want you too. If you don't I'll fire Dave in a heartbeat and I'll see to it that videos of you fucking everything in pants get sent to all of your friends and relatives, your church and any place else I can think of. Better think about how that tape will play for your father, the preacher. Imagine going to church and having all eyes turned toward you. Now get your clothes off and suck my cock."
The tape then showed both disrobing and went on to show both of them engaged in various sexual activities. I glanced at Rita and was surprised to see her staring at the TV with rapt attention. As I watched her, her fingers moved to her breasts and I saw her pinch her nipples. Her legs started moving apart and I half expected that at least one hand was going to leave her breasts and move downward, but she caught herself and quickly glanced at me. Seeing that I was watching her, her legs closed and she sat up straight. She cleared her throat, "There certainly seems to be enough evidence that I am mistaken in the trust I have placed in RG." And then she was all business. "What can I do to salvage this? I don't want you to leave the company and I certainly don't want to lose all the accounts you would take with you. Is it too late, or is there something I can do?"
I shook my head, "Under the circumstances I can not see where I could stay with the company and not do great bodily harm to RG the next time I come in contact with him."
Rita looked me straight in the eye and told me, "Whatever you decide, RG is history, which means I have to come back and run the company or find some one else to do it. The job is yours if you stay."
That surprised me. I expected her to dump RG, but I did not expect to be offered his job. I told Rita that I would have to think about it and asked her if I could give her an answer the next day, but she did not hear me. Her attention was on the TV screen where RG was preparing to push his cock into Meredith's anus. Rita was starting to breathe heavily and her left hand had moved to her breast. In a low husky voice she said, more to herself than me, "She isn't really going to let him do that, is she?" And then in an even lower voice, "Oh god" as RG''s cock slowly disappeared in Meredith's ass. I reached over and turned up the sound so Rita could hear Meredith's groans of pleasure as RG serviced her 'brown eye'. Rita's full attention was on the screen and she did not notice when I got up and moved behind her chair. I reached over her shoulders and placed my hands on her tits and started caressing them. Rita gave a start, but didn't push me away, instead her hands came up and covered mine. On the screen Meredith was moaning, "Oh God, Oh God, that feels so good. Harder! Fuck me harder." Rita said, "She really is quite beautiful, isn't she? She doesn't look like she hates what she's doing."
"She doesn't" I said, "She just hates that she is being blackmailed into doing it."
Rita stopped my hands. "Are you going to fuck me?"
"Do you want me to?" I replied.
She turned to me, "I've never been fucked in my ass."
I smiled at her, "I guess we need to correct that, don't we?"
++++++
Meredith is still fucking for the company, only now she is doing it because she wants to, not because she is being made to. I've never asked her to, but when we sit down to dinner and she asks me how my day went and I mention that things are not going well with a particular account, she will always ask, "Would it help if I met with him (or them)?" and I've never said no. Rita kicked RG out of her life. He tried to fight it, but Rita had asked me if she could keep the video in case she needed it for the divorce. When RG's lawyer saw it he advised RG to take whatever Rita offered and get on with his life. I still see Rita several times a month and Meredith has hinted that she would like to try a threesome with Rita and me, but I don't know if I want to go there - yet! Rita has also volunteered to help Meredith take care of 'select customers' and I'm going to take her up on it. In fact, this weekend I am going to have a bar-b-que at our house and as Meredith once said, "All sorts of things happen at company barbecues." It will be interesting to see what happens at this one.
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I read it for perhaps the tenth time, "Dear Diary, this afternoon I stood in my bedroom closet finger fucking myself while watching Angela's big tits swaying back and forth over my husbands face."
It was by far the most interesting entry my diary had seen in quite a while. Why was a thirty-six year old woman in her closet playing with herself? That's the story.
++++++
My husband has a thing for big tits, the bigger the better, and he has been like that since the day I met him. He buys magazines that feature big-breasted babes and I can't tear him away from the TV set when Bay Watch is on. Given Matt's penchant for big boobs I have never figured out why he even dated me, let alone married me, since I am basically flat chested. Well, not really flat chested, although 34 B cups are really not all that big. The total package isn't all that bad; I still get a lot of wolf whistles when I'm out and about. I have a nice firm butt (hours spent on the Stairmaster) and I've been told my legs are great, but big tits I ain't got. I've learned to live with Matt's boob obsession, I'm even amused by it, and I never pass up an opportunity to take a dig at him when I catch him eyeing some babe showing a mile of cleavage. He always blushes and gets a guilty look on his face, but he never stops looking.
When Jack and Angela moved in next door I knew things were going to get interesting - Angela had at least 40 DD's. My first clue was when Matt ran over to help them unload their U-Haul truck (I couldn't even get him to take out the garbage). A couple of hours later he brought them over and introduced me to them and told me he had invited them over for dinner since all of their pots and pans were still in boxes. From that day on Matt became Jack's new best friend and he spent a remarkable amount of time over at Jack and Angela's house on one pretext or another. I had no idea if Jack and Angela had any idea of what was going on, but I certainly did. Did I care? No, not really. I was not an insecure person and I knew Matt was always going to come home to me, it's just that he had this thing about tits.
Summer arrived and the first bloom of my flowerbeds caused another change in my husband. For the first time in the five years since we had lived in the house I did not have to beg Matt to go out and "please cut the grass." Every Saturday and Sunday Matt would be out in the yard weeding the flowerbeds, cutting grass, trimming bushes and hedges and spraying fertilizers and insecticides. I'm sure that the fact that Angela sunbathed in a string bikini every day the sun shone had a lot to do with it, but who was I to complain - the yard hadn't looked that good in years.
Fall brought cooler weather that put an end to Angela's sunbathing, but it also brought football. I had become accustomed over the years to the fact that when football season arrived Matt would plant himself in front of the TV on weekends and I might as well consider him gone for the day. I learned early on not to make plans for the two of us to do anything that started before eight in the evening. This year was different only in that Jack was also a football nut and so Matt spent most of his weekend planted in front of Jack and Angela's big screen TV instead of ours. Not, of course, that I thought Angela had anything to do with his being over there.
Winter arrived and with it the first indication that something funny was going on. It was at a holiday get together at Jack and Angela's and I was on my way from the dining room to the kitchen when I saw Matt with his hand on Angela's ass and she wasn't in the least bit upset about it. In fact, she was smiling at him. This bothered me and so I kept an eye on the both of them for the rest of the night. About two hours into the party I saw Angela go into the kitchen and a minute or so later Matt followed her. I casually headed for the kitchen and when I walked in I caught them kissing. Matt saw me and broke the kiss, "Mistletoe" he said, and pointed to sprig in Angela's hair.
"I thought he'd never notice" Angela said, "Every other man here has."
I smiled, got a drink of water, and left the kitchen. I began to wonder if I was over-reacting to the situation. It could just be simple flirting between two people who knew and liked each other, but something about the situation nagged at me.
I have never had a suspicious nature, but in the coming months I began to watch Matt and while I never actually caught him at anything, I did see several things that led me to believe he and Angela had a thing going. My suspicions were confirmed on a day early in March. Matt had taken a few days off from work to do some things around the house and I came home to find spots on my bed sheets that I just knew had to be fluids from two people who had been making love. I knew they hadn't come from Matt and me because I had changed the sheets that morning after we had made love. I decided that I needed to catch them in the act which meant that I had to set up a situation that would make it easy for them to do it in our house and not Angela's.
The plan I came up with was simplicity itself. On Friday night I asked Angela if she would come over in the morning and help me lay out a quilt pattern. Then I arranged for my sister Barb to call me on Saturday morning about a minor family problem needing my assistance. Telling Matt to call Angela and tell her not to bother coming over, I faked leaving the house and got myself into our bedroom closet. I was gambling that Matt would either not make the call and just let Angela come on over, or call her and tell her the coast was clear. And that's just what happened. Ten minutes after I took my place in the closet I could hear the two of them laughing and running up the stairs. Angela burst into the room with Matt right behind her. He caught her, tossed her onto the bed, and then jumped on her. They rolled around laughing and acting like a couple of teenagers and then Angela pulled away from Matt and started taking off her clothes, "Hurry lover," she said, "I want your cock in me."
I decided I was going to be mean - I would wait until they had built each other up to a fevered pitch before I stormed out of the closet and rained on their parade. Matt finished peeling off his clothes and climbed on the bed and Angela pushed him down on his back. She bent over and started sucking his cock and as I watched Matt arched himself up into her mouth and I wondered if the fact that Angela was an enthusiastic cocksucker was part of what he saw in her (besides her big tits). I have never refused Matt oral sex, but it has never been one of my favorite things and I certainly never went after his dick the way Angela did. It was only minutes before I heard Matt tell Angela that he was going to cum and I was surprised when Angela did not take her mouth off of him and let it happen. She kept sucking Matt and I saw cum leaking out of the corners of her mouth. I had certainly never done that! When Angela took her mouth off Matt's dick it fell limp on his stomach. Shit! I thought, so much for catching them in the throes of passion; it looked like the best I was going to do was catch them naked together.
Angela's hand went to Matt's cock and she began to stroke it and I got another surprise - he started getting hard again. When Matt and I made love we both orgasmed, cuddled for a bit, and then we both rolled over and went to sleep. Matt and I had never made love twice in one night, and to be honest about it, it was neither his fault nor mine. I didn't know he could get it back up so quickly and the thought of doing it twice never seemed to have occurred to either of us. When Angela had him up and ready she swung herself over him and lowered herself down on his upright pole and then she started to rock back and forth. Her boobs were swinging just above Matt's face and he lifted his head and captured one with his mouth.
As I watched the both of them I had a head full of mixed feelings. I was pissed at Matt for cheating on me; I was angry with Angela for going after my husband, and I was aware that Matt was getting better sex from Angela than he ever had from me. Angela was wild and abandoned, while I was more sedate and easy going. I loved making love with Matt and we made love four or five times a week, but what I was watching here was not "making love" - it was sex, it was fucking, pure and simple. I began to rethink my plan on interrupting them, but in the end I decided that I was going to do it. I had my hand on the door, ready to push it open, when into the bedroom strode Jack. "Oh my God" I thought, he's going to kill or hurt both of them and I was set to rush out of the closet and throw myself on his back, gouge his eyes, or do something to stop him, when I noticed that he was taking off his clothes as he approached the bed. I was surprised into inaction and I stood there, frozen in my tracks, and I heard Jack say, "Sorry I'm late, but I was on the phone with a very important client." Angela turned her head and opened her mouth and Jack walked his stiff cock right into it.
For the next hour I watched as Angela sucked and fucked both men, usually at the same time. Her mouth was always on one of them while the other was in her pussy. The one that really blew me away was when the men did a double penetration on her - one in her pussy and one in her ass. Angela screamed when Jack pushed himself into her anus, but it was a howl of pleasure and not pain. Anal sex was something else that Matt and I had never done. I saw Matt glance at his watch and then he said, "We had better break this up. My wife may coming home soon." Angela cried, "No, not yet. I'm almost ready to cum. I'm not ready to stop yet." Jack said, "No problem baby. We can just take it over to our house," and the three of them partially dressed and then left the house. I came out of the closet and found that my knees were weak. I'd fingered myself to four orgasms (another first for me) while watching the three of them on the bed. I had a lot to think about as I wobbled to the shower, an awful lot to think about.
The diary entry continued, "Starting tonight Matt is going to see a lot less making love in this bedroom, but he is going to get a whole lot more sex. And when I've learned to give better blow-jobs and when I've learned to take his cock in my ass, he will be given a choice - Angela or me (unless of course he agrees to let me join their threesome).
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I sat on my couch and watched what was showing on thee TV screen in absolute disbelief. The videotape had shown up at my office in a package with no return address on it, but with a local postmark. There was a note taped to the cassette that said, "You are always bragging about her; what do you think of the slut now?" I wondered if the timing of the delivery of the tape had been deliberate. Pam was out of town on business and wouldn't be home until the next day.
++++++
Pam and I had been married a little over five years. She was my second and I was her third. I tossed the first one when she had our baby and it turned out to be black. I met Pam at a party and we clicked. Hell, from my standpoint we did a whole lot more than click. I wanted her from the very first second that I saw her and she did seem to be interested in me, but having been involved with one cheating whore I was all that keen on becoming involved with another.
I had no reason to believe that Pam was that kind of woman, but two ex-husbands did make me curious. Did they kick her out or did she dump them? I couldn't see any reason why any man in his right mind would let Pam get away without a damned good reason so I decided to check things out before I got myself in to deep with her. Everyone who knew her told me that she was twice divorced because she had caught both of them playing with other ladies. Satisfied, I put on a full court press and six months after meeting her we were married.
I would love to be able to say that my love for Pam was absolutely unconditional, but I can't. That I did love her deeply was beyond question, but once bitten twice shy and I was always looking for indications that Pam might be playing around. A lot of it, hell, all of it was mental. I had been cheated on by one wife, one ex-fianc‚e and two girl friends in the past and with that kind of past I guess that I didn't have much faith in my ability to hang onto the women I fell in with. Anyway, I kept my eye open, not that I was obsessive about it, but I was always aware of the possibility. Never in five years did I see anything to make me even the slightest suspicious and yet there she was on my TV screen.
++++++
The tape started out with a shot of Pam in an unfamiliar living room, sitting on a couch and reading a magazine. A man I didn't recognize came into the room, walked over to stand in front of Pam and looked down at her. She looked up at him and smiled and put down the magazine as the man unzipped his fly and took out his hard cock. Pam leaned forward and took it in her mouth and sucked him off. She worked on his cock with her mouth while a hand reached inside his fly to play with his balls.
Except for slurping noises no other sound was on the tape until the man announced that he was close to cumming. Pam pulled her mouth off of his cock, got up and went around behind the couch and leaned over the back. The man moved in behind her, lifted her skirt, pushed her panties aside and drove his cock into her pussy. For the first time Pam spoke:
"Oh god yes. Push it in, push it in deep, it feels so damned good."
For the next couple of minutes the man fucked Pam and she moaned and made the little cries that I knew only too well and then the man came and pulled out of Pam's pussy. She turned around, went to her knees and licked his cock clean and then he tucked his dick away and left the room. Pam got up and went back to sit on the couch and read her magazine.
The screen went blue for a second and then the picture was back. It was still Pam sitting on the couch and reading a magazine, but this time I recognized the man who walked into the room - it was her boss. Darrel walked up to her and said, "He signed love. Your magic mouth and hot pussy did it again."
As he was talking he was stripping off his clothes and Pam said, "How do you want me?"
"Just like you are babycakes. Take off that thong and park those high heels up next to my ears."
Pam stood up, lifted her skirt and stepped out of her thong. Then she lay down on the couch and spread her legs and waited for Darrel to move between them. Darrel fucked Pam for what seemed like an hour, but in reality was only about ten minutes. He had her legs up on his shoulders and her high heels did dance next to his ears as he slammed his cock into her.
Pam wasn't one to use words like, "Oh yes fuck me" when her pussy was being pounded, but she was a noisy fuck with a lot of screaming, wailing and loud cries and I sat there and heard everything that I had thought had only been heard by me and the walls of our bedroom. Finally Darrel wheezed, "I'm cumming sweetie, where do you want it?"
"You know where it has to go lover, in my pussy to join Brady's."
When it was over and Darrel's limp dick was hanging in front of him and he was reaching for his pants Pam said, "Aren't you forgetting something boss?"
"Oh come on Pam, do I have to?"
"Of course you do boss. A deal is a deal. You got what you wanted and now you have to settle up."
Reluctantly he got down between her wide spread legs and began to suck on her pussy. "That's right baby, just like that. Clean me out, don't leave a drop of yours or Brady's in me."
In less than a minute Pam was moaning and pushing her hips up at Darrel's face, "Yes, like that, just like that, oh yes, oh yes, oh, oh, oh oH OH OHOHOHOHOHOH God YESSSSSSSSS" she cried out as she had an orgasm. "Keep going baby, keep going, get it all out, get it all."
She had one more smaller orgasm and then she pushed Darrell away and started to get up. Darrell pulled her off the couch, pulled her to him and kissed her and then took her right hand and carried down to his cock which was hard again. Pam began stroking him and Darrel broke the kiss and in a husky voice said, "I want your ass baby. I want that super tight asshole of yours."
Without a word Pam went around behind the couch and bent forward over the back and then looked behind her and waited for Darrel. He moved in behind her, stuck his cock in her pussy to get it wet and then he started working it into her ass. It must not have been very comfortable for her from the faces she was making, but she didn't cry out or ask him to stop. Ten minutes went by and then he grunted, "Here it comes" and a minute later he pulled his limp cock out of Pam's ass. When he stepped clear I saw a big teardrop shaped glob of cum slid out of her ass and start down her leg and then the screen went blue and I hit the STOP button.
I went into the kitchen and made myself a stiff drink. I was just a little on the "I'll kill the mother fucker" side of the emotional scale and if Darrel, or Pam for that matter, had been in reach right then God knows what I might have done.
I had a lot of questions, chief among them why? When and where were also high on the list. Two more questions were who had sent me the tape and why? From what I had seen to that point there did not seem to be any one behind the camera. There was no jiggling that would have been associated with a hand held camera and even if someone had been behind a tripod mounted camera there would have been zoom ins and zoom outs and maybe even some panning. Another thing, neither Darrel nor Pam ever looked over that way. Did they even know that the camera was there?
++++++
I settled back down on the couch and hit the PLAY button and the blue screen went away and on the screen I saw the office where Pam worked. The room was empty and the clock on the wall said six-ten. Pam gets off work at five-thirty. I heard voices and Pam entered the room with Darrel and two other guys she worked with and with a third man I didn't recognize. Darrel took her in his arms and kissed her while Fred and Tom, the other two she worked with, started undressing her. Tom was pulling her skirt down while Fred was unbuttoning her blouse and unhooking her bra. Darrel broke the kiss and lowered his mouth and captured Pam's right breast at the same time that Tom rubbed his thumb against her clit through her thong.
Whether it was caused by Darrel's mouth, Tom's thumb or both I didn't know, but Pam gave a low throaty moan. Fred's hand went to Pam's left breast and he started playing with the nipple, squeezing it, pulling it and rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. Tom went to his knees in front of Pam, hooked his thumb into her thong and worked it down until it reached her ankles and then she stepped out of it and kicked it away. Tom motioned to the man I didn't know and he went to his knees in front of Pam, placed his hands on the insides of her thighs and pushed her legs apart. Pam bent at the knees and that had the effect of pushing her pussy out toward the man and he leaned forward and buried his face in it. Tom stood up and took Pam's face in his hands and then he shoved his tongue in her mouth.
With four men working on her Pam's body was shaking with desire and orgasms. Darrel turned her breast loose and said, "What do you want baby?"
"Cock, lover, I want cock. I need cock and I need it bad."
"You heard the lady guys, she wants cock and you can't give it to her if you are dressed."
Tom kept kissing her as he unbuttoned himself and took out his hard cock. He placed her hand on it and then he slid a hand down her body and she began to stroke him as he started to finger fuck her. She moaned loudly as he kissed and fingered her and she stroked his cock. Then the other three men were stripped and they took over while he undressed.
Fred stood in front of her, took her head and pulled it down to his dick. They bent Pam forward at the waist and she reached out and grabbed Fred's hips for support as her mouth engulfed his cock. The unknown man moved up behind Pam and using his knees he spread her legs wide and then he entered her from the rear. He Pam and Fred got a rhythm going. On the man's backstroke Pam pushed her ass back to follow his cock which had her mouth moving back on Fred's cock. The in stroke pushed her forward and her mouth went down to the base of Fred's dick as she deep throated him. Several minutes later I saw white stuff appear at the corners of her mouth and thirty or so seconds later Fred pulled a limp dick out of Pam's mouth.
Tom stepped up and took Fred's place, the man fucking her from behind came and pulled out and then Darrel took charge and rearranged things. He had Tom lie down on a desk and Pam leaned forward over him and took his cock back in her mouth and went to work on it while Darrel stepped up and took her from behind.
After that it got repetitious as all four men took turns fucking Pam and having her suck their cocks. There was one odd thing that occurred during the gangbang. The man I didn't know told Pam to get into position so he could take her in her butt and Pam told him no, that she only let her husband have her ass. It was odd for two reasons: One, I'd never had anal sex with Pam and secondly, she had given Darrel her ass during the first session on the tape.
Darrel finally told everybody that it was time to break it up since Pam needed to get home. The man I didn't know shook Darrel's hand and thanked him for seeing to it he had such a good time and then he, Tom and Fred dressed and left. As soon as they were gone Pam spread herself wide and told Darrel that it was time to pay the price. He whined and tried to get out of it, but Pam insisted and repeated what she'd said on the first part of the tape:
"You got what you wanted boss, now you have to settle up."
Darrel got down on his knees and began slurping up what the four men had left in Pam. It wasn't long before Pam had her hands on his head and was trying to pull it inside her cunt. She was crying out and screaming the way she does when she is having orgasms. It went on for several minutes and then abruptly the screen changed to blue.
As with the earlier section of the tape the camera never moved and the gangbang participants behaved as if they were totally unaware that the camera was there.
++++++
I got up and made myself another drink and then went back to the couch and sat there watching the blank blue screen. The tape had been very disturbing to me. In addition to the way I felt at finding out that Pam was cuckolding me there was the disquieting effect that the sexual content of the tape had on me. It had given me a hard on. Not only had I gotten hard, but also I had beat myself off twice - not once, but twice! That was definitely not the reaction I would have expected on seeing proof of my wife's infidelity.
I tried to figure out who hated me enough to send me that tape. I wondered why Pam had started cheating on me and when she had started and even as I had that thought I suddenly knew who had sent the tape. But why? What possible reason could Pam have had for doing it? It had to be Pam! It had to be her because it had to be someone who knew where she was and what she would be doing and the only people common to both sections of the tape were Pam and Darrel.
Yes, it had to be Pam. The only reason for Darrel to send me the tape was so that I would throw Pam out and then he could have her for himself. But he wouldn't do that. With a wife and four kids he would be ruined by the divorce and with my having the tape in my possession to use as evidence Pam sure wouldn't be leaving our marriage with anything. No, the tape had to have been sent by Pam, but again, the question was why?
++++++
I got confirmation of my hunch that evening. After watching the tape for a second time (I told myself that it was so I could be sure that I had missed nothing that might be important in the divorce action) I made myself some dinner and then went down to my basement workshop. I was staining a bookcase that I'd made when the phone rang. From the time I knew that the call was probably Pam's nightly call and I debated on whether or not to answer it. I really didn't want to get into it with Pam over the phone, but then I figured what the hey, maybe getting rid of some of the anger while she was still where I couldn't get my hands around her throat would be a good thing.
"Hello?"
"It's me. Can I come home tomorrow?"
Just like that she took the wind out of my sails. "Why would you want to? Your little gift pretty much told me that you aren't all that happy here."
"That isn't so. I'm extremely happy there and I want to be there with you."
"But?"
"I'm sorry I hit you with it the way I did, but I had to get it out in the open Joe. Hiding it was killing me inside. I made the tape and I sent it to you because I didn't have the nerve to face you and tell you and I had to force the issue. It forces me to sit down and talk to you about it. That is if you want to talk about it. If not, just tell me and I'll stay away and one day while you are at work I'll stop by the house and pick up my things."
"Come on home Pam. You might end up leaving with your things anyway, but I guess we do need to talk."
++++++
Pam was home when I got home from work the next day. She had dinner ready and a pitcher of martinis made. She handed me a full glass and said, "Dinner first, okay?" I took the drink from her, nodded an okay and we sat down at the table. Normally we talk over dinner about each other's day, but that meal was silent and when it was over Pam refilled our glasses from the pitcher, took a sip of her drink and said:
"What you saw on the tape had nothing to do with you or the way that I feel about you. It didn't happen because I don't love you or that you don't satisfy me sexually. It happened; or rather it started, because I was put in a position where I had to make a decision that would have had an enormous effect on the lives of twenty-three other people.
"I never told you this before because I don't bring my work problems home with me so you never knew how close Howland and Sons was to locking the doors and throwing twenty-three people out of work. We had one chance to keep the doors open and that was to land the McPhearson contract. That one contract alone would keep Howland in business for at least two more years. Darrel and I worked on Todd McPhearson for a month but could never quite get him to sign with us.
"And then one afternoon when Todd, Darrel and I were having a business lunch Todd hit me with it. Darrel had gone to the men's room and Todd said, "Just how bad do you want my business?"
"I told him that we couldn't sweeten the pot any more than we already had, that we had already cut things to the bone and that if we gave up any more we wouldn't make enough on the deal to justify keeping the doors open."
"I don't want anything more in the way of financial concessions" he said.
"I asked him what he wanted and he said he wanted me. He wanted to spend a night with me and during that night he wanted to experience everything that a man and woman could do sexually. I got pissed and I said, "You want me to cheat on my husband for a lousy contract?"
He laughed at me, "A lousy contract that will keep the doors of your company open and keep twenty-three people working."
That grabbed my attention and I sat back down and thought about what Todd had just said. Holland's goes out of business and twenty-three people are out of work. Most of the twenty-three needed their jobs and with the economy and job market being what they are right now almost all of them would have trouble finding jobs at all, let alone jobs that had the pay and benefits they had at Holland's. There were several who would never be able to get another job. Who was going to hire sixty-six year old Abe? And Margie in her wheelchair? And how about Bill who had to leave work three times a week to go for kidney dialysis? Holland's had no problem letting him go, but would a new employer? If he could find one?
"All of a sudden I held the lives of everyone who worked at that company in my hands, or the weight of all of them on my shoulders. He told me to think about it and that he would be there until five that afternoon and to let him know my answer by then. He got up and left me sitting there staring at the tablecloth. Darrel came back and asked where Todd had gone and I told him about the bomb that Todd had dropped on me.
"What are you going to do?"
"What do you mean what am I going to do? I'm a married woman for God's sake and the asshole is asking me to cheat on my husband. I'm my husband's second wife and do you know why I'm number two? Because he caught number one cheating on him and he didn't much care for it and he tossed her out. I don't really want to join her on the trash heap."
"He would never know. It would be a one time thing and he would be none the wiser."
"That's easy for you to say since you aren't the one with the gun to your head."
"It is easy for me to say. If my name was Donna Holland instead of Darrel I'd already be up there pulling down his zipper. Hell Pam, even though I'm not gay, if he had hit on me while you were in the john I'd still be up there pulling on his zipper."
"You can't mean that?"
"Of course I do. Holland and Sons has been in business for over seventy-five years and if a little sex can keep the doors open I'd do it in a heart beat. I wouldn't do it for just any old contract, but for one that would save the business? In a fucking heartbeat!"
"I'd better call your dad and let him know what's going on."
"Don't bother. I can tell you what he would say."
"What?"
"He would tell you to go up to Todd's room, knock on the door and when Todd answered it to slap his face, knee him in the balls and then tell him to fuck off and die."
"But that would be the same as telling me that he didn't care if he had to lock the doors or not."
"What can I say? Dad is old fashioned. He believes in honesty, ethics and in everything being above board. He isn't in tune with modern times. He is right in that his way is the way it should be done, but sadly, he is definitely in the minority. What are you going to do?"



"I don't know. For now I'm going back to the office and think."
++++++
"I thought about it all afternoon and around four-thirty I made a decision. I asked Darrel to come into my office and I asked him point blank what was the most disgusting thing that he could think of where sex was concerned. He thought about it for a couple of seconds and then said sucking another man's cock and so I told him that is what he had to do to help me save his company. I told him I would fuck Todd, but that he would have to suck Todd's cock by proxy. I told him he had to clean my pussy out when Todd was done with me. He tried to get out of it and I told him that was the price he had to pay and that he'd better make up his mind pretty damned quick if I was going to reach Todd before he checked out of the hotel. He finally agreed and I called Todd and told him we had a deal if he would change his terms from an entire night to a full eight-hour day. He did and the next morning I went to his hotel room and I fucked his eyes out from eight in the morning until six that evening and I left his hotel room with a signed contract."
"I take it then that you liked it?"
"What's not to like? It was sex and I like sex. And it was different."
"What do you mean different?"
"All men are not the same baby, you're all different. "I've never hidden my past from you. I wasn't a virgin when I married my first husband; there had been three before him. There were a half dozen between him and my second husband and a couple more between him and you and they were all different in one way or another."
"So you did it and saved the company. What happened then?"
"Another very large contract came along and it seems that the president of the company and his wife were swingers. They asked Darrel if he could find someone that they could swing with when they came to town. Darrel couldn't find anyone so he asked me to pretend to be his wife so we could party with them and I said yes. Then there was another contract, and then another, and another and each time it got easier for me to say yes. Because of me Holland's will be keeping it's doors open for at least another five or six years. I confess to enjoying the hell out of it, but at the same time it was tearing me up to be cheating on you."
"What was the deal on the second part of the tape? Did you do a lot of gangbangs? And what was that bit about you only do anal with your husband. I saw you do Darrel and the other guy on the first part of the tape."
"I've done three gangbangs. The customer on the second part of the tape was into gangbangs and anal sex. We gave him the gangbang, but withheld the anal to keep him on the string. He only signed a six month contract and Darrel was going to convince him that Darrel could talk me into giving him my butt when it came time to renew."
"I still don't understand why you sent me the tape."
"Eventually you were going to find out. Even if I just stopped and never did it again you would still find out so I just decided to get it over with and out myself."
"But I didn't have the foggiest until I saw the tape. How would I have found out?"
"The money sweetie; eventually I would spend the money and you would want to know where it came from."
"The money?"
"Yes, the money. I made damned sure that they paid me a commission on every deal that I closed with my pussy. The money is in a safe deposit box and like I said, eventually I'm going to want to spend it."
"Just what are you expecting here Pam?"
"I don't know what to expect baby. I have no way of knowing how you reacted to the tape. I showed you the worst. What I'm hoping is that you remember our third year of marriage and some of the stuff we did and talked about, but I came here not knowing if you would grab me by the scruff of my neck and throw me out the front door or tell me that if I wanted our marriage to survive I'd have to stop that shit or whether you would pick me up and carry me into the bedroom and try and fuck me to death."
"What's that business about our third year of marriage?"
"Remember when we were doing the role playing and we were pretending I was fucking other men? It used to get you hotter than hell and I asked you if you thought we might ever do it for real. Remember what you said? "You said, "Maybe someday, but not now." What I'm hoping for is that now is that "Maybe some day." Failing that, my second best hope is that you will just tell me to stop if I want to save our marriage, but again, I don't have a clue. I do know your position on cheating wives so I didn't come home with much hope."
"You don't know my position on cheating wives Pam, you only know about what happened to Joyce. Joyce was perfectly willing to saddle me with another man's kid. If the baby would have been born white she would have held it up to me and said, "Look at our beautiful child."
I don't really think she expected the baby to be black, but even then if she had come to me and said, "I've been bad and I don't think the baby is yours" I probably would have kept her and the kid even though the kid obviously wouldn't have been mine. Joyce was dishonest with me from start to finish and she would have deceived me forever if she could have gotten away with it. If she could have sold me on the idea it was my child I don't doubt that somewhere along the line she would have presented me with another one I wasn't the father of.
"You, on the other hand, have been dishonest with me, but you came forward and admitted it on your own so there may be some hope for us, but at this point I don't know. I do know that if it had been only the one time with Todd and that after it was done you had come home and told me about it I would have been extremely pissed, but I would have understood your motivation and I would have gotten over it. But after watching that gangbang I'm not sure how I feel. For now you had best move into the guest bedroom until I can sort it all out in my mind."
"Please baby, I love you. This was never about you or us. It wasn't even about the sex. I was just trying to help people. It was stupid and I got carried away, but it was still just about helping people."
"I'll try to keep that in mind. Go to bed Pam, or go watch television, but right now I need to be alone."
++++++
No, I do not intend a part two. Use your imagination.
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She filled my coffee cup and I mumbled thanks. It took me a moment to notice that she hadn't taken the pot and moved to another table. I looked up at her and she knew what I was thinking. "Just curious" she said, "Every morning you come in here and it's the same thing. Several cups of coffee while you read the morning paper and eat your breakfast and then you take that pad out of your briefcase and write on it for a half or or so while you drink more coffee. What are you writing?"
"I don't know you well enough to tell you."
"Oh come on. I've been pouring your coffee and serving you breakfast for over five years now. It doesn't make us the best of friends but it ain't chopped liver."
"If I tell you, you are liable to think I am a pervert."
Debbie laughed, "Honey, I know perverts - I'm married to one, and you would have a long way to go to even come close to matching him."
"Really?"
"Yeah, really."
"I write erotic stories and post them on an Internet site."
"No kidding?"
"No kidding."
Debbie pointed to my legal pad and asked, "Is that one?"
I nodded my head yes and she asked, "What's it about?"
I handed her the legal pad and she sat down on the other side of the both and started to read. Once or twice she stopped reading and looked over at me before going back to the story.
When Debbie was done she handed the pad back to me, "That's wild. I know her."
"Know who?"
"The woman in the story - I know her - I went to high school with her."
"Thanks, I needed that."
"Needed what?"
"Positive reinforcement. A lot of what I write sounds hokey to some people, but what makes a story work for me is if at least one person can read it and identify with it or part of it."
"Where do you get your material?"
"Some of it comes from personal experience, some comes from hearing people talk about their experiences and some of it comes out of thin air."
"Out of thin air? How is that?"
"Well, you just gave me a story and you didn't know it."
"Me? I gave you a story?"
"Sure. Here, let me show you."
I took my pad and flipped to an empty page and started writing.
OUTLINE - Breakfast at restaurant. - Waitress comments on fact I'm always writing. - Tell her about erotic stories, wants to know where they come from. - A. Personal exp. - B. Listening to others. - C. Out of thin air. - STORY - Needs a hook. - A. She gets interested and wants to tell me about stuff that has happened to her. - B. She gets turned on and wants to have fling and have me write about it. - C. Need to talk to my sister/ girlfriend/cousin because she could really tell me stories. - D. Need to get together with other waitress, she's a slut and could tell you some stories.
Need to work on it - pay more attention to what goes on in restaurant. Might get an idea.
I handed the pad back to Debbie and she read it. I saw a small smile develop and then she looked up at me. "C and D would work. My sister could tell you stuff that would curl your hair and Jen on afternoons is a perfect fit for D. My favorites are A and B, but I can't make up my mind about that. Hang on to your outline and I'll get back to you."
I tossed the outline into my briefcase with a dozen others and forgot about it.
The next day was Saturday and I never stopped for breakfast on weekends and Debbie was off on Mondays so I didn't see her again until Tuesday. I was drinking coffee and reading the Sports section of the paper when Debbie slid into the booth across from me.
"What about a combination of A and B?"
I put the paper down, "What?"
"The outline, what if you combined A and B? The idea would be to start out telling about experiences that happened and then have it lead into a fling."
Debbie was right. That would work better than either A or B standing alone. "Who do you see as the girl? Your sister, cousin or Jen from afternoons?"
"No silly, me! I'm thinking of me."
"You aren't serious?"
"Sure I am. I've had a lot of things happen to me and I think it would be a kick to tell it to someone and then to see it in print. You wouldn't use my real name, would you? And we could makeup the fling part. I could tell you one of my fantasies and you could use that as the fling part and write it as if it really happened."
"I don't know Debbie. We would have to spend an awful lot of time together for you to tell me about your past. What would your husband think?"
"He works afternoon and I have all kinds of free time in the evening. Can we do it? Please? I really want to."
What the hell I thought, I didn't really have all that much going on in the evenings right then and a good story is a good story.
Debbie arrived at my apartment at six and I got her a beer and we sat down at the kitchen table. She was nervous and fidgety and so I asked, "Having second thoughts about this?"
"Oh no! Well, yes, kind of."
"You don't have to do this."
"But I want to. It's just that, well, I don't know. No one is ever going to know it is me, are they?"
"Not unless you tell somebody."
"You won't tell anybody? I mean, you're kind of like a doctor or a lawyer and every thing I tell you is in confidence, right?"
"Not really, but think of me being like a reporter protecting his source."
"But no one will ever know, right?"
"Every one who visits the site on the Net will know the story, but no one will know that the story is about you."
"What do I do?"
"Just tell me what you want to tell me. Start at the beginning, in the middle or just tell me about certain instances in your past - anything that might turn on some one who reads the story."
"Like what?"
"Well, most of my stuff goes to a site called Watching The Wife. The stories are about cheating wives, cheating husbands, husbands who like to watch their wives with other men, husbands who like to go down on their wives after they have been with other men and things like that. Have you ever cheated on your husband or has he ever cheated on you?"
"No one ever knows but me and you, promise?"
"Of course."
"I've cheated on Harry a couple of times."
"Does he know?"
"God I hope not."
"Then why don't you just tell me about one of those times."
"The first time was at my sisters birthday party. I'd never been unfaithful to Harry - I'd never even thought about being unfaithful - and even though I know exactly what happened and why I still to this day don't know how. One minute I was an innocent young wife and the next I was a cheating slut and I don't even remember the transition. Harry and I had gotten there early because I had promised my sister I would help set things up for the party. Harry and Gloria's husband Mike were in the other room and as I worked in the kitchen and dinning room I could hear snatches of conversation and laughter and it pissed me off.
"I don't know why, it was irrational, but I was pissed that Harry and Mike were having a good time while I was working to set up the party. Gloria noticed it and she told me to ignore them, "They are just men honey, and they would only get in the way if they were out here." Still, it pissed me off and that kind of set the tone of the night for me. And then of course there is what they were talking about. I could hear most of it and most of what I heard upset me.
"They were talking about women with big tits and talking about how they would like to get this or that woman's tit in their mouth. They talked about Sylvia Meyers and that she would be at the party and wouldn't they just love to get her off into a room and play with her. When Harry mentioned that Alice, Sylvia's sister, would be at the party and wouldn't he just love to get some backseat time with her I almost lost it, but instead I went and made myself a stiff drink.
"The guests started arriving and the party got rolling and things got worse for me. Every time I saw Harry he was staring at Alice, Sylvia or Mary Anson - all three have huge tits - and Harry just couldn't seem to tear his eyes away from them. A couple of times I went over to talk with him, but after a minute or so he would walk away and a minute or two later I would see him staring at tits again. My tits aren't bad and I'm certainly not ashamed of them, but I was starting to feel inferior and that made me mad. The madder I got, the more I drank, and pretty soon I had a snootfull. I wasn't passing out or falling down drunk, but I definitely wasn't thinking straight.
"I started thinking stuff like, "Okay Harry, you don't want to pay attention to me, I'll find some one who will." I started flirting with guys; I let guys feel me up and I kept doing it where Harry could see me so it would piss him off. But every time I did it I would glance over at him and see that he still had his eyes glued on big tits. I started swapping tongues with guys and then one guy said, "If you are going to let me play with your tits you should at least go take off your bra so I can do it right." Tits - it was the magic word. So you want to look at tits Harry? Well I've got somebody who wants to look at mine so fuck you.
"I went into the john and took off my bra and went back to the party. Another drink or two and I got maneuvered out of the house and into the backyard and hands were on my tits, a tongue was down my throat and the next thing I knew I was on the ground behind some bushes with a cock in my mouth and one buried in my pussy. I honestly don't remember the period from tongue in mouth, hands on tits to on the grass with two cocks in me and I have no remembrance of where the second man came from. All I know is that the two of them kept me there on the grass taking turns with me for a long, long time.
"You know what the worst part of it was for me? Actually there were two worst parts - I loved it, I shouldn't have, but I did. But the part that really pissed me off was that I laid out there on the grass for over an hour taking those two men in my mouth and pussy - over an hour - and Harry never even missed me. When I finally did get back into the party he was still staring at Sylvia's tits.
"I knew that I should felt some remorse over cheating on him, but I didn't. On the way home I almost told him what had happened and I actually had my mouth open to do it, but then I glanced over at him and he had a goofy little smile on his face as he watched the road and I knew that he was still daydreaming about tits so I never told him."
"How many more times did you cheat on him?"
"Three more times, not counting tonight."
"Not counting tonight?"
"Yeah. A leads to B, right? Wasn't that the plan? I tell the story, we both get horny and have a fling?"
She stood up and started to take off her clothes. I watched her and then I stood up and dropped my trousers and started to smile, "Yeah. A leads to B and you still have three more stories to tell me, right?"
"Four sweetie. We have to count tonight too, don't we?"
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"How many more times did you cheat on Harry?"
Three more times, not counting tonight."
"Not counting tonight?"
"Yeah. A leads to B right? Wasn't that the plan? I tell the story, we both get horny and have a fling?"
She stood up and started to take off her clothes. I watched her and then I stood and started undressing as I smiled at her, "Yeah, A leads to B and you still have three more stories to tell me. Right?"
"Four sweetie. We have to count tonight too, don't we?"
+++++++++++++++++
She was lying next to me stroking my limp cock and she said:
"When can we get together to do the next story?"
That's up to you. I don't have anyone to answer to, but you have a husband to worry about."
"Well, tomorrow is out, but I can make it the next day."
"That will work for me."
"If you would like I have time for another before I have to go."
"Tell you what sweetie; I'm willing to go as many times as you can get me up.
Debbie giggled and said, "I sure do know how to do that lover" and she lowered her head and took me in her mouth. The woman was a blow job artist supreme! We had already made love four times in the space of two hours and that was my personal best. I had gone six times in one night, but I'm talking a full night - eight hours and a bit - but Debbie and her magic mouth had me up and running when I would have bet money that I was done for the night and now she was doing it again. It took her a lot longer, a whole lot longer, but damned if she didn't get the job done.
"You know what we haven't done yet?" she asked.
"No, what?"
"You haven't tried my ass."
"Sweetie, I'm sorry to say that I haven't tried anybody's ass."
"You've never done anal?"
"Never even came close to trying."
"Shit!"
"What's the matter?"
"I've never done it either. Harry won't do it and I hoped that as long as I was being a slut for you you would do me there."
"I'll give it a try, but I'll tell you ahead of time that I don't know what I'm doing."
"How hard can it be? I expect that we will have to go slow since the hole is only about twenty percent as big as my pussy and it will be harder to get into. Do you have some KY or something we can use for lube?"
I didn't have any KY but I did remember that old movie, "The Last Tango in Paris" so I went out to the kitchen and got my butter dish. I spent some time greasing up her butt hole with the butter using my fingers and thumb to work it in. When she told me that she thought she was ready I buttered up my cock and put it up against her asshole.
"You sure you're ready?"
"Just go easy on me honey. Take your time and go easy."
I pushed against the little puckered opening and my cock popped by the sphincter and Debbie gave a little cry. I stopped pushing and asked if she was all right and she said that there was a little pain, but she had expected it.
"Just go easy honey, until I get used to it."
I went back to slowly working my cock into her anal cavity. It was tight and it seemed like it was gripping me and I suppose that the sphincter muscle was. When I was all the way in she told me to stop and let her get used to it so I stopped pushing and reached under her and used a finger to find her clit. I started rubbing it and she moaned and pushed her ass back at me.
"Okay honey, slow and easy. Pick up the pace, but be gentle."
Half a dozen strokes and she hissed, "Oh yes, oh yes, I'm gonna like this. A little harder honey, fuck my ass."
I had come some many times that night that it took me forever to get myself off in her ass and halfway into it she was screaming and hollering for me to fuck her harder and faster. When I finally came and pulled out of her ass she fell forward on the bed and moaned, "Oh God, but I just have to find someway to get Harry to do this."
+++++++++++++++++
She looked up from the pages, "That is pretty much the way it happened all right. Have you proof read it yet?"
"Not yet."
"I spotted a couple of 'than's where there should have been 'that's, and a 'think' that should have been a 'thing' but that's all I saw.
"Hopefully I'll catch them when I do the last spell check and then proof read it."
"I know I keep bugging you on this, but no one is ever going to know that this is me, right?"
"You just read the story; is there anything in there that identifies you?"
"No, I guess not. What do we do now?
"Well, I guess the best way would be to tell your story in sequence so why don't you tell me about your second time?"
+++++++++++++++++
It was three months later and again it was because of Harry and his obsession with big tits. It was the night of his company Christmas party. We were a little late in getting there and using hindsight I'm almost sure that he planned that way."
"Why do you say that?"
"Well, if we had gotten there early and got a table we would end up sitting with whoever came in later and saw an empty seat and came over to join us. By arriving later Harry was able to see who was sitting where and he could join whomever he wanted. Anyway, we got there and Harry looked around at the tables and then made a beeline for one in particular and surprise, surprise, two of the women sitting there were milk cows. No, that isn't nice of me - it wasn't their fault they were blessed in the breast department or that Harry was such a damned tit freak. Mary was probably a 36C cup and Dianna was a good 38D. I looked around the room at the other tables that had empty seats and I didn't see a good set of jugs at any of them and I think that is why Harry got us to the party when he did. His goal was to sit with Mary and Dianna if he could."
"Not that there is anything wrong with what you have, but if your husband is so hung up on big tits why doesn't he just pay for you to get a boob job?" The only thing wrong with that was that he spent more "I offered, but he said it would be a waste of good money, money that could be best used on something else more important."
"Okay, so he seats you at a table where there are two large breasted women, what happened next?"
"Neither Mary or Dianna was married, but Mary had brought a date. Dianna had just broken up with her boyfriend and had come to the party alone and that's where the trouble started. Harry decided that it wasn't right that Dianna not be able to dance so he appointed himself to see to it that she wasn't a wallflower. The only thing wrong with that was that he spent more time out on the dance floor with her than he did with me. The more time he spent with her the more pissed off I got. Add to that the fact that the drinks were flowing and alcohol always tends to lower my inhibitions a little and I finally reached a point where I said, "Fuck you Harry!" I started looking around the table and checking out the guys.
It was a large table and besides Harry and me there were three couples, two single guys and Dianna. That was another thing that pissed me off. With two single guys at the table why the hell did Harry think he had to be the one to keep Dianna from sitting out the dances? I downed another drink and when the band came back I started flirting with the two single guys and the next time Harry went out on the dance floor with Dianna one of them, Tom was his name, asked me to dance. I stayed out on the floor with him for the last two songs of the set and while we danced we talked. Actually he did most of the talking and I just listened. He complimented me on my dress, told me he liked the way my hair framed my face and as he talked he pulled me closer and closer to him and I felt his erection pushing into my leg. He told me that Harry was a fool for ignoring me and spending his time on Dianna. He had just finished telling me that if he had a woman like me he damned sure wouldn't ignore her when the band announced they were taking a break. I thanked Tom for the thought and he walked me back to the table.
I downed another drink and when the band came back Ben, the other single guy, asked me to dance. Either he or Tom kept me out on the dance floor for the band's entire eight song set and Harry never even missed me.
I wasn't stupid. I knew that Tom and Ben were trying to hustle me. They didn't expect to get anywhere that night, but they both worked hard at trying to get me to give them my phone number and to agreed to meet if only for coffee. I had no intention of doing either, giving them my number or meeting them, but while I didn't say yes, I didn't say no. I wanted to keep them interested. I had the silly idea that Harry would see them sniffing after me and he would get his head out of his ass and protect his territory. Silly me right? Protect his territory when there were big tits to ogle and lust after? Not my Harry!
It was about two and a half hours into the party and I'd had enough alcohol by then to lower my inhibitions and that combined with my being pissed at Harry led me to do a few things that I would not normally do. When either Tom or Ben pushed their erections into my leg or lower belly, I pushed back. When a hand slipped down my back and ended up resting on my ass I didn't protest or push it away. When Ben put one of his hands on my right breast all I did was say, "Naughty, naughty" and push it away when what I would normally have done was slap his face and walk away leaving him on the dance floor.
What I was trying to do was get Harry's attention, but all I was accomplishing was making myself horny. Talk about a situation that sucked. I was horny as a goat on the one hand and on the other I was so pissed off at Harry that I was going to cut him off for a week.
I was on the dance floor with Mary's date and she was dancing with Tom. Harry was - where else - on the dance floor with Dianna. They - 'they' being whoever it was who decorated the room for the party - had hung a large clump of mistletoe from the ceiling and they had rigged a baby spotlight to shine on the space just under it. I just happened to be looking that way when Dianna and Harry moved into the spot lit area and stopped. Harry kissed Dianna and it wasn't just a peck either. Even from halfway across the room I could tell that there was some tongue involved. My first impulse was to storm over to them, push them apart, punch Harry in the face and pull Dianna's hair out by the roots. That's what I wanted to do, but I guess that basically I'm a coward so what I did was tell Mary's date that I suddenly felt light headed and I asked him to take me back to the table.
I was sitting there staring down into my drink when Tom said, "You seem upset" and I told him that I was. He asked if there was anything he could do and I told him he could tell me where to find a pay phone so I could call a cab to take me home. He asked "What about Harry?" and I said, "Fuck the son of a bitch." Tom said I wouldn't need to call a cab, that he was getting ready to leave anyway so he would be glad to give me a lift.
"You sure it wouldn't be any trouble?" I asked.
"Not a bit."
"I need to hit the ladies room first and then I'm ready to go."
When I got back from the bathroom I told Tom I was ready.
"You going to tell Harry you're leaving?"
"No. The shit head has ignored me all night, he won't even know I'm gone. Let him waste an hour looking for me when he is ready to leave."
"Okay, let's go."
It was dark in the parking lot and it wasn't until the interior light in Tom's car came on that I saw Ben sitting on the back seat. I looked at him and then at Tom and Tom shrugged his shoulders and said, "Ben was leaving too so I offered him a ride."
Like I was too stupid to know what they were hoping for, right? I could read their minds. "She's pissed at Harry, she's had a lot to drink, she's been pushing back when I poked my cock into her so if I play it right I might get a piece of her sweet ass."
I got in the car and gave him directions and then I sat there staring out the passenger side window and looking at the houses, yards, trees and parked automobiles that we passed. I was fuming inside over Harry and the way he lost all common sense when he got close to a big pair of boobs. And I of course remembered the last party we were at and what had happened to me there. I was already horny as hell and the memory of that time when those two men had me on my knees and on my back out in that backyard just made it worse. Being in a car with two guys who wanted to make my hornyness disappear didn't help matters any.
I was still looking out the side window when Tom said, "We have to go right by my place to get to yours. Would you like to stop for a drink?"
A lot of things went through my mind just then. I wondered if he thought I was dumb, or just an easy piece of ass, or maybe he thought I just might like some company just then. I what he was hoping for and that, in fact, he and Ben were both hoping for the same thing. I was pissed at Harry and thinking about how to get back at him and remembering the time at the last party and how much I had loved it when the two men got me going.
I turned away from the window and looked over at Tom for several seconds and then I said, "No, if we go to your place I'd get too comfortable and lose track of time and that wouldn't be good because I need to be home when Harry gets there. Find us a dark place to park." I swear his jaw dropped. I had actually caught him by surprise, but he was even more surprised when I climbed over the seat and got in back with Ben.
I'll show Harry I thought to myself, he isn't going to get as much fun from looking at Dianna's tits as I'm going to get from putting out for Tom and Ben. I had Ben's cock out of his trousers and in my mouth and was well on the way to getting him off when Tom finally found a place to park. I was on my knees deep throating Ben when Tom moved in behind me. He didn't even try to pull my panties down; he just pushed the crotch gusset to one side and poked his cock at my hole. I'd been horny most of the night so I was wet enough and three strokes had him all the way in. Tom grabbed hold of my hips and started fucking me. Tom was a talker and as he fucked me he kept up a running line of chatter:
"Damn but you are tight girl. Doesn't Harry ever use this pussy? Is that why you are so easy, you need more cock than you can get at home? I'm going to give you all you can handle baby; I'm going to fuck you so good that you will be begging me for more."
Well, the fact of the matter was that he was fucking me good and I decided to see if I couldn't wind him up a little. I took my mouth off Ben's cock and moaned:
"Oh yes honey, fuck me good. Make me your slut honey, come in me, knock me up, give me a baby. I'm at my most fertile honey, cum in me, make me pregnant."
It was all bullshit of course. Two years earlier I'd had a hysterectomy and pregnancy was no longer a worry for me, but Tom and Ben didn't know that and the more I egged him on the harder he fucked me and the harder he fucked me the closer I came to having an orgasm.
Ben kept trying to get my mouth back on his cock and I finally told him no. I told him that if I kept sucking him off he would cum and then when Tom came all I'd have was two limp dicks.
"Keep your hard on" I told him, "So you can fuck me when Tom finishes."
Just about then Tom moaned, "Here it comes, I'm gonna fill you, here it comes" and I felt him shoot into me. Ben was struggling to get up so he could take Tom's place in my pussy - there isn't a whole lot of room in a back seat when three people are there having sex - and Tom was pulling out of me and asking if I was going to name the baby after him. Ben laughed and said:
"What makes you think it's going to be yours? Maybe my sperm is stronger than yours and I might be the daddy."
By then I was off my knees and lying on my back and Ben was pulling off my panties. Tom moved to where he could get his dick in my mouth and I started licking our combined juices off of it and then I went to work at getting him hard again. Ben pushed my legs apart and I had one draped over the back of the front seat and the other was sticking almost straight up and I had the foot planted against the roof of the car. I noticed that the thin four inch heel had poked a hole in the head liner and I wondered if Tom would ever notice and if he did would he know how it happened.
Ben drove into me so hard he took my breath away and then he started fucking me hard. I was moaning and gurgling around Tom's cock as Ben started building my fires again. Ben was a silent fuck so the only noises in the car were my continuing moans and Tom's constant babble. The man just could not keep his mouth shut.
"That's it honey, suck it, suck it good. Get it hard for me baby, iron bar hard. I don't want you to ever forget it baby, I want you to remember my cock forever. Get it hard sweetie, I want another chance at knocking you up."
Ben was doing a fine job of fucking me and I took my mouth off of Tom long enough to give him some encouragement:
"Fuck me hard Benny" I said to him, "Make me cum sweetie, give me a baby, help me get even with Harry, give me a baby sweetie, knock me up and give Harry a kid to raise."
Tom pulled my head back to his cock and for the next couple of minutes I just lay there and moaned while the two men used their cocks on me. Ben brought me to one orgasm and I was well on my way to another when he groaned, "Shit! I'm going to lose it, I don't want to lose it, I want to stay hard and fuck you forever. Oh fuck, I'm loosing it."
I pulled my mouth off Tom and cried, "No, not yet, please not yet, just a little bit more, please baby, please, I'm almost there" but the words weren't even all the way out of my mouth when I felt him splash my insides. "Get off, get off of me" I cried, "Get out of the way so Tom can get on me and get me off. Hurry damn it, hurry."
Ben jerked himself out of me and tried to get out of the way while Tom scrambled to get from my head to my pussy. Did I mention how cramped a back seat can be when there are three people having sex on it? Anyone outside looking in would have laughed their asses off at that Chinese fire drill. The boys finally got relocated, but by then I'd lost the edge.
No need to get repetitious here so I'll just say that Tom fucked me while I sucked on Ben, Tom and I both came and then Tom got in the front and pointed the car toward my house and Ben fucked me on the back seat as we drove.
I did get a big buzz over something that happened on the way home. We got stopped by a red light and while waiting for the light to change Tom was watching Ben fuck me in back when a car full of teenaged boys pulled up next to us. I was lying on my back and I couldn't se them, but I could hear them calling out and asking if they could be next. Tom laughed and said:
"How about it sweetie? Want me to pull over so the four of them can get a taste?"
"You will never know how much I wanted to do it, but of course I couldn't. "Get me home Tom," I said, "I have to beat Harry home."
"What if he is already there?"
"He won't be. He's never in his life left a party until he was one of the last ones there."
Ben was just getting me off when Tom pulled into my driveway and after I came it was another three minutes before he got his rocks off. Tom kept looking over his shoulder nervously while Ben and I finished up. I guess he was scared that Harry might pull in behind us.
As I was getting out of the car both guys were still trying to get my phone number and to commit to another meeting. There wasn't a chance in hell that I would see them again, but I wanted them to keep their mouths shut so I told them that as long as Harry never found out what we had done I'd think about it and get back to them. I kissed them both goodnight and went into the house. I showered and douched and then went to bed.
I was sound asleep when Harry got home so I don't know what time it was. I won't go into all the bullshit that took place the next morning other than to say that it was two weeks before Harry got a piece of my pussy again.



+++++++++++++++++
"So, that's my story of the second time I cheated on Harry. Are you ready?" she asked me as she started to unbutton her blouse.
"Am I ready?"
"Yeah. A leads to B remember?"
"Oh yeah, right, A leads to B" I said as I stood up and pulled down my zipper.
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I was sitting in a booth at the restaurant when Debbie came over to refill my coffee cup. She topped me off and then sat down and asked me:
"How's the second story coming along?"
"I finished it last night and I also posted the first one on one of the sites I use. It should be up for viewing by tonight."
"You have any plans for tonight?"
"No, why?"
"Harry is spending the weekend at his folk's place. He's going to help his dad replace the roof on the barn. I couldn't go because I have to work tomorrow. I could come by and tell you about my third time cheating on Harry and maybe read the story you posted."
"You read it the last time you were over."
"I know, but I'd kind of like seeing it the way everybody else is going to see it."
"Make it around six and plan on having dinner. I'm going to make meat loaf."
"Oh wow, good in bed and you cook too. I just may have to dump Harry and chase after you."
"I'd at least wait until after you taste the meatloaf before you make that decision."
She laughed and got up and went back to work.
+++++++++++++++++
Debbie arrived at ten to six and when I opened the door and let her in she handed me a paper bag.
"You made the dinner so I'm supplying the wine and the dessert."
"Dessert?" I asked as I looked in the bag and found two bottles of Merlot. "What dessert?"
"Me silly."
We ate dinner and polished off one bottle of the wine. I opened the other, refilled our glasses and then we went into the living room and got comfortable, Debbie on the sofa and me in the easy chair. I picked up a pad of paper and a pen from the end table and waited for Debbie to begin.
"You are going to think I'm awful, but it wasn't Harry and his fixation on big tits that led to my third infidelity, it was the first two that were responsible."
"How is that?"
"After the episode in Tom's car I went home determined that I would be a good girl from then on. The first time was over some teasing that got out of control and it happened. The second time it happened because I was in a jealous snit over what Harry was doing with Dianne. When Tom dropped me off I rushed into the house, showered and douched real good before going to bed and then I lay there looking up at the ceiling and wondering what the hell my problem was. So Harry liked looking at tits, so what? Was he fucking the big titted bitches? I didn't really think so. As far as I knew Harry looked at them and got himself all fired up and then came home to me to put out the flames. Harry was a good husband and he deserved better than what I was doing to him. I fell asleep promising myself I'd never get upset with Harry over his thing for big tits ever again. And I haven't.
I didn't realize it that night as I fell asleep, but those two affairs that I'd had changed me. It was three days later, when I came back to work after being off five days, that I began to become aware of the change. The very first customers that day were two guys who worked for the city and as I poured their coffee I wondered what the two of them would be like if I had them in bed with me. I never had had those kinds of thoughts before, not even about single guys, but from that day forward two guys at a table or in a booth got me to wondering what it would be like for the three of us. I suddenly realized that I had a hunger for sex with multiple partners. I wanted a cock in my mouth and in my pussy at the same time. I wanted the limp cock leaving my pussy to be immediately replaced with another hard one. I had the hunger, but I had promised myself that I was going to be a good girl and by God I was going to be one.
It went on like that for months. Two guys sitting together would get me to wondering. You know me, I flirt. I flirt a lot. It doesn't mean anything, it is just something I do to try and increase the size of the tips I get. A lot of guys flirt back. They don't expect it to turn into anything; it is just fun and joking around.
Well, there are two guys who come into the restaurant three and four times a week, you would know them if you saw them, and I would flirt with them and they flirted back It went on for several months and one day one of them said:
"Debbie love, when are you going to stop fighting it and break down and give us a taste?"
To this day I have no idea why I did what I did because I had promised to be good, but I had loved being used by two men at once and Harry was working swings that month so I knew I'd have the time. I just smiled down at the two of them and said:
"I usually stop at Tony's for a drink when I get off work at three."
After I'd walked away from the table I asked myself just why in the hell I'd done that and by two-thirty I'd made up my mind to go straight home and stay the hell away from Tony's Bar and Grill.
By three-twenty I'd finished my vodka tonic and had decided that they thought I was just kidding them and I was getting ready to get out of the booth and leave when they came in the door. Only there weren't two of them, there were three. I sat there watching them walk toward me and I was torn between wanting to stay and wanting to get up and run. My pussy had been tingling all afternoon at the thought of two hard cocks working me over, but three? I didn't know about that. Then I told myself I was getting anxious over nothing. They wouldn't have invited a third guy without checking it out ahead of time with me. The third guy was probably just going to have a drink with us and then leave.
By the time I had run all of that through my head it was too late to run. They were at the booth and Ralph slid in next to me so I was between him and the wall. Todd and the third guy, he was introduced as Dave, sat across from Ralph and me. Four drinks later Ralph said:
"If you don't mind Dave would like to join us."
By that time I wouldn't have minded if every man in the bar would have joined us. For as long as he had been sitting there Ralph had had his hand up my skirt and had been fingering my pussy. Todd had reached under the table and had taken hold of my right ankle and had lifted my foot up to his crotch. He took my shoe and sock off and he had his cock out and was stroking it with my foot. I was so hot and wet I thought I could hear my wet pussy dripping on the floor. When Ralph asked me about Dave I said that I didn't care, but that I was more than ready to get out of there.
Todd and Ralph walked me out to Ralph's car and Ralph told me to ride with them and they would bring me back later for my car. I was no sooner on the front seat between the two of them when Todd had the fingers of one hand up my leg and in my pussy. He used his other hand to unzip himself and take out his cock. I knew what he wanted and so I reached over and grasped his cock and started stroking it.
On the other side of me Ralph was watching out of the corner of his eye while he drove and so he took out his cock. So there I was; sitting between two men with a cock in each hand and I was slowly jacking them off in broad daylight as we drove down Main Street. I just knew that everyone in town could see me and what I was doing, but I didn't care, all I wanted to do was get to a flat surface and fuck.
We pulled into the apartment complex on Union Street and they hustled me out of the car and into an apartment on the first floor. The door wasn't even fully closed behind me and they were taking my clothes off. As soon as I was naked Ralph pushed me to my knees in front of him and I started sucking his cock while Todd undressed. Once he was naked I moved over and sucked his dick while Ralph stripped and then they picked me up and carried me into the bedroom. They set me down on a king sized bed and then they both climbed on it with me.
My body was tingling and I was rubbing my clit in anticipation. I was going nuts waiting for a hard cock to slide into me. Ralph moved over me and I spread my legs as wide as I could and he placed his cock against my love hole and then asked me if I was ready and I hissed out a yes. He shoved hard and in one stroke buried himself deep in my hot wet pussy. Todd moved up to my head and offered his cock to my mouth and I took it.
You're a man so I can't expect you to understand how I felt at that moment. I was penetrated by two men and I was loving it. The feeling is indescribable. We soon had a rhythm going. Ralph would push into my pussy and that would push my mouth up at Todd's cock and as Ralph pulled back for the next in stroke I would push my ass back to follow him and that would move my mouth backwards on Todd's cock. Todd was pretty close to cumming when there was a knock on the door and Todd pulled out of my mouth and went to let Dave in.
Ralph was pounding away at me and I felt that stirring in my center that told me I was getting ready to orgasm.
"Hard baby, hard" I cried to Ralph, "I'm almost there baby, get me off, make me cum and he rammed me hard a couple of times and I exploded. Ralph kept pumping and maybe thirty seconds later he pushed his load into me. I wasn't even down from my high when Ralph got out of the way and let Todd mount me. Todd had been close to cumming when he got up to let Dave in so he didn't last very long. He fucked me hard for maybe two minutes and gave me one small orgasm before he spilled himself into me.
Todd was no sooner out of the way than Dave was on me and thrusting deep. My body was on fire. I was lying there with my eyes closed and luxuriating in the feeling when a cock poked me in the cheek. I opened my eyes and saw Ralph looking down at me and smiling as he offered me his limp cock.
"Make it live" he said, "Bring it back to life so it can worship that hot body of yours some more."
I opened my mouth and took him in and after that it all became a blur as the three of them used me for their pleasure while giving me all the sex I could handle. The best part for me that night was when they all three wanted to do me at the same time. Todd called it 'making me air tight.' He got on his back and had me sit down on his cock and then he hugged me to his chest while Ralph pushed his cock into my ass and then the two of them started fucking me and Dave stepped up and I sucked his cock. It was just fucking wild.
I realized what it was that made multiple partners so appealing to me. There was always a hard cock ready to take the place of one that had just gone limp. I came so many times that I was almost too weak to stand up to get dressed.
I didn't want it to stop. I wanted to stay in that apartment and be their fuck toy until none of the three could get it up again, but I had to get home before Harry so I could shower and douche and be ready for him in case he wanted to make love when he got home. No, that wasn't true. The way I felt right then Harry was going to get laid if he wanted it or not. I'd rape him if I had to.
After I was dressed Ralph drove me back to the bar so I could pick up my car and on the way he asked me if when we could do it again and I told him I'd have to think about it and let him know. He dropped me off, I picked up my car and drove home.
"Did you have to rape Harry that night?"
"No, as soon as I put my hand on his cock he was up and ready."
"Did you ever do it with Ralph, Todd and Dave again?"
"One more time with Ralph and some others, but I never did it with Dave or Todd again."
"Ralph and some others?"
"Yeah sweetie, and that's the next story. Ready for the A leads to B part?"
I smiled as I stood up and started to take my trousers off. She smiled back and said, "I hope you took your vitamins today. Harry isn't home tonight and I don't have to hurry to beat him home. How do you feel about waking up in the morning with a slut?"
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I was busy pounding away on my computer keyboard when the doorbell rang. I got up to answer it and found Debbie standing there.
"I know you weren't expecting me, but Harry got a call and had to leave. Can I come in?"
I told her that of course she could and I stepped aside and then closed the door behind her. "What's going on?" I asked.
"You know the barn that Harry helped his dad put a new roof on? Well, Harry's dad went back up on it to put up a weather vane or lightening rod or something and he fell off. He broke a leg and Harry has to go down there for a few days to take care of the animals until his mom can hire someone. I thought I'd take advantage of the situation and come over here and tell you the last story of my cheating on Harry."
And then she chuckled and said, "Well almost the last, there's still you. Got time to listen to me talk?"
I had her sit on the couch and went out into the kitchen, poured two glasses of wine and then went back into the living room. She took a sip of the wine and then said:
"I really was a whore for the last one."
"How so?"
"I let myself be gangbanged by five guys."
"Tell me about it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"After my time with Ralph, Todd and Dave I promised myself that I was going to be good from then on. Do you have any idea of how hard it is to be good? Especially when you are constantly reminded of how good it was being bad? That's the position that I found myself in. Every day Ralph and Todd would come in for breakfast and every time I saw them my pussy would get wet as I remembered what we had done.
It was a week before Ralph asked me when we could get together again and that was my opportunity to tell him sorry, that I'd loved it, but it was a one time thing that I'd never do again. But I didn't say that. I just said that I didn't know. From then on once or twice a week Ralph would ask me if I was ready yet and I would always answer no and then say something like, "I can't this week because" and then I'd give some lame excuse instead of just saying that I was never going to do it again.
The more he asked the more I remembered how much I had loved it and a couple of times the memory turned me on so much that I had to go to the bathroom and get myself off. That went on for almost two months, months during which all I thought about was how good it felt to have three men using me, bringing me to orgasm after orgasm after orgasm.
And then one day Ralph was in the restaurant by himself and as I was refilling his coffee cup he said:
"You ready yet sweetie? You want to, it is written all over your face every time I come in here."
He was right, I did want to and I was more than ready, but I was all set to give some excuse when he said:
"Dave and Todd won't be there, but I can have a few others there to show you a good time."
I don't know why I said it, to this day I really don't know, but I said:
"How many is a few?"
Ralph smiled at me and said, "A few is as many as you want it to be. Do you have a favorite number?"
I did. My lucky number has always been five and without even realizing what I was doing I said, "Five. My favorite number is five."
"Consider it done sweetie. Tony's at three, right?"
I nodded a yes and went back to work. Ten minutes later I was calling myself all kinds of stupid. I couldn't believe that I had agreed to do it. Well I wasn't! No way was I going to do it. No way I was going to stop at Tony's after work, but for he rest of the morning all I thought about was the number five. By noon I was so hot that I had to go into the bathroom and finger myself off. Five cocks. Five hard cocks, one for each hole and two left over - one for each hand. Just the thought had me climbing walls and Harry was gone to his folk's place for three or four days.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
At quitting time I got in my car and pointed it in the other direction from Tony's. I actually got almost five miles before I hung a U-turn. Ralph was sitting in a booth waiting for me when I walked into the bar.
"You want a drink or three first, or do you want to get right to it?"
I hesitated for a second or two - my last chance to run - and then I said, "Let's get to it before I chicken out."
"Atta girl" he said as he slid out of the booth and led me out to his car. We got in and he unzipped his jeans and took out his cock and looked over at me. I knew what he wanted and I moved over and lowered my head and started to suck him off as he started the car and pulled out of Tony's parking lot.
You have no idea how erotic it can be giving a man a blow job in broad daylight as he drives down Main Street. No one from the sidewalk could see me lying there with my head in Ralph's lap, but twice a pick up truck that was high enough for the driver to see down into the car drove next to us and watched for several blocks. One even honked his horn and gave Ralph a 'thumbs up'. I kept my face buried in Ralph's lap so the two drivers never saw my face, but knowing that they had seen me doing what I was doing was a massive turn on for me.
We pulled into the parking lot of Ralph's apartment and he parked and sat there until I got him off. I swallowed every drop I could coax out of him and after I had licked his cock clean and tucked him back in his pants I sat up and Ralph said:
"Okay sweetie, let's get this party started."
We got out of the car and walked to his apartment and he opened the door to let me in. I saw four guys standing there waiting and I didn't know any of them. I almost turned and ran - almost. As the apartment door closed behind me Ralph put a hand on my shoulder and pushed downward and I knew what he wanted me to do. I sank to my knees as Ralph said:
"Okay sweetie, I've bragged on what a great little cock sucker you are so how about showing these boys that I wasn't lying to them."
A man moved in front of me and my eyes were level with the bulge in his trousers. I reached up and undid his belt buckle and then pulled his zipper down and then I pulled his pants and under shorts down to his ankles. His cock leapt out at me and I took it in my hands and just held it for a moment and felt his heat. I looked around the room and shivered in anticipation of all those cocks filling me.
The cock in my hands had a drop of pre-cum in its pee hole and I leaned forward and licked it up and then I took him in my mouth. I felt his hands on my head pulling me forward onto his meat and it slid over my tongue until it touched the back of my throat and then he started fucking my face. I had one hand on his balls massaging them and after a couple of minutes I felt them tighten and his cock started throbbing and his cum shot out, hit the back of my throat and slid down into my belly.
God, I couldn't believe the slut I had become. On my knees in front of a man I had never seen before and taking his juice down my throat. I pulled back and his cock fell from my mouth and another man stepped up to take his place. I could see the pre-cum leaking from the head of his cock and I licked it up and then it was one cock after another until I had sucked all of them off.
They lifted me from the floor, stripped me and put me on the bed. Hands were on my breasts squeezing them and tweaking the nipples, fingers were in my pussy and a finger was teasing my ass. My legs were pulled apart and a cock drove into me. Another one pushed at my lips and I opened my mouth. Hands grabbed my head and held it while the man fucked my face. The cock in my pussy was driving hard and I came so hard I saw stars. The cock in my pussy splashed my insides and then pulled out and another cock drove in to me. The cock in my mouth spurted and was pulled out only to be replaced with another. I was having orgasm after orgasm as my tits were sucked and my mouth and pussy fucked.
Suddenly all the cocks were pulled away from me and I cried out, "No, no, not yet" and some one laughed and hands pulled me up. I was lifted and then lowered down on a hard cock and I moaned out, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh god yes" as it sliced up into me and then my moans were choked off by a cock being shoved into my mouth.
I felt fingers probing my ass and then a hot, stabbing pain as a cock pushed into my butt. The pain slowly disappeared and was replaced by pleasure. The cock in my pussy and the cock in my ass settled into a rhythm and another orgasm swept over me and I lost it. I totally lost it. For the next three hours it was like one continuous orgasm and I was just a mindless fuck toy as cock after cock emptied in my pussy, my ass and my mouth.
And then it was over. They were getting dressed and I was lying on the bed a fucked out mess. I was covered in cum from the top of my head to the soles of my feet. My pussy and ass were stretched; my jaw was sore and cum was running out of me like water from a tap.
And I had loved every fucking second of it.
Ralph had to carry me out to his car because I had trouble walking. It was a damned good thing that Harry was going to be gone for several days because it would be at least two or three before I could let him near either of my holes. When I got home I soaked in the tub for two hours before I went to bed and slept like a baby.
+++++++++++++++++
"Did you ever see Ralph again?"
"Other than in the restaurant? No. I've wanted too, God knows I've wanted to, but I haven't."
"Why not?"
"Because, believe it or not, I love Harry and I could see that if I kept up with what I was doing it would catch up with me sooner or later. And I could see where I was heading. I had loved it when Tom and Ben used me in the car on the way home from the Christmas party. I went crazy with Ralph, Todd and Dave and the gangbang with the five guys was intense and even as Ralph was driving me back to my car I was wondering what six, seven or even ten men would be like.
After soaking in the tub that night I had gotten into bed and had laid there staring up at the ceiling and thinking about what I had done, what I wanted to do and what could happen if I did it. It was clear to me that if I planned on staying with Harry I had to stop. I had to go cold turkey and I didn't do bad at it."
"What does that mean?"
"It has been almost three years now since the gangbang and I've been a good girl. Well at least I was a good girl until you came along."
"Why did you fall off the wagon with me?"
"Short answer to a long story? I found out something about myself with my infidelities. I'm a slut and one man isn't enough for me. I've fought it for three years now, but the bottom line is that even though I love Harry to death, by himself he isn't enough for me."
"So why me?"
"Opportunity sweetie. I've been thinking of getting Harry some help for a while now. I needed someone I considered safe, someone I could trust to keep quiet about what we were doing and when I found out about your little hobby I picked you."
"So you are expecting that we will have a continuing relationship?"
"That's what I want sweetie, but of course it will be up to you. Think about it, but while you do A leads to B right? Let's get to the bedroom sweetie."
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It has been said many, many times - God knows I'd heard it enough - that the best revenge is to live well. For some of us that just won't work. The way the divorce courts are loaded in the woman's favor a man is lucky if he can live at all when the dust settles, let alone live well. I've seen a lot of guys go into divorce court and come out raped and bleeding and sheared like a sheep. No, if I wanted revenge it would have to be something other than living well. Why was I wanting revenge? Well, that's the story.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sandy, my wife of ten years and the mother of my two children, decided that she wanted to go back to work after Ben (8) and Marie (6) started going to school full time. She got a job as a parts runner for a large nationally known auto parts store. Her job was to deliver parts from the store to auto repair places. She seemed to like the job and the people she worked with. I met some of them at her company Christmas party and they seemed like a nice enough bunch. The parts store was one block from a bar and one night a week, usually a Wednesday, Sandy would stop with her co-workers for a couple of drinks before heading home and on those nights I would take care of dinner and see to it the kids got to bed on time.
A couple of years went by and then Sandy started talking about leaving the job and having another baby. I was not too keen on that idea. I loved the two we had to death, but I really did not want another one. I told her that I thought two was enough, but she kept after me for one more. Knowing how single minded she could be about some things I knew she would keep hacking away at me until I either caved in and gave her what she wanted or said something that would instantly turn the house into a deep freeze. I was trying to avoid getting into a knock down dragged out argument with Sandy on the subject, but she was getting more and more upset with me using condoms every time we made love and I knew things were going to come to a head soon.
Then my job offered me a way out. I was asked if I would be willing to fly to Denver and spend two weeks auditing the Denver office. I jumped at it. My first day in Denver I called the Planned Parenthood League and got the number of a clinic where I could get a vasectomy and when I flew back to Detroit two weeks later the deed had been done and I had the number of a clinic where I could have tests done. I would continue to use condoms until I'd had two tests in a row telling me that I was sterile and then I would throw up my hands and say, "Okay Sandy, you win" and then I would hand her the condoms and tell her to throw them away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Tuesday and I had just gotten the results of my last sperm test and it was the first one that showed me being sterile. I have no idea why I decided to go home for lunch that day since it is something that I almost never did. When I pulled onto my street I saw two pick up trucks with the parts company logo on them parked in our drive. I figured that Sandy had come home for lunch and had invited one of her co-workers to join her. As soon as I walked in the front door I knew that Sandy had not come home for lunch. With no one else home I guess she hadn't felt the need to close the bedroom door and I heard as plain as could be:
"Fuck me lover, fuck me."
I was so stunned I just stood there for maybe a minute as the sounds from the upstairs bedroom floated down to me. I heard Sandy beg and plead with her lover to make her cum, to fuck her harder, to "Ram your big cock into me."
Anger finally pushed it's way through to the front of my brain and I clenched my fist as I headed for the stairs. I was almost at the top of the staircase when something in the back of my head told me to calm down, be rational and think it through. There was going to be a divorce, no question about that, but if I ran into the bedroom and beat the fuck out of the guy and tossed Sandy out of the house I could end up in jail for assault and battery and when we got to court it would be a case of he said/she said. I would have gotten some personal satisfaction out of the deal, but the way the courts were I'd come out a loser in the end. In short, I would win today's battle, but lose the war. I went back down the stairs as quietly as I could, not that any noise I might have made would have been heard over the racket coming from the bedroom, and I quietly left the house.
I got the numbers off both of the trucks and then I drove away. I called work and arranged for the rest of the day off and then I drove over to the parts store and parked where I could watch the place. At three I saw Sandy pull up, park her truck and go into the store. I marked the number of her truck off my list and waited. Another truck showed up five minutes later, but the truck number didn't match the number on my list. At five minutes to four truck H-7 pulled up and the driver got out. I recognized him from the last Christmas party we had attended. His name was Kevin and he didn't know it yet, but he had fucked up big time when he decided to help himself to my wife.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night I called home and told Sandy I was going to have to stay late on a project and that she shouldn't wait up for me. The next morning I was up and out of the house before Sandy woke up and when I got to work I got the name of a divorce attorney who was supposed to be pretty good and I made an appointment to see him and he got me in that same afternoon. The news was all bad. It didn't matter what grounds I used when I sued for divorce she would still get half of everything we had. In all probability I would end up paying her attorney's fees and all the court costs and since I made more than she did I would likely end up paying alimony - called 'separate maintenance' in our state. Also, unless I could prove that she was totally unfit she would also get the kids and child support.
"It doesn't matter that she is committing adultery?"
"Not at all. The best you can hope for is a sympathetic judge who will order her to pay her own attorneys fees and half the court costs and only then if you have rock solid evidence of her adultery. If the adultery is blatant enough it might, just might, help you get custody of the kids, but that is a long shot."
I left his office felling like death warmed over. I was screwed and there was nothing I could do about it. By the time I got home that night I had accepted the fact that I was hosed as far as the legal side of the equation went, but I had also decided that I didn't have to just lay down - I could do some serious revenge taking. When I pulled into the driveway and parked I sat in the car for a minute getting a good grip on myself. I was going to have to walk into the house and behave as if everything was normal. I was going to have to make sure that the bitch had no idea that I had any idea of what she had been doing and I was going to have to play that role until I could figure out how to stick it to her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks later I got the second test verifying that I was sterile and as I was reading it I had the germ of an idea on how I could take my revenge on Sandy. Kevin was about my size and had the same color hair. What if he got Sandy pregnant? I had my test results showing that I was sterile so a DNA check would show that any baby Sandy had wasn't mine. If that wasn't solid proof of adultery I don't know what else would be. The question was would Sandy let Kevin do her bareback if I tossed out the condoms and pretended to want to make another baby? I guessed we would just have to find out.
That night I made a big production out of taking the condoms out of my dresser drawer and handing them to Sandy.
"Here you go baby, throw them away. I've decided to let you have what you want. You want another baby so lets go for it."
She tossed the rubbers in the wastebasket in the bathroom and then pushed me back on the bed and did something she rarely did - she went down on me. When she had me as hard as it was ever going to get she got on the bed next to me, spread her legs wide and giggled:
"Make my belly swell lover, blow me up like a balloon."
For the next six months we fucked like sex crazed rabbits. On the three days before her most fertile time, the day itself and the three days after we fucked until I couldn't get it up anymore. During that same seven-day period each month I would drive by my house over my lunch hour and there would always be two parts company trucks in the drive.
But nothing happened.
Either Kevin was as sterile as I was or Sandy was making him use a rubber or having him pull out before he shot. Sandy was getting frustrated. She wanted that baby and couldn't understand why it wasn't happening. For the first two it seemed like all I had to do was walk into the room and look at her and she was pregnant. I was getting frustrated too. I wanted to be rid of the cheating whore, but I wanted her pregnant with someone else's kid when I left.
One night after work I stopped for beers with one of my best buddies from high school. Ron noticed that I wasn't my usual cheerful self and he asked me what was wrong. I'd had just enough to drink to let it all come out. I told him the whole story and when I was done he said:
"If you are serious I'll knock her up for you. I've got five kids and my wife won't even let me make love to her anymore unless she has her diaphragm in, I have a condom on and I promise to pull out before I cum."
"How would we do it?"
"Lay the blame for her not getting pregnant on her. Tell her you read an article that said older women have a hard time getting pregnant because they aren't excited enough. Tell her you want to do some role playing, get a little kinky and see if it fires her up. Then one night you blindfold her tie her to the bed and we will swap places. Try to get her to do it on three nights, her most fertile night and the ones on either side of it."
"Think it will work?"
"Won't know until we try."
We decided to go ahead and do it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night when I got home from work I asked Sandy if she was sure that she was getting the times she was supposed to be most fertile right. She dug out the chart she had made listing her oral and vaginal temperatures and her period starting and ending times and said she was positive she had it right.
"Then it must be something else. While I was waiting in the doctor's office when I had my yearly physical last month I read an article that was in one of the magazines that was on the table. It said that some women have trouble conceiving, especially after having had kids and then waiting several years before trying to have another. One theory is that the woman isn't excited enough when she has sex. After several years of marriage sex, while still enjoyable, becomes ho-hum. I think that what we need to do is get you hotter than a forest fire before we make love."
"How do we do that?"
"The article also gave some things that you could try and do and one of them was role playing. We are going to go out the next time your fertile time comes around" and then I told her what I wanted her to do.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Ready?" I asked.
"I look like a hooker. I sure hope that no one who knows me sees me like this."
"You will be fine."
"Okay, here goes" and she got out of the car.
I watched her walk into the bar and thought that she did indeed look like a hooker in her short skirt, low cut top and four inch heels. Appropriate I thought, since as far as I was concerned she was a whore. I gave her fifteen minutes and then I followed her in. I saw her sitting at a table close to the dance floor so I moved to the bar and took a stool where I could see what happened.
For the next two hours I watched as a steady stream of guys bought her drinks and danced with her. I'd already told her to let them take all the liberties they wanted. The object was to get her red-hot. I saw her ass and tits handled, I saw hard cocks pressed into her and she ate it up like the whore she was. Near the end of the two hours she got up and headed for the bathroom. One of the guys she had danced with got up and followed her. It was almost ten minutes before she came back and two minutes later he came back and headed for the door and left. I got up from my stool and walked over to her table.
"May I have this dance?"
She looked up at me, smiled and said "I'd love to" and we moved out onto the floor.
"We need to leave" she said, "We need to get out of here before I fuck someone right out here on the dance floor."
"Would it be your first one tonight?"
"What does that mean?"
"I saw the guy follow you when you went to the bathroom and you were gone a good ten minutes or so."
"He wanted to fuck me. He was waiting when I came out of the bathroom and he took his cock out and asked me to suck it. I tried to walk around him, but he grabbed my hand and put it on his dick and as soon as my hand touched it he shot all over the front of my skirt. I had to go back into the bathroom and use water and paper towels to clean the skirt. Now will you please get me out of here and fuck me before I scream?"
Did I believe her story? Not really. If it had happened that way the guy should have been the first one back while she went back into the bathroom. Maybe he fucked her and maybe he didn't, but I didn't much care. I wanted her pregnant and it made no difference to me if he did it, Kevin did it or Ron did it.
Whatever it was that happened, her version or something else, it had turned her on something fierce. I didn't even get the ignition switch turned before she was next to me with her hand on my zipper. It was the first time Sandy ever blew me while I was driving and it was a unique experience trying to pay attention to my driving while trying to relax enough to enjoy the blow job. I finally decided to pull over to the curb and let her finish me off, but as soon as I did she pulled her mouth off of me.
"No baby, don't stop, get me home. I don't want to waste it by swallowing it; I want it to make our baby."
She slowly stroked me the rest of the way home and as soon as we were in the house she started peeling off her clothes and she was naked by the time we got to the bedroom. I was down to my boxers by the time she had the covers pulled down and was spread out on the bed waiting for me.
She was extremely wet when I slid into her and I didn't know if it was because she was so hot to fuck or because the guy at the bar had left a load into her, but at that point I didn't care. Sandy had always been a hot fuck and I would take advantage of it and fuck her all I could right up until the last minute. Also, as long as I eagerly fucked her she would never think that I might have a clue as to what she was doing.
The blow job in the car had me pretty well along so I didn't last long that first time. I pumped my load into her and she hurriedly swung into a sixty-nine position so I could eat her pussy while she sucked on me to get me hard again. "No way Jose" I thought, I didn't know if the man in the bar had fucked her or not, but I wasn't about to chance tasting him so I pushed her away.
"Oh no" I said, "All them little swimmers are staying in you so one of them can get the job done."
I rolled her onto her back and stuffed a pillow under her ass to elevate it and then moved so she could get her cock in my mouth. We screwed twice more before I fell to the bed next to her and fell asleep.
I woke up about three hours later and lay there staring up at the ceiling and wondered how she could be the way she was with me and still be fucking another man. It never made sense to me and it still doesn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We did something similar the next two times she was fertile and nothing happened so Sandy was getting more and more frustrated. The next time she was at her most fertile I said:
"We are going to do something different tonight.
"What?"
"You'll see. Strip and lie down on the bed."
She did what I told her and then watched me confused as I tied her hands to the headboard.
"What are you going to do?"
"Try and get you pregnant" I said as I blindfolded her. "I can't seem to knock you up so I asked a friend of mine with five kids to come in and do it for me. He doesn't want you to know who he is so that's why the blindfold. Your hands are tied so you can't give into the urge to pull off the blindfold and see who it is." As I put the ball gag in her mouth I said, "Now you just lie there and be a good little sperm receptacle. Don't go away," I said as I left the room, "I'll be right back."
I went downstairs and saw that Ron was naked and ready. He had been waiting outside and watching through the window and when Sandy and I went upstairs he let himself in with the key I had given him.
"Remember" I said, "No talking. The key is in no talking, no sounds at all. Just fuck her hard a couple of times and then we will switch."
I quietly followed him up to the bedroom and then stood in the doorway and watched him walk over to the bed. He reached down and rubbed Sandy's cunt and then he got on the bed with her and shoved his cock into her pussy. Sandy's body quivered as Ron drove his cock into her and then moaned and grunted as Ron fucked her hard. She pushed her hips up at him and her legs clamped on his sides as he slammed repeatedly into her. The ball gag muffled her sounds, but I would bet that they were sounds of pleasure. After several minutes I saw Ron drive it in deep and then hold himself still and half a minute or so later he pulled out of Sandy and I saw the cum dripping off his dick.
Ron got off Sandy and balled up a pillow and shoved it under her ass to elevate it and give his sperm a better chance of draining down to Sandy's egg. He sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed her clit and she moaned and shoved her cunt up against his hand. He worked on her until he was hard again and then he mounted her for the second time. It took him almost ten minutes to cum the second time and Sandy moaned, kicked her legs and orgasmed twice. After he had drained into her he pushed the pillow back under her ass and left the room.
After he was gone I went back up to the bedroom and walked over to the bed. I ran my hands over her pussy and shoved a couple of fingers into her hot swamp and scooped out a little of what Ron had put into her and smeared it all over my cock. It was important that Sandy see my wet dick and think we were still role-playing.
"Looks like he did a good job on you" I said as I took the ball gag out of her mouth. "How did it feel to have an unknown man push his cock in you while I was downstairs watching television? How many times did he fuck you?"
"Oh you bastard! Untie me damn you, untie me."
I did as she asked and she ripped off the blindfold, pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of me. As she slid down on my cock she moaned, "That was hot, God that was hot."
It was my first sloppy seconds. Oh I know I'd followed Kevin into her often enough, but she must have douched after she was done with him because she had never felt as wet before as she did full of Ron.
"Glad you liked him. We are going to do it again tomorrow and the next day. Different guy each time. One of them will breed you for sure."
"Oh God" she moaned, "Fuck me lover, fuck me" and I rolled her over and did just that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next night was a repeat. I stood in the doorway and watched as Ron slid his cock into her and fucked her three times. After each time he pushed a pillow under her ass to elevate it and help his little swimmers get deep into her so one of them could do the job. When he was gone I fucked her once myself before I untied her. As soon as the blindfold was off she was all over me and riding my cock. She was amazed that I had managed to get it up five times. My personal best until that night had been three times.



"What has gotten into you Tiger?"
"You wanted a baby; I'm just trying to see to it that you get one. The guy I'm giving you to tomorrow wants to do you doggie and he says I can leave the ball gag out because he wants to hear you scream out his name as he fucks you. His name is Ron, can you remember it?"
"Oh God" she moaned, "Fuck me Ron, fuck me hard baby, make me cum. Make me forget my husband and make me cum."
I laughed and said, "Oh he will like that, yes indeed he will."
There was a difference the next night. Ron and I alternated as we fucked her. He fucked her first and then I waited the period of time it would normally take to get hard again and then I fucked her. Then Ron and then me again. And all the time Sandy cried begged and screamed as we pounded into her from behind.
"Fuck me Ron, fuck me. Fuck me hard and cum in me. Cum in me Ron and make me pregnant. Breed me Ron, breed me. Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh yes lover, fuck me Ron, fuck me. So good lover, so good. I just wish my husband could fuck me as good as you do."
And the tape recorder got it all.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks later I got a call at work from a very excited Sandy. We did it baby, we did it. I'm pregnant."
"Great sweetie, I'm so happy." And I was. I was really, really happy. After I hung up the phone I went to my Rolodex and looked up the number for the private detective I had already made arrangements with.
"Tomorrow or the next day will probably be good. She is going to want to celebrate."
He would get pictures of Sandy and Kevin arriving and leaving the house and he would record the times and then using his report as a reason I would authorize him to enter the house and set up the bedroom with hidden cameras. I would go in front of the judge and say that I had become suspicious and hired a private detective to get me proof of Sandy's infidelities. I would have the tape of her begging Ron to make her pregnant, video of her and Kevin in my bedroom while I was at work, the private detectives report and DNA evidence that her new baby wasn't mine. I was as ready as I could be. The only thing left was to hang around until the baby was born, get the DNA test done and I would have my revenge.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Time passes quickly when it doesn't matter to you, but when you are waiting for something to happen it just drags along. The hard part was acting like a loving husband and doting father to be when what I wanted was to throw Sandy's ass out on the street. But I wasn't the only one going for an Oscar nomination. Sandy was playing the loving and devoted wife to the hilt even though she met Kevin at our place at lunchtime two and three times a week.
But Sandy wasn't done with pissing me off. She had one more final indignity to heap on me. At seven months she cut me off.
"This is a real uncomfortable pregnancy honey. It is nowhere near as easy as the first two, not that they were easy, but you know what I mean. I think we should stop making love until after the baby is born and the doctor tells us it is all right to have intercourse again."
"Whatever you think best my love. I don't want anything to happen to you or our baby."
I did notice however that Kevin was allowed to continue porking her until the second week of her eighth month. I consoled myself with the thought that maybe his dick wasn't as big as mine.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The big day finally arrived and I rushed Sandy to the hospital. I called her mother and her two sisters and let them know what was happening. An hour later her mother and father joined me in the waiting room and a half an hour after that her older sister arrived. I was waiting with eager anticipation; would the baby be Kevin's or Ron's or maybe even the guy from the bar the night we role-played.
The clock in the waiting room didn't seem to move at all. Finally the doctor came out and asked me if we could speak privately and I followed him into an office. Five minutes later when I came out Sandy's mother rushed up to me.
"What's wrong? Is Sandy all right? Is it the baby? Is the baby all right?"
"Mother and child are fine. It's a girl; eight pounds and seven ounces and she has all of her fingers and toes. But it seems that your daughter has been keeping secrets from me. She's in the recovery room and I'm going to go sit with her. The baby can be viewed in the nursery in about five minutes."
I walked to the recovery room and looked at Sandy. She looked like hell, but then that could probably be expected when a five foot one inch one hundred ten pound mother pushes out an eight and a half pound kid. When I walked into the room she turned her head away from me and I laughed.
"I wondered if it would be Kevin's kid, but I guess not huh?"
Her head snapped around and she looked at me.
"Oh yes Sandy, I know all about Kevin and your lunchtime meetings at the house. I even have film of what you were doing in our bedroom on our bed. I'm sure my lawyer will let your lawyer see a copy of it when they get together to work out the details of the divorce. I'll send your mother in to see you when I leave. When you are released maybe she or your sister will let you stay with them because you damned sure aren't coming back to my house."
I turned and walked out of the room and when I got to the waiting room her father jumped up and came over to me. "Have they straightened it out yet? How in the hell could they make a mistake like that?"
"No mistake dad. The doctor assured me that what you saw in the nursery was what came out of your daughter. He cut the cord himself."
"There has to be a mistake."
"There was dad and Sandy made it."
I walked away from him and as I walked out of the hospital I had a huge smile on my face. Did I mention that Ron was black?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The divorce was a slam-dunk for my side. A fifty split of the assets and we got a judge who was partial to wronged husbands. The audio and video of Kevin, the audiotape of Ron's night and a black baby were enough to cause the courts to grant me custody of the kids. The judge also denied her request for separate maintenance and stipulated that both sides pay their own attorneys fees and that the court costs be split fifty-fifty. I left the courthouse with an even bigger smile than the one I left the hospital with.
Oh, and speaking of hospitals; Kevin walked out of Taylor's Roadhouse one night and was attacked by someone who broke his nose, his jaw and three ribs before taking his watch and wallet and kicking him half a dozen times in his stones. He ended up in the hospital. I of course had no idea of why the police wanted to know where I was that night, but they did seemed to be satisfied when Ron and three other friends of mine swore that we were playing poker during the time frame they were asking about.
Sandy is still working as a parts runner for the parts company and she has been staying with her older sister since her father will not allow her in his house. She was granted reasonable visitation rights by the court so I do have to put up with seeing her when she picks the kids up. I always try to smile and be polite, you know, make general conversation. Things like:
"How's it going? You and Kevin still getting along okay?"
I already knew the answer to that one. Once good old Kev found out about Sandy's black baby he dropped her like a red hot brick. She usually gives me a nasty look and mutters, "Bastard" just loud enough for me to hear and then I would piss her off again when I laughed and reminded her that she was the one stupid enough to cheat in her own home where there was a chance that I could come home and find out about it. Then, as a final shot I would ask, "Oh, by the way, how's your kid" and then laugh as I closed the door.
Yeah, the best revenge might be living well, but there is still a hell of a lot to be said for plain old getting even.
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Sarah was a raving beauty and I had lusted after her from the very first day she came to work for me. Jet black hair that hung down to the middle of her back; 36 C cup breasts on a five foot five frame that probably was carrying about a hundred and twenty-five pounds and with an ass to die for. I would call her in the office and give her some meaningless, trivial task just so I could watch her ass as she walked out of the room.
Sarah only had one major flaw; she was married (women that nice usually are) and she had two kids, but that didn't stop me from trying to hustle her into bed. This was in the days before sexual harassment became common place, but it was still frowned upon. In fact, our company's Policy and Procedures Manual made reference to relationships between supervisors and subordinates, but I ignored it because she was that nice. Besides, I owned the company and had written the CP&P and I would revise it if I had to.
That said, I at least tried to be subtle in making my moves on Sarah. I took her to lunch a couple of times a week and she stopped at the bar every Thursday with everyone else from work and I always angled to get the seat next to her at the table. I danced with her as often as I could and every low-key pass I made at her she deftly deflected. She never once said, "Of course not, I'm a married woman" or "You shouldn't say things like that to me because you know I'm married," but she let me and several others know that we were barking up the wrong tree. But I didn't stop trying; she was just too damned nice.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A year went by with me trying one low-key approach after another and gaining absolutely no ground. All I did was establish, in her eyes at least, that I was some kind of kidder. She took to looking at my attempts as good-natured kidding and so she started kidding back. I started hearing things like, "Be careful what you wish for. You just might get it and then find out you can't handle it" and "I can't. I wouldn't want to be responsible for hurting you."
But I kept trying and I kept getting shot down.
I'm not sure when it started because I didn't pay all that close attention to Sarah except when I was trying to hustle her or watch her ass when she walked away from me, but she started to seem down at times and her attitude changed. She was no longer cheerful and upbeat. She quit stopping with us after work for drinks and some mornings she came to work looking like she had been crying all night. One morning she came to work looking like death warmed over so I asked her to come into the office, pointed at a chair and said:
"Sit down right there and tell me what the problem is."
"I don't know what you mean."
"Yes you do. For the last month now something has been dragging you down. You come to work in the morning and you look like you haven't slept for days and have been crying all night. So far it hasn't caused your job performance to slip so I'd like to see what we can do to keep things from getting to that point."
"It's personal."
"I don't care. If you don't want to talk about it fine, but if things keep going the way they are sooner or later it will start to affect you here at work and at that point it will become my problem. I would just as soon that not happen so if we can head it off now I think we should do it."
She looked down at the floor and said almost in a whisper, "My husband lost his job."
"That's not the end of the world. All he has to do is find another one."
"He can't find one. It has been a month now and he hasn't found anything. I don't even think he is looking any more. I think he leaves the house in the morning and goes to a bar or something."
"Are you sure? Does he come home soused in the evening?"
"No, but I smell the alcohol on him."
"Maybe he stops to have one after a hard day of looking. Maybe he is meeting contacts, you know, doing the 'network' thing."
"But it is costing us money, money that we don't have to spare. It doesn't matter why he is in bars, what matters is that we can't afford it. I don't make enough to make the house payment, pay the utilities, buy groceries and all the rest of it. We are already behind on the house payment and if something doesn't happen soon we could lose the house."
Being the asshole that I am an idea took form in the back of my mind. Too soon to move on it just yet, but I could lay some groundwork. "House is pretty important to you?"
"We have put everything we have into that house. Raises, bonuses, all went into the house to make it perfect for us. The pool, the hot tub, everything. I spent my life living in apartments and I promised myself that my kids were going to live in a house. They were going to have a back yard to play in and have their own rooms and not be crammed into one bedroom with two sisters like I was. I can't lose that house; I just can't!"
"Well keep your chin up; I'm sure that your husband will come up with something soon."
After she left my office I made some calls and found out why Sarah's husband lost his job and why it wasn't likely that he would find anything that paid worth a damn. He was not laid off like he'd told Sarah - he had been fired. He had been drinking on the job, cheating on his expense accounts and costing his company several good customers when he'd shown up for meetings drunk if he bothered to show up at all. To top it all off he got caught fucking one of the secretaries on his desk in his office and not just any old secretary, but the bosses' niece. Sarah was probably right; he probably was leaving the house and going to a bar instead of job hunting.
I decided that it would be in my interest to verify what Sarah's husband was doing and I made a call to a friend who had a friend who was a private detective.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I waited a week before I called her back in my office. "How are things going?"
"Not good. I received a disconnect notice from the phone company yesterday. I need to bring them up to date by next week or they are going to shut off the phone. I can't pay them. I can live without a phone, but I can't live without electricity and that is where my next paycheck has to go."
"Look Sarah, this is awkward for me, but I like you and I want to help you if I can. Maybe I can throw some extra work your way, but if I do....oh never mind. I can't do it."
"Do what?"
"Never mind Sarah, I should have just kept my thoughts to myself and not opened my mouth."
"What were you going to say?"
"I'm sorry Sarah, I just had a stupid idea on how to help you make some extra money, but it wouldn't work."
"How do you know it won't work? Tell me what it is."
"This is embarrassing; I never should have brought it up."
"But you did bring it up so tell me."
"Well, you know I'm single, but I go to a lot of business affairs and cocktail parties and for appearances sake I need to have a date with me. I used to go to those things alone until one day a guy asked me if I was gay. He said he wondered because he never saw me with a woman. I was flabbergasted when he asked me that. If it got around that people thought I was gay it would have hurt my reputation and that would have hurt business so I started taking dates to those affairs."
"What does that have to do with me being able to make extra money?"
"I haven't always been able to come up with a date when I needed one and I'm so paranoid about the gay rumor that I don't dare to go to those things alone anymore so I have been using girls from an escort service."
"What has that got to do wi...oh. Oh my."
"I know, bad idea and I'm sorry that I brought it up."
She looked at me quietly for several seconds and then asked, "Just what would I be expected to do as your escort?"
"No Sarah, it is a bad idea and I don't think we should talk about this any more."
"Depending on what I have to do it might not be all that bad an idea. Tell me what your escort has to do."
"Just act like my girlfriend and act like she is glad to be with me. Make small talk with the people there, hang on my arm and act like she would if she were at a party with her real boyfriend or husband."
"What does something like that pay?"
"The agency charges me sixty dollars an hour for a four hour minimum and my understanding is that the woman who is my escort gets half of that."
"A hundred and twenty dollars for just walking around at a party? That's thirty dollars an hour. I could do that. I'd have to tell Keith that I was working late for the overtime, but I could do that."
"You really think you could."
"Oh yes, I would do it in a heartbeat. One hundred and twenty dollars for four hours work? Oh my God. That would help. That would really help. How often do you go to those kinds of affairs?"
"I average two a week."
"Oh my. What kind of time frame are we talking?"
"Usually six to ten or eleven."
"I can do that, I really can. You are serious? You would use me for something like that?"
Use you Sarah? I'm certainly hoping to I was thinking as I said, "Yes. If you are willing I'd much rather see you get the money than some stranger."
"When will your next event take place?"
"Next Tuesday."
I saw her face fall and I asked her what was the matter.
"I have to pay the lights today so I'll be broke when Monday gets here and I have to have the phone paid by then or it will be shut off."
"No problem Sarah. I'll advance you the money for Tuesday's date."
I took out my checkbook and wrote her out a check and handed it to her. She looked at it and gasped. "This is for three hundred."
"I know. I'm giving you the full sixty that I would have given the escort agency and Tuesday's event will last at least five hours and that comes to three hundred."
"Oh my God Rob, I don't know how I will ever be able to thank you."
But I do Sarah, I was thinking, I know very well how I hope you will eventually thank me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I told Sarah that unless she wanted me to pick her up at her house on Tuesday she should bring a cocktail dress and a pair of heels to work with her.
"Oh I will. No way you could pick me up at the house. Keith would never understand what I'm doing. He'd have a fit."
Tuesday at five-thirty Sarah walked into my office and I went instantly hard. She was wearing a black cocktail dress that stopped six inches above the knee, a pair of black pumps with four-inch heels and a single strand of pearls.
"Will this do?" she asked.
"Oh boy, will it ever! I'll be spending the night beating back the guys with a stick. One thing however, you need to take off your rings."
"Do I have to? I don't know that I'd feel right doing that."
"I'm sorry Sarah, but just like I can't have people thinking I'm gay I can't have them thinking I run around with married women. It is all about image Sarah, all about image. I have to appear to be squeaky clean and one hundred percent ethical and a married woman on my arm just wouldn't do."
She wasn't happy about it, but she took them off and put them in her purse. The night went well and I behaved myself, acted the perfect gentleman and then took Sarah back to the office so she could change clothes before going home.
The next morning Sarah thanked me for helping her keep the electricity and phone turned on and then she asked me when my next event was.
"I've got an awards ceremony this Friday, but I'll probably try to get a date for that one or use the escort service."
"Why? Didn't I do okay last night?"
"You were perfect last night Sarah, but Friday is a different group than last night's. Different group, different image to project. Last night I just needed protective coloring, but to Friday's group I need to appear to be a stud. I need someone I can appear to be affectionate with, someone who looks and acts like she has the hots for me. I don't think you could do that Sarah."
"I could. I know I could."
"Oh come on Sarah, you got upset when I asked you to take off your wedding rings. How are you going to act at the party when I get you out on the dance floor, plaster myself against you, put my hands on your butt and do other things like that?"
"I can do it. We will just be play acting. It isn't like we are going to leave and go to a motel room or anything like that."
"I don't know Sarah. I just can't believe you can do what I need done. It isn't enough that you just let me do what I will be doing. I'm going to need a positive response to what I do. I need my date to be a little aggressive."
"I can do it Rob."
I looked at her in silence for a couple of moments and then said, "Okay, but don't let me down Sarah. Image is important to me. I'll be acting like a man lusting after you - a man in heat - and my hands are going to be all over you. I'll be making lewd suggestions and there will be lots of sexual innuendoes and you are not only going to have to smilingly accept them, but actually respond in kind. Take some time to think on it Sarah and let me know in the morning. But be clear on this Sarah; I will be making it obvious to everyone there that I fully intend to make love to you as soon as we leave the party and you are going to have to behave as if you are eagerly looking forward to it. I'll need an answer as soon as you get here in the morning because if you decide you can't do it I'll need time to line up a date."
I wasn't worried because I knew she would do it. The hundred and twenty she had gotten the previous night for nothing much more than hanging on my arm for four hours while sipping cocktails would see to it. Sure enough, the next morning Sarah came into my office and asked me what she should wear to Friday's party.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday's dress was a shimmering backless red thing that came down to mid thigh and she had accessorized it with a choker of the same material, a red clutch and red high heels. She was absolutely stunning and every eye in the place was on her when we made our entrance.
I found us a table, sat Sarah down and went to get us drinks. I made Sarah's a double. I wasn't expecting to get anywhere that night, but I wanted to get her as loose as I could. Over the next hour we drank and socialized with people and I made sure that all of Sarah's drinks were doubles. When the band started playing I pulled Sarah out onto the dance floor and plastered myself to her. She started to pull back from me and I said:
"Hey! I told you what to expect and you said you could play the game so do it."
There was a second's hesitation and then she moved back to me. I dropped my hands to her ass, pushed my hard on into her leg and then swayed to the music. I could feel her tremble and I knew she was fighting an internal battle against staying pressed against me and pulling away. The money won and she stayed against me. When the music was over I led her back to our table and then got us another drink. I let her take a pull on it and then said:
"Don't flinch. I'm going to run my hand up your leg and under your dress."
"There are no table cloths to block it; people will see you doing it."
"That's the idea. I want them to see it. I want everyone in this room to know that you are going to fuck my eyes out as soon as we leave."
"I will do no such thing" she hissed at me.
"You and I know that, but I don't want them to know it."
I ran my hand up under her dress and stopped just inches away from her crotch. "Spread your legs like you are inviting my fingers and look like you want to purr like a kitten."
She gave me a nervous smile and I started rubbing her leg where my hand was resting. "Close your eyes and open your mouth just a touch. Make everyone think I'm getting you off."
She did as I asked. As I massaged her upper leg I allowed one finger to briefly touch her panties and while I couldn't be certain I thought they felt damp.
"Fake an orgasm Sarah; pretend I just made you cum."
She grabbed the edge of the table with both hands, made a face and gave a little, barely audible "oooh." "Very good Sarah, very good. Let's dance some more."
It was the same as the last dance only that time she didn't try to fight it. She molded herself to me and buried her head in my neck as I played with her ass. She didn't flinch when I cupped her right breast or kissed her neck and she only hesitated a fraction when I told her to run her left hand down my body and rub the hard lump in my trousers. The song ended and we went back to the table.
I spent the next two hours playing little mind games and feeling Sarah up on the dance floor and having her stroke my hard on through my pants. I would have liked to make things last a little longer, but she was married and did have to get home. The 'working late' excuse was good for four, maybe five hours, but no way could she use that as an excuse for coming home at two or three in the morning.
"Last dance Sarah," I said as I led her back out onto the dance floor, "We'll do this one and then get you out of here so you can go home."
It was a repeat of the previous ones with my hands all over her and her rubbing my hard on. Towards the end of the song I said:
"One more thing for you to do Sarah. Take my head in your hands and kiss me. Make it look steamy as hell and when you break it I want you to look like a woman who can't wait to get out of here and get laid."
I don't know whether all of my touching had gotten her hot or the drinks had loosened her up but the kiss she gave me went beyond steamy - way beyond! She had every inch of her tongue that she could get into my mouth wiggling, pushing and wrestling with mine and I did my absolute to give back. When she broke the kiss she looked into my eyes and said:
"Let me grab my purse. We need to get out of here and find us a bed - a very sturdy bed - and we need to do it quick."
That surprised the hell out of me. I thought I was at least a couple of weeks away from getting her in my bed and then I noticed Charley Smithers and his wife less than a foot away. He smiled and gave me a 'thumbs up' and I smiled back at him and followed Sarah off the dance floor and back to our table. She picked up her purse and said:
"Did the man next to us hear me?"
"Yes he did Sarah, he did indeed."
"Good."
I drove her back to the office and she changed clothes and then I walked her to her car. I handed her an envelope stuffed with bills and she opened it and I saw her eyes widen before her expression went neutral and she dropped the envelope in her purse. It was only three hundred, but three hundred looks huge when it is all in tens and twenties. I could have shown a little class and given her three one hundred dollar bills, but I wanted her to think of the money and the bigger the pile you look at the more you think about it.
The only downside to my plan so far was that I was going home with the worst case of blue balls I'd had since I was a teenager.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I took the next step Monday morning. Around ten I called Sarah into my office.
"Are you available for about three hours tomorrow night?"
"I can be. What should I wear?"
"It is a business dinner so what you wear to work tomorrow should be fine. This one won't be as 'touchy-feely' as Friday's, but you will still need to show that you are hot for me. Two of the guys who were at Friday's dinner will be there so you need to make it look like we have a good thing going. How is your husband doing in his job hunting?"
"He hasn't found anything yet."
"What about unemployment insurance? He getting enough to at least make the house payment?"
"He hasn't gotten any yet. When I ask him about it he says there is a problem with the paperwork and he is trying to straighten it out. We are two months behind on the house now and I guess I'll have to resign myself to the fact that we are going to lose it."



"What's the payment?"
"Eleven hundred a month."
"So you need thirty-three hundred to get them off your back."
"No, twenty-two, we are only two months behind."
"I know, but in cases like this they are going to want the extra eleven hundred. They will want the two you are behind and the next one due."
"It doesn't matter. I don't have and can't get the two I'm behind, let alone the next one due."
"Well maybe your husband will get lucky and find something."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday night Sarah shocked me. She played the aggressor. She fondled my cock under the table a couple of times in a way that let everyone at the table know she was doing it. She kissed me with some tongue when she got up to use the ladies room and giggled, "Don't forget me now" as she walked away. A quick glance around the table showed that all eyes were on her magnificent ass as she moved away from the table. When she came back I ran my hand up under her skirt and she grinned at me as she slid a little forward and spread her legs.
Charley said, "We need to hurry up and finish our business here so you two can take it to a motel."
Everyone at the table laughed as Sarah blushed. I drove her back to work and dropped her at her car and then held the door for her as she slid onto the seat. I gave her the envelope, again in tens and twenties, and Sarah looked at it and said:
"Maybe I should get a full time job as an escort. It sure beats what I earn at my regular job."
"You wouldn't like it."
"My times with you haven't been bad."
I looked at her in silence for a few seconds before saying, "Your times with me haven't been bad Sarah, but your times with me were just my trying to help you out. You haven't had to do near what the girls I usually use have to do."
"And what is that?"
"We don't need to go there Sarah. Let us just say that it is something that you are not at all likely to even consider, let alone do." I looked at my watch, "You need to run on home Sarah. I'll see you in the morning" and I headed back to my car. I had planted the seed and now all I could do was wait and see if it sprouted.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I expected Sarah to come into my office first thing in the morning, but she didn't come in to work at all. When I got to the office there was a call on my answering machine telling me that she was taking a sick day. She did come into my office on Thursday as soon as she saw me arrive and she cut right to it.
"I want to know what you meant when you said I couldn't be a real escort."
"That isn't what I said."
"But that is what you meant. And what did you mean when you said that I didn't have to do as much as the regular escorts have to do for you?"
I looked at her for a moment or two and then said, "You have to promise me that you won't get up and leave if I tell you."
"Why would I want to get up and leave?"
"You might not want to work for a man like me when you learn my dirty little secret."
"I'm not leaving. This job is all I've got. I can't leave."
Again I was silent for several seconds and then I said, "The girls I usually use take care of my sexual needs."
"Hookers?"
"No, not in the accepted sense of the word. They don't stand on street corners or pick up customers in a bar."
"You get girls through a pimp or madam to be your escorts?"
"No Sarah, it isn't like that at all. The girls I use come from a legitimate escort service and they are hired for a specific time and for a specific event just like you were. The agency collects the fee and pays the girl for her time. All legitimate and above board. What the girl and I do afterward is between us. I will admit that I use the agency I use because they have a habit of hiring girls who like to do what I want them to do."
"If I had been one of those girls what would the night have been like?"
"After the dinner or party was over the girl and I would have negotiated a price and we would have gone to my place."
"So she would have gotten the three hundred for the arranged escort date and then how much?"
"In the first place she wouldn't have gotten three hundred for the date. Her half would have been one hundred and fifty after the agency subtracted their fee. And in the second place Sarah, we don't really need to go there."
Mentally I was crying out to her, "Keep asking Sarah, keep digging" as I said, "I like you Sarah so I threw you what I could to help keep the lights, gas and phone turned on until your husband could find something."
"My husband isn't going to find anything. I'm basically on my own now and I am serious about trying my hand at this escort thing. If I had been one of the girls from the agency you usually use what would have happened?"
"If she was willing we would have negotiated and she would have spent the night with me."
"The entire night, or just one session?"
"I always go for the entire night."
"And what would an entire night be?"
"As long as it took before I couldn't perform any more."
"No, I meant how much would she have gotten for the entire night."
"Anywhere from eight to fifteen hundred."
"Why so large a spread?"
"Some girls don't like to do it all."
"What does that mean?"
"Just that. Some girls won't do some things so they make less."
"Won't do what things?"
"Some don't like anal, some don't like oral, some don't like either and some like it all."
"So if I did it all I could have made eighteen hundred the night of the party. Three for the escort side and fifteen on top of that?"
"Maybe."
"What do you mean by 'maybe?' You just said fifteen for a girl who does it all."
"I tend to use the same girls so I know what I'm getting. You would have been an unknown quantity the first time so you might not have gotten the fifteen. You may have said yes to anal and oral just to get more money, but you may have hated doing it and it would have shown. The girls who get fifteen are the ones I know like doing it all."
"So eight hundred for straight sex, fifteen for enthusiastic everything and everything else falls in between those two?"
"Yes."
"Theoretically speaking, a first timer agreeing to do it all what would she get?"
"A thousand. If she seemed enthused maybe eleven or twelve."
I could see the gears turning in her head. A minimum of thirteen hundred for the night (escort fee and other combined), house payment is eleven hundred, three dates and the house is saved at least for the time being. I wanted her to think on it for a bit so I changed the subject.
"You said it was all on you now, that your husband wasn't going to find anything. What did that mean?"
"I sensed that something was wrong and I got curious. I called his ex-employer and said I had an applicant for a job and I needed a recommendation. I gave them my husband's name and they said that they were sorry, but they could not give him a recommendation. That made me even more curious so I called a good friend who is married to a guy who worked with my husband and I asked her to find out for me what was going on. She called me Monday and told me that Kent wasn't laid off, he was fired and for good cause. Yesterday I called in sick and when Kent left the house to go job hunting I followed him. He went to a bar and he was still there when I gave up watching and went home at three in the afternoon. Like I said, I'm on my own now and I need to do what I need to do. I've got kids to take care of."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Think on what you have just told me. You going to need me anytime soon?"
"I have something going on Friday, but I planned on using one of my regulars from the agency."
"Don't rush into anything. Give me a day" and she got up and left my office.
I watched her walk out, my eyes on her fabulous ass, and I wondered where this new Sarah had come from. She was definitely more "take charge" in her attitude than she had been before. Unless I missed my guess she would be the one pushing things from now on.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My plan had been to use her as an escort for a month, get her used to making some easy extra money and at the last minute, in time for her to save her house, offer her money for sex and see if she would go for it. I figured that it would take a month to six weeks, but it now seemed like Sarah might not make me wait that long.
Thursday came and I waited to see if Sarah would come into the office and by three in the afternoon I had decided that she wasn't coming. I was disappointed because now my grand plan for bedding Sarah was in the trash can. Now that she knew what she did the plan wouldn't work. I was out the money I paid her to escort me up to that point, but it didn't hurt because I put it all on my expense account and it could be written off as a legitimate business expense.
At four-ten Sarah walked into the office, sat down in the chair across from me and said:
"Two things: What should I wear for tomorrow night and since I will do it all what are you willing to pay?"
"If you are serious something like what you wore to the last party will do fine. As to the other, it was anyone else and it was their first time I would go a thousand, but since it is you I'll go the full fifteen."
"The second thing is how often do you use 'special' escorts?"
"About once a month."
"That won't help me. That would take three months and my house would be gone by then. Do you know anyone else who uses escorts like you do; someone you could recommend me to?"
"Are you serious about this?"
"Dead serious. I have two girls to take care of. We live in a good school district and they are doing great in school. If I lose the house and have to move God alone knows where we could end up and what the schools would be like. I'll do whatever I have to do to save the house and take care of my girls."
"You are serious? You would actually become a high priced call girl?"
"To save my house and take care of my girls? Yes I would."
I just looked at her for several seconds and then I said, "I'm sorry Sarah, but I just don't believe you can do it."
She got up from her chair and walked around behind my desk and said:
"Then I guess I'll just have to show you."
She knelt down in front of me and her hands went to my belt. She unbuckled it, undid the top button of my trousers and then pulled the zipper down. She looked up at me and smiled as her hands went inside my boxers and took hold of my already stiff cock and worked it out into the open.
"It's a little bigger than my husbands," she said as she lowered her head. The was a little drop of pre-cum in the pee hole and her tongue licked it up.
"Oh God" I moaned with a quiver in my voice as her hot mouth surrounded my cock. She sucked on it and licked it over and over as one hand went back into my boxers and started caressing my balls. Her head was moving rapidly up and down and I pushed my hips up at her trying to shove my cock all the way down her throat. It went on for several minutes and then she felt my balls tighten and her lips tightened around my shaft just as the full force of my ejaculation hit the back of her throat. She swallowed every bit of what I spit out and then she licked my cock clean, looked up at me and asked:
"Well, what's your answer?"
"We need to be there by seven."
"What about other men who use escorts like you do, will you introduce me?"
"I'll think on it. Meantime, how are you going to explain not coming home to your husband?"
"I don't know yet, but I'll think of something."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We socialized, danced a lot and when we did my hands were all over her. Sarah drank margaritas, but I sipped tonic water with a lime in it so it looked like I was drinking vodka tonics. I wasn't going to do anything that might have an adverse effect on the coming night.
The affair was supposed to last until eleven, but as the night moved along I got more and more impatient to get Sarah to my place and on my bed. By nine-thirty I couldn't hold back any longer and so I said my good-byes and we headed for my place.
Once in the car she slid over next to me and her hand went to my fly. "What are you doing?"
"Making sure you get your money's worth," she said as she pulled my zipper down. "You pay attention to your driving and I'll handle the rest."
She worked my cock out and lowered her head into my lap. For several seconds she licked my cock like a lollipop and then she took it in her mouth. Her head bobbed gently up and down and after a minute or so she took her mouth off me and said, "This one will be the quick one. I want your next one to last a while" and she took me back in her mouth. Her mouth and tongue work did indeed make that cum a quick one and she had me tucked back into my pants when we pulled up at my place.
We left a trail of clothing behind us on the floor as I led her into my bedroom. I took her in my arms and kissed her, my tongue moving into her mouth to duel with hers and when I broke the kiss I eased her down on the bed.
"Do you have any idea how long I've wanted to do this?" and I kissed her again; a long, hot, passionate kiss and when I broke the kiss I licked and nibbled my way down to her breasts. I paid equal attention to both of them, licking and teasing her nipples as she moaned. I moved slowly down her body, licking and kissing until I reached her belly. I pushed the tip of my tongue into her navel and teased it as my right hand moved down to cup her pussy. I felt her push up at my hand as I rubbed her pussy while continuing to kiss and lick my way down her body.
I removed my hand and my tongue probed her slit and I swear to God her pussy lips opened like a flower blooming and I pushed my tongue inside and found Sarah's clit. I went to work on it with my tongue and Sarah's hands went to my head to hold me to her. I felt her body tremble and I heard her gasp as she had an orgasm. I redoubled my efforts and hungrily ate her pussy and her hands pulled me hard against her and her legs wrapped tightly around my neck as she had another smaller climax. I softly and slowly licked her pussy until her hands and legs released me and then I rolled her over on her stomach and pulled her up on her hands and knees.
Sarah's pussy was dripping as I placed the head of my cock against her opening and pushed. I slid into her like a hot knife going into butter. Damn, it felt so good sliding in. I started fucking her and she pushed herself back at me to meet each thrust.
"Oh Jesus yes," she moaned as I stroked in to her. "Fuck me, fuck me, make me cum again, please make me cum again."
I didn't know if she meant it or if she was acting the way she thought I wanted her to act, but I didn't really care and I took her hips in my hands and picked up the pace as I slammed my cock into her. Apparently she was not play-acting; "Yes... yes... yes..." she cried as her body trembled through an orgasm. It felt like her pussy was trying to milk my cock and I groaned as I released my load into her.
I held myself in her until I became soft and then I pulled out and removed my hands from her hips. She fell forward on the bed and I eased myself down onto the bed next to her. Her hand reached for my limp cock and as she fondled it she said:
"That was only the first one old man. We need to get you back up so I can give you good value for your money."
She moved down so her head was only inches from my dead soldier. She fondled it for a bit and then she whispered, "Wakey, wakey" just before she took it in her mouth. She had me ready in minutes and the second time was in the missionary position with her legs up on my shoulders. Her fingers were digging into the sheets as she pushed herself up at me as I pounded into her. She was moaning out, "Oh yes...oh yes...oh God...oh yes" as I pounded into her welcoming pussy. "Oh yes baby, fuck me" she cried, "Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard."
I pushed harder into her and tried to go as deep as my cock would go and with every thrust Sarah squealed with pleasure. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, oh sweet Jesus yes" she cried over and over as I rammed myself into her. "Don't stop," Sarah moaned, "Don't stop, please don't stop."
The sweat was pouring off me as I fucked Sarah as hard as I was able. "I'm cumming" Sarah cried, "I'm cumming, I'm cuuuummmmingggg!!!" Three more hard pushes and I had mine. "God!" she gasped as I fell to the bed next to her, "I'm getting paid for this? Oh Jesus, and we aren't done yet." She rolled up on an elbow and looked at me. "We aren't done yet, are we?"
"I hope to hell not. Some sixty-nine should get me ready to go again."
"A little sixty-nine? That's all it will take?"
I smiled at her and she scrambled to get into position. I had exaggerated a bit and it took a lot of sixty-nine to get me up again, but she got it done and when I was erect she swung over me and lowered herself down on me. She started out slow and easy as she raised and lowered herself on my stiff dick while I looked up at her, but the fires in her started to build and she began to move faster and harder. She added rocking back and forth to the up and down and soon she was moaning and slamming herself down on me. I took it as long as I could and then I rolled her over onto her back and drove into her hard. She came twice before I let my load go and then we curled up next to each other and fell asleep.
I woke up the next morning with my cock being treated by a hot mouth. I raised my head and looked down to see Sarah sucking on my cock and looking up at me.
"Oh goody" she said, "You're awake. Where do you keep the KY or Astroglide?"
"What?"
"Full value baby, I promised you I would do it all and you haven't done my butt yet. Where do you keep the grease?"
I told her it was in the top drawer of the dresser and she got up to go get it. I watched her magnificent ass walk over to the dresser and my mouth watered at the thought that I was going to get to slide my cock in it. She walked back to the bed and handed me the tube of KY Jelly and then she got back on the bed and got on her hands and knees.
I spent almost ten minutes working on her ass with KY coated fingers. Sarah had her head buried in a pillow and I could hear her muffled moans as I worked to get her ready. I covered my cock with KY and moved up behind Sarah. I put the head of my cock against her anal rosebud and hesitated as I thought on how long I had wanted to do it and then I eased myself slowly into her. I felt her sphincter give way and clutch at me as I moved past it. She was tight and I do love a tight ass. She pushed herself back at me and I grabbed her hips and pushed a little harder.
I could hear the pillow muffled, "Yes, yes, yes, yes" coming from Sarah as I worked my cock back and forth. I took it slow and easy as I looked in the dresser mirror and enjoyed the sight. Her beautiful ass raised for me to enjoy, her breasts swaying as I stroked in and pulled back. She raised her head from the pillow and she looked into the mirror and her eyes met mine and she smiled as she said:
"Will you stop teasing me and fuck me? Do it baby, fuck my butt."
I picked up the pace and so did Sarah. She was pushing back to meet my thrusts with an urgency that I hadn't expected. The last thing I wanted was for it to end too quick, but the tightness of her ass and her clutching sphincter had me at the edge a lot sooner than I wanted to be.
Sarah's chanting, "Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass" was interrupted as she had a violent orgasm just as I emptied my balls into her spasming asshole.
As I fixed cheese omelets for the both of us I asked, "You still want to be an escort after last night?"
"Yes I do."
"Well, I don't want you to do it. After last night I want to keep you for myself. I'll make you a deal. I'll give you thirty-five hundred a month to be my mistress. For that I get one full night every two weeks and at least twice a week you can tell your husband you are stopping for drinks after work and we will come here. I might even put a couch in the office so as not to waste the time it takes to come here."



I walked over to the counter and got an envelope and handed it to her. She opened it and I saw her eyes go big as she saw all the hundred dollar bills.
"There is thirty-five hundred there. Eighteen for last night and an extra seventeen that will give you enough to bring your house payments up to date. Call it a signing bonus. What do you say?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was three years ago and a lot has happened since then. Sarah took me up on my offer and shortly thereafter she confronted her husband and basically told him to get his head out of his ass, get out of the bars and get to work. He didn't do it so she kicked him out of the house and waited to see if that would wake him up. It didn't so she went for a divorce.
He fought it and tried to use the kids as a lever by demanding joint custody thinking she would back down before letting that happen. The reports from the private detectives that I had hired that showed he spent all of his time in bars put an end to that. Being a no-fault state he did get half of the marital assets and so Sarah had to sell the house to give him his half of it's worth. No big thing since I was the one who bought it.
It didn't matter in the long run since as soon as she was single I went to work on her. It took me almost a year, but she finally said yes to my proposal of marriage. One night, about eight months after the wedding, and after she had just fucked me into exhaustion, she said:
"You just married me to save yourself thirty-five hundred a month, didn't you?"
"No, I married you so that I would have my very own escort available in case I ever have a client I need to fix up."
She pulled back from me and said, "You wouldn't!"
I just smiled up at her and slid down so I could bury my face in her pussy.
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Bad days for me have a way of getting worse long before they even think of getting better. The clock didn't go off when it was supposed to and I was already running late to start the day. I jumped in the car and backed over the kid's bike and the handle bar punctured a tire. I got the spare on and headed for work and a mile from the house I got pulled over for doing ten above the posted limit. Fifteen minutes and six blocks later I stopped for a light and got rear-ended. Naturally there was a car in front of me so I got sandwiched. When the dust settled and everything got sorted out the end result was that my car was not drivable.
The police report done with (same cop who wrote me up for speeding), a tow truck disappearing down the street with my car attached and a phone call to work out of the way telling them the circumstances and that I wouldn't be in to work, I found myself in a donut shop drinking coffee and waiting for a cab.
The cab dropped me at my house and I went inside and put on a pot of coffee, sat down with the phone and started to make the necessary phone calls. Called a body shop and arranged for an estimate and scheduled the work to be done and then called my insurance agent and made the arrangements to get everything paid for. Got the bad news from the agent that the policy didn't cover towing and that I'd have to eat that part. I called around to find the best rate on a rental car and made arrangements to pick it up when my wife got home from work and could drive me down. I debated calling Marge and letting her know what happened, but decided not to. Marge is a natural born worrier and she would spend the rest of the day until she got home worrying about whether I was all right or not.
I'd already told work that I wouldn't be in that day so with time on my hands I decided to go down to the basement and get some work done. I was measuring a piece of drywall when I heard a car door slam outside and a minute or so later I heard the front door open. I looked at my watch and saw that it was a little after twelve. Marge must have decided to come home for lunch. I was half way up the stairs when I heard her giggle and say, "Keep your hands to yourself Mike. You are just here to see if you can fix my computer problem."
"Bullshit Marge. If that were all I'm supposed to be here for you would have come to work today in your usual slacks and blouse. You didn't wear that low cut top, short skirt and "Fuck me" heels for any other reason than to turn me on and the only reason for turning me on is so that I can get you off."
I moved quietly to the head of the stairs and cautiously looked around the doorjamb. They were standing by the couch and as I watched he pushed Marge backwards and she sat down on the couch. He sat down on the couch next to her, took her in his arms and kissed her. I stood there and waited for the explosion. It had to come if for no other reason than the guy was black. Marge was a bigot and she came from a family of bigots. It was always "stupid fucking nigger this" and "god damned nigger that" and I waited for Marge to push him away and slap his face and I was getting ready to charge out and cream his ass when he went to hit her back.
But none of that happened. What did happen was that Marge returned his kiss. I was so surprised and shocked by that that I just stood there and watched. They sat there for several minutes and swapped tongues and then the guy moved his hands to one of Marge's tits and he began to squeeze them. Marge moaned and broke the kiss.
"No Mike, this is wrong. Just look at my computer, please?"
"I'll look at your computer before I leave baby, but I'm not leaving until I've had a taste of what you have been dangling in front of me for the last six months."
"No Mike, you've misunderstood."
"Bullshit baby. That kiss you just gave me told me all I need to know. You've been listening to the other girls in the office talk about my big, black cock and you want to check it out to see if they lied to you. They didn't sugar, and you are going to love it. You going to take that blouse off, or should I tear it off?"
Marge pulled away from him and took the blouse off and Mike said, "The bra too" and Marge complied. "Very fucking nice" Mike said as he bent his head and took a nipple in his mouth. Marge has super sensitive nipples and in seconds Mike had her squirming and moaning. Her hands moved to the back of his head and she pulled him closer as she moaned, "Yes, oh yes."
I stood there, angry, but at the same time, as I watched the black bastard help himself to my wife, I began to wonder just how faithful Marge had been to me during our eleven year marriage. I was torn between wanting to go stomping in on them and standing still and seeing just how far Marge would go with the guy. I figured that I could get mean with the asshole anytime, but that this might be the only chance to see what my loving wife would do so I stayed put.
Mike was working Marge's tits over pretty good and I could see that she was getting as hot as a firecracker. Mike dropped one hand to Marge's leg and she spread so fast that his hand almost fell off her knee. He laughed.
"In a hurry Sweetmeat? Stand up and take your skirt and panties off."
Marge stood up and slowly removed everything she had on except for her "Fuck Me" heels and then did a slow turn in front of the black asshole. She looked down at Mike, "You going to undressed or what?"
"No Sweetmeat, you are going to undress me" and he stood up.
Marge's back was to me so I couldn't see the expression on her face, but she stepped forward and began to unbutton his shirt. She got it off him and then pulled his undershirt over his head and then as her hands got busy with his belt she did something that I had never seen her do before - she bent her head and licked his nipples. She got his belt unbuckled and then she went to her knees in front of him and pulled down his zipper. She worked his pants and his boxers down his legs and he stepped out of them and stood there with his cock bobbing up and down inches from her face.
I did have to admit that as far as cocks went his was pretty impressive. It wasn't any bigger around than mine, but it was easily a good four inches longer, probably eleven inches or so. It was the same dark brown as the color of a Hershey's chocolate bar and Marge just knelt there and stared at it.
"Take it in your mouth Sweetmeat; show it how happy you are to see it."
Marge took her eyes off of his cock and looked up at him, "I don't like that. I don't even like to do that for my husband."
"I'm not your husband Sweetmeat and I want my cock sucked."
His hand went out and grabbed the back of Marge's head and he pulled her forward. I thought for sure that Marge would turn her head to the side, but instead she opened her mouth and took Mike's cock in. I stood there in the stairwell and watched as my wife licked, kissed and sucked on another man's cock. And then she blew me away - she got into it! The woman who hated sucking my cock went after Mike's like a starving woman going after food. She grabbed his butt cheeks and held him while she rammed her face on his cock. In less than two minutes Mike told her that he was going to cum, but Marge didn't pull away. She kept on blowing him and then he came and the cunt swallowed it all. The same bitch who got up and ran for the bathroom to heave when I came in her mouth swallowed every drop and then took the time to lick his cock and balls clean.
Again I was ready to rush in on them and kick ass and take names and once again I talked myself into standing still and watching this woman, who I obviously didn't know at all, to see what other things about her I might find out.
Mike sat down on the couch and said, "Get me up again Sweetmeat."
Marge crawled over to him and went back to licking and sucking his black cock until it was hard again and then he stood up, "Come on Sweetmeat, take me to your bedroom, I'm going to fuck your brains out."
"No Mike, we can't go in there. We can stay right here on the couch."
Mike smirked and I could almost see the gears turning in his head, but he said, "Okay Sweetmeat, have it your way." He pulled her up onto the couch, pulled her legs apart and lifted them up onto his shoulders. Marge lay there, wide open and looking up at Mike with lust crazed eyes as Mike said, "I've waited a long time for this Sweetmeat' and then he pushed his cock into her.
Marge cried out, "Easy lover, easy. I'm not used to something so big. Take it easy, give me time to adjust."
He laughed. "What's the matter Sweetmeat, hubby got a little dick? Or is it that he doesn't know how to use it? No matter, you won't have any use for him when I get through with you."
Marge lay there and moaned as Mike started to fuck her with long, slow and easy strokes. He fucked her for about two minutes and then he pulled out of her and stood up. Marge cried out, "No lover, don't stop, please don't stop, fuck me baby, fuck me."
"Take me to your bedroom."
"I can't. We can't do it in there."
"Why not?"
"Because that's my husband's room and his bed."
"Not after today Sweetmeat. After today it will be my bed, just like you will be my slut. All hubby can do for you after today is keep a roof over my pussy and keep you well fed and healthy for me. Come on, take me to your bedroom."
"No, no Mike, we can't."
"Okay sweetmeat. Might as well get up and get dressed so we can get back to work because we are done here."
"No, please Mike, fuck me lover, fuck me."
"If you want it Sweetmeat best lead me to your bedroom."
Marge scrambled off the couch and hurried toward the bedroom while looking over her shoulder and crying, "Hurry lover, hurry, I need it."
I gave them a minute or so and then I followed. There wasn't anyway that I could see what was going on in the bedroom without being seen myself and I wasn't ready for that yet, so I had to settle for standing in the hallway and listening. Inside the bedroom Mike asked Marge which side of the bed I slept on.
"Why?"
"Because that is where I'm going to fuck you."
"Why are you being this way?"
"I'm marking my territory Sweetmeat. You are my slut now."
I heard a "ungh" as he drove his cock into Marge and forced the air out of her lungs and then for the next ten minutes I listened to Marge's moans and the sound of meat slapping against meat and then Mike grunted and said, "Here it comes Sweetmeat. I hope you are protected because my shit is pretty potent stuff."
I heard the fear in Marge's voice when she cried out, "Pull out of me, pull out. I don't have my diaphragm in."
"Tough shit Sweetmeat, should have thought of that sooner and put it in before you let me put my dick in you."
The fear was replaced by terror as she screamed, "No Mike, for God's sake no. Don't do this to me. If I get pregnant my husband will kill me."
"Get over it Sweetmeat, you don't belong to him anymore, you are mine now" and then there was a grunt and Mike said, "Maybe you might get lucky; maybe it's the wrong time of the month for you."
Then there was the sound of heavy breathing and after a minute Mike said, "That was sure worth the wait Sweetmeat. Come on, get me hard again; I've still got one more thing to do."
"What?"
"I've cum in your mouth, I've cum in your pussy and now I'm going to come in your ass."
"Oh no, oh no Mike. I don't do that. I don't even let my husband do that."
"Okay Sweetmeat, just get me hard so I can fuck you again."
There were sounds of licking and slurping for the next several minutes as Mike said, " Oh yeah, like that Sweetmeat, just like that. You got a great mouth Sweetmeat. I'm going to love having you suck my cock at lunch from now on. Another minute or two and he said, "Okay Sweetmeat, on your hands and knees, I'm going to fuck you doggie."
I heard movement and ten Marge cried out, "What are you doing?"
"Taking your last hole Sweetmeat."
"No, no Mike, you can't do that. I don't likeeeeeeeeeeeaaahhhhhh" and I smiled to myself as she screamed in pain while Mike shoved his cock up her unfaithful ass.
I stood there and grinned as she howled in pain as he pounded her asshole. But then the howls turned to whimpers and sharp little cries which in turn changed to little grunts and then the moaning started and Mike told her he was going to cum. Marge cried out, "No, no, please, not yet. Please don't stop, I'm almost there."
Mike had actually gotten the whore to cum by fucking her in her ass. Another minute went by before the moans stopped and then Mike said, "There, that wasn't so bad, was it?"
"Oh god, oh sweet Jesus, I never knew it could be so good."
"This is just the start Sweetmeat. You are my slut now and I'm going to see to your sexual education. You will do it all for me and love it. The first thing you will do when we get back to work is tell the boys in the mailroom that I fucked you and that you loved it."
"I can't do that! What will they think of me?"
"They will think that you are a slut. Actually, before long they will know it, not just think it."
"What do you mean?"
"Before the end of next week they will all have fucked you."
"Oh no Mike, oh no. I can't do that."
"Why not? You said you couldn't do me either yet here we are."
"This is different Mike. I can't fuck any of them; most of them are black."
There were several seconds of dead silence and then Mike broke out laughing. When he got it under control he said, "What am I missing here? Somewhere between the office and here did I magically change color? I'm black Sweetmeat, or did the thoughts of what you'd heard about my big, black cock make you forget that?"
"Well yes, this was because I wanted to see if it was true."
"And now that you know it is it is all over? I don't think so Sweetmeat. I can see the look in your eyes. You are my pussy from now on. Besides, think about it. You've heard what they say about blacks and the size of their cocks. Some of the boys in the mail room might make me look small."
"No Mike. I do love my husband and I'm already feeling guilty about what you and I have just done. No way I'm going to go any farther."
"Whatever Sweetmeat. We can talk about it later. For now, just suck my cock and get me hard enough for one more go."
I didn't wait to hear if Marge would protest that his cock was dirty from being in her ass or whether she would just go ahead and go down on him. I didn't storm into the room either because I suddenly found out that I just didn't care. What Marge had just done had put an end to our marriage and I suddenly had other things to worry about, like how to avoid coming out of the divorce totally fucked.
As I headed for the door I saw Mike's trousers lying on the living room floor and on a whim I picked them up and went through his pockets. I took his wallet, his car keys and the wad of cash he had in one pocket and then I quietly left the house. I drove his car down to the car rental place and left it parked on the street with the windows rolled down and the keys in the ignition. It sat there and fairly screamed out TAKE ME!
I went into the rental place and did the paperwork and then went outside and got in my rental. As I pulled out of the parking lot I noticed that Mike's car was no longer parked at the curb and I had to smile. I drove the rental to the nearest mall and went on a spending spree with Mike's credit cards until two of the three were declined and then I tossed his wallet and credit cards into a trash can.
His wad of cash was just a little over four hundred dollars and I used some of it to have dinner at a steak house and then I went home. I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a beer when the phone rang. I picked it up and it was Marge. She sounded worried; very, very worried.
"Honey, where have you been? I tried to call you at your office and they said that you didn't come in today. I've been worried sick. I couldn't find you anywhere."
"You must not have called here. I don't see any messages on the machine."
"Did you go home today?"
"Yeah, as a matter of fact I did. Why do you ask?"
"I don't know baby, I'm just worried..."
I cut her off, "Worried about what Sweetmeat?"
I heard a sharp intake of breath and then, "Oh god" as I hung up the phone. I wondered if the bitch had the guts to come home.
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The Escort (1) The Beginning
Annie and her husband Ray had been our next door neighbors for five years and she ended up being my best friend. John and Ray never developed that great a bond, but they did get along pretty well and a week didn't go by when we didn't have dinner with Annie and Ray at least once.
Ray had a good paying job so Annie didn't have to work and as a result she was home a lot during the day. John's job was all right, but it didn't pay all that great and money was usually tight around our house, but even so John absolutely refused to let me get a job. That made it so that I ways always home during the day so it was inevitable that Annie and I would spend a lot of time together.
As I said, Annie became my best friend and I had no secrets from her and I would have said that she had none from me. I knew that her sex life with Ray sucked, her term, not mine, and I knew that she had tried hard to heat things up to no avail. I knew that Ray didn't like oral or anal and that his preferred position was 'missionary'. And I knew that as far as Ray was concerned Annie was extremely frustrated sexually. What I did not know was that she was not suffering in silence.
The morning had started out the same as a hundred others with Annie sitting at my kitchen table having coffee with me. Annie mentioned that I seemed to be in a bad mood and that caused me to launch into my two biggest gripes - lack of a decent sex life and the scarcity of money.
"He won't let me work, but he won't give me any spending money either. He needs some new flies or lures so he can go fishing, no problem, but if asked for some cash so I can go to Wal-Mart and get a few things for myself? For get it, can't spare it, budget is too tight this month. He can spare the money for eighteen holes on Saturday and Sunday, but no money for me to get my hair done. Then there is the sex thing."
At that point I stopped and said, "No, we don't need to go there."
"Why not?" Annie asked, "Let it out. It won't do you any good cooped up inside of you."
"Yeah, I guess you are right."
"I know I am."
"You know, I used to think I had it so much better than you because John does everything that Ray won't. John is superb at eating pussy, he likes taking me in my ass and he would do me standing on my head if I'd let him. The problem is that while he will do it all, he hasn't been doing any of it lately. I haven't been laid in almost two months. He is putting in so much time at his job that he is dead tired when he gets home. Night before last I met him at the front door wearing only nylons, high heels and a smile and all he did was kiss my cheek and ask me what was for dinner. When he goes out of town for that seminar next week I am seriously thinking of going bar hopping and finding myself a hunk to fuck my brains out."
"No sweetie, you don't want to do that."
"The hell I don't. Vibrators just aren't cutting it anymore."
"I've got a better idea. Why don't you get a day job where you can set your own hours, make a little money and maybe, just maybe, get yourself laid."
"Oh yeah? And just where would I find a job like that?"
"Go to work for an escort service."
I sat there with a shocked look on my face. Not shocked at the idea itself, but who it came from.
"Oh don't look at me like that. It solves all of your problems and it is a better alternative than what you were thinking of doing. It is a whole lot safer for one thing; all the nut cases would be screened out. You get to set your own schedule and best of all, you get paid for it. I do it so I know you can."
"You do it?"
"Have been for almost two years now."
"You have been doing it for to years and I never knew?"
"Shows you how easy it will be for you to hide it from John. If I could hide it from my best friend you ought to be able to hide it from your husband."
"You really have been doing it for that long?"
"Yep."
"Oh wow. I just can't imagine you being a prostitute."
"I am not a prostitute, I am an escort."
"There is a difference?"
"Of course there is. A prostitute goes with a man for one reason and one reason only; she gives up sex for money. An escort is hired to be a companion and the date could very well end without involving sex at all. Sometimes all a man wants is arm candy for some reason and he won't even be interested in sex. But even if he is you can say no if you aren't interested. It's great."
"Bullshit girlfriend. You are a whore, pure and simple, but that doesn't make you all bad."
Annie's face turned dark, but before she could explode on me I laughed and said:
"I know you are a whore sweetie, because that is how I put myself through school."
"You? Little Miss Goody Two Shoes? You whored your way through college?"
"Of course not sweetie, I was an escort."
The rage left Annie's face and suddenly we were both laughing.
"Tell me about it Annie. I had no idea that you were a slut."
"It came about because I met an old boyfriend. I was shopping at the mall when someone squeezed my ass and I turned around to hit him with my purse and saw that it was Jim Queen. I'd gone steady with Jim for two years until he went into the Navy. He asked me to join him for coffee and I said yes and we started talking about old times. In the middle of asking me whether I had seen this guy or that girl lately he smiled and said:
"You ever find anyone who could eat your pussy as well as I did?"
"I was in just the right mood and I told him how miserable my sex life was. I told him the quantity was fine, but that the quality sucked. He smiled again and told me he cold help.
"My apartment is only five minutes away."
"Long story short, I went back to his apartment with him and spent five hours doing everything that Ray won't do. When Jim was done and I was lying there purring like a kitten he told me he could use a girl like me and I asked him for what. He told me he owned a modeling agency and an escort service. He told me he was always on the look out for foxy ladies and I let him talk me into it.
"I go out on dates during the day when Ray is at work and I'm making about fifteen hundred a week and no, I don't fuck on all my dates. Whether or not they get any depends on how horny I am and how hunky or cute they are. I can put you in touch with Jim if you would like."
"Let me think on it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did think about it. I thought about it a lot and as I thought about it I remembered how much I had loved doing it when I was going to school. I was halfway into my freshman year at college when the company that my dad had worked for for twenty-nine years went bankrupt. Suddenly my college fund was the family safety net until my dad could find another job.
To stay in school I had to get me a job and I ended up getting on as a waitress at a bar and grill just off campus. I hadn't been there two weeks when the owner asked me if I was interested in making more money than I was as a waitress. I told him of course I was interested in making more money, but doing what? He told me about his escort service and told me that I could make as much as three hundred a day depending on how many hours I worked. He charged seventy-five dollars an hour and I got half. A six-hour date would net me two hundred and twenty-five dollars and it was all under the table. No taxes, no FICA, no Medicare - I got it all.
"What are we talking here when you say 'date?"
"I'm not running a whore house sweetie. If your date wants to play that is strictly up to you as long as you don't do anything that will bring the law down on me. What you would do is be arm candy for someone who wanted companionship."
"No sex, right?"
"Depends on you. If your date wants to play it will be up to you to negotiate with him, but if you are willing to have sex I do have a list of select clients that want extra attention if you take my meaning. I f you decide to go that route I set the fee and I take a percentage."
"How much?"
"Your cut would be a hundred an hour on top of your half of the seventy five. Say a six-hour date where he takes you to dinner and a cocktail party or whatever. After four hours he wants to go to his place and play and you go and stay two hours. You would get your half of four hours at seventy-five and two hundred on top of that. I got dates during the day and dates at night. It is possible that you could have two or three dates on a day if you were interested."
"No, I've got classes during the day and there will be some nights when I won't be available because I'll need to study or work on term papers."
"No problem. Just tell me when I call and ask if you are available.
Why not I thought. I'd been putting out for two years and all I'd been getting was burgers and fries, a movie now and then and maybe an orgasm if I was lucky. Why not make a buck doing something I liked doing anyway.
"Count me in Mr. DeAngelo."
And so began my career as an escort. It paid my way through college, paid for a pretty nice apartment and a new Mustang convertible. I had just about decided to tuck my brand new degree in Marketing away in a drawer somewhere and keep on being an escort when I met John. I fell ass end over teakettle for him and that put an end to my days as an escort. After a short courtship John and I were married and we set out to build us a life together.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Marriage to John had its upside and its downside. We were both crazy about each other and we both loved sex in all of it's many forms and for the first couple of years all we did was fuck whenever we were given the opportunity. Sex with John was great and he never failed to give me a ton of orgasms. That was the upside.
The downside was that he was old fashioned. His parents were from 'The Old Country' and they instilled in him the characteristics that they had brought with them to this country. Be frugal, save your money, don't worry about yourself, but instead plan for the future of your children. Make sure they go to college and make something of themselves. The wife stays home and anchors the family and the husband supports the family makes the decisions and handles the finances. Having had to fuck my way through college I was more than content to let someone else be in charge, handle the money and relieve me of the responsibility.
John's credo was that "No wife of mine will work as long as I'm able. It is more important that you stay home and take care of the house and family."
Only one problem with that - there wasn't going to be any family for me to take care of. A botched abortion when I was twenty had seen to that. And then, over the last few months our sex life took a nosedive.
So, lack of money and a lagging sex life had me almost considering letting Annie put me in touch with her friend. Almost considering, but the more I thought about it the more I was afraid that things would go wrong and I'd end up screwing up my marriage. The marriage wasn't running all that smooth at the moment, but I did love my husband and I knew that he loved me so I wasn't going to take any chances.
That is I wasn't about to take chances until he came home from work that night. He came into the house carrying a round cardboard tube around four feet long and I asked him what it was. He opened the tube and took out a putter.
"This putter has a head on it about two ounces heavier than my old one. It will give me more control and should improve my putting."
"Just a minute here. Two days ago I told you that I needed a new dress and a new pair of shoes for the class reunion and you told me we couldn't fit it into the budget right now. But you can get a new putter even thought you already have a good one in your golf bag?"
"This isn't a frivolous purchase baby. This will help me improve my game. When I'm at that seminar next week I'll be playing a round or two with some prospective clients. I need to be at my best to show them I'm a serious player if I want to sign them."
"Yeah John, right" and I grabbed up the morning paper from where it had been sitting on the counter, pulled out the want ads and sat down at the table.
"What are you doing?"
"Starting to look for a job."
"Oh no. No wife of mine is going to work. I won't have it said that I can't take care of my family."
"You don't have a family John; what you have is a fed up wife and she is going to work and if you don't like it she can be an ex-wife."
"I forbid it!"
"Forbid and be damned John. I'm getting a job so I'll have my own money to buy dresses or shoes or whatever the hell else I want without having to crawl to you to ask for one fucking penny."
"We need to discuss this calmly. Frankly, I'm finding your attitude a little confrontational and I'm not at all sure that I like that."
"No confrontation John. I'm stating a fact. I'm going to find a job and go to work."
That wasn't the end of it of course. John kept telling me that he wouldn't allow it and I kept telling him he had no choice in the matter. The arguing ended when I grabbed a suitcase and started packing.
"What are you doing?"
"I see no sense in living here and constantly fighting with you over this. I'm getting a job and I'm moving out so I don't have to put up with anymore of your bullshit over it."
He backed off, but I could tell that things were going to be strained between us for a while. That night I tried to mend fences a little and when we went to bed I snuggled up next to him and he moved away from me. I rolled over on my back and stared up at the ceiling until I fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was Saturday and I was sitting at the kitchen table going through the want ads from the morning paper when John got up and came down stairs. He saw what I was doing when he came into the kitchen and when I said, "Good morning sweetie" he ignored me, poured himself a cup of coffee and took it outside and sat on the deck. He didn't speak to me all day and that night I again snuggled up to him and reached over and put my hand on his cock, but he pushed my hand away and moved away from me.
By then I was just a little pissed at my husband and his attitude. By noon Sunday I had been through three days worth of classified ads and hadn't found anything that I really wanted, but I had found a few I could do and I circled them meaning to call them on Monday. That night was a repeat of the previous two - I snuggled, put my hand on John's cock and got pushed away again. I was so pissed that I lay there staring up at the ceiling for an hour or so before falling asleep. I was so pissed that on Monday morning as soon as John left for his three day seminar I called Annie:
"How soon can I meet this friend of yours?"
Jim Queen was a tall, well built good looking man in his mid-thirties and he did not look like the sort who would be running a string of whores. Granted, that wasn't officially what he did, but I'd bet a dollar against a doughnut that he would have a 'special client list' just like George DeAngelo did. I found out later that I was right. After introductions he got right to the point.
"Annie says you might like to go to work for me and that you have experience. Might I ask who with?"
"Acme Escorts in Chicago."
"You worked for George DeAngelo?"
"Yes I did."
"For how long?"
"Just a little over three years."
"Why did you quit?"
"I got married."
"To one of your clients?"
"No. To another student like myself."
"Marriage didn't work out?"
"Not at all. We are still married."
"He okay with this?"
"Not really" and then I explained my circumstances to him.
"So if you come to work for me it will be mostly on days when he is working? Are you an A girl or a B girl?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Maybe they don't call them that in Chicago. A girls fuck, B girls just act as escorts."
"You are certainly blunt aren't you?"
"Don't know any other way to be. It eliminates a lot of bullshit and wasted time. So, what were you?"
"I was an A, but I think now that I'd rather be a B."
"I've got a lot of B girls on days and you might not get a lot of work until you have been with me for a while and some of my other girls with seniority leave."
"Let me guess. I'll just bet that you could really use another A girl on days."
"Annie said you were sharp."
"I'm also married. I think that and the fact that I've been out of the game for five years means I'd better go with column B."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"When are you going to start?" Annie asked.
"This afternoon. Some guy needs some arm candy when he goes to a cocktail party. I'm supposed to pretend I'm his girlfriend. I got the idea he is gay and is trying to hide it."
"Well I guess that answers what would have been my next question."
"Which would have been?"
"Were you going to fuck him. Not likely if he's gay."
"If he wasn't gay why would you think I'd fuck him?"
"Hey sweetie, you were the one who said she was going to go bar hopping to find yourself a stud while John was away. That's how we got into the escort discussion, remember?"
"I was just blowing off steam."
"Yeah, and that's why you called Jim instead of finding a secretary's job to hold you until you could send out resumes to find something in Marketing. How are you going to hide it from John?"
"Tell him that I'm working as secretary and file clerk for a temp agency. That will explain the erratic hours and not give him a work number he can call."
"So you are going on Jim's B list?"
"Yeah. All I want is to get out of the house and get a little spending money."
"Bullshit! I know you girlfriend. You will have a strange cock in you before John gets home. Maybe even more than one."
"No Annie, I don't think so."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was remembering that conversation with Annie as I walked into the cocktail party on Phil's arm. I was surprised when I met him in the hotel bar. He was a hunk! If he were gay it would be a crying shame. My pussy tingled when he shook my hand and I swear that my pussy got wet when I looked into his deep brown eyes as he said:
"So nice to meet you."
He asked me what I wanted to drink, ordered it and when it came he said:
"What I need from you is to hang on my arm, look adoringly at me and give the impression that you can't wait to get me out of there and into bed. Is that something you can do?"
"Shouldn't be a problem."
He took a small box out of his pocket and handed it to me. "I need you to wear these and make sure that they get seen."
I opened the box and found a wedding and engagement ring set. I raised my left hand so he could see it and said:
"I already have a set."
"Are you married or are they just for show?"
"I'm married."
"Even better. It should be a piece of cake for you to play the part of a married woman with her lover. Curious?"
"No, not in the least. You are paying for my time and that's all I have to know. However, if you walk away from me during the evening to go to the john or something it would help if I knew some things in case someone comes up to talk with me while you're gone. Things like where did we meet, how long have we been a couple, what do you do for a living and other stuff like that. Or should I just say, "Sorry, you need to ask Phil."
"I'm a stock broker. We met when you had a flat tire and I stopped to help you put on the spare and I have a large three bedroom apartment on Columbus Square. Anything else can be answered with a "Don't you think that is just a little personal?" After all, you are a married woman and you don't need things getting back to your hubby, right? One other thing. Is it going to make you uncomfortable if I touch you, fondle you a little and act as a man normally does with his lady love?"



"No, I believe I can handle it."
But it did bother me and in ways that I never expected. For the next three hours I hung on his arm and was touched, kissed and then touched and kissed some more. By the time the affair was over I was hot enough to fuck and there I was with a husband out of town and I was with a gay man who couldn't do me any good. It looked as if I might be hitting the bars looking for a stud after all. As we were leaving the party Phil said:
"I have a room here. Could you come up?"
I don't know what he saw on my face, but he said, "What's the matter, did I say something wrong?"
"Well no, not exactly, but you did take me by surprise."
"How so?"
"I was led to believe that you were gay and that I was just serving as camouflage."
He broke out laughing. "You were camouflage, but I'm not gay, thank God."
"I don't understand."
"I've been having an affair with my bosses wife. It ended a couple of weeks ago, but I heard through the grapevine that he suspects she is cheating and he heard that I was having an affair with a married woman. He put two and two together, got four, and I decided I needed to give Marsha some cover and throw him off the track. So today I showed up with my married lover and he saw that it wasn't his wife. The problem I now have is that all the kissing and touching has me pretty wound up. I know that my fee for what you were hired for doesn't cover what I'm suggesting, but I was hoping that we could come to an arrangement."
"Play for pay you mean?"
"Well yes, I guess that is just what I mean. Do you do that sort of thing?"
"I hadn't planned on it, but I suppose we can work something out."
"Do you have specific rates?"
"Since I don't usually do this, no I don't. Tell you what sweetie, why don't you just give me what you think I'm worth when we are done."
We went up to his room and I swear that if it wasn't for my panties I would have been dripping on the floor by the time he closed the door behind us.
"If you are anywhere as horny as I am," I said, "We won't waste any time on slow strip teases or foreplay. I say lets get naked and get it on."
"A girl after my own heart" he said as he started to strip.
I only had a dress, bra and panties to get out of (I kept my heels on) so I was on the bed, legs spread wide, when Phil finally got naked. He moved between my legs and I fleetingly thought of John, but then I caught my breath as Phil slipped his cock between my pussy lips. I was so hot and wet that he slid easily in and his first hard thrust into my long neglected pussy almost made me cum.
I raised my legs and put them on Phil's shoulders so I could draw him deeper into me. He sensed my urgency and he began to fuck me hard and fast.
"Oh God yes," I moaned, "I need this, I need this, fuck me lover, fuck me."
My whole being was concentrated in my pussy as Phil pumped in and out of me. The almost two months that John had ignored me had me more than ready and I could feel the tidal wave of orgasm coming at me. I could hear the "slush slush" sound as Phil's cock pounded into my soaking wet pussy and then I came so hard that I screamed.
Phil kept slamming his cock into me and I could tell he wouldn't last much longer. "Cum for me baby, cum for me" I moaned and he groaned, "Oh God" and I felt the hot wetness of his cum as he sprayed my insides. He held himself over me as his cock went soft and then he pulled out.
No way was I ready to stop. The slut within me had been freed from her cage and she was going to burn Phil down. I quickly changed positions and went to work on Phil's cock with my mouth. I started out sucking him slowly, gently, and then I took him deeper into my mouth. My tongue slithered around his cock and Phil's hands went to the back of my head and held it as his cock began to come back to life. Soon he was fucking my mouth and he was going to choke me if I let him continue so I put both hands on his thighs and pushed back. His cock fell from my mouth and I whispered:
"Let me, let me do it."
I took him back in my mouth and gently sucked as I bobbed my head up and down. I reached for his balls with one hand and caressed them. I felt him push my legs apart and then he trailed kisses down my belly, past my pussy to my thighs. He licked the insides of my thighs and then moved up to taste my pussy. He pushed his tongue between my soft lips and licked at my sensitive clit. Phil licked and sucked and I licked and sucked and I felt the onset of another orgasm. I pulled away from him, climbed over him and used my right hand to guide him into me and then I slammed myself down on him hard and my body shivered as I climaxed. His hands held my hips as I moved up and down on him and I came and I came and I came.
Phil wrapped his arms around me and rolled me over onto my back and slammed his cock deep into me. I moaned as he pushed into me and then he began fucking me hard. I wrapped my legs around him and locked my heels behind him. My fingernails dug into his ass cheeks as I tried to pull him deeper into me and fucked back up at him. For a minute we tore at each other and then Phil groaned. He stiffened, thrust into me as deep as he could and I felt his cock spasm and throb as he emptied into me and I had another orgasm. Phil pulled out of me and fell to the bed next to me.
"Damn! That was intense. Leave your husband, marry me."
I laughed and reached for his cock and began to fondle it as I said, "Are you sure you could handle me?"
I moved and took his cock in my mouth and licked and sucked on him. It took a while, but I got him up again. We fucked twice more and I had my mouth on him trying to coax one more out of him when he pushed me away:
"Enough already, enough! I quit, I surrender, you win."
I disappointedly let his limp cock fall from my mouth, "Are you sure? I don't need to hurry home."
"Yes, yes you do. You have to go before you fuck me to death."
"Party pooper."
As I was getting dressed he slipped some money in my purse and said, "I dropped my card in your purse. If you ever get single again, give me a call."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As the elevator moved down toward the lobby I looked to see what Phil had tucked into my purse. I found eight hundred dollars. Eight hundred for a fucking that I had desperately needed anyway. So now I was a play for pay girl just as I had been back during my college days and knowing me as well as I did it wouldn't be long before I was calling Jim and telling him to put me on the A list.
To be continued.
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Tuesday morning at nine Jim called me and asked me how things had gone with my first date.
"Smooth as silk. It was almost like I never quit."
"I need a girl to lean against a car at an auto show for three days. She needs to be sexy looking so as to draw men over to the car and I thought of you. Can you do it?"
"I suppose."
"You don't sound all that enthused."
"To tell you the truth I was planning on calling you today and telling you to put me on you're A list. Leaning on as car doesn't sound as exciting as what I could be doing as an A girl."
"Too bad. That would have worked out well if you could work nights. The regional sales manager of the car company whose product you will be leaning on is on my special client list and he wanted me to set him up for the three nights of the show."
"I can do nights this week. My husband is out of town on business and won't be home until Saturday."
"Good. Moving you to the A list means I can cover this gig with one girl instead of two. You demo the car from three to nine and then you party with Don. One problem though."
"What?"
"Before a girl goes on my A list I have to check her out. You know, to make sure that my customers are getting a quality product?"
"Why am I not surprised."
"Your place or mine?"
"Yours. My one iron clad rule in this is that nothing is ever going to go on in my husbands house."
Jim gave me directions to his place and when I got there he cut right to the chase.
"One of the things we have to do is get some glamour photos taken of you for the picture book and we need to come up with a work name for you."
"Shannon is the one I used in Chicago. It is close enough to Shelly that I can work with it."
"Okay. Next, What are you willing to do and what will you say no to?"
"Anything that doesn't cause me pain or mark me in anyway is okay. Why?"
"I have some clients with, shall we say, 'exotic desires' and I try to fit them with a girl who is into the same type of thing or who will at least tolerate it."
"Like what?"
"Things like water sports and light bondage. I have one customer who likes to be tied up and then sucked off. I have two that like to be whipped with a belt another who likes to have his ass taken by a woman wearing a strap on."
"I could do all of that, but I won't let it be done to me. Like I said, anything that doesn't involve pain for me or mark my body in any way."
"Anal and oral?"
"Of course."
"Okay sweetie, let's see what you got."
He dropped his pants to exposed his hard cock and said, "Let's start with a blow job."
I looked at his hard cock and then I dropped to my knees in front of him. I stuck my tongue out and lapped his cock head several times and then I took him in my mouth and began to suck on him like my life depended on it which in a way it did. He was the man who was going to see to it that I got well laid and paid. I kissed, licked and sucked on his balls. I took his cock all the way into my mouth and took his balls in one hand and caressed them as I stroked the underside of his cock with my tongue.
I locked my lips tight around him and started bobbing my head up and down; taking more of him in every time. I moved my head faster, fucking him with my mouth. For several minutes I alternated slow with fast and sucked with all my might and then I felt his balls tighten in my hand. His hands grabbed the back of my head and the cum shot out the end of his cock and hit the back of my throat. I gulped greedily and swallowed every drop that he spit out and continued sucking on him until he was limp. I took his soft cock in my hand, licked it clean and then took him back in my mouth and went to work at getting him back up.
Several minutes later he was rampant and he said, "Okay sweetie, now lets try some anal."
Jim's cock was the perfect size for ass fucking. It was long and slim and I shivered in anticipation of the pleasure it was going to give me. I moved over to the couch against the wall and got on all fours. Jim opened a desk drawer and got out a tube of KY Jelly. He moved up behind me and rubbed some KY around my asshole, put some on a finger and then inserted it in me. He worked it around and then he added a second finger and worked the both of them to loosen me up.
He brought his hard cock up to my anal rosebud, placed the head against the tiny puckered opening and then pushed. I felt the head pop past the sphincter and I let out a long low moan as he began to slowly work himself in deeper and deeper. God, it had been so long since John had done me there and I had really missed the full feeling. Jim worked himself deeper and deeper into my ass. God did I ever feel hot. Jim slowly started stroking into me and I pushed back at him to meet his thrusts.
I felt like such a slut. Here I was, a married woman who loved her husband, on my hands and knees giving my ass to another man, and I was loving it.
"Oh yeah, fuck my ass, fuck my ass" I moaned as I reached under me and began fingering my pussy. My fingers found my swollen clit and I rubbed it as Jim pumped my ass. He was in as deep as he could go and I felt his hips hit my ass as he plowed into me. And then I felt it; the sudden heat centered in my pussy that told me an orgasm was coming.
"Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard. I'm on the edge baby, get me there, make me cum baby, make me cum."
Jim slammed into me several more times and I screamed as the climax hit me. Thirty seconds later Jim shot his hot liquid into my butt and I fell forward on the couch. Jesus did I ever feel good and I still had to give him my pussy. I was just about to tell him to go wash his dick so I could suck him hard again when I glanced at my watch and saw what time it was. I quickly got up and started grabbing up my clothes. I was pulling on my skirt when he said:
"Hey? What are you doing? I haven't had your pussy yet."
"It will have to wait until the next time if you expect me to take care of your car and your regional manager. I need to hurry home and shower. I also need to find something suitable to wear."
"Do you have a little black dress?"
"Doesn't every girl?"
"That and high heels should do it. Ooze sex to get the men over to your display and the sales people on duty will do the rest. Same get up will work for Don after the show."
"We haven't discussed money yet."
"Forty bucks an hour for modeling with the car and it is all yours. Three hundred an hour or fifteen hundred for all night and I get thirty-five percent."
He saw the look on my face and asked, "Questions?"
"No, just surprised. DeAngelo took half."
"I'm not greedy sweetie. Besides, I get to sample the help. A form of quality control if you know what I mean."
"What is Don going to want?"
"The big three - pussy, ass and mouth - and he likes all night if possible, and with Don when I say all night I mean he will fuck you all night. Drain him so he can't get it up anymore and he will tip you big. I don't take a cut on tips."
"Well Don is in luck because my husband is out of town all week on a business trip so I can give Don all night.""
"Does that mean you are free for an all night tomorrow also?"
"Maybe, maybe not."
"What does that mean?"
"If Sam is the perpetual hard on you make him out to be my pussy might be too sore for me to want to use it tomorrow night."
Jim laughed and said, "Somehow I think that you will be up to the task. You sweetie, are going to make us some money."
To be continued.
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I arrived at the convention center at one-thirty and told the security guard at the front door that I was there to see Don Harkness. He consulted a clipboard and then asked me what my name was and then he picked up a phone and made a call.
"Mr. Harkness? There is a Shelly Dawson here to see you. Yes sir."
He hung up and told me that Mr. Harkness would be right down. About two minutes later a tall, attractive, middle aged man came up to the desk.
"Shelly?"
"Yes."
He offered me his hand and said, "Don Harkness. Follow me please. We have to go to the office and get you your credentials and a parking pass. Queen told you the hours, right?"
"He said three to nine."
"Good. Actually it will only be until seven on the last day of the show. That's when we have to start breaking down the exhibits. Jim also told me that the girl he was sending over would be staying later than nine - much later in fact - is that also your understanding?"
"Yes it is."
"How long do I have?"
"How long do you want?"
He looked me up and down and then said, "Until the end of the show and then some."
"Given our rates won't that be a bit expensive?"
"Yes, but I'm betting that you are worth it."
"Well Cinderella has a deadline. I have to be home no later than eight in the morning on Saturday."
"No problem, no problem at all. Come on, I'll show you the car and explain what you have to do."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Forty dollars an hours was pretty good money for just standing around and showing a lot of leg, but Good God was it boring as hell. It got to be just a little bit exciting after I decided that I had to break the boredom. Whenever a bunch of cute guys were at the railing looking at me (I knew it wasn't the car they were looking at) I would time it so I was sliding onto the seat of the car as the rotation of the turntable brought me in line with the guys. I let my skirt ride up so they could see the top of my nylons and my garter belt. Twice, when I saw a really nice hunk, I let it ride up enough that they got a glimpse of my thong.
It broke the boredom of leaning on the car or standing next to it with a smile on my face, but it was also making me horny as hell. I kept looking at the clock and trying to will nine o'clock to hurry up and arrive. By the time it did I was ready to pull Don up onto the turntable and do him in front of God and everybody. Don helped me down off the turntable and smiled at me.
"Hell of a show you put on sweetie. You had every hard dick in the house at our display at one time or another. It was all I could do to keep from coming up there and taking you on the back seat."
"You should have; I was ready."
"Hopefully you still are."
"Find us a broom closet honey, I'm not sure I can wait till we get up to your room."
"Oh my, and I've got you for three days."
"And nights honey, don't forget the nights."
Even though my husband had not taken care of his duties for the last two months I would have thought that the session with Phil the previous night and my "interview" with Jim that morning would have taken the edge off my need to get laid. But it seemed like just the opposite was true. Phil and Jim had merely whetted my appetite. Once in the room I turned to Don and said:
"How do you want it honey? A slow strip, some teasing and a lot of foreplay, or would you like to get right into feeling how hot and hungry my pussy is?"
"At the rates I'm paying sweetie I don't want to waste a minute of time. Lets get naked and get to it, but leave the heels on."
I stripped down and left my heels on and he took me in his arms and kissed me. Our tongues wrestled and a hand went to my right breast and caressed it. The kiss got steamier and his hand pinched my nipple sending waves of pleasure through me. I put my arms around his neck and he lifted me and carried me to the bed and lowered me onto it. I spread my legs and looked up at him and smiled as he looked down on me.
I saw the lust in his eyes as he climbed on the bed with me. He ran a hand up my leg and his fingers probed my wet opening and touched my clit, which made me moan and throw my head back. I was hot; I had been anticipating this all day and God knows that I was steaming hot. He lowered his head and his lips touched my pussy and my body arched up from the bed as if I had received a shock.
His tongue took the place of his fingers in my pussy and searched for and found my clit and my body tingled as if electricity were running through it. His fingers pulled my pussy lips apart and his tongue traveled over the exposed surface and his mouth sucked on my clit. I thrust my hips up off the bed as I had an orgasm and he raised his head, smiled at me and said:
"Liked that did you?"
"You do have a way about you" I gasped out as I got up and pushed him down on his back. "My turn" I said as my hands reached for his balls. I lowered my head and m mouth engulfed the head of his cock. As I licked and sucked on him his hands were busy on my body. His right hand rolled a nipple between thumb and forefinger and his left hand was busy on my cunt.
I locked my lips around his cock and bobbed my head up and down. After a minute of that Don pulled out of my mouth and pushed me back down on the bed. I spread my legs wide for him and he moved between them and drove his cock into me and started pounding my pussy like he owned it and right then he did. He fucked me hard and fast and in minutes I felt the heat building up inside me again.
"Oh God baby, I'm going to cum. Get me there, get me there, do it, do it, do it" I cried and he fucked me hard and I exploded.
Seconds later I felt his cock throb as he pumped his cum into me. He didn't wait for his dick to go soft and it was still spurting as he pulled out of me and moved over me in a sixty-nine. I captured his cock with my mouth and tasted our combined juices as he tongue lapped at my pussy. Quicker than I would have thought possible for a man of his age he was hard and erect and I thought back to my meeting with Jim that morning and my "perpetual hard on" comment.
As soon as he was hard he swung back around and drove into me again and I hissed out:
"Oh God yes, so good, so fucking good."
Don pushed his cock deep into me and started fucking me. I raised my legs and locked them around him and my hands clawed at his back as I shoved my hips up at him. Having Don's cock deep in me gave me a joyous feeling that I hadn't had in months. It took him longer because he had already cum twice, but he didn't slack off. He pounded hard into me and I felt the heat building again. I was moaning and Don was grunting. He slammed into me hard and I screamed out "OH SHIT!" as my orgasm burst inside my body. I locked my arms around Don and held him tight against me as he gave a shout and his cock spasmed and his warmth flooded my pussy.
He fell to the bed beside me and we both stared up at the ceiling breathing heavily. One of his hands was on my leg and after about a minute it started moving up my leg and his fingers started sliding into me again. I asked:
"Don't you ever get enough?"
"No I don't sweetie, not ever."
Within a minute we were in another sixty-nine and five minutes after that he was fucking me again. I'd done gangbangs in college that hadn't taken the toll on me that fucking with Don had. I fell asleep around midnight only to be awakened at five by a mouth sucking my clit and we started in again.
As I was dressing to leave Don said, "Bring a change of clothes and an overnight bag and you won't need to leave tomorrow."
"We could just skip my working the car and I wouldn't have to leave now."
"Damn, but that sure is a tempting idea, but that car is how I justify my expenses on my expense account including a good part of what you get. Nope. You have to work the car."
"Spoil sport."
"Hurry back and we can have a quick one before you have to start work."
"Yeah, right, and then spend six hours going around and around on the turntable with cum running down my legs. No thank you. We will both just have to wait until tonight.
I thought about the last two days as I was going down in the elevator and I was smiling at the evil thought I was having as I stepped out of the elevator into the lobby - "Thank you for ignoring me John, and thereby making Phil, Jim, Don and God only knows how many others possible."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Annie was home and I went over to have a cup of coffee with her.
"Long night?" she asked.
"Six hours of leaning on a goddamned car followed by another four hours of almost non-stop sex followed by five hours of sleep and then another two hours of sex."
"You walking bow legged yet?"
"No, but by the time this gig is over I just may very well be."
"Better save a little bit for John; he may just be horny when he gets home."
"Fuck him. If he had done his job this never would have happened. If he wants sex when he gets home it is going to be one of those "Sorry, but I have a headache" nights and he can do without like I have been for the last two months."
"I thought you loved him?"
"I do Annie, I really do, but I've been having serious doubts that he loves me. It just isn't natural at our age to go without sex for two months. I'm wondering if maybe it is just me he doesn't want to have sex with. I wonder if maybe he has some slut on the side that he sees when he goes on his business trips or when he says he's working late."
"Oh come on Shell, he wouldn't do that."
"I don't know Annie, but it doesn't matter now because I'm getting my fill. My problem has gone from no sex to what do I do with the money. By the end of this week I'll have made almost four thousand dollars."
"Don't let it go to your head sweetie, most weeks it will only be between nine hundred and twelve hundred bucks after taxes, FICA and Medicare are deducted. You could make more if you could get out of the house at night."
"Jim actually takes that out?"
"On the fee for escorting he does, but not on your play money."
"I still have to figure out what to do with the money."
"Rent a safe deposit box at a bank other than the one you use for your joint checking with John and open a checking account in the same bank, but keep the balance low. You don't ever want to have to explain to the IRS where the money came from."
"I need to find out what legitimate temporary help makes so I can bring the right amount home."
"You going to put it in your regular account?"
"Fuck no! This is my money to do with what I want. I don't ever intend to have to ask "Mr. We can't Afford It" for another dime."
"You sound like you have decided that you are in for the long haul."
"To be honest Annie, I only did it because John pissed me off big time and I overreacted. I'd give it up tomorrow if John would just start chasing me around the bedroom again. I wouldn't even be on the B list; I'd find a job as a file clerk for my spending money."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was another night of watching the clock slowly tick off the seconds on its way toward nine. With nothing to do except stand around and look pretty I had lots of time to think. The problem with that was that I had too much to think about. I thought about what I was doing and what would happen if I were found out. I thought about how easy it would be to just walk away from it and go back to my humdrum stay at home existence. That thought reminded me of John's "I'm the man of the house, the breadwinner, and no wife of mine will work" attitude and his cheap ways except where he was concerned. But mostly I remembered the lack of sex for two months. The lack of sex thoughts brought me to the enjoyment of the last two days, which brought me right back to the thoughts of what would happen if I got caught. It was just one damned vicious circle.
I got a lunch break at six and Don took me to dinner. "You do realize that food is not what I want to be feeding you right now don't you?" he said.
"It is a nice thought lover, but I need sustenance to build up my energy levels if I'm going to hang in there with you tonight."
"Did you bring an overnight bag so you don't have to leave and go home in the morning?"
"No baby, I thought about it, but I decided that I really need to go home if only to see if there are any messages from my husband."
"Are you really married or is it reverse camouflage?"
"Reverse camouflage? What's that?"
"A lot of married women who work in restaurants and bars won't wear their rings thinking that if the guys think they may be available to be hit on their tips will be better. That's camouflage. Reverse would be to wear rings if you aren't married just to keep the wolves at bay."
"Sorry baby, but they are real and please, please, please don't go fishing. None of that "What's a nice girl like you doing" stuff. You seem to be enjoying it so leave it alone, okay?"
"Can't blame me for wondering and maybe even hoping."
"Hoping? Hoping for what?"
"For what I pay Queen when I come to this town I could set up a mistress in an apartment and save a ton. We seem to get along pretty well and if your marriage was phony I thought I might ask you."
"How sweet Don, but I'm afraid I would have to say no. I'm having some problems with my significant other right now, but nothing I don't expect to be able to fix given a little time."
"So much for that idea. I guess it is time to get you back to work."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At nine Don helped me climb down from the turntable and by nine-ten we were tearing at each other's clothes. I staggered out the door of Don's room at six-fifteen and I swear my pussy was so full I sloshed when I walked. Two nights in a row Don had fucked me silly and I still had one more night to go.
To be continued.
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Chp.4 The Cowboy
As I poured cream in my coffee Annie said, "So, have you decided yet?"
"Decided what?"
"About what you are going to do?"
"About what?"
"Are you going to keep working for Jim or are you over your hissy fit at John?"
"Why would you ask me that?"
"Oh come on girlfriend, I know you. You only called Jim because you were really, really pissed at John over money and lack of sex. I wasn't at all surprised when you told me that you spread for your first date, but I did expect that he would be the only one and that you would have gotten the mad out of your system. I sure didn't expect anything like your two nights with the car guy."
"To be honest about it neither did I. I never intended to do Phil. I was just going to be a nice little B list girl, hang on his arm, look pretty and then come on home. Phil just happened and I'm afraid that it woke up something in me that I thought I had buried and put away for good."
"Buried? What are you talking about?"
"I was a slut in high school and college. I loved sex and I took all I could get. Back then to me a double date didn't me, my guy and another couple; it meant me and two guys. I even did a gangbang or two. I loved sex Annie, and I just could not get enough. That was one of the reasons it was so easy for me to become an escort. All that sex and I got paid for it too. When I met John I had to bury that side of me or he would have caught the wind and been gone. Luckily he loved sex as much as I did and we were a perfect match until just lately. I'm afraid that the combination of John stopping having sex with me and my giving in to Phil has let the slut in me out of her jail cell."
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know Annie, I really don't know."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did know what I was going to be doing that night though. I knew that I would be naked and spread out on the bed in Don's room and my pussy tingled just thinking about it.
I was sitting at my vanity applying my makeup when the phone rang and when I answered it was John.
"I've been invited to play golf with some guys at their country club. It is a private course, not open to the public and I stand a good chance of signing two of them as clients. I won't be home until late Sunday. Sorry to screw up your weekend honey, but the deal is just too good to pass up."
I wondered if the bitch was a blond, brunette or red head, but I kept the sarcasm out of my voice as I said:
"You just go ahead and do what you have to do John. I'll find some way to keep me busy."
As I hung up the phone I said to myself, "Yes indeed, I will most definitely find some way to keep me busy." I got up from the vanity, went over to the closet, got out an overnight bag and packed it. Then I picked up the phone and called Don.
"Hi there stud. Still want a nooner?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The nooner was a major mistake on my part. All it did was wind me up and I spent the rest of the afternoon and evening antsy to get the auto show over so I could get back up to Don's room. By the time seven rolled around and people started tearing down the show I was ready to do Don on the backseat of the damned car. It came as a big let down when he said we had a cocktail party we had to go to before we could go to his room.
"You haven't lost your allure sweetie, it is just that this party is one of the places that business gets done. I promise that we won't stay long, but I do have two or three people that I have to talk with."
I was disappointed and I suppose that I might have even pouted if I hadn't had a sudden flash of reality smack me in the head. "This isn't a love affair stupid. The man is paying for your time. You might want to fuck right now, but if he doesn't you wait until he does."
"What was that?"
"What was what?"
"That look that just swept across your face."
"Nothing honey, I just remembered something I forgotten. Come on, let's go to your party and I'll do my best to make everyone envy you."
I was surprised to find that I was the only woman at the party and as such I seemed to attract a lot of attention. I pretty much stayed on Don's arm as he moved around and talked to people. About half an hour after we got there Don turned to me and said:
"I've got to sneak off and talk to a couple of guys. You think you will be okay being alone for a few?"
"I don't know lover. From the way some of them are looking at me I feel like a gazelle standing alone in a clearing surrounded by a pride of man eating lions."
"Come on then, I'll get you some protection."
He took my arm and walked me over to a tall lanky looking guy who looked like he just stepped off of a horse. He was wearing Levi's held up by a belt with a buckle that was as big as a pie plate, cowboy boots, a brush popper shirt and a string tie. All that was missing was the ten gallon hat and I would bet that it was in the room somewhere and that he was just too well mannered to wear it indoors. I was not the least surprised when Don introduced him to me as Tex.
"Tex here will protect you from all the starving lions and see to it that I get you back safe and sound."
As Don walked away I asked, "And just what is it that makes him so sure of you?"
He answered me with an honest to God Texas drawl, "Well mam, I reckon he knows I need the job. I work for the man and he pays me well. He knows that I won't do anything that will screw that up."
"That's a hell of a shot to my ego. Here I am thinking that any man would give up anything for me and now I find that it just isn't so. Well, at least you can get me a fresh drink and then you can tell me about your horse while we wait for Don."
He gave me a funny look and said, "How did you know I had a horse?"
"I just took a shot in the dark honey. Tell me all about your horse."
"Horses. I have three of them."
For the next half-hour Tex and I talked about his horses, his small ranch where he kept them, his dog and his job working for Don. Then Tex switched the conversation to me.
"You aren't anything at all like the women that Don usually brings to this gathering."
"How so?"
"He usually has a gal from an escort service."
"Guilty."
"You? But I saw the rings."
"What can I say? Married women need loving too."
Just then Don came up to us. "I see that you are none the worse for wear so I guess Tex held the lions and wolves at bay."
"He did a great job. So good in fact that I was just about ready to find a broom closet somewhere so I could properly thank him."
I said that without thinking. It was just supposed to tweak Don's nose a little for abandoning me for so long, but what happened was that Don turned to Tex:
"I didn't know that the lady had a kinky side. How about it Tex, want to join us?"
"Don't mind if I do."
"Well go make your manners then and we can take this little lady to my room and party with her."
As Tex walked away to say good-bye to whomever he needed to say good-bye to I said, "I don't know if I can do this. I was just making a small joke there."
"Never had a threesome before?"
"Not that; it's just that this is my first week working for Jim Queen and I really don't know all the rules yet. I don't know if I'm allowed to do it if it hasn't been arranged for ahead of time."
"Don't you worry about it. I've done it before and it won't be a problem. I'm paying for your time and what I chose to do with it, within certain limits of course, is okay."
"Easy for you to say, but I don't want to start out my relationship with Jim by getting on his bad side over something I should not have done."
"Again sweetie, don't you worry about it. I'm one of his better customers and I'll handle it if necessary."
Tex came back and Don took my arm, "Come on sweetie, lets go party."
I hadn't done a threesome since my college days, but, like riding a bicycle, once you learn how you never forget. Once in the room the three of us stripped and then Don took me in his arms and gave me a warm kiss. As our tongues swirled and wrestled I felt the heat building. I had been hotter than a forest fire all afternoon and I was ready to boil over.
I broke the kiss with Don and leaned over toward Tex. I exchanged a passionate kiss with him while Don worked on my breasts with his hands. I broke the kiss with Tex and moved back to Don. The kisses were longer now and Tex joined Don in playing with my breasts. My nipples were erect and Tex bent his head and took the right one in his mouth. Don broke our kiss and bent to suck the left one. I slid my hands down their bodies and found their hard cocks and I took one in each hand and began stroking them.
Two sets of fingers went to my pussy and started finger fucking me. I mewled and both men stopped what they were doing and lifted me up and placed me on the bed. I lay on my back as Don finger fucked me and Tex sucked on my right tit while rolling my left nipple between his fingers. I had a cock in each hand and I was stroking them both at the same time. I gasped and I panted and cried out in desire and Don pulled his fingers out of my cunt, spread my legs and moved between them. He pushed his cock into my wet hole and I pushed my hips up to meet him.
Tex left my tits and his mouth came down on mine and we exchanged a passionate kiss. Tex continued to play with my tits as Don fucked me. After a couple of minutes I cried out:
"Fuck me, fuck me, make me cum."
Don pushed into me faster and harder and I bucked up at him and moaned:
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes."
He put on a burst of speed and I felt him release in me as I was caught up in my own orgasm. Don pulled out of me and Tex lifted and pushed me into the dog position and shoved his cock into my cum dripping hole. Don moved around and lay down on the bed in front of me and I enveloped his cock with my mouth. Tex pounded into me from the back and my head bobbed up and down on Don's cock taking a little more of it in on each downward push. I felt his cock head hit the back of my throat just as Tex moaned:
"Oh God, I can't hold it any longer" and he pushed his load into me.
Seconds later Don spurted and his cock hit the back of my throat and triggered my orgasm. Both men pulled out of me and 'high fived' while I tried to catch my breath. Don and Tex laid down on the bed with me between them and I took a limp dick in each hand and began fondling them. After a minute or so I moved down and took Don's dick in my mouth and went to work on it. After thirty or so seconds I switched to Tex's rod and then I alternated until they were both hard.
Don was paying the bill so I mounted him first and fucked him cowgirl until he got close to coming and then he wrapped his arms around me and rolled me over so I was on my back and then he screwed the living hell out of me. I had two orgasms before he spilled himself in me and then got out of the way so Tex could take me. Don pushed his cock in my mouth and for the next forty-five minutes the two of them took turns using my pussy and my mouth. I came so many times that I was starting to feel weak. And then suddenly both men were tired and the three of us fell on the bed to rest and I fell asleep.
I got maybe an hour of sleep and then I woke up as Don was pushing me into position. Tex was leaning against the headboard with his cock erect and throbbing and I knew what was expected of me. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around him just as Don entered me from the back. Don was fucking me for all he was worth and I was crying out that I loved his cock and begging him to keep fucking me. He slammed hard into me and came and then he switched places with Tex and Tex fucked me through two more orgasms until he pumped his load into me.
Don pulled me over to the edge of the bed. With my legs hanging over the side Don moved in behind me and pushed his cock at my puckered asshole. I whined and mewled as he fed inch after inch of hard cock into my butt. I started pushing back at him and he slowly started fucking me.
Tex laid down in front of me and I went after his limp cock and sucked on it while Don slammed his cock into my tight ass. My mouth was making slurping sounds as I moaned around Tex's cock and he was moaning:
"Suck it baby girl, suck it."
Don was pounding his cock into my ass and my sphincter was gripping him and milking his cock. My body was wracked by a series of small orgasms and I felt the hot wetness as Don shot into me. He pulled out and Tex pulled me up on the bed, pushed me on my back, lifted my legs up onto his shoulders and drove into me. He plowed me fast and furious for several minutes while I pushed my pussy up at him and had orgasm after orgasm. Don went and washed off his cock and pushed it into my mouth and after Tex had cum in me he mounted me and then it was Tex in my ass while I rode up and down on Don's cock. After that it was Tex or Don in one hole or the other until the three of us fell exhausted on the bed and slept like logs.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up around six-thirty because of the fingers that were playing in my pussy. I looked down and saw Tex with his face only inches away from my love nest watching as his fingers worked on me. I got up on an elbow to look at him and he smiled at me.
"Wakey, wakey, baby girl. It's time to play some more" and he pushed my legs apart.
I was expecting him to mount me, but what he did shocked the hell out of me. He leaned forward and started to eat my pussy. That had never been done before. Oh, I'd had my box munched on before - countless times - but never when it was full of cum. Between Don and Tex they must have put a pint or two in me and as I hadn't yet been to the bathroom it was all still in me.
It felt so wanton and depraved and I couldn't believe how excited it got me. Sucking on my clit, wiggling his tongue around in me and the slurping noises he made as he cleaned me out brought me to a quick orgasm and had me humping my pussy at his mouth. I was already looking forward to more sex with him and Don again so Tex could eat me out again. He stopped and started to pull away and I cried out:
"No, don't stop, please don't stop."
"Sorry baby girl, but I have to leave a little in there to ease me in" and he moved between my legs and his cock split my pussy lips and lanced into me.
I looked around. "Where's Don?"
"He had to leave."
"Is he coming back?"
"No. He left you an envelope and told me to tell you that he would be back in a month and he plans to ask for you."
While he was telling me that he was working his cock deeper and deeper into me and I moaned and locked my legs behind his back and pushed my butt up at him. It occurred to me that I might get into trouble with Jim, but I also realized that I wasn't going to stop at that point. I pushed up at him and we fucked.
It was pure animal lust and that's how we treated it - we went at each other like animals. He was slamming into me and I was grinding into him. My nails were clawing at his back and my heels were drumming on the backs of his legs. All too soon I felt my climax start to build and just as it rushed at me Tex moaned and I felt his sperm boil out of the end of his cock and splash over my insides. I pulled his face to me and kissed him deeply as his cock lost its stiffness and he pulled out of me.
"I don't want to stop baby girl, I want to go again and again and again. I don't think I can ever get enough of you."
"Thank you for the compliment, but I'm not going to do anymore until I've had breakfast and made a phone call."
"Who you gonna call?"
"My boss. I need to find out if this is all right. I was Don's date and now Don is gone. I have to check in and find out what the rules are."
Tex called room service and ordered breakfast and then I used the phone to call Jim. I explained what happened and asked him what I should do.
"Do what you want to do. Don paid for an all night so you were his until he was done with you. If he wanted to have a gangbang party he could do it as long as it was okay with you because you were his for the night. What you are looking at right now is a situation that is no different than if Don paid for two hours and then you had left him, stopped at the hotel bar for a drink, got hit on while you were there and decided to play with the guy. What I'm saying here is that once Don left you are on your own time. Word to the wise though, don't be giving it away to people who know that you are a paid escort. Word will get back to those who paid and they will get pissed and that would be bad for business.
"I see what you are saying. I guess it's a good thing I called and got clarification."
"Call me Monday; I've got something I'd like to give you for Tuesday. Better yet, come see me on Monday; I still haven't sampled your honey pot yet."
I hung up the phone and looked over at Tex. I wanted his cock in me again, but I had recognized the wisdom in what Jim had said. On the other hand I could probably get away with shading the truth a little bit this one time. I looked at my watch and then said:
"Don paid for all night so I'm still on his nickel until eight o'clock and Don did allow you to join us so you are included. You have twenty-one minutes. Think you can get something done in that amount of time?"
"I can if we don't waste any more time jawing."
I sucked him hard and he slid his cock in me and we fucked each other. I was just coming down from my orgasm when there was a knock on the door.
"Damn it," Tex said, "Room service. Why couldn't he have waited just a couple of minutes more."
He got off the bed, pulled on his pants and headed for the door. Just before he opened it he stopped and turned to me:
"What are your rates?"
"Three hundred an hour, fifteen hundred for all night."
"If I give you three hundred will you fuck the room service waiter for his tip so and then let me eat you out when he is done?"
I remembered that delicious feeling that I'd had when he had done just that when I woke up and without thinking I told him yes. Tex opened the door and I suddenly saw how rash my decision had been. The waiter was a fat, ugly and very old black man. As big a slut as I had been in high school and college I had never had sex with a black man until I became an escort and although I had had to fuck some of them for money I had never enjoyed it. Tex saw my facial expression and quickly said:
"Four hundred." I didn't respond and he said, "Five and that's the best I can do."
I wasn't thinking of the money. What was going on in my mind was a war between two thoughts. There was the "Oh yuck" where the old, fat and ugly black man was concerned and the remembrance of how electrified I'd felt when Tex ate my cum filled pussy. My physical senses carried the day. I gave Tex a slight nod and as he signed the bill he said:
"Your tip is over there on the bed. Show him baby girl."
I flipped the sheet off me and let the waiter see my naked body. He took it in and he looked at Tex and said:
"Is you serious?"
"It's your tip if you want it."
"Oh lordy yes, I do wants it, I do."
"Well then get to it. We don't want her breakfast to get cold, do we?"
Besides being short, fat and ugly he had a small cock, but I had agreed to take the money so I had to deliver.
"Come on honey, bring that black sausage over here to me."
He was pathetically eager and I had the feeling that I was going to get him off quick. I pulled my knees back almost to my ears and that opened me up wide for him.
"Come on honey, put that log in me. I'm one white lady who loves black meat. Use me honey; use me like the black cock loving whore that I am."
I saw the little smirk on his face and I knew what was going to happen. I had stroked his ego and got him excited and he was going get done in a hurry which is what I was hoping for. He mounted me and started fucking me and I hissed in his ear:



"Oh yeah baby, stuff that black pole into me."
In a low voice that he hoped that Tex wouldn't hear he said, "Like this missy? Like black meat in your soft white cunt? I gives you all you want missy. You comes back and sees me all you wants and I can see to it you get all the black meat you want. I can gets us a room here any time you wants to come see me. You don't be needin no white man any more cause I gots all the cock you needs."
"Oh God baby, pound me with that black spear. I love it, I love black cock."
"You can has all you wants missy, old Walter will see to that. Old Walter will take care of you missy and you can bets on that."
"Hurry Walter, hurry, I'm almost there, get me off Walter, get me off."
"Here it come missy, here come old Walter's special sauce."
As soon as the door closed behind the tired old black man Tex was on his knees between my legs and lowering his head to my pussy.
"Suck him out of me lover. Slurp up his sauce. Don't leave a fucking drop of his cum in me."
I never did get to the breakfast.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home I thought about everything that had happened to me that week and I was having a hard time deciding whether it was good or if it was bad. The only thing I knew for sure was that for the first time in a long time I was sexually satisfied. The question now facing me was should I confront John over his inattention to me and tell him we needed to get back on track as far as our sex life was concerned or let things ride and enjoy what I had gotten myself into.
To be continued.
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Chp.5 The Computer Nerd
At seven Sunday evening John returned home from his trip. A big hug and a fairly passionate kiss led me to believe that things might just be looking up. That hope was dashed all to hell when we sat down to dinner. Right after "Would you pass the potato's please" he hit me with:
"So have you gotten over the foolishness about getting a job?"
"No John, as a matter of fact I haven't. I started working for Acme Temporary Placement Services on Wednesday."
"I told you that I did not want any wife of mine working. It makes me look like I can't take care of my family."
"And I told you that I was never going to crawl to you again to ask for spending money. You won't give me any so I'll make my own. If this thing with Acme works out I probably won't go anywhere else. If it doesn't I'm going to get out my Marketing Degree and start sending out resumes."
"Why are you being so confrontational over this?"
"It is because I finally woke up to what you have been doing. You have been controlling me with money. Doesn't matter what I want we just can't afford it, but whatever you want we just happen to have enough for you to get. We didn't have money for a dress for me to wear to the class reunion, but you could get a putter you didn't need. We didn't have the money for me to get my hair done, but we have the money for you to go golfing every weekend. You want fishing lures, fishing line, golf balls, subscriptions to Golf Digest, stupid looking clothe to play golf in and you always manage to squeeze enough out of our budget to get what you want. Remember what you said to me the last time I asked for money to get my hair done? "You don't need it. You stay home and don't go anywhere." Well that has changed. I'm not staying home any more and you need to get used to it. And you have only your own tight fisted ways to blame."
"Your attitude isn't helping at all."
"You haven't listened to a word I've said have you? No matter, I've told you the way it is going to be and that's the end of it as far as I'm concerned."
"Well it isn't the end of it from my standpoint."
"It seems like a silly thing to end a marriage over, but if that is the way you want it so be it."
I got up and went upstairs to take a shower and get ready for bed. When I came out of the shower John was sitting on the bed waiting for me. "You would end the marriage over a stupid thing like this?"
"No John, you would end it over a stupid thing like this. You have indicated that there is no give in your position on this and I'm not going to spend the next thirty years facing what we had at the dinner table tonight. And while I'm on the subject of what I'm not going to face for the next thirty years is the lack of a sex life. You have not made love to me in over two months and you have rebuffed every attempt that I've made to get something going. Up till two months ago it was four and five times a week. What happened John? I don't appeal to you anymore? You have a little something on the side; someone who drains you so that you have nothing left for me?"
"Don't be ridiculous."
"I'm not being ridiculous John; I'm being deprived and I'm horny. Get with the program John, or I'm going to change the program on you."
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"Think about it John; you'll figure it out."
"I don't know what has gotten into you lately, but I don't like it."
"Get used to it John, it is the new me. I'm going to bed, are you coming?"
"I'm going to sleep in the spare bedroom until you get over this confrontational thing you have going."
He got up and walked out of the room and as I watched him walk out the door I thought, "Okay John, if that's how you want it."
Honest to God I would have gotten a job as a file clerk and walked away from Jim Queen and his escort agency if John would have shown me any love at all, but he didn't. It was going to be his way or no way and I was just bullheaded enough to say, "Okay, fuck you!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in the kitchen making coffee when John came into the room. No "Good morning" just a "What's for breakfast" in a tone of voice that made me say, "Whatever you are up to fixing for yourself. I need to get ready to go to work" and I took my cup of coffee and went back to the bedroom. I waited until I heard him leave for work and then I called Jim.
"What time do you want me there?"
"How soon can you get here?"
"Give me an hour."
"I'll be waiting."
There wasn't any wasted time. We both knew why I was there and clothes were coming off as soon as the door closed behind me. It was a straight up no frills fuck and I used every trick I knew on him. I got him off in less than four minutes and then I went to my knees and sucked his cock until he was hard again. I pushed him down on his couch and mounted him and then drove myself up and down on him until he came a second time. I raised up off him and went after his cock with my mouth again and he pushed me away.
"Enough" Jim said, "I've got a business to run."
I smiled at him, "Well, am I good enough to work for you?"
"Good enough? Get rid of your husband sweetie and I'll marry you myself. Now get your clothes on before I'm tempted to forget about business and start chasing you around the room."
"Speaking of business, what is this thing you have for me tomorrow?"
"How do you feel about robbing the cradle?"
"You need to explain that."
"It is a weird one. I have a woman who wants her son to lose his cherry. Apparently the kid is some kind of computer genius and all he wants to do is play with his computer. She doesn't think that is healthy and she figures if she gets him laid that will give him two things he will want to do instead of just one."
"How old is he?"
"He will be eighteen tomorrow. You are going to be his birthday present from mom."
"Mom wants an older woman to do the job?"
"She doesn't care. I want to give it to you because you are the youngest looking girl I have working for me. Mom wants the kid to get the full ride - anal, oral and pussy - can you do it?"
"That's kinky. Twelve years younger than me and a virgin to boot. Yeah. I can do it. How are we going to get him away from his computers long enough to get the job done?"
"That's mom's job. She gets him to the hotel room and you take it from there. That brings me to the rest of the weird part."
"There's more?"
"Oh yeah. Mommy is going to watch."
"You're shitting me?"
"Nope. Mom gets him to the hotel room, you de-virginize him and mommy sits there and watches. She may comment, make suggestions or even cheer you on. What do you say?"
"What do you expect me to say? There isn't any way I can say no. I have to see that, I just fucking have to see that."
"Good girl. Now run along, I need to pretend to get something done around here. I'll call you on your cell tomorrow and give you time and place."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I went home and spent the rest of the day on the patio soaking up some sun. Annie came over and we talked until she had to leave for a date. I had diner ready at the normal time, but when an hour went by and John wasn't home I threw everything in the garbage, did the dishes and went into the living room and watched some television. John came home late and didn't say a word to me, just went straight up to the spare bedroom and closed the door.
I didn't get out of bed in the morning and put on the coffee. I stayed in bed until I heard John leave then I got up, put on the coffee and called Annie to see if she was up and then asked her if she wanted a cup. Twenty minutes later she was telling me all about her date from yesterday. Then she asked me how it was going and I brought her up to date on the John situation and then told her what I'd be doing that afternoon.
"Too bad you won't be doing it here. I'd love to hide in the closet and watch that."
"What is the kinkiest thing you have ever done?"
"I went out on what was supposed to be a dinner date at an awards ceremony. The guy was good looking and fun to be with and so I let him talk me into going home with him for five hundred. He was pretty good in the sack and we were going at it on the living room couch when two guys walked in. They were his twin eighteen year old sons and he asked me if I would take care of them. I was already half naked and half fucked and hotter than hell so I did it. The three of them kept me there for seven hours. He tipped me a grand and said he would like to do it again."
"Have you?"
"Not yet. He calls and asks for me and so I see him about once a month, but the two boys are in school back east so it won't happen until they come home on spring or Christmas break."
"But you are going to do it."
"Bet your sweet pussy I am."
Just then my cell phone rang and when I answered it it was Jim. "Room 314 at the Marriott. From one until four. Mommy would like you in high heels, nylons and garter belt when you answer the door."
"That's it? No dress, no slow strip tease, just open the door and be ready to go to my knees?"
"You catch on quick sweetie. Call me when it's over. Curiosity is killing me."
As I hung up Annie said, "Show time?"
"Yep. Curtain going up on me going down."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't know if I would be this kids first naked woman, but if I was I wanted him to remember me fondly (lustfully was more like it) so I prepped myself for him. I got to the room early and then used my vibrator to get my pussy nice and wet. I played with my nipples until they were stiff like tiny little cocks and then I put some rouge on them. I got myself so worked up that I rushed to the door when the knock came precisely at one o'clock.
I don't know why, but I expected to see a kid with glasses, shirt buttoned all the way up to the collar and a pocket protector full of pens and pencils. What I found when I opened the door was a pretty good looking young man in Dockers, Hush Puppies and wearing a Tommy Hilger shirt. His jaw dropped when he saw me standing there doing my best to look sexy without looking slutty.
"Come on in sugar and let me rock your world."
I stepped aside and he stumbled in, helped along by his mother who had a hand in the middle of his back and was pushing. Mom was my second surprise. I had pictured her as overweight forty something looking a little bit like Aunt Bea from Mayberry. Mommy was drop dead gorgeous with a body most men would die to possess. If you stripped her and stood her next to me and gave a man his choice I'd stand a damned good chance of losing and believe me when I tell you I am no slouch in the looks department.
Mommy got right down to he business at hand. "I'd like you to start by undressing him and then giving him head."
What the hey, the lady was paying the freight so I led the kid to the bed, kissed him with a lot of tongue and then slowly undressed him. I did it slow and threw in a few touches like sucking on his nipples when I took his shirt off. I went to my knees and let my tongue trace a line down to his belly button. I probed his 'innie' with my tongue while I undid his belt and pulled down his zipper. I tugged his pants and briefs down and when his cock sprang free I captured it with my mouth and just held it while I worked his pants off his legs. He had already kicked off his shoes so I worked his socks off and tossed them aside.
When I had his clothes off I stood up and kissed him again; a long lingering kiss with plenty of tongue and then I pushed him back on the bed. I moved between his legs and cupped his balls in one hand and stroked him with the other as I said:
"Oh honey, it's a nice one and I'm going to love the hell out of this."
Just before lowering my head and taking him in my mouth I looked over at mom and mouthed the words, "All the way?" She nodded a yes and I went to work. I licked, I sucked, and I worked his nuts with one hand and teased his asshole with the fingers of the other. I was not surprised that he didn't last very long and I felt him tense up so I was ready for it when he let go. I swallowed it all and then I licked his cock clean. I looked over at mommy and she said:
"Every well rounded young man should know how to perform cunnilingus, don't you agree?"
"Yes I do and I'm glad that I'll be able to teach him the right way to do it."
I pulled him up from where he had been lying and looking up at me and we changed places. I pulled open my pussy lips and showed him where to lick, where to suck and where to probe with his tongue.
"Learn to do this sweetie and the girls will beat a path to your door."
He looked over at him mom and she said, "Go ahead dear, she's right. Learn to do it and you will never lack a date again."
He went to work and he turned out to be a very fast learner. How fast I found out when he used his fingers to tease my ass like I had teased his. While he was working on me I glanced over at mom and suddenly it hit me what this was all about. She wanted to be me. She wanted to be the one being eaten by him. She wanted to be the one with his hard cock in her mouth and she was trying to live it through me.
The kid was doing a good enough job on my pussy that I was starting to get very hot. If I let him keep going he was going to get me off and I debated whether to let it happen or not. I wanted it, but how would seeing it happen make mommy feel? Then I decided to hell with how mommy would feel, this was between her boy and me. I wanted the orgasm and his giving it to me would make him feel like a stud and as far as I was concerned that is what we were there for.
When it came it was such a good one that I almost hurt the boy when I grabbed his head and mashed it against my pussy. When I came down from my high I sat up and saw that his cock was erect and throbbing and I reached down and fondled it.
"Looks like I have me a genuine stud to play with. Come on baby, let's start the next chapter of your sexual education."
For the next hour we fucked in every position I could think of. Every time I felt him near the brink I would stop and kiss him with lots of tongue, before starting up again. A glance at the clock showed me that we only had forty-five minutes left and I still had to give him anal so I rolled over on my back, told him to put my legs up on his shoulders and then I told him:
"Fuck me hard lover, fuck me hard and make me cum."
I moaned, begged, pleaded and told him how good he was and he responded by fucking me hard and fast. I'd had four orgasms by then and was working on another one when he suddenly moaned, "Oh God" and I felt his warmth flood me. As soon as his limp noodle fell out of me I got up and went to my purse and got out the tube of KY Jelly. As I knelt down to take his cock in my mouth I said:
"One more thing lover and you will have done the Trifecta - the Hat Trick - mouth, pussy and ass. As soon as I get you hard I'm going to grease both of us up real good and give you my tight little ass."
I'd been keeping an eye on mom the whole time the kid was pushing his cock into me and the look on her face was so pitiful that it hurt me to see it. She really wanted to be where I was in the worst way. Whether she couldn't bring herself to do it because in her mind it was wrong, or because she didn't have enough courage in her to allow her to do it I didn't know, but I did know that she wanted to.
When I greased up her boy's cock and got into position on my hands and knees she was leaning forward on the chair. When I told him to go easy and push in just a little at a time and he did it the anguish on her face was heart breaking.
Her boy took it slow at first and as I got used to him I started asking him to go faster, to fuck me just a little harder and then I was into it. My mind was like a teleprompter with words flashing across it.
"Fuck me baby, fuck my ass. Make me cum lover, pound my butt. Oh God, so good baby, your cock feels so damned good. Fuck me baby, fuck me."
As fast as the words flashed on the screen I read them off aloud, "Ram it in me lover, fuck me hard, make me cum. Yeah lover, like that, just like that, keep doing it baby, keep doing it" and then I had a mind blowing orgasm and fell forward onto the bed just as he came and shot his cum all over my back.
Both of us were gasping for air when mom said, "Come along Wilson, you need to get dressed, our time is up."
"No it isn't," I said.
"We only scheduled from one till four."
"Doesn't matter. It is his first time and it needs to be as memorable as we can make it. I'm not done with him yet and what I do on my own time is my business and I'm on my own time as of four. How about it lover, are you in any hurry to leave?"
He blushed at being called lover and shook his head no. "Good, it's settled. I need to get a wash rag and clean your magic wand before we go any farther."
I came back with a wet, soapy rag, a hand towel and a bath towel. I washed his cock and dried it with the hand towel and then said:
"Now we are going to play a game I call "Perception." I'm going to blind fold you and then do things to you and ask you what you think - what you perceive."
I tore up the bath towel and made a blind fold out of it and then covered his eyes with it. I pushed him back on the bed and I took his cock in my mouth and went to work at getting him up again. When he was erect I took his cock in my left hand and started stroking him.
"I want you to tell me which feels better, my left hand or my right hand. This is my left" and I stroked him with it for about five seconds and then switched to my right for five seconds and then switched back. "Tell me lover, left hand or right hand?" I gave him another five seconds of each, "Left hand or right hand?"
"I can't tell, I really don't know."
"More stroking and hand switching and then, "Left lover, or right?"
"I think maybe the right."
I left him and went over to where mommy was sitting and I held a finger to her lips to tell her to keep quiet and then I pulled her out of her chair and led her over to the bed. I put her left hand on Wilson's cock and used my hand to move it up and down. Then I did the same with her right. Tell me baby, left or right?"
"The right. Definitely the right."
"You sure baby, the right?"
"Yeah, the right."
"Okay lover, the right it is. I'm going to give you a hand job with the right hand, but you can't cum. You have to let me know when you are ready to let go and we are going to do something else, okay?"
"Okay."
I kept mommy's right hand on his cock and worked it up and down. After a dozen strokes I let go of mommy's hand and smiled as mommy kept going on her own. Wilson moaned and groaned as his mommy beat him off. After several minutes he gasped:
"I'm going to cum, oh Jesus, I'm going to cum."
I reached down and pulled mommy's hand off him. He reached for his cock to bring himself off and I batted his hand away.
"Not yet lover, I'll see to it that you cum, just not yet."
I motioned for mommy to stay put and then I got up and moved away. "Would you go and get us some ice please?" I said and then I opened and closed the door to the room. I went back and knelt between his legs and licked the head of his cock.
"Mommy's gone lover, it is just you and me now. You can tell me whatever you want and no one else will ever know. I want you to tell me your fantasies."
I took his cock in my mouth and sucked on it until he pushed his hips up at me. I let his cock drop from my mouth and I took it in my hand and slowly stroked it.
"Tell me baby, who in your fantasy is licking and sucking your cock? Is it a cheerleader from school?"
I gave him another suck.
"Your fifth grade English teacher? The girl next door, or maybe her mother?"



I sucked on him some more. I licked the top of his cock all the way down to the base, circled his cock with my tongue and then drug it up the underside.
"Come on baby, I'm your biggest fantasy. I am the woman you want most in the world. Come on lover, tell me who I am. Let it go baby, tell me."
I lowered my head and sucked on him some more. His hips were pushing up at me and again I said:
"Who am I baby, who is sucking your cock, tell me."
He almost sobbed as he said, "My mom, my mom is sucking my cock."
I moved out of the way and pushed an only mildly resisting mommy between his legs. I put my hand behind her head and pushed it down. I thought I heard a little whimper before she opened her mouth and swallowed him. I stood back and watched as mommy's mouth made love to her baby.
I carefully place a hand over Wilson's mouth and pushed the blindfold up. Mommy was paying attention to his cock and didn't see me do it. He saw me looking down into his face and then he suddenly realized that if I was looking down at him it couldn't be my mouth on his cock. His eyes got big as I held a finger to my lips telling him to be quiet and then I took my hand off his mouth and stepped back. He looked down and saw who was sucking his cock and he moaned:
"Oh God, oh sweet Jesus" and his hands went to the back of her head and he pushed his cock as far into her mouth as it would go.
I headed for the bathroom and got in the shower.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was dressed and had my makeup on when I walked out of the bathroom. On the bed a naked mommy was riding her baby reverse cowgirl style and I had to smile. I felt like I had really done something good. I walked over to the bed and bent down to whisper in mommy's ear:
"I don't care what society says or what the law books say; anything that two people want as badly as you two wanted this can't be bad. Have fun" and I left the room and went home.
To be continued.
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Chp. 6 The Sports Star
Authors note: First let me apologize for the poor way I handled getting chapter 5 out to those who asked for it. I don't know why, but I naturally assumed that all requests would come to me at my email address and all I would have to do was click on "Reply" and attach the story and send it on its way. It didn't happen like that. The majority of requests came in on Esmail and I had no way to attach anything to a reply. I would have had to write down all 91 email addresses and then send each one a separate email and I had no time for that so I simply sent everyone a request to request the story at my regular email address. If you did not receive the message and still want chapter 5 send me a request and I will get it off to you.
Chapter 6, The Sports Star.
John wasn't home by the time I went to bed and I fell asleep without hearing him come in. He wasn't there the next morning when I got up so I don't even know if he came home. At nine the phone rang and it was Jim.
"How did yesterday go?"
"Fine, no problems."
""Did she really do it? Stay and watch I mean?"
"Yes she did; she even directed it like it was a movie. She told me what to do first, what to do next and so on."
"Weird."
"Maybe on one level, but on the level that counted she just didn't want her son to spend all his time playing with computers. She wanted him to get a life and she took drastic steps to see that it happened."
"She called me this morning fairly gushing over you and how understanding you were. She wants you again next Tuesday, is that okay with you?"
"I don't know what more I can do. I gave the kid the full ride and he took to it like a duck to water, but yes, I guess I can do it again."
"Good. I already told her you would. Are you free tomorrow afternoon?"
I laughed, "I'm available sweetie, but I'm not free except to you and only then because you made it a condition of employment."
"How do you feel about blacks?"
"Depends."
"On what?"
"Depends on what you are getting ready to ask me to do."
"No more and no less than you have already done."
"This an A list or a B list date?"
"It is a very well paying A list date sweetie. The man is a generous tipper and he isn't the least bit kinky."
"But?"
"He is black and he specifies blondes and you have been requested by name."
My blood turned cold at that. "Oh shit! I think our business arrangement just ended. If it is common knowledge what I'm doing it won't be long before John finds out and that is the one thing I need to avoid."
"Don't panic on me sweetie. The person who asked for you is Annie."
"Why would Annie ask for me?"
"Because she wants a friendly white face to be there with her."
"I need an explanation Jim."
"There is a group of professional black athletes that get together for a party once every three months. Being a white man I've never figured it out, but for blacks, having a beautiful white woman on their arm is some sort of status symbol. Annie has a black customer who calls and requests her two or three times a month and he is taking her to the party. Last time she went she was the only white face there. She mentioned it to me and I knew that Jamal was going to be calling for a date and I thought of you. I mentioned it to Annie and she damned near begged me to get you. I'm surprised she hasn't mentioned it to you herself."
"I haven't seen her yet this morning. I'm not a racist Jim, but I don't like going on dates with black men."
"Why not?"
"Because when they get with a white woman they become arrogant and egotistical and they start acting like they believe all the bullshit myths about them. The 'once you go black you never go back' garbage. Then when you don't buy into their line they start on the "What's the matter bitch? You think you're too good for me?" No Jim, I don't think so. I don't need any more bullshit in my life just now."
"Well okay, but if you change your mind give me a call."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I hung up the phone amused that mommy wanted to see me again and I wondered why. Before I could consider the possibilities Annie called and invited me over for coffee. As I was spooning sugar into my coffee Annie asked:
"Has Jim called you yet?"
"I talked to him just before you called."
"Are you going to do it?"
"I told him no."
I saw the crestfallen look on her face when she asked me why. I told her what I'd told Jim. "I've had dates with them before Annie and I've come away from them not wanting to do it again. Back in school I had to take dates with them because I had tuition to pay, books to buy, an apartment to pay rent on so every penny counted. I don't need to put up with that shit now."
"They aren't all assholes. Amos isn't like that and the few times I've been around Jamal he wasn't like that. I know what you mean though because I have had dates with guys like that, but it never bothered me because when the date was over I knew I'd never see them again. If it is a bad date all you have to do is tell Jim and he won't set you up with the guy again. Come on honey, I need the company and you can get on the good side of John."
"How is fucking a black man going to get me on the good side of John?"
"He's a rabid football fan right?"
"So?"
"Both Amos and Jamal are starters on the team. If you will do this with me I'll call Amos and get him to get me a team jersey with all the players' autographs on it. You can tell John you got it when you filled in as temporary help at the team's office."
The short of it was that I let her talk me into it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
John came home that night and went straight up to the spare bedroom without a word. I called him when dinner was ready and he said he wasn't hungry so I ate and then threw the rest of the food in the garbage. He wanted to be that way, fuck him, and I wasn't going to put any leftovers in the fridge so he could come down and heat them up in the microwave later. The asshole could just go hungry.
Next morning I stayed in bed until John had left the house. I got up and made coffee and then I called Jim and let him know that Annie had talked me into taking the date and then I called Annie and asked her over for coffee.
"I need to know a little more about what you are getting me into today.
She came over sat down and poured herself a cup and as she was adding cream I said:
"Okay, what do I need to know about this thing? I've spent some time thinking about it and I right on the ragged edge of backing out."
"Why? What's wrong?"
"These guys are professional sports figures, photographers follow them around and the last thing I need right now is for a picture to show up of me on the arm of a black sports star."
"That won't happen. This isn't an awards ceremony or anything like that. It is just a get together of a bunch of friends. It is dinner and drinks and then, at least for you and me, a little hanky panky."
"Jim says you date your guy a lot."
"What can I say? He's nice, he's a great fuck and I love the wicked feeling I get from doing the taboo black and white thing. And, he has the perfect cock for what I love best."
"That would be?"
"Anal. His cock was designed for it. It is nine inches long, but it isn't any bigger around than a hot dog."
"Ooh, sounds like I might want him. I'll take him and you can have my date."
"Oh no you don't. Amos is my butt fucker and you leave him alone."
"Selfish slut!"
"Jealous bitch!"
"Whore!"
"Fuck pig!"
"Well it looks like we know what we are. What can you tell me about Jamal?"
"Just that you are going to draw a lot of attention."
"Why?"
"Because he is so big and you are so small."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Annie was right about that. Annie and I met Amos and Jamal in the lobby of the hotel and I was introduced to my date. If I were an inch shorter and Jamal and inch taller I could have kicked off my heels and stood in front of him and sucked his cock without having to do any bending.
The men escorted us into the banquet hall and for the next hour we dined on steak and lobster, had drinks and made conversation. Jamal was smart and witty and I felt comfortable with him although I was very uncomfortable in the surroundings. I now understood why Annie wanted me along. Annie and I were the only white faces in the midst of twenty-seven black ones. There were only two other women and the looks we got from them could only be interpreted as 'hostile'. Since they both had dates I could only guess that it was because we were white.
There was some socializing after dinner and I was introduced to several well-known football, basketball and baseball players. I met two boxers, one heavyweight and one welterweight and two golfers. John would have been in hog heaven. Then it was time to go up to the room.
As soon as the door closed behind us Jamal picked me up and lifted me up to where he could kiss me. After a fairly steamy kiss he carried me over to the bed and stood me on it and undressed me. Then he undressed and crawled up on the bed.
"Disappointed?"
"In what?"
"Most white women expect to see a massive tree trunk when they see my johnson."
I reached down and took his cock in my hand, "It's a nice one. The important thing is does it work?"
Did it ever!
As I stroked his cock with one hand the other one felt for his balls. I held them in my hand as my mouth moved to take in his cockhead. I felt the head push at my lips and I opened my mouth and sent my tongue out to lick across the helmet to the pee hole where it lapped up the pre-cum. My tongue circled the head and then licked the length of him, top and bottom, before I took him deep into my mouth. Two powerful sucks and I felt the head of his cock hit the back of my throat. With my tongue still moving I pulled back until my pursed lips reached the crown and then I pushed back until my chin hit his pubic bone. Back and forth, back and forth and all the time my hand was caressing his nut sack.
"Oh fuck woman, you're unbelievable" he moaned.
I slid my other hand back until my fingers could tease his asshole and I increased the pressure of my lips as I sent a finger into his butt. His hips thrust up at me and he drove his cock into my mouth as his hands grabbed the back of my head and held it still as he started pumping his shaft into my mouth. I held my lips in a tight oval around his cock as he face fucked me. My tongue felt the throbbing of his cock and my hand felt the tightening of his balls and I was ready for the hot blast that hit the back of my throat and started its slide down into my stomach. I gulped and swallowed until his cock stopped spurting and then I pulled my mouth off him and caught his limpness in my hand and licked him clean.
I looked into his face and saw admiration there. "Liked that, did you?"
"Oh God baby, that was fantastic."
He pushed me down on my back and spread my legs apart. He licked his lips and lowered his face to my moist hole. His tongue made soft circles around my pussy lips and then started working its way into my hot crevice. He pressed his face forward pushing his open mouth against my already open slit. His tongue found and teased my clit and I arched my body up off the bed.
"Oh my God baby" I moaned as I pushed my hips at his face trying to get his tongue even deeper into me. He pulled his head back slightly and his tongue attacked my clit, rapidly licking it, and sending waves of pleasure through me.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh" I moaned as spasms jolted my body and I concentrated on the feelings that began in my pussy, flowed to the center of my body and then burst out racking me with pleasure. He lifted his head and looked down at me and smiled.
"My God lover, where on Earth did you learn to do that" I gasped.
"You just bring out the best in me baby, and hopefully the best is yet to come" he said as he moved over me.
His pressed his rejuvenated cock against my opening and I moaned as his cock parted my pussy lips and slid into the depths of my cunt. Deeper and deeper he pushed until his pubic bone hit mine and then he began a slow rocking motion, in and out, in and out and I moaned with each stroke. I pushed up at him to meet his thrusts. I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his body as I gave myself completely to him. He continued to plunge deep into me and I moaned:
"Oh sweet fucking Jesus yesss" I wailed as the first orgasm spread through my body.
My nails clawed at his back as I thrust my body up at him. "Oh yes, yes, yes, oh my god fuck me, fuck me lover, fuck me."
His hands went under me and he took my butt cheeks in his hands and pulled me hard up against him as he thrust hard into me. In, out, in, out he slammed his cock and I had another orgasm, a throbbing climax that sent tremors all through my body. He slammed his cock into me one more time, cried out "Oh fuck!" and I felt him gush inside me. He held himself in place until he was drained and his cock was soft and then he fell next to me on the bed.
He was breathing hard as I reached for his limp dick and said, "Not bad lover, but we still have a couple of hours to give you a chance to improve."
"You are an evil woman" he gasped. "Here I am thinking that I have just made your day and you are telling me I have to do better? Evil, evil woman."
"I'll help lover," I said as I slid down and took his cock in my mouth.
Two hours later I had my hand on his limp cock and was wondering if I could coax one more time out of him when the connecting door to the next room opened and Annie came in leading Amos by his cock like it was a leash.
"I told Amos that you would like to try some anal with him and he said he would be willing if I could talk you into it."
"It isn't me you have to talk to. This worn out man lying next to me is my date and he has to be the one to say okay."
"How about it Jamal? Would you like a taste of this cock hungry brunette? All it will cost is to let Amos have Shannon's pooper."
"You have to be kidding me. A chance to fuck two gorgeous white bitches in one day and you think I'd say no?"
"I'm not a bitch sugar, a whore yes, but not a bitch" and she crawled on the bed next to Jamal, shoved my hand away from his cock and said, "Let me show you how its done" and she lowered her mouth and swallowed him.
Amos smiled at me and asked, "How would you like it? Legs up on my shoulders or on your knees?"
"Can I have some of both?" I asked as I reached out and took hold of his cock.
It was long and thin, just like Annie had said and as I looked at it Amos said, "Annie washed it just before we came over."
"Oh goody" I said as I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around him. I sucked on that long hard cock and shivered in anticipation of having it slide into my butt. After a minute Amos pulled his cock out of my mouth and positioned me on my hands and knees.
His kissed the back of my neck and began to move down my back. He got to my ass cheeks and kissed them both and then his hands spread my butt cheeks and he pushed his tongue into my wet hole. I had an instant flashback to when Tex had sucked Don and then the room service waiter out of me. My body trembled and I pushed my hips back trying to get his tongue deeper in me.
On the bed next to me Annie had her legs up on Jamal's shoulders and he was pounding into her as she cried and begged him to fuck her harder. Sweat was dripping off Jamal as he tried to do what she wanted. The 'slap, slap, slap' of his balls beating a tattoo on her ass was erotic as all hell.
Amos pulled his tongue out of me and I almost cried in disappointment, but he quickly repositioned himself and I felt the head of his cock at my hole and I shoved my ass back at him and he slid into me. He stroked into me several times to coat his rod with Jamal's cum and then he pulled out. I braced for what I knew was coming. I felt Amos push hard at my asshole and I relaxed my sphincter as much as I could and shoved my ass back at him and his cock popped past the opening. Once he was inside, his cock gripped tightly by my sphincter, he took over. He moved back and forth and as I moaned and he fucked me. He took hold of my hips and picked up speed. His cock rubbed my anal walls and gave me orgasms so strong that they almost made me pass out. I came and I came and I came and, even though it was as irrational as all hell, I hated Annie for having kept me from having Amos in my ass a long time ago. Just when I thought I would pass out from an overload of pleasure Amos groaned:
"Here it comes honey, here it comes" and I felt his hot cum spray my insides.
As I was dressing to leave Jamal brought me a box and handed it to me.
"Annie asked Amos to get this for you."
I opened the box and found an autographed team jersey. "I don't know what kind of relationship you have with your husband, but I've included two tickets to each of our next two home games."
"My relationship with John is simple. We don't have one anymore and he doesn't seem all that eager to want one. By the way, if he uses these tickets the thing to remember is that he doesn't know about this. He will have to think I got these when I was doing some temp work at team headquarters."
"I'd like to do this again."
"So would I baby, just call Jim when you're ready."
"I was kind of hoping we could cut out the middleman."
"Sorry lover, but I have to keep this on a professional level and not a personal one."
As I was leaving he handed me an envelope. "Here, this is for you, and I meant it when I said I want to see you again."
He bent down and kissed me and then Annie and I left. In the elevator on the way down to the lobby I looked in the envelope and found ten one hundred-dollar bills. As I tucked it in my purse Annie said:
"Well, are you glad or sorry you came?"
"A little bit of both I suppose. Glad because I am sexually satisfied and that's one of the reasons I started doing this, but I'm sorry that I have to do this to get that satisfaction. I would much rather be in my own bedroom getting it from John."
"Maybe the gifts you have for him will change things."
"Maybe" I said, but I doubted it.
To be continued.



            The Escort Ch. 07

            Jim sends her to one of his steady clients.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-escort-ch-07

Title: The Escort Ch. 07

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Jim sends her to one of his steady clients.

Tags: 

Series: The Escort


Chp.7 The John in the Hotel Room
I wondered if I would catch a ration of crap from John for not being home and having his dinner ready where he got there, but he was in the spare bedroom and didn't come down. I went into the hall closet and rummaged around until I found some wrapping paper, some ribbon and a bow. I wrapped the box with the jersey in it and set it on the kitchen table and then I went up to the bedroom and read until I fell asleep.
In the morning I was awake and when I heard John leave the spare bedroom I gave him ten minutes and the followed him down. He was sipping coffee and the box was open in front of him. He looked up when I came into the room and said:
"Where did you get this?"
"The agency sent me over to the team offices to help them catch up on some work. I told the office manager that you were a big fan and she got that for me."
He got up, picked up the box and said, "I won't be home tonight. I have to fly to Salt Lake and I won't be back until tomorrow." He left the room and I thought, "So much for getting on his good side."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As soon as John left I called Jim and told him that I would be available that night.
"Great! You have just saved my ass. The girl who was supposed to take care of one of my steady customers just called in and told me that her monthly, which she didn't expect for two more days, just started and that she would have to cancel. I didn't have anyone else. The Hyatt Regency, room 631 at seven, okay?"
"No problem."
"Can you take a noon gig too?"
"Sure, why not."
"My office about eleven-thirty, okay?"
"I laughed, "You going to juice me up and then send me off to a customer?"
"That's up to you sweetie. You can douche or not before you go meet him. I shouldn't say this because he is such a good customer, but I don't like the guy."
"Something I should know?"
"No sweetie, he's always been good to the girls and he's a decent tipper, but I just don't like him. They say first impressions last and they were right as far as he is concerned. I took an instant dislike to him as soon as I met him and it has never changed. I don't let it show of course. Can't let personal feelings get in the way of making money. You'll be okay."
"See you at eleven-thirty."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked into Jim's office at eleven twenty and he told his secretary to hold all calls.
"Do I get romanced or do we get right to it?"
"Romance isn't all that it is cracked up to be. Why don't you just lift the skirt, lose the panties and bend forward over the desk."
"You make me feel like I have bad breath."
"It's not that sweetie, it is just that you have the tightest and sexiest ass I've ever been in and I just love the sound of your voice when you beg me to fuck you harder and make you cum."
"Oh you silver tongued devil you," I said as I did what he asked and bent forward over the desk. I spread my legs and opened myself up to him. He moved behind me and placed the head of his cock against my pussy.
"Put it in sweetie," he said, "Take it in your hand and guide me into you."
I reached back between my legs and took hold of his hard shaft and pulled it to my cunt lips and then I shoved my ass back at him and his cock slid into me. He pushed until he could go no farther in me and then he just stood there and soaked in my heat.
"Please baby, don't tease me," I moaned, "Fuck me baby, fuck me."
He pulled back and thrust forward with long hard thrusts and I pushed back to meet him. "Do it lover, do it, fuck me" I moaned as I reached down between my legs and fingered my clit as he rammed his hard cock into me.
"Oh my God" I cried out, "Like that, yes, oh yes, like that, just like that."
He grabbed my hips and pumped in and out as I moaned and cried, "Fuck me lover, fuck me, fuck me hard, make me cum lover, make me cum for you."
He fucked hard into me and each time he bottomed out his balls slapped into my ass. I felt the fire building in my center as he pounded his strokes into me. The tingling sensation started running through my body and I cried out:
"That's it lover, that's it, fuck me hard, fuck me hard" as the explosion of my orgasm took over my senses. He slammed hard into three more times and then I felt him flood my pussy. We stood there trying to catch our breath as his cock pulsed in me. When he softened and pulled out of me I felt his cum running down my leg. I stared down at the desktop and almost cried that a man not my husband had to be the one to make me feel that good.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It isn't easy to remember that night because it all seems like a nightmare every time I recall it.
I was wearing my 'little black dress' accessorized with a single strand of pearls and four inch heels. I arrived at the hotel five minutes early and took the elevator to the sixth floor, walked down the hall to room 631 and knocked on the door. Thirty seconds later the door opened and there stood my husband. It took me a moment to get over the shock, but fortunately I got over it quicker than John. In response to John's "What are you doing here" I said:
"Just letting you know that I know what a bastard you are. I knew something was going on when our sex life went to hell so I hired a private detective to follow you and now I know all about your use of Premier Escorts. Now I know why you never could spare any money for me, you were spending it all on your whores. My detective and I intercepted Shannon in the lobby so I could come up and have this little confrontation. I don't know whether she will still come up or not after I leave, but I do hope you packed a bag for your little overnight business trip to Salt Lake because that is all you are going to have for a while. Don't bother coming home because I won't let you in. If you try and force your way in I'll call the cops and tell them you were beating me and have your ass hauled away for assault and battery and domestic violence and then I'll get a restraining order against you."
I turned and stormed away from the room. In the lobby I used my cell phone to call Jim.
"Did you know that the date you set me up with was my husband?"
"You're shitting me."
"Not one bit. I knocked on the door to room 631 and it was my husband who opened the door. I need your help."
I told him the detective story and said, "When Shannon doesn't show up John will be calling you. You have to tell him that Shannon was so shook up at being stopped by me and the detective in the lobby that she split."
"Okay, but what are you going to do now?"
"I don't know Jimmy, I just don't know."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The divorce, while not amiable, was quiet. Using information given to me by Jim concerning John's recent visits with Jim's girls I was able to convince John that I had indeed had a private detective following him. The amount of information I had so unnerved him that he never got around to asking the question that I was most afraid of:
"Where did you get the money to hire a detective?"
I gave him a choice. A quiet divorce and a fifty-fifty split of all assets or a loud messy divorce where he could take his chances. I reminded him of the effect that a loud, messy divorce might have on his career especially since his boss was a rabid born again Christian and he caved in.
There were a ton of questions that never got asked and never got answered. According to what I'd found out from Jim my husband had been his customer for almost two years. Why? I was willing every night of the week and willing to do anything John wanted and anyway he wanted it so why did he have to go to play for pay girls? And why after using Jim's girls for over a year and a half while he was still making love to me five and six times a week did he suddenly cut me off? Given my sexual nature he had to know that I wouldn't stand for it.
I make no apologies for what I did. I know it was wrong. I know that I cheated on John before knowing that he was cheating on me and that makes me as bad as he was. I do know that the lack of a sex life alone wouldn't have made me do what I did, but the lack of a sex life and John's penny pinching where I was concerned pushed me over the line. Some might say that my sex life before John almost made it a certainty that someday the whore in me would surface and they might be right because it certainly did. All water under the bridge now.
I did dust off my Marketing degree and send out resumes and I did manage to find a fairly decent job. I'm still working for Jim, but I only see a select group of clients, ones that I've been with before and enjoyed like Don, Phil, Jamal and Amos (but only when Annie isn't available). The money is great, but it is incidental to the great sex I'm having. I'll keep on doing it until I meet someone who can convince me that we have a future together, but even then I'll hang onto Jim's number - just in case.
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My story starts in college when I met Amy and fell head over heels in love. Amy was five foot seven, weighed one hundred-twenty pounds and was built like a brick shit house. Amy seemed to like me, but her feelings for me, at the time, were nowhere near as strong as my feelings for her. I chased Amy for over a year before I began to get anywhere with her. Gradually I gained ground and we began going steady. One month into our senior year I asked her to marry me and she said yes.
Like any red blooded American boy I wanted to spread pollen, but Amy was adamant - no sex until married - and so I had to settle for Mrs. Rosy Palm and her five daughters. Necking with Amy was passionate and her kisses kept my car windows steamed up and we sat on the couch for hours and swapped tongues. All of that told me that Amy was going to be one hell of a wild woman when the time came.
Six months after graduation Amy and I were married. My wedding night was a disappointment to me. Instead of the glorious sex that Amy's luscious body promised I got one piece of ass and a talk that I should have gotten from her before we got married. I was "allowed" the first act of intercourse because it was expected of Amy to consummate the marriage. As I attempted to go for the second time Amy pushed me away and said:
"The marriage has been consummated George, put that thing away."
"But I'm ready to go again baby. Hell, I'm ready to go all night."
"What the hell is wrong with you George? I'm not some 12th Street whore. We had to have sex tonight to consummate he marriage, but other than that the only reason for engaging in sex is having children. I won't be fertile for another two weeks so try and control yourself."
If I were smart I would have fled that hotel room, found a lawyer and got an annulment. But I wasn't smart, I was in love. The two weeks between our wedding night and the next time she would 'allow' me to make love to her were a living hell for me. Now that we were married I got to see Amy's magnificent body in the nude everyday and almost everyday I had to sneak off and relieve myself by hand. I kept trying to get her to make love, but she was firm:
"Damn it George, I said no! There is only one legitimate reason for what you want to do and that is a make baby. There is only one time period during the month when that can happen and that is the only time we will do it."
When her time came she 'allowed' me to make love to her as much as I wanted for three days: the day before her most fertile time, the day itself and the day after. The good news is that I got to make love to her for three days. The bad news is that during those three days I knocked her up. Now that she was pregnant there was no reason to have sex anymore until she was ready to have a second child.
Amy had a difficult time during her delivery and when it was over we had a beautiful baby daughter and Amy could not have any more children. I was condemned to a sexless marriage. I couldn't leave. I loved Amy and I loved little Marci. Amy was a loving and devoted wife. She kissed, she cuddled, she snuggled and she spoiled me rotten. She was a great cook, kept a clean and tidy house and was a fantastic mother to Marci. The only thing missing was any semblance of a sex life. I talked, I argued, I begged and pleaded. I even suggested we seek counseling, but all that got me was:
"There is nothing wrong with me George. You are the one with the problem. If you would suppress your animal urges there would be no problem."
After two years I gave up. If I couldn't get it at home I'd get it some place else.
+++++++
The first dozen or so times it was with call girls. The sexual release was there, but after the first half dozen I realized that something was missing. There was no emotional involvement. The girls at least pretended they like it and two of them were good at faking an orgasm, but you knew in your mind that they were just lying there waiting for you to get off so they could leave and move on to their next customer. I needed more than that. I wasn't looking for love or long term fulfillment, but I did need some - for lack of a better term - emotional energy, and I found it quite by accident.
My job requires that I travel and when I travel it is usually as part of a team of three. One team member, usually Janice, is our computer system analyst, Tom is our nuts and bolts guy and checks out the production end and I'm the guy who goes over the books. When we pay a call on one of our production facilities we are usually there for three to five days.
After a day at the facility the three of us usually have dinner together and then we go our separate ways. Tom and I don't pal around because a year ago he came out of the closet. Tom's idea of a good time is to find the local gay bar and even as hard up for sex as I am I just can't go that route. Janice is a happily married woman and she usually heads for her room to settle in with a book or two that she brought along. Left to my own devices I usually caught a movie.
Even though I used call girls at home I wouldn't use them on the road. The ones at home came from a highly recommended escort service and they were required to have regular medical check ups and they always made the client use a condom. You had no idea what you would get if you got a girl on a trip so I behaved myself.
Janice, Tom and I were on the first day of a three-day trip to our facility in Kansas City and we had just finished dinner. Tom took off to do his thing and Janice left to go up to her room. I moved from the dinning room over to the lounge to have a drink or two and to listen to the live band. I was on my third drink when Janice slid onto the seat across from me.
"May I join you? I was going crazy sitting up in that room."
"Forget to bring a book?"
"I brought three of them, but not one of them can hold my interest."
I asked her what she would like to drink and then I waved the waitress over and ordered for both of us. Then we drank and talked shop for half an hour. Janice was just finishing her third drink when she said:
"Can I ask you something?"
Expecting it to be something about work I said, "Sure, go ahead."
"Am I attractive?"
I don't know what I read on her face, but I did know what I had to say, even if it wasn't true. "Of course you are." In truth, she wasn't. She wasn't ugly or homely, just kind of plain in the face and with not much of a body. She did have a nice ass, or at least it looked nice when she wore slacks, but attractive? No. But a gentleman isn't going to say that. Curiosity compelled me to ask:
"Why would you be asking that question?"
I should have kept my mouth shut because that question opened the floodgates. Her husband wasn't attentive and she'd been told that he had been seen with other women. She was told that he had been heard to say that she was ugly. Guys made passes at all the other girls in the office, but no one ever made a pass at her. I said that her husband must have found her attractive because he had married her hadn't he?
Then I found out that he had only married her because he had gotten her pregnant one night at a party where the both of them had had too much to drink to think straight. His parents had made him marry Janice. She had lost the baby, but he couldn't divorce her because his family were staunch Catholics and his father had told him if he divorced Janice he would be cut out of the will.
While she was telling me all that she was blubbering and all I could do was sit there, listen and keep a fresh drink in front of the both of us. Finally, just to shut her up I said:
"Will you stop that? You are attractive, very much so, so stop beating yourself up and lets dance."
I pulled her out of the booth and drug her out onto the dance floor. Human nature being what it is I unintentionally reinforced my telling her that she was attractive. The smell of her hair, her perfume, my lack of sex and my hands holding her body - her female body - all conspired to give me and erection. Twice she came in contact with it and I saw the expression on her face when it happened - she was pleased.
We stayed in the lounge for another half-hour, danced two more times and then I said I needed to get to bed. She said she was going to stay for one more drink and that she would see me in the morning. I hadn't been in my room five minutes when there was a knock on my door. I opened it to find Janice standing there. She had a plaintive look on her face as she looked into my eyes and said, "Please?"
+++++++
It was enough to make a grown man cry. Here I was, married to a woman whose face and body screamed out, "Here I am, desire me, worship me and I'll fuck you to death while all the time being a totally sexless woman. And then there was Janice; a plain looking woman who would barely get a second glance from a man and she was an insatiable sex maniac. I didn't know if her husband was cheating on her or if it was just her insecurities and imagination that made her think he was, but if he was he was a fool. When I had stepped aside and let her in my room she had walked straight to the bed and without looking at me she had undressed and gotten on the bed. Lying on the bed she had spread her legs, looked at me and again said, "Please?"
I got on the bed with her and reached out a hand to caress her right breast and she said:
"No. Just fuck me. Don't go slow, don't tease, just ram it into me."
I did as she asked and pushed my cock straight in as hard as I could. "Aarghh" she cried out and I thought I'd hurt her and I began to pull back. Her hands gripped my ass and she moaned, "No, stay there, fuck me, fuck me hard, please God fuck me hard."
I did what she wanted, but it had been a while since I'd had sex so I only lasted a minute and a half or two before I came. Janice hadn't even come close to hitting her stride so she was crying, "No, no, no, please, not yet, please," but when the cock dies, it dies. Janice scrambled to change position and her mouth swallowed my cock and she went to work on it. Oh yes indeed her husband was a fool.
While Janice was sucking my cock she kept moving around and suddenly I found myself looking up at her dripping pussy. It was obvious what she wanted, but I had never eaten a pussy before, let alone a pussy with cum seeping out of it. Once Janice was in position she pushed her cunt down toward my face and it was decision time. I could scramble out from under her or stay. If I stayed I was going to end up with a gooey pussy shoved onto my face, but I would be getting a world class blow job. If I got out from under Janice I could avoid the messy cunt, but the odds were pretty good that my blow job would stop.
The blow job won.
Janice's pussy pressed into my face and not knowing how else I should do it I began licking her slit. She pressed down harder and my tongue found the hard little nub that was her clit. I licked it and she moaned. I started sucking on it and she squealed. As I licked and sucked away she was squealing, moaning and her body was twisting around which was smearing her pussy all over my face. At the same time her head was bobbing up and down on the cock she had gotten hard. She took her mouth off my cock and I was right on the verge of screaming:
"Don't stop damn it, don't stop" when she lifted her pussy off my face, changed positions and then slammed - and I do mean slammed - herself down on my cock.
"Oh God" she cried, "So good, so fucking good" and she started to ride me. Her hands pushed down on my shoulders as she raised herself and then drove her pussy back down at me. Her moans were interspersed with groans as she fucked me. That's right, she fucked me. I pretty much lay there as she did all the work. Having already cum once and hardly doing any of the work I was lasting a long time and I probably would have lasted a lot longer if I could have just lain there, but I had reached the point where I needed to cum.
I put my arms around Janice and rolled over putting her on the bottom and then I started driving into her. She screamed and her hands clawed at my back as she pushed up at me. I pounded her harder and faster and she hollered out, "Oh fuck yes!" as she had an orgasm and seconds later I had mine. I fell to the bed next to her and she rolled over onto her side and snuggled in next to me.
"That was awesome lover. In the morning you can do my ass" and she tucked her head into my shoulder and in less than a minute she was asleep. I was still contemplating on what had happened when I nodded off.
+++++++
I woke up in the morning with a hard on and Janice already had it in her hands. As my eyes opened she said:
"Wakey, wakey, sleepy head. We need to start the day out right" and she bent her head down to swallow the head of my cock. I was in Heaven. That was the way a man should be awakened; the way I longed for Amy to wake me.
Janice sucked on me for about a minute and then she took her mouth off me and asked, "Will you do me in my ass?"
I'd never had anal sex so naturally I was curious so I said yes.
"Good. A lot of men won't because they say it is too disgusting, but I love it. Here" she said as she handed me a tube of KY Jelly, "Work some of this into my asshole while you eat my pussy" and she moved into a sixty-nine and went back to sucking my cock.
It was as her pussy was just touching my face that I realized that I had been had. Little Janice had played me like a fish. A tube of KY? Where had it come from? I knew that I hadn't brought any with me so that meant Janice had been carrying it in her purse. How did she know that a lot of men thought that anal sex was disgusting unless she had been there, done that. And if she had been there a lot what did that say about the "poor me, nobody finds me attractive" bullshit from the previous night? Yes indeed, I had been played.
Was I going to complain? Hell no I thought as I licked Janice's pussy and greased up her asshole. I'd play as dumb as I had to because we were going to be there two more nights and I would do my best to prove to Janice that she wasn't unattractive on both of them.
"Take my ass baby. I love it in my ass."
I moved up behind her and put the head of my cock against her puckered little hole and she said. "Go for it, slow baby, slow and easy."
I pushed my cock at her hole and I felt the resistance of the sphincter muscle and then I popped past it. She moaned and I couldn't tell whether it was from pain or pleasure and I eased off.
"No lover, no, don't stop, just go slow and easy, push slow and easy."
I pushed a little farther in and she hissed, "Oh yessss, oh fuck yesss."
I pressed a little harder and another two inches slid into her and I got another moan from her and I asked her if I was hurting her.
"No baby, no, just fuck me, slow and easy, but fuck me."
I began to slowly fuck Janice's tight ass, groaning as I felt her sphincter clutching at my cock like a hand. I pushed deeper and deeper into Janice's ass and she reached under her and played with my balls. "Harder now baby, harder and a little faster. Fuck me lover, fuck me."
I fucked her ass a little harder and faster and after about two minutes I felt myself getting ready and I slammed my cock into her hard and exploded. I held myself in her until my cock was limp and then I pulled out and lay down next to her. She jumped out of bed and came back a minute later with a wash rag and cleaned off my cock. She stroked it a couple of times and then said:
"If I can get you up will you do me one more time before we go into work?"
I said I would and I did.
+++++++
The final proof that Janice had played me, as if I needed any, came as we were having lunch.
"I can't give up my room since I wouldn't be able to explain it when I turn in my expense report, but it seems silly for me to stay in it, don't you agree? I mean it will be so much easier for us if I just move my things into your room, don't you think?"
She got no argument from me other than for me to warn her never to answer the phone. For the rest of the trip as soon as dinner was over and Tom had gone out to play Janice and I headed for my room where Janice wore me out.
Little Janice had a kinky side to her as I found out on the second night. I was sitting on the edge of the bed making my nightly call home to say goodnight to Marci. After talking for a few minutes and then telling her goodnight Amy came on the line with some question on how I wanted her to handle a few things. Then we discussed what we would be doing on the coming weekend.
As I was talking to Amy Janice came over and knelt between my legs and started sucking my cock. Talk about mixed emotions. I loved the way Janice sucked my cock, but I didn't think it was right to let her do it while I was talking to my wife. Anyone on the outside looking in would probably have laughed at the scene. Me using one hand to hold the phone while using the other to try and push Janice away all the while trying to sound natural on the phone. I guess I didn't pull it off because Amy asked:
"Are you all right? You sound troubled."
"No dear, I'm all right, just had a hard day."
Janice whispered, "Very hard and the day isn't over yet."
"What was that?" Amy asked.
"What was what?"
"I thought I heard something."
"Just me sniffling. I think I'm coming down with a cold."
When the call was over I asked Janice what in the hell had gotten into her.
"I just thought it would be fun."
"Well it wasn't. It was very uncomfortable for me and my wife noticed."
"I suppose that means you won't do me when I call my husband?"
"Why would you want to do that?"
"He won't have anything to do with me so it is a way I can rub his nose in it."
"I wouldn't feel right."
"You don't mind screwing his wife, just not while he's on the phone with her, is that it?"
"Yeah, I guess that's it."
"Pooh. You're no fun."
"Oh yeah? Let's just see about that" and I grabbed her and threw her down on the bed. "Where do you want it?"
She laughed and rolled over and got up on her knees. "In my ass lover, do me hard in my ass."
+++++++
We sat together on the plane ride home and it was a pretty silent trip for the most part. I didn't know what to say for one thing. I had enjoyed the hell out of my three nights with Janice, but I had no idea what kind of game she was playing. Did she expect it to continue when we got home?" Was it something only to be done away from home, or was it a one time thing never to be repeated? Did I want to repeat? Stupid question George. Hell yes I wanted to repeat it. Except for once a month with a call girl I had gone without sex for years. No way I wouldn't want to continue what I had started with Janice, but I didn't know how to approach the subject. If I said the wrong thing or even if I acted the wrong way it could kill any chance I might have.
I spent most of the two hour flight thinking about it. Just before the "Please put your seat backs and tray tables in the full upright and locked position" announcement Janice said:
"Jason bowls on Monday and Thursday nights."
"Oh?"
"Just thought you might like to know."
There was a minute of silence and then, "Do you do anything on those nights?"
I smiled and said, "I didn't until now" and I saw her smile.
There was another minute of silence and then she said, "Jason bought one of those conversion vans for when he goes fishing on weekends. Ever see the inside of one?"
"No, I haven't."
"It's got a bed and everything."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, and sometimes I drive it to work and take my lunch break in it."
I smiled at her again and she smiled back.
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I've come to the conclusion that the only thing worse than not knowing that your wife is cheating on you is knowing that she is. It's like that Country Western song, "I wish I didn't know now what I didn't know then." What makes it even worse is that I see the guy she's fucking everyday when I go to work - he's my boss. My wife has admitted to the affair and has made me promise not to say anything about it because she wants to keep on fucking him, but doesn't want him to know that I know. That means that every day I go to work and have to talk to him I know that behind that fucking smile of his he is laughing at me and thinking to himself, "I'm fucking your wife Jack and she's loving it." Why am I going along with it? Why haven't I clocked his sorry ass? Why haven't I tossed the unfaithful bitch out onto the street? Because I love the stupid bitch and because he has managed to turn her into a fuck crazy slut. Since she started the affair with him she has become an insatiable sex machine and I'm loving it a whole lot more than I probably should.
My mom and dad warned me when I was still single to be careful about what I brought home from work with me. Both of them told me that the way to keep peace in the house is to leave work at work when you come home. Did I listen to them? Does any kid listen to his parents when they are passing out advice? Hell no, but they were right and I should have listened to them. My wife Louise is a very strong willed and assertive woman; she is also overbearing, judgmental and contemptuous of those who do not agree with her. I knew when I married her that I was going to need a strong hand to control her and the patience of a Saint to put up with some of the stuff she comes up with, but even knowing her as well as I did I never expected her to do what she did. I came home one day following a very bad day at work. Louise asked me how my day went and I told her. The problem was that I made it sound worse than it really was and when Louise wanted to know why I hadn't done this, or done that I just shrugged my shoulders and forgot about it - but Louise didn't.
I began to get suspicious when Louise started working late two or three days a week. She had been at that job for twelve years and had never before had to work late in the evenings. What made me pretty sure that she was having an affair was one day I noticed that she had on a pair of black lace panties when she got home and undressed. I remembered seeing her put on a pair of pink ones that morning when she dressed for work. When she got into bed and I kissed her goodnight she smelled of soap and it was a fresh smell. Why would she have taken a bath before coming home? Where would she have taken a bath? She was eager to make love and her pussy was hot and wet and when I mentioned it to her she said it was because sex with me was all that she had been thinking about for most of the day. After we finished I got up to go to the bathroom and while there I looked in the dirty clothes hamper. The black lace panties had a white crust in the crotch area and I knew right away that it was dried cum. When I got back in bed I said, "Who is it and how long has it been going on?"
She looked up at me and frowned, "What in the world are you talking about?"
I told her about the panties in the hamper and about the change in panties that I'd noticed and then I said, "And your pussy was hot and wet because some one else has fucked you today and not too long before you got home."
I expected her to come up with some bullshit story about how she kept a spare pair of panties at the office in case of accidents, but she didn't; all she said was "It's your boss Mel, and it has been going on for three months now."
I stared down at her, "Do you love him; are we talking separation and divorce here?"
"No silly, I love you and only you and I'll never leave you. But I guess that you might want to throw me out now and I wouldn't blame you."
I do have to admit that I was somewhat amazed by that - I love you, would never leave you - this coming from a woman who had been cheating on me for three months. "How did it happen?"
The day after I had told her about my bad day at work I had a dentist's appointment and didn't go to work. Louise also works downtown in a building that is only two blocks from the one I work in. During the morning she left her job, went to my place of employment and barged into my boss's office. She then proceeded to give him hell over the way he had been treating me; overloading me with projects with unreasonable deadlines, etc, etc, etc. Melvin got up from his desk, walked past her, closed and locked his office door and then come back to where she was standing. He took her in his arms and said, "God, but I do love a forceful woman" and then he had kissed her. She had tried to push him away but he would not release her or break the kiss. His tongue was probing her mouth and she had found it strangely exciting to be in his office in the middle of the morning being kissed. She said she hadn't even been aware that she was returning it until he released her and she stayed glued to him. His hands had dropped to her skirt hem and he had raised it up to her waist and without being told, asked, or even aware she was doing it, she had taken the skirt and held it while he had used his hands to push down her panties. "I must have you" Mel had said and then he took her right on his desk. She said she had never felt so wicked or sexually alive as when he pushed her back and mounted her like a stud horse claiming a brood mare that was his by right. She had orgasmed twice while Melvin had fucked her. When he came he had pulled out of her, walked around his desk to where her head had been, pushed his cock at her mouth and had told her to suck him hard and she had done it. When he was stiff he moved back around the desk, pulled her up, turned her around and bent her over the desk and then he had taken her from behind.
"He used me! He took what he wanted and I loved it. He used me like a whore off the street - he treated me like a two-bit slut. As he fucked me bent over that desk it was just a hard driving cock and a hungry cunt - not a man and a woman having sex - just a hard cock and a hungry cunt. I can't explain it. If you had tried something like that with me I would have hit you over the head with a cast iron skillet, but from him I couldn't get enough. After he had cum in me the second time he told me - he didn't ask - just told me to go to the Hilton, get a room and call him with the room number and then get ready for him. And I did it. On the way I stopped at Victoria's Secret and got some sexy lingerie, rented a room and got ready for him. He showed up an hour after I called him and then he fucked me for most of the afternoon. He's been fucking me three and four times a week for the last three months and I'm afraid that isn't the worst of it. He shares me with his friends and customers. I'm a regular whore Jack. I'm Melvin's slut and the worst thing about it is that I love it.
"I love you Jack, and I love the way you love me. I love your tenderness, your sweetness and I love the way you make love to me and I don't want to lose that, but I want the other kind of sex also. There is something inside me that makes me want to be treated like a whore. When Melvin first brought another man with him he walked into the room and said 'This is Darin. Suck his cock while I make us a couple of drinks' and I did it Jack. I didn't say hey, wait just a minute here. Just who do you think you are, hold on buddy I didn't agree to any of this stuff. He told me to do it and so I did. I didn't say a word; I just walked over to Darin, went to my knees and sucked his cock. Then for the rest of the afternoon the two of them took turns on me. I loved having two cocks in me at the same time. Hell, I love having three in me at the same time. I even did a gangbang for him once, but I didn't like it much and I told him not to do it again and so far he hasn't, but I'm sure that sooner or later he will try to do it again. I really didn't mind servicing six guys, but I didn't like their attitude. They treated me like some twenty-dollar whore off the street and I didn't like it. I know that sounds strange to you, that I didn't like how they treated me, but when Mel treats me that way I love it. I just can't explain it. I come home from being treated like a slut by Mel and you make love to me and cuddle with me and when I get up in the morning I'm determined to not see Mel anymore. Then he calls me and tells me where he wants to meet me and I'm there half an hour early and waiting for whatever he wants me to do.
"I know I can't explain it baby because I don't even understand it myself. Please Jack, understand that I love you, that I need you, but a part of me also needs what Mel is doing to me. Don't make me stop baby. I'll do whatever I have to do to keep you, but don't make me stop. I will if you say I have to, but please don't make me. I'll make it up to you some how, I promise. Just tell me what you want me to do and I'll do it - anything baby, anything at all."
I told her to give me some time to think about it and we fell asleep.
I did think about it and the more I thought about it the more I thought that I might just like this exciting new slut in my life. I certainly got turned on thinking about her with two, three and more guys fucking her. The next day at breakfast I said, "You said you would do anything to make it up to me if I don't make you stop seeing Mel. Did you really mean it - anything?" and she said yes. "If I have Roger over here some night (Roger is my best friend and Louise hates him with a passion) will you do the same things with me and Roger that you did with Mel and Darin?" No hesitation on her part, "Yes!" "What if I had a poker game one night and told you to treat the boys right, would you take all of them on for me?" Again I got a firm yes. Not that I planned on doing either of those things, at least not for now, but I was testing the waters. "Okay" I told her, "Here is what I want you to do. Mel took something from me that was mine and I want him to give something back. The regional managers position is open and I want you to get Mel to give the job to me (you might say that I was selling out - the job meant a $17,000 a year raise, plus expense account and company car). You can tell him you want to be able to spend more time with him. The job means I'll be gone two or three days a week a couple of weeks a month. That means you can spend a couple of nights a week with him. Louise smiled and got up and went to the phone.
She punched in a number from memory, waited a moment and said, "Hi, it's me. Yeah, I think I can be there by then. Listen, you know that thing you talked to me about the other day? No, not that. What you said about Jack. Yeah, that's it. I brought it up at dinner last night and I think he will take the job if you offer it to him. No lover, all I said was that I'd heard Charley was leaving and I asked him if he was going to try for the job. H e said that he'd thought about it, but didn't think he had a chance. He said that for some strange reason you had been acting funny around him for about three months now and he'd gotten the impression you didn't care for him. Is that true lover? Have you been letting our little arrangement affect how you act around him? Well make sure you don't. No, you know Jack, he won't ask, but if you were to offer I think he might take it. What does it pay? Offer him twenty to make sure he goes for it. Okay, I'll be there." She hung up the phone. "Done. She what having your own personal whore can do for you? Mel mentioned the other day he'd like you to take the job so we could spend some nights together. That one was easy. The Roger thing is going to be hard for me to do, but I will baby - just tell me when."
I got the regional manager's job and it has indeed taken me out of town on the average of 2.6 days a week. The nights I'm gone I call home and the conversation goes something like this:
Hello?
Hi, is he there?
Yes.
Has he fucked you?
Yes.
Is he fucking you now?
No (although sometimes the answer is yes).
Did you suck his cock?
Yes.
Is he going to fuck you again?
I certainly hope so.
You fucking slut, you're loving this aren't you?
Yes I do, and I love you too and I want you to hurry home so I can fuck your brains out.
Careful. The fact that I'm letting you get away with this shit proves I don't have much in the way of brains to begin with.
I did make "the Roger thing" happen and, surprise, surprise Louise no longer hates him. It turns out that Roger has a ten-inch dick, Louise fell in love with it and now Roger is her new best buddy (I knew he had a big dick, but I had never seen any reason to tell her). Louise has started to bug me about setting up the poker game, "I can't wait to show you how big a slut I really am" and I suppose I'm going to have to do it. I won't have any trouble finding six guys willing to play some cards and fuck Louise; the problem is going to be finding guys who will keep their mouths shut. Louise may be a slut now, but I sure don't want the world to know. It might change things and right now I'm having too much fun.
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I love my husband, I really do, and I'd bet money that he loves me, but that won't stop the divorce I see coming. When it comes time to apportion blame it will be a fifty-fifty split even though I could have stopped it at any time. But just as love is love, dumb is dumb and I was dumb enough to believe that Chuck knew what he wanted and that he could handle it when he got it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Chuck and I had been high school sweethearts and then had maintained that relationship through college. After graduation we started out on our careers, mine in advertising and his in business. Six months after graduation we were married. Neither one of us wanted children so I went on the pill and for the next ten years Chuck and I concentrated on our careers and on keeping each other happy. Things were fine until one night Chuck came home from playing poker at his bosses' house.
I had been horny as horny as a goat all day and I was waiting up for Chuck when he got home and with every intention of getting myself laid. When he got home he was surprised to see me still awake and he became nervous when he found out why. Nervous and trying very hard to hide it. After ten years of marriage, four years of college and three years of high school with the man I could tell when he was trying to keep something from me. Add to that the fact that he did something that he had never done before - taking a shower when coming home late - and I knew that he had been up to something. At the time I pushed it to the back of my mind because what was most important at that particular moment was getting my itch scratched. When Chuck came out of the bathroom I grabbed him and proceeded to wear him out.
The next morning the 'horny' was gone and in the cold, clear light of a new day I had questions, questions that Chuck did not want to furnish answers for. I am a persistent wench and I reminded Chuck of that fact and I let him know that I was going to stay after him like a dog worrying at a bone until I was satisfied. He finally bowed to the inevitable and told me about his poker night at the home of his boss.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Chuck had just been promoted to manager and it was his first time to be invited to the monthly poker game at Randy's house. For the first three hours it had been seven men playing five and seven card stud and five card draw. Alice, Randy's wife, acted as hostess and served drinks and snacks. At the end of three hours of play Randy had announced that it was time for the last hand. He hollered out to Alice and when she came into the room he told her it was time for the last hand.
"Oh goody," she had said, "I'm more than ready" and then she had lifted her skirt, stepped out of her thong and had tossed it into the middle of the table. "Good luck guys" she said and then she left the room.
Now Chuck was a pretty damned good poker player - he had helped pay his way through college with winnings from fraternity house poker games - but he was also pretty good at office politics. Being the new guy he knew that it would be best if he not be a big winner the first few times he played so he had been getting and throwing in winning hands most of the night. Randy was dealing and he called the game - five-card draw, jacks or better to open and no limit on raises - and then he dealt the cards. Chuck checked his cards and saw that he had three jacks. He figured that he could get away with taking the last pot without upsetting anyone, but it soon became apparent that something that he didn't understand was going on. The betting started to get stupid and he could tell that the others were trying to force each other out of the hand and he decided to bail out. He tossed in his three jacks and sat back to watch.
The players drew cards and then there was a lot more betting and finally the cards were laid down and Phil took the hand with two pair. He reached for the pot, but took only the thong and left the money and got up and headed for the living room. Everybody got up and followed him. In the living room there was a chair sitting in the middle of the room and Phil went straight to it and sat down. A minute or so later music started playing and Alice danced into the room and did a slow and sensuous strip. Once down to nothing but 'Come Fuck Me' pumps she went over to Phil and pulled his trousers and boxers off and then gave him a full contact lap dance. When the music stopped she knelt in front of Phil and started sucking his cock.
Chuck looked around for Randy and saw him standing off to the side videotaping the action. Phil told Alice that he was going to cum and she took her mouth off of him and held it a couple of inches away and jacked him off with her hand. When he came the cum shot up like a fountain into Alice's mouth and then she lowered her head and finished the blow job by sucking him dry. Then Alice stood up and licked her lips as she looked around the room at the other men and then she said, "Okay guys, let's take it to the bedroom."
She headed for the bedroom and all the men followed along behind her and Chuck followed along to see what would happen next. What happened next was a gangbang. Alice got on the bed, spread her legs and said, "Who wants to be first?" and then she took on everybody there while Randy taped the affair.
"Everybody there? Are you telling me that you took part?"
Chuck looked away from me and I said, "Don't you look away from me Chuck. Did you screw that woman? Is that why the shower last night, to wash the smell of her off you?"
Still looking away he mumbled a yes and then he turned to face me and rushed into an explanation. "It didn't mean anything honey, honest to God it didn't. She was lying on the bed looking at me and telling me I was next and when I hesitated she said, "What's the matter sweetie, you too good for Alice?" I saw Randy looking at me and I didn't know what he would do if I turned his wife down and so I did it with her."
"I know you Chuck and I know that there is a little more to it than that. He got a sheepish look on his face and I said, "Spit it out Chuck, you know I won't quit until I get it all."
He took a deep breath, "It was the most mind blowing thing I had ever seen in my life. One after another they fucked her and she just kept calling out next when one man would finish. She begged them to make her cum, to get hard for her, to fuck her harder and faster and when the other guys were done they were all looking at me and all I could think of was what she would feel like after those other five guys. I wanted to do it. I wanted to stick my cock in her to feel what the mess left by the other five would feel like. I wanted to, but still I hesitated because I can't hide anything from you and I knew that you wouldn't like it, not one bit. But then she did the "You too good for me" bit and I saw Randy watching me to see what I would do and so I did it. And then it got weird. She wanted two men at once and then three. Once she had all six of us."
"All six? How could she do that?"
"She was sitting on Phil with his cock in her pussy while George was pushing his cock in her ass. Mike and Roger were standing in front of her and she was alternating between them as she sucked their dicks. Bill and I stood next to her so she could jack us off with her hands while Phil held her steady in an upright position."
"How many times?"
"How many times what?"
"How many times did you fuck the bitch."
He looked away from me again and mumbled something.
I didn't hear that Chuck."
"Four, I did it four times with her. Twice in her pussy and once each in her mouth and ass, but honest to God honey, it didn't mean anything."
"Just being one of the guys huh?"
"Yeah, that's all it was, just trying to fit in."
"And all Randy did was furnish the slut and take pictures?"
"Yeah, that was all he did. I guess his turn on is watching Alice."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things were a little cool around our house for a while after that, but we did manage to work through it. It helped that I loved Chuck and that there was no doubt in my mind that he loved me. I did make it crystal clear to him that there would be no more poker games at Randy's. He agreed, but the damage was already done although it wouldn't surface for another couple of months or so. To sum it up, Chuck got so turned on by the idea of Randy watching Alice that he started wondering what it would be like to watch me. He never mentioned it to me, just kept it to himself as a fantasy, but that fantasy changed him.
It wasn't noticeable right away; just little things that I didn't pick up on at first like the way he looked at me after we made love. He had always given me clothes as part of my gifts on birthdays, anniversaries and at Christmas, but suddenly they got more revealing, sexier and he started telling me what he would like to see me wear when we went out. While he had always bought me clothes he had never bought me shoes. It was the shoes that finally woke me up to what was going on. Chuck started giving me strappy sandals, pumps, slingbacks and all had four or five inch heels.
Suddenly it dawned on me that Chuck was seeing to it that I dressed to attract male attention. After I figured that out I ran a test to see if I was right. Chuck took me to a dance at the Elks one Saturday night and I put on the most revealing dress I own. A little black number that was backless and cut so low in the front that to wear a bra would have ruined the line of the dress so I wore it without a bra and as a result a lot of my breasts were on display. With the dress I wore thigh highs and a pair of CFMs with five inch heels. Chuck's hard on was so evident when he saw how I was dressed that I wasn't sure he would let me out of the house.
At the dance I watched Chuck and saw that Chuck was watching the men who were looking at me. It was obvious that Chuck wanted other men to look at me, but why? Was it an "Eat your heart out, she belongs to me" kind of thing? Or was he just proud of me. Call me na‹ve, but it was another three months before I figured it out and only then by accident.
Chuck was out of town on a business trip and I decide one night to replace the window blinds in the family room. Chuck doesn't like leaving his car at the airport when he is on trips so I usually drive him to the airport or he cabs downtown and takes the light rail out to the airport. As a result I have his car at home when he is on a trip and since the trunk of his car is a lot bigger than the trunk of my little two seat Miata convertible I drove his car to Target. I bought what I needed and when I went to load it into the trunk I had to move a heavy box out of the way to get things to fit.
Once home I unloaded the trunk and then got curious about the heavy box and so I opened it and what I found was about six months worth of men's magazines. Gallery, Penthouse, Penthouse Letters, Penthouse Forum and Variations just to name a few. You know how sometimes when you pick up a book it will fall open to the page you were on when you put it down? The first magazine I picked up did just that. I fell open to a section called "Someone's Watching" and I read some of it. It was all about men who liked watching their wives with other men. I check the rest of the magazines and saw that they all had sections on men watching other men fuck their wives. I further noticed that the pages that were dog eared were all in sections where the wife got it on with some one other than her husband.
That's when the penny dropped. I remembered Chuck's facination with the way Randy watched Alice, the way he was dressing me to grab other men's attention, and now this - books on wife watching. Chuck wanted to watch me!
To be continued.
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I carried the box of magazines into the house, poured myself a glass of wine and settled down to read. I read and sipped wine from five in the afternoon until eleven-thirty and when I climbed into bed I was so hot and horny that I did something that I hadn't done in ten years - I masturbated! I was so horny from reading those stories that my pussy was on fire. I'm not just talking about the wife watching stories either. The girl on girl, black on white, swinging and swapping, straying and wayward wives also got to me. The only ones that left me cold were the boy on boy ones.
The next day I took a couple of the magazines to work with me and read them during coffee breaks and lunch hour. That afternoon one of the girls I work with told me that some of the others from the office were going to be stopping after work for drinks and asked me if I would like to join them. Chuck was not going to be home for two more days and I had nothing to hurry home for so I said I would. The waitress wasn't even back with our drink order before men were coming over to us and asking us to dance. Being the only married woman at the table I didn't think it would be wise so I said no thanks and I just sat, sipped my drink and watched.
While I watched I began to have strange thoughts. I'd look at a guy and wonder what he might be like in bed. Another guy had me wondering if he ate pussy and if so, was he any good at it. My head was full of stories from the magazines and as I looked around the room at the men there I was matching them up with a story. The table where two men were busy talking; would one of them like to fuck me while I sucked on the other? Would those six guys over shooting pool at the pool tables like to gangbang me? I saw the bartender looking at me and I wondered if he would like me to be on my knees behind the bar sucking his cock while he waited on customers. Those two black men sitting off to the side of the dance floor, did they have huge black cocks? Was it true that if you go black you never go back?
I was squirming on the seat as I drove home that night. I rushed into the house and masturbated and then I sat down and read magazines for three hours and masturbated one more time before going to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day during my lunch hour I visited an adult bookstore and bought myself a rubber dildo and a battery operated vibrator. While there I got curious and went into the arcade section, went into one of the booths and fed a couple of dollar bills into the machine. I'd never seen porn videos before and I sat there fascinated as I watched all kinds of sex flashing across the screen in front of me. I stopped hitting the selector button when the videos got to one where three men were fucking one girl. She had one in her rectum, one in her vagina and one in her mouth and I remembered how Chuck had described Alice doing that.
I sat there and watched and wondered what it would be like to be that girl and I slid my skirt up, ran my hand inside my panty and masturbated. While fingering myself I saw some movement out of the corner of my eye and for the first time I noticed that there was a hole in the wall between my booth and the one nest to it. In the flickering light from the screen I thought I saw eyes watching me.
I have no idea what possessed me to do what I did next. I stood up, removed my panties and then sat back down with my skirt up around my waist and my legs spread wide so the voyeur could get a good look and then I started to finger fuck myself. Just as I felt the orgasm rushing through me a large black cock came through the hole in the wall. I stared at it in fascination. I'd read about glory holes in the magazines and here I was, Mrs. Middle-aged Housewife, sitting in a booth in an adult book store and looking at the first hard cock other than my husband's that I had seen since getting married.
I bent forward to look at it close. I could see one of the veins that ran along the top throbbing and the cock itself was twitching - making little up and down bounces - and for kicks I lowered my mouth to within inches of it and then blew on it with my hot breath. There was a drop of pre-cum in the pee hole and I was tempted to stick out my tongue and lick it up. Did I dare? No, no I didn't, but I did reach out and wrap my fingers around it just to feel the heat of it. As soon as my hand closed around it the owner of it started to hump my hand and I wondered if I stayed there and held it would it spurt for me?
I checked my watch and saw that I still had twenty minutes of my lunch period left and it was a five minute walk back to work so I stayed where I was and held onto the black cock while it fucked my hand. As the time ticked down I became obsessed with getting it off before I left and I started stroking it instead of just gripping it. I was getting desperate to make it cum and I was only seconds away from taking it in my mouth when it finally erupted. It shot spurt after spurt into my booth and I let go of it and leaned back against the wall. I was astonished at what I had just done. That wasn't me. That wasn't the sort of person I was. What in God's name had gotten into me?
I used my panty to wipe the goop off my hand and then went to put it in my purse. It dawned on me that it was soaking wet and if I put it in my purse I would get the strangers cum all over everything else in there so I dropped it on the floor and pushed it into a corner with my toe. I straightened my skirt and left the booth and I noticed the door to the next booth was open and no one was in it. There were six men, three of them black, on the store side of the wall and I glanced at them as I headed for the door and wondered which one of the black men it had been. I left the store knowing that I would never know.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That evening as I rushed home I felt so wicked at what I had done that my pussy was dripping. That night I used my dildo and my vibrator to get myself off - several times - as I sat on the couch, sipped wine and read more magazines.
The next day was the last day of Chuck's trip and he would be gone one more night so when Sheila asked me if I wanted to stop with her and some of the other girls for a drink after work I said yes. It was the same as it had been the night before; we had no sooner sat down than men were asking us to dance. This time I said yes and got up and danced like the other girls.
Over the course of the next two hours I had hands on my ass and breasts, and a dozen hard cocks pushed into my leg. One guy even started to run his hand down the inside the front of my skirt and I was so hot and horny that I almost - only almost - let him reach his goal. I had several invitations to make a trip out to the parking lot or to a motel and two guys asked me if they could go home with me.
I wondered if I could do it, if I could take some guy home with me and fuck his eyes out while Chuck watched. It was then that I suddenly realized that I wanted to do it. I wanted to fuck some stranger while my husband watched. All of a sudden Chuck and I had matching fantasies, or maybe we did. I was just guessing that his fantasy was watching me with other men. I had to admit that I really didn't know just which letters turned him on. I just hoped to God it wasn't the boy/boy ones.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Chuck wasn't home two minutes before I had his pants down around his ankles and I was on my knees with his cock in my mouth. It was one in the morning when I finally gave up trying to get him up again. After he fell asleep I went into the bathroom where I used my dildo to give myself two more orgasms before finally going to bed. I lay there looking up at the ceiling and wondered how to make my fantasy (and Chuck's) come true. I wanted to do it, but I wasn't going to fuck another man behind my husband's back. The question was, did Chuck really want to see me with another man, or was it just a fantasy that he never actually wanted to happen? If he really didn't want it then my broaching the subject could do great harm to our marriage. No, I couldn't make the first move - Chuck had to do that.
There were other questions too. Could I actually fuck another man with Chuck watching? That I could fuck another man was a foregone conclusion. It had taken every last little bit of my will power to keep me from accepting one of those parking lot invitations that night at the bar. Next question was even if Chuck really wanted it, could he handle it? There was sometimes a very big difference between wanting and actually getting. What was the old saying, "Be careful what you wish for, you just might get it?" I wanted to do it; I wanted to do it in the worst way, but I loved Chuck and I didn't want to screw up my marriage. I tossed and turned for hours before I finally fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A week went by; a week during which all I thought about was having my fantasy actually happen. On Wednesday the thoughts had me so horny that I felt myself drawn back to the adult bookstore and my visit was a carbon copy of my first visit. I masturbated while unknown eyes watched me through the glory hole and when a cock came through the hole I took it in my hand and stroked it while I fingered myself. It was a surprise when I had an orgasm just as the hard white cock in my hand shot thick ropy streams of cum onto the floor of my booth. Once again I used my panties to clean my hands and then I tossed them into a corner and hurried back to work.
Once back at work I sat at my desk and stared out the window and thought about what I wanted. I came to realize that Chuck might never mention his fantasies to me and I needed him to. I wanted to do it, but it had to be Chuck's idea. In order for my marriage to go on, to keep me from cheating on Chuck, my fucking another man had to be his idea. In a rare moment of pure truth I realized that I didn't care if Chuck got to watch or not as long as I got to ride another man's cock, but it absolutely had to be Chuck's idea. The problem was how to make him have that idea.
I racked my brain for weeks to come up with a way to nudge Chuck into bringing his fantasies out in the open. I felt that if I could get him to talk about it I could gently steer things to the point where he would ask me if I had any interest. The idea I finally came up with was simplicity itself and I couldn't understand why it wasn't the first thing I thought of. After finding Chuck's stash of magazines and getting turned on reading them I took to buying Penthouse Letters and reading it at work. I was sitting in my office tearing open the cellophane wrapper on the latest issue when the little subscription card fell out of the package and onto my desk. I looked at it and the light bulb went on over my head. Chuck's birthday was in two weeks. I filled out the card, made a copy of it and mailed it in. On Chuck's birthday he opened his birthday card and found the copy of the subscription card.
"What's this?"
"One of your birthday presents, a two year subscription to Penthouse Letters."
"Why would you give me something like that?"
"I used your car on your last business trip and I found the box of magazines in the trunk. I thought that if you liked that kind of thing you might like to have a subscription. Besides, I read some of them and some of the things in them turned me on. I figured that if I got you a subscription I could read it when you finish it."
I saw something change in his eyes when I said that and then he did just what I had hoped he would do.
"What turned you on?"
"Lots of things, but mostly it was the overall sexual content."
"Oh come on baby, there must have been something in particular. What was it?"
"You won't laugh at me or get mad?"
"No, of course not."
"The ones on oral sex."
"Why would that be a turn on? We have oral sex all the time."
"Not that way."
"What way?"
"When I have cum in me. The thought of you sucking cum out of my pussy gets me all hot and horny."
"You want to fuck another man and then have me go down on you?"
"No silly, I want you to lick my pussy after you make love to me."
I saw the light start to die in his eyes so I quickly said, "The other thing that turned me on was the section called Some Ones Watching. I don't know why but spying on some one while they are making love sounds as erotic as all get out."
"How about being the one spied on?"
"What do you mean?"
"Could you make love if some one was watching you?"
"Good Lord Chuck, how did we get on this subject. All I did was give you a subscription to a magazine. Come on, let's open the rest of your presents."
The idea was planted and now all I had to do was wait.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It didn't take long. Chuck's birthday was Wednesday and on Saturday, as we were dressing to go to a party, Chuck said, "Do you have any fantasies honey?"
"Sure. My favorite is where I win the lottery, buy an island in the South Seas and spend the rest of my life on the beach perfecting my tan."
"No, no honey, I mean sexual fantasies."
"Just the one I already mentioned."
"What was that?"
"Honestly, don't men ever pay any attention to anything a woman says?"
"What did I miss?"
"On your birthday I told you that the thought of you eating your cum out of my pussy made me hot and horny."
"I don't think I could lick my stuff out of you."
"How about some one else's then?"
"What! What did you just say?"
I laughed, "Don't have a cow sweetie, I was just joking. You should see the look on your face right now - it's priceless."
I was rolling my nylons on while Chuck watched and I saw the lump in his pants start to grow:
"How about you? Do you have any sexual fantasies?"
"A couple."
"You want to tell me about them?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"Because I don't think that you would like hearing about them."
"Oh come on Chuck, they can't be any worse than the letters that turn you on when you're reading your magazines."
Chuck was silent and I said, "What's the matter baby, are they about me?"
He turned away from me and I said, "That's it, isn't it? You are having fantasies about me. What are they? Me with another girl? Me with a big black nigger who has a fifteen-inch cock and who uses me as his personal fuck toy? Come on baby, tell me, it just might turn me on."
"You promise that you won't get mad?"
"Of course I won't get mad. You are just going to tell me a fantasy not ask or make me do anything. Come on, tell me. Do you imagine me getting gangbanged? Come on baby, spill it. You know I'm just going to hack away at you until you do."
"Okay, but if you laugh or get mad at me I'm going to be severely pissed. My fantasy is to watch you make love to other men."
"Other men, not man?"
"It started out as another man and evolved into other men."
"Oh wow. I never considered that."
"Does that mean you have considered other things?"
"Well yeah, but nothing like that."
"What did you consider doing?"
"Like doing some of that role playing. You know, go into a bar and flirt, lead men on, get felt up and then hurry home and screw our brains out. But me and other guys while you watch? Wow babe, I don't think I could do that. I don't know if I could do it with one man, let alone several."
"You say you don't think you could, does that leave the door open to maybe finding out?"
Things were heading where I wanted them to go so I decided not to push my luck and try to rush things. "I don't know Chuck. It is one thing to fantasize about things, but something else again to actually try them. Besides, I took a vow at our wedding to be faithful to you."
"You aren't being unfaithful if you do it with my approval."
"How did we get onto this subject anyway? Go take your shower or we will be late for the party."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At the party I made sure that I punched all of Chuck's buttons. I was wearing one of the outfits that he had given me and CFMs with five-inch heels. I danced with anyone who asked and I allowed hands to go where ever they wanted. My ass was squeezed, my pussy was rubbed through my skirt and I just knew I was going to have bruises on my breasts when I got home. I let myself get maneuvered into dark corners, let myself be kissed and even gave some tongue to a couple of guys.
I did all of that with one eye on Chuck to see how he was taking it. He wasn't smiling, but I didn't see anger either so I took it to the next level. When my next dance partner, a tall, handsome black man named Mark, suggested we step outside for some air I said okay and three minutes later we were swapping tongues. He worked his hand down the inside of my skirt and panties and I rubbed the bulge in his pants with my hand. When his hand reached my pussy I unzipped him and reached inside, grasped his erection and pulled it out to where I could stroke it. I looked down at it and saw that it wasn't all that big, just a bit fatter than Chuck's, but no longer.
"Let's go to my car" Mark whispered.
"No, I can't" I said as I let go of his cock and started pulling away from him. "I can't do this. I'm a married woman and I've never cheated on my husband before."
"Maybe not, but you want to or we wouldn't be here doing what we are."
"But I can't. He's inside and he may come looking for me any minute now," and I pulled away from him and hurried back into the party.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We were no sooner in the car to go home when Chuck said, "Got a little carried away tonight did you?" I was thinking on how to answer that when he said, "I saw you and Mark out on the patio. Several other people saw it to."
"Your point?"
"Damn it Loretta, don't you think that shows everyone how low you regard me when you can act like that in front of me?"
"It bothered you?"
"Yes it did."
"Did it anger you, make you want to kick Mark's ass?"
"Damned right it did."
"Well that is just what I was trying to find out. Remember our little talk, the one we had in the bedroom?"
"Yes, what about it?"
"I thought about it all the way to the party. The more I thought about it the more I wondered about what it would be like and the more I wondered about what it would be like the more I thought about maybe doing it. I almost had myself talked into trying it and then reality set in."
"What do you mean, reality?"
"I'm not stupid Chuck. I've seen you change over this last year and I know what changed you. Randy's poker party and what his slut did changed you. The same man who became incensed if a man dance too close with me was suddenly buying me sexy outfits and pressing me to wear them in public, to attract attention from the same men who pissed you off when they danced to close. Tonight you told me of your fantasy of seeing me make it with other men and the way you said it and the tone of your voice told me that it was more that just a fantasy - you actually wanted me to do it!
"I like doing things for you Chuck, I like doing what makes you happy and while being bedded by another man is stretching things a bit I wouldn't rule it out if that is what you really wanted. The other side of that coin is that I love you and I value my marriage and I'm not - repeat not - going to do anything that will jeopardize either of those. So tonight I did what I did to see how you would react. Your reaction to what I did tonight tells me that there isn't any way on God's Green Earth that you could handle seeing me in bed with another man."
"You mean you really thought about doing it?"
"Until we got in this car, but not now, no way!"
"Why not?"
"Get serious Chuck, you couldn't handle seeing felt up and being kissed. The fact that I stroked Mark's cock bent you all out of shape; there is no way you could handle seeing me fuck another man."



"The party was different Loretta. I wasn't in on it. If I had known what you were doing I'd have felt like I was part of it."
"That's what you say now, but I have no way of knowing whether or not it is just bullshit and I'm not risking my marriage on bullshit."
"Okay, I'll just have to prove it isn't."
"How do you figure you can do that?"
"Harry Winslow's wife is throwing him a birthday party next Saturday. I hadn't intended on going, but now I think we will. You just go and do whatever you feel comfortable with only this time I'll know and that will make me a part of it."
"Whatever I feel comfortable with doing?"
"No pressure Lorrie, just do what you want."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was well on my way to doing what I wanted to do and with my husband's blessings. The only problem was that it was a week away and the anticipation was driving me crazy. By Wednesday I was so frustrated that I was ready to scream so during my lunch break I headed for the adult bookstore.
This time a cock came through the hole in the wall before I even put my money into the machine. I stared at it for several seconds and then I went to my knees in front of it. The cock that was sticking through the wall was black and it was huge! It had to be twelve inches long because he had ten inches sticking out on my side of the wall. I was staring at the drop of pre-cum in the pee hole and something happened as I was reaching for it. I don't know why it happened; I hadn't planned on it happening, but at the last second my tongue slid out and I licked the head of that huge cock. A tenth of a second later I was giving some unknown man a blow job. He must have been as excited about it as I was because it only took him about three minutes to get off. I wasn't expecting it and when the first glob hit the back of my throat I jerked back and the second spurt hit my nose and the third hit my chin. I grabbed the cock with both hands and finished him off by hand.
As the limp cock pulled back and disappeared I got my panties off and wiped off my face and hands with them and then I tossed them into a corner. As I did I wondered what happened to all the panties I was leaving in that booth. I giggled at the thought that they might be pinned to a board somewhere all in a row and with a label under them; maybe something like "Booth C, 6/5/05." I still had my problem though so I fed some money into the machine and masturbated while watching a sexy little blond take on three black men. I got myself off, but Chuck was still going to be worn out when I got done with him that night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Even though I knew I'd crossed a line with what I had done at the bookstore I didn't consider it as cheating on Chuck. As far as I was concerned cheating was giving yourself to another man and I hadn't done that and I wasn't going to do that. If I gave myself to another it would only be with my husband's blessings. I wanted that blessing, oh sweet Jesus did I ever want it. I had a list of guys I wanted to take to my bed, but I was stone serious about loving Chuck and not wanting to screw up my marriage. So, even though I wanted other men I wasn't going to do it without Chuck's approval and I wanted to make damned sure that we were on the same page.
An hour before it was time to get ready for Harry's party I told Chuck that I wanted to talk to him. "About tonight, are you absolutely sure about what you want? Have you thought about it all the way through?"
"What do you mean?"
"Outside of the fact that I'm no so sure that you can handle me being with another man have you given any thought to the rest of it? What if you decide that you don't really like it, but that I do and I want to do more of it? Have you considered that he might be big, a lot bigger than you and I'll get hooked on having big cocks? What about the possibility that he might be a better lover and I'll want to continue seeing him? Have you considered any of those things?"
"Not really. They don't really matter to me."
"How can you say that?"
"Look Loretta, I love you and I know that you love me. All of those things that you just mentioned could happen and it wouldn't matter because I know that you will always come home to me. I know that I might be letting the genie out of the bottle and you might run free for a while, but I also know that you are mine and that I am yours and I have no doubt that whatever happens that won't change."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The party was an hour old when Mark showed up. I felt my pussy tingle as I remembered what we had done at the last party. As I thought about the black cocks from the adult bookstore and about Mark's nice sized black boner I turned to Chuck and whispered in his ear, "Are you absolute certain you can handle me with another man?"
"Yes."
I looked at him for several seconds and then I said, "Okay, but before I bring a man into our bedroom I want to make sure. I'm going to run a little test. When you see me dancing with Mark go outside and find a place where you can watch our car without being seen."
"What are you going to do?"
"At the very least I'll give him a hand job. If you don't come storming over to rip the doors off the car I may go down on him. Where it might go from there I don't know, but I'd rather find out here than at home that you can't handle it."
"You are serious? You are really going to do it?"
I guess that depends on you, doesn't it?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It didn't take Mark long to come over and ask me to dance and it didn't take long for his hands to go roaming. When he leaned down and whispered in my ear, "Any chance we can go outside and pick up where we left off last week?" I glanced around and saw Chuck heading outside.
"Am I any less married tonight than I was last week?"
"No, but you have had a week to think about it. You want to sweetie and we both know it. The fact that you were the one to unzip me and take my cock out proved that."
"Did Chuck do something to you and you feel the need to get even by having his wife?"
"No sweetie, I want you because you are the sexiest woman I've ever seen."
He had me in a dark corner and he had a hand on my right breast and I was rubbing his hard cock with my leg. I slid a hand down his body until I reached his bulge and then I squeezed it. "Do you have a condom?"
"As a matter of fact I do."
"Why don't we go outside for a breath of fresh air?"
"Lead the way fair lady."
I led him straight to our car and on the way I tried to see if I could spot Chuck, but I never saw him. Mark and I got in the back and started to make out like teenagers at the drive in. Mark's hands were busy on my breasts and I was tugging at his zipper while our tongues played with each other. I lifted my skirt so Mark could get my panties down while I tried to work his cock out of confinement. His fingers found my pussy just as his cock sprang free and I spread my legs to give him better access as I started to jack him off. Our tongues were still dueling and I was moaning and squirming as Mark fingered me.
As much as I wanted to let myself go there was still a part of me that expected Chuck to come charging up to put a stop to things. When, after almost five minutes he still hadn't tried to stop me I took it to the next level. I pulled my mouth away from Mark's and lowered my head and took his nice hard black cock between my lips and started sucking on it. I licked it, I sucked it and I used my hands to play with his balls. It wasn't long, less than three minutes actually, before I felt him tense up and I knew he was going to release his load and I clamped my lips tight around him as he gushed. I gulped and I swallowed and when he stopped spurting and started to go soft I kept on making love to his cock with my mouth.
It took a few minutes, but then I felt him starting to grow and I took my mouth off him and asked him for his condom. He gave it to me and I rolled it on and then I slid down on the seat and told him to fuck me. Mark was only marginally bigger than Chuck and since I'd been a virgin when I married Chuck I had no yardstick for measuring a man's ability as a lover, but the fact that I was a married woman and that somewhere close by my husband was watching me get fucked by another man was so exciting that I had an orgasm almost as soon as Mark plunged his cock into me.
I moaned, I screamed, I cried out and I pushed up at him to meet each of his down strokes and I came again and again before Mark climaxed. I felt so deliciously wicked and slutty as I lay stretched out on that back seat that I almost went after myself with my fingers so that I could cum again. Mark was leaning over me and he said, "That was marvelous. When can we do it again?"
I only hesitated a moment and then I asked, "Have you got another condom?"
"In my car."
"Better hurry then, I only have so much time before Chuck misses me and comes looking."
To be continued.



            A Con Game Interrupted

            He found out he was the target in a scam.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-con-game-interrupted

Title: A Con Game Interrupted

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: He found out he was the target in a scam.

Tags: cheating




"Oh god baby, that's it, like that, oh yes, oh yes, push baby, push it in deeper. Come on lover, fuck me hard, fuck me."
Her raven black hair was spread out in a fan across the white pillowcase; her legs were spread wide and her feet, still in her high heels, were pointed straight up at the ceiling. The man, his name was Dave, was ramming his cock into her as hard and as fast as he could go. She was clawing at his back and her nails were leaving red marks on his skin.
"Yes baby, yes, fuck me hard, make me cum. Get me there lover, get me there."
My cock was as hard as a rock as I watched the action on the bed, but I wasn't stroking it, I needed both hands to hold the video camera steady. Another minute of, "Oh yes, oh yes, make me cum baby, make me cum" and Dave announced that he was cumming:
"Push it deep lover, push it deep and hold it baby. Let your juice get to my eggs baby, breed me baby, breed me."
He gave one final thrust and held himself deep in her while his sperm shot from the end of his cock and raced for her eggs. He held still for a minute or so and then he pulled out and fell to the bed beside her. The two were silent for a couple of seconds and then Dave said:
"If I do knock you up are you going to name the kid after me?"
"Don't be silly baby. I'll name him after my husband. He will be Robert Lawrence Stackman, Junior."
"What if it's a girl?"
"It won't be lover, not with a strong, virile daddy like you."
"What if it is actually his baby?"
"That limp dick couldn't get me pregnant on his best day. The only thing his little dick is good for is peeing."
"I don't understand it. If you have such a low opinion of him why do you stay married to him?"
"Because he makes damned good money and he is every woman's ideal husband."
"How is that?"
"I have him wrapped around my little finger. He does what I want, when I want and he smiles and says, "Yes dear."
"Doesn't sound like much of a man."
"He doesn't have to be one lover, that's what I have you for."
Dave looked at his watch, "I'd better get going. He should be getting home soon."
She grabbed his limp cock, "Oh no you don't lover. I'm ovulating and you are going to get me pregnant."
"What if your husband comes home and I'm still here?"
"The spineless wimp will go and hide in the garage until you leave. Now let me get you up again baby" and she lowered her head and started licking his cock. She did get him up and twelve minutes later she got him off and then suggested that it was time for him to leave:
"Bobby will hide in the garage and be afraid if you are still here when he gets home, but he will believe whatever bullshit story I tell him. Even so, it is probably best to avoid the situation if I can. I'm worn out baby, you let yourself out okay? I' going to put a pillow under my ass and lay here and let your baby juice drain down to my eggs. Call me tomorrow and we can set up the next time."
Dave left the room and I turned the camera off and hid it behind some clothes. I heard the front door close and then Stella said, "You can come out now." I left the closet and looked at my wife lying on the bed, legs spread wide and her cunt matted from her juices and the juices of her lover.
"Was it what you wanted baby? Did you get what you wanted?"
"Oh yes my love, I got just what I wanted."
"Good. Now get over here and get your sloppy seconds. Make me forget that little dicked asshole."
As I walked toward her I was fighting hard not to toss my cookies. I had to fuck the whore, but I didn't have to like it. I had to keep her happy until I finished what I had to do.
+++++
It started on a rainy Tuesday. It was a hard rain and the office trailer on the job site had seen better days. It finally decided to give up the fight and the roof and two of the windows started leaking. The water shorted out a couple of electrical circuits and I shut down the computer before it could take a shit on me.
Outside, the heavy rain was turning the ground into a soupy mess so I told the boys to shut off the equipment and call it a day. Normally on a rain day I would go back to the office and catch up on paperwork, but I really didn't feel like doing it that day. No, I thought, screw the paper work and instead let's go home and chase Stella around the house.
There was a strange car in the drive so I assumed Stella had a girlfriend over and my rainy afternoon love making session was not going to happen. I parked the car on the street so the car in the drive could get out and I went into the house.
It is a shock when you find out that your loving wife is loving someone else. The sounds from the upstairs bedroom and the trail of clothes leading from the living room to the stairs told the story all too plainly. My first impulse was to go storming upstairs and do great bodily harm to Stella and whomever she was with, but fortunately for me I have learned to control my temper. I quietly left the house and moved my car down the block to a parking spot where I could watch the house. About two hours later a man I'd never seen before came out the front door, got in the car in the drive and drove away.
During those two hours that I sat watching I wondered how long it had been going on. I wondered why it was going on. Stella and I had only been married for two years and how in the hell could a marriage go to shit in that short length of time? There were no money issues; my construction company was going great guns. Sexually things were fine, at least from my standpoint. We were still going after each other like honeymooners. Something was obviously wrong, but I was at a loss to figure out what it was.
I thought back to see if I could remember anything that might give me a clue as to when Stella had started being unfaithful, but nothing came to mind. None of the classic signs had appeared; the strange phone calls, the unexplained absences, the tapering off of sex. None of that had happened. One thing I did know - I was going to do something about it and Stella and her lover would not be pleased with it.
+++++
Electronics Avenue sold me most of what I needed and by the end of the week my house was wired for sound. I had several sound activated tape recorders hidden in strategic places and there was one attached to the phone. Even before I started to do what intelligence agencies refer to as 'harvesting information' I went to work on setting up Stella. That night after a strenuous romp in the bedroom I asked:
"Do you ever have any fantasies?"
"Doesn't everybody?"
"I don't know. What are some of yours?"
"Winning the lottery, getting fucked senseless by Brad Pitt or Matt Damon, have a genie grant me my wish that my tits never start sagging, why?"
"Just curious. Pitt and Damon huh? Any other guys?"
"No baby, and they are only fantasies. You are more than enough for me. What brought this up?"
"Nothing, just a sudden curiosity."
"Bullshit lover, I know you to well. You have a fantasy so you wondered if I did. What is it baby, tell me."
"No, I don't think so."
"Hey! I told you mine, you have to tell me yours. Fair is fair."
"You won't like it. You'll get pissed and I'll end up going a month giving myself hand jobs because you'll lock me out of the bedroom."
"Oh come on now, don't be so melodramatic. Tell me."
I hesitated a second or so and then I said:
"My fantasy is to watch you make love to another man."
She stared at me for several seconds and then said, "You're kidding, right? Me and another man? Who?"
"I don't know, some stranger I suppose. I don't think that I would want it to be anyone I know."
"And you would be where? Sitting on a chair next to the bed? Standing on a ladder and looking in the bedroom window? Or that old clich‚, hiding in the closet."
"I think I would be in the closet; I wouldn't want him to know I'd be there."
"How does your fantasy have it happening? You going to bring somebody home with you or do I go out trolling to see what I can pick up?"
"You would be picking a guy up. Christ, I wouldn't have a clue on how to go about asking some guy to have sex with my wife. You wouldn't have any problem."
"Why is that?"
"Girls just naturally know how to pick up guys. You dangle the bait and they come running."
"How long have you had this fantasy?"
"A couple of months now."
"Why? Why would you want to see me have sex with another man?"
"So I could see things that I can't see when we are making love."
"Like what?"
"Do your toes curl when you have an orgasm? Do your feet flail around or point stiffly straight up? What do the folds of your pussy look like as they grip the cock moving in and back? When I'm on top of you I can't see how your body moves. I can feel it move, but I can't see what it does. Is your facial expression different when we do it doggie style, or is the same as when we are in the missionary position? There is probably a lot more, but those are the ones that just came to mind."
"Fascinating. I never would have expected that from you."
"What?"
"That you would want to see me make lov..., no, not make love, but to fuck another man."
"Well, it is only a fantasy, I never expect it to happen."
"But you want it to, don't you? I can tell from the tone of your voice and the way you are talking that you really want it to happen."
I stared at her for several long moments and the said, "Yeah, I guess I really do."
"I'll do anything for you baby and you know that, but I'd be scared to death that seeing another man sliding a cock in me would cause you to hate me."
"Now way Stella, you are my life. Nothing you could ever do would make me hate you." Throw your ass out on the street maybe, but not hate you I thought to myself.
"You really want that? No joke?"
"Yeah baby, I do."
"Well I'm not making you any promises, but I will think on it."
+++++
The next night after we had eaten and the dinner dishes had been cleared away Stella told me she was going over to her mother's for a couple of hours and that she would be back before bedtime. As soon as she had backed out of the drive I got the recorder that was hidden in the living room and played it back. I heard the doorbell, murmurs that grew louder until they became recognizable voices and then:
"Hurry up lover, sit down on the couch and get it out. You know I love to wrap my lips around it."
"You still going to feel that way when we are married?"
"Hell yes baby. Oooh, look at it, is it ready for me or what."
Then I heard sounds of a noisy blow job for several minutes and then, "Damn lover, that felt like a quart when I swallowed it. Come on lover, now that the quick one is out of the way we need to take this to the bedroom."
The sounds faded as the two of them left the room. As I took the tape out and inserted a fresh one I pondered the "When we get married" that I'd heard. That damn sure sounded like I was going to be divorced or dead.
The next one that I checked was the one in the bedroom, but there was nothing on it but sounds of fucking and a whole lot of moaning.
The one tied into the phone line was next. It had six calls altogether; one wrong number, two telemarketers, a call from her sister that was just general chit chat, a call from her lover asking if it was clear for him to come over and the last call was from Stella to her mother. The last call was the eye opener:
- Hello?
- -Hi mom.
- Hi Stell. Calling me because you want something again?
- I need for you to cover for me tonight in case hubby calls.
- Who are you meeting, Brad or Dave?
- Brad.
- One of these days you are going to get caught Stell. You do know that, right?
- No I won't and with any luck you won't need to cover for me any more.
- You are finally going to get the divorce?
- No. I still need another year so I can make sure that I know where all the assets are.
- Don't be greedy honey; get out before you get caught.
- Another year could mean another quarter million mom. Besides, I'm not going to have to worry about getting caught. I'm going to turn Bob into my very own cuckold. I'm going to do Brad and then Dave right in front of him.
- Honey, I'd think long and hard about that. My advice is don't do it. Playing games could backfire on you.
- No mom, I'll be okay, you'll see. So, are you going to be home so you can cover for me tonight?
- All right honey. What's the excuse?
- How about I'm helping you make a quilt for Gram for her birthday?
- Okay.
- Thanks mom, I'll call you tomorrow.
And I'd always thought that Stella's mom liked me. That call told me that my marriage wasn't in trouble. It told me that I didn't have a marriage. What I had was a con game in which I was the target. All I could say was, "Shame, shame mother in law. When I get done with you you will rue the day you agreed to alibi your slut of a daughter.
+++++
For the next week I collected audio tapes of Stella talking to her mother and both her lovers (neither it seemed knew about the other) and of all the fucking that was going on in the living room and bedroom. I knew Stella had taken the bait and all I could do was wait for it. Friday I came home from work to find Stella dressed in a short skirt, low cut blouse and wearing her highest pair of heels.
"We going somewhere tonight?"
"Not we baby, just me."
"Oh? And just where are you going dressed like that?"
"You like? Does it look sexy?"
"You know it does."
"Good. That's the idea. Tonight you get your fantasy sweetie. These are my trolling clothes and if I don't get hit on within five minutes of walking into the bar my ego is going to be in the toilet."
"Why didn't we talk about this first?"
"Because if we sat down and talked about it I'm afraid I would chicken out and not do it. You want it and I know you want it and it has taken me a week to get up the courage to do it. I need to do it now and get it over with before I lose my nerve."
She took me in her arms and gave me a passionate kiss. "Get the closet ready baby, I should be home in about an hour."
As soon as she cleared the driveway I checked out all the recorders. Nothing on the living room and bedroom machines and only one call on the telephone machine. That call told me the night's plan:
- Hello?
- Hi Brad honey. Want to slide your marvelous cock into some hungry pussy?
- You know I can never say no to you, but you said we could never do it in the evening."
- That was then sweetie, this is now. Hubby dear is out of town until late tomorrow.
- In that case I'm most definitely available.
- Meet me at Brady's Lounge tonight around seven. We can have a couple of drinks and then come back here. I know how much you love fucking me on my husbands bed.
- Okay love, I'll see you at seven.
+++++
It was an hour and a half before I got the phone call.
"I've got a live one baby. I should be home in about fifteen minutes so be ready to leap into the closet."
Eleven minutes later Stella pulled into the drive and another car pulled in behind her. I moved into the closet and adjusted myself so I was comfortable. I made sure that the camcorder had a good angle on the bed and then I waited.
Stella came into the room followed by David. She went straight to the bed and started stripping while over her shoulder at David and saying:
"Hurry sweetie, I need it bad. I'm hot enough to fuck ten guys and I need cock bad so hurry."
I had expected it to be almost like a porn video, but it wasn't. There was no hokey background music, no fake oohs and ahhs or the insincere sounding, "Oh yeah baby, fuck my tight pussy" nor were there any of those stupid looking cum shots on the face, back or stomach. I heard "Oh yes baby, fuck me, fuck me hard" a couple of times, but you could tell from the sound of Stella's voice that it wasn't fake. She was loving every minute of it.
When I made my plans I hadn't thought it all the way through. I hadn't realized how long I was going to have to stay in the closet. Stella and David fucked, went into a sixty-nine position until David was hard and then they fucked again. Next David ate her pussy until he was hard and they fucked a third time and then Stella sucked him hard for the fourth time and she got on her hands and knees:
"In my ass lover, this time I want you in my ass."
She buried her head in a pillow and David moved behind her and started easing himself into her shit hole. The pillow muffled her grunts and groans and I couldn't tell if they were from pain or pleasure, but it didn't matter which because she had asked for it. Half a dozen strokes and David was all the way in her and then he slowly started fucking her until she raised her head up from the pillow and said:
"Harder baby, fuck me harder."
Stella was positioned so that she was looking at the closet and through the viewfinder of the camera I could see the lust on her face as she moaned:
"Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass."
I knew, even though I couldn't see into her mind, that while she was looking into the closet at where my eye level would be she was thinking "You stupid shit. This is one of my lovers and he is fucking the shit out of me with your blessings and you don't have a clue." But she was wrong about that, she was the one without a clue as to what was going to happen to her.
When it was over and David had pulled his deflating cock out of her Stella looked at her watch:
"You need to be going baby."
"But I was planning on spending the night. You told me your husband was out of town and I thought that mea..."
Stella put a finger to his mouth, "Shush baby. I never said it would be an all nighter. You need to get out of here. My sister is coming over to spend the night when she leaves the Avon party she went to. She will be here in a half-hour or so and you need to get gone. Now! No arguments, go. Go go go!" and she picked his pants up off the floor and handed them to him.
Stella walked him to the door and while she was out of the room I hid the camera. I was just taking off my boxers when Stell came back in the room.
"Oh baby," she said, looking at my stiff cock, "If that is any indication I guess you liked your fantasy. We can talk later baby, for right now let your slut wife take care of that for you."
Mixed emotions! I was hard as hell because watching Stella had been one hell of a turn on, but I really didn't want anything to do with the whore. On the other hand I needed to keep her from suspecting that I was on to her and avoiding sex with her would set off a ton of alarm bells. I had no choice but to take sloppy seconds.
When it was over and we were lying next to each other on the bed Stella asked:
"Well baby, was it what you wanted?"
"It was okay Stell, but no, it wasn't what I wanted."
"Oh God baby, you didn't like it. You are going to hate me now. Oh God, I knew I shouldn't have done it."
As hard as it was for me to do it I took her in my arms and told her not to worry. "I don't hate you baby. How could I when you love me so much that you did this for me. No honey, what I meant was that there was something missing. Something that I hadn't even thought of before I watched you from the closet."
"What baby? What didn't I do? I even gave him my ass. You don't like anal, but this was for you. For you to see the things you talked about and I wanted you to see that too. What didn't I do?"
"It isn't what you didn't do honey, you did just great. It is just something that I didn't even know about myself until I was watching you."
"What is it baby? You know I'll do it for you."
"You won't laugh or think less of me?"
"Of course not baby."
"It occurred to me while I was in that closet that what I really wanted was to be punished for having you fuck that stranger. Not physical punishment, but mental. I felt like you should have humiliated me. You know, things like calling me a wimp, saying that my cock was worthless and that's why you had to pick up strangers. Telling them to make you pregnant because I wasn't man enough to do it."



"You would really want me to do that?"
"Yes I would."
"But none of that is true baby. You aren't a wimp and you have a marvelous cock. And where does this not man enough to make me pregnant come from? Neither one of us wants kids right now so we haven't even tried."
"I know baby, it is all mental and I know it, but your lover should leave thinking I'm a wimp ass who can't take care of his own wife."
"Well, if that is what you want okay. I can do it, but it won't feel right. I'll do it tomorrow night while I'm still up from tonight. If you wait I might lose my nerve. Are you sure you are all right with this baby? It isn't going to hurt us, is it?"
"No honey, it won't hurt me at all."
+++++
As I slid my cock into her slushy cunt I hissed, "My cock is only good for pissing?"
"Oh yeah baby, your little dick is worthless. How does your silly little pee pee feel soaking in a real man's cum?"
"You fucking whore" I moaned as I drove my cock into her.
"I know I am baby, but I love you so even though you're worthless in bed I'll stay with you. You will need to get used to sloppy seconds though because I'll probably go out every night and pick up some stud."
"You fucking bitch!"
"Yeah baby, I'm a bitch and you are my cuckold. Next time though you will have to suck my lover's cum out of my pussy before I'll let you fuck me, understand?"
"Yes dear," I said, knowing full well there wasn't going to be a next time.
Fucking her two boyfriends in front of me sexually supercharged my wife and she couldn't leave me alone for the rest of the weekend. I wanted to shove her away or spit on her, but I had to force myself to behave. I needed to keep things on an even keel until I was ready to drop the hammer on her.
+++++
Monday morning I kept the appointment that I had made with a divorce lawyer. And I gave him a copy of the audio and video tapes. He reviewed them and asked me what I wanted.
"Out of the marriage and I don't want that whore to leave with anything. No alimony, no settlement, no nothing. She can leave the marriage with what she brought to it - her maiden name and that's all."
"You know she will fight it, right? With what we have the divorce will be a slam dunk, but a good lawyer will get a judge to award her something."
"I don't know much law, but wouldn't that audio tape of her talking to her mother about fleecing me show that she only married me for my money and wouldn't that be fraud?"
"It would be a hard sell and I doubt I could get the DA to file charges. We might be able to scare her with the threat of criminal charges, but it would depend on how sharp a lawyer she gets."
"How would a suit for alienation of affections go if we went after her mother?"
"We would have a good chance there."
"Maybe the threat of me doing that will make Stella walk away."
"You could try it."
"What's the time line?"
"I can have the papers filed by tomorrow afternoon and then they just have to be served."
+++++
That night and the next Stella was still super horny from her weekend and, as odious as it was for me, I had to take care of business. Wednesday at dinner Stella asked me how I felt about her working on my fantasy some more.
"Brad called me today and said he wanted to see me again."
"You seemed to enjoy him so okay, why not. Only one thing though, you won't be able to do him here."
"Why not?"
"Because come this time tomorrow you won't be living here."
"What are you talking about?"
"I have something to show you. Just a second; I'll be right back."
I got up and went into my home office and got my briefcase and went back to the kitchen. I took out a tape recorder and put it on the table. I had taken excerpts from the tapes I had collected and I had put them on the tape in the recorder. I pushed the PLAY button:
- Hurry up lover, sit down on the couch and get it out. You know how much I love to wrap my lips around it.
- You still going to feel that way when we get married?
- Hell yes baby. Ooh, look at it. Is it ready for me or what?
There was a pause on the tape and I looked up at Stella's face and saw that she had gone pale. The next piece of the tape started:
- I need for you to cover for me tonight in case hubby calls.
- Who are you meeting, Brad or Dave?"
- Brad.
- One of these days you are going to get caught. You know that, right?
- No I won't, and with any luck you won't need to cover for me anymore.
- You are finally going to get the divorce?
- No, I still need another year to make sure I know where all the assets are.
I pushed the STOP button as I looked at Stella's stunned expression. Then I took an envelope out of the briefcase and handed it to her. She took it and I said:
"You have been served. Now here's the way it's going down. You walk away and don't contest the divorce and I'll leave your mother alone. I'll sign your car over to you and pay one year's insurance on it. I'll pay the security deposit and the first years rent on an apartment and I give you five grand for start money. Give me even the slightest problem and I'll sue your mother, Brad and Dave for alienation of affections. I don't know what I can get from Brad and Dave, but my lawyer says I can end up with a judgement against your mother large enough that if she doesn't pay it I can seize her house and put her and your father on the street. Bottom line is that you need to get busy packing. I want you out of this house by this time tomorrow.
+++++
That wasn't the end of it though. Stella packed up and got out and moved back in with her parents until she could find a place of her own. She told her mother about my threat, which caused her mother to have a panic attack. The father in law wanted to know why she was blubbering and she told him I was going to take their home. Neither Stella nor her mother would tell him why so he came to me and called me every name in the book he could think of:
"It's bad enough you're being an asshole to my daughter, but where do you get off dragging my wife into it?"
I liked Ralph and I hated to do it to him, but I had no intention of becoming the villain of the piece so I played the audio tapes for him. He sat stunned as he listened to his wife and daughter plot against me and then he got up and left without saying another word. I heard later that he threw Stella out of the house and when his wife tried to prevent it he told her to shut up or get out too.
Stella did walk away without fighting me on the divorce and two months after the divorce was final she married Brad. It turns out that Brad was an abusive control freak and several times I saw Stella around town sporting a black eyes and bruises. Once I saw her with her arm in a sling and I couldn't help but feel happy for her that she was able to marry the man of her dreams.



            Becoming A Slut Husband: Jake

            What do you do when the wife says no?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/becoming-a-slut-husband-jake

Title: Becoming A Slut Husband: Jake

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: What do you do when the wife says no?

Tags: cheating

Series: Becoming A Slut Husband


I was having lunch with my brother Tom. It was one of his rare trips downtown and since it had been close to noon he had called and asked me to join him at Mario's for lunch. I love my brother and I would do anything for him, but he can be such a pill at times and this was one of those times.
After a suitable period spent on the pleasantries he launched into the real reason for his wanting to have lunch. His wife Kathy had been at the Hilton Tuesday for one of her Mary Kay things.
"Still trying to get the pink car?"
"Hey, don't knock it. It gets her out of the house and gives her something to do. Anyway, what I'm getting at here is that she saw you and some red head checking in."
"That was not just some redhead, that was Rhonda and Rhonda gives the best head in this state."
"This isn't a laughing matter Jake. Kathy is agonizing over whether she should tell Linda or not. You know how close they are."
"Well I certainly don't want Kathy to be in agony. Tell her to tell Linda whatever she feels like. Better yet, tell Kathy to be sitting in the lounge at the Marriott tonight around five. Tell her to sit where she can see the registration desk and she will see me check in with a brunette who has huge tits. That will give her even more incentive to do the right thing."
"You sound as if you don't care if your marriage goes into the toilet?"
"That's the problem bro, I don't care. My marriage has been in the toilet for almost five years now and it is time to end the farce, to put it out of its misery."
I thought back to the day seven years ago when life had seemed so full of promise.
+++++
As I stood watching Linda come down the aisle toward me on the arm of her father I had a grin that stretched from ear to ear. She was drop dead gorgeous, she was smart, she was witty and she was mine. I couldn't believe that I had gotten lucky enough to find her.
I had found her strictly by accident. I was paying a call on a customer and I got off the elevator on the wrong floor. I walked into the first office I came to and behind the reception desk was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. My heart stopped and my brain froze. She flashed me a dazzling smile and asked:
"May I help you?"
The world stopped as I stared at her. I was speechless. Her smiled slipped a little and a look of concern appeared on her face.
"Are you all right?"
That my brain was frozen was evidenced by my reply:
"I want to marry you."
She blushed and said, "Sorry, but I never accept marriage proposals until after the first date and even then I insist on knowing the name of the proposer."
I finally got my wits back enough to say, "Jake, Jake Barnes."
"Hi Jake, I'm Linda. Back to my original question, what can I do for you?"
I told her who I was there to see and she informed me that I was in the wrong place and then she told me where the right office was. An hour later I was back and got another dazzling smile.
"Lost again Jake Barnes?"
"No, this time I know exactly where I am. You said you never accept marriage proposals until after the first date so we need to get it out of the way. When would be good for you?"
She contemplated me for about thirty seconds and then said:
"Tonight Jake Barnes, tonight would be good for me."
I made arrangements to pick her up after work and left her office feeling on top of the world. At the restaurant that evening I fell even farther under her spell. I knew that this was the woman meant for me and after a cocktail over which we exchanged vital statistics I said:
"Enough of the minor chit chat. Let's get to the important stuff. Do we want a small wedding, a large one or do we just want to go to Vegas and get it done on the quick?"
She laughed and said, "You are not a very observant man are you Jake Barnes?"
"Why would you think that?"
"Have you not even looked at my left hand?"
I did and saw the very large engagement ring. I shrugged and said:
"Means nothing, he isn't here, I am. You were meant for me and I know it so he will just have to step aside."
"Don't I have any say in it?"
"You already have, you are here aren't you?"
"Are you always this confident in yourself?"
"I'm confident in the knowledge that we were meant for each other."
"I guess we will just have to see about that."
It took me four months, but one night I took her to dinner and I saw that the ring was gone. I proposed to her that very night and there she was, walking down the aisle toward me wearing the same smile that dazzled me the first time I saw her.
+++++
The first year of our marriage was magical. We just could not stay away from each other. We would race home from work just to get to each other. When we were together it was like we were joined at the hip. If you saw one of us the other wouldn't be more than a foot away. And touch? We constantly touched. If I walked by Linda my reaching out and touching her as I passed was automatic and she was the same with me.
Then it got even better. I came home from work one night and Linda ran to me and threw her arms around me.
"I hope you are ready for this lover. I went to the doctor's today and guess what? You are going to be a daddy!"
I would not have believed it possible, but as Linda's pregnancy progressed she became even more beautiful, even more sexy.
Our sexual relationship was a great as our spiritual relationship. Linda loved sex and was willing to try anything at least once. I was not as much into experimenting as she was, but if she wanted to try something I was always willing. It took a while to work through some of the things Linda wanted to try and fortunately, at least for my peace of mind anyway, she found that after trying things like water sports, light bondage, and a few other things that she didn't care for them. We settled into the comfortable (and very enthusiastic) use of the Big Three - oral, anal and vaginal.
Linda loved to be eaten and she liked to swallow. She went nuts when she took me in her pooper and when it came to regular sex she was damned near insatiable. We made love right up to the beginning of her eighth month and even after we stopped penetration we kept taking care of each other orally. Life was great and so full of promise.
+++++
Everything changed in the space of nine hours. Linda's water broke, I rushed her to the hospital, there were complications and she lost the baby. After that Linda was a changed woman. The life seemed to have gone out of her. She withdrew into herself; the touching stopped and she didn't snuggle or cuddle anymore. Any attempt at intimacy on my part was met by actual, physical withdrawal - she would flinch and move away from me.
When the doctor cleared her to engage in sex again she surprised me by moving out of our bedroom. I came home one night to find that she had moved everything of hers, right down to the last bobby pin, into the spare bedroom. When I asked her why all she would say was that she needed her space.
She had gone back to work shortly after coming home from the hospital and that didn't help matters any. She took all the overtime they offered and I began to suspect that it was so she could stay away from me. After six months I finally made her sit down to discuss our problems. All she would say was that there was nothing wrong with her, that I didn't understand what she was going through, that I was a man and had no idea and on and on and on. I suggested she seek professional help and she told me she didn't need it. I suggested that we both go to counseling and she told me she didn't need it. Her attitude was:
"There is nothing wrong with me, just leave me alone."
We had no relationship at all when we were home alone, but when we were out in public it was different. The touching and hovering near each other was gone, but Linda acted the loving wife in front of friends and family. Once I overheard her telling a girlfriend what a marvelous husband I was, but at home she avoided me.
+++++
I loved her, God knows I did, but I'm only human. After sixteen months of not even being kissed by Linda temptation reared it's ugly head and I strayed. Jennie was a secretary who worked in the same building I did and one afternoon as we were leaving work the elevator we were in got stuck between floors. There were just the two of us and with nothing better to do we talked. We talked about our jobs, our boss's and our lives. Jennie was five foot, one hundred well packaged pounds and had hair the color of a raven's wing. I was looking at her and fantasizing having sex with her right there in the elevator when she said:
"I see that you are married" and she pointed at my left hand.
"Afraid so."
"Happily?"
"Not really."
"You fool around on her?"
"Never have so far."
"What does that mean; that you might or you will?"
"I don't know." I hesitated a couple of seconds and then said, "I don't know why I worded my answer that way."
"Maybe it is because in the back of your mind you are thinking of it."
"How did we get on this subject?"
"I led us there."
"You did? Why?"
"I find you attractive and I have a thing for married men."
Just then the elevator lurched and we started moving down. As the door opened onto the lobby Jennie said:
"I don't need to be wined and dined if you take my meaning."
Ten minutes later we were in a hotel room undressing each other. I warned Jennie that I would probably be very quick the first time and all she said was:
"I don't have any place else I have to be. I can stay here as long as you want and I can promise you that the first one, quick or not, will not be the last one."
The first time didn't last long, but as soon as I came Jennie got up on her knees and looked down at me.
"Do you eat pussy?"
"Yes."
"Good" she said as she swung over me into a sixty-nine and then lowered her head and took my cock in her mouth. Jennie was no stranger to sucking cock and she did it extremely well. She had me standing tall in a very short time and she started to get up so she could mount me.
I liked eating pussy and I hadn't done it in quite a while so when Jennie started to move I grabbed her and held her in place while I feasted on her. It wasn't long before she was moaning and starting to hump her pussy at my face. I kept licking and sucking until her moans got a little louder and then I latched onto her clit and worked on it. Jennie screamed and her body shook and I let go of her and she fell back on the bed next to me.
"Sweet Jesus" she said, "I can't believe your wife even lets you out of the house. I've never had a man do that to me before."
"What? Eat your pussy?"
"I've had my pussy eaten before, but never with cum in it and never by a man who wouldn't let go of me when I went to get up. Speaking of up" she said as she grasped my hard cock, "It is ready and so am I."
She spread her legs and I moved between them. "Hard and fast baby, do me hard and fast."
I did and I'm pleased to be able to say that the second time lasted a lot longer than the first. After the third time Jennie asked:
"Shouldn't you be heading home?"
I looked at my watch and saw that it was two hours after the time I normally got home. I thought about it for a few seconds and then said:
"No, no need. I won't be missed."
I waved my limp cock in her direction and said, "With a little help from your magic mouth we could go again if you would like."
She did and we did.
+++++
Jennie was a positive treasure for a man who had been without sex for as long as I had and for the next four months we kept steady company. We went drinking together, went to parties together and almost always ended up in bed at her apartment or a hotel. Jennie liked all sex, but she loved anal and no session with Jennie was complete with out my taking at least one trip up the Hershey Highway.
Jennie was very vocal during sex and I heard a lot of, "Fuck me, fuck me hard" and "Faster baby, faster" and "Make me cum lover, make me cum" but during anal sex all she did was say, "Easy baby, easy. Go slow lover, slow and easy" until I was all the way in and then she would say, "Now fuck me hard." From then on until I pulled my limp cock out of her ass all she did was push her ass back at me and squeal like a pig. That squeal was the most erotic thing I'd ever heard and I looked forward to hearing it.
The end when it came surprised me. Somehow I guess I thought it would go on forever, but one night after Jennie had worn me out and I couldn't get it up again to save my life Jennie told me that it was our last time. I asked why and asked if there was any way I could change her mind.
"No baby, you can't. It is time for me to go. I never told you lover, but the reason I have a thing for married men is because they are already taken and so long term relationships are out of the question. I don't want long tern relationships. I like my free and easy lifestyle. You have already lasted two months longer than anyone else ever has and that is mostly because of the marvelous way you eat my pussy. I'm going to miss that, but it is time for me to move on."
"Maybe we could still get together and see each other occasionally, like maybe once or twice a month?"
"No baby, a clean break. It was fun, I loved every minute of it and I'll always have a fond memory of you, but it is over."
+++++
I was in a funk driving home that night and feeling very sorry for myself. First Linda and then Jennie. The saddest part of the whole affair, at least from my standpoint, is that for the length of the four-month affair Linda never even noticed that I wasn't around. Hadn't noticed or didn't care.
Three days after dumping me Jennie called me and asked me to meet her after work for a drink at Anton's. She's changed her mind I thought and when I hung up the phone I called the hotel and reserved a room.
Jennie was already at the lounge when I got there, but she was sitting with another woman. I made my way to the table and Jennie told me to pull up a chair and then she introduced me to her friend.
"Sasha, this is Jake. Jake, meet Sasha."
I took Sasha's hand and shook it. The waitress arrived and I ordered a round for the three of us and Jennie said:
"Nothing for me please, I have to run." When the waitress left Jennie said, "I asked you here Jake because Sasha has a problem and I think you are just the man to help her with it." She looked at her watch, "Got to run. Nice seeing you Jake" and she stood up to go. "I'll call you later Sasha" and she left.
I sat there slightly confused and not knowing what was going on and so I did the only thing I could think of and cut right to the chase.
"Jennie says you have a problem I can help you with?"
"Yes, well, I had kind of hoped that we could ease into it, but Jennie's abrupt departure changes that. Jennie and I share a trait, we are both rather forward so I guess I'll go straight at it. I've known Jennie since grade school and we are as close as sisters. We share everything and there are no secrets between us. I know all about what you and Jennie have been doing and I know she has moved on. I asked her if she would mind if I tried my luck with you and she thought it was a great idea and so here we are."
"So what is the problem?"
"My boyfriend won't eat my pussy. He loves me going down on him, but when I try to get some reciprocity he tells me that it is just too disgusting an idea to contemplate. Jennie told me how good you are at it and it is something that I've always wanted."
"So you are asking what? That I eat your pussy so you can then go back and rag on your boyfriend?"
"No. If we leave together he immediately becomes the ex-boyfriend and if you are willing I'll take Jennie's place as your slut."
The room I'd reserved did not go to waste that night.
+++++
Sasha was followed by Janice who was followed by Mary. Along the way there was a Gloria, a Nancy, a Brenda and an Abby. Then of course there was the marvelous mouth of Rhonda and that night there would be the fantastic 40DDs of Tiffany.
"You don't care?" my brother broke into my thoughts, "You really don't care if Linda finds out?"
"No Tom, I really don't care."
And the really sad thing was that I didn't expect that Linda would care either.
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Corrine took him in her arms and kissed him softly on the mouth. She felt his tongue flick at her lips and she let hers touch his and then his probed her mouth and she probed back. She moaned as Tim began kneading her breasts. She allowed her legs to spread as he slid his hand down into her panties and pushed two fingers into her cleft. Her mouth hung open in pleasure as his fingers found and fondled her clit.
"The bed Tim, get me on the bed."
He picked her up and carried her over to the double bed and placed her down on it. He undressed while she watched in anticipation. She smiled as she saw has cock and she shivered at the thought of having the hard piece of flesh thrusting into her. She spread her legs and waited for Tim to mount her, but he surprised her as instead of climbing on top of her he bent and attacked her pussy with his mouth.
"Oh God oh God oh yes" she cried as she felt Tim's tongue press against her clit. Her ass instinctively raised off the bed as Tim licked and sucked at her pussy. She moaned and begged that he never stop as Tim brought her closer and closer to orgasm. She began to cry out, her legs shaking and pressing against the sides of Tim's head and as her orgasm hit she cried out, "Oh shit! Oh fuck! Oh sweet Jesus yesssssss" and her legs spread wide. Before the sensations of her climax had dissipated Tim moved between her spread legs and his hard cock lanced into her. He took her legs and moved them up to her shoulders and drove deeply into her.
"Oh my God Tim, oh my God. So good baby, so good. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
Tim stroked into Corrine as hard and fast as he was able as she lay underneath him crying out, "Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God." He felt her body start to go rigid and he felt the muscles in her pussy grip his cock.
Corrine cried out as the full intensity of her orgasm overcame her just as Tim erupted and flooded her pussy with his cream. At last she lay still on the bed with the warm glow of complete satisfaction upon her.
+++++
As she was getting dressed he asked, "When can we do this again?"
"We can't. This was a one time thing."
"I thought what we did here today was pretty damned exceptional and I know you felt it too. It showed in everything you did. How can you not want to do it again? And for that matter, again and again and again after that?"
"You're right. As far as sex goes it was exceptional and I'll remember it the rest of my life, but I won't be doing it again."
"Can you at least tell me why? I mean our being here is as much your idea as mine, maybe even more. Granted that I'm the one who has been chasing you for six months, six months during which you shot me down time after time, but today was your idea. Today I didn't even try. All I did was say "Good morning Corrie, you sure are looking good today" and you said, "Then maybe you should reserve a room so we can have a very long lunch." I do it and then have the best sex of my life and you say never again. Why?"
"Because I love my husband, that's why."
"That doesn't make any sense Corrie. You love your husband, but you just spent three hours here with me. If you can love him and still do it once, why not again?"
"I only did it this one time because I need what you just gave me for something else I have to do."
"I don't understand."
I don't either, she thought, as she buttoned her blouse. Oh she knew why she was in the room with Tim, but she didn't understand how her life could have changed so much that her session with Tim had become necessary.
+++++
Corrine had met Talbot Kramer when he had stopped by the office where she worked to visit her boss who was an old friend of his. She had been instantly attracted to him. His rugged good looks, confident manner and his easy charm had captivated her. She didn't even have to think about it when he asked her to have lunch with him. Lunch had led to a dinner date which had led to several others and then one night as Talbot had kissed her goodnight after a date she realized that she had found her soul mate and she had pulled him inside her apartment.
The first time had been a fast and furiously intense coupling that had both physically drained her and charged her back up at the same time. The second time had been a little slower and more emotionally satisfying, but the third time - oh God yes, that third time - had been Heaven and from then on Corrine knew she was Talbot's. That God was smiling down on her was evident in that it seemed that Talbot felt the same way about her. Three months later they were living together and by the end of the year they were married.
In the years that followed she had never lost the desire to be with him and at times even she felt that she smothered him, clung to him and hovered over him too much. But Talbot never seemed to mind. In fact, looking back on it, he actually seemed to take it as his due. Maybe if she had been a little less starry eyed she would have noticed and if she had maybe things would have turned out differently. But she was deeply in love, content with her life and she knew she would live happily ever after.
+++++
She got her rude awakening as she and Tal approached their eighth wedding anniversary. Tal was leaving on one of his many business trips and he was going to be gone on the day of their anniversary. He had packed his bags the night before and they were sitting by the door. She was in the kitchen fixing breakfast when she heard what she had been waiting for. The shower started running and as soon as she heard it she went to her purse and got out the anniversary card and gift she had gotten him and hurried over to his suitcase. She opened it and went to put the card and the gift into one of the side pockets so Tal would be surprised when he unpacked. Instead, she was the one surprised. She stared down at the condoms and her blood turned cold. There could be no mistaking it - Talbot was seeing other women on his business trips. She and Tal had agreed long ago that they didn't want children and so she had gone on the pill and as added insurance she also used a diaphragm. Not once during their marriage had she and Talbot ever used a condom. No, they were for someone else.
She put the suitcase back like she had found it, put the card and the gift back in her purse and went back to fixing breakfast. When Tal left she poured herself another cup of coffee and then she had gone outside to sit on the patio and stare up at the white clouds slowly moving across the blue sky and then she had cried.
When the tears stopped she looked back and tried to see if there was some place during their marriage where she might had done something to drive Tal away from her, but if there was something she couldn't see it. Was it just on business trips or did Tal cheat on her when he was home. He did work a lot of late nights and an occasional weekend, but was it really work? She didn't know, but she was going to find out.
+++++
She had been nervous and it was understandable. She was not by nature a sneaky person and sneaking around was unnatural to her, but how else was she going to find out what she wanted - no, what she needed - to know. After all, what did she know about tailing anybody? It had looked so easy on television and in the movies; just get behind somebody, let a couple of cars get between you and then follow along, right?
It was the third night that week that Tal had said he was going to be working late and the first two times she had sat on the street outside of his work place and waited for him to come out he apparently had. Unless of course he had some hussy spread out on his desk in his office. The third night he had come out of his building at his regular quitting time and she had followed him to the Shangri-La Motel. He knocked on the door of room 102 and the door had been opened by a woman who was already stripped down to her panties and bra. She had hoped and prayed that her fears were groundless, that Tal only strayed on the road, and always came home to her, but that hope was dashed by the redhead standing in the doorway of room 102. She sat in her car and cried and cried until her tear ducts were empty and then, broken hearted, she had driven home.
She sat in her dark living room and stared at the wall knowing that her perfect life was over. And with that realization came the anger. It came, grabbed her attention and started to build. She was angry with herself for even thinking that everything was all right if he came home to her after cheating on the road. Cheating was still cheating damn it and it didn't mean shit if he came home to her! Who else was going to wash his dirty socks and underwear? That son of a bitch! She gave him everything she had to give and the rotten bastard did that to her? Suddenly she knew what she had to do. She went into the den, picked up the phone, punched some numbers into it and when it was answered she said:
"Hello daddy. I need a big favor."
+++++
She looked over at Tim sitting naked on the edge of the bed watching her dress. Her fingers hesitated as they buttoned her blouse and then she said:
"Oh hell, it is only going to be this one time, but it really doesn't have to end just yet" and she began undressing again. She sat down on the edge of the bed and smiled at Tim.
"Bring it here lover, bring it to me. I want to suck it. Put your sweet cock in my mouth."
Tim walked over to the bed, his cocking bobbing up and down as he walked, and he was just the right height that his cock was on a level with her mouth when he got to her. She opened her mouth and took him in and began to give him the best blow job she had ever given. As soon as he was rock hard she said:
"I'm really sorry we can never do this again, but I want to make it memorable for both of us. I want to give you something that I've never given my husband, something that I will never give him. Would you take my ass Tim, please?"
Taking a position on her knees and with her head down on a pillow Corrine stuck her ass up in the air for her lover. Tim pushed two fingers into Corrine's cum load pussy and got them wet. He then used them to work on Corrine's butt hole to loosen it up a little. Tim gripped her hips as he slowly pushed his cock into her ass. She gasped in pain when Tim entered her. She knew that it would initially hurt, but that the pain would subside and an overwhelming pleasure would take over. Even though she had never given her husband her ass she was no stranger to anal sex. She'd had anal sex several times before marrying and had loved it. The only reason she had never given it to her husband was that he didn't want it. He thought it too degenerate. True to form the pain began to ebb and she felt the stirrings in her body as Tim's thrusts pushed the pain aside and drew out the pleasure. She moaned and grunted as Tim slid back and forth in her butt and she threw back her head and cried out, "Make me cum lover, make me cum!"
Tim fucked her a little harder and a little faster and she squeezed her ass cheeks together and tried to milk Tim's cock. And then it hit her and she screamed, "Oh God lover, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oh God yesssssss."
+++++
It was midnight when she walked into the house. Talbot was sitting on the couch in the living room staring at the opposite wall. Without even looking at her he said:
"Where have you been?"
"Out."
"You didn't answer your cell phone."
"That's because I turned it off."
"Why?"
"So I wouldn't be bothered."
"Are you trying too tell me something here?"
"As a matter of fact I am. I guess you could say that my coming home at this late hour was my way of priming the pump."
"I suppose you will explain that?"
"Oh yes indeed hubby dear, I will most definitely explain, but you are not going to like it. I need to get something so don't go away."
When she came back she was holding a large manila envelope. She sat down across from Tal. Looked him right in the eyes and said:
"Talbot, you are a cheating asshole and I'm not the least bit happy about it."
He turned red in the face and held up his hand to stop her as he opened his mouth and got ready to tell his lie.
"Save your breath Talbot, I have all the proof I need. It is your own fault that you got caught Talbot. You should have kept your condoms some place other than in this house. I found them when I went to hide an anniversary card in your suitcase before your last trip. You and I both know we don't use them so I had to wonder why you had them. How long has this been going on Talbot? No matter, once I found them I began to wonder if you only cheated on me when you went on trips or did you do it at home too? I followed you on one of the nights you told me you were working late. I was across the street watching the night the near naked redhead opened the door to room 102 and let you in. That prompted me to hire a private detective to follow you and see what else you might be up to."
She held up the manila envelope, "This is his report Talbot and it says that you have been a very, very bad boy. Your turn now Talbot, what have you got to say for yourself?"
He looked at her in silence for several seconds and then asked, "What are you going to do?"
"That depends on you Talbot. First, let me tell you what I have already done. I've seen a lawyer and discussed things with him and I learned a lot. For instance, did you know that regardless of who the injured party is the first party to file in a divorce ends up in the drivers seat asset wise until the court can make rulings? That means even though you were the one who screwed over me if you were to get a lawyer in the morning and file for divorce you could get a restraining order to keep me out of the house until I could get a lawyer and contest it. My only other option would be to get a lawyer who worked faster and who could beat your lawyer to the punch.
"So that's what I've done Talbot. Call it a pre-emptive strike. The paperwork is already done and if I don't call the lawyer by eight-thirty tomorrow morning he will file the papers as soon as the courts open for business at nine. That means that by this time tomorrow you will be living in a motel room somewhere. You will have to pay for the room with a credit card because I cleaned out the savings and checking accounts this afternoon and I emptied the safe deposit box and cashed in the six certificates of deposit. All that's left Talbot is for you to decide if I call the lawyer in the morning or not."
"How is it my decision?"
"You are he one who put us on this road Talbot. Did you not stop to think of what would happen if I were to find out? Why did you do it Talbot? Wasn't I a good wife? Didn't I love you enough? Wasn't I good enough in bed? Why Talbot, tell me why."
He hung his head and was silent for a long while and then he said, "It isn't anything that you have or haven't done Corrie, it is just me, just the way I am."
"The way you are?"
"I'm weak Corrie. I'm weak and I give in to temptation. I've never deliberately set out to cheat on you, chase after other women, but I've never been able to say no to the women who chase after me. I have no idea why women seem to throw themselves at me, but they do and when they do I don't fight them off. It has nothing to do with my love for you. You are still the best thing to ever happen to me and it will kill me to lose you. Please Corrie, give me a chance to prove to you that you are the one I love."
"It isn't that easy Talbot. You have hurt me, hurt me bad, and I want to punish you for that. Punishing you is all I've thought of for the last couple of weeks and I finally decided on doing it today. I planned on confronting you tonight. I didn't know if you wanted to stay in our marriage or not, but if you did want to stay I needed to be ready to punish you, to make you pay a price for what you have done to me.
"There are two things you have to do Talbot. Do them and I'll call the lawyer and tell him to tear up the papers and we will put this behind us and try to rebuild the marriage. Don't do them and my lawyer will file first thing in the morning."
"What do I have to do?"
"The first thing is that you have to pay my father back the twenty-eight hundred dollars I borrowed from him to pay the lawyer and the private detective that I had follow you. I need to hear from him no later than eight-fifteen that he has received his money."
"How can I do that? You have cleaned out all of the accounts?"
"I don't care how you get it done Talbot. Get cash advances against your credit cards if you have to, but make sure it is done by eight-fifteen."
"What's the second thing?"
"You have to eat my pussy."
He grinned, "You call that punishment? You know that I love eating your pussy."
"True, but you might not love it this time. I spent from one this afternoon until an hour ago in a hotel room with one of the guys I work with. I'm so full of him Talbot that I had to use a Kotex pad to keep it from running out of me. That is your punishment Talbot. You have to suck every last drop of him out of me. It is non-negotiable Talbot and the offer is only good for as long as I'm in this room with you."
She looked at her watch. "I'll give you two minutes to decide Talbot. Two minutes to decide on whether you want to keep our marriage going or not. In two minutes, if you are not over here with your face buried in my pussy, I'm getting up and going upstairs and take a shower and when he is washed out of me you can consider yourself gone. What's it to be Talbot?"
"I have no choice. I can't let you go so I have to do what you want."
"Then come on over here Talbot. Suck my pussy. Suck my lover out of me."
She looked down at her husband as he cleaned out her cum laden pussy and as his tongue slid between her pussy lips she couldn't help but remember the way Tim's cock had felt as it slid between them only hours earlier. It was a shame, she thought, that it was only going to be the one afternoon.
+++++
She was sitting at her desk going through yesterday's reports when the call came in from her dad.
"He did? All of it? Thanks daddy, thanks a lot, it really helped. Bye daddy, I love you."
The call from Talbot came a little sooner than she expected.
"I was just served papers Corrie. Didn't you call the lawyer to stop it?"
"No Talbot, I didn't."
"Why not? I did what you wanted. I paid your dad back and I choked down my disgust and ate your pussy."
"I know you did Talbot."
"Then why didn't you call off your lawyer?"
"You said it yourself Tal. You're weak. You're weak and I don't trust you not to do it again and since I don't trust you it doesn't make any sense for me to continue on with you."
"Damn it Cor..."
As she hung up on Talbot she was looking across the room at Tim sitting at his desk and her pussy tingled as she wondered if he had plans for lunch.
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The ride home was silent which wasn't a real surprise to me. Chuck had been quiet since returning to the party. I had no idea how he had taken what I'd done; his only response to my, "Well, was it what you wanted?" was "We will talk about it later." The rest of the party he busied himself talking with friends and he pretty much ignored me. I was beginning to think that I had the answer to the question of whether or not he could handle me being with another man and the answer was no. It looked like Mark was going to be my first and only extra-marital affair. Suddenly I was glad he screwed me the second time.
Mark had just cum and I had been lying on that backseat in that dreamy state I get in after having an orgasm (or in that case - several) and Mark had asked when we could do it again. He was asking me what day we could meet again, but I had looked up at him and asked if he had another condom. He had pulled on his pants and run for his car to get one out of the glove compartment. I had expected Chuck to run up to the car as soon as Mark left, but he didn't.
When Mark got back with the fresh condom I sucked his cock hard again and then I rolled the rubber on him. He went to mount me, but I stopped him and told him I wanted to be on top. He lay on his back and I lowered myself onto his black hardness and began to ride him. In less than a minute I had another orgasm and it wasn't from just the fucking. As I had been sliding up and down on Mark's beautiful black cock I had been looking around for Chuck. When I found him my eyes met his and at that moment I felt so slutty and wicked and the erotic excitement of fucking another man while looking into my husband's eyes triggered my orgasm and just as it hit I blew Chuck a kiss. When I finished spasming I looked again, but Chuck was gone and I didn't see him again until I returned to the party.
After my initial orgasm (of the second round) Mark pulled me down, rolled me over on my back and began fucking me hard. I had two more orgasms before he finally came and as we were rearranging our clothes prior to going back in to the party Mark asked me when we could get together again. I wanted to say, "How about tomorrow?" but I couldn't because I had no idea how Chuck was going to act now that I had done what he wanted.
"I'm still a married woman Mark and I'm not looking for a boyfriend or a full time lover. What I wanted was an experience. I obviously enjoyed it, but I don't know how I'm going to feel about it when I wake up tomorrow. Give me a couple of days to think about it and then call me."
I sent him inside and I waited for almost ten more for Chuck to show up and when he didn't I went inside and got as fresh drink. A few minutes later I saw Chuck come in and I took that as a bad sign. He was out there, why hadn't he come over to the car when Mark went inside? I thought that and the "We will talk about it later" pretty much put an end to the fun I was planning on having.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We were almost home before I worked up enough courage to broach the subject. "Are you going to talk to me or do I just plan on packing when we get home?"
"Why would you pack?"
"Well obviously things did not go well tonight, at least from your perspective. You wouldn't talk to me at the party and you haven't said a word since we got in the car and I don't know why you are pissed at me. I asked you at least a dozen times if you really wanted me to do it and if you were sure you could handle it and every time you said yes."
"I am not pissed of at you."
"Then why aren't you talking to me?"
"Because I am pissed off, but not at you. I haven't been talking because I'm afraid I'll say the wrong thing and you might take it wrong. I've been waiting until I cool down before I open my mouth."
"I don't understand."
"What I wanted was to watch you with another man, not for you to fuck another man. The key word there is 'watch'. Knowing that another man was fucking you didn't do a thing for me. I needed to watch, to see it happen. I didn't see a fucking thing tonight! It didn't matter where I stood I couldn't see shit. I knew it was happening, but I couldn't get close enough to see without that asshole seeing me."
"Asshole? I thought you liked Mark."
"I did before he stabbed me in the back by fucking my wife. And while we are on the subject, why Mark? Why did you pick a nigger?"
"A nigger? Since when have you been a racist?"
"Since the asshole fucked you behind my back."
"Well for your information I picked Mark because he was black. If I was going to do this for you I wanted it to be an experience for me too. I'd never had anything to do with black men before Mark and I wondered if there was a difference between black and white."
"Is there?"
"No, not really. His cock is a little fatter than yours, but yours is a little longer than his. But we do have a problem. If I am hearing you right you still want me to do another man while you watch, right?"
"Yes."
"Well I never planned on doing it except with people I know and that I feel I can trust; both trust to be clean and trust to keep quiet about it and not blab it all over so every one starts thinking I'm the neighborhood slut. To me that means the men who travel in our social circle and that I know fairly well."
"Can't you do it with the guys you work with? Guys that I really don't know all that well and only see at company picnics and Christmas parties?"
"There isn't anyone of them I would feel comfortable with. I only know them at work; I don't know anything at all about their personal lives. I mean Danny seems like a nice enough guy at work, but what does he do when he leaves? Does he see prostitutes, pick up strange women in bars and could he have picked up a disease from one of them? At least with the men in our social circle I can feel somewhat safe."
"I don't know. I guess I'm going to have to think about it."
"Let me know. I know you must feel frustrated over tonight and Mark wanted to know if we could do it again and if so when. I told him to call me in a couple of days so when he calls I need to know whether to invite him over or tell him it was all a big mistake and that I can't ever let it happen again."
As we pulled into the driveway I reached over and rubbed Chuck's cock through his pants. "Did knowing that your wife was a whore tonight make you horny? Did knowing that she had a big black cock in her mouth make your dick twitch? That the same big black cock was in her pussy twice tonight and that she loved it?"
I felt his cock grow under my hand and I grinned. "I can't offer you real honest to God sloppy seconds because I made him wear a rubber both times, but he might have loosened me up enough that you will be able to tell that you aren't the first one to go in there tonight. Would you like that honey? Would you like my black lover's leftovers? Would you like to be the second man to fuck me in less than four hours?"
"Jesus Loretta, what the hell has gotten into you?"
"Well, so far Mark has and now I'm trying to get you into me. Don't be so shocked baby, you had to know that having me fuck other men would make me a slut and now that I am a slut don't be surprised when I act like one. You going to fuck me or not?'
Chuck damned near drug me out of the car and into the house and he did actually rip my blouse off in his haste to strip me naked. I was pure slut for him that night and I did things with and to him that I had never done before. I sucked his cock while ass fucking him with my fingers; I licked his asshole and I let him fuck me in my ass and then I did the sluttiest thing I could think of - I sucked his cock right after he had pulled it out of my ass. His cock was in my mouth, my pussy, and my ass or in one of my hands for three solid hours. I fucked him into exhaustion and as he slept I got myself off one more time with my dildo. As I was fading off to sleep I was already planning my next extra-marital affair.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday morning I was up before Chuck and I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee and working on a list of possible bed partners. Actually, I was working on two different lists. The A list was all the men who moved in our social circle and who I would like to try and just in case Chuck dug in his heels and said no to them I was also working on a B list. The B list was mostly guys I worked with although I did put down the name of that cute bartender at Adolph's.
I knew from the night before that Chuck was going to want me to do it at least once more. I figured that the best way to see that we didn't stop any time soon was to fuck Chuck's eyes out. I would give him five times the sex we usually had and when he commented on it I would tell him that giving him his fantasy was so sexually exciting that I was constantly horny.
In keeping with that plan I did not leave him alone at all on Sunday. I followed him around and interrupted everything that he tried to do. I had him take me on the hood of the car in the garage when he was trying to reline the front brakes. He got an extremely long blow job when he tried to watch the game on TV. I swept the tools off his work bench in the basement and bent over it so he could take me from behind. I followed him into the shower when he finished cutting the grass and working in the yard, and when we went to bed that night I was all over him like white on rice. It had the desired effect:
"How soon can you get Mark over here? I need some fucking help."
"Are you sure? It is what I did with Mark that has turned me into a horny slut. If I do it again it will just reinforce the feeling and I'll be after you even more."
"Maybe, but at least for the time he is here you will be leaving me alone. Besides, getting my fantasy and actually seeing you with another man may just charge me up enough that I can keep up with you.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday was a bad day for me. I was as horny as a goat and even though I wanted to call Mark and ask him to come by the house that night I couldn't. I told him to give me a call in a couple of days and if I called him that would make me seem too eager and would plant ideas in his head that I didn't want him to have. Mark was only going to be a fling, one of many I sincerely hoped, and I did not want him to start thinking of me in terms of a long relationship.
The itch between my legs was so bad that by ten o'clock I was eyeing the men in the office and wondering if I could get away with dragging one of them into the supply closet. It was just a random thought because I knew it was impossibility. The closet was in plain sight of every one in the office and my going into it with a man (if the others figured out what for) would lead to a line forming outside the door. I smiled at that thought. Chuck had said that his fantasy had me servicing men like Randy's wife had and I wondered if he would ever take it that far.
I managed to make it through the day without raping one of my male co-workers. I was driving home and thinking about how poor Chuck's cock might be raw by the time I got done with him that night when my cell phone beeped. I fished it out of my purse and answered it. It was Mark:
"Hi there you sexy and drop dead gorgeous lady."
"Why thank you sir and just what do you hope to get with that line?"
"To be brutally honest I am hoping for more that just conversation. You told me to call you in a couple of days and I do know that a couple means two and it has only been a day and a half, but if I waited any longer it would be an insult to your beauty."

"Oh God what a line. Good for a girl's ego though even if it is s line of bull."
"Oh come on, you have to know how much you turned me on the other night. I haven't thought of anything since and I'm on pins and needles waiting to find out if you are going to see me again."
"Look, I'm in my car right now and I don't like talking on my cell when I'm driving. Give me your number and as soon as I can find a place to pull over I'll call you back."
As soon as I had disconnected I called Chuck:
"I just talked to Mark. He's eager, so when do you want to do it?"
"As soon as you can. I can be home by six if tonight is good for you."
"Sweetie, it doesn't matter what is good for me, this is for you, remember?"
"Don't quibble Lorrie, you know you are as turned on by this as I am. I'll bet your pussy is leaking even as we speak."
He was right of course and I told him that I would call Mark back and if that night was good for him I'd set it up and call him right back and let him know. I found a place and pulled over and I already had a finger in my pussy when Mark answered his phone.
"Now where were we" I said.
"I was trying to convince you to see me again."
"Well I do have to admit that I enjoyed it even though it was in a cramped back seat. I would probably enjoy it even more if it was on a bed, especially if we didn't have to be rushed like we were at the party."
"So, does that mean yes?"
"Not necessarily. Do you remember what I told you? That I was looking for an experience, not a relationship?"
"Yes, I remember."
"That is still true. Even if I do see you again you need to understand that I won't be making a habit of it."
"Is that a yes?"
"That depends on you."
"How?"
"Chuck has a business dinner to attend tonight and won't be home until eleven. If you are free tonight then it is a yes, if you can't make it you will need to chalk it up as another opportunity lost."
"I'll be there. What time?"
"Make it six-thirty. And Mark? Don't forget the condoms - at least four hours worth."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Chuck's car was in the drive when I got home so when I walked into the house I hollered out, "Honey, I'm home."
"I'm upstairs in the bedroom."
I went up and found him rearranging the closet. "I don't know how long I'm going to be in here so I want to make myself as comfortable as I can," he said as he set a folding chair inside. "How long do you think it will take?"
"That is up to you. I told him you wouldn't be home until eleven. I told him to be here at six-thirty so to stay with the story I told him I'll have to get him out of here by ten-thirty. Can you stay in there that long or do you want to give me a time limit?"
"I don't know, I'm new at this."
"Well so am I sweetie. One night on a back seat doesn't make me an expert. I do know that as horny as I've been since that night on the back seat I can probably go four hours if he can."
"Okay then, how about this. I'll have my cell phone with me and I'll have it set on 'vibrate' so it won't ring while I'm in the closet. If I have to come out, need to come out or am just ready to come out I'll hit the pre-select for the home phone. You answer, hold a fake conversation, and tell him that I finished my meting early and am on the way home."
I looked at my watch, "We have time; want to warm me up for him? Want to give him some sloppy seconds? He has to use a condom, but you don't."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Damn baby, you sure are wet."
"I've been positively dripping since talking to you on the phone. I can't believe how horny it is making me to be fucking a man who isn't my husband. I'm getting off on being a cheating whore."
"You aren't a whore baby, you are a slut. Whores charge."
"Oh you sweet talking devil you. Bring that nice black cock over here and let me pretend it is an ice cream cone."
"Why is it every time you mention my cock you refer to it as 'black'?"
"Well it is isn't it?"
"Yeah, but why do you always comment on it?"
"Because it is black and until you I have never had anything to do with black men."
"So that is just part of the experience you were looking for?"
"Of course. I've always heard that black men lust after white women and if that is true you need to get over here right now and stop wasting valuable time."
I was sitting so Chuck could see my profile and I hoped that he was enjoying the show as much as I was enjoying giving it to him. I made love to Mark's black pole. I licked it, sucked it and then I deep throated him and hoped had a clear view as inch after black inch disappeared into my mouth. I was an absolute slut! After I swallowed that first load I kept sucking him until he was hard again and the I laid back and spread myself wide for him. He started to mount me, but I stooped him:
"Forgetting something?"
"What?"
"Where is the protection?"
"Sweetie, you can trust me on this - I don't have any diseases. I like my pussy too much to let that happen to me. Word got out that I had something like that I would be condemned to my fist forever."
"Look baby, I want your hard black cock, but I don't want any black babies. Put a rubber on or say goodnight and leave."
He rolled a condom on and the he fucked me good and hard for almost five minutes before cumming again. I sucked him hard and he fucked me a second time while I kicked, screamed, moaned, cried out and begged him to go harder and faster and to make me cum and make me cum he did. I had orgasm after orgasm as he pounded deep into me. He came and I immediately went down on him again and when I felt him start to rise I got on my hands and knees and told him I wanted him to do me in my ass. I squealed like a pig when Mark slid his hard black cock into my ass and then I begged him to fuck me hard and never stop. I promised him he could have whatever he wanted if he would just fuck me forever.
I got off six times and I got Mark up and off five times before the bedside telephone rang. I glanced at the clock and saw that Chuck had managed to hold on until nine forty-five before having to call. I couldn't resist the chance to be real slutty for Mark. I had been working on Mark's cock trying to get him up one more time when the phone rang and it was half-way stiff and I motioned for him to get behind me and I got up on my knees and answered the phone:
"Hello?"
"Oh hi sweetie."
Nothing much."
"No, just here waiting for you to get home. I'm horny as hell and I need you."
"What the hell do you think I need you for?"
"That's right sweetie, I need that hard hunk you have. Right now I'm on the bed using my dildo on my pussy. Here, listen."
I held the phone down to my pussy so that Chuck, had he really been on the phone, could hear the 'squish, squish' of Mark's cock sliding in and back in my super hot and thoroughly cum filled pussy.
"Hear that baby? It is already wet for you. Hurry baby, I need your cock."
I hung up the phone and cried, "Hurry Mark, hurry lover, fuck me hard but hurry. He finished his meeting early and he's on his way home. Get me off baby, get me off one more time, but hurry."
Poor Mark. He had already cum five times and there was no way he could hurry along a sixth ejaculation. He was in my hot wet pussy and pounding hard, but he knew he couldn't cum quickly. His big head and little head were fighting each other for control; His big head was telling him to quit, get dressed and get the hell out before Chuck got home and caught his ass, but the little head was screaming:
"Almost there, just another minute, almost there, one more minute, just one more minute."
And then there was me of course:
"Hurry lover, hurry, make me cum baby, one more time, make me cum baby, make me cum."
It was evil of me and I know it, but I wanted to give Chuck a present for letting me do what I was doing and I remembered how angry he had been at Mark for what Mark had done at the first party. I goaded Mark a little more, "Come on lover, come on, hurry, Chuck is on the way, but I need to cum. Faster baby, fuck me faster, hurry baby, hurry, make me cum."
The little head was winning the fight with the big head and he was breathing hard and ramming me hard when suddenly I rolled out from under him and scrambled off the bed. Mark's cock was bobbing up and down and he had a confused look on his face. What had just happened hadn't made its way to the big head yet.



I started grabbing up his clothes and tossing them at him, "I'm sorry lover, I was so close, so close, but Chuck is only minutes away. Hurry lover, you need to get out of here now. Get dressed and go. I need to get this bed straight and get rid of these rubbers and clean myself up a little before Chuck sees me. Hurry Mark hurry. We only have minutes."
Mark got his pants and shirt on and with his shoes, socks, and boxers in his hand he raced for the stairs. He hadn't even opened the front door yet and I was pulling the closet door open and going to my knees in front of my husband. His cock was sticking straight out in front of him and was slick from the juices he had stroked out of himself during his three hours in isolation. His hand was still wrapped around his cock when my mouth closed around it and I grabbed his ass and pulled him to me. I was on him so fast that my chin hit his hand before he could let go. His cock hit the back of my throat and he blew. I held him in my mouth until he was soft and then I stood up and led him to the bed.
"Was it good for you baby? Was it what you wanted, what you expected?"
"Oh sweet Jesus was it ever. You were such a slut with him it was all I could do to keep from coming out of the closet and joining you."
"Why didn't you? I was on a roll; I could have done you and a half dozen more. I was hot baby, I was real hot."
"Half a dozen huh? I just may give you the chance."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Chuck had gotten himself off so many times in the closet that I was only able to get him up twice more that night and after he fell asleep I lay there looking up at the ceiling and I thought about what Chuck had said when I mentioned a half dozen more. "I just may give you the chance," he'd said. Would he? More to the point, would I if he gave me the chance?
To be continued.
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The next five weeks were glorious from my standpoint. Chuck had been so turned on by watching Mark fuck me that he wanted me to do it again. I had Mark back on Thursday and spent three hours with him while my hubby watched from the closet. As he was getting ready to leave Mark asked me when he could see me again and that is when I gave him the bad news:
"You can't lover. It has been a blast and I have loved every minute of it, but I told you going in that I wasn't looking for a relationship, just an experience."
Saturday we went to a party and I let Jack Malloy talk me into going outside for some fresh air. We did some heavy necking and it turned into a grope session with him getting a finger in my pussy and my giving his cock a few strokes. I told him I couldn't do anything there because Chuck was around, but if he wanted to stop by my house on Tuesday when Chuck was at a business meeting maybe we could get something going. I let him have me Tuesday and again on Thursday and then I told him goodbye.
That set the pattern for the coming weeks. A party on Saturday or Sunday to pick out my next lover who got to enjoy me (and me him) on two nights during the coming week and then he was gone and I was looking forward to the next party. Chuck was in a constant state of arousal and I was getting more sex from him in a week than I got in the three months prior to starting our watching arrangement.
There was just one problem - the more cock I got the more I wanted! I spent my days at work wanting cock. I wanted cock in my pussy, cock in my ass and cock in my mouth and some days I didn't want to wait until I could get home to Chuck or my lover of the week. I began to visit the bookstore regularly on my lunch hour. I know I was stretching it, but I didn't believe that I was cheating on Chuck as long as I didn't take a cock in my pussy or ass. Not that I did a lot of cock sucking; it had to be a really nice one for me to do that, but almost every day at lunch some guy got his cock worked on by my hand while I masturbated. One day I even took a long lunch and jacked off three and sucked off one.
I was out of control and I knew it, but the charge I got out of leaving that booth and walking through a store with several men standing around in it and not having the slightest idea which of them I'd just done was out of sight. It was destructive behavior and only God knows what would have happened to me had I not had an unbelievable stroke of luck. Cathy, one of the girls I work with came up to me just before lunch one day and asked me if I was up for some excitement. It turns out that her brother was a cop and he told Cathy they were going to raid the bookstore that was close to where she worked and that if she just happened to be in the area of 11th and Sutton around twelve-fifteen she could watch it go down.
"Why would they raid an adult bookstore?" I asked.
"Joe says they received a tip that there is a hooker working in the arcade. You want to go with me?"
"It sounds like fun, but I have several errands that I have to run so I'll have to take a pass."
No way was I going to be anywhere that corner. I could just see the cops leading out someone in hand cuffs and have the guy suddenly see me across the street and yell, "There she is, over there, the blonde in the blue coat - that's her!" That put and end to my lunchtime fun, but still left me with the want - the hunger - and no way to do anything about it during the day.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That weekend Chuck took me to the next step. We were going to a party at the home of one of the guys he worked with. On the drive over Chuck said, "You feel like a change of pace baby?"
"What kind of change?"
"I told you way back at the beginning that my fantasy started out as me watching you with another man, but that it changed into me wanting to see you with several men."
"I remember."
"I'd like to see you do two tonight."
"You want me to take two out to the car?"
"No, not the car. Either during the party or after we will go to a bedroom with Tony and Roy."
"Tony and Roy? I take it from the way you are talking that you won't be in the closet this time?"
"No, this time I get to play too."
"So we aren't really talking two, we are talking three?"
"Yeah, three of us."
Jesus Chuck, I don't know about this."
"Why not?"
"I don't know if I can do three. Up till now all I've ever done is one. Doing one is no different than just doing it with you. And I don't know Tony or Roy. Up till now I've only done it with guys I know and feel I can trust to keep their mouths shut."
"Tony and Roy will keep quiet about it. They haven't ever said a word about what they do with Alice at Randy's poker games."
"Are they expecting it to happen?"
"No, they are hoping, but I told them that I hadn't talked with you about it yet. I told them that I thought you might, but I didn't promise."
"Well I'm not going to promise anything either. We will have to see how things go after I meet them."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was not going to miss my trips to the adult bookstore. My new problem was going to be keeping myself from spreading myself on my desk at work and taking on all comers. By the time Tony, Roy and Chuck got through with me I was hooked! It was like one long continuous orgasm as the three men took me one after the other for almost three hours. I had a cock in me almost all the time. One would finish and then he would get out of the way and make room for the next. Two men were always standing there and stroking themselves to get hard again while the third was pounding away at my pussy and making me scream. It was the first time in my life that I had a cock in my mouth and one in my pussy at the same time and I loved it. Tony wanted to try my ass while Roy was in my mouth and Chuck was fucking my pussy, but I wasn't quite ready for that yet.
"Maybe next time lover" I told him. And there was going to be a next time - a lot of next times - I would make damned sure of that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We were no sooner in the car for the ride home when Chuck said:
"What did you think? It sure looked like you enjoyed yourself."
"Is that your way of asking me if I'll do it again?"
"You did seem to have a good time."
"Of course I had a good time, but that doesn't necessarily mean that I want to do it again."
"Why not, as long as you liked it."
"I liked it, but that doesn't mean that I'm not feeling guilty."
"Guilty about what?"
"Have you forgotten all about the vows I took when we got married?"
"Come on baby, that isn't anything to feel guilty over. All of those words just boil down to one thing - that you will be mine until death do us part. Nothing you have done changes that. You are mine and always will be mine and I know it. No matter what we do that won't change. There is something else that's bugging you, what is it?"
"You won't like it."
"How do you know?"
"I know you Chuck, that's how I know."
"You brought it up sweetie, now you have to tell me or it will just bug me and I'll have to bug you until you spill the beans."
"It bothers me that it is all one sided Chuck. Counting tonight I have done eight different guys for you, but so far you haven't even hinted that you might do what I told you my fantasy was."
"What was that?"
"Don't give me that! You know damned well what 'that' is. I want you to eat my pussy while it has cum in it."
"Hey, that isn't my fault. You always made them wear rubbers."
"That's bullshit Chuck and you know it. I didn't say that it had to be another man's cum. I specifically said I wanted you to eat me after you made love to me. I've never made you wear a condom, but you have never even come close to offering to do it."

"Okay, okay, the next time we make love I'll do it."
"No Chuck. I'm pissed that I had to ask so things have changed. I didn't make Tony, Roy or you wear a condom tonight and I'm so full of cum that I slosh when I walk. When we get home I want you to eat me."
"I can't do that. I can't eat your pussy with the cum of two other guys in you."
"No problem Chuck. That is what I expected you to say."
"What does that mean Loretta? I know that tone of voice, what are you going to do?"
"It isn't what I'm going to do Chuck, it is what I'm not going to do any more. I don't get what I want, you don't get what you want."
"That's not fair Loretta. You like doing what I wanted you to do, but I'm not going to like doing what you want."
"How do you know that if you don't even try?"
"I don't have to try it to know I won't like it."
"That isn't the point Chuck. I gave you your fantasy without knowing if I would like it. Hell, I gave it to you not knowing if you would really like it or could handle it. I did what I did for you, not me, but you can't return the favor? Fine, no problem. You can tell your buddies sorry, but the deal is off."
"What do you mean tell my buddies the deal is off?"
"Is that what you think of me Chuck, that I'm just some dumb bimbo? This whole thing got started because of you watching Randy's wife getting gangbanged at that poker party. Start me out small - one guy - to see if I can handle it. Then you move me up to two of your card-playing buddies. Was the next step going to be three or were you just going to set up a poker game and go for it? That is where you have had this thing headed right from the start, your poker playing buddies gang fucking your wife. Well let me tell you something Chuckie baby, it ain't going to fucking happen. You want me to be a slut for you then you had better get down and be a slut for me - a cum slut. You don't go down on me when we get home no dick but yours will ever touch me again and that ain't all of it. From now on anytime I fuck somebody for you, one or fifty, you will clean me out when they are done and that hubby dear, is what you call non-negotiable."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't worried that I wouldn't be able to do it again. In fact I knew I would be doing it again and my demand that Chuck suck his friend's cum out of me had nothing to do with my having a fantasy and every thing to do with the fact that I was pissed at my husband big time. I had taken a bathroom break and I don't know if it was that my hearing was especially sharp that night, the guys talking too loud and thinking I couldn't hear or the acoustics of the house were just right, but I heard enough to get really pissed at Chuck.
Tony: She going to do it? Chuck: No problem. I've got her just where I want her. Roy: No fooling? This is critical to Ben and me. We don't have wives or steady girlfriends and Alice is the only pussy we were getting and now that she is out of commission we are really hurting. Chuck: Not to worry buddy. I'll have her pulling trains in no time. We will have a poker party at my place in two weeks and Lorrie will wear all of you out. Tony: Don't let us down Chuck, we're counting on you.
HE has me where HE wants me? HE will have me pulling trains in no time? There wasn't any doubt in my mind that I would do a gangbang at a poker party. I'd known that I was headed there from the start, but HE was giving a guarantee? He was going to pay for that and there was no doubt in my mind but that he would do it. He had promised his buddies and now he had to deliver or become the object of their scorn and derision.
"Come on Lorrie, you can't be serious about this."
"You don't have to Chuck, it isn't big deal, but don't you ever ask me to give you one of your fantasies again."
Chuck whined about how it wasn't fair, how gross it was to have to do it with other men's stuff in me and that he would make sure that he did it the next time we made love.
"Fine Chuck, you do that. You can consider that as making us even for what I've done for you and we will put all the fantasies out to pasture and never mention them again."
When we were home and upstairs in the bedroom I undressed and said, "I'm going to take a shower and douche, but before I do are you absolutely sure you want me to?"
"Why wouldn't I want you to?"
"Once I've cleaned Tony and Roy off of me and out of me you won't ever see me with another man again."
"Please Lorrie, don't make me do this."
"I'm not making you do anything Chuck. All I'm saying is that to get what you want I have to get what I want and I want it now."
He stood there looking at me and not saying anything so I said, "Fine. Just remember, it was your choice" and I headed for the bathroom. I had just reached the door and had my hand on the doorknob when he said, "Okay, okay, I'll do it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started out as a half-hearted attempt to placate me, but I wasn't having any of that. Chuck had stepped into it big time when he said what he said without making sure that I couldn't overhear him and I was not going to let him off easy. As soon as his tongue touched me I had the fingers of both hands in his hair and I pulled him to my (considering how much man juice he and his buddies had left there) fountain of love. It wasn't about me getting another orgasm, it was simply my getting back at Chuck for what he'd said to Tony and Roy, but as soon as Chuck found my clit he went to work in earnest. He must have decided that since he had to be there anyway he might as well see if he could make me happy. He did. Chuck had eaten my pussy a lot over the years we had been married, but it had always been a foreplay thing; he had never dug in the way he did this time and he actually gave me a very large orgasm. When it was over and I had relaxed and let go of his head he asked:
"Was it what you expected?"
"It was more. You actually ate me to an orgasm. You keep doing that and I'll do a gangbang for you every night of the week."
"You wouldn't say no to a poker party this next Friday?"
"If you eat me like that when it is over I wouldn't say no to a poker party an hour from now."
"So I can go ahead and set it up?"
"How many?"
"Seven, including me."
"Who are they?"
"Just the guys from work."
"Is Alice going to be upset with me for stealing her action?"
"Alice had a hysterectomy last month so the boys haven't done anything but play poker."
"Is this office politics? Are you using me to get on the good side of Randy?"
"No baby, nothing like that. I've wanted to watch you ever since the night I watched Alice."
"Okay lover, bring em on; just remember, I do them and you do your imitation of a Hoover vacuum cleaner when they are done."
To be continued.
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I hit the post office on my way home from work and, as usual, my box was full of junk mail and bills. I leafed through them and dropped most of them in the trash can next to the table. Between the Visa statement and the Conoco bill was an enveloped addressed to me in the flowing handwriting I knew only too well. I'd been getting one a month for over a year. She had figured out that I was having my mail forwarded from the old address so she wrote and sent it there so it would be forwarded to me.
I met Pat at a wedding reception. A fellow I worked with got hitched and the entire office had been invited to the wedding. After the wedding everyone headed over to the VFW for the reception. I'd been there maybe an hour when this tall blonde walked in. She was an attention getter and she definitely got mine, but she was with someone so I put her out of my mind. Well, not completely out of my mind. The VFW hall wasn't all that big a place so she was almost always in view.
Maybe another hour went by and I noticed that she seemed to be getting more and more upset with the man she was with. It was just after the bride and groom had cut the cake and I had gotten up to go to the bathroom. On the way I had to pass by the table where the blonde was sitting. Just as I reached the table I heard her say, "Bastard!" As loud as she said it it almost sounded as if it were directed at me and I turned to her and said:
"I beg your pardon?"
She blushed and said, "Not you, it's this worthless lump that is my date. All he does is drink. I've been trying to get him out on the dance floor since we got her, but all he has done is drink and now the clod has passed out on me. I guess I deserve it though, it's what I get for agreeing to a blind date."
Relieved to find out that she didn't consider me a bastard I continued on to the bathroom and then went back to the table I was sharing with some co-workers.
The next time the band started playing I glanced over at her and saw her watching the dancers on the floor and tapping her toes. On a whim I got up, went over to her and asked her to dance. She said yes and that was the start of a whirlwind romance that saw us married three months later.
Patricia Ann was a computer whiz and she worked for a large corporation as a Systems Administrator. She tried to explain what she did to me, but I am one of the computer illiterate so it all went over my head. I know how to turn mine on and click on the icon that takes me to the Net and that is the extent of my computer savvy. I make my living as a heavy equipment mechanic and I do pretty well at it and it wasn't long before the two of us had saved up enough to put a down payment on a house.
We had a great marriage; at least I thought we did. I was crazy in love with her and she certainly seemed to feel that way about me. But in the sixth year of our marriage something changed. When it started I couldn't pinpoint with any degree of certainty and it could have been going on for quite a while before I noticed. Patty had always stopped with the girls from work one night a week and she was usually home by nine. I didn't notice when it slipped to nine-thirty and then ten and then ten-thirty and it was only later that I thought back to those nights.
Patty started working late a couple of nights a week, usually on Tuesday and Thursday. She explained it away as an unexpectedly large contract that had critical due dates. They weren't geared for such a large order and until management made some decisions about which way to go everyone was being asked to work overtime on shipping dates to get the orders out.
"Decisions?" I asked, "What kind of decisions?"
"They want to make sure the contract is long term before they invest in more equipment and hire more people."
"How long is this supposed to go on?"
"A couple of months maybe. I don't know for sure."
The couple of months had run to eight months before I started bitching about it and she always calmly responded with, "It shouldn't be that much longer baby. I know you don't like it and I don't either. I'm not all that fond of moving those shipping crates, but I promised to help."
And then one Wednesday night she called me and told me she had to work late that night also. "Ann was supposed to work tonight, but she was in an accident and is in the hospital so I have to cover for her."
The next morning over breakfast I asked, "How is Ann?"
Patty looked at me confused and then suddenly she said, "Ann, oh yes, Ann. She's not good. They have her in traction. Both legs and one hip are broken and she is going to be off work for a while. Poor girl is having a hell of a run of bad luck. She went on vacation with her boyfriend and before it was over he told her he had found someone else. On the trip home the airline lost her luggage and now this accident."
"So you are going to be working overtime on Wednesdays now too?
"Yes, and maybe even a Friday or two."
It was about then I started to wonder about some things. Up to that point her working overtime was an irritant and that's all I thought it was - just a stupid bunch of incompetent managers who couldn't get their heads out of their asses and solve the problem. The confusion on her face when I asked about Ann started it. It was like she'd told a lie, forgotten it and then had to hurry and cover it. And if that was the case was she lying about having to work late? It was then I thought about the Wednesday nights spent with the girls from work and how they had gotten later and later. What was a computer type doing moving crates on a loading dock?
That Sunday is when it all came together for me. I was doing routine maintenance on Patty's car. I'd changed the oil, added window washer fluid and then I decided to rotate the tires while I was at it. When I opened the trunk of the car to take out the spare I found two suitcases. Curious, I opened one and found it full of clothes. The other one was full of sexy lingerie, high heels and the like. Heels and lingerie that I had never seen before. I don't know who Patty was wearing them for, but it damned sure wasn't me. So much for Patty working overtime. There could only be one reason for several changes of clothes and all that sexy stuff being in her trunk and it sure wasn't work related.
I can be a little slow on the uptake at times, but I work real hard at not being stupid. I like to look at problems, roll them around in my mind, look at them from all angles and consider all my options before making up my mind on what to do. I finished the tire rotation, closed the trunk and went into the house determined to find out more before doing anything.
Because it was the holiday season and things were pretty busy I decided to put off following Pat and spying on her until after the first of the year. It turned out that I didn't have to wait that long. Patty's company Christmas party was on a Wednesday and she had been looking forward to it. At the last minute I had a job come up that was probably going to prevent me from going with her. She was upset (no, that isn't right - she was pissed!) and she was raising hell with me and I didn't help anything when I shouted back at her:
"Now you know how I feel when you are working your damned overtime."
I told her I would try and get done in time to at least make an appearance, but that didn't seem to mollify her at all.
The day of the party I worked my ass off to try and get done so I could make it to the party. The party started at seven and by hustling my ass off I was able to finish the job, get home, shower and change and get to the party by nine. I walked in the door and the first thing I saw was Patty locked in an embrace and french kissing some guy while people were stomping their feet, banging their fists on tables and shouting out, "Get a room you two" and "Take your affair to a motel." I turned and left without anyone even knowing I'd been there.
On my drive home I tried to make a list things that could have caused her to go looking, but for the life of me I couldn't see what it could have been. I treated her like a queen for God's sake. She wanted it, I did my best to get it for her. I helped around the house. I cooked at least three times a week and cleaned up after myself. I'd do a load of laundry in the evening while waiting for her to get home. I cleaned my den and the downstairs bathroom just off my den. All that in addition to taking care of the house, the yard and both cars.
I never forgot a birthday or an anniversary. I remembered the day we met and I gave her a card every year on that date; ditto on the anniversary of the day I proposed to her. I never even looked at other women. I did everything I could do to be the best husband she could possibly hope for so what went wrong? The only thing I could think of was the twenty pounds I'd put on over the last five years or so. Was that it? I was not physically attractive to her anymore?
Well, it didn't really matter. After what I'd seen we were through. Loving her as much as I did it still wasn't enough to make me share. And it wasn't enough to make me fight for her either. So what if I won her back from this guy, would I win her back from the next one? And the one after him? No, as much as it pained me to admit it, Patty and I were through.
I did make one decision. The twenty pounds had to go. I'd be trim and fit when I started dating again. I also decided no divorce. I would never marry again and Patty and I had managed to get along all right while she was playing with her lover so I'd keep the status quo and save the hassle and expense of a divorce. All I had to do was pretend that I didn't know about her and her lover.
She was in a mellow mood when she came home that night and she wanted to make love. It would have been unnatural for me to refuse her and besides I was curious to see if I could tell I was getting her lover's leftovers. Surprisingly enough she felt no different than she had on any of a hundred other times we'd had sex in the last year, but what the hell, all that told me was how long I'd been being the second man in. I did have to wonder though, was she trying to fuck me to death out of guilt, or was she getting a charge out of giving me her lover's leftovers?
+++++
Monday I joined a gym and sat down with a personal trainer and he mapped out a program for me. I hit the gym on the way to work on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays and after a month I started running on the off days - Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday - and took Sunday off as a day of rest. My relationship with Patty remained unchanged. She still acted as if I was the one and only and I never let on that I knew better. She was still 'working late' at least two nights a week and I had stopped bitching about it.
By the time two months had gone by I was down eighteen pounds, had firmed up some and was feeling pretty good about myself. Marla and Sally, the two girls who worked in the office, had both commented on the change and Sally asked me what brought it about. I told her that I was trying to get in shape so I'd be more attractive when I started to chase the ladies.
"Oh? And what does Patty have to say about that?"
"We have an understanding."
"Ooooh, an open marriage?"
"Yep."
"Well stud, I'm ready if you are."
That caught me by surprise. I'd always flirted with Sally and Marla and they had flirted back. I'd never expected it to be anything but flirting, but from the sound of Sally's voice she was serious. What the hell, I said to myself, charge in there Jerry. Knowing that Patty was going to be working Thursday I said:
"You doing anything Thursday?"
"I guess I am now. What do you have in mind?"
"You pick."
"Okay, I'll think about it and have something when you pick me up. Dress casual."
"I'll be there at six-thirty, okay?"
Marla, who had been standing there listening, jumped in with, "Hey! I've got seniority here" and Sally laughed at her.
"You snooze, you lose sweetie. You will just have to wait your turn."
I showed up at Sally's at six-thirty and she came to the door in her bathrobe. "Did I get here too early?"
"No. I'm already dressed for our date" and she opened her bathrobe. She was naked except for nylons, high heels and a garter belt. "I thought we would have desert first, dinner later and then decide what we want to do."
She led me into the bedroom and then knelt in front of me and pulled my zipper down. She reached in through my fly and wrapped her fingers around my cock and slowly worked it out into the open. She leaned forward and licked the head and then looked up at me, smiled and said:
"It's a nice one baby, and I plan on having a lot of fun with it."
She licked the head and then the shaft from the tip to the base while she fondled my balls and then she drug her tongue along the underside until she was back to the tip and then she opened her mouth and took me in. It was one of life's better blow jobs and she had me close to coming in just minutes. I let her know that I was getting ready to cum and she took her mouth off of me long enough to say:
"Do it baby, I want it" and then she put her mouth back on me and I blew.
I pulled her up and pushed her back on the bed, pushed her legs apart and returned the favor. I worked a finger into her pussy and my mouth found and latched onto her clit and I worked on her until she put her hands on my chest and tried to push me away.
"In me baby, in me. I need your cock in me. Please hurry baby, please fuck me."
I got up on the bed with her, pushed her legs apart and slid my cock into her and she moaned, "Oh God that feels good" and her legs clamped my waist and she pushed her hips up at me and she started cumming.
We never did get to eat dinner that night and I was one very well fucked man when Sally walked me to the door, gave me a passionate kiss and asked me when we could do it again.
"Tuesdays and Thursdays are the only days I have I can play."
"I'll take them both."
I swung by work on the way home, used the shower in the locker room, changed into work clothes and then went down to Bill's Bar for a beer so I would have alcohol on my breath and then I went on home. Patty was still up when I got home.
"Where have you been?"
"Knowing that you wouldn't be here I decided to stop with the boys after work and shoot some pool."
"I hope you didn't drink too much that you can't rise to the occasion because I'm horny and I want your body."
I was hard put to perform, but I did manage to get the job done. I blamed the amount of time it took for me to get off on the booze. I'd have to watch that in the future. I'd forgotten that Patty always came home horny when she 'worked late' and I would have to make sure that I saved some for her.
+++++
For the next six weeks Sally and I went at it hot and heavy and then one night she said to me:
"It's Marla's turn now Jerry."
"I beg your pardon?"
"This is our last time. I'm going to let Marla have a turn now."
"I don't have a say in this?"
"Yes and no. You have a say in whether you and Marla play or not, but no say at all in that this is our last time together. You are a married man Jerry and I'm letting myself get in too deep with you. There is no winning percentage for me here sweetie so I'm cutting you loose. Be a good guy and let it happen. That way we can stay friends and I won't have to quit my job, okay?"
"You think Marla really wants a turn?"
"I know she does sweetie. All you have to do is ask. Then again, you may not have to. She knows I'm ending it and she might just ask you first."
And that is just what happened. Friday Marla came up to me and said:
"I hear you have Tuesday and Thursday free now. Can I have them?"
My first night with Marla was almost a repeat of my first night with Sally in that we never made it out of her apartment. There was a major difference between Marla and Sally in that Sally didn't like anal and Marla loved it and she let me know that right up front. In fact, she wanted it up the butt more than she wanted me in her pussy. Who was I to argue with the lady?
My affair with Marla lasted five weeks and then she broke it off for the same reason Sally did.
"I'm getting in too deep with you Jerry and that is not a good thing to do with a married man."
The way they both put it was that if I were single we could move on together. They were both fun girls and both were great in bed, but get divorced to be with either of them? Get serious! They were both having an affair with a married man. Why would I want girls that would do that? I already had one of those at home.
+++++
Over the next eight months I met, dated and bedded nine different women. None of the affairs lasted longer than a month, most going only two or three weeks, but I didn't want anything long term anyway. My home situation was unchanged. Patty still 'worked late' a couple of times a week, almost always Tuesday and Thursday so those were the nights that I played.
I have no idea how much longer things would have gone on the way they were going if not for a strange coincidence. It was a Wednesday and I was at the gym. I had just finished my workout and I was in the shower when the man who had been with Patty at the Christmas party came in with two other men and started to change into exercise clothes. I turned the water off and was toweling myself dry and listening to the three men talk. I got that they were members who had always come in the evenings and had switched to mornings. There was some work related talk that led me to believe that they worked for the same company although not necessarily in the same office and then one of them said:
"How are you coming along with that fox you were with at the Christmas party. Still banging her?"
"I keep telling you that I'm not trying to get into her pants. We are just good friends."
"Yeah, right. I'd like to be good friends with her too. Hell, I'd love to be great friends with her."
"Forget it. She is so hung up on her husband that you would think her was made out of gold."
"Oh come on Mike, I've seen the two of you hugging and kissing."
"Just brother and sister good friends hugging and kissing. Honest, she is so hung up on her husband that no other man would ever have a chance."
"Bullshit Mike. I saw the two of you at the Christmas party and that kiss you exchanged was no brotherly smooch."
"True, but it didn't mean anything. Her husband promised her he would be there and he didn't show. She was pissed and add to that she'd been drinking a bit. When she finally accepted that he wasn't going to show up she grabbed me and said, "Damn it, this is a holiday party and somebody is going to kiss me under the mistletoe and if it isn't going to be Jerry it is going to be you." That was the one and only time."
"I find that hard to believe."
"You want to know how hung up she is on her husband? You know all that shipping and receiving overtime that everyone tries to avoid? She's is working every minute of it she can get so she can buy him a Bass Boat for his birthday. A lot of that huddling we seem to do is her asking me about motor sizes, fish finders and all the other stuff she is planning on putting on it. I just hope the guy realizes what a gem he has in her. Come on, let's hustle, I only have the racquet ball court until seven."
After they had gone I sat down on the wooden bench in front of the lockers and just stared at the wall.
My God! What had I done. I'd totally misread what was happening and then had allowed myself to go off half-cocked. I had done what I had erroneously thought Patty had done - I had cheated. I had gone behind the back of the woman who loved me and I had cheated and not just once, but a dozen times. The only saving factor was that I had not confronted Patty and said:



"Since you are doing it I am going to do it too."
Patty didn't know what I'd done and what I obviously wasn't going to do anymore. What I would do was do everything in my power to make it up to her even though she would never know what I had done.
+++++
It didn't work out that way. I just wasn't the kind of guy who could do what I had done and then go through life pretending that everything was fine. I could do it as long as I thought I was staying even with Patty, but once I found out that she hadn't done anything it changed everything. I could not face her. I couldn't bring myself to meet her eyes. I couldn't even bring myself to make love to her because touching her with my cheating body would defile her. I had truly gone and destroyed my marriage and fucked up my life.
The stupid part was that it didn't have to be that way. All that I would have to have done was step up and say "This is what I think is happening and this is why I am thinking it" and we could have talked things out. Knowing what I knew after hearing that locker room conversation I'm sure that there was probably a reasonable explanation for the suitcases in her trunk, but I never gave her a chance to give me that explanation.
Now I was fucked. I couldn't face her. I didn't have the courage to sit down and tell her what I had done and why. I was a coward and I did what cowards do - I ran.
I went to my boss, told him I'd caught my wife cheating and I was going to move on.
"I like the company and I like the work I'm doing and if you have an opening somewhere else I'd like to transfer to it. If not I guess I'll have to give my notice."
He picked up the phone, made a call and just that quick I was on my way to Colorado. I told him my wife would probably come looking for me to cause me trouble and I asked him to tell her that I'd quit without notice and that he had no idea where I had gone.
The next day while Patty was at work I loaded everything of mine into my pickup. At the last minute I penned a simple note - "I'm sorry" - and put it on the kitchen table. It was a rotten thing to do to her, but she would get over it in time. She deserved better than me. She could get a divorce for "abandonment" and get on with her life.
+++++
That happened fourteen months ago and not a day went by during those fourteen months that I didn't think of Patty and what we'd had and that I had so stupidly destroyed. Fortunately there was a lot of work for me to do and it kept my mind and hands occupied for ten or twelve hours a day, but the nights killed me and waking up alone in the morning was murder.
When I first got to the job site my solution was to hit the bars after work and drown my sorrows, but that got old in a hurry. Going to work every morning with a hangover was not a good thing and all the beer was ruining everything that the gym and running had done for me. So I put myself on the wagon, found a local gym and started getting myself back in shape.
After I'd been there six months I noticed several ladies who seemed to be taking an interest in me, but I didn't do anything about it. My head was still full of Patty and I didn't know if the day would ever come that she would fade away and allow me to have thoughts of another woman.
+++++
I opened the Conoco statement and saw that I had overpaid and had a credit so I tore it up and dropped it in the trashcan. I didn't bother opening the Visa statement; I knew damned well I didn't have a credit on that one and I wouldn't be making the payment until my next payday so I put it in my pocket. I held up the letter from Patty and stared at it. I held it to my nose and imagined that I smelled her scent on it and then I dropped it in the trashcan.
"That's it?" said a voice from behind me. "You don't even open it, just throw it away?"
I turned around and found Patty standing there. "Hello Jerry, long time no see."
I just stared at her. I couldn't even run because she was between the door and me.
"Cat got your tongue? I'm not surprised. You always were a man of few words. I only got two when you left - "I'm sorry" - and I didn't even get to know what you were sorry about. I've spent the last year wondering. I'll never know why you wasted that extra word. You could have done it with just one. "Goodbye" would have accomplished the same thing and you could have saved a word. Come on Jerry, say something."
"How did you find me?"
"I'm not saying. If you run again I might have to use it again. I'm not about to give you another way to cover your tracks. The bottom line is that I am here and I'm not leaving until I know it all."
"Not here. Follow me to my apartment."
+++++
"So what in God's name made you think I was cheating on you?"
"You were showing a lot of the classic signs of a cheating wife. All of a sudden working late when you had never done before. Increased sexual activity with the husband because you either felt guilty or your lover had you at a fever pitch by the time you had to go home so you had to get the husband to put out the fire. Or maybe because it turned you on to give him your lover's leftovers. Night when you stopped for drinks with your co-workers that kept you out later and later. Then I found the suitcases in your trunk full of sexy clothes that you had never worn for me. Put all that together with walking in to your Christmas party and seeing you tongue wrestling with a guy while all your co-workers were hollering at you to get a room, to take it to a motel. You don't say things like that to people that you don't already know are lovers, at least the people I know don't. It all added up to cheating wife."
"You poor, stupid boob. Why didn't you talk to me? The suitcases were Ann's. I told you that the airline lost her luggage. They found it, but by then Ann was in the hospital in traction and she asked me to pick it up for her. And the overtime was real Jerry. All you had to do was look at my paycheck stubs.
"You were right about the increase in sex being caused by guilt, but it was guilt at having to leave you alone so much. I knew it bothered you and I was trying to make it up to you. As for the Christmas thing, it meant nothing. I had too much to drink, I was pissed at you for not being there and since you weren't there to give me a Christmas kiss under the mistletoe I grabbed Mike. Yes, it did get a little steamy, but if you had stuck around you would have seen us break apart and then go to different tables and he didn't even dance with me the rest of the evening.
"God Jerry, I can't believe that you just took off on me like that and didn't even try and let me explain."
"That isn't why I left Patty. I left because of what I did in response to what I thought you had done."
"And what was that?"
I took a deep breath and told her about Sally, Marla and all the others and how I was able to keep the marriage going because my cheating was keeping me on an equal footing with her cheating.
"And then when I found out that you weren't cheating my life just came unglued. I couldn't face you knowing what I had done to you and I realized that you deserved better than a cheating asshole so I left."
She sat there staring at me as she tried to absorb what I'd just told her and then she said:
"How did you find out I wasn't really cheating?"
I told her about overhearing the conversation at the gym. Her face lost some of its color and she said:
"My God, what a fucked up mess." She kept looking at me and shaking her head. "Let me see if I have this straight. You thought I was cheating so you cheated so we would be even, right?"
I said yes and she went on, "So, as long as we were even you felt we could have a marriage and that everything would be all right, everything would be cool, right again?"
I shook my head yes.
"It was only when you stopped thinking that I was cheating that everything went to hell, is that it?"
I said yes.
"So if you had never heard that gym conversation we would still be living together? You would still be playing with your dollies thinking you were staying even with me?"
"Probably."
She stared at me for another minute and then asked, "Did you love me?"
"Yes I did. I still do. The only reason I stayed when I thought you were cheating was because I loved you to much to leave you."
"You do know I love you, don't you? My being here should tell you that. I was devastated when you left me and not knowing why made it worse. I need you in my life Jerry. I need you to move back home with me or I'll move out here to be with you, but one or the other Jerry, please."
"I can't Patty. After what I did I just can't. Being with you would be a constant reminder of just what a cheating asshole I'd been. I just couldn't face you every day knowing what I'd done."
"But you could do it if I was cheating on you? As long as we were even you could face me?"
I shook my head yes.
"Then come on home Jerry, because we are even. I was cheating on you. You were right, you just used all the wrong information to come to your conclusions. On the nights I was working overtime Mike and I were fucking like a couple of sex crazed rabbits. It started one night just before we finished the shift. We bumped into each other, looked at each other and it was like a sexual spark jumped between us. He just grabbed me, turned me, bent me over a packing crate and took me. And I let him. Didn't say a word, just let him take me.
"After that almost every night we worked overtime he would catch me in a dark corner or behind a stack of boxes and fuck me. I never said no. I never said yes either; I just let him take me. It was fun sex, exciting sex, gloriously illicit sex and I loved it. I loved the sex baby, not Mike, just the hot illicit erotic sex. I never even kissed him. That kiss at the Christmas party was the first and only time he ever kissed me. I had it made; a husband who loved me and who I was crazy about and who made fantastic, passionate love to me and a part time stud who treated me like a slut, a bitch in heat and made me love it. And then I had to go and fuck it all up."
"You fucked it up? How did you fuck it up?"
"You were starting to act a little strange and I thought you might be getting suspicious. The conversation you overheard was a set up. It was supposed to put your mind at rest and keep you from finding out that Mike and I were fucking up a storm. Instead, it broke us up. If I hadn't tried being tricky we would still be together. You would still be with me and be thinking that the playing field was even."
"You would still be fucking Mike you mean."
"No Jerry, that is the most ironic thing about this. That faked conversation that sent you away from me ended it between Mike and me. That night when we worked overtime he brought the two guys he had the conversation with in with him and told me that all three of them were going to fuck me and I walked away from him. Since that night all I've done is work and try and find you.
"I need you Jerry. I'm not complete without you. Please baby, can we put the past behind us and start over? We are even baby, can we please start fresh?"
I stared at her and my mind was running a hundred miles an hour. I loved her to death and I missed her so much that a day didn't go by that I didn't think of her and want to be with her. But could I go through it again? She must have read my mind.
"It won't ever happen again Jerry, I can promise you that. The last fourteen months have been a living hell Jerry, they have been the most miserable of my life. Being without you is killing me and I won't ever do anything that will put me through that hell again. Please Jerry, I'm begging you, come back to me. Back home or here, just let me be with you."
+++++
There really wasn't any question as to what I would do. I'd only run from her because I thought I wasn't worthy of her. Given how much I loved her if she wanted me back knowing what I had done I'd have been a fool not to go. As for what she had done I had already accepted that when I started playing the "staying even" game.
Would we make it? We should. She loved me enough to lie to me, to paint herself as a slut that she never was. She never had an affair with Mike, she just told me she did so I would believe we were even and come home to her. How did I know? When I got back home I rejoined my gym and one morning as I was doing my workout Mike came in. I don't know why, but I kept looking at him and after a while he came over to me and asked:
"Do I know you?"
"No, but you knew my wife well enough to have an affair with her."
"Whoa up there guy. I ain't had no affairs with no married women."
"You deny having had an affair with Patty Bradley?"
"Hell yes I deny it. What makes you think I had an affair with Patty?"
I told him the story and he shook his head. "I would have loved to have made it with her, but that Christmas kiss is all I ever got, not that I didn't try. The conversation you overheard is the truth. I don't know why she wants you to think that I'm her lover. All I can tell you is that I wanted to be and I tried like hell to make it happen, but she would never even give me the time of day. Hell, I was stunned that I got the Christmas kiss."
Will I ever tell Patty about my talk with Mike? No. I'm not going to do anything to upset the apple cart.
She did buy me that Bass Boat and in a perverse moment I named it and put the name in large gold letters on both sides of the bow. Every time Patty and I climb on board "Mike's Toy" we are reminded just how fragile relationships can be and how hard you need to work at it to hold it together.
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The phone call was hoped for, but not totally expected. I had figured that the soonest I would hear from them, if they took the deal, would be at least two weeks away. But at eleven-thirty the phone rang and Mortenson said, "We are going with you Bruce. I've signed the papers and a copy is being faxed to you. You should have the originals by FedEx in the morning. Looking forward to doing business with you guys. Talk to you later."
I walked over to the fax machine just as the document started coming in. This was the last of seven deals that I had spent the last five months putting together. Five months of fourteen and sixteen hour days including working in my home office in the evenings and on the weekend, but it had been worth it. I was a lock now for the VP of Sales slot and the salary, bonuses and other perks that went with the job. I stapled the package together and walked down the hall to the boss's office. I knocked and Harv hollered at me to come in. I walked in and dropped the package on his desk, "Mortenson - signed, sealed and delivered. If you have no objection I'm going to take a week off and see if I can't get reacquainted with my wife."
Harv gave me a big smile and said, "You earned it. Take however much time you want. While you're gone figure out how you want your new office decorated - Mr. Vice President of Sales."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the drive home I wondered if Helen would faint from shock when I came in the door. It had been months since I'd gotten home before nine in the evening and even then I had disappeared into my den for an hour or so. I guess I can honestly say that during those months I had been a good provider, but not much of a husband. We'd had several arguments over the lack of attention that I'd paid Helen, and I had tried very hard to explain that all the work I was doing was for our future, but it was hard to make her understand that. Great, I thought as I pulled up in front of the house and looked at the three cars in the driveway. The day I come home early intending to get reacquainted with my wife she has a bunch of friends visiting.
I went into the house and immediately knew that something was wrong. The noise coming from upstairs sounded like a sound track from a porn video, "Fuck me. Oh god yes, give me that cock. Harder damn it, harder. Fuck me, fuck me, please fuck me."
What shocked me to the soles of my feet was that it was Helen's voice. I wanted to turn around and leave, but something made me climb the stairs and go toward our bedroom. I stood in the doorway to the room and saw Helen on the bed with her head in the lap of a man while another man was fucking her from behind in her asshole. A third man stood next to the bed and was stroking his hard dick while he watched the action on the bed. The guy who was fucking her in her ass announced that he was cumming and Helen moaned, "In me baby, shoot it deep in me" and the man grabbed her hips and went at her ass like a jack hammer for several seconds and then he slowed to a stop. When he pulled his cock out of Helen her asshole looked like an open tunnel with a river of white running out of it. She took her mouth off of the man she had been sucking and told him to get up and take her in the ass. He got up from where he was laying and when he did he saw me and stopped dead in his tracks. The others noticed and turned around to look where he was looking and when Helen saw me she smirked, "That's only my husband; he's harmless so don't let him slow you down. Take my ass Roy, hurry up, I want you in my ass."
She looked at me and said, "They like my ass Bruce. They really get off shoving their hard cocks up my ass and cumming in me. Watch Roy Bruce. Watch Roy slide his hard cock up my ass. Watch him do what you haven't done in over five months."
The one called Roy looked warily at me as he climbed on the bed behind Helen and I heard her grunt as he slid into her. The man who had been standing beside the bed moved to put his cock in Helen's mouth and when she started sucking him I turned and went down the hall to the home office I had set up in the spare bedroom. I sat down at my desk and tried to sort out my feelings. There was something erotic about what I had just watched, but there was also a curious lack of feeling about it. I wasn't angry, I wasn't turned on, if anything I was indifferent.
I sat there for several minutes listening to Helen begging her friends to feed her more cock. What made me get up and get the camera I don't know, just as I didn't know what made me go to the gun safe in the closet and get out my Colt 1911A1. I tucked the gun in the small of my back and walked down the hall to the bedroom and started taking pictures. When I got there Helen was sitting on one cock, sucking on another and taking a third up her ass. I took several pictures and then went back down the hall to my office. About three minutes later two of the guys came into the room and said, "Give us the fucking camera." I told them that I didn't thinks so and one of them said, "Give us the camera and you won't get hurt. If you make us take it away from you, you won't like it."
I took out the .45 and said, "I'm not giving you the camera, now get the fuck out of this room." The two of them backed hurriedly away and almost ran back to the bedroom and I heard Helen say, "You guys better go. I think me and my hubby are going to need to talk" and a few minutes later I heard the front door slam. Several minutes after that Helen appeared in the doorway. She stood there looking at me and finally she said, "Well?"
I turned to look at her, "Well what?"
She made a face and said, "Aren't you going to say something?"
"Why, and to what purpose?"
"Oh come on. You have to be upset or mad. Don't you even want to know why?"
"Not really. I know I'm out busting my ass to make a good life for us and apparently it inconvenienced you for about five months. Most women would have considered that a small price to pay for financial security, but then I guess you aren't 'most women' are you? I come home to tell you that all the hard work paid off and I'm now the new VP of Sales and I find out that you sold me out."
"Hey, don't you dump all this on me. This wasn't any case of working with you on a project or anything like that. You have ignored me, totally ignored me for over five fucking months now. Up in the morning and gone without a kiss goodbye, home at night at nine or ten and then into this fucking office for another two hours or so and then not coming to bed until after I was sound asleep. Even on the weekends you couldn't spare me a fucking minute. You realize my birthday was three months ago and you didn't even give me a fucking card? You couldn't even remember me long enough to pick up the phone and wish me a happy birthday. And what about our wedding anniversary? It was three weeks ago. Did you by any chance remember it? If you did you sure didn't let me know. Did you ever take the time to tell me what you were doing? Did you ever say to me, "Be patient with me honey, it will only be a couple of months and then things will be better? No you fucking did not! Overnight you went from a loving husband to someone who didn't even know I existed and I was supposed to sit idly by and twiddle my thumbs until you chose to notice me? Well fuck you Bruce."
She turned and went down the hall to the bedroom. I sat there and thought about what she'd just said. I had forgotten our anniversary and her birthday and if she was right about that she might have been right about some of the rest of it. I hadn't realized that I was coming across to her that way, but even if I was, was that any excuse for her to be fucking other men in our own bedroom? Could she not have walked in the door on one of those nights I was working and talked to me? I sat there and thought about things for another hour and a half and then I got up and went looking for her. I found her in the bedroom closing a suitcase.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm packing my stuff and getting ready to get out."
"Why?"
"You know fucking well why. You didn't take those pictures for the family scrapbook. The only reason for them is because you need evidence when you divorce me. I'm not going to give you the satisfaction of tossing me out. Get your fucking divorce for all I care. I'll send you an address where you can send the papers." She grabbed the suitcase and was down the stairs before I could say anything. I heard the garage door open and by the time I got downstairs she was gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took me about a day to realize that I had fucked up big time. Helen and I had been sweethearts since the third grade and we carried our relationship all the way through college before finally getting married and settling down for ten years of a very good marriage. How could I have let that all go down the drain? I had loved her - no, make that I loved her -and now she was gone. The thought of not having her around for the rest of my life was something that I did not want to contemplate, but what was I going to do? Even if I got her back would I ever be able to get those three men out of my mind? For that matter, could she? But I couldn't do anything until I heard from her.
The next two weeks drug slowly by with no word from her. After the first week I went back to work and tried to lose myself in my new duties and every night I would come home hoping to find something from Helen that would tell me where to find her. I called her parents, her brother and sister, her friends and anyone else I could think of who might know where she was, but no could, or would, tell me where I could find her. Finally I received a letter telling me that I could address all correspondence to her to a post office box. I found out which post office had that particular box and then I took a couple of days off work and camped outside of it. I sat there for two days before seeing Helen walk in. I got out of my car and followed her inside and I walked up and was standing behind her when she opened the box.
"You won't find any divorce papers in there if that's what you are looking for."
She turned, "What are you doing here?"
"Well, I find it hard to talk to you unless I'm either where you are or on the phone. Since you haven't given me a phone number I had to come here."
She said, "We don't have anything to talk about Bruce."
"I think we do. I've apparently fucked up our marriage and now I need to go about repairing the damage."
Helen shook her head, "It's too late for that Bruce. Too many things have happened in the last several months, things that can't be undone."
"Can't we at least talk about them?"
She stared at me for a moment or two and then said, "We can talk, but you won't like hearing anything that I have to say, but if you want to subject yourself to the pain we can talk."
We went across the street to a lounge, ordered drinks and then I said, "What do I have to do to make it right?"
She gave me a rueful grin and said, "You have to become Superman."
"What does that mean, become Superman?"
"It means that the only way you can get me back is to have the stamina of a Superman - you need to be able to fuck me most of the day and night."
I just stared at her. "Well" she said, "You wanted to know."
I just shook my head and asked her to explain.
"It's simple. I've found out that I love to fuck and I like to fuck a lot. I've also found out that no one man can satisfy me anymore. You know where I'm living now? I'm living with two of the guys that were fucking me when you came home that day. Two of them Bruce, and they can't keep up with me. On any given night they have anywhere from two to five friends over to try and keep me happy. That's right Bruce, I get gangbanged almost every night of the week."
She saw the expression on my face and reached out a hand and put it on mine. "It's both your fault and not your fault Bruce. It's not your fault that I am the way I am, but it is your fault that I found out about myself." I must have looked confused because she went on, "The way it happened was that you were supposed to take me to Barb's birthday party, but it was one of the many things that you forgot about or couldn't be bothered with when you went on your quest to become an important executive. I'd already spent two months being ignored and so I went to the party by myself. I had a bit too much to drink and was feeling real sorry for myself and a guy hit on me and I let him pick me up. He fucked me in Barb's driveway on the back seat of his car and we ended up at his apartment. He fucked me damn near all night and when the morning rolled around I was still horny, but he couldn't get it up any more.
"If I had got up and gone right then we might have been all right, but I didn't. I stayed and kept trying to get him back up and while I was trying a couple of his buddies came over. He was supposed to play a pick up game of basketball with them and they had come by to get him. I was still trying to get his cock hard when they came into the room and watched. One of them said, "If he can't help you, I can" and he pulled his cock out of his pants and offered it to me. I took it and they never did get to play ball that day. The four of them fucked me the rest of the day and all night and after that I was hooked.
I can't get enough anymore Bruce and you know what the worst part was, at least for me? I left the house for Barb's party at five Friday afternoon and I didn't get home until nine-thirty Sunday night and you never even knew I was gone. Three days later I went over to Brad's place and he and four of his friends fucked me almost steady for four days and once again I came home to find out that you never even missed me. That's how much I meant to you Bruce. I was so important to you that I could be gone for days on end and you never even noticed. One night I brought Brad home and fucked him in our bedroom with you working just down the hall. I did it to prove to myself that you really didn't give a shit about me. You know how vocal I get during sex, how could you not have heard me? I wanted you to hear. I wanted you to come busting in the room. You were only one door down the hall and still you ignored me. Now you have your executive position and you think that we can all go back to normal, go back to the way we were, but we can't. I'm a cock hungry slut now baby and there just isn't anything that you can do for me."
"Do any of those guys love you?"
"They love my pussy, my mouth, my ass and they love it that they can have me whenever they want, but love me? No, I don't think so."
"Well I do. I didn't realize how much until you walked out the door."
"It might surprise you to know that I still love you baby, but like I said, I'm a cock hungry slut now and you can't help me." I stared at her in silence for several moments and then I said, "Maybe I can."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sometimes it is a little hard to concentrate on the work I bring home to do in my home office, what with all the noise coming from down the hall, but we have an agreement that so far seems to be working. Helen will get rid of her lovers by seven in the evening and then she is all mine until I leave for work the next morning. For my part I ignore what goes on from the time I leave until seven. I suppose that I could wait until after seven to come home from work, but it seems that I can't wait to get to Helen after her lovers are gone. I'm drawn to that cum filled cunt like a bear to honey and I just can't seem to be able to get enough of her anymore. I'm fucking her more now than ever before and that's even taking into account our sex crazy days after we were married. Helen said I would have to be a Superman to stay with her and Superman I'm not, but just the other day she called me SuperBruce. I don't know if that means I'm gaining on him or not, but I'm damn sure trying.
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That week I limited myself to Chuck. I wanted to go into that Friday with a sexual hunger that would amaze Chuck's buddies. There was an ego thing going on there also. When I finished with them (or they finished with me) I wanted them all to say, "Alice who?" Chuck wasn't aware of it yet, but if things went well on Friday I planned on pushing him into having poker games every Friday at our house.
As the Friday of the game approached I spent some time thinking on what had happened between Chuck and I since he had sampled Alice at Randy's poker game. I had become a flaming slut while holding Chuck on a pretty tight rein. I was fucking a new man every week while telling Chuck he had better keep his cock in his pants. I had no idea why I was being that way although I suspected that it had something to do with some sort of insecurity on my part. I think that I felt the real reason that Chuck had for getting me together with other men was so that he could go after other women with out fear of reprisal. In the back of my mind was the thought that he wanted to have more fun with Alice.
In the beginning I had told Chuck no more poker games at Randy's, but I ended up backing off on that. Not being one of the guys invited to the game would have an effect on his career and I couldn't do that to him. I told him he could go to the games, but he had better quietly fade away when the game was over. I told him if he even looked in Alice's direction I would neuter him. Now I was starting to have a change of heart. Watching me was obviously turning Chuck on and he was constantly on me to do it again and again. I decided that if the poker game went well I would let him loose so he could go play. What the hell, if he wore himself out with some other slut I'd still have my list of lovers that I could pick a name off of.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The poker party went better than just well. From my standpoint it was awesome although to be honest I would have liked to have had a few more men there. Two or three more and it might have gone on for another hour or so. If I ever had any doubts that I had become a slut they were dispelled at that party. For the first time in my life I begged a man to fuck me in my ass. I asked for three men to take me at the same time. I was just shameless.
The plan had been for it to be just like Randy's poker parties; play cards until it was time for the last hand, throw my thong in the pot and then let the games begin. It didn't go that way at all. At Randy's games Alice was never a presence until the end. I didn't intend to go watch TV or read a book until they decided they were ready. I dressed for the occasion in a way that I hoped would light some quick fires. Low cut blouse with no bra, the shortest skirt that I owned, my thong and a pair of Come Fuck Me pumps with a five inch heel. I didn't wear any nylons because I'd heard that there wasn't anything slutier than bare legs with high heels.
Chuck called and said he was running a little late and I should make the guys comfortable and give them drinks and snacks until he got there. When Tony arrived I gave him a kiss with a little tongue, squeezed his crotch and said, "Still want to try my ass out lover?"
I did the same thing to Roy when he got there so I knew at least those two wouldn't have their minds on there cards. Randy was the last to show up and he took the time to look me up and down and then he said:
"If you are half as good as you look we are going to be great friends."
"Want a taste right now before the game starts?"
"How come I never knew you were this big of a slut? Why has Chuck been hiding you?"
"I'm a newly minted slut sugar; it has been less than two months since I found out how much fun it could be."
While we were talking Randy had been unzipping his fly and he pulled out his already hardening cock and I went to my knees in front of him. I was sucking his cock one foot inside my front door before he had even been in my house a full minute. I had his cock pushing at the back of my throat and I had his balls in one hand when I felt someone behind me. My skirt was lifted up and I heard Tony say, "Is this babe ready or what" and then his hands grabbed my hips and I felt his cock poke at my pussy. I pushed back at him, his cock popped into me and then my world just became one hard cock after another in whichever hole they preferred.
Chuck came home and found us all not at the card table, but upstairs in the bedroom. When he walked through the bedroom doorway I was sliding up and down on Steve's cock while Tony was taking my ass from the rear and I was just leaning forward to wrap my lips around Mike. I saw Chuck, smiled at him and said, "You told me to take care of them" and then I took Mike's dick in my mouth.
Chuck seemed a little put off by what he had walked in on and he seemed a little shook over the fact that Randy was standing off to the side videotaping the action. Whatever he was going to say he thought better of and just started undressing. My husband had the unique experience that night of fucking me in all three of my holes while the other two were also occupied. I sucked his cock while Randy was in my pussy and Roy was in my ass. He fucked my pussy while Ben stuffed my pooper and I sucked off Tony and he had me ass while I licked Mike's dick and slid up and down on Harry's.
It was over too soon for me - way too soon, but what's a girl to do when the cocks just won't get hard again? I was at the front door when they all left and I gave each one of them a scorcher of a kiss as I wished them a goodnight. Randy was the last one to leave and after I kissed him he said, "When can we do this again?"
"We can go back upstairs now if you would like."
He laughed, "Bitch. You know I can't get it up anymore tonight."
"Then I guess you will have to discuss it with my social secretary" and I pointed at Chuck.
"See you Monday buddy" he said to Chuck, "And keep her calendar clear."
As soon as the door closed behind Randy I got my first indication that all was not well in paradise. "Why did you do that?" Chuck asked.
"Do what?"
"Invite him back upstairs."
"It's what he came here for isn't it?"
"We were supposed to play cards, not fuck all night."
"Well then you should have made damned sure you were here when your guests started arriving. Randy wanted to get right to it and there wasn't anyway I was going to put your boss off, especially since you offered me up to them on a platter."
"Why was he videotaping you?"
"You'll have to ask him."
"I'm not happy about the way this went."
"I'm sorry you aren't happy sweetie, but I didn't have a whole lot of control over things once Randy got here and took charge. I was not, repeat not, going to jeopardize your relationship with him by saying no to anything he wanted. He was here by your invitation to fuck your wife and don't you forget that. Now let's go upstairs so I can get mine."
"What are you talking about?"
"You know damned well what I'm talking about. I made it clear the night I did Tony and Roy for you. I do who you want and then you play vacuum cleaner. Let's go."
"I don't feel like it tonight."
"No problem, just remember that when Randy asks you on Monday when we can do it again that the answer is never. I'm going to bed," I said and I headed for the stairs.
"Damn it Lorrie, this just isn't right. I don't want to do it and you know it, but my career will be in the toilet if I tell Randy no on Monday."
"Tough shit Chuck. I made it plain to you what the price would be before you set this up. If you didn't want to pay that price all you had to do was not have the party. Goodnight" and I again turned and headed for the stairs.
"Damn it Lorrie, you can't do this to me."
"I'm not doing anything to you Chuck, I'm just holding you to your agreement. I do A and in return you do B. I do A and you don't do B then I don't do A anymore. You agreed to that remember? This is all on you Chuck" and I turned and this time I kept walking when he started to whine.
I had him by the balls and I knew it. It was mean as hell of me and I knew that too, but if he was going to use me I was going to use him. I loved the asshole, but I still remembered that "I've got her right where I want her" and the "Don't worry, I'll have her pulling trains in no time." He had to pay for that and the payment had to be something that he didn't want to do. It could have been anything, but eating my cum filled pussy just happened to be it.
When I got to the bedroom I stripped and went and got out my douche bag and headed for the bathroom. I wasn't going to do it, but I had to look like I was ready to when Chuck came into the room. I knew that by the time I hit the top of the stairs he would have worked it through in his mind. Right now he was one of Randy's butt boys, but that would all change Monday when he told Randy that I wasn't going to put out any more. He came into the room and saw me getting ready to douche and I saw the panic on his face.
"Don't Loretta, don't do it. You win. Please, come on to bed."
I couldn't resist one little dig, "Never mind Chuck, you don't really want to do it and I'm not really that certain I want to do Randy and the boys again anyway."
"Damn it Lorrie, you are driving me fucking crazy. Will you please put down that nozzle and come to bed?"
Like the first time he started out slow, but then he got into it and started sucking on my clit and finger fucking my asshole and he brought me off twice before I pushed him away and got into a sixty-nine with him. Wonder of wonders, the cock I couldn't get hard a half-hour ago was standing tall and I swung over him and slid down on him and then I fucked him until he fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was not surprised in the least when Chuck came home from work on Monday and said that Randy wanted to know if I would do another card party. Alice was ready to try again, but Randy didn't know if she would be able to jump back in and go full speed ahead. Randy wanted me there to help out. The honest answer would have been "Hell no! The seven of you didn't give me all I wanted on Friday night, so no way I want to share you with Alice." But of course I couldn't say that. Even if I had to share with Alice I wanted to go play, but I also had to keep it being Chuck's idea so I had to make him ask me.
"I don't know baby. I wonder if maybe we are jumping into this a little too fast. I'm still worried about the reputation I might get if these guys blab it around what I'm doing with them."
"I told you that you don't need to worry about that. These guys have been doing Alice for years and they have never said a word."
"Alice is the bosses wife sweetie. If they talk about her and Randy finds out they are out of a job. I'm just another round-heeled slut to them. They talk about me and you get pissed they can just laugh at you. And then there is the other problem."
"What other problem?"
"The fact that I have to ask you to live up to your part of the bargain every time I do it. Not only do I have to ask, but also I have to threaten you to get you to do it. That isn't any way to keep a marriage going."
"No more babe. You won't ever have to ask me again, I promise."
"Are you sure that you can be comfortable with your co-workers knowing that your wife is a cock crazy whore?"
"Don't be silly Lorrie, you aren't a cock crazy whore."
"Of course I am Chuck. I don't start out that way, but once they get me going I am. You've seen it with everyone I've put out for since we started doing this. Once I get going you could line up fifty guys and I'd just fuck until I wore them out or they wore me out."
"I'll never do that to you babe. The guys at the card party are the most I'll ever ask you to do."
"You sure that you want me to do it?"
"Yeah Lorrie, I'm sure."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a good time, but I didn't get as much as I wanted. I did get more than I thought I would because it turned out that Alice was nowhere near ready. She pooped out after doing four and then she just sat back and watched me be the fuck pig that I turned into once cocks started slamming into my three holes. It went on for hours and when it was over Alice thanked me for being there to help her out and she told me that she hoped we could do it again.
"Tonight showed me that I have a ways to go to come back from my surgery. I can use all the help you can give me."
I didn't know it at the time but when I walked out her front door that night the clock started ticking on the end of my marriage. True to his word I did not have to ask Chuck to clean me out. As soon as we were in the car he pushed me down on the seat and buried his face in my bush. He slurped up the cum deposits of seven men, most of whom had been in my pussy at least three times that night and then we drove home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't know that we had a problem until Wednesday of the following week. When Chuck came home from work Monday he seemed strangely quiet and when I asked him if he was all right he told me he had a problem at work that was bothering him. Tuesday was no different and neither was Wednesday so on Wednesday I pushed him on it. It turned out that Harry and Mike had walked by our car on their way to theirs and they had seen Chuck going down on me. On Monday they started razing him about sucking their cocks by proxy. All Chuck could do was grin and shrug it off and hope it would go away, but of course it didn't.
Harry and Mike told the other guys and they started hacking on Chuck too. I'm sure that it was just joking, but Chuck didn't take it that way. Then Randy told Alice and Alice told him that she would like him to do that for her and he refused so she told him to get Chuck to do it at the next poker game. Randy told Chuck what Alice wanted and said he could do it at the next poker game - didn't ask, just told Chuck to do it at the next game. That left Chuck with the option of saying that of course he would do it and staying in Randy's good graces or saying no and facing the consequences.
Now he not only had to worry about Randy, but he still had all the other guys doing their 'cock sucker' jokes with Chuck being the butt of them. He tried to put off saying anything to Randy by saying that I had some family things that I had to do for the next couple of months and that we probably wouldn't be attending any games for a while. I don't know how Randy took it, but it made me mad. I was looking forward to the next poker game. Just taking a temporary lover during the week just didn't get it any more. I didn't need just one cock, I needed bunches and there were six besides Chuck's at that game.
The pressure from Randy wasn't the only pressure. I got a call from Alice and it was obvious from the way the conversation went that she recognized me as a kindred spirit and she was going to try and use that to get what she wanted.
"I wanted to thank you again for helping me the other night."
"Believe me, I enjoyed the hell out of it. I understand from Chuck that Randy wants to it again soon."
"Actually we were hoping that you could join us this coming Friday evening, but I understand that you won't be able to make it and that's too bad."
"Why is that?"
"I was so looking forward to talking with you privately about what you and Chuck did after you left the house last Friday."
"Oh? What about it?"
"Not over the phone dear. Any chance you could swing by the house for coffee this afternoon?"
"I don't get off work until five, but I suppose I could stop by on the way home."
"That would be lovely. I do so look forward to seeing you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting across the kitchen table from her and sipping a glass of white wine as she explained why she had asked me over.
"It is all I have been able to think about since Randy told me about it. I think about it so much that for the first time in years I've masturbated while imaging it happening. I was in the bathtub this morning relaxing in the hot water and thinking about being eaten after a gangbang and I gave myself a massive orgasm. I just have to do it."
"What has this got to do with me?"
"I need you to convince your husband to do it to me."
"He won't. He fights me on it most of the time. He only does it for me because I tell him I'll stop fucking other men if he doesn't."
"I don't understand."
"His fantasy was to see me with other men - lots of other men - and I suppose I have you to thank for that since it only started happening after his first poker party here. He saw you do everybody and he thought it was neat and he started after me to do it. My price for giving him what he wants is his giving me what I want. Can't you get Randy to do it?"
"No, he flat refuses, says it isn't manly. I've even called the rest of the guys who come to the games to see if one of them would do it. I even offered to spend an entire weekend with Mike if he would do it and they all refused. Your husband is the only one I know who does it. I want you to get him to do it for me."
"I'm sorry Alice, but I can't."
"There is a reason I asked you to come over and talk to me in person rather than on the phone. When you make threats on the phone the other person can hang up."
"Threats?"
"That's right dear. I don't like doing it, but I want my pussy eaten after a gangbang. Chuck is the only candidate and I need you to work on him until he agrees to do it. Chuck has a future with the company, but only if he stays on the right side of Randy and I have a ton of influence with Randy. I can see to it that Chuck is made a vice president or I can see to it that he becomes unemployed and with ghastly references."
Not being stupid I knew that she had Chuck pretty much by the gonads and she was trying to enlist me in helping him to see the light.
"It won't be all one sided Loretta. You help me and I'll help you."
"How? In what way?"
"From what you have told me you are new at this. Have you had your first black experience yet? Your first Latino or Asian?"
"I've had a black man, but not the others."
"I can help you there. In fact, if you would like I can arrange for your first Latino," and she looked at her watch, "In about twenty minutes. Would you like that?"
"In twenty minutes?"
"Yes, I have three of them coming over. In addition to the poker games I help Randy with keeping some of his customers happy. I'll share if you would like."
"It is an intriguing thought, but not this time. My deal with Chuck is based on his wanting me to do it and his being able to watch. Without his involvement it would be cheating and I just can't do that."
"Pity, but you should talk to him about it. As long as you are fucking for him anyway you might as well help him with customers and contracts and have a good time doing it. I trust you will have a nice talk with him tonight about what we have talked about. I do hope to see both of you again soon."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Chuck was in a sour mood when I got home that night. Randy was keeping up the pressure on him to do Alice 'the favor' and he had finally lost it when he and Harry had been in the bathroom together. Harry was at the urinal next to Chuck and they were both peeing. When they were done Harry gave his dick a couple of shakes and then had said to Chuck, "How about it guy. Were alone and I've already have it out." Chuck had broken Harry's nose and had probably bruised or broken a rib when he had worked Harry over. Randy had taken him in the office and asked what the hell had happened and Chuck told him the story. Randy said he didn't want any more violence in the work place:
"One of them might get in a lucky punch and hurt you. I'm not sure that Alice would forgive me if I let that happen. She is looking forward to seeing you again."



Next Randy called all the guys in the office and told them to knock off the bullshit. "Harry is going to be out for several days and I don't need to lose any more of you."
Ben laughed and said, "No problem boss. We can handle him, right guys?" and Randy had replied "Maybe so, but can you handle him and me?"
Chuck finished telling me about his day, "The guys are probably off my back now, but Randy is still expecting me to do Alice."
"Well, given the day you have just had this probably isn't the best time to bring this up, but then I don't any time would be a good time" and I told him about my visit with Alice.
"Shit! This just gets worse and worse. What the hell am I going to do?"
"The smart move would to become a vice president."
"What does that mean?"
"Alice says she can make you one. If I were you I'd take her up on it and I'd do it soon. We can always tell Randy we cancelled our plans because we would rather be with him and Alice."
"But I don't want to eat her pussy after she has been gang fucked."
"You didn't want to eat mine either, but you did and it didn't kill you."
"Damn it Loretta, you never used to be like this. What the hell has gotten into you?"
"A whole lot of cocks that aren't yours and I'm learning to like it. I almost took Alice up on her invitation to stay and play."
"Why didn't you?"
"Because you weren't there so you could watch. That's what this is all about, remember? You have to be involved or it is no different than cheating."
"You should have called me. I know who visited Alice today and they are some of our very best customers. The way I'm feeling right now I'd rather have you fucking our good customers than my asshole poker buddies."
"But you wouldn't be there to watch."
"Doesn't matter, I'd know about it and if I know about it and have given my approval it isn't cheating."
"You don't care? Just go ahead Loretta, fuck your little head off as long as long as you tell me?"
"Come off of it Lorrie, I wasn't born yesterday. You are loving the hell out of what you are doing and you are only using me as an excuse to do it."
"That's not true sweetie. It is true that I'm loving it, but I do love you and I don't want to screw up our marriage. I'm not using you as an excuse; I'm using you as my anchor. You say stop and no matter how much fun I'm having I'll stop. That said, I don't intend to stop until you tell me to. I'll fuck your poker buddies, your boss, friends I pick up at parties and yes, I'll fuck your customers for you and love doing it, but it has to be because you want me to. Are we clear on that?"
"Yes, I guess we are."
"So the question now is, "Do you want to be a vice president?"
To be continued.
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It came as a surprise to me that there are women who are willing to go to bed with a man simply because he is married and therefore considered "safe." It doesn't seem to matter to them whether he is good looking or ugly (well maybe not ugly, but not all that great looking), rich or poor, well dressed or in jeans and a T-shirt just as long as he is married. I've met several in the last two years and they all have the same thing in common; they want sex without any commitment and that means, to them anyway, sex with someone already in a committed relationship.
I don't even pretend to understand it; I've seen many a married man lose his marriage over some chick he fell into an affair with.
"Doesn't matter" one of the girls told me, "The guy may lose his head, but that doesn't mean that the girl will. When he comes up and says "Guess what honey, I'm going to leave my wife for you" he is history and she moves on to the next guy."
Typically the way it will work is that the girl will hook up with some guy and they will get it on for a couple of months and then she will move on to someone else. The longest I've ever had one stick around is three months, but then that suits me just fine because I'm no more interested in a long-term relationship than they are.
I met the first one of those ladies by accident; an accident caused by finding out that my wife was cheating on me. I say "was" but she still could be, I just don't care enough to find out for sure.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Carol the day I started work at the XYZ Corporation. Carol was the receptionist and the first person I saw when I stepped off the elevator. She was sitting behind the reception desk and I could only see her from the waist up, but what I could see captivated me. She gave me a dazzling smile and asked me if she could help me and I told her who I was and that I was reporting for my first day. She handed me a temporary badge, welcomed me to XYZ and directed me to the Human Resources office.
My first day was a long one and she was gone when I went home that night. I saw her again when I came back into work the next morning and again received the dazzling smile. I was tempted to ask her to have lunch with me, but at the last minute I saw the engagement ring on her left hand and settled for saying good morning as I went by her toward my cubicle.
A week after starting I was having lunch at the small diner just down the street from work when I saw her come in. She looked around for a table or booth, but the place was packed and there were none to be had. I waved at her, got her attention and pointed at the empty chair across from me and she came over and sat down. In making small talk we found out that we both had a lot in common. We both had attended Eastern Michigan University, but while I had gotten my degree she had dropped out in her sophomore year because of money problems. We also found out that there were several people who we both knew.
We started taking our lunch breaks together and one day about four months later I noticed that the engagement ring was gone from her left hand and I commented on it.
"It just didn't work out" was all she would say about it.
"Well at least it opens the way for me to ask you out. Maybe dinner and a movie on Friday?"
"Trying to get me on the rebound?"
"Whatever works."
She said yes to the date and also to the next half dozen and pretty soon we were a steady couple. Nine months later I asked her to marry me and she said yes. I thought the marriage and our relationship were great and then three years after we said our vows I received an email at work. I didn't recognize the sender and I almost deleted it, but the subject line kind of peaked my curiosity. It said, "About your marriage" so I opened it half expecting to find out it was a pitch for buying Viagra online, but instead it was a message that said:
"You are a nice guy and you don't deserve to be shit on. You need to pay attention to what Carol does when you are off on business trips."
I was stunned! The obvious inference was that Carol was cheating on me when I was gone. I averaged one three day business trip each month and someone was telling me that Carol wasn't sitting home waiting for me to return, or then again maybe she was at home, but not alone.
Carol had been promoted and she was no longer a receptionist; she was now an executive secretary and was assigned to Brian Smithers. I printed off a copy of the email and got up to take it to Brian's office and confront Carol, but before I was fully out of my seat it occurred to me that at work was not the place to do it. By the time the end of the day came around I decided that doing it at home was a bad idea also. If she denied it what did I have for proof? Nothing but an anonymous email and to be fair about it how did I know that the email wasn't from someone who did not like Carol (or me) and was just trying to stir up some shit. I had seen no indication at all that Carol and I were having a problem in our relationship so I decided not to say anything and to see what I could find out.
Of course once I got to thinking about it I began to see all sorts of things that caused me to wonder. She worked for Brian and Brian had a reputation as a womanizer. Carol and Brian had lunch together two or three times a week. At the company picnic Carol had teamed up with Brian in the three-legged race and the wheel barrow race (although to be fair I did have to admit I had taken on too much beer to be her partner in those events). At the company Christmas party she danced with Brian more than anyone else there with the exception of me and she did stay late to work with him from time to time. I didn't like Brian anyway so I was predisposed to think bad thoughts about him. He was a back stabber and was always trying to take credit for work that had been done by others. By the end of that week I had convinced myself that my anonymous tipster was trying to let me know that Brian and Carol had something going.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a trip coming up in two weeks so if Carol was doing something when I was gone that is when it would happen. The question was what to do about it? How was I supposed to find out what was going on? I couldn't fake my itinerary and stay home and follow her since my travel arrangements were common knowledge and we talked with the Dayton office daily. If I wasn't there when I was supposed to be some one in Dayton would ask where I was and Carol and Brian would know. A private detective was out. I had called and talked to one and found out that they were way out of the price range I could afford, but he did make a suggestion and I followed up on it.
Radio Shack sells a voice activated tape recorder for $49.95 and so I bought three of them and three ninety-minute mini cassette tapes. I hid one of them in the living room, one in the master bedroom and one in the spare bedroom and then hoped that if Carol was cheating on me she was doing it at home. I was betting that if she was doing anything she would be doing it at home so that she would be there if I called, but if she were doing it at Brian's place or at motels or hotels I would have wasted $187.63 (with tax).
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day before the trip I received another email.
"I hope you took my warning seriously. She will be with someone else while you are gone."
The trip was uneventful except for the fact that I didn't sleep for shit on any of the three nights. I desperately wanted that stupid fucking email to be bullshit; just a case of someone being pissed that Carol and I were so happy that they wanted to fuck with us.
I got off the plane at two in the afternoon and swung by the house on the way into the office and picked up the recorders. On the drive to the office I listened to the one that had been in the living room. I heard a lot of household noises - the opening and closing of doors, the pulling out and pushing in of drawers, the sound of something hitting the floor and Carol saying, "Oh shit!" I was halfway through the tape when I heard the doorbell ring. It rang a half dozen times and then I heard the door open and Carol say:
"What are you doing here? I told you I didn't want to see you again."
"So? You've told me that for over four months now, but you still let me in when I show up at the door."
It wasn't Brian's voice. It was a voice I had never heard before. I heard the door close and voices fading away as Carol and whoever it was walked away from the range of the recorder's microphone. The master bedroom tape held nothing except normal sounds; the shower running, the toilet flushing, the sound of Carol's hair dryer and the like. I got to work before I got to the spare bedroom tape so I put it in my briefcase for later.
That night at home Carol was her usual horny self. We averaged four times a week as far as our sex life was concerned so my being gone for three nights had put a crimp in things for the week and like after all my trips Carol was all over me when I got home. As I made love to her that night I couldn't help but wonder if I was a day late in getting sloppy seconds. I didn't know - at least not yet - that the man whose voice I'd heard had taken Carol to bed. It could have been something else entirely although I couldn't for the life of me think what else it could be.
When I fell exhausted on the bed next to Carol I was still trying to tell myself that there was a perfectly reasonable explanation for the man who rang the doorbell. I worked hard at trying to convince myself of that. When I got to work the next morning I locked myself in my office and played the tape from the spare bedroom.
"......know that this is the last time Hank and I shouldn't have let you in tonight."
Hank? Hank was the name of the guy she was engaged to when I met her.
"You know why you let me in baby. You and I are meant to be together."
"No we are not Hank. If we were meant to be together we would be."
"That we aren't is all your fault."
"How is it my fault? You were the one who ended our engagement with that garbage about needing to date others for a while."
"You know full well I only wanted both of us to get all the curiosity out of our systems before we got married."
"No I didn't know that and it wouldn't have mattered anyway. You should have satisfied your curiosity before you asked me to marry you. You ended our relationship and I moved on."
While the talking was going on I could hear the sounds of undressing and clothes hitting the floor. "No matter" Hank said, "We are back in touch and I'm going to make you mine again."
"No you won't. I love my husband and I'm sure not going to leave him for you."
"You already have babe; that's my cock in your hand not his."
"And it is the last time Hank. I mean it this time. When you leave I never intend to see you again."
"Yeah, sure babe, whatever you say. Suck my cock babe, show it how much you love it."
There were several seconds of silence and then Hank said, "God babe, you have the hottest mouth that cock has ever seen."
There was more, much, much more. He fucked her; they went sixty-nine and then he fucked her again. She went down on him and got him hard a third time and he fucked her once more. When it was over and he was dressing he said:
"Next time it will be on his bed in his bedroom."
"Never! I was stupi....." and that is where the ninety minute tape ended. I wondered about that. She wouldn't fuck him on our bed and he wasn't spending the night even though I wouldn't be coming home. I wondered what that meant. No matter. All that meant anything to me was that my wife was fucking another man and had been doing it for at least four months. I knew one more thing; I knew who had sent me the email - it was Hank. He wanted her back, he told her he was going to get her back and to speed things up he had sent me the email so I would confront her. He probably expected me to wave the email under her nose and she would tearfully confess and then I'd toss her out.
I put the recorder back in my briefcase and then I attacked the pile of paper work that had accumulated on my desk while I was gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Carol was hourly and only put in forty hours. I was salary and depending on my workload I put in anywhere from as little as thirty-six to as much as seventy. With such different schedules it behooved us to drive to work separately. The day I listened to the guest room tape I told Carol that I would be working late and not to hold dinner or wait up for me. I didn't really have anything to do; I just didn't want to have to look at her right then.
When the office cleared out and Carol had gone on home I got up and left the building. There was a bar just down the street and I decided to stop in there and have a couple of stiff ones. I'd spent most of the day pushing Carol and what she had done to the back of my mind so I could concentrate on my job, but the work day was over and Hank and Carol had pushed their way to the forefront again. Maybe a few drinks would calm me down a little while I tried to figure out what I should do.
I walked into the bar and saw an empty stool at the end of the bar and I went over and sat down. The bartender came over and took my order and before I could take the first sip of my vodka and tonic a throaty female voice said, "I don't believe I have ever seen you in here before." I turned and saw Betty, one of the girls from accounting standing there.
"That's because I've never been in here before."
"Why are you sitting at the bar instead of joining us?"
"Joining you?"
She pointed at a table and I saw eight or ten people that worked at XYZ.
"I didn't notice you when I came in."
"Well you see us now so come on over and join us."
"Thanks, but no thanks. I'm in a piss poor mood right now and I wouldn't be good company."
"Nonsense. Being in a poor mood is the best reason to join us. If this group can't cheer you up nothing can."
She took hold of my sleeve and pulled me off the barstool and practically drug me over to the table. "Look what I found," she said when we got there and she pushed me down in a chair and sat down next to me.
"Okay sweetie, the first step in getting you into a good mood is to isolate what has you in the bad one and see if we can fix it."
"It's kind of personal."
"Okay, that tells me that it is a work problem, a money problem or a problem with your home life. So, is it work?" she asked as she looked at my face. Apparently what she saw told her it wasn't work so she said, "Okay, how about money?"
When I said nothing she said, "I was afraid of that."
"Afraid of what?"
"That it would be a problem at home. Carol not taking care of you in bed?"
I said nothing, but my face must have because she said, "Oh dear, a sexual problem of some sort. That narrows the field. You are either not getting enough, you want to try some strange or you think Carol either is or wants to. Oh yes, I see by your face that it is one of those. Which one?"
I wasn't about to tell her that Carol was an unfaithful slut and risk it getting back to Carol that I was aware of what she was doing so I said, "Not enough."
"There, see? Now that we know the problem we can fix it."
"How are you going to do that?"
"Simple sweetie. If you aren't getting enough then we will have to see to it that you do get enough."
"How do you do that?"
"Go put some money in the jukebox. Play H-12, G-9 and B-6."
What the hell, I was in there to kill time so why not? As I made the selections I saw that they were all slow tunes and when I got back to the table Betty got up and took my arm and steered me out onto the dance floor. She moved into me and we started dancing. Betty was a damned good looking woman and her tits pressing into my chest caused my cock to grow and soon it was hard enough that when she moved close to me it poked her in the leg. She smiled at me and said:
"See? Now all we have to do is put it where it will do the most good."
I'm not dense so I figured out pretty quick what her meaning was. "I though you were married Betty."
"I am sweetie, but we both have the same problem. Neither one of us is getting enough so we can help out each other here."
"No we can't. There is a table full of co-workers right there and if we did anything it would probably get back to Carol."
"No it won't because we aren't going to do anything here but dance. In a little bit you will say goodnight and leave. Go south on Coleman until you get to the Motel 6 and go inside and get a room. Wait out in the parking lot until I get there. I'll give you a half-hour head start. No one here will ever know. Trust me on this sweetie, I don't want my hubby to find out any more than you want Carol to find out."
"Why did you pick me?"
"Because you are married sweetie and you don't want emotional entanglements any more than I do. Sex sweetie, that's all I want, sex, lots and lots of sex."
I thought about it as we danced to the tunes I'd played. Carol had broken her vows to me and as far as I was concerned that released me from mine to her so why not take Betty up on what she was offering. And in that instant I knew what I was going to do about Carol and Hank. Nothing!!! I was going to do absolutely nothing! I didn't know whether Hank had seduced Carol into their affair or if Carol had taken the lead role; what I did know was that Hank was sending me emails trying to get me to do something that would break Carol and me up so he could have her. Nope! Wasn't going to do it. If Carol wanted a divorce then she would have to go for it. No way was I going to let them have each other. As long as I kept the unfaithful whore Hank could only see her from time to time. That was the solution to my problem - do nothing and deprive Hank of what he wanted.
I did what Betty outlined and when she got to the parking lot and got out of her car I got out of mine and joined her and together we walked for unit 134. I was no sooner in the door than Betty was pulling my zipper down and taking out my cock. I didn't even have my tie loosened and she was deep throating me. She spent two minutes on my cock and then she stood up and took off her panties, bent at the waist, grabbed the back of a chair and said:
"Fuck me Ben; put your cock in me and fuck me."
"Don't you want to get undressed and get on the bed?"
"Later Ben, right now I want you to take me from behind and fuck my brains out."
It must have looked like something out of a Forties peon flick. My trousers and boxers pooled around my ankles, my shirt tail flapping as I drove into her cunt and pulled back to drive in again. I did fuck her hard and fast and she had one hell of a screaming orgasm before I busted my nut in her.
I pulled out and Betty quickly undressed and went to her knees in front of me and went to work on trying to get me up again while I took off my shirt and undershirt. Once I was stiff Betty threw herself down on the bed and spread her legs wide and told me to hurry up and put my cock in her. I fucked her three times that night before she said she had to get dressed and hurry home to her husband.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next three weeks I "worked late" on the average of twice a week and Betty and I played at the Motel 6. Nothing changed as far as my relationship with Carol went. She still played the loving wife and I played at being the adoring husband. There was no big change in our sex life except for the fact that now I rarely went twice on any of the nights we made love. I could thank Betty for that - she didn't leave me with a whole hell of a lot when she was done with me.
Then it was time for my next business trip and I set up the tape recorders, kissed Carol goodbye and headed for the airport to catch my flight. When I got back and played the tapes the two bedroom tapes had nothing on them other than normal household noises. The only one that had anything on it was the living room tape. I heard the doorbell ring and Carol say, "Oh fuck!" as she walked across the floor to answer it. I heard the door open and I heard her say, "What do you want?"



"Same thing you want love. Take the chain off and let me in."
"No. I told you the last time that it was over. Just go away and leave me alone."
"Come on babe, let me in. We are supposed to be together and you know it."
"I'm with who I'm supposed to be with. Ben is who I'm supposed to be with."
"Then why..." and the sound of the door slamming and the deadbolt being turned.
"Too little, too late Carol" I thought as I put the recorder in my briefcase.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
During the next three weeks I met Betty a total of eight times and on the eighth night she told me she wouldn't be seeing me any more.
"If I stick around any longer Ben I'll get too attached to you. You need to find someone new to play with."
"Yeah, like I would know how and where. I've been out of the dating game too long."
"As far as the where Ben, just drop in at the Top Hat Lounge and as for the how just smile at the ladies, ask them to dance and make sure that they can see your wedding ring. If they ask you why you are out looking just say that your wife doesn't understand you and the right girl will take it from there."
"The right girl?"
"Someone like me Ben, someone who is into married men, someone who wants to play without there being any emotional entanglements."
"The Top Hat huh?"
"You bet, but first we have tonight to get out of the way."
It was a wild night and I doubted that Carol was going to get any for a couple of days, at least not from me. After Betty dressed she thanked me for a wonderful time and she kissed me goodbye. As I watched her pull out of the parking lot I made a mental note to find out where the Top Hat was located. I'd drop by there when I got back from my next trip.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a buddy who worked for the telephone company and I asked him how I could go about taping my telephone line using a voice-activated tape recorder. It wasn't all that hard. I went to Radio Shack and bought another recorder and a lapel mike that would plug into the recorder. I cut off the microphone and tossed it and then I attached alligator clips to the two wires that had connected to the microphone and then I went down to the basement to where the telephone line came into the house. I peeled the outer casing off the wire and then skinned the insulation off the wires that Dan had told me to use and attached the alligator clips to the bare wires.
When I got back from my next trip I found that the recorder on the telephone line was full, but the other three had only normal household sounds. There was a call to Carol's mother and two calls from her sister and two wrong numbers. There was one call from Hank.
"Hello?"
"Hi sweetie."
"What do you want?"
"I want to come over."
"No."
"Then you come to my place."
"No Hank, I told you that it is over. It was a big mistake on my part. I betrayed Ben and the guilt is killing me. I won't do it again so please leave me alone."
"We are going to get back together Carol. We belong with each other. I fucked up and let you get away, but I'm going to get you back."
"No you aren't Hank. I love Ben and I'll do whatever I have to do to make it up to him even though he doesn't know what I've done. Now leave me alone" and she hung up on him. There were four more calls from him and she hung up on all of them.
The day after I got home from my trip I went by the Top Hat and two hours later I was in a motel with Angelina. She lasted six weeks before telling me it was time for her to move on. After her came Mary and after Mary there was Nancy and then Jessica. Joyce, my current girlfriend has been with me now for almost seven weeks.
I've cut back on making love to Carol to two or three times a week and rarely more than once a session. I won't cut back any farther, although I'd like to. I don't want her saying "yes" to Hank if he ever calls again. It has been ten months now and nine out of town trips and I review the tapes every time I get home. Carol has had nothing to do with him in all that time even though he calls half a dozen times every time I go out of town. Carol always hangs up on him.
I still haven't figured out how he knows I'm gone and I probably never will know. When he finally stops calling and I know he is out of the picture I'll probably show Carol the email and play her the tape of the two of them fucking in the spare bedroom and then throw her ass out. Until then though I'm just going to keep on taking temporary lovers and play at being the devoted husband. Maybe once I know Hank has given up I'll let her catch me cheating on her and when she raises hell about it I'll then throw her affair with Hank back in her face. Then again, how do I know that even though he stops trying she doesn't have a way of getting in touch with him? Maybe I should never let her know that I know and just settle for keeping the two of them apart. Oh well, something for me to think about.
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Nancy and I have been married for a bit more than twenty year and for nineteen of those years my biggest fantasy has been to see her with another man. Nancy and I have always been open and honest with each other so she has always known about my desire to watch her. It really didn't surprise me when she said no, but her 'no' didn't stop my continuing to fantasize about it off and on over the years. Nancy and I both work and her job requires some travel while mine doesn't. Nancy was in New York and I was home watching the Raven's play the Bronco's on Monday Night Football when the phone rang. I had been expecting Nancy to call so I hit the mute button on the TV and picked up the cordless. We exchanged hellos, made small talk for a minute or so and I got the feeling that something was bothering her.
"What's the matter sweetie?"
There was a hesitation on the other end and then she said, "We have a problem honey and I don't quite know how to talk about it. I thought that I would wait until I got home so I could talk to you face to face, but if I don't get it out of my system I'm not going to be able to sleep tonight or even function on the job tomorrow. I guess that the best way is to just say it. I got screwed by another man today."
I wasn't sure that I'd heard her right, "You what?"
"I'm sorry honey. I didn't really want to do it, but I felt that I had no choice."
I was silent, stunned by what she had said.
"Honey, are you still there?"
"Yes sweetie, I'm still here. What happened?"
Nancy had gotten out of a meeting at three and had gone back to the hotel to take a shower and dress for a cocktail party that was to be held that evening. She got in the elevator and the door had started to close and some one had hollered "Hold the elevator please." Nancy had stopped the elevator door from closing and a man had hurried into the elevator and thanked her for holding it for him, "These elevators are notoriously slow and I need to get to my room, grab some papers and get back to a meeting." Nancy pushed the button for eighteen and the man had said, "Sixteen for me please." The elevator had just passed the tenth floor when the elevator shuddered and came to a stop between the tenth and eleventh floors. Nancy waited a minute or so and when nothing happened she pushed the emergency button and a bell started ringing. Another minute passed by and then the man start asking, "What's happening, what's going on, they need to get us out of here. They need to get us out of here now. Make them do something."
Just then a voice came over the speaker just below the floor button panel and said that they were aware of the problem, but that it was going to be at least fifteen or twenty minutes before the elevator repairman would get there with the relay that they needed. As soon as the man with Nancy heard that he started yelling, "No, no, you have to get us out of here now, right now." Nancy had looked at him and he had a panicky look on his face and his face was covered with sweat. As the minutes passed by the man seemed to get progressively worse. His body was shaking uncontrollably and he kept moaning, "Get me out of here, get me out of here." He started beating on the walls of the elevator and shouting and a minute or so later he took his briefcase and began to swing it wildly about, bashing it into the walls trying to break his way out. Nancy began to fear for her safety. Several times his flailing briefcase almost hit her.
"I had to do something to calm him down, to take his mind off the situation. I tried talking to him, but that didn't work so I hollered at him to shut up and told him he was making me crazy and he either didn't hear me or he ignored me. I was trying to think of something else when his briefcase hit my shoulder and I dropped to my knees so I'd be under his swings. I was staring right at his crotch and for some reason that gave me the idea."
While he kept beating on the walls with his briefcase Nancy had undone his belt, pulled down his zipper and then had pulled down his pants. She had taken the man's cock in her hand and had started stroking him and that slowed him down a little but he didn't stop. She had leaned forward and had taken his cock in her mouth and started to suck on him. It took him a minute to realize what was happening, but soon the wild swinging at the walls stopped, he dropped his briefcase and both of his hands had gone to the back of Nancy's head. He was still moaning "Get me out, get me out" but he had stopped being violent.
"I did all the things that you told me you liked; I played with his balls, teased his ass with my fingers and used my tongue as much as possible. I was concentrating on trying to keep him calm and quiet and not too much on anything else so when he came I had him deep in my throat and I had to gulp and swallow to keep his stuff from getting all over my dress. His dick was just starting to go soft when the loud speaker said that the part they needed had just arrived and they would need another ten minutes before they would be able to get us out.
I felt the man tense up and I knew I had to keep him occupied or he was going to get wild on me again so I shoved a finger up his ass and kept on licking and sucking on him and he began to get hard again. My jaw was starting to ache and I knew I couldn't keep sucking him for another ten minutes so I did the only other thing I could think of. I took off my panties, turned and leaned against the wall and told him to fuck me. I stood there, legs spread wide, leaning against the wall and let him take me from behind.
Until then I had been doing what I thought I needed to do to keep myself from getting hurt, not that he would have done it on purpose, but when he slid his cock into me things changed. I started to get hot and I began to push back at him and asking him to fuck me harder, to make me cum. His hands came around to the front of me and he started to play with my tits so I opened the front of my dress and pushed down my bra so he could get his hands on them. I felt so damned deliciously wicked to be leaning against a wall while a man whose name I didn't even know and whom I'd never seen before fucked me from behind like some slut off the street. I had two orgasms before he shot his cum in me, but I didn't want to stop.
I felt him going soft in me so I pulled away from him and went back down on my knees and started sucking him again. I licked and sucked and did my best to get him hard again so he could fuck me some more. It took me two minutes and I had him up again and then I jumped up and leaned against the wall again and begged him to hurry up and put it in me. I felt like a twenty dollar street whore leaning against an alley wall while my john was taking me from behind, but just as he pushed into me the elevator gave a sudden lurch and we both started to scramble and get our clothes on and get presentable.
The elevator went down to the lobby and the manager and some of his staff was waiting for us. The manager apologized profusely for the inconvenience, took our names and room numbers and told us our stay would be on the house. As I went to get back on the elevator I noticed a drop of cum on the toe of one of my high heels and I prayed that no one else had seen it. The man who had been in the elevator with me wouldn't get back in - he took the stairs up to his room."
"I was still hotter than hell when I got to my room so I headed straight for the bathroom and grabbed my hairbrush and I was lying on the bed using it as a dildo when someone knocked on the door. I got up and straightened my dress and answered the door and when I opened it I found the man from the elevator standing there. He started to say something, but I reached out, grabbed him and pulled him into the room, drug him over to the bed and practically raped the poor man. He fucked me twice before I cooled down enough to leave him alone. He had come to my room to apologize for his behavior. He is claustrophobic and he can handle it for short periods of time, but he came totally unglued when he heard how long we were going to be stuck. He thanked me for helping him get through the ordeal and then he asked me if he could buy me dinner as a way of saying thanks. After dinner I went with him to his room and I let him fuck me again. Honey, I'm sorry."
I had sat quietly as I beat my meat while listening to her describe what had happened and trying to picture it in my mind. "You don't need to apologize to me sweetie. You did what you had to do."
There was silence on the other end of the line for a moment or two and then Nancy said, "No honey, I'm not sorry that I did it in the elevator, or that we did it again in my room and still again in his room. What I'm sorry about is that you didn't get to see it. I know it's what you have always wanted and it happened and you weren't there."
She wasn't near as sorry about it as I was. As it was I would probably beat my meat raw before she got home and I could get my hands on her. "You know I'm going to be all over you when you get home, don't you?"
"You might have more on your hands than you can handle. The more he fucked me the hornier I got and the more I wanted to fuck."
"Are you going to see him again?"
"I'm looking at him right now. I'm still in his room and I'm using his phone. He's sleeping, but I'm stroking his cock with my right hand while holding the phone in my left. If I can get him up I'm going to fuck him again and I'll probably spend the rest of the night here and fuck him again in the morning. Don't hate me honey. I promise you I'll do it again when I get home so you can be there to watch, okay?"
I told her it would be okay and then I told her that I loved her and when she hung up I got up and went looking for something to clean up the mess I'd just made.
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I called Alice and told her our plans had changed and that Chuck and I would see her on Friday.
"Were you able to convince him to do what we talked about?"
"He was very reluctant, but when I told him you would make him a VP he decided that he would do it."
"He does understand that it isn't going to happen over night?"
"I don't know what he thinks about it. That is a discussion that you will have to have with him. Basically I gave him a promise on your behalf that if he does A you will do B so the mechanics of it are up to the two of you."
"Well honey, I will get him there, but it will take a little time. I could maybe hurry it along with some help from you."
"In what way?"
"If you could see your way clear to help me out when things like yesterday come up it would help."
"We talked about that and he is okay with it as long as he knows about it."
"You doing anything tomorrow around three?"
"I have some meetings that I have to attend, but I should be free after two."
"I have four coming to pay me a visit if you would like to give me a hand."
"I'll have to clear it with Chuck, but after our talk last night I don't think it will be a problem."
"Well, call me as soon as you know."
I hung up the phone, took a deep breath and picked it up again. When Chuck answered I said, "Hi lover, your loving slut needs to clear something with you."
"What would that be?"
"I just got off the phone with Alice and she invited me over to help her out with some visiting firemen tomorrow. I told her I would love to but that I needed call and get your okay and I'd call her back."
"I already told you that you could as long as I know about it."
"That isn't the way it works honey bunny. You have to either ask me or tell me before I can do it."
"You lost me there."
"If I go into a bar on Seventh and a guy hits on me and I decided I'd like to go to a motel with him I'm going to call you and ask you if it is all right. If you say no I won't go. I'm not going to do it and then come home and say, "Guess what I did today." With the poker game you asked me to do it, in the bar example you have to tell me it is okay. So, I'm asking if you mind my going over to help Alice tomorrow. I told her I would check with you and call her right back."
"Well Loretta, I'd say that it depends on you."
"How is that?"
"I'm not telling you that you should do it and I'm not asking you to do it. As I understand this conversation you are simply asking if it is okay. Am I right?"
"Yes, that about sums it up."
"Okay then, by saying that I don't mind if you do I am not putting myself in a position where I have to eat your pussy when you are done. As long as we are clear on that feel free to visit Alice tomorrow."
"But I like the way you eat my pussy."
"And I love doing it when it is only me in there, but I'm not all that fond of the taste of others."
"Oh pooh, you're no fun at all."
"Oh I don't know about that. I'll have to see if I can't show you a fun time when I get home tonight."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I arrived at Alice's home she met me at the door wearing a bathrobe. "Oh good, you're here" and she took me by the hand and led me out to the patio. I found four black men sitting around the pool in bathing trunks. Alice introduced me and said, "We have just been waiting for you dear and she dropped the robe and I saw that she was naked underneath.
"How about it boys, ready to take this party to the bedroom?"
The next four hours were extremely enjoyable and I did have a great time, but when it was over and Alice asked me if I'd liked it I told her the truth:
"I enjoyed it, but I was a little disappointed."
"Why is that?"
"Ever since I started high school I heard about how all blacks had huge cocks and how if you once made love with one of them you would be spoiled for life. My first black man was no bigger than Chuck and wasn't as good a lover and I thought he just might have been the exception that proved the rule. So today I tried four more and I guess it is a little bit of a let down to find out that they are all just normal guys."
"If a huge cock is what you want honey, I'll call you the next time Fred Guinn comes to town and let you take care of him."
"I wasn't asking for a big one Alice, all I said was that from what I'd heard I'd expected more. Got to run. I need to get home and get Chuck's dinner on. See you Friday."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dinner was on the table when Chuck got home. I greeted with a kiss and I wondered if he could taste any of what made it into my mouth that afternoon. Sluttish of me and I knew it, but that was what this was all about wasn't it? I'd become a slut for my husband. I was leaving parties and going out to back seats with guys, I was pulling trains at poker parties and I'd just added servicing the customers of my husband's company. Add to that, regardless of what I'd told Alice, I was all ready wondering about the size of Fred Guinn's cock and if I could handle it.
I made the kiss a passionate one and dropped a hand to squeeze Chuck's cock through his trousers, "Dinner is ready baby, but even though I've slaved over a hot stove for you I will understand if you decide that you would rather have dessert first."
"And just what are you offering for dessert?"
"What I would really, really like is to give you some cream pie followed by a long session of trying to fuck your brains out."
"What's the matter, you didn't get enough this afternoon?"
"I never seem to get enough any more. Ever since we started giving you your fantasy the more I get, the more I seem to want. Come on lover, let's go do dessert."
Chuck followed me up the stairs and on the way to the bedroom I kept working on him to eat my pussy and he kept saying that he didn't feel like it. Finally I begged him:
"Please baby, please? You know how much I love it so please do it for me, please?"
He said okay and he went to work on me half-heartedly until I started screaming and pushing my pussy up at his face and grabbed the back of his head as I had an orgasm. He must have decided to see just how much more he could make me scream and cum and he went to work and put some effort into it. He sucked and licked and worked my clit and I had two more orgasms. The two were so close together that they almost seemed like one long one and I would have loved to stay there and let Chuck keep doing what he was doing, but I had promised to fuck his brains out. I needed to do my best to keep him happy so he wouldn't decide to put an end to what we were doing.
I started to wear him out and I did. Each time he came I immediately went down on him until I had him ready again and then we started all over. He finally pushed me away:
"Enough already! You have to leave me enough strength to get out of bed and go to work in the morning."
"Oh I don't know about that. You do a really good job on Alice this Friday and you may never have to go to the office again."
Just then the phone rang and Chuck answered it:
"Speak of the devil" he said as he handed me the phone.
"Hello?
"Hello yourself you beautiful slut. Chuck sounded a bit out of breath, did I interrupt anything?"
"Not really. I promised him if he would eat my pussy I would fuck his brains out and he just cried uncle so I think I lived up to my promise."
"Oh you slut you. Did you douche first or did he suck up all the stuff those niggers left in you?"
I felt a little chill when she said 'niggers' in the tone of voice she used and I said, "Is that not a good thing?"
"I don't know sweetie; I don't know Chuck that well, but with Randy I have to be very careful. Even though he is the one setting me up with them I don't dare let him know that I'm enjoying myself and having a good time. I have to tell Randy that I was acting when a black customer tells him that he had a good time."
"I should be okay since Chuck knows."
"He does? That's cool and kind of a good thing since that is why I'm calling you."
"Oh? What's up?"
"You remember Bob from this afternoon?"
"The one with the goatee, right?"
"Yes. Well, he is from out of town and doesn't know anyone here. He needs a date for an awards dinner he is attending tomorrow night. It is a political thing and his stock will go up if his date is a beautiful white woman. He called Randy to see if I would do it, but I already have something going for tomorrow. Then he asked Randy for your phone number. Randy called me and asked me to call you and sound you out on it. He wanted to know how you felt about it before he approached Chuck on the deal. It is pretty important sweetie. He still hasn't signed the contract and his business is worth just a little over two million a year to the company."
"Does this fall under the category of helping speed things along as far as VP goes?"
"Oh most definitely slut sister, most definitely."
"I do this and he signs and Chuck gets full credit, right?"
"I wouldn't let it go any other way sweetie."
"Tomorrow is Chuck's lodge meeting so I'm free. Call me in the morning with the details."
"You sure you don't want Randy to handle it through Chuck?"
"No, I think we have it covered."
When I hung up Chuck asked me what it was all about and I told him.
"That's it? Sure Alice, count me in. I don't even get a voice in this?"
"Of course you have a voice in it. You already told me I could work with Alice on this kind of thing and that all I had to do was make sure that you knew about it. You won't be home tomorrow night so I said yes. It's a two million-dollar deal and you get full credit for it. It is up to you baby. I can call Alice back and cancel on it if that is what you want."
"No, not now. By now she's told Randy and he is probably all ready on the phone to Bob. But next time keep me in the loop okay? Humor me a little. Let me pretend that I count for something around here" and then he rolled over and didn't even kiss me goodnight.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I lay awake and stared up at the ceiling for a long time that night and thought about a lot of things including the abrupt way that Chuck had ended the evening. A lot of it had to do with the way Alice had said 'niggers' when she talked to me and the fact that I had Chuck eat my pussy wile it was still full of an afternoons worth of cum from black men. I told Alice that Chuck knew it when he went down on me, but did he really? The day I had come home from visiting Alice and hearing her threat Chuck told me that he knew who was going to be with Alice that day. I assumed that he knew who I'd been with that afternoon. What if he didn't? I'd never heard Chuck make a racial remark, but what if he felt like Randy did? Then I thought no, he knows who Bob is and he knows that I'll probably end up in bed with him before the date is over and he didn't say anything. Then again, he did give me the cold shoulder, roll over and go to sleep without kissing me goodnight.
Then a really bad thought hit me. Would Alice tell Randy that Chuck ate my pussy after four black men played around in it that afternoon? Would the other guys find out? Would they start ragging on Chuck again? I was still thinking about all that stuff when I finally fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My date with Bob started out just as most first dates I'd had when I was still single. He picked me up at six-thirty and we made polite conversation on the drive to where the awards dinner was being held. We talked about the weather, raising kids; the high price of gasoline and about almost everything except about what we both knew was going to happen. I was pleased to see when I glanced at his lap that he was thinking of me. Just before we got out of the car to go inside he asked me what time he had to have me home and I told him that I needed to get home in time to get my husband off to work and my kids off to school. He raised an eyebrow at that, but didn't say anything.
Once inside I received a surprise. Not only was I the only white, I was also the only woman and I commented on that to Bob.
"That's why I wanted you or Alice to be here with me tonight. The rule is a white woman or no woman at all. Regardless of all you hear about white women lusting after black men it is not really all that easy for a man of my race to date a white woman. My standing in this group just got a whole lot higher. It is an ego thing."
"I don't understand. I see mixed couples around all the time."
"Yes, and those are probably established relationships that took a long time to form. I'm talking about calling a white woman and asking for a first date. Not all that easy, believe me. All I need you to do is be just what you were in the car. A white housewife who just happens to have a taste for a little extracurricular activity with a black man. Just be your normal self around these guys. One other thing. You will be hit on a lot tonight and after the dinner and the awards ceremony is over we will go up to the hospitality suite for the cocktail party and you can play all you want, but until then please just smile and say you are with me."
I smiled at him, "I am with you sweetie. I'm with you until you take me home. If I play with anyone else but you it will only be after they ask you and you say it is okay."
Bob did say it was okay and he said it to quite a few people. Dinner was prime rib and by the time the awards ceremony was over (Bob didn't win anything, but then he had me, right?) and I'd had a few drinks I was ready. Every time Bob walked away from me to get fresh drinks or to use the john some guy would try and move in on me. I got felt up, had my hands placed on hard lumps and in one instance a guy even took his cock out to show it to me.
"What do you think of this one toots? Ever seen one so big and so nice?"
As a matter of fact I had and I almost laughed at the guy and said, "Yes I have, hanging between my husband's legs" but this was Bob's party and I had no idea who the guy was so I just said, "Ooh, I would like to try one like that some day."
He saw Bob coming back so he tucked his dick back in his pants and moved away. By the time we moved to the hospitality suite I was hot and ready to fuck and I told Bob and asked:
"Are we going to find a bed somewhere?"
He looked at me with an amused look on his face, "You aren't doing this just to get my business are you? You want to do this right?"
"Let's be straight on this lover. Randy and my husband want a signed contract and for my own piece of mind, at least where my husband is concerned, I would dearly love to hand it to them. But if you had called me direct instead of going through Alice or Randy and had asked me to be your date tonight and no contracts had been mentioned I still would have said yes. And before you ask, yes I do love my husband, but I need more sex than any one man can give me. My husband knows this about me and because he loves me he lets me play."
"More than any one man can give you? Well baby, the one thing I don't like to do is disappoint my ladies."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had fourteen men that night, most more than once and more than a couple of times I had three in me. At one point during the evening I actually called out "next" when one man came in my mouth and pulled out. Then Bob took me to his hotel room where we made love twice before falling asleep. He woke me up at five-thirty and as he was driving me home he asked me if I'd gotten enough and I giggled and told him that I'd had enough to hold me until my hubby got home from work that evening.
"May I call you the next time I come to town?"
"I would be disappointed if you didn't."
He drove off and I hoped that the neighbors didn't notice the way I was walking as I headed for my front door. And yes, Bob did sign the contract which moved Chuck one step closer to becoming a vice president.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
What I didn't realize at the time was that while my evening with Bob had gotten the contract that moved Chuck one step closer to being a vice president, it also moved our marriage one step closer to being over. Bob had given me a glowing recommendation to Randy and it got Randy to thinking that I could do him some good in other areas. Specifically, he had a ton of customers he thought might like a taste of me. I started getting more and more calls from Alice to help her out. Over the next two months I got to sample a mini United Nations. Asians, Latinos, blacks, Arabs and mixtures I couldn't even begin to describe climbed on my body and fucked me until I was exhausted.
I was loving it and hoping that it would never end and Chuck was bringing home enormous bonus and commission checks. In addition there were still the Friday night poker games and they had gone from once every two weeks to weekly and they rotated between our house and Randy's. Chuck did go down on Alice and eat her after she had been gangbanged by the guys and she had gone wild. Chuck ate Alice while I sucked his cock and Randy fucked me, and then Chuck ate me while Randy fucked Alice and then Chuck ate her again. It was a very enjoyable night, but it was also another step toward the end of our marriage.
The last step on the road to the end of our marriage came on a Tuesday night in June. Chuck had been promoted to vice president and Randy had sent him out of town to close a deal with a supplier. I drove Chuck to the airport and dropped him off and when I got home I walked into the house just as the phone rang. It was Randy and he had a problem.
"I know it is real short notice but I have some clients who just came to town and Alice is going to need some help. Are you up for it?"
"Sure, if I can find a baby sitter on such short notice."
I found one and headed on over to Randy's house. There were nine guys there and I was no sooner in the door than my clothes were being peeled off of me. It was two in the morning before things broke up and then Randy asked me if I would mind going back to the hotel with one of the men. The babysitter had already been hired for the night and was sleeping over so I said okay and I went with the guy, his name was Sean, to his room. We had a couple of drinks and then climbed on the bed. He was pounding me in the butt when the door to the room opened and another guy came in. It turned out that Sean was sharing the room with the guy and so they decided to share me. Somewhere along the way three other guys stopped by and it was six in the morning before I finally told them I had to end it so I could get home and get my kids off to school.
When I got home the babysitter told me that Chuck had called several times and with each call he seemed angrier and angrier. I got the kids off to school and then tried calling Chuck, but couldn't get in touch with him. I tried calling him from work with no luck. I was fixing the kids their dinner when Chuck called. I answered the phone, said hello, and he said, "Where In the fuck have you been?" I hung up on him and a minute later it rang again and I answered it and my hello got, "Don't you fucking dare hang up on me" and I hung up on him again. The third time it rang I picked up the phone and said:
"You have reached the telephone answering machine of Chuck and Loretta Barlow. If you would like to hold a civil conversation please press one. If you wish to be a belligerent asshole press two and this machine will disconnect the call."
There was silence on the other end and then, "Where have you been Loretta?"
I told him about Randy calling me the night before and then I told him how the night had gone.
"I told him that I didn't want him or Alice calling you anymore."
"You never told me that and if I don't know why would I say no to either Randy or Alice when they call?"



"Okay, okay, you're right, I should have let you know. But you know now. I don't want you to do it any more."
"Why? What has happened?"
"We can talk about it when I get home. I'm late for a meeting and I have to run. Just remember, if Alice or Randy call you aren't available."
Well, neither Alice nor Randy called, but Bob did. He was in town and could I have dinner with him. I knew deep down I should have said no, but I started rationalizing. Bob's business was worth two million a year to Chuck's company and I had been instrumental in getting Bob's business. Not knowing what was going on should I keep Bob happy until I found out or say no, sorry, but I can't. I decided to err on the side of caution so I told him yes. I found a babysitter and then Bob and I went out to dinner. Of course we ended up in his hotel room and I drained him dry.
"You need more?" he asked while I was unsuccessfully trying to get him up again and I told him I always needed more. He picked up the phone and thirty minutes later I had a cock in all three of my love nests. It was two in the morning when I got home and the babysitter had left me a note:
"Husband called four times and seemed very upset when you weren't here."
Well I couldn't say that I didn't expect it. Chuck's call came while I was giving the kids their breakfast. He started out with a calm, "Where were you when I called?" I told him and he got angry. "What the fuck is wrong with you Loretta? Are you doing all of your thinking with your cunt now?"
"Don't you dare give me that shit Chuck. It was you thinking with your dick that got us started down this road. You wouldn't tell me what was going on when we talked yesterday, all you did was tell me not to take calls from Randy or Alice. Bob is your account and is worth two million a year to your company. No way I'm going to say no to him and jeopardize the account for you until I know what the hell is going on. If I had said no and you lost the account you would be screaming at me about that now instead of giving me shit because I tried to keep things cool until you got home and we could talk."
"Bullshit Loretta. What really is going on is that you have become a cock crazy whore."
"Oh, is that so. Well in that case you can cab home from the airport. Instead of picking you up the cock crazy whore is going to go out and find herself some cock" and I slammed the phone down. It rang a minute later and I ignored it.
Alice called me at work around eleven and asked me if I could have lunch with a couple of guys from Ajax Chemicals and I told her I couldn't and then I told her about my calls from Chuck.
"That goddamned fuckhead!"
"What?"
"Oh no honey, not Chuck; that idiot I'm married to is the fuckhead."
"I don't understand."
"Come on over honey; we can have coffee and talk."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Lorrie, I'm a slut" Alice said, "And I've never tried to hide it or pretend otherwise. I think the reason I took to you right away is that I recognized one of my own kind. As a slut I do slutty things and three weeks ago Randy had several of our very good customers over and while I was doing my best to fuck them all to death Randy was showing videos of me doing what I do best. The asshole knew better and I made him promise that no one would ever see them, but he slipped in the tape of Chuck taking turns at eating us out after the poker game.
" Randy can make the guys in the office behave, but he can't do anything about our customers and a couple of the ones Chuck deals with started getting on him. It was all good-natured kidding, but Chuck is apparently very sensitive when it comes to that. He stormed into Randy's office and they almost came to blows over it. Randy called me and told me he was going to fire Chuck and I told him that if he did I'd cut him off and that all he would ever get of me again was being able to watch me fuck our customers. Anyway, the relationship between Chuck and Randy hasn't been of the best lately, but I didn't know that it had carried over to you."
"So Chuck has one foot out the door and one foot on a banana peel and he knows it? And since he knows he's history anyway he is telling me to tell you to go fly a kite?"
"It might seem that way to him honey, but it isn't that way at all. He isn't going anywhere unless he chooses to do so on his own. I made Chuck a vice president because he earned it and I don't mean he earned it by eating my pussy. My threat that day was an empty one honey. If you would have to me to fuck off and die I still would have made Chuck a VP."
"That's you, but Chuck has to deal with Randy."
"Yes and no."
"What does that mean?"
"I own the company honey. It was my father's and he left it to me. I put Randy in as president because he was my husband, but I run the company. I won't say this to Randy, or Chuck for that matter, but Chuck has more ability in his little finger than Randy has in his whole body. I love the big doofus, but I'm not blind to his faults. Chuck is being groomed to take over from Randy when I finally decide it is time for him to retire to a life of leisure. I would appreciate it if you would keep that to yourself. The last thing I need is for Chuck to start looking smug around Randy. As far as Chuck's slurping pussy is concerned, he will just have to find some way to deal with it. I just hope he doesn't stop doing me. Feel better now that things are clear?"
"No, not really. I think Chuck is going to quit. He may punch Randy out before he does and the only way I can stop that is to tell him what you have just told me. Even then I think Chuck plans on telling me to stop being the slut I've come to love being and I don't know that I can stop. I do know that I won't sneak around if I do decide to keep on doing it and that won't set well with Chuck, not at all. Long term I'll just have to see. Short term I'm going to take what I can get. Think the boys from Ajax might still be interested in some company?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
They were and they had a friend who had a friend and when I got home Chuck was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a beer and fuming. He looked at me and snarled:
"Do I even need to ask where you have been or are you just going to lift your skirt, take off your panties and let me watch you drip on the floor?"
His tone was just nasty enough to piss me off so I just stared at him for several moments and then I turned my back on him and went to the phone. I dialed a number from memory and when the phone was answered I said, "Hi Mark, this is Lorrie. It has been a long time lover, feel like getting lucky tonight?
"You do? Good. I'm horny as hell and I was counting on my husband to take care of me, but I guess he won't be available for a while."
'Sure."
"Why not meet me at the Landing Strip."
"As soon as you can get there. I'm leaving the house right now. Just look for me in the back by the pool tables. I'll be the one with her legs spread wide and her panties lying on the table. Hurry lover, I need it bad."
After I hung up I turned to face Chuck. "When I get home we can try it again. "Hello baby, I missed you" would be nice and a hug and a kiss to go with it would be appreciated, but keep the attitude going and you can keep me on my back with my legs spread for a long, long time."
I picked up my purse and headed for the door and as my hand reached for the door knob Chuck said, "If you leave Loretta, don't bother coming back."
"That's your choice Chuck, not mine. You decide what is important to you and what isn't. Just remember who had the idea that started all this" and I walked out the door.
Not to be continued. Chapter 7 takes place in the mind of the reader.
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I should have been pissed but I wasn't. I should have wanted to kill the bastard, but I didn't. I should have wanted to do a lot of things, but I found out that I just didn't care enough so I let things be. Well, that wasn't completely true. There was still a small kernel of need to get some sort of revenge and I knew I would eventually.
+++++++
Marie and I had grown up together. I was seven and she was six when her family moved into the house next door to us. There were four kids in the family and she was the only one I got along with. Her brother Alphonse was three years older than I was and he was a bully. He soon learned that he would be well advised to leave me the fuck alone. He was bigger and stronger than I was and he could whip my ass, but there wasn't any 'quit' in me and if he started something it didn't end until some grown ups pulled us apart.
I had my dad to thank for that. I'd gotten beat up once when I was in the first grade and I had run home crying. After I'd told him what had happened he asked me what I had done to the other kid.
"Nuthin" I had sniffled and he had gotten mad as hell.
"You don't run away Tony, you never ever run away. You fight back until you are too tired to get your arms up and then you use your feet or your teeth to tear the other guy's throat out, but you don't quit. They will all soon learn that about you and they will leave you alone. If you cut and run they will never stop picking on you."
It took three fights before Alphonse got the message, but he did get it.
Marie had two sisters, Veronica was four years older and Rosario was three years younger. Veronica, being three years older than me had no use for me and Rosario being four years younger was just a baby as far as I was concerned. There were no other kids in the neighborhood our age so Marie and I gravitated toward each other and by sixth grade we were a pair.
We grew together, we played together and we stayed together. It remained that way all the way through middle school and then high school. We were inseparable, joined at the hip, yin and yang. There was no other boy for her and no other girl for me. I had never asked her for a date, we never discussed going steady and I never asked her to marry me. Didn't need to do any of those things because we just 'were'. It was that simple - we just 'were'. All I did was ask the question:
"When do you want to get married?" and she said, "Not until I finish college" and that was it. Three months after graduation we were married.
+++++++
The next twenty-four years were your basic middle class marriage. We both started out working and saving our money for a down payment on a house, bought one and after our second child Marie decided that she wanted to be a stay at home mom. She raised our three kids as I worked hard to provide for the family and when they were all off to school Marie went back to work.
One by one the kids left for college and Marie and I were alone again, but something had changed somewhere along the way. I don't even when it happened or what had happened, but the connection was gone. We lived together, the affection was there, but there wasn't any passion anymore. We kissed each other goodbye as we left for work in the morning. We sat at the table and discussed each other's day over dinner, we watched TV or read in the evenings and then went to bed. The urgency for lovemaking wasn't there anymore. Marie just didn't seem to want it and I didn't push it. It got to where we made love maybe two or three times a month, but nothing fiery. It was almost like each of us was doing a duty, fulfilling a requirement. It wasn't until much later that I finally figured out the disconnect between us, but by then it was too late, way too late to repair the damage.
+++++++
We both had jobs that sometimes required us to work late and it was one of those late nights that caused everything to come crashing down. It was one of those rare nights when both of us had to work late. I finished two hours sooner than expected and on a whim I drove over to where Marie worked to see if she might get done early too and maybe we could hit a restaurant for dinner.
The place was locked up tight, no lights were on and the parking lot was deserted. Marie had obviously finished up earlier than she had expected also. I drove on home and was surprised to see that Marie wasn't there. Since her office was closed when I got there she'd had more than enough time to beat me home. I checked the telephone answering machine, but there were no messages. Maybe she had stopped for a drink with the girls she worked with. She didn't usually do things like that, but there is always a first time. I fixed myself some leftovers for dinner, checked the TV Guide and saw that there was nothing on worth watching (was there ever?) and so I picked up a book and settled down on the couch to read.
I was engrossed in the book and had lost track of time and it wasn't until I heard the garage door opener start to run that I put the book down and looked at the time. It was ten-thirty. Minute's later Marie came into the room and saw me sitting there.
"You still up? I thought you would be in bed asleep by now."
I held up the book, "I got into it and I didn't realize how late it was."
"Well I'm ready for bed, I'm beat. I didn't think we would ever get that inventory to balance. I was afraid I was going to have to sleep at my desk tonight."
I stared at her. "You have been at work fighting an inventory problem all night?"
"Yes, and I'd still be there if Sarah hadn't found that the problem was that the wrong data had been fed into the computer. The old GIGO problem - garbage in, garbage out."
I put a bookmark in the book to mark my place, put the book down and went to bed. I didn't sleep well that night; I didn't sleep well at all.
+++++++
It was three days later when Marie said she had to work late again.
"There's a tuna casserole in the fridge. Give it four minutes in the microwave. I should be home by ten," she said just before she kissed me and left.
I was outside her office in a borrowed car at four forty-five. Her normal quitting time was five so I only had fifteen minutes to kill if she wasn't really working late. At five after five people started streaming out of the building and at five-ten Marie came out and walked to her car. She pulled off the lot and I let three cars get between us before I pulled out and followed. Ten minutes later she pulled into the parking lot of the Sea Breeze Motel and sat in her car and waited. Five minutes later a black Dodge Ram 2500 pulled up next to her and Tom Hennesy got out and walked over to Marie, who had rolled down her window, and he leaned into the car and kissed her. Then he went to the office and five minutes later he came out and walked to room 134. Marie got out of her car and joined him and together they entered the room.
I guess I was wrong about Marie not being interested in sex anymore - she just wasn't interested in having it with me. I wondered how long she and Tommy had been hanging horns on me. No matter I thought, the marriage hadn't been much more than a comfortable existence for a year or so anyway.
+++++++
I was surprised at my reaction to finding out. A couple of years earlier and I would have kicked down the door and beat Tommy within an inch of his life, painted a big red A on Marie's forehead and then thrown her naked out into the street. Now, for some reason I just didn't care enough to expend the energy. I took the borrowed car back, picked up mine and went on home.
I sat in the living room staring at the wall and taking stock of the situation. I was forty-six years old, had a decent job and a cheating wife. I was living a comfortable life and the question facing me was did I want to disrupt it. Confronting Marie would only lead to divorce. There was no chance for forgiveness or reconciliation because I just didn't care about her enough anymore to make it worth the effort.
Divorce would mean selling the house and splitting the assets and knowing about divorce courts in our state I knew I would get the shaft and end up having to pay for her lawyer and mine. I would end up living in a one bedroom apartment somewhere. Fuck that shit! The simplest solution was to ignore what Marie was doing and get on with life, but how was I supposed to do that? How could I just ignore things? I couldn't. To continue on would mean that I would still have to have sex with Marie even if it was only two or three times a month. It would mean that I would still have to be, or appear to be, a loving husband. I could pull that off, but no way was I going to be fucking another man's whore.
+++++++
For the next five weeks I followed Marie on the nights she said she had to work late and each night she met Tommy at the Sea Breeze. I was not punishing myself, just trying to establish that Tom was the only one she was seeing.
Twice during that five week period Marie indicated that she wanted to make love and both times I avoided it. I stopped cuddling up to her in bed, but if she snuggled up to me I didn't push her away. I still kissed her goodbye in the morning when we left for work, but it was more of a 'kissing your sister' kind of kiss than a loving one. I did absolutely nothing to let Marie know that I even suspected something.
A year went by during which I faked a medical condition known as "acute erectile dysfunction" to keep from having sex with Marie, but it was also a year during which I had no sex at all. One day I asked myself, "What the fuck is wrong with you? Just because Marie is a whore is no reason for you to be celibate. You don't owe the bitch fidelity anymore. She trashed her vows and that releases you from yours."
And then there was the revenge factor. After a year of thinking about it I decided that for my own piece of mind I needed to do something to get back at Marie and Tom, but what? The answer came to me one Saturday morning as I was shopping at Safeway. I was digging through the steak section at the meat counter looking for just the right size steaks for a barbecue when a voice behind me said:
"Hello stranger" and I turned to see Mary Hennesy, Tom's wife. Standing next to her was their twenty-two year old daughter Shelly. Mary was a handsome woman and she had always been able to cause a stirring in my shorts, but Shelly! All you could say about Shelly was that she was drop dead gorgeous and even that didn't do her justice. My cock twitched as I looked at the two women and I thought, "Wouldn't it be great if I could fuck both of them? Wouldn't that be a great revenge on Tom?" And just that quick I decided to give it a try. It wouldn't be easy, and it might never happen, but I could try.
Driving home from Safeway I considered ways to go about getting Mary and Shelly and decided that I would need to know a lot more about them. Now that I knew what I was going to try to do to get even with Tom I turned my attention to what to do to Marie. Why not go after both of her sisters. Yeah, why not?
+++++++
I knew where Mary worked and so I parked down the block and when she got off work I followed her. I quickly found that on Tuesdays and Thursdays she stopped after work for drinks with several of the girls she worked with. It was always the same bar and I figured it was because the place had live music to dance to. Once I knew that I stopped following Mary and switched to Shelly.
I found out that Shelly was a party animal. She too stopped at the bar after work with her co-workers, but she did it every night of the week. Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday she stopped at Spiro's, a sports bar, and Thursday and Friday she hit the Pink Poodle Lounge. I assumed the she stopped at the Pink Poodle for the same reason her mother stopped at Henry's Lounge - for the live music. My basic plan formed in my mind. I would go after both women at the bars.
I decided to go after Shelly first. Not many twenty-two year olds are going to be interested in a forty-six year old man, but if I could catch Shelly at just the right time with enough booze on board anything was possible. The sports bar was going to be full of studs her own age so I decided to after Shelly at the Poodle.
Question: How does a forty-six year old man go after a twenty-two year old girl?
Answer: He doesn't.
Shelly got of work at six and was usually at the Poodle by six-thirty. The band set up at a quarter to seven and began their sets at seven. I got there at six-fifteen and took a seat at the end of the bar and surveyed the crowd while I waited. I had checked the place out and I knew that it was a stopping place for office workers from several businesses in the area. There were three groups of women sitting around tables drinking, laughing and having a good time. Several of them were my age or close to it and I assumed that they were from the office buildings in the neighborhood.
At six twenty-five Shelly came in with four other girls and sat at a table just off the dance floor. I sipped my vodka tonic and waited for the band to start playing. Once the band started I kept my eye on the three groups of women until I saw what I was looking for. A couple of them were beating time on the table with their fingers while watching the dance floor. I got up, approached the table and asked one of them to dance and she said yes and then after that I asked another one and another one after that. After dancing with three women from the table I was asked if I would like to join them and I did.
I ignored Shelly, that is to say that I didn't even acknowledge that I knew she was there. I danced with all the women at the table and around ten-thirty one of them said she needed to get on home to her husband and she got up to leave. I said I needed to get going too and I also got up and we walked out together. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Shelly watching and I know what she was thinking - "He scored."
The next night I did the same thing, was invited to join the ladies, danced with them until around ten when one said she had to go and I said I did too and we walked out together. Again I saw Shelly watching us go.
Those two nights set the pattern for the next three weeks. I paid no attention to Shelly and I walked out each night with a woman. I started to think that my plan wasn't going to work. I decided to give it one more week and if what I hoped for didn't happen I would have to sit down and come up with another plan.
It was Friday night and I was sitting at the bar and watching the band set up when Shelly and two of her girlfriends came in and sat down at a table. A couple of minutes went by and then the band started to play and I was looking at the table where the five women who worked at the bank were sitting and getting ready to go ask one for a dance when Shelly got up from her table and came over to me.
"My friends and I would like you to join us."
"Why would you want to do that?"
"We like to dance too and it is obvious that you are never going to come over and ask one of us so we decided to ask you."
"Bull shit young lady. The guys swarm around you and I see you out on the floor most of the night."
"Well, can we just say that there is some interest in you?"
"Shelly, you are not a stupid lady. You know why I am here and what I am doing. I don't ask you or your friends to dance because girls your age are not interested in men my age. We both know I'm here for more than the dancing."
"Some women like older men and Anna, the cute blond, is fascinated by the fact that you always score. She knows that women talk and those women must not be saying bad things about you because they keep leaving with you."
"There is a sure thing for me over at that table where the women from the bank are sitting Shelly. There are no sure things sitting at your table."
"Oh come on Mr. Fazio, take a chance."
+++++++
As I toyed with her nipple she asked:
"Are you sorry you ended up with me?"
"Not at all baby girl. You were, or I should say are, magnificent. Just what it takes to bring out the best in an old man."
"Not so old and I certainly do like your best. Can I ask you something?"
"What?"
"Why do you leave with a different woman every night? Why don't you pick one and stay with her?"
"I don't want to get involved in a continuing relationship."
"Why not?"
"Because I'm married Shelly, and I'm not going to divorce Marie. All I can offer a woman is a fleeting experience, hopefully an enjoyable one, but I can offer nothing long term. And in truth, most of the women I've left the Poodle with seem to feel the same way. Most of them have husbands waiting at home for them so I keep things simple - one night stands."
She slid her hand down my body to my crotch and her fingers played with my flaccid cock. It stirred and she said:
"I think it wants to play again."
"I've no doubt that it does."
"I don't want to be a one night stand, but I don't want a long term relationship either. Can we play for a while?"
"What do you mean when you say "for a while?"
"Maybe two days a week until my boyfriend comes back from Iraq. I need sex, but I don't like one night stands with guys I don't really know."
"How long before he comes home?"
"In his last letter he said five more months."
"I don't know Shelly. It would be very difficult to hide it from your mom and dad."
"No it wouldn't. I moved into my own apartment two months ago."
"Five months, no strings and we part friends?"
"No, we part lovers."
"I don't know if I'm up to something like that."
"Don't you worry about that old man, I'll get you up for it" and she bent down and took my cock in her mouth.
I don't recover as quickly as I used to when I was younger, but on the up side I last a lot longer when I do get up. Just the thought of the twenty-two year old sexy girl was enough to make my cock twitch and her mouth did the rest. When I was stiff she moved over me and then using her hand to guide her she sat down on my cock and began to ride me. I just lay there and looked up at her swinging tits and thought, "How sweet it is. Getting my revenge and loving it."
She rocked back and forth for a couple of minutes and then she rose up and slammed herself down on my cock and as she lifted herself to do it again I put my arms around her, rolled over on top of her and began fucking her as hard as I could. Her nails were biting into my back and she was telling me to fuck her and make her cum. I slammed into her and reached under her and cupped the cheeks of her ass in my hand and pulled her to me as I kept driving. Minutes went by and her heels were beating on the backs of my legs and sweat was rolling off me as I tried to make myself cum. If I could get myself close I knew I'd bring her off too. I felt it start in my balls and I moaned into Shelly's ear:
"Cum for me baby, cum for me, I'm almost there and I don't want to leave you hanging."
"Pinch my nipples" she panted, "Pinch my nipples" and I did and her body shook as she screamed out, "OH GOD!" and came like a freight train and her body spasms were all it took to get me off.
+++++++
I left the motel with a spring to my step and a key to Shelly's apartment in my pocket. Tom would never know that I had fucked his baby, but I would and I would smile and think about it every time I saw him. My smile would be even bigger if I managed to nail his wife too, but my pursuit of Mary was going to have to wait until my affair with her daughter was over. Five months Shelly had said. Five months to find out everything about Mary that I could.
To be continued...
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She met me at the door with an intense kiss and then she pulled me along to the bedroom. She pushed me back on the bed and fumbled with my zipper and my belt and then she pulled my pants all the way off me. Her hand took hold of my erection and she bent her head and kissed and licked the head of it before taking it into her mouth. She wrapped her lips tightly around my dick and then she gave me the blow job of dreams. She worked on my cock with her mouth and her hands played with my balls until I couldn't hold back any longer and I let it go. She swallowed every last drop and then lifted her head, smiled at me and said:
"Did you like that?"
"Oh god yes, did I ever."
"Good, I liked doing it for you."
She lowered her head and went back to licking and sucking on me until she had me hard again. She climbed over me and lowered herself down until the head of my cock was at her opening, hesitated a fraction of a second and then she took me all the way in her with one solid downward push. She moved up and down, she rocked back and forth, she went slowly for a bit and then she slammed down hard for a bit. She brought me to the edge twice and then pulled back on me to keep me hanging.
Finally I had to cum and I wrapped my arms around her and rolled her over onto her back and drove myself into her. I reached under her and took the cheeks of her ass in my hands and pulled her to me as I fucked her with hard strokes. Her body trembled as she had an orgasm and then I released mine into her.
++++++
Lying next to each other and looking at the ceiling while trying to catch our breath she said:
"I've got some good news and some bad news lover."
"Let me have the good news first."
"I heard from Derek last night. He will be home in two weeks."
"What is good about that?"
"You didn't want a long term relationship so in two weeks this one will be over."
"What's the bad news?"
"I heard from Derek last night. He will be home in two weeks."
"Then I guess we had better make the most of those fourteen days" and I bent my head and took her right nipple in my mouth.
++++++
I had used my five months (four months and twelve days actually) to learn as much as I could about Shelly's mother. I already knew about her stopping for drinks every Tuesday and Thursday. I found out that she and Tom were not getting along all that well and I wondered if maybe it was because Mary suspected that Tom was running around on her.
I found out that every other Friday she had a 'girls night out' with some old friends of hers. I learned that her favorite color was blue, that her favorite drink was a margarita, that her taste in music ran toward the yucky - Mannilow and Sinatra - and that she hated seafood. I had thought that I was being subtle in my looking for information and then one night Shelly let me know that I wasn't as slick as I thought I'd been,
"Why all the interest in my mom?"
I tried to make a joke of it. "What is it they say? Like mother, like daughter? If you are like your mother I might give her a shot when you and I are over."
"My mother? You would go after my mother?"
I laughed it off as best I could and hoped that she wasn't close enough to her mom to go home and laughingly tell her to look out for me.
What I did not learn was anything I could use in taking my shot at Mary. I knew where I could take that shot - at the bars where she stopped - but nothing I could use for a way in so to speak. I didn't think that the method I used on Shelly would work with Mary because Shelly was single and a little on the wild side whereas Mary was a wife and mother and a little more settled. I decided that I was going to have to learn more about Mary than I already knew.
It was the first weekend that Derek was home and I was at loose ends so Friday night found me parked down the street from Mary's house. If I was right that night was one of her night out Fridays. At seven-ten she backed out of her drive and headed downtown. I gave her some distance and then I followed. She drove to the other side of town and pulled into the parking lot of the Black Saddle, a popular country/western bar, parked and went inside. I drove to the back of the lot and parked.
I'd been in the Saddle a couple of times and I knew the layout of the place. There was no way I could go in either door without being spotted. I didn't want to go in so soon after Mary so I settled down in my seat to wait a half hour. Thirty minutes later I got out of the car just as Mary came out the side door with a man in a cowboy hat. He had his right arm around her and his right hand was cupping her right tit. She was looking up into his face and she didn't see me right away. They stopped at a car, the man unlocked it and held the door for Mary as she climbed onto the back seat. It was as she entered the car that she saw me and even in the dark parking lot I saw the color drain from her face.
I walked right by and continued on into the building. I found an empty stool at the end of the bar, ordered a vodka tonic and then I settled down to watch. The place was loaded with women. A rough count showed that there were about three women for every two guys. It looked as if the Black Saddle had become a meat market since the last time I'd been in. I saw several of the ladies casting glances at me and two of them made eye contact and then smiled at me - invitations if I ever saw them - but I wasn't interested. Strange as it might sound, considering my time with Shelly, but I didn't cheat on my wife. I know I'm splitting hairs and playing word games here, but to go after one of the girls who had smiled at me would be cheating. What I did with Shelly, and hoped to do with her mother to me wasn't cheating, it was revenge. It was my way of sticking it to Tom for his sticking it in my wife.
As I sipped my drink, watched the action and kept an eye on the door Mary would have to walk back in through I considered what I now knew. Mary's night out with the girls was actually Mary's night out with the boys. I wondered if she made parking lot visits on Tuesdays and Thursdays when she stopped with the girls from work. I'd never stuck around after following her to see where she went. What I did now know was that my approach to Mary was going to be the same as the way I had gone after Shelly. I was going to let her come to me and if I was right it would be before the night was over.
It was about twenty-five minutes after I had passed Mary in the parking lot that she and her cowboy came back into the bar. As soon as the door closed behind them I saw her eyes sweeping the bar until she found me. Our eyes met and she quickly looked away as the cowboy led her over to a table where two other guys and three other girls were sitting. I found it interesting that one of the girls sitting at the table was one of the girls who had given me the smiling invitation. That opened up a possibility.
For the next twenty minutes Mary kept making nervous glances my way and then looking away when our eyes met. I waited until the next time she looked my way and then I got up from my barstool and headed for her table. She saw me coming and I saw what I thought was a worried look cross her face. I could see she was tensed up when I got to the table and whatever it was she was expecting wasn't what happened. I asked the woman who had smiled at me to dance. As we moved together out onto the dance floor she asked:
"What took you so long?
"I had a hard time talking myself into it."
"That isn't a good thing for my ego to hear."
"No sweetie, it had nothing to do with you. I'm married and I had to talk myself into ignoring that fact."
She laughed and said, "Sweetie, every one at that table is married, including me, and none of us are married to anyone currently in the building."
"That's the other part of my problem. I know the husband of one of the girls you are sitting with and she knows my wife."
"Who?"
"Mary."
"And you think she will tell your wife that you are out tomcatting? Let me tell you something sweetie; she is a bigger slut than I am and that is saying something and people who live in glass houses do not throw stones."
"Mary is a slut?"
"She's done every guy sitting at that table and a few more who are sitting at other tables. She won't rat you out sweetie, she'd be too scared of what you might tell her hubby."
We stayed out on the floor for two dances and chatted. Her name was Jackie, she was married and had three kids and her husband was gone a lot. When the music stopped and I walked her back to her table she invited me to join them.
"Sorry Jackie, but it would be too awkward for me."
"She won't bite sweetie and besides, it is a Mexican standoff. You can't tell on her or she would tell your wife that you came her to cheat."
"Well Jackie, that's the problem. I didn't come here to cheat. I was passing by and thought I'd drop in for a drink. Just imagine my surprise when I saw Mary climbing into a backseat with the guy in the cowboy hat. Her husband Tom is a damned good friend of mine and the only reason I came over here to ask you to dance was so I could pump you for information. Thanks for letting me know how big a slut Mary is. Her husband is going to love hearing about it."
"You bastard!"
"Sorry honey, but some of us take our vows seriously."
I walked back to the bar and sat down to finish my drink. Over at the table I saw Mary and Jackie with their heads together talking. Good. I'd gotten the ball rolling and now we would see what Mary would do. I finished my drink, left the bar and headed for my car. I was halfway across the parking lot when I heard, "Tony, wait up." I turned and saw Mary hurrying after me. I waited until she got to me and then she said:
"What are you going to do?"
"Tom's my friend Mary. What do you think I'm going to do?"
"Please don't do anything Tony, at least not until you and I have had a chance to talk."
"So talk Mary, I have the time."
"Not here Tony. Can you meet me at Spagnola's for lunch tomorrow, around noon?"
"I suppose I could, but why?"
"Just trust me on this Tony. Tom is not your friend. I'll explain it all tomorrow, okay?"
I stood there looking at her and she said, "Please Tony? It won't hurt you to wait a day. If you want to tell Tom about me after I talk to you go ahead, but please hear me out first."
"Okay Mary. I'll keep quiet until after lunch tomorrow."
"Thank you Tony. I'll see you tomorrow at noon" and she turned and headed back into the bar.
++++++
I was sitting in a corner booth at the restaurant when Mary came in. She slid onto the seat across from me and ordered a margarita from the waitress.
"First off Tony, I need to tell you that what you saw last night wasn't what you think it was."
"How many interpretations can put on a married woman climbing onto a back seat with a man not her husband?"
"And just what was your interpretation?"
"That you were cheating on Tom."
"That's not what it was. It wasn't cheating, it was getting even."
"Getting even?"
"Yes Tony, what I was doing was getting back at that son of a bitch."
"Getting back at him for what?"
"He has been running around on me for years and I finally caught the bastard."
"Tom? Cheating on you? No way Mary, no way."
"I thought that would be what you would say so I brought proof. Remember last night when I said that Tom was not your friend? This will show you what I mean."
She took a large envelope out of her purse and pushed it across the table to me. "What is it?" I asked.
"Just read it Tony and then tell me again about how Tom is your friend."
I did my best to act surprised as I read the report from the private detective. It was all there. Tom and Marie at the Sea Breeze three times during the week that he had followed them. The date was a good nine months before I had found out on my own. There were seven grainy pictures, but they were clear enough to show who the two people were and what they were doing. I tried to look shocked and I was actually able to make my hands tremble a bit as I held the report.
"Still think Tom is your friend?"
"Why didn't you bring this to me when you found out?"
"What, and make your life as miserable as mine? You didn't know and you seemed happy with Marie so why fuck you up? For all I know she still loves you, but needed a little excitement in her life. Hell, for all I knew you might have known and not cared. You might have been one of those guys that gets off on your wife getting it on with other guys. No, I figured the best thing for me to do was leave it alone."
"Why haven't you done anything about this?"
"I have. I get back at the bastard one night a week. I take what he considers his private stock and I give it away to anyone who wants it and then I go home, tell him I'm so hot for him I'm dripping and then I give him sloppy seconds. I've even managed to get the asshole to go down on me a couple of times when I've gone home freshly fucked."
"I don't mean that. I mean why haven't you thrown his ass out? Why haven't you divorced him?"
"Because I don't want to be a forty-four year old single woman living in an apartment or a condo. My idea of perfect revenge is to let him keep me in the style to which I've become accustomed while I fuck any man who catches my fancy."
"Can I have this?" I asked as I held up the report, "or at least a copy of it?"
"No" she said as she reached over and took it from me. "I don't want you going home and waving it under Marie's nose. Whatever you do with her leave Tom out of it. I like things just the way they are right now."
"It doesn't matter Mary, now that I know all I have to do is hire my own detective. I really won't even need to do that. I read the name of the agency on that report all I'll have to do is hire them and they'll charge for an hour because that's all the time they will need to pull that report out of the file and make me a copy."
"Please Tony, don't screw this up for me."
"It might surprise you Mary, but I don't want to be a forty-seven year old single man living in an apartment either, but I will need something like that report to use as leverage if the shit ever does hit the fan. I just wish I had known about this last night. If I would have known I probably could have had a little fun with Jackie."
Mary gave me a contemplative look and then she said, "Are you serious about that?"
"Damned straight I am."
"Well then, how about this. What could be sweeter than doing it with the wife of the man who is stabbing you in the back?"
"You mean that?"
"I don't have anywhere else I need to be this afternoon, how about you?"
++++++
The downtown Marriott was right across the street and I got a kick out of the fact that while Tom and Marie were meeting in a low rent motel on the seedy side of town Mary and I were in an upscale hotel with room service. I called down and ordered a bottle of champagne to celebrate our afternoon together. Mary and I sipped champagne and necked like high school kids and then she got up and did a strip tease for me and when she was naked she spun around in front of me and said:
"You like?"
"Amazed is what I am. Marie ain't bad, but why any man would take her over you when it comes to a sexual partner is beyond me. That is a body to die for."
"Well then get busy dying sweetie, we only have three hours and then I have to hurry home and fix dinner for my loving husband."
Mary did it all and she loved all of it. I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock and then we had a frenzied fuck. My limp cock no sooner fell out of her than she was on me in a sixty-nine to get me hard again. The second time was doggie style followed by another sixty-nine and then she told me she wanted me to take her in her ass.
"I never let Tom do me there because I thought the very idea was disgusting. One of my lovers convinced me to give it a try just so I could smile sweetly at Tom knowing that I'd given someone else something that I had never given him and would never give him. It turns out that I like it. I like it a lot. Put your cock in my pussy and get some of our juices on it and then take my ass Tony, fuck my ass good."
I pushed my fingers into her cunt and got them wet and then I worked them into her ass as I stroked into her pussy with my cock. When I thought she might be ready I pushed my cock at her anal rosebud and she shoved her ass back at me and I slid right in. She was tight and her sphincter muscle acted like a hand trying to clutch me as I drove back and forth in her butt. She hissed and moaned and pushed back at me and begged me to fuck her harder, to make her cum and to cum in her.
I wasn't as young as I used to be and I had already cum twice in Mary so it took me a long time before I got to the point where I was ready to cum. By the time I emptied my balls into her for the third time Mary had had at least three orgasms which amazed the hell out of me because I didn't know a woman could get an orgasm from anal sex.
As she was getting dressed Mary said, "I don't really need to go out on Friday nights any more, do I?"
"Is that an invitation?"
"No, it is a request."
I smiled and said, "A gentleman should always honor a lady's request, but does it only have to be on Friday?"
"No baby, any time during the day when we can both get away from work; Tuesdays and Thursday from five until nine and Friday's from five until midnight. And then, if you're not worn out, Saturday and Sunday when Tom goes to play golf, which usually means when Tom goes to meet Marie. That enough for you?"
++++++
As I drove home I wondered if there was any other way to fuck over Tom. His mother, although in her mid sixties, was still a fine looking woman, but no, I didn't want to burn up the time it would take to seduce her. She and Tom's dad had been happily married for over forty years so why do anything that might screw that up. I'd done what I could to Tom. He would never know, but I would and that was all that counted. Now it was time to see what I could do to Marie.
To be continued...
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The choices I had when it came to getting back at Marie were limited. She had two good looking female cousins, but Angelina was a lesbian and so I scratched her off the list. Fiona was just recently married and she was still a starry eyed, blushing bride so apart from using a date rape drug or getting her totally drunk and taking advantage of her she was a dead end. Besides, either of those two methods might bring things to light and that was the last thing I wanted. My revenge against Marie needed to be the same as my revenge against Tom. I needed to do it and be able to smile at her knowing that I had done it and that she didn't know. After all, isn't that what she was doing to me?
Her mother was out. While Mrs. DeLuca had been a raving beauty in her younger days she had become your typical Italian-American grandmother, stout, bosomy and gray hair up in an unbecoming bun. That left only two possibilities - her sister Veronica and her sister Rosario. Rosario was married to a nice guy and I liked him well enough not to make him a cuckold. On the other hand, if I were to find out that Rosario was out slutting around all bets would be off. That left Ronnie.
Veronica was on her third husband and I didn't like him. No need to go into the reasons for it, I just didn't like him. The first two were history because, depending on who you talked to, they had been caught running around on her or she had been caught running around on them. Marie and the rest of the family took Ronnie's side that it was them, but a guy I knew pretty well who knew one of her ex's told me that the ex had told him he had caught Ronnie doing the dirty on the back seat of a car. He had become suspicious of her and had followed her on one of her nights out with the girls. I didn't know which story was true, but for my purposes I hoped it was the back seat one.
Ronnie was a lot closer to home than Shelly or Mary so I was going to have to very careful if I was to keep Marie in the dark. I had pretty much burned up my comp days and sick leave following Marie, Shelly and Mary so when it came to Ronnie I was going to have to operate blind. My only exposure to her was at family events and, fortunately, there were plenty of those. Again, I was going to go with what had worked for me so far; I would let Ronnie make the first move. If she never did I would move on to Plan B (once I figured out what Plan B was).
I started watching Ronnie at anniversary and birthday parties. I was never far from her at christenings; weddings or funerals and I made sure that every time she looked in my direction I was looking at her. When her eyes met mine I didn't smile, but I didn't look away either. This went on for about two months. It was at the wedding reception for one of Alphonse's daughters that it finally got to her. About two hours into the reception while, Marie was out on the dance floor with her dad, Ronnie came over and sat down across from me at our table.
"Why are you always watching me Tony?"
"Why, don't you like being watched?"
"All women like to be looked at Tony, but there is looking and then there is watching and they are not the same."
"Why don't we just say that you are a good looking woman and I like looking at good looking women."
"Bullshit Tony. Most of the women in this family are good looking, but you aren't watching them, you are watching me."
"Yes, I guess I am."
"Why?"
"You won't like it. You'll get pissed if I tell you and you might even slap my face and I wouldn't want that to happen in front of family."
"Now I am even more curious. I promise I won't slap you so tell me, why are you always watching me?"
"I'm trying to picture you on a back seat. Would you have one leg over he front seat and one leg over the back of the back seat or would you have both knees pulled back to your chest and your legs spread wide. Or maybe your legs would be spread wide and pointed straight up with your high heels almost ripping the headliner."
"You are a sick bastard Tony."
"No Ronnie, just a curious one" I said and then I got up and walked away from the table.
For the rest of the party every time I looked her way she was watching me. Good, I thought, I've planted the seed and now all I can do is water it and hope that it grows. The watering was simply to keep watching Ronnie. If she was the slut that I had been led to believe she was she would not let it lie. She would pick at it like a scab.
Two weeks later we were at a birthday party for Marie's grandmother and when Ronnie and her husband arrived I made sure that I was watching whenever she looked my way. It was an hour before she came over to me.
"Well Tony, what's going on in that sick little mind of yours tonight?"
"Same thing Ron, only with more questions. Do you have on nylons and a garter belt or thigh highs with elastic tops? Do you carry a spare pair in your purse in case you get sperm stains on the ones you are wearing?"
"You are disgusting Tony."
"True, but I'm not the one who likes back seat romances. At least I didn't think I did, but after talking with Hal I'm not so sure."
"Hal? Who is Hal?"
"Just a guy who has seen you in action. Excuse me, I need to use the john" and I walked away from her.
Hal was they guy who knew the ex-husband who said he had caught her having back seat fun. Hal hadn't seen a thing, but Ronnie didn't know that. Of course Ronnie might not have been caught on a back seat and if that were the case she would be calling Hal all kinds of a fucking liar the next time we talked. But if she had been caught on a back seat?
Ronnie was waiting for me when I came out of the bathroom.
"We have to talk Tony."
"Go ahead, I'm listening."
"No, not here. Someplace where we can't be overheard or interrupted."
"You call it."
"Meet me at Rico's for lunch tomorrow. Around noon, okay?"
"Whatever you want Ron, just don't hurt me" and I gave her a smile and walked back to the party.
++++++
The next day at Rico's she cut right to it. "Who is Hal and what is he saying about me?"
Hal is the guy who was watching you play back seat games the night that Joey caught you."
"Who have you told?"
"No one."
"Are you going to?"
"I haven't much thought about it."
"You watch me all the time, but you haven't thought about it?"
"No. What I'm thinking about when I'm watching you is what you look like being a wanton slut."
"Can't you be nice Tony? Do you have to talk to me that way?"
"Hey Ron, I was happy just doing my watching and letting my imagination run wild. You are the one got us talking about it."
"What do you mean, letting your imagination run wild?"
"Oh come on Veronica. You know I've had the hots for you since you put on your first training bra."
"Bullshit Tony. You've never said anything, not even once."
"Of course I didn't. You were four years older than I was. At sixteen you wouldn't have even looked my way. Age meant a lot when we were kids. You were looking at older guys, not younger ones. It wasn't until we hit our late twenties and early thirties that age didn't seem to matter any more and by then we were both married so I never had a chance to take a shot at you. Anyway, I've never stopped lusting after you. Couldn't do anything about it, but after what Hal told me I can fantasize and what I fantasize about most is you on a back seat."
"And you see you there with me?"
"All the time Ron, all the time."
"It won't happen Tony; you do know that right?"
I just smiled at he and said, "Would you like dessert, or should I call for the check?"
++++++
I could afford to take my time with Ronnie. I was getting more sex than a man my age could expect to get. Mary was meeting me three times a week and Shelly would call me occasionally when Derek was out of town. She called me every night for two weeks when Derek had to do his two weeks of Reserve training so I didn't push Veronica.
Months went by and I saw her at maybe six family functions and I continued my little game, I watched her. When she looked my way and saw me watching her I would smile.
When it happened it was sudden and unexpected. It was at an engagement party for one of Marie's cousins. Marie had begged off claiming a migraine, but I knew that the real reason was that she hated Christine's guts. We are a close family so I went to put in an appearance - to show the flag as it were - and I only planned on staying just long enough to be polite. I was just saying my good-byes when there was a hell of a row coming from the kitchen and it sounded like Ronnie and her husband were really going at it. I was halfway down the front walk when I heard Ronnie call my name and I turned and saw her hurrying down the walk toward me. I waited until she caught up with me and said:
"What's up?"
"I need a ride home. Mario and I just had a fight and I don't want to be around the asshole."
"It sounded kind of serious."
"I caught the bastard with his hands on Claudine's tits."
"Well, if you have to put your hands on tits Claudine's would definitely be the way to go."
"It isn't funny Tony, he embarrassed me in front of the whole family."
"So find a way to get back at him."
"Like what?"
"I don't know, just find some way to get even."
We reached my car, got in and pulled away. We rode in silence for maybe five minutes and then Ronnie moved over next to me, put a hand on my leg and said:
"Find us a place."
"What?"
"Find us a place. You want to know what I'm like on a back seat so find us a place."
"Do you know what you are doing Ron?"
"It is your idea."
"My idea?"
"You said find a way to get even."
"Yeah, but I'm not sure that I want you going home and telling him that I did you."
"I'm not going to tell him. I'll be even with him and I'll know it and that's all that counts."
I didn't give her a chance to change her mind. I hung a U-turn and drove back to where I work. I used my key to unlock the gate and pulled my car into the yard and then I closed the gate behind me and locked it. I drove over and parked between two Case front-end loaders and Ronnie was already on the back seat by the time I turned off the ignition.
Before climbing into the back I slid the seat all the way forward. Ronnie already had her panties off and was on her hands and knees as I moved behind her. My cock was at the entrance to her pussy and as soon as she felt it she pushed her ass back at me and my cock slid right into her pussy. She gave a loud squeal as I buried myself in her and she said:
"Give it to me, shove it in me hard Tony. Fuck me lover, fuck me hard. I love the feel of your cock in me Tony, use it, fuck me, fuck me hard."
I gripped her hips and slammed myself into her. She moaned, grunted and pushed hard back at me. I banged her hard for several minutes and then I felt the build up in my balls and I told her I was going to cum.
"Do it, do it" she moaned and I rammed her hard and the cum boiled out of my cock. I pulled out and Ronnie turned around and took my slime covered cock in her hand and stroked it a couple of times. Then she moved her body so she could get into a position where she could suck my cock and she went to work on getting me back to life. It took her a bit, but she got me up and then she gave me a wicked grin as she lay down on her back.
"How do you want it Tony? One leg over the back of the front seat and one leg over the back of the back seat? Or maybe my knees pulled back to my chest and my legs spread wide? How about my legs spread wide and pointing straight up so the heels on my shoes can have a chance at ripping your headliner?"
"Yes."
"Yes?"
"Yes to all of those as long as I can get my cock back into that hot box of yours."
"Stop talking Tony and do it."
++++++
"Well, was it what you had imagined?"
"It was better that I thought possible."
"You do know that it is a one time thing right?"
"Yeah, but the watching won't stop. From now on I'll be watching and remembering instead of watching and imagining."
"You had better get me home. Mario will be curious if I'm not home when he gets there."
"What if he's already there?"
"He won't be. His macho pride won't let him leave until he is one of the last ones there. If he left any earlier it would look like he was running home to beg me for forgiveness."
When I crawled into bed next to Marie that night I was very pleased with myself. I had gotten back at Tom and Marie and neither of them knew. I fell asleep with a smile on my face.
++++++
A week went by and one Wednesday morning I got a phone call from Ronnie.
"Can you stop by on your way home from work tonight?"
"I could. What's up?"
"I need to talk to you about something."
"What?"
"I'll tell you tonight. What time do you think you can be here?"
"Quarter after six."
"See you then."
I spent the rest of the day wondering what she wanted to talk about. Did Mario find out about what we'd done? Did she get in a shouting match with him and throw it in his face? Did what she have to say have anything to do with what Mario was planning to do about it? The worst he could do was tell Marie and I didn't care about that. If Marie started any shit over it I would just bring up Tom and we would go from there.
It turned out that it wasn't any of those. When I rang her doorbell at ten after six she opened the door and greeted me wearing nothing except for a pair of high heels.
"Give you any ideas Tony?" She reached down and felt my hardening cock and giggled and then said, "I can see that it does."
"Excuse me for looking a gift piece in the mouth here, but where is Mario? He into watching? He's hiding in the closet maybe?"
"Mario is gone. It seems that the other night wasn't the first time he had his hands on Claudine's tits. The two of them have run off together so I figured that I needed to do a little more getting even. You up to it?"
She reached down and touched my bulge again. "I can see that you are. We could go out to your car and use the backseat if you would prefer, but my bed is a lot more comfortable."
To be continued...
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Ronnie gave me a key and for the next two months I stopped by to see her two or three times a week on my way home from work. One evening I got there and found a note telling me that she had to do something, but I could wait she would be back in an hour. I had nothing better to do than go home to Marie and pretend to be a loving husband so I decided to wait.
I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a beer when I heard the front door open. After about five minutes when Ronnie hadn't come into the kitchen I got up to go and see where she was. I walked out of the kitchen and into the dining room and stopped in my tracks. I was looking into the living room and I saw that I wasn't the only one that Veronica had given a key.
Sitting on the couch with her blouse open and her bra hanging loose and her skirt up to her waist was Rosario. Sitting with her, one hand on her right tit and the other inside her panties was a man who wasn't her husband. They hadn't noticed me yet and Rosario moaned out as the man finger fucked her:
"No fair, I need something too."
The man stood up, dropped his pants and stood in front of Rosario with his cock inches from her face. She giggled and said, "That's more like it" and leaned forward to take the cock in her mouth and it was then that she noticed me. Her face turned ashen and she jerked back from the man. He said, "What's the matter" and then he saw where she was looking and he turned and saw me.
"Who the fuck are you?"
I didn't like his attitude or his tone of voice so I said:
"I'm the guy who is going to tell her husband about the two of you" and I turned and went back into the kitchen. On the way I heard Rosario say:
"Damn it Roger, why did you have to talk to him that way. All you did was piss him off."
"You want I should go in there and have a man to man with him? Straighten his ass out?"
"Get out Roger, just get out."
A minute or two later I heard the front door slam and a minute after that a very worried Rosario came into the kitchen. I was at the sink washing my hands and when I had dried them I turned and saw her standing there looking at me and biting her lower lip. She took a deep breath and then asked:
"Are you really going to tell Steve about this?"
"I should Rosie, especially since Steve is a nice guy and that asshole you were just with is just that, an asshole."
"Please don't tell on me Tony."
I stood there looking at Rosario and something in my head snapped. Up to that point I hadn't forced myself on anyone or pushed anyone into doing something they didn't want to do. Shelly, Mary and Veronica all had made the first move. Granted, I had fished and finagled to get them to make that move, but the bottom line was it was still their choice.
I stood there looking at Rosario and it was like I was standing there looking at Marie. The two were the same. They both had good husbands, husbands who loved them and treated them right and they both stabbed those husbands in the back. I was calm on the outside, but fuming on the inside when he said:
"Give me one good reason why I shouldn't tell Steve."
"He would throw me out of the house."
"And you don't think you would deserve it?"
"I couldn't face mom and dad if that happened."
"How bad do you want me to keep quiet?"
"What do you mean?"
"Tell you what Rosie, you want me to keep my mouth shut all you have to do is come over here and open yours."
"What?"
"Come over here, get down on your knees and suck my cock."
"God Tony, I can't do that."
"Why not? You were only half a second from doing it to that dirtbag you brought here."
"But that was different Tony."
"A blow job is a blow job Rosie. It's your choice. Open your mouth or I open mine."
"You promise you won't tell Steve?"
"You suck my cock and I won't be able to. I tell on you and then you tell on me right?"
I saw a little bit of a smile form. "How about this Tony? You tell Steve and then I tell everybody you are lying because I wouldn't put out for you? You say nothing and we all live happily ever after."
"Nice try Rosie, but it won't work. For one thing, I won't give a rats ass if you everyone that story. For another, I know where to find your boyfriend. He drinks at Benny's Tavern and when I haul his ass in front of the family and squeeze his head like a pimple he will be more than happy to tell all about your little affair. All you've done with your threat is piss me off. Now get over here, get my cock out and get to sucking on it or get ready to face a very upset husband.
Her lips quivered and she spit "Bastard!" at me, but she came over and went to her knees in front of me. I stood there while she pulled my zipper down and fished out my cock. She held it in her hand and looked at it and then she looked up at my face as if hoping I'd say something like, "Just kidding Rosie" but I looked down on her with a "get with it" look on my face. I saw the resignation in her eyes and then she leaned forward and took me in her mouth.
For a blow job that Rosie acted like she didn't want to give she sure did a fine job. She wrapped her warm lips around my cock and then she sucked on the head. Her hand reached into my shorts for my balls and then softly rubbed them. She pulled her head back and licked the tip for several seconds and then she took me so far into her mouth that I felt my cock touch the back of her throat. She made a slight choking sound and then she started bobbing her head as she fucked her mouth with my dick."
After about four minutes I pulled my dick out of her mouth and took her by the arms and stood her up. "What are you doing?" she cried as I spun her around and bent her over the kitchen table. I pushed my knees between her legs and pushed them apart as I pulled her skirt up to her waist.
"No Tony, no. Please don't do that. You said a blow job, just a bl...aaargggh," that last the sound she made as I shoved the gusset of her panties aside and rammed my cock into her.
"Oh no, oh God no, don't cum in me Tony, please don't cum in me. I'll suck you off for a week Tony, just pull out, please pull out."
"What? You could fuck that dirtbag, but I'm not good enough for you?"
"He had condoms. Please don't fuck me Tony, please don't."
"I'll cum in your mouth Rosie. I'm gonna fuck you Rosie, I'm gonna fuck you like the tramp you are, but I'll pull out and cum in your mouth."
"No Tony, you won't stop, I know you won't. Please Tony, let me suck you off."
She was probably right, I probably wouldn't stop and pull out. In my mind Rosario and Marie had merged into one and I wanted to punish, I wanted to hurt, I wanted to make their cheating asses pay, but at the same time I didn't want to take a chance on sticking Steve with a kid that wasn't his. The entire time she had been talking I had been fucking her and I really didn't want to stop and then I grinned. Next to the salt and pepper shaker I saw the butter dish. I reached for it and loaded my fingers and then shove one of them in Rosario's asshole.
"Aaaahhhh, what are you doing?"
"I'm going to cum in your body Rosie, not your mouth. You don't want me to cum in your pussy fine, I'll cum in your ass instead."
"Oh God no Tony, I've never done that."
"Your choice Rosie, pussy or ass, but you had better hurry up and chose."
I was pounding her hard and she was moaning and grunting as I slammed into her. I had two fingers in her ass by then, working at loosening her up. I had no idea where she might be in her cycle and I'd already decided that I was going to shoot my load in her ass so Steve wouldn't end up with a kid that looked like me.
I had just worked a third finger into Rosie's ass when she said:
"My ass, use my ass Tony, don't cum in my pussy Tony, please, not my pussy."
I pulled out of her cunt and put my cock against her puckered asshole. "Don't hurt me Tony, please don't hurt me" she cried and I smiled as I thought, "But I want to hurt you Rosie. I want to punish you for being a cheating whore" and I pushed my cock and it popped past her sphincter. She let out a sharp yelp and then she began moaning and they weren't moans of pleasure. I pushed in an inch and she whimpered. Another inch and then another until I was all the way in her cheating cunt and then I started fucking her.
Her ass was tight and it felt like it was clutching at my cock as I worked it back and forth. Her whimpers turned into gasps, which turned into moans of what I took to be pleasure. Bent over the kitchen table Rosie's toes barely touched the floor and she had no leverage so I'll never know if Rosie got into her first anal enough to push her ass back at me, but verbally she got into it. Her "Oh God, oh God" moans gradually turned into a low hissing, "Yesss, yesss, yesss." I picked up the pace and was rewarded with, "Oh shit, oh fuck, so good, so good."
So much for punishment. The only punishment here would be for me to stop and leave her hanging, but I wasn't about to do that, I was too damned close to getting me off. I gripped her hips and drove into her several times as hard as I could and my release was only seconds away when Rosario's body seemed to stiffen and she screamed, "OH FUCK!!!" and I let my load go.
I was leaning over Rosie, my hands on the table propping me up as my cock was going soft in her butt, when the room reverberated with:
"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE!"
I looked to my right and saw Veronica and she didn't look happy. I gave her a half-assed grin and she yelled, "Get the fuck out of here. Both of you, get out of here. I want you out of here right now. Both of you, MOVE!"
I got off Rosario and she got up and ran from the room. I started to open my mouth to say something, but Ronnie shot me an angry look and pointed at the door.
"OUT! Right now. Get your miserable fucking ass out of here and don't come back!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It has been over a year now since Veronica sent me out her door. At family gatherings she and Rosario avoid me as much as possible without making it obvious, although the two of them seem to have made up.
Shelly still calls me from time to time when she's lonely. I don't know how much longer she will be calling though. She and Derek have finally set a date for their wedding. I don't know if the ring will make a difference when Derek has to do his two weeks Reserve training in the summer or when he does his one weekend a month or when his job takes him away from home.
I'm still seeing Mary two or three times a week. We briefly discussed pulling the plug on Tom and Marie and then moving in together, but then decided to keep things the way they are.
My relationship with Marie is cordial, but not much more. I'm still faking erectile dysfunction and she has stopped trying to get me to make love to her. She and Tom are still sneaking off twice a week and she still doesn't know that I know and I obviously don't care enough about her anymore to waste my time doing anything about it.
It is enough for me to know that I nailed both of her sisters and that I have fucked both the wife and daughter of her lover and that every night at the dinner table I can look at her and smile knowing that she hasn't put a fucking thing over on me.



            Becoming A Slut Wife: Ericka

            Money was tight and she had bills to pay.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/becoming-a-slut-wife-ericka

Title: Becoming A Slut Wife: Ericka

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Money was tight and she had bills to pay.

Tags: 

Series: Becoming a Slut Wife


Like so many people in the National Guard I had joined for the educational opportunities and that little extra bit of cash you got each month. Wanting to be a computer technician and being from a perpetually cash strapped family with no chance at college I jumped at the chance to get the computer training that the Guard offered.
Going to war was the last thing on my mind.
The Guard hadn't gone to war since the Second World War. All the Guard did was work things like flood relief and other national disasters. Occasional they got activated when there was civil unrest like the riots in LA and Detroit, but they didn't go to war. The Guard didn't go to war in Korea in 1950 and, with the exception of the Air Guard, the Guard didn't go to war in Viet Nam or the first Gulf War. So I joined, got my computer training and went to work as a computer technician. I attended my monthly meetings, two weeks of summer camp and refresher courses in my specialty, the monthly checks came in and life was good.
I met Ericka, fell in love and set out to convince her that she needed to spend the rest of her life with me and was surprised as hell when she agreed. We were married and settled down to make a life together. Again, life was good.
And then that idiot Bush stole the election and pushed us into an ill-advised war in Iraq and suddenly the Guard was on its way to war.
At first the letters from home were cheery and upbeat, but as the months passed by they became more and more gloomy. Guard pay wasn't enough to meet the bills even with Ericka working. In one letter she described how she had just barely kept the electricity from being turned off. In another she told me how a loan from her parents helped pay the rent that she was behind on and kept her from being evicted. I and other members of my unit were becoming more and more bitter over the fact that we were bearing the brunt of Bush's stupid war and not even being paid the same as regular members of the Army, Navy or Air Force. The letters from home were full of doom and gloom as family after family fought for survival.
There are rabid Bush supporters (who by the way were not there - and neither were their sons and daughters) who will say, "Stop your whining, you signed up on your own. You knew, or you should have known, that there was always the possibility that the Guard could get called up."
That is true and I accept that, but in all previous call ups the Guard received the same pay and allowances as the regular army troops - but not this time! Next, I was trained to fix computers, not walk down a street in Ramadi with a rifle at port arms while I scanned windows and doorways for some asshole who thought that he would get seven virgins for killing me.
Anyway, enough of this rant.
Suddenly the doom and gloom letters stopped coming. They never got back to the cheery stage, but I didn't hear anymore about the lights, gas, or phone being shut off or about the possibility of being evicted. Then luck took a hand - good luck, bad luck, who's to know - and I got what was called a "million dollar wound." I was on patrol just outside of Ramadi when some one set of a car bomb. I was just close enough to the blast for a piece of the car to slice through my leg. The pipeline took over and six weeks later I'm at La Guardia and waiting for my flight to leave for Kansas City. I made the fateful decision not to call Ericka and tell her I was coming because I thought it would be a kick to surprise her.
My flight got into Kansas City around eleven in the morning and I caught a cab for our apartment. Just as we were pulling into the apartment parking lot I saw Ericka getting into her Honda Accord and as she pulled away I told the cab driver to follow her. He turned to look at me, "You're kidding, right? Follow that car? Just like in the movies?"
"Yeah, that's what I said, follow that car."
We followed Ericka across town until she pulled up and parked in front of Blackie's Sports Bar and Grill. She was already inside by the time I paid off the cab driver and got my duffel bag out of the trunk. I carried my bag over to the Accord meaning to toss it inside on the back seat, but it was locked so I headed into the bar. I saw Ericka sitting at the bar talking to a man who was standing next to her and showing her something from his wallet. I saw her nod her head yes to something he said and the man waved at a man sitting at a table. The man got up and walked over to them, a few words were said and then the man took out his wallet and showed something to Ericka and she nodded her head yes.
Now, all of this was going on while at the same time all kinds of other things were running through my mind. One, it was one in the afternoon on a Tuesday so why wasn't Ericka at work? Two, she was wearing a short skirt, a very low cut blouse with her tits damned near falling out and "Come Fuck Me" pumps with four inch heels - not exactly the clothes that you would wear to work or go out wearing that early in the day. Three, she had on heavy makeup and her hair was highly teased, either that or she was wearing a wig. In short, she looked like a tramp. Four, what was she doing in a bar in the middle of what was supposed to be a work day for her and five, who were those men and what was Ericka making them show her?
All of this rattled around in my head in the first few seconds after I walked in the door and as I was getting ready to drop my bag and rush over to her. Before the bag hit the floor a voice in the back of my head was saying, "Take a seat in a dark corner Ted and watch, because something isn't kosher here." I kicked my bag to the side and slid into a booth where I could watch what was going on.
Ericka and the two men stood there and talked for another minute or two and then Ericka got up and the two men followed her as she went out the front door. I got up, picked up my bag and walked outside just in time to see Ericka and the two men walk across the street to the Shady Oaks Motor Lodge. Ericka opened her purse, took out a key and the three of them went into room 104. Now I might love my wife, be crazy about her in fact, but that did not make me stupid. My mind raced through the possibilities and quickly decided that two and two do indeed equal four. The clothes, the physical appearance, the bar, the checking the men's ID's and having a key to a motel room all added up to Ericka working as a hooker.
My first inclination was to storm across the street, kick down the door to unit 104 and demand some answers, but then that little voice in the back of my head was saying, "Let's not be hasty now. Maybe we are overlooking a five, six or seven that might make the answer something else." I know now that all that little voice was doing was trying to make me go into denial, but I listened to it and went back into the bar and headed for the same stool that Ericka had been sitting on. The bartender was an old guy and when he brought me my beer he pushed my money back at me.
"For servicemen the first one is on the house."
Turns out he was in War Two and Korea and we talked about the differences between the Army of his day and the Army of mine. During a lull in the conversation I asked, "That woman who was sitting her a little bit ago, you know her?"
"Naw, but if I could get it up anymore I sure would like to know her" and then he laughed, "In the biblical sense of the word if you know what I mean."
"She come in here often?"
"Three maybe four times a week, why?"
"I think I know her from some place and I'm having a hard time figuring out from where."
"Don't know pal. I got no idea where she used to work out of before she started working out of here."
"Working out of here?"
"Yeah. She's a hooker. Most places don't allow stuff like that, but I'm an opened minded guy and besides, she's good for business."
"Good for business?"
"Oh yeah. She's got a great reputation as a superb piece of ass and lots of guys come in here looking for her and while they wait, they drink."
"Can't be the one I think I know then. Last I heard she was married and had kids."
"So is Jackie; at least she is wearing wedding rings."
"Jackie? Now I know she can't be the one I thought she was because the girl I knew was named Susan."
"Names don't mean nothing pal. Jackie could be like a stage name or something like that."
I finished my beer, had one more and then grabbed my bag and went outside. I stared across the street at unit 104 for a minute or so and then I flagged down a cab and had it take me back to the apartment.
My pickup truck was sitting in the rear row of the apartment parking lot. Ericka was supposed to have driven it at least once a week while I was gone, but I don't know that she had since it looked like it was parked right where I had left it. I went around to the back and reached up inside the rear frame for the magnetic key box. Inside of the box were a spare key for the truck and an apartment key. I tossed my bag in the back of the truck and then went and let myself into the apartment. It didn't look like anything had been changed since I'd been gone. I went into the bedroom, took off my uniform, got jeans out of the closet and a T-shirt out of the dresser and then I went snooping around to see what I could find.
The drawers of the bedside stand revealed an assortment of sex toys, creams and ointments and three cartons of rubbers. Ericka's dresser yielded dozens of pieces of extremely skimpy lingerie that she hadn't had before I left. In the closet I found several pair of high heeled boots and high heeled shoes, none of which Ericka had when I was still at home. In the kitchen I found a Daily Planner on the kitchen table and I opened it and read some of the entries:
Jules - 7:30 at the Marriott Smitty - Best Western/7PM (confirm with Gail)] Steve/House call - All nighter? Check with Gail
There were no entries for that day. While I was thumbing through the planner the phone rang and on the second ring the answering machine picked up the call:
"Ericka honey, it's Gail. I have a bachelor party for you on Friday at seven. Fifteen in attendance and it pays twenty-five hundred. Nothing special needed, just high heels, nylons and a smile. Oh, one other thing --they are all black, but that hasn't bothered you in the past. Call me for details."
That blew my mind.
After what I had seen at Blackie's and after hearing what Phil (the bartender) had to say I knew that my wife had become a whore, but fifteen guys at a bachelor party? It was just too totally unbelievable to me that my sweet, young innocent wife could have changed that much in the eight months that I had been gone. That she had there was no doubt, but I still had a hard time believing it. I saw that Ericka had set up a small makeshift bar in a corner of the living room and I went over to it, built myself a drink and then settled in to wait for her to come home.
I was sitting on the couch and looking out the front window when Ericka pulled into the parking lot. She was just getting out of her Accord when another car pulled in right behind her and a tall black man got out. Ericka stood there and waited for him and then together they walked toward the apartment. I could have just sat there and yelled "Surprise, surprise" when Ericka walked in the front door, but then we would have had to go through a bunch of bullshit as she tried to explain the man with her. I could just picture it:
"Oh my God baby, you're home" and she would rush into my arms. The man would be standing there and Ericka would be all flustered and say something like, "This is Bill sweetie and he's here to fix the garbage disposal" and hope that I wouldn't pick up on the fact that the guy was wearing a suit and tie and had no tool box. No, I decided that the way to go would be to catch her in the act. I picked up my drink and headed for the bedroom. I made sure that the closet would accommodate me and then I stood just inside the bedroom door where I could hear, but not be seen. I heard them come in the front door and I heard Ericka say, "If you want a drink you know where the stuff is."
The man laughed and said, "Alcohol deadens the senses sweetheart. I want to get full enjoyment for my money."
"Speaking of which, what do you want this time?"
"I want the full boat this time baby, oral, anal and all night."
"All night? How are you going to explain that to your wife?"
"Don't have to, she's out of town for three days. If the price is right I just may spend all three days here."
"Sorry sugar, but I have other commitments, unless you would like a lot of sloppy seconds."
"It's an idea. I'm not entirely opposed, but we can talk about it later. What about now?"
"The full treatment and all night will cost you a grand."
"Oh come on sweetmeat, cut me a break. I do a lot of business with you and I should get some kind of discount."
"Sorry lover, I do this to pay the bills, not because I love doing it. Besides, I know you. For anyone else an all nighter would mean a blow job, a fuck followed by one more blow job and a last fuck and then we would go to sleep until the morning. One more fuck when we wake up and he would be gone. With you there won't be any sleeping involved, just non-stop sex and if I'm going to do it I'm going to get paid for it."
"Okay, a grand it is, but for that much money I want to be a little kinky."
"Kinky how?"
"Nothing really weird, I just want to have you in every room. I want to fuck you on your living room floor, the living room couch, the kitchen table, standing up in the shower, sitting on the pot with you bouncing up and down on me; stuff like that."
Ericka laughed, "Kitchen table huh? Well then come and get it sweetie."
I heard some chairs being moved and a minute or so later I heard a low moan and then I heard Ericka say, "You know what I like about you Rick?"
He laughed and said, "My money?"
"That too baby, but what I really like is that you are big; God but you are big and you totally fill me up."
The moans got louder and I chanced taking a peek around the door frame. Ericka was on her back on the kitchen table, legs spread wide and up on the man's shoulders. One of her high heels was dangling from her foot and it swayed back and forth as the man shoved his cock into her. The man had taken of his suit coat, trousers and underpants, but he still had on his shirt, tie, shoes and socks and I was suddenly struck by how erotic his black skin was against Ericka's white skin. I ducked back behind the door frame and stood there and listened as the man grunted and Ericka moaned. Several minutes went by and all I heard was the slap, slap of flesh smacking into flesh, Ericka's moans and an occasional grunt from the man. Then the man said, "Get ready baby, get ready, here it comes" and Ericka cried out, "Not in me, not in me, pullout, you don't have a condom on."
"Not this time baby; this time I'm going to bathe your tonsils."
"You cum in me Rick and it will be the last time that you ever fuck me. Now pull out damn you, pull out now!"
"I'll give you an extra five to let me cum in you."
"God damn you Rick pull out, pull out now."
"Shit!" he said and I took another quick peek around the doorframe. I watched him pull out of Ericka and stroke himself and then he shot cum all over Ericka's belly. I admit to being a little envious when I saw the size of the cock he was stroking, but I was more interested in what Ericka was doing. She was rubbing a couple of fingers in the cum on her belly and then she took them up to her mouth and sucked them clean.
"You are not only big Rick, but you taste so fucking good. If you want to cum in my body my mouth is always available."
"Yeah, you say that now, but what happens when your husband comes home?"
"Once he comes home and things get back on an even keel financially I won't have to fuck for money and all my fucking will be for pleasure. I'll find a way to see that you are able to push that gorgeous cock into me."
Rick helped her up and she told him to go into the bedroom and get ready for her while she went into the bathroom and cleaned herself off. That was my cue to get into the closet.
We almost had a chance, albeit a small one, for our marriage to survive. I knew why she had done what she did, and while it had pissed me off and made me very angry, I still understood the need to survive. Others had managed to survive without doing what Ericka had, but everyone's circumstances are different. I knew the why, but I had no way of knowing the how or when that it started, but as long as there wasn't any emotional involvement between Ericka and her customers, and as long as she would have given it up as soon as I got home we might have made a go of it. But I'd just heard her tell Rick that she was going to be available to him even after I got home and that killed any chance we might have had.
Rick came into the room and took off the rest of his clothes and then he sat down on the edge of the bed and once again I got envious of what I saw. It wasn't a whole lot longer than mine, but girthwise the thing was huge. I'm not exaggerating when I say that it was about as big around as a beer can. Minute's later Ericka walked into the room. She had taken all of her clothes off, but she was still wearing her heels. She walked up to Rick and then went to her knees as she reached for his cock and smiled up at him.
"Now let's see what we can do for him."
She put both hands around his cock and lifted it to her lips and licked the head, which was still wet from his discharge, and then she licked his cock and balls clean before opening her mouth and taking him in. My cock got rock hard as I watched that pretty white face take in that huge chocolate log. In minutes Ericka had him hard again and she reached inside the bedside stand for a condom. There was something very erotic in watching her small white hands roll a rubber on that big, black dick. Once it was on she pushed him onto his back and then she moved over him. She held the lips of her pussy open with the fingers of her left hand as she guided him into her with her right. She moaned as she sank down on him.
"Good, Oh God do you feel gooood in me. If I was some rich bitch and not a poor housewife I'd pay you for this. Come on baby, fuck me, fuck your white whore."
It took Rick ten minutes to let loose his second load of the afternoon and then Ericka rolled his rubber off, tied it and dropped it on the floor. Her hand ran down his flat stomach to his limp dick and she started stroking it.
"Why won't you let me cum in you? Don't you know what a turn on it is for a black man to shoot his seed into a white woman? You say that you are just in this for the money so how can you turn down the extra I'm willing to pay to fuck you without a raincoat on?"
"Because the last thing that my husband needs is to come home to a pregnant wife."
"Not a very open minded guy huh?"
"Not in the least."
"You could always get an abortion."
"No way lover. Women who have abortions can end up not being able to have babies ever again. I want to give my husband babies, lots of babies, I just don't want to give him any black ones."
There it was - the moment of truth! I had really wanted to see Rick push his beer can sized cock up Ericka's ass - he did pay for the full boat - but I couldn't pass up the exit line that Ericka had just offered up on a plate. I pushed open the closet door hard so it would bang into the wall and both sets of eyes turned toward me..
"Actually Ericka, you can fill the apartment full of black babies and it won't bother me at all because I won't be living here anymore."
A look of stunned disbelief and horror was on her face as I said, "Goodbye Ericka" and walked out the door.
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John Beckman sat in his lawyer's office and waited for him to get off the phone. Christ! Only six months ago he and Jackie had been so happy together and now here he was starting divorce proceedings. He thought back to the night when he gave in to Jackie and let her live out her fantasy. For months she had been after him to take her to an adult movie theatre where she could watch the X-rated movie and tease the men present and then go home for a wild night of sex. While the idea had excited him, he was afraid that things might get out of hand and so he had resisted her, but Jackie had kept after him and he had finally relented.
++++++++++++++++++++
The theatre was dark when they passed through the curtains; the feature had already started and they had waited for their eyes to adjust before picking out seats in the center of an aisle that was empty. They settled into their seats and began watching the movie, which showed a woman in the process of being serviced by two men. The female star lay on her back kicking her legs in the air and making improbable noises as one male actor fucked her and the other held his cock in her mouth. John had no interest in the movie; he was watching Jackie who had her eyes glued to the screen. He also searched the theatre looking for likely prospects for Jackie's fantasy. He noticed about six male patrons who appeared to be watching the couples in attendance more than they were watching the movie.
Within a couple of minutes a Hispanic guy sat down at the end of the row several seats away. They watched the movie for awhile before he had put his arm around Jackie and pulled her close. He had glanced over at the guy and had seen that the Hispanic's eyes were glued to him and Jackie. Very casually he began to run his fingers up and down her thigh and Jackie had put her hand in his lap. The guy started to fidget around, trying to keep his seat from squeaking while he pulled out his cock and started stroking it. He had whispered to Jackie that the guy was getting a hardon in anticipation of what he was about to see. She had looked over at him and he sheepishly looked away.
He had pushed Jackie's medium length dress as far up as it would go and started to finger fuck her as she struggled to undo his belt buckle and open his pants. Jackie had worked his cock out and began stroking him; for the next five minutes or so they played with each other while the Hispanic sat there and played with his cock. Jackie turned to look at him and the longer she watched him the more excited he got. The guy finally overcame his apprehension enough to slowly move over next to the seat next to Jackie. He immediately put his hand on her thigh, but she batted it away and told him to just watch. Soon enough though, it was Jackie who was reaching for him, taking his cock in her hand. He had tried to feel Jackie's pussy, but she stopped him again and told him she would finish jacking him off, but he had to keep his hands to himself. She had spread her legs wide and put one over the guy's thigh and began to rub his cock over her bare skin. That is all it took to send him to the brink because in no time his semen began to spurt all over her leg. Jackie continued to rub the guy's cock until it shrank back to normal size as the guy thanked her profusely.
He had been so engrossed in Jackie's behavior with the Hispanic that he'd paid no attention to the rest of the theatre so it came as a surprise when he looked up and found that they had drawn a crowd. There were three men in the row behind them and four in the row in front, and as the Hispanic got up to leave one of the men in the back row climbed over the seats to take his place. Three things happened simultaneously - the man who had climbed over the seat grabbed Jackie's hand and put it on his erect cock, one of the men in the front row stood up, took hold of Jackie's head and was pulling it toward his exposed cock, and a second man in the front row put his hand between her legs and was reaching for her pussy. He and Jackie had both panicked. She had snatched her hand back and knocked away the hands grabbing at her head while John had grabbed her arm and started dragging her down the aisle. She pushed her dress into place as they ran up the aisle and she had wanted to stop at the ladies room to clean the cum off her hands, but he would not let her and had hustled her along until they were safely in their car with the doors locked. Jackie was at his fly before the car door closed behind them and she had sucked his cock all the way home. In bed that night she was insatiable and she only left him alone when it was obvious that she could not get him up again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning at breakfast she had asked him when they could do it again. Remembering the aggressive behavior of the men he did not think it would be a good idea to do it again and he had told her so. She had argued with him; she had pointed out that it was a public place and nothing could happen because all they had to do was protest loudly and management would come running. Besides, she had added, they were only doing what she had invited them to do, and as long as you are there they won't get carried away. Jackie had kept after him for a week and finally, against his better judgement, he gave in.
Saturday night found them in the same theatre and it was almost an exact repeat of their first visit. The difference this time being that Jackie had jacked off three men and would have sucked the cock of a forth man had he not stopped it before it could start. Again Jackie had sucked his cock all the way home, and again she had been insatiable in bed, and again she started in on him to go back again. This time he had refused and had stood firm. They were not going to go back for a third time and he turned a deaf ear to all of Jackie's entreaties. It was just too dangerous!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three days after their second visit he had come home from work to find the house empty. Normally he would have found Jackie fixing dinner and if she wasn't there he would have found a note saying where she was and what time she expected to be back. There was nothing. When she hadn't come home or called by seven o'clock he began to get nervous and was on the verge of calling the police when Jackie came in the front door. She had greeted him nervously; told him she had been at her sisters and had lost all track of time. He had immediately felt warning signals go off - Jackie and her sister had not gotten along for years so there was no way she was going to lose track of time while over there (more likely she would be watching the clock looking for an excuse to leave). The next day he had called home (something that he never did) three times and got no answer. He had taken the next day off from work and waited down the block from the house - he would follow Jackie and see what was going on.
Jackie came out of the house at noon and he had followed her. As soon as she turned onto Colfax he knew where she was going, and sure enough she pulled up in the parking lot behind the Bluebird Theatre. He had waited to give her time to get inside and he followed her in. Taking a seat in the back row he began searching the theatre and he finally located her five rows from the front. In the short time she had been inside she had attracted five men and for the next two hours he had watched as Jackie gave handjobs and sucked cock after cock after cock. He finally decided he had seen enough and was getting up to leave when Jackie got up and left with five men following her. They went out to the parking lot and climbed into a Chevy van and in less time that it takes to pull off a pair of panties he had heard the unmistakable sounds of Jackie being fucked.
That night he asked Jackie where she had been all day and she had told him she had done some volunteer work for the church. The next day he'd called and made an appointment with a private detective. The voice of the receptionist broke into his thoughts, "Mr. Beckman? Mr. Rosen will see you now."
He picked up the photos taken by the private detective and went into the lawyer's office.
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Christina pulled into the drive and stopped, got out and got the mail out of the box. She leafed quickly through it and saw there was nothing of any importance, at least not if she paid them on time. She hit the garage door opener and pulled into the garage and parked. It had been one hell of a day at work and the air conditioner hadn't been working properly and she decided that she needed a shower before starting dinner.
She started shedding clothes as she headed up the stairs; she would pick them up later, but right then all she wanted was to get under the showerhead. She entered the bedroom, pushed her thong down and stepped out of it and then unsnapped her bra and let it fall to the floor. As she was walking by the bed on her way to the bathroom she saw the envelope on the pillow. She smiled and her pussy tingled as she thought about what that envelope meant. First off, it meant that she wouldn't be fixing dinner. The second thing it meant was that she would be getting to bed late that night and that she would most probably be sexually exhausted by the time she fell asleep.
As she soaped her body she thought back to the night sixteen months ago when she and her husband Gary had gotten extremely mellow on wine and started talking about actually doing something about Gary's favorite fantasy. One that he had spent almost ten years pleading with her to try.
+++++
It had been the night that they had celebrated their tenth anniversary. They had gone out for dinner and dancing and had come home in a pretty good mood from the drinks they had consumed. Gary had turned on the gas fireplace, opened a bottle of Caywood Cabernet Sauvigon and they had curled up on the couch and sipped the wine. Gary had looked over at her and had seen her staring into the flames with a look that told him that she was someplace else.
"Penny for your thoughts?"
She pulled her gaze from the fire and said, "I'm not sure that you would like them."
"Oh come on Christina, they can't be that bad. Come on, don't hold out on me."
"I was thinking of our honeymoon ten years ago."
"Why wouldn't I like that? I thought we had a grand time."
"We did. But what I was thinking about was that bartender you kept trying to get me to take up to our room."
"I'll never understand why you didn't do it. He was willing, I was willing and you told me you thought he was a hunk."
"And I was a newly married bride Gary. I'll grant you I wasn't exactly the virgin queen in the years before I met and married you, but I wasn't a round-heeled slut either. I was only two days from promising to be true to only you."
"What made you think of him tonight?"
"The bartender at the club tonight. He kept looking at me like he wanted to pick me up, throw me over his shoulder and take me into the back room."
"So what? Most men look at you like that."
"You really want to know?"
"Of course."
"If this one had asked me I just might have gone."
"You're serious?"
"He never asked so we'll never know."
"Why him and why after all this time?"
"Him because he reminded me a lot of the guy from our honeymoon. And why now? Why not? It is something I have wanted to do since the first time you suggested it."
"Then why haven't you? You know that you have always had my blanket permission to go play if you ever wanted to."
"A ton of reasons Gary. At the time of the honey moon I was afraid that if I did it you would have thought you married a slut. All I could think about was looking up into your eyes as the bartender screwed me and seeing your disgust. There was no way I was going to throw my marriage away on my honey moon."
"But you wouldn't have. I must have told you twenty times that I wanted you to do it."
"I know that's what you said, but I was more worried about what you would do."
"I don't understand?"
"You remember that kegger you took me to at the Pi Kappa house?"
"Vaguely. What about it?"
"Remember what you did?"
"I remember getting pretty well smashed. We had to get someone to drive us home."
"You don't remember walking out onto the dance floor and pulling me away from some guy who you thought was dancing too close with me. You don't remember telling him that you didn't like him putting his hand on my ass while we danced? Well I remembered. If you couldn't handle me dancing with some guy there wasn't anyway on God's Green Earth that I was going to screw some guy in front of you."
"That was over ten years ago. Since then I've seen you swap tongues with guys under the mistletoe at Christmas parties and some of the dances you've done with guys at parties looked more like acts of sex than dancing and I've never gotten pissed."
"And I'm supposed to gamble my our marriage on your being able to handle my trying a strange cock?"
"I wish you would. It is and always has been my fondest wish to see you with another man. Even just hearing about it if you feel too nervous to have me there would be good enough."
"I really do wish I could believe you Gary, because I've thought about it ever since you brought it up. But as much as I'd like to do it I will not risk my marriage unless I can be absolutely sure that you can handle it."
"Well then, since we both seem to want it how about we spend some time thinking about how to make it happen. Lets find a way that you can be sure I can handle it. I know I can, all we have to do is convince you."
+++++
The next day she came home from work and went up to the bedroom to change out of her good work clothes and put on her sweats before fixing dinner. She noticed an envelope on her pillow on the bed. She picked it up, opened it and took out several sheets of paper. Across the top of the first sheet was printed Chandra's Dates. She started reading it and found that it was a story about a wife who cheated on her husband, but in such a way that he thought she was faking it. When he finally found out that she really was cheating he accepted it. She had to admit that the story was hot and she was surprised to find that one hand had gone to her left nipple and she was rolling it between her fingers. She folded the story and put it in her upper dresser drawer.
The next day there was another envelope and she opened it to find another story. This one was entitle Cassandra's Guy and it was another cheating wife story where the husband finally accepted the fact that his wife was going to have lovers from time to time. She read the story and once again found herself playing with her body. The story joined the first one in her top dresser drawer.
For the next two weeks there was a story waiting for her on her pillow almost every night when she got home from work. She figured they were Gary's way of keeping what they had talked about fresh in her mind. They were all stories about wives who fucked other men with their husband's permission or of women who cheated, got caught and then had their hubby's accept it. The more stories she read the more she wanted to have another man. Hell, she'd always wanted to have other men, what woman doesn't at one time or another, but the choice was always a varied sex life versus her marriage. She loved Gary and couldn't really believe he would be able to handle her playing around so the marriage always won. If there just could be some way she could be sure that Gary could handle it. He said he could, but you don't bet a marriage on something like that. She had to know for sure. And then she suddenly knew how to find out for sure if Gary could handle her being with another man. She would lie to him and the inspiration for the lie came from none other than Gary himself.
She came home from work one Monday night and found the usual envelope on her pillow and she opened it up and read the story. The story was titled Lotion and a Dozen Condoms and as she read it she knew what to do. The story spelled it out for her. The story joined the others in her dresser, she changed clothes and went downstairs to fix dinner and began to make her plans.
First, she primed the pump. "You will have to handle dinner on your own tomorrow sweetie."
"Oh? Why? Not that I can't of course, but what's up?"
"The girls have asked me to stop with them after work tomorrow. We will have dinner and a few drinks. Kind of like a girls night out."
"Will you be out late? Should I wait up?"
She had giggled, "Maybe you should. I hear they have a very handsome bartender there and you know me and the thing I have for hunky bartenders, right?"
"Yeah, right."
"You never know sweetie, one of these days I might just surprise you."
For some reason just the thought of what she was going to try fired her up and she did something that she hadn't done in ages. She got off her chair, got down on her hands and knees and crawled under the kitchen table. Before had any idea what she was doing she was pulling his zipper down.
"What are you doing Christina?"
"Gonna practice what I might be doing to the bartender tomorrow night."
She worked Gary's cock out of his pants and then she licked it like an ice cream cone. She swirled her tongue around the head and then sucked it into her mouth. A couple of long, slow sucks later she took her mouth off Gary long enough to say:
"Think he would like some of that?"
"You bitch; don't stop now."
She laughed and bent her head back to her task.
+++++
The next morning just before she left for work she got a fresh egg out of the fridge, put it in a plastic container and then put the container, along with a fork, into her shoulder bag. As she left the house she reflected on the fact that it was a good thing that Gary left for work before she did because she didn't want to have to explain why she was taking a blouse on a hanger with her to work.
She stopped at a Walgreen's on the way to work and got the rest of what she needed. Once at work she went straight to the women's bathroom and locked the door behind her. She laid the blouse down on the counter and took the fork and plastic container out of the shoulder bag and got to work. She cracked the eggshell and broke it into two halves. She carefully separated the egg white from the yolk and then dumped the egg white into the plastic container and then tossed the yolk and the shells in the trash can. She opened the Walgreen's bag and took out the bottle of KY Lotion and the shaker of salt she'd bought and opened them up. She added two drops of the KY and several grains of salt to the egg white and then used the fork to whip the mixture until all the salt was dissolved. The she used the fork to drop spots of the mixture on the spare blouse. She was hoping that when the mixture dried it would look like cum stains. That done, she washed the fork and the container and then she took her blouse and headed for her office.
She hadn't lied to Gary. She did stop with the girls that night. She usually stopped at least once a week with them, but she hardly ever stayed for more than one drink. Kathy, Bev, Mary and Sue were all single and their table tended to become 'party central' as the guys moved in to ask the girls to dance and to see who might be able to get lucky. Being married she wasn't comfortable with that and so she had her one drink - two on a rare occasion - and then she went on home.
That night she surprised the girls and stayed. They were even more surprised when she got up and danced with whomever asked her. She even surprised herself when she let a couple of her partner's get away with copping a feel. That was nothing new of course, but before Gary had always been there watching and smiling. She had let one persistent guy walk her out to her car and kiss her. She had even let him get a hand on her right breast before pushing his hand away and murmuring:
"Maybe next time."
She stopped a block from the house and changed into the egg stained blouse. She then took the KY Lotion and poured some into the plastic container, added just a touch of salt and then stirred it with the fork. She poured some on her hand and then worked it in like hand lotion and then she sat and waited for it to dry.
Gary was sitting in front of the television watching a sports talk program when she walked into the room and sat down in the chair across from him. She sat there and tried to look nervous and waited for Gary to open the ball. He looked over at her and asked:
"Have a nice time?"
She looked away from him and hoped that to him it looked like she didn't want to meet his eyes and said:
"It was okay."
"Just okay? Something happened and it is obviously bothering you. Out with it Christina. You know I'll stay after it like a dog worrying a bone until I get it out of you."
She hesitated for a couple of seconds and then she blurted out, "I did it."
"You did what?"
"I did what you wanted me to. I had sex with another man."
"YOU WHAT?!!!"
She cringed at the yell and it wasn't faked and Gary saw it.
"Whoa baby, I didn't mean to yell like that, it is just that you surprised the hell out of me." He patted the couch next to him, "Come on over here baby and tell me all about it."
She looked at his face and saw that he didn't seem upset so she got up and went over and sat down beside him.
"Tell me baby, I want to know every detail. Where, how many times, how big was he, how did it happen, I want to know all of it."
"You're sure?"
"I'm positive baby, everything, every bit of it. Was it the bartender?"
"No. It happened at the bar, but it wasn't the bartender."
"Tell me."
"There really isn't much to tell. The girls and I stopped for drinks. Guys were coming over to our table and asking us to dance and after a couple of drinks I got up and danced with a few guys. There was this one really cute guy who kept coming back and asking me to dance and after the fourth dance with him I went back to his booth with him. We talked, had another drink and the next time we danced he pushed his cock into my leg and I pushed back. He smiled and let his hands slide down my back until they came to rest on my ass and I didn't push them away.
"The whole time we had been sitting in his booth talking I had been thinking about your fantasy and I liked the looks of the guy and he seemed real nice so I just let things run to see where they would go. After the dance we went back to his booth and talked some more and then he started playing 'footsie' with me under the table. When I didn't protest he got up and moved to my side of the booth and slid in next to me. He put a hand on my leg and I didn't push it away so he started moving it up my leg and I didn't stop him until his hand went under my skirt and then I stopped him and told him no, not in the bar. He said we could go out to his car and I nodded a yes and we got up and went outside to the parking lot.
" We got in his car, embraced and then started necking like a couple of teenagers. He was a pretty good kisser and you know how worked up I can get with a lot of frenching. Anyway, while we were steaming up the windows he got his hand up under my skirt and started rubbing my pussy. I spread my legs for him Gary. I opened myself up for him like an easy slut and he slid two fingers into my pussy."
"Christina, are you making this up? Are you trying to tease me?"
Moment of truth time she had thought and then she raised her right hand in front of his face. "Lick my palm Gary."
"Why?"
"Please, just lick my hand."
He had looked at her for a second and then he had taken her hand and licked it. He made a face and then he licked it again. Tastes bitter, almost salty. What is it?"
Here goes nothing she said to herself. "Another man's sperm Gary. You have just tasted the man I was with tonight."
Gary had looked at her in amazement, "No shit? You did it? You really did it?"
"Well, kind of."
"What does that mean?"
"I didn't fuck him. All I did was give him a hand job."
"Oh wow. I can't believe it. You actually went and did it."
"He came a little quicker than I expected and I wasn't ready for it. See the cum stains here on my blouse?"
Gary looked at the egg stains and again he said, "Oh wow."
"You're not mad?"
Gary had taken her hand and had put it on the hard lump in his trousers. "Does this feel like I'm mad? After ten years you are on your way to being the 'hot wife' I've always wanted and you thought I'd be mad? Silly girl" and he had started to undress her.
It was one of the wildest nights of her life up to that time. Gary undressed her right there on the couch and went down on her. He licked and sucked at her clit and then stuck his tongue inside her and she shivered as she wondered if he would have done that had she gotten on Don's back seat and gone all the way. Gary stuck a finger in her pussy and began rubbing her G-spot and she arched up off the couch and pushed her pussy into his face. He inserted a second finger and then a third and she had moaned and then had cum.
Gary stood up and dropped his trousers, "I hope we don't stain the couch," he said as he drove his cock into her, "But I can't wait until I can get you into the bedroom."
It was a fast and furious fuck and Gary pounded her through two orgasms before he got his own and then he picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. A session of sixty-nine gave her one more orgasm and Gary another erection and he lifted her legs up on his shoulders and slid into her sopping wet pussy. He slammed into her hard and fast. He fucked her with an urgency she hadn't felt in years and she had another orgasm. He kept pounding into her. It was as if knowing she had been with another man had flipped a switch somewhere inside him that turned him on and wouldn't let him shut off. He brought her to two more orgasms before he finally had his and he was about to swing into another sixty-nine when she stopped him.
"Save some for tomorrow baby. I need to get some sleep; I've got a hard day ahead of me at the office in the morning."
Gary fell next to her on the bed and she had rolled over and snuggled up to him. When her breathing had returned to normal she had said:
"Gary?"
"What baby?"
"He wants to see me again. I gave him my number at the office and told him to call me. What should I do?"
Gary was silent for a second or two and then he said, "Fuck him." Two more seconds of silence and then he said, "I mean that literally. Fuck him and then come home and tell me about it."
+++++
The day at work she spent a lot of time looking out the window and trying to figure out what she wanted to do. No, that wasn't right, she knew what she wanted to do. It was what Gary had wanted her to do for years, but that she had been too afraid to do. She had never done it because she had always been afraid that he really wouldn't like it. Fantasy was one thing, but reality was a whole different animal. That she was going to do it was almost a foregone conclusion. Gary's reaction to the hand job story put most of her worries about him really wanting it and being able to handle it to rest. Most - but not all - so she had made a second trial run.
Two days later just before she left the house to go to work she told Gary, "Don called me at work today and asked me if I would meet him at the bar for a drink. Is that okay with you?"
"Of course it is."
"Are you absolutely sure? After the hand job he got the other night I'm sure that he is going to try and fuck me."
"Are you going to let him?"
"That's what this conversation is all about baby. The question is not whether I'm going to let him, but do you want me to let him?"
"The other night when you told me he wanted to see you again I told you to fuck him. I meant it."
"Okay sweetie, I'm trusting you on this. I may be late" and she had kissed him and headed out the door.
That night she stopped with the girls again and it was a repeat of the previous night she had stopped. Drinks and dancing, and since Don was there again, some heavy necking in his booth. She had stopped a block from the house and had squirted a liberal dose of KY Lotion into her pussy. Once in the house she had gone straight up to the bedroom. As she passed the living room she had called out to Gary:



"Better hurry baby, before all of him leaks out of me."
She had hurried into the bedroom, stripped and had crawled on the bed. She had spread her legs wide and then had watched the doorway. She remembered thinking that it was the acid test. She would know the minute he came through the door if he really wanted his fantasy to become a reality or not. She heard him coming up the steps and she braced herself for the moment of truth. She smiled in relief as Gary came through the doorway dropping clothes as he came.
"You did it? You really did it?"
She almost felt guilty at deceiving him, but she would make it up to him.
"Come on Gary, hurry baby, get your sloppy seconds while they are still fresh."
He fell on her. No foreplay, no questions, just shoved his cock into her squishy pussy and then he fucked her hard.
"Oh God, you did it, you did it," he moaned as he rammed himself into her. He was a raging bull. She came twice as he fucked her hard and when he came he didn't pull out. He held himself in her and she felt his cock start to soften and then it stopped! It was almost as if Gary willed his cock to get hard again and she felt it start to harden. She was amazed. As many times as she and Gary had had sex in the ten years of their marriage that had never happened before.
The second time was slower as Gary started out with long, slow strokes and said, "Tell me about it."
"No," she had moaned.
"Tell me Christina, I want to know."
"No. Fuck me honey, fuck me."
"Tell me Chris."
"No baby, not yet, not until you make me cum. He did. He made me cum twice. You have to make me cum; you have to earn your story."
"You bitch, you slut, you whore! I want the story."
"No!" she cried, "Not until you make me cum."
The long, slow strokes stopped as he pounded into her and she moaned and teased him.
"Fuck me hard Gary, he did. He was a bull Gary, he fucked me hard and fast. Do it Gary, hard and fast. Take your pussy back Gary. He claimed it. He owned it at the bar tonight, you have to take it back. Come on Gary, fuck me hard, take your pussy back."
She had moaned, she had cried and she had screamed as Gary rammed his hard cock into her. Her nails clawed at his back as he gave her orgasms. Sweat was dripping off him and he was breathing hard.
"Mine," he moaned, "Mine damn it, mine, mine."
"Cum for me baby" she had crooned in his ear, "Cum for me, fill your pussy baby, fill your pussy."
"Oh God" he moaned as he shoved hard into her and she felt his warmth flood her and held himself still while he drained.
When he had fallen to the bed beside her and she was lying next to him with his arms around her she made up a story about how Don had gotten her into one of the bar's storage rooms and had bent her over a stack of beer cases and had fucked her from behind. She told Gary she had turned around and sucked Don's cock until he was hard again and he had taken her a second time. To her surprise - and delight - Gary had gotten hard again as he listened to her story and he had mounted her again.
Her fears put to rest she decided to actually give him his fantasy.
+++++
She had already decided that the first man was going to be Don. He deserved something for what she had put him through with all of her teasing. She had led him on. She had let his hands wander all over her body and she had shoved her tongue down his throat a time or two. He was nice and she did like him so yes, it would be him.
But how? Should it be something leisurely, like a couple of hours in a motel or hotel? Or something a little more sordid? Gary had seemed to get turned on by her bent over the beer cases story; should she maybe try and do it for real? She quickly decided no on that. It would be way too risky. Getting caught doing it by the wrong people could be disastrous. The question that had to be answered was what would turn Gary on the most. The slow seduction or the quick and dirty. The more she thought about it the more she thought that Gary would like the quick and dirty. And for quick and dirty nothing could beat that old standby - the back seat in the parking lot.
+++++
She waited until Wednesday because that was Gary's bowling night and she didn't want him to see what she was doing. She got the pile of stories out of her top dresser drawer and looked them over. On the bottom of the pages she saw the Internet addresses of the sites the stories had come from and she sat down at the computer, pulled up one of the sites and then had gone looking. It took her almost an hour to find exactly what she was looking for and she printed the story out.
It wasn't a complicated story and that's why she had chosen it. A woman whose husband liked for her to screw other men went to a bar with her girlfriends. Some drinks and some dancing and then she had allowed a man to take her out to the parking lot. She did the man on his back seat and then went home and told her hubby all about it. She folded the pages, put them in an envelope and wrote, "Do not open until twelve noon" on the front and then placed the envelope on Gary's pillow.
She was in the basement working out on the Stairmaster when she heard Gary come home. Several minutes later she heard the shower running. It was another twenty minutes before she finished her workout and went up to take her shower and she found Gary sitting on the bed holding the envelope and looking at it.
"What's this?" he asked.
"You will know at noon tomorrow. Want your dick sucked before I take my shower?"
He did and so she did.
+++++
The next day at one Gary had called her at work. "I read what was in the envelope. What does it mean?"
"It means that I'll be home late tonight and you just read the script for what I'll be doing. You can wait up if you would like. I have to get back to work now. Bye-bye."
Then she had waited to see if he would call back and tell her no. He didn't call so after work she went to the bar with Kathy and the rest of the girls. That night she destroyed whatever image the other girls had of her as far as being a faithful wife was concerned. She sat and drank with the girls until Don came in, saw her and asked her to dance. She had moved to his booth with him and then it had gotten steamy. Their dances were lewd as he pressed his cock into her and she pushed her pussy back at him. His hands were everywhere. On her ass, on her tits, and he even slid his hand down inside the front of her skirt and rubbed her panty covered pussy.
In the booth they drank, swapped tongues and he ran a hand up her leg and she opened her legs wide to give him better access. As he slid a finger into her love hole her hand went to his fly, worked his zipper down and reached inside for his cock. It was the first cock she'd touched other than Gary's since she had said, "I do." It throbbed in her hand and she had felt so wicked to be sitting in a booth in a bar that was full of people and playing with the cock of a man who was not her husband.
She had worked Don's cock out and was stroking it when the waitress came to the table. She bent down and whispered:
"Stan has suggested that you take it outside before someone important notices what you are doing. He doesn't want to lose his liquor license."
She hadn't realized that she and Don had been so blatantly obvious. Don had put his cock away and they had gotten up to go out to the parking lot. She had stopped by the table and had handed Kathy her purse and had said, "Here, watch this for me till I get back" and she had giggled at the look on Kathy's face as she followed Don out the door.
Don's car was parked right under one of the parking lot pole lights and she had looked around and then pointed at the back of the lot where it was dark.
"Move your car down there and back in next to the Dumpster" and she had started walking that way.
Don was parked when she got there. On the way down she had thought about the bending over the beer cases story she had told Gary and she had decided to deviate from the script she had given Gary, but she didn't think he would mind when he heard about it.
Don was sitting in the car waiting for her when she got there, but she didn't get in the car. She had motioned for him to get out and when he did and he walked to the back of the car where she was he found her leaning over the trunk with her panties laying on the truck lid in front of her, her skirt up around her waist and her legs spread wide. She had smiled at him and asked:
"Why is your dick still in your pants?"
He had grinned at her and had said, "Oh my, the lady has a kinky side to her."
He stepped up behind her, pulled her ass cheeks apart and pushed the knob of his cock at her opening. She was already very wet and she pushed back at him and he slid inside her. He began pumping into her and she bit her lip to keep from crying out. She had writhed and wiggled on his cock as he slammed into her. Her hands were on the trunk lid bracing herself for his thrusts and to help her push back to meet him. She kept one eye on the back door of the bar in case anyone should come out and head their way as she urged Don on:
"That's it, fuck me, fuck me hard. Make me cum, get me off, harder, harder."
Don gave it to her hard and deep and she felt every inch of it as it slid in, slid back and then plunged all the way in again. She was near her orgasm and she moaned:
"Get me there, make me cum, get me there."
He slammed his cock hard into her and she went off like a rocket. His cock was rubbing her clit and it made her climax again and again. The she felt Don's cum gushing into her and the two of them just stood there, Don leaning against her as his cock softened.
She had wondered how she would feel after fucking another man and now she knew - she felt great! She felt so good in fact that she didn't want to quit and run on home. She didn't know if she would ever do it again so she wanted to make this time last.
She pushed herself away from the car and that caused Don to step back and his limp cock fell out of her. She had turned and knelt in front of him. She lifted his limp cock in her hand and then licked their combined juices off of it and then she took the head in her mouth and worked on it with her tongue. Soft, his cock filled her mouth and she took all of him in and sucked on him as he started to get hard again. As he grew she had to back her mouth off a little to keep from choking.
She wished Gary was there to see her giving another man head so she could look into his eyes as her lips moved back and forth. No matter, she knew he would be turned on when she got home and told him about it. Don was fully erect by then and she used her right hand to jack him off while her mouth sucked on his cock head and her left hand caressed his nuts. She felt his balls draw up tight and she knew he was ready to cum again. She pulled her mouth off of him and stood up.
"Back seat time baby" she said and the two of them had climbed in the car. She had lain down on the seat and put her right leg up on the back of the front seat and as she looked up at Don she felt just as wicked as she had felt the last time one of her high school boyfriends had taken her on a back seat. Don had knelt between her legs and was looking down at her feasting his eyes on the sight and she had smiled at him and had used her hands to pull her pussy lips apart and open herself up for him. He lined up his cock and pushed into her and her hands had grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him to her. The second time was long and very satisfying and Don gave her two more orgasms before he spent himself in her.
She was on her knees sucking Don's cock and trying to get him up again when there was a tap on the window. She had looked up and had seen Kathy looking in the window at them. She leaned over and opened up the window and Kathy had said:
"I'm leaving now so I brought you your purse" and she had handed it through the open window. After Kathy had gone and she had rolled up the window she and Don had looked at each other and had started laughing. Somehow that broke the mood and she had kissed Don, thanked him for a good time and then she had gone home to Gary.
Gary was in bed waiting for her when she got home. His cock was pointing straight up at the ceiling and she had smiled and asked:
"Is that for me?" and indeed it had been, three times.
+++++
She waited a week before she left the next "Do not open until noon" envelope on Gary's pillow. That afternoon at work every time the phone rang she picked it up expecting it to be Gary telling her "No!" When she hadn't heard form him by quitting time she had gone to the bar with the girls. As she was sipping her first margarita Kathy had asked:
"Is Don going to be here tonight?"
"I certainly hope so."
"Look, I'm glad you're having fun, but it embarrassed the hell out of me having to bring you your purse last week. Please don't do that to me tonight."
"I won't. Tonight I'm taking him home with me."
"Oh my God. What about your husband?"
"He's out of town on business for a couple of days."
"You're going to do Don on the bed you share with your husband?"
"Yep, and if I'm lucky hubby will call on the phone while Don and I are doing the nasty."
She had almost laughed when Kathy's eyes had gotten big. She didn't know why she was pulling Kathy's chain. It was probably because Kathy and the other girls (all of whom had made trips out to the parking lot) had always considered her a 'goody two-shoes' and she was enjoying bursting their bubble.
Just the Don had come in and taken a booth and she got up and joined him.
"Do you want to waste time on drinking and dancing or would you rather get right to the fucking?"
"Silly question. Take your panties off and lie down on the table."
"Right answer sweetie. Hubby is out of town on business. Follow me home" and she had gotten up and headed for the parking lot. Fifteen minutes later she had pulled into her drive with Don right behind her. He had followed her in the front door and as it closed behind them she had turned and gone to her knees in front of him. In seconds his pants were around his ankles and she had his cock in her mouth. She gave it several licks and sucks and then she had stood up and started taking off her dress as she said:
"Get naked lover and follow me."
She headed for the stairs stripping as she went. When she and Don walked into her bedroom they were both naked. She led him over to the bed, had him sit down and then she went to her knees in front of him again. She took his cock in her hand and slowly stroked it as she looked up into his eyes and then she had moved her head forward and licked it like an ice cream cone.
A side long glance showed her that the closet door was opened just a bit and she moaned and took the head of Don's cock in her mouth and licked all around it. She had one hand on Don's ass and the other cupping his balls. Her head moved back and forth as she fucked her mouth with Don's cock. When his hands went to the back of her head she pulled away from him and crawled up on the bed. She spread her legs wide and waited for him to mount her.
"Come on lover" she urged, Get over here and fuck me. Put that beautiful cock in me lover and make me scream."
She was wet, extremely wet, just from knowing that Gary was in the closet watching her be a slut for another man. Don slid easily into her and he began to slowly fuck her as she pushed her hips up at him to meet his thrusts. He began to pick up the pace a little and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around him. Two minutes into it she had her first orgasm and she cried out and her cry spurred him on. He was fucking her fast and hard and she was moaning:
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, oh God yes."
Her hands clawed at his back as her second orgasm swept over her. Don was close to coming and he began to ram his cock into her and she moaned:
"Yes baby, yes, cum for me, cum for me" and he shot his load deep in her cunt.
Don pulled back and rolled onto the bed beside her. He leaned on one elbow and looked into her face.
"I could fuck you forever if you would let me."
Her hand had gone to his limp dick and as she fondled it she had giggled and said, "If you could stay hard forever I would probably let you, but you keep going soft on me."
"But you always seem to be able to bring me back into a useful condition."
"Yes, I guess I do and it is something that I like to do."
She moved over him until she was in a sixty-nine and she looked toward the closet at where she thought Gary's face would be and she blew him a kiss. She lowered her head and, eyes still on the closet, she went to work on sucking her lover hard again. Her head bobbed up and down on Don's shaft as she licked and sucked. She was slurping noisily as she pictured Gary watching her be a slut.
Don grew in her mouth and she took her mouth off of him and spun around until she was poised over him. She took hold of Don's cock and guided it into her pussy. Once the head was past the lips she rammed herself down on him and took him all the way in. She began to slide up and down on his pole and she rode him like a bull rider. She bent forward so her tits swayed just above his face and he raised his head and captured the left one and with his mouth and bit at the nipple and she moaned.
Don wrapped his arms around her and rolled her over on her back. He lifted her legs up on his shoulders to get deeper penetration and then he started fucking her hard.
"Oh god yes, give it to me, give it to me" she cried. Don rammed her harder and faster and she moaned, "Oh yeah, fuck me, like that baby, fuck me hard like that."
He pounded into her hard for several minutes as she moaned and begged him to make her cum. She had two more orgasms before he grunted, "Coming, coming, I'm coming" and let loose in her. He fell to the bed beside her and she sat up and looked down at him.
"You have one more in you?"
"Probably not."
"Not even if I suck on your dick some more?"
"Well, you do have a magic mouth. I suppose we could try."
She lowered her head and took him in her mouth again. Her right hand started caressing his balls and her left rubbed his scrotum. She licked the length of him several times and then started sucking on the head. She moved her left hand and started teasing his asshole with a finger and was rewarded when his cock twitched. She took more of his cock in her mouth and worked the finger into his butt hole and he arched up off the bed and drove his cock all the way into her mouth. The helmet hit the back of her throat and she wiggled the finger in his ass some more and his cock throbbed as it hurried to become erect. She moved her left to his balls and used her right to jack him off as she sucked on the head and she felt his cock growing.
She pulled her head off of him and got on her hands and knees. "My ass baby. I want this one in my ass. My ass is the only part of me you haven't had so take it baby, fuck my ass."
Don moved in behind her and slid his cock into her pussy to get it wet and then he put the head of his cock against her butt hole. He pushed forward and she had pushed back and Don slid into her tight channel inch by inch. She buried her head in a pillow and moaned as he fucked her. She cried out as she had one orgasm after another as minute by minute his hard cock plundered her butt. She stopped moving and just lay there as Don pounded her ass. Then she had a mind blowing orgasm and fell forward on the bed just as Don had his climax and shot his cum all over her butt.
She rolled over and looked up at him. "That's it baby, I'm done. This little girl needs to get some rest if she is going to be worth anything at work tomorrow."
"I was hoping I was going to get to spend the night."



"Maybe next time lover, but not tonight."
The front door closed and Gary came out of the closet. He had been in there three hours and he looked haggard. She had giggled and then she had said:
"Am I going to have a mess to clean up in the closet?"
"You fucking whore" he had cried as he pushed her down on the bed and mounted her.
+++++
For the next week Gary could not keep his hands off of her and she and Gary had sex in damned near every room in the house. She had been in the laundry room sorting clothes when he had come in, picked her up and sat her on the dryer and did her. She was in the kitchen fixing dinner when he came in and took her on the kitchen table. They had been on the couch watching Dancing With The Stars on television and he had pulled her off the couch and onto the floor and fucked her. He followed her into the shower, bent her over and took her from behind, on the hood of the car in the garage and on the grass in the back yard under a full moon. The two of them were worse than newly weds.
It was on a Thursday, one week after Gary had watched her from the closet, and she had come home from work to find an envelope on her pillow. She opened it and read the story inside and then looked at her watch. She could make it, but she would have to skip her shower. She quickly changed out of her work clothes and into a short skirt, low cut blouse and four-inch heels. She grabbed her purse, took one last look at the address written on the bottom of the last page of the story and headed for her car.
She walked into the lounge of the Hilton and took a quick look around. She saw Gary sitting off in a corner, but made sure that her eyes didn't stop or settle on him. There was an empty stool at the bar and she headed for it. She sat down and ordered a margarita and when the bartender brought it he waved her money away.
"The gentleman at the end of the bar says it's on him."
She looked that way and a rather good looking middle aged man smiled at her and raised his glass in a salute. She raised hers, mouthed a "thank you" and took a sip. She was not at all surprised when minutes later the man slid onto the stool next to her.
"Hi, I'm Ray."
"Hi Ray, I'm Susan."
"Waiting for someone?"
"Not any more."
"What brings a lovely lady like you to this place?"
"Well Ray, I put my husband on an airplane yesterday and sent him off on a three day business trip. I got lonely so here I am looking for some company. Do I have to keep looking Ray?"
"You want to skip all the bullshit and just go on up to my room?"
"I like a man who doesn't waste time Ray, lets go."
Two hours later she walked off the elevator into the lobby and saw Gary sitting in one of the chairs. He got up, walked over to her and led her into the men's bathroom. She'd read the story so she knew what to do. She walked to the last stall, her high heels clicking on the hard floor, and opened the stall door. Gary walked in, sat down and took out his cock. She moved into the stall, locked the door and then straddled Gary. She looked down into his eyes and then she slowly slid down on his cock. He slid right into the soupy mess between her legs and she began to ride him.
"He fucked me baby, he fucked me twice. I gave him a blow job after the first time to get him up again sweetie. His cock was slick with our juices. Want to taste him sweetie?"
She leaned forward to kiss Gary and he pulled back from her. "Oh come on baby, don't be that way. You let him fuck me. You told me to do it. Kiss me baby, kiss your whore" and she had grabbed his head with both hands, mashed her lips against his and then forced her tongue into his mouth just as the woman in the story had done to her husband.
"He wanted my ass baby. He wanted to fuck my butt and he had the perfect cock for it. It was long and skinny and it would have fit in my ass real nice, but I wouldn't let him. Two fucks and a blow job were all that the story called for. He was pissed that I wouldn't let him have my butt. Called me a whore. He called me a whore after I gave him the best fuck of his life. Low life bastard. Come on honey, cum for me. Add yours to his baby, come on, do it."
"God Chris, you are such a slut."
"I know baby, but it is what you wanted."
+++++
After that night they had talked and decided that to keep things fresh they would limit things to about once a month and they would alternate ideas. The next year had become an exciting sexual high for both of them as they searched the Net for stories that had appealed to them and then put those stories into play.
There had been one rough spot about fourteen months into their little game. She'd had to take a three day business trip and she had found a story about a woman on a business trip that had a two night affair while away from home. It was only two weeks since their last incident and it wasn't her turn to choose, but she had felt that Gary would be all right with it under the circumstances. She left the envelope on his pillow just before leaving for the airport.
She had arrived in Denver, checked into the hotel and then had attended her first meeting. By six she was back at the hotel. She set up her laptop and checked her email - nothing from Gary - and then she had gone down to the hotel dinning room for dinner. After dinner she had looked into the lounge and what she had seen looked promising so she had gone back up to her room and changed into a simple, but sexy dress and put on her four inch heels. She checked her email one last time - nothing from Gary - made sure that she had her cell phone and then headed for the lounge.
She took a seat at the bar and was on her second drink when a good looking man sat next to her and offered to buy her a drink. She had said yes and checked her watch. It was seven thirty-five, more than enough time for Gary to have called her cell or to have emailed her to tell her no.
Half an hour later she was on her bed on her hands and knees as Sam fed her his cock from behind. He was giving her long hard strokes and she was pushing her ass back to meet him. She was looking forward to two nights of his hard pounding cock and she was expecting to wake up with him beside her in the morning. She would wake him up with some head, fuck him and then they could shower together, part for the day and then meet to fuck all night again.
She was just settling down from her third orgasm and Sam was fucking her hard to get his first one when her cell phone rang. She stretched across the bed, Sam still pounding away, to get the phone off the nightstand.
"Hello?"
"Hi babe."
"Hi love."
"I just got home and found the story."
"Like the idea?"
"Not really. I'm too far away and it will be two days before I see you again. I would just as soon you not do it."
"Oh shit!"
"What's the matter?"
Just then Sam's cock had rubbed her G-spot and she had moaned.
"What? What was that?"
"I'm sorry baby, I really am, but it is too late. You didn't call so I went ahead."
"You doing it now?"
Her "Yes" turned into a long "Yessssssss" as Sam hit her G-spot again.
"I guess I'd better leave you alone then" and he hung up on her.
Shit, shit, shit! Gary was pissed at her, but what the hell could she do about it at that point? She just couldn't pull away from Sam and tell him to leave. He needed to get off, God knows he'd earned it with the solid fucking he had given her so far, but she had to get on the phone and call Gary back.
"Hurry honey, cum for me" she had moaned. "That was my husband. He's at the airport. He decided to surprise me. Hurry baby, hurry. Cum for me, please cum for me."
Sam put on a burst of speed and then he shot into her and she pulled away from him and bent and sucked his cock clean of their juices and then hurried him out the door.
She'd immediately called Gary and she could tell he wasn't happy with her. She had explained that she had waited until after seven-thirty before doing anything so he would have time to call her if he didn't want her doing it. He told her that since she wasn't home he had stopped with the guys after work for a couple of beers and hadn't gotten home until just minutes before he called her. They had managed to work through the bad spot, but it had put a damper on things. It was almost three months before she found the next envelope on her pillow and since then things had been fine.
+++++
She finished her shower and dried herself off with a heavy bath towel and then she used the hair dryer to dry her hair. She walked over to the bed and as she reached for the envelope on her pillow her pussy tingled as she wondered what was in store for her.
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It has been said that "All is well that ends well" but who is it that determines what is "well"? A case in point: I find out that my wife is an unfaithful whore and I toss her out on her ass and I'm rid of her. It ended well for me right? Then how come I'm so fucking miserable?
It started six months ago when I married my secretary. Hillary was hired by my dick. The day she came in for her interview and walked into my office my brains shot right down into the head of my cock and it said, "You are hired" before we even said hello to each other. A tall woman, 5 feet 9 inches, and a body to die for (36-22-34 I found out later). She had the face of an angel and long blond hair that hung down to the middle of her back. When she sat down in front of me and crossed her incredibly long legs I only had one question I wanted to ask: "When can you start."
I did ask the other questions like how many words a minute she could type, how was her shorthand, and how familiar was she with the computer programs I mentioned. To this day I don't even remember her answers to those questions, but they didn't matter because I wasn't going to let her get away even if she couldn't do any of that stuff. Fortunately she turned out to be an excellent typist, could take dictation and was a whiz on the computer. Nine months later we were married and six months after I began to see and hear things that led me to believe that Hillary was not all that faithful to me.
+++++
At first it was what I didn't hear. Guys would be standing around talking, but would shut up when I approached or they would see me coming and the group would quickly disperse. Once I entered the men's room and caught the tail end of a conversation that immediately stopped when I walked in. I only heard three words, "Is fucking Hillary," before Ron and Burt saw me, zipped up and left.
I started watching Hillary but I never saw anything out of line and I marked it all up to an overactive imagination. It wasn't until I wired the conference room that I actually heard something definite. I had several sub-groups working on various projects and they used the conference room for team meetings. I got tired of having them come to my office to get me to come to the conference room just to answer some pissy assed question so I decided to just put in an intercom system. If they needed my input they could just buzz me and I could answer their questions without having to leave my office. I put in the system and then ran several checks to make sure that it worked right. The last check was from the room to my office and it worked fine, but I forgot to turn it off when I left the room.
I was sitting in my office cleaning up some paperwork when Steve, Mike, Al and Joe came into the room. Mike asked where Bob was and Joe laughed.
"Where do you think he is? He's trying to line Hillary up for when Chuck goes out of town tomorrow."
No mistaking who they were talking about. I was the only Chuck working there (actually I owned the company) and I was the only one there who had a wife named Hillary and I was going out of town the next day on a two day business trip.
"Why aren't you trying?" Mike asked Joe.
"I did, but she said she wanted to try someone new."
Several laughs and then Al said, "That means I won't be getting any for a while."
"I wonder if Chuck gets any?" Mike said and Al laughed again and said, "When would she squeeze him in?" and they all laughed.
Just then Bob came into the room and asked what was so funny.
"We were just wondering if Chuck ever gets to fuck his wife."
"I don't know about Chuck, but I do know who is going to burying the bone in her tomorrow."
"You dog you" Al said.
"Get ready for some kinky" Steve chimed in.
"Kinky? What do you mean kinky?"
"She get s off on having your cock in her cunt or her ass while she's talking to Chuck on the phone."
"No shit?"
"No shit guy."
"You think Chuck knows?"
"I know for a fact that he doesn't. Hillary tells everyone she fucks to make damned sure that they never do anything that might let Chuck catch on. She says if she even gets a whiff he might be suspicious every one of us will be cut off for good. You'll get the speech tomorrow before she unzips your fly and she means it. So know this, you fuck it up for the rest of us and we will hunt you down and cut your dick off. Right guys?"
That was followed by all of them saying, "Fucking A" or "You bet your ass."
Then Mike said, "Okay guys, to business. What are we going to do about...." And at that point I turned off the intercom and took the tape out of the system recorder and put it in my briefcase.
+++++
One of the things I'm not is stupid. I didn't sit there and moan, "Oh it can't be; she loves me, I just know she does." Denial is not part of my makeup. One guy and it could just be wishful thinking, but when five guys are talking about what they have already done you don't wring your hands and say there must be some mistake.
What burned me the most was that those same five guys were supposed to be my good friends. We went fishing together, took weekend trips to Vegas together and played poker at my house every other Friday. Some fucking friends! Then there was Hillary. What had happened there? How had the blush left the rose so fast? Could it be that she only married me for my money? Marry the owner of the company and be set for life? I didn't know and I didn't care to fine out. I would verify that it was true and then she wouldn't know what hit her.
+++++
The next evening I called home from San Francisco at my usual time and when Hillary answered the phone she sounded a little out of breath. I wasn't paying close attention to what she was saying because I was straining to see if I could hear background noise. I thought I heard heavy breathing and I know I heard a 'squishy' sound. My bet is that it was being made by a cock driving into a very wet hole. Hillary and I made small talk for a couple of minutes and we each told the other that we loved them and then we hung up. I hoped Bob was enjoying himself; it would be a shame to go through what was going to happen to him and not have gotten something out of it.
When I got home Hillary was waiting for me dressed in my favorite outfit, a pair of 'come fuck me' pumps and nothing else. She asked me if I would like a drink or would I rather just hurry up to bed. Hillary was a fantastic piece of ass and I was going to miss her, but I was a realist and I knew that I didn't have to start missing her until she was actually gone so I dropped my briefcase on the floor and started undressing. It was a long night and she tried to fuck me to death and when I left for work the next morning I again thought of how much I was going to miss her.
+++++
The Friday coming up was the regular night for our poker game. The reason the game was held at my house was simple - so I wouldn't have a problem getting home. I can not handle alcohol. I love to drink, I enjoy drinking and I have a good time when I drink right up to the point where I pass out. When that happens I'm dead to the world and nothing can wake me up. The way that it has always been is that we would meet at my house, play poker until I passed out and then my 'friends' would pick me up, lay me on the couch, finish out the hand and leave.
On poker nights Hillary, saying that she couldn't stand being around a bunch of loud-mouthed men, would leave and go shopping or take in a movie. Up until a week ago I had no reason to doubt that what she said she did is what she actually did, but now I wondered if she did any of those things. To me it stood to reason that if she got such a kick getting fucked while talking to me on the phone she would get an even bigger kick out of fucking them while I was right there in the room.
Thursday, while Hillary was at her standing afternoon hair appointment I went home and set up two remote controlled video cameras and put the remote controls under the seat cushions on the couch and then headed on back to work.
Friday at seven the guys began arriving and by seven-fifteen we were all sitting at the table ready to play. Hillary came into the room, kissed me and told me she would see me when I woke up in the morning and then she left to go to the movies.
"This is going to be a great night boys" I said, "I can feel it in my bones." I broke the seal on a new deck of cards and we cut for the deal. I pulled the ace of spades. "An omen boys, get your wallets out and get ready to contribute. House rules same as always. Three raises, no check and raise, five-dollar limit and dealers choice. I called five card draw, jacks or better to open and dealt the cards. I picked up my cards and looked at them and had to smile. I had three jacks and two junk cards. Al, to my left was the first bettor and he passed. Mike passed and Steve opened for a dollar. Joe raised a dollar and Bob folded. I smiled and said, "Yes indeed my men, my lucky night" and I raised five bucks. Al threw his hands in and every one else still in called.
Mike took one card so I knew he was trying for a flush or a straight. Steve took three so I knew he had a high pair. It was jacks or better to open and I had three jacks so he had to have queens, kings or aces. Joe took two which made him a difficult read. He could have three of a kind, but he had been known to hold a high pair with an ace kicker and then bluff up a storm. I took two and when I looked I saw that I had tossed in two junk cards just to make room for two more junk cards. Mike checked and Steve bet a dollar and Joe called which told me he hadn't gotten any help for his high pair. I raised five bucks, Mike and Steve folded and Joe called. I showed my three jacks and Joe tossed his hand in saying "shit!" I raked in the pot and chortled, "My night guys, no need to play, just hand me your money"
My usual drink was vodka tonic with a twist of lime and that is what it looked like I was drinking, but it was only water in my glass. I swigged my water down and when the glass got close to empty I got up and asked the guys if they were ready for refills and then I went and filled my glass with water and brought them back their drinks.
I was winning one out of every four pots and was the original 'good time Charlie' as I drank my water and acted as if I was getting blitzed. Three hours into the game and in the middle of a losing hand I did my pass out routine. Al got up and shook me and I played dead.
"He's out" Al said, "Help me get him to the couch.
Steve came over to help him while Mike took out his cell phone and made a call. "He's out" he said to whoever was on the other end. "Okay babe, see you in ten. She's on the way," he said to the group, "Let's finish the hand. Might even get in two more before she gets here."
Bob, who was playing with the group for the first time, asked what they were going to do about me. "Nothing" Al said, "He is what makes this thing work for us."
"I don't understand."
"Just wait young Bob, and be amazed."
Ten minutes later Hillary came in the front door and as it closed behind her I reached under the cushions for the remote that controlled the camera set up to cover the room. Hillary took one look at me and said, "Damn it guys, why do we have to go through this every time. You know you are supposed to set him on the couch so it looks like he's watching."
Steve and Bob came over and rearranged me so it looked like I was sitting there watching what was going on. While I was being positioned Hillary undressed and said, "Cut the cards to see who goes first." Al cut the high card and Hillary asked him, "What do you want lover?"
"I want your pussy doggie style."
Hillary moved around the table and through squinty eyes I could see her bend forward over the table so she could look at me at me while Al fucked her from behind. As All pushed his cock into her she moaned, "Oh yeah lover, push your cock into Chuck's wife. Push it deep lover, Chuckie's whore wants every fucking inch of your hard cock Fuck Chuckie's wife while he just sits there. Take me lover, take me hard in front of Chuckie."
It went on like that for several minutes and then Al gasped, "I'm cumming babe, I'm cumming."
"Yes, oh yes lover. Fill Chuckie's pussy full of cum."
Then it got repetitious as they all took turns fucking her. "Do you like it Chuck? Do you like sitting there while all your buddies gang fuck your wife? They are going to fill me full of cum Chuckie. My mouth, my pussy and my ass will be overflowing by the time they leave."
As soon as they had all had her once she told them to move me to the chair in the bedroom and as they came for me I hit the button on the remote for the camera in the bedroom. They carried me into the bedroom, sat me in the chair, and positioned it so I looked like I was watching again and then it got nasty. Al had his cock down Hillary's throat and Mike was in her cunt. Then Bob was in her ass while Steve was in her mouth. Next it was Joe in her ass while Al plowed her pussy then it was Bob in her pussy, Steve in her ass while Mike choked her with his bone.
For the next two hours all five of them were in Hillary in various combinations and all through it Hillary kept up with the monologue:
"Fill Chuck's wife with cum guys, load me up. Fuck Chuck's pussy and ass, fuck me hard, make Chuckie's wife cum."
By the end of two hours I'd had more than enough and then like a gift from the gods Hillary said:
"God, but I do so wish you could see this Chuck" as Mike stuffed her pussy and Bob rammed her ass.
I couldn't pass it up. I stood up and said, "I'm not God Hillary, but I can grant you your wish."
Hillary's face turned ashen and I didn't even bother looking at my so-called friends. I said to the room in general, "You all just go on having fun. I'm going into the den and start the termination paperwork on five soon to be ex- employees and one soon to be ex-wife" and I walked out of the room.
+++++
With in five minutes I started hearing the front door open and close. Twenty minutes later Hillary came into the den wearing an old terry cloth robe. She sat down on the leather couch and watched me work on the computer. I ignored her and after about five minutes she said:
"You aren't really going to divorce me are you?"
"Of course I am."
"It would be a lot cheaper if you didn't."
"If you divorce me I'll have to get a lawyer and it will end up with me taking you to the cleaners. No divorce, no lawyer so it doesn't cost you."
"Why do you want to stay?"
"Because I love you."
"Yeah, right! That was certainly apparent to me to night."
"You just didn't understand what you saw."
"What's not to understand? You spent four hours fucking five of my so-called friends and disparaged and ridiculed me the entire time you did it."
"So what?"
"What do you mean, "so what?"
"I didn't mean a word of it and you should know that. By now you must have figured out that this wasn't the first time. Following any of your other poker games have you noticed any coolness, any lack of affection? No you haven't, but I do try to fuck your eyes out every chance I get. I love you Chuck, but I need more sex than any two or three men can provide. I've found that talking the way that I talked tonight fires up the men and they last longer. When you go out of town I always have one or two men over to keep me occupied and they are usually doing me when I talk to you on the phone, but it is not to disrespect you Chuck, it is merely something that fires them up and makes them go faster and stay longer. That's all it is Chuck, sex, not love, just sex. I love you and I don't care a lick about any of them."
"Doesn't change anything Hillary. I'm old fashioned about some things and one of them is that my wife is mine and as soon as she's not, she's not."
"Don't do this to yourself baby. I won't go quietly. The guys like my pussy and even though you can them they will still want it and I can get them to back me in court. It will be the six of us against the one of you and we will all swear that you were drunk out of your mind and imagined the whole thing. Let it be baby, just let it be and let me work on you. I'll prove to you I love you."
"You love me, but you are willing to go into court, perjure yourself and try and make me look like a hysterical fool? That doesn't compute Hillary."
"It is the only leverage I have to try and get you to drop this divorce thing. I don't want to do it Chuck, but if I push it far enough and hard enough I'm hoping I can get you to back down."
"Sorry Hillary, but you are damaged goods as far as I'm concerned."
"Okay baby, but don't say I didn't warn you."
"Okay Hillary, you warned me. Just be out of the house by the end of the day."
While she was in the shower I retrieved the cameras and took them into the den and played them. I had it all on tape and clear enough that you could identify all the players. I slept in the guest room and at six in the morning I left the house for my regular Saturday morning golf date, played eighteen holes and when I got home Hillary was gone.
+++++
Hillary was gone and I sat down and made a list of what I needed to get done first thing Monday morning. I spent the rest of the weekend going through the house and packing up everything of Hillary's I could find and moved it out into the garage. I made three copies of the videotapes I had of the aftermath of the poker game and locked all of the tapes in the safe in my den.
Monday morning I terminated Bob, Joe, Al, Mike and Steve and set about hiring replacements for them. That afternoon I called the company lawyer and asked him to recommend a good divorce attorney and two days later I met with him. I told him the story and turned the two original tapes over to him and told him I wanted their existence kept secret as long as possible. I told him what Hillary had told me about getting all of my ex-friends together and get them to lie in court. I wanted the bastards to do it and then hit them with the tapes so I could see them nailed on perjury charges.
Hillary did what she said she would do - she made it as hard as she could. Acting on the theory that there can't be a divorce if the papers aren't served she disappeared. Six months went by and then I go t a phone call from her.
"Have you come to your senses yet? Have you missed me? Have you finally realized that I love you and don't want a divorce? Come on honey, we can talk it out and put it back together. I know we can."
I was right on the verge of hanging up on her when I had a brainstorm. "You are right, I do miss you, but I don't see how we can possibly get back together after what you did."
"That's why we need to talk honey."
"All right Hillary, when and where?"
"Can't I just come home?"
"I don't know about that."
"Please honey?"
"Well, I don't suppose it will hurt to try. When?"
"Tonight? The sooner the better."
"All right then, tonight, but I'm not promising anything."
I was watching from the front window when Hillary pulled into the drive and got out of her car and I watched as the man got out of the car parked across the street and intercepted Hillary on the front walk and served her with the divorce papers. After he walked away she came up the walk to the front porch and I met her at the door. She waved the papers at me, "That was cold."
"It got the job done."
"So you aren't going to talk with me?"
"Nothing to say that hasn't already been said."
"It doesn't matter to you that I love you and I don't want a divorce from you?"
"No, you said it yourself the night I busted you. You said you needed more sex than any two or three men can give you and I will not stay married to a whore. Do I miss you? Hell yes, but that doesn't change the fact that you cheated on me wholesale and with a bunch of assholes who were supposed to be my friends. I'd never trust you again and I can't live with some one I can't trust."



"If you don't pull those divorce papers Chuck I'll ruin you. I don't want to, but I'll do what I have to do to stop this divorce."
"I'm going to say this just once Hillary. Go into court with those assholes and lie and I'll ruin every one of you. So far all that stabbing me in the back has cost them is their jobs. If they go in with you and lie I'll make you all pay."
Hillary started to say something else, but I closed the door on her.
+++++
Hillary got a lawyer and the dance began. Her lawyer demanded and my lawyer countered and this went on for a while with neither side giving an inch and finally it went to court. I told my side and then Hillary and the Asshole Five got up and told the story that she said they would tell. The judge said it sounded like a "He said, she said" situation only she had back up and I didn't. At that point my lawyer said we has all the back up we needed and he produced the tapes and several prints that had been captured from the tapes and the audio tape from the conference room. The judge hauled both attorneys, Hillary and me into his chambers and started to ream our asses for not getting all of the garbage out of the way before coming into his court.
"You had the tapes and you could have disclosed that you had them and not have had to drag this farce into my courtroom."
At that point I interrupted the judge and told him I wouldn't let my lawyer disclose.
"I wanted everyone to see what lying scum Hillary and my five ex-friends were and the only way to do that was get them into court and let them lie in front of God and everybody and then prove them liars."
The judge called a recess and I left the courtroom and made a phone call. That afternoon a messenger service delivered copies of everything I had to the wives of the five assholes and to Hillary's mother, father, sisters, brother and her two living grandparents.
+++++
That was three months ago and the divorce is final. Hillary left the marriage with only what she brought into it - her maiden name. Steve was somehow able to save his marriage, but the other four are in divorce court and they are not going to make out near as well as I did. I haven't heard a word from Hillary since she called me up the day after our day in court and called me every rotten name she could think of.
"How could you be so low as to send that stuff to my family?"
"I warned you that if you lied in court I would ruin you. You should have known me well enough to know that I would carry through on my threat. You lied, and I saw to it that you paid for that lie" and I hung up on her.
I'm rid of her and I suppose I should be glad, but why do I think about her all the time and why do I feel so damned miserable?
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Barb, my secretary, stuck her head in the door and said, "Your wife is on line 2."
I gave her a little wave to indicate that I'd heard her, finished adding the column of numbers I was working on and then picked up the phone.
"Hey sweetie, what's up?"
"Just wanted to remind you that I'm going out with Julie after work for dinner and a couple of drinks. I left your dinner in the fridge covered in Saran Wrap. Just put it in the microwave for three minutes on high."
"Should I wait up?"
"Dirty old man!"
"Hey, I know what you are like when you come home after going out with her so don't blame me for taking advantage of it."
"I should be home by ten if you can keep your eyes open that long. Love you baby, see you when I get home."
"Love you too baby, bye."
I had a scowl on my face when I hung up the phone. I did not like Julie, never had, never would. She was just a little too wild and free for my taste. She had been married three times and even though I had never been able to confirm it (Bev flatly denied it was true) I'd heard that the reasons for the divorces was that Julie had been caught playing around. I didn't know if it were true or not, but there was just something about her that set my teeth on edge. But she was Bev's best friend so there wasn't much I could do about it except live with it.
Julie stood up for Bev at our wedding and since then she and Julie had gotten together at least once a week for coffee and they were constantly on the phone with each other. It hadn't been too bad there for a while, but then things changed. The big change came when Max joined the Marines and Julie (named for Bev's friend) went off to college. With nothing much except an empty nest on her hands Bev decided to go to work. Julie got her a job where she worked and after that they went out for dinner and drinks at least once a week and at least once a week they stopped after work for drinks with their co-workers.
While I would just as soon she not spend as much time with Julie I did enjoy the hell out of the nights she did. She would come home and fuck my brains out. I asked her once what the deal was.
"Promise you won't get angry?"
"Don't know. When you put it like that it is like telling me that there might be something to be angry about."
"Let me back up then. You know I love you, right?"
"Yes."
"You know I wouldn't do anything to screw up what we have, right?"
"Why am I suddenly start to feel like I'm not going to like what I'm about to hear?"
"Don't be that way baby. It isn't bad. The reason I come home horny is because when we stop for drinks we also dance and I'm a good looking girl even if I do say so myself. I get hit on a lot and when I dance with the guys who ask me I get felt up a lot. I never let it go anywhere, but it does wind me up and as soon as I get home to you you have to unwind me."
"That's the nights you stop after work, but what about the nights when it is just you and Julie?"
"Same thing. We eat and then go to a lounge for drinks. Guys start moving in on us and we let them buy us drinks and dance with us and they wind me up and you get the benefit."
She saw the look on my face and said, "Come on baby, I've never even so much as kissed one of them. I let them buy me drinks and I dance with them. They rub up against me, cop a feel of my boobs, run their hands over my ass and I let them because I know I'm getting them hot and I'm going to leave them hanging. They all can see my rings and they try to come on to me anyway so I feel they deserve to be left with a case of blue balls. Honest baby; I'm just having fun and you get to reap all the benefits."
It was true, I was reaping plenty of benefits. As with a lot of married couples as we got older we had slipped into a rut. The frequency of our lovemaking had diminished to once a week and sometimes even once every two weeks. My sex life had dramatically improved once Bev had gone back to work. So I kept my dislike of Julie to myself, the same as I had for the last twenty years.
+++++
The next four years slid by. Max was discharged and using his benefits from the service he went to college to earn a degree to back up what the service had taught him about computers. Julie graduated with a degree in Marketing and landed a job with a large advertising agency and Bev had moved up in her company to become the office manager. She was still stopping one a week after work with her co-workers, but Julie had gotten married again and their dinner nights slacked off to once every two weeks, but I was still reaping the benefits.
My world turned upside down on a Monday in June. I was taking a client to lunch and we were sitting at a table at Carl's Chop House when he said:
"I wonder if today is my lucky day."
"I beg your pardon?"
"See the woman just walking over to the booth along the wall?"
I looked over and saw Julie. "Yes, I see her."
"I ran into her and another chick one night at a lounge over on Berkley. What a wild night that was. My buddy and me bought them drinks and danced a couple of dances with them and when I hit on her all she said was, "You got a place?" The two of them were like nymphos. Me and my buddy couldn't keep up with them. They wrung us out. That one" and he pointed at Julie, "Suggested to the other one that they go back to the lounge and see if they could pick up two more. The other one thought about it for a minute and then said no, that she had to hurry home to her husband and then she took her wedding rings out of her purse and put them on. Can I ask her to join us?"
I was saved from having to say anything because just as Cliff was standing up to go over to Julie her husband came in and joined her. "Oh well," Cliff said, "You snooze, you lose."
We finished our lunch and left and luckily neither Julie or Paul noticed me. I don't know how I would have handled it if they had seen me and waved me over, especially with Cliff tagging along behind me.
After I left Cliff I went back to my office and stared out the window as I rolled what Cliff had told me over in my mind. The other woman couldn't have been Bev. She just wasn't that kind of a woman. It had to be some other friend of Julie's. I kept telling myself that, over and over, but the thought had been planted and it started to grow. Did I really know what Bev and Julie did when they went out? No, I only knew what Bev told me which was that she cock teased and then came home horny for me to take care of. Was it true? Did she only cock tease? And was she horny because of it? Or could she possibly be horny because some guy she picked up didn't get the job done and I had to come in and finish up. I didn't know, but I knew I had to find out.
I was ashamed of myself for doubting the woman I loved, but as tight as she and Julie were it was possible that Bev was the woman Cliff had seen with Julie. I didn't believe it, I really didn't, but a small very insistent voice in the back of my head kept saying:
"Check it out; put it to bed; eliminate the worry."
I made up my mind to follow Bev the next night she stopped with her co-workers and the next time she had dinner with Julie.
+++++
I knew where Bev and her co-workers stopped and so I stopped by there one Monday after work and checked the place out. There were several dark corners where I could sit and barely be noticed. The question was where would Bev and her friends sit? Figuring that there would be at least six of them I eliminated to booths. Bev said they danced a lot so I thought they would probably sit as close to the dance floor as they could get. They would probably put at least two tables together so I looked around the room and picked what I thought would be the most likely spot.
I needed a disguise just in case Bev or Julie did look toward my dark corner. I have 20/20 vision so I bought a pair of heavy horn rimmed reading glasses and punched out the lenses. I never wore a hat so a ball cap with the bill pulled down would partially cover my face. A work shirt with a pocket protector full of pens and pencils would take the place of my normal three piece suit and complete the disguise and I could only hope and pray that it would be enough. If Bev or Julie spotted me and saw through the disguise there would be hell to pay. There wouldn't be any way I could explain it and not come out looking bad. Especially if Bev were innocent.
But I had to know! I just had to know!
Wednesday was the day that Bev and he co-workers always stopped. They got off work at 5 o'clock so at ten to five I was sitting in my dark corner waiting for Bev and her group to arrive. The night went pretty much as Bev had always described it. I say pretty much because she left out a few things when she told me what she did. Like the fact that some guys got their hands inside her blouse, some guys slid their hands down the inside of the front of her skirt (and probably her panties) and she made no move to push those hands away. She never mentioned running her hand over the bulge in their pants and rubbing it or squeezing it.
One of the things she did tell me was that she never even so much as kissed a guy and that was a flat out lie. I watched her make out with three different guys in their booths or at their tables, but there were no trips out to the parking lot. The one thing that I did see that really bothered me was that I saw her left hand was bare - she had taken her rings off. What was it Cliff had said? When it was time for the woman to go home she took her wedding rings out of her purse and put them on?
Bev was usually home by ten-thirty so at ten I began looking for an opening where I could get up without being noticed and get out of the bar so I could be home when she got there. I saw her look at her watch and she said something to Julie and the two of them got up and headed for the ladies room. I got up and left as soon as they disappeared through the bathroom door.
I was in bed when Bev got home and she was stripping off her clothes as she came through the doorway.
"Ready for me lover? I'm really horny tonight."
I'll just bet you are I thought to myself as I pushed the covers off me and exposed my erection.
"Dirty old man" she said as she climbed on the bed and moved into a sixty-nine with me. As her hot mouth closed on my cock I was looking at her pussy and wondering if any of the fingers on the hands that had gone down the front of her skirt had reached it and entered it. She pushed it down at me and I began to lick and suck.
+++++
She didn't have dinner with Julie that week. The following Wednesday found me in my dark corner and watching again. The night was a repeat of the previous Wednesday with one exception. Bev was making out in a booth with some guy and from where I was sitting the angle was perfect for me to be able to see under the table of the booth where Bev and the guy were sitting. He had his cock out and Bev was giving him a hand job as they necked. I was watching when he erupted and I saw Bev wipe her hand on his pants leg. She brought her hand out from underneath the table, licked her fingers and then she kissed him.
It was at that instant that I knew that Bev was the woman that Cliff had seen with Julie. The previous Wednesday had been just what Bev had always said it was; drinking, dancing and some cock teasing, though more than she let on, but when she licked the guys cum off her fingers I knew. Now all I needed was visual proof that she was fucking other men. I got up and left the bar and didn't much care if Bev or Julie recognized me at all.
I was in bed pretending to be asleep when Bev got home and when she shook me I just mumbled and kept my head on the pillow. She shook me twice more and then reached for my cock. She stroked it and it didn't respond. For the first time in twenty-five years Bev's touch did not get a response. I lay there as she fondled me and replayed in my mind the scene where she licked the guys cum off of her fingers and I wanted to smack her hand away and scream at her to get the fuck away from me. The only reason I didn't was because I had to keep my cool until I could catch her actually fucking someone. Bev finally gave up and went to sleep leaving me to stare at the wall and think nothing but bad, bad thoughts.
+++++
The next morning at the breakfast table Bev asked, "What happened to you last night. I came home horny as a goat and looking to get some of your first class horniness medicine and I couldn't get you up."
"I wasn't feeling all that well. Something I ate didn't agree with me and after several trips to worship at the porcelain throne I took some Sominex and tried to go to sleep."
"Try and get better today lover, because I'm having dinner with Julie tonight and you know what that means. Couple that with last nights residual and you are going to have your work cut out for you."
I was parked down the street when Bev got off work. I saw Julie get in Bev's car with her and when they drove off I followed them. Bev drove to Duke's Steak House and they parked and went inside. Duke's was just a restaurant so I knew they would be staying only long enough to eat so I parked at the back of the lot and waited for them to come back out.
They came out an hour later and I followed them across town to a place called Barney's Roadhouse. They parked and went inside and I gave them a half-hour head start and then put my disguise on. I figured that the half-hour would give them time to become interested in or involved with someone and with luck they might not notice me come in. My disguise wasn't all that good; it would work in a dark corner, but I didn't know how it would hold up away from darkness. Luck was with me when I walked in. Bev and Julie were sitting in a booth with two men and they were busy talking and never even looked my way.
I found a place where I could sit and watch them and checked my watch. Bev was usually home by ten-thirty so if anything was going to happen it should happen soon. According to Cliff they had spent over two hours in his room. If that held true for every night Bev and Julie went out together something would have to happen in the next fifteen or twenty minutes.
Ten minutes went by and I saw Bev say something to Julie, look at her watch and then get up and head for the woman's bathroom. A minute later the guy she had been talking to got up and went towards the men's bathroom. I sat there sipping my beer waiting for them to come back when suddenly it hit me. Women always go to the bathroom in pairs, but Julie didn't get up and follow Bev. Add to that the fact that Bev left her purse on the table for Julie to watch. What woman goes to the bathroom in a bar or restaurant without taking her purse with her if only to touch up her makeup?
I got up and headed for the bathrooms. There was a long hallway with a door on each side and the two bathrooms were at the end of the hall. I checked the doors on either side of the hall and they weren't locked. I looked in both of them and found one full of beer cases and the other full of folding tables and chairs. There was no exit so Bev and the guy had to be in the bathrooms. I checked the men's first and got the surprise of my life. The man had Bev pinned against the wall and was fucking her. Her panties were lying on the floor and her skirt was bunched up around her waist. He had her ass in his hands, her arms were around his neck and her legs were wrapped around him. He was banging into her hard and I could hear little grunts each time he drove home.
There were three guys standing there watching and discussing the possibility that they could be next. Bev was moaning as the man slammed into her and the guy said:
"Here it comes honey. I hope you got protection cause I ain't pulling out."
Thirty seconds later he pulled out of her and Bev slid down to the floor in front of him and she took his limp cock in her mouth and began sucking on him. I watched her use her lips and tongue on him as the three guys asked if they could be next.
"How about it sweet cheeks, want to pull a train?"
Bev took her mouth off him long enough to say "no" and then she went back to sucking his cock.
"Sorry guys" the man said, "She doesn't mind putting on a show, but I guess I'm enough for her tonight."
His cock started to stiffen and Bev stood up, turned and grabbed the sink and bent forward. The man moved behind her and slid his cock into her cunt. She grunted when he slammed into her. The look on her face was one of pure lust and she was moaning, "Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes" as he pounded into her. The man nailed her steady for about five minutes and then he said:
"Second load baby, on the way."
"Yes, yes, yes," Bev moaned as she pushed her ass back at him.
The other three watchers, aware that they weren't going to get any and figuring the show was over, finished their business and left. The man stepped back from Bev, grabbed her skirt and wiped his cock on it and then began to tuck it away. He looked at me and smirked as he said:
"Sorry sport, the lady said I was enough for her tonight."
The punch that broke his nose came as a complete surprise to him as did the kick in the balls that followed it. As he started to double up I grabbed him and rammed his head into the concrete block wall a couple of times before dropping him on the floor and kicking him three more times in the stones.
I turned to Bev and saw she was looking at me terrified. I took off the ball cap and fake glasses and tossed them on top of the man lying on the floor clutching at his crotch, moaning and gasping for air. I looked at Bev's left hand and saw that it was ringless.
"I probably shouldn't have been so hard on him because he didn't know you were married, but you knew you were. I hope you have a place to stay because I can't promise you I won't hurt you if you come home."
I turned and walked out of the bathroom and as I was walking by the booth where Julie and the other guy were still sitting I saw he had his hand inside her blouse and she was smiling at him. I took out my cell phone and snapped a picture of it and when Julie looked up I said:
"Paul will love seeing this."
Her face turned white and I left the bar and went home.
+++++
I haven't seen or talked to Bev since that night in the bar. She called three dozen times in the days following that night, but I wouldn't talk to her. She has called two or three times a week since then and as soon as I hear her voice I hang up. Max and Julie call me once or twice a week to try and get me to talk to their mother and I refuse just as I refuse to tell them why.
"If your mother wants to tell you she can, but I'm not saying anything about it."
I called Paul and told him I had something to send him and asked for his email address. He called me after he got the picture and asked me about it and I told him the whole sad story from the time Cliff clued me in until the night I took the picture. I heard that he tossed Julie out on her ass.
The house was too big for just me and I didn't need all the memories that came with the place so I moved out and Bev moved in until we had to sell it as part of the divorce settlement. When we closed on the sale of the house I sent Max with my power of attorney so I would have to look at Bev.
The divorce is final tomorrow and I'll be free to get on with my life. Will I miss Bev? I already do, and as strange as it may sound I still have some love for her. You can't just turn off twenty-five of love and affection like you can hit a light switch and turn the lights off and on.
Could I have stayed with her? No. I could have handled her night out with her co-workers if it had been no worse than it had been the first night I watched. I could have done it even though it was a lot raunchier than she led me to believe, but there was no way I could have lived with the woman who let herself be fucked in a public restroom in front of a crowd, no fucking way!
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It was my least favorite day of the week. It was the day after payday and the day I had to stop by my ex-wife's place and hand her the child support and alimony check. I didn't begrudge the kids their child support, but it just killed me to pay Eve alimony. Especially since the divorce was caused by her and what she did, or more to the point, didn't do.
+++++
I had gone through a bitter divorce and when it was final I swore off women. They were treacherous and unfaithful whores - all of them - and I was staying away from all of them from then on. It went all the way back to high school. I went steady with Brenda for nine months and all she would let me do was play with her tits and do some heavy necking. She kept telling me that she wasn't 'that kind of a girl' but I guess what she meant was that she wasn't that kind of a girl with me. One night when I was supposed to be at a family function with my folks I swung by her house and found her pulling a train for some guys on the football team.
Next was Darby who told me that she loved me to death and kept trying to get me to propose to her even though (as I came to find out) she had a steady date every Wednesday with two guys whose cocks she sucked.
Then it was off to college where Bethany, Mary and Millie all proved to be faithless sluts. Then I met Angel and everything seemed to be magical between us and I proposed and she accepted. Two days before the wedding a guy I knew said:
"You aren't really serious about marrying Angel, are you?"
"Of course I am. Why shouldn't I be?"
"Are you one of those guys that gets off on his girl fucking other guys?"
"Hell no."
"Then you better stay away from Angel."
"Why? What do you know?"
"At her bridal shower the other girls brought in a stripper and when he finished dancing Angel sucked him off and then he fucked her while the other girls cheered them on. When it was done she gave him her phone number and asked him to call. He did and she has seen him three times since the night of the party."
"How could you know that?"
"I was the stripper."
That night I told Angel what I'd found out and asked her if it was true and she ran crying into the bathroom, locked the door and wouldn't come out. I could hear her crying and saying over and over:
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to, I'm sorry."
I packed up and moved out of the apartment we shared. I graduated, found a job and decided to stay away from women. That decision lasted all of a month and then I met Jennifer. We clicked and after our fourth date we started having sex. After six months Jenn asked me if I'd given any thought to marriage and I told her bluntly that I hadn't. She asked me why and I told her the whole sad story and added that I just couldn't bring myself to trust women any more.
"That's silly baby. So you had a run of bad luck with some girls, so what? Not all women are easy sluts. I love you baby and I could never do something like that to the man I love."
Jenn kept after me to get married and finally after almost a year I caved in and married her. The marriage hummed along and it certainly seemed that Jenn was right when she said I'd just had a run of bad luck with the wrong girls. Then one afternoon in the third year of our marriage I came early to find her on her knees in the living room giving some guy I'd never seen before a blow job. I proceeded to beat the snot out of the asshole and while I was doing that Jennifer got on the phone, called the cops, told them that I was on a rampage and that she feared for her safety. The cops were there in minutes, pulled me off of the asshole that I'd caught with my wife and took me off to jail.
When it was over and the divorce was final I said, "Fuck all women" and got on with my life. When I needed or wanted sex I used professionals; it was just so much easier that way.
+++++
The thing about being a dedicated bachelor is that no one can stand it. The married women you know seem to take it as a personal affront to them and they are forever trying to fix you up with some candidate "Who is just perfect for you" and who will end your bachelor status. The married men that you know do the same only their reason is that they can't stand to see you happy when they aren't. The solution? Drag you down into the pit with them. I soon got to the point where I automatically found excuses every time someone invited me over for dinner or to a party.
But there is always someone that you can't say no to and one of those someone's was my best friend Tom. Tom asked me over for a barbecue one Saturday and when I got there I found that there were four couples and a single woman. Not again I thought, but Tom was my best friend so I didn't turn and bolt for the door. What I did do, after Tom's wife Mary Beth introduced me to Eve, was ignore her. It wasn't an easy thing to do. Eve was a tall woman, about five foot nine, with a trim figure, long red hair and the face of an angel, but all of the other women in my life had been great looking also. That was probably one of the reasons they were so popular with other guys. Mary Beth would have had better luck trying to set me up with an ugly woman.
I spent all my time at the party socializing with the others who were there. Half way through the party Mary Beth came up to me and asked me why I was behaving 'so crassly' toward Eve.
"I'm not behaving anything toward her. I don't know her and I don't want to know her."
"Still, she is alone and it wouldn't hurt you any to be a little more social where she is concerned."
"And just why is she here alone Mary Beth? You and I both know the answer to that question. You invited the both of us with the intent on getting us together even knowing how I feel about that. If she is not having a good time Mary Beth it is your fault, not mine. If you felt the need to fix her up with some one you should have picked someone other than me."
She gave me a nasty look and went storming off. A couple of minutes later Tom came up to me:
"Sorry bud. I warned her, but she just knew the two of you would be right for each other."
"How so?"
"Eve has been married twice and both marriages ended when she caught her husbands with other women. Mary Beth was sure that you would be comfortable with a woman who felt that way about cheating. I mean just how likely is it that a woman like that would cheat on her man. Mary Beth convinced Eve that someone who has been through what you have wouldn't be likely to cheat on his woman. Mary Beth thought that it would be a match made in Heaven."
"Yeah, well I'm sorry Tom, but you know that I've sworn off women and I'm not about to change my mind."
Shortly after talking with Mary Beth and Tom I left and went home.
+++++
I was extremely surprised when two days later I received a call at work from Eve. She was going to be near where I worked at lunchtime and she asked me to have lunch with her. My first impulse was to say that I was sorry, but I was snowed under with work and couldn't get away from my desk. At the same time I was intrigued; why was a woman I ignored calling me? I agreed to meet her at a restaurant across the street from my office building. She cut right to the chase:
"I'm a pretty good looking broad and I'm not all that used to men ignoring me. The fact that you did aroused my curiosity and being a rather forward type of individual I decided to go to the source to find out why."
"The fact of the matter is that it had nothing to do with you. My behavior that day was aimed at Mart Beth. I wanted to make her as uncomfortable as I could where you were concerned. I'd had it up to my eyebrows with her constant attempts to fix me up with someone. I'd told her at least fifty times not to do it, that I didn't want it, and she still went and did it anyway. I figured that if I ignored whoever she invited to meet me that it might embarrass her enough to make her stop."
"Mary Beth told me your past circumstances and I can't say I blame you for not wanting a woman prowling around the edges of your life, but you do know that we all aren't bitches, don't you?"
To make a long story a little shorter by the end of lunch I had asked her out and nine months later we were married.
+++++
The first two years were great and then the first kid came along and Eve transferred all of her attention to little Jenny. I'm not saying that Eve split her attention between Jenny, and me I'm saying that I got NO attention and Jenny got it all. Our sex life went from three and four times a week before Jenny (right up to the eighth month) to once every two weeks after Jenny. With me getting so little sex it was amazing that Eve managed to get pregnant again, but it happened. After Jimmy was born Eve had no time for me at all. Everything was Jenny this and Jimmy that. Sex went to once a month and then to once every six weeks. All I was around the house was the breadwinner and not even a good one according to Eve who always seemed to need money for something.
I made the unilateral decision to get a vasectomy as I sure wasn't going to father another kid and make it even worse than it already was. This outraged Eve because she had her heart set on having four kids. I responded with:
"You need to have sex to get pregnant and we don't, remember?"
"Is that all you think about is sex?"
"It is when I don't get any" and things went down hill from there.
I began working late, meeting fellow workers after work for a beer, anything to keep from going home and then one night I came home and Eve and the kids weren't there. There was a note on the kitchen table telling me that she had gone to spend a few days visiting her mother. The next morning as I left the house for work a man came up to me and served me with divorce papers. Eve was claiming "irreconcilable differences." Well, I'd always known women were treacherous bitches. I didn't bother to fight the divorce except to point out that the house was mine before we got married. Why bother, we didn't have a marriage anyway.
+++++
Six months after the divorce Eve moved in with a guy and they set up house keeping. Didn't get married, just moved in together. I know in my heart that the reason Eve didn't marry the guy was so she could still gouge me for alimony. Nine months after they moved in together Eve had her third kid and eleven months later she had her fourth.
In our city the Friend of the Court was notoriously inefficient and the child support and alimony payments sent to them could take up to six weeks to get to those they were intended for. After several calls from Eve telling me that she had no money to buy food for the kids I got into the habit of hand carrying the checks to her. I made the check out to her and down in the left hand corner on the line that said "For" I put in 'child support and alimony payment for (and the date) and I had Eve initial it. If I ever got called in for non-support I would be covered.
I usually timed my visits so I could spend an hour or so with Jenny and Jimmy before I left. On this particular night I was ruining late and when I got there Eve had already put the kids to bed. With the kids in bed I had no reason to stay so I gave Eve the check, waited for her to initial it and I had turned to go when Eve said: "Wait a second Art, I have something I need to talk with you about. Please sit down on the couch and I'll be right back."
She left the room and three minutes later she came back in the room stark naked except for a pair of high heels. I have to admit that I got an immediate hard on.
"What the hell is this about Eve?"
"It's what I need to talk with you about Art. Herb isn't worth a shit in bed and I'm going crazy. I need a good fuck Art. Herb is working swings this month so we have five hours before he will get home. Help me out here Art, please?"
"What the fuck is wrong with you Eve? One of the reasons for the divorce was that you wouldn't fuck me."
"That's ancient history Art. I'm offering now. No strings attached pussy. I don't know what went wrong in our marriage, but you were always great in bed. Help me out here Art, please?"
Talk about mixed emotions, I had a bunch of them. As many times as I had been cheated on it went against the grain for me to do to some other guy what had been done so often to me. But I had an immense dislike of Herb because he was living off my money. I knew for a fact that my alimony check paid the rent and that his paycheck covered groceries and utilities and had enough left over to pay for them to go out and party every weekend. The bastard wouldn't make Eve marry him; he just coasted along on my money.
Then there was Eve herself. I had spent the better part of the last three years wishing for all kinds of bad things to happen to her so why should I help her out? On the other hand I hadn't been laid in almost a month and on the weekend I had intended to call a friend of a friend who was a light hook. I could do Eve, save myself some money and get back at Herb all at the same time. While all that roiled around in my head I had an idea. The little light bulb that you see in cartoons came on just over my head. Why not, I said to myself. Do her and do her so good that she will want to do it again the next time I stopped by. I stood up and said:
"You want it, you come and get it," and I stood there to see what she would do.
She stood there looking at me for a second and then her tongue licked her lips and she walked toward me. When she got to me she said: "You do the shirt and I'll get the rest."
She knelt down in front of me and undid my belt. Next she pulled my zipper down and undid the top button on my trousers and pulled them down. I kicked my loafers off and then stepped out of the trousers that had pooled around my ankles. My erection had tented my boxers and Eve reached out and ran her fingers over it as I tossed my shirt and undershirt on the floor. Eve looked up at me with an unreadable expression on her face and then she pulled my boxers down. My cock, suddenly freed from constraint bobbed up and down and Eve leaned forward and captured it with her mouth. I lifted my feet so Eve could get my boxers out of the way and she tossed them to the side.
Eve pulled back and took her mouth off me and looked at my cock and then she took me back in. Her hands came up to my ass cheeks and she pulled me forward until my cock was deep in her throat and then she started to work on me. She had always given marvelous head except she would never swallow. She would let me cum in her mouth, but then she would spit it out into a Kleenex. Not this time I thought, oh no, not this time.
I stood there looking down at Eve sucking my cock and planned how I was going to get even with her for what she had done. When I felt myself getting ready to shoot I grabbed Eve's head with both hands and held on tight as I shoved my cock into her mouth as far as it would go and let my juice blast the back of her throat. She tried to pull back, but I wasn't going to let her. She had no choice; she had to swallow or choke. I held her head until my cock went limp and then I took my hands away and let them fall to my sides. Eve jerked her head back and looked up at me with angry eyes and spat out:
"You bastard! You know I hate that."
"I'm not your husband any more Eve and I don't have to worry about what you like and don't like. The only one I have to worry about is me and that is what I wanted to do. Now, are you going to get me hard again or should I get dressed and leave?"
"You don't have to be an asshole Art," she said as she took my limp cock in her hand and lifted it to her mouth.
You ain't seen nothing yet lady I thought to myself. While she worked on getting me hard again I thought back to the first time I had seen her. What was it Tom had said to me? Something about how she would never cheat because she knew what it felt like to be cheated on? Maybe Herb didn't count since they weren't married.
Eve had me up in minutes and I pulled her up and led her over to the couch. I picked my T-shirt up off the floor and handed it to her.
"What am I supposed to do with this?" she asked.
Wad it up and put it in your mouth. You always were a screamer and we don't want to wake up the kids."
"Oh Art, ever the romantic," she said as I worked a finger into her pussy. I started finger fucking her to get some moisture flowing and she said, "You could get the same result and maybe faster if you were to go down on me. Herb won't do it for me and you know how much I love it."
"Maybe I could, but I don't trust you Eve. For all I know the asshole ripped off a piece before going to work and I wouldn't put it past you to try and get me to go down on you and lick up his dick snot and try to make me believe that it is just your natural wetness."
"Oh come on Art, you can't really believe that I would do something like that to you."
"Given everything else you've done to me I'd almost bet on it."
I saw what I took to be a momentary glint of evil in her eyes and I would bet that I had just primed the pump. She would ask me back and she would fuck Herb just before he left for work and then she would do her best to try and get me to eat her pussy. I don't know how she thought she could con me into it, but I had no doubt she was already planning it in her mind.
My fingers had loosened her up a little and I moved her legs apart and got between them. I rubbed the head of my dick up and down the folds of her pussy and she moaned and said, "Put it in honey. Please don't tease me; put it in and fuck me."
I lined my cock up and pushed. She could have been a little wetter, but what the hell, her comfort wasn't all that high on my list of things that needed to be. I started driving into her and in about four strokes I was all the way in, pubic bone to pubic bone, and then I started to fuck her hard. I slammed into her bam bam bam and after about two minutes she moaned out a string, "Oh yes, oh yes oh yes, oh yes," and then the string changed to a low keening wail that I knew from experience would change into a scream. I grabbed my T-shirt and stuffed it into her mouth and then I fucked her as hard and fast as I could. She arched her body and pushed her hips up at me, her nails clawed at my back and her heels were drumming on the backs of my legs. I was pounding hard and I felt the build up and then I blew my load as deep into her as I could.
I held myself in her until my cock was soft and then I pulled out and stood up. Eve looked up at me and said, "God, but did I ever need that. Again? You have time to do it again?"
It turned out that I had time to do it two more times before Eve told me that I had to leave before Herb got home. She walked me to the door and just before I opened it she threw her arms around me and gave me a passionate kiss. She broke the kiss and stepped back and asked, "Can you stop by at the same time the next time you come over?"
"Yeah Eve, I can do that" I said and as I was going down the front steps I had a big smile on my face and it wasn't because I'd just gotten laid.
+++++
The following Friday I arrived at Eve's about half an hour after the kids had gone to bed and Eve answered the door in a lacy black see thru robe and high heels. She threw her arms around me as soon as I was in the door and gave me a passionate kiss. She broke the kiss and her hands went to my zipper, but I grabbed them and stopped her:
"Do me a favor and go up and make sure the kids are asleep."
"They are. I looked in on them just before you got here."
"Humor me okay?"
She went up the stairs and as soon as she turned the corner to go down the hall I opened the front door and let Jimmy in. He was carrying his video camera and I had him duck into the hall closet. A minute or so later Eve came down and told me that the kids were all sound asleep. She took me by the hand and led me over to the couch and had me sit down. She unzipped me and proceeded to give me one of her superior blow jobs. She licked and sucked on me until I came and that time she swallowed it with out any fuss at all and I knew what that meant. She had fucked Herb just before he left the house and now she was going to try and get me to go down on her. How could I refuse when she swallowed all I had with no protest? When I was limp she stood up and dropped the robe:



"I haven't had sex with Herb in three days honey. I'm clean down there. Would you eat my pussy, please honey, please?"
The lying bitch! I had known from the last time that she was going to try and get me to eat her while Herb's juices were still in her. Doing it was going to be distasteful, but it would be a small price to pay for what I was going to do to her so I said:
"Okay. Let's do it sixty-nine," and I undressed and lay down on the couch so she would be on top and facing away from the front door. I knew Jimmy had the closet door open a crack and was taping everything Eve and I were doing, but I wanted Eve facing the other way so Jimmy could come out, move off to the side and get better footage.
As soon as my tongue slipped between the folds of her pussy I knew that I had been right. I'd eaten her a hundred times when we were married and I knew full well that her normal taste was no where near the salty taste I was getting. No matter, just one more reason for not feeling bad about what I was going to do to her. Let her think she was putting something over on me, it would keep her attention off what was going on around her.
After several minutes she had me hard again and I got her on her hands and knees, still facing away from the door, and I took her doggie style. I took it slow and easy until she started moaning and hissing, "Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh yes, oh yes," and then I picked up the pace. Jimmy was off to the side where Eve couldn't see him shooting the action and I made a hand sign and as pre-arranged he set down the camera and undressed. I started slamming my cock into Eve as hard as I could and the keening wail started and began building toward the scream. She bit down on one of the couch pillows and her body shuddered as her orgasm grabbed her. At just that moment I pulled out of Eve and stepped back and Jimmy took my place and started slamming his cock into her as I picked up the camera and recorded the action. The hope was that Eve wouldn't notice the quick change, but even if she did we didn't intend to stop.
Jimmy kept pounding her and I got some excellent footage of his coal black cock driving into Eve's white body. Eve still hadn't noticed that it wasn't me fucking her. I set the camera down and moved quietly to the front door and Sam, Todd and Ralph quietly came in, moved off to the side and undressed. Sam picked up the camera and began shooting as I moved to the head of the couch.
The first Eve knew that I wasn't fucking her came when I reached down, grabbed her head with both hands and lifted it up. I saw confusion and then awareness, but what ever she was going to say when she opened her mouth was lost when I shoved my cock into her open hole. I fucked her face while Jimmy pounded her cunt and Sam taped it all. Jimmy raised his hand, the signal that he was cumming and Ralph moved up to take his place. The switch took place with the smoothness of a baton pass in a relay race. I had been close to getting off when I switched with Jimmy so it wasn't long before I raised my hand and Todd moved up. As soon as I sent my load down Eve's throat I moved away and Todd moved right in.
I went and relieved Sam as the cameraman and he moved over closer to the action, ready to get his wick wet. The first thing I noticed when I put my eye to the viewfinder was that Eve was pushing her ass back at Ralph as he drove into her. Eve was quite a sight with a black cock at each end of her and I panned the room to show the other two black men. As far as I knew Eve wasn't a racist, but Herb sure was and he was going to love the living hell out of the video I was planning on giving him.
By the time I had that thought Todd had taken his hands from Eve's head to see what she would do and she didn't try to pull her head away from him. She was sucking cock on her own and after that it was the five of us taking turns on Eve. We never gave her a break. As soon as one was out another was in. I looked at the clock and saw that I had time for one more so I told the guys that when they got their rocks off they needed to get dressed and out of the house before Herb got home. When Jimmy came in her cunt and moved out of the way I took his place and drove my cock into her swamp of a pussy. I stroked into her cunt half a dozen times to get my dick wet and then I did something that she had never let me do - I took her ass!
She squealed and tried to get away, but Ralph and Sam held her in place. I was gentle, I went slowly, but I did take her ass. Once I began stroking into her butt the guys let go of her and dressed and one by one they left until only Jimmy was there shooting me fucking Eve's ass. When he had a couple of minutes of it he waved at me and he left too. I didn't care if Herb caught me or not, I was going to finish in Eve's ass.
For the first time that night Eve didn't have a cock in her mouth and she was free to express herself:
"You bastard!" she snarled, "You rotten mother fucking bastard!"
I smiled as I kept pounding into her butt. She was cussing me, but she was also pushing her ass back at me so I thought I would check something out. I stopped pushing into her and pulled my cock out of her ass.
"Don't you dare!" she cried, "Don't you fucking dare. You started this and you have to finish it."
I laughed as I slid my dick back into her and started fucking her hard. It took a couple of more minutes, but then I came, pulled out and started gathering my clothes. Eve was still on the couch with her head on a pillow and her ass in the air. I finished dressing and I said:
"Same time next week?"
"Get out of here you rotten bastard, get out, get out, get out!" she yelled at me and I laughed as I left the house.
+++++
I made several copies of the tape meaning to give one copy to Herb and then mail the rest to family and friends, but I never did. I ended up keeping the original for myself and I destroyed the rest. I owed Eve for what she had done to me, but when push came to shove I couldn't bring myself to be that big of an asshole. I still hand deliver the check to Eve, but I never go over there after the kids have gone to bed and once I'm there Eve leaves the room and doesn't come back until I'm gone. I wonder what she's thinking. Does she wish I would come later? Would she want me to come alone if I did? Or would she have a gun ready and shoot me as soon as I walked in the door. I'll never know, because it just isn't going to happen.
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I don't know if I will ever forget that night. I know that on the one hand I hope to God I never do, while on the other I know it might be best if I did. It was the most sexually exciting event of my life and one I would dearly love to happen again. But at the same time it showed me how easy it was to cross a line and I'm not sure that I want to go through the rest of my life knowing that.
+++++
It started when Monte went to a knee in front of Daphne and proposed. Five months later it was time for the bachelor party. Harry, Monte's best friend and Best Man designate, started to put the party together. First there was the list of who to invite. The final list had fourteen names on it. Next he had to find a place big enough to accommodate fourteen cigar chomping, beer drinking, card-playing guys and still have enough room left over where the obligatory stripper could perform. Some negotiating, mostly with Dave's wife, secured Dave's house for the event. Dave's wife graciously (never did find out what Harry offered her) offered to spend the night over at her sister's.
Next Harry huddled with Monte over what he would like in the way of a stripper. Daphne was a drop dead gorgeous five foot nine raven haired beauty with legs that went on forever, but her tits, while perfectly fine for her body size, were not really all that large. That fact alone made some of us wonder how Monte and Daphne ended up together since Monte was an out and out tit man -the bigger the better! He had often been heard to say that if they didn't have tits big enough to serve as pillows they weren't worth having around. So Harry came out of the huddle with his marching orders; find a stripper with humongous tits because once married big tits would be a thing of the past for Monte. Harry hit four different agencies before he found what he wanted. Blonde, five foot two and with 42DD tits.
Everything was set, Harry had all his ducks lined up in a row and everyone was looking forward to the party. And then Daphne threw shit into the game. There would be NO, repeat, NO strippers at the party.
"I've heard plenty about what strippers do at bachelor parties" she told Harry, "and I will not allow that to happen to Monte. If he comes to me after some slut has stripped for him, given him a lap dance and a blow job the wedding is off!"
The word slowly filtered through the rest of us and the outcome was predictable. "What!? No stripper? You can't have a bachelor party without a stripper."
There was a lot of grumbling and one or two of the guys even talked about trying to talk Monte out of marrying a 'puritanical bitch' like Daphne. It was Jerry who came up with the idea.
"Is it the stripper she objects to, or is it the thought that the stripper might give Monte a blow job and maybe even a last fuck with a big-titted woman?"
The consensus was that it was the possible sex that Daphne was against. "So," Jerry said, "How about instead of the stripper coming to us, we go to the stripper?"
"What the hell are you talking about?" asked Harry.
"We have two weeks before the party. Make a list of all the strip bars in town, split the list up among the guys and then everyone go to the places on their lists and check them out. Find the bars that have the girls with the biggest tits and on the night of the party we will go on a pub crawl and hit all the bars that have girls with big tits. Instead of one lap dance we can get Monte a half dozen and it will all be out in public so no sex will happen. Daphne can't be upset with that."
We all thought that would be a great idea and then Harv threw ice water on it. "Three or four cars running all over town from bar to bar? I don't know guys. The odds are pretty good that one of us will get stopped for driving under the influence."
That put a damper on things, but once again it was Jerry to the rescue. "We won't go in separate cars. We will hire a limo."
"No way man," Harv said, "You can't get fourteen guys in a limo."
"So we find a limo service with one of those mini-busses."
Harry said he would look into it and two days later Monte's Bachelor Party Pub Crawl was on.
+++++
We all met at Dave's place because he had enough room for all of us to park. At six the big, white mini-bus pulled up out front and the driver got out and opened the doors for us. I can't speak for the rest of the guys, but as for me, she took my breath away. That's right - she. We had been under the impression that the driver was going to be the man who owned the company and what we got was a beautiful blond who stood almost six foot tall in her high heeled pumps.
Besides the pumps, her uniform differed from a male chauffeur's uniform in that she was wearing a skirt instead of trousers. The skirt wasn't a mini, but it still showed an ample amount of extremely shapely leg. Being a leg man and having high heels as one of my biggest turn ons I was quick to seize the day.
While she was busy telling everybody that the regular driver, her husband, had been taken sick with food poisoning I was busy staking out the front seat as mine. No way was I not going to do whatever I had to do to get myself where I could feast my eyes on those legs. When she got everybody loaded on the bus and then slid under the stearing wheel I knew that I had made the right choice. Her skirt slid up to mid thigh and I got a woodie. She turned to talk to the guys in back and as she did her eyes swept past me and I know she noticed the tent in my trousers because there was a minute pause in her turn followed by the ghost of a smile on her face. Once she was facing the back she said:
"My husband told me what the plan for the night was, but I have never been to a titty bar so you guys are going to have to guide me. Where to?"
That announcement brought out a bunch of hoots and hollers and a few ribald remarks, a couple of which caused Christina to blush. Harry told her where our first stop was and she started the bus and we headed out to begin the night.
+++++
While everyone had been getting on the bus Harry and Harv had loaded three picnic coolers full of beer and by the time the bus pulled up in front of the Landing Strip Lounge everyone had downed at least two. The group was getting a little on the rowdy side and I almost felt sorry for Christina, but she was putting up with it and I somehow got the impression that she was kind of liking the attention she was getting.
We all piled off the bus and Chris said that she was going to recline her seat and take a nap and that we should wake her up when we were ready to go.
"Oh no" said Jerry, "You are part of the group and you are going in with us."
She protested, but the rest of the guys followed Jerry's lead and she was pulled out of the bus. Dave took her chauffeur's cap off and long blond hair cascaded down and almost reached her ass. Next it was get her jacket off as Dave said:
"Can't have you looking like the hired help."
The jacket off Christina stood there looking nervously around as all of us stood there and drooled. The jacket had been loose and bulky and had served to hide the magnificent upper body that did justice to the gorgeous legs below. I stood there looking at her wondering why the hell I should go into the Landing Strip and pay good money to see something that wasn't going to be half as nice naked as what I was looking at fully clothed. But the crew surged toward the door of the Landing Strip pulling Christina along with them and I had no choice but to follow.
The high spot of our time at the Landing Strip wasn't Monte getting huge ta-tas rubbed all over his face during the three lap dances we bought him (although he did enjoy the hell out of them). No, the high spot was the lap dance we bought Christina. She had blushed like hell when the dancer's tits rubbed against hers and when the dancer had kissed her neck and nibbled on her ear and she might have been embarrassed at the start, but she had loved it. She was a different person when we left the Strip and climbed on the bus to head off to the next strip club. She was a little looser with the guys and even exchanged a wisecrack or two with them. As soon as we were on the bus everyone got a beer from the coolers (except Chris of course) and we headed for the Pink Pussy Cat Lounge.
We didn't have to try and talk Chris into going into the Pussy Cat with us - she led the charge. She wanted to have one drink with us, but we wouldn't let her. We still had three more clubs to go to after the Pussy Cat and we told her we would let her have a few when we got to the last one. Lack of alcohol didn't slow her down one bit as she was as loud as the rest of us. Monte got two more face rubs as we all cheered the busty ladies on and then it was back out to the bus, more beers from the coolers and then we were on our way to the Carnival Club.
Monte got three lap dances at the Carnival, but the high point at the club was Christina again. We were sitting there cheering on the girl who was assaulting Monte with her 42DDs when a guy came up to us and asked Christina what time her set was. "Set?" she asked.
"Yeah? When are you on? I'm saving all my money for a lap dance from you honey" and he pointed at a table. "I'm sitting right over there. I'm a big tipper honey, you won't be sorry for doing me first."
That set up a raucous chorus of, "Do it Chris, do it Chris, make us proud Chris." You can never be sure about these things, but I'd bet good money that from the light in her eyes that if she would have had a few drinks in her she would have done it. The guys were still chanting, "Do it Chris, do it" when the stripper who had been giving Monte his lap dance came over and said:
"You should think about it honey. You got the looks for it and we are looking for new girls."
"How much would I make?"
"Depends on how hard you want to work at it honey. Anywhere from four hundred to a thousand a night."
"Oh wow" Chris said, licking her lips.
Would she? I was almost sure that she would, but before I could find out Harry called out:
"Okay everybody, all aboard the bus for the next stop."
We all got back on the bus and I grabbed the front seat again. Chris slid behind the wheel and wiggled around on the seat until her skirt had ridden up so high that I could just barely see a hint of her panties. She saw me looking and she winked at me and smiled at me for a second or two and then said:
"Okay, where to next?"
"The Top Hat Gentleman's Club" Harry said and gave her directions.
On the way the guys hit the beer coolers again. I passed on having another one. I was beginning to think of taking a shot at Chris and I didn't want to be too impaired when I did it.
What with the beers from the coolers and the drinks they had had at the clubs we'd been to the guys were feeling no pain when we got to the Top Hat. They weren't really drunk, just very, very rowdy. We hadn't been at the Top Hat five minutes when the girl giving Jimmy a lap dance hauled off and slapped him, got up and stormed off. A minute later a bouncer came to the table and politely reminded us all of the rules - you were not allowed to touch the girls with your hands. Ten minutes later the girl giving Carl a lap dance jumped up and called him a fucking asshole and thirty seconds later three bouncers politely escorted us out of the club.
"That ended way too soon," Danny said. "I got an idea. How about you do a strip and lap dances for us Chris?"
All of a sudden the guys all had money in their hands and they were waving it and chanting, "Do it Chris, do it, do it."
Carl said, "I've got four hundred her Chris and it's all yours."
"I've got two fifty" Jimmy chimed in and Ralph said he had three hundred."
Christina was saying, "I can't" and "Hubby wouldn't like it" and "Sorry, but that just isn't part of the service."
More money was flashed and the "I cant's" were gone and she was saying things like, "I wouldn't be any good at it" and "I really don't know how." The guys kept working on her and there was an instant there when I thought she was going to do it. It was like we were holding our breath waiting for her to start dancing and then suddenly it was gone. She gave a dismissive wave and sat down behind the wheel and asked where to next.
Harry started to tell her how to get to the next place on the list when Monte interrupted him.
"I've got an idea, let's raid Daphne's batchelorette party."
Everyone thought that would be fun so Monte gave Chris directions. Daphne was having her going away shindig at the home of her best friend Kate. We pulled up in front of the house and all piled out. Chris said she would wait and we told her no.
"You are part of our group sweetie and where we go, you go."
Monte tried the front door but it was locked so as quietly as we could manage the whole herd of us went around the side of the house and through the gate in the privacy fence. As we got closer to the back of the house we heard the sounds of partying. We heard:
"Do it, do it, do it," being chanted by a bunch of female voices and a "You go girl" and a "Way to go Daphne, way to go."
We came around the corner of the house to see a large covered patio. There were a dozen women sitting in chairs watching and cheering as a naked Daphne on her hands and knees sucked the cock of a man in front of her while another man was behind her sliding his cock back and forth in her pussy. Both men had the parts of police uniforms on and there was a large boom box on the table playing music. It looked like they were male strippers hired to do what Daphne wouldn't allow at Monte's party.
Almost at the same time Carl said, "Oh fuck!" Dave said, "Jesus Christ!" Jimmy said, "Worthless cunt!" and Harry said, "Fucking whore!"
The women all turned to face us and one of them said, "Oh my God." Monte just stood there and stared at his intended for several seconds and then he turned and headed back to the bus. Daphne either didn't hear what went on or she was so caught up in what she was doing that she didn't care. She was still sucking and getting fucked as we all turned and followed Monte back to the bus.
I was walking next to Chris and she said, "Was that her?"
I nodded a yes and she said, "Oh sweet Jesus, that poor guy."
It was a somber and sober group on the bus on the way back to Dave's house. Monte was sitting there and staring out the window and saying nothing as the guys said things like:
"Better you found out now buddy, instead of after you got married."
We were almost to Dave's when I had the thought and I leaned over and whispered to Christina:
"Would you like to help ease his pain and make a grand in doing it?"
"What do you mean? How?"
"Do a strip and give him a lap dance. Take his mind off of her."
She looked up into the rear view and looked at Monte and then she nodded and said, "Okay, but on one condition."
"Name it."
"You all have to promise that my husband never learns of it. No one except those that are here right now ever knows about it."
"You got it."
I turned and said, "Listen up guys. Dig your cash out. Christina is going to do a strip and give Monte a lap dance" and then I told them the condition. A loud chorus of Yea's followed and when we got to Dave's we all trooped of the bus and went into the house. Dave set up the stereo system and Chris picked out a CD. It was the sound track from "Coyote Ugly" and she handed it to Dave, he put it in the player and pushed the button.
Christina had put her uniform cap and jacket back on and when the music started she looked nervously around and then hesitantly started unbuttoning her jacket. As the yells of encouragement came she started loosening up a little and then little by little she began to get into it. She swayed to the music as she unbuttoned her jacket and tossed it aside. Next she took off her cap and sailed it across the room as her long blonde hair fell to her waist.
She was really starting to get into it as her fingers went to the buttons on her blouse as she dipped and twirled in front of the guys. Monte was sitting in a dinning room chair in the middle of the room facing the couch. Dave, Carl and Harry were sitting on the couch and the rest of us were sitting on dining room chairs or sitting on the floor. Chris swung by the couch and dropped her blouse on Harry's head. The skirt went next and she dropped it on Carl's lap.
Clad now in only her bra, panties, high heels and thigh high nylons she moved back in front of Monte. She cupped her bra-clad tits in her hands and leaned forward and rubbed them on Monte's forehead and then down across his nose and to his mouth before stepping back. She did some more dips and twirls to the music as she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra. She let it slip down her arms and as she twirled by me she draped it across my right shoulder and blew me a kiss.
My cock was as hard as piece of granite and I wanted to take it out and stroke it, but I was afraid that if I did I would break the mood and Chris would stop what she was doing so I sat there and suffered.
Tits bare, Chris moved in front of Monte again, moved forward, straddled him and then pushed her tits against his face and rubbed them around. From where I was sitting I saw Monte tongue come out and lick them and I was surprised when she didn't pull away. I was even more surprised when she slid down to plant herself on and squirm around on what just had to be a rock hard cock. She ground her butt on his lap for maybe thirty seconds and then she cupped her tits in her hands again and slowly stood up until the engorged nipples were even with his mouth. We all heard her hoarsely say:
"Suck them. Lick my nipples and suck them."
Monte didn't hesitate a second and his mouth locked onto her right breast and his hand came up and grasped the left one. She let him feast for thirty seconds and then she pulled away. She turned her back to him and wiggled her ass at him as she pushed her panties down to her ankles and then kicked them away. She spread her legs wide, bent at the waist and grabbed her ankles and looked back between her legs at Monte. He couldn't help himself; no man could have at that point. He took out his cock and started to stroke it and everyone looked at Christina expecting her to bolt from the room.
She let go of her ankles, shuffled backwards and sat down on Monte's lap. He was hard, she was wet, his cock split her pussy lips and she rammed herself down on him. Monte grabbed her hips and started fucking up into her as she started raising and lowering herself on his cock. Everyone was stunned and they all sat there open mouthed as the married bus driver started riding Monte's cock.
I was as shocked as everyone else, but I had also spent most of the night wondering how I could go about doing just what Monte was doing. And what the hell, I had been the one to talk her into doing it so I felt that I had some rights. I was up and off my chair and standing in front of Christina with my hard cock pointing at her face while the rest of the guys were just coming to grips with what was happening.
Chris looked up at me and I saw the lust in her eyes and I took her head in my hands and pulled her mouth onto my cock. I felt her tongue swirl around my shaft and I let go of her head and stood there while she rode Monte's cock and sucked mine. I came first and moved out of the way and Harry took my place. Then Monte came and when Chris got up from his limp cock Carl quickly slid onto the chair and pulled Chris down onto his hard on.
While Carl was fucking her and Harry was face fucking her Dave was blowing up an air mattress. By the time Carl came Dave was lying on his back and Chris was pulled over to the mattress and placed on her knees with her head over Dave's erect pole. As she lowered her head to take it in her mouth Harv moved in behind her and slid his cock into her cum filled pussy. After that Chris was one very busy bus driver as all fourteen guys paid homage at her shrines.



After everyone had done her once Monte moved into position to get his cock sucked and I moved behind her to take her pussy, but she pulled away from me and then pushed me down on my back. She swung over me and settled down on my cock and reached for Monte's cock. She pulled him to her mouth and licked his cock several times like she was licking an ice cream cone and then said, in a voice fairly dripping with lust:
"In my ass. I want you in my ass bachelor boy, put your cock in my ass."
She leaned forward, her tits pressing into my chest and sent her tongue searching in my mouth and then she broke the kiss and whispered:
"Pull out so he can get some lube on his dick."
I took my cock out and Monte fucked her pussy for about a minute and then he pulled out and while he was rubbing his cock head against her anal rosebud I pushed back into her cunt. She started kissing me again and her tongue probed my mouth as I felt Monte's cock rub against mine through the thin membrane that separated us. Chris moaned as Monte pushed more and more of his cock into her and then he slowly started fucking her.
It was difficult trying to get a rhythm going so I settled for pushing up into her as deeply as I could go and then letting her movements work on my cock. It took almost ten minutes of hard pounding before Monte grunted and sent his load deep into her ass. As soon as he pulled out of her I wrapped my arms around her, rolled her over on her back and started fucking her as fast and as hard as I could. It took me about two minutes to get off and as I was getting up from her Dave was already on his way to take my place.
The show that Chris, Monte and I had put on had fired everybody up again and again Chris was a very busy young lady for a while. Carl tried to get into her ass, but she told him no, that her ass had been a special treat for just Monte.
After she had dressed I held her arm as she walked unsteadily out to the mini-bus. I held the door for her as she gingerly slid under the wheel. She turned to me and said:
"I was bad, really, really bad wasn't I?"
I smiled at her and said, "Yes you were Christina and it was great."
"I didn't mean to do what I did. I only meant to do Monte to try and cheer him up."
"I think it is safe to say that you did do that. I'm glad I talked you into it. I'm only sorry that I didn't get a chance at that beautiful ass of yours."
"Yes, but you did get a lot more than you had any right to expect."
She leaned toward me and kissed me on the mouth and her tongue flicked in before she pulled back and said:
"Remember, no one and I mean no one, ever knows" and she started the bus and drove away.
I had intended to give Chris the thousand out of my own pocket, but when all the guys dug out their cash and tossed it in Christina's chauffeurs hat I waited to see what happened and then I matched the highest amount offered (Carl's four hundred). Christina walked out of Dave's that night with a huge smile and thirty-one hundred in her pocket.
+++++
I wasn't there for the conversation so I have no idea what went on, but Monte and Daphne went through with their wedding. I don't know, but maybe he thought what he did with Chris cancelled out what she had done with the strippers. I hope it works out for them because I like them both. Three months later I was having dinner with an out of town client and I asked him what he would like to do after dinner. He said he wanted to go to a topless bar.
"I've never been to one and I can't do it at home because my wife would be sure to find out about it and she would kill me."
I took him to the Pink Pussy Cat and I'll be damned if one of the dancers wasn't Christina. She joined us at the table and I bought her a drink and paid her to do a lap dance for Norm and when she finished she leaned over and whispered in my ear:
"I get off at eleven. Meet me at the Denny's over on 6th."
I dropped Norm at his hotel and headed for Denny's. I was sitting in a booth sipping coffee when she came in and slid onto the seat across from me.
"Surprised?"
"An understatement if there ever was one."
"It is all your fault."
"Mine?"
"You were the one who talked me into doing it for Monte. I had such a ball and got such a charge out of it that I just had to do it again."
"The lap dances or the other?"
"Both."
"What happened? Hubby find out and leave you?"
"Yes and no."
"And that means?"
"He found out because I told him and no, he didn't leave."
I raised an eyebrow at that.
"I had to tell him because I knew I was going to do it again and I love him enough that I couldn't do it behind his back. It turns out that my husband has always wanted to see me make it with another man. When I told him what I had done he told me his fantasy and then said that given what I had just done I shouldn't have any problem giving him what he wanted."
"And did you?"
"Once or twice a week and if I remember it right you said you were sorry you didn't get a taste of my ass. Would you like to be the one to follow me home tonight?"
"Does a duck walk barefoot on the beach? Lead the way sweetie."
Her hubby didn't just watch, he also played and I had no trouble double teaming his wife with him. I've been invited back and I'll keep going and doing my absolute best to keep getting invited back.
But as I said in the beginning, I saw how easy it was to cross the line. I know Daphne loved Monte, but she still had no problem with taking on two male strippers. Chris was married and yet she didn't have a problem with taking on fourteen of us in a gangbang and has no problem with fucking other men in front of her husband. I've seen how easy it was for Chris and Daphne to cross the line between fidelity and infidelity and I often wonder if I'll ever be able to get married and not spend all my time worrying about what my wife might do.
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John was sitting in the chair watching as I worked on Bill's cock with my mouth. He was smiling at me and slowly stroking his erection. I winked at him, took my mouth off of Bill and got on the bed. Bill spread my legs so he could slide his hard cock into my steaming pussy for the third time that afternoon and I moaned:
"Oh yes, oh god yes, that feels so damned good."
He lifted my legs up onto his shoulders so he could push deep into me and began fucking me hard and I came and I came and I came. I felt him tense up and then he erupted and splashed my insides with spurt after spurt of his cum. I was astonished that he could push so much into me after already having cum in me twice.
Bill pulled out and fell to the bed beside me, but I wasn't through and I wanted more. I wanted more, much, much more and I bent my head and took his limp cock in my mouth and went to work on him. He recovered faster than I thought he would and I climbed on top of him and used my hand to guide him into me. I motioned for John to come over and join us and he got on the bed and moved in behind me. I felt his fingers probe my ass and I hissed:
"Yes, yes, right there, put it right there."
It was a good thing that both John and Bill had already been in my ass once each and had loosened it up or John's quick shove might have brought me pain instead of the pleasure I received when he entered me. I had to hard cocks in me at the same time and the feeling was incredible. I had the strongest climax of my life. It was totally fantastic and I wanted it to go on and on, but I knew I couldn't. Even in the almost mindless bliss I was experiencing I still had a small portion of my brain trained on the clock. I had to finish this and get home.
"Fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck me hard and make me cum" I chanted as I urged the two men on and I came one more time as the two men exploded inside me. I felt John's cock pulse as his pushed his load deep into my ass and seconds later Bill flooded my pussy. I held still and luxuriated in the feeling and then I said:
"That's enough sweeties. I'd love to stay longer, but I need to get on home and fix my husband's dinner."
"You going to feed him our cream pies?"
"Good heavens no."
"Why not?"
"Because my being that wet might make him suspicious and we don't want that, do we? We certainly don't want anything to put a stop to what we are doing, right."
"No, I guess not."
The two men dressed and left and I rushed to the bathroom to shower and douche before getting dressed and going home.
That's it boys and girls, one more true adventure in the life of Cyber Slut Wife. Stay tuned for the next time this bored housewife spreads her legs for some fun.
+++++
I clicked on the 'back' button until I got to the story index, checked to see if there were any other stories I wanted to read, found none and then signed of the Net. I checked my watch and saw that I had cut it pretty close again. Vickie was due home in fifteen or twenty minutes from one of her many church activities and I always liked to give myself a half hours leeway.
I was going to have to get a watch with a built in alarm. The last thing I needed was for Vickie to come home and find me reading erotic stories an Internet adult web site. I had pretty much run out of patience with my wife and another argument and preaching session could very well end our marriage.
It was a story that a hundred thousand people could identify with. Childhood sweethearts, going steady all the way through high school; separated by college and back together four years later. Marriage, three kids, now grown and out on their own and a wife with suddenly nothing to do to keep her occupied.
Most wives in those circumstances went out to see if they could get back into the work force or join a charitable organization and donate time. That might have been the route that Vickie would have taken if circumstances had been different.
I still don't know how it happened, but I went away for a two week training session and when I got home I found that in my absence Vickie had been SAVED! Washed in the blood of The Lamb, had accepted Jesus as her Lord and Master and I'm here to tell you that there is no greater fanatic in the world than the recently converted.
I pulled into the garage, got my suitcases out of the trunk and noticed a box with my Penthouse, Playboy, Gallery and other men's magazines sitting next to the trashcans. Something else didn't look right in the garage and it took me a minute before I realized that all my girlie calendars were missing from the walls.
I walked into the house and found Vickie sitting at the kitchen table reading a Bible. The girlie posters and magazines slipped to the back of my mind as I went over and kissed her. Instead of getting up so we could hug and kiss each other she turned her head so that my kiss just brushed her cheek. Not the greeting I had expected from a loving wife after a two week separation.
"Come on sweetie," I said, "Lets go upstairs, I'll unpack and we can make up for some lost time."
"No Burt. I think you had better sit down. We need to talk."
"About what?"
"About God Burt, and how we have not let Him into our lives. When was the last time you went to church Burt?"
"I don't know. When I was twelve or thirteen I'd guess."
"Why did you turn your back on God then?"
"Probably because I came to realize that God was just a figment of imagination for people. That he didn't exist or if he did he wasn't worth paying attention to."
"My God Burt, how can you say that?"
"Easy Vickie, all I have to do is look around and see how screwed up the world is. If God so loved us that He gave us his only begotten son he wold not have let this world get into the horrible shape it is in."
"That is not God's fault Burt, that is the fau...."
"Park it Vickie. I don't argue religion with anyone. If they believe in God nothing I say is going to change their mind and there isn't anything they can say to me that is going to change mine. What the hell is this all about Vick?"
It turns out that while I was gone some bible thumpers came through the neighborhood knocking on doors and Vickie, tired of sitting home alone watching television, invited them in.
"I've asked God to forgive me for walking away from him all those years ago. I've joined a church Burt and I've decided that I'm going to devote my free time working for the church and helping to spread the Gospel."
She picked up a piece of paper from the table and handed it to me.
"Here is our schedule honey. We have Bible study on Tuesday and Thursday. There are other church activities scheduled for other nights of the week, but we will ease into them later. There are two services on Sunday, one at nine and one at eleven. I prefer the early service, but in truth it wouldn't hurt us to go to both. Of course you will need to give up your Sunday golfing.
"There have to be some other changes made around here and I've already started. I've gotten rid of your filthy magazines and I've pulled that trash off the walls of the garage. Oh, and all of those filthy videos have been tossed out. We also need to decide how much we are going to tithe the church. The accepted standard is ten percent, but with the children gone I think we can do better than that."
She looked at me expectantly and I took a deep breath and wondered where to start when suddenly it occurred to me that anything I said was going to lead to an argument that could not have any winner. I did the only thing I could think of that would make my position clear without words. I got up, went out into the garage, picked up the box of magazines and carried them back into the house. I took them into the den where I had set up a home office and I set the box down on my desk. Then I went back into the kitchen, got my suitcase and headed for the bedroom. I was unpacking my bags when Vickie came into the bedroom.
"Why did you do that?"
"Why did I do what?"
"Bring those filthy books back into this house."
"You forgot something Vickie. Those are my magazines, not yours, and you don't throw away my stuff without talking to me first."
"I won't have that garbage in my house Burt."
"It is my house too Vick and I will have what I want in it. And we might as well get this over with now. I wasn't going to say anything and just hope that it would go away, but that is unrealistic of me because it isn't going to go away. First off, I am an agnostic. I question the existence of God, but even if there is a supreme being I have no use for him, her or it.
"Secondly, I am not working my butt off to make money to give to a bunch of religious zealots. If you want to tithe it will be out of your household allowance. You can give up your beauty shop appointments for God.
"Lastly, I will not be going to Bible study, nor will I be attending any church services. All I am willing to do is go with you to church social events like potluck suppers or picnics. If you want to be a religious nut go ahead, but leave me out of it."
She looked at me for a moment and then she went over to the bed and took the pillow from the side she slept on and started out of the room. She stopped at the door and turned to me and said:
"I'll be sleeping in Krisha's old room until you come to your senses" and then she left.
That move ended our marriage. It continued on, but all it was after her changing bedrooms was two people co-existing in the same house.
+++++
For the next six months all we were was civil to each other. Vickie slept in Krisha's room and I slept in what used to be ours. It wasn't easy on me, but it wasn't a major hardship either. Like a lot of couples who had been together over twenty-five years we grew less passionate, but more comfortable with each other. The sex had been good, but infrequent, maybe five or six times a month, so I did miss it, but I wasn't going to die because it stopped.
What I did miss was the snuggling, the cuddling and the waking up in each other's arms. I hated that Vickie was depriving me of it, but at the same time I was questioning whether she had ever really loved me if she had could she do this to me, to us. We grew farther and farther apart.
Vickie continued her assault on my wicked ways. The box of magazines disappeared again, but I said nothing. All they were was symbolic and the only reason I had carried them back into the house was to make a point that obviously hadn't been taken. I'd already read them and just hadn't gotten around to throwing them out.
It was about six weeks before I noticed that I hadn't received my subscriptions to Playboy and Penthouse Letters. I found out that Vickie was throwing them away when she picked up the mail every day. I let it slide because it didn't really matter all that much to me any more - I had found the Net! More specifically I had found the thousands of porn sites that offered me everything that I had gotten from my magazines and much, much more.
It didn't take me long to realize that just as my magazines had disappeared so would my computer if Vickie found out what I was using it for. I would just buy another one and another after that if I had to, but it could get expense after a while. The only other option was to end the farce that our marriage had become, but to me that was the least attractive way to go. It would mean giving up my settled existence. The house would have to be sold and the proceeds split. Everything else, savings, certificates of deposit, my pension and 401k would be split fifty-fifty and I would probably end up paying alimony. It would mean giving up my wood working shop in the basement; the three car garage which would leave me without a place to work on the '34 Ford three window coupe I was restoring. Loss of the house would inconvenience me in a lot of other ways also, so to me the solution was to just stay out of Vickie's way and not give her anything to bitch about.
+++++
As far as the Net was concerned, my thing was erotic stories and I quickly found several sites that were free. Some were so-so, some were good and a few were excellent. I was soon spending all my time on three sites and before long I had a list of favorite authors and one of my favorites was Cyber Slut Wife. Her stories were a series (if she could be believed) of the sexual encounters she'd had.
Her first story described her fucking her husband's best man just before the wedding ceremony. Next were three men she slipped away with while on her honeymoon and then followed years of hanging horns on her husband with almost every friend he had, and a whole host of others. She seduced her paperboy, the home handy man who did some work in her basement, the cable guy, door to door salesmen and even a Jehovah's Witness. Each occasion fired her up for the next and she merrily went about screwing everything in pants until the day she thought she'd been caught. She worked her way through it unscathed and then backed off to let things settle down. Outside of an occasional back seat visit at a party or a bar pick up when hubby was out of town she kept her legs closed until her kids were grown and had moved out.
With the house empty now she had time to get back to what she liked to do most - fuck! She dressed herself up and went out to the hotel at the airport and let herself get picked up by a traveling businessman. She spent four hours in a hotel room with him and then went home and cooked her husband his dinner. Her next story told how she had done the same thing once a week for the next three weeks. The third week she was in the man's room in mid-fuck when another man came into the room and decided to join them. It was her first threesome and she had loved it.
The second man told her he would be back through town the following week and he asked if he could see her again. Her next story covered that visit. She met him at nine in the morning and by noon she knew just how big a slut she was. He brought in a friend and then a second one and she had her first triple penetration.
One of the men brought in was a local man named Harry and as the four of them were dressing the local guy had suggested that they could help each other. He had customers and clients that she could take care of which would eliminate her having to troll for fresh meat and she would be able to stop going to places where someone who knew her might see her. He would get her a cell phone that only he would have the number to; he would give her a clothing allowance so she could keep herself in sexy things and 'come fuck me' high heels and the biggie - he would rent her an apartment where she could 'entertain'. She thought it over and said yes.
Her latest story was about a six-man gangbang that took place when Harry hosted a poker game at the apartment. When it was over one of the men had asked her if her husband was going to notice how loose and sloppy she was and she had replied:
"He hasn't had me in almost a year so he'll never know."
"He hasn't fucked you in over a year? What is wrong with him?"
"Just stupid I guess."
I don't know why I was so into the Cyber Slut Wife stories. She was not the kind of women that I would like if I met her in person. The casual way she cheated on her husband and the callous way she always referred to him painted the portrait of a woman who was trash to my way of thinking. I think the reason I liked her stories was because they were just that, stories. She built a story around each meeting she had and included all kinds of details. None of that "I sucked his cock and then I fucked him and went home" kind of stuff.
+++++
It had been fourteen months since Vickie had moved out of our bedroom and neither one of us had made a move toward reconciliation. Things might have gone on that way for another fourteen months had Vickie not had an accident. I was at work when the call from my daughter came. She had stopped by the house to visit Vickie and had found her unconscious at the foot of the steps. Vickie had apparently fallen down the stairs and smacked her head a good one.
Krisha had called 911 and Vickie was on her way to the emergency room at County General. By the time I got there she had been looked at and admitted. I talked with the doctor who told me that she had a concussion. X-rays had shown there was no bone damage:
"But we want to keep her overnight and take a fresh look in the morning."
"Thank you doctor. I'll go see her now."
"She's asleep right now. She was causing some problems and we had to sedate her."
"What kind of problems?"
"She was fighting the nurses and orderlies and trying to get away from them. She kept yelling that she had to get home before her husband."
"Odd. That doesn't sound like Vickie. Normally she couldn't care less if she was home when I got there or not. That bump on her head must have made her delirious."
"That's kind of what we thought too and that's why we sedated her and want to keep her here for observation."
I did look in on Vickie, but she was definitely out of it so I went on home.
+++++
The first thing that I noticed were the blood spots on the carpets at the foot of the stairs and I made a mental note to get a carpet cleaner in to clean it up. The second thing didn't register right away. I didn't notice it until I was ready to sit down and eat what I had fixed myself for dinner. There was a lap top sitting on the dinning room table. I didn't even know that Vickie had one. It was open and plugged in and curiosity got the best of me.
The screen saver was running and I hit ENTER and the last thing Vickie was working on appeared on the screen. I suddenly knew what was behind Vickie's panic attack at the hospital and the reason why she needed to beat me home. There on the screen was a picture of a naked Vickie with a black cock sticking in her cunt. The picture didn't show her face, but I didn't need a face to know it was her. Plainly visible were the two tattoos that she had gotten on her thirty-fifth birthday; a heart with my initials in it just above the hair line of her cunt and a butterfly on the upper curvature of her right breast.
I sat down and started looking through the contents. Luckily nothing was password protected and what I found turned my world on end. The first thing I found was that the picture was an attachment for an email that Vickie had sent or was about to send before her accident stopped her. The email itself said:
"That's for your support sweetie. Here is a little something to remind you to keep sending me good comments. Love ya, CSW."
I wondered what CSW meant. I was familiar with LOL and some others, but I had never seen CSW before. Next I checked Sent Messages and found forty-six more emails that all said thanks for your support and all had attachments.
My Pictures was next and it was a revelation. There were over a hundred pictures of a naked Vickie and in all of them she had a cock either in her mouth, her ass or her cunt and in several she had more than one in her. The ones that showed a cock in her mouth had her face blurred, but I could still tell it was her by the tattoos. A close examination of the pictures showed that there were at least fourteen different men enjoying themselves at my expense.
A trip to My Videos let me see Vickie being an absolute slut as in thirty-one videos clips she was fucked in all three holes and in a couple of clips she was taken in all three at once.
The mother lode was in My Documents and it was there that I learned the meaning of CSW. There, on the hard drive, was every story that Cyber Slut Wife had written, including a few that I had not yet read. My own wife was one of my favorite authors and the stories she wrote were of the things she had been doing behind my back. I'd even gotten myself off to a couple of them and wasn't that a kick in the teeth.



But even that wasn't the best part. The best part was a folder labeled "My Diary." It was an itemized account of every sexual affair that Vickie had engaged in. It gave names, dates, times and places and included a critique of the session. It started two days before our wedding and ran until the day before the accident. Her first was my cousin Tom on the night of our rehearsal dinner, her second was my best man the morning of the wedding and according to her diary there were seven other men who enjoyed her on our honeymoon when she wasn't being enjoyed by me. According to the story she wrote about it there were only three and I wondered about that. I guess she must have thought seven would be a little unbelievable for a new bride on her honeymoon.
I found out that she considered my best friend a 'lousy fuck' and my brother 'adequate." I was totally surprised to see that she considered me 'exceptional." If that was the case why was I only one of hundreds who had used her and why hadn't we been having more sex the last couple of years?
I found out that my daughter Krisha had been fathered by my about to become ex-best friend and that I might, only might, be the father of Darlene and William.
It was too much too fast. There was still a ton of stuff to read, but I couldn't take the time to do it. I needed to get back to the hospital and be there when Vickie woke up. Fortunately Vickie's laptop had a CD burner and I got some blanks and downloaded everything. Leaving the laptop where it was I headed back to County General.
+++++
I was sitting in the room reading a book when Vickie woke up. She was a little groggy at first and when she finally got around to noticing me her face registered alarm.
"How long have you been here?"
"Since it happened. Krisha found you, called me and I came straight from work."
"You haven't been home yet?"
"No, not yet."
I saw the relief wash over her face. Just then Krisha came in and I got up and went to the bathroom. When I came back Krisha was gone and I asked where she was Vickie told me that she had just stopped by to check on things and her boyfriend had been downstairs waiting so she left. I stayed for another fifteen minutes and then said I needed to get on home and feed the cat, but Vickie stopped me and gave me a list of people to call to let them know what happened. I said I would and started to leave again and again she stopped me and asked me to talk to the doctor before I left. It was obvious that she was trying to keep me from going home. It was another hour before I was able to get out of the hospital and when I got home I was not surprised to see that the laptop was gone.
The doctor told me that they would be releasing Vickie around two that afternoon so that gave me three hours to be nosey. I searched her car and found an overnight bag with two pair of high heels, some nylons, a garter belt and a lot of make up. I really didn't expect to find much because if her stories were true, and I didn't doubt them for one minute, most of the incriminating stuff would be at the apartment Harry had rented for her. In the closet in her bedroom I found the carrying case for the laptop, two boxes of blank CDs and some manuals. I didn't disturb them; there was no way I wanted Vickie to know that I was on to her.
I headed for my computer to spend some time on the stuff I had downloaded. The one thing that had bothered me most since finding her laptop and seeing what was on it was trying to reconcile Vickie's religious conversion with her whorishness. I found the answer in the information I had downloaded. In her diary she described how Harry had told her not to have sex with me any more. He told her that she belonged to him now and not me.
Vickie's religious conversion was a fake! It was a wedge she could use to split us apart and keep us apart. It was the age old use of sex as a weapon. Withhold it until you get what you want and then give it as a reward. In my case Vickie knew I'd never give in on the subject of religion. All her bible study classes and other church activities were just her way of getting out of the house so she could spread her legs for whoever Harry pointed her to.
+++++
That afternoon I picked Vickie up at the hospital and brought her home. I didn't do anything out of the ordinary and as far as Vickie could tell I wasn't the least bit suspicious of anything. I spent two days going over everything I had downloaded from her laptop and thinking about what to do. I finally made an appointment with a lawyer and he gave me the bad news. In our state any divorce was going to cause a 50/50 split of the assets regardless of the reason for the divorce and I, in all likelyhood, would have to pay for both lawyers, Vickie's and mine. The only way I could get out and keep what I wanted was to find a way to make Vickie walk away without a fight. What I had to do was sue for divorce, ask for what I wanted and not have her contest it.
I spent another week thinking on it and I came up with a plan. It left a sour taste in my mouth to have to do it the way I was going to have to, but it was the only way for me to come out ahead on the deal. I hired a private investigator, told him what I wanted and three weeks later I had most of what I needed. I had all the information on Harry, I had the address of the apartment and I had the personal information on twenty-seven of Harry's clients who had visited the apartment. One of the most interesting of those names was Thomas Shift, our city manager.
The next step was to find a twenty-four hour locksmith and one night after Vickie had fallen asleep I took her keys from her purse and went to the locksmith and had them duplicated. I already knew from the detective's report that the apartment wasn't used when Vickie wasn't there so I took the duplicate keys and paid the apartment a visit.
The apartment closets held enough sexy lingerie to fill a Victoria's Secret store and enough pairs of high heels to outfit a Vegas chorus line. One of the bedrooms was locked and I found the key that opened it and I let myself in. There was a see through mirror mounted on one wall that allowed you to watch what was going on in the next bedroom. There were also three video cameras set up to tape the action. In the bedroom closet I found over a hundred videotapes. I'd seen enough to give me an idea on how to go about getting Vickie to fade away quietly.
+++++
That Friday evening when I got home from work I walked into the house to shouts of, "Surprise, surprise." Vickie had thrown a surprise birthday party for me and it was most interesting to me to see the assembled guests. Besides our three kids there were fourteen couples and three guys without dates. Seventeen men and every fucking one of them was an entry in Vickie's diary. There was a lot of glad handing, back slapping good cheer and at any other time with me not knowing what I knew it would have been a hell of a fine party.
Brian, my soon to be ex-best friend, gave me a three day all expenses paid trip to a golf course up in Breckenridge, probably to get me out of town so he could fuck Vickie. There were other assorted gifts, but the one that caught my attention was the one from Vickie. It was a new laptop computer. There were two reasons why it grabbed my attention: I'd never shown any interest in having a laptop and I had no use for it and secondly, we were barely talking to each other so why was she spending that kind of money on me? Come to think of it, why did she even throw a party for me? It made no sense at all, but then what had recently? As I sat there and surveyed all the people laughing and having a good time I wondered how many would still be laughing after I lowered the boom.
+++++
It took three weeks to get all the paperwork done and then I was ready. It was all a matter of timing. Tuesday night I used my duplicate set of keys to enter Vickie's love pad and I removed all the videotapes, the video cameras and anything else I thought I might like. That night at home I snuck into Vickie's bedroom and got her laptop from where she stored it in the closet and put it in the trunk of my car with everything I'd taken from her apartment.
Eight o'clock the next morning I was in Harry's office and I asked his secretary to tell him that Vickie Boland's husband was there to see him on a matter of great importance. She did and he stalled me long enough to try and call Vickie and find out what was going on. He didn't reach her because when I left the house I cut the phone line and I had taken her cell from her purse. Finally I felt that I had waited long enough and I told his secretary to tell him he had two minutes and then I would be leaving and my next visit would be to Thomas Shift.
That got him off the dime and I was ushered into his office. "What is this all about Mr. Boland?"
"Saving your miserable fucking ass Mr. Grant."
"Just what are you getting at" he snarled at me and started to get up.
"You get out of that chair fuckface and I'll the beat the fuck out of you and throw you out your office window and laugh as you make the four story trip down to the street."
He sat back down and I went on, "What it is shit head is that in order to get what I want you are going to get a free ride." I looked at my watch and said, "I'm expecting a call within the next five minutes telling me that my whorish wife has been served divorce papers. You will then see to it that she does not contest the divorce. In return none of the videotapes that used to be in your little love nest will become public and embarrass your clients. I'm sure that Tom Shift, for one, will appreciate your seeing to it that the tapes never see the light of day. But then he doesn't know about them does he? At least he doesn't know about them yet.
"In addition to the tapes not becoming public" and I handed him a folder, "Vickie's diary will not see the light of day. If you are unable to convince her to walk away from me without a fight it will all go public and your business goes into the shitter to say nothing of all the personal lawsuits that will be filed against you. Including one by me for alienation of affection and whatever else my lawyer can come up with."
Just then my cell phone beeped and I took the call. When I disconnected I said:
"The papers have been served. You probably won't hear from her until she can get to a phone - I disconnected the one at the house and I have her cell in my briefcase - but as soon as she does reach you it would be in your best interests to start on getting her not to contest the divorce."
"Just how in the hell am I supposed to be able to talk her into not contesting?"
"Your problem, not mine. You told her to stop having sex with me anymore and she did what you told her. You had better hope she listens to you this time too. If worst comes to worst I don't care if you have to kill her to save yourself, just let me know ahead of time so I can have an iron clad alibi."
I got up to leave and when I got to the door I stopped, turned and said:
"I owe you a lot of pain and I am torn between hurting you bad or letting you walk in order to get what I want. You need to keep that in mind when you are trying to get her to not contest the divorce. Fail and my fall back position is to ruin you professionally, personally, financially and physically. Imagine yourself in a wheelchair for the rest of your life and it just might help give you incentive."
+++++
I was no sooner in the car when my cell went off again. The screen showed it was a number not known to me and so I figured that Vickie had gotten to a phone so I didn't take the call. She called several times over the next two hours and I finally shut off the phone.
At one I showed up at the house with a rented U-Haul van. Vickie was on me as soon as I was in the door waving the papers at me and demanding to know what I thought I was doing.
"I decided that it was time to end this farce of a marriage. When you moved out of our bedroom you showed me you didn't want me. I finally decided that I don't want you so I'm getting a divorce."
"Bullshit. All you ever had to do to get me out of Krisha's room and back into ours was meet me half way on our getting back in touch with God."
"You knew that would never happen Vickie, in fact you were counting on it."
"What are you talking about?"
"Doesn't matter Vick. You want to help me move your clothes and stuff out to the van, or are you comfortable with the idea I can do it without trashing most of it."
"Move my stuff to the van? Why?"
"I'm throwing you and your Bible out Vick."
"You can't do that. I've as much right to stay in this house as you have."
"That may be Vick, but you will have to get a lawyer and have him get in touch with my lawyer to establish that. Until that happens you are out. Now, you want your stuff with you when you leave or do you want me to just push you out the door?"
"You can't do this to me."
"Oh yes I can. Now start grabbing your stuff or I'm throwing you out without it."
"Where am I supposed to go?"
"I'll drive you over to your fuck pad on Newark Circle. When you get there you can call Harry and cry on his shoulder."
At the mention of the apartment on Newark Circle and the mention of Harry's name the fight went out of her. She went upstairs and started carrying things down and out to the van. I helped her and we were about halfway done when I saw her looking anxious. She kept digging in the closet and I finally said:
"It isn't there. My lawyer has it. You will get it back when the divorce is final. He is going to use what is on it for evidence. When you get to your love nest on Newark you can call Harry and he'll tell you all about it."
No more words were said as we finished loading her stuff into the van and nothing was said as I drove her to the apartment. I emptied the van onto the sidewalk in front of the apartment building and drove away leaving her standing there.
+++++
The hardest part for me was telling the kids. Vickie was lying trash so I couldn't just let her tell them her version which would no doubt paint me as Attila The Hun. I had no intention playing the "pit mommy against daddy" game, but I was going to give them all the information that I had and then let them make up their own minds.
I called Krisha at work and asked her to meet me for a drink when she got off. I told her that I was divorcing her mother, but I didn't tell her why. I gave her a copy of everything I had taken from Vickie's computer; pictures, video clips, diary - all of it - and told her to go through it and that if she had any questions to give me a call or come by the house and see me.
"I'll be home all weekend 'pumpkin' (my pet name for her) if you want to talk."
Next I called Darlene and William and made arrangements to meet them for breakfast at a Denny's. I gave them the same talk that I gave Krisha, gave them copies of the same stuff, and went on home.
Darlene was the first to call. She called around noon, "Surely you don't believe any of that stuff, do you dad?"
"I'm afraid I believe all of it honey."
"It can't be true dad. There must be a reasonable explanation for it. Maybe it was an outline for a book or something. She always said she was going to write someday."
"Have you gone through all the material yet?"
"No, not yet."
"You remember the night your mother took you and Krisha into our bedroom and showed you her new tattoos?"
"Yes, I remember that Krisha and I thought it was a real kick."
"Finish all the material honey. Check out My Pictures and My Videos. You will recognize the tattoos."
"You are wrong about this dad, I just know you have to wrong. Mom couldn't do this, she just couldn't."
"I'm sorry honey, but I have to go now. I'll be home all day if you want to talk when you finish the material."
+++++
I was sitting on the couch in the living room reading when Krisha came into the house. She came into the room and sat down on a chair opposite me. I put the book down and waited. She looked down at the floor for a moment and then asked:
"Is it true?"
"Is what true honey?"
"That Brian is my father?"
"I only know what your mother wrote in her diary."
"How long have you known?"
"Since the day she fell down the steps" and I went on to explain how I'd come into the house and found the laptop and what I'd done after.
"That computer? I guess it was a good thing I didn't take the time to look at what was on it. God only knows what I would have done."
"I don't understand?"
"That day in the hospital. When you left the room mom asked me to do her a favor. She said she had gotten you a laptop for your birthday and had set it up to check it out before giving it to you. She wanted me to run back to the house and get it before you got home and saw it. She said she would keep you busy to give me time. I didn't take the time to look at it because I thought you might be right behind me. I put it in the trunk of my car until mom called and asked me to bring it to her."
"I guess that explains the one I got for my birthday. After her story to you she had to give me one or you might have wondered and maybe asked about it or maybe you might have thought she had given it to me early and asked me how I liked it."
"I can't believe she was that way, and for all those years. You never suspected?"
"No, I didn't have a clue."
There were several moments of silence between us and then Krisha said:
"Brian is not my dad you know, you are. You always have been and you always will be."
Another period of silence and then the tears started flowing and she cried out "Daddy" and got up and came over and threw herself in my arms. She sobbed into my shoulder for a long time and between sobs she kept repeating over and over:
"How could she do that to you, to us."
+++++
William was the pragmatic one. He called around five that afternoon.
"I've got a nine o'clock tee time in the morning. Fell like having your butt whipped?"
"Yeah, I can make it, but your game better be good because my putting has been killer lately."
"I'll pick you up at eight."
The first couple of minutes of the drive were filled with an awkward silence and then William said:
"How do we handle this?"
"How do we handle what?"
"She's my mother and I love her. You are my father and I love you. I'm not happy with what she has done to the family, but I am not going to turn my back on her. I will try and be there for her if she needs me. The same goes for you. Is my relationship with her going to be a problem as far as you are concerned?"
"Of course not. Just because I have no use for her doesn't mean everyone else has to feel the same way."
"Good."
We played eighteen and he did indeed whip my ass. The diary entry that he might or might not be my son was never mentioned by either of us.
+++++
Darlene was the disappointment. She held it against me that I had exposed her mother's flaws to her and I ended up being the bad guy as far as she was concerned. I don't know if that rift will ever heal.
+++++
Two weeks went by with no word from Harry or Vickie as to whether or not she was going to contest the divorce so I started preparing for the worst. In keeping with my promise to ruin Harry if he didn't convince Vickie to walk away I started to watch the videotapes to see just what I had to work with. I was amazed at what I found. Besides the city manager I found two councilmen and one county commissioner - all married - and several prominent local businessmen, also all married.
There was tape on eleven of the seventeen assholes that were at my party and another eleven that I knew fairly well. The rest of the men on the tapes I didn't recognize, but it didn't matter, I had more than enough for what I was going to do.



It suddenly occurred to me that I would have no leverage if Harry somehow got the tapes back. I did have a copy of Vickie's diary but it could always be claimed that I made it up myself. I needed the visual proof so I got all of the tapes together and got them out of the house and hid them. Before I did that I copied the portions of the tapes that showed the twenty-two supposed friends of mine and I began making up packages to give to their wives and girlfriends. The package included the video of the asshole and Vickie's diary entries that pertained to him.
Once the packages were ready I called Harry and his secretary wouldn't put me through to him so I asked her to give him a message.
"Tell him that since I haven't heard from him I'm going to start putting out some of the information I have. I'm going to do my so-called friends first and that if I have not heard from him by Friday I will be calling on the wives of Thomas Minor, Gregg Silverman and Craig Staub. Those visits will be followed by visits to the wives of four politicians. He will know the ones I'm talking about."
By Thursday I had hand delivered the twenty-two packages to the wives and girlfriends of the twenty-two assholes. Also by Thursday I had received seven phone calls from ex-friends who swore they were going to get me for ruining their marriages. My response to all of them was the same:
"Hey fuckhead, you fucked my wife, I didn't fuck yours. You ruined your own fucking marriage, not me, and if you come for me bring lots of help because I have a lot of anger I need to take out on someone and you'll fill the bill just fine."
Never the less I started carrying a handgun under the front seat of my car.
Friday morning I was busy building the packages for the wives and girlfriends of the eight ex-friends I didn't have video on. I'd printed out the diary entries that pertained to them and I made eight tapes that showed Vickie with mutual friends. The idea was that I could say:
"Here is her dairy information on him. I don't have actual tape of him with Vickie, but here is a tape showing you what she was doing with the others. If you want to give him a pass that is your business, but at least I gave you warning that you should get yourself tested for STDs as soon as possible."
I had just finished the packages when the phone rang. It was Harry.
"She had agreed. What now?"
"Have her go see my lawyer. I'll give her until Tuesday. After that I won't hold back."
"You know what you've done to her? She's afraid to go out any more. There are a dozen people looking for her with mayhem on their minds."
"Not my problem. It wouldn't bother me any if some of them got a hold of her."
"You really hate her that much?"
"No, actually I don't hate her that much. I hate her a hell of a lot more."
"What happens after she sees the lawyer?"
"I'll give her back her computer, but I will sit on everything else until the divorce is final. If the divorce goes off with out a hitch I'll return everything I took out of the apartment."
"After making copies?"
"For my protection against reprisals I will copy the tapes of the four politicians and two of the most prominent businessmen."
"That isn't very trusting of you."
"I trusted my wife and look what that got me."
+++++
I spent the rest of Friday handing out the last eight packages and Saturday I had the kids over for a barbecue. In the middle of it Darlene pulled me aside and tried to talk me into letting her mother move back in the house and when I said no way she left in a huff. The other two watched her go and just shrugged their shoulders.
My standing golf date for Sunday was cancelled since two of the foursome were ex-friend whose wives received a package from me. Sometimes it just sucks to be me.
Monday at two in the afternoon my lawyer called me and told me that Vickie had just been in and had signed the papers. Now it is just sit and wait for the divorce to become final.
I know it sounds silly to say this, but I do believe I was better off not knowing what I know now.
And I'm probably never going to read a Cyber Slut Wife story ever again.
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Debbie was my next door neighbor and the closest thing I had to a best friend since leaving high school. She had divorced her husband shortly before we bought the house and moved in and she had gotten her house in her divorce settlement. We met over the back fence one morning, I invited her over for coffee and we hit it off. Two weeks later we were sharing our deepest, darkest secrets. I knew about her catching her husband cheating on her and how she forgave him and took him back - twice - before finally throwing him out, and now here we were six years later talking about my cheating husband.
+++++
"Have you decided yet what you are going to do?"
I looked across the table at Debbie and wondered how to answer the question. What we were discussing was what was I going to do since finding out that my husband Gary was cheating on me. I'd found a pair of pink panties in his suitcase after his last business trip. And my curiosity aroused, I got out of bed after Gary had fallen asleep and went down to his home office. In his briefcase I found a card addressed to, "Gary, my stud forever." The card told him how much she hated not being able to make love to him full time, "Thank God you have frequent business trips" and it was signed, "Yours forever, Felicity." I also found condoms (I've had a hysterectomy) and a receipt for a pair of diamond earrings. I carefully put everything back in his briefcase where I found them and went back to bed.
I thought about her question and then I realized that there was only one answer. That answer would generate other questions, but there was only one answer. I took a sip of my coffee, set down the cup and said:
"I'm not going to let him get away with it."
"Well duh! The question is what are you going to do?"
"God Deb, I don't know. Pretending it didn't happen is out. Getting on with life and hoping it isn't going to happen again just won't work. If I try and do that he will think he got away with it and maybe think he can do it again."
"How do you know that this is the first and only time?"
"I don't know that it is. I have to hope that it is because if it is more than once I can't stay married to him. Once we might be able to get past, but if he has made a habit of it we are through."
"Well girlfriend, we are back to the question, what are you going to do?"
"Well I've already ruled out living with it and that leaves me with limited options. I can confront him and then talk about it and get him to promise me never to do it again. But could I trust him not to? Would confronting him just make him be more careful when doing it again? Or I could just go straight for a divorce. I don't know that I like either of those."
"Have you considered rubbing his nose in it?"
"What do you mean? How?"
"Tell him you know what he did and that to keep the books balanced you are going to go out and do the same thing and then you will come home and sit down with him and talk about whether or not to keep the marriage going."
"God Deb, I couldn't do that. I couldn't have sex with another man; that would be cheating!"
"Who said you had to have sex with another man? I'll fix you up with a date with a guy I know. You go to dinner and maybe go dancing and have a few drinks with him, kiss him goodnight and then come home and tell Gary your date fucked your brains out. Then you say you are even and then ask him what he wants, a marriage or a divorce. If he says marriage you tell him that he has used up his "Get out of jail free" card and that if he cheats again he is toast. If he says divorce you will at least know that he wasn't worth all the worrying you went through."
I could see it in my mind, how all the pieces would fall together and how it could work and then I asked:
"Who do you have in mind to be my date?"
"How about my cousin Dave?"
"Oh I'd like that. He's a hunk and that should really piss Gary off."
"Well?"
"Let's do it. Let's set it up for Friday night."
"When are you going to confront Gary?"
"Tomorrow night. That will give him two days to stew about it."
"That will also give him two days to work on you to convince you not to do it. If you believe him and forgive him and don't rub his nose in it you are going to be back to the "He got away with it" stage and he just might do it again."
"You're right. How do you think I should do it."
"Glad you asked. Here's what to do....."
+++++
When Gary got home from work that night I met him at the door dressed in my "Fuck me" outfit - high heels and a smile. I fully intended to fuck him into exhaustion so he would know what he would be missing.
"What's the occasion?" he asked as I went up on my toes to kiss him and my hands went to his belt.
"It is National Horny Wife Day so in keeping with the spirit of the holiday I have to fuck your brains out."
His belt undone I pulled the zipper down and his trousers dropped to pool around his ankles. I knelt in front of him, reached inside his boxers and wrapped my fingers around his stiffening cock. I let it grow in my hand for a few seconds and then I brought it out to where I could get my lips around it. My mouth circled the head and I sent my tongue around it in a swirling motion and then I took it out of my mouth and licked it like an ice cream cone. I licked it from the head down to the base and then I took one of his balls in my mouth and gave it a soft suck and then did the same for the other one. I drug my tongue up the underside to the head and then I swallowed it again and gave him five minutes of the best deep-throating I was capable of. I removed my mouth with a 'pop' and worked his boxers off of him and then I looked up at him and smiled.
"Pussy or ass lover?"
"Can't I have both?"
"You know I'm yours lover, you can have all you want of everything I have."
"Then get over on the bed baby and get ready for a long night."
+++++
"Honey, I'm home."
"In the bedroom Gary" I called back.
I heard him coming up the stairs and I steeled myself for it. He entered the bedroom, took in the sight of me in my little black dress, heels and with my makeup perfect and said:
"Wow! Looking hot babe. Where are we going?"
"Not we Gary, me. I have a date," I said and I looked at my watch. "He should be here any minute now."
"A date? You mean a date with a guy?"
"A very hunky guy."
"What the fuck is going on here Donna?"
"It is called getting even. I've decided that if you can play outside the marriage with Felicity, I can play also."
"Felicity? Who the hell is Felicity?"
"Stow it Gary. I saw her card to you, the receipt for the diamond earrings you gave her, and if you check your sock drawer you will find the pink panties of hers that you brought back from your last trip. I was nice enough to wash them and fold them for you."
His face went white and I continued, "Debbie set me up with her cousin Dave. If things go the way I hope they will I will be one very well fucked lady when I get home. That will make us even. Dave cancels out Felicity and tomorrow we will sit down and talk about where things should go. Try and save the marriage or go for the divorce. It will give you something to think about while I'm gone."
A horn sounded outside and I said, "That's probably Dave. I told him not to come to the door for me. Didn't want you creating a scene that might spoil my night out."
I picked up my purse from the dresser, turned to Gary and said, "Don't wait up" and then I headed out of the room, out of the house, and down the front walk to Dave's car.
+++++
Have any trouble?"
"No. It went like clockwork. I slipped the drug in her drink when she went to the bathroom. As soon as she started getting woozy I walked her out like she was drunk and no one said a word."
"Put her on the couch. I didn't expect you back so soon and I haven't got the cameras set up or the bedroom ready yet."
"How many guys did you get to do it?"
"Six, counting you."
"Just don't forget our deal. I get to be first in both her pussy and her ass."
"Greedy little bastard" Debbie said as she walked into the room. "Why not the first in her mouth too?"
Because until the Rhyoponol starts to wear off her mouth would be just an open hole. I want my blow jobs to have a little licking and sucking action."
"Give me five minutes and then bring her on back to the bedroom. We will strip her, lay her out and then you can get started on her while we wait for the others to get here"
Gary left the room and Dave watched until he was out of sight and then he turned to Debbie. "I don't know what you see in him Cuz. He is a slime ball in my book."
"What can I say Dave? Love is blind. He is the only guy who has ever made my toes tingle when we make love."
"I just don't understand it. He's an asshole. Just look at what he is doing here. All he had to do was leave her. Just say sorry, but I've found someone else and go. But instead he comes up with this off the wall plan to drug her, get her gang fucked on tape and then leave her."
"It is the only way he can get everything in the divorce. He sues, says he wants the house, doesn't want to pay alimony and doesn't want to give her any of his pension and 401k and tells her the whole world will see the video if she fights him on it."
Still doesn't make sense. He doesn't need the house. He is going to live with you in yours."
"He wants to sell it Dave. With his equity he thinks he can clear about two hundred thousand."
"He's still an asshole."
"Yeah Dave, but he's my asshole. Come on, let's get her into the bedroom."
Dave picked her up and carried her to the bedroom and set her down on the bed as he said, "I still don't understand how you set this up so she would go along with it."
"Simple" Gary said, "I planted a pair of pink panties in my suitcase when I came back from my last trip. Donna always takes the things out of my suitcase and does my dirty laundry so she had to find them. I knew when she found them she would go looking for other things so I made sure that there were some other things for her to find in my briefcase. Once she had all the evidence of my cheating she ran to Debbie and then Deb led her into this revenge thing. Let's get her undressed and get this show on the road."
+++++
I felt the hands working my dress up over my head and I heard Debbie exclaim: "What the hell is that?"
I opened my eyes and said, "It's called a 'wire.' What it does is transmit everything that it hears to the receiver in the police car just down the block."
I heard the front door open and said, "That should be them coming to give you a free ride to jail."
I smiled at Debbie and Gary as three detectives and two uniformed officers came into the room. Two of the detectives walked to Gary and Debbie with their handcuffs out and ready as the third detective took a little card out of his coat pocket.
"Gary Bolton, Deborah Mason, you are under arrest for conspiracy to commit rape and conspiracy to commit blackmail. Other charges may be added later." He held the card up and read from it, "You have the right to remain silent" and then he read off the rest of their rights under Miranda.
Gary looked from me to Dave and then back at me with dazed expressions. "Oh, Dave won't be going with you. He has been cooperating with the police on this. And Debbie honey? I do hope you have a lot of equity in your house. It will make it so much easier for me to collect when I sue you for alienation of affections."
As the two of them were led out of the house I said, "Don't worry Gary. I'll call work first thing in the morning, let them know where you are and that you might not be in for a while."
I watched from the door as Gary and Debbie were loaded into the back of two separate police cars and then I turned to Dave.
"You have any idea who Gary invited to my gangbang?"
"Steve, Al, Sam, Mark and Mark's brother."
"Mark's brother? I haven't done him yet. What time did you tell them to be here?"
"Gary set it up for ten, but I called them all back and told them it had been changed to eleven to give the cops time to do their thing and leave."
I looked at my watch and saw that it was ten to ten. "We have an hour before they will get here. Want to loosen me up a little for them?"
"You bet. First let me take the cameras down and put them away."
"No, leave them there. I want to tape tonight and when the divorce is final and Gary is out of jail I'll send him a copy."
"You can be an evil little bitch, can't you?"
"Sweetie, if I weren't an evil little bitch you and your friends wouldn't have been fucking me for the last three years."
"You are lucky they came to me with their plan."
"Luck had nothing to do with it sweetie. I started fucking you and your friends three years ago to get even with Gary when I found out he was fucking Debbie. The only reason I ran to Debbie with the news about the panties and what I'd found in Gary's briefcase was to piss her off. I wanted to rub her nose in the fact that Gary was fucking some other bimbo.
"I was watching her eyes when I told her and she took it way too calmly. When she came up with her revenge plan I knew that the two of them were up to something. If she hadn't suggested you I most certainly would have. Come on baby, all this plotting and counter plotting has me horny as hell. You said something about liking your blow jobs to have some licking and sucking action. Let's go do something about it."
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The things you do in your youth have a way of coming back to haunt you. Sometimes that can be a good thing, but sometime it can fuck you up big time.
Remember when you were a teenager and desperate to get rid of your hated virginity? Remember what lengths you went to to try and get your cherry popped? Well, that was me times ten. I couldn't even get a date, let alone get laid. It didn't help that I was overweight and had pimples all over my face and that I was inordinately shy. And naive, can't forget to mention naive. I was so eager to please and be accepted that I was taken advantage of all the time. The one thing I had going for me was that I had a driver's license and a car. The car had been a bittersweet gift from my brother. When I was thirteen he was drafted and sent to Viet Nam and he never came back. The day I got my learner's permit my dad called me into his den and handed me a set of keys.
"Danny said that if something happened to him you were to get his car."
It took me a while before I could drive it without getting all weepy eyed, but then something happened that, I'm ashamed to admit, made me forget all about Danny. I became popular. I was suddenly everybody's good friend. It was the car of course, but that's where the naive part came in. I thought that everyone had suddenly discovered what a great guy I was - that suddenly they had seen the 'inner me', the 'real' me. Suddenly it was, "Hey Dave, let's go to the lake this weekend," or "Dave, what do you say we catch a movie at the drive-in." I would always say yes and a bunch of kids would pile into the car and we would take off, but when we got where we were going I was still the odd man out. They weren't all one way about it; they did pay for the gas and I never had to pay my way in at the drive-in movie, but as far as getting anywhere with the opposite sex I was still batting zero. Even the times that the guys "brought along a girl for me" she always ended up with some one else. Eventually I tumbled to the fact that I was being used, but hey, any popularity was better than none.
I don't even remember how many times I drove to the drive-in and watched in the rear view as a couple made out, or watched out of the corner of my eye as a couple necked on the front seat next to me. More than once a couple actually fucked on my back seat and on those nights I would go home with a severe case of blue balls and beat my meat until it hurt. Then came the night that changed my life. It was a Friday night and a couple of guys asked me to take them to the drive-in. Billy Moore was in the back with Mary Koslowski and Nancy Holbrook. The front seat had Bobby Neubert and Sally Mason sitting next to me. Ten minutes into the movie I heard a low moan from the back and I looked in the mirror and saw Billy finger fucking Mary. Mary had Billy's cock in her hand and was stroking it and Nancy was watching it all with disgust all over her face. Then Nancy said, "You guys are no better than animals" and she opened the door and got out of the car. I got out to follow her. I figured that I'd catch up with her, tell her how disgusting I thought Mary and Billy's behavior was and maybe get in her good graces. I caught up with her and she turned to face me, "All of you boys are nothing but goddamned pigs. Just get away from me" and she turned and ran away.
When I got back to the car Billy was between Mary's legs and she was screaming, "Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me." Sally was leaning over the seat watching while Bobby was fucking her from behind. When I got in the car the dome light came on and Billy hollered out, "Turn off the fucking light damn it!" I was just a little pissed at Nancy for calling me a pig when I hadn't ever anything to her and when Billy hollered it pissed me off even more and I did something that none of them had ever seen before - I got mad!
"Fuck you! It's my car and my light and if I want to turn it on I will and if you don't like it get your ass outside and do your fucking on the ground."
I saw Bobby smile and I heard Sally giggle and Mary said, "Just shut the fuck up Billy and fuck me."
The two couples managed to get their rocks off and then they settled in to watch the movie. Within ten minutes they were necking again and within twenty they were fucking again. Sally and Bobby finished and were sitting there smooching when the movie ended and the lights came on. Mary and Billy were still going at it when all of a sudden I heard Mary cry out, "No god damn it, no. I'm almost there. Finish me Billy, finish me," but Billy had shot his wad and he climbed off of Her while she called him every dirty name she could think off. By that time the lot was almost empty and the help were starting to come out of the building and chase cars away so I started up and drove off. We dropped Sally off first and then Billy told me to drop him next.
"I ain't got to take her home and listen to her whine all the way," he said of Mary.
I dropped him off and we had no sooner pulled away from the front of his house than Bobby climbed over the seat and got in back with Mary. One block later he was fucking her and she was crying, "Get me off baby, get me off, make me cum." By the time I got to Bobby's place he had done the job and was sitting there with a smile on his face while Mary stayed on her back with a contented look on her face.
She was still lying on the back seat when we pulled away from Bobby's. When I stopped for the stop sign on the corner Mary sat up and asked, "Davy, are you still a virgin?" I hemmed and hawed and she said, "You can tell me Davy. It isn't a crime and all of us were at one time." I admitted that I still had my cherry and she said, "Would you like to fuck me Davy?" I didn't answer her - I was too tongue-tied - I was caught flat-footed by her question. "Of course you would. If you will do something for me Davy I'll let you fuck me. You can even fuck me twice because I know the first one will be pretty quick. Would you like to do that Davy? Would you like to fuck me tonight?"
I croaked out a yes and she told me where to drive and park. "All you have to do to fuck me Davy, is eat my pussy."
"I can't do that."
"Why not?"
"Because Bobby and Billy have been there."
"Trust me Davy, it won't kill you and you might even like it."
"Oh man, that's gross."
"Oh come on Davy, it's your best chance to get rid of your virginity. Tell you what; you do it and I'll let you fuck me as many times as you can get it up. Come on baby, do Mary this favor. If you do a really nice job of it maybe we can go out on a couple of dates. Wouldn't you like that Davy? Wouldn't you like to date me and maybe fuck me?"
Well, I was desperate to get laid and so I let Mary talk me into climbing into the back seat with her. She instructed me in how she wanted it done and I was surprised when I did it and it didn't make me want to leap out of the car and heave in the bushes. I didn't really care for the taste, but what I did like was the way that Mary responded. She grabbed my head and pulled my face into her pussy and she went wild. She bucked, she pushed her muff up at me and she screamed - actually screamed - "Oh God yes Davy, don't stop, please God don't stop. Eat me you beautiful cunt licker, oh sweet Jesus you are good." She shook, she moaned, she made sharp little cries and her body seemed to spasm. I found out later that I had eaten her to an orgasm. When she was done she looked up at me with a look of wonder on her face and said, "It was really your first time? You really never ate pussy before?"
I told her no, that I was a virgin in all areas.
"You have a God given talent baby. No one has ever made me cum just by eating my pussy, no one! Oh baby, am I going to rock your world tonight."
My first time was embarrassingly quick, but my fist blowjob brought me back up in a hurry. My second time was a little better and my first sixty-nine got me my first taste of myself and another hard on. I fucked Mary three more times that night before she couldn't bring me to life again and she asked me to eat her after each time. When I dropped her at her house at oh dark thirty she spent five minutes kissing me good night and as she got out of the car she said, "You're mine from now on Davy. See you tonight after school."
I did see Mary after school the next day and so began one of the weirdest relationships I've ever seen. Mary and I became a somewhat steady couple. I say "somewhat" because Mary never gave up the other guys she was seeing. Mary was a slut. She had shown me that the night she took on both Billy and Bobby and Mary loved cock. Mary also loved the wicked feeling she got when she had me eat her pussy after another guy had fucked her. Maybe three nights a week she would go out with another guy and fuck him to death and when he dropped her off at home she would walk around to the ally behind her house where I would be waiting for her. She would squeal in delight as I cleaned her pussy out with my mouth and then she would fuck my eyes out until I couldn't get it up anymore. On the nights that she wasn't out with other guys she was with me
Everyone wondered why one of the most popular girls in the school spent so much time with me. Several of her girl friends even asked her what she saw, "In that dork." Mary never did give any of her friends the answer to that question and once I asked her why. "If I told them about your special talent baby I'd have to fight them all to keep them away from you."
"Is that all I am to you - a mouth?"
"Why baby, isn't it enough? Isn't what you have now 500% more than you had before I discovered what you can do?"
"Yeah but..."
"No buts baby. Face it, you aren't a real prize. You're a nice enough guy, but you are not all that attractive. Time will get rid of the pimples, but until you do something about your weight you won't be a catch for anyone, at least not anyone who doesn't know about your special talent. I'm seeing to it that you are one of the best fucked guys in school. Take what you have Davy and be happy for it."
She was right and I knew it, but it still hurt that she was so damned honest about it.
And then it was over. Mary received a scholarship to UCLA, but before she left for California she wanted one last night with me. Her parents were gone for the weekend and she asked me to stop by her house at eight. I got there to find Mary in the middle of a gangbang. She had seven guys there and as I watched they all took turns on her for three hours and that doesn't count what happened before I got there. About half an hour after I got there one of the guys said, "Come on Davy, it's your turn."
Mary said, "No, Davy gets his turn later. He is going to spend the night with me and I want him fresh."
That set up a chorus of "What's so special about him" and things were said like, "It sure aint his cock. I've seen him in the locker room and he's nothing special." There were a lot more comments along those lines and then Mary said, "He is so special. He can make me scream and none of you guys have ever done that."
That got the guys going even more and I was starting to feel real uncomfortable and I was getting ready to split. Mary saw and knew what I was going to do.
"Davy, you don't have to if you don't want to, but please baby, one more time for me, please?"
I really didn't want to because I knew those guys and I knew what would happen, but the plea in Mary's voice made me say yes. I stripped and did what Mary loved more than anything else and she screamed and screamed her way through two orgasms and then she said, "Okay Davy baby, fuck me, fuck me hard and show them how it's done."
Either Mary was one great actress or their was something special about what was happening that night because she screamed and hollered as I fucked her and she bucked and bounced in a way that she hadn't for any of the others. When I was done she pushed me into a sixty-nine until I was hard and then she pulled me on top of her and we did it all over again. When I came the second time she said, "Let the others back in lover. I've got all night to take care of you."
The gangbang lasted until one in the morning and then Mary and I were alone. We fucked until I could not get it up anymore and Mary and I fell asleep in each other's arms. She left the following Monday and I never saw her again.
What I had known would happen happened. The guys who were at the gangbang spread the word about what I have done and pretty soon everyone was casting glances at me. The fallout was mixed, some good, some bad, some very good and some very, very bad. The worse was when some guys called me a closet queen, that I sucked cum out of a pussy because I was too scared to suck a cock. Other guys said that I was "one sick puppy" to have done what I did. The other side of the coin was the attention I got from the girls. I got more 'come ons' than I could believe, but I had a problem. Remember when I said I was inordinately shy? I got the come ones but I lacked the guts to make a move. After about a month one of the girls figured it out on her own and one day she came up to me and said, "Is what I've heard about you and Mary Koslowski true?" I nodded a yes. "I'm free tonight, are you?" From then on I had a steady stream of girl friends until I moved to Georgia to take a job.
Time did chase the pimples away and I finally did work up enough will power to lick my weight problem. I met and fell in love with Angie and we were married. We had three kids and lived your typical suburban life and things were perfect until Angie went to her class reunion. We couldn't get a baby sitter and so I had to stay home and watch the kids. Angie flew out on a Thursday and flew back home Sunday evening and when the kids and I picked her up at the airport I sensed something different about her. Nothing obvious, but something. That night she was eager to get to bed after we put the kids to bed and she was an absolute tiger. Our sex life has always been good, but that night it was great. Angie kept after me until I just could not answer the call again. As I lay next to her panting for breath I asked, "What got into you tonight? Did one of your old boyfriends get you all hot and horny at the reunion?"
"Something like that."
"I don't suppose you would care to expound on that?"
"Well, I did have a few cocks poked into my leg on the dance floor and I did get a few pretty heavy hits from some of my old beaus. I won't lie to you lover; I did get pretty close to giving it up to my old steady boyfriend - he's the one who got my cherry - but at the very last second I backed away. You might have never known, but then again you might have found out and I wasn't going to take a chance on losing you over a fling with an old boyfriend."
"That's it? You're horny because you almost got laid?"
"No sweetie, that isn't it. Does the name Mary Brenner ring a bell?"
"No, I can't say that it does."
How about her maiden name, Mary Koslowski?"
"Oh yes, I knew a Mary Koslowski."
"Pretty well from what I gathered."
"We going to dance around this or are you going to tell me what this is all about?"
"Did I ever mention Jerry Brenner?"
"Not that I recall."
"Jerry and I grew up next door to each other and we were in the same grade from second grade all the way through high school. When I got to the reunion I saw Jerry and there were empty seats at his table so I joined him. He introduced me to his wife Mary and when she heard my last name she said she used to date a Mitchell when she lived in Kansas City. I told her that you were from Kansas and she asked if your name was Davy by any chance. When I said that it was she laughed and commented on what a small world that it was. For the rest of the evening I got the feeling that she was watching me - appraising me in some way. It was after Todd, my old boyfriend, and I had returned from the dance floor after some hot and heavy petting that she said, "Do you do that often?"
"What?"
"Have other men and then take Davy home some desert?"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Oh well, maybe Davy has changed. It's nothing. Forget I even brought it up."
"Well you know me sweetie, wave something like that in front of me and I'm after it like a dog after a bone. I waited until she went to the bathroom and I followed her. We were alone and so I kept pushing at her until she told me about what the two of you used to do. She saw the way I was acting with Todd and she just knew I was going to fuck him and she had wondered if I did it often and then took the cream pie home to you. Did you really eat her pussy after other guys had used her?"
"I'm afraid so" I said and then I told Angie the story of how it got started.
"She said you could actually make her scream."
"Yeah, well, Mary was different. Her greatest turn on was for me to eat her after she'd been out playing with someone else. I'm not so sure that it was anything that I did that made her scream as much as it was the idea of what I was doing."
"Did you really do it after a gangbang?"
"Yeah. It was the last time, just before she left for UCLA."
"How come I never knew that about you?"
"Because you are not a slut my love, and also for the same reason I didn't know that it was a Todd that took your cherry. You and I have never talked about what we did before we got married. I wonder if marriage has changed Mary any."
"In what way?"
"She was a slut honey. Anyone, anytime, any place and she wasn't all that particular when it came to how many guys were there. I wonder if she has changed and if not, what kind of relationship she might have with this Jerry."
"Why?"
"No reason, just curious. But that aside, what was it about Mary and your talk with her that made you such a sexual dynamo tonight?"
"You won't laugh or get pissed at me?"
"No, of course not."
"The picture of you at a gangbang eating her pussy after all those guys had her just lit me off."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am sweetie. Just the thought of you eating her pussy after someone else fucked her drove me wild."
"Why? I eat your pussy after we have made love and that's the same thing."
"No it isn't sweetie, not by a long shot. That's just you in there, not seven other guys and that's the thought that turned me on."
Things changed after that, at least as far as our sex life was concerned. We went from two or three nights a week to five or six and where I only used to eat Angie's pussy after we made love occasionally now she wanted me to do it all the time. Hey, I like my sex as much as the next guy so I was going to complain? Not hardly, but I'm not stupid; I knew what was going on. Angie was imagining Mary and me and it was turning her on. I suppose I should have given more thought to it than I did, but I didn't. I thought she would get over it in time, but after three months Angie was still going strong.
And then suddenly, virtually over night, Angie turned moody on me. Tuesday night she fucked me like a woman possessed, but on Wednesday she pushed me away. Thursday we made love, but it wasn't the frenzied coupling of the previous three months. We went back to having sex twice a week, but only once a night instead of the three or four we had been doing and she wouldn't let me eat her pussy anymore. She became quiet around me and once in a while I would catch her looking at me and as soon as our eyes would meet she would avert her gaze. This went on for a couple of weeks and I don't know how much longer it might have gone on had I not come home from work an hour early one day to find her lying on our bed and crying. I sat down on the bed next to her and asked her what was wrong as I reached out and touched her face. She gave a loud sob and turned away from me.
"I don't want to talk about it."



"You have to Angie. Something has been bothering you for weeks now and it is affecting our relationship and I want to know what it is. We can't fix it if I don't know what is wrong."
"It can't be fixed. It is too late for that."
"Nonsense baby, anything can be fixed."
"Not now. Not now Davy. We can talk later when I'm not so weepy."
"Okay Angie, but I'm going to hold you to it. I'll expect you to talk to me before we go to bed tonight."
I went downstairs and started dinner. Angie didn't come down so I fixed her a plate and put it in the microwave and then I did the dinner dishes. I helped the kids with their homework, watched some TV with them and then put them to bed. I sat down on the couch and started watching CNN and I was watching some twit babble about the prospects for peace in the middle east when Angie came into the room. She sat down in the easy chair across from the couch which in itself was not a good sign since she had always preferred to sit next to me because she liked to touch and be touched while we read, watched TV or talked. I picked up the remote and shut off the TV and waited.
She was red-eyed from crying and she kept glancing nervously around the room - anything to keep from having to meet my eyes. Finally I broke the silence, "Whatever it is Angie, it can't be so bad that we can't do something about it. Just spit it out and get it over with."
She looked down at the floor, took a deep breath and then still looking away from me she said, "It can't be fixed Davy. I've been stupid, totally stupid and I've ruined my life and maybe yours. I've trashed our marriage. I've taken everything good that we had and I've shit all over it because of a dumb, crazy obsession."
"Oh come on Angie, it can't be that bad."
"Oh yes it can Davy. I've lied to you, I've deceived you and I've cheated on you, and all because of a stupid, stupid fantasy."
I sat there, totally stunned by what Angie had just said. Angie had cheated on me? That was inconceivably, just totally inconceivable. I started to say something, but Angie cut me off.
"Just let me get it out Davy, then you can call me a whore and throw me out, but let me get this over with first."
It had started with her class reunion and her talk with Mary Brenner. She had come home with the image of me sucking the cum of other men out of Mary and that image was a super turn on for her. The more she thought about it the hotter she got and the more she wanted sex. Gradually the image changed from Mary and me to Angie and me. Angie began to fantasize about me eating her pussy after some other man had fucked her. Over the next month or so the fantasy grew from me eating one man out of her to my eating two. Then it was three, four and finally the seven men from a gangbang. The fantasy was so strong and powerful that Angie was fucking herself with a dildo while she waited for me to get home.
On Tuesday nights Angie plays bridge with several of her girlfriends and one night one of the girls asked Angie to give her a ride to the bar where she was supposed to meet her boyfriend. Angie went inside to have a drink with Becky and she was introduced to Becky's boyfriend Harry. Harry had a friend with him and Angie's one drink turned into several and when Harry's friend asked her to dance she had gotten up and moved out onto the dance floor with him. She wasn't surprised when she felt his erection poke into her leg, but she had been surprised at the thought that had entered her mind. She could fuck him and then come home to me and actually see what it would be like to have me suck another man's cum out of her. As fast as the idea had entered her mind she had chased it away. But a couple of more drinks and a couple of more dances and the thought was back.
She had excused herself to go to the bathroom and Becky got up to go with her.
"He thinks you're hot" Becky said.
"What?"
"Jim. He thinks you're hot. He'd fuck you if you gave him a chance."
"You can't be serious."
Oh yes I am. Your back seat, his back seat, a motel room - he would do you in a heartbeat."
"Honestly Becky, I'm a happily married woman and I don't run around on Dave. Besides, Jim is just a baby. He's what, twenty-five or so? I'm a thirty-eight year old woman."
"You are a hot looking woman sweetie and age has nothing to do with it. He's yours if you want him."
Two more drinks, another dance and Angie was in Jim's car on the back seat with her legs kicking in the air as Jim pounded his cock into her.
"As soon as it was over guilt took charge and all the way home I cursed myself for being a stupid fool, but the closer I got to home the more I thought that I had another man's cum in me and I would soon be home and you and I would go to bed and make love and then you would eat me. I got all tingly when I thought that and by the time I was in the house I was so hot that I would have fucked a parking lot full of Jims. I climbed into bed with you and the sex was so intense and satisfying that I didn't think of anything else. Then, after we had both climaxed, I started to panic. What if you could tell when you tasted me? I was going to get up and run for the bathroom, but you were too quick for me and as soon as your tongue touched me the panic fled and I had another orgasm. At that point I didn't care if you would know or not, all I wanted was for you to eat my pussy and suck Jim's leavings out of me. I had three orgasms while you lapped up his sperm, each more intense that the last. I didn't start to feel guilty again until after you fell asleep and then I lay awake all night with my thoughts alternating between guilt and the pleasure that I had just enjoyed. I spent the rest of the week swearing that I would never, ever do anything that stupid again."
The next Tuesday I again drove Becky over to the bar. Jim was there with Harry and that night we didn't waste any time on drinks or dancing. Ten minutes after I got there I was on my back on his back seat and he sent me home to you with four loads of his juice in my pussy. You fucked me and then ate me and I came so many times that night that I fell asleep totally exhausted. I woke up in the morning ashamed of myself and feeling intense guilt over what I was having you do and I promised myself that it would never happen again, but the next Tuesday I was at the bar and in Jim's car again. He fucked me three times and then got up to go back into the bar and use the bathroom. I was lying there on the back seat with my eyes closed finger fucking myself and dreaming about the way I was going to feel when I got home to you when Jim came back and slid his cock in only it wasn't Jim. Harry and Becky had had a fight and Becky had caught a cab home. Harry was already in me and pounding away so there wasn't much I could do about it. Half way through his fucking me I thought about your first time with Mary and how you had eaten her after the two boys had fucked her and I stared to get hot thinking about how I was going to be able to experience the same thing. Between Jim and Harry I had seven loads of cum in me when I came home that night and I was going crazy between thinking how intense the sex was going to be and how I couldn't possibly get what I had done past you. I panicked when you commented on how wet I was and I was surprised as hell when you accepted my explanation that I was so wet because I had been hot for you all day. My orgasms that night were so strong that I almost passed out. The next morning I was so guilt ridden that I couldn't hold food down and I wretched all day and swore to God that I would put an end to what I was doing.
"But as the days went by and I thought about how it felt to have so many mind-blowing orgasms my resolve slipped and the following Tuesday I skipped bridge and met Jim and Harry at a motel and the two of them fucked me for five hours. The sex with you that night was everything that I had hoped for, but I was still so keyed up that I had to use my dildo on myself after you fell asleep. The next day the guilt was back in spades and everything I ate for the next three days I tossed up. I wasn't able to eat, I couldn't sleep, I was an absolute mess, but by Friday I was looking forward to Tuesday. Tuesday I skipped bridge again and met Jim and Harry at the motel only that time they had a friend with them and then the Tuesday after that it was two friends and then it was four and then five.
"I can't explain it Davy, I honestly can't explain what came over me. It had nothing to do with my love for you; you are still my whole world. It was all me. I couldn't have cared less about those dickheads that were fucking me. They were all of them just a means to an end. All I thought about was what you did with Mary and how I wanted to experience the same things. I don't know, maybe I thought that she had a part of you and that I needed to take back from her and the only way to do it was outdo her. Three weeks ago I got to the motel and found nine men waiting for me. I took one look and then I turned and ran. Since then I have stayed home and tried to be a good wife to you, but I'm dying inside. Sure, I've lived my fantasy, but at the cost of my self respect. I've blown my wedding vows all to hell and the worst of it is that I used you. I let you suck the cum of strangers out of me with no thought other than my own sexual gratification. Don't misunderstand me here Dave, when I was in bed with you I was making love to you, not fucking, it is just that...shit! I don't know what it was. It was part fantasy and part wanting to have as much of you as Mary had. What I ended up being was what you called her - a slut! I'm a fucking whore Dave and it is killing me to know that I did it to myself and that I've ruined my life. I hope I haven't ruined yours Dave. I know you'll hate me now, but believe me Dave, you can't possibly hate me more than I hate myself."
She started crying again and she got up and ran back up to the bedroom.
I wish I could say that I ran up the stairs after her, took her in my arms and told her that I still loved her, and that everything would be all right. but I can't. I couldn't bring myself to even touch her after that and after a month of drifting farther and farther apart I packed up and moved out. I've seen a lawyer and the divorce is in the works. When I pick the kids up on the weekends Angie stays out of sight. The kids don't understand what's going on and they are too young for me to tell them and even if I could, how could I make them understand when I don't understand it myself.
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He couldn't face me. He knew what he had just done to me and he knew how much I was hurting. How could he not? My best friend since the third grade, the best man at my wedding, Brandon knew me inside and out. To make him feel easy I said:
"Relax bud, we don't shoot the messengers anymore. You sure she didn't see you?"
"I don't think she did, but am I sure? No, I can't say I'm sure. I saw her as soon as I walked in the door and I turned to go over to her and when I saw her kiss the guy I turned and found a dark corner to sit in. If she saw me she never let on."
My best friend had just told me that my wife was cheating on me. He had called me at work and asked me to meet him for a drink after work. I knew as soon as I saw his face that something was troubling him and I knew Bran well enough to know that it wouldn't do me any good to go right at it and ask him what was wrong. He would work himself up until he could get it out; all I could do was wait. It took five or so minutes of small talk and beer sipping before he finally got to it:
"Rob, I'm sorry as hell to be the one to tell you this, but Barb is cheating on you."
I wanted to jump up and scream at him, "No, no damn it, you're wrong!" but I knew he wasn't. He'd known Barb as long as I had so it wasn't like he could see someone else and mistake her for Barb. I asked him how he knew and he told me the story.
He had gone on a blind date as a favor to his sister and, no surprise, at least to him, the date was a disaster. He dropped the girl off at her apartment and decided he needed a stiff drink. He was in an unfamiliar part of town so he decided to hit the first bar he came to. He walked into the door of the place and spotted Barb walking off the dance floor with a guy. They walked to a booth along the wall and just before they sat down he saw Barb give the guy a steamy kiss. Surprised, he found a place where he could sit and watch and for the next hour he observed Barb and the guy drink, dance and make out in the booth.
When they danced the two of them plastered to each other and the guys hands were all over her. When they got up to leave he had given them a minute and then had gotten up and followed them out of the bar. He saw them get in the back of a car and a minute later Barb's head had gone down out of view and the guy leaned his head back on the seat. Bran didn't try to get close enough to look into the car, but he was sure that Barb was sucking the guy's dick. About three minutes later her head came up and they moved around and Barb disappeared from view again and seconds later her legs came up in the air. At that point he pulled out of the parking lot and went on home. He had sat on what he knew for two weeks, not wanting to have to tell me until finally he couldn't hold it in any longer.
+++++
As I drove home I was thinking of the night that Bran said it happened on. I remembered that I was in Baltimore taking care of a production problem. I had called Barb at noon to talk with her she told me that she was going out with the girls after work for drinks so not to worry if I called and she didn't answer. I wondered if what Bran saw her doing is what she did every time I went out of town. If it was then she was doing it at least twice a month.
It just didn't make sense to me. I'd seen absolutely nothing in Barb's attitude toward me to indicate dissatisfaction or a loss of affection. We had been married ten years and I thought that it was a good marriage, but I was apparently wrong. One thing I did know; I would find out.
The first thing I had to do was find out for myself what was going on. I couldn't confront Barb with what Brandon saw because that would just degenerate into a shouting match punctuated with things like:
"I'm your wife! Who the hell are you going to believe, him or me?"
Quite frankly, I was going to believe Brandon. He had no reason to lie to me whereas Barb did. If, for some strange reason, Bran was lying to me it would be easy enough to find out. I'd give Barb plenty of rope with which to hang herself and if she didn't I would take a closer look at Brandon.
+++++
I was due to take an inspection trip to our Anniston facility, but I rearranged the schedule so Gary would make the trip. I arranged with my boss to take a week off and I told him why so he would be able to properly handle any calls that Barb might make to the office. Next I enlisted Gary's help. I knew he would give me a hand because he had just gone through a nasty divorce after catching his wife in bed with another man. I explained the situation to him and he said he would be glad to help.
I bought a throwaway TracFone at a convenience store and the only one I gave the number to was Gary. Monday morning I kissed Barb goodbye, told her I would call her as soon as I was checked into a hotel, told her I would see her in four days and left for the airport. At the airport I left my car in the long-term lot and then hit Alamo and rented a mid-sized sedan and then I went and found me a motel room for three nights.
At two in the afternoon Gary called me and told me that he was checked into room 416 at the downtown Marriott under my name. I was parked down the street from where Barb worked when she got off work that night and I followed her. She went straight home. I gave her an hour and then I called her on my regular cell phone and told her where I was staying.
"If you call me and a strange man answers don't hang up. There was a mix up with our reservations. There is some sort of Shriner's convention in town and they were short rooms so Gary Williams and I are sharing a room. I'll check in with you tomorrow. Love you sweetie, bye."
I sat down the block until ten-fifteen and when she hadn't come out of the house by then I headed for my motel. I called her at noon the next day and reminded her that Wednesday was trash day and not to forget to put the garage cans out on the curb.
"I'm having dinner with the general manager and production managers tonight so if it runs late I probably won't call and wake you up. If you don't hear from me by nine don't wait up."
"I love you too. Bye-bye."
That night I followed her again and she went straight home and didn't come back out. I was beginning to wonder if I might have jumped to conclusions when I figured that she used my out of town trips to run around on me. I only had one more night until I was supposedly due to come home and she had gone home and stayed in every night I had watched.
I didn't call her the next day at lunch and at four-thirty Gary called me and told me Barb had called and had left a message for me at the desk. I called her on the throwaway phone to see what she wanted.
"Just wanted to let you know that I'm stopping with the girls after work tonight and I probably won't be home until late. I didn't want you to worry if you called and didn't get an answer."
"Be careful sweetie, take a cab home if you drink too much. I'll be home tomorrow and we can pick up your car."
"That's what I love about you baby, always thinking of me and my welfare. I love you."
"I love you too. See you tomorrow. Bye-bye."
When she got off work I followed her as she drove to the other side of town and stopped at the same lounge where Brandon had seen her. I'd never been in the bar and didn't know the layout and I didn't want Barb to know I was following her so I moved my car to where I could keep an eye on her car without her noticing me. I knew a lot of girls that Barb worked with and while I sat there watching the doors I didn't see even one of them show up.
Just after Dark Barb came out, got in her car and started it up. I got ready to follow, but all she did was move it to the back of the lot and park it in the darkest corner. She turned off the lights and then just sat there. Maybe five minutes later a couple of guys came out, walked to a car and stood there for several minutes talking and then one man got in the car and left. The second man stood there and watched until the car had disappeared and then he turned and headed for the back of the lot where he got into Barb's car.
He and Barb slid toward each other and began making out. After about five minutes of necking they both got out of the car and I expected to see them walk back into the bar, but what they did was get in the back of Barb's car. I know it sounds stupid, but until that moment I had been telling myself that Brandon had misread things, that Barb loved me and wouldn't screw around on me. I was convinced that there was a reasonable explanation for things, but deliberately climbing into that backseat stomped the denial right out of my head and heart.
They started making out again and slowly Barb slid down until I couldn't see her any more. I could see the man looking down at her and even though I already knew all I needed to know I had some perverse need to actually see what Barb was doing. It wasn't enough to just know that Barb was fucking the guy, I had to see. I got out of my car and worked my way towards Barb's car, trying to keep where the man wouldn't notice me moving up on them.
As I got nearer to them I heard Barb's moans. I got into position so that I could see into the car and Barb was naked from the waist down. The man had his fingers in her cunt and she was moaning as he finger fucked her. Her legs were spread wide and I could hear her juices squish. She pushed his hand away from her cunt and said:
"Hurry baby, I need the real thing."
He didn't even take his pants off, just pulled down his zipper, worked his cock out of his pants and shoved it in her. I heard her cry out:
"Yes, yes, that's it, fuck me baby, fuck me."
He was pounding into her and I heard the "slap, slap, slap" of his balls hitting her ass as she moaned:
"Yes, yes, like that baby, hard like that."
The guy didn't talk, cry out or moan, he just kept pounding into Barb. Her legs were flailing and her hands were clutching his butt as she tried to pull him in deeper.
"That's it baby" Barb moaned, "Fuck me hard, make me cum, make me cum baby, get me off."
Another minute or so of the 'smack, smack, smack' of flesh hitting flesh and the Barb cried:
"Oh God, oh God, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oooh shit! So good baby, so good."
The guy gave a small groan and then said his first words since I got there to watch.
"My turn" he said, "Now it's my turn."
"Not in me" Barb cried out in panic, "You promised, not in me."
The guy moved back and his dick popped out of her cunt and he shot his load on her stomach and into her cunt hair. Barb reached down and scooped up some of his cum on a finger and took it up to her mouth and sucked it clean.
"Mmmm" she went, "Bring your cock here lover and let me suck it clean." He moved up until he was sitting on her tits and just before she took his dick in her mouth she said:
"Bet I can get you ready again."
At that point I started clapping my hands and calling out, "Bravo, bravo, great performance. Marvelous first act."
Barb looked up, saw me and her face lost all of its color. I'd heard of faces going pale, but that was the first time I'd ever seen it.
"Great show kids. I'd like to stick around for the second act, but I have some pressing personal business to take care of."
Barb was scrambling to get out from under the man as I turned and went back to my rental. I was just pulling away from my parking spot when Barb finally managed to get out of her car and came running toward me. She was calling on me to wait when I floored it and pulled out of the lot and headed on back to the motel.
+++++
The next morning I drove out to the airport, turned in the rental and got my car out of the long-term lot. I drove into the office and Marsha, our receptionist, told me that Barb had called half a dozen times and said that it was very important that I call her at work as soon as I got the messages. I thanked her and went into my office and called the company attorney and asked him to recommend a good divorce lawyer and then I called the number he gave me. Luckily the attorney could fit me in that afternoon and I made an appointment.
Then I did all the things that I thought I needed to do to cover my ass. I cancelled all of the joint credit cards, called the local papers and put a notice in the legal section that I would no longer be responsible for any debts incurred by Barbara Ann Mercer nee Barnum. I hit the bank and took half of the checking and savings and had my name taken off all the accounts leaving them in Barb's name only.
That afternoon I got the bad news. We lived in a no fault state so everything would be split fifty-fifty. It didn't matter to me so I told him to go ahead an initiate the proceedings. He told me he could file then next day and I asked him about a restraining order keeping Barb away from me and the house. He said that restraining orders were tough to get without very good reasons for requesting one and so I lied. I told him that Barb and her lover threatened to kill me when I caught them and I was afraid they were going to try and do me in to collect on my life insurance.
"Good" he said, "A threat like that can fast track things, but you will need to prove it when we have the hearing or it will be cancelled."
"That's okay. Once I've moved out of the house I'll drop it and we won't even have to have a hearing on it. How soon can it be done?"
"I can be at the court house when it opens and if you are willing to spend two hundred dollars for the process server she will have the papers by three in the afternoon."
"Okay, do it."
I made arrangements for him to call me as soon as Barb was served and then I went back to the office. Marsha had gone for the day, but she had left seven message slips on my desk, all from Barb and all asking me to call her ASAP. I crumpled them up and tossed them in the wastebasket and then I sat down at my desk and started going through the classified ads looking for an apartment close to work. I spent the better part of the next morning checking out the apartments I'd circled and at one-thirty I signed the lease on one.
At three-ten I got the call that Barb had been served. I went to a U-Haul place and rented a truck, bought some packing boxes and drove to the house. At four the process server who had served Barb stopped by and gave me a copy of the restraining order. It said that Barb could come no closer to me than five hundred feet. A couple of my friends helped me and by five-fifteen I had everything that I wanted, except for my clothes, out of the house and loaded on the truck. I was busy loading them when Barb pulled into the driveway. She got out of the car and headed toward me and I yelled at her to get back in her car and get away from the house before I called the cops on her for violating the restraining order.
"This is stupid Rob, we need to talk."
"No we don't Barb. Actions speak louder than words and I've seen you in action. Now leave."
"Not until we talk."
"Okay Barb, I gave you a chance."
I took out my cell phone and hit the preset for the police and then I went in the house and locked the door. Barb was banging on it demanding to be let in when the police car pulled up out front. I went outside and gave them my copy of the restraining order, they read it and then told Barb she needed to move at least five hundred feet from the house. She protested that it was her house too and she had as much right to be there as I did. Finally the officer told her to move or he would take her in. I was standing there hoping that she would keep arguing with him and he would haul her away, but Barb had a sudden attack of the 'smarts' and got in her car and moved down to the end of the block. I thanked the officer for his quick response and then I finished loading the truck and left the house.
After first making sure that Barb wasn't attempting to follow me I drove to my new apartment and began moving in. I spent the weekend settling in and then on Monday I went back to work. I hadn't been at my desk two minutes when Marsha stuck her head in my office door and said that Barb was on line two. I really didn't want to talk to her, but I wasn't being fair to Marsha by making her take all the calls and putting Barb off so I picked up the phone.
"Yes?"
"Robby, please talk to me."
"I have nothing to say to you Barb."
"But I need to talk to you."
"Go ahead, I'm listening."
"I can't do it on the phone Rob, people keep coming into the office. Come home Rob, please just come home. I'll fix dinner and we can sit and talk."
"No thanks. I'm out of the house and I see no reason to go back there."
"Okay, pick a place and I'll meet you there, but please Rob, I need to talk to you."
"I don't really want to Barb because it will be a complete waste of my time, but you can swing by my office when you get off work. Everybody should be gone by then. I'll give you fifteen minutes and that's all."
+++++
She showed up at ten to six and when she came into my office I pointed at a chair and said:
"All right Barb, what do you want?"
"It's what I don't want Rob. I don't want a divorce."
"I didn't want a wife who picks up guys in bars and fucks them on a back seats in parking lots, but I got one anyway."
"I'm sorry that you saw that Rob, but even so it shouldn't cause us to get a divorce."
"You can't be serious. You fuck other men and I'm supposed to be fine with it?"
It isn't 'other men' Rob. There is only one. I used to date Jeff before I met you. I ran into on one of my nights out with the girls from work. I've been seeing him for about three months."
"What? You knew him before you met me so that makes it all right?"
"Rob, I've been seeing him for about three months. Have you noticed any lack of affection for you during that period? Have I been any less loving than I've been through our entire marriage? I love you Rob; I don't love Jeff. My seeing Jeff has cost you nothing Rob, not a thing. I only see him when you are out of town. I've never come to you after being with him."
"Oh. I guess that makes it okay then."
"I'm trying to make the point Rob that my seeing Jeff hasn't hurt us at all. I don't disrespect you by coming to you fresh from Jeff. I don't sneak around your back to see him when you are home. The bottom line Rob is that you are my man. I love you honey and you are the one I want to grow old with."
"Sorry Barb, but I don't see things the way you seem to. You say you don't disrespect me, but I say you showed me the ultimate disrespect when you cheated on me with another man. I can not accept that. I can not equate your statements that you love me, want to grow old with me and that I'm your man with the fact that you are fucking some other guy. That just does not compute. If I were truly 'your man' you would not be fucking Jeff n the first place. And I'm not buying that you are fucking Jeff simply because you used to date him before you met me. If that were the case I would have to accept that sooner or later you would fuck the other half dozen guys you had sex with before you met me."
"God Rob, I would never do that to you."
"You are doing Jeff."
"Rob, I was doing Jeff because he is a fantastic fuck."
"Oh? I guess that explains it and makes it all right."
"Look baby, I love you and I've never wanted to hurt you and I don't want to hurt you now, but I have to be honest here if I'm to have any chance at saving my marriage. I'm fucking Jeff because he gives me something you don't. You are a beautiful man, a fantastic husband in every way but one. You are lousy in bed. You are tender and affectionate, but you don't seem to care at all about sex. Tuesday and Saturday, regular as clock work, one time and then you roll over and go to sleep leaving me to get up and go to the bathroom and masturbate to get myself off. I need more than that.



"When I ran into Jeff on my night out with the girls I remembered when we were going together and how he would go three, four and sometimes even five times a night. I wondered if he still could and when he made a move on me I went to a motel with him. It was just sex Rob. There was no love or affection, just plain hard sex. He gave me the one thing you didn't. He got me off two or three times every time we got together. It was only sex Rob. It did not lessen the love I have for you one iota. If the choice is you and no sex life or Jeff and great sex I chose you Rob."
"Gee Barb, I'm so happy to know that. Let me ask you something. When I come home from work and you don't feel like cooking and you say, "Can we go out to eat" do I take you out?"
"Yes you do."
"When you come up to me and tell me you have had a bad week and you would like to go out, party and let off some steam do I take you out?"
"Yes Rob, you do."
"In fact, don't I usually do what you ask me to do?"
"Almost always."
"Then why in God's name didn't you say to me, "Rob, my sex life sucks" and then ask me to do something about it? You never complained so how was I supposed to know? My sex drive isn't all that strong and Tuesday and Saturday were fine with me and you went along with it. If I fed you hot dogs every night of the week and you got tired of eating hot dogs would you tell me? Fucking A you would, but talk to me about something as important as your sex life? Oh no, can't do that. I'll just go out and fuck some other guy.
"At least it is nice to know that if you had a choice you would choose me over Jeff, but you don't have the choice Barb, I do. And since I have to choose between living with a faithless whore or divorcing her I choose divorce. I gave you your chance to talk and now we are done. Please don't bother me any more. Anything else you need to say you can say to me through my lawyer. Please leave."
"Rob, please, don't do this. I love you baby, I really do love you."
"Go Barb, just leave."
Tears were running down her face, but she got up and left without another word.
+++++
The divorce was final last week and I haven't seen or spoken to Barb in the last six months. I miss her, I really do. I still love her and I suppose that I always will. If I had just started up my car and driven away when I saw her get into that back of her car with Jeff and then confronted her with it when she got home we might have been able to work things out. But I didn't drive away and there was no way I could ever stay with her after watching her do what she did on that back seat.
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Mindy stood in front of the mirror and adjusted her veil for the tenth or eleventh time. She hated to admit it at this late date, but she wasn't at all sure she should do it. She wanted to do it, God knew that she loved Rob with all her heart, but the question was, "Should she do it?" Should she start her marriage to Rob on a lie? Rob was going to slip his ring on her finger believing that she was a virgin when the truth was that she was anything but. There would be a least - at least! - a half dozen sitting in the church and watching her walk down the aisle who had beaten Rob to what he thought he would be the first to get.
She knew that Rob was the one the first time she laid eyes on him. Halfway through their very first date she was planning on how to fuck his brains out when he took her home. She would give him the best sex that of his life - so good that he would never want to leave her side. By the time they got to her apartment she had done a complete one-eighty. She dared not let him see how good she was in bed; he would think she was a slut and he would never see her again. All he would get on that first date was a quick kiss on the cheek and he didn't get much more on the next two.
They did do some heavy petting on the fourth date, but when he put his hand on her breast she pushed it away even though her pussy was flooding and it was all she could do to keep from reaching for his cock. By the sixth date she had convinced herself that Rob would prefer a virgin bride and she reluctantly kept her legs closed to him. After he had asked her to marry him she had let him play with her breasts and she had even let him suck on them a couple of times. She had given him several hand jobs, but she had never let him get his fingers into her for fear that she would lose it and he would find out just how big a slut she was.
Her pussy had been dripping all morning in anticipation of consummating the marriage and now here she was having serious doubts about whether she should even go through with the wedding. What would happen if Rob found out that she didn't go to his bed a virgin especially after she had denied him all these months? The more she thought about it the more certain she was that he would find out. She could think of two of her ex-lovers who were assholes enough to find some way to let Rob know that they had fucked his woman.
Shit!!! She had built herself a cage and she was getting ready to step into it and have the door lock behind her. She couldn't do that to Rob, she just couldn't. She tore off her veil and threw it on the floor, grabbed her purse and headed out the back door of the church. She crossed the alley, putting a row of houses between her and the church, flagged down a cab and two hours later she was in her car and on her way out of town.
+++++
Rob looked at his watch, took a deep breath and let it out. Forty minutes to go and he and Mindy would take the vows that would bind them together for the rest of their lives. He couldn't believe how lucky he was to find her. She was beautiful, sexy looking, intelligent, had a great sense of humor and she was a perfect match for him. He had known she was the one when he first was introduced to her. He hadn't thought he'd had a chance with someone that perfect and he had been both surprised and overjoyed when he asked her for a date and she said yes.
He had spent almost all of that first date trying to make up his mind on how to handle the end of the evening. Should he try to score or not? He wanted her so bad that it hurt, but what if he made a move and it upset her? No, he couldn't take a chance on driving her away. He settled for a kiss on the cheek and the promise of a second date. He hadn't pushed it on the next two, but by the fourth date he felt he could try. As soon as he touched her breast he got shut down. After that they moved into doing some serious necking and that was about it until he asked her to marry him.
Mindy was perfect and he was overjoyed that she was going to be his. Yeah, sure, overjoyed. So why was he so nervous and jumpy? Hell, he knew why. It was because she was a virgin. She was a virgin and that fact made him nervous as all hell. He remembered what happened to his cousin George. His wife Amy was one hot looking bitch and she looked like sex oozed out her pores and she had been a virgin when George married her and then when it was too late George found out that Amy believed that the only reason to have sex was to make babies and she wouldn't make love unless it was her fertile time. Then she got pregnant and said, "The job is done" and that was the end of sex for George.
And then there was his buddy Tom. Marge was a virgin when Tom married her and according to Tom, even though she was always ready and willing she would only do it missionary, with the lights off and wearing a nightgown. Tom said the only time he even got to see her tits was when he caught her in the shower.
George and Tom could have avoided all of that if they hadn't gone along with that, "I'm going down the aisle a virgin" story. Mindy was one hell of a sexy looking lady, but was it just sexy looking? Was she going to be sexless in the bedroom like George's wife Amy had been? It had taken him months before he got to play with Mindy's tits, but it never seemed to turn her on. She had given him a couple of hand jobs, but that didn't really tell him much. Once when she was stroking him off he had tried to gently push her head down toward his cock and she had come unglued. Did that mean that she wouldn't give head after they got married? He loved head, both giving it to his partner and getting it. No way he could see a marriage without oral sex. And what about anal? If she wouldn't do oral there was no way in hell she would even think about anal.
He looked at his watch again - twenty more minutes. He thought of all the sex he'd had and how much he enjoyed all of it. Damn it!!! This was his future he was gambling on. No! No way! He couldn't do it. He loved Mindy, but he wouldn't live in a sexless marriage and since he had no way of knowing what might happen he wasn't going to chance it. He snuck out the back door of the church and when they came looking for him to tell him it was time he was in his apartment packing.
+++++
Mindy was tired. She had been driving for almost five hours; add to that the emotional trauma of the last six hours and she was exhausted. She saw the sign that said there was gas, food and lodging at the next exit and she put on her turn signal and aimed her car up the exit ramp. The sign said food and gas to the right and lodging to the left and she figured she better get her a room first so she made a left turn and a hundred or so feet down the road was a Super 8 Motel.
After she checked in she asked where the best place to eat was. She was told she had three choices. Bud's Bar at this end of town, Millie's Caf‚ in the center of town and Benny's Tavern on the other end. Bud's served half pound ground rounds and steamed hot dogs, but that was all. Millie's was a regular restaurant, but didn't have a liquor license. Benny's Tavern was also a pizzeria. Mindy felt like pizza so she drove through town to Benny's. The place was packed. The guy at the motel hadn't mentioned the dance floor and the live band.
She saw an open seat at the bar and she headed for it. As soon as she was seated the bartender was there asking what he could do for her. She ordered a Coors's Light and then asked if she could buy pizza by the slice. Told she could she ordered four slices of cheese and pepperoni. When he set the beer down in front of her he asked:
"Are you alone tonight or are you with somebody?"
"Why do you want to know?"
"Tonight is what we call "Doe's Night." Unescorted ladies get their drinks at half price."
"What's the reason behind that?"
"It draws the single ladies and the single ladies draw the males - the Bucks."
"Cute. Well I guess you can put me down as a Doe because I'm all alone."
The bartender smiled at her as he said, "But you won't be for long. Not a pretty lady like you."
She took a sip of her beer and looked around. There did seem to be a lot of single guys sitting at the tables. She wondered if one or two would hit on her. The thought almost made her cry. By rights she should have been five hours married and getting ready to slip away from the reception so she and Rob could consummate their marriage. Just the thought of what she had done to Rob made her feel rotten. He deserved better than that. God, she had so looked forward to being his wife. She doubted that she would ever find another man as perfect for her as he was.
She wondered how long he had stood there waiting for her to walk down the aisle toward him. Steady girl, she told herself, just remember that you did what you did for him. You loved him enough to spare him the anguish he would have gone through when he found out that you had not come to him a virgin.
The bartender came back with her pizza and she ate them and ordered another beer. When she got to her destination she would write him a letter of explanation of why she ran and hope that someday he might be able to forgive her. She was taking a sip of her second beer when a soft voice from behind her said:
"Excuse me miss," and she turned to see a man about her own age standing there.
"Yes?"
"I hope you won't think me to forward, but it certainly would be a crime to let you sit there and let all that good music go to waste. Would you dance with me?"
She smiled as she thought that if she weren't in Benny's she would certainly be dancing at her reception. Why not? She needed to do something to cheer herself up.
"I'd love to" she said as she got off her barstool and then followed him out onto the dance floor. The dance turned into three and when he invited her to join him and his friends at their table she agreed. There were three guys and two girls at the table when she and Jim went to sit down. Charlie was the odd man out and he and Jim kept her on the dance floor most of the night.
Six or eight beers later she had decided that since this was the night she was supposed to go to her marriage bed and that she had gone six months without sex (and was as horny as a billy goat) that either Charlie or Jim was going to get lucky that night. It was going to be hard to choose. They were both good looking and they were both trying hard to score. By midnight both of them knew she was going to pick one of them and both were pressing hard to be the chosen one.
By mid-night fifteen everyone else who had been at the table had gone and just three of them were sitting there. Mindy was ready. Her pussy was dripping from the anticipation and she needed to make a choice and get on with it. Her indecision must have shown on her face because Charlie jokingly said:
"You could flip a coin."
She knew he meant it as a joke, but the idea suddenly appealed to her. "That's a great idea," she said as she dug in her purse for a coin. She came up with a quarter and said, "Okay, who gets to call it?" The two guys looked at each other but before either one of them could say anything she said:
"I'll do it. Jim, you get to be heads and that makes Charlie tails. I'll flip it up in the air and let it hit the floor. When it comes to rest we will look at it and see who won."
She flipped the coin up into the air and the three of them watched as it turned over and over and over as it rose and then fell. It hit the floor on edge and rolled away. The three of them looked all over, but couldn't find the coin and Jim jokingly said:
"You know what that means, right?"
"No," Mindy said, "I don't know what that means."
"It means you get both of us."
Charlie laughed and said, "Now that is one hell of a good idea" and both men were caught flat-footed when Mindy, who was no stranger to threesomes, smiled and said:
"You're right. That is a hell of a good idea, let's go. I'm in the motel at the edge of town."
"Our place is closer and more comfy. Plus we have a kick ass stereo system if we want to dance and a refrigerator full of beer."
"Okay, your place it is, but the only dancing I intend to do is horizontal
+++++
The gas gauge showed less than a quarter of a tank and Rob decided that it was time for a pit stop anyway so he took the next exit that had a sign indicating that services were available. The sign at the end of the exit ramp had an arrow showing that he should turn right for gas stations. As he cruised through the small town he saw a neon sign that said, "Burgers and Beer" and he decided to stop in there after he gassed up.
As the numbers rolled on the pump display he wondered again, for the eleventh or twenty-fifth time, if he had done the right thing in leaving the church. For all he knew Mindy could have been an absolute tiger in bed. Yeah, but she also could have been like his cousin's wife Amy. It was too big a risk for him to take. As much as he loved and craved sex there wasn't anyway he could stay in a sexless marriage. He needed someone with the same hungers he had and if Mindy would have had them they would have shown, wouldn't they? Wouldn't there have been some indication, even a small one?
He loved her, God knew he loved her, but love alone couldn't hold a marriage together. He knew that. He had seen that happen to family and friends. You needed love AND a good sex life. Everyone he knew who had a failed marriage had said that sex was the reason for the failure. Anywhere from not getting enough to getting it someplace else. No, he was convinced he made the right choice, both for him and for Mindy. If she were anything like George's wife or Tom's wife he would be making her life miserable with the frequency with which he would be trying to have sex. He would constantly be pushing for oral and anal sex as well as regular conventional sex. Looking back he realized he should have been more aggressive in trying to score, especially after she had said yes to his proposal. He should have explained his feelings and fears. She might have said she was looking forward to learning about and enjoying sex in all of its many forms. She might have even made love to him to put his fears to rest, but he never gave her the chance.
He wondered how long she had waited in the room before they told her he was gone. He would write her and explain when he got to where he was going, not that it would matter to her. She would probably fly into a rage whenever his name was mentioned. He couldn't even crawl back to her and beg forgiveness. How could anyone forgive what he had done? He finished filling his tank, paid and then headed for the place where he'd seen the "Burgers and Beer" sign. A couple of burgers and a beer to wash them down and he'd get on the road again.
The place was bigger than it looked from the outside. A small dance floor in the center of the room, a bar along one wall, booths along the wall opposite and tables between them. There was a pool table in the back and a jukebox against the back wall. He took a seat at the bar and looked at the menu hanging on the wall behind it. Only hot dogs and hamburgers and a note across the bottom that said, "We don't do fries!!" The special was a half-pound ground round with a slice of Bermuda onion and he ordered one - well done - and asked the bartender what was on draft. He settled for a Bud Light and as he sipped it he looked around and saw that the place was fairly full.
There were several couples on the dance floor dancing to the tunes from the jukebox and he thought of how that was what he was supposed to be doing right then. He was supposed to be dancing at his wedding reception. He remembered the way Mindy had felt when she was in his arms and it was all he could do to keep from crying. God damn it! How could he have been so stupid! Why hadn't he used his head? Why hadn't he just gone ahead and married the woman he loved and given them a chance. He would have known before the night was over what he had to look forward to in the way of sex and if it looked like it would turn out the way it had for George and Tom he could have kissed Mindy goodbye and gone for an annulment.
His burger came and he ate it as he sipped his beer. When the burger was gone he noticed that the pool table was empty so he picked up his beer and headed back to it. He put the money in, racked the balls, broke the rack and started shooting. He had half the balls off the table when a soft voice from behind him asked:
"Like some competition?"
He turned and saw a very nice looking redhead standing there.
"I wouldn't be any competition I'm afraid, I'm lousy at pool. I'm just killing some time."
"Then we are evenly matched since I can't shoot for beans either."
"Okay then, I guess we can mess around for a bit."
"Ooooh, that sounds good to me?"
"What?"
"Messing around sweetie. I'm Brenda" she said and stuck out her hand. "Rob" he said as he took the offered hand and shook it.
He put more money in the table and when the balls dropped he racked them. "Eight ball?" he asked.
"Sounds good" she said and he handed her a cue stick and said, "Ladies first" as he pointed to the rack. She gave a throaty laugh and said, "I'm no lady sweetie, not even close."
She broke and nothing fell on the break and he missed on his first shot. She screwed up her next shot and he thought that she was indeed as bad as he was, either that or she was trying not to hurt his ego.
"I haven't seen you in here before" she said.
"First time."
"What brings you to this bustling metropolis?"
"Just passing through. Stopped for gas and a quick bite to eat before getting back on the road."
"Where you headed?"
"Don't know. Have a couple of weeks off, pointed the car north and started driving."
"So you aren't in any real hurry to get anywhere?"
"No, not really."
"Well, how nice for me."
"Pardon?"
"You are here, not in any hurry to get anywhere and I need someone to shoot pool with and dance with. You aren't going to refuse me, are you?"
"Why me? The place has a dozen guys who appear to be here alone."
"I've lived here all my life sweetie and I know most of them and they are for the most part losers and I don't want anything to do with them. You on the other hand are new and therefore interesting."
"I'm interesting? I've never had a sexy looking redhead tell me that I was interesting before. Maybe I shouldn't get back on the road."
"Good sweetie, how about we forget about pool, I want to dance."
Brenda felt good in his arms and he was reminded of the fact that he hadn't had any sex since he started dating Mindy. That thought triggered the thought that he was supposed to have made love to Mindy that night. He wasn't sure if it was the thought of Mindy or the way Brenda felt in his arms that brought on the erection, but whatever caused it Brenda felt it and she didn't pull away from it. In fact, she moved in closer and whispered in his ear:
"I did mention that I found you interesting, didn't I?"
Half a dozen dances and a couple of beers later Brenda said, "We need to get out of here sweetie."
"I don't have a place to go to."
"Sure you do sweetie, my place. Come on, let's go."
+++++
Mindy looked around and said, "I didn't expect a house. I thought that a couple of single guys who were roommates would be sharing an apartment."
"The house is cheaper than an apartment. It has three bedrooms so three people splitting the cost makes it less expensive than an apartment.



"You have another roommate?"
"Yeah, but don't worry, we aren't going to share you with anyone else. Are you ready to see the bedroom?"
"God yes! More than ready."
She undressed and sat down on the edge of the bed and watched as Jim and Charlie stripped down. She had never expected to do a threesome ever again. Threesomes were to have been a thing of the past when Rob slipped the ring on her finger and she said, "I do." But now here she was with two very nice hard cocks standing right in front of her. She reached out and took a cock in each hand and then leaned forward and took Jim's in her mouth. She licked and sucked on him for a bit and then she moved her mouth to Charlie's. For the next five minutes she alternated between the two men, licking, sucking and caressing their balls.
Charlie told her to lie down, that he wanted a taste of her pussy, but Mindy said no.
"Maybe later, but right now I need a cock in me."
She stood up, pushed Jim down on the bed and then she spread her legs and lowered her head. Just before she swallowed Jim's cock she looked over her shoulder at Charlie and said:
"Well, what are you waiting for?"
Charlie needed no further invitation and he moved up behind her, took her hips in his hands and probed for her opening. Mindy felt the cock head pushing and she pushed back and felt him split her. Oh God, it felt so good to have a cock in her again. It had been so long and she had been so ready to have sex that night. She almost cried since it wasn't Rob, but still, it felt so damned good.
She moaned as Charlie pushed deeper into her. Her feet were planted on the floor and she supported herself with hands on either side of Jim's legs. Her mouth was locked firmly around Jim's pole and her head was bobbing up and down as she shoved her ass back at Charlie to meet his thrusts. Charlie pounded her steady for several minutes and then he panted:
"I'm ready, are you protected?"
Not wanting to get pregnant too soon into her marriage Mindy had gone on the pill two months ago and she took her mouth off of Jim long enough to moan:
"In me, I want you in me. Fill me lover, fill me."
Charlie gave several more hard pushes and then she felt the liquid heat fill her and that trigger the first of the many orgasms she was to have that night. Charlie pulled out of her and then Jim pulled her down on the bed and rolled her onto her back and she spread her legs wide so he could mount her and then she clamped her legs around his waist and cried for him to fuck her and fuck her hard. Jim rammed his cock into her as she screamed and had another orgasm.
Charlie stood watching for a minute or so and wondered if it might be possible to keep this one. Then he went over to the bed, knelt by her head and she turned her head to the side and opened her mouth so he could slide his cock into it. Jim came and then Charlie took his place as Jim replaced Charlie in her mouth and then they both came and switched again. Mindy had screaming orgasm after screaming orgasm as the two men took turns on her.
Finally they took a break and were sitting on the side of the bed sipping beer. Jim asked how she felt about anal sex and Mindy just smiled and asked, "Do you have any Astroglide or KY?"
"I'm pretty sure we do."
"You will need to work on it to loosen me up since no one has been there in a while."
Jim got up and left the room and minutes later he was back with a tube of KY Jelly in his hands. Mindy pushed Charlie down on his back, got on her knees and started sucking his cock. Her ass was up where Jim could get at it and she felt the coolness of the jelly as he began working on her butt hole. She moaned as the first finger slid into her. Jim worked on her asshole for a good five minutes and when he had three fingers in her he figured she was loose enough. Charlie saw Jim lubing up his cock and he reached down and got Mindy under her arms and pulled her up on him. At first she was confused and then she felt Charlie's cock sliding along her crease and suddenly she knew what was happening.
"Oh you nasty boy" she moaned as his cock slid into her pussy and he pulled her down so she was lying on his chest. She felt Jim's cock push at her asshole and she took a deep breath and waited for the pain that would turn into pleasure. Jim pushed past her sphincter and she moaned as he moved steadily deeper and deeper into her bowels. As soon as he had as much of himself into her as he could get he stopped pushing and held himself still to let her get used to him. When she started pushing her ass back at him he knew she was ready and he began to fuck her. Charlie let Jim set the pace and then he worked to establish a rhythm and then the two men took their pleasure from their new fuck toy as she screamed and screamed:
"Fuck me, fuck me hard, make me cum, oh sweet Jesus fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
+++++
As they entered the living room they heard the loud, "Oh God yes, fuck me, fuck me hard" and Brenda giggled and said, "It sounds like my roommate scored. Think you can make me scream louder?"
"I can damned sure try."
As Rob pushed Brenda's legs apart and lowered his face to her bald, shaved pussy he thought again to how much he had looked forward to eating Mindy's pussy. He slid his tongue along the crease and Brenda moaned. He licked her slowly for a minute or so and then he slowly started working it into her pussy. She moaned again and hunched her hips up at him. He used his fingers to spread her open and saw the hard little nubbin of her "Man in the boat" and he latched onto it with his mouth and Brenda wailed, "Oh fuck yes." He smiled to himself as he thought she hadn't screamed as loud as her roommate, but he was just getting started.
He worked on Brenda with his tongue and fingers until she had cried her way through an orgasm and then he moved up on her.
"It's been a while for me honey so I might be a little quick on the first one."
"As long as there is a second and a third time," she said as she pulled her knees back and opened herself for him. He slid into her hot box and her legs came up and clamped him and she moaned:
"Oh yes lover, push it deep and fuck me, fuck me hard."
He lasted a lot longer than he thought he would, but still not as long as he would have liked. Brenda didn't seem all that disappointed. As soon as he had cum she had squirmed out from under him.
"My turn" she said as she lowered her head and swallowed the head of his cock. He looked down at her head bobbing up and down on his joint and the thought that it was supposed to be Mindy doing that to him on that night almost caused him to pull away from Brenda and leave, but only almost because it was a truism that a stiff dick had no allegiance and it wasn't going to leave that hot mouth.
When Brenda had him as hard as he was going to get she swung over him and used her right hand to guide his cock into her as she lowered herself down. He gripped her and rolled her over onto her back.
"If I'm going to make you scream louder than what's coming from the next room I need to be on top so I can pound hard and deep."
"Pound away lover, pound away and make me scream."
And he did.
+++++
Mindy was lost in a fog of lust as she sat on Jim's cock while Charlie pumped deeper and deeper into her ass. She was moaning and whimpering as the two men used her and made her orgasm. She'd had so many that she didn't think she would be able to get up and walk when they finished with her. The loud, "OH shit! Oh yes!" cut through the fog and she said:
"What was that?"
"It sounds like our roomie found a playmate for the night."
"Oh fuck yes! Again, again, harder damn it harder" came through the walls and she remembered all the screaming she had done as Charlie and Jim did their level best to fuck her eyes out. She realized that if she could hear them they could hear her and somehow that excited her and she slammed her ass back at Charlie and screamed out:
"Yes lover, yes. Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass."
Brenda giggled, "Sounds like my roommate is having a good time. Would you like to try my ass and see if you can make me scream like that?"
"Got any KY?"
"I'll find something lover, even if it is only a stick of butter."
She was back moments later with a can of Crisco. "We had a tube of KY in the medicine cabinet, but it isn't there so I guess from what we are hearing through the wall that we know where it is. This should work though" and she handed him the can of Crisco and then got on her knees and put her head down on a pillow.
It worked very well and while Brenda's screams might not have been loud enough to drown out the screams from the next room he knew that whoever was in there heard them.
+++++
Mindy was exhausted. She hadn't been fucked so hard or so often since a week before she started dating Rob. Oh God, why couldn't it have been his cock in her that night. She fell asleep thinking of Rob and what could have been.
Brenda washed off his cock with a warm, soapy rag, dried it with a towel and said:
"If I can get it up again can I have it one more time?"
"I'd be a fool to say no to that."
"Yes you would, wouldn't you."
But try as she might she just could not get him to rise to the occasion again. He fell to the bed totally wiped out and he fell asleep dreaming about Mindy and what should have been.
+++++
The screams woke him up. "Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh fuck yes!" came through the wall and he opened his eyes to see Brenda leaning on an elbow and looking down at him.
"How in God's name do you get any sleep around here with all that racket going on?"
"I've never heard it before. There must be something very special going on over there. In the three years we have lived together I've never heard a peep out of that room and my roomie has somebody in there on the average of twice a week. I wonder if they heard us last night. You did do a pretty good job of making me scream. I think we owe it to them to try and drown them out, don't you?" she said as she reached for his cock.
+++++
"Are you sure you won't stay for a couple of days?" Charlie asked as he dropped her off at the motel.
"I had a grand time last night Charlie. You and Jim were just what I needed last night, but I really do have to go."
She leaned over and kissed him and then got out of her car and went into her room. She closed the door and then leaned back against it and then the tears started to flow. She threw herself down on the bed and sobbed into the pillow. "I'm sorry Rob, I'm so sorry."
+++++
She let his limp cock fall from her mouth after cleaning off the residue from their last coupling. "I'll put on the coffee," she said as she put on a robe and then left the room." He dressed and followed her into the kitchen. There was a man sitting at the table leafing through the morning paper and he looked up as Rob came in and said:
"Good morning. Brenda's bell ringer I presume?"
"Rob, this is Jim, one of my roommates."
Rob raised an eyebrow and said, "Oh? I thought your roommate was the woman I heard." He shook Jim's hand and said, "It sounded like you rang a few bells of your own last night."
"She was loud, wasn't she. I had help. Charlie and I could barely keep up with her. Charlie and I tried to talk her into sticking around for a few days or forever, but she wanted to hit the road."
"Charlie?"
"My other roommate" Brenda said. "We all got lucky and then struck out it seems."
"Struck out?" Jim asked.
"Yeah. I tried to talk Rob into staying, but he says he has to hit the road too."
Rob had one cup of coffee, kissed Brenda goodbye and headed for the entrance ramp to the Interstate. Just before he pulled on to the ramp he saw a red Miata parked in front of the motel just up the road. It was just like the one Mindy owned and his eyes teared up and he cried, "Oh God Mindy, I'm so sorry" and then he was on the Interstate and heading north.
+++++
Christina's ending.
Mindy was sitting at the kitchen table watching Charlie put the coffee on when she heard, "OH FUCK!" and she turned and saw Rob standing in the doorway.
"What are you doing here?" they both said in unison, and then Mindy said, "How did you find me" just as Brenda walked into the room.
"You two know each other?" she asked.
Neither Rob nor Mindy answered the question; they just stared at each other. Brenda looked from one to the other and then said to Mindy, "You must be the screamer who spent the night in Charlie's bedroom."
"She is indeed and I'm trying hard to talk her into staying."
Just then Jim came into the room and said, "I second that emotion. I'm in love and I'm going to ask her to marry me."
"Oh no you don't," said Charlie, "I asked her first."
"That was you in the next room last night? You and two guys?" Rob asked and he got his answer in the way that Mindy looked away from him. "That sure did not sound like any virgin that I ever heard before."
Mindy looked at Rob and said, "I wasn't a virgin Rob, that's why I ran."
"You ran? Oh sweet Jesus" and he started to laugh and then said, "I spent all day yesterday and most of last night hating myself for leaving you at the altar and you weren't even there."
"Would one of you tell me what is going on here?" Brenda asked.
"Yeah" chimed in Charlie, "I think we would all like to know."
Mindy took a deep breath and told what she had done and why and when she finished Rob laughed and said, "Ain't that a kick in the ass. You ran because you weren't a virgin and I ran because I thought you were" and then he told his side of the story.
Brenda looked from one to the other and shook her head. And you both ended up here, not only in this town, but also in this house? Amazing, just fucking amazing. It is a sign if you ask me."
"A sign? What kind of a sign?" asked Jim.
"Obviously these two were meant to be together and somebody or something worked damned hard to get them here at the same time. Not only that, but in such a way that she didn't have to face him and confess she wasn't a virgin and in a way that showed him that his fears that she might not like sex were groundless."
"Yeah, maybe," said Jim, "But how do they get past last night?"
"Well, I guess last night never happened."
"What?" said Charlie.
"Last night didn't happen. What he did cancelled out what she did and what she did cancelled out what he did. Neither one has anything that they can hold over the other so basically it was a non-event."
Mindy looked at Rob, "Is that true Rob? Was last night a non-event?"
"No baby, it was definitely not a non-event. What it was was a wake up call. If you can forgive me for being stupid I can most certainly forgive you for being scared."
"What do we do now?" asked Mindy.
"Road trip!" Brenda said.
"What?" Charlie and Jim said almost in unison.
"Road trip! We load these two love birds in the car and we go for a ride."
"Go for a ride? Where?" asked Rob.
"Las Vegas is only four hours away," Brenda said, "We can have the two of you there, married and in bed by six tonight."
She looked from Rob to Mindy and then back at Rob as she said, "Unless Mindy would rather stay in Charley's room and play with him and Jim while I keep Rob busy in mine."
"Oh yeah. I like that idea" Jim said.
"Sorry guys, you were great" Mindy said, "But I almost lost Rob once in the last twenty-four hours and I don't want to go through that again."
"I'll second that" Rob said.
+++++
The Hawaiian Wedding Song played over the sound system as Mindy came toward him where he stood with a minister who was also an Elvis impersonator. Brenda was the Maid of Honor, Jim was acting as Best Man and Charlie was going to give the bride away. A far cry from the way it was supposed to have happened the day before, but it felt right - it just felt right.
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+++++
Kathleen looked out the window of the eighteenth floor hotel room at the hustle and bustle going on in the alley below and wondered again why she and Rick were there in the hotel. It seemed like a silly expense. Granted, it was a special occasion - her thirty-first birthday AND their tenth anniversary - and they planned to spend the night drinking and dancing, but home was only twenty-five minutes away by commuter train so it wasn't as if they had to worry about driving under the influence. Oh well, it was what Rick wanted to do so why should she care.
She turned and went to the bed and opened the garment bag she had carried to work with her in the morning. She took out the two cocktail dresses she had packed. She hadn't been able to make up her mind between the black and the red so she had packed them both. Taking them out of the bag and hanging them up she still couldn't make up her mind. She looked sexy as hell in both of them. Maybe she would let Rick decide.
She unbuttoned the dress she was wearing and began to slip it off when something from the corner of her eye caught her attention. She turned her head and saw a man standing at a window in the building across they alley and then she quickly looked away. He was no more than twenty-five or thirty feet away and instinctively she knew he was watching her. It had never occurred to her to close the drapes, not all the way up there on the eighteenth floor. She was just on the verge of going over and pulling them closed when something happened to her. A wild and crazy thought entered her head. She didn't know him and he didn't know her. "Dare I?" she wondered and even as she had the thought she knew she was going to do it.
She stayed in full view of the man and slowly took off her dress and let it fall to the floor. She made a production out of getting out of her slip and letting it join the dress and she felt the heat building in her pussy as she got into stripping for the unknown man.
Next the brassiere. She reached behind her and her fingers unhooked it and she let the straps slide down one arm at a time. She resisted the impulse to turn toward the man as the bra fell away from her breasts and instead stood still so he could see them in profile. They were still firm, even after two children, and they thrust out from her chest. The nipples were stiff from the excitement of what she was doing and she took them between the thumbs and forefingers of her hands and rolled them as she moaned and felt the heat flow to her pussy.
She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and then wiggled her ass as she shimmied out of them and they fell to puddle around her ankles. She stepped out of them and then did a slow turn to put her back to "The Watcher" - that is what he was to her now, 'The Watcher' - and then she spread her legs slightly and bent at the waist to pick up the clothes that she had dropped. She looked back between her legs and saw that he was still there and he had taken out his cock and he was stroking it. She shivered with the feeling of wickedness that coursed through her as she realized what she was doing to the man.
As she put the clothes she had picked up on the dresser she noticed that the bed was in The Watcher's line of sight and she smiled an evil little smile as she decided to keep the show going. She lay down on the bed, spread her legs and started rubbing her pussy. She thought of The Watcher looking at her and she opened her legs wider as she slid one finger into herself. Did he see it slip in? Oh God, she felt so slutty lying there hoping that he could see her finger split her pussy lips. She added a second and then a third and began fingering herself. She could see him stroking his cock and she tried to match her hand speed to his. She rubbed her clit and moaned as she worked herself toward an orgasm.
She strained to see if she could get a look at The Watcher's face, but shadows and window glare from the windowpanes prevented it. She had three fingers working and was so lost in the lust of the moment that she didn't hear the shower stop running. She felt someone get on the bed with her and she panicked. Oh Jesus, he had somehow rushed over and managed to get across the street and into her room. Her eyes snapped open and she saw Rick looking down at her and stroking his erection. She reached for it, took it in her hand and drew him toward her. She cried out so loud when her husband entered her that she was sure The Watcher heard her.
She looked over Rick's shoulder and saw that The Watcher was still there and his hand was a blur on his cock and she had the quickest orgasm of her life. She had two more orgasms as Rick drove hard and deep into her, but she knew that Rick hadn't given them to her; they came because she was being watched by a man she didn't know who was masturbating because of her. Just after her third climax she glanced over Rick's shoulder and saw that The Watcher was gone. She felt the edge go out of her excitement and when Rick finished she wiggled out from under him and went into the bathroom to take her shower.
As she used the hot soapy rag to wash her pussy she thought again of The Watcher and his fist beating his big, meaty cock and she pushed the rag into her pussy with two fingers and had another orgasm.
+++++
She stood looking at the two cocktail dresses on their hangers and made her decision. She would go with the red. She was definitely feeling like The Lady in Red so the red dress would be appropriate. The red dress and no bra!!! She wondered what had gotten into her that afternoon. It was so unlike her to do what she did. Maybe so, but why did it turn her on so much? Exposing herself to another man and now here she was planning to go without a bra while knowing if she didn't watch her posture someone was going to get a good look at her breasts. She didn't understand the change that had come over her, but she did like the feeling - she liked the feeling a lot.
The restaurant she and Rick were going to was just across the alley on the ground floor of the same building that The Watcher had been in. Would he be in the restaurant? Would he recognize her? If he did would he find some way to let her know? My God, what would she do if that happened. At the very last minute, while Rick was still in the bathroom she took off her panties. No bra and no panties, my God, what had she become.
As she and Rick were shown to their table she felt as though every male eye in the place was on her. Was one of the men in the room The Watcher? She looked around the room, but did not notice that anyone was giving her undue attention and she felt a shred of disappointment. She wanted The Watcher to be there looking at her and remembering how he had masturbated while looking at her. God, what a rush it was to think that there might be a man in the room who had seen her naked; who had watched her play with her breasts and pussy and who had seen her take the hard cock of her husband.
She had the menu open and was looking it over when the waiter brought the bottle of wine that Rick had ordered. She ignored the two men as they went through the silly ritual of sniffing the cork, rolling the wine in the glass and all the rest of that nonsense. Using the open menu as a shield to keep Rick from seeing what she was doing she leaned forward as if to read the small print on the bottom of the menu. Her dress gaped open across the bodice and her breasts were in full view for the waiter to appreciate, her nipples erect and screaming, "Touch me, touch me." From the corner of her eye she saw him looking down her dress as Rick played 'the wine game.' She wondered if she had given him an erection, but she dared not look.
The waiter left, but he must have spread the word about what he saw because there was a constant stream of bus boys coming by to refill their water glasses. And every time they did if Rick's attention was elsewhere she would lean forward and give them a good look. She didn't know what she was doing to them, but she knew what she was doing to herself. Rick wouldn't know what hit him when they got back to the hotel room. She was hot enough to fuck him to death.
+++++
Dinner over, they went to the lounge on the other side of the lobby and found a table close to the dance floor. The live band was pretty good and seemed to specialize in the music of the Sixties and Seventies, which is the sound that she and Rick preferred. As she sat down she allowed the dress to ride up and then she spread her legs and wondered if anyone could see her uncovered treasure.
The next two hours went by as she and Rick drank and danced. The entire time she was aware of the male eyes on her and she constantly wondered if one of them was The Watcher. She was careful to hide it from Rick as she flashed her breasts every chance she got and when they were sitting she made sure that her dress was up and her legs were apart. She was hot! She was hot and ready to go back to the hotel room before she lost it right there in the lounge and tried to get Rick to take her on their table. But first she needed to hit the ladies room.
After taking care of business she touched up her makeup and then took a good look at herself in the mirror. What she saw looking back at her was a woman who really needed to be made love to. Oh shit, she grinned at herself as she thought:
"Tell it like it is. A woman who needs to be fucked and fucked hard."
She set her clutch down on the counter and pulled her dress down to expose her breasts. She looked at her stiff nipples and then pulled on them with her fingers. "Oh God" she moaned and pulled her dress back up. She needed to get Rick back to their room NOW!!!
As she left the restroom someone grabbed her and spun her so that her face was pressed against the wall. Strong arms held her in place and a voice said in her ear:
"Enjoying yourself bitch? Get yourself off teasing people? You think I didn't know you saw me in the window? I know what you are. I've watched you all night flashing your tits and cunt," the voice said as she felt her dress being lifted and then fingers probing for her pussy.
She moaned and then voluntarily or involuntarily - she never knew which - she spread her legs and he drove his fingers into her and she orgasmed. She actually orgasmed at his treatment of her.
"This is the wrong time and the wrong place, but there will be a right time and a right place you little slut, and when that time comes I'll fuck you until you bleed."
And then he was gone!
She stood there, face to the wall, trembling, but not from fear. No, not from fear, it was from excitement. She shook it off and headed for the table to get Rick. They were going to the hotel room and they were going NOW even if she had to drag him. She was almost to the table when she realized that she didn't have her clutch purse. The Watcher must have taken it from her and she hadn't noticed. Oh sweet Jesus. The Watcher had her driver's license! He would know her name and where she lived and she was suddenly amazed when she realized that the idea not only didn't frighten her, but it made her pussy drip.
She reached the table and told Rick that it was time to go and when he said, "Let's have one more drink and one more dance" she shocked him by saying, "No Rick, now! I need to be fucked and I need it right now!" She had never used the "F" word in front of him before and he sat there looking up at her, mouth open in amazement. She grabbed his sleeve and pulled at him.
"Now Rick, now!"
+++++
The elevator door had no sooner closed than she went to her knees in front of Rick and pulled his zipper down.
"What the hell are you doing Kath? Cut that out" Rick cried as she reached in and took hold of his cock.
She almost had it out when the car suddenly stopped at nine and an older couple started to get on. The woman took one look at Kathleen on her knees and snorted, "Well, I never!" as she grabbed the man with her and pulled him back off the elevator. Kathleen laughed and said:
"That's probably true. I'll bet that she never."
"What the hell has gotten into you Kathleen?"
"It's what I'm trying to get into me lover. You!"
She got Rick's cock out and managed to give it a few licks and a few quick sucks until she felt the car start to slow and then she quickly stood up. She almost giggled watching Rick frantically trying to stuff his erection back inside his trousers. The elevator stopped at eighteen and Kathleen drug her husband to their room and waited impatiently as Rick fumbled with the key.
Once inside the little red dress hit the floor and she was pulling at Rick's belt. As Rick moved between her legs she looked over his shoulder and she thought she saw a shadow behind the window opposite. Was he there? Was he watching? God, she hoped so as she dug her nails into Rick's ass, pulled him to her and begged him to fuck her hard and make her cum.
To be continued...
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I had trouble believing my eyes and I had to take a second and closer look to make sure. No doubt about it, it was Marsha and the man with her with his hand up under her skirt was not her husband. Carefully taking out my cell phone I took a picture of the two of them clearly showing where his hand was. A minute later I got a picture of the two of them leaning toward each other and kissing. I got one more with her hand high up on his leg and cupped as if over a lump. Then I put the cell phone away and just sat and watched.
Fifteen minutes later they got up and started to leave and that is when Marsh saw me and I saw the blood drain from her face. The man said something and then took her by the arm and led her away. I saw her nervously look back at me once and then they were gone.
I wondered what the odds were that I would catch Marsha fooling around on Bill. I was in a part of town that I rarely visited, in a restaurant that I'd never been in before and it was on a night when you would usually find me at the bowling alley two miles from the house.
I'd spent the day with a client from out of town and I was supposed to run him out to the airport that afternoon. At the last minute he decided to call the airline and reschedule his flight. There was a friend he hadn't seen in years and who lived on the other side of town. They had finally stopped playing 'telephone tag' and had connected and my client was invited over for dinner. He asked me if I would mind driving him over to his friends. He had just given me half million dollars worth of business so I was going to say no?
I called Toni and told her not to hold dinner for me, called Lou, the captain of my bowling team, and told him he would need to arrange for a sub for me and then I ran Harry over to his friends. I was invited in, shared a drink with Harry, his friend Sam and Sam's wife and then I excused myself and headed for home. I remembered that I'd told Toni not to hold dinner for me so when I saw a restaurant I stopped for dinner. The hostess seated me at a table and when I picked up the menu I saw Marsha sitting not six feet away. She and the man were so wrapped up in each other that she didn't even notice me.
+++++
I'd known Marsha and her husband Bill for a little over eleven years. Marsha was my wife's best friend and I'd met her when I started dating Toni. I met Bill one night when had and Marsha double-dated with Toni and me. Seven months later Bill and Marsha got married and Toni was her Maid of Honor and when Toni and I tied the knot a year later Marsha returned the favor.
Married life did not cause Toni and Marsha to drift apart. I don't think there was ever a two-week period when we didn't have dinner with Bill and Marsha or have a Saturday or Sunday barbecue with them. At least once a month we went out and partied with them and a couple of times a month Toni and Marsha had a 'girls night out'. In all those years I'd never seen any signs that Bill and Marsha's marriage might be having problems. When I got home that night I mentioned to Toni that we hadn't seen Bill or Marsha in a while and she told me Bill had been out of town on business for three weeks and wouldn't be back for another two.
It was three weeks before I saw Marsha again. Bill was back home and Toni had invited them over for a barbecue. Maybe an hour after they arrived Marsha caught me alone in the house.
"About that night, have you told anyone?"
"No, not yet."
"Not yet? What do you mean by not yet?"
"I haven't talked to Bill yet because he hasn't been home."
"Please don't tell him Rob, please don't."
"I don't know Marsha. Bill is a hell of a nice guy and he doesn't deserve what you are doing to him."
Now I had no intention of telling anyone anything, I wasn't even going to mention it to Toni, but Marsha didn't know that. I was just pulling her chain a little. That changed when Marsha said:
"Please Rob, don't tell on me. I'll make it worth your while to keep quiet."
I jumped right on it. "How are you going to make it worth my while?"
"I'll do what ever you want Rob, just don't tell Bill."
"So if I was to say follow me into the bathroom and give me a blow job and then bend over the sink so I could have you from behind you would do it?"
"If that is what it will take for you to keep my secret."
"How about if I had a poker party and asked you to be there to entertain the boys?"
"Whatever Rob, anything, just please don't tell."
"I'll have to think about that for a while and then get back to you."
"Please Rob, I'm begging you, don't tell Bill."
+++++
Talk about a bad deal. Marsha was a 'stone fox' and any man in his right mind would want a piece, but I was completely faithful to Toni so a taste of Marsha wasn't going to happen for me. But that didn't mean that I wouldn't find a way to take her up on her offer to make it worth my while to keep silent. Marsha called me at work on Monday and I arranged to meet her for lunch at the Hilton. I chose the Hilton because it is three minutes from my office and they have a pretty fair restaurant, but Marsha showed up thinking that I had taken a room where she could pay me off for my silence.
"Sorry sweetie, but I'm a faithful kind of guy so even as tempting as you are I won't be cheating on Toni."
"Pity. I was sort of looking forward to it. You do know don't you that if I had seen you first Toni never would have gotten you?"
"No, I didn't even know you were interested, but it worked out for the best."
"Oh?"
"If you had seen me first it would have been me you cheated on instead of Bill and that brings us to why we are here. I've decided to keep silent, but I'm holding you to your offer to make it worth my while. I don't know what it will be or when it will be, but you owe me."
"I keep my promises Rob."
Yeah, I thought, like when you promised Bill to love, honor and keep only to him.
+++++
A couple of years went by and life got busy. I had some work problems that I had to work through and some personal problems. Toni and I were having problems and I didn't really know what was wrong, but somehow we seemed to have disconnected. We weren't fighting or arguing and we were still making love two or three times a week, but something was missing - something was just a little out of kilter.
With all that was going on I had pretty much forgotten about Marsha owing me and then one day Harv King came into my office and said:
"We are in trouble Rob."
"What's up?"
"The girl we had set up for Tim's bachelor party just called and cancelled. She broke her leg skiing and I haven't been able to find a replacement."
I told Harv that I would see what I could do and get back to him. I made several calls that got me nowhere and then I remembered Marsha and I called her.
"It is time sweetie. I'm calling in that favor you owe me. Can you meet me for lunch?"
There was silence at the other end for a second or so and then she said:
"You aren't serious?"
"Of course I am. Can you meet me at the Hilton at noon?"
"I suppose I'll have to."
"Good. See you then."
She was not pleased when she sat down across from me, but then I hadn't really expected her to be.
"I'd hoped that you were being a nice guy and had decided to forget about it."
"Well I'm not and I didn't. We had a deal and I lived up to my end of it. I told you the last time we had lunch here that some day I'd call in the debt and that some day is now."
"What do you want?"
I explained the situation to her and said, "I want you to take the place of the girl who broke her leg."
"What was she supposed to do?"
"Do a strip tease for the guys, give the bridegroom a lap dance and then a blow job or a fuck."
"You can't be serious. You expect me to fuck and suck some guy I've never seen before?"
"Remember the barbecue where you told me you would do whatever it took to make it worth my while? Remember my bringing up a gangbang at a poker party? You said, "Whatever Rob, just don't tell Bill." You agreed to a gangbang with six unknown guys then, but you are going to whine over one prospective bridegroom now?"
"You would really make me do this?"
"A deal is a deal Marsha."
I saw something happen in her eyes and then she said, "Just the one guy right? I don't have to do the others?"
"They will probably want to, but no, you don't have to do them."
"Would the girl who was going to be there have taken them on?"
"More than likely, after all, that is how she makes her money."
"Whoa, whoa, whoa here! Makes her money? How does she do that?"
"She gets five hundred for the strip, the lap dance and whatever she does for the bridegroom. At the other parties I've been to the girl would usually get seventy-five for a blow job or one twenty-five for a screw if she did the others."
"How many are going to be there?"
"Eight or nine."
"So I get five hundred for the groom and up to two hundred each for the rest? I could make over two thousand on the deal except you would expect to get me free, right?"
"I told you Marsha, I don't cheat on Toni. I'll be there, but I won't partake."
"It doesn't look like I have any choice. Okay, give me the time and place. I'll do the groom, but I don't know about the rest. I'll have to think on it."
I stopped by Harry's office on the way back from lunch and told him that I had taken care of the girl for the party.
+++++
The night of the party Marsha showed up at Harry's apartment looking like a million bucks. I thought, and not for the first time, that it was a shame I was hard-wired from the factory to be a faithful husband. Martha surprised me with a kiss on the cheek and then she said:
"I've decided to act out one of my favorite fantasies. I've always gotten off on the idea of being a prostitute so I'm going to do anyone who wants me tonight. I'm a little leery of doing eight or nine though so I've got someone coming over later to help me out. Don't worry lover, she is drop dead gorgeous and she won't be a disappointment to the boys. Come on, let's get this party started."
A chair was set in the middle of the room and Tim was led over to it. Music started and Marsha swayed over to stand in front of Tim and then she did a slow, sensuous strip. First the blouse and then the skirt. Next off was the bra and a low moan swept the room as everyone got a look at Marsha's half inch nipples standing straight out like miniature cocks. She spread her legs, pushed her pussy forward and then ran a hand down and used her fingers to rub her panties into the crease between her pussy lips. The fingers pushed a half-inch of panty into her pussy and then she slid them down her legs and stepped out of them.
All eyes were on her fantastic heart shaped ass as she stepped forward and pulled her panties down over Tim's head with the crotch ending up covering his nose. "Breathe deeply sugar," Marsha crooned as she slithered onto his lap facing him. Tim's hands reached up and touched Marsha's tits and she squirmed around on his lap. While Tim caressed her tits she kept grinding down on his lap as she unbuttoned his shirt and then bent her head and licked his nipples.
Tim groaned and let go of Marsha's tits so he could use his hands to rearrange her panties and uncover his mouth. He took Marsha's left tit in his mouth and started sucking on it. Marsha arched her back and leaned into Tim and ground herself down hard on his cock. Tim moved his mouth to her right tit and she moaned and stood up enough so that she wasn't sitting on his cock and she reached down and began rubbing it through his pants. He groaned and she got off of his lap and knelt down on the floor in front of him.
"You want this baby?" she said as her hands went to his belt.
"Oh God yes" he moaned.
She unhooked the buckle, undid the top button and then worked down his zipper. Tim lifted his hips up from the chair to let her pull his pants off. Tim's cock was standing tall up from his lap and Marsha took it in her hand, looked up into Tim's eyes and said:
"Want me to suck it sweetie? Just say the word and I'll put it in my mouth. Come on honey, tell me what you want."
In a hoarse voice Tim said, "Suck on it, please suck on it."
"Marsha giggled and said, "You got it honey" and she lowered her head and swallowed him.
All around guys were watching and commenting and the consensus was that they could not believe their luck I having someone so gorgeous, so sexual to party with. Marsha's head was bobbing up and down on Tim's cock and her right hand was caressing his nut sack. Tim was moaning and Marsha took her mouth off of him long enough to say:
"Let me know honey. I swallow, but I hate surprises" and she went back to sucking him off.
Another minute and then Tim moaned, "Now, I'm gonna do it now" and Marsha's head bobbed faster. Tim arched up from the chair and his hands went to the back of Marsha's head and he cried out, "Oh fuck, oh Jesus," and then he settled back down on the chair.
I saw Marsha's throat constrict as she swallowed and a moment later she took her mouth off Tim and said:
"Not bad, not salty at all. Kind of a nutty flavor" and then she lowered her head and licked his cock clean. Then she turned to the room and said:
"If anyone else is interested a blow job is a hundred and a fuck is one-fifty. I'm going to get back to sucking on the bridegroom to get him hard again and I do love it from behind so if anyone is interested let's start the party."
The words weren't completely out of her mouth and Harv was on his knees behind her. Her head went back to Tim's cock and Harv took her hips in both hands and slid his cock into her and the party was on.
Harv was banging her from behind and Marsha was mewling around Tim's dick. Her tits were swaying back and forth as Harv slammed into her and the sight so turned George on (me too, truth be told) that he knelt next to her and started playing with her nipples. They must have been one of her really sensitive spots because more noises came out of her mouth and she started shoving her ass back at Harv. Marsha took her mouth off of Tim and said:
"Hurry honey, hurry. Tim is ready for his fuck and he is the reason I'm here."
Harv pulled out of her pussy and said, "I'll trade with him; he gets your cunt and I'll take your mouth.
Marsha straddled Tim and lowered herself down on his erection and started riding him. Harv moved so he standing next to Marsha and Tim and Marsha leaned to the side and took his cock in her mouth. A couple of minutes went by and then Harv, remembering what Marsha said about surprises, announced that he was cumming. Marsha clamped her lips tight around his dick and Harv fucked her face and shot.
When Harv stepped away George moved up to take his place, but Marsha waved him away:
"Let me concentrate on Tim honey. I'll get you when I've gotten him off."
She started slamming down on Tim. "Come on honey," she said, "Suck my tits, bite my nipples" and Tim took her left tit in his mouth and Marsha moaned. George moved back up and took the right nipple between a thumb and forefinger and went to work on it. Marsha moaned louder and seemed to go wild on Tim's lap. She was moving up and down and Tim grabbed her waist and pulled her down hard as he blew his load into her.
Harry and Russ came into the room carrying a mattress and they set it down in the middle of the living room. George helped Marsha off Tim's lap and led her over to the mattress, got her on her hands and knees and entered her from behind. Harry knelt in front of her and she gobbled up his cock and then it was one after the other as every man there but stupid me went after her.
Marsha was on her back with her legs up on Harry's shoulders and his ball sack was slapping against her ass as he drove into her. Derek was kneeling by her head and she had her mouth working on his cock and I was watching it all with a hard on that was throbbing like hell. I wanted to take part with what was happening with Marsha - I needed to be part of it - but I had made a promise the day I married Toni and I was nothing if not a man of my word.
I was heading for the bathroom when there was a knock on the door and Marsha took her mouth off Derek's cock long enough to say:
"There's my helper; someone let her in."
I saw Jason head for the door so I kept heading for the bathroom. The bathroom door had just about closed when I heard a faint voice say:
"Which ones can I have?"
I smiled as I thought that at least Marsha had gotten a player to come help her. I heard Marsha say:
"You've got three holes. Pick any three guys and get going. You'll get them all before the night is over."
I unzipped, leaned over the sink and jacked myself off. Normally I would have bailed when the stripper got started, but I had promised Marsha that I would stay and be her "protector" but I'd be damned if I was going to walk around with an iron bar in my pants while I waited.
I got myself off, cleaned myself up and headed back to the party. Marsha was riding Jason reverse cowgirl when I walked into the room and she was watching the doorway and smiling as I came back. It was almost as if she were sitting there waiting for me to come back. It turns out that she was. The smile was not because she was happy to see me, it was because she was happy with herself for what she had done to me. She was grinning ear to ear as it hit me. Her "helper" was my wife Toni.
I stood there frozen in my tracks as I took in the scene. Toni on her hands and knees as Butch took her from behind while she slobbered all over Joey's cock. Toni was busy with what she was doing and she didn't notice me. I walked over to Marsha who smiled at me and said:
"She looks good with two cocks in her, don't you think? You should see her with three; she loves being made 'airtight'. The night is young; you may get to see it before this party is over."
"Why Marsha? Why did you do it?"
"You just couldn't be a nice guy. I don't like being forced into anything, but you just had to push me into this so I had to get back at you."
"You didn't tell her I would be here?"
"No. Toni was looking for a way to leave you anyway so I just helped things along."
"I hope you are happy knowing that you are going to be divorced real soon."
"Get serious Rob. It's been three years and you never said a word to Bill. He won't believe you now. He might have then, but not now. It is my word against yours and he loves me."
"But it isn't just my word against yours Marsha."
I took out my cell phone, pushed the appropriate buttons and snapped a couple of quick pictures of her riding Jason and then showed her the photos from three years previous that I had never deleted. I saw her face go pale. I walked away from her and over to Toni and then I stood there and took picture after picture until she looked up and noticed me and then I took one more of her shocked expression and then I went into the bathroom and threw up.
Both women were scrambling to get back into their clothes as I came out of the bathroom and passed through the apartment on my way to the door. Marsha was crying, "Wait Rob, please wait" and Toni was simply crying. I drove home, packed a bag and was just going out the front door when Toni's car came roaring up the street. She whipped into the drive, jumped out and left it running as she ran toward me.
"What are you doing? Where are you going? Don't leave Rob, we need to talk."
I walked right by her without saying a word, got in my car and drove off to find a motel room.
Later the following week Harry told me as soon as I walked out Toni lit into Marsha for bringing her to a party where Marsha knew I would be and that was the first that any of them knew that Toni was my wife. I understand that the two of them haven't spoken to each other since.



+++++
Marsha lied, but pictures don't and Bill tossed her ass out. The divorce was a bitter one with Marsha fighting all the way to keep it from happening while Bill fought just as hard to make it happen. I didn't come out of it looking too good when I had to go to court and admit I coerced Marsha into doing the bachelor party, but the fact was she did do it and the pictures I'd taken of her showed that it wasn't the first time she had cheated on Bill. Bill ended up winning, but losing. He got the divorce, but he ended up having to pay both attorneys fees and court costs. He was able to exempt his pension and 401k but everything else was split down the middle.
I don't know how my divorce will turn out. I haven't bothered to get a lawyer and file and as far as I know neither has Toni. I haven't filed because I don't care enough to fight. Why pay lawyers and court costs if you don't have to.
If Toni wants to get a lawyer she can go ahead, but I've mad sure that there isn't anything she can go after. The morning after the party I cancelled all the credit cards and cleaned out the accounts and the safe deposit box. I know a judge can order that I put the money back, but telling me to do it and having me do it are two different things. If I'm willing to sit in jail on a contempt of court charge rather than give Toni a dime there isn't shit they can do to me.
I closed out my 401k and I had to pay the ten percent penalty, but I figured that was cheaper than seeing Toni get half of it in a divorce settlement.
The only other thing of value is the house and I've stopped making payments on it. Toni doesn't make enough to make the payments so it will go into foreclosure eventually.
Toni called me three or four times a day, but it was three weeks before I took a call from her and even then all I did was tell her to stop bothering me and then I hung up on her. I got several calls from her parents wanting to know why I had walked out on her and wouldn't talk with her. I finally told them after catching her being gangbanged I had nothing to talk to her about and they stopped calling.
My sister called and said she had talked with Toni. "She loves you Rob and she knows you can put things back together if you will just sit down and talk with her." I told my sister to stay out of my personal affairs unless she wanted me to start hanging up on her.
Once I split from Toni I began to hear things about Toni's and Marsha's girls nights out. It seems that my wife became as big a slut as Marsha. That explained the "out of kilter" feeling I'd been having where Toni was concerned. The only question I really had was about the statement Marsha made at the party.
"Toni is looking for a way to leave you so I just helped things along."
The only way I can get that question answered is to talk with Toni and I don't want to know the answer bad enough to do that. Maybe it ten years or so, but not now.
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It was the usual quiet mid-night shift. She looked around and checked out the floor very carefully. Maude Peterson was at the nurse's station and she knew from experience that Maude would sit there and read her romance novel and not move unless a monitor sounded off or it was time for medication rounds. She would have plenty of time to do what she needed to do.
She prayed that nothing would go wrong. She had waited almost five months for the right circumstances. One last look to make sure the hall was clear and then she slipped into room 521. The patient was heavily medicated so he should pose no problem. She checked his chart one last time to be absolutely certain. Yes, there it was, AB positive. She took the syringe and the vials from her pocket. She felt for a good vein and when she found it she opened the alcohol wipe packet, swabbed the vein and slipped the needle in. She drew enough blood from the unconscious man to fill both vials and then put a cotton ball over the puncture and taped it in place. She put the needle in the medical waste bin and then slipped out of the room.
She went to the lab room and took one vial and labeled it, filled out the paperwork and set the vial into the pick up rack. It would go to the lab in the morning and the results would be back late that afternoon or early the next day at the latest.
She now had the last of what she needed for her plan. Tomorrow was her first day of vacation and payback would begin.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The apprehension sent a cold shiver down her spine. She hadn't been in the place since "the night" and she knew that she would never have come back except for the fact that this was the most likely place to find him. She hesitated just inside the door and scanned the room. There he was. He was sitting in a booth along the back wall and he was alone. He was surprised when she sat down opposite him in his booth. She didn't give him a chance to start the conversation because she was afraid it would go something along the lines of, "What the hell do you want?" and that would set the wrong mood. No, better she start.
"Hi"
"Hi yourself.
"How have you been?"
Not bad. You're looking good."
"Thanks. Buy a girl a drink?"
"Sure" he said as he waved a waitress over. She gave her order and he said, "I'm surprised to see you here."
"I can't say that I ever expected to be here or see you again. I've fought it for months, but I finally had to admit something to myself - I liked it."
He grinned (it was more like a leer) and said, "Do tell? Want to do it again huh?"
"Well, yeah, but I kind of want to lead up to it next time."
"How's that?"
"You and then the others, one at a time until I'm comfortable with all of you and then maybe one night we can all get together."
"You saying that you came in her tonight to pick me up?"
She turned away and blushed before saying, "Yes, yes I did."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She dropped her coat on the chair and went into the kitchen. When she came back she handed him a beer. "Bud Light right?"
He stopped unbuttoning his shirt long enough to take the beer from her and take a long pull from the bottle.
"Drink your beer," she said, "I'll do the rest."
She finished unbuttoning his shirt and then went to her knees in front of him. She undid his belt, pulled down his zipper and worked his trousers down to his ankles. He kicked off his loafers and stepped out of his pants as she took his cock in her hand. She licked his cock up one side and then down the other and then she took him in her mouth and sucked on him. His hands moved to her head and held it as his hips thrust forward and he fucked her face.
She let him use her mouth for another two minutes and then she pulled away from him and got on the bed. She spread her legs wide and reached down with her hands and pulled her lips apart exposing the pink tunnel and looking into his eyes she said:
"In here baby, put it in here. Fill me up."
He looked down at her and said, "God, you are one hot lady" and he moved between her legs and slid his cock into her. He started fucking her hard and she moaned and lifted her legs and clamped them against him. Her hands reached for the cheeks of his ass and she dug her nails in and pulled him to her.
She moaned "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" as he pounded into her. She urged him on, "Make me cum, make me cum, get me off, please get me off."
Sweat was dripping off him as he worked to get himself off. She cried as she had her first orgasm and moaned, "Oh yes, oh God yes." He felt her juices flood around his cock and her cunt muscles gripped his cock as he exploded into her.
He was still in her, leaning on his arms and looking down into her face. She smiled up at him, "You were good baby, you got me off real nice" she said as he pulled himself out of her. "But we aren't done yet."
She moved down and went to work on his limp cock and licked and sucked him to hardness again. He fucked her twice more that night before falling into an exhausted sleep.
Her mouth on his cock woke him up and he glanced over at the bedside clock.
"Oh fuck! I'm going to be late for work."
She took her mouth off of his dick and said, "I hope you will think it was worth it."
"Oh Christ yeah. When can we do it again?"
"I want to spend one night with each of the others and get comfortable with them and then we can all get together."
"How long will that take?"
"I don't know. I don't even know where to find them."
"Don't you worry your pretty little head about that. I'll get them for you. One a night you said?"
"Yes."
"I'll have Harry at the lounge tonight. Ted there tomorrow and Hank on Thursday."
"That would be great and then we could all get together and party on Friday or Saturday."
"Hey! How about Friday and Saturday?"
"That would be just lovely. I think I would like that."
She smiled and kissed him goodbye when he left. As the door closed behind him she said to herself, "One down, three to go."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Harry Halloway couldn't believe his luck. He was just to the point of hiring a hooker when Ben had called him.
"Got a bitch who wants to suck your cock Harry and then fuck your brains out."
"What's the catch?"
"No catch Harry, Mavis wants to do you tonight."
"Mavis? You out of your mind? Why the hell would she want to do me?"
"Don't know bud; she did me last night and she wants to do you, Ted and Hank and then Friday she wants to party with all of us."
"You talking about the same Mavis I am? Redhead? Great ass?"
"The very one."
"Oh wow."
"Meet us at the lounge tonight, around seven."
"You got it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
He woke up with a hand stroking his cock. He opened his eyes and saw her smiling down at him.
"You don't need to rush off, do you?"
He looked at the bedside clock. "No, I've got time for one more."
"Good man" she said as she got up on her knees, buried her head in a pillow and reached back and parted her pussy lips. He moved up behind her and in one hard thrust he buried his full length in her. He held her hips in his hands and lunged and thrust into her while she pushed back and moaned:
"Oh God, oh God, fuck me baby, fuck me. Fuck me hard, make me cum."
He did pound her hard and he did make her cum and then his cock spit its juices inside her. He pulled out, said, "Got to run babe" and then he quickly dressed and was gone.
After he was gone she showered and then douched herself really good and then she took out her diaphragm and put it in its case. Opening her medicine cabinet she took out the little case and took her daily birth control pill and as she did she hoped that the diaphragm and the pill were doing there jobs properly.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"She let me have her ass" Ted Hockman said. I didn't even have to ask. She sucked my cock, fucked me, sucked me hard again and then she asked me if I wanted to try her ass."
"Did you?" Ben asked.
"Did I ever. God she was tight. And the best part was that she loved it. She kept begging me to do her harder and faster. It was wild. I can't wait until tomorrow night so I can do it again. God, but can she fuck. She wore my ass out and I fell asleep and damned if she didn't wake me up with a blow job and send me off to work well fucked. I can't believe that I ever called her a cock tease.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Fuck me!" she cried, "Fuck me hard, make me cum. I'm close baby, I'm close, get me off."
Hank slammed into the moaning, crying woman as hard as he could. Sweat was rolling off him as he tried to do her justice. He wasn't sure he could even cum again, but pride would make him get her off. The broad was a fucking nympho for Christ's sake. She had sucked him off, gotten him hard again and fucked him and then damned if she didn't get him up and do it again - twice! He hoped to God she didn't want to go again; he just would not be able.
He felt it building and he grunted, "Gonna cum, gonna cum" and she cried, "Get me there, get me there, make me cum, oh God make me cum."
Harv slammed into once, twice and on the third time whatever he still had left in his nuts came out just as she cried:
"Oh shit! Oh shit! So good, God that was good."
Harv pulled out of her and fell down on the bed next to her. She reached for his limp cock and he pushed her hand away.
"I'm done sweetie. You flat wore me out."
She got up on one elbow and watched him as he fell asleep and then she got up and went into the bathroom, showered and douched and then got her kit bag out from under the sink and when she came back into the bedroom he was snoring loudly.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Ben called just after lunch. "Are we still on for tonight?"
"You bet baby. I told the other guys to be here by seven."
"I can't wait babe. I've really been looking forward to this."
"So have I Ben, so have I."
As she hung up the phone she thought back to that night six months ago when Ben, Ted, Harry and Hank had slipped date rape drugs into her drink while she had been partying at the lounge with some friends. Parts of the night were still hazy, but the one clear memory she had before she lost so many hours was Ben saying:
"You have always been a cock tease Mavis, and tonight you are going to get a lot of it" and Ted had laughed and said, "An awful lot of it."
What had happened after that she had no clear memory of. She still had flashbacks of several disconnected incidents; a cock being pushed into her mouth, her ass being brutally taken, a cock in her mouth, pussy and ass at the same time while someone laughed and said:
"Fuck the whore, teach her a lesson."
She had clearer memories of what happened when the drugs started wearing off and every time those memories intruded on her mind she shuddered in disgust. She had begged them to fuck her. She had cried and screamed for more cock. She remembered being on her knees with Hank shoving his cock deep in her ass as she screamed out:
"Oh God yes, harder, fuck me harder."
She remembered crawling across the floor on hands and knees to get to Ted who was sitting in a chair stroking his hard on. She remembered pushing his hand aside and mewling, "Mine, it's mine" before taking his cock in her mouth. Oh yes, she thought, I am really looking forward to tonight Ben.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had everything ready by six and she poured herself a glass of white wine and went up to soak in the tub. A relaxing bath, some sexy lingerie, and she would be ready for them.
Ted and Ben were the first to arrive and she met them at the door wearing a black lace see-thru teddy and high heels. Ben was all for getting started right away, but she told him no.
"I want all of you here and then we will start, but I'll tell you what I will do. You will notice that I have a chair sitting in the middle of the room facing the couch. I'll sit on the chair and you sit on the couch and I'll give you a little show while we wait for Harry and Hank."
She sat on the chair and smiled at the two sitting on the couch and said:
"You can take your cocks out if you want, but don't you dare cum."
When she spread her legs wide the teddy rode up and her clean shaven pussy was on display. She stuck a finger in her mouth to get it wet and then watching Ben and Ted watch her she started to finger herself. She saw the hunger in their eyes and she moaned:
"Oh yes, this feels so good" as she drove her fingers in deeper and worked them harder.
The door bell rang and Ben, wanting to get started, got up and practically ran to the door to let Harry and Hank in. As soon as Harry and Hank were in and the door closed behind them Ben hurried toward her.
"We're all here now, we can get started."
"Not yet" she panted, "Sit back on the couch. I want to finish this first. Get it hot and ready for you."
The four men sat on the couch and watched as she worked her fingers in her pussy. They all had their cocks out and were stroking themselves as she worked her fingers faster, rubbing her clit as she felt the heat building and suddenly it was there and she screamed:
"Oh God, oh sweet Jesus yes!!!"
When she got her breath back she smiled at the four men and said, "What a warm up. Did you guys like that?"
She got four affirmatives and then said, "Good. Okay, here is how we are going to do this."
She reached under her chair for a box that was sitting there on the floor and she picked it up and placed it on her lap.
"This is the Surprise Box and you will get to see what is in it in just a minute. First though, reach under the couch cushions. There are four large manila envelopes, one for each of you."
She waited until they had the envelopes in their hands and then she said:
"Open it up. Inside you will find two smaller envelopes, one brown and one white. Open the brown envelope first."
She sat and watched as they opened the brown envelopes and smiled at the confusion on their faces as they unfolded and looked at the silhouette targets.
"Notice the groupings? All center of mass and that was at twenty-five feet using this" and she opened the box on her lap and took out the Llama .380 automatic. "Surprise, surprise!" she said. She noticed that three of the four hard ons started to wilt. Ben was still hard but she was betting it wouldn't stay hard much longer.
"This pistol holds seven in the clip, but I chambered a round before putting a full clip in. That gives me eight shots. Now the silhouettes were stationary and I have no idea how well I can do at moving targets, but I'm game to find out if you are. It is twelve feet from this chair to the couch. You can cover that much distance pretty quick, but just getting up off the couch will slow you down a little and I'm betting that I can get three of you before the fourth gets to me. The question here of course is which one of you feels lucky enough to be the fourth guy?
"And I do promise you that before this is over you are going to want to get to me. If you want to leave here undamaged you will sit there and hear what I have to say. Any attempt to get up from the couch before I tell you that you can get up will be taken as a threatening move toward me and I will start pulling the trigger, even if all you are doing is getting up to leave. Any move to get up from the couch, any move at all, will be considered hostile. Am I understood?"
She looked at the four men and saw that she did indeed have their undivided attention.
"Now here is what this is all about. When you four drugged me and then raped me and then went laughingly on your way I called my sister for help. She told me to call the police, but to tell them I was blindfolded and couldn't identify my attackers. The reason for calling the police was to get the rape on the record and to get the police to take me to the hospital for the rape protocols - the rape test kit, the drug screens, the DNA samples - and get it all on the record. My religion frowns on abortion, but a pregnancy caused by being drugged and raped, while still frowned on, is accepted without much stigma.
"The reason for saying I couldn't identify any of you was to avoid having to go to court. In every rape trial that has made the papers we have seen how some scum of the earth lawyer will try and get the rapists off by trying to make the victim look like a round heeled slut who invited what happened to her. My sister didn't want me going through my life with that tag hanging on me so you four assholes got lucky and you walked away from it untouched.
"Until now!
"One of the things you go through as a rape victim is blood tests to check for sexually transmitted diseases. You have to be tested once a month for at least six months to a year because something like Aids can take that long to show up. Open the white envelope."
She smiled as the four men ripped open the envelopes and took out the single sheet of paper.
"That boys, is the result of my last blood test. You can see where it says that I have just tested positive for HIV. One of you cocksuckers gave me Aids. And since one of you gave it to me I thought it only fair that I share. I fucked the socks off of each one of you this week and if God loves me at all he saw to it that I infected every fucking one of you."
She saw the looks on their faces and she laughed. "That's right boys, I deliberately tried to infect all of you. Of course one of you already has the virus. Have you grouped up on any other girls? Maybe the infected one has already shared it with you. God I hope so. Pissed? Want to come off the couch and get your hands around my throat? Come ahead. Slow death from Aids or a quick death from a bullet, makes no difference to me. Your choice boys. Come off the couch slow and easy and head for the door or come off the couch and head for me to see if the little girl really is any good with her pistol."
They stared at her for several moments and then Harry and Ted got up and slowly moved toward the front door. After about five seconds Harv did the same. She honestly thought Ben was going to try for her, but after a minute he too slowly got up and headed for the door. He stopped and turned to her and said:
"Best you watch your back you fucking bitch. I'll get you for this."
"Don't be calling me a bitch you fucking ass wipe. You raped me, I didn't rape you. And I give you fair warning. My sister has the names and addresses of all four of you and if anything happens to me she goes to the police and tells them I recognized your voice and when I confronted you as one of the guys who raped me you warned me to keep my mouth shut or you would kill me.
"The police still have your DNA from when the hospital did the rape kit testing. And don't think you will get away because the sperm of the four of you was too mixed to get a good read. Remember Ben, you were the one who thought it was funny to cum in my hair and you were the only one to do that. Ted is the only one who pulled out of my ass and shot all over my back. So you two are easily identified. Fuck with me Ben and go to jail for rape. Now get the fuck out of here."
As she got ready for bed she thought back over the week and what she had done. She didn't even know if her plan would work, but just the doing gave her closure. She thought about how easy it had been. Sleeping powder mixed in their beer and then strenuous fucking to exhaust them and cause them to fall into a deep sleep. While they slept she injected them with one cc of the blood from the second vial she had brought home from the hospital and then the next morning she had fucked them hard to make them overlook any discomfort that the injection might have caused.



She slept well that night for the first time in a long while. The four men would spend the rest of their sweating that HIV might suddenly appear.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Welcome back. How was the vacation?" Maude asked.
"Fine, but way, way too short."
"Aren't they all. Got some good news for you. We didn't call because we knew you would be back tonight. The retest on your blood work came in this afternoon. You were right. The lab must have screwed up the first test. Your retest came back negative. The lab can't figure out how they could have screwed it up. Yours was the only AB positive blood sample they had that day. Not much has changed around here. A couple of new patients and we lost one. Mr. Johnson, the Aids patient in 521 passed on day before yesterday. Poor guy. What a hell of a way to go."
"Yes, yes it is, isn't it."
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The Boys At The Frat House By Just Plain Bob
Stephanie and I had been living in Houston in a rented apartment when her parents died in an automobile accident. In their will they left Steph their house in a college town that I will not name and we flew back to put the house on the market. Once there we found that the job market was good and that work in both our fields was plentiful and so we decided to keep the house and relocate. The house was located on a street that was known as "fraternity row" since two thirds of the fraternity and sorority houses were located on it. Our house was about an eighth of a mile from them and it meant a lot of traffic on the street, especially on Fridays and Saturdays, but that was pretty much the only drawback to living there.
There was one more drawback to having the house, but only from my perspective. The apartment that we'd had in Houston didn't allow pets and having a house meant that Steph could now have a dog. Now, I don't dislike dogs, I just don't want one. Cats are fine because they don't require much in the way of care. Keep the food dish full, the water dish full and the litter box clean and a cat will take care of itself. The same thing can't be said for a dog. Dogs have to be walked, taken outside three or four times a day so they can dump in the yard, which eventually you will have to clean up. If you want to go away for the week end the cat can be left behind at home, but with a dog you either have to take him with you, find someone to dog sit or take him to a kennel.
And then there is the barking. Whenever something bothers the dog, which is most usually in the middle of the night, he (or she) can usually be counted on to bring you out of a sound sleep. All in all, I just did not want a dog, but Steph did and so we got a dog, a big Great Dane and she named it Max.
Steph was a runner and she runs a good five miles a day, usually in the cool of the evening, and she would take the dog with her. She would usually be gone for an hour and forty-five minutes to two hours and that was what I called my 'quiet time'. I t gave me the opportunity to do all the things I needed to get done without Steph constantly bothering me to do this or that. We settled into a routine and over the next couple of years life ran smooth and was good. Then my employer started expanding and I started being sent out to oversee the setup of new offices. It was on one of these trips that I met Charley. Charley was the office manager of our new startup office in Atlanta and on the third night I was there he asked me to join him for dinner. First we talked about business and mutual acquaintances in the industry and then he commented on the fact that his younger brother Danny went to college in my town.
"The kid has it pretty good. I just hope all the partying he says he's doing doesn't interfere with his grades. One thing for sure, he's getting a lot more pussy at school than I ever did. His fraternity even has their own whore. She comes to the frat house every Monday through Friday and pulls a train. She takes on as many as she can do in an hour and then she has to hurry home to her husband."
I asked him what fraternity his brother belonged to and he told me and it turned out that it was one of the ones just up the street from Steph and me. I jokingly said that I would have to look his brother up, "Maybe he can arrange it so I can ride the train."
Charley laughed and said that there was an interesting story about how the woman came to be the frat house slut.
In the evenings the guys would sit on the porch and drink beer and watch the girls go by and enjoy the evening. There was one girl, an older woman actually, that they loved to watch. She would jog by every night with her dog and they would watch her tits bounce and whistle at her and she would smile and wave back. This went on for a couple of months and then one day the dog got away from the woman. The dog came running down the street and the woman was running after it and hollering for the dog to stop. Danny and a couple of guys jumped off the porch and caught the dog. The dog was panting heavily and when the woman came up Danny suggested that they give the dog some water and they offered the woman a soft drink while she waited for the dog. One of the boys ran inside and came back with a soda. While she was drinking it the boy who had run in a got it told Danny that he had put some of his "special sauce" in the drink. I interrupted Charley to ask him what he meant by "special sauce?" Charley laughed out loud and said it was what they called the date rape drug they had. Then he went on with the story.
In about five minutes the woman was feeling light headed and woozy and the boys took her into the frat house and laid her down on a couch in the game room. They waited another five minutes and then they began to slowly undress her. She kept asking about her dog and it never seemed to occur to her that she was slowly being stripped naked. Even when her legs were pulled apart all she said was, "What are you doing? Where is my dog? Is my dog okay?" It wasn't until the first cock pushed into her that she became semi aware of what was happening. She kept saying, "You can't do that. Only my husband can do that" until the drug started wearing off. By then five of the guys had fucked her and there were four more waiting their turn. As the drug wore off she became more aware of what was happening to her, but by then her body had taken over and it wanted to keep on doing what it was doing. By the time the last man in line had fucked her she was begging for more and the boys lined up for seconds. She had only done three of them before she glanced at a wall clock and said, "Oh my god. I've got to get home before my husband calls the cops." She pushed the guy that was fucking her off and started grabbing for her clothes and ran out the door dressing on the way.
The next night she jogged past and they waved and whistled but she kept jogging and didn't even look their way. Then it was the weekend and she didn't usually come by on Saturday and Sunday. On Monday she came by and they waved and she looked their way, but didn't wave back, but about a hundred feet past the house she slowed and turned around and came back and asked if she could have some water for her dog. While one of the guys went to get water for the dog, Eric, the boy who had laced her soft drink, asked her inside and told her that he had something he wanted her to see. He took her into the game room and sat her down on the same couch where she had pulled the train and then he put a tape in the VCR.
"We wanted you to know that we took good care of your dog the other night" and as the picture appeared on the tape the woman got a smile on her face. "Brad's dog was in heat and we gave your dog first shot at her." On the screen the woman's dog was mounted on a Border Collie and he was hunching away. The woman laughed and said, "I'll bet he loved that." After a couple of minutes the picture changed and the woman saw herself being fucked by one of the boys. "How about you" Eric said, "Did you love it too?" The woman just sat there and stared at the screen and after a couple of minutes Eric unzipped himself and took out his cock. He took the woman's hand and put it on his member. She didn't take her hand away and after another minute or so she slowly started to jack him off. Five minutes later she was naked on the couch and pulling another train while the boys taped her in action.
Every night since then she stops at the frat house and watches the tape from the night before while the boys make a new one. They promised her that no one outside the fraternity will ever see them, but that wasn't exactly truthful. They intimated that no one outside the frat house would see them, but what they really meant was that only fraternity members would ever see them. And you know how it is with fraternities, right? Once a member always a member. I've got two of the tapes and let me tell you she is one really hot bitch. I'm thinking of flying back for a day or two so I can get a piece of her. Tell you what, you're going to be here two more days so why don't you come over to my place tomorrow and watch the tapes with me. Hey, you might even recognize her and be able to get something going with her when you get home. Danny says it's a turn on knowing that while someone is downstairs feeding Milkbones to Max the rest of the guys are upstairs feeding their bones to the woman."
He saw the expression on my face and said, "What's wrong? You look like you've seen a ghost."
In a weak voice I asked, "What did you say the dog's name was?"
"Max. He's a big Great Dane. Why?"
All of a sudden I felt terribly, terribly sick.
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Kathleen sat at her desk staring out the window and thinking about the last two weeks. First, there had been what had happened on the night she and her husband Rick had celebrated her birthday and their anniversary. She couldn't believe how she had acted and the thoughts she'd had that night. She had been stared at and lusted after by a whole room full of men and she had loved it. She left the restaurant a changed woman - a woman who wanted the attention of men and a woman who would do the things necessary to grab that attention.
The next day on the train to work she noticed that the men in the car weren't paying her any attention even though she was a good looking woman and she finally figured out that the way she was dressed had a lot to do with it. Severely tailored business suit, hair up in an unbecoming bun and wearing 'sensible' shoes. The perfect look for a sixth grade school teacher, but not something that would make men want her. And Kathleen wanted them to want her - she needed them to want her - not that she would ever let one of them gave her. She loved Rick and she would never betray him, but that didn't mean that she couldn't tease a bit.
As was their usual Saturday morning routine Rick had gone to his standing Saturday morning golf date and she used that morning to do her shopping. But that Saturday she had modified the routine. Instead of the sweats or jeans she usually wore that morning she left the house in a short skirt, low cut blouse and with no bra. She wore a sweatshirt over the blouse and wore tennis shoes, but carried a pair of "fuck me" pumps in a bag. She drove the kids to their dance lessons and dropped them off. Mellisa's mother would pick them up when she picked up Mellisa and drop them off for their swimming lessons. She would finish her shopping and then pick up her two and Mellisa and drop Mellisa off on the way home. She watched the kids go into the dance studio and then she headed for the Wal-Mart Super Center.
In the Wal-Mart parking lot she removed the sweatshirt and tennis shoes and put on her heels. She checked her makeup in the visor mirror and then headed into the store. For the next hour she wandered up and down the aisles filling her shopping cart with items and filling trousers with hard ons. Any time a man was near she would bend at the waist to get something off the bottom shelf and let him see her free hanging breasts with their stone hard nipples. She would smile to herself when out of the corner of her eye she saw the man's pants 'tent' up.
She had men following her through the store pretending to be shopping, but she knew they were looking at her and wanting her. She had purchased a half dozen pair of thong panties and while doing it she teased two of her admirers. She stood there holding a pair of the panties in front of her and contemplated them as the two men watched. She knew they were imagining seeing her wear them and the thought made her hot. She knew they not only wanted to see her wearing them, but they wanted to be the one to help her take them off and that thought made her even hotter. By the time she had picked the kids up and had gotten home she was as horny as a billy goat.
When Rick came home from the golf course she had sent the kids out to play and then she had pulled Rick into the bedroom, pushed him back on the bed and went for his zipper. It had been a quick, no frills fuck. She hadn't even taken his pants off. She worked his cock out, sucked it until it was hard enough for her and then she had moved over him, pushed down on him as his hardness slid into her and then she had fucked him until he came. Along the way she'd had two orgasms of her own. When she dismounted and let him get up he had said:
"I don't know what's come over you lately, but I think I like it. I like it a lot."
She looked at him as his cum oozed out of her pussy and thought:
"Oh no honey, I don't think you would like it at all."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday was a day for catching up around the house and she stayed so busy that she never once thought of what had happened on Wednesday night or on Saturday, at least not until three that afternoon. She was in the driveway helping Rick wash the car when she noticed a car coming down the street. It slowed when it reached her house and then speeded up after it had gone by. Ten minutes later she saw the same car coming down the street from the other direction and it did the same thing again. It slowed down as it reached her house and then speeded up after it went by. She couldn't see into the car because of the tinted windows, but she knew who it was and her pussy got damp as she realized that The Watcher had just let her know that he knew where she lived. Why knowing that caused her to become sexually aroused she had no idea, but aroused she was and once the kids were put to bed Rick never knew what hit him. As she had her third orgasm in her mind she imagined The Watcher watching them as he masturbated.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday on the way to work she sat on the commuter and looked around at the male passengers, who were again not paying her any mind, and she wondered about it. She was a good looking woman and the clothes she was wearing shouldn't have detracted from that. Were these men less manly than the men who had lusted for her the previous Wednesday and the ones who had followed her around Wal-Mart? What was wrong with them?
That afternoon when she left her classroom and went into the teacher's lounge she found a package in her mailbox. It was addressed to her at the school and had no return address on it. No stamps, no FedEx or UPS labels, just a package wrapped in brown paper with her name on it. She opened it to find her clutch purse with her driver's license still inside. She felt the surge of heat in her belly - The Watcher knew where she worked! She set down at the table, her mind in a whirl as she remembered his promise:
"There will be a right time and a right place you little slut and when that time comes I'll fuck you till you bleed."
And now he knew not only where she lived, but also where she worked. She asked the girl behind the counter in the school office if she knew who delivered the package.
"Just a guy who said he was with a messenger service."
She put it out of her mind and hurried back to her classroom for her next class.
Before she boarded the train to go home she went into the station restroom and opened up her suit jacket, rolled the waist band of her skirt up two turns to show a little more leg, and then closed the jacket. She would see if a little more leg got her a little more attention. As she left the restroom she saw male eyes on her and she wondered if one of the men was The Watcher.
On the train she sat in a very unladylike manner. She had both feet firmly planted on the floor and her legs slightly spread. Over the top of the book she was pretending to read she saw two men opposite her straining to look up her skirt without trying to be obvious about it and it excited her. She wished she had shortened the skirt a little more.
She was fired up when she got home, but she had to hold it in. She couldn't rush off to the bathroom and use her hairbrush handle because she needed to get dinner started. But Rick was going to be in for another long, hard night. As she peeled the potatoes she thought of how she could dress the next day. She needed to find that fine line between what would excite the men on the train and what would be acceptable wear at work. Or did she? Why not both? Yes, that is what she would do; she would do both.
Rick left for work a half-hour before she did so he didn't see her as she left the house. She was wearing a short skirt, thong panties, a low cut blouse and she wasn't wearing a brassiere. The outfit was topped off (or bottomed off she giggled) with a pair of "come fuck me" high heels. If she didn't get their attention in that outfit then they were dead and just had not yet been buried. She carried the clothes she would wear to work in a garment bag and would change into them when she got off the train.
It was everything that she hoped it would be. Men jockeyed for position to sit near her or across from her so they could look down her blouse or up her skirt. She smiled to herself as she saw all the tented trousers and knew that she had caused them. That morning set the pattern for the next week. The train was her stage and when on the train she let the world watch her as she tempted and teased. Every time she bent forward or leaned down her breasts were on display for all to see. When she sat down she let her skirt ride up and the men across from her strained to look up her skirt and catch a glimpse of her just barely covered clean shaven pussy. Her eyes met there's and she grinned knowing that every one of them wanted her and would fuck her in a heartbeat if they just got the chance.
Every day on the train and at the station she looked from face to face to see if there was any indication that one of them might be The Watcher. He said that someday he would catch her alone and every time she thought of that whispered promise her pussy got wet. She knew she would never be unfaithful to Rick, but the fantasy was just so damned hot!!!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Tuesday morning and she was in the women's rest room changing clothes when her cell phone beeped. She took it out of her purse and looked at the display. It said, "Private number" and she wondered who it could be. She pushed the button and said:
"Hello?"
"Good morning slut" said the voice she never would forget. "Changing out of your slut clothes? Getting ready to go and pretend you are something you are not? You are a slut Kathleen and we both know it and one of these days you will be my slut. Like it or not Kathleen, you WILL be my slut" and he disconnected.
At first she was alarmed that he had her cell number. Was there nothing about her that he didn't know? And then her body tingled at knowing that he was out there and that he wanted her. He wanted her as bad as the men on the train wanted her. She hurried into a stall and it took her less than a minute to get herself off with her fingers. As she left the bathroom she stopped and scanned the crowd looking for something, anything that might point out The Watcher. She saw nothing out of the ordinary and she hurried off to work.
She wondered if her students got anything from her that day. Her mind was on The Watcher and how he seemed to know everything about her. She knew how he found out where she lived, but how had he found out her cell phone number, how had he found out where she worked? She remembered his form in the window as he jacked off his cock. The same cock he had promised that he was going to fuck her with. She knew he never would - she would never allow it - so why was her pussy always wet when she thought of him? Somehow she managed to get through the day and when she got on the train to go home there was something different. On a whim she had taken off her thong. Some lucky guy was going to get a full beaver shot on the train that evening.
She hadn't been sitting there for a full minute before she noticed the man across from her staring up her skirt. She moved her legs just a little farther apart and he grinned at her. She grinned back and he responded by rubbing his bulge and that drew her eyes to it. My God, she thought, what did he have in there, a large summer sausage? She watched as he slowly unzipped and suddenly she knew what he was going to do. The tunnel was coming up and as soon as they entered it he was going to take out his cock. She sat there staring mesmerized at his hands as he got ready.
The train drove into the darkness and something snapped in her and she got up and hurried over and sat down next to the man. He took one of her hands and put it on his cock and then he removed her hand. She knew she should let go of his cock and go back to her seat, but something kept her there and when the man's hand left hers she left her hand where it was and seconds later she was surprised to see that she was stroking his cock. She felt his hand on the back of her head and she didn't resist as he slowly pushed it down. She moaned and opened her mouth and he pushed upwards into it.
Her body was on fire with the slutitshness of it. She had never done anything even remote like that before and she couldn't believe that she was doing it then. Her head was bobbing up and down and he was arching up and pushing his cock at the back of her throat as he moaned, "Yes, yes, yes." Out of the corner of her eye she saw the sliver of light that told her they were almost out of the dark tunnel. She went to lift her head, but the man moaned:
"Please, oh God please, I'm so close."
She clamped her lips tight around him and bobbed her head faster and he moaned, "Oh yes," as his cock erupted in her mouth. Two quick gulps and she lifted her head from his cock just as they roared out into the daylight. Fifteen male passengers watched as she wiped the trace of cum leaking from her lips with the back of her hand. She looked each one in the eye and grinned as she stood up to get off at her stop.
As she stepped off the train she was thinking, "Oh God, was Rick going to be in for it that night. She was going to fuck him to death."
That night for the first time in her married life Kathleen fell asleep sexually unsatisfied. Rick had, for the first time ever, said:
"Enough Kath, enough. For God's sake woman, I'm only human."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She woke up and reached over for Rick. She may have gone to sleep unsatisfied, but she could start the day out right. But Rick wasn't there. She got out of bed and pulled on a robe and headed downstairs. Rick was in the kitchen making the coffee and he was already dressed. She wasn't going to get anywhere with him that morning.
She got the kids up and then fixed breakfast. Rick kissed her goodbye and left for work and she fed the kids and got them out the door on time to meet the school bus. As she was getting herself ready for work she thought again of what had happened on the train. That wasn't her! None of what had been happening lately was the real her. She didn't know what had happened to cause her to be the way she was behaving. It had to stop! She needed to get control of herself. She selected the most sever looking business suit and the most unflattering pair of shoes she owned. Minimum make up and her hair up in an unbecoming bun and she was ready to go.
She was ignored on the ride into town and she didn't see anyone look at her as she went from the station to the school, but she was barely inside the door when her cell phone beeped. She answered it and heard:
"It's too late," said the voice that sent shivers down her spine. "You can dress down, but we both know that you are a slut. I'm out here slut, and I'll have my chance."
She heard him disconnect and as she stood there looking at the phone in her hand she became aware of something. Her left hand was caressing a breast. Good God what was wrong with her.
That evening on the train ride home she kept her eyes on the floor. She didn't want to look up and see if any of the faces present were some of the same faces that had watched her wipe the cum off of her mouth with the back of her hand. She especially didn't want to see the face of the man who had pushed her mouth down on his cock. She closed her eyes and forced her mind to concentrate on practical things. The new house should be completed within the month and she needed to make lists of what to do, what to keep, what to give away to Goodwill and what needed to be done to the house to help it sell. There had been a ton of walk throughs, but no offers and Carol, the real estate agent, had given her a list of things that people hadn't liked about the house. She had worked off most of what was on the list, but she still had a dozen or so items left to do.
She felt someone settle on the seat next to her, but didn't think anything of it until arms went around her to hold her and hands grabbed her head. She opened her eyes to see that they had just entered the tunnel and then there was a man standing in front of her. She opened her mouth to demand to know what the man was doing, but as soon as she opened her mouth she had the answer - a cock was pushed into the open hole and as the hands held her head the man fucked her face. The man who had his arms around her was rubbing her tits and even through the jacket, the blouse, the slip and the bra she could feel her nipples harden. A hand slid up her skirt and fingers poked, probed and pushed at her pussy. She felt the crotch of her panties forced to the side and then fingers were pushing into her pussy. She moaned and spread her legs and surrendered her pussy to the hand. The cock in her mouth was pistonning fast trying to get off before the end of the tunnel and she moaned again and clamped her lips tight around the cock. A voice moaned, "Oh Jesus" and she felt his cum spill into her mouth. She gulped it down and then licked the cock as it was pulled out of her mouth.
Suddenly the arms holding her released her and the hand was withdrawn from her pussy. She sat there with her eyes closed until her stop was called and then, with eyes still on the floor, she got up and moved to the door. As soon as she got home she stripped off her clothing and using the handle of her hairbrush she got herself off. She couldn't believe what had just happened to her. An unknown faceless man had fucked her mouth and as she moved the hairbrush faster she knew it would happen again and she also knew she wouldn't fight it.
To be continued.
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I met Cassandra in college during my sophomore year. I'd seen her around campus since my first day as a freshman, but our paths had never crossed. One night I was at a party and there she was, surrounded by a platoon of male admirers. We made eye contact, I smiled, she looked away and I went and got myself another beer.
I was outside on the back patio catching a breath of fresh air. It was a clear night and I was looking up at the stars when a voice behind me said, "Which one do you think I should have named after me?"
I turned and saw Cassie standing there. "Which ever one is the brightest of course," I said.
She smiled at me and said, "Why haven't I met you?"
"We don't seem to travel in the same circles."
"I saw you looking at me inside. Why didn't you come over and introduce yourself?"
It was my turn to smile at her and so I gave her my biggest and brightest and said, "I can't stand crowds."
She stuck out her hand and said, "Hi, my name is Cassandra, but my friends call me either Cassie or Cass."
We talked for a bit and then I asked her out, she accepted and so began my on again, off again relationship with the woman who would one day end up as my wife.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Cassie and I dated off and on for about three months before deciding that we should give it a go as a steady couple. Three months into our steady relationship I arrived at Cassie's sorority house to pick her up for a planned evening out. One of her sorority sisters handed me a note that Cassie had left for me and it said that something had come up and she would call me the next day. I went out, had dinner and caught a show. After the show I decided to stop and have a drink and I went into a place just down the street from the movie house.
I was sitting at the bar sipping a Coors Lite when I heard a familiar laugh behind me. I turned and saw Cassie sitting in a booth holding hands with some guy. Somebody dropped a few quarters into the jukebox and when the music started Cassie and the guy got up to dance. He pulled her close, she tucked her head into his chest and he dropped his hand to her ass and I saw her smile as his hands moved over her ass while they swayed to the music.
I finished my beer, got up and left. I am a somewhat curious kind of guy so I drove over to the sorority house, parked and waited. Seven in the morning came and Cassie still hadn't come home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in my apartment when Cassie called, but I let the machine pick up the call. I went out that evening and when I came home at three in the morning the machine had three more calls from Cassie on it, all of them asking me to call. I let the machine take four calls from her on Sunday and it wasn't until Monday afternoon that we connected.
I had two hours to kill before my next class and I was sitting in the student cafeteria sipping coffee and reviewing my notes from my last class when Cassie dropped into the seat across from me. I looked up at her and then back down at my notes. When I didn't say anything Cassie said, "I've been trying to reach you all weekend. Where have you been?"
"Out trying to drown my sorrows."
"That sounds pretty serious. Dare I ask?"
"I saw my girl in a bar Friday night. She was dancing real close with some guy and didn't seem to care at all when he dropped his hand to her ass and left it there. In fact, she smiled and buried her head in his chest when he did it. But even though it didn't seem to bother her, it bothered me. Hence, I've been drowning my sorrows."
"I can explain baby."
"No you can't Cassie. You had a date with me and you stood me up to go out with another guy. There just isn't any good explanation for that.
I looked at my watch, "Got to go. Time for my next class" and I got up and left her sitting there.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Cass was sitting on my doorstep when I got home that night. "Can I come in? I'd like to talk."
I shrugged and stepped aside to let her in. I motioned for her to take a seat and then I sat down and motioned for her to go ahead.
"First off Bob, you don't own me."
I didn't say anything, just sat and watched her.
"I know that we are going steady, but I'm young and when I meet someone I think I'd like to get to know better I'm going to want to go out with him. I'm not ready for marriage sweetie and I want to look around while I can. What's wrong with that?"
"Not a thing Cass. It is the way you did it. You had a date with me. I had reservations made for dinner and I had already purchased the tickets for the movie so we wouldn't have to stand in a long line. All of that went into the toilet when you stood me up. You want to date other guys - fine - that's your choice, but make a date with another guy and then fuck over me to keep it? No fucking way Cassie. Speaking of fucking, did you fuck him?"
"Don't be silly."
"What did you do?"
"We had dinner and then went to the bar and had some drinks and danced and then we sat in his car and talked for a while. He had me back to the sorority house by midnight."
I stood up and walked over to the door, opened it and turned to her, "Leave Cassandra. Just get your lying ass out of here."
"I'm not lying Bob."
"Oh yes you are Cassandra. I was curious about you and your date so when I left the bar I drove over to the sorority house and waited for you to come home. I was still sitting there waiting for you at seven in the morning before I finally accepted the fact that you were probably in his bed and gave up waiting. Get out Cassandra. It is bad enough that you did it to me, but I'll be fucked if I'm going to sit here and be lied to."
"Bob, I swear..."
"Out Cassandra, just get the fuck out!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks went by and one day I came home from class to find Cassie sitting on my doorstep again. She wanted to talk so I let her in. We sat down and she said, "I've missed you. I know I screwed up honey and I'm sorry. Not seeing you for these three weeks has made me realize that you're my guy. Can we work it out honey? Can we put it back together?"
She was gorgeous, she was a fantastic piece of ass and I was so in love with her that I couldn't think straight when she was around so I forgave her and we got back together and in doing so I planted the seeds of what would come back later to haunt me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was four months before it happened again, but Cassie had learned. She called me on a Thursday and told me that she had met a guy who "was really cute" and she wanted to get to know him a little better and she had agreed to go out on a date with him.

"We don't have anything planned for this weekend so I told him I would go out with him Saturday. I just wanted you to know so that you don't think that I'm sneaking around behind your back."
Things were a little 'chilly between us for the next couple of weeks, but eventually I let her persuade me that it was me she really loved and things smoothed out. Cassie did that to me six more times before we graduated and each time we ended up back together. I guess that I was pussy whipped - Cassie was that good.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A month before graduation (and two months after her last little "walk about") Cassie asked me when I was going to get around to asking her to marry me. I might have been pussy whipped, but I wasn't stupid.
"I hadn't planned on asking you to marry me."
Cassie sat there and looked at me with a stunned expression on her face. "What? But I thought we had something going for us. I thought that you loved me."
"I do Cassie, but being in love doesn't automatically mean that I have to be stupid. I'm not about to marry a woman who always seems to find a really cute guy that she wants to get to know better. You have been doing that to me for as long as we have been keeping company and I love you so much that I always ended up forgiving you for it and staying with you. That was something that I could do as long as we were single, but there is no way I would put up with that if we were married and quite frankly, I don't think you will ever change."
"You can't mean that baby. You know you are my guy. Sure I've checked out other guys, but isn't that what a girl is supposed to do? Make sure that she picks the right guy before getting married? I've looked honey, and you're the best there is. You are my guy baby, the search is over."
"That is what you are saying now Cass, but I've been through this too many times now. Each time I get the "You're my guy" speech and I say okay and let it go, but two or three months later you have another cute guy that you just have to check out. I don't believe that you are ever going to change and I'm not about to get married to a woman I can't trust."
"Okay then, how about this. We live together for one year and see how it goes. I'm serious about this honey. You're my guy and I know it so just give me a chance to prove it."
What could it hurt I thought and besides, I really did like having her around.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We graduated, found jobs and set up housekeeping together. Everything seemed to be working out well for us and I began to think that maybe I was Cassie's guy after all. About six months into our arrangement the company sent me out of town for two days. The day I got back I went straight to the apartment from the airport and as I came in the front door the phone started to ring. The telephone answering machine took the call before I could get to the phone:
"Hi Cassie, this is Daren. Hey listen, I had a great time last night and I'd like to do it again. Give me a call, okay?"
He gave his number and hung up. I dropped my bags and walked over to the machine and looked down at it. Should I erase the message and not let Cassie know that I knew or leave it and see what happened? I opted for the latter and went into the bedroom and unpacked.
When Cass got home I was in the kitchen and she came in and gave me a big hug and a kiss. "Welcome home Tiger. It's only five-thirty, but are you ready for bed?"
"In a little while maybe. You have a message on the machine."
Cass went over and hit the PLAY button and I saw her face cloud over when she heard the message. She looked over and saw me watching her, "It isn't what you are thinking honey."
I just stood there and looked at her while the message played out. When it was over Cassie hit the DELETE button and then came over to me and put her arms around me.
"It isn't what you think. One of the girls I work with asked me to stop after work and have a drink with her. You were gone and I didn't want to come home to an empty apartment so I said yes. While we were there she got a call from her boyfriend on her cell phone and she told him where we were and to come on over. He got there and we had a couple of drinks and then a friend of his came in, saw him and came over to join us. The four of us were sitting there talking when a band came in, set up and started to play. We had some drinks, I danced with both guys a couple of times and then I got up and left. He must have gotten my number from Sarah. Honest honey, that's all there was to it."
I must have looked a little skeptical because she said, "Come on baby, give me some credit for brains here. If I were doing what you are thinking would I have given him my home phone number? No I would not have. I would have given him my cell phone number or my number at work. Come on baby, it's been two days now, take me to bed."
It sounded reasonable so I put it out of my mind and forgot about it. The rest of the year went by quickly and Cassie again brought up marriage and so I asked, she said yes and we tied the knot.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A year went by and Cassie and I were doing great. Our relationship was strong, we both had good jobs and we liked what we were doing. We had settled into a comfortable life style, bought a house, furnished it and fell into a routine. She stopped with the girls from work one night a week, usually on a Tuesday because that was the night I bowled. I played cards one night a week with my buddies, usually on a Thursday because that was the night Cassie played cards with her sorority sisters from college. The only other times she went out were the nights when I was out of town. On those nights rather than sit home alone she would have dinner with one or two of the girls she worked with. And then one evening I found out just how stupid I really was.
I came home from work just in time to see Cassie grab her purse and head for the door. "We going somewhere?"
"Not we honey, just me."
"Where are you going?"
"I've got a date."
"You have a date?"
"Yes. Sarah introduced me to a friend of her boyfriend and he asked me out."
"You are serious? You are actually going on a date with another man? Cass, has it occurred to you that you are married now, not single and back in college?"
"It will be all right honey, trust me" and she walked by me and out the door.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting up waiting when she came home at three in the morning. "Oh, you're up. I expected you to be in bed."
"Not hardly. We have some talking to do."
"Oh well, all right. Come on, we can do it while I undress" and she headed for the stairs. I followed and sat on the bed and watched while she took off her clothes.
"I want an explanation Cassie. I thought we had a good marriage and I would like to know why you just tossed it on the trash heap."
I saw the hickey on her neck as the turtle neck sweater came off and I saw the love bites on her tits when her bra came off and I knew what I would find if I took the time to look at the crotch of her panties.
"Don't be silly honey. I haven't thrown anything away. I'm here aren't I? You can always trust me to come home to you."
"I can't believe the attitude you are taking. You are here, you came home, so it's all right?"
"It always has been in the past. I mean you always sulk and pout for a while - I suppose that it has to do with ego or male insecurity - but we always end up back in each others arms. You're my guy baby, you've always known that."
"That was different; we weren't married then."
"Oh come on Robert. You know very well that I've been doing it since we got married and you have turned a blind eye to it."
"No Cassie, I did not know."
"Of course you did. You know full well what I do on Tuesday nights and some Thursdays and you know what I'm doing on the nights you are out of town. I know that you like to pretend otherwise because it soothes your masculine pride, but you know that you have known."
"Have you forgotten why we lived together for a year Cass? It was to make sure that you were through with running around on me. Why would I have done that Cass if your running around was something that I was willing to suffer through?"
"Baby, baby, baby. You know I was still doing it. You heard that message on the recorder and you let yourself believe what I told you even though you knew what was going on. Now come on and stop this foolishness and let's go to bed. I want you to make love to me."
"Haven't you already had enough dick tonight?"
"Don't be crude honey. Yes, I have had sex tonight, but now I want to be made love to."
I walked over to the dresser and opened the drawer where Cassie kept her sex toys, grabbed a dildo and tossed it to her. "Here you go Cassandra, the only lover that you'll have in this house" and I left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent an hour sitting in the living room just staring at the wall and shaking with anger and then I got up and went to the spare bedroom and tried to go to sleep. I tossed and turned a lot, but I finally did manage to fall asleep. When I woke up Cassie was in bed with me, one leg over mine and an arm around me. I pulled myself away from her and she woke up.
"What are you doing here?"
"I belong here. You are my guy and I'm supposed to be with you."
"Horse shit Cassie. After the shit you pulled on me yesterday and what you admitted to last night when you got home this marriage is over and I don't want you anywhere near me."
"Don't be silly honey. I love you and you know I do and I know that you love me. The fact that I need a little something different once in a while doesn't mean that I don't want to be married to you. Come on honey, let's start the day out right, make love to me."
"Cassie, give it up! We are through. I don't know how you got it in your head that I knew what you were doing and that I was giving you tacit approval by not bringing it up, but you are wrong. I did not know and had I known this farce of a marriage would have been over long ago. Now just leave me the fuck alone" and I got up to take my shower and get ready to go to work.
When I came downstairs Cassie was waiting for me. "Honey, please, we need to talk."
"We talked Cassie, we talked when you got home last night and I heard more than enough and I didn't like any of it."
I grabbed my briefcase and went to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Fortunately I was in the end stages of a project and I was able to lose myself in my work that day and not have to spend time thinking of Cassie and our dead marriage. I had thought about it on the way to work and again on the way home and I had begun to make a mental list of the things that I was going to have to do.
Cassie wasn't home when I got there and I sat down at the kitchen table and began to write down all the things that I had come up with. Find a divorce lawyer, find a realtor to sell the house, close out all joint accounts, etc., etc., and I was debating on whether or not to cancel the life insurance policy I had on Cassie when I heard the front door open and Cassie call out, "Honey, I'm home." Big fucking deal I thought and I went back to my list.
Cassie came into the kitchen and I looked up to see her smiling at me. "Hi honey" and she bent to kiss me and I turned my face away from her and she frowned.
"Come on honey, don't be like that. You know you love me. It will work out; it always has. I've thought about it all day and I think I have finally figured out what the problem is. I don't know why I didn't see it sooner; it was right there in front of me all the time. You feel left out. Well I've taken care of that honey."
The doorbell rang. "Here he is now. A little early, he must be eager. Come on honey, let's go welcome our guest."
She headed off to answer the door and I just sat there shaking my head. It didn't seem to matter what I said to her or how forcefully I said it, in her mind everything was okay because she just knew that I loved her and that I knew that she loved me. I got up to go see what she was up to now.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was leading a tall good looking man toward the kitchen and she said, "Bob, this is Paul. Paul, this is my husband Bob."
The man stuck his hand out; caught by surprise and not knowing what else to do I took it and we shook hands.
"Paul has been after me for about a month now so today I called him and asked him over. I know this is sudden and that you weren't expecting it, but I'm sorry about having left you out for so long and I wanted to get a quick start on making it up to you. I know that this is all new to you and you may want to ease into it. You may only want to watch the first time or two or you may want to just jump right in. There isn't any pressure honey, just do what you want. Come on Paul" and she took him by the hand and headed off toward the bedroom.
I just stood there and stared at her back as she walked away with Paul. I'd spent two and a half years with her in college, lived with her for a year and had been married to her for just a little over a year. After all that time you would think that I would know her pretty well, but it was now obvious that where she was concerned I really did not have a clue.



And it seemed that she didn't know me any better than I knew her. How could she possibly think that I could accept what she was doing? Where did she get the idea that just because she said she loved me and that she knew that I loved her that everything was okay? And just where in the hell had the idea that all that was wrong was that I felt left out come from? Did she really think that I was going to follow her and her lover, boyfriend or whatever he was to the bedroom?
I grabbed my coat and was headed for the door when I heard Cassie shout, "Oh Jesus yes, just like that, just like that" from the bedroom. I don't know why, but all of a sudden curiosity got the best of me and I headed for the bedroom.
Paul was lying on his back and Cassie was working her way up and down on the biggest cock I had ever seen on a human being.
"God, I've never been so full" she moaned, "I'm going to be stretched out of shape for a week."
She rocked back and forth and moved up and down and moaned in pleasure, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh god yes. Don't stop baby, don't lose it, don't lose it, work with me baby work with me, stay with me, stay with meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" and she had the strongest orgasm I'd ever seen.
Paul gripped her and rolled with her ending up on top and then he started pounding her pussy to reach his own climax. Cassie moaned and grunted as he slammed into her and just as he said, "Here it comes baby, here it comes" Cassie had another large orgasm. Paul rested on his hands for a couple of moments and then he lifted himself off of Cassie and fell to the bed next to her.
A minute passed and then Cassie sat up and smiled at me. The she got on her hands and knees with her ass toward me.
"Come on honey, make love to me while I get Paul hard again."
I should have turned and run screaming from the room, but I didn't. I had been fascinated by the sight of Cassie riding that huge cock and the sounds that she had made while doing it. Also, her cunt had looked like I could have put my clenched fist into it when Paul had pulled out and for some perverse reason that I couldn't understand I wanted to - no, I had to - see what it felt like to follow that huge piece of meat into her.
As I undressed I watched her put both hands around Paul's cock and lean down and take it in her mouth and I wondered if she would choke to death when it got hard. I moved up behind her and put my hands on her hips and pushed my cock into her cunt. It was hot and it was wet and it felt good, but there was no way in hell that I was ever going to be able to cum fucking her pussy - there just wasn't any friction. But my cock was hard and after being drug into this affair I wasn't going to leave the room without cumming and Cassie's mouth was full so I went for the only other available option - her asshole.
Cassie had never liked anal sex, but that was just tough shit (pardon the pun) as far as I was concerned. I had a hard on and she only had one hole available that was tight enough to get me off and besides, I wasn't all that happy with her right then anyway. I didn't give her any advance notice; I just pulled my cum covered cock out of her pussy, lined it up with her anal rosebud and then pushed. Cassie screamed, but it wasn't all that loud because she had her mouth full of Paul's cock. I suppose I should have warned Paul so Cassie wouldn't bite off his dick, but I didn't owe him anything and he had gone after Cassie knowing that she was married.
Whatever, when I pushed in and she screamed she tried to pull her mouth off of his cock, but he grabbed her head with both hands and wouldn't let her go. It took me three or four strokes to get myself all the way into her ass and she screamed and groaned and tried to pull away from me, but I held on tight and wouldn't let her go. I had a good grip on her hips and I held on tight as I started banging away at her ass as hard as I could. Cassie's screams turned into moans and groans and she kept trying to pull away and that only made me try to fuck her harder and faster. Then, about three or four minutes into it Cassie started a long, low moan and she stopped trying to pull away. In another minute she was actually pushing back at me and the thought of her responding excited me enough to push me over the edge and I came. My cock started to go soft and I didn't want it to. I wanted to stay in Cassie's ass and from the way she was pushing back at me I think that she wanted it to.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
But my cock didn't stay hard and when I pulled out of Cassie's ass I immediately started wondering just what the hell I was doing taking part in Cassie's sick little sexcapade. That wasn't the kind of guy I was. Why was I letting her pull me down to her level?
I saw that she had a good three inches of Paul's cock in her mouth and she was jacking him off with both hands. I shook my head in disgust and started gathering up my clothes. Cassie had Paul hard and was ready to take him on again and when she pulled her mouth off of him she saw me getting ready to leave.
"Where are you going Bobby?"
"Anywhere away from here."
"No honey, go and wash yourself. I want you in my mouth while Paul stuffs me again."
When I heard that I snapped! I'd had enough. I dropped my clothes on the floor and walked back over to the bed. I grabbed a handful of Cassie's hair and pushed my dirty, slimy, shit-coated cock into her mouth, "You want it clean you fucking whore, you clean it."
I held her head with both hands and started fucking her face as Paul got up and got into position to take Cassie from behind. As soon as he pushed into her my whore of a wife gave a moan and started pushing her ass back at him. In less than a minute she was so lost in being fucked by that huge cock that she had forgotten all about how filthy my cock was and began sucking on me. I let go of her hair and stood there wondering at the sluttishness of it all. Paul was pounding away at Cassie and he looked at me, "You sure have one hot sex maniac here. I wish my wife was like her."
"You're married?"
"Yeah, to the hottest looking, coldest fish in town. I prowl because I can't get any at home."
I wondered which of us really had it the worst: Me with a wife who did too much or him with a wife who did too little. At least in his case, if she wasn't fucking him she probably wasn't out fucking everybody else. My thoughts were interrupted by Cassie taking her mouth off me and telling Paul that she wanted to be on top. Then she turned to me and said, "I want you in my ass honey. I want Paul in my pussy and you in my ass at the same time."
Good God, I thought, just how depraved is this woman that I married? Still, the idea of being in her ass again did appeal to me so I got on the bed and moved behind her. It wasn't as easy to slide into her the second time as I'd thought it would be. Paul had her cunt stretched so tight that I not only had to fight the tightness of Cassie's ass, but the fact that his super large cock was pushing up at the thin membrane separating the two chambers and taking up some of the room.
It was awkward trying to establish a rhythm with Paul and while the sensation of our two cocks rubbing together was weird on another level it was also extremely exciting. Even though our threesome had been Cassie's idea from the groans she was making I didn't think she was enjoying it all that much and that thought made me happy. In fact, it made me so happy that I started banging into her butt harder to try and add to her discomfort. Banging into her harder however caused me to climax faster and it wasn't long before I sent my second load of the night to join the first in Cassie's ass.
As soon as my limp cock was out of Cassie's ass and I was off the bed Paul rolled her over and got on top. Cassie's legs came up and locked around him and I gathered up my clothes and left the room while Paul pounded into her and she cried out in pleasure.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the spare bedroom I laid on the bed and stared up at the ceiling and wondered why I hadn't stuck to my guns when I told Cassie that I hadn't planned on asking her to marry me. I knew then what she was so why had I let her convince me that marriage would change her? Was she right when she said I knew all along what she was doing? Had I been pushing the knowledge deep down into my subconscious where it would remain hidden so I wouldn't have to confront her? Was she right when she said that it didn't matter because I knew that she loved me and that I knew that I loved her? Did I really?
And what about our night? The ease with which Cassie had handled it told me that it hadn't been the first time that she had been with more than one man. As for the threesome itself, part of me was disgusted with myself for having done it and lowering myself to her level, but part of me had been loved seeing that huge cock of Paul's being swallowed by Cassie's little pussy. And what about my not wanting to leave her ass after I had come in it - my wishing that my cock would stay hard so I could stay there? I fell asleep to the sounds of Cassie begging Paul to fuck her and with a headful of questions that I didn't have any answers for.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up the next morning with Cassie wrapped around me. As soon as I stirred I felt her hand slide down my body and take hold of my cock.
"Good morning my love" she said, "How are you feeling this morning?"
"Embarrassed."
"About what?"
"Taking part in what you did last night. I would feel better about myself if I had just taken my coat and left."
"Don't say that honey, you had a good time, I know you did."
"No Cassandra, what I had was an overwhelming curiosity to see if you could actually take the huge thing that Paul had without hurting yourself. Everything else happened because I had to stick around to see."
Cassie giggled, "He was awesome, wasn't he. I had no idea that he was so well equipped when I agreed to see him."
"Yeah, well you certainly seemed taken with him last night. You didn't even notice when I left the room. There is a bright side to this I suppose. He can be your fulltime boyfriend when I move out."
"Damn it honey, stop talking like that. You are my guy and I'm not letting you go. As far as Paul is concerned he was a one-night stand. He was great and I would love to be able to play with him three or four times a week, but I can't do that because it wouldn't be fair to you."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"It means that if I kept seeing him you would never be able to make love to me again because you wouldn't fit any more. As it is you will probably have to settle for my ass and blow jobs for the next few days to give me time to tighten up."
"What the fuck is wrong with you Cassandra? We are through!! The marriage is over and we are through, through, through!!!"
"Don't be silly Robert. If we were through my hand would be holding a limp dick right now instead of a rock hard cock."
I hadn't been paying attention to what her hand was doing while we were talking, but she was right, I was hard, and I didn't fight her off when she lowered her head and took me in her mouth. Neither did I run from the room when got on her hands and knees and said, "Go slow honey, I have to get used to this ass thing."
The unfaithful cunt knew me better than I knew myself. As I slid my cock into her hot, tight ass she moaned and laid her head down on a pillow. About two minutes into the ass fuck she said, "Maybe once a month. What do you think honey, once a month?"
"Once a month what?"
"Maybe I could see Paul once a month. Would that be okay?"
Fucking bitch I though as I pounded my cock into her tight ass. I guessed I'd better get used to using it.
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My wife Cynthia could be the poster girl for Overachievers of The World. Grade school, high school, college and in the world of business Cyn just had to be at the top of the heap or life just wasn't worth living. She managed to get there with the first three and she is working hard to get there in business.
Cyn is the highest grossing sales representative in her company. Her goal is to remain the top performer until she becomes the Vice President of Sales and then she has her sights set on becoming the company CEO. Cyn's territory covers most of three states and as a result she is gone on two and three day sales trips several times a month. I'm not too happy about it, but I'm living with it as best I can. I figure that it is the price I have to pay just to have Cyn in the first place. That I do have her is a miracle, at least to me. I am her complete opposite. Where she is drop dead gorgeous I'm a little on the plain side; where she is the hard charging over-achiever I am the original "go with the flow" guy and where she was the brainy one I was the quintessential jock. We meet at a fraternity mixer in college and just seemed to stay together after that.
We don't really need the money that Cyn is so obsessed with making, but she always tells me that the money isn't important, it is just the way to keep score - the total points needed to make it to the next plateau in her drive to become the CEO. That is another thing that is different about us. She works hard to be a success and I became successful through sheer dumb luck. My brother started up a dot com, talked me into investing and then told me when to get out. I made an obscene amount of money on the deal and I used some of it to by a small machine shop that made parts for the aerospace industry. One day I was watching a machinist at work and I made a suggestion on a different way to do it. He did and then suggested that I get a patent on the idea. I did and more money flowed in. We had more than enough that Cyn could have had anything that her heart desired, but what Cyn's heart desired was to be the CEO.
I got a call from a good friend that had been a frat brother in college. He ran a plant just outside Kansas City and he wanted to throw some business my way. Cyn was on a sales trip to Denver and I didn't have anything better to do so I caught a flight and went to visit Ron. He met my flight and we went out and toured his plant. He showed me what he wanted, I told him we could do it, we signed a contract and then we went to dinner at a popular steak house. The restaurant was just off the bar and the two of them were separated by a wall that had several glass windows in it. We had just ordered when there was a burst of loud laughter from he bar and I glanced that way and my jaw dropped. Sitting at a table with seven black men and another white woman was Cyn. Ron noticed the look on my face and turned to see where I was looking.
"She is something, isn't she?"
"Do you know her?"
"No, but I'd like to. The problem is that I'm not black."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"I see her in here once or twice a month, always with a crowd of blacks, and when she leaves she always has five or six with her. The word is that she is a gangbang queen. They say she is married to some rich guy and fakes business trips to meet her lovers. How would you like being married to a slut like that?"
How indeed I thought, how indeed.
I had a lot to think about on my flight home. I was having a hard time believing that Cyn was cheating on me, let alone her being a gangbang girl for blacks. I really had nothing to go on except hearsay from Ron, but there was the fact that Cyn was supposed to be in Denver, that she had been in the bar with a bunch of blacks and that she had left with six of them. There could be a perfectly good explanation of course. Denver is just a short commuter hop from Kansas City and her plans could have changed, but the last I knew Kansas City was not in her territory. That could have changed of course and she might have even mentioned it to me and I just missed it. And there is nothing that says you can't have black customers or that you can't socialize with them. After all, isn't that what I was doing with Ron? No, Cyn must have had a legitimate reason for being there.
It was a day later when Cyn came home. "How was your trip?"
"Exhausting. It was great from a sales point of view, but trying to convince a bunch of dumbshits to buy from you what they know they need anyway gets to be tiring after a while."
"Have you eaten yet?"
"No, but that's not what I really want. I've been gone three days. Three days without a stiff one. Take me to bed baby and give me a good fuck."
No, Ron had to be wrong.
Funny thing about human nature. Even though you just know that you "Know" once doubt is planted it grows and grows until you find out that you absolutely have to "Know For Sure." Cyn's need for sex wore me out that night, but as exhausted as she had gotten me I still couldn't sleep. I tossed and turned, stared at the walls and ceiling and pictured Cyn lying naked on a bed with her legs spread wide and making "come here" gestures to a room full of faceless black men. In the morning over breakfast I casually asked Cyn if Kansas City was her territory. I saw alarm in her eyes and then she said, "No, Kansas City belongs to Dave, why?"
"Just a thought. I have to fly over for some business and I thought that if it was your territory we could have gone together."
"Well I'd like to go because I've never been to Kansas City, but it's not mine."
I sat there looking at her as I thought about something a lawyer friend had once told me, "Never ask a question that you don't already know the answer to, and never ask a question that you don't want to know the answer to."
He handed me the cardboard box and his invoice and I wrote him out a check for his services. He folded the check and put it away and then he said, "I'm sorry. Every once in a while I get sent on a wild goose chase and I really wish that this had been one of them."
"No more that I Mr. Spalding, no more than I."
The detective left and I sat there looking at a box containing a month's worth of things that I really did not want to know. He had followed Cyn to Salt Lake City, Denver, Dallas-Fort Worth and Kansas City. He had bribed desk clerks, bell captains, maids and room service waiters to gain access to Cyn's hotel rooms where he had planted mini cameras and microphones and the product was in the box on my desk. I told my secretary that I was leaving for the day and I went on home. Cyn was in Dallas-Fort Worth and I had the house to myself. I made myself a stiff drink and plopped down on the couch and began watching tapes.
I watched as Cyn deep throated a nine inch black cock and then fuck nine black men during her last trip to Dallas, taking them in all three holes and all the while begging them to fuck her harder. Kansas City only produced six cocks for her, but she kept them busy for hours. In Denver her hotel room was pretty crowded with eleven men, all black, trying to find a place to sit or stand while they waited for her to get around to them. Salt Lake City was almost a let down and I'm sure that she was disappointed. There were only three blacks, but I suppose that's not too surprising given the low amount of blacks in Utah. But what they lacked in numbers they more than made up for in enthusiasm. For the first time I saw Cyn take three cocks at once, one in each hole, and it was also the first time I heard her scream out, "Cum in me baby, cum in me and make a baby, make your white slut pregnant." When I went to bed that night I didn't know what to think, what to do or where my life was headed.
Cyn was already home from her latest trip when I got home from work the next day. She was waiting for me in high heels and a black see through nightgown. "I almost called you to ask you to come home early. God but I've missed you. I need you baby, I need you right now."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"What makes me so special that you miss me so much when you are gone, gets you all horny thinking about me and has you panting for me as soon as you get home?"
"It's called love baby. Pure absolute unadulterated love for you."
"Forgive me if I find that just a little hard to believe."
"What's baby, what's the matter?"
"Nothing much Cyn. I just wonder when you stopped being my wife and became a whore."
"What are you talking about?"
"Go in the living room Cyn. Watch the tape that's in the VCR and see if you can figure it out."
I left her standing there and went to the bar and made myself a stiff drink and then I went into my study and slammed the door behind me.
An hour later Cyn came in and sat down on the couch.
"Where did you get those?"
"From a very expensive private detective."
"Why?"
"Because my trip to Kansas City had already taken place when I asked you if it was your territory and while I was there I saw you in the bar with your herd of blacks and yet you told me that you had never been to Kansas City. Kind of made me wonder about you and now I don't have to wonder about you anymore."
"What is it that made you wonder if I stopped being your wife?"
"Wives, at least good ones don't do to their husbands what you did to me."
"Bullshit! I didn't do anything to you. We have been married six years now and I have been loving and affectionate and have never given you any reason not to be happy with me. Can you point to anything - one single thing - during the past six years that showed me to anything less than a loving and devoted wife? No you can't! And yet what you saw on those tapes has been going on all those six years. Hell, it was going on when I met you and it went on all during our courtship. Do I do it around here where it might come out and embarrass you? No I don't and I never would. I can't help it that I'm hung up on black cocks and gangbangs. Its as much an addiction to me as being on drugs and if I go for any length of time without it I go crazy. It has been that way for me ever since high school and it fills a need in me that I can't satisfy any other way. But it has never, not once, got in the way of my feelings for you and it hasn't cost you a thing except in the ego department. You still get all the sex you can handle so you've lost nothing there. I give you so much love and affection that sometimes you even push me away so you've lost nothing there. So tell me, just what has what I've been doing cost you?"
"How am I supposed to be able to look at you anymore after watching you beg a nigger to come in you and make you pregnant?"
"Oh grow up and don't use the "N" word, it's beneath you. There isn't a chance in hell that I'm going to get pregnant by a black man. I always make sure that it's the wrong time of the month and that I always have my diaphragm, my sponge and a gallon of spermicide with me. I say those things because that's what turns them on. Just like I always have to say, "Give me that huge black cock even if it's only the size of a cocktail weenie. I say what I do to stroke their egos and to keep them charged up. It means nothing."
"That doesn't change the fact that you are a whore."
Cyn looked me right in the eye and said, "Yes I am. I'm also the best piece of ass that you have ever had and the best thing that ever happened to you. I also have to say that you are the best thing that ever happened to me. If you want to let something that shouldn't matter a hill of beans get in the way of my love for you I can't stop you. But you need to know that I'm not going to beg you to forgive me for doing something that only hurt your ego. I'm not going to say forgive me and I will promise to never do it again because I will. There is an old saying that half a loaf is better than none; you have ninety-eight percent of a loaf and that's more than most men will ever have in a lifetime. I love you and I want to be with you forever. You just have to make up your mind as to whether you want to be with me."
Cyn just made Vice President of Sales and is now within sight of her goal of becoming CEO. I have come to terms with what she does. I practice "out of sight, out of mind" and it seems to be working, at least for now. I have no desire to watch her with other men, nor do I wish to hear about it when she comes home. I'm not going to pretend that when she gets home that I don't think about what she did while she was gone, I just settle for the fact that she is with me and that she seems to want to be there. But I worry. I worry a lot.
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I'm a gambler. Oh, not a high roller by any means, but I do love to bet on things. Once, in Houston at the Hyatt Regency, a couple of us sat in the lobby and bet on the elevators; which one would get to the top first, get down first, or if it was stopped at a floor would it go up or down. Not big bets, but bets just the same. I'll never put myself in the poor house, or lose my house for that matter, but I will bet on almost anything. Sometimes with some very surprising results.
I am also one of those men who would like to see his wife make love to another man. It is a desire that my wife has steadfastly refused to honor ("what a disgusting idea" - how can you say you love me and suggest something like that" etc., etc.) so I had resigned myself to the fact that it was never going to happen.
And then one day -----
I was sitting in the Dew Drop Inn (no kidding, that is the name of the place) with my best friend Todd and we had just watched two women enter the ladies restroom. Todd bet me a drink that the one in the green dress would come out first and, naturally, I took the bet. The blue dress came out first so I offered Todd a chance to get even. I bet him the girl in the blue dress would be asked to dance before the girl in the green dress and when Todd took the bet I got up and asked the girl in the blue dress for a dance. Todd was shaking his head when I got back to him, "I guess I fell for that one" he said, and I laughed and told him that I dearly loved to bet on sure things. He snorted and said that there was no such thing as a 'sure thing'.
I fired back with "Sure there are. The sun always rises in the East, everybody dies, the IRS always gets its money and Betty (my wife) is 100% faithful."
At the mention of Betty Todd perked up. Betty, Todd, and I had grown up together and had known each other since the first grade and at different times Betty had gone steady with both of us. After high school Todd had gone into the Marines, I had gone into the Army, and Betty had gone to college. Betty had married, become a widow, and when I was discharged we began seeing each other and eventually married. Todd came home from the Marines in time to be my best man, but he had never lost the hots he had for Betty. I kidded both Todd and Betty about his 'puppy love' but they both just ignored me. Anyway, Todd couldn't resist taking a dig at me, "You are absolutely certain that Betty is faithful to you?"
"Of course" I replied.
"You willing to be on it?" asked Todd.
"In a heart-beat" I told him.
"Tell you what," Todd said, "I'll take that bet."
Talk about a can't lose situation. I was tempted to go for some big money on this bet, but at the last second I reined myself in - I just bet for the enjoyment of it, not to get rich. "You are one," I said, but only on one condition. I won't just take your word for it, I have to see it for myself."
"OK," Todd said, "but I have a condition too. You have to promise me that Betty never finds out that you watched us."
We shook hands on the deal and I asked him how much time he thought he would need. Todd laughed, "How about noon tomorrow? Can you be at my place by 11:45?"
I was stunned into speechlessness. I stared at him for several seconds before saying, "You can't be serious!"
Todd gave me his biggest smile, "Be there or be square" and he laughed again.
The bet? Loser springs for lunch.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I was at Todd's apartment at the appointed time and Todd had me get into his bedroom closet. The closet was cedar lined and the door had louvers in it to allow the air to circulate so I had a very good view of the bedroom. Todd undressed and lay down on his bed while I stood in the closet and wondered what the hell was going on. About five minutes after I entered the closet I heard someone running up the stairs. The bedroom door opened and in walked Betty. She didn't say a word, just started taking off her clothes. When she was naked she walked over to the bed, bent over Todd and took his cock into her mouth. After several minutes of sucking his dick she got up on the bed, swung over him and the two of them settled into the sixty-nine position.
I watched in absolute amazement as my wife, the same wife who told me I was disgusting to think she could ever have sex with another man, enthusiastically sucked my best friends cock. The thing that did not surprise me was my reaction. I got stiffer than a board seeing my fantasy come true, it was every bit as exciting as I had thought it would be. I toyed with the idea of coming out of the closet and joining in, but I had promised Todd that Betty would never find out that I had watched, and a promise is a promise.
They switched positions and Betty swung over Todd and lowered herself onto his stiff pole; she began rocking up and down and as I watched her tits bounce and her long dark hair fly about her head I fished my own pole out and began to stroke it. I heard Betty utter the little cries that indicate she is cumming and I shot all over the inside of the closet door. Betty got off Todd and swung around to lick the juices off his cock and kept working on it until he became hard again. She rolled over onto her back and spread her legs open for Todd and he wasted no time in moving between them and driving his cock into Betty's wet cunt.
As I watched them go at it I noticed that I was hard again also (or maybe it never got soft after I came, I'm not sure) and I began to whack myself off in time to Todd's thrusts. By the time I was ready to shoot again Betty had gone through several orgasms and was imploring Todd, "Cum for me baby, cum for me, let me have it."
Todd said "Here it comes, I'm cumming, I'm cumming" and I did too. Only this time I turned and shot all over Todd's clothes (a little vindictive I admit, but the man had obviously been fucking my wife for some time now).
Betty did not stay around and snuggle or cuddle the way we do when we make love, but got up and left immediately. Todd came over to the closet when she was gone and gave me his big smile, "Like you said the other night, I sure do love a sure thing. I want lunch at Benny's."
"I don't know about that" I replied, "I'm not so sure that I came out a loser on this deal. Oh, by the way, you have a bit of a mess to clean up in your closet."
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This story is the continuation of the story titled "The Sure Thing"
Todd and I were sitting in the Dew Drop Inn drinking beers, making bets, and talking about (what else) my wife Betty and my mistaken assumption that she was faithful to me. Todd had proved me oh so wrong on that. We had just bet on what the next person to sit down at the bar would order, I said beer and Todd said mixed drink, when I asked the Burning Question - "Just how long have you and Betty been getting it on?"
Todd gave the question a few moments of contemplation before replying, "Just a little over two years now."
Two years! And I never suspected a thing. But then, why should I have? Betty and I have what I consider to be a great sex life - three, four, and even five times a week, and there is more to it than just frequency; we do it all and in all the positions you can think of. Todd's answer to my first question naturally led to the next two, "How did it happen, and why?"
Todd gave me a rueful smile, "I knew when we made the bet last night that we would end up having this conversation and I've spent the last twenty-four hours thinking about what I was going to say. I decided that it would be best not to sugar coat the pill. I'll give you the why first; I don't think you are going to like this, but here goes, Betty is a slut. She loves to fuck and she will fuck just about anybody if the time and place are right. What that means is when you are at work, out playing golf, or out of town on business, Betty is somewhere getting fucked."
I sat there practically speechless. I was having a hard time accepting what I was hearing, but after seeing Betty and Todd together I had to believe it.
Todd continued, "But there is more to the why than that. Betty needs more sex than the average woman, and even though she gets a lot from you, it just isn't enough. She told me about your fantasy and I have tried to make her see how advantageous it would be for her to agree to do it. It would give her the chance to get all she wants with your approval, but she loves you and is afraid she will lose you if you ever find out just what a cock crazy slut she is."
I was so distracted by his story that when the next person to sit down at the bar ordered a beer I didn't even point out to Todd that I'd won the bet. That left the last question, "How did it get started?"
"First" said Todd; "I want to be up front about one thing. I don't regret for one minute that I'm fucking your wife. I've known her every bit as long as you have and if things had gone my way I'd be married to her instead of you. And, I'd like to think that by fucking her and seeing to it that she limits her fucking to a select group of our friends that I help keep her from getting a disease or from getting into dangerous situations."
His "select group of our friends" caught my attention and I asked him, "How many and who?"
Todd said he wasn't ready to name names, but that there were nine of them.
"The reason I took the bet last night was that I have become more and more certain that it will benefit both you and Betty if we can get this thing out in the open. Am I right?"
I gave a short little laugh, "Fucking A you're right! I've got a hardon just listening to what you've said so far and you haven't even got to the juicy details yet. By the way" and I pointed to the man two stools down, "You owe me a drink."
Todd called the bartender over and ordered another round and then he turned back to me, "One more thing - Betty likes gangbangs."
"Gangbangs" I said dumbly.
"Yes. So far she has taken on seven at one time and she keeps trying to arrange it so all nine of us can be there one night."
Beautiful, I thought. Just fucking beautiful! My wife is fucking all my friends, is into gangbangs, and tells me I'm disgusting because I tell her my favorite fantasy is to see her with another man.
"You still haven't told me how. How did all this start?"
Todd said, "You remember the night we were at the party at my brother Tim's house and you got the call from your mother when her car broke down?"
I nodded yes.
"You asked me to see that Betty got home. When it was time for me to leave I went looking for Betty and found her in the game room with Tim. He was trying to get her pants down, and she was trying to stop him. Apparently he thought that she might have had enough to drink that he might be able to score. I stood and watched as he finally got her pants off and his fingers started to probe between her legs. She tried to hold her legs together, but as Tim's fingers worked in deeper and deeper her legs began to open, and then he was finger fucking her and she was making little moans of pleasure. I backed out of the room and watched from the hallway as he pushed her down on the pool table and fucked her. When he finished he got up and left by the back stairs. When Betty still hadn't moved after a minute or two I went in to see if she was all right. She was staring at the ceiling and there were tears rolling down her cheeks. She glanced at me when I walked up, "Tim just fucked me," she said. I nodded. "He's the only man to do me since I got married. Did you know that?" I nodded again. "That's not why I'm crying. I'm crying because Tim finished to quick and left me hanging. Please fuck me Todd. I need to cum."
And so I did. Tim came back in before I finished and then he had another go at her. And then I went again while she sucked Tim to get him up again. He fucked her again while she sucked my cock and it went on that way for two hours. You were already home in bed when I got Betty to your house, but she wasn't through yet. She fucked me one more time in the back seat of my car while I was parked in your driveway, and we have been doing it ever since."
Todd looked at me, "What are we going to do now?"
I smiled at him, "What we are going to do, good buddy, is set up one of those gangbangs she is so fond of. It will be held at my house when I go out of town on my next business trip, except I'm not going to be going out of town. I'm going to walk into the house and catch you all in the act. But there are more important things to take care of right now. See that guy over there? The one fishing around in his pockets? He is looking for change. What for? I say for the cigarette machine."
Todd disagreed, he thought the man would play the jukebox.
"Bet you a beer" I said. Todd took the bet. It was a draw - the guy used the pay phone.
I told betty I would be going out of town for two days and I had Todd call her an hour later and tell her that the guys wanted to know when they could party again. Todd told me the next day that she had said Wednesday. It was all set. All I had to do was control my patience until it was time. I told Todd not to tell the other guys what was going to happen, because I did not want to take any chances that might alert Betty.
Wednesday at noon Betty drove me to the airport; she kissed me goodbye, told me she would miss me, squeezed my dick and told me I'd better miss her and left me at the curb with my bags. I watched until the car was out of sight and then I caught a cab back to my office where I spent the rest of the afternoon doing paperwork. At 5p.m. I left the office and went to a cafe and had a light meal and a glass of wine. Following dinner I moved to the bar where I nursed a beer and waited. At 7:12 my cell phone rang and Todd told me that all the players were in place. I caught a cab and had it drop me one block from my house. I quietly let myself in the back door and moved to the bottom of the stairs. I heard a lot of laughter coming from the upstairs bedroom and I headed that way. Luck was with me, all the guys were in the bedroom and all attention was on the bed so I was able to get to the doorway without being seen.
For a few seconds I watched the action on the bed; Betty was on her hands and knees and was sucking Max's cock while Tim was fucking her from behind. I did a quick count and saw there were seven guys in the room and I knew them all. In a voice loud enough to be heard over Betty's grunts and cries of pleasure I said, "The things you see when you don't have a gun!"
Instant pandemonium. Guys turned, saw me and grabbed for their clothes; Betty jerked her mouth off of the dick that was in it, turned to face me and a stricken look crossed her face. Tim, figuring "What the hell, I'm already caught" kept fucking Betty even though she was trying to pull away from him. All the hard cocks in the room, except Tim's, went limp, and I noticed Todd off in the corner trying to hold in his laughter.
"HOLD IT!" I hollered, "Everybody just hold it right there."
All eyes turned to me. "There are only two ways out of this bedroom. You can jump out the window and probably break a leg, or you can go out through the bedroom door. To go out the bedroom door, you have to go through me and I'm here to tell you that nobody is getting past me" and here I paused a little for effect, "until they have fucked Betty at least once!"
The look I got from Betty was priceless - it was one of those "How can you do this to me" looks.
For the next four hours I sat and watched as my lovely wife was fucked in ways and combinations that defy description. Seven guys could not wear her out! When everyone except Todd had gone and Betty lay on the bed absolutely covered in cum, she looked over at us and said, "You guys just going to sit there and talk or are you going to make yourselves useful?"
I looked at Todd and said, "I've never doubled -teamed my wife before. Think I can handle it?"
Todd said, "Bet you a beer you cum before I do." I laughed out loud and said, "You're on!"
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It was a Saturday morning. Rick was out playing eighteen, the kids were at the pool for their swimming lessons and she had an hour before she needed to go pick them up. She had just gotten home from shopping at Wal-Mart and she was horny and hotter than hell. She had worn what she considered her "slut suit," short skirt, low cut blouse with no brassiere on under it and high heels. She got a hell of a kick out of slowly walking the aisles and generating hard dicks and knowing that every man who saw her wanted to fuck her. She wondered if the day would come when one of them would. She knew one who wanted to and who was determined to. At least she thought he did. She hadn't heard from The Watcher in three weeks.
She was in her kitchen looking out her window at Billy who was busy cutting the grass in her backyard. Billy was the eighteen year old son of their next door neighbors and Rick had hired him to take care of the yard so Rick would be free to play golf on the weekends. She watched him as he moved back and forth across the yard dressed in only shorts. She wondered if he had boxers or briefs on under those shorts. It didn't seem fair that he could get away with walking around in only shorts.
It didn't seem at all fair to her that men could walk around almost naked while women had to cover it all up. She grinned to herself as she thought, "Well, not all women. Some of us let a little of it hang out" as she remembered her train rides and her visits to Wal-Mart." She wondered again where her exhibitionist streak had suddenly come from as she wondered if Billy had ever seen naked beasts, ass or pussy. She wondered what Billy would do if she let him see her like The Watcher saw her. She got a warm and fuzzy feeling as she thought of letting the young lad see her goodies. What would he do? How would he act? She giggled as she realized that she knew exactly what he would do. He would find a private place where he could get rid of the hard on she had given him. Could she make it happen so she would be where she could watch him stroke himself?
He was a good-looking boy and she wondered if he was still a virgin. Had he played with any of the young girls he knew? If she let him see her would she be his first naked woman? Oh my God, wouldn't that be a rush. The more she thought about it, the more she wanted to make it happen. She wanted to expose herself to him. Oh my God she thought as she realized that the idea had her pussy dripping.
She looked at her watch; she had enough time before she had to pick up the kids. She wouldn't let him see her nude that day, but she could tease him a little. That's what she would do, tease and escalate. A little that day, a little more the next time and even more the time after that. Make him want to see more. Make him sneak around, looking in windows, peeping to see if he could see more of her. All she would have to do was find things for him to do around the house and then 'carelessly' and 'accidentally' let him see more and more until she let him see her in all of her naked glory. No better time to start then right then.
She hurried upstairs to her bedroom and dug through her drawers until she found just what she wanted. She undressed and put on the short skirt that she wore on the train and then put on the worn halter-top she had taken from the dresser. She leaned forward and got the effect she was looking for - her breasts were fully exposed. Next she took off her panties and sat down on the bed across from the dresser and looked in the dresser mirror as she moved around to find what position she needed to be sitting in for Billy to be able to see up the skirt and get a glimpse of her clean shaven pussy. She combed her hair, put on some fresh makeup and headed back down to the kitchen.
She made a pitcher of lemonade and then went out to get Billy. He had finished the backyard and was doing the south side of the house when she walked up to him. He was a tall boy, at least four inches taller than she was and he had to look down when she was talking to him. He couldn't help but notice her breasts and she did notice his eyes widen a bit when she leaned a little forward and the loose halter top let her breasts float free.
"It's hot out here Billy and I noticed that you are all sweaty. I've made some lemonade so come on in the house and take a break and cool off."
She turned and headed for the back door and she could feel his eyes on her tight little ass so she put a little more wiggle into her walk. She had him sit at the kitchen table and then she poured him a glass of lemonade and bent forward at the waist to hand it to him. That gave him another chance to see her breasts. Did he notice how hard her nipples were, how they stuck out like stiff miniature erections?
She took the chair on the side of the table rather than the seat across from him and sat down with legs wide to give him a chance to look up her skirt. She leaned forward, giving him another look at her breasts and then asked:
"As a teacher I'm curious; what are your favorite classes in school."
"Math and chemistry I guess. I like the lab work we do in chemistry."
"How about science or biology? Don't you do lab work in those classes?"
"Yeah, but it is yucky. Who wants to cut up frogs."
"What about sports? You going to go out for any?"
"I'm going out for football."
His glass was empty and she leaned forward to take it from him. She grinned as she saw his eyes lock onto her exposed melons and saw the tent in his trousers. She yearned to reach out and touch it, but she didn't dare. As she refilled his glass she thought about the men on the train and giggled as she remembered what one of the men had whispered to her one night.
"We are going to rename the tunnel for you love. It will be called Blow Job Alley."
But what she had been doing with them over the last few weeks she couldn't do with Billy. The men on the train were grown adults while Billy was just a boy. She could tease, but she didn't dare touch. But she did want to see his young cock and she did want to expose her naked body to him so she would just have to find a way to make it happen. She was just getting ready to sit down again when the pone rang. She took the call and suddenly everything changed and there was a sense of urgency to make what she wanted to happen with Billy happen. Suddenly she had a limited window of opportunity.
The phone call did give her another opportunity to tease Billy. She got up and sat on the kitchen counter while she talked and when Billy looked her way he could see straight up her skirt. He could see her pussy and she wondered if he could see how damp it was and would he know that his looking is what was making it damp? Was the lump in his trousers more pronounced? She thought it was and she shivered knowing that she had caused it. She really, really wished she could see his cock and maybe even touch it just once.
When her phone call ended she slid off the counter, hung up the phone and then turned to see Billy getting up. "I need to get back to cutting the grass. I have to be done by eleven-thirty because I promised my dad I'd help him move some things. Thank you for the lemonade."
"You're welcome Billy," she said as he went back outside. She watched him go and she was already planning the next time.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Rick got home she told him about the phone call. "We have an offer on the house. The couple that looked at it last Saturday have offered our asking price if we replace the cracked patio or get an estimate for having it done and subtract that much from what we want. Also, we need to finish working off that list of items she gave to us, that's part of the deal also. I told Carol I'd have you call her back on it."
"Why didn't you just tell her to consider it a done deal?"
"I did, but you have to call her and let her know which way you are going to go. You talked about doing it yourself, but if you don't and we use a contractor we need to have a time frame for him getting the job done. If we go the estimate route we need to get Carol the figure so she can get started on the paperwork. And, we have to start pushing to get the new house finished because our agreement with Carol is that we would be out within forty-five days of closing."
"I'll go call her now."
"Oh, and I need you to talk to Billy for me."
"Why? What did he do?"
"It's what I want him to do. I'm going to have to start packing and I'm going to need some help getting things down from the attic and up from the basement. See if you can hire him to help me."
"Shouldn't be a problem. Kids his age are always looking for a way to make some spending money."
"One of the items on the list that Carol gave us was cleaning up the ratty looking flower beds across the back of the yard. Can you get Billy to weed them?"
"I'll have him do it tomorrow. I'm going to the boat show with Ted. You interested in going?"
"No. I've some things I need to get done here. Things I have to do before we move. Ask Billy to check with me when he comes over. I might have some things I want moved."
Sunday, as soon as Rick had left for the boat show she had gone to the bedroom to get ready for Billy. She put on her tightest T-shirt and the same skirt that she'd had on the day before. Again she went with no bra and no panties. With no bra her nipples poked the T-shirt and made sexy little pimples for anyone to see. She knew the pimples would be bigger by the time Billy arrived; the excitement she was feeling would see to that. They would be positively stiff.
The doorbell rang and she looked through the spy hole and saw that it was Billy. She rubbed her nipples one more time and opened the door. She said, "Hi Billy" and watched as his eyes locked onto the peaks trying to poke through her T-shirt.
"Come on sweetie," she said as she turned and walked away from him, "My list is in the kitchen."
She knew his eyes were on her ass and she put some extra wiggle in her butt. In the kitchen she picked up her list and then 'accidentally' dropped it. Her back was to Billy and she bent at the waist to pick it up. Her short skirt rode up and at the very least Billy got a good look at her partially exposed buns. She picked up the paper and turned to face Billy and was gratified to see from the bulge in his trousers that she was having the desired effect. She looked at the list and then said:
"The real estate people are bringing a couple by to look at the house so the first thing I'd like you to do is clean out those flower beds at the back of the yard. While you are doing that I'm going to take a shower. I've been working up in the attic and I'm all sweaty and yucky. By the time you get done with the flower beds I should be done and we can take a look at some of the other items on the list."
She hurried upstairs and pulled the drapes open and pulled the blinds up on the window that looked out onto the back yard and then stood back out of sight until she saw Billy at the flower beds. She moved to the center of the window and presented herself in profile and as she did it she remembered the last time she had done it and felt an electric charge surge through her as she thought of The Watcher.
Out of the corner of her eye she watched Billy and as soon as she saw him turn his head towards the house she threw her arms up and, as she had hoped, the sudden movement caught Billy's attention and he looked up at the window. She slowly pulled the T-shirt up over her head and arched her back just a touch to push her breasts out. She let the Tee fall to the floor and then she cupped her breasts with her hands and rubbed the nipples with her thumbs. Still in profile she raised her arms and ran her fingers through her hair.
Billy hadn't moved. He stood there staring up at the window and she saw him rub the front of his trousers and she gloried in the knowledge that she had given him a hard on. Her knees were trembling as she moved away from the window and fell on the bed. As she attacked herself with her fingers she knew she had to find a way to let him see her totally nude. Looking up from the yard at the bedroom window would only allow him to see her from the waist up. If she were naked in the family room he could see all of her through the large glass patio door, but what reason could she have for walking around nude in the family room? Then again, did she really need a reason? No, she did not! So what if Billy figured out she was deliberately flashing him. That would make him look all that much harder. Yes! The next time he cut the grass she would prance around the family room naked for him. But that wouldn't be until next weekend and she didn't want to wait that long. What could she do between then and the next weekend?
She was staring up at the ceiling trying to get herself off with her fingers when the idea came to her. It might work. It could happen. She put on a robe and hurried down to the basement. Rick had built a small locked closet where he kept his hunting rifles and shotguns. He had built it out of scrap lumber and a lot of the boards were warped so when he installed the pre-hung door he ended up with some gaps. He had never gotten around to finishing the installation by putting trim around the door when he sheet-rocked. She unlocked the closet and went inside and looked out through one of the gaps and saw that she could see almost half of the basement. It should work! There was a small ladder behind the furnace and she used it to stand on while she piled up a couple of boxes so the top ones were too high for her to reach without a ladder and then she put the ladder back behind the furnace.
She went back up to the bedroom and stood where she could watch Billy work. When it looked like he was almost done she went back downstairs and called him into the kitchen. She was holding her robe closed with one hand and it was allowing the robe to show the upper slopes of her breasts and if she leaned just a bit forward Billy could see all of them including the nipples. When Billy came in she bustling around the kitchen and several times she moved by him and gave him a quick show.
"I have something I need you to do for me in the basement," she said. "Come on down and I'll show you."
She led him over to a pile of boxes and said, "When we move a lot of this will go out with the trash and some will be given to Goodwill. I can't reach those top boxes so I need for you to get them down for me so I can go through them. Then I will need you to carry the stuff I'm going to toss up to the garage. I'd like this one first."
As she said that she reached up to point at one particular box and when she did she let go of the robe and it opened up. She saw Billy's eye go wide as he got the full front view of her body. He saw her breasts with the stiff, oh so stiff nipples, the flat tummy and the freshly shaven pussy before she said, "Oops, sorry about that" and closed her robe. "Can you do that for me as soon as you are done with the flower beds?"
Billy said he could and then they walked back upstairs. She had noticed the hard lump in his pants and now all she could do was wait and hope. She watched Billy from the window and when she saw him put the tools back in the shed where the lawn mower was stored she hurried down to the basement and got into the closet.
Five minutes later Billy came down and walked over to the pile of boxes. He looked at them for a few seconds and then walked back over to the stairs and looked up as if he were listening for something and then he went back to the boxes. Apparently satisfied that he would hear if anyone started down the steps he unzipped his pants and took out his cock.
Kathleen had a clear view of Billy from the closet and she caught her breath as she watched him pull on his cock. It was a nice looking cock and she wished she was out there in front of him on her knees and offering him her mouth, but he was only fifteen and she just did not dare. Her fingers went to her pussy as she watched him work his cock. She thought of all the cocks she had sucked on the train and she wondered what a young boy would taste like. God but she wanted so bad to find out.
Billy was stroking himself hard and fast and Kathleen's fingers were plunging into her pussy and rubbing her clit and then she saw a rope of cum shoot out from the head of Billy's cock and fall to the floor. The sight of it set her off and she bit her lip to keep from screaming out as she had her own orgasm. She watched him milk the last drop from his cock and then he pulled a hankie out of his back pocket and wiped his cock off and put it away. He knelt down and used the hankie to wipe up what was on the floor and then he put the hankie back in his pocket. He took the three top boxes down and set them on the floor and then went up the stairs and she heard him go out into the garage.
She came out of the closet and was headed for the stairs when something caught her eye. She went over and looked and saw that some of the cum that had spewed out of Billy's cock had hit one of the boxes. She reached out and scooped it up with her finger and brought it up to her nose and sniffed it. It didn't smell any different than Rick's and without even thinking she put her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean and then she suddenly realized what she had just done and she moaned and then rushed up to her bedroom.
She was lying on the bed and using the hairbrush to fill her aching pussy when the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Hello slut," said the unmistakable voice of The Watcher, "Have you missed me? I was out of town for a bit, but I'm back and still looking for my chance. I won't join the line for the tunnel because I going to take your cunt and your ass. Soon slut, I'm going to have you soon."
He disconnected and she dropped the phone on the bed, moaned "Oh God, he knows about the train. Is there anything about me he doesn't know?" and went to work with the hairbrush.
To be continued.
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Kathleen went over the list of things she had to get done with an eye to those items where there was a possibility of being able to expose herself to Billy. She had no idea why she got such a rush from letting the boy see her, she just knew that it turned her on and she loved that turned on feeling.
The item she was giving the most consideration to was the wall between the upstairs bathroom and the kid's bedroom. The kids at one time had done a number on the wall with crayons and finger paint. She had scrubbed and scrubbed the wall, but had never gotten it totally clean so it was going to have to be painted. Her bedroom door was just opposite the wall and if she had Billy paint the wall she could be in the bedroom with the door opened just a crack and give Billy a show. The wall would need two coats of paint and that meant she could tease him for hours. But she was running out of time. She needed to get it done soon.
She put the list down and got ready to go to work. Sever cut business suit and shoes with a two-inch heel. Hair up in an unbecoming bun and almost no make up. A last minute smile as she put her underpants in her purse and then she left the house.
There had been a change over the last week. It was almost as if the men who rode the train with her every day knew that she would be moving soon and wouldn't be taking that train anymore. Three days ago, for the first time, the men had moved in on her on the morning ride and she had given her first west to east blow job as they went through the tunnel. It was as if there was a sense of urgency on the part of the male riders in her car to get as much as they could in the time remaining. Now she had a cock pushed in her mouth going to work AND coming home.
Other than the very first one she had done she didn't know who was using her. She had no idea if every man in the car had pushed his meat in her mouth or if some turned away in disgust. She kept her eyes on the floor when she entered the car and closed them and kept them closed after she was seated. And she smiled at the thought that there ALWAYS was a seat for her.
She could tell when they got close to the tunnel because the men on either side of her would move closer and she would sense someone moving in front of her. Her ears heard the sound of the zipper and it was like Pavlov's bell, the sound made her mouth open and seconds later it was filled with cock. Hands went up her legs and she spread them wide to let the fingers find her pussy and then she was finger fucked as she sucked off the unknown man. Sometimes the man shot off a blast of cum down her throat and sometimes he didn't get off, but the unwritten and unspoken rule was that the cock had to be put away before the train surged out of the tunnel bore. Her eyes stayed closed until her stop was called and then, eyes to the floor, she got up and left.
That morning had been like the prior three days. The man hadn't gotten off, but the fingers working in her pussy had gotten her off. There would be no east to west blow job that night because Rick was going to meet her after school and they were going to a cocktail party put on by one of Rick's customers. She kept several changes of clothes in a locker in the girls locker room and when she got to school she changed into something a little nicer than her sever "cock sucking suit." She touched up her make up in the mirror and headed for her classroom and sat down at her desk just as the bell rang.
Students came into the classroom and took their assigned seats and her work day began. She looked out over the classroom and thought of how much she disliked her first hour. The class was eighty percent female and she got no enjoyment out of teasing girls. Her second and third hours weren't much better. Her favorite class of the day was her fourth hour - seventy-five percent boys. Plus she had an hour break between her fourth hour and her last class of the day and when the 'mood' struck her she would ask one of the boys who didn't have a class the next hour to help her 'do some things'. If the boy were at all observant she would see to it he got an eye full. She was looking forward to the afternoon and she had already picked out the lucky boy and was making plans when Becky from the front office came and got her.
"You have a call in the office."
She followed Becky back to the office and Becky told her that the call was on line three.
"Hello?"
"Hello slut. Just wanted you to know that I haven't forgotten you. Make sure your cell phone battery is charged. I'll be calling you tonight."
Her plans for the day were shot. She could barely concentrate on her classes as she wondered about The Watcher's call and why he would be calling her that night.
++++++
She caught a cab to the address Rick had given her. It was a hotel and the cocktail party was being held in one of the ballrooms on the basement level. There were some people there she knew, people who worked with Rick and who she had met at his company Christmas parties and other cocktail parties. She and Rick circulated and socialized and she was introduced to a half a hundred people who she promptly forgot since she knew she would never see them again.
She had been at the party for an hour and a half when she heard her cell phone beep. She knew who it was before she even took the phone out of her purse. She looked at the display and it read "Private call." She just wouldn't answer it. She would not play his sick games; she just would not take the call. But as the phone continued to beep she felt her pussy dampen and with a sharp little cry of what was probably despair she pushed the button and said:
"Hello?"
"Good evening slut, are you ready?"
"Ready? Ready for what?"
"You know what you little cock-sucking whore. Go to the elevator and take it to the fourth floor."
"Why?"
"Because I will be waiting for you slut. It is going to happen. You and I both know it will happen, so let's get it over with. Take the elevator to the fourth floor. Do it now slut."
He disconnected and she stood there looking at the phone in her hand. He was there! He was there in the building and somehow he had known that she would be there at the cocktail party. Who was he? How did he know so much about her? The answer of course was on the fourth floor.
She glanced around the room and saw Rick in conversation with a couple of men. She dropped her cell phone in her purse and walked over to the doorway to the ballroom. Just opposite was the bank of four elevators, any one of which could take her to the fourth floor, take her to the answers to her questions. Her pussy tingled, she could tell that her nipples were stiff inside her bra and in her minds eye she could see the form in the window across the alley with his hand on his cock as he watched Rick fuck her on the hotel bed.
So simple, just walk the twenty-five feet and push the button. She remembered his hot breath on her neck and the way his fingers felt in her pussy and she shivered when she remembered the way he had called her "slut." She had just taken her first step toward the elevators when from behind her she heard:
"There you are. Are you ready to go?"
She turned and saw Rick walking toward her. She cast a glance at the elevators and then said:
"Yes dear, I'm ready if you are."
On the way home she told Rick, "There is no school tomorrow and I've already asked Billy to help me around the house. Do you have anything you need done?"
"No. Just clear Carol's list is all I can think of. I've decided to go the estimate route on the patio. I have a contractor coming to give me a bid on it Saturday. I should be home from the golf course before he gets there. What are you going to do to morrow?
"Move some things from the attic out into the garage and sort through them and have Billy paint the wall between the bathroom and the kids room."
She slid over next to Rick and her hand went to his fly. She pulled down his zipper and worked his cock out and then bent her head to take it in her mouth. She almost giggled at the thought that she was giving out her going home blow job after all.
++++++
She had the area taped off and a plastic drop cloth covering the floor when Billy got there. She was wearing a pair of cut-off jean shorts that were cut so short that her pussy hairs would have stuck out had she not been clean shaven. With the shorts she wore a very loose halter top and she wasn't wearing a bra. Billy would definitely get an eyeful that day and that would just be BEFORE she took her shower.
When the doorbell rang she ran to open the door and let Billy in. She gave him a big smile and a big surprise when she took his arm and practically pulled him into the house. She pulled him to her and gave him a tight hug. She pressed her breasts into his chest and hoped that he could feel her rock hard nipples and then she pulled back and kissed him on the cheek.
"I just want to thank you honey. I really do appreciate all the help you are giving me. Let me grab my list and we can get started."
They spent the next hour moving things from the attic and the basement out into the garage and then she showed him where the paint and brushes were and took him upstairs and pointed out the area she wanted painted.
"While you paint the wall I'm going to take a quick shower."
She went into her bedroom while Billy went back out to the garage to get the paint. She very carefully left the door open so that there was about a two inch gap between the door and the door jamb and then she went to the middle of the room and looked back at the gap. If Billy could see as much looking in as she could see looking out he was in for the tease of his young life.
She took a quick shower and when she came out she could see him setting up to paint. She walked out to the center of the room and stood there, in profile, as she used a towel to dry off her body. Out of the corner of her eye she could see him standing there, still as a statue, as he looked through the gap at her. Moreover, she could see him rubbing the lump in his pants. She thought back to the day she had watched him jack off and she wondered how she could arrange to see him do it again.
Her body dry she went to work toweling her hair. Standing there with her arms up as she toweled her head she knew that her breasts were thrust out and she could feel his eyes devouring her. She tossed the towel aside and walked over to the dresser and got the body lotion. Moving around as if she was totally unaware that the door was open she opened the lotion bottle and then started rubbing lotion on her body. First her arms. Slowly, taking her time, she did one arm and then the other. A glance out of the corner of her eye showed Billy rooted in place and staring through the gap between the door and the doorframe.
Her arms done she started on her upper body, paying particular attention to her breasts as she slowly rubbed the lotion on. She cupped her breasts in her hands and tweaked the nipples and then moved down to her belly. Another corner of the eye glance showed that Billy hadn't moved an inch from where he was standing when she started. She caught her breath as she saw he had taken his cock out and was slowly stroking it. She needed to move so she could see without him knowing. She turned her back to him, spread her legs and bent at the waist to rub lotion on the backs and fronts of her legs.
She looked back through her spread legs and she could see him working his cock. "Oh my God" she thought, "This is so hot" as she ran her fingers through her pussy lips as she moved her hand to spread lotion on the cheeks of her ass. She closed her eyes as her fingers stroked her pussy and imagined herself on the train going into the tunnel with Billy standing in front of her. The thought sent shivers through her body. She heard a sound and opened her eyes and saw that Billy was no longer in the hall watching. The door was wide open and Billy was in the room and coming toward her.
No!!! This was not the way it was suppose to happen. She needed to get up and run into the bathroom and lock the door behind her. He moved toward her, but she could not make herself move. She looked back through her legs and saw his hands reach for her. She felt him grab her hips and the, "No Billy, don't" died in her throat as she felt the head of the young boys cock push at her pussy and she let out a long, low moan as his cock slid into her already hot and dripping pussy. He pushed into her a half dozen times and she felt him spurt.
"No," she moaned, "No, not yet" but it was too late because he already had. She turned and went to her knees in front of the boy and took his cock in her mouth. "I'll get you back" she moaned as her lips locked around him, "I'll get you back". She had him hard in no time and she stood up and pulled him over to the bed. She got on her knees and moaned, "Hurry honey, hurry" and was almost instantly rewarded as Billy's hard cock lanced into her. She was naked and he still had all of his clothes on, but she didn't care. All she cared about was the stiff dick plowing her pussy. She urged him on, begging him to fuck her harder, to make her cum, and he plowed away at her. She did have one orgasm before he came and when he did she pushed him off of her, spun around and went after his cock with her mouth again. It took a little longer to get him back up that time, but as soon as he was hard she mounted him and fucked him again.
She was lying there and folding him while he sucked on her breast and she said:
"You know that no one can ever know about this right?"
"Yes ma'am."
"I'm serious Billy, no one, not even your best buddy can ever know. If word gets out it could get back to my husband and he would put a stop to it. He would probably throw me out of the house. We don't want that do we? We wouldn't be able to do it anymore and you do want to do it some more don't you?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Go paint the wall honey. I'll wait here for you."
He got off the bed and rushed out to do the wall and through the open door she watched him as she fingered herself. She had to keep it warm for him, didn't she? She fingered her pussy as she watched Billy through the open door. He looked so cute as she watched his naked body move back and forth as he moved from one end of the wall to the other. He kept glancing in at her lying on the bed, fingers busy in her pussy, and she could see his erect cock bobbing as he walked. Twice he had put the brush down and headed for the bed, but both times she had stopped him and had told him not until he had the first coat on the wall.
As she watched Billy work she wondered at the changes that had come over her since that night in the hotel room. She had never teased anyone before in her life. She had never felt any need to exhibit herself before then either. She damned sure never thought of giving head to faceless strangers on a train. She never had intended to cheat on Rick either. The thing with Billy was never supposed to be anything but teasing and exhibitionism. She still didn't understand why she hadn't run for the bathroom and locked herself in or why she was lying on the bed eagerly waiting for him to finish putting the first coat on the wall. And what about her mystery man, The Watcher. Would she really have taken the elevator to the fourth floor if Rick hadn't come along when he did? She broke off her thoughts as Billy came into the room.
"The first coat is on."
"Then come over here and get paid for it honey" she said as she opened her arms and legs to accept him.
++++++
She dressed and sent him back to the wall to apply the second coat and then she went out into the garage and began going through boxes and sorting out what she was going to keep and what she was going to throw away. She was bent over a box when Billy came up behind her and put his hands on her hips. She looked at her watch and saw that they had time and said:
"Go ahead baby. If you really want it go ahead and pull down my shorts and give it to me."
He took her from behind as she bent over the box and after giving her two orgasms he came. She turned, hugged him and kissed him and then said:
"Rick leaves for golf at seven. If you get here early enough we can work some items off my list and maybe find some time to play. Would you like that?"
The smile on his face was all the answer she needed. He hadn't been gone five minutes when the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"I saw you slut. I saw you start for the elevator. There will be another time and you know it. When I call you will come and you know that too" and he hung up.
Would she? Would she really go to him if he called and told her to? She remembered her first hesitant step toward the elevator that night and she shivered as her pussy started to tingle.
++++++
Kathleen wondered if she should see a shrink. There had to be a reason for the turn her life had taken, but even if she sought out professional help would she be able to tell a stranger what she had been doing? Could she tell anyone - even a mental health professional - how big a slut she had turned into? She doubted it. She looked back at the past week and wondered how someone would take a description of it. On Monday she sucked off two nameless, faceless men on a train and once at school she managed to flash a couple of different boy; giving one a nice look down her blouse and the other a pretty good look up her skirt.
One Tuesday, Rick's bowling night, she and Billy moved a half dozen boxes from the basement to the garage and then they had fucked for two solid hours and earlier in the day she had given out her two train blow jobs.
On Wednesday she rode into the city with Rick so she only gave out the one blow job on the way home. She was able to tease a few boys and then just before she'd left work Rick had called her and told he would be working late so she had called Billy as soon as she got home. She didn't waste anytime on the list, just pulled him into the bedroom where the two of them spent the next two hours fucking.
Thursday and Friday were a repeat of sucking cocks on the train and teasing boys at school.
And then there was Saturday. How could she ever explain Saturday to anyone? There were several really heavy items in the basement that needed to be moved up into the garage and Billy had brought his eighteen year old friend Todd along to help. She had been disappointed because she had planned on some play time with Billy, but with Todd there she had to behave.
When they were done and getting ready to leave she had called Billy back into the house for a moment. Billy told Todd to wait a minute, that he would be right back, and then he had followed her into the dining room. She had sat him down on a chair.
"We don't have time to do what I want to do honey," she had said as she pulled down his zipper, "But I can give you a quick blow job."
Her head was bouncing up and down on Billy's cock when Todd walked into the room. He had gotten tired of waiting and had come back in the house to ask Billy how much longer they were going to be there. He took one look at what was going on and had seen her gulping Billy's cum down and he had taken out his cock, walked over to her and put it in her face. She hadn't even hesitated - she had leaned forward and had taken him in her mouth.
Five minutes later she was on her knees on her bed with an eighteen year old in her mouth while a eighteen year old was getting rid of his virginity in her from behind. How in the hell could she tell anybody, even a shrink, about something like that?
She knew she was out of control and that she needed to do something to get her life back on track. The move to the new house would be the first step in getting straightened out. The new house would take her away from Billy and her commute would be different so that would eliminate the train rides. She would satisfy her urges by teasing the boys in her class and fucking Rick's brains out. She didn't think either would complain.
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The next several weeks were busy ones for Kathleen as she spent her days in the classroom and her evenings and weekends getting ready to move. Anyone observing her during that period would think she was organized, well ordered and efficient, but she wasn't 'well ordered' at all. Her life was anything but.
In the last few months she had unleashed something that she had never known she had inside her. One hour in an eighteenth floor hotel room with the drapes open had let loose a sexual being she had never been aware of. From loving wife and prim and proper school teacher to slut in one hour and she didn't understand where it came from. She didn't understand it, but someone did. He had looked at her from a distance of thirty feet and had immediately known she was a slut and four hours later he had pinned her to a wall, shoved his fingers into her pussy and had told her that when the time came he was going to fuck her until she bled.
At the time she didn't know of The Thing that was inside her, but she knew it now. She was still a loving wife, but the prim and proper schoolteacher was long gone. She now knew that that a loving wife could also be a cheating wife. She had taken other cocks into her body, but it hadn't decreased her love for her husband. All her cheating had done was increase the sexual aspect of her love for Rick. She was constantly horny and pulling him into the bedroom. He had wondered where the "new sexual Kathleen" had come from and she had told him she had switched the brand of her birth control pills and it had changed her hormonal balance.
The prim and proper schoolteacher had disappeared in a dark tunnel one day. She had gone into that tunnel a confused woman who didn't understand what she was doing and she had come out of that tunnel into the light of day a slut. What else could you call a thirty-three year old woman who daily sucked off faceless strangers on a train and who had two teenaged boys as lovers? No, her life was anything but well ordered.
Her days were spent sucking off strangers on a train and teasing the male students in her classes. On Tuesday nights as Rick rolled his bowling ball down the lane at the bowling alley she was rolling the balls of her two teenaged lovers in her hand as she sucked them off and they used their youthful exuberance to fuck her senseless. On Saturday morning while Rick was lining up his putt to push the ball into the hole her two teenage studs were pushing their cocks into her holes.
+++++
She and Rick had timed their move to coincide with the start of her spring break. She had mixed emotions as she looked toward the move. She was eager to be in the new house, but moving would take her away from Billy and Todd. The new house would also put and end to her train rides and the slut in her would really miss those trips through the tunnel. There was something terribly erotic and exciting about taking the cock of an unknown and faceless stranger in her mouth. Why she had done it the first time and why she had let it continue she didn't understand any more than she understood why the men did it since two-thirds of them were never able to get off before the trip through the tunnel was over.
She looked at her watch and saw that it was almost eight. The kids were over at Rick's moms for the weekend so she didn't have to worry about them getting in the way. Rick had borrowed his cousin's twenty-four foot enclosed Haulmark trailer and pick up truck and they were parked in the driveway already hooked up and ready to go. They had been loading boxes into the trailer all week and Billy and Todd were supposed to be there at eight to help her load a few more boxes and then they were going to go over to the new house with her and unload the trailer. By the time they got back Rick would be home from playing golf and he and the two boys would begin loading the furniture.
She sat at the kitchen table sipping coffee while waiting for the boys and as she waited she thought about her last week on the train. Monday and Tuesday were typical, but Wednesday morning she had changed the game. She still kept her eyes on the floor and closed them when she sat down, but Wednesday when she heard the zipper go down she reached for the zippers of the two men sitting next to her and got their cocks out. She stroked them while the man in her mouth fucked her face. She did the same thing going home that night and again going to work and coming home on Thursday.
Friday morning she changed the game again. As soon as the man on the right had his cock out she stood up, pulled her skirt to her waist and sat down on the man's cock. It was so wicked, erotic and exciting that she came as the cock lanced upwards inside her. She bounced up and down on it as she sucked on the man standing in front of her. When the man she was sucking started to pull back from her she got off of the man whose cock she was riding and sat back down on her seat.
She had been so hot thinking about her morning train ride that it had been hard to concentrate on her classes. But if she had surprised them that morning, that night she had blown them away. They didn't know that she was riding the train for the last time and their jaws dropped as she strutted down the aisle to take her seat. She looked like a two-dollar whore in a short skirt, low cut blouse and five-inch "fuck me" heels. She had no bra or panties and when she sat down her skirt had ridden up and she had spread her legs wide so that anyone who wanted could take a look at her pussy.
She did not keep her eyes on the floor nor did she close them. She looked around at the men and let her glance linger on each one for a second or two as she wondered if he had been one of the ones to enjoy the use of her mouth. The tunnel was coming up and the men on either side of her moved closer. She had liked the looks of the man sitting on her left so she reached for his zipper and was groping for his cock before they even got to the tunnel. Just before they entered the tunnel, while it was still light enough for everyone to see she stood up, turned and bent at the waist and spread her legs wide. With her hands on his thighs for support she lowered her head, swallowed his cock, and her head started bobbing up and down as she waited to see if anyone would accept her open invitation. She smiled as she heard the zipper and just as the train entered the tunnel she felt the hard cock enter her pussy. Before the train came out of the tunnel she came, the man in her mouth came, but the man fucking her hadn't.
"Finish it" she moaned and she held her position as the train shot out of the darkness into the light. "Finish it, cum in me, give me a baby" she hissed.
She looked around the car and saw all eyes on her as the man behind her stabbed himself into her in a frantic effort to get himself off. Jesus, it had been just so hot and slutty as she had looked from man to man as her fucker groaned and she felt the hot wetness fill her. The man pulled out and she stood up and turned to face him and kissed him and forced her tongue into his mouth.
"Hopefully you just knocked me up" she told him even though she knew that it was impossible for him to have done so. Her stop was called and she pushed her skirt down and strutted over to the door leaving them all wondering if they would be the lucky one to fuck her next. They would think of her all weekend, but they would never see her again.
She was hot enough to melt when she got home. Poor Rick never knew what hit him when he walked in the door. Luckily his parents had picked up the kids from school to keep them for the weekend so she didn't have to hold back. She was surprised he had enough strength left to get out of bed that morning. She heard the doorbell and got up to let the boys in.
+++++
She was driving the pick up and Todd and Billy were on the seat next to her with Billy in the middle. She was wondering if they could get the trailer unloaded in time to get back to the old house in time to have some fun when Billy reached over and tugged on the zipper of her jeans. She pushed his hand away and said:
"Behave yourself young man, we can't be doing anything in public."
She smiled when she said it because she knew full well that if he was driving she would have had his cock in her mouth by then. That was another change in her since the night in the hotel room. Before that night she had always been lukewarm about oral sex and when she had sucked Rick she had never let him cum in her mouth. Now it seemed like cocks were a magnet for her mouth and she must have swallowed a gallon of sperm in the last two months. She was just sorry that none of it had been Rick's. She would eventually swallow his, but first she had to get him used to her new oral talent. She hadn't dared go from one partial blow job every two or three months to sucking on him every time they made love, from never letting him cum in her mouth to swallowing every drop. Rick was not a stupid man and he would wonder about the sudden change and she didn't need that. She was bringing him along slowly. He was getting more head now than he had ever gotten before, but she still hadn't swallowed any of his cum. She had set the stage the last two times they had made love. She had let him cum in her mouth and she had swished it around a bit before spitting it out. She would swallow him the first time they made love in the new house and then tell him she did it to make their first time in the new house special. And of course once started there would be no reason to stop.
She heard a zipper and she looked over to see Billy pull out his cock. He stroked it a couple of times and then took hold of her right wrist and pulled her hand down to his cock. She wrapped her hand around it and jacked it a couple of times before taking her hand away.
"Put it away Billy. Not in public and not in broad daylight. I'll take care of your problem later, I promise."
+++++
It had taken them an hour and a half to unload the trailer and when they were done she went into the kitchen ands was washing her hands at the kitchen sink when Billy came up behind her and reached around and cupped her tits in his hands. She felt his erection pushing against her butt and she decided not to wait until they returned to the old house. There was no bed but she thought back to the day before when she had been taken from behind while standing up.
"Pull my jeans down Billy" she said, "Hurry baby, I need it."
The youngster wasted no time in getting her jeans and the thong she was wearing off her. She bent over the sink, spread her legs and waited for Billy to shove his hard cock into her. She moaned as his dick slid into her hot, wet hole and she hissed:
"Oh yeah lover, fuck mommy, fuck me hard."
Todd walked in and saw what was going on and he said, "Cool" and stripped off his jeans and boxers. He jumped up on the counter and said to Billy:
"Move her on down here so she can suck my cock while you fuck her."
Without removing his cock Billy shuffled the two of them sideways until she was in front of Todd. His cock was jutting up out of his lap and she lowered her head and started licking it. Billy fucked her hard while she braced herself with her hands against the counter top and her head bobbed up and down on Todd. Todd came first and she swallowed his offering and kept on sucking on him. He was just starting to grow again when Billy grunted and she felt him cum. Todd took his fresh hard on and moved behind her while Billy got up on the counter and pulled her head down to his slimy dick. Todd drove into her and she started licking, kissing and sucking Billy's limp meat.
Through the window she could see into the neighbor's backyard and she saw the two young brothers doing yard work. The tallest one glanced her way and then said something to his brother and his brother also looked in her general direction. Did they know? Could they see what she was doing? Oh God, that would be so hot! Not even knowing them, but them already knowing that their new neighbor was a slut. She was tempted to wave at them just to see if they would wave back. The thought that they might be seeing their new neighbor being fucked by boys no older than themselves inflamed her.
"Fuck me honey, fuck me" she moaned as Todd banged away at her. "Push your cock deep baby, make me cum."
It took him almost five minutes to bust his nut and then he swapped places with Billy again. Billy moved behind her and pushed his hard cock at her asshole. She usually didn't care for anal sex, but she was hot, so very, very hot and she doubted that she would ever fuck Billy again. She grabbed the bottle of Dawn dishwashing liquid and handed it to Billy.
"If you are going to do me there honey use this and your fingers to loosen me up real good" and then she went back to working on Todd's cock while Billy worked on her butt hole.
Through the window she saw that the two boys in the backyard next door kept looking over at her house and the more she thought about it the more she thought they just might be able to see what was going on in her kitchen. Billy had three fingers in her butt by then and she was moaning around Todd's cock. She took her mouth off Todd long enough to tell Billy to soap up his cock real good and then went back to kissing, licking and sucking on Todd's root.
She gasped as Billy pushed his cock into her butt and her eyes teared a bit from the initial pain, but she knew from experience that the pain would soon turn to pleasure and all she had to do was endure it and the discomfort for a minute or two.
"Slow down and go easy lover; don't go too fast and hurt momma" she told her young lover and then went back to work on Todd.
In minutes the pain faded and she started pushing back at Billy and when she did he started fucking her tight little tush just a little faster. Todd pushed himself off the counter and started sucking on her left breast. She was hot, oh God was she hot. Todd sucking on her breast, Billy pounding into her ass and the neighbor boys knowing - she just KNEW that they knew - that she was being fucked in her kitchen. She had to know! She couldn't leave the house without knowing so she raised her right hand and gave a little wave. For seconds nothing happened and THEN BOTH OF THEM WAVED BACK! Oh my God! They DID know! They knew that their new neighbor was a slut for teenage cock! That thought blew her mind and she had a shattering orgasm.
She stood there leaning against the counter, body spasming, and she barely noticed when Todd pulled her down to the floor and on top of him. Billy's cock pulled out of her ass as she was on the way down and when Todd pulled her on top of him he pushed his cock up into her pussy. Billy put a hand in the middle of her back and pushed her down so she was lying on Todd's chest and then he pushed his dick back into her ass. She screamed and cried out:
"Oh fuck yeah! Oh my God yes, yes yes. Fuck me you animals, fuck me. I'm your whore! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
The two boys soon worked out a rhythm and she cried, yelled and screamed as they fucked her. She was just on the edge of another orgasm when she looked up and saw the two boys from next door looking in the window at her. Oh my God! An eighteen year old in her pussy, an eighteen year old in her ass and an eighteen and nineteen year old watching. It pushed her over the edge and she screamed as her orgasm took her. The scream scared the two boys and they took off running for their yard as she moaned and cried her way through her climax.
Billy came first and then Todd and as she gathered her wits she looked at her watch and saw what time it was. "We need to get going guys. Rick is probably there waiting for us."
As they walked out of the house she saw the two neighbor boys standing by the fence and she gave them a little wave. She saw them smile and hesitantly wave back.
+++++
It had taken four trips, but by ten PM everything was moved. She went up to take a shower while Rick ran the two boys home. Just before they left, while Rick was down in the basement, she had given each of her young lovers a passionate kiss and then had told them that she would find a way to see them again even though she knew she wouldn't.
That night she had reduced Rick to ruin. She had sucked his cock to completion and then had surprised the hell out of him when she swallowed his load and kept on sucking him until he was hard again. Once up she had mounted him for the first of several times and had fucked him and sucked on him until he just could not get it up anymore. When she finally gave up trying to get him back in action and fell to the bed beside him he had asked:
"What got into you tonight?"
"I just wanted your first fuck in your new house to be memorable."
"Well it was and I thank you from the bottom of my heart for that beautiful blow job. But how about you? Was the first time memorable for you too?"
"Oh yes lover, my first fuck in this house will stay with me forever" and she had smiled at that memory as she and Rick cuddled up and fell asleep.
To be continued...
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Pretty much everyone knows about Stockholm Syndrome - the name given to the condition that occurs when a hostage befriends or starts to feel compassion for his or her captor. I wonder if there is a similar syndrome for rape victims? I watched my wife being raped but she never told me about it and never reported it to the authorities. And even though I know she can't stand the asshole I know that she has seen him at least twice more.
Trisha and I have a cabin up in the mountains. It isn't much, just a place for weekend getaways. We get up there once every six weeks or so and when we are there Trisha usually lays out and soaks up the sun while I take our two boys and go rock climbing. We have a neighbor who is semi-retired and who lives on the mountain full time. Trisha can't stand Archie and I don't know why. I can only guess that it might have been because Archie is black
When we bought the property and were surveying to build Archie came over and introduced himself and started giving up pointers on what to avoid when building in the mountains. He was extremely helpful and put us in touch with all of the right people to get all of the necessary clearances and permits. During the construction phase Archie was the self appointed watchdog over our property and was twice able to stop the theft of our building materials. Even though the boys and I liked Archie and considered him a friend Trisha never did cotton to him. The trouble was that she didn't hide it.
It was the first weekend in October and the weather was unseasonably warm for that time of the year. The boys and I had packed a lunch, filled our canteens and had headed out for a rock outcropping that we wanted to try and climb. As we left Trisha was spreading her blanket and getting ready to catch some rays. I told her to be careful, "Don't forget what the sun can do to you at this altitude" and then I kissed her and the boys and I set out. We saw Archie sitting on his front porch and we waved as we passed by and he waved back.
It was about twenty-five minutes later when we topped a ridge that overlooked the site of our cabin and we sat down to take a break. I put my binoculars to my eyes and looked for our cabin and when I found it I focused in on it. Trisha was lying on her back on her blanket with her arm over her eyes to block the sun. I sat there drinking in the sight of my sexy wife in her bikini bathing suit. I was just about to put the binoculars down when I saw Trisha suddenly sit up and look to her left. I panned left with the glasses and saw Archie walking toward her. Trisha sat there and watched him approach and when he got to her they started talking to each other. After a minute or so I saw anger on Trisha's face and she scrambled to get up off the blanket. She said something to Archie and turned to walk away from him, but Archie's arm shot out and grabbed the back strap of Trisha's bikini top and he jerked her back. He spun her around and said something and Trisha slapped his face. Archie spun her around, forced her down on the blanket and then sat down on top of her.
Trisha was fighting to get out from under him and even though I couldn't hear her I could tell she was screaming, not that it would do any good, except for Archie our nearest neighbor was two miles away. Archie took out his pocketknife and cut Trisha's bikini bottoms off of her and tossed them aside and suddenly a cold fear gripped my heart as I realized what I was seeing and that there wasn't a damned thing that I could do about it. It was too far away to run back in time to stop anything and too far away for me to yell and have Archie hear me. If I jumped up and down, waved my arms and screamed to try and get his attention all I would accomplish would to bring the boys over and then they would use their binoculars to see what was going on. I didn't think that it would be a good thing for a twelve and a thirteen-year-old to see their mother being raped. All I could do was watch and observe everything possible so I could give the police an accurate statement.
Archie tossed Trisha's bikini bottoms aside and then he unzipped himself and pulled out his black cock. He got off Trisha, pulled her up on her knees and then he took her from behind. He fucked her for almost five minutes before I saw him pull away and I saw his soft cock fall out of her. He looked down at Trisha, still on her hands and knees and said something. I saw Trisha say something and her shake her head no. Archie undid his belt and stepped out of his trousers and said something and again Trisha seemed to respond in the negative. Archie walked around in front of her, reached down and grabbed a handful of Trisha's hair and jerked her head up. He pushed his cock toward Trisha's mouth and she turned her head aside. Archie jerked her hair real hard and when Trisha opened her mouth to scream Archie pushed his cock between her lips. Then he held her head in both hands and fucked her face and as much as it pains me to admit it I found that her white face and his black cock had a certain erotic symmetry to it. That went on for several minutes and then Archie let go of her head and stepped back from her and I saw that he was hard again. He said something to Trisha and I saw her look up at her with pure hatred on her face and say something back to him. Archie went to his knees next to her, pushed her over on her back and grabbed an ankle in each hand. He said something and Trisha spit up at him. Archie forced her legs apart, lifted them up on his shoulders and plunged his cock into her pussy.
It took Archie almost ten minutes to cum the second time and for almost five minutes of that time Trisha just laid there with her eyes closed and her hands clenched into little fists. Suddenly her eyes shot open and I saw the horror cross her face as she realized that her body was starting to respond to Archie's assault. Her hands unclenched and I saw her start to reach up to take hold of Archie's ass cheeks and I can only marvel at the will power that Trisha must have had to be able at the last second to pull them back, but I knew that Archie's cock was getting to her. Her head was moving from side to side and even though I couldn't hear I knew she was moaning. I thanked God that her legs were up on Archie's shoulders because I don't think I could have taken seeing them come up and lock around him. The boys started hollering, "Come on dad, let's get going." I told them that I had a charley horse in one leg and told them to go on without me. I'll just stay here and try to work it out until you get back."
Down at the cabin Archie was banging into Trisha and I could see that she was pushing her ass up at him and that she had finally grabbed his ass with her hands. She was looking up at him with a mixture of anger and lust on her face even as the two of them fucked each other. Finally it was over and Archie lifted himself off Trisha and stood there looking down at her while he stroked his cock a couple of times. Trisha was on the blanket watching him as he walked into our cabin. She made no move to get up when he came back with a couple of beers and held one down to her. She just stared up at him for several seconds and then she reached up and took it from him. She sat up to drink it and I watched as the two of them drank the beer and looked at each other. Trisha finished her beer and tossed the bottle aside and started to stand up. Archie said something and Trisha said something and shook her head no. Archie said something and again Trisha answered and I saw her head shake no. Archie stood up and took a step toward Trisha and she hurriedly took off her bikini top and dropped it to the ground. More words were said and then Trisha looked around, as if hoping someone would come and help her. There was no one of course and she got up and walked over to where Archie was setting and knelt in front of him and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him a couple of times and then she lowered her head and began sucking on him. It took Trisha almost five minutes to get him off and even from as far away as I was I could see the cum running down her chin. Then Archie did the totally unexpected - he leaned down and kissed Trisha. It surprised her as much as it surprised me and I saw her head jerk away from his. Archie said something and after a moment of hesitation Trisha leaned forward and Archie kissed her again. Archie said something and Trisha sat down in front to him. She was still between his legs and he was saying something to her. After a minute or so I saw her lean sideways and rest her head on his leg.
The two of them sat there like that for several minutes and neither of them moved or said anything. Then I saw Trisha's hand come up and take hold of Archie's soft cock. She just sat there and held it and in a minute or so it started to grow again. Trisha looked up at Archie, who hadn't said a word, and then she leaned forward and began sucking his cock. A couple of minutes later she stood up and walked over to the picnic table, leaned forward over it, spread her legs and then she looked back to see if Archie was coming. I heard the boys coming back and the last thing I saw before putting my field glasses back in their leather case was Archie taking Trisha from behind as she was bent forward over the picnic table.
When the boys came back they found me leaning against a tree. They asked me how I was and I told them that I had managed to work the charley horse out of my leg. While leaning against the tree and waiting for my sons I tried to come to grips with what I had just seen. That it had been a rape I was sure of. But had it still been a rape when she had sucked his cock hard and then walked over to the picnic table? That I wasn't so sure of. It had looked to me like Trisha was the instigator of the last blow job and she had walked to the picnic table and had looked back at Archie like she was inviting him to join her. Those last five minutes changed everything for me.
I had planned on going back to the cabin, loading everybody up and then driving into town where I would call the sheriff. I had assumed that I would find a crying wife when I got back to the cabin and that she would tell her story to the authorities, but given the last five minutes of what I saw I wasn't so sure. Suddenly I had no idea of what would be waiting for me when I got back to the cabin.
I didn't see Archie at his place when we walked by it and I wondered if he was still at our cabin. Then I wondered if he'd lost track of time and he was still at it with Trisha and what the boys and I might walk up on. I considered turning back and hiking for another hour if for no other reason that to spare the boys the sight of their mother being fucked by a black man, but then they made the decision for me - they took off running for the cabin. I suppose that I could have run with them, but I didn't. I guess I was afraid of what I was going to find when I got there and I wanted to put it off as long as possible, even if only for a few more minutes. I wasn't afraid of a confrontation with Archie, I just didn't want to have in front of the boys, but if he was still there I didn't see how I could avoid it. But then I hadn't counted on finding what I found when I reached the cabin.
Trisha and Archie were sitting on the fold up lawn chairs drinking beer when I walked up. The cut up bikini was nowhere in sight and Trisha gave no indication of what had happened to her. The only sign that things were not quite normal was Archie getting up to leave when I got there since he usually liked to talk with me. I watched Trisha as he walked away and the expression on her face was neutral, but as soon as he was out of earshot she turned to me and said, "I've never liked that black son of a bitch and today he..." and whatever else she was going to say didn't come out as the boys came running up wanting to know what was for dinner.
I wondered if I would hear anything after the boys bedded down for the night and fell asleep. Given that Trisha had been raped - and there was no doubt in my mind that she had been - I would have expected her to be screaming at Archie when I got to the cabin, not sitting and drinking beer. Then I recalled the last five minutes of what I'd seen and I wondered if I would ever hear about her afternoon. I had made up my mind that I wasn't going to say anything, at least just not yet, because deep down inside there was a part of me that just had to know if she would tell me.
She not only did not say anything that night she said that she did not want to make love. That was a first! Before on our trips to the cabin we always made love. Trisha always said that the mountain air made her exceptionally horny, but not that night. There were a couple of opportunities for us to talk the next day while the boys were off running around, but she never said a word. That afternoon I took the boys and went into town to get some things from the hardware store. We were gone about three hours and when we got back to the cabin as I pulled up to park I saw Archie heading back to his place. Trisha never said a word to me about his visit and on a hunch I checked the dirty clothes bag while she was outside with the boys and I was not really surprised when I found a pair of her panties with a crotch that was soaking wet.
I began to wonder if Trisha was really raped the day I had watched. Did she have a side I didn't know about? Was she maybe into rough sex and some how Archie had found out? Was what I saw the first time for the two of them? Was her dislike of Archie just camouflage to keep me from suspecting what the two of them were doing? The only thing I was sure of was that if she didn't bring up what had happened I would and if I had to be the one I wasn't sure that our marriage would survive.
The next day was our last day and the boys wanted to go hiking. We set off, leaving Trisha behind to get things ready to pack into the car. When we got to the spot from where I had watched the supposed rape I sent the boys on ahead and got out my field glasses. I didn't know if I was wasting my time or not. Archie might have gone over as soon as we passed by his place and if he did and they went inside I'd never see it. I sat there with the glasses trained on the cabin for almost an hour before I saw the cabin door open and Archie come out. He stood there a moment, looking around, and then Trisha appeared in the doorway behind him - she was naked! Archie turned and said something to her and then he walked toward his place. Trisha stood in the door and watched until he was out of sight and then she went back into the cabin.
I heard the boys coming back and I put the binoculars away and got ready to walk back to the cabin and the confrontation with Trisha that was probably going to end my marriage.
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I stared at the note that had come in the day's mail and wondered just who in the world could hate me enough to send it to me:
"Hal - Just wanted you to know that your wife is the best piece of pussy I've ever had and she is damned well worth more than the hundred dollars I paid for the privilege."
The note was unsigned and was the product of a word processing program. The envelope had a local postmark and was addressed to me at my office instead of to my home address. As I wadded up the note and tossed it into the wastebasket next to my desk I wondered if it was someone trying to cause problems between me and my wife or just trying to tell me something and if so, what?
I thought about that note off and on for the rest of the afternoon and again on my drive home from work that night. The premise of the note was that my wife was selling her body and that was just plain ridiculous. In the first place she didn't need the money. She had a trust fund from her grandfather that gave her sixty thousand a year. On top of that I made extremely good money at my profession and if that wasn't enough Celeste worked as an executive secretary. She didn't need the money she got from her job, but she did need the work - it got her out of the house and kept her from going crazy.
When the kids had fled the nest leaving Cee with nothing to do but worry about them being out in the cruel world she began looking around for something to occupy her time. She tried volunteering for charitable committees, but soon found that she couldn't put up with the internal politics, back tabbing and backbiting. It seemed that most of the women on those committees were there for the status and the occasional mention on the society pages of the local newspapers. In the end Cee decided to just get a job and go to work. She started as a file clerk and in two years she was the bosses secretary. No, whatever the note was about, it wasn't money.
Looking across the dinner table at Cee I could understand why a man would pay money for the chance at bedding her. Even at forty-four she had the classic beauty and voluptuousness of a Sophia Loren. Her smile was sensuous and her voice was low and throaty and the woman had never failed to stir my blood. Even after over twenty years of marriage we still fucked like sex crazed teenagers. We made love so much that if Cee hadn't had her tubes tied following complications that arose during the delivery of our third child we would probably have had twenty kids. That thought raised another possibility. If the note wasn't about money, could it be that some one was trying to start something that would drive me and Cee apart and maybe give him an open field to take a shot at her? If that was the case he was shit out of luck. I could conceive of nothing, absolutely nothing, that could ever cause me to part from the woman that I loved and adored.
Cee interrupted my thoughts, "What are you thinking Hal? You don't seem like you're here."
"Nothing Cee. Something came up at work today and I'm trying to decide how to handle it."
"Honestly Hal, can't you leave your office stuff at the office when you come home?"
"Actually my love, something has come up here, but I already know how to handle it."
"You are just so romantic. Here? On the table? Or can you hold your lust in check long enough for us to get to the bedroom?"
"The bedroom if we are quick about it, otherwise, clear the table."
In the end I chalked the note up as the work of someone who had it in for me, didn't like me or who was trying to get back at me for something I'd done and who was trying to pull my chain.
The second note arrived the following Friday:
"Hal - I've been watching you and it is clear that you think the first note is the work of some crank. I could tell you that your wife gives state of the art blow jobs, but then you already know that. You also know how much she loves a cock in her asshole, but there are some things that I'll bet you don't know. Did you know that she goes wild when you eat her pussy after some one else has cum in it? She had three customers last Thursday and she went crazy when I sucked the juices of all three out of her. That's the other thing that you don't know about her - she loves multiple partners! The three customers on Thursday? She took them on at the same time - all three holes at once. I know you still won't believe me so here's what you do. Call 555-3232 and tell Louie that you want to make an appointment to see Beatrice. Tell him your name is Steve Anton and that Charles Mobley recommended you to him. I think you can figure out where to go from there."
My first inclination was to wad up the note and toss it into the waste basket, but then I got to thinking about the tone of the note. The writer seemed certain about his facts and he had furnished a phone number. In effect, what he was saying was "if you don't believe me, see for yourself." It was still preposterous to think that Cee was doing what the note said, but why the phone number? It was obvious that the writer of the note wanted me to learn something and curiosity began to take hold. I spent the better part of the day thinking about it and around three in the afternoon I picked up the phone and called the number.
The man who answered sounded black and I asked for Louie.
"Speaking."
I gave him the phony name and said, "Charles Mobley gave me your number. I'd like to make an appointment to see Beatrice."
"You know that she only sees customers on Thursdays?"
"Yes, that is my understanding."
"Well then, we need to get together and take care of the formalities. Charles did tell you that this is a cash only business?"
"Yes, he made that clear."
"Just so we understand each other going in Beatrice is only available from noon till six on Thursday. If you want her for the entire period the cost is $750. If you are only interested in ala Carte head is $100, anal is $200 and straight is $150. You will need to meet with me before hand to handle the transaction."
I arranged to meet him at a bar downtown after work. Louie was a short, balding black man and he cut right to the chase, "And just what is it that you would like from our Beatrice?"
I'd given the matter some thought and I did not want to waste $750 just to find out what the note was all about and who would pay $100 for a blow job and then wait two days to get it? Anal sex was the best bet to make Louie think I was a legitimate customer.
"What I'm looking for is something that my wife won't give me. I want to try anal sex and Charles tells me that Beatrice not only does it, but likes it."
"That's it? All you want is anal sex?"
"Yes, that is what I would like"
"Well, not knowing if you were on the level and would even show up I have already booked Beatrice up from noon until four. Will four o'clock work for you?"
"Yes. I can make it at four."
"Good. That will be $200 and you will have her from four until five."
I handed him the money and he said, "The Algonquin Motel, room 116. Knock twice, wait three seconds and then knock twice again. Enjoy" and he got up and left.
The next two days were weird ones for me. Obviously I was intended to find out something at four on Thursday, but I could not for the life of me figure out what it would be. I thought of a hundred different possibilities and scenarios between the time I gave Louie the $200 and the time I knocked on the door of room 116. The door opened and the one possibility that I had never even remotely considered stared me right in the face.
"Mr. Anton, you are right on time. Please come in."
Numbly I followed Celeste into the room. She closed the door behind me and said, "Louie tells me that your wife denies you anal sex. I'm sure that I can help you out there."
"What in God's name is this all about Celeste?"
"The name is Beatrice Mr. Anton and what this is supposed to be about is anal sex."
"Damn it Celeste, I want some answers."
"You paid for anal sex, an hours worth I believe, and answers to your questions will take longer than that so perhaps we can save that for some other time. Now, do you want anal sex or not? I must warn you that Louie does not give refunds."
"All right Celeste, play your little game, but you will play it without me" and I turned and stormed out of the room. I don't know how long I sat in my car and stared at the door to room 116, but it must have been about an hour. An hour - my allotted time! At five a tall well-dressed black man approached the door and knocked twice and then twice again and the door opened and he went inside and the door closed. It could only mean one thing - my wife was fucking for money - my wife was a whore!
I couldn't make up my mind whether to go to a bar or go home. The idea of finding a bar and getting falling down drunk was appealing, but that would only put off the inevitable. Celeste was "booked" until six and then she would go home, or at least I assumed she would. She was always home on Thursday when I got home from work and even though I now knew about her second job I didn't expect her to change her schedule. The reason I didn't expect a change was because I finally figured out who it was who had been sending me notes. I was pretty sure that it was Celeste. For some reason she wanted me to find out what she was doing. Why she would do that I couldn't fathom any more that I could understand why she was doing what she was in the first place.
I was on the couch watching MSNBC and nursing my fourth drink when I heard Celeste come into the house. It was several minutes before she came in the room and sat down across from me. I glanced at her and then back to the TV. After maybe two minutes of silence Celeste said, "You don't want answers anymore?"
"I got the only answer I needed when your five o'clock showed up and you let him in."
"It isn't what you think Hal."
"Of course it is what I think Celeste. I think you are fucking other men for money and that is just what you are doing."
"It is a bit more complicated than that."
"Maybe for you, but not for me. The big question when I left that motel parking lot was why, but then I got to thinking about it and the why was way overshadowed by the fact itself. What mattered was not why, but that you did."
"I need to explain Hal."
"Then convert to Catholicism and go to a priest for confession."
I got up, made myself another drink, and then went down to the basement to putter around with my wood working tools. Five minutes later Celeste followed me down and pulled up a box and sat down on it.
"Okay Hal, if you don't want to talk I will and you can just listen. I have to get this out of my system and I have to know if we will have anything left when I get done. I'm doing what I'm doing because I'm being blackmailed into doing it. Louie is the janitor where I work and Louie just happened to have a video camera with him on the one night I got drunk and stupid and totally lost my mind. He got it all on tape and then threatened to make the tape public unless I took care of him and a few of his friends. At first he wanted me two or three nights a week and I refused. We negotiated it down to one afternoon a week. Louie is a realist - he knows that something is better than nothing - so for three months now he has been getting wealthy off my pussy."
"Just what did you do that was so terrible that he could blackmail you over it?"
"I got drunk and fucked my boss."
"You and Steve?"
"Afraid so."
"I'm sorry, but I just can't picture that."
"I told you, I was drunk, got stupid and totally lost my mind."
"I said I didn't want to know about this, but now I'm intrigued. You and Steve? Short, fat, bald Steve and you?"
"I don't know how the hell it happened, but it did. We threw an impromptu party for one of the girls leaving to get married. We all chipped in and sent out for some booze and then we sat around drinking and having a bullshit session. Some one turned on a radio to a rock and roll station and before you could say "Elvis" the desks were pushed to the side to make a dance floor. Everyone was drinking pretty heavily by that time and things got pretty raunchy out on the makeshift dance floor. There was a lot of dirty dancing and groping going on. Picture it if you can. Seven young good look guys and twelve young good-looking girls vying for their attention. Some of the girls were more brazen than others in trying to get a guy to dance with. Blouses got unbuttoned, cleavage was uncovered and skirts were rolled up at the waist to show more leg.
"I was watching it all, drinking, laughing and having a good time and then I noticed Steve. He was watching all that young pussy flashing their goodies and his tongue was hanging out. It pissed me off. I don't know why it upset me, it just did. There he was lusting after a bunch of Barbie dolls when the sexiest looking woman in the office was only two feet away from him. It didn't matter that all the young guys in the office were hitting on me, dancing with me and copping feels. It only mattered that Steve wasn't looking at me. I undid a couple of buttons on my blouse - nothing! All he did was stare at the young stuff. I rolled up my skirt to show more leg - nothing!
"By that time I'd had way too many drinks to be thinking straight. I moved over to him and pulled him out onto the dance floor and plastered my body against his and I deliberately rubbed my leg against his cock. You know how short he is; his face was right in my tits and I held him tight and wouldn't let him get away. The entire time I was thinking to myself, "Those young cunts won't do this for you Steve, those young pussies won't even look at you twice. The song ended and I went to make myself another drink. While I was doing that I saw Sarah take Sam's hand and lead him from the room. I saw Steve look around to see if anyone was paying attention to him and I guess that he was satisfied that no one was because he took off and followed Sam and Sarah. Now I was really pissed. I'd rubbed his cock, rubbed my tits all over his face, but was he hanging around me for a better sniff? Hell no, he was sneaking off to watch the young stuff.
"I chugged down the drink I'd just made, made another and then I followed Steve. Just down the hall Steve was standing in an open doorway with his cock out and he was stroking it while looking into the room. I walked down and looked over his shoulder at Sarah on her knees sucking Sam's cock. I lost it! I just absolutely and totally lost my mind. I grabbed Steve by the shoulders and spun him around. "Stupid old man" I said as I went to my knees in front of him, "Lusting after a bunch of young bimbos when the hottest woman you are ever likely to know is right here" and I started sucking his cock.
"You've seen his wife Marty, right?"
I nodded a yes.
"I always wondered what a gorgeous woman like that saw in a man like Steve. I always assumed that she married him for his money, but now I know that I might have been wrong about that."
"How so?"
"Steve has the biggest cock I've ever seen this side of a horse. I had to fight just to get the cockhead into my mouth. Then everything just went blank. I don't remember one little bit of what happened next. I know what happened because I've watched Louie's tape, but I honestly have no memory of it. On the tape I mindlessly tried to deep throat Steve for a couple of minutes and I did get about three inches of that monster in my mouth. Then two guys came up and watched and began to cheer me on. After another minute or so they picked me up and carried me into the office and laid me down on the desk. Sarah stopped sucking Sam long enough to help the two guys pull my panties off me and then the two guys told Steve to fuck me. They told him they wanted to see if I could actually take that huge cock in my pussy. Believe it or not Steve was reluctant. The guys ended up pushing and pulling at him to get him between my legs, but once there he went to work with vigor. It was probably the fucking of my life and I don't remember a second of it, but I lay there and I moaned, cried, screamed and begged Steve not to stop.
"I don't know where Louie was with the camera but when Steve finished and got off me Louie was able to zoom in on my pussy. It was wide open and it looked like you could put your fist in me without any trouble. One of the guys said he doubted that he would even feel me if he fucked me and the other one said that he was probably right, but that he just had to see what it felt like to follow a log like that. After that it was pure gangbang as every guy still at the party fucked me two or three times each while the Barbi dolls stood around and cheered them on. The only one who didn't go for seconds was Steve. The tape showed Sarah trying to get his cock in her mouth, but he pushed her away and ran from the room. When they were done with me they called you to come and get me because I was way too drunk to get in my car and drive. The next two days were the week end so I didn't have to go to work, but when I woke up on Saturday my pussy was so sore I could barely walk and I didn't know why."
"It was too bad I didn't try and make love to you that weekend. If I had I would have noticed your loose pussy and we could have had this conversation then."
"Yes, it is too bad but I didn't know then what had really happened. Monday when I got to work Louie caught me coming in the front door and asked me if I could spare him a minute because he had something he wanted to show me. I followed him to the janitor's office in the basement and he showed me the tape. I still remember every word of the conversation that followed.
"What is it that you want Louie?"
"I want what everybody else got on Friday night and I gots lots of friends who would like a taste of your white pussy. Black man will pay good money for quality white pussy."
"You are out of your mind Louie, forget it!"
"Then I guess I'll just have to make the tape public, maybe even put it on the Internet."
In the end I caved in to his demand and we hammered out a deal. I'm his for six hours every Thursday. He fucks me, gives me to his friends or sells me. You know the rest."
"That's bullshit Cee! You know that you could have come to me and told me what happened. Things might have been strained around here for a while, but you knew how much I loved you. We would have worked it out in time."
"I know that Hal, but I couldn't tell you. You would have put a stop to what was happening and I couldn't stop - I was trying to save a marriage."
"I just told you that it wouldn't have killed our marriage."
"It wasn't our marriage I was trying to save Hal, it was Steve's."
"Steve's marriage?"
"Hal, it was because of me and what I stupidly did that Steve was caught on tape and if that tape got to Marty it would have led to a divorce. I couldn't let my stupidity cost him his wife and turn his life into a shambles. He didn't come after me Hal, he tried to avoid me, but I kept after him until it was too late. He even tried to hold back when I was lying on the desk with my legs spead. It was all my fault Hal, and I couldn't let him suffer because of it."
"So why the notes."
"Because it was killing me to be doing what I was doing behind your back and I didn't have the guts to come right up to you and tell you."
"I don't understand Cee? You didn't tell me at first because you were afraid that I would try and stop you and prevent you from trying to save Steve's marriage, so what has changed?"
"Me Hal, I'm what has changed. I've become a total cock crazy slut. I live for those six hours on Thursday. I look forward to them and my pussy is already dripping when I leave the house on Thursday morning. It didn't start out that way. The first time it was Louie and two his friends and I just endured it. The next Thursday it was Louie and four of his friends and I got a little into it. The third Thursday Louie sold me to five guys and I had all of them in all of my holes from noon until six and I loved it Hal. When I left that motel room to come home that night I was a different me. I was a whore and I had loved it. That night changed me in ways I can't even begin to understand. I go crazy in that motel room staring at the door and wondering what will walk in next. Big cock, small cock, black, Mexican, Arab or maybe Asian. One man, five, ten? I've had fantastic fucks and so-so fucks, but the wickedness of it causes me to orgasm like crazy no matter what. I'm hooked on it Hal. It is like a drug to me, I have to have my Thursdays.



"I can't bring myself to believe what I'm hearing here Cee."
"There is more Hal. I've turned into a blackmailer. I'd seen Steve drive me crazy on that tape, but I didn't remember a second of it and I finally decided that I had to know what it was like. I tried to seduce Steve, but he wouldn't go for it so I showed him a copy of Louie's tape and told him if he didn't fuck me I'd send a copy to Marty. I made him fuck me Hal. I'm no better than Louie, in fact, I'm probably worse. Louie has always been poor and you can hardly blame him for seeing a chance to make some money and going for it, but I did it for self-gratification. I'm not sorry I did it; it was absolutely fantastic and I loved it. Steve fucks me on his desk or my desk once a day now and I'm glad to say I don't have to force him to do it.
I just stood there looking at the woman that I no longer knew and maybe had never really known.
"There is one more part to the story Hal - the Friday afternoon gangbangs. After the guys in the office had me the first time they wanted more and they kept after me until I gave in. Once or twice a month on a Friday afternoon I get gangbanged in the office. Actually it is more of an orgy since Bev and Sarah are usually on their backs with me. That is the whole story Hal. That is what I had to get out into the open. It was like an ulcer eating at my guts and I had to get it out."
"Why? Why in God's name did you have to tell me? I didn't know. I didn't have a clue. If you would just have kept your mouth shut I could have gone on being fat, dumb and happy and we could have continued on with our life. Now we are fucked Cee. How in the hell can we go on with our life now?"
"Well Hal, as stupid as it sounds I had hopes that you might love me enough just to accept this as one of my quirks."
"You can't be serious?"
"Why not? I still love you. I still would rather live my life with you than with anyone else. Have you noticed any slackening off of love and affection on my part? Has your sex life suffered any? No, if anything our sex life now is better than it has ever been. I want you Hal, but I just could not go on deceiving you. I'm just hoping that you might have a kinky side that I've never been aware of and that what I've just told you will fire you up and make you want me even more."
"I'm sorry to have to disappoint you Celeste, but I'm afraid that I don't have a kinky side. As far as being able to accept what you have been doing as a 'quirk' I can't do that either. I can't even say that if you want to save our marriage you have to stop what you are doing because our marriage is dead Celeste, whether you stop or don't, our marriage is over. I can not live with a whore, a woman who betrayed me and my trust. We could have gotten by your one drunken night, but I can never get by the rest."
"Please Hal, think about it. I love you honey and I want you."
"Well I don't want you anymore Celeste. You are damaged goods and I will not settle for some one else's leftovers. Given the circumstances I think it would be best if you moved out. I'll try to stay out of your way while you pack and move out."
The divorce was final three years ago. I still hear of Celeste occasionally. She is still working for Steve in what I have come to consider his whorehouse. Louie is still making money off her although probably a lot more now since she doesn't have to confine herself to just Thursdays. I get a card from her on my birthday, Valentine's Day, Sweetest Day and at Christmas telling me that she misses me terribly and asking me to call. I don't. I think about her a lot and I miss her so much that it hurts, but I don't ever call.
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I couldn't say that I wasn't warned. I had been and rather forcefully. "No!" Brian had said to me, "I will not be your best man, I will not be a party to the biggest mistake of your life."
"It isn't a mistake Brian. I love her and she loves me."
"She also loves cock Jimmy. You know her track record. She has been a cock hungry slut since the ninth grade and it never changed all the way through high school and the first three years of college."
"I know that Brian, but that was all before we fell in love. I'm not going to the marriage bed a virgin. What happened before I proposed to her is in the past."
"To you maybe Jimmy, but Mickey is never going to be a one man woman. Somewhere along the way she will gut you like a fish and leave you bleeding. It is her nature Jimmy, no one man is ever going to be enough for her. I won't stand there next to you and smile knowing what is going to happen. And happen it will Jimmy, maybe not right away, but it will happen."
++++++
I knew better of course. Michelle and I were deeply in love and I knew with all my heart and soul that when we took our wedding vows we would live happily ever after.
It hurt me that my closest friend, my best buddy since the third grade, would not only not be my best man, but wouldn't even come to the wedding and the reception. Of course Michelle commented on it and in keeping with my promise to myself to always be honest with my wife I told her why. I had expected her to be pissed and say a few unkind words about Brian, but she didn't. She just looked at me and said:
"He's wrong Jimmy, you do know that don't you? You are my life and you always will be."
I did know that.
++++++
I knew what she had been like before we got together, how could I not? She lived two doors down from me and we had been classmates from the fifth grade all the way through high school. I was at a party after the senior prom where she had taken on seven of our classmates. I'd been in the car next to her at the drive in movie when she and Steve had climbed into the back seat and the car started rocking. Ten minutes later Steve had gotten in the front and Ted had gotten in back with her and the car bounced some more. I had been on the roof of our house installing a motorized TV antenna and had looked down into her backyard and had seen her on her knees sucking Mark's cock while Ben fucked her from behind.
I knew what she was before she started going steady with me, but none of that mattered once she committed to me any more than Donna, Maria, Sue, Abby, Bonnie, Sarah or Nancy mattered to Michelle once I committed to her.
You might ask why, given our close proximity to each other and given the way she was, that I had never been one of her lovers and that we had never even dated before halfway through our junior year in college. The simple fact is that I was insecure where Michelle was concerned. She as just so beautiful, outgoing and fun loving and I was such a nobody that she intimidated me. Maybe intimidated is not the right word to use. Maybe not intimidated as much as afraid of rejection.
I know, I know, that sounds stupid seeing that I had so many girlfriends, but it was the truth. It didn't matter how many girls I took to bed, they weren't Michelle. I had been in love with Michelle since she was twelve and my mind set was that if I asked her for a date and she turned me down all hope was lost. If I never got turned down there was always the chance "that someday maybe..." Dumb, but people in love are not always thinking at their swiftest.
I might have been fifty and still thinking "someday maybe" if one night at a party Michelle hadn't come up to me and said:
"Can I ask you something Jimmy?"
"Sure Mickey."
"Are you ever going to ask me out?"
I was caught flat-footed and didn't know what to say. I just stood there speechless.
"Come on Jimmy, you've known me forever, long enough to call me Mickey and I don't let just anybody do that. It isn't a hard question. Are you ever going to ask me for a date? Come on Jimmy, I'm waiting."
"Give me a second here. I'm trying to sort this out in my mind."
"What's to sort out?"
"I'm trying to figure out why you are over here asking me a question like that while your date is over by the beer keg watching us."
"My date has nothing to do with this. We have known each other for over twelve years, we've seen each other almost every day of those twelve years and I've seen the way you look at me. I've always wondered why you have never asked me for a date and tonight I decided that I had to ask."
I did what any red-blooded American boy would do in a situation like that - I lied. "I've never asked because the timing was never right. When I wasn't going with some girl you were always with some guy. When you weren't seeing some guy I was with some girl. Tonight is a good example. I broke up with Amy last week and I'm here tonight stag, but you are here with a boyfriend."
"He isn't a boyfriend, he is just a date. He brought me so I will leave with him, but I won't say yes to another date with him and that means I'm looking at a dateless weekend unless...."
I can be a little slow sometimes, but I try not to be hopelessly stupid so I asked, "Would you like to take in a movie with me Friday night?"
"I'd love to."
And that started it. Half a dozen dates led to us going steady. One day while strolling through the mall with Mickey she stopped at a jewelry store and stood there looking in the window at the wedding and engagement rings on display. She didn't say anything, but she kept looking at me and then back at the display. I knew what the unspoken question was, but I didn't say a word.
Later that night as we were having dinner at Carl's Chop House Mickey asked me what my intentions were. "Are you ever going to take us any farther than we are now?"
It was truth time so I said, "I hadn't much thought about it."
"Why not?"
"Because I'm not sure going any farther is a good idea."
"You know that you are going to have to spell that out for me Jimmy."
There wasn't anyway out except to put it out into the daylight so I took a deep breath and said:
"I've known you since you were eight years old Mickey, and being in the same grade with you all the way through school has let me see you as you are. I've watched you take on multiple partners at the drive in and I've seen at least one of your gangbangs - the one at the senior prom - and I've seen you in action a couple of other times. I don't think you are capable of being a one man woman."
"So what you are saying is that I'm a cock crazy whore?"
"No, I'm not saying anything bad about you here Mickey, I'm just stating that I believe you have a sexual appetite that no one man can satisfy. That doesn't make you bad, just not a good candidate for being a faithful wife. Just on your past track record the odds are that down the road you will take on another playmate to satisfy you sexually and I'm just not a sharing kind of guy."
"So what you are saying is that it is a given that I'll cheat on you if we were to get married."
"Again, based on your past track record I'd say hat the odds are good that you would."
She looked at me without saying anything for almost a minute and then she used her napkin to wipe her mouth, tossed it down on the table and said:
"Take me home please."
When we got to her place I walked her to the door and without turning to look at me she put her key in the door, opened it and said, "Goodbye Jimmy" and went inside and closed the door. Goodbye, not goodnight. I walked back to my car knowing that I had lost something very dear to me.
+++++
I called Michelle the next morning and she said, "We have nothing to say to each other Jimmy, please don't call again."
I called her next day and then every day for two weeks and as soon as she heard my voice she would hang up on me. After two weeks I finally accepted it and stopped calling.
She wouldn't talk to me, but that didn't mean that I couldn't see her. Hardly a day went by on campus that I didn't see her. I would see her for sure every Monday and Thursday because we were both in Professor Bradley's 10 AM Poli Sci class and Tuesdays and Fridays we both had Rossman's 9:15 AM Managerial Economics. I saw her at the bookstore, in the cafeteria at the Student Union and just walking across the campus and the one constant was that she would never acknowledge me. If she saw me she would turn her head away and if I were bold enough to say "Good morning" or "Good afternoon" she ignored me.
Things went on that way until the end of the term and then it was summer break. I signed up for summer classes so the last half of my senior year would be light. Mickey didn't take any summer classes, but that didn't mean that I didn't see her. She still lived two doors down from me and it was impossible not to see her from time to time. When the fall term started we found that we were in Martindale's 10 AM Statistical Analysis and before the day was over Mickey had dropped the class. Didn't matter, I still saw here everywhere I went on the campus. I saw her everyday and it hurt like hell. I had been in love with her for years and I finally had her and then I blew it. I cursed myself for not finding some way to keep us together instead of telling her what drove us apart.
I saw her every day and I was so busy wallowing in self-pity that I hadn't noticed it was not the same Michelle that I was seeing. The old Michelle never went anywhere that she didn't have two or three guys hovering around her like bees hovering around a pollen-laden flower. The Michelle I was seeing around campus was alone - always alone.
But then so was I. I hadn't dated once since the night Michelle told me goodbye. I had buried myself in classes and homework.
+++++
It was the week before spring break and I was sitting at a table in the Student Union when Michelle pulled out a chair and sat down across from me. We looked at each other without speaking for several moments and then she said:
"I love you Jimmy. I love you and not being with you is killing me. I don't know how I can convince you that you are wrong about what will happen if you marry me, but I haven't dated anyone since our last date and I haven't wanted to be with anyone. I need you Jimmy, I desperately need you."
She wiped a tear from her cheek and seeing her that way and knowing I was responsible broke my heart. I reached across the table and took her hand:
"My life hasn't been worth shit without you in it Mickey. I'd rather take a chance on what might happen down the line than go another day without you."
She wiped the tears away and grinned at me and said, "Want to skip classes for the rest of the day?"
The next day we picked out the ring and turned the parents loose on planning the wedding.
++++++
With the exception of Brian not being there the wedding and reception were joyous affairs. Mickey and I went to Aruba on our honeymoon and it was on the honeymoon that I found out something about my new bride that I had never known. Michelle was an exhibitionist and a terrible tease. We made love out on the balcony of our room where we could have been (and probably were) seen by anyone on the surrounding balconies.
One night while walking on the beach Mickey pulled me down behind a beached boat and gave me a blow job where anyone walking by could have seen it. She took my cock out and played with it in taxicabs, all the while looking in the rear view mirror to see if the driver was watching. A room service waiter got to "accidentally" see her naked when her robe "accidentally" fell open.
She wore short skirts and then sat in restaurants in a way that anyone who cared to look would see that she wasn't wearing any panties. She wore low cut blouses without a bra and would bend down to let some guy look down her blouse and when the guy got a hard on she would nudge me, point him out and say:
"I think he wants me. What do you think?"
I didn't care. It was her honeymoon and she was having fun and God knows she was keeping me happy. She did her best every night to fuck my brains out and I was almost relieved when the honeymoon ended and we flew back home.
+++++
We had both graduated four months before the wedding and had both found entry-level jobs in our chosen fields and we set out to try to climb the corporate ladder. Four years went by and subtle changes began to occur. Mickey had moved up to department manager and she started stopping after work with the people from her office for a drink or three. Those nights with her co-workers got later and later and on some of the nights she would be stopping she would wear something low-cut and with some sexy lingerie under it. When I asked her about it all she said was:
"You know me sweetie. Just kidding around, teasing and having some harmless fun."
I didn't dwell on it because I was busy with my own career. It is a given that if you want to move up you have to work longer and harder than the next guy (unless you are one of the bosses relatives) and I was putting in some long, hard hours. It was paying off and I had been promoted to regional manager. The job entailed some travel, but not a lot, maybe five days a month. It was on my second trip out of town. It was only going to be and overnight and as I was packing I asked Michelle what she would be doing while I was gone.
"Probably just curl up on the couch with a good book."
I kissed her goodbye and left. That night I called home at seven and got no answer. I didn't get an answer at eight-thirty or on my last try at ten-fifteen. When I called the next morning and asked her why she hadn't answered the phone.
"I decided that I didn't want to go home to an empty house so I stopped for drinks with some of the girls from the office."
"What time did you get home?"
"I don't honestly know. I was so whipped when I got here I just fell into bed. I think it was around nine or so. Hurry home sweetie, I'm horny as hell."
A couple of months went by and it seemed like three out of every five times I called home while on a trip there was no answer and it was always because she said she didn't want to go home to an empty house so she stopped after work with the girls.
Another month went by and Mickey got promoted to Manager of Human Resources and in her new job she had to do some traveling. It was a Saturday morning. Mickey had just returned from a four-day trip to Atlanta the previous day and she had been super horny and she had worn me out. She was still asleep when I got up and I decided to see if I couldn't make her weekend a little easier on her. I went to the laundry room and started loading the washer. There was a plastic bag with all the dirty clothes from Mickey's trip in it and I dumped it out and began sorting through it and throwing things in the washer. There were two dirty sets of bra and panties - very, very sexy bras and panties. I stood there holding the black lacy thong in my hand and wondered.
++++++
It was the clich‚ of all cliche's. Home a day early from a business trip. Walking up to the bedroom door and seeing what you hoped you would never see. Her legs were up on his shoulders; her nails were digging into his back as she screamed:
"Fuck me, fuck me hard baby. Oh God, so good, so good, make me cum baby, make me cum. Hard baby, fuck me hard."
He slammed herd into her and grunted, "Here it comes you tight assed married whore. I'm gonna fill your cunt your cunt and then I'm gonna fuck your tight ass."
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes!" she cried and then she saw the tearing eyes watching from the doorway. "Oh my God no!" she wailed as she tried to get out from under him. Pushing at his chest and yelling, "Get off me, get off me damn it."
Confused he turned and looked where she was looking, his eyes got big and the color drained from his face as he saw Michelle and then the screaming started.
"God damn you Jimmy, how could you. In my house and on my bed. How could you! I hope the whore gives you AIDs" she screamed as she turned and ran from the room, the house and my life. Brian had been right. Getting married had been the biggest mistake of my life.
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Foreword:
A while back I wrote The Dark Trilogy, three stories that reflected my feelings toward my first wife even though she has been out of my life for over thirty years. I received a lot of feedback asking me what in the world she could have done to me to cause that much rage and for me to still feel that strongly thirty years later.
I thought about it and decided to tell the story, but the story comes with a caveat - they are true, but they may not be 100% true. I do not know that much of what I'm writing actually happened the way that I'm writing it. With the exception of the last episode (The Best Friend) I only know what I've been told. I didn't catch Helen with any of her lovers except for Herb. It was only after catching her with Herb and our subsequent divorce that friends (and some relatives) came forward and told me about the rest. In each case they told me that they thought I knew, that I was one of those guys who got off on having a slut wife. I'm sure that I still don't know all of it, but I do now know of the following:
- The Dishwasher
- The Pizza Man
- The Hamburger Man
- The Cop
- The Bar Tender
- The Drummer
- The College Boy
- The Ups Driver
- The Coca Cola Salesman
And of course, The Cousin and Best Friend.
I know of these men, but I have no way of knowing the real story of when, where and how. I am however, based on my knowledge of Helen's likes and dislikes and the circumstances at the time, able to make some fairly reasonable assumptions. So, while my description of what happened with her and the cop might not be accurate the fact that she did the cop is not in dispute.
I received a lot of information after the fact that has helped me in putting together these scenarios. For instance, after the divorce I dated one of the girls that Helen worked with when she met the cop so I know how it started, how long it lasted and a little of how it ended. Herb's wife told me some of the story of Helen and the drummer and of Helen and the college boy and from others I got bits and pieces about the rest. A talk with Herb's wife Sally is a case in point:
"Oh come on Rob, how could you not know what she was and what she was doing? I knew the night of the bowling banquet when you decided to go to that tournament in Madison. Christ Rob, she was all over that drummer and I half expected her to do him right there on the dance floor. You had to see it. I know you had to see it and you didn't do anything except let it happen. She had him over every night you were gone and then maybe two or three times a week for another month until she got tired of him. You telling me that you didn't know?"
I remembered the night. I belonged to the Fraternal Order of Eagles and I bowled in the Eagle's Friday night league. The Eagles had a state bowling tournament and I and another guy had teamed up to compete in the doubles and we had won. At the year end bowling banquet we got our trophy and our prize money. The band was decent and they played a lot of Helen's favorite songs. I was busy talking about bowling and tournaments and Helen had wandered over to where the band was taking their break to make a request and they asked her to join them. During their next break I saw Helen standing with the drummer, but I didn't think anything of it. If I thought anything it was probably that she was requesting another song.
Later in the evening, Mike, the captain of one of the other teams asked me if I would like to go to the Eagles national tournament being held that year in Madison, Wisconsin. They had already entered, but one of their guys had to drop out and they were looking for someone to take his place. We left the following Friday morning and I didn't get back until Monday morning.
"And I suppose you are going to tell me you didn't know about Jason?" Sally said. I shook my head no. "He was nailing her a couple of times a week until you moved. I can't believe that you don't know any of this stuff; everybody else knows it."
I remembered Jason. At the time we were renting the downstairs of a two-story house that had been converted into a two family flat. Jason was an eighteen-year-old college student who lived upstairs with his parents. I never noticed that he spent anytime around Helen, but then I was beginning to learn that there was a whole lot I hadn't noticed. I was beginning to ask myself if I had been really blinded by love or was I just naturally unobservant.
"How did you know about Jason?"
"Jason has a big mouth. He was bragging around school about this hot older woman he was banging and he named her. How did I know he wasn't lying? Because he described her, right down to the butterfly tattoo just above her pussy. Knowing what you know about her now you have to know that if he saw that tattoo he had already reached the Promised Land."
I had to believe it. Helen kept herself shaved except for a six inch long 'landing strip' and just off to the right of the strip and five or so inches up from her cunt was a multicolored butterfly I had given her on her twenty-fifth birthday.
That information allowed me to build the framework of the story, but the meat of the story is from my imagination.
I have never known the why. After I caught Helen I asked her why and all I got was an indifferent shrug. So, as you read these stories bear in mind that they actually did happen; maybe not exactly as I've portrayed them, but they did happen.
+++++
The Dishwasher and The Pizza Man.
I met Helen when I went to where my mom worked. Mom's car had broken down and was in the shop and I had stopped by to give her a ride home. There was a new girl working at the restaurant and she was a beauty. I was having a hard time keeping my eyes off of her and my mother noticed. She laughed and said:
"I guess I'd better introduce you to her otherwise you will be bugging me all the way home with questions about her. I'll introduce you and you can get your information direct. Besides, it will do you both good."
"How so?"
"Well, you are back and don't know anybody and she has just moved here and she doesn't know anybody so the two of you have something in common."
Helen had just moved to Detroit from Bluefield, West Virginia and had only been in town a week. I had only been in town for three weeks. I had joined the Army when I graduated from Ypsilanti High School and had been gone for three years. While I had been doing my sixteen month tour in Korea my mom and dad had moved to Detroit and on my discharge I had joined them there so I knew no one.
Mom introduced me to Helen and things took off from there. We dated for six months and then I asked her to marry me and she said yes. When I told mom I expected her to be happy for me, but that wasn't the case and in fact, she tried to talk me out of it.
"You are both too young. You need to meet some other girls and find out what other fish are in the pond. You really don't know much about each other" and a lot more stuff like that. She never did tell me the real reason why she was against the marriage until after the divorce by which time it was way too little, way too late.
Helen and I got the blood tests and the license and then we called around and found a Justice of the Piece in Redford Township who could fit us in and we drove over there and got married. Unknown to me was the fact that Helen started being unfaithful to me about six weeks before the wedding.
The Dishwasher.
Mario was an Italian kid who had dropped out of high school and in those days in Detroit no diploma meant factory work or scut work. The factories weren't hiring so Mario ended up a combination janitor and dishwasher at the restaurant. He set his sights on Helen the first day he came to work and over the next couple of months he did everything he could to try to get close to her. It didn't seem to matter to him that she was twenty-two and he was only eighteen.
Before long they were taking their coffee breaks together and their lunch breaks together. When she got stuck with closing at night he offered to give her rides home and offered to pick her up and bring her to work. My work schedule prevented me from being able to do those things and so she accepted. Her only other alternative was to ride the DSR and while the buses ran frequently during the day they weren't all that great at one in the morning.
I wasn't all that happy when she told me about Mario giving her rides, but I could see where standing at a bus stop for a half hour at oh-dark-thirty waiting for the Grand River bus to take her to Fenkell would be less than attractive, especially when a ride was available.
One night when Mario gave her a ride home she leaned over to give him a 'thank you' kiss on the cheek. He turned his head and took the kiss on his mouth and when Helen didn't jerk her face away from his he slipped her a little tongue. When she still didn't pull back he put his arms around her and pulled her close. They did some pretty heavy necking for a while and then Mario put his hand inside her blouse. At that point she pushed him away, got out of the car and went into the house.
The next night it was the same except the necking started as soon as Mario pulled up at the curb and lasted much longer and that time he got to play with her tits for a while before she stopped him. By the end of the week he was finger fucking her and she was giving him hand jobs.
It happened on a Wednesday. It was Mario's day off and Helen was working the three to midnight shift. Around seven-thirty the phone rang and my mother, who was working the noon till nine shift, answered it. The call was for Helen and mom thought she recognized the voice of the caller, but she didn't think anything about it at the time. She went and got Helen and then noticed that Helen seemed to be furtively looking around as if afraid someone might over hear what she was saying. That made mom curious, but the place was packed and she was busy waiting on customers so she had to get back to work.
Helen's dinner break was at eight-thirty and mom just happened to be in the kitchen as Helen was going out the back door. Again mom thought Helen looked like she was trying to hide something and she went to a window and looked out in time to see Helen climb into Mario's car. Mom knew that Mario wasn't scheduled to work that day and she wondered why he was there and why Helen was getting in the car with him. She saw the car move to the back row of the parking lot and park there.
Her curiosity now in full force she grabbed her coat and went outside to see what was going on. Staying out of the light she walked to the back of the lot to see what she could see. She cautiously moved up on the right rear quarter and looked in the car to see Helen's head bobbing up and down on Mario's cock. Her uniform top was unbuttoned and her tits had spilled out and Mario was fondling them. After two minutes of watching Helen blow Mario mom saw Mario push Helen away and mom stepped back as the two in the car changed positions. It wasn't until she saw Helen's legs come up that she edged forward to look in the car again. Helen's legs were spread wide and Mario was between them and sliding his cock into her cunt.
Mom had to get back to work so she turned and left. She was in the kitchen when Helen returned. "Did you go out for lunch?" mom asked.
"Yeah. I'm tired of eating the same old stuff here. I needed a change" and then the two of them went back to waiting on customers.
Every night after that Helen took her dinner breaks in Mario's car. On the day we were married I had no idea when I slipped the ring on her finger that less than fourteen hours earlier she had been getting fucked by Mario in his car and I had no clue that it would happen again and again over the next three months and that it would only end when the next player took the stage.
+++++
The Pizza Man.
The restaurant was Italian and their specialty was Scilian Pizza. This was in the days before Pizza Hut, Little Caesars, Domino's and all the other chains. The owner of the place, Salvadore Bellandini, was also known as Stutz and some times called Pizza man. The restaurant was on the corner of Grand River and Dumbarton and on Dumbarton there were several large apartment buildings and it was in one of those apartment buildings that Helen and I began our married life.
I was working the swing shift at the Ford Motor Company River Rouge complex and since I worked swings Helen stayed on the three to midnight at the restaurant even though she had enough seniority to move to days.
Since she only had a three minute walk to get home to our apartment she was usually home and in bed when I got there. I say usually because some nights she worked late to help close. She always waited up for me and I usually found her waiting with her legs spread wide and telling me to hurry. I would quickly strip, climb into bed and unknowingly slide my cock into Mario's leftovers. Helen was always wet and she told me that it was because she was always hot and horny from constantly thinking about me and what we would do as soon as I got home from work.
I didn't know any better. Excluding the paid whores I'd been with in Japan and Korea I'd only been with two girls, both one night stands, so my experience was almost nil. And why would I have wondered about it anyway? We were just married and I was crazy about her and she certainly seemed crazy in love with me and she spoiled me rotten. She fucked me into exhaustion when I got home from work, woke me up with blow jobs and gave me 'nooners' before sending me off to work. I was happy with my life and had no reason to believe there was anything wrong with it.
Back at the restaurant Stutz became aware of what was going on between Mario and Helen and he decided that he wanted some of Helen's pussy. He wasn't about to share her with an eighteen year old dishwasher so he fired Mario and then called Helen into his office and went straight at it.
"Does Rob know that Mario is fucking you almost every day?"
Helen, suddenly alarmed said, "God I hope not."
Stutz stood up and said as he unzipped his fly and took out his cock, "If you don't want him to find out you will get over here and take care of this" and he pointed at his erection. Helen, being the slut that she was, didn't say a word, just walked over and went to her knees in front of him and took his cock in her mouth. She got him off, swallowed and then he told her to get back to work. Just before she opened the door to leave he said:
"Just a minute. Two things. One, I fired Mario and I want you to stay away from him from now on and two, I want you back in here when you go on your dinner break."
She went back to his office on her dinner break and Stutz bent her over his desk and fucked her from behind.
This is all supposition of course, as I have no way of knowing if this is how it started with Stutz or not. Mario was fired and Helen did start fucking Stutz in his office and I know this because of my mother. Mom had been keeping an eye on Helen since finding her fucking Mario. She took Mario's termination and Helen's suddenly frequent visits to Stutz's office, put two and two together and got four.
Stutz's office was originally part of the store room. He had put up a stud wall, nailed up some drywall and that is as far as he went with it. The drywall had several holes in it caused by carelessness when the desk, file cabinets, and couch were moved in.
Mom was pretty sure about what was going on, but her curiosity being what it was she wanted to know for certain. She waited until Helen took one of her dinner breaks and then mom went into the store room and looked into the office through one of the holes in the drywall. Stutz was sitting in his desk chair, pants down around his ankles and Helen was on her knees in front of him and sucking on his cock.
"That's it baby, suck it, suck my cock. You are such a good little cock sucker."
Helen's head was bobbing up and down and her mouth was making slurping noises. It went on for several minutes and then Stutz said:
"I don't want to cum in your mouth this time. Let me up."
Helen stood up, moved to the front of his desk, took off her panties and then bent forward over the desk. Stutz moved up behind her, lifted her skirt up to her waist and then shoved his cock in her. He fucked her steady for about five minutes while she moaned and begged him to fuck her harder and make her cum and then he told her to get ready:
"Here it comes baby, her it comes. God but I do like cumming in your tight ass pussy."
As he was zipping up his pants he said, "Are you staying away from Mario like I told you?"
"He calls me almost every day and I keep telling him we are through, but he just won't leave me alone."
"Just you make sure you leave him alone. I have to share you with your husband, but I'm not sharing you with anyone else."
Helen walked over to him, put her arms around him and gave him a deep kiss. "Not to worry lover, I got no time for young kids when I've got you around."
"Plan on staying late tonight. My wife is visiting with her mother so I don't have to hurry home and you know what a kick I get sending you home to your hubby freshly fucked."
"I love giving him sloppy seconds after I've been with you."
"Have you gotten him to eat you while you are still dripping with my juices?"
"Not yet baby, but I'm working on it."
"Be sure you let me know when it happens. My dick gets hard just thinking about it so God only knows what it will do to me if you ever get him to actually do it."
Mom still worked the noon to nine shift so she never saw Helen and Stutz when Helen stayed late. Helen was a fucking whore, but I will give her a little credit - I liked eating her pussy, but she would never let me eat her on the nights she came home from work late. I never knew why at the time, but then I never really thought about it either. One day mom looked in Helen's locker at work and saw a douche bag hanging from one of the hooks and the feeling was that she used it after her dinner breaks and before she came home.
I'm not so naive that I don't know that there were still some traces of Mario or Stutz in her after she fucked them, but as far as I know she never brought a full load home and let me go down on her.
+++++
Stutz fucked Helen on the average of five times a week for the next year and again I know this because my mom saw it happening. I can see the question coming:
"She's your mother! How could she let that happen to you and not do something about it?"
I asked her the same question five years later after the divorce was final and she finally decided to tell me what a fuck pig Helen was.
"You were so in love with her that you wouldn't have believed me and it would have just ended up poisoning our relationship. Even if I had called you and said, "Come on down during her dinner break and see what she is doing" you would hold it against me for being the one who destroyed your relationship. And there was always the chance that she would burn the wildness out of her and settle down."
I thought that was a bunch of horse shit and I told her so and we ended up not talking to each other for almost two years.
+++++
Stutz's affair with Helen came to an end when I changed jobs and we moved. Ford was expanding their Wayne Assembly Plant and I put in for one of the Line Supervisor jobs and got it so we gave up the apartment on Dumbarton and moved to Romulus. We found an apartment on Wayne Road and moved in.
We were still trying to save money for a house so Helen's first order of business was to find another job. Within a week she found a job as a waitress. Her job screwed up our established routine because it was day shift, eight to four-thirty, and I was still working afternoons. When I say it screwed up our established routine I guess what I really meant was that it screwed up mine. All it meant to Helen was that the Pizza Man was replaced by The Cop.



To be continued...
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All I wanted to do was try anal sex. Just one time to see what it was like. Hell, I might not even have liked it, but I did want to try it, at least once. But Betty Jo would have none of it, "You are disgusting Tommy. How can you even think about things like that?" was what I got when I brought the subject up and I pretty much figured that she meant not only no, but hell no! Since our sex life was pretty good otherwise I decided, reluctantly, to drop the matter.
One night I was having a beer with my best friend Toby. Toby and I go all the way back to second grade and he and I have no secrets from each other. I was moaning about how Betty Jo wouldn't let me try her 'brown eye' and Toby was doing what buddies are supposed to do when they hear you whine - sipping his beer and nodding his head. When I was through he looked at me for a minute and then said, "You're going about it in the wrong way. You have to make her think it's her idea - make her want to do it."
"How am I supposed to do that?" I asked him.
"What you need to do, " he said, "Is find articles and such about butt fucking and leave them where she can find them. The more of them she reads the more she will think about it, and the more she thinks about it the more curious she will get. Eventually she will want to try it and she will come to you and ask you to do it. It may take a couple of months, but it should work."
+++++
The next day, on my way home from work, I stopped at a book store and on the magazine rack I found a copy of Penthouse Letters that said More Booty Time on the front cover so I bought it and took it home. I read the entire magazine and it gave me a lot to think about, but the section I was interested in was called Booty Time and it was dedicated to letters from readers about anal sex. A quick read of the letters showed that the women who wrote in loved being fucked up the butt. Several admitted reluctance to try it, but in the end (no pun intended) said they were glad they did. Just what I need, I said to myself, and I left the magazine in the den on a table next to the couch where Betty Jo would eventually notice it.
It was three days latter when I noticed that the magazine was not on the table. I smiled to myself - step one accomplished. Two nights later I came into the house from working in the garage and found Betty Jo sitting in the family room, sipping wine and reading the magazine. Wisely, I left her alone and went back out into the garage. That night in bed Betty Jo fucked like a woman possessed and I chalked it up to the letters she'd read making her horny. For the next two months I brought home issues of Variations, Gallery, Penthouse Letters, Penthouse Forum, and every other magazine I could find that had something in it about anal sex. I left them in the den where Betty Jo could find them and when she did I made no comments. Our sex life was incredible after she read them and I kept thinking that the plan was going to work, and probably very soon. Near the end of the second month Betty Jo asked me if the latest issue of Penthouse Letters was out yet. I told her that I wasn't sure, but that I'd check on my way home the next day.
"Maybe we should take out a subscription" she said, "That way we can make sure we don't miss an issue."
The day after I brought home the latest issue Betty Jo asked me" Do you have any fantasies like the ones in these magazines?" I said that I did, but she didn't ask what they were, she just gave me a small smile and said, "I didn't used to think I had any, but after reading all those letters I guess that I do have a few." She didn't elaborate and I kept my mouth shut - things were moving along nicely and I wasn't going to say anything to screw it up.
I made up my mind to start dropping some hints when the next issue of Penthouse Letters came in, but Betty Jo preempted me. It was a Friday afternoon and Betty Jo called me about an hour before I was to gety off work.
"I need you to come straight home tonight lover. Don't stop off at the bar. I've got a surprise for you. Tonight I'm going to give you what you've always wanted. Don't be late baby. I'm already hot as a firecracker just thinking about it."
As you can imagine, I set a speed record on my way home that night. I rushed in the front door, dropped my briefcase on the floor and hollered "Honey I'm home."
"Upstairs in the bedroom baby - hurry! I don't want you to miss it!"
Miss it? How can I miss it if I'm not even up there yet? I took the steps two at a time and when I reached the bedroom door I stopped dead in my tracks. Betty Jo was on the bed, but she wasn't alone. Some dude I'd never seen before was pounding his cock into Betty Jo's pussy. She saw me and smiled, "You got here just in time. Harry's ready to cum again and I want you to see it."
The guy pulled his cock out of Betty Jo's love nest, gave his cock a few strokes, and then he shot a wad of cum all over Betty Jo's tits and stomach.
"Isn't he great?" she said, "He's been cumming like that all afternoon. God, I must have a gallon in me."
She swung around and took the guys cock in her mouth, looked me in the eye and worked on it until he was hard again and then she got on her hands and knees and the guy slid into her from behind. Betty Jo pointed at a chair pulled up next to the bed, "Sit there baby and watch him fuck me. God - why didn't you tell me sooner that you wanted to see me fuck other men. We could have been doing this a long time ago. I'd have never known if you hadn't started bringing all those magazines home."
My mouth was dry and my knees were shaking as I numbly moved over to the chair. As I sat down I realized that my plan had backfired on me - Betty Jo hadn't been reading about anal sex at all, she'd been reading the wife watching letters. Oh well, I thought as I watched Betty Jo gleefully fuck this stranger in my bed, this ain't what I wanted, but it sure looks like it may have possibilities.



            The Helen Chronicles Ch. 02

            More of what he found out.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-helen-chronicles-ch-02

Title: The Helen Chronicles Ch. 02

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: More of what he found out.

Tags: 

Series: The Helen Chronicles


The Cop.
About a year after my divorce from Helen was final I was sitting in a crowded restaurant in Ann Arbor having dinner when a voice said, "Hello stranger" and I looked up to see Linda Fenlander.
"Linda" I said as I stood up and offered her my hand. "How have you been?"
"Fine Rob, and you?"
"I've been better and I've been worse, but tonight seems okay so far. What are you up to?"
"I stopped in for dinner, but the place is full and they say there is a half hour wait so I decided to go elsewhere. I was just leaving when I saw you and I thought I would just come over and say hi."
"Good thing you did because, as you can see, I have room for you here. Would you join me?"
She sat down across from me and as she did I remembered the last time I saw her. It had been at her wedding. I glanced at her left hand and saw that her rings were missing. I wondered if she noticed that mine was gone too, but her first question answered that.
"How's Helen?"
"No idea, but hopefully she's lying in a ditch somewhere slowly bleeding to death."
She glanced at my left hand and said, "You two split the blanket?"
"No. Split means equal shares. It came out more like 80/20 in her favor."
"You had kids, right?"
"Three of them."
"That always makes it worse for the man. Luckily Phil and I didn't have ant children to complicate our split."
"Sore subject?"
"Very."
"Hoping that he is in the ditch across the road from Helen?"
"No, it wasn't his fault that things didn't work out. Enough of the maudlin, what are you up too?"
"Still with Ford. Working the day shift at Rawsonville. You?"
"Waiting tables at the Red Fox Inn."
The waitress came and Linda ordered. We made small talk until the food came and then we ate and chatted and carefully avoided mentioning either of our ex spouses.
I had met Linda on the first day I stopped at the restaurant where Helen had gotten her job. I'd had a doctor's appointment that morning for my annual physical and so I had taken a day off from work. The physical came with the instructions that I not have anything but water after seven in the evening. As a result I was pretty hungry when I left the clinic so I decided to stop where Helen worked for lunch. The hostess seated me and Linda showed up to take my order. I asked if Helen was around and was told she was in the back filling the salt and pepper shakers.
"Could you do me a favor and tell her there is someone here to see her?"
"And whom shall I say is calling?"
"Her husband."
"Hello Helen's husband, I'm Linda" and she offered me her hand. "Call me Rob" I said as I took it and shook it. I gave her my order and she left and several minutes later Helen came out and sat with me. After that it seemed like every time I went into the restaurant I ended up sitting in Linda's section and one day I joked about it. As she took my order I asked:
"So when are you going to make your move?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Just curious as to when you are going to make your pass at me."
"What the hell are you talking about?" she said in a tone that indicated she was becoming a little upset.
I laughed and said, "Every time I come in here I end up in your section so I assumed you are bribing the hostess to put me where you can get at me."
I saw the tightness go out of her and she said, "Oh hell Rob, you were never supposed to figure it out. I was going to do it today, but now that you've caught on I'm too embarrassed. I'll have to pick another time."
I remembered that as I sat there dining with her. She was a fine looking woman and on a whim I asked:
"Are you over Phil yet?"
"Pretty much. Why do you ask?"
"If you were over him you might be open for a date."
"Are you asking?"
"I guess I am."
I think I'd like that."
+++++
On our third date Linda invited me in when I took her home. She offered me a drink and we ended up on her couch talking. I was on my second drink when she said:
"You haven't mentioned it, but I am curious. What happened between you and Helen?"
"Another man."
"She run away with him or something like that?"
"No. I came home early one day and found her in bed with him."
"Oh poor baby. I know that hurts. That's how Phil and I ended. I can't say that I'm surprised. I warned her that might happen if she kept it up."
"Kept it up?"
"Seeing other men."
"Other men? As in more than one?"
"Three that I know about and I guess that I was responsible for one of them."
"You were responsible?"
"In a way."
"You know you are going to have to tell me about it now that you brought it up."
"All right, but first you have to understand that I didn't deliberately set out to do what happened. When Helen started working at the restaurant we clicked. We took an instant liking to each other and by the end of her first week I was asking her to stop and have a drink after work with me. I stopped almost every night, not because I was a boozer, but because of Phil. He got off shift a half hour after I did and I didn't feel like sitting around the restaurant waiting for him so I went down to the Landing Strip and waited there. I had half an hour to kill so I asked Helen to join me. She didn't have to hurry home because you were working swing shift so she stopped with me every night. Phil would show up, we would have one drink and then leave.
"You knew that Phil was a cop, right?"
I nodded a yes.
"About three weeks after Helen started stopping with me Phil showed up one night with Brian. Brian was Phil's partner. Brian and Helen seemed to hit it off and suddenly Brian was showing up every night with Phil. Where before we would have one drink with Phil when he arrived and then the three of us would leave all of a sudden Phil and I would leave and Brian and Helen stayed.
"Two weeks went by and one Thursday night Brian told us he had it big on the numbers and he was springing for dinner at the Red Fox. We all decided to take one car and then come back later for the others so we all got in Phil's car and headed for the restaurant. Phil and I were in the front seat and Helen and Brian were in the back. We hadn't gone two blocks when I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being moved. I looked into the back seat and saw Helen taking Brian's cock out of his fly. She saw me watching and she winked at me and then lowered her head and started sucking Brian off.
"I just sat there and watched. I couldn't believe that it was happening. It was still daylight outside and there we were driving down Wayne Road while Helen was giving Brian a blow job. Anybody who wanted to could look into the car and see what was going on. It was then that it occurred to me that from the way she was doing it, it probably wasn't the first time. I found out later that night that she had been fucking Brian since the third night he had stopped with Phil.
We were driving along and we got caught by the light at Ecourse Road and there was a Pabst Blue Ribbon truck waiting there and the driver looked down and saw what Helen was doing and he blew his air horn. Helen looked up and he gave her a 'thumbs up' and Helen smiled at him and blew him a kiss and went back to sucking on Brian. The light changed and we took off. A couple of minutes later I heard Brian say:
"Here it comes sweetie, let me watch."
Helen took her mouth off him and held it about three inches away from the head of Brian's cock and she jacked him off until the cum spurted out of his dick and jumped across the three inch space into her mouth and then she lowered her head and finished sucking him dry. The she sat up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and winked at me again.
"Later, at the restaurant, we went to the ladies room together and while there I asked her if she knew he was married and she giggled and said:
"So what? So am I."
We polished off two bottles of wine at dinner and then we headed back to the Landing Strip to pick up the other cars. We were just pulling out of the parking lot when I heard the zipper noise again and Helen sucked on Brian all the way back to the Strip.
"The drinks before dinner and the wine with dinner had us in a good mood and the Strip had a live band on Thursday, Friday and Saturday so we decided to go in. Some drinks and some dancing, a few more drinks and suddenly the four of us were in a room at the Airport Ramada Inn. Brian and Helen were on one bed and Phil and I were on the other.
"I don't even remember what Phil and I did that night because all of my attention was on Helen. I'd never had sex in the same room with another couple before and I was fascinated by Helen. She was an absolute wanton whore in bed. She sucked Brian hard and then pulled him on top of her and begged him to fuck her hard. He did and she came twice before he did. The she moved into a sixty-nine and got Brian hard again. Once he was hard she got on her knees, told Brian to fuck her in the ass and then she buried her head in a pillow and squealed like a pig as Brian took her butt. She moaned, she cried and she begged and Brian fucked her so hard I was afraid he might have a heart attack. Sweat was rolling off him and he was gasping for breath when he finally gasped out:
"Here it comes baby, here it comes."
Helen screamed out, "No damn you, no! Not yet, not yet" but Brian was done. Two blow jobs in the car and two cums in the motel room and he was wiped out. Helen was on the bed moaning and begging Brian to get hard again and finish her off, but it just wasn't going to happen. At that point Phil whispered to me, "Can I?"
"Can you what?"
"Can I finish her off?"
Phil saw I was about to blow up on him and he said, "Come on Lin, you won't do anal and I've always wanted to see what it's like. Since you won't do it this is going to be my only chance."
"On the other bed Helen was fingering her pussy and moaning, "Please Linda, please. Let him, I need it Linda, I need it bad."
So I went and got all weak minded and told Phil to go ahead. He moved in behind her and started fucking her butt and the sight of it turned Brian on so much that he started getting hard again. He went and washed off his cock, came back and then he and Phil double teamed her - Brian in her mouth and Phil in her ass and later it was Brian in her pussy and Phil in her ass.
"That was the only time for the four of us. Helen ran with Brian for another six months and Brian would tell Phil what they had done and Phil would tell me. She did some really outrageous stuff if Brian was to be believed. He said they once got in on going through a car wash and another time she gave him a had job when they were at the movies watching Star Wars. She supposedly sucked him off in the men's bathroom at the Landing Strip and one night he took her into the station and they fucked in one of the holding cells. According to Brian he had to let the desk sergeant have a piece of her in order to pull it off. I don't know if any of that is true, but Brian said it was and after the evening we spent at the Ramada I had no reason to doubt him. Then his wife got suspicious and he broke it off with Helen."
"You said you know of two others?"
"About a month after Brian dumped her she took up with a UPS driver named Cliff. She told me he had the personality of a grape and bad breath, but she was hanging on to him because he had a ten inch cock. She stayed with him for about two months and then she broke it off with him and took up with the Coca Cola driver. Those are the only two I know about. I do know that she managed to sneak away from you at my wedding reception long enough to have a quickie with Brian. Right after the wedding I quit the restaurant. I talked to her on the phone after that and we did get together for lunch a couple of times and then we kind of lost touch."
I sat there looking at Linda without saying anything and she asked, "What are you thinking?"
"I was remembering that day in the restaurant when I asked you when you were going to make your pass at me."
"As I recall it I said I'd have to pick another time."
She started to unbutton her blouse and said, "Is this blatant enough?"
+++++
Linda and I dated for another eight months and we seemed to get along great so one day I asked her if she would like to give marriage another try.
"No thanks baby. I know me a lot better now than I knew me back before Phil and I got married. I'm not the marrying kind."
"Why do you say that?"
"I told you. I know me better now. I'm as big a slut as Helen sweetie, and I won't stick another man with that."
"What does that mean?"
"Remember when I asked you what happened to you and Helen and you told me you caught her bed with someone else and I said that was how mine ended too?"
I nodded a yes.
"When I said that you assumed, because you are a nice guy, that I had walked in on Phil, but that isn't the way it was. Phil walked in on me and what made it really bad was that it was Brian I was with and Brian was fucking my butt which was something that I had never let Phil do. So no sweetie, I wouldn't like to try marriage again unless I found the right man."
"And what would the right man have to be like?"
"He would have to be a swinger and into wife swapping or at the very least a man who would get off on knowing his wife was fucking other men."
"Well that sure isn't me."
"I know sweetie and I'm sorry, I really am. I'll play with you for as long as you want, but marriage is out."
I dated Linda for another two months or so and then we slowly drifted apart. I liked her, I liked her a lot, but I had no room in my life for another slut, not even an honest one.
To be continued...
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Author's Note: This story is a continuation of three other stories. Some time back I received an email from a fan telling me how much she liked my stories. A week later she sent me another email commenting on another story of mine. Then she said that she wished she could write:
*
"I've turned into one of your slut wives. If I could write I could probably make a story about how I've become what my husband calls a "Hot Wife."
I told her to send me the particulars and I'd see if I could do her story for her. The result was Becoming A Slut Wife - Christina. She liked the story and sent me more on what she'd done since sending me the first batch and the result was BASW - Christina (2).
She was so happy with that one that she sent me a recap of her sex life before she got married to her husband Gary and I turned it into a story called Chris - The Wild Years.
I have stayed in touch with Christina and she has kept me pretty much up to date as far as her "hot wife" activities are concerned. You would have to say that she has 'lost a step' when you compare what she does now with what she did during "The Wild Years", but to her way of thinking she has just become more selective and circumspect.
I guess I'm something like an online diary for her. Well maybe a little more than that - I admit to being in lust with her (she has sent me a picture and I can honestly say "She is to die for") even though we have never met and never will meet - and she certainly seems to be one of my biggest fans, if not the biggest. I receive two or three emails a week from her telling me what might happen, what could have happened, and in some cases what did happen.
Christina is not as big a slut as her husband and I wish her to be; he because it is what he craves and I because of the story material it would supply and the fantasies of mine it would feed. In addition to recounting what she tells me I have been able to make a story or three out of some of the things she tells me (see "Pillow Talk").
This story is a departure from the format of the first two BASW Christina stories in that she wrote them and I merely edited them and then posted them for her. Chris - The Wild Years was written out, sent to me and I put it in story form. This story is different in that I am writing it from material that the two of us have provided. What I have done here is take our email correspondence from April 8, 2006 to August 10, 2006 and assemble them into a story. With one exception this story is pure Christina although she didn't write it. The one exception is where I took what I laughingly call "artistic license" with something she said. It embellishes the story a tad, but in no way detracts from it.
When I first posted Becoming A Slut Wife - Christina I had no idea that there would be a second story and then a third. I don't know if this fourth story will be the end of the Christina saga or merely the next chapter. One can only hope.
JPB
Colorado 8/25/2006
+++++
Note: This episode of Christina's life follows the editing of "Chris - The Early Years" and my sending it back to Chris for review.
Friday, April 8
Here it is sweetie. It still needs to be proof read, spell checked and I want your comments before I put the final polish on it.
Saturday, April 9
Hello Dear,
I wouldn't change a thing! I loved it! And, again, for me, I still get off remembering the post-prom train I pulled! Damn, I'm a slut!
Of course, after reading it, I had to wonder how it could work so well with hubby after revealing all my secrets??? Of course, I didn't tell him all in one sitting - I didn't want to see him have a heart attack.
Sorry, but nothing to report about First Friday. A group of us went to Applebee's and after pre-dinner and post-dinner Margaritas I got pretty wasted. After everybody else left I went to the bar and had a couple of coffees while I flirted with the young bartender. He offered to drive me home and he had a nice bulge in his trousers and I was tempted, but I was too tired to wait for his shift to end so he called me a cab and stuffed his number in my purse.
Now today I took our son to the "Y" for free swim time and met a very nice father who was there with his daughter. He was charming and the time flew and we exchanged numbers so we could set up another swim date. Hmmmm......
Love, Chris
Tuesday, April 12
Hi sweetie,
Couldn't sleep so here I am at almost three in the morning banging away at my keyboard working on another story. Is Gary only interested in my cheating wife stories, or is he open for anything I do. Just asking so I don't offend. Attached are two that have not yet been posted anywhere.
Thinking of you doing nasty things
Bob
Wednesday, April 13
Hello Dear,
Gary will read whatever you send sweetie, he likes your writing almost as much as I do. The bosses are talking about another business trip the week of the 24th. So keep that in mind if you don't hear from me for a day or two that week. I'll remind you before I go.
Love, Chris
Wednesday, April 20
Hello sweet Chris,
Once again you catch me at my keyboard hard at work trying to satisfy my adoring publics thirst for whatever the hell it is that I do. I've attached what I'm working on - see if you can figure out where I'm going with it. Here is a hint - I don't have a clue! It has already changed direction twice since I sat down at the keyboard. Where do you think it should go?
Lets see now; you like my stories and I get a "Be still my beating heart" when you find out I have a pond and a waterfall in my backyard. Would finding out I'm a damned good cook and take care of two-thirds of the meals around here make you want to run to me? (Yeah, you can bring Gary).
Ready to meet you at the airport, Bob
Thursday, April 21
Hi My Sweet Man,
I'll admit I have always found a man in an apron sexy. I'm lucky to have one of my own. With the crazy hours I work hubby always has something interesting for dinner. Me, on the other hand - I'm not much good in the kitchen (if you are talking about food that is).
Gee, I'm no good with the cooking or outside work, hubby changed WAY more than his share of poopy diapers, I hate to clean and do the laundry, I work long hours and I love to shop for shoes. I'm beginning to wonder why hubby keeps me around! Oh, yeah, now I remember!
Where to take Toni? You're the writer Sweetheart. Maybe the boss keeps her just for himself, and as long as she is available to him the husband has a job. I think you have already done the "company whore thing". The interesting thing would be what was the catalyst for Toni thinking that her marriage was over? Did the boss want her to do gangbangs or clients and she said no so he is going to tell the husband in the exit interview? Was the boss removed for some reason and she just realized she wanted more than one man in her life and she didn't want to hurt her husband by cheating? What happened that she was ready to split? Again dearest, you are the writer and it is for you to come up with the ideas and I can't wait to read what you come up with.
Love, Chris
Sunday, April 30
Hi there sweet author,
Well, I'm back home and resting. I spent yesterday reacquainting myself with my two guys, I really missed them. Nothing sexy happened on this trip, but I did meet a couple of part-time kids (and I do mean kids - still in college). While we were working together we had some laughs and some minor teasing and there were some looks at me like I was a MILF (I am you know). Anyway, we will be returning to Atlanta in a couple of weeks. We do have a couple of more offices in the area to visit and my two fans offered to take me to some non-touristy spots on my return trip.
Hmmm.....
Did I mention they were young boys?
Love you, Chris
Tuesday, May 2
Hello dearest,
Guess who called me today? Yup, one of the college kids from Atlanta. He just wanted to say "Hi" and that he enjoyed working with me. He repeated his offer to show me the non-touristy sights on my return trip. See what I mean about those red-blooded, over-testoseroned young boys?????
Love, Chris
Wednesday, May 3
Hey sexy lady,
Give me a hint sweetums, whatcha gonna do with the college boys? Lead them on, ignore them or make Gary happy? I know you told your hubby you were going to be pure on your business trips, but you already shot that one in the butt on your last trip. You already promised them once each trip. Gonna add the boys to the mix? Or do them separate? (Older woman, younger men - something about that just calls out to me).
Love, Bob
Friday, May 5
Dearest Bob,
What am I going to do with the college boys? Believe me, you are not the first guy to ask me that. I told hubby that if it could be arranged that--IF--something happens, it has to happen totally disconnected from the work related matters of the trip. I'm not saying no, I'm say that we will see. I WILL keep them separate from my associates. They already know I'm a slut, but they don't need to know how big a one.
Love you,
Your slutty Chris
Saturday, May 6
Hi there don't I wish you were my slutty Chris,
Oh to be a college boy when Christina comes to visit. The story of my life - never in the right place at the right time.
See what you think about the attached. A mixed bag to be sure, but what can you expect from my warped mind. In retrospect I should have let "Daniel (1)" stand alone, but I bowed to the pressure of emails and feedback. My bad.
Bob
Sunday, May 7
Hi My Guy #3,
(Sorry, Gary and my little guy have to be I and 2).
Gary and I both liked your set up on the "Pub Crawl" and we are looking forward to the rest of it.
I went out with the crowd on Friday night, but dinner and drinks was the extent of it. We are in a Chilli's/Applebee's/TGIF rut - with no band or dancing and I didn't feel up to finding some lounge on my own. Maybe next time! God, I've been so good I'm boring myself (and hubby, and I'm sure, you!)!
Your slut, Chris
Friday, May 12
Dearest Author'
I was told this morning that we will be returning to Atlanta next week (Wed thru Sat). I called Matt (one of the college boys) and told him and said I hope we could work out that tour he promised me. He seemed pleased. I wonder why?
Love, Chris
Monday, May 15
Hi Long Distance Lover,
I know I was a bad girl and didn't write to you yesterday, but it was Mother's Day and I took an entire day away from any kind of keyboard.
I'm leaving for my trip Wednesday morning and I will try and stay in touch as much as possible. I called Matt again and told him I would do all I could to get away for a tour.
Love, Chris
Tuesday, May 16
Dearest Bob,
Well, I'm leaving tomorrow, returning Saturday, so don't get mad if I don't check in every day - just know that I'm thinking of checking in every day.
Yours, Chris
Wednesday, May 17
Hi there sexy correspondent,
Sorry for missing yesterday. Bad day all around. Nothing worked right and I ended up working from 3 AM to 9:30 PM and I went straight to bed when I got home.
By the time you get this you will be on the road or at your evening accommodations and depending on how things go you may not get time to read it (I haven't forgotten your possible tour with the college boys nor have I forgotten your promise to your co-workers).
If you have to stay in and be a good girl I have attached a couple to give you something to read.
Thinking of you doing the NASTY, Bob
Thursday, May 18
Dear man who loves my slutty side,
Nasty does not even begin to cover it!!! No dinner, no drinks, no dancing, they just led me off the elevator and into Glen's room and the games began. I'll tell you all about when I sent you the tale of my trip.
Well, I'm set up for my "date" tonight. I told my co-workers that I had a college friend in town and we were going to get together to chat about old times (I wasn't actually lying, the boys are in college and I was friendly with them last time we were here). In fact, I'll be taking a taxi to a nearby Starbucks and meeting Matt for dinner and my "tour." Unfortunately his co-worker Vince is in the middle of exams and can't make it. Stay tuned for breaking news.
Love, slutty Chris
Monday, May 22
Hello Dearest,
Just a short note of "Hi" right now. You know what that first day back at your desk is like. Let us just say I had an incredible trip! I got together with Matt on two occasions and had a fantastic time. I can't wait until I'm able to write it out for you and tell you all about it.
Thinking of you, Chris
Sunday, May 28
Hello dearest Bob,
THANK GOD for Sundays and holidays!!! My life has been a bitch this week. Monday was a long day because it was my first day back from our trip so there was a lot of catch-up to do. Then all hell broke loose on Tuesday (something big with the company, but very hush-hush) and the earliest I got home all week was a little after 9 PM Tuesday through Friday. I worked almost eleven hours yesterday!!!
My wonderful hubby let me sleep in late, made me a wonderful breakfast and took our son out for the day. Is he a prince, or what? And this less than a week after I told him I got gangbanged and then fucked the balls of a young man on my trip last week. Then I spent most of the day in a bubble bath pampering myself with coffee, the Sunday paper and junk TV.
I PROMISE you will have the details of my tryst BEFORE I go back to work on Tuesday.
I'm still here dear, please don't be mad at me for not staying in touch.
Love, Chris
Friday, June 2
My dearest, dearest Bob,
I hope there isn't anything wrong. Maybe you are just mad at me for being such a terrible e-mail friend, and I don't blame you. Since I got back from my trip my life has gone into the toilet. I worked even more hours this week than last. I even got paged on Monday (Memorial Day!!) to check on some numbers my boss had sent me and to "just" check them out (gee, it only took two and a half-hours).
On top of everything else I got my period (too much info?) so along with tired I've been mean, bitchy and teary and not felling sexy in the least. I know, I know, WAY TOO MUCH INFO. I don't know how Gary can stand being married to me and I wouldn't care if he walked out. Of course that's just the hormones talking.
I even started my tale of sordid sex on my trip, but I tried being a JPB and writing a story instead of just giving you the facts. I will get it to you dear (if you still care about it).
Oh fuck! There's the phone again.
Wednesday, June 7
Dearest Author,
Well dear, I finally got something written up, but don't look for a JPB story. It really was a great trip and the sex was fantastic. Sorry I took so long to get it to you. Some of us don't have the muse you do.
Love me? Chris.
+++++
The Trip
Because the guys on the team (John from Human Resources, Glen from Engineering, and Mike from Marketing) were focused on their golf outing we were busy from the moment we got off the airplane Wednesday morning and into the rental car. We checked into the hotel, dropped our bags off in our rooms and were off to visit our first field office. We visited one office in the morning and two in the afternoon which put us ahead of schedule. As we got out of the rental car John reminded me of my promise and I was hustled off the elevator and into Greg's room. (I found out over breakfast that because golf was deemed a little more important than me they got me out of the way Wednesday so they could rest up for golf). I gladly excused myself and went into the ladies room and used my cell to call Matt to see if we were still on for our Thursday night "date." We were.
{I need to back up here and set the stage. I met Matt and his friend Vince on my first trip to Atlanta back in May. They are part-timers in one of the offices I visited and the three of us spent a lot of time together in one of the tiny back offices checking numbers, updating software and verifying security. We started kidding around and after a while the joking got a little flirty. I didn't mind. At 33 it's nice when a couple of college guys flirt with you. Over dinner, to which our team treated their office, one of the managers mentioned he belonged to some country club with a championship golf course and he invited us to go golfing with him. My five teammates reacted like they had been given free tickets and invited to the Super Bowl. They said we would be coming back to town in two or three weeks and would love to play the course. I said I didn't golf and then Matt and Vince offered to give me a tour of the town, avoiding all the tourist traps and showing me the "real" Atlanta. I spoke to both Matt and Vince on the phone over the next three weeks while the return trip was being set up.}
On Thursday we finished early (I guess the guys wanted a good nights sleep). Not wanting the rest of the team to see me meeting Matt (Vince had just finished exams and was out of state on a job interview) I took a taxi from the hotel and met him at a Starbucks. He told me to dress casual so I was wearing a red tank top, snug (but not tight) jeans, and red slip on wedges. I was also wearing my tiniest black bra and panty set.
Matt drove for a while and we parked at a building that looked like it belonged on the end of a dock somewhere. It was supposed to resemble a picturesque sea side shanty. Matt grabbed a six pack of Bud from a cooler in the trunk and led me inside to introduce me to steamed crabs. It was love at first taste.
After we finished eating he drove to a bustling neighborhood that seemed to have a bar in every building on the street and he led me into one of them. For the next hour we drank, yelled over the music and danced. After a while he took my hand and led me out of that bar and toward another. I pulled him to a stop and on the crowded sidewalk I pulled him close to me and said:
"You don't have to get me drunk Matt. In fact, it will probably be a lot better if we are not" and then I kissed him hard.
In an instant we were back in his car and I asked, "Where to?"
"How about my place?"
"Will we be alone?"
"I don't know. I have two roommates and one or both of them could be at home or they could both be out."
Not in the mood for entertaining a crowd I told him to take me back to my hotel. I think he was worried that I was calling it an evening and he brightened up when I told him to drop me off, park the car and meet me in my room. I'm surprised he didn't get stopped for speeding!
Our team's rooms were spread out so I didn't have anyone I knew in an adjoining room. Matt knocked on my door in what seemed like seconds after I got there and seconds after that we were both naked and on the bed. The sex was good --very good. He was young and had a nice hard cock and he liked to kiss and he loved to eat pussy, so how could it be bad?
I was keyed up, wound up tight as all I had thought about for two weeks was having a wild time with Matt and Vince. It hadn't helped any that Gary kept after me asking what I was going to do. Anyway, I was so wound up that I skipped the preliminaries, pushed Matt down on the bed and climbed on top of him and dropped myself down. I was so wet with eagerness that I didn't have a lot of trouble getting the job done --three pushes and I had all of him in me.
And then I rode him, God did I ever ride him. I couldn't remember ever before being in such a sexual frenzy. I came twice before he told me he was going to cum and then I rammed myself down on him and felt him let go. God it was good.
We fucked and suck late into the night. When we fell asleep one of us would wake up and then wake up the other and then we would go at it again. In the morning he ran out for some McDonald's breakfasts and then we fucked again until I had to shower, get dressed and meet my team in the lobby for the last office visit.



One nice thing was during one of our many breaks Matt said that I was very pretty, smart, nice and funny. "Not sexy?" I asked. He said that I was beyond sexy. He said that I was beyond sexy. He said that a guy could look at a sexy woman and enjoy the sight, but when a guy looked at me all he wanted to do was fuck me. He said Vince had said the same thing and that after we had finished in his office and left his office manager admitted that he wanted to fuck me. I told Matt he had learned well for his young age (21) and there would be many, many women in his future if he could continue to throw a line like that with a straight face.
The team (well, except for me) was all excited. They had such a good time that Charlie (the manager) asked them if they would like to go another eighteen the next day and the guys were all for it. As soon as the guys had left for the golf course I called Matt to ask if he was available for a repeat performance. He was and we did. Our second get together wasn't quite as frantic as the first. I started out by giving Matt a nice leisurely blow job (did I ever tell you I give great head?) and then he did his best to make me wake up anyone in a five block radius who might have been sleeping (did I tell you I was a screamer?) and then we did re-runs for the rest of the day and all night. For an old broad (well my 33 compared to his 21 did make me an "older woman") there is nothing -- absolutely nothing -- that can compare with having a young guy - an Energizer Bunny - doing his best to drive you down through the mattress over and over and over -- well, you get the picture.
On Sunday morning I had to race to shower, get dressed and pack, but it was worth it. I almost dreaded going home. I know my Gary!! Once I described my trip to him he would be after and past experience had shown that he wouldn't leave me alone for weeks. I'd be walking bow-legged by the following Wednesday.
Well Dear, there you have it. I hope it was worth the wait and that you enjoy reading it.
Love, Chris
+++++
Sunday, June 11
Hi sweetums,
You never said - anything happen on June's First Friday? Maybe a sidelong glance at some young stud even if nothing came of it?
Monday, June 12
Dearest Bob,
I didn't tell you about Friday because I didn't have one. Work was too crazy. Besides, I feel I've been naughty enough recently to last hubby (and you) for a while. But...There is always July 7th to look forward to.
Saturday, July 1
Dear sexy lady,
Hope you are enjoying your holiday weekend. Are you going to be able to take Monday off and make a four dayer out of it?
As I was typing this a message from Gary came in telling me he left you at a neighborhood party. I know it is a little too close to home for you, but I do hope you did a little something on the evil side, even if it was only a little teasing.
You have never said - have you ever considered letting Gary watch?
Sunday, May 2
Oh damn it Bob,
Hubby told you that?!! The boy just can't keep a secret. Did he tell you that he was SOOOO obvious volunteering to take our son home and then making suggestions in my ear?
It wasn't a neighborhood party, it was the whole developments 30th anniversary so over 100 households were invited. The deepest street in the development is a cul-de-sac and it was closed off to traffic. They had everything! Inflatable water slides and jumping rooms for kids, a local (and very bad) band, fireworks, etc., etc. Everyone brought something. We took chips, brownies and ten pounds of Italian sausage (no, not that kind of Italian sausage!). There must have been fifty grills cooking, ten kegs tapped and enough food to feed half of Africa. It was a blast.
When hubby left I was at a picnic table with 5 other women I had never met before and all of us were earning the hangovers we have today. We were just chatting about the hubbies-kids-careers-houses thing. Around ten some guys (really cute guys at that) came by and said there was dancing inside one of the houses on the next street and that the house was air-conditioned. Three of us decided to go see what was going on. The house was packed, the lights were out and the music was loud Two single guys had bought it to fix up and flip and there was hardly any furniture so there was a lot of dancing room, but if it was air conditioned you couldn't tell be me.
The dancing was close and there were hands roaming everywhere. My boobs got mauled and one guy even slid his hands up the leg of my shorts. The kissing got pretty intense pretty fast. The guy who got his hand in my shorts took his cock out and put my hand on it. I was stroking him when I looked over his shoulder and saw one of the women I had been at the table with over in a corner on her knees with a cock in her mouth - and it wasn't her husbands!! And two guys were standing there, watching or lining up - I couldn't tell. But it was a wake up for me. I was too close to home. I dropped the cock I had in my hand, exercised some discretion and got the hell out of there. Hubby was not happy with my decision, but he said he understood (I know he didn't - he wouldn't mind if I did it on the front lawn if he could watch).
As far as hubby watching ... we have discussed it of course, and that night on the beach seemed to show that he probably wouldn't freak out...but...I've only misbehaved a few times within the last 12-14 months and there really hasn't been an opportunity for him to watch. We both agreed that we wouldn't be comfortable doing it in our own home, even if our son wasn't there. He's happy to HEAR about my adventures, but we are both in a sexy mood when I'm sharing them with him. I'm not sure if it happened if I would be performing for the guy or for hubby or if it would matter. So, I guess you can see by this muddle of an answer that we are probably not ready for that....yet.
Yes, I took Monday off. No work until Wednesday.
Sunday, July 9
Dear Bob'
Nothing exciting here. I know it was First Friday, but 8 of us (6 women and two guys) went to a charity event where we tasted a lot of microbreweries' beer. Yum!! I think I like the ales best --but it will probably require further investigation and testing. Other than that I behaved like the good little girl that I am.
+++++
{ A couple of emails either got deleted or lost so a quick recap is necessary for the following emails to be understood. My brother, who Christina has labeled Just Plain Brother, and his wife Karen came to Colorado to visit and while they were here we spent a weekend at a cabin in the mountains. My sister in law is a total fox and I have lusted after her since the day my brother introduced us and Karen knows it and she teases me unmercifully. Once, at a birthday party she flashed her tits at me just to see me get flustered. My wife is well aware of the situation between Karen and me and she thinks it is hilarious and so I also get teased from that end. I mentioned Just Plain Brother's visit and told Christina about the dynamic between Karen and me and I also mentioned that the only reason I haven't taken a shot at Karen is that I have a "No Family" rule. I also have a Wife Has To Go First Rule. My fantasy has always been to see her with another man and my wife and I have given each other permission to play with others, but I won't go first. I call it my self defense mechanism.
+++++
Monday, July 17
Hi sweet Chris,
As far as I know I was the only one at the party she flashed. On a scale of one to ten I give her tits a nine. They are quite possible tens, but I'd have to touch them to check for firmness before I could give her a perfect score. From a Karen and Dirty Old Bob standpoint the weekend at the cabin was interesting. I've already told you that Karen knows I lust after her and while she didn't flash her tits at me this weekend she did find several occasions to rub them against me and once she managed to back into my hard cock with her tight little ass and I'm pretty sure that it wasn't as accidental as she pretended. In short - I was cock teased all weekend. Damned good thing that my wife and Just Plain Brother were there or I just might have broken my no family rule and my wife must go first rule.
Tuesday, July 18
Hi there dear man who loves my slutty side,
I'm glad you have such high boobie standards and that you are careful about awarding the coveted "10".
Karen sounds like a real ball-buster. She's my kind of girl. You realize that knowing that you lust for her makes her feel sexy and alive, right? (and to some degree, powerful). Count it as doing your good deed for another human being.
I loved the "New Guy In The Office" series. Other than the wet dream of any guy who works in a co-ed office, you really nailed the atmosphere of office sexual politics. That's why I won't fool around there. But you got it right -- there is always that "Who's the new guy (or girl)?" "What's the skinny on him (or her)?" And everybody talks. It is the nature of the office beast. I'm guessing that Karen has told somebody about me at the intern party and the lounge, but maybe not --she has a lot more sins to keep private. No one has ever mentioned the Christmas party, but I don't know if it was gossiped about. Oh well, at least I had fun.
Thursday, July 20
Hi Sweetie,
Just another day at the salt mine. Had breakfast at my favorite restaurant and something happened that gave me fodder for another story. That makes nine stories to have come out of that place. The wife says Karen called this morning before she left for work and that the two of them have cooked up something for the next time we see each other. She won't tell me what. She says the anticipation and uncertainty will do me good. My reply to that was that whatever it was it wasn't going to happen because I would avoid seeing Karen until the wife gave me my fantasy. (You women can sure come up with some nasty looks).
What do you have planned for the weekend? Going to fly to Denver and visit me? You do know that you are the exception to my Wife Has To Go First rule don't you?
Love, Bob
Friday, July 21
Oh Dearest Bob,
'm the exception to your Wife Must Go First Rule? Wow!! You don't know how flattered I feel, especially since you have already seen Karen's (a solid "9") boobs.
No, sorry, no airplane tickets in my purse for this weekend. I think there may be a bar-b-que at one of the neighbors this weekend, and Karen (yes, that Karen) just stopped by my desk asking if I wanted to go out for a drink after work. I said I'd call her if I did. I hesitate because going out with her tends to bring out the worst in me. Of course hubby immediately agreed to baby sit and urged me to go out and have a good time. Maybe I'll disappoint him and go home and have a good time with him.
Friday, July 21
Dear Chris,
Silly girl! You have to realize that the worst that Karen brings out in you is considered by both Gary and I to be your best!
You don't have plane tickets in your purse because I don't know where to send them.
Saturday, July 22
Dear Bob,
Well. Last night I would have embarrassed even you. I had one orgasm after another in my mouth. I didn't go out with Karen, but I did go out with a couple of other girls....and we went to a Cold Stone Ice Creamery and gorged ourselves on ice cream!! It was an orgy of flavors and sensations. Oh my God, it was so fulfilling!!! Sex is good, but...Rocky Road rules!!!
Sorry to jerk your chain Dear, I just couldn't resist.
Love
A very sated Chris
Monday, July 24
Hello my sweet
A day of pulling weeds, repairing broken sprinkler heads and typing stories into the computer. Hope you had a nice weekend. Have attached my latest - hasn't been spell checked or proof read yet
Love, Bob
Tuesday, July 25
Hello dear.
It was a nice weekend. Saturday was a bar-b-que with the neighbors. After the last of the food disappeared, we (the women) decided to volunteer the men to watch the kids and 6 of us jumped into a minivan and went bar hopping. The worst that happened was some flirting, but it was nice to discover a few of my friends are as "into it" as I am. In fact, when we were leaving we had to peel one of the girls away from the guy she was sitting with (the hussy - a hubby and three kids at home - shame, shame. He was kind of cute though). On the way home there was some discussion and one of the girls said, "Well, I've certainly changed a lot since college." Two others said, "Me too!" Me? I just sat quietly in the back seat smiling.
Love, Chris
Wednesday, July 26
Good morning sweetie,
You naughty girl you. Why didn't you speak up and teach those ladies how to have a really good time. Just imagine the neighborhood parties you could have.
Thursday, July 27
Dearest Bob,
Is my getting laid all you ever think about? As for my night out with the girls...There was a lot of gossip about who may be doing what with whom. Also, I have to admit there are two (maybe three) girls I wouldn't mind going out with again to see what happens. One girl, on the way out of the bar, said in the car, "God, I'm so fucking horny!" and the way she acted that night we all believed her. (although having a lot of carnal knowledge floating around the neighborhood gives me great hesitation.
Saturday, July 29
Good afternoon love,
Talk about being a good girl...9:40 on a Saturday night and I'm home, sober, alone (except for a sleeping tyke in the next room) and fully clothed. Where did I go wrong? Am I getting old?
Thursday, August 3
Hi sweet and sexy,
Looking forward to First Friday this month? Go find Karen and tell her that I want you to go out with her and I want her to get you laid. If she asks you who I am tell her just to get her reaction. (Just kidding).
Friday, August 4
Hello dear man,
Funny you should mention Karen. I just got back from lunch with her. She asked me to skip the local "First Friday" spots and go with her to a new bar opening up about hours drive away. She said the owner is a friend of a friend and she promised to attend. You already know that Karen is trouble. I demurred, telling her I would let her know later.
I laughed when I read what you told me to tell her. That would be a stitch!
Saturday, August 5
Hello Dearest
Sorry to let you (and hubby) down, but I didn't go with Karen last night. She can be a little over the top. I'll have to wait until Monday to find out how much trouble I missed. Instead I was a good wife and mommy and the three of us went out for snowballs. It doesn't get any more All American than that, does it?
I guess I'm just being careful about safe, discrete and under control situations - and, of course, a real stud with between the sheets talents. I tell hubby, "Don't rush me, I'll do it when I know it's the right place, time and guy." He usually nods and grins and starts right back on me. The guy is incorrigible --but very charming.
Love, Chris
Monday, August 7
Hello Dear
How was your weekend? I don't have any news, but I still like to check in --you never get too much spam, right?
Karen stopped by my desk this morning and told me it was all my fault that she had to entertain TWO studs she met at the bar Friday night. According to her she called her husband and told him she was too drunk to drive home and then she and her two studs spent the night fucking and sucking in a motel room until check out on Saturday. Now, that's according to her. I wouldn't be at all surprised if she met (and fucked) a guy, but she may have been pulling my leg about TWO just because I didn't go. On the other hand...it IS Karen we are talking about. Wait until hubby hears I missed out on that action for a snowball!!!
Tuesday, August 8
Hello love
Do you really think Karen would lie about something like that? You shouldn't let Gary know that you missed out for a snowball, you'll break his heart to say nothing of what the info has already done to me. I'm so crushed that I have tear filled eyes and I can't go on --- I can't see the keyboard.
Love, Bob
Tuesday, August 8
Buck up soldier!!!
No tear drops on the keyboard!!!
As far as Karen is concerned it could go either way. I think she could have easily gone to a motel with two guys, but she's also capable of saying it just to give me a hard time. Maybe she wanted to see my reaction -- see if I freaked out at a threesome. She is already asking me if I want to go out with her this Friday. Maybe she likes the idea of corrupting a sweet, innocent, little married girl like me!!! What do you think she'd say if I told her I didn't want to share her two, but that I wanted two of my own??? HA!
Love, Chris
Thursday, August 10
Hi dear Bob,
I almost - only almost - gave you and Gary something to drool over. I do so hate to be a tease, but sometimes I can't resist. Last night I was at a neighborhood birthday party being hosted by Pammy who is my best friend (female friend anyway) in the neighborhood. She has no idea that I'm such a slut, but she has seen the way the guys look at me (and she has seen me looking back). Anyway, trying to capture it in the style of JPB here goes.
Dave's Birthday Party
I didn't know him - I'd never seen him before - but the way he was looking at me made my pussy wet. It wasn't that he was looking at me, it was the way he was looking at me; it was if he wanted to pick me up, throw me across his shoulder and run with me to his cave, his den, his lair and then ravish me and make me his.
I was used to being looked at because of my great boobs, great legs and marvelous ass and as I moved around the room I could feel his eyes following me. Finally, about two hours into the party I cornered Pammy and asked her who he was.
"Oh ho, caught your interest has he?"
"In a way, but only because I seem to have caught his."
"His name id Jeff Benoit and he is the one that your mother always warned you about."
"Oh great, girlfriend, just go ahead and tell me he is one of those bad boys that us girls can't seem to resist."
"You would be wise to resist this one honey, he has left a trail of broken marriages and split up couples that would reach from here to the moon."
"What does he have that makes him so dangerous?"
"Don't know, and don't ever plan on trying to find out. I'm happy with Bill and I'm not going to do anything to screw our relationship up."
"Some girlfriend you are, making me find out for myself."
"You be careful Christina. You have a terrific guy in Gary. I'd hate to see you lose him over someone like Jeff. Jeff is strictly a love them and leave them guy; the trouble is that he doesn't leave soon enough. He hangs on long enough to get caught and then he rides off into the sunset leaving the wife or girlfriend to clean up the mess and pick up the pieces."
"You know of course that you keep making him sound more and more interesting."
"He isn't worth losing Gary over Chris, trust me on that."
As I walked away from Pammy I felt his eyes boring into me and I turned and looked his way. Our eyes met and my pussy tingled and no man had ever had an effect on me like that, not even my Gary. I knew that if we weren't in my neighborhood and so close to home I'd go over to Jeff Benoit and at least dangle my toes in his dangerous water.
An hour later I was out on the deck getting a breath of fresh air and looking up at the stars when I sensed a presence behind me. I turned and found Mr. Bad Boy standing right behind me.
"Hi" he said, "I'm Jeff and you are?"
"Not interested."
"What?"
"You asked, "You are?" and I said, "Not interested." If you put them together you have "You are not interested" and if you say it that way in the form of a question I would say that you were right, I'm not."
"How did we get there?"
"I was warned about you and the wreckage you leave in your wake."



"Do you believe everything you hear?"
"When I hear it from friends who have no axe to grind."
"You going to tell me that you didn't feel the spark when our eyes met earlier?"
"Oh I felt it all right, but sparks cause fires and people who play with fire usually get burned. I'm happy with my life right now and I see no great reason for making any changes."
"Pity. I think it could have been interesting" and he turned and left.
As he walked away I watched him go and cursed my luck at meeting him at Pammy's party. Any place else and we be off somewhere private and I'd have his cock in my pussy or mouth by now, but I don't play in my yard. Thank God Gary was home baby sitting the little guy. If he was at the party with me he would have been lifting my skirt for Jeff.
{Did I come close to JPB? Not too flowery was it?}
+++++
Friday, August 25
Hello my love,
Off work early today and was able to put in some good hours on the computer. Regarding the attached surprise all I can say is that you just can't trust an erotic story writer with anything - including emails. I took some liberties with the story so no one can tie it to you. Also, in my author's note I covered up the fact that I am hopelessly in love with you - unrequited as it may be.
It has not been spell checked or proof read as of yet. Look it over and let me know if there is anything you want changed. For that matter, if you don't want it posted at all let me know and I'll hit the delete key.
Thinking of you, Bob
From:
To:
Sent: Saturday, August 26, 2006 6:38 PM
Subject: BASW_me_3
Oh my God! Do I really come off that conceited in my letters??? That's terrible! You know when I say things about my "terrific boobs" I'm saying it sarcastically don't you? Until I read it back to myself in the story I didn't realize that it comes across with NO sense of teasing and irony or sarcasm --even though I DO have terrific boobs! See what I mean?
Also, I am going to be very, VERY careful what I say to you from now on knowing that it could end up in a story. No, No, I AM kidding. I enjoy writing to you too much to censor myself.
Of course I liked the writing, but I'm afraid most of your other readers may find it a little boring because they don't share connection we have. And, it is real life --never as much fun as a story.
A couple of things...Is there anyway to make it clearer which of us is writing which message? We know, but a new reader might not find it as easy to follow as we do. Also, above July 17 you repeated "mechanism" and at the final party I think you used Tammy instead of Pammy once.
But, here I am, home alone on a Saturday night, not coming up with any new material for BASW_me_4. It really has been a slow year compared to 2005 hasn't it? Especially when you count the train I pulled at the Christmas party. How will I ever top that this year?
Anyway, I LOVED reading the story (God...how could you do it with nothing to work with but emails?) and I think I'll be the only BASW with three parts. No, no, there is one out there with 5 or 6 parts isn't there? I guess I have my work cut out for me, don't I?
Love you, Chris
To Be Continued??
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It was enough to make me want to scream! I worked my butt off for six weeks to land the deal and then the asshole who was supposed to be working with me, but who didn't do a damn thing except ask me once a week how things were going, got half the commission and a promotion. Don't ever let people tell you that women in the work place are not discriminated against - I'm living proof that they don't have a clue what they are talking about.
I've worked for the XYZ Corporation for eleven years now and even though for eight of those eleven years I have been the highest grossing salesperson in the corporation I have never received a promotion. Raises yes, bonuses yes, but promotions no! I've watched as one incompetent after another has moved up the corporate ladder with absolutely nothing going for them except that they play golf and play cards with the right people. But for a woman even playing golf or cards with the right people isn't enough. I played poker once with the guys in upper management and never was asked to play again. I guess I hurt the VP's feelings when I bluffed him out of a fair sized pot. I've also played golf, once anyway, with the boys from upper management. The men's tee boxes on the course were being readied for a tournament and we all had to play from the woman's tees. Should have been an advantage for the boys, right? I beat them all by four strokes and was never asked to play with them again. Ron, the clown I had to share my commission with, beat them by seven strokes when he played with them and got a pat on the back for being a good golfer and was invited back. I beat them and we have to sweep it under the table because it would look bad if it got out they were beat by a girl.
My husband tells me that I'm paranoid and that XYZ doesn't have anything against women moving up. "All companies are the same sweetie. They all want what's best for the bottom line. If you aren't being picked it is because they don't think you have what it takes. Being a good ole boy has nothing to do with who gets promotions in modern day business."
"Bullshit! What about the time the regional sales managers job was open and they told me that Hawkins and I were the only ones being considered and they told us both that whoever performed the best would get the job? I outsold Hawkins three to one and brought in nine new accounts to his three and they still gave that lame ass the promotion."
"He must have had some quality that they felt they needed; some quality that you couldn't offer."
My husband is the perfect case in point. I love him dearly, but that doesn't make me blind where he is concerned. He is the prototypical good ole boy. He takes his clients on golfing weekends to Hilton Head. He hosts poker games and he takes them sports fishing on the Gulf and he lands lots of business for his company which leads to more poker, golf and fishing. As a result he has been promoted twice in the last eighteen months. Yet I have more sales and managerial ability in one of my pussy hairs than he has in his entire body and still I get constantly passed over.
The thing with Ron was the last straw. I had finally had enough and I sat down and composed my letter of resignation. My husband convinced me to sit on it for a couple of weeks, a cool down period of sorts, and I agreed. Nine days later there were some changes in upper management and all of a sudden I had a new vice president to report to. I put my resignation on hold until I could see how things would shake out.
A week after Chad took over as VP he called me into his office and asked me if I could attend a conference with him in New York.
"It is a industry thing, but I expect that there might be some opportunities for us there. You seem to be my top grosser and I'd like to have you along."
Was I going to say no? This was the first time at XYZ that anyone at his level had even acknowledged that I was something other than just another girl on the payroll. Of course I would go.
As far as industry conferences went there were no surprises. A lot of talk on common problems, some boring talks by executives full of themselves and a general round of information sharing. The real business got taken care of at the dinner and cocktail party following the day's conference. After dinner I circulated and renewed friendships, talked with people I had done business with in the past, and made a few contacts that would be worth following up on. I was on my fifth margarita, and being thankful that I didn't have to drive home that night, when Chad came over and sat down with me.
"This is the first chance I've had to sit down with you and chat."
I took a sip of my margarita and said, "Feel free to chat away."
"I understand that you are dissatisfied with the way you feel that the company has been treating you."
"I guess that is a pretty fair statement of the facts. Enough so that my letter of resignation has already been written."
"Has anyone ever taken the time to explain why you keep getting passed over?"
"No, but even if they had it wouldn't change that fact that they keep selecting incompetents and then to add insult to injury they place me under those incompetents."
"Is it just a title thing with you?"
"What do you mean?"
"Is it just a title you are after?"
"No, I really believe that I can do a better job than the clowns they keep picking."
"Maybe you could, but does the job need, as you put it, to be done better?"
"I'm not following you."
"Does the paper need to be shuffled any better? Is there a crying need for the weekly sales meeting to be held any better? What I'm getting at is that you are the top grosser in the company and what you do does more for the company's bottom line than any thing you could do if you got moved up. You might be a better paper pusher than the guys that moved up, but if you had moved up sales would have gone down. Not only that, but the people who would have had to take your place could have cost us some of the business that you had already brought in. Right now you are making more in commissions than the guys who got promoted are making in salary."
"That's not true and you know it. When you add the perks that go with the promotions they are way ahead of me. They get a company car and a company gas credit card. I have to buy my own car and pay for my own gas. They get larger expense accounts with wider latitude on what they can claim as a business expense. They get stock options, better health and dental, special retirement plans and so on. Plus not constantly being on the road during the week, better vacation time, bonuses at the end of the year base on how well their division, meaning me, does in sales. Add all that up and they damn sure are not making less than I am."
Chad sat quietly looking at me and then he said, "How bad do you want all those things that you just mentioned?"
"What are you getting at?"
"Simple question, how bad?"
"Everybody wants to make a good living Chad, and everybody wants their worth recognized. I'm no different."
"Okay then, what if you could get all the perks that you just mentioned and you stayed where you are, doing what you do better than anyone else in the company. How bad would you want something like that? What would you be willing to do?"
I had a feeling that I knew where this was headed, but I planned on making him be much more specific before I threw my drink in his face. "Let us assume that I don't know what you are getting at and go right to what you would expect me to do."
He smiled at me, "Whoa there honey, you got me all wrong, well maybe only partially. What I have in mind is creating a position that will satisfy the policy and procedures manual and allow me to give you the perks you want and still leave you able to sell and bring in new business. We will call it something like Special Assistant to the Vice President of Sales. You just have to decide just how bad you want the position. I'm going to give you a situation and then I'm going to get up and leave you to think about it. Okay so far?"
"Go ahead, I'm listening."
"See that tall man over there by the punch bowl? That is Jason Royal. I've been trying to get his business for ten years now. His account would be worth 3.5 to 5 million a year for the company. Tonight I asked him straight out what I had to do to get his business. He smiled at me and pointed at you. "Make her my account representative. If she services the account, and I do mean services, you have a deal." Let me be totally clear here. Your job does not depend on what you decide. The only question on the table is how bad do you want the perks of the new position I will create for you, let alone the commissions that the account will generate."
He got up to leave, but then he turned back to me, "One more thing that I need to be clear on. I wouldn't mind a taste of you myself, but that has to be a matter of your choice and outside of the work place" and he walked away leaving me staring at his back.
There was absolutely no way that I would even remotely consider what Chad was suggesting - none at all- and yet two margaritas later I found myself dancing with Mr. Royal. He had approached me and had asked me to dance and I had accepted. He was a perfect gentleman and never gave me any indication that he had spoken to Chad about me. We danced two numbers and then ha asked me to join him at his table and I did. As I worked my way through another margarita was sat and talked and I found him to be very charming and witty. As the party wound down and people were leaving he told me that he had enjoyed my company and that he hoped he would see me again someday. I don't know which of us was the most surprised when I said, "Why? The night isn't over yet."
I was an absolute slut. I did things with Jason that I had never done with anyone else, not even with my husband. Jason gave me a rim job and I had my first ever anal sex and I loved it. Then I gave him a rim job and followed it up with the best head I was able to give. We used each other for sexual release - no tenderness, no pretense of affection - just plain old down and dirty sex. He fucked me hard and I screamed at him to fuck me harder, to make me his bitch and to cum in me. The last thing I remember before falling asleep was Jason calling the front desk for a six-thirty wake up call and ordering breakfast for two from room service.
The telephone rang at six twenty-nine and before Jason hung up I had his cock in my mouth and as soon as he was hard I mounted him and bounced up and down on his cock until room service knocked on the door. As soon as the door closed behind the waiter Jason pushed me down on the bed and we were half an hour late for the first meeting of the morning.
Jason and I sat next to each other at lunch and I played with his cock under the table. We went right to my room after the afternoons last conference and never did make it to that evenings cocktail party. The night was a repeat of the previous evening, except for two things - it lasted longer and it got a little kinky. Jason was on the toilet and I was using the break in the action to call home. I was talking to my husband when Jason came out of the bathroom. He started fingering my pussy and I was holding the phone in one hand while trying to fend him off with the other. He grinned at me, pushed me around until he was behind me and then he took me from behind while I was telling my hubby that it was just another boring conference and that I couldn't wait to get home to him. The funny thing was I wasn't lying. I did want to hurry home to him. I loved the big old bear and I would find some way to make it up to him for what I was doing behind his back. Jason and I didn't leave a wake up call for in the morning - we never went to sleep.
The conference broke at noon the next day and Jason asked me to stop by his room when we went up to get our bags. As soon as the door closed behind us he pulled me over to the bed, bent me forward at the waist so I had to support myself with my hands on the bed and then he entered me from behind and fucked me one last time. When it was over and I had come out of the bathroom after cleaning myself up he handed me an envelope. "What' this?"
"The contract. Signed, sealed and delivered."
"Oh no you don't" I said as I handed the envelope back to him. "I did what I did because I wanted to, not to get your business. In fact, I'll be extremely disappointed if you don't try to see me again."
"You mean that?"
"Absolutely."
We were alone in the elevator on the way down to the lobby and just before the door opened I reached over and gave his cock a squeeze, "Don't forget me baby" and then I walked over to wait for the courtesy car to the airport.
I was sitting next to Chad on the flight home. I had been staring out the window wondering how I could love my husband as much as I did and still want to be Jason's slut. I didn't love Jason as a person, although I did like him, but I loved fucking him and I wanted to do it again. In the window glass I noticed Chad looking over at me. I turned to him and said, "What?"
"Oh nothing."
"It must be something for you to look at me like that."
"I guess I'm just jealous."
"Jealous of what?"
"The smile that has been on Jason Royal's face for the last two days."
I think I might have even blushed.
"By the way, what kind of car do you want?"
"What do you mean, what kind of car?"
"Your new company car Ms. Special Assistant. When Jason handed me the contract he told me to make sure that I did whatever I had to do keep his account rep happy. He thinks you are pretty special."
I smiled at that, "He isn't all that bad either."
"There you go making me jealous again."
I looked over at Chad and the events of the last two nights passed through my mind. What the hell, why not, I was already a slut for my company, "There's a hotel at the airport, right?"
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I wonder if anyone has ever done a survey on how husbands find out that their wives are cheating. A suspicion that causes him to look into her activities? Something overheard at a social gathering? A good friend who tells him something that the friend thinks he should know? What percentage would be because the wife or girlfriend of her lover found out and dropped a dime on the couple? I'm betting that a survey would show that the majority would find out the same way I did - by accident.
+++++
Madeline and I met in college, had a brief but very satisfying affair, and then went on our separate ways. Three years after graduation we ran into each other at a cocktail party, reconnected and started dating. Six months later I asked her to marry me and she said yes. Two years later we had a three-bedroom house, two cars and a cottage on a lake.
We had both decided early on that neither of us would be willing to give up our careers to raise children and in truth I don't believe that either of us would have been any good as a parent. So, in order to make our sex life more enjoyable and trouble free I had a vasectomy. To make sure that it took I went in once a month for six months and had my sperm tested. The first test showed that I was no longer able to procreate and the next five tests were just to verify that I stayed that way.
A couple of years went by and Mad and I climbed the corporate ladder, each of us doing well in our chosen fields. The higher up the ladder we climbed the more responsibilities we took on and eventually we both reached a point where travel became part of our jobs. It wasn't too bad for me; I only had to travel on the average of twice a month and was usually only gone for two or three days, but Mad was gone for a week to ten days when she traveled. Granted, she only had to travel once every six weeks or so, but I did hate for her to be gone almost two weeks at a time. Mad's trips were always to Boston and I once jokingly said she should find a place and set up housekeeping since she spent so much time there.
+++++
We had been married a little over eight years when I made my accidental discovery. I had a lunch date with Madeline and I swung by her office to pick her up. Gloria, her secretary, told me that Mad had been called into a meeting and had left word for me to wait for her in her office, that she wouldn't be long.
The nice thing about Mad's tenth floor office was that she had a view. I walked over to the window and looked out for a bit and then turned to go back and sit on one of her office chairs. Madeline had one of those large calendar pads on her desk and as I turned my eyes swept the desk and I noticed that in large black letters she had marked Boston in the box for the 24th. She hadn't mentioned that trip to me yet.
With my eyes on the desk pad I wasn't watching where I was going and I bumped into the wastebasket and knocked it over and some trash spilled out. I bent over and bent to pick up the trash and put it back in the basket and one of the things I picked up was an envelope with SWAK printed across the back flap. I hadn't seen that since junior high and I wondered who was sending Mad things with the initials for "Sealed With A Kiss" printed on it. I turned it over and saw that it was addressed to Ms. Madeline Beckman, not Mrs., and it was sent to her work address and not her home address. I looked through the trash and found three crumpled sheets of paper with the same handwriting on them as the envelope and curiosity got the best of me and I put the three pages and the envelope in my pocket. I picked up the rest of the trash and went over and sat down in one of the chairs. My butt no sooner hit the seat cushion than Madeline walked in.
"Sorry to keep you waiting honey, but Brian got a wild hair up his ass over quality control and called a meeting."
"No problem. I just got here a couple of minutes ago. Shall we go or do you need to stick around?"
"No sticking around honey, I need to get out of here so lets go."
Lunch was leisurely and we talked about our plans for the coming weekend and talked some about the boat she wanted to buy for use when we went up to our cottage on the lake. I dropped her back at her office and then headed back to mine.
I sat down at my desk and took the envelope and three sheets of paper out of my pocket and spread them out on my desk. I smoothed out the sheets and noticed that the writer had obligingly numbered the pages and so I put them in order and started to read them. The letter started out, "My dearest Madeline," and I won't bother to spell out the rest of it. It will suffice to say that it was a love letter from someone named Trace. He wrote about how he could not wait to see her again and hold her in his arms and love her like she deserved to be loved.
My jaws got tighter and tighter as I read the letter and it was probably a good thing for Madeline and Trace that I couldn't get my hands on either one of them just then, especially after I read when I got to the top of page three.
"I have your appointment set up at the clinic for 10 AM on the 20th. I wish we didn't have to do this my love, but as much as I hate it I can see where you feel you must do it. I really think you should give some thought to having your tubes tied when they do the procedure so we won't have to worry about this happening again."
Trace thoughtfully included the clinic's phone number so Mad could call them if she decided to have her tubes tied. It didn't take a genius to figure out just what the "procedure" was that he referenced in the letter - Madeline was pregnant!
From the letter I gathered that Madeline and Trace had been seeing each other for some time and I remembered jokingly telling Madeline that she should set up housekeeping in Boston since she spent so much time there. It looked like she had gone and done just that. It explained why she always wanted me to call her on her cell phone instead of the hotel where she was supposed to be staying.
The evidence was there - lying on my desk - my wife was cheating on me. My wife was an unfaithful whore. The question was what was I going to do about it?
+++++
I wrestled with the problem for the rest of the afternoon. I sat at my desk and stared at the wall as I rolled it over and over in my mind and I thought about it as I drove home. I loved Madeline, I really did love her and most of my thoughts were along the lines of how I could handle the mess and still have Madeline and I remaining together.
By the time I pulled in to my driveway I had come to realize that remaining together with Madeline was a pipe dream. There wasn't anyway I could remain with Madeline after finding out that she had cheated on me; I just was not wired that way.
Madeline usually beat me home and had dinner on by the time I got there and that night was no exception. There were candles on the table and a bottle of wine cooling in the ice bucket on the counter. I knew what that meant and sure enough Mad told me over dinner:
"I'm flying to Boston on the 19th and I'll be gone for two weeks so I need you to work your ass off sweetums. You have to give me enough to hold me until I can get home. You have plenty of vitamins I hope?"
I sat there, smiled at her and told her I would do my best as I ran through the scenario in my mind. Her calendar had said Boston on the 24th. Fly out on the 19th, go to the clinic on the 20th, use the 21st, 22nd and 23rd to recover and then report to work on the 24th.
Trace would no doubt fuck her the night of the 19th and probably one last time before she reported in to the clinic on the 20th. After that I didn't know. Having no experience in that area I had no way of knowing how soon after the procedure she could have sex again, but I was guessing it would be at least a month. Madeline always came home from her trips ready to drag me into the bedroom telling me that she needed to play catch up and I wondered what kind of excuses she would have for not wanting to have sex when she returned from her trip.
Madeline interrupted my thoughts when she said, "Come on sweetums, dessert will be served upstairs in the bedroom."
As I followed her sweet looking ass up the stairs I wondered what the deal was. Our sex life was great, at least from my standpoint, and Mad did not seem any less loving or affectionate so where had I lost her? And what was the deal with trying to fuck me to death just before she went on her trips? We went from our normal twice a night, three or four nights a week to every night as many times as she could get me up and she did it knowing that she was going to step off the plane and be fucking Trace before the sun came up the next day.
"You first sweetums," she said as she stood me next to the bed and started undressing me. "You first and then you can heat me up and then we will see how long you can stay with me."
The woman could give blow jobs. They were the best I'd ever had and I was definitely going to miss them when she as gone. She licked and sucked and played with my balls while a finger teased my asshole. She was looking up into my eyes as her head bobbed up and down and damned if I could see anything in her eyes that told me she wasn't mine anymore. I felt the build up and I tapped her lightly on the head. It was the signal that I was ready to cum. She always swallowed but she didn't like to be surprised. She sucked every last drop out of me and then she got on the bed and spread her legs wide.
As my mouth moved to her pussy I had a bad thought. Mad always loved oral sex before we made love. Did she fuck Trace before she left Boston and came home to me? When she got home was she still full of him? I know she always fucked me one last time before she left the house to fly to Boston. Did she have Trace eat her while she still had me inside her? Just the thought of me eating her after she had fucked him was enough to make me want to puke. I hesitated just a fraction and Madeline said:
"Come on sweetums, you know how much I like it."
I didn't want to, but I knew I had to; I had to keep Mad thinking I was just a stupid cuckold until I could figure out what to do.
I lowered my head, parted her cunt lips with my fingers and then I attacked her with my mouth. I fingered her pussy while I licked and sucked on her clit. She moaned and uttered little cries and pushed her hips up at me as I worked to bring her to orgasm. By the time her body trembled and she cried out, "Oh Jesus yes, yes" my cock was hard again and I moved over her and slid my cock into her cheating cunt. I fucked her hard, we both came and then we went sixty-nine after which I fucked her again. I fell asleep exhausted, but woke up in the middle of the night and laid there staring up at the ceiling, thinking and wondering.
As I drove to work the next morning I had the bare bones of a plan in my mind and I began to flesh it out as soon as I sat down behind my desk.
+++++
The morning of the 19th Madeline woke me with a blow job and when I was awake she maneuvered into a sixty-nine and when I had her good and worked up she swung over me and lowered herself down on my stiff dick. She didn't know it yet, but it was the last time she was ever going to ride it.
After we were done she dressed and I carried the bags she had packed the night before out to her car. I kissed her goodbye and told her to have a safe trip and watched as she backed out of the drive. A final wave as she headed down the street on her way to Boston and out of my life. Well, not completely out, there was still going to be a messy divorce to go through.
Madeline's flight was at three and I caught the one that departed at five-forty. I was parked across the street from the clinic watching when Mad arrived at nine thirty-five in the company of a man who I assumed was Trace. He was an ordinary looking guy and I wondered what Mad saw in him that made her cheat on me with him. No matter, she did it and that was all that counted.
I didn't really need to be there, but for some strange reason that I'll probably never understand I wanted to see her enter that clinic with my own eyes. I glanced around to see if I could spot the private detectives that I hired, but they were good and I caught no glimpse of them. When the door closed behind her I started up the rental, returned it and flew home.
Mad would be gone for two weeks and I had a lot to get done in that time. I had four weeks vacation coming and I had made arrangements to take three of them off. When Madeline made her nightly check in call that night I let the answering machine take the call. By noon the next day I had started moving everything out of the house that I wanted and I let the machine take her call that night also.
Before I left for vacation I'd told my secretary what was going on and asked her to help me out and she agreed to do it. If Mad called my office Sheila would tell her that I was in a meeting. That would do for a day or two and then when Mad pushed (if she called at all) Sheila would mention that major changes were occurring in the company, that I was under a lot of pressure and she was sure that I would get back to Madeline as soon as possible. She would stall Mad for three days and on the fourth day tell her that I had walked out and no one knew where I was. I figured three days was enough time to get what I wanted out of the house, find an apartment and move in. I didn't really think Mad would panic and rush home when she couldn't reach me, but I still wanted those three days just in case.
+++++
By the 24th I had found an apartment and moved in and I had stopped by the post office to arrange to have my mail forwarded. I called Sheila to let her know she could give Madeline the "walked out" story and Sheila told me that Mad had called seven times in the last two days and she was glad she could finally tell Mad I was gone.
"Tell her you were told I quit and that should keep her from bothering you any more."
Then I started doing all the things that would make the divorce nasty. I drained all the checking and savings accounts, cashed in the certificates of deposit we had and cancelled all the joint credit cards. We had an equity line of credit on the house and I maxed it out and put the check in a new account opened at a different bank than the one Madeline and I had been using.
Next I took care of the cottage on the lake. Madeline had always wanted a place on a lake so I had found the property on Lake Chaffee, bought it and surprised her with it on our fifth anniversary. She loved that cottage and went up there every chance she got. I kept meaning to put her name on the title, but never got around to it. I was forever getting calls from realtors telling me there was someone interested and asking me if I was interested in selling. I called one of them and put it on the market and I was not surprised when he called me two days later and told me he had an offer. It was close to my asking price so I told him to accept.
The one thing I didn't do was see a lawyer. I would make Madeline do all the divorce proceedings stuff. By the time she got around to it the house should be in or very near foreclosure since I wasn't going to be making any payments on it. All the late notices and nasty letters would be forwarded to my new address and Mad would never see them. I had sent a change of address and phone number to the mortgage company so Mad wouldn't even get any of the phone calls. With any luck she wouldn't even know the house was gone until she got an eviction notice.
I had cancelled my cell phone contract when Mad flew off to Boston and the signed up with a different provider and got a new number. I wasn't at the office to take calls so all Mad could reach was the answering machine. I swung by the house once a day just to see what the current batch of messages sounded like and then I would delete them and go to my apartment. They started out upbeat:
"Hi sweetums, just checking in. Give me a call on my cell when you get home. I love you sweetums, bye-bye."
By the end of the second day it was, "Rob honey, give me a call." By the end of the third day it was, "Rob, are you there? Pick up Rob." The fourth day brought, "Rob, call me. I'm worried honey, no one seems to know where you are. Is your cell working? Call me Rob."
By the fifth day she was pissed. "Damn it Rob, where are you? What the hell is going on? My Visa was declined and I called them and they said you cancelled the account. Call me." An hour later it was, "God damn you Rob! What have you done? My Discover card and my Mastercard have both been declined because you cancelled them. Damn it Rob, call me!"
I smiled and turned the answering machine off and then I called and cancelled her cell phone contract. Then I drove up to the lake to spend a few days at the cottage before I closed on the sale.
+++++
I stayed at the cottage until the day that Madeline was due back and then I packed up everything I wanted out of the place and left. When Madeline couldn't find me sooner or later she would think of the cottage and drive up and I didn't want to be there. I spent the remainder of my vacation playing golf and avoiding any place where I might run into Madeline. On the Friday before I was due back to work I called Sheila to check in and she told me that Madeline had been in to see Jerry (my boss) and she knew I hadn't quit, but was on vacation.
"I'm betting she will be here sometime Monday to see you."
It was what I had expected and I was prepared for it. I told Sheila I would see her on Monday and then I spent the rest of the weekend playing golf during the day and going to movies at night.
Monday morning I parked three blocks away and entered the building where I worked by way of the alley and loading dock. I went to my office and looked down at the parking lot and saw Madeline sitting there in her car. I could have come in the front door and had the confrontation and gotten it out of the way, but I wanted to turn Madeline's crank for as long as I could. I was just being mean. Mad kept looking at her watch and finally she started up her car and left so she could get to work on time.
Sheila came into the office and handed me a pile of correspondence and I told her she could expect a call from my wife in about ten minutes and to go ahead and put it through. Eight minutes later Sheila buzzed me on the inter-com and told me she had Madeline on line two. I picked up the phone and said, "Yes?"
She got out "Where the hell have you been and what the hell are....." before I hung up on her. A minute later Sheila buzzed me again and told me Mad was on line one.
"Yes?"
"Damn you Rob, don't ha..." and I hung up on her again. Two minutes later she was back on line two.
"Yes?"
"We need to talk Rob."
"Go ahead, I'm listening."
"Not on the phone Rob. If I try to talk to you on the phone I'll keep getting interrupted."
"Okay. I'll meet you in your parking lot when you get off work. We can talk in your car."
"Why not just come home?"
"I don't want to."
There was silence on her end for several seconds and then she said, "All right, my car at five o'clock."
In keeping with my desire to keep turning her crank I didn't show up until five-fifteen. As I walked from my car to hers I smiled inwardly to see that she was fuming. I opened the door and slid onto the seat and said:
"Okay Madeline, what do you want?"
"What do I want?" she snarled, "I want an explanation. Where have you been? Why haven't you answered my calls? Why is all your stuff gone from the house? Why are the bank accounts empty and the credit cards cancelled and that's just for starters."
"Easy enough to answer. I moved out, I didn't want to talk to you and I don't want to be with you anymore."
"What? Why? Is there someone else?"



"Yes Mad, as a matter of fact there is someone else."
She just sat there and stared at me and then she got a nasty look on her face and snarled, "You bastard!"
I open the door and said, "I answered your questions Madeline. Hope I don't see you around" and I got out of the car and walked back to mine. She was still sitting there staring after me as I pulled out of the lot and drove off.
+++++
I knew Madeline pretty well and I knew her pride would keep her from calling me after our little talk so six weeks went by before I heard from her. She had come home from work to find that she had no electricity and she called to let me know I was a rotten asshole for letting it happen. I knew it was coming of course since I had received the disconnect notice in my forwarded mail.
A week later they shut off the water and I got another nasty call. In retrospect I should have paid the lights and water because by not doing so I sabotaged my big plan which was to see her evicted from the house. When the lights and water were turned off she decided that she had better check into some things and she found that she was three days away from having the phone turned off and that we were over two months behind on the mortgage. I found out later she borrowed from her 401k to get the money to bring the house up to date.
Another month went by and then I received a registered letter that I hadn't expected. I figured that Madeline had too much pride to write what she wrote in the letter. I thought for sure that when I said yes to her "Is there someone else?" question she would grit her teeth, say "Fuck you Rob" and call Trace and invite him to come move in with her. Apparently I didn't know Mad as well as I thought I did. In her letter she professed to love me, said that she missed me terribly and was miserable without me. She begged me to sit down with her, tell her what was wrong and tell her why I'd left her for someone else.
"Just talk with me Rob; I know we can work it all out. I need you here with me."
I tossed the letter in the trash basket.
Three weeks later I got a call from her. "I know you got the letter because you had to sign for it. Since you didn't answer I guess you are never coming home, am I right?"
"You are."
"Then we need to sell the house. It is too big for me and I can't afford it by myself."
"Go ahead,"
"You don't care? Just, "Go ahead Mad and sell the house?"
"That's it in a nutshell."
"Nothing in my letter meant anything to you?"
"Not a thing."
Several seconds of silence followed and then she said, "Goodbye Rob" and hung up.
She put the house up for sale and had a buyer within three weeks and I got the next nasty phone call.
"You bastard! You maxed out the line of credit. After paying the realtor's commission there won't be anything left."
"I figured as much."
"Why Rob? What the fuck happened to turn you into a shithead?"
I didn't answer, I just hung up. A week later she called and said that the closing on the house would be at three-thirty on Thursday and asked if that was a good time for me or should she reschedule. I told her it was good for me and then I hung up. Thursday I left the office at two and went out and played eighteen holes of golf.
That must have been the straw that broke the camel's back because the following Monday I was served. Madeline was suing for divorce and she was using irreconcilable differences as grounds. She was asking for the money that was in the savings and checking at the time I moved out. She wanted the money from the CDs I'd cashed in and the money I had taken out when I maxed out the line of credit on the house. She also wanted the house and for me to make good the money she had taken from her 401k to keep the house from going into foreclosure. And she wanted me to pay her attorney's fees and all court costs. The cottage was not mentioned so she must not have known I'd sold it and was figuring that it would be included in "the half of the marital assets."
I had expected her to do that and I expected that the courts would go along with some of it, if it got to court, and I had all the money sitting in an interest bearing account. I had been waiting for the day and I called my attorney and told him to go ahead with what we had already planned. He promptly filed the paperwork counter suing on the grounds of adultery and asking that I be awarded all assets existing at the time Madeline had destroyed our marriage and I had moved out of the house and that she pay my attorney's fees and all court costs.
Three days later Madeline called me. "I was just served. Are you out of your fucking mind charging me with adultery? You are the one who said you had someone else."
"No I didn't Madeline. You asked me if the reason I moved out was because of someone else and all I said was, "Yes Mad, as a matter of fact there is." You assumed I had met someone else, but that wasn't the case. When I said there was someone else I was referring to your lover Trace. Don't call me anymore Madeline. From now on everything goes through the lawyers."
+++++
A couple of weeks went by and my lawyer called me. "They aren't negotiating. They are not going to settle for less than they are asking for."
"Set up a conference. You, me, Madeline and her lawyer."
John and I were sitting in his conference room when Madeline and her lawyer came in and sat down. As soon as they were seated Madeline's lawyer said:
"First, as a basis for this negotiation we..." and I cut him off. "This isn't a negotiation meeting. This is a clear the air and ultimatum meeting. I will state my position and then you and Madeline get to decide what you want to do. First, Madeline's parent's and all of her relatives are staunch Catholics and while Mad has disappointed them in not holding as firm to their beliefs as they would like I'm sure that she isn't interested in being ostracized by them. Unfortunately that is likely what could happen if I am forced to release the information that I have."
I slid copies of the private detective's report across the table to the both of them.
"You will notice that with the exception of the time spent at work and at the abortion clinic that Madeline spent her entire trip to Boston living in Trace Mueller's apartment."
At the mention of the abortion clinic I saw the color leave Madeline's face. I slid more papers across the table to them.
"This is the medical record of her visit to the clinic. Note that in addition to the procedure she also had her tubes tied so she could continue on with her affair with Mueller without fear of getting pregnant again. Notice that the last three pages are copy of a letter from Mueller telling my wife that he had made the appointment at the clinic and recommending that she have her tubes tied. A recommendation she obviously followed. I also have videotape and still photos of my unfaithful wife with Mr. Mueller.
"You will stop contesting my filing and allow the divorce to proceed on the term put forth in my filing or the information I just showed you will be used."
Madeline's lawyer sat and listened to me, tapping his pencil on his legal pad, and when I was done he said"
"First of all, and I'm sure that your attorney has informed you of it, Mrs. Beckman's medical records are personal information and the only way you could have gotten them was by illegal means. In any event they would not be allowed to be entered in the divorce proceedings. Next, you shou..." and I interrupted him before he could go on.
"I know they are inadmissible in court, but I never intended them to go to court. When I said the information would be used I meant that every living relative of my wife's will receive a copy. Her parish priest will get a copy, every friend of hers that I am aware of will receive a copy and her boss, who happens to be involved with every Right To Life organization in existence will get a copy.
"John tells me that you could, if you have a good relationship with a judge, get an injunction as soon as you leave and in effect have a gag order issued. That wouldn't matter to me, I'd do it anyway. All they could do would be to hold me in contempt of court, but since I don't want to spend thirty days in jail or pay a fine this is the way it will work. You will agree to my terms in writing before you leave this room. If you walk out that door without agreeing in writing to what I've just said I will make one phone call and special messengers will start delivering copies within the hour. There is one last thing you should know. I'm hoping like hell that you won't agree. I'm praying that you will get up and storm out of here without signing anything."
Madeline spoke up for the first time since coming into the room. "You would do that? You would really do that to me? You hate me that much?"
"You bet I do. Finding out about your Boston playmate killed every feeling I had for you. I'll leave you to work it out with John. I'm going to go into his office and sit by the phone. Again, I hope he tells me you walked out without agreeing to anything so I can make my phone call before you are even out of the building."
I got up and left the room and three minutes later John buzzed me and told me that they wanted some time to think about it and they left without agreeing to anything. I picked up the phone and made one call and by suppertime Madeline's parents, two brothers, three sisters and several aunts and uncles had copies of the material. In addition, Trace's employer and all of his family that the private detective could find had copies.
+++++
The divorce went to court and in the end the judge ruled that everything was to be split fifty/fifty, but that Madeline had to pay for both attorneys and all the court costs. That was a bonus for me since I assumed that each party would have to pay their own attorney's fees and split the court costs. John told me he wasn't surprised because the judge had gone through a divorce from a cheating wife ten or so years ago and he was known to lean toward the man's side when the wife was the cheater and the case law would allow him to do so.
The proceeds from the cottage were exempted from the split since it was in my name only even though Mad's attorney argued it was acquired during the marriage and thus acquired jointly. John argued that since I had purchased the cottage using my yearly bonus check and thus not funds held jointly in any joint account that the cottage was mine and mine alone and the judge agreed.
The divorce was final seven months ago and Mad paid a high price for her infidelity. Her family turned their backs on her and although she has managed to repair the breach between one brother and two of her sisters her older brother, youngest sister and her parents will have nothing to do with her. When her youngest sister was married Madeline was not invited to the wedding, but Madeline being Madeline she showed up at the reception anyway. Her father told her to leave and when she wouldn't he called the cops on her. The cops asked her to leave since she was not an invited guest and she gave them a ration of shit and so they cuffed her and hauled her away. She spent the night in jail and was released in the morning after being charged with Disturbing the Peace, Trespass and Interfering With an Officer in the Performance of his Duties.
Aside from her family problems she was fired from her job. Not because her boss was a strong right to life activist, but because she filed false expense reports. It seems that her boss read the private detective's report that stated she stayed at Mueller's apartment the entire time she was in Boston, but in her expense report she put in for two weeks reimbursement for a hotel room. I have no idea where she came up with the fake receipts but her boss checked on them and found that they were bogus. Her boss gave her the option - resign or be fired for theft. Madeline said she hadn't done it for the money; she just did it to keep people from asking why she didn't have hotel receipts for her trips. She told him that she would return the money and her boss said sorry, but no. She resigned and the last I heard she was waiting tables at a restaurant.
+++++
I never knew the why of it since I never talked with Madeline after she left for that last trip to Boston, but then it didn't really matter. What mattered was that she did it and it was something I could never accept and live with. I loved her and I still think of her and wish it could have turned out different.
My major regret is that Boston is sixteen hundred miles away and I don't know the place or anyone there. That makes doing something to Mueller almost impossible. I'm surprised that Mad didn't pack up and head for Boston when her life here cratered on her. Maybe the stuff I sent his family soured him on Mad and she can't go to him. What I'm hoping is that Mad is still here because he plans on coming here to join her. I'm already making plans in case he does.
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I found out about the Hamburger Man from the Hamburger Man himself.
+++++
I came home from work one night and found a note on the kitchen table. It told me that Helen had set the clock for nine in the morning and asked me to make sure that she got up. I was curious because she normally got up at seven to go to work. The clock went off at nine and Helen rolled over to snuggle up next to me and I pushed her away.
"Not today honey, you told me to make sure that you got up."
She crawled out of bed and headed for the bathroom and I got up and made the coffee. I heard the shower and ten minutes later Helen came into the kitchen.
"A little late for work aren't you?"
"No, not today or any other day for that matter."
"What does that mean?"
"I got laid off yesterday. I need to get out and start job hunting today."
I found out later that she hadn't been laid off, she had been fired because two of her boyfriends kept coming into the restaurant and causing trouble. She was warned twice to keep them away from the restaurant and when she didn't they let her go.
She went out job hunting and two days later she told me she had found a waitress job at a restaurant that specialized in charbroiled hamburgers and steaks. It was day shift until she learned her way around and then she would be moved to swing shift and she would be working weekends with Tuesday and Wednesday for days off. I wasn't happy about her hours, but we were still trying to save for a house so I had to accept it.
The first month or so that she worked there I would stop in for coffee or maybe a late lunch on my way to work, but every time I went in there Denny was there. Denny was the owner and the cook. Did you ever meet someone and know right away you didn't like them? Just took one look at them and knew? The first time I walked into the restaurant Helen introduced us and as I reached for his hand to shake it I knew I wasn't going to like him. He hadn't yet opened his mouth to say hello and I knew. That feeling never went away so after a bit I stopped going into the restaurant.
A year and a half went by, we managed to save up enough for a down payment on a house and Helen became pregnant with Mary. She worked right up till her eighth month and Denny told her she could come back whenever she wanted to. She had Mary, went back to work and left again to have Nancy; went back again and then left again when she had Marlene. Why she didn't go back to Denny's after having Marlene I didn't know, at least not until after our divorce.
One day, about a year after the divorce I was driving by the place and I decided to stop for lunch. I don't know why I stopped, I didn't know anyone there well enough to say hi to except Denny and I didn't care for him. They did have good charbroiled steaks though and I guess I must have been in the mood for one. I ordered the luncheon rib eye special and I was sitting there leafing through that days Detroit Times when Denny slid onto the seat across from me.
"Been a while" he said and I nodded a yes. "Heard that Helen finally dumped you."
Not true; I had thrown her ass out, but I just nodded a yes.
"I could never understand why she stayed with you, but I guess it takes all kinds to make the world go around. I guess she probably stayed with you so she could feel good about sticking it to you."
I was about to stand up and grab him by the throat and stomp the shit out of him, but something in the back of my brain was telling me to cool it and maybe find out some things. God knows he seemed to want to talk. I just sat there and stared at him as he went on.
"I think she probably got a good kick out of going home to you after being fucked senseless by me and my friends."
I raised an eyebrow over that and he laughed. "You never knew that did you? No, I guess you didn't, but it's true. In your house, on your bed, on the couch in my office or a motel room, it didn't matter to her as long as she was getting some dick. What was it, five years? No, more like five and a half and you were getting my leavings from the second week she started working here. Mine and those of a half dozen of my friends."
I just sat there and stared at him. And he sneered at me. "Not much of a man are you? You just sit there while I tell you that I fucked your wife for over five years. A real man would get a little pissed, but you aren't a real man. A real man wouldn't beat on his wife so much that she cheats on him to get back at him."
"The only reason I'm sitting here is that I don't believe a fucking word of it."
"Oh no?" he said as he got up. "Don't go away, I'll be right back."
He was back in three minutes and he slid videotape across the table to me. "Watch that and then call me a liar.
I looked at the tape for several seconds and then I put it in my briefcase. I leaned across the table and got right in his face. "In the first case sperm breath, Helen didn't dump me. I caught her fucking my cousin and I threw her ass out onto the street. Think about this asswipe; if you spent as much time naked with Helen as you say you did you must have seen all the marks and bruises that my so-called beatings left on her body. You did see them, right?"
I saw a look come over his face that I didn't recognize, but if I had to guess I would say that it was a "Oops, I just fucked up" look. "Know this hamburger man, I didn't know about you when I came in here, but I know about you now and for you that is not a good thing. My hands are not around your throat right now because it is daylight and there are too many witnesses. I've been to jail once because of the bitch and I have no intention of going again. But hear this asshole. I will catch you some night when you are alone and there are no witnesses around and we will just see how much of a man I am."
I stood up and said, "You can have the steak I ordered; I don't trust you not to have spit on it. I'll see you around and you can bank on it."
I'm not stupid and I knew that Denny would do something that would make sure everyone knew that if he showed up badly beaten and with broken bones that it would have been me. I had no intention of going after him; it was enough for me that on dark nights he would always be looking over his shoulder.
Nine months later his restaurant burned to the ground under mysterious circumstances and I'll say no more on that except that I understand he had major problems in trying to convince the police that he didn't commit arson to collect the insurance money. I heard that the insurance company never did settle with him.
+++++
When I got home from work that night I popped the tape I'd gotten from Denny into the VCR, hit PLAY and found out just how big a whore my ex really was. It started out with Helen walking into Denny's office and talking with him for a few minutes and then she stripped while standing in front of him. Naked, she walked around behind the desk and went to her knees in front of him, unzipped him, took out his cock and started sucking on him. After about three minutes of oral she stood up and moved to the couch against the wall. She lay down, spread her legs and began finger fucking herself while she watched Denny undress. When he was naked he walked over to her and she stopped finger fucking herself and waited with open arms while he moved between her legs.
I watched as she took his cock in her right hand and guided it into her cunt. For the next four or five minutes Denny fucked my wife while her hands clutched at him, her nails dug into his back and her legs flailed around. He came in her, pulled away and sat down on his desk chair. Helen ran her fingers through her pussy and then brought them up to her mouth and licked them. She then got up, moved over to him and went to her knees and started trying to get him up again. When he was stiff she got on her hands and knees and he took her from behind. After five minutes of hard fucking he came again, the two of them got dressed and left the office.
The next scene had Helen walking into the office, lifting her skirt and then taking off her panties and throwing them onto Denny's desk. A minute later Denny came into the office, unzipped and took out his cock and Helen turned and bent forward over the desk and Denny walked up behind her and shove himself into her cunt. He fucked her for about five minutes and then he stepped back from her and she turned and went to her knees in front of him and swallowed his cock. She sucked on him until he shot down her throat and a little later he stepped back from her and his limp cock fell out of her mouth. She smiled up at him and made a show of licking her lips and then she stood up, put on her panties and left the room while Denny went back behind the desk and sat down.
The third scene was another fuck session on the couch and the fourth opened with Denny and another man sitting on the couch. The door opened and Helen came in, locked the door behind her and then undressed. She went over to the couch, knelt down and unzipped Denny, took out his cock and then took it in her mouth and sucked on it for a minute. Then she turned to the man sitting next to Denny and did the same to him. Then she alternated between the two men for about five minutes sucking each one for about a minute before moving to the other. Then she stood up, both men got up and undressed and when they were naked Denny sat down on one end of the couch. Helen got on the couch on her hands and knees and began sucking Denny's cock while the other man moved behind her and pushed his cock into her. After that it was just footage of the two men taking turns on her mouth and cunt until they were done with her.
There were two more scenes of Denny and another man taking turns on her and then came the most disgusting thing I have ever seen. It started out with three men sitting naked on the couch while a naked Helen, on her knees in front of them, moved from cock to cock with her mouth. After several minutes of that the three men began taking turns on her. She always had a cock in her mouth and one in her cunt until one man decided he wanted to shove his cock in her ass. Helen didn't seem to care for that idea, but three men didn't seem to care about what she wanted and two of them held her while the third rammed his cock into her ass. It did my heart good to see the agony on her face. The only thing that would have made it better for me was if I could have heard her scream.
The man fucking her pounded her ass hard until he came and then he pulled out of her, walked around in front of her and pushed his slime covered cock in her face. She tried to turn her head and the man grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back to his cock. He pinched her nose and when she opened her mouth to breathe he shoved his shit covered cock into the open hole. I yelled "YES!!!!" as I watched him hold her head in both hands to keep her from pulling away.
While that was happening Denny got behind her and shoved his cock in her ass. He came and moved to her mouth while the third man rammed her ass. Each man took her shit chute one more time and each time Helen had to clean the cock with her mouth. Like I said, it was probably the most disgusting thing I had ever seen, but God, seeing it did me a world of good. The scene ended as Denny was slamming his cock into her ass for the third time while tears ran down her cheeks.
That last scene led me to the last of Helen's lovers that I would know about. One of the three men who took her ass was The Bartender.
To be continued...
*
Author's note:
At the time all this took place VCRs and video cameras were still a figment of someone's imagination. What Denny actually slid across the table to me was a canister containing a reel of regular 8mm film. Suspecting that a lot of readers might not have a clue as to what regular 8 and Super 8mm film might be I used artistic license and substituted a medium they could understand. The reason I couldn't hear Helen's scream was the 8mm film cameras didn't not pick up sound like video cameras do.
I can only guess at the reason for the Hamburger Man to have the film. Since the event took place ages before sexual harassment became common place I doubt that it was meant to cover Denny's ass in case one of his waitresses complained. I can only conclude that he used it for his own personal amusement or the amusement of his friends.
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I am constantly receiving feedback from people wanting to know why I ended a story a certain way and then asking me if would mind if they wrote an ending for the story. This has happened so many times that I've decided to hold
The Just Plain Bob Annual Invitational
I will submit a story and then those readers who so desire can write and submit their own ending. I plan on doing this every October from now on. Take the story anywhere you would like it to go. The only rule is that you have to identify the story in the title and put your own name to it. (Editor's Note: New writers, see this page for submission information and this page to create a member account if you aren't already a Literotica member.) Examples would be: "What to do About Edie Invitational" by The Wanderer or "What to do About Edie Invitational" by Ohio. (I use those two authors as examples since it was The Wandered who gave me the idea and Ohio seems to like giving my stories second chapters). That being said, I give you:
The Just Plain Bob First Annual Invitational
"What to do About Edie"
+++++
I've been married to Edie for just a little over six years and I am constantly finding out things about her - things that I would never have expected or even believed for that matter. For instance - I just found out she is a slut.
Edie wasn't a virgin when I married her. It wasn't something that I knew first hand, but in the spirit of being up front with me Edie laid out her entire sexual history for me even to the point of naming names. I knew two of her previous lovers and she wanted to know if that was going to be a problem. The two guys were not close acquaintances, which meant that I would not normally interact with them and so I told her no. However, knowing the tendencies of males to keep on trying to fuck what you have been fucking I made a mental note to keep an eye on both of them.
Over the next couple of years, at several parties, the two of them did try more than once to hit on Edie and she always blew them off. Several others also made an attempt on my lovely bride and they also got the bums rush. As we moved into our seventh year I had no reason to believe that Edie was anything less than one hundred percent faithful. There was no doubt in my mind that she loved me and I was certainly crazy about her. The woman spoiled me rotten and I tried very hard to return the favor which made what I just found out all the more harder to understand."
As always seems to be the case I found out about Edie because I came home early one day. I was on a parts run that took me within minutes of my house and I thought that I would just swing by and have lunch with Edie. When I got home her car was in the garage, but she wasn't anywhere in the house. I figured that she must be over at the neighbors so I went into the kitchen to make myself a sandwich. Our kitchen over looks the backyard of our neighbor to the south and I looked out the window and saw Edie in their backyard. I had told her half a dozen times not to go over there, but she never listened to me. The house was up for sale and had been vacant for almost five months. The big attraction of the place was the in ground swimming pool. The realtor had convinced Earl and Marge not to drain the pool before they moved saying that having the pool looking inviting would be a good hook for prospective buyers. When Earl and Marge lived there Edie had an open invitation to use the pool whenever she wanted. I had tried to tell her that the invitation had left town when Marge and Earl had, but as far as Edie was concerned she was going over there as long as the pool had water in it.
I had just opened the window to yell at her and tell her I was home when two men came out the back door of the house and one hollered, "Hey! What are you doing back here? This is private property and you are trespassing." Edie got up off the chaise lounge and I could see the two men feasting their eyes on the body that the two Band-Aids she called a bathing suit tried to cover. She told them that she lived next door and was keeping an eye on the place for Earl and Marge. "Bullshit lady! I'm the realtor handling the place and Earl would have told me about you. I'm sick and tired of having people trespass on the property I'm trying to sell." He told the other man to keep and eye on Edie while he went out to the car to get his cell phone so he could call the police
He turned to go and Edie said, "Wait! Maybe we can work this out. My husband will kill me if I get into trouble with the police." The man said, "What do you mean by working something out?" Then Edie made my jaw drop, "I'm sure that I can find a way to convince you to leave the cops out of this" and while she was talking she was running her hands over her breasts in as blatant a suggestion as I've ever seen. I saw the realtor glance over at the second man who had hunger written all over his face and then the realtor said, "Okay honey, let's see if you mean it." He unzipped his fly and took out his cock. Edie licked her lips and said, "Oh my, that's a nice one" and then she went to her knees in front of him and took his cock in her hand. She looked up at him and smiled, "I think I'm going to like this" and she opened her mouth and took in his cock. The other man unzipped himself and moved up to where Edie could get her hands on him and she started stroking him while sucking on the realtor.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing. My wife sucking off one stranger while jacking off another and she hadn't even put up a fight. She had just offered herself up as if it was the most natural thing in the world for her to do. That made me begin to wonder if maybe it was. After all, how did I really know that she turned aside all the passes made at her?
The realtor told the other man to go and get the chaise lounge and move it into the shade, "I'm going to cum in her mouth and then we are going to fuck the little slut." While the man moved the lounger Edie stood up and pulled off her bikini bottoms and when the lounger was in place she told the realtor to sit down on it and then she bent at the waist and took him back in her mouth. She spread her legs apart in an open invitation to the other man and he moved up behind her. He gave Edie a playful slap on the ass and then he began working his dick into her. Edie moaned around the cock in her mouth and the two men smiled ear to ear as they took Edie from both ends.
I don't remember at what point I took out my own cock, in fact I was kind of surprised to find it in my hand, but I found that I was beating myself off in time with the guy fucking Edie from behind. The realtor said, "God that's good honey, you can trespass over here any time you want as long as you are willing to keep doing this." Edie took her mouth off him long enough to say "Promise?" The realtor said, "As long as you suck my cock honey, I promise." Edie giggled and said, "I'm over here every day the sun shines sugar. Think you could handle it?" Then she went back to sucking his dick.
I watched as the three of them thrust and pushed and then I heard the realtor say, "Here it comes honey" and his hips arched up off the lounger to bury his cock deep in her throat. He must have had a lot of cum stored up because even though Edie gulped and swallowed some still leaked out of the corner of her mouth. Meanwhile the man in her pussy was pumping faster and Edie's moans began to get louder. Her mouth was still locked onto the realtor's cock as she tried to get every last drop out of him and just as the man fucking her grunted to signal that he too was emptying himself Edie let the realtor's limp cock fall from her mouth and she gave the sharp little cry that signaled that her own climax had arrived. The man moved away from her and then both men looked at each other as if to say, "What do we do now?"
Edie looked like some sort of sex goddess propped up on the lounge chair and with cum running down the inside of her leg. With her bikini panties lying at her feet and her tits swaying her body was just crying out, "Fuck me, fuck me, somebody please fuck me." This was not the woman that I knew, the woman I had married; I did not know the woman I was watching. The surprises kept on coming, "This concrete is hard on my feet," Edie said, "Can we take this to my house where we can get more comfortable?"
I was fucked if they went around to the front of the house. Edie would see the company truck and know I was home and I couldn't get to the front of the house in time to get in my truck and leave. I wasn't ready to confront the cheating bitch just yet - I wanted to find out more about what she had been up to first - but if she came in the front door it would be all over. Luckily she headed toward the side door of the garage. I tossed my sandwich into the garbage, grabbed a dishrag and wiped up the puddle of cum I'd left on the floor and then hurried into the bedroom. I got into the closet and waited to see what would happen next.
Edie came into the room followed by the two men and she went straight to the bed and pulled off the covers. She turned to the men and said, "By the way my name is Edie. Would you like to tell me your names or would you rather just be known as mystery meat." The realtor grinned and said, "I'm Dan and this is Jim. Jim is a prospective buyer for the house next door. What do you think Jim, could you handle living next door to this sexpot?" Jim smiled, "I sure could, but my wife would be watching me like a hawk and getting over here would be a problem." Edie laughed, "When you can make it the welcome mat is always out." For the next two hours the two of them fucked Edie, she sucked their cocks and she even gave both of them her ass. The phone rang a couple of times while Edie was bouncing on the bed, but she ignored it. At one point Jim left the room to take a piss and Edie, who was sucking Dan's cock, took her mouth off him long enough to say, "If he doesn't buy the house make sure you call me when you bring the next prospect. Maybe I can help you close the sale" and then she giggled, "And you don't even have to pay me commission."
The time came when she told them they would have to leave. "I've got sheets to change and then I have to clean myself up and start dinner for my hubby." Don asked, "Does he know you do this sort of thing?"
"Oh God no. If he knew he would probably kill me so lets just keep this as our little secret, okay?"
The two men said they would let themselves out and I got ready to get out of the house when Edie took her shower. But Edie didn't take a shower. She took a large dildo out of the bedside table drawer, leaned back against the headboard and began to fuck herself with it. I'd never seen her do that before and my dick got hard all over again. I couldn't believe it! She had just spent over two hours fucking two guys and she still wanted more. It took her several minutes to bring herself to a climax and then she licked the dildo clean and put it away. Then she picked up the phone and punched in a number, waited and then said, "Hi Bonnie (her best friend), it's me. I guess you've noticed that I'm not there. (silence and then a giggle) Oh, I guess that you could say that something came up. A couple of something's in fact." She then proceeded to tell Bonnie what had happened along with mentioning that if she were lucky it would happen again. "Who's there?" (silence) "Oh, I guess that it's a good thing that I didn't come over today." (silence) "Because Bonnie, you know I don't like fucking guys that know Jerry." (silence) "Well I haven't, not since I fucked Marvin. After I fucked him every time he was around Jerry he got one of those "I know something you don't know" smirks on his face. Harry and Joe did it to. From now on I'm not fucking anybody who knows Jerry. (silence) "No Bonnie, I will not give them blow jobs." (silence) "No I don't feel sorry for you. I've seen you handle six all by yourself before." (silence) "Okay, I'll call you tomorrow."
She hung up the phone, got off the bed and headed for the closet, but at the last second she turned and went into the bathroom. As soon as I heard the shower running I got out of the closet and out of the house.
As I drove away from the house I had a lot to think about. First, I was going to have to come up with an excuse for my boss for being gone so long. I was going to have to reevaluate my friendships with Marvin, Harry and Joe and then I was going to have to figure out what to do about Edie.
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The Cousin/Best Friend
I know it is the clich‚ of all cliches, but it became a clich‚ because it happens so often. I came home from work early one night and found out the truth about the woman I had married. I normally didn't get home from work until one in the morning, but on that particular night I had cut my arm pretty bad while trying to solve a problem with one of the stamping machines. I had gone to the clinic and they put four stitches in my arm, gave me some pain pills and told me to go home.
It was ten after eight when I got to the house and pulled into the drive. I saw my cousin Herb's car parked out front on the street, but I didn't think anything of it. Besides being my cousin Herb was also my best friend and had been since we were ten. Herb was always at the house. He and Helen liked each other and got along well and I knew that on a lot of nights when he didn't have a date or was at loose ends he would drop by the house and keep Helen and the girls company.
He played games with the girls and after they were packed off to bed he and Helen would play cribbage or gin until I came home. Thinking of the girls made me smile. I usually didn't get to put them to bed except on weekends and sitting with them and reading their favorite stories to them until they fell asleep was to me one of life's little pleasures.
I walked into the house and found all three girls sitting in front of the TV set. Mary was the first one to see me and she jumped up off the couch and ran to me. "Daddy, daddy, you're home." Normally I would have picked her up and swung her around, but with four stitches in the arm I didn't think that would be a good thing so I set her down and gave her a hug with my good arm. By then the other two had noticed me and came running over. After a minute of hugs and kisses I asked:
"Where's your mom and Uncle Herb?"
"In the back playing."
I took that to mean they were in the kitchen playing cards. I let the girls go back to the TV and I headed for the back of the house where the kitchen was. When I got there I found it was empty and that left me a little confused. The house was a single story and didn't have a basement or a garage and I'd walked through the dining room on my way to the kitchen so all that was left were the three bedrooms. Why in the hell would Helen and Herb be there? I went back into the dining room and turned left to go down the hall that led to the bedrooms and I noticed that the doors to the girl's bedrooms were open and the door to my bedroom was closed.
It still hadn't occurred to me to think bad thoughts, why would it? My loving wife and my best friend Herb? Why would I think bad thoughts about them? I checked both of the girl's bedrooms and no one was so I went to my bedroom. My hand was on the doorknob when I heard the faint, "Oh god yes, fuck me." I leaned forward and put my ear against the door and heard, "Harder damn it, fuck me harder."
I might have been a loving and trusting husband up to that point, but I wasn't a stupid one and I wasn't going to go into denial and try to tell myself that it was something other than what it seemed to be and that there was a perfectly logical explanation for what I'd just heard. My heart suddenly went cold as an iceberg and I stepped back from the door. I was going to kick the damn thing in and then I was going to go in there and do some hurting. My rage was overcome by a small voice in the back of my head that was saying:
"Your girls, don't upset the girls" and that cut through the rage like a sharp knife and I turned and went back to the living room. I told the girls it was bedtime and Marlene (age 3) and Nancy (4) got off the couch and I walked them to their room. Mary, being the oldest at five, a fact that she never let the other two forget, had her own bedroom and also had the privilege of staying up until the other two were put to bed.
I tucked the two girls in and then read to them until they started nodding off and then I went and got Mary. As I tucked her in I asked:
"Do mom and Herb play a lot?"
"All the time. Whenever he is here."
"Is he here a lot?"
"Almost every night."
I read to her until she fell asleep and then I went back to my bedroom and put my ear to the door. They were still at it. "Yes baby, oh yes, hard, just like that, hard."
I went out to the kitchen, got myself a beer and sat down to nurse it. I wanted to give the girls plenty of time to fall asleep before I went after Herb and Helen. I finished the beer and got up to get another, but before I got to the fridge I was grabbed by what I can only call morbid curiosity. I moved down the hall and put my ear against the door again.
"Jesus Helen, you have a fantastic mouth on you. That's it baby, suck it, get it hard."
For some strange reason that even now, thirty years later, I don't understand that pissed me off more than the fact they were fucking. As I listened to what was going on in what used to be my bedroom I wondered what I had done wrong to cause this to happen. At that point in time I knew nothing of what else had been going on over the past seven years and I thought the thing with Herb was the first time. I wracked my brain trying to think of what I could possibly have done to cause her to do what she was doing and I wondered what I could do - what it would take - to make things right between us.
I stood there in the hallway outside my bedroom door and was actually working on taking the blame before a voice in the back of my head snarled, "Dipshit!" at me and brought me back to reality. The reality was that Helen was fucking another man and it didn't matter if she was doing it because I did something to piss her off. It was still wrong! And that she was doing it with our children just down the hall was unforgivable.
I went to the coat closet just inside the front door and got the Kodak camera off the shelf, made sure it had film in it and then I went back to the bedroom and kicked in the door. I stepped into the room and started clicking the shutter button. When the kicked open door slammed into the wall Helen looked over, saw me, and then she screamed.
Herb was concentrating on getting his nut and by the time Helen's scream registered I was at the bed and he turned his face to me just in time for my fist to smash into his nose. Blood spurted everywhere as I dropped the camera and used both hands to pull him off Helen and off the bed. I hit him half a dozen times, driving him backwards and then he stumbled and fell against the bedroom window, which shattered, and he fell backwards through it and landed on the ground outside.
I walked to the window and looked out at him lying naked on the ground. He was cut and bleeding from the broken glass and the blood still coming out his smashed nose. I looked down and snarled at him:
"Get up and start running you bastard because I'm coming after you and I'm going to kill you."
He got up and ran for his car and I saw him stop and fumble under the rear bumper where he apparently had a spare key in a magnetic box. He got in the car and roared off and I turned back to Helen. She had gotten over the shock and she was holding the sheet to cover her and she was looking at me defiantly and waiting to see what I was going to do.
But I didn't have any idea what to do. Hell, I loved her and what I had just found had torn my guts out. I wanted to know why she had done this to us. I was already going into denial, trying to bury it, trying to find a way to get by it, get us back on the rails, put us back together as a happy family. But I had to know why.
"Why did you do it?" I asked. "How could you do it with my children wide awake and in the next room?"
She got a smirk on her face and practically spit at me:
"Just what makes you think that they are yours."
It took her all of three seconds to say that, three seconds in which everything changed. Those nine words tripped a switch in my head.
"You bitch!" I yelled at her. "You fucking whore!" I grabbed her arm and jerked her off the bed, drug her through the house to the front door and threw her naked out onto the front lawn.
After that things went to hell in a hurry. Helen was screaming and beating on the door demanding that I let her back in. The neighbors called the cops. The cops showed up and told me to let her in the house and I refused and the next thing I know I'm in a jail cell. By the time I got out Helen had taken the girls and split. It took me three months to find them and when I did she had a restraining order against me.
During those three months Herb filed a complaint against me for assault and battery and sued me for his medical bills. I beat the assault and battery charge because of a sympathetic jury, but I was still out the money I had to spend to defend myself. A month later I ran into him again and I put him in the hospital and warned him to stay out of my life.
"Keep fucking with me and I'll kill you next time."
He must have believed me because he wouldn't tell the cops who had put him in the hospital even though I'm sure they knew.
I sued Helen for divorce on grounds of adultery and she counter sued claiming mental and physical cruelty. It was a bitter divorce and even though I had pictures of her with Herb and my own girls told the court that Herb was there every night and he and mommy went into the back room and played while they watched TV Helen made out like a bandit. In Michigan at that time, and still for all I know, the courts and the Friend of he Court division are predisposed toward the woman no matter what. She got custody of the girls, even thought she plainly unfit to raise them. She got child support and separate maintenance and she had wanted the house, but the courts told us that we had to sell it and split the proceeds. Big deal! Out of my half I had to pay both lawyers and court costs. I would have been better off if I had killed her and thrown myself on the mercy of a jury and knowing what I know now if I could go back in time and relive that night I would have put her in her grave.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It has been over thirty years now and the hate is still there and as strong as ever. The girls have spent years trying to get me to at least talk with her and heal the riff enough that the two of us can attend family events and be civil to one another, but even though Helen is willing I wont do it - ever! The only thing I have promised them is that if I outlive Helen I will take the time and go to the expense of getting to where she is buried so I can piss on her grave.
Did I ever test the girls to see if they were mine? No! I had been there when they were delivered, I had changed their diapers, fed and burped them, tucked them in bed and read them stories and done the thousand other things that parents do for their children. They were MINE and that was that.
To be continued...
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The Bartender
The last of Helen's lovers that I know about for sure was Richard Barton. Rich was the first of the three men I saw on film to shove his shit covered cock into Helen's mouth and make her clean it off. That act alone kept me from hurting him too bad when I went to pay him a call.
+++++
After Helen gave birth to Marlene she did not go back to work for the Hamburger Man. She was a stay at home mom for about six months and then one afternoon the doorbell rang and I answered it and found a young girl standing there.
"Can I help you?"
"Does Helen live here?"
"Yes, there is a Helen living here."
"Oh good," she said as she pushed past me and entered the house. "Where is she?"
"Who are you and what do you want?"
Just then Helen called from the kitchen, "Who is it honey?" and the girl headed for thew sound of Helen's voice. Helen's sister Edith had arrived.
With Edith's arrival and her moving into Mary's room we suddenly had a built in baby sitter and I woke up one morning and found Helen dressed and ready to go out.
"Where are you going that you have to get dressed up like that?"
"I start my new job today."
"New job?"
"Now that Edith is here and can watch the kids I'm going back to work."
"Dressed like that? You'll get those clothes ruined at Denny's."
"I'm not going back there. I got a job at Murphey's Bar. I'll be working noon to eight" and off she went.
+++++
Murphey's Bar and Grill served pretty damned good half pound ground round burgers and I started stopping in there a couple of times a week to have lunch before going to work. I met the owners, Rich and his wife Amy, and they seemed like decent folks and the atmosphere at Murphey's was warm and friendly.
A year went by and then came the day I caught her with Herb and tossed her ass out. Helen kept working at the bar and of course I stopped going in the place. Until I saw the film that the Hamburger Man had taken and recognized Richard. The first thing that entered my mind was, "You fucking cocksucker" and the next was a confused, "What the fuck?" Why had Helen not gone back to work for Denny and instead gone to work for the man who had forced his cock into her ass and then made her suck his filthy cock clean?
Every time I thought of those shit covered cocks being forced into her mouth I had to smile, but the more I thought about it the more curious I became. It just did not make sense to me. From what I saw she enjoyed fucking the Hamburger Man and she went back to him after having Mary and Nancy and yet, even though she obviously had not enjoyed what Rich had done to her she went to work for him.
I probably could have gone back to talk with Denny, squeezed his head like a pimple, and gotten some answers from him, but I was afraid I might get a little carried away and I wasn't interested in any more jail time. I couldn't ask Helen because I wanted to kill the bitch so I didn't dare get too close to her so that left Richard.
I was not at all happy with Richard. I knew Richard. I didn't know Brian, although I did vaguely remember him from Linda's wedding and I didn't really know Phil even though Helen had had him and Linda over to the house for dinner a couple of times. I knew Denny of course, but not well since I didn't like him and had avoided him, but I knew Richard.
Every time I went into the bar Richard would join me, buy me a beer, talk sports with me, shoot some pool with me and all the time he was being buddy, buddy with me he was fucking my wife. He had to pay for that. Not for fucking my wife, but for smiling at me while he was doing it, for pretending to be my buddy while doing it.
One night as he came out the back door of his bar he walked into my fist - about four times - and when his head cleared he found himself inside the camper on the back of my pick up truck watching me clean my finger nails with a very large hunting knife.
"Talk to me Richard. Convince me I shouldn't do bad things to you for fucking my wife."
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Yes you do Richard. I've seen the film that Denny took of you fucking Helen in her ass and then making her lick your dirty cock clean. I would suggest you stop with the protestations of innocence. If you would like to leave here undamaged you are going to have to bring me up to speed on a few things. I want to know why she didn't go back to work for Denny and I want to know when you started fucking her. I also want to know why she came to work for you after what you did to her. Not hard questions Rich; you should be able to ace the quiz."
He sat across the table from me and I saw the gears turning in his head. I was six foot, two hundred and ten and he was five nine, maybe a hundred and seventy-five. I was between him and the door and I had a very wicked looking knife in my hand. The blood from his nose was all over the front of his shirt and I had no doubt that Helen had told him about what I'd done to Herb. He added it all up, took a deep breath and started talking.
He first fucked Helen one night when he had stopped at Denny's for a steak. Denny was a good friend of his and Denny told him that he had a hot new girl who loved to fuck and asked him if he would like a taste and Rich had said yes. He fucked her in Denny's office and over the next two weeks he had fucked her several times again.
"She said she was doing it to get even with you for mistreating her."
"Mistreating her? How?"
"She said you were always beating on her."
"Did you ever see any marks or bruises on her?"
"I didn't pay any attention. Why would I care what you did to her? She was pussy and she was willing and that's all I cared about."
One night, about a week after he'd last fucked her in Denny's office Denny brought her to a poker game that Rich was holding in the basement of the bar. She stood around and watched and after about an hour Rich threw his hand in and told the other guys he was going to sit out a few hands. He saw Helen standing there looking bored and so he took her by the hand, led her over to a table on the other side of the room, pushed her back on it and fucked her. When he finished one of the other players was standing there with his cock out and Rich had stepped out of the way. Helen didn't protest when the second man pushed his cock into her and after that all of the seven players had taken a turn.
After that Helen would get ganged every couple of weeks or so when Rich had a poker game. One night she let eleven men use her. She even did a nine man gangbang when she was in her seventh month of pregnancy with Marlene. The only thing she wouldn't do was have anal sex or fuck a black man.
"You say she wouldn't do anal, but I watched you, Denny and some other guy fuck her repeatedly in her ass."
"True, but not because she wanted to. Denny caught her taking money from the register. I guess she had one it before, but had always put the money back. That time Denny had caught her and it pissed him off. He decided to punish her and we cut cards to see who would go first. I was high with a jack."
"Why didn't she go back to Denny's when she went back to work?"
"He wouldn't have her. Before she left to have the kid she told him that he was the father and she wanted him to pay her child support. He told her she was full of shit and that the kid could be anyone's; that she'd had so much dick in her that she couldn't have a clue as to who the father was. She had planned to work two more weeks before leaving to have the baby, but Denny fired her and told her not to try and come back after the kid was born."
"So why did she go to work for you? After the night you did her ass I would have thought she would have nothing to do with you."
"Hey, who knows with broads. Maybe it was a case of the devil you know versus the devil you don't. Maybe it was because of the poker games. I don't know. Like I said, she was pussy, I like to fuck and she was willing so when she asked me for a job I gave her one. She is a damned good waitress, she brings a lot of guys in who spend a lot of money while they try and hustle her and she takes good care of my friends when I have poker games so why wouldn't I hire her?"
"And the buddy, buddy shit I used to get when I came in her for a beer or a burger?"
"You seemed like a nice enough guy and I liked you. Had nothing to do with your wife. Shit man, as big a whore as she was I thought you probably knew what she was doing. In fact, a couple of times Amy was thinking of hitting on you."
"Amy knows about it?"
"Hell, she's down in the basement right now lying on the table next to Helen and taking care of some friends. We have what I guess you can call an arrangement. We do what we want as long as we don't keep secrets from each other. Kind of like what I thought you might have going with Helen. Believe me, I was surprised as hell when you kicked her out."
I shook my head at that. What the hell was it about me that made people think that I was the kind of guy who would let his wife run around, be a whore, and live with it?
I put the knife away and told Rich to get out of the camper and when he was gone I cleaned up the blood from where it had dripped off of him and then I started up the truck and drove off to get on with the rest of my life.
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You have to wonder sometimes if it is worth it. You go to work and you bust ass to provide for your family, you see to it that they want for nothing and do they appreciate it? Not a fucking bit. They look on it as their just due.
I had gone out of town to work with a customer on a bid for work he wanted my company to do. I finished the bid and called my boss to let him know I was done and would be heading home a day early. He asked me to stop by the office and see him before going home. I called home to let my wife know that I was coming home early, but no one was home. I flew home, got my car out of satellite parking and headed for the office. I tried the house one more time on my cell, but still no answer. When I got to the office the boss said we could talk over dinner and that he was buying. I followed Dale to Carl's Chop House and we spent the next half-hour talking about my project and sipping martinis. Just as the meal was being served I saw a couple come in, arm in arm, and head for a table. Even with her back to me she looked familiar and I saw why when she turned and sat down. It was my wife. I saw the man she was with turn and kiss her as he sat down in the booth beside her and I saw her turn her face so that their lips met. Suddenly it was clear to me why no one was answering the phone at the house. Mae couldn't because she wasn't there and because she was here that meant one of the kids couldn't because Mae had parked them someplace. I wondered if this was what happened every time I had a business trip.
Mae was facing away from me when Dale and I got up to leave so she wasn't aware of the fact that I had seen her. When we got outside I told Dale goodnight and that I would see him in the morning and then I got in my car and parked where I could watch the door to the restaurant. When Mae came out I watched her get in a car with the guy and when they drove off I followed. They didn't go five blocks before pulling into the parking lot of a motel and I sat across the street and watched as they registered and went to a room. I guess that explained why Mae's and my sex life had slowed way down. I wanted to go over and kick the door down, but I didn't. I just started my car and drove home and parked a block away and went into the house to wait for Mae.
The house was empty when I got home so I had guessed right about her dumping the kids on some one. In a way it was a good thing because they didn't need to hear what was going to happen when Mae got home. It was almost four in the morning when Mae walked into the house and found me sitting on the couch waiting.
"Oh hi honey. When did you get home? I didn't expect you until tomorrow."
"So I gathered when you weren't here to take my phone calls or here when I got home."
"I know baby and I'm sorry, but Elise Johnson was in an accident and I've been at the hospital most of the day and night. Your folks were kind enough to take the kids."
"I've heard that there was a shortage of hospital beds, but I hadn't heard that hospitals were sending their overflow to local motels."
Mae's face lost a little of its color and she said, "What do you mean?"
"Well, I guess that it means that I almost made a terrible mistake and accused you of something that you obviously didn't do. When you left Carl's Chop House tonight and went to that motel with the man you had dinner with I thought for sure that you were cheating on me. But hey, now that I know you were just visiting Elise I feel so much better."
Mae got a determined look on her face and sat down on the chair opposite me. "I'm not really cheating on you Harold. I love John and I intend to divorce you and marry him. I'm just waiting until the end of the school year so things won't be so disruptive for the children."
I just sat there and looked at her until she became uncomfortable and said, "It's not like it should matter to you Harold. You don't spend any time with me anyway. All you do is work, work, work."
Yes I did put in a lot of hours on the job, but then that is what you are supposed to do to make good money as opposed to just making a living. I looked around the room at the expensive furniture that Mae just had to have and the original artist art work on the walls that she just had to have and I wondered why I had bothered.
Until Mae hit me with her divorce plans I hadn't known what I was going to do about her infidelity, but as I listened to her my anger grew and took form and a plan began to grow in my mind.
"Well, if that is how you feel about it I can't see where I can do much except step aside and let you go. However I insist on keeping up appearances for the time being. That is my price for not fighting you on it."
Mae said was acceptable to her and we went off to bed. The next day I called an old friend of mine from college and asked him to do me a favor.
The following Thursday was the regular poker game that was held at our house. Mae had always served as hostess to the affair and per our agreement she greeted the players when they arrived and acted like the loving wife that she wasn't. As the evening progressed I kept a close eye on Mae and finally she gave me the opening that I was waiting for. She put her drink down and went to the bathroom. I threw my hand in, got up from the table, took Mae's glass and went into the kitchen and made her a fresh drink. I took a small bottle out of my pocket and using the bottles eye dropper I put a drop of the bottle's contents in Mae's glass. The favor that my friend from college had done for me was to ask his younger brother, who was in college, to score some date rape drug. According to the directions I was given I wasn't to do more than one drop unless I wanted Mae out for hours. One drop was suppose to disorient her, but not knock her all the way out and for what I had planned I did not want Mae completely out of it.
I got back into the game and waited to see how long it would take. Mae came down from the bathroom, took a sip of her drink and then walked around the table seeing if the guys wanted fresh drinks and then she went off to fill the orders. We were playing seven card stud and I got my third card, the up card, just as Mae headed for the kitchen. It was the Ace of Spades and when I looked at my hole cards I saw that I had the Ace of Diamonds and the Ace of Clubs to go with it. Yes indeed, this was going to be my night.
It took a little over twenty minutes before Mae said she wasn't feeling well and was going to go up and lie down. I finished out the hand and then called a time out.
"I've know you guys for almost what - ten years now?' I got a general nod of heads. "Every one of you, at one time or another, has told me how lucky I was to have a beautiful wife like Mae and how much you envied me. Human nature being what it is means that everyone of you has wished that you could take her to bed."
Before the denials could start I held up my hand and told them to let me finish. I told them about coming home early and what I had found and said, "She can have her divorce, but I'm going to have my revenge before she goes." I told them about the date rape drug and said, "She's upstairs now and it is your chance. Even on the off chance that you have never wanted her I would consider it a personal favor to me if you would take advantage of this special offer. I intend to tape it and wait until she marries her lover and then send him a copy of the tape. I'll be careful to keep your faces out of it unless you don't care. How about it, any takers?"
It couldn't have worked out any better if Mae had agreed to it before hand. As the guys undressed her she looked up at them wide eyed and her feeble attempts to ward them off looked, at least on tape, like she was trying to hurry things along. When the first cock speared into her the look of surprise on her face looked every bit like a look of ecstasy and as an added bonus her legs involuntarily came up and locked around Tom's legs. It was only for a moment and then they fell away, but it was long enough for me to get it on tape.
Tom came in her and when he pulled out Sam was ready to take his place. As Sam mounted her I told Tom to stick his cock in her mouth and push it in deep. On tape the gasping and choking looked for all the world like Mae was sucking him clean. After that I moved around and shot tape from every angle that showed Mae looking like she was doing it and loving it as all six of my friends took turns fucking her. About a half hour into the gangbang I got what I was hoping for. Mae's body began to betray her and respond to the sexual stimulation. She had two small orgasms and when that happened I told the guys to begin taking her two at a time. I got some great shots of a wide eyed Mae on her hands and knees being fed cock at both ends.
Two hours into the gangbang the drug had worn off and Mae was an active participant and she was begging for more cock as the guys came in her and pulled out. Oh I'm sure that if given a chance Mae would try to break free, but her body worked against her. She was having orgasm after orgasm and the guys never let her taper off to where she could gain control over what she was doing.
It was close to three in the morning and the boys were wearing out so I handed the camera to Sam and told him to make sure that he got my face in the picture. I got in line and when Mac finished I stepped forward and slid my cock into the sloppy mess the guys had left. I rammed myself into her until I came and then I moved around in front of her and shoved my cock in her mouth and fucked her face until I got hard again. Then I went back behind her and slid my cock into her asshole. I wasn't the first one there that night, but Mae still felt tight. Mae had been moaning "Yes, oh yes, oh God yes" for the better part of an hour, but when I slammed my cock in her ass she cried out "Oh fuck that feels good" which made me feel good in a way - no one else had made her cry out like that.
It took me ten minutes to dump my load in her ass and when I came it was with such intensity that it almost hurt. I reclaimed the camera and set up the final scene in my movie. I had Ben lay down on his back and then we picked up Mae and sat her down on his cock. Then Al pushed her forward until her head laid on Ben's chest and then Al took her in her ass. Next Tom got on the bed and leaned against the wall and took Mae's head in his hands and fed his cock into her mouth. It looked so good that the guys who were dressing to leave took their clothes back off so they could try it. It was another hour before they all dressed and left. I left Mae lying on a cum and sweat soaked bed and went into the spare bedroom to spend the night.
I was sipping coffee at the kitchen table when I heard the shower start to run and ten minutes later Mae came into the kitchen. She was a little unsteady on her feet and she went over to the coffee pot and poured herself a cup. She turned and leaned on the counter and gave me a look that would knock me dead if looks could kill.
"What did you do to me last night?"
"Saw to it that you got what you wanted. You like fucking other guys on me so I thought I'd help you out."
"Damn you, that's not true and you know it. I love John and I'm going to marry him. That's not he same thing."
"You are married to me and you were fucking another man behind my back and that is cheating in anybody's book. If you had come to me and been honest and said, "Harold I don't love you anymore and I'm going to leave you" and then gone out and fucked somebody else it would have been different. But you didn't do that - you cheated on me! But that's neither here nor there. It is a given that we are through so go ahead and get your divorce and marry John, but I expect you to continue fucking me and my friends whenever I want you to."
"You must be mad. There is no way on Earth that I'm going to do that."
"Your choice Mae. The first time you refuse a copy of that tape I made last night will be sent to every relative that you have. It will go to your parents, your grand parents, your brother and sisters and any other relative of yours that I can find. I'll see to it that a copy gets to all your friends and I will personally hand deliver a copy to John. Then of course there is the Internet. How do you feel about having your very own porn site? The bottom line Mae is that it didn't bother you to cheat on me so it shouldn't bother you to cheat on him."
"What are you doing this to me?"
"You did it to yourself Mae. I loved you; worked hard to provide for you and give you the things that you wanted and all I got for it was stabbed in the back. I did absolutely nothing to you to deserve what you did to me so don't blame me when I demand payback. You are probably a little too loose to suit me right now, but starting tonight and until you get married I'll expect you to be in my bed with your legs spread ready to do what ever it takes to satisfy me. After you are married to John we will work out some kind of schedule. And by the way, the guys had such a good time last night that they want to end every poker game that way so before next week why don't you go out and buy some real sexy underthings."
"You are a bastard Harold, a dirty rotten bastard."
"I know Mae - and you my dear are my bitch, now and forever."
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The Adventures of Scarlett, a Pregnant Slut
As told to Just Plain Bob
This story came about because the woman whose story it is read my story, "The Pregnant Slut" and sent me an email telling me how much she enjoyed it. I'm reprinting her email here because it is what really led to the story.
From: "Feedback"
To: "Just Plain Bob"
Sent: Monday, September 04, 2006 4:59 PM
Subject: Feedback for Just Plain Bob
This message contains feedback for Just Plain Bob
This message was sent by:
Comments:
"I just finished your story "The Pregnant Slut" and loved it. I don't know if it made me feel like more or less of a WHORE. I'm seven months knocked-up and my husband has me suck-off and fuck his friends. So far the most I've done at one time is five men. My husband gets me naked on my hands and knees and has me suck the first guy until he is big and hard - then he gets behind me and fucks my ass while I start sucking on the second man's cock while the first is still ramming me and so on. So far the most I've done is five guys although my husband wants me to do 10-12 at a time before I deliver. He's been videoing the action and makes me watch while he takes me from behind in my cunt. Please write more of these stories...A Knocked-up Whore."
Always on the lookout for ideas that can be turned into stories I emailed her back, attached another pregnant slut story, and asked if she did things like that before she got pregnant or was it something about being pregnant that had her doing it. She emailed me back:
From: xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
To: xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Sent: Tuesday, September 05, 2006 9:01 PM
Subject: Re: Feedback.
"Thank you for writing back...and for the attachment. Well, my husband said he liked the idea of group sex before we were married. He managed to knock me up about two months before the wedding...and then it was about two months later he said he would especially like to see a well knocked-up preggo taking on several men. I had been in a couple of threesomes (mmf) before I met my husband and I had enjoyed them and the more my husband talked about the idea the more exciting it became. Because I never took on a "herd" before I was knocked-up, I don't know if it was the pregnancy hormones going wild or I'm just realizing I'm truly a slut. My husband has another "party" set up for this weekend, but he won't tell me how many men this time. I'd like to try three guys at once (mouth, cunt and ass) but hubby says no. But I think that after I deliver the baby he might agree. Shall I let you know how it turns out this weekend....my nipples are so hard right now just thinking about it...a knocked-up slut wife."
Something about the lady and what she was telling me grabbed me. I know what it was because I have a 'thing' for pregnant women so I emailed her back:
"Your hubby and I have something in common. Pregnant women having sex has always been a big turn on for me. I don't know why and I certainly don't understand it, but pregnant women just seem sexier."
Her response came three hours later:
"Yes, I do think my husband and you have much in common. I think the reason pregnant women hold so much appeal to men is perhaps they identify with the idea of having the power to impregnate a woman and make her body change in fascinating ways...plus the engorged tits help out too! And at least for myself I feel much sexier impregnated. Today I'm feeling especially sexy and quite promiscuous thinking about this weekend's "fuck my knocked-up wife" party. I will write you about what happens although I'm sure my rendition won't be as well written as what you might write. Would you consider writing my story?"
I wrote her back that I would love to write the story, "Just make sure that you send me all the juicy details. Her response arrived forty minutes later:
Hello Robert...I love to read gangbang stories period but when the slut is knocked-up it is even hotter. It will be just fine if you make my juicy details into a story. Just don't give out my name! I've enough to handle as it is. I have no idea when I'm going to suck and get banged in the ass...my husband is enjoying my suspense. I'm sitting here at the computer with a vibe up my pussy wishing I was being used right now. Just so you know, I'm one of those women who carry their baby all up front, so my belly really sticks out in front of me and from the back you can't I'm seven months knocked up. My tits got really big early on so when I'm on my knees sucking cock they really hang down as does my belly. I hope to be able to give you the juicy details soon and know that when I write my asshole will be well stretched. Wish you could be here to watch....Knocked-up slut Scarlett."
There followed an exchange of emails that led to this story. One of those emails was from her husband asking me if I could please try and finish the story and post it before she delivered the baby.
"Just the thought of her story being posted has her hot enough to fuck any man who comes close enough for her to grab him."
I don't do well operating under the gun and meeting deadlines so I was all set to write him back and tell him I couldn't do it when I suddenly realized I didn't have to write her story at all. She had already written it! All I had to do was organize the emails she had sent me and I would have the story. Her response to the last email I sent her asking for some details to flesh out the story will be the first part of the story, but the rest will come in chronological order.
So here, mostly in her own words, is the story of The Adventures of Scarlett, a Pregnant Slut.
++++++++++++++++
Friday, September 29, 2006 1:26 PM
Hello Bob.....Sitting here on a cold rainy day with a terrible head cold and feeling like a beached whale. The baby has dropped a bit, but my belly is still sticking straight out and my tits are also bigger...my tits runneth over and I'm going to have to get a bigger cupped bra for these last few weeks. Your message came at just the right time - especially your salutation, "Slut I wish were mine." I'm just wondering now that you know a bit more about me if I were your slut how would you use me? You needn't answer - I'm just feeling out of sorts today...looking huge...and due to my head cold we had to cancel a gangbang for this weekend. I'm just about eight months knocked-up so I guess I am entitled to be a little sick of it.
I'm excited to hear that you'll soon be starting my story and am happy to add 'some flesh." So lets begin...so we have some confidentiality, the identifying information will be fictitious although as close to the truth as I feel comfortable revealing. I thought if you are going to write a story about a knocked-up slut being gangbanged you would like to know what I look like. I will describe myself knowing full well that words are not near as stimulating as a picture. I am 5'3'' with curly blond hair to my shoulders, blue eyes and fair skin. Before I was knocked up I weighed 110 and was well proportioned for my height with a firm ass and a C-cup bra. At the moment I weigh 131 (all of the extra is in my tits and my belly) and I am packing my tits into a D-cup.
Hubby's name is Mike and he is in banking...lol...what is there to do besides fucking and getting gangbanged? Seriously, for fun we travel three or four times a year, collect antique furniture, and Mike sails while I try not to fall overboard. We also read a lot - just about everything from highbrow to pornography.
I met my husband through one of my profs at university - I worked in his office several hours a week as part of my internship...and Mike came into the office to get his friend for lunch. We chatted for about fifteen minutes while Mike waited for his friend to finish a phone call. He asked my prof for my number and he called me that night. I found myself very attracted to him and we went out for a drink and ended back at my place and talked for about three hours. Did a lot of intense kissing, but no sex. He was gone on business for two weeks and he took me out on his return.
It was obvious that we were extremely attracted to each other and we went back to his place and had slow, leisurely sex. I sucked him, but not to climax and then he'd go down on me but stop before I came. I masturbated for him while he sucked my tits and then I did suck his cock to climax. I still remember how thick and sweet his cum tasted. He held me for a while after that and then he ate me to climax and then he mounted me and fucked me deep. I stayed the night and he fucked me again in the morning and I ended up moving in with him after a couple of weeks.
We swung for the first time about six months after we met. It was with three couples Mike knew through sailing. We were going on a sailing trip (two couple per boat) and these were people that Mike had known for some time. The subject came up over dinner at one of the couples homes where we were for a trip planning meeting. The instigator was the man hosting the get together. Two of the couples were married and the other couple had lived together for several years. We were the newbies, but were already discussing marriage. I hadn't known what was coming, but when it started I didn't run for the door.
The men stripped first and then we women were asked to strip provocatively as the men stroked themselves. To start things off the host gave every woman a number and then each man drew for the woman he was going to fuck. As soon as your number was pulled the man claimed you and you started fucking right there - everybody got to see everybody else. The host got my number and Mike claimed the woman who was living with her man.
I was on my knees deep throating the host and really turned on by what was going on and really giving the guy some first class oral sex. I saw Mike eating out his woman and it turned me on to hear her moan. Then Mike got her on her hands and knees and started fucking her in her ass. She was really grunting loudly like I tend to do when I'm getting it really hard and deep in my asshole.
By then the host was lying on the floor and had me mount him. He sucked my nipples hard having me rotate my ass around on him and then he had me start fucking his cock as he held onto my nipples. I'm not sure what the other two couples were doing as I was absorbed in my own fucking and in watching Mike enjoy himself.
After everyone was through we had a glass of wine, finished planning the trip and then Mike and I went home. We admitted to each other how much we had enjoyed seeing the other fucking someone else. By the time we got home we were extremely horny. I sucked Mike's cock a bit in the car and then we got out to go into the house and continue, but Mike ended up pushing me over the hood of the car and taking me deep and hard in my asshole. There were no regrets on either of our parts.
By the end of the sailing trip the women had fucked all of the men at least three or four times. It was always in a group, no sneaking off for privacy. So during the trip I sucked a lot of cock and got a lot of cock in my pussy and ass. Toward the end of the trip the guys requested an all girl show in which each woman sucked each other woman to orgasm. We also masturbated with dildos for the guys who the showered us with there cum. (Any guess as to the response us girls got when we asked the men for an all man show?)
Mike proposed after nine months time and we were married six months ago. I think I already told you I was a couple of months pregnant when we were married.
It was just after we were married that Mike asked me if I was interested in gangbangs....just me and several men while he watched. Of course I was interested. I know how big his cock got watching me with our friends and I found I liked being his slut and his wife. He arranged the first gangbang two weeks after we got back from our honeymoon. It was only three guys who came over to the house...each took me alternately in each of my holes...I'll never forget how he smiled at me as I was being fucked hard by those guys - and how he held me all night long afterward, calling me his slut wife.
JPB - I was my hands and knees right up till five minutes ago...my belly and tits almost touching the floor. My husband was on the bed, his cock in his hand, as I was being fucked hard and deep by a big college aged stud he'd met in a bar that afternoon. The guy's cock was huge - not only long, but fat - and my belly and tits were jumping around as he fucked me. I was squealing like a stuck pig. He was young and he just kept banging away at me. My husband got up off the bed and got on his knees in front of me and I took his cock, which wasn't quite as long and thick in my mouth. It was such good fucking and I really felt like a dirty knocked-up whore. The stud came in my whorish cunt and I orgasmed and screamed around my hubby's cock. The stud pulled out and then hubby pulled out and told me to lick the stud's cock clean. I spun around and took his cock in my mouth and he tasted so good. Hubby got behind me then, jamming his cock that I'd just made so hard into my asshole, grunting again like an animal as he jams it in me, moving it around in me as I was still cleaning the studs cock. My belly was swaying and so were my big titties and hubby was ramming it into me hard until I was on my elbows groaning. "I'm cumming" I screamed out but it was several more minutes before Mike finished by filling my ass with his cum.
He and the stud went into the kitchen for a beer and I scrambled up on the chair in front of the computer. I'm dripping cum from my ass, pussy and I'm sure that there is a trace at the corner of my mouth as I type this and send it off to you.
Your pregnant whorish slut...Scarlett.
To be continued...
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This was the second email that I received from Scarlett and it brought me up to date on her latest adventure.
From: Scarlett
To: Just Plain Bob
Sent: Sunday, September 10, 2006 1:04 PM
Subject: Last night
Dear JPB -
I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a glass of red wine and trying to figure out what I wanted to fix for dinner when Mike called me. He told me that the planned gangbang for the weekend had fallen through and to make up for it he was going to take me out to dinner. He told me that he would be home around four and that I should dress sexy.
I know my man. When Mike says he wants me to dress sexy what it really means is that he wants me to look slutty. I went digging through the closet looking for something sexy that would fit on my pregnant body and finally found a black Grecian style dress (sleeveless, low V-neck and flaring skirt). I tried it on and found that the skirt came down to mid-thigh, only three or four inches below my pussy, and I thought that would be sexy (and slutty) enough for Mike. For underneath the dress I chose an almost nothing black lace thong and a black lace push-up bra that barely contained my huge milk laden tits.
Lots of heavy makeup added to the slutty look and all I wore for jewelry was diamond stud earrings, my wedding rings and an ankle bracelet on my right ankle. In some circles an ankle bracelet worn on the right ankle denotes a shared wife and that I had been and I was looking forward to being one again.
The last item I put on was a pair of leather "Come Fuck Me" pumps with five inch heels. I didn't put on any stockings because, to my mind anyway, nothing says "Slut" like bare legs with "Fuck Me" shoes.
+++++
I had hoped that Mike would take me somewhere discrete, but he took me to the country club where we were members. I got quite a few looks of distain from some of the wives, but I noticed that their husbands couldn't take their eyes off me. We had a leisurely dinner and Mike asked me to sit with my legs apart and he discretely fingered my pussy of and on during the meal keeping me aroused and wet. He often does this when he plans on doing something wild. He likes to fuck me in places and under circumstances where there is an element of danger - a chance of being caught.
I knew he wouldn't be fingering me at the club unless that is where he planned on doing me. As I chewed on my steak and as his fingers probed me I tried to think where it would take place - in the building itself or somewhere on the grounds. Mike loved to play golf and he had always said that the sixteenth hole at the club was where he would get his hole-in-one if he ever got one. Would he fuck me on the sixteenth green? Would he position me so that my hole was over the hole on the green?
When we finished eating Mike suggested that we take a walk on the grounds before going home and that told me that it wasn't going to happen in the clubhouse. As we walked we would stop and he would finger me some more and soon we were outside the shed where the golf carts were stored. He took a key out of his pocket and told me he wanted to check on his golf cart and I smiled knowing that what he really meant is that he was going to fuck me in or on his cart.
We walked in and the place was fairly dark and Mike walked me toward where I thought his cart was parked and suddenly the lights came on and I saw eight men sitting on the golf carts naked as the day they were born.
"Surprise, surprise my love" said Mike, it isn't a dozen, but it is a start. These men have been sitting here waiting for some time now so let's get you ready for them."
He helped me take off my dress and brassiere and then he knelt in front of me and worked my thong down my legs and when I stepped out of it he leaned forward and kissed my pussy.
"Keep the heels on my sweet slut and strut around in front of the boys and let them see what they are about to enjoy."
I walked in front of the men and tried to perform like a runway model as I checked out what I would soon be getting. All eight cocks were erect and all of them looked so good to me. There were a couple of good sized ones and one huge one and my mouth fairly watered when I saw the huge one. I have always been honest with Mike about my past before meeting him, but that didn't mean that I told him everything. For instance, he knew that I had fucked Tommy Hall for a couple of months, but he didn't know that Tommy had a huge cock and that I had been a slave to it. In fact, if Tommy had not packed up and left without telling me I might still have been with him. Believe me, from a girls standpoint size does matter. But guys have egos that can sometimes be fragile and a girl learns to be careful about such things so I early on decided that Mike didn't need to know about Tommy's eleven inches and what those eleven inches did to me. I wondered if the man sitting on the golf cart sporting eleven inches of his own would make me feel the same way.
I was getting so wet and excited and then Mike bent me over one of the carts and told me to spread my legs wide and expose my ass and cunt to his friends. He invited them to come over and take a closer look at what they were being offered and one by one they walked over and fingered my ass and pussy. He told me that they had drawn numbers to establish the order in which they were going to fuck me and then he reminded the men of the rules: they could finger my pussy, but that was all. They could only shove their cocks in my mouth and in my ass.
Someone pulled a mat over and Mike had me get down on my hands and knees and spread my legs. God, I was so ready...I wanted those men to bang me so bad. Mike called out the first number and number six came over. He looked fairly young and had a nice sized cock, about seven inches, but no bigger around that a Ball Park frank; just the right size for opening up my ass. He pushed the cock at my face and I stuck my tongue out and licked the head.
"Oh yeah sweetie" he said as he pushed it in my mouth. I worked my tongue around it and he pushed it in deep the way I like it and I started moving my head back and forth. While I was sucking the guys cock Mike was behind me working on my ass with his fingers and some KY Jelly. When he thought he had my asshole primed he told the guy I was ready and the guy pulled out of my mouth and moved around behind me. He spread my ass cheeks and ran his cock head around my pucker and then he asked if I was ready for it.
"Oh God yes" I moaned, "Fuck my ass lover, fuck my ass."
I know there are women who hate to take it in the ass, but I'm not one of them. I love the feel of a cock pushing past my sphincter and being buried in my ass. As he pushed his cock into me I pushed my ass back at him and moaned. Once in he started fucking me slowly and the next man, number three, came over and pushed his smaller cock at my mouth and I opened it and took him in as deep as I could. He was only about six inches long so I was able to deep throat him and I think I surprised him when my lips clamped around his cock at the base.
"Oh fuck yeah" he gasped. "Oh sweet fucking Jesus does that feel good."
By then number six was going hard at my ass and my huge belly and tits were swaying back and forth as they hung down and I wished Mike had brought the video recorder to tape the event. The man in my ass said, "Here it comes slut" and he grabbed my hips and rammed hard into me and I felt the spurt as his hot cum bathed the walls of my rectum. He pulled out and number three hurried around behind me and shoved his cock into me. Since his cock was smaller then number sixes cock and my ass had a load of cum in it three easily slid right in.
Next in my mouth was number one and he had a bigger cock and I wasn't able to deep throat him, but it didn't seem to matter to him at all. He went in slowly and then he grabbed my head and held it as he picked up speed and started fucking my face. I think he liked my mouth. I think he liked my mouth a lot. When number three came and it was number one's turn to take my ass he was hesitant and then he told Mike to call the next number as he wanted shoot his cum down my throat. I wanted him to do that. I love sucking cock and I love to swallow and I didn't want all the cum that was going to be spilled that night to go into my ass, but Mike said no; he said that my ass was going to be the only cum receptacle that night.
Number one moved behind me and started pushing his cock into me and I groaned as he was longer and thicker than the first two. Once he was in I pushed back at him so I could enjoy his bigness. Number eight moved in front of me just as I pushed back hard at the man in my ass and when I moved forward I opened my mouth and enveloped number eight's cock. His cock wasn't very fat, but it was long, a good seven or seven and a half inches and I worked my tongue around on him as number one was banging my ass hard.
I was enjoying the fucking I was getting so much that I forgot about Mike even being there. I just took cock and enjoyed being what I was - a knocked up slut! I could hear the mean in the background saying things like, "Look at that bitch in heat take it.....she's the biggest whore I've ever seen.....look at those tits sway, I wonder what it would be like to tit fuck the slut." I wondered about that too and I made a mental note to ask Mike if we could do that the next time.
Number one came deep inside me and when number eight moved behind me and shoved his cock up my shit hole I knew that cum was running down my inner thighs and as number eight pounded my asshole number seven moved up, grabbed my head and shoved himself in my mouth. Gone was the slow and gentle; it was replaced by a hard, "Take the whore and use her" attitude. They used me. All I was to them was a cum dump to be used to satisfy their baser urges - AND I LOVED IT! I was lost in being a slut, a whore, a fuck pig and a sperm bank. I felt my tits and belly swaying as I was used and I loved it, oh God how I loved it.
Number eight sent his load into my deep recesses and number seven pulled out of my mouth and headed for my ass. I barely felt him as he slid in, mostly because of the ones who had gone before, but also because my mind was on something else. Number five was moving in front of me. The one I had been waiting for - all eleven inches of him. No way I would ever be able to deep throat that monster and in fact, there wasn't much chance that I could even give him a decent blow job, but the deal was mouth and then ass so I opened my mouth the widest I could and managed to get the big purple plum of a cock head inside. My jaw hurt and number five was moving his cock around and making me spread my mouth open farther than I thought it could go and then he grabbed my head and fucked my face. He had found himself in situations like that before, women who couldn't take what he had, and he didn't try to push in deep, just a couple of inches back and forth. It hurt, but I suffered through it because I knew what he was going to feel like in my ass and I wanted it, I wanted it bad.
Number seven was really going at my ass hard and when he grunted and I felt his seed spew into my bowels I moaned and it wasn't from the fucking I'd just gotten from seven, but from the thought that five was now going to shove that huge pole in my ass. I moaned as five grabbed my hips and pushed his cock at my asshole and I gasped as he pushed himself in. I was filled! My God, but I was filled! It seemed like number fives cock touched every part of me as he began to slowly fuck me.
I was so into that huge pole taking my ass that I barely noticed as number two moved in front of me and offered me his cock. Number two looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn't remember from where. He had a very nice cock, a really good size to it and I took him in my mouth and tried to do him justice as five rammed his telephone pole into my ass. Every man in my ass had given me an orgasm, but number five gave me three before he told me to get ready and when he released in me I swear it felt like a fire hose spraying. I almost cried when five pulled out of me - I didn't want him to leave - I wanted him to fuck me for the rest of the night. I wondered how Mike would take it if I asked him to see that five attended all my gangbangs from then on, but I quickly pushed that idea away and for the same reason I'd never told him about Tommy.
Number two was out of my mouth and in my ass in a heartbeat and he went in hard and deep. He was fucking me good and hard when number four approached my open mouth, shoved his cock in. He was an older man, but he knew how to fuck a whore's throat. Two fucked me hard and then he came and as he pulled out I looked back between my legs and saw his cum running down my leg.
Four moved behind me and slammed his cock into me. My head was hanging down and I was groaning loudly as four pushed deep into me and fucked me hard and long until he gave my ass it's final cum of the night.
+++++
I remained on my hands and knees, my belly and tits hanging down as the cum seeped out of whore's ass. Even in that submissive position I felt totally used but totally empowered. Mike kissed me and held me as the men dressed and left and then he told me how proud he was of me for taking on those men. He undressed and I saw the lovely hard on he had waiting for me. He lay on his back and I slowly straddled him and lowered myself down onto his stiff, thick hardness. He felt so good in my warm pussy and I ground on him as he pulled my nipples. I began to move up and down on his cock, fucking my husband as he pushed himself up into me calling me his "beautiful, knocked up slut wife." We fucked, my belly and tits flopping until he held my hips down and came up deep in my cunt.
Afterwards he gathered up my clothes and wrapped me in a blanket. Some time during the fuck-fest he had moved our car down to the shed and I wasn't asked to walk back through the club in the state that I was in. It was almost as if Mike read my mind as he leaned down and whispered in my ear:
"Maybe next time, my whore...maybe next time."
Until next time,
Knocked Up Slut Wife.
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Her car wasn't in the drive or the garage when I got home and that was rare. Ginny almost always beat me home from work and had dinner halfway done before I got there. I walked into the kitchen to get a cold one from the fridge, opened it and took a sip before seeing the box on the kitchen table with an envelope taped to it. I walked over and saw that the envelope had my name on it. I opened it and read the short letter inside:
Dear Rob,
I'm sorry, but I had to do it this way because I couldn't bear to face you. It isn't anything that you did honey, it is me. You are a great guy and a wonderful husband and any other girl would fight to the death to keep you. The problem is me. I'm missing a part, lacking something, and our marriage just isn't working for me. I love you baby and I probably always will, but I'm not the girl for you. You can do better baby, much better.
Ginny
I opened the box and found her checkbook, credit cards, house keys and her wedding rings. Man, I never saw it coming.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I am a natural born flirt. I love the ladies and you can always find me near them and flirting outrageously. Married, engaged, going steady or single, it makes no never mind to me. However, my flirting does have an edge to it. The women know that I'm flirting, but I do it in such a way that they also know if they decide to call my bluff I'll be on them in a heartbeat. A case in point - Marion. A good looking woman, a good ten years older than me, but sexy in a Sophia Loren way.
Marion was married, but was having troubles with hubby. He wasn't paying her any attention, their sex life had dwindled almost to ziltch and it didn't seem to matter what she did he just wasn't interested. I could sense that things weren't going well with her and I increased my level of flirting with her to try and cheer her up. I wasn't looking for anything out of it, I never do with married women, but I had to se if I could lift her spirits. It seemed like I did and before long Marion was flirting back. I made soft pass after soft pass at her and complimented her on her looks. I told her a dozen times I'd throw her over my shoulder and carry her off to my cave if I thought I could get away with it.
The flirting went on for weeks and one day during lunch break Marion sat down across from me and asked:
"Doing anything after work tonight?"
"No, nothing on the schedule, why?"
"Because I want to see your cave sweetie."
I looked at her, trying to gauge whether she was 'funning me' or not, and then I said:
"Short visit or are you going to stay for a while and check out the corners and deeper, darker recesses?" Notice I didn't ask her if she really meant it or if she was sure about it, just are you coming for a 'quickie' or are you going to stay a while?
As it turned out she stayed for quite a while. Hubby went out of town for two weeks and she spent every night of those two weeks in my bed. That happened five weeks ago and she still visits me once or twice a week. So, I flirt, but my flirting has that little edge.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
There are two really hot women where I work. Tongue stiffening hot if you know what I mean. Elise is married and has two kids and Sue is single, but 'professionally' engaged. Professionally engaged is my term for a woman who can't seem to make up her mind. Sue was engaged and broke up with the guy, had a new boyfriend within three days, became engaged to him and a month later she broke up with him and then the cycle repeated. She had gone through six engagements in the year I had worked with her.
I flirted outrageously with Elise and she flirted back. She would tell me that things at home weren't going good and if Herb (her husband) didn't get his head out of his ass she just might give me a taste. But it always seemed like Herb would suddenly wake up and get with the program. I never for once believed that Herb was slacking off in his duties, it was just the way Elise flirted with me.
Sue was different. I hadn't had a steady lady since Ginny had walked out on me (my fault-I just didn't trust women for a while after that) and I dearly wanted Sue to be the one hanging on my arm. I flirted with her while she was going steady, while she was engaged, while she was 'seeing someone' and waited to catch her between guys, but it never happened. I always seemed to hear about her latest breakup a week after it happened and by the time I made my move she would already be seeing someone else, but I kept trying.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The house that Ginny and I had bought when we got married was an older house - it was built during the building boom that followed World War Two and it was what could be called a 'fixer-upper.' I'm pretty handy with tools and I'm also a pretty good carpenter so we bought it at a damned good price and I went to work on it. It took a few years, but we got it to where we wanted it and then settled back to enjoy it and then - not too much later - Ginny was gone. Eight months after she left I found out we had termites in the sill plates.
I spent a couple of months trying all of the 'self-help' remedies I could find and didn't accomplish much of anything. I finally broke down and called in a professional which is why I found myself spending a few days at the Starlight Motel while the house was fumigated, treated and whatever else it was that they did. The Starlight was close to work and had several good restaurants close by. My normal schedule was to get up, pack myself a lunch and have lunch in the break room at work. Living in the motel and having no way to pack a lunch I would leave work at lunch time, go to one of the restaurants and then go back to work.
It was my third day at the motel and after lunch that day I decided to stop by my motel room on the way back to work. I pulled up in front of my unit and got out of the car and I was headed for my door when the door to the next unit opened and out walked Elise and Sue. I don't know who was the most surprised, the two women or me. A glance past them at the rumpled bed told me the rest of the story and as Elise was asking, "What are you doing here" and Sue was snarling, "Did you follow us?" I took out my key, opened my door, said, "I live here" and I went inside and closed the door behind me leaving them standing there staring at each other.
I couldn't believe it. Two of the sexiest women I had ever seen were into girls - specifically, into each other. Suddenly it was clear to me why Sue had all those boyfriends and fiancés - they didn't exist! They were cover stories to keep guys like me at arms length and to keep us from finding out, or figuring out, that she was gay. Who would have thunk it! Women were constantly surprising me. Ginny's abrupt disappearance, Marion's wanting to see my 'cave' and now Sue and Elise. Damn! Sure was going to make things interesting at work. Luckily it was Friday and if I could just get through the afternoon I'd have a weekend where I could avoid them.
That afternoon I stayed in my office until quitting time and never saw Elise or Sue until it was time to leave. I saw both of them in the parking lot heading for their cars and neither one looked my way. I moved back into my house Saturday and for the rest of the weekend I was so busy that I never gave a thought to Sue and Elsie until I was dressing to go to work Monday.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had no idea how I was going to handle Monday. I was no homophobe; as far as I was concerned two consenting adults were free to do whatever they wanted and it was none of my business. I was, however, pissed that two women, either of which I would have killed for, were wasted on each other. Sounds stupid and I know it, but that is how I thought - two beautiful and sexy women and a man couldn't have them. Well, not this particular man anyway although Elise's husband must be doing okay (unless the two kids were adopted).
I'd pretty much made up my mind that the way to handle it was to pretend it never happened and hope that the girls approached it the same way. No such luck. Sue was sitting in my office when I got there and I hadn't even set my briefcase down before she was after me.
"I hope you are satisfied with yourself. Poor Elise is a wreck because of you."
"Because of me?"
"Yes you. Who have you told? Did you get your jollies spreading what you found out?"
It sure hadn't taken her long to piss me off so I gave her what I considered an appropriate response. I stood up and said:
"Get the fuck out of my office you belligerent cunt and stay the fuck away from me."
She turned pale and got up and hurried out. I think she thought she could bully 'sweet old easy going Rob' and my reaction was a shock to her. I was still seething when Elise came into my office an hour later. She sat down in the chair across from me and I could see that she was nervous as hell. I just sat there and looked at her until she finally said;
"I asked her to stay away from you, but she never listens."
"She said I was making you a nervous wreck."
"Well, I am a nervous wreck, but why shouldn't I be? No one was ever supposed to find out. I've been scared to death that you would tell somebody and that it would get around and eventually get back to my husband. It would kill him to find out. He is a very insecure person. It would be bad if it was another man, but a woman? God, Herb could never handle that."
I smiled at her and gave a little chuckle.
"What's funny about this?" she wanted to know.
"Just all those times you indicated that I might get a shot someday if Herb didn't get his head out of his ass and take care of business. Now I find out that even if he never got his head out of his butt I wouldn't get a shot, Sue would."
"Damn it Rob, this isn't funny. Herb may not be the most sexually exciting man in the world, but he is a good husband and a great father and I don't want to see him hurt."
"And you think I'd hurt him?"
"I don't know Rob. You have always been nice, but this is not a situation that can be considered an every day occurrence. I have no idea of how you will act. I don't know if you are the kind of guy who jokes around when he goes out drinking with his buddies. I have visions of you saying something like:
"Guess what guys, you'll get a charge out of this" and then tell them what you saw. Sue is certain you will try and use it for blackmail."
"After the way she behaved this morning that might have been a consideration if not for you."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I like you Elise and I won't do anything to hurt you. Sue gets a pass because of you. If you weren't involved I'd burn her down to the ground."
"Do you mean that Rob, really mean it?"
"Of course I do Elise; your secret is safe with me although I am going to miss our flirting."
She smiled as she stood up and said, "Why? You already know I stray and the fact that I go both ways. You never know Rob, anything could happen" and she left my office.
She was right of course. I did now know she strayed from Herb and played both sides, but I also knew it would never be the same between us anymore.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That afternoon, about five minutes before quitting time Sue came into my office. I looked up at her, but before I could tell her to get the hell out of my office she said:
"Can the belligerent cunt buy you a drink after work?"
After our run in the first thing in the morning the total change in attitude had me curious so I told her I would take her up on the offer. She told me where to meet her and then she left. When I walked into Mike's Bar and Grille I expected to find her sitting with Elise, but she was alone in a booth. I slid in across from her and she said:
"Surprised?"
"To be honest, yes I am."
"I want to buy you a drink and apologize for being what I am."
"For being what you are?"
"You had it right. I am a belligerent cunt when it comes to men. I come by it naturally; most men I've known over the past ten or fifteen years have been assholes and that has tended to make me hostile to men in general and as a result I tar them all with the same brush. When I do run across a nice guy I usually don't realize it until I've already made a fool of myself. I'm sorry for this morning. I just made the assumption that you were like all the rest and I acted accordingly."
"Not easy being you?"
"You have no idea. I can't help it if I look like God's gift to men instead of like a bull dyke. Men are after me all the time and when I won't have anything to do with them it is like there is something drastically wrong with me. How could I possibly turn them down."
"Been this way all your life?"
The wrong question to ask. For the next hour I got to listen to her whole history from junior high on up and how boy after boy on date after date left her feeling slimy and how she never felt any stirrings of sexual affection until she was seduced by her college roommate.
"You could make yourself look a little less attractive."
"Why would I want to do that? I need to look good to attract women the same as other women try to look good to attract men."
"I see your point."
"So, where do we go from here?"
I smiled at her and said, "Normally a question like that from a gorgeous lady like you would get the answer, "My place" but that won't work here. I guess where we go from here depends on you. We were friendly before this happened and I see no reason things can't stay that way. Minus of course the flirting and my trying to catch you between your non-existent boy friends so I can ask you out. That work for you?"
"Yes it would Rob, and thank you for being so understanding."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next couple of weeks things were a little awkward between Sue, Elise and me. Even though I'd said I'd keep my mouth shut I could tell that the girls were still a little unsure about me. Marion asked me one night, after a rather strenuous session in the bedroom:
"What's with you and Sue and Elise? You used to be hot after them and now it looks like the three of you are avoiding each other."
"Hot after them?"
"You know what I mean. You don't flirt anymore with either of them."
"Don't know. I guess I just have had other things on my mind."
The next day I called Sue and Elise into my office and told them what Marion had said (I omitted the part about it being bedroom talk) and told them that was the kind of talk that started rumors which might lead to people wondering.
"You don't want anyone looking close at either one of you so I would suggest that we work at getting our relationship back in place. To do that I am somehow going to have to convince you once and for all that your secret is safe with me. I have given it some thought and I think I have a way to show you that you can trust me."
I reached in my pocket and took out an envelope and shook two keys out of it. I handed a key to each of them.
"I would imagine that meeting in a motel however many times you get together each week can be pretty expensive. Those keys are to my house. I never go home for lunch and I'm never home before eight on Monday, Wednesday or Thursday. All I ask is that you don't leave the bedroom a mess."
They were both staring at me with looks I couldn't even begin to decipher and I looked from one to the other, smiled and said, "Okay, now I am a party to it. We are in it together. Go forth and sin and enjoy."
The two women looked at each other and then Elise got up, came over and kissed me on the cheek and hugged me. Sue just sat there and stared at me with an unreadable expression and then the two of them went back to work.
Over the next month Sue and Elise used my house two or three times a week and true to my word I never went home and barged in on them. I went back to flirting with Elise and Sue to keep up appearances and I did pretend to take a serious shot at Sue when she announced another break-up. Sue shocked me when, in front of everyone in the lunchroom, she said she would love to go out with me. Later in my office she told me that she thought it would be good for everyone in the office to actually see her date a guy rather than hear her talk about all the fake ones.
"And I can be a fun date Rob, as long as you don't expect more than a good night kiss at the end."
And she was. We did actually go out a half dozen dates (and had a great time) and pretended to go out a dozen more before we let it be known that we just didn't seem to 'click' but were staying good friends.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Another month went by and then one Thursday night I came home and got the biggest surprise of my life. I had promised that I would never be home before eight on a Thursday so that I would never walk in on them. That Thursday I walked into the house around eight-thirty and found both of them still there. Still there and as naked as the day they were born and looking just as tongue stiffening hot as they did when they were clothed. I looked at my watch and then said:
"I obviously didn't expect to find you still here. In fact, I don't think I saw your cars out front."
"That's because I asked them to move their cars" said a voice from behind me, "I didn't want you to see them and keep on going."
I turned and found Ginny standing there and she was just as naked as Sue and Elise. "I know you are surprised Rob and I'll explain later, but for now get your clothes off and join us."
I stared at her and Elise said, "Come on Rob, do it."
I undressed and dropped my clothes on the floor and Ginny walked up to me and took me by the hand. I was in a daze as Ginny pulled me over to the king sized bed and pushed me down on it. My cock was already rock hard just from seeing the three naked women and Ginny wrapped her fingers around it.
"I've missed this" she said, "Oh Jesus have I ever missed this."
She went to her knees on the floor next to the bed and bent her head and took me in her mouth. Off to the side I saw Elise and Sue watching as Ginny's head bobbed up and down on my dick and then they moved to the bed and climbed on. Elise lay back and spread her legs and Sue went down on her.
I had not forgotten how great a blow job Ginny could give, but I honestly never thought I would ever get one of them from her again. Her hands were caressing my balls as she worked her mouth on me and she was looking up into my eyes and I saw something in hers that I didn't recognize. Next to me on the bed Elise was moaning:
"Oh yes baby, oh yes, like that baby, like that. Oh God you are so good" and I glanced over and saw she was running her fingers through Sue's hair as Sue worked on her pussy.
Ginny took her mouth off me and used her left hand to play with my stones while her right hand was fisting me. "Give it to me baby" she said, "I want the first one in my mouth." She was stroking me hard and I was getting ready to let go and I told her. She took my cock back in her mouth and clamped her lips tight around the shaft and when I came she swallowed and then kept on sucking.
It took her a couple of minutes to get me up again and then she got up off the floor and climbed over me. She used her right hand to hold my cock erect as she impaled herself on me and then started to fuck me. Her hands were on my shoulders to brace herself as she rode up and down on my dick. She was making a noise - not moaning, not crying - more like a low wail. It sounded like, "Please, please, please, please" but it was so low that I couldn't be sure.
Ginny's body shook and she made all the noises that I remembered meant that she had orgasmed, but she kept riding my cock. I don't know if she was trying to get me off or give herself another climax, but I was close and so I wrapped my arms around her and rolled putting Ginny on her back and then I fucked her hard. She began to moan and groan and I knew she was having another orgasm and I slammed herd into her and had mine.



When my cock went limp I pulled out of Ginny and rolled to my right and ended up on my back with Ginny on my right and Sue and Elise on my left. Elise was tossing her head from side to side as Sue ate her pussy and then Elise grabbed my hand and squeezed as she cried out, "YES!!!!" Sue got up and looked down into Elise's face and smiled. Elise relaxed and lay still for a minute and then she turned to me and smiled as she said, "Our turn."
I looked at her confused and she got up and crawled over me to get on top of Ginny. She kissed Ginny's neck and then kissed her way down to Ginny's breasts as her hand moved down Ginny's body to her pussy. Elise started fingering Ginny's clit and Ginny moaned. I felt a hand on my cock and I looked and saw that Sue was fondling it. She saw me watching and she said:
"I'm sorry Rob, I want to do more for you, but this is all I can do."
I could tell it was hard for her to do even that much which made it all the more special. I reached down and took her hand off my cock and smiled at her.
"I appreciate the offer, but I'd rather do this" I said as I moved my body and lowered my face to her pussy.
"What are you doing?" she cried.
"I can do this just as good as Elise can. Just relax and enjoy it."
I lapped at her pussy until I found her clit and then I started working on it as I worked a finger into her. It took me two minutes to get her to where she had her fingers in my hair and trying to pull me closer even though closer would have meant my head would have to be inside her and it took me another two minutes to give her an orgasm. When she got herself back together she moved her body so she could take my cock in her hand again.
"You don't have to do that Sue" I said.
"I want to Rob" she said as she started stroking me. "I want to do something for you."
"You already have sweetie, you became my friend."
I pushed her hand away from me again and the two of us watched Ginny and Elise. They had moved into a sixty-nine and both of them were in the middle of having orgasms. When the two of them finally broke apart and fell to the bed Elise looked at Sue and asked, "Did you?"
"He wouldn't let me. I tried to, but he wouldn't let me."
Elise looked at me and saw that I had a hard cock and then she said:
"Then I guess it is up to me."
She reached over and took my hold of my arm and pulled me toward her. Ginny rolled out of the way and Elise pulled me on top of her.
"Don't tell me that you don't want this," she said, "Because there is no way on God's Green Earth I'm going to believe you."
She took hold of my cock and guided it into her pussy and then her legs came up and looked around me and she looked me in the eye and said, "Fuck me."
She moaned, she cried, she begged me to fuck her harder and to make her cum and I did my absolute best to do it. The problem was that I wasn't Superman. I'd already cum twice in the space of half an hour and it was going to take me a while before I could do it again. Elise urged me on. She dug her nails in my ass cheeks as she tried to pull me in deeper, her legs locked behind mine and her heels beat on the back of my legs. I was sweating like a pig and it was dripping down on her as I drove myself to get that orgasm. Elise was moaning, "Fuck me Rob, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" and I was pounding into her as hard as I could, but I was starting to lose steam. I was on the ragged edge of having to quit when Sue moved up behind me and shoved a finger up my ass and I blew my nuts. I didn't even wait to go limp; I just pulled out and fell to the bed gasping for breath.
Sue moved over to Ginny and the two of them started necking as Elise got up and moved over to where she could take my cock in her mouth. She gave me a leisurely blow job that eventually got me hard again. While Elise sucked on me I watched Sue eat Ginny and I saw the look on Ginny's face while it was going on. She loved it. I ate her pussy all the time before she left, but I never saw that look when I looked up into her face.
My cock was rock hard again and Elise called over to Ginny.
"He's ready for you again Ginny."
Ginny looked over and then pulled away from Sue and moved over to me. She lay down next to me and said:
"No fucking this time. This time make love to me Rob. Please make love to me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked Sue and Elise to the door, kissed them both good night and told them that I would see them at work in the morning. I walked back into the bedroom and Ginny was lying there waiting for me. I stopped at the bedroom door and just stood there and looked at her. I didn't know what to think. I had loved her, but I had put her behind me and then struggled to get over her and here she was back in my bed and I couldn't help but wonder why. The question must have been written across my face because she said:
"I've missed you terribly baby and I've come crawling back to beg for forgiveness and ask you to take me back."
"How can I even think of doing that when I don't even know why you left. I thought we had a great marriage and then I come home one night to find that I didn't even have a marriage anymore."
"You saw the reason tonight Rob. I told you in my letter that it wasn't because of you or anything you had done. I told you that the problem was with me. I love you Rob, I really, really do, but there was something missing in my life and when I finally figured out what it was I was sure that it was something that you not only wouldn't accept, but would look on with disgust. So I left before you could throw me out."
"Why would I have thrown you out?"
"Because I was having an affair Rob, an affair with a woman. I'd had a couple of affairs with women when I was in college and then I met you, fell in love, married you and put that part of my life behind me. But all through our marriage I felt that there was something missing; that something was just a little off. I didn't realize what it was until a month before I left. It was a woman's touch. I had stopped after work with a couple of girls I worked with and one of my old lovers from college was there. I ended up going back to her apartment with her and that was the start of our affair.
"I did not leave you for her Rob; I swear to you that I didn't do that. I left because I didn't want to see the disgust on your face when you found out and you would have found out. You would have found out because the guilt was killing me and I would have ended up confessing. I knew I was going when I kissed you goodbye that morning as you left for work, but I wanted to remember you with a smile on your face, not a look of disgust or maybe even hatred."
"So what happened? Your thing with your lover go bad so you decided to run home to me?"
"Not exactly."
"Well then, what exactly?"
"It didn't last a month after I left, in fact, it only lasted three weeks. The need for a woman's touch wasn't enough to sustain a relationship. I needed a man's touch too."
"So what have you been doing since the end of your affair? Bouncing from woman to man to woman? Going from touch to touch?"
"No Rob, when I said I needed a man's touch I meant that I needed your touch. All I've done since I ended it with Monica is try to work up the courage to crawl back to you and beg you to forgive me and plead with you to take me back. I finally forced myself to come here yesterday. I meant to be lying naked on the bed waiting for you when you came home from work. I really wasn't ready for what I walked in on and they were surprised as hell to see me. They asked who I was and why I was there and I told them and then I asked who they were and when all was said and done I joined them. When they wanted to leave I begged them to stay. I had the silly idea that if you saw my other side it would help explain what went on between me and Monica and seeing me doing it with your friends might make it easier. How do you feel about what happened?"
"I don't know Ginny. I haven't come to grips with it yet."
"With me being here or with me joining you and your friends? Are you upset that you had to share them with me?"
"I don't have a handle on any of it Ginny. I never came to grips with you running out on me and I have no idea how I feel about what happened here tonight. That I enjoyed it spoke for itself, but it was something that just happened. Would I have done it if I had taken time to think about it before hand? I don't know. And I didn't share Sue and Elise. Before tonight I'd never touched either of them. They are just friends that I let borrow the house from time to time."
"I guess what I'm really asking Rob, is can I come back?"
"I don't know Ginny. It took me some time to get by what you did to me, but I managed to get on with my life. I still have rough spots; nights when I lie in bed staring at the ceiling and thinking about you, but let you back into my life? I don't know if I can do that Ginny. I don't know that I could go through that again if you bailed out on me a second time. I don't know that I want to take the chance."
"You wouldn't be taking a chance Rob. All I have done since I left is miss you and regret what I did. There hasn't been a day go by that I haven't thought of you and wanted to be back with you. I know how miserable I am without you baby and if you let me come back I will never let anything take me away from you again."
"Yeah? What about the next time you just have to have a woman's touch?"
"I'll want it, I'll miss it, but I can do without it. What I can't do without Rob is your touch. I need you Rob."
"I don't know Ginny, I just don't know."
I gathered up my clothes from the floor and headed for the bedroom door. "I'll sleep in the spare room tonight. You can stay. It is still part your house."
"Please Rob..."
"Not now Ginny; I've got just too much to think about."
I spent a lot of time staring up at the ceiling that night and thinking. When I finally fell asleep I still didn't have a clue as to what I should do. It would have been so much easier if I didn't love her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was up early in the morning and out of the house before Ginny saw me. All I thought of on the drive to work was the situation I was in. I had missed Ginny something fierce, but I had managed to put what she'd done behind me. The problem now was love. I had put her behind me, but my heart had soared when I turned and saw her the night before. I hadn't hesitated for one moment when she told me to get undressed and join them and it wasn't because of the possibility of sex and kinky sex at that, but because it meant that I could hold her in my arms again. Still, how was I supposed to get past the abrupt way she walked away from me?
I managed to push the night's happenings to the back of my mind so I could get some work done, but at ten Elise came into my office and sat down.
"How did it go after Sue and I left?"
"What do you mean?"
"Ginny told us the whole story before you got there. You going to let her back into your life?"
"I don't know if I can?"
"Why not? She obviously loves you. Both Sue and I could tell that right away. It is why we stayed."
"I believe there is a song by Tina Turner that asks, "What's love got to do with it?" It is a matter of trust Elise. How can I be sure that she won't bail out on me again sometime?"
"Rob, I can understand why she did what she did. I've been there. Hell, I'm still there. You know why Sue and I hide what we do. You know how most people are when it comes to gay love. Ginny had no way of knowing how you would react to having a female lover. She assumed you would be disgusted with her and she couldn't stand the idea of how you would look at her when you found out. Hell Rob, Sue and I know you and we know how you reacted when you found out about us, but it still took us a while to get comfortable around you.
"Rob, my husband would die if he found out about Sue and me and I do my absolute best to keep him from ever finding out. I'm in the same boat that Ginny was in. I love my husband to death and I do not want to hurt him, but I also need a woman's touch. Maybe I'm a little stronger than Ginny was. I can face my husband knowing what I'm doing and knowing that he is better off never finding out. I don't feel guilty about what I'm doing with Sue because she is never going to take my husbands place and I know it. The love that Sue and I share is a different kind of love than the love I share with Herb. I'm not stealing anything from him and giving it to Sue. Apples and oranges Rob. What I do with Sue doesn't diminish the love I have for Herb one little bit."
"But you didn't leave Herb. You didn't just walk away and that is what this is all about for me. She just ran."
"Ginny didn't see it the way I do Rob. She felt guilt - tremendous guilt - at what she was doing, and that guilt would have eventually forced her to confess and she just knew - just knew Rob - that you would be disgusted with her and despise her and she just could not bear the thought of seeing you that way. She honestly felt that the hurt you would feel from her leaving would be less than the hurt you would feel at finding out she was bisexual and had a woman for a lover. She loves you Rob, let her come home."
Elise got up to leave and when she got to the door she stopped and turned back to me. "Both Sue and I like her Rob and you might as well know that we have invited her to join us whenever she would like. I don't think she ever will unless you give her permission. You have done Sue and me a lot of favors Rob; do one more for us - let her come home to where she belongs."
I spent the rest of the day trying to get some work done while half of my brain was elsewhere. I wanted Ginny back, but I did not want to go through losing her again. Back and forth it went all day - take her back, don't set yourself up for more heartbreak, take her back, don't open yourself up for more hurt, take her back - and on and on and on. I still didn't know what to do when I left work and the drive home was spent wondering what I would say to Ginny when I got home.
I walked in the door and found Ginny standing there in nothing but high heels and a smile and before I could say a word she said:
"I've come up with a new strategy. I'm going to fuck your brains out and leave you too weak to throw me out."
DESC++++++++++++++++++
I was lying there, totally exhausted, and looking up at the ceiling when she asked:
"What are you thinking baby?"
"I'm scared Ginny. I'm afraid if I open myself up to you again that you will hurt me again."
"I don't know how I can prove it to you Rob, but I will never, ever do anything to hurt you again. The time I was gone there wasn't a day that I didn't ache to be in your arms again. I won't ever do that to me again either."
"What about when you start craving the touch of a woman again?"
"I told you baby, I'll want it and I'll need it, but I need you more. I won't ever risk you again."
"Maybe you won't have to."
"What do you mean?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Honey, I'm home."
"In the bedroom sweetie."
I walked into the bedroom and saw that the bed was a mess. She saw my look and said:
"They just left."
"They leave enough for me?"
"All they did was warm me up for you sweetie. Ready for a long, hard night?"
"Just leave me enough strength to get to work in the morning" I said as I started to take off my clothes.



            Becoming A Slut Husband: Rob

            An overheard conversation changed his life.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/becoming-a-slut-husband-rob

Title: Becoming A Slut Husband: Rob

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: An overheard conversation changed his life.

Tags: 

Series: Becoming A Slut Husband


It had been a long, hard, but very satisfying evening. It had started out with one hell of a good blow job, followed by my eating a baby smooth bald pussy and then a hot fuck session. We then eased into a sixty-nine until I was hard again and then she mounted me and rode me reverse cowgirl until we both came. A short break to catch our breath was followed some more sixty-nine and then one more hot, hard fuck before it was time for me to go.
In the afterglow of sexual exhaustion Stella said, "Jesus, a body would think that you never got any at home the way you go after me when we are alone."
That's because I don't sweetie I thought to myself, I don't even get a sniff of pussy at home. I didn't tell Stella that, just as I would never tell her that it was my choice that I didn't get any at home. Why waste my time on a woman who didn't really want me when I had a host of sexy young secretaries and file clerks I could try and seduce.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got in on a hot dot com when they were all the rage and one day another of the investors, a guy I trusted to know those things, called me on the phone and told me that it was time to get out. I followed his advice and made a bundle before the crash. Next, he called me and asked me to join him in a real estate deal and five months later we sold the property to a company that wanted to build a high-rise and I tripled my investment. Next Tim took the money and put it into land and nine months later a developer bought the land from us to build a gated community. Tim kept doing things with the money and like Topsy the money just kept growing.
One day I sat down and took stock of things and saw that I was a millionaire five times over. At that point I pulled out my money and used it to set myself up in business. I started out with five employees in a small warehouse and three years later I owned a five-story office building, had one hundred and ten employees and a net worth of over eleven million dollars.
Suddenly, the guy who couldn't get laid in a whorehouse if he walked in waving a hundred-dollar bill was very popular with the ladies. I wasn't dumb, I knew what they were after and for a long time I played them while they tried to play me.
And then I met Audrey. Tall at five nine and perfectly proportioned, she exuded class and I fell ass end over teakettle in love with her. At first I was as wary of her as I had been of all the others. Just because I was in love didn't mean I had to be stupid, but Audrey did not seem to care that I was worth millions. In fact, Audrey didn't seem to care about me at all. It took me almost nine months to land her.
Six years went by and I thought we had a pretty good marriage until one day a freak occurrence of atmospherics combined with a left over from my early life and severally disabused me of that notion. In my younger days I had been a volunteer firefighter and everywhere I went I had a pager on my belt and a scanner in my car. When I stopped fire fighting I took the scanner out of my car and set it up in my basement workshop and out of habit I would listen in on the calls while I did my woodworking.
One day as I was cutting pieces for a cedar chest I was building I heard:
"...and the fool is as healthy as a horse."
"So what are you going to do?"
"I don't know. Maybe I should try to fuck him to death. The only problem is that I can barely stand him."
The first voice was Audrey's and the second voice was that of her best friend Hillary. Hillary was an absolute slut and didn't even attempt to hide it and I didn't like her; never had and never would, but she had been Audrey's friend since grade school and there wasn't anything I could do about it. They were talking on cell phones and conditions were just right for the scanner to pick up their conversation. Since she was on her cell that meant Audrey was probably out by the pool working on her tan. I quickly opened my briefcase and got out the micro cassette recorder and hit the RECORD button.
"Hey girlfriend, you wanted his money, you have to take the good with the bad."
"I'd rather take the money. The idiot adores me and ain't that a kick. I thought for sure I would catch him fucking some slut and clean him out in the divorce. The private detective followed him for a month, but all he found was that my hubby hurries home to me every night. Know where I can hire a hit man?"
"Whoa up there Aud. You don't want to go and do something stupid. You are living a life of ease and luxury, enjoy it."
"How can I enjoy it? I was used to having sex with three or four guys a dozen times a week and the best I can get out of doofus is a couple of times a night, three or four nights a week. I'm dying here Hill. I don't dare go out and get my ashes hauled the way I need it because I can't chance Rob finding out. If he did I'd lose everything. I have to find a way to get rid of him."
"All I can sa...." And it faded out.
I sat there staring at the scanner and I was devastated. I loved her and all she was was another money grubbing bitch. Not just any money grubbing bitch, but one who wouldn't mind seeing me dead.
I was devastated, I was heartbroken, but I was also pissed and a pissed off Rob was usually bad news for whoever it was that pissed him off. When your mind isn't letting you give your full attention to what you are doing when you are working with sharp tools it is always a good move to stop. As I put my tools away I started thinking of what to do about my new situation.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When thinking of what to do to two things came immediately to mind. The first of course is that Audrey only wanted my money and the second was that she wasn't getting all the sex she wanted. Rolling those two over in my mind I came up with the basics of a plan. She wasn't getting all the sex she wanted? I would just see to it that she got even less. As far as the money was concerned I would see to it that she had gradually less and less to spend.
I had fallen for Audrey like the proverbial ton of bricks and while I was all gaa-gaa over her I wasn't brain dead and I did get a pre-nuptial agreement signed. The pre-nup she signed had been generous. If she left me she got nothing. If I left her she got fifty thousand for every year we were together. The exception was infidelity. If I cheated on her the pre-nup was void and she could go for what she could get. If she cheated she was out on her ass without a dime. She couldn't take anything with her but what she brought to the marriage and that amounted to some clothes and her maiden name.
I figured the problem would be a simple one to solve. I'd stop having sex with her. A woman used to having three or four men doing her a dozen times a week and who had to fall back on one man four times a week should be crawling the walls if she was getting nothing. Hopefully it would make her look for a playmate. The second thing to do was tighten things up on the money end. Audrey's easy life of leisure was about to take a hit.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
First things first. On the chance that Audrey was serious about finding a way to get rid of me so she could get my money I moved to see that if it indeed happened there would be nothing there for her. I removed her as the beneficiary on my insurance policies and changed my will leaving everything to my two brothers and three sisters. On the off chance that I might die in a legitimate accident I did leave Audrey five thousand dollars so she would have enough to put down the first and last months rent and a security deposit on an apartment. All that done I made a copy of the tape and gave it to my attorney with instructions to give it to the police if I met an untimely end.
Next on the list was a trip to see a private detective. I chose a large firm because I was going to need a firm with a lot of manpower. I outlined my problem and explained what I wanted and asked if the firm could handle the job and I was assured that they could. What I wanted came in two parts. The first was that I wanted Audrey under surveillance from the time I left for work in the morning until I came home from work that night.
I wanted the house wired for video and sound. I didn't expect that Audrey would do anything at the house, but it would be good to know who she talked to and what was said. Hillary and several other friends visited often and what Audrey said to them could prove interesting. I told Hank, the man I was dealing with, that I didn't care what he had to spend in getting whatever we needed. I played the tape for him and pointed out the part where she said she was afraid to go after a lover for fear that I'd find out and I told him of my plan for pushing her into looking for a lover.
"She might get one of her friends like Hillary to allow her to meet someone at their place so you will need enough manpower to cover that possibility. For example say Audrey goes over to Hillary's and spends several hours and leaves. You will need to have enough coverage to stay on Audrey when she leaves and still have someone watching the house to see if a man leaves an hour later. Audrey may believe she is being followed and have the man already in place when she gets there."
"We can handle that."
"Good. The second thing I need from you is just as important to me. You heard on the tape that she has a private detective following me. What I need is for you to watch my back. I want to know if and when someone is watching me."
"No problem. We can cover you and I'll also have my operatives watch out for anyone who looks like they mean you harm. Don't think that I didn't pick up on her references to wishing you gone."
I handed the man a check for one hundred thousand as a retainer and told him to let me know if he needed more.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home that night I put my plan into play. At our normal bedtime I told Audrey to go on up and that I would be along shortly. It was two hours before I went up and by then Audrey was asleep. I got up early the next morning and left for work before Audrey woke up and later that afternoon I called her and told her I would be working late and not to wait dinner on me. It would be the first time since Audrey and I married that I didn't leave the office at five and hurry home to her. Hank called me at four-thirty to let me know that I would be covered from the minute I left the building until I got home and that the operative had my cell phone number and would call me if he spotted anyone following me.
There was a small lounge just up the street from the office and I decided to stop in and have a couple of drinks before going to a restaurant for dinner. When I walked in I saw an empty stool at the bar and I headed for it. As I waited for Mack, the bartender, to bring me my vodka tonic I glanced around the room. At a table next to the dance floor I saw five girls who worked for me and my secretary Stella was one of them. One of the girls must have noticed me and said something to Stella because she turned, looked my way and then got up and came over to me and asked me to join them.
"No thanks Stell, I don't want to put a damper on your party."
"There isn't any party and that's why I have come over here to get you. You will make it a party."
"How will my going over there make it a party?"
"Look around the place. Notice the lack of men? The girls and me want to dance and since there are no other available partners I'm volunteering you. You can look at it as being part of their company benefit package."
She took hold of my sleeve and tugged until I got up and followed her over to the table. I had fun. I fed the jukebox and danced with all the girls. I bought several rounds of drinks and we talked, joked and laughed. One by one the girls began leaving and I found myself sitting at the table with everyone gone except Misty. She was looking at me pensively and then she asked:
"Have you ever cheated on your wife?"
The question caught me a little off guard and it was a second or two before I said:
"No, I never have. Why are you asking me a question like that?"
"Because if you did I was going to invite you to take me to the motel over on Sixth."
"Why me?"
"Because you are here and I am horny. You might not know it, but most of the girls at work, even some of the married ones, would like to play with you. Most don't ever see it happening, but as fantasies go it isn't a bad one."
"I'm flattered Misty, but even if I did cheat on my wife I don't think that it is a good idea to go fishing off the company dock."
"Well that's the thing boss, I won't be around too much longer. My family is moving to Atlanta and I'm going with them so I'll be giving my two-week notice this Friday. That's why I'm taking my shot tonight. I might never get another chance."
I sat there and looked at Misty and thought about it. I had never been unfaithful to Audrey; I never expected I ever would be, but that was before I learned how she really felt about me. I was going to stop having sex with her to try and force her into cheating so I could throw her out with nothing, but why should I deny myself sex just to get rid of Audrey on my terms.
Misty was a very sexy looking redhead and she was offering. "Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, I'm very sure I want to do this."
I paid the tab and Misty and I left the lounge, got in my car and drove over to the Super 8 Motel on Sixth and I got us a room. Once inside Misty didn't waste any time in getting her clothes off and as soon as she was naked she started helping me get mine off. As I stepped out of my trousers and briefs she knelt in front of me and captured my hard cock with her mouth. Misty was no stranger to giving head and she was pretty damned good at it. She had me ready to cum in no time and when I told her it was on the way and tried to pull out of her mouth she grabbed my ass and pulled me back in and the swallowed every last bit of what I spit out. She kept sucking on me until I was hard again and then she pulled me on top of her and told me to fuck her hard.
Once in her mouth and three times in her pussy and I was done for the night. I drove her back to the lounge so she could pick up her car and before she got out of mine we exchanged a passionate kiss and made a date for the next evening after work.
Audrey was in bed sleeping when I got home and I fell asleep smiling at the fact that I'd been laid that night and Audrey hadn't.
I saw Misty a half dozen times before she left for Atlanta and the last time I told her that I was really going to miss her.
"No you won't sweetie, you won't have time to miss me. I told all the other girls that you are a tiger in bed and they will all be coming at you as soon as I'm gone."
I thought about what I'd said about fishing off the company dock and then I thought of all the sexy young things I had working for me and I thought of them coming after me and I decided to let it happen.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the home front Audrey was becoming extremely frustrated. I was working late (on Misty) almost every night and she was in bed asleep when I got home. Come the weekend I got up and left the house before Audrey woke up and pretended to go to work. What I did was play golf, work out at the gym and roll around on Misty's bed. After a week and a half of ignoring her I came home late one night and found Audrey waiting up for me.
"What is going on Rob? Why are you avoiding me?"
"Avoiding you?"
"What else would you call it? You don't come home until after I've gone to bed and then you are up and gone before I wake up. You never used to work late and you never used to work weekends."
I put a contrite expression on my face and said, "I'm sorry Audrey, I didn't think. I guess I should have taken the time to tell you what was going on, but I didn't want to worry you."
"What is going on that I should worry about?"
"I've made some bad investments Audrey and then to convince the banks I was still in good shape I cooked my books a little. The banks got suspicious and sent in an auditor and then the IRS got involved and everything is a big mess. I may end up losing it all Audrey. They way things are looking now I may end up driving a truck for a living soon. I've been working late and working weekends trying to save something. I didn't want to burden you with it."
"What can I do to help?"
"Just be patient with me Aud, just be patient and understanding."
"Well, come to bed and let me see if I can't relieve the tension a little."
It could have worked out better if I had planned it. I'd just come from spending six hours with Misty and I'd only left her place after she couldn't get me up again. Audrey tried everything she knew, but she couldn't get my dick hard.
"I'm sorry honey, but the stress has been so heavy that I'm having all kinds of physical problems."
Audrey went to bed frustrated and didn't I just love that.
The next day I cancelled all of her credit cards except for one with a low limit and I asked her to watch her expenses. Next I pulled most of the cash out of the checking account and just left a thousand dollars in it. Audrey's life of leisure ground to a halt.
Misty left and Brenda made a move on me and then Connie wanted a taste and after Connie there was Elise who was followed by my secretary Stella. Stella and I seemed to click and she became my semi-permanent squeeze.
At home I was still avoiding Audrey. When I did get home to find her up waiting for me I had always just left one of my playmates and Audrey could never get me up. She had gone without sex for almost three months. Every Friday I would swing by the offices of Stanley Investigations and review the take from all the audio and video that had been collected that week. Audrey was doing nothing. Not a thing! All we had was her moaning and groaning to Hillary about how worthless I was, how glad she was at not having to make love to me anymore, but at the same time she was so horny she could die.
She bemoaned the fact that I had put her on a financial leash. Hillary would commiserate and offer to help. She offered to have a couple of guys come to her place and then Audrey could stop by and visit, but Audrey said she didn't dare take the chance.
"It pisses me off Hill, I can't even try to fuck him to death so I can inherit."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One afternoon I got a call from Hank telling me that I needed to get over to his office right away, that there had been a major development. When I got there I was ushered into the conference room.
"She finally did something?" I asked.
"You need to see this for yourself. This is less than an hour old. The cameras transmit to the van down the street from your house and the man I have monitoring things got it right to me."
He turned on the monitor and I saw Audrey and Hillary sitting at the kitchen table. I was listening to the usual shit I'd heard Audrey telling Hillary and I looked over at Hank and asked what was so special about it and he told me to just listen. On the tape Audrey had just telling Hillary that she was at the end of her rope.
"Just hang in there a little longer Aud, it is going to get better soon."
"How can you know that?"
"Remember when you asked me if I knew where you could find a hit man? Well I didn't, but I know a guy who does. He owes me a few big favors so I had him set it up. Rob is going to have a fatal accident in the very near future."
Audrey looked at Hillary with a stunned look on her face and asked:
"Oh my God Hillary, what did you do?"
"I got you your hit man girlfriend. Your troubles will soon be over."
"Oh sweet Jesus Hillary, how could you do that to me?"



"Isn't that what you wanted?"
"Oh God no Hillary, that is the last thing I want. I don't ever want to see him hurt Hill, I love him."
"You what?!!! You never have anything good to say about him Aud, how the fuck can you say you love him?"
"That was only girlfriend talk Hill. You have never liked him so I've just said what you wanted to hear. I didn't mean one word of it."
"Well you shouldn't have sounded so much like you meant it because you sure had me convinced."
"Call your friend Hill, do it right now, right now and call off your hit man."
"I don't know if I can."
"You fucking better be able to Hill; if anything happens to Rob I'll kill you. I swear to God Hill, one hair on his head gets hurt I'll kill you."
"Whoa Aud, don't panic, I'll do it."
Hillary took her cell phone out of her purse and punched in a number.
"Harry? Hillary here. Hey lover, you know that favor I asked you for?"
"Yeah, that one. I was mistaken; she doesn't really want it done."
"Okay, call me back and let me know."
She disconnected and dropped the phone back in her purse. "See? No problem."
Audrey just sat there with her head in her hands. Finally she looked up. "How could you do that Hill? How could you do something like that?"
"Hey Aud, you're my best bud; I'd do anything for you, you know that. I thought that was what you wanted and when I found out I could make it happen I went for it."
"Jesus God I hope he never finds out about this, he would leave me for sure."
"No he won't, not if he loves you."
"Yeah? Well maybe he won't love me anymore when he finds out I almost got him killed."
Hillary's phone started beeping and she answered it.
"Hello?"
"Yeah Harry. Is it taken care of?"
"What!! Oh shit. Keep trying Harry, keep trying."
She disconnected and said, "We have a problem. Harry can't call it off."
"What? Why not?"
"The guy he set it up with has gone out of town and Harry doesn't know where he is."
"Oh shit. What are we going to do?"
"I told Harry to keep on trying."
"But what if this hit man is already after Rob?"
"All we can do is hope that Harry finds him before he can do anything."
"That's not good enough Hillary; Rob's in danger. Just leave Hillary; just get out of here. I need to figure out what to do. There has to be something I can do."
"You could call him and warn him."
"Oh sure, right! I can see it now. "And how do you know I'm in danger Audrey?" "Because I kind of accidentally got a hit man out looking for you." He would leave me in a heartbeat."
"But he would still be alive Aud. How much do you love him? Enough to see him alive even if he isn't with you?"
"Oh shit Hillary, how could you do this to me."
"I'll keep trying Aud, I'll keep after Harry" and she walked out of the picture.
Audrey picked up the glass she had been drinking out of and threw it across the room where it smashed into the wall. "Shit, shit, shit!" she yelled and got up and hurried from the room.
I turned to Hank, "Now what?"
"She ran out of the house, got in her car and she is headed for town. My man is on her, but so far all he knows is that she is headed for town"
Just then his phone rang and he picked it up.
"Gleason."
"Yeah? What have you got?"
"Okay, wait one."
He covered the mouthpiece with his hand and said, "She just pulled up at your building."
"Tell your man to stay put and watch her car."
I took my cell phone out of my pocket and called the office.
"Stella?"
"My wife is on the way up. When she gets there don't let her leave. I don't care if you have to sit on her, keep her there until I get there."
I told Hank to follow me and I ran from the building.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got off the elevator on the fifth floor Audrey saw me and she ran to me and threw her arms around me.
"You're safe, thank God you're safe. I need to talk to you baby, it's important. Can we go in your office?"
As we entered my office she noticed Hank following along and she said, "I need to talk to you in private Rob."
"Anything you want to say can be said in front of Hank. He's my bodyguard and he goes everywhere I go."
"Bodyguard? I don't understand."
"Well Aud, when I got the idea you wanted me dead I felt that it would be prudent to get some protection."
"I wanted you dead? Are you crazy?"
"You tell me," I said as I took the recorder out of my briefcase and hit the play button.
"Know where I can hire a hit man?" the recorder spat out and Audrey moaned, "Oh my God" and the life seemed to go out of her and she slumped down in a chair.
"So what is this important thing you need to talk to me about?"
She lifted her head and looked at me and after a second she said, "I came down here to warn you that your life is in danger" and she started crying. She got up to leave, but Hank put himself between her and the door and I got up from behind my desk, went to her and put my arms around her.
"Let me go."
"No, I don't think so."
"Damn it, let me go!"
"No Audrey, I won't."
"You don't understand. It is because of me. I put you in danger."
"I know Aud, but it is all right. You didn't mean to and I know it. We will be all right, I promise."
"You know? What do you mean, you know?"
"Just sit back down and I'll tell you all about it."
I played the full recording for her, told her how I'd gotten it and then I told her how I had wired the house to keep track of her and hired Hank's company to watch her and watch my back. She sat there and stared at me stunned, so stunned that she didn't even realize that her cell phone was ringing until I called her attention to it. She took it out of her purse and answered it. It was Hillary calling to say that the matter had been taken care off.
"You're shitting me," she said.
"Well I hope you never give that bastard a taste."
"Okay. I'll call you later. I may need a place to stay for a while."
She disconnected and put her phone back into her purse. "There never was a hit man. Harry wanted to get into Hillary's pants and he told her he could set up a hit man to thinking it would help him get on her good side."
"What was that part about needing a place to stay?"
"I'm certainly not going home with you after what you've done."
"After what I've done?"
"I thought you loved me. How could you possibly believe that I would do what you were thinking I was doing?"
"How in the hell could I not believe it. It is on the tape. It is on every piece of audio and video I have of you talking to Hillary. I didn't hear you once say, "Just kidding Hill,' not once."
"So what Rob? You don't like Hillary and never have so I keep my relationship with her to myself. I am with her the way I always am when I'm with her and what I say is for her. I can't explain it any better than that. She doesn't like you anymore than you like her so when I'm with her I tell her what she wants to hear. All you ever had to do was confront me with that tape and demand an explanation. And I would have cleared things up for you."
"Why would I have accepted your explanation as the truth. Why would I have not thought that you were lying to cover things up?"
"I don't know Rob, but I would have expected you to try if you really loved me. I suppose this is why you haven't made love to me in months?"
I shook my head yes.
"And the money problems, that fake too?"
Again I nodded a yes.
"What was the plan Rob, what were you trying to accomplish?
She stared at me for a couple of seconds while I tried to think of how to best answer her and then she said:
"You don't have to tell me, the tape did. You heard the part about me being used to having sex with a lot of guys and you thought cutting me off would make me go out and get a lover. That's why you were having me watched, isn't it. You wanted to catch me cheating."
She stood up. "Isn't that the shits. I came down here to tell you I had put your life in danger fully expecting that you would leave me when I was done and all the time you were looking for a way to get rid of me. Goodbye Rob." She turned and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Away from you Rob."
"Be reasonable Audrey. Hillary believed you and she was looking you right in the eye when you told her what you did and she has known you and been close to you one hell of a lot longer than I have. After what I heard on the tapes how could I have believed you didn't mean it."
"I don't know Rob, but it doesn't matter now. I could never live with you knowing that you believed me capable of hurting you."
And then she was out the door and gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home I found Audrey's wedding ring on the kitchen table along with her key to the house along with a note telling me she would drop off the car as soon as she got it unloaded. Her clothes were gone and she had left behind every piece of jewelry I'd given her.
She refused to answer my calls and ten days later I was served with divorce papers. She claimed irreconcilable differences and asked for nothing except out of the marriage. She won't see me, she won't talk to me and when I told my attorney to pass the word to her through her attorney that I was going to keep fighting the divorce until she at least sat down and talked with me.
She sent back word that she didn't care if the divorce went through or not since all it would do for her was free her up so she could get married again and she had no plans to do that. Then she threw in the kicker. She sent me a picture of her with two guys. One was in her mouth and the other was fucking her from behind. The one in her mouth was holding up a newspaper showing me that it was last Sunday's paper. Audrey enclosed a note with the picture; it said:
"Here you go Rob, just what you were looking for."
I called my lawyer and told him to let the divorce proceed.
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This is just what the world needs - another slut wife story. This one is different though; the others all happened to someone else, this one is mine.
*
My name is Tammy and I am married to Barney, a wonderful man, a great husband, a marvelous father and I love him dearly. I have two beautiful children, Staci who is nine and Brian who is six. I am living the American dream. I have a husband who loves me, two wonderful children who are the light of my life and a fine house in the suburbs. Barney has a great job that he loves and he makes very good money. So with all of that going for me what's with the cheating? Well, that's the story.
+++++
It came at me from out of nowhere and it was the last thing that I ever expected. Barney and I had gotten a sitter and we were out enjoying a night on the town. We had gone to Amelia's for dinner and after we went to Bogarts because we had heard they had a great band that played all of the Golden Oldies. We had been there a little over an hour, drinking and dancing, and I was on my third margarita and in a very good mood when a good looking man approached the table. I tensed up fully expecting a scene. It had happened before. A man would come over and ask me to dance and Barney would light into him for having the audacity to approach a married woman sitting with her husband. Barney could be a little loud at times and we would end up being the center of attention and I would end up wanting to crawl under the table and hide.
This time Barney surprised me. He smiled, stood up and offered his hand to the man. "Stan, good to see you."
"Marge and I are on the other side of the room and I saw you so I just came over to say hi."
Then Barney introduced me. Stan worked with him. "Say," Barney said, "Why don't you and Marge come on over and join us?"
Stan turned to me, "Is that okay with you?"
I liked that; I liked that he had to courtesy to ask me. "It is fine with me," I said, and he left to get his wife. As soon as he was out of hearing Barney said:
"I'm sorry honey, but he might have felt slighted if I hadn't offered and I do have to get along with him at the office."
"I don't mind honey," I said even though I did mind. To me a night out meant Barney and me - alone - no office politics intruding, so I threw a dig at my hubby. "He isn't bad looking, maybe I'll flirt some with him and get him to dance the fast dances with me, you know, the ones you don't like."
I saw just a touch of dark cloud in his eyes when I said that and I smiled to myself as I thought, "That will teach him to take me for granted."
Stan and his wife joined us, introductions were made and then we proceeded to socialize. About half an hour after Marge and Stan joined us the band started playing "Louie, Louie" which, back when I was in school, was a line dance. Barney had no use for dances like that so when a line began to form at one end of the dance floor I got up to go join in. Barney and Marge were talking about something and Stan got up and said he would go with me and he got up and followed. I wondered how Barney was taking that since he wasn't fond of me dancing with other partners. Technically, Stan wasn't dancing with me since you don't have a partner in a line dance. Still, I knew Barney and I expected to hear about it later.
And I did, but not how I expected.
On the way home Barney said, "You have an admirer."
"And just who would that be?"
"When you danced with Stan he couldn't take his eyes off of your ass."
"In the first place I didn't dance with Stan, you don't have partners in line dances. In the second place, so what if he looked at my butt. A lot of men look at my butt. It's a nice butt and I work damned hard on the Stairmaster to keep it nice."
"That isn't what I mean. What I should have said is that I think he wanted to fuck you."
"I doubt that. Marge is one sexy looking lady and I'm sure she keeps him plenty busy."
"I don't know about that. He has a reputation as a ladies man. Rumor has it that he has bedded half the women at work."
"Well gosh oh golly Barney, give me his phone number and I'll call him as soon as we get home."
Barney was silent for several seconds and then he said, "Would you really call him if I gave you the number?"
It was my turn to be silent for a couple of seconds before saying, "Who are you and what have you done with my husband? You know, the insanely jealous guy who married me? The guy who has a fit if another man even dares to ask me to dance?"
"I'm not that bad."
"Oh yes you are sweetie. In fact, this conversation is so unlike you I'm wondering if there isn't something behind it."
"Like what?"
"I don't know sweetie, you're the one who started it with telling me you think Stan wants my ass."
"Must have had too much to drink," he said and then he changed the subject.
When we got home and were undressed and ready for bed I pulled him to me, and because I was curious about his earlier abnormal behavior (abnormal to me anyway) I decided to play with him.
"Come on sweetie, show me what you would do to me if you were Stan."
"You want to imagine I'm Stan?" he asked as he slid his hard cock into my pussy.
"The question baby, is are YOU imagining you are Stan."
Barney pushed hard into me and I'm not sure where it came from, but I moaned:
"That's it Stan, fuck your married whore. Make my husband a cuckold. Fuck my married pussy baby, fill my cheating hole."
I was looking up into Barney's face when I said that and I thought I detected a wild glint in his eye. I wrapped my legs around his waist, locked my ankles in the small of his back and moaned:
"Hurry lover, hurry. You have to get me off before Barney gets home. Fuck me Stan, fuck me hard."
Then Barney surprised me. "I'll fuck you hard you cheating whore. I'll fuck your married whorish ass until your fucking cheating eyes cross" and he rammed hard into me.
I screamed out in pleasure and my hands clutched at his back, my nails digging in as I cried:
"That's it Stan, fuck your whore, fuck her hard."
"Bitch!!!" snarled Barney and I shook with my orgasm as he moaned, "You want cum you cheating whore? Well here it comes and I hope I knock your ass up."
He slammed hard into me one last time and then held himself against me as he spurted sperm into my hot hole. He pulled out of me, fell to the bed beside me and then rolled over and enveloped me in his arms. He nuzzled my neck and seconds later I heard the soft, steady breathing that told me he had fallen asleep.
+++++
In the morning over breakfast I said, "The booze has worn off and we are sober, albeit a little hung over, so would you care to explain last night to me?"
Barney looked at me in silence for several seconds and I could see he was trying to make up his mind on whether to tell me the truth or duck the question and then he said:
"You mentioned my insane jealousy last night, but you don't know the reason why I'm that way. Do you remember Richie Banner?"
Indeed I did remember Richie. Specifically I remembered the last time I had seen him. Oh God did I ever remember. "I remember him, why?"
"Two weeks before our wedding I ran into him at a bar. Richie always was an asshole and he'd had just enough to drink to be obnoxious. He took great delight in telling me about what you and he had done together in the greatest of detail. He laughed at me and told me I was marrying some very good, but well worn pussy and then he told me about all the threesomes you had done with him and his friends. I didn't believe him of course and I broke his nose and cracked two of his ribs before the others in the bar pulled me off of him.
"A couple of days later three of his buddies came looking for me. They planned on making me pay for what I'd done to him, but first they wanted to know why. When I told them and it changed things. All of a sudden Richie was a dirt bag who got what he deserved. One of them even told me that if Richie had done something like that to him he wouldn't stopped at just a broken nose and a couple of cracked ribs.
"But then they told me that even though Richie was a piece of shit for telling me, he didn't lie. All three of them said that at one time or another they had been part of a threesome with you and Richie. I asked a lot of questions and it seemed like it all took place before I met you and I accepted the fact that what you did before me was none of my business. I loved you, I was certain you loved me and the marriage went off as scheduled."
Good Lord, the poor man didn't know the half of it. I thanked God that Richie had only mentioned the threesomes. If he had told Barney the full story Barney would never have looked at me again, let alone marry me.
"Anyway, knowing what you had done and knowing how much they said you liked it I've spent years being afraid you liked multiple partners so much that you might want to go back to having them. The thought that one day you might sneak off and indulge yourself has always been with me. I've spent years praying that sexually I was enough for you and I've spent those same years thinking that every guy who comes close to you knows you like threesomes and wants to get you away from me so he can get you in one. That is where my insane jealousy comes from."
I sat there and looked at him and didn't know what to say. After several seconds of silence I knew what I HAD to say:
"Sweetie, I was young and wild then. I liked it, I won't lie about that; no, that's a lie right there. I didn't like it, I loved it, but there is a big difference between sex and love. When I met you love became more important than sex and I put my wild ways behind me so I could be yours. You have always been enough for me sexually. But that still doesn't explain last night. You weren't at all the jealous guy I've been married to all these years."
"I can't explain it Tam. All those years I was being scared that you would slip off and do it the thoughts of you with two men rolled around and around in my mind until suddenly one day I was seeing you with two men and one of them was me. I wondered what it would be like. I fantasized about it. Gradually I got to the point where I wanted it to happen. I wanted to share you with another man. I'd see other men and I'd ask myself if I could share you with them and the answer was always no, not with him.
"Last night I'd had just enough to drink to be loose. When I saw Stan coming towards us I fantasized that he would walk up to the table and say:
"Hi Barney. This your wife? Can I fuck her?" and I would say, "Sure, lets take her out to the car and do her."
"I guess some of the remnants of the fantasy stuck around and caused me to say the things I said."
Jesus God, my husband wanted me to be a shared wife. I'd meant what I said about love being more important than sex to me and that I'd put my wildness behind me when I met him, but Barney had been right when he had worried about me slipping off for some multiple partner sex. Not that I ever did it, but I sure thought about it all the time. There hadn't been a week go by during our marriage that I didn't think about it and remember how good it felt to have more than one cock to play with.
Richie had told Barney about the threesomes, but it didn't sound like he had mentioned the foursomes and the gangbangs. I wondered what Barney was seeing in his mind when he thought about me and two men. He probably saw me with a cock in my mouth and one in my pussy. Knowing Barney I didn't think he would picture it the way it usually was - one cock in my pussy and the other one in my ass. I got wet just remembering it. I just sat there and looked at him, shocked to my core, as what he had just said registered.
"Barney, are you telling me that you want to share me in a threesome?"
He looked away from me and down at the floor as he said, "Don't get upset Tam, it is just a fantasy."
As I sat there I remembered the last time I had been with more than one guy. It had been an eight man gangbang two weeks before my wedding - one last time before I promised to be faithful to my husband for all time. I'd said yes to Barney when he had proposed. I'd gone steady with him for six months and I had been faithful to him even though it had been hard, very hard.
We set a date three months away. It wasn't going to be a big wedding, just trip in front of a magistrate. Two weeks before the wedding I let some girl friends talk me into going out with them.
"Once you get married Tam you'll be lucky to get out to go to the store, let alone party."
I went with them and we drank and danced and drank some more and then Polly asked me to go home with her. She said she needed to show her boyfriend that she had really been out with the girls and not the boys. I followed her into the dark house and suddenly the lights came on and I found myself in a room full of naked guys who were stroking their cocks and looking at me like a hungry wolf looks at a sheep who has wandered into their midst.
"It's your going away party Tam," Polly said, "Last time to do what you love to do."
I didn't fight when two of the guys stepped forward and started undressing me. Two minutes later I was on my knees as the guys formed a circle around me and I went from cock to cock sucking on them in turn. Ten minutes later I was grunting like a pig as I took a cock in my pussy and one in my ass while a third one was moving toward my open mouth. It went on until six in the morning and might have gone on longer if anyone could have gotten up again. I remembered that I almost asked them to call around and find me a couple of more guys. I spent a year praying that Barney would never hear of it and then we moved fifteen hundred miles away and that took the pressure off me.
I thought of that night and surprised myself when I decided to take a gamble. "If I said yes who would you want the second man to be, Stan?"
His head snapped up and he looked at me with a shocked look on his face. "You would do it? You would actually do it?"
"I might consider it if I like the guy you pick," but before I could say any more the kids came into the kitchen wanting to know what was for breakfast. "We will talk about it later," I said as I got up to feed my hungry brood.
+++++
Talk about having a bad day. All day two thoughts were at war in my head. I had buried my inner slut deep in the dungeon and locked her away in order to marry the man I loved and have a stable and loving marriage. The slut was still there and there wasn't a week that went by that I didn't hear her voice asking me to unlock the dungeon and let her out and here was Barney hinting that he wanted me to let her out of her cage.
I wanted to; oh God did I ever want to, but the other thought at war with the thought of doing it was that I did not honestly think that my Barney was the type to do it. Oh I had no doubt that under the right set of circumstances he could handle a threesome with a woman, just not with me - his wife and the mother of his children. And what if he did do it. What would he think of me after seeing me on my knees with another man's cock in one of my holes? What would he think when he saw what a cock hungry slut I could be?
It didn't matter how long I looked at it or from what angle, the bottom line was that I just did not believe my Barney could handle it. And if Barney didn't handle it my perfect life would go into the toilet. By the time we sat down to dinner that night I had talked myself out of doing what I really, really would have loved doing. All through the meal, as the kids talked about the fun they had when Barney took them to the park that afternoon, I saw Barney looking at me and I wondered if he had spent the day thinking about our morning conversation. Was he hoping I'd say yes or had he had second thoughts about the idea.
He was waiting for me in the living room when I walked in after putting the kids to bed and he handed me a glass of wine and then asked:
"Have you spent any time thinking about what we were talking about this morning?"
"Actually sweetie, I have, and I don't think it would be a good idea."
"Why not? You want to. I saw it written all over your face when I mentioned it."
"There are a lot of things I want to do sweetie, but I don't do them because they could possibly be harmful to me or the family. I have put my wild days behind me and behind me is where they should stay. The wildest you are ever going to see me get is when I do some role playing."
"Role playing? I don't understand."
"Sure you do Stan. Remember last night when you fucked Barney's wife?"
I put my empty wineglass down and stood up and said, "If we hurry you can knock off another piece of Barney's whore before he gets home. Come on Stan, fuck me like the slut I am. Come on and fuck Barney's wife."
I sat naked on the side of the bed and watched Barney strip. I was looking at him and thinking of all the cocks that I wished I could have again. I wanted them and Barney seemed to want me to have them, or at least one more, but I was sure in my mind that Barney could not handle having a slut for a wife; I was so sure of it that I would never even think about giving him what he seemed to think he wanted. I looked at his hard cock sticking out from his body and said:
"Hurry up Stan, bring that beautiful cock over here and let Barney's slut wife suck on it. If we hurry we can get off a couple of good, hard fucks before you have to leave. Wouldn't want Barney to catch us and put and end to our fun, now would we?"
He walked over to me and I took his cock in my mouth and I started sucking on it.
+++++
It didn't end there of course. Once the elephant in the room was noticed it couldn't be avoided. Over the next couple of months Barney kept after me to think about giving him his fantasy. When we were out some place he would point out some guy and say:
"How about him? I could share you with a guy like that."
And every time he did it I would think, "God don't I wish" but I put my marriage ahead of my carnal desires and I wasn't going to gamble on Barney being able to handle things if he got what he said he wanted. Every time he brought the subject up I shot it down, right up till the night of Barney's birthday.
We got a sitter for the kids and we went out clubbing. We hit three different clubs and did some drinking and dancing at each one before ending up at the Pink Lady. We had been there maybe forty minutes and I'd had enough to drink by then to be in a pretty good mood. I had been teasing Barney all day about letting him watch me fuck Stan that night when we got home and I was as horny as a billy goat. I was sitting there savoring the thought of the role playing I was going to do when we got home. I'd even bought a dildo that I was going to introduce into the role playing as the second cock in a threesome and I was looking at Barney and trying to imagine the look on his face when I did it when I felt a touch on my shoulder and I turned to see Stan standing behind me.
"May I have this dance?"
I turned and looked at Barney and saw him sitting there with a big shit eating grin on his face and I immediately knew that Stan's being there was no accident. I had been set up! Without saying a word to Barney I stood up and let Stan lead me out onto the dance floor. As he took me in his arms and we started moving to the music I asked:
"Where's Marge?"
"She had a date tonight."
"A date?"
"Yeah, some guy she works with that she has the hots for."
"I take it that means you have some sort of an open marriage?"
"Yes we do."
"I'm guessing that somehow you told Barney about it?"
"He saw her when she was out on one of her dates and like a good friend he told me about it and then I had to explain to him that it was okay with me."



"Was making me a shared wife his idea or yours?"
"His. He told me about his fantasies and I took one look at you and agreed to help him if I could."
"How is tonight supposed to go down?"
"Simple basics. Get you drunk and then take advantage of you. I have a tab of Ecstasy that I could drop into your drink if I thought it would help."
"Barney wants his fantasy so bad he would drug me?"
"He wants his fantasy real bad, but no, he doesn't know about the Ecstasy."
"But he will let you get me drunk so you can do me?"
"According to him you really want to do it, but you are scared of where it might lead. He is certain that if we can just get you started you will love every minute of it."
"And then after you do me he gets to do Marge, right?"
"No. He isn't interested in swinging, just in having a threesome with you."
I was just a little pissed at my husband. I'd told him no a hundred times, but he was going to push me into it anyway. He was going to get me drunk and then let another man fuck me and trust that I would like it enough not to bitch afterwards. All right, if that is what he wanted I'd give it to him.
"Dance me over to the hallway to the restrooms."
"What?"
"Just do it" I said as I steered him in that direction. When we reached the hallway I took him by the hand and led him to the men's bathroom and pulled him inside.
"What are you doing?"
"Barney wants a slut so I'm going to give him one."
It was a large restroom with four stalls and four urinals. The room was empty and I led Stan to the last stall in line, opened the door and said:
"Drop your pants and sit down."
He figured it out and smiled as he dropped his trousers and briefs and sat down. His cock was already erect and I licked my lips when I saw it. It was the first cock I'd seen other than Barney's since the day we were married. I bent at the waist and took him in my mouth. With my hands on his legs to support me I started sucking him off. I pumped my head up and down a half dozen times and then licked the head of his cock and my tongue swirled around the shaft. I gave the head several small kisses before I opened my mouth and took him back in. Men came and went and I heard toilets and urinals flush and I knew that my high heel clad feet could be seen below the partition and that added to the slutty way I was feeling. Some one knocked on the door and asked if he could be next and I took my head off Stan long enough to say:
"Not this time, but check back next week about this time and I may be able to fit you in."
I swallowed Stan's cock again and worked my lips almost touched the base and then I clamped my lips tight around him and used my mouth to jack him off. My head was bobbing up and down and I felt Stan's hands cup my tits as he said, "Damn baby, I can't wait to see you naked."
I took my mouth off of him long enough to ask him what he would do with my naked body and then I went back to sucking him off.
"All the things that a slut like you could want."
I should have been pissed at that remark, but I was sucking off a man who wasn't my husband in a public restroom and if that didn't make me a slut I don't know what would.
"I'll eat your pussy, suck on your tits and pay that marvelous ass the attention it deserves. You like cocks in your ass? I'm going to bury my cock in that beautiful tush and fuck it so good you won't even want to go home with Barney."
When he said that I shivered in anticipation. I loved having a cock in my ass, but Barney would never do me there. Stan felt the shiver and said:
"Like that idea huh? Oh baby, we are going to have so much fun."
His hands went to the back of my head and he pushed his hips up at me. I knew what was on the way and I clamped my mouth tight around him and began gulping as he flooded my mouth. I swallowed most of it, but not all. I kept a small glob in my mouth. When Stan and I got back to the table I leaned down and kissed Barney before he could ask where we had disappeared to. I forced my tongue into his mouth and then I pushed the glob of cum I'd saved into his mouth. I broke the kiss and whispered in his ear:
"Like it? It is called 'snow balling'. Come on sweetie, let's get out of here. I can't wait to have Stan's cock in my pussy and up my ass. He's already had my mouth. I sucked him off in the men's room. Wasn't that wicked?"
Barney looked shocked and confused as I took his hand and pulled him up out of his chair. I turned to Stan:
"Where are we going? We can't do it at our house because of the babysitter and the kids."
"I figured we would use my place. Marge's date will be an all nighter and we will have the place to ourselves. We can take my car and I'll bring you back to yours when we are done."
"I think we will take our car and follow you" Barney said.
"Oh no sweetie," I said, "You pushed for this even though I said no so we will do this my way."
When we got to Stan's car I got in the middle of the front seat so I had Stan on one side and Barney on the other. We weren't even out of the parking lot and I had Stan's cock in one hand and Barney's cock in the other. I sat there between the two men stroking their cocks as we drove down the street.
"How far to your place? I asked.
"About five minutes."
"That means I can give you each two minutes," I said as I let go of Stan's cock, turned and lowered my head to take Barney in my mouth. So far so good I thought as I licked the head of his dick; he hasn't shriveled up on me. I spent two minutes with my head bobbing up and down on my husbands cock and I wasn't at all surprised when I felt Stan's right hand slide up my leg and his fingers rub my pussy. At the end of what I thought was two minutes I gave Barney's cock a final suck and turned and went down on Stan.
"Damn Tammy, you have a great mouth" Stan said as I licked and sucked on him. I wished I had eyes in the back of my head so I could see how Barney was taking it. Stan got more than two minutes and he was hunching his hips up at me and I knew I was about to take a load from him down my throat for the second time that night. He moaned and his cock pulsed and throbbed and I greedily gulped it down. I sat up and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and turned to Barney.
"Kiss me sweetie. Show me you appreciate what I'm doing for you."
Barney hesitated and I took his head in both hands and held it while I kissed him and forced my tongue into his mouth and let him taste Stan for the second time that night. Stan pulled into a driveway and said:
"We're here."
"Good" I said, "And not a moment too soon. I need a cock in me. I'm hot, wet and ready and I feel like I can go for hours. I hope you two don't wuss out on me."
Stan opened his door and got out, but Barney seemed rooted to his seat. "Come on sweetie, it is what you wanted and now I want it too." I reached across him and opened the door and then I had to push him to get him out of the car. It told me that I had been right all along and I suppose I should have backed off and asked Stan to run us back to our car, but by then I was on fire and I wanted Stan's cock. No, that isn't true - I needed Stan's cock, and Barney's cock and if there were a half dozen guys inside Stan's house waiting for us I wanted their cocks too.
Barney had unwittingly let my caged slut free and no way was she going to let herself be locked back up that night. Maybe the next day I could force her back into the dungeon, but she was loose that night and no way was she not going to make the most of it.
I took Barney's hand and pulled him along behind me as I followed Stan inside his house.
"Maybe a drink to start with?" Stan asked.
"No honey, we all know what we are here for and I want to get to it. Lead us to the bedroom."
As I started following Stan I was shedding clothes. The blouse hit the living room floor, the middle step of the staircase got my brassiere, the upstairs landing is where my skirt landed and my panties dropped to the floor halfway down the hallway. I entered Stan's bedroom in my thigh highs and high heels. Stan was naked by the time I reached the bed and I turned to see Barney standing in the doorway looking like he was looking into the headlights of an oncoming train and couldn't make himself move. I walked back to the doorway and took him by the hand and pulled him to the bed.
"Come on sweetie, you need to get into this, it is what you wanted, isn't it. It is why you arranged for Stan to meet us, right?"
As I was talking I was undoing his belt and pulling down his zipper and then I went to my knees and pulled his trousers and his boxers down. I was a little disappointed that his cock wasn't erect and rock hard. I would take care of that, but it would have been nice if he were hot for me without making me work for it.
I finally got his clothes off and pushed him back on the bed. "You have to help me out here sweetie. Stan's already cum for me twice and it may take him a while to get it up again and I need cock. You haven't gotten off yet so you are going to be the first one in my pussy."
I knelt over Barney and swallowed his cock and in less than a minute I had him up. I moved over him and lowered myself down and using my right hand I guided him into me. I started moving up and down on his hard cock and I motioned for Stan to come over. I reached over and took his soft cock in my hand and it twitched. As I rode up and down on Barney I leaned left and took Stan's cock in my mouth for the third time that night. My tongue went in little circles around the bulbous head and then I swallowed him and began fucking my mouth with his cock.
Barney was looking up at the dick pistoning forward and back in my mouth and I wondered what he was thinking. By then I was hoping that he was enjoying the hell out of his fantasy because if he did maybe we could do it again and my inner slut wanted that - she wanted that bad!
Once I had Stan rock hard I took my mouth of his cock and asked him if he had any KY Jelly or something similar and he went into the bathroom and came back with some Astroglide.
"You know what I want lover, but go slow and gentle at first - it has been a long time since I've done it."
He moved behind me and maybe a half minute later I felt his lube coated fingers start to probe my ass. Barney had never fucked my butt even thought I had repeatedly asked him to. He said that anal sex was just too disgusting for him to even consider, which was too bad for me because I loved a hard cock in my ass. I was lifting up and then slamming down on Barney and I was looking down into his face as I said:
"You've seen me with a cock in my mouth sweetie and any minute now you are going to feel a cock sliding into my ass."
I squealed in pleasure as Stan worked three fingers into my butt and after a couple of minutes I said:
"I think I'm ready now lover. Just go slow and easy at first."
He moved up behind me and I felt the head of his cock push at my tight little hole. He pushed a little harder and I felt my asshole stretch and then he popped past the sphincter. I leaned forward until I was lying on Barney's chest.
"Feel him sweetie? Feel his cock sliding along yours through the membrane? Just lie still sweetie until he gets all the way in and then you can experience your first double penetration. Having fun sweetie? Is it as sexy and exciting as you thought it would be?"
Barney didn't answer me and I'm not sure that I would have heard him if he had. I was experiencing the pleasure/pain that comes with the initial entry of a cock in your butt. I loved ass fucking, but it had been a long time and I was going to need to get used to it all over again. I held still as I let Stan push his cock deeper and deeper into my bowels and then I told him to start fucking me slowly. Stan's fucking my ass was moving my body around on Barney's cock. Stan picked up the pace a little and I moaned:
"That's it lover, that's it, fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass."
I was starting to push my ass back to meet Stan's thrusts and that had me moving on Barney's cock. I hate to say it, but for several minutes there I forgot all about Barney. His cock was in my pussy, but all my attention was on the cock buried in my ass. God but did it feel good to have a bone in my butt again. I felt it coming and I screamed as Stan brought me to an orgasm. He kept pounding me and I was moving back and forth on Barney's cock, but it was the cock in my ass that was doing it for me. I had two more screaming orgasms before I felt Stan flood my ass with liquid heat.
I lay on Barney's chest, gasping for breath and feeling like a limp dishrag. The orgasm's had been incredible.
"Go wash it lover" she said to Stan, "And bring it back so I can get it hard again.
Barney still hadn't cum. "Come on sweetie, roll me over and get on top. I need you to fuck me hard."
He was looking up at me with an unreadable expression on his face and made no move to do what I asked. I got off him and got on my back and pulled and tugged him on top of me. He started screwing me, but I could tell that he was just going through the motions - his heart wasn't in it. Stan came back and knelt beside my head and once again I took him in my mouth and licked and sucked on him. It took longer that time, but I did get him erect again.
Barney was not as into screwing me as he should have been and my mouth had been full of Stan's cock so I hadn't given him much encouragement. I took my mouth off Stan and moaned:
"Come on sweetie, get me off. Fuck me hard and get me off."
Instead he pulled out of me and got off the bed. "I have to go to the bathroom," he said as he walked away from the bed.
Stan quickly moved to take Barney's place and I moaned as he slammed his cock into me. When Barney came back into the room I had my legs wrapped around Stan, my hands were clutching his ass cheeks as I tried to pull him even deeper into me and I was begging him to make me cum. Stan had already cum three times that night, twice in my mouth and once in my ass, so I knew I was in for a long ride and I wanted it.
"Oh shit lover, I'm cumming," I cried as I had an orgasm. "So good, so good," I moaned as he kept slamming into me. I moaned, I panted and I grunted as he drove himself into me.
I saw Barney getting dressed - he wasn't even watching! Damn it, this was all his doing. I'd told him no a dozen times and still he pushed to get it done. Well fuck him I thought and I urged Stan on.
"Fuck me lover, fuck me. So good lover, so fucking good."
I moaned, pleaded and begged as Stan pounded me to two more orgasms before he groaned, "Oh fuck" and I felt him pulse inside me and I pushed my hips up at him as he drained into me. I saw Barney sitting in a chair looking at us on the bed and while his face was unreadable his body language told me that he was not very happy.
Stan pulled out and I grabbed his cock with my hand. "Can you go one more time?"
"Can you get me up again?"
Barney said, "We need to be going Tammy." I ignored him and went to work on Stan's cock. It took a while but I finally got him hard enough for what I wanted. I got on my hands and knees, looked over my shoulder at Stan and said:
"My ass lover, I want this one in my ass."
I moved until I could look into Barney's face. I was looking Barney right in the eyes when Stan pushed his cock into my ass and I moaned:
"Oh God yes lover, I love it in my ass. Fuck my ass lover, fuck my ass. Make it yours baby, make it yours."
Stan ass fucked me to two screaming orgasms while I looked into Barney's face. It was cruel and mean spirited of me, but this was his idea; he wanted it and he had intended to have it if I wanted it or not. Once started I was not going to let his sudden change of heart put a damper on things. He was responsible for letting the slut loose and by God he could sit and watch her run.
Stan blew his load in my ass and then I begged him to get me off once more and I sucked his cock for a good ten minutes trying to get him up, but I had taken all the poor man could give in one night and I do have to admit that was two better than most men could have done. I gave him a last passionate kiss and started gathering up my clothes.
+++++
Barney wouldn't even look my way as I dressed and the ride back to the bar to pick up our car was a silent one until we pulled into the parking lot.
"When can we do this again?" Stan wanted to know.
"You will have to get together with Barney on that" I said as I got out of the car.
"Talk to you at work Barney" and Barney gave a non-committal grunt and waved.
The ride home was silent for the first five minutes and then Barney said:
"Why didn't you get off that damned bed and get dressed when I told you it was time to go?"
"Why? Didn't you like what you were seeing? Didn't you like what you were doing? It is what you wanted. It is what you pushed for. You arranged for Stan to be there and you had already told him you were going to get me drunk and give me to him. All I did is what you said you wanted."
"Well I didn't like it, I didn't like it at all. You should have known I didn't like it when I said it was time to leave."
"I knew long before then that you didn't like it."
"Then why didn't you get up when I said we needed to leave?"
"I stayed on that bed to punish you. I don't know how many times I told you no, that I wasn't going to do it, but you ignored me and went ahead and set it up anyway. So you got what you said you wanted. Even though I didn't want to do it once you pushed it as far as you did I said to hell with it and even though I hated it I went ahead and gave you what you wanted."
"You hated it?"
"Of course I did," I lied, "I hated every second of it. I'm a married woman in love with her husband and family, not some fucking whore, but that didn't matter to you did it? Oh no, to you it was just a case of put the bitch on her back so I can have MY fantasy, never mind what she wants. My staying on that bed and staring into your face while Stan fucked me was my way of getting back at you for what you did to me. I would still be there begging Stan to fuck me while I stared into your eyes if I could have got him up again. You made me feel unclean Barney. I don't know how many showers I'm going to have to take before I feel right again. This was all your doing Barney - all of it -and I don't want to hear another fucking word about it from you. I'm so pissed at you right now that you may not get to touch me for months."
The rest of the ride home was in was in dead silence. When we got home I took a shower while Barney ran the babysitter home and I was in bed asleep by the time he got back.
+++++
Things were a little cool around our house for the couple of days. Barney knew I was pissed so he stepped lightly around me. I was pissed, but not for the reason he thought. He thought I was mad over him pushing me into something I didn't want to do and he was partly right. I hadn't wanted to do it because I knew deep in my brain that he couldn't handle it, but what I was really pissed over was that he made it happen - awoke the demons inside me - and then didn't want to continue. I couldn't let him know that though. I was just going to have to force my slut side back into the dungeon where I'd kept her since the day I married Barney.
But how was I supposed to bury my inner slut when every waking minute I was thinking of Stan's cock in my mouth, my pussy and especially, in my ass? Don't misunderstand me here, I wasn't thinking of Stan, I was thinking of his cock. Stan was a nobody to me, but I had loved having a cock in my ass after all those years and I'd had marvelous orgasms when I was doubly penetrated and several times over the next to days thinking about it ended up with me in the bathroom masturbating.



The third day when we went to bed Barney snuggled up to me spoon fashion and I felt his hard cock poking me in the butt. His hands came around me and he cupped my breasts. It was his usual way of telling me he wanted to make love. As hot and horny as I had been with my thoughts over the last two days there was no way I was going to say no, but I could not resist taking a shot at him.
"Are you sure you want to fuck this slutty whore of yours? How about I go over to Stan's and fuck him and bring you back some sloppy seconds?"
"I'm sorry Tam, it was stupid of me to do it and I'm sorry. Please don't hold it against me for the rest of our lives. I thought you would like it, I really did."
"Okay sweetie, but the next time I say "no" to something you had best remember that to me no means just that - no!"
After, when we were lying there looking at the ceiling and trying to catch our breath Barney said, "In all the years we have been married I have never heard you scream the way you did when he was screwing you."
I was silent for a couple of seconds and then I said, "That's because you have never had anal sex with me. I always was a noisy fuck when I had a cock up my butt."
"If you like it so much why didn't you ever let me know?"
"I did let you know Barney. I asked you for it several times and you always said it was just too disgusting to even think about. You kept saying no and to me no means no so I dropped it."
I lay there hoping he would say, "I want you to scream like that for me" or maybe "I'd like to try it once" but he never said a word and a minute later I heard him lightly snoring.
I spent the rest of that week thinking of having more than one cock to play with and masturbating myself. At night I would still be hot and I would go after Barney. I was having no luck in forcing my slut side into her cell deep down in the dungeon where I wouldn't be able to think of her anymore.
+++++
A week later I got a phone call from Stan. "I've tried talking to Barney, but he won't talk to me about that night. I take it that he didn't like it?"
"He hated it."
"But you didn't, did you?"
"What do you think?"
"I think you want to do it again. The only question is when."
The answer was the next day at noon. I met Stan at the downtown Denny's for lunch and then we checked into the Marriott. That was six months ago. I fucked Stan twice a week for a month and then one day he had a friend with him, and then two and then three. I've done two six man gangbangs in the last two months and twice, when Barney was out of town on business, I went out prowling with Stan's wife Marge and what happened on those nights is a story in itself and maybe one of these days I'll tell it.
I'm still madly in love with Barney although I know that there are lots who will read this and not believe it. But then they don't have to, do they?
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I wonder what it is that makes some men get the hots for pregnant women. The opposite side of the coin is what is it about being pregnant that turns some women into cock hungry sluts. It's a question that I have asking myself for about a month now; ever since I found out my wife of three years, who is seven months pregnant, has been getting fucked by other men. Not just a lover, but by a lot of other men.
Loretta was by no means a virgin when we took our wedding vows. She'd had other lovers before she met me and in the interests of having an honest relationship she told me all. We lived together for two years before we got married and I'm almost positive that during that two year period, as well as the three years of our marriage (at least until she got pregnant) that she had been faithful. I probably never would have known otherwise if I hadn't overheard a conversation at a friend's house that I obviously wasn't supposed to hear.
Loretta and I were attending a birthday party at a friends house when the birthday boy himself came up to me and asked me if I would mind running to the liquor store for him. He had underestimated the amount of beer drinkers and had run out of suds. I said I'd do it and he gave me a credit card. I went out the front door and got in my car and then realized that I'd been to dumb to ask and he he'd forgotten to tell me what kind he wanted. I went back in the house and spent several minutes looking for him and then someone told me that they thought they saw him go down into the basement. I started down the steps to the recreation room in the basement and hadn't gone three steps when I heard a voice say, "Have you fucked Loretta yet?"
There were no other Loretta's in our social set so I froze.
"Not yet, but I'm hoping to. God does she look sexy now that she's pregnant."
Another voice said, "She always looked sexy, but you could never get to her before."
The first voice, which I recognized as the birthday boy's, said, "Yeah, but it is a different kind of sexy now. More of a come over here and fuck me right now kind of look. I fucked her three times this afternoon and got my cock sucked twice."
Another voice said, "I fucked her the day before yesterday. All you have to do is tell her how radiant and sexy she looks now that she's pregnant and then follow her hints. She doesn't come right out and ask you to fuck her; she'll ask you to stop by and move a piece of furniture or something and when you get there she will be wearing next to nothing. All you have to do is make your move. I'm seeing her again tomorrow."
Birthday boy said, "If you want to hit on her now would be a good time. I just asked Charlie to go to the store and get some more beer so you should have a clear shot."
Another voice laughed and said, "Yeah, if there isn't a line" and they all started laughing as I quietly made my way back up the stairs and left the house.
If there had been any doubt in my mind that it was my Loretta they were talking about it was gone now. I was the only Charley that birthday boy had sent out for beer. I still didn't know what kind he wanted, but out of spite I was going to get him the worst stuff I could find. When I got to the liquor store I told the guy behind the counter that I wanted some really bad beer for a gag gift and I asked him what was the worst stuff he had. He told me and I told him to give me five cases of it. I also got two bottles of Bailey's Irish Cream and the two most expensive bottles of wine in the store and paid for it with birthday boy's credit card. The Bailey's and the wine were going home with me and I'd be waiting for him to ask me what the hell I was doing. Once I got back to the party I was not surprised to see three guys standing around Loretta. I watched her until the guys drifted away and then I went up to her, "Having a good time?"
She smiled and said, "Yes I am. I'm really glad we came."
"So am I, but not for the reasons you might think. The party is about to get real good for me, but not so good for you I think."
I left her standing there with a confused look on her face and I walked over to birthday boy and handed him his credit card receipt. He looked at it and frowned, "What's all this?"
"What? You expected I'd let you fuck my wife for free?"
His eyes got big just in time to see my fist coming at his face, but not in time to send the signal to duck. I nailed him right on the chin and he went down like a sack of cement. Clara (his wife) came running over, "Charlie! What have you done?"
I pointed at him on the floor and said, "It looks like I knocked him on his ass."
About that time Loretta came up and said, "Charlie, have you gone mad?"
I gave her a look that should have caused her knees to quake and said, "No my dear I didn't go mad - I got mad, and there is a difference.
"Charlie" Clara said, "What in the world is wrong with you?"
Okay, I thought, why not, "When I heard your husband bragging about fucking my wife this afternoon (and I saw Loretta's face go pale) I got a little upset and so I hit him." Then I looked around the room and said, "And there are a couple of more here that are going to get the same as soon as I find out who they are."
I grabbed Loretta by the hand and started heading for the front door. "Charlie, what are you doing" and she snatched her hand away from me.
"I'm going home. You can either come with me or stay here with your lovers and frankly I don't give a shit which one you choose."
Loretta looked around the room; her gaze fell on Clara and she said in a weak voice "I'm sorry" and then she hurried after me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a very quiet ride home. Loretta stared out the passenger window and said nothing and I stared out the windshield at the road in front of me and was quiet. When we got home I went into the den and turned on the TV. I sat there channel hoping, not because I was looking for anything in particular, just to have something to do with my hands while my mind churned with what I'd found out. I swear I almost could have accepted Loretta's taking a lover, but giving it away to anybody who told her she looked sexy being pregnant? No way could I even remotely accept that. But what was I going to do about it? I couldn't just throw her ass out - she was the mother of my unborn child for Christ's sake. But how could I live with her now? How could I look at her and not hear birthday boy saying "I fucked her three times and she sucked my cock twice." Besides, I loved her. She had made my days sunny and perfect since the day I had met her and had done so right up to the minute I heard those voices in the basement tell me what a fucking slut she was. My thoughts were interrupted when Loretta opened the door and came into the room.
"You coming up to bed?"
"What? You expect me to sleep with you after what I found out tonight? I listened to three men discussing having sex with you and talking about how they plan to keep on doing it and now you come in here and say come on up to bed dear like my finding out you are no better than a common whore is no more than a common, every day occurrence? I'm supposed to just trip on up the stairs like nothing at all has happened?"
Loretta cocked her head to one side and I wasn't sure whether she was contemplating me or what she was going to say. Then she said, "Why not? It didn't hurt you last night or any of the other nights after I'd had sex with some one else. The only thing different tonight is that now you know and your ego is getting in the way."
I stared at her, astonished by her attitude and she said, "Don't expect me to get all weepy eyed and plead for forgiveness Charley. It's done and I can't undo it. The first time was a stupid mistake that never should have happened, but it did and I liked it so I did it again. I liked it that time too so I did it some more. It didn't hurt you, it didn't hurt me and it didn't hurt the baby. I'll probably stop now that you know, but you may as well know that I don't really want to. I was having the time of my life with all those men lusting after me. I felt like some almighty sex goddess and they were worshiping at my altar."
"My God woman, didn't you give any thought to us, to what this would do to our marriage?"
"No. Why should I? You love me and I love you. Why should that change? I had some fun, so what? Think about it Charlie, has it cost you anything? It's been going on for two months now; have I been any less loving or affectionate during that time? Have you gotten any less sex from me? No, in fact you've gotten more. In case you hadn't noticed Charlie, we went from twice, maybe three times a week before I started fooling around to an average of five times a week. For some reason I'm always horny after I've been with some one else. No Charley, all that's a problem here is your ego. Someone else used something that you considered yours and you had no say in the matter. It's either that or you think I let someone else have me because you weren't man enough for me."
She saw the look on my face.
"That's it, isn't it? You think I needed some one else because you weren't getting the job done."
She walked over and touched my cheek, "Oh baby, it's not you, it's me. I got to thinking that I was fat and ugly and I was feeling really down in the dumps and one day, and I'm not going to tell you who, came up to me and told me that since I became pregnant I had never looked more radiant and sexy. I thought he was just trying to be nice and so I led him on just to see if he meant it. Well, things got out of hand and it happened and then he wanted more and I gave it to him and soon he was fucking me almost every day of the week. And then he told some others and I liked being desired in spite of my condition and things just went from there. I do love you Charley. Come on to bed with me baby and I'll prove to you that you're man enough for me."
Loretta reached out and took my hand and led me from the den and up to the bedroom. My mind was in turmoil over what I'd just heard. How could my wife have come up with such a casual attitude toward sex? How could she possibly rationalize away what she had been doing as hurting no one, costing no one anything? Still, if she had been doing it for several months now she was at least right in saying that I hadn't suffered from any lack of affection. She was also right in that I hadn't minded the increased frequency of our sex life. I didn't know what the fuck to do. I wanted her to be happy, but if it took other men to keep her happy did I really love her that much? Sadly, I guessed that I did. Could I mentally handle her being with others? My thoughts were interrupted by a tingling sensation and I looked down to see that while I had been lost in thought Loretta had started sucking my cock. Her mouth was sliding back and forth and her eyes were looking at me as if to say, "See? I'm still yours" and I pushed her back on the bed and returned the favor. We made love three times that night and fell asleep in each other's arms.
Loretta was already up and fixing the coffee when I stumbled down the stairs the next morning. I was staring into my coffee cup, my mind still roiling with the events of the previous night, when I became aware that Loretta was talking to me. "What?"
"I said, what do you want me to do today?"
I must have gotten a confused look on my face (not surprising because I was) because she said, "About today, what do you want me to do?"
I still didn't have a clue what she was talking about, "Come on Charley. What we talked about last night - it's your call."
And then it hit me - she was asking me if she could continue with what she had been doing - I was being asked to tell her if it was all right for her to fuck another guy today.
"Charley, unless you say no I'm going to do it."
I didn't know what to say. The whole thing was too way out and weird for a simple guy like me, "Loretta, I don't know. It's too much too soon and I'm going to need to think on it for a while. This isn't like making a decision on buying a new couch or getting new carpeting."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got up, kissed her and headed off to work, but halfway there I thought, I didn't tell her no. I didn't tell her don't do anything until I have a chance to think it over. And she had said, quite frankly, that unless I said no she was going to go ahead and do it. Would she keep her assignation today since I hadn't said no? Suddenly that became the most important thing in my life - to know if she was going to meet one of her lovers today.
I stopped at a Wal-Mart and got a large thermos, hit a convenience store and filled the thermos with coffee, got both daily papers and a USA Today and headed back to our neighborhood. I parked down the street where I could watch the house and settled in to wait. I used my cell phone to call work and I told my secretary that I was making customer calls and that if she needed me she could reach me on my cell. It was a long wait; I had gone through all three papers and the thermos was empty before a car pulled up in the driveway and Brad got out. I wondered why I hadn't recognized his voice last night when he said he was going to see Loretta today. No matter, just one more so called friend stabbing me in the back. I wondered how he would like it if I fucked his wife Judy. For that matter birthday boy's wife Clara wasn't all that bad looking either, but no, I really wasn't interested in either of them, not even as revenge. I waited fifteen minutes to see if Brad would come back out and when he didn't I went on in to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night when I got home nothing was said by either of us about what she had done that day. But out of curiosity, when we went to bed that night, I made as if I was going to go down on her. Would she actually let me eat her pussy after spending the afternoon with another man in it? She made no move to stop me and I couldn't back off without having to admit I was only testing her. She didn't taste any different than she normally did and I worked on her for about two minutes before she said, "You didn't think I would really do that to you, did you?"
I looked up at her, "I douched and showered after he left Charley. I wouldn't let you eat me after somebody else fucked me and came in me" and then she giggled, "Unless you wanted to. Would you like that Charley? Would you like to suck another man's cum out of me?"
The she laughed, "Oh come on Charley, I know you too well. I called your office around eleven to see if you had given our situation any more thought and when your secretary told me you were calling on customers I had a pretty good idea what you were doing. I looked out the window and saw you parked down the street. You don't have to do that you know. You could watch from the closet and I'll bet it would turn you on. I'm getting really horny thinking about it. Come on Charley, fuck me, make me cum."

While I fucked her I actually did think about how she would taste after fucking someone else and I did think about what it would be like to watch her from the closet. The more I thought about it, the hotter I got, and for the first time in years my cock stayed hard after I came.
"Oh Charley" Loretta moaned, "What's got into you. Whatever it is I like it. Don't stop honey, don't stop. That's it baby, that's it, oh God Charley, fuck me baby, fuck me." When I finally fell on the bed next to her she cuddled up to me, "Please Charley, please let me do it. I promise I'll be a good little wife after the baby comes, but for now let me have my fun."
I fell asleep my head full of visions of watching her from the closet.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was two weeks ago and since then I have watched Loretta from the closet six times and I have eaten her each time after her lover had gone. There have been four of them and I find it interesting that each one of them leaves a different taste in her. My watching her and her fun will end next week when she enters her eighth month. She doesn't know it yet, but I have no intention of letting her go back to being a good little wife, not unless she insists on it, and somehow I don't think she will. Surprising Loretta and even myself, I had her call birthday boy and invite him over (he doesn't know that I had her do it - or that I watch), but I felt a little guilty about hitting him and not doing anything to the others. Loretta threw her arms around me, "Oh thank you Charley, thank you. He is my favorite because he has got the biggest cock. It isn't as long as yours, but it is fatter and it feels really, really good."
The most surprising thing about all this is how much it has turned me on. I'm fucking Loretta every night, sometimes two or three times and when I'm at work I'm always walking around with a hard on thinking about what she is doing at home. So, all you guys out there with pregnant wives, better keep an eye on them because you can bet someone will come sniffing around and if you let her get to where she is feeling fat, ugly and undesirable somebody just might get lucky.
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The bookmakers in Vegas would have laughed at you if you would have asked for odds on it happening or they would have just said, "Maybe a billion or a billion and a half to one." But happen it did and I'm sitting here at a table with my wife and I'm watching disaster walking straight toward me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Back in May I had received a phone call from a guy I used to work with. "You ready to leave Michigan yet?"
"Why? What's up?"
"The company I'm working for is looking for a few people with your qualifications. How does $3800 an month to start sound?"
"About $900 a month more than I'm getting now."
"And that ain't all bud. Fully paid health insurance, nine paid holidays, one week's vacation after one year, two after two and after five you get three. Throw in profit sharing and a company matching 401k and would it sound like something you might be interested in?"
"Who do I have to kill?"
"I'll send you an application. Send it back to me with a resume and I'll see if we can't get you out here to beautiful Colorado."
Three days later I received the application, sat down and I filled it out and sent it back the next day. Ten days later I got a phone call inviting me to Denver for an interview. I flew out, was offered a job, which I accepted and then I flew back home to break the news to my wife.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Even after having been married for ten years I obviously didn't know Kirby as well as I thought. I expected her to have a hissy fit at having to pack up and move twenty-four hundred miles to a city where she knew absolutely nobody, but all I got was "Denver? That's a lot closer to South Dakota than here."
"What's in South Dakota?"
"That's were I was born and where I lived until I was seventeen and dad moved us here."
"You want to go back and visit I take it."
"I wouldn't mind going back to see Di again."
"Who is Di?"
"My best friend all the way from kindergarten through the eleventh grade. We kept in pretty close touch until about a year before I met you."
"What happened then?"
"I don't know; she just stopped answering my letters and when I tried to call her all I got was a "This number is no longer in service."
"Well, the good news is that you will have plenty of time to go up to South Dakota and visit while I getting up to speed on the new job. The bad news is that you will have to stay behind and sell the house while I go on ahead. I'll start looking for a house as soon as I get there and with any luck we'll sell ours and I'll have a place for us to move into when you get there."
"When do you have to leave?"
"I have to be there on the eighteenth."
"Better stock up on vitamins and pep pills then."
"What for?"
"You are going to have to make love to me twice a day every day until you leave to make sure that I have enough to hold me until I get out there. Of course you don't have to. I could always sample the local talent until you are ready for me.""
"We better make that three times a day just to make sure that you can hold out."
"What's the matter lover, afraid some young stud might want to ring my chimes?"
"I know that some studs are going to want to, I just want to make sure that you don't give them the chance."
"Was there a compliment in there somewhere?"
"Come on baby, I'll race you to the bedroom."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next couple of weeks were busy ones. I gave my two week notice, bought a shell for the back of my pick up truck and then started packing what I would need to set myself up in an apartment.
We put the house up for sale, did a survey of all we had to decided on whether or not we wanted to make the effort of moving it and came up with a quite a lot to put out in a garage sale. The night before I left Kirby did her best to give me enough sex to hold me until we could be together again and in the morning I kissed her goodbye and pointed the truck toward Colorado.
The trip took twenty-three hours of actual driving time and when I got to Denver I spent the first three days staying at my friend Gene's house while I looked for a place of my own. I finally found an apartment that didn't require a long-term lease and moved in. Two days later I started my new job and then it was ten and twelve hour days as I worked at learning my new job and learning the ways of the company.
On my days off I went house hunting. I was hampered by the fact that I had no down payment until my house in Michigan was sold and I ended up losing out on a couple of really nice ones. One day while I was looking at houses with a real estate agent I commented on the fact that I was wasting the time of both of us and he asked why. I told him and he asked, "Can you come up with fifteen hundred?"
"Yeah, I can do that."
"That is all you need to get an FHA loan. You'll need to bring ten percent down at the closing, but fifteen hundred is all you need to get the ball rolling."
We went back to one of the ones that I had liked and it was still available so I made an offer, it was accepted and then the owner asked me if I would like to rent the house while waiting for closing. The rent was only one-fifty more than I was paying for my apartment so it was a no brainer for me. I moved in and set up housekeeping and that is when life got complicated for me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"You have to have a house warming" Gene said.
"Yeah, but shouldn't I at least wait until Kirby gets out here and we can get some furniture in the place?"
"Hell no. Furniture will only clutter up the place. You got hardwood floors in the living room and dining room and that's perfect for dancing."
"I still think I should wait for Kirby to move out here."
"You can have a real honest to god house warming when she gets out here with invitations and everything. This one will be just for the people that you work with. Just a little get together to get to know them better."
"Think so huh?"
"Yeah. Just some beer drinking, some dancing and some socializing with the people you work with."
We set it up for a Tuesday after work and everyone just came to my place instead of going to the bar for happy hour. No significant others, just the people from work.
I heard later that it was a pretty good party and I know that the part of it that I remember was, but it got pretty drunk out for me and I have no idea what happened after I flaked out.
What I do remember is waking up in the morning with a hot mouth on my cock. I raised up and shook my head to clear it and saw Diane from Accounting looking up at me as her head bobbed up and down on my dick. Once she saw that I was awake she stopped sucking on me, moved up and lowered herself onto my pole.
"I couldn't find an alarm clock to set for you so I decided to stick around and play alarm clock myself."
I had to admit that it did beat the hell out of hearing a 'click' followed by some radio station coming on, but it wasn't supposed to be happening. I didn't cheat on Kirby. At least I never had before and I had never intended to, so how did this happen? It was too late to stop it; actually, it had been too late when I woke up with my cock in Diane's mouth, so I just laid back and enjoyed it.
Diane bounced up and down on me for two or three minutes and then she said, "I can never get off when I'm on top. You awake enough to get the job done?"
"I can try," I said and I put my arms around her and rolled her over onto her back.
Another two minutes and she gave a little cry, her body shook a little and seconds later I let loose my load. After a few seconds for her to catch her breath she said, "I'd like to do it again. Think you can get it up quick enough to do the deed and still get us to work on time?"
I did and we did just make it to work with minutes to spare.
On the drive to work Diane asked, "When is your wife going to be here?"
"Not until we sell the house in Michigan, why?"
"Just wanted to know how long I had you to play with. We are going to do this again, right?"
"I don't really think that would be a good idea. What happened this morning shouldn't have and I'm pretty sure that had I been awake it wouldn't have."
"Don't be silly sweetie, if you didn't want it to happen there wouldn't have been a second time. For that matter, I'm only five feet one and soaking wet I don't weight more that a hundred and ten pounds. You could have easily pushed me away when you woke up. What I am offering sweetie, is no strings attached all you can handle sex until your wife gets here."
"Why do you want to do that?"
"Because fucking other women's husbands is what turns me on and it is safe."
"What do you mean by safe?"
"No emotional involvement for one thing. Also, hubbies don't usually play around that much because they don't want to take anything unwelcome to the little woman. That means they don't give me anything either. Best of all, they usually don't tell."
"You make a good case, but I love my wife and I want to stay faithful to her. Well, as faithful as I can after this morning. I'm just not a fool around kind of guy."
"I know that about you sweetie; that is the reason I want you. You are exactly the type of married man I like. You love your wife so you don't play around and that makes you safe. Think about it sweetie. Think about that slow, sensuous blow job and the two times we played. You liked it and you can have all you want until your wife gets here and then I'll fade away."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd like to say that I put her out of my mind and didn't give her proposition any thought, but I can't. Working ten feet from her ten hours a day, five days a week made that impossibility. Whenever I looked at her I remembered that hot mouth on my cock and the tightness of her pussy as she rode me.
One of the things that help keep a married man faithful is that even though he might have an urge to play from time to time he doesn't have, or want to spend the time and energy necessary to bed another woman. He doesn't want to make a play and be refused. He doesn't have or want to waste the time to date, to work up to the point where you try the first kiss, the first tentative touching of a leg or breast, with the possibility of being turned down always lurking in the background.
I didn't have any of those obstacles facing me. Diane was there and she was ready. All I had to do was ask, "See you after work?" and it was a done deal. As far as the 'faithful' business was concerned technically I no longer was and Diane had been right; I could have easily pushed her away and I could damned sure have said no to the second round. Before the morning I found Diane in my bed I had gone six weeks without sex and it could be a month or two more before I could fly back and spend a weekend with Kirby or get her out to Denver.
I will say this - I tried. I fought it, I really did and I was successful right up to the night of Gene's birthday party. I wasn't drunk, but I did have too much to drink to drive safely and so I spent the night in Gene's spare bedroom. I woke up Saturday morning to a hand caressing my balls and a hot mouth on my cock and when I looked I was not surprised to see that it was Diane. She took her mouth off me and smiled.
"Still playing at being an alarm clock although not to wake you up for work. Since we don't have to go to work today I wanted to wake you up early so we would have more time to fuck" and she went back to sucking my cock. I gave up the fight and we fucked three times before we got out of bed.
As we dressed she said, "You need to take me out to breakfast. I plan on fucking you all day and I need to store up some energy. I'll fuck you all night too if you can handle it."
Gene had the coffee on when Diane and I walked into the kitchen. He grinned at us and said, "I should have known better than to doubt her."
"What does that mean?"
"I told her not to waste her time on you, that you were Mr. Straight Arrow. I guess I never should have doubted her when she said she would get you."
"Hell Gene, you knew telling me that was the same thing as waving a red flag at a bull. You should have known that would just make me try harder."
"You're right. I should have known. Go my children and fornicate in peace."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Once I surrendered Diane and I might as well have been husband and wife. We were together every minute that we weren't at work and when we were together we were fucking. Diane was a unique experience in that she had no hang-ups when it came to sexual gratification. If it turned you on, she would do it. She laid it all out for me one night early in our relationship.
"You want me on a picnic table in the park in broad daylight? I'm game if you are. Want me to suck you off in a movie theatre? I'll do it, but I get to pick the movie. Want to pee on me? Want me to pee on you? No problem sweetie, but if we do it at my place it has to be in the bathtub. You name it sweetie and I'm up for it. My goal is to completely satisfy you, and I do mean completely, until your wife gets here."
I wasn't into anything except the "Big Three" - oral, anal and vaginal - but Diane made damned sure that I knew that everything else was available. When it came to the Big Three she had no preference. Here biggest turn on, apart from fucking the husband of another woman, was from the situations where the acts took place. She loved being fucked on her desk at work when no one else was around and even though we both had beds that we could have gone to she did like to be taken on the seat of my truck in parking lots.
But Diane's biggest turn on was the one that made me feel the most guilty when we did it. She loved to be slowly ridding my cock or sucking it when I made my nightly call to Kirby. She never tried to make me moan or squirm or do anything that might make Kirby wonder about what was going on, but as soon as I hung up the phone Diane would be all over me like white on rice and the orgasms she had were tremendous.
And don't think for one minute that I didn't wonder about what might be going on on the other end of that phone line. I had the utmost trust in Kirby, but then Kirby had the utmost trust in me and look what happened. All I could do was hope that if Kirby was playing it was with Diane's male counterpart - someone in it just for the sex - and I fervently prayed that I would never know about it and that Kirby would never know about Diane.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On one of the rare nights that Diane didn't have my cock in one of her orifices I sat in a bar having a drink with Gene. The subject of Diane and me eventually came up and Gene laughed and said, "When it's over bud, is when you will find out that it really isn't over."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"Diane is honest when she says that when your wife shows up your affair will be over and she will move on, but what I'll bet that she hasn't told you is that fucking other women's husbands isn't all there is to her jones."
"You need to explain that to me."
"She gets off on talking to the wife."
He saw the alarm come over my face and he laughed, "No, she doesn't rub it in. It just turns her on to sit across from the wife and make general conversation while thinking to herself, "I fucked your husband." She has even become good friends with some of them. She won't shoot you through the grease, but you could do yourself in by the way you act around Diane when she's with your wife.
"That's how it usually happens. She will see the two of you together and she will walk up to you and say, "Is this your wife? Introduce me." You don't want to be nervous and give off vibes that your wife might pick up on."
"Oh great! Just fucking great! That's me all right, Mr. Stoneface. Hell Gene, I had to quit playing poker because everyone could read my face like an open book. Kirby would know in a heartbeat."
"Then best you make sure that the two of them never meet."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two weeks after my conversation with Gene we had an offer on the house and we accepted. I flew back for the closing, rented a U-Haul truck and loaded up everything and headed back for Denver, but not before Kirby spent three days trying to fuck me to death. She was going to wait a week and then fly out. The drive back to Denver in the under-powered U-Haul took almost four days and when I got back Diane was waiting for me.
"Hurry up lover" she said as she peeled off her clothes, "I have to get as much as I can before she gets here."
We fucked up a storm for the next three days and on the morning of the day that Kirby was due to fly in Diane gave me one stupendous blow job and then got to work sanitizing the house so that no trace of her remained. Then she gave me one last passionate kiss, told me goodbye and I left for the airport.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After we settled in and Kirby had spent a month trying to catch up on the sex she had missed she asked me if it would be all right if she took a few days and when up to South Dakota to visit family and friends. I of course said it was okay and to take as much time as she needed. She called me the next day and told me that aside from seeing two aunts it had been a wasted trip.
"Nobody I knew stuck around. As soon as they could they all took off for bigger cities."
"Didn't find your old girl friend I take it?"
"No, near as I could find out she left town just about the time I lost touch with her. I'm going to get a good nights sleep and head on back tomorrow. I should be home before you go to bed. If not I'll try not to wake you."
"You can wake me if you want to."
"Oh? Would you like that? I know just how to do that."
I knew what she meant of course and it made me suddenly feel guilty as hell when I remembered that Diane used to wake me the same way.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The thing I had been dreading most - Diane meeting Kirby - became moot when Diane was promoted and transferred to our Houston office. The next six months flew by. Kirby found a job that she liked, I was doing well at my job and the redecorating of our house was coming along and all in all I was pretty content.
The holiday season snuck up on us and then it was time for the company Christmas party. Kirby and I were sitting at a table with Gene and his current girlfriend when all of a sudden Kirby squealed, "Oh my God, I don't believe it. I just don't believe it. It can't be, but it is."
"Don't believe what sweetheart?"
"She's here! My Di is here!"
"What are you talking about?"
"My girlfriend, the one I've been trying to get in touch with is here. There she is, over by the door, that's Di, that's my Diane!"
I looked over at the door and a cold hand grabbed my heart. Diane stood there surveying the room, saw me, smiled and headed straight for our table.
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Henry spent most of the day at work wanting to go to the bathroom and beat his meat. Just the thought of Janice waiting for him at the motel kept him hard. She was the best piece of pussy he'd ever had and he had gotten her because of an off-handed remark. Janice and Doug were his next door neighbors and Janice had invited him over to a party she was throwing to celebrate Doug's birthday. He had wandered around talking to the few people he knew, mostly neighbors, and in general looking at the women and wishing he had one. His wife had split for parts unknown with a guy she had met in an aerobics class and he hadn't been laid in three months. He was leaning against a wall, sipping a drink and looking at a sexy looking redhead when Janice had come up to him.
"Careful neighbor, that look could melt the poor girl."
Without realizing what he was saying he had smiled and said, "Then I guess I'd just have to lick her up."
Janice had giggled and then had said, "Does that mean you are into oral sex?"
He had smiled back at her and had replied, "Isn't everybody?"
Janice's smile had faded a touch and an expression he couldn't read had crossed her face. She took a sip of her drink, shrugged her shoulders and said, "No, not really" and she had walked away.
Three days later he had been sitting on his patio soaking up sun and sipping a cold beer when Janice had come walking into his yard.
"Hey neighbor, spare a cold one for a thirsty girl?"
He had opened the cooler sitting next to his lawn chair, pulled out a Coor's Light and had handed it to her. She pulled up a lawn chair and sat down beside him and they had sipped their beer and watched the humming birds flit through the flowerbeds. Then Janice had cleared her throat and asked, "Can I ask you a personal question?"
"Yeah, but I don't promise to answer it."
"What is your position on oral sex?"
He had known what she was asking, but he grinned and said, "As far as getting is concerned I think I would prefer sitting here like this so I could just lean back and enjoy. Giving, I'd have to say any position that was easy on my knees."
Janice had blushed and then she had said, "I guess I phrased that wrong. What I was getting at was how you really felt about oral sex. All through high school and college I would hear guys say things like, "She could set on my face anytime" or they would say, "I would sure like to eat that," but when push came to shove none of them would do it. Is that common? Do guys just like to talk about it, but never do it?"
"What does Doug say about it?"
"He thinks it is disgusting and he won't talk about it."
"I don't know what to tell you Jan. Some guys do and some guys don't."
"Do you?"
"Every chance I get."
Nothing more was said on the subject and when Janice had finished her beer she had gotten up and had gone home to start Doug's dinner.
A week went by and then on a Saturday afternoon while Henry was lying on an air mattress in his back yard working on his tan Janice came over. She was wearing a bikini and carrying a 12 pack of Bud.
"I figured it was my turn to furnish the beer. Doug has gone fishing and won't be back until sometime tomorrow and I wanted some company. Hope you don't mind my imposing on you."
"Not at all. Just plop yourself down and help yourself to some of my sun."
Janice spread a towel and lay down next to Henry and for the next hour they made small talk, drank beer and rotated their bodies to toast all parts equally. When the 12 pack was gone Henry had suggested they move to the hot tub and on the way Henry had gotten more beer from the kitchen. They were on their second beer in the hot tub when Janice said, "Are you going to make me do it all?"
"Do what?"
"Use your imagination Henry. I bring beer to get you in a good mood, I wear my skimpiest bikini to show you damn near all of me and then tell you Doug is gone for the weekend. Doesn't anything come to mind?"
"Until just this second, no."
"Why not? You don't like the package?"
"No no, the package is just fine - great in fact - it is just that I haven't thought in those terms since Denise left."
"Why? Denise left, but you didn't die."
"I can't explain it. I'm just not comfortable around most women anymore because I can't figure out what is wrong with me."
"Why do you think that there is something wrong with you?"
"Why else would Denise have left? We had a great marriage - at least I thought we did - and I loved her and I was sure she loved me. Our sex life was great and there was no indication of any unhappiness or dissatisfaction with me at all. We celebrated our eighth anniversary three days before she took off. She gave me a fifteen hundred-dollar Rolex with "Love you forever" engraved on the back for an anniversary present. The morning of the day she left I woke up with her wrapped all around me and I listened to her tell me how glad she was that she was mine and how much she loved to wake up and be held by me. Ten hours later I came home to an empty house. How could I not feel that there was something wrong with me?"
"So, what you are telling me is that I'm going to have to do all the work and make the major move. Okay, I can do that."
Janice got up from where she was sitting and moved next to Henry. She dropped her hand to where his cock rested under his bathing suit and squeezed, "Still think that there is something wrong with you?"
"Why are you doing this? I always thought you and Doug were happy together."
"We are, but there is something I want that he won't give me and since I think you will and he is out of town I decided to go for it."
"Go for what?"
"I've wanted to have my pussy eaten ever since I was in high school, but no guy ever would. They sure didn't mind trying to get me to give them head, but they wouldn't even consider doing me. Doug is the same way. He would love it if I gave him head all day, but he flat out refuses to eat my pussy. He says the smell turns his stomach. Last week you told me that you eat pussy every chance you get so here I am throwing myself at you."
"That's it? You just want some oral sex?"
"One time I want to see what it is like."
"And you won't ever tell Doug?"
"No, he will never know. It may be my only chance Henry. I might never have this opportunity again."
Henry stood up, offered his hand to Janice, and led her to his bedroom.
Henry and Janice took off their swimsuits and dried each other off with towels and then Henry had Janice sit right on the edge of the bed, lie down, and spread her legs. With a finger her stroked the cleft formed by her pussy lips. With each stroke he went in a little deeper until he found the 'little man in the boat' and then he used a finger to start working on it. When Janice emitted a low moan and pushed her pussy at him he removed his fingers and lowered his head. Using his tongue the same way he had used his fingers he began working on Janice. She responded by arching her back and pushing her sex at him while she gave out several sharp little cries. Her hands found his head and while she didn't grab him hard and pull him against her she left him in no doubt that she did not want him to stop. After several minutes she began a moan that started out low and quickly rose to a loud, "Oh my God, oh God, oh God" and then she screamed and her body trembled as she had a climax. Henry kept working on her box until he felt her relax and then he pulled back from her and stood up.
Janice was breathing hard and she looked up at him, "Sweet Jesus was that good. I almost hate Doug for never doing that for me." Her eyes moved to Henry's hard cock and she said, "I'm sorry. In my eagerness to have the experience I didn't even think about what it would do to you." She raised her eyes to his face and after a moment's silence she said, "I don't want to be unfaithful to Doug. I know that sounds silly considering what we have just done, but somehow that didn't seem like cheating. It is something that he refuses to do and you didn't put your cock in me." Her eyes dropped back to his hard on. "I shouldn't do this, but fair is fair" and she patted the bed next to her.
Henry took the invitation and lay down next to her on the bed.
"All I can do for you is a hand job. I really shouldn't even do that, but I can't go home and leave you like that."
She reached over and took hold of his cock and began stroking him. After several moments her other hand cupped his balls and she gently kneaded them as she jacked him off. She felt the cock throb in her hand and she had the sudden urge to lower her head and take him in her mouth, but she knew that would be wrong. She had already gone way too far, but as long as she kept Henry's cock out of her body she could still say, at least in her own mind, that she hadn't cheated on her husband. She glanced at Henry and saw him looking at her with a strange look on his face. He wants me to fuck him she thought. He hasn't been laid since that bitch Denise broke it off in him and he expected that he would fuck me after he finished eating me. Her mind was roiling with thoughts:
-She wasn't being fair to him. - He had given her what she had wanted, shouldn't she give him what he needed? - I love Doug and so far I haven't cheated on him. - What did you expect? You came over here today like a brazen slut and you knew that you would fuck Henry if that's what it took to get your pussy eaten. - It's Doug's fault. If he would have taken care of me I wouldn't be here. - I loved being eaten and it may never happen again if I don't please Henry.
It was the last thought that got to her. She wanted it to happen again - she needed it to happen again - and so, with an inner cry of anguish, she let go of Henry's cock and moved over him. She used her right hand to guide him into her and then she gave herself over to him.
Janice was hooked. Three hours on Henry's bed and she was hooked. She couldn't believe how quickly she had turned into an absolute slut. What had started out as a simple hand job had turned into the strongest session of sex she had ever experienced. She had started out worrying about being unfaithful to Doug and had ended up not even thinking about him at all. When she had lowered herself onto Henry's cock he had taken over. He fucked her and when he came he had pushed her off him and then had rolled over into the sixty-nine position and had gone down on her cum filled pussy. His cock had been dangling over her face and she has stared at it for several seconds before bowing to the inevitable and taking it in her mouth. She couldn't believe how erotic she felt when Henry sucked his cum out of her pussy; it was a sexual high the likes of which she had never before experienced. The sixty-nine had the expected result on Henry's cock and when he was hard he mounted her and fucked her again. The second time he had taken it slow to allow her body time to gradually rise to the level of orgasm and then he had pounded her hard until she had cum for the third time that night. As soon as he had spit his seed into he had pulled out and moved into a sixty-nine again and buried his face in her cunt. That time there was no hesitation on her part and she quickly captured his cock with her mouth and avidly sucked on it.
Henry ate her to another climax and then he had pulled out of her mouth and had gotten her on her hands and knees. She was expecting him to fuck her doggie fashion, but when his cock began to poke at her asshole she realized that he was planning on corn hole her. Janice did not like anal sex and after the first few times she had refused to let Doug fuck her in her ass, but she didn't say a word to Henry when she felt his cock head start to push into her ass. After all the orgasms he had given her she would deny him nothing. She surprised herself when she pushed her ass back at Henry and she bit her lip to keep from crying out at the pain she felt as his cock split her open. Henry took his time as he slowly stroked into her and after a minute or so the pain subsided and was replaced by a feeling that wasn't all that unpleasant. Another minute went by and she felt something begin to build in her and then suddenly she was shoving her ass back at Henry trying to get as much of his cock in her ass as she could. Thirty seconds later she had another tremendous orgasm as Henry spilled another load of his cum in her and then she had fallen forward onto the bed as sexually satisfied as she had never been before.
The two of them had lain next to each other for several minutes, each with their own thoughts, when suddenly Janice had sat up. "I need to get home so that I can be there in case Doug calls."
"Want me to come along? The night is still young."
For a moment Janice considered saying yes as she thought of how erotic it would be to have Henry's cock in her while she was talking to Doug, but then she had a sudden attack of guilt. She had given what was Doug's to Henry and somehow she felt that letting Henry fuck her in Doug's house and on Doug's bed would truly damn her. She didn't say that to Henry though, what she said was, "No, I don't think so. I crossed some kind of threshold here tonight and now I have to go home and think about it."
"I guess I can understand that. Next time will you wear high heels and nylons?"
"Next time?" Janice had never really considered that there would be a next time. She had only wanted to do it once to see what it was like. "I don't think that there will be a next time Henry."
"Of course there will be. You loved it and sooner or later you will want to do it again and if you can't get Doug to do it you will try to find someone else. All I'm asking is that if you chose me you wear heels and hose."
No, Janice thought, there won't be a next time. The actions of the day had been a major mistake, an extremely enjoyable mistake, but a major mistake all the same. She loved Doug and she would find some way to make it up to him even though he would never know. And that is what she was still telling herself the next morning as she walked up the front steps onto Henry's porch. When Henry answered the doorbell she had opened the long raincoat she was wearing to show that all she had on underneath was high heels and nylon stockings. "You like?" she asked as he smiled and stepped aside to let her in.
The next three months Henry and Janice had carried on a torrid affair, the cornerstone of which had been Henry's eating Janice's pussy two or three times every time they got together. Janice was insatiable and she especially loved it when Henry ate after he had cum in her. They had taken to using a motel room because Henry's house was just too close to her's and that could have led to Doug's becoming suspicious.
Henry checked his watch. Janice should be in the motel room by now and he couldn't wait to get off work and get to her. It had been almost a week since they had last gotten together and Henry was getting eager.
To be continued...
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His cock was already hard when he pulled into the motel parking lot. It had been three days since he had last seen Janice and he was eager to bury himself in her again. Although that might have to wait a while. She always insisted that he eat her first. She had really taken a liking to oral sex and she especially got turned on when he ate her when she had cum in her. He hadn't been all that surprised when one day, about three weeks after the start of their affair, he had gone down on her and noticed something different about her taste. When he had looked up at her he found her looking back down at him with a sheepish grin on her face and he knew then that she had fucked her husband before coming to him. Since then Janice had made it a point to be well fucked by Doug before she came to Henry. At first it had bothered him, but Henry soon came to realize that sucking Doug's cum out of Janice was a small price to pay for the energetic sex she was so happy to give him. Henry pulled into a parking slot and headed for the office. He and Janice had been there so often that the desk clerk knew them.
"Has my wife checked in yet?"
"Yes sir. She is in unit 132" and he handed Henry a key. Henry hurried toward the room, his cock already straining to be set free. They had three hours before Janice had to get home and start supper for Doug and Henry wanted to make the most of that time.
Henry inserted the key, opened the door and stepped inside the room. Hands grabbed Henry and the room lights went on and Henry's heart sank. Doug had found out. He was standing in the middle of the room holding a bound and gagged Janice and as the door slammed shut behind Henry he looked around and saw that there were nine more men in the room. Henry was half shoved and half dragged over to a chair and was pushed down onto it. The sheet was removed from the bed and was torn into strips which were then used to tie Henry to the chair and then a piece of duct tape had been placed across his mouth.
"Good afternoon neighbor," Doug said, "Janice here tells me that you like to eat her pussy. She says she really gets a kick out of it when I've left my special sauce in her worthless cunt and you suck it out. So, where we are right now is that I've decided to help the two of you out. You like to eat her when she is full of cum so I'm going to see to it that she gets filled up for you. As for Janice, since she apparently likes being a whore I'm going to see to it that she is treated like one. Okay boys, she is all yours" and he pushed Janice onto the bed. "If it was me I'd leave the gag in until you really get her going, but hey, do what you want, she's yours until you get tired of her."
Turning to Henry he said, "I'll be back later for the second act, but for now, while the boys have their fun, I'm going to go home and move all of the whore's shit into your garage. You made her a whore so now as far as I'm concerned she's yours."
For the next five hours Henry helplessly watched as the nine men took Janice time after time after time. They came in her mouth, her ass and her pussy, and several times all three holes were filled at once. After the third man had fucked her they had removed the gag to find that Janice was getting into what was happening to her. Her cries of "Fuck me, oh Jesus yes fuck me" rang around the room each time her mouth wasn't wrapped around a cock and her enthusiasm in fucking back at the men was plain to see. One by one the nine men reached the point where they just could not get it up any more despite Janice's efforts with her mouth to bring them to life and three of them gave up and left. Janice still wanted a cock in her so in desperation she crawled over to Henry and opened his fly. She didn't comment on the sticky mess she found there she just sucked on him to get him hard and then she mounted him.
That was the scene that greeted Doug when he walked back into the motel room; six men sitting on the bed watching Janice fuck herself on a tied up Henry. Doug watched for a couple of minutes and then he said, "Okay boys, let's do it." The men on the bed got up off the bed and walked over to where Janice was ramming herself down on Henry's cock and picked her up off him.
"No no, not yet," Janice moaned, "Not yet, I was almost there."
"Tough shit," said Doug.
Janice was carried over to the bed and placed on her back and a pillow was shoved under her ass to elevate her pelvis. Henry was untied and dragged over to the bed and the tape was ripped off his mouth. He was placed on the bed with his face six inches from the gaping mess that was Janice's cunt and Doug said, "You like sucking on cum filled pussies so here you are" and Henry's face was shoved down into the wet mess.
"Suck it all out of her neighbor, you aren't leaving here until the whore's worthless cunt is bone dry and if you don't hurry up and get the job done I'll make you suck all of the stuff out of her ass."
Henry knew he had no choice - he couldn't fight Doug and six other men - so he hoped he wouldn't throw up and he went to work. While Henry licked and sucked and tried hard not to puke Janice pushed her box up at his face and moaned, "Oh yes, oh yes baby, suck my pussy and make me cum."
The two men holding Janice down realized that they weren't needed and they moved back to watch. One of them said, "Damned if watching this isn't making me hard. I think I'll fuck her again. Put them in a sixty-nine with her on the top and I'll fuck her like a dog."
The other men arranged Janice and Henry and then the man moved up behind Janice and entered her from behind. Doug said, "You had better keep on sucking her pussy Henry and if you should happen to lick Harry's cock as it slips by I don't think he'll mind. Turn your head away once neighbor and I'll set Janice on your face and let the mess in her ass drain down your throat."
Henry was helpless and he couldn't avoid the cock as it rubbed his lips on it's way in and out of Janice's box. And the man's balls bounced off his chin on every in stroke. Janice was grinding her pussy down in an effort to both fuck back at Harry and keep her clit against Henry's face. The other men in the room, who had thought they couldn't get hard again, discovered that the spectacle in front of them was lighting their fires again. Doug stepped up and grabbed a hand full of Janice's hair and pulled her head up and forced his cock into her mouth and started face fucking her. Harry announced that he was ready to cum and then he laughed, "Why don't we just cut out the middle man" and just as he ejaculated he pulled out of Janice's cunt and pushed his cock into Henry's mouth. Henry had no choice. His nose was blocked by Janice's pussy lips and so he had to swallow or choke to death.
"That's it cocksucker, suck it down. Do a good job and I'll let you do it again. Do a really good job and I just might plant a load in your ass before I leave."
The others all laughed and decided that they wanted to end their evening the same way. Doug went next and then one by one the other men fucked Janice until they were ready to cum and then they shoved their meat into Henry's mouth and forced him to swallow their juice.
Then it was over and only Henry and Janice were left in the room. Janice got up off him and Henry raced to the toilet and began throwing up. When he was through retching he splashed cold water on his face, dried off and then returned to the bed where he found Janice crying.
"How could he? I thought he loved me; how could he just throw me out? Oh God, what am I going to do?"
Henry pulled the crying woman off the bed and ushered her into the bathroom. "For now you shower and then I guess you'll stay with me unless you would rather not."
It was six months before Henry got what he had been waiting for. Six months during which time Janice had moved in and then been tossed out when Henry had come home to find her entertaining seven guys, three of them men from the motel. During the same period Denise had called and had begged him to take her back, but thinking of his experience with Janice and having come to believe that "Once a whore, always a whore" he had hung up on her. But after six months of waiting for the right time, there it was. He went out his back door and quietly walked over to Doug's. Doug was in the garage leaning over a fender and doing something to the engine of his car. He didn't hear Henry come into the garage and didn't know Henry was there until the hood of the car came crashing down on his head. Up and down the hood went, five times, until it finally stayed up and he was allowed to fall to the floor. His head was gashed and bleeding and blood ran into his eyes as he looked up and saw Henry looking down at him. He didn't see the kick coming, but the force of the solid kick to his balls made him scream. He barely heard Henry when he said, "You went too far Doug, way too far. I'll admit that I probably deserved what you did to me, making me eat out Janice. I guess Janice and I both deserved that, but to shove a cock in my mouth, cum and then let six other men do it, no Doug, that was going way too far."
Henry kicked Doug in the balls again and had the pleasure of hearing another loud scream.
"What I ought to do Doug is roll you over, pull off your pants and shove my cock up your ass. That's what I should do, but I won't. I will give you one more to your stones though" and he kicked Doug hard in the balls one more time and then walked back to his house.
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It came at me out of the blue. We had just finished dinner and Becky was washing the dishes and I was drying them and putting them away when Becky said:
"Have you ever had an affair or thought of having one?"
How in the hell do you honestly answer a question like that? Had I ever had one? No. Had I ever thought of having one? Many, many times. There was only one answer that I could safely give and so I gave it:
"Of course not. Why in the world would you even ask me a question like that?"
"No reason, just idle curiosity."
"Oh no you don't Rebecca Anne. I know you better than that. You would never ask a question like that without a reason."
"That's all it was, just curiosity. Marge Holbrook told me that she just found out that George had an affair two years ago. Two weeks ago Nancy Neubert told me Tom was having an affair and a month ago one of the girls I work with told me she found out her husband was having an affair. All three of them are in marriages that have lasted over twenty years and I wondered if it was some form of late life seven year itch."
Nothing more was said about the subject and we finished the dishes, watched NCIS, Commander-In-Chief and Boston Legal and then went to bed.
+++++
I didn't buy it. Becky and I had been married a little over twenty years and I knew her. I knew her a whole lot better than she thought I did and I could tell that there was more behind her question than she was letting on. But I also knew that since she hadn't been forthcoming during our talk in the kitchen she wouldn't say any more on the subject.
I spent a day or two wondering about it and gradually I forgot about it. For about a week. And then I noticed a subtle change in Becky. It might have been there all along, but I was just noticing it. She dressed just a tad better for work. Not necessarily more sexy or more revealing, but just a little more upscale. She wore her high heels more often, spent a little time on her hair and makeup.
She had always stopped one night a week with the girls from work and she was usually home by eight, but she started coming home later; first nine and then nine-thirty and then ten. And there was a difference when she came home - she was always horny and wanted to make love. I started coming home to find messages on the answering machine telling me she was running a little late.
Then I remembered her question about affairs and the penny dropped. She had asked that question to gauge my response to it. She was trying to get a feel for how I might react and I concluded that Becky was either thinking of having an affair or was already having one. I know that some would call that jumping to a conclusion, but again, I knew Becky a lot better than she thought I did. Plus, I had the benefit of an excellent memory.
Way back when Becky and I first met I'd already had some sexual experience with several different girls while Becky was still a virgin. I made a big mistake one night after we had become engaged in letting Becky talk me into telling her of my past experiences and she got all bent out of shape. She even went so far as to suggest that maybe we shouldn't rush into things, that we should take some time off from each other and see other people and make sure that we were really right for each other.
I may have been dumb enough to tell her of my sexual past, but I wasn't so dumb that I couldn't see what was going on in her head. I wasn't going into our marriage a virgin so why should she? I had no problem with that as long as I was the one she did the deed with, but even back then I knew her better than she thought I did. I'd had sex with five girls before meeting her so she should have sex with five guys so we would go into our marriage even.
I didn't fall for it.
I flat out told her that if she wanted to date other guys then give me back my ring. I told her that once she said yes to my proposal and put on my ring anything she did with another guy I would consider as cheating. She backed down, but I know she always felt like she was short-changed on the deal.
I had no doubt in my mind that she had spent some time during our marriage wondering what another man or two would be like and I don't doubt that she had even wondered what certain specific individuals would be like. Hell, that was just human nature. I'd looked at a lot of ladies during our marriage and wondered what they would have been like, but look and wonder is all I did. I wasn't sure that I could say the same any more about Becky.
+++++
I'm a one woman guy and I expect that my significant other will be a one man woman. I'm not the type to share. As much as I loved Becky I would end our marriage in a heartbeat if she stepped out on me. I was not the type to sit and wait for things to happen either. There wasn't an ounce of 'wait and see' in me and not even a smidgen of 'what I don't know won't hurt me.' If Becky was considering an affair I would try to head it off at the pass. If she was already having one we were done.
There were no kids to be hurt if Becky and I divorced. Joan had joined the Army right out of high school and Ryan was in his second year of college (back in my day it would have been just the opposite). They wouldn't be happy about it, but they wouldn't be hurt the way they would have been had they been seven or eight.
The first thing I had to do was find out what was going on. The obvious place to start was with the night she stopped with the girls from work. They always (at least according to Becky) stopped at the Top Hat and it was usually on a Thursday because the Top Hat had a live band Thursday through Saturday. I drove to the place on a Monday and checked it out.
There were several dark corners where you could park yourself and not really be noticed unless someone was looking for you. I never wear a hat and my vision is 20/20 so a ball cap and a pair of reading glasses with the lenses punched out combined with a dark corner should make me unobtrusive. All I had to do was get to the Top Hat early enough on Thursday to see that I got one of the dark corners.
Becky got off work at five-thirty so at five-fifteen I was sitting in a dark corner, the bill of my ball cap pulled down low. Becky and her girlfriends walked in at five thirty-five and pushed three tables together next to the dance floor. When the women sat down they didn't sit together, but were spread out with empty chairs between them and I wondered about that. I got the answer about three minutes later when a bunch of guys came in and took the empty seats. I noticed that after the guys all sat down there was a vacant chair on either side of Becky.
The band came in, set up, and then started playing their first set of the evening. Everyone but Becky got up and moved out onto the dance floor. Becky sat there sipping her drink and watching her co-workers dance. About five minutes after the music started I saw Becky get a huge smile on her face and I looked in the direction she was looking and I saw a man heading for her with a smile on his face as big as the one on hers. When he reached the table he bent down and kissed her and then sat down next to her. There was some animated conversation, some touching, and a lot of smiling and then they got up to dance to a slow number.
He pulled her close to him and they dance so close that you could not have slid a piece of paper between the two of them. When his hands slid down her back and came to rest on Becky's ass and she buried her head in his shoulder the only question I had left was, "Has the affair already been consummated?"
Becky and the man danced several times together and when she excused herself to go to the bathroom I got up and left the bar. I walked through the parking lot until I found Becky's car and then I went and got mine and moved it to where I could sit and watch Becky's. I reached into the back seat and pulled my date for the evening into the front seat with me. I had stopped at an adult bookstore a couple of days previous and had purchased a blow up doll. I'd found a blond wig at the Salvation Army Thrift Store and one of my old sweatshirts completed the costume. I pulled my 'date' close to me and settled in to wait.
At nine-fifteen Becky and the man came out of the bar hand in hand and they walked right past Becky's car and came straight towards me. I pulled my date into a clinch, made like we were necking and hoped that Becky wouldn't recognize my car. If she did it would force a confrontation and I didn't want that yet. I needed more information before I confronted her.
Either she didn't recognize the car or she was too wrapped in the guy to notice, but she walked right by me and the two of them got in the car right next to me. The two of them talked for about five minutes and then they slid together and started to make out. After about ten minutes they broke apart, talked for another few minutes and then Becky got out of his car, walked over to her car and drove away. The man started up and pulled out of the parking lot and I started up and followed him.
Twenty minutes later he pulled into the driveway of a four-bedroom ranch, got out and locked his car and went into the house. I wrote down the address so I could use the library's reverse directories to find out who he was and then I headed home.
When I got there and went in the house I found a worried Becky. "Where were you? I got home and you weren't here and there was no note or message on the answering machine."
I had an unkind thought - was she really worried about me or was she worried about where I might have been and what I might have seen or been trying to find out? I decided to take my first shot at her and see how she responded.
"I was busy helping one of the guys at work. He caught his wife cheating on him and he tossed her worthless ass out of the house. If it was me I'd have sent her to the hospital. I helped him move her stuff out of the house and throw it in the driveway. He was a lot nicer about it than I would have been. I'd have thrown her out without anything. I'd have burned everything of hers before I'd have given it to her."
As I said that I saw her eyes widen just a bit and I continued, "I don't know what tomorrow will bring. He's going looking for her lover and plans on putting him in the hospital. I may have to go down and bail him out of jail."
"Why are you letting yourself get involved?"
"Hey, when it comes to wives who are cheating whores us guys have to stick together. Right now he needs all the moral support he can get. Luckily his kids are grown up and out of the house so they won't be too damaged by what's happened. Ready for bed?"
She looked thoughtful and then said, "No, not yet. You go on up. I'll be up in a little bit."
I wondered if I'd reached her. I'd touched a nerve somewhere because on her nights out with the girls she was usually hot to get me in bed when she got home. It wasn't at all like her to let me go to bed alone.
+++++
The next morning I went digging through the boxes where I keep the manuals and handbooks that come with the stuff that I buy. I found the instruction book for the telephone answering machine and read it. My memory had been good. I'd thought the machine had a remote feature and I'd been right. I'd never before used it. What you did was call your number and when the machine answered you hit the pound sign and then within two seconds you entered in your remote access code and the machine would play any received messages. I wrote down the preset access code and put it in my wallet.
At lunchtime I went to the downtown branch of the library and using their reverse directories I found out that Becky's boyfriend was Stanley Piltch. A visit to the county courthouse and a quick records search showed that 411 Campbell Street was owned by Stanley and Elaine Piltch. Armed with that information I went back to work. Starting at three-thirty I began calling home every ten minutes and at four-forty the machine played back:
"I'm going to be running a little late tonight honey. I have a report I need to get out by tomorrow and I'm behind on it. Don't wait dinner on me. I love you, bye."
I was parked just down the street from where Becky worked when she came out at five-thirty, got in her car and drove off. I followed her to the Top Hat where she parked in the lot and went inside the bar. Ten minutes later Stan arrived and five minutes after that the two of them were in his car necking again.
After five minutes or so Stan stared up his car and they drove off. I followed along behind then to a Motel 6. They sat outside the office and talked for about five minutes and then Stan got out of the car and went into the office. Several minutes later he came out of the office with a room key in his hand. He got in the car and they drove down and parked in front of room 114. They talked some more and then Stan got out of the car and went to the door of 114 and unlocked it. He looked back toward the car, but Becky hadn't gotten out. He got back in the car and said something and Becky shook her head no. He said something else and again I saw Becky shake her head no. Stan got a disgusted look on his face, got out of the car and tossed the room key through the open door and then got back in the car, started it up and then drove back to the Top Hat.
They sat in the lot and talked for five minutes and then slid together and Stan took her in his arms, kissed her and then they necked for about five more minutes. When Becky got out of Stan's car and headed for hers I took off and hurried home so that I could be there when she got there.
I was sat in the kitchen drinking a beer and thinking about what I had seen. The trip to the motel was self-explanatory, but what did what happened there mean? Was it the first time and at the last minute Becky couldn't go through with it? Or had it been what she regularly did on the nights she was "running late" and for some reason this time she couldn't do it? There was no clear answer to the question and I was still turning it over in my mind when Becky came in the door.
"Have you eaten yet?" she asked.
"No, not yet."
"Good. I know how much you hate making love on a full stomach and I'm horny as hell. We can eat later" and she took my hand and pulled me along behind her to the bedroom.
I have no idea if her horniness was inspired by what she and Stan had almost done or by guilt over what she and Stan had almost done, but the sex that night and for the rest of the week was intense. Becky even let me have her ass, which is something that she rarely does. When I left the house to go to work Monday I was almost glad to get away from her.
+++++
Calls to the answering machine on Monday and Tuesday showed no calls from Becky, but at five after five on Wednesday I heard:
"I'm working late tonight honey, don't hold dinner. Love you, bye."
I got the call too late to be outside Becky's workplace when she got off so my only option was to drive over to the Top Hat and see if she was there. I pulled onto the lot just in time to see Stan walk up to the door and go inside. I parked in the back and waited and about half an hour later the two of them came out and got in Becky's car and with the exception of the trip to the motel it was a repeat of the previous Friday. Talk, some necking, more talk and then more necking and then Stan got out of Becky's car, got in his and they both drove off.
I might have been wrong, but I was beginning to think that Stan was working hard at getting into Becky's pants, but had not yet succeeded. I gave Becky a half-hour head start and then I headed for the house. On the way I made up my mind as to which way I was going to go. When I got home Becky was waiting for me.
"Where have you been? I was afraid I was going to have to find something to use as a dildo and start without you."
"I had to hold John's hand for a while."
"John? Who is John?"
"The guy I told you about the other night. He threw the cheating whore out, but he still loves her and what she did to him really messed him up. But enough about John. Your live in dildo is here and is eager to be used."
Becky led me into the bedroom and reduced me to a quivering wreck. Again I was asking myself was her ardor caused by guilt over what she was doing with Stan, or was she really glad to be with me and would I ever really know the answer to that question.
+++++
The next day was Thursday, Becky's night to stop with the girls from work. From the fact that Becky had met Stan at the Top Hat on Wednesday I deduced that my statements about what I would have done to a cheating wife hadn't registered or given Becky any pause so I resolved to end things one way or another before the evening was over.
I got my disguise and my 'date' ready. At two in the afternoon I made a phone call.
"Mrs. Piltch?"
"You don't know me and I'm going to keep it that way, but I felt the need to let you know that Stan is cheating on you."
"That's your choice of course, but you don't have to take my word for it; you can see it for yourself."
"If you will just stop calling me names long enough for me to get a word in I'll tell you how."
"Yes. Be sitting in your car in the Top Hat Lounge parking lot by eight-fifteen tonight. Sometime between then and nine-fifteen Stan will come out of the bar with Becky Alexander and get in either her car or his and then all you have to do is watch them."
"No. Don't go inside the bar because all you will see is them sitting a table with a bunch of other people. They won't do anything until they come out into the parking lot. Wait until then and you can catch them in the act."
"Why? Because Stan screwed the girl I was going to marry and I swore that someday I would get even. Good-bye Mrs. Piltch."
+++++
I was sitting in my dark corner, ball cap pulled low, when Becky arrived. Everything happened pretty much as it had the previous Thursday and I watched it all happen from six until eight and then I got up and went out into the parking lot. Stan's car was the farthest back to the rear of the lot and that is where I expected them to go so I got as close to his car as I could. I got my 'date' out of the back seat and settled in to wait.
At eight-twenty a car pulled into the lot and parked in the back row, but no one got out and I hoped that it was Elaine Piltch. At ten to nine Stan and Becky came out of the bar, went to his car and got in. They started talking and a couple of minutes later they slid together and started kissing. In my rear view I saw the interior light of the car in the back row come on and someone got out and headed toward Stan's car. I rolled my window down just a bit so I could listen in on the confrontation. I smiled at the thought of the embarrassment that Becky was about to suffer.
I was not even remotely prepared for what happened next. Stan's wife walked up to the passenger door, opened it, reached inside and grabbed a handful of Becky's hair and jerked. The first jerk separated Stan and Becky and the second jerk had her half way out of the car. Stan's wife slammed Becky's head into the door post while screaming at her:
"You bitch! You miserable fucking whore! That's my husband you are with, my husband you fucking whore!" and she slammed Becky's head into the door post again.
By then Stan was out of the car and pulling his wife off Becky. Elaine kneed him in the balls and when he doubled up and tried to cover up she grabbed his head and slammed it into the side of the car three times. He fell to the ground and she started kicking him and calling him every name in the book. I figured I'd seen enough so I started up my car and drove on home. As I pulled out of the lot I was looking in my rear view and saw Becky staggering toward her car and Elaine still kicking Stan.



It was eleven-thirty when Becky came in the door. She looked terrible. Her left eye was black, her nose was bandaged and she had a large Band-Aid on her forehead. I took one look at her and said:
"Damn! Stan's wife must have really been pissed."
Becky stopped dead in her tracks and said, "What do you mean by that?"
"When I called her this afternoon and told her where she could find you lovebirds I thought she would just barge in on you, call you a few names and then tell Stan not to bother coming home."
"Oh God" she choked, "You know" and she ran from the room. I gave her a minute and then I followed her into the bedroom. She was standing there looking at the two suitcases on the bed when I walked into the room, walked over to the bed and picked up them up.
"What are you doing?"
"Leaving."
"Leaving? Why? Why are you leaving?"
"I'm not going to live with a cheating whore. I thought I made that clear when I told you how I would have handled John's wife if it were me. I'm not staying in this house or sleeping in this bed knowing that you probably brought your lover here and fucked him here."
The blood drained from her face and she cried out, "No. No Rob, I never did any of that. You have to believe me, I didn't do it."
"Too bad I don't believe you Becky."
I picked up the suitcases and headed for the door.
"Please Rob, don't leave me. Honest to God Rob, you have to believe me, I didn't do anything."
"Well Becky, let's just see if I agree with your definition of not doing anything. Last Thursday night I watched him walk into the Top Hat and kiss you before he even sat down. And then I watched him run his hands all over your body while you danced so close with him that you couldn't pass a piece of paper between the two of you. Next you walked to his car and necked with him for half an hour. That might be nothing to you, but it certainly was something to me. And how about Friday Becky? I followed you and Stan from the Top Hat and when you pulled into the Motel 6 our marriage was over."
"You followed me?"
"Yes Becky, I did. I saw a lawyer on Monday and the divorce papers should be ready in another day or two. Meanwhile, I'm getting out of here."
"Oh God Rob, you have to believe me. Honest to God Rob, outside of some hugging and kissing I haven't done anything."
"I only have your word on that Becky, and right now you are not a person I can trust, now can I? I'll call you in a day or so and let you know where to find me if an emergency with the kids or the house comes up."
"Please Rob, don't go" she cried as I headed out the door with the two suitcases.
+++++
I checked into a motel for two nights and then at work the next day I refused to take any of the eleven phone calls from Becky. Saturday I turned off my cell phone and went to the ball game. When it was over I went and got a bite to eat and headed back to the motel. When I got there I turned my cell phone back on and it immediately beeped. It was Becky and I asked her what she wanted.
"Please come home and at least talk to me."
"Tell me why I should after what I personally saw."
"Please Rob, come home and let me explain."
"If I come home and let you talk there better not be any lies or bullshit. You need to be aware that I know a hell of a lot more than you think I know so if I catch you in one lie, no matter how small, I'm out of there. Understood?"
"I understand. Please Rob, just come home."
It was bullshit of course. I didn't know more than she thought. I'd pretty much spelled out what I knew Thursday night, but Becky didn't know that. She also didn't know that the whole moving out bit was phony. All it was was a way to give her a couple of days to stew over her behavior and to give her a taste of what she could expect from me if she ever did cheat on me. I had pretty much made up my mind that she hadn't given in to Stan, but I wasn't absolutely sure which was the reason behind that "I know more than you think I do" statement. If she thought I knew more than I did she would be more likely to tell the truth and nothing but.
+++++
I walked into the house at 2 PM on Sunday and followed a nervous Becky into the kitchen. She had coffee made and I poured myself a cup and sat down at the kitchen table and waited. Becky got a glass of water and sat down across from me. She stared down at the floor for a minute and then finally she took a deep breath and said:
"First, I have to say I'm sorry for what I've put you through, the thoughts I've given you, but I have to ask, why did you follow me?"
"You were showing all the classic signs of a woman who was cheating. Dressing better for work and all of a sudden, after years of never working late you started working late one or two nights a week. Your night stopping with your co-workers went from always being home by eight to your coming home later and later. It was all there, but I wasn't paying attention until you all of a sudden asked me about affairs. I asked myself why you would do something like that and that made me curious and that's when I started noticing things and lo and behold I found out that you were cheating on me. But we aren't here to talk about what I did Becky; we are here to talk about what I found out when I did what I did. Now get to it or I'm leaving."
"Rob, I've been silly, I've been stupid, but I have never cheated on you. Did I consider it? Yes I did, but I never did it. You have been the only man in my life and I've always wondered what another man - a different man - would be like. But all I did was wonder Rob. I never did anything. The thing with Stan was just some flirting that I was stupid enough to let get out of hand.
"I don't know if things like this happen to men, but I reached a point in my life when I began to feel unattractive. I'd stop with the people from work and there would be a steady stream of guys coming over to the table and asking the other girls to dance, but I rarely got asked. Of course there were good reasons why I wasn't asked. The other girls were all fifteen years younger than I was and most of them were what men call "hard bodies." They were all single and I was married and my rings were on prominent display. I knew what the steady stream of guys were after - all of us girls did - and so the guys all went for the young and single instead of the old and married, but that didn't stop me from feeling like the ugly duckling in a group of swans.
"It was while I was in that unattractive mood that I met Stan. He came in one night with some friends. I was sitting at the table alone watching all the other girls out on the dance floor and he came over to the table and said:
"I couldn't help but notice that the best looking woman here is the only one not out on the dance floor."
"It was a pickup line and I knew it, but he wasn't going to get anywhere and I knew that too. But it came at just the right time; it made me feel good and so I got up and danced with him. He danced with me several more times that night and we chatted as we danced and he asked the age old question, "Do you come here often" and I told him that I was there every Thursday. The last time we danced I told him that it was time for me to leave and he said that maybe he would see me again sometime.
"The following Thursday he was there again and he asked me to dance several times and after one of those dances I went back to the table and one of the girls jokingly said:
"It looks like the Ice Queen has an admirer."
"I never knew that the people I worked with thought of me that way - that I was some sort of unapproachable Ice Queen. It stung me. It shouldn't have, but it did so I got it in my mind that I had to prove them wrong so when Stan started paying more and more attention to me I didn't shut him down. I let the people I worked with see that I wasn't unapproachable. Then one night Stan walked me to my car and I let him kiss me goodnight. The next Thursday it happened again and one of the girls saw it and suddenly the office was abuzz with talk about me and my 'boyfriend.'
"I liked the way people started looking at me. It was almost like I had suddenly earned their respect and I fed on it. The next Thursday I let Stan kiss me a couple of times while we were dancing and next it was necking in the car in the parking lot after leaving the bar. I didn't feel unattractive anymore and my co-workers were looking at me like I was hot stuff. The guys I worked with were suddenly more relaxed when they were around me. It was like I was suddenly more human to them, someone they could be comfortable around.
"Stan started pressing to take things farther, but that isn't what I was looking for, but at the same time I was afraid that if I flat out refused he would drop me and things would go back to the way they were before he asked me to dance that first time. I didn't want that so I strung him along. I let him think he would eventually get what he wanted.
But that said, in the back of my mind there was the same thing that had always been there - "I wonder what another man would be like." I wondered what Stan would be like. I found myself wondering if I had enough nerve to have an affair. I thought about it and thought about it and then I had the bright idea of asking you if you had ever had an affair. I knew you loved me and I was pretty sure that you knew that I loved you and I felt you would be honest with me. I felt that you would know that if you admitted to an affair somewhere in your past that I wouldn't storm out of the house. I was thinking that maybe on one of your business trips you might have had too much to drink and ended up taking a woman to your room. If you would admit it I could say to myself, "Hey, Rob did it and it hasn't hurt us so I should be able to do it to." You said that you had never had an affair so I was back to wondering, but at the same time I really wanted to try another man. Nothing new there, I had felt that way since before we got married and I had never acted on it.
"Stan kept working on me and one day I decided to do it. I met Stan at the Top Hat and we drove to the Motel 6, but when we got there I just couldn't do it. I couldn't make myself get out of the car. I wanted to go into that room Rob, I really, really did want to go in there, but I couldn't. I would have been very, very careful and you would never have known, but when push came to shove I couldn't bring myself to cheat on you. I knew that if I did it I would never be able to look you in the eye ever again and I couldn't have that. I love you and I just couldn't do that to you.
"When Stan drove me back to the Top Hat I thought that was the end of our relationship and that I was going to have to go back to being the Ice Queen, but I was wrong. The fact that Stan got me to go to the motel just convinced him that with a little more effort he could get me to go all the way. I was surprised when he called me Wednesday and asked me to meet him. I didn't want to go back to being the Ice Queen so I met him and then Thursday he was at the Top Hat when we stopped after work. I swear to you Rob, I have never cheated on you, not ever. I've necked with Stan, I let him finger me a couple of times and I've rubbed his cock through his pants, but I've never cheated, never gone all the way, and I swear to God Rob that is the truth."
She sat there looking at me expectantly and I just looked at her for several moments before saying:
"I'm not happy about this Becky. I'm not happy that you met this guy after work, I'm not happy that you have been lying to me about having to work late, I'm not happy that you have been necking with him and I'm not happy with what you were doing on your Thursday nights.
"You might not consider letting yourself get felt up by another man cheating, but I can't say that I feel the same way. You might not consider necking with another man cheating, but again, I can't say I feel the same. Even if I do accept your claim that you never went into that motel room with Stan I'm not at all happy that you did go to that motel with him in the first place."
I finished my coffee, got up and rinsed out the cup and put it in the dishwasher and Becky said:
"What are you going to do?"
"You have given me a lot to think about Becky. I'm going to go and sleep on it. I'll call you in a couple of days" and then I left.
I waited two days and then I called Becky and told her that I would be moving back home and then I said:
"But at least for a while I'll be sleeping in the guest bedroom. I'm still not happy about some things and I still have a lot more thinking to do."
That lasted four days and on the fifth day I woke up to find Becky in bed with me. "You want to sleep in here fine," she said, "But wherever you are is where I'm supposed to be. You want to sleep on the couch then that is where I'll also."
+++++
Will Becky ever do more than just wonder about what another man, a different man might be like? I don't know. What I do know is that Becky now has a very clear understanding of my position on that subject and she knows just how I will react if she ever strays and I find out about it.
Footnote for the curious:
Stan's wife broke one of his ribs and cracked two others the night she grabbed Becky by the hair. She didn't divorce him, but I hear that she keeps him on a very short leash. Stan has not been seen at the Top Hat since that night.
Becky still stops on Thursdays and she is always home by eight. She hasn't mentioned whether or not she is back to being considered the Ice Queen.
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I wasn't ready for it. I knew what I was going to find when I got there, but I still wasn't ready for it and it didn't help any to know that it happened because of something I'd done.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Mandy when she came to work at the XYZ Corporation as a secretary. I had started at XYZ the week after my graduation from Eastern Michigan University and in seven years I had risen to regional manager. Sarah, my secretary was going on maternity leave and personnel had sent Mandy to me as her replacement.
To say I was smitten would be an understatement. I took one look at her and my heart started racing. For me it was a case of love at first sight and that was a bad thing. It was bad because Mandy worked for me. XYZ had been the target of several sexual harassment suits and the corporation had put several policies in place to insure that it never happened again and one of those policies was a strictly enforced "no fraternization" rule. If Mandy worked in a different department or division or different building it would be okay, but working for me or working in my department made her strictly off limits to me.
All I could do was look at her day after day and eat my heart out. Several times I caught her looking at me with an expression that I couldn't decipher. I wanted it to mean, "Talk to me, please ask me out" but of course I didn't dare because I had already seen how ruthless XYZ could be when their policies were ignored. In the space of six months I'd seen three managers let go because of what I considered minor, extremely minor, infractions. All I could do, unless I was willing to give up my career, was look longingly at Mandy and eat my heart out.
One day in the lunchroom Stella, our office manager, sat down at my table and asked me what I was going to do about Mandy.
"What do you mean?"
"The poor girl can't keep her eyes off of you and everybody sees how you look at her. Something has to give here."
"You know the policy, same as I do."
"You two belong together Rob, are you going to let your job get in the way?"
"You bet I am Stella. I can see it clear as day. I ask her out, she says yes, we go on a date and find out that outside of a physical attraction to each other we have nothing in common - nothing else going for us. We thank each other for a nice time, neither of us planning on seeing the other socially ever again and the next day I come to work and get fired for dating my secretary in violation of corporate policy. That is a chance I'm not willing to take. She might be worth it Stella, but she might not."
I suppose I could have asked Stella to move Mandy someplace else in the office so I wouldn't have to look at her every day, but since she hadn't been with me long it would look bad on her record. Stella would know the reason and she wouldn't put anything bad in Mandy's file, but no one else in the corporation would know that. All they would know was that she came to work for me and I had her moved out in a very short while and therefore there would always be questions about her ability and efficiency.
Things limped along for another four months and then a miracle happened. When Sarah went on maternity leave she told me that the odds on her coming back were long, that she was strongly considering being a stay at home mom. Then her husband got laid off and she felt she had to come back. Stella was going to assign her to Bill Brodman, but I saw a chance and I took it.
"Give her back to me Stel. That will give you a legitimate reason to move Mandy. Get her out of this department and into another division. If you do it that way it won't look like I got rid of her because she wasn't a good secretary."
Stella did it and Mandy was transferred. That happened on a Thursday and I began to plan my next move. I'd give Mandy a couple of days to settle in at her new job and then I'd ask her out. I wasted time in making my plan. When I left work that night I found Mandy leaning on the front fender of my car. We were married four months later.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Fast forward five years. Mandy is a stay at home mom with Todd Allen (4) and Nancy Elise (2) and I have risen to divisional manager with a good shot at becoming the next vice president of Engineering. Mandy and I are still as much in heat and love with each other as ever and our marriage is still going gangbusters. I have a great career and a marvelous home life. Life is good. The only bad spot in things is the fact that as a divisional manager I have to travel and at least twice a month I'm gone for two or three days visiting units in my division. I have to do it, but I hate it. As far as I'm concerned time away from my family is wasted time, but it is a necessary evil and I have to do it and do it well if I hope to make VP. If I make VP it is the people under me who will have to do the traveling.
Mandy had a sister who lived in New York and I'd never met her, but Mandy talked with her on the phone several times a week. One day I came home from work and Mandy greeted me at the door naked except for high heels.
"The kids are next door with Sally (the girl who did our babysitting) and I have a great desire to have dessert before we have dinner. Think you can remember the way to the bedroom or has my naked body clouded your mind?"
I dropped my briefcase and took her right there on the floor. When it was over she gave me a passionate kiss and said:
"I should do this more often."
"The fact that you don't prompts me to ask what is the special occasion?"
"God, I can't slip anything by you can I? I want to ask you a big favor."
"Go ahead, ask it."
"Tanya (her sister) is moving here. She got a promotion and they gave her the office here. Can she stay in the spare bedroom until she can find a place of her own?"
"Of course she can. She's family. You don't have to bribe me to get me to agree to that."
"That's only part of it."
"What's the rest?"
"I want to take her out and show her around, but she won't know a soul here except for us. Somewhere along the line I'm going to want you to find her a nice guy to date."
"You want me to set your sister up with a blind date?"
"Yes baby, that's what I want."
"I won't promise you anything. I won't set her up with anyone I know until after I've met her and satisfied myself that she isn't cross-eyed and has buck teeth."
"You are awful. Can we do it again? On the bed this time?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tanya was almost as gorgeous as Mandy and I remembered the favor Mandy wanted and realized that it wouldn't be a chore after all and in fact, I'd probably make points with whoever I set her up with. She had a great personality, a wicked sense of humor and was extremely intelligent.
Having another woman in the house to some getting used to. For one thing I had to learn to close doors when I was in the bathroom and I had to stop running around the house half naked.
The first two weeks Tanya was with us she spent settling into her new job and taking over from the previous manager who was retiring. I was packing my suitcase for a three day trip when Mandy reminded me that I said I would find someone to set Tanya up with.
"I want to go out when you get back so think on it, okay?"
"I'll give it my best shot."
"Honestly babe, someone nice. I just want....oh shit! Never mind. She's a big girl now. She should be able to handle what comes along."
That night after I'd checked into the hotel I called home and Sally answered. When I asked where Mandy was Sally told me that Mandy and Tanya had gone out and said they might be late. I told Sally to have Mandy call if she got home by ten and that if not I'd talk to her the next day. I called the next morning when I woke up and found out that the two girls had gone out for dinner and drinks to celebrate Tanya's first day of being in sole charge of her new office.
"We had a fun time being together and I'll probably want to do it again; you know, a girls night out kind of thing. It will let me get to know a sister that I was never really close to."
"It will give you something to do when I'm on my trips. Got to run honey, I'll call you tonight."
That night when I called Mandy asked me if I had given any thought to whom I might try to line Tanya up with and I told her that I had a couple in mind, but that I hadn't sounded anyone out on the idea of a blind date yet. I told her I'd get on it as soon as I got back from the trip.
Two days later when I was back at the office I approached Jake and explained the situation to him, how Mandy wanted to take Tanya out and show her around, but didn't want Tanya to feel like she was a third leg so we needed an escort for her. Jake said he couldn't help. He'd just gotten into a relationship that might go somewhere and he didn't want to jeopardize it. Next I approached Norm, explained the situation and he said he would give it a try, but only after threatening me with bodily harm if he found out that I'd set him up with a dog. I told him I would set things up for Friday and then I went home to give Mandy the news.
"Who is it?"
"Norm Stafford."
"Do I know him?"
"No. He came to work for us after you left."
"He's not going to hurt Tanya, is he?"
"Who knows sweetie, they might hit it off and they might not. Whatever, if it goes somewhere and then ends badly it won't be our fault."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday I had Norm follow me home, introduced him to Tanya and Mandy and then we headed out. We had a nice dinner and then we started hitting the nightspots. We did several lounges and clubs, did quite a bit of dancing and a good time was had by all.
As we got ready for bed that night I commented to Mandy that Tanya and Norm seemed to hit it off okay.
"They did," she said. "He asked her out for tomorrow and she said yes. So come on over here and get your reward for doing such a good job and she laid down on the bed wearing her high heels. She knew my buttons all right. The only thing that turned me on more than seeing her naked was seeing her naked except for high heels. She spread her legs wide in an open invitation and smiled as she crooked a finger at me and said:
"Come on baby, Mandy is waiting."
I lowered my face to her pussy and saw that the lips were already wet with anticipation and then I heard the long, low moan as my tongue parted those lips. Mandy and I rolled around on the bed for over an hour. After I worshipped her pussy for a while she coaxed me into a sixty-nine and when she was ready she mounted me. We made love fast and hard the way she liked it and then she sucked me hard again and we made love slow and leisurely the way I liked it. And then we went into another sixty-nine and made love again. It was a very satisfying night.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Once Tanya had her office running like she wanted it she started looking for an apartment, found one and then moved out of our spare bedroom. Six months went by and though I usually only saw her about once every two weeks Mandy told me that she was getting along fine. Mandy still had her 'girls night out' with Tanya when I was out of town on business and not being a busybody I never bothered Norm by asking him how he and Tanya were getting along.
The first indication that all was not right in my world came the day I called Sally and asked her to baby-sit for us and she said she couldn't sit for us anymore. I asked why and she told me that her mom wouldn't let her sit for us.
"She won't let you baby sit or she just won't let you sit for us?"
"I can't sit for you Mr. Maples."
I found another sitter and then the next day I paid Sally's mother a call to see if I could find out what the problem was. All I could get from her was that she didn't want her daughter exposed to what was going on. I kept trying to get more out of her about what was 'going on' but she said it wasn't her place to be talking about things like that.
The following day I was parked outside the high school when Sally's classes ended and when she came out of the building I walked up to her and told her I needed to talk with her. At first she wouldn't say anything, but I kept poking and prying and finally she told me why her mother wouldn't let her sit for us anymore.
"Mrs. Maples sometimes comes home with a man and he is still there when I leave and I've seen his car still there when I go to school in the morning."
"And you told your mother and now she doesn't want you exposed to things like that, is that it?"
"Yes sir."
"Thanks for talking to me Sally."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in no mood to go home just then so I went back to the office and worked on clearing up some paperwork while I thought about what I'd just found out. I loved Mandy, had from the first moment I'd laid eyes on her, but being in love doesn't mean you have to be stupid. I wasn't about to go into denial and try to tell myself that there could be a perfectly good and logical reason for Mandy brining a man home and for his car to still be there in the morning. There was only one reason for something like that and I knew damned well what it was.
But thinking you know and knowing for sure are two different breed of cat. If it was an overnight thing then it could only take place when I was on trips. Mandy's birthday was coming up in a month and I decided to try and use that fact to dig a little. I was going to have to take a gamble. Mandy said she wanted her girl's nights out with Tanya so she could get to know a sister she had never been close to a little better. I was going to gamble that she still didn't know Tanya well enough to let her in on what she was doing behind my back. If Tanya knew, or worse, was a part of whatever Mandy was doing, it shouldn't hurt because I wasn't going to make accusations. The worst it would do would be to make her wonder if I was maybe getting suspicious. If she put two and two together then it would be out in the open quicker than I wanted it to be, but oh well.
I called Tanya and asked her to meet me for lunch the next day and not let Mandy know. She asked why Mandy couldn't know and I told her that Mandy's birthday was coming up and I was working on a surprise party. Tanya met me at Mario's and as soon as we had ordered and the waitress had gone I asked:
"When you and Mandy go out on your girls nights out what is Mandy's favorite place?"
"What girls night out Rob? Mandy and I haven't gone out since I moved into my new apartment."
Well, I had wanted information and it sure hadn't taken me long to start getting it, but I needed to cover myself so I said:
"Yeah, I know, but where did she usually want to go?"
"I guess we went to the Pink Lady more than any other place. Why?"
"I'm thinking of throwing her a surprise party. You know, get everyone to the bar and then take her out to dinner and then stop at the bar after and surprise her."
"Should work," she said and then we made general conversation for a while. I asked how she was getting along with Norm and she told me that she wasn't seeing him anymore. "He was a nice enough guy, but I always felt like he wasn't really interested in me. I got the feeling that he had someone else he was interested in and I was just a fill in."
"Got anyone else on the line?"
"I'm dating a guy I work with, but I don't think it is going anywhere."
"I don't understand it sweetie; just based on looks alone guys should be falling all over themselves to get to you. I'll bet they flocked to the table to ask you to dance on your nights out with Mandy."
"Oh they flocked all right, but the draw was Mandy, not me."
"You're kidding?"
"Well, I guess that isn't really the way it was. What it was was that Mandy danced more than I did because I was more selective than she was. If I didn't like the looks of them I said no thanks when asked, but Mandy loves to dance and she never said no to anyone. Some of the ones she danced with were so aggressive that I'm surprised I was able to get her out of the place and home in one piece. So how are you going to handle the birthday?"
"Not sure yet. I want to do it on her birthday and it is on a Wednesday. I'll need to see how many people want to come out on a weekday night for a party."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I left the restaurant knowing that Mandy had been lying to me for almost six months. Every time I went on a trip she told me that she went out with Tanya, but Tanya just finished telling me that she hadn't gone out with Mandy since she moved out of our spare bedroom. I also knew something else, something that Tanya hadn't realized she was telling me. From her description of their nights out it sounded like Mandy would have been decorating backseats in the parking lot if Tanya hadn't been there to act as her keeper.
Is that what had been going on? After Tanya moved out had Mandy kept going to the Pink Lady and meeting guys? I would have to find out and there was only one way I could do that. Apparently Mandy only did it when I was out of town on business so I was going to have to fake a trip and then follow her.
My next trip was not for another two weeks and I spent those weeks closely watching Mandy. I didn't see anything different in her attitude towards me. She seemed as loving and affectionate as always. As the date of my trip approached I didn't see any indication that she was in a hurry to see me leave, no sign of anticipating getting together with her lover (or lovers). I made the necessary calls to reschedule my meetings and I of course did not tell Mandy of the changes.
The day of the supposed trip she kissed me goodbye and casually reminded me that she might not be home if I called before eleven.
"Tanya and I are going out for dinner and drinks."
"Well have a nice time sweetie. Say hi to Tanya for me. Tell her not to be such a stranger. She needs to stop by and visit once in a while."
I drove to the airport, parked in the short-term lot and then hit National car rental and rented a small compact. Next stop was a motel where I took a room for the night. I went over to the recreation center and worked out for a couple of hours and then caught an afternoon matinee after which I drove back to my neighborhood where I found a place to park where I could watch the house and then I settled in to wait.
It was six in the evening when Mandy came out of the house with a bag and did something in the backseat and then she went back in the house and came out with the two kids and loaded them into the car. I noticed that she was wearing a short skirt and high heels. I followed her to a house where she got the kids out of the car, took them into the house, and a short time later she came out alone, got in her car and drove off. Mandy had obviously found a replacement babysitter for Sally.
I followed along behind her and was not surprised when she pulled into the parking lot at the Pink Lady. She parked and went inside and I found a place where I could park and watch her car. I couldn't go inside and risk being seen so I had to settle for sitting outside and waiting to see what would happen. It was ten to seven and Mandy had told me that she wouldn't be home before eleven so I had four hours to sit.
It didn't take four hours. At nine-thirty she came out of the bar with some guy and got in her car. They necked in the front seat for a bit and then I saw her head go down and I knew the guy was getting a hum job. Maybe three minutes later her head came up and I saw her wipe her mouth with the back of her hand and then the two of them got in the back and a minute or so later I saw her legs come up and her feet start kicking in the air. The two of them fucked for about six or seven minutes and while they were getting it on several people came out of the bar, walked past the car and stopped to watch for a bit before moving on. One guy knocked on the window and asked the guy inside if he was going to share. I didn't hear the reply, but it must have been no because the guy moved on. Finally the guy must have gotten off because he and Mandy sat up and talked for several minutes and then her head went down again and three or four minutes later they fucked again.



I was surprised at my lack of anger and at my ability to just sit there and watch. I guess that after my talks with Sally and Tanya I had already accepted that the marriage and my relationship with Mandy were dead and by the time I got my proof I just didn't care enough to be outraged by it.
After a while they both sat up in the back seat and talked for several minutes and then the guy got out of the car and went back into the bar. Mandy got out of the back and I saw her take a bag from the front and put something from the back in it and then she started up and drove off. I followed her as she drove over and picked up the kids and then followed her home.
There was a car sitting in the drive when she got home and there was somebody sitting in it. Mandy unloaded the kids and took them in the house and whoever was in the strange car just sat there. About fifteen minutes later - long enough to put the kids to bed - Mandy came back to the front door and turned the porch light on and waited. A man got out of the parked car and moved toward the front porch and as he entered the light and I got a good look at him I remembered back to what Tanya had said about Norm -"He had someone else"- and now I knew who that someone else was.
Norm went in the front door and it closed and then the porch light went out. I waited several minutes and then I got out of my car and went over to Mandy's. I had some curiosity about the bag I'd seen her bring out of the house and then put something in when she and the guy at the bar finished what they were doing. When I picked up the bag and looked inside I saw a beach towel. Mandy had used it to keep cum stains off of the back seat. I dropped the bag back in the car and quietly closed the door.
I went around to the back of the house and very, very quietly let myself in the back door and eased the door closed behind me. I heard voices coming from the living room and I moved over to where I could peer around the doorframe. Norm was sitting on the couch, still fully dressed, but with his cock exposed and in his hand. Mandy was doing a slow strip in front of him and as she took off her clothes she seemed to be describing to him what she had done that night.
"... a nice cock and he loved the way I sucked on him. How about it lover, can you imagine it? Can you see my head bobbing up and down on his cock?"
Norman just sat there, stared at her and stroked his cock.
"He fucked me twice lover and I'm full of him. I've got lots of him inside me lover and I really don't like it there. Are you ready lover, are you ready to pray at my altar?"
Norm moaned, "Oh yes, please" and he hurriedly got off the couch and I noticed that Mandy had also covered the couch with a beach towel. As Norm stood up Mandy moved by him, sat down on the couch and spread her legs wide and giggled as she said:
"Come on lover, show Mandy how bad you want her." Norm was stripping as Mandy continued, "Come on lover, hurry it up. Get over here and show me how bad you want me."
Norm still had his socks on as he went to his knees in front of Mandy and buried his face in her crotch. "That's it lover, that's it. Suck him out of me. Get all of him out."
I watched amazed as I saw a Mandy that I never knew existed. The woman I'd been watching since she left the house to drop off the kids was and absolute whore.
"Come on lover, dig that tongue in and get all of him out of me. Or maybe you don't want to. Maybe what you want is to soak your cock in his leavings. Is that it lover? You want some really sloppy seconds?"
"You bitch. You fucking bitch" Norm whined. "I bet you don't treat Rob this way."
Mandy laughed, "OF course I don't. My husband is a man. You are a worm. No real man would put up with this. Rob would throw me out on the street if I even asked him to do something like this. Now lick me clean lover or soak your pathetic little cock in a man's cum or get your worthless ass out of Rob's house. You decide."
Norm stood up and then sat down next to Mandy and then she stood up and lowered herself down on Norm's cock as she laughed and said:
"God lover, you are just so pussy whipped."
"This would be better in bed Mandy. Are you ever going to let me have you on your bed?"
"Of course not lover, that's Rob's bed - a man's bed - and I can't foul it with a worm like you."
I looked at my watch and saw that it was ten after eleven. I had noticed that Mandy's purse was on the end table next to the couch and that it was within easy reach. I smiled to myself as I took my cell phone off my belt and then stepped back from the doorway. I quietly moved several paces backwards so she wouldn't hear that I was right behind her and I hit the preset for her cell phone. It rang and I saw her reach for her purse and take out the phone. She saw from the display that the call was from me so she covered Norm's mouth with one hand and kept riding his cock as she hit the button to take my call.
"Hi sweetie, I wondered if you would call."
"How was your night with Tanya?"
"It was okay. We had dinner and a few drinks and I was home early. Got home about nine. Tanya said to say hi."
She was moving up and down on Norm's dick, still with one hand over his mouth as she said:
"Damn sweetie, I do wish you were here right now."
"Why?"
"What do you mean sweetie, you I miss you."
"Really? Is that why you fuck Norm when I'm gone, because you miss me so much?"
She stopped riding Norm's cock and said, "That's not funny Rob."
"Might not be funny Mandy, but it is the truth."
I took several steps forward so I was standing in the doorway when she said:
"Just what are you accusing me of Rob?"
"Look over your shoulder Mandy."
Her head whipped around and I took her picture with the camera feature on my phone. I got a couple more as she scrambled to get off Norm and then I put the phone away. Exerting all the control I was able to muster to suppress my anger I told Norm to get his clothes and leave while he was still able.
"I don't want to go to jail over a worthless piece of shit like you, but I'm only going to be able to hold back the anger for so long and you had best be gone before I lose control."
He hurried off the couch, put on his pants and then gathered up the rest of his clothes and ran for the door. I turned to Mandy. "Get dressed and get out!"
"No Rob, this isn't what you think it is. We need to talk."
"You heard what I told that asshole. I'm barely in control of myself right now and I want you out of here before I come unglued."
"I'm not leaving Rob. I'm not afraid that you will hurt me. I know you better than that. You love me and you won't lay a finger on me. I love you too Rob and you need to let me explain what you walked in on."
"Will that explanation include what you did in the parking lot of the Pink Lady?"
"That's part of it so yes, it will be included."
"Sorry Mandy, but I don't have the faith in me that you have."
I had already packed for my trip and had clothes in my motel room so I turned and headed for the front door.
"Where are you going? We need to talk Rob."
"I'm going away from you Mandy," I said as I walked out the front door.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I caught my flight for Atlanta and spent the next three days taking care of business and the nights staring at the ceiling unable to sleep. My first day in Atlanta I called Harry (my boss) to give him a progress report and then I told him about Norm and Mandy.
"I'm telling you this so you will be prepared for the problems when I get back to the office."
"What kind of problems?"
"I'll probably go for his throat first time I see him."
"That would not be a good thing," he said and then he changed the subject.
Mandy called me on my cell a dozen times each day I was in Atlanta, but I didn't take any of the calls. I flew home on Friday and when I went into the office I sensed that all eyes were on me as I headed for Harry's office to turn in my report. I also handed him my letter of resignation.
"What's this?"
"I'm resigning. I obviously can't work here now. I'd be after Norm every time I laid my eyes on him."
Harry tore up the letter and tossed it in the trash can next to his desk as he said:
"Norm doesn't work here any more. I fired him five minutes after talking to you on the phone. You going to need some time off to take care of other personal problems?"
"No, I don't think so."
"Okay. Take off and I'll see you Monday morning."
I left the office and checked into a motel and started looking in the Yellow Pages for a divorce attorney. I was in luck. The first one I called was still in his office and he said he could see me Monday and I made an appointment for after I got off work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the weekend playing golf, going to the movies and not taking Mandy's phone calls. Monday I buried myself in work and ignored my cell since I knew that every time it went off it was Mandy. At quitting time I was almost out the front door when I spotted Mandy leaning on the front fender of my car. I turned before she saw me and went out the back door and down the street until I found a working pay phone and called a cab.
"Are you sure, absolutely sure, that you want to do this?" the attorney asked. "No way you can heal the breach?"
"None that I can see."
"If you go through with this you are going to get hosed pretty bad. This is a no fault state and that means a fifty/fifty split of assets plus you will be paying child support, probably alimony and almost certainly all of the legal costs and by that I mean her attorneys fees, my fees and all court costs. You could go for custody of the children claiming she is an unfit mother since she did what she did while they were in the house and she wasn't behind the closed doors of her bedroom. In all honesty that rarely happens unless the wife is a stoned out drug addict and even then it is iffy.
"What happens if I do nothing? Just move out and send her money each week for the kids."
"That would depend on her. She could accept it for a while or forever or she could get a lawyer and start divorce proceedings of her own. If she did that the outcome would be almost the same except she might have to pay for her own attorney. Still want to do it?"
"I think I need to think on it a little more."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I took a cab back to work and had it drive by slowly by the parking lot so I could see if Mandy was still there and when I didn't see her I had him drop me off. I had just started the car when I heard:
"I hoped I wouldn't have to spend the night here sleeping on the back seat" and I turned to see Mandy sitting up.
"What have you got against back seats. From what I saw last Monday night you do some of your best work on a back seat. Get out of the car Mandy."
"No Rob. We have to talk. You have to let me explain."
"What the hell is there to explain Mandy? You are fucking other men and you have been so blatant about it that Mrs. Ebbert won't let Sally sit for us any more."
"Oh Jesus, is that what happened?"
"You figure it out Mandy. You came home with a man and his car is still sitting there the next morning. What do you think her mom is going to do, come over and ask you if you had a good time?"
"I'm sorry, I guess I didn't think it through. I should have had him come over after Sally went home."
"Listen to yourself. "I should have ....," Shit! Get out of the car Mandy, just go!"
"No Rob, not until you hear me out."
There was nothing for it. She was obviously going to haunt me until she could do what she wanted. I could get out of the car and leave, but she would just arrange to catch me again so I decided to get it over with.
"All right Mandy. Go ahead and speak your piece and then get out."
"I had hoped that you would listen with an open mind Rob, I'm trying to save my marriage here."
"Then you are wasting your time and mine. I watched you fuck two different men last Monday night and that ended the marriage as far as I'm concerned. No way we stay together after that."
"Doesn't it even matter that I love you?"
"Some love. Two men that night and God only knows how many before then."
"Believe it or not Rob, I do love you and I don't want to lose you. What you saw tonight was me getting something I can't get from you."
"So, after five years you finally decide to tell me I'm no good in bed?"
"No Rob, that isn't it at all. I found out something about myself that I wasn't aware of before. I discovered I have a need to dominate, to bully a man, and it couldn't be you. For one thing, if you had allowed it even though I love you I would have lost all respect for you. I knew that so I didn't even try."
In spite of myself I was interested in where she was going with it so I sat there and waited for her to go on.
"It started one night when Tanya, Norm and I were out. It was just after Tanya moved into her apartment. Norm was driving and he dropped Tanya off first. I thought it a little strange that he would do that since he was after all supposed to be her date, but I didn't think too hard on it. You were on one of your trips and when we got to the house Norm asked if he could come in and I told him no. Then he grabbed me and kissed me. I was so stunned I just sat there and stared at him and he kissed me a second time and then I slapped him as hard as I could. He moaned and crowded across the seat at me and pinned me against the door and kissed me a third time and that time I hit him in the head as hard as I could with my purse and he moaned, "Yes, yes, oh God yes." I reached for the door handle and he grabbed me and said:
"Don't go, you can't go, look at what you have done to me."
"I glanced over and saw that he had taken his cock out and it was as stiff as a board. He grabbed and pulled me toward him and I hit him again and he moaned, "Oh God, hurt me, please hurt me."
"I was pretty pissed off by then and I thought, "Hurt? You want hurt? I'll show you hurt" and I grabbed his cock and dug my nails into it and then scooted around so I could get my other hand on his nuts and I squeezed them as hard as I could and he screamed out, "Oh yes, oh yes yes yes."
"I don't know why, because it had never happened to me before, but I was getting turned on by inflicting pain on Norm and I wondered how far I could go. I wasn't even thinking about what I was doing when I lowered my head and took his cock in my mouth. I took him in as far as I could and then I bit him - hard - and he came. It caught me by surprise and I jerked my mouth off him and his last couple of spurts went on my face. I called him a shit-headed pig and told him to get his fucking cum off me and he took my head in his hands and started licking his stuff off my face.
I sat there amazed, both at what I had done and at what he had allowed me to do, and at the same time I was wondering what else I could do to him. I called him a fucking worm and told him to follow me into the house. That was the start of it. The more I mistreated him, the more he wanted to be mistreated and humiliated and the more I did both the more turned on I was. When I was so turned on I was ready to climb walls I let him fuck me. I was so excited that it never took him more than a minute to get me off and then I would pull off his cock and leave him hanging.
"I treated him like dog shit and he loved it. The problem was that I loved it too and the only one I could do it with was Norm. Honest to God Rob, I love you and I don't want to spend my life with anyone but you. What I did with Norm wasn't love or even like, it was just sick sex. I was just getting something from Norm that I could never get from you."
"What about the man you fucked in the parking lot?"
"He meant nothing to me Rob, I just used him as another way to humiliate Norm."
"You'll have to explain that one."
"I did it so I could make Norm suck another man's cum out of me."
"You do that often?"
"That night was only the second time."
"Would there have been a third?"
"I don't know. I was always looking for nasty things to do to Norm and if I'd had come up with some new way probably not."
"But if you found nothing new to use it probably would have happened again right?"
She looked away from me. "So what has changed Mandy?"
"What do you mean?"
"If it is something you need why aren't you with Norm right now tormenting him. You could be abusing him full time instead of only occasionally."
"I don't want to be with him Rob, I want to be with you."
"That is something you should have thought about before you started up with Norm. You are used goods now Mandy. By your own admission you have been used by Norm and two other men and more would have been in your future if I hadn't caught you. No Mandy, we are toast! You've had your say, now please leave and don't bother me any more."
"Doesn't the fact that I love you mean anything to you?"
"Not any more Mandy, not any more."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I decided on the do nothing strategy. The house was mine before I married Mandy and mine was the only name on the title so I sold it. I gave Mandy enough to move into an apartment and suggested that she get a job since all I was going to give her was enough to take care of the kids. I pick them up every Friday evening and keep them until Sunday afternoon. They are too young to understand what is going on and I'm dreading the day they start asking.
So far Mandy hasn't seen a lawyer, but I expect that she eventually will. I have no idea if she is still getting together with Norm to abuse him or if she is seeing some one else and I have no interest in knowing.
I'm dating even though I know it can't turn out well in the long run. We are a good enough fit, but the external relationships are going to be the problem. Tanya called me one night and said:
"I hear that you and Mandy have separated."
"That's a fact."
"Was it Norm?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact it was."
"I kind of thought he was interested in her from the way he looked at her, but I never noticed her looking back."
"Long sad story there."
"I'd like to hear it sometime."
"It isn't very pretty."
"I don't expect it would be. You do need to know that that kind of behavior doesn't run in the family."
"What does that mean?"
"You're a smart guy, you'll figure it out. Call me" and she hung up.
I did figure it out and I did call her, and we started dating. I have no idea how a relationship with the sister of the wife I kicked out is going to go. It will be interesting to see what happens.
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It was my own fault. I let my cock run away and take over my thinking and I ended up having to pay the price.
Collen and I met in college as sophomores and we were a couple from then on. We were married after graduation and settled down to build a life and a family. Ten near perfect years passed by and Collen and I were still in love as much as the day we were married. It was summer time and the kids were spending two weeks with my parents and Collen and I were having a fun time being alone. It was a Tuesday night and Collen was supposed to meet me at the Landing Strip Lounge when I got off work and we were going to have dinner and then maybe go out and do some drinking and dancing. Half an hour before quitting time Colleen called me and said that her mother had called and that there was a family crisis concerning her younger sister that had to be taken care of. She told me she would be late and to not wait up. I told her that I would probably stop at the Strip, have a few beers and catch a burger on the way home.
I was sitting at the bar nursing my second beer when the door opened and in walked Sarah Ann Bradley. I had gone through four years of high school just wishing that Sarah would look my way. That's all, just look my way and maybe smile a little bit to acknowledge that I existed. She fueled my fantasies and many are the times that I went home after seeing her and whacked myself raw with her image floating around in my head. At fifteen Sarah had the body of a twenty-one year old stripper. She was always surrounded by seventeen and eighteen year old seniors and I never was able to work up the courage to talk to her - I just spent four years staring at her and wishing. I had fantasy after fantasy about her; about how one day she would come up to me and tell me that she wanted me to take her away. I pictured her leaving her date on the dance floor during the evening of the prom and coming to my table and asking me to dance with her and then to take her out of there. If there was anything ridiculous that a guy in puppy love could think of, I thought it. And there she was, thirteen years since I'd last seen her and looking every bit as good as I had remembered. She glanced around the bar and her eyes briefly met mine and in that second I thought I saw a flicker of something. She went to a table in the back and sat down looking like she was waiting for some one or something. After five minutes or so she got up and walked over to the pool table and put a quarter on the rail. There were five in front of hers and one of them was mine. The match on the table ended and the loser walked over to the bar and bought the winner a drink and the next challenger put his money in the slot and racked the balls.
I was working on my third beer when it was my time up on the table. I'm not a really good stick; I like to play, but quite frankly I suck as a pool player. But this night I had luck on my side and I won the next two games. My next challenger was Sarah Ann. She racked the balls and then she looked at me and said, "You game for a change in the stakes?"
"I don't know, what do you have in mind?"
"Nothing that you can't handle. If you win I'll suck your dick. If I win you have to eat my pussy and then fuck me."
She caught me flat-footed and it was several moments before I got my head back together enough to say, "What's this all about Sarah Ann?"
"You know me?"
"You were the unattainable love of my life through four years of high school."
"I thought you looked familiar. Tony, right?"
Thirteen years later and I'm stunned to find out that she knew my name - knew it and had remembered it! "Yeah, it's Tony, but what is this all about?"
"What it is, is that it's your night to get lucky if you want to. I caught my husband cheating on me today and so tonight is payback. You going to take the bet or not?"
Sweet Jesus, what to do. I loved Colleen with all my heart and I had never cheated on her or even thought of cheating on her, but this was Sarah Ann Bradley! This was the girl would had filled my mind every waking moment for four years; this was the girl that made me once promised God that I would join the priesthood if he would see to it that she would just give me a date. "Why shoot? Why not just leave?"
"Priorities. It determines whether I suck your dick before you fuck me or if you eat me first."
"Why not sixty-nine and that way you don't have to worry about what comes first?"
"No sweetie, when I have my pussy eaten I don't the eater to have any other distractions."
I broke, made two balls and then missed a shot. She sank three and then missed. On my next shot I deliberately sank the eight ball, tossed my cue down on the table and said, "You win. Let's get the hell out of here."
In a way it was disappointing. Don't get me wrong, there was absolutely nothing wrong with the sex. Sarah Ann had a sweet tasting pussy, she gave great head and she was very active and vocal during sex. It's just that given the way that I'd felt about here I would have expected bells to ring, stars to burst over our heads, something to show how special it was supposed to be. I ate her pussy and we fucked. She sucked my cock and we fucked again. We necked for a bit and then we fucked a third time and then we both looked at our watches and knew that it was time to go. "What now" I asked. "Now I go home and rub his nose in it and we will see what happens. I love the asshole and I don't want to end the marriage, but he is going to know that I won't stand still for his running around on me. What about you?" "Almost the same I guess. I love Colleen to death and I would never have done this with anyone else, but you were, well - I just don't know how to say it - but you were special to me in some way. I hope that Colleen never finds out about this because she will probably feel about it like you did when you found out." She reached out and touched my face; "This was special sweetie and if things don't work out between me and the asshole maybe we can do it again." I knew that I wouldn't, but I took her phone number when she handed it to me and said, "Call me from time to time, okay?"
Colleen was sitting at the kitchen table working a crossword puzzle and drinking a beer when I got home. She looked up at me when I walked in and asked, "What's a five letter word for "to deceive?" I shrugged and she looked at me and said, "That's strange, I would have thought that you would have known that one" and the she snapped her fingers, "Got it! To deceive is to cheat." I walked over and bent down to kiss her and she pulled back from me, "Don't you touch me!"
"What's wrong?"
"What's wrong? I'll tell you what's wrong. I saw the man I'm married to take another woman to a motel, that's what's wrong. You been doing it often?" I just stood there with my mouth open not knowing what to say. "What's the matter? Never thought your stupidly trusting wife would catch you? Well tonight just wasn't your lucky night. Mom called and told me that the problem with Joan had been taken care of so I rushed down to the Landing Strip to try and catch you before you left. I got there just in time to see you come out the door with that woman. At first I thought - no, I hoped - that you were being Mr. Nice Guy, going out to help her change a flat or something. But when you both got into the same car and drove off I knew what was happening and it was confirmed when I followed you to that fucking motel." I stood there staring down at the floor unable to look at her. "For God's sake Brian say something. Tell me I was mistaken. Tell me it was something perfectly innocent. Don't just stand there - say something!" I looked up at her, tried to hold her eyes, but I couldn't. I sat down on the opposite side of the table and told her what had happened - the whole thing from the eighth grade on. She just sat there, watched me and listened. When I was done I told her that I was sorry, that I knew better, but that something had come over me and it had happened. She stared at me for several very long moments and then said, "A fantasy, huh? You satisfied a fantasy. You pissed away our marriage to satisfy a fantasy. Well I don't know what's going to happen to us Brian, but what I do know is that you are not going to bring the stink of that woman into my bedroom. I don't give a shit where you sleep, but our bedroom is off limits to you while I decide what our future, if any, is going to be" and she got up and left the room.
The next three days were hell for me as Colleen and I co-existed in the house. She never said a word to me and I was smart enough to keep my mouth shut. As long as she wasn't packing or telling me to pack I thought things might eventually work out. On the forth day I came home from work and as the front door closed behind me Colleen yelled, "Brian? Is that you? I'm in the bedroom. Come on up." I raced up the stairs - the freeze was over - she was going to forgive me! I hurried into the bedroom and straight into the arms of several guys who were waiting. I struggled to break free, but there were too many of them. They drug me over to a chair next to the bed and tied me to it. Then I saw Colleen. She was standing there watching me being manhandled and she was wearing only thigh high stockings and high heels. She smiled at me; "You had your fantasy the other night. You went to bed with the girl of your dreams. Well, welcome to my fantasy Brian. I dated each of these guys in either high school or college and every one of them wanted to fuck me and they all tried their best to do it. And I wanted to let them Brian; they never knew it, but what I really wanted, more than anything, was to let them have what they wanted. But I didn't Brian; I was a good girl and I was saving myself for marriage. But I never forgot them Brian. I always wondered what I had missed by being Little Miss Goody Two Shoes so once you decided to take a little trip down memory lane I thought I would too. So tonight I'm going to have my fantasy taken care of and I want you to watch as these guys do to me what I wish I had let them do to me way back when. I'm sorry for the roughness and the tying, but I wanted to make sure that you didn't turn around and leave." I noticed for the first time how many there were. I counted nine naked men whose cocks were already hard at the thought of fucking my wife. "Please Colleen, don't do this. We can..." but she interrupted and said' "I was afraid I would have to do this" and she motioned to a guy and he came over and slapped a piece of duct tape over my mouth.
For the next two hours I was forced to watch as nine men took turns fucking Colleen one, two and three at a time. Colleen moaned, begged and screamed out in pleasure as load after load of sperm was pumped into all three of her cock accepting holes. She had three men in her when one of the guys standing there, stroking his cock and waiting for on open hole, looked over at me and smiled. He walked over to me, "She looks great with a cock in her mouth, doesn't she. I think she likes sucking cock. Does it run in the family?" He ripped the duct tape off my mouth and when I opened my mouth to yelp in pain he shoved his cock in my mouth. He grabbed the back of my head and said, "Suck it sport. You know you want to." He was pulling my hair and it hurt, but I just sat there slack jawed. "I'm going to do this until I spit my load sport. Close your lips and give me some friction and it will be over quick. Otherwise I'm just going to stand here and ram it into you for hours." I fought it until the pain of his pulling my hair and of his cock pounding at the back of my throat became too much and I gave in. I closed my lips around him and true to his word things went quickly after that. In only a couple of minutes I felt his cock throb and he emptied himself in my mouth. He yelled out, "Hey Colleen, how's this for revenge?" Colleen stopped sucking the dick of the man in front of her and she looked over to see the guy with his cock still in my mouth. Then he pulled it out and cum spilled out and ran down my chin. A strange look came over her face and she stared into my eyes for several moments and the she turned back to the man in front of her and went back to work on his cock.
Once the other guys saw what the first guy had done they all came over to me. If they weren't in Colleen's holes or waiting for a hole to open up they were fucking my face. I started giving blow jobs because it was easier than putting up with the pain and somewhere along the way one of the guys said, "He's pretty good at this. A hell of a lot better than my wife." When I heard that something snapped and I began sucking every cock stuffed into my mouth with a vengeance. Want to rub my nose in it bitch? I'll give them blow jobs they will remember long after they forget about your worthless cunt! I swirled my tongue, I sucked, I licked and I swallowed and if I had been untied I'd have played with their balls. I got my reward when one of them said that I should give lessons. Several times I saw Colleen staring at me, but the only time she said a word was when one of the guys who had just been in her ass came over and was about to shove his cock in me. "No Ted! Not until you wash it off." Ted looked over at her, shrugged, and then went into the bathroom and washed his cock.
Then it got worse. Colleen had three in her again and the other six were standing around waiting. One of them said something and they all looked over at me. Then four of them came over and untied me. I was lifted off the chair and held while my pants were pulled down and then I was carried over to the bed. They held me face down on the bed while someone behind me smeared some liquid around my ass hole and began working on it with fingers. I heard one of them laugh, "He's going to be a lot tighter than she was." It hurt! Jesus God did it hurt and I screamed so loud that another piece of duct tape was put over my mouth. I kept screaming as one after another they fucked my virgin asshole. The hurting turned to slight discomfort by the third one, but the surprise came when the fourth one came in my ass. My cock, for God only knows what reason, had been hard since the party started. I had cum once in my pants watching them use Colleen, but I couldn't understand why it was hard now that I was being fucked in my ass. The surprise came when the forth man came in my ass and I blew a load onto the sheets under me. One of the guys laughed, "Look, he likes it." All the time I had been getting ass fucked on the bed next to Colleen I hadn't looked at her. As I was picked up off the bed I glanced at her and saw tears running down her face. What the fuck was she crying for? I was the one who should have been bellowing. One of the guys lay down on the bed and the tape was, gently this time, taken off my mouth. One of the guys said, "We don't need to hold you down now, do we?" I knew what he was getting at and I was already way past being destroyed so I got down on the bed and took him in my mouth while another one of them invaded my ass.
The rest of the night became a blur as I sucked cock after cock and took load after load in my ass. They left me lying on the bed as after they dressed Colleen walked them to the front door. Three of them held back until we were alone and then they came over to me. One bent over and kissed me, slipping his tongue into my mouth. He broke the kiss, "That's the least I can do. I left my number on the dresser. If you want to call me you can." He kissed me again and this time when his tongue searched my mouth I flicked mine back at him. He broke the kiss and smiled down at me, "What happened to you tonight didn't make you any less of a man, just more of the kind of man that I can like." I got the same treatment from the next guy, but what he really wanted was for me to stop by his house one night and teach his wife how to give a good blow job. The third one blew me away. He waited until the other two left and then he bent and took my cock into his mouth. He sucked it for a bit and then he said, "I will always feel guilty for what we did to you tonight. It's not the kind of man I am or am supposed to be. I've never sucked a dick before or had my ass fucked, but I'm Dan and my number is on the dresser. If you want revenge take it out on me - I deserve it. But don't take it out on Colleen. What we did to you was not part of the deal. It got out of hand and there was no way she could have stopped it. I already know your response to that - if she hadn't set this up it wouldn't have happened, but think about it - it you hadn't done what you did she wouldn't have done what she did." Then he left the room and I fell asleep.
I woke up the next morning with Colleen wrapped around me. I glanced at the clock and saw that I had an hour before the clock would go off and send me to work. I started to untangle myself from Colleen and she grabbed onto me - she had been lying there awake. "Don't get up baby. Stay here with me, please?" I started to roll over, "No! No, I don't want you to look at me. Just listen." I just lay there and listened as she went on, "I'm sorry for last night. I am sorry for what happened to you. It wasn't supposed to happen, but once it did I couldn't stop it. I wanted to, please believe that, but something came over me, I don't know what or why, but watching you with them was the most erotic and sexually exciting thing that I had ever seen and it turned me on more than I can believe. All I wanted to do was get even with you. I wanted to punish you for betraying me, but I only meant to punish you mentally, not physically. I knew that things around here would be a little on the cold side when I got done, but I thought that eventually we would make up and get on with our lives. But I got you hurt last night. I got you hurt bad. I didn't plan for it to happen that way baby, honest to God I didn't. Have I lost you? Do you hate me so much now that I've lost you? That's not what I wanted Brian. I love you and I don't want to lose you." I felt her tears flowing onto my shoulders and running down my back. I wanted to turn and take her in my arms and comfort her, but I couldn't. What had been done to me had altered me in ways that I didn't understand. I wasn't the man anymore that I used to be. I pulled myself away from her and got out of bed. "Brian! Don't leave me Brian! Talk to me, please talk to me." I took my shower and left the house without speaking to her.
It was a long morning at work and the events of the previous night kept playing over and over in my mind. During lunch break I made a phone call and fifteen minutes after leaving work I was in a motel room with Sam, the man who had kissed me and said that it was the least he could do. "Are you sure about this" he asked. "Like I told you on the phone - last night I was forced, now I have to find out something."
Colleen was in bed when I got home and I slept on the couch. I got up and left for work in the morning before she got up. I made a phone call at lunch and that night after work I met Sarah Ann at the Landing Strip. Her husband had not taken kindly to having his nose rubbed in her infidelity and he had stomped out of the house yelling, "I ain't going to be married to no whore." She shrugged, "I guess he didn't love me as much as I thought." I spent the next three nights with her at her house and during the day I ignored the frantic phone calls from Colleen. When I finally did go home Colleen was waiting for me. "Where have you been? Why haven't you called me? Why won't you talk to me? Jesus Brian, I've been worried sick. I shrugged, "I've been being bad. I've spent the last three nights with Sarah Ann." Anger started to show on Colleen's face and then it stopped as what was really going on sank in. She looked at me coldly and said, "Am I going to have to tie you up this time?" "Probably, if you don't want any of your asshole lovers to get hurt."



The night I spent with Sam showed me that I didn't really enjoy sucking cock or taking it up my ass of my own free will. By tied up and forced? Now that was a totally different story. I see Sarah Ann two or three times a week and then I go home and confess to Colleen and then one night I will come home from work and she and her lovers punish me for my transgressions. Colleen makes sure that she gets plenty enjoyment out of it, but can you blame her? Just like I found out some things about myself, she found out that she is a gangbang loving cock hungry slut. But hey, it seems to be working out for both of us.
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It was a slow week for Kathleen. She spent most of spring break moving into her new house, unpacking boxes and moving furniture to where she wanted it. By Wednesday she was going through withdrawal. No students to tease, no tunnel to suck her way through and no Billy or Todd to help her take the edge off.
Rick had reached the point where he was pushing her away and coming up with excuses as to why he couldn't make love. It was the first time that she had ever heard of a man using, "Sorry honey, not tonight. I have a hell of a headache" to get out of having sex. She hadn't even been able to check out the boys next door and maybe get a little teasing done. She hadn't seen them since that Saturday that they had seen her going at it with Billy and Todd in her kitchen. They must have gone somewhere for spring break.
She thought of driving back to the old neighborhood to see if she could hook up with Billy or Todd (or both) but in the end she talked herself out of that and for two very good reasons. One, she could think of no legitimate reason for being there if anyone asked and second, she needed to put that destructive behavior behind her. She needed to get her life back on track. Anyway, that is what she was thinking when her cell phone beeped. When she read "Private call" on the display she knew who it had to be.
"Hello?"
"Good morning slut" said the voice that sent shivers running down her spine. "Have you been out on your front porch yet today?"
"No. Why do you want to know?"
"I just wanted to know if you've seen your housewarming present yet. Go out on the porch and look down at the bottom of the steps."
She walked out onto the porch as she was saying, "Okay, I'm out on the porch, now what?"
"Have you looked at the bottom of the steps yet?"
"No."
"Do it slut, and tell me what you see."
"What am I supposed to be looking for?"
"Your housewarming present slut. Do you not see the two rose bushes I planted - one on each side of the steps?"
She looked down and did see the two bushes that hadn't been there yesterday. Damn! He already knew her new address.
"They are yellow roses slut. Do you like yellow roses?"
She loved yellow roses! Who was he? How did he know these things about her?
"Rest easy slut. I'll be out of town for the next five days. It will be next week sometime when I come back. Think of me slut. Think of me and what I'm going to do to you every time you see those roses."
He disconnected and she turned and went back into the house. The Watcher's voice had a strange effect on her. Every time she heard his voice her pussy started to tingle. She went upstairs and threw herself down on the bed and grabbed her hairbrush and as she used it on herself she promised herself she would buy herself a real dildo the first chance she got.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Kathleen woke up Thursday morning with nothing to do once she had Rick off to work. She was unpacked, moved in and she had everything where she wanted it. She had the curtains, drapes and blinds all hung and the kitchen cabinets organized. All she had left to do was hit the store for groceries. During the period the house was being built she and Rick had spent hours driving around the area and getting familiar with what was available and where it was.
As she took her morning shower she planned out her day. She had to do the shopping and then be home by one because someone from the cable company was supposed to be there between one and four and then she had to drive over to Rick's parents house and pick up the kids and then get home in time to fix dinner. Not a really busy day, but it would keep her occupied.
As she ran the wash cloth over her breasts she thought of the night before. Rick had tried to beg off by claiming that he'd had a hard day at work and that he was beat, but she had a new weapon in her arsenal now and she used it. Once her hot mouth wrapped around his cock he stopped complaining. Damn!! Why did she have to go and think about that; now she was horny again.
She climbed out of the shower and a vigorous toweling did not help things any. As she rubbed the rough fabric of the towel across her breasts and pussy it just made her hotter. She glanced over at the counter top and next to the sink she saw her hairbrush and she considered grabbing it, but she knew that she didn't have time if she was going to get the shopping done and get home by one to meet the person from the cable company. She debated dressing slutty and giving the males at the store a show, but decided against that also. She didn't need to be any hornier or hotter than she already was.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As she pushed her basket up and down the aisles she was surprised at the attention she was drawing. She was wearing jeans, a sweatshirt and a pair of sandals and she was still being scoped out. Of course the jeans were tight and they did show off her tight butt and she wasn't wearing a bra so her breasts did do some interesting things to her sweatshirt when she moved.
It just wasn't fair. She had dressed down because she didn't want to get any hornier, but men were still looking at her and sending out signals (like tented pants) that they wanted her and she was getting hotter and hotter with every aisle she went down. It got so bad that in the produce section she was eyeing the cucumbers with the thought of getting a nice seized one and using it on herself as soon as she got back to the car. She picked up one and was holding it and thinking that it was just about the same size as Rick's cock when suddenly, from out of nowhere, came the scene from "Animal House" where the dean's wife was holding the cucumber and the student said, "Mine's bigger." She quickly dropped the cuke, blushed and looked around to see if anyone had noticed. There was one man looking at her and she saw his tented trousers and she wondered what he was thinking. He was fat, old and bald, but right then she wasn't sure that if they had been alone in the store that she wouldn't have gone to her knees in front of him.
The cucumber was still on her mind as she turned the key in the ignition. Why hadn't she bought it? It would have been ten times more fun than her hairbrush. She saw the time on the dashboard clock. She had two hours before she had to be home. She thought of the hairbrush and then the cucumber and she was on the verge of getting out of the car and going back into the store and getting that cucumber when she remembered something from when she and Rick had driven the area scouting out where things were. She looked again at the time, saw she had enough, and she pulled out of the parking lot.
It was a twenty minute drive once she got on the Interstate and five minutes to the Interstate, but she could still get there and then get home on time. Half an hour later she pulled up to the building next to the truck stop and parked. She walked into the Pink Pussycat adult book store and arcade and the eyes of a dozen men turned to look at her. Before the night at the hotel those looks would have made her blush and she would have turned and fled. But that was then and this was now and the woman who had sucked off strangers on a train wasn't about to be put off by the lust in their eyes.
She walked over to the area where all the sex aids were displayed. Lifelike vulvas, blow up dolls (both male and female she noticed) and dildos of all sizes, shapes and colors. Some were plastic, some were molded rubber and some were battery operated and as she stood there trying to make up her mind she heard a low voice an aisle away say:
"Think she might like to try the real thing?"
Another voice said, "Wanna try and get her in the backroom and find out?"
There were more whispers and her pussy got wet as she imagined them actually pulling her into the backroom. Would it be dark like the tunnel? "Oh my God, get a grip" she told herself, "Buy what you came here to get and get out and go home."
She picked out two: a battery operated vibrator and a molded rubber dildo just a little bigger than Rick's cock. She took them to the counter and as she was paying for them she saw the entrance to the arcade off to her right. She had never been in one and she looked at her watch and saw that she still had some time. She paid for her fake cocks, bought some tokens and went into the arcade. There was a line of booths along each wall and she went into one of the booths, closed and locked the door behind her. She noticed that there were holes in the walls of the booth and she wondered if they were what she had heard called ‘glory holes'.
She sat down and fed the tokens into the machine and immediately the screen in front of her came to life and she saw two men in a sixty-nine. Not her cup of tea at all so she reached out and pushed one of the buttons on the machine and the scene changed to a transsexual sucking a cock while a man sucked his tit and another man sucked on his cock. She hit another button and saw a big titted blond sucking of a black man. She watched it for a bit and then hit another button and the scene on the screen was a redhead doing what she, Billy and Todd had been doing Saturday morning.
The scene on the screen and the memory made her so hot that she unzipped her jeans and started rubbing her pussy, but rubbing wasn't enough so she stood up and wiggled out of her jeans and thong. She spread her legs wide and her fingers went to work. She moaned and it attracted attention and she saw movement at the ‘glory hole' to her left. She looked and she saw eyes looking through the hole at her.
"Oh God" she moaned and drove her fingers into her pussy harder. It was just like the night The Watcher had seen her; a faceless stranger seeing her most intimate parts. She looked at the eyes staring at her pussy as her fingers rubbed her clit and she almost cried out, "No! Don't go" as the eyes left the hole. Almost immediately a cock came through the hole and as she looked at it part of her wanted to stop what she was doing and kneel down and take it in her mouth, but the other part was screaming at her to get herself off.
She kicked off her sandals and turned her body so her back was against the wall for bracing. She twisted her body so she could take the cock between her bare feet. She pushed the feet along the cock until they were planted on the wall with the cock held tight between them and then she attacked her pussy with her fingers while the unknown and faceless stranger fucked her feet.
She was moaning as she furiously fingered herself and she felt her climax coming. She was looking at the cock she was giving a foot job to when it suddenly spit out a rope of cum that just barely missed her ankles and fell to the floor. The sight of the sperm shooting out of the cockhead was enough to send her over the edge and her body trembled at the strength of her orgasm.
She sat there panting for a minute and then she bent down to pick up her jeans and thong and as she bent to retrieve them a cock came through the hole on her right. She looked at it. Another cock attached to a faceless stranger, just like the cocks on the train. She reached out and touched it and it throbbed. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked it a couple of times and was leaning forward to take it in her mouth when she caught herself.
"No damn, no!" she thought, she had promised herself that she would take her life back once she was in the new house. Teasing and exhibitionism only. No cock inside her but Rick's. She let go of the cock and stood up and put on her jeans. The cock stayed where it was, hoping perhaps that she was just repositioning herself before coming back. She looked at it sticking through the wall and she wanted it, God but did she ever want it. She reached down and took it in her hand and stroked it. What would it hurt? It wasn't like she'd never done it before. She saw a drop of pre-cum appear at the pee hole and her resolve weakened. No! She wouldn't suck the faceless man off, but even though she was a tease she wasn't mean. She had given the man encouragement by handling him so the least she could do for him was get him off. She began working his cock with her hand and in only minutes she was rewarded by spurts of sperm shooting out of the cock and splashing down onto the floor. The cock pulled back from the hole and seconds later she heard to door of the booth open. She sat back and waited a bit for the man to leave the arcade section. He would know who she was when he saw her go back into the store proper, but she wanted him to remain faceless.
While she sat waiting for him to get clear she heard the door close and seconds later another cock came through the hole. The second cock was shorter than the first, but much fatter. She glanced at her watch and saw that she really needed to be going, but something drew her to the cock and she took it in her hand and began jacking it off. It took her a little longer to make it shoot and then it pulled back and she heard the man leave the booth.
"That's it" she said to herself, "No more. Get yourself out of here and get on home."
She stood up to leave and was reaching for the door latch when another cock came through the hole. She caught her breath as she looked at it. It was black. The only black cock she had ever seen before was the one on the screen when she first came into the booth. She knew that she had never had a black one on the train and as she stared at it she wondered if it would taste different. She could see the veins pulsing and she reached down and touched it and felt it throb. She grasped it and stroked it several times and it didn't feel any different than any of the other cocks she'd had her hands on. She noticed the pre-cum on the head and she ran her thumb over the head and then brought it to her mouth and sucked on it. It seemed to taste the same as other pre-cum she had tasted. She might never have a chance like this again and honestly now, it would only be one more in a long line and it would satisfy her curiosity. She was already on her way to her knees when she caught herself. She let go of the black cock and rushed out of the booth and practically ran from the store to her car.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had spent more time in the adult bookstore than she had meant to and it was after one when she got home and saw the truck parked out front. Wouldn't you know it? They give you a three hour window of from one to four and if you stayed home waiting the would probably show up at a quarter to five with a ton of excuses, but leave the house and come back five minutes late and there they are waiting for you.
She got out of the car and headed for the front door and as she went up the front walk toward the porch she saw the rose bushes and her pussy tingled. She unlocked the front door just as the cable guy came up on the porch behind her.
"I've hooked up everything outside" he said, "I just need to do the inside stuff. Since you had the house wired for cable when it was built it shouldn't take me long."
She let him in the house, showed him where all the outlets were and then went back out to the car and started carrying the shopping into the house. She was carrying the last of the bags into the house when she tripped on the rug in the entry way. She managed to catch herself and kept from falling, but she dropped the bags she was carrying and when they hit the floor one of the broke open. It was the bag from the adult bookstore and the fake cock slid across the floor and stopped when it hit the shoe of the cable guy. He bent, picked it up and looked at it.
"Pretty real looking, isn't it?" he said as he stepped toward her and handed it to her. She just knew that her face had to be beet red as she took it from him. He bent and picked up the vibrator. He looked at it and then at her.
"Why does a gorgeous lady like you need two fakes? I can't believe you can't get enough of the real thing, not someone who looks as sexy as you do."
She just looked at him speechless, to embarrassed to speak. He handed her the vibrator and when she reached for it he took her wrist and pulled her to him. His mouth covered hers and his tongue pushed at her lips and parted them. She dropped the dildo and the vibrator and put both hands against his chest to push him away, but she just could not seem to summon the strength to do it.
His mouth was alive on hers and all she had to do to break the kiss was pull her head back from him and her brain sent the signal to her body to do it, but she didn't; she just stood there and let him kiss her. No, she was doing more than that - she was kissing him back. Her tongue pushed back at his. She was hot! She had been hot and horny all day. Her pussy had been wet before she left the house to go to the store and everything that happened after that had only made her hotter. The men at the store with their tented trousers, the thoughts she'd had while holding the cucumbers, the overheard comments at the bookstore, the eyes watching her as she got herself off with her fingers.
And the cocks, oh God yes, the cocks! She remembered the feel of them, hot and throbbing in her hand and the way the cum shot out of them and splattered on the floor. She remembered the last one, large and black, and how bad she had wanted to taste it. All those memories flooded her mind and her body was screaming for a cock. She felt the cable guy run a hand over her breasts and she moaned. Their tongues wrestled as his hands roamed over her body and she heard his zipper go down. Seconds later his hand took hold of her right wrist and he moved her hand to his hard cock. Instinctively she grasped it and started to stroke it. She felt his hand go under her sweatshirt and a second later he was toying with her left nipple.
"Let's take this to the bedroom" he said and his voice cut through the fog of her lust and reached her brain where it tripped the switch that brought her back from the edge of the lust pit she had been about to fall into. If he had just put his hands on her shoulders she would have sunk to her knees and taken him into her mouth. If he had just picked her up and carried her to the couch or the bedroom he would have had all the pussy he wanted. But the sound of his voice had pulled her out of the trance she had been in and she broke away from him.
"Please leave" she said as she backed away from him, "Please, just go."
He stared at her for a couple of seconds and then he snarled, "You fucking bitch!" and he turned and left the house slamming the door behind him.
She walked over to the door and locked it and then she gathered up her new ‘toys' and headed for her bedroom. She stripped off her jeans and thong and threw herself on to the bed. It would have to be the dildo because she wasn't going to waste the time it would take to find batteries for the vibrator. She moaned as it slid into her and then one hand was driving the cock and the other was rubbing her clit and she screamed as she came and came and came.
She lay there looking up at the ceiling and smiled. Definitely better than a hairbrush - much, much better. She got off the bed and took her new toys into the closet and hid them in one of her shoe boxes. No sense letting Rick see them and start thinking that he wasn't able to take care of her properly. She looked at her watch and saw that she was going to have to hurry if she was going to pick up the kids and get back in time to have dinner ready when Rick got home.
To be continued.
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Her tongue lovingly licked the cock. It swirled around the bulbous purple head and I tingled in anticipation. I could feel her eyes on mine as her hot mouth opened and engulfed the head of the cock. It took all of my will power not to burst out of the closet and rush to the bed to claim what was rightfully mine. Instead, I sat perfectly still and watched as my wife of twenty years sucked the cock of one of my coworkers - a coworker who thought I was miles away on an overnight business trip. Nancy's head bobbed up and down while her fingers massaged his balls and before very long Charlie grabbed her head in his hands and started thrusting up at her face. Nancy pushed his hands away, took her mouth from his cock and as I watched the saliva drip from her lips she laughed and said, "Not so fast - not so fast!" She moved her body and swung a leg over Charlie, and holding his cock at the entrance to her body she looked over at the closet as she slowly lowered herself onto the stiff pole. I ached for relief, but my hard cock had to be left untouched. I had promised I would not cum until I could take my sloppy seconds.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
You might be asking how a staid old married couple could find themselves in such a situation. I was in my closet because a $13.00 relay failed at, depending on your point of view, either the right or wrong time.
Some background - Nancy is forty-two, has shoulder length silky brown hair, hazel eyes and a body that some would call either voluptuous or pleasingly plump. Whatever you call it, it had no trouble generating hardons in most men - especially in the men who gathered at our house one night a month for a poker game. The location had rotated from home to home and was usually held at our house once every six weeks, but for the past six months due to such circumstances as divorce, death in the family, etc., there were only two of us who had enough room to host the game. As a result the game was being held at our house every other week.
On game nights Nancy would usually set up a snack buffet and then go out with her girl friends, or to the library, or see a movie. When she left I would usually pat her on the ass and say something like, "Tell whoever you pick up that he has to have you home by midnight" and she would chuckle as she went out the door. I thought I was being witty, but what I was doing was planting ideas in the heads of several guys who really wanted to fuck her. Looking back I remember one night when I made such a remark after Nancy was gone one of the guys asked, "She doesn't really pick up guys, does she?"
"Why?" I had responded, "Don't you think she could?"
"Hell no!" he said, "She could get anyone she wants.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the fateful night that changed our lives, Nancy did what she usually did. She covered the dining room table with a green table cloth, made a pot of coffee in the 30 cup urn, set out the snacks and checked to make sure there was enough ice on the beer. By the time all the guys had arrived she was ready to leave. She kissed me on the cheek and said, "Win baby -win."
I patted her on the ass and said, "Try not to hurt him too bad."
She gave the usual chuckle as she headed for the door, but that night, for the first time ever, she made a comment as she went out the door. Over her shoulder she said, "I'm not even sure his wife will let him come out and play tonight" and then she was gone. I saw the guy's exchange looks, but I didn't give it a thought.
About an hour into the game the phone rang. It was my swing shift foreman calling to tell me that one of the presses had broken down in the middle of a critical run. Since I was the On Call Manager for the weekend I was required to go back into work and to try and solve the problem. I explained the situation to the guys and told them to play on, no need to break up a good game, but I probably would not be home before they left. It took me thirty minutes to get to work and as soon as I walked in the door the foreman came up to me and told me he was just getting ready to call me and tell me not to come in. They had found a bad relay, replaced it and the machine was up and running again. I told him to have a nice weekend and I headed home.
Nancy's car was in the drive when I got home and I walked past it on the way into the garage to get some more beer. I was coming up the back porch step and I saw Nancy at the kitchen sink rinsing glasses. I was just about to open the door when I saw Norm come into the kitchen and walk up behind her; he had his cock out and he walked up behind Nancy, pressed his erect cock against her ass and reached around to grab her tits. Nancy laughed and said, "Harold! Stop that!"
Nancy thought it was me. Norm let go of her tits and pushed her forward over the sink as he lifted her skirt and all the while Nancy kept saying, "Stop that Harold - quit that."
Norm moved his knees between her legs causing them to spread. He pushed the crotch strap of her panties aside and positioned his cock to enter her; she must have been wet and ready because when Norm pushed forward his cock met almost no resistance.
"Oh God, that feels good," moaned Nancy, "but stop it honey, before your friends walk in on us."
Do not ask me why I didn't rush in and smack Norm in the mouth. Don't ask why I didn't just open the door and holler, "Hey! Stop that shit!" Don't ask - because I can't give you an answer. I don't know why I stood there and watched Norm fuck my wife any more than Nancy knew why she'd made the married man comment. All I knew is that I was frozen to the porch and my dick was getting very hard.
Nancy's feet were off the floor now and she was supporting herself by holding onto the sink. Norm had his rhythm going now and as he pumped in and out Nancy kept telling him to stop.
"Honey - you're going to embarrass me in front of your friends. Please stop baby, plea......oh, god that feels good."
Norm spoke for the first time; "Harold ain't here Babe. Just me - good ole Norm."
Nancy cried out, "Oh god, no. No. You can't do this. Stop it stop it, put me down damn you."
"Sure I can. I am doing this. You came home early so obviously your married man couldn't get out, but don't worry, ole Norm can give you what you want."
Just then Dave walked into the kitchen, "Norm, what's keeping...Damn. I got dibs on seconds."
Norm turned holding Nancy by her hips while still thrusting into her. Nancy, her hands no longer on the sink for support, fell forward and her hands caught Dave's shoulders. While Dave stood there and supported her weight he was busy pulling out his fast hardening cock. Norm was apparently starting to push some of Nancy's buttons because she stopped pleading with him to quit and her cries turned into a series of moans, "Oh god oh god oh god yes yes fuck me fuck me."
By now Dave's cock was fully erect and he stepped back. Once again, deprived of support, Nancy fell forward bending at the waist. Dave caught her by her shoulders and her hands went to the front of his thighs. Nancy's face was only inches from Dave's cock and for almost a minute she bounced on Norm's cock without moving her head, and then she slowly lowered her head and took Dave's cock in her mouth. Nancy rocked back and forth between them like a rag doll and then Dave said, "lets get more comfortable. Let's take her over to that chair" and he pointed at a chair by the kitchen table.
Norm nodded ok and let Nancy down on her feet. Taking Nancy by the hand Norm headed for the chair and Nancy meekly followed and when Norm pulled out the chair Nancy asked, "What are we going to do?"
Norm told her Dave was going to sit down on the chair and she was going to suck his cock while he fucked her from behind. While Dave was getting into position on the chair Nancy removed her panties and placed her hands on the arms of the chair. When Dave was ready she bent and her mouth engulfed his cock and it was at this point that my cock, which had been in my hand, erupted all over the screen door.
Norm stepped up behind Nancy, lined up his cock with her slit and drove into her just as Al and Sam came into the room.
"Jesus Christ, you guys. Why didn't you call us?"
While Al and Sam played with their cocks and argued about who would be next Norm picked up his tempo and dumped his load into Nancy. He pulled out and Sam, who had apparently won the argument, took his place. The next to cum (not counting Nancy who had probably cum at least twice by this point) was Dave. He grabbed Nancy's head and started to hump up at her and I saw white stuff leaking out of the corners of her mouth. Nancy lifted her face from Dave's lap and as he started to get up Al made as if to slide into his place. Nancy told him to wait and then told Sam to pull out so she could move. Next she had Sam sit down on the chair where she straddled him and lowered herself down onto his cock; she motioned Al forward and as his cock approached her mouth she said, "God, I haven't done anything like this since college. I'd forgotten how good a lot of cocks can be." Her words were cut off as Al's cock slipped between her lips.
My eyes popped wide open when I heard that remark. Nancy and I had met in college. We had dated for over two months before she had even let me touch her tits. And all the while she was taking on a 'lot of cocks'? Boy did I ever feel stupid. Sam was the next to cum and he was followed shortly by Al. When Al pulled himself from her mouth Nancy looked around, "Someone's missing. Where's Mike?"
"He went home an hour ago," said Al.
"Too bad. Maybe I'll get him next time!"
"Next time?" I thought, "There is going to be a next time?"
Norm said, "I'm ready to go again. Let's find someplace more comfortable."
Nancy said no. She said they had already pushed their luck and she needed to get cleaned up before I got home.
"When can we do this again?" asked Dave.
"Give me a couple of days," Nancy said, "and I'll call you and we can set something up."
That was my cue to get to my car and get it out of sight. I went to a local tavern and had a few beers and then called home to say I was on my way. "The guys still at it?"
"No," she said, they finished and left."
When I got home I came in through the kitchen and I noticed that the cum stains had been cleaned from the floor. Nancy was in bed freshly showered and as I came into the room she threw off the covers and said, "I hope you are ready Harold, because I am especially horny tonight."
As I slipped my dick into her I wondered what a cunt full of cum was going to feel like, but she must have douched because I didn't feel a thing. I can't even begin to tell how disappointed I felt.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three days later Nancy told me she had a bridal shower to go to and that I shouldn't wait up for her. I debated as to whether or not I should bring up what I'd seen and challenge her 'bridal shower' story, but in the end I didn't. The night went very slowly for me. I tried to read a book, but I couldn't stay focused on it. I turned on the TV, but it couldn't hold my interest. It seemed like every time I looked at the clock only a minute or two had passed. I finally went to bed. Staring at the ceiling I replayed the kitchen scene in my mind and I wondered how many she was with tonight. Surely those who had been at the poker game. Was Mike there this time?
I dozed off into a fit full sleep. The closing of the front door woke me. I glanced at the clock - 4:27 a.m. Nancy came quietly into the room trying not to wake me and was startled when I sat up in bed.
"Sorry Honey, I tried not to wake you."
I said nothing as I walked over to her, picked her up and carried her to the bed.
"Harold! What are you doing?"
I did not answer as I lifted her skirt and took in the lack of panties and the wet and matted cunt hair. I could see by her eyes that she knew I'd caught her.
"How many?" I asked. She made no reply and just looked at me with the look of a kid who had just been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. "How many?" I asked again. I could see tears welling in her eyes.
"I saw you in the kitchen the other night. You fucked four guys. How many tonight?" She started crying. "Nancy, there is no need for you to cry. Look at this." And I took her hand and placed it on my hard aching cock." "Is this the sign of someone upset?" I let go of her hand, but it stayed on my dick. "How many?" In a halting voice she said, "Seven.
"How many times?"
Her hand was now stroking my cock and with a little more assurance in her voice she said, "At least twice each. It was probably more."
I rolled over on top of her and as my cock found the entrance to her cum soaked cunt I asked "Who?" She hesitated. "Who Nancy? I want to know who!" I was starting to slowly fuck her and on each down stroke I asked, "Who?"
She started to respond Her arms came up around my neck.
"Who?" as I drove down.
"Al" she said.
"Who?"
"Sam."
"Who?"
"Dave."
"Who?"
"Norm."
"Who?"
"Mike."
"Who?"
"Mike's brother."
"Who?" No answer. "Who?" Still no answer. "That's only six Nancy. Who is number seven?" No answer. "Come on Nancy. I have to know."
"Oh God, you're going to hate me. I'm just a stupid slut."
"Who Nancy, who?"
"Alright damn you - it was the bell hop!"
"The bell hop?"
"Yes! The fucking bell hop. They ordered booze from room service and I fucked the bell hop for his tip!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I fucked her until I was exhausted. I gave her a passionate kiss and then fell into a deep sleep. When I awoke Nancy was next to me in bed, lying on her side, head resting on her elbow, just watching me.
"What now?" she asked.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean what now. What happens to us now?"
I looked at her for a moment. "What do you want to happen?"
"Nothing. I love you. The other night was an accident. It wasn't my fault!"
"I know" I said, I saw that you didn't start it, but when Norm set you down on your feet you didn't try to get away. Nancy hung her head and weakly said, "I know."
"Tell me about it."
Nancy looked at me as if she was trying to make up her mind about something and then she took a deep breath. "Before I met you I was the campus slut. My cousin took my cherry at eighteen and I found that I loved to fuck, anyone who could get a date with me had a sure thing. Then, one night at a frat party I had two much to drink and I did it with two guys - at the same time. I loved it. Before long I was the campus slut. Three, four, six - it didn't matter. I couldn't get enough cock. Then I met you. One look into your eyes and I knew you were the man I wanted to spend my life with. I stopped going out on dates; I wouldn't return phone calls; I turned down invitations to parties and I stopped going to my old haunts.
"I concentrated on being the 'little miss goodie two-shoes' I thought you wanted and I prayed to God that you would never find out what a whore I had been. The day you asked me to marry you was the happiest day of my life and since that day I have not looked at, touched, or thought of another man. Until that night. It wasn't my fault. I tried to get away from Norm, but I had no leverage, and when he spun around and my head fell to the level of Dave's cock and I saw it there waiting for me a switch tripped in my head - it turned off Nancy the good wife, and it turned on Nancy the slut. I meant it when I said I'd forgotten how good a lot of cocks could be.
"What about last night?"
"I don't know. I honestly don't know. I did not intend to. When Al called and said they had things set up I told him I was not interested. Then Norm called and said if I didn't go through with it he would see to it that word got around about what I'd done. I told him to go to hell. The day before yesterday Dave and Mike came by. Dave said he'd heard that I wasn't going to do them again, but they had all told Mike about what had happened and how I'd promised to do him next time. He said Mike had really been looking forward to it and it didn't seem fair that I let him down. Dave said if I would take care of Mike he would see to it that the others didn't find out. I ended up fucking the both of them all afternoon. Yesterday I caved in to Norm's threats and you know the rest.
Unaccountably, I was rock hard again so I rolled over toward her and she opened her legs to receive me. As we fucked I kept asking her questions, "Did they ask you to do it again?" No answer. "Did they ask you to do it again?" Still no answer. "Did they ask you to do it again?"
"Yesss" she hissed up at me as she had an orgasm.
"Are you going to?"
"No!"
"Do you want to?"
She turned her head away from me. "Do you want to?" Still no answer. "Do you want to?"
"YES!" she cried, "God damn you! Yes! Yes! I want to!" and she had her second orgasm as I pumped my sperm into her.
I rolled off of her and lay staring at the ceiling. "Well, we have established a few things here. One, you love doing it; Two, you want to do it again."
"No!" She said, "I am not going to do it again!"
I turned to look at her, "Not even if I ask you to?"
She stared at me in disbelief. "You would ask me to do that? Fuck other men? I don't believe you. You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am. Watching you through the kitchen window that night gave me the most intense hardon that I've ever had in my life. We know now that I want to watch you do it and we know that you want to do it. The only question now, is will you do it?"
She looked at me long and hard. "You really do want me to fuck other men while you watch?" I nodded my head yes. She came into my arms, "Ok baby, you want it - you got it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I called and begged off of the next poker game and sent Nancy off to a 'bridal shower' on that night. My poker buddies have made several afternoon visits to my house while they think I'm at work, but I'm in the house watching. I have introduced Nancy to several business associates and coworkers at lunches and social gatherings and quite a few have managed to find their way into our bed. I've missed the last several poker games and somehow Nancy always has some where to go on that night. Nancy and I have talked about my becoming an active participant and some day I probably will, but for now I am content with being a watcher.
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I sat there stunned as my wife moved out onto the dance floor with the man. Had I really heard her right or had I had too much to drink and it was confusing what the words coming from her actually were?
It was Friday night and Sally's birthday and we were out celebrating. We went to the Landing Strip and settled down for an evening of drinking and dancing. Well, drinking for me, drinking and dancing for Sally. A land mine during the First Gulf War had put and end to my tripping the light fantastic, but Sally loved to dance so I sucked it up, put a lid on my jealous nature and let her dance with whomever asked.
Sally was in a good mood and I had thought that was a good thing since things hadn't been going all that well for us lately. But the bomb she had just laid on me told me that her good mood wasn't good for me, not even a little bit. Even if she didn't follow through on what she'd said the fact that she had said it was not going to go away.
+++++
The Gulf War had given me another problem besides my bad leg. It had given me some form of erectile dysfunction that the doctors just couldn't seem to nail down. They could find no physical reason for the problem so they were assuming that it was mental, but so far the head doctors hadn't found anything either. From the way they talked I got the impression that I was the only known case of whatever it was that I had.
The problem was that the condition came and went. I would have hard ons galore for seven or eight months and then one morning I would get up and Mr. Happy wouldn't. Blow jobs, porn movies and even the sexy big titted babes at the strip joint couldn't get me up. For two or three months my cock would lie dormant and then one day I would wake up with 'morning wood' and for the next eight or ten months I would be fine.
This had been going on for the last ten years and I had pretty much adjusted to the fact that every eight months or so I was going to go 'out of service' for two or three months and while my wife Sally wasn't happy about she too learned to live with it. We managed fine for a little over nine years and then things got bad. The eight months of good times ended and the out of service time began, but this time it lasted longer than two or three months.
It had been fourteen months now since I had last been able to meet Sally's needs. The last eight months had been really bad. Sally was constantly irritable and she found fault with everything I did. She would light into me over some little thing and then the next day she would apologize and not an hour later she would be on me for something else. I knew what was wrong; I know why she was being the way she was and I did my best to ride with it, but I'm only human and every once in a while I would bark back at her and then things would be really chilly around the house for a while. We were in one of those cold periods when I decided to take Sally out dancing for her birthday.
+++++
It started out well. We were not strangers at the Landing Strip and quite a few of the regulars knew the circumstances behind my sitting and sipping my drink while Sally danced the night away. So it was no surprise when as soon as we sat down a guy showed up to ask Sally to dance. The first hour went by and things went as they usually did with Sally being almost constantly on the dance floor and then things began to change a bit. I noticed that she was dancing most of the dances with the same three guys. And then I began to notice some things that I hadn't noticed till then. Things like how close she was dancing with them, where their hands were and how she was responding. She wasn't doing anything to stop them or slow them down.
The set ended and the band took their break and I waited for Sally to come back to our table so I could ask her what she thought she was doing. But Sally didn't come back to our table, she went and sat at the table with the three guys she had been dancing with. They were soon laughing and talking. I saw one of the men place a hand pretty high up on her leg and she didn't push it away, but she did turn and look at me and smile an evil little smile. After several minutes she got up and walked over to our table and said:
"I don't think I'll be going home with you tonight."
"What?"
"My friends want to party with me and since you can't I've decided to do it."
She turned and walked back to the three men and the band started playing again and she pulled one of them up and moved out onto the dance floor. I sat there and watched her and wondered if she'd lost her mind. The song ended and she and the guy went back to the table and sat down. When I saw the man she had just danced with run his hand up under her skirt I'd had enough. I got up and walked over to the table and told Sally we were leaving and to grab her purse.
"I told you I'm not going home with you. My friends want to party with me, right guys?"
They all smiled and I said, "Okay, your choice." I reached over her shoulder and picked up her purse, opened it and took out her key ring. I dropped the purse in her lap, took the key ring and removed the house key from it and dropped the rest of the keys on top of her purse and walked away from her as she was saying:
"What are you doing? Why did you do that?"
I didn't answer her and I walked out of the bar. I got in the car, started it and waited about five minutes to see if she would come running out. When she didn't I moved the car across the street and parked in the supermarket parking lot and settled down to watch the bar parking lot.
Maybe five minutes later Sally came out and walked through the lot looking for me and when she didn't find me she walked back into the bar. Half an hour later she came out with one of the guys she had been sitting with and they got into a car. I expected to see it start up and pull out of the lot so the man could run Sally home, but nothing happened. I couldn't see into the car from where I was parked so I kept sitting there and watching.
After maybe twenty minutes the man got out of the car and went back into the bar and minutes later a second man from the table came out and went to the car. Twenty minutes went by and then I saw him go back into the bar and the third man come out. By then I knew what was going on, but as they say, seeing is believing.
I gave him a minute or two and then I got out of the car and walked across the street to the bar parking lot and moved to where I thought I could see what was going on without being noticed. I found a spot behind the car parked next to them where I could see and hear. I heard Sally's voice and I could see she was naked from the waist down. She was bent over the man and was sucking his cock. She slurped on him for a couple of minutes and then they changed positions. She got on her back and spread her legs wide and waited. The man maneuvered between her legs and then worked his cock into her as she cried out:
"That's it, fuck me, fuck your whore, fuck me hard."
I could see his ass rising and falling and hear the 'slap, slap, slap' of flesh meeting flesh. I watched for maybe ten minutes and then he said:
"I'm gonna cum."
"Not in me, not in me, you guys promised that you wouldn't cum in me."
The guy pulled out of her and shot his wad all over her stomach. Sally leaned forward and licked his cock clean.
"Who do you want next?"
"No one baby, at least not tonight. I've got to get cleaned up and then you have to run me home."
"You going to be all right?"
"He'll be pissed, but I can handle him."
"When can we do this again?"
"Give me a call at work and I'll see about taking a long lunch hour. Now come on. I really do need to get home."
+++++
I went back to my car, drove home and made sure that the house was locked up tight, windows and doors, and then I sat back and waited. About a half-hour went by and a car pulled into the drive, I heard a door slam and a minute later the front door rattled as Sally tried to open it. A minute later the same thing happened at the back door. Another minute went by and then the doorbell rang. I ignored it and it rang again and then again. Finally Sally started pounding on the door and I got up and went and opened it.
"What do you want?"
"I want to come in."
"I don't think so. I don't have any room in my house for a cheating bitch."
"What the are you talking about?"
"Just leave Sally. Go and party with your new friends."
"Oh come on baby, all I did was try some shock therapy on you. I thought maybe that might get you back to functioning again."
"Nice try Sally, but I don't believe you. I'll move your shit out of the house and into the driveway tomorrow" and I started to close the door on her.
"Let me in damn it!"
"No Sally, I am not letting you in."
"Where am I supposed to go this time of night?"
"Not my problem Sally. You were the one who said you weren't coming home with me. Go find your three friends; maybe they will let you stay with them."
I closed the door in her face and went into the living room and sat down to wait for the next act. Sally beat on the door, cussed and hollered until the neighbors got tired of the racket and called the cops. They knocked on the door and asked me what the problem was and I told them I'd locked her out for cheating on me with other men. Sally loudly denied cheating on me and the cops asked me to let her in and then work on the problem come daylight.
"The only way she is getting into this house is with a court order."
The cop shrugged and told Sally it was a civil matter and she would need to get an attorney. Then they offered to drop her at a motel. She said okay and they left.
Everything to that point was an act to buy time. Now that Sally was gone I figured that I had until noon the next day to do what I was going to do. By seven I had cancelled all of our credit cards, by nine I had cleaned out all the checking and savings accounts and by ten I had rented a U-Haul truck. By twelve I had everything I wanted moved out of the house and placed in storage and by one I was checked into a motel on the other side of town.
The house was mortgaged to the hilt with a first and second mortgage so Sally could have it for all that I cared. I wouldn't make any more payments on it and she didn't make enough at her job to make the payments so it would end up going into foreclosure. That would hurt my credit, but before it happened I would trade in the car on a new one, get a couple of credit cards in my name only and my credit check would still show good when I found an apartment to rent.
Sally called my cell half a dozen times on Saturday, but I didn't take the calls. She got through to me once by using a number I didn't recognize, but as soon as I heard her voice I hung up on her. She called me eleven times Sunday and I ignored her. Monday when I got off work I found her sitting on the hood of my car when I got to the parking lot. She started right in on me.
"Don't you think that you are being just a little unreasonable?"
"No I don't. Actually I'm quite proud of the way I handled it. I didn't get violent at all."
"You had no reason to get violent and you had no reason to lock me out of the house. I didn't do anything. All I did was try to see if I could jog something that would get you back in operation. I was desperate baby. Fourteen months with no sex was killing me. Maybe what I tried to do seems a little drastic too you, but I swear to you honey, I did not do anything with those guys."
"Sorry Sally, but I don't believe you."
"You said you were going to put my things out in the driveway."
"I changed my mind. I moved out of the house; you can have it."
"You moved out? Why did you do that? When?"
"Saturday. I moved out because the house is too big for me to live in alone."
"Why didn't you answer my calls and tell me that instead of letting of letting me waste money on a motel room that I can't afford?"
"I didn't take your calls because I didn't want to talk to you and I don't care if you can afford motel rooms or not."
"We can't settle this if we don't talk."
"As far as I'm concerned it is settled. You stuck it to me and now you can color me gone."
She stared at me for a couple of moments and then said, "I can see that I'll have to leave you alone for a couple of days so you can cool down. I'll call you on Wednesday" and she turned to leave.
I smiled as I thought, "Oh no you won't missy, you'll be calling me a lot sooner than that. Two hours later my cell phone rang. I looked at the display and saw it was Sally. I'd been expecting the call so I answered:
"What do you want?"
"What did you do? The motel won't accept my credit cards. They say I'm being declined."
"No surprise there since I cancelled them all so I wouldn't be responsible for your debts. I wouldn't write them a check either if I were you."
"Why? What did you do?"
"Cleaned out the checking account."
"What am I supposed to do?"
"To quote Clark Gable, "Frankly, I don't give a damn!" and I hung up on her.
Monday evening I found an apartment close to work and Tuesday I moved in. My cell rang constantly Tuesday and most of Wednesday and I finally turned it off. Wednesday when I got off work I found Sally waiting for me in the parking lot again.
"Have you calmed down yet? Can we put this silly misunderstanding behind us? Come on home honey, it is where you belong."
"No misunderstanding on my part Sally. I understood you perfectly when you said you weren't going home with me and when I left, sure enough, you didn't leave with me."
"What do I have to do to convince you that I didn't do anything?"
"I don't know. Maybe you could ask your three friends to come see me, look me in the eye and then tell me that nothing happened."
"I don't know where to find them. They were just guys I met at the bar."
I knew better, I'd heard her tell one of them to call her at work and I knew that since he had nailed her once he would be calling her to see if he could get some more, but I said, "Not my problem Sally. You made the mess, you clean it up."
I got in my car and drove away.
+++++
Three weeks went by with Sally calling me almost daily trying to get me to come home and every day I said the same thing.
"I haven't heard from your lovers yet."
"God damn it! They are not and never were my lovers."
"Okay then, I still haven't heard from your one night stands" and I'd hang up.
It was the Thursday of the fifth week since I'd moved out when she called me and told me that she had finally found them. Bill is a long-haul trucker and he is on a run right now and won't be back for two weeks. Art is out of town working on a construction project and won't be back for another three or maybe four weeks. The only one I could get in touch with was Dan. Where can we meet?"
"It started at the Landing Strip so I'll meet him there."
"What time do you want us to be there?"
"Just him Sally. I don't want you there sending him signals when I ask questions. Tell him to make it tomorrow at eight."
+++++
The next night at eight I was sitting at a table when he came in. He was the one I had watched fuck Sally. He looked around, saw me and headed for the table and sat down. The waitress was there as soon as he was so he ordered and said:
"I understand that you and your wife are having problems."
"You could say that."
"She says you wanted to talk to me."
"Wrong. What I told her was that I didn't believe her story and she asked me how she could prove to me that she wasn't lying. I told her that if she could get the three of you to look me straight in the eye and back up her story I might, just might, listen to her. So, I don't want to talk to you, she wants you to talk to me."
"Same thing."
"All depends on your point of view."
"So what do we do?"
"I want you to look me right in the eye and tell me what happened."
"Not much. She told us you were having an argument and she wanted to rub your nose the wrong way to piss you off. I guess she did that huh?"
"Go on."
"That's it. She told you she wasn't going home with you and that she was going to party with us. You left. We had a few more drinks, danced a couple of more dances and then I ran her home."
"That's it?"
"That's all of it."
And he said it all with a straight face. If I hadn't seen him with my own eyes I would probably have believed him.
"That help any?"
"I've still got to talk to the other two."
"Why? They will just say the same thing."
"All I know is what you are telling me you saw. Now that I've heard your story I'll have questions for the other two. I'll talk to them separate and ask each of them different questions and then compare stories. If I can convince myself that Sally didn't cheat we can start talking again. Thanks for stopping by."
"Glad to be of help."
I headed on back to my apartment and before I got there my cell went off and when I answered it was Sally.
"Did you talk to him?"
"Yes."
"And?"
"And what?"
"Are you going to come home?"
"Not yet. I still have the other two to talk to yet."
"Come on honey, they are going to say the same thing, nothing happened."
"I still have to talk to them. Maybe Dan is a practiced liar and he was able to fool me and maybe the other two aren't as good at lying and I'll be able to tell."
"Honey, I need you to come home. Things are going to hell without you here. I got a notice from the mortgage company that we are behind on the house payment. I don't make enough to make the payments on the house and keep the phone, lights and gas turned on. You need to come home baby; we need to put this mess behind us. You keep playing this game baby, and we could end up losing the house."
"All things you should have thought of Sally, when you were playing your games. I would have thought that you would have known me well enough to know how I would respond to what you did. I keep telling you Sally, you made this mess and you get to be the one to clean it up. I told you what you had to do to try and clean it up. Until I talk to the other two guys nothing is going to change. Don't bother calling me again until you have the other two available for me to talk with.
+++++
It was three weeks before she called me and told me Bill was back in town and I told her to have him meet me at the Strip the next night at eight. I met Bill and it was a repeat of my meeting with Dan except Bill couldn't lie for shit. I listened to what he had to say, acted like I believed it, finished my beer and went on home to my apartment. I was no sooner in the door and Sally was on the phone.
"Are you going to come home now?"
"I still have one more to talk to. Let me know when you have him available" and I hung up on her.
One week later she called me and told me that Art, the last of the three was back and I made arrangements to meet him two nights later at the Landing Strip. I got the same story from him that I got from Bill and Dan and he was no better a liar than Bill, but I let on as if he had convinced me that they really hadn't done anything. I wasn't even out of the bar parking lot when Sally had me on the phone.
"Are you satisfied now?"
"I guess. They are either very good liars, or you really didn't do anything. I just need one more thing."
"What?"
"I need you to go get tested for STDs. I'm not taking any chances."
"Damn it, you are being totally unreasonable."
"Maybe so Sally, but it is my life and I'm not going to gamble with it. Get tested and then call me.
Sally called me two weeks later and told me she had the lab results and I told her to fax them to me. She did and the tests said she was clean, but I knew that HIV could take six or eight months to show up. I could milk things for several more months, but I didn't want to run things out that long. Ten minutes after I received the fax she called me and asked me if I'd gotten it and I said that I had.



"Please come home."
"Give me a day or two to think on it."
"We are running out of time. I've got overdue notices from both the first and second mortgage companies. We are already two months behind on the first."
"I get the feeling Sally that you don't really want me so much as you want a bill payer back in the house."
"That's not true. I miss you and I need you with me. Life sucks with you gone."
"Then a day or two for me to finally get my head together isn't going to hurt, now is it? Call me on Tuesday."
I spent the weekend on the beach watching all the little honeys run around in their skimpy bikinis and Good God Almighty, Mr. Happy was back!
+++++
Sally called me on Tuesday, "Are you coming home?"
"Yes, I'll come home. I've got a busy week here at work so I won't be able to do it until the weekend. I'll be there Saturday."
"Thank God! I'll make it up to you baby, I swear to God I'll make it up to you."
The rest of the week went fast and Friday I packed a bag, turned my cell phone off and spent another weekend at the beach. I turned my cell back on when I got to work on Monday and it was no sooner on than I got a call from Sally.
"What happened? Where were you?"
"I went to the beach this weekend."
"You said you were coming home."
"Yeah, well, I thought about that and I decided I need one more thing to set my mind to rest."
"What now for God's sake?"
"It has been what, a little over three months since you told me to go on home alone so you could party with your three friends? I think I want to wait six more months and make sure you don't have a baby."
There was silence on the other end for several seconds and then she said:
"You bastard. Why are you doing this to me?"
"What? Wanting to make sure that you aren't pregnant? I'm doing that for me Sally, not for you. I've got to get back to work" and I disconnected.
I smiled and pushed a preset number and when the other party answered I told them I was ready.
+++++
That night when I got off work I found a very angry Sally waiting for me in the parking lot.
"What the fuck is this?" she yelled waving a handful of papers at me.
"What is what Sally?"
"These divorce papers. What the fuck are you doing?"
"Stupid question Sally, especially since you have the answer to your question right there in your hand. I'm divorcing you. The papers say irreconcilable differences but we both know the real reason is infidelity, don't we?"
"Damn it, I didn't do anything. Why can't you get that through your head?"
"Because I know you are lying through your teeth Sally. I didn't just leave and go home that night. I moved the car across the street, parked and waited to see what you would do. I watched you do those three assholes in that car. I was standing there watching and listening. I was there when Dan asked you when he could do you again and I heard you tell him to call you at work and you would arrange a long lunch hour."
Her face paled and I saw her finally accept that she was busted.
"So if you knew why didn't you say something so we could have worked things out?"
"What's to work out Sally?"
"Honey, it was a mistake. A big mistake, and a stupid one. But it didn't mean anything. None of those three clowns meant anything to me. I love you and you should know it. I didn't think you would really leave me there. I knew you would be outside waiting for me and a couple of minutes after you left I came out to get in the car with you. I looked all over the parking lot and I couldn't believe it when I didn't find you there. I went back inside and tried to talk the guys into giving me a ride home, but they said they wouldn't unless I had a couple more drinks and danced some more with them.
"Honey, I hadn't been laid in over fourteen months and I was hurting. Add to that too much to drink and I did a stupid thing. And yes, I told Dan he could call me at work, but I didn't mean it. I had to stay on his good side until he gave me a ride home. I didn't keep in touch with any of them honey, that's why it took me so long to get to them to get them to talk to you.
"I've regretted it every minute of every day since. Honest to God baby, I'm sorry and I'll do anything to make it up to you. I know now that trying to shock you was a stupid idea, but that is all I set out to do honey, please, you have to believe me."
"It doesn't matter anymore Sally. You fucked three guys after telling me to take off without you and I'll never forget that. Even if I could forgive, I could never forget and I would see it in my mind every time I saw you and there isn't anyway I can live with that."
"So if you had already decided that you were going to kick me to the curb why did you put me through the last three months?"
"I had to do something to get back at you. I needed to string you along long enough to see to it that you got hosed in the divorce."
"Hosed? What does that mean?"
"This is a no fault state Sally. That means that in a divorce all property gets split 50/50. All we have is the house and I've drug things out long enough that unless you can quickly find yourself a sugar daddy the house will go into foreclosure. Fifty percent of nothing is nothing Sally. But hey, you still have your three asshole buddies you can party with so it isn't a total loss. Take care Sally and have a nice life. Hope I never see you again."
I got in my car and drove off.
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The rest of the week flew by as she hadn't seen the kids in almost a week and there were games to play and stories to be read. And there were the nights; nights when Rick was reduced to a quivering wreck.
But even though the rest of the week was fun and family time there was always a little of the 'new' Kathleen awake and in her mind and it was kept awake by two rose bushes that she saw everyday. When had he planted them? What had she been doing while he was outside digging the holes? Was she inside the house at the time? Alone? Could he have come inside and taken her then? She shivered at the thought.
And then there was the thought that had come to her as she had been lying on her bed pounding her pussy with her new dildo: Was her obsession with the cocks of nameless men a hidden desire on her part to have The Watcher? Was he not the ultimate faceless man? Would the day he finally made good on his promise (and she had no doubt that he would) be the end of her new found sexuality or simply a new beginning? Would putting a face to the form in the window put an end to her playing with the cocks of faceless men?
True, she had said she was going to put that behind her once she was moved into the new house, but she was in the new house and the adult bookstore still had happened. Not only had it happened, but she had not even gotten clear of the stores parking lot before she had thought about going back some day.
+++++
One of the things that the move made more difficult was Saturdays. The kids still had seven more weeks to go on their dance classes and nine more weeks before their swimming lessons ended. She still had to get them to dance and pick them up at the pool which meant that she needed to leave the house forty minutes earlier. That wasn't really all that big of a deal, but where it got sticky for Kathleen was that the extra forty minutes or so of travel time coming home, combined with the fact that the course where Rick played golf was closer to the new house than the old, meant that Rick would be home when she got there. That meant that even though she could leave the house dressed to tease at the store when she went shopping, she could not come home that way. She was going to have to find someplace to change after she left the store, but before she picked up the kids.
And she was going to dress to tease. She had given up Billy and Todd, and she wasn't riding the train anymore, but she wasn't, just was not going to give up the feeling she got when she strolled through the store letting men look up her skirt and look down her blouse.
She really didn't need to go shopping that weekend since she had gotten most of what she needed on Thursday. What she did need though, was the feeling she got when she saw the tented pants she left in her wake. She dropped the kids off at dance and drove over to the Wal-Mart parking lot and parked toward the end of the lot. She enjoyed the walk into the store almost as the walk through the store. She smiled as she remembered the man who couldn't take his eyes off of her and ran his cart into the side of a parked car. She also liked the dirty looks she got from the other women as their husbands and boyfriends stared at her.
She did her usual, slowly walking the aisles and stopping in the aisles where men and boys were shopping and bending over to take things off the bottom shelf. Her short skirt would ride up and if the males were lucky they got to see her thong. Her low cut blouse would hang open and show her breasts, totally unfettered by a bra. Several men unobtrusively followed her through the store and she would stop now and then and do something that would cause them to strain their eyes and then she would smile to herself and move on to the next aisle.
She was in "Women's Shoes" when a man came up to her. "How much for a blow job?" he asked.
"What?"
"You heard me. You have to be a hooker. No one else would dress and behave like you do. How much for a blow job?"
At first she was offended, almost outraged, but then she thought, "Isn't that just like I've been behaving?" and she decided to go along.
"Depends honey. You want it here in the store or outside in your
car or are you going to spring for a motel room?"
"What's the difference?"
"This time of day outside in your car might be risky. Some bluenose might see us and call the cops. Likewise here in the store. The only place to do it would be the changing rooms and the clerks in the area might notice and call security who would probably call the cops. When it is risky the price goes up. Price would go down if we went to a motel room, but then you would have the cost of the room on top of whatever I might want so it could be a wash."
"So how much for risky and how much for a room?"
"Oh come on honey, you know I'm not going to commit to anything until I know you aren't a cop."
"How do I prove that?"
"Follow me over to the changing rooms."
She walked away from the man and went over to the changing rooms and he followed. On the way she grabbed a pair of pants off a rack and when they got to the booths she handed the pants to the man and in front of the attendant she said:
"Try these on honey; I think they will look good on you."
As they walked toward the end booth she whispered, "When you go inside leave the door open so I can see. Take out your cock and stroke it a couple of times for me. No cop would do that."
The man went into the booth, unzipped and took out his cock. It was limp, but as he stroked it it began to come to life and soon it was hard and erect. "Are you satisfied I ain't no cop?"
"Yes, I'm satisfied."
"So, how much for a blow job?"
"Here in the booth or in your car two hundred. In a motel room one fifty and you pay for the room."
"What? Are you crazy? I can get it for fifty bucks over on 12th street."
"Then I guess that is where you need to go" and she turned and walked away leaving him standing there with his cock hanging out.
She loaded her groceries into the Suburban, got in and headed for the pool to pick up the kids. She stopped at a gas station and after filling the Suburban she went into the restroom to change. She was hot! The trip through the store and then the encounter with the man had her almost dripping and she sat down on the toilet and began fingering herself. Fucking her hot pussy with her fingers, rubbing her clit while thinking of actually being on her knees sucking off that man in the changing booth got her off in only minutes. She washed her hands, changed out of her "slut suit" and headed off to pick up the kids. That night she pretty much destroyed Rick.
+++++
She hated the first day back to school after a little time off. It didn't matter if it was spring break, summer vacation, Christmas break or something as short as a one or two day teacher's conference, it always took the students one or two days to get their heads back into having to be there. She smiled to herself as she thought that she wasn't helping matters much - at least for the boys who sat in the front row in front of her desk.
Her desk was one of the few desks in the school that didn't have a modesty panel. Before her transformation in the hotel room the lack of a modesty panel on the front of her desk meant nothing since she usually wore pants suits to class. Since that night in the hotel room when her exhibitionistic tendencies were awakened she had taken to wearing skirts and dresses to work. That meant that whoever was sitting directly in front of her desk could look up under her skirt and see what ever it was that she chose to display. She could control what the boys saw by how much she let her skirt ride up when she sat down and how she positioned her legs.
Luckily, she was assigned one of the "short" rooms. Most of the rooms had platforms in the front of the room which raised the teacher and the blackboards so that those in the back rows could better see what was going on. The rooms without the platforms were referred to as "short" rooms. If she were in one of the rooms with a platform - a "tall" room - she couldn't do what she was doing because then the entire class would be able to see up her dress. In a short room only those in the front row and directly in front of her desk could get a look.
The problem of how to make sure that she got boys instead of girls in the front seat was solved by a couple of girls. The two were constantly disrupting the class by whispering and passing notes to each other and so she announced she was going to have assigned seating from then on so she could separate the cliques and knots of friends. Somehow it seemed that boys ended up in the seats directly in front of her. She was careful in her selection of who got to sit in front of her. She picked the boys who appeared to be shy and who the girls didn't pay much attention to. She did not want one of the more experienced boys sitting in front of her and maybe getting ideas.
For her it was all about exhibitionism, about teasing and nothing else. She had seen the photos of female teachers being led away in handcuffs because of sexual affairs with students and she did not want to become one of them Granted, most of them were caught playing around with younger boys and not the eighteen year olds she had in her class, but a student was a student. Teasing, but no, absolutely no touching. As long as she kept it to teasing the worst that could happen is that she might be called into the office and told that she needed to be a little more modest in her manner of dress. Then she would gasp and say, "I had no idea. Oh Lord, I am so mortified" and then go back to wearing her pant suits. No, she would be fine. Some boys were going to get a treat and she would get her thrill and then go home and fuck Rick to death.
+++++
It was her fourth hour and she had just given the class a pop quiz. While the students chewed on their #2 pencils and tried to think of the answers she sat at the desk and looked out over the class. She looked from boy to boy and wondered which of them had gotten hard ons looking at her and thinking about her. She knew that several of them had because she had seen the tents in their trousers.
Her eyes settled on Frank Dinsmore. She had given him a woody several times and that was back before she decided to tease. She had held him after class to discuss an essay he had turned in. She was sitting at her desk and he was standing next to her and she could see that he was doing his best to look down her blouse without being obvious about it. The top she was wearing that day allowed him to see the upper slopes of her breasts and out of the corner of her eye she had seen the lump grow in his trousers. She remembered wishing that she had gone bra less that day.
Sam Barkley in the back row was another one she knew she had made stiff a time or two. She had asked him to stay and help her move some desks one afternoon and before they were done she saw that his pants had bulged a good bit. She remembered thinking that Sam must have been pretty well endowed if the size of the lump in his jeans meant anything. She also remembered wondering if he would have bent her over her desk and taken her if she had been brave enough to make the offer.
She was looking forward to the end of the hour. She had already asked Thomas Sutler to help her move some books during the break between her fourth hour and her final class of the day. She had chosen Thomas because she had noticed him trying to look up her dress and she had seen the lump in his jeans. She smiled to herself as she thought of how hard she was going to try to make him burst through his pants. Thomas had helped her before but that had been back before she had been changed by her night in the hotel room.
+++++
The school was an old one, built during the days following World War Two and when it had been built they had built floor to ceiling bookshelves into the room. These shelves had accumulated books over the years and she had never understood why the books hadn't all been moved to the library, but they hadn't and they collected dust. It didn't seem as though any of the custodial staff figured dusting the books was part of their job description so she had taken on the duty herself.
She got a ladder from Jim, the day custodian, and when Thomas got there she climbed the ladder, took the books off of the top shelf and handed them down to him. Once the top shelf was cleared she wiped the shelf down with a dust rag and then got off the ladder and wiped down the books. When the books were all wiped clean she went back up the ladder and had Thomas start handing the books up to her.
Thomas was maybe two feet from the ladder when they started and she watched out of the corner of her eye as each time he handed her some books he moved closer to the bottom of the ladder until he was standing right at the bottom looking up. She knew he could see up her skirt and she pretended not to notice as she took the books he handed her. As she set the books back on the top shelf she felt that little tingle that told her that her pussy was getting wet. She was turned on knowing that the boy was seeing her panties and she wondered if they had a wet spot on the crotch band and if so, did Thomas know that he was the cause? She knew he was excited because she could see the bulge in his trousers.
She was so turned on knowing that her could see her panty covered pussy, but couldn't touch it that she just had to stop what they were doing so she could go to the bathroom and masturbate. She asked Thomas if he could help her the next day and he said he could and she thanked him and as soon as he was gone she rushed to the women's bathroom and fingered herself to a powerful orgasm. She cleaned herself up and then hurried back to her room for her final class of the day.
The next day she was still so wired about what she had done with Thomas that she spent most of the day thinking about what she was going to do again that afternoon. At the end of her fourth hour she went to the bathroom and removed her panties and put them in her purse. That afternoon started out much the same as the previous day had with Thomas standing just a little away from the ladder, but as he had the day before he inched closer and closer to the ladder until he was at the very bottom and looking up. She saw him looking, but again pretended that she didn't. She could see his hard on throbbing inside his trousers and she knew he could see her pussy so open and with the lips swollen with desire and she adjusted her stance on the ladder to spread her legs wider to give him a better look and she overbalanced and the ladder wobbled. Thomas stuck out his hand to keep her from falling and he touched her leg just as she moved down a step and his hand slid up her leg to come to rest on her bare pussy.
She froze!
"Oh my God," she thought, "A student actually has his hand on my pussy."
That thought galvanized her into action and she scrambled back up the ladder just as Thomas jerked his had away. As soon as Thomas had his hand clear she hurried down the ladder. Thomas was trying to stammer out an apology and while she was turned on almost to the point of screaming she tried to settle Thomas down.
"It wasn't your fault Thomas; it was strictly an accident. And you did keep me from falling so I thank you for that. But you know that we have to keep what happened here to ourselves. We could both be in trouble if anyone ever found out that you touched me, even accidentally. Do you understand?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Good. I think we had better stop for the day. I need to settle my nerves before my last class. And again Thomas, thank you for keeping me from falling."
As soon as he was gone she hurried from her classroom to the bathroom and masturbated over knowing that one of her students had not only seen her naked pussy, but had touched it. When her last class had ended she was still so turned on that she had to stop at the bathroom for one more finger session before heading home.
That night she went after Rick so hard that she left fingernail scratches on his back.
+++++
Thursday she managed to curb her urges and outside of letting the front row boys see the tops of her nylons she behaved herself. She had just turned off the lights in her classroom and was getting ready to leave when the custodian stopped by her room.
"Miss Kathleen? I found something in the hall that I think you should see."
"What is it Jim?"
"I'm not rightly sure Miss Kathleen, but it has something to do with you and I need for you to see it and tell me what you think."
"Where is it?"
"In my office."
"Well let's go take a quick look. I need to be getting on home."
She followed him to his little office off the gym and when she walked inside she saw Hank sitting on the edge of Jim's desk. Hank was a physical education instructor and he was also the coach of the baseball and basketball teams. Jim closed the door behind her and she heard the sound of the deadbolt being thrown. She turned to Jim and said:
"Just what is it that you thought I needed to see?"
"This" said Hank and she turned back to him and saw that he had his cock out of his pants and was sitting there looking at her while stroking it into an erection. She backed up and was getting ready to turn and run from the room when Jim grabbed her and said:
"You just hold on now missy. You need to hear what we got to say and then if you want to leave you just go on and do it, but I'll tell you up front I don't think prison orange is your color. I don't think you would look good in one of them orange jump suits at all."
"What the hell is this about?"
"Well missy, I just happened to be walking down the hall the other day and as I passed by your room I looked in just as Thomas Sutler ran his hand up your leg and played with your pussy."
"He did no such thing! The ladder wobbled and I almost fell and he put out his hand to steady me."
"Up your skirt? That steadied things? I notice that he didn't jerk it back like he'd touched a hot stove and I didn't notice you swatting his hand away or pull away from him. I didn't stick around to see what happened next cause I didn't want to draw no crowd, but I told Hank here what I seen and asked him what I should do about it."
"And I told Jim that we needed more information," Hank said, "So I called Tom into my office and had a long talk with him. He doesn't remember the incident happening quite the way you do. To him it seemed like you climbed up that ladder for the specific purpose of enticing him. He said you deliberately positioned yourself on the ladder so he could look up your skirt and see your cunt. What other reason would you have for not having any panties on?
"But we like you and don't want to see you get in any trouble so Jim and I have decided not to report you and we talked Thomas into believing that he was mistaken. All we want is for you to show your appreciation by coming over here and sucking my cock while Jim fucks you from behind. You do that and Jim and I won't go to the administration and as long as they don't know they won't call the police."
She looked from Hank to Jim and then back at Hank and shook her head as she said:
"You can't possibly think I'll fall for that? You have no proof that anything happened because nothing did. The ladder wobbled and Thomas stuck out his hand to keep me from falling. It was strictly an accident."
"That may be true and in fact, I'll give you that it probably is, but you know as well as I do that once the accusation is made people will be looking at you for the rest of your life. Half of them may believe your side of it, but the other half will believe that you are as guilty as sin and just managed to get away with it. Of course Thomas will say that he did have his hand up your dress. And it will be on everybody's mind when it comes time to renew your contract and if your contract doesn't get renewed people will just know that it is because the school board didn't believe your story so the stigma will follow you wherever you go. Just give us what we want and you can go on, business as usual, and have no problems."



She knew that what Hank had just said was true. Just the accusation alone would be enough for the school board. She could tell the board that the only reason that the accusation was made was because she refused to let them blackmail her, but it wouldn't matter to the board. In the current climate, with all the other student/teacher cases in the news, they would take no chances. She was trapped - she had to do it. She could see no other way out other than to just quit her job and she couldn't bring herself to do that.
She looked at Hank's cock sticking out of his trouser fly and she took a deep breath and walked toward him. She looked into his eyes hoping for a last minute reprieve and saw nothing but expectation. She leaned forward and put her hands flat on the desk on either side of Hank's legs for support and then she lowered her head and took his cock in her mouth. Jim moved up behind her and pushed her skirt up to her waist. She spread her legs and braced herself for what was coming and felt the head of his cock pushing at her pussy. He pushed against her a couple of times and then his cock split her lips and he began thrusting at her to work his way in.
She was determined that she was just going to stand there and do whatever the two men wanted without responding to them, but that thought went out the window as soon as Jim's cock touched her. She was wet from teasing the front row boys and Jim's cock didn't find much in the way of resistance once he was inside her and she moaned as he drove himself into her his full length. He started fucking her and she moaned as she rocked back and forth on his cock and adjusted her bobbing up and down on Hank's cock so that there was a rhythm to it.
Hank's cock wasn't attached to a faceless stranger, but it was a nice cock and she liked sucking cocks so she gave him her best even though he was blackmailing her. She licked and sucked on it and all the while Jim was driving into her pussy like a man possessed. He had already given her one orgasm and Jim's pounding had her near a second climax and when Hank grabbed her head and held it she knew he was going to shoot. She tried to pull her head off of him but he forced her head down and held it and when the first spurt hit the back of her throat she was forced to swallow and was disgusted at having her climax as Hank's cum slid down her throat. Hank started to soften and she again tried to lift her head up, but he again forced her to stay in place and told her to work at getting him up again. She did as she was told and in a couple of minutes she felt him start to harden.
Meanwhile Jim was pounding hard at her pussy and he had her close to another orgasm when he finally had his. He pulled his limp cock out of her and she whined at being left hanging, but Hank got up from the desk and moved behind her and slid his cock into her and began to fuck her hard. Jim moved around to the desk, sat down and pulled her head to his cock. The two men swapped twice more before they told her that she could leave. She had been well fucked by the two men and she thought that there was a good chance that Rick might get a night of rest for a change.
Just as she was opening the door to leave Hank said, "Same time, same place every Monday and Thursday from now on. That means you need to be back here tomorrow, understood?"
She looked at him for several moments before nodding her head "yes" and leaving.
Thursday she hadn't felt like getting someone to stay and help her, but she did pull her skirt up and let the boys in the front row see all the way up to her panties. After class she had gone to Jim's office and he and Hank had taken turns on her for two hours. When they finally let her go, after giving her several orgasms, she headed home to give Rick another night of rest.
+++++
As Kathleen was driving home from her meeting with her two blackmailers she gave thought to another problem she was having. Driving to school in the Suburban every day was expensive and with gas passing three dollars a gallon it was going to get worse. She was going to have to do something, but she didn't know what. The Suburban was paid for and she needed something that size when she was carting kids around. They couldn't afford a third car so buying a smaller car with great gas mileage was out of the question and there were no buses or trains that ran from where she lived to the school. Driving to the train station and taking the train made no sense because the distance to the station wasn't that much less than the distance from the school.
That night she talked it over with Rick over dinner and he suggested that she find a car pool that went that way. If she could find three others to pool with she would only have to drive the Suburban one week out of four. Friday at school she hung a note on the bulletin board in the teacher's lounge asking if any one lived out in her neck of the woods and would be interested in car pooling. She was surprised that by the end of the day five people had looked her up and said they were interested. One of them was Hank. She suggested that they all meet on Monday and sit down to discuss the idea.
+++++
She was fixing dinner when the phone rang. She grabbed the cordless and said, "Hello?"
"Good evening slut. Just wanted you to know that I'm back and thinking of you. I'm thinking that next week might be a good time to fuck you senseless. What do you think?"
"I think you have an inflated ego. No way one man is going to be able to fuck me senseless. If anyone got wasted it would be you in trying to keep up with me. But that is neither here nor there because you are never going to get me" and she hung up on him
Rick came into the room and asked her who was on the phone.
"Another one of those damned telemarketers."
"We need to get on that "no call" list. What's for dinner?"
To be continued...
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"Have you been taking your vitamins sweetie?" Kathleen asked her husband when they climbed into bed that night.
"Why?"
"Well sweetie, I gave you a pass on Wednesday and Thursday so tonight you have to play catch up?"
"What has gotten into you lately Kath?"
"You sweetie."
"Well yeah, but why have we suddenly gone from two or three times a week to every time we are alone together?"
"Hormones sweetie. I had to change my birth control pills and the new ones have had an effect on my hormones."
"Why did you change birth control pills?"
"Our new HMO will only pay for the generic equivalent so I had to change. I've been told that it will level out after a bit" she said as she reached for his cock. It was as good an excuse as any she thought as she took his cock in her mouth and it wasn't likely that he would look into it. As long as he never found out the real reason she would be okay. She took her mouth off of him and looked up at him and smiled.
"If the pressure is too much for you sweetie I could always take a lover or two to help you out. Would you like me to do that?"
"Get back to what you were doing woman."
She giggled and said, "Somehow I thought that might be your response" and she went back to sucking his cock.
+++++
That Saturday she switched from Wal-Mart she usually went to to a K-Mart. The reason for the change was that she had found that the particular K-Mart she was going to had curtains instead of doors on the changing booths. She found that if she left the curtain open about six inches on the right side and then stood in front of the mirror changing, the men shopping for pants and shirts in Men's Clothing could see through that six inch gap and see her in the mirror.
She pushed her shopping cart through the store and let the men check her out in her short skirt, low cut blouse and five inch heels. When she had the interest of several she headed for the changing booths. She had two skirts and three blouses to try on and it should make for a hell of a show since she wasn't wearing a bra or panties.
She went into the booth and adjusted the curtain the way she wanted it and then looked into the mirror. She could see through the gap into the men's clothing section and she kept her eye on that gap as she took off her blouse. She smiled as she saw one of the men who had been following her through the store standing next to a rack of trousers and looking her way. He had a pair of trousers in his hands, but he was not looking at them like a real buyer would. No, he was looking at her and she tingled as she cupped her breasts and tweaked her nipples.
He was there and he was hooked and so she turned her attention to giving him an aching hard on. She caressed her breasts and then moved her hands down to unbutton the skirt. She slowly pushed the skirt down and stepped out of it. She looked at her self in the full length mirror knowing that the man could see her standing there in only her "Fuck Me" heels. She turned to look at her left profile and then her right and then she started trying on the clothes she'd brought into the booth with her.
She dressed and undressed as she tried on the skirts and blouses and each time she took off a blouse she cupped her braless tits and pinched her nipples to keep them hard and erect. She twisted and turned as she looked at herself from all angles in the mirror and a couple of times she spread her legs wide and bent at the waist to pick up a blouse or skirt she'd let fall on the floor. A glance at the mirror showed three men at the rack supposedly looking at slacks, but she knew where their eyes were and it made her hot and wet.
When she had been in there as long as she felt she could get away with she dressed in her own clothes, gathered up the other clothing and left the dressing booth. She made it a point to push her cart past the three men standing at the pants rack pretending to be looking at slacks. They were behind the rack so she couldn't see their tented trousers, but she knew they had major hard ons and that is all that mattered to her.
That night Rick was again reduced to an exhausted wreck.
+++++
Monday at lunch break she met with the others and they discussed car pooling. Mike decided that it really wouldn't work for him so that left Hank, Steve, Harry, Ralph and her. They looked at a map of the area and decided that the Sears parking lot at the Pine Valley Mall would be the most central place for all of them to meet. They would all drive to the mall so to be there by seven, park at the back of the lot and drive to school from there. They decided to start the very next day and then they drew lots to set up the rotation. She ended up being the first, followed by Steve, Ralph, Hank and then Harry.
When lunch was over and everyone got up to return to work Hank had held her back.
"This changes some things, but one thing hasn't changed and that is our little Monday and Thursday meetings. I'll be driving my conversion van so I'll get mine when we get back to the mall parking lot. How you will take care of Jim is up to you. See you tonight."
Hank's reminding her of what was expected of her put a damper on her desire to pick a boy to tease during her free hour and as a result she was sitting in her classroom alone and grading papers when Jim came into the room. She looked up at him and he said:
"Hank tells me you won't be staying after school any more so here's what we're gonna do. After tonight I'll expect you in my office at this time every Monday and Thursday from now on. You got that?"
All she could do was nod a yes and Jim turned and left. She pushed the papers aside and sat there, staring out over the empty classroom, and tried to think of a way to get out from under the thumbs of Hank and Jim.
She met the two men in Jim's office after school and both men fucked her twice. She hated letting them see it, but they gave her three orgasms before they were done. She left the room sexually satisfied and so Rick got a free night out of it.
+++++
Tuesday she was at the Pine Valley Mall parking lot at ten to seven. Steve was already there and within the next five minutes the other three showed up. It was a new experience for her being the only woman in such close proximity with four men. The were able to spread out in her Suburban and she wondered what it was going to be like with all four of them in something smaller, like Steve's Honda Accord.
The four men spent the trip talking about baseball while she concentrated on her driving. It didn't take her long to realize that the trips were going to be dominated by male conversation and she was going to be pretty much a spectator. She had no interest in any of the balls: base, foot or basket, and hockey (pardon the pun) left her cold. She also wasn't going to be able to contribute when it came to hunting, fishing, golf or car talk. She decided that she had better remember to bring a book to read on the days it was her turn to ride instead of drive.
She had a bad day that day and she didn't spend any time teasing the boys in the front row. All she could think about was being forced to have sex with Hank and Jim and it soured her.
As she steered the Suburban toward the mall she thought about ways to get out from under the blackmail of Hank and Jim. The one she would have loved to do was to shoot both of them in the cock and balls, but as much as she would have enjoyed that she didn't really want to go to jail because of it.
+++++
Hank managed to ruin her Wednesday without saying a word. He sat on the front seat, leaning against the door and just watched her. She knew he was planning something and she was certain that she wasn't going to like it. Thursday is when it was sprung on her. Her fourth hour ended and she went into Jim's office and locked the door behind her. Jim came out from behind his desk, took his cock out of his pants and sat down on the edge of his desk.
"Come on missy, give me some mouth."
She took a deep breath, let it out and walked over to him. She was just bending to take him in her mouth when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. She looked and saw Thomas standing there and starting to unzip his trousers.
"What is he doing here" she demanded.
"That was the deal. He only agreed to talk with Hank because we promised him a taste."
"No! There is no way I am going to do that."
"Missy, you don't have a choice. You do it or we go to the office on you."
"So go asshole, because I'm not going to do it and since you are going to go to Admin anyway I don't have to be here."
She turned and headed for the door and Jim hollered after her, "You best rethink this missy."
"Fuck you" she snarled as she stalked out of the room.
That evening when the rest of the car poolers were gone Hank told her to move over to the van.
"No."
"Jim told me I might have trouble with you tonight. We need to get something straight here Kathleen. You are in no position to be giving me and Jim grief. I will follow through on my threat. You will fuck us when we say or I will report you to administration."
"And you think that I care? If I had let you get away with what tried to do this afternoon I could end up in jail. I'll take my chances on losing my job, but I will not chance going to jail for having sex with one of my students. In fact, the more I think about it the more I think that the suspicion angle plays both ways. You tell your story, I'll explain what really happened and tell them about you and Jim blackmailing me. That will put you under as big a cloud as me. Now get out of my car; I need to get home to my family."
"Speaking of home, how well do you think your husband will handle knowing that you have fucked both Jim and me?"
"About as well as your wife when I tell her about the two times you forced me to have sex with you."
"She won't believe you."
"It won't matter to me if she does or doesn't. I'll have planted the seed and she'll be on you like stink on shit from then on. Now get out of my car."
He opened the door to get out and as he was getting out he said, "This isn't over yet."
+++++
The next morning Hank sat in the back and talked about the baseball games coming up on that weekend. When they got to school and she parked she timed her exit from the car to put her next to Hank and she handed him a cassette tape.
"What's this?"
"A copy of the tape that the recorder in my purse made when we talked in the car last night. Take a listen and decide if you want the school board or your wife to hear it. If you decide that you would rather not let anyone else hear it I would suggest that you leave me alone from now on."
She had an unbelievably good day that Friday. Darrel Johnson, sitting in the front row of her first hour class was treated to the sight of her stocking tops and he unwittingly showed his appreciation with the 'woodie' he sprouted. Second hour she had Jake Schneider work a problem on the board and while he was doing that she "accidentally" dropped an eraser and when she went to pick it up he saw a generous amount of her breasts. He rewarded her with a lump in his jeans. Third hour was Phillip Reed's best in a long time as he was able to see all the way up her dress and see what color her panties were. Fourth hour was disappointing because she had two student teachers monitoring the class so she had to be careful.
She had asked Benny Kotlarz to help her during her free period between her fourth hour and her final class. At the end of fourth hour she went to the bathroom and took off her bra and panties and went back to the classroom and waited for Benny. The two of them had moved several things in the classroom and it seemed like everything they did had to be done with her leaning forward with her tits almost falling out of her blouse. When she let poor Benny go she just knew he headed straight for the bathroom to take care of his problem.
Her last class put the icing on the cake as far as the day was concerned. Harry Short and Albert Hiss were sitting on the front row in front of her desk. She had allowed her skirt to ride up and she sat there and crossed and uncrossed her legs and watched as they strained to see what they thought they just might be seeing - her naked pussy.
The members of the car pool were waiting for her when she got to the car. She was a little late because she had been in the ladies room getting herself off. It was too bad that Hank was such an asshole. If he had been nicer to her she probably would have gotten into his van with him when they got to the Sear's lot. Poor Rick had to take up the slack and when she was done with him she didn't know if he would have enough strength to get out of bed in the morning, let alone enough strength to go out and play golf.
+++++
Friday's good mood carried over into Saturday. She woke up horny, but Rick had already gotten up and had left for the golf course to play his eighteen. She was hot enough to do something wicked, but she didn't know what. She was dressed for her usual Saturday tease at Wal-Mart or K-Mart, but for some reason neither one of those appealed to her that morning. Maybe she needed a change of scenery, like maybe hit a mall and see how many she could get to follow her around.
She dropped the kids off at dance and headed for the mall, but when she hit the exit for the mall she kept on going. She knew where she really wanted to go; it had been lurking in the back of her mind for over a week. She was going back to the adult bookstore. She pulled up and parked in the lot and took a deep breath before getting out of the car and heading for the door. It would be different this time. This time she had on what she thought of as her "slut suit." Just seeing her in her five inch "Fuck me" heels would have been enough, but short skirt, low cut blouse and breasts not covered by a bra should cause havoc among the degenerates hanging around inside. The men might even fight to get into the booths next to the one she chose.
She walked in the door and looked around and heard someone mutter, "Oh my God!" She smiled and walked over to the wall where the sex aids were displayed. She took her time checking out everything that was there and twice she bent at the waist to look at something on the bottom shelf and heard a man gasp as her tits almost fell out of her blouse. She picked up a life-like dildo and turned it over and over in her hands while licking her lips and she heard someone emit a low moan.
She put the dildo back and then sauntered down the aisle looking at the video tapes and CD's on display. She spent the better part of fifteen minutes walking up and down the three aisles looking at all of the books and magazines on display and turning on the seven men in the store. When she felt that she had accomplished all she could in the store proper she went to the counter and got some tokens and headed for the booths in the arcade.
She looked for an empty booth that had booths on either side of it and when she found one she went inside and locked the door behind her. She fed all the tokens into the machine and started pushing buttons until she found the movie she wanted - two men and a woman - and she then sat down, leaned back on the seat and started fingering her pussy. As she stroked her fingers into her pussy she remembered her Saturday with Billy and Todd and it didn't take her long to where she was breathing hard and moaning.
She never saw eyes at the glory holes watching her, but she knew there were men in the booths on either side of her. She knew because cocks came into her booth through both of the holes. She looked at them and tried to decide what she wanted to do. She decided that she wanted both of them. She reached out a hand for each cock and grasped them and started to stroke them. They felt hot and hard in her hands, but what she needed was to get herself off.
She remembered what she had done on her last visit and she let go of the cocks and arranged herself so that she could take the cock on her right between her feet and the cock on her left in her left hand and then she settled back on the seat. Then, while she used her right hand on her pussy the man on the left fucked her fist and the man on the right got a foot job. After a couple of minutes the man on the right came, but this time it was different from the previous time; this time the cum didn't fall on the floor, it splashed out on her feet and her ankles. The cock pulled back through the hole and she turned her attention to the cock on her left.
While she was jacking it off another cock came through the hole on the right. She rearranged herself and took the cock on her right between her feet and went back to fingering herself. The cock on her left spit out a stream of ropey cum and then it pulled back and in less than a minute another cock came through the hole.
Oh God she was so hot, so fucking hot. Her fingers pounded her pussy and rubbed her clit. She let go of the cock on her left and her cum covered feet feel away from the cock on the right as she concentrated on reaching her orgasm. "Oh God, oh God, oh God" she moaned as she pushed and probed and brought her orgasm closer and closer and then it hit and her body shook as it washed over her.
When she settled down she saw the neither cock had left. She reached out and took hold of both of them, grasped them tight and then let the owners fuck her fists. She leaned to the left and lowered her head and blew her hot breath on the cock head. She felt the man strain to get even more cock through the hole in expectation of getting a blow job and then she did the same to the man on the right. For the next couple of minutes she alternated between the two until, finally, the one on the right blew. It caught her by surprise and a glob of cum hit her on the chin before she could jerk back out of the way. The cock spit out two more spurts, both of which fell to the floor, and she turned her attention to the cock on the left. She blew on it and stroked it and as soon as she felt it pulse she pulled back and the man's cum arced through the air and splattered on the floor. She let go of the cock and took a tissue out of her purse and wiped her chin and the she sat back in the chair to give the two men time to leave the arcade. She did not want to see their faces. She new that if they loitered in the store section they would see her when she came out and they would know that she was the one who had relieved them, but she wouldn't know who they were and that was what was important to he - they had to remain faceless.
She was sitting there while she waited making a list in her mind of what she needed to do after she got home that day when another cock came through the hole on her right. It was throbbing and it was black. She stared at it and wondered, same as she had last time, if it would taste any different than any of the white cocks she had sucked. It stuck through the hole and it twitched and she saw the veins throbbing. She might never have another chance to satisfy her curiosity and after all it was only one more faceless cock and for some unknown reason she got immensely turned on by faceless cocks.
She reached out and took the black piece of meat in her hand. She held it in her hand and felt the heat of it travel up her arm and into the rest of her body. She bent her head toward it as she slowly stroked and blew on it. She had a silly thought as she flicked her tongue out and licked the cock head, "Would it taste like chocolate?" She opened her mouth and leaned forward, but at the last second she stopped.
"I can't do this," she thought, "I have to get control of myself."
But she couldn't bring herself to be a heartless bitch. By the very act of taking him in her hand she had promised him that she would get him off. She kept blowing her hot breath on his cock head as she jacked him off and when she felt him throb she pulled her head back and watched the thick rope of cum shoot from the pee hole and drop to the floor of the booth. She milked his cock until no more cum appeared, but she didn't let go of the cock. The man might think she was going to play with him and get him hard again, but her real reason was to keep him from pulling his cock out of the hole and leaving the booth. Unless there were more black men in the store she would be instantly be able to put a face to the cock she had just gotten off and she didn't want that. She wanted the cock to remain faceless.



While she held the cock with one hand she got herself ready and then she let go of the cock and was out the door of her booth and on her way to her car before the man could pull his cock back out of the glory hole. As she drove off the parking lot she told herself that she was never going to go back there again.
+++++
She was half way to the pool when her cell phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Hello slut, miss me? Thinking about me shoving my hard cock into that hot, wet cunt of yours?"
Oh God, she thought about it all the time, but she would never tell him that. "Who are you and why do you keep bothering me?"
"Because I intend to fuck you slut and that's all the reason I need to keep bothering you. You don't want to be bothered anymore? Pick a time and a place slut and we can get it over with. I AM going to fuck you. A time and a place slut, think about it" and he disconnected.
To be continued...
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Monday it was Steve's turn to drive and his Honda Accord wasn't near as roomy and comfortable as her Suburban had been. Hank sat up front with Steve and she ended up in the back between Harry and Ralph. Anticipating that the men would be talking about the outcomes of the weekends sporting events she brought a magazine to read.
She had trouble concentrating on what she was reading because she kept thinking of the thoughts she'd had over the weekend. Following her visit to the adult bookstore she had realized she was on the edge of being out of control. Her classroom behavior was fast approaching the outrageous and it didn't matter how much it excited her and turned her on she was going to have to rein it in. She could still tease the front row boys as she sat at her desk, but there would be no more going without her panties. And she had to stop being alone in a room with a student following her fourth hour. She was just going to have to get by on her teasing the boys in the front row. It would be hard, but she was going to have to do it.
The day flew by and while she made no overt attempt to tease, the boys in the front row still got to see some stocking tops and she did get to see a lump or two form. She was sitting in her classroom grading papers when Jim came into the room.
"You didn't show like you was supposed to missy. I waited and you didn't show and I ain't happy bout that."
"Oh gee Jim; I'm just so sad to hear that you are unhappy. Get used to it asshole and get out of my room."
"You seem to forget we got you by the cunt hairs bitch. You best get rid of that attitude if you know what's good for you."
"Have you talked with Hank since last Thursday?"
"No."
"Well then I'd suggest you go do it before you find your worthless ass in jail for blackmail. Now get out of here so I can get back to work."
"You ain't heard the last of this missy."
"You better hope to hell that I have" she said as she got back to work on the papers in front of her.
The trip home that night she was in the back sandwiched between Ralph and Hank and she was becoming slowly aware of the disadvantages of being in a car pool with Hank. He kept dropping his hand on her leg and she kept pushing it away. She was going to have to find some way to avoid sitting next to him without making a big deal out of it.
+++++
Tuesday she planned on getting to the mall early enough to be able to sit upfront with Steve, but the kids were slow moving that day and by the time she arrived Ralph had the front seat so she had to get in back. Hank was the next to arrive so she ended up between him and Harry. As he had on the previous day he kept putting his hand on her leg and she kept pushing it away. She spent the entire trip to school trying to deflect Hank's unwanted attentions. When she got out of the car at school she was determined to be out of school and at the car early enough to get the front seat.
The day went by and she pretty much behaved herself and only once, during fourth hour, had she let her skirt ride up high enough so that when she spread her legs her stocking tops could be seen. She was rewarded by seeing a boner on one of the boys in the front row. At the end of her last class she grabbed her purse and was headed for the door of her room and hopefully for the front seat when Thomas Sutler walked into the room.
"Yes Thomas, what is it?"
"I need to talk to you."
If it were anyone other than Thomas she would have told them to see her the next day, but she couldn't do that with Thomas. For one thing she wanted to know what he had to say and she needed to know who else he had told other than Hank and Jim. She reached inside her purse and clicked on her recorder, sat down behind her desk and motioned for Thomas to take a seat in the front row.
"All right Thomas, what is it?"
He looked down at the floor and then said, "I'm sorry. I didn't want to say anything to them, but they told me if I didn't they would take me to the principal and call my parents."
"They told me that you said I deliberately gave you a come on."
"No I didn't. I told them just how it happened and how it was an accident and all."
"And then what happened?"
"You know."
"No I don't Thomas."
"They told me if I went along with them that I could, you know...what we were going to do the other day."
"Coach Martin and Jim Gamble promised you that when they blackmailed me you could have sex with me?"
"Well...yeah."
"Why would you want that?"
"Because you are a fox. All the guys want to have sex with you."
"Who else have you told?"
"No one, honest, I didn't tell anyone else."
She looked at him sitting there in front of her and she help but notice he had a stiffy. Even as stressful as his coming to tell her he was sorry must have been on him she still turned him on. She wondered what his cock would look like, taste like, and then she caught herself.
"Thank you Thomas, I appreciate your telling me this and for apologizing. But please, no one else ever knows, okay?"
"Yes ma'am."
"All right. I'll see you in class tomorrow."
Thomas got up and left and she reached into her purse and turned off the recorder and then she got up and headed for the parking lot. Everyone else was already there and she ended up in the back with Hank and Harry.
Hank started with the hand on the leg bit before they were even out of the parking lot. While she was busy trying to fight off Hank she noticed that Harry had grown a sizeable lump in his trousers and a quick glance showed that he was watching what Hank was doing. Was Harry getting turned on? Did he think that Hank was going to get anywhere?
While she was wondering what Harry was thinking and looking at his tented trousers Hank managed to get a hand on her leg up under her skirt and was moving toward her pussy. She quickly reached for his wrist and grabbed it and tried to pull Hank's hand out from under her skirt, but he used all of his strength to keep his hand where it was. She reached over and tried to use both hands to try and stop Hank and while she was doing that Harry started playing with her tits.
Up to that point she had been keeping silent so as to not attract the attention of the two men up front, but with Harry's hands on her tits and Hank's fingers only inches from her pussy she finally yelled:
"Damn it you two, stop that!"
Ralph turned and looked into the back at them and she saw the sudden interest in his eyes. Then Hank pulled his hand out from under her skirt and she turned her attention to Harry and tried to push his hands away from her tits. She was so busy fighting off Harry that the sound of the zipper didn't register on her until it was too late. She heard Hank say:
"I've got something here for you you prick-teasing little whore."
She turned to look at him and saw that he had taken his cock out of his pants and it was sticking up out of his lap. He grabbed her head in both hands and started pulling it down as he said:
"Come on you little slut; you liked it well enough the last time I fed it to you."
"Oh my God," she thought, "He's just told everyone in the car that he's had me. What are they going to think? Duh...stupid question, they are going to think they are next."
She stiffened her neck and clamped her jaws shut and tried to turn away, but Hank was just too strong. She was determined that she would not do what he intended and she refused to open her mouth. She hoped that the others would see her fighting it and that they would help her, but that hope was dashed when Steve said:
"You want me to find some place to park?"
"No need," said Hank, "I like the idea of getting sucked off in broad daylight and with a chance of people driving by seeing going on. Pinch her tits Harry, or run your hand up under her skirt and play with her cunt."
Harry did both. He ran his right hand up her leg and ran his left inside her blouse and bra and pinched a nipple. She yelped when he pinched her and that gave Hank the open mouth he needed and he pushed his cock inside.
"Suck it sweetie. You do it and you get to control how it goes. Don't, and I just hold your head and ram it in and if you choke that's just too bad. Come on sweetie, you sure seemed to like it the last time."
He was pushing her head down hard and forcing his cock to the back of her throat and she was going to choke if she didn't do what he wanted. She used her right hand to tap him twice on the leg to let him know that he had won and he released the downward pressure. She started sucking his cock, bobbing her head up and down, her tongue bathing his hard cock and as she sucked on him she knew that Steve was watching in the rear view mirror and Ralph was looking over the back seat at her. She doubted Harry was watching because he was busy pushing up her skirt, pushing her panties aside and pushing his fingers into her pussy. She moaned and her body tingled the way it always did when she knew she was being watched.
Harry got tired of just fingering her dripping pussy and he grabbed her legs and manhandled her up onto her knees. She didn't bother trying to fight because she knew it wouldn't do any good. She heard him say:
"Don't move; I don't want to cut you."
She felt something cold against her pussy lips and it sawed back and forth a couple of times and then she felt the pressure of her panties against her crotch give way and she knew that Harry had used a knife to cut her panties away. She heard a zipper being worked and she braced herself for what she knew was coming. She felt the cock head pushing at her pussy and then he was inside her and pushing deep. She moaned and pushed back at Harry.
"God, what a hot little slut," Ralph said, "Who knew? Hot, available pussy and we just never knew. My turn in the back seat tomorrow."
"You won't have to wait until tomorrow," Hank said, "When we get to the mall we will take her into my van."
"Oh my God," she thought, "They are going to gangbang me, make me pull a train."
"You guys got an audience," Steve said, "That semi was passing us and all of a sudden it slowed down to keep pace with us. You guys are being watched."
She lifted her mouth off of Hank and looked up and right into the eyes of the man looking down from the passenger window of the big truck. He smiled at her and gave her a thumbs up and she moaned, "Oh my God" and had her first orgasm.
"Get back to it baby," Hank said and she obediently went back to sucking his cock. Two blasts came from the air horn on the truck and it started to pull away from them. Steve laughed and said:
"He must have put out the word on his CB radio because here comes another one."
She looked up just as another semi pulled up alongside them and then slowed to match speeds. A man looked down at her and he blew her a kiss and she moaned and went back to sucking Hanks cock. The truck paralleled them for another two minutes or so and then it sounded its air horn and pulled away.
While the business with the trucks was going on Harry had been pounding away at her pussy hard enough to give her a second orgasm while at the same time getting him closer and closer to his. Ralph was watching and was saying:
"Fuck her Harry, fuck her hard. Oh Jesus what a hot little slut."
She heard Harry moan, "Oh God" and then she felt him spill inside her. Harry pulled out of her pussy and Ralph said, "I'm next." Steve said, "I don't know about that. We'll flip to see who gets her next."
"Make it shoot sweetie," Hank said, "Make it shoot."
She worked a hand into his fly and got her hand on his balls and he lurched up from the seat, driving his cock deep in her mouth and then he blew his load against the back of her throat. His cum slid down into her belly just as Steve said, "We're here" and pulled up and parked next to Hank's van.
Hank said, "Let's get her into the van" and he pulled her out of the Accord and over to the van. Once inside she was pushed down on her back and as Harry pulled her ruined panties off of her Steve and Ralph flipped a coin to see who was going to fuck her next. Steve won the toss and Hank laughed as he told Ralph that Ralph hadn't lost.
"You won her mouth, and believe me it don't get any better than that."
Steve pushed her legs apart and drove his cock into her as Ralph knelt down beside her head and pushed his cock into her mouth.
And then the three men used her.
When Steve came and pulled out Ralph moved between her legs and Hank took her mouth. Ralph finished and Hank took her pussy while Harry used her mouth. Next she was put on her hands and knees and Harry fucked her doggie while she sucked on Steve. Harry came and Steve moved behind her and buried his bone in her, but when Ralph moved to take her mouth she turned her head aside.
"No more. I can't do anymore. I have to get home. I have to pick my kids and I have to start dinner so no more."
Ralph backed off and she put her head down on her arms as Steve plowed into her. She'd had half a dozen orgasms and she didn't think she could have another, but Steve's hard driving cock proved her wrong and she had another climax just as he shot his juice into her.
While she was wiping her dripping pussy with her ruined panties she listened to the three as they discussed her like she wasn't even there.
"No fucking her on the way to school and on the way back here. It is kinky and it is exciting fucking her as we roll along with truckers watching us, but sooner or later the cops will catch us at it. All the fucking will take place in the van, okay?"
He got murmurs of ascent from the other two and then he went on. "Blow jobs only. We will set up a rotation for her to follow as she gives head to and from school."
Harry asked, "What about when it is her turn to drive?"
"I don't think she should drive anymore," Ralph said.
"Good idea," Steve said, "It's fair. We drive, we supply the gas and she keeps us all happy."
She was just opening her mouth to protest and Hank saw it and cut her off.
"No sweetie, you don't have any say in the matter. Show her Ralph."
Ralph smiled at her and held up his cell phone and there on the screen was a picture of her on her knees with her mouth on Harry and Hank shoving his cock into her from behind.
"I've got eleven pictures of you having fun. That's eleven pictures I'm sure that you don't seen by anyone else. So you behave, keep doing what we all know you like doing and everything will be cool."
As she drove home she wondered why she hadn't told the three of them to go fuck themselves. They were all married and if they showed those photos of her they would also be showing themselves as well. Even if Ralph downloaded them onto a computer and used a PhotoShop program to remove their faces she could still tell their wives that it was their husbands who did her.
As she pulled into her drive she realized why she hadn't told them to fuck off and die. She wanted to do what they wanted her to do. It was no different than what she had done while riding the train. It wasn't so much sucking the cocks, although she did love a hot, hard cock in her mouth, no - it was everyone else there knowing and straining to see it going on. The thought of sucking a cock on the way to work and on the way home while people in higher vehicles were looking down and seeing her do it was hat she wanted. What she wanted and what she needed.
+++++
On the Sunday at the end of spring break the Robinsons, her next door neighbors had come over and introduced themselves. Rick and Charlie discovered a common interest in old cars and golf and they soon left to go over to the Robinsons garage and look at the 1966 Pontiac Catalina the Charlie was restoring.
As she and Sarah talked it came out that Sarah did home daycare for several other mothers in the surrounding neighborhoods and before Sarah went back home Kathleen had arranged for Sarah to keep her kids when they got home from school. Just as she was getting out of the Suburban to go over to Sarah's to get the kids her cell phone beeped. The screen said, "Private call" so she knew who it was. She pushed the button and said:
"What do you want?"
"Silly question slut, especially since you already know the answer. I want you slut, and I'm going to get you."
"No you aren't."
"Oh yes I will slut and you can bet the house on it. I could even tell you when, right down to the day, but I want to leave you in suspense. Get ready slut. I'm going to use all three holes and you are going to love it."
She started to say, "You are out of your mind" but he had already disconnected. He knew the day? Who was he and how did he know so much about her. As she walked toward Sarah's she thought about another problem - Sarah's two teenaged sons. She had yet to speak to either of them, but she couldn't forget that they had seen her on the kitchen floor with Billy and Todd.
To be continued...
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I just found out that my wife of ten years is fucking another guy. On the one hand I'm angry and upset over that fact the she is an unfaithful whore. On the other watching her with her legs spread wide and taking another man's cock was the most sexually exciting thing I'd ever seen. It excited me so much that I jacked off twice while watching. So what do I do? The love is gone and I'll never trust the bitch again, but the lust is there and I want to see her spread herself again for another man.
We own a cabin on five acres up in the mountains. It isn't much; no power, an outhouse, and we have to carry water in, but foe an occasional weekend getaway it is just fine. The cabin was left to Brenda and her sister in their father's will and since I get along fine with Debbie and her husband Frank we frequently spend weekends up there with them. At the beginning of the week we decided to spend the weekend in the mountains and Brenda called Debbie to see if she and Frank wanted to go with us. At the last minute something came up at work and I wasn't going to be able to go up on Friday night. I called Brenda and told her to ride up with Frank and Debbie and that I would see her in the morning. The big emergency at work turned out to have a fifteen-minute solution and by seven o'clock I was on the road making the hour and twenty minute drive to the cabin.
The south wall of the cabin is all stone and is built around the fireplace. The way the cabin sits you have to park thirty feet away and walk up a slight rise to get to the door and since the south wall has no windows no one knows you are coming unless you have a real noisy vehicle. I parked and walked up to the cabin and as I rounded the southwest corner of the cabin I glanced in the window and saw Frank fucking my wife. They were on the floor lying on a bearskin rug in front of the fireplace, Brenda's leg were up on his shoulders and her hands were on his ass pulling him closer as he put the meat to her. Brenda was moaning something that I thought I'd been the only one to ever hear, "Oh God baby, I love your cock. Fuck me baby, make me cum."
I watched for five minutes as Frank banged away at Brenda and then he slowed down and finally stopped. Brenda pulled him down to her and gave him a passionate kiss and when Frank pulled away from her I saw a string of his cum fall from the head of his dick and onto her belly. Brenda scooped it up with a finger and then smiled up at Frank as she put her finger in her mouth and licked it clean. Frank got and went to the sideboard and poured two glasses of wine and took one of them back to Brenda. She took a sip and then set her glass down as Frank dipped the head of his cock in his wineglass and then knelt down by Brenda's head and then he drank his wine while looking down at Brenda as she sucked his cock.
At first I was stunned to find out that my wife could do this to me. And then anger took hold of me and I wanted to go inside the cabin and kick some ass. But first I would have to put my cock back into my pants. I don't even remember having taken it out, but it was hard and I finally realized that I was extremely turned on by what I was watching. Inside the cabin Frank put his empty wineglass down and moved over Brenda in a sixty-nine and started eating her cunt. Brenda's clit has always been extremely sensitive and I heard her scream in pleasure as Frank's tongue worked on her. The scream was a little garbled since Brenda had a mouth full of cock and I found the sound strangely exciting. Then something occurred to me. Where was Debbie? If she was up in the loft sleeping Brenda's cries would surely wake her up, but I saw no sign of her. After a couple of minutes of sixty-nine Brenda said, "I want you in me Frankie. Come on baby, give me your cock. I need it baby, fuck me, please fuck me." Frank turned around and slid his cock into my wife's pussy and for the next ten minutes I watched him fuck her while she moaned, cried, and begged. He finally came and got up to refill their wineglasses while Brenda stretched like a cat and smiled up at Frank. "This is nice. We need to do this more often." Frank looked down at her and said, "We have all night. We just need to be sure that we aren't still at it when Bob gets here in the morning."
"No, I mean we need to do this more often when we get back home."
"I don't know Bren. Tonight we got lucky what with Debbie getting sick and Bob getting hung up at work. I'm not sure that we shouldn't just accept this night as a gift from the gods and let it go."
"But I love your cock Frankie and I love the way I feel when you fuck me."
"I always thought that you and Bob were happy together."
"We are and I love him to death, but what you have done to me tonight is just so sexually exciting. I feel so deliciously wicked in letting another man have me. I like the feeling and I want to experience it again. I still want Bobby, in fact right now I want him more than ever. When he gets here tomorrow find an excuse to run into town so I can fuck his eyes out."
"I don't know Bren. If we keep this up we could get caught and I don't want to ruin what I have with Debbie."
"Please Frankie? Don't make me have to out and pick up strangers. I can't explain how I feel with another cock in me besides Bobby's, but I want to feel it again."
"We'll see Bren. For now crawl over here and suck my cock." Brenda rolled onto her knees and scuttled across the floor to Frank and took his cock in her mouth. "That's it sweetie, suck it. Suck it like you will die without it." Brenda worked on Frankie about five minutes and then she took her mouth off him, "You haven't had my ass yet Frankie. You want to put your hard cock in my ass?"
"God, but you are such a slut."
"I know baby and I'm your slut whenever you want me."
Brenda was on her hands and knees facing the widow when Frankie slid his cock up her shit chute. She couldn't see me outside in the dark, but I was looking right into her eyes as Frank fucked her and I had never seen the wanton lust that I saw in them that night. She tossed her head, moaned and cried out in pleasure as Frank pounded away at her. I came twice as I stood there and watched another man treat my wife like the slut that I never knew she was. I pumped two loads out against the stone walls of the cabin and then, much as I wanted to stay and watch I figured that I better leave before one of them came out to use the outhouse and saw my car.
As I drove home I thought about what I could or should do. One thing was for sure though; I wanted to see Brenda get fucked again. By the time I pulled into my driveway I had a pretty good idea what was in the near future for Brenda. Some of it she would like and some she definitely wouldn't. Frank didn't know it yet, but he was going to be fucking Brenda a lot in the next two weeks if he wanted to keep his night with Brenda a secret from Debbie. That's the part that Brenda would like. The part she might not like? I was going to find out how many guys I knew who would like to fuck Brenda and then have a gangbang before I threw her ass out. But then again, if I liked watching it I just might keep her around for a while longer.
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The only thing nicer than her warm, wet pussy is the feeling I get when she hands me the money. The look on her face is worth a lot to me too. The disgust that plays over her face, the absolute loathing in her eyes as she kneels in front of me to suck my cock. The hatred displayed for me when she opens her legs for me makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. The contempt in her voice when she says, "Okay damn you, go ahead and fuck me" sends a tingle through my loins. But the absolute, all time greatest feeling comes when I'm stroking into her asshole and she screams, "Oh God, don't stop, don't stop, fuck me, please fuck me."
I laugh and say, "Oh but I am mother in law dear, and in more ways than one."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My mother in law hates me. She has always hated me and I am giving her good reason now, but it wasn't always that way; my giving her good reason I mean. She has had it in for me since the day Julie took me home to meet her parents. It never made any sense to me. I'm a decent looking guy, I have a good job and I worship the ground that Julie walks on. What more could a mother want for her daughter? A lot more apparently, at least as far as Julie's mother was concerned.
She was against me from the start and I hadn't even gotten out of the driveway following that first visit when she was on Julie about how unsuitable I was and that Julie should waste no time in getting rid of me. The funny thing about it is that she was never even able to give Julie a reason why she should dump me. It was always something like, "I have a bad feeling about him" or "I just know he isn't right for you. Trust me, I know these things."
She hated me so much that she would not even attend our wedding even though she paid for it - indirectly through her husband of course).
Things did not get any better after the wedding. Julie talked to her mom every day and her dear mother never passed on an opportunity to try and shoot me through the grease. It could be something like her mom asking her what she was doing.
"Well, since Rob is working late I'm trying to get some things done around here."
My dear mother in law would say something like; "He sure spends a lot of evenings away from home. You do know that is one of the signs that tells you that your husband is out running around on you, don't you?"
For my mother in law putting me down was a duty and it was a duty she never shirked. Julie knew that mommy couldn't stand me so everything she got for mommy dearest went in one ear and out the other. I could have fucked another woman in front of my mother in law and when she ran to Julie to snitch me out all she would get for her trouble was a, "Yes mother. Thank you for telling me" and that would be the end of it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I tried hard to be cordial around the old girl. I remembered her birthdays, sent her cards on Mother's Day and Valentine's Day and I even offered to stop by and lend a helping hand if she ever needed with anything when my father in law was out of town.
But no matter what I did or how hard I tried it never mattered. She had no use for me and she never would have. I'm only human so after several years of her bullshit my bullshit meter pegged out and I finally reached the point where I wanted to do something to get even with the bitch.
Olivia must have also pissed off the gods because one day, about five years after Julie and I married, they sent me a gift. It was a Tuesday night (Oh but I remember it well) and a client of mine had flown into town for a series of meetings. We had already planned on a working dinner and at the last minute Henry asked me if I would mind changing our plans a little.
"My daughter lives in Colorado Springs and I wondered if we could have dinner there instead of in Denver. That way she can meet me at the restaurant and take me home with her so I can spend a couple of days spoiling my grand kids."
"No problem Henry. I live in Castle Rock which is about halfway between Denver and the Springs so it will work out fine."
We pulled into the restaurant parking lot and just as I shut off the engine Henry said, "My, my, my. Now there is something that could make me stray."
I looked over to see what he was looking at and my jaw dropped a foot. Olivia came strolling out of the restaurant hand in hand with a man who was not my father in law. I watched them walk to a car and get in and then they sat there and necked for about five minutes and then they drove off.
"She turns you on Henry?"
"Rob, I have never cheated on my wife in over thirty-one years of marriage, but I would do that woman in a heartbeat."
"She is kind of expensive."
"She's a hooker?"
"She prefers to be called a 'courtesan,' but yeah, she is a high priced call girl."
"Sign me up Rob. Put me in touch."
"She is usually booked well in advance Henry. I doubt if we could set you up this time, but on your next visit we might can do it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night I found out from Julie that her dad was out of town for a week on business. The next morning I called a private detective and put him on Olivia's tail. By Friday I had names, dates, times, places and film - very explicit film - and I began to make my plans.
It was two weeks before my father in law went out of town again. The day he left I stopped by his house at lunchtime and rang the doorbell. Olivia answered the door and I could see that she had planned on going out. Low cut blouse, short skirt, high heels and makeup just ever so perfect.
"Why Olivia, you are looking sexy as hell. Getting ready to go and meet Mark?"
Her face paled when I said that and she stuttered when she said, "I have no idea what you are talking about."
"No? You don't know Mark? Mark Willard, husband of Martha, father of Cory and Kevin? But hey, I guess that I can understand that given that he has so many names to use. Let's see now" and I looked at the piece of paper in my hand. "On Tuesday you were registered at the Courtyard in Colorado Springs as Mr. and Mrs. Paul Baxter. Wednesday saw you at the Best Western as Mr. and Mrs. John Tyler. Thursday he signed you in at the Marriott as Mr. and Mrs. Robert Miller. I can see where you might be confused about the name."
"What do you want?"
"How about asking me in for a start. I don't know for sure, but I'm guessing that you don't want your neighbors knowing your business and my voice does carry sometimes."
Olivia stepped aside and I walked in. I headed straight for the living room and made myself comfortable on the couch. Olivia followed me into the room and sat down on a chair opposite me and in a voice clearly meant to put me in my place said, "All right Steve, what is this all about?"
"What it is all about mother in law dear is payback for all the years you have been fucking over me. You have been shitting on me since the day Julie brought me home to meet you, but I have suffered it in silence because you are Julie's mother.
"Two weeks ago I happened to be in Colorado Springs on business and I just happened to see you and Mark holding hands, hugging and kissing and I got curious. I got so curious that I did some investigating. You have been a bad girl Olivia, a very, very bad girl and now I am in a position to get back at you for all those years of abuse."
"What do you want?"
"I've given it a lot of thought Olivia and what I came up with is something that I'm absolutely sure you will hate. You may even hate it so much that you will refuse to do it, but that's okay because then I will see to it that these get out to everybody including your husband and Julia"
I walked over to her and handed her an envelope that contained a copy of the detective's report and copies of all the photos he had managed to take. When she saw them her face lost all of it's color and I saw her hands shake as she looked through them.
"I don't know how the detective managed to get those pictures, but you have to admit that they are very clear and explicit. I especially like the one where Mark is buried in your ass. The expression on your face says it all, doesn't it? What I have come up with Olivia is something so degrading that you will hate doing it. If you do it I get to enjoy seeing you degrading yourself. If you don't do it I get the pleasure of seeing your life destroyed when I go public with the information you have there in your hands."
"What?"
"You are going to be a high priced call girl Olivia, and I'm going to be your pimp."
Olivia's face went red as she said, "You're mad, stark raving mad. I'll do no such thing."
"Good. That's what I was hoping you would say" and I got up and headed for the door.
My hand was on the knob when Olivia said, "Where are you going? What are you going to do?"
I turned back toward her, "Well, let's see now. First I am going to hand carry a copy of what you have in your hand to Mrs. Willard. Then I'm going to send a copy to everyone that you know. Next, since the photos are all ready loaded onto my computer I'm going to set you up with your very own porn site.
"I'm assuming that your hubby took his laptop with him on his trip so I'll drop him an email, something along the lines of, "Dear Dad, I'm sorry as hell to have to be the one to tell you, but I really thought that you ought to know" and I'll send what you have in your hands as attachments. I can't just go to Julie and say, "Look what I have" but I will leave them someplace where she will manage to find them. I'm sure that some other things will occur to me. Maybe I can leave a copy in all your neighbor's mail boxes."
I turned and reached for the doorknob.
"Wait Steve. You aren't serious, are you? I mean, even you couldn't be that despicable."
"Why mommy dear, how can you say that? For years you have been telling everyone how bad I am and now you are going to act shocked because suddenly it is true?"
I turned again to go and again she stopped me. "Okay, I apologize and I'll never do it again, isn't that enough?"
"Too little, too late Olivia. I gave you your two choices. You turned down the one that would have kept things quiet."
"Please Steve. This will ruin my life."
"Not my problem Olivia. I will enjoy the hell out of doing it."
Her face got hard, "All right god damn you, what do I have to do to stop you?"
"Just what I said mother in law dear. You are fucking a man who isn't your husband and all I am proposing is that you do a few more. Look on the good side Olivia, you'll be getting paid for what you were doing for free and you only have to give me half of it. That's a good deal Olivia. I'm told that most pimps take sixty to seventy percent from their whores."
"What do I have to do?"
I gave her what I hoped was an evil grin and said, "What you have to do Olivia, is come over here and cement our new partnership." I opened my fly, took out my cock and said, "Crawl over here Olivia. Crawl over here and suck my cock. Come show your pimp your wares."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She did it. It killed her to do it, but she did crawl over to me and suck my cock. Granted, it did start out pretty half-hearted, but when I told her she had better do it like she loved doing it or I was getting up and leaving it got much better. Olivia gave pretty good head and she had me to the point of cumming a lot sooner than I expected. It took her by surprise when I grabbed her head and held it while I erupted and then held it in place until I was soft. When I let go of her she jerked back her head and looked up at me with hate filled eyes.
"You disgusting bastard. You could at least have warned me."
"Get something straight Olivia; you are my whore now and I'll do with you what I want. Anytime you want out of the arrangement you just say so and I'll walk away and do my thing. Now get your skirt and blouse off so I can see what my goods look like."
Hatred blazed off her, but she did what she was told and when she stood in front of me in black lace panties and bra, garter belt, nylons and high heels I said, "I see now what Mark sees in you. Tell you what. Let's get the next thing out of the way and then I'll get out of here and let you get to Mark. Have you got any KY Jelly or Lotion?"
"Yes, in the bedroom night stand."
"Lead the way mommy dear."
She gave me a look of disgust and then she turned and headed for the bedroom. She got the KY out of the bedside stand and handed it to me while I dropped my pants and boxers. I sat down on the edge of the bed and pointed at my soft cock, "Make it hard Olivia, it has one more thing to do."
"Are you going to fuck me?"
"Yes I am my dear mother in law, just as soon as you get me hard."
"God but you are a sorry piece of work."
"Just shut up and suck Olivia."
The enthusiasm wasn't there, but the level of skill made up for it and when I was stiff I told her to take off her panties, get on the bed and get on her hands and knees. I moved behind her and greased my cock up with KY. I grabbed her hips and I was ready for her when the head of my cock touched her puckered asshole and she tried to get away.
"Not there damn you, not there."
"Your pussy is for the paying customers Olivia. Besides, I've got nothing against Mark so I'm not going to send him sloppy seconds."
"Please Steve, Please, I'm begging you, not there, please not there."
"Sorry Olivia, but you have been a pain in my ass for so long that I just have to return the favor" and I pushed my cock against her anal rosebud.
"No Steve, please. At least spend some time loosening me up."
I didn't answer, I just pushed. Olivia gave a strangled sort of grunt as I entered her which disappointed me no end. I had wanted a scream or a loud yell that would have rattled the windows, but the level of disappointment wasn't anywhere near the level of surprise when about six strokes later Olivia gave a low moan and shoved her ass hard back at my cock and then hissed out a, "Yesssss, oh sweet Jesus yesssss. Fuck my ass, fuck me, fuck me hard, good, so good, fuck my ass" and then I got the scream that I had been hoping for, but it was a scream of pleasure as Olivia had a body shaking orgasm.
I'd only recently cum in her mouth and I wasn't anywhere near to cumming so I kept pounding hard into her butt hole and she moaned, "Don't stop, don't stop, harder damn you, fuck my ass, fuck my ass, make me cum, make me cum."
I was just slightly pissed. This was supposed to be revenge. She was supposed to be screaming and begging me to stop not the opposite. I reached down and grabbed the heels of her shoes and pulled them up. That got me a little deeper in her ass and maybe that with some hard thrusting would cause her some discomfort. I banged her as hard as I could, but all I got was a, "Yes, yes, oh god yes, cum in my ass, cum in my ass."
Another two minutes of hard pounding and I was ready to pump my load into her ass and I told her it was on the way.
"No, no, net yet, I'm almost there, wait for me damn it, wait for me."
Finally! Finally I was going to get a taste of revenge. A couple of more quick strokes and I sprayed everything I had into Olivia's ass and then I immediately pulled out and left her hanging.
"Noooooooo, I was so close, you could have waited for me, you could have you bastard, you could have."
When I came out of the bathroom after washing off my cock I found Oliva still on her knees with her ass in the air. "You really are an asshole Steve. It wouldn't have killed you to wait for me. Thirty more seconds is all it would have taken."
"I wasn't fucking you for your pleasure Olivia; I was fucking you for mine. You better get up and hurry; we don't want to keep Mark waiting, do we?"
I turned to leave the bedroom and just before going out the door I turned and said, "We really do need to work on your cock sucking skills so I'm going to be stopping by at lunch time from now on so you can practice. I want you to be perfect for your first customer. Make sure you are here when I get here."
"You fucking bastard" she said to my back as I left and I smiled.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was six months ago. Olivia is a lot better at being a whore than she is at being a mother in law. Henry was her first customer and he gave her rave reviews. He is one of her steadies and he sees her every time he comes to town. Olivia has about thirty regulars and while she will not admit it I honestly believe that she is loving it.
Things have not mellowed any between us. That she hates my guts is plainly obvious, but she does what I tell her and without complaint. What kills her is having to hand me half the money that she gets from the dates I send her out on and the fact that I use her as my personal fuck toy whenever I feel like it.
What really wrecks her is knowing that she begs me to fuck her harder every time I bury my bone in her ass. That I guess is my real revenge; knowing that she hates me, but still has to beg me to make her cum, to fuck her ass harder and to know that I'm smiling while she does it.
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My story was like a thousand others - a hundred thousand others - and it took place every day of the week. Get up in the morning and my lovely wife of twelve years would fix my breakfast, wish me a good day at work kiss me goodbye and send me on my way. Go to work, put in my eight to ten hours and then head home to the loving wife who had dinner ready and on the table. After dinner we sat on the couch and watched TV while holding hands or read until bedtime and then we went upstairs and made mad, passionate love. I would fall asleep thinking how lucky I was to have a job I liked a woman I loved, and a woman who loved me.
Ruby and I met in college, fell in love and went steady for three years before getting married right after graduation. I wasn't Ruby's first nor she mine so our first lovemaking wasn't a series of mistakes. We both knew what we wanted from each other and we were not at all hesitant in letting each other know where to push, where to touch, where to stroke and the result was a sexual nirvana the like of which I had never experienced before. I looked forward to spending the rest of my life with this beautiful, sexually exciting woman.
Our road to the wedding chapel was not an easy one. We were both strong-minded and some of our disagreements were very heated, some to the point of causing us to break up. Ruby always found another boy friend and seemed to go out of her way to rub my nose in the fact that she was letting some one else have her body, but some how we always managed to end up back together. I didn't go looking for anyone during these separations because like most guys on a full ride football scholarship I just didn't have a whole lot of free time once practice and the season started. That's not to say that I didn't occasionally have something just drop into my lap.
Once at a frat party I came down stairs after a very spirited romp with a gorgeous redhead to find Ruby, on the arm of her current lover, giving me a withering look. A couple of months later when we were back together she made some catty remark about "that redheaded slut that was hanging all over you" seemingly oblivious to the fact that at the time she was fucking the guy she was with when she saw me and Sally. I found it to be humorous and I smiled and got a "What's so god damned funny" for my trouble.
Whatever, we made it through college, learned not to argue with each other and got married. The next twelve years went quickly by. I found a job that I liked, was good at, and that paid well. Ruby, who had majored in Computer Science, got involved with a dot.com start up and was one of the smart ones who got out before the big bust and she'd made enough money that neither one of us had to work again. But I liked my job and everyone needs to be doing something, right? Ruby started a consulting business and worked out of our house. We bought several time-shares; a week in Vail, a week in Ft. Lauderdale and a week in Palm Springs. Our weekend s were spent flying to places we had never been and then flying back home. Life was one big adventure for us and as a result our marriage never reached the 'stale' stage that so many other marriages seemed to fall prey to.
Ruby refused to let our love life go stale. She was inventive and was always wanting to try out some thing new and her appetite for sex was enormous. There were many nights I would come home from work and have Ruby tell me she wanted a 'quickie' before dinner and we would never get out of the bedroom. She was the perfect wife, loving, caring and a sexual dynamo. I worked hard to keep up with her and I do mean I had to work hard. In high school and college I was constantly in training for one sport or another and as a result I had been in great shape.
Following graduation from college the sudden cessation of daily physical training combined with the good life I was now leading tended to put some poundage where it wasn't wanted or needed and Ruby had made the comment one day that she hoped I wouldn't get so out of shape that she would have to take a lover or two to help me fill my husbandly obligations. Some time in front of a full-length mirror and an honest self-appraisal convinced me that I needed to get back on a full regime of exercise. It took me six months, but I got back to my college playing weight and daily exercise was keeping me there. Ruby of course commented on it, "Greedy bastard aren't you. Want to keep me all to yourself I suppose. I was so looking forward to getting you some help. Oh well, maybe you will fall off the wagon. Come on lover, let's go and put those muscles to good use."
So, good job, good physical shape, great wife, great love life, and a great marriage - life was good!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Right up to the day I came home early and found out that Ruby had indeed gone and gotten me some help. I'd come home early because I'd just finished a project that had made my company a bundle of money and my boss had given me the rest of the week off as an added bonus. I got home and found two strange cars parked in the driveway and so I had to park in the street. When I walked in the front door I immediately knew what was going on because I could hear it all the way down stairs; one long wail that I knew only too well, "Giveittome giveittome giveittome don't stop damn you giveittome."
I debated turning around and walking out, but realized that it would only eat at me until I got back home. If I walked upstairs right then I'd at least have the satisfaction of ruining some one else's day. But I didn't do that either. I hollered up the stairs as loud as I could, "Honey, I'm home. I'll make a pitcher of martinis and be right up."
Then I went into the kitchen and did just that. The kitchen is so situated that you can see the stair way and I saw two guys in their twenties rushing down the stairs trying to get dressed while trying to get out. I almost laughed, but didn't. I took the pitcher of martinis and two glasses and climbed the stairs to face the trembling, guilt-ridden wife who would beg me for forgiveness, but she wasn't there that day. What I found was a slightly bemused Ruby, legs still spread, pussy lips still a bit puffy from the recent workout that I had interrupted. She greeted me with, Well, you sure know how to ruin a girls day."
I looked at her and said, "You and your two friends haven't done a whole lot for mine."
I poured her a martini and then took mine and went over and sat in the chair across from the bed. She sipped her drink and watched me, absolutely no remorse showing. I could not believe how calmly I was taking this, at least outwardly - inside my guts were churning - and I said, "Where do we go from here?"
You could have knocked me over with a feather when the brazen bitch said, "Well for starters you could get over here and finish what Hal and Phil started. I was right on the edge of cumming when you terrified the poor dears."
I was so surprised that I actually started to get up and do it, but then caught myself and sat back down. Ruby giggled and said, "Don't fight it lover. Right now you are looking at me, lying here freshly fucked, and you want me. Your face might be saying 'bullshit' but the tent in your trousers is saying otherwise. You know you won't be able to think straight while half the blood you need to make your brain operate is in the head of your cock. You might as well take care of it now. You'll feel better and then we can talk".
I sat in the chair with my jaw hanging open. I finally got myself under control and took a sip of my martini, "How can you even think that I would want to follow someone else into your unfaithful cunt?"
Ruby grinned at me; "It shouldn't bother you at all lover. You have been doing it for years and it hasn't slowed you down any."
I sat in my chair and thought to myself that this wasn't real, I must be asleep and having a nightmare. In real life I'd be raging, throwing chairs, punching my fist into the wall and screaming at Ruby. She would be crying, cowering at my rage, begging forgiveness and making promises that it would never happen again. I shook my head to clear it and said, "How long has this been going on?"
Ruby looked me straight in the eye and said, "How long have we known each other?"
I looked at her with disbelief written all over my face and she said, "That's right baby. I've had lovers on the side since the day I met you. The only time I wasn't getting some extra cock was on our honeymoon."
I stood up and started to leave the room, "Where are you going?" I didn't answer and as I got to the head of the stairs she cried, "David come back here, I need you."
I turned and went back to the bedroom door. She was off the bed and pulling on a robe. "You don't need me Ruby. I don't know what you do need, but it obviously never was me" and I left the house.
I spent the night in a motel with my cell phone turned off and having the rest of the week off I drove back to the neighborhood and parked down the street from the house. My pager started going off about nine which was what time the switchboard at the office opened. I surmised that Ruby was trying to reach me at the office and that they in turn were trying to get a message to me. I turned my cell phone on and it started ringing almost immediately and the caller ID showed that it was Ruby. I ignored the cell phone and the pager and around ten-thirty I saw Ruby back out of the garage and head toward town.
I went into the house, grabbed all my clothes, and cleaned out my home office. At the last minute I remembered my golf clubs and got them. I was certainly going to have plenty of time to play from now on. I drove back to the motel and checked back in for a couple of more days and then I called the office. There were nineteen messages from Ruby, and the receptionist told me to hold for Charlie, my boss. He came on the line and asked me where I was and I told him.
"Ruby is calling here every ten minutes. She's frantic to find you. You need to call her and let her know where you are if for no other reason than to clear the switchboard and take the pressure off of Claire."
I saw his point and I called Ruby on her cell.
"David, where are you?" You don't need to know. All you need to know is that I have the rest of the week off so you can quit bothering them at the office."
"David please, we need to talk."
"No Ruby, you feel the need to talk to me, but I don't, repeat don't, feel the need to talk to you nor do I have any desire to hear what you have to say" and I hung up on her
I spent the rest of the day looking for an apartment, finding a nice one, and playing eighteen holes of golf. The next day I moved in, hit a Wal-Mart for what I needed to set up house keeping and played some golf. Friday, Saturday and Sunday I worked out at the health club in the morning and played golf in the afternoon. My cell phone went off almost every hour on the hour and the caller ID always said it was Ruby and I always did not answer.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday morning when I arrived at work Ruby was parking in my assigned parking space waiting for me. I parked in a visitor's spot and headed for the door, but she beat me to it.
"David, we are going to have to talk sooner or later and you might as well understand that I'm fully prepared to create a scene here, follow you into the building and then to your office and do the same. I will follow you to movies, restaurants, whatever until you talk to me. I'll also call your office every ten minutes until Charley gets so sick of it that he will order you to talk to me. Why not save everybody else the hassle and just get it over with."
I gave in; "All right Ruby, go ahead and talk."
"Not here David."
"Here is where I work Ruby and upstairs here is where I'm expected to be in a couple of more minutes."
"All right. After work come home and I'll fix us a nice dinner and after we can have a martini and talk."
"Sorry Ruby, I'm not going back into that house and a restaurant or a bar is out of the question because I'm liable to lose it, and public scene's are just not my thing. You be here at five when I come out and we can talk in either your car or mine" and then I pushed past her and went up to my office.
She was waiting for me at five when I came out of the building. I got in her car with her and she handed me a large envelope.
"What's this?"
"Read it."
I couldn't, it was all medical mumbo jumbo and I told her so. She took it back and leafed through it and pulled out three sheets of paper and handed them to me, "Look at the dates when you read them."
The first was dated March 14, 1983. I did some quick mental arithmetic, she would have been thirteen at the time. I still didn't understand most of it, but the words 'acute nymphomania' came up at me and down at the bottom of the page was a notation that the 'condition could be best treated by' and it gave the name of some unpronounceable drug.
The next one was dated five years later, said basically the same as the first, stated that since Miss Markowitz refuses to use (unpronounceable drug) the only option open is to perform a hysterectomy and while that option has no better that a 50/50 chance of correcting Miss Markowitz's condition it was never the less recommended by the undersigned.
The third one was dated one week before our wedding and said the same thing that the other two had said. I handed them back to her. She put the papers back in the envelope and then looked at me, "I can't help it David. I have to have sex or I go crazy. It started with puberty and it hasn't stopped. The only treatment is (unpronounceable) and I refuse to take it because it turns me into a zombie. The only other thing they can suggest is a hysterectomy and if I go that route I'll never be able to have babies. And I want babies David, I really do. Every year I go back to the doctors hoping that they have found a cure or at least a reasonable way of controlling it, but so far they haven't. And if I can't control it I can't have babies."
She saw the look on my face and read it instantly, "Because I couldn't be sure that they were yours. I want babies David, but I want to be sure that the father of them is the man I love." We were both quite for a minute and then I said, "Don't you think that you should have shared this with me before we got married?"
"If you would have known, would you have married me?" The look on my face must have answered that one because before I could answer she said, " You see? I tried not to drag you into this mess David. I knew what would happen and that's why I started all of those horrible fights in college so we would split up. I fucked other guys and made sure that you knew so you would be disgusted with me and hate me, but I loved you and I couldn't stay away from you and we always managed to come back together. I know it was selfish of me to keep my secret from you, but I couldn't bear the thought of being without you."
I sat there in the car looking at her, but saying nothing, and while I had no idea what she expected me to do I could see in her changing face the resignation that whatever it was, it wasn't going to happen.
"That's it baby. I just wanted you to know. There have been hundreds of men in my life David, but you are the only one I have ever loved" and she started crying.
"Go! Please just go."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two months were miserable. Work kept me occupied during the day, but the nights alone in my apartment were bad. I tried dating and while the women I dated seemed to have a good time I didn't. I couldn't help but compare them to Ruby and they always came up short. Ruby made no further attempts to contact me and even though several times I reached for a phone to call her I never followed through. Neither of us had called a lawyer, at least I hadn't. I don't know if she did or not, but I never heard from one. I hadn't done it because I didn't want the hassle and the only reason that I could see for getting one would be so I'd be free to marry again and that was most definitely not in my near or even distant future. Once was enough for me.
I was staring at the wall trying to work through a problem I was having with one of my projects when all of a sudden something snapped in me. I grabbed my coat and headed out of the office. There were two cars in the driveway when I pulled up in front of the house and even though I couldn't remember if they were the same ones that had been there last time I still knew their significance. I entered the house to hear what I'd heard the last time and then I walked up the stairs.
I took a deep breath and entered the bedroom. She was on her knees and was taking one guy from behind while she sucked off the other. They still hadn't noticed me so I cleared my throat and said, "Excuse me. Sorry to interrupt, but I'm claiming my rights as the husband."
The two guys looked at me in alarm and Ruby froze. Her head stopped bobbing up and down on the guy's cock, but she didn't take her mouth off of it, she just stopped - frozen in place. I pointed at the guy in her mouth and said, "You're okay" and then I pointed at the other guy "If you can get your nuts off by the time I get undressed you're okay too, but if you can't you're going to have to make way for me until I'm through and then you can come back."
He went back to slamming into Ruby while I slowly undressed. Ruby took her mouth off the guys cock and turned to look at me with a look of disbelief on her face.
"Don't be looking at me," I said, "He's the one that needs your attention."
It was a long afternoon and an even longer night. The three of took turns fucking Ruby and we did things that I'd only heard about. At one time all three of us were in her at the same time and she was screaming in pleasure. When the two guys were gone and Ruby and I were lying in bed together she said, "Welcome home lover. Are you here to stay or just passing through?"
I rolled over on top of her; "Ask me in the morning" as I began the first of many couplings that would take place that night.
In the morning I awoke to the smell of hot coffee and found Ruby waiting for me when I came down stairs. In the past twenty-four hours I had come to realize that my life sucked without Ruby, but at the same time I knew that living with Ruby was going to be difficult unless I could accept the fact that I wasn't going to be the only man fucking her. We talked and reached an accommodation. I wouldn't come home during the day anymore without calling ahead. She in turn would see to it that at least once during the week that one or two of her lovers visited at night after I got home from work to help me get used to things (I have to admit that I did enjoy the previous evening).
The coming weeks and months are going to very interesting - and maybe even a little exciting.
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Thursday morning the four men were waiting for her when she pulled up and parked at the mall. Steve and Hank were already sitting on the front seat and Ralph was already in the back. Harry was standing there waiting so she knew she was expected to take the middle of the back seat. She got in the Accord and Harry got in after her. As Harry closed the door Hank said:
"We set up a rotation sweetie. We drew for position and the way it came out is Ralph, Harry, Steve and then me. Ralph gets you on the way to work this morning and Harry gets you on the way home. You sit up front with Steve tomorrow and make him smile on the way to school and I'll get mine on the way home. Monday the rotation will start over."
While Hank was speaking Ralph was pulling down his zipper and taking out his cock. She looked at the hard piece of meat sticking up out of Ralph's lap and then she looked from man to man and saw that they all expected her to go along without protest.

"If I do this, no more pictures. If I see one camera or camera phone pointed at me it is over and I'll do my best to take you all down with me if you ever show those pictures. Is that understood?"
"Whatever you say sweetie" Hank said as Ralph put a hand behind her head and began pulling it down to his cock. She opened her mouth and Ralph pushed his cock in it and she started sucking. She was concentrating on getting him off and didn't notice when he took his hands away from her head. "She likes it" Hank said, "I told you that she liked it. We got us a winner here."
"We also have company" Steve said.
She looked up to see a high setting pick up truck cruising along beside them and two guys were looking down into the car and watching her suck off Ralph. "Oh God" she moaned and had a small orgasm just as Ralph pulled her head back down onto his cock. "Watch this" she mentally said to the guys in the truck, "Watch this and want it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She spent her free time during the day trying to find a way out of the predicament that the four men had her in. Not that she minded sucking their cocks - she loved the feel of a cock in her mouth - but being forced to do it pissed her off. She hadn't been forced on the train and as a result she had looked forward to her train trips to and from work.
She wasn't deliberately teasing her front row students anymore. They were still being teased, but it was automatic now; she did it without even thinking about it. In fact, the only time she was aware of it anymore was when the bell rang and the students got up to leave. It was then that she saw their hard ons pushing their trousers trying to get out. More than once the sight of those lumps had sent her to the girl's restroom to masturbate.
She had been so pre-occupied with what had been going on lately with Jim, Hank, the car pool and being worried about what Thomas might have said and to whom, that she hadn't set up any fun for her free period in the afternoon. She felt the need to really light a fire in a student. She looked out over her third hour class trying to decide if she wanted one of them to help her clean shelves when her eyes settled on Mike Bruner. He was sitting in the front row straining his eyes trying to see up her skirt. He would do; yes, he would do nicely. The bell rang and everyone got up to leave and she said:
"Mr. Bruner, would you wait for a moment please?"
He stepped up to her desk and waited to see what she wanted. "Mr. Bruner" she asked, "You don't have a fifth hour class do you?"
"No ma'am."
"I need some help moving some books this afternoon during fourth hour. Any chance that you could give me a hand?"
"Yes ma'am, I'd be happy to."
"Thank you Mike, I'll see you then."
At the end of fourth hour she hurried to the bathroom and took off her bra and then left the top button on her blouse unbuttoned. She didn't have to pinch her nipples; they were already stiff with anticipation. Back in the classroom she set up the ladder and when Mike got there she explained to him what she wanted him to do.
"Take those books off the second shelf and hand them down to me. Then, while I dust the books you can dust the shelf and then I'll hand the books back up to you."
For the next thirty-five minutes, while she pretended to be oblivious to what he was doing, Mike looked down and saw her braless tits, stiff nipples and all, as he handed books down to her and as she handed them back up to him. He had major wood when she told him that they were done for the day.
"Can you help me finish this up tomorrow?"
"Yes ma'am, I sure can" he said as he hurried off to his next class or more likely the boy's bathroom to take care of his 'problem'. She was hot enough to fuck, but she had waited to long to end it and she hadn't left herself enough time to get to the bathroom, get herself off and be back in time for her last class of the day.
When she climbed into the Accord after school she had already stopped at the girl's bathroom and removed her panties and by the time the door had closed behind her she had her skirt up to her waist. As she reached for Harry's zipper she said:
"Finger me Ralph, get me off. Please get me off."
There were no semi trucks and no jacked up pick up trucks around that evening, but she didn't care that no one saw her sucking Harry's cock. All she cared about was Ralph's busy fingers in her pussy and she found herself wishing they were traveling in Hank's van so one of them could fuck her. She managed to get Harry off and Ralph got her off - twice - by the time they reached the mall parking lot. Steve and Hank tried to get her to go into the van with then, but she said no, that she had to get home and pick her kids up from the baby sitter.
Friday she sat up front and had her head in Steve's lap for most of the trip to school. The day flew by as she anticipated her free period with Mike. It was a repeat of the day before except that this time she undid the top two buttons of her blouse. There was one other difference. Where Mike was standing on the ladder put his cock on exactly the same level as her head. When she leaned forward to hand him the books her mouth was only six inches from his tent. She hoped he wasn't so locked onto her tits that he didn't notice. Did he see it? Was he wishing he could lean forward and cross that six inch gap and put his hard cock in her mouth? Her body shivered at the thought. They finished early enough that she was able to go to the bathroom and finger herself to an orgasm before her last class.
On the trip home that night she wondered, as she sucked Hank's cock, if she might not be better off finding a new job. Maybe something away from teaching. Her behavior was becoming more and more outrageous and a school was no place for it to be happening.
Hank still hadn't come by the time they reached the mall and when he told her to finish him off in his van she went with him. She hadn't expected the other three to follow, but they did and minutes later she found herself naked, on her hands and knees, with Hank's cock in her mouth and Steve sliding his stiff pole into her pussy from behind. Hank came and after she had swallowed his juices Harry took her place. Steve came and Ralph took his place. Her head was bobbing up and down on Harry when she felt a cold wetness and a finger pushing at her asshole. She lifted her head and looked back to see Hank. He smiled at her.
"I haven't done this hole yet."
"I don't want to do that."
"Haven't you yet learned that we don't care about what you want? What matters is what we want to do and what we want is to use all you have and that includes your butt."
She gasped as he pushed a finger in her ass and then Harry grabbed her head and pulled it back down on his cock. "Get back on the job baby, suck it."
She groaned around Harry's cock as Hank worked a second and then a third finger into her butt. She hated the fact that they were in her, but she didn't want them taken out because she knew what would follow there removal. Harry was just saying "Here it comes sweetie, suck it all down" when she felt hank pull his fingers out and put the head of his cock against her asshole. It was going to hurt, even with the prep it was going to hurt, and she had a sudden thought - she didn't have to hurt alone!! She forced her head down taking as much of Harry's cock as she could and she clamped her lips tight and sucked hard to get all the juice he was spitting out. When Hank pushed his cock past her sphincter she bit hard with her teeth and then jerked her head up, dragging her teeth along the length of Harry's cock and her, "Ow, that hurts!" was drowned out by Harry's loud, "Mother fuck, what the hell are you doing?"
"That hurt damn it, that hurt" she cried.
"What the fuck Hank? Why didn't you warn me so I could get my dick out of her mouth? She damn near bit my cock off."
"Sorry, but it will feel better when you soak it in her ass. Damn she is tight. Must not take it in the ass much."
"We can cure that" Ralph said.
"Oh yes indeed we will" Steve said.
Hank was holding her hips and fucking her ass and Harry moved and started rubbing his cock where she had bit him and while she watched that with some small satisfaction Steve took his place at her mouth. "If you decide to ram her hard you had better fucking tell me Hank. I don't want her biting my cock. He pulled her head down on his cock and told her to start sucking.
Hank's pounding was starting to feel good as the pain receded and she pushed her butt back at him. "That's it baby doll, I knew you would like it." He fucked her hard for another two minutes or so and then said, "Hot sauce coming baby doll" and then she felt his spurt. He pulled out and Ralph moved in behind her.
"I want to do something different," Ralph said, "I've read about it, but I've never tried it. Slide down Steve and shove it in her pussy."
"What are you going to do?" Steve asked.
"Two hole her. Take ass and pussy at the same time."
"No!" she cried, "You can't."
"Oh yes we can sweetie, and we are going to so you might as well relax and enjoy it."
The two men manhandled her into position and then Steve drove his cock up in to her and then put his arms around her neck and pulled her down so she was lying on his chest. Ralph worked his cock into her ass and the two men began to work her between them. She had never felt so full and in spite of not wanting it she began getting into it. The sensations were overwhelming. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning when hands took hold of her head and turned it to the side. She opened her eyes and saw Harry's cock at her mouth.
"You hurt it" he said, "So you get to kiss it and make it better."
All four men took part at keeping her "air tight" and when they were done with her and she was lying on the mattress watching them dress she said:
"Don't any of you feel guilty about this? How about you Steve, don't you feel bad at forcing me to do this?"
"I'm not forcing you."
"No, Ralph is the one blackmailing me, but you are going along with it. How would you feel if you found out that your wife had this happen to her?"
"My wife would never do anything like this."
"She would if she wasn't given any more choice in it than I was. You proud of yourself Ralph? Using your cell phone to take pictures of Hank forcing me and using the pictures to force me to have sex with all of you?"
"Pride has nothing to do with it honey. My wife doesn't like sex and I do. I saw a chance to get some and I took it."
"You are also a dirt bag Ralph. I saw you sneaking a picture with your cell phone while Harry, Hank and Steve were doing me. I said no more pictures, remember?"
"I remember, but you seem to have forgotten that we have already told you that what you want doesn't mean shit to us."
"How about me baby doll" Hank asked, "Aren't you going to ask me how I could do this to you?"
"No Hank, you are lower than pond scum as far as I'm concerned and I can't stand to look at you, let alone talk to you."
She reached for her clothes and started dressing as the men left to go home. "See you Monday baby doll" Hank said as she was getting out of his van.
"Fuck you asshole."
Rick got a break from her that night and she wasn't sure, but she thought he looked relieved.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was busy getting the kids ready to go to dance class when the phone rang. It was Sarah asking her if she would mind dropping Chris and Bobby off at their soccer game. She didn't really want to because it meant she would have to dress conservatively and then find a place to change into her "slut suit" before heading over to K-Mart. But, Sarah was doing her a big favor in watching her kids when they got out of school so she could hardly say no.
She made general conversation with the boys as they drove toward the soccer field and she found out that Chris, the nineteen year old, wanted to be a firefighter when he got out of school and that he had a seventeen year old girlfriend. Bobby, the eighteen year old hadn't decided what he wanted to do when he got older. She wanted to sound them out on what they had seen the day she moved in, but the kids were in the car so she couldn't. She dropped them at the field and then dropped the kids off at dance class. She hit a gas station and while the gas was pumping into the Suburban she changed clothes in the restroom.
Things went well at K-Mart and she was able to flash her braless tits to several men and young boys and she collected a few followers before she went into the changing booths for what she considered "showtime." She adjusted the curtain the same as last time and then she did the same strip she had last time, but this time instead of trying on several outfits she took her dildo out of her purse, spread her legs wide and started playing with it.
She rubbed it slowly over her ass cheeks and watched the gap in the mirror until she had an audience at the trouser rack and then she brought the fake cock around to the front and began sliding it in and out of her pussy. She worked it until it was in as far as it would go and then she slowly drew it out and moved it up and down her body until it was between her breasts. She moved her arms to press her breasts together and then tit fucked herself with the rubber dick. She lowered her head and licked it, tasting herself, and then she slid it back down to her pussy, put it back in her purse and then dressed.
She was standing in line at the check-out stands when the man behind her leaned forward and said in a low voice:
"That was incredible what you did in the changing booth. Can I buy you a drink?"
She turned and saw a tall and very good looking man. She looked at her watch and then said:
"Sorry, not today. I have to meet a customer in an hour and then my husband expects me home by three. Same time?"
"Oh yeah, I can do that."
The line moved up and she placed her items on the conveyor belt and while she waited she looked the man over and noticed that he had a rather sizeable bulge. She looked around to see if anyone was paying attention to her and satisfied that no one was she reached out and touched the large lump. Even through his jeans it felt hot and she felt it twitch.
"Did I do that?"
"You know damned well you did."
"What a pity I can't have it today."
And then it was her time to check out. Just as she was leaving the checkout stand she leaned toward the man and whispered:
"Same time, same place and bring money. It's two-fifty for four hours" and then smiling at the astonished look on his face she turned and pushed her cart out of the store.
As she loaded her purchases into the car she wondered if the man would show up next Saturday with the money in his pocket. No matter, this K-Mart store was going on the list with the adult bookstore as a place not to return to. But as she turned the key in the ignition she had the thought that she'd never fucked for money and she wondered what it would feel like. Maybe she would come back to the K-Mart one more time - just to see if the man did show.
Another thought occurred to her as she drove over to the swimming pool to pick up the kids. The Watcher hadn't called her. Had something happened to him? Or was he close and getting ready to pounce? And why did the thought of him pouncing make her pussy wet?
Poor Rick was destroyed that night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She woke before Rick in the morning and was sitting up in bed looking at him and wondering how she had lucked out in landing such a marvelous man and superb lover. She loved him and didn't ever want to be with anyone else, but if she didn't get herself under control he was going to eventually find out about her activities and she didn't think he would be pleased, not even a little bit. She promised herself that she would put an end to what she was doing.
She fed the kids their breakfast and then made up a tray and took it up to the bedroom. She woke Rick up with a slow, sensuous blow job and then fed him breakfast in bed.
"What's up Kath? Why the special treatment to day?"
"I've got to pamper you stud. Keep you wanting to give me more of what you gave me last night."
"Is that all you think of anymore is sex?"
"Why, you don't like sex anymore?"
"Well yeah, I like sex as much as the next person."
"Then you better take all you can get while you can get it. Those hormones that the birth control pills scrambled are starting to level out. I left you alone three nights this week. Enough sex talk. I've got to get dressed and get outside and figure out how I want to landscape the back yard. Summer vacation is not far off and I plan to be up to my elbows in dirt putting in flowers, plants, fruit trees and whatever. You just lay there and rest up. You might need to be well rested when I climb into bed with you tonight."
She was standing next to the fence drawing the layout of a flower bed when Chris came up to her on his side of the fence. "Hi" he said.
"Good morning Chris."
"Whatcha doing?"
"Figuring out where to plant my flowers and shrubs."
"Want to see something cool?"
"Sure."
He took something out of his pocket and held it up. "It's my cell phone and it takes pictures. Here, look."
She did and she saw it was a picture of her on her kitchen floor with Billy and Todd. "It looks like fun" Chris said, "Me and Bobby would like to try it. What do you think of the idea?"
What could she say? As long as he had that picture she was at his mercy so she said:
"I think that's a cool idea."
To be continued.
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The boys were waiting when she got to the mall Monday morning. It was Ralph's turn to drive and according to the rotation that the guys had set up he was also the next one in line for the blow job. She got in front with him and the other three got in the back. As soon as he was out of the parking lot Ralph unzipped and took his cock out and she reached over and took it in her hand. She stroked it until it was good and hard and then she let go of it and reached into her purse and took out the mini-cassette recorder and hit PLAY. She sat there and looked from face to face as the four men listened to what took place in the van on Friday. When the tape ended she said:
"If you would like your very own copy of this tape I will see to it that you get one. I'll drop it off at your house and leave it with your wife."
She looked over at Ralph and said, "What happened to that nice hard cock you had a minute ago? It was so stiff and erect that it was just begging for a hot mouth and now it is all wilted and pathetic looking. Why is that?"
She reached over and took Ralph's limp cock in her hand and then looked into the faces of the other guys in the car one by one. She gave Ralph's cock a gentle squeeze and then said:
"My rules. No pictures, not a one. All the pictures you have get deleted before the end of the day. No one other than the four of you knows about this. Absolutely no one; do you understand what I'm saying Hank?"
He nodded that he understood that Jim was never to know.
"Blow jobs only unless I decide I want to walk over to Hank's van and that will depend totally on how you treat me. If I do get in the van with you, you will respect my wishes. If I say no to something you will remember that no means no."
She looked from man o man and then said, "And when I finish giving a blow job I expect to hear "Thank you." Do you all understand?" She got a yes from all four and then said, "I like sucking cock. I really enjoy a hot, hard dick in my mouth and being watched while I do it is a major turn on for me. I expect that whomever is driving will find me lots of semi trucks and pickup trucks that set up high enough that the driver or passengers can look down and see what I'm doing."
She looked at all of them again and then she turned back to Ralph. "Come on Ralph, let's see if we can make it big again" and she bent her head and started sucking on him.
+++++
She made her first big change that Monday at school. She still wore short skirts and high heels, but she stopped deliberately teasing the boys in the front row. She still crossed and uncrossed her legs a lot and she occasionally spread them wide, but she stopped deliberately pulling up her skirt and she stopped taking off her bra. She did wear half-cup push up brassieres and did wear blouses that showed some cleavage, but she stopped deliberately bending at the waist in front of her students to give them a really good look. She wouldn't pass up an opportunity if it came naturally, but she would no longer try and set up situations (except for her bookshelf cleanings). She had even made the decision to limit her free hour teasing to once a week.
The changes had nothing to do with a slackening of desire on her part; it was because she knew she was on the edge of being out of control and if she didn't control herself she was going to get caught. The changes wouldn't matter all that much. Over the last two months she had shown enough that it had primed the pump and it had the effect of making the boys strain to see if they could see more and they would keep straining. Just knowing that was a turn on for her.
The week flew by and she heard a lot of air horns as the men in the big rigs watched her suck off her male carpoolers. Three guys in a pick up had even followed them all the way to the mall parking lot and asked her how much she would charge to do them. She declined, but the idea made her so hot that after they had pulled away she said:
"Anyone want to get in the van with me?"
It turned out that all four did and when they were through with her (or she them) Rick was guaranteed another night off. But the three guys in the pick up truck offering her money to take care of them reminded her of the previous Saturday at K-Mart. She thought of that morning and wondered if the man would be there looking for her. And would he have the two hundred and fifty dollars? She had decided that she wasn't going back to that particular K-Mart anymore, but maybe just one more time? Just to see if he was there? Just to see if he was really willing to pay two-fifty for her? She wouldn't of course, but she was curious.
After dinner and while they were doing the dinner dishes Rick told her that he was going to have to go out of town the next week to attend a four day seminar.
"I'll have to lave Sunday night so I can be there when it starts Monday morning. It ends Thursday and if I can I'll catch a late flight home. If not, I'll be home sometime Friday."
"Is our health insurance paid up?"
"Why would you ask me a question like that?"
"You just told me that I'm going to have to go almost a week without making love. You don't think I'm going to leave you alone when you get home, do you? I'll probably hurt you trying to play catch up. As it is you are in for a long hard weekend because I'll have to see if I can get enough to hold me until you get home."
"I thought you said the change in your hormones would balance out."
"The doctor said it would happen, but he didn't say when. Besides, if I know you, and I do, when things balance out you will probably start whining that you aren't getting enough loving. Best take all you can get while you can get it."
After her time in the van that day she had intended to give Rick the night off, but hey; a girls got to do what a girls got to do.
+++++
Saturday found her in the K-Mart parking lot staring at the front door as she steeled herself for what she was going to do. She had on her shortest skirt and her highest heels and she had no brassiere on underneath her tight low-cut blouse. She had debated not wearing any panties but found that she had too; she was dripping wet with excitement and without panties her juices would be running down her legs. She took one last look to make sure that everything was in place and then she got out of the Suburban and headed for the store.
She was whistled at twice and she smiled when she saw one woman swat her companion when she caught him staring. Inside the store she grabbed a cart and started cruising the store. She looked for the man, but didn't see him anywhere. She saw lots of other men and more importantly, they saw her. She had several following her, pretending to be shopping, but somehow always seeming to be in the aisle she was in. She debated doing the changing room thing again, but really didn't want to. The only reason she was in that store on that particular morning was to see if the man had come expecting to see her.
After forty-five minutes of slow browsing she decided that he wasn't going to be there. She was standing in women's wear debating on making one more tour of the store and putting everything in her cart back where she found it or just walking away from the cart when a voice behind her said:
"I wondered if you would be here." She turned and saw the man. "Is your offer still good?"
"Yes and no."
"What does that mean?"
"I've been here for over an hour so the four hours is out." She looked at her watch and said, "Three hours is all I can give you."
"How much does that reduce the price?"
"It doesn't."
"Where will we do it?"
"The parking lot of course; unless you want to pop for a motel room and waste another hour in going to one and checking in. Parking lot or motel my time limit is twelve-thirty. After that I have another engagement."
"But the parking lot?"
"Trust me, it will work."
"Lead the way."
They both abandoned their shopping carts and the man followed her out of the store. She couldn't believe she was actually going to do it. Actually sell her body to a stranger. She was so excited, so hot that her panties had to be soaking wet. She was surprised she wasn't making a squishing sound when she walked. She opened the door and motioned him inside. He entered the van and then stopped in surprise when he saw Hank sitting in the driver's seat.
"Don't mind my husband sweetie. He's okay with what I do, but he worries about my safety when I'm not with one of my regulars. Give him the money so we can get started."
The man looked from Hank to her and then back to Hank and then he took an envelope out of his pocket and handed it to Hank. Hank opened the envelope, counted the money inside and then nodded to her and she started undressing.
"Come on sweetie, let's get naked and get it on."
The man stripped and she had him lay down and then she started sucking his cock. She licked the head and then ran her tongue down to the base and then drug it back up to the head. She took his nut sack in her hand and then she deep throated his cock. After a couple of minutes mouthing the man's cock she said:
"It's your money sweetie; you want me on the top or on the bottom?"
"Both. Start on top and then we can change."
She moved over him and took his cock in her right hand and guided him into her pussy as she pushed down on him. She placed her hands on his shoulders to brace herself and then she started riding the man's cock. Up and down she moved as the man reached up and played with her breasts and behind her Hank was saying, "Ride him you beautiful fucking slut, ride him."
After a couple of minutes the man wrapped his arms around her and rolled her over onto her back and then he started fucking her hard. She wrapped her legs around him, her nails dug into his back and she shoved her pussy up at him as she had her first orgasm. Another two minutes of hard fucking and the man came with a groan. She held him until she felt him go soft in her and then she pushed him off of her, swung around and went after his cock again with her mouth.
It took her almost five minutes of sucking, but she got him hard again and he got her up on her hands and knees and started fucking her dog fashion. He fucked her for about two minutes and then he asked:
"Can I fuck your ass? My wife won't let me do that?"
"Sure you can sweetie, but we need to get it ready. Move around so I can suck your cock while my hubby gets my butt ready for you." She turned to Hank, "Get the KY out of my purse honey and get my ass ready for him."
"Whatever you say dear" Hank said as he got the KY and lubed up his fingers. She captured her customer with her mouth and started sucking on him while Hank used his fingers and plenty of KY Jelly to loosen up her butt hole. After a few minutes Hank said:
"Okay baby doll, that ought to do it. You are fairly loose back there now."
She took her mouth off the man's cock and said, "Okay sweetie, move behind me and go get your prize."
The man moved behind her and she felt his cock pushing at her asshole. "Go easy big guy, go slow and easy until I get used to you."
The man did what she asked and after several minutes she started pushing back at him as he stroked into her. She moaned, "Oh God sweetie, that feels so good. Your wife doesn't know what she is missing. Fuck me sweetie, fuck my ass, fuck my ass hard."
The man started fucking her a little faster and a little harder and she was moaning, "Yes, yes, yes, yes" when Hank said, "Any other things you might want to try while you have the chance? My wife is a pretty hot slut and she'll do most anything."
"There is one thing" the man gasped out, "But I'll need help."
"What is it?"
"I've always wanted to do a threesome."
"Oh God" she moaned, "You want to watch me suck my hubby's dick while you fuck my ass?"
"Oh yes, please" the man asked as he kept plowing her Hershey Highway.
"Get over here honey and let's give the man his money's worth."
Hank dropped his trousers and offered her his cock and she took it in her mouth and then both men fucked their respective holes while she shook her way through an orgasm. After a couple of more minutes Hank said:
"I don't want to come in your mouth baby doll, I want your pussy."
"Lay down baby" she gasped, "And slide under me."
Hank told the man to pull out of her ass long enough for Hank to get into her pussy and then plug back in. Once the two men were in her they began to work her between them and after a minute she had another orgasm and seconds later her customer dumped his load in her rectum. He pulled out of and Hank rolled her over onto her back, lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and began to pound her.
Her five inch heels were up against the headliner of the van and Hank was driving into her as hard and as fast as he could. She had another orgasm and it was so strong that she screamed. The scream frightened the customer and he bolted form the van and ran off leaving the door open. Her body was shaking and she was moaning as she became aware of the two women standing there looking in the open door at Hank fucking her and seeing them triggered another small climax. She dug her nails into Hank's ass cheeks and pulled him as deep into her as she could and Hank let go his load. She felt his cum flood into her and she moaned.
When he started to go soft he pulled out and it was then he noticed the two women for the first time. "Well don't just stand there" he said, "Come on in." The two women looked at each other and then they turned and hurried away.
"Damn" Hank said, "That was intense. Can we do it again tomorrow?
"No. I just wanted to try it once to see what it would be like to do it for money." She dressed quickly and said, "I have to hurry or I'll be late to pick up my kids."
He handed her the envelope and said, "Keep me in mind the next time you want to try something different."
As she drove to pick up her kids at the swimming pool she thought about what she had just done. It had been fun, but there hadn't been the excitement she wanted, at least not until she had seen the two women watching. Fucking for money would join the adult bookstore and that particular K-Mart on the list of things she wouldn't do again.
+++++
The kids were outside playing and Rick was in the garage changing the oil in the Suburban. She was in the kitchen looking through the pantry for the can of condensed milk she was sure she had when the phone rang. She answered it and heard the voice that sent shivers down her spine and made her pussy tingle.
"Hello slut, miss me?"
She almost said, "Where have you been?" but caught herself in time. "What do you want?"
He laughed, "I thought you knew by now. I want you slut and I'm going to have you" The Watcher said. "I had a particular time and date in mind, but now that your hubby is going out of town for almost a week I thought I might move things up a bit. Pick a day slut, and I'll make it happen."
She was tempted to do just that - pick a day and get it over with - but instead she said, "It is never going to happen - no way - so will you stop bothering me? Just leave me alone."
"Not a chance in hell slut. I'm going to take you. Get used to the idea. I'm going to have you in all of your holes and I'm going to make you love it."
She pushed the button to end the call and wished she had an old fashioned phone - one the she could have slammed down into its cradle to end the call. Who was he? How did he know that Rick was going out of town and what had he meant when he said he had a particular time and place in mind? Could he actually know where she was going to be at a particular time and place? Oh God, she thought, now I have to go and change my panties.
To be continued...
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I suppose it really started two years ago when I was working for a small community newspaper in Colorado. It was the holiday season and, as in a lot of places, when the holiday season arrived the offices take on a gay, festive air. Banners and posters appear, Christmas cards get pinned up on cork memo boards and desks suddenly sprout scented candles and candy dishes. It was a candy dish that did it; a candy dish and Dove dark chocolate individually wrapped squares.
+++++
I love the ladies. Can't help it. I've been attracted to the fairer sex for as long as I can remember and I have a pretty damned good memory. I remember playing 'doctor' with Nancy Neubert at an age I won't mention and that was just the start of my life long quest to look at the female form in its naked state. If I couldn't get their clothes off of them it didn't matter because I got as much pleasure out of looking at them fully clothed. A woman in a skirt or dress wearing high heels got to me just as much as a naked lady wearing only a smile. It was a jones of the highest order.
There is a term or someone like me. Some use it as a derogatory term, but I have always considered it a badge of honor. That term is "Dirty Old Man" and I have been a Dirty Old Man since I was eleven years old. As with most Dirty Old Men my love for the ladies manifested itself in the way I looked at them; openly and completely above board. No sneaky peeks or surreptitious glances for me, I looked and I appreciated and I didn't hide it one little bit.
The other thing I had in common with most Dirty Old Men was that I was a terrible flirt. I complimented the ladies on their looks; I made 'soft' passes at them and jokingly asked them to abandon their husbands, fiancés and boyfriends and take up with me. I remembered their birthdays and on Valentine's Day and Sweetest Day I gave them cards, flowers and candy - all of them! There were six women working in the office and I flirted with all of them equally. But, as Orwell stated in Animal Farm, "Even though all pigs are equal some pigs are more equal than others" and that held true for the ladies in our office. Even though I treated all of them equally Jennifer always got a little bit extra. If all the girls got flowers, Jen's bouquet was always just a little bit bigger. If everyone got candy, Jen's box was just a tad more expensive. Jennifer always got 'just a touch' more.
+++++
Jennifer was about five foot five, maybe 125 pounds and she had blonde hair that fell in waves to her shoulders. She had that healthy California girl look about her, like she spent all of her free time on the beach working on a tan. I didn't know whether the tan came from a tanning bed or from her lying out in her backyard, but it didn't matter where it came from on her it looked great. Jennifer had a beautiful smile and her eyes sparkled when she looked at you and gave you the full 'wattage' but her best features were all south of the border, so to speak. She had a fantastic ass and a spectacular walk that made it look like two melons rolling around in a gunny sack and I do not believe that there is a man alive who wouldn't stop whatever he was doing to look when she walked by. The sight was marvelous when she wore skirts and dresses and absolute stupendous when she wore slacks.
But to me anyway, her absolutely best features were her long legs and sexy feet and don't think for one minute that she didn't know it. A lot of ladies would go to nail salons or beauty parlors once a week to get their fingernails done and Jennifer did that too, but Jen also got her toenails done. Blood red polish with little designs that changed from week to week and she also wore toe rings. She always wore strappy high heeled sandals that displayed her toes. Even in the winter. If she had to wear boots to work because of snow she always changed into high heeled sandals once she got to work.
Upstairs Jennifer was a little shortchanged as she wasn't much better than flat-chested, but who cared about the upstairs when the downstairs was so outstanding. It did not hurt one bit that I was a dyed in the wool ass and leg man with a foot fetish and that high heels had always been a major turn on for me. Her husband was one lucky guy. The bottom line of course was that while the other women were equal, Jennifer was just a little more equal when it came to my attention.
+++++
It was two weeks before Christmas and I was on my way from the pressroom to the circulation manager's office and as I passed Jennifer's desk I noticed that the candy dish setting next to her computer monitor was full of Dove dark chocolate squares. I filed the information that she liked Dove dark chocolate away for future reference and went on to my meeting with the circulation manager.
Over the next several days I noticed the level in Jennifer's candy dish going down and it gave me an idea. One night when I was doing my grocery shopping at Safeway I bought six bags of the Dove dark chocolate squares. I start at six in the morning but the office people don't get in until seven-thirty or quarter to eight so the office was empty when I got there the next morning and filled Jennifer's candy dish. Over the next three weeks I kept Jennifer's candy dish topped off, but I never let her or anyone else in the office know that it was me doing it.
The day after New Years Day when I got to work the candy dish was gone. Okay, no candy dish so we just shifted gears. Every morning when I got to work I would put two of the chocolate squares in the center of her desk pad. For the next two weeks I left two squares a day on Jennifer's desk and as far as I knew no one knew it was me. And then one day as I was passing Jen's desk she stopped me and asked me why I was leaving candy on her desk every day. I asked her what made her think it was me and she told me that one of the ladies on the night cleaning crew had seen me putting the candy on her desk. Busted, I told her I was leaving them because I was having fun being the mystery "Candy Fairy." She thanked me for the thought, admitted that she was a chocoholic and just loved dark chocolate. She also admitted that she had spent a lot of time trying to figure out who the candy man was.
Since I had been 'discovered' I stopped putting candy on her desk when I got to work. What I did instead was that every time I went up to the front office I would put a piece of candy on her desk as I went by. Three weeks went by and then one morning as I was leaving a piece of candy she said that she really needed to give up chocolate and switch to something like carrot sticks or celery. I asked why and she told me that she and her husband were going on a cruise and she needed to lose five pounds so she would look good in her bikini. The next day when I passed by her desk I left a sandwich bag with four carrot sticks in it. The next day it was a couple of pieces of celery and the day after that a handful of grapes. I did that for the next week until she left for her cruise and the day she got back I started leaving the dark chocolate again.
Three days later the production manager came and got me and said that I was wanted in the front office. I followed him and he led me into the Human Resource manager's office and closed the door. As soon as I saw that it was the HR manager's office we were going into I knew that it wasn't going to be a pleasant visit. I didn't like Jill and she knew it. On her part she thought I was disrespectful to management and I needed to be put in "my place." Shortly after she had been hired to replace the HR manager who had resigned she came out into the shop and handed me a list of things she wanted done and then told me that she "Expected to have them done by the following Friday." Her tone of voice and her "I am a manager and you are a peon" attitude pissed me off so I looked at the list, laughed and handed it back to her and told her if she expected it to be done by Friday she had better get busy.
"And just what is that supposed to me?"
"I don't work for you and nothing on that list is covered in my job description. You want it done, do it yourself."
"You are being insubordinate."
"No I'm not. You are not in my chain of command. I work for the production manager and he falls under the circulation manager. You aren't anywhere in the chain."
"Well we will just see about that" and she stomped away.
I found out later that she went to the circulation manager and complained and said she was going to put a letter of reprimand in my file. The circulation manager told her she was out of line and to stay the hell out of his shop without checking with him first. Things had been 'cool' between us ever since.
Jill had me sit down and then she told me that a harassment complaint had been filed against me by Jennifer. Jennifer had accused me of giving her unwanted attention and that I had refused to stop when she had asked me to. I hotly denied the charge. I admitted to the attention part, but stated that she had never asked me to stop and had never given me any indication that the attention bothered her and that if she wanted me to stop all she ever had to do was ask.
I was told that the complaint was going to go in my file and that I was to stay away from Jennifer. I was told that even if we passed each other in the parking lot I should look the other way and not even say "hello" or "Good morning" or anything at all. Then Jill handed me the complaint and told me to sign it and I told her no. She said, "Sign it or I will have to terminate you." I was just getting ready to tell her to stick it up her fat ass when the production manager stepped in and told me to go back to work. As I closed the office door behind me I heard the production manager tearing into her. Bottom line was that I still had a job at the end of the day.
When I left the HR office I passed by Jennifer's desk on my way back to the pressroom and she looked up at me and I gave her a look that should have set her hair on fire. She frowned and by then I was by her and gone. If the old adage, "Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned" had an opposite it would be, "Bobby will carry a grudge to the grave." I didn't know how or when, but the bitch would pay and pay dearly for fucking over me.
+++++
There was no way Jennifer could avoid seeing me every day as I had to walk right by her desk on my way to the circulation manager's office; a trip I made on the average of four times a day. I made it a point to look her right in the face both coming and going and I smiled inwardly as she always averted her eyes. I didn't say a word, but then I didn't really have to; the look on my face said it all.
Valentine's Day came and every woman in the office got a card and a heart shaped box of candy from me - everyone except Jennifer. I knew the birthdays of all the women and on their birthdays they all got cards and flowers from me - all of them except Jennifer. The other girls in the office noticed and I'm sure they wondered what was going on.
It was about four months following my visit to the HR office that I had my first opportunity to get back at Jennifer. My hours are a little weird. Since eighty percent of my job is maintaining the equipment and keeping it running I have to be there when the presses run to fix anything that breaks down. The other side of the coin is that I can't do maintenance and repairs when the machines are running. The company is death on paying overtime so I have had to set up a schedule that would allow me to do my job and still hold my hours down to forty. Basically, I put in from fourteen to sixteen hours on Tuesday - from 3 AM until the presses stop around 5 PM. Wednesday is usually a fourteen hour day from 7 AM until 9 PM. Thursday is my slow day and I work about seven hours from 7 AM until three in the afternoon. Friday I come in at 4 AM and clean, oil and grease until my forty hours are in and then I'm off until the following Tuesday.
Because of my work schedule I have a key card that gets me into the building at all hours. The only other people with this ability are managers and above. The rest of the employees can only get in the building when the electronic timer deactivates the door locks and that happens at seven-thirty in the morning. At seven in the evening the computer electronically activates the door locks and you can't get in the building unless you have a key card.
It was a Wednesday, one of my long days, and we finished running the presses around seven-thirty. It usually takes me a half hour to finish the paperwork and power things down. Since I am usually the last one out of the building it is up to me to make sure that everything is turned off and locked up tight before I leave. I was making the rounds to make sure everything was the way it should be when I saw Jennifer walking out to her car. She must have worked late. As I watched through the window she got in her car and turned the key in the ignition. Jennifer's car was a late model GM product and it had a sensor in the dash that sensed light levels and automatically turns on the headlights when it gets dark outside. This feature is 'live' as soon as you turn the key on. I saw Jennifer's lights come on and then start to go dim and that told me the she probably had a dead battery. I smiled at her misfortune and finished going through the building, cleaned up and then punched out at the time clock and headed for my pick up truck.
Jennifer saw me and she got out of her car and walked toward me and said:
"I need you to let me back in the building. My car is dead and I need to use a phone to call my husband to come and get me."
I ignored her and opened the door to my truck and started to get in it.
"Didn't you hear me? I need to get back into the building so I can use a phone."
I turned to her and said, "I'll probably get in trouble for this, but what the hell, you are a lady in distress so I guess maybe I can get away with it."
"Get away with what?"
"I was told that I wasn't to talk to you or have anything to do with you. In fact, I believe the exact words were, "Even if you pass each other in the parking lot you should look the other way and not even say "hello" or "Good morning" or anything at all." But since you are in trouble I'll speak to you long enough to tell you that there is a payphone at the Texaco station. It is only a ten minute walk from here."
And then I pulled my door closed and drove away leaving her standing there.
+++++
Three weeks after the parking lot incident Jennifer left the company. But that didn't mean we wouldn't see each other any more. The town wasn't that big that we wouldn't run into each other occasionally. We had a Safeway, a King Soopers, a Target and a Wal-Mart Super Center. There were ten gas stations and maybe a dozen restaurants so the odds were that I would see Jennifer from time to time and I did. And every time I saw her I stared at her with a "You fucking bitch!" look on my face and she would always look away.
It was the week before Thanksgiving and a Wednesday and I had just gotten off work and I had stopped at Wal-Mart to do some shopping and I saw Jennifer pushing a cart through the store. She was pregnant - looked to be about seven or eight months worth - and she saw me. I gave her "The Look" and she turned her cart and headed for the checkout stands.
I finished my shopping, checked out and headed for my truck. I was loading my stuff when I noticed a woman about six parking aisles over trying to wrestle the spare tire out of the trunk of her car. There was snow and slush on the ground and the temperature was falling and the slush was starting to freeze and the woman was slipping and sliding around. I finished loading my stuff in the truck and then I drove over to see if I could give the woman a hand. I got out of the truck and said:
"Can I give you a hand with that?"
The woman turned to me and I saw it was Jennifer. "Oh, it's you" I said and turned to walk back to my truck.
"God damn you" she said to my back, "I wouldn't hurt you to try and be a decent human being for once in your life!"
The wrong thing to say and the wrong tone of voice to say it in. I turned to her and said:
"You want my help? Okay, I'll help you. All you have to do is climb in my truck with me and give me a blow job. Either that or the parking lot is full of cars so go find someone else to help you."
"Would I be trying to do this myself if I could have gotten anyone else to help me? I tried, but no one could be bothered."
I shrugged and then I got back in my truck and then I just sat there and watched her struggle. After she had almost fallen down twice she walked over to my truck and stood there waiting for me to roll my window down.
"I'll give you twenty bucks to change my tire."
"No thanks, I gave you my price."
"Thirty-five then. It's all I have."
"Sorry."
She stood there looking at me for several seconds and then her shoulders slumped in defeat and she said, "Okay. Change my tire and I'll do what you want."
"No way. Payment up front. You give me the blow job and then I'll change the tire."
"You don't like me so how do I know you won't take off as soon as I'm done?"
"How do I know you won't laugh at me and tell me to go to hell when I finish and ask for payment? You want my help, we do it my way. Head first and then I help."
"Bastard!" she snarled and then walked around the truck and got in on the passenger side. I unzipped and took out my cock and she looked at it and said:
"Just so you know, I don't swallow."
"Then get out of the truck. To me it isn't a blow job unless it includes swallowing. You don't want to do it get out."
I saw a tear form in the corner of her eye and then she gave me a look of pure hatred as she lowered her head and took my cock in her mouth. It wasn't a bad blow job considering the fact that she was being more or less forced to give it and I just sat there and smiled as her head bobbed up and down. It took her about five minutes to get me to the boiling point and I warned her when I was ready to shoot. She kept her mouth on me and she swallowed it all when I let go. Then she surprised me and kept me in her mouth until I was limp and then she sat up. She looked at me while she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and the look on her face said it plainer than words:
"I did my part. Now get your worthless ass out there and change the fucking tire!"
I put my cock away, zipped up and then turned the truck heater on full blast. "Stay here and keep warm" I said and I got out of the truck and changed the tire. The temperature had been dropping fast and the slush and snow was freezing so when I was done changing the tire and putting things away in the trunk of her car I went back to the truck and gave her my arm to lean on so she wouldn't slip and fall. Not a word was spoken and when we got to her car she got in, started it up and drove away.
+++++
It was two weeks before I saw her again. I was sitting in a booth having dinner at The Black Eyed Pea when I spotted her heading for me. She stopped at my booth and said:
"I saw you sitting here and I know how much you get off on my misfortune so I thought I'd stop by and make your day. My husband left me. Three weeks before Christmas and eight months pregnant and he is gone. Hope that brings a smile to your face" and then she turned and walked away.
I didn't smile as she walked away; I actually felt sorry for her. I saw her stop at the counter and pay for her meal and on an impulse I got up, threw enough money down on the table to cover my ticket and a tip and I headed for the parking lot. I caught up with her as she was unlocking her car door. She saw me walking up to her and she said:
"Coming to gloat? Going to tell me how glad you are to see me being fucked over?"



"No, nothing like that. As hard as it may be for you to believe I'm actually here to offer you my help if you should need any."
"You? Help me? And you expect me to believe that?"
"No, I don't expect you to believe it, but the offer is there and it is genuine."
I handed her a piece of paper and said, "Those are my home phone and cell phone numbers. You need help for anything just give me a call."
"Why are you doing this? What's the catch? After what you did to me why are you all of a sudden pretending to be nice?"
"Look, you stuck a harassment complaint in my file at work. I never, not once, in all the time you were at the paper harassed you. All you ever had to do was say; "Stop, this is making me nervous and uncomfortable" and I would have stopped. That complaint will be in my file forever. A new production manager or HR manager who reviews the files will see it. In this day and age a harassment complaint is automatically assumed to be sexual harassment. Even if I left the paper and went looking for another job it would follow me. They would call for a reference and be told, "He is a good worker. The only blip on his record is the harassment complaint in his file." You think I'd get hired? That is what you hung around my neck. Was I pissed? You're damned right I was and I swore that I would get back at you for doing it to me and I did! But I also got it out of my system. I always liked you and I'm sure that you knew that. I'm not sorry for what I did, but I am sorry that you are in the spot you are in. I will help you if you need it."
She stared at me for several seconds and then she said, "Unreal. You are fucking unreal" and she got in her car, started it up and drove away. But she didn't toss my piece of paper away. I saw her put it in her pocket just before she got in her car.
+++++
She called me three days later. "Did you mean it? About helping me?"
"Yes, I meant it."
"I need to buy a Christmas tree and put it up. I can't wrestle with one in my condition. Will you go with me to help look for a tree and then help me put it up?"
Jennifer was very picky when it came to the tree she wanted. We hit four lots before she found one that was the right height and right shape. When we got back to her place she took me down into the basement and showed me where the stand and decorations were stored and I hauled it all upstairs and into her living room. I set the tree in the stand; put the star on top and then the two of us started stringing the lights. As I worked the lights around the tree I asked her if she thought her husband might come back.
"Not if the bastard knows what's good for him."
I raised an eyebrow at that and she noticed and said, "I wasn't quite truthful when I said he walked out on me. I mean, as far as I was concerned he walked out, but he didn't leave of his own accord. I threw his ass out."
"You are pregnant, not far from your due date, and you kicked the father of your child out?"
"I caught him screwing his secretary. He hadn't made love to me since I started showing, but he could screw that bitch on his desk in his office. I was downtown and I decided to stop in and surprise him and take him to lunch. I surprised him all right. I told him not to bother coming home because I wouldn't let him in. I threw all of his clothes out into the snow in the front yard and served him with divorce papers three days later."
"With no husband and no other children but the one you are carrying why are you even bothering to put up a tree?"
"Because my baby is due the 23rd and it will be her first Christmas and I want a brightly lit and decorated tree here for her when I bring her home from the hospital."
As we finished decorating the tree I watched her and I had a hard time believing that her husband, or about to be ex-husband, stopped making love to her when she started getting big in the belly. She was sexy as hell before she got pregnant and if anything, pregnancy made her seem even sexier. If I were him I wouldn't have been able to keep my hands off her. She caught me looking at her and asked me why I was looking at her like that and I told her.
"Really? Too bad you weren't around earlier."
"Why do you say that?"
"Pregnancy scrambles your hormones. Right about the time I started showing I entered into a state of perpetual horniness and that was right when Rory decided that I didn't appeal to him anymore."
"How did you handle it?"
"I masturbated a lot. If I'd known Rory was cheating on me I might have taken on a lover of my own."
She saw the expression on my face and said, "No, I don't usually talk like this to men, but since that night in the Wal-Mart parking lot I don't figure I need to pussyfoot around with you."
"Well, for what it is worth, if you had decided to take a lover I would have volunteered in a heart beat."
She gave me an odd look and we finished the tree without anymore talk. When it was done she thanked me for my help and I said goodnight and headed home.
+++++
Two days later Jennifer called me at work, told me she could use my help again and asked me if I could stop by her place on my way home from work. When she let me in she led me into the living room and told me to have a seat on the couch.
"I'm going to open a bottle of wine. I'm allowed one glass every now and then. Would you like a glass or would you rather have a beer?"
I told her that wine would be fine and she left the room. She came back a couple of minutes later with two glasses of red wine and she sat down on the couch next to me. I took a sip of the wine and then I asked her how I could help her.
"You are already doing it."
"What?"
"I know it probably isn't what you intended when you offered to help, but I just needed someone here with me. All my family is back east and with Rory gone I'm all alone. It is the holiday season and I'm alone. You don't have to stay if you don't want to, but I could really use the company."
I sipped my wine and watched her sip hers and the look on my face caused her to say:
"What? Why are you looking at me that way?"
"All things considered I just find it positively stupefying that you want me here. Maybe you don't have family here, but you must have a lot of friends."
"And they are all busy with their families during the holidays. Besides, I have an ulterior motive for asking you over."
"And what would that be?"
"I need to apologize for what happened to you at work and explain how it happened."
"Forget it. It is water under the bridge and besides, after what I did to you I'd rather not even go back and think on it."
"No, I need to explain. I did not file a harassment complaint against you. I didn't know anything about a harassment complaint until you told me about it that night at the Black Eyed Pea. I did go to Jill to ask her how to handle a problem and she said she would take care of it and the next thing I knew you were scowling at me and throwing me hateful looks.
"I don't know if you know it, but Maxine in Accounting is Rory's cousin and what happened is that she jokingly told Rory that he had better keep an eye on me, that I had an admirer at work who was trying to move in on me. Rory came unglued and ranted and raved and accused me of encouraging you and leading you on and he demanded that I put an end to it. I didn't say anything to you because I liked the attention. You were so nice, never did or said anything out of line. I didn't know what to do, but after a week of Rory wanting to know had I put an end to it yet I went to Jill and asked for advice and that is all I did. I swear to God that is all I did. She told me not to worry, that she would take care of it."
"Would you put that in writing for me?"
"Of course I will."
I sat there and stared at her and after several moments she asked,
"What are you thinking?"
"That I was much better off not knowing what you just told me."
"Why would that be?"
"Because now I have to live with what I did, both at Wal-Mart and the night I abandoned you in the parking lot at work. They didn't bother me when I knew I was getting even with you for what you did to me, but from now on it will bother me big time. I don't know how you can stand to have me here in your house."
"I concentrate on the memory of the nice guy who kept me in my favorite chocolate and gave me flowers on my birthday. Not that I wouldn't have gleefully cut your balls off that night at Wal-Mart even though it was the only sex I'd had in six months."
She topped off my glass and then we sat there without talking for several minutes and then Jennifer said:
"Just how far are you willing to go to help me?"
"Considering how guilty I'm feeling right now I'd say the only limit to how far I would go is that I won't murder your husband for you, but just about anything else goes."
She stared at me for several seconds and I could tell she wanted to say something, but was having a hard time getting it out. Finally she said:
"I told you that I've been extremely horny since I started to show and I've told you that Rory started ignoring me at the same time. All I've had to work with to satisfy that horny feeling are my fingers and my hairbrush. I need a man's touch Bob."
I stared at her as what she was asking slowly penetrated and I finally found my voice and said:
"You mean you want me to make love to you?"
"Yes and no."
"What does that mean?"
"I'm too close to my due date to want to have intercourse, but there are other ways that a man can get me off."
I knew what she was suggesting and I had no objection to doing it, but I had to ask, "Why me?"
"Two reasons. One, you did tell me that if I'd wanted to take a lover you would have volunteered and secondly, I've never been unfaithful to Rory - never even considered being unfaithful - and I wouldn't know how to seduce someone to get them to do what I would like. But after that night at Wal-Mart I feel that I can be blunt and open with you. So, you still want to volunteer?"
"Well I guess I do owe you one and you are one very sexy lady so yes, I'll volunteer."
"My bed is roomier and more comfortable than the couch. Shall we?"
She got up and headed for her bedroom and as I stood to follow I pondered on the way things had turned out. No way, not in a million years, would I have ever expected to be in Jennifer's bedroom and on the bed with her. I followed her into the bedroom and stood and watched as she undressed. Even eight months pregnant she was sexy as hell. Sexy looking and she had that 'glow' that pregnant women get. She looked at me standing there looking at her and she said:
"Why aren't you undressing?"
"I don't need to be naked to do what I'll be doing."
"Nonsense Bob. I said I needed a man's touch, but I also meant that I need to touch a man. I want bare skin Bob, I don't want shirt material. Please Bob, get naked for me."
I undressed as she got on the bed and then I went over, took her ankles in my hands and pulled her until she was sitting on the edge of the bed. I spread her legs apart and knelt down on the floor between them. I looked at her treasure and thought again of how stupid her husband had to be to not want this. I looked up and Jennifer's face and I saw the anticipation there and then I lowered my head and began to eat her pussy.
Jennifer moaned and cried and her body shivered and shook as I did my best to give her orgasms. She had two before she pulled away and sat up on the bed.
"Get up here with me, please? I want to do you while you do me."
I got on the bed and moved over her into the sixty-nine position and her hand took hold of my cock and started stroking it and after several seconds I felt her hot mouth wrap around it. Her belly made it awkward for me trying to get my head down to her pussy so I had to content myself with finger fucking her and working on her clit. She moaned and thrashed around and I gave her another orgasm just before telling her that I was going to cum. Her hands gripped my ass cheeks and she locked her mouth tight around my cock and she swallowed every last bit of what I spit out. I changed positions and looked down into her face and she smiled at me and then I leaned down and kissed her.
"Thank you. I needed that, I really did need that. Can you hold me?"
I laid down next to her and put my arms around her and we cuddled and then I fell asleep.
I woke up and looked at my watch and I saw that it was almost two in the morning. I got up and started gathering my clothes. I must have awakened Jennifer because I heard her say:
"What are you doing?"
"I need to get on home."
"No you don't. You are already naked and in bed here. There is no sense in getting up, getting dressed, driving home, getting undressed and getting back in bed. Just get back in bed here. It feels good to have a warm body snuggled up next to mine. What could I say? It felt great having her warm body tucked up next to mine so I crawled back in bed with her.
+++++
The next day was Saturday so I didn't need to crawl out of bed early. When I did wake up I was alone in bed and the smell of frying bacon filled the air. I dressed and wandered out into the kitchen and Jen gave me a smile and said:
"Good morning sleepy-head. Coffee is on the counter behind you. How do you like your eggs?"
"Break the yolks and fry them hard. How long you been up?"
"Maybe an hour. I'm usually an early riser."
We ate in silence, probably because neither of us could figure out what to say. I don't know what Jennifer was thinking, but on my side of the table was a guy who was not used to waking up in someone else's bed. I'd had plenty of women wake up in mine and it was always somewhat of a relief when we kissed goodbye and they left. I wondered if that was the thought running through Jennifer's mind. I found myself hoping not because I kind of liked waking up in hers. Jen interrupted my thoughts:
"What are you thinking?"
"Just trying to make sense out of this."
"This?"
"You know, my being here. After the way I treated you there is no way I should be here. You should run screaming at the mere sight of me."
"Blame it on my pregnancy. I have all sorts of mood swings and I end up doing strange things. I suppose a lot of it has to do with you saying that you thought I was sexy even thought I know I look like a beached whale, your offering to help me and then one of my mood swings coming along. Whatever, I'm not sorry."
"Neither am I."
"What are you doing today?"
"Clean my apartment, do my laundry and watch some college football. Why?"
"I was going to ask you to spend the day with me. Last night was nice, but it only took the edge off. Going without for over six months is hard on a girl, especially one who was used to three and four times a week."
"So what you are saying is that you want me to be your sex-toy for a day."
"And maybe another night."
I never knew that I could be so sexually satisfied without my cock ever once entering the lower holes on a woman's body. My apartment didn't get cleaned that weekend. My laundry didn't get done and I didn't see one minute of football, college or otherwise.
+++++
For most of the next week I either stopped by Jen's place on my way home from work or I called her to see that she was okay and twice she asked me to stay over. Saturday I squired her around while she did her shopping and then I took her out to dinner. On the way home I asked her how she was going to get to the hospital when it was time and she told me that her in-laws were set up to do it.
"Even though it is over between me and Rory they are the grandparents and they say that they want Janet in their lives."
"Janet?"
"That's the name I picked for my little girl. Janet Elaine.
"Does your husband plan on being there for the delivery?"
"I doubt it. I haven't heard from the bastard in two months."
When I got her to her house I kissed her and said I'd call and she asked:
"Aren't you staying?"
"Not tonight. I really do need to do my laundry and clean my apartment. I don't dare let it slide for two weeks in a row."
"Okay then, let's go to your place. I can do your laundry while you clean or I can clean the apartment while you do the laundry."
"Why would you want to do that?"
"Because I don't want to be alone right now and I'm comfortable around you."
"You can't clean house or do laundry in your good clothes."
"So I'll pack a bag, or better yet you spend the night here and then in the morning we will go to your apartment and do what needs to be done."
"Are you sure?"
"What I'm sure about is that I want your body next to mine tonight and if that is what I have to do to get it, yeah, I'm sure."
+++++
In the morning we headed for my place and stopped at a Village Inn for breakfast. I sat on the other side of the table and watched as she attacked her pancakes and wondered what it might be like to spend the rest of my life with her. I felt more comfortable with her than I'd felt with any other woman who had been in my life and that included my ex whom I'd thought I was madly in love with.
"What are you thinking" she asked.
"Just wondering about some things. When will your divorce be final?"
"Not until after the baby is born. Asshole wants a DNA test to prove he is the father before he will agree to pay child support. I'm not pushing it because the longer it goes on the more the lawyers will charge him and hitting Rory in the pocket book is what hurts him the most."
"What are you going to do after the divorce is final?"
"Try to convince the man I picked to be Rory's replacement that he can't live without me."
"And how is that man going to look at all this time you have been spending with me?"
She looked at me and was silent for a second or two before she said:
"You can't possibly be that dense."
It took another couple of seconds for what she had just implied to register on me and I sat there and stared at her absolutely stunned and speechless. I finally gathered my wits and found my voice.
"You and me? You can't be serious. You don't know me or anything about me. Not only that, but how can you even think of overlooking how nasty I was to you?"
"Yes, and how about how nice you have been to me these last two weeks. You have treated me like a princess. Girls like that in case you didn't know."
"But still, it is too way out to even think about."
"Not for me. I know it sounds weird, but I know it is right. I called you on a whim. I needed help and you volunteered and you did not hesitate when I called, you came right over. I didn't expect that we would even be able to get along for as long as it took to find a tree, but by the time we had the tree decorated I knew you were the one. Don't ask me how I knew, I just did. I am as sure of it as I have ever been of anything in my life. All I have to do now is convince you."
Things were getting way too deep for me so I dropped the subject and asked her how her pancakes were.
On the ride to my apartment I didn't of much else other than the bomb she had just dropped on me. Granted, I did feel more comfortable around her than I did with any other woman, and I had wondered what it would be like to spend the rest of my life with her, but I knew even less about her than she knew about me. I did think of her almost constantly, but I was that way with Annalise and look how my marriage to her had turned out. Jen said she, 'just knew' but I 'just knew' about Annie so I wasn't going to place a whole lot of faith in 'knew.'
But I could not deny that I was very interested in Jennifer and God knew that I loved waking up with her and wishing it could be a daily thing. Well, nothing was going to happen until her divorce was out of the way so I had time.
Jennifer took one look at my apartment and said, "Nope, won't do."



"What do you mean it won't do?"
"It's too small for the three of us."
"The three of us?"
"You, me and Janet. You have a lease?"
"No, it is month to month."
"Good. No problem then in getting you moved out."
"Move out?"
"I intend to keep the house in the divorce. Rory might have other ideas, but I'm sure the courts will realize that I need a home where I can raise my child. As soon as the divorce is final we will move you in."
"We will? Don't I have any say in it?"
"Of course you do and by the time it is time to do it I'm sure that I will have you convinced that saying yes is the smart thing to do."
I just stood there and stared at her. I had no idea of what to say. The situation was just too, too way out for me.
"Come on" Jennifer said, "Let's get your chores done so we can do what I want to do."
"And that would be?"
"Silly man. Show me to your bedroom. I want to see if the bed is strong enough."
When I dropped her at her house that night she gave me a passionate kiss and then said:
"I'm sure about it baby. I'm going to be putting on a full court press. It is right and I think you know it. You just have to accept it. See you tomorrow?"
I told her I would and I headed on back to my apartment. I did think about her and what she was proposing and the more I thought about it the more that I thought that it might work. I did enjoy the hell out of being around her and I loved the way she felt when I woke up next to her. The idea had much going for it and like Jennifer had said, "It just feels right." But that was the problem. Annie had "felt right" and look how that had turned out. It had "felt right" right up till the day I found her in our bed with her boss. I couldn't believe that the stupid cunt had tried to make it my fault for coming home when I wasn't supposed to. So no, "It just feels right" wasn't going to be enough for me.
+++++
The phone pulled me out of a deep slumber and as I struggled awake and reached for the phone I saw that it was 3:10 AM. It was Jennifer and there was panic in her voice.
"Bob, my water just broke and I can't reach my in-laws. Can you take me to the hospital?"
I told her I was on the way and I hurriedly dressed and drove to her place. I helped her into my truck and then we took off for the hospital. On the way she told me she had called the hospital and her doctor and had tried several more times to get her in-laws.
"I'm not due until the day after tomorrow and I guess they weren't expecting me to call this early."
"Give me their number and I'll keep trying to reach them. Do you have a number for your husband? He should know."
"To hell with him. He is probably shacked up with that slut secretary of his."
"Still, he is the baby's father and he should be given the chance to be there."
Jen wrote some numbers on a piece of paper and gave it to me. "The top number is the number for Rory's parents and the bottom number is Rory's cell phone."
I pulled up at the entrance to the emergency room and minutes later Jennifer was on a gurney and had been trundled away. I tried the in-laws number with no luck so I called the number she had given me for her husband. He answered on the seventh ring and I told him who I was and that I'd just delivered Jennifer to the hospital.
"So why are you waking me up to tell me this?"
"It's your child. I thought you might like to be here."
"She says it is mine, but I don't happen to believe it" and he disconnected. Well, Jen had said he was an asshole.
I debated on heading home and going back to bed, but then decided that someone needed to be there for Jen so I asked for directions to the maternity ward waiting room and then headed there to wait. After that, things were kind of anti-climactic. The doctor said it was an easy delivery and mother and child were doing fine. Janet was a healthy eight pounds and seven ounces and she came with a full compliment of fingers and toes.
I finally reached the grandparents and they were all apologetic.
"We didn't expect her to go for two more days. We were out of town visiting friends. Guess we need to break down and get one of them cell phones."
A half hour later Marge and Ralph were there looking through the window at the baby and arguing good naturedly about who she most favored. Rory never did come to the hospital.
When Jennifer was released on Christmas Eve I swung by her house on the way to pick her up and turned on the tree lights so the tree would be lit when Janet was carried in. I took Jennifer and Janet home and helped them inside. Marge was already there to help her so I kissed her cheek and told her I would see her later. Jennifer clutched my sleeve in her hand and said:
"Please be here tomorrow."
I told her I would be there and I left her in the hands of her mother in law and I went on home to my apartment.
+++++
I was going through my mail and there was a Christmas card with familiar writing on it and I opened it. It was from Annalise and it was your standard "Peace on Earth" card, but on the left side she had written:
"Wish you were here or that I was there. Please call me Bobby."
It made absolutely no sense, but that card from my ex triggered something in my head and as I dropped it in the trash with the rest of the junk mail I knew what I was going to do.
+++++
Jennifer was sitting on the couch, holding Janet and crooning to her. I watched mother and child and I knew that what I was going to do was right. Jennifer saw me looking at her and saw the way I was looking at her and she asked:
"What? Why are you looking at me like that?"
"Trying to figure out how to do this."
"Do what?"
"I couldn't figure out how to go about sliding an engagement ring on the finger of a woman who is still wearing her wedding rings. Then I realized how silly it would be to propose to a married woman in the first place. I decided that before I could propose you needed to be divorced, but some married women have been known to have boyfriends, steady boyfriends, and so I decided to ask you if you would like to go steady until you are divorced."
I knelt in front of her and took my hand out of my pocket and handed her a chain with my class ring on it. "How about it Jen, want to be my steady girl?"
"Silly man, you have to ask? Put the chain around my neck and kiss me."
I did and then I sat down next to her on the couch, put my arm around her and we sat and looked at the lit Christmas tree.
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Chapter 1: Mary
I don't know what it is with me, but I have a thing for married women. Put me in a room full of good-looking women with one of them being married and I'll home in on her every time. She wouldn't even have to be the best looking woman in the room, it wouldn't matter at all. I'd still be drawn to her like iron filings to a magnet.
+++++
I hadn't been in my new job one full day when I saw a fantastic, tight little ass. It was on a woman who was bent at the waist struggling with a stuck file drawer. I had promised myself that I was going to be a good boy at this new job and stay away from the ladies for at least long enough to get my feet on the ground, but something drew me to this one and I hurried over to help her out. When I got to her I saw that my internal radar was on the money again; the woman had wedding rings on her left hand. I got the drawer open for her and introduced myself.
I found out that her name was Sonia and that she had been with the company almost a year. She asked me if I had met many of the other people in the office I said no and then she told me that they all usually stopped for a drink after work. She suggested that if I stopped with them that night I could meet and get to know almost everyone at once. I told her that sounded like a good idea and she gave me the name of the place and told me how to get there.
There were four men and five women from the company at the bar when I got there. I was introduced and I ordered a drink and settled in to meet my new co-workers. They seemed like a pretty decent bunch, but what registered most with me was that three of the women, including Sonia were married.
As is the case in almost every work place there is always one guy who settles in next to you and starts to give you the low down on everybody. I found out that I should never, not ever, loan money to John or bet on anything with Harry.
"He has all of these legitimate sounding sucker bets and he loves to catch people with them."
I learned that Steve was an all right guy away from work, but at work was a total asshole with a penchant for taking credit for the work of others.
"Well, that leaves you Josh, among the men that is. What is the skinny on you?"
"Ole Josh is just an all around nice guy although I have been told that I drink a tad too much."
"Okay, that covers the guys here, what about the ladies?"
"I'd better tell you about Alice first since she will be the first to leave. She's engaged to be married to a stock broker and I sure hope that either the guy is very open minded or Alice is just trying to sow her wild oats before walking down the aisle."
"A touch on the easy side?"
"Very. There she goes now" and he pointed and I saw Alice and Steve heading for the parking lot.
"If Steve isn't enough for her she'll be back."
"Back seat romance?"
"Yup."
I filed Alice away for the future - after she got married.
"What's the book on the redhead with the big tits?"
"That's Betsy. Married, three kids, likes to tease, but kisses under the mistletoe at the company Christmas party is as far as she goes."
No, I thought, I don't want to wait ten months just to get a kiss, but I did like her tits. I figured that Betsy would be the first one I would go after.
"What about the two blondes that look like twins?"
"The one with glasses is Mary and she's single. Most everybody thinks she is a lez. The other one is Matty and she's married, two kids, and as far as anyone knows she is a straight arrow. Last, but by no means least, there is sexy Sonia. Just recently married and the sweetest girl you would ever want to know. Now, what's your story?"
"Not much to tell. Single, never married, and I have a hard time holding a job."
"Why is that?"
"I've lost my last three jobs due to outraged and jealous husbands and boyfriends. I just can't seem to leave their ladies alone. I've promised myself it is going to be different here."
That was just so much bullshit of course, but if Josh was so open with me he would probably tell the others what he'd gotten from me and it would hurt to 'prime the pump' for the ladies.
+++++
Sonia was the one I really wanted, but being newly married it would take too much time - time that would be better spent on Matty or Betsy. Apparently Josh wasted no time in spreading the word about me. The first sign that he had came three days later when everyone from work stopped for drinks again. Alice came up to me, "Hey new guy, how about a dance?"
"Can't turn down a pretty lady, now can I?"
We moved out onto the floor and she said, "The grapevine says that you are a bit of a "bad boy."
"From what I've seen in here you are my female counterpart."
"Does that give you any ideas?"
"Not really. I've promised myself that I'm going to reform. I'm not going to lose this job for the same reason that I lost the last three."
"I heard that it was because of jealous and irate husbands and boyfriends."
"No, not the boyfriends, although they did squawk some, it was the husbands. Imagine getting mad just because your wife had an affair with another man. It just boggles the mind."
"I don't get how it could cost you your job? Unless you were doing them on their desks during office hours."
"The first one was because one of the ladies was the bosses wife. The next two were because I was a "disruptive influence in the work place." What happened at one was a couple of husbands compared notes at the company Christmas party, arrived at the same conclusion, and decided to pay me a visit. The second one was basically the same only he came after me in the office during working hours."
"Poor baby. They hurt you bad?"
"I survived but the jobs didn't."
"So you are going to stay away from the married women, but the single girls are fair game, right?"
"Mostly."
"I'm single."
"Yes, but you are also engaged to be married. I've promised myself no girls unless they are single and don't have a relationship with another man."
"You might want to reconsider that position. I give great head and have a nice, tight ass."
"I'll keep that in mind if I ever fall off the wagon."
She gave me a smile and a look that said, "We'll see about that."
+++++
I was surprised at what happened next. The following day I was sitting in the break room eating lunch when Sonia came up and asked me if she could join me. I motioned to the chair opposite and she sat down.
"Did you know that you are the subject of almost every conversation in this place today?"
"No I wasn't. What is it all about?"
"You said no to Alice. No guy has ever said no to Alice."
"She just isn't my type."
"Oh? And just what is your type?"
I had the feeling that though just recently married and probably not interested in me she was expecting me to flatter her by saying, "Some one like you." Instead I said, "Some one like Betsy or Matty."
"What's so special about them?"
"They are both married and I like ladies who are experienced."
I could almost read her mind - "Hey! I'm married, what's wrong with me?"
"Is that it? Just that they are married and experienced?"
"No, being married means the odds are good that if they play around they won't be looking for any emotional entanglements. No emotional entanglements is my motto."
"So I guess I can tell Mary not to get her hopes up?"
She saw the expression on my face, "You have been listening to Josh?"
"Well, yeah, he did fill me in on every one here."
"And he told you that Mary was a lesbian, right?"
"Yeah, he did."
"That's probably because she hasn't dated anyone who works here and she shot him down bad last time he tried."
"And you think she is interested in me?"
"She can't seem to take her eyes off you when you are where she can see you."
"Well I wouldn't rule her out, but again, I'm against emotional entanglements, especially in the work place."
"And you don't get those with married women?"
"No, not usually. Most married women aren't going to abandon their families over a fling. All they want is a change up from the old daily routine."
"So who are you going after first, Betsy or Matty?"
"Whoa up girl. I'm new here and it isn't likely that I'm going after anybody. Although Matty does have a certain appeal."
"I thought you said that Betsy was more your type."
"According to Jos..."
"Hey, he was wrong about Mary."
"You saying that if I go for it it should be Betsy? You think she would be more receptive?"
"Good grief, how did we get on this topic anyway?"
Just like a woman - start the conversation, steer it and then try to push it back on you. The one thing I was sure of was that everything I had said to Sonia would be known by Mary, Matty and Betsy before they went home that night.
+++++
The next time we stopped after work I contented myself with watching and just sipping my beer. Alice made a trip to the parking lot with Josh, came back in and an hour later went out to the lot again with John. Sonia came over and sat down with me and saw me watching Alice and John.
"That could have been you if you weren't so picky."
I shrugged and said, "I am what I am."
"I played some slow songs on the jukebox; come and dance with me" and she took my hand and pulled me out of my chair. Sonia was a very nice armful and she surprised me by moving in close. The result was predictable and when my hard cock poked into her leg she drew back, looked at me, and then moved in close again. Over her shoulder I saw both Matty and Betsy watching us and I wondered if it were just coincidence. I danced two slow songs with Sonia and then we went back to the table. Just before she sat down she kissed my cheek and said, "Thanks for the compliment." Matty and Betsy heard her and I saw them exchange a quick glance.
+++++
A week went by before I stopped after work for drinks again. During that week, with the exception of Alice, the other four women were constantly stopping by my cubicle during work or joining me on coffee breaks or during lunch. It was just social calls on the parts of Mary, Matty and Betsy although it did seem they were a lot more sociable since I'd had my talk with Sonia. Sonia's visits seemed to be more along the lines of sounding me out on Mary, Matty and Betsy and to keep me up to date on office gossip.
That night at the bar I settled in to sip my beer, watch and formulate a plan on making my first serious attempt to score one of the ladies. I'd no sooner taken my seat than Matty came over and asked me to dance. I was surprised when she moved in close and even more surprised when she said, "A little birdie tells me that you lost your last job because you liked to play around with married women. True?"
"Are you asking as a married women who likes to play around or just out of idle curiosity?"
She stepped back, looked at me and then moved back in close. "That was an oopsy, wasn't it? No matter what my answer is to your question I have planted a seed, haven't I?"
"I guess it would be safe to say that your question has sparked my curiosity, but the answer to your first question is yes, it is true."
"Why?"
"Because most married women are safe,"
"How is that?"
"Mostly they are looking to take a break from the day to day monotony of their lives and they are not interested in anything long term."
"And you are not a long term kind of guy?"
"No I'm not."
"Interesting" she said as the music stopped and we walked back to join the others.
+++++
I was on my third beer when Betsy came over and grabbed my hand and pulled me up out of my chair and led me to the dance floor. Not one word, just grab and go. As soon as we were on the floor I asked, "And to what do I owe the honor?"
"I'm interested in you and it didn't look like you were ever going to ask me to dance so I came and got you."
"You, a married woman, interested in me? Pray tell why?"
"It's a girl thing. From what I hear you have a reputation and to a girl that is like being a magnet. We just have to find out if it is true."
"I'll tell you my story if you'll tell me yours. The book on you is that you love to tease the boys, get them all horny, and then run away laughing."
"True to some degree, but also false to some degree."
"You going to explain that?"
"I leave them horny, but I don't tease and run away laughing. I can't help it that my body turns guys on and that once they get turned on they think it is up to me to take care of their problem. I don't run away laughing, I just leave them with their problem."
"Okay. My story is that I love the ladies. The ladies I happen to love usually belong to someone else. And, as for your body creating problems - it has - and you might want to consider not dancing so close to me."
She cocked her head to the side, "Most men would have done the opposite and pulled me closer."
"I'm not most men. Besides, I'm trying to behave. I don't need to lose this job the way I lost the last three."
"You might not have a choice in whether or not you get to behave."
"Why is that?"
"Word is that a couple of girls at work have their eye on you."
The music stopped and we went back to the table
+++++
A half-hour passed by and I noticed that no one had asked Mary to dance that evening so the next time the music started I asked her.
"I'm surprised," she said as I took her in my arms. "Office rumor has it that you only go for the married women."
"Is office rumor always true?"
"Well, since you came to work with us you turned down a sure thing in Alice and you have only danced with married women."
"Office rumor has it that you are a lesbian. Does that make it true?"
"You have been talking to Josh I take it."
I shrugged.
"Anything you get from Josh should be taken with a grain of salt. I've not dated anyone from the office because with the exception of Josh they are all married. I've not dated Josh because I just don't want to and so to him I guess that means I'm gay."
"Want to prove him wrong and at the same time show that office rumors aren't worth beans?"
"How do I do that?"
"Dinner and dancing tomorrow?
"Sure, why not."
+++++
"You certainly have a flair for stirring the pot."
Sonia had come into my cubicle and had sat down on the edge of my desk. "How so?" I asked.
"Mary told every one that the two of you are going out on a date tonight, true?"
"Yes indeed, why?"
"Because now Matty and Betsy are pissed at her. It seems that the two of them have an interest in you and since your stated preference is married women they thought you were theirs."
"How would they know my preferences?"
"Why sweetie, I told them of course. Don't you know that for a woman the only thing that takes precedence over shopping is gossip?"
"That means that you are the one stirring the pot, not me."
"True, but I couldn't do it without you."
"Okay then, if it is a game what am I supposed to do next?"
"Doesn't matter. I can work with whatever you do."
"For a newly married innocent young housewife you certainly have an evil streak."
"You got it mostly right."
"What?"
"What you said. You had it right except for the innocent part."
She got up and walked away leaving me staring at her back and wondering.
+++++
My date with Mary did not go at all the way I expected. Dinner was fine, the conversation witty and scintillating and the dancing was close and at times erotic. The surprise came when I took her home. I walked her to her door, told her that I'd had a nice time and that I hoped that we could do it again.
"Are you saying that the night is over?"
"Are you saying that it isn't?"
She grabbed my tie and pulled me down and kissed me. When she broke the kiss she said, "Wasn't part of this date supposed to be showing that I'm not a lesbian? Well you can't prove it out here on the front porch."
She turned, unlocked and then opened her door, stepped inside and then turned and waited to see what I would do.
Mary was not a lesbian!
Mary might have been bisexual, but she was not a lesbian. She led me to her living room couch and had me sit down and then she knelt in front of me, unzipped my fly and then worked my rapidly hardening cock out into the open. She looked up at me and smiled as she stroked me until she got a drop of pre-cum in my pee hole and then she bent her head and licked it up. Her hands let go of my cock and moved down to caress my balls as her mouth swallowed me and the she sucked my cock like a wanton whore. It had been months since my last woman and Mary had me ready to explode in a very short time and I let her know that I was going to shoot and all she did was clamp her mouth tight around me and bob her head faster with the predictable results. She kept licking and sucking on me until I was totally limp.
"I like to get the first one out of the way. It makes the second one last a lot longer. Want to see my bedroom?"
After a strenuous romp followed by some very good sixty-nine and another strenuous romp Mary asked, "So, who are you going after first?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"Yes you do sweetie. You are going after the married women. I'm strictly window dressing, something to fire them up, to piss them off. Each one of them wanted to be the first one you hit on and you know it. But I think you felt that you needed to do something to make one of them make the first move. From what Sonia tells everybody you have a major thing for married women so I'm your first and not them. Now they are thinking, "He's got a thing for married women, but he goes after Mary instead of me. Why did he go after a single girl instead of me? Is something wrong with me? Well damn it, there isn't! I'll show him." All I was supposed to be was a dinner date to stir them up and you hadn't planned on my dragging you inside. Have I got it right?"
I leaned on an elbow and looked down at her, "You give me way too much credit for deviousness, but I do like the way you think."
"So which one do we go after first?"
"We?"
"Absolutely sweetie. I'm having fun tonight and I want to do it again. So I'm going to help you get all three of them and the price for that help is more of what we are doing tonight."
"Three of them? I was only looking at Matty and Betsy."
"Sonia wants you sweetie. It is killing her that you haven't taken a shot at her all ready. If I had to make a bet on it I'd bet that she'll be the first one to make a "come on" type gesture when I spread the word about what a great fuck you are."
"You think so?"
"Depends on you sweetie, do we have a deal?"
"I'd be silly to say no."
"Back to my question then. Who do you want first? That is who I'll tell about my fantastic night with you."
"Which isn't over yet?"
"God I hope not."
"Then why not tell them all."
To be continued...
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Chapter 2: The Plan
The plan was for Mary to tell Matty, Betsy and Sonia about our evening together and then let slip some of the "pillow talk" we'd had. She would tell them that we had parted friends because while we had had a good time we really hadn't 'clicked.' She would tell them that I had let it slip (reinforcing what Sonia had been telling them) that what I really wanted for a relationship was a married woman who was happy with her marriage overall, but just wanted to have a fling.
Mary would tell them that I'd told her about one who lived in my apartment complex that I had my eye on and that I had hopes of scoring with her and settling into a relationship. The idea was to make the three think, "Why the woman in the apartment? What's wrong with me?"
+++++
I was glad that I hadn't bet with Mary on whether or not Sonia would be the first one to make a move. Wednesday morning Mary and the girls 'gossiped' during the morning coffee break and ten minutes after it was over Sonia was perched on the end of my desk.
"Hear you made a conquest last night."
"And I thought it was only guys who kissed and told."
"I told you sweetie, gossip is a woman's life blood. You stopping at the bar tonight?"
"Probably, why?"
"Just save the first dance for me, okay?"
As she walked out of my cubicle I saw Matty at the water cooler and the look she gave Sonia could have killed. That night at the bar was almost funny. I'd no sooner sat down when Matty came over and took the seat next to me and she wasn't in her seat ten seconds when Betsy came and took the chair on the other side of me. Before her butt hit the chair Sonia was there to remind me that I had promised to save the first dance for her. I got up and moved out onto the floor with her and she moved in close.
"Can I ask you a personal question?"
"Depends on what it is. I may answer it or I may not."
"When we talked that first time in the cafeteria, you know, when we talked about your turning down Alice?"
I nodded that I remembered and she went on, "When I asked you just what your type was you said someone like Matty or Betsy because they were married and therefore you considered them safe. I'm married. Why didn't you say "someone like you?"
"Probably because you are newly married and I wouldn't expect a newly married woman to have reached the point yet where she was ready for a fling, especially with a 'bad boy' like me."
"Well you're wrong. It's the bad boy image that has me interested."
"You can't be serious."
"Why not? Forget all that sweet, young and innocent crap. I'm none of that. What I am is inexperienced and I think I got married too quick. I should have seen and experienced a little more of what is out there before I tied myself down. And then you come along and you are looking for fun with no commitment. Why shouldn't I jump at the chance?"
"You know what you are saying?"
"Of course I do."
"I don't think that you do. We aren't talking about a quick trip to the parking lot. I use real beds. That means sneaking away to meet me. Can you handle that? Can you get away to meet me and spend four or five hours with me without causing your husband to become suspicious? I'm not into 'wham bam' honey. I take my time and do it right. Think about that for a bit."
"I don't have to. My husband works afternoons and as long as I get home before he does I won't have a problem. He already knows I stop here with the people from work two or three nights a week so we just don't come to the bar on those nights - we go straight to your place."
"You're sure about this?"
"Yes I am."
"Tomorrow night after work?"
"Yes."
The music had stopped and we walked back to the table and I saw Matty looking at us with an unreadable expression on her face.
+++++
Matty got up from her seat and went over to the jukebox and fed some quarters into it. I managed to get one sip of my beer by the time the music started and Betsy walked up and said, "My turn" and then she led me out to the dance floor while Matty threw murderous looks at her. As we started dancing I said, "I think you just upset Matty. I think she put the money in the box expecting to be the one out here with me."
"Screw her. You ever hear the expression, "You snooze, you lose?" I'm a firm believer of 'first come, first served' and I'm here first."
"You want to spell that out for me?"
"You know the woman that you described to Sonia? Married and with no interest in breaking up her family, but wanting a change from the daily routine?"
I nodded a yes.
"Well that's me. I want just what you say that you are looking for, a fling with no emotional involvement. Just have some fun for a while and then go on home."
"What's your idea of for a while?"
"A couple of times every couple of weeks for a couple of months or longer or less depending."
"Depending on what?"
"Whether we click or not."
"You sure about this?"
"I haven't thought of anything else for a week now."
"How do you see it happening?"
"My husband bowls on Tuesdays and has a lodge meeting on Thursdays. I have until eleven on Tuesdays and till one or so on Thursday."
"I promised myself that I was going to be good when I started this job, but I can't look a gift horse in the mouth. This week is out, but if you are certain that you want to do this I guess we can give it a try next Tuesday. You going to go and tell the others now?"
"Oh no. Nobody needs to know except you and me. They can suspect all they want, but no one needs to know."
We talked a little more and then when the music stopped we went back to the table. Betsy grabbed her purse and got out some change and said, "I'll go and feed the jukebox" and she gave Matty a look that said, "Nah nah na nah nah."
+++++
The first song that played was a fast one and when Matty asked me to dance I told her that I'd love to, but that I wanted to wait for a slow tune. As I sipped my beer Matty looked from me to Betsy, who was talking with Steve and Alice, and the back at me.
"Did she get to you?"
"What do you mean?"
"The bitch knew I was going to try and get something going with you tonight and it was driving her crazy that I might actually manage it. Ever since middle school she has made it her goal in life to beat me at damn near everything."
"Has she?"
"No, I win some, she wins some."
"Why? What's the reason for her wanting to beat you?"
"It goes back to the very first school dance we were old enough to attend. Betsy had a crush on Ronnie Crew, but he ignored her and danced with me most of the night. Since then it has been pretty much open warfare between us."
"Is that what this is all about? Beating Betsy? You knew she was going to try and so you had to try too?"
"That's part of it."
"What's the rest?"
"My husband has been having an affair with his secretary. I found out about it a month ago and I decided that if he could, I could, and then you showed up."
"So, this is about revenge."
"No, it would be revenge if I let him know and then rubbed his nose in it. No, this is more than that. I've wanted to try some one else for the last couple of years, but I didn't because I didn't want to take a chance on ruining the family if I got caught. Now I have an out. If he finds out I can say, "So what? I'm just doing what you are doing with your secretary" and then see where things will go. So, did Betsy beat me again?"
"Depends on your definition. She got to me first and I'm going to see her on Tuesday, but I have Monday open."
"Can we be wicked on Monday?"
+++++
The last person I danced with that night was Mary.
"How are we doing?"
"I don't know what you told them, but all three of them came after me tonight."
"I just told them that you were a great lay. So which one got lucky?"
Sonia tomorrow, Matty on Monday and Betsy on Tuesday."
"You dog you. Does that mean I get you tonight or are you going for Alice so you can say you've had everyone in the office?"
"No, not Alice. Alice is a little too indiscriminate for me. We know what she does when she's here with us and we take it on trust that no one in this office has a social disease, but we have no idea what she does on other nights. If she is doing the same thing at some other place God only knows what she might have picked up. I want to be known as a spreader of joy, not the clap."
"Don't be so hard on the girl; she's not that bad."
"We don't know that, at least not for sure."
"But you would do her if you could be sure?"
"What is it with you? Why is it so important to you that I get all of them?"
"Just want you to get it all out of your system sweetie. Once you get the distraction of them out of the way you can concentrate on me."
"That sounds suspiciously like you want to develop the kind of relationship that I try to avoid; the very reason, in fact, that I concentrate on married ladies."
"A girls got to try. Now, do I get tonight or not and what about the weekend?"
+++++
Mary followed me to my apartment and spent almost all night trying to ruin me. She started out with another of her superb blow jobs and then she climbed up on the bed, got on her knees and buried her head in a pillow and invited me to take her in the ass. She was hot and tight and she loved anal sex. By the time I was ready to cum she was begging me not to stop, but I had no choice in the matter. I stopped stroking into her, but my cock shot its load anyway. I hurried into the bathroom and washed my dick off and then ran back and got into a sixty-nine and tried to get her off. I got her close, but couldn't bring her all the way and as soon as she got my dick hard again she wanted me back in her ass. Before I fell asleep she had given me two marvelous blow jobs, had taken me in her ass three times and had climbed on top of me and pounded her pussy on my cock once.
She woke me up with a blow job, climbed on top of my for a slow leisurely fuck and when she left me to go home and get ready for work I wondered if I would be able to do Sonia any good when we got together that night.
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Chapter 3: Sonia
The atmosphere in the office the next day was a little chilly as far as the women were concerned. They all seemed to be stepping lightly around each other. Most of them were ignoring Mary because she was walking around with a smug expression on her face. Matty and Betsy kept shooting daggers at each other as they eyed each other across the office. For the first time in over a week I didn't get a morning visit from Sonia, probably because she knew she had a lock on being the first married woman to get to my bed. The only woman in the office who was acting normal was Alice.
+++++
This was a brand new experience for me. I'd had problems at my last three jobs because of my penchant for married women, but all those problems had come from husbands and boyfriends. This was the first time that I had stirred up the women themselves. It was also the first time in my life that I was the subject of a competition, the first time I didn't have to work at seducing the women I was after. And to be honest I wasn't at all sure that I liked it that way - the thrill of the chase was gone.
The day passed pretty much without incident except that once, when Betsy had walked past Matty's desk, I heard Matty mutter "Bitch!" At three-thirty Sonia stopped by my desk and asked, "Are we still on?"
"You are the only one who can call it off."
"Should we go in one car or should I follow you?"
"You follow me in your car. That way if you decide at the last minute to bail out you can just keep on driving."
"You keep saying that. Why are you expecting me to back out?"
"Sweetie, I've been here before - lots of times - but this is new to you. It wouldn't be the first time that a woman decided at the last second that it wasn't worth taking the chance."
"What chance? As long as I'm careful everything will be fine."
"Still, you follow, and I really do hope that you will be behind me when I get out of my car at the apartment."
After Sonia had walked away Matty got up from her desk and walked over to me. Looking at Sonia moving down the hallway Matty said, "I'm not going to be first, am I?"
"What makes you say that?"
"Sonia's body language."
"I think you are imaging things."
"Doubt it all you want honey, but a woman can tell about these things."
"I didn't know that it was important for you to be first; I thought all you wanted was to beat Betsy?"
"That too, but it is an ego thing. What girl in a competition doesn't want to be the winner?"
"Funny, I don't get that feeling from the others."
"Maybe not, but it is there."
"Would you sleep better if you were the first?"
"Christ no. I probably wouldn't sleep at all. I'd be so turned on that I'd make love to my husband all night long."
"Is it really that important to you?"
"I'll live. At least I'll beat Betsy."
It wasn't on my program for the day, but I do like to keep the ladies happy and so I asked, "Can you keep your mouth shut? I know that you will rub it in when you beat Betsy, but can you keep quiet about anything else that happens?"
"Yeah, I could."
"Meet me in the supply closet in five minutes. It will be a no frills quickie, but you would be the first and I wouldn't want anyone else to know about it."
"Five minutes?"
"Five minutes."
"No one will ever hear of it from me."
"That's all I want."
When I walked into the supply closet five minutes later I found Matty standing there with her panties in her hand.
"I was afraid you were joking with me," she said.
"I never kid around when it comes to married pussy. Turn around, bend down and get a good grip on the shelf," I said as I opened my fly and took out my cock. Matty looked at it and licked her lips nervously.
"Change your mind?"
"No, no I'm not. It's just that I have never done anything like this before and it's happening so fast."
"That's the idea Matty, it has to be fast. We need to get it done before we get caught. It is your choice sweetie, but you need to hurry up and make it."
She looked nervously at me, down at my cock, back up at my face and then she choked out, "Oh God" and she turned, bent at the waist and moaned, "Hurry, please hurry and do it before I run."
I stepped forward and as I did I said, "Reach between your legs and pull the folds of your pussy apart for me."
She spread her legs and did as I asked as she kept moaning, "Oh God, hurry, please hurry."
It was a quick and almost brutal fuck. She wasn't very wet and we spent no time at all on foreplay because time was of the essence. What we were doing was dangerous - some one could come looking for copy paper or an ink cartridge at any time and the locked door would be a red flag.
Matty gave out a loud grunt as I pushed into her. It took four strokes to get me in deep enough that I wouldn't fall out on the backstroke and then I started banging away. Matty braced herself against the shelf and moaned as I drove myself into her. Four minutes of banging hard and I was ready to let loose, but before I could ask her if she wanted me to pull out she cried out, "Oh sweet fucking Jesus" and shoved herself back at me and that was all it took for me to blow my nuts.
I pulled my semi-hard cock out of Matty and was tucking it away as I said, "I'll go first and if no one is looking this way I'll knock once and you can come out. If you don't hear a knock just stay in here for about five minutes and then come out with an ink cartridge or some thing." There was a long silence and I said, "Are you all right?"
She turned to face me and there were tears streaming down her face. "No, I'm not all right. I've just been unfaithful to my husband for the first time and I loved it. I had an orgasm. The first orgasm of my life and I have it cheating on my husband."
There were a couple of things that I could have said, but they would have come across as glib and insensitive so I kept my mouth shut and left the supply room. No one was around so I knocked once and went back to my desk. Five minutes later Matty was back at her desk, but her eyes avoided mine for the rest of the afternoon.
+++++
Sonia was waiting in her car when I left the building and she was right behind me when I pulled out of the parking lot. As I drove toward my apartment I wondered if she would still be with me when I got there and I also wondered if I would be good company if she was. Contrary to popular opinion I was not an insensitive brute. I love loving the ladies and I'd never had one act the way Matty had when we finished. I'd always left my ladies with a smile on their face - never tears - and Matty's actions upset me somehow. I just hoped that the mood I was in driving home didn't carry over into my evening with Sonia.
I needn't have worried; Sonia was still behind me when I pulled up at my apartment and her actions caused my mood to change almost immediately. She started by walking up to me and handing me her thong.
"You will no doubt notice that the first three buttons on my blouse are undone. That, and the thong, should indicate to you that there isn't going to be any backing down on my part."
I grinned at her, "Even if you did I wouldn't give this back" and I dangled the thong in front of her."
Once inside my apartment Sonia asked me where the bedroom was and I pointed it out to her. She smiled at me and then headed for it undressing as she went. When she got to the door she looked back and saw me standing there watching. "You do plan on joining me, don't you?"
When I joined her on the bed I moved to take her in my arms, but she pushed me away. "I'm not here for a love affair sweetie, I'm just here to satisfy sexual curiosity."
That Sonia wasn't the sweet, young innocent newly wed that I'd thought she was became apparent when she said, "I get all the hugs, kisses and cuddling I need from my husband. I'm here for some cock lover. I haven't thought of anything but this all day and I'm so wet and horny that you should slide right in with no trouble."
She was right and I sank into her hot box with one push. Her legs came up and locked around me and she moaned in my ear, "Fuck me hard and make me cum lover. Just fuck my brains out" and she pushed her pussy up at me.
It was a rather strenuous romp and when it was over and I had caught my breath I asked her to be a little more specific in what she was after.
"I didn't detect a whole lot of inexperience in what we just did. Just what is it that you are looking for?"
"Cock! I want cock in my mouth, cock in my hands and cock in my ass. I don't really need it in my pussy, but I can't very well come into your bedroom and tell you that all you can do is have me anally or let me suck your cock."
"Do I get an explanation?"
"I walked proudly down the aisle in my pure white wedding dress knowing that I was going to my husband as an absolute virgin. I'd had miles of tongue down my throat and my tits had been squeezed until they had bruises. I'd even let myself be fingered a time or two, but no part of me had ever touched a cock. My husband was going to get my first hand job, my first blow job and both of my cherries - anal and vaginal. What's more, I was looking forward to giving him all of that with eager anticipation."
"I can tell from the tone of your voice that what you are telling me has a touch of sarcasm and a smidgen of disappointment."
"You got it lover. My husband loves to fuck and he is after me damned near 24/7 and he happens to have a good sized cock and he's pretty good at giving me screaming orgasms."
"But?"
"Yeah lover, but! According to my husband oral sex is totally disgusting and anal sex is for degenerate perverts. The problem is that I had been looking forward to the two things he won't even talk about. Then you come along with your "bad boy" reputation and I see my opportunity to experience what Ronnie won't give me and at the same time I can see what another cock is like."
"So basically, all I am to you is a sex toy?"
"Yeah, right!"
"So, what do you want first, anal or oral? And if it is oral, do you want to give or receive?"
"I'm putting myself in your capable hands."
"Okay then, how about this? I'll go down on you and see if maybe, just maybe I can get you off by eating your pussy. By then I should be hard again and you can suck my cock for a while and then we can do some anal after which we will go into the bathroom and you can wash my cock and then suck me until I get hard. After that it will be up to you where you want me to put that hard on. That sound okay to you?"
"Okay, up to a point. The question is can you get hard two more times before I have to leave?"
"It is possible, why?"
"Because when I suck your cock I'm going all the way. I want to know what it feels like to have your cum slide down my throat. So you will need to get hard again after that, won't you?"
+++++
There is nothing in the world that, at least to a cock hound like me, can match the taste of a sexy woman that you have just fucked. Sonia leaned back, spread her legs and watched as I went down on her. Two minutes into it I had her moaning out, "Oh yes" and "there, right there, oh god that's good." My goal was to get her off with my mouth and I had no idea if I could be successful at that or not. So women just can't be brought off orally and I was hoping that Sonia was not one of them. I wanted to give her the complete experience because I had the feeling that once Sonia had experienced the two things she wanted to try I would never have the pleasure again.
I got her close, but I never got her off. I got her to where she had her fingers wrapped in my hair and was pulling me against her muff like she was trying to pull me inside her, but I just couldn't get her to cum. Finally I had to stop because my head hurt from the hair pulling and my cock was throbbing and needed some attention.
I sat on the side of the bed and she got down on her knees and took my cock in her hand. She looked up at me and said, "Tell me if I start to do something wrong. Don't forget I'm brand spanking new at this."
For some one brand knew she was pretty damned good. She licked the pre-cum from the cock head and then she started licking it like an all-day sucker. She licked down the bottom side until she got to my balls and then she gently gave each one a suck. She licked her way up the topside until she got back to the helmet and then she swirled her tongue around the cock head before tentatively taking the cock in her mouth. She started to reach with her hand and I said, "No hands baby. Just use your mouth. Increase pressure or decrease pressure using your lips, but a great blow job doesn't have any hand work involve at all except for playing with the balls."
Her hands dutifully went to my balls and she gently played with them while her head bobbed up and down on my shaft. Because my cock had been throbbing when I was eating her pussy I didn't last as long as I would have liked to. When I felt the time approaching I said, "I'm going to cum baby, I'm going to cum, get ready, get ready for it" and then I blew. I half expected that she would jerk her mouth off me, but she didn't. What she did was pull her mouth back to the cock head and clamp her lips tight as she brought a hand up and jacked me off to milk the last little bit of cum out of me.
I was sitting there, a contented smile on my face, when I heard her make a gagging sound and I looked as she got up and ran for the bathroom. The next thing I heard was her tossing her cookies into the toilet. She was in the bathroom a good five minutes and I heard the retching noises she made. When she did finally come out she went right for her clothes. I watched as she dressed, but Sonia wouldn't meet my eyes. I was at a loss as to what to say.
It was a brand new experience for me; a woman had never before bolted for the bathroom and then barfed in the toilet after sucking me off. It was a day of firsts for me; I'd never had a woman cry because I'd given her an orgasm either. As I watched Sonia dress I wondered what the protocol was in saying goodnight - or was it goodbye - to a woman you had just caused to throw up into your toilet. Sonia saved me from the embarrassment of doing the wrong thing by looking over at me and saying, "I'll let my self out" and then she left.
My insensitive side said, "Oh well, one down and two to go," but my sensitive side was upset - very upset - at the way the evening had ended. Sonia was a damned good piece of ass and I would have loved to have more of her.
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It was a beautiful Sunday and Rick had taken the kids to the park to play on the swings and slide. She was in the backyard working on her landscaping plan and trying to figure out what she want to do with the north corner when she heard, "Hi neighbor." She turned to see Sarah coming toward her.
"What are you up to?"
"Trying to come up with a landscaping plan for the yard."
"The soil here is pretty acidic so keep that in mind when choosing plants. When you get ready to do the work I'll loan you my boys to do the heavy lifting."
"Thanks, but no thanks. Part of why I do this is that I like to do it all myself. I like to look at the finished product and know that every last bit of it was me. I won't even let Rick help."
"I wondered why I didn't see him out here with you."
"He took the kids to the park."
"Well, if you change your mind let me know. You can use the boys whenever you want. Got to go; talk with you later."
As Sarah walked away she thought, "Me use them? Little do you know it Sarah, but they want to use me."
A half hour later she was throwing a load of laundry in the washing machine when the doorbell rang. When she answered the door she found Chris and Bobby standing there.
"Yes?"
"Can we come in?"
"Why?"
"We saw your husband and your kids at the park and we knew that you would be here all alone."
"And?"
"Well, you know, we thought it might be a good time for us to...you know."
Oh yes, she knew all right. "Sorry, this would not be a good time."
"Why not?"
"Because they might come home at any minute."
"So when would be a good time?"
Never if I can help it she thought, but even as she had the thought she knew she was kidding herself. As long as Chris had that picture on his cell phone she was at risk. Better to just get it over with.
"Rick will be out of town tomorrow night. Why don't you come over around nine after the kids have gone to bed and we can talk about it."
"Talk about it?"
"Yes Chris, talk about it. And then we will see."
"Okay. Come on Bobby" he said pointedly, "Let's go look at the pictures on my cell phone."
"Little shit head" she thought as he and Bobby walked away. And then it hit her! He said pictures, not picture. How many did he have?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was Hank's week to drive and it was also his turn to enjoy the trip to work. Since his van only had the two captain's chairs up front he was driving his Taurus. She was busy doing her best to get him off when he suddenly said, "Oh shit!!" and she felt the car start to slow down.
"What's wrong" Steve asked.
"The cops are pulling me over."
She hurriedly sat up while Hank pulled over onto the shoulder and parked. "Damn it, I was almost there" he said as he quickly put his cock away, zipped up and the got his wallet out so he could get to his driver's license. He rolled down the window as the officer walked up and asked for his license, registration and proof of insurance. Hank leaned over and got an envelope out of the glove box and handed it and his license to the officer.
"The reason I stopped you sir, is that you were driving 56 in a 45 miles per hour zone."
"I didn't notice. I guess I was distracted talking baseball with the guys in back."
"With the guys in the back or the lady in front? I'll be back in a few minutes."
"Oops" Steve said, "I think he knows what was really distracting you."
She sat there red-faced as the guys joked about it. "Hey Kath, you have a new nickname. We will call you Miss Distraction from now on, or Miss Dis for short."
The officer came back in five minutes and as he handed the documents back to Hank he looked right at her as he said:
"I'm letting you go with a warning this time. You need to pay a little more attention to your driving and avoid the ...um...distractions."
As they pulled back out into traffic Hank said, "Since I was interrupted I get to finish tonight right?"
She grinned and said, "That isn't up to me. You need to ask the rest of them if they are willing to have the rotation changed."
"Ralph, who was next in the rotation said, "I don't know about that Hank. It was your own fault that you were driving too fast. Why should the rest of us have to pay for you being...er...um...distracted by Miss Dis."
"What do you mean "The rest of us?" I'm just asking you."
"If I move from this afternoon to tomorrow morning that means that Harry has to move from tomorrow morning to tomorrow afternoon and it is a ripple effect that moves everybody. Hey, what do the rest of you guys think? Should we have to pay for his bad driving?"
The four men were still debating when they pulled into the parking lot at school. "What is your position on this Miss Dis" Steve asked as they were getting out of the car.
"I don't have a position. I'm the doer; you doees get to decide. I'll see you tonight" and she headed on inside the school.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As she worked through the day she thought about how turned on she had gotten knowing that the cop, even though he hadn't seen it, knew that she had been going down on Hank. She wondered how he could have known until she realized that she had told him by suddenly sitting up. He had seen her pop up and had figured out what it meant. She remembered the look on his face as he looked right in the eye and told Hank to pay more attention to his driving.
The cop wanted her!!! She could see it in his eyes. She wondered what it would be like to be handcuffed in the back of his cruiser as he and his partner did a full body search on her. Oh my God would that be so hot!
Her mind had wandered and suddenly she woke up to the fact that she was still in front of a class and she pulled herself back to he task at hand. "Miss Abbeg, would you please show us the problem on the board?"
When she got to the car after classes she found Harry, Steve and Ralph already in the back seat so it looked like Hank had won the day. As they pulled up to their cars in the mall parking lot Hank said:
"Since I'm not driving the van this week is there any chance we can have some fun in the back of your Suburban? It has tinted windows."
"No chance at all. I have a ton of things I have to do tonight and I need to get home. Besides, I don't mind leaving traces of what we do in your van for you to clean up, but I don't want to have to clean up the Suburban. I might miss something and hubby could find it. You guys will just have to settle for head until you drive the van again."
As she pulled out of the parking lot she wondered how she was going to handle Sarah's boys when they came over. She needed to get those photos deleted off that phone before it got into the wrong hands.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The evening went a lot faster than she thought it would. She had expected time to drag as she looked forward to what was going to happen with a certain amount of dread. Not over what she was going to have to do - there was something deliciously wicked about having sex with young boys - but about the fact that they were young boys. Young boys who would be so full of themselves over what they had done that the temptation to brag about it might be just too much for them to keep quiet. She'd had the same doubts when it came to Billy and Todd, but she had been able to control the situation by promising them they wouldn't get any more of her if they breathed a word to anyone. She could make that promise because she was moving and they wouldn't be getting too much more of her anyway. But it wouldn't be the same with Chris and Bobby - she wasn't going to move away.
She fed the kids and then put their favorite tape -"Free Willy" - in the VCR and left them to watch it while she did the dinner dishes, cleaned the kitchen and put a load of laundry in the washing machine. She sat down and watched the tape with the kids and when it ended she got them ready for bed, tucked them in and kissed them goodnight. She looked at her watch and saw that it was eight o'clock. That would give the kids an hour to fall asleep before Chris and Bobby arrived.
The doorbell chimed at exactly nine o'clock and she took a deep breathe and went to answer it. She found the two boys standing there with big smiles on their faces and she couldn't help but notice that their trousers were already tented. She had to fight herself to keep from reaching out and stroking them through their pants. She knew she would see them soon enough and she didn't want to seem too eager.
She let them in and led them to the living room and had them sit down on the couch as she took the easy chair opposite. She took a deep breath and then went straight at it.
"Okay, I know what you want, but we need to talk about what I want. I want those pictures to disappear. I want them deleted, destroyed, obliterated, totally gone. I want you to give me the phone and I'll buy you a new one; just tell me what kind you want."
Chris, the nineteen year old, looked over at his brother and then said, "Okay, but what do we get in exchange besides a brand new phone?"
"Isn't what I'm going to have to do tonight enough?"
"No. We had had kind of planned to make a habit of it."
"What do you mean, "A habit?"
"A couple of times a week from now on."
"No way. The longer it goes on the more likely I will get caught and if I'm going to get caught anyway I might as well get it over with now. And a couple of times a week would be out of the question anyway. I can't get out in the evenings so that means the only time we could do it would be Saturday morning and even then it could only happen between the time I could get back here from taking the kids to their lessons and then having to go back and pick them up."
"Okay then, I guess we are just wasting our time here. Too bad it has to be this way. Come on Bobby, let's go."
She watched the boys get up to leave and she knew she had to do something to stop them. "Wait, don't go yet. Let's see if we can't find a way to work this out." The boys sat back down and she said:
"We can do Saturday's and any other time that my husband is gone. It may not be twice a week, or it could be more. It just wouldn't be a set schedule."
"What do you mean?"
Like this week for example. Rick will be gone for four days so you can have those three nights and Saturday. Next week you might only get Saturday, but the week after you may get two nights and a Saturday or maybe one night and a Saturday. It should average out to twice a week. But I am serious about long term. If I'm going to get caught I might as well get it over with right now."
"How long?"
"Since we are dealing in averages here let's say the equivalent of two months. Twice a week for two months would be sixteen times so we make sixteen times the goal. Once we reach sixteen times it is over."
"You said you don't want long term, but sixteen times if we only do it on Saturday will take months."
"Maybe, but most likely not. Take this week for example. You get all the nights my husband is gone plus Saturday. That is four times right there. You might only get one or two next week, but you might get four the week after that. If it worked out that way that would be ten times in three weeks."
Chris turned to his brother, "What do you think Bobby?"
"I think we should take the sixteen times."
"Okay" Chris said, "We have a deal. Are you ready?"
"As I'll ever be."
She stood up and led them into the bedroom. They sat down on the bed and watched her strip for them and then they stripped and climbed on the bed. She was moving to join them on the bed when the phone rang. She picked up the cordless on the bedside table and said:
"Hello?"
"Oh hi darling." Miss me?"
"I miss you too baby."
"Oh that is so sweet of you."
"No baby, don't look at it that way. You don't have to worry about me being alone because I'm not."
"No baby" she said as she looked at the two young boys waiting for her on the bed, "I'm not alone because I have the kids with me."
"No baby, I'm sorry, but you can't." She looked at the boys and said, "The kids are already in bed and I'm getting ready to get in bed too."
"I love you too baby, good night."
She hung up the phone and got on the bed with the two kids. "How do you want to do this?"
"Just lie back and relax" Chris said, "You will know what to do when it is time."
He bent his head and took her right breast in his mouth and his eighteen year old brother did the same to her left. Both boys reached down to her pussy and one found her clit and began rubbing it while the other slid his fingers in her pussy and started working on it. It was obvious to her that the boys were not novices at this; they had done it before and more than once. She moaned and spread her legs wider and pushed her pussy up at the hands working on it. In only a few minutes the boys had her unbelievably hot and she was writhing and moaning and Chris asked:
"Are you ready?"
"Oh God yes, I'm ready."
"Then tell us what you want."
"Fuck me, please fuck me, I need it."
Bobby, the eighteen year old, left her tit and moved down to get between her spread legs and as he pushed his cock into her she moaned and pushed her pussy up at him. Chris was still working on her right breast and was rolling the nipple of the left one between her fingers. Her body felt on fire and she felt so deliciously depraved to be getting off on having a eighteen year old fuck her while his nineteen year old brother worked on her tits.
Bobby pounded into her and she felt the start of an orgasm and she yelled out as she climaxed and Bobby kept slamming into her. He was fucking her hard and gasping for breath and then he made a guttural sound, pushed hard into her and then she felt the spurts leave his cock and bathe her insides. He kept driving until his cock was soft and then he pulled out and his big brother moved down to replace him.
As Chris slid his cock Bobby knelt by her head and dangled his cock over her mouth. She knew what he wanted and she opened her mouth and let him put his cock in it. While she sucked on him Chris was busy fucking her and she raised her legs and clamped them around him. She felt so depraved. My God, she was almost twice their age, but they obviously didn't care and as Chris fucked her to another orgasm she realized that she didn't care either.
Chris came in her and by then she had Bobby stiff again and he moved to take his brother's place between her legs. Chris laid down and she rolled over, got on her hands and knees and took his limp cock in her mouth. Bobby slid his cock into her pussy and started fucking her from behind. The boys gave her two more orgasms before they said they had to be going home and she was disappointed that she couldn't keep them with her for the night. She thought it would be a kick to wake up with two horny teenagers in bed with her. It would have been a great way to start the day.
She lay there on the bed, staring up at the ceiling and feeling that warm, fuzzy feeling she got when she was sexually satisfied, and she wondered if the two boys had ever done a double penetration. They were obviously more experienced than most boys their age and she wondered where they had gotten that experience. She fell asleep wondering what it would be like riding up and down on Chris's cock while his eighteen year old brother was pushing his cock up her ass.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was horny as hell that morning when she got in the back seat of Hank's Taurus. She pulled up her skirt to show she had no panties on and said:
"I'm horny and I need to get off Harry, so please use your fingers on me while I do my duty with Ralph."
Ralph had his cock out and ready and she wrapped her lips around it and went to work on it while Harry's fingers sought out her clit and began working on it. She got Ralph off and Harry got her off about a block from the school.
"Stay hot sweetie" Harry said, "I want you wound up when you do me tonight."
She was in a good mood and the day flew by and she didn't know if she caused any front row hard ons or not. Her mind was on what she would be doing after putting her kids to bed. She giggled as it occurred to her that she would be putting kids to bed and then going to bed with kids. The good mood carried into the ride home and she went after Harry's cock like a starving woman.
Half way home a semi pulled up on the right and matched speeds with them and the trucks air horn blared. She sat up, undid her blouse and flashed her tits at the driver before blowing him a kiss and then going back down on Harry's cock. Harry rewarded her about two minutes later and she swallowed it all and then licked him clean.
As they pulled up to where their cars were parked Hank said, "If you won't let us use your Suburban can we at least get a motel for a couple of hours?"
"No Hank, you are just going to have to wait until you can drive the van again."
"Come on Dis," Steve said, "Have a heart."
"Sorry boys, but no. Just think of it as having something to look forward to."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The kids were in bed and asleep and the nightly phone call from Rick was out of the way when the boys arrived at 8:45. She was already naked under the robe she was wearing and she led them straight to the bedroom.
It started out the same as the night previous with both boys sucking on her tits while they played with her pussy, but when she started moaned and pushing her pussy up at their busy hands Chris left her tit and slid down until she felt his hot breath on her pussy. An instant later she felt his tongue slide down the center of the crease and seconds later it split her lips and probed inside her.
"Oh yes, oh yes baby, like that. You do it so good."
"Yes he does, doesn't he?"
She jerked her head up and saw Sarah standing in the doorway to the bedroom. Panic swept through Kathleen and she tried to push the boys away, but they were holding her down. Sarah laughed and said, "I taught them well."
The panic that she felt started to fade when she heard that. "You taught them?"
"Oh yes honey, I taught them all they know."
"But you're their mother?"
"Yes I am honey, and who better to prepare them for life than one who had to learn the hard way. I understand from what they told me about last night that you found them adequate?"
She looked from Sarah to the boys and then back at Sarah and decided that she might as well be honest.
"They were more than just adequate and I was sorry to see them leave. They told you about last night?"
"Who do you think set it up? I knew as soon as I saw those pictures of you rutting on the kitchen floor with those young boys that we were going to be good friends."
"You saw the pictures?"
"Honey, I was looking at them less than twenty minutes after they were taken. We have just been waiting for the right time to make our move."
"Why are you here?"
"To make sure that you treat my boys right and to make sure that they treat you right. You are only their second. I want them to learn that all women are different so I decided to come over and help out as it were."
"So far I haven't seen that they need any further instruction."
"Okay, so I stretched the truth a bit. I wanted you to get used to me being around."
"Why would I need to get used to you being around?"
"The boys really do have their hearts set on twice a week with you so I'm going to ask you over for some reason or other on Charlie's bowling nights. Rick won't think anything about it. Why should he? You'll just be next door with me."
"I already have a deal with Bobby and Chris."
"Yes you do and I will make sure that they honor their end of it, but they would still rather have a sure twice a week rather than a hit or miss sixteen times. If they get more, like this week, it will be over sooner, but they will still have a sure twice a week until they hit sixteen. Besides, if I read you right you like young stuff and I'm betting you won't want to stop when you get to sixteen. I could be wrong, but we'll see. And there is one more reason why I'm here."



"What?"
"I'm horny and I haven't been laid since last Thursday and you will have the boys until the day after tomorrow. I thought I'd ask you to share. Can I have one?"
"What about Charlie?"
He has some sort of erectile dysfunction and can't get it up. He tries to take care of me with his fingers, mouth and a dildo, but I just have to have a hard cock now and then. The boys keep me from having to go out whoring."
"And Charlie doesn't care?"
"Oh God would he ever if he knew. No, we make sure that Charlie never finds out."
Kathleen thought for a minute and then said, "Take Bobby. Chris is already doing a marvelous job of eating my pussy and I don't want him to stop."
Sarah stripped, got on the bed and then said, ""Come on Bobby, come to mommy."
Chris moved over to Sarah and swung over her in a sixty-nine. Kathleen watched in amazement as Sarah took her son's hard cock in her mouth. She watched for a minute as mother and son went after each other and then she pushed Bobby away and said:
"I want to do what they are doing."
Bobby moved over her into the sixty-nine position and then he dove headfirst back into her pussy as his hard young cock plunged down into her open mouth. The two couples mirrored each other for several minutes and then Sarah rolled out from under her son and got on her hands and knees. Chris moved behind her and slid his cock into his mother's waiting cunt and Sarah moaned:
"Oh Jesus baby, you feel so good. Fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard."
She pushed Bobby away and got on her hands and knees and then Bobby moved behind her and copied what his brother was doing to his mother. The room rang with cries and moans as the two young boys pounded away at the two older women. Sarah was a screamer and she screamed her way through two orgasms before Chris moaned:
"Here it comes momma, here it comes."
"Give it to me baby, give it to me. Shoot it in me baby, give it to mommy."
Kathleen cried, "Hurry Bobby, hurry" and she dug her nails into his ass cheeks. "Cum when Chris does Bobby, cum together Bobby, cum when he does."
Chris came and was pulling his cock out of his mother when Bobby came. He held himself inside her until he was soft and when he pulled out of her and fell to the bed Sarah rolled over and took her son's spent cock into her mouth. She watched mother sucking son and then she looked over at Chris. She had to get out of the bed and walk around it to get to Chris, but she did it and she went to work trying to get him up again.
By the time she had Chris hard Sarah was on her knees with her head on a pillow and Bobby was slowly working his cock into his mother's ass.
"Come on Chris, butt fuck me" she said as she got up on her knees and put her head down on the bed.
Chris took his time working his hard cock into her ass and when he felt her push back at him he started fucking her at a steady pace. She lay with her head on the bed looking to the right and into the eyes of Sarah who was looking left. She smiled and Sarah smiled back and reached out a hand. She took Sarah's hand and the two women held hands while the two young boys plowed into them.
As Sarah and the boys were getting dressed to go Kathleen said, "There is part of he deal that you guys haven't taken care of yet."
"What" asked Chris.
"The cell phone. You are supposed to give me that cell phone."
"You don't need it honey" Sarah said, "I deleted those pictures right after Chris showed them to you. We just used them as a way to broach the subject with you. If you had told Chris to go pound sand in his ass we still would have deleted them."
"Thank you. You don't know how much of a relief that is to me. You coming over with the boys tomorrow?"
"No. The boys still want to reenact what you were doing in the kitchen and I would only be in the way. I'll get them back the day after tomorrow. That's Thursday and Charlie bowls on Thursdays so I will be able to play with them. You are more than welcome to come on over and join us."
"I don't know if I can. Rick said he would try and catch a late flight out on Thursday if he could."
"Well, just let me know."
When they were gone she took a shower and as she soaped herself up she thought about what she had done on the kitchen floor with Billy and Todd. She had enjoyed it and she looked forward to do it again with Chris and Bobby.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had just gotten the kids out the door and headed for the school bus and was reaching for the keys to her car when the phone rang. Thinking for sure that it was Rick calling to say good morning she picked up the phone and answered:
"Good morning lover."
"Oh?" said the voice that sent shivers down her spine. "That sounds like you have picked a time and place. Have you slut? Are you anxious to play with me?"
"No damn it, I thought this call was from my husband."
"Oh that's right, he is gone on business isn't he? This would be a good time slut. I could come over and spend the night. Wouldn't that be fun?"
"In your dreams."
"Oh no slut, what is it Walt Disney used to say? "Dreams are wishes your heart makes?" My fucking you isn't a wish, it is a certainty and I even know the day it is going to happen. Get ready for me slut, your day is coming."
As he disconnected she realized that The Watcher had slipped up. For a brief moment there, when he said, "wishes a heart makes" he had gotten away from using his disguised voice and used his real voice - his normal voice. She knew that voice, but from where? It had to be someone she knew, how else would he know so much about her? How else would he know Rick was out of town? Who was he?
To be continued.
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Chapter 4: Matty
The next day at work one of the first people I saw was Sonia and as our eyes met she quickly looked away. Around nine Mary came over and sat down on the edge of my desk.
"So, how did it go last night?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean how did your evening with Sonia go?"
"It was okay."
"Just okay?"
"Hey, what can I say. Sometimes things just don't click."
"She wasn't any good in the sack huh?"
"No, that wasn't it at all. We both enjoyed it, but I doubt that we will be getting together again. It's like I said, we just didn't click."
"Good."
"Good?"
"Yeah. I've seen the way you look at her and I was afraid that you would get too involved and that would cut into my action. Since you didn't click can I take that to mean that you are free tonight?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"What a coincidence, so am I. How about we wake up together tomorrow morning and see if we can't find something to do that will keep us busy the rest of the weekend?"
+++++
I've spent a ton of time chasing the ladies and I've probably bedded more than my fair share, but I am by no means a sexual athlete. I'm just a fairly decent looking average guy who is luckier than other fairly decent looking average guys, so I'm afraid that I must have disappointed Mary when after the fourteenth romp (four Friday night, six on Saturday and Saturday night and four on Sunday) I was completely unable to generate another hard on. In fact, it took almost super-human effort on my part to get it up for the last two on Sunday. Rather than admit my inadequacies I pushed Mary away and told her that I needed to build up my strength for my date with Matty on Monday night.
Of course there might not be a date with Matty on Monday since I had no idea of what the outcome of our visit to the supply closet would be. At the time it had seemed to me that she was pretty broken up over the fact that she had been unfaithful. I guessed that it would just have to be a case of wait and see.
+++++
Monday started out bad. Neither Matty or Sonia would make eye contact with me and I started thinking that I was going to get a night of rest. That idea disappeared at lunch. I was sitting at a table in the employee lunchroom eating my lunch when Matty came in and sat down with me. She opened her lunch bag and as she took out a container of yogurt she said matter of factly, "I'm leaving work early today so I'll need directions on how to get to your place."
I don't know what she saw, but she said, "What? You thought I was kidding?"
"No, but after what happened in the supply room I had the feeling that you might have changed your mind."
"I did get a little weepy didn't I? But no, I'm not calling it off. I still want to beat Betsy, but more important to me now is getting even with my husband. I not only need to get even with him for fooling around with his secretary, but now I need to get back at him for never, not once, in eight years of marriage, giving me an orgasm. What he didn't do in eight years you did in three minutes. I liked the feeling and I want to feel it again."
"You are sure about this?"
"Honey, I'm absolutely dead sure."
I gave Matty directions to my apartment, finished my lunch and got back to work. Matty was waiting in the parking lot when I got home from work. She got out of her car with a couple of shopping bags and followed me into my apartment and then asked me where the bathroom was. I pointed it out and she and her shopping bags disappeared inside. Five minutes later she came out. She was wearing nylons, a garter belt, crotchless panties, a cut a way bra and Come Fuck Me pumps with four or five inch heels. She smiled at me and struck a pose.
"What do you think? I bought this stuff just for the occasion. Is this suitable attire for a woman who is intent on making her husband a cuckold?
She didn't really have to ask that question because I knew she could see me drooling. And since I had undressed while she was in the bathroom she could also see visual proof in the hard on she had caused.
She giggled and said, "I think he likes me." She walked over to me and put her arms around my neck and said, "We didn't take the time to do this the other day," and then pulled my face down to hers and gave me a kiss that curled my toes. She slid her tongue into my mouth as one hand reached down and began to stroke my hard cock. My hands moved to her exposed nipples and I rolled them between my thumb and forefingers and she moaned, broke the kiss and went to her knees in front of me. Her hot mouth closed on my cock and it didn't take me long to realize that Matty's husband was an idiot if he was out playing around when he had something like Matty at home. Matty deep throated me until I was ready to blow and I told her I was going to cum. She grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me as deep into her mouth as she could take me and held me there until I came. She took my load down her throat and when I was limp she let my cock fall from her mouth and then licked it and my balls until she was satisfied that she had gotten all of my juice and then she looked up at me and smiled.
"What next?"
I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom, set her down on the bed and then I ate her pussy until I was hard again. When I moved between her legs to mount her I intended to go slow and have a leisurely fuck to make up for the wham bam thank you mam that we'd had in the closet, but Matty wasn't having any of that. She locked her legs around me and started begging me to fuck her harder, to fuck her faster and to make her cum.
What with her superb blow job and all the sex I'd had with Mary over the weekend I knew that it would be a while before I was going to be able to squirt again. There wasn't any way that I could sustain high speed and hard fucking for the eight or ten minutes that it was going to take me so I did what I thought might keep her happy. I alternated bursts of hard and furious fucking with periods of slow and leisurely. It took me fourteen minutes to get myself off and during that period Matty had three orgasms that I was aware of. When it was over I asked Matty how long we had before she had to leave.
"I'm here until you tell me to leave sugar. Dean thinks that I'm at my sister's place and I've been known to spend the night when I go see her. My sister and Dean hate each other so there won't be any phone calls to check up on me. Even if Dean did call my sister would just hang up on him."
"Does she know what you are doing?"
"She has been after me to do it for months, ever since I told her about Dean and his secretary."
After some rest Matty and I went sixty-nine and then we had another really hard fuck after which we fell asleep together. When the clock went off I rolled over and looked at the still sleeping woman and thought for the tenth time that night that her husband was one ignorant asshole. She started to stir and I pushed her legs apart and got down and ate her pussy until she was awake and then we fucked one more time before getting out of bed and getting ready for work.
We were sipping coffee at the kitchen table when Matty said, "This cheating business is a blast. How often can I go visit my sister?"
"I do have some other commitments right now so how about twice a week until I see how things go?"
"Thursday work for you?"
Remembering that Betsy had told me that Tuesday and Thursday were the nights she could get away I said, "No, but Wednesday or Friday would."
"Can I have them both?"
"Can you get away that much without your husband getting suspicious?"
"I already told you that I don't care if he finds out. It's you that I'm worried about."
"Me? Why me?"
"I have no idea how well you are going to hold up with all the girls after you and I want to get as much as I can before the five of us fuck you into an early grave."
"The five of you?"
"Betsy, Mary, Sonia, Alice and me."
"I don't think Sonia is interested anymore and I'm staying away from Alice."
"I don't know what the deal is with Sonia, but Alice will get you. Sooner or later she will get you. Now, can I have Wednesday and Friday?"
"All yours lover, at least for this week they are yours."
+++++
Matty and I left the apartment at the same time, but she must have driven to work like a NASCAR driver at Daytona and she had already been at work jerking Betsy's chain by the time I got there. The first person I saw when I walked into the office was Betsy and when I said, "Good morning" all I got back was a scowl. I'm not at my best in the mornings so I answered the scowl with, "I guess that means that we are not on for tonight" and I walked on past her to my desk.
It was just enough to send me to my desk wondering just how I managed to let my cock get me in so much trouble. Sonia wasn't talking to me and all I did was what she wanted - had flat out asked for in fact - and now Betsy was pissed at me because I cheated with someone else before I cheated with her. Matty was using me to get back at her husband and Mary had plans for me that she wouldn't talk about and over on the sidelines Alice was watching it all with a bemused smile.
And that was just the women. On the men's side Josh was pissed at me because I'd scored with Mary after he'd told me she was a lesbian. John and Steve were pissed because they had been hitting on Sonia, Betsy and Matty for some time and getting nowhere while I was brand new and had the women chasing me. At my last job it had been husbands and boyfriends; at this job it was damned near everybody.
By coffee break my attitude was "Fuck them all." I was so pissed at the whole bunch of them that at break time I went across the street to the little coffee shop instead of going to the break room.
When I came back to the office I found Mary sitting at my desk waiting for me. "Just stopped by to check on your progress with our plan."
"Depends on what you mean by progress."
"Oh that sounds interesting."
"I think that the plan, such as it was, is over and done with."
"How so?"
"Sonia is avoiding me and Betsy is pissed because I did Matty before I did her."
"I forgot about that - the Matty/Betsy thing - it apparently goes back quite a ways. So what does it mean?"
"I don't know and I don't have a clue. I'm not so sure that it isn't working out for the best since now I'm not under so much pressure to perform."
"Good, that suits me."
"It suits you? Does that come with an explanation?"
"I told you that I wanted more of you. Now I don't have such a crowded schedule to work around. Since Betsy is out of the picture may I have tonight?"
"I don't know. I haven't actually talked to Betsy yet today so I don't know for sure where we are."
"Okay. So you'll let me know before we leave tonight?"
"That I will."
"How about the weekend? Can I have Saturday and Sunday?"
"Sure, as long as you realize I'm going to use some of it to rest."
Mary laughed and said, "We will just have to see about that."
+++++
The rest of the morning went fast as I had a very full 'in basket' that had to be cleared. When lunchtime came I debated on going out for lunch, but then decided not to go to lunch at all. I was sitting at my desk going through some inventory sheets when Betsy came up to me.
"Sorry about this morning, but I'd just heard Matty tell me in glowing terms about her evening with you. We have a history and the news ground on me and I'm afraid I wasn't in a very good mood when you saw me. Anyway, I just wanted to tell you I'm sorry and to check and see if tonight was still mine."
"Of course it is. Only you can call it off."
"Good. I'll be waiting in the parking lot and I'll follow you home."
I picked up the phone and called Mary and told her that she couldn't have the evening and just as I was hanging up Sonia came up to me. "Got time to talk?"
"I always have time for a beautiful woman."
"Well, what it is is that I have come to apologize for how I've been acting these last couple of days. It wasn't anything that you did, it is just that I'm so embarrassed, just mortified, over what happened that I just haven't been able to face you. Believe me when I say that my being here apologizing is an act of supreme will on my part. I didn't think I could ever face you again after what I did."
"It was a unique experience for me, but no harm done."
"When can I see you again?"
"Are you sure that you want to?"
"Yes, I'm sure, but you need to understand that I may have to make several trips to the porcelain throne. I'm going to keep sucking your cock until I get it right. Plus, we never did get to anal and that was on the list. How about tonight?"
"No, sorry, but I have something going every night for the rest of this week."
Sonia gave me a thoughtful look and then said, "You sure that you aren't putting me off because of what I did? Is this your way of easing my guilt, but still staying away from me?"
"How about we do this. Plan on having a long lunch with me tomorrow. We can hit a motel and I'll feed you tube steak for lunch."
Sonia stuck out her hand and said, "Deal" and we shook on it."
+++++
My next visitor was Matty. She came up to me and handed me one red rose and said, "Thank you for last night. I'm glad I let my sister talk me into getting even with my husband and I'm glad it was with you and I'm looking forward to tomorrow and Friday."
"So am I, but did you have to rush and tell Betsy?"
"Of course I did. I told you up front that I wanted to beat her and where would the fun be in that if I didn't let her know. Did she say something to you?"
"She scowled at me all morning."
"That's great. Thanks honey, you just made my day."
Matty walked away smiling and as I watched her move toward her desk I thought, "Women! Would any man ever understand them?"
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Chapter 5: Betsy, part 1
Betsy followed me home, but once inside my apartment she seemed a little hesitant. "Having second thoughts?"
"No, I'm just not sure how I should proceed. I'm breaking new ground here and I don't know what to do."
"Well, we didn't come here to play cards, checkers or chess. We both know why we are here and we both know the mechanics of that so I guess a reasonable place to start would be to take our clothes off."
"What, no romance? No hugs or kisses, just get to it?"
"Isn't that what you said you wanted? The way I remember it you said, "No emotional involvement, no romantic ties."
"Still a girl likes a little of that stuff; to set the mood if nothing else."
"You can get that stuff from your hubby. You need to look at it from my point of view. You are a married woman cheating on her husband. In other words, you are a slut. Not that there is anything wrong with being a slut, in fact I love having sluts around, but that is what I see when I have a married woman in my apartment. That is what I want to see. That's all you have to do Betsy, be a slut. Say slutty things, do slutty things. Be a lady, a loving wife, a devoted mother someplace else, but when you are here in my apartment be the biggest slut you can be."
"What does a slut do?"
"Whatever she wants Betsy, whatever she wants."
She didn't say another word, just started undressing.
+++++
I told her to be a slut and she was. Once she was naked she told me that she wanted me to tit fuck her and I did. She told me to fuck her cunt and I did. She told me to suck her pussy and I did and while I was doing it she turned on me and went sixty-nine. And the entire time she moaned and talked.
"That's it, fuck your slut. Come on baby, make me your slut, stuff your cock into my slutty body. Cum in my slutty mouth baby, your slut wants your cum in her belly," and a lot more along those lines.
The surprise came when she said, "I want you in my ass lover. Take my slutty ass. I've never had a cock there before so come on lover, take your sluts ass. Make me your ass slut baby; stuff your cock in my shit hole and make my ass yours."
"You're kidding me. That sexy ass has never been tapped?"
"I've never wanted it and I never intended to do it."
"Why now?"
"Because I'm your slut and sluts take it in the ass."
Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth I opened the drawer of the bedside stand and got out the tube of KY Jelly. I got Betsy on her hands and knees and while I used the fingers of my left hand to work on her pussy I used my right to work on her ass. Using a liberal amount of KY I worked one and then two fingers into her ass. I worked them for a couple of minutes and then I added a third. Betsy was moaning as both hands worked on her and when I felt that she was as ready as I could get her I moved up behind her and told her to bite down on the pillow.
"It will hurt at first, but after a while the hurt goes away."
I lubed my cock up real good with the KY and then I slowly worked my cock in Betsy's butt hole and I felt her body stiffen as she moaned into the pillow.
"You okay? You want me to stop?"
She lifted her head from the pillow and moaned, "It hurts, but don't stop. We've gone this far, so just do it," and she buried her head back in the pillow. I worked my cock real slow for the next couple of minutes and Betsy's moans began to change tone. She lifted her head from the pillow and said, "Just a little faster; it is starting to feel good."
Two minutes later she was pushing her ass back at me as she moaned, "Yes, yes, yes, yes." I grabbed her hips and started to drive my cock up her dirt road and she started shaking and screamed out, "Oh fuck, oh God, oh shit, oh yesssssss" as she had an orgasm. It was another minute of hard pounding before I had my climax and then I just knelt there and held her hips as my cock shriveled up inside her hot tunnel.
I pulled out and fell back on the bed and tried to catch my breath. Betsy was still on her knees next to me, head still on the pillow and she said, "Sweet fucking Jesus, I never would have believed how good that taking it in the butt could be. And then she surprised -no, shocked would be a better term - the hell out of me. She spun around, took my slime-covered cock in her mouth and began giving me a blow job. I took a quick glance at the clock and saw that we didn't have time for any more playing if she was going to beat her husband home and I tried to push her away. She resisted and so I told her to look at the clock and she did and then she went right back to sucking my cock until it was hard again. She took her mouth off me and looked down at me.
"Was that slutty enough for you?"
"It's a start, but have you noticed the time? Don't you have to beat your hubby home?"
"What, and waste a perfectly good hard cock? It's a given that I'm going to be lying to him from now on so tonight is as good a time as any to start."
She got back on her knees with her head down on the pillow and said, "Do your ass slut again lover, fuck my shit hole."
Just before Betsy left she said, "I think I'm going to like being your slut. You need to think of some slutty things I can do the next time we get together. Tuesdays and Thursdays, right?"
"Right sweetie, Tuesdays and Thursdays."
As I watched her walk to her car I pondered her last words, to think about some slutty things to do next time, and wondered what I had managed to get myself into. For slutty, how was I going to top her first time out of the box - sucking my cock when it was straight out of her virgin ass? For all of my talk about wanting my women to be sluts in my apartment I was still a pretty white bread kind of guy. To me, just being a married woman fucking around on her husband qualified Betsy as being a slut. What the hell did I know about slutty things? I was just a guy who liked to have sex with married women. The kinkiest I ever got was eating a married woman's pussy just after she'd fucked her husband and Betsy was going to be back in two days expecting something slutty. I didn't have a clue as to what to do.
+++++
The next day at work things were considerably warmer, at least as far as the women were concerned. Sonia was walking in from the parking lot at the same time I was and just before we entered the front door she said, "Don't forget our lunch date." I smiled and nodded and then we were inside and the first person I saw was Betsy. She gave me a dazzling smile, which told me that she had either beaten her husband home or had managed to satisfy him with whatever lie she told.
I was sitting at my desk when Matty came in, sat down at her desk and looked over at me. She smiled, but I could see the gears turning as she wondered about how my night with Betsy had gone and how it might have compared to the evening she had spent with me. I knew that when I saw her after work I would be interrogated and I wondered just what I could say that wouldn't cause problems. About an hour after start time Mary came in and sat down on the edge of my desk.
"I won't ask you how last went. I just saw Betsy and she is positively glowing. I'm looking at your schedule for the rest of this week and I'm beginning to wonder if you will have any steam left for me when I get you this weekend."
"I wonder if I have any left for tonight."
"Poor baby. Getting too much are we?"
I smiled at her and nodded a 'no' but as she walked away I had to wonder if maybe she might be right. Maybe I was getting too much. Never before had I gotten so much so fast. Before I would have an affair that would last a while and then I would move on to the next one, but here circumstances had put them all into a compacted time frame and I'd had more sex in the last two weeks than I'd had in the previous six months. Was there such a thing as too much pussy? God I hoped not.
+++++
Just before leaving for lunch with Sonia Matty came up to me, "I have to cancel on tonight. I forgot that my daughter has a school play and I have to go. I still have Friday, don't I?"
"I'll look forward to it."
Deep down it was good news; I needed a day of rest.
Lunch hour with Sonia was both good and bad. We hit a motel room and when we got inside I went to help her take her clothes off, but she said no.
"All that's going to happen this time is I'm going to work on giving you a blow job and this time I'll try not to mess it up."
Not being an idiot and remembering what had happened the last time Sonia had given me head I stripped to the waist and then sat down on the edge of the bed. Sonia went to her knees in front of me, looked up at me, smiled and said, "I'll get better at this, I promise."
She gave me an excellent blow job. She took her time and let me build up to my climax slowly. As much as I love a woman who swallows I still remembered the last time so I told Sonia when I was ready to let loose so she could finish me off by hand. She took her mouth off me and said, "I don't care lover, do it. I'm going to do this right" and she went back to blowing me. I erupted and she swallowed it all and when I was limp she let my dick fall from her mouth. She looked up at me and was getting ready to say something when suddenly she got to her feet and rushed to the bathroom. I heard the sounds that told me what was happening and when she hadn't come out after five minutes I got up and went in to check on her. She was sitting on the toilet wiping tears off her cheeks with a towel and when I came in she looked up at me, "I'm sorry. This is just so embarrassing."
"No need to be sorry. It was a very good blow job and not every woman swallows cum. A lot of them don't like it. They give a man good head and when the man is ready they finish it by hand."
"But that isn't what I want. I want to experience the whole thing, not just part of it."
"Well then, we will just have to see to it that you get plenty more opportunities to practice so that you can get it right."
"You don't care that I ruin the moment by rushing to the bathroom?"
"From a purely selfish point of view, no. You got me off and that is what I was looking for. I'm sorry though that the enjoyment wasn't there for you. Come on sweetie, touch up your makeup and let's get back to work. We can try again next week."
Sonia was quiet on the way back to work and spent most of her time looking out the passenger side window. When we pulled into the parking lot at work I started to get out of the car, but Sonia put out a hand to stop me.
"Can we talk for a minute?"
"Sure."
"Don't take this wrong, but I don't think I want to see you next week."
"Oh? Did I suddenly develop a bad case of body odor or bad breath?"
"No sweetie, it isn't you, it's me. I have a fantastic sex life with my hubby. True, he won't do oral or anal, but as far as regular sex goes he is the Energizer Bunny. He would go 24/7 if we both didn't have to work. I've decided that what happened the two times we were together is a sign telling me to be happy with what I have. In short sweetie, I'm being told to stop cheating on the guy I love and who loves me. As far as anal and oral are concerned I'm just going to have to find a way to get hubby to do it. If I can't, I guess that I'll just have to do without. Don't be mad at me okay?"
"I won't be mad if you promise to do something for me."
"What?"
"You still have to dance with me when we stop for drinks and you have to promise not to slap me if I cop a feel every now and again."
"You got it sweetie, but if you can cop feels off me you can't get pissed when I cop one off you."
"Deal."
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I sat on the edge of the bed and looked down at her napping and wondered about the way my life had changed. I got up and staggered into the bathroom and took a whiz surprised that she had left me enough strength to hold my dick and aim it. I washed my hands and as I dried them I looked in the mirror. What I saw was a decent looking - not great - but decent looking man of thirty-five in reasonably good shape. By no means movie star quality and yet in the past six months I'd had more pussy than I could handle. And I didn't understand it; not even a little bit. I remembered the day it all started.
+++++
"Martin, could I see you in my office please?"
I got up and followed Bethany as she headed for her corner office. Following Beth was not a hard thing to do at all. Watching that tight butt move was an extremely enjoyable pastime. I followed her into her office and as she moved behind her desk she asked me to close the door and then take a seat. As I closed the door I wondered what Beth would want with me? She owned the company, but I had minimal contact with her as there was a VP and a regional manager between us and I couldn't help but wonder why she had skipped the chain of command and had come to me direct.
Beth looked across her desk at me and it looked like she both wanted to say something and didn't want to say something. I just sat there and looked at her and waited. I saw the change of expression on her face and if I was reading it right she had just decided to say:
"Fuck it; let's get this over with."
She took a deep breath and then said, "Martin, what I am going to say I want you to keep in the strictest confidence. It is going to sound weird - in fact it is weird - but it is very important to me that this goes no farther than you. No one, and I do mean no one, should ever learn of our talk. Can I get you to promise me, without knowing what is going to be said, that you will keep this meeting and what is said to yourself?"
Like I would say no, right? In the first place I liked my job and Beth could just snap her fingers and I'd be gone, but there was also a curiosity about what was going on and if I said no I would never find out. "Of course Mrs. Shaftner, I promise."
"You may call me Beth Martin. Is it Martin or would you prefer Marty?"
"Martin is what I usually answer to."
"Okay Martin, the first thing I need to tell you is that your job does not depend on the outcome of this meeting. You can say no and leave this office and go back to work without fear of any repercussions. No..., that isn't quite true and I guess that complete honesty is needed here. Your job may depend on your answer to what I'm going to ask you. That isn't a threat Martin as I hope you will understand by the time I am done.
"The company is in trouble Martin. We have lost several of our good accounts because of mishandling by Keith (my regional manager) and try as I might I haven't been able to get them back. Two of he accounts we lost account for fifty percent of our billings. Quite frankly Martin, I either need to get one of those two accounts back or I need to land another one just as big and I'm not having much luck at either. But one of the two has to happen or we will probably end up turning off the lights and locking the doors."
I sat there looking at her and wondering what any of that had to do with me. Oh I understood that my job was toast if things didn't get turned around, but why did she have me in her office telling me this stuff?
"What do you know about the Montrose Corporation Martin?"
"I know that they are our largest account, but not much more than that."
"Well Martin, they are one of the accounts that we lost. Montrose is privately held and fifty-seven percent of the stock is owned by Angela Maybarry. Angela is married, has three grown children, is active in God only knows how many charitable organizations and she is a slut."
She saw the surprise on my face when she said that.
"It is true Martin; she is a slut and I know it for a fact. She is also a woman who likes power trips and who likes to play head games and right now she is playing one with me. I have talked with her several times over the last two weeks trying to win the account back and I finally got to her agree to resign with us, but only on one condition. It is a condition that I don't know that I can meet. Before I go any farther with this I need you to answer me a very personal question. What kind of shape is your marriage in?"
The truth was that my marriage sucked. Jennie and I had been married just short of six years and somewhere during the last three the spark had died. I loved her, but she was disinterested in me. She had let herself go to the point that when she did decide she wanted sex I had difficulty in getting it up for her. Not that our sex life was any great shakes before she lost interest; missionary position only, with the lights off and God help me if I said a word like cock, pussy or ass. She was a good cook, kept a clean house and we didn't fight or argue so the marriage just coasted along.
"Why do you want to know about my marriage?"
"Because if it is a strong one I won't ask you to do what I would like you to do for me. I won't let myself be responsible for ruining anyone's marriage, not even to save the company. If you had a good marriage and did what I would be asking and your wife found out it could end your marriage."
"My marriage is only so-so. It could end tomorrow or next month or never. I don't know. What is this all about Beth?"
"It is about Angela's condition for bringing her business back to us. She wants you Martin. If you will spend a three day weekend with her she will bring her account back to us."
"Me? She wants me? Why in God's name would she want me?"
"I told you Martin; the woman loves to play head games and fuck over people - excuse my French - and now she is playing with me. It could be that she wants to see how bad I want to save my business, how much I'm willing to crawl to do it. Maybe she just wanted to see if I had the guts to approach you and talk to you about it. Maybe she just wants to see me suffer, to show me that she has power over me. Or it could be that when she was here in the office Tuesday of last week and saw you something about you sparked an interest in her. I don't know. All I do know is that if you give her what she wants I'll get her account back and it will keep the doors open. What do you say Martin, can you help me out here?"
How in the hell can you answer something like that? But as soon as I had the thought I knew what the answer would be, what the answer had to be. My marriage wouldn't be a factor because even though I loved my wife the marriage itself wasn't much more than Jennie and I agreeing to co-exist. What was important to me was my job and if Beth was telling me the truth I stood to lose it. If I could save it by doing what Beth was asking it would be stupid of me not to do it. But I didn't want to go into it blind and I did have one concern.
"I've never seen Angela so to save us all some embarrassment I need to tell you a little something about me and my marriage."
I told Beth about Jennie and how I had trouble getting it up for her. "Depending on what this Angela looks like I may or may not be able to get it up for her either."
"I don't expect that you will have a problem. A lot of men seem to find her rather sexy."
"The next thing I need to know is just what is meant by spending a long weekend together? Is this a situation where I'm supposed to be some sort of a servant? Is she into BD/SM and I'm going to have to be some kind of a slave for three days?"
"I've never heard that she is into any of that kind of stuff. She is a slut so I would expect that she will keep you sexually active for the weekend, but I could be wrong. Maybe all she wants is to rub my nose in the fact that she made me crawl and all she'll do is lounge around her pool with you and take you out for dinner and dancing. I honestly don't know. Can you do it?"
"Maybe. I don't know for sure, but I may be able to."
"Why the maybe?"
"I don't know that I can perform on demand. I've never been the kind of guy who could just whip it out and go. I have to work up to it; lots of foreplay and the like. You make it sound like I'm going to be a sex toy for the weekend and I'm just not sure I can do it performance wise."
"Well, she didn't put any conditions on what you would have to do. She just said she wanted you for the weekend. Give her the weekend and even if you don't - as you put it - perform, she still got her weekend and I met her condition."
Still, I hesitated to commit and Beth said, "Maybe I can give you some added incentive."
"What?"
"I've seen the way you look at me when I walk through the office and you've just told me about your almost non-existent sex life at home. Do this for me Martin and I promise you I'll keep your cock limp for the rest of your life."
"You serious?"
"Dead serious Martin. Save my company and I'll see to it that you never lack for sex again."
I jokingly said, "I don't suppose that you would put that in writing?"
Beth pulled a sheet of paper out of her desk drawer, wrote on it and then passed it over to me:
"I, Bethany Shaftner, promise Martin Beeman that if he assists me in getting the Montrose account for my company I will be his sex toy until he gets tired of me."
And she had signed it!
"Do we have a deal?"
"Yes Beth, we do. I need Angela's phone number and her last name."
"I thought I gave it to you, but why would you need it?"
"I want to call her and set up a dinner date and since we haven't been introduced I'll need to address her as Miss Whatever when I call and not Angela."
"It is Mrs., not Miss and her last name is Maybarry. Why are you going to call her for a dinner date?"
"Because standing on a street corner waiting for her to pick me up or knocking on a hotel room door and saying, "Hi, I'm Martin" just isn't my style. I'll ask her to dinner, we'll talk and then I'll follow her lead."
"You won't be sorry Martin, I promise you that" she said as she slid a piece o paper across the desk to me. "That's her cell phone number not her home phone number. Wouldn't want her husband to answer would we."
"She's married?"
"I thought I mentioned that."
"You did, but I guess I forgot it when you hit me with the rest of it."
"Yep, she's married; I did tell you she was a slut, didn't I?"
+++++
There is nothing in the world as daunting as a cold sales call and that is what the equivalent of my call to Mrs. Angela Maybarry would be. It would be awkward as hell for me, but at least we both knew what it was about. The phone rang five times before I heard a throaty:
"Hello?
"Mrs. Maybarry?"
"Yes?"
"My name is Martin Beeman and I'm calling to ask you to have dinner with me."
"Martin, how nice of you to call. I'd love to have dinner with you. When?"
"Well, I understand that you have, uh, other commitments? I guess the question would be what will work for you?"
"I do have something on for tonight; would tomorrow work for you?"
"Yes it would. Where should I call for you?"
"Well, you did mention my other, how did you put it - commitments? I think we should just arrange to meet at the restaurant."
"Would Mario's work for you?"
"Yes it would. They have a simply divine Veal Scaloppini. What time?"
"Say seven?"
"That will work just fine."
As I hung up the phone I made a mental note to ask Beth if I was on an expense account.
+++++
The next day I told Jennie that I had to work late and at six forty-five I was sitting at a table in Mario's sipping a vodka martini when I spotted an extremely good looking woman heading straight for me. I stood up and she extended a hand and said, "I'm Angela Maybarry" and I lied and said, "I know." I did the chair thing and then sat down opposite her and almost immediately a waitress was there and said:
"The usual Mrs. Maybarry?"
"Yes dear and thank you for remembering."
As the waitress walked away Angela smiled at me and said, "This is a pleasant surprise. I didn't think the bitch had the guts to do it."
"I beg your pardon?"
"Oh don't act so surprised. I know she had to explain the situation to you. What did she promise you?"
"Nothing other than I could keep what I had."
"Keep what you had? I don't understand."
"It will keep the doors open which means I keep my job."
"She threatened to fire you if you didn't agree?"
"No, she just told me that if we didn't get your account back the company would go out of business and I'd be out looking for another job."
"And that's how she got you to agree?"
"No, what got me to agree was seeing you in the office last Tuesday."
"I didn't realize you even knew I was there."
"Well I saw you" I lied, "And when she called me into her office and spelled out the deal I had to struggle not to look too eager. It wouldn't do to have her thinking I was such a pushover."
"Oh my, I didn't realize I'd picked a silver-tongued devil."
"Hardly, but that does bring up the question, why did you pick me?"
"Not to bruise your ego Martin, but the reason I picked you was that you were the only man there in the office that day."
"Aw shucks, and here I thought you looked at me and your heart started racing and it was all you could do to keep from coming over and throwing yourself at me."
"You don't know what is going on here do you?"
"I haven't a clue."
"Since you are now a player in this little melodrama I'll tell you what it is all about. Beth's parents and my parents were the best - and I do mean the best - of friends. They went everywhere together; weekends, vacations, didn't matter, they were always together and as a result Beth and I grew up as close as sisters. I suppose you could say that until we reached twenty-one we were each other's best friend."
"What happened when you reached twenty-one?"
"She stole the man I intended to marry. She knew that I wanted him and was waiting for him to ask me to marry him, but she took him anyway. I'm glad she did because he turned out to be a cheating asshole although I don't believe she knows it. He started cheating on her the week after they got back from their honeymoon. But even though I'm glad she took him away from me I've still never forgiven her for doing it. You just don't do something like that to your best friend. I promised myself someday I would get even with her."
"And that's what this is?"
"Yes. My father gave her father a long term contract and he fully intended to renew it long term when it expired, but he passed on and left the business to me. When renewal time came I didn't renew. She had to come begging to me, but that wasn't enough for me so I came up with a way that I could humiliate her and here we are."
"So, the wild weekend I was planning on isn't really going to take place?"
"I didn't say that, now did I? No Martin, the weekend is on if you want it, and in fact I hope you do."
I sat there looking at that sexy good-looking woman and listening to her tell her story and I wanted more than anything to spend a long, hot weekend with her, but there was a problem. As long as it was a blackmail kind of situation what Angela got out of the weekend didn't matter, but now that I had a choice it changed things.
"No matter what Beth still gets the account, right?"
"Yes Martin, she gets the account. I made her crawl and that is all I really wanted."
"Well then, I would really love to spend a long weekend with you, but I need to warn you that I might not be what you want."
"That's a first. I've never had a man try to back away from me before. How would you know what I might want?"
"Just a hunch. If a woman wants to spend a long weekend having hot sex, and that is the way that Beth put it to me, that you wanted me for a weekend end of hot sex, she is going to expect hot sex and I'm just not sure that I can deliver and I wouldn't want to disappoint."
"Tell me more about this not being sure you can deliver. Just what are you expecting that I expect?"
"That's the problem, I don't know, but I do know me. I was a virgin when I married my wife and my wife was a virgin also. My only experience is with her and all she has ever allowed is sex in the missionary position. That is the extent of my sexual experience. Six years of sex in the missionary position and half of that with the lights off and her in a flannel nightgown pulled up to her waist."
"Oh you poor dear," she said as she looked across the table at me. Then she smiled and said:
"All the more reason for us to have our weekend Martin. I can teach you so much. I'm getting wet just thinking about it. Are we on?"
I was going to say no?
+++++
I told Jennie that I would be going on a weekend management retreat sponsored by the company and that I would return on Sunday night. I'm not even sure that she listened to me, but if she did she didn't seem much to care.
Angela suggested that we use her place since her husband would be out of town, but I told her I would be too nervous. I'd be constantly looking over my shoulder expecting him to come home early and catch us.
"Not to worry Martin, the asshole is with his girlfriend and no way is he going to leave her to hurry home to me."
"I'd still be nervous and I don't want anything to distract me."
She finally agreed and I checked us into the Hilton. Oh my God! I couldn't believe how much I had missed by limiting myself to what Jennie allowed me. Angela gave me my first blow job and then she taught me how to eat her pussy and after that it was just suck and fuck. She sucked me off and swallowed my cum and then I ate her to an orgasm. She sucked me hard again and then had me do her doggie. That was followed by a sixty-nine which was followed by more fucking. We did it cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, standing up and leaning against the wall and we did it in the shower.
We went out for dinner on Saturday night and then went dancing. On the way back to the hotel she took off her panties and handed them to the cab driver along with a fifty dollar bill and told him to cover the rear view mirror with her panties and pay attention to his driving and then we fucked on the back seat as we drove across town. At the Hilton we were alone in the elevator and she unzipped me and took my cock out and played with it all the way up to our floor.
Between our thrashing around on the bed we talked - of all things - about Beth and her company. Angela wanted to know every little detail of the problems Beth was encountering and I told her what I could. I didn't' consider that I was being disloyal to Beth or the company by answering her questions because it was all information she could have gotten easily enough from other sources. I didn't think she was looking for information she could use against Beth and it turns out I was right. I told her the names of the other two substantial accounts that Beth had lost and she said that she knew the owners of both and then she asked me if I would like her help in trying to get them back and I told her I'd love it.
"I'll make some calls next week lover, but for now we need to see if we can make some sweat. Come over here baby and let me have my lollipop."
It was the most exciting weekend of my life. As we were getting ready to check out on Sunday I thanked her for the great time and the education and she said:
"You sound like you think it is over."
"I thought it was."
"Only if you want it to be Martin. I think we can have some good times together if you would like. Would you?"
"Very much so."
"Good. We can do some more on furthering your education."
"In what way?"
"We haven't done any anal yet baby, and there are still some positions we didn't get to. How about we get together Tuesday? Call me tomorrow around four and we can set it up."



"What about your husband?"
"What about him?"
"Won't he wonder at your being gone?"
"My husband and I have an unspoken agreement. He stays out of my way and he gets to continue living the easy life. If he causes me problems I'll throw his ass out."
"Doesn't sound like all that great a marriage."
"It isn't Martin. I caught him cheating on me and I forgave him and gave him a second chance and one month later he cheated on me again and as far as I was concerned that ended the marriage."
"Why didn't you divorce him?"
"Because, financially, it is cheaper to keep the cheating asshole than to divorce him. One of the major disadvantages of having money Martin, is that other people want to take it away from you. A divorce would make the lawyers wealthy. Since I am the one with the money I would end up paying through the nose just to get rid of someone I ignore anyway. No baby, it is just cheaper to keep him."
As I drove home I was thinking about how happy that weekend was going to make Jennie. She would never know why, but she would be happy that I never bothered her for sex again.
+++++
Beth was out of town on business when I went into work on Monday, but I did get a call from her around ten asking me how the weekend went. I told her that everything had gone well and she thanked me and told me that she would be back in town Thursday. Around eleven Angela called me and asked me if I could join her for lunch and I agreed to meet at Mario's again. When I got there she was sitting with another woman. I was introduced to Cathy Loring, the owner of Cartridge Incorporated and after a leisurely meal which was accompanied with a bottle of wine Angela told me that Cathy was a very good friend of hers and that Cathy knew about what I had done to get the Montrose account for Bev's company.
"Cathy is having some problems with her marriage Martin. She just discovered that her husband has been screwing his secretary and she wants a little revenge. If you would like to help her she would be most appreciative. I'm sure you know that Cartridge is one of the accounts that Bev lost and there is a very good possibility that you could get the account back."
I try very hard not to be stupid so I immediately asked Cathy the most important question. "Would helping you get your revenge become public? Would you be throwing it in his face and telling him that I was the one who helped you hang the horns on him?"
"Of course not. It is interesting however that you mention throwing it into his face because that is very close to what I have planned for the bastard. If you help me I'm going to go home and have him go down on me while I'm still fresh from being with you, so I guess you could say I'm going to put his face in it. How about it, think you can help me?"
I turned to Angela and jokingly said, "I guess it is up to you. Are you willing to share me?"
Angela said, "Cathy can have you on the nights I can't take care of you."
"I'd be a fool not to say yes. When would you like to do it?"
Angela laughed and said, "We gambled that you would say yes so we took a room at the Marriott. Would now be too soon?"
+++++
Friday morning around ten Beth called me into her office and close the door. The door no sooner closed behind me than she came to me, threw her arms around me, and then kissed me.
"She signed Martin, she signed and now I can breath easy. Thank you Martin, thank you, thank you, thank you" and she kissed me again.
I thought Angela had drained me to the point where I wouldn't be able to get it up for at least another month, but Beth pressing herself as she kissed me stirred me and she felt me as I started to rise. She stepped back and looked at me and then she smiled.
"I did say you would never go without again, didn't I. Lock the door Martin. We wouldn't want to be interrupted, now would we?"
I turned and locked the door and when I turned back she was stepping out of her panties. She dropped them in the middle of her desk and then walked over to me and turned her face up for a kiss. As our lips touched her tongue pushed into my mouth and I felt her hands unbuckling my belt. She broke the kiss and knelt in front of me and worked my trousers and briefs off of me, pushed them aside and then leaned forward, took my cock in her mouth and proceeded to give me magnificent head. In almost no time she had me ready to come and I told her so. Her hands clutched my butt cheeks and she pulled me into her mouth as deep as she was able and I let go. Her head kept bobbing as she swallowed and when I was spent she licked my cock like an ice cream cone for several seconds and then took me back into her mouth.
She worked on me until she got me hard again and then she stood up and walked over to her desk, bent herself at the waist and leaned on her elbows. She looked back over her shoulder at me, smiled at me and waited. As I slid my cock into her from behind I could not help but think about how my dry spell had ended. From almost no sex from Jennifer for years I suddenly had all I could handle - and I wondered how long I could make it last.
When it was over and I had my pants back on Beth had me sit down and tell her about my weekend. She wasn't interested in the sex part, just in anything that Angela might have said about Beth. I told her what Angela had said and she gave me a rueful smile.
"Oh I know my husband cheats Martin. I'm well aware of what that asshole does. Did she also tell you that she fucked my husband a week after we returned from our honeymoon? That's how I know she is a slut Martin. The bitch seduced my husband before the ink was dry on the marriage license. Not that the asshole needed much in the way of seducing."
Her phone rang and she picked it up hello and listened for a minute and then she hung up. She stood up and said she had a meeting to go to and then she said:
"Thank you again Martin. I won't forget you, I promise."
"Before you go to your meeting I think you should read this" and I took the Cartridge Incorporated contract out of my pocket and gave it to her. "You need to check it over and make sure that I got the terms right and then call and confirm."
I gave her a smile and left her office.
+++++
And that is how it started. For the next eight months I had sex with Beth two or three times a week, sometimes in her office and sometimes in a hotel or motel when we took a long lunch. Once she even took me home with her and I spent the night in her bed (after calling Jennie and telling her about the emergency business trip). Friday nights and every other weekend I spent with Angela. I occasionally got a call from Cathy, but not all that often. I had stopped even trying to make love to Jennie; she wasn't interested in me anyway and I was getting all I could handle for Beth and Angela and Cathy.
Life was good.
To be continued...
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Chapter 6: Betsy, part 2
I had mixed thoughts as I sat at my desk and watched Sonia move around the office. On the one hand she was the one woman in the office that I had really wanted. If I had been given a choice in the beginning - you can have one and only one - I would have gone for Sonia. On the other hand I currently had more pussy than I ever expected to have and the loss of Sonia did take some of the pressure off of me. Now I only had three women to try and satisfy instead of four. I was looking at Sonia's tight, well shaped ass as she stood at the copier making copies when a voice from behind me said, "Well lover, have you come up with something that your slut can do tonight?" I turned and found Betsy standing behind me.
"I'm thinking on it. I just can't make up my mind whether to ease you into it or just have you jump right in with both feet."
"Best you just push me into the deep end of the pool lover. If you let me wade around in the shallow end first I may chicken out."
"We can talk about it tonight at the bar when we stop with the others for a drink after work."
"Do we have to waste time going there? I'd rather get right to it."
"Yes we do have to stop there. I just decided what slutty thing we are going to do tonight and part of it is going to the bar."
"Give me a hint."
"Oh no. That might give you time to think it over and you might just decide to run home and hide under the bed."
"That bad?"
"Not for me."
She gave me a contemplative look and then said, "Okay, see you there."
+++++
I got to the bar first and was sitting at a table with Josh when Betsy came in. The three of us sat there making small talk while the rest of the gang filtered in. After a couple of drinks Betsy and I got up to dance. As soon as we were on the floor Betsy said, "We are wasting precious time lover."
"No we aren't. When we go back to the table you will ask Mary or one of the other girls to watch your purse and then you and I will go out to the parking lot."
"I can't do that! My god, what will the others think?"
"You already know what they will think."
"I do?"
"Sure you do. What do you think when you see Alice heading for the parking lot with one of the guys?"
"I think that she is just such a sl....oh my."
"That's right babe, you want to be a slut so let's get to it."
"But..."
"No buts babe. A slut doesn't care about what other people think. Do you see Alice giving a shit about what the rest of you are thinking? You want to be a slut so let's go do it."
"But I can't, I just can't. These are the people that I work with."
"Okay, it is your choice, you want to be a slut, you don't want to be a slut, it is all up to you."
We finished the dance and went back to the table. I was sipping my beer when Matty came up to me and said, "Come on honey, let's dance."
As soon as we hit the floor she said, "Any chance of my getting tonight as well as tomorrow?"
"I don't know. My plans are in flux right now. I do have something going, but it might fall through. I'll just have to wait and see."
"Anything I can do to help things fall through?"
"Whoa sweetie, I haven't said that I want things to fall through. In fact, I'm really hoping that they don't."
"Well if they don't work I'll be standing by."
On the way back to the table I saw Betsy watching Matty and me and I wondered what she was thinking. It didn't take me long to find out. I'd no sooner sat down than Betsy said, "Sonia, would you please watch my purse?" and then she stood up and waited to see what I would do - as if there were any doubt. I got up and we headed for the door that led to the parking lot. Just before going out the door I looked back at the table and saw Matty looking at us with a pissed off expression, Alice and Sonia looking at each other with 'shocked' looks on their faces and Mary looking at the two of them with a grin on her face. I won't even try to cover the range of expressions on the men.
+++++
When we reached my car Betsy said, "Okay, what do we do now?"
"You get in the back seat and start behaving like a slut."
"Don't I have a choice?"
"You made it when you asked Sonia to watch your purse and then got up and walked out here with me."
I opened the car door and we climbed in the back and Betsy said, "What now?"
"Normally we would do some hot and heavy necking that would lead to a blow job, some finger fucking and then we would fuck, but tonight I want to go straight to the fucking part."
"Why?"
"Because I'm betting that Alice is sitting in there not believing that you are out here fucking. She's thinking, "No, not Betsy, they are probably just sitting there talking." She's going to convince herself that she needs to verify that. She will grab one of the guys that she usually comes out here with and she will come out here to see what we are doing. When she does I want her to see your legs kicking in the air as I pound your slutty, unfaithful pussy with my cock."
"Must you talk like that?"
"Like what?"
"Saying things like, "Your slutty, unfaithful pussy."
"Of course I don't have to talk that way. I'm just playing the game that you indicated you wanted to play. When you left me Tuesday you asked me to think of slutty things that you could do the next time. This afternoon you asked me if I had come up anything slutty for you to do tonight so here we are and I'm trying to give you slutty. If you have changed your mind just go inside and get your purse and we will go on over to my place."
Betsy had been sitting looking toward the building and suddenly she said, "Oh shit!" and unbuttoned her blouse. She quickly unsnapped her bra and then said, "Hurry, suck my tits."
I was caught a little unprepared for her sudden change in attitude and I just sat there looking at her. She reached out and grabbed me and pulled me toward her. "Hurry damn it, here comes Alice."
I leaned forward and started licking Betsy's left nipple and moved my hand to start rolling the right one between the thumb and forefinger. She leaned back and her hands moved to my head and held me to her. A minute or two went by and then Betsy pushed me away.
"I guess I just made my choice. Get your cock out honey; it's time to fuck me like the slut that I guess I'm going to be."
+++++
Alice must not have been believed when she went back inside to tell everyone what she had seen. While Betsy was busy being fucked and sucking my cock between bouts several people came out of the bar and 'just happened' to walk by my car. I was fucking Betsy for the fourth time when she said, "God I fell like such a slut lying here while you fuck me and they watch."
I looked up and saw Josh and Steve standing outside the car looking inside at what we were doing.
"Maybe I should do them too. Would that be slutty enough for you?"
"You fucking whorish slut you. God, but that would be so hot. I can see it now, Betsy the Gangbang Queen."
I pulled out of her and quickly got out of the car leaving Betsy looking up at me with confusion on her face. Josh was pretty quick on the uptake and he was in the car and in Betsy before she had a chance to fully realize what was happening. A dozen strokes later and she was clawing at Josh and asking him to go harder and faster. Steve moved around to the other side of the car and I watched him climb in and push his cock into Betsy's mouth and then Josh and Steve double-teamed her. I watched until Josh was done and he and Steve had swapped places and then I went back into the bar. As I sat down at the table Sonia asked, "Where's Betsy?"
I nodded toward the parking lot and said, "She's busy right now."
I saw John and Harry exchange a glance and then get up and hurry out to the parking lot. A couple of minutes later Matty got up and went outside and then three or four minutes later she came back in and sat down and looked over at me. She looked like she wanted to say something, but then she turned her head and looked away.'
When Josh and Steve came in I grabbed Betsy's purse and went back out to my car. Harry was zipping himself up while standing there and watching John bang into Betsy. He looked at me, "I never would have believed it if I hadn't seen it and taken part. I hope that this is just the first night of many."
He headed back for the bar and left me to watch John's hairy ass rise and fall as he pushed his cock into a moaning Betsy.
Betsy's eyes met mine and she cried, "Oh god Johnny, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck me like the whore I am. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
"Here it comes you hot slut you."
"Oh yes, oh yes, fill me, fill me baby, push deep and fill me."
John finally finished and as he backed out he said, "You have no idea of how long I have wanted to do that."
I moved in to pick up where he left off and my cock had just pushed into Betsy's hot, wet swamp when she hit me upside my head as hard as she could. It was so hard that I saw stars and heard bells ring and then she did it a second time and I became aware that she was screaming at me.
"You bastard! You mother fucking son of a bitch! You miserable piece of shit! Get off me!" And she hit me again. I scrambled out of the car and she came out after me. She swung at my head with her purse, but I ducked it and backed away from her as she tried to kick me in the nuts and then she turned and ran sobbing into the bar. I followed along behind her and got there just in time to see Matty put her arms around Betsy and then lead her into the ladies room.
+++++
Everything changed after that night. I went overnight from more pussy than one man could handle to none. It started when Matty came back from taking Betsy to the bathroom. She sat down across from me at the table and said, "You are an asshole and I can't for the life of me think what was going on in my mind that made me have anything to do with you."
"What?
"What you did to Betsy. How could you have done that?
"She wanted to..."
"Bullshit! She trusted you to play but keep things reasonable. What you let happen to her was damned near criminal. Do me a favor and never talk to me again."
She got up; moved to another seat and I finished my beer and went on home.
The next day the only woman in the office who would even look my way was Alice. Mary came to me about an hour after I got to work and said, "Forget about the weekend. I don't think I like you anymore" and she walked away. By the end of the day the chilly atmosphere had gotten to me and just before quitting time I walked over to Betsy's desk. She looked up at me with a "Fuck off asshole" expression on her face and I stared right back at her.
"I'm not going to apologize for anything. You were the one who wanted to play at being a slut and all I did was go along. You should have made damned sure that your idea of a slut and my idea of a slut were compatible before you started playing the game. Remember your "Push me off in the deep end" comment? I didn't make you be a slut, you chose that on your own so don't be pissed at me for your bad choices."
I turned and went to the time clock, punched out and went home.
+++++
I spent the weekend wondering if I should go in on Monday and give notice. It would be hard working there with everyone pissed off at me and I had almost convinced myself to do it, but Sunday night sitting in my kitchen at the table and composing my letter of resignation I suddenly stopped and said, "Fuck this shit!" and threw my pen down. Why should I let those ass wipes drive me away? All I did was what they wanted and now all of a sudden they don't want it and it is all my fault? Not fucking hardly! Okay, I probably should have spent a little more time playing the slut game with Betsy to make sure that it was what she really wanted before pushing her off the dock to sink or swim. It was an error in judgement, but it was based on what she indicated she wanted. When she was waffling on what she should do I told her to forget the slut stuff, go get her purse and then we would go to my place, but she was the one who made the decision to go forward with the idea of being a slut. She was the one who grabbed me and told me to suck her tits when she saw Alice coming and she was the one who brought up fucking the other guys. No by God, if they were going to be uncomfortable having me around, tough shit!
+++++
For the next two weeks I kept pretty much to myself and ignored the women in the office. The men were friendly enough (and well they should be since I gave them Betsy) but I even stayed away from them for the most part. I didn't use the lunchroom for breaks or lunch and instead I went across the street to the little caf‚. A couple of times I saw Betsy get up from her desk and head toward mine and as soon as I was sure that it was my desk she was headed for I got up and went to the men's room.
One day, near the end of my self-imposed exile I came back from lunch and found Alice sitting at my desk. She looked up at me and before I could say anything she asked, "Are you over your pout yet?"
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"You are obviously avoiding all of us; you haven't stopped for drinks in almost weeks and you don't even use the break room any more."
"Yeah, well it seems that the ladies have decided that I am a pariah and they pretty much all told me to fuck off and die so I just decided to stay away from wherever they tend to be."
"I'm one of the ladies and I haven't said that to you. Anyway, what I'm sitting here for is to invite you to stop with us tonight."
"Why?"
"Because sugar, I haven't sampled your wares yet."
I started to say something and she cut me off before I could get a word out, "And don't give me any of that 'married only' shit. Mary isn't married and you rattled the bedsprings with her. Besides, "gossip central" told me why you avoided me and I want to set your mind at rest. I'm a blond sugar, but I'm not a dumb blond. I never climb into a back seat without a condom handy."
"Why? Why do you do it? You are engaged to be married so why are screwing everything in pants?"
"I'm engaged sugar, but not to be married." She waggled her huge diamond ring under my nose and said, "This ten carat diamond is part of a bribe. Greg gave me the ring, my car and he pays for my apartment in exchange for me being 'arm candy' every time he has to attend a family function or have dinner with his folks. He is as queer as a three-dollar bill, but if he wants to stay in daddy's will he can't let anyone know. Daddy is worth millions and Greg is an only child. He can't bear the thought of all that money going to charities, which is what would happen if daddy found out the Greg's true love is a bodybuilder named Bruce. So come on sugar. I know we will be good together."
"No Alice, I don't think so. I'll just make everyone nervous."
"No you won't sugar, everyone wants you back."
"That isn't evident from what I see around here every day."
"That's because they have all been warned off."
"What?"
"Yep. Betsy told every one that you belong to her and that they should stay away."
"Bullshit. After that night in the parking lot I have been persona non grata around here."
"That night maybe and possibly the next day, but then Betsy told every that she put you up to it. Then everyone was too embarrassed by the way they had behaved and they couldn't face you. About the time Mary decided to bite the bullet and crawl back to you is when Betsy warned everyone off."
"Everyone but you?"
"I'm my own woman sugar and I rarely do what anyone else tells me to do. Besides, I'm curious about what makes you so special that Betsy has put out a 'hands off' on you."
"There isn't anything special about me; I'm just a normal guy who prefers to get his sex from somebody else's woman."
"Well I guess in a way I am Greg's woman so how about it. If for no other reason stop for a drink so I can show Betsy what I think about her 'hands odd' directive. What about you? You like knowing that some woman has warned other women to stay away from you?"
"You do know how to push buttons, don't you."
"I just know you sugar. We are more alike than I care to think about right now. You going to be there?"
"Yeah. I think I will stop by."
+++++
I only had Alice's version of how things stood so to ease the awkwardness of joining a table where I might not be wanted I decided to get there first and then see how the others chose to sit down when they got there. Mary was the first to arrive to arrive and I saw here see me and then hesitate a fraction before coming over and sitting at the table with me. She gave me a weak, "Hi, welcome back." I said nothing, just lifted my glass in sort of a salute and nodded. Josh and John showed up next and minutes later Sonia, Matty and Steve arrived and they all came straight to the table with no hesitation. Then Alice came in, grabbed a chair and more or less forced Steve to move over so she could sit next to me.
"Anybody say mean things to you or throw anything at you yet?" she whispered in my ear.
"Not yet, but the evening is still young."
"Buy me a drink and then I want you to dance with me."
"You trying to stake a claim before anyone else can?"
"You bet sugar, I hate being the only one here not to have spent some time with you."
Alice and I were on the dance floor when Betsy arrived. She sat down at the table and the look she threw our way was not a warm one. Alice and I stayed out on the floor for three numbers and I saw Betsy getting more and more agitated. Finally I told Alice we needed to get back to the table before we gave Betsy apoplexy.
"You going to let her get to you or is tonight my night?"
"I don't know. I'm not much of a back seat boy; how does Greg feel about sleep overs?"
"He is a very understanding guy."
"We'll see then. Like I told you when you got here, the night is still young.'
+++++
I wasn't really sure why I had stopped at the bar that night. I suppose part of it was the curiosity that Alice had planted in my head when she told me about Betsy's 'hands off' edict. Part of it was because I hadn't been laid in three weeks and Alice was offering herself up on a platter. The one thing I hadn't come to do was pick up where I'd left off with Betsy, Matty and Mary.
The first one to make a move was Sonia. She got up from her chair and came over to me. "Come on sweetie, dance with me."
As soon as she had me on the floor she said, "I wondered if I'd ever see you here again."
"Why would anyone who was being treated like a leper want to stop, and what about Betsy's hands off policy?"
"You know better than that sweetie. We already have a deal, remember? Dancing and some touchy-feely? Besides, if we didn't already have our deal do you seriously think I would give a rats ass what Betsy says?"
"So why haven't you stopped by and said hi?"
"You may not be aware of it sweetie, but the way you have been sitting behind your desk and scowling at everybody has tended to make you just a little bit unapproachable. But be that as it may, what about now?"
"What about now?"
"Yes dummy, what about now. You haven't poked your cock into me once or squeezed one of my tits. Have I lost my appeal?"
I pulled her close so she could feel my erection. "Better?"
"Much sweetie. I want to suck it and I want to feel it sliding into my ass, but I can't. You do know that I want to, don't you?"
"Yes baby, I do."
The song ended and we went back to the table.
+++++
For the next half-hour I sipped my beer and watched as Josh, Steve, John and Harry took turns dancing with all of the girls, but I didn't bother asking any of them to dance with me. Finally Betsy came over and sat down next to me.
"I suppose you've heard?"
"Heard what?"
"That I've become the slut you wanted. Every time I come in here now I end up out in the parking lot. I'm making more trips than Alice ever did."



"Well good for you Betsy."
"That's it? Good for you Betsy?"
"What did you expect?"
"I expected you to say "Come on Betsy, show me," and then I expected you to take me to your place and fuck my brains out."
"Sorry Betsy, not interested."
"Not interested? Why? I did it for you. I turned myself into the slut you wanted."
"I never said I wanted a slut Betsy. What I said was you could be a loving wife and mother someplace else, but in my apartment I wanted you to be a slut. I never said one word about you going out and becoming one. You're the one that took that idea and ran with it."
"Oh, so now that I'm a slut you don't want anything to do with me is that it?"
"No, not at all. I like sluts. Life is so much simpler when you are dealing with sluts."
"Then what is it? Why aren't you interested anymore?"
"The hits Betsy. The swinging purse, the names you called me, the kick you took at my balls and the way you turned everyone else there against me are what ended it Betsy."
She started at me for several very long moments and then she snarled, "You bastard, you fucking bastard."
"Nice talking to you too Betsy" and I got up and headed for the men's bathroom. When I came back Betsy was on her way out to the parking lot with Steve and Harry and Harry gave me a thumbs up and I smiled at him. I hadn't quite made it back to the table when Matty grabbed my arm and tried to lead me out on to the dance floor. I pulled away from her and made my way back to the table. Matty followed me.
"What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Just honoring your request."
"What are you talking about?"
"Your exact words were, "Do me a favor and never talk to me again." So, you got it, now go away and leave me alone."
"Oh come on lover, that was heat of the moment. We all thought that you had fucked over Betsy and we didn't think it was right, but she told us that it wasn't your fault."
"So where have you been these last two weeks Matty? I don't remember you coming up to me and saying that you were sorry and that you hoped that I would understand why you said it. And don't give me any of that Betsy said hands off shit. You two have been at war since you were teenagers and there isn't any way that you were going to do anything she said if you didn't want to. Go away Matty, we don't have anything to say to each other any more."
She opened her mouth to say something, but I suddenly realized that it had been a mistake for me to have stopped and I got up and walked away from her. I walked over to where Alice was talking with Mary and said, "Are we on?"
"You bet sugar."
"Grab your purse then and let's go."
"Let me make a quick trip to the ladies sugar and then I'm all yours."
Alice headed for the bathroom and left me standing there with Mary looking up at me.
"Alice going to have most of your time occupied or will you have some to spare."
"None to spare for you. You don't like me anymore, remember?"
I walked over to the bathrooms and waited for Alice.
+++++
I would have never believed it, but Alice and I clicked and after a couple of months of trying to fuck each other to death Alice semi moved in with me. I say semi because she kept the apartment that Greg is paying for. She is still his Arm Candy for family events and she and Greg do occasionally have his parents over for dinner.
"He's been good to me sugar and I feel that I owe him a lot. Besides, it might make your juices flow a little hotter thinking of me being with him. I'm just such a slut that I might be working on him to convince him that he should turn to straight sex. You'll just have to fuck me as soon as I get home from a date with him to see if I was successful and am giving you sloppy seconds."
I'm no longer with the company, but it wasn't my relationship with the women that made me leave. My father passed away and left his business, among other things, to my sister, two brothers and me. My siblings were not interested in the business and wanted to sell it so I scraped up the money and bought them out.
Alice still works at the old company and has kept me up to date on the others. Josh finally got Mary to go out with him and he promptly got her pregnant. They got married, have a little girl and according to Alice they are very happy together.
Matty took up with one of the bartenders for a while and then one day she quit her job and no one has seen or heard from her since.
Betsy kept playing at being a slut and she must have done something to make her husband suspicious because one night he showed up at the bar just in time to see Betsy climbing into a back seat with two guys. He went after them and they beat the shit out of him. Betsy still works there, but she doesn't stop at the bar any more and she hasn't said a word to anyone about the outcome of that night.
The biggest surprise was that Sonia left her husband. She asked Alice for my address and phone number, Alice gave them to her and Sonia called and asked me to have lunch with her.
"We both know what she wants sugar so here is a little something for you to consider before you talk with her. You know me well enough by now to know my sexual appetites. Sooner or later I'm going to try a taste of someone else. I'll come home to you and fuck your brains out after and I won't lie to you or try to hide things. We are a matched set sugar, we belong together for the long run and you know it. What I'm trying to say sugar is you can go for it and it won't keep me from being here waiting for you when you come home. Or for that matter, you let me know when you are bringing her home and I stay at my apartment that night."
"Oh I don't know about that. One of my fantasies has been to have two sexy lady's to play with at the same time."
"Oooh, wouldn't that be kinky."
"Yes, it would."
"Well sugar, if you like kinky maybe I should bring Greg home with me some night and see where that goes."
Before I could say anything she burst out laughing. "Oh sugar, you should see the expression on your face. Come on sugar, take me to bed and let's talk some more about your fantasies."
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She stood at the sink looking out the window as she did the breakfast dishes. The yard looked, for lack of a better word, unkempt. The flower beds were full of color and the grass was green, but something was a little off. A little like a man dressed up in a suit and tie and with polished shoes that gleamed, but needing a haircut. Unkempt, needing a trim. Taking care of the yard had always been Martin's job, but he had been putting in so much time at work lately that he hadn't been able to keep up around the house.
She finished the dishes and headed for the living room. She dropped down on the couch, picked up the remote and started channel hopping and couldn't find anything that could keep her interest. She turned off the TV and got up to take a shower. The shower head had a bad washer or something and dripped. Just one more thing for Martin to take care of one of these days. She washed and dried her hair and then toweled off. She reclined on the bed and picked up the latest issue of Redbook from the bedside stand and wondered why she kept renewing her subscription. She originally took out the subscription for household tip and recipes, but she hardly ever saw any of that anymore. Now it was all stuff like "Secrets for Lasting Love" and "Make the Ultimate Sex Connection" and "Sex Talk and Tips to Make Yourself More Alluring to Your Partner." You couldn't even get away from it when you did a simple thing like reading your horoscope.
Aquarius
January 20 - February 18
Focus on: Romance
The Sun and Saturn swing through your house of love through the 22nd. Put less energy into mundane matters and more into your love life. Your sex appeal will wow your partner - and awaken your self confidence.
What was with the constant attention to sex? Her issue of Cosmopolitan wasn't any better, in fact, if anything it was worse. "How to Heat Up Sex." "The Touches He Will Beg for Again and Again." "Beyond Kama Sutra - Eight sex positions you never thought of." Sex, sex, sex and more sex. God, didn't it ever stop? Sure, sex was nice every once in a while, but there was more to life than sex. It had taken her a long time to convince Martin of that, but he came around eventually. He didn't bug her now near as much as he used to. In fact she could barely remember the last time he approached her.
She threw the magazine down and started thinking about the rest of her day. She had been invited to a pot-luck Tupperware party and she needed to come up with a dish to pass. Funny thing that. She wasn't a joiner, never had been, so what had prompted her to join the book discussion group at the library? That led to her making friends with Alice, Tina and Marge. Those friendships led to her being invited to Avon get togethers and Tupperware parties which gave her lots to do when Martin was away on business or working late. Tonight's party was going to be at Alice's house and she had never been there. She wondered if any of the girls liked to play cards. She could have a card party and invite them over as a way of saying thank you for inviting her to all of their get togethers. Salad! That's what she would make for the pot-luck, a nice five bean salad.
She had purchased some storage containers and a set of mixing bowls and had given her recipe for five bean salad to three other girls. The party had broken up and everyone had gone except Tina, Marge and Bev who she had just met. Alice had whispered to her to stick around when everyone else had gone.
"I've got something that you just have to see."
When everyone else had gone Alice led Tina, Marge, Bev and her down into the basement. The basement had been finished as a recreation room and there was a pool table at one end and a big screen TV at the other. Alice led them to the TV area and had them all sit down as she turned and put a tape in the VCR. The screen lit up and the words said, "Cierra Productions" present Angel Dust in "Lust at Home."
"Is this the one where she takes the guy with the eleven inch dick in her ass" Tina asked.
"No, that was "Lust in the Back Seat." This one is just out and you are not going to believe what she does in this one."
Jennie looked around the room at the eager expressions on the faces of the other women. She had never seen an X-rated video and she wasn't sure that she wanted to see one then, but getting up and leaving might cause a problem in her newfound relationship with the girls.
A sexy blonde with huge breasts appeared on the screen and all the other girls yelled out, "Yea" and whistled and clapped and Alice saw the puzzlement on her face and said:
"Her real name is Norma Speers and we went to school with her."
The plot, what little there was, seemed to be that the housewife was at home when the cable guy came. The housewife came onto him and screwed him and while they were doing it her husbands brother came in the house, saw what was going on and joined in. Jennie sat there amazed as she saw the woman take a penis in her mouth while one was in her vagina. She had heard girls at school in the locker room talk about "giving head" but she could never picture it in her mind and when she heard about it she shivered in disgust. How could a woman do that? But the woman on the screen seemed to enjoy what she was doing. God knows the men were enjoying it.
On the screen the cable guy went to the phone and made a phone call. "I've got a hot one here" he said, "And I need some help" and he gave an address. Two more men showed up and Jennie's jaw dropped when the woman on the screen accepted a penis in her mouth, her anus and her vagina at the same time.
"What's so special about that? Hell, even I do that" Tina said.
"You do?" screamed Marge. "You slut you. You never told us you did threesomes and foursomes."
"That isn't what I meant. I've sucked off Bert and he's had my ass a lot."
"Oh that. We've probably all done that, I know I have" and Jennie saw Alice and Bev nod their heads in the affirmative.
"My God" she thought, "Am I the only normal person here?"
On the screen another man came in the door. "What the fuck!" he yelled, "What are you doing with my wife?"
"Hey man" said the cable guy, "She wanted it so we are just helping her out."
"God damn. I didn't know I married a slut. Well fuck it, she's mine and I want her asshole."
"Okay man, it's yours" the cable guy said as he pulled out of the woman to make room for the husband. The husband moved up behind her and pushed his penis into the blonde's rectum and she screamed out:
"Oh God yes! Stuff me full of cock and fuck me!"
"Here comes the first one" Alice said as on the screen Angel Dust took a penis in each of her three orifices at the same time while she gave a hand job to the two men standing on either side of her.
"Isn't that wild?" Alice said. "Five at once. I may have to get real drunk some night so I can get loose enough to do something like that."
"Yeah, like you would" Marge said.
Alice said, "Hey, I might. I did two after the prom so I know I can do more than one."
"Yeah, but you were a cheerleading slut back then and not a wife and mother like you are now."
"I've still got what it takes. Every time I work out at the gym I've got young studs looking at me and drooling."
Jennie had her eyes glued to the screen as the blonde and the men went through several different contortions. "Hey Jennie, are you okay" Tina asked.
Bev laughed and said, "Hell, she's just turned on. She wants to be where Norma is right now."
Jennie blushed, but she was also aware that what Bev had just said was true. She would never have believed it of herself, but she was turned on. Her panties were wet and while she didn't really want five men she did wish she was with Martin just then.
"Here comes the other hot part" Alice said as on the screen two men slid their members into Norma's vagina at the same time. "Yea Norma," "You go girl" and "Go, go, go, go" rang through the room.
Everyone was gone and she was picking up what she had bought and was getting ready to leave when Alice stopped her.
"Come on into the kitchen with me for a minute."
She followed Alice into the kitchen and Alice asked her to sit down for a second and when she did Alice opened a bottle of wine, poured two glasses and handed her one before sitting down at the table across from her.
"Did I do something wrong tonight" Alice asked.
"No. If you did I don't know what it was."
"I looked over at you while we were watching Norma's tape and you looked like a deer caught in the headlights of an onrushing car. Haven't you ever seen a porn video before?"
"No, I never have."
"Did I embarrass you? If I did I'm sorry."
"No, I wasn't so much embarrassed as I was shocked at seeing what she did."
"What bothered you? The oral? The anal?"
"All of it" she said and then she gulped down her wine. Alice refilled her glass and by the time the bottle was empty Alice knew Jennie's complete sexual history. "And you never had any desire to try any of it?"
"No, I didn't even know you could do some of it. I heard of oral sex when I was in high school, but I'd never heard of anal."
"When you say you never tried oral does that mean you have never had oral performed on you?"
"Oh God no, not ever."
"Has your husband ever tried?"
"He did once, but after I got done screaming at him he never tried again."
"Too bad sweetie, you have been missing a hell of a rush."
"Just a second" Alice said and she got up and left the room. When she came back she had three video tapes in her hand and she handed them to her. "Here sweetie, look at these in your leisure time. If you are going to hang with us girls you need to know us for the perverts we are. None of us do this stuff, at least I don't think the others do, but we think about it and talk about it all the time. These will give you some insight into the way we talk and what we talk about after a couple of stiff ones. Drinks that is" she said as she giggled.
When she got home, for the first time in her married life, she wanted to make love so bad that she would have let Martin have her on the living room floor if he was there. But he wasn't there. He was out of town again on business.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day she watched the first of the videos Alice had given her. A beautiful redhead made love to four different men. In the first scene she took the man in her mouth and then in her vagina. In the second scene she did two men at the same time - one in her mouth and one in her vagina and in the next scene she sucked on a man and then let him put his penis into her rectum. The last scene she let three men use her at the same time. The thing that Jennie noticed was that the woman seemed to love everything she was doing.
How could a woman enjoy a penis in her mouth? How could she possibly like one pushed into her rectum? And then she had to ask herself why she was rubbing her vagina through her panties?
By the end of the week she had watched all three of the videos that Alice had given her and while she didn't understand it she had gotten excited every time she sat down and watched one and she had even masturbated a couple of times. She thought of Martin when she played with herself and wished his job didn't keep him away from home so much.
She returned the tapes to Alice when the book discussion group met at the library on the following Monday. After the meeting she had gone for coffee with Alice, Tina and Marge. The girls, by their actions and the way they behaved toward her, made it obvious that they considered her one of their group and not someone just sitting in, but was she really one of them? They were open about sex, they used words like cock, pussy, dick, cunt and ass and they discussed old and current boyfriends and their husbands. No subject seemed taboo to them. She wasn't like that. They were so full of life and outgoing and she was - face it - a stick in the mud compared to them. Why did they like her? What could they possibly see in her?
Over the next couple of weeks she found herself spending more and more time with Alice and Tina and Marge. She met other girls through them and became friends with Bev and a few others and she finally worked up enough nerve to invite them all to a card party at her house. The game that everybody seemed to know and like was double Pinochle and enough girls accepted to have two tables.
Martin was home that night and after he met the girls he went down into his basement workshop. Everyone seemed to have a good time and Tina said they should do it more often, maybe have a card party every other week, and the other girls seemed to like the idea. Martin came up as people were leaving and Alice asked him why he hadn't joined them.
"You already had eight players so I would have been the odd man out. Besides, my game is Euchre and not many people know it."
"Oh my God," Tina said, "Alice and I had given up hope of ever finding other Euchre players out here. Everyone played it back in Michigan, but no one out here seems to have even heard of it."
"You and Alice both play?"
"Yes, and we love it."
"Well, I play and Jennie is an absolute shark at the game. Maybe the next time the four of us can play."
"Screw the next time" Tina said, "I'm in no hurry to leave, how about right now?"
"I don't mind," Alice said as she looked from Jennie to Martin, "Ralph won't be home before midnight so I don't have to hurry home."
She looked at Martin and he must have seen that she wanted it. "Why not," he said as he started pulling out the extra cards to set up the deck. They cut for partners and Alice and Martin ended up teamed against Tina and Jennie. When the game broke up an hour later they arranged to meet again on Thursday and talked about making it a weekly thing.
Jennie was not blind. She had seen the way that Tina and Alice had looked at Martin and she suddenly realized that it had been years since she had looked at him that way and that realization troubled her. Her epiphany came two weeks later. She was hosting another card party and they had just taken a break. She was in the basement getting a bag of ice out of the freezer. There was a heating vent just above the freezer and on the floor above the freezer was the downstairs bathroom and she heard a voice through the vent.
"Have you decided yet?"
"Yeah, I don't think I will. Jennie is a sweetheart and Lord does she ever have a beautiful face, but what she has let happen to her body is a crime." The voice was Bev's. "I think it would embarrass her if I invited her to a lingerie party. She obviously could never wear any of those things so I think it would be kinder of me not to ask her to come."
"Makes you wonder though."
"Wonder what?"
"How she keeps her husband looking like she does. God knows I'd let him put his shoes under my bed any day."
"He is rather good looking, isn't he."
She stood there holding the bag of ice cubes and thinking about what she'd just heard. Didn't want to embarrass her? Kinder not to invite her? They pitied Martin? Oh God, and she fought back the tears, got herself under control and went back up to the party.
When everyone was gone she locked herself in the bathroom, took off all of her clothes and then looked at herself in the mirror. She tried to imagine - no - she didn't need to try to imagine how Martin saw her, it was right there in front of her. No wonder he wasn't bothering to try and make love to her any more. Good Lord, how had she ever let it get so bad.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning when she woke up she remembered the little magnet that her dad had put on the door of their refrigerator - "This is the first day of the rest of your life." Well, it was, and she was going to do something with the rest of that life. She showered, dressed and then got out the yellow pages and two hours later she was a member at the Balance Fitness Center and a half hour after that a trainer was showing her the equipment and how to use it. He set up a program for her to follow and then suggested that she might also consider looking into trying The South Beach Diet.
It was hard work and results didn't come overnight, but by the end of the month she saw the change and week by week the change became more pronounced. Todd, the trainer she was working with, even made a 'soft' pass at her and it gave her hope that Martin would soon take notice of her again. She was starting to look good and feel good.
Her continued association with Alice and the other girls made some changes in her personality. She became a little more out going. In addition to the book discussion group she played cards with the girls every other week and every Wednesday was Euchre night with Martin, Alice and Tina. When the girls talked about sex she joined in although she didn't have much to contribute. She was using words like cock and pussy and other words she would never have uttered six months ago.
The icing on the cake came the day Bev showed up for one of the card parties and said:
"Well look at you! Next time I have a lingerie party I can use you as a model."
Everyone noticed the change in her. Everyone commented on the change. Everyone but Martin. Had they grown so far apart that he didn't even notice her anymore? Well, at least he wasn't noticing anyone else. She saw the interest in the eyes of Tina, Marge, Alice and especially Bev, but Martin never seemed to notice that interest and he showed no signs of being interested in any of them other than as partners in Euchre.
It hurt! She had to admit it to herself - it hurt! All that hard work she had done and he hadn't noticed at all. It seemed that all he had time for anymore was his job. She was proud of her new look and yes, even of her new outlook on life and especially as that outlook pertained to sex. She was ready to give Martin her first blow job; she was ready to let him go down on her and yes, if he wanted it, she would bury her head in a pillow, stick her butt up in the air and let him have her ass.
But she also had her pride.
She had done all the work to make herself better for him, but she wasn't going to crawl to him and say, "Here. Look at me!" - he was going to have to notice her and come to her!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
They rotated the bi-weekly card game and on that particular night the game was at Alice's house. When the game was over and people were leaving Alice stopped Marge, Tina, Bev and her and asked them to stick around. As soon as everyone else was gone Alice said:
"I've got Norma's newest. It's hot. Come on ladies, grab your wine glasses and let's go watch it."
The title, "Gangbanging Housewife," staring Angel Dust scrolled across the screen and then the girls stomped and cheered and yelled out things like, "You go girl" as the sexy, busty blonde took on nine men in a fuck fest that lasted an hour and fifteen minutes. Angel Dust took them two and three at a time and when one finished he went and rested up and then came back again.
"Hard to believe that she was a tight assed prude in high school" Tina said.
"Damned hard to believe that she was a virgin when she left for California to become a star" said Marge.
"I guess even prudes can change" Alice said and she was looking at Jennie and smiling as she said it.
When everyone else was getting ready to go Alice asked her to stay for a minute. When they were alone Alice said:
"Your face clouded over when I made my prude remark. What gives?"
Jennie had just enough wine in her to let it all come out and when she was done Alice said:
"Oh you poor kid. I'm sorry and I'll talk to the other girls. We like Martin. He's a good looking guy and he's fun to flirt with and if he wasn't married to you a lot of the girls would probably be fighting to see who could land him, but none of us are going to try and steal your man. As far as the rest of it goes I don't know. Maybe we need to give Martin a wake up call."



"How do I do that?"
"Let me think on it."
The next day Alice called her. "I thought about what we talked about last night and I think what we need is a girls night out."
"A girl's night out? How will that make Martin notice me?"
"We salt the mine."
"We what?"
"It's what they did back during the gold rush days. If a man wanted to sell a low producing mine he planted gold in the mine for the prospective buyers to find. It was called 'salting the mine.' What we will do is go out with the girls one night and the next morning when Martin walks into the kitchen he will find you cleaning out your purse. You will be taking several pieces of paper with phone numbers on them out of your purse and dropping them on the table in front of you. When he asks you what you are doing you tell him that guys kept hitting on you all night and giving you their phone numbers and you are just getting them out of your purse. If that doesn't make him stop and think and take a good look at you maybe you need to dump him and go find yourself a live wire."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The night she and Alice were going to put their plan into effect Martin called home and said he would be working late. She told him that she might not be home when he got there because she was going out with Alice and the girls for drinks. It was a blast! She, Alice, Tina, Marge and Bev had a table near the dance floor and five attractive, unescorted women were a magnet that pulled at every man in the place. There was a steady stream of men asking them to dance and offering to buy them drinks.
The plan Alice had of all the girls writing down a phone number on a slip of paper so the handwriting wouldn't look the same if Martin checked them never got put into play. All of the girls got hit on so many times and so many phone numbers were pushed at them that fake numbers weren't needed.
Jennie had never had so much attention paid to her by so many different men in her life. The drinks were flowing and she was in a very good mood when she heard Bev say:
"I certainly wouldn't mind a taste of that."
"A taste of what?"
"That hunk sitting over there at the table by the hallway to the restrooms."
She looked over and saw Todd, the trainer she worked with at the gym, sitting with an older man and then she did something that was so out of character for her that she couldn't believe she did it.
"You want a taste of that? Well, since you are my friend I'll see if I can't get you that taste."
She got up and walked over to the table where Todd was sitting and he saw her coming and stood up and greeted her with a brotherly hug. She cut right to it.
"I need a favor."
"If it is something I can do you've got it."
"See that gorgeous redhead at that table over there" and she pointed to where Bev was sitting, "She has been sitting there and staring at you and I decided to try my hand at match making. Do me a favor and ask her for a dance."
Todd turned to the man he was sitting with and asked, "Would you mind if I abandoned you?"
"Not at all, but I think it only fair that if she takes you away from me she should have to stay and keep me company."
Todd looked at her and raised an eyebrow. She smiled and said, "I guess I can make that sacrifice for Bev" and she sat down on the seat that Todd had just vacated and extended her hand as she said, "I'm Jennie."
The man took her hand and as he said, "Hi Jennie, I'm Frank" she felt a spark. Something about the man appealed to her and the thought caused her to shiver. She looked over and saw Todd walking Bev out onto the dance floor and Frank asked her if she would like to dance. Given the strange feeling she was having she decided that maybe it would be best to get away from the table where they were alone and get out there on the crowded dance floor where there were a lot of people around.
Bad move she realized as they got out on the floor. It was crowded enough that she and Frank were pushed together and as he took her in his arms she felt her body tingle and that wasn't all she felt. He was hard and it was pressing into her. What made it worse was that he looked a little like one of the actors she had seen on one of Alice's porn tapes. The thought of that tape and what she had done while she was watching it and now dancing with a man who looked like...Oh God, what was she thinking? Why was her entire body tingling and why were her panties getting damp?
The dance turned into three and then he took her back to his table. Several drinks and several dances later she noticed that the other girls were gone, including Alice who was her ride. She excused herself and checked all the bathrooms, but couldn't find Alice. When she returned to the table Frank asked:
"Something wrong?"
"My ride is gone."
"No problem" Frank said, "I'll see to it that you get home. One more drink and we'll dance the rest of this set and I'll run you home."
It was three more drinks before they left the bar. She felt....well, she didn't really know how she felt. She was turned on from all the close dancing she had done with Frank and from having his cock rubbed against her so much. She was pleased knowing that she had turned him on - knowing that she was sexually alluring.
She was uncomfortable being in a car with a strange man (well, even though they had danced for hours she didn't really know him) but at the same time she was excited. He wanted her and it had been a long time since she had felt wanted. There was something about him, some sort of animal or sexual magnetism that had caused the spark when she first met him.
The drinks had her feeling really good and upbeat and all the confusing thoughts were rolling around in her head so she really wasn't prepared for it when Frank slid across the car seat, took her in his arms and kissed her. His tongue teased her lips and she shivered as she opened her mouth to let it in. The drinks, the excitement she felt and it having been so long since she'd last had any affection at all combined in that one moment and caused any idea of resistance to fade. She eagerly returned Frank's kiss, sending her own tongue searching. She didn't even notice when he got his hands up under her blouse and unsnapped her brassiere. It wasn't until she felt one of her nipples being rolled between a thumb and forefinger that she was aware of how far he had gotten.
Little electric shocks were flowing through her body directly to her pussy and she spread her legs which Frank took as an open invitation and his fingers sought out her treasure. When his fingers entered her she moaned and Frank broke his kiss long enough to murmur;
"Cars are for teenagers, but you are so hot that I just can't pass up this opportunity."
He kissed her again and as their tongues played he unzipped himself and pulled out his erection. He took her right hand and put it on his erect cock and she grasped it and started stroking it. Suddenly that hot tube of flesh reminded her that she was a married woman, that she loved her husband and that what she was doing was wrong. She let go of Frank's cock and he sensed that things were about to change, but before she could do anything he pushed her back on the seat, pushed the gusset to her panties aside and pushed his cock into her cunt.
She felt the cock drive into her and even though she knew it was wrong it still felt good. All the protests she was going to make were forgotten as Frank drove deep into her and started fucking her. "Oh God Martin, I'm so sorry" flashed through her mind as she gave herself up to Frank. Her arms went around him and she pulled her knees back to open herself to him and all thoughts of Martin disappeared.
Cars may have been for teenagers, but then the two of them fucked like teenagers. Frank came in her and as he pulled out she whined at being left hanging so he got her onto the back seat and fucked her some more. They did some serious necking and then Frank fucked her for a third time. When it was over she told him that she told Frank that she needed to get home before her husband got worried. Frank stopped a block from her house and they kissed goodnight. When they pulled into her driveway and she was about to get out of the car Frank said:
"I'll call you."
She only hesitated a moment before saying, "I'd like that" and then she went into the house worried about how she would be able to face Martin. It was a wasted worry as he was in bed sound asleep. She crawled in next to him and then she lay there staring up at the ceiling. A tear trickled down her cheek at the thought that she had betrayed her husband and she didn't even know why. Not only that, but she had left the door open to do it again. Why had she told Frank that she would like him to call her? She didn't want Frank, she wanted Martin.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The phone rang as she was fixing Martin's breakfast. She answered it and it was Alice.
"What happened to you last night?"
"What do you mean" she asked, terrified that Alice somehow knew about Frank and would think she was a whore.
"Where were you when I came back to get you?"
"You came back?"
"Didn't Bev tell you?"
"Tell me what?"
"Tina got sick and I had to run her home. I told Bev to tell you I would be back to get you."
"She must have been so wrapped up in Todd that she forgot."
Alice giggled, "He is a hunk. You didn't seem to mind the one you were with."
"I made a deal so I had to stick to it."
"A deal? What kind of a deal?"
"I had to promise to keep him company if Todd went over to Bev."
"I'd say that she owes you big time. How did you get home?"
"Frank drove me."
"How is our plan working?"
"Martin's still in the shower so I don't know yet."
"Call me and let me know."
She was hanging up the phone when Martin came into the kitchen. "Who was that" he asked.
"Alice. Checking up on me to see if I'm still alive or if the hangover killed me."
"Tie one on last night?"
"Had a good time."
Nothing more was said as Martin dived into his eggs and bacon and she left the room to take a shower. As she used a soapy rag on her pussy she remembered how good it had felt when Frank had been in her and then she remembered he said he would call. And she remembered that she had not said, "No, please don't." She HAD said that she would like it if he did. Why had she done that? Why hadn't she fought him off? She had known it was wrong, but she had still allowed it. And then she had let him do it two more times and what was worse - she had loved it! When Frank had kissed her good night a block from the house if he had suggested they get in the back seat again she probably would have done it. How could she love Martin and do that? And she did love Martin; she was in no doubt about that.
But did Martin love her?
The memory of Frank in her pussy flooded in on her. No, no more of that! She was Martin's and by God it was time to do something about that. She finished her shower, quickly dried off and then, still naked, she headed for the kitchen. She wasn't going to wait for Martin to notice her. No, damn it, she would force the issue. She would take him on the kitchen table if she had to. When she reached the kitchen he was gone. She heard the garage door opener and she went to the window and saw him back out of the drive and head off to work. All right then, she would do it that night. No matter what time he got home she would be awake and waiting for him, naked and ready.
She dressed and called Alice and told her that she hadn't done the phone number thing. She lied and said that Martin had been in a rotten mood over something at work and she didn't think the time was right. They talked for a couple of more minutes and then she headed for the gym and her morning workout. She didn't see Todd there and she smiled to herself as she thought that Bev might not have left him enough strength to get out of bed that morning. Thinking about Todd brought Frank back to her mind and she felt her pussy tingle again as she remembered her night in his car.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had just taken a load of laundry out of the dryer when the phone rang. She answered it and it was Frank.
"I'm on my cell baby. I'm parked where we stopped last night and I can be there in sixty seconds."
No, she told herself, end this now and she took a deep breath and got ready to tell him "Thanks, but no thanks" but what came out was, "Hurry, I'll be waiting." She met him at the door naked and hurried him to the bedroom and helped him undress. She knew it was wrong and that she was giving away what should have been Martin's, but Martin didn't seem to want her and Frank did. She had worked so hard to make herself into something Martin would desire, but he ignored her. She had primed herself for sex and Martin did not seem to care at all about the new her. She was ready and she needed sex and Frank was there and Frank wanted her and Frank was ready.
Their first coupling was frantic and frenzied and she clutched at him, pulled him to her, pushed up at him and begged him to fuck her. Words she had never used with Martin flowed from her like water from a faucet.
"Fuck me, push your cock deeper, fuck my cunt, fuck your slut, make me cum."
All the words she'd heard on the porn tapes became hers to use and she used them on Frank.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum" and Frank did his best to give her what she was demanding. She came twice before Frank moaned, "I can't hold back any longer" and then released in her. She hugged him to her as he drained and then he got off and said:
"Get me hard again baby."
She knew what he wanted and she had never done it before. She had planned on doing it to Martin the next time they made love, but the way things were going only God knew when that would be or if it would ever happen at all. Well, she would practice on Frank and that way Martin would get her best when she did get him in bed. She thought about all the blow jobs she had seen on the porn tapes and then she tried to copy them.
When she took Frank's cock in her mouth it was the first time she tasted cum. Actually, it wasn't cum, it was a mixture of her juices and Frank's sperm and the taste wasn't as bad as she'd imagined it would be. She licked Frank's cock clean and then licked all the juices from his balls. He moaned and she thought that the videos did a marvelous job of instruction. Once she had his cock licked clean she took it in her mouth, clamped her lips tight and started bobbing her head. Should she suck him all the way off and get an undiluted taste of sperm? A picture of Martin entered her mind and to herself she said no, she would save that for Martin.
Frank's soft cock began to harden and she gloried in being able to do that; to give the gift of life to Frank's cock. It was a great feeling. Why had she denied Martin and herself these pleasures all these years? Why had not Martin pushed her into doing these things? She knew the answer to those questions even as she asked them - he loved her. He would never make her do anything that she didn't want to do and she had been a prude. God, how had Martin been able to stand her. She knew the answer to that one too. He stood it by ignoring her, but by God that was going to change. He wouldn't know what hit him!
She swung over Frank and like she had seen Angel Dust do on the videos she used one hand to guide Frank into her pussy as she settled down onto his hard cock. It was the first time she had ever been on top and she loved the sense of control it gave her. She slid up and down on Frank and rocked back and forth. More words she had never used before came out of her mouth:
"Oh God your cock feels so good in my pussy. I love the way your cock fills me."
Several pleasurable minutes went by and then Frank gripped her in his strong hands and rolled her onto her back and then he started fucking her as hard as he could. He was breathing hard and sweat dripped off him as he pounded into her pussy. She moaned and pushed herself up at him as an orgasm ripped through her body. He pushed hard and deep into her and her nails bit into Frank's back as her legs clamped tight around him.
Frank moaned and she felt the hot splash of his tribute to her. She held him tight as his cock softened and he gasped out:
"I don't think I'm ever going to get enough of you."
"Does that mean you want to go again?"
Oh Jesus yes. All I need is some time to recover enough to get it hard again."
"I'm afraid that I can't give you that much time. I want to go again too, but you need to go. I have to change the sheets and then shower before my husband gets home."
"When can I see you again?"
"Why Frank," she asked coyly, "Why ever would you want to see me again?"
"Because you are the hottest piece of ass I've ever had and I want more. I want much, much more."
"Well then, give me a number where I can reach you and I'll call when the opportunity arises."
She took the number from him, but she knew she would never call. What she had done with him was very enjoyable, but he was only a diversion. Martin was her target and if she did things right she would never lack for a hard cock again as Martin would keep her very, very busy or she would keep him very busy, whatever!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Freshly showered and the bed made she dug through her closet looking for something sexy and enticing that she could be wearing when Martin came home from work. She found nothing. She suddenly realized that she wouldn't. She had never been one for sexy under garments or frilly things. She would have to do something about that. Maybe talk to Bev. Bev was always having lingerie parties so she should be able to give her some idea of what was needed. She did have high heels though so that would have to do. She would greet Martin at the door wearing nothing but high heels and hand him a chilled martini. That would certainly get his attention.
By six-thirty dinner was ready and so was she. Anticipation had her pussy wet and she wasn't sure that she would even let Martin eat his dinner. She might drag him straight to the bedroom or (giggle, giggle) take him on the kitchen table.
At six thirty-five the phone rang and she answered it. When she hung up a tear was trickling down her cheek. God damn him and that fucking job of his! Another damned emergency out of town business trip. She made herself a drink, polished it off and made herself another. Halfway through it she put it down and picked up the phone and punched in a number. When the call was answered she said:
"Hello Frank. Busy tonight, or could you stop by."
To be continued...
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She was bent forward over her desk, skirt pushed up to her waist and her thong in a pile around her right ankle as I pushed my hard cock into her from behind. She had a file folder gripped between her teeth to keep her from crying out and letting everyone in the outer office know what was happening to her. I gripped her hips and drove hard into her wanting to get as deep as I could before I came.
I still could not get over how readily this hot beauty would open herself for me and I took as much advantage of it as I could. One of these days I was going to have to make a choice and I was dreading it, but I just could not keep up with Beth, Angela and Cathy. Something had to give. The trouble was that I didn't want to give up any of them. Each one was gorgeous, each one was sexy, they all three fucked like nymphomaniacs and each one had their own little quirk.
Beth liked to do it where there was a chance of discovery; Angela loved taking it in the ass and Cathy was crazy about sucking cock. I d spent one night with her when that was all she did. I never fucked her once that night; all three loads went down her throat.
Between Beth, Angela and Cathy I was surprised that I wasn't worn down to skin and bones. And it was lucky for me that I had a wife who was so disinterested in me that she never questioned my absences.
I sent my deposit into Beth's cunt and then held still until my cock started to soften and then I pulled myself out and bent to help Beth put her thong back on. She moved back behind her desk and then asked:
"What are you doing tonight?"
"Nothing that I know of."
"Can you take another out of town trip?"
"No problem. Jennie probably wouldn't even notice me if I was home anyway. Why?"
"My hubby is going out of town on business which is code for he is going to be in some other woman's bed. That means I need someone to keep me company in my bed tonight. I thought we might go out and celebrate and then go back to my place and celebrate some more."
"Celebrate what?"
"Your promotion to vice president."
"Me? A vice president? Why on Earth would you do that?"
"Because you have earned it. You brought Montrose back; you Cartridge back and you landed Baxter. This company is alive because of you."
I thought about that for several seconds. Outside of cheating on Jennie, and that didn't count because she didn't care about me anyway, I had never been dishonest and there was no reason to start now.
"I would be a lousy vice president. A good regional manager maybe, but I'm nowhere near qualified to be a vice president."
"Nonsense Martin, look at what you have done?"
"That's just it Beth, I didn't do anything. Angela didn't want me; she wanted to see you crawl. Once you humbled yourself by having to ask me to help save the company you had her account back. She told me that I didn't even need to spend the weekend with her. All she wanted was to get back at you for stealing her boyfriend. She also told me that even if you hadn't crawled she would not have let you close the doors. I didn't do anything to get Cartridge back; Angela picked up the phone and called in a favor. Same with Baxter. She made a phone call and they called me. So far all I have done is go along for the ride. No Beth, if you need a vice president go see Angela."
"Why are you telling me this? It isn't normal. Nobody turns down a huge promotion like that."
"Honey, I care for you and that means I have to care for your company. I would not, at least at this time, be good for the company as a vice president. Maybe some day, but not now. As for telling you about Angela, I'm doing it as a favor for both of you. Angela is hurting. She hides it well, but I've spent enough time with her and listened to her to know what I'm talking about. You grew up close as sisters and you only split apart because of the boyfriend. She misses you and what you had back then. She kept your company alive Beth, but she did it for you, not because of me."
She sat there and stared at me for several moments and then said, "Okay, then we will celebrate your promotion to regional manager."
I got up to leave and when I reached the door she said, "Martin" and I turned back to her.
"Thank you Martin, thank you for everything."
I smiled at her and got back to work."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At lunch time I picked up the phone and called home. Jennie answered and I told her the lie that I had told her so often. I told her I would be flying to Dallas that afternoon and wouldn't be back until the next day. There was silence on the other end of the line for a moment or two and I asked:
"Jennie? Are you still there?"
"Yes Martin, I'm here. Martin, you need to come home. I need you."
"You need me Jennie? Why now? You have spent the last couple of years ignoring me; why do you need me now?"
"Just come home Martin. Quit your stupid job if you have to, but come home."
"I'm not quitting my job Jennie. I'll see you tomorrow and we can talk about it then."
I lowered the handset and shook my head. She needed me? She had never said that to me before. As I put the handset in the cradle I wondered what the hell was going on. Oh well, I'd find out the next day.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She hung up the phone and then stared at the wall for several seconds before going back to cleaning house. It looked like the only way she was going to get Martin's attention was go down to his office and lay down naked on his desk. Face up to it girl, she said to herself, he doesn't want you. All that hard work to get him back to where you could...shit! Goddamn him. Just then the phone rang. It was Frank asking her if she would like some company. She had promised herself the last time she had been with him that that was the end of it, but what the hell, he at least wanted her.
"Sure Frank, hurry on over."
She hung up the phone and headed for the bedroom to turn down the covers and get naked. She met him at the door naked and as soon as the door closed behind him she was on her knees in front of him and taking his cock out. She took him in her mouth and sucked on him and when he was fully erect she stood up, took his cock in her hand and led him into the bedroom.
Frank fucked her through two orgasms before he came and as she was working on getting him up again he said:
"How come you have never asked me to eat your pussy?"
"I've been told that a lot of men don't like to do that. How come you've never asked?"
"Because I've always been too eager to bury my cock in that hot pussy of yours that I've never got around to asking and you never indicated any interest."
She took her mouth off his cock and rolled over on her back and spread her legs. "Help yourself" she said.
As Frank lowered his face to her pussy she had the thought that she was about to have another new experience that she had planned on Martin doing. Sex cowgirl style, reverse cowgirl, doggie, missionary but with legs up on the man's shoulders, sucking cock and now having her pussy eaten - all things that Martin was supposed to do, but was never around to do.
She shivered as Frank's tongue licked along her pussy lips and then she moaned as his tongue parted those lips and began to probe. Oh God, why had she stopped Martin when he tried to do this to her. She spread her legs wide as he licked and sucked on her pussy. Her heels were planted firmly on the bed and she pushed herself up at Frank's mouth.
Frank worked one finger into her pussy and then two. He found her clit and sucked on it as he fingered her and she felt the fire building deep inside her and then suddenly her body shook when the orgasm hit her. She cried out and Frank abandoned his efforts on her cunt and he moved up and drove his cock into her. "Oh yessss" she moaned as he pushed his cock in deep. Her legs came up and clamped his waist and her hands grabbed at the cheeks of his ass and she tried to pull him even deeper into her. She was grunting, "Yes, yes, yes, yes" as Frank slammed his cock into her.
Another orgasm started forming in her core and she cried out, "Fuck me hard Frank, fuck me, fuck me hard." Frank rammed himself into her and her orgasm rushed in on her and she clutched at Frank as her body shook and seconds later she felt him splash her insides. She continued to hold him tightly until his cock started to soften and then she let her legs and arms fall to the bed. Frank rolled off her and kissed her neck.
"You are one hot momma and I'm so glad I found you."
His fingers stroked the lips of her pussy and she moaned. "Want more huh" Frank asked as he turned his body and pushed his face into her crotch. She saw his cock swaying above her face and she knew that Frank wanted to sixty-nine with her. She felt his mouth on her sex and she opened her legs. As he started licking her wet, cum filled pussy his hips lowered his cock toward her face and she opened her mouth and accepted him.
She was amazed at how quickly her sucking and licking had hardened Frank's cock and as soon as he was stiff he turned around to get into position to fuck her again. She spread her legs wide, but he told her to get up on her hands and knees and then his cock speared into her from behind. She had two more orgasms before Frank came again.
She was laying there looking up at the ceiling while catching her breath when it occurred to her that Martin had never given her an orgasm. But then she had never really given him a chance to give her one. This was wrong, so wrong. Everything that Martin was supposed to be getting was being enjoyed by Frank. It wasn't right, but then again, Martin didn't want her.
"Another thing we have never done" he said as he moved between her legs for the third time that afternoon, "Is anal. Want to do it now?"
She wanted to, oh yes indeed she wanted to and she was on the verge of telling him yes, but to go slow and take it easy, but what came out was:
"No Frank, my ass belongs to my husband."
Why did she say that? Even as she asked she knew the answer. She had to save something for Martin that would only ever be his. Frank shrugged and pushed his cock into her and she moaned as he started to fuck her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Maxine's was crowded as usual and it was a good thing that Beth had made reservations. They were in a booth and were sipping a good Chardonnay. They had just given their order and when the waiter was gone Beth asked:
"Just how much do you know about the situation between Angela and me?"
"Only what she told me. The two of you were tight until you married her boyfriend. She did say she was glad you did it since he turned out to be a cheating asshole. She also said she didn't think you had a clue that he was running around on you."
"Oh I have more than a clue. I got suspicious of him before the first year of our marriage was out. I put private detectives on him and they got me all the dirt on him."
"Why didn't you get rid of him?"
"It would have been more trouble than it would have been worth. It would have tied up assets at a time when I couldn't afford to have those assets tied up. I settled for going on the AND using a diaphragm to make sure there were no kids and then I got on with running the company. I'll get rid of him if I ever meet someone I think I can go the distance with.
"I called Angela this afternoon Martin. Thank you for making that possible. If you hadn't said what you did this morning it never would have happened. I've missed her, I really have. Well sweetie, you have solved most of my problems, what can we do about yours?"
"I don't know if anything can be done about mine. I love Jennie, but she has no interest in me and as a result I have distanced myself from her to reduce the hurt. I can't leave her, but I can barely stand to be around her."
Our order came and the conversation waned as we ate. I had just topped off Beth's wine glass when she put down her fork and said:
"Oh shit!"
"What?"
"That couple being seated over there" and she pointed as she said, "That's my husband."
I turned and looked and I'm sure my face paled. "Double oh shit," I said, "That's my wife."
"That's your wife? The one who has let herself go? The one who has allowed herself to become so unattractive? Are you on drugs Martin? She is a fox and if she is with my husband she can't be as cold in bed as you because Frank doesn't hang with women like that. And from the way they are holding hands I'd say that they didn't just meet today."
It didn't look that way to me either. "Maybe that's why she hasn't been interested in me; she has had someone else all along."
"Well she hasn't had him long. I check up on Frank from time to time to keep the file current for when I dump him and your wife isn't the one he was sleeping with, at least not up till the end of last month. I knew he had a new honey, but he usually keeps them for about six months so I haven't been in a hurry to put the private detectives on him. She's fairly recent. What are you going to do?"
"What are you going to do?"
"Nothing. Just hope he doesn't notice me and decide to create a scene. I don't think he will do that though, he likes my money too much. My bet is that if he does notice us he will pretend he didn't and hope that I didn't notice him. But I am more than ready to throw him out if you want to confront them."
"How can I do that? I'm supposed to be out of town."
"You lie. The trip was cancelled at the last minute; I asked you to have a working dinner with me to go over some scheduling issues, you called home and got no answer and you came in here and there she was. You just need to make up your mind, but as you do it be aware of one thing - if she is with Frank he is fucking her. Frank does not waste time on girls who don't put out."
"I don't do public scenes. When we are done and are ready to go you can leave and then I'll swing by their table and let her know she has been caught. That way you won't be involved."
"Oh no sweetie, if you are going to do that them I'm going to do it with you. I got a new start with Angela today and I might as well make the day a total success and get started on a new life - a life without Frank. After you stop by their table what are you going to do?"
"I guess that will pretty much on her."
"I mean for tonight?"
"We already have a plan for that, don't we? I'm sure not in any mood to go home and you did invite me to spend the night."
"Yes I did, but are you going to be any fun?"
"I'll do my best, but then again - maybe spending the night at your place might not be a good idea."
"Why not?"
"Won't Frank rush home and try to salvage something?"
"Not Mr. Macho. He won't allow himself to be seen coming hat in hand. He will wait a couple of days and then call asking to talk and try to convince me that it is all a misunderstanding. By then I'll have the locks changed at the house and a restraining order against him."
"Okay, your place it is."
We finished our meal in silence and I wondered what I had done that my wife wouldn't have sex with me, but would with another man. I wasn't blind. I'd seen the changes in her, but she still stayed distant. I wondered who she had been seeing before Frank. Who had caused her to make changes in herself? Well. I would probably get the answers to those questions in the next couple of days and I was pretty sure I wasn't going to like what I heard.
Beth and I passed on dessert and I called for the check. Once the credit card slip was signed I asked Beth:
"Are you sure you want this? You could still get out before I go over there."
"No sweetie, it is time to end the farce. I'm ready if you are."
"Okay, let's do it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Frank had been smiling at her when all of a sudden the smile disappeared.
"Good evening Jennie" she heard and she turned to see Martin standing there with a woman.
"Martin! What are you doing here?"
"How interesting, I was just about to ask you the same question. My trip got cancelled at the last minute and my boss asked me to have a working dinner with her to discuss some scheduling issues. I tried calling the house to let you know I would be home, but I got no answer. I now see why. Is this what you do on all my out of town trips? Oh, excuse my manners. Jennie, this is my boss Beth. Beth, this is my about to be ex-wife Jennie."
"I would say pleased to meet you Jennie, if it wasn't my about to be ex-husband you are sitting with. I must say that you do make an attractive couple sitting there holding hands. Would you walk me to my car Martin? I would like to put some distance between me and Frank."
"I must say that I have the same feeling. No need to cut short your evening and rush home Jennie; I won't be there."
As Martin and Frank's wife turned to walk away she said, "Martin, please Martin, I can ex..." but he kept on walking and didn't acknowledge that he heard her.
"Oh my God" she cried, "How did I let this happen? What am I going to do?"
"Obviously, since he said he wasn't going to be home, we can safely spend the night together."
"Are you out of your mind?!!"
"No, just being realistic. We're busted so there isn't any sense crying about it."
"You never told me you were married; you aren't wearing a ring."
"So I'm married, so what? So are you, or had you forgotten>"
"Oh my God, I might lose my husband and you sit over there acting like it means nothing."
She picked up her purse and got up from the table. "Where are you going" Frank asked.
"Home so I can be there when he does show up."
"Wait up, I'll go with you."
"Oh no you won't. I don't want anything to do with you anymore."
She hurried outside, flagged down a cab and gave her address to the driver. The she sat back in the seat and the tears began to flow.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"What now" Beth asked.
"Get through the night, work a full day tomorrow and then go home."
"Go home and do what?"
"I don't honestly know. Being an outraged husband is not an option. I'm not a hypocrite and I can't very well rage at her considering what I've been doing. I will try and find out why she cut me off, started ignoring me and then took up with your husband. For all I know he isn't the first. I may try and find out who and how many."
"Is there a divorce in your future?"
"It is possible, very possible."
"I think you will be happier in one of the guest bedrooms tonight sweetie. I'd love to have you in my bed tonight, but I don't really think that all of you would be there."
"You are probably right."
I slept fitfully, which is to say I got almost no sleep at all. I could not for the life of me understand what had happened to Jennie. What had I done for her to do to me what she did?
Three cups of coffee didn't do much to start the day off and as I waited for Beth I saw that she hadn't wasted any time in getting started on Frank. It was only seven in the morning and a van with Acoma Locks painted on the side was pulling into the circular drive up front.
On the way to work Beth asked me if I had given any more thought to whether I was going for a divorce or not.
"That's the second time you have asked me that. Why?"
"Because your alimony will be based on what you make. I can hold off on that raise I am going to give you until after the divorce is final and that way you won't get hosed so bad."
"Thanks for the thought, but a raise to regional managers pay isn't going to be all that significant."
"Maybe not a regional managers pay, but that's not what I intend to give you. You won't take a promotion to vice president, but you are going to get a vice presidents salary and benefits. You saved my company sweetie. You can "Aw shucks, it wasn't really me" all you want, but it wouldn't have happened without you and you know it. It all happened because you - you Martin - you said you would help me with my Angela problem. Everything that happened came out of your agreeing to help me and you will never convince me otherwise so don't even try."



"Yes ma'am."
"There, that wasn't so hard, was it?"
It was a long day at work and I wasn't sure I even earned my pay as my mind was elsewhere. It was on my life and where it was going. On Jennie and what had happened between us. On what I had done to make the change in her. How had she gone from a missionary only prude to having an affair or affairs? Who had been the one who caused her to do something about her appearance? Who? Why? I wanted to know. I needed to know. Jennie had called twice that day and I told her that I wouldn't talk to her until I came home that night to pack. She had cried, "Pack?!! Oh God no Rob, ple..." and I hung up on her.
The answers to the questions that I had to have answered were at the house, but by the end of the day I had to force myself to go home to get them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had screwed up and she knew it. She had no one else but herself to blame and she knew that also, but she loved Martin and she didn't not want to live without him in her life. How could she save anything out of the mess she had made? Her only hope was that he would listen to her as she tried to explain what had led her to do what she had done, believe her when she told him how much she loved him and that he would give her the forgiveness she would beg for.
The one thing she did know was that she had to be completely honest with him. She would not sugar coat the pill on what she had done with Frank. She would not tell Martin that she was just having dinner with a friend. No, Martin would get it all, no matter how bad it made her look. She owed the man she loved that much at least.
She knew that the mood when Martin came home was not going to be good so she didn't bother with making dinner. There would be no sitting down, eating in silence and then going:
"Okay, what would you like to talk about?"
If she wanted to keep Martin she was going to have to do something to blunt the anger he would be bringing home with him. She would have to distract him long enough to give her time to get it all out before he went on the attack. She thought long and hard on it and finally decided the best thing to do would be to do the last thing he would expect.
She was sitting were she could see him when he pulled into the drive. She was as ready as she could be. She took a deep breath and prayed that it would work and that she could get Martin back before she lost him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I still had no idea of how I was going to handle it when I opened the door and walked into the house. I stopped in my tracks at the sight that greeted me. Jennie stood there in a sheer black teddy and 'Come Fuck Me' pumps with four inch heels and holding a filled martini glass out to me. Dumbfounded I reached out and took it from her hand.
"Would you like your blow job before my explanation or after?"
My mind wasn't working. This wasn't my Jennie. I stood there holding the martini as she said:
"I'll take that to mean you want it first" and she knelt down in front of me, pulled down my zipper and had a hand on my cock before I got myself together enough to say:
"Damn it Jennie, this is no..." and that was as far as I got before her hot mouth enveloped me. "Oh shit" I thought as I felt her tongue work on me, "It is the only blow job I will ever get from her so I might as well enjoy it." I looked down to see her looking up at me as her head moved back and forth on my cock. I saw her hands undoing my belt and my trousers fell to the floor. She took her mouth off of me long enough to pull my briefs down and then her mouth captured me again.
With my briefs out of the way her left hand fondled my nuts and I moaned as she took my cock all the way to the back of her throat. Her right hand went to my ass and she teased my butt hole with a finger and I groaned as the cum rushed out of me and into her mouth. She didn't pull back. Both of her hands gripped my ass and she held me as she swallowed my discharge and then she held me in her mouth until I became limp. She stood up, took the martini from my hand and took a sip and then handed the glass back to me.
"I want very much to kiss you right now Martin, but given what I just did I don't want to gross you out. You might not like the taste of yourself."
"What the hell is this all about Jennie?"
"I wanted to relax you Martin. I wanted to relax you enough that you will sit down and give me a chance to save my marriage. I heard you introduce me to your boss last night as your "about to be ex-wife" and I want to change your mind if I can."
"Why the hell do you want to save our marriage Jennie? You have spent the last couple of years not showing any interest in me whatever. Why, after I find out about you having other men in your life, are you suddenly so interested in keeping me?"
She knelt down in front of me again and said, "Step out of your pants Martin" and then she pulled the out of the way as I lifted my feet. As she stood up she stuck her tongue out and licked my cock and it twitched. It wanted her mouth again.
"Take a sip of your martini Martin and come sit down and I'll tell you everything."
I followed her into the family room and sat down on the couch. She took the easy chair across from me and said:
"I want to save our marriage Martin because I love you. I have never loved anyone but you and I want to stay with you."
"What about Frank?"
"Frank was a mistake Martin, a stupid mistake made by a stupid woman who was upset because her husband ignored her and wouldn't have anything to do with her. A woman who thought her husband didn't want her any more. I was vulnerable; Frank saw it and he took advantage of the situation. I could have said no, but I didn't."
"Why would you think I didn't want you anymore?"
"When was the last time you made love to me Martin?"
"I don't remember."
"Exactly my point Martin. Oh I know why you lost interest in me. I know that I didn't look all that appealing and even when we made love I was a prude. Making love felt nice, but it wasn't all that big a thing to me. It was something that I could take or leave and as I let myself go you didn't push for sex and since I was so-so on the subject anyway I said nothing and things slid away from us.
"It wasn't until I joined that book discussion group at the library and was befriended by Alice and the others that things changed for me."
I sat there and listened as she told the story of the video tapes and how they made her want to try things with me, of looking in the mirror and suddenly realizing why I didn't bother her for sex anymore and how she set out to bring me back to her.
"I worked hard Martin, I busted my ass to make myself appealing to you, but you never noticed. You never commented on the change in me, not once. All you had time for was your job. Other men were looking at me, other men were making passes at me, but I couldn't even get you to acknowledge that there was a change in me. I got bitter Martin. I did all that work to make myself better for you, but you couldn't be bothered. I made up my mind that I had worked hard enough to get myself in shape for you, but I'd be damned if I was going to crawl to you and demand that you look at me. By God, you were going to have to come to me. I know now that that was stupid of me. If I had forced the issue we wouldn't be where we are now."
She told me how Alice had noticed her being out of sorts and how she had told Alice everything and how Alice had come up with the phone numbers plan. She told me of the night at the bar and how she had gloried in the attention she got.
"They wanted me Martin; every one of them wanted me, but you didn't. I was primed and ready Martin. The tapes had set me on the path to wanting to give you the love life you deserved, but you didn't seem to want me. You just didn't seem to care about me at all. I'm not blaming all the drinks I had that night, although they probably had something to do with lowering my inhibitions, but I was primed and ready to be fucked Martin and I let my good sense get away from me and Frank was there to pounce.
"I knew it was stupid and when I got home I was sorry as hell that I'd done it. The next morning I made up my mind to force the issue and while you were eating breakfast I took a quick shower and then hurried naked back to the kitchen, but you had already gone. Last night I was going to meet you at the door the way I did tonight, but then you called and said you were going out of town again. I asked you to come home and I told you that I needed you and you pushed me away again. Five minutes after you hung up Frank called and I thought, "At least someone wants me" and I agreed to have dinner with him knowing that we would probably end up in a motel. We went to the restaurant and the rest you know."
"Why would you go to a motel since you knew I wouldn't be coming home?"
"Your house and your bed Martin. I couldn't do it here, I just couldn't."
"So you are saying that this is all my fault? That I caused you to do fuck another man?"
"No, that isn't what I'm saying. I accept that I'm responsible for what I did. What I'm doing is explaining how it happened and I'm hoping you will understand why it happened. I made a monumentally stupid mistake and I'm begging you to forgive me. Please Martin I love you, God knows I do and I hope you do to. Just give me a chance to prove it Martin. That is all I'm asking for, your forgiveness and a chance."
I stared at her and thought about our situation. I had thought she was disinterested when what she was doing was waiting for me to say, "Wow, what have you done to yourself." I had noticed the changes and thought they were for someone else. Talk about two people lacking in communication skills. And what about what I had been doing. A pot calling the kettle black situation if there ever was one.
I loved her; I had always loved her, even when she had seemed disinterested. Should I tell her what I had been doing? Show her that we were even? No, I didn't think so. It might not make things better and in fact it could make things worse. I wanted to give her what she wanted, the forgiveness she was asking for, but first I had to know.
"Was Frank the only one or were there others?"
"There was no one else Martin, no one!"
"And Frank got all the benefit of your newfound sexuality?"
She blushed and then she said, "No, not all of it. He got my first blow job and it was a pretty poor one since it was my first, but I learned from it though and the one you just got was a lot better. And he did get me into some positions other than missionary. He wanted all of it, but I did save one thing just for you."
"What?"
"He wanted my ass Martin, but I told him the only one who would ever go there would be you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She looked at him, unable to read what he was thinking by looking at his face. She had deliberately lied in indicating that she and Frank had only done it the one time. That was confession enough she felt. It wouldn't help matters any for Martin to know of the other times and he didn't need to know how far she had gone on those times and he sure did not need to know that any of it was in his house and on his bed.
Let him believe he would be the first on most of it. If he stayed she would make it up to him. She promised herself if he stayed he would never regret it, not for one second. She had painted herself as a cheat and she knew she had shocked him by being as forward as she had been, but she didn't know if it had worked. "Please God" she prayed, "Let him forgive me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Hey girlfriend, how we doing" Alice asked.
"Not bad," Jennie said, "I'm hanging in there."
"The reason I'm calling is to let you know that Tina won't be playing cards with us tonight. She's coming down with something. She thinks it's the flu. I've lined up a sub for her though. We still on for seven?"
"Yes."
"What's the matter? You sound a little down."
"Every once in a while it catches up with me. The things that happened and the way things went."
"Buck up girlfriend, you'll survive. See you tonight."
She put down the phone and got busy cleaning the place up and preparing the refreshments. The doorbell rang at six forty-five and she answered it to find Alice and another woman standing there. The woman looked familiar and it took her a second or two to recognize her.
"Oh my God, it's you, it really is you."
"Surprise, surprise," Alice said. "Norma, meet Jennie. Jennie, meet Norma, also know to us as Angel Dust. She is in town to visit family and I asked her to fill in for Tina."
"Well come on in. Don't just stand there, come in, come in. Honey, come here a minute."
"What" asked Martin as he walked into the room.
"Honey, I would like you to meet Norma. Norma, this is my husband Martin and next to me his is one of your biggest fans."
"I am?"
"You sure are. You watch her at least once a week."
"I do?"
Alice laughed and said, "Try and imagine her without her clothes on."
He stared at Norma and suddenly the light bulb went on over his head and he stepped forward and extended his hand as said:
"Welcome to our humble abode."
Jennie took Norma's hand and said, "Follow me into the kitchen and while I'm making you a drink I'll tell you how you almost ruined my marriage and then saved it."
As Jennie led Norma away Alice asked, "What was that all about? What did I miss?"
"Long story, but you will have to get it from Jennie."
"You two seem to be getting along fine."
"We are. By the way, I never have thanked you for trying to help. Even though Jennie never did get to use the phone number ploy you did try to help and I appreciate it."
"Hey, what are friends for? So, how does it feel knowing that you are going to be a daddy?"
"It still hasn't caught up to me yet. Come on. Let's get the other two and play some Euchre."
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I was laid off from my job on December 16th. It was not totally unexpected as I had known for over a year that the lay-off was coming, but I had been told the effective date would be in mid-March so I was a little stunned when they kicked me out in December. When I took the lay-off it had been my intention to just collect unemployment for a couple of months and catch up on some things that I had let slide around the house, but after two weeks I was going stir crazy. So, on the first Thursday in January I answered an ad in the local paper, was hired on the spot and put to work the same day.
The second day on the job I was sent to the front office to sign insurance forms and there was Mona. Mona and her husband George were neighbors. George was a bank vice president and Mona had been selling real estate. I was surprised to see her there because I thought she was still selling real estate. I asked her how long she had been there and she said she had been working there for a little over two months. She told me that selling houses was getting to be too cut-throat, that there were too many agents scrambling around for too few houses and nobody was making any money at real estate anymore.
By the end of the second week Mona and I were car-pooling and stopping at a bar after work for a few rounds with some of the other people who worked with us. Mona liked to dance, but nobody else was interested in dancing; all they wanted to do was sit, talk and drink, so Mona usually drug me out on the dance floor with her. On Wednesday of my third week, as I was driving us home, Mona asked me why I hadn't made a pass at her.
"I know I turn you on because I can feel your hard cock every time we dance."
I was so surprised by what she said that I almost wrecked the truck when I turned to stare at her and took my eyes off the road. I told Mona that she indeed did turn me on, but that I had some rules that I religiously followed:
a. She works were I work and sex with co-workers is a no-no.
b. She lives just down the street from me and sex with neighbors is a no-no.
c. She was a married woman and sex with a married woman, especially a married woman whose husband I know and am on good terms with, is a no-no.
She just looked at me and then said:
"Bullshit! I want your cock" and she reached over and took hold of it through my pants. While I was busy being flustered Mona was unzipping me and by the time I figured that I'd better find a place to pull over and park Mona had her head in my lap.
+++++++
Since that day Mona and I have been fucking every chance we get. The seat of my pick-up truck, the back seat of her car when it was her turn to drive, a couple of times at work when everyone else was gone, five times at her house and twice at mine, and five visits to a motel. Try to imagine, if you can, Mona giving me a blow job under the rear deck of her house during George's birthday party while George walked the deck above us talking to his guests. Another memorable time happened on one of the days when it was her turn to drive and I wasn't ready yet so she came into the house to wait for me. My wife had just gone into the shower and as soon as Mona heard the water running she went right for my zipper. We fucked right on my living room floor. The water stopped running before I could cum so I had to pull out and Mona finished me off by hand on the way to work.
I just recently found out the reason for Mona's aggressive behavior. She found out that George was having an affair with his secretary so she decided that after twenty years as a faithful wife it was time for her to have a little fun and I just happened to be in the right place at the right time. If I read Mona right it I figured that it would not be too long before she decided to break off our affair, confront George on the secretary and try to mend the marriage. Unfortunately I was right.
+++++++
One day, after a lunch session at the local Motel 6, Mona told me that she wanted me to do her a very big favor. She wanted me to hide in her bedroom closet and watch her fuck George. My initial reaction was short and to the point:
"No fucking way! If George found me he would kill me!"
Mona assured me that he wouldn't. "I won't let him," she said (some assurance that) "And anyway it doesn't matter because he won't even know you are there."
She was going to fuck him, confront him about his secretary and then demand to know if the secretary was better than she was and if not, why was he fucking around on her. She wanted me there for three reasons:
1. If George got violent she wanted someone there to protect her.
2. If he stormed out she wanted me there to pick up where he left off.
3. Knowing that I was there would excite her.
My response was still, "No! Not just no, but fuck no!"
Mona kept after me every day for the next week and my resolve slowly melted (steady pussy can do that to you). For one thing, the idea of watching her fuck her George while hiding in the closet sounded exciting. For another, I was pretty fond of Mona by then and if there were a chance of her being in danger I would not like to see her hurt. Finally, the thought of thrusting into her hot cum filled pussy gave me a hard dick. I agreed to do it.
Mona said she would set it up for Thursday which was two days away. Over lunch we worked out the possible scenarios and what our responses should be:
A. He got violent. I would come out of the closet with a cut-off baseball bat and smack him upside his head. Mona would grab some pre-positioned clothes and we would get the hell out of Dodge.
B. He would be contrite and beg forgiveness. She would take him downstairs to the kitchen, fix a couple of drinks and they would discuss the situation like adults. That would give me a clear shot to get down the stairs and out of the house without being seen.
C. He would say, "So what?" or something similar. She would ask him what he wanted for dinner and they would go downstairs and I would beat feet.
D. Well, we didn't think of D so naturally D is what happened, but more on that later.
++++++++
Mona drove on Thursday and on the way home, as we passed my house, I started having severe second thoughts about the deal. Mona hit the garage door opener and we pulled into the garage. Mona got out of the car and she noticed my reluctance to do the same.
"Come on baby, don't worry, everything will be all right."
Not really reassured I got out of the car and followed her into the house. We went straight upstairs to the bedroom and I sat down on the bed as she undressed. She stood naked in front of me and giggled.
"I need to calm you down. Oh gosh, I wonder how I can do that? Oh, I know; stand up baby and let me get you out of those trousers and I'll give you a blow job."
She sucked on me for a couple of minutes and then told me we had time for a 'quickie' and she got down on her hands and knees in front of me. By the time I had cum her cunt had sucked all the nervous thoughts out of me.
They came back of course. Sitting on the bed and watching her dress after following a shower I again started to have misgivings. That they were not all that strong was probably because watching Mona dress was a major turn on, but still, they nagged at the back of my mind. She started by putting on a garter belt, followed by beige nylons and let me tell you, if you have never watched a woman slowly roll on nylons and then hook them to a garter belt you have missed a very erotic sight. Next she stepped into a pair of red high heeled pumps. She strutted back and forth in front of me, which of course made my already hard cock ache for release. Putting on a red teddy she pirouetted in front of me and asked:
"How do I look?"
"If he doesn't push you down on the floor and fuck you as soon as he sees you he's dead and of no use to you."
She giggled and said, "You say the sweetest things." She walked over to the dresser and got a hankie and brought it over to me. I gave her a questioning glance as she climbed up on the bed.
"You have to warm me up for him. If you need to cum pull out and use the hankie."
Once again I entered her doggie style and we had only been fucking for about two minutes when we heard the garage door opener start to run. I pulled out of her and headed for the closet.
"Wait!" she cried and she hurried over to me and gave me a passionate kiss. "Thank you baby; I really do appreciate this."
+++++++
I took my place in the closet and Mona went downstairs. Everything had been okay to that point, but as soon as Mona left the room the bad thoughts came back and the longer she was gone the more sure I became that something bad was going to happen. The panic built in me and I was only seconds from bolting out of the closet and running from the house when I heard them coming up the stairs.
Mona came back into the room followed by George who was shedding clothes as he came. Mona helped him out of his trousers and under-shorts and pushed him back on the bed. She knelt over him and took his cock in her mouth and then she looked over at the closet, winked at me, and started sucking on him. Now, I had been on the receiving end of Mona's blow jobs and I knew just how good they were, but while you are getting your cock sucked you have no idea of what it looks like. You never see how the lips roll back when she draws her mouth slowly up the length of the shaft; how they roll under when she goes down. You never see how her nose nestles into your ball sack at the base of your cock and how her toes curl, her tits sway and how her tongue flicks out as she moves it around in her mouth. Watching Mona with her husband I began to understand why there are men who like to watch their wives with other men.
After several minutes of sucking she climbed on the bed and positioned herself so George could enter her from behind. While George was fucking her she was looking over at the closet and I knew that she knew my eyes were locked on hers. My cock was aching for release, but I dared not touch it for fear that the movement might draw attention or that I might make some noise that George might hear. I almost lost it when Mona blew me a kiss.
She pulled away from George and rolled over on her back and as he followed she spread her legs wide. George moved between them and shoved his cock into her with one big push. All I had now was a view from the back, which was good because now I could beat myself off without any chance of getting caught. I blew a load all over the inside of the door and I made a mental note to tell Mona about the mess I'd left for her to clean up.
Soon Mona was making all the noises she makes when she has an orgasm and I figured that George wouldn't be too far behind. Was I ever wrong! George fucked his wife for a good fifteen minutes and brought her to three more orgasms before he shot his wad. He supported himself over Mona while his cock soften and then he rolled over on his side and pulled her to him.
"God baby," he said, "You are the greatest. We don't do this often enough."
Mona could not have scripted a better opening.
"Am I better than Cynthia? Maybe we could do more of this more often if you were home in my bed instead of being in hers."
I am not going to go into the entire conversation - it ran on for over twenty minutes - but I will tell you how it ended.
"Sweetheart, I'm sorry I hurt you. She means nothing to me. You are the only one I want, the only one I need and the only one I want to spend my life with. I love you and only you. Forgive me."
He pulled Mona on top of him and his already hard cock was pushing up into her. With a look at the closet she pushed back on him.
+++++++
Remember scenario D? The one we didn't think about? George fucked her for hours. He would fuck her until he came and then Mona would suck him hard and they would go at it again. I wasn't getting any more blown kisses and winks and I was pretty sure that Mona had forgotten all about me. By my watch I was in that closet for four hours and twenty-seven minutes following the "forgive me" speech. Four hours and twenty-seven minutes of fuck, suck, fuck, suck, fuck, sixty-nine and then fuck. George finally quit and rolled over onto his side. He pulled Mona to him and both of them soon fell asleep. I waited another half hour until I heard both of them breathing deeply and then, as quietly as I could manage, I snuck out of the room and out of the house.
I'm not going to go into what happened when I walked into my house over six hours late. Let's just say it wasn't pretty.
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A story by Just Plain Bob
I suppose you could say that I was na‹ve and maybe even that I should have seen it coming, but I didn't. It just happened. I thought that I was strengthening my marriage when actually what I was doing was weakening the fabric that would eventually let it disintegrate.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started innocently enough. I came home from work one night to find Kirsten waiting just inside the door that connected our attached garage to the house. She was dressed in what she referred to as her 'come fuck me' suit. It consisted of a pair of thigh high nylons and a pair of high heels.
"Here or in the bedroom" I said as I dropped my briefcase on the floor.
"Here. I've waited long enough," she said as she climbed up on the kitchen table. "Hurry baby, I need it, I need it bad."
I unzipped, took out my cock and moved up to her as she spread her legs wide and planted both feet on the table. She pushed herself up to meet my thrust and cried out, "Oh yes" as I plunged into her. It wasn't the first time that the kitchen table had been used that way and the same thing happened that always happened - the table moved every time I pushed into her and eventually the table ended up against the wall. It was great; Kirsten and I always had great sex. When I'd cum Kirsten told me to hurry up and get my clothes off and she'd meet me in the bedroom.
"I promise you that I'll be able to get you up again."
As I peeled my clothes off I knew what the occasion was. Kirsten always got like that when she spent the afternoon with her sister Beverly. I was of mixed minds over her afternoons with her sister Bev. On the one hand I loved the way she was when she came home; she would not leave me alone until I was flat ass exhausted. On the other, Bev filled her head with so much off the wall bullshit that it drove me absolutely crazy.
I didn't really like Bev. She was beautiful and sexy, but she was a slut. She had worked her way through four husbands in six years and every divorce came about for the same reason - Bev's infidelity. She was a cock crazy slut and I was always uncomfortable when I knew Kirsten was going to spend time with her. Bev never tried (at least that I know of) to get Kirsten to go out and play with her, but Bev told Kirsten about everything she did and she made it sound so great that I was afraid that some day Kirsten might want to see for herself. And that was a big worry for me because by her very nature Kirsten was a very sexual person.
Some of Bev's talks with Kirsten were responsible for our great sex life. We were both virgins when we married and for the first six months of our marriage it was strictly missionary position; five or six times a week, two or three a night, but always missionary. Then Kirsten came home from Bev's one day and said:
"Why don't we try this. Bev says its great" and doggie style was added to the mix. Next came oral and then anal followed by sexy lingerie and 'come fuck me' pumps. I had a lot to thank Bev for, but the flip side of the coin for me was that if she could talk Kirsten into trying all of those things, what else could she talk her into trying?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at breakfast Kirsten asked me:
"Honey, are we a normal couple?"
"I don't understand the question."
"You know, are we like other people?"
"In what way?"
"Oh I don't know. I sometimes wonder if our sex life is the norm or are we different in some way."
Aha, I thought, Bev's been at it again. "How could we know? I'm not going to go around asking people about their sex lives to try and establish a baseline."
"Don't you ever talk to the guys at work about sex?"
"Yeah, but we don't go into specifics. Mostly we just all agree that we like it and want as much as we can get. Why? What great idea has Bev planted in your mind this time?"
"She was telling me how much role playing can boost excitement in a marriage."
"Honey, Bev's experience with marriage is not necessarily something you can use as a yard stick."
"I know, but some of the things she told me about excited me just to hear about them, let alone thinking about doing them."
"Like what?"
"Like going out some night and letting me go into a bar alone and then you come in ten minutes later and pretend to pick me up. Things like that."
"Sounds harmless enough. I suppose we could try it if you would like to."
"Can we honey? Can we do it this weekend?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home from work Friday Kirsten was putting on the finishing touches of her outfit. She had on a black mini dress, nylons and a pair of black high heeled pumps. She finished her makeup while I took a shower and then we headed for a lounge on the other side of town where we didn't expect to run into anyone we knew. In the parking lot she leaned over and kissed me and gave my cock a squeeze.
"Give me five minutes baby. Don't wait too much longer than that or someone might beat you to me."
I watched her walk toward the front door and I wondered what I was letting myself in for. I gave Kirsten five minutes and then went inside. As soon as my eyes adjusted to the light I saw Kirsten sitting at a table next to the dance floor and there was a guy standing there talking to her. It wouldn't fit the plan if I walked over and interrupted so I grabbed a seat at the bar and watched. By the time my drink had arrived Kirsten had gotten up from the table and had moved out onto the dance floor with the guy.
Kirsten never looked my way as she danced to two songs with the guy. At the end of the second song the man walked Kirsten back to her table and they talked for a minute or two and I saw Kirsten shake her head "no" and the man left her and walked back to a table where he sat down with two other guys. I picked up my drink and swiveled on my stool to go and make my move, but before I could get off my stool another guy was there. It was three guys and forty-five minutes later before I could get to my wife.

"What took you so long? I was afraid I might have to leave with one of them."
"Had to wait for an opening sweetie. I couldn't just come over and butt in, not and make it look right. Do I just sit down or do we dance first?"
"We dance first, have one more drink and then you have to get me out of here and fuck me. I'm hot honey, and the parking lot is not out of the question. I've had cocks poked into my leg and hands on my tits and ass since we got here."
And that's just the way it was. Once in the parking lot Kirsten had her head in my lap and she stopping blowing me just long enough to tell me to quickly find a dark place to park.
"I need it honey, I need it bad and I can't wait long enough to get home."
We fucked twice on the back seat on a dark side street and then she sucked on my cock the rest of the way home. Once in the house she spent the next three hours destroying me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next month we repeated the experience every Friday night in a different bar and always with the same results. Each weekend was different only in the amount of time that Kirsten wanted me to wait outside before coming in. By the fourth week she was having me wait an hour.
"That way you don't even have to buy me a drink. By then I'll have been poked, prodded, groped and felt up enough that I'll want to fuck on the dance floor."
That night when I went in I didn't see her. I looked for almost five minutes and I was just on the edge of panic when I saw her coming from the hallway to the rest rooms. She didn't head for a table, but walked right by me and out the front door. I turned and followed her and as soon as I was outside I saw her running for the car. When I got there she was already on the back seat and pulling her panties off.
"Get in here. Hurry damn it, get in here now."
Two strokes of my cock was all it took to give her an orgasm and then she screamed - actually screamed - "Fuck me damn you, fuck me hard, make me cum, make me cum."
She had one more orgasm before I got my rocks off and then she cried out, "Get me home baby, get me home before I grab some guy off the street."
Her head was in my lap all the way home and when we got there she ran into the house shedding clothes and crying out, "Hurry baby, hurry."
I'd already cum twice that night, once when I'd first gotten home that night and then again in the bar parking lot, so it took me a while before I was able to climax again. I think that was okay as far as Kirsten was concerned; I think she was hoping that I would go all night. Lord knows I tried just as he knew I couldn't.
After I came and fell breathless next to her I asked her what the hell had happened that we had to rush out of the bar and she told me. She had danced with several guys, one of them three times, and then she had gotten up to use the bathroom. When she came out the guy she had danced with three times had been waiting for her. He had picked her up and pushed her against the wall and had shoved his tongue down her throat. Before she knew what was happening he had managed to get her skirt up to her waist, and hand down into her panties and two fingers into her pussy. She had no idea what might have happened had not two women come down the hall and threatened to tell the manager if, "You two don't take your filthy spectacle outside." The man had set her down, grabbed her hand and had headed for the back door, but she had broken away from him and had gotten the hell out of the bar.
"I guess that puts and end to that," I said.
"Why? I just have to make sure that I stay out in the open and don't go to the bathroom until you come in."
I couldn't dissuade Kirsten and we did it a couple of more weekends with me becoming more and more leery of what we were doing.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then Bev came to my rescue, if you could call it that, by planting another idea in Kirsten's head.
"It's perfect honey, I don't even have to dance with anyone. All I have to do is play act and talk to them."
The new role play situation would be that Kirsten would pretend to be a prostitute. She would make herself look like a tramp and walk the streets downtown while I kept an eye on her from nearby doorways. She would flirt with the guys who pulled up in cars and tried to proposition her and lead them on as far as she could and then say, "No thanks sport; you smell like a cop to me" and then she would walk away. When she got good and charged up she would signal me and we would go home and fuck until I dropped from exhaustion.
This went on for a couple of months, but even though some nights were a huge turn on for Kirsten, like the times a guy would actually take out his cock and show it to her, most nights were 'ho-hum' and Kirsten eventually tired of it. We went back to the bar routine, but I obviously wasn't into it, Kirsten noticed and after a couple of weeks we stopped. Once again Bev came to my rescue.
"Would you feel like a sissy if I acted dominate?"
Oh God, what had Bev come up with now? "What are you getting at?"
"Bev says that some people can get turned on by the woman bossing the man around. Could we try that some weekend?"
"What are you talking, whips and chains?"
"No, not that. The man is a wimp and the woman treats him like one. Makes him paint her toe nails, clean house, do laundry and things like that while she sits around and bosses him."
"I won't wear a dress!"
"An apron maybe?"
And so began my weekends of servitude. The first weekend Kirsten pushed me out of bed and told me what she wanted for breakfast, "And make damned sure that you don't break the yokes on my eggs."
"Yes dear" I replied as I got out of bed and headed for the kitchen.
Five minutes later she came into the kitchen and looked around, "Don't you have the coffee ready yet?"
"I put it on dear, but you know it takes a good ten minutes to perk."
"The you need to get up ten minutes earlier tomorrow."
"Yes dear."
Then for the rest of the day it was "Donald do this" or "Donald do that" and nothing I did was to her satisfaction. It was no big thing in that everything I did was stuff that I would have done anyway, but her constant harping and bossy attitude were starting to get to me and by bedtime I was ready to tell her to stuff the role playing, at least the bossy woman part anyway. I decided to let her have that weekend and then we wouldn't do it anymore. At least that was my plan until we went to bed.
When I finished brushing my teeth and walked into the bedroom Kirsten was already in bed and she was lying there with a pillow under her ass. Her legs were spread wide and she looked over at me and said:
"Well come on. Get over here and eat my pussy. At least that is one thing that I know you can do a halfway decent job of."
"Yes dear" I said as I got on the bed and set out doing what she wanted. It was a wild night. Kirsten was in total in charge and she was behaving in a way I'd never seen before. She told me what she wanted done every step of the way and ordered me to do it.
"That's enough pussy licking, now I want you to fuck my ass. Try to make that little cock of yours make me scream."
When I came she said, "Go wash that filthy little thing and then come back here and be quick about it."
She put me through the wringer that night and Sunday night and by the time I fell asleep on Sunday I wasn't minding her bossy ways at all.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Kirsten woke me Monday morning with a state of the art blow job and then sent me off to work well fucked. The rest of the week was more of the same. I don't understand why, but Kirsten's weekend of being bossy had some how charged her up sexually and the results had carried all through the week.
The following weekend started off with Kirsten pushing me out of bed to go and fix her breakfast. Then she led me to the laundry room.
"You will be doing the laundry from now on and this is the way I want it done."
She showed me how to separate the clothes, told me what soap to use, what batches needed bleach added and what water settings to use.
"When you are done with the laundry I want you to vacuum the living room. Do a good job and I just might - only might - let you in my bed tonight."
That night she damned near destroyed me. We slept in on Sunday and Kirsten woke me with a blow job and then sent me off to fix her breakfast. After breakfast I was told to run her a bath and then while she soaked in the tub she had me fetch and carry. "Go downstairs and get me...," "Scrub my back," "Go and get me some orange juice," and on and on and on. When she was out of the tub and had dried off she told me she was ready for me to do her toe nails. She handed me the polish she wanted me to use and when I was done she looked at them and said:
"Not a bad job for the first time."
There was more bossing for the rest of the day and that night she ruined me again and again the sex continued through the week. Once again I debated putting an end to this kind of role playing, but this time it was to take the pressure off of me - Kirsten was fucking me to death!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two more weeks went by and then one Saturday evening Kirsten grabbed her purse and headed for the door.
"Where are you off to?"
"Not that it is any of your business, but since it is obvious that you can't keep up with me sexually I've decided to go out and find you some help" and then she was out the door and gone. What the fuck I thought, has she gone off the deep end? An hour later she was back carrying a brown paper bag.
"My lover is going to fuck me now. If you want to watch you may, but I will expect you to suck his goo out of me when he is done" and then she went up to the bedroom. I finished what I was doing and then I followed her up. She was naked on the bed and fucking herself with a dildo. When I walked into the room she took the dildo out, squirted some KY Lotion into her pussy and then went back to work with the fake cock.
"That's it lover, that's it. Show my wimp of a husband how a real man does it."
She kept that up for several minutes and then took the dildo out to give herself another shot of KY. She inserted the rubber dick in her pussy again, gave it about six strokes and then took it out and set it aside.
"Get over here and clean his cum out of my pussy. Do a good job and I may just let you use your dinky little dick for a while."
Dinky little dick? It was a good thing I was secure in my manhood or we could have had a problem there, but the weekend was another wild one so what did it matter.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next couple of weeks there were some subtle changes in Kirsten's behavior. She was trying the bossy bit occasionally through the week and again my attitude was 'so what, it isn't hurting anything" so I let it slide. And then she sand bagged me and I let her get away with it. It was a Sunday afternoon and I was in the living room running the vacuum cleaner when Kirsten came into the room with her sister Bev. I saw Bev's eyebrows go up when she saw me cleaning the room while wearing the little apron that Kirsten insisted that I wear. Kirsten said:
"When you are done with that Bev and I need our toes done. We will be upstairs in the bedroom."
I finished the living room and went up stairs and Kirsten had me wash and dry their feet and then while they talked I polished their nails. When that was done Kirsten informed me that Bev would be staying for dinner and that they would like to eat at five. I said, "Yes dear" and headed back down stairs. We had already decided that we were going to barbecue steaks for dinner so it shouldn't have been any big deal, but by the time I fired up the grill I was fuming. It was one thing for Kirsten and me to role play, but it was something else to bring someone else into the house and embarrass me.
The girls talked while we ate and I was pretty much ignored. When the did chose to include me in the conversation I was pretty much limited to "yes dear" and "whatever you say dear." Bev stayed until ten and when she was leaving I saw her give me a look of pity or maybe even disgust and it didn't set well with me. As soon as the door closed behind Bev Kirsten said:
"Time for bed. Since my lover couldn't come by today I guess I'll have to settle for you. Try not to disappoint me too much."
Three hours later Kirsten was still trying to get me hard again as I fell into an exhausted sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The following Tuesday was when it all went to hell. I had bottled up my anger at what Kirsten had done to me on Sunday and it had festered inside me all day Monday and most of Tuesday. By four o'clock Tuesday I couldn't hold it in any longer and I left work early to go home and have it out with Kirsten. I felt betrayed and I intended to let her know and I also was going to put and end to role playing.
The first thing I do when I get home is go up to the bedroom and take off my suit and put on something more appropriate for bumming around the house. When I came into the bedroom I found a naked Kirsten putting her dildo in the drawer of the bedside stand. The bed was messed up and there was a wet spot where the KY had leaked out of her and onto the bed. She looked surprised to see me and then she said:
"About time you got here. My boyfriend just left and I'm still horny. Get over here and eat me. Do a good job and I'll give you sloppy seconds."
What the fuck I thought, I'd better do it. After I get done unloading on her about what she pulled on me with Bev I may not get any for a while so I'd best get it now. As soon as I slid my tongue into Kirsten's pussy my taste buds told me that something was not right. It wasn't KY I was tasting, it was cum and it damned sure wasn't mine. Kirsten had douched when we woke up that morning and she was in the shower when I left for work. She would have had to have done a pretty shitty job of cleaning herself not to get my stuff from the night before out of her. My wife had been fucked by another man and not too long ago from the look of things.



I pulled back and looked up at her. She saw the look on my face and I saw a slight change come over her face and her eyes broke contact with mine.
"How long has this been going on?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know damned well what I mean Kirsten. You think I don't know the difference between someone else's leavings and KY Lotion?"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Oh yes you do Kirsten." I got up from the bed and I looked down on her. "You have been fucking someone else and my question was how long has it been going on."
"Come on baby, you know better than that. I would never do something like that to you."
"Kirsten, I just tasted cum! I've eaten you enough times after having sex with you to know what sperm tastes like. I saw you douche this morning and you were showering when I left for work. If I can taste cum now it means that someone put it there after I left for work and after you came out of your shower and that someone wasn't me. If you didn't want to get caught you should have fucked me first so mine would have been there and I would have never noticed. But you have so gotten into the bossy thing that you didn't stop to think and now you are busted. Answer my question."
"Honestly honey, I don't have a clue what you are talking about."
I stood looking down at her for several seconds and then said:
"All right Kirsten, I gave you a chance."
I turned and left the room and came back five minutes later with two suitcases and a garment bag. Kirsten, who was still lying on the bed, sat up and said:
"What are you doing?"
"Packing."
"Why?"
"Because I can't stay here any more. It is bad enough that you cheated on me, but then to keep lying when you get caught is something I won't put up with. I'll find a place to stay, get a lawyer and I guess he will handle things from there."
"You can't mean that."
"Yes I do mean it Kirsten."
She watched as I packed and when I was done and picked up a suitcase and the garment bag and headed for the bedroom door she said:
"Wait. If I tell you will you stay?"
"No. I gave you a chance and you wouldn't take it. And to be honest, even if you had I'm not sure that it would have made any difference."
"Don't go honey, please. What I did had nothing to do with my loving you. I do love you baby, I do. You have to believe me."
"Why should I believe you now when not ten minutes ago you lied to me and kept lying to me?"
"What did you expect? If I came right out with it the chances were 999 to 1 that you would have walked out the door. If I played the innocent and got away with it I wouldn't lose you. I don't want to lose you baby. I love you."
"The next question is if you are screwing other guys why are you worried about my staying? Isn't that kind of conflicting? I mean if you are going to someone else isn't that the same thing as saying you don't care about me. Isn't that telling me that I'm not getting the job done?"
"No, it doesn't mean that at all."
"Then why are you doing it?"
"I don't know. I mean I know why, but I don't know why."
She saw the look on my face and went on, "I know it sounds stupid, but that's the way it is. The reason I did it is because it was exciting, deliciously wicked and exhilarating and when I did it I felt, I don't know, like I was some great goddess of sex, but I don't know why I did. The men were not even as good in bed as you are, but there was just something about it that was like a drug to me."
"The men? Not a lover or a boyfriend, but men?"
"There were three of them. I sort of got passed along."
"Passed along?"
"Yes. John was the first one and when he left town he hooked me up with Paul and then Paul got married and he put me together with Greg."
"Just how in the hell did you get started with John in the first place?"
"I was kind of like raped."
"How can you be kind of raped?"
"It happened the night that I told you that the guy pinned me to the wall when I came out of the ladies bathroom. That wasn't true. He was waiting for me when I came out, but what happened was he grabbed me and pulled me into the men's room. He spun me around, bent me over the sink and took me standing up. He didn't even take my panties off, just pushed the crotch band aside and shoved it in me. It happened so fast that before I realized it he was in me and fucking me. I opened my mouth to scream, but all that came out was a low moan and something tripped inside me. I was leaning on the sink with both hands and pushing back at him. At that point it would have been hard to cry rape and have anyone take me seriously.
"I was leaning on the sink and watching what was happening in the mirror and I couldn't believe the lust I saw on my face. He was treating me like a ten dollar whore who you would fuck leaning against the wall in an alley somewhere and I was loving it. I had three orgasms before he came and if you remember I was still hot when I came out of that men's room and ran for the car. Just before we left the bathroom he told me I could find him there every day after nine. I found out later he was the owner's brother. I went back there the next day and it has been two or three times a week since then.
"Honest to god baby, I didn't know why I had to do it but I did. I came home ashamed of myself for being so weak and then spent the night loving you and thanking my lucky stars that I have you. I promise myself never again and then as soon as you are out the door in the morning I start thinking about it and by lunch time I'm going crazy and reaching for the phone. It consumes me and the only time it doesn't is when you are with me. I love you baby, and I'm sorry, but I never did it to hurt you or because you weren't man enough for me. It was just me being stupid and if you can just see your way clear to forgive me I'll find some way to make it up to you. Damn it baby, I love you, I really and truly do."
"So all this role play bullshit was just a cover? To keep me too busy to find out what you were doing? Fuck poor hubby to death and he won't even begin to think I'm out running around on him?"
"No it wasn't. I was trying to make it up to you. I felt so guilty when I saw you that I just had to try and make amends. Please baby, don't leave me. I'm sorry and I'll make it up to you I promise."
"Sorry just doesn't get it Kirsten. Did you ever think about what you might bring home to me as a result of what you were doing? Do you have any idea of what these guys are doing when they aren't fucking you? Do you have any idea of who else they are fucking? Do the words Aids, herpes, gonorrhea and syphilis mean anything to you? What about getting pregnant? Did you give any thought to the fact you might bring me some asshole's kid to raise? And don't tell me not to worry because you use condoms. If you used condoms I wouldn't have tasted the last guys cum now would I? No Kirsten, it is my life you have been fucking with and if you really loved me you damned sure wouldn't have done that. The next time you go see Bev you can tell her that now you are as big a slut as she is. Maybe she can give you some more pointers."
I picked up the suitcase and garment bag and took them down and loaded them in the car and then went back up to the bedroom to get the other suitcase. Kirsten was lying on the bed sobbing and for a second - only a second - my heart almost went out to her. I picked up the last suitcase and left.
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Tessa and I met in a college bookstore and while I can't say that it was love at first sight on her part I did fall for her enough to immediately ask her for a date. The outcome of that date was several more and we progressed to the point of going steady and from there we moved to engaged.
The wedding was planned for six months after graduation, but it never came off. Three months before graduation Tessa broke our engagement, called me a "pig", tossed her engagement ring at me and stormed off. My high crime? I went to a bachelor party for a friend and it turned raunchy. They had arranged for a stripper and after she did her little number she was offered money to give the groom to be a blow job and she did it. In fact, she did it so well that everyone there wanted one too, including me, but I abstained, not because I didn't have the hundred bucks, but because I was staying true to Tessa. Tessa heard about the party, wouldn't believe that I didn't take part, called me a disgusting pig and bailed out on me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was broken hearted, but I was young and I got over it although on the day we were supposed to wed I did go into a kind of funk that lasted a day or two. I began dating again, but never found me a girl who excited me enough to make me want a long-term relationship. Most of them seemed to be the female counterpart of me - looking for a good time and some casual sex - not wanting to make anything permanent at that time of their lives.
Life was good. I was getting laid enough to keep me happy, I had a good job, a great apartment and I lived in a part of town that everything I liked or wanted to do was within walking distance. About two years went by and then my life changed again.
I was attending a bachelor party for one of the guys I work with and after two hours of beer drinking and poker playing the door bell rang and when it was opened there stood a female police officer who said the neighbors had called and complained about the noise.
"Just what is going on here anyway?"
"It is just a bachelor party for Brian."
"Who is Brian?"
Brian was pointed out to her and she said, "Did he get a stripper as part of the party?"
"No, we are just drinking beer and playing cards."
"I'm not sure, but I think it is against the law to have a bachelor party without a stripper."
Suddenly music began playing and she moved into the room swaying to the beat. She took off her hat and tossed it to the side and her long dark hair fell to the middle of her back. Her gun belt hit the floor and then the rest of her uniform came off piece by piece until she was down to an almost non-existent bra and a thong.
I guess there was a pre-arranged signal because suddenly two guys grabbed Brian and sat him down on a straight backed chair while the dancer did several slow turns in front of him and shook her tits back and forth in front of his face. She peeled off her bra and tossed it to one of the two guys holding Brian down and he used it to tie Brian's hands behind his back. Then the dancer gave Brain a lap dance that would have made a stone statue cum for an hour.
When the music stopped the dancer disappeared into the bedroom and came out five minutes later in jeans and a sweatshirt. She gathered up her uniform, packed it in a bag and then she joined the guys at the makeshift bar for a drink.
I was standing in a corner watching her and I saw her eyes fly wide-open when they swept the room and she saw me. She left the bar and came over to where I was standing.
"How are you Bobby?"
"Fine Tessa, yourself?"
"Not bad."
"I see you have put your Computer Science degree to good use."
"That's my daytime job Bobby."
"When did you overcome your disgust of stag parties and those who attend them?"
Before she could answer Dave, the guy who had set up the party, came up and asked Tessa if she would take three hundred to haul Brian's ashes and I took he opportunity to slip away. As I was walking away I heard her say, "Sorry, I don't do that sort of thing." Dave then raised the offer to five hundred but I was out of hearing by the time Tessa answered.
I was just stepping into the elevator when Tessa came running out of the apartment and down the hall toward me hollering, "Wait Bobby, please wait."
I pushed the button for the lobby and the door slid shut just as Tessa got there. I heard her fists pound on the door and heard her voice, "Damn it Bobby!" as the car began to move down.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Seeing Tessa had been as much a shock to me as what she was doing when I saw her. The party had been on a Friday night so I had the weekend to recover, but my recovery was short lived. Monday morning when I got to work I found Tessa in the lobby of our building waiting for me. I saw her too late to turn around and leave and both elevators were already going up so my only option was to head for the stairwell and walk up to the seventh floor. I managed to get through the door and up one flight of stairs before I heard Tessa holler up at me:
"You are wasting your time Bobby. I know where you are now so you might as well talk to me because I'm going to be around until you do."
I almost stopped long enough to yell down to her that we had nothing to talk about, but I didn't. I climbed until I got to the third floor and then I moved out into the hall and pushed the button for the elevator. When I got off the elevator on the seventh floor Tessa was standing there waiting for me.
"Why are you running from me Bobby?"
"Because I don't want to see you or talk to you. Now if you will excuse me I need to get to work."
"Well I'm sorry that you don't want to see me or talk to me, but you are going to have to because I'm going to dog your footsteps until you do."
I could see she was determined so I said, "There is a lunchroom across the street. I have lunch there every day from twelve to twelve forty-five" and then I pushed past her and headed for my office.
I spent most of my morning wondering what the hell Tessa wanted with me. It had been almost three years since I last saw her and my last memory from back then was her throwing her engagement ring at my head just before she stomped out the door to my apartment.
I got to the lunchroom at five to twelve and slid into a booth. I looked around and didn't see Tessa anywhere. I had just about decided that my frosty tone when I talked to her had convinced her she would be wasting her time when I saw her come in the door, look around and spot me. She slid in across from me and I sipped my Diet Coke and waited for her to speak. She looked at me for several moments and then said:
"I've missed you Bobby."
"If memory serves me correctly Tessa, that was your choice."
"I know Bobby and it was a bad one. I found out later from some of the other guys who were at that party that you really didn't do anything. I tried to find you, but you had dropped out of sight. You aren't in the phone book, the Alumni Association didn't have anything on you and your parents wouldn't even speak to me. I looked for over a year before I gave up and then I saw you Friday night and after you left I bugged everybody there until they told me where I could find you."
I just sat there and sipped my Coke and looked at her.
"I know I hurt you Bobby and I'm sorry. I hurt myself too. I've never gotten over you Bobby."
"What is it you want Tessa?"
"I want you Bobby. I want you to forgive me and I want you back."
"Maybe you don't Tessa, I'm not the same person I was back then."
"Neither am I Bobby, but maybe the changes in us are for the better. All I know is that I've found you again and I want you back - I want you to take me back."
"I don't know Tessa. I've managed to get over you. Why should I put myself back where you can shaft me again? You didn't trust me once, why should I believe that it won't happen again?"
"Because I know now what being without you is like and I don't want to go through that again. I can't push you into something you don't want Bobby, all I can do is tell you that I'm sorry for what I did to you, that I still love you and that I miss you and I want you back in my life. That's all I can do. The rest is up to you."
She pushed a piece of paper across the table to me. "Those are my phone numbers; home, cell and work. The other place you can reach me is at the Top Hat Club on Eighth and Broadstreet. They won't take phone calls, but I dance there four nights a week, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday. Think about it Bobby and call me, even if it is to say no."
Then she slid out of the booth and walked away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did think about it. I thought about it a lot and the end result was that I didn't know what to think. It was almost a surprise to me when I found myself standing on the corner of Eighth and Broadstreet outside the Top Hat Club. The garishly lit sign said:
Topless Dancers Monday thru Saturday Noon to 1:30 AM
I paid a ten dollar cover charge to get in and found a seat in a dark corner where I could watch what was going on without being noticed. I gambled on the big tippers sitting close to the stage so that was where the dancers would go to try and make their money on lap dances and they would stay away from where I sat. I watched Tessa dance four sets and do several lap dances and a half hour before closing I got up and left.
On the way home I pondered on the lessons of the evening. I'd watched five dancers do their sets and lap dances, but Tessa was the only one who gave me a hard on while doing it. And Tessa wasn't even the best looking one there. I went back on Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday and the same happened. The other women would dance and nothing happened, but as soon as Tessa hit the stage I became iron bar hard.
It was Saturday night and I had just watched Tessa give a lap dance before going back stage. I was sitting there with a throbbing hard on when a gorgeous and extremely well built blonde sat down at the table and set a fresh drink down in front of me.
"I don't recall ordering another drink."
"You didn't, but I've learned that if I come bearing gifts it smoothes the way."
"The way needed to be smoothed?"
"You tell me. My name is Marla and I own the place. My bouncer is worried about you so I'm here to decide whether or not his worries are justified."
"I've seen the bouncer. I could hurt him about as bad as a rubber raft could hurt an aircraft carrier."
"That's not the worry sweetie. You fit the classic pattern of a stalker. You have been here four times this week and you pick dark corners to sit in and watch my girls. You don't approach them, try to flag their attention for a lap dance, you just sit, sip your drink and watch. Harry thinks you are stalking one of the girls."
"Actually that's not too far from the truth. I am here because of one in particular, but I'm not stalking."
"Judy or Tessa?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Is it Judy or Tessa?"
"Tessa, but how could you know that?"
"It's simple. You have been here every night but Friday and only Judy and Tessa work those days and have Friday off. What's your interest in Tessa?"
"Just an old friend."
She stared at me, "Hang on a second, it will come to me." She closed her eyes and concentrated and several seconds later her eyes popped open and she said, "Bobby, right?"
"You clairvoyant or something."
"No sweetie, I'm just real close to my girls. Tessa was a basket case when I met her because of a Bobby. Saturday she came to work happier than a pig in shit. Tuesday she was nervous and Wednesday she was extremely irritable. Thursday she was way down in the dumps and tonight she is weepy eyed and all of a sudden here you are. I put two and two together and guessed that four might be the answer. Care to tell me why she is all weepy eyed tonight?"
"You would have to get that from her, not me."
"And if I got up to do that I'm guessing you would be gone by the time I got back?"
I sat here and looked at her for almost a minute and then I said, "No, I'll still be here."
She raised an eyebrow at that and then made some sort of signal and a cocktail waitress appeared. "My sheet" she said and she got up and disappeared.
"What did that mean?" I asked the waitress.
"Every drink that's poured has to be accounted for. She just told me that your drinks are on the house, but I still have to account for them so they get listed on her sheet on a clipboard behind the bar. You somebody important?"
"Only to me. Why?"
"Marla almost never buys a drink and when she does it is almost always someone important. What'll you have?"
"Jack, water by."
"She wrote it down on her pad and hurried away.
Ten minutes later Marla was back. "You could have saved the poor girl some tears if you had just called."
"Hadn't made up my mind yet that I was going to call."
"But you have now?"
I was quiet for a second or two and then said, "Yes, I believe I have."
"Instead of calling, why don't you stick around until the end of her next set. I'll cut her loose early tonight."
I hesitated and made a face, I really wasn't ready.
"Come on Bobby, you can't beat the drink price and if she's smiling when you leave I'll make it worth your while."
I sat. Tessa finished her set and came straight from the stage to me, her bra less tits swaying from side to side which made my cock harder than it already was. Tessa sat down at the table and said:
"Can I take this as a good sign?"
"You can take it as a couple of old friends meeting up Tessa. Maybe you can take it as a start. Whether it goes anywhere will depend."
"On what?"
"Neither one of us is the same person that the other knew three years ago. Take you. Three years ago you wore baggy clothes to hide your body and tonight here you are sitting naked at a table with me in a room full of men. A week ago yesterday the same girl who slapped my face for kissing her in public was naked and dry fucking a guy tied to a chair while fifteen guys cheered her on. Three years ago you threw your engagement ring in my face because I went to a bachelor party where they had a stripper and now you are a stripper and that's just the stuff I know about. I don't even know if I'm going to like the new you."
"Have you changed Bobby?"
"Of course I have."
"In what way?"
"That's for you to find out Tessa. That's why it's only a start."
"Will we have to waste time on first and second dates? Or can we learn about the changes while we are doing it."
"What do you mean?"
"I haven't been made love to since you left Bobby and I don't want to waste any more time."
"Marta said she was letting you off early. Why did you waste time coming to my table like this if you are in such a big hurry?"
"Because I didn't know if we would be leaving together. A lot of the guys in here are regulars and big tippers. If I walked over here dressed and then left with you it would be bad for my pocket book. I'll go get dressed. You give me ten minutes and then meet me in the parking lot."
While Tessa was dressing Marta came back and sat down. "She's smiling so here, this is for you" and she passed me a card.
"What's this?"
"It is a courtesy card. Gets you in without having to pay a cover, gets you drinks for half price and gets you free lap dances on Friday nights if you are sitting in the front row."
"Why on Fridays?"
"Because that's the only night I dance sugar. It's the night I have to cover for Tessa and Judy. Be nice to her sugar, and I'll be nice to you."
She got up and left before I could ask her what she meant.
I met Tessa in the parking lot and said, "Your car or mine?"
"Neither. Even though Marta runs a clean place the vice cops watch it. If anyone is watching tonight my leaving with some body would be like waving a red flag at them."
She gave me directions to her place and told me she would meet me there.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And that is how the weirdest relationship I've ever been in got started. Tessa and I met at her apartment and she was shedding clothes before the door was fully closed.
"Hurry up Bobby, it's been too long. We can talk later, but for now get naked. Hurry Bobby, hurry."
The first time was frantic, the second time not so frantic, but still a little on the urgent side as indicated by the speed with which Tessa went after my cock with her mouth to get me up again. The third time was more like what it had been like when we were engaged. It started out slowly with me licking Tessa's sensitive nipples and then tracing a pattern down her body with kisses. I stopped at her belly button and licked it and she shivered just like she had three years ago. I went from her belly button down her right leg and across the top of her right foot and then worked my way up the bottom of the leg. I drug my tongue the length of her slit and then I did her left leg like I had done her right and ended up at her pussy. By then she had her hands in my hair and was moaning and asking me to please fuck her, but I wanted to do something to her that I had never done before. I buried my face in her pussy and started eating her.
"No Bobby, don't do that. I'm all messy down there."
"It's all right baby, it's my mess and I'm not afraid of it.
"Its nasty Bobby, you shouldn't do that. Why don't yoooooooooooo..." and her words turned into a moan as I latched onto her clit and started working on it. I spent another couple of minutes licking and sucking on her pussy and she stopped complaining and her hands on my head were now pulling me to her instead of trying to push me away. I gave her an orgasm and as she was settling down from it I moved up and slid my cock inside her.
"Yessssssss" she hissed as I started stroking in and out of her. Her legs came up and gripped my hips and her arms came up and went around my neck. "Oh yes Bobby, oh yes, it's so good Bobby, so good."
When the third time was done she said, "You're staying the night aren't you? Please Bobby?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning we were all tangled up in each other and it led to a morning romp following which I took her out to breakfast. Over coffee we caught up on what had happened over the last three years. In my case it was pretty uneventful. Got a job, dated some and that was about it. Tessa's wasn't even close to uneventful.
"I was so mad when I broke it off with you that I swore off men altogether and buried my self in school work. Maybe three months after graduation I was at a party and one of the guys asked me why he hadn't seen me with you in a while and I told him. He told me that you had been the only one at the party that had stayed away from the stripper. I wasn't sure I believed him so I looked up a couple of the other guys that had been there that night and got the same story from them. I knew then that I had screwed up big time and I went looking for you so I could crawl back and beg you to forgive me, but you were gone and no one seemed to know where.
"I went to work as a systems administrator and one night on my way home from work I got into an accident and I needed to call a cab because my car had to be towed and the Top Hat was the only place around that was open. While I was there I decided to have a drink before calling a cab. I had three and suddenly I started crying. Watching the strippers reminded me of how I'd lost you. Marta came up and sat down with me and asked me what was wrong and I'd had just enough to drink to blubber out the whole story. I blamed strippers for ruining my life and Marla talked and talked with me until she had convinced me that there was a big difference between a whore who danced and a dancer who stripped. Then she talked me into trying it. I tried it and I liked it. I couldn't believe how much money I made that night. Since then it has been computers during the day and dancing five days a week for Marta."



"Four."
"Four what?"
"Four days dancing. You have Friday off."
"No I don't. Friday is special night. That's the night I do bachelor parties, birthday parties and things like that. Marta always has people asking her to set up those kinds of parties. Why are you looking at me like that?"
"You said you have no love life."
"So?"
"You would never suck my cock when we were going together, but that was a pretty damn good hummer that you gave me last night. You had to learn somewhere and you had to practice a lot to get that good at it."
Tessa was silent for several moments and then she said:
"I said I didn't have a love life. I didn't say anything about not having a sex life."
"Oh."
"A girl can always find a cock to play with Bobby, but she can't always find someone to have a loving relationship with. I've never found anyone who could take your place Bobby; I've never even come close. Why aren't you married by now?"
"I never found anyone that I wanted to make permanent."
"Dare I hope that that's your cautious way of saying you've never been able to replace me?"
I just looked at her - things were going way too fast for me - before I nodded my head yes.
"Then we need to go back to my place and start playing catch up."
We spent the afternoon making leisurely love and between sessions I learned a little more about the new Tessa.
"I've become an exhibitionist Bobby. I get a major charge out of taking my clothes off in a room full of men and then walking around naked except for a G-string. Even when I'm not dancing I show myself off. Eighty percent of my wardrobe will have to be tossed now that I have you back."
"Why would you do that?"
"Because it is all pretty revealing. Low cut blouses, short skirts and high heels. I'm sure that you won't want to be seen with me while I'm looking like a slut."
"Oh I don't know. I like what I've seen so far."
She gave me a long look, almost like she was looking at me while debating something with herself and then she said:
"Okay. You can take me to dinner tonight and we will see if you can still say that."
To be continued.
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It was a Friday night, Tessa was doing something Marta had set up for her and I was at loose ends. Nothing good was on TV, I'd just finished the last book I had bought, and I didn't feel like staying home and staring at the walls. I decided to go out and have a few drinks and I was headed for the corner bar when I decided to go to the Top Hat instead. The place was packed, but the dark corner I favored was vacant and that's where I sat. The waitress came and took my drink order and I showed her my card. It had a number in the right hand corner and she wrote it down on her order pad and then left.
I was watching a beautiful brunette make love to the pole when Marta sat down across from me.
"Where have you been handsome? I give you a card that gives you free lap dances on Friday and you don't take advantage of it?"
"I'm not sure that Tessa would approve of me being in here when she's not here."
"Tessa afraid one of us other girls might try and steal you away?"
"I think the real reason is that she wants to keep me away from you."
"Oh you silver tongued devil you. I thought I told you that the free lap dances come if you are sitting on the front row?"
"You did, but the front row is full except for the table with the reserved sign on it."
"That table is reserved for special guests sugar and that's you. Come on, let's move you down there" and she picked up my drink and led me down front. Once I was sitting down she said, "Got to go sugar, the next set is mine.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She came on stage in a sequined dress that looked as if it had been painted on her. With every swaying step she took to the music the dress shimmered and sparkled. Her movements were slow and sensual and her eyes seemed to be looking at every man in the house and saying, "This could be yours if you were the right kind of man. Are you?"
Her strip was hot and there wasn't a soft cock in the house. The highlight, at least for me, was after she had shed the dress and moved to the pole and took it between her beautiful breasts. She moved up and down with her tits caressing the pole much as they would if she was giving a man a tit fuck. As her tits surrounded the pole she moved her lower body forward until her crotch was against the pole and then she rubbed the pole with her pussy. She had on the smallest g-string that the law would allow and the front split her pussy lips the same way a thong would ride between butt cheeks and her pussy lips stood out for all to see. As she rubbed her tits up and down the pole and rubbed her pussy against I couldn't understand why the damned thing didn't melt.
She left the pole and moved to the edge of the stage and shook her bare tits and almost naked pussy to the customers in the front row who scrambled to put bills in the waistband of her g-string. When the music stopped she left the stage and minutes later appeared at my table. She leaned down and whispered to me, "Ready for your lap dance sugar?"
"After seeing what you did to that pole I don't know that my heart can stand it."
"I'll be gentle sugar."
The music started again as the next dancer came on stage to do her set and Marta slid right onto my lap. Her almost naked pussy rubbed my pants covered cock as she pushed her 36 DD tits into my chest and then slowly stood up never pulling her tits away from my body. She slowly worked her way up until she was forced to pull away or let her tits touch my face which was a no no as far as the local law was concerned.
Her tits were at eye level and her nipples were standing out like little cocks and if she had leaned forward she could have put an eye out. She whispered so that only I could hear:
"They are real sugar. No plastic, no silicone, just one hundred percent Marta."
She twisted from side to side and shook them in my face and then she moved back down my body until she was sitting on my lap again. She ground her pussy against the lump in my trousers and smiled as she felt the stiff cock trying to bust through my pants to get to her love box and that caused her to grind even harder.
"Oh sugar, is that for little 'ole' me? Did this old hag cause a young stud like you to get like that?"
She squirmed on my erection and bent forward and whispered, "I'll have to do something about that, won't I?"
The music stopped and Marta got up, patted my cheek and said, "Don't go away sugar, there are more surprises on the way."
My cock was throbbing as I watched her walk away and I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to roll around on a bed with that much woman and I also wondered about the "I'll have to do something" comment. Five minutes later the waitress came up to me and said, "If you will pick up your drink and follow me Marta would like to see you in her office."
I got up to follow her and I noticed that she put the "reserved" sign back on the table.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Marta was sitting behind her desk when I came into the office. She was signing something and she looked up when I came in and smiled.
"Be right with you sugar. Have a seat on the couch" and she pointed at a large leather couch against one wall.
I sat there, sipped my drink, watched her and tried to guess her age. I finally settled on forty - a very well taken care of forty - and I caught myself wondering what an older woman would be like. She finished what she was doing, got up and came from behind the desk and as she did she allowed the robe she was wearing to fall to the floor and I saw that accept for high heels she was naked. I don't know how she interpreted the look on my face, but it was sheer admiration.
"Surprised sugar? You shouldn't be. I did tell you that I would do something about your erection, like maybe make it go away? I like to take a young stud and make his erection disappear."
She knelt in front of me and said, "Take it out sugar, let Marta have a good look at what she built."
Was I thinking of Tessa when I took out my hard cock? No. I did have some strong feelings for Tessa, but our relationship was still a work in progress. I still hadn't forgotten the way our engagement had ended and I had put her behind me. The fact that were working at getting back together and seemed to be heading in the right direction did not mean that I was ready to make anything permanent or that I ever would. There was no way I was going to say no to a gorgeous and sexy woman like Marta until I said "I do" and had a ring on my finger.
"Here sugar, let Marta do that" and she pushed my hand away from my dick. "Ooh, it's a nice one and I know just how he wants to be treated."
Her hot mouth surrounded me and I leaned back and enjoyed what she was doing to me. After a minute or so she said, "Let me know when you are ready sugar. I swallow, but I don't like to be surprised," and she went back to sucking on me. It was a damned good blow job and I especially liked the way she looked into my eyes when she gave it to me. I was enjoying it so much that I would have liked for it to last a little longer, but my body was saying it had to let go. I told Marta and she took me as deep in her mouth as she could and when I came she gulped, sucked and swallowed it all.
She was just taking her mouth off me when a buzzer went off. "That's me sugar, time for my next set. You can either go back to your table or get naked and wait for me to come back."
"That's a choice? That's like saying here is a pound of gold and a pound of feathers. You can only have one so take your pick."
"Do I take that to mean you will be here when I get back?"
"You most certainly can."
"There is a wet bar in the closet sugar. Help yourself until I get back."
With three songs to a set and then a lap dance or three I figured that I had at least twenty minutes to kill so I wandered around Marta's office looking at the pictures and plaques hanging on the walls. There were photos of her with the current mayor and the two previous ones. There were pictures of her with the last three governors and at least a dozen of her with several sports celebrities. There were some civic awards and plaques that showed she belonged to Rotary International, Kiwanis and several other business organizations.
I had been looking at a copy of a Monet that Marta had on the wall behind her desk and as I turned to go back to the couch something on her desk caught my eye. Marta had one of those large calendar pads on her desk and the name Tessa leaped up at me. I glanced at the calendar and written in the block for that day was:
Tessa - Jefferson at the Hilton, Rm 347 extra for anal.
Judy - Moser - Best Western rm 118 6pm.
I looked at the previous two Fridays and saw:
Tessa - Alderman, Marriott rm 512 at 7pm and
Tessa - Bach party, Elks 9pm.
The coming Friday was blank. It didn't take a Dick Tracy to figure out what Jefferson at the Hilton and extra for anal meant. Add to that Tessa's comment about "becoming a whore in only two years" and suddenly I was seeing Tessa in a different light. I walked over to the wet bar, made myself a fresh drink and went back to the couch to wait for Marta to finish her set.
Marta walked into the office in high heels and a g-string with a sheen of sweat on her body.
"I didn't waste time in putting anything on just so you could take it off again sugar. Excuse my French sugar, but I need to be fucked. Lap dances turn me on almost as much as they turn on the guy I'm giving it to. Can you help me out here sugar?"
"How fast can you get that g-string off?"
"If you are in a hurry sugar, just push it off to the side."
"Take it off."
When she had it off I pulled her down on the couch with me and I kissed her. It was a long hard kiss and her tongue was on its way into my mouth even as mine was on its way into hers. I ran a hand down her body until I reached her sex and I pushed a finger in. She moaned and pushed herself against my hand. She was hot and wet. I broke the kiss and said:
"Do you cum when you get horny giving lap dances?"
"Sometimes."
"Is that why your pussy is so wet? Did you cum for this last guy?"
"No sugar, that's from when I did you."
"This wetness is mine?"
"All yours sugar."
"Then I want it" and I pushed her onto her back and I went down on her. She squirmed, moaned, cried out "Oh God yes" a couple of times and pushed her pussy up at my face. When my cock was throbbing so bad that I couldn't ignore it anymore I moved up and slid into her.
I hoped that the room was sound proof because Marta was a noisy piece of ass. She hollered; she screamed and she cried out as I fucked her as hard as I could. She clutched, she grabbed and she dug her nails in and when I finally blew my nuts she wouldn't let me go. She held me tightly to her until her breathing became a little more regular and as she relaxed she said:
"If Tessa gets this all the time sugar, she better keep you under lock and key. If she wasn't one of my girls I'd try and get you for me."
"This probably isn't the best time to be asking this question since I seem to be rising to the occasion again, but how do you square your concern for 'your girls' with what we are doing right now?"
"I just like to keep things even sugar. She gets a little on the side so you should too. Besides, I told you the night I met you that if you made her smile and you were nice to her I'd be nice to you. Then there is the reward factor. You are a unique man sugar. It isn't every man who would let his woman do what you let Tessa do and still love her and cherish her. That should get you something nice; I am nice, aren't I?"
I suddenly had a hundred questions to ask, but before I could ask the first one Marta noticed my cock.
"My goodness sugar, you sure do wonders for a girls ego" and she raised herself over me and using her left hand to guide me she sat down on my dick. The second romp was just as spirited as the first one and when it was over and the two of lay there trying to get our breath back I wondered how to lead the conversation to what I wanted to know. The desk pad and her "she gets a little on the side" comment gave me a pretty good idea of what was going on, but I didn't want just a good idea - I wanted to know. Marta's "unique man" comment made me think that Marta thought that I knew a whole lot more than I did. The more I thought about it the more I felt that the best way would be to go straight at it.
"Marta, tell me about Tessa's Friday nights."
"What's to tell sugar. I'm sure she covered it when she...., Oh shit! You don't know? She didn't tell you?"
"Just that she does private parties like the bachelor party where we hooked. I heard her refuse money to engage in sexual acts. I take it that isn't always the case?"
"You need to get it from her sugar. I've already said more than I should have."
"Not now Marta, it is too late for that. What is going on?"
"She was supposed to tell you. Once you two got back together I told her I wouldn't set her up with any more Friday work, but she said she still wanted them, that she still needed the kick she got from them. I told her I would only do it if she told you and you didn't object. The next Monday she told me that she had talked it over with you and you were okay with it."
"All she told me was that she wanted to keep on doing what she had been doing and I thought that meant parties like the one where I saw her. What does she really do Marta?"
"She does do bachelor parties sugar, any more than that you will have to get from her."
"No Marta, it has to come from you. Right now my relationship with Tessa is still trying to find its feet. It is still in the fragile stage. She shafted me once and the memory of that and the thought that she could do it again is keeping me from committing to a deeper relationship. If I confront her, especially since you told her to tell me and she didn't, it could all come apart. If I get it from you I have the option of seeing whether or not I can accept it and if I can I don't need to confront her and we can let time work things out."
"You have to make me a promise."
"What?"
"If you decide that you can't accept it you can't let her know what I've told you and you have to find some easy way to break up with her. Some way that has nothing to do with what she is doing."
"Agreed."
"Tessa is my star sugar. You see all the pictures on my wall? Congressmen, mayors, city councilmen, local sports figures? Tessa takes care of them for me."
"Takes care of them how?"
"Oh come on sugar, don't go all stupid on me here. You know damned well how. Our little Tessa pulls down an average of three grand on a Friday night. All cash, all tax-free. Your honey has a pretty hefty bank account down in an off shore bank in the islands, but she doesn't do it for the money sugar. Oh she will take the money, but she is doing it because she gets a kick out of doing it."
"So you are what, her madam?"
"In a sense sugar, but only in a very narrow sense. I don't take a dime of what Tessa and Judy make; I just act as the middleman - the fixer as it were. Say for instance Councilman Jones wants some quality companionship. He calls me, tells me what he wants and I fix him up with either Tessa or Judy. What I get out of it is the good will of Councilman Jones. I never have a problem with zoning, the Health Department, the Fire Marshall or any of the hundreds of other things that plague a business like mine."
"So Tessa is a whore."
"Yes and no."
"What does that mean?"
"I guess what it means is that on Friday night she is a whore, but not the rest of the time. She could be. She is a very popular lady and could stop dancing here and make three grand a night taking care of gentlemen callers, but she won't. She says she needs to do it every so often for the sexual high she gets, but she doesn't want to do it full time. She doesn't have to do it sugar. What she makes from her day job and what she pulls down here in tips have her pretty financially secure. She does what she does because she likes it. The same with dancing here; she doesn't need to, but she likes it."
"She told me it was because she had become an exhibitionist."
"Exactly sugar, exactly. So what now sugar?"
"Long term I don't know Marta, but short term my cock is hard and I think you need to do something about it."
"Oh sugar, you are such a silver tongued devil. You talked me into it. Come to momma sugar, come to momma."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was three months ago. My relationship with Tessa remains unchanged. Why shouldn't it? We aren't married and we have no responsibilities to each other. We still fuck like rabbits, have wild exhibitionistic Sundays and enjoy each other's company. Tessa doesn't know that I know what she does on Fridays just as she doesn't know that I spend my Fridays having a grand time with Marta. Will it ever change? Hard to say, but if and when it does the changes will be drastic. Both Tessa and Marta are hinting at marriage and I honestly have no idea of which way to jump - I want to keep them both. I'm not ready to give up the two greatest pieces of ass I have ever come across.



            Tessa Ch. 02

            She wanted back in his life.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tessa-ch-02

Title: Tessa Ch. 02

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: She wanted back in his life.

Tags: 

Series: Tessa


She looked like a whore getting ready to go stand on her corner. The only thing that kept you from automatically thinking 'cheap slut' was her relatively innocent looking face. I took one look at Tessa in a short skirt and an almost see thru low cut blouse and I was instantly iron bar hard. I gave a low whistle and said:
"You go out looking like that and you don't get fucked within a block of this place?"
"I told you I'm an exhibitionist and that I like to be looked at."
"You certainly will be the center of attention tonight."
And she was. At the restaurant all eyes were on us, the men looking at her and hating me because I had her and the women looking at her and hating her because she made all of them look plain and dowdy. We stopped at a lounge for a couple of drinks on the way back to her apartment and I'll swear I heard a hush come over the place when she walked in; it was momentary, but I'll swear that it happened.
Over drinks I asked her how many lovers I was going to have to fight off if I stayed around.
"None. I don't have lovers, I have semi one night stands."
"What is a semi one night stand?"
"If I liked a guy and thought he might have possibilities I'd date him for a couple of weeks and if I still liked him I'd go to bed with him. Usually by the second or third time I'd know he wasn't the one and I just wouldn't see him again. Now I don't have to do that anymore, do I?"
"I don't honestly know Tessa. You've changed a lot in the last three years and I think I may need some time to see what other changes you may have in store for me."
"Does that mean you will stick around to see?"
"Yeah Tessa, I guess it does."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next several weeks we settled into a routine. I spent the first week going to the Top Hat on the nights Tessa danced, but that got old in a hurry. For one thing I was drinking more booze than was good for me and for another I was getting precious little sleep. I'd leave the Top Hat ten minutes before she finished her last set, typically around one-thirty, so no one would see us leave together, and then go to either her apartment or mine and make love for an hour or so and then try and get some sleep before having to get up at six-thirty to go to work.
By the end of the second week we had both decided we needed to regulate a few things. The nights she danced during the week I stayed home and went to bed early. Tessa would come to my place when she got off and get in bed with me and we would sleep until the alarm went off and then we would make love and go to work.
Friday she did whatever special event Marla had for her and I would use that night to get family stuff out of the way - visit mom and dad, have dinner with my sister and stuff like that. Saturday I would go to the Top Hat about two hours before closing, watch Tessa dance and then we would go out for breakfast, go either to her place or my place and make love until we were exhausted and then sleep in late.
On Sunday we would go out to dinner, maybe take in a show and then go back to either her apartment or mine make love once or twice and then sleep till the alarm went off, make love one more time and head off to work. Monday was my bowling night and Tessa used that time to take care of her family obligations. That is the schedule we stuck to for about three months and then one Sunday night things changed - drastically!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started out as a typical Sunday. We slept until almost ten. We woke up, made love and then got up and had breakfast and read the morning papers. Later we went out and did some shopping and then went back to her apartment and made love. When it was over we discussed what to do that evening.
"Where would you like to have dinner?" I asked.
"We haven't been to Scala's for a while."
"Okay, Scala's it is. Then what?"
"I'm in the mood for a movie."
"Any particular one?"
"No, not really. Let's see what kind of mood we are in when we finish dinner. I don't want to inflict another 'chick flic' on you so soon after the last one, but I don't want a blood, guts and gore movie either."
Dinner was a leisurely affair and between the two of use we polished off a bottle of Merlot. Tessa settled on a movie and we left the restaurant and headed for the theatre. We were about halfway there when Tessa suddenly said:
"I've changed my mind. I want to see that movie" and she pointed.
I looked and saw it was the Bluebird Theatre, an adult movie house. The marquee said, "Classics Night. Limited engagement, Deep Throat and Behind the Green Door."
"You have to be joking," I said.
"No I'm not. I'm probably the only adult in this country who has never seen them."
"Okay, if that's what you want."
We entered the theatre and move to a row that was occupied by one other man. He was sitting in the seat next to the wall and Tessa and I took the two seats on the aisle which put six seats between the man and Tessa. Half an hour after we sat down Tessa was staring at the screen with rapt attention. Whether she knew it or not she had started to play with herself. Her right hand was rubbing her tits and her left was down inside her skirt. Out of the corner of my eye I saw motion to the right and I looked over and saw that the man against the wall had his cock out and was jacking off. I nudged Tessa and when I got her attention I nodded toward the man and suggested that we move. She surprised me by saying no and then further surprised me by opening her blouse and loosening her bra. She started rolling her nipples between her fingers and she kept glancing over at the man by the wall, but he was staring at the screen.
This apparently pissed her off. She pushed her purse off the seat next to her and on to the floor and said, "Oh shit!" which caused the man to look her way and see Tessa's tits hanging free as she bent to pick up the purse. Once she had his attention she went back to playing with her nipples as he watched and slowly stroked himself. Tessa stopped using both hands on her tits and dropped her left hand down to pull her skirt up to her waist. She moved the gusset of her thong aside and started playing with her pussy. After a couple of minutes of that she leaned over to me and whispered:
"Is it hot in here, or is it just me?"
"I think you already know the answer to that one."
"Would you please go to the lobby and get me something cold to drink?"
"I don't think I ought to be leaving you here alone."
"Oh come on Bobby, you'll only be gone three or four minutes. Besides, I've got a good set of lungs and I can holler for help if need be."
It was closer to eight minutes because the person who took care of the concession stand was also the person who sold the tickets and I had to wait for him to come back from the ticket booth. I found that things had changed some when I got back. Tessa had moved a couple of seats to her right and the man against the wall had moved left and there was now only one seat separating them. Two men had moved into the row in front of Tessa and they were on their knees on their seats and they were turned so they could watch Tessa.
She had taken her thong off and was leaning back in her seat with her eyes closed and she was finger fucking herself. She was breathing heavily and as I came walking down the aisle I saw one of the men in front of Tessa reach out and caress her left tit. Tessa moaned and then her eyes shot open and she smacked the hand away.
"Watch! All you can do is watch," and she went back to fingering herself. I took my original seat on the aisle which left empty seats between Tessa and me and I settled back to watch. For several minutes I watched as Tessa worked to get herself off and finally I saw her brace her feet against the seat in front of her, lift her hips and cry out as she had an orgasm. Then she relaxed and turned to the man who had been stroking himself while he watched her and said:
"It's your turn now. Cum for me, cum for me sweetie, let me see you shoot."
The guy must have been real close because he groaned and his cum shot out of his dick and flew all over the seat in front of him. Tessa watched until his cock went soft and then she turned to me:
"Get me out of here Bobby, get me out of here and fuck me before I lie down in the aisle and let everybody."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Once in the car I said, "What in the hell got into you in there?"
"I don't know Bobby. I told you that I had become an exhibitionist, but that was way out even for me. I don't know what came over me. I was watching him jerk himself off and suddenly I wanted him to watch me. I didn't even know about the two in front of me until the one man touched my boob. God, it was wild. I wonder if I did that at one of my bachelor parties I'd get bigger tips."
"It might get you something, but you might want it or like it."
"What do you mean?"
"Hey, you were so lost in it that you didn't even notice those two guys move in front of you. What if you get lost in it at a bachelor party and instead of a hand touching your tit you get a dick shoved in you? Tonight when the guy touched you you slapped his hand away and he backed off. What are you going to do if you get lost in the moment, snap out of it to find a cock in you and the guy doesn't want to stop?"
"I'll push him away."
"What if he is too big to push away? What if the other guys at the party decide to hold you down and then take turns?"
"I'll scream and I'll fight."
"What? You think you are to only one who can get lost in lust? Once they start they probably won't stop. They may feel guilty when it's over, but the deed will still have been done."
"You really think that could happen?"
"I'd bet on it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The following week went by much as the previous weeks had except on Sunday morning when I asked Tessa what she wanted to do she said:
"I would like to do what we did last Sunday only a little different."
"In what way?"
"I want to go to an adult bookstore that has a video arcade. One of those places that has holes in the walls."
"You mean 'glory holes'?"
"Yes. I want to do nasty things to you while someone whose face I can't see watches."
"What do you mean by nasty things?"
"I want to suck your cock and fuck you."
"Nasty is good. I can do nasty."
Following dinner on Sunday, fortified by a bottle of a good Cabernet Sauvignon, we went to an adult bookstore on Seventh. There were eight men in the place when Tessa and I walked in and sixteen eyes looked at Tessa and I could almost see and hear the gears turning in the men's heads - "Is she going to? Can I get a taste?" Had anyone of them asked me that point blank I don't honestly know that I could said anything other than, " I don't have a clue."
We went back into the arcade area and Tessa looked in to three vacant booths before picking one and it wasn't until we were inside and had locked the door behind us that I found out what she had been looking for. The booth had a booth on either side of it and both walls had glory holes.
"Put some money in the machine Bobby, and let's find a good movie to watch."
I fed five singles into the slot and then Tessa started pushing buttons until she came to a movie that showed a big-breasted blonde being double-teamed by two studs. There was only one folding chair in the booth and Tessa told me to sit down on it and take out my cock. I did and she bent at the waist and started sucking on it. After about a minute she whispered, "Look at the holes." A quick glance showed me that we were being watched from both sides.
Tessa went back to sucking my cock for another minute or so and then she took off her skirt and panties and straddled me with her back to me and used a hand to guide me into her as she sat on my cock. She moaned as it slid into her and then she started fucking me. She raised and lowered herself while watching the blonde on the screen take a cock in her pussy and her ass at the same time. Tessa was breathing hard and softly moaning and then she gasped out:
"Would you let me do that Bobby? Would you let me have two cocks in me at the same time? Oh God, that is just so fucking sexy. She should have three, shouldn't she Bobby? Shouldn't she have one in her mouth? Oh baby, I can't even imagine how she must feel. Can I do that someday Bobby? Will you let me?"
I didn't know what to say. I was blown away by this totally new Tessa. Did she really want to do it? Why was she asking me if I'd let her? What say did I have? We were not engaged, just keeping company, and even if we were engaged or even married and she wanted to do it would my saying no matter to her?
Tessa's moans turned into a low chant, "Cum for me Bobby, cum for me, cum baby, cum for me" as she began to slam herself down on my cock. "Come on Bobby, give it to me, cum for me baby" and then she said, "Oh God, there, over there, look Bobby, look over there."
I looked where she was looking and I saw a hard cock sticking through the glory hole to out left. Still sliding up and down on my cock Tessa bent at the waist and leaned toward it. I really thought she was going to suck it, but two inches from it she stopped and stared at it. After maybe thirty seconds she blew her hot breath on it and then took it in her hand and began to slowly stroke it.
Seeing what was happening the guy in the booth to our right slid his cock through the glory hole in his wall and waited for Tessa to notice. When she did notice she turned to the right and found that she couldn't lean down and look at it as she had done to the one on her left without letting go of the first cock and she didn't want to do that. She could however reach the second cock and wrap her fingers around it. Sitting upright on me with her arms straight out to the sides she couldn't stroke either cock, just hold them.
So there we were. Tessa sliding up and down on my cock and begging me to cum in her while an unknown man on either side of us fucked her clutching hands. I was the first to cum and thirty seconds later the cock in Tessa's left hand spit all over the floor of our booth. A minute after that the cock on the right did the same. Tessa sat on my lap and shuddered as she climaxed and then she grabbed her thong, wiped her hands on it and tossed it on the floor. Slipping her skirt on she said:
"Get me out of here Bobby, take me home and fuck my brains out. I need it Bobby, I need it bad."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the car she slid over next to me and took my cock out of my pants and started stroking it.
"I wanted to Bobby. God, but I did want to. I wanted to suck both of those cocks. I wanted to bend over and back up to the wall so I could slide my pussy onto them. I thought about it Bobby, I really did. I would have taken the one on the left in my pussy and then I would have gone to the right and let that one have my ass. I wanted to do both of them Bobby, I wanted to do them both while I sucked your cock" and then she bent and took me in her mouth.
She sucked on my cock all the way home. We did not make love when we got to my apartment - we fucked - we went at it like animals until I just absolutely could not get it up again. Just before we fell asleep I heard her say:
"God, whoever would have believed I could become such a whore in only two years."
As I drifted off to an exhausted sleep I thought she was just commenting on her sluttish behavior of the last two Sundays. Two weeks later I found out that I didn't know the half of it.
To be continued.
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She had worked on me for over two weeks to talk me into coming to this party and I had to admit that my reservations about meeting and getting along with her co-workers were groundless. I was getting along great with them although I did wonder why the women, especially those talking in groups, kept looking my way. I kept wondering if I'd left my fly open. The men there seemed to be mostly my age and in talking with them I found that we had a lot in common. Several were old car buffs and they wanted to talk about the problems I had encountered, and was still encountering, in rebuilding my 1965 Mustang. All of them seemed to be sports nuts and with our fair city having five professional sports teams (if you count soccer) there was plenty to talk about. They were a very friendly bunch and went out of their way to help me fit in. I knew that my wife Becky was going to be in a major "I told you so" mood when we got home that night and I resigned myself to it.
+++++++++++
Becky and I had been married six years when the company that I worked for went bankrupt. Regardless of all the talk about the economy being so great I had a hard time finding a job that paid as well as my previous job and I ended up taking on two jobs, one full and one part time, to help us stay ahead of our bills and keep us afloat while sending out resumes. Becky decided that she was going to go back to work so I could give up the part time job. It took her a week but she landed a job as a secretary/bookkeeper at a local warehouse distribution center. The money was enough to allow me to quit one of my two jobs, but I decided not to, at least just yet; I felt the need to build up the savings account against the next potential disaster.
Between Becky's job and my two we didn't have a well ordered home life and sometimes we would go with out speaking to each other for days; she would be asleep when I got home and I would be asleep when she left for work. As you might imagine, it played hell with our sex life. We did seem to make up for it when we did manage to get together and it didn't seem to be that much of a problem. This went on for over a year and I finally found a job that paid almost as much as I had been making at my bankrupt employer.
Once I began keeping regular hours I began to notice things that I hadn't been around to notice before. Things like the overtime Becky was working, the phone calls she got in the evenings from her co-workers asking her where things were; where this file or that might be and a couple of times a week she would have to run back to work and take care of someones problem. I hadn't realized that she had become so indispensable in her job. I told Becky that now that we were back on our feet she could quit her job, but she told me that she didn't want to. She said she liked the daily challenges and liked the feeling that they really needed her. This put me in a snit because now that I didn't have to work two jobs I wanted to spend more time with her and I did not want to share her with her job. That was the mood I was in when she asked me to go to the party with her and why I really hadn't wanted to go.
I was surprised, but I was having a really good time. One of the guys, Ted, asked me if I played pool and when I said I liked to but wasn't very good at it he said it sounded like my game and his were the same. He led me to the basement where there was a pool table and we started playing. He was right; his game wasn't any better than mine and I beat him two games in a row, mostly by using my secret weapon - luck - before a couple of other guys came down and challenged the winner.
I was on a roll and won three more games in a row against three different guys. Again it was mostly my secret weapon, but a lot of it was due to their dumb mistakes. I had some how managed to find a whole lot of players worse than me.
And then my life turned to shit.
I had to take a potty break and luckily, or unluckily as things turned out, there was a half bathroom in the basement. I was standing at the toilet draining the old lizard when I heard voices coming out of the vent just above my head. The ducting for the bathroom must have been pretty close to the duct to a room on the floor above and I could hear quite clearly.
"Stop you guys. I can't do this here. Not now, not with my husband here."
It was Becky's voice and a man's voice said, "Don't you worry your pretty little head about your husband baby, we have that angle covered."
"I don't care" Becky said, "It just isn't right for me to do this when he is here."
The man said, "Don't worry baby. Ted, Sid and Dale will keep him on the pool table until we are done and then Bill and I will go down and challenge him while Ted, Sid and Dale take their turn. Come on baby, this beats having to sneak out of the house and meet us at a motel."
Becky said, "I don't care, it's just not glumph" the last word garbled as if something had been stuffed in her mouth and I had a pretty damn good idea what that something was. Confirmation came almost immediately as another man's voice said, "That's it baby, suck my cock."
I was in the process of shaking the last few drops of my dick when I became aware of the fact that it was hard. Apparently the fact that my wife was being fucked in the room just above my head was more of a turn on than I would have thought. I should have been pissed but instead I was stroking my dick and wondering what she looked like with other guys fucking her. A man's voice said, "That's it Bill, fuck that tight little pussy. God honey, I sure do love the way you can use your mouth."
There was a muffled reply as Becky tried to say something with her mouth full and the thought made my cock twitch. I remembered all the nights that Becky had been called back into work to take care of a problem and know I knew what those problems were - hard dicks that needed attention. I wondered how long this had been going on; at least the last three months since that is how long I'd only been working one job, but for how long before?
Upstairs I heard a man's voice say, "Here it comes baby, I'm gonna shoot" and then a frantic Becky "No, no, you can't. I didn't wear my diaphragm tonight, oh god no!" as the man said "Sorry baby, too late."
Then the other man said "My turn now. God but I love the way you feel when you're full of cum."
There was a knock on the bathroom door and Ted said, "You all right in there?"
I opened the door and put a finger to my lips to indicate that I wanted him to be quiet and then I motioned for him to come in. When he hesitated I reached out and grabbed him by the shirt and pulled him in. He started to say something and then he heard through the vent, "That's it Becky baby, wiggle your ass, take my cock all the way in."
Ted's face paled as he realized that I knew what was going on at both the pool table and upstairs. He started to say something but I again put my finger to my lips and gave him a look that said "Shut up or get a fist in your face." Through the vent I heard a man say, "I'm cumming sweetie" and a garbled noise from Becky (she undoubtedly had a cock in her mouth again) who was probably trying to say please don't, I don't have my protection. Well, I thought, like the first guy had said, too late sweetie, way too late and I wondered if I was going to become a daddy because of the party she'd drug me too. She had at least two loads in her all ready and the night was still young. Upstairs I heard one man say that they needed to get down to the basement and give Ted, Sid and Dale their chance.
"Don't go away pretty Becky. There will be fresh cock for you in just a minute."
Becky said, "Are you sure my husband won't find out?"
And then a man's voice said, "Don't you worry your pretty little head about it baby, we'll make sure he doesn't find out. We don't want to go and ruin a good thing, now do we."
When the two men, Mark and Bill, came downstairs they found me sitting on the pool table and Ted, Dale and Sid standing off to the side looking worried. Mark said, "Okay, who's got the table? I've got the winner."
"Well, there seems to be some question about that" I said, "I am probably one of the worst pool players in the world and yet some how I've managed to keep the table long enough for the two of you to fuck my wife. I would even guess that since I still have the table I could probably keep it long enough for Sid, Ted and Dale to go up and do the same. Or am I wrong?"
Mark looked at me and then over at Ted and the other guys. Ted just shrugged and said; "He heard everything through the vent in the bathroom ceiling."
Mark looked back at me and spread his hands, "Okay, where do we go from here?"
I looked at him for a minute and then said, "I've still got the table. If you beat me you all get to go back upstairs and fuck Becky till she bleeds. If I win, all of you have to set me up with your wives, agreed?"
They all looked at each other and I could see that some of them did not want to agree, but Mark turned to me and said, "Rack them"
Things did not go my way. Since I had the table I got to break and I sank three solids. I sank two more before I missed. Mark sank one ball and then scratched. I sank two more and then all I had to do was call the eight ball and the game was over, but I didn't want to win. I had no interest in any of their wives - I wanted to watch them with mine. I looked at Mark and then deliberately shot the cue ball into the corner pocket even though the eight ball was at the other end of the table. Mark looked at me as understanding dawned on him and then he smiled and said, "Come on guys, let's go collect our winnings."
I followed them upstairs and into a bedroom. Becky was lying on the bed with her legs spread and her skirt up around her waist. Her cunt hair was matted with cum and I wondered how she had planned on sneaking that past me tonight. She saw me and panic showed on her unfaithful face and I looked at her and said, "Sorry dear, I lost you to them in a pool game."
Confusion was still on her face as Ted drove his cock into her. What followed was a gangbang the likes of which I hadn't seen since my college days. As I watched Becky being repeatedly fucked by the five guys, one after another, I wondered why I wasn't angry over the fact that she had been cheating on me and why I was so turned on by watching. While I was watching Ted face fuck her while Mark was fucking her from behind Sid came up to me and said, "Does this mean we can continue fucking her a couple of times a week?"
I thought about it and said "Sure, why not. You can fuck the slut all you want, but it will have to be at my house so I can be there."
And then I had a thought, "Are there any guys here who haven't fucked her?"
Sid thought for a moment and said, "There may be half a dozen that have never had her."
"Go get them. Tell them what's going on and see if they want to join in."
Sid left and came back in a few minutes with three guys.
"There are four more who want to, but most of the wives and girlfriends know what is going on in here and they are keeping a close eye on their men."
Just then the bedroom door opened and a pretty little brunette walked into the bedroom and said, "Bill, are you going to be much longer?"
Bill, who had just mounted Becky, said "About twenty minutes sweetie."
The brunette turned to me and said "I don't do gang bangs, but I do play around some. Can I suck your dick while you watch them fuck your slut?"
I was caught so completely by surprise that I just stood there speechless. She chuckled and said, "I can see you're not used to straight forward women. That's okay honey, you'll get used to it."
I don't think I've ever had a better blowjob in my life and I used to think Becky was good. What made it even better were the looks I got from Bill as he was fucking my wife - he was not at all happy that she had my cock in her mouth. I wanted to laugh at him but I was afraid that if I did his wife might stop what she was doing. Bill's wife took her time and it was almost five minutes before I told her I was going to come. Her hands pulled me to her and I swear that the head of my cock hit the back of her throat just as I erupted. She swallowed it all and did not take her mouth off me until I was limp. When it did fall from her lips she licked it a couple of times and said, "Yummy. Maybe we can do this again sometime. Oh by the way, my name is Mary, what's yours?"
Again she caught me off guard and I stammered out my name. She offered her hand and said, "Pleased to meet you. I'm sure that we will see more of each other, especially if you keep letting these guys use your slut."
I smiled at her and said, "You say you fool around some. Care to join me at my place?"
She looked over at her husband who was pounding his cock into my wife and said, "Sure, why not!"
As we turned to leave Becky cried out "Mikey, don't leave me here."
I turned and looked at her, with a cock in her ass, a cock in her pussy and one about to be stuffed into her mouth and said, "Sorry. You are the one who decided to be a slut and whore around on me. These eight guys can give you all you want or take all you have to give. Either way I don't care" and I walked out the door. As I escorted Mary to my car I wondered what was going to happen at our house when Becky finally came home. Oh well, I'd worry about that tomorrow.
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She had worked on me for over two weeks to talk me into coming to this party and I had to admit that my reservations about meeting and getting along with her co-workers were groundless. I was getting along great with them although I did wonder why the women, especially those talking in groups, kept looking my way. I kept wondering if I'd left my fly open. The men there seemed to be mostly my age and in talking with them I found that we had a lot in common. Several were old car buffs and they wanted to talk about the problems I had encountered, and was still encountering, in rebuilding my 1965 Mustang. All of them seemed to be sports nuts and with our fair city having five professional sports teams (if you count soccer) there was plenty to talk about. They were a very friendly bunch and went out of their way to help me fit in. I knew that my wife Becky was going to be in a major "I told you so" mood when we got home that night and I resigned myself to it.
++++++++++++
Becky and I had been married six years when the company that I worked for went bankrupt. Regardless of all the talk about the economy being so great I had a hard time finding a job that paid as well as my previous job and I ended up taking on two jobs, one full and one part time, to help us stay ahead of our bills and keep us afloat while sending out resumes. Becky decided that she was going to go back to work so I could give up the part time job. It took her a week but she landed a job as a secretary/bookkeeper at a local warehouse distribution center. The money was enough to allow me to quit one of my two jobs, but I decided not to, at least just yet; I felt the need to build up the savings account against the next potential disaster.
Between Becky's job and my two we didn't have a well ordered home life and sometimes we would go with out speaking to each other for days; she would be asleep when I got home and I would be asleep when she left for work. As you might imagine, it played hell with our sex life. We did seem to make up for it when we did manage to get together and it didn't seem to be that much of a problem.
This went on for over a year and I finally found a job that paid almost as much as I had been making at my bankrupt employer. Once I began keeping regular hours I began to notice things that I hadn't been around to notice before. Things like the overtime Becky was working, the phone calls she got in the evenings from her co-workers asking her where things were; where this file or that might be and a couple of times a week she would have to run back to work and take care of somebody's problem. I hadn't realized that she had become so indispensable in her job. I told Becky that now that we were back on our feet she could quit her job, but she told me that she didn't want to. She said she liked the daily challenges and liked the feeling that they really needed her. This put me in a snit because now that I didn't have to work two jobs I wanted to spend more time with her and I did not want to share her with her job. That was the mood I was in when she asked me to go to the party with her and why I really hadn't wanted to go.
++++++++++++
I was surprised, but I was having a really good time. One of the guys, Ted, asked me if I played pool and when I said I liked to but wasn't very good at it he said it sounded like my game and his were the same. He led me to the basement where there was a pool table and we started playing. He was right; his game wasn't any better than mine and I beat him to games in a row, mostly by using my secret weapon - luck - before a couple of other guys came down and challenged the winner. I was on a roll and won three more games in a row against three different guys. Again it was mostly my secret weapon, but a lot of it was due to their dumb mistakes. I had some how managed to find a whole lot of players worse than me.
And then my life turned to shit.
I had to take a potty break and luckily, or unluckily as things turned out, there was a half bathroom in the basement. I was standing at the toilet draining the old lizard when I heard voices coming out of the vent just above my head. The ducting for the bathroom must have been pretty close to the duct to a room on the floor above and I could hear quite clearly.
"Stop you guys. I can't do this here. Not now, not with my husband here."
It was Becky's voice and a man's voice said, "Don't you worry your pretty little head about your husband baby, we have that angle covered."
"I don't care" Becky said, "It just isn't right for me to do this when he is here."
The man said, "Don't worry baby. Ted, Sid and Dale will keep him on the pool table until we are done and them Bill and I will go down and challenge him while Ted, Sid and Dale take their turn. Come on baby, this beats having to sneak out of the house and meet us at a motel."
Becky said, "I don't care, it's just not glumph" the last word garbled as if something had been stuffed in her mouth and I had a pretty damn good idea what that something was. Confirmation came almost immediately as another man's voice said, "That's it baby, suck my cock."
I was in the process of shaking the last few drops off my dick when I became aware of the fact that it was hard. Apparently the fact that my wife was being fucked in the room just above my head was more of a turn on than I would have thought. I should have been pissed but instead I was stroking my dick and wondering what she looked like getting fucked by someone else. A man's voice said, "That's it Bill, fuck that tight little pussy. God honey, I sure do love the way you can use your mouth."
There was a muffled reply as Becky tried to say something with her mouth full and the thought made my cock twitch. I remembered all the nights that Becky had been called back into work to take care of a problem and know I knew what those problems were - hard dicks that needed attention. I wondered how long this had been going on; at least the last three months since that is how long I'd only been working one job, but for how long before?
Upstairs I heard a man's voice say, "Here it comes baby, I'm gonna shoot" and then a frantic Becky "No, no, you can't. I didn't wear my diaphragm tonight, oh god no!" as the man said "Sorry baby, too late."
Then the other man said "My turn now. God but I love the way you feel when you're full of cum."
There was a knock on the bathroom door and Ted said, "You all right in there?"
I opened the door and put a finger to my lips to indicate that I wanted him to be quiet and then I motioned for him to come in. When he hesitated I reached out and grabbed him by the shirt and pulled him in. He started to say something and then he heard through the vent, "That's it Becky baby, wiggle your ass, take my cock all the way in."
Ted's face paled as he realized that I knew what was going on at both the pool table and upstairs. He started to say something but I again put my finger to my lips and gave him a look that said "Shut up or get a fist in your face."
Through the vent I heard a man say, "I'm cumming sweetie" and a garbled noise from Becky (she undoubtedly had a cock in her mouth again) who was probably trying to say please don't, I don't have my protection. Well, I thought, like the first guy had said, too late sweetie, way too late and I wondered if I was going to become a daddy because of the party she'd drug me too. She had at least two loads in her all ready and the night was still young.
Upstairs I heard one man say that they needed to get down to the basement and give Ted, Sid and Dale their chance. "Don't go away pretty Becky. There will be fresh cock for you in just a minute."
Becky said, "Are you sure my husband won't find out?"
And then a man's voice said, "Don't you worry your pretty little head about it baby, we'll make sure he doesn't find out. We don't want to go and ruin a good thing, now do we."
++++++++++++
When the two men, Mark and Bill, came downstairs they found me sitting on the pool table and Ted, Dale and Sid standing off to the side looking worried. Mark said, "Okay, who's got the table? I've got the winner."
"Well, there seems to be some question about that" I said, "I am probably one of the worst pool players in the world and yet some how I've managed to keep the table long enough for the two of you to fuck my wife. I would even guess that since I still have the table I could probably keep it long enough for Sid, Ted and Dale to go up and do the same. Or am I wrong?"
Mark looked at me and then over at Ted and the other guys. Ted just shrugged and said; "He heard everything through the vent in the bathroom ceiling."
Mark looked back at me and spread his hands, "Okay, where do we go from here?"
I looked at him for a minute and then said, "I've still got the table. If you beat me you all get to go back upstairs and fuck Becky till she bleeds. If I win, all of you have to set me up with your wives, agreed?"
They all looked at each other and I could see that some of them did not want to agree, but Mark turned to me and said, "Rack them."
Things did not go my way. Since I had the table I got to break and I sank three solids. I sank two more before I missed. Mark sank one ball and then scratched. I sank two more and then all I had to do was call the eight ball and the game was over, but I didn't want to win. I had no interest in any of their wives - I wanted to watch them with mine. But as I looked at the faces around the table and saw the worry and fear I changed my mind. These assholes had been fucking my wife on a regular basis and they hadn't given one rat's ass about how I might have felt about it. They had just bet their wives on what they had thought was a sure thing, and without consulting their wives.
Fuck em!
I lined up the eight, called the corner pocket and made the shot. I smiled at them and said, "Okay. You want to flip coins or draw straws to see which wife I get first?"
I looked around and saw what I expected to see, they were going to welch on the deal. I said, "How about yours Dale. I really liked the looks of her tits."
Dale got a pained expression on his face and said, "Look, I'm sorry that your wife is a slut, but my wife just isn't that way."
I looked around at the others and said, "Is that the way it's going to be? Okay" I said, "we will do it my way" and before they could say anything I went upstairs and into the living room.
"Ladies, if I could have your attention please? Would the wives of Bill, Ted, Dale, Sid and Mark please come here?"
I saw several women look at each other and then five of them walked over toward me. I asked them to follow me into the next room so I could speak to them privately. I saw their husbands come up out of the basement, but they were too late to stop things. Even if they tried to drag their wives away I would talk loud enough so that the women would hear. I told them about what was going on in the bedroom with Becky, how long it had been going on, how I had found out about it and about how their husbands had put them up to cover a wager and had lost.
"Now they are trying to renege and since I'm a poor loser I thought you should at least know about it."
One pretty little brunette said, "Is this just bullshit or can you prove it?"
"Find the bedroom that Becky is in and ask her."
The five of them looked at each other and then they stormed off to find Becky with their husbands trying to stop them. I heard one holler "Here she is" and then five minutes later the pretty brunette came back and said, "When and where do you want me. I'll teach that cocksucker to cheat on me and then put me up as a bet."
"How about my house and right now?"
"Let's go!"
As we walked out of the house Bill tried to grab her and keep her from going, "Get your fucking hands off me you piece of shit!" and she kept walking. When we got to the car I said, "I've had my revenge. You can go on back."
She looked at me and said, "You might have gotten yours, but I'm just starting on mine. By the way, my name is Mary, what's yours?"
I told her and she said, "Let's get to your place sweetie. I'm going to give you the best blow job of your life." And she did.
++++++++++++
Becky did not come home the next day. I got a call from her mother saying that she was going to spend a few days over there. It has been five weeks now and I still haven't talked to her. She calls me at home and work a couple of times a day, but I hang up on her. We may talk someday, but not now.
Over the next two weeks Mary came by my house almost every day, but she's down to several times a week now. She had a long talk with Debbie, Mark's wife, and shortly after Debbie called, and she was followed by Dale's wife Jenny, and Sid's wife Glenda. I have my own little harem going right now. Ted's wife is the only one that hasn't called, but Mary said I can expect her to call any day now.
I hadn't planned on it working out this way, but I'm not going to complain. I asked Mary how long she planned on punishing Bill and she said "That depends on you sweetie. He was part of a gang bang on your wife and I'm not going to be even with him until I have a gang bang of my own. Your choice, you can keep fucking me from now on, or you can set me up a gangbang and get me out of your life."
I smiled at her, "Better bring your toothbrush honey. It sounds like you may be around for the rest of my life."
She smiled back at me and said, "Want a blow job?"
I smiled at her and said, "Race you to the bedroom."
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I'm married to one of the most sexually exciting women in the world. We promised each other when we married that we would never let our sex life become as dull and boring as so many of our friends claimed that theirs had. For my part I bought her sexy lingerie, high heeled 'come fuck me' pumps, dildos and pressed her to have sex with me in places where the chance of being discovered was good.
Lisa, on the other hand, went for the visual. She would behave outrageously in public to turn me on. Once at a party she pretended to be drunk and she let some guy work her into a dark corner and feel her up. She knew I was watching and so she unzipped him and took out his cock and began jacking him off. He turned her around so that his back was to the room thereby blocking what was taking place from being seen, but what he really accomplished was to put Lisa where she could look over his shoulder at me. She winked and blew me kisses and then she mouthed the words, "Come over here." I did as she asked and I saw her say something in the guy's ear and then there was some quick shifting around as he hurried to get his hard cock back in his pants. It was probably a mean thing to do to the guy, but fuck him - it's what he gets for fucking around with another man's wife, right? I rushed her out into the attached garage and fucked her on the hood of the host and hostesses car.
Another time during the winter we had gone to an afternoon matinee at a theatre and when we sat down she opened her overcoat to reveal that she was stark naked. I put my hand on her pussy and we sat there like that through the entire movie. The guy on the other side of her didn't see much of the film. He got bold enough to place a hand on her thigh, but even though she didn't protest he never got up the courage to go any higher. I was so hot I fucked her in the theatre parking lot. That night we were in a bar and I was throwing darts while Lisa was shooting pool. I heard some one say, "God, would you look at that!" I turned and saw Lisa standing on one foot and stretching to make a shot. Her skirt had ridden up and she wasn't wearing any panties so her beaver was on display for all to see. The guys she was playing against kept loosing just to keep her on the table. One guy got real daring and moved up behind her while she was stretching to take a shot and I saw her give a little lurch and smile in my direction and I knew he had put his hand on her pussy. She told me later he had slid a couple of fingers into her.
But Lisa's most outrageous behavior took place at parties after she'd had a few drinks. Many times we would get in the car to go home and she would tell me what she had done and I'd end up pulling over and fucking her right there on the street. Guys always thought that if they could get Lisa drunk they would have a chance to get into her pants; they were totally unaware that Lisa could have drunk anyone of them under the table. But Lisa would let them maneuver her into dark corners, empty rooms and the like, and she would make out with them, let them feel her up and every once in a while she would feel them up. Just when they thought they were going to get somewhere she would say that she had to go to the bathroom, or that she heard me calling for her and she would break away from them.
Once she let Jimmy Spano get both of her tits out of her dress and two fingers in her pussy while she jacked his cock. Another time she actually had the head of Tom Short's cock in her mouth when she said that she heard me coming looking for her. My favorite was when she was going to let Herb Olson stick his dick in her and get a couple of strokes before pulling away. Her panties were down around her ankles and she was bent over the porch rail and Herb had the head of his cock against her opening when he heard his wife holler for him and she came looking for him. That is, it was my favorite until three weeks ago.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For over a year now several friends and I have been having a rotating poker game every Thursday night. There are seven of us so the game only happens at my house once every two months or so. Lisa, being the only female present, was always the center of attention whenever she passed through the room. She always dresses to please (or tease) on those night and as she serves as hostess she flirts up a storm. When the guys go home Lisa and I race to bed and I just can't keep my hands off of her. Three weeks ago it was my night to host the game again and when the guys started arriving they immediately noticed that Lisa wasn't there, she had gone shopping. Most of the guys showed obvious disappointment, but Bill said, "I'm kind of glad Lisa isn't here because I've got a video that I want you all to see."
He went out to his car and got the tape and then put it in my VCR. It was a porn tape entitled Girls Who Love To Suck and it was a two-hour tape of girls sucking off guys until they came. We were sitting on the edge of our seats and saying things like, " Oh, what a mouth" or "Jesus, look at her swallow that thing" or "That can't be real. No women has ever sucked me off like that." Herb (the same Herb that almost got to stick his dick in Lisa) said, "I'd give a hundred bucks if I could find a women who would suck my dick half that good."
A voice from behind us said, "Would you give two-fifty for one twice as good?"
We all turned around and saw Lisa standing there; she had come in and we hadn't heard her. Herb stood up, took out his wallet, laid two-fifty on the coffee table and dropped his pants and boxers. His erect cock dancing in front of him he said, "You're on sweetie."
He sat down on the couch and waited to see what Lisa would do. All the rest of us were watching Lisa and we all expected her to turn and leave the room, but instead she walked over to the couch and knelt down between Herb's legs. All eyes in the room, including Lisa's, turned to me and when I said nothing and made no move to stop things Lisa said, "You can all watch, but no touching me."
She took one last look at me and when I smiled back at her she turned and lowered her head into Herb's lap and sucked his dick into her mouth. Her mouth moved up and down on him while her hands played with his balls. She took her mouth off him and ran her tongue down the upper length of his cock until she hit the base and then she sucked on his balls before dragging her tongue up the underside. When she hit the cockhead she again swallowed his dick and started to deep throat him. She worked on him for another four minutes or so and then Herb grabbed the back of her head and held her on his cock as he arched himself up into her mouth. I saw the cum leaking out the corners of her mouth and running down her chin as she gulped and gulped and tried to swallow all of his juices.
A wad of money hit the coffee table on top of Herb's money and Jason stepped forward with his cock jutting out in front of him. Lisa finished licking and cleaning off Herb's cock and then she turned to Jason and took his cock in her mouth. She reached up with both hands and grabbed him by the butt cheeks and pulled him to her and began to deep throat him. He lasted three minutes before he unloaded and again I saw cum running down Lisa's chin. Tom said, "I've only got a hundred. Will you take an IOU until tomorrow?"
Lisa said, "Bring it over here baby. Let me see what you taste like."
As she sucked Tom's cock Bill and George walked up and stood next to her with their cocks out and Lisa took one in each hand and began stroking them while still sucking on Tom. George was so excited that he came almost immediately and shot cum all over Lisa's blouse. She took her mouth off Tom and captured George's dick and swallowed what he had left and then she turned back to Tom. Harry stepped up and took the place George had just vacated and she began to stroke his dick. By now Herb and Jason were hard again and Lisa told them to go over and sit on the couch and she would get to them when she had finished Tom, Harry and Bill. Tom was the first to shoot and Lisa gulped down his load and watching it sent Bill over the edge and he shot his cum all over the front of Lisa's blouse. Lisa held Bill's cock until she was done with Tom and then she turned to Bill and licked him clean and then she turned to Harry and swallowed his cock. It took her four minutes to get him off and then she turned her attention to Herb and Jason. She moved over to the couch and positioned herself so she could suck both Herb and Jason and then she alternated between them until she got them off. Their places on the couch were taken by George and Tom and Lisa worked on them until she had sucked them dry. By then Harry and Bill were hard again, but Lisa said, "Sorry guys, but it's my hubby's turn now. Tell you what. Make sure you honor those IOU's and maybe we can do this again sometime."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
During the next week every one of the guys called me and asked if we could have the next game at my place instead of going back to the usual rotation. I told them that I would have to check with Lisa and I'd get back to them. When I told Lisa about their calls she grinned and said, "I must have been pretty good, but I don't know that I want to do it again, at least not anytime soon."
The next morning, just as I was getting ready to leave for work, Lisa said, "I've changed my mind. I thought about it all last night and the idea got me extremely horny. Let's do it again."
She was right about the horny part and as a result I was two hours late for work that morning.
That Thursday Lisa went out of her way to tease the guys. She greeted them at the door in high heels and black lace bra and panties and before the first hour was over she was down to walking around in just her heels. The guys kept trying to feel her up as she brought us beer and chips, but she was able to dodge most of them. I made a ton of money that night (or as much as could be made playing nickel, dime, quarter and three raises) because I was the only one paying any attention to the cards.
The guys kept wanting to throw in the cards and go after Lisa, but she told them, "You guys came over here to play cards. Any thing else that I might let happen is a bonus. I have no intention of seeing your card night turn into just a blow job night. You usually quit playing at eleven and nothing is going to happen before then," and then, just to throw them off balance, she threw in, "If anything happens at all."
Following the last hand Lisa looked at all the expectant faces around the table and then said, "Oh well, I guess I'll do it. Cut the cards to see who goes first."
The deck was shuffled and spread out on the table and every one picked a card. Harry drew the high card and Lisa led him over to the couch, sat him down and knelt between his legs. She turned to look at the group and said, "Same rules as last time. Nobody touches me and nobody touches himself. I have to be the one to get you off."
She made quick work of Harry, George and Tom and she was working on Herb who, for some reason, was having a hard time coming. "Tell you what" he said, "Why don't you let us watch you fuck your hubby. Maybe that will inspire me to cum."
All the guys started yelling, "Yeah, do it" and "fuck him Lisa."
She looked at me and I shrugged although I do admit to having butterflies in my stomach - it would be the first time I'd ever fucked with an audience. Lisa got up from where she had been kneeling in front of Herb and she lay back on the dinning room table. The table height was perfect for my cock to go straight into Lisa's pussy and as I moved forward and slid into her steaming hot pussy the guys went wild and began hollering encouragement. Her legs wrapped around my waist and the guys closed around us for a better look. I began fucking Lisa with steady strokes and in only minutes I was rewarded with her first orgasm. I had expected that I would last a lot longer than I did since we had made love half an hour before the guys arrived, but having watched her strut around naked all night and suck off Harry, George and Tom I was so hot that I blew my nut just a few minutes after she had her cum.
I pulled out of Lisa so she could get up and go back to sucking on Herb's cock and as I turned away from her someone bumped into me and I turned back to see Jason occupying the space I'd just vacated and his cock was already halfway into Lisa. Lisa's eyes opened in surprise and she looked up and saw Jason and she looked over at me as if to ask, "What are you going to do about this?"
Before I could step in and stop things she moaned, "Oh god" and her legs came up and locked around Jason. Jason was fucking her hard now and she was being pushed across the table. She grabbed the edge of the table with both hands and pulled herself back on to Jason's cock. Herb, who had been standing off to the side, stepped up to the table and poked his cock at Lisa's lips. She opened her eyes and saw the cock and opened her mouth to receive it. Bill leaned forward and began sucking on one tit while kneading the other with his hands and Lisa reached out with one hand and took hold of his cock. Lisa was moaning and making sucking sounds and her hips were pushing up at Jason and she pulled her mouth off of Herb and cried, "Oh yes Jason, oh god yes" and Jason grunted, "I'm gonna cum baby, I'm gonna cum" and even as he was pumping his seed into Lisa George was pulling him out of the way.
As Jason was pulled from her he shot one last spurt of cum on her belly and then George was in her and pumping away at her pussy. The change over was so quick that I'm not even sure that Lisa knew that a change had been made. George's cock was making sucking sounds as he fucked Lisa as hard as he could. Lisa's hand reached out and found Tom's cock again and just before Herb shoved his cock in her mouth again she cried out and had another orgasm. Minute's later George came and collapsed on top of Lisa and Herb pulled out of her mouth, hauled George out of the way and slid his cock into her. Bill took Herb's place at Lisa's mouth and Tom started working on Lisa's tits. Herb was fucking Lisa as hard and fast as he could and in about four minutes he moaned, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming" and Lisa took her mouth off Bill and moaned, "Give it to me baby, give it to me, shoot it in me lover, give it to me."
Harry, who had been standing off to the side, was the next to move between Lisa's legs, but Lisa complained that the table was causing her back to hurt. Bill and Harry helped her move to the bedroom and Bill laid down on his back. Lisa got on her hands and knees and lowered her head onto his cock while Harry moved up behind her and punched his rod into her pussy with one hard stroke. Lisa mewled around Bill's dick as the cock drove into her and then she was making muffled moans and squeals as Harry pounded his cock into her. Her body shook with another orgasm as Harry shoot his load in her and when he pulled out of her one last spurt from his cock hit her puckered asshole.
Tom had moved behind her to be the next man in and the glob of cum on her asshole gave him an idea. He pushed his cock at her rosebud and slowly started to push in and I saw Lisa's eyes go wide at the realization of what he was going to do, but as she started to take her mouth off Bill's cock to protest Bill cried out that he was cumming and he grabbed the back of Lisa's head and pulled her mouth to the root of his cock while he exploded. Lisa gulped and swallowed as fast as she could to keep from choking on Bill's load and by the time his cock went limp Tom was steadily stroking into Lisa's asshole. I saw tears running down her cheeks and her moans had changed to whimpers. I had been so intent on the scene taking place before me that it hadn't dawned on me that she was hurting and by the time I woke up to the fact that I needed to put a stop to things everything changed. The whimpers turned into, "Oh god yes, fuck my ass lover, fuck my ass."
For the next hour and a half Lisa was never without a cock in two of her three holes. Suddenly Herb, who was waiting for another turn said, "Shit! Why am I standing here? She's got three holes" and Lisa experienced (and enjoyed) her first triple penetration. The first time Harry was leaning against the headboard with his cock in Lisa's mouth while she rode up and down on Jason's cock and Herb plowed her butt hole. The second time she had her ass impaled on George's cock with her back to his head and he was holding her up as she leaned back to allow Bill to pump in and out of her pussy while Jason stood to the side and fucked her mouth.
Finally it was almost three in the morning and Lisa and the guys were all fucked out. The guys all stumbled out leaving a very tired Lisa lying on the bed and I walked over to her with an aching cock and moved between her legs. She looked up at me and smiled, "It's about time lover, I was beginning to think you'd lost interest in me."
I bent over and kissed her cum covered lips and then slid my cock into her well-used pussy. My dick felt so hot soaking in the pints or quarts of cum in her cunt that I couldn't help myself and I spit my sperm into the collection already there. She pulled me down to her and whispered, "You will do better tomorrow lover" and then she fell asleep.
We woke up the next morning and we both called in sick for work then stayed home all day and fucked ourselves silly. Lisa told me that she had loved every minute of what had happened the night before, but she didn't want to do it again.
"Maybe in six months or so we can think about it, but I don't want to become a private fuck toy for your friends and that's where we are headed if I do it every card night."
It's going to break their hearts when I tell them, but on the other hand think of the anticipation that can build up over six months. For myself I know I won't have to wait six months before my outrageous, sexually exciting wife does something else to light my fire. I can't wait.
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*
Angela Mellon had a very bad morning. It started with an argument over money with her husband Dave. She burnt the breakfast toast because the toaster stuck in the down position. When she stuck a knife in the toaster to push down on the release spring the toaster made a "pssst" sound and stopped working altogether. She dropped the pot to the Mr. Coffee on the floor and it shattered sending pieces of glass all over the place. When she tried to vacuum up the really small pieces the Hoover quit on her and she checked and found that the belt had broken. She got the spare belt out of the utility drawer in the kitchen and while trying to change the belt the screwdriver slipped and she stabbed the palm of her hand.
"Shit!" she cried and threw the screwdriver across the room. "That's it! I'm not going to do another fucking thing today. I'm not even going to get dressed."
Wearing only her robe she went into the living room and turned on the TV set. She watched an hour of the meaningless pap that passed for daytime TV and when she couldn't stand it anymore she went back in the kitchen and got herself a beer. During the next several hours she got herself several more beers and by 2 PM Angela had quite a buzz on. By 3:30 PM she was drunk and feeling horny.
Getting another beer she went and got a porno tape from where she had hidden it to keep it away from the prying eyes of Jennifer, her six-teen year old daughter. She took the tape back to the living room and pushed it into the VCR. The tape was her absolute favorite and the origin of her most powerful fantasy. The section she liked best and watched over and over was the one that had the female porn star being worked over by three studs; she had one in her mouth, one in her pussy and one in her ass. Angela's fingers worked on her clit as she watched the tape and, as usual, she orgasmed at the point in the tape where the female started to yell:
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming, fuck me, please fuck me."
After her orgasm subsided Angela went for another beer and returned to replay the tape. As the tape started playing again and Angela's fingers again moved to her pussy she thought:
"Once, just once, I would like to experience something like that. I would love to have three hard cocks to play with."
+++++
Michael Martin, known as Mikey to his friends, had been having a very bad day. First he was late for school and had to go see the assistant principal to get a pass allowing him into his first class. Next he discovered that he had left his homework assignment on the kitchen table and he was given an 'incomplete' in the grade book. The 'incomplete' would be removed when he brought in the assignment, but it would be marked down one letter grade for being turned in late.
His third class of the day was gym and his gym teacher was also the varsity football coach. The coach had taken him aside and informed him that his low grades would not allow him to suit up for Friday's game and that he would not be allowed to suit up for further games if he didn't get his head out of his ass and start studying.
His being benched had put him in a bad mood; a mood he took with him when he went to have lunch with Jennifer Mellon who was his girlfriend. He saw Jack Watson standing by the table talking to Jen when he entered the cafeteria and he knew that Jack had the hots for her and had been sniffing around lately. Jack had seen him coming and turned and left. When he got to table he had started dumping on Jennifer for seeming to encourage Jack and she had told him to keep his bad mood to himself. He had barked back at her and they ended up having an argument and Jennifer had told him to "piss off" and she had gotten up and stomped off.
Which is why he was standing at her front door. He'd had his buddy Ron drive him over so he could apologize and beg forgiveness. He knew Jennifer pretty well and he knew that it wasn't likely that she would forgive him right away - she would make him sweat a bit - so Ron and Tom, another of his friends, were waiting in the car for him. Jennifer should be home by then so he screwed up his courage and rang the bell.
+++++
Angela was just coming down from her third orgasm when she heard a noise. At first she couldn't place the sound and then she realized that it was the door bell and that someone was at the front door. She got unsteadily to her feet and went to the door and looking through the spy hole she recognized Jennifer's boyfriend Mike. Somewhat foggy from all the beer she opened the door without realizing that her robe was still open from when she had been fingering herself.
"Hi Mrs. Mellon. Is Jennifer ho..." and his voice trailed off as he took in the sight of Angela's naked body. Damn, she had some great looking tits. Jennifer had some really nice ones, but Mrs. Mellon's were twice as big and the nipples were erect and huge.
Angela noticed where he was looking and looked down. Seeing herself exposed she said, "Oops" and giggled as she closed her robe.
"Come on in Mike. I'll go get Jennifer for you. Go on into the living room and have a seat."
Mike when into the living room and sat on the couch. He noticed the TV was on and then he did a quick double-take as he saw a woman sucking on a man's cock. He had never had a blow job and he stared at the screen mesmerized.
Angela went to Jennifer's room, but her daughter wasn't there. On her way back to the living room she stopped and got another beer and she took a long pull at the bottle.
"God, I'm so horny" she thought, "Dave better get home soon."
She walked into the living room and saw Mike staring at the TV and rubbing his cock through his pants as he watched the blond on the screen deep-throating her partner. She giggled as she thought, "Poor boy, he looks so cute sitting there with his mouth hanging open. I think I'll have a little fun with him."
She sat down on the couch next to him and let her robe fall open enough so that he could see her tits. "What's the matter Mike? Haven't you ever seen a porn video before?"
Mike was startled. He had been so glued to the TV that he hadn't even noticed her sitting down. He guiltily pulled his hand away from his throbbing cock and stammered:
"Uh, no Mrs. Mellon, I er, uh...I mean no ma'am, I haven't."
He started to get up and leave, but Angela pulled him back down. "I can't send you out of here like that. Here, let me help."
Mike froze as Mrs. Mellon unzipped his trousers and reached inside for his cock. She pulled it out and started stroking it and she looked into his eyes and almost laughed at the mixture of lust, panic and fright that she saw there. She would give him a quick hand job and send him on his way.
"This will be our little secret Mike" she said as she ran her hand up and down on his stiff meat. "It is a really nice cock" she thought and she wondered if Jennifer had ever had it in her hand. A drop of pre-cum appeared on the head. "I wonder what a young boy tastes like" and she lowered her head.
"The door was open so I came in to see.....Holy Shit!" said Ron as he came into the room to see Mikey lying on his back on the living room floor with Mrs. Mellon bouncing up and down on his cock. He stared for a moment and then tearing himself away he ran back out to his car and breathlessly said to Tom:
"Quick, you have got to see this" and then both boys ran back to the house.
+++++
Jennifer Mellon had been having a very bad day. First, an argument with her dad over her allowance, then her mother's refusal to let her spend Friday night over at Carol's. Carol was planning a slumber party and it was killing Jennifer that she couldn't go. At school she had gotten into a shouting match with Beverly Abbeg over the attention Bev had been giving Mikey. It had gotten them both detentions after school which would make her an hour late getting home. To top things off she had gotten in an argument with Mikey over that asshole Jack Watson - as if she would ever have anything to do with him - and she had ended up walking away from Mikey. The day had really sucked!
She opened the door and walked into the house. The door closed behind her and she heard voices coming from the living room.
"Oh God, oh God, Yesssss! Like that, oh yes, just like that. Fuck me, oh yes fuck me. I knew it would be like this, I knew it would be this good, I just knew it."
Jennifer walked into the living room and froze. She stared open mouthed at the scene in front of her. Tom Plant was lying on the floor and some woman was bouncing up and down on his cock. Ron Jones was standing in front of the woman with his cock in her mouth, and Mikey - her Mikey - was fucking the woman in her ass. All this she cataloged in her mind before the realization hit her.
"That's my mother! Mikey, you bastard, that's my mother! What are you guys doing fucking my mother?"
All four members of the fuck-fest were lost in lust and did not seem to even notice her. She stalked over to them and hit Mikey. The blow penetrated the fog of lust and he turned to see a very pissed off Jennifer.
"Mikey, God damn you! How could you do this to me? And with my own mother! God damn you you rotten bastard. Well two can play this game" and she went to Ron and pulled him away from her mother. "Nooo" cried Angela, "Give it back" but it was too late. Jennifer was on her knees and Ron's cock was in her mouth.
+++++
Dave Mellon had been having a very bad day. First, an argument with Angela over money, followed by an argument with his daughter Jennifer over money, followed by a speeding ticket on his way to work. His first phone call of the day was from a client who said he was taking his business elsewhere. He had been called into a meeting with his boss just before lunch and had been informed that the expected pay raise had been put on hold pending a company reorganization. On his way home, three blocks from his house, he had a flat tire and when he looked he found the spare missing from the trunk of the car. He walked the three blocks to his house and as he opened the front door to go in he said to himself:
"The worst of the day is over, thank God" and he walked inside.
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She turned off the street into her driveway and pressed the button on her garage door opener. The door slid up to reveal that her husband's car was already in the garage. She wondered how long he had been home. Must be nice to have a decent nine to five job; no late hours, no travel, just in at nine and out by five. She realized that it was unfair of her to feel so bitter that Howard had it so easy. He had what he wanted, was happy with it and it wasn't his fault that she had a strong desire to climb the corporate ladder. Her goal was to become XYZ's first female vice president and if it took long hours, late nights and out of town business trips so be it. She would do whatever she had to do to reach her goal.
She hadn't ever intended that her drive to succeed would poison her marriage, but it had and she didn't understand why. It was never any secret to Howard that she intended to succeed in business. When he had proposed she had said yes, but she had also said that they would have to wait until she finished her MBA program. She had made no bones about it to him - she was not going to be a stay at home housewife and she had made doubly sure that he understood that children were not an option. She had no intension of being held back by the clutching hands of babies. He knew what her goals were before either one of them said "I do."
And yet not three years into the marriage he started in on her about having children while they were still young enough to enjoy them. When she reminded him that she had said "no babies" he had smiled and said:
"That was then. I knew that you would change as you got older. It isn't natural for a woman not to want to be a mother."
"Well, you gambled and you lost Howard. I am not going to have babies."
He had just smiled and ignored what she said and at least once a month he brought the subject up again. He was constantly saying things like, "You aren't getting any younger sweetie; you want to go to your kid's high school graduation looking like their grandmother?" or "Your biological clock is ticking sweetie; we need to get started."
She finally lost it and yelled at him that if he brought the subject up again she would move out of the house. "I told you before we got married that there would never be any children and there won't be. I do not want children, I never have wanted children and I am never going to have children. Period!!! End of discussion!!!"
How bad had it gotten? She remembered the night they had watched Desperate Housewives. It was the episode where Carlos doctored Gabby's birth control pills and she had glanced over at Howard and had seen the expression on his face when he saw what Carlos did. They very next day she had made an appointment to be fitted for a diaphragm and she hadn't told Howard. She had also gotten a second set of birth control pills. The set at home in the medicine cabinet were decoys. She took a pill from the compact every day and dropped it in her pocket and saved it. When the compact was empty she took it to work with her and refilled it and the put it back in the cabinet and started over. Her real set, the ones she took religiously, were in her desk drawer at work.
With the diaphragm and the real pills she felt safe from Howard, but she still took it one step farther. She never made love with Howard during her fertile period. Howard wasn't stupid. He knew her cycle as well as she did and he knew her headache excuses and don't feel good excuses were just to keep him away from her and to keep him from getting her pregnant. That, and her absolute refusal to even talk about having babies had cast a pall over their marriage and eventually their sex life tapered off to almost nothing.
She was sorry it was that way, but she did not feel guilty about it. He knew before he said "I do" what to expect. She had spelled it out for him months and months before the wedding and he had agreed to it. Their marriage had reached the point where the only reason they were still together was that neither of them had the time or energy to waste on seeing a divorce attorney.
She pulled into the garage and parked next to Howard's car, closed the garage door and went into the house.
+++++
She walked into the kitchen and saw Howard sitting at the kitchen table going through the day's mail. He looked up at her as she came into the room:
"Hi hon, how did your day go?"
"Oh, my day was the same old, same old...you know...sign on, read my e-mail. Coffee break. Get called to the executive conference room, lift my skirt, drop my panties, bend over the table and get taken by the executives, one after the other. Salad for lunch, keep the contractors happy with blow jobs at their desks. Coffee break. Spank some bad employees. Heavy traffic on the ride home. Just another day in the salt mines of corporate America."
"Well, it's nice to know you still have a sense of humor after a long hard day."
"If you only knew" she thought as she carried her briefcase into the downstairs bedroom she had converted into a home office. She hadn't been joking. That was pretty much how her day had gone. She hadn't sucked off any contractors or spanked any bad employees, but Matt, the president of XYZ and Phil, his executive vice president had bent her over the conference table and taken her from behind and a little later they had taken her on the table, Matt in her mouth and Phil in her pussy.
She thought back to how it had all started. She had been a member of a team that had been assembled to work on the buy-out of one of XYZ's competitors. A lot of time and effort (and money) had gone into the project, but although it looked like it was going to be successful they kept hitting one stumbling block - Harlan Vickers! Harlan owned eighteen percent of the shares of Vickers Industries. Normally not enough to be able to block the sale, but there was nothing normal about Harlan's eighteen percent.
When Hiram Vickers (founder of the company) had died he left his fifty-four percent of the stock to his three children, but the terms of his will were quite specific. The block of stock had to be voted as a block. It required that the stock be voted unanimously. That way no two of the children could gang up on the third one and make that third one do something they really didn't want to do. Harlan's two sisters were all for the sale and wanted it to go through. Harlan didn't. So even though XYZ had shareholders who controlled seventy-seven percent of the stock behind the sale, the sale was stalled because Harlan was balking.
XYZ's legal department believed that Harlan's sisters could challenge Hiram's will in court and that if they did they stood a good chance of overturning the stock ownership provisions, but that court fight could take years and might not be successful in the end.
She was having lunch with Phil Weber, XYZ's executive vice president, and lunch was almost over when Phil said:
"We may have a breakthrough on the Vickers deal."
"What kind of a breakthrough?"
"I had dinner wit Harlan last night and naturally most of the talk was about the sale. It turns out that Harlan is not all that averse to the sale. He is being stubborn because he has something against his sisters. They want the sale so to screw over them he won't sell. During our talk it came out that he has quite the crush on you."
"I don't think I'm going to like where this conversation is going Phil."
"What's the matter Elaine? Didn't you mean it when you said you were going to climb to the top at XYZ and would do whatever it took?"
"Yes I meant it Phil, but there are limits."
"Well let me tell you something Elaine. There are no limits in this business if you want to get to the top. I'm not proud of some of the things I had to do to get where I am and I'm even less proud of some of the things I've had to do as VP, but I wanted to be where I am and so I did them. If you want to move up in this company you will have to do some things that you don't want to do. You might not have to do those things if you worked at another company, but you don't work at another company. We are asking you to take one for the team."
"We? Who is "we?"
"Matt is the one who suggested that I talk to you."
"Let me get this straight. Our president and CEO asked you to ask me to whore myself out for the company?"
"He didn't quite put it that way."
"My God Phil. I'm a married woman. You are asking me to cheat on my husband for a job?"
"Not just any job Elaine. If you want to get where I am you might have to do some things you might not necessarily want to do. What should I tell Matt?"
"You can tell him that I want to speak with him personally about this."
"I don't know if he will agree to that."
"Well then Phil, my answer is no. I might change my mind after talking with Matt, but without a face to face with him my answer is no."
At ten the next morning she got a call from Matt's secretary asking her to meet with Matt in his office at ten-fifteen. Matt cut right to it.
"Phil tells me that you are, how should I put it...reluctant?...to go along with getting Harlan Vickers on board with the sale?"
"Reluctant is putting it mildly. Company whore is not part of my job description."
"That term is a little harsh. I prefer to say "deal closer."
"It doesn't matter what you call it, the bottom line is that you are asking me to cheat on my husband just to help the company close a deal."
"If you don't tell him I certainly won't. But, since you brought up the bottom line I'll give it to you. Bottom line is that you not doing it will not affect the job you now have. Your refusal will not have any impact on your performance reviews and you can look forward to receiving normal raises and benefits, but, and I emphasize the but, you probably will not rise much farther in the company. You can probably expect, based on your current performance, to be promoted to regional manager one of these days and maybe even to division manager, but it is unlikely that you will go any higher. The higher positions are ones we want occupied by those who have XYZ's best interests in mind and who are willing to do what needs to be done to further XYZ's goals."
"Basically then, what you are doing is attempting to blackmail me. You are saying "cheat on your husband, jeopardize your marriage or your career is over."
"Not at all. What I said is that we promote those who have XYZ's best interests at heart. It isn't as if you won't get anything out of helping us in the matter of Mr. Vickers. There will be a rather substantial bonus and your next performance review will be positively glowing."
"How glowing?"
"How about you write it yourself and then Phil will sign it."
"If I decide to do it how would I handle it?"
"I would leave that up to you, but I would strongly suggest that you don't do anything until he has agreed in writing to sell."
She spent two days thinking about it and then she reached for a phone and called Harlan. She met him for lunch and when he asked her to what did he owe the pleasure of her company she said:
"It is simple Harlan. We want you to agree to the sale and you want me."
"Do we need to waste time on lunch?"
She took an envelope out of her purse, took a piece of paper out of it and slid it across the table to Harlan.
"Sign it and then find us a bed."
Surprisingly enough she had enjoyed playing with Harlan and she had continued to see him for almost six months until he moved to California.
+++++
It was five months later before Phil approached her again. There was a big wheel from Titan Manufacturing coming to town and since Titan was one of XYZ's biggest customers they tended to see to it that the visitor had a good time.
"Can you help us out on this one Elaine?"
"Why me? Set him up with a call girl."
"No way! He is too valuable to us to risk getting him busted if we use the wrong girl and she is being watched by the vice squad. No Elaine, we can't use a pro for this."
"So who have you used before now? Get her to do it."
"No can do. Lois in Accounting is who he usually sees, but she is seven months pregnant."
"Some guys are turned on by pregnant women."
"But he may not be one of them and we don't want to take a chance on sending her over to him and him not being happy about it. Come on Elaine, you know it won't hurt you. Look at how things turned out with Harlan. Matt considers you his 'go-to-girl' in difficult situations and that can't be anything but good for you as far as the company is concerned."
"Damn it Phil, I do not want to be the company whore!"
"It isn't that way Elaine. Matt will not ask you to do this with just anyone. It will have to be someone who is extremely important to us. You have to remember that we are asking you to do something for the good of the company and when you do something for the good of the company it will translate into something good for you."
"It just isn't fair Phil. You didn't have to do what you want me to do to get where you are."
"Don't you kid yourself Elaine. I have done just what we are asking you to do. Companies do have female executives that need to be entertained and I've had to do that entertaining more than a couple of times. I did it for the good of the company and the company has repaid me for my loyalty many times over and they will do it for you also."
She thought back to her time with Harlan. She had gotten a ten thousand dollar bonus when the sale had been completed and true to his word Matt had given her a blank form when it was time for her yearly merit review and told her to fill it out. He was surprised when she gave it back to him and he read it. She had been completely honest in all categories, even in the section which said, "Areas in which improvement is needed." In the block that said "Strengths" she had printed in big block letters, "Willing to what is required to further company goals." He smiled when he read that, signed it and recommended a ten percent raise. Well, she had said she was willing to do what was required.
"What do I do? Go to his hotel room and knock on his door?"
"No, he has more class than that. He will make dinner reservations and you will meet him at the restaurant. After dinner he will take you to a play or something. Lois says he is partial to the opera and the symphony. After, he may take you out for drinks and some dancing and then, of course, you will end up at his hotel room. You can tell your husband that you are on a three day business trip."
"Three days?"
"He may only stay two, but schedule three to be on the safe side. Also, I'm setting up a lunch for you with Lois. She can fill you in on his likes and dislikes."
The lunch with Lois did not start out well and it was several minutes before she figured out that Lois was not happy that she was taking something that Lois considered hers. She tried to defuse the situation by saying that she had no intention of making it a permanent arrangement.
"You can have him back as soon as you have your baby. The only reason they have asked me to do this is because they don't know how he would react to a pregnant woman."
"Is that what they told you? Well its bullshit, just plain bullshit. They are afraid that he will think the baby is his and they are afraid of how he will react."
"Oh my. Is the baby his?"
"I don't know, it could be. It is either his or my husband's since they are the only two men I've been with."
"Does your husband know about what you are doing for the company?"
"Oh God no. He would leave me in a heartbeat if he ever found out."
"Then why do you do it?"
"It is complicated."
"Tell me. I'm very much interested since the company now has me doing it."
"It started out simple enough. I was a file clerk and one day when he was in the office Jason saw me and he was apparently quite taken with me. He asked me to have lunch with him and I said no. Then he asked me to dinner and I again said no and showed him my wedding rings. When he was gone I was approached and asked to see him "for the good of the company." Some promises were made so I agreed to see him and here I am three years later the manager of Accounting. The complication is that I fell in love with Jason, but I'm still in love with my husband. I never knew it was possible to love two men with the same intensity at the same time. I don't want you seeing my Jason. What I want to do is scratch your eyes out for even thinking of going near him. How stupid is that?"
Damned good question she thought and she was glad she would never be put in the position of having that strong a love for two different men. "What do I tell Jason if he asks about you?"
"Tell him I have a bad case of the flu. Just don't let him know that I'm pregnant."
"What if it is his?"
"If it is he will never know. If he thought it was his he might try to get me to leave my husband and I can't do that. I won't do that. If he never knows then things can go on like before."
She left the luncheon armed with the knowledge that Jason liked anal and loved oral, that dog fashion was his favorite position and that Lois was going to resent me forever.
+++++
It had gone just as Phil had said it would. She met Jason at an expensive restaurant. They talked and got acquainted over dinner and then they took a limo to MacArthur Hall and listened to the symphony orchestra perform an evening of Beethoven. It was an unexpected pleasure because her favorite piece, the Concerto for Violin and Orchestra, was highlighted.
After, they went to Domingo's for drinks and dancing and at one they took the limo back to his hotel. Jason was charming, witty and an extremely good lover. She found herself enjoying his company and she felt that if he were local it would not have been hard for her to have something long term with him; something on the order of what she'd had with Harlan. That thought made her smile to herself. "Yeah Elaine" she thought, "But only for as long as it would take for Lois to get to you and cut your tits off."
She spent two days and three nights with Jason and three weeks later she was promoted to regional manager and a week after that the quarterly bonuses were handed out. Hers was a hefty seventy-five hundred dollars. Not bad she had thought; not bad at all since she had enjoyed every minute of her time with Jason and to get rewarded for it too? Just unbelievable. She was even able to have a good relationship with Lois. She had to lie to do it, but what the hell; it was in a good cause. She told Lois that Jason kept asking about her:
"He didn't seem all that interested in me. He tried to hide it, but it was obvious that it was you he wanted there and I was only second best."
She was called on three times over the next two years to "take care of" someone very important to XYZ and her bonus checks were large and her performance reviews were outstanding.
+++++
The company Christmas party was when things solidified for her. Howard did not like XYZ because of the way he felt it had taken his wife away from him so he faked a cold so he wouldn't have to go. She had expected Howard to do that since that is what he had done for the past three years. It was just as well. She wouldn't have enjoyed herself if he had gone with her. The way he felt about XYZ would have made him a wet blanket at the party.
Good food, good music and plenty of liquor saw to it that she enjoyed herself. As an attractive unescorted woman she attracted all of the unattached males and she was constantly out on the dance floor. It was a good party, she was having fun and as she usually did when she was having a good time she eased up on her defenses and her dance partners took every advantage of it. She hadn't been felt up so much since high school.
The busy hands were causing her to become horny and the booze was lowering her inhibitions and it was while she was in that mood that Phil asked her to dance. She had her head tucked into his shoulder and her eyes were closed as she swayed to the music in a very mellow mood. She wasn't aware that Phil had maneuvered them into a dark corner until he tilted her head back and kissed her. The kiss caught her by surprise, but even so when Phil's tongue darted into her mouth she sent hers back to him. They stayed locked in that kiss and didn't break it even when Phil picked her up and carried her down the hallway to a room. He sat her on the edge of the desk and still holding the kiss he pulled her panties off of her. She heard his zipper and when Phil broke the kiss she had laid back on the desk, spread her legs as wide as she could and moaned:



"Hurry, please hurry. I need it, I need it bad."
They were gasping for breath when she heard the door open and then close. She looked over and saw Matt unzipping himself.
"Is she as hot as we thought?"
"Hell no" Phil said, "She's even hotter than we thought."
She looked from Matt to Phil and then back to Matt before sitting up and getting off the desk. She turned, bent at the waist and leaned on her elbows. Looking back over her shoulder at Matt she said:
"I want you from behind."
Matt smiled and moved up behind her.
+++++
Just that quick, in the space of one night, she had become part of the inner circle at XYZ. She was invited to all the high level meetings and asked for her ideas and input. Anytime a team was formed for an important project she was on it. She moved from regional manager to division manager a year sooner than she expected and the increased responsibility required more time, more travel and put an even greater burden on a marriage that was all but dead to begin with.
Howard had stopped trying to have sex with her and she found that she didn't care. If he did try to initiate it she never said no and she did try to make it good for him, but it was obvious that the two of them were just going through the motions. She didn't know about Howard, but the only reason that she hadn't gone for a divorce was that it was easier not to. If Howard asked for one she wouldn't fight it, but as long as he didn't it was just easier to pretend that they had a marriage.
Her conference room meetings with Matt and Phil were not daily things, but they did happen several times a week and they were always satisfying. She still did occasionally "take care of" someone important to XYZ, but it was usually someone who was not just important, but 'extremely' important. She did have two really kinky experiences while taking care of those 'extremely important' persons. The first was when the president of one of XYZ's largest customers came to town with his wife and she and Phil double-dated with the man and his wife. She as the man's date and Phil as the wife's date. It was the first time she had had sex while in the same room with another couple having sex. The man was pounding hard into her pussy when he yelled over to his wife:
"See this bitch? This is how a woman is supposed to fuck."
"Oh yeah?" the wife replied, "If you knew how to use your pathetic cock like this guy uses his I wouldn't have to fuck around on you so much."
The second one was when Jason came to town and asked for her. She met him at the restaurant and was surprised to find him sitting with Lois and another man. The man turned out to be Jason's son and she was to be his date. It was an interesting evening. Dinner and then the opera to see La Traviata followed by drinks and dancing followed by a limo ride to the hotel. Then a night spent in Jason's two bedroom penthouse suite being fucked almost senseless by Jason's energetic son who never seemed to lose his hard on while Jason and Lois carried on in the next bedroom. A day spent touring the Museum of Modern Art followed by a repeat of the previous evening and then she had gone home knowing that she had fucked both father and son.
+++++
She set her briefcase down on the desk and then sat down at her PC and checked her e-mail. Nothing important, mostly spam and she was busy deleting it when Howard came into the room. He stood in the doorway watching her and she could tell he had something to say, but was hesitant. He finally said:
"Got a minute?"
"Sure."
He sat down on the leather couch, took a deep breath and said:
"There is no easy way to say this so I'll just spit it out. I want a divorce."
He looked at her like he expected her to say something, but she remained quiet and just looked at him.
"I've met someone else."
Inside she was screaming, "Thank God!" but what she said was, "This is a little sudden. How long have you been seeing her?"
"About four months now."
She was silent for maybe half a minute and then she said, "How do you see it happening?"
"Funny, but I didn't expect you to take it so calmly."
"I'm not stupid Howard. I've known you haven't been happy in this marriage for years. I know what it would take to make you happy, but I haven't changed my position on the subject. So again, how do you see it happening?"
"I guess that depends on you."
"How so?"
"I would like to go Irreconcilable Differences, but I have just admitted to adultery so I guess it depends on how you want it to go."
"Are you sure about this Howard?"
"Yes I am. She and I both want kids and neither one of us is getting any younger so we need to get started now."
She was quiet as she thought about it and then she said:
"Okay, Irreconcilable Differences it is, but you pay all the court costs. I won't bother getting an attorney since I don't intend to fight it as long as you don't get difficult about some things."
"Like what?"
You get everything in savings and in exchange I keep the equity in the house. We cash in the certificates of deposit and use the money to pay off all our debts and then we split what's left fifty/fifty. If that is acceptable to you go find an attorney and get it done."
"What about the rest of our stuff?"
"Take what you want Howard. Don't take anything out of this room. I keep my car, the washer and dryer, one TV and one VCR. I don't care what you do with the rest."
"I don't want anything out of the house, but I do want the boat and trailer."
"So take them. When was the last time I was in the boat anyway?"
"I'm sorry Elaine."
"Don't be Howard. It wasn't working for us. It needed to end."
"I'll sleep in the guest room until I can move out. I'll see an attorney tomorrow."
He got up from the couch and said, "Goodnight Elaine" and headed out the door and she doubted that he even heard her say "Goodnight Howard."
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It had been a good day by her standards. She'd had fun flashing her boobs to men in semi trucks as she gave Steve his blow job on the way to work. The day at school hadn't been bad either. For the first time in a while she had let her skirt ride up giving her front row boys a glimpse of her black lace panties and she had been rewarded with tents and bulges. On the way home, as she was polishing Hank's knob, a jacked up 3/4 ton pick-up kept pace with them while the driver begged Hank to pull over and let him have a shot.
"Should I do it Miss Dis? Should I pull over and let him have a taste?"
"Don't you dare" she had snarled, "I have to get home and pick my kids up from the baby sitters."
She went back to sucking on Hank's cock, but she did wonder how much of a kick she could have gotten sucking off the guy on the shoulder of the highway as cars whizzed by.
+++++
When she picked the kids up at Sarah's Chris had answered the door and he had asked her what time she wanted him and Bobby to come over and she told him nine.
The kids were in bed and she had just spent half an hour on the phone with Rick. She missed him and she wished he was home and not in Seattle. Of course if he were home she wouldn't be able to play with Chris and Bobby, but so what? She would rather have Rick in her bed than Chris and Bobby any day. Chris and Bobby were just a wicked sexual interlude, just like the guys in the car pool.
She gloried in the wicked, erotic, exciting and extremely enjoyable sex, but if she had to choose between it and snuggling up and cuddling with Rick, her husband would win hands down. Fortunately she didn't have to choose. As long as she was careful she could have both.
When the door bell rang she went to the door and let Chris and Bobby in. As soon as the door closed behind them she dropped the bathrobe she was wearing to the floor and let the boys see her in her high heels, garter belt and nylons.
"Your mother told me that you wanted to re-enact what you saw me doing in my kitchen on the day we moved in. Is that right?"
"Oh yeah" Chris said.
"Okay boys, follow me" and she headed for the kitchen. She turned and saw the boys standing still and she said, "Come on boys, time is wasting."
"But the bedroom is over there" said Bobby as he pointed toward it.
"Maybe so, but you wanted to do what you saw when you took the pictures and that means we do it on the kitchen floor."
The boys looked at each other, shrugged and then followed her into the kitchen. When they reached the kitchen she turned to the boys and said:
"Okay, who wants my pussy first?"
She saw the two exchange glances and then she said, "No, wait a second. We are re-enacting what happened and Billy was the oldest and he was the one who fucked me first so it gets to be Chris because he is the oldest. Get up on the counter Bobby."
Bobby climbed up on the counter and she unzipped his jeans and took out his hard cock. As she bent to take him in her mouth the same as she had taken Todd's cock in her mouth so many months ago she remembered what she said to Billy so to Chris she said:
"Oh yeah lover, come on and fuck mommy, fuck me hard."
Chris fucked her hard while she braced herself with her hands on the counter top. Her mouth was clamped on Bobby's cock as she bobbed her head up and down. Just like with Billy and Todd the one she was sucking came first and she swallowed Bobby's cum and kept on sucking on him. He was almost hard again when Chris pumped his load into her pussy and then Bobby and Chris swapped places. Bobby gripped her hips and plunged his cock into his brother's leavings and she said:
"Fuck me honey, fuck me. Push your cock deep in me and fuck me. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
Bobby pounded her until she felt him spill and then pulled her mouth off Chris and reached for the bottle of Joy liquid dish soap and handed it to Chris.
"You know what to do baby."
Chris soaped up his cock and after spending a minute or two on her butt hole with soapy fingers he eased his cock into her ass.
"Slow and easy baby, slow and easy. Don't go too fast and hurt mommy. Wait for mommy to let you know when to turn it loose."
Chris slowly worked his cock back and forth in her butt until she started pushing her ass back at him. She locked her lips tight around Bobby and was trying hard to get him to send his next load down her throat. Chris slammed his cock hard into her and she had a huge climax. Just like with Billy and Todd she stood there, leaning on the counter, body shaking, and then the two boys pulled her down onto the floor. Bobby lay down on his back and pulled her on top of him and his young cock lanced up into her cunt as Chris shoved his cock back into her asshole. Her body shook with another orgasm as she remembered the last time and she shouted out the same words that she had on that previous occasion:
"Oh fuck yeah!! Oh my God yes!! Fuck me you little animals, fuck me. I am your whore, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Chris came first and then Bobby and as Bobby splashed her insides she had her fourth or fifth orgasm. The three of them separated and stood up and she said:
"Okay, now we can go to the bedroom and its Bobby's turn in my ass."
As they were leaving Chris said, "Mom wants to know if you want to come over tomorrow night."
"Tell her no sweetie. My hubby might be home tomorrow night and if he is I have a feeling that he will keep me quite busy."
"See you Saturday then?"
"Oh come on sweetie. Aren't you boys getting tired of an old bag like me?"
"Hell no!"
"Okay, Saturday morning it is."
When the boys were gone she remembered something that she had forgotten to do earlier. She went to her purse, got out her cell phone and opened her phone list and got Ralph's number and called it. When he answered she told him that she wouldn't be car pooling the next day.
"I'll have to drive the Suburban because I have to pick up my husband at the airport."
"Damn it Miss Dis! Tomorrow is supposed to be my turn."
"You'll get over it Ralph. You have gotten more head in the last month than in the previous two years. Going without might make you appreciate it a little more."
+++++
The day seemed to drag as she waited for the end of classes. It was always that way when Rick was due home from a trip. She was anxious to see him, to hold him and to make mad passionate love to him. She kept looking at her cell phone for the text message that would tell her what time his flight would be in.
The phone vibrated in the middle of her fourth hour and a quick look dashed her hopes for being in Rick's arms that night.
"Won't mk flt."
Shit!!! She had been so looking forward to his coming home. Damn it! Just thinking about what she had planned on doing to him had her horny. It looked like one of her fake cocks was going to get one hell of a work out when she got to bed that night. And then she remembered being invited to join Sarah and her boys once Charlie left for bowling. She remembered being on the bed next to Sarah as Sarah's two sons took turns fucking her and Sarah. Her pussy got wet at the thought. She would have to stay home until Rick called and she hoped he would call early enough that she would be able to go over to Sarah's for some fun before it was time for Charlie to come home.
By the end of her last class she was horny enough to consider driving to the mall and being there when Hank, Steve, Ralph and Harry got there so she could have some fun before going home to await Rick's phone call. She almost did it, but at the last minute she decided that she didn't want to give Chris and Bobby pussy that was sloppy because four men had just finished using it.
She pulled into her drive just as Charlie was backing out of his and she waved to him. He waved back as he continued on his way to the bowling alley completely unaware that his two sons were getting ready to fuck his wife. She wondered how many minutes it would be before one of Sarah's sons mounted her once Kathleen had taken her kids on home. Kathleen bet herself hat she wouldn't even have her kids in the front door of her house before one or both of Sarah's sons were in the saddle.
She rang the doorbell and Sarah answered it. Sarah stepped aside and let her in and said:
"They are ready to go honey. You going to come over after you put them to bed?"
"I'd love to, but I have to wait for Rick's phone call before I can."
"How about we come over to your place? Nothing says we have to do it here. You run on home and take care of your kids. Just give us a call as soon as you have put them to bed and we will be right over."
She fed the kids, gave them their baths and then played with them until it was time for them to go to bed. She read to them until they became drowsy and then she gave them a half hour to fall asleep before calling Sarah. Ten minutes later she had Bobby's cock in her mouth and was watching Chris slide his hard cock into his mother's ass.
She sucked Bobby's cock for a while and then she got on her back and spread her legs. The teenager wasted no time moving between her legs and pushing his cock into her. She clamped her legs around him and moaned as his hard young cock drove as deep as it could into her hot pussy.
Meanwhile Chris had pushed a load into his mother's ass and had gone into the bathroom to wash his cock. When he came back he knelt by Kathleen's head and let his limp cock dangle in front of her face. As she opened her mouth and let him push his cock in the open hole she wondered what it was about young boys that was such a turn on.
Bobby was pounding into her trying to get his nuts off and she was rushing toward an orgasm when the phone rang. "Oh Christ!" she cried, "Not now, not now, I'm almost there."
"Not to worry honey" Sarah said, "I'll handle it. You just go right along with what you are doing. Get her off Bobby, make her cum."
She picked up the bedside phone. "Hello?"
"Oh hi there handsome. Calling me for a date?"
"No silly, you didn't dial my number by mistake. I'm at your house visiting with your wife. She gets lonely when you aren't here" she said as she watched her son trying to get Rick's wife off.
"No sweetie, you are stuck talking to me for a bit. Your lovely bride is occupied right now" she said as she watched Kathleen grab a pillow and put it over her mouth as her orgasm washed over her and she screamed.
"She's in the bathroom sweetie; she should be out in a minute."
She watched as Bobby pulled his cock out of Kathleen and as Chris moved down to take his place. Kathleen pushed Chris away and moved across the bed to take the phone. Chris was not to be denied however and even as Kathleen took the phone and said. "Hi baby, miss me?" Chris was pulling her up on her knees. She bit her lip to keep from moaning as Chris pushed his cock into her.
"I miss you too baby. What time is your flight tomorrow?"
Chris gripped her hips and fucked her with slow, easy strokes so Rick wouldn't hear anything that might make him think that his wife had a cock in her.
"What time should I pick you up at the airport?"
Bobby moved over and started sucking on her tits, going from one to the other, as she tried to concentrate on talking to her husband. Sarah moved so she could get Bobby's cock in her mouth and started licking and sucking on it.
"Are you sure" Kathleen asked, "I can get someone to cover my last two classes for me."
"Well okay. You will be home when I get here, right?"
"Why do you think silly? It has been almost a week. I'm climbing walls here" she said as she pushed her ass back at Chris.
Chris took that as a sign that she wanted him to fuck her harder. She didn't want to, but she needed to end the phone call so she could get the full benefit of the pounding she was getting from Chris.
"All right baby; hurry on home and plan on a hard weekend, okay?"
"I love you too baby, bye."
She hung up the phone and Chris drove really hard into her and she moaned:
"Oh God yes Chris, fuck me, fuck me hard."
By the Bobby's cock was hard again and he rolled over onto his back and waited as his mother swung over him and pushed herself down on his cock. Bobby reached up and played with Sarah's tits as she slid up and down on his dick.
The four of them were lying on their backs, staring up at the ceiling and trying to get their second wind when Sarah said:
"I want to watch the boys doing you like you were being done in the pictures they took of you."
Both boys sat up with expectant looks on their faces and she looked from one to the other and then she giggled and said:
"Who wants my ass?"
They both did so Sarah told the boys to pick a number between one and twenty. Chris was the closest to the number so Bobby fell back on the bed and Kathleen lowered herself down on his cock and then bent forward so Chris could get a straight shot at her butt hole. The three of them fucked hard until Chris came and then Bobby pulled out of her pussy and moved behind her to take her ass and Sarah sat there and cheered her sons on. When Bobby came Sarah told the boys that it was time to get on home.
"Tomorrow is a school day and I know that both of you have homework so let's get on home and get to it."
After Sarah and the boys had gone she showered and as she washed her pussy she was already looking forward to Saturday morning when the two young studs would be fucking her again.
+++++
She didn't have to pick Rick up at the airport so she headed for the mall in the morning. Her fellow car-poolers were glad to see her and she watched them watch her walk toward them. She wondered what she was going to do for illicit cock when school let out for the summer. She walked up to them and said:
"Miss me? Whose turn is it?"
"Mine" said Ralph and she had his cock in her mouth before they were even out of the parking lot.
She had a good day at school and her front row boys were treated to some very nice "up-skirt" shots and she was rewarded with some very nice looking tents. She wished she could have them all join her in her classroom during her free period so she could submit to all of them, but alas, that was just wishful thinking.
It was Harry's turn on the way home and as she was deep-throating him Hank said:
"Got a new member for your fan club sweetie and I think he wants some."
She looked up and saw a semi cruising alongside and the guy looking down at her was holding up a hand-written sign with a phone number printed on it. She laughed and got out her cell phone and called the number.
"Like what you see?" she asked when the call was answered.
"I don't know? What's in it for me?"
"That big huh? And this poor little girl is supposed to believe that?"
"You will?"
"I don't know; I've never done it in a sleeper cab."
"Maybe, but not today. Are you local?"
"I'll think about it. I've got your number."
"Oh really?"
"Okay, I'll give you a call sometime next week"
She disconnected and put her phone backing in her purse. Harry asked what that was all about and she giggled and said:
"Silly question. They want to fuck me. Asked me if I have ever done it in a truck's sleeper cab."
"Have you?"
"No, but I might change that next week."
"You haven't fucked any of us all week, but you'll do a stranger?"
"A couple of strangers. He has a co-driver and he says that they are both well endowed."
"What does he mean by "well endowed?"
"He said that they were both nine plus."
"You going to become a size queen on us?"
"Never know. This little girl has never had anything that big."
"You really going to call them?"
"The only reason I didn't tell them to pull over now and have you drop me off is that my hubby will be home when I get there and I do not give my hubby sloppy pussy."
Hank laughed and said, "He wouldn't even notice sloppy pussy sweetie; after a couple of horse cocks that big he wouldn't even be able to feel the sides when he slipped it into you. And that might just make him curious."
"Well yes, there is that."
Just then her cell phone chimed and she saw that it was a text message from Rick. "Mssd flt will call."
"Shit!" she exclaimed.
"What's the matter?"
"Change in plans."
She punched in the number the trucker had shown her and when her call was answered she said:
"You still want a taste?"
"Okay then. Get ahead of us and pull over on the shoulder." To Hank she said, "Pull up behind them and wait until I talk to them, okay?"
"You really going to fuck them?"
"I guess it will depend."
"On what?"
"On if they will take me to my car at the mall when we are done."
"I don't think that this is a good idea Kathleen. What if they get you in the truck and then just keep on going to where they were headed?"
"That's why you will write down the plate number, unit number and the name of the company. If they try anything like that I'll tell them I'm supposed to call you at seven and if you don't hear from me you are going to call the cops and report me kidnapped."
"I still don't think it is a good idea."
"But it might be my only chance at seeing a nine inch cock so I have to try."
"But what about me" Harry asked, "You just going to leave me hang?"
"I'll make it up to you baby. Hank will have the van Monday and I'll take extra good care of you."
Hank pulled up behind the semi and she got out of the car and walked up to the passenger side of the truck. A stocky, rugged looking guy stepped down from the cab and as his feet touched the ground he said:
"I don't believe it. I thought for sure you were playing a game and that you would just breeze on by and laugh at us sitting on the side of the road. I told Morrie that you were pulling our leg."
"Were you pulling mine about having nine inches?"
"Well, kind of. It is really closer to nine and a half and Morrie's is probably ten."
"Okay then, here is the deal. One can do me in the sleeper while the other drives the rig to the Pine Valley Mall. When we get there the second man gets his turn."
The man hollered out, "Whatcha think Morrie? We got time to do that?"
"Oh come on Roy, you know damned well for something as prime as that we will make time."
She nodded and then stepped away from the side of the truck until she could see the guys in the car and she waved good-bye to them. Hank pulled out into traffic and drove off. She stepped back over to the side of the truck and said, "Help me up."
Roy helped her up into the cab and she got her first look at the driver. He wasn't what she would call ugly, but he wasn't all that appealing either. He was bald, heavyset and looked to be about fifty. Oh well, it was too late to back out; Hank and the others were long gone.
There was a large hump that separated the driver's seat from the passenger seat and she was told to climb up on it. She did and then Roy climbed up in the cab and pulled the door closed. There was a leather curtain just behind the seats that ran the full width of the cab and Roy pointed at a zipper and told her to pull it down and then climb into the sleeper. As she pulled the zipper down Morrie put the truck into gear and pulled the big rig back out into traffic.
Once the zipper was down Roy reached past her and turned on a light. There was a mattress with a couple of blankets on it and two pillows. At the end opposite where the pillows were placed there was a shelf with a small TV/VCR combination on it and underneath the shelf there was a clothes pole with a couple of shirts hanging on it. She crawled in and Roy followed. Roy didn't say anything, he just started undressing. She wasn't going to get undressed, but she did pull her skirt up to her waist and take her panties off.
As Roy took off his pants she caught her breath - he hadn't lied! His cock was huge. Soft and just hanging there he was as big as any other cock she'd ever had and as she stared at it it started to grow and as it swelled she had doubts that she would even be able to take it. As if reading her mind Roy said:



"Don't you worry none honey, you will be able to handle it. Come on over here and get it wet."
"I've never seen one that big before."
Roy took her hand and placed it on his cock and she tried to close her fingers around it and couldn't. She slowly stroked it and it caused a drop of pre-cum to seep out of the pee hole.
"I can't do this" she said, "It's too big; it's way too big for me."
"Yes you can honey, not one woman who has ever tried has failed. Just relax and I'll go slow and together we will get it done."
She stuck out her tongue and licked the large head and using the tip of her tongue to scoop up the drop of pre-cum. She opened her mouth wide and took in the first two inches of the monstrous thing and she could go no farther. She brought up her other hand and using both hands she gripped the shaft and started to stroke him. She pulled off of him and said:
"I'm sorry, I can't do this. It just won't fit."
"Okay honey, just lie down and spread your legs."
He reached down to the foot of the mattress and lifted the blanket to display a small shaving kit. He opened it and took out a tube of KY Jelly and spent the next minute or so working on her pussy with fingers coated with the jelly. He applied some to his cock and then he moved over her and smiled.
"We will take it nice and easy honey. You are going to love it once we get going."
He pushed the head of his cock at her opening and she panicked. "You're too big. You'll tear me open."
"It will be all right honey; I promise I won't hurt you. This isn't the first time I've done this."
He pressed the head of his cock against her pussy lips and gently pushed forward. She felt like a tree trunk was being pushed inside her. He entered her and began pushing her open and she winced. The head was in her and she decided that she had gotten that far and she was going to go the rest of the way. She tried her best to relax her vaginal muscles and he felt it and pushed just a little more of himself in stretching her even farther. Slowly, inch by inch by inch he eased himself into her and when he had half of his cock inside her he began to slowly and gently fuck her.
She was lying there, gritting her teeth when she suddenly became aware that the pain was disappearing and being replaced by immense pleasure. She planted her feet on the mattress and lightly pushed back up at him. Another inch of his cock sank into her and she pushed a little more and took a little more. She felt the heat building in her center and her nails dug into Roy's back as she gave herself over to the orgasm. He pushed a little harder and another one or two inches entered her which pushed her toward another climax. She was like a rag doll shaking to pieces on the end of a stick in a wind-storm. Flying down the Interstate at seventy miles an hour while having orgasm after orgasm and all of it caused by nothing more than size.
She was still recovering from that mind-numbing orgasm when Morrie steered the truck into the Sear's parking lot. She directed him to the section where she was parked and when he pulled up and parked next to her Suburban she noticed that the guys were already gone.
Roy climbed out of the sleeper and Morrie crawled in back with her and started taking off his pants. Her eyes opened wide in amazement at the size of his cock. She knew without a doubt that she would never have been able to take him had Roy not opened her up with his huge log. Morrie wasn't interested in a little head before fucking, which she was thankful for since she didn't think she could get him in her mouth.
Morrie lay down on his back with his huge pole sticking straight up and he said:
"Climb on honey, you drive. See how much of it you can take."
She got up and moved over him and took hold of his dick. It throbbed in her hand and even though Roy had opened her up she was still a little afraid and uncertain. She placed the head of his cock against her opening and pushed herself gently down. His stiff spear penetrated and she gasped at the feeling. She stopped for a couple of seconds to allow herself to get used to his size and then she slowly rocked back and forth and took a little of him in at a time.
She had a good bit of him in her and while she didn't think she was going to be able to get all of him in she was going to get as much in her as she could. It felt like it was going to go all the way up through her and end up in her throat. She began to moan as she raised and lowered herself. There was some minor pain, but it was rapidly fading and being replaced by extreme pleasure. She felt an orgasm rushing toward her and she pushed down and took another inch of Morrie's cock. Between Morrie and Roy she had never felt so full. Slowly another inch disappeared into her and a second orgasm hit her and made her body shake.
Morrie was pushing up at her as she was pushing down and she felt the head of his cock brush her cervix. "Oh Jesus" she moaned, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes" as a third orgasm washed over her. Morrie wrapped his arms around her and rolled her over onto her back. He began thrusting into her as she cried:
"Fuck me, fuck me, don't stop fucking me, oh please God don't stop."
Morrie fucked her, but she knew that as experienced as he was he knew that he could not pound her as hard as she might have liked. Maybe after a half dozen times to really get her open and used to him he could but she knew that he knew that a really hard fucking on her first time would probably hurt her.
"Here it comes honey" he said just as he gave he a fourth orgasm and she felt his hot juices flood her pussy. As he pulled his cock out of her she knew that she was going to do this again and soon, but no need to tell them that and let them get possessive. As she got ready to get down from the cab Morrie said, "Any chance we can do this again?"
"Maybe. I've got your number and you might hear from me.
+++++
The kids were in bed and she had talked to Rick. At the last minute there had been some problems and by the time he had gotten them ironed out he had missed his flight. The next flight out that he could get on wouldn't get him home until three in the afternoon on Saturday.
She tried to watch some TV, but couldn't really get into anything that was on. She was still horny. Even after being done by those two huge cocks she still wanted more. She had called Sarah to see if Chris and Bobby were available only to be told that they had gone somewhere with Charlie. She wanted to scream in frustration. She had so looked forward to spending the night in Rick's arms.
She finally turned of the TV and went to her bedroom and got her vibrator out of its shoe box hiding place and started using it on herself. She had her eyes closed and was imagining that it was Rick making love to her - not fucking her like everyone else did -but making love to her. She was starting to feel the little tingle that told her an orgasm was building when the phone rang. She hoped it was Sarah calling to say the boys were back and did she still want them to come over. She picked up the phone and said:
"Hello?"
"Hello yourself slut" said the voice of The Watcher, "Thinking of me?"
"Of course not."
"Oh look, now you have gone and hurt my feelings. I was sure that by now you would be aching for me to fuck you."
"Okay."
"Okay?"
"That's what I said. You know where I live so get over here and let's do it."
"Oh my, what a sudden turn around."
"You keep telling me that it is inevitable. You keep telling me that it will happen whether I want it or not so get over here and let's get it done."
"Sorry, but I'm busy with something else tonight. I just called to let you know that I haven't forgotten you."
"Yeah? Let me see if I have this straight. You call me at least once a week telling me that you are going to fuck my brains out. So here I am, naked on my bed, legs spread and working on myself with a fake cock. I'm hot, I'm horny and I'm willing and I say "Come on over and let's do it" but you say "Sorry, I'm busy?" Let me tell you what I think. I think you are a dickless pervert who gets his jollies calling women and talking trash to them. You are probably forty years old and still living with your mother. You are probably a virgin and you are probably playing with your teeny, tiny wee wee right now."
She disconnected, put the phone down and resigned herself to the fact that she wasn't going to get laid until she got together with Chris and Bobby in the morning.
To be continued...
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From: Just Plain Bob
To: Christina
Sent: Monday, August 28, 2006 7:41 PM
Subject: You
Not working today and the weather is great outside so even though the wife is at work I won't be able to spend as much time on the computer as I would like - too much yard work I'm behind on.
There has to be a BASW_you_4. In BASW_you_2 you gave an indirect promise to your fans that you would be back. I refer to your telling Steve that you only get wild and crazy at Christmas time and that if he were around for next Christmas......?
I've already started the re-write on BASW_you_3. Hope to have it done and to you for review sometime this week.
I've taken your advice and done two endings for "The Runaways." I can think of a half a dozen more but don't want to take the effort.
The weeds are calling, talk to you later.
Love,
Bob
From: Christina
To: Just Plain Bob
Sent: Tuesday, August 29, 2006 11:00 AM
Subject: If the CSA won?
Before I forget...
When you discussed your guest speaker schedule you mentioned that part of your presentation was that we would have been better off if the South had won. As an ex-History major I'm curious - what do you envision as the general outcome of a CSA win? Don't worry; I'm not giving you a homework assignment! Just a few sentences will do to give me something to think about.
Oh, and by the way, if I were in your class I'd sit up front in a mini and NO PANTIES! And I'd make sure you could see my hard nipples through my top. That wouldn't distract you, Professor, would it? Hey, I'm always willing to earn a little extra credit.
P. S. - Steve no longer works at my company.
Yours,
Chris
To: Christina
August 30, 2006
Long day at work. For a change nothing broke down, but the paper shipment did not arrive at 6 AM like it was supposed to. No paper and the press stands idle. Then comes the mad rush to play catch up when the paper does arrive.
I maintain that the Civil War was not fought over slavery, but for preserving the Union on the Northern side and in defense of States Rights on the Southern side. With McCormick's reapers and other mechanical farming inventions coming on the scene slavery would not have been economically viable much later than the early 1870's. When I state that we would be better off if the South had won I'm talking from a States Rights perspective. Take a look at the Federal Governments involvement in every aspect of your daily life and tell me that I'm wrong. I don't deny that the government does have a legitimate role to play, but NOT to the extent we see today.
No one could possibly predict what today would be like had the South won, but it very well could still be the United States of America only with a different set of political realities.
What has that got to do with fucking? Getting any lately? (I know, I'm bad, sorry).
Bob
From: Chris
August 31, 2006
I get what you are saying about States Rights....but what that means is that Virginia and South Carolina would still be fighting over who is the first among equals.
And, you're right...it has absolutely NOTHING to do with fucking! Forgive me for getting us off topic.
I've been reading your interracial stories. Interesting. I dated a couple of black guys in college. More important than cock size (and one of them WAS larger than normal) was all the baggage they brought with them - it was like they could never figure out who they were, or what they wanted to be. When they got with their friends they were totally different than the guy I thought I was dating. They adopted another persona. Then they would change again if they were the only Black in the crowd - another persona. It took all the fun out of going out with them because you never knew who you were with. Just another college guy? A militant? A homie? A rapper? A gangsta? Also - from personal experience - Black coeds did NOT like Black guys dating white girls and they made their feelings very obvious.
What has that got to do with anything? Well...there's this Black guy who works in our building on a different floor and he has been hitting on me. He is kind of cute - if you like bald heads.
Yours, Chris
From: Chris
September 2, 2006
Last night was First Friday and six of us girls went to the grand opening of a club. I do so love how an unattached female attracts attention. I bought my first drink, but that was the only one I bought. I spent three hours in the place and I don't believe thirty minutes was spent sitting at our table. I was kept out on the dance floor. By nine all the other girls had gone home and I was sitting in a booth with two very hunky guys and they had their hands all over me. When they asked me to go with them "to get some fresh air" I got up and willing went out to the parking lot with them. We were in the back seat, my blouse was unbuttoned and my panties were hanging from my left ankle when a police car pulled into the lot and started shining their spotlight on the parked cars. That cooled things off in a hurry so the three of us went back into the lounge. The boys tried to get me back outside when the cops were gone, but the mood had been ruined for me. When I got home and told hubby the story he wasn't very happy with me. He thinks I should have gone back out with them.
After our little man's bath hubby and I are planning a quiet night in -- reading our books and listening to the rain. (and if he behaves maybe I'll tell him some stories from my past).
The cute bald headed Black guy? Hubby and I have had hundreds of conversations over the years along the lines of "What if?" What would you do? What would you want me to do? How far would you go? How far would you like me to go? Etc. So what does it all mean? I don't know.
Yours, Chris
From: JPB
September 3, 2006
Did you review my re-write of BASW_you_3? I'm thinking of grouping all of the stories and calling them The Christina Chronicles. Or how about The Continuing Adventures of My Favorite Slut Wife? You are, you know.
Yours (God, don't I ever wish)
Bob
From: Chris
September 6, 2006
Yes, I reviewed BASW_C3 and I don't see anything that needs to change. After reading it I think I've been more than a little bit boring lately and I am falling below the bar I set for myself over the last two years. Hubby is in complete agreement and I guess you are too.
That's it! I'm just going to have to go out and slut myself to keep my favorite two men happy. Now, let me see what this mind of mine can come up with.
I vote for "The Continuing Saga of My Favorite Slut Wife." I do like that title for myself - now I just have to go out and earn it.
Love, Chris
From: JPB
September 8, 2006
Don't forget that for the next two weeks my contact will be sporadic as I will be standing in a classroom spouting politically incorrect things to impressionable young minds (I wonder what their faces would look like if in the middle of my spiel I started reading them BASW_you_1).
Love, Bob
From: Chris
September 10, 2006
I will miss you as you are checking out all those loose, sexy coeds! Do I see a JPB tale set on campus in the near future?
While you are flirting with the young skirts my week will be the same-old, same-old...you know...sign on, read email. Coffee break. Get called to the executive conference room, lift my skirt, drop my panties, bend over the table and get taken by the executives, one after another. Salad for lunch. Keep the contractors happy with blow jobs at their desks. Spank the bad employees. Heavy traffic on the ride home. Just another day in the salt mines of corporate America.
Gee, where did that come from??? Just feeling in a funny mood. Hope to hear from you soon, but if I don't, I understand.
Love, Chris
From: JPB
September 10, 2006
OH God, it just hit me! You have given me another story. Wife comes home from work, hubby says, "How did your day go?" and wife says just what you said, "Oh, my day was the same old..." only THAT IS JUST WHAT HER DAY WAS LIKE and hubby just chuckles and says, "Yes dear, nice to know you still have a sense of humor after a long hard day." I can see the possibilities now. We make a hell of a team Love. So far you have given me three Christina's, The Early Years, Pillow Talk and now this. I'm all aflutter.
Bob
From: Chris
September 11, 2006
Wow! Very cool! Can't wait to read it. Oh, and don't forget (for hubby's sake) Bachelor Party Pub Crawl.
P.S. - You being "all aflutter" sounds like something I'd like to see.
Love, C
From: JPB
September 16, 2006
I have returned from Politically Correct Land and not a moment too soon. I despair at the sad state of education in this country. I know that the victors write the histories, but even so they do include some truth about the other side. You would never know it to talk with students taking college level history classes. One freshman even thought that Jefferson Davis was on the Union side in what my great-great-grandfather called The Late Unpleasantness. Jesus wept!!! Thirty-one students in the class and twenty-six believed that the sole purpose of the Civil War was to free the slaves. This even after I read to them Lincoln's own words where he said he would see the blacks remain in chains if it would preserve the Union. I've got to stop doing this. It drives me crazy.
While I was gone did you happen to get laid? By someone other than your hubby I mean?
Bob
From: Chris
September 16, 2006
I was hoping to have something hot and steamy to report to you and dearest hubby. I went out with two girls from the office (no, not Karen) for dinner and a little clubbing after work on Friday night. Unfortunately for my two favorite men, all the men I met were absolute gentlemen! What's up with that??? However, I did get business cards with invitations to call for "lunch, dinner, or whatever..." from two nice guys (one is married and said so right up front). They were both older and I thought that might be a nice change from my last couple of adventures, but they both had to leave! Bummer! Was there a good football game on TV or something?
Maybe next weekend???
I am NOT surprised by what you found in the classroom. What can you expect from "U.S. History" by Homer Simpson?
Here I am, wearing only a T-shirt nightie, hubby is over at the neighbor's watching football, and there you are. Nothing for it but to turn out the light and go to bed.
Love, C
From: JPB
September 17, 2006
You are an evil woman to treat me like that. Tell me that hubby is gone, all you have on is a T-shirt. You know I'm eating my heart out not being able to take advantage of the situation. The least you could do for me is to throw something on and go out and pick up a stud, get laid and then tell about it.
Bob
From: Chris
September 17, 2006
All I can do is write and tell you what is happening, or, as is the case lately, what isn't happening. I'll try to be sluttier! I promise! Even hubby came home last night, with a few too many beers under his belt, and mentioned something about marrying a Girl Scout! I made him pay dearly for my cookies!
From: JPB
September 22, 2006
You win! I let you talk me into an alternate ending to The Runaways and so far the feedback is running 80/20 in favor of the second ending.
Bob
From: Chris
September 24, 2006
See? Eight out of ten of us like a happy ending.
I had a fun night last night (sorry - no illicit sex - at least not yet). I went to a bar with two neighbors. One of them, her brother was playing in the band. The crowd (and it was a crowd) was WAY young, but we did get hit on a bunch and didn't have to pay for a drink all night. I had a chance to take a trip to the parking lot with a real cutie (even if I was twice as old as he was), but I WAS WITH NEIGHBORS and you know how I feel about messing around close to home.
The band invited us to go with them next Saturday night. They are playing at a wedding reception at a resort hotel and they said if we dress up nice we can crash it. I love wedding receptions - I can get so naughty at them. Cross your fingers sweetie, the dry spell might be over.
Yours, C
From: Chris
September 27, 2006
Wedding crashers - NOT! Jan - my neighbor whose brother is in the band - called last night to say she couldn't go this weekend. She said that something else popped up, but admitted that her husband didn't like the idea, which is a shame because my hubby LOVED the idea. In fact, hubby suggested that since the brother "Couldn't help but remember me" (isn't he a sweetie?) I could still go with him (the brother) getting me into the reception. I would really be flying solo so I have to think about it.
Love, C
From: JPB
September 28, 2006
I'm with Gary on this one (but then I am with him on all he wants you to do) and I do think flying solo is the way to go. I know how you feel about "close to home" and wouldn't having a neighbor lady being around cause you to be a little more circumspect? At best you would end up standing around waiting for her to do it first so she wouldn't be able to look at you in the coming weeks and go "tsk, tsk." Just don't do the brother in the band. If he has a big mouth sister could find out about you. I keep hearing from your public and the question of the day seems to be, "Is Christina doing anything lately?"
Love, Bob
From: Chris
September 29, 2006
It's a good thing you don't live close to us or Gary would come find you and punch you in the nose. The wedding reception is out and you have only yourself to blame. You are the one who reminded me about Jan's brother. You said make sure I didn't do him because he might have a big mouth AND YOU WERE RIGHT! But you overlooked the fact that he will STILL BE THERE and he can pass what he sees back to Jan. And here I had almost talked myself into going. Bad, bad, bad Bob.
Yours, C
From: Christina
To: JPB
Sent: Saturday, October 7, 2006
Subject: Hubby is happy!
Last night was First Friday and we now have some material for Becoming a Slut Wife_Me_4. I AM WELL FUCKED from a steamy encounter! The dry spell is over. Even I can't believe that something happened last night (and today!) but it did. I was completely surprised, but it was very sexy for me and hubby seemed pleased when I got home and told him what happened. Let me get my thoughts together and get back to you. I'll try to get the facts to you by tomorrow at the latest (but don't hold me to it - Gary can't keep his hands off me long enough for me to sit down and type).
Love you,
Chris
From: Christina
October 12, 2006
Finally wore Gary out enough to slow him down and I've been able to sit down at the computer. Here it is, do with it what you will.
Did I tell you that hubby is a very happy man?
The Rib Joint
The dirty part started when I was leaving the restaurant, just opening the door, when I heard from behind me:
"Wow! You sure looked like you enjoyed the ribs."
Wait. Let me go back to the beginning. You know about our First Fridays of the month and this one started out like most of the others. By Friday afternoon, nine of us (six women and three guys) agreed on our First Friday outing. It wasn't going to be anything special, just dinner at a rib joint two of our co-workers had recommended.
When I pulled into the parking lot I knew why they called rib joints "joints." It was just a dumpy bar-looking place at one end of a strip mall, but the smoke coming out of the back end of the building sure smelled good. Inside it was small and dark, with a small bar and maybe a dozen tables. The beer was cold and the waitress kept the pitchers coming. The nine of us were in a jolly mood by the time the food arrived and it was worth the wait. The ribs were fantastic.
After we ate we continued drinking, getting loud but not rowdy, but soon noticed that we were getting the eye from the waitress and the crowd at the door and at the bar. She wanted us out to free up our tables and it wasn't even 6:30 yet. The guys (all married) said they were going home. The four single women all said they were going home to get ready to go out later. Mary, the other married woman said:
"Hell Christina, Tim's got the kids, I'm going shopping! How about you?"
I said, "No thanks" and went to the restroom and then started to leave and that is when I heard the guy behind me saying that it looked like I enjoyed the ribs. Here is why he said that. You know how when you are out with a crowd drinking you forget that there are other people around? Well, as we were on our racks of ribs one of the single girls who was sitting across from two of the guys started goofing around. She was acting as if she had something other than a rib in her mouth if you know what I mean. The two guys were moaning and groaning and so the rest of us girls started doing "things" with our ribs until we had all three guys moaning, groaning and saying things like:
"At least use a condom."
We were all tipsy and laughing and just having fun - totally forgetting there was a bunch of other people in the restaurant. And, apparently, at least one of them was watching us.
I turned around and saw a nice looking guy, maybe a few years older than me. He had a great smile. He was dressed in khaki pants and a denim shirt that had the name of the hardware store that was located at the other end of the mall just above the pocket.
I smiled back and said, "I did enjoy the ribs. They are always fun to eat."
"You looked like you were having fun. I never saw anyone eat them the way you did."
"What can I say? I've had a lot of experience...at eating ribs I mean."
His eyebrows went up at that and his smile got bigger. We introduced ourselves. He was Dave. We stood on the parking lot for a few minutes, just talking, and finally he said:
"Well, it was nice meeting you. I don't want to hold you up. I guess you have to go and meet your friends at another bar."
I said, "No, we all split up. I'm not sure what I'm going to do."
Then he said, "It's awfully early to be calling it a night. You aren't going home are you?"
The choice was mine. I could have simply said, "Yes, I'm going home to my husband and baby boy" but I didn't. In fact, I didn't say anything. Dave filled the gap.
"A little later I'm heading to "Annie's." It's a nice bar and tonight they are having a good blues band. Do you like the blues?"
Did I? Of course I knew who B. B. King and Muddy Waters were, but did I like the blues? Maybe, maybe not, but I did like Dave's smile and his demeanor. "Sure Dave, I like the blues. Who doesn't? How do I get to Annie's from here? Can I follow you?"



"I don't have a car here. I live in those apartments across the highway. I walk to and from work."
He walked me to my car and I told him to hop in and I'd run him home. When we pulled up he said:
"I need to shower and change before going out. I won't be offended if you want to wait in the car and I'll hurry, but you are more than welcome to come up and I can offer you a drink or coffee or something."
I didn't think long on his offer. "I could probably use a cup of coffee."
We went up the elevator to his floor and then into his apartment and I was surprised. He had told me that he shared the apartment with another divorced guy and I expected a semi-dorm room ambiance, but the part I could see from the front door was neat, clean and well furnished.
I followed him into the bright kitchen and I sat and we talked while he made the coffee. He was a nice guy and I was glad I didn't go home. AND with all the encouragement I had been getting from Gary (and you) to have another 'little adventure' I was sure that Gary was not going to be upset that I didn't run straight home to him.
When the coffee machine beeped Dave made my coffee and asked me to excuse him while he showered and changed. I was sitting there drinking my coffee and listening to the noises in his bedroom. When I heard the shower start running I thought:
"What the hell! I already know how this night is going to end. No need to be shy."
I walked into his bedroom, stripped off my clothes and opened the bathroom door. He was surprised when I slid the shower door open and got in there with him, but he recovered quickly and started making nice comments about me in my birthday suit. I could tell by what his cock was doing that he meant all those nice things he was saying.
We embraced and kissed under the water flowing from the shower head. It was very sexy. He was hard against me and I knew I was wet and ready. I turned around and bent over, bracing myself against the back of the tub and waited. Dave moved behind me, pressed his hard cock between my legs and I reached back and positioned him. Then I moaned as he slowly and strongly pushed into me. I thought I was going to cum before he got all the way inside me, but I lasted until his third or fourth stroke.
He moaned in my ear, "Oh god Christina, I'm not going to last long."
"Make it as good for yourself as you can Dave, it was already great for me."
After we got that out of the way we soaped each other, giggling and being naughty with our hands. We rinsed, turned off the water and got out. While we were drying each other Dave began to respond and we barely made it onto the bed before we were fucking again. In the afterglow we decided that a cold beer would be a good thing. He offered to go, but I told him to start dressing and I jumped out of bed and hurried into the kitchen. I grabbed two beers out of the fridge and was heading back to the bedroom when the front door opened. I was bare-assed naked and saw no reason to flip out; the guy at the door had already seen all of me that there was to see.
"Hi. I'm Christina. Want a beer?"
He swallowed and said, Ah...sure. I'm Nick."
"Hi Nick. Here's your beer."
I handed him one, returned to the fridge and got another one and headed for Dave's bedroom. Nick was still standing there smiling and I smiled back. I walked into Dave's bedroom and handed him a beer and said, "Nicks home." He looked at me and raised his eyebrows and I smiled at him.
Dave managed to find a hair dryer and I managed to get back to semi-presentable with the make-up I had in my hand bag. Apparently I was in too much of a hurry to get undressed because my pantyhose were a total loss, but I didn't think Dave would mind. Nick took a quick shower and changed and then the three of us left for Annie's.
It was a large corner bar. Dave and Nick obviously knew a lot of the people there and we sat in a large booth with two other guys and a woman. The DJ eventually shut down and a young looking band got up on the stage and started playing. Either they were really bad or I guess I really didn't like the blues.
I was sitting on one side of the booth with Nick on my left and Dave on my right. Just after the second set started I felt a warm hand slowly moving up my leg. I turned and looked at Nick who just smiled at me so I smiled back. A minute or so later I felt Dave's hand on my right knee, but it didn't stay there long. I stopped his hand mid-thigh, leaned to his ear and whispered:
"If you keep going you are going to get a big surprise."
"I like surprises."
"All right then" I said and I let go of his hand and leaned back. When his hand discovered his roommate's fingers already in my pussy he chuckled.
"You are right; I am surprised. Ask Nick if he wants to leave after this set."
I was getting close to an orgasm and I was enjoying the anticipation of trying not to show it while sitting at a table with five other people. I gritted my teeth and told Dave:
"You don't have a choice. We *ARE* leaving after this set."
After my intense, but well concealed orgasm, we set a land speed record back to their apartment.
The first time was me kneeling, my mouth over Dave's cock, with Nick taking my pussy from the rear and the next two hours were variations on that. When we were in a short break I used Dave's phone to call my hubby and tell him he might not see me until some time the next day and not to worry. I promised I'd tell him everything when I got home, figuring that with his imagination he wouldn't get much sleep either.
I couldn't say that we slept much. It was more like napping between sex. The next morning I showered with Dave and then Nick and then we wound back in bed and had to do the shower thing all over again a few hours later. When I finally left Dave was out cold and Nick was drowsy and I couldn't get either of them hard no matter how much I tried. On the way across the parking lot I realized that my legs were pretty wobbly and I hoped that my dear hubby would allow me a little sleep before I gave him an account of my night and morning, but knowing Gary I held little hope of that.
I was right. When I got home he told me that our child was at his mother's and we had the house to ourselves. Oh well, what was a good wife to do?
+++++
That's it JPB, do with it what you will.
Love you
Chris
From: JPB
October 13, 2006
JPB isn't going to do a hell of a lot with your story. I'll play with it a little to make some things a little clearer, but no way I can improve on the story itself - you nailed it!
This will be a writing weekend and not a typing weekend because I'm going up to the mountains. Write some, read some, watch the deer at the salt lick and listen to the wind whistling through the pines. One of these days you are going to have to grab Guy #1, pack up Guy #2 and come out here and visit Guy #3 on top of his little part of the mountain. I'll even put on a shirt with the name of a hardware store on it and I have a ball cap that say Tru-Value Hardware on it and I'll fix ribs and I'll....Oh well, it was worth a try.
Love, Bob
From: Chris
October 13, 2006
Thanks for the kind words. I guess it is easier when you are actually there. It was fun and I'm glad I did it. They both gave me their phone numbers, cell and apartment.
Anyway, in case you are not reading this until Sunday or Monday I hope you had a wonderful weekend. I was thinking about you listening to the wind.
Love, Chris
From: JPB
October, 15, 2006
Back from a peaceful weekend on the top of my mountain. Got absolutely nothing done in the way of writing. Went up there with the best of intensions and planned on getting a lot done, but all I did was sit on the deck, read and watch the wildlife.
How was your weekend? Gary come down from the high that your First Friday gave him? You do know that I envy the hell out of him, right?
Love, Bob
From: Chris
October 16, 2006
Hey...that's what weekends are for...doing nothing. Of course it must be a lot easier without a pre-schooler in the house.
Yes, hubby and I had a very nice weekend and thank you for asking. Did I tell you that both of them gave me their phone numbers? They wanted mine, but I refused. Hubby wants to know if I liked either of them enough to call them up. I said, "Hell, I liked them both." He said that would be fine with him. He is totally immoral!!!
A neighbor invited us to an "Adults only" Halloween party on the 28th, but was quick to say that it didn't mean naughty costumes, it just meant get a babysitter for the rugrats.
Love you, Chris
To be continued?



            Vivian Comes Out of the Closet

            She cheated and he decided to catch her.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/vivian-comes-out-of-the-closet

Title: Vivian Comes Out of the Closet

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: She cheated and he decided to catch her.

Tags: party whore, cheating wife




There is absolutely nothing in the world that can compare to the feeling you get when you start out your day by finding out that your wife is a party whore.
Like most men I found out strictly by accident. There is a restaurant right across the street from my office and it has been my habit to stop there every morning on my way to work and have coffee and toast while I read the morning paper. The restaurant was laid out with high-backed booths along the wall just inside the door and along the back wall and then tables and chairs filling the area off the ell. I came in the front door and grabbed the first open booth along the wall. Stella brought me coffee and said, "The usual?" I nodded my head and opened the paper to the business section. I could hear the people in the next booth talking and I recognized the voices of Stan and Mike, two guys I work with. I debated joining them and then decided not to. I didn't know how long they had been there and they might have just been getting to leave.
They were talking about the weekend NFL games and as I read my paper their voices would sometimes intrude on my concentration. Then there was a change in the tone of the conversation and I heard, "So, did you get any of Vivian's pussy at the party Saturday?"
"Yeah, but I wish that I could get there first for a change. She's good pussy and a great fuck, but sloppy thirds and fourths get old after a while."
"Hey, don't feel bad. The last time Lance went out of town and she came to the party alone I was the ninth in line. She was still good, but awful loose."
It suddenly dawned on me that it was my wife they were talking about. I had been at the same party on Saturday and I know I was the only Lance there and I was certainly the only Lance that had a wife named Vivian. As if to confirm things for me Mike said, "Do you think Lance knows?"
"No. He goes off and plays poker and shoots pool and leaves Vivian to walk around and socialize, and drink of course, thank God for that."
For me that was the most telling part - I did play poker that night and Viv always got a snootfull.
"One of these days Lance is going to wake up to the fact that all anybody needs to do to fuck Vivian is to get enough booze into her."
"Pray that it doesn't happen anytime soon. I kind of like having available pussy on the weekends."
"Yeah, it's too bad we can't find a way to have more parties during the week."
"You don't need a party during the week. All you need if for Lance to go on one of his business trips."
"What do you mean?"
"The last time he went on a trip I stopped by his house and told Vivian I wanted to ask her advise on a problem I was having with my girlfriend. Then I acted nervous and said that maybe my being there with Lance gone might give the neighbors the wrong ides and I suggested that we go to a lounge where we could talk without causing talk and she agreed. At the lounge I poured the booze in her and when I brought her home I stayed and fucked her all night long. I can't get over the way she always thinks that it is Lance fucking her."
"Think it's only an act?"
"Hell no. No one can drink as much as she does and still be able to put on an act."
"No, I don't suppose so. Hey, look at the time. We need to get going."
I was holding my paper up in front of my face as they left their booth and headed for the door. When they were gone I put the paper down. Suddenly I had no interest in anything that it contained.
I didn't want to believe it, but Viv and I were the only Lance and Vivian at that party and I remember Viv's being very wet when I wanted to make love when we got home. I also remembered something she said the next morning, "You were great last night sweetie. I don't think I have ever been more satisfied." I didn't think anything of it at the time; I wrote it off as a wife stroking her husband's ego. What else could it have been since I fucked her for about five minutes, came and then fell asleep. The only way she could have been "more satisfied" after my sorry performance that night would have been for her to have been fucked just like Mike and Stan said she had been.
I thought back to other parties that we had been to and the times I had made love to her when we got home and it occurred to me that she had been really wet almost every time. I tried to remember the times that I hadn't left her alone to go off and play cards or shoot pool and I couldn't remember her being wet after any of them. But thinking, wondering and knowing are not the same animal and I had to know for certain and the only way that was going to happen was for me to set Vivian up.
There were problems with setting Viv up to see if the tale was true. First, the only proof I could accept would be to see it with my own eyes. The question there was two-fold: Could I handle seeing her with another man (or men) and what would I do if it was true. That prompted a third question - did I really want to know? As far as I could tell from looking at other marriages Viv was pretty much top of the line as far as wives went. Did I really want to jeopardize what we had over something that had apparently been going on for some time and that hadn't hurt me at all? Next would be getting her to a party and using a plausible excuse for why I couldn't be there with her and the party also had to be some place where I could observe without being observed. It was a lot to think about and I probably would have spent months thinking about it had not fate taken a hand.
Ralph Miller, one of the guys I worked with, and his wife Angie were going to celebrate their twenty-fifth anniversary with a party. Angie is a good friend of Viv's so Viv would definitely go if I went or not. The party was being held at Ralph and Angie's home which was a one story rambling ranch style house so there were no second floor windows to worry about. It was also sitting in the middle of one acre of land just outside of town which meant no nosy neighbors to be reporting a Peeping Tom and low windows that I could see in. It was also good bet that the shades would not be drawn because of no neighbors and best of all, Viv would surely go. It was almost scary - I couldn't have wished for a better set of circumstances.
I knew about the party before Viv so I primed the pump by telling her that I had to fly to Detroit to take care of some stuff concerning my father's estate. Viv did not care much for my family (nor I hers) so I knew that she would try and beg off going with me and she did. Two days later she got the invitation to Ralph and Angie's party, "Can't you cancel your trip and go the following weekend?"
"No sugar, I can't. This weekend is the only one that all three of my brothers and my sister could agree on. You go ahead and go to the party and have a good time."
That Friday I kissed Viv goodbye and carried my almost empty suitcase out to the car and headed off. Three blocks from the house I turned south and drove to the motel that was closest to Ralph and Angie's. I checked in for two nights and then sat down with the half dozen books I'd brought to read until party time the next day.
On Saturday, as soon as it got dark, I put on my black sweatshirt, a pair of jeans, black tennis shoes and an old Navy watch cap and headed for Ralph's place. It was a cold October night and I didn't expect to run into any partygoers. They might go out on the patio for a breath of fresh air or a smoke break, but I figured that the sides of the house would be safe for me and from the sides I could see into almost every room including the basement. Viv was already there when I got there and I settled into the bushes along side the house and waited to see what I would see.
Over the next three hours I watched Viv go from sober to drunk and I saw more and more liberties taken along the way. Her ass was felt up, her tits were caressed and she was kissed half a dozen times. Three hours into the party Stan walked up to her and handed her a fresh drink and started talking to her. As he talked he kept moving to his side a little at a time and each time he did Viv would move with him. It took me several minutes to realize what was going on - he was herding her toward the door! Five minutes later he had her outside and I was able to move close enough to hear him say, "Damn, it's cold out here. Let's go sit in the car."
Ten minutes later I saw Stan put his hand behind Vivian's head and push it down into his lap. It did not come back up for almost five minutes. Before it did I saw Mike walk out of the house, go out to the car and get in on the other side of Viv. When she came up from Stan's lap Mike's hand pushed her down into his. Stan got out of the car and went back into the house and several minutes later Ralph came out and got in the car and when Viv came up from Mike's lap she was pushed down into Ralph's. Mike went into the house and Dave came out and I wondered how many cocks Viv was going to suck before the night was over. But when Mike went back into the house it was Stan who came back out. He got in the car and waited until Viv's head came up from Dave's lap and then he gave her the fresh drink he'd brought her and I suddenly realized that I had not been paying close attention. Each of the men who had gone out to the car had taken her a fresh drink. They were going to keep her blitzed all night!
Viv finished the drink that Stan had brought her and then Stan and Dave helped her get into the back seat. Minutes later I saw her legs come up as Stan settled down between them and they kicked and waved in the air as Stan fucked her. After Stan it was Dave and then Ralph who was followed by Mike and then two guys I didn't know and then the cycle stared over again until each of the men had fucked Viv a couple of times.
Around three the party began to break up and I wondered what would happen next. Viv was obviously too drunk to drive and I wondered if she would crash at Ralph and Angie's. I wondered if Angie knew that the husband she was celebrating her anniversary with had fucked my wife three times and gotten a blow job. If Viv crashed at their place would Ralph sneak away from Angie in the middle of the night and pay a visit to Vivian?
But Viv never got out of Stan's car. Mike came out of the house with Viv's purse and he must have already taken her car keys out of it because he got in her car. I saw a little convoy form up and head out. Stan was in the lead, followed by Mike, Dave and the two guys I didn't know. I ran for my car and managed to get them in sight and then I tagged along behind them until I realized that they were all heading toward my house. I couldn't see Stan's car from where I was and I wondered if he had Viv's head in his lap as he drove.
I hung way back when they turned into my neighborhood and I gave them plenty of time to get parked and get into the house before I turned the corner and parked at the end of the block. I got out of the car and headed toward the house. Luckily, our house is a ranch style so I had no second floor to contend with and if the blinds weren't closed I should be able to see what was going on. I naturally headed for the bedroom and when I got there I was surprised to see that it was dark. I checked the other two and found the same thing. I moved back to the front of the house and found that they were all in the living room.
From the looks of things they were in too much of a hurry to go to the bedroom. Viv was naked except for her thigh high hose and high heels and Stan had her bent over the back of the couch and was fucking her. Viv is only four feet nine inches tall and bent over the couch the way she was her feet weren't touching the floor. Her legs dangled and her feet were making little kicking motions as Stan pounded into her. I don't know why, but I found that to be as erotic as hell. I had watched Viv give six blow jobs and get fucked over a dozen times in Stan's car and it didn't do a thing for me. At the party it was like I was doing research - studying something - but here, naked and bent over a couch with her sexy legs flailing around watching her gave me a hard on.
While Stan was fucking Viv the other five guys were getting undressed and as soon as they had their clothes off they moved over to the couch. One of the guys I didn't know sat down on the couch and pulled Viv's head down into his lap and I saw her mouth open and take in his cock. Mike and Dave went around behind the couch and stood on either side of her and each took a hand and put it on their dicks. Viv didn't jack them off, but she didn't let go either and both guys humped her hands while the guy on the couch fucked her face and Stan plowed her pussy.
The longer I stood there and watched the harder my cock got and the more I wanted to go in and join them. I know it was sick of me given how much I loved Vivian, but I thought that I could learn to like watching Vivian get fucked. I watched as all five of the men took turns fucking Viv and shoving their cocks in her mouth. I saw sperm draining out of her mouth and cum running down her inner thighs and finally I couldn't take it anymore. I took my cell phone off my belt and punched in my home number. I saw the heads of all the men jerk around and look toward the phone. Only Viv didn't seem to hear it and she kept on sucking Dave's cock. The answering machine picked up and following the recorded message I spoke up.
"Hi sweetie, it's me. If you are still up or not back from the party yet I just wanted to let you know I'm on the way home. The plane had a mechanical problem and landed in Kansas City. I decided to cancel the trip so I rented a car. I'm about half an hour away. I know how horny you get when you've been drinking so I'm looking forward to scratching your itch when I get there. See you in a few. Love you, bye."
Inside the house there was panic as the guys grabbed clothes and started dressing. Suddenly Stan stopped and said something to Mike and as Dave and the other two guys were heading for the door he and Mike picked Viv up and headed for the bedroom. I moved to the bedroom window and watched as they put Viv down on the bed. Stan took off her nylons and heels while Mike wrapped a towel around her head and then the two men picked her up and walked her into the shower.
It had been my intention to rush in as soon as the guys left and fuck Vivian until I couldn't get it up any more. Seeing Stan and Mike going to the trouble of seeing that Vivian would be presentable when I got home changed my mind. I thought about how turned on I had gotten watching and I thought about doing it again. Why go through all the trouble of trying to find ways of making it happen where I could watch when I had ready made cohorts already on the scene?
When Stan and Mike came out of the shower with Viv they found me sitting on the bed waiting for them. "Care to explain?" The two men got sheepish looks on their faces. "Are you getting her ready to fuck or are you cleaning her up after?"
"After" Stan said. "We heard your message on the machine and we were trying to clean her up so you wouldn't know."
"How much longer would you have stayed if I hadn't called?"
"Maybe another two hours unless we got some more booze in her and then we might have stayed all day."
"Well today is your lucky day. You don't have to leave. I'm going to sit over there in that chair and watch while the two of you fuck her and then the three of us are going to fuck her until she wakes up and then we will see where it goes from there."

And then I got the surprise of my life as a completely sober sounding Vivian said, "Just where would you like it to go?"
It had started when I was on a trip. Vivian had gone to a party, had quite a bit to drink and had been seduced by Mike. She found that she liked having a lover on the side and she and Mike had begun an affair that had been going on for almost four years. She had been a virgin when we were married and Mike was only the second man to ever have sex with her. She had been intrigued by the differences in Mike and me and one day she had mentioned it to Mike and he had asked her if she would like to try another cock and Viv had said yes. Stan was next, followed by Dave and then Ralph. Six months later Bill and Joe (the two I didn't know) were added. But even though she was having a great time sampling new cocks she felt guilty about what she was doing to me and the guilt eventually built up to where she knew she either had to leave me or bring me in.
"I know it is going to sound strange as hell, given what I have been doing, but I do love you and I didn't want to leave you. On the other hand what I was doing to you wasn't fair and the guilt was killing me."
Vivian told her herd of lover's that somehow I was going to have to find out what was going on and then see what would happen so they all started looking for ways to let me know that my wife was a cock crazy slut. Mike and Stan had seen me come in the restaurant that day and when I sat in the booth next to them they took their shot. Everything after that was scripted. The party was real, but Stan made sure that I thought I knew about it before Vivian. They gambled that I would want visual proof of Viv's being fucked and that I would be at the party to do it. Dave was parked down the block when I had supposedly left for the airport and he followed me to the motel. When I checked in they knew that I would be at the party.
Mike was outside the motel and he followed me to the party and then went inside and let everyone know that I was there. All the drinks that I'd seen Viv take that night were water and when Viv left the house with Stan and went to his car they knew I was watching and they waited to see what I would do. When I hadn't done anything after watching Viv give out blow jobs like party favors they decided to see if I would do anything when the guys all fucked her. When I still hadn't done anything they all loaded up and headed for my house (all except poor Ralph who was stuck with his own wife) and waited to see if I would follow.
"And here we are my love and the question is still where do you want it to go?"
"The entire night was a show for me?"
"All for you my love and all to find out the answer to a question."
"The question?"
"Can you live with a cock hungry slut or did my display tonight end it for us?"
"You already know the answer to that."
"I do?"
You had it when I told them to fuck you while I sat in the chair to watch and you should have known for sure when I said that the three of us were going to fuck you until you woke up."
"Why until I woke up?"
"Because if you were going to be my slut it wasn't going to be under the influence of booze. My plan was for the three of us to be in bed with you when your drunk wore off and then to see where you wanted to take it."
"Are you sure about this?"
"Yes I am."
She reached out and grabbed my stiff cock, "Then I guess I'd better show you were I want to take it. Come on over here baby and fuck your whorish little slut."
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She was still horny when she woke up Saturday morning. She got the kids up and dressed and while they were eating their breakfast she called Sarah.
"Are the boys up yet?"
"A little eager are you?"
"I'd say no, but you would know that I was lying. What I wanted was for them to go with me when I take the kids to dance class. I want to drop the kids and then take a motel room instead of driving all the way back here and then turning around and driving all the way back to pick up the kids. A motel will give me more time with your babies."
"Damn! I wish I could go with you, but Charlie has already made me promise to go shopping with him. I'll get them up. Don't wear them out. If Charlie goes to the boat show this afternoon I'm going to want to do a little playing of my own."
"You old slut you."
"Yeah, ain't it grand? What time do you want them there?"
"I need to leave by nine."
"They'll be there."
++++++
She dropped the kids at dance and then headed for a motel about a mile away. She got a room and as soon as they were in it she was stripping off her clothes. She sat on the edge of the bed urging the boys to hurry and undress while fingering her pussy.
Chris was the first one naked and he came over to her, knelt down and pushed her hand away from her cunt. "Scoot up" he said and she moved forward so that only half of her ass was still on the bed. Chris pushed her legs wide and then he started eating her pussy. By then Bobby was undressed and he walked over and offered his hard cock to her mouth and as she took it in she again thought of how depraved she was being - sucking off a nineteen year old while a eightteen year old ate her pussy.
For several minutes she worked on Bobby while Chris attacked her clit and then she pushed both boys away and spread herself out on the bed.
"What I need boys - what I really need - is a hard cock in my pussy. Who wants to be first?"
Bobby giggled and said, "Your pussy is nice, but your blow jobs are great" and he crawled up on the bed so his cock was back at her mouth. She opened her mouth to lick the head of Bobby's cock as she felt Chris push her legs apart. She moaned in pleasure as Chris drove his stiff dick into her and then she just turned herself over to the two teenagers.
They each fucked her three times and she always had a cock in her mouth trying to get it hard again. The last fuck was the classic double penetration - pussy and ass - that the two boys seemed partial to. At least they seemed partial to it; they had done it almost every time the two of them had fucked her. She remembered the ones she had done with Billy and Todd and she silently thanked them for doing it to her in her new kitchen on move in day. It was them fucking her on the kitchen floor that had made the lusty couplings with Chris and Bobby possible.
When the two boys had squirted their last loads into her pussy and rectum the three of them had showered together and the soaping and washing of each other's bodies got her hot again and more than anything she wanted to get back on the bed with both boys, but she couldn't because she had to pick up the kids. She had come prepared so while the boys were dressing she douched herself thoroughly to get all of the teenage cum out of her cavity.
It also cleaned out all of the spermicide she had packed into her pussy before leaving the house. She smiled to herself as she wondered if she could apply for a discount since she was using so much of the stuff. With all of the sex she had been having since the night at the hotel she had probably gone through a gallon of the stuff. She was counting heavily on the spermicide, her birth control pills and her diaphragm. She gave both boys a passionate kiss just before leaving the room and she promised them she would try and see them on their father's next bowling night.
++++++
Rick was standing by the curb with his bags as she pulled into the passenger pick-up zone. She got out of the car and threw herself into his arms before he could even pick up the bags to put them in the car. She kissed him hungrily and passionately as a couple of people watched and cheered and still others honked their horns angrily for her to load up and move out of the way. Rick pulled away from her and said:
"We had better get out of her before your wild sex drive gets us in deep trouble."
As she pulled away from the curb she asked, "How did you know?"
"Know what?"
"That I was mere nano-seconds from going to my knees and sucking your cock in front of all of those people."
"I didn't know, but from the way you have been lately I wouldn't have put it past you."
"You want me to pull over and let you drive? I could give you some great head on the way home."
"Good God woman, is that all you think about any more?"
"What do you expect from me lover? You've been gone six days and even before my hormones got scrambled we made love two and three times a week. I'm ready lover; hell, I'm more than ready."
"Well just try and control yourself until we get home."
They were no sooner in the front door than she was tugging at his zipper and working his and working his pants down.
"What are you doing? Where are the kids?"
"I arranged for Sarah to keep them for a while." She took hold of Rick's cock and started leading him to the bedroom. "As for what I'm doing, I'm sure that you will figure it out soon enough. After this little welcome home party I'll go get the kids, we will have dinner, and then you can play with the kids while I go and make myself look really sexy for after they go to bed. Plan on a long night lover."
++++++
During dinner Rick said, "I talked to my dad while I was gone. He will be in town for two weeks working on the addition to McCaffery's. I told him he could stay with us. Will that be a problem?"
"Of course not" she said while thinking, "Hell yes it is a problem. How the hell am I going to take care of Chris and Bobby with your father here."
"Also" Rick said, "I might as well tell you now. I have to go back to Seattle the week after next to oversee the installation, set-up and break in of the new system."
"How long will you be gone this time?"
"If everything goes right I should be home on Friday."
"So you will be gone another six days?"
"Hopefully no. If I have good luck I can be home early Thursday, but this trip has taught me that I need to allow for glitches."
She was looking at him and thinking, "Shit! He will be gone and I could get five or six of the times in that my deal with Chris and Bobby call for, but I'm going to be saddled with his dad. Shit! Shit! Shit!"
"When is your dad going to arrive?"
"Tuesday afternoon. Why?"
"I'll need to get the spare room ready for him. Just wanted to make sure I don't have to do it tonight. I have plans for tonight in case you have forgotten. So, go play with the kids while I do the dinner dishes and then go and prepare myself. I plan on reducing you to a puddle of sweat by morning. And I'll tell you now, you are in for a very hard Sunday and Monday and possibly Tuesday morning."
"Why?"
"You know how you are when your dad is here. I need to stock up."
She had washed and dried the dishes and was putting them away when the phone rang. She picked it up on the second ring:
"Hello?"
"You disappointed me slut. I drove over to your house, but you didn't leave the light on for me. The house was dark inside and out. Too bad. We could have had an entire night to do the things I promised you that I would do to you."
"You should have rung the doorbell."
"What, and take a chance on waking up the children?"
"You apparently know me well enough to know which bedroom is mine. You could have tapped on the window."
"And have the neighbors see me and call the cops? Or maybe you wanted me to do something like that so you could call them."
"Whatever. You missed your chance. Why are you calling me on this number at this time of day? Don't you know that my husband could have answered?"
"I would have just hung up."
"Oh great, the old "If a man answers hang up" ploy. Just what I need to get him to start being suspicious."
"Honey, you are a slut. He will find out eventually."
"Fuck you asshole!"
As she hung up the phone Rick asked from the living room, "Who was on the phone sweetie?"
"It was Sarah. She wanted to know if I was free On Tuesday night to help her with a quilt she is making. I told her no because your dad will be here."
"Don't you worry about that. He and I will have a lot of catching up to do so I'll be keeping him busy. You go on and help Sarah."
She finished putting away the dishes, looked into the family room to see Rick sitting on the floor playing with the kids and the sight gladdened her heart. It was so good to have him home with her. She went down to the basement and tossed a load of laundry in the washer and then went upstairs to the bedroom and started digging through her chest of drawers looking for what she wanted to wear. She found what she was looking for and then she showered, dried off and then worked on her hair and make up until she was satisfied and then she dressed.
By the time she had moved the clothing from the washer to the dryer Rick had put the kids to bed and when she got back upstairs she looked in on them and kissed them both goodnight. She walked into the bedroom and found Rick lying on the bed with his hard cock rising from his groin and pointing at the ceiling.
"A little anxious are we?"
"Hey lady, it has been six days for me too."
She eyed his erection and the said, "Oh pooh! I guess I went to all of this trouble for nothing" and she let the robe she was wearing slip from her shoulders to the floor. She stood there, posed in front of Rick in a white baby doll, ivory thigh highs and white strappy sandals with four inch heels.
"I wouldn't say it was for nothing. It should work to inspire me to get it up again quickly."
"Oh baby, aren't you the silver-tongued devil. How about I come over there and let you put that tongue to use."
She climbed on the bed and opened her legs for her husband. He ran a hand down her flat belly and teased the lips of her pussy with a finger. His fingers found her clit and pressed on it bringing a moan from her. He slid a finger into her slot and worked it for several seconds and then he lowered his head and planted his mouth over her pussy and pushed his tongue inside her. He licked and sucked on her until she couldn't stand it any more.
"Do me baby, do me. I'm ready, don't make me wait."
As she was coming down from the orgasm that Rick's mouth had given her Rick lifted her legs up on his shoulders and slid his cock into her. She moaned as he drove his full length into her hot cavern and her hands clutched at the sheets as she tried to push her hips up to meet him.
She was looking up at him and she saw something flicker across his face and she wondered what it was. Rick closed his eyes and he reached under her to cup her ass cheeks in his hands and he started ramming his cock hard into her. He gave her two orgasms before pushing hard into her and then holding still as his cock shot streams of his hot juice into her cunt. He held himself in her until he was soft and then he pulled out. He was leaning over her and looking down at her with a strange expression on his face so she asked him what he was thinking.
"You feel different. You are looser than I remember; not as tight."
Oh shit she thought, she hadn't even considered that Morrie and Roy had stretched her out some. Oh she knew that they had, but she had expected that she would have closed up after a day. Bobby and Chris hadn't mentioned it so she hadn't given it a thought, but she knew that she needed to do some quick damage control.
"Sorry" she said, "I thought I would have closed up by now. I didn't realize that it might take longer than I thought."
"Closed up? Take longer than you thought?"
"Well baby, it was a pretty big cock."
Rick's face went pale and then started the other way as some red indicated that anger was starting to appear.
"Stop that silly; don't go getting all pissed off macho on me. It isn't what you are thinking."
She got off the bed, went into the closet and came back out with her fake cock. She was very glad that it was bigger around than her husband.
"Rick, meet Ricky. Rickey keeps me company when you are gone. I spent all week anticipating fucking your brains out last night and when you missed your flight I was so horny and frustrated that I think I may have overdone my usage of Ricky last night. I must have gotten myself off six times. As you can see, Ricky is a pretty big guy and he does open me up a little, but I thought normal elasticity would have closed me up by now. I'll know better next time."
"I can be replaced that easily?"
"Don't be silly baby, Ricky can't replace you. He can't cum and I don't know if you know it or not, but rubber cocks don't taste all that good. He can't replace you baby, but he can keep me from climbing walls."
She made a mental note to get an even bigger one before she saw Morrie and Roy again. She tossed "Ricky" aside and slid down to take Rick's cock in her mouth. She sucked on it for ten seconds or so and then took her mouth off him long enough to say:
"Yep, definitely tastes better than a rubber one" and then she went back to sucking on him. As soon as Rick was hard she mounted him and rode him 'cowgirl' until he came and then after that it was suck, fuck, suck and fuck until poor Rick just could not get it up again.
++++++
Sunday was a slow day as far as she was concerned. Rick spent most of the day playing with the kids. She tried sending them outside to play so she and Rick could stay inside and play, but Rick shot that down.
"I know your evil intent woman, and I refuse o fall for it."
"Spoil sport!"
"Be reasonable woman. Let me get breakfast, lunch and dinner under my belt to help me build up some strength before you hurt me again."
It killed her to leave him alone when he was so close, but she had to admit that he had a point. It would be a lot better if he had enough strength to stay with her for a while.
Rick took the kids to the park to play and she took advantage of his absence to call Sarah and ask if she could join Sarah and the boys on Tuesday when Charlie was off bowling. Sarah told her she would be more than welcome and then Kathleen said:
"If you don't mind, I may be able to come over on Thursday also."
"Oh my goodness honey; it sounds like you are getting a mite attached to my babies."
"Well, I do have to admit that Bobby has a magic mouth and I am becoming addicted to the way he eats my pussy, but the real reason is that I'm trying to see to it that I live up to my end of the bargain to give them twice a week. I won't be able to give them Saturdays for the next two weeks."
"That's a shame honey; they both had such a good time yesterday."
"I did too Sarah, but Rick's dad is going to be staying with us for two weeks and that is going to make it hard on me to get free."
"Don't you worry about it none honey. The boys knew going in that there might be times it would be hit and miss. You are always welcome on Charlie's bowling nights - always!"
As she hung up the phone she thought that it was too bad that Rick's dad was going to be there. With Charlie's two bowling nights and Saturdays she could get the sixteen times out of the way in a hurry. She was honest with herself; she knew she would continue to see both boys after the sixteen times were over, but it would be when she felt like it and not on a schedule.
++++++
As she pulled into the mall parking lot she saw her "posse" waiting for her and her pussy tingled knowing that before the day was over some trucker was going to see her with her mouth on a cock. Why was being watched such a turn on for her? Why had she not had an exhibitionistic streak before that night in the hotel? No matter; she had one now and she had it with a vengeance.
As Harry was unzipping his fly Ralph reminded her of her promise that she would make it up to him in Charlie's van for leaving him hanging when she went off with Roy and Morrie. She had forgotten that and it was a problem. She decided to take it head on.
"I'm sorry, but I can't do it tonight. It will have to be tomorrow."
"But you promised and it is all I have thought about all weekend."
"I know I promised, but things change. My husband's father is coming tomorrow and will be staying with us for two weeks. Rick is old fashioned about some things and he won't make love to me with his father in the house. That means tonight will be the last time we make love until his dad leaves and since I absolutely refuse to give my husband a loose and sloppy pussy tonight in the van is out."
"But damn it, you prom..."
"Oh shut the fuck up Ralph! One more fucking word out of you and I'll cut you off completely. I don't need your shit! My life is complicated enough so just shut up."
That little tirade seemed to turn the car into an ice box and Harry's dick wilted. The rest of the ride to school was in silence.
The day started out as a drag. The atmosphere in the car carried over into the classroom and it bothered her. Why was she letting a whiner ruin her day? At the end of her first period she went to the bathroom and took off her panties and put them in her purse. The front row boys in her second period got a real treat. She let her skirt ride up some and sat with her legs spread wide and she knew that Barry Taylor was getting a beaver shot. She saw the sweat beads form on his forehead and she knew when he stood up he was going to have a hard bulge under his trousers. Sure enough, when the bell rang and he stood up she saw the tent and smiled to herself. Might as well take it a little further she thought and as the class filed out of the room she said:
"Mr. Taylor, could I have a moment of your time please?"
When he stepped up to her desk she asked, "You don't have a fifth hour class do you?"
"No ma'am."
"I could use some help in here moving some books during fifth hour. Do you suppose you might be able to give me a hand?"
"Oh yes ma'am; I'd be glad to help."
"Thank you Mr. Taylor. I'll look for you at the end of fourth hour."
After that the day flew by as she anticipated the teasing she was going to do with Barry. At the end of her fourth hour she went into the bathroom, removed her brassiere and undid the top two buttons on her blouse. She leaned forward and checked herself in the mirror - perfect! She could see the full slope of her breasts and just a touch of nipple. As a final touch she rolled up the waist band of her skirt and raised the hem six inches.
Barry was there when she got back to her classroom and she had him get out the ladder.
"I'm going to get the books off the top shelf and hand them down to you. Just stack them on the desk next to the door."
She climbed up the ladder and stood on the top step, the one that had the warning label that said, "Do not stand on or above this rung" and when the ladder wobbled she said:
"Please hold the ladder steady for me Barry" and he stepped over to do it. Out of the corner of her eye she saw him looking up her skirt and she wondered if he could see how wet her pussy was. She let Barry look up her skirt for the ten minutes it took to get the books down and the top shelf dusted and then she said:
"It probably wasn't very smart of me to stand on the ladder in high heels so I'm going to let you put the books back up there."
She saw the disappointment register on his face and it lasted just long enough for her to hand him the first stack of books. He had to look down to take them and she saw his eyes widen as he got his first look at her naked breasts. Standing on the ladder his cock was almost on a level with her mouth and she ached to unzip him and take it out and suck on it, but of course she didn't. She did pretend to trip and fall forward and her mouth briefly touched the hard lump in his trousers. She pulled back quickly and commented on how clumsy it was to work in high heels and then she hurried things along so he would have time to go to the bathroom and relieve himself before his next class.



Getting him out of the room in time for him to take care of himself also meant hat she had time to get to the girls bathroom and relieve her own tensions. As her fingers worked furiously at her pussy she tried to imagine Barry with his cock in his hand. She had to bite her lip to keep from screaming when she had her orgasm.
As she walked toward the car she saw her male companions watching her approach and she knew that they were wondering what the ride home was going to be like. Would it be as frosty as the ride in or would things heat up a little in the back seat? She saw the smiles appear when she said:
"Harry I'll do you first since this morning wasn't your fault." She turned to Steve, "I know tonight is supposed to be your turn so after I do Harry I'll do you. We can finish up in my Suburban if need be. And Ralph? Tomorrow I promise you that I will make you feel especially good."
++++++
The kids were in bed and she was lying on her bed wearing nylons, garter belt and high heels when Rick came into the room. He took one look at her and said:
"You are going to hurt me tonight aren't you?"
"Well, you know how you get when it comes to making love when we are at your dad's house or he is here. I'm not going to get any for two weeks so you have to pay the price tonight."
++++++
Rick had done her proud and she was in a grand mood Tuesday. Hank and Ralph had gotten enthusiastic blow jobs, Hank on the way to work and Ralph on the way home. True to her promise she had climbed into Hank's van and had given herself over to the four men and they had fucked her and cum down her throat until she had to make them stop so she could go home and fix dinner for her family.
Rick had picked up his dad at the airport and they were sitting at the kitchen table sipping beer and talking when she and the kids came in. The kids cried out, "Grampa, grampa" and ran to him while she (thankful that she kept Coca-Cola in the Suburban to rinse out her mouth after being in the van) gave Rick a kiss with just a touch of tongue. She kissed his dad on the cheek and said:
"Welcome Frank, it is good to see you."
She started on dinner and when dinner was over and the dishes done she kissed Rick again, told him to make sure that the kids were in bed by 8:30 and then she went next door to help Sarah "work on her quilt."
She was no sooner in the door than Sarah asked her which boy she wanted first.
"You can't have them both honey because I'm horny and I'm going to use one. I'd suggest Bobby since it has been about ten minutes since I got him off. He should be about ready."
"Where is he?"
"In the bedroom stroking himself trying to get it back up."
"Oh my, we can't have the poor boy doing that. No boy should have to do himself when the two of us are available. Let's go see if we can help."
In the bedroom she pushed Bobby's hands away from his cock and went after it with her mouth. When he was hard she mounted him 'reverse cowgirl' and rode his hard young cock while she watched Chris pound his cock hard into his mother. And then the two women swapped the boys back and forth for the next two hours.
As she was walking back to her house she again wondered why before the night at the hotel she had never had even the remotest thoughts about what she was now doing and since that night she had thought of nothing else. Before that night in the hotel room what she had done this night would have turned her off, not on. No way she would have ever believed that she would she would be on her knees with a teenaged boy butt fucking her while the boys mother was on the bed next to her being butt fucked by her other son. The fact that the two of them held hands and smiled at each other while having their asses plundered by young cock was mind blowing just by itself.
As she entered the house and heard Rick and his father laughing in the kitchen she was glad she had Chris, Bobby and her car pool posse to fall back on because she knew she wouldn't see Rick's cock again for two weeks.
++++++
The rest of the week seemed to rush by. She gave her daily blow jobs, exposed herself to quite a few truck drivers, teased the hell out of several boys in her classes and did another session with Sarah, Chris and Bobby on Thursday night. The bad part was that because of Rick's dad she was going to have to go without sex for the entire weekend. She couldn't take Bobby and Chris to a motel again because she couldn't afford it. It would be Monday's car pool before she would be able to get her hands on a cock again.
And then on Friday night she caught a break. Rick told her he was taking his dad golfing with him. She immediately let Sarah know that she could give the boys a couple of hours and Sarah told her she would have the boys primed and ready Saturday morning.
"I'll have them on their way to you as soon as we see you pull in the drive."
Saturday was a rush to get the kids to dance class and then get back home. Chris and Bobby came running out of their house before she even was out of the Suburban and as she watched them run across the lawn she smiled as she thought again of how eager young boys could be and also how energetic and long lasting. Five minutes later she had Bobby in her mouth and Chris in her pussy. Fifteen minutes later she had Bobby in her pussy and Chris in her ass and that was when Frank walked into the room and said:
"Is this a private party, or can anyone with a hard cock join in?"
Her heart had almost stopped when she heard his voice and the boys had frantically tried to disengage, but then she noticed that Frank was naked and stroking his cock.
"You boys just keep on doing what you are doing and I'll just take the open hole."
As he moved toward the bed the boys were looking at her for some sign. She looked from them to Frank and then back to them. She was caught and there was nothing she could do about it so she nodded a yes to the boys and waited for her father in law to push his cock in her mouth. As her lips closed around his hardness he said:
"I'm really glad I didn't feel like getting up to go with Rick. I think I'm really going to enjoy my visit with you Kathleen; especially when Rick leaves on his trip."
"We can have a lot of fun Frank, as long as you keep this from Rick."
"Then get ready for a lot of fun Kathleen, because I'll never breathe a word."
She clamped her lips tight around her father in law's cock and pushed her ass back at Chris and then she let the three of them give her orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. She was so hot and horny that she wasn't paying attention to the time and it was Bobby who finally brought her back.
"Don't you have to pick up your kids pretty soon?"
She looked at the clock and then jumped out of bed and raced for the shower.
The boys were gone and she was getting dressed to go and pick up the kids. Frank was sitting on the bed watching her and playing with his fourth erection of the morning.
"I haven't had sex since Estelle died. Just couldn't bring myself to have that kind of contact with another woman and now look at me; I can't seem to stop. You sure we don't have time for just one more?"
"No dad, I'm running late as it is."
"Damn it girl, I don't want to wait until Rick goes on his trip."
"Tell you what old man, you drive and I'll suck you off on the way to get the kids, but that is it until Rick leaves. Come on; I'll give you directions between sucks."
As soon as Frank was out of the neighborhood she slid over next to him and unzipped his trousers. She had a little trouble getting his hard cock out of his pants and then she giggled and said, "Ready or not, here I come" and she bent her head and circled Frank's cock with her lips. She licked with her tongue as she bobbed her head up and down over Frank's swollen dick. She took him deep into her mouth as she did her best to deep-throat her husband's father.
His cock was throbbing and she heard his gasp of breath and she readied herself for what she knew was coming. She clamped her lips tight around him and gulped and swallowed until every last drop of his juice was in her belly. She tucked his limp cock in his pants and pulled up his zipper and then said:
"Try to hold on dad. Rick will be gone tomorrow and then you will have most of the week."
"Do I have to share you with those boys?"
"You seemed to enjoy what we did."
"Yeah, I guess, but can we give them my sloppy seconds instead of me getting theirs?"
She grinned to herself as she thought of all the sloppy seconds that Frank would be getting over the week. Even if she let him have her before Chris and Bobby he would still be following the car poolers. She knew how Rick was when it came to sex with his father in the house and so she had told her 'posse' they could look forward to spending a lot of time in the van. Now, with Frank running around with what seemed to be a perpetual hard on she was suffering an embarrassment of riches; the four guys in the car pool, Chris and Bobby and now Frank. She doubted that she would find time to call Morrie and Roy that week and that was too bad because she really wanted to try those huge cocks again. Her poor pussy might be worn out by the time Rick got home.
++++++
As they climbed into bed that night she told Rick she wanted to leave five hours early for the airport.
"Whatever for?"
"Because I've gone most of this week without and I'm looking at going all next week without so I want to stop at a motel on the way to the airport and scratch my itch. You won't do me with your dad in the house so a motel it is."
"Are you ever going to get over this nympho period?"
"I can always stop taking my birth control pills. You said you didn't want any more kids. You want me to pitch my pills in the trash and gamble?"
"Oh God no. No gambles, please!"
"I don't understand you hubby dear; most men would love being married to a sex fiend."
"They probably would until they got one and had to try and keep up with her."
"Oh you poor abused baby. Remember this conversation when my hormones finally stabilize and I only want to make love once every other week or so."
++++++
The three hours at the motel had been very satisfying. She saw Rick off and headed for home. She would fix dinner, play with the kids until their bedtime and then shower and get ready for Frank. That plan did not survive her walking in her front door. Frank met her at the door and pulled her straight into the living room. He bent her over the back of the couch and was pulling her pants down while she struggled and cried:
"Stop it! Stop it Frank. Stop it before the kids walk in on us."
"Not to worry. I made a deal with the boys from next door. They took the kids to the park and will keep them there until I call them on their cell phone."
While he was explaining he had gotten her panties off and had pushed her skirt up to her waist. As he slid his cock into her cum filled cunt he said:
"My part of the deal is that I take the kids to a movie so the boys can have their turn at your hot pussy. They get to play in my sloppy seconds."
With the knowledge that the kids were accounted for she relaxed and let her father in law have his way with her. She giggled and Frank asked her what was funny.
"You and sloppy seconds. Do you realize that you are getting sloppy seconds right now? That's your baby boy's juices you are sliding in right now. You didn't think that was my natural wetness did you? Did you think I was so hot for you I was dripping? No Frank; Rick and I stopped and spent some time in a motel before his flight. That's his cum you are sliding your dick in right now. How does it feel Frank? How does your son's cum feel around your dick?"
"You bitch!"
"Oh yes Frank, that's me. I'm your bitch for a week daddy, so fuck me, fuck me hard."
++++++
Frank had just left with the kids to go see "Happy Feet" and Chris and Bobby were at home having dinner which gave her a few minutes alone. The phone rang and without even picking it up she knew who it was. She answered and he said:
Not very nice of you to say what you said and then hang up on me slut."
"Are you ever going to leave me alone?"
"Not until I fuck you. Which, by the way, will be soon. I could tell you the time and place, but I keep hoping that I won't have to wait until then. Why don't you just pick a time and place and we can get it on. You want to and we both know it. You are a slut and I know that the idea of fucking me, of fucking someone you don't have any idea of who it is, is making your pussy wet. I'll bet you are dripping right now wondering who I am and what fucking me is going to be like. Admit it slut; you want it, don't you?"
"Leave me alone!" she cried as she disconnected. She stood there and shivered as she admitted to herself he was right. Her pussy was dripping and she did want it. She did want to meet him in a dark room, fuck him and then leave without ever knowing who he was.
To be continued...
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Frank and the kids were gone for three hours and that was enough time for her to be thoroughly fucked by Chris and Bobby. She was in a very mellow mood when the kids had been put to bed and Frank had come into her bedroom. She smiled up at him:
"Want some pussy daddy? Want to fuck your baby boy's wife? Come on daddy; bring your slut her cock."
She was deep-throating her father in law when the phone rang. She eased her mouth off of Frank's cock and as she reached for the phone she said:
"It is probably your baby boy daddy. You want to be fucking me while I talk to him?"
She got up on her hands and knees and looked back over her shoulder at Frank as she picked up the phone.
"Hello?"
"Oh hi lover. How was your flight?
"That's good to hear."
She was not surprised when she felt Frank's hands on her hips and the head of his cock pushing into her.
"Nothing much lover, just trying to keep your dad entertained."
"What?"
"He's in bed right now. He took the kids to see "Happy Feet," that film about penguins. I think young people wear him out.
"Oh God honey, I don't know. I don't think I know any one we could set him up with."
"I wouldn't worry about that baby. He is still a good looking man and I'd bet money that he is getting laid."
Frank wasn't fucking her very hard and she needed for him to be slamming his cock hard and deep in her.
"I love you honey. Take care and I'll talk to you tomorrow. Bye baby."
She put the phone down and moaned, "Harder daddy, harder. Fuck your slut hard daddy, fuck me hard and make me cum."
She woke up with Frank's arms around her and she looked over at the bedside clock. She had time before she needed to get the kids up so she slid down and took Frank's cock in her mouth and started sucking on it. It started to firm up and by the time Frank was awake she was easing herself down on his stiff rod.
"Just lie there daddy while I start my day off right."
She started riding him; sliding up and down and rocking back and forth. She felt an orgasm coming and she pounded down on her father in laws pole until she felt the explosion and then she rolled off of him and onto her back.
"Come on daddy, fuck your little boys wife and send her off to work full of your cum."
Frank moved between her legs, slammed his cock into her and gave her another climax and then blew his load into her clutching cunt. She gave him a passionate kiss and then got out of bed to go wake the kids up and get them ready for school.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Fucking Frank started her day out right and set the tone for the rest of the day. She gave out two blow jobs, one going and one coming home. She teased the front row boys and then spent two hours in Hank's van before going home to feed the kids, play with them until bedtime and then spread herself out on her bed for Frank.
Tuesday was a repeat of Monday (including the two hours in Hank's van) until the kids were in bed and asleep and then she called for Chris and Bobby. She was on the bed with Frank pounding his cock into her ass (he just loved anal) when Chris and Bobby came into the room followed by Sarah.
"I heard that there was a new cock in town to play with so I thought I would join you tonight. Care to introduce me to your stud?"
"Sarah, this is Rick's dad and Rick's dad is getting off on fucking his little boys wife. Dad, this is Sarah and she gets off on fucking her little boys. Now that everyone knows everyone lets fuck."
All three guys fucked both women at least twice and she watched the look on Frank's face as he saw Sarah take on both of her sons, one in her pussy, and one in her ass. He couldn't believe it. She giggled as she grabbed his hard cock and said:
"Never mind them daddy. Your daughter in law wants your cock in her butt."
She got up on her knees and buried her head in a pillow and then moaned as Frank pushed his cock into her ass. He fed her long hard strokes and after a bit she felt an orgasm coming on. The phone rang and she didn't want to answer it, but because it might be Rick she had to. She picked up the bedside phone:
"Hello?"
"Good evening slut. Thinking of me?"
"No I'm not."
"Well I'm thinking of you and making my plans to fuck you in all three of your holes. Looking forward to that?"
"No" she said as Frank gripped her hips and started fucking her harder. She moaned and The Watcher laughed and said:
"Oh ho, the little slut is getting some dick even as we speak. And I know it isn't Rick because I know he is out of town. Oh sweet slut, I should have called earlier and maybe it could be me pushing a cock into you."
"Leave me alone!"
She hung up the phone and when Frank asked her who had been on the phone she told him it was one of those pesky telemarketers.
"You should have let him listen to you crying when you have your orgasm."
"That would be just about now" she moaned as she came and five seconds later Frank sent his fluids into her.
After Sarah and the boys left Frank asked, "She is really their mother?"
"So they say."

"Damn. That is really way out there."
"No farther out than you fucking your baby boy's wife. Speaking of which, have you got one more left in you?"
He did, and then they fell asleep together.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next couple of days it seemed like all she did was fuck and suck. A morning quickie with Frank, two blow jobs in the car, two or three hours in Hank's van and then home to take on Chris, Bobby and Frank after the kids were asleep. Even though the boys came over every night Sarah had to stay home. She could only come when she could tell Charlie that she needed to help Kathleen with something and she couldn't do that every night.
Frank kept asking her when Sarah would be coming back. "Why daddy? Are you losing interest in me already?"
"Not hardly. I'll be spending most of my time trying to figure out ways and reasons to get back here or get you to visit me. But I do have to say that if Sarah wasn't married I'd be working hard on her to get her to come home with me."
"Well daddy, even if she wasn't married you wouldn't be able to separate her from those randy sons of hers."
"I wouldn't want to. I'm not as young as I once was and I'd need help in keeping her happy."
"You are that kinky?"
"Sweetie, you don't know the half of it. Rick's mother was an absolute slut. I can't even remember how many times I had to stand in the closet and watch while she fucked her way through half the men in our town. She wouldn't let me come out and join in because she was afraid I'd scare her lovers away. With Sarah I bet I wouldn't have to spend one minute in the closet or standing outside looking in the bedroom window."
She started laughing and Frank asked her what was so funny. "Rick thinks his mother was a saint and here you are telling me that she was as big a whore as I am."
"You are not a whore Kathleen. You are a slut, not a whore. Sluts give it away; whores charge."
Little do you know father in law dear as she remembered that Saturday in the K-Mart parking lot. She reached out and took hold of his limp cock. "Got one more for your little slut daddy?"
"If you can get it up I can drive it home."
"Well then, let's see what I can do."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday morning, for the first time since that night in the hotel that started it all, she had no desire to suck a cock. She looked over at the limp one lying on Frank's leg and didn't even consider reaching over and touching it. She wondered if that was the way it was; that there was a limit on how long something could drive you. She liked sucking cock, she always had, but she knew it wasn't the cock sucking that had been driving her - it was the being watched. She didn't mind sucking off the guys in the car pool and she didn't mind fucking them, but it was the watching that drove her.
Would she have sucked off Hank in his van every night if there were only the two of them? She knew she wouldn't, but put the other three in there to watch her do it and she got right into it. Everything she had done since that night in the hotel had been the result of being watched. True, she had put herself in situations where she would be watched, but so what? But suddenly she didn't want to be watched.
She slipped out of bed and closed the bedroom door behind her so the kids wouldn't see grandpa in mommy's bed and then she went to get them up. While the kids were eating breakfast she called Hank and told him she was running way late and wouldn't be able to car pool. It was a fib of course; she just didn't want to suck a cock and she didn't want to fight about it. On the drive to school she wondered if the urge to be watched had run its course; if it had gone just as suddenly as it had appeared. It certainly seemed that way.
She didn't even feel like letting her front row boys see anything. Even when Barry asked her if she would like his help in finishing the work on the shelf she no. Driving home that night she wondered what she would do if Frank wanted to climb in bed with her. Then she realized how silly the question was; if Frank wanted to? He was probably already hard waiting for her to get home. And then there was Chris and Bobby. They were expecting to spend every night with her that Rick was gone and she HAD made that damned deal with them.
Everything changed when she went to Sarah's to pick up the kids. Bobby answered the door when she rang the bell and the smile on his face when he saw her started a stirring in her loins. Damn! What was it with her and young boys? He hollered out:
"Mom, Kathleen is here."
"Send her back here to the kitchen."
She walked into the kitchen and Sarah smiled at her and said, "Do you want them tonight or are you ready for a break?"
"If you had asked me that this morning I would have said I needed a rest, but that mood went away when Bobby answered the door and smiled at me. Frank keeps asking me when you are going to come back over."
"Me?"
"Yes, you. He told me if you weren't already married he would try to get you to go home with him."
"He did? Well mercy me."
"When I told him that even if you weren't married he wouldn't be able to separate you from the boys he said he wouldn't want to. Said he would need their help to keep you satisfied."
"He said that did he?"
"Oh yes Sarah girl, he definitely has the hots for you."
"I guess that I will have to find some excuse to come over then. You sure you won't mind my horning in on your fun tonight?"
"Just bring the boys and come on over."
She put the kids to bed at eight and by eight-thirty they were sound asleep. She called Sarah and ten minutes later she and the boys were in her bedroom and five minutes after that she had Bobby's cock in her mouth and Chris was fucking her from behind. Next to them on the bed Sarah was sucking Frank's cock as he munched on her pussy in a sixty-nine.
Chris came and Bobby was moving to take his place when the phone rang. It was Rick making his nightly check in phone call. They talked while Bobby worked his cock into her wet pussy and Chris laid down where Bobby had been so she could suck his cock when she hung up the phone. While she talked to Rick and while Bobby slowly fucked her she fondled Chris's cock with her free hand. When she and Rick had exchanged their I love you's and their good-byes she hung up the phone and said:
"Okay guys, make it good. Hubby will be home tomorrow afternoon so this is our last night this week."
Then things got busy. She sucked Chris hard and by then his mother had fucked Frank and was sucking his cock to get him hard again. Chris got up and went over to Sarah and slid his cock into her from behind. Frank left Sarah's mouth and came over to her and pushed his cock into her while Bobby went over and offered his cock to his mom's mouth. As Frank fucked her he was looking over at Sarah being worked over by her two boys and she wondered what he was really thinking. Frank came and got up to go to the bathroom and while he was gone Chris picked up where Frank left off. When Frank came out of the bathroom Sarah pushed Bobby away and told him to go help Chris.
"This is Kathleen's last night so you and Chris take good care of her."
Sarah got off the bed, took Frank by the hand and led him out of the room. It took about ten minutes for Chris and Bobby both to cum and by then she had had enough. She told them to go on home, got off the bed, took a quick shower and then walked into her kitchen to find Frank and Sarah, still naked, sitting at the kitchen table and holding hands. They looked up as she came into the room and Sarah smiled at her and asked her to sit down and join them. When she had Frank said:
"How are you going to feel about having Sarah as your step-mother in law?"
"What?"
"I'm going home with him" Sarah said, "and as soon as I can divorce Charlie I'm going to marry Frank."
Her jaw dropped as she sat there looking from Frank to Sarah and trying to make sense out of what she'd just heard.
Sarah went on, "My marriage to Charlie has been over for some time now. He doesn't go bowling honey, that is just his excuse to get out of the house and see his girlfriend. His story about having some kind of erectile dysfunction was just an excuse so he didn't have to make love to me. He wouldn't leave me because he knew I would rape him in a divorce. I didn't leave him because by then Chris and Bobby were doing his job for him and I couldn't give them up and where and how would I ever find a man who would accept the three of us? But thanks to you I have found him."
"Thanks to me?"
"Yes honey, thanks to you. If you hadn't moved into this house and set in motion everything that has happened I never would have met Frank."
"When are you leaving?"
"I'm going to rent a U-Haul tomorrow" Frank said, "and while Charlie is working tomorrow we are going to move her out. We will spend tomorrow night in a motel and hit the road the next day."
"How are you going to tell Chris and Bobby?"
"They all ready know the truth about Charlie and his girlfriend. I'm just going to ask them if they are going with me or staying with Charlie."
"What do you think they will do?"
"Well honey, Charlie doesn't have a pussy and I do and I doubt very much that Charlie will share his girlfriend with them. My guess is that they will go with me."
"The only thing left to figure out," Frank said, "is how we can get you to come visit us at least once a month."
"Why daddy, are you sure you want to play around in pussy that belongs to your little boy now that you are going to have a full time one of your own?"
"You know it. Besides, your two new step-brothers in law are going to want to see you."
Sarah said, "I've got to get on home. I've got a lot to do before tomorrow" and she got up and went into the bedroom to get her clothes. As soon as Sarah was out of the room she asked:
"How do you think Rick is going to take this?"
"He isn't going to like it, but it is my life."
"You got a couple left in you before you leave me tomorrow?"
"Let's go find out."
"I'll meet you in the bedroom. I have to make a call first."
She called Hank and told him she wouldn't be car pooling the next day and then she headed for the bedroom and her waiting father in law.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day seemed to drag and every time she looked at her watch it seemed that only a minute or so had gone by since the last time she looked. She hated it when Rick was gone; she just did not feel complete when he was not around. She did not sleep well when he wasn't in bed with her. She could barely wait for him to get home. She had arranged to have her last class covered and as soon as fourth hour was over she was out of the school, in the suburban, and on her way to the airport.
As she turned into the passenger pick up lane she saw Rick standing close to the curb. She pulled up, put the Suburban in PARK and then got out and ran to him. She threw her arms around him and gave him a kiss that should have made him weak in the knees.
"Let's hurry baby," she said as he loaded his suitcases, "If we hurry we can have an hour before the kids come home. You drive."
It was a little awkward because of the center console, but as soon as they were out of the airport and heading for the highway she leaned over and reached for his zipper.
"What are you doing Kath?"
"I don't want to wait until we get home. I want to welcome you home now."
"Stop that! Someone might see."
"No they won't. As soon as I get your pee-pee out my head will disappear below the dash. No one will even know I'm in the car."
"It will be a distraction."
She smiled inside as she thought of the nickname that the boys in the car pool had given her and she said:
"That's me sweetie, Miss Dis."
"What?"
"Miss Dis sweetie, short for Miss Distraction. Just you pay attention to your driving and little Miss Dis will take care of the rest."
"No Kathleen; I do not want to do it while I'm driving."
"Oh come on honey, don't be a spoil sport" she said as she worked her hand inside his fly.
"Damn it Kathleen, I said no!" and he pushed her hand away from him.
She sat up and looked over at him. "What's the matter Rick? You seem a little out of sorts. I thought you would be happy to get home to me."
"I am happy to get home to you."
"But?"
"It's nothing."
"Obviously it is something. What's wrong?"
"Nothing is wrong Kathleen."
"Rick, you know me well enough to know that I'm not going to leave this alone. What is bothering you?"
"Your attitude toward sex lately and the way you are so quick to want to get to it."
"You all of a sudden don't care for sex?"
"That's not it. It is just that it is reminding me of something I'd like to be able to forget."
"And what is that?"
"Do you remember Andy Milliken?"
"Of course. We had him and his wife Kathy over for dinner a half dozen times before they moved."
"He was staying in the same hotel I was staying at and we had dinner together one night. We had a few drinks and got to talking. He caught Kathy cheating on him with another man. And get this - she got pissed at him because he got mad. Her attitude was, "So what? It was only sex." She claimed she loved Andy to death and didn't want to live her life with anyone else. She didn't love the other guy, it was just sex."
"So what did he do?"
"Nothing. The two of them are in counseling to try and find a way to mend their relationship. When I heard that I wanted to scream at him, "You stupid ass!" If I were him I would have taken a baseball bat to the bitch, broken both of her arms and legs and then tossed her out onto the street. I can't believe that he bought that stupid "I love you, it was only sex with him" bullshit. You are a faithful wife or you aren't and it is as simple as that. She wasn't faithful so toss her ass out."
She sat there staring at Rick. She had never seen him that worked up about anything AND it was about something that didn't even concern him!
It was a wake-up call!!
All the time she had been doing what she had been doing in the back of her mind there was the thought that it was only sex and there was no love involved in it. She loved Rick and she couldn't even begin to think of him not being in her life. She loved Rick and she knew that he knew it. He had her love - all of it! And she knew he loved her just as deeply. She knew that she would never get caught at what she was doing, but on the off chance that she did get discovered she had her "get out of jail free" card - their love for each other. He would know that she loved only him and he would forgive her.
Rick had just snatched that card right out of her hand and had torn it to shreds. For the first time since that night at the hotel that had sent her down the path she had been traveling she realized that her behavior put at risk everything that she valued most. If she got caught Rick was NOT going to accept the, "You are the only one I love, it was only sex with him" defense.



She had never worried about being caught because she gave Rick no reason to suspect anything. There was no reason to believe that that had changed, but now the cold, hard reality of what would happen if by some chance he did find out anything grabbed her by the throat.
She sat up and looked out the window at the passing scenery as she went over in her mind what she had to do. No more car pool for a start. It would only be six weeks until the end of the school term and she could handle the expense of driving the Suburban that long. Chris and Bobby would no longer be a problem if Frank and Sarah went through with what they planned. She would know how that turned out as soon as they got home. Oh shit! Frank and Sarah. Should she tell Rick about what his father was doing? No, better let Frank explain that. What else? Oh yes, get rid of Roy and Morrie's phone number before she was tempted to call it. Anything else? Not that she could think of. Just get back into the groove of being a faithful wife.
To be continued.
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As I touched up my makeup in the ladies room I thought about what was likely to happen when I went back to the table. No, that wasn't true - I knew what was going to happen - what I wondered about were the likely outcomes from what was going to happen. It wasn't every day that my boss asked me to "take care" of a large group of people and I had to wonder why he thought that I would go along with it. Granted that I was letting him bed me even though I was a married woman, but that didn't make me a slut. Or did it? I guess that would be a matter of perspective. I didn't think of myself as a slut, but it was a good bet that my husband would - if he knew. I would just have to make sure that he never did.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Once upon a time I was a fairly boring housewife and mother who stayed at home and took care of the zoo. Then the kids grew up and suddenly I was looking at an empty nest. For the first month I was in Heaven. No pressure and lots of free time for myself and then I ran out of things to do around the house. I quickly found that nothing but a steady diet of daytime soaps would turn your brain to mush so I got off my buns and went out looking for a job.
It did not take long at all to realize those twenty-one years of being a stay at home wife and mother did not arm me with the skills that would translate into the current job market. After two weeks of steady looking I had found nothing. Oh there were jobs I could have gotten; convenience store clerk on the night shift for one, but I wasn't the least bit interested in stocking shelves at oh dark-thirty or flipping burgers.
I'd just spent ten hours pounding the pavement answering ads with no luck. My husband was out of town - again - and I was in no mood to hurry home to an empty house so I stopped at a lounge to enjoy a drink. The drink turned into three and then the waitress came over and told me that a gentleman at the bar wanted to buy me a drink.
"Do you know him? Is he really a gentleman or is he just trying to get lucky?"
She laughed and said, "I don't really know about the gentleman part honey. He's in here two or three times a week and he has never caused any trouble and that's all I can say about him."
"Tell him I accept" and then I did something totally out of character and added, "Providing that he joins me."
As the waitress walked away I wondered what in the world had possessed me to do that?
His name was Bob and the word that described him best was 'pleasant'. He was pleasant looking, had a pleasant personality and he was pleasant company. Not much for originality though. His opening after the name exchange was, "And what's a pretty girl like you doing all alone in a place like this?"
I almost laughed, but since I wasn't the least bit interested in letting myself be picked up, but did want some company at the table I behaved myself. We talked and had several more drinks as I explained to him the trials and tribulations of my job search.
"I can sympathize with you. I'm having as much trouble finding someone willing to work for me as you are trying to find a job."
My ears perked up when I heard that and he noticed and laughed, "No, I don't think so. You just are not the type."
"How do you know that? We just met and you don't know anything about me."
"I know you are married."
"What has that got to do with it? Just what is the job?"
"Personal assistant."
"You are probably right then. I haven't done any typing since high school."
"Personal assistants don't type; I have secretaries for that stuff."
"What does a personal assistant do?"
"Waits on me hand and foot. She takes care of all the little odds and ends that tend to clutter up an already too busy schedule. Follows along behind me with a pad and pen to make notes, reminds of appointments and meetings, sees to it that my dry cleaning gets sent out, makes sure that I remember important birthdays and anniversaries and takes care of a whole host of other personal needs."
"Sounds like just what I have been doing for the last twenty years - waiting hand and foot on two kids and a husband. What does a job like that pay?"
"My last assistant was making eighty grand a year before her husband made her quit."
"What would make a man make his wife give up that kind of money? That's more than my husband makes."
"I guess he didn't like some facets of her job. She didn't mind them, but I guess her marriage mattered enough to her that she gave in to him."
"What facets of the job didn't he like?"
"She had to travel with me on business three or four times a month and I guess he got upset at some of the personal things she had to do."
"Hell, my husband travels more than that. He wouldn't even miss me because he would be on the road too. What personal things didn't her husband like?"
"Look, I'm a very busy man most of the time and I don't have the time to take care of some things. One of the things that Mellisa did was arrange for some of my personal urges to be taken care of."
"You mean she arranged sexual meetings for you? Found you women?"
"Sometimes."
"What does that mean?"
"Sometimes she couldn't find anyone."
Suddenly what he was saying dawned on me. "Oh, oh my. And her husband found out?"
"No, he just suspected, but it was enough to make her quit."
"Quitting a job that paid that much just because he was suspicious? If it was me he would damned well have had to know for sure before I'd give it up."
By that point it was the booze that was talking, not the real me and when Bob said, "Are you telling me that you could take on a job like that?"
"For that kind of money? In a heartbeat!"
"Okay, let's get the job interview out of the way."
"What?"
"My office is just across the street. I want to get you over there and fill out the application before you sober up and chicken out."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It had to have been the liquor because I wasn't that kind of woman or at least I didn't used to be, but five minutes after we entered his office he entered me. The surprising thing to me was that I didn't feel any guilt at cheating on my husband. Bob was the first man other than my husband to have me since the day of my wedding almost twenty-one years before. It was sex at its most elemental. I was on my back on Bob's desk with my skirt up around my waist and the gusset of my panties pushed to the side to give him entrance. He did lose his trousers, but he still had his shirt, tie, shoes and socks on. He banged away at me and I clutched his butt cheeks with my hands, wrapped my legs around him and moaned in pleasure. I climaxed twice before he came and when it was over he said, "That is going to be part of your duties. Do you still want the job?"
I guess that deep inside me there must have been some brazen hussy because I smiled and said, "I get that and money too? Hell yes I want the job."
"Okay, you're hired."
He got up and put on his pants and then he picked up the phone.
"I'm ready Paul" and then he walked back to me and offered me a hand to help me up. "Come on my dear. You are on the payroll now and we have places to go and things to do."
There was a limo waiting at the curb when we walked out the front door and a uniformed chauffeur opened the rear door for us.
"Paul, this is Chrissi. She's my new PA. Chrissi, this is Paul and you will probably be spending an awful lot of time with him from now on. Give Paul your address."
"But my car is in the lounge parking lot."
"I'll arrange to have it taken care of. You won't be needing it from now on. Paul will be picking you up at seven in the morning and bringing you home at night."
I was just a little bit surprised when he dismissed Paul when we got to my home. Bob saw my look.
"You did say he was out of town, right?"
I nodded a yes.
"Good. It gives me time to get to know you better."
That night I was treated to the unique and mind-blowing experience of sliding up and down on another man's hard cock while taking my husbands nightly check in phone call. I couldn't explain what had happened in the four hours since I had met Bob, but I felt no guilt or remorse at cheating on Glenn, none! I loved Glenn dearly and I would die for the man if the need arose, but it didn't bother me one bit to fuck Bob.
The next morning Paul was waiting when Bob and I came out of the house at six forty-five and on the way to the office I got my rude awakening. You know the saying that if it sounds too good to be true, it is? Well, getting eighty thousand a year for being Bob's PA was too good to be true. Bob had said that when Mellisa had left she was making that much, but that was her total with bonuses, commissions and a few other things like a clothing allowance, and company credit cards. The actual salary was four thousand a month, which was still very good money. I spent most of the day filling out forms for life and health insurance and all kinds of other stuff. Then I was turned over to Bob's secretary who sat me down and explain in great detail what I was supposed to do as Bob's personal assistant (she didn't say a word about the sex part) and then she handed me a list and three company credit cards and told me to take the rest of the day and purchase what was on the list.
"Experience has shown that you will need these items at one time or another" and then she handed me a second list. "Have these items packed and ready to go because there are times you will be going out of town on a moments notice and you won't have time to go home and pack."
I looked at both lists and saw that they were mostly clothes. A full-length evening gown for a formal affair, business suits, cocktail dresses and the like.
"Try to have them all by tomorrow. Paul will drive you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was almost six months ago and probably the most surprising thing to me about the job, considering the way it got started, was that Bob did not require my sexual services all that much. Mostly it was when we were out of town on trips and the sex on those trips was intense. Bob usually wanted to go all night and we usually did. At home we did have occasionally have some two-martini lunches that ended up in a hotel room, but it was rare unless my husband was out of town on business. If that were the case Bob would come over so he could be sliding his cock in me when I took my evening call from Glenn. For some reason he got a major charge out of that (for that matter, I did too) and doing it on Glenn's bed.
Bob had a philosophy - work hard and then go play. His day started at five-thirty and ended at six in the evening unless he had a dinner or some special event to attend. His theory was, "If you can't get it done in a twelve hour day it doesn't need to be done."
But those twelve-hour days were non-stop and many nights when Paul dropped me off all I wanted to do was soak my feet in the tub. A typical day for me started when Paul picked me up at seven. I had a cell phone that only one person - Bob - had the number to and between seven and five after seven it would ring and I would get my basic instructions for the start of the day.
"Set up an appointment with so and so. Must be before noon Friday. My tux is at the tailors being altered. Call them and tell them I must have it by three today and arrange to have it picked up. Call whatsis at XYZ and tell him I want his proposal no later than noon today. Don't let him messenger it, go and pick it up. My meeting with Billings is at nine-thirty and I need him distracted so show a lot of leg while you are taking notes. A low cut blouse wouldn't hurt either. Make sure that my schedule is clear from twelve-thirty to two and reserve us a room at the Hilton. I plan on fucking Billings during our negotiations and you know how horny that makes me. What have you got for me?"
I checked my Day-Timer, "You need to call your sister and wish her a Happy Birthday. Your yearly physical is for tomorrow at nine so no foods and nothing but water to drink after six tonight. You promised Baxter a call today about his inventory problem and like it or not, you promised your ex you would talk to her today about your daughters college plans."
"Shit! You know how much I hate hearing that bitch's name let alone having to talk with her. Oh well, I did promise. I'll see you when you get here."
How was my husband Glenn reacting to my new job? Amazed and stunned would be a pretty good description. Glenn had worked his butt off for twenty years to get to where he was making fifty-eight thousand a year and I go out and fall into a job that in six months has me almost making the same. My Christmas bonus from Bob was ten thousand and if I had worked for the full twelve months I would have made five thousand more than Glenn. Glenn certainly wasn't unhappy with the extra money coming in because it allowed him to splurge. We had lived comfortably on his income so my paycheck was like having a windfall. We bought a cabin on a lake, a boat and trailer and a Dodge Ram to pull it and started socking money away in the savings account.
Glenn isn't suspicious of anything that I'm doing because he thinks he knows exactly what it is. His boss has a PA and he pretty much sees what she does and the hours she puts in, but Sarah, while a beautiful person, is a mousy spinster type. There isn't anyway that Glenn could imagine her and Ralph getting it on so the thought that I might be doing more for Bob than Sarah does for Ralph just never occurs to him.
My hours and trips don't bother him because of the traveling he does. We always had the weekends together and things seemed to be working out just fine for us. Our sex life was fantastic. The more I fucked Bob the more erotic and wicked I felt when I made love to Glenn. When he asked why the sudden increase in intensity I told him about how Bob had me dress and sit so I would be a distraction to the men he did business with and that doing it made me all hot and horny and that I had to come home and take it out on him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I never did get to where I felt guilt or remorse at hanging horns on Glenn; it was probably a flaw in my character. I loved Glenn to death and I would quit what I was doing in a heartbeat if it got to where it would cost me Glenn, but for the time being I was just having too much fun. I'd just have to work very hard at seeing that Glenn never had reason to get suspicious like Mellisa's husband did.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was shortly after the company Christmas party that Bob asked me if I would be willing to put a little extra effort into seeing that a certain corporate account stayed with us. I'd wondered when or if this would ever come up and I had given it tons and tons of thought. Without Bob even asking I knew what it was. It was how Mellisa, his last PA had earned so much more than I was currently making. He was wanting to know if I would be willing to service a customer. The company grapevine had already told me that Mellisa got commissions for seeing that certain customers were kept happy and now it was my turn. As I said, I'd given the matter lots of thought and had pretty much made up my mind what I would do if asked. The bottom line wasn't the commissions I might get, it was the job. I was in love with my job and I was afraid that if I said no my days would be numbered. Bob's PA took care of problems, this customer was a problem, ergo, the PA will handle it. So, as cheerily as I was able I said, "When and where?"
It was surprisingly easy. Bob and I met the customer for lunch at the Hilton and after a leisurely lunch, accompanied by several glasses of a very good wine, Bob excused himself to make some phone calls. I suggested to the customer that we go up to the company's hospitality suite and wait for Bob there. Five hours later and feeling like a slut, a very well used slut, Paul drove me home.
On the drive home my eyes met Paul's in the rear view and I wondered if the grapevine had been right about him and Mellisa and how I would handle the situation if it ever came up. Paul was a very good-looking black man and I did have to admit to some curiosity about some of the things I had heard about black men. After that afternoon I had to wonder if one more cock would matter. I had taken care of the customer - three times - and he had no sooner gone when the door to the suite opened and Bob came in undressing as he moved toward me. He shocked the hell out of me by going down to his knees and burying his face in my well-used pussy. He also fucked me three times before letting me go. I came to find out that Bob's biggest turn ons were sloppy seconds and what he called cream pies. He just loved sucking another man's cum out of my pussy and over the course of the next year he got quite a bit of that from me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After that first time Bob would ask me, on the average of twice a month, to "handle" a particular account and I of course did and after each and every time Bob would come into the room, eat my pussy, and then soak his cock in the other man's leavings. It was quite kinky and I soon got to the point where I got an erotic charge out of it. Just before Bob would come into the room I would drag a finger through the mess and then suck the goo off my finger and roll it around in my mouth. Then Bob would come in and I would french kiss him as he entered me. Once I asked him why he never ate my pussy after I had fucked Glenn in the morning.
"You know my rule when it comes to business sweetie, hit the ground running first thing in the morning, no time for sex until later in the day. Get Glenn to fuck you at lunch time and then come to me and I'll gladly do it."
I wondered if someday I could make it happen.
Bob had one other kink that also turned me on. He loved to have his cock in me when we were on a business trip and I was calling home to talk to my husband. At first I was terrified that I would moan or the bedsprings would squeak and that Glenn would hear and figure out what was happening, but I got over the fear and sometimes I got pretty aggressive sliding up and down on Bob's cock while telling Glenn how much I loved him and missed him. A couple of times it was a customers cock I was riding when I talked to Glenn and those times I had some intense orgasms.
Then Bob took me the next step. One night on a trip when I was supposed to take care of a customer Bob stayed in the room with us. I had my first double penetration and I absolutely loved it. It gave me such a feeling of power to know that I had those two powerful businessmen at my beck and call and that I could get them to do anything. In reality it was just the other way round - they could, and did, get me to do anything. They turned me every which way but loose. My phone call to Glenn that night found me with a cock in my pussy and one up my butt. After that night there were more threesomes and a couple of foursomes, all on out of town trips and I honestly looked forward to them.
Tonight would be very different. Tonight I would be crossing a Rubicon of sorts. It was an executive retreat and most of the company's high ranking officers were in attendance and Bob had asked me to serve as "hostess" in the company's hospitality suite. This would be the first time I played with people that I worked with on a daily basis at the office. Up until then it had always been a customer or a supplier and not someone I was in daily contact with. That and the fact that there were twelve of them would make this a very different night indeed.
One last look at my lipstick and I turned and headed back to the table and....?
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Okay, I admit it - I'm fucked up. As well as being a pervert I've found out that I'm a cum freak, but more on that later. I work midnights and so I'm around the house during the day when all the young housewives and mothers are out pushing their babies around in baby carriages and strollers. My greatest pleasure, my biggest kick, is turning those sweet young and innocent married women into gangbang loving sluts. Hey, everyone has a jones, right? Mine just happens to be a little more perverse than most.
It started out innocently enough. Sandy was twenty-two and the mother of two babies, both toddlers, and one morning as I was working in my front yard she came by pushing her two little ones in a baby carriage. Being neighborly I said good morning and made some small talk about the nice weather we were having and then she said that she'd heard that I had a pond and a waterfall in my backyard. I told her I did and I asked her if she wanted to see it. She said yes, that she would like to and a couple of minutes later we were setting on my deck, sipping coffee, and watching the Koi playing under the waterfall.
She was still there half an hour later when my buddy Tyrone stopped by. Tyrone is a big black dude that has a way with the ladies and pretty soon he and Sandy were chatting away like old friends. After Sandy was gone Ty told me that he would sure like to tap her fresh young pussy and I laughed at him, "Dream on Ty, dream on."
"No man, I mean it. Get her back here tomorrow and I'll see to it that we both tear off a piece of that fine ass."
"Just how do you figure you can do that?"
"Trust me on this one dude. Tomorrow her sweet young pussy is ours."
The next morning I was sitting at my widow watching for Sandy to come up the street. About nine I saw her heading my way and so I got outside and was working in the yard when she got to my place. I said good morning and asked her if she'd like to join me on the rear deck for coffee. She said she'd love some coffee so I told her to go on around back and I went into the house to put the coffee on and to call Tyrone. Ten minutes he was there and he and Sandy picked up their conversation where they had left off the day previous. When Sandy's cup was empty Ty got up and went inside to get her a refill. Sandy was leaning back in her lounge chair, looking at the waterfall and watching the fish play, "This is something I could learn to like on a daily basis. It is just so peaceful and refreshing."
"You are more than welcome any day. Even if I'm not here you can come through the side gate and make yourself to home."
"Thanks. I might just take you up on that."
Tyrone came back with her coffee and for the next fifteen or twenty minutes we sat and talked. Then Sandy dropped her coffee cup and said, "I feel dizzy" and then she tried to get up. Ty got up and helped her over to the chaise lounge and helped her sit down. He looked over at me and winked as he took out his cell phone and made a call.
"It's ready. Hurry up and get your butts over here."
"What's that all about?"
"Just getting us some help dude."
"What's going on here Ty?"
"I slipped a quarter dose of Amtph in her coffee."
"What the hell is Amtph?"
You know my brother the chemist?"
"Yeah, I've met him."
"The company he works for was working on a cancer suppressing drug and they accidently found a compound that acts like that old myth, Spanish Fly. He gives me a supply and I use it and report the results back to him. I'm field testing it so to speak. Based on my testing they may be able to find a market for it. What it does is make her want to fuck. A full dose would make her want to fuck for twelve to fourteen hours, but the dose I gave her will only make her want to go for three or four hours. The beauty of it is when the Ampth wears off she will still want to fuck."
"We can't do this man. She'll call the cops."
"No she won't. She's aware of what's going on. She is going to want every inch we can give her and then some. Once she starts begging for cock we tape it and then warn her against telling anybody what happened. She can't tell her husband unless she wants him to know she is a cock crazy slut and if she does tell him and he comes looking to kick ass we show him the tape and tell him to back off or we will let the whole world see what a slut his wife and the mother of his kids is."
"I don't know Ty. It sounds like we are flirting with jail time here."
"Too late my man. I told you she was aware and wants it right? We have to follow through."
"What was the phone call?"
"Got some help coming. I want her so sexually stimulated that she behaves like a sex maniac while I tape her. You want to be first?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Actually I really did want to be first, but just then the younger of Sandy's two babies started to cry. I finally figured out she was hungry and I searched through the bag hanging on the back of the baby carriage and found a full bottle of something that I figured was baby formula. I ended up feeding Sandy's baby while watching Tyrone feed Sandy his cock. I found out as I watched that I got a huge charge out of seeing black on white. I had the baby on my shoulder burping her when the help that Ty had called arrived. I knew a couple of them and I was not surprised that they were all black. One that I didn't know looked at me with a smirk on his face, "Who's the wimpy white dude? Her hubby? He gets off on seeing his pretty little white wife turned into a nigger loving slut?"
"What the fuck Ty? You invited this racist asshole into my home?"
"Shut the fuck up Derek. He is our host and my friend and that's all the fuck you need to know."
Just then the baby burped and I said, "That's right sweetie, you tell him" and everybody laughed.
On the chaise lounge Tyrone was slamming his cock into Sandy's tender young pussy. Her head rolled from side to side and her arms were grabbing at Ty's back and her legs kept trying to wrap around him. Ty looked over his shoulder and said, "Some body get ready. I'm close to shooting and we have to keep her going."
Everybody stripped and when Ty gave a grunt and held himself still for a moment we knew he had cum. He pulled himself off Sandy and I didn't get to be next because I was changing the baby's diaper and I didn't get to be third either because I was feeding Sandy's other baby. When it was time for the fourth man to climb into the saddle I was changing diapers again. I told the guys to carry her into the house and take her up to the bedroom while I put her two kids down for a nap.
When I finally got my turn Sandy was starting to look glassy eyed. As I sank my cock into her hot, wet and no longer tight little box I almost came. It felt so incredibly good. I would never have believed that I could find sloppy sixths so exciting. Sandy was moaning I was pounding into her as hard as I could when suddenly she arched her back and cried out, "Oh fuck!" and Tyrone laughed and said, "Way to go white boy, you made her cum" and all the others cheered me on. I lasted another two minutes and then I came.
Ty was next and as he banged into her she gave a loud moan and her legs came up and she dug her heels into the back of Tyrone's legs and he laughed, "Now is when it gets good. We will give you lots of climax's baby. You will be going home well satisfied today."
After Ty Derek mounted her and by then she was begging for more cock and for Derek to fuck her harder. For the next hour she never went more that ten seconds without a cock in her. I had her two more times and then I heard the babies fussing and I went to check on them. I changed some diapers, fed and burped both of them again and put them back down to nap. When I got back to the bedroom they had Sandy on her hands and knees and she had Derek's cock in her mouth and Devon buried in her ass. I could hear the moans coming out of her mouth around Derek's cock and she was pushing her ass back at Devon as he plowed into her. When Devon came and pulled out of her I moved behind her and slid my cock in her ass. Just like when I'd gotten her pussy the feeling was fantastic and I wondered how "sloppy seconds" had ever become a derisive term. I loved it and I began to think that it would be the way I'd like to go from then on.
Sammy had cum in her mouth and moved away and Hal stepped up to push his cock in. Sandy reached out and grabbed it and pulled him to her open hole as she was slamming her ass back at me and crying," "Oh God, oh God, Oh God." It went on for another half-hour and then they guys said they had to be going and they dressed and left. Sandy was lying on the bed and crying, "Please, please somebody do me please?" Ty looked at me and shook his head no and I couldn't get me up again either, but I couldn't stand to see Sandy suffer like that.
"Ty, are we tight?"
"You know we are man."
"Then this is just between us. No one ever gets to know what a sick puppy I really am, okay?"
"What are you going to do?"
"Help her out."
I knelt down between Sandy's legs and started to eat her cum smeared sopping wet pussy. Her hands grabbed the back of my head as I sucked on her clit and she hunched up at my mouth and moaned, cried, screamed and hollered as I brought her to one very large orgasm. Then she fell back on the bed and in minutes she was lightly snoring. I looked down at her and was amazed at what I had done. I had buried my face in a cunt full of other men's cum, sucked it up and I had loved every second of it.
Tyrone and I stood looking down at her. She still looked young and innocent, but she was a mess. There were no marks on her - we had warned everyone about that - but her cunt lips were red and swollen and she had dried cum all over her.
"I'll put on a pot of coffee and then we will have to get her cleaned up and out of here. I'm all out of baby food and clean diapers."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The shower woke Sandy up and we toweled her off and poured coffee into her and then we left her in the bedroom top get dressed. When she came out Ty and I were in the living room watching the tape that had been made of our little party.
"What are you going to do with that?"
"Nothing sweetie. Just keep it as a momento of a very nice day. I'll make you a copy if you would like."
Sandy surprised the hell out of us when she said, "No thanks. If I want to see it I can always come here."
No "why did you do this to me?" No "I'll get even with you bastards" or "I'll make you pay for this" just a matter of fact "I can always come here." Tyrone and I looked at each other in stunned disbelief as Sandy loaded up her two babies and left.
When Ty was ready to leave I walked him to the door and as he walked out on the porch Helen was walking by pushing her baby buggy. I waved at her and she waved back and Tyrone said, "Let's do her next."
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When Tyrone said, "Let's do her next" as Helen walked down the street he caught me by surprise. I figured that what we had done with Sandy was a one time thing. "Wait here" Tyrone said, "I'll be right back" He came back a moment later and handed me a bottle with an eyedropper in it. "You need to dose their coffee as soon as you get them in the backyard and then call me on my cell and I'll take it from there."
I spent all that day waiting for a cop car to pull up in front of my house. When that didn't happen I braced myself for a visit from Sandy's outraged husband and when that didn't happen either I began to think that maybe we had gotten away with it. But I was still shaky enough that I didn't make a move on Helen for a couple of days. I had no idea how I was going to get Helen in the backyard, I thought about it for two days before deciding that simple usually works best. I made sure that I was working in the yard when she came by on Thursday morning.
"Hey Helen, got a minute?"
"What's up?"
"I need a woman's perspective on something. My ex-wife always told me that I always seemed to see things out of balance."
"What is it?"
"I'm working on my rock garden and pond and I don't know that I'm happy with the way my waterfall comes into the pond. I'd like another opinion."
"I'd love to see it, but I don't know that my opinion will mean much."
I led her around to the back of the house and had her take a seat while I turned on the pump that ran the waterfall, then I offered her coffee and she said she'd love some and I went into the house and got her a cup. I dosed it per Tyrone's instructions and then I called him on his cell. He told me he would be over in ten minutes and the rest of the guys would be there maybe twenty minutes after that. I took the coffee out to Helen and by then the waterfall was up and running. "What do you think?"
"I think I'll leave my husband and move in with you. I could sit here all day and soak up sunshine and listen to the water. I wouldn't change a thing as far as the pond and waterfall are concerned, but if it were mine I'd get some more oranges and yellows down near this end of the rock garden. The reds are a bit overwhelming, but then again, that's just me. I'm partial to orange and yellow."
We talked more about flowers and I asked her what she would use and she named off several of her favorites and we discussed them and then I noticed her give her head a little shake and she opened and closed her eyes a couple of times.
"Are you all right?"
"I think so, I just felt a little dizzy there for a moment."
I looked at my watch and saw that it had been twenty-three minutes since she took her first sip of coffee. She saw me check my watch and I saw comprehension appear in here eyes, "You bastard! You drugged me with something,"
I smiled at her, "Yes I did sweetie and I think you are going to love the outcome."
She dropped the coffee cup (I made a mental note to get some unbreakable ones) and she shook her head and then she stood up and walked toward me. Tyrone showed up just as she went to her knees in front of me and reached for my zipper. "Come on Helen," I said, "Lets take this to the bedroom."
While Ty undressed her I went down and got six moth old Sasha and brought her upstairs. Sasha was sleeping, at least for now, and I put her down in a corner of the room. Ty and I stood looking down at Helen and appreciating the view. Her tits were huge and stuck up like mountain peaks and she had a bald pussy. I could see her eyes watching us, trying to figure out why we weren't taking advantage to what she was so willing to give us.
Ty said, "You first today."
I ran a finger along her slit and then I worked it into her. She was tight, way too tight. I got up and got some KY and worked on her a bit and then I moved between her legs. It took me several minutes to work my cock all the way into her pussy and then I started fucking her. She was tight and it was okay, but I knew that I was going to enjoy her more after the other guys got there and I could get my sloppy whatever's. I came and got out of the way so Tyrone could have at her. He banged away at her for several minutes before cumming and then I mounted her again. It was a lot better my second time because she had my first load and Ty's donation in her. I had no idea why all of a sudden, after twelve years of fucking girls, I was so in love with cum filled pussies, but there was no denying that I was.
I had just cum for my second time when the baby started fussing. I checked Sasha and found that her diaper was dry so I looked through the diaper bag for a bottle and then I picked her up and fed her. When she wouldn't take any more I put her on my shoulder and patted her she burped and then I rocked her until she went to sleep.
Tyrone was nearing his climax and Helen was moaning when I got back to the bedroom. I heard the front door open and a voice call out "We're here." Tyrone hollered back for them to come on up, "And hurry. We need some help." Derek and four other guys came into the bedroom and immediately started to strip.
I glance over at them and said, "Tyrone is almost ready to shoot and when he gets out of the way I need one of you to get right on so we can keep her going.
"Here it comes honey," Ty said and a moment later he pulled away from Helen and Devon rolled her over and pushed into her from behind. Hal stepped up and fed his cock into Helen's mouth and held her head and began to fuck her face. I thought I heard the baby and I went to check on her, but she was sleeping peacefully.
When I got back to the bedroom Helen was pretty much behaving like a screaming nymphomaniac. She was sitting on Derek's cock, sucking on Tyrone's bone and Devon was behind her getting ready to enter her asshole. Devon was playing with her hanging tits and every once in a while a bit of milk would squirt out. I stood and watched as Ty came in her mouth and was replaced by Jason, who was replaced by Stan. Then Derek came and crawled out from under her. Hal looked at me and I shook my head no, "I'm waiting for her asshole."
"Get ready then, I'm almost ready to pop" Devon said and I got ready to take his place. He grunted and said, "There you go baby" and as he pulled out a stream of cum flowed out of Helen's ass. I immediately filled the hole and good god did it feel great. Helen was really into it and even with a cock in her mouth I could hear her screaming, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, god damn you fuck me."
I don't know if it was me in her ass, Hal in her pussy or Stan in her mouth or a combination, but Helen had three orgasms before I came in her ass. I got out of the way and Ty took my place. He slammed his cock in her and she squealed and had another orgasm.
I left the room and went to check on Sasha. She was sleeping soundly and I adjusted the blankets around her and then went downstairs to get a cold drink. When I hit the bottom of the stairs I happened to look out the front window and I saw Sandy coming up the street. She slowed down when she got to the front of the house, looked like she was hesitating, and then she went on by. I wondered what that was about.
When I got back to the bedroom the boys had changed positions. Derek was lying on the bed and Helen was sitting on his cock and bouncing up and down on him. It wasn't until Stan got on the bed and pushed her backward so the her back was almost on Derek's chest that I realized that Derek had his stick up Helen's ass. Stan lined his cock up with Helen's cunt and with one push shoved it home. Helen screamed out, "Oh fuck" and then she began to cry, "Oh god, oh god, oh god, so good, so fucking good" and then she had an orgasm. I pulled a chair next to the bed and stood on it and then I leaned forward and supported myself by putting my hands on the bedpost. My cock was only three inches from Helen's face, but in my position I couldn't get any closer. Then, God bless her, Helen turned her head, saw my cock and leaned over and started sucking it.
Three minutes later Stan said, "I'm going to blow. Who wants next on her cunt?"
"Me" I said and I pulled out of Helen's mouth, which got me a nasty look, and got off the chair. Stan dismounted and I took his place. As my dick slid into her I almost came it felt so good. It was my first time in her pussy since the other guys had arrived and I had no idea how many loads I was soaking in, but it felt divide. I made up my mind, right then and there, that if I ever got married again my wife was going to have to be a gangbang loving slut.
I didn't even try to fuck Helen at first. I just held myself in her and soaked my cock in her hot, wet cunt and felt the sensations of Derek's cock rubbing against mine as he pounded up into her ass. Then I looked around and saw other's waiting and so I began banging away. Nobody had a cock in Helen's mouth so her words weren't muffled as she just kept crying, "Fuck me, make me cum, fuck me hard, please make me cum."
Two minutes later Derek said, "Here it comes you cum hungry slut" and I felt his cock throb as it touched mine through the thin membrane and that sent me over the edge and I blew my load into Helen's cunt. Helen, who had been crying "make me cum, make me cum" suddenly screamed out "Make me cummmmmmm" and her whole body shook like a dog shiting peach pits. She was still shaking when I pulled out and Devon took my place.
I went to check on Sasha again and I saw she was starting to fidget. I checked her diaper and found that she needed to be changed. I put a clean diaper on her, put her pacifier in her mouth and then rocked her back to sleep. When I got back to the bedroom I found Helen crying, "No, not yet, please don't leave, not yet" and I looked around and saw that Derek and Devon were getting dressed to go. "Please" Helen begged, "Please, just once more each, just once more." The two looked at each other and then undressed. I watched for another hour as the guys rotated from mouth to pussy to ass and then Derek and Devon did some thing that blew me away. They fucked Helen in her pussy at the same time - she had two cocks in her pussy! - and Helen went crazy. She screamed, hollered, yelled and had another orgasm. I looked over at Ty, "You and me next?"
"Shit yes man, I got to try that."
When Derek and Devon were done Ty and me took their place. First I fucked her for a bit and then stayed still while Ty fucked her and then we just kept taking turns until Ty came and pulled out. With Ty gone I pushed Helen back on the bed and fucked her as hard as I could until I came. I got up to go to the bathroom and Tyrone got on the bed.
When I got back to the bedroom Ty was lying on his back and Helen was kneeling over him sucking him off. I had a choice - ass or pussy - and I said, "Fuck it, why not both?" I moved up behind her and slid into her wet pussy and she pushed back at me and moaned around Tyrone's cock. After five minutes I pulled out of her and she cried out, "No, don't stop, not yet damn it" but the cries stopped when I pushed myself into her ass. She started squealing and I started fucking her butt as hard as I could. It took me almost ten minutes to cum and by then Ty had cum and had gone off to shower. Helen was telling me to fuck her, "Make me cum you bastard. Fuck my ass, make me cum one more time." She did and then I did and then I fell down on the bed next to her almost exhausted.
Helen fell forward on the bed and then she rolled over and the two of us were lying next to each other, breathing hard and looking up at the ceiling. Then I rolled over and went down on her and sucked the juices of seven men out of her cunt. She kicked and screamed and held my head against her box until she had an orgasm and I'd had enough. After maybe a minute of silence Helen said, "You are a miserable, no good, rotten bastard for drugging me, but I'm glad that you did. I haven't felt this fucking satisfied since my last frat party gangbang in college."
Ty had come into the room and he said, "So you are no stranger to gangbangs?"
"God no. I was the biggest slut on campus for four years. I'd forgotten how much I loved it. What did you plan on doing with the tape, blackmail me into doing it again?"
"Kind of. Not blackmail you into doing it again, not that we would mind doing it again, but to by your silence."
"How's that?"
"The theory is that we show you loving it and tell you if you tell your husband and he comes looking for us every one of your neighbors and relatives gets a copy showing you begging for it."
"Well you won't need it for that. What I want to know is when can we do it again?"
"You want to do it again?"
"Fuck yeah!"
"You tell us when."
"I can't do it too often or my pussy would get so big that my hubby wouldn't be able to feel the sides and I don't dare let him find out. How about same time next week?"
Ty and I looked at each other and smiled.
++++++++++++++
Ty and I were sitting in the living room watching the tape of Sandy while Helen was taking a shower. We had intended to turn it off before Helen came in the room, but we were so wrapped up in it that we didn't hear when the shower was shut off. "Holy shit! I don't believe it." Helen had come into the room and had seen the tape and we hadn't heard her. "I just don't believe it. Little Miss Goody Two Shoes with a cock in every hole - that's just so priceless."
"You don't like her?"
"Oh I like her, it's just that everyone thinks she's the perfect mother, the perfect wife and the perfect little homemaker. It's just a shock to see that she is just as big a pig as I am. How many others have you done this with?"
"You are just the second," I said and Tyrone laughed, "And I hope you aren't the last."
"Maybe I can help you."
"What?"
"Maybe I can help you. My next door neighbor Beverly is a little snot. I'd like to see her with a cock in every hole." She looked at me, "I noticed that with the exception of you all the others were black. Is there some significance in that?"
"No, not really. Those were just the ones Ty could reach on short notice."
"Can you get some Mexicans?"
"I suppose, why?"
"Beverly and her husband hate Mexicans. They are always harping on how the "fucking spics" are taking all the jobs and ruining the economy. I would love to see her fucked silly by a couple of dozen of them."
I looked at Ty and he looked back at me and shrugged, "I don't know about that many, but I can probably come up with three or four. How does she feel about blacks?"
"I'm not sure, but if she is that rabid about Mexicans I can't imagine that she is overly fond of blacks."
"Okay, we will get her a mixture. When do you want to do this?"
"The sooner the better. But for now I need to get out of here. I don't have any clean diapers for Sasha and I need to get home."
I walked her to the door and as she was leaving she said, "You are still an asshole, but you aren't a bad fuck. On days you aren't running a gangbang could I stop by for a quickie or three?"
"What about your hubby?"
"Fuck him. You have that relaxing waterfall and you scratch an itch that he hasn't scratched in years to say nothing about the absolutely marvelous way you eat pussy."
"The gate to the backyard is never locked. Make yourself at home."
She kissed me and I watched as she headed on down toward her end of the street.
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I hit the Safeway on my way home from work and picked up some stuff that I never thought I would ever buy. Baby oil, baby powder, and diapers - Huggies and Pampers (I couldn't decide which was better so I got both) - and some baby bottles and formula. I wanted to be prepared for the next time I had a baby to deal with. When I got home I saw a great looking pair of legs sticking out in front of one of the deck chairs. Because of the high back I couldn't tell who it was so I put the coffee on and when it was ready I poured it into a carafe and put it on a tray with two cups, cream and sugar and went out to see who my visitor might be.
As the door opened a head looked around the chair and I saw that it was Sandy. As I set the tray down on the table in front of her she looked up at me and said, "Is it safe to drink this time?" I poured myself a cup from the carafe and took a sip, "Life is just a series of taking chances sweetie. I might be drugging myself to drug you, you'll never know unless you have a sip." She looked at me for several seconds and then she poured herself a cup, added cream and took a sip. She set the cup down and looked at me for several more seconds.
"I'll bet you are surprised to see me here."
I just looked at her and waited.
"Well, you can't be any more surprised than I am. I've spent the better part of the last week taking my walks in the other direction just to avoid coming past your house. Now I'm here and I don't know why. Do you know why I'm here?"
I thought about her question and then said, "No, not really. It could be one of several things. You could be worried about the tape we made and what we might do with it. You might be worried that none of the guys used condoms and that you might have been made pregnant or gotten a disease. I don't know about the pregnancy thing, but before we started to do this Ty and all the guys had themselves tested, for our sake as much as yours. Maybe you just want to watch the tape. You did say before you left that if you wanted to see it you could always come here to do it. And while I admit that it is a remote possibility, you may have come here to ask if you can do it again."
"How about all of the above except for the last one."
"Where are the babies?"
"Sleeping in the shade over by the gate."
"Go get them and bring them inside while I set up the VCR."
After Sandy got the babies settled she sat down next to me on the couch and I hit the play button and settled back to watch Sandy watch herself.
I watched for ten minutes as she went from calm and curious to hot and bothered. First it was a hand to her breast and I watched as she slowly began to caress it. Then it was shifting and opening her legs and dropping a hand to rub her mound. Then came the heavy breathing and the hard rubbing. I didn't even think she knew I was there anymore. Just to see I took out my rapidly hardening cock and just sat there with it standing straight up and waving in the air. Several minutes went by and then I saw her glance over and see it. She quickly turned her head back to the TV and then for the next two minutes she would glance over and quickly turn away. Then, with a sudden "Oh God" she turned and her head went down into my lap and her mouth swallowed my dick.
I just sat there and let her give me a blow job for several minutes and then I reached out and took the bottom of her tee shirt and pulled it up until I could get to her bra straps. I unsnapped the bra and then I reached under it and cupped her tit in my hand and started rolling the nipple between my fingers and she moaned. I pushed her away from me and she got a hurt look on her face. I pushed her back on the couch and started to pull her shorts down and the hurt look changed to one of lust. As soon as her shorts and panties were off she spread her legs wide and moaned, "Hurry, please hurry."
I pushed my cock at her hole and she was tight, very tight and I pulled back from her and went down on her. In less than a minute she had her hands wound in my hair and was pulling my face into her cunt even as she pushed it up at my face. I kept at her until I thought she was wet enough and then I moved back up. When the head of my cock split her pussy she grabbed my ass and her nails bit into me. To hell with going slow I thought and I rammed my cock into her until my pubic bone hit hers and then I started fucking her as hard as I could. Her heels were drumming against the back of my legs and her head was rolling from side to side as she made noises that defy description. Whatever they were I knew that it meant that she was really into it and so was I. Unfortunately I was too into it and I came before I really wanted to. She wasn't near ready and she cried out "No, not yet, please not yet" as I pulled out of her. I quickly went down on her and began to slurp my cum out of her cunt as I tried to get her off with my mouth. I worked hard at it until I was rewarded by her grabbing my hair and pulling me into her pussy while she screamed and came loud enough to wake up her sleeping babies. I nibbled on her clit as I waited for her to come down from her high and then I pulled away from her so she could get up and go take care of her crying kids.
It was about twenty minutes later when she walked back into the bedroom and as I watched her approach my cock started to rise up.
"Oh my, ready already? It takes my husband almost half an hour before he can go again."
I didn't point out that it had been almost that long since I came in her. If she wanted to think I was a stud who was I to deny it? I reached up and pulled her down to me and kissed her. Our tongues dueled for a bit and then Sandy broke the kiss, "This is wrong, I shouldn't be doing this. I love my hus..." and I shut her up by kissing her again and shoving my tongue in her mouth. Then I slid my hand down her naked belly and used my fingers on her pussy to try and build a fire again. She moaned and her tongue darted into my mouth and in a minute she was squirming against my hand. I broke the kiss and got up from the couch and pulled her after me as I walked around behind the couch. I bent her forward over the back of the couch and entered her from behind. I fucked her slowly for several minutes to get my cock nice and wet and then I pulled out of her cunt and pushed myself slowly into her ass. She hissed out a "Yesssssss" as I worked my way in and then I started to fuck her nice and easy.
Sandy was moaning as my dick worked back and forth in her ass and then the moans turned to crying. I looked down and saw tears running down her cheeks. Alarmed, I stopped fucking her and she cried out, "No, don't stop, please don't stop."
"Why are you crying, am I hurting you?"
"No, just fuck me, please honey, please just fuck my ass."
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing, everything. This is wrong, I love my husband, but I can't stop thinking about the other day and what I did and how much I loved it."
I slowed down and was just doing a slow back and forth so she could talk. I liked where this seemed to be going."
"It's wrong, so wrong, I love Barry and yet I gloried in being a fuck crazy slut. God help me I loved it, I loved it and I want to do it again. It's wrong, but I've never felt so alive in my life. It's wrong and I shouldn't be doing this, but I can't help myself."
"Should I call Tyrone?"
She didn't answer so I stopped stroking into her and said, "Sandy, do you want me to call Tyrone?"
She was silent for a second and then she moaned, "Yes, please call Tyrone."
"Anyone else?"
This time the answer came just a little quicker, "Maybe one or two more."
I smiled to myself as I picked up the pace and pounded her asshole. I came and left her still bent over the couch as I went to the bathroom to wash off my dick and then I got my cell phone and made the call.
++++++++++++++
It was two in the afternoon before Sandy left to go home. Tyrone had managed to round up three other guys on short notice and the five of us banged Sandy for almost four hours. Between bouts with Sandy's mouth, pussy and ass I had to feed and change Sandy's two kids and I was starting to feel like I should advertise myself as a baby sitter. The last thing I did before Sandy left was go down on her and try to suck all the goo out of her and just like the first time she went nuts on me and got me so excited that I had to fuck her one more time.
As Sandy was pushing her baby carriage down the street I asked Ty how long he thought it would last before her husband caught on to what was happening. "Don't know dude, but I hope it's a long, long time. We still on for tomorrow?"
"Far as I know. Helen said to plan on nine o'clock. Can you have everybody here by eight-thirty? She doesn't want to waste a lot of time."
"We still have to wait ten minutes Ampth for the to kick in."
"Yeah, but only on Bev. Helen won't be taking any and she wants to go as soon as she gets here."
"I'll see what I can do my man, I'll just have to see what I can do."
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I was sitting on the deck sipping coffee and tossing Koi sticks to the fish in the pond when I heard, "Hello there neighbor, is the coffee pot on?"
I turned and saw Helen with a rather plain looking young woman. Kind of plain in the face, but it looked like she had world class tits under her sweatshirt. Helen introduced me to Bev and I asked them if they would like some coffee and both said yes. I went into the kitchen and poured the coffee and doctored Bev's and then I went to the bottom of the stairs and hollered up to Ty and the boys that the girls had arrived. Upstairs waiting for the word were five Mexicans, four blacks, two Arabs and one Asian. A regular United Nations and then of course there was me - the token white boy.
I took the coffee outside and as the girls sipped theirs we talked about the weather, gossiped about the neighbors and made general small talk. After about ten minutes Helen asked me to keep an ear out for Sasha while she used the bathroom. Eight minutes later Bev was looking at my crotch and licking her lips. I got up and went inside and called up to Tyrone and told him to hurry down because I was going to need some help. In the background I could hear, "Oh yes, just like that" as Helen got off to her early start.
Tyrone, Derek and two of the Mexicans came downstairs just as Bev took my cock in her mouth. I was pleased to see that Bev did indeed have a marvelous looking rack hidden under her sweatshirt. Actually, she had a magnificent body hidden underneath her loose clothing. One of the Mexicans laid down on the chaise lounge and the other three picked Bev up and lowered her face down into his lap and then Derek and Tyrone held her while Carlos entered her from behind. I got the camera and started taping. I was shooting a close up of Carlos shoving his cock into Bev's hairless beaver when I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. I glanced that way and saw Sandy standing there watching. When she saw me looking at her she blushed and then turned around and hurried away. I almost went after her but decided I'd best not, at least not until I found out how Helen felt about Sandy knowing about her.
When Juan and Carlos finished with Bev Tyrone and Derek took her next while I taped and then Tyrone taped while I had Bev's super tight ass. After I came the guys picked Bev up and carried her to the bedroom where Helen was already at play. I have a king sized bed so there was plenty of room to put Bev down next to Helen. Helen had three cocks in her and the sight of the black cock being pushed in her white face along with her beautiful tits swinging and swaying as the other two guys in her holes fucked her got me hard all over again. I was set to shove my cock in Bev when I heard a noise - I had forgotten all about Sasha. Helen heard the baby too and she took her mouth off the cock she had been sucking long enough to look at me and say, "It's not time for her feeding so she must just have a wet diaper. I'm a little busy right now so would you please take care it?" I sighed, told my cock it would have to wait and went to take care of the baby and by the time I got back all six holes were filled.
Bev was really into it when I got back. She had her legs wrapped tight around Manulito and her mouth clamped tight on Ramon while Carlos and Juan were each working on a tit. Ramon shot his load and as it came bubbling out of the corners of Bev's mouth he pulled away from her. Bev's head followed his cock as it left her to try and keep it and she only relaxed and laid back down when Francisco moved up to take Ramon's place. For the next two hours it was just fuck and suck as all the guys took turns on Helen and Bev. Bev got to experience a couple of three holers and once Carlos and Juan had their dicks in Bev's cunt at the same time.
Eventually the guys had to go and the fuckfest wound down. As soon as the last guy was gone Helen straddled Bev's face and pushed her cum filled pussy down toward Bev's mouth. I got pissed and pulled Helen off of Bev, "Hey, that's supposed to be mine." I pushed Helen down on the bed and went down on her and sucked her cunt until she screamed and had an orgasm and then I rolled off her and went to work on Bev. Eating her out gave me a hard on so I moved up and slid my cock into Bev's sloppy pussy and she hissed out a low "yesssss" as I bottomed out. Everyone was gone so Helen could take care of Sasha and I could take my time and enjoy the feel of just soaking in Bev's hot swamp of a hole. I played with her world class tits as I slowly stroked in and out and she looked up at me.
Her rather plain face had taken on a certain lustful beauty and I had the thought that I wouldn't mind keeping her around for a while. Bev's eyes were looking into mine and every I made my instroke and our pubic bones met she hissed out a "yes...yes." I remembered what Helen had told about Bev's racial attitudes and I remembered how enthusiastic she had been while the Mexicans were fucking her and I couldn't resist a little teasing.
"Did you like all that Mexican dick Bev? Did all that hard Spanish meat satisfy you? Did you like the feel of all that Chicano sperm splashing around inside you? Want to do it again Bev? Want another Mexican gangbang? They loved your fantastic tits sweetie and they want more of you. Do you want more of them?"
Bev's nails dug deep into my ass and she arched up at me and screamed, "Yes, God damn it, yes!" as she had an orgasm. I had mine seconds later and then I rolled off her and lay on the bed trying to catch my breath while Helen pulled Bev off the bed and led her to the shower.
I was down in the basement when Helen and Bev left and I wondered what the two of them talked about on the way home. Did Bev realize that Helen had set her up, or did she think that I had drugged and taken advantage of both of them? I also wondered if her husband would be showing up at my door in the near future.
That evening I was in the basement when the doorbell rang. I looked up at the security monitor and saw Helen standing there. When I let her in she said, "Hubby's watching Sasha while I run to the store. Got time for a quickie before you have to go to work?" When we were done I asked her how long before I could expect to see Bev's husband show up on my porch.
"Probably never. She's too scared to let him find out; she's afraid he would kill her. Did you know that both Carlos and Juan gave her their phone numbers? Do you know that she's going to ask you to set up another gangbang for her? I think we turned little Bev into a slut. Who else you want me to bring by?"
I laughed, "What are you, my new pimp?"
"No, I just think that every girl should have a chance to feel as good as I do when I have a lot of cocks to play with."
"Speaking of girls who like a lot of cocks to play with, while we were doing Bev on the back patio Sandy came through the gate. I almost invited her to stay, but I didn't know how you would feel about that."
"Hell lover, I don't mind. It will be just like college. Sandy, Bev and I can start a sorority for sluts. Hey, got to run to Safeway, see you tomorrow?"
"No. I've got my yearly physical tomorrow and then I have some errands to run. I'll be gone fishing this weekend so it will be Monday before you can stop by again."
"Okay, but if I have to wait that long you had better have some help when I get here."
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I would have been better off staying home over the weekend. The weather was lousy and the fishing sucked. Then at work Sunday night there was an accident that shut the line down for half an hour and then for the rest of the night the supervisors were total assholes as they pushed everyone to try and catch up.
When I got home I was surprised to find my driveway and the street in front of the house filled with cars. I'd forgotten about Helen having told me to make sure I had help on Monday morning. I'd set it up with Ty before leaving for the weekend and then had forgotten about it. I walked through the house and looked out onto the deck and I wasn't surprised to see Helen and the guys out there, but I was somewhat surprised to see Sandy out there also. When I unlocked the back door to the deck I was greeted with yells of "It's about time" and "What kept you" and then everyone trooped into the house and headed for the bedroom. The girls stopped long enough to kiss me on the cheek and give me instructions. Helen said, "I'm weaning Sasha from breast feeding so there are three bottles in the diaper bag" and then Devon picked her up and carried her away. Next Sandy told me that the red bottles were for Mikey and the blue bottles were for Dawn and then she kissed me on the cheek again and ran after everyone else leaving me feeling like I was running a day care for sluts.
I did get a couple of blow jobs and a couple of fucks between feedings and diaper changes, but not near as many of either as I would have liked. I did get to do my favorite part and do a clean up on both Helen's and Sandy's cream pies. Doing it gave me a hard on and then I had the unique experience of two women fighting over who would get it. Sandy won the coin toss and when we were done and I was lying on the bed between the two of them they started talking about who they could bring in next. I immediately spoke up and put in my two cents worth. I told them it needed to be someone who didn't have any kids. "I'm tired of everyone else having all the fun while I'm stuck with feeding babies and changing diapers."
Sandy said, "I don't know anyone on the street without kids who doesn't work, do you?"
"Well" said Helen, "There is one, but I don't know if I can get her to come up here. I guess I can try."
"Well then, how about this. Next time I'll watch the kids so you can fuck until you get tired and then you can watch them while I play, okay?"
Helen agreed and I said that it sounded like a plan. Sandy looked at her watch, "I've got time for one more if you can get it up." Helen laughed and said, "And I thought I was a slut."
++++++++++++++++
Tuesday was uneventful, but on Wednesday the front doorbell rang and when I answered it I found a very nervous looking Bev standing there.
"Can I come in?"
She kept looking around and I finally figured out that she was afraid she would be seen going into the house of the neighborhood bachelor. I stepped aside and let her in. I offered her coffee and she said no. She was looking around and she said, "Is anyone else here?"
When I said no, that I was alone I saw the disappointment on her face, "But I guess that I could make some calls." I took her by the hand and led her over to the couch. "Here, sit down next to me and show me how happy it would make you if I were to call some people." I took my cock out and waved it at her a couple of times. "Come on Bev, show me how bad you want me to make some calls."
Bev looked down at my cock, back up at my face and then back down at my cock. I picked up my cell phone and showed it to her and she reached over and took hold of my cock and started stroking it.
I punched Tyrone's number into the phone and when he answered I said, "Ty old buddy, Bev's here and she's unhappy that I'm alone. Can you help the poor girl out?" Then to Bev I said, "I am going to need some help, aren't I?" Bev moaned and started to work my cock faster. "And Ty, Bev is partial to hot Mexican cock, see what you can do for her, okay?" I disconnected and said, "That is what you wanted, isn't it?" She nodded her head yes. "Then show some appreciation girl - suck my cock."
Bev sucked me off twice and fucked me twice before Tyrone showed up. He had Derek and Devon with him and told us that Carlos, Manulito, Juan and Francisco were on the way. Bev was an insatiable fucking slut and for the next four hours she was never without a cock in her somewhere. Around two-thirty the last of the guys left and I settled down to do my clean-up chores which only served to get me hard again and for the next hour it was repetition. Fuck Bev, suck Bev, get hard again and then do it all over again. Sometime around three forty-five Bev and I feel asleep.
++++++++++++++++
I woke up and Bev was still in bed next to me. I glanced at the clock, saw that it was nine-thirty and I panicked. I grabbed Bev's shoulder and shook it. She was slow to wake up and I shook her again. She sat up and asked what was wrong and I told her we were in a shit load of trouble.
"Why?"
"Because it is almost ten o'clock! What are you going to tell your husband when you get home?"
"Nothing. He's not home. He's out of town and won't be home until tomorrow night."
"Don't you have to be there when he calls?"
"The cheap bastard never calls home when he's on a trip. He won't waste money on a long distance call." She reached down and put her hand on my cock, "But since we are awake do you suppose we could find something to do?"
I call in sick to work and then I called Tyrone and told him to stop by in the morning. "And Ty? Bev says please don't come alone."
It was the first time in six years that I'd had a woman in my bed all night, but I got damned little sleep.
Ty arrived at seven-twenty with Carlos, Juan and Francisco and Manulito showed up ten minutes later. I sent them all up stairs and then I went out onto the deck, turned on the waterfall and then sat there sipping coffee. I didn't expect that I would be joining the crew upstairs because, quite frankly, in the last twenty-four hours Bev had drained me dry. I knew I would get the cream pie when everyone was gone, but I seriously doubted that my dick was going to get hard again for a while.
I was feeding the fish when a voice behind me said, "And just how is my favorite cum sucker today?"
I turned and saw Helen standing there with an extremely tall and well-built blonde. "I brought you what you asked for sweetie. Cindy is a young housewife with no kids and I left mine with Sandy. So, you have two of us to play with and no interruptions. Best of all, as you should be able to tell from the way I'm talking, Cindy won't need any coffee."
There was a moment of silence and then Helen said, "What's the matter sweetie? You don't look happy to see us."
"Well I guess that I'm embarrassed because you caught me at a bad time. I don't think that I can perform."
"Bullshit! Take it out sweetie and let Super Slut Helen at it. I'll have you up in no time and if I can't do it I'll bet that one look at Cindy's naked bod will do it. Go ahead honey, show him the goods."
Cindy looked hesitantly at me and then at Helen. Helen said, "Go ahead honey. We talked about this and this is what you need. No emotional entanglements, nothing to get in the way of your love for your hubby, just a no frills fuck for the sake of sex."
Cindy glanced nervously at me and then I saw determination in her eyes and she began to unbutton her blouse. Helen said, "This is prime stuff and you owe me big time for getting you first crack at her." Cindy was indeed prime stuff. Six feet tall, 140 pounds and a rack to die for. As Cindy stripped I got the full story from Helen. Cindy had gone to the alter a virgin, got hooked on having sex everyday for a year and then the cowboy in the White House had called up Cindy's husband's National Guard unit and had sent him over the big pond to get sand in his shorts. Cindy went from daily to nothing over night and she hadn't seen or touched a cock in almost six months. Cindy lived next door to Helen and one morning over coffee Cindy had cried the blues to Helen and Helen had spent the next two weeks convincing Cindy that being a faithful little housewife was a waste of time. "Save your love for your hubby sweetie, but give your body what it is crying out for." Finally Cindy's sexual frustration had become so overpowering that she had agreed to come with Helen to my place.
Cindy was finally naked and standing in front of me. She was magnificent and I'm ashamed to say that even though my cock twitched a time or two it just would rise to the occasion. "I'm sorry ladies, but I'm embarrassed to have to tell you that I can't help you."
Helen gave me a funny look and said, "You're telling me that you can't get it up?"
I opened the bathrobe and displayed my limp manhood and Helen said, "I can take care of that sweetie." She knelt between my legs and went to work on me. She tried for several minutes and she did manage to get it half-hard, but she never got it hard enough that it would penetrate anything. She looked up at me, "What's wrong?"
"Bev has drained me dry."
"When was she here?"
"She got here at eight yesterday morning and she hasn't left yet."
"Bev is here?"
"Yeah. Her husband went out of town for two days. We spent all day yesterday and all last night doing the horizontal bop and she didn't leave me with anything for you girls."
"Where is she?"
"Upstairs with Tyrone and her platoon of Mexican lovers."
Helen looked over at Cindy, "Well honey, I only intended for you to have sex with stud here, but since he can't let's go upstairs and see what we can find" and she took Cindy by the hand and led her into the house.
I could have cried. Two great looking women, no babies to get in the way, and I couldn't get it up. I spent the next half-hour sipping coffee and feeding fish and then I went upstairs to see what was going on. Tyrone and Carlos were trying to keep up with Bev and Francisco and Juan were keeping Helen occupied
And Manulito was buried to the hilt in Cindy. I didn't see anymore signs of hesitation or reluctance on Cindy's part - all I saw was enthusiasm. It was kind of funny, in an erotic sort of way, watching short, stocky Manulito on top of six foot tall Cindy. With her arms and legs wrapped around Manulito you could hardly even see him. I stood and watched as all five guys sampled Cindy at least once and around two the guys started getting ready to leave. When the guys were gone Helen said, "Even though you can't get it up you can still play vacuum cleaner, right?"
++++++++++++++++
That was sixteen months ago and a lot has happened since then. Between Sandy and Helen they brought five more young married mothers into my backyard to see the pond and waterfall and I managed to get three more on my own. Four of them come back from time to time, one of them comes back at least once a week and two of them have never been seen on my end of the street since. One of them still pushes her baby buggy past the front of my house, but on the other side of the street and she never fails to give the house or me the finger as she goes by. None of them ever told their husbands, at least not that I know of, although I suppose there could be one or two husbands out there lying in wait.
It did get a little tight once when one of the women got pregnant and they baby was born black. She ran for her parents and stayed with them until her divorce was final and her husband had split and then one day I came home to find the baby lying on my doorstep. Who was I going to complain to? I named him Andy and I tell people that I adopted him. Derek and Devon are constantly arguing over which of them the kid favors, but I'd put my money on Tyrone.
Bev ran away with Carlos or Juan or maybe both of them.
Cindy stopped by three or four times a week until her husband came home and then she stopped. She did come see me once when he went on a three day hunting trip, but I haven't seen her now in over six months.
Helen got home one day to find her husband waiting for her demanding to know where she had been. Even though I had cleaned her pussy out before she left my house she'd taken so much that the crotch of her shorts was soaked and he noticed it. She is living with me now and she has been hinting at marriage. I already know that any wife of mine is going to have to be a slut so she has a foot in the door there, but I can't commit. Why, since she seems so perfect for me? Well, it seems that one day Sandy decided to have a moment of truth. She told her husband that even though she loved him she needed more sex than he could provide. Then she told him about her gangbangs (but not where she had them-thank God) and he tossed her out on the street. She is also living with me and every time Helen brings up the marriage business Sandy pipes up with, "Not so fast you round-heeled slut, I saw him first." The two of them are still fucking Tyrone and the boys into the ground and show no signs of ever letting up.
Tyrone's brother wants to join our little group so he can see first hand how the compound he discovered works, but Ty isn't too keen on the idea. He says his bother is a bit of a tight ass and he doesn't think he will fit in.
I don't know what I'm going to do with regard to Sandy and Helen, but until I make up my mind there is this sweet looking redhead who has just moved into the neighborhood. She pushes her baby carriage past my house about nine-fifteen every morning. I need to find out how she feels about ponds and waterfalls.
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When I was younger, fifteen or so, I was present when my mom and dad had one hell of an argument which ended with my mom throwing an ashtray at dad and then stomping out of the room. That wasn't the first time that mom had gotten violent with dad and when she was out of the room I asked him why he put up with it. He thought for a minute and then he said:
"Life is full of ups and downs Rob. You have to learn to take the bad with the good and then hope that in the end the good outweighs the bad. Your momma can be a trial at times, but her good qualities outweigh her bad ones and that's the best I can hope for."
My life was indeed full of ups and downs, but I was forty-four before I got to where the good outweighed the bad.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had gone to work for the XYZ Corporation right out of college and in fourteen years I had worked my way up the corporate ladder to become the Vice President of Production. Two months after starting at XYZ I met Lois at the company picnic. She was a secretary in the sales department and I took a shine to her and started pestering her for a date. She finally gave in, we clicked and six months later we were married.
The marriage was followed by two children, a boy and a girl, a three-bedroom house and two cars. In short, a typical middle class life. I had only been married to Lois a year before the truism that men tend to marry their mothers became apparent. Lois was insanely jealous and had a violent temper. If we were at the mall or in some store and some babe walked by and I even looked in her direction Lois would have a fit.
At company Christmas parties, where it was expected that you would do a courtesy dance with the other women at the table, Lois would rag on me because I danced too close with this one or seemed to chummy with that one. I would come back from the dance floor and sit down and she would kick my leg under the table and glare at me.
Once when I was dancing with the wife of the CEO she maneuvered me under the mistletoe and said:
"I told my husband I was going after a younger man tonight and he laughed at me" and then she kissed me.
I glanced over at our table and saw her husband grinning and Lois fuming. When I got back to the table Lois said she would like a breath of fresh air and so I walked her outside. As soon as the door closed behind us she turned and slapped my face and called me every name in the book for "What you did with that tramp."
At home an argument would usually end up with something thrown at me, usually not heavy, and she almost never hit me with the item. I never knew if it was because her aim was bad or if maybe it was exceptionally good.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next to worst spot in our marriage was when she decided that I was having an affair with my secretary. Granted, Molly and I did spend a lot of time together, but it was because of the job. And yes, we did have lunch together a lot, but for the most part they were working lunches. Twice Molly went on overnight out of town business trips with me and both times we had separate rooms on different floors, but Lois was convinced I was bedding Molly.
I wouldn't have minded - Molly was a fox - but I just wasn't the type of guy who played around on his wife. Lois made snide remarks about Molly all the time and I got the third degree every time I came home from work late, which was a lot. Being a vice president was not a nine to five job. Many mornings I would be out of the house at six and a lot of evenings I didn't get home until eight or nine and I would be greeted with:
"You've been out with that bitch again, haven't you!"
She went through my pockets, I caught her going through my briefcase, and once I even saw her sniffing my clothes. It came to a head one day when I told Lois I would be working late that night.
"Yeah, and I bet I know just who you will be working on."
I just shook my head and said, "Grow up Lois, you need to get a grip on yourself."
At ten that morning one of the managers I know pretty well came into my office:
"Rob, you old dog you, where do you have your mistress stashed?"
"What the hell are you talking about John? That doesn't make any sense."
"Well it must be something like that. Why else would your wife be following you?"
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"Lois is sitting across the street in the department store parking lot and she's watching this building. Obviously she plans on following you to your lunch time tryst."
I got up and went across the seventh floor to John's office and looked out the window and sure enough, there was Lois sitting in her sister's car watching our building.
"What are you going to do?" John asked.
"What I ought to do is go down there, pull her out of that car and put her across my knee and spank her, but I think what I will do is tweak her nose a little."
At eleven forty-five a man in an apron and wearing a shirt that had Aaron's Deli embroidered over the pocket walked up to the car and knocked on the window of the car Lois was sitting in. She rolled the window down and he handed her the bagged lunch that I had ordered. She said something and he pointed up at the window where I and several of my coworkers were watching. When Lois looked up I waved at her and then I went back to my office and got back to work. What I didn't know until later was that John had clued in a bunch of people and they were all standing in front of the building watching. After Lois had looked up at me and I had waved she had thrown the lunch to the ground, started up the car and began to pull out of the lot. She saw the crowd of people standing there waving at her and laughing and she burned rubber tearing off down the street.
That night when I got home I was greeted by a wine bottle being thrown at me that missed and smashed into the wall followed by:
"You bastard! How could you do that to me? Do you have any idea how much you embarrassed me?"
"Probably not nearly as much as I was when the people I work with came to me and told me you were spying on me."
Things were a bit cold around the house for several days after that. The question could be asked:
"Why do you put up with that shit?"
It all goes back to what my dad had said to me about having to take the bad with the good. Lois was a great cook, she kept a clean house, she did a fantastic job raising our kids and she was marvelous - absolutely marvelous - in bed. So, hands down, the good far outweighed the bad.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The worse thing to happen to our marriage occurred about six months after the spying incident. XYZ became the target of a hostile takeover and when the dust settled we were owned by Titan, a large conglomerate. Everybody knows what happens after a hostile takeover and almost all of us at XYZ were sweating our jobs. The big question on everyone's mind was who would they keep and who would they let go. First to go of course was the president and CEO and he was replaced by a woman who quickly gained the nickname, "Harriet, the Hatchet Lady." Empty desks began to appear all over the place as one by one people were called into Harriet's office only to leave looking dejected.
My turn to be summoned came two weeks after Harriet arrived. I came into her office and she motioned me toward a chair while she continued reading from a folder that I assumed was my personnel file. She put the folder down, looked at me and said:
"You have been with the company fifteen years?"
I nodded a yes.
"There isn't a bad report in the file on you. Nothing but "excellent" and "superior" on your performance reviews, and you have worked almost all the positions in the production department. You know it inside and out. How much trouble would it be for someone else to come in here and take your place?"
"They would have a rough go of it for three or four months. I'm not irreplaceable if that is what you are getting at."
She looked at me for several seconds and then said, "I expected you to try and tell me that the production department would quickly go to hell without you to run it."
"Why would I say that? You don't get to be in the position that you are in if you are stupid. You know the place ran find before I was made VP and it would have run fine after I left. Assuming of course that I broke in my replacement the way I was broken in. But as I said, throw an experienced production man in the job and give him three or four months and he'll be okay. I won't lie to you; in those three or four months production will go to hell, but it will eventually straighten out."
"So you are saying the place would go to hell without you."
"No, not at all. Unless I had the time to train my replacement and teach him what I know there would be disruptions. He, or she for that matter, would have no idea of what special relationships exist between us and our suppliers and customers. They would have no idea of who needs to be stroked or how. Not knowing those things could cause you to lose customers or have a supplier cut out his discounts to you. Every new man comes in thinking he can change things for the better, and maybe he can, but not knowing the men, the machinery or the process can cause him to make major blunders. Eventually you would recover, but for a while things would not go right and when production is off sales are impacted and it just snow balls from there."
She studied me for a moment and then picked up the folder again. While she was looking at it I was looking at her. She was in her late thirties I guessed and had a very attractive face. In fact, I thought, it could be a very beautiful face if she wanted it to be. It looked to me like she went out of her way to make herself look severe. Was she afraid she wouldn't be taken seriously if she were seen as good looking? I wondered what kind of body her severely tailored business attire hid. She put the file down.
"Do you have any idea how hard it would be for you to ever get back up to the level where you are now if we were to let you go? Most companies wouldn't hire a man your age for a position like yours. They prefer young men with fresh ideas who can grow with the company. Oh I've no doubt you could get on somewhere as a supervisor or a manager, but by the time you worked your way back up to where you would be promotable to a VP slot you would be too old and they would be looking for someone younger. You do understand that, right?"
All I could do was nod a yes.
"Two kids in college and a mortgage take a pretty hefty chunk of your income, right?"
Again all I could do was nod a yes.
"I'll give it to you straight. My gut feeling is to let you go and I called you in here to do just that, but now I'm not sure that I want to. Doesn't mean that I won't, but I'm reconsidering. Want to know why?"
"Yes, I believe I would."
"I'm a pretty good judge of people and I read them well. You are a dedicated family man who loves his family and wants the best for them. But a minute ago while I was reading your file I saw you looking at me and wondering what I look like under this business suit. That is what is making me reconsider. I'm not married, but that doesn't mean that I don't like men or that I just haven't found the right one yet. Early on I decided that I wanted to be where I am right now and I knew that to get here I couldn't allow myself to be distracted by a husband or children. But I am a woman with a woman's needs. Can you understand that?"
I had no idea what she was getting at so all I could do was nod another yes and hope that was what she was looking for.
"What I am going to say next is between you and me and if you try to go public with it I will deny it and say it is just sour grapes from some one I let go. It will be a he said/she said situation and it would gain you nothing. In fact all it will do is make it harder for you to find another job. No one is going to want a whistle blower working for them. I'm going to make you an offer and I need a decision before you leave this office. I need someone discrete that I can have uncomplicated sex with. Sex with no emotional involvement. You would be ideal. Your position in the company is such that no one will think twice about the amount of time we spend together and because of your wife and family you would want to keep it quiet and well hidden. Here's the deal - you become my lover and you keep your job, you don't and you don't."
To say I was stunned would be a major understatement. Never in my wildest imagination could I have ever conceived of that. To keep my job I had to fuck my boss! My mind was in a whirl. In over twenty years of marriage to Lois I had never been unfaithful and I had always considered that I was not the kind of man who ever could or would. If I lost the job I wouldn't be able to keep the kids in school, I probably wouldn't be able to keep the house and I knew she was dead on about my job prospects at my age.
What the hell do you do? You have all those thoughts bouncing around in your head and you have to make a decision in just minutes. She sat across the desk from me and looked at me:
"Well? What is it going to be?"
Could I do it? If I did could I hide it from Lois? As jealous as she was she was always looking for signs that I was straying. Shit! I needed the job. I probably wasn't thinking all that clearly, but I couldn't any way to take care of my family if I didn't do what Harriet wanted. I didn't want to; I swear to God I didn't want to, but I guess my character wasn't as strong as I had always thought it was.
"Well? I need an answer. In or out?"
I took a deep breath and said, "In."
She got up from behind her desk and walked over and locked her office door. She walked back to the front of her desk, lifted her skirt to show me she had no panties covering her bald cunt and then she sat down on the edge of the desk and spread her legs wide.
"To seal our bargain why don't you come over here and show me how good you are at eating pussy."
I sat there in my chair and stared at her pussy and she said, "Come on baby, it won't bite. It just wants to meet you."
I got up from my chair and went over to her and got down on my knees, took a deep breath and leaned forward to save my job. She only kept me at it for a minute or so, just long enough to show me who was in charge and then she pushed me away:
"That's enough for now."
As she straightened her skirt she said, "We will be flying to Chicago next Tuesday to meet with McPhearson to discuss contract renewal. I'll arrange adjoining rooms. Save some energy, you will need it."
I felt guilty as hell when I went home that night and Lois sensed it and asked me what was wrong.
"Nothing I can do anything about. I'm worried about keeping my job now that we have been taken over and the new owners are reorganizing and eliminating duplication."
"Is there any chance you will be let go?"
"A pretty good one."
"Oh Jesus Rob, what will we do?"
"Start looking for ways to cut back on expenses for a start."
"Will we have to sell the house?"
"Let's not worry about that now. Let's wait and see what happens."
"When will you know?"
I'll never know until the day they cut me loose."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday we flew to Chicago, checked in at our hotel and went up to our rooms.
"Unlock the connecting door" Harriet said as we put our keys in the doors. Once inside I put my suitcase on the bed and unlocked the door. I started to unpack and five minutes later the door opened and a very naked Harriet walked into my room.
"I expected you to be undressed."
"I thought we had to go see McPhearson."
"Not for another two hours. Come on, you're wasting time."
Once I was undressed she said, "I don't need foreplay. What I do need right now is an energetic fuck."
She got on my bed, spread her legs and waited for me. She was a bitch, but she was a goddamned good-looking bitch. She was the first naked woman I'd seen since Lois and I got married and as much as I despised her my cock still reacted.
"Well come on" she said impatiently and I moved onto the bed with her. I moved between her legs and she took hold of my cock and lined it up with her pussy and I pushed hard. I had hoped that with no foreplay I could at least make her flinch and thereby get some satisfaction at fucking over her, but she was wet, extremely wet, and I slid right in.
"Oh yeah, oh shit yeah" she moaned as I started humping. "Fast baby, fast and hard, I need this one. Put my legs up on your shoulders baby, I want you in deep."
I did what she told me and then I fucked her as hard and as fast as I could. She was tight and she knew how to work her cunt muscles so it felt like her pussy was clutching at my cock and I knew that I wasn't going to last long. A chance to fuck over her I thought. I'll come and leave the bitch hanging, but even as I had that thought she screamed:
"I'm cumming, oh god oh god oh god, oh yes I'm cummingggggg..." and I felt her body tense up and a sudden warmth surround my cock as she came. Damn! The bitch was a squirter. I'd known one in college. If my cock hadn't acted like a plug her cum would have flooded out of her cunt like she was pissing. I felt her cunt squeeze my cock and I ejaculated into her. When I pulled out she looked at her watch:
"We have time" and she moved into position for sixty-nining. Her cunt was dripping on my face as she pushed her pussy down toward my mouth and as I felt her mouth surround my cock I wondered how in the hell I was ever going to keep Lois from finding out.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The negotiations with McPhearson went well and he said he would have the contracts ready for signature the next day. In the cab on the way back to the hotel Harriet patted my knee and said:
"Steak tonight lover, you are going to need the energy. I'm planning on an all nighter. You can sleep on the airplane going home."
At seven she walked through the connecting door and I took one look at her and shook my head. She saw it and asked:
"What was that for?"
"It just boggles my mind that you are blackmailing me into having sex with you when you could obviously go downstairs to the cocktail lounge and have men fighting over you as soon as you walk in the door. Look at you. Little black dress, heels, single strand of pearls around your neck and you manage to look classy and incredibly sexy at the same time. You could have your pick."
"My pick of what? Lounge lizards haunting the bar hoping to get lucky? Who knows where they have been, what their sexual practices are, who they have been with and what marvelous presents they have been given by who they've been with. I don't want a bunch of one-night stands. I want what you have to offer. A continuing, but discrete, affair with a man I know is clean and who will keep his mouth shut about it because he has too much to lose if he doesn't. Come on lover, dinner, drinks, dancing and then a long and exhausting night."
She turned and headed for the door and I grabbed my suit coat and followed. We had dinner in the restaurant and then went into the lounge and had a few drinks. They had a fairly decent band and Harriet pulled me out onto the dance floor and then moved in close. I hated myself for it, but as she moved against me my cock sprang to life and she smiled when she felt it.
"Not all of you hates me I see."
"I don't hate you. I hate me for being so weak that I didn't say, "fuck you" and walk out of your office. I don't like you for what you are making me do to myself, but I don't hate you."
"I don't mind baby. A girl in my position learns to accept being hated or disliked. It comes with doing the job right. You think I don't know that I'm called "Harriet The Hatchet Lady"? That's my job baby, it guarantees that I'll be hated and disliked. I take no pleasure in disrupting or yes, even ruining lives, but that is what they pay me to do. I'm paid to put the company first and that is just what I do. Enough of that baby, just relax and enjoy the ride. You aren't losing a thing. I'm a great fuck and you are keeping a great job and the little woman will never know unless you tell her" and she pushed her body hard into my erection.



She knew what she was talking about - it was an exhausting night. Harriet was insatiable. I couldn't have stayed with her had there been two of me. She had her hand inside my fly as soon as we were on the elevator to go up to our rooms. Once in the door to my room she had my cock out and holding it she led me to the bed, sat down and then pulled me to her mouth. One hand cupped and caressed my balls as I stood there looking down on the head sliding back and forth on my rod I wondered if I could stand doing it until retirement.
Suddenly I realized two things: yes I could, but I wouldn't last until retirement. She had made her position clear up front - no man was going to tie her down as she tried to climb as high up the corporate ladder as she could. Not that I could tie her down what with already being married, but I would be baggage none the less. I was her current fuck toy and nothing more. The operative word there was 'current.' At that moment I knew that I was on my way out the door anyway and the only question was, "How long did I have?"
I felt her mouth leave my dick and she said, "Get naked lover, I need a cock in me."
The first one was urgent with her telling me to fuck harder, faster, deeper and to make her cum. I did my best, but there was no way to end it quick. I had already gone once that afternoon and I didn't have the recuperative powers of a teenager and each coupling was going to last longer and longer until I couldn't get it up any more. Harriet came three times before I did and then she immediately moved into a sixty-nine so I could keep her going while she worked on getting my cock hard again. Once again all the juices that my cock had held in flowed out of her coating my face. I actually began to look forward to eating Harriet's pussy sometime before we fucked just to see what it would be like to have a squirter cum in my mouth.
I hadn't eaten the pussy of the squirter that I had known in college because back then I thought I was some kind of macho dude and real men didn't eat pussy, right? That was one of the first things Lois had set me straight on and thinking of Lois just got me to feeling guilty again. I felt my cock start to lose some of its stiffness and Harriet felt it too and she redoubled her efforts and got it started back up again. Once she had me hard she climbed on top, eased herself down on me and began to ride.
"Like it lover? Like momma riding your pole? Get used to it lover, I like being on top, I like being in control."
She bounced up and down on me and I looked up at her face and saw that she had her eyes closed. Her head was leaning back and it looked like she was imagining something, like she was seeing something that only she could see. Whatever it was it drove her and she pounded down on me until she was on the edge and then she got off me and pulled me on top of her:
"Ram it in, drive it hard, make me cum damn you, make me cum."
I fucked her so hard that sweat was running down my face and for the first time in my life I came at exactly the same time as the woman I was screwing. When I pulled out of her Harriet reached up and tenderly touched my face as she gave me a look that I couldn't decipher and said:
"Not bad lover, not bad for a grudge fuck. Get your breath back and we will give your dick a rest and let you exercise your tongue for a while."
I had never in my life imagined that a cunt could be so drenched. Harriet felt like she had buckets in her. I know guys always say things like, "I felt like I shot a quart (or a pint) in her" even though, at least for me, it is only one or two tablespoons, but Harriet had what must have been two cup fulls in her and it was mostly what she had produced herself.
I went to work on her box with my fingers and I latched onto her clit with my mouth and went after her hard. She was moaning, crying and pushing her muff up at my mouth and after about three minutes she gasped out, "Oh god, here it comes" and I took my fingers out of her cunt and pushed one of them in her asshole. She screamed out, "OH SHIT!" and arched up at me so hard that I felt like some guy had tagged me one on the chin and then I got soaked as she came. I hadn't thought about it, but with no tube like a dick to direct the flow when she came it came out of her like she was pissing and it went all over my face and in my hair. I knelt there looking down at her with her juices dripping off me to fall on her stomach and she lay there gasping for breath and then she went, "Ooooweeee, we have just got to do that again." And then she laughed and said, "But not until you take a shower."
I was in the shower when she pushed the curtain aside and climbed in with me. "Scrub my back lover and then I'll do yours." We ended up climbing out of the shower and getting back on the bed after getting each other all hot and bothered. I noticed the time and told Harriet that I had to call home and check in like I always did when I was away from home. I was sitting on the edge of the bed talking to Lois when Harriet knelt in front of me and reached for my cock. I tried to push her away and she whispered, "You want me to make some noise?" I shook my head no and she whispered, "Then you had better let me do what I want."
The guilt I felt over cheating on my wife was nothing compared to the guilt that I felt having my cock sucked as I was talking to her on the phone and most of that guilt came from the fact that I was enjoying it so much. By the time my phone call was over Harriet had my cock rock hard again and she climbed back up on the bed and got on her hands and knees.
"You like anal lover? I love a hard cock up my ass. Come on lover, fuck my butt."
I'd never had anal sex before. Lois had said she wasn't interested in trying and I had never cared enough one way or the other to push for it. I moved up behind Harriet, lined my cock up with her asshole and started to push.
"Whoa whoa whoa" Harriet yelled as she pulled herself away from me. "Just what in the hell are you doing?"
"You said for me to fuck your ass."
"Loosen me up damn it. You are acting like you've never had anal sex before."
"I haven't."
"No kidding? You've never done it before?"
"Nope, not ever."
"Well you have to start slow. Loosen me up with your fingers and thumb before you put the meat to me. Christ! You could have really hurt me."
Damn! If I had only known I could have moved quicker, driven it home and gotten a little satisfaction out of fucking over her. I went to work on her butt hole with my fingers and when she was satisfied she told me to ease it in.
"Go slow baby, take it slow and easy. Easy baby, easy. That's it baby, get it all the way in. Okay, okay, slowly back and forth, slowly now, okay, a little faster, oh god, oh god, push baby, push" and then she was pushing her ass back at me. "That's it baby, that's it, fuck my ass, fuck my ass."
I could feel her ass trying to grip my cock and I couldn't believe how tight she was back there. "Harder baby, harder" she cried and I started pounding into her. She buried her head in a pillow to muffle her screams. I couldn't tell if they were from pain or pleasure, but then I didn't really care because she had asked for it. It took me a while and when I came in her ass I was done for the night. She wasn't happy about it, but after ten minutes of trying she gave up trying to get me hard again.
We slept in our own beds that night, but she woke me up in the morning with a blow job and I had recovered enough by then to be able to perform.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We drove out to the McPhearson factory at ten, signed the contracts and then McPhearson invited us to lunch with him and a few of his key people. One of those people was Charlie Ritter who was an old friend of mine. Charlie shared an interest in old cars with me and he told me had something in his office he wanted to show me:
"It will go great with your 1965 Mustang."
That confused me for a moment, but then I asked Harriet to excuse me for a moment and I followed Charlie to his office. I was back five minutes later and we headed off to lunch.
The flight home was quiet. Harriet and I had first class seats next to each other, but neither of us had anything to say to the other. She wouldn't have liked hearing what I would like to have said, and she had nothing to say to me because all I was to her was a human dildo and who talks to dildo's?
I used the quiet time to run through what I would have to do to make sure that Lois didn't find anything to make her anymore suspicious than she already was. I had showered after Harriet and I had sex. Everything we had done we had done naked, but to be safe all the clothes that I had worn on the trip were in a laundry bag and I would drop it off at the cleaners on the way home. The only thing I had to sweat was my own behavior - I had to guard against acting as guilty as I felt. It was not going to be an easy thing to do.
I was right to have taken precautions because when I went to use the bathroom after I got home I saw Lois make a beeline for my suitcases to check them for evidence that I had been fucking around. She didn't find anything, but that didn't stop her:
"Was the whore any good in bed? And don't tell me you didn't do anything. I've seen the bitch and you just spent two nights away from home with her."
I didn't even bother to answer her, I just went into the den, opened my briefcase and sat down at the desk and reviewed contracts.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two months Harriet made good use of her sex toy. There were plenty of long lunches, late night meetings and several business trips. Occasionally the day would start with Harriet sitting in the edge of her desk while I ate her pussy and at least twice a week she would have me take her cunt or ass as she bent forward over her desk.
It was a very confusing time for me. I hated having to do it, but I loved doing it. I dreaded the call to her office, but looked forward to stuffing my cock up her ass or into her pussy and to having her give me blow jobs. And then when it was over I felt guilty as hell.
During that period Lois was pretty subdued. She wasn't her usual suspicious self and considering the number of late night 'business meetings' I was having it wasn't natural. I put the change down to her embarrassment at having been caught spying on me, but I was wrong. Just how wrong I found out at lunch on a Tuesday. I was having lunch with Harriet at the Hilton, just prior to going up to room 409 to make it a long lunch hour, when a man approached the table. He looked at me and asked:
"Mr. Walker, Mr. Robert Walker?"
"Yes? May I help you?"
"This is for you and he handed me an envelope. I took it from him and he said, "You have been served."
I opened it up and found that Lois was suing me for divorce. No grounds were specified, but since we lived in a no fault state none were really needed.
"Bad news?" Harriet asked?
"Nothing I hadn't expected" I lied
I put the papers in my pocket; we finished lunch and then headed up to room 409. For the first time since the affair started I took charge. As soon as we were in the room I pulled Harriet into my arms and kissed her hard. I shoved my tongue down her throat and my hands started to unbutton her blouse. She broke the kiss and tried to push my hands away, "Stop that Rob, let me do it."
I grabbed both sides of the blouse and pulled and the buttons popped off and fell on the floor. I hooked a finger in the front of her bra and pulled down exposing her tits and then bent my head and took a nipple in my mouth. She tried to push me away and I bit down, not hard enough to break the skin, but hard enough to make stop fighting me. After that I did what I wanted. If she said stop I pushed forward. If she said slow down I went faster. If she said, "No Rob, I don't want to do that" I did it anyway. I took what I wanted and to hell with her. At one point, just after I had fucked her ass, I had the thumb of my right hand in her cunt with my right index finger in her ass holding her like a bowling ball. My left hand was holding a handful of her hair pulling her head back and as she opened her mouth to protest I shoved my shit covered dick into her mouth and face fucked her.
I was a bull. I don't know where it came from, but I was staying hard and I was using the bitch. I fucked her six times that afternoon, two more than I had ever done before in my life and the only thing I can think of that made it happen was that I wanted to punish the fucking bitch and my body went along with it. When I was finally done and had collapsed on the bed Harriet was lying next to me, fondling my cock and trying to catch her breath, "Ooowheee baby, what got into you?"
"I was able to turn it loose boss lady, I just don't feel guilty about doing it anymore."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got back to the office that afternoon I called the house and Lois answered.
"I got your surprise package. When would be a good time for me to come by and get my stuff."
"That's it? When can you get your stuff? You don't have anything else to say? You don't want to talk about it?"
"Nope. The time to talk would have been before you served me with papers."
"Fine then. If that's the way you want it. I'll be out of the house this evening and I'll find something to do over the weekend so you can get everything you want out of here."
"That will work," I said and I hung up.
In a way the divorce was a relief. I loved Lois, God knows I did, but her constant suspicious nature (even though justified by my recent behavior) and violent behavior was a drag and she had been getting harder and harder to live with.
The kids were out on their own for the most part. They had their own apartments and only came home from college during spring break, Christmas break or summer vacation. I had no idea how they would take their mother and me splitting, but they were old enough to get over it.
I hired a lawyer, gave him the divorce papers and then got an apartment and a storage unit and by Sunday night I was out of the house.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two months Harriet and I had unrestrained sex in the office, at her apartment or at mine. Lois called half a dozen times a week, but I didn't take her calls or return them. As far as I was concerned she had put it into the hands of the lawyers when she filed so let the lawyers do the talking.
I had bigger problems to worry about than Lois; I was waiting for the other shoe to fall. I had hoped it wouldn't, but it did. Harriet called me into her office one morning and told me to have a seat. She was looking through a folder and I knew it was my personnel file. She set it down and looked up at me.
"I'm sorry Rob, but this isn't working out. I told you way back that my gut feeling was to let you go and I should have done it then."
"Why didn't you?"
"Don't be dumb Rob, you know why."
"What has changed since then?"
"You are getting divorced."
"What does that have to do with anything? What does that have to do with my job? I did what you wanted. You told me that if I had sex with you I could keep my job. How can you fire me now?"
"The excitement of fucking you was not from what you brought to the table sexually. The excitement came from my taking another woman's husband away from her. As long as you were married I got my rocks off from knowing that your cock was mine whenever I wanted it while she patiently waited for you at home. I got orgasms from being able to pick up the phone and tell you to get your ass in here and get down on your knees and eat my pussy while your wife was at home doing the breakfast dishes. Single, you have nothing to offer.
"I want a younger man in your job anyway. Even if you had stayed married I would have eventually gotten rid of you to make room for younger blood. You old guys don't have the vision needed in today's global economy. Your divorce just speeded things up. I want you out of the building by the end of the day. Check in with Helen in Human Resources and she'll go over your severance package with you."
"You can't do this. We had a deal. I'll file sexual harassment charges against you."
"Oh grow up Rob. It is your word against mine and you are a disgruntled employee trying to strike back. No one is going to believe you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
But they did.
When we had been in Chicago negotiating with McPhearson Charlie Ritter had taken me aside, ostensibly to talk about my 1965 Mustang, but I knew he wanted to talk about something else because a year previous I had sold him the Mustang to get money to buy a 1934 Ford 3 Window Coupe.
"How tight are you with your new boss?" he asked.
"Why? What's up?"
"She took over your place, what, two months ago?"
"About that yeah."
"And you are over forty and you are still there so that means you are fucking her."
"I don't understand Charlie, how does that follow?"
And then Charlie told me the story. He had been working for Apex when Titan bought them out. Harriet had been moved in as interim president. A friend of Charlie's had called him to warn him about Harriet. Seems that she would look over the high level management, pick one she would like to fuck for a while and then hit him with the be my fuck toy and keep your job line. She'd fuck the guy until his wife caught him or until Harriet got tired of him. If the wife didn't catch on to what hubby was doing on her own she would get an anonymous phone call from a woman telling her that her husband was cheating on her, but not with who. Charlie didn't believe it until it happened to Melvin Hicks at Apex.
"So watch your back Rob. If you are her target you'll get a good ride, but you are already toast. The day your wife sues you for divorce your days at XYZ are numbered."
I remembered my thoughts of the night before - about my being baggage - and when we had gotten home from our trip one of my first stops was Radio Shack to buy a mini-recorder and a lapel button microphone. From that day forward I never went into Harriet's office without that recorder in my pocket and already turned on. I not only had my termination meeting with Harriet on tape I had several of our sex sessions where she was ordering me around.
I gave it all to my lawyer. The first thing he asked me was if I was willing to share whatever I got in a settlement with my wife. I thought about that for a minute and then said no, I didn't want her to get a dime of it.
"Then we need to fast track your divorce so that you are single when we file against Titan."
I told him to get with the lawyer that Lois had hired and get it done. "Give Lois whatever she wants as long as it is based on my current situation."
"What do you mean by "current situation?"
"I've just lost my job and any financially settlement, including alimony, will have to be based on whatever I'm making when I find a new job."
Then I went job hunting. I landed a job at a manufacturing plant making a third of what I'd made at XYZ. The divorce gave Lois one third of my wages, half of my 401k and the house, which she promptly had to sell because she couldn't make the payments. After the real estate commissions and paying off the first and second mortgages she netted about sixty thousand and she ended up paying capital gains on that because she didn't put the money back into another house.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One week after the divorce was final the lawyer called me and asked me to meet him at XYZ the next day at nine. We were ushered into the conference room where I was surprised to see Jason Boggs, the president and CEO of Titan. There were also three vice presidents, Harriet, and three corporate lawyers.



My lawyer got right to the point.
"I asked for this meeting to see if we could possibly avoid a publicity nightmare for Titan and a half dozen very expensive law suits. My client intends to sue for wrongful termination, sexual harassment, age discrimination and alienation of affections leading to the end of his marriage of over twenty years. I'll let Mr. Walker describe the events leading up to this meeting."
I described my first meeting with Harriet where she said basically, "Fuck me or lose your job" and then I described what she'd said during the meeting when she had fired me. Boggs turned to Harriet and asked, "Is this true Ms. Mosser?"
"Absolutely not Jason. He is bitter over being let go and he is trying to scare us into taking him back or buying him off."
At that point my lawyer hit the play button on the tape recorder and sat back to watch how Boggs would react. I was watching Harriet and I saw the blood drain from her face and I smiled at her. When the tape ended Boggs turned to Harriet:
"I want you out of this building in an hour. If that isn't enough time for you to clean out your office give HR the address where we can send what you haven't carried out. One hour. Not one minute more or security will carry you out."
He turned to my lawyer and said, "What do you want?"
"First, let us see where we are. Rob, would you please tell these gentlemen why you were wearing a tape recorder to your meetings with Ms. Mosser."
I told them about my talk with Charlie and how he had warned me and then my lawyer said:
"We have contacted Mr. Ritter and he will testify if necessary. We have talked with Melvin Hicks and he also is willing to testify. Ms. Mosser also did the same thing at Dynetics, Ajax and Bryermann when you acquired those properties. We will find who she stuck it to at those places and I'm positive we can have them in court when we go to trial.
"Mrs. Walker will testify that the voice on this tape, Ms. Mosser, is the same voice that called her and told her that her husband was cheating on her (this was a bluff - neither of us had talked to Lois since she filed for divorce) and where she could go to find enough proof.
"We will maintain that the pattern is repetitive and that after the second or third time Ms. Mosser did what she did you either should have been aware or that possibly you were aware and didn't stop her because it is what you wanted her or expected her to do. A jury might accept once as Ms. Mosser's responsibility, but I doubt that a jury will buy that she did it five times on her own.
"Now, as to what we want. Obviously Mr. Walker doesn't not want his job back. It would be too difficult for all concerned to have him here. He has excellent merit reviews and he could reasonably have expected at least one more promotion to the level of executive vice president. He is forty-four and had sixteen years to go until retirement. At his base salary of eighty-five thousand a year, with annual raises and bonuses, he would have made one point nine million by the time he retired. That figure will cover the wrongful termination charge. The sexual harassment and age discrimination charges along with emotional pain and suffering, destruction of his marriage and a few other things I'm thinking of throwing in brings the figure we would be comfortable with to eight million dollars."
"You are out of your mind!" Boggs shouted.
"I would suggest you talk it over with your legal people. The wrongful termination, age discrimination and sexual harassment are a lock. The only iffy is the alienation of affections and I give us a solid seventy percent chance on that. What we are asking is quite possibly a great deal less than a jury would give us. Plus there is the publicity angle to consider. I will, repeat - WILL - make sure that the press has a field day with this case and how do you think that will go over on Wall Street?
"Talk it over and get back to us by day after tomorrow at the latest. If I don't hear from you by then I plan to file on Thursday. Come on Rob, let us leave these gentlemen to their discussions."
We got up and left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The lawyer called me the next day at three and told me he had just gotten off the phone with XYZ.
"They offered to settle for four million."
"What should I do?"
"It's a gamble. I'm certain we can win in court, but you never know what a jury will do. They could find for you, but only award you a minimal sum or they could be so pissed at Titan that they give you ten times what we asked for."
"This is your game, not mine. Advise me."
"I would suggest that you turn it down. I do not believe they want to go to court on this. This is one case where I think we can plat hardball and win."
"Go for it."
We ended up settling for six point five million. The lawyer's cut was thirty-five percent which still left me with two point seven million after taxes. I bought a three bedroom town house so I'd have room for the kids when they came to visit and I set myself up in my own business and I'm doing quite well.
I talk to the kids at least once a week and they want Lois and me to get back together. They tell me that Lois keeps after them to try and get me to talk to her. They tell me that she knows she did a stupid thing and that she still loves me and wants us to be a family again.
I haven't seen her since I left the house the morning that she served me with the papers and I've only had three perfunctory talks on the phone with her. Every one thinks I'm being an ass for treating her the way I am, but she did it to her self. She should have at least confronted me and talked with me before she did what she did.
I'm dating Molly, my old secretary from XYZ, and we seem to be getting along well. These days I think back to what my dad said about taking the bad with the good and hoping the good will outweigh the bad in the end. I think that I am at that point, the good most definitely has the upper hand.
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There are friends, good friend, really good friends and best friends. Best friends can be both the best thing in your life, or the worst, depending on the day and the circumstances. Today I think I'm going to move Brad to the latter category.
I met Brad when we were both seventeen although it was more than a year and a half later before I knew his name. We both played football, but on different teams. The two schools were cross-town rivals and the rivalry was an intense one. Our first meeting came when I broke out of the backfield on what looked like a clear run to the sticks when all of a sudden a train hit me and I found myself face down in the dirt. As I shook the cobwebs out of my head I grasped the hand that was extended to me and when I was up I saw it was a player from the other team.
"Nice hit," I said, and he laughed, "Them's the best kind" and he headed for the defensive huddle.
Almost one year later, at our homecoming game, I broke left coming out of the backfield on a play that was designed to suck the defense to my side, but out of the corner of my eye I saw the ball wobbling in the air like a ruptured duck. The ball had been tipped at the line of scrimmage and I followed it with my eyes and saw the interception. I had the angle and I hit the ball carrier right in the numbers and rode him down. As we were both getting up he said, "I guess you think you owed me that from last year" and I recognized him right away. "Nice hit" he said, and I remembered what he had said the previous year and I gave it back to him, "Them's the best kind."
That fall we met for the third time when we tried out for football in college and we both went out and got pissy-eyed drunk together when we didn't make the team. That was thirty years ago and we have been best buddies the whole time.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In college we dated the same girls and it almost seemed like the girls were interchangeable. I'd date one for four or five months and then we would break up and two months later she would be dating Brad. A month later I would find myself going out with a girl that Brad had dated six months earlier. We compared notes on the girls and it led to a lot of getting laid. It wasn't a competition; it was just the way things happened. And then I fell head over heels in love with Becky. She was that rare woman that looked cute, drop dead gorgeous and sexy all at the same time. We stared dating and there never was any doubt in my mind that she was the one I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. After I had been dating here for about four months Brad came up to me one day and asked me when I would be moving on to some one else and I asked him why he was asking.
"Because I'd like to take a shot at her. She looks like the one I might want to make permanent."
I smiled at him and said, "Sorry good buddy, but that's the way I feel about her too. I'm keeping this one."
"You always were a rotten bastard," he said.
Three months later I asked Becky to marry me and she turned me down. She not only said no, but she broke up with me too, "You're too serious and I'm not ready for a commitment like that."
Two weeks later Brad started asking her out and she dated him for about a month and then dropped him too.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I graduated with a degree in Business Management and went to work for a communications company and Brad graduated with the same degree and went to work for our biggest competitor, but we still stayed the best of friend. We joined the Elks together, took up SCUBA diving and took a couple of diving vacations together to St. Thomas. We got in the habit of having Friday night poker games, went to ball games and other sporting events together, double dated a few times and formed a permanent bond between us.
About a year after graduation I was at home fixing myself dinner when the front doorbell rang. I answered the door to find Becky standing there. My mouth went dry and I wanted to take her in my arms, but of course I didn't - I would have died if she had tried to pull away.
"Can I come in?"
I stepped back and motioned her in. I told her I was fixing dinner and asked her if she had eaten; she said she hadn't and I asked her to join me and she accepted. While I was making a tossed salad she asked me in a very casual way if I was seeing anyone, and I told her no, that I was between ladies at the time. Then she said, also in a very casual tone of voice, "I'm ready for that commitment now."
We were married six weeks later and Brad was my best man. Thirty happy years and four grown kids later, Becky and I were still married and Brad was still my best friend and then, as they say "Shit happened!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It all started on Becky's fiftieth birthday. For some reason that I could never understand becoming fifty depressed the hell out of her. It made no sense to me. She was still sexy and desirable, looked fifteen younger than she was, and still turned male heads. The only major changes in her were about ten more pounds, which only made her look more sensual, and a few gray hairs. At parties and other social events she still got hit on when my back was turned and it never bothered me because when we got home she would tell me all about it and then she would say, "You want to know what I'd do to him if he got me alone?" and then she'd show me.
But that didn't happen any more. As the days passed she got more and more down in the dumps and our sex life began to suffer. Not willing to let that happen I tackled the problem head on. I told her that being depressed made absolutely no sense at all. She was still attracting male glances; she was still being hit on and that she was as sexy as she had ever been.
"That's not true," she said," "I only get hit on by guys that know us and who know I'm going to turn them down. It's just flirting, nothing else."
"Bullshit!" I said, "You could have anyone of them any time you wanted."
We babbled on about the subject for another ten minutes or so and then dropped it. About a week later I was having lunch with Brad and he made the comment that I didn't seem to be myself lately and I told him about what was going on between Becky and me.
"What?" he said, "Hell just last week at George's party I saw three different guys trying to score with her and I can promise you the bulges in their pants weren't phony."
"I know" I said, "But she thinks its all innocent flirting. I almost wish one of those guys would score and prove to her that she is still a sexy and desirable woman."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
About three months later Becky and I had just come home from a party and for the first time in over a year Becky said, "I got hit on tonight."
"Oh?" I said, "And if you were to have gone along with him what would you have done?"
And she told me she would have taken him to a dark out of the way spot where they could neck without being interrupted, "And then, when I was hot enough I'd do this" and she bent down and started to suck my cock. About a minute later she removed her mouth from me and said, "And then I'd let him fuck me" as she got on her hands and knees in her favorite position. "Go ahead baby. Fuck me like he would have."
Later I asked her what really happened that night to get her fired up.
"I told you. I got hit on."
"Yeah" I said, "But that happens all the time and you told me it was nothing but innocent flirting."
She said, "I know, but you told me that it wasn't and that they were serious and anyone of them would jump me if I gave them half a chance. I didn't believe you so tonight I decided to prove you wrong. We went out to the patio, found a dark corner and necked. He put his hand on my breast so I put mine on his erection. He was serious; he really did want to fuck me. He took his cock out and put my hand back on it and I knew I'd gone too far. I tried to back away, but he whined that it wasn't fair for me to lead him on like that and then leave him hanging, and I guess he was right. I shouldn't have let things go that far if I wasn't going to go through with it."
Becky fell silent and I asked, "So what did you do."
Becky looked down at the floor and said in a soft, low voice, "I gave him a hand job."
"I don't believe it! You're just making this up."
She got off the bed and went and got her dress. Bringing it back to the bed she showed me the stains on it, "My aim wasn't too good" she said, and then looking at my rapidly hardening cock she said, "Oh my. Turned on are we? I may just have to give out more hand jobs."
I couldn't keep my hands off her for the rest of the night.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks later when we got home from another social event she said, "I got hit on tonight."
"What happened?" I asked.
"He asked me when I was going to give in and give him a taste. I said, why not right now? We went outside and necked for a while - he was a really good kisser - and then I let him finger fuck me while I did this," and she took hold of my cock and started to stroke it. "My aim was better tonight so I don't have a messy dress to show you, but I didn't wash my hands when we were done. Would you like to taste him?"
Yeah, right, I thought as I called her bluff and licked her fingers. There was the unmistakable slightly salty taste of cum on her fingers, I know because I've eaten Becky's pussy plenty of times after cumming in her and I know the taste. Becky looked at the expression on my face and giggled, "You didn't believe me, did you?" and she got in her favorite position and said, "Why don't you do to me what he wanted to do."
The next morning she said, "I'm glad that you convinced me that the guys were doing more than just flirting. I'm having fun and you are a raging bull when we get home and I tell you about what I did."
A couple of weeks later following another party, "I got hit on tonight."
"Tell me about it."
The same story, but with a difference this time.
"I was stroking his cock and I had a sudden urge and I went to my knees in front of him and took him in my mouth. He loved it. He grabbed the back of my head so that I had to swallow his juices." I looked at her stunned by what she'd just said and she said, "You don't believe me, do you?" and she kissed me and I tasted him. "Now baby, do what he didn't get to do."
I was a ragging bull that night and when I woke up in the morning I rolled her still sleeping body over and mounted her again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I started accepting invitations from people I didn't usually associate with just to give Becky the chance to get hit on. Over the next several months my wife gave out seven hand jobs and five blow jobs and when we got home she would tell me what happened and we would fuck like minks for the next two days. I could not believe how the two of us were acting - we were worse than teenagers.
One Friday we were at a company promotion party and I hadn't expected anything to happen there because it was a workplace thing and I was sure Becky wouldn't do anything that, if it were to come to light, would embarrass me.
When we got home Becky said, "I got hit on tonight." I had not expected it so I stood there with my mouth open as she told me the usual story about finding an out of the way place, but when she got to the part where she usually described the hand job or blow job she said, "Now come over here and fuck me like he did," and she got in her favorite position, poked her ass up in the air and I got my first look at her cum soaked pussy hairs.
I was so astonished that I just stood there and stared at her. "What's the matter baby, you don't want to fuck me like he did? You don't like sloppy seconds? Would you rather eat me? I'd like that."
"Oh God" I groaned and I went to my knees and buried my face in that mess. For the next two days we did not leave each other alone and when I went to work on Monday it was on wobbly legs. Becky had turned my life into an erotic dream and I was fucking her more than at any other time in our relationship. I was in constant suspense over what she might do next.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Last Thursday we attended a meeting of a church group and on Friday Becky said, "I got hit on last night."
I was confused, "Last night? What did you do?"
"Nothing" she said. "At least nothing last night."
"What does that mean?" I asked. She smiled and said, "I met him at a motel today. He came in my mouth twice and he fucked me three times, once in my ass. Would you like to fuck me now, or eat me?"
I did both. Another weekend shot because we never left the bedroom except to eat.
When I came home from work on Tuesday Becky told me, "I've decided to take a lover."
"Oh?" I said, not sure that I wanted that. Random sex with unnamed partners was one thing (Becky would never tell me who her lovers were), a regular lover was something else. But before I could say anything she said, "I started today and I let him fuck me in our bed. He was here for over four hours and he came in me five times. Would you like a taste? Will you eat me and then fuck me like he did?"
Six hours ago I got a phone call at work and Becky said, "Would you rather hear about what my lover does to me or would you rather watch?" I sat there with my heart beating fast, holding the phone to my ear, unable to speak and then she said, "He's here now. Listen. I'll hold the phone so you can hear him sliding his big cock into me."
I didn't hear a damn thing because I had slammed the phone down and was on my way out the door. I got home and went straight to the bedroom and found Brad stuffing his cock into Becky's ass. Becky smiled at me, "I knew you'd come. Can I suck your cock while Brad fucks me?"
Until I decide what category to put Brad in we are sharing Becky and she is wearing both of us out. She just told Brad and me that since we don't seem to be up to the task she's thinking of finding some one else to help us. I really don't know about that, but on the other hand Brad and I could really use the help.



            Herb, Tricia and Me

            Good revenge can be expensive.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/herb-tricia-and-me

Title: Herb, Tricia and Me

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Good revenge can be expensive.

Tags: revenge




There are some that say that revenge is a waste of valuable time; time that could be put to more productive use doing other things. To me and to my way of thinking good mental health requires payback when you are fucked over. You have a choice: In ten or fifteen years you can look back and say, "Damn it! I should have......" or you can look back and smile at what you did.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tricia and I had dated and gone steady for a year and a half in high school and near the end of our junior year she dumped me for our teams starting quarterback. He - Danny - wasn't too bright or he never would have gotten together with her. I think he started to get the message the Friday night we played the Ypsilanti Braves and the right guard stepped aside and let his man through. The right guard (moi) did it three more times before I was pulled from the game and benched. By then Danny's bell had been rung once too often and he was pulled because he couldn't seem to get it together after that. Marty, the second stringer, went on in Danny's place, had one hell of a game and we beat Ypsi 24-21, but my football career was over.
The coach ripped me a new asshole for what I had done and threw me off the team, but not before asking me why. I told him straight up why I had done it and that I'd do it again if I had the chance. He called Danny in and asked him if it were true that he'd stolen my girlfriend and Danny puffed up his chest and cracked wise:
"It ain't my fault if he can't hang on to his women."
The coach just looked at Danny and then he shook his head and then said:
"Son, that's a team out there. You have to play together to win and to do that you need to be tight with your teammates. You just don't fuck over your teammates."
And he threw Danny off the team also. It ended up costing us both a chance at a football scholarship. It didn't hurt me because my parents could afford to send me to college, but Danny's couldn't. Danny was so pissed at being thrown off the team that he told Tricia to go to hell. She came crawling back to me and I told her to fuck off and die. Danny was popular and getting him thrown off the team pissed a lot of people off and Tricia (who got the blame instead of me) did not have a happy rest of her Junior year and she did not have all that good a time as a Senior either. She was the only girl in the senior class that didn't get asked to the prom.
There was one more unpleasant outcome from the mess. I tried out for football at Eastern Michigan as a walk on, but the coach didn't even give me a look. He told me he knew all about what I'd done and that no one with an attitude like that was ever going to play for him.
In a way it was probably a good thing since without football to get in the way I was able to knuckle down and graduate with a 3.91 GPA and that made me attractive to the XYZ Corporation and I went to work for them one week after being handed my sheepskin.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't see Tricia after I left high school. Where I'd gone to Eastern Michigan she had gone to the University of Michigan. My second day at XYZ I was sitting in the cafeteria looking over the choices I had to make on the insurance package when someone sat down across from me and set their tray on the table. I looked up from my paperwork and saw Tricia. She looked me right in the eye and said:
"Are you going to say hi?"
I looked at her for several seconds, said "Hi" and then went back to looking over my insurance benefits paperwork.
"Still holding a grudge?"
"I said hi. That's what you asked for and I gave it to you. Now, if you don't mind, I need to make my choices and turn the paperwork in."
"Okay, let's try it this way. I asked for a hi and you gave me what I asked for. While you are in a giving mood I'm going to ask you to forgive a stupid teenager for being a stupid teenager. Rob, we all did things that we regret doing when we were in junior high and high school. I screwed up. I'm sorry. Can't we at least be friends?"
I looked at her sitting across from me, still the best looking girl that ever went out with me and I figured, "What the hell, it can't hurt to be just friends" so I said:
"Okay. We can be friends."
She smiled and stuck out her hand and said, "Shake?" I took it and shook it and eleven months later I took her hand again and slid a ring on her finger as I said, "I do."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next five years went by fast. Tricia and I decided that we wanted to wait for a while before having kids. We had places we wanted to go and things we wanted to do and we wanted to be a little more stable financially before starting a family. We sank all of our energy into each other and our jobs. We bought a three-bedroom house because we knew that one-day we were going to have children. We got passports and spent our vacations traveling and seeing the world.
By the end of that five-year period I began talking with Tricia about starting a family, but she told me she wasn't ready just yet. She had just been promoted to manager in her department and she had some things she wanted to do, some changes she wanted to make to make the department more efficient and to "leave her stamp" on it. I knew how she felt because I'd been made a section manager six months before and I'd had the same feelings.
I didn't really like her new job because she had to travel and would be gone for two or three days on the average of twice a month. But she loved her job and was happy so I decided not to push for kids until she hit 'the wall.' You do know about 'the wall' right? Every company that has been in business for a long time has a 'wall.' It is called the "Because that is the way we have always done it" wall. I knew that the entrenched bureaucracy would resist all the changes she wanted to make and eventually she would give up fighting them and at that point she would be ready to consider children. If my own experience at trying to make changes was any yardstick I only had about six months to wait.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tricia had just left for a three day trip to Atlanta and I was sitting at my desk wondering what to do with my evenings while she was gone when my boss buzzed me and asked me to come into his office. He told me that there was a problem at our Charlotte facility and asked me to fly down and take a look. Naturally I said yes and he told me he would have his secretary make the arrangements. She called me at noon and told me she had me set up with a two-ten flight and that I would have to change planes in Atlanta. I told her about Tricia being in Atlanta and asked that since I had to change planes in Atlanta and wouldn't get in to Charlotte until too late to go into the office that she reschedule me. I'd overnight in Atlanta, spend the evening with Tricia and catch the first flight out to Charlotte in the morning. She called me back twenty minutes later and gave me the new arrangements.
I arrived in Atlanta and took the hotel courtesy bus to the hotel where Tricia was staying. I called her room from the lobby and got no answer so I asked the desk clerk for a key. After checking my driver's license information against Tricia's registration information she gave me a key card and I headed up to the room. It was my intention to surprise her when she came into the room, but I was the one who was surprised.
I entered the room and the first thing I thought was that I was in the wrong room. There were men's clothes hanging on the clothes bar and I was just about to back out of the room when I saw the monogrammed luggage I had given Tricia when she was promoted. I closed the door and looked around the room and found enough of Tricia's things to convince me that I was in her room all right. One look at the unmade bed with the wet spot in the middle told me the rest of the story. I took one last look around and then left.
I went down to the lobby and went into the gift shop and bought a copy of that day's Atlanta Constitution to hide behind and went out and sat down in the lobby where I could keep an eye on the front door and the elevators and settled in to wait. While I sat there waiting for Tricia to show I wondered at the lack of rage I was feeling. Why hadn't I waited in the room and then exploded on them when they came in. Why hadn't I sat there gleefully destroying everything that whoever the man was had left in the room? Why didn't I shred his clothes and cut up his suitcases? Why did I just look around and then leave? I honestly didn't know. I tried to think of what I might have done to drive Tricia to cheat on me, but I couldn't come up with a thing. She hadn't been any less loving or affectionate toward me. I had seen nothing that would have even remotely made me think she might be running around on me.
About an hour later I saw Tricia coming in the front door and I recognized the man with her. Herb Scott also worked at XYZ. He was a manager in the Marketing Department. The two of them walked hand in hand to the elevator and Herb pushed the call button. The two of them kissed while they waited for the elevator to come and then the door opened and they walked inside. When the door closed I got up from where I was sitting and went to the bank of payphones and called the airline and got myself on the last flight out of Atlanta for Charlotte. I might be leaving, but was I going to let her get away with it? Not on her life, but my revenge on the cheating whore was not going to be a screaming confrontation. I wanted much more satisfaction than that. I didn't yet know what I was going to do to them, but it was going to be something that the two of them would remember for the rest of their lives. I think it was the Italians who said:
"Revenge should be like a fine wine. It should be sipped and savored."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I landed in Charlotte and went to a bank of phones and called Tricia. When she answered the phone she sounded out of breath.
"Where were you Rob? I called the house a couple of times and didn't get an answer."
"Not surprising since I'm downstairs in the lobby. I'll be right up."
"What!!"
"Yeah lover. Charlie asked me to go to Charlotte and take care of a problem there. I had to change planes here in Atlanta and I thought I'd overnight here with you and go on to Charlotte in the morning."
"Here? You are here in the lobby?" I could hear the panic in her voice as she said, "Hold on a second Rob; I left the water running in the bathtub and I need to turn it off."
I heard murmuring in the background and then a very distinct "Oh shit." I smiled at the image of her lover trying to get his shit picked up and out of the room. I could imagine him scurrying down the hall to the stairwell until I was in the room, or maybe dressing there and then going down the stairs to the front desk and trying to get a room while Tricia scrambled to make the bed and think of a way to explain the wet spot. I heard a door close and then Tricia came back on the line.
"Sorry to make you wait love, but I didn't want the tub to overflow."
"What was that "Oh shit" I heard?"
"In my hurry to get to the tub I stubbed my toe and it hurt."
"Oh babe, I'm sorry."
"It wasn't your fault."
"Well, in a way it is. If I hadn't called to joke with you it wouldn't have happened."
"Joke with me?"
"Yeah sweetie, I'm not in the lobby. I'm calling from Charlotte. I did have to change planes in Atlanta and I was going to surprise you, but I couldn't get a flight out in the morning early enough to get me here for my meeting so I couldn't stop over."
"Oh gee honey, and you had me thinking I was going to get laid tonight instead of watching the dumb stuff on TV."
"Maybe I'll surprise you the next time. Hey, got to run. Here comes the hotel shuttle bus. I'll talk to you later sweetie. Love you."
"I love you too Rob. Bye."
I at least had the pleasure of knowing that I'd almost given Tricia and her asshole lover heart failure.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
During my time in Charlotte and on the trip home I thought about how I would take my revenge. I rolled a dozen plots and scenarios over in my mind and one by one I discarded them as either impractical or too hard to make happen. I got back to the main office and gave Charlie my report and as I was leaving his office I saw my revenge walking toward me. Marsha, Charlie's secretary, was just returning from the ladies room and she looked very uncomfortable waddling down the hallway. I wondered if Tricia would waddle like that and be as uncomfortable if she were eight months pregnant.
That night, Tricia's last night on her trip, I sat down and made a list of the things I needed to do to make it happen. None of it would be too difficult, but it would be time consuming which meant that I was going to have to pretend to be the loving husband. Frankly, I wasn't sure that I was a good enough actor to pull that one off, but I had to try.
First step in the plan would be to get Tricia pregnant even though she didn't want to be a mommy yet. Well no, that couldn't be the first step. The first step had to be getting Herb out of the picture. No, damn it, I couldn't do that either. I needed him for the confrontation if the plan was going to work. Okay, the first step had to be getting me ready and I knew just how to do that. Every summer the manager of our Dayton branch took three weeks vacation and every year Charlie asked for a volunteer to cover Dayton for the three weeks Ralph was gone. That year I was Charlie's volunteer.
The three weeks in Dayton was just what I needed. It gave me time to settle my anger and rage, which made it easier for me to play the part of loving husband when I got home. I talked with Tricia every night and we did all the bullshit "I love you" and "I miss you" and "I wish you were here with me" garbage while all the time I was wondering if Herb was with her in our house and fucking her on our bed.
I came home ready to implement my plan. I observed, I calculated, I charted and I planned and waited for the stars to align themselves. It took almost four more months, four months of pretending to be a loving husband, before everything fell into place. Tricia had another trip to Atlanta and I kissed her goodbye the morning she left and as soon as she was gone I picked up the phone, called Marketing and asked for Herb Scott. I was told he was in Atlanta on business and wasn't expected back for three days.
The timing was perfect for me. I went to Charlie's office and told him I had a family emergency and was going to need a few days off and then I caught a flight to Atlanta. I lucked out and got the same desk clerk and she remembered me. After comparing my driver's license against Tricia's registration information she gave me a key card and I went on up to Tricia's room. I knocked several times and no one came to the door so I let myself in and found the same set-up I had found the last time - Herb's clothes hanging on the clothes bar next to Tricia's clothes. That was all I really wanted to make sure of so I went on down to the lobby and waited.
I hid behind a paper and sat there until the two of them came in and got on the elevator and then I got up and went to the restaurant across the street and had my dinner. The time it took me to eat was about the amount of time I figured that it would take the two of them to get naked and be in the middle of things. I went back to the hotel, took the elevator to the fifth floor and took out my cell phone. I called the hotels number and asked for Tricia's room. Just like that last time she sounded out of breath when she picked up.
"Oh hi honey. I was just about to call you."
"You wouldn't have gotten me."
"No? Why not?"
"Remember the time I called you and jokingly told you I was in the lobby?"
"Yes, I remember."
"Well sweetie, this time it is no joke. I'll be right up" and I disconnected.
It wasn't very sporting of me, in fact it was like shooting fish in a barrel. I was standing in front of room 507 when the door opened and Herb came hurrying out. He had a suitcase in each hand and all he had on was a pair of boxers. He never saw it coming as I sent my right fist into his face with all of my hundred eighty-five pounds behind it. I felt his nose break and I saw blood shoot all over the place. He hit the floor at the feet of Tricia who had been hurrying along behind him carrying his clothes. She had pulled on a robe, but hadn't tied it and it was hanging open and I saw her naked body and I saw traces of wet cum on her inner thighs. She was looking at me with an expression of horror on her face.
"Some things never change, do they Tricia. First Danny and now Herb."
I gave Herb two hard shots in his nuts with the toe of my shoe and then I turned and walked away. I headed for the airport and caught the last flight home. I knew Tricia well enough to know that she wasn't going to rush home from Atlanta. She would stay there and do her job so I had two more days before I would see her again and I used those two days to get ready for the next step in getting back at Herb. As far as getting even with Tricia, I wasn't yet sure how that would go down. It would depend on what she did. If she came home begging for forgiveness and really wanted it things would go the way I wanted. If not, what I had planned would still work, but wouldn't be near as satisfying.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Taking care of Herb was expensive, but if you want quality revenge you can't get it on the cheap. I knew a guy, who knew a guy, who had a friend, who knew a guy, etc., etc., and I managed to buy two pounds of marijuana and three ounces of cocaine. A Snap On tool salesman sold me a 'slim jim' and I was ready.
Like most XYZ traveling employees, Herb left his car in the company parking lot and took the company shuttle bus to the airport. I waited until after the building had cleared out and it was dark outside and then I slipped into Herb's office and planted half a pound of grass and an ounce of coke in the back of his lower left desk drawer. Next, I used the slim jim to pop his car's door lock and I put the rest of the grass and coke under the passenger side front seat. I locked the car back up and then I went home and waited. Over the next two days I kept an eye on Herb's car and the day I saw it gone I went down the street to a pay phone and called the police. I gave them Herb's name, address and car information and told them I had seen him selling dope to the employees at XYZ and then I hung up.
Two days later the employee cafeteria at XYZ was all-abuzz with:
"Did you hear what happened to Herb over in Marketing? He was arrested for dealing drugs."
"Darla over in Marketing said the police came to Herb's office with a search warrant and found drugs in his desk."
"Joe told me Herb got stopped for some traffic violation and they found drugs in his car."
"Fran said she heard that he pulled a gun on the cops and made a run for it."
"I was always suspicious of that weasel. I could tell he was no good just by looking at him."
Somehow Herb made bail and came into work only to be suspended pending an investigation into allegations that he was selling illegal substances on company property.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Meanwhile, Tricia had been calling me a half dozen times a day and I didn't take any of her calls. The day she returned she came into my office and closed the door behind her.
"May I sit down?"
I shrugged so she sat down on the chair on the other side of my desk. "You haven't been taking my calls."
"Given the circumstances under which I last saw you that comes as a surprise?"



"I would have thought that you would have wanted to talk."
"What's to talk about? You replaced me."
"That's why we need to talk Rob. I haven't replaced you. I could never replace you. I love you Rob. I know you are upset over what you saw, but Herb means nothing to me. I need you to give me a chance to explain. Can we please sit down at home tonight and talk."
"Why? You going to try and make me believe that it never happened? That it was just some big hallucination and I really didn't see what I thought I saw?"
"No Rob, I am going to try and convince you that I love you and that even though it did happen we can get by it."
"Not very likely Tricia, but I'll give you a chance to talk. Now if you don't mind I'm very busy right now so please leave."
As she got up to leave I was smiling inside. It was going to work out the way I wanted it to.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tricia had dinner ready and a bottle of wine sitting on the counter, uncorked and 'breathing'. This was Tricia's party and I kept quiet and made her work for it.
"First Rob, you have to know that I love you. I have always loved you and no one is ever going to take your place in my heart. I want you Rob; I don't want anyone else and you have to believe that. Herb was a mistake, a bad mistake and I should have known better after that first time."
"Why do you say that? Why didn't you know better before the first time?"
"Because I wasn't in any shape to know anything the first time."
"Can you explain that so a poor simple minded soul like me can understand?"
"The first time happened when I was drunk out of my mind. It happened on one of my office visits to Dallas. After the meetings the office staff and I went out for dinner and drinks. After dinner we went into the hotel lounge and had more drinks. You know how booze affects me Rob and you know I usually watch my drinking except when we are here at home. But I was in a hotel with a room right upstairs and I didn't have to drive home so I let myself go and enjoyed myself. By the time the people from the office left I was well on my way to being blitzed.
"I intended going up to my room when the last of our group left, but that is when Herb came in and saw me. He was in town on business and staying at the same hotel. He sat down with me, bought me a drink and we sat and talked and he bought me another drink and then another and the next thing I knew I was on my back naked and he was doing me. I had no recollection of leaving the lounge, undressing or being undressed, just all of a sudden I'm looking up at Herb. Given what he was just arrested for, for all I know he slipped something in one of my drinks and drugged me.
"You know me Rob and you know how I am when it comes to sex. Drunk or sober I get into it and even though I didn't know how Herb got there my body responded to what he was doing. He did me two more times and when he finished I fell asleep. In the morning when I woke up he was doing me again and when he finished he wanted my to call in and tell them I'd be late so we could do it some more and I told him to leave.
"That night I skipped dinner and went to my room. Around nine I got hungry and called room service. When there was a knock on my door I opened it expecting it to be room service, but it was Herb. He pushed by me into the room and started undressing and as I watched I thought, "Why not?" The damage had already been done and I was curious to see what he would be like when I was sober. That was the start of it."
"When did it start?"
"When I got promoted and started traveling. It was on my third trip."
"You have been fucking Herb for a year?"
"Yes and no. It has been a year, but it has only been five or six times. Just when we find ourselves visiting an office at the same time."
"So the other night wasn't planned in advance?"
"No Rob, never. And I didn't go looking for him when I was on a trip, but if he came to me I never said no. That last trip he was at the airport when I got there and he talked the gate agent into seating us together. I don't have any good reason for it Rob, it was just something to do when I was away from home. Something a little better than just sitting in my room watching TV."
"How many times did you fuck him in our house and on our bed while I was in Dayton?"
"I never saw him except for on trips. I swear to God Rob, he was never in this house and I never did it with him except when we met on trips. If it hadn't have been for that first time it never would have happened Rob. I guess I looked at it like, "We already have, the damage is done, and Rob will never know." I don't care a bit for Herb honey, he never meant a thing to me."
"So that makes it okay? He didn't mean anything to you?"
"No Rob, that doesn't make it okay. I fucked up and I sitting here asking you to forgive me. I'm asking you to believe that I love you and don't want to be with anyone but you."
"That's a tall order Tricia and I don't know that I'm the kind of man who can do it. What you did hurt me Tricia, it hurt me bad and right now I want to hurt you. I want to strike out and make you pay for what you did to me. What makes it worse is that it is the same thing you did to me with Danny. I have something inside me screaming for revenge and I can't see any way on God's green Earth that I can forgive you while I feel that way."
"What can I do Rob? I'll do whatever you want to prove to you that I love you and want to be with you. You want to beat me? Go ahead and do it and I'll clench my teeth and take it. Go ahead Rob, take a belt to me; I'll stand still for it. I'm not kidding Rob, I WILL do whatever you want as long as we stay together."
"What if what I want is to destroy that beautiful face of yours so that no man will ever want to look at you again. What if what I want is to carve the letter "A" for adulteress on your forehead or cheek?"
She looked at me for several seconds and then she said, "If that is what it will take to keep us together I will accept it."
The thing of it was that I really believe she meant it. That was the first time since the whole thing started that I gave any consideration to the fact that she might actually love me. Not that it mattered. Her love for me might have been strong, but my love for her was gone. I stood up and she asked:
"Where are you going?"
"I can't stay in this house with you Tricia, not the way I'm feeling right now. I'll need some time to think about what I'm going to do."
"Please Rob, I'll do whatever I have to do, I swear I will."
"I'll think on it Tricia and get back to you in a few days or maybe a week or so."
She had a defeated look about her as I headed out of the house and God, but did I ever feel good about it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I let her stew about it for five days and then I called her.
"I've decided what I'm going to do. The only way I will ever be able to live with you after what you did is if I do something to get back at you. You will have one chance and one chance only. If you do it we can start trying to put things back together. If you don't do it I'll get an attorney and start divorce proceedings."
"What is it?"
"All you need to know is that tomorrow I will be at the house at five-thirty and you will meet me at the door naked and you will do everything I tell you to do without complaint. Just one "Oh no, I can't do that" or an "I won't do that" and I'm gone. I'll see you at five-thirty" and I hung up on her.
The next day I was there at five-thirty on the dot and she was waiting for me as I had specified. I handed her a bag and told her to take it into the bedroom and empty the contents on the bed. She did it and found three dozen condoms, a tube of KY Jelly and a sleep mask.
"What's all this?" she asked.
"It has to do with your punishment. When you told me your story of how you and Herb started you said of the second night, "I was curious what he would be like if I were sober." That told me everything Tricia. It told me that you wanted another cock. You were curious about another cock that wasn't mine and you used what had happened the night before between you and Herb as your excuse. So tonight we are going to satisfy your curiosity about other cocks. You are going to wear the sleep mask with a towel over it so that you can't see a thing and six men are going to fuck you. Six men that you know. Six men that you see at social gatherings. Six men, some of them the husbands and boyfriends of women you know and you will be blindfolded so you won't know who they are.
"They have been told what you did and that you are a cheating whore and they are going to use you any way they want until they don't want you anymore. They are going to use your mouth, your unfaithful cunt and your ass and some of them might even want to use all three at once. That is your punishment Tricia; that is how I will get even with you. Every wedding, every funeral, every cocktail party, birthday party, Christmas party or dinner party you go to you will see men and you will look at them and wonder if any one of them was one of the men who fucked you and knew you for the filthy whore you are. Every woman you face will have you wondering, "Did I fuck your husband and if you knew would you still talk to me or would you spit in my face?"
"Some of the men who will fuck you have a close enough relationship with their wives or girlfriends that they can tell them what happened here tonight and why. Everyone has promised absolute secrecy on this so none of them will ever let you know who they are. You will see women and wonder, "Does this woman know that I'm a whore who cheated on my husband and then gangbanged six men? Does that woman know that her husband degraded me by fucking me in my ass or had me stand in the bathtub while he pissed on me?"
"I have no idea what the six will do to you Tricia and I don't care. They may settle for just pissing in your mouth or they may only want to gangbang your ass repeatedly, but whatever they do or want to do you will let them. One refusal on your part, however minor and I walk away. The condoms are for their use if they want your cunt, but your ass and mouth get raw cock."
I looked at my watch. "They will be here any minute now. Your choice Tricia, either put the sleep mask on or put a robe on and cover yourself."
She stared at me in silence and I thought I saw a tear in the corner of her right eye, but then she picked up the sleep mask and put it on.
By three in the morning it was over. The six didn't want anymore and Tricia was a fucked out mess. She had cum all over her body and her cunt and asshole were gaping canyons. The six had treated her like a worthless whore and had called her every derogatory name in the book as they used her. Her nipples had been pinched and twisted hard, her ass had been slapped and cocks had been pushed into her mouth so hard she had gagged and choked. When the last of the six had gone I told Tricia to take off the towel and sleep mask.
"I'm going back to the motel and check out. I want you and this room spotless when I get back and then we will see to the second part of your punishment."
"Second part? What second part?"
I held her birth control pills in front of her and said, "You won't be using them anymore. Get ready to be a mommy."
"But my job? If I get pregnant I won't be able to keep working after I have the baby."
"Other women find a way. Besides, if you are not working you won't be traveling and I won't have to wonder about what you are doing in your hotel room and with whom. Anyway, it is not debatable. We do it my way or I'm out of here. Are we clear on that?"
There was a moment of silence and then she said, "Yes Rob."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took me an hour to go to the motel and check out. When I got back to the house Tricia was showered and had changed the sheets on the bed and had straightened the bedroom. I made a big show of flushing her birth control pills down the toilet and then I crawled in bed with her and fucked her twice before falling asleep.
Even though her cunt was loose and I barely felt the sides it was still a very satisfying fuck session in that I knew I had taken my revenge. How you ask? Timing, it was all in the timing. I needed Tricia to go on a trip, be with Herb and then come back at a certain time. And then I had to schedule things just right. Tricia made her trip, I did my "catch her in the act" routine and then went home and waited for her to return. I let her tell her story and then I stalled talking to her for the five days I needed to get just the right night for my revenge. If all my calculating and planning was correct the night of Tricia's gangbang was the most fertile night of her cycle.
When the six men fucked her I made a big production out of having her roll the condoms on the men before they fucked her, but what she didn't see because of the blindfold was each man cut the end off the rubber before he fucked her and when the night was over she never saw the modified rubbers because they were flushed as soon as the man finished. I'm sure she figured out that one or two might have broken; why else would she be so sloppy, but not to worry because she was on the pill, right? Wrong!!! I had been doctoring her pills for the last two months and she wasn't protected at all. I wasn't worried about me getting her pregnant because on my three-week trip to Dayton I'd gotten a vasectomy. Any kid conceived before the gangbang would be Herb's and after the gangbang it could be anybody's.
I made a big show of putting our marriage back together. I told Tricia that Herb and the night of revenge would never be mentioned again; that we were even and could get on with our lives. It was hard to pretend to be a husband trying to put what his wife had done behind him, forgive her and work to repair the marriage when it was the last thing on my mind. Tricia was history the day I found out about Herb and the only reason I was with her was for revenge. I'd never forgotten what she did to me with Danny. I had forgiven her for it, but I had never forgotten it. When Herb happened Danny came back to the surface and to paraphrase an old saying:
"Fuck over me once and shame on you. Fuck over me twice and shame on me."
There would not be a third time.
About a month after the gangbang Tricia told me I was going to be a daddy. I of course knew that it wasn't mine and given the timing it couldn't have been Herb's so the father had to be one of the six from the gangbang, which was the plan all along. I played loving husband and happy prospective father until it was too late for Tricia to abort and then I packed my bags and moved out. I told Tricia that I was sorry, but I just could not get past her cheating on me with Herb.
I got an apartment and then I sued for divorce on the grounds of infidelity and asked for the house, the cars, the checking and savings and half of her 401k and pension. Tricia got a lawyer and in our first conference her lawyer claimed I had no proof of Tricia committing adultery. I had no private investigator reports, no film or tape and no audio. It was a case of her word against mine and she was denying it and she was counter suing and she wanted the house, the cars, the checking and savings and half of my 401k and pension plus alimony and substantial child support.
I laughed and said I had all the proof of her infidelity that I needed in the baby she was carrying. I demanded and got a DNA test and it showed that little Sarah Anne wasn't mine. After that things moved along rather quickly. I got favorable rulings from the judge on a couple of things - he made Tricia pay my attorney's fees and all court costs, and I didn't have to pay alimony or child support, but everything else was split 50/50. We were each given the car we drove, but the house had to be sold and the proceeds split between us.
I saw Tricia in the courtroom the day the divorce was granted. She was crying when she said to me, "How could you do this to me Rob? I loved you."
"But not enough to stay away from Herb. If you had come to me after that first time and told me what happened we would have been okay. I could have gotten by one drugged or drunken indiscretion, but not a year's worth. Goodbye Tricia."
It was not the last time I saw her. We both still work for XYZ and I see her maybe three times a week and when I do I ignore her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
There was one other part of my revenge and that was what I had done to Herb. He was offered a plea bargain and he, knowing full well he was innocent, turned it down and went to trial. The jury didn't believe his story that he was framed and he was found guilty and sentenced to prison. Two years into his sentence I visited him. As I sat on the other side of the glass partition with the phone in my hand I could see the curious expression on his face. I smiled at him and said:
"Wondering why I'm here Herb? Simple. I just want the answer to a question. Have you been having a good time in here Herb? Was fucking my wife worth it?"
I smiled at him as the realization dawned on him and I hung up the phone and got up and left.
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Angie and I had not been getting along for a couple of months. She barely spoke to me and when she did she was always pissed off about something. Our sex life had come to a complete halt, we didn't snuggle or cuddle anymore, but the worst of it was that I couldn't get her to tell me what was wrong. Then one night I came home from work and found Angie sitting on the bathroom toilet crying her eyes out. I asked what was wrong, but she wouldn't talk to me and when I persisted she screamed at me, "Leave me alone god damn it, just leave me alone!" As I turned and walked away from the bathroom Angie slammed the door and locked it.
The next day at work my secretary said, "What's wrong boss? You seem pretty down in the dumps today." Bambi has been my strong right arm for the better part of five years and I honestly believe that she knows me better than my wife. Bambi and I are as close as a man and woman can get and not be having sex (not that we both hadn't considered it at one time). I explained what was bothering me and Bambi said, "What do you expect? You have three kids, all under six, and she is constantly on the go. Being on call 24/7 for three kids and a husband and having to take care of a home have left her worn to a frazzle and she's doing it alone because you are always working. The poor girl needs some time off. I know just what she's going through, it happened to me before my kids were old enough to go to school."
"What did you do?"
"Dumped the kids on their dad and took off for a week by myself."
"What happened?"
"You don't want to know. I'd really prefer that you continue to think of me as a nice girl. It almost cost me my hubby, but I came home rested, relaxed and ready to handle things. And I vowed that I would never let it happen again. Now I take one night a week and one weekend a month for personal time."
I spent a couple days thinking about what Bambi said and then I called a friend of mine who is a doctor. I told him what the problem was and asked him if he could make any recommendations. He told me that Bambi was probably right and gave me the name of a health spa and said that several days there alone would probably work wonders on Angie.
I called the spa and made an appointment for a consultation and then I took a day off work and went and talked to them. I took a tour of the facilities and then I made an appointment for Angie for a one-week stay. When I went back to work the next day I made arrangements to take a weeks vacation and then I arranged for a babysitter to watch the kids on Sunday. I packed a bag of the stuff that the spa said that Angie would likely need and tossed it in the trunk of the car. Saturday I told Angie that I had arranged for a sitter and that I was taking her out on Sunday.
On Sunday we caught an afternoon movie, an early dinner and then I drove across town and pulled up in front of the spa.
"What's this?"
"A surprise for you."
I got out of the car, got her bag out of the trunk and then helped her out of the car. I walked her into the lobby and as she stood there looking around I handed her the bag.
" Took some time off from work to watch the kids. I've paid for a week and if you want to stay longer just let me know and I'll take care of it."
I handed her the car keys and an envelope, "Take a look at what they have to offer and if you don't like it or want it take the car and the cash in the envelope and go do what ever you want. Whatever you decide I don't want to see home for at least a week. I want you to have one entire week with no screaming kids, no dirty house to clean and no husband whose needs you have to meet. Take as long as you want and when you come home we will work out a way to see that you get time off on a regular basis."

I bent and kissed her. "I love you baby, have a good time" and I turned and left her there. I had a cab waiting and as I headed home I hoped that I had done the right thing.
The following week was a busy one for me and it did not take me long to understand how wearing it could be to stay on top of three kids and a house and how much Angie had really needed a break. Before the week was over I had a new appreciation for what Angie went through day after day, week after week and I also found out just how much I had depended on her.
I didn't call Angie, I just let her set her own schedule and hopefully enjoy herself. She called on Tuesday and asked how things were going and I told her that the kids and I were managing and weren't at each other's throats yet. She asked to speak to the kids and when the phone got back to me there was silence on the other end for several moments and then, "Thank you honey, I really need this." Then she told me that she loved me and she hung up. She called again on Friday and after talking to the kids she asked me if it would be possible for her to stay two more days. She said she was in a yoga class and needed a little more time to get the full benefit of the class. I told her to take all the time she wanted and she told me to expect her home on Tuesday evening.
Tuesday came and I had the house spotless, the kids scrubbed and in their Sunday best and all four of us were waiting anxiously for Angie to get home. She pulled into the drive at a quarter to six and the kids ran out to meet her. They monopolized her until she put them to bed and then she grabbed me by the hand and dragged me to the bedroom. It was the wildest evening of sex that I'd ever had. Angie was insatiable and every time I thought that I just couldn't get it up again she went to work on me and proved me wrong. The big surprise was that for the first time since we had started having sex together Angie let me cum in her mouth. She had always been willing to give me head, but she always made me tell her when I was ready to cum and then she would finish me by hand. This time when I told her I was ready she grabbed my ass in both hands and held me in her mouth until I was soft. She looked up at me, "I wanted to do something special for you. I'm sorry that I didn't do it sooner" and then she went to work at trying to get me up again. She was still trying when I fell asleep.
The next day we shipped the kids off to their grandparents and spent a lazy day together. She thanked me several times for sending her off to the spa and then we talked about how to make life a little easier for her. We decided that she would take one night off a week for her personal time to just get away from it all. I told her that she should also take a weekend a month, but she said that would be too much so I told her that we could play that one by ear - if I saw her getting stressed or if she felt the walls closing in we would see that she took a weekend off.
For the next couple of months Angie went out every Wednesday night with her girl friends or went out and took in a movie. Our sex life improved greatly and Angie always seemed to be in a great mood and every thing was fine - right up till the day I needed her car keys. It was a Saturday morning and I had just changed the oil in Angie's car. I needed to start it up and run it to check for leaks at the drain plug and filter housing. Angie was in the basement doing laundry so I went to her purse to get the keys. I found them and I also found three foil packets containing condoms. I stood there stunned as the implications of my find sank in. After the third child Angie and I had decided that three kids was enough and I had gotten myself a vasectomy after the birth of Jamie. I heard a noise behind me and I turned to see Angie standing there looking at me with her purse in my hand. I stared at her for a couple of moments and then said, "I needed your keys" and I put her purse down and walked past her on my way back out into the garage.
Ten minutes later Angie followed me out into the garage and sat down on the steps that lead from the kitchen to the garage and watched me finish with the car. I closed the hood and stood there looking at her while I wiped my hands on a rag. Finally she broke the silence, "It's not what you think it is."
I looked at her in disbelief, "How could it not be what I think? What other possible reason could there be for you having condoms in your purse?"
"When I said that it wasn't what you were thinking I meant that it didn't mean that I don't love you or that I'm thinking of leaving you or anything like that."
"Are you trying to tell me that you are cheating on me but that it is all right because you still love me and don't plan on leaving me?"
"No, not exactly. I'm not trying to say that it is okay because we both know that it isn't, but I do love you and I had hoped that I could find a way to end what I've been doing before you found out about it."
"Well lady, your luck just ran out" and I walked past her and went back into the house.
I took a shower to wash off the grease and grime and when I came out of the shower Angie was sitting on the bed waiting for me.
"What are you going to do?"
I don't know. I've never had to deal with an unfaithful wife before."
"Do you want to know what happened?"
"Not really. Knowing that it happened is already more than I wanted to know."
"Will you at least let me tell you? I need to try and make you understand that I do love you and that I don't want to lose you. I admit that I screwed up, but I didn't mean to do it. It just happened and I've tried to end it but I can't."
"What do you mean 'you tried to but can't?"
"He has pictures and he has threatened to show them around unless I keep seeing him."
"Pictures? How did he get pictures?"
"I guess I wasn't the first one to screw up like I did. He figured that it had a good chance of happening with me and he had a friend standing by ready to take photos."
Despite my anger and disgust with Angie and what she had been doing to me I was suddenly intrigued. What had the man been doing that he had a good idea that he could get my wife into a compromising situation and even have some one ready to take pictures? "Go ahead, I might as well hear it."
It had happened on her fourth day at the spa. She had come out of the sauna and had gone for her afternoon massage. The girl who had been giving her massages was on her day off and a young man named Steve was waiting for her. He began to give her a very slow massage and after ten minutes Angie had been very relaxed. Steve had come pretty close to a few of Angie's erogenous zones, but hadn't quite touched them and she was feeling sensuous and sexual. Steve had been leaning over the end of the table and was bending forward and working on Angie's back muscles. "I had been lying there with my eyes closed and Steve told me to turn my head to the other side. I opened my eyes and turned my head and I saw, only inches from my face, his cock jutting out from the fly of his shorts."
"It was a stupid thing for me to do, but I was hot, I was horny as hell and I wasn't thinking clearly. I stuck my tongue out and licked the head of Steve's cock. As soon as he felt my tongue he stepped forward and his cock pushed into my mouth. Then he grabbed my head and held me while he fucked my face. As soon as my tongue touched the head of his cock I knew that I had screwed up big time, but he had too strong a grip and I couldn't break loose. He didn't let go of me until he had cum in my mouth and his cock went limp. Then his friend came in and they showed me the pictures on the digital camera. Paul had managed to get a perfect shot of me sticking out my tongue to touch Steve's cock and in all the other photos you couldn't tell that I was trying to break a way from Steve."
"You couldn't tell that I wasn't a willing participant in what the pictures showed. I swear that everything after that bit of stupidity with the tongue was unwilling on my part, but I also knew that there was no way that I could have ever let you see those pictures. You would never in a million years have looked at them and not thought that I was a whore so when Steve said that I had to fuck him and Paul or they would show the pictures all around and send a set to you I didn't see any way out but to do it."
"Him and his friend? You have been fucking two men ever since I sent you to that spa?"
Angie looked down at the floor and said, "It was either that or let you see the pictures and there was no way in the world that I could let that happen. I love you and I couldn't take a chance on losing you so I went along thinking that it would be just one time."
"Two men? You did two men? At the same time?"
Still looking down at the floor Angie said, "Sometimes."
"How?"
She looked away from me and was silent. My tone was insistent when I said, "How Angie!"
She looked up at me and I saw anger in her eyes, "Why do you want to know? Isn't it bad enough that you know that I'm a whore? What does it matter how they used me? Why are you making this harder on me than it needs to be. I'm a whore! I let other men fuck me and it's even worse than that. Both of them are black and that's why I could never let you see those goddamned pictures. You are so damned racist that you won't even eat in a restaurant that has black help so how in the hell could you handle a picture of your wife with a black cock in her mouth. I can see that you are disgusted with me and probably don't care about me any more so why do you fucking care?"
How could I tell her that the image of her doing two men at once had given me a very hard erection? How could I tell her that in spite of my anger and disgust at what she had done, that the thought of her servicing two cocks at the same time, and two niggers at that, was having a very disturbing effect on me? To cover up the real reason that I wanted to know I said, "I need to know because if we are going to salvage anything out of this sorry mess I have to know it all. There can be no secrets between us about this Angie. I want to - no, I have to know it all, from the very first to the last time you saw them."
"Are you saying that there is a chance for us?"
"I don't know Angie, it's possible, but I just don't know."
Angie gave me a long, quiet look and then she took a deep breath and told me about her last three months. The first time Steve and Paul had taken her on the massage table at the spa. Angie had thought that it was to be a one-time thing, but Steve had quickly disabused her of that notion. She was theirs to fuck until they got tired of her. After the first time on the table they went to a motel every night. The first two times they just took turns fucking her, but on the third night while Steve was fucking her Paul made her suck his cock. From that night on she always serviced both of them at the same time. At the end of her week at the spa she had checked out and then they had gone to a motel. There was no yoga class, instead the two of them fucked her silly for two days. It was during that two-day period that they had fucked her pussy and ass at the same time. Since then she had been meeting them every Wednesday night. They wanted to meet her more often, but she had told them no. She said if they met more often I would be more likely to find out about it and if she was going to get caught anyway they might just as well go ahead and mail me the pictures.
By the time Angie finished her story my erection was so hard it was painful. My mind was churning with images of Angie on her hands and knees taking black cock from both ends and images of Angie sliding up and down on a black pole while another one took her ass from behind. And then Angie noticed the hard on that was sticking out of my towel. Suddenly understanding dawned on her, "You bastard! You miserable fucking bastard!" She got off the bed and was going to leave the room, but I got up and grabbed her and threw her down on the bed. I ripped her clothes off of her and then for the first time in our married life I fucked her. No gentle love making, just pure hot lust fed animal fucking. I looked down into her face as I pounded my cock into her unfaithful pussy and I knew from her expression that she was loving it.
I knew then, oh yes I knew, "This is what you like isn't it? To be treated like a slut. They may have blackmailed you into it, but you loved it, didn't you? Come on bitch, tell me the truth. You loved being their fuck toy didn't you?"
The only sound from Angie was a grunt when I slammed my cock down into her. She stared up at me with fire in her eyes and said nothing. "Tell me Angie, tell me. You loved being their whore, their little fuck slut. Admit it Angie, admit it."
"Yes, god damn you, yes" she screamed at me, "Yes I loved it. I loved having their big, hard black cocks slamming into me. I gloried in being their married white whore" and I blew a gusher into her hot cunt.
I fell to the bed next to her and as I laid there trying to catch my breath Angie said, "Now what?"
"I don't know Angie, I really don't know. When I found out all I wanted to do was walk away from you, but after what just happened I don't know, I just don't know."
And I didn't. I was angry at Angie's betrayal, but thinking of her having sex with two black men had inflamed me and that, in turn, had led to my having the most intense sexual orgasm of my life. I tossed and turned most of the night and what little sleep I did get was filled with dreams of Angie being taken in various positions by faceless black men. Twice I woke up with a rock hard cock and both times I had been sorely tempted to mount Angie who was snoring softly next to me. As angry at her as I was I should have just taken her sleeping body, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. I guess I just wasn't asshole enough.
I left for work before Angie got up and I spent the whole day at the office accomplishing nothing of either a work or a personal nature. Once again Bambi noticed my mood, asked me what was wrong and I told her the whole story. She gave a little rueful smile and said, "Just about what happened to me." I looked at her surprised, "Hey" she said, "I told you my little escapade almost cost me my marriage. I sure didn't think Angie was the kind to go off the deep end though."
"How did you save your marriage?"
"I told him what happened and that I loved him and he backed away from me and let it run its course."
My mind was a fucked up mess. Part of me wanted to call a lawyer and part of me wanted to hurry home and fuck her brains out. Part of me was turned on by the images of Angie's white body being covered by black men and part of me was furious at her betrayal. I did not doubt for one minute that the story she told me about how it started was true, but I knew and I knew that Angie knew that she could have told me what had happened and that I would have believed her. When Steve blackmailed her she could have told him to go piss up a rope, but she didn't. She didn't because it gave her all the excuse she needed to do what she really wanted to do anyway. The question before me was that even though I was turned on by the thought of Angela fucking other men, could I stay with Angie and live with the knowledge that she had cheated on me because she wanted to - not because she was being blackmailed - but because she wanted to?
I suddenly realized on the drive home that it was Wednesday, Angie's night out, and I wondered if she would be there when I got home and then I wondered what I would do if she wasn't.
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She was on her third husband and had one son who was as old as I was and she had been giving me hard ons for over twenty years. Marie was five-foot even and weighed maybe one-twenty and a third of that was tits. Her bust size was thirty-eight and she knew they were attention getting and she displayed them accordingly. Low cut blouses were a staple in her wardrobe and when she waited on your table she made sure you got a good shot of her cleavage. I'm sure she thought that helped her get bigger tips.
Marie worked as a waitress at the restaurant that her parents owned. I had breakfast and lunch there on the average of five times a week. The food was good and the service and atmosphere were great, but the main reason I started stopping at the restaurant when I moved to town was that I loved looking at her tits and I wanted to fuck her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The town was a sleepy little farm town when I moved there, although it has quadrupled in size over the last twenty years, and at the time it only had two restaurants that offered breakfast. Marie opened at six and the other restaurant opened at six-thirty. It was my first day in town and it was six-fifteen so Marie's was the restaurant I went to on that day.
It was instant lust that I felt when Marie came to the booth where I was sitting, handed me a menu and asked me what I'd like to drink. "The milk from those tits" is what I wanted to say, but "Coffee with cream" is what came out of my mouth. My cock was throbbing as I watched her walk away to get my drink and I do not believe that I had ever run across a woman who got to me so quickly.
Marie had more going for her than those magnificent tits; she had long black hair that hung down to the middle of her back and her tight jeans showed off a commendable ass, but it was those tits that drew the attention. You couldn't help but look at those jugs on that five-foot body and wonder why they didn't cause her to fall forward on her face as she walked. As she walked back toward me with my coffee it was hard not to notice the way the low-cut blouse showed off the creamy slope of her breasts and cleavage that made you want to tit fuck her.
She gave me my coffee, took my order and I spent the next forty minutes watching her as she waited on customers. It did not escape my notice that the restaurant was full of men and they all seemed as enamored of Marie as I was.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next time I stopped for breakfast it was at the other restaurant. The food was good, the service was good, but all the waitresses looked like my aunts and older sisters - not a hard on generator in the bunch. I know that breakfast is all I was after but given the choice of watching a couple of grandmothers bustling about while I ate or watching to see if Marie's tits would fall out of her low-cut blouse the choice was easy to make.
Over the next several years I came to be a regular at Marie's place and it was inevitable that somewhere along the way that I would start to flirt with Marie. I saw the rings and I knew she was married, but that didn't matter to me. She wouldn't have been the first married woman to spread her legs for me, but while Marie flirted back she never took that last half step that might have made me think I had a real chance at her, but a man can always hope so I kept on flirting with her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The restaurant was owned by Marie's parents and Marie was the day shift manager. She opened the place at six in the morning, worked through the lunch hour and then she was off for the day. Since Saturday and Sunday were the busiest two days at the restaurant Marie had Tuesday and Wednesday for days off so I only saw her on Monday, Tuesday and Friday. One day I playfully asked her when she was going to break down and give me a taste. She gave me an evil little grin and said:
"It would have been a long time ago if you were the right type."
"And what type would that be?"
"Married, settled, someone with something to lose."
"Why someone like that?"
"My experience sweetie, is that men like to brag and the last thing a married woman like me needs is to have her husband find out through the rumor mill that his wife can be had."
"So if I go and get married, have a couple of kids and play the domestic role I've got a shot?"
"As good a shot as anyone else."
"I guess you and I will never be an item then. I like my life just the way it is."
"Your loss sweetie" she said as she moved away to take care of other customers.
As she walked away I thought about how she had put it - "Married, settled" - and I remembered how that hadn't worked out so well. I remembered the day I had gone home early and found my wife with her legs spread wide and with another man between them. I had walked up to the bedroom door just in time to hear her say:
"Oh God, I wish you could fuck me forever."
"No problem there" I said, "He can have you because I sure as hell don't want you any more."
Three years later I tried again and two years after that I came home from work and found a note on the kitchen table:
"I took half of the savings and two of the certificates of deposit. Goodbye."
After that it was a succession of wives - always someone else's - and I swore that I would never marry again. If I needed a wife to get to Marie then it was never going to happen.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then one day Marie wasn't around anymore when I went into the restaurant. Her parents had been killed in an auto accident and suddenly she owned a restaurant that she had to run. She was always in the office or backroom and I hardly ever saw her, but when I did I always made it a point to let her know I still wanted a taste and she would always ask, "You married yet?"
A couple of more years went by and then Marie's husband was killed. I didn't know the guy so the only thing it meant to me was that Marie no longer had to worry about rumors getting back to her husband. I'd give her some space to do her mourning and then I'd take my shot.
Two months after her husband died I had to go out of town for six months on a job and when I got back it was to find Marie married and one month pregnant. I finally accepted the fact that the Gods that be just did not ant me to have Marie and I put her out of my mind. I still flirted with her whenever I saw her, but I had resigned myself to that's all I would ever be able to do.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A couple of more years went by and then one day I heard that the restaurant was going to close. It turned out that Marie did not own the building. Her parents had been good friends with the owner and he had given them a long tern lease. He had died of a heart attack shortly after Marie's parents had died and his son had inherited. The son informed Marie that when lease renewal time came around at the end of the year he was not going to renew. He said he had a better, more profitable use for the building.
I was having breakfast one morning and Marie passed through the room stopping every now and then to speak to one of the regulars. When she stopped at my booth I asked her if the rumors were true and she said that they were. I asked her what she was going to do and she just shrugged and said:
"Close the doors and get on with life."
"Why don't you just open someplace else?"
"Don't have the money. I know now that Ralph gave mom and dad a sweetheart deal because they were good friends. I also know now that the only way to go is to own your own building so you won't be at the mercy of a landlord. I just don't have the money to buy a building and set it up as a restaurant."
"Get a loan from the bank."
"I tried that. They say I don't have enough business experience for them to take the gamble. I told them they had to be kidding, that the restaurant has been here in business for almost forty years and they said, yes, but that was with your parents running it. It seems that I have to have my own track record and I don't have one. I told them it shouldn't matter, that if I didn't make it they would have the building as collateral and they laughed and told me they were in the banking business, not the real estate business."
As she moved away I had a thought and later on that day I did some checking. What I found was that Lowell's 'better use' was to sell the building and the realtor's had convinced him that it would sell quicker if it were empty. I made several phone calls to some people I knew and then leaned back in my chair. It could work; it just might could work.
The next morning at breakfast I asked Tiffany (the morning waitress) if Marie was there and Tiff told me that Marie was in her office. I finished my pancakes and then went back to the office. Marie looked up as I came though the door, I said "Good morning Sexy" and then I got right to the point.
"How bad do you want this restaurant to stay open?"
"What are you asking?"
"I'm asking you just what you would be willing to do to keep the restaurant."
"I don't have a clue where you are going with this."
"Come on Marie, you aren't dumb. Do you want to keep this place open?"
"Of course I do."
"Then what would you be willing to do to see it happen?"
"How in the hell am I supposed to answer that? What are you trying to get me to say?"
"I would like to hear you say that you would be willing to fuck my eyes out if I could make it happen."
Marie stared at me for several seconds and then she said, "Are you serious?"
"I have lusted after you since the first day I walked through the front door. I have an opportunity here to make what I want happen so the question is, how bad do you want to keep this place open?"
Several more seconds of silence went by and then she said, "Bad enough to be willing to fuck your eyes out. What is this all about?"
"I can buy the building and then give you a long term lease at the same terms you have on your current lease. All you have to do is go to bed with me once a week for as long as the lease runs. Or, I'll give you a lease with option to buy for twice a week until you take ownership."
"When you say "Go to bed with you" what are you talking, all night or what?"
"I would love all night if you could get it past your husband, but realistically if would probably be three or four hours in the morning or afternoon."
"Tell me more about this option to buy."
I explained to her how it would work and when I finished she sat there looking at me with a pensive expression on her face. Several seconds of silence went by and then she said:
"It won't happen until I have a signed lease in my hand."
"Which one?"
"The option to buy."
"Done!" I said and offered her my hand and we shook on the deal.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took two months to get the deal done and the day after I closed on the building I walked into Marie's office and handed her the lease agreement.
"All you have to do is read it and sign it. You may want to have a lawyer look at it first."
She set the lease aside, got up from behind her desk and told me to sit down in her chair. I did what she said and she walked over to the door, locked it, turned and came back to where I was sitting. She went to her knees in front of me, unbuckled my belt, pulled down my zipper and then pulled my trousers and boxers down to my ankles. She looked up at me and smiled:
"I'll fuck your eyes out after I have my lawyer look at the lease and he tells me I should sign it. Meanwhile, here is a little preview."
She swirled her tongue all around the head of my cock, stroking me with her hand while her tongue worked on me. There was a drop of pre-cum in my pee hole and she licked it up. I moaned as she took my cock in her mouth and sucked hard. Her head bobbed back and forth and her tongue kept moving and in just minutes she had me ready to cum.
"Here it comes sweetie," I said and she clamped her lips around me as I erupted and she gulped down every last drop.
She stood up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and said:
"Just a taste of the good times to come."
Four days later, as I was eating my breakfast, Marie came to my booth, sat down across from me and slid the lease over to me. As I picked it up she said:
"Signed, sealed and delivered and the timing is perfect. Hubby is going fishing this weekend. You told me the first time we talked about this that you would love all night if you could get it. It won't happen often, but you can have tonight and tomorrow night if you would like."
I gave her my biggest and best smile and said, "I won't like sweetie, I'd love to have both."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I looked at her lying on the bed, her hair spread out in a fan, her magnificent tits thrusting up like mountain peaks. Her legs were spread wide and her pussy was bare - not a hair in sight - and she saw me looking at it and giggled as she said:
"I did that just for you. Hubby has always wanted me to do it, but I never would. I wanted you to have something special."
I wanted to eat that pussy, but it would have to wait. I had lusted after her and wanted her for so long that I could not wait until I could bury my cock as deep into her as I could. I moved between her legs and looked down at her smiling up at me as I slid my hard cock into her pussy.
It was the worst fuck of my life!
This magnificent woman, this woman who walked around all day looking like the Goddess of Sex personified was the worst piece of ass I'd ever had - bar none! She just lay there looking up at me and smiling. Every once in a while she would grunt when I drove into her and she did mumble an "Oh yes" once, but she just laid there. I would have gotten more action from a blow up doll. Fucking Marie was like using my hand to masturbate. Twenty years I had been waiting for the moment and she just laid there. She did move once. Apparently I did manage to give her an orgasm and her body shuddered for about two seconds and then she was still again. Twenty seconds or so later I came and got off of her.
"That was nice" she said, "I can't wait to do it again."
It will take Marie ten years to get to where she owns the building and that means ten years of fucking a blow up doll twice a week. Marie thinks the sex is fabulous and she is trying to find ways to get us together more often. I can't walk away without hurting her feelings and even if I could bring myself to do it it would mean having to go to another restaurant and I don't want to do that because, quite frankly, Marie's place is the best in town.
Marie's blow jobs aren't bad and I do like eating her clean shaven pussy (her hubby still thinks she shaved it for him) but every time I fuck her I am reminded of the saying:
"Be careful of what you ask for, you just might get it!"
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I spent the first ten years as Darlene's husband being a normal guy, whatever normal means. You know, loving husband and father, the family provider, churchgoer every Sunday, all that stuff that is good and wholesome. I'd never had any weird thoughts or fantasies about my wife and the kinkiest I ever got was having anal sex with Darlene, and even that only happened because she said she wanted to try it. And then one day Darlene and I went to her best friend's birthday party and my life changed - radically.
Tina had been Darlene's best friend since the sixth grade. They were closer than twin sisters; they went everywhere together, did everything together including giving up their virginity on a double date - Darlene in the back seat and Tina in the front. Darlene was Tina's maid of honor at her wedding and Tina filled the same role at ours. They had stayed close friends even after both had become housewives and mothers; our kids called Tina and her husband Mark aunt and uncle and their kids called us the same. A week never went by when the two of them didn't get together at least once.
Mark and I were friendly, but no great bond ever developed between the two of us and I wasn't sure why. Maybe it was because I was a Democrat and he was a Republican, or it could have been because he belonged to the Elks and I belonged to the Fraternal Order of Eagles. For all I know it could have been because he was a Ford guy and I was sold on Chevys. Whatever, we were friendly, but not close and it drove both Tina and Darlene crazy; as far as they were concerned we should have been as close as they were. Any way, we showed up at the party expecting to have a good time and we did.
It was a standing rule that if the party was at our house and the booze was flowing, as it usually was, that we would take their car keys and make them spend the night at our place and vise-versa. I knew it was going to be a fun night because as soon as we arrived Darlene handed the car keys to Tina and then we proceeded to party down. The predictable happened and neither Darlene nor me was in any condition to drive home. When the party broke up at three in the morning Darlene and I stumbled up to the spare bedroom and crashed. At around five-thirty Darlene got up to go to the bathroom and maybe ten minutes later she came back and woke me up.
She held a finger to her lips and then whispered, "You have to see this" and she pulled me off of the bed.
Again indicating that I should be quiet she led me past the master bedroom and I noticed as we went by that the door was wide open and a very naked Tina was lying on top of the covers. She was sound asleep and had an enormous dildo sticking out of her pussy. We got to the head of the stairs and Darlene whispered, "Peek around the corner and look down stairs.
I did what she said and what I saw started me down the road to becoming a voyeur. Sitting in an easy chair was Tom Wiems. He had his cock in his hand and he was jacking himself off as he watched Mark fuck his wife Tammy on the couch. My dick got hard and when Darlene tried to pull me away I resisted - I wanted to see what was going to happen next. Tammy had her legs wrapped around Mark and her nails were digging into his ass and as he pounded into her she was making "oh oh oh oh oh" sounds each time he drove into her. I watched for several minutes until Mark said, "Here it comes baby, here's what you want" and a little bit later he got off of her and stood up.
I heard Darlene give a low gasp when she saw that Mark had a cock on him that would have done a horse proud. Apparently that was one secret that Tina had not shared with Darlene. With Mark off of her Tammy got up and went over to her husband and took him in her mouth. Mark watched as she sucked off her husband and stroked himself and in only minutes he was hard again. He walked up behind Tammy and started poking her with his tool and Tammy turned around and said, "Go easy baby. You're awfully big and it hasn't been used lately."
It dawned on me that Mark intended to try and put his huge cock up her ass and that she was going to let him. I watched in amazement as he worked his cock into her ass. He went slowly, but soon he had it all the way in her and he began to fuck Tammy's ass with long and steady strokes.
The sight was extremely erotic and was made all the more so by the disparity; Tammy was four feet eleven, ninety pounds soaking wet, and Mark was six foot two and his cock looked bigger than Tammy's forearm. Tammy was squealing like a pig around the cock in her mouth as Mark steadily fucked her and then she had a humoungus orgasm. Her body shook like a dog trying to shit peach pits and Tom had to hold her head in his hands to keep her from waking up everyone in the house. A moment later I heard Mark say that he was going to cum and a minute later he pulled out of Tammy and a gush of cum and liquid shit gushed out of her. Mark went and got some paper towels to clean up the mess off the floor while Tom was busy hunching his cock up into Tammy's face and then I saw the cum leaking out of the corners of her mouth and I came in my underwear without even touching myself.
On the way back to the bedroom I paused to look in at Tina again and I wondered if that huge dildo was used to get her ready for Mark, or if that size was all that could make her feel good after being used by Mark. Darlene gave me an angry tug and I followed her back to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning after we got home Darlene asked me if I thought she should tell Tina what we had seen and I told her to stay out of it. If Tina didn't know she wouldn't be all that grateful to whoever blew the whistle and if she did know it wouldn't matter. But while I was telling Darlene to forget about it I kept replaying the scene in my mind over and over and I began to wonder what Darlene would look like in the same scenarios. Over the next several days all I thought about was what I had seen at that party and every time I thought about it I got a hard cock. I don't know if Darlene knew why all of a sudden I couldn't leave her alone, but she seem to like the extra attention. Gradually it got to the point that in my mind I took the part of Tom and sat beating my meat while it was Darlene with her legs wrapped around Mark. Pretty soon it was me sitting in that chair and watching Darlene fucking everybody who came to mind.
What made things worse was that Tammy worked at the same company I did and I saw her damn near every day. And every day I saw her rekindled the images in my mind. I can honestly say that a day hadn't gone by since that party that I didn't think about it. But as bad as it was, it still managed to get worse. One day at work Tammy stuck her head in the door to my office, "Got a minute?" she said and I shook my head yes and put down the report I was working on.
"We have worked together for going on, what, six years now?"
I nodded a yes and she went on, "And in all that time, even though we have always been friendly, it was always good morning Tammy, how are you today and then your head would go down and you would go back to work. These last two weeks now you haven't been able to keep your eyes off me when I'm around. What happened? Did I develop a rash, an eye tick or something, or have you finally realized I'm a babe?"
She laughed at the look on my face and said, "Don't get uptight on me sugar, I appreciate the attention. I just never thought I'd get it from Mr. Straight Arrow" and she walked away.
After that she made it a point of stopping in to see me every day and as she stood on the other side of my desk smiling at me in my mind I would see the cum running out of the corners of her mouth and when she walked away I would look at her small shapely ass and see Mark's huge cock driving into it.
And then one day about a week later she dropped the bomb on me. She walked into my office and closed the door behind her. She had a big grin on her face and she said, "I know your secret baby. I know why you can't take your eyes off me. You saw Mark and me and it turned you on. I gave Mr. Straight Arrow a straight dick. Can I see it?" and she walked around my desk and started to kneel down.
I pushed my chair back and moved away from her, "For Christ's sake Tammy, some one could come in."
She laughed, "Okay, go ahead and play hard to get. It doesn't matter. I know your secret now. You want to stick your dick up my ass and I'll just wait and let you come to me."
As she walked out the door I knew what had happened; Darlene had ignored my advice and had told Tina what we had seen that night and apparently Tina didn't care about Mark fucking Tammy and she told Tammy what Darlene had told her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
From that day on Tammy made my life a living hell. She would stop by my office, turn her back and lift her skirt, "Check my stockings baby. I don't have a run, do I?"
I'd look up and see that she had pulled her skirt all the way up to her waist and that she wasn't wearing any panties. "No runs? See anything that you would like?" and then she'd laugh and walk away.
Two or three time a week she would stop by my office and say, "Ready to show me your dick baby? If you do I'll suck it."
The inevitable happened and I lost it. One day she stuck her head in my door and said, "Buy me lunch and I'll suck your cock."
"All right damn it. Close the door and lock it and then get over here."
I stood up and unzipped and I fully expected her to turn and beat feet, but she turned around, closed and locked the door. She came around the desk and went to her knees and her hand went through my fly and she took out an already hard cock. She bent her head and licked it; "It's a nice one. Not near as big as Mark's, but it's bigger than Tom's" and then she engulfed it with her mouth.
Darlene sucks a mean cock, but Tammy's blow job was state of the art. When Darlene sucks my cock I always tell her when I'm going to cum because sometimes she feels like swallowing and sometimes she doesn't. I considered extending the same courtesy to Tammy, but decided not to - I wanted to see the cum leaking out of her mouth again. When I shot Tammy didn't ever flinch, she just took it all. When I was limp Tammy stood up and said, "Mr. Straight Arrow's arrow isn't straight any more. When would you like to do it again?"
This had been the first time I'd ever touched another woman since I married Darlene and I suppose I should have been ashamed of myself for being weak, but I wasn't.
"Whenever you want Tammy, whenever you want."
She laughed and turned to leave. At the door she stopped, turned and said, "See you soon lover."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next couple of weeks Tammy would stop by my office and suck my cock two or three times a week. One day she came in, lifted her skirt and took off her panties. "Today baby, I want you in my ass. I know you want it. Ever since you saw Mark fuck me in the ass you've wanted to do it. Go ahead baby, take it. I stopped at the ladies room and put some KY up there." She bent over my desk and said, "Come on baby, go for it."
She wasn't as tight as Darlene, but I suppose that was to be expected if Mark used it often. Not that I was complaining mind you, it still felt great. When we were through she said, "Buy me lunch sugar. I need to talk to you some place away from here."
At lunch she cut right to the chase, "Are you going to let Mrs. Straight Arrow try out Mark's cock?"
The question caught me by surprise. I'd imagined it a thousand times, but I don't think I ever really thought about it actually happening. My first impulse was to say, "Don't be ridiculous," but one thing I'm not is a hypocrite and so I said, "It's not up to me. It's up to Darlene and like you said, she is Mrs. Straight Arrow."
Tammy smiled and said, "That may be true, but Tina says she's pretty sure from talking to Darlene that Darlene would do it under the right circumstances. But the right circumstances would have to include you looking the other way."
I shook my head no, "I won't be part of setting her up. If it happens it will be because she wants to do it. If I see it going down I won't rush in to stop it, but I won't be part of making it happen."
She grinned at me and said, "That won't keep you from taking me next door to the Hilton and fucking my brains out, will it?"
It was an exhausting afternoon; Tammy in her own right could have caused me to stay hard for quite a while, but Darlene with Mark's huge member buried in her stayed in my mind. The thought that Tina and Tammy were going to maneuver Darlene onto Mark's dick set me on fire and I just kept getting it up for Tammy. When we finally called it an afternoon Tammy kissed me and said, "If this afternoon is any indication you have Mark beat all to hell except for size."
I walked out of the Hilton with an ego the size of that building.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That weekend there was a dance at the Elks club and Mark, Tina, Tammy, Tom, Darlene and I were all sitting at the same table. Tammy was dancing with Tom and Darlene was with Mark when Tina said to me, "I know that look. You are watching her with Mark and you're wondering what they will look like in bed. That's all you've thought about since seeing Mark with Tammy, isn't it?"
I nodded my head yes.
"Are you going to let it happen?"
Again I nodded my head yes.
"You just want to know that it happened, or do you want to watch?"
I gave Tina a steady look and said, "I want to watch, but for the first time anyway I don't want her to know I'm watching."
She said, "Okay. I'll work out the logistics, but it will happen tonight. I'll invite everybody back to our place for drinks and a late night brunch. Tom and Tammy will say okay, but they won't show up. Between now and the time we leave we will make Darlene's drinks doubles. We don't want her drunk, but we do want to lower her inhibitions."
I contemplated Tina for a moment or so and then asked, "Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why do you let your husband have other women. In fact, why are you recruiting them?"
Tina laughed and said, "Because I need help honey. Mark is the closest thing to a fuck machine that there is. He is big, he has no finesse, but he has staying power and he can, and has, fucked me unconscious. If I didn't have some one else to relieve me he would literally fuck me to death. Darlene is about to join a very exclusive club. She will be the forth one recruited to help me out."
"Do I want to know the others?"
"You will find out who they are soon enough. If Darlene fucks Mark tonight sooner or later she will fuck the husbands of the other wives."
I looked surprised at that and Tina said, "Don't worry sweetie, it's not a sex club. It is just that we wives help each other out from time to time. When its Tammy's time of the month I or one of the other wives will take care of Tom's needs. Think of it, when Darlene starts her period you will have three very fuckable ladies to choose from if you need relief. Not a bad deal when you think about it."
The dance ended, the invitation was extended and accepted by all and we all headed out to Mark and Tina's. When we got to the house Tina said, "Have a drink or two, say you are tired and head on upstairs. Give us fifteen minutes and then come back and watch from where you were the last time."
I nursed a drink for five minutes and then told everyone I wasn't feeling well and I was going to go to bed. Darlene got up to go with me, and even though I'd told Tammy I wouldn't help set up Darlene I told her to stay.
"Tom and Tammy will be here in a few minutes or so and there is no sense my being a wet blanket on the party."
Once upstairs I got cold feet. Did I really want to see Darlene with Mark? Did I really want my feverish fantasies to become actual events? I wrestled with my conscientious for a while and when I looked at my watch I was surprised to see that almost twenty-five minutes had passed. Well, if Tina thought it would only take fifteen minuets it was too late for me to stop things.
I moved quietly down the hall and looked down into the living room. With an eerie sense of déjà vu I saw the scene was almost the same as it had been on the night of the party. One was sitting in the easy chair masturbating and two were on the couch fucking. Only this time the masturbating watcher was Darlene.
I got there just in time to hear Mark say, "Here it comes baby" and a minute later he pulled out of Tina and stood up, his horse cock dripping the combined juices of Tina and himself. Tina languidly looked over at Darlene and said, "Your turn girlfriend" and Mark turned toward Darlene and slowly walked over to her.
Darlene's fingers were working on her pussy and she never took her eyes off Mark'' swinging member. He stopped in front of her, cock bobbing, and waited. She looked from his cock up to his face and then back down to his cock. Then she looked over at Tina, who was watching her with a smile on her face, and then back at Mark's cock. Then she hesitantly opened her mouth and leaned forward.
Seeing Darlene's small mouth trying to get around Mark's huge pole was a major turn on all by itself. I had my cock out and was stroking it and I had the stray thought of hoping that Tina wouldn't be upset at having cum stains on her carpet. Tina had gotten up from the couch and had walked over to where Darlene was trying to get as much of Mark into her mouth as she could. Tina bent down and her face was only inches from the union of Darlene's mouth and Mark's dick:
"Take it easy girlfriend, just relax and take your time. He's awfully big and it's your first time. It will get easier and in a couple of weeks it will be second nature."
Darlene's hands left her pussy and came up to grip Mark's ass and it looked like she was going to try and pull Mark down her throat. Tina chuckled, "That's it baby, I just knew you would love Mark's cock. Suck it girlfriend, suck it."
Slowly about six inches made it's way into Darlene's mouth and then Mark put his hands on her head and slowly started to fuck her face. She was staring up at him and her eyes never left his face as he sawed back and forth and then an amazing thing happened, amazing to me anyway since I had never seen it happen before - Darlene had an orgasm! She had cum from just having her mouth fucked!
Mark began to move a little faster and a moment or two later he said, "Here comes your reward sweetie, here it comes" and I could see panic in Darlene's eyes as she tried desperately to swallow his sperm without choking to death. Realizing her difficulty Mark pulled out of her and in the split second between his pulling his cock out of her and her closing her mouth I saw an image that will stay with me for the rest of my life - Darlene's green eyes staring up at Mark, her mouth forming a large obscene "O" and a jet of Mark's cum shooting out of the end of his cock and going into that gaping hole.
And Mark was still hard! He had stayed hard after fucking Tina and he was still hard after fucking Darlene's mouth. Darlene had a dazed look on her face as Mark took her by the hand and led her to the couch. He laid her down, worked her panties down and then pushed her legs apart. Her eyes were still opened wide, she was staring up at his face and the expression on her face fairly screamed out, "Oh my God, what is happening to me."
Tina was there and she said, "Pull your knees back as far as you can baby, it will make it go easier. He will go slow baby, he knows you need time to adjust."
Mark put the head of his monster tool against the lips of Darlene's pussy and gave a little push and Darlene's entire body shook as the glans suddenly popped inside. Inch by inch Mark pushed into her and when he was almost two thirds in he started a gentle fucking motion and bit by bit the rest of him disappeared. Darlene's eyes were glazed and her legs came up and locked behind Mark's and she began to moan.



Tina said, "Fuck him girlfriend, fuck him. I'm going up to check on your hubby. You just take care of your new lover and I'll be right back."
Tina came up the stairs and approached me, "You haven't fucked up my carpet, have you?" and she went to her knees in front of me. Her mouth closed on me and it was like her lips tripped a switch - I shot what felt like a quart of cum down her throat. When she had sucked me dry she looked up at me and grinned, "Got here just in time, didn't I?"
She stood up, "Enjoying the show?" My eyes were still glued on my wife taking that huge pole and I said, "It's fantastic. I didn't think I could ever get so turned on."
I felt her hand encircle my cock, "So I noticed" and I looked down and was surprised to see that I was still hard. "Tammy says you're pretty good in bed. Some day I want to find out for myself."
I looked at her, "Damn it woman, don't I have any secrets anymore?"
Tina giggled and said, "Not from me lover. What Tammy doesn't tell me Darlene does."
Down in the living room Mark had picked up speed and was pounding away at Darlene's cunt and she was holding on to him for dear life. Her moans were one long string of "oh yes oh yes oh yes" and then suddenly she screamed "Oh God yes", her legs shot straight out and she began to spasm in the strongest orgasm I'd ever seen. Not only the strongest, but also the longest as she continued to shake and thrash as Mark pounded into her. I stared unbelievably at my wife who was so lost in the passion of fucking another man, and a huge cock, that I could have been there holding her hand and she wouldn't have even noticed.
Mark hollered, "Does she have protection?" and Tina looked at me. I had no idea as to whether or not Darlene had put her diaphragm in before we left the house so all I could do was give an 'I don't know' shrug. Tina hollered back to him, "No she hasn't" and Mark pulled out of Darlene and shot cum all over her belly and bush. He gave his cock a couple of shakes to get the last few drops out and then he reached down and rolled Darlene over onto her belly and then pulled her up on her knees.
Alarmed, I started to go and stop what I thought was going to happen, but Tina caught my arm and said, "No baby, it's not what you think. It will be weeks before she's comfortable enough with him to give him her ass. He just likes doggie style."
I looked down and Mark was still hard! Tina saw my gaze and said, "That's why I need the help sweetie."
Cum was running down Darlene's legs and he pushed into her and she cried out, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh God yes lover, fuck me, fuck me, oh God please fuck me." Darlene had three more orgasms while I watched and then Tina led me down the hall to the bedroom and relieved all the built up pressure. I fell asleep to the sounds coming from the living room, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, oh God lover please don't stop fucking me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up on a gently rocking bed and with no one lying beside me. But there was a mouth on my cock and I raised up and looked down to see Darlene's face staring back at me with her sparkling green eyes while she sucked on me. The rocking was because Mark was behind her and fucking her. When she saw that I was awake she took her mouth off me and said, "I'm sorry baby. Please don't hate me, but I haven't thought of anything else since the night we watched. I just had to try it. Is it okay honey? Please say you understand."
I smiled and said, "There isn't anything worse than a half finished blow job." Darlene gave me a grin and captured my cock with her mouth.
I called the babysitter to see if she could stay late and she said she could stay until noon. Tina took her kids and left the house and for the rest of the morning Mark and I took turns fucking my wife and getting blow jobs. When I left at eleven thirty to relieve the babysitter she had her legs wrapped around Mark and her nails dug in his back. I told him to make sure to get her home before I had to go to work on Monday and they both grinned at me. He didn't bring her home until nine o'clock Sunday night and when she came in she kissed the kids and me and went straight to the bedroom and crashed. I'm not sure where we are going with this, but I'm pretty sure that Darlene will never be a one man woman from now on. And with Tina, Tammy and whoever the other two women are, I'm pretty sure that I won't mind.
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I stared at him, stunned to the core of my being as what he said slowly registered.
"Are you sure? I mean is there any chance a mistake has been made?
"I'm sorry, I really am. I wish it could be otherwise, but I'm absolutely sure."
My drive home was an absolute horror. How are you supposed to feel when the doctor tells you that your life is over? How do I tell my wife? How do I explain it to the kids? And why now? Did God look down on me and say, "You've had a good life George. Everything has gone your way and now it is time for me to throw some shit into the game."
One minute the perfect life and the next minute life is all but over. It wasn't fair; it just wasn't fair.
+++++
My life had been storybook. I was the Golden Boy. An A student from the first grade until the last day of college. I excelled at sports and I lettered in four sports in high school. I quarterbacked the football team to the school's first ever Regional title. I pitched a no-hitter and hit a home run against Jefferson - our cross town rival - the only time our school had ever beaten them. I had seventeen colleges offer me scholarships and I chose State.
The football coach took one look at me on the first day of practice and said, "You might have been a quarterback in high school son, but I see you as a receiver."
I thought that the man was crazy, but in my junior year I lead the conference in catches, yards gained and touchdowns scored. I made All American in my junior and senior years and graduated from college with a 4.0 GPA. I was a first round draft pick, but I'd had enough of football and I went to work for the XYZ Corporation and in only six years I made it to Vice President of Marketing, but of all the great things that happened to me meeting Dorthea was the best.
+++++
We met in the sixth grade when the boy's gym teacher and the girl's gym teacher decided to combine classes and teach their students to dance. I was paired up with Dorthea and that started an off again on again relationship that culminated in our wedding two years after our college graduation. From the first time that I took Dot in my arms in that gym class I was infatuated with her. So much so that for the next year I was constantly taunted by my classmates and friends.
"Georgie likes Dorthea" and "Georgie is sweet on Dorthea" is something that I heard almost every day. Sadly, Dorthea didn't feel the same way. Oh she did like me well enough, but she liked a lot of other boys to the same extent. When her parents finally allowed her to date I was just one of many that she would go out with.
Things changed a little when I got into sports. As I became successful I also became more popular and there was a class of girls at our school (as at most schools) who liked to date and be seen with the schools athletes. As those girls began to show an interest in me so did Dorthea. I found out later (in college) from one of Dot's close girlfriends that Dot knew that I was hers and would be there when she got done playing the field. Anyway, when others started paying attention to me Dot decided that she had better take care of business before some other girl lit my fire and made me forget Dorthea.
We started going steady and were a couple almost all the way through high school. I say almost because we had all the pissy assed little arguments that teenagers have and we would break up only to get back together in a week or two. The major bone of contention was sex, or more to the point, lack of it.
Every other guy in my class, at least to hear them tell it, had been laid. If they were to be believed I was the only virgin in our class. I was constantly bombarded with things like, "Last night Becky and I went to the drive-in and she sucked my cock" or maybe, "Did you here about Nancy? She and three guys..."
Try as I might all I could get from Dorthea was some heavy necking with some tongue every once in a while. A hand on her beast would get me slapped and she would say, "If you want a slut call Sally Murphy," and then she wouldn't talk to me for a week. About the third time that happened I did call Sally Murphy, but all that did was make things worse. For one thing, if Sally was a slut she was taking the night off on the two dates I had with her and in the second place Dorthea didn't talk to me for a month after she found out I'd been out with Sally. Then when we finally did end up talking again, we broke up for good.
"How could you do that to me?"
"It was your idea. You were the one who kept telling me to call Sally."
"But I didn't really mean it and you know it."
"All I know is that I'm fed up with being the only male senior in this class who is still a virgin."
"Well I'm sorry George, but I place a higher value on my chastity. I will not engage in recreational sex just to please someone who thinks virginity is a crime. I promised my mother that I would go to my marriage bed a virgin and I fully intend to do just that."
"Well then, I guess that puts an end to us."
"What? Why do you say that?"
"You have already told me that you are not getting married until you finish college and that is almost five years away. I'm not the least bit attached to my virginity and I'm damn sure not waiting for five more years to get rid of it."
"Then I guess we have nothing else to talk about" and she got up and walked away. Okay I thought, if that's how you want it, so be it.
+++++
One month later it was senior prom and I took Nancy Bickford. Dorthea went to the prom with Sammy Vine and while I tried to ignore the two of them every time I looked their way I found Dorthea looking at me. After the prom I asked Nancy which of the many parties she want to go to and she said, "The one at the motel we are going to. You did plan on fucking me tonight I hope."
I was going to argue? Nancy was tickled to death when she found out I was a virgin.
"You're my first," she said, "So we get to do it my way."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I get to teach you how to do it the way I want."
"As opposed to?"
"Being told what to do."
I got my first blow job (the first of three that night), my first piece of ass (of four) and had my first anal sex (once). But the one thing that Nancy wanted most was to have her pussy eaten. She especially loved it when I ate her after I fucked her. I was a virgin and didn't know any better so when she told me that boys always licked up their cum after making love I believed her and did it.
It was a good thing and a bad thing. A good thing because she told all the other girls that I did it and I got real popular. A bad thing because one of the girls that heard it was Dorthea. Nancy and I dated for about a month and then she started dating a college guy and dropped me.
Nancy was no sooner out of the picture when Sarah asked me to be her date at some family thing and that night Sarah had my face between her thighs. She promptly told everyone that Nancy hadn't lied and a week after that Sammy Vine was bragging that he had copped Dorthea's cherry.
After Sarah there was Betsy, Barb and Cindy and I heard that John, Bill and Mike had nailed Dorthea. It was almost as if she was showing me that she could have one every time I had one.
One day, shortly before graduation, I was sitting in a booth at the malt shop when Dorthea slid onto the seat across from me.
"How you been?"
"Good."
"You never call me anymore."
"Got nothing to say."
"Come on George, don't be that way."
"Don't be saying that to me. You're the one who lied to me and then got up and walked away from me the last time we talked."
"I did not! I never lied to you."
"Oh no? What about "I'm going to my marriage bed a virgin and I'm not getting married until I get out of college?" What about "I will not engage in recreational sex with someone who thinks virginity is a crime?" You telling me those weren't lies? You aren't married, but you damned sure ain't a virgin anymore and you haven't even started college yet, let alone finished it. You telling me that Sammy, John, Bill and Mike can't be considered recreational sex? And I certainly noticed that you had absolutely no trouble giving Sammy what you wouldn't even consider giving me. Like I said Dot, I have no reason to call you because we have nothing to say to each other."
+++++
The summer between the end of high school and the start of college was a busy one for me. I was working two part time jobs trying to pay off my car and put some change in my pocket for when I got to school. I was still managing to get out two or three nights a week. Most of my dates were with girls who wanted to see for themselves if what Nancy, Sarah and a few other girls were saying was true. I didn't see Dorthea at all during that summer, but I heard that she was cutting a pretty wide swath through the boys.
Fall came, I went to college and life got a little harder. I was working a party time job, carrying a full load of sixteen credit hours and playing football. Enough girls from my old high school were attending State that I still had a sex life of sorts. What with the jobs and the course load and football practice, one night a week and one day on the weekend was about the best I could do. It wasn't much, but it was still a lot more than some other guys were getting.
Even though Dorthea was supposed to be attending State I didn't see her around and I didn't hear anything about her or what she was up to. I was curious, but I wasn't about to ask. The last thing I wanted was for someone to tell Dot, "I saw George yesterday and he was asking about you." As it turned out I needn't have worried. Family problems had kept her from starting the fall term.
She did start spring term and I saw her a time or two in passing and then one day I came out of a class and found her in the hall waiting for me.
"Can we talk?"
"About what?"
"About us."
"There hasn't been an us Dot, not since the day you said we had nothing else to talk about and then got up and walked away. And, as I remember it, what we were talking about then was the virginity that you were going to hang onto for the next five years. The same virginity that you gave up to Sammy Vine less than three months later."
"I did it to hurt you George, not because I particularly liked Sammy. It hurt me terribly when you didn't ask me to the prom and it killed me to know that you were with Nancy because I knew what the two of you would be doing before the night was over. It killed me George, because you were supposed to be mine. But I bit my lip and suffered through it because I expected you to do what you were going to do with Nancy to get rid of your cherry and then come back to me.
"Then you took up with her and then went from her to Sarah and I got mad and said "Okay, I'll show him" and I let Sammy have me. After that every time you went to a new girl I went to another guy just to show you and rub your nose in it."
"So what is this all about Dot?"
"Can we just stop throwing stones at each other Georgie? Can't we try and put us back together again?"
I really didn't know what to say to that. I missed her, I still thought about her almost all the time, she was still the best looking girl I had ever been with, but still...., shit, I didn't know.
She waited for me to answer and when I didn't she said, "What? Why can't you answer me Georgie? Is it the sex thing? Is it because Sammy got it and you didn't? Well let me tell you something sweetie, you got the better of the deal. You lost yours to one of the most experienced girls in school and from the rumors floating around you had a very good night. I, on the other hand, and Sammy too for that matter, had a lousy time. I hurt like hell and I beat on his chest so hard trying to get him to stop that he had bruises for a week. Plus I bled all over him and the seat of his father's car and he caught hell for that. And then add to that the fact that I really didn't like it."
"Then why did you keep on doing it?"
"To see if I could piss you off."
"You kept screwing Sammy, John, Bill and Mike even though you didn't like it?"
"No, it was just Sammy I didn't like it with. The others were okay."
"So you do like sex?"
"It was pretty good with Mike. It was okay with John and Bill and some others, but Sammy sucked; it was strictly wham, bam and I'll call you tomorrow."
"So just what is it that you see happening with us?"
"I have an apartment off campus and I want you to move in with me."
"How can you afford that?"
"My grandmother passed away and left me a bunch of money. That's why I didn't start until spring term; I had family business to take care of."
"You want to set up housekeeping with me?"
"Yes, and if you say yes I'm going to do my best to fuck you blind and make up for all the time we've lost."
+++++
She did and she had been doing her absolute best to keep on doing it for the past fourteen years. The woman spoiled me rotten. She pampered me, waited on me hand and foot, my wish was her command and all that kind of thing. Our sex life was incredible. Even after living together for four years and then being married for fourteen we still made love five and six times a week. Having four kids in the house hasn't slowed us down either. Life had been perfect, and now this.
I couldn't face Dot when I got home. One look at my face and she would have known something was wrong. To forestall things I told her that something bad had happened at work and that I had brought some work home with me and that I had to get it done before the next day. Then I went into the den, closed the door, sat down at the desk and stared at the wall.
After an hour or two of trying to make sense of what the doctor had told me and feeling sorry for myself I finally snapped out of it. I wasn't a quitter, never had been and wasn't going to start being one. I got out the Yellow Pages and began looking for doctors. I made a list of a half dozen or so and tossed it in my briefcase. I would get second, third, fourth and maybe even a dozen opinions. No way I was going to settle for just one.
The list made and my mind made up as to a course of action I left the den and went looking for Dot. If the doctor was right I might not have too many more opportunities. She was in the kitchen doing dishes and I grabbed her hand and said, "Woman, I have needs" and I drug her along behind me to the bedroom where I let her reduce me to ruin.
Two weeks later the jury was in. Five different doctors told me the exact same thing. There was no denying it anymore. No way I could hide from it, no way to avoid it. The only thing left to do was face up to it and sit down with Dorthea and tell her. That was going to be the hardest part of the whole thing. We had been so good together. We fit like a hand in a glove; everyone said that we were the perfect couple and they all said they wished they could be like us.
+++++
I took a day off work so I could sit down and talk with Dot while the kids were in school. It was one conversation that I did not want interrupted. It was going to be hard enough as it was without having to stop when Alice came in the room with a, "Mommy, Josh hit me." Or maybe it would be Mary coming in, "Mommy, will you help me dress my dolly?" or Kevin wanting me to show him how to re-lace his first baseman's mitt.
I couldn't find the words. I sat there looking at the woman who had made my life sing, but I just couldn't make myself talk.
"What is it Georgie? What is this all about? Come on George, what is so important that you had to stay home just to talk to me?"
It was hard, but I finally took a deep breath, "Two weeks ago the doctor gave me some very bad news. I didn't accept it so I went to a different doctor and got a second opinion. I didn't believe him either, but after having the tests run by three more doctors I have to face up to the facts. I can't keep myself in denial and hope it will go away because it won't. It is there, it is malignant, and it is eating away at me."
"Oh my God George, what is it, cancer?"
Of sorts Dorthea. What I have is worse than cancer. Cancer eats away at your body. What I have is infinitely worse because what I have is eating away at my soul. What I have is an unfaithful wife. When I had my yearly physical they found a spot on my prostate. They ran a whole bunch of tests on me and when they came back the doctor, who was familiar with my sports background, said that it must have been hard not to have had a son to follow in my footsteps. I asked him what he meant by that and he told me I was sterile.
"I didn't believe it Dot. How could I be sterile with four kids in the house? So I checked it out with four other doctors and they all told me the same thing. In addition I took the kids in for flu shots and had DNA tests done at the same time. According to the DNA tests Dot, the kids have four different fathers and not one of them me."
"Care to comment Dorthea?"
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It had been three weeks since she had received her wake up call and a lot had happened in that time. Frank and Sarah had followed through on their plan and Sarah and the boys had moved out. That night Frank had left Sarah and the two boys at the motel and had come to the house and explained to Rick what he was doing.
Rick had not taken it well. He seemed to feel that his father was being disrespectful to the memory of his mother. She found that curious because it had only been a couple of days since he had asked her if she knew anyone they could have fixed Frank up with. The fact that his mother had been dead for six years and that his father still had a life didn't seem to occur to him. Frank listened to Rick and then said, "Sorry you feel that way" and he had gotten up and walked out of the house without another word.
Then Rick got on Sarah. "How could she do that to Charlie? What kind of slut is she that she could leave her husband and take up with a man old enough to be her father?"
She had explained about Charlie and his girlfriend and that Sarah really didn't have a marriage to break up and then Rick got upset with her.
"You are taking their side in this? You condone my father taking up with that slut?"
"If that is what makes him happy then yes, I do condone it."
Things were cool between them for a couple of days and then Rick got over his funk and things smoothed out.
The car poolers did not let her go easily. The four men kept after her and it didn't matter how often or how firmly she said no they still kept trying to get her to get with them. She told them that her husband had gotten suspicious and she wasn't going to risk it. They could beg and plead with her all they wanted, but she was not going to risk her marriage for a little illicit sex. It didn't seem to register with them and not one day went by that one of them didn't approach her.
She had put an end to her teasing the front row boys. She now wore slacks and pant suits to school and all of her low cut blouses were banished to the back of her closet. She cleaned and dusted her book shelves by herself even when some of the boys looked in on her and offered to help.
There was only one thorn left over from her "Raging Slut" period and that was The Watcher. He still called her at least once a week and his voice still made her spine tingle and more than once while talking to him she found her that her hand had moved down to her pussy. His chant was always the same; he was going to fuck her and he knew where and when it was going to happen. But he would like to make it happen sooner so would she please pick a time and place. The disturbing thing is that she wanted to. She wanted his cock.
She missed what she had been accustomed to getting. She missed Chris and Bobby. She missed Frank. She couldn't get Hank, Harry, Steve or Ralph out of her mind and every time she saw a semi her pussy tingled as she thought of Roy and Morrie and their huge dicks.
The fact that she had given up all the extra cock she was used to getting was playing hell with Rick. She could not leave him alone and he was getting to the point that he was pleading headaches just to keep from having to make love to her and she was wearing out the batteries in her vibrator on an almost daily basis.
But regardless of all the pressures she was determined that she was going to be faithful to Rick from then on. She just would not - WOULD NOT - do anything that might cause her to lose him.
+++++
The work that Rick had been doing in Seattle had resulted in a promotion to regional manager and he was now at a level where he was invited to cocktail parties and business dinners and he was encouraged to bring his wife. She got to where she was going to two or three a week with him. Baby sitters were staring to cost a small fortune and all the food and drink was starting to play hell with her figure so she finally dug in her heels and said no more. Rick wasn't happy about it, but she was adamant, no more. Maybe once a month if it was a very, very important function, but that was it. Rick finally accepted that she meant it and said:
"All right, but we do have one party we have to attend even though it isn't all that important a one. We promised Ron that we would be at his open house when he finished building his new place. It is next Thursday so make sure we have a sitter lined up for it."
Given her 'druthers' she would skip Ron's open house. Ron was one of Rick's closest friends. They worked together, stopped after work for drinks a couple of times a week and Ron was a member of the foursome that Rick played golf with every Saturday morning. She did not care for him at all. There was just something about him rubbed her the wrong way, but he was Rick's friend so she did her best to hide her dislike and as far as she knew she was successful.
The night of the open house as she was laying out what she was going to wear she said to Rick:
"Don't drink too much tonight baby. I'm going to need you ready, willing and able when we get home tonight."
"Good grief woman, don't you ever get enough?"
"The answer to that is no, but you needn't worry. Your rest period should be here in the next day or so."
"Rest period?"
"Period is the right word baby. Mine is due and that means you get to stand down for a bit. Think about this as we walk around socializing - I'm not going to wear any panties. Think maybe we can sneak off into a dark corner and play a little 'stink-finger." Maybe christen one of Ron's rooms?"
"I sometimes wonder what I'm going to do with you."
"Making love to me is always going to be my first choice if I have any say in the matter."
"Get dressed woman; we are running late."
+++++
She hated parties like this. She knew that she wouldn't know half of the people there and of the ones she did know she wouldn't like half of them. She especially didn't like the 'hard-bodied' soccer moms. They spent half of their spare time at a gym working at keeping their bodies hard and firm and the other half flaunting it at gatherings like this. The men drank too much and then lost all common sense. They started thinking they were God's gift to women and tried to get every good looking woman they could find off in a dark corner. Before her wake-up call she might have let one or two of the less obnoxious get away with it, but not now. No, she didn't like these parties, but Rick did and so there she was, drink in hand, smiling and following Rick's lead as they circulated and socialized.
Rick got to talking football with a couple of guys so she wandered away looking for someone she liked enough to stand and talk with. She'd had several long conversations with Mae Corling, Susan Wilkes and Jenifer Baron and was at the makeshift bar building herself a drink when Ron came up to her.
"Rick stupid enough to walk away and give the wolves a chance at separating you from the herd?"
"What can I say? He is talking football with the guys. Can't say he doesn't have his priorities straight."
"You ready for a tour of the place yet?"
She looked around and didn't see Rick so she said, "Sure, why not. It is what we came here for, right?"
As they walked through the downstairs and Ron pointed out some of the custom features the he had built in she wondered what it was about him that made her dislike him so. He had never made a pass at her, done anything off-color or untoward, but she just didn't care for him. It was just a feeling that she had.
He walked her through the upstairs and when they got to a door at the end of the hall he said:
"I've saved the best for last. Most people would put there den or home office on the first floor or in the basement, but I put mine up here. The window looks out on a great view of the mountains and since I will spend most of my time in this room I wanted it to be perfect."
He opened the door and stepped aside to let her enter. The room was dark and she waited for him to turn on the light. Instead the door closed behind them and left them in the dark. He moved up behind her, put a hand in the middle of the back and pushed her. She stumbled forward until she came up against a table or a desk.
"What the hell are you doi..." she started to say as his hands grabbed her shoulders and he pushed her down until she was leaning across the flat surface of the piece of furniture she was against.
In a voice she knew only too well he said, "I told you that I knew the time and place slut and here you are." He forced her legs apart and lifted her dress up to her waist. He ran his hands over her ass and she heard him chuckle and then say in his disguised voice, "Looky here, no panties. The slut planned on getting some dick tonight."
She felt his cock probing, searching for her hole and then he found it and pushed. His cock slid by her pussy lips and he chuckled again.
"You are wet slut; wet and ready for a hard cock."
And she was. She was wet and ready. She had been since she left the house and anticipated making love with Rick when they got home. But she was also honest enough to admit that the sound of his voice and the way he was treating her was making her wetter. But even so she knew she had to stop it from happening - she had promised that it would only be Rick from now on. She tried to squirm away, but Ron kept her pinned down as he worked his cock deeper and deeper into her.
"Stop this Ron; you can't do this. Rick is your friend."
"Yes he is and because he is my friend I feel honor bound to fuck his wife. Better his friend get it than someone else. Twisted logic, but good pussy is good pussy."
He had his full length in her and he started fucking her with long, hard strokes and as much as she hated to admit it he felt good in her. She moaned as he pushed hard into her and he said:
"I was in my brother in law's office and I couldn't believe my eyes when I looked across that alley and saw you naked in that hotel room. I saw you notice me looking and I watched while you deliberately put on that slutty show for me."
As he talked he continued to fuck her hard and even though she had promised herself that it would only be Rick from then on she was getting into it. Her body was humming with the onset of an orgasm and she was standing on the toes of her high heels trying to push her ass back at him.
"At first I thought you knew that it was me and that you were letting me know you were a slut and that I could have you if I wanted you. It was only later that I realized you only saw a form in the window and didn't know who it was. But I knew who you were and I knew that you were a slut and that sooner or later I was going to fuck you no matter what."
He kept pounding into her and she cried out as her first orgasm hit. She was moaning and pushing back at him as her body shook with the strength of it. He laughed.
"I knew you would like it slut" and he slammed his cock into her several more times and then he grunted and came just as she had another small climax. She felt his sperm hit her insides and then he pulled out of her, spun her around and pushed her down onto her knees. "Clean me slut" and he pulled her head toward him and she opened her mouth and took him in. He let her lick and suck on him for about thirty seconds and then he pushed her away.
"I want you back her in this room in thirty minutes. If you aren't here I will have to show Rick the camera phone picture that I have of you sucking a strange man's cock on the train on your way to work. Half an hour - be here!"
He turned and left the room leaving her on her knees with cum leaking out of her pussy. She was screwed, both literally and figuratively. She had no choice but to do what he wanted. She didn't even have to ask to see the photo; the fact that he knew told her everything. She stood up and all of a sudden she was very sorry that she hadn't worn panties. She could feel Ron's cum running down her inner thigh.
Thanks to Ron's tour she knew where the nearest bathroom was and she hurried to it and cleaned herself up as best she could. She wadded up some toilet paper and packed it into her pussy to stop the leakage and then she returned to the party. She looked around for Rick and saw him talking to Ron, but he was smiling so she figured that things were all right on that front, at least for now.
She prayed that Rick wouldn't remember their bedroom conversation before they left the house. The last thing she needed right now was for him to take her up on her offer to find a dark corner and play stinky-finger. She decided to play it safe and maintain a little distance between her and Rick. It shouldn't be too much of a problem because that is the way it usually worked out at parties. He had his collection of friends to visit with and she had hers. She especially didn't want to be with Rick when it was time for her to go back to Ron's den. How would she explain having to walk away from him?
She got a fresh drink and circulated; stopping here and there and engaging in conversation, always with one eye on Rick and the other on her watch. When it was time she headed for Ron's office stopping at the bathroom on the way to remove the toilet paper from her pussy. He was waiting for her when she walked into the room. The lights were on this time and he was sitting on the edge of the desk with his pants off. His cock was hard and he was stroking it as he said:
"Lock the door and then get over here and suck my cock. While you are doing it I want you to think about where you want my next load. I told you I was going to fuck all three of your slutty holes and we have gotten your cunt out of the way. Do you want this load down your throat or in your ass?"
As she walked over to him and bent at the waist to take his cock into her mouth she thought about her choices. If she let him do her ass it would have a little more time to return to normal by the time she got home. On the other it was getting on in the evening and maybe she could talk Rick into leaving. Ron couldn't hold it against her if Rick took her home. She knew he would still want her butt, but maybe by leaving she would be able to arrange a better time for him to take it. It would be exciting to do it with Rick so close by, but that also meant he could come looking for her and that could be a problem. She decided to gamble and she took her mouth off Ron long enough to tell him she would take the load down her throat.
She hated the fact that she was being forced to give Ron a blow job, but she did love the feel of a throbbing cock in her mouth and she did love giving blow jobs. And, there was the added wickedness of doing it when Rick was so close. She licked the head as one hand slowly felt the length and she used the tip of her tongue to lick up the drop of pre-cum seeping out of the pee hole. She wrapped her lips around his cock and then slowly took his length deep into her mouth. She used her lips and her tongue as her head slid back and forth on hi, and she took him in so deep that her nose nestled in his hair. She felt his body tense and she increased the pressure her mouth was placing on his dick and when she felt it throb she clamped her lips tight around him and swallowed as the cum pulsed out of the end on his cock.
Ron stood up and put his soft cock away and walked around behind the desk and opened a drawer. He took out a tube of KY Jelly and handed it to her.
"I want you back here in thirty minutes. We will be pressed for time so I'm going to go right at it. It is up to you if you want to do some prep to get ready for it. But, you are a slut so it is possible that your hole is always ready for a cock. Remember slut, thirty minutes."
She watched him unlock the door and leave the room and then she got to her feet, put the KY in her purse and when to the bathroom to clean the off the few drops of cum that Ron had gotten on her face. As soon as he was cleaned up she went looking for Rick.
+++++
"I'm horny baby, and I want to climb your bones. Let's go home."
"In a bit sweetie. Rob, Sam and George have set up a pool tournament and I promised I would play."
"But I want to leave now."
"Hey babe, aren't you the one who is always saying that anticipation is a good think? That it heightens feelings? Be patient my love, who knows, we might end up on the back seat of the car before we even get home."
She knew that any further pleading would only upset Rick so she kissed him on the cheek and said:
"Okay baby, I'll anticipate. Have fun playing pool."
She walked over to the bar and got herself another drink and then looked at her watch. She had some time to kill so she went looking for someone to talk to. She had a ten minute conversation with Sally Moore about the dance classes she had her kids enrolled in and then she went to the bathroom, got out the KY out of her purse and sat down on the stool. She put some KY on her fingers and reached under and with her left hand she spread herself so she could get the fingers of her right hand working on her rectum. She soon had three fingers working in and out of her ass and she felt herself beginning to get off on what she was doing to herself. She spent another two minutes working on her ass and she almost brought herself off doing it. She was hot and more than ready for the real thing. She looked at her watch and saw that it was time. She entered the room and the light from the hallway illuminated him sitting on the edge of his desk waiting for her.
"Lock the door" he said. "I don't want the lights on for this. I want to imagine that it is the night at the club when I pressed my cock against your ass and told you that I was going to fuck you. I felt you push your ass back at my hard cock and that is when I knew that you were a slut. Get over here and assume the position across the desk."
She did as she was told. She walked over to the desk, lifted the hem of her dress to her waist, spread her legs and then bent over the desk. She supported herself with her elbows and waited.
"Did you prepare your ass for me slut?"
"Yes."
"I'll bet you got yourself all hot and bothered doing it, didn't you."
"Yes."
"Is your hole ready for me?"
"Yes."
"You really do want my cock in your ass don't you?"
She knew the game he was playing and fighting against him on it would not help her any, and - truth be told - after working on her ass with her fingers she was more than ready for a cock in her ass.
"Admit it slut. You want my cock in your ass."
"Yes damn you, I do want your cock in my ass."
He moved up behind her and she felt the head of his cock poke her.
"Reach back slut. Reach back, take my cock and line it up for me."
She reached back, took hold of his throbbing dick and lined it up with her anal rosebud.
"Tell me slut, tell me what you want."
"Fuck me; push your cock into me and fuck me."
She felt the slight pain that always came when a cock pushed by her sphincter, but the pain was only momentary and then the pleasurable feeling began to creep in. His cock slid into her ass inch by inch and she moaned. His thrusts were short and easy to begin with and then they became harder and went in deeper. Her fingers went to her pussy and she started rubbing her clit and she started pushing her ass back at him to take him in even deeper. He increased his speed and the hardness of his strokes and she started moaning, "Yes, yes, yes," as she felt the orgasm. She cried out and he laughed:
"You are such a slut. I knew it all the time. You are just an easy piece of ass. Tell me what you want slut."
"Fuck me" she moaned, "Fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck my ass, fuck my ass" and then she cried out as she came again and he suddenly exploded in her. She felt every pulse of his cock as he shot his sperm into her ass. She stood there on tip toes as her body shook with the force of the orgasm and tried to will his cock to stay hard and keep fucking her. She pushed her ass back at him as he started to withdraw and he chuckled:



"My cock not enough for you slut? You want more cock don't you?"
"Oh God yes. Stay there, don't pull out. You'll get hard again."
"You really are a slut aren't you?"
"Yes damn you, yes!"
"My slut? You going to let me fuck you whenever I want to?"
"Yes, your slut, I'm your slut" and as she said that the lights came on and she saw Rick standing there.
To be continued?
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Don't get me wrong here, I love my wife, I do, I really do, but sometimes circumstances lead you into things you never expect. I mean I never expected to lose my job. I never expected that I would end up a "Mr. Mom" and I sure as hell never expected that I would come to be considered the neighborhood stud.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dani and I met when we bumped heads - literally - in a Managerial Economics class. I was sitting at a desk looking over the course syllabus when a girl sat down next to me. As she was sitting down she dropped a book on the floor and I bent down to pick it up for her at the same time she bent to retrieve it and our heads smacked together. It was the start of a romance that culminated in our marriage six months after we graduated.
We decided against having any children until we had gone some places and done some things. We both found jobs in our chosen fields and we both worked hard at becoming successes where we worked. In seven years I had climbed the ladder and become a regional manager. Dani had also done well and was a project coordinator which was her company's title for a position roughly equivalent to mine.
At the time I was being considered for a vice presidents position that would come open when Charlie Bivens retired, while Dani was pretty much led to believe she had hit the glass ceiling where she worked. Since she didn't figure to go much higher she decided that it was time to start a family and nine months later Toni and Tanya came on the scene.
Dani had taken six months maternity leave when she had reached her eighth month and when the twins were three months old she decided to resign and become a full time stay at home mom, but before she could do it disaster struck. My company was the target of a hostile takeover and when the dust settled I was out of a job. We decided that Dani should go back to work until I could find another job. But jobs like the one I had just weren't out there. I was offered several jobs, but none that paid even close to what I had been making or near what Dani was making.
Three months after Dani went back to work the president and CEO of her company had a stroke and was unable to return to work. The vice presidents of Marketing and Finance were at a conference when the president had his stroke and as soon as they were informed they chartered a flight to return and then both were killed when the aircraft they were in crashed in the mountains. There was a sudden reorganization and when it was over Dani was the new VP of Marketing.
There was no more talk of me finding a job. There wasn't anyway that I was going to get a job that paid even close to what Dani was bringing home. Maybe in ten years after I had worked my way up the ladder, but definitely not in the foreseeable future.
I became a house husband. I did the shopping, most of the cooking (Dani did Saturday and Sunday), the laundry, the house cleaning and of course - first and foremost - I took care of Toni and Tanya.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The hardest part of being a house husband was being a house husband. I'm not talking about the work I had to do; I'm talking about the attitudes of other men. Even old friends seemed to look down on me. Suddenly I was somehow less a man to them. The invitations to play golf on Saturday and Sunday stopped coming. I was no longer invited to poker games, weekend fishing trips and other things like that.
And yes, I'll admit to it, I had my own personal issues with it. My grandfather and my father worked their asses off to provide for their families and there I was, at home, mopping kitchen floors, separating the whites from the colors and wondering if Tide was better than Cheer for getting the throw rugs clean. In short, I felt like a total failure because I - I- was not providing for my family. The fact that Dani was bringing home more than I would have if I'd kept my old job did not signify, I - I- wasn't the one taking care of my family.
Intellectually I knew that what I was doing was what was best for the family, but somewhere in a compartment in the back of my brain there was a voice that kept whispering, "You are a failure Harold, you can't do a man's basic job - taking care of your family."
And it wasn't just friends and acquaintances who were looking down at me; men I didn't even know looked at me the same way. At Dani's company Christmas party I could see the condescension in the men's eyes as I was introduced. I could see the, "And just what kind of a man are you" written on their faces.
But the bottom line was what had to be done had to be done and so I sucked it up and got with the program.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A year went by and then I began to get a taste of what the stay at home wife goes through when she has a husband with a high level job that involves travel, late nights, client dinners and the like. Dani would be having dinner and drinks and talking business with some client, usually a man, while I was busy changing diapers. She would be on a four-day business trip, going out for dinner and drinks every night, and I would be taking care of two babies with the colic. I resented the fact that she was out enjoying herself while I was at home with teething babies and staring at walls that looked like they were closing in on me.
Under conditions like that it was inevitable that something would happen that would start to make me wonder about the late nights, the drinks with clients and what really happened on the three and four day business trips. It was also inevitable that once I started wondering things would happen that would cause me to wonder even more.
Our sex life had always been great, but Dani started coming home "too tired" and I would hear, "Not tonight Nick, I'm just whipped." We went from three and four nights a week down to twice a week. It might have been my imagination, but it always seemed like those "too tired" nights were nights when she didn't get home until late, nights when she had been having dinner and drinks with clients. She would come home from a business trip and where once a four day separation would have us tearing at each others clothes now all she would only want to go soak in the bathtub. At her company picnics and Christmas parties she seemed awfully chummy with a couple of guys and I saw, or imagined that I saw, people looking at me with smirks on their faces.
Then came the day that I was doing the laundry and I found a matchbook in one of her pockets and inside the cover was printed "Ralph" and a telephone number. Dani didn't smoke so why did she have matches and who the hell was Ralph? I called the number and got a recording:
"Hi. You have reached the telephone answering machine of Ralph Conden."
Not the "Offices of" or even "Good morning, XYZ Corporation. How may I direct your call?" just Hi I'm Ralph. That night I called at eight and a man answered and I hung up. I had never, not once, in ten years of marriage even had the slightest thought that Dani would ever be unfaithful, but now I was checking her panties out when I did the laundry. I was getting up after she had fallen asleep and going through her purse and briefcase, checking out the trunk of her car and looking under the seats. When she was on business trips and called home my ears were straining to see if I could hear anything in the background that would indicate that she wasn't alone.
It got so bad that several times I almost brought the subject up with Dani, but I always backed off at the last minute. I had absolutely no proof. What if it was only an overly active imagination on my part? What if there was a totally reasonable explanation for Ralph? What would bringing up my concerns do to our relationship? It was a no win situation. Say something wrong and our relationship would go into the toilet. Say nothing and suffer with my thoughts.
I did voice my concerns about our sex life and she said that she was sorry, that pressures at work were stressing her, but she would try and do better. Things did improve a little; we did move up to three and sometimes four times a week, but I could tell when she was doing it that it was only to placate me and not because she wanted it. That isn't what I wanted so I stopped pushing for sex and it dropped off to two or three times every two weeks.
Dani didn't seem to realize it, but by the time the twins were three our marriage was in serious trouble with me doubting that she cared about anything but her job.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things changed for me when the twins turned three. I began taking them out to the park to play and to the community pool so they could splash around and learn to swim. I started meeting mothers who brought their children out for the same thing. The wives of the same guys who were looking down their noses at me and didn't want to golf with me, play poker with me or go out drinking or bowling started inviting me to bring the kids on play dates.
At Dani's company picnic I had women coming up to me and asking me how I handled it when the twins did this or that. One even told me that it was refreshing to meet a man who could do what I was doing and allow his wife to reach her full potential. Another one told me she wished her husband were a little more sensitive to her needs like I was to Dani's. I didn't bother to tell them that the truth was an economic one -that it was only because Dani was making more than I could.
I got in the habit of meeting the women in the neighborhood at the park where we would talk while the kids played. We talked about this and that and when the kids got tired we would go to someone's place, put the kids down for a nap and then have coffee and talk some more.
There were three women that I grew pretty close to - Mary, Tabitha and Maxine - and after the other two or three moms had taken their kids and gone we would put the coffee cups away, open a bottle of wine and then I would become the big brother, shoulder to cry on guy. I heard all about the troubles the three of them were going through.
Mary's husband was my wife's twin. He was a divisional manager busting his ass to make VP. Ted was always working late, going on business trips and when he was at home he would be in the spare bedroom that he had turned into a home office working on stuff he'd brought home with him. She never mentioned if she thought he was screwing around on her and I never asked.
Tabitha's husband Bill was an alcoholic. He denied it of course and told her that taking his customers out to lunch or dinner was part of his job. If the customer drank then he had to drink too. Couldn't have the customer thinking that Bill wasn't an all right guy, could he?
Maxine's husband George was cheating on her with his secretary. She didn't just suspect it, she knew! She had seen them go into a motel room together and she watched for five hours before she left and they had never come out. She turned a blind eye to it because she didn't want to give up the comfort of her home and become a single mother with three kids.
I sat there, sipped my wine and listened to the three pour out their problems. I gave what comfort and commiseration that I could, but I never unloaded my own troubles on them and I think that is why they hung around with me. I do believe if I told them about Dani and me they would have stopped staying with me after everyone else had gone. They wanted what they considered a strong shoulder to cry on and if I had unburdened myself to them I would have become just another whiner in their eyes.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was spontaneous - it just happened. Dani was on the second day of a four-day trip. She called home that night, as she always did, to say goodnight to the girls. When I answered the phone she asked me how my day had gone and then she told me how her meetings had gone and while she was talking I was almost sure I heard heavy breathing in the background. It sounded just like I sounded after collapsing on the bed next to Dani after a spirited romp. Dani didn't sound out of breath, but I thought she did sound a little tired. Bottom line is that I was sure she wasn't in her room alone. I put the kids on the phone and when Dani had said goodnight to them she told me that she loved me and she would call me the next day. I did not sleep well that night.
The next day, after the morning coffee klatch at my place and everybody except Maxine was gone, she asked me what was wrong.
"You seem way out of sorts this morning. Not like your usual self at all."
"Just had a bad night."
"Something you ate?"
I have no idea why I said it, maybe because I had bottled it up inside me for so long that it just had to come out, but I said:
"No, nothing that I ate, Dani is cheating on me."
"That bitch! After all you have done for her" and she put her wineglass down, came over and went to her knees in front of me and her hand reached for my zipper.
"What are you doing?"
"Getting some payback for the both of us. Your whore is cheating on you and that bastard I'm married to is cheating on me and it is time to even the score."
Now I really did not want to be like Dani and cheat on my spouse, but it had been three weeks since I'd been laid and even then it had seemed like Dani was just going through the motions because she saw it as her duty to me. Still, two wrongs don't make a right and I was a half-second away from pushing Maxine away when her mouth closed on my cock. There might be men who are strong enough to pull their cocks out of a hot mouth and say, "We can't do this, it just wouldn't be right" but I'm not one of them. Thirty seconds in Maxine's mouth and I forgot I was even married.
It was the best head I'd ever gotten and the first time I had ever been deep throated. She took every inch of my cock in her mouth and I felt her tongue moving around the base. Her head bobbed up and down, her tongue worked on me and in only minutes she had me ready to blow. I've only had three girls in my life give me blow jobs and none of them, including Dani, had ever let me cum in their mouths so I thought that was normal behavior. When I was ready to let go I told Maxine and tried to pull out of her mouth, but she grabbed me and pushed her mouth down on me just the cum spurted out of my cock. She swallowed what I pushed out and then kept sucking on me until she hard me erect again and then she stood up, took me by the hand and pulled me up off the couch.
"We are going to your bedroom baby, I want you on her bed."
I didn't resist; I let her pull me along behind her to the bedroom and I stood there and watched as she undressed for me and I was surprised to see that she had a bald pussy. I'd seen pictures of shaved pussies, but I'd never seen a real one. While she was getting on the bed I went and checked up on our kids to make sure they were still napping and then I stripped as I went back to Maxine.
She was lying there, legs spread wide and running a finger up and down her slit and she moaned, "Hurry baby, I need you in me." I wanted to be in her too, but first I wanted to see what it was like to munch on a bald pussy. I got my face down close to it and I noticed that in addition to being shaven her pussy lips were damp. She was so hot and horny that her juices were flowing. Her clit looked like a little hard cock and I flicked it with my tongue and she moaned. I licked her from pussy to asshole and then back and she let out another moan. I slid a finger into her and she hissed, "Oh yes" and pushed her hips up at me. I went to work sucking on her clit and fingering her pussy and she arched her back. I added another finger and she whined, "Harder, harder, oh God harder" and I added a third finger and finger fucked her hard as I worked on her clit.
"Oh FUCK!!" she cried as her body thrashed it's way through an orgasm and before she came down from it I moved up and speared my cock into her hot and very wet hole. She cried out and pushed up at me as I pushed in deeper and deeper until I was as far as I could go and then I started fucking her. She clamped my waist with her legs and she dug her nails into the cheeks of my ass as she tried to pull me inside her. I pounded into her as hard as I was able and she sobbed, "Oh God, oh God, oh God" over and over.
Suddenly she tried to get out from under me and I looked down at her in confusion. "I want it from behind, I want you doggie" and I moved and she quickly rolled over, got on her knees and put her head down on a pillow.
"Come on baby, hurry, put it in me, drive it back into me."
I moved up behind her and pushed in and began to pump away. She pushed her ass back at me as I drove into her and only a minute or so later I heard her muffled cries as she climaxed and that sent me over the edge and I shot several spurts into her. We held still that way for maybe twenty seconds, her head down on the pillow, me with a softening cock in her pussy, and then I heard one of the kids waking up. Maxine and I quickly got up, dressed and went to check on our children.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next three weeks Maxine and I fucked whenever we got a chance. It was a hit or miss thing because of our three kids (she had two more, but they had started school) but we managed to get enough to make it worthwhile, enough that I didn't bother bothering Dani anymore. Did I feel guilty about screwing around on Dani? No I didn't. She didn't have time for me and I just knew she was fucking someone else (or several someone else's for all I knew) so I didn't feel bad about it at all.
Then things got interesting. We were at Tabitha's and the group had dwindled down to Tabitha, Maxine and me. Maxine got up and took my hand and pulled me up and said:
"Come on tiger, let's go."
"Go where?"
"To my place. Tabby will watch the kids until we get back."
My eyes got big as the implications of what she had just said registered on me. Maxine laughed:
"She knows baby. That first time, while I was on my knees slobbering on your dick Mary came back for something she had forgotten and she saw us and she told Tabby. Both of them are waiting for their turn at you. I told them I'm not in a sharing mood so Tabby is trying to get on my good side by watching the kids while we play. She is hoping I'll let her have you when I go back to Kansas City for my sister's wedding."
And that is just what happened. Tabby watched the kids' everyday while Maxine and I bounced around on her bed or mine and then Maxine went back to Kansas City. The day after she left we were having coffee at Mary's and Tabby looked at me and asked:
"Ready?"
"Ready for what?"
"To go to my place while Mary watches the kids."
I looked over at Mary and she smiled at me and said, "Tomorrow it will be my turn while Tabby watches the kids."
It was obvious to me that they did not expect me to protest so of course I didn't.
Tabby was a foul-mouthed little slut. She was a hot little piece of tail and she liked to talk. To me, at me or to the room, it didn't matter, she talked. We had no sooner walked out of Mary's and she started.
"Hurry baby, walk faster, I need your cock. I need your cock in me." She had hold of my hand and she was pulling me along and I got, "Hurry baby, hurry. I need cock, I need to be fucked" all the way to her place, all the way into her bedroom and right up to the time I pushed my cock deep into her. As soon as I was bottomed out the talk changed from, "Hurry, hurry" to "Oh god, so good, so good, oh yes baby, fuck me hard, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Her heels were drumming on the backs of my legs, her nails were digging into my back and all the time it was, "Oh yes, oh God, so good, fuck me baby, fuck me hard, push your cock into me baby, push it hard, make me cum, get me off baby, get me off."



I was not used to it. Dani was not a quiet fuck, but with her it was moans, groans, grunts, yells and screams, but never words. Maxine moaned, yelled and screamed, but as far as words went it was never more than, "Oh yes lover, oh yes" or "Oh God, Oh God" and then just before she came she would yell, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming." With Tabitha it was all over the spectrum. "Fuck me hard, shove your cock deep in me, make me cum. Slam your cock in me baby and get me off. Get me off baby, get me off."
I did what she asked and I pounded her as hard as I could until she started screaming, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh fuck yes." Her body shook like a dog shitting peach pits and then she fell limp onto the bed and just lay there with her eyes closed as I took three or four more strokes and then emptied myself. I pulled out and then she opened her eyes and looked up at me and said:
"God that was good. I really needed that. I haven't been laid in over a month."
I told her I had a hard time believing that as sexy as she was. No way that Bill wouldn't be after her hot little body all the time. She gave a bitter little laugh and said that Bill hadn't been sober enough in the last month to get it up.
"You aren't done I hope" she said, "Can I get one more out of you before we have to go and get the kids?"
She could and she did.
The next day it was Mary's turn and she was another marvelous piece of ass. Ted had to be brain dead to be ignoring her. Mary's big thing was oral sex and sixty-nine was her favorite position. We sucked, we fucked and then we sucked some more.
From then until Maxine came back I alternated between Tabby and Mary and I can honestly say I was the most sexually satisfied man in the neighborhood. When Maxine got back Tabby and Mary ganged up on her and told her that she was going to have to share equally from then on, that she couldn't hog me all to herself and they set up a rotation that would give all three of them equal time. Did I have any say in the matter? Not one word. Half the time they discussed me like I wasn't even in the room. They decided what they were going to do and then they told me what they were going to do and then they expected me to do it. I'm not the least bit embarrassed to admit that I did it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
About three months went by and one night while sitting at the dinner table Dani put down her fork and said:
"Nick, what happened to us?"
"What do you mean?"
"We hardly ever make love anymore, we don't snuggle and cuddle near as much as we used to and it seems like we are growing apart."
I had a quick debate in my mind over hitting her with my suspicions, but I decided against it for the same reason as before - I didn't want to make things worse. Instead I said:
"Your job has gotten in the way. You don't seem to have time anymore for me or the girls. It is rush to this meeting, dash off to see that customer, stay out late having dinner and drinks with this customer or that and you don't get home until after I have gone to bed. You go on trips and when you come back all you want to do is soak in the tub, get in bed and sleep. As far as love making goes, the last time I brought it up you said you would do better and the frequency did increase a little, but it was obvious that your heart wasn't in it and you were only doing it to keep me off your back. That was no better than masturbation to me so I stopped pushing you for sex. I decided to let things ride until you decided to initiate sex, which is something you almost never do."
"Oh my God. Have I really let it get that bad?"
"Yes Dani, you have."
Tears started running down her cheeks and she got up from the table and left the room. I watched her until she was out of sight and then I went back to seeing that Toni and Tanya finished their dinner. I cleared the table, did the dishes and then took the twins into the family room and played with them until it was their bedtime. I put them to bed, read them a bedtime story and when they had fallen asleep I went back out into the family room and settled in on the couch to watch some TV.
I was watching something about dinosaurs on the Discovery Channel when I heard Dani ask me if I was coming to bed. I looked over and saw her standing in the doorway, fresh makeup on and wearing nothing but nylons and high heels. It had been so long since I had seen her that way that it took my breath away. She stood there looking at me and then she said:
"Well?"
"Of course I'm coming to bed" and I got up and moved toward her. When I got to where she was standing she put a hand in the middle of my chest and stopped me.
"When we get to the bedroom I want you primed and ready."
She went to her knees in front of me and reached for my zipper. She took out my cock and licked it from head to base and back up to the head, which she swallowed, and then her head started bobbing. It didn't take her long to have me rock hard and then she stood up and led me into the bedroom. She undressed me, took me in her arms, kissed me and then pushed me back on the bed. She obviously intended to get on top, but I wasn't ready for that yet.
I pulled her down, spread her legs wide and lowered my face into her bush. I slid my tongue into her and my lips found her clit and I started sucking on it. I moved my right hand up and played with her breasts and Dani started to squirm under me. I kept my mouth locked onto her clit and slid the fingers of my left hand into her slit and fingered her until she arched her back and cried out and then I moved up and slid my cock into her. I thrust hard and as deep as I could into her and she moaned as her arms came up and locked around my neck. She pulled me down and kissed me and my tongue thrust into her mouth as my cock thrust into her cunt. Her legs locked around me and her hips pushed up at me as I fucked into her.
I had spend a strenuous morning with Tabby so I was not going to be cumming quickly and I hammered away at Dani's pussy for what seemed like a half an hour, but what was in reality only eight or nine minutes. Dani had one very large orgasm and several smaller ones before I was finally able to release myself into her.
I rolled off of her and lay down beside her and it was quiet for several seconds before Dani said:
"That was intense Nick. I didn't expect you to last that long. It has been so long since we last made love I thought it would be much quicker."
"We haven't made love in a long time Dani, but there has been an awful lot of masturbation going on in this house this last month because of it."
She rolled up on an elbow and looked down at me as her hand reached for my limp cock. "No more Nick, no more! I don't want you doing that. I'll see to it that you don't need to do that" and then she surprised the hell out of me when she moved to where she could take my cock in her mouth. She didn't hesitate, just opened her mouth and took my cock inside. My cock - the one still coated with her juices and my cum. The woman who had always - ALWAYS - refused to swallow my cum when she gave me head did not hesitate to take my slime covered cock in her mouth and begin sucking on it. The suspicions came flooding back. Who had gotten her to start sucking up cum? But suspicions or no, just as when Maxine had first put her mouth on my cock so it was with Dani - I wasn't going to push her away.
She got me hard and we fucked; she went down on my slime covered cock a second time, got me up again and we fucked again and then I was done. I couldn't have gotten up again if my life had depended on it. I was lying next to her, breathing hard, and before I could stop myself I asked:
"Why did you do that?"
"Do what baby?"
"Suck my cock while it was still wet with our fluids? You have always refused to let me cum in your mouth and yet twice tonight you licked the same stuff off my cock."
"I'm going to change baby. I'm going to do a lot of things with you that I've never done before. The next time I suck you I will go all the way and swallow. We have never done anal either, but one of these nights we will. Until tonight at the dinner table I didn't realize how close I was to losing this marriage. I will do anything and everything I can to hold us together."
She wanted to do anal? Again suspicion came crowding in. Who had introduced her to that? Who had gotten her to liking it so much that she wanted to do it with me?" Questions with no answers because they were questions I dared not ask.
As I lay exhausted next to her Dani said, "I promise you Nick, I will never let it get that bad again."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And so far she hasn't. More often than not she comes after me. If she comes home late from having dinner or meetings with customers she will drag me off the couch and pull me into the bedroom or if I'm in bed sleeping she will wake me up with a blow job. When she gets home from her trips she still soaks in the tub, but not until after she has reduced me to a quivering wreck.
Am I still suspicious of her? Of course I am. Once the suspicions start they never go away, they will always be there. Was she fucking my brains out to keep me from even thinking that she could be doing someone else? When she would drag me to bed after a late night was it because of me or had her man of the evening left her unsatisfied? Or was it because she felt guilty over what she had just done and was trying to make it up to me? Or was it all just my imagination? I would never forget the heavy breathing that I'm almost sure that I heard that one night when she called. Things had improved greatly on the home front, but I still checked her clothes when I did the laundry. I still strained to hear if there was anything in the background when she called while on a trip and at least once a month I call Ralph from a pay phone and then hang up when he answers. I don't know why I do it, but I do it.
I still play with Maxine, Tabby and Mary, although not near as much as they would like. The kids are getting older and that is making getting away to play more difficult. In a way it is a good thing because I really don't have what it takes to keep up with four women and Dani does have to be my first priority. I can't look ahead and see what the future will bring, but if Dani does fall back into the way she was I'm going to want my mini-harem to still be available so when circumstances permit I do do as much for them as I can.
The twins will start school in a year and it is my intention to go back to work and if things with Dani stay good that is probably what I will do. If, on the other hand, things are not so good I may just use the free time to spend more time with Maxine, Tabitha and Mary. I guess it is just a case of wait and see what happens.
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My sister Anne (she's the religious one in the family) tells me that I am a whore. I love her dearly, but what does she know? She's twenty-eight and still a virgin. It was my own fault though. I never should have taken Alan anyplace where someone who knows me could have seen us together, but see us together Anne did, kissing and hugging, and the next day she demanded to know what I was doing. When you have been caught there is no use in denying so I told her I was spending some quality time with my lover.
"My God Marybeth! Have you forgotten you are a married woman?"
"No Anne, I haven't forgotten although I'd very much like to."
"A lover Marybeth? You are cheating on John with a lover? Oh my God. My sister is a whore."
When she said that I lost what little 'cool' that I had and said, "Fuck you Anne" and walked away from her and hoped that she wouldn't do anything silly like tell John. He would find out soon enough, but I wanted it to be on my schedule and on my terms.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't consider that I was cheating on John when I had my affair with Alan; I considered it to be revenge. It is true you know, what they say about the spouse being the last one to know. I had no idea of how long it had been going on, but long enough for everyone that John worked with to know about it. At least that is the way it seemed to me when I attended John's company Christmas party.
We were sitting at a table with John's secretary Tammy and her boyfriend and I had noticed a lot of sidelong glances directed our way and I had also noticed what I can only call 'smirks' on some of the faces that looked our way. I found out why when I went into the ladies room. There were six stalls and three of them were occupied so I took the empty one on the far end. While I was in there the occupants of the three that had been in use finished their business and were at the sinks washing there hands and touching up their make up when one of them said:
"Can you believe it? John has the gall to sit his slut at the same table as his wife?"
"Tammy doesn't think she is a slut. She thinks she is the about to be the new Mrs. Bernard."
"That's what Sally thought too until he got tired of her and fired her."
"He can be such a dick head at times."
"At times? He has been an asshole since he has been here. Remember when he fired Patty because she wouldn't go out with him?"
"I wonder if Tammy's boyfriend knows he is getting a lot of John's leftovers?"
"Oh come on Marge, say it like it is (giggle, giggle) - sloppy seconds -(giggle, giggle).
"I feel sorry for John's poor wife. She looks like she doesn't have a clue."
"Yeah, well as much as I dislike John I'm not going to be the one to tell her."
As they left the room I sat there and stared at the stall door and I thought that Marge had been right - I didn't have a clue. When I got back to the table John and Tammy were gone and Tammy's boyfriend answered my unspoken question:
"They've gone to the bathroom."
Funny I thought, I just came from there and I sure didn't see her. Maybe ten minutes later John came back to the table and a minute or so after that Tammy reappeared. It was hard for me to do, but I managed to get through the rest of the evening without giving John or Tammy cause to suspect that I suspected something.
That night when we got home I did something that I hadn't done in our eight years of marriage - I told John I had a headache when he wanted to make love. Make love? Not bloody likely, he just wanted someone to put out the fire his lover started.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The party had been on a Wednesday night and when I got to work the next day I called Marsha in Legal and asked her whom we used for our fraud investigations. She gave me the number to call and the name to ask for. I called the number and asked for Alan Pendergast and they told me he was out of the office. They took my name and number and said they would page him and have him call me.
Five minutes later there was a 'knock, knock' and I looked up to see a tall, good-looking man standing in the doorway to my office.
"Mrs. Bernard?"
"Yes, may I help you?"
"Alan Pendergast. I was downstairs talking with Marge when I was paged. I recognized the number and asked Marge who the extension belonged too and here I am. How can I be of service?"
"Unfortunately Mr. Pendergast, I find myself in need of a private investigator. I don't know if your firm handles domestic cases, but I thought that if you didn't you could recommend someone."
"Please call me Alan and yes we do have a section that handles domestic cases. What seems to be the problem?"
I told him about the party and what I'd overheard. "It is hearsay, but they seemed very sure of themselves in what they knew. I want to be sure also."
He took down some information on John and said he would look into it. Five days later he called me:
"I'm sorry Marybeth, but those women knew what they were talking about. If you want proof that you can take into court it will take another week or so, but if all you want is to know for sure we do have an audio tape."
"How did you do that?"
"They take a room at the Motel 6 on their lunch hour and then they go back to work. After work they go back to the room for an hour or so before your husband heads for home. While they were back at work we bribed one of the cleaning ladies to let us in the room to plant a bug. Now that we know their schedule I can get a couple of cameras in there. All I need is for you to give me the go ahead."
"Go ahead and do it Alan."
Alan dropped the audiotape of at my office later that afternoon. I debated on whether to listen to it in the car on the way home or wait until everyone was gone for the day and listen to it in my office. The last thing I needed was to lose it while listening to the tape while driving the car and hitting someone or something. I probably would have been better off if I had just taken Alan's word that John was guilty and not listened to the tape at all, but that's water under the bridge now.
When the office cleared out at five I waited ten minutes and then did a walk through the office to make sure that I was alone and then I went down to the third floor conference room and pushed the tape in the tape player.
There was the sound of a door opening and then a woman giggling and saying:
"Hurry up baby, get naked. I need that big cock of yours in me."
Next the voice of my husband said:
"I want to get it in you as bad as you want it in you."
"You have a nice hard cock baby, and I've been horny since lunchtime wanting to get it back in me."
A little laugh from John and then, "What? You don't think I haven't been rock hard all afternoon wanting to get back here?"
Sounds of clothing hitting the floor and then, "Damn Tammy, you have the hottest mouth that has ever wrapped around my cock."
"Better than your wife's?"
"Much better lover. Everything you do is much better than what she does."
"Better than that slut Sally?"
"No comparison baby, you're the best."
"I just love sucking your sweet cock."
"Jesus Tam, that feels fantastic."
There were slurping sounds, moans and then, "Oh God I'm cumming, I'm cumming."
More slurping sounds and then Tammy said, "I just had to get that one out of the way lover so with your next hard on you be able to give me a long, hard fuck."
"How do you expect me to fuck you with a dead cock?"
"Don't you sweat it baby, I'll have you back up in no time."
There were four or five minutes of moaning and sucking sounds and then Tammy said:
"Okay baby, put it in me and fuck my eyes out. Oooooh sweet fucking Jesus, that feels so good."
Then there were minutes of the sound of flesh smacking flesh, moans and gasps and sharp little cries of pleasure. "Fuck me baby, fuck me hard. Aaaaaaaaaaghhhhh...oh yes lover, like that, hard, just like tha...Aaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh...oh God, oh God, oh God" Tammy squealed, "Fuck me, like that, fuck me."
"Take this" John said followed by several loud slaps of meat hitting meat and at that point I turned of the recorder. You bastard, I had thought, you miserable fucking bastard.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Six days later on a Thursday Alan stopped by my office and handed me a videotape. "There is two days worth on that tape. We bribed the desk clerk and she put them in a room we had already set up with cameras and then she made sure that they got the same room the next time they came back. You have Monday's and yesterday's meetings on that tape, both sessions, lunch and after work."
"How much do I owe you for what you've done?"
"Nada. We do one hell of a lot of business with this company and we don't mind doing the occasional favor for people who work here."
"Nonsense Alan. I have to pay for this myself. Gifts like this have a way of coming back and biting you on your butt and I'm going to need this job when I dump John."
"Okay, I'll give you an invoice. For a discount how about having dinner with me tonight?"
"I don't know about that Alan."
"You don't want to go straight home from work in the mood you will be in because of that tape. Have dinner with me and I'll get a couple of stiff drinks in you to mellow you out a bit and then you can head on home in a tolerable mood."
Dinner was pleasant. I'd had the prime rib and we ordered a carafe of the house red and followed dinner with a Bailey's Irish Cream. After the waiter had cleared the table Alan handed me the invoice for what his firm had done. The total came to two thousand and twelve dollars and a rubber stamp had printed "Paid in full" on it.
"I can't take this Alan."
"Yes you can. You have a receipt that says you paid in full so you are covered. We will call the pleasure of your company tonight as payment of the invoice."
I looked at him for several seconds and then I asked, "What is your company's position on helping customers get revenge?"
"What did you have in mind?"
"A little bit of what is good for the gander is good for the goose. I need someone to take up the slack."
"What do you mean by take up the slack?"
"Over the past year my sex life has gone from four, five and sometimes six times a week down to two or three times every two weeks. John has always claimed that it is because he is too tired when he gets home from work. He has been putting in ten and twelve hours a day at work, or so he claims, in order to lock up the next vice-president's slot when it opens up. He keeps telling me he is the odds on favorite to get Sam Cockneys position when Sam retires at the end of the year. He may be too tired for me when he gets home, but now we know that it isn't the job that is wearing him out. What I would like is to find a stud to get me back up to four or five times a week. How about it Alan, are you a stud?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Was he ever!!! We left the restaurant and he took me to his apartment. I didn't waste any time when we got there. He asked me if I wanted a tour of the place and I said, "Just lead me to the bedroom." By the time we had reached the room I was down to panties, thigh highs and my high heels and as I started to kick the heels off Alan said:
"Please leave them on. One of my biggest turn ons is high heels and nylons."
"You're in luck then honey, because I love the way they make my legs look and a I have a dozen pair I can wear for you."
I was stepping out of my panties as he lowered his trousers and briefs and I got a look at his cock. It wasn't any bigger - lengthwise - than John's, but it was definitely bigger around. I wasn't by any means a round-heeled slut when I met John, but I had sampled a cock or three before deciding to give my heart to John and Alan's was by far the biggest one I'd ever seen and I wondered if I could handle it. Well, I was the one who had instigated things and I sure wasn't going to back out once I was naked.
I walked over to him and reached for his cock, but he pushed my hand away and said;
"My flat so I get to go first."
He pushed me back onto the bed, pushed my legs apart and then lowered his mouth to my sex and when his tongue parted my pussy lips I felt like an electric current flowed through me and from then on it just got better and better. He licked and sucked me through two orgasms before I pushed him away and lowered my head to repay the favor. He was more than a mouthful and I'm afraid that the first time I sucked his cock he didn't get much out of it. I could barely get the head of his cock in my mouth so I wrapped my lips around the head and then I stroked him until he came in my mouth and then I swallowed every last drop. When I took my mouth off of him I said:
"It will take some getting used to your size, but I will get better at it, I promise."
"You did just fine. Most of the ladies I've gone out with would never even try."
I had my hand on his cock and I was slowly stroking it as we talked and I felt it begin to harden. I looked at him in surprise and he grinned at me and said:
"When I'm around a beautiful and sexy woman I have a fast recovery time."
He pushed me back on the bed and moved over me and I bit my lip as I waited for the pain I thought his large member would cause me, but he took his time and was surprisingly gentle as he slowly worked his way into me. He went slow until I had adjusted to his size and then he fucked me slow and steady until I started to moan and dig my nails into his back and then he picked up the pace. The louder I moaned the faster he drove into me until I had my legs wrapped around him and started begging him to fuck me harder and then he turned it loose. He fucked me fast and furious as I moaned, cried and screamed out as I had one orgasm after another.
Alan fucked me three times before he couldn't get it up any more and then he fell to the bed next to me. In the warm afterglow Alan asked me what I planned on doing.
"Try and keep you interested since I really would like to do it again - a lot!"
"I mean what are you going to do about your situation?"
"Short term I'm going to give him what he has been giving me. I'm going to tell him that I have a chance for a promotion and that I'm going to be putting in some late hours to try and nail it down. Hopefully I'll be putting in those late hours here. Am I being too presumptuous in assuming you liked what we just did as much as I did and you would like to continue?"
"You assume correctly and yes, I most definitely would like to continue."
"Okay, short term, I'll be too tired for him on the nights he decides he wants me. Long term will be to hit him where it will hurt him the most and that is in his pocket book and his image. He is one of those who believe that he who has the most and biggest toys wins. He who has the biggest house, the most expensive car and on and on and on. I'm going to ruin his image and hurt him in the pocketbook."
"How are you going to do that?"
"I'm going to spend him into the poorhouse and trash his reputation. I may have to ask you for a favor on the reputation part."
"What?"
"If I can't find Sally and Patty, the girls he fired, I may ask you to take a shot at it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did find Sally and Sally told me about Rachel, the girl John got rid of so he could take up with Sally. I found Rachel and she told me where I could find Patty and then I got the three of them to sit down with me and we had a long talk. We all four agreed that John was an asshole and we came up with a plan and started working on it. If the plan worked John's reputation would be trashed.
The financial end would take a little longer to work out because it depended on some things over which I had no control. I needed John to successfully conclude the negotiations he was working on and get his commission check and then I needed for him to go out of town on business for three or four days.
In keeping with his penchant for having bigger and better John had long planned to install an in-ground swimming pool and have a tennis court put in. He had saved every bonus and commission check for the last two years for the purpose and his next commission check would give him enough to do it. I'd let him finish doing it and that's when I would divorce him - after he had sunk all his money into the house and increased its value. The house would have to be sold as part of the divorce and I'd get even more out of the deal than I would have if I had gone after him when I found out about his affair with Tammy. Also, in the division of assets he would have to sell all of his toys or deduct their value from the cash assets that he would have to split with me. But all that would have to wait until John got the pool built.
There were some things that I could do while I waited for John to get the pool and tennis court done. First, I rented a storage unit and using John's credit cards started buying the things I would need when I left John and I moved those things into the storage unit.
Next, my parents had left me a mountain cabin on six acres and while I had always meant to add John's name to the title I had never gotten around to doing it so it was in my name only. According to the attorney I talked with it was not a jointly acquired asset so it would be excluded from the divorce settlement. The cabin had a marvelous view of the south side of Pike's Peak, but the place had some drawbacks. It was strictly a weekend get-a-way kind of place. It didn't have water - we had to carry water in - and it had no electricity or phone. I decided to rectify that. Mundane chores like paying the bills were beneath John so I pretty much handled all of our finances. We had several certificates of deposit that were supposed to be part of our retirement portfolio and I cashed them in and used the money to have a well drilled and a power line run to the cabin. Those two actions alone tripled the value of the place. Next I had the outhouse removed and a septic field put in, brought in a contractor and had the cabin wired and a flush toilet installed. John never knew about any of that because he never went up to the cabin in the winter or spring. He wouldn't go up there until about mid-June or so and by then I hoped to have shoved Tammy up his ass.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
John got his commission check and started on the pool and tennis court. My life with John was basically one of co-existence. He was "working hard" to get his promotion and I was "working" just as hard to get mine and we hadn't had sex in almost three months. Not that I missed it - Alan was taking very good care of me - but I could tell that John was irritated by my always being 'too tired' to make love. A couple of times he got snappy with me about it and I reminded him of all the times he was too tired to take care of my needs.
"It will get better" I told him, "Another two months at the most and I'll have my promotion."
He whined that I really didn't need the promotion, that he was perfectly capable of supporting me.
"It isn't the money John, it is the prestige and the knowing that I'm just that much better than the others that wanted the promotion."
There was no promotion so it was all bullshit of course, but since that is the way John thought he bought it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two weeks after the pool and tennis court were finished John had a pool party and invited a host of friends, neighbors and people that he and I worked with. Tammy was there and she was just so nice to me that it was sickening, but I smiled all the way through the party. I made sure that I was always close to where she was or where John was so they couldn't sneak off together. I didn't want John to get laid because I had plans for him.



Alan was at the party, but he acted no different towards me than any of my co-workers who were at the party although a couple of times when he caught my eye he winked at me and my knees went weak at the thought of what I had planned. I gave John and Tammy just enough room that Tammy could get John all hot and bothered, but still stayed close enough to keep anything from happening.
The party started breaking up around eleven and a frustrated Tammy was among the first to leave. As soon as she was gone I nodded my head toward Alan and we left the room separately and met at the laundry room. I quickly pulled off my panties and bent over the washing machine and Alan moved behind me. I was so wet from anticipation (plus being used to him by then) that he slid his full length into me with the first push. It was a fast and furious no frills fuck, but that is all we had time for. He brought me to an orgasm and shortly after that he came in me. He pulled out, I quickly pulled on my panties, gave him a passionate kiss and then we hurried back to the dying party.
Half an hour later everyone was gone and I was alone with my husband. I took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom.
"No excuses from either of us tonight John. It has been too long and I need some sex. I've spent all day waiting for this moment and I'm hot, wet and ready to explode."
He was also hot, Tammy had seen to that, so he offered no resistance when I undressed him, pushed him back on the bed and mounted him. I didn't even undress; I just pulled off my panties, swung over him and lowered myself down onto his erection. As he slid into me I smiled at knowing that I was giving him sloppy seconds. I started moving up and down on him coating his cock with Alan's juices and I rode him hard until I got him to cum. As soon as he squirted into me I cried out:
"No baby, no. I'm almost there baby, don't stop now, get me off baby, get me off."
And then John did what I hoped he would do - he moved so that he could eat my pussy. As soon as his tongue entered me and he started licking up the juices flowing from my pussy I had a mind-blowing orgasm. It went on and on fueled by the knowledge that my cheating ass husband was sucking my lover's cum out of me. True, it was diluted some by John's cum, but John was still sucking Alan out of me. I kept my fingers clutched in his hair until the orgasms faded and then I yawned and rolled over and pretended to go to sleep leaving John with the hard on he had developed while eating me. Sweet Jesus, did it ever feel good to do that to him.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
What I had been waiting for happened two weeks after the pool party. John told me he would be flying to Chicago on Monday for a four-day business trip and that he expected to be named a vice-president when he returned.
"Oh Jesus baby" I said, "That will be perfect. I expect that everything I've been working toward will happen by the time you get back."
"That's great" John said, "We can have a big celebration."
"Oh I plan on celebrating baby, you can depend on it."
I had everything in place when John flew home on Friday. I wished I could have seen his face when he saw his shiny new Hummer when he got to the parking lot. Someone had slashed all four tires and had keyed both sides and the hood down to bare metal. While he stood there and screamed obscenities at the unknown vandals two men who had been parked there waiting for him got out of their car, walked over to him and served him with the divorce papers and the restraining order keeping him away from me and the house. John was not a stupid man and I know he put two and two together and came up with who had trashed his prize Hummer - two men waiting there for him had to be a tip off - but he had no proof.
It was mid-afternoon by the time he got the arrangements made to have the Hummer picked up and taken to the dealership and got the police report out of the way. He made three cell phone calls to me that I refused to answer and he was not in the best of moods when he reached his office. Things did not improve any for him when he got there. First of all Tammy wasn't sitting at her desk and he didn't know the woman who was sitting there. He asked where Tammy was and the woman said she didn't know. All she knew was that she was supposed to tell John to report to Mr. Everett's office as soon as he arrived.
John headed for Bert's office expecting to be congratulated on closing the Falcon deal and be told he was the new vice-president. Instead he found out that he didn't even have a job. At ten that morning Bert had been served with papers informing him that the company was being sued by Sally, Patty and Rachel for sexual harassment and wrongful termination due to their refusal to grant John sexual favors (not exactly true since Sally and Rachel had let John in their pants), but that would only come out in court and we were expecting the company to settle long before it got on a court docket.
At ten-thirty that morning a special messenger delivered a package to Bert and it contained video captures of John and Tammy engaged in sexual practices. Bert called Tammy in and she broke down, cried and told Bert that John had threatened to fire her if she didn't put out for him. Wisely Bert did not fire Tammy although we had hoped he would so we could make her part of the sexual harassment suit. John however was a different story. He was told to have his office cleared out and to be out of the building in an hour.
Since the restraining order kept him from coming home he had to check into a motel and over the next three days he found out that all of his credit cards had been maxed out or cancelled, there was no money in the checking or savings accounts and the safe deposit box was empty. The crowning touch was when the insurance company told him that they weren't going to cover the damage to his Hummer. I had cancelled the insurance a week before he left on his trip.
Alan and I had been extremely careful (except for the one time Anne saw us) and John had nothing he could use to counter sue. Since there were no children the divorce moved along quick. John was pushing for a sixty/forty split of the assets based on the fact that he was the major breadwinner. My attorney fought for a seventy-five/twenty-five split since there wouldn't be a divorce if he hadn't become an unfaithful husband. John was on unemployment and strapped for funds - he didn't even have a car to go job hunting until he could come up with the money to get his Hummer back - so he had a choice to make. He could negotiate and settle or he could wait it out and go in front of a judge and see how the judge would rule. I think his lawyer convinced him that he would get the short end of the stick if he went in front of a judge so he settled for a sixty/forty split in my favor.
The house and all of John's toys - the boat and trailer, the dirt bikes, the ATV's and snowmobiles had to be sold and all the money had to be thrown into the pot to be split sixty/forty between us. Part of my deal with Sally and Rachel when I fronted them the money for the attorney so they could sue John's company was that they wouldn't sue John personally until our divorce was final. The day after the divorce was final they sued John personally for sexual harassment and wrongful termination. Their lawyer petitioned the court to freeze John's assets pending the outcome of the suit. My attorney said there wasn't much chance of a judge ordering it, but John still had to pay an attorney to fight it and that is what it was all about for me - killing John financially.
But what really killed John was to see me still living in his house and knowing that I was enjoying the pool, tennis court and hot tub. I had improved the cabin that my parents had left me and then I had sold it and given the money to Alan who added some of his money and used it to buy the house. Alan bought the house as an agent of the MFJ Investment Company and at the closing as John and I were signing the papers Alan said that MFJ was buying the house as an income property and he asked me if I would like to rent the house and continue living there. The look on John's face when I said yes was priceless. In a couple of months I will let John know that MFJ only has two stock holders, me and Alan and that the initials MFJ stand for Marybeth Fucks John.
Alan and I are to be married next month and I'm wondering if I should invite Anne to the wedding or not.
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It was the night of my father's funeral and there had been a wake at the house following the burial. It had lasted well into the night and once everyone had gone home I found myself sitting in the kitchen drinking and talking with my mom.
Mostly we reminisced about dad. Mom wasn't all that weepy eyed and truth be told she was relieved that he was gone. That sounds cold, but it really wasn't. He had been sick for such a long time and she had been forced to watch him slowly waste away. She was relieved that his suffering was over and she was relieved that the rest of the family could now move on with their lives.
She was in the middle of describing something that she and dad had done when in their twenties when suddenly she stopped.
"Rob honey, may I ask you a very personal question?"
I chuckled and said, "You've been doing it for thirty-five years why ask now?"
"This is really, really personal honey."
"Okay, but I reserve the right not to answer."
"Why haven't you married? You are a great looking guy and I've seen the way women look at you, but even though you always seem to have a new girlfriend I've never seen you really serious about one."
Well, there are some things you can never tell your mother no matter how close you are and so I did what I had to – I lied.
"I've just never found the right woman mom."
The truth of the matter was that I had found the right woman, several of them in fact, but it was a Catch 22. I looked for a specific type of woman and I found plenty of them, but once I found them they were the kind of woman that I could never marry. For one thing they were already married and if by chance I would have found one who was single and who might have turned into the kind of woman I looked for I would have run screaming from her.
I couldn't tell my mother that or even if I could have I could have never explained it satisfactorily to her. And the one thing I could never, ever tell her is that it was her fault. I could just imagine her face if I were to say:
"It is all your fault mom. If you hadn't run with such a bunch of whorish sluts I wouldn't be the way I am and I would probably be married and you would have grand kids."
No, I couldn't tell her that so I settled for, "I've just never found the right woman."
"Well Rob, you are still young and there is still time. You will find the right one eventually" and she got up, kissed my cheek and went off to bed. I finished my drink and then I headed on home to my apartment.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in my bed staring up at the ceiling and for some weird reason my mind went to work on what it would have gone like if I had given mom an honest answer to her question.
"The reason I'm not married mom is because most of your girlfriends were round heeled tramps."
"And just how did that keep you from getting married?"
"Do you remember that Fraternal Order of Eagles dance that you talked me into going to on my nineteenth birthday?"
"Vaguely."
"Dad was out of town on business. There was Beth, her husband Mark, Dorothy and her husband Don, and you and me. Back then the legal age for drinking was eighteen and Dorothy and Beth though that it would be a kick to get me loaded on my birthday and they kept buying me mixed drinks. What they didn't know was that I didn't like hard liquor and that I was pouring the booze out and not drinking it. They drank theirs though and after a while they had a good buzz on.
"Somewhere along the way they got the idea that it would be fun to cock tease the birthday boy. They started taking turns dragging me out onto the dance floor and every time they had their backs to their husbands they would press their bodies into mine. I was young, the hormones were raging and two sexy older women rubbing themselves against me got me erect in a hurry and then it got worse. Once they felt the erection they constantly rubbed against it and whispered things like:
"Is that a roll of quarters in your pocket or are you just glad to be with me."
"Dorothy even asked me if I would go outside with her for some fresh air and take my dick out and show it to her."
"I hardly see where any of that would have kept you from getting married.
"Be patient, I'll get to it. Anyway, by the time we left the dance I had a huge case of blue balls. When it came time to get in the car Mark was driving and you and Don got up front with him and I ended up in the back sitting between Dorothy and Beth. We weren't even out of the parking lot before Beth put her hand on the bulge in my pants and started rubbing it. As soon as she was sure it was hard she started talking to you and her husband about the band and how good it had been and how their song selection had included so many of her favorites. While she was talking she unzipped my pants, took my cock out and started giving me a hand job.
At the same time Dorothy took my hand and took it up under her dress and put it on her pussy. She leaned over, nibbled on my ear lobe and whispered:
"Finger fuck me honey. Get me off while Beth gets you off."
"So there we were roaring down the highway with both women carrying on conversations with you and their husbands while playing around with me. The entire time I sat there scared to death that Mark, Don or you would turn around and see what was going on, but none of you ever did. Beth just kept talking to Mark and beating me off and soon I could feel myself getting ready to cum. Beth must have sensed it and she lowered her head and took me in her mouth. As soon as her lips clamped around my rod I blew.
"While Beth's mouth was busy on me Dorothy kept up the conversation with you guys up front. Beth finished draining me dry and as soon as she pulled her head away from me I went to stuff my cock back into my pants, but Dorothy pushed my hand away and took my limp cock in her hand. She worked at getting me hard again while she and Beth kept up conversations with you, Mark and Don.
"It was exciting as hell to have two married women, both old enough to be my mother, playing with my cock while having casual conversations with their significant others. Dorothy was a little bolder than Beth and as soon as my cock started stirring she bent down and started giving me a blow job. Beth sat there and watched as she chatted away with the three of you up front. About two blocks from our house Dot managed to get me to blast a load down her throat and I was just zipping up as we pulled into our driveway. It was one hell of a birthday, one that I damned sure will never forget."
"And that kept you from getting married?"
"That was the start of it. There is more, but first I have a question for you. Those were the girls you ran with and I've always wondered about that. The old 'birds of a feather flock together' thing."
She blushed and looked away as she said, "Honestly Rob, how can you ask your mother a thing like that" and I had my answer. I wondered if my dad knew or suspected. She moved quickly to get me away from questions about her:
"I still don't see how Dot and Beth kept you from getting married."
The day after the night at the Eagles Dot called me and told me that Don was out of town for two days and she needed some help to move some things and could I come over and help her. I jumped at the chance and why not? She had sucked my cock in a car full of people and with her husband not three feet away so God only knew what she might do if we were alone. She told me to be there at seven-thirty that evening and I told her I was looking forward to helping her. She giggled and said:
"I'll just bet you are you naughty boy you. And honey? Don't let your mom know okay? It will just make her nervous."
I got there at seven-twenty and when she answered the door she was wearing a pair of high heels and not a stitch of anything else. I was stunned. She was my first fully naked woman and my heart nearly stopped. I'd seen naked women in Playboy, Penthouse and other magazines, but Dorothy was real and she was just standing there and all I had to do was reach out a hand and I could touch her. She saw my expression and an amused smile appeared on her face.
"You are a little early honey; a tad eager are we?"
I probably blushed and she laughed. "That's okay honey, I like that in a man" and she ran a hand down my front to my already iron bar like cock and giggled, "Yep, eager. Come on honey, let's not waste it" and she took me by the hand and led me to her bedroom.
It is what I was hoping would happen, but I was a little unnerved by the 'cut and dried' aspect of it. So much so that I mumbled something inane:
"Weren't we going to move some furniture or something?" and Dorothy, or Dot as she asked me to call her, laughed and said, "If we do it right honey, the bed will move all over the place. If you want to move something move that phone over to where I can reach it from the bed."
I thought that curious, but I moved it and then Dot pushed me back on the bed and began pulling my pants off me. As soon as my cock was exposed she took it in her mouth and started giving me a blow job. After a minute or so she stopped long enough to tell me to take my shirt off and after I had she went back to sucking my cock. Her hands fondled my balls and one finger teased my asshole as her hot mouth was driving me crazy. I started bucking my hips up at her face and I could feel myself close to cumming. She had her hands on my balls and she must have felt something for I felt her lips clamp tight around my cock and she shoved her finger in my ass. I arched up off the bed and came so hard I was surprised that I didn't see cum squirt out her ears. She sucked every drop out of me and then she pulled her mouth off me and said:
"I always like to get the first one out of the way quickly; it makes the next couple last a lot longer. What can we do while we wait for you to get hard again? Do you eat pussy honey?"
The look on my face gave her the answer to that one and she said, "No matter honey, you will before I'm done with you. For now why don't you suck my tits and finger fuck me while my hands work on you."
She proceeded to show me how she liked her tits handled, what spot in her pussy I should rub to give her the most pleasure and the entire time I did that she was using her hands on me and talking:
"Yes" she hissed, "Bite the nipple baby, no need to be gentle with me; I'm a slut and you can treat me like one. I'm going to fuck your eyes out honey; I'm going to turn you into my fuck toy. Think you can stand it honey? Think you are up to being my very own personal fuck toy?"
My cock twitched and she giggled and said, "He seems to like the idea."
She slid down and took me in her mouth and started sucking me until I was hard. When it was stiff enough to suit her she swung herself over me and used a hand to guide me into her as she sat down on my dick. She leaned forward as she started to ride me and her tits dangled in my face.
"Lick my nipples honey, suck my tits" and when I did what she had asked she moaned and slammed her cunt down on me. She had already gotten me off once so I lasted for a while as she rode me and told me how she planned on fucking me to death.
"I'm going to jack you off honey, suck your cock and fuck you with my ass and pussy. I'm going to turn you into my love slave honey. I'm going to make sure that you never want to be more than a mile away from my pussy. Does that turn you on honey? Does it excite you to know that I'm going to make you my fuck toy?"
She was lying next to me, fondling my cock and balls and trying to get me up for another romp and she was making some progress. My cock was twitching in her hand as it struggled to get upright again. The phone rang and Dot looked at her watch.
"Right on time" she said and she gave my cock a little squeeze. "Hurry baby, I need you hard for this."
She reached for the phone and answered it:
"Hello?"
"Oh hi baby, miss me?"
With one hand holding the phone to her ear and the other playing with my cock she said, "Just lying here in bed and thinking of you."
"Same as always baby. Thinking of your hard cock and what we could be doing with it if you were here."
My cock was shooting up and Dot started stroking it.
"I can almost feel it in my hand baby. It was soft and pliable when I first touched it, but now it is growing into a hard steel bar."
"Yes baby, oh yes. Are you where you can take your cock out?"
"Do it."
"Okay baby, feel my hand on it? Feel my fingers flutter over your cockhead? Feel them wrap around you and slowly start to stroke?"
She shifted position on the bed until her mouth was only inches away from my dick.
"I can see the veins start to pulse baby, I feel you throb in my hand. I lower my head and stick my tongue out and lick it" and as she said that she did it to me.
"I want to suck on it baby, but you tell me no. You say you are hot and ready to fuck me and you don't want to waste time on a blow job. You make me get in your favorite position" and with that she got on her hands and knees.
"You push a finger into my steaming pussy" and she motioned for me to do that. As I slid a finger into her sopping wet pussy I caught on to what was happening. I may have been only nineteen and a little naïve, but I understood that I was supposed to do what she described to her husband as she described it.
"You work the finger around and I moan and ask you to hurry up and fuck me, but you don't. You put another finger in me and then another and finger fuck me."
I did what she said and she moaned again.
"God baby, you have me so hot I'm going to set the bed sheets on fire if you don't use your hose to cool me down. "Please baby, please fuck me" I cry and you pull out your fingers and move behind me. You poke your hard cock at my pussy and I cry out as you slam your iron hard cock into me."
I pushed hard and slid into her and she cried out, "Oh God baby, it feels so fucking good. Fuck me lover, fuck me hard. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
I pounded my cock into her hot steaming cunt and bit my lip to keep from making noises that Don might hear. Dot pushed back at me on each of my in strokes as she kept up her telephone sex with Don.
"Hard baby, push it deep. I want to feel it all the way up to my throat, baby, drive it deep."
I was fucking her as hard as I could and sweat was dripping off me. I wanted to shoot my load deep in her and I was trying hard to cum while she still had Don on the phone, but the dog position didn't seem to give me what I needed. I pulled out of Dot and pushed her over on her back. She spread her legs wide and grinned up at me. I grabbed her legs and put them up on my shoulders and then I drove my cock into her.
"Oh Jesus God baby, it feels so good. Push that hard cock into me, push it deep and fuck me hard. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
I felt her cunt muscles try to grip me and I rammed her hard.
"Oh God yes baby, yes baby, yes. Harder baby, harder, fuck me harder. Oh god, oh god, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes, yes yes yes" she screamed and her whole body trembled as she had her orgasm.
Her cunt felt like it was trying to suck me in and I blew my load and collapsed on the bed next to her. She threw a leg over me and her hand found my deflated dick and she fondled it as she said:
"That was good baby, that was good."
"Of course I came, didn't you hear me scream?"
"No baby, I didn't use my fingers because they aren't long enough or hard enough. I had to use something long and hard" and she gave my cock a squeeze.
"I used my hair brush. Maybe you need to find one of those adult stores and buy me a nice fat, long and hard dildo. If we do this too often I'm afraid my hair brush won't survive."
"Love you too baby. Talk to you later."
She tossed the phone on the pillow and slid down the bed so her mouth was inches from my cock and she looked up at me and grinned.
"How about it honey? Think you might like to be my fuck toy?" and then her mouth latched onto my cock and she went to work at getting me up again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I had just gotten home from class when the phone rang. I answered it and it was Beth.
"I hear that you when over to that bitches house last night. I was supposed to be the first one to get you."
" You were supposed to be first? What did you do, flip a coin? She called and asked me to come over and help her move some things and I did."
"The whore knew I was going to call you and she just couldn't stand the idea that I might have you first."
"I thought she was your friend?"
"She is, but she is still a whore. Are you doing anything right now?"
"No, I just got home from class."
"Can you come over?"
"Right now?"
"As soon as possible."
I said I would be right over and I put a note on the table telling you that I wouldn't be home for dinner that night and then I left to go visit Beth. When she answered the door to let me in I was surprised to see Mark sitting in the living room watching television. I walked in and looked at her with a question written on my face and she grinned at me.
"Mark honey, Rob is here to help me move that stuff in the basement. If you need me for anything just holler" and then she took me by the hand and led me down into the basement.
"Mark has a bad back and he has to be careful not to throw it out so he can't help me with the heavy stuff."
She led me over to the corner where the washer and dryer sat and then she raised her skirt and pushed her thong down her legs and kicked it way.
"Help me up on the dryer sweetie."
I did and she scooted forward until her pussy was right on the edge. I'd have to stand on my tip toes for a straight shot at it, but it could be done. I cast a worried glance up at the ceiling and Beth giggled and said:
"He was a lot closer in the car and we carried it off. Put it in me sweetie, don't make me wait."
I unzipped and dropped my trousers and boxers, lined myself up with her slit and after one last look toward the ceiling I drove my cock into her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"And that's the story mom. For the next six years Dorothy and Beth used me as their fuck toy and I gloried in it. I was especially turned on when I fucked them when they were on the phone with their husbands or if the husbands were in the next room or some other place close by. I'd still be their fuck toy if Don hadn't gotten promoted and had to transfer out of the state and Beth hadn't died in that auto accident."
"That doesn't make sense Rob. So you had an affair, so what? It ended when Dorothy and Don moved to Dayton. How would that keep you from finding a nice girl and getting married?"
"Because after Dorothy and Beth a nice girl just wouldn't cut it for me. I need sluts, not nice girls. I need to be with married women who cheat on their husbands. I look for married women with husbands who travel. I want to be in his bed fucking his wife when she is on the phone talking to him. I want her legs wrapped tight around me while she is telling him that she loves him and is missing him.
"That mother dear, is the kind of woman I want and need, but the opposite side of the coin is that I couldn't stand being married to a woman like that. I couldn't leave the house knowing that like as not she would be fucking someone else some day.
"No mom, your little boy Rob will never be getting married."
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"Damn, you sure are tight for a bar bitch," the man grunted as he pumped into her. "Must only pick up guys with little dicks. Come on honey, push that ass at me, take me deep."
I looked over at her and saw that she had her eyes closed and her head turned slightly away from him and I wondered if it was because he had bad breath. It was obvious to me that she wasn't getting much out of it. He was huffing and puffing and he started moaning:
"Gonna cum, gonna cum honey, gonna cum."
She must have decided to hurry things along because she dug her nails in his back and cried:
"Do it, do it, do it!"
She faked an orgasm as he came and then he held himself still for a moment before pulling out of her. I almost laughed at the sight of him there on his knees, condom dangling from his cock and still wearing his shoes and socks. Naked except for shoes and socks and I thought of some bad porno movies I had seen, movies made back in the Forties and early Fifties where the actors always seemed to fuck while being naked except for their socks.
She rolled up on her elbow and looked over at me. I was doing better than she had. My guy had at least spent a little time trying to work me up. He had fingered my pussy while sucking my breasts and had found my clit and massaged it a bit before mounting me. He honestly seemed like he was trying to get me off before he came and I was working with him. I had my legs clamped around his waist and my nails were digging into his butt as I tried to pull him deep into me. I pushed my hips up at him and moaned in his ear as he did his best to see to it that I got my orgasm.
The heat started building in me and I could feel it lance out from my center and I pulled his ass harder to me as I panted, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oh God, so good, so good" and then I screamed out, "OH FUCK YESSSSSSSSSSSSS' as my body shook with my climax. The orgasm was real, but the scream was for show, a little stroke to his ego for actually trying to make it good for me. You don't often find that in a man you pick up in a bar.
We watched as the men dressed and left the motel room and once they were gone she looked at me and said:
"Well, you certainly got the best of that deal."
"Hey now, I gave you first choice. I can't help it if you chose wrong."
"I don't know how I let you talk me into this."
"Yes you do. You are as big a slut as I am only you have kept it bottled up all these years."
"I swear, this wasn't much better than I get from your father."
"Don't sweat it Mom, the next time will be much better."
"How can you promise that?"
"Next time mother, I will set it up ahead of time with guys who I know can do it right. But for now we need to get dressed and hurry home to our hubbies."
+++++
How did I end up in a motel room with my mother and two guys we picked up in a bar? It all started out because my mother and I got drunk together one night. My father was out of town on business and my husband had taken a week off from work to go fishing in Canada somewhere. One of those guys things that 'couldn't be passed up'. I guess the only way into the place was by floatplane or dog sled or something like that.
Anyway, mom and I had dinner together and we had wine with dinner followed by more wine after dinner and still more wine as we started crying on each other's shoulders about the sorry state of our marriages. How we got there I'm not sure - I don't remember a lot about what happened after we started on the third bottle of wine - but mom started talking about how dad hadn't made love to her in over four months.
"He is always going out of town on those damned business trips and when he comes home he claims he is too tired. He tells me to give him a day or two to recover and so I do and then he is off on another trip. I'm spending a small fortune on batteries for my vibrator."
I don't know where it came from, the wine, frustration over my relationship with my husband or maybe even latent hostility toward my father, but when mom made her 'batteries' comment I said:
"You don't need batteries, you need a stud. You need to toss out that vibrator and get yourself a man."
My mother looked at me like I had just slapped her and then she said:
"I could never do something like that. How could you even say something like that to me?"
"I said that because I'm seeing you where I was two years ago and I know how much it sucks and I know how miserable I was until I did something about it."
"I thought you and John had a great marriage."
"We did, right up till the time he decided his career was more important to him than a good relationship with me."
"I don't understand."
"It all stared when he was promoted to district manager. Suddenly he saw himself as a rising star in the company. He saw himself rising to regional manager, then divisional manager, and finally a vice-presidency. He started throwing all his energy into his job. He started spending more time with his customers than me. Fishing trips, hunting trips and golf outings got all of his time. Taking ten customers to Daytona for Speed Week was more important than taking a vacation with me. It was like I didn't exist for him anymore."
"I never knew that."
"Like dad, when he was home he was always too tired to do anything. He was too tired to even cut the grass so he hired a lawn service to do it. He hired a company to come in and wash the windows on the house, inside and out. If something needed to be done he hired someone to come in and do it. He hadn't made love to me in over three months and one day I asked him if he was going to hire someone to take care of that too. He laughed and treated it like a joke. He told me to grab the Yellow Pages and find a service and he would give them a call, but he didn't take the hint and take me to bed. So yeah, I know just what you are going through."
"So what did you do?"
"I went out one night and got myself laid."
"You didn't!"
"Oh yes I did. The week John took those seven customers to the Super Bowl in Detroit I went out, let myself be picked up and taken to a motel room. I stayed there for two days before going home and I've been doing it ever since."
"You have been cheating on John?"
"That's one way of putting it. I prefer saying that I'm taking care of my needs in accordance with my husband's wishes. He did tell me to find a service so I did. And you should to. I'm going out tomorrow night. Would you like to join me?"
"Of course not. I might not be getting any from your father right now, but I'm not desperate enough to do what you are suggesting."
"Well mom, if you ever do get that desperate give me a call."
It was almost a month before she called and the night in the motel room was the result.
+++++
I felt bad about the way the evening had turned out for mom and I set out to plan an evening that would make up for it. Three days later I picked up mom to take her to an 'Avon' party with me. When I set the date up I didn't tell the guys she was my mother; as far as they knew she was just an older married girlfriend.
We met Stan and Will at the Starlight Lounge and after some drinks and dancing the guys took us to the Super 8 Motel and my mom had her brains damned near fucked out. It started out with Will and me on one bed and Stan and mom on the other and it ended with all four of us on the same bed. In between the beginning and the end mom was turned every which way but loose. It went places that I never expected. Have you ever seen your own mother being doubled? I did and it surprised the hell out of me that not only did she like it, but that she wanted to do it again.
I had gotten up from the bed and had gone in to the bathroom to pee. Before getting off the bed I had been sucking Will's cock trying to get him up again and when I went into the bathroom he had been lying on the bed stroking himself and watching Stan doing my mother doggie. When I came out of the bathroom Will was on the bed with mom and Stan and Will had his cock in mom's mouth and she didn't seem to mind at all. I sat there and watched for about five minutes and then Stan came and pulled out of mom and Will moved around behind her and took Stan's place. I heard mom moan as Will slid his hard cock into her cum filled pussy.
Stan walked over to me and offered me his cock and told me if I could get it hard again I could have it. Talk about weird; if tasting your mother on some man's cock isn't weird then I don't know what is.
After I got Stan back up he got me on my hands and knees and took me from behind and when Will came in my mom he pulled out and came over and stuck his cock in my face and mom got to watch me be double teamed. When Stan started to finger my ass I knew what was going to happen. I love anal and Stan was starting to get me ready. Will pulled out of my mouth and looked over at my mom. "Do you like anal?" he asked
"I've never done it."
"You haven't? Would you like to try?"
She looked over at me taking it in the ass and loving it and said, "I can try, but if I say stop I expect you to stop."
Will moved to the other bed and had mom get on her hands and knees. "I'll go slow and take it easy on you" Will said as he ran a finger into mom's pussy to get it wet.
"Put your head down on a pillow and just relax."
He slowly pressed one finger into her ass and worked it around for a bit and then he added a second finger constantly asking if she was okay. He added a third finger and mom moaned and right about then I stopped paying attention to what Will and my mom were doing and paid more attention to what Stan was doing to me. He had his cock in me and I was on fire as he slowly stroked back and forth.
"Faster" I moaned and he picked up the pace. His ball sack was slapping against my ass cheeks as I whimpered and moaned. I pushed back at him as he drove into me and I could feel the heat building up deep inside me. "Faster, harder" I cried and when he drove hard into me I came and came and came and then I felt the hot, wet splash of Stan's juices coat the insides of my rectum. Stan held himself in me until his cock went soft and then he pulled out and fell on the bed next to me.
Over on the next bed mom was grunting, crying out and moaning, "Yes, yes, yes" as Will fucked her ass and then she gave a guttural scream as she had an orgasm. Stan got off our bed and went and washed his cock and when he came back he offered it to mom and she opened her mouth and took him. Will came in her butt and then he went and washed his cock. When he came back Stan was already in my mom's ass so Will offered his cock to me and I sucked him until he was hard enough to fuck me and then his cock filled my ass. I looked over at mom on the other bed and met her eyes as the two of us took cocks up our butts.
"Well," I asked as we drove home, "Did you enjoy your night out with your slutty daughter?"
"I've never felt so wicked and depraved in my life. I don't know how I am ever going to be able to face your father after tonight."
"Don't you dare start feeling guilty on me."
"Guilty? I don't feel guilty, I'm angry! Your father has the same equipment as those two tonight and in fact, he is bigger in the cock department than either of them, but he has never, not in twenty-seven years of marriage, made me feel like I feel right now. I didn't want to leave that motel room, I wanted to keep going and going and going."
"They asked me when we could do it again."
"What did you tell them?"
"That I'd talk to you and get back to them."
"Okay, so when is our next Avon or Tupperware party?"
+++++
My mother must have had latent slut genes (maybe that's where I got them) and over the next month we went to over a dozen Avon, Tupperware and Cookie Lee jewelry parties together. My father pulled me aside one evening and thanked me for spending so much time with mom.
"I feel really guilty leaving her alone so much, but I have to do it if I'm ever to make vice-president. Once I get there I can spend more time at home."
I loved my dad and I wouldn't see him hurt for the world, but I also had a woman's appreciation for what a lack of sex can be like so I tended to side with mom. Besides, as long as we were careful he would never know.
On my side of the equation I had to be honest and admit that I didn't know if I cared if my husband found out what I was doing or not. I hadn't been a blip on his radar screen for some time now. We had grown apart over the last couple of years and I wasn't really sure that we weren't still together because neither of us had the energy to end it. I still cared for him and he still went through the motions on birthdays, anniversaries and the like, but the spark had disappeared when he got wrapped up in his career.
And there was one other thing. The guys I was slutting with were my age and John's and they were all like sex crazed rabbits and I just could not believe that John didn't have as much sex drive as others our age and if he did he sure wasn't doing his driving with me.
Anyway, John was also happy that I was spending so much time with my mother. Obviously I couldn't be out running around on him if I was with my mom, now could I?
The most astonishing thing about my mom was just how wild she could be once she started to play. She did things I hadn't done and wouldn't do and I thought of myself as a first class slut. I had done an occasional threesome or two, but where my threesomes were with a cock in my pussy and one in my mouth or one in my ass and one in my mouth mom did hers with a cock in her pussy and the other one up her butt.
One night she invited five men to join us at the motel and I watched her do all five and one time she did three of them at once. That was a bad night for me because they all wanted me to take them on too, but I wouldn't do it. I kept pushing them away, but they didn't stop trying until mom told them to leave me alone or we were both going to get dressed and leave. On the ride home mom asked me why I didn't want to take advantage of all the hard cock that was available that night and I couldn't answer her because I didn't know. I did not feel guilty cheating on John. I was just getting what I needed, what he wouldn't give me, but I somehow felt that I owed it to him to limit myself to one man. I did do an occasional threesome, but I did try to keep things from getting outrageous. My mother was causing me to change and I wasn't sure that I liked the way things were going.
Fortunately, my mom decided she was getting a little carried away and one night after the two of us had enjoyed a rousing evening swapping two guys back and forth between us she said:
"You know Marion, I'm too old for this. What I need is a good steady lover. Just one good man. I've loved every second of what we have done since you pulled me out of my shell, but I'm afraid that it just isn't me. One good steady man is what I need. I wish it could be your father, but I don't see that happening until he gets his vice-presidency and that may never happen. So where does an old broad like me find herself a good steady lover?"
"You serious? That's what you really want?"
Mom was silent for several seconds and then she said, "Yes Marion, I'm serious."
"Then I have just the man for you."
"You do? Who?"
"John's dad."
"Your father in law?"
"You bet."
"How in the world would you make that happen?"
"Easy. He has already told me that he would like to jump your bones."
"He told you that? When?"
"When I ended my affair with him."
"You and John's father?"
"Yep, and when I told him it was over between us he said that the least I could do for him to ease the pain of losing me was to set him up with you."
"He said that? Oh my. Why did you end it with him?"
"It was getting too intense and it was too close to home. All I wanted to do was get laid, but we were starting to get too emotionally involved. At the time I wanted sex, but wasn't interested in endangering my marriage."
"At that time? Does that mean that now you don't care?"
"I don't know what it means mom. Would you like for me to arrange for the two of you to get together?"
"How would you do that?"
"I ended the affair, but we do still see each other occasionally. I'll arrange to meet him, you'll be there and I'll remind him about his asking me to fix him up with you and then I'll leave the two of you to work it out. But you will have to share him with me from time to time."
"I think that over the past month I've shown that I can share."
"How about Thursday? And wear heels. He is big into heels, hose and garter belts."
+++++
I called Ralph and asked him to meet me at the bar in the Hilton. He spotted me when he came in the door, but because of he high backs on the booths he didn't see my mom. As he moved toward where we were sitting I thought back to how our first time had come about.
It was at John's cousin's wedding. John was off on another one of his "Must take care of the client" trips - five clients sports fishing on the Gulf if I remember it right - and I had to go to the wedding alone to represent our part of the family. I had not been in the best of moods and Ralph had spotted that about a half-hour after he arrived at the reception. He elected himself as a committee of one to cheer me up. He danced with me and kept my drink full and tried real hard to cheer me up.
By the end of the reception I'd had so much to drink that he wouldn't let me drive home and he told me that he would take me home and that we would come back for my car the next day. On the way home he told me that John was working hard to insure our future and to make our life better, that the travel would lead to promotions, more money and eventually to a position where he would be the one staying home and sending others out on the trips. He kept trying to convince me that it would all work out in the end and that all I had to do was be patient. I had started crying and he pulled over to the curb and tried to comfort me and it all spilled out. How even when John was home he was always too tired to make love and how they hadn't made love in over four months and how there wasn't even any kissing and cuddling. Ralph had made all the appropriate noises;
"There, there Marion, don't cry, it will get better. I know John loves you, just be patient and it will get better."
He did get me to stop crying. At the house he walked me to the door and then he told me he would be back in the morning to pick me up to go get my car. I invited him in for coffee and he said no, that he had to be going, and I leaned forward to kiss his cheek. It was inadvertent, but my lips had touched his mouth and it was like a spark passed between us and suddenly my body was pressed into his and our tongues were wrestling as his arms went around me.
He took me right there in the hall entryway.
He spun me around and I bent at the waist and supported myself by putting my hands down on the little table just inside the door and spread my legs as I moaned:
"Hurry, please hurry, I need it."
He pushed the gusset of my panties aside and pushed his cock into me. I was dry and it hurt as he pushed deeper and deeper into me, but I had wanted it, oh God how I had wanted it and so I had ignored the minor pain and discomfort. The sheer erotic wickedness of it had caused my juices to start flowing and my dry vagina became moist and allowed him an easier time of it and then he had fucked the shit out of me as I urged him on and pushed my ass back at him. I had cum twice before I heard him ask if I was protected. I wasn't, but I hadn't cared. I wanted - needed - to feel his hot cum to bathe my insides.
"Yes" I had gasped, "Yes I am. Give it to me, give it to me" and he gave one hard push and I felt his cock pulse and that sent me into another orgasm. When he stopped pushing into me I spun around and went to my knees in front of him and took his slimy cock into my mouth. On my knees just inside my front door sucking my father in law's cock - how hot that had been! I sucked him clean and then I stood up and took his hand and led him into his son's bedroom and I let him fuck me three more times on his son's bed. We fell asleep together and that had been the start of it.



For the next six months we got together every time that John left on one of his excursions and a few times when he was still at home. Once I did Ralph in the basement while John watched a football game just over our heads. One night after we had just finished a strenuous bout and while I was sucking Ralph's cock to try and get him up again he'd said:
"I know I'm twenty years older that you Marion and I know it will scandalize the family, but you and I belong together" and that was the end of it. I wasn't all that happy as far as my situation with John was concerned, but I was nowhere near being ready to leave John and I sure wasn't ready to marry his father.
Ralph had been my first infidelity and it had shown me that I felt no remorse at getting the sex that John wasn't giving me from someone else. The six months with Ralph also had shown me that long term relationships tended to get too involved so I resolved that my next lover wasn't going to be much more that a one night stand. Since then I have lost count of how many cocks have done John's job for him.
+++++
Ralph reached the table and I saw his face as he saw my mom sitting there. I giggled and said:
"What's the matter pops? Did you come expecting to maybe get laid tonight?"
He looked from me to my mother and said, "Good evening Mona. Marion didn't tell me that you were going to be here, but I am delighted to see you."
He slid into the booth next to mom so he could face me and I saw the unspoken question on his face.
"You once asked me to fix you up with my mom. Consider yourself fixed up. Now I'm going to leave the two of you alone to work out the details. I'll call you in the morning mom. You two enjoy."
I got up and left them there and went off to find myself a stud for the night.
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From: Christina
To: Just Plain Bob
Sent: Monday, October 16, 2006
Subject: The man is never satisfied.
Did I tell you that both Dave and Nick gave me their cards and cell phone numbers? Hubby wants to know if I liked either of them enough to call him up. I said, "Hell, I liked both of them. They were both nice guys." He said both would be fine with him. The man is totally immoral!
A neighbor invited us to an "Adults only" Halloween party on the 28th, but she was quick to explain that it didn't mean 'naughty' costumes; it juts meant get a babysitter for the rugrats.
Love you, Chris
From: JPB
October 18, 2006
My weeks sucks so far my love. Was having problems with Word 97 and Microsoft doesn't support it anymore so I upgraded to Office 2003 and it seems that my computer does not like the change. I am in software hell right now. Contacted Microsoft for help and an example of what I'm getting follows:
"I worked on this issue and let's trouble the issue and settle down."
And...
"If you would like to feel more comfortable speaking to someone else contact my manager Upyukta."
Needless to say, my problem has not yet been solved. I'll be in touch (probably have to route my e-mail through India).
Take care, Bob
From: Chris
October 19, 2006
How can software companies say they "no longer support" an older version? Ford and Chevy couldn't get away with saying, "Gee, a '97 model? Sorry, we no longer support that car."
It is almost lunchtime and to humor hubby I was considering calling Dave. I'll let you know if I do.
Love, Chris
From: Chris
October 20, 2006
Nothing new on this end. I'll be leaving for the day in a few minutes (I hope - I hate it when the f_in' phone rings at this time of day). I didn't call Dave. I thought about it, and thought, "It's not like I want to date him or anything." I'm not looking for an affair. I was looking for what hubby so aptly puts "an adventure," and to me newness is a big part of an adventure. How would I come home from a night with Dave (or Dave and Nick) and it sound any different than the last time when I tell hubby about it?
Anyway, I'm thinking of you,
Chris
From: JPB
October 21, 2006
Call Dave. If you've thought about it that means you would like to. Believe me sweetie, Gary isn't interested in you having something different to say after having fun with Dave - it is the fact that you ARE having fun with Dave that is lighting his fire. You know your hubby well enough to know when to pull back from another guy if Gary thinks you are seeing too much of him. Look on it as a "friends with benefits" kind of thing. One more thing - I could be wrong, but I get the impression that you like having two playmates at the same time. Dave and Nick would seem to fill the bill and you sound like you like them both. Here is a thought for you - maybe what would work for you and Gary is the affair that you say you aren't looking for. Instead of taking pot-luck every once in a while maybe a steady fellow (fellows?) you see once every couple of weeks or so would work. Ask Gary what he thinks. He might like the idea of knowing he is going to get what he wants more often and he may even be more comfortable knowing that it is from a steady source and not scatter-shot. But then what the fuck do I know? I'm just a dirty old man with a warped mind who wants you, can't have you and so is enjoying you by proxy.
Thinking of you, wanting you and all that kind of stuff,
Bob
From: Chris
October 21, 2006
Unfortunately, I decided not to call Dave before I got your message. However, I tossed an idea to hubby that he liked -- I told him I could dress a little trashy and show up like an escort at Dave's door for a Halloween "Trick or Treat" next Friday. What do you think?
Oh, you are right on most of what you said. I really lucked out. I DID like Dave (and Nick) and I sure didn't mind the two of them entertaining me. I think I told you once before that I really believe a woman is made for a MFM threesome (although I do enjoy reading about your MMMF 4-somes!!). As for the affair...I don't think either hubby or I am too sure about that. If I do see Dave next Friday I may have a better answer by next Saturday. However, you also said, "Friends with benefits" and I consider that much different than an affair, and easier to maintain, as long as all those nasty emotions and jealousies don't come into play. The problem being you usually find out they are in play when it is already too late to avoid the messy stuff.
Love, Chris
From: JPB
October 22, 2006
I like the idea, but I don't think it will work. Dave sounds of an age that he may already be gone out to party by the time you arrive. Maybe if you called him and said you would like to go to a party dressed like a trashy slut and would he be interested?
Come knock on my door and ask for some candy, Bob
From: Chris
October 22, 2006
I like your idea better. I think I'll call him when I sign off. He's male and it is Sunday...there is a small likelihood that he is watching football. I may go easy on the "trashy slut" talk just to see if he is interested in hooking up again without that added motivation.
Love you, C.
From: Chris
October 24, 2006
Well, I called Dave at lunch today and I didn't get good vibes from him at all. I have a feeling that in the harsh light of day I looked pretty much the slut, bedding him and his roommate on the night that I met them. Oh well, it's my own fault. I guess that I was just really up for an adventure and I surprised them.
Yours, Chris
From: Chris
October 25, 2006
Guess who called. No, not Dave, Nick. He said Dave told him I called and then gave him my caller ID number (it just shows up as the main number for the company and he had to talk to several people after that to track me down).
He said he would LOVE to get together with me, anytime I'm available -- "the sooner the better." He was very nice and said he knew that Dave had plans for the weekend, but he didn't.
I guess that makes me feel a little better.
Love, Chris
From: Chris
October 26, 2006
I know its Thursday but I don't know yet!
I hate to wearing a pout, but I guess Dave's reaction brought me down, and then I thought about what I did, and then I asked myself why I do it, then I worry about what kind of lover and spouse and partner I am and why don't I just quit this extra-marital stuff, and...blah, blah, blah...--aren't you glad you aren't a woman?
I don't know what I'm going to do. But I DO know that if I see Nick there is NO FUCKING WAY Dave will be joining us.
Yours, Chris
From: JPB
October 26, 2006
I don't know if Nick is going to get lucky tonight or not, but if he does I see Dave walking in on the two of you and then stripping to join you. Since Nick will already be occupying the "Promised Land" Dave goes to put his cock in your mouth and you snarl at him, "Get that fucking thing away from me if you don't want it bitten completely off" and then you spend the rest of the night reducing Nick to a puddle of sweat while Dave has to sit in the front room and listen.
I'm sitting here and seeing it in my mind. You walk up to the apartment door looking like a stone ass slut and when he answers your knock you say, "Hi there sailor, want to fuck?" If he says anything other than, "Good God yes" knee him and go home.
Love, Bob
From: Chris
October 27, 2006
Well, I am going to see Nick tonight (see! I AM a slut!). Hubby is happy about it too. Sorry to say, but I'm not dressing up. We are meeting at his favorite Italian restaurant (which I think is such a waste -- if I know that dinner will be followed by gymnastics I never want more than a small salad). The night I met Nick and Dave I was so sorry that I pigged out on ribs! Ugh!
And yes, I hope Dave does come home and try to join in so I can tell him to buzz-off!!! However, I might give him a charity fuck on the way out next morning - just to show him what he missed out on all night. (After all, I'll probably still be horny and Nick will have passed out from exhaustion!).
Yours, C
From: Chris
October 28, 2006
Last night was a dud. We were having a nice and somewhat romantic dinner when Nick's cell phone went off. It was a call from his ex. His son had been arrested for DUI (leaving his high school football game) and the ex wanted Nick to handle it. Hubby was really surprised when I got home early.
I'm beginning to think that anything to do with Dave or Nick is ill-fated.
Besides, as I told you earlier, I get a much bigger thrill from a new adventure (whether it actually ends in sex or not) than I did last night having dinner with a nice guy and knowing that we were going sex afterwards. Let's face it --it was a date -- and I'm MARRIED! I don't want to date. Can I say I just want to fuck around for the buzz it gives me?
Anyway, off to a neighbor's party with my hubby.
Chris
From: Chris
October 30, 2006
Hello sweetie,
How was your weekend? All is well in Christina's land. Nothing to report on the naughty side. Hubby and I went to a Halloween party last night at the neighbors and you get credit for our costumes (We had just finished reading "A Super Hero's Slut"). Gary dressed in a Spiderman T-shirt and plastic mask and I wore a short dress and a RED, RED wig as Mary Jane. I looked sexy as all get out and I did get hit on several times and even though I was tempted by one or two you know how I feel about playing close to home. Gary called me a spoil-sport. If it was up to him he would have had me doing a gangbang with everyone there in the middle of the dance floor. What am I going to do with that boy?
Also some gossip to pass along.....
Did I ever tell you about a nice guy I met at our Y's free swimming? He brought his pre-schooler and I brought mine. We ran into each other several times and it was nice talking to him and I did at one time feel like we might get something going. WELL! The big scandal in the mother's locker room is that he and the Lifeguard were having a torrid affair and his wife found out about it and is now in the process of cutting his balls off (financially and legally). The Lifeguard is eighteen now, but she wasn't when the affair started. This could get very, very ugly! I'm SO glad we didn't take our conversations anywhere.
Love you! C
From: JPB
October 30, 2006
Don't you feel bad now knowing that you are responsible for that poor man's plight? If you had just pressed on and had gotten something going with him he would have never had to turn to the lifeguard in the first place.
Did you go to the party as MY Mary Jane (cock hungry slut) or the one portrayed in the comics (brain-dead publicity seeker with big tits and minimal talent)?
Bob
From: Chris
October 30, 2006
I just knew you would blame me for the Swimmer's terrible plight. Sometimes I think you and hubby share the same brain. Apparently I was too old for him! Besides, he must not have been very discrete -- that has to be one of the worst things in an adulterous affair.
Now which MJ do you think I was at the party? Besides, doesn't brain-dead, publicity seeker with big tits and minimal talent sound more like the real me?
Love, Chris
From: Chris
November 5, 2006
First Friday has come and gone and a frustrating and wasted night it was. Several of us went to a new club that had only been open about a month or so. As usual being an unattached female got me lots of free drinks and invitations onto the dance floor and by the time my friends all left roaming hands had me hot enough to fuck and you better believe that was my intention. I was sitting in a booth with a hot young guy (at least five years younger than me - what is it with me and cradle robbing?) and he had his fingers in my pussy when I happened to look up and see two of my neighbors walk in with their husbands. I excused myself to go use the ladies room and snuck out the back door and hurried on home. Poor Gary - he turned out to be the one who had to put out the fire. I think I hurt him. He is walking funny today.
Love you, Chris
From: Chris
November 9, 2006
I've been invited to the bar tonight when I get off work to join and impromptu "oh, oh, George peed his pants and fired Rummy!" party. Hey! I'll probably get a free beer or two out of it.
C
From: JPB
November 9, 2006
I hope Karen is at the bar for the impromptu party and that she leads you astray. I can't have you and help Gary with his fantasies, but I can hope that at least some lucky dude gets you.
Love, Bob
From: Chris
November 9, 2006
As a matter of fact last night did end with a little smooching and a phone number. This guy got up from the bar and joined our party. He was drowning his sorrows, but finally did admit that "W" couldn't finish a Sunday crossword puzzle. When I got up to leave he offered to walk me to my car. I went to the restroom and told him to meet me by the door. We talked at my car and one thing led to another, but it didn't go beyond swapping tongues. Hubby suggested I call him and set something up with him to help him get over the election results.
I do want to tell you what happened to me today. It is like something out of one of your stories, but, in real life, it pissed me off. When I signed on this morning I had an e-mail from the VP in charge of our little 'road-show' thing. He was inviting me to a business lunch with a potential client. When I called him to ask what to prepare for the meeting he said:
"You don't have to prepare anything Christina, I just want you there looking pretty and being pleasant."
Well, I went and I was pleasant, but I was grinding my teeth the entire time. I'm NOT going to say no to a VP. Sexist bastard! Even hubby agreed that I wasn't overreacting. What do you think?
Love, Chris
From: JPB
November 9, 2006
Sounds to me like your lunch was a fishing expedition on his part. Maybe he just wanted to see how you would handle it before trying something heavier. Then again, he may be a DOM like me and likes to be in the company of beautiful women. Also, you don't know what he told the other guy about you or if he told the guy anything at all. Maybe he just wanted you on his arm so the other guy would think you were his honey -- make him look like a stud (I know you will find that hard to believe, but men do do things like that).
Love, Bob
From: Chris
November 10, 2006
I'm sorry, I wasn't very clear about the client meeting. I think I was invited (can I say this without sounding terribly un-humble?) as a decent looking woman who doesn't have a problem conversing with people (especially men) to make an eighth for the table. The business luncheon was the client (3 men), the VP (who I love, but really think he is gay), his administrative assistant (an attractive 60 y.o. woman) and two male flunkies. All I had to do was be sociable and talkative. I'm over it and besides, it is never a bad thing for a VP to know you by your first name (as long as you haven't recently fucked up).
About the phone number...I think I went through this with you before. Hubby just called and asked if I had called the man. But that ends up in a date, and as I have told both of you I'm NOT looking to date someone -- I just like the 'adventures' that pop up. Now, if I called him and said, "Meet me at The Hot Sheet Motel at 7 and don't be late" that would be an adventure (at least the phone call would be).
Yours, C
From: Chris
November 20, 2006
I know, I know, I'm a bad girl. I haven't answered any of your recent ones -- no excuses. Just busy at work and busy at home. Nothing happening here that would excite your fevered mind anyway. Gary is threatening to throw me out and replace me with some hot chick. He says he knows a Jehovah's Witness that is a bigger slut than I am AND she goes door to door. What can I say -- when it isn't there it isn't there.
Love you, Chris
From: JPB
November 24, 2006
Hope you didn't wake up with that stuffed feeling today (at least not from eating) - if it was the 'other way' I hope you woke up "fully stuffed" even if I didn't get to be the 'stuffer.'
I think you should give me a Christmas present. You can fly here and deliver it in person.
Love, Bob
From: Chris
November 24, 2006
I AM thinking about a Christmas present for you. You know how much I love the holidays and the mood I get into. Hubby is also asking me to "UP" my hot wife heat. I won't promise that Karen will be involved, but I would not be surprised if a little naughty adventure occurred between now and Christmas. I'm hoping it will be spontaneous and surprising (like the rib joint night!) and that I won't be driven to do something desperate, like last minute shopping just so I don't disappoint my two favorite men.
Yours, C
From: JPB
November 25, 2006
Whoa up sexy lady. I just love you to death and you know what I want, but don't you ever do something that you really don't want to do just to "do something" for me. My kick comes from you enjoying yourself.
Bob
From: Chris
November 27, 2006
Still eating leftovers? We are. Don't ever worry about me doing something I don't want to do. It won't happen. Hell, if I did stuff just to keep hubby happy the lucky men would number in the...well, there would be a lot of them! Besides, in my sexual career there were a couple of times that I didn't like what happened, and I'd never risk that happening again.
The company Christmas party is coming up. Big deal! They aren't going to have booze again this year so I'm sure the place will clear out as fast as it did last year. You do remember what happened last year, don't you? Could lightening strike twice?
Love, C
From: Chris
November 29, 2006
Shit, shit, shit!!!!
I just got back from a meeting with our HR person (about a 'troubled' employee on my team). After the meeting wraps up she then tells me that they are looking at a resume from someone who gave me as a reference. Yup --Matt from Toledo! She says his resume looks good and they are flying him out next week for an interview. Then she asked what I thought of him -- I assumed that she meant OUT of bed. I had to tell her the truth that he was sharp, personable, knew his stuff and that his boss told me that he was a hard worker. I couldn't screw his job chances because I screwed him. I've tried so hard to separate work from fun. Did I ever tell you that all the guys that were on the team that went to Toledo with me have left the company? There is no one left with the company who knows how big a slut I can be (except for Karen) and here comes Matt. What happens if he is hired and comes to work here? Who would have guessed it was even a possibility? SHIT! SHIT! SHIT!!!
Sorry to vent.
Love you, C
From: JPB
November 29, 2006
I am sure that you have heard the truism that "No good deed goes unpunished." Your good deed was in giving Matt a good recommendation. Your punishment will probably be Matt constantly trying to get you into the supply closet. Oh joy! Just think of the stories. For your own piece of mind I wouldn't share this bit of information with Gary. Then again, maybe you would like having him after you every day to go out and play with your new fellow employee. One possible way out -- point Karen at him.
Love, Bob
From: Chris
November 30, 2006
Well, I'm out of panic mode. Matt called me today after he heard from our HR department. Turns out he is a pretty cool guy after all.
Last night hubby played it just right - he was upset because I was upset and he didn't say anything that could be construed as a "hot wife" topic (even if he was thinking about it).
Anyway, Matt called me to say that he had been invited up for an interview, but he told me he had just accepted his "dream" job down in Miami. Then he said if it was possible that we could hook up again he would still come up for the interview. I told him I'd love to se him again. After he called HR back he called me back and said he was scheduled for an interview on Friday 12/8 and then he asked if he could book his return flight for Saturday instead of Friday. I told him that even though I could not make any promises about my weekend availability that if he felt lucky he might want to book the flight for Sunday. I am such a slut!!! Anyway, crisis averted and maybe some adventures coming to relate to you and hubby.



I wasn't worried so much about being chased into the supply closets and stairwells, I was worried because Matt is a guy and guys talk (and don't tell me they don't). At least Karen is discrete (so far) -- probably she has more sins to hide than anyone else.
Whew! I feel better.
Love you, Chris
From: Chris
December 1, 2006
This sucks!!! Guess who is still at her desk at 7:11 PM on a First Friday? The crowd left almost two hours ago heading for a hotel lounge Happy Hour and buffet which ended about 11 minutes ago.
Oh well, thinking of you and getting ready for the cold weather to hit us this weekend.
Yours, C
From: Chris
December 2, 2006
Oh Bob, I AM SUCH A SLUT!!! I did things last night that I haven't done since college. AND I didn't need Karen.
I got to the lounge too late to meet our crowd, but the band sounded great and so I decided to stay for a couple of drinks. A guy asked me to dance and he was a hunk so I got out on the floor with him and damned if I all of a sudden didn't get a tingle down you know where. We got all sweaty drinking and kissing and dancing and fooling around in his booth and around mid-night I'm in the handicapped stall in the men's room getting fucked by a guy I just met. Talk about romance! We were dancing and he all of a sudden took me by the hand and pulled me along to the men's room and believe me when I say I knew what was coming when he opened the door and pulled me in. He was pounding into me and I was moaning and groaning and outside the stall I could hear guys asking if they could be next.
Let me tell you - I was the center of attention when we got back to his booth. A half dozen guys came over to ask me to dance, but my stud ran them off. When I said I had to go he said he would walk me to my car, but we never got there. We ended up fucking in his big pick-up truck out in the parking lot. I felt so slutty looking out his window and seeing guys looking in while I'm on my back with my legs up on this guy's shoulders. I had a HUGE orgasm. THEN he walked me to my car and we ended up on my back seat doing it again. No names (he called me Buttercup and I called him Hunk), no phone numbers, nothing but sex. How disgusting am I? I was SO horny I just went with it. Of course feeling that horny can only mean one thing, so no surprise, this morning I got my you-know-what.
Gotta run. Birthday party for a neighbor and all I want to do right now is sleep.
Love, Chris.
From: Chris
December 3, 2006
From: Chris
December 3, 2006
I've been dealing with a tremendous case of the guilts this weekend. I acted so trashy and then I come home to the greatest guy in the world. Is he upset? No, of course not. I just don't deserve him. I do it with another guy and then I wonder why I'm not home doing it with the guy I love. This is just so weird. I'd swear off any and all extra-marital sex, but I know Gary would be disappointed (at least I think he would), and I also know it would probably happen again anyway. You have been there Dear, did Nan have second thoughts?
Forgive me for going on and on Dear. My hormones have been bouncing all over the place. Its time for me to sign off and cry for a while.
Love, Chris
From: JPB
December 3, 2006
Not that I ever knew of. She did express some regret over the wedding gangbang, but told me that it was because she couldn't let me know in advance that it was going down so I could have watched if I'd have wanted to.
DO NOT FEEL GUILTY because you are doing it with someone other that Gary. Don't ever forget that it is what he wants you to do. If you had called him from the bar and had told him what was going down and then asked him if he would rather have you come home and do it with him instead of some stranger what do you think he would have said? You have the best of both worlds my love; be grateful and take advantage of it while it lasts.
Yours in lust, Bob
From: Chris
December 3, 2006
Thank you lover. I am so glad that I have someone to vent these things with besides Gary. He is so sweet and always puts me first on our "issue" and I appreciate getting a "second opinion" from another man I care about and who has gone through what I put Gary through. I know you won't be surprised to hear that he said exactly the same thing you did: "If you had called, what do you think I would have said?"
Another thing you said: "Take full advantage of it" is also true. Its not like I don't get off on the naughty sex and then get off again coming home and telling Gary all about it.
Anyway, I'm feeling better.
Matt is coming in on a Friday morning flight, but has a return flight around 1 PM on Saturday. Just to give you some perspective on the fairer sex's hormone imbalance at certain times I mentioned to Gary that if he really DOES want to WATCH I could offer Matt our fold-out in the family room for Friday night. He's thinking about it. I really don't know what his final answer will be -- and if it is yes, will I be able to do it? Stay tuned.
Thanks for being you, Chris
From: JPB
December 4, 2006
I'm glad I can be a sounding board and long distance shoulder for you. As far as can you if Gary says yes - of course you can. You love him and you love giving him what he wants. You will be a little nervous the first time, but it will go away when you feel the first orgasm coming on. YOU will be fine. There are two problems - one is Gary and the other is Matt. It is a big step from hearing about it to actually watching and/or joining in and Gary is going to be a whole hell of a lot more nervous than you. And Matt - Can he perform knowing that your hubby is watching? Is Gary going to be in the room? Is he going to participate? Can Matt handle any of those three? I know that the first time you planned on doing Matt he was going to share you with his buddy, but his buddy and your hubby are two different breed of cat.
My advice, as worthless as it sometimes is, is that you tell Matt that Gary is a sound sleeper and that you will come to him when Gary has fallen asleep. Tell him once Gary falls asleep a bomb wouldn't wake him up. Then, if Gary is going to play, wait until Matt is balls deep and going for the glory before you moan in his ear, "Can my husband play, please?" I promise you no man who is close to coming is going to stop, get up and leave.
Damn!!!!! Why can't it be me!!!!
Love you baby, Bob
From: Chris
December 5, 2006
Well, in discussing the "big night" Gary says that he is not interested in joining in (after all, it is all his peeping on his mom and sister and their lovers that is probably the basis for his whole thing). If that will change after his watching for a while neither of us knows.
And I'm with you -- I don't think a good-looking guy, just graduating from college is going to freak out if asked to share his booty.
We have the house set up so Gary can watch without Matt knowing. Grandmom has agreed to pick our son up after school and keep him till Saturday. Are we forgetting anything?
I have to admit I'm getting very excited about this weekend. I hope it all works out. Wish me luck.
Love, Chris
From: Chris
December 7, 2006
I just got back from my meeting with my favorite VP! Remember the one who invited me to lunch with him and some clients last month? Well, he wanted to know if I could accompany him, his PA and a flunky up to Boston to attend the client's company Christmas party. He had already cleared it with my boss! We will take a limo up on Wednesday 12/13 and limo back on Thursday. When I repeated that I knew nothing of the clients business he said that it wouldn't be important, that we wouldn't be doing all that much business and it would be a very nice party. As I said before, I'm not about to say no to a VP. I'm beginning to think that something is going on that I don't know about. No, not the VP - I still think he is gay.
Love, C
From: JPB
December 8, 2006
I know why he wants you along sweetie. Read the attached (Just Another Day At The Office) and pay attention to what Elaine is doing for corporate America. Wonder why the VP isn't taking Karen? You two just have to have a night out together for me.
I hear the garage door opener so that means the wife is back from her three day business trip. Got to run.
Yours, Bob
From: Chris
December 10, 2006
Whew! It has been a busy two days. Our plans for Friday didn't work out -- Gary didn't get to watch. Matt booked a motel by the airport. He said he wasn't comfortable coming to my house. I had put in for some personal time on Friday afternoon so I met Matt as soon as his interview was over and we went to his room.
Torrid sex from three in the afternoon until eleven the next morning. As soon as we got to his room I started to doing a slow strip for him, but he said, "To hell with that" and he grabbed me and pushed me down on the bed. The first time was with my skirt pushed up to my waist and my panties pushed aside. It was animal sex at its finest! The two of us just rutted there on the bed and I had two orgasms before I even got my clothes off.
Once they were off they didn't get put back on until the next morning. We didn't even stop to eat (not food anyway). We fell asleep around nine after several hours of cock sucking, pussy licking, sixty-nining and flat out fucking.
I woke up around mid-night and saw him lying there with his limp cock lying on his leg and I just had to go after it. He woke up just about the time I had him stiff enough to ride and I climbed on board. He was young, he was energetic, and he recovered fairly fast, but he was alone! The state I was in I needed two more guys in that room that night. I managed to get three more times out of him before I had to drive him to the departures area. I gave him a passionate kiss and said good-bye pretty sure that I would never see him again.
I used my cell to call hubby and tell him that there was still a fire that needed to be put out and to get ready for me.
Saturday night we went to a Christmas party at a neighbor's, but nothing to report. Too many close neighbors for me to risk anything (although Gary did point out two guys he thought I might have some fun with -- the man is incorrigible).
Picked our boy up today and went to the pool at the Y. It was great. Everyone must have been shopping. It was the two of us and a grandfather and granddaughter. We had a ball.
And now I'm getting ready to go back to work and get ready for our Boston trip on Wednesday.
What is it with December that brings out the slut in me? And we haven't even got to the company Christmas party yet and you KNOW how that turned out last year.
Love you baby, Chris
To be continued???
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"What's on your schedule this week?" Kathy asked her husband Mark.
He looked up from the morning paper and said, "Nothing special. Why?"
"It's my turn in the barrel again. I have to chaperone the Spring Dance and I was wondering if you would like to go with me."
"Yeah, right! You know how I feel about those things. I still don't understand why you have to do it. You baby sit those snot noses all day, five days a week. You shouldn't have to do it at night too. The parents should be the ones doing that. Let them set up a rotation and chaperone their own kids."
"You know why I have to be there. It is a school sponsored activity and there are liability issues. The school has to have representatives there and who better than those who know the kids bet - the people who, as you put it, baby sit them every day. Besides, I only have to do it a couple of times a year and it wouldn't kill you to go with me. We could have a couple of dances together. We haven't done that in quite a while."
"So I'll take you out dancing on Saturday, but I'm not going to spend my time watching a bunch of teenagers who will do everything they can to get away with whatever they can. It isn't my job to try and keep them out of trouble."
"Why do you talk about them that way? You were a kid once."
"Let it go Kathy, I'm just not interested."
+++++
She looked at herself in the mirror and approved of what she saw. Damned good shape for an old broad of thirty-two she thought. She giggled as she thought of all the young hard ons she was going to cause. Her legs looked fantastic. The four inch heels defined her calves perfectly and the dress was just short enough to display them to their best advantage. And black dresses and long blonde hair were a killer combination. One last look to check her make-up and it was time to go.
Mark looked up at her as she came into the room to kiss him goodbye and she saw the look in his eyes. He wanted her. He wanted her right then and with the slightest encouragement on her part he would take her right there on the living room floor. He had always been turned on by her legs and he was a high heels freak. Anytime she wanted to wind his watch all she had to do was put on a pair of heels. She smiled at him:
"Too bad you aren't going with me. Maybe we could have snuck off to an empty classroom and engaged in some scandalous behavior on some student's desk."
"If you aren't careful you could end up in one of those classrooms anyway. Those testosterone laden eighteen year olds are going to want to do bad things to you, especially looking like that."
"Hmmm, something to think about. Young, lusty, vigorous, fast recovering males. Maybe I won't miss you being there after all."
"Make sure they leave enough for me. I'll be ready for you when you get home."
"I'll just bet you will."
She bent and kissed him and then she headed for the school.
+++++
As she drove she thought about what she had said to Mark. Young, lusty, and vigorous; that pretty much summed up what she thought of the boys in her class. She giggled to herself as she thought about the 'fast recovering' part. She would never know about that, but then she really didn't know about the lusty and vigorous part either. She had arrived at that conclusion after becoming aware of all the 'tented pants' she seemed to create among the boys in her classes.
There was one boy in her last class of the day, Mike Dans, who seemed to get a hard on as soon as he walked through her classroom door and saw her and he kept it for the entire class period. She knew that because he sat in the front row. She had seen the lump and more than once she had wondered what it looked like, but she knew she would never know. There was only one way to find out and that way could land her picture on the front page of the daily paper. Add to that fact that orange was not her favorite color, jump suits were not very becoming and handcuffs were not her idea of fashion accessories.
She pulled into the school parking lot, parked and then sat in her car and went over what she was going to have to look out for during the course of the evening. At the last dance (thank God she wasn't chaperoning that one) someone had spiked the punch so she would have to check that periodically. The school had a strict "no smoking" policy and she would have to be on the watch for students trying to slip out and light up. Rumor had it that at the dance before last several students had gone outside and passed a 'joint' around.
And there were several students with 'reputations' that she was going to have to keep an eye on. Word had it that Nancy Wilde, Beverly Abbeg and Nancy Neubert were easy lays so they might try to slip out and on the boy's side Mike Dans and Stan North were natural born cock hounds and would bear watching. She giggled at the thought of Mike's lump; if she couldn't see it she would make sure that none of the girls at the dance that night would see it either.
+++++
The members of the student dance committee were just finishing the decoration of the gym as she walked in. Two of the boys on the committee saw her come in and she smiled inwardly as they stopped what they were doing and watched her walk over to where the DJ was setting up his turntables and equipment. She introduced herself to him and while the school had used him before and he knew the rules, she went over the most pertinent ones with him again. Specifically, the one about the need for him to stop the music immediately if he was signaled to do so. It had only happened once in the last ten years when a couple's behavior on the dance floor had gotten too outrageous.
As she walked over to inspect the refreshment table she noticed that the two boys who had watched her walk in and then walk over to the DJ were both sporting hard ons. Hopefully they were only the first two of many. She knew she was a cock-tease and she loved it. She kept it under wraps most of the time, but occasionally, like that night, she would let the tease inside her come out and play.
He other three chaperones arrived and they decided to split the gym into four parts and each one of them would be responsible for a part. The dance was two hours old before she had to do some chaperoning. Bud Naylor and Ruth Kalbach were dancing a little too close and were getting a little too 'touchy-feely' and when Bud's hand settled on Ruth's ass she started out onto the floor. Bud saw her coming and he stepped back and put a little distance between him and Ruth and his hand moved back up to Ruth's waist. Seeing that and knowing that Bud now knew she was keeping an eye on him she elected not to make a scene and she continued across the floor to the other side.
Ten minutes later she saw Lisa Hiss, Bev Holbrook and Nancy Neubert sneaking out of the gym. She followed them and caught them outside smoking. She told them to put out the cigarettes and get back into the dance or to get off of school property. She got dirty looks from them, but they did what she told them and went back inside. She took a quick look around to see if anyone else had snuck out and finding no one she headed back inside.
Just as she was putting her hand on the door to pull it open she saw Nancy Wilde come out of the gym and hurry down the hallway to room 112. Nancy took a quick look around to see if anyone was watching and then she entered the room and closed the door. She knew that Nancy knew that laving the gym and going into one of the classrooms was against the rules. She entered the school and moved down the hallway to room 112. She put her ear to the door and heard Nancy say, "....huge Mike. Bev told me you were big, but I had no idea."
She was reaching for the door knob when a boy's voice said, "Are you sure one of the chaperones didn't see you leave?" The voice was the voice of Mike Dans.
Nancy said, "I'm positive. Come on Mikey, hurry. I want to see if I can get that big thing in me."
"You know the drill Nance; you have to lick it before I stick it."
"God Mikey; I don't know if I can get that in my mouth."
She pulled her head away from the door. Just how big was Mike? Big enough apparently that the girls were passing the word around. She was intrigued by Mike's statement, "You know the drill." It seems that Mike was much sought after and was taking full advantage of it. She just had to see what he had. If she stormed into the room he would tuck it away in a hurry and she wouldn't see a thing, but there was a way. Room 112 was an exterior classroom; that is, it was on the outside of the hallway so it had windows to the outside as opposed to an interior classroom that butted up against other classrooms on all three sides with the hallway being the fourth side. She turned to go back outside.
She turned right and moved down the side of the building until she came to the only room that showed a light. She was fortunate in that she was on the dark side of the building. The parking lot, with all of its lights was on the other side of the building, and the bushes and hedges that ran along the sidewalks would block anyone from seeing her standing there looking in the window.
She cautiously peeked around the corner of the window frame and what she saw took her breath away. Mike was standing there with his pants and underwear in a puddle around his ankles and Nancy was on her knees in front of him looking at a huge cock. It must have been nine or ten inches long, and thick! As she watched Nancy take Mike's cock in her hand she wondered if the young girl would be able to take that huge thing inside her after she "licked it" and Mike went to "stick it." She wondered if she, with all her hours and hours of having sex with Mark, would be able to accommodate Mike.
In the room Nancy was stroking Mike and staring at the large purplish knob. It was obvious that she was trying to work up the courage to do what Mike wanted. Nancy looked up at Mike and he looked down at her with a smirk on his face; he was in control and he knew it. No backseat struggle here, with a girl who would make out and then refuse to go all the way. Nancy wanted his pole. Nancy had come after him after Bev told her what he had.
Mike got impatient and she saw his hands go to the back of Nancy's head and grip it. He pulled her head forward until the head of his cock poked at Nancy's lips. Nancy kissed the head of it and then opened her mouth. Mike pushed forward and Nancy took in a third of his hard cock. She wrapped her right hand around the girth at the base and began to move her head forward and back. After a few minutes Mike pulled his cock out of Nancy's mouth and lifted her up. He sat her back on a desk and Nancy spread her legs wide. Mike stepped forward and Nancy reached down and took hold of his pole and guided it to her pussy. Mike worked his cock into Nancy, splitting her pussy wide and then he began fucking her.
She watched what was going on in the room with rapt attention as she lifted the hem of her dress and her hand went inside her panties and toward her pussy. She wasn't even aware she was doing it until she had to spread her legs to give her fingers better access. Suddenly she was aware of how hot Mike and Nancy were making her. Her right hand was in her panties and stroking her clit while her left was rubbing her left breast. Her fingers were rubbing her clit furiously. She stabbed them inside her hole and then pulled them back and rubbed the engorged lips on either side of her pussy. She knew she was close to cumming so she concentrated on her clit. She wished she had Mark's cock between her legs, but he wasn't there and so she had to settle for her fingers.
She felt the orgasm coming and she stopped rubbing her breast and put her left hand against the building to steady herself as her body shook and trembled with the strength of her climax. She whimpered and then bit her lip to keep from screaming. She shuddered a few more times and then leaned limply against the wall of the building. Her orgasm had been explosive and as she leaned against the building gasping for breath.
She got herself under control, straightened her panties and let the hem of her dress fall. She took one last look in the window at Mike and Nancy going at it. The look of lust on Nancy's face almost sent her fingers back down to her pussy, but common sense prevailed. She had to get back to the dance before she was missed.
As she turned away from the window she heard giggles off to her right, a rustling of the bushes and then footsteps hurriedly moving away. The footsteps of more than one person! Who was it? How long had they been there? What had they seen? The giggles led her to believe they were kids and not adults. Were they neighborhood kids or, oh sweet Jesus; could they be some of her students?
Oh my God!
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I have known Edith almost all my life and for as long as I've known her she hadn't liked me. It started in the first grade when she accused me of pulling her pigtails. The teacher stood me in the corner for ten minutes despite my protests that I hadn't done it. Then, to add insult to injury Edith stuck her tongue out at me when I left the corner to go back to my seat.
That pretty much set the pattern for the next thirteen years. I had run ins with Edith in grade school, middle school and high school and the only thing I ever did to her was try to avoid her -- to stay out of her way. And then she went and married my brother.
+++++
College took me away from Edith and my brother, who chose to join the military rather than go to college, married Edith when he was discharged and came home. I heard that it was a whirlwind courtship. He came home from the Army, ran across her at a country western bar and three months later they were married in a civil ceremony. I didn't hear about it until the three days after it happened.
I made my weekly phone call home to my mother and she said, "Guess what? Jerry got married on Tuesday. I think you know her, Edith Patterson? Didn't you used to go to school with her?"
I couldn't for the life of me understand what Jerry could have seen in the bitch that would even make him think of putting a ring on her finger. Oh she was a good-looking girl and she did have a pretty good figure, but she had the personality of a grape. But then it was none of my business; I didn't have to live with her.
+++++
I graduated and took a job six hundred miles from home and for the next three years had little contact with my family except for weekly phone calls and two or three day visits over the Christmas holidays. One day my boss called me into his office.
"You are from the Denver area, aren't you?"
"Yes sir."
"Know the area pretty well?"
"Lived there the first eighteen years of my life."
"We are thinking of opening a branch in Denver. Based on your knowledge of the area where do you think we should locate?"
"If the choice were mine I'd go with the Denver Tech Center."
"Well the choice is yours Jimmy, so the Tech Center it is and the next question is how soon can you be moved?"
"Sir?"
"The office will be yours Jim. How soon can you relocate and set it up?"
"I'm almost done with McClaren project so I'll need to finish that. Everything else I can hand off to Mike. Say three weeks, two if I get lucky."
"Good. Get McClaren done and then we can sit down and chart out what we want to do in Denver.
+++++
I called my mom that night and asked if my old room was available for a couple of months and she said she was sure that we could work something out. At the time I didn't think anything of her response. She and dad were living alone in a three bedroom house so why wouldn't there be room?
I found out when I got there that they had redone the house. My dad's HO gauge model railroad had taken over my old room and mom had turned Jerry's room in to her sewing room. The basement was full of junk (stored relics according to my dad) so it looked as if I was going to have to live in a hotel or motel.
"Oh no" said my mom, "We've worked it out. Jerry and Edith have a three bedroom house and Jerry is looking forward to you staying with them."
Jerry maybe, but I seriously doubted that Edith was going to welcome me with open arms. It didn't take me long to notice that all was not well in the household. Edith treated Jerry like dirt and the worse she was to him the more he seemed to adore her. Ninety percent of his conversations with Edith could be boiled down to "yes dear," "whatever you say my dear," and "of course my love."
It was clear from the very first minute that I was in the house that Edith did not share Jerry's sentiments when it came to my staying there and she spent the first week I was there trying to bring me under her thumb like she had Jerry. Unfortunately for Edith I had grown up since our school days and I had learned (the hard way) not to always be Mr. Nice Guy. In fact, I had learned how effective being contrary could be. I ignored Edith. It was something that she wasn't used to and I could tell that she didn't like it, but she didn't know what to do.
It was during the second week of my stay that I found a way to rattle Edith's cage. She was good looking and had a good body and I was looking at her and wondering what kind of a fuck she would be and somehow she read it in my face. Later that evening I heard her tell Jerry that she was afraid to be left alone in the house with me. Jerry laughed and told her that she was imagining things.
"Damn it Jerry, he keeps undressing me with his eyes. Girls notice things like that."
"He's my brother Edith and I trust him."
"Well I don't!"
Jerry worked rotating shifts at the plant; four months on days, four months on swings and four months on graveyards. He was half way through his swing shift turn and that left Edith and me alone in the evenings. I started looking at her as if I was stripping her with my eyes and when she looked at me I would leer at her and rub my crotch. I'd whisper:
"So Edie (she hated to be called Edie), you think I'm going to rape you huh? Will you fight me if I do? Will you fight me real hard?"
One night we were sitting in front of the television and Edith got up to go to the bathroom and I asked her if while she was up she would please get me a beer.
"Why don't you get up and get it yourself?"
"Because I have a hard on and I'm not sure what you would do when you saw it -- attack it with a broom or try to pull my pants off to get to it."
"You are disgusting!"
"And you are, what? A cock hungry slut? I see you sitting over there glancing sideways at my package and wondering."
"I'm wondering all right. Wondering when you'll snap and try to rip my clothes off me."
"Not to worry Edie, it won't be me. If you want it you will have to come and get it. I won't go after my brother's wife, but I won't push you away if you come after me."
"Can't you think of anything but sex?"
"You say that as if sex is some horrible, nasty thing to be avoided."
"It is with you."
"Oh come on now Edie, I haven't even tried."
"No, but I know you and you will."
Two night later, the same situation; we were watching TV and she got up to use the john and I asked her to please get me a beer while she was up. That time she didn't say anything. When she came back into the room five minutes later I saw that she had taken her clothes off and put on a robe. She came over to me and bent down as she handed me the beer and her robe fell open enough for me to see that she was naked under it.
My mind immediately went into overdrive as I tried to figure out what she was up to. Was she trying to set something up? Get me to do something and then run to Jerry? What if she did? Was I all that keen on staying there anyway?
Those thoughts only took a fraction of a second to process and in that same fraction I decided on what to do. I ran my hand up her bare leg until it was only inches from her cunt. She didn't move, she just looked down at me and smirked.
"Happy now? Sure you don't want to go a little farther? I wish your brother could see you now, see how loyal you are."
"Go ahead and tell him," I said as I moved my hand those last few inches and felt her fur.
"He wouldn't believe me. He'd think I was just trying to get him to make you leave."
"We wouldn't want that, now would we?" I said as I took my hand away and I would almost be willing to bet that I saw disappointment in her eyes as I did.
+++++
That night changed the dynamic between Edith and me. Edith took to wearing her robe all the time when we watched television and she always moved in such a way that the robe would partially open so I could see that she was naked underneath. I was pretty sure by then that she was trying to tempt me into doing something, but to what end?
One night she sat there with the robe opened just enough that I could see part of her hairy cunt. She saw me as I kept glancing over at her and she smirked and said:
"What are you, a peeping tom or a lecher? Or are they the same thing?
I just smiled at her and then I pointed at the television set. "See that Edie? Most of the time it is just a big box full of electrical thingies that just sits there doing nothing. When you want to watch a program on it you have to push the ON button to make it work. That's the way your robe works too. Same principle. It just sits there covering things up. When you want to show what is under it you have to open it up. Just like you pushed the ON button so we could watch the TV you had to open your robe for me to see your snatch. You don't want me looking at it, close the robe."
"You are such a disgusting pig!"
"Disgusting Edie? You want disgusting?" I unzipped my fly, took out my cock and stroked it a few times. "You showed me yours, so I'll show you mind."
She got up and ran from the room as I laughed and put my cock away.
+++++
The next day was a hard one for me work wise. The contractors had finished the electrical on the new office and the building inspector had signed off on the Certificate of Occupancy. The office furniture had been delivered and I had wrestled it all into place. I was hot and sweaty when I got to the house so the first thing I did was take a shower. I was soaping my chest when the shower curtain opened and a very naked Edith got into the shower with me.
"Edith? What the hell are you doing?"
"Going to wash your back. Clean those places you can't reach," she said as she took my wash rag from me. She soaped it up good and then she said, "There are some other things that need to real clean also" as she reached for my cock and began washing it.
"I can get that part myself Edith."
"I know, but I'm the one who needs to be sure that it is clean enough."
"Clean enough for what?"
"For this" she said as she leaned down and took me in her mouth.
I was stunned. There wasn't any way that I wanted that to happen. All I want to do was fuck with my brother's wife, fuck with her mind not fuck her. Obviously somewhere along the way I'd misread something. One thing was certain however, Edith knew how to suck a dick and once she got started there wasn't any way I was going to stop her.
Her hands gripped my hips to steady herself and I felt her tongue working on me as she fucked her mouth with my cock. It had been months since I'd had a woman so I didn't last all that long. The first blast hit the back of her throat and she jerked her mouth off me and spit on the floor of the shower.
"Damn you Jimmy, I don't do that. I hate the taste."
"Then you should have warned me."
I turned the water off, grabbed a towel and did a quick rub down on both of us and then picked her up and started down the hall.
"What are you doing?"
"You got yours and now I'm going to get mine."
"What do you mean?"
"You'll see."
I carried her into her bedroom and set her down on the bed. "Not here" she said, "Not on Jerry's bed."
"Jerry's house, Jerry's wife, Jerry's brother, Jerry's bed; has a certain kind of symmetry, don't you think?"
I spread her legs apart and lowered my face to her pussy. "Don't do that, it's nasty."
"Why? Don't you wash it?"
"That's not what I meant. It's a nasty thing to do; Jerry says it is perverted."
"I'm not Jerry sweetie," and I went to work on her muff. It only took Edith sixty seconds to decide that 'nasty' was good and her hands grabbed my head and held me against her box as she started moaning and I hadn't even started on her clit yet. I attacked it and she arched up off the bed and cried out. I spent the next two minutes on her and by then my cock had risen to the occasion.
I laid back and pulled Edith on top of me, my cock sliced into her pussy and then I took my hands off of her and let her go. She bounced and wriggled, gasped, moaned and cried out as she worked to get us both off. I let her ride me for a good five minutes and then I reached up and took her nipples between my thumb and forefinger and I pinched and twisted and she screamed, "OH FUCK!" and had an orgasm. I was close so I grabbed her waist in my hands and held her as I rammed myself hard up into her and then I was there.
"Get off, get off me," I cried, "I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna shoot."
"Do it" she hissed, "Fill me, do it, do it" and I erupted.
When I was soft I said, "I didn't want to cum in you. I didn't want to take a chance on getting you pregnant."
"I'm on the pill."
"I thought they weren't 100% effective?"
"I know, that's why I'm also wearing a diaphragm."
"You took the time to put in a diaphragm? You mean this wasn't spontaneous? Not spur of the moment?"
"What do you think? I want it again," and she took my limp lizard in her hand.
"It may be a while."
"I'll help," she said and she slid down and took my cock in her mouth.
"I thought you didn't like the taste?"
"It's not bad mixed with me."
I pulled away from her and she clutched at me and cried, "Where are you going?"
"No place, I just want to see."
"See what?"
"What we taste like together" and I pulled her into a sixty-nine.
"Oh god" she moaned, as I fastened my mouth on her pussy. "It's a good thing Jerry can't see this, he'd tell us we were going straight to hell" and then she swallowed my cock.
We went twice more before she pushed me away and said, "I need to shower and then straighten the bedroom before your brother gets home."
No other words were said and I went to my room wondering what had just happened and why.
+++++
That day opened the floodgates. From then on Edith was on me as soon as I got home from work. She would meet me at the front door naked and ready and many times on the floor just inside the door is where we did it. I never asked her why she was doing it because I really didn't want to know. I felt guilt at fucking my brother's wife, but I let myself rationalize it. I didn't go after Edith, she came after me and the fact was that I didn't have enough strength of character to push her away. Besides, the guilt had a way of disappearing with the application of her hot pussy or her hot mouth to my cock.
One day I asked, "Aren't you afraid that Jerry may come home early someday and catch us?"
"No, not really. He's a nice guy, but he's not the sharpest knife in the drawer. I could tell him we were just playing a trick on him and he'd believe it."
I wondered why, since she seemed to have such a low opinion of him, she had even married him, but I kept my mouth shut.
Saturdays and Sundays were bad days around the house. Jerry didn't go out or do anything; he just sat in the recliner in front of the TV, watched ball games and drank beer. This drove Edith nuts because she wanted to fuck, but would rather have done it with hubby out of the house. Since he stayed in she got inventive.
She got me down in the basement on the pretext of helping her move something and then sat on the dryer while I put the pipe to her. Next she cleared a space in the basement directly under where Jerry's recliner was so she could hear if he got up, put a rolled up sock in her mouth and then got on her knees and motioned me to move in behind her. Another time when Jerry was in the shower she grabbed me and with one ear on the shower she spread her legs and told me to hurry up and fuck her. I came just as Jerry turned the water off.
Once, after a very long evening that started at the front door, moved to the kitchen table, went from there to the living room couch and then finally ended up on her bed I asked:
"Why? You spent thirteen years of your life showing me how much you disliked me and now you can't seem to keep your hands off me. What gives?"
"You mean you've never figured it out?"
"I guess not."
"Keep thinking about it; it will come to you sooner or later. Meanwhile, let me see if I can make this work again" and she reached for my cock.
"Damn Edith, don't you ever get enough? Between me and Jerry you ought to be walking around bowlegged."
"Jerry has nothing to do with it. He takes it out of his pants, puts it in me, grunts for a minute or a minute and a half, asks me if it was good for me too and then he rolls over and goes to sleep."
Once again I asked myself why she was with him if she had such a low opinion of him. Oh well, not my problem.
+++++
I had the office up and running so I could finally take the time to go and look for a place of my own. Saturday at dinner I told Edith and Jerry that I was going to start looking for a place. Edith took the news calmly and the facial expression she gave Jerry said, "It's about fucking time." Jerry, on the other hand, went to work to try and talk me into staying.
"I feel better knowing she's in safe hands while I'm at work."
She was in my hands all right, but not safe, at least by his definition. Later on I overheard Edith telling him she was glad I was leaving and to stop trying to talk me out of going. An hour later she was asking me if I was crazy.
"It is so much easier for the two of us if you are here."
"Oh come on Edith, I overheard you telling Jerry you were glad I was leaving."
"Of course I told him that. As long as he thinks I want you gone he won't get suspicious of us. Don't get a place of your own, please, just stay here."
"I need to get a place of my own Edith. I need to get out and date. I need to meet eligible women, get married, raise a family."
"You can have all that here. I'm already doing everything a wife could do for you. I wash your dirty clothes, I cook for you and you are getting more sex from me than you ever would from a wife. If you want a family I'll have your babies. I'll go off the pill and I'll wear my diaphragm when I'm with Jerry and take it out when I'm with you. Just tell me how many you want and I'll give them to you."
That almost stunned me into silence. She'd have my babies? What the fuck was going on!
"Now you are being just plain silly Edith. How could I acknowledge them? I'd have to move out so you would have a room to put them in. Why would you do that to Jerry? Jerry is a good husband to you so why are you messing around with me?"
"I don't love Jerry and you are much, much better in bed than he is."
"If you don't love him why in God's name did you marry him?"
"It's complicated."
"Well tell me so I can see if I can understand it."
"Not now. Maybe some day, but not now."
+++++
The next morning at breakfast Jerry asked me again not to leave.
"I start my four months on mid-nights in two weeks and I would really feel better about it if I knew you were here with Edith. I don't like having to worry about whether or not she is okay. I know that there isn't a whole lot of crime in this area, but I'm a natural born worrier. Please stay Jim, help me out."
I needed to get away from Edith. I REALLY needed to get away from Edith. Oh I know that I was loving all the sex I was getting, but always in the back of my mind I was asking myself, "What is she up to?" I couldn't forget all the trouble she caused me from first grade all the way through high school and I couldn't help but think that her seducing me (hey- she was the one who opened her robe and who climbed in the shower with me) was part of a plan. But a plan for what?
I couldn't see her going to Jerry and telling him unless she was ready and willing to go down in flames with me. I could be wrong of course. I could simply be a case of past history making me jumpy. For all I knew it was just my animal magnetism driving her wild. Yeah, right. I really, really needed to get out of Jerry's place and into one of my own.
+++++
I started going through the papers looking for an apartment close to work. When I got off work I drove around looking for a decent apartment and I found plenty of them, but I couldn't find what I wanted. Well, that's not exactly true. I couldn't find what I wanted at a price I could afford to pay. So I was still at Jerry's when he started his graveyard shift.



I quickly found out that his change of work schedule was not going to change the quantity of sex that I was getting from Edith, it just changed the timing. I was no longer met at the door with blow jobs; I started getting them to wake me up in the morning.
I usually went to bed around ten-thirty during the week and got up at five thirty in the morning. Now that Jerry was working mid-nights his car was no sooner out the driveway than Edith was climbing into bed with me. If I were asleep she would wake me up with a blow job and then fuck me until I couldn't get it up any more. When the alarm went off in the morning she would be in bed sleeping with me, all snuggled up against me.
Jerry's very first night on graveyards Edith came into my room, turned on the light and pulled the covers down. I was in that half awake/half asleep state when I felt my cock being handled. She squeezed it a couple of times and then she took it in her mouth and I felt her tongue slither around it. I grew as I came fully awake and my cock became even harder as her hand took hold of my ball sack and I thought the same thoughts that I always did at that point:
"Fuck it. I am not moving away from this. No fucking way am I going to walk away from this."
She took her mouth off me and climbed up over me and as she lowered herself down on my spike she moaned:
"Ready for me lover? I'm ready for you. See how hot and wet my pussy is? You make it that way lover, you make me so fucking hot. Do you like me being a slut for you Jimmy? That's what I am Jimmy, I'm your slut baby, your very own fuck slut. Fuck me Jimmy, fuck me."
"Leave? Not on your ass" I thought as I drove myself up into her
+++++
This went on for three weeks before I finally convinced myself that I'd better stop being so picky about apartments; I'd better just find something that I could afford and soon. I needed to get out of Jerry's house before he came home from work early one day and found the two of us wrapped around each other and snoring away. I knew I had to get out, but as much as I knew it I still didn't and the reason was Edith's hot mouth and her constantly wet pussy. And there was another reason, even though I resisted admitting it to myself, I had fallen in love with her. It killed me to be around her knowing that except for what she gave me when Jerry wasn't there she could never be mine. All I would ever have of her was what I could get while I was in my brother's house
What finally stirred me into action was what happened on the first night of Jerry's fourth week on mid-nights. Edith came into the room as soon as Jerry was gone, got in bed with me and when she had worn me out she had cuddled up next to me and murmured:
"I hope that tonight was the night Jimmy. I do really hope that tonight was the night."
I had my arms wrapped around her and was nuzzling her neck as I asked, "The night for what sweetie?"
"I hope we made a baby tonight."
"What?" I said as my blood turned to ice water.
"I hope you got me pregnant tonight lover. I know you want kids so I want to give you one. I went of the pill when Jerry changed shifts and tonight I didn't put my diaphragm in. I want your baby Jimmy, I want you to get me pregnant."
That was my call to action! The next day I took the very first apartment I saw that I could afford and the day after that I had moved in.
Jerry wasn't very happy about it, but he understood where I was coming from when I told him I needed space so I could concentrate on my relationship with my girlfriend (which I didn't have, but he didn't know that). I told him that it seemed to be getting serious and might lead to wedding bells. That little bit of information seemed to trouble him, but I didn't ask why.
Edith was furious with me. She wouldn't even talk to me although I did over hear her tell Jerry that she was "Glad that the damned freeloader was out of the house."
+++++
It was two weeks after I had moved in to the apartment. I'd had a fairly good day at work and I was in a good mood when I came home. That mood evaporated when I found Edith sitting in the parking lot waiting for me. If I'd have seen her before she saw me I would have kept on going, but she had been watching for me and she got out of her car and stood there while waiting for me to park.
I got out of my car and she walked up to me, grabbed me and kissed me and when she broke the kiss I asked her what she was doing there:
"I came to give you a blow job and then I'm going to fuck your brains out, at least what few you have."
"I don't think that would be a good idea Edith."
"I didn't ask you what you thought about it. I just told you what I was going to do. Now, do we go into your apartment or do I create a scene out her in the parking lot?"
I most definitely didn't want a scene so we went into my apartment. As soon as she was in the door Edith was shedding clothes. I repeated what I'd said in the parking lot about it not being a good idea.
"Just shut up Jimmy and get your clothes off. I wouldn't have to be here if you would have just stayed with me where you belonged."
"Where I belonged? Why in God's name did I belong with you?"
By then she was down to high heels and thigh high nylons, but I had made no move to undress so she muttered, "Stupid fucking men" and she came over to me, went to her knees and reached for my zipper. I'm not even close to being a strong guy, I proved that when I let her seduce me in the first place, and my dick was already on the way up before she got her dress all the way off. When she went to her knees in front of me I remembered the hot mouth, the steaming pussy and the way she had of turning me into mush and I didn't fight.
She sucked my cock until I came and then she stood up, "Get your damned clothes off Jimmy, hurry up damn it, I need to be fucked."
"Jerry has five hours before he leaves for work. You should be home fucking him."
"I don't want him, I want you" she said as she unbuttoned my shirt. "Why did you leave me Jimmy? Why did you take off and abandon me?"
"I left when you told me that you were trying to get me to get you pregnant. It was bad enough that I was fucking my brother's wife, but there wasn't any way I was going to give him kids to raise and support that weren't his. Any babies in that house need to be his."
"I don't want his babies Jimmy, I want yours."
By that time I was naked and she pulled me down on the floor, got on her knees and said, "Fuck me Jimmy, fuck your slutty sister in law. Shove your cock into your slut Jimmy, fuck me, fuck me hard."
When it was over she led me into the bedroom and we went sixty-nine until I was hard again and then she rolled over onto her back and spread her legs wide.
"Look at it Jimmy. Look at my pussy. It's yours Jimmy; it has always been yours. Fuck me baby, please fuck me."
It was another exhausting session and it left me drained and a little light headed. I looked at the bedside clock and saw what time it was and told her that she needed to get home to her husband.
"I don't want to go home to him Jimmy, I want to stay here with you. I'm yours Jimmy, I've always been yours."
"You aren't making any sense Edith. Most of our life you didn't even like me. All you ever did was cause me problems and try to get me into trouble."
"That's the only way I could get you to notice me Jimmy. I've been stuck on you since grade school and you never paid me any attention at all. I wanted you to notice me Jimmy, that's all I ever wanted, but you wouldn't even come to me to ask me why I was so mean to you. All you ever had to do Jimmy, was notice me. If you would have come to me and asked me why I kept bothering you I would have told you."
"If it was always me why did you marry Jerry?"
"When you went off to college marrying Jerry was the only way I could stay connected to you; the only way I could be sure of being around when you came home to visit. When you moved in with us I saw my chance and I took it. We belong together Jimmy and I know it even if you don't."
"You don't know what you are saying Edith. There can't ever be anything like that between us. You are Jerry's wife and even though I feel guilty as hell for what we have been doing I won't be responsible for breaking up his marriage."
"You won't have to, I'll do it. He has been screwing Mary Ellen McCallister for almost three years now. I've known about it, but I never said anything because I needed to be with him to stay in touch with you. Now that we are together I'll divorce him for adultery and then you and I can be together."
"Yeah, right, and we won't even think about the fact that my family will never speak to me again."
"It might not be easy at first, but they will get over it."
"Aren't you overlooking something? That maybe I don't feel the same about this as you do?"
"Bullshit Jimmy, I know you do even if you don't realize it yet. I can tell from the way you stroke my body, the way you hold me after we make love, the way you run your fingers through my hair and the way you kiss my neck and nibble on my ear lobes. You love me Jimmy, you can hide it from yourself, but you can't hide it from me. Accept it Jimmy, I'm yours and like it or not you won't be able to get away from me."
Her hand took hold of my cock and she said, "Once more lover, before I go home and break the news to Jerry."
+++++
Edith confronted Jerry, told him she knew all about Mary Ellen and that she wanted a divorce. He didn't put up any fight at all, just said;
"Fine. If that's what you want go ahead."
While waiting for the divorce to become final Edith spent quite a few evenings at my place, but felt that for the sake of appearances that she shouldn't spend the night. Several times during that period Jerry and I went out drinking and I offered him a shoulder to cry on, but he never did. He didn't cry in his beer over Edith and what he told me on one of those nights really shook me up.
"Edith and I were a mistake from the start. I have no idea why we even got married. We weren't married six months and I knew I had made a mistake. There wasn't anything wrong with her; it was me. I didn't really want to be with her, but I couldn't figure out how to leave. I guess in a way I was relieved when she found out about Mary Ellen since that way she could end the marriage because I couldn't seem to be able to do it. Hell, I even tried to sandbag you."
"How so?"
"I did everything I could think of to throw you two together. Why do you think I was so keen on having you stay with us? Why I tried to argue you out of moving to a place of your own? It was my hope that the two of you would click and that I would come home from work one day, find both of you gone and a note on the kitchen table asking me to forgive you."
"You can't be serious. Edith doesn't even like me. I heard her tell you to stop trying to talk me out of leaving. I heard her call me a freeloader and I heard her tell you that she was damned glad that I was finally going to be out of the house."
"Yeah, but she was not glad for the reason you think. I saw the way she looked at you when she didn't know I was watching her. She was glad you left because it took away the temptation. I think another month and something would have happened between the two of you. You can protest all you want bro, but just as I saw the way she looked at you I saw the way you looked at her. You could do worse Jim, you could do a lot worse. She is good looking, a great cook, keeps a spotless house and is pretty good in the sack. I can't for the life of me figure out why all of a sudden I didn't want her."
"Yeah Jerry, sure. I can see it now, "Hi mom, hi dad, you all know Edith right? She's my new girlfriend, ain't that cool?" I can just imagine Thanksgiving and Christmas dinners at their house. You on one side of the table, me and Edith on the other and mom and dad looking at each other and wondering where they went wrong in raising me."
"If they saw that I accepted it they would too."
"You can't be serious. You are pimping your wife to me?"
"My ex-wife. About to be ex-wife anyway, and like I said, you could do a lot worse."
+++++
The divorce was final eleven months ago and four months ago Edith and I got married. It raised more than a few eyebrows that my best man was my brother Jerry and that Edith's maid of honor was my brother's new wife, Mary Ellen McCallister.
The first Christmas dinner was a bit awkward, but we managed to get through it. I honestly believe that Jerry knew all along that Edith and I were fucking up a storm while I was living with them. I also believe that he set it up to happen just like he said he did. All I know for certain is that everyone seems happy with the way things turned out.
Mom and dad didn't really know how to handle the situation and were a little standoffish for a while, but that changed two days ago when Edith told them they were about to become grandparents. Even now, as I finish this, my mom is in the living room coaching Edith on how to take care of her new grand baby.
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Sam is a wonderful husband, a good provider and he loves me and I have never doubted it for one minute. But Sam is not all that great in bed. Barely adequate, but barely adequate doesn't cut it when you are young and have the strong sexual desires that I have. I have found something that helps take the edge off my sexual hunger - no, I better be honest here - that satisfies me completely and allows me to accept Sam as he is. I love him, I really do, but sex is a very powerful urge and a girl has to do what a girl has to do.
As I said, I have found something that works for me, but that something brings with it a problem. In order to be able to do what I want to do I have to get past Sam. Sam is insanely jealous and possessive and my leaving the house to go and get sexually satisfied would ring all kinds of alarm bells where he is concerned. But I know my Sam and I know that I can work it so that I can get what I want without Sam feeling threatened. What I had to do was get it out in the open in a way that would make Sam rest easy.
"So, will you help me on this?"
"I don't know girlfriend. What if he blabs it around?"
"He won't. You know him Mary; he is a great guy. He wouldn't talk about you. He'd look at you differently, but that's all."
"That's what I don't get about this. He is a great guy so why take a chance on losing him over this. We can keep it in the dark and he'll never know."
"There is no chance of that happening, at least not if you help me."
"All right sweetie, but don't blame me if this blows up in your face."
The trick was to get the timing right. The call had to come when Sam was either in the garage or the basement by the extension phones and Sam had to pick up the phone just a fraction of a second after I answered it and then hear enough to make him want to stay on the line to see what else he could hear. I spent days trying to figure out how to make it happen, but I finally concluded that it wasn't going to work - too hit or miss. The solution came to me, from of all places, a television soap opera. I was watching TV while folding clothes and on the screen Chad walked in while Laura was talking to her lover on the phone. Laura saw Chad and immediately said, "Got to go. Talk to you later."
Her manner fairly invited suspicion and Chad asked, "Who was that?"
"Oh that. It was just Ann. We were discussing Martha's baby shower."
Chad clearly didn't believe her and you could see it on his face as the screen faded to commercials. That was it! That was the way to do it. Make Sam suspicious enough so that he wanted to eavesdrop. That afternoon I made sure that I was standing with phone in hand when Sam got home. Trying to look guilty as hell I quickly said, "Have to go. Talk to you later" and I hung up the phone. I got no reaction from Sam, but then it was too soon - it would take a couple of days to hook him. That night at dinner there was a pre-arranged phone call from Mary and I let Sam take the call. He said hello three times before he hung up. "Funny. I could hear breathing, but no one said anything." A first step and a couple of bigger ones already planned for the next day.
The next day the first call was going to take some pretty good timing. I had Mary on my cell phone when I heard Sam pull into the garage. As soon as I heard the car door slam I counted off three seconds and said, "Now" and then turned off the cell phone. The phone rang just as I saw the doorknob begin turning I answered it. "Hello? Oh hi baby" I said just as Sam entered the room and then I quickly said, "Sorry, you must have the wrong number" and hung up the phone. This time I saw something register on sam's face. Next came step two for the day. It was sam's bowling night and he was usually out of the house and on his way to the alleys by seven-thirty. While he was changing clothes I went out into the garage and let the air out of his left rear tire. Sam hates my little compact so I knew he would change the tire rather than take my car. When he was ready to go he kissed me goodbye and left. I heard the "Oh shit, fuck me!" all the way in the living room. It was fifteen minutes after the time he usually left before he was done changing the tire and as soon as I heard the trunk slam shut I told Mary, who was already on my cell phone, "Now" and disconnected. The phone rang just as Sam came through the door and I answered it, said sorry wrong number and then hung up. I saw Sam glance over at me and the expression on his face told me that he thought something was rotten in Denmark.
The night wasn't over yet and if I knew Sam as well as I thought I did I knew what would happen next. Sure enough, at nine-ten the phone rang and caller ID showed that it was sam's cell phone. I smiled and let the phone keep on ringing. There was another call from sam's cell at ten-fifteen and one more at eleven-twenty. I didn't answer either of them. What I did do was at ten-thirty I backed my car out of the garage and left it running in the driveway for forty-five minutes and then I pulled it back into the garage. When Sam got home at eleven-thirty he was sure to hear the snap, crackle and pop sound the engine made as it cooled down and if I was lucky he might even put his hand on the hood to see if it was warm.
I was watching from the window when Sam pulled into the drive and I rushed upstairs and hurriedly got in the shower. I have never since Sam and I got married showered at night. I always shower in the morning. If the combination of wrong numbers, unanswered phone when I was supposed to be home, hot car in the garage and me in a shower at night didn't get sam's mind working overtime, nothing would. Sam was in the bedroom undressing when I came out of the shower. He looked over at me, "Did you go out tonight?"
"No. Watched some TV and read for a while, why?"
"Nothing. Just wondered."
I smiled inwardly -"Gotcha!"
The next day Sam called home five times and using the caller ID I made sure that I didn't pick up on them. I did the hot car trick that afternoon and Sam gave me a searching glance when he got home, but he never said a word. The next two days brought three "wrong numbers" while Sam was home and I never answered any of his many calls except for one on the second day. That exception was when I answered one at four-thirty and made myself sound out of breath from running into the house to catch the phone and I used the hot car trick that afternoon as icing on the cake. Sam said nothing. The next day was Saturday and on Saturday Sam always worked in the garage or in the basement and hopefully that would be when I finally hooked him.
After breakfast Sam headed for the basement. I took the cordless and went outside and walked around to the dark side of the house and looked in the basement window. I waited until Sam was working close to the phone and then I hit speed dial on my cell phone and when Mary answered I said, "ShowTime girlfriend" and disconnected. Thirty seconds later the phone rang and I waited until I saw Sam reach for the phone. As he lifted the handset of the hook I pushed the button on the cordless and hopefully I timed it just right. He had the phone to his ear when I said, "Yeah lover, I can talk. Sam is busy down in the basement." Through the window I saw that Sam wasn't hanging up and I breathed a sigh of relief. A week of preparation had paid off.
"Are you sure he doesn't know?" Mary asked.
"I know my Sam sweetie. If he suspected anything, I'd know."
"Dave has gone over to his folks place for the day. Any chance you can come over?"
"I don't know lover, what's in it for me?"
"I'll eat your pussy until you scream."
"Well lover, I do like the way you eat my pussy."
"You aren't so bad yourself."
"Yeah, I suppose, but I'm worried that you spend so much time on my pussy. You have neglected my poor tits all week."
"Come on over baby and I'll give your tits all the attention they can stand. Can I use the strap-on on you? You know, the big black one?"
"Oh yeah, I like the big black one."
"I can arrange for you to try the real thing if you want."
"Look lover, we have had this conversation before. I am Sam's woman and I always will be. No cock but his, not ever!"
"Okay bay, I was just checking."
"Do you have a finger in your pussy?"
"Oh yeah. Just thinking about sucking your sweet pussy has me all hot and bothered. You need to hurry baby."
"Jesus Mary, you've had your mouth on my pussy more times this week than poor Sam has had in a month."
"I don't care baby, it is just so damned sweet."
"Okay lover. I'll finish the breakfast dishes and then make some excuse to Sam and then I'll head on over."
"Hurry baby, before I go crazy."
I hit the off button and watched as Sam hung up the basement phone and then just stood there staring at the wall.
I was doing the dishes when Sam came up from the basement. "Who was that on the phone?"
"Mary. She wanted to know if I could come over and help her with a quilt she is working on."
"You going?"
"I don't have anything else pressing today so unless you have something I think I'll go. I haven't seen her in a while and it will give me a chance to catch up on all the gossip."
"What time do you think you will be home?"
"I'd guess around five or so. I'll take steaks out of the freezer before I go. Steak and baked potato okay for dinner?"
"You know I'm a meat and potatoes guy. You can never go wrong with steak." He came over and kissed me, "I'll probably be in the basement when you leave. Have fun."
I knocked on the door and when it opened I smiled and went inside.
"It worked?"
"Like a charm. He listened to the entire conversation and when I told him I would be gone until five he told me to have fun."
"I never thought it would work."
"Well it did. Now he knows exactly where I'll be during the day while he is at work and that means that we can play almost all day Monday through Friday and occasionally on Saturday. He can look at me and smile to himself thinking that I think I'm putting something over on him."
"Fantastic."
"Yes, isn't it? And we have Mary to thank, I couldn't have done it without her. And speaking of Mary, I also have her to thank for telling me about how well you are hung and what a fantastic fuck you are. So why don't you bring that big, hard black cock over here and show your married white slut how happy you are to see her."
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I stood there looking into the mirror. What I saw was a married woman of thirty-nine who had a grown son and a hard working husband. It was a good looking (okay, so I'm prejudiced) woman who looked back at me. Five feet four, a hundred and eighteen pounds with nice breasts (no sag), dirty blonde shoulder length hair and with what I've heard called a sexy mouth. The woman I was looking at and who was looking back at me used to be a faithful wife, but not anymore. Now she was a slut! A whore! A fuck pig and a sex toy for young boys. I looked at me looking back at me as I remembered how it all came about.
+++++
Chad, my 19 year old son, was attending college and he had come home for spring break. He spent a week running around visiting old friends and doing some partying. It was Sunday afternoon around two when the call came. The guy he was riding with had wrecked his car the night before so Chad had no ride back to school. My husband Dale had just left for the airport to catch a flight to Atlanta. He had an important meeting the first thing next morning and he wanted to be well rested so he opted to fly out that day rather than catch the early flight in the morning. Since Dale wasn't available Chad asked me if I would drive him and the other four boys who came back to town with him back to school.
I didn't want to do it because I hate driving alone and I hate driving at night. I would have company on the way up, but I would be alone on the three hour return drive home and it would be at night. I told Chad I would do it if none of the other boys could talk someone into being the driver. Chad called around and about an hour later he gave me the bad news; none of the other boys could find anyone.
At four in the afternoon Chad and I got in the Excursion and set out to pick up the other four boys. The trip to school was uneventful if somewhat disconcerting. Have you ever listened to three hours worth of conversation by a group twenty years younger than you? It sounds like they are speaking a foreign language.
I dropped the boys off at their dorms, kissed Chad on the cheek and steeled myself for the three hour trip back home, alone and in the dark. Billy was the last one to get out of the car and he said:
"Wait up a minute Mrs. B (my name was Brenda Blankenship, but all of Chad's friends called me Mrs. B), I have to ask the guys something. I'll be right back" and he ran into the dorm. About five minutes later Billy and Chad came out to the car.
"I know you don't like driving at night" Chad said, "And Billy had an idea. To thank you for bringing us up here the guys all chipped in and we got you a motel room for the night. I'm here and dads in Atlanta so you don't need to rush home. You can get a good nights sleep and head home in the morning fresh and rested. Also, we are taking you out with us for dinner tonight."
He was right. With Dale in Atlanta I'd only have an empty house to go to so I told them I'd take them up on the offer. Billy handed me the money for the motel, told me to go check in and that they would be ready for dinner by the time I got back.
Dinner was at one of the places off campus. It was very popular with college kids because they served pitchers of beer with every pizza. They had a jukebox and a dance floor and after we ate it seemed like every one of the boys wanted to dance with me. Normally I wouldn't have, but my son was there so I felt that I could safely do it.
We had gone through three pitchers of beer and I was feeling good and apparently so were the boys. After a couple of dances they started getting a little 'touchy-feely' when we danced. I should have shut them down, but I didn't. I was in a good mood and to be honest I was loving the attention I was getting from a bunch of young studs and what thirty-nine year old woman wouldn't? Besides, Chad was there and I knew his buddies wouldn't get too out of line with him sitting there at the table.
The boys ordered a fourth pitcher of beer and I told them that I'd had enough and wanted to head for the motel.
Billy said, "Let's finish this pitcher and then we can all leave."
Halfway through the pitcher I began to feel strange. I was dancing with Billy and I was woozy, disoriented and I was stumbling as I danced.
"Whoa Mrs. B. I guess you have had a little too much beer. I guess we had better get you out of here and to your motel."
I think I told him that I thought that was a good idea, but I don't remember for sure. Things got hazy after that. I remember disconnected bits and pieces. I remember looking down at an erect cock as my head was pushed down toward it. I remember several bright flashes of light. I remember the searing pain of something being pushed into my ass and I remember hearing my own voice crying out, "Oh God, oh God, oh God." Mostly I remember that three or four hours of my life took place without me being aware of what happened. I found out the next day what happened during those lost hours when Billy showed me the video he'd shot and the pictures he'd taken with his digital camera.
I woke up with someone spooned up against my back. In my half asleep state I thought it was my husband and I pressed back against the erection I felt. I felt it push against me and I lifted my leg to give Dale better access and I felt his cock slide into my pussy.
"Oh yeah, this is the way to wake up" a voice said and it wasn't Dale's voice.
I screamed and jerked away from whoever it was behind me and turned to see Billy. As soon as I saw him the events of the night, at least those that I can remember, crowded in on me.
"I would much rather you had finished what we had just started, but since you screamed and pulled away I'd better explain your position to you before you decide you want to do any more screaming" and then he showed me the pictures he had taken.
The bright flashes I remembered were the flashes as he took the pictures. There were several of me on one of the back seats of the Excursion bending down and with a cock in my mouth and my hand around another. A couple of me on my knees with a cock in my mouth while another was pushing into me from behind. There was one of me sitting on a cock and looking into the camera and you honestly couldn't tell if the look on my face was one of lust or drugged confusion. The pictures all had one thing in common - a recognizable me, usually with more than one cock in the picture - and no other recognizable faces.
The video was bad. Not poorly shot, but bad for me because it showed me loving what was happening. I know that mentally I was out of it, but physically my body responded to everything the boys did to me. I have no idea how things went before Billy shot the video - I could very well have lain there like a limp dish rag - but eventually my body got into it and that's when Billy started taping.
He had video of me doing things that I had never even considered doing with my husband. He had me on tape sucking one cock while another one fucked me from behind. He had me with a cock in my ass, a cock in my pussy and a cock in my mouth. He had footage of me lying on my back with my legs spread wide and calling out:
"Next! Somebody fuck me, please, somebody give me some cock."
I counted seven different boys when I watched the video and there could have been more. I have no idea how many might have had me before Billy started shooting tape.
"Why Billy? Why did you do this to me? I thought you liked me."
"Depends on your definition of like Mrs. B. You have been the object of my fantasies since I was old enough to start getting hard ons. I saw a chance to get you on this trip and I took it."
"But why all the others?"
"Made for better video. You are more likely to want to bury that video than you would be to suppress one of just you and me."
"Suppress? I was raped and that video shows just who it was who raped me. You don't dare let anyone see it."
"I didn't hear you say "stop" on that tape. Not once did I hear a "please don't." All I heard was "Please fuck me" and "Somebody give me some cock." It would be your word against mine and the tape backs me up."
"Everyone who knows me knows that I would never do anything like that."
"No Mrs. B., everyone who knows you thinks that you are the kind of women who would never behave like that, but most of the people who see that video will change their minds and say, "Damn, but looks sure can be deceiving can't they?"
"So what you are saying is keep my mouth shut and no one will ever see the tape?"
"Well no Mrs. B., there is a little more to it than that."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that you are my new girlfriend. It means that you are my new sex-toy."
"You must be mad!"
"No, just in control. We drugged Chad to get him out of the way. He will wake up in about two hours with a hell of a hangover. Imagine him stumbling out of his room and seeing these pictures of you on the bulletin board. Image the look on Dale's face when he gets an envelope delivered to his office and he opens it to find these pictures of you. Picture the faces of your friends and relatives after someone sends them a note telling them to check out a particular web site and they do and see you having such a good time.
"Think about it Mrs. B. You enjoyed last night, you know you did. All you have to do to keep things quiet is keep on enjoying yourself. It won't be that hard. It will only be when I'm home from school and that's only one or two weekends a month. Of course summer vacation, Christmas and Spring Break might see you a little busy, but we can work it out. I don't want you caught any more than you want to be caught. I'm going into the bathroom to pee and I want your answer when I come out. If it is no I need time to hurry over to the dorm and get the pictures up on the bulletin board."
He headed for the bathroom and I glanced at the video and digital cameras. If I grabbed them and ran I would be okay. I'd have to run half-naked for the car, but the odds on anyone one who knew me seeing me were slim. I wouldn't be able to take the time to gather up my shoes, bra and panties and I'd have to stop and at least put my blouse on once I got a few blocks from the motel.
I tensed, getting ready to scramble, when Billy got to the bathroom door. And then he stopped and said, "I don't think I ought to tempt you" and he walked over and picked up both cameras and my purse. "Have an answer for me when I get back" he said as he went into the bathroom.
I was screwed, literally and figuratively screwed. I could not let that video and those pictures be seen by anyone else. Billy was right. Human nature being what it was even people who knew me and knew me well would always wonder if maybe, just maybe, I had done it willingly. Even Chad and Dale would always wonder. They would profess to be behind me 100%, but they would still remember seeing me beg for cock and they would wonder. I'd have to agree to Billy's demands until I could find some way out. During the three-hour drive home I should be able to think of something.
When Billy came out of the bathroom he asked me if I had decided and all I could say was that I really didn't appear to have any choice.
"No you don't Mrs. B. Show me that you mean it" he said as he walked up to me sitting on the edge of the bed. "Suck my cock."
I had no choice and I knew it. I opened my mouth and he stepped forward and put his cock into the open hole. I wanted out of that motel room and the quickest way out would be to hurry up and get Billy off. That meant I had to give him a good blow job instead of just going through the motions. I licked his cock and my right hand took hold of his balls and I softly caressed them and he seemed to like that. His hands went to the back of my head and I started moving my head back and forth, jacking his cock off with my mouth. He moaned and I clamped my lips tight around his cock and moved my head faster.
"Oh yes" he moaned, "Like that, just like that."
I felt his nuts draw up in my hand and I knew he was going to cum and I was ready for it. I tried to swallow it all, but some leaked out of my mouth and ran down my chin. I felt his cock start to soften and I moved to pull my mouth off of him, but his hands held me fast.
"Keep sucking Mrs. B. Get me hard again. I'm going to fuck you one more time before you leave."
I almost cried. I wanted to get out of that room and away from him. He held my head in both hands and sawed his cock back and forth between my lips and pretty soon I felt him start to stiffen again. He shoved me back on the bed, pushed my legs apart and mounted me. He had me under his thumb and I knew it. I had to submit, but I didn't have to like it. I was determined that I would just lie there and play dead in the hopes that he would feel that masturbation would be better and leave me alone and for several minutes it looked like I might get away with it. But then my body betrayed me. I hated it, but my body was responding to Billy's hard thrusting.
Billy reached under me and took my ass cheeks in his hands and pulled me up to him as he drove down into me and I felt the fire start in my center and start to spread through my body. I moaned and pushed my hips hard at Billy. I caught myself on the verge of screaming out, "Fuck me, damn you, fuck me" but I managed to choke it off even as my legs went up and gripped him and my nails dug into his back. I shook like a wet dog as I came.
"You are one hot bitch Mrs. B., and I know what your hot button is."
He pulled out of me and I almost yelled at him to put his cock back in me as he rolled me over and then pulled me up on my knees. "I saw how you reacted to cocks driving into your ass" and he pushed the head of his cock at my asshole. I'd been done enough there during the night that he was able to slip in easily and then he started pounding.
I absolutely love anal but I hardly ever get it because Dale doesn't like it, but I was getting it then and getting it with a vengeance. Billy wanted to get off and he was fucking me hard and I hated myself for doing it, but I screamed out, "Oh God yes, fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass." Billy kept plowing me hard and after a minute or two the fires inside me started to spread again and still Billy kept pounding.
I was crying out, "Fuck me damn you, fuck me, fuck me hard" and my body was shaking as I had orgasm after orgasm. Billy groaned and said, "Here it comes, here it comes" and I felt the hot splash of his cum deep in my bowels. My head was buried in a pillow and tears flowed from my eyes over what I had just done. I had hated it, but I had still given Billy pleasure and what was worse was that I had also taken mine.
+++++
But I didn't think of a way out of it on the drive home or during the months that followed. The only idea I had that might have ended it was to tell Dale what happened and see if he could do anything, but I couldn't tell Dale. I knew that if I told him he would forever wonder if he was married to a blackmailed wife or a cheating slut.
It was three weeks before Billy came home for a weekend. Chad had stayed at school and Dale is a golf nut and if the weather is good and we have no other plans he will play eighteen holes every Saturday and Sunday. Billy knew that as did everyone else who knew Dale and Dale's car had barely turned the corner and Billy was at my door. Wordlessly I stepped aside and let him in and without even looking at me he headed for the bedroom.
I fought back the tears and I followed him and watched as he got naked and then laid down on the bed.
"How about we start with a blow job Mrs. B?"
I stood there looking at his erection and I was disgusted with myself as I thought maybe, if I gave him great head, he would do me anally before he left.
I gave him the best blow job I was able to give, swallowed his discharge and then kept on sucking him until I got him up again and then I got on my hands and knees and looked back over my shoulder at him. He laughed at me and said:
"Not to worry Mrs. B., I planned on taking a trip up the dirt road, but not until I hear you beg for me to fuck you. Get on your back."
I rolled over on my back, spread my legs and waited for him. No playing dead this time, not if I wanted him in my ass before he had to leave. I could keep saying how much I hated what I was doing and how disgusted I was with myself for getting into it and enjoying it, but what would be the point. It would be true, but like it or not Billy was going to fuck me and I was going to end up screaming at him to do it.
He fucked me, I sucked his cock until he was up again and then I scrambled off the bed and got a bottle of KY Lotion and then hurried back to the bed so Billy could take my ass. And then I screamed and begged and pleaded for him to fuck me and never stop fucking me as he gave me orgasm after orgasm before flooding my ass with his cum.
The really disgusting part for me was that I was already looking forward to the next time when he left.
For the rest of the school term Billy would come home on the average of one weekend a month and if the weather was good Billy screwed me on my own bed. If the weather was bad and Dale didn't go play golf or Chad was home for the weekend Billy would have me get a motel room and I'd have to come up with an excuse to get out of the house.
It was a mess. I can't explain it and it made no sense to me, but as much as I hated having to do it I looked forward to Billy's next trip home. Every time we got together I was determined to just lie there like a dead body in the hope that he would say, "My hand would be better" and that he would start leaving me alone. But I always ended up screaming for him to fuck me harder. I always ended up with my hands clutching his ass and trying to pull him in deeper. I always rolled over and got on my knees and looked over my shoulder at him and waited for him to take my ass. And I always - always - hated myself for having done it when it was over.
+++++
It wasn't until classes let out for the summer that I found out how bad it was going to be. Dale and Chad had gone golfing and when the doorbell rang I knew it was Billy. He had called and told me that he wanted me to meet him at the door wearing nothing but nylons, a garter belt and high heels. I both wanted and didn't want to go to the door and let him in, but I knew I had to. When I opened the door it was indeed Billy, but also standing there were Al, Matt and Tony. The three of them had been part of the gangbang the day I drove them up to school. The shock must have registered on my face because Billy said:
"Oh come on Mrs. B., you didn't think they would only have you once and not want to do you again did you? You liked it then and you'll like it now" he said as he pushed by me and headed for the bedroom. I took a deep breath and followed along behind them. I watched them undress and Billy was the first one naked and he pointed to his cock. I went over to him and went to my knees in front of him and started sucking his cock.
The other three crowded around me and Al reached out and took my left hand and put it on his cock. Matt decided to do the same with my right and I looked his way as he put my hand on his dick. I felt a tingle shoot through my body when I got a good look at his cock. It was long and thin - perfect for anal sex - and I could already imagine how good it would feel up my butt.
Tony was left out so he moved behind me, got on his knees and started poking his cock at my pussy. The angle was all wrong and he couldn't do much more than graze my pussy lips. I pulled my mouth off Billy, told Tony to lie down on the floor and when he did I sat down on his cock. Billy laughed and said, "All right Mrs. B., way to go, you rock!" and then he pushed his cock back in my mouth. I rode Tony, jacked off Al and Matt and sucked on Billy until he came and then we moved to the bed.



For the next hour the boys took turns fucking me, getting off in me and putting cocks in my mouth. Then Billy had them all sit on the side of the bed and I crawled along on the floor going from cock to cock until I'd gotten each of them off again. Al was the last one to cum and while I was working on his cock Billy, who had been in the room many, many times and knew where things were, went over to the dresser and got the KY and headed back for the bed.
"Give it to Matt" I said, "I want him to be first."
Billy laughed and tossed the bottle of lotion to Matt, "You get the honors on her ass dude." I finished off Al and scrambled up on the bed and got on my knees and put my head down on a pillow. Matt moved behind me and lubed up his cock and my ass, worked on me a little bit with his fingers and then he started pushing into me. I was right - his cock was a perfect fit and in about twenty seconds he was he was buried deep in me. He drove deep and hard with each stroke and I moaned and pushed back at him. Tony moved in front of me and pushed his cock in my mouth. I was crying at Matt to fuck me harder, but with a mouthful of cock all that came out was garbled sounds. Matt must have known what I wanted and he picked up the pace and drove into me harder and harder. I felt his cock convulse as he shot his cum in me and then he pulled out. Before I could whine at loosing him Al shoved his cock into my ass.
After that it was one after the other as they used my ass, mouth and pussy. Tony said he wanted to make me 'airtight' and Matt said, "First dibs on her ass" but Billy told them no, maybe next time, but that it was time for them to leave so I could clean up myself and the room before Dale came home. They did make me 'airtight" the next time they came over and I screamed so loud and begged so hard that they did it to me every time from then on.
+++++
That summer was as bad as anything I had ever experienced in my life; bad from the standpoint that my head was a complete fucked up mess. I was putting out for Billy, Matt, Al and Tony at least twice a week. I hated doing it, but I looked forward to it. When Billy showed up alone I was disappointed and if he showed up with the others I was pissed at being taken advantage of. When Billy decided that what we were doing on the weekend put us at too much risk for being caught and moved our day to Tuesday I ranted and raged at having to change my schedule around. At the same time I was telling myself that instead of just four hours I could look forward to all day. I would spend Monday mornings trying to think of ways to get out from under Billy's thumb and Monday afternoons anticipating Matt's cock in my ass while I rode Billy's cock and deep throated Tony or Al. By the time summer was over and the school year was due to start I was glad the boys were going to be gone, but I was already missing them. It was just one big, fucking mess.
It was our last Tuesday before the boys left for school and I met them at a motel. It started out the same as most of the other times with the boys kissing me and swapping tongues while feeling up my tits and fingering my pussy and asshole. I stroked their cocks and then when they got me moaning I got on my hands and knees and took Tony in pussy and Al in my mouth. Mat had gotten the KY from the dresser and was greasing up his cock for the first foray into my butt. As he approached the bed Al pulled out, got on his back and pulled me on top of him. I leaned forward until my tits flattened on his chest and Matt moved up behind me, worked his finger magic on my hole and then I felt that beautiful long, thin hard cock push by my sphincter.
After that it was an orgy of sound as I screamed and begged them to, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" and to never stop. Tony shoved his cock in my mouth and made me airtight and after that I had three cocks in me for the rest of the time I was there. I came and came and came and promised them I would drive up to school and see them if they would just keep fucking me like they were. When Billy called a halt to things I was exhausted and as limp as a wet dishrag.
When the others had gone Billy said, "I've got a real treat for you. My cousin is getting married and I'm putting on his bachelor party."
"Why is that a treat for me?"
"Because you, Mrs. B., are going to be the entertainment. I've seen how much you enjoy taking on the four of us so I can just imagine how much you will enjoy ten or twelve."
"No way Billy, no way I'm going to do that."
"Oh yes you will Mrs. B. Nothing has changed. I still have the photos and the tape. Find an excuse to get out of the house Thursday. I'll make sure to have you home by midnight."
Ten or twelve I thought as I drove home. Ten or twelve. Jesus, could I do that many? My pussy, which had just been thoroughly satisfied by four young studs, started to tingle at the thought. Ten or twelve, oh my, oh my.
+++++
Ten or twelve I thought as I stepped back from the mirror. Ten or twelve hard cocks that could have me screaming for more. Ten or twelve more people knowing about me. Ten or twelve more mouths to spread the word about me. It was over. I had to end it before it could go any farther.
That night at the dinner table I took a deep breath and told Dale and Chad the story. Slightly sanitized - well, okay, more than "slightly sanitized" - but I gave them the basics. I told them about the night I was drugged and then gangbanged, about how it had been taped by Billy and how he was blackmailing me for sex (I left out the parts with Matt, Al and Tony) and I told them about the bachelor party Billy expected me to do.
Chad leapt up from the table, "That mother fucker!" he snarled, "He drugged me? I'll kill the bastard!" and he headed for the door. Dale yelled at him to get back to the table and sit down.
Dale didn't say it, but I could tell he was furious with me and I couldn't blame him. I had no idea what my life was going to be like after having made my confession, but it had to be done. The more people who knew what I was doing the more likely it would have been that word would eventually get back to Dale or Chad so it was better that I bite the bullet and let them get the story from me.
Once Dale got Chad settled down he attacked the problem head on. We had to neutralize Billy's ability to use the photos and tape against me. Chad was the one who suggested a tape of Billy doing something he wouldn't want to become known and then it would be a case of you show yours Billy and then I'll show mine; the family equivalent of MAD - Mutually Assured Destruction.
+++++
"Can you come over? Chad and Dale have gone over to Dale's parents to help them move some heavy furniture. We'll have at least three hours."
"I'll be right over."
"Hurry baby, hurry."
I was at the door when he rang the bell and I let him in. "Hurry Billy, I need it and I want as much as I can get in the time we have."
"No problem" he said as he headed for the bedroom.
+++++
"Head hurt?" I asked him as he shook his head to clear it.
He was lying on his stomach and when he went to move he found that he couldn't get up. It finally dawned on him that he was naked and tied to the bed.
"What goes around comes around Billy. You drugged me, screwed me and filmed it so I'm returning the favor. I didn't have any drugs so we had to settle for hitting you in the head with a frying pan, but the effect is the same. It put you out long enough for us to get you ready. What is it you say at times like this? Oh yes, I remember, "Relax. It is going to happen so you might as well enjoy it."
Billy looked around the room and noticed the video camera on a tripod and pointed at the bed. I saw the color drain from his face.
"Okay guys, he's all yours" I called out and two naked men wearing hoods came into the room. One was holding a tube of KY Jelly in his hand and fear washed over Billy's face as he realized what was about to happen to him.
"No, oh God no, don't do that, please, for the love of God don't do that to me. I'll give you the tape and the pictures. Let me go, I'll run right home and get them now."
"Sorry Billy, I don't trust you. You might not come back with them and even if you did how would I know that you didn't make copies. No Billy, my way is best, at least for me. If any of what you have of me ever shows up the world will see the tape I'm about to make of you."
Billy didn't get into it as quickly as I was told I did, but he did eventually get into it as his ass got pounded. But he never did seem to really enjoy taking it in both ends.
+++++
It is too soon to tell how my relationship with Dale is going to turn out. Right now we are stepping carefully around each other. On my part I'm trying to show him how much I love him and love being his wife. He knows I was taken advantage of and that it would never have happened otherwise, but he does know how much I love sex and I think he suspects that I really didn't mind the blackmail.
What really upset him is that I didn't tell him about it right after it happened. I tried to explain that the damage would have been done before I could finish the three hour drive home; that the pictures would have been on every dormitory bulletin board before he could even catch a flight out of Atlanta. I tried to make him understand that it was the very fact that he knew how much I liked sex that kept me from telling him:
"I couldn't believe that you wouldn't believe that I was doing it because I was liking it. I didn't want you looking at me like I was some sort of a whore."
Dale has made no move to throw me out of the house and as far as I know he hasn't seen an attorney about a divorce. I'm hoping and praying he won't and I'll keep working hard at keeping him.
+++++
My problem with Billy is gone, but now I have another one. I was supposed to be at an Avon party, but I got sick to my stomach and left the party early and went home. Dale was out of town and Chad hadn't left yet to go back to school. Chad must not have heard me come in and I got the shock of my life as I saw him sitting on the couch masturbating as he watched something on the TV set.
I don't know how he got it from Billy, but what he was watching was the tape of my gangbang. My son was beating off watching his mother with three cocks in her. I watched his hand slide up and down his cock. It was a nice one. Long and thin, just like Matt's and it would be perfect for.....Oh God, my pussy started to tingle as I slowly and quietly left the house.
What the hell was I going to do now.
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Chandra and I work for the same company and the company has a policy that says married couples can't work in the same area of the company if one of the partners reports to the other. Unfortunately Chandra works for me and it put us into a predicament. We only have three secretaries in the office and all the rest of the jobs at my division are high tech jobs and have to be filled by highly trained and experienced technicians. If it comes out that Chandra and I are married I would have to let her go. With the economy as sour as it is it might take Chandra a long time to find a job that pays as well and that has benefits as good. And we need the money so the only thing we can do is keep our marriage secret.
How did we get in this mess? Chandra worked in our St. Louis office and I met her when I was sent there on temporary assignment. We meet, dated and fell in love. I proposed, she accepted and we were married in a civil ceremony. One of the secretaries in my home office was quitting and Chandra put in for a transfer to fill the vacancy and got it. We did not expect to have a problem because I was due for a promotion as soon as my temporary assignment was over. We planned to keep the marriage a secret until I got the promotion and then as soon as my replacement was over her as her supervisor we would fall in love, have a whirlwind courtship and announced to all that we were getting married. Except I didn't get the promotion. Two weeks after I returned from St. Louis the company reorganized and eliminated fourteen positions. I got a raise, more responsibility and a new job title, but I stayed where I was.
At first it wasn't a problem, but then Chandra and I made it one. We car pooled to work every day, we ate lunch together and we talked with each other at work several times a day and the rumors started. One of the secretaries made the statement, "They look and act like they are married" and the other secretary said, "I wonder if maybe they are." We probably should have just ignored it, but Chandra and I panicked. We had to keep our marriage secret until I could get some financial matters handled, but how to do it? And then one of the techs asked Chandra for a date. She came to me, "It's perfect. I'll let him take me out to dinner and a movie, kiss him on the cheek when he brings me home and everybody will hear about it and that should kill the rumors." I wasn't all that keen on the idea, but it did seem to be the quickest way to stop the rumor before it spread.
I watched Chandra get ready for her evening out with Ben and it struck me that there was something very erotic about watching your wife get ready to go out on a date with another man. I had never paid much attention to Chandra when she got dressed before, but watching her roll on her nylons, step into her panties and put on her bra took on a whole new aspect. My cock got hard and I wanted to pull her down on the bed and fuck her right then and there and I told her so. "Don't be silly. Ben is due in fifteen minutes and I wouldn't have time to shower again and get ready for him." She giggled and said, "Unless you want to send me to him reeking of sex. Of course if he got a good sniff of it I might have a hard time fighting him off." She was right of course, but I warned her to expect to find a very randy husband when she got home.
I stayed upstairs and out of sight until Ben and Chandra had gone and then I went down to the basement workshop and went to work on a rocking chair that I was making. Chandra and I had agreed that she should be home by twelve so at eleven-thirty I cleaned up my mess and then headed upstairs to the bedroom to wait. I parked myself in a chair, watched out the window and waited like a nervous father waiting for his teenaged daughter to come home. At twenty after twelve Ben's car pulled into the drive and Chandra didn't get out right away. They sat and talked for about five minutes and then I saw them kiss and it wasn't any little kiss on the cheek. My cock sprang to life as I began to wonder what Ben's hands might be doing below the dash where I couldn't see them. The two of them broke apart and got out of the car and Ben walked Chandra to the door. I couldn't see them from where I was sitting, but I guessed that they kissed again at the front door because it was another five minutes before I heard the front door open and close.
I heard Chandra running up the stairs and she burst into the bedroom, "Hurry baby, hurry up, I need your cock bad." She had been undressing as she came up the stairs and she was down to her panties and nylons as she threw herself down on the bed. I pulled off her panties and fell on her and we fucked like sex crazy teenagers until I came. "Thanks baby, God but I needed that" and then she told me about her date. They had gone out to dinner, but instead of going to a show Ben had taken her dancing. "It wasn't at all what I had expected baby. I thought first date he'd be cautious and try to make a good impression, but he was poking his cock into my leg as soon as we hit the dance floor and I had to fight him off all night. He had his hands on my tits and on my ass and a couple of times when we were sitting in our booth he put his hand on my leg and tried to go higher. I did kiss him goodnight though, once in the car and then again on the front porch. I gave him some tongue baby. When he kissed me he slipped his tongue in my mouth and so I gave him some back. Does that turn you on baby? Does it turn you on to know that your sweet, young, innocent wife was out swapping tongues with another guy?"
"You bitch," I cried as I speared my newly risen cock into her hot pussy.
The next morning at breakfast I asked Chandra why she hadn't settled for a kiss on the cheek like we had planned. "I wanted him to go into work and brag about what a hot kisser I was. The word will get around and that's what we are after, right?"
"Yeah, but what I'm worried about is that he may think you're so hot that he will keep after you from now on."
"No worry there baby. He asked me out again and I told him no thanks. I told him that he was a lot of fun and that I liked him, but that he just wasn't my type or what I was looking for in a steady relationship. He seemed to accept it, kissed me one more time and then left."
Well, Ben did tell everyone what a good kisser Chandra was and while it scotched the rumors it started a whole new set of problems. Not a day went by that one of the guys didn't ask Chandra for a date. She politely turned them all down for several weeks and then one day she said, "I need to date one of these guys. It isn't natural that a girl like me doesn't have a husband, a steady boyfriend or at least date. To keep up appearances I think I should go out on a date at least once a month. If I only date each guy one time that will keep things quiet for at least a year. By then was should have our finances in order and then I can get engaged to you, quit my job and we can get on with our lives."
Again, I wasn't too keen on it, but I saw the wisdom in it. Besides, I expected to have the money problems cleaned up in six months, not a year. We decided to do it and the next day she agreed to go out with Dave when he asked her.
It was a repeat of her first time. I watched her get ready and got a hard on, but this time I didn't listen to her excuses why we shouldn't - I just went ahead and fucked her. I had just finished cumming when the front door bell rang and Chandra jumped up, put on a robe and went down to answer the door. She let Dave in, apologized for not being ready, showed him in the living room and then hurried back up the stairs. As she rushed to get dressed she said, "He's going to smell sex on me all night. I'll probably have to spend all night fighting him off. It would serve you right if I gave him a little. She came over to me and kissed me, "Be ready for me when I get home tonight. If I'm right, he will have me hotter that hell when I get home."
I didn't go to my workshop that night. The way my mind was boiling I would just end up hurting myself with a tool. "It would serve you right if I gave him a little" reverberated around inside my head. I imagined Chandra in Dave's back seat, high heels kicking at the headliner as Dave plowed his cock into her. I saw her sitting next to Dave as he drove while she stroked his cock. I saw her head dip down into his lap and watched as he humped up into her mouth while she deep throated him. What I did was drive myself crazy and I ended up taking out my cock and jacking off.
It was ten to one when they pulled into the drive. I sat at the window and watched as Dave and Chandra necked for about five minutes and then they got out of the car and Dave walked her to the front door. It was almost ten minutes before I heard her come running up the stairs. I could hear her calling out as she came, "You had better be ready for me you bastard" and then she was in the room and tearing off her clothes and I grabbed her, threw her on the bed and we fucked until I was too exhausted to go anymore. I was lying on the bed with Chandra beside me and she put her hand on my cock and said, "Wow baby, you must really get charged up thinking about me while I'm out with a guy. What do you do, imagine me putting out for him?" My dick twitched in her hand. "You do! You think about me fucking my date! Oh you naughty boy you." My dick twitched again and Chandra giggled, "Sorry to disappoint you baby, but all Dave got tonight was some tongue and a feel of my tits. Does it turn you on baby? Does the thought of Dave's hands being on my tits and his tongue in my mouth turn you on? Oh, I guess it does" as she stroked my cock and it rose to the challenge.
Three weeks later it was Mike who took her out and when he brought her home they spent fifteen minutes in his car necking. I saw a lot of movement and I wondered what was going on that I couldn't see. When Chandra got out of the car Mike did not walk her to the house. I was already on the bed naked and waiting when she came into the bedroom, but this time their was no mad frenzy to get undressed. This time Chandra did a slow strip while she talked. "Did you wonder about what me and Mike might have done tonight? Did you think of him pushing his big fat cock into my tight little pussy? Did you imagine him sucking on my tits? Could you see me wrap my red lips around his cock?" She crawled onto the bed and took hold of my throbbing erection, "Well it sure seems like something has charged you up. If Mike came in my pussy, would you eat me when I came home? Let's see." She swung over me and pushed her muff down on my mouth and for a brief moment I wondered if I was going to taste Mike's cum. She was wet, but I know what my come tastes like in her cunt so I knew she was just teasing me and in a way I suppose I was just a little disappointed. I almost wanted to taste Mike in her. "What if I sucked him like this" Chandra said as she took me in her mouth and it was all I could do to keep from cumming right away. I licked and slurped at her pussy while she pushed it down at me and sucked my cock. The she pulled her mouth away from me, "Can you taste him baby? He had two fingers in me, can you taste them?" I blew - I just couldn't hold it anymore and I just erupted and made a mess all over my belly. "You would have done it! You would have eaten my pussy if I had fucked him. You pervert you."
Chandra went down on me to get me hard again and when she did she got on top and sat on my cock. "He wanted me baby. Mike wanted to fuck me. Should I have? Would you rather that I had really done it than to just think about me doing it? Want to taste him baby? I didn't let him fuck me, but I did give him a hand job. Here, lick my fingers" and she put her hand to my mouth. I tasted the salty bitterness and I went wild. I rolled over and pinned Chandra beneath me and I fucked her as hard as I could and all the while Chandra was egging me on. "That's it baby, fuck me. Fuck me like Mike wanted to. Fuck me hard baby, make me forget that big cock that I had in my hand tonight. Make me forget how easy I came when he put his fingers in me." I couldn't fuck her any harder, but I wanted to and when I was ready to cum I pulled my cock out and moved up to her head and shoved it in her mouth. "Suck it you little whore. Suck it like I know you wanted to suck Mike's cock. Do it you little slut - get me hard again." We fucked as long as I could and I fell asleep exhausted.
Breakfast the next morning was a quiet affair with Chandra and I taking turns avoiding each other's eyes. Finally I broke the ice, "You actually gave him a hand job while you let him finger fuck you?" She glanced at me and then glanced away and nodded her head yes. "Why?"
Chandra, still looking down at the floor said, "To excite you."
"To excite me?"
She nodded a yes.
"Explain that to me please."
"You got so turned on when I told you about swapping tongues with Ben and Dave and how they felt me up that you fucked me like a mad man and I loved it. I went a little farther with Mike just to see how you would be and you were an animal last night and I wished you could have fucked me like that all night long."
What could I say? She was right. I fantasized about what could be happening from the time she left until the time she got home. I imagined her sucking and fucking her date's brains out and when she came home and told me mild stuff like french kissing and being felt up I went crazy with lust. Last night, knowing that she'd had another man's cock in her hand, I went wild. Since the only way I could look at it was that she was doing it for me - for us - I decided not to press the issue and so all I said was, "Be careful with those guys sweetie."
Three weeks later it was Marv who was taking her out. As she was dressing Chandra asked, "What do you think about when I'm out?"
"I imagine them doing everything that a guy can do to a girl."
"Everything?"
"Pretty much."
"Do I suck their cocks?"
"Yes."
"Do they fuck me in the back seat or take me to a motel?"
"Ben and Dave did you on their back seats. Mike took you to a motel."
Chandra stopped dressing and came over to where I was sitting on the edge of the bed and knelt down. She opened my fly and fished out my cock, took it in her mouth and when it started to grow she took her mouth of me long enough to say, "Tell me. Tell me what they do." I told her the things that I imagined her doing with them and I told her about all the thoughts that ran riot in my head while she was gone. Her head bobbed up and down on me and just as I was ready to cum the front doorbell rang. Chandra started to pull away, but I grabbed her head with both hands and held her as I punched my load down her throat and then I let her go. As she grabbed her robe to go answer the door I said, "Don't you dare brush your teeth you little slut. I want him to taste me when you are swapping tongues tonight."
I was waiting at the bedroom window and watching for them when they pulled into the drive. They necked for about ten minutes and then I saw Chandra's head go down out of sight. It was almost five minutes before her head came back up and then it was another five minutes before she got out of the car and ran for the house. Chandra fairly flew into the bedroom where I was already on the bed with my hard cock pointing up at the ceiling. She didn't bother to undress, just pulled off her panties and climbed on me. She pushed herself down on me and cried, "Fuck me baby, fuck your little slut." She leaned down and kissed me and drove her tongue into my mouth. Her tongue was working and she was making little squealing noises as I pushed up into her. Then she broke the kiss, "Did you taste him baby? Can you taste his cum? I gave him a blow job baby. I sucked his cock and he came in my mouth. I was so slutty tonight baby, he finger fucked me until I came and I sucked his cock in our driveway. Did you see me baby? Did you look out the window and see me go down on him? God baby, I'm such a slut for you. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
I went nuts. I couldn't stop fucking Chandra that night. Every time I thought that I was through she would say something like, "Did he taste good baby, did you like the taste of his cum" and I would be up and running again. I was so worn out that I slept until ten the next morning. When I woke up Chandra was gone and there was a note on the kitchen table telling me that she had gone to get her hair done and for me to please be waiting for her with a hard cock when she got home around noon. I was and we fucked off and on for the rest of the day and a good part of the night. The sex had been so good and so intense that I didn't say anything to Chandra about sucking off Marv.
It was a month before Chandra went out on another date and I wondered just what the hell was wrong with me in letting her do it. I had cleaned up the financial mess and we were now in a position to let Chandra quit her job and go look for another, but for some reason I never told her. Actually, I know why I didn't. I wanted the sexual excitement that came with her dates. Chandra and I had always had good sex, but the sex we had after she started dating was incredible. As I watched Chandra dress for her date with Bill I felt my cock grow hard and I took it out and began stroking it. She glanced over and smiled, "Already thinking about what your slut might do tonight? Going to jack off while I'm out playing with Bill? Going to think about my sucking his cock, bending over to let him fuck my nice tight little ass and then giving him my hungry pussy?" You want to suck his cum out of me when I get home? I can be really nasty if you want me to baby. Want me to crawl under the table at the restaurant and suck his cock? Just imagine me on my knees in a room full of people, hoping the tablecloth is hiding me, while I suck his hard cock. Would you like that?"
She was driving me crazy and I was beating my cock hard and then I came and shot cum all over the floor. "Bad boy, bad, bad boy! You are supposed to save that stuff for me." She came over, bent down and licked my cock clean, "I think I'll give Bill a taste of you tonight."
At eleven thirty the phone rang. It was Chandra and she said, "Be where you can see into the living room without being seen when I get home tonight" and then she hung up before I could ask her any questions. At twelve I saw headlights pull into the driveway and five minutes later Bill and Chandra came into the house. I heard her tell him to be quiet so as not to wake up her father. She led him to the couch and warned him again about being quiet, "My dad's bedroom is just above us and the floor creeks so we will hear him if he gets up, but we need to be quiet and not wake him." The two of them started necking and I saw Bill's hands go to Chandra's tits. Chandra pulled away from him, opened her blouse and unsnapped her bra and then leaned back in and started kissing him again.
Bill's hands went under her blouse and he started working on her sensitive nipples and Chandra began to squirm. Her hands went to Bill's belt and then she had his cock out and was stroking him. He moved one hand to her skirt and she quickly stood up and pulled off her panties, pulled her skirt up to her waist and then sat back down and went back to stroking his cock. Bill pushed one hand down to her bush and I could tell when his fingers entered her because she moaned. Then his other hand went to the back of her head and Chandra got the message and she lowered her head into his lap. I saw her mouth open and swallow the head of his cock.
I had my cock out and I was both trying to get myself off and not cum. I wanted my load to go into Chandra and not onto the floor, but I needed to get off in the worst way and the floor won. I heard Bill whisper that he was going to come and I saw Chandra force her head down to swallow all of his cock she could and then she held still while Bill emptied into her. When Chandra had sucked him dry and licked him clean she told him that he needed to go so she could get to bed. "I've got a long day ahead of me lover and I'm going to need my rest."



The door hadn't fully closed behind Bill and I was on her. I ripped her clothes off and took her right the on the living room floor. She pulled my head down and kissed me and I tasted the salty bitterness of Bill's discharge in her mouth and I rammed her all the harder. When I came it was so hard I was almost surprised that cum didn't come out of Chandra's nose. I didn't wait to go soft, I pulled out and shoved my cock in Chandra's mouth, "Suck it you fucking slut. Get me hard again so I can fuck your slutty little asshole." When I was erect again Chandra pulled away from me and got on her hands and knees, "Do it! Fuck your unfaithful little whore in her ass." I plunged my cock in her pussy to get some lube on it and then I lined the head of my cock up with her asshole and pushed. It slid right in and I started banging Chandra as hard as I could.
"That's it, that's it baby, fuck your cheating whore. Fuck my ass baby, fuck me hard."
Chandra kept talking and her talking inflamed me and I kept fucking her as hard as I could until I finally erupted in her ass. When I started to go soft Chandra got up and ran for the bathroom and came back with a wash rag to clean off my cock and then she took me in her mouth and went to work on me again. When I was hard she pulled me on top of her, "Fuck me, come on fuck me hard. Make me forget my lovers baby, fuck their memory right out of me."
She talked and I fucked.
"Did you like seeing me suck his cock baby? Did you see me deep throat his big dick? I almost let him fuck me baby, he almost got to go all the way. I knew you were watching and I wanted to let him fuck me. Would you have liked that baby? My legs kicking in the air as he pumped his big cock into my tight pussy. Would that turn you on baby, would that make your cock hard?"
It went on like that the rest of the night and it wasn't until I was lying exhausted next to Chandra's sleeping body that I realized that my cock had gone too easily into her ass - way too easily - and I began to wonder just what my wife was really doing on her dates.
Three days later I noticed Bill, Marv and Dave all sitting at the same table in the lunchroom. I asked them if I could join them and they waved me toward the empty chair. After a lot of small talk I broached the subject that made me want to sit with them. "Guys, I'm hoping that you can help me out. I know Chandra has dated all of you and I also know that gentlemen aren't supposed to kiss and tell, but my position is such that I have to ask. I want to ask her out but because she works for me I have to be extremely careful so that I don't get hit with sexual harassment bullshit. Rumor says she's pretty easy and if she is that means that I might have no worries about the harassment crap. How about it, can you help me out here?"
The three of them looked at each other and then Marv said, "She's easy all right, but she's also just a little bit weird. She will fuck your brains out, do damn near anything you want to do, but only if you agree to suck your juices out of her after you are done. Then you take her home and she gives you a final blow job and never dates you again."
"Just one time? Anything you want and then never again?"
Mike said, "That's right. The night I took her out we never even made it to dinner. She slid over next to me before we were even a block from the house and told me to head for a motel and then she went down on me while I was driving."
Then Bill said, "I didn't even get to a motel. She had me pull over and then she let me do her twice in the back seat and then she made me take her to Mario's for dinner. I asked her why Mario's and she said it was because they had long tablecloths. She actually went under the table and gave me a blow job. A room full of people for Christ's sake and she's under the table and sucking my dick. Then it was to a motel and it was ass, pussy and mouth until it was time to take her home. She gave me a last blow job on her living room couch before telling me I had to leave and then the next two times I asked her out she says no. Told me she doesn't want to get too involved with any one guy."
"Well if that's the way she is I'd better leave her alone. If she's that strange there is no telling what she might do.
I couldn't believe it. Chandra was fucking everyone she was dating. And I'd be sitting at home waiting for her with a hard on and a smile on my face while she was out doing what I told her that I imagined her doing. What bothered me the most was that driving home and thinking about it had given me a very hard woodie. When I got home (Chandra had the day off because it was her birthday which is a paid holiday at our company) Chandra was waiting for me in nothing but high heels and thigh highs. "Waiting for my present baby. How soon can you get it up?" I wanted to scream at her and call her an unfaithful bitch, but what I did was pull my hard cock out and wave it at her. "Oh goody, you must have been thinking of me all day."
"You and all your lovers" I said with an edge to my tone of voice, but Chandra didn't pick up on it.
"I'll have a new one for you to think about this weekend. Come on and fuck me while I tell you what he is going to do to me."
"This weekend? You aren't due for another three weeks."
"I know baby, but it's my birthday and I want to give us both a present. You fuck me so good after my dates that I'm almost sorry I don't get to go out every weekend. Come on baby, fuck me while I tell you about Charlie."
She took hold of my cock and drug me toward the bedroom where she bent forward over the bed and said, "Fuck your whorish wife baby. Fuck me like Charlie will this weekend. Pound me like Charlie baby, fuck me hard. I'll be sucking his cock before we hit the end of the street. I'll tell him to skip dinner and find a motel. I'll spend the entire evening while I'm gone fucking his brains out. I'll let him fuck my pussy, my ass and I'll swallow as much cum as he can pump out. Don't you wish you could see it baby? Don't you wish you could watch your little whore getting fucked by her lovers? He'll fuck me real good baby, and then I'll have him suck all of his cum out of me before I come home so you won't know you're getting sloppy seconds. Think of it baby, think about Charlie fucking me and then you fucking me when he gets done."
I didn't confront Chandra, but I did set her up. I wanted to see for myself that she was a whore. I didn't disbelieve Dave, Marv and Bill, but men have been known to exaggerate their conquests. I told Chandra that I had to go over to my mother's, but that I would be home by the time her date was over. She gave me a wicked little grin, "If his car is in the drive when you get home and we aren't in it you better sneak quietly in the back door - we might be busy." When Charlie picked her up I was sitting on the end of the block in a borrowed car and as they pulled away from the house I saw Chandra's slide over next to him and just as she had said her head was in his lap before they hit the end of the block. I followed them across town and when they turned into a motel parking lot I headed for home. I knew what was going on in that motel room - Chandra had already described it in detail.
I should have been angry and upset. Hell, I should have been mad enough to kill, but all I was was hard. When Chandra got home that night she gave Charlie his goodnight blow job and then he was gone and Chandra and I tore into each other and fucked the rest of the night and most of the next day. The next day Chandra asked me if she could go from dating once a month to dating once every two weeks. "I love the wild ass way you fuck me after my dates baby and I want it more often than once a month." I knew now that she was an unfaithful whore, but I loved the sex we had too and so I said, "I don't care sweetie. If you want to date every night it's okay with me as long as the fucking stays as hot and heavy as it has been."
"You mean that? I can really do it as often as I want?"
I nodded a yes and she threw herself into my arms, "Oh God baby, I love you. I really, really love you."
For the next six months Chandra dated on the average of three times a week and when she came home she would tell me her fictitious story of what she had done and we would fuck like mad. I finally came to realize that what I had married was a nymphomaniac. Occasionally I would follow her just for the erotic sight of seeing her head go down in her date's lap as he drove. Her rule of never dating anyone twice fell by the wayside. There just weren't enough men where we worked for her to date a different man every time and she wanted to keep it in house so to speak. Given the way things had been going it shouldn't have come as any great surprise to me when one night I followed Chandra and her date to a motel and found Dave, Bill, Ben and Mike waiting in the parking lot. I wondered who had to clean out her pussy after that little affair and then that night I waited for the gangbang story, but didn't get one. No matter, we fucked like minks that night and the next day.
The next afternoon Chandra hit me with the zinger, "We have to get married now baby. We can't put it off any longer - I'm pregnant."
Is it mine? I don't have a clue. I suppose it could be, but it could just as easily belong to one of the others. I'll bet Chandra is praying that the kid doesn't have red hair or Marv might be getting a lot of side glances from people. Chandra interrupted my thoughts, "How do you feel about being a cuckold baby?"
"What?"
"I still want the great sex we have after we become a married couple. How do you feel about people thinking that your new wife cheats on you? I want to keep dating as long as it keeps you fired up and fucking me like crazy."
I'm still wrestling with that question and I don't honestly know what my answer is going to be, but the sex is just so goddamned good when she has her fake dates. I don't know that I want to give it up either.
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It was one of those improbable occurrences that have a way of suddenly altering your life; something that you would look back on ten years later and wonder about the odds of it ever happening.
My wife Annabelle was taking advantage of one of my rare long business trips to visit her family in Denver. I'd spent the last week flying from city to city to visit branch offices and I still had a week to go. I'd caught a flight out of St. Louis for Salt Lake City and just west of Kansas City the pilot announced that a mechanical problem was going to force him to divert to Denver. Once on the ground in Denver I found that there were no flights to Salt Lake until the next day. The airline I was flying put all the passengers from my flight up at local hotels and after I had checked into my room I decided to go see my wife and in-laws. I rented a car and then headed for the little town of Castle Rock.
Castle Rock is about eighteen miles south of Denver right on Interstate 25. I debated calling ahead, but decided that it would be fun to surprise Annabelle . I turned onto my sister in-laws street just in time to see Annabelle getting into a car sitting at the curb in front of Angie's house. I was just getting ready to honk the horn and get her attention when I saw her slide across the seat and kiss the driver of the car. It was a lingering kiss and then the car started up and pulled away from the curb.
Over the course of my ten-year marriage to Annabelle there had been a time or two when I had thought that she might have played around on me, but I was never able to catch her at it. Since our relationship seemed to be a pretty strong one I never really dug too deep. Annabelle did visit her family three or four times a year and I guessed that I'd just seen one of the reasons why. I gave them a couple of blocks head start and then I followed along behind them. They drove to an apartment house, pulled into the parking lot and then the driver honked his horn. Almost immediately a man came out of an apartment on the second floor and hurried down to the car and Annabelle slid over to the middle to let him in. Once in the car the man put his arms around my wife and they kissed.
To say that I was stunned and surprised would be the classic understatement. The man was black! As they pulled out of the parking lot they turned left and headed back toward where I was parked and for the first time I saw the driver and he was also black. I was totally confused. At home Annabelle was the biggest racist that you could ever imagine. Latinos were "fucking spics" and blacks were "lazy niggers." Once, in a super market she had dropped her purse and a black man had picked it up and handed it to her. She had thanked him and as soon as he had moved off she had opened the purse, removed a hankie and then wiped the purse down to get his touch off of it. That very same Annabelle had just kissed two black men in the space of fifteen minutes. Unfucking believable!
I kept my lights off and made a u-turn to follow and once they got a couple of blocks ahead I turned on my lights and tagged along. I followed them up I-25 to Denver and they got off at the Colfax exit and headed west. About five minutes later they pulled into the parking lot of a bar, got out of the car and went inside. It was decision time. Did I go in or wait for them to come back out and then follow along to see what other surprises Annabelle had for me.. I didn't know the layout of the bar so I had no idea of whether or not I could go in and not be seen by Annabelle. With my luck she would be sitting just inside the door and see me as soon as I walked in. She would be busted, but then so would I. I decided that I needed to know more so I parked where I could watch their car and I waited.
It was a long wait. Almost three hours went by before Annabelle came out of the bar with the two guys only the group had grown in size. Now she had six guys with her, all black. The seven of them stood there talking for several minutes and then Annabelle, the two guys she had come with and a third guy got in the car while the other three got into a nearby car. Annabelle had gotten in the back seat with one of the black men and as they car pulled out of the parking lot she and the man were already making out. The other car pulled out and fell in behind them and then all three of us headed east on Colfax until we hit the entrance ramp for I-25 and then all three cars turned south toward Castle Rock.
I moved into the left lane so I could keep an eye on the car Annabelle was in. We had been on I-25 for less than two minutes when I saw Annabelle's head disappear from sight. When it did not immediately reappear I knew what it meant and it really pissed me off. Annabelle would occasionally give me head, but not until I had begged for it for a couple of days and here she was going down on some black dude and he didn't even have to push her head down to make it happen. Five or so minutes later Annabelle's head came back up and a minute later the guy on the passenger side of the front seat climbed over the back of the seat and a minute later Annabelle's head went down again. Another five minutes went by and her head came up again and I saw her wipe her mouth with the back of her hand and if I hadn't already been pissed that action would have set me off like a rocket. I had to beg her for head and she would never, ever let me cum in her mouth, but it was damned sure obvious to me that she hadn't put the same restrictions on these guys.
And my darling Annabelle was not done surprising me. She turned toward the first dude she had sucked off and there was a bunch of movement in the back seat as positions changed and one man disappeared from view. Annabelle's head went down again and suddenly the second man was sideways to me and seemed to be moving jerkily. I thought that I knew what that meant and I put on a burst of speed to pass them and I glanced over as I went by and confirmed my guess - Annabelle had her head in the lap of one man who was slouched back against the passenger side door while the other man was fucking her from behind. My wife -- the woman who got upset if I kissed her in public -- was giving a blow job and getting fucked as she flew down I-25 at seventy-five miles an hour.
I guessed that they were headed back to Castle Rock so I shot on ahead and got off at exit 182 and pulled into the Texaco station and parked where I could see which way they turned when they got off the Interstate. A left to the apartment where they had picked the guy up or right to wherever. A couple of minutes later the two-car convoy came up the exit ramp and they turned right and I fell in behind them. Pretty soon it was obvious that they were going to my sister in laws place. That made no sense because my sister in-law and her husband were bigger bigots than Annabelle was, but then I had to reconsider that since it was now obvious that Annabelle wasn't that much of a racist after all. For all I knew I might be wrong about Angie and Tom also and there was also the possibility that Tom and Angie weren't home.
When the two cars pulled onto Angie's street I pulled over and parked on the side street and got out to walk the rest of the way. I turned the corner just in time to see the six of them go into Angie's house. I was lucky that the closest street lamp was half a block away and I was hoping that my luck would hold and I would be able to see into the windows of the house. The house was a single story ranch so all I needed was for the blinds to not be fully closed in whichever room they ended up in. Luck was both with me and against me. I checked the two bedrooms first, but found that the blinds were closed up tight. They were partially open in the living room and that is where I found the six of them. I saw Annabelle put a CD into the entertainment center and when the music started Annabelle started doing a strip tease for the five men in the room. By the time Annabelle was down to her thong panty the five men had there clothes off and had begun stroking their cocks.
Then my next surprise came into the room. Angie walked in carrying a tray with seven beers on it and the five guys each took one. Then Angie and Annabelle had a little discussion, the outcome of which was Angie going over to the black guy sitting in the easy chair and kneeling down in front of him while Annabelle went over to the three blacks sitting on the couch. Angie's head dipped down into the lap of the man sitting in the easy chair and one of the black men moved in behind her, lifted her skirt and started to fuck her from behind. Over on the couch Annabelle was sucking off the man sitting in the center while she stroked the dicks of the men sitting on either side of him. Figuring that the two women would take a little time working on the five cocks I went looking for a way into the house.
First I checked the garage to see if Tom's car was there and it wasn't. Next I went and checked all the doors and windows and found that they were all locked, but the sliding patio door was the same as I had on my house and I knew how to slip the lock on it with a credit card. It took a minute of jiggling, but I finally got it open. I listened to see if anyone might have heard anything, but all I heard was the men in the living room egging the women on. I kicked off my shoes and moved quietly into the house and made my way to the two bedrooms and fixed the blinds so I could see in and then I snuck back out of the house.
In the living room Angie's head was still bobbing up and down in the one man's lap while the other was pounding her from the back. Over on the couch Annabelle had moved from the man in the center and was now sucking on the man to her left. The one to the right of center was watching what was going on with Angie and he must have thought it was a good idea because he got up and moved behind Annabelle and started taking her from the back. This action continued for about another five minutes or so and then I saw white stuff dribble out of the corner of Annabelle's mouth. She swallowed all that the man pumped into her mouth and I noticed that he didn't have to hold her head down with his hands while she did it. When Annabelle was done sucking on the man's cock she said something and everybody got up and moved to the bedrooms. Angie and her two went to one bedroom and Annabelle and her three went to the other.
The next two hours was as repetitious as it was eye opening. Annabelle was fucked by all five men, she sucked off all five men and she let three of them fuck her butt hole -- something else she had never let me do. I can only assume that over in the other bedroom Angie was doing the same things and I couldn't help but wonder if her husband knew or if he was as big a dunce as I had been.
I'd seen enough and I was getting ready to leave when Annabelle and three of the blacks did something that rocked me to my core. I watched as the three men all took her at the same time. I'm not going to lie and say that all I felt was anger and disgust, although there was plenty of that, but I was also turned on by what I saw. Annabelle, and yes, Angie too, surrounded by all that black flesh was an extremely erotic sight and I wished that I'd had a camera to capture the scene. But I didn't so memory would just have to serve -- at least until I could get a private detective on the case and he could get me some pictures.
As I drove back to my hotel I made a mental list of what I was going to have to do. The marriage was over. It wouldn't be ended for a while, but it was none the less over. I would begin quietly moving assets and making arrangements to insure that when the time came Annabelle would be left with nothing but the clothes on her back, but until then I had plans for my unfaithful wife.
The business trip over I called home to let Annabelle know that I was at the airport and would be home within the hour. Annabelle giggled and said, "It has been a while sweetie. You want me to fix dinner or would you rather have something else?"
The memory of her and her black lovers immediately came to mind and my cock twitched and so I said, "I believe that I will go with the something else."
She met me at the door wearing a shear black teddy and high heels, threw her arms around me and then gave me a very passionate kiss. "God baby, but I have missed you."
I took her by the hand and led her into the living room and then I sat down and put my briefcase on the floor next to my feet. I leaned back, unzipped myself and took out my erection and said, "Show me how much you missed me honey, come on over here and suck my cock until I cum down your throat."
I saw the anger register on her face and she said, "What is wrong with you?"
"Nothing wrong with me Annabelle. I just want my dick sucked and then I'm going to take you upstairs and fuck that tight little asshole of yours."
"What in the hell has gotten into you? Where do you get off coming home and acting like this?"
"It isn't what has gotten into me Annabelle, it is what has been getting into you. Why don't you just imagine that I'm a black man and sitting on either side of me is another black man and get over here, get on your knees and suck my cock."
I saw her face go pale as the implications of what I'd just said sank in.
"Come on Annabelle, it hasn't been that long ago, surely you haven't forgotten how."
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Oh come on Annabelle, you are much too young to have Alzheimer's. Why don't I see if I can refresh your memory."
I opened my briefcase and took out a copy of the company's quarterly report.
"This is the report of the private detective I hired. I'm just going to summarize -- I'll skip dates, times and addresses and the like -- and just get to the meat of the report" and then I recapped everything that I saw that night.
"He couldn't get video of you sucking cock and being fucked as you roared down I-25 at seventy-five miles an hour because it was too dark, but Angie's house was pretty well lit and he got some great video of you and the three blacks on the couch and of Angie getting it put to her in two holes over at the easy chair. The video of you in the bedroom with the three cocks buried in you at the same time puts most professionally done porno's to shame. Does Tom know, or will receiving a copy of the report and the video shock him?"
"Oh my god, you have video of it all?"
"Video and pictures."
"You can't tell Tom. You can't let him know."
"Why not?"
"Why would you want to hurt Angie? She's never done anything to you."
"Sure she has. She has aided and abetted you in your adulterous behavior. She has helped you stab me in the back. No matter. Here's the deal Annabelle. Even though you have been shortchanging me in the bedroom all these years you haven't been all that bad a wife. I'm too old to want to start over with someone else. I'm comfortable with you and I don't see any reason to make a change. Obviously what I know now has changed my feelings some toward you, but I believe that we can come to an accommodation. We will stay married and nothing much will change except in the bedroom. You will be the slut for me that you were for those five black men. That's the price you will have to pay for my not sending a copy of the report and the tape to Tom. On the up side you can fuck all the niggers you want when you go back to visit Angie, just don't do it around here. Now, are you going to get on your knees and suck my cock or not?"
Annabelle looked down at the floor for a second or two and then she sank to her knees in front of me. As I felt her hot breath on my cock I was hoping that she wouldn't be scared off by the revelations that I knew what she had been doing. I wanted her to go back to visit Angie and spread her legs for other men -- black or white -- so that the detective I was going to hire could get the goods on her. Until then I would use her to satisfy my sexual needs and I might even let a customer or two have a taste.
What the hell, she was a whore, right?
To be continued...
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It started out innocently enough. Carolyn and I had been married for just a little over seven years and while we were happy together the bloom had left the rose as far as sex was concerned. I didn't understand it. Carolyn was beautiful, sexy and a fun person to be around, but the passion, the pure lust we had experienced in the beginning was gone.
At first it was two or three times a day every day and then over the years it had gradually slowed down until it was once a week or even once every two weeks. We went from chasing each other around the house and ripping each other's clothes off to "You want to?" "Sure, why not." It wasn't just one sided either. Whatever it was that was affecting me affected Carolyn also; she seemed just as disinterested as I did. It wasn't mental or physical because I constantly got erections from seeing other sexy women and I'm pretty sure from the expressions on Carolyn's face when she eyed other guys that she was experiencing the female counterpart of me getting an erection.
I was whining about it one night while I was having a beer after work with my partner.
"Hell Jim, all that's going on is that you and Carolyn have gotten used to each other - you are taking each other for granted. All you need to do is stir the pot, throw some shit into the game."
"Like what?"
"Damned if I know Jim. I don't know that much about your personal life to even say. Do you and Carolyn have oral sex?"
"Yeah, we do, or at least we did."
"How about anal?"
"Yeah, we have done that."
"Got a kinky side? Want to watch her with some stud or anything like that?"
"Good lord no."
"Ever want to try any of the weird stuff like maybe peeing on her or having her pee on you?"
"No, never even thought about anything like that and the thought of it now makes me shudder."
"Well you need to find something Jim because it won't get better on it's own."
I knew Hal was right, but knowing he was right and knowing what to do about it were no the same thing.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I thought about the problem, I thought about it a lot and I couldn't seem to find a solution. I couldn't come up with any ideas until the night of Carolyn's birthday. Carolyn and I were supposed to meet in the bar at the Hilton and then have dinner and take in a show. I got a last minute phone call at the office that hung me up and I was a half-hour late getting to the Hilton. I walked into the bar and spotted Carolyn sitting at the bar and talking to some guy. From his body language it was obvious, at least to me, that he was hitting on my wife. It was equally obvious that she was not chasing him away, but then there was no reason why she should. She got hit on a lot and I knew that she could handle herself.
Normally I would walk up and Carolyn would say, "Oh, here's my husband now" and then she would introduce us and he would fade away. For some reason this time I just moved to a table in a dark corner and sat down and watched. The man took the stool next to Carolyn, waved the bartender over and ordered them both a drink. It was about five minutes before he made his move - he put his hand on Carolyn's leg just above her knee. Carolyn angrily pushed it away, but in the milli-second between his touching and her reacting my cock sprang to attention.
I have no idea what lay behind it because I had seen men make passes at Carolyn lots of times and it never gave me a hard on. I'd seen her kissed under the mistletoe at Christmas parties and it never affected me, but this guy putting his hand on Carolyn's leg had pushed a button. As soon as Carolyn reacted to the man's touch I got up and went over to them.
"Hi sweetie. Sorry I'm late, but I got a phone call just as I was walking out the door."
"No problem, in fact you are just in time to stop me from making a scene. Lets go."
She got up and we headed for thew dinning room and when we were seated I asked her about her 'making a scene' comment. And she told me what had happened.
"I know, I saw it" and then I told her about my coming in and watching. "But I don't understand the 'scene' part. You've always had men taking shots at you."
"Yeah, but never as crude as that slime ball. "Come on honey, I've got a room here and a ten inch cock that just drives women wild" and then he put his hand on my leg and I almost tossed my drink in his face."
"Too bad he was such an asshole; I would have been interested in seeing what would have happened had his hand moved a little higher."
"What?"
I reached under the table and took her hand and carried it to the hard lump in my pants. "That's what happened when I saw him put his hand on your leg. I'm just wondering if it would have ripped it's way out of my pants had he gone any higher."
"Oh my, you nasty boy you. I think we should skip dinner and the show and just hurry on home" and that is just what we did.
We didn't talk much on the way home because Carolyn was stretched out across the seat with her head in my lap and with her tongue doing interesting things to my cock. We raced into the house and up the stairs to the bedroom and then we had the most satisfying sex we'd had in a long time. We made love five times and when it was over and we had snuggled up to each other Carolyn said, "What do you think would have happened if he had gone farther?"
"No idea. My reaction to his hand on your knee surprised the hell out of me. I've no idea of what higher might have caused. Why?"
"Because I'm curious. I'm turned on by you being turned on. Had I known this earlier we could have had some very interesting evenings."
"How's that?"
"I've had hands a lot higher than that on me and in more intimate places. If I'd known the effect that it had on you I would have let you know and I probably could have maneuvered things so you could have seen it happen."
"Why am I just finding out about these things now?"
"Because I assumed that you would be like most other husbands and go roaring off and punch the guy in the mouth and that would have cut our party invitations way down."
She reached over and fondled my limp dick, "I know it has been a long night for you lover, but any chance you can get it up again?"
"Maybe later babe, but I think you have pretty much drained me up to this point."
"Pity. Do you think that you could have gone again if I had spread my legs and let his hand travel a bit?"
My cock twitched and Carolyn giggled and said, "I think we have found a way to spice up our lagging sex life."
We spent the next couple of nights experimenting. She told me about all the times she had been felt up at parties and by whom, and how far she had let them go before shutting them down, but none of that had any effect on me. We finally decided that there were two possibilities for what caused my erection on Carolyn's birthday: Either it was because he was a stranger - someone I didn't know - or it was because I saw it happen.
"So" Carolyn asked, "Do you want to find out which one it is?"
I caught the inflection on the word "you" so I said, "You mean do we want to know, don't you?"
"Oh no sweetie, this one is on you. You get to make the decision here. Yes, I am curious about what it is that has caused our sex life to catch fire again, but the choice is yours lover, yours and yours alone."
"Why? Why me alone?"
"Because my sweet, the only way we can find out the answer is to put me out there as a guinea pig. I'm going to have to let men feel me up, try to get me hot enough to follow them to a back seat or a motel room while you watch. I can handle that - I've had to since I was thirteen - but can you handle it? I'm not about to do something and then come home and have you call me a slut or a whore for something I did. I'm the one who will have hands on her ass, hands on her tits, hands trying to run up her legs under her skirt and who will almost surely have tongues shoved down her throat. If you can handle my doing it I will do it, but you have to be the one to say "Okay Carolyn, let's go find out."
"That might be Carolyn, but you still have to want to know and tell me that you would like to know before I make the decision, I'm not going to do it just to satisfy my curiosity."
"Fair enough. Yes I'm curious and I would like to know."
"Okay Carolyn, let's go find out."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Our first attempt at finding out what it was that caused my hard on took place without my knowing. On Wednesday Carolyn stopped after work with three of her girl friends. They got hit on and after several drinks they danced with some guys and then Carolyn let herself be separated from the group. The guy took her to a dark booth in the back of the bar and he tried to hustle her between dances. When she got home she told me what had happened. They had swapped tongues and she had let him get a hand inside her blouse and play with her right breast before she shut him down and went back to join her friends.
"Well lover, does that put any life in the noodle?"
"Some. We will definitely get a trip to the bedroom out of it, but I'm nowhere near as charged up as I was the other night."
Friday we attended a party thrown by some friends of ours. According to Carolyn there were seven guys at the party who had tried to get into her pants at one time or another.
"Keep an eye on me lover. Before the night is over I'll let one of them get me outside on the patio, be where you can watch."
About three hours into the party she came up to me, "You need to get outside. I told Billy I'd meet him out there in about five minutes."
I went out the front door and around the house to the back yard and found a place behind the garage where I had a good view of the patio. Billy came out and a couple of minutes later Carolyn came out. They stood and talked for a couple of minutes and then Billy pulled Carolyn to him and kissed her. She returned the kiss and Billy lowered one hand to Carolyn's ass and the other started working on her tits. Carolyn just stood there and kissed him and let his hands run free. Then Billy's hand left her ass and went to his fly and he pulled out his erection, took Carolyn's hand and placed it on his cock. She held it for maybe twenty seconds while stroking it and then she broke free and went back into the house.
I went back around to the front door, went inside and looked for Carolyn. I found her coming out of the bathroom, "Get me out of her lover" she said, "I don't know if it did anything for you, but I'm hotter than a forest fire and I need to be fucked and soon."
We had good sex that night, but it still wasn't the intense sex that we'd had the first time.
The next night, Saturday, found us in the parking lot of a bar. "How are we going to do this?" Carolyn asked.
"You go in and I'll give you twenty minutes or so and then I'll come in and find a seat where I can watch and we will see what happens."
"How far should I let it go?"
"Whatever you are comfortable with."
"No baby, you have to set the limits."
"It's a place of business Carolyn. He isn't going to take you on a table."
She got a wicked grin on her face, "So it's okay to duck under that table and give him a blow job?"
"You know what I mean Carolyn. Besides, if I'm right and it is the hands of a stranger on you that is the turn on I'll have you out of there and on our back seat long before you get to the blow job stage."
"Oh I don't know about that lover. If I get hot enough quick enough I can get to the blow job stage in a hurry."
I gave her thirty minutes and then I followed her into the bar. At first I didn't see her, but as my eyes adjusted to the low lighting I spotted her and a guy sitting in a both along the back wall. I got a seat at the bar where I could see the booth and then I sat there and sipped beer and watched while they sat there, drank and talked. Occasionally they got up to dance and I began to think that the evening was a bust and I began thinking of ways to end it.
They had just finished a dance and the man had walked Carolyn back to their booth and then he headed for the men's room. On an impulse I followed him. I was standing at the urinal taking a whiz while I watched him feed quarters into the condom machine on the wall. He obviously thought something was going to happen so I decided to go back to my seat at the bar and watch just a little bit longer.
I was back on my bar stool before he got back to the booth and I watched as he slid in next to her, said something and then put his arm around her and pulled her tight against him. He kissed her and she returned it. They necked for a couple of minutes and then it happened. His hand moved to her right breast and squeezed it and I was instantly hard as an iron bar. I knew that I had found what we had set out to discover - it was the hands of an unknown stranger on my wife that had caused the intense sex that we had enjoyed that first time and that was lighting me up this time.
All I had to do was get Carolyn out of there without causing a scene.
In the booth I saw the man start to run his hand up Carolyn's leg. He took his other hand off of her tit and used it to take her hand and carry it under the table and Carolyn broke the kiss and looked over at me. She saw me watching and she gave me her evil grin and I saw her arm begin to move and I knew that she was stroking the guys cock.
I nodded my head toward the bathrooms and got up and headed down the hall to the men's john. A minute later Carolyn came down the hall toward me and said, "Well?"
For an answer I took her hand and placed it on my erection and then I pulled her out the back door. I took her on the back seat right there in the parking lot and then stopped twice on side streets on the way home. Once we got home we screwed all weekend long.
Carolyn and I sat down and had a long talk about where we should go from there or if we should go anywhere from there. What it was doing for me was great, but I was concerned about what it was doing for her, or more to the point, to her.
"Don't you worry about me lover. It isn't bothering me at all because I know what it is doing for us. As long as you are sure that you are okay with what I'm letting be done to me. I'm having a good time with this. I get the best of both worlds; I get to fool around with other guys and then have you try and fuck me to death. But sweetie, and this is a big but, I still need to know how far you want me to take it."
"What do you mean?"
"Saturday I had the guys cock in my hand and I was stroking it. His fingers were on their way up my leg and had almost reached my pussy. How far do I go? Who stops it, you or me? The timing was good Saturday, but what if something happens and you get delayed? Do I keep whacking the guy off until he cums? I can't stop and start like a tape in a VCR. I can't start and then say, "Okay, we have to stop because my husband isn't here yet. Oh, there he is now, let's start again." What if you are sitting there watching and some one you know comes in and sees you and joins you and you can't break loose? Do I keep going? Do I stop, go to the ladies room and then sneak out the back door and sit in the car and wait for you? You have to set the limits for me sweetie, you have to define things for me."
"I told you once before, just do what you are comfortable with."
"Can't you get it through your thick head that this is not about what I am comfortable with? It is all about what you are comfortable with. It is all about you facing me when it is over and not thinking that I'm a fucking whore. I'm doing this for you. Granted, I am having a hell of a good time with you when we get home, but still, what I'm doing is for you."
"I thought it was for us?"
"Okay, in a way it is for us, but I don't need it. I enjoy myself when you make love to me the regular way - without you being stimulated by an outside source, but you make love to me a hell of a lot more when you have been stimulated. So make love to me three or four times a week and we won't have to play games. The only reason I'm doing this lover is that our sex life was in the toilet until that stranger put his hand on my knee. Give me a sex life and we can stay out of bars."
"It isn't that simple for me. I could give you the three or four times a week and while it would be enjoyable it wouldn't be the intense "fuck all weekend" sex that we just had. I don't want the make love, cuddle up and go to sleep sex we used to have. I want the anywhere, everywhere, can't keep hands off non-stop sex we just had. We didn't have it when you fooled around with the guy the night you stopped with the girls and we didn't have it following what you did with Billy. We had sex, but nothing like what we had after the two strangers."
"Fine sweetie, but that brings us back to my question. How far do I go; what are my limits? Understand me here lover, I am a natural born cock tease and I enjoyed leading Billy and the man from Saturday night on and then leaving them hanging. My rings are on open display so they know that I'm married and if they come after me anyway that makes them assholes and I don't mind leaving an asshole with a case of blue balls. If it will turn you on I will do anything you want except fuck them. Yes, I'll even climb in a back seat and suck the guy off if that is what you want me to do, but you have to tell me how far I can go."
"Okay, how about this? You just set the limit - no fucking! The rest is up to you. You aren't going to jack a guy off if you don't want to and you aren't going to suck a cock if you don't want to and you aren't going to let a guys fingers get into your pussy if you don't want them there. If you are enjoying yourself - enjoy. If not, give me some signal and I'll get you out of there. By the same token, if I get uncomfortable with what I see I give you a signal and we will split. Good enough?"
"You would actually let me give another guy head?"
"Only if you wanted to. You don't ever have to, but if for some reason you want to, go for it."
Carolyn gave me a long look and then said, "Okay, if that's what you want. Next question, how often? Once a week, twice a week, every other week, once a month?"
We settled on every other week and never the same bar more than once every three months.
The next six months were wild and it is a wonder that I didn't wear the skin off my cock. I watched Carolyn get hit on by dozens of strangers and I saw them put their hands on every part of her body. I watched her get finger fucked, I watched her give hand jobs and three times I even saw her with a strange man's cock in her mouth.
The first time she did it I was both shocked and surprised, but it almost made my cock rip right through my pants. Carolyn told me that she had been stroking the guy under the table, "And he felt so huge that I just had to see it. Once I was under the table looking at it I knew that you were watching and wondering so I just had to give it a couple of sucks just to see what it would do to you."
What it did to me was drive me crazy and I was still fucking Carolyn like a crazy man two weeks later.
The second time I was going to meet her at a bar when I got off work and I was late getting there. She had been necking with the guy and stroking him under the table trying to keep him under control until I got there. I hadn't been there two minutes and the guy put his hand behind Carolyn's head and applied pressure. She had looked at me and when I didn't jump up and charge over she let him push her head under the table. She came out from under the table three minutes later and looked over at me and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. The guy had cum in her mouth and she had swallowed it all. I got so charged up over that one that we went a month before going out looking again.



The third time she did it she had gotten up to go to the bathroom and I had followed her. "He wants me to go out to the parking lot with him. Should I do it?"
"Do you want to?"
"It doesn't matter what I want. The question is do you want me to?"
"Carolyn, if you didn't want to we wouldn't be having this conversation. So it is back to you. If you want to it is okay with me."
"Well sweetie, under the table he feels like he is a good ten or eleven inches long and I can't get my hand all the way around it. I would like to get a good look at it, but if I go out to his car with him I'll probably end up giving him a blow job."
"So go for it."
I couldn't get close enough to see all of it, but I watched Carolyn's head bob up and down for a good five minutes before her head came back up. They talked for several minutes and I saw Carolyn's arm begin to move and then her head went back down again and this time it was down for almost ten minutes before they went back into the bar. On the way home she told me that she was sorry that she had come up with the "no fucking" limit. "God he was big. I would have loved to see whether or not I could have taken all of him."
She rolled down her window and tossed out something.
"What was that?"
"His phone number. If I'd have kept it I don't know that I wouldn't have eventually called him."
Again, I couldn't keep my hands off of her for weeks. We were making love more that we had on our honeymoon and that is saying a lot.
The sex we were having was fabulous. Not a normal life style, but it worked for us. At least it did until the day I came home from a business trip a day early. I hadn't called Carolyn to tell her my plans had changed. I don't know why I didn't because I normally did. I guess it had something to do with the fact that it was Sweetest Day and I wanted to surprise her and take her out to dinner and a show.
There was a strange car in the driveway when I got home and the house was dark. The only light on was the one in the master bedroom. Why a strange car in the drive and a dark house? I let myself in the house and the first thing I noticed was the quiet. Then I saw the empty wine bottle and the two glasses on the living room coffee table. There was no one downstairs and so, walking softly as I could, I headed up the stairs to the second floor. As I reached the top of the stairs I heard a man's voice say, "That was outstanding."
"Thank you sir, and I do have to say that you were rather spectacular yourself."
"Why did you make me wait so long and when and how often can we do this again?"
"To answer your questions in reverse order, this is a one time shot and will never be repeated. As far as the waiting, you would have waited forever if I hadn't needed, for reasons that are none of your business, to find out if I could have sex with a man other than my husband."
"Oh come on Carolyn, you can't just shut me off like that. This big black cock of mine drove you wild. You can't tell me that you don't want it again."
"Of course I want it again and as many times as you can get it up between now and when we have to leave for work in the morning. But when we leave this house in the morning it is over. Now that I know what I needed to find out I should ask you to leave, but because of that huge black cock and what you just did to me with it I'm going to make a night of it. But it is still just a one shot deal. If that isn't good enough for you you can get dressed and leave now."
"Oh no baby. I'll stay and take all that I can get and gamble that by the time morning comes you will be so hung up on my cock that you will be begging me to come back."
"Go ahead and gamble all you want, but as much as I loved the fucking you just gave me and as much as I'm looking forward to the fucking you are going to give me it is still only going to be a one time deal. I love my husband too much to have an affair behind his back."
"I don't understand that. What are we doing now if it isn't having an affair?"
"I told you Mike. For reasons that are none of your business I needed to find out if I could fuck a man other than my husband. Now, are you going to waste more time talking or are you going to put that absolutely huge and marvelous black pole in me again?"
"Well, it is starting to recover and a little help might just speed up the process."
"I suppose that I could do a little something although I only got about two inches of it in my mouth last time."
The man laughed, By tomorrow morning baby, I'll have you deep throating this licorice stick."
I don't know why, given the things that we had been doing lately, but suddenly I felt betrayed. Carolyn had once said that she would do anything short of fucking another man and yet here she was doing just that. And I wondered what her statement about needing to know if she could fuck a man other than her husband had behind it. I stood there in the hallway outside of our bedroom listening to the sounds of Carolyn sucking a black man's cock and wondered what I should do.
The obvious think for me to do was storm into the room and rain all over their parade. The problem with doing that was that even though Carolyn was a cheating whore I still loved her. I loved her deeply and a confrontation could have several possible outcomes, one of which could be the end of our marriage and I didn't want that; at least not just then. Maybe it would come to that any way, but I wasn't going to rush it.
Discounting confrontation left me with only a few other options. I could slink away, not let Carolyn know that I knew; I could stay and listen and see where that would take me; I could try and find some way to watch and see where that led, or I could just walk into the room and say, "Oh wow, cool. I'll just go over and sit on the chair and watch."
Watching was out. There wasn't any way that I could get into a position to see without the possibility of being seen. I was not going to leave my own house like a whipped cur with my tail between my legs and walking into the room and pretending that everything was cool wouldn't cut it either because it wasn't cool, not by a long shot. So I made the decision that in the end killed my marriage to Carolyn. I decided to stay and listen and see what else I could find out.
I very quietly opened the door to the spare bedroom, which was 'kitty corner' across the hall from the master bedroom. Leaving the door open a crack I got a chair and settled in to listen. At first I didn't hear much, but after a minute or so I heard the man say, "Oh yeah baby, you sure do know how to suck a cock."
I was angry! I was very angry that my 'so-called' loving wife was in our bedroom giving a blow job to an unknown black asshole. I know that to some the situation would be considered laughable since I had already seen my wife with another man's cock in her mouth, several times, but the situations were not the same. In the first instance she was teasing the man for my benefit and when the time came she got up and left the guy hanging and then we went and fucked our brains out. Here, she was doing it behind my back - she was cheating on me!
Across the hall I heard, "That's enough baby; I'm hard enough and I want to get into that tight white pussy."
"Go slow lover, take it easy, I'm not used to something that big."
"That's a shame baby. Fine pussy like you deserves a great cock."
"Oh God, slow lover, go slow, let me get used to it." Several moans and then, "You're big, oh God but you're big. Oh yes baby, like that, push it in, give me all of it."
More moans and then the 'slap, slap' of flesh smacking into flesh and sharp little cries of pleasure.
"Jesus but you are tight" and then he laughed, "But only for me. Hope your hubby doesn't come home too soon and want to fuck. He won't even be able to touch the sides."
There was a loud moan followed by a sharp cry that I knew only too well - Carolyn had just had an orgasm.
"Oh god, oh god, so full, I'm so full, fuck me honey, fuck me hard."
"What's the matter baby, hubby doesn't do a good job of filling you up?"
"Oh God, oh sweet Jesus, so good, fuck me, please keep on fucking me."
"I asked you a question baby and I want an answer. Does hubby do a good job of filling you up?"
"Just fuck me, please baby, just fuck me."
"Okay. If you don't want to answer I'll just stop and get dressed and get out of here."
"No, no, don't stop, please don't stop."
"Then answer me."
"No he doesn't fill me up."
"He can't fuck you as good as I can?"
"No, he can't fuck me like you do."
"Kind of wimpy huh?"
"Please lover, don't tease me, fuck me damn it, fuck me."
"I asked you if your husband is a wimp."
"Yes damn it, he's a wimp."
"He's got a wimpy little white cock?"
"Yes he's little. Please don't tease me lover, fuck me."
Lots more 'slap, 'slap" and a whole lot of moaning. There were several 'oh yes's and 'fuck me, fuck me's and at least four more orgasms before the man said, "Here it comes baby, here comes a load of chocolate sauce."
Then there was a lot of heavy breathing before the man said, "Your hubby ever get you off like that?" There was silence and then the man said again, "I asked you if your hubby ever got you off like that." More silence and then, "Okay, I'll leave."
"No, don't go, please don't go."
"Well?"
"No, he has never gotten me off like that."
"You know why don't you? Tell me why he hasn't."
"He has a little dick."
"A wimpy little white dick?"
"Yes, a little wimpy white dick."
"Get down there baby, get me hard again. I'm going to make you forget your husbands name before I leave."
I sat there and listened to two more sessions and the constants were the same. Carolyn's moans, cries of orgasm, and the man's constant goading of Carolyn into saying I was a little dicked wimp. I was boiling mad, not so much at Carolyn, but at the egotistical asshole nigger she was fucking. She never called me a wimp on her own; she merely repeated back to him what he told her to say.
"Your husband is a wimp with a little white dick isn't he?"
"Yes, he has a wimpy little white dick."
She was enjoying his large member and was saying what she needed to say to keep him from stopping. As far as I was concerned I did not find that at all threatening to my ego and I sure didn't see that as my wife having no respect for me. However that quickly changed.
It was their fourth fuck session since I'd been there and this time the asshole wasn't leading Carolyn in anything. He was pounding away at her and she was moaning, "Oh god, so good, so good, deep baby, fuck me deep, like that, oh yes, like that, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes."
"You like this big black cock?"
"I love your big black cock."
"You like the way I fuck you?"
"Oh God yes."
"You ever been fucked this good before?"
"No lover, never."
"You ever going to be happy with your husband after this?"
"No lover, no way his wimpy white ass will ever be able to satisfy me after this."
And that was that. The end of my marriage in five seconds. Five seconds was all the time it took Carolyn to say those seventeen words that drove a stake through my heart. I got up from my chair and headed on down the stairs to the living room and got my cell phone out of my briefcase. I hit the speed dial for the home phone and when it rang I heard Carolyn cry out, "Oh shit, why now? Hold on lover, it is my husbands nightly check in call."
"Let it ring."
"I can't. He always calls when he goes out of town. If I don't answer it he might start wondering why." Another second or two and then "Hello?"
"Just calling to let you and your big dicked friend know that you can go ahead and fuck together for the rest of your lives. I'm taking my "wimpy white ass" out of the picture."
"Oh God, where are you?"
"Right now I'm in the living room, but don't worry, I'm not going to get my shotgun and come up, I'm just going to get the fuck out."
"No honey, don't leave, please don't leave. Stay there and I'll be right down."
"Don't bother Carolyn, I'm going to take my wimpy little white dick and leave."
"No baby, please wait for me. I can explain."
"Maybe you could, but I can't un-hear what you said any more than you can un-say it. Goodbye Carolyn."
I heard her running down the upstairs hallway hollering, "Wait baby, wait" as the front door closed behind me. Then I went into the garage and got a shovel and started taking the windows out of the nigger's car and waited for him to come out and tell the wimpy white guy that he was unhappy about it.
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I've been married to Steffanie for almost twenty years now and if I would have had to bet my life on it I would have wagered that she was so in tune with me she could have picked me out of a crowd of men even if she was blindfolded. We had some sort of ESP when it came to each other. Each of us always knew what the other was thinking and we always seemed to be able to sense when the other was near.
I am a traveling salesman and I'm usually on the road two weeks out of every three. Steff was an executive secretary for a manufacturing firm and had been since our two kids got old enough to go to school. Because of my occupation and the many separations that it caused Steff and I had a fantastic love life. She was always so glad to see me come home and I was always so glad to be there that we never reached that point in our marriage where sex became "ho hum."
It didn't hurt any that Steff loved sex and always wanted to experiment and try something new. She would pick up a copy of Cosmopolitan and read an article on Ten Ways To Please Your Man and if any of those ways involved sex she just had to try it. A couple of years back she got a hold of a copy of the Kama Sutra and we are still trying the various positions. She said we would still be working on positions when we reached eighty.
Then a series of events occurred that would undoubtedly change my marriage and my life. I was on the forth day of a seven-day trip to the Northeast when my boss called me and told me that I needed to rush home. Our home office had just announced that they had purchased our biggest competitor and that I needed to be there when the sales territories were realigned. That meant that I would be home for Steff's company Christmas party that I would otherwise have missed. I almost grabbed the phone to give her the good news, but at the last second I decided to just surprise her.
Just five hours before the bosses phone call I had been working with a customer demonstrating a new line of adhesives. One of the tubes had burst under pressure and some of the adhesive had gotten in my hair and in my beard. No amount of solvent, paint thinner, MEK or Acetone had been able to clean it out so I did the only thing I could - I shaved off my beard and got a brush cut.
When the call came from my boss and I realized that I would be able to make it to Steff's party I decided to have some fun with her. Steff had never seen me without the beard and she had never seen me with hair that wasn't worn long in the Seventies hippie style although I did shorten it up some as I grew older. I had the beard when I met her and I had never shaved it off. I decided to make a few other changes, show up at her party, wait until I could catch her under the mistletoe and then give her a passionate kiss. She wouldn't know who I was until our lips met and no one else there would know it was me either. I smiled as I thought of the rumors that would fly when her co-workers saw her being passionate with a strange man. I hit a men's store and bought a new suit and tie so I could be dressed in clothes that Steff had never seen before. I hit a drug store and got a pair of weak reading glasses and then I packed my bags and headed for the airport.
When my flight got in I drove into the office and spent the day working with Harry on the realignment plan. At five-thirty I headed home secure in the knowledge that Steff would follow her usual habit of taking a change of clothes to work with her and that she would go to the party from work. She would also take a hotel room for the night so she wouldn't be driving home under the influence of alcohol. I took the precaution of calling the house when I was two blocks away and got no answer. Just to be safe I drove past the house looking for signs of life and parked down the street. I walked back to the house and looked in the window on the side of the garage and her car wasn't there so I went back and got my car and pulled into the drive.
I showered, shaved and put on my new clothes, the weak glasses and as I checked myself out in the mirror I wondered how long it would take Steff to recognize me. Given the ESP thing that we had I half expected that she would know I was there as soon as I walked in the door. I hoped not - I wanted to get her under the mistletoe before she tumbled.
The party was being held in one of the banquet rooms at the Marriott and the buffet style dinner was all ready being served when I arrived. I spotted Steff at a table next to the area that would be used as a dance floor later in the evening. She was sitting with three other girls and while it might just have been my imagination I thought I saw her head come up for a second when I walked in. Did she really sense my presence? At that distance? She gave a quick look around, but then went back to talking to her friends. I noticed an empty table in the back corner so I got a drink from the open bar and went over to the table and sat down. It would be at least an hour before the dancing would begin and I could pull my little surprise. I was watching Steff and sipping my vodka tonic when the first test of the evening happened. Two guys were heading for my table and I glanced around and saw that the empty chairs at my table were the only empty ones in the room. I knew both of the men; I had met them at previous company picnics and parties, but would they know me?
"Mind if we join you? You seem to have the only seats in the house."
I waved at the empty seats and they sat down and introduced themselves. I lowered my voice to disguise it a little and told them my real first name. Tom asked me where in the company I worked, but before I could make up a lie I got my first surprise of the evening. Steff got up to go to the ladies room and my jaw dropped. Her blouse was cut so low that her tits were almost completely on display, she was wearing the shortest skirt that I had ever seen and she had on CFM's with five-inch heels. She looked like a street hooker trolling for business. Larry saw where I was looking, "She's something, isn't she?"
Tom chimed in, "It looks like someone might get lucky tonight."
"What's that mean?"
"Her husband is out of town on business and sometimes when he isn't around she plays. From the way she's dressed tonight this just might be one of those times."
"What do you mean by she plays?"
"That's the thing with Steffi, you never know. She likes to be inventive and it's rarely the same thing twice."
All of a sudden I was not interested in surprising my wife - it seemed that she was going to be doing the surprising.
They were using a DJ and records this year instead of a live band and I watched as almost every guy there danced with Steff at least once. About an hour into the dancing I saw a guy hand Steff something and then I watched as she fixed it in her hair - it was a big sprig of mistletoe. He led her out onto the dance floor and then they kissed. It wasn't just a little peck on the cheek either; it was a long, hot, passionate kiss and I saw the guy's hands slide down to Steff's ass and pull her to him. Then guys started cutting in and the kisses stayed hot and steamy and there wasn't one part of Steff's body that didn't get groped. And Steff didn't do a thing - not one thing - to fight them off. Tom and Larry both got up to dance with her and Tom was dancing with her when the DJ announced a short break and Tom headed back to our table with Steff in tow.
I braced myself for the confrontation, but when we were introduced, but all she did was give me a funny look and say, "Have we met?" In my disguised voice I said that we hadn't. "Strange. I have a strong feeling that I know you." I just shrugged and got up and went to get myself another drink. When I returned to the table Steff and Tom were kissing and Larry had his hand up her skirt. Tom and Steff broke the kiss when I sat down and Steff turned to me and said, "Are you sure we've never met?"
"Positive."
Just then the DJ started playing music again and Steff looked at me and said, "Are you going to ask me to dance?"
"Sorry, I don't dance - bad knees."
"Pity" she said and she leaned toward me, "I wouldn't want you to be the only one here not to kiss me under the mistletoe." She kissed me and her tongue darted into my mouth. I waited a second and then returned the favor. Now she'll know I thought, but when she pulled away all she did was give me a strange look and then Larry pulled her back out on the dance floor.
For the next hour I watched as Steff did almost everything on the dance floor except an actual sex act. She kept glancing over at me and any minute I expected to see a light bulb come on over her head. As the party began to wind down Steff left the dance floor and came over to my table, "We're going to take the party upstairs to room 921. You're invited. Knock three times" and she walked away.
I was torn between going up to the room and going home to wait for her, but curiosity finally won out and after having several cups of coffee in the hotel's twenty-four hour coffee shop I headed for room 921. I knocked three times and the door was opened by Larry.
"Come on in and take a number."
The door closed behind me and all of my attention was captured by what was taking place on the bed. Steff was riding up and down on a cock while another man was stuffing his cock in her mouth. There were five other men standing around, stroking their cocks and either waiting for their turn or for seconds. Tom walked up to me, "I told you she was something, didn't I? If I was her old man there ain't no way in hell I'd ever go off and leave her alone."
I just stood there and watched as cock after cock pumped sperm into every hole that Steff had. Things started to slow down as guys dressed and began to leave. Steff glanced over at me and noticed that I was still standing there fully dressed. She frowned and then made a come here gesture with her hand, "Come on over here mystery man. I know I know you from somewhere and I think I'd like to get to know you a little better." She rolled onto her back, spread her legs and arms and said, "Come on honey.
I just stood there looking down at her for several seconds and then I shook my head no and said in my normal voice, "No thanks Pooh" (my nickname for her) "I don't think so." I saw the recognition register and then a stricken look crossed her face as I turned and left the room to go home and wait.
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Annabelle wasn't very happy with her new arrangement. She didn't seem to mind finally having to give me blow jobs and anal sex and one day I intended to ask her about that. But she hadn't liked it one bit when I told her the price of her continued comfortable life and my not telling her sister's husband about their black lovers.
"Do you really hate me that much?"
"Hate has nothing to do with it Annabelle. You are a whore and from time to time I can use a whore in my business. Why should I pay for one when I already have one available? Frankly, I don't understand your reluctance. You have been sneaking behind my back and hanging horns on me for years and now you don't have to sneak any more. You can go visit your sister and do your thing whenever you want and all it will cost you is a night or two with one of my customers. And some of them are even black. Don't worry Annabelle, it will be discrete and it won't be that often. I'll only use you for my very best customers. I don't want it to get out that my wife is a whore. Now, how about coming over here and sucking my cock."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That little conversation took place two months ago and I hadn't yet used Annabelle as a call girl because I wanted all my ducks in a row before I pushed things. The last duck lined up that afternoon. Three weeks ago I had sent Annabelle to spend a week or two with her sister.
"I want you to go and have a very long talk with her. I want her to know just how big the noose is that I can drop over your necks. You not only have your sister's husband to worry about, you need to think about how your parents will react to finding out that both of their daughters are doing black gangbangs. You also need to prime your sister for what she might have to do."
"What is that?"
"She might have to do in Colorado what I'm going to have you do here."
"You wouldn't!"
"Of course I would Annabelle."
"But she's never done anything to harm you."
"Sure she has Annabelle. She has been helping you cuckold me and that certainly meets my definition of doing me harm. Just go see her and make sure that she understands the consequences if she doesn't go along. Oh, and by the way, better get your fill of black cock on this trip because it may be a while before you get to go again. Remember Annabelle, all you want when you visit your family, but don't ever let me catch you doing it around here."
As I watched her plane taxi out for the flight to Denver I took out my cell phone and made a call to let the private detective I'd hired to let him know she was on her way. The results of that phone call and that visit were now safely tucked away in a safe deposit box. It was the last duck I needed to line up. It was the report, complete with audio and video of what Annabelle had done while at her sister's.
I'd gotten my wish. Annabelle had believed me when I told here that I had film and photos of her last trip. She also believed me when I told her that I didn't care what she did when she was at her sister's place in Colorado as long as she didn't mess around at home. As a result of believing me she had just spent a week and a half doing the same things I had seen on the night I stopped by to surprise her only now I did have it on audio and video.
It was almost a repeat of what had happened the last time except this time there had been seven blacks instead of five and I got five days worth of divorce material. There were a few other differences. Annabelle and her sister were in the same room on three of the five days and once they were both on the bed at the same time and they each had all three of their holes filled.
It was erotic as hell. Two little white bodies buried underneath a sea of black. But the image that really grabbed me was Annabelle taking care of five black cocks at the same time. She was on top and had a cock in her mouth, pussy and ass, and while the guy she was sitting on held her erect she used her hands to jack off two more blacks. Any divorce lawyer would love to have material like that to work with.
Now it was decision time. I'd given Annabelle the deal not meaning to keep it. I needed her to go back to her sister's so I could get the material I needed for a divorce. I'd spent the last couple of months protecting my assets as best I could. With the audio and video I now had in my possession the divorce should be a slam-dunk in my favor, but anyone who places any trust in our court system is a fool. I had to weigh things and see what would be the most cost-effective way to go. A good lawyer and a bad court could give Annabelle much more that I would like.
On the other hand, other than being totally pissed at her infidelity, did I really need to get rid of her? She had always been a marvelous piece of ass, even when she was denying me anal and oral sex. Now with those two added to the mix she was superb. She was a fine looking woman and was great arm candy at business and social events. She was a good cook and kept a clean house and all those things went on the plus side of the scale. The only thing on the negative side was that she was an unfaithful whore. But – she was an unfaithful whore that I could use.
The next thing to consider was how to replace her after the divorce. Did I really want to go to all the trouble of finding a new wife? At my age I was well past the 'eligible bachelor' stage and my work schedule pretty much precluded my getting involved in the 'dating scene'. On the plus side Annabelle did seem to be comfortable with her new status of course she hadn't yet been sent on her first 'business meeting' and it could change the way she felt. After looking at it from all angles I decided to stay with the status quo. I could always go for the divorce later.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It had been a bad day and when I got home I was in an irritable mood and Annabelle picked up on it right away. She poured me a glass of Merlot and told me to take my clothes off:
"I'll run you a bath and you can soak and sip your wine and I'll finish fixing dinner."
I took her advice and by the time she had dinner ready I felt a lot better. I was standing in the bedroom drying myself with a towel when she came in and refilled my wine and then stood there looking at me. After almost a minute of just standing there watching me towel off she walked toward me and dropped to her knees in front of me and took my cock in her mouth. I was caught completely by surprise. For the ten years of our marriage she had absolutely refused to suck my cock and for the last three months she only did it when I ordered her to. This was the first time Annabelle had taken my cock in her mouth on her own.
Her right hand slid up my leg until it reached my balls and she fondled them. Her left hand gripped my ass and pulled me toward her mouth where her tongue was swirling around the cock head. She licked and sucked and after only a couple of minutes I began to feel weak in the knees and I knew I was going to let go. If I had ordered her to suck me off I would have grabbed her head and held it while I came and forced her to swallow my cum, but since Annabelle had initiated this blow job I wanted to see what she would do so I told her I was ready to come. Her right hand let go of my balls and she used both hands to grab my ass and pull me as deep into her mouth as she could get me and I let go. Annabelle gulped and swallowed and didn't lose a drop. When my cock was soft she let it fall from her mouth and she looked up at me:
"Feel better now?"
All I could do was look down at her. At war in my head were two factions: The one wanted to say, "My God that was good" and the other wanted to scream out, "You stupid fucking whore; why have you denied me this all these years?" I did neither of course and she stood up and said, "Dinners on the table" and she left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dinner was a quiet affair and the two of us finished off the bottle of Merlot. I poured us a Bailey's Irish Cream for an after dinner drink and as I sipped mine I contemplated Annabelle. Finally I said:
"Why did you do that?"
"Why did I do what?"
"Come into the bedroom and go down on me."
"I did it because I like it."
"You like it?"
"No, that's not true, I love it. I love the feel of a throbbing cock in my mouth and knowing, at least for the time it is there, that I have power over the man."
"Then why did you refuse me all those years?"
"Fear."
"I don't understand, fear? What were you afraid of?"
"I was afraid you would find out I was a whore. The same reason I never gave you anal. If I gave it to you would see how much I loved it and you might have had questions, questions that I didn't want to answer. Fear of you finding out just how big a slut I was. The fear is gone now. You do know how big a slut I am. I don't need to hide anything anymore."
"Were you a slut when I married you or did it come later?"
"I suppose I was a slut when I married you, but I didn't know it until after we got married. But then again I'm not really sure. I guess it depends on your definition of a slut."
"Can I get an explanation of that?"
"What makes a girl a slut? Just the fact that she fucks? Does she have to very promiscuous or is it a designation for someone who does gangbangs? I don't know. I wasn't a virgin when you married me and you knew that because I told you, but I never told you how many had been there before we met. I went steady with five different guys before you met me and I slept with all five. I wasn't an easy piece. In each case I dated them, liked them enough to go steady with them and eventually I went to bed with them. For one reason or another I broke up with them.
"There were always gaps between the relationships – I didn't just go from one to the next – and I never had more than one relationship going at one time. Do five guys before you qualify me as a slut? I don't know. But I did love the sex so was that alone enough to give me the label? Again, I don't know. The first time I realized that I was a slut was the first time I knowingly had a bunch of black cock stuffed in me, but that didn't happen until a year after you married me. But once they started lining up on me I found out that I loved having multiple partners."
"I was such a bad husband that you had to go and get yourself gangbanged by blacks?"
"It had nothing to do with you. As hard as it may be for you to believe it I did love you. What happened in Colorado had nothing to do with you."
"Did love me? When did you stop?"
"About three months ago when I found out that you were no better than those niggers in Colorado."
"Niggers? That's a strange way to be talking about your lovers. So, what is it about me that makes me no better than they are?"
"You are a blackmailer just like they are."
"Blackmail?"
"What, you think I'm fucking a bunch of black slime balls because I want to? They started blackmailing me about a year after we were married."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"Why? There wasn't anything you could do about it. All that I would have accomplished by telling you was increase the possibility that they would follow through on their threat."
"Which was?"
"They had pictures of Angie and me that they said they would send to our parents."
"What kind of pictures?"
"Pictures of Angie and me screwing a bunch of niggers. If my mom and dad had seen those pictures they would have turned their backs on Angie and me – they would have disowned us."
"If you knew that, why did you have sex with them in the first place?"
"We never knew it until we saw the pictures."
"I'm missing something here. How could you screw a bunch of black men and not know it?"
"Angie and I went to a victory party after a football game. We either had way too much to drink or we were drugged – I don't know – all I know is that I woke up in the morning with a very sore pussy and a headache. Later that day I was told that a bunch of guys lined up on Angie and me. The word went out that Angie and I were whores and we eventually had to transfer to a different school. Years later I met you, fell in love and we got married."
"Then what happened?"
The first visit I made back to Colorado after we were married Angie and I were in the mall shopping when two niggers came up to us while we were having lunch at the food court. They sat down and one of them handed us a picture that showed the two of us on one bed and each of us had a black cock in us. They told us that unless we put out for them they would mail copies to mom and dad and everyone else in our family. You know what a bunch of racists my family are. It would have killed my mom and the rest of the family would turn their backs on us.
"It was a no brainer for me. I didn't live there anymore so it would only happen the one time and I'd come back here and you would never know. I thought it would be the one time and that would be the end of it, but it wasn't. By pure rotten luck one of the guys moved onto the street were Angie and Tom live. Once they knew where to find her she was sunk. They are doing her two and three times a week. She can't get Tom to move so she's a pincushion for niggers. When I go visit they know I'm there and I have to go along.
"For a long time the solution for me was to just not go back to visit my family and then two things happened. One, my mother started getting all weepy eyed on me because I never came to visit her and two, the assholes told Angie if she didn't get me to come back two or three times a year they would send mom and dad the photos.
"It turned into a complicated thing for me. I hated the bastards who were doing it, but I loved what they were doing. It was only a couple of times a year, three at most, and you lived here and would never have any way of finding out so I thought I was safe. Turns out I wasn't and now you are blackmailing me just like they are."
"You could have come to me."
"No, I couldn't. All you could have done was keep me from going back which would have gotten the photos sent or you could have tried something with them which would have gotten me a "Fuck you bitch" and the pictures sent. There are seven of them and one of them would manage to get it done. I'm screwed. Until mom and dad are gone, I'm screwed. You never said, what made you put a detective on me?"
"I didn't, at least not then," and I told her the story of how I came to see it all with my own eyes. "Our marriage died that night when I saw you willingly give those blacks what you always denied me. I flew home and began planning the divorce. When I confronted you all I had was what I had seen and I bluffed you with a copy of the company's annual report. The material I have came from your last visit. I had a private detective waiting to meet your plane. I saw the disgust with me register on her face:
"Hey sweetie, I'm not the one who cheated. You trashed our marriage, not me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a touching tale, and if true, it explained a lot. But the fact remained that Annabelle had been unfaithful to me for years. In addition she had been happily giving out blow jobs and taking it up the ass while denying me the pleasure. I wasn't buying her story that she was afraid I'd find out she was a whore. She could have done it and faked it being the first time and then told me she'd like to try it again. Then she could gradually work her way into telling me she loved it and wanted to do more, but oh no, give it wholesale to a bunch of guys she professed to hate and deny me who she professed to love. Nope, wasn't buying it.
As for not loving me any more now that I was a 'blackmailer' so what! I'd written Annabelle off the night I caught and whether or not she loved me was immaterial. Her tale did make me reconsider my plans for Annabelle. I would still use her to keep certain customers happy, but I modified my position some on my "Don't want people to know you are a whore" stance. I did have several close friends who I knew would like a taste of Annabelle and she had admitted to a love of multiple partners. I was keeping her around to meet my needs and as long as she did that I saw no reason not to see to it that some of hers were also met.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Annabelle and I settled into a comfortable relationship. We had sex four or five times a week and now it included anal and oral. There was no change in Annabelle's routine; she still did charity work and involved herself in some civic activities. The only thing that changed was that there was no more "Hi honey" and rushing into my arms when I got home at night. Other than that it stayed the same. Three months went by and then came the day I gave Annabelle her first 'assignment'.
George was one of my largest accounts and he had just flown in from Atlanta. We spent most of the day working out a new contract and I asked him when he was going back to Atlanta and he said he was going to stick around a day or two and see the sights.
"Would you like a guide? I know an extremely attractive lady who knows her way around."
"That would be nice. Yes, I think I would like that."
"Fine. I'll have her meet us for dinner."
I called home and told Annabelle to pack a bag for a couple of days and then meet me at the Hilton for dinner.
"What do I need to pack a bag for?"
"George said he would be here for a couple of days and I told him that I would see to it he had company."
"You are going to do it? You are really going to make me do it?"
"Of course I am Annabelle. Well no, that isn't true. "Make" isn't the right word. It is your choice Annabelle. You may chose not to, but that is also choosing to leave. If you aren't here to meet us by seven I'll expect you to be moved out when I get home and ready for the phone call from your mother."
"You bastard!"
"My response to that should be, "Whore!" but then we both already know that so what would be the point. See you at seven or not."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
George was sitting where he was facing the door and I heard him say, "Oh my God. Why can't something like that happen to me?"
I turned to see Annabelle coming into the dining room. I just smiled and waited for her to spot me. When she approached our table George looked at me and I nodded. When she reached the table I stood up to greet her with a handshake and said:
"Annie, so good of you to come. Annie, this is George, George, meet Annie."
I got a glare from Annabelle, she hates being called Ann or Annie, but Annabelle is a distinctive name and one easily associated with my wife so I didn't use it. I wanted George taken care of, but I didn't want him to know it was my wife who was taking care of him.
We ate dinner and enjoyed general conversation and following dessert I excused myself."
"I have a very busy day tomorrow so I'll leave you two to get better aquatinted" and I got up and left.
It was three days before I saw Annabelle again. I was in bed asleep when she came home and she slid into bed with me and woke me up with a blow job. When I was both hard and awake she climbed over me and guided me into and then forcibly shoved herself down on me until I was all the way in:
"Get used to this you bastard. Your cock is sliding into sloppy seconds for the first time in our marriage and it is going to happen to you a lot from now on. It will be my gift to you every time you whore me out to someone. God it is such a turn on to be fucking another man while knowing that your husband sent you to do it. I got off big time knowing that you knew I was fucking George, that I was sucking his cock and taking him deep in my ass. I was an absolute whore for him. I sucked him off in the back of a cab; I fucked him in the men's room at Angelo's, I took him in my ass while bent over the rail of the balcony off his room where anyone who looked up could have seen me. God it was wild. He fucked me thirty minutes ago, just before he put me in a cab and sent me home. Can you feel him? Do you like the feeling of your cock soaking in another man's juices? It feels so wicked to fuck you only thirty minutes after another man fucked me. But you had better be careful of who you whore me out to, I almost cost you a customer. George is an older man and I'm not sure about his heart. I think I almost – literally – fucked him to death."



She started slamming herself down on me, "Make me cum you bastard, make me cum."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
George called me the next morning. "Don't you dare lose her phone number. That little lady all by herself will keep you all of my business from now on."
"I take it you had a good time?"
"She was magnificent! If she weren't already married I'd be after her in a flash. You did know she was married, right?"
"Yes. That's one of the things that make her such an interesting person. I guess that since she did such a great job of keeping you happy I'll have to see to it that she gets a nice bonus."
"You do that. Take very good care of her. I'll want to see her the next time I come back."
That night I told Annabelle what George had said. "So, Friday I'm going to give you something in the way of a bonus."
"What?"
"It will be a surprise, but I can tell you this – you won't expect it and it will be a huge surprise to you."
Friday evening I told Annabelle to stay in our bedroom until I came up to get her."
"Why?"
"Humor me" I said and I handed her a paper bag.
"What's this?"
"What I want you to be wearing when I come up to get you."
She took the thigh high nylons and 'come fuck me' pumps out of the bag and shrugged:
"Okay, if that's what you want."
Everything was in place by seven and I went upstairs got Annabelle and led her down the stairs and into the living room. She stopped as she walked in the door and saw the six men sitting there and turned to me with a question in her eyes:
"You said you liked multiple partners and I did tell George that I would give you a bonus for taking such good care of him" and then I whispered to her, "You will notice that they are all white. Is this a first for you?"
She nodded a yes and I turned to the guys in the room, "Gentlemen, I give you Annabelle. Annabelle, I give you as much as you want. Enjoy."
I turned to leave and Annabelle asked me where I was going. "Multiples is your bag sweetie, not mine."
"Please stay, at least for a while."
I shook my head no and I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I went out and had a bite to eat and then did something that I hadn't done in ten or fifteen years, I went to a movie. I munched popcorn, sipped Diet Coke and watched Russell Crowe give a credible performance as a gladiator. I got home around midnight and found that Annabelle's party was still going strong and that it had moved up to our bedroom so I went to one of the spare bedrooms. I didn't have much luck in trying to get to sleep because of all the loud screaming coming from Annabelle as she seemed to have one orgasm after the other. Her cries of "Fuck me, oh god fuck me" rang through the house, but it slacked off around one-thirty and I didn't hear anything after two. I guess I fell asleep around two-fifteen.
I woke up feeling pinned down to the bed. Annabelle was in bed with me and had her arms and a leg around me. As soon as I tried to move her eyes opened and she gave me a sleepy smile and unwrapped herself from me. Her hand slid down my body to my cock and she squeezed it. She moved down my and took my cock in her mouth and when she had me hard she started to get up. I thought I knew what was coming next so I made a move to get up and get out of bed. No way was I going to sloppy whatever's from Annabelle, not after six men had plumbed her depths for seven hours. Annabelle put out a hand to stop me:
"Don't go, please honey, I want you in my ass. I didn't let anyone have it last night. I saved it for you."
"Whatever for? I thought, at least from what I saw, that three at a time was one of your favorites."
"It is. I just wanted to do something in the way of saying thank you for last night. Why did you do it and why with men who are your friends? I thought you didn't want it to get out that I was a whore. Those six surely know it now."
"And those six are men I trust to keep the secret. Besides, they have incentive. I told them if they want to come back what happens here stays here."
"If they want to come back?"
"Yes Annabelle, if they want to come back, or more to the point, if you want them to come back. But back to your first question, why did I do it. I did it to be fair."
"To be fair?"
"Our marriage is dead Annabelle, but we still have a relationship. Or maybe an arrangement is a better description. Whatever. You are doing what I want and you are doing it well. I'm getting what I want out of the arrangement so you should be getting something out of it also. You told me that you love multiple partners and I just decided that you shouldn't have to wait for trips to Colorado to have them."
"Then I'm going to get to do it again?"
"As often as you want Annabelle, as long as I have control over who you see. I still don't want people thinking that you are a whore."
Her hand had been slowly jacking me off and she let go of it and moved around until she had her butt up in the air and then she said:
"Take my ass baby, take my ass and start our day off right."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It has been three years since I caught Annabelle and nothing much has changed. She goes back to visit her sister two or three times a year and I suppose she and Angie are still being gangbanged by blacks. It isn't something that we talk about. I never did use Angie to take care of any of my customers in Colorado. I just didn't have the heart. The poor girl had it hard enough having to be gang fucked by groups of black men two or three times a week without me having to add to her burden.
Anyone on the outside looking in would see what appears to be a happy couple. Annabelle takes care of the house, me, and several of my better customers and every three weeks or so we have some of my friends over and I go to a movie or someplace while Annabelle parties.
I have no idea how long it will go on this way, only Annabelle knows that. Her father passed away six months ago and according to Angie her mother seems to have lost the will to go on. Will Annabelle leave when her mother goes or will she stay because she is comfortable in the relationship we have? I don't know.
I still have all the material that was collected by the private detective, but Annabelle doesn't know that I have changed my stance as far as ever using it against her. I will use it if I have to if she decides to divorce me and go after my assets, but other than that it will never see the light of day.
I did fly to Denver a month ago and had a meeting with Angie. I told her that when her mother passed I would offer Tom a job paying twice what he was making and that should give him some incentive to move which would get her away from her blackmailers. I made her promise me that she wouldn't tell Annabelle about my offer. I wouldn't want Annabelle to think she owed me. I find myself in a difficult place. Even though my love for Annabelle died long ago I'm still fond of her and I don't want her to leave, but if she stays I want it to be because she wants to and not because she thinks she owes me.
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It was supposed to be a joke. Every year, a couple of months ahead of time, my wife will ask me what I want for my birthday, or for Christmas, or our anniversary. Every year she gets the same answer, "I don't know. Whatever is fine by me." This has gone on for twenty years now and it's always the same, it has never, ever changed. One day we were sitting in our favorite restaurant having breakfast and Jeri asked me what I wanted for my birthday and I said, "I want to see Annie's tits." Jeri, expecting my usual 'I don't know", was caught totally by surprise and she spit out the mouthful of coffee she was just sipping. Annie, our waitress, saw it happen and hurried over with a rag to wipe it up, "You okay hon? Something wrong with the coffee?"
After Annie had gone my wife said, "What in the world do you mean?"
"Simple" I said, "You asked me what I wanted for my birthday and I told you that I wanted to see Annie's tits."
My wife stared at me like I'd lost my mind. "I don't want to take her to bed" I said, "I just want to see her tits."
Jeri said, "I think you had better explain this to me."
Jeri and I have been together a good twenty-five years now, most of it married, and we have settled into a comfortable lifestyle. We eat breakfast out every Saturday and Sunday and usually at the same restaurant. In addition I work nights and Jeri works days and so I usually hit the restaurant on the way home from work. Annie has been the day shift waitress for as long as I've been stopping there. She is about four feet ten, a hundred pounds, and most of it is tits. She has to be a 36 C cup or maybe even more and she has a nice tight body, but one I was never really interested in. Annie was a health Nazi and she lifted weights six days a week and she had hard knobs and muscles where I would have preferred seeing curves. One day I was at the register paying for my breakfast and Annie was behind the counter taking my money. She was wearing something low-cut that day and I could see part of a tattoo on the inside of her left breast. From that day on every time I saw Annie I wondered what that tattoo was.
"Let me get this straight," Jeri said, "You want me to somehow get Annie to show you that tattoo."
I smiled and said, "Yep! That's what I want for my birthday."
Then she asked me just how she was supposed to go about doing that and I told her I didn't have a clue. I'd never helped her shop for any of my other presents so why should I know how she should go about getting this one. Like I said, it was a joke and I forgot all about it.
+++++
Two months went by and then on the day of my birthday I stopped at the restaurant on my way home from work for breakfast. I ordered the blueberry pancakes and settled down to read the morning Rocky and about five minutes later Annie set my hotcakes down in front of me. I looked up from the paper and saw the she had put a lit candle in the center of them, "Happy birthday" Annie said, "Doing anything special?"
"No" I said, "Tonight's a work night. Jeri and I can go out and celebrate this weekend."
"Well, enjoy," she said, "Breakfast is on me today," and she went off to wait on other customers.
Once home I followed my usual routine; a couple of hours of work in the yard, garage, or around the house and then to bed until four o'clock. At four I would get up, pick up the house and then fix dinner so that it would be ready by the time Jeri got home. When she got home she had a birthday cake and ice cream with her. We finished dinner and I was clearing the table when the doorbell rang. Jeri looked at her watch and said, "Right on time."
I gave her a look and she said, "Your birthday present. I'm having it delivered. Turn around, face the wall, close your eyes and don't look until I tell you" and she went to answer the door. About two minutes later she said, "Okay, you can open your eyes and turn around now."
I opened my eyes and turned around and there, naked to the waist, was Annie. Annie's tits were amazing. If footballs were solid and you cut one in half and then set the two halves side by side you would have Annie's tits. They stuck out in front of her, straight and proud, and with nary a sag in sight. And the nipples! The nipples were unbelievable; they had to be almost an inch long and sticking straight out like miniature erect cocks. I know that I said earlier that Annie didn't have enough curves to suit me, but those tits made my dick hard. And Jeri noticed.
"Isn't that just like a man. All he wants is to see a tattoo he says" and she stepped over and grabbed my bulge, "Yeah! Right!"
And then Annie stepped forward and with her tits close enough for me to touch with my tongue she said, "The deal is you can look, but not touch," but as she said it her hand drooped and she also gave my bulge a squeeze. I thought, if you can touch, so can I and I stuck my tongue out and flicked it over Annie's left nipple and it was like an electric shock - I could feel Annie's body shiver when my tongue touched her - and she jumped back.
"Naughty boy! Just for that I'm going to have to cover them up" and she pulled on a sweatshirt.
We had cake and ice cream and made small talk for an hour or so and then Annie left. I asked Jeri how she had managed to get Annie to go along with it. It seems that she started having lunch at the restaurant every day and she began asking Annie about her body building program and the two of them got friendly. One day Annie sat down with her while taking a break and the two of them got to laughing about silly situations and Jeri told Annie about my birthday wish.
"You sure have him in a tizzy over your tattoo."
"Let's do it" Annie said.
"Do what?" asked Jeri.
"Show him the tattoo on his birthday."
"He was only joking" replied Jeri and Annie said, "Yeah. That's why he won't expect it."
I just shook my head and decided I'd better be a little more circumspect about my joking from now on. Oh yeah, the tattoo - it was an exquisitely done little multi-colored butterfly.
+++++
Following my birthday things changed between Annie and me. When she waited on me she started making it a habit to bend over and put her elbows on the table when she took my order. This gave me a straight shot down her blouse, a good look at her tits and tattoo, and a hard on to carry home with me. And Annie knew it! A couple of months went by and then one day Annie said, "My birthday is in two weeks. What are you going to give me for a present?"
"What do you want?" I asked.
"Well, I showed you my tits, I think it's only fair that you show me the bulge."
I sat there speechless for a couple of moments before stuttering, "You can't be serious."
Annie laughed and said, "Oh but I am honey, oh but I am."
I shook my head and said, "Jeri would never let me do that."
Annie laughed again, "Don't be so sure about that honey. Ask her. What have you got to lose?"
That night at dinner I told Jeri about Annie's strange request. "You going to do it?" she asked which caught me off guard; I'd expected something along the lines of "over my dead body."
"You mean you don't care?" Jeri laughed and said, "Just like a man. Always wanting to look at naked ladies, but never for a moment thinking that the ladies like to look at things too."
For some reason the way she said it pissed me off and so I said, "Okay, I'll do it."
The next day at breakfast I told Annie I was going to give her what she wanted for her birthday and she said, "I'll believe that when I see it."
+++++
As Annie's birthday drew closer I began to have second thoughts about actually going through with it and I told Jeri that I wasn't sure that it was a good idea. "Hey" she said, "You didn't think her showing you her boobs was a bad idea."
I looked at her, "You sound like you want me to do this."
Jeri just smiled and said, "I just want to see if you have the balls to do it."
Okay, I thought, if that's the way you feel about it, fuck you. I show Annie my dick and she wants to play with it you got no one to blame but yourself.
Annie's birthday arrived and it was set up that Jeri and I would go over to Annie's for dinner and then I would display the family jewels. When it was time to go Jeri said she didn't feel well and she was going to stay home.
"Whoa" I said, "I'm not doing this without you being there."
"Don't be such a sissy" Jeri said, "She's expecting you and if you don't want her spitting in your eggs from now on you'll go."
Then she told me that Annie had called and asked if we could stop on the way and pick up a couple of bottles of red wine. I showed up at Annie's at 7 o'clock with shaking knees and two bottles of Merlot. I couldn't believe that I'd gotten myself into this mess. Annie answered the door with "Hi, you're right on time. Jeri called and made her excuses and I told her not to worry, that I'd be gentle."
She fed me a steak and we sipped some wine and the finally it was time for me to do the deed. I stood up and started to unbuckle my belt, but Annie said, "No, not here. My sister might stop by and I wouldn't want her to walk in on us and get the wrong idea."
She led me down the hall to the bedroom and said, "We won't be interrupted here." My knees were shaking, there was sweat running down my neck and I wished to God Jeri would have been there for moral support. I open my fly and pulled out my cock and Annie said, "Oh no. I was bare from the waist up for you so you have to be bare from the waist down for me."
I stepped out of my pants and took off my boxers. Annie started walking toward me and I took a step back and said, "You can look, but no touching" and Annie said, "Yeah! Right!" and she went to her knees in front of me and took my cock in her hands. I let out a loud groan when she took me into her mouth and one of her hands cupped my balls. After a minute she took her mouth off me and looked up and said, "Are you sure you don't want me to touch?"
I don't think I need recount all of the intermediate steps that took place before we ended up in Annie's bed, but once there I found that all of Annie's weight training had given her a lot of stamina, and some mind blowing muscle control. For the next forty-five minutes she fucked me, sucked me and milked me with her cunt muscles and when we were done I was completely drained. I lay there staring at the ceiling and Annie said, "A penny for your thoughts."
I was quiet for a minute and then I said, "I don't know how I'm going to explain this to Jeri. She is not going to be happy about this at all."
Annie asked, "Why tell her?"
"Because she is my wife, I love her and I won't lie to her."
"That's so sweet" a voice from the closet said and then the door opened and Jeri walked into the room. She looked at Annie and said, "I told you he couldn't help himself. What's the old saying, a stiff dick has no conscience?"
I started at her, "You knew about this, that Annie was going to do this?"
She smiled, "Of course. This was the price for you to see her tits."
I looked at her and said, "And you're not mad about this?"
"No," she said, "Why should I be. There isn't a man alive who's going to hold out once a pair of lips grabs his dick. I sent you in here knowing that."
Annie spoke up, "And the best part is that you won't have to wait until my next birthday to do it again."
I looked at Jeri and she smiled, "Think you can handle the both of us?"
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I learned a lesson the other day. I found out that doing your best to take care of your family is not always appreciated and in some instances it can actually destroy your marriage.
Candace and I have been married for more than twenty-five years and during that time we lived what most would consider an upper middle class life. We had three children, acquired a house, two cars, and all of the other things that people accumulate over the years. We also acquired the debt that goes with all those things. Candace was a stay at home mom and it fell to me to see to it that the money for the mortgage, car payments, furniture payments, money for braces for the kids, etc., etc., kept coming in. It didn't matter how much I made, it was never enough. Candace, while not necessarily greedy, never the less had an endless list of things we just had to have; tuition fund for the kids so they could go to college, a patio off the back of the house so we could entertain, new carpet because the old was showing wear, new furniture because the old stuff was sagging, new clothes because the old was out of style or did not fit any more. The end result was that the bills continued to pile up. To make the money I needed to fuel the "family machine" I worked long hours and as a result saw less and less of the family that I was taking care of. With the third child a larger house was needed which meant a larger mortgage and the need to make more money. With the new house came all the expenses of a new house like drapes, blinds, furniture for additional rooms, landscaping and a whole host of other things. This of course meant more hours at work to earn the necessary raises to cover the additional bill. It was a never ending cycle.
Probably the biggest casualty of the fight to stay solvent was the sex life that Candace and I had so enjoyed in our early years. Candace had a strong sex drive, but as I put in more and more hours to be more successful in meeting my family's needs, those hours began to sap my strength and I came home tired and beat. Candace would have sex every day if she could get it, but I was lucky if I could help her out two or three times a week. Candace began to masturbate regularly and I was glad because it took some of the pressure off me to perform. For her birthday I gave her a gag gift - a shoebox full of dildos of various sizes and she ended up using them often. Looking back on it now it seems strange that I never gave any thought to any of the other possible outlets for an attractive woman with a powerful need for sex.
In my quest for raises and promotions that brought with them a higher pay scale I finally hit pay dirt. Following several years of successfully completed projects I was called into the bosses' office and offered a promotion to vice president. The reason I was being offered the promotion instead of just being given it was because the job entailed quite a bit of travel. The company had already learned the hard way that unless the new VP didn't really mind traveling he wouldn't last long in the job. For me the money was too good to pass up, six months of paychecks would take me out of debt. Those six months flew by and the debt slowly disappeared and as an added bonus I wasn't always tired when I got home and Candace and I saw an improvement in our sex life. True, it was usually only on the week ends, but we were making love five and six times between Friday night and Monday morning. I'd leave on Monday morning, be gone until Friday and then we would do it all over again. Life was good, money was coming in, debt was disappearing and Candace and I were rediscovering each other sexually.
And then our anniversary came along. Our wedding anniversary was on a Thursday and I decided that it would be a good thing to spend it with Candace. I decided to surprise her so I made my travel plans to be home early Thursday. The Saturday before I had gone to a jewelry store and picked out a diamond necklace and hit a flower shop to make sure that they would have twenty-six long stemmed roses on hand for me on the following Thursday. I flew into town at noon on Thursday, hit the jewelry and flower shop and then headed on home to surprise my bride. I was very quiet when I entered the house, hoping to surprise Candace, and I went through the downstairs without finding her. As I started up the steps to the second floor I heard sounds of moaning. I thought that Candace must be masturbating and I grinned when I thought about her joyful surprise when she found out that she could put her toys away and let me take over.
The bedroom door was partially closed and I quietly moved up to it and peeked in. Candace was lying on the bed wearing high heels and nylons. Here legs were spread wide and kneeling between them was my boss Alan. Candace had her eyes closed and her hands were locked behind Alan's head pulling him to her pussy as she pushed her cunt up at his face. A couple of minutes passed and then Alan rolled over onto his back and Candace moved above him into a sixty-nine position and I watched as the mouth that I had kissed for twenty-six years bobbed up and down on Alan's cock. This went on for several minutes and then Candace got on her back and Alan moved between her legs. He put his hands under her hips and lifted her up as he drove himself into her. Their bodies slapped together as Candace cried out, "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard." Alan drove into her as hard as he was able until he finally groaned and released himself into her. As I watched it occurred to me that she was doing what she was doing because of my neglect over the years, but even so, she was the one who kept wanting more and wanting bigger which is what made me an absent husband in the first place. It also occurred to me that maybe I didn't get the traveling VP job because I earned it; it could have just been a way to get me out of the way so Alan could enjoy her whenever he wanted.
In the bedroom Alan was hard again and he had Candace on all fours and was ramming into her from behind. Her tits were swaying back and forth and she was screaming "Oh god, oh god, oh god" as he pounded away. I backed slowly away from the door and went back down the stairs as quietly as I had gone up. I put the roses and the necklace on the kitchen table along with the card I'd bought. I opened the card and took out my pen and scratched out the word "Love" above where I'd signed my name and then I added a little note. "I hope you like your anniversary gift a lot more than I liked mine" and then I left the house.
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The look in Rick's eyes was murderous as he walked from the light switch over to where she was leaning across Ron's desk with her skirt bunched up around her waist and Ron's cum leaking out of her ass. He never took his eyes off of her as he advanced toward her. She heard Ron chuckle and say:
"I told you the bitch was a slut."
He chuckled again and was starting to say something when Rick hit him and knocked him to the floor. "Get over by the door" Rick snarled at her. She stood up and hurriedly dropped her skirt and went over and stood by the door. Ron was starting to stand up and he was saying:
"What the hell did you do that for? Jesus, that hurt. You knew what I was going to do so why the fuck did you hit me?"
"I hit you, you fucking asshole, because you were supposed to be my friend. A friend wouldn't do what you just did to me."
"Then why did you bet me that I couldn't do it if you didn't expect me to try?"
"You weren't supposed to win that's why. I wouldn't have taken your money if you had lost, but you just had to win the bet, didn't you?"
"She's a slut Rick. I knew she was a fucking slut and as your friend I thought you needed to know."
"Bullshit Ron. If you were a friend you would have alerted me so I could check it out. A real friend wouldn't have done what you did. You fucked her so you could rub my nose in it. Only an ass-wipe would have me come into the room so he could show me."
Rick turned to her and asked, "Is this the first time you fucked him?"
She couldn't find her voice so all she could do was nod a yes. Maybe if Ron stayed intimidated he wouldn't mention the earlier fuck and the blow job. The anal sex had been bad enough, but if it was all Rick knew about it would be better for her when she tried to talk with him. That hope was dashed when Rick said:
"This dirt-bag says he fucked you over an hour ago and a half hour later you came back and sucked his cock. Is he lying?"
For just a second she considered lying and saying yes, but what if Ron had some way to prove it. Lying would only make it worse. She looked away from Rick and said, "I meant that tonight was the first time." She saw the look of disgust on his face as he reached into his pants pocket and took out some money. He handed it to Ron, but Ron wouldn't take it.
"No man, I don't want your money."
"Want has nothing to do with it asshole. We bet, I lost, take the money."
"No" Ron said and Rick quickly grabbed Ron's wrist and jerked Ron toward him. She saw the look on Rick's face and it scared her. She had only seen it once before. She and Rick had stopped at a convenience store on the way home from dinner one night and Rick had seen six guys picking on a homeless man. His eyes got very dark and scary and he got out of the car and he walked right into them and they took one look at him and took off running. She knew he was in some special kind of unit when he was in the service, but he never talked about it. If you asked him about what he did he said he was a glorified clerk. But she didn't think a clerk would have gone after six guys the way Rick did. He had that same look in his eyes as he grabbed Ron's wrist.
Rick placed the money in Ron's hand and then he forced Ron's fingers to curl around the bills. And then Rick did something so fast that she wasn't even sure she had seen it and Ron screamed and went to his knees with a broken wrist and a dislocated shoulder. He was crying in pain when Rick leaned down and said:
"That is just a sample of the hurt I'll bring down on you if you ever tell another living soul about what went on here tonight and if I hear a rumor about her I'll know where it started and your life won't be worth spit. You will forget you even know her name. You had better stay out of my way from now on. You see me walking toward you, you had best turn and go the other way. I'll have to be civil to you at work, but I catch you any place away from work I will not promise to be good. Do you understand me?"
Ron shook his head yes and Rick said, "No head nods ass-wipe, I want to hear you say it. Do you understand what I just told you?"
"Yes" Ron hissed through pain clenched teeth.
"Good" Rick said and then he turned to me and said, "Get your cheating ass out of here and get in the car."
The venom in his voice made her hesitate for a moment and she showed some of her usual spark.
"Why? So you can take me home and break some of my bones?"
"You choice you cheating cunt. Get in the car or stay here with ass-wipe, but I'm leaving now with or without you."
She knew that her only hope to save her marriage was to stay close so they could talk so she unlocked the door and headed for the car. She sat in the car and waited for Rick and it was all she could do to hold the tears back. It wasn't fair! She had quit! She had rededicated herself to her marriage because she didn't want to lose Rick and now this. She shook her head at the very irony of it. She fought off all the attempts of Ron to get together with her. If she had just said to hell with it and named a time and a place it would have been over and done with before she got her wake-up call and the night wouldn't have happened. What could she say to Rick? How could she salvage anything out of the night's disaster? She knew she had to try. She couldn't lose Rick; she just couldn't.
It was about five minutes before Rick came out and got in the car. As he put the key in the ignition he said:
"Not one word Kathleen; not one fucking word. If I hear you say, "Honey, I can explain" or "Baby, it's not what you think" I swear before God I will not be responsible for what I do. Just sit there and keep your mouth shut. The only thing you have going for you right now is that you are the mother of my children. Or at least I hope to God they are mine."
The trip was made in silence and once they were in the house and the babysitter had been paid and sent home Rick said:
"Get everything of yours out of the bedroom and into the guest room. You will be staying there while I decide what I am going to do."
She felt a little sliver of hope when he said that. At least he hadn't gotten home and then put her out of the house. She moved what she needed for the night and morning and left the rest for when Rick went to the golf course on Saturday. The kids were done with dance and swimming lessons so she would have time to get it all moved. Hopefully he would take out most of his aggression on golf balls and would be somewhat calmer and settled when he got home. If she could just get past the next day.
+++++
She did not sleep at all that night. Even if Rick did come home a little calmer on Saturday what could she say to him? He had been in the room when Ron had taken her so she couldn't deny it. It was obvious that Ron had set her up for what happened, but why? To make her suffer for making him wait so long? If she had given in earlier would he still have exposed her to Rick? What could she possibly say to Rick when he demanded to know why she had given Ron the sex that she had? She could tell the truth - that he was blackmailing her - but then Rick would want to know what she had done that Ron could hold over her head. She couldn't tell him that. No way could she ever tell and she hoped to God that Ron would believe all that Rick had said to him and that he would give Rick a wide berth. If he stayed away from Rick and took the warning about starting rumors to heart Rick would never know about the cell phone picture.
Damn! She didn't know what to do. And what was Rick going to do? She was sure that he would not physically hurt her, but she knew him well enough to know he wasn't going to shrug it off. He wouldn't say, "Okay Kathleen, water under the bridge. Let's move on." No, Rick was not a wimp. He would not sit still for being made a cuckold. He would take some action, but what? Did his statement that the only thing she had going for her was that she was the mother of his children mean that he was going to let her stay?
+++++
She was still awake when she heard the alarm go off in the master bedroom and she laid there and listened to Rick get ready to go to work. She didn't get out of bed until she heard the garage door opening and then close. She busied herself with her normal morning routine, getting the kids up and getting them off to school and then she called work and told them that she was sick and wouldn't be in that day. She sat at the kitchen table, sipped her coffee and stared out the window at the back yard as she tried to think of what she could do. After an hour of thought she finally decided that she had lie to Rick to have any chance at all of saving her marriage. She had to give him a reason he could accept for her having done what she had done with Ron. If he went to Ron to verify what she said she would be toast. But if she didn't come up with something he could believe she was toast anyway. All she could hope for was that he would believe that she wouldn't paint so bad a picture of herself if it wasn't true. Once she had decided on what she was going to do she went into the master bedroom and started moving her stuff out and into the spare room.
When Rick got home that night she had dinner ready and as soon as dinner was over she did the dishes, put them away and went to play with the kids. She stayed with them until it was time to put them to bed expecting that Rick wouldn't tear into her while they were still up. Once she got them to bed she went right to the spare bedroom and closed the door. She hoped that Rick would wait for Saturday before talking with her. She hoped that by staying out of his sight it would give him a little more time for his rage to fade some. It wasn't to be. Rick gave the kids time to fall asleep and then he came into the room and said:
"Get your cheating ass down to the kitchen."
She followed him down the stairs and into the kitchen and he pointed at a chair and said:
"Sit!"
She took a seat on the chair he pointed to and then sat down across from her. He looked at her without saying anything for almost a minute and then he said:
"What do you have to say for yourself?"
"I'm sorry. I never meant to hurt you. I love you Rick, you know I do."
"That didn't keep you from fucking Ron."
If Ron had told Rick about what he had a picture of - her sucking a cock on the train - then she was cooked. Her only chance was to hope Ron hadn't told Rick why he knew she was a slut, just that he did and could show Rick. She took a deep breath and launched her lie.
"He blackmailed me. He knew something about me and he threatened to tell you if I didn't give in to his demands."
"What did he have that was so bad that you would fuck him to keep me from finding out?"
"He caught me giving Dave Holbrook a blow job at Helen Catron's birthday party."
The disgust was obvious on Rick's face as he said, "My God, it just gets worse. How many other guys have you had sex with?"
"Just last night with Ron and the one time with Dave. Dave was more of a rape than anything else, but that wouldn't have mattered if Ron hadn't seen it. If Ron hadn't seen it I would have told you about it, but Ron did see it and he told me if I didn't put out for him he would tell everybody. I couldn't let that happen. If only you and Dave and I knew, I knew you would take care of Dave. But everyone we knew knowing about it? No, I couldn't let that happen. Even though Dave forced me I wouldn't have been able to face people.
"You know how people think Rick. Half would believe that it wasn't rape and that I did it willingly and I would be hit on for the rest of my life. I told Ron I would have to think about it. I stalled him for a couple of months and when Dave was killed in that auto accident I thought I could tell Ron to fuck off and leave me alone. Without Dave around to smirk when Ron told the story I thought no one would believe him. Ron told me that he didn't care if people believed him or not and he gave me a deadline. He told me I had to have sex with him by the night of his open house or he was going to spread the word that I liked giving blow jobs at parties. I knew he was going to do it so I gave in. He promised me if I let him have me all three ways he would never mention what I did with Dave again."
"You say Dave raped you. How did that happen?"
"You know I don't hold my liquor very well. I'd had too much to drink at Helen's party and I was feeling woozy. You were in the basement shooting pool and Dave offered to walk me outside for some fresh air. We were standing at the back of the patio and Dave told me that I was a very sexy woman. I thanked him and then he said it was a shame that I was wasted on just one man. He told me that he liked my mouth. He said it looked like it was made for sucking cock and then he put his hands on my shoulders and pushed me to my knees and stepped in front of me. I hadn't noticed, but while we were talking he had taken out his cock and it was hard. He grabbed the back of my head and pulled it toward his cock and I opened my mouth to yell and he shoved his cock in my mouth. Then he held my head and face fucked me while I tried to push him away. He came quick and let go of my head and I jerked back from him just as Ron walked out and saw us. As I was pulling back Dave's cock shot one more spurt and it hit my face and when Ron asked if he could be next I turned to look at him and he saw the cum running down my chin. I saw him smile and start to unzip his pants and I got up and ran to the car, got in it and locked the doors. I used some Kleenex from the glove compartment to clean my face and about twenty minutes later I went back to the party to find you and tell you I wanted to leave."
"Dave and Ron and that's it?"
"Yes."
"I'm having a hard time believing that Kathleen. You seem to forget that I was in the room and I heard you begging for Ron's cock. I heard all of that slut talk about how you were his slut and he could fuck you whenever he wanted. It sure didn't sound to me like you were being blackmailed."
"You know me Rick. You know how much I love making love to you and you know how I get when I'm having sex. Yes, I did say those things to Ron, but that was my body talking. I was having orgasms and you know how I am when that happens. God knows you've heard a lot of that kind of talk from me when you have brought me to orgasm. Rick, I'm sorry. I should have told you about Dave and I should have told you about what Ron was trying to get me to do, but I was afraid. I was afraid that Ron would tell everyone and that my life would become miserable. And I'm sorry to have to admit that I was afraid that you might even believe that it wasn't rape if you heard about it."
"You were afraid that I would believe it?"
"Just think about some of the things you have said to me since my birth control pills screwed up my hormones. Why wouldn't I think that you might suspect that I wasn't getting enough from you at home? I was scared Rick. I was afraid and I stupidly thought that if I did what Ron wanted it would all go away."
"Well it isn't going to go away Kathleen. It not only isn't going to go away, it is going to get worse. You know why Kathleen? Because you are a lying, cheating whore. No one but Dave and Ron? One a rape and the other blackmail? What about the guy you were sucking off on the train?"
At the mention of that she turned pale and felt her blood start to run cold. He knew! Dear God, he knew the worst. She felt the pain of her betrayal stab her in the heart. The one she loved most in the world she had hurt and she did not think she would ever be able to heal that hurt.
"Just how stupid do you think I am Kathleen? Did you really think that Ron could come up to me, tell me you were a slut, and that I would just say, "Okay, show me?" When he called you a slut he was only seconds away from being stomped into a puddle and he knew it so he pulled out his cell phone and showed me that picture. Cell phone pictures from a distance aren't all that great and it did look like you, but it possibly could have been someone else and that's when Ron said he would prove it. That is why I was in that room with the lights off Kathleen. I was there so I could watch you slap Ron's face, knee him in the balls or something like that, but none of that happened, did it. You just spread your legs and said, "Fuck me Ron, I'll be your slut." You did it so easy, so natural, that it looked like something you did a lot of. I want to know it all Kathleen, every last little bit of it."
She had never seen him so grim, so determined, and the worst part was that she could sense the steaming rage he was keeping bottled up inside himself. He had sworn at her. In all their years together, no matter how bad the argument, he had never sworn at her. That fact alone told her how bad she had hurt him and that knowledge caused a pain in her soul she didn't think she could bear. "Oh my God" she thought, "What have I done to him." The look on his face and the pain she saw in his eyes made her want to curl up right there and die. The man had put her on a pedestal; he had worshipped the ground she walked on and she had betrayed him. For the sake of some sexual excitement she had driven a stake through his heart.
She had never given any thought to how he would feel if he ever found out, because she knew he never would. Her sluttish ways were just that - hers - and he would never know. Except that now he did and the pain that he was feeling at her betrayal was tearing at her heart. Dear God, she had never meant to hurt him, to cause him the pain he was now enduring, and even at that he didn't know the half of it. And the bad part, the really horrible part, was that there wasn't anything she could do that would make things better, that would drive away the hurt and pain he was suffering.
Well, there was one thing she could do. It wouldn't ease the pain, but it would remove the cause. But at what price? It would maybe help him, but it would absolutely destroy her. But then, wasn't that the definition of love? Being willing to die if it would help the one you loved? The only way to remove Rick's pain was to remove herself from his life, but there was the rub. She loved him too much to leave him. She just could not do it on her own so he had to be made to push her out of his life and there was only one way to do it. She took a deep breath and then said:
"The one thing you have to know and believe above all else is that I love you. I have always loved you and I always will love you. What I did was wrong, but it was not done because I no longer cared for you. I'm still not even sure why I did it other than for the pure sexual excitement. It fed on itself. The more I did it, the more I wanted to do more of it. You saw the outcome. I couldn't leave you alone. I kept wanting more and more."
"I never did anything with Dave. I made that up knowing that he was dead and couldn't deny it. I had hoped that telling you that lie would be enough, but now I see that it isn't going to help me."
And then she told him how it had started and then how each encounter had driven her to the next. The train, the blackmail at school, the car pool and everything that had come about while car pooling. She told him what she did while he played golf on Saturdays and she told him of the constant calls from The Watcher who she came to find out was Ron. She did not tell him about Billy and Todd and she made no mention of Sarah, Chris, Bobby or Frank. She would not be responsible for poisoning the relationship between him and his father - not on top of all the other pain she had caused him. Even with the ones she omitted the picture she had painted of herself was not pretty. In fact, it was downright ugly.
"And then you came home from that trip and told me about Andy Milliken and that was my wake-up call. Until then I had convinced myself that you loved me enough to forgive me if I got caught, but after hearing how you felt about Andy's situation - how you felt about something that didn't even concern you - I could no longer believe that your love for me would be a 'get out of jail free' card. I quit cold turkey and promised myself that never again would I do anything that might cost me you.



"And then we went to Ron's open house. It was then I found out that he was The Watcher and when he told me I had to give in to him or he would tell you about me I had no choice. He promised me that it would be that one night only and then he would delete that picture and I would never hear of it again. And yes, before you bring it up again, I did say all those things you heard while he was using me, but that shouldn't have come as a huge surprise to you. I've said the same things to you when you had me in the throes of passion and having orgasm after orgasm. It is the way I am when I'm having sex. The major difference is that I didn't mean a word of it with Ron, but I always meant it with you."
She finished her confession and got up from the kitchen table.
"Where are you going?"
"Up to my room."
"We aren't done here."
"What's left? You know how big a slut I've been. Your disgust with me is all over your face. All that's left is for you to tell me what you are going to do to me and you can do that in the morning. I'm exhausted and I'm going to bed."
"Not until you give the names Kathleen; I want to know who they are. I want the names of every last one of them."
"Why? So you can look them up and hurt them. Make them pay for fucking your wife? I don't think so Rick. Not that I care beans for any of them, but I do care about you and I won't be responsible for causing you anymore grief than I already have. I saw what you did to Ron and you would want to do the same to the men I let fuck me. Sooner or later you would end up in jail when one of them turned you in. I've done enough to you and I will not have your sitting in a jail cell on my conscience."
She turned and left the room, went up to bed and then cried all night.
+++++
Author's footnote: The story ends here. I've not heard from Kathleen since late October and she has not responded to any of the dozen or more e-mails I've sent her. Based on her last few e-mails to me it would appear that she destroyed two lives, hers and Rick's. But did she really? I don't know and I honestly don't want to know. Her love for her husband shown through in everything she sent me. Even when she was at her worst (or best?) her love for Rick was obvious. I have no way of gauging his love for her, but if he had any at all the romantic in me wants to believe in the old saying, "Love conquers all" and that somehow Kathleen and Rick were able to work it out. That is what I want to believe.
JPB, Denver, March 2007
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I knew something was up because Nan had been fidgety since I walked in the front door. It was one of the signs that she had something to say that she didn't think I was going to like to hear. After fifteen years of marriage I knew the signs and I also knew that I couldn't hurry things along. When Nan had something like that to say she had to work herself up to say it. So, while I waited for her to finish dinner I grabbed a beer and went into the living room to watch CNN.
When Nan called me for dinner I was surprised to see that she had opened a couple of bottles of wine, one on the table and one on the sideboard to 'breathe,' and she had already poured two glasses. Since we rarely had wine with our meals during the week I asked her what was the occasion.
"I'm trying to get you in a mellow mood."
"In other words I'm not going to like what's coming, am I?"
"Probably not."
"Well why not just go ahead and get it over with?"
"Not yet. Wait until we finish the wine."
"That bad?"
Nan looked down at her wineglass and said, "Pretty bad."
We sat in silence as we finished dinner and I wondered what 'pretty bad' could mean.
When dinner was over and the dishes were cleared away I said, "Living room, family room, bedroom or here?"
"Here is fine" and she got up and got the other bottle of wine off the sideboard. She refilled our glasses and then she sat down across from me.
"Would you say we have a good marriage?"
"I would say we have an excellent marriage."
"Are you happy with me?"
"Of course I am."
"You do know that I love you, don't you?"
"Yes, I believe I do, now what's this all about?"
She watched me silently for several moments, took a big gulp of her wine and then she said, "One of my boyfriends wants to take me to Cancun this weekend for a week and I want to go."
My wineglass was halfway to my mouth before what Nan had said registered on me. I put the glass down on the table and stared at her not believing what I had heard and not knowing what to say. I just sat there and stared at her.
"Aren't you going to say anything?"
"Say what? Start where? The sudden news that you had a boyfriend would have floored me, but boyfriends plural? I don't know what to say. When, why, how long, how many, why are you telling me this, what do you expect me to say? If you need to hear me say something how about this - just how long past the end of this conversation do you expect this marriage to last? For that matter, why are we even having this conversation? Why don't you just pack your bags and head for Cancun? It's a damned good bet that I won't be here when you get back anyway."
"That's what this is all about honey. I want you here when I get back. I won't even go unless you say I can."
"You can't be that stupid Nan. Whether you go or not doesn't matter. You have just informed me that you have been cheating on me. You are unfaithful - you are fucking other men behind my back. You think I'm just going to sit here and say "That's nice dear, and have you been having a good time?" We don't need to say anymore; you've just said all that needs to be said. The marriage is toast. Go to fucking Cancun. Go anywhere you fucking want to, it doesn't matter to me any more."
I got up from the table and headed for the basement.
"Where are you going?"
"To get a suitcase."
"Why?"
"Because I'm getting out of here and I'm going to need to pack some things."
"Please stay and talk to me honey."
"We have nothing to talk about."
"Yes we do. We need to talk about us."
"God damn it Nan, there is no more 'us'. We stopped being an 'us' when you hit me with that boyfriend shit. Just leave me alone."
I went to the basement and got a couple of suitcases and went up to the bedroom to pack. Nan stood in the doorway and watched me for several minutes and then she turned and walked away. I finished packing and carried the suitcases out to the car and put them in the trunk. When I got in the car I found Nan sitting on the passenger side. She looked over at me and said, "I'm sticking to you like glue until we talk this out. You admitted that we had a great marriage. You said you were happy with me and you acknowledged that you believe that I love you. So I've had lovers, so what? Our marriage has still been great and I still love you so at least hear me out before you take off."
"All right, go ahead and talk."
"Please honey, just come back inside. We can sit at the kitchen table where I can sip my wine. I need the wine to help me say what I need to say and I'm going to need it to keep me going."
She took a sip of the Merlot and then said, "First off, I have to say that I love you with all my heart. I love being married to you, I love going to sleep in your arms and I love waking up with you cuddled up next to me. I love every thing about you; your laugh, your tenderness and I love the way you make me feel. I love the way you make love to me and that is where the problem with me is. You just don't do it often enough."
I started to say something, but Nan held up her hand, "Please let me finish - let me get it all out - and then you can say whatever you want or ask any questions you want to." She took another sip of her wine; "You don't need sex as much as I do honey. You are fantastic in bed and you never fail to make my toes curl when we make love, but honey, you just don't want sex all that often. For the last six years you have been happy with once, sometimes twice a week and that isn't near enough for me. Where once a week is good enough for you I could handle once or twice a day."
She took another sip of her wine.
"Back when we slowed down to once or twice a week I spent a small fortune on sexy under things and sexy high heels to try and get you in the mood to make love more often, but you never seemed to notice. I tried being more aggressive in instigating things, but you never responded. Eventually I came to understand that you just weren't all that interested in sex. In all other things you and I were perfect for each other and our marriage was great so I resigned myself to only having sex when you were ready. That lasted about two months and by the end of that two months I was so sexually frustrated that I got irritable and cranky and we started having all those arguments over piddily little shit that didn't amount to much and it was putting a hell of a strain on our marriage. I don't think the marriage would have survived another six months if I hadn't had to much to drink at your sisters wedding shower."
She got up and opened another bottle of wine and when she went to pour me some I waved her away. She refilled her own glass and said, "The girls had all chipped in to hire a male stripper to come in and perform. The girls were pretty raunchy that night and they were tossing him money to try and get him to strip down all the way and when he finally did and I saw his hard cock sticking out in front of him I started to feel sorry for myself. It just so happened that he left the party a minute after I did and he saw me having trouble putting the key in the car door lock. I was crying so hard that I could hardly see. He came over to help me and one thing led to another and I ended up at his apartment and in his bed. He screwed me five times before I had to leave and come home. I was fine after that. Oh I did feel guilty and I cried a lot over the fact that I had betrayed your trust, but the frustration was gone, the irritability was gone and so was the crankiness. But it came back and so did the arguments and the arguments were getting worse. One day we had one that left me so angry that I just wanted to scream and run through the house breaking things. I was cleaning out my purse and I found the piece of paper that Chad had given me with his number on it. I had forgotten that he had given it to me. I was just mad enough at you that day to call him and when he invited me over I went. From then on I saw him three and four times a week. Things smoothed out in our marriage, I was happy and I was able to keep you happy. I know that doesn't make it right, but it worked."
"Six years? You have been doing this six years and have been able to hide it from me?"
"I did it during the day while you were at work and I always made sure I was home and cleaned up well before you got home. There wasn't anyway for you to have found out."
"So I don't satisfy you."
"That's not what I said honey. You always satisfied me when we made love. You just don't do it often enough."
"So what you are telling me is that you are a slut for cock and you have a stable of studs to see that you get it."
"I guess you could put it that way, at least from your point of view."
"How would you put it?"
"I would say that I have a few friends that help me out in my hour of need."
"Just how many is a few?"
"Three or four."
"You don't even know for sure?"
"It changes. It started out as just Chad. Then Chad graduated and got a job in another city. He introduced me to Tony, another dancer he worked with, and then Tony moved and I met Gary. Chad moved back to town and I dated both Gary and Chad for a while and then Tony moved back and it just keeps changing. Right now I'm seeing Chad, Harry, Rudy and Glenn, but Harry is supposed to be moving to Dallas this week. I don't see them all at once, I just take turns dating them. That way I avoid any emotional entanglements."
"So who is it who wants to take you to Cancun?"
"Chad."
"And just what is it that makes this Chad think that you can come and just ask me to let you take off for a week with him?"
"He doesn't know I'm asking you."
"Then what in Christ's name made you think you could do it without causing our marriage to self destruct?"
"Try to understand this honey. I'm gambling here. I know I love you and I was sure that you loved me. What I have been doing for the last six years has not affected your quality of life one little bit. If anything, what I've been doing has made things better for us because we don't argue and fight any more. But circumstances change. My boyfriends are losing the ability to see me during the day when we are relatively free from worrying about being found out. To continue to get the sexual satisfaction that I need I'm going to have to do it in the evenings which almost guarantees that I will eventually get caught. So I decided to bite the bullet and out myself. I'm gambling that I can convince you that I love you more that anything, that you haven't lost anything and that you won't lose anything if I continue. If I can't convince you then the marriage is over. If I hadn't come forward now and I'd have been caught the marriage still would have been over. I'm hoping that by doing it this way I'll have a chance at keeping you."
"I don't see how Nan. As long as I didn't know we could have kept on going, but now I do know. I'd never be able to come home again without wondering who you spent the day with and what you did. I'd never be able to kiss you again without thinking about where that mouth had been and what it had been doing. Just the thought that I've been kissing you after you have sucked some other man's cock is making my stomach turn right now. Look at the bright side. Now you can fuck your stable all day and all night every day. That should keep you sexually satisfied."
She looked at me with tears in her eyes, "Damn it Ben, I love you and I don't want you to leave me."
"Sorry Nan, you should have thought of that before you let yourself become a slut."
++++++++++++
I spent the next three days in a motel wondering just how in the hell that a marriage that had been so good for fifteen years could have gone down the chute so quickly. I loved Nan and it killed me to be away from her, but I also knew I was right when I stated the way I would feel when I would come home to her. She professed love for me, but how could she expect me to kiss her knowing that she had just sucked another man's cock? How could she expect me to sit across from her at the dinner table knowing that just a couple of hours earlier she had been on her back with her legs spread for some other guy? After fifteen years she had to know me better than that.
Sitting in the motel and staring at the TV I thought about Nan's reason for doing what she did. She was right that I didn't seem to need a lot of sex, but I wasn't going to accept that it was my fault that she turned herself into a whore. There were plenty of women in the world whose husbands were like me and they didn't go out whoring. So I only made love once or twice a week, what was wrong with that? When it happened I was making love not having sex, and it wasn't any quick coupling either - it sometimes lasted an hour or more and it was almost always more than once or twice. I sometimes went three and four times. What was wrong with having quality instead of quantity? I loved Nan and I do believe that she loved me, but Jesus - how could she expect me to live with what she had become?
My car needed work so I dropped it off at the dealership on Saturday morning and took a cab over to my house. Nan would be in Cancun with her asshole and I could take my time going through the place and packing up what I wanted. I held the cab long enough to check the garage and make sure Nan's car was gone. It was so I paid off the cab driver and then let myself inside the house. About an hour later I was in the bedroom taking clothes out of the closet when I heard the garage door opener start up. At the same time I heard a car door slam out in the drive and when I went to the window and looked out I saw a man getting out of a pick up truck. The shock of seeing the man rattled me more than I cared to admit. Nan had said nothing about the fact that one of her lovers was black.
Obviously Nan had brought one of her lovers to the house and the last thing I wanted was a confrontation with Nan and one of her assholes so I quickly shoved the boxes I'd packed in the closet and closed the door. I hurried down the hall to the spare bedroom. As soon as the two of them were in the master bedroom I would get out of the house. I heard them coming up the stairs and then I heard the man say, "Isn't that your bedroom?"
"Yes, but we aren't going to use it."
"Why not?"
"Because that bedroom is mine and Ben's."
"What does that mean? The idiot left you."
"Yes, but I'm hoping that he will come back someday and I would feel bad if he did and I'd used the room with someone else. It's bad enough that I polluted his wife, I can't do it to his room too."
Shit! They were coming to the spare bedroom. I quickly got into the closet and I'd just made it as the two of them came through the door. I wasn't even able to close the closet door because they would have heard the click of the latch. The man was talking, "I still don't understand why you wouldn't go to Cancun with me this weekend. Your husband left you, you're free to do what you want."
"I told you. Ben might come home and I want to be here if he does."
"What if you get your wish and he comes home while I'm here? Won't that just make it worse?"
"I know Ben. If he gets over his mad it won't be for days. Besides, if he comes by he'll see your truck and he will just keep on going. He all ready knows that even if we get back together I am going to keep on seeing you guys."
The two of them were undressing as they were talking and the man said, "You aren't making sense Nan."
"That goes with being in love Chad. I love Ben and it tends to cloud my thinking."
Nan pushed Chad back on the bed and knelt between his legs and when I saw that white on black I got an immediate hard on. I don't know what sick thing in my mind made it happen, but happen it did. Taking Chad's black stick in her white hand she began stroking it as she said, "Haven't you ever been in love Chad? If you had you would know how stupid things can get."
"I'm in love, but so far it's been hopeless."
"Why is that?"
"She's married and in love with her husband."
"Poor baby. No hope at all?"
"I don't know, you tell me."
Nan stopped stroking his cock and looked up at him. She looked at him in silence for several seconds and then said, "That's sweet baby, but I'm sorry. I belong to Benny and always will even if he doesn't come back. Try and settle for what you have baby, but know that it is all you are ever going get" and then she lowered her head toward his cock. When that black pole disappeared into her white mouth my cock actually throbbed.
For the next two hours I was stuck in the closet as Nan and Chad had sex on the bed in front of me. They did it all, several times, and it was like watching a porno movie but without the horrible music in the background. She sucked his cock and then he fucked her. They went sixty-nine and then he fucked her again. Then he went down on her and sucked his own cum out of her pussy and he seemed to enjoy it. I wondered why I had never tried it because Nan certainly seemed to love it.
The black and white thing was so erotic that more than anything I wanted to take out my hard cock and beat myself off, but I didn't dare do anything that might call attention to the closet so I just stood there and suffered.
On the bed Nan got on her knees and buried her head in a pillow and Chad took her in her ass. That was something else I had never done and something else that Nan seemed to love. When Chad finally came he pulled out of her ass and fell to the bed beside her. Nan rolled over and laid next to him and said, "You sure do know how to make a girl feel good."
"You should give some thought to making it permanent."
"I'm sorry baby, but it will never happen. I share my body with you, but my heart belongs to Ben and if he comes back I'll be here waiting for him even if it takes twenty years."
"Well, I'm going to keep trying, but for now I have my sister's birthday party to go to. When can I see you again?"
"I don't know baby. Give me a call on Tuesday."
Nan laid on the bed and watched Chad dress and when he was done she got up and walked him to the front door. I came out of the closet to listen at the door and see what Nan would do next. I was hoping that she would shower which would give me a chance to get out of the house. I heard the front door close and then I heard her coming back up the stairs. I had the door opened just a crack so I could see and when she got to the head of the stairs she didn't go into our bedroom. She stopped at the linen closet and got out some sheets and I suddenly realized that she was going to make up the bed that she and Chad had just messed up. I quickly got back in the closet and watched as Nan came in and stripped the bed and then remade it. When she was done she sat down on the bed and looked toward the closet, "You might as well come out Ben, I know you are in there. I caught a glimpse of you when I got out of bed to walk Chad out."
I stepped out of the closet and headed for the bedroom door and Nan said, "Were you peeping intentionally?"
I told her no and I told her how I'd come to be in the closet and why the door hadn't been fully closed.
"Well, now you've seen just how big a slut I can be. I hope it wasn't a shock to your system."
"Let's just say that it was eye opening."
"It had to be something to give you that bulge in your pants. Let me guess - was it because he was black, or was it when he took my ass?"
"That and when he ate you after cumming in you."
"Well Ben, you always could have done either of those things but you just never seemed to interested in the kinky side of sex. It's still there if you want it."
"No thanks" I said as I headed for the door.
"Are you sure you won't stay for a while Ben? At least long enough for me to take care of your problem?"
I just shook my head no as I walked out the bedroom door and left the house.



The rest of the weekend was pretty much shot as far as I was concerned. It didn't matter what I did I couldn't get Nan and her black lover and what they did out of my mind. Wherever I looked I saw Nan's white hands on the back of Chad's black head pulling his face into her cum filled pussy. I saw her head buried in the pillow and I heard her moans as Chad pushed his black cock into Nan's tight white ass. I saw them sixty-nine as I was trying to watch Fox News. I saw Nan on her knees with her head bobbing up and down on Chad's cock when I tried to watch the football game.
It was like that all weekend and it was even like that when I tried to sleep. Saturday I had one dream where Nan was in a room with four black men and she was tugging on their cocks and saying "Eeny, meeny, miney moe" to choose the boyfriend who would fuck her for the next week. That dream faded and was replaced by one where Nan was standing on a street corner with a sign that said, "Need boyfriend to fuck me because my husband won't. Black only need to apply." Sunday I had the "Eeny meeny" dream again only this time Nan couldn't choose so she told them all to follow her into the bedroom. Then I followed and tried to peek into the room and someone slammed the door in my face. I didn't get much sleep all that weekend and when I woke up Monday morning I was a wreck.
Monday at work I was a zombie. I attended two meetings and took part in a conference call and I don't remember anything from any of them. Tuesday was no better and by Wednesday I began to think that I had better put in for some time off to get my head back together before I got fired. Wednesday evening I left work and headed for my motel room and the next thing I knew I was in front of my house. I hadn't planned on being there, but there I was. There were two strange vehicles in the driveway and I knew what that meant so I drove on by. I steered the car back toward the motel, but ten minutes later I was still in the neighborhood after driving several times around the block. I must have driven around the block seven or eight times before I stopped in front and parked at the curb. I had no idea why I was there, but I sat in my car and stared at the house for about five minutes before something made me get out of the car and go into the house.
I heard noises from upstairs and I stood at the bottom of the steps and just stared up them. I knew what the noises were and I didn't want to listen to them, but suddenly I was standing at the top of the stairs with no memory of even going up them. The noises were coming from the spare bedroom and I desperately wanted to turn away and run from the house, but some unseen force was either pushing me or pulling me down the hallway to the spare bedroom door. I knew what I was going to see when I got there and I knew that I didn't want to see it, but I couldn't make myself turn around and go.
There were two black men in the room with Nan, neither one of them Chad, and they were both using her at the same time. One was lying on the bed and Nan's head was bobbing up and down in his lap. The second man was behind her. He had his hands on her hips and was holding her as he fucked her. I stood there for almost three minutes watching what was taking place on the bed and the three of them never even noticed me. I didn't want to watch, but I couldn't make myself move away. Finally the man fucking her from behind said, "Here it comes sweetie" and he rammed into hard a couple of more times and then just buried himself to the hilt and held himself there. After a bit he pulled back and his soft cock plopped out of Nan and the three of them started to change positions and noticed me. The two men saw me first and their sudden hesitancy made Nan look up. Her eyes met mine and held them as she said, "Pay him no mind. It's just my husband and he doesn't love me anymore. He's probably just here to pick up some of his stuff."
Her eyes never left mine as she rolled over onto her back and spread her legs. She reached up and pulled the man who had been in her mouth down to her and still looking into my eyes said, "Put it in me baby. You haven't come yet so put it in and fuck me. Make me scream baby, make me cum." The man shoved his cock into her and she moaned and her legs came up and locked around him. Then Nan winked at me - she actually winked at me - and said, "Get your cock over here Tony, I think my hubby likes watching." The other man walked over and got on the bed and knelt with his limp cock just over Nan's mouth. She raised up and captured it and Tony leaned down so she could take in more of him and her eyes finally left mine as she gave herself to the two men.
I didn't know what was wrong with me. I couldn't make myself move out of that doorway. I just stood there and watched as the two black men took turns stuffing their cocks into Nan's mouth and pussy. I don't know how much longer I would have stood there if Nan hadn't gotten up from the bed and come over and pulled me into the room. She told Tony to drag a chair over and put it next to the bed and then she sat me down in it.
"You can see better from here honey. Tony is going to fuck my ass next and from here you will be able to get a good look at his nice black cock as it goes into my tight, white butt."
Nan got back on the bed and put her head down on a pillow and Tony moved up behind her. She was looking into my eyes and I saw her wince just a bit and then smile as Tony pushed his cock into her ass. "God Ben, but that does feel good. Watch his cock Ben. Watch that nice piece of black meat slide in and out of my ass. Come on Tony, fuck my ass hard. Put on a show for Ben." Tony was all the way in Nan now and he started to fuck her and she moaned in pleasure. Tony plowed her ass for almost five minutes and Nan's moans became louder and longer until finally she screamed and her body shook. She fell forward on the bed and Tony's cock popped out of her ass and I saw the cum dripping off the end of it. Nan was lying on the bed, breathing hard as she tried to catch her breath. When her eyes opened and she sat up, "Thanks guys, I really needed that, but you need to leave now. I think Ben and I need some time alone."
As the two men dressed Nan got off the bed and came over to me. She knelt in front of me and unzipped my pants and took out my hard cock and she looked up at me and smiled. "Your cock is nice and hard Ben. I knew it would be. I know something about you Ben, something that you didn't even know about yourself. I knew it the day you saw Chad and me and then came out of the closet with a hard cock in your pants. You get turned on watching me fuck. Isn't that right Ben? Isn't that why your cock is so hard right now? Because you've been watching me fuck? You can deny it if you want Ben, but I know. I've got the proof right here in my hand. I've had someone here everyday since you saw me with Chad just waiting for you to come back." She lowered her head and took my cock in her mouth and I exploded. The suddenness of it took Nan by surprise and she jerked her head back and looked up at me as my cock sprayed her tits. "Oh baby. I knew you got turned on watching me, but I had no idea that it made you this hot."
She turned her head, "Hey Tony, don't leave yet."
Tony, who had been heading for the door, turned and came back, "What you need sweets?'
"I need you to fuck me again. Ass or pussy, I don't care, but I need you to fuck me while I suck Ben's cock."
Tony dropped his pants and under shorts and moved up behind Nan. I did not want to be there. I wanted to get up and run from the room, but I couldn't and I don't know why. Nan had my limp cock in her hand when Tony said, "Here it comes sweets" and he pushed forward. Nan moaned and my cock shot up. Nan looked up at me, "Oh baby, we are going to have so much fun together" and she took my cock in my mouth and started to suck it.
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I find that I am in an interesting situation and I'm not at all sure as to how I should handle it. On the one hand I know what I'm doing isn't right (although I thought it was when it started), but on the other hand I am getting what I don't get at home and I don't want to stop. I guess I need to explain.
+++++
It all goes back ten years to when Darlene and I were married. Darlene came into our marriage a twenty-three year old virgin while I had been laying pipe since I was eighteen and Darlene knew it. It wasn't a problem at the time. I had a lot of fun teaching Darlene everything that I had learned in the years preceding my meeting her and Darlene was an eager student. I was somewhat disappointed that she wouldn't even try anal sex at least once, but she was so into everything else that I never bothered to press for it.
The first five years of our marriage flew by and we were getting along great. Our sex life never slacked off and while I had friends moaning that they were only getting some twice a week Darlene and I were cranking along at four, five and even sometimes six times a week. The trouble started on my twenty-ninth birthday although it didn't manifest itself for another three years. What happened was that my brother gave me a two-year subscription to Penthouse Letters as a gag gift. I asked him why in the world he had gotten me something like that and he told me that Darlene had mentioned to his wife Kathy how great our love life was and he thought a magazine like Penthouse Letters would give us lots of good ideas to keep it that way. I had no interest in magazines like that so when they came I ignored them. Darlene didn't, she read them from cover to cover.
About six months went by and then one night after a rousing session in bed Darlene told me that she wanted to try a few of the things she had read about in the magazine. Specifically she wanted to try some role-play. She told me what she wanted to do and I saw no harm in it so I said okay and told her to go ahead and set it up.
The first time was me dropping her off at a bar and letting her go inside alone. I gave her a half an hour and then I followed her in and took a seat at the bar where I could watch her. She danced with a half dozen different guys and I thought, I wasn't sure, but I thought I saw her get felt up a couple of times. She didn't tell me that that was going to be part of the program and when she let some guy kiss her on the dance floor I was a half-second away from getting up from my barstool and going out onto the dance floor and breaking things up. But before I could do it she broke the kiss and headed for the women's john. I settled back onto the stool and when she came out of the bathroom I waited for her to sit down and then I went over to her as if I was going to ask her to dance. When I got to her she looked up at me and smiled and said:
"Did you see it? Did you see him stick his tongue down my throat? Oh God baby, I'm so hot. Dance with me, make it look like you're picking me up and get me out of here. I'm hot baby, I need it, I need it bad."
We weren't even out of the parking lot and she had me unzipped and was going down on me. She destroyed me when we got home that night. I was still a little upset over the kiss, but I guessed I could live with it if it got me nights like the one I'd just had. Darlene knew that the kiss bothered me and she knew me well enough not to tell me until much later about all the feeling up she got.
We did it a half dozen more times and I kept a lid on it when I saw her getting poked in the leg with hard cocks and when she was occasionally kissed and then I got a blow job on the way home and the hottest sex imaginable when we got home.
+++++
Next she wanted to act like a hooker on a street corner, but that didn't turn out too well. It was a kick the first five times. A guy would pull his car over to the curb and she would lead the guy on until finally she would say:
"How do I know you aren't a cop. Take out your cock and show it to me. A cop wouldn't do something like that."
The guy would haul out his johnson and Darlene would take a long look at it and say that something just didn't feel right and she wasn't going to take a chance on him and she would walk away. The sixth time she did it she got busted by the vice squad and had to spend the night in jail in a holding cell with two real hookers and three crack whores. It took me until eleven the next day to finally convince the police that she was just role playing and they let her go, but not before writing her a ticket for being a public nuisance just for causing them to waste their time. That put an end to role-playing, but about six weeks later she came up with something else.
+++++
"Honey, have you ever had any desire to see me make love with someone else?"
"Good Lord no! What brings that up?"
"Just curious. A lot of the letters in the magazine are from men who like to watch their wives with other men. I just wondered if you had any fantasies like that."
"No I don't."
A couple of weeks went by and then night when we had gone out and were at a lounge having some drinks and dancing Darlene said:
"Honey, you know I love you, don't you?"
"I guess so, why do you ask?"
She was silent for several moments and then said, "Never mind. This is the wrong place and time for this."
"Oh no, you can't start something like this and then just drop it. Finish what you were going to say."
"Not now honey, wait until we get home."
I let it rest and two hours later we were headed for home. Darlene was awfully quiet and spent most of the trip looking out the passenger's side window. I sensed that she was thinking about the night and what she would say to me when we got home so I just drove and let her be. Once we got home I said:
"Okay Darlene, give. What were you looking for when you started that weird conversation tonight?"
"Not right now baby. Right now I'm horny as hell and I need you to take care of me," she said as she tugged at my zipper, took out my cock and then used it like a leash to lead me into the bedroom. She was hot and wild that night and fucked me until I was exhausted.
When it was over I once again asked her about her question and she looked away from me and hesitated just a bit before turning her face back to look at me and then she said:
"I wanted to make sure that you knew I love you and how much I love you before I asked you something."
"Ask me what?"
"I want you to let me live out a fantasy."
"Fantasy? What fantasy?"
"You know I was a virgin when we got married. I've never seen another cock but yours."
"That's not true and you know it. You saw a good half dozen when we role-played you being a hooker."
"Okay, you're right, I should have said 'had' instead of seen."
"What are you getting at Darlene?"
"My fantasy is to have sex with another man to see what it would be like."
"More nonsense from those stupid magazines?"
"It isn't nonsense Terry. It is curiosity. Okay, I'll admit that the fantasy is fueled by the stories I read in the magazines, but I've had the fantasy since we first got married. I knew you had a lot of experience and I know it was not the same with each girl; I know there were differences and I've always wondered about the differences in men. I was hoping that you would let me have an experience or two. It would just be sex baby, just me satisfying my curiosity a couple of times."
I looked at her like she was an escapee from the funny farm and she said:
"It won't hurt the marriage honey, in all the letters I've read it never hurt the marriage because both agreed ahead of time so there was no cheating. In fact, it usually made the marriage more exciting. I just want to do it once or twice."
There was no way I was ever going to agree to something like that, but I did love Darlene and I knew that a flat out refusal would put her in a funk for days so I went and made what was probably the biggest and dumbest mistake of my life and said:
"I don't know about that Darlene. That is a pretty big step that you are asking me to take. I have to think about that, I'll have to think long and hard on it."
By not saying "no" outright I set myself up for what happened.
+++++
Six weeks went by and once or twice a week Darlene would ask me what I had decided and I kept putting her off. One night I came home from work and found Darlene all dolled up in her little black dress and high heels.
"Did I forget we were going somewhere tonight?"
"No, we aren't going out, I am."
"Where are you going?"
"Out to satisfy my curiosity."
"What?"
"I've given up waiting on you to decide. I'm going out tonight to live my fantasy. Your dinner is on the stove. I'll probably be late so don't wait up." She leaned forward and kissed me. "I love you Terry and nothing is going to change that" and then she headed for the door.
"Whoa up there Darlene" I said and she turned and said, "Don't worry Terry, I'm not going to come home and do anything silly like ask you to eat my pussy. I'm just going to satisfy my curiosity. We will be okay honey, I promise."
"Have you thought this all the way through Darlene. Are you aware of the possible consequences? Do you have any idea of what you are really doing?"
"Of course I've thought it through baby. We will be fine, honest. I wouldn't do it if I thought otherwise."
She turned and went out the door and I walked over to it and looked out to see her get in her car. She waved at me, blew me a kiss and drove off. I stood there and watched until her car disappeared from view and shook my head at learning just how fast a marriage could end.
I went into the kitchen and turned off the stove. I left the food sitting there as I got to work. It took me three hours to get all my clothes and everything else I could carry loaded into my car. I'd have to rent a trailer and get some help before I could come back and get the big stuff like my air compressor and my tools.
By eleven I was checked into a motel and by eleven-thirty I was sitting on a barstool at Barney's. Bev, the bartender, set my Bud Light down in front of me and asked:
"Why so down Terry?"
"Darlene decided that she didn't want to be married to me any more."
"No kidding? That's great."
"What the hell is so great about it?"
"It means that now I can have my chance at you."
"Your chance at me? What are you talking about?"
"Terry baby, I've had the screaming hots for you since the first time you came in here and I'm not the only one. Mary Lou and Debbie both would like to have a taste of you. Given the way you and Darlene were always looking at each other we knew that we would never have a chance, but now that has changed."
"You can't possibly be serious."
"You want to see how serious I am? I get off at twelve. Your place or mine?"
"I'm staying at a motel."
"As long as it has a strong bed. Are we on?"
What the fuck I thought as I looked at my watch. By now Darlene would be on her back with her legs spread wide having her "curiosity" satisfied. Our marriage didn't mean shit to her so why should I care.
"Okay Bev, we're on."
By twelve thirty-five I was balls deep in Bev and she had her legs wrapped around me and was making enough noise to wake the dead. She moaned, she cried, she squealed and she screamed as I pounded into her. She was pushing her pussy up at me as I drove down into it and her nails were digging into my back. She had two orgasms before I shot my wad and when I pulled out of her she scrambled around to take my cock in her mouth and went to work getting me back up. When I was stiff again she sat up and said:
"I'll make you forget her sweetie. What is something she would never do for you?"
"She never let me do anything anal."
"Oooooh" Bev squealed, "I love taking it in my butt. Come on sweetie, let me show you what you have been missing."
I was working on her ass with my fingers getting her ready when my cell phone buzzed. I picked it up off the night stand and looked at the display and saw that it was my home phone. The bitch was home and noticed that I was gone.
"Who is it" Bev asked.
"Nobody important, just Darlene."
"Fuck her."
"No baby, I'm fucking you" I said as I tossed the phone aside and went back to working on her ass. As my fingers worked on her I felt her relax. I wished I had some Astroglide or KY, but not expecting to have her butt I hadn't stopped to get any. For the time being I was going to have to use spit or some of the cum from her pussy.
Finally I had her loose enough for something larger than my fingers and I grabbed her hips in my hands and slowly pushed my cock into her tight ass while she moaned into the pillow. Once in I stopped and let her take over I held myself still and let her get used to me and when she was she pushed back a little and took a little more of me. It took a little while, but soon she had me as deep in her ass as I could go and she moaned:
"Fuck me now baby; take my ass, go easy at first baby, but fuck my ass."
I fucked her slowly and gently and waited for her body to tell me when she wanted it faster and harder. My cock was throbbing. I reached under her and found her clit with my fingers and she bucked and cried out, "Oh God" and she slammed her ass back at me. I began to thrust harder and faster and she was pushing her ass back at me and squealing.
I fucked her hard and steady for several minutes and her squeals and cries got louder and louder and she shouted, "OH FUCK ME!!!" as she had an orgasm. I gave her three or four more strokes and then I shot my load deep in her ass.
"See you tonight?" Bev asked in the morning as she dressed to leave.
"After last night you have to ask?"
"I get off at the same time tonight and I have tomorrow off. Think we might be able to find something to do?"
"I wouldn't be the least bit surprised."
+++++
When I got to work the receptionist had a handful of message slips, all from Darlene and all telling me I needed to call her at work. I went into the boss's office and told him that I had some major personal problems and I needed to use up some of the comp time I had coming. He told me to take whatever time I needed, but to stay in touch in case something came up that he needed my input on. I told him I would and then I asked him to tell the receptionist to tell Darlene I had quit otherwise she would be calling a dozen times a day.
Before I left the office I called my buddy Brian and asked him if he could give me a hand moving some stuff and when he said yes I told him I was going to rent a trailer and that I'd be by to pick him up. I rented the trailer and then I called Darlene's office and asked to speak to her and was told she was on another line and then was asked if I wanted to hold. I said that I'd call back and then I hung up. Having made sure that she was at work and not at home I picked up Brian and we moved the rest of what I wanted out of the house and into a storage facility.
I received a dozen calls on my cell during the day and all were from Darlene and I didn't take them. That night with Bev was a steamy repeat of the night before except no phone calls since I turned the phone off. The next day Bev and I went to the lake and the cell went off eight times, all from Darlene, and I didn't answer them. That night I enjoyed more of Bev's tight ass.
Three more days went by and I established a pattern. I would turn the cell phone off when I knew the office was closed and John had gone on home and leave it off until eight the next morning when the office opened. I spent the day apartment hunting and trying to figure out what to do with my life. The one decision that I did make was that I wasn't going to waste any money on a lawyer. We lived in a no fault state and there were no kids so everything would be cut and dried - a fifty/fifty split - so let Darlene go for the divorce and pay for the attorney.
Evenings were spent in Barney's sipping soda water and waiting for Bev to get off work. I figured that I would be safe there since Darlene had already been there looking for me and Bev just happened to be behind the bar. Darlene had asked if I'd been in and Bev told her that I had been in several nights ago, had gotten wasted and started a fight and Harry (the owner of Barney's) had barred me from the place for a year.
The third night Bev told me that she had to go out of town for the weekend to visit her parents.
"Fine, just dandy" I said, "Get me hooked and then leave me."
I was joking of course, but she laughed and said, "You won't be lonely unless you want to be lonely. Mary Lou and Debbie both have told me that they would be willing to console you while I'm gone."
"You always share your boyfriends?"
"No, but we all think you are kind of special so we are making an exception as far as you are concerned."
"What the hell makes me special?"
"You'll figure it out."
"So what will happen; they going to flip a coin?"
"I don't know, it is up to them. I'll be gone for three days so be fair about it I told them I would stay away four so they can each have you for two days. But I also told them I was taking you back when I got back."
"Don't I get any say in this?"
"Nope. You just get to lean back and enjoy."
+++++
Mary Lou was a redhead and I'd never made it with a redhead and Debbie had huge tits and I had never had sex with a girl who had big breasts so I figured what the hell, go with the flow and enjoy. I hit Barney's around six on the night Bev left and Debbie was working behind the bar.
"Oh goodie" she said as she set a Bud Light on the bar in front of me, "I was afraid you wouldn't come in until Mary Lou was here and then I'd have to arm wrestle for you. Bev did tell you that I had no intention of leaving you alone didn't she?"
"She told me, but I'm having a hard time understanding why. I am under no illusions about myself. There isn't anything special about me, nothing at all."
"That's how you see yourself Terry, not how other people see you. We have always thought that Darlene was extremely lucky to have a guy like you and we are having a really hard time believing that she let you go, but she did and we are going to take advantage of it. I get off at eleven. Will you be here to pick me up?"
"I still don't understand what is going on, but I'd be stupid not to take advantage of it. Of course I'll be here to pick you up at eleven."
Debbie was a screamer. It started before I even got my cock in her. She started moaning and crying as soon as my fingers started playing with her pussy. She actually had an orgasm from my foreplay and that was a first for me. She spent a lot of time in the gym and had a nice, tight body, but the best thing all that gym time had given her was muscle control.
When I was a lot younger I was friends with a guy who told me that "snapper pussy" was the best there is, but I never knew what the hell he was talking about until I felt Debbie's cunt muscles nibbling at my cock. I didn't know, and I never asked, if it was voluntary or involuntary. But I could feel her pussy clamping and unclamping around my cock. My cock felt like there was a hand inside Debbie's pussy that was trying to jack me off.
And scream? Oh Lord was that woman loud! I was surprised that during the two nights she stayed with me no one ever beat on the door or walls and told us to hold it down.
I went through the same basic scenario with Mary Lou and found out that she was a real redhead and that she gave the best head that I had ever received and that was saying something because I'd always thought that Darlene was the best.
I could never understand why pussy as good as those three were didn't have guys all around them. I found out later that all three of them did have guys. Mary Lou had a fianc‚e and Debbie was actually married (I never did know how she got out of the house to spend nights with me). Bev had a steady boyfriend and I was told she dumped him as soon as she took up with me. It was way beyond my ability to comprehend.



In a way I was sorry to see Bev come back because she seemed so intent on being the only one in my life when she was around. I was seriously considering sitting down with the three of them and seeing if they would be amenable to setting up some sort of rotation. To be honest I expected that they would laugh at me if I did try that, but since I didn't have a clue as to what was going on between the four of us and I expected that it was going to end soon I figured what did I have to lose. I wasn't ready to tie myself down to any one person. I'd done that with Darlene and look how well that had turned out.
+++++
Bev had been back two days and as she was getting dressed to leave my room she said:
"Same time tonight lover?"
"Actually I was thinking of seeing Debbie tonight."
"Sorry to hear that. Now I'll have to kill her or do something else that will put her out of commission."
"Why would you want to do that?"
"I don't want to, but if I want to keep you to myself I'm going to have to."
"I still don't understand what it is that is going on here. I'm not all that great in the looks department, physically I'm only average, so what the hell is it with you three?"
"You are a great guy Terry. You know how to treat a woman and make her feel special and we all want that in a man and most men, at least the ones we know, don't do that or know how to do that. Look sweetie, the three of us know you are only going to be around a short while and all three of us want to make the best of what little time we have. I was lucky enough to get to you first and stake my claim and I want to hang onto you until it is over and you go home."
"Go home? Why in the hell would you expect me to do that?"
"Because you are you. We have all seen the way you look and act with Darlene and we have all seen the way she looks and acts around you. You won't talk about it so I don't know what the problem is between the two of you, but I have absolutely no doubt, none at all, that the two of you will get back together."
"You are wrong about that."
"We will see, but in the meantime do I need to arrange an accident for Debbie or Mary Lou?"
"No, I guess not. If you feel that strongly about it I guess I should feel flattered and I should take advantage of it until you wake up and come to your senses."
She kissed me, patted my cheek and said that she would see me that night and then she went home.
+++++
I spent the day apartment hunting with no luck. I was beginning to think I was looking for something that did not exist. I wanted a place close to work that had a pool and an exercise room with a sauna. I found several, but nothing that I could afford at that time. I could afford them later maybe, but not until after the divorce and I knew what my financial situation would be.
I finally decided that I needed to take what I could afford even if it wasn't what I wanted. I had three on the list that I would go back and take a second look at. I needed to do it pretty soon because the motel bill was starting to get a little steep.
Friday morning I kissed Bev goodbye when she left and then I got my list and headed out to look at the three apartments. I stopped by the office on the way to pick up my paycheck and when I came out I found Darlene leaning on the fender of my car.
"Where in the God damned hell have you been? I've been worried sick over you. Why haven't you taken or returned my calls?"
"First Darlene, where I have been is none of your business. Secondly, I haven't taken or returned your phone calls because I didn't want to talk to you. I don't want to talk to you now so just go away and leave me alone."
"But why damn it! Don't you think I at least deserve an explanation?"
"I don't owe you anything Darlene and you can't possibly be so stupid that you don't know why I packed up and moved out."
"Well I don't Terry, I don't know and I don't have a clue. One minute I have a loving husband and the next minute he is gone and I don't know where or why."
"Are you telling me that you honestly thought you could go out, pick up some guy, fuck him and then come home to me and everything would be just peachy? You didn't know me any better than that?"
Darlene's face lost all of its color and she said, "Oh my God. Is that what this is all about? My God Terry, you didn't think I would really do that?"
"Of course I did. It is all you talked about for months. A week didn't go by that you didn't ask if I was ready to let you do it."
"Damn it Terry, you know me well enough to know that I would never do something like that without you saying it was okay. Yes, I wanted to, but not without your being on board with it. You can't really believe that I did that."
"Of course I believe you did it. You flat out told me that you were going to do it and then you walked out the door. When that door closed behind you our marriage was over."
"I didn't do anything Terry. It was my mother's birthday and she has been so lonely since she lost dad that Aggie (Darlene's sister) and I took her out for dinner and drinks."
"Yeah, right, like I'm going to believe that."
"Ask mom. Ask Aggie. I've got the credit card receipts. It's true Terry, honest to God, I was with my mother and sister. I did not go out and pick up a man."
"Then why did you tell me you were going to? Why didn't you just tell me you were having dinner with your mother and Aggie?"
"Do you remember what day it was Terry?"
"I think it was a Wednesday, why?"
"Do you remember the date?"
"No, I'd have to go back and look at a calendar."
"It was April 1st Terry, April Fools Day. It was a joke Terry; it was just an April Fools Day joke. I did not have sex with another man. Oh sweet Jesus, this is just so fucked up" and she started crying.
Yes it is, I thought, and now what the fuck do I do?
+++++
What I did was be an asshole. I knew immediately that she was telling me the truth, but her joke - her sick little joke- had caused me more pain than she would ever know and I was not about to take her in my arms and say, "There, there honey, everything will be all right, all is forgiven."
What I did do was make her write down everything that she had done that evening. I wanted times, places and the names of anyone who we knew who might have seen her that night. I led her to believe that I didn't believe a word that she had said and that I was going to check out her story thoroughly. I told her I would get back to her and then I got in my car and drove away leaving her standing there.
I took Darlene's written itinerary and I spent Saturday and Sunday checking it out and talking to people. I spent an hour talking to Aggie and then I went and spent an hour with Darlene's mom. Everything checked out, as I knew it would, but I had made Darlene wait two more days while I did it.
I called Darlene Sunday night and told her that everything she had told me had been verified, but that there were a few conditions that had to be met before I came home. The first condition was that she never read Penthouse Letters again and she was never again to bring up anything that she had read in that rag. The second condition was that I never hear again any of that "other man" bullshit. Darlene agreed to accept the conditions and I told her I would move back home the next day.
Things were a little cool between us at first; she was pissed that I could ever think that she would cheat on me and I still wasn't happy over the heartache her miserable April Fool's prank had caused me, but we eventually got our relationship back to where it had been. Well, not quite back to where it had been. I'm still seeing Bev a couple of times a month. Am I being hypocritical in still seeing Bev, but not letting Darlene have her "other man" fantasy? Yes I am, but does it bother me? No. Darlene still won't take it up the ass and Bev loves to have a cock there. I might drop Bev if Darlene ever does decide to let me butt fuck her, but until that happens Bev is going to be my "go to girl" when I feel the need for some tight butt.
And I have been missing Mary Lou's blow jobs and Debbie's screaming orgasms and clutching cunt so I might even have to spend some time with them.
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Not all stories that start out with "Once upon a time" have happy endings. The characters do not necessarily live happily ever after as was the case in this one. It started as a fair tale that my wife tried to tell me, but unfortunately for her (or me – depending on how you look at it) I knew the game she was going to play.
Once upon a time there was a marriage planned. Elise and I had grown up together and it had always been expected, at least by our mothers, that we would marry when we were old enough. Our mothers were best friends since grade school, they had gone to college together, belonged to the same sorority and even thirty years after graduation the two of them were extremely close. My mom had married first and Elise's mom had been her maid of honor and then my mom performed the same function for Elise's mother. When I was born Elise's mother became my godmother and when Elise was born my mother became her godmother.
The day after Elise was born our mothers began planning our wedding. The families took vacations together, celebrated holidays together and for all practical purposes we may as well have been just one large family. Being young Elise and I had no inkling of what our mothers had in mind for us, all we knew was that we were close. It wasn't until we reached the age where boys start to be interested in girls and girls started looking at boys that we began to get some idea of what our moms had planned. If I became interested in a girl my mother found some way to break us up. If Elise became fond of a particular boy her mom managed to put a quick end to it. For school dances Elise and I always found ourselves maneuvered into going together. She was my date for my senior prom and I was her date for hers.
+++++
The break came when I graduated from high school and moved on to college. Elise still had one year of high school left so in effect we were separated and I was no longer where my mother could try and control my life although Elise was still where her mother could micro-manage hers.
Against my mother's wishes I opted for the full college experience. She had wanted me to live at home and attend classes, but I wanted to live in the dorms, join a fraternity and do everything else most young college students do. Mom tried to pressure me, but I was attending college on scholarships so she had no financial leverage.
Away from home and her influence I found girls and for the first time I could go some place and do something with a girl who wasn't Elise. I dated quite a bit and had a great time. I lost my cherry at a frat house gangbang and I even dated the girl who was that nights punch board. We hung together for almost two months before we each moved on to greener pastures. At a mixer I met the wife of one of the grad students who was a teaching assistant and while I was never sure of who seduced who, she did teach me to eat pussy and then was kind enough to spread the word that I not only did it, but was good at it. I became very popular after that and never went a weekend without a date that usually ended up in my bed or the girl's.
Life was good and then Elise graduated high school and came to college.
+++++
At first it was just a case of showing Elise around and introducing her to some people. She was living at home and quite frankly I didn't expect to se much of her. I thought she would embrace the freedom as I had and start dating guys, but she didn't. What she did was attach herself to me. Well, maybe not attach, but she was never far away. For the first month or so she just watched and then one day after I'd spent a weekend with a hot little redhead Elise said:
"What do you see in her? She has the IQ of a grape."
From then on it was, "Why do you waste your time on her, she's a tramp" or " I know you have better taste than to spend your time with that pig."
After about a month of that I finally said, "Elise, instead of hacking away at the women I date why don't you go find some guys and do your own dating?"
"I'm not interested in other guys."
"Why not, you turn lesbo or something?"
I got a very indignant "Of course not" from that.
"So what's the problem?"
"You."
"Me? How am I the problem?"
"You've always been the one for me. I don't want anyone else, I want you."
To shorten the story a bit the bottom line is that the mothers got the wedding that they had been planning since the day Elise was born.
+++++
Fast forward six years to the day I came home from work early. I'd had an appointment not far from the house and I decided to go home and not go back to work. It was a Friday and I thought that I would get a head start on the weekend. I heard the shower running as I came in the front door so I headed toward the stairs and then I stopped as I noticed something. A shoe, more specifically a 'Come Fuck Me' pump (right foot if I remember right) was on the bottom step. As I headed up the stairs I found the other shoe on the top step and two steps down the hall I saw a bra on the floor. Skirt and thong were on the floor just inside the bedroom door, but the major attention getters in the bedroom were the torn up bed, the box of Trojans on the bedside stand next to the tube of KY Jelly and the three used and tied off rubbers on the floor next to the bed.
My first impulse was to storm into the bathroom, pull Elise out of the shower, drag her into the bedroom, point at the evidence and then call her a whore. Following that I would drag her downstairs and throw her naked ass out of the house. But even as I was taking steps toward the bathroom a little voice in the back of my head was telling me to back off, to find out more. I wasn't going to find out what I wanted to know from Elise because now I didn't trust her. She had cheated on me so it was obvious that she would lie to me too.
I quickly and quietly left the house and found me a pay phone. The Yellow Pages gave me the number of a private detective and I gave him a call. He was able to see me that afternoon and I made a quick trip down to his office and told him the story. I agreed to his fees and handed him the keys to my house and then headed back home getting there at my regular time.
All traces of Elise's afternoon activities were gone and my freshly scrubbed wife met me at the door with a kiss. I know it was twisted of me, but I was curious as to how Elise would feel after having been fucked by someone else. I swept her up in my arms and as I carried her to the bedroom I said:
"I want dessert first tonight. Dinner can wait."
Once in the bedroom I stripped and then I began to peel Elise. For some reason she didn't seem as enthused as she usually was and then I pulled her down on the bed and mounted her. The entire time I kept my eyes on her face and I thought I saw a touch of fear, the "Will he notice?" kind of fear and then a smidgen of "Does he suspect something?" The last one was probably brought on by a big change in our routine. I always ate her pussy before we made love, but not this time and she had to notice and it had to make her wonder. I was curious to see what she felt like, but no way was I going to eat her cunt after some other dude had just dumped in it.
She did feel different, but I couldn't put my finger on why. She had obviously douched because she wasn't wet and sloppy and she didn't feel loose, but something was different. What I did find out was what a sick fuck I was. The image of the bedroom – scattered clothes, used condoms, torn up bed – made my imagination run wild. What if instead of one guy doing her three times it had been three guys doing her once? A whole list of 'what ifs' wandered through my head and excited me to the point that I came a lot quicker than I usually do.
The big surprise was when my dick started to go soft and then turned around and got stiff again before I even had a chance to pull out. I fucked Elise four times that night – fucked her, didn't make love, just fucked her – and we never did have dinner.
+++++
Saturday I took Elise out for dinner and a show and while we were gone the private detective used the key I had given him to enter our house and plant surveillance equipment. That night and Sunday I was I was after Elise like a starving man after food and the images in my mind kept my dick almost constantly hard. I kept remembering that torn up bed and those used rubbers and I remembered the gangbangs I'd participated in during college and I saw Elise on that torn up bed with eight or nine guys standing around waiting for a turn and it just kept me fired up. I think Elise might have been happy to see me go to work on Monday.
That week I fucked Elise every night when I got home from work, mostly to see if I could detect any evidence that someone else had already been there. Friday afternoon I was in the detective's office getting his report:
"His name is Rod Mallory and he is an unemployed aircraft mechanic. He arrives every day around noon and is there until about three-thirty. If he followed his regular schedule he is probably there right now. I'll need you to get your wife out of the house tomorrow so I can get my equipment and then around the middle of the coming week I'll be able to give you my final report."
As I rode the elevator down from his seventh floor office I noticed that I wasn't as fired up to get home as I had been since Monday. It was as if putting a name to the man who was fucking my wife had turned off the eroticism that had been raging in my head since the day I had found out Elise was an unfaithful slut. I don't know, maybe it was the fact that I had been getting seconds (although not sloppy) all week and not being able to tell that turned the switch off. Whatever the reason, the fire had gone out.
When I got home I found Elise waiting, expecting me to drag her off to the bedroom and all I did was kiss her cheek and ask her what was for dinner. Saturday I took her to dinner and a show. We made love on a Sunday, but only because Elise initiated it and from then on we never had sex unless Elise pressed for it. I never said no, but I didn't go after her anymore.
+++++
Wednesday I got the full report from the detective, complete with audio and video and I went home to ponder the future. A review of the videotape and the audio from the telephone taps showed me that this Rod guy had been fucking Elise for almost six months. I had enough material to go for a divorce, but something was lacking. I wondered about it for a day or two and then I finally figured it out. Just taking what I had to a lawyer would end the marriage like a whimper. I wanted to go out with a 'bang'.
I got on the Internet and went looking for information. Over the next two days I gathered what I needed and then every time Elise left the house to go shopping or visiting her mother I worked on my project. It took me three weeks, but when I was through the house was wired for sound and video. I had a voice operated tape recorder on the phone, one in the living room and one in the bedroom. I had two nanny cams in the bedroom that fed directly to a dual VCR setup in my home office and one nanny cam in the living room that sent it's feed to a third VCR. Everything was either voice activated or motion sensitive.
The product was mixed. I got more video footage of Elise vacuuming the floors, dusting, washing windows and doing things around the house than I got of her and her lover and that footage was either junk or outstanding depending on the light level in the room at the time the footage was shot. I got better video in the living room because it had southern exposure, but they didn't do all that much in the living room. The bedroom windows had northern exposure and if the blinds were drawn I didn't get much useable. I got more than enough to take to a divorce lawyer, but I had that much from the private detective. Given the horrendous amount of money I had spent on the equipment I would have hoped for better – a lot better!
The audio tapes though were a gold mine. I found out that Rod was pressing Elise to leave me and marry him. Elise kept putting him off and hen one day Rod told her she needed to shit or get off the pot:
"You either love me or you don't. You either want to be with me or you don't, but you have to make up your mind because I'm tired of sneaking around to see you. I'm tired of just a couple of hours a day. I want nights, weekends and holidays – the whole nine yards! What's it going to be?"
I found Elise's response very interesting.
"You know I want you baby, or you wouldn't be here, but I want my hubby too. I love him and I don't want to leave him, but I want you too."
"Well, we are at a crossroads here babe; you obviously can't have us both, especially since I'm tired of sneaking around."
"Could you share me with him if he knew about us and accepted it?"
"How do you plan on working that little miracle?"
"Let me think on it lover. Oops, look at the time. You need to be going."
That was on a Friday. On the following Monday Rod brought it up again and Elise said that she had a plan:
"I'm going to work on him to let me have sex with another man."
"Ha! I'm sure that he will jump at a chance to do that."
"He might not jump at it, but there is a good chance that he might go along with it."
"You can't be serious. What kind of a man would go along with something like that?"
"A man who loves me and who is sure that I love him."
"No babe, I can't see it."
"Look, in college he was a stud. He had sex with twenty or thirty different girls, but I went to our marriage bed a virgin. I'll start working on him to let me try another man. I'll tell him I'm curious about what I've missed and I'll ask him if he will let me satisfy my curiosity. I'll keep working on him until he gives in and lets me do it. You'll be the other man and we will take it from there. Just be patient with me baby, give me some time to pull it off, okay"
Tuesday he asked her again how she was going to make it work.
"I'll fuck his eyes out and when he is exhausted and not thinking clearly I'll spring it on him."
"I still don't understand why you have to have the two of us."
"You don't really want to know."
"Yes I do."
"Okay, you asked for it. If you force me to chose between the two of you I'll choose my husband. I love him and I don't ever want to think about living my life without him. He is everything that a girl could want in a man and if he had your cock he would be one hundred percent perfect."
"Is that all I am to you, a bigger dick?"
"No silly, I do like you a lot, but I have to be honest, if it wasn't for your cock you wouldn't be here. Now, are you going to fuck me or pout?"
+++++
Being forewarned I was ready for Elise when she hit me with it. We had just spent an exhausting night having sex and Elise was cuddled next to me:
"Honey, can I ask you a strange question without you getting mad at me?"
"Sure, I suppose so."
"Now think about this – don't just jump up and automatically holler no – do you love me enough and trust me enough to let me satisfy a curiosity of mine?"
"I don't know Elise, what are you fishing for?"
"Please don't take this wrong baby, I love you to death, I really do, but I've always felt that by staying a virgin until we were married I missed out."
"What are you getting at Elise?"
"Yours is the only cock I've ever had baby and I've always been curious what another one would be like."
"Let me get this straight. You want to fuck another man and you want me to agree to it and say it is okay."
"Yes."
"Is this your way of telling me you don't think I'm any good in bed?"
"Oh God no baby, don't think that. Didn't the night we just had prove that wrong? No, it is just curiosity on my part. I'm not ever going to leave you for anyone else. You had lots of girls before we got married so you got to see all the differences that there are in women, but you are the only man I've ever been intimate with. I would just like your permission to satisfy my curiosity."
"You already have a stud picked out? Maybe one of my many friends who are hot for you?"
"No honey, I don't want it to be anyone we know. If you say yes I thought we could drive up to Denver, hit a cocktail lounge and see if I can find someone I might like enough to let him get lucky."
"No strings? You get your strange cock and then we come home and forget about it?"
"Yes baby, just enough to satisfy my curiosity."
"When do you want to do this?"
"You'll let me? I can do it?"
"Why not. It isn't as if you are running around behind my back. Sure sweetie, go for it."
"How about this coming Friday night?"
+++++
Friday when I got home from work Elise was all dressed up and ready to go. She looked sexy as all get out in her short skirt and high heels:
"You shouldn't have any trouble getting laid in that outfit."
"I hope not. It will be a hell of a blow to my ego if I strike out."
As we drove toward Denver I asked her where she wanted to go and she said she didn't know for sure.
"Just drive around baby and when I see a place that I think I might like I'll tell you."
When we got to Denver I drove around deliberately avoiding the lounge that the tapes told me Elsie and Rod had settled on. I watched Elise get more and more nervous as we drove in circles. She desperately wanted things to look spontaneous to me, but I wasn't cooperating. I'd head in the right direction and then when I got within a couple of blocks of the place I would make a right or left turn and go off in the other direction. Finally I got tired of toying with her and headed for the place.
"There!" she said, as she pointed at Dino's.
"Why here?"
"There's a motel right across the street. When I do this I don't want it to be a quickie on the back seat."
I pulled into Dino's parking lot and as I parked a said, "Are you sure that you want to do this?"
"Yes honey, I'm sure. I want to know what another cock will feel like and I may never again get up the nerve to do it."
"Have you thought it all the way through? What happens if you decide you like it and want to keep on doing it? What will that do to us? What if he is a better lover than I am? What if he has a bigger cock and you decide you like bigger cocks and you decide to replace me?"
I thought I saw a flicker in her eyes when I mentioned bigger cocks, but it might have been my imagination.
"Don't be silly baby, I love you and you know I do. I'll never leave you for anyone else and you know it."
"Okay then, how are we going to do this?"
"We will go inside and get a table and I'll find someone I like the looks of and we will see what happens."
"What does that mean, see what happens?"
"I don't know baby, I've never done anything like this before. I guess we play it by ear and if I find a guy I like and he is interested in me and doesn't mind you watching we can go across the street to the motel and see what happens."
"What do you mean 'mind me watching'. I don't plan on doing that."
"You have to baby, that's the only way I can do it. You have to be part of it; any other way would seem like cheating on you."
"I don't think I can do that Elise."
"Sure you can baby, you can do it for me, I know you can."
"I don't know Elise, I guess we will just have to wait and see."
+++++
When we walked in the door I spotted Rod sitting at the end of the bar. We found a table and I ordered drinks and then Elise and I danced a couple of dances together. Elise got up to go to the bathroom and on the way back to the table a guy stopped her and asked her for a dance. Then he walked her to his table and introduced her to two of his friends and then all three of them danced with her. When she got back to the table she giggled and said, "I have at least three to choose from."



I danced twice more with her and then it was my turn to go to the bathroom. When I got back to the table Rod was standing there talking with Elise. As I walked up to the table Elise stood up and said:
"Watch my purse sweetie, this nice young man asked me to dance."
I smiled and said, "Keep it clean," and Elise gave me a funny look as Rod led her away.
It was what I had been waiting for. I picked up Elise's purse and took out all her cash and credit cards and put the purse back down on the table. I took videotape out of my pocket and set it down on top of her purse. It was a copy of some of her meetings with Rod and I had tied a pretty red ribbon around it with a bow. I placed a card on top of it and then I got up and left. When they got back to the table and opened the card they would see that it said:
"Just a little something for your viewing pleasure as you and Rod start out your new life together. P.S. Don't bother calling me, it won't do you any good."
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As far as company parties went this one wasn't all that bad. It would have been better off if her husband had come with her, but with a project that was behind schedule and a deadline looming he had to work late to catch up. It was awkward being the only unattached woman at the party. All the single guys seemed to see her as a target of opportunity and they were vying with each other to see who might get lucky. They kept bringing her fresh drinks and she was glad that she had taken a room for the night. There was absolutely no sense taking a chance on driving after drinking the amount she was taking in. She didn't mind the attention and she knew what they were up too and she also knew that none of them had a chance. What self-respecting white woman was going to have anything to do with a black man?
Her eyes opened and she was staring up at an unfamiliar ceiling. Before she could panic enough of the fog cleared away to let her remember that she had taken a room at the hotel. She felt odd, almost as if she'd had a workout at the gym, and she had a salty bitter taste in her mouth. She sat up and noticed that she was completely naked. That was strange - she never slept in the nude. She swung out of bed and went to use the toilet and as soon as her legs came together she felt the soreness and she looked down and saw that her pubic hair had a crust and she noticed that her left breast had a love bite. More confused than ever she continued on her way to the toilet and as she passed by the vanity mirror she got a good overall look at herself. Her hair was damp and matted, she had hickeys on her neck, her nipples were bruised and there were dried white spots all over her face, breasts and stomach. She knew as soon as she saw them what they were - dried cum stains! What the hell had happened to her last night? More to the point - who had happened to her last night?
She was sitting at her desk trying to make sense out of a buyer's order when Calvin entered her office and sauntered up to her desk. Calvin, at least as far as she was concerned, was the type of black man who gave other black men a bad name. He was obnoxious, pushy and in short he was what her husband called an "uppity nigger." She ignored him and waited for him to go away, but he just stood there and waited for her to acknowledge him.
Finally she looked up from what she was doing, "What do you want Calvin?"
He smiled at her and brought a hand out from behind his back. It held several white square pieces of paper fanned out like a deck of cards. "What I want to do pretty lady, is show you a card trick. Pick a card pretty lady, any card at all."
Anything to get rid of him she thought and she reached out and pulled one of the white pieces of paper from his hand. "Do I look at it or what?"
"What you do pretty lady is call me. We'll do lunch" and he turned and walked away.
She looked at what she had in her hand and she recognized it as a Polaroid snapshot. She turned it over and caught her breath - it was a picture of her with a black cock in her mouth. She got up and followed Calvin to his office, "Where did you get this?"
"At the party the other night. You were sure a surprise pretty lady. We always thought you were a racist, but I've never seen a racist go after black cock the way you did. You wore the brothers out. They even had to bring in the room service waiter to keep you busy while they caught their breath. They even considered calling some of their friends to come on over and help out, but I talked them out of it. I convinced them that it would be wise to keep you all to ourselves and share you as our own private stock."
"Share me?"
"Don't you fret it pretty lady. They will all be after you now like dogs after a bitch in heat which, by the way, is what they think you are, but they don't have any leverage on you so you can tell them to go piss up a rope. That is you can if you want to. I on the other hand have leverage. I have twenty-three pictures of you doing the nasty with the boys. I don't know how they got you into that room, but I do know that when I heard about it I was the only one smart enough to run and get a camera."
"What are you after Calvin?"
"To put it in it's simplest terms - you! I get a kick out of taking hauty white bitches that think they are better than a black man and shoving my black cock into every hole they have."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am missy, I most definitely am."
"You are out of your mind if you think I would do that."
"Your choice missy. Are you willing to pay the price?"
"What do you mean?"
"Everyone here knows what a red-necked, racist cracker your husband is. You would know better than most what his reaction to these pictures will be. Here, look at them and try to envision his reaction."
She took the pictures and looked at them. Dear God, how could she have done those things. She knew only too well how Darrel would react to seeing them. He would kill her - no divorce for Darrel - he would go right for her throat and damn the consequences. She tossed the photos on Calvin's desk and asked again, "What do you want?"
"Simple. You and I will reenact what is in those pictures. For every time we do it I will give two of them back to you. You will only have to suffer my black cock violating your pure white body twelve times before you have them all back."
"You are out of your mind. I'll never do that!"
"Your choice. It is now nine o'clock. If I send these photos to your husband at his office by special messenger he should have them by one. That gives you a four hour head start." Calvin took an envelope out of his desk drawer and started to gather up the pictures.
She hated herself for being so weak, but she said, "Wait. What do I have to do?"
Her head bobbed up and down on his shinny black pole as his hands played with her nipples. Her nipples were very sensitive and it wasn't long before she could feel the heat building in her lower body. It killed her to know that he could do that to her. She moaned and he laughed, "That's it you racist bitch, suck on my black cock. That's it baby, that's it, here it comes and don't you dare miss a drop." Calvin flooded her mouth with his seed and he laughed again. "Look on this as doing something good for the racist cause. By taking it down your throat instead of letting me deposit it in a black woman you are keeping one more black baby from being born." She gulped and swallowed as hard as she could to keep all of it in her because he'd all ready told her that if she let so much as a drop fall out of her mouth he would add ten more sessions. Calvin's juice was saltier than Darrel's, but wasn't near as bitter. Thank god it's over with she thought, but even as she had the thought she knew she was wrong and that it wasn't even close to being over.
Calvin had her get up on the bed and he pushed her down on her back and pulled her legs apart. She waited for the final indignity of having her white body violated by the obnoxious black asshole. She knew that she was splitting hairs, Calvin wasn't the first black to fuck her, but he was the first that she would be aware of. She waited for the penetration but it never came. She raised her head and looked down just in time to see Calvin stick his tongue out and touch her love button. It was like an electric shock and it ran through her whole body. Darrel had never eaten her pussy. He always said that it was perverted and degenerate even though he maintained that her sucking his cock wasn't. She laid back and closed her eyes as Calvin worked on her pussy. Minutes went by and her body was all warm and tingly and then she jerked her head up in surprise. She felt it building with an urgency that wouldn't be denied and then it hit her and she screamed as the intensity of it washed over her. Calvin had eaten her to an orgasm.
She fell back on the bed and was trying to catch her breath when Calvin's cock split her pussy lips and drove into her. He went slowly at first until he was all the way in and then he began to pick up the pace. In spite of herself she felt herself responding to him. She wrapped her legs around him, closed her eyes and tried to lose herself in sexual euphoria while at the same time trying to blank out the fact that it was being given to her by a blackmailing nigger.
Over the next three weeks she met with Calvin five times and earned back ten of the pictures. She hated to admit it but she was getting more sexual satisfaction out of her meetings with Calvin that she was getting from her husband. If she could just get over the fact that Calvin was black it wouldn't be bad. She had been hit on by every black man in the office wanting her to give them more of what they had taken from her at the party, but she had ignored them. Calvin finally told her that they had used a date rape drug in her drinks to get to her which caused her to look down her nose at them even more. She couldn't figure them out. Why would a bunch of low-lifes think she would have anything to do with them after they had raped her? She shook her head in disgust and grabbed her overnight bag. She had to meet Calvin at the hotel and he had given her specific instructions as to what he wanted her to be wearing.
She looked at herself in the mirror and almost laughed. With the heavy make up, short skirt, low cut blouse and five inch heels she looked like a 12th Street whore getting ready to go out and stand on her corner. She heard the knock at the door and opened it to find Calvin standing there with someone else. The two men pushed by her and she closed the door and turned to face them. The stranger said, "Wow, you were right, she is magnificent." Calvin handed her two photos and told her that it was what they would be reenacting. She looked at it and saw herself on her hands and knees with a cock in her mouth and another one fucking her from behind. The second photo showed her sitting on one cock while a second one was buried in her ass. She looked at Calvin and he knew the look. "It's your choice. It has always been your choice." She knew that she would give in - she had no choice, she had to do it.
Something happened to her that afternoon. The two men turned her into a cock hungry slut. Before they were through with her she had begged and she had pleaded for them to give her more and to never stop. Up until then she had always gotten sexual satisfaction from Calvin, but that afternoon she had gotten sexual enjoyment. When they were finished with her she had begged them to stay just a little longer, just for one more time and even though that would have made her late in getting home to Darrel she didn't care. All she wanted was for those two cocks to keep fucking her. As the two men were leaving the room the stranger pulled her to him and kissed her, "I hope to see you many more times. You were worth every penny." As he walked away she turned to face Calvin with a confused look on her face. "What did he mean by that?" Calvin handed her an envelope and she opened it to find the two photos that she had earned back and three one hundred-dollar bills. "I sold you to him. You're my whore and now I'm your pimp. I thought you should get at least enough out of it to pay for the hotel room."
"You bastard."
He smiled at her and as she looked into his eyes something passed between the two of them. Calvin had never kissed her and they stepped toward each other and their lips met for the first time. It was a hot kiss and when Calvin had slipped his tongue in her mouth she eagerly sucked on it and then sent hers into his mouth. She felt his erection grow against her leg and she thought "Yes! Take me back inside and fuck me one more time" but Calvin broke the kiss, stepped back and told her he would see her back at the office. As she drove home she wondered what had happened to her that day. Wondered about it and hoped that it would happen again.
It did happen again - two more times in fact - and it had been just as intense as the first threesome had been. She had been insatiable and she had almost cried when the men had called a halt to things. She would have stayed there all night if the two men would have stayed with her and fuck what Darrel would think when she finally came home. Her personality underwent a change and she no longer looked down her nose at the black coworkers who had drugged her and used her. She hadn't forgiven them, at least not yet, but she was more approachable. She wondered if subconsciously she was preparing the ground against the day Calvin was done with her. She was busy with an inventory sheet when Calvin walked into her office. He sat and quietly watched her work until she looked up. "I have a proposition for you. I'm having a poker game with some very good friends of mine. There will be seven of us. I would like you to act as the hostess. In exchange I'll give you the remaining photos and we will be quits."
"By hostess you mean serve them beer and pretzels, or fuck everybody there?"
"Both."
"When?"
She was a wanton slut. She was the magnificent whore. She did anything that they wanted and more. She fucked them on the kitchen table, sat on their cocks while they sat on the toilet, she crawled around under the poker table and played with and sucked every exposed cock she could find. She took it in her ass, her cunt and her mouth, sometimes all three at once, and as usual it was over too soon for her. When it was over and Calvin's friends were gone she pulled Calvin back to his bedroom, fucked him, sucked him and then fucked him again until he pushed her away.
"It's late. You need to get home to your husband."
"Fuck him! No, to hell with Darrel and I'll fuck you" and she bent her head and went for his cock.
"Oh well, it's your life, but if he throws you out you can come and live with me."
"Ooh, wouldn't that be nice."
"What the hell is wrong with you?"
"You've turned me into a slut."
As she was getting ready to leave Calvin handed her an envelope and she opened it and looked at the remaining photos. She took them out and leafed through them, took two and put the rest back into the envelope. She handed the envelope back to Calvin, "I can't take these, I haven't earned them." She looked at the two in her hand, "I think I earned this one today, I'm not really sure but I think there are seven guys in the picture. Close enough I guess." She put it in her purse and handed the other one to Calvin, "Think the boys in the office might like to reenact this one? Maybe on Thursday?"
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Bonnie was bored. Actually, Bonnie was beyond bored. She was ready to scream and start breaking things just to have something to do. The house was clean, the laundry was done, folded and put away. That night's dinner was even done, or at least in the crock pot cooking. It was only ten in the morning and all she had to look forward too until jack got home was a bunch of idiotic TV shows. Every day it was the same. She felt like an animal in a cage. She was stuck in the house, her only outside activities the Tuesday and Thursday afternoon card games and the Monday night that Jack insisted that she should go out with her girl friends. The card games were with a group of women who were just as bored out of their skulls as she was and the only thing they did was sit and bitch about their husbands. The Monday night out with the girls was a joke and all it did was frustrate her. It didn't matter if she went out alone or with a bunch of girls the outcome was always the same. She would get hit on which made her horny and then she went home to a sleeping husband. She sometimes wondered what would happen if she did have a fling on one of her nights out. She had been tempted a time or two, but she couldn't bring herself to give in to the temptation. She loved Jack, had loved him from the first second he had approached her with his shy smile and introduced himself. There had never been a second of doubt that he was the man for her. So certain had she been that she gave him her virginity on their second date. But as much as she loved Jack she felt that something was missing from her life, from her marriage. She and Jack were in a sexual rut. The same positions, the same foreplay, the same words, the predictability of how Jack would act; it was almost as if he were programmed. She enjoyed sex with Jack, but lately it seemed to lack the fire of their early years together. Still, another man was out of the question - except in her fantasies of course.
Because of all her free time Bonnie watched a lot of soap operas in the afternoon and she fantasized about being fucked silly by some of the handsome male stars. One of her few secrets from Jack was the large dildo that was in her panty drawer. It had been given to her as a gag gift at her bridal shower along with a note that said, "For the times you are alone." She had been using it a lot lately, an awful lot. But even fucking herself with a fake cock while fantasizing it was some handsome stud was getting old. Lately her fantasies had taken a surprising turn. She had been thinking a lot about black men. It was surprising in that she was Southern, born and bred, and from a family that was as racist as it was was possible to be. To her folks Blacks were 'mud people' and had been put on Earth for the sole purpose of serving the white race. That it wasn't so was due to the fact that the misguided beliefs of Northern rabble-rousers and flaming liberals had upset the natural order of things.
"Don't you ever forget that Bonnie Sue. They are animals and it don't matter what you do to dress them up, they are still animals. You can put lipstick and a dress on a pig, but it doesn't change the fact none that it is still a pig. The same thing can be said about niggers. Teach them manners, give them a good education, give them a good job and a fine place to live, but they are still niggers."
So how in God's name had a girl brought up as she had been come to be fantasizing about black men? Was it because she had been brought up to think of them as nothing more than animals? She had seen animals mate and they fucked in a frenzy until they were spent. Is that what it was? She wanted a mindless, frenzied fuck that would leave her exhausted and satisfied? Then of course there was what was said about the size of their cocks. She had heard - what girl hadn't - about how well hung black men were. Was that it? Did she want a piece of meat as big as her dildo and figured she could only get it from a black man? She had no idea what triggered the fantasy, one day it was just there. She remembered the day clearly. She had just showered and was lying on her bed fantasizing about Brad Pitt and using her dildo to get herself off when suddenly, from out of nowhere, a huge black man had entered the picture. He shoved Brad out of the way and grinned down at her and then he had grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked her head up to his massive erection. He forced his engorged cock into her mouth and then he had held her head in both hands and had fucked her face. In real life a cock that large would have choked her to death, but in her fantasy she had handled it easily and then she had orgasmed as she fantasized that the huge Negro pumped his cum down her throat. Since that day it didn't matter who she started out fantasizing about it was always a huge Negro who finished her off. Maybe she needed to see a shrink.
Bonnie didn't see a shrink, but she did mention it to her best friend Jean over coffee one morning.
"Hell sweetie, I'm no head doctor, but it is pretty obvious what is going on. Your sex life has gone stale on you and your subconscious is telling you to try something different."
"I couldn't do that. I couldn't possibly cheat on Jack."
"Maybe, maybe not; there is no telling what you might do under the right set of circumstances. Maybe all you need is a little teaser. You know, some necking and maybe a little touchy-feely."
"Touchy-feely?"
"You know, let a guy feel you up. Maybe even give a guy a handjob out in the parking lot while he plays with your tits or fingers your pussy. You don't really have to go all the way, just tease and play a little. Get yourself so hot and bothered that you go home, wake up Jack, and then fuck his brains out."
"No way I could do that Jeanie. I love Jack, I really do, but something is lacking; something just isn't there anymore."
"Well then what you need to do is come right out and tell Jack that. Let him know how you feel."
"I could never do that. I couldn't tell him that I'm getting myself off with a rubber cock instead of his. He would just tell me that there was nothing wrong with him so it must be my imagination."
"Bonnie sweetie, you're just bored. Shit, for that matter so am I. Damned near all my married friends are too. Donna told me the other day that she is thinking of taking a lover because all Bill does is spent two minutes getting himself off and then he rolls over and goes to sleep. From what I hear Mary has all ready gone and done it; gotten herself a lover I mean."
"So what are we supposed to do? Just sit around and be bored to death for the rest of our lives?"
"No sweetie, we can do something about it."
"Like what?"
"Next Monday night lets you and me find us a bar with a band and let a couple of studs hit on us. We can play around a little and see where it leads. Maybe all you need is to see that you are still desirable. Let some dude go gaga over you; do a little dancing and some touching and feeling and see what it does for you."
"Oh no, I couldn't do something like that."
"Why not? You don't have to fuck the guy, just dance a little, maybe swap a little tongue, just something to make you feel better about yourself."
The more Bonnie thought about it, the more the idea appealed to her. What the heck, she was going to be going out Monday night anyway, so why not?
"Okay, I'll do it."
Jean smiled to herself as she thought, "You certainly will sweetie, and I know just the place to take you." She said, "Wear something sexy sweetie and I'll pick you up at seven.
Jean watched Bonnie as she came down the front porch steps and shook her head in disbelief. "You call that sexy?" she asked as she pointed to the shapeless and drab outfit that Bonnie was wearing.
"No, but I couldn't very well leave the house dressed that way. Jack would be too curious. Pull around the corner and stop and I'll walk back and get the bag I packed out of the garage. We'll have to stop somewhere so I can change."
Jean pulled around the corner and a couple of minutes later Bonnie came back carrying an overnight bag. Jean drove to the near by Conoco station and waited while Bonnie went into the bathroom to change. She came out five minutes later in a short skirt, low cut blouse and high heels. "That will fire the boys up for sure," Jean said as Bonnie got back into the car, "That outfit will get you fucked in a heartbeat."
"Now Jeanie, you know that isn't what I'm after." Maybe not thought Jean, but it's what you are going to get.
"You can't be serious," Bonnie said to her friend as she looked around the place. The place had a band and it was jumping, but she and Jeanie were the only two white faces in the room.
"Of course I am sweetie. We have to check out that recurring fantasy of yours, don't we?"
"But I can't. I mean I couldn't possibly ..."
Whatever else she was going to say was lost when a large black man came up to them and took her by the arm and said, "I've saved a good spot for you lovely ladies" and he started to lead them to a table just off the dance floor. Bonnie looked wildly around and saw Jeanie two steps behind her and wearing a great big smile.
"Here you go Jean, I saved you the best seat in the house. The first round is on me."
"Thanks Leon. We'll have Margaritas."
"You got it babe, see you later."
"You know him?" Bonnie asked.
"Yep."
"He knew we were coming?"
"Yes he did sweetie."
"But why? Why did you bring me to a place like this? There aren't any men here, just blacks."
"Don't let them hear you say they aren't men. I wouldn't be able to get you out of here alive."
"You know what I mean. We were supposed to go some place where we could have a few drinks, dance a little and maybe flirt with some guys."
"We'll get all that right here sweetie. I'm betting that you will be asked to dance before the drinks even get here."
"But I can't. You know I can't. Why did you bring me here?"
"I couldn't resist sweetie. I know your past and all about your Southern upbringing and when you told me about your fantasies of being taken by blacks I knew that I had to bring you here just to see how you would react. Don't look over your shoulder, but your first caller of the evening is about to arrive."
Nervously Bonnie looked over her shoulder to see a huge black man approaching the table. He must have been six feet four, his head was shaven and he had large gold earrings in each ear. She looked back a Jean and said, "Maybe he's coming for you."
"No way sweetie. They know me here and they know that I'm Leon's private stock."
"You and Leon? What are you talking about?"
"Later sweetie, we'll talk later."
The large black man was now at the table and he said, "This her Jeanie? You were right, she is choice. Come on Miss Bonnie, let's dance" and he took her by the hand and literally pulled her up out of her chair.
Bonnie looked back at Jean in a panic as she was led away. Jean smiled at her, "He's just a man sweetie, and you know how to handle men, right?"
When they reached the dance floor the man pulled Bonnie into his arms and said, "My name is Jamal and it is my intention to make this a night you will never forget."
Bonnie didn't know what to say, not that it would have mattered. Jamal had taken charge of her and deep down inside she knew that whatever she said or did wasn't going to matter to him at all.
The night became a blur for Bonnie. When Jamal didn't have her on the dance floor he was getting her another drink. He didn't ask if she wanted another, he just got her one. When he wanted to dance he just took her hand and led her meekly out to the dance floor. When he wanted her to drink he handed her one and said, "Here, drink this." And through it all she was very aware of the large bulge that Jamal kept pressing into her and in spite of herself she began to wonder if it was really as big as it felt. Jean had disappeared. Bonnie had last seen her following Leon through a door. It was just her and Jamal at the table and she knew she was in over her head. She desperately wanted to leave, but Jeanie was driving and Bonnie hadn't brought enough money for a cab. She couldn't call one and have it take her home and wait while she ran inside to get the fare. My God, what would Jack think if he saw her dressed like she was after seeing her leave the house in that old shapeless sack dress. No, she was stuck here until Jean was ready to leave. Jamal interrupted her thoughts, "What you thinking about Miss Bonnie? You afraid to be here all alone with us savages?"
The question caught her by surprise and the answer to Jamal's question flashed across her face before she could get control of herself.
"Thought so" Jamal said. He grabbed her hand and led her away from the table, but instead of heading for the dance floor he headed for a side door. It led out to the parking lot and once outside Jamal spun her around to face him. He took her head in his hands and held it while he mashed his mouth down on hers. His tongue forced it's way into her mouth and he pushed his huge bulge into her leg. His tongue was probing, searching, and she knew she needed to gain some control of the situation. She felt that if she kissed him back he would back off a little and give her some breathing room, some time to think of a way out. She gave him a little tongue, but Jamal wasn't going to back off anytime soon. He was going to fuck this married white woman senseless and then send her home to her little dicked hubby. She'd be back. Yes indeed, in less than a week she'd be back.
When Jamal finally broke the kiss Bonnie took a hurried breath and tried to pull away from him, but he wasn't having any of that. He held onto her with one large hand while he freed his cock with the other. He then pushed Bonnie down onto her knees in front of him. "Look at it. You been wondering all night if it was real and now you know."
Bonnie was mesmerized by the column of black flesh that bobbed up and down in front of her. It was the blackness of the thing that held her attention, not the size. In looking at Jamal's cock she realized that it wasn't any bigger than Jack's, but it had seemed so much bigger when it was pushed into her. Was it just her imagination at work brought on by the black/white taboo thing? Without thinking Bonnie slowly began to lean forward toward the cock that was dancing in front of her. At the very last moment sanity returned, "This is wrong" she thought, "This would be adultery and she tried to pull back and stand up, but Jamal held her down and said, "Oh no Missy, Not until I'm done with you."
"Let me up please. This isn't right, I don't belong here."
"Bullshit! This is just where you want to be. A white woman, and a married white woman at that, doesn't come down to this part of town dressed like you are unless she wants some black dick."
One hand went to the back of Bonnie's head and held it firmly as Jamal pushed his hips forward and his cockhead pushed at the little white housewife's mouth. Jamal pushed hard at Bonnie's lips, but she kept her jaws clamped tight. "Open your mouth bitch," Jamal snarled, and when Bonnie didn't comply he reached down and pinched her nose. Needing to breathe Bonnie opened her mouth and Jamal rammed his cock into Bonnie's open hole. He thrust forward and both hands clutched the back of her head as he began to face fuck her. Bonnie felt the head of Jamal's cock push deeper into her mouth and she relaxed her throat muscles the same as she did for Jack. She knew that her only way out of this situation was to give Jamal what he wanted. She would suck his cock and then when he relaxed she would get the hell out even if she had to walk home. Her mouth closed around the black cock and she began to move her head back and forth.
"That's it white girl, that's the way to do it. Suck that black sausage. God baby, that feels good. I may just make you into my full time slut."
Bonnie suddenly felt a sense of pride. This huge, threatening Negro was actually under her control now. She could make him putty in her hands using no more than her mouth. Big, bad nigger was no more than a pussycat once you had control of his dick. She smiled as she started using a little tongue action and thought "I'll reduce this big motherfucker into jelly." Her soft red lips began making love to Jamal's black pole. Her loins began to tingle as her own sexual appetites began to come to the fore. Bonnie gobbled, swallowed and licked and Jamal moaned in pleasure and the more he moaned the hotter Bonnie got. Her hands reached up and she took his ball sack in one hand and she gripped it hard. She wanted to suck his cock now and she was going to hold him close until she was finished with him. She started face fucking herself with his cock as she thought to herself, "Cum damn you, cum and let my mouth suck your balls dry."
Bonnie was grunting now as Jamal hunched forward trying to sink every inch of his cock into Bonnie's hot, tiny white mouth. Bonnie was sucking hard when suddenly the full force of Jamal's ejaculation hit the back of her throat. For just an instance she was revolted at having a nigger cum in her mouth and then she had to swallow his discharge or choke. Her body was on fire and suddenly she wanted this black bastard to fuck her like the nigger in her fantasy did. She dropped one hand to her pussy and she began to finger herself as glob after glob of Jamal's thick sperm made it's way down her throat and into her belly. She pressed a finger against her clit and that was all it took to give herself an orgasm. Jamal's cock began to go limp in her mouth and surprisingly she didn't want the feeling she was having with this black to end. "No, no, not yet" she thought, "not yet," and she licked Jamal's cock and kissed it lovingly in an effort to keep it hard. Stay up damn it, stay hard she thought and she worked a hand into his pants and gently squeezed his balls. His prick gave a small lurch and she let go of his balls, her fingers found Jamal's asshole and she pushed a finger in it. Jamal's cock jerked in her mouth and she felt it begin to swell. Grow damn you she silently screamed as another climax hit her. Bonnie wanted more, a whole lot more. She hadn't felt this sexually alive in her life. She couldn't believe it. A black man, lowest of the low according to her parents, was turning her on like she had never thought possible.
Jamal's cock was growing in her mouth and she redoubled her efforts, but suddenly he pulled his cock out of her mouth. "No!" she protested and Jamal laughed, "We ain't done yet you little slut" and he picked Bonnie up and set her down on the hood of the closest car. He pushed her so she was lying on her back, reached under her short skirt, grabbed her thong and ripped it off of her. Taking her by the ankles he pulled her toward him until she felt the knob of his hard cock against her pussy lips, "Ready baby? Ready for what you came down here for? Is my little white married lady ready to become a slut for black cock?" Jamal slammed into her.
She had gotten so wet sucking him that he slid right in and Bonnie's body began to feel alive as her pussy throbbed around the cock filling her hole. God, but she felt so wicked and excited. It was just like her fantasy. He was taking her, not asking, just taking her, and it was outside where anyone could walk by them and see and the thought of that gave her a small orgasm. Jamal felt it and said, "Oh ho, the white slut likes having this black cock in her." He began slowly fucking her and she moaned and Jamal laughed, "That's it my little white whore, shove me you like it" and as he picked up speed and rammed his cock her Bonnie screamed, "Oh shit!" and her legs came up and locked around him.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god" came out of Bonnie's mouth every time Jamal slammed into her. Her body was on fire and she wanted the feeling to never go away and then she came. Her body thrashed, bucked and heaved so wildly that she caused Jamal's cock to come out of her. "No!" she cried, "Put it back in, put it back in." Jamal lined it up and shoved it in hard and Bonnie climaxed again. She screamed again as she thrashed around on the cock she was impaled on. "Don't stop, don't stop, please god don't ever stop," she cried as she clawed at Jamal's shoulders trying to pull him closer. Jamal rammed her as hard and fast as he could. This white bitch had him hotter than he could ever remember and he wanted to shoot so hard into her that his cum would squirt out of her ears. He slammed into her repeatedly as she moaned, "Yes, yes, yes," and clawed at him. Finally he had to let go and he shot burst after burst of his hot cum into the willing white whore. And she was a whore now even if she didn't know it yet. She would be back and he knew it and if Jamal wasn't around she would spread for some other brother. Jamal pulled his cock out of Bonnie, tucked it away and walked back into the bar leaving the thoroughly fucked young white housewife lying on the hood of some one's car, cum leaking out of her pussy and glistening on the paint.



"Why did you do that to me? I thought you were my friend."
"I am your friend sweetie," Jeanie said. "Didn't I manage to get you the best fuck of your life?"
"I don't understand. You know about my upbringing. How could you know that and take me to that place?"
"Because I knew that was what you wanted."
"Never! Never in a million years could I have wanted that."
"Deny it all you want sweetie, but you wanted it. You told me about your fantasies of being taken by a big black man. Do you know what a fantasy is? It is something you really, really want, but haven't got the nerve to really do. You are my friend so I arranged for it to happen. I told Jamal about your fantasy of being taken and so he took you. You can deny it all you want sweetie, but I watched the whole thing from Leon's office window as you went wild on the hood of that car. You loved every second of it sweetie, every last second, and you would still be there if it was humanly possibly for Jamal to stay hard that long."
"You set it up? You told Jamal about me?"
"Jamal and a few others."
"A few others?"
"Sure sweetie, I had to find just the right guy for your first time."
"My first time? You sound like you expect me to do it again."
Jean gave a little smile and shrugged.
"Just how did you become involved with those people?"
"Just lucky I guess. I had a flat tire in front of the bar and Leon saw me trying to mount the spare and he came out and helped me. Then he took me into the bar so I could wash my hands. He offered me a drink and the next thing I knew he had me on my back on his desk and was fucking the hell out of me."
"That's it? You just casually decided to fuck a nig...black man?"
"No, not really. Leon just happened to be in the right place at the right time. I thought Frank was fucking his drop dead gorgeous secretary and I decided to take a lover to get even. Leon just got lucky."
"Was he? I mean Frank. Was he really fucking his secretary?"
"No. It turns out that he was just working long hours trying to earn a promotion, but the end result was the same - I wasn't getting laid enough."
"How long has this been going on?"
"About six months now."
"Six months and you never let on?"
"How could I? I knew your background and I was afraid that you would stop being my friend if you knew that I was getting steady injections of hot black cock."
Bonnie just sat there and stared at her friend, amazed at what she had just learned.
He recognized her as soon as she came in the front door. He saw her stand there nervously and survey the room. He smiled in self-congratulation because he had known she would be back. Well, it was time to find out if he'd been right with his other guess. He walked up to her, "Hi Bonnie." "Oh, hello Leon. Is Jamal here?" "No, no he isn't" and he reached out and took her by the hand, "But I can see to it that you get what you need" and he led her toward his office. The woman glanced wildly around, but meekly followed along. Jean was going to be pissed because Bonnie was her friend, but business was business. Jean was too strong willed to let herself be turned into merchandise for his better customers, but this one would do nicely. His cock swelled as he thought of looking down on her as she lay, legs spread, on his desk. He was going to make some good money off this one, a lot of good money.
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"No! God damn it no! For the absolute last time Ryan I will not do it!"
"Aw come on Tiffany, how do you know you won't like it?
"It doesn't matter if I would like it or not Ryan. I am not going to do it and that is final."
I got up from the couch and ran upstairs to the bedroom and slammed the door behind me. Then, because I was severely pissed, I turned and locked the door and then went and threw myself down on the bed. I heard Ryan coming up the stairs and then I heard the doorknob rattle as he tried the door, "Come on Tiffany, open the door."
"No Ryan. Go sleep in the spare room until you can learn to appreciate me for what I am instead of trying to make me into something I'm not and don't want to be."
The door rattled several times and I pulled a pillow over my head to drown out his pleas. Eventually he gave up and walked away. I undressed, put on my nightgown and then tried to fall asleep.
Ryan and I had met in college, fallen in love and had gotten married shortly after graduation. We were both virgins when we approached our marriage bed and the first years of our marriage had been filled with sexual experimentation. We loved sex with each other and we went at it like rabbits. The first year or so it was positions. We tried having sex in every conceivable position and some not so conceivable. Then came the tries at oral sex. First Ryan talked me into letting him eat my pussy. I didn't like it at first, but I later found that it was because Ryan was inept at it. He kept working at me and even though I didn't really care for it I let him because he was so eager to do it. And then one day Ryan discovered the knack and the right places to touch and he drove me wild. It got to the point where I wanted him to lick my pussy almost every night.
One night he asked me if I was ever going to try and reciprocate. The thought of his piss tube being in my mouth made my stomach queasy, but fair was fair and he was doing me so I sucked it up (no pun intended), got on my knees and tried. At first I was no better at it than Ryan had been we he first started. In my blushing innocence I thought blowjob meant that you blew in the hole in the end of the cock. I'm sure from the winces I saw on his face that I caused him some pain, or at least some discomfort, but eventually I got the hang of it and learned to give great head. And surprise, surprise, I found that I loved the taste of his cum and I greedily swallowed all I could get.
Several months went by, during which we discovered sixty-nine and then one day Ryan asked me if I would like to try anal sex. My initial reaction was "No fucking way!" but Ryan kept after me until one day I said I would try it at least once. Ryan must have read up somewhere on the best way to do it and he worked on my butt hole for quite a while with his thumb and fingers and plenty of KY Jelly. Then he lubed up my butt and his cock real good with some more KY and slowly eased himself into my ass. At first there was pain, intense pain, and I was on the verge of hollering at him to stop when the paid faded and a pleasurable feeling took over. In the end (again - no pun intended) I learned to love anal sex and it became a permanent part of our sex life.
Next came what I call Ryan's 'weirdness' phase. He wanted to try what he called 'watersports' and he finally talked me into straddling him while he was in the bathtub and pissing all over him. He decided that he didn't like it, but that I might so I let him piss all over me in the shower. "Did it do anything for you?"
"Yes. It got me wet and made me feel unclean" and that ended the watersports phase. Next it was bondage and S and M. It left bruises all over my body and made me mad so when he asked me if I like it I said that I wasn't really sure and that I needed to see what it would be like to be the giver instead of the receiver. I tied him to a chair and then sucked his cock to get it nice and hard. A couple of hard smacks with a ruler on his hard dick put a quick end to that nonsense.
And then Ryan decided to get stupid on me. Before it had been just us trying to discover our own sexuality. His next bright idea was to bring someone else into the equation. Specifically he wanted to watch me fuck another man while he hid in the closet. I exploded on him and things got very cold around our house. But even though Ryan was getting the cold shoulder from me (and damned little sex) he still kept after me to "expand our sexual horizons." I put up with it for almost three months before finally deciding to give him what he wanted, but not necessarily in the way he expected.
It was silent at the breakfast table. I sipped my coffee while I read the style section of the newspaper. Across from me Ryan ate his toast as he poured over the sports pages. I put my paper down and cleared my throat. "Ryan, I've decided to do what you want, but only under certain conditions. Conditions that you will have to agree to and meet without question. Since you expect me to debase myself for your pleasure, to ignore my wedding vows and be unfaithful and in effect turn myself into a whore for you I feel it is only fair that you debase yourself in return. I will go out, act the slut, and pick up a man and bring him home. But no matter what I do or what he does to me you will stay in the closet and never let the man know you are there. Secondly, when he is done with me and gone you will suck every drop of his cum out of me. If I do what you want and you fail to meet either of those conditions this marriage is over. Do you understand?"
"You are serious? You are really going to do it?"
"As long as you accept my conditions."
"It's a done deal baby. When are you going to do it?"
"Tonight Ryan. I want to get it over with. I'll hit a lounge on the way home from work, pick some one up and bring him home. Your signal to get in the closet will be when you hear the garage door opener start to operate. You are clear on the conditions?"
"No problem baby, no problem at all. Since you seem to be in good spirits this morning how about a quickie before we go to work?"
"No thank you. I'm going to save myself for my new lover."
That statement got to him and I saw the first shreds of doubt cross his face. "You can call me anytime up till five if you decide you want to call off this foolishness. Think long and hard on it Ryan. What you decide may very well cost you your marriage and I'm not being in the least bit egotistical when I say I very much doubt you will ever find another one like me once I'm gone."
"Oh come on Tif. Don't make it sound so doom and gloomish. Everything is going to be fine, you'll see."
"That will depend on you Ryan and how well you meet my conditions. Don't meet either one and we are through.
I fully expected Ryan to call me and call it off. After a day to reflect on it "Mr. Manly Man" was going to decide that no way was he going to go down on me after another man had used me as a sperm bank. But even if he did convince himself he could do it and he didn't call to cancel I was sure he would come storming out of the closet when I brought the man into our bedroom. Lastly, I knew without a doubt that he would absolutely refuse to go down on me when it was over. Would I really leave him if he didn't meet either of my conditions? No, but I would have all the ammunition I would ever need the next time he wanted me to do something. You know, "Sorry Ryan, you reneged on the last deal so never again."
Five o'clock came and went with no phone call so I locked my desk and headed for Riley's Bar where I knew I could find just the man I was looking for. My requirements were simple. The man had to be taller than Ryan, good looking and needed one other special quality. I had deliberately dressed to attract attention and I was not disappointed when I walked into Riley's. Eyes turned and stayed on me as I swayed my ass over to a barstool and sat down. My short skirt rode up and displayed a lot of leg and my five-inch CFM's showed of my calves to their best advantage. I surveyed the bar and spotted at least six who met my requirements and in less than five minutes one of them appeared at my elbow.
"We don't get many like you in here."
"But I'll bet the ones you do see come in here for the same reason I'm here."
"You don't waste much time do you?"
"Not when it's time that can be better spent doing other much more interesting things."
"I guess the next question is "Your place or mine?"
"I think mine. I may seem a little forward to you, but I am new at this and I think I would be more comfortable in my own surroundings."
"Lead on fair lady, I'm ready to follow you anywhere."
The house was dark when I pulled into the drive and I didn't see Ryan's car when the garage door opened. Did he chicken out or had he moved the car so my gentleman wouldn't see it and wonder. If he had chickened out and wasn't in that closet I was going to be royally pissed. A dark maroon Mercury glided to a stop behind me and my lover of the evening got out. I led him into the house and turned to him and said, "No names okay? Just two ships passing in the night never to see each other again?"
"You have it if that's the way you want it."
I looked up at him and said, "Kiss me." He should get at least that much for his trouble for I had no doubt Ryan would come running out of the closet as soon as the man entered the room. He took me in his arms and his lips met mine and I slipped him a little tongue and gave him the hottest, most passionate kiss I could manage. He returned it ten fold and I felt my knees go weak. We stood there for several minutes, neither of us wanting to break the kiss and I felt his cock grow against my leg. I finally had to break us apart before he took me right there on the floor. I took him by the hand and led him up the stairs to the bedroom and as we walked through the bedroom door I braced myself for what I knew would happen next. It had to happen because I had planned for it to happen. Ryan was a Southern boy, born and bred, and he had no use for blacks, no use at all. Riley's was a bar in the so called Darktown section of the city and the man I had chosen was at least six-four and had skin the color of coal. There was absolutely no way that Ryan would let this black man "foul" his white wife.
But no one rushed out of the closet.
Okay, we just had to entice him. I moved back into my chosen one's arms and we had another two minute passionate kiss. Still no Ryan. Okay, I'll just up the ante. I stepped back and did a very slow and sensuous strip until I was down to my heels and thigh highs.
"Okay Passing Ship, your turn."
He smiled and took off his clothes a whole lot faster than I had and then stood in front of me in all of his muscular, naked glory. My breath caught when I saw the size of his cock. It wasn't any longer than Ryan's, but it was as big around as a beer can. My tight pussy could never accommodate that log and I was silently praying for Ryan to come out and save me.
In a soft voice the man said, "I know what you are thinking, but don't be afraid, you can do it. A lot of others have and you can too."
I was frozen - I stood there and stared at that cock and I was afraid. Afraid to take it in me and afraid that I wasn't woman enough to. He stepped forward and picked me up and as he carried me to the bed he softly said, "I'll be gentle sweet thing and I'll get you nice and wet to help you take it." Ass he set me down on the bed I cast one last glance at the closet and my facial expression fairly screamed, "God damn you Ryan, get out here and stop this."
And then the man buried his face in my pussy and in less than fifteen seconds he had found my buttons and I forgot all about Ryan and the closet and I gave myself over to him. I was an absolute wanton slut for my lover. I gave myself to him completely and I lost all track of how many times he fucked me, ate me, and stuffed his sausage in my mouth. I even took that huge cylinder in my ass - twice - before the two of us were too exhausted to do anymore. All I know is that when we were done I looked at the clock and saw that it was almost five in the morning. Good god, we had been at it for almost ten hours. I leaned on an elbow and watched my lover dress and as he headed for the bedroom door I said, "Hey, Passing Ship." He turned and looked at me and I said, "I don't know if I'll even be able to walk today, but same time, same place tomorrow?"
He smiled, gave me a courtly bow and said, "Your wish is my command my lady."
The front door hadn't closed when a pale, shaken and sweat soaked Ryan stumbled out of the closet and stared at me lying on the bed. The poor dear had met my condition of staying in the closet no matter what even at the expense of humiliating himself. Ten hours in a closet that he didn't dare leave - not even to go to the bathroom - he had gone in his pants.
"Go take a shower Ryan. Your snack will still be here waiting for you when you get back."
He glared at me and started to say something, but I cut him off, "Take a shower Ryan. You still have a condition to meet." He glared at me for a few more moments and then he turned and headed for the shower. Five minutes later he was back in the room and glaring at me again. "How could you do that to..."
Again I cut him off. "Meet the second condition right now Ryan and we will talk later. Don't meet it and we have nothing further to talk about. He glared down at me, but then I saw the defiance flow out of him and he crawled onto the bed.
"What do you want first sweetie?"
"What do you mean?"
"The condition was that you suck up what he put in me. There is no way you can get to what slid down my throat, but he put two loads in my ass. Which do you want first? Front side or back side?"
"You can't be serious. You can't possibly expect me to do that."
"Every drop Ryan. You got what you wanted now meet the condition or get out."
He gave me a pleading look which I ignored and then he mumbled "Front side first."
I spread my legs to give him easy access and as he began to vacuum me out I sighed and said, "I sure hope it was all you hoped it would be Ryan because it is going to happen a lot from now on."
His head jerked up and he stared at me, "That's right sweetie, it is going to happen a lot - an awful lot."
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It has taken me years to learn to accept my lot in life. I've been called an asshole ever since junior high and I used to take great exception to it. More than a few fights came of it, but as I grew older I learned that it was stupid to get into a fight with someone just because he made a true statement. I am an asshole. How big an asshole you ask? Well, how big of an asshole is someone who seduces his brother's wife less than a month after the wedding ceremony? How big of an asshole are you if you start fucking the woman your dad is going to marry a good two months before they take their vows? That's how big of an asshole I am.
Fucking Mary and Elise wasn't something that just happened, I wanted both of them and I set out to get them. I figured Mary would be the hardest, her being an older woman embarking on her second marriage, wise in the ways of the world. Boy, was I ever wrong! I am still not sure whether I got her or she got me. Not that it matters. The bottom line is that we both are getting what we want, and on a regular basis. Getting Elise wasn't much harder and I'm happy to be able to say that both were worth whatever effort that it took.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dad brought Mary home to meet the family and have dinner with us one night. I wanted her the moment I saw her and the fact that she was eighteen years older did not mean a damn thing to me. After that first night Mary became a regular visitor to our house and eventually she moved in and began living with dad. One night we were in the kitchen together - she was drying dishes and I was sitting at the table, sipping coffee and watching her. She turned toward me and asked:
"Why are you looking at me like that?"
I smiled at her, "If you have to ask the question you wouldn't understand the answer."
She cocked her head to one side and smiled, "I'm going to have to be careful around you, aren't I?"
"Not too careful I hope" I replied.
She stared at me silently for a few moments and then turned back to the dishes. In that moment the dynamics between us had changed. It was two days before I saw Mary again and I caught her glancing my way several times during the course of the evening. We both knew what I wanted and the looks she gave me seemed to say, "Thank you for the interest. I'm flattered, but forget it."
The day my dad announced that he and Mary were going to get married my brother George and I threw a party for them. I caught Mary alone in the kitchen after she'd had several drinks and was in a mellow mood. She smiled at me and asked:
"Are you going to mind having me around all the time now?"
"Not a chance" I said, "The more you're around, the more opportunities I'll have, and sooner or later I'll get what I want."
Mary laughed, "You can't be serious!"
I took both of her hands and placed them on my hard cock. "Does this feel serious enough for you?"
I expected her to pull away and slap my face, but she surprised me by squeezing my dick. I leaned forward and kissed her on the mouth and she surprised me again by slipping me a little tongue. She gave my dick another squeeze and stepped back.
"You are such an asshole. I can't believe that you would treat your own father's future wife like this," and she left the room.
Our next encounter took place following a party that my Uncle Bob threw for the happy couple. We'd all been drinking and having a good time and all of us were in a pretty good mood. Near the end of the party my dad came up to me and asked me if I would see to it that Mary got home since he had a few things that he needed to go do.
On the way I detoured to a spot that was the local 'lover's lane'. Mary asked me why I'd stopped there and I said, "This is where people go to make out." I pulled her to me and kissed her and she responded. For about five minutes we made out like teenagers and then I unzipped, took out my dick and placed her hand on it. She pulled her hand away, but did not break the kiss. It took two more tries before she left her hand on my cock and slowly started to stroke it. For several minutes she jacked me and soon I could feel myself getting ready to let go.
"Let's get in the back seat," I said and Mary shook her head 'no'.
"This is all you get from me and for the life of me I can't figure out why I'm even giving you this much."
Just then I spit a huge load of cum out of the head of my cock and it went all over the place. Mary laughed, "It's a good thing I wasn't giving you a blowjob - that might have taken the back of my head off."
We drove the rest of the way home in silence. When I pulled into the driveway and shut off the engine Mary reached for her door handle.
"Don't I at least get a goodnight kiss?"
She hesitated and then she leaned toward me offering me her mouth. My mouth touched hers and just as before she slipped me some tongue. I responded, and then we were at it like teenagers again. After several minutes of furious necking I pulled free:
"You know" I said, "that I'm not letting you out of this car until I've fucked you."
She started for the door, but I grabbed her. "You are not strong enough to get away from me and the more you struggle the more commotion it will cause. Sooner or later someone will come out to see what all the fuss is about and when that happens you are going to have to explain all the cum stains on your dress. It won't matter what you say, it will be your word against mine and those cum stains will be pretty damning evidence."
All the fight went out of her. "All right" she said, "Let's get it over with" and she leaned back against the door.
"No" I said, "I'm not going to let you just lay there like a log. I want some of the passion you showed when we were necking" and I pulled her to me.
It took longer this time, a lot longer, but eventually she had her tongue half way down my throat. Another five minutes and I had her bra off and only moments after that my fingers were in her pussy. She pulled her mouth from mine, "We can't do this" she said, "It just isn't right."
"Sure we can," I said, and we did. Once in the back seat of the car and twice in her bed when we got into the house. There could have been a third time, but we were both afraid that dad would be home soon.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next week Mary and I fucked like rabbits whenever we found ourselves alone. And then one night I came home to find her washing vegetables in the kitchen sink. My brother was the only one home and he was upstairs taking a shower. I walked up behind her and pinned her against the sink. I pulled up her skirt, pushed down her panties, bent her forward over the sink and started to work my cock toward her cunt. She resisted at first, but I had her pinned pretty good. Suddenly she relaxed, moved her feet apart to give me better access, my cock found the target and I began to push into her.
"Why are you doing this to me?" she said.
"Because I can. And because you have the hottest, tightest cunt I have ever been in."
I fucked her hard for several minutes and during that time she had at least one orgasm. We were so engrossed in what we were doing that we did not hear the shower stop. It wasn't until I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and glanced in its direction that I knew my brother was standing in the doorway watching. I was almost ready to cum so I motioned him to come closer. He immediately knew what I had in mind and he moved toward us as silent as a creeping cat. When I came I pushed hard into Mary and emptied myself in her pussy and then, instead of just staying and letting my cock drain as I usually did, I took one quick step back and George stepped forward and took my place. His hard cock slid right into Mary's well-lubricated pussy and he began to fuck her with hard, steady strokes. So quick was the change that it hadn't yet registered with Mary. In fact, the first she was aware of the fact that it wasn't me fucking her was when she saw me standing off to the side using dad's camcorder. She was barely able to muster a "You bastard" as she experienced another orgasm.
"You know you love it" I said and kept filming. "Besides, every family album needs photos showing what a loving family they are."
Half an hour later, while Mary was sucking George's cock and I was fucking her from behind George asked me when dad was due home.
"His flight gets in at three" I said.
"Great!" said George. "That means we've got her all night."
I laughed, "Yeah Bro, we've got her all night."
From that night on whenever dad was out of town either George, or me and quite often both of us, spent the night in Mary's bed. She always resisted at first, but then she always gave in. We even fucked her on her wedding day - two hours before the ceremony we were double-teaming her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Since she and dad returned from their honeymoon not one week goes by that either George or I get a taste of Mary. I decided that I needed to move out and get my own place and George met and fell in love with a very foxy lady and he moved out too. Funny thing though, given how she always resisted us, you would have thought she would be glad to see us move out of the house and get our own places. But every time, and I do mean every time, that dad went out of town Mary would call us to come help her do something - move furniture, unclog a drain, or replace a blown fuse. And every time, and again I do mean every time, we would go and we end up in bed with Mary. In fact, George spends so much time in Mary's bed that he leaves an opening in his own and I just couldn't bear the thought of the lovely Elise having that empty space beside her, but that's another story.
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Compared to Mary (who really wasn't all that hard) getting to Elise was a piece of cake. About three weeks after my brother George married Elise, he had to go out of town on business. He asked me to look in on her from time to time to make sure she was all right and to do whatever I could for her if she needed help.
The first day he was gone I called Elise and asked her to have dinner with me ("I know how lonely you must be this being your first separation, yadda, yadda, yadda) and she agreed. I took her to a place where they had good food and a dance band. I kept her wineglass full all through dinner and by the time we had finished eating she had quite a buzz on. She readily agreed when I asked her if she would like to stay awhile for some dancing and I ushered her to a table in a fairly dark corner of the club. Elise started drinking vodka tonics and every time she would get up to go to the ladies room I'd get her another double.
There were a few other people there that we knew and I invited them over to join us, but by ten o'clock they had all left except for Gary and Frank. Also by then Elise was a very happy drunk. She was on the dance floor with Gary and I had just ordered her another double when Frank said to me:
"If it works let me know. I've always wanted some of that."
I gave him a big grin. It was around eleven-thirty and I was dancing a nice slow one with Elise. I figured it was time to make my move so I pulled her close and pressed my stiff cock into her and held it there.
She giggled, "Naughty boy. You shouldn't do that. All you boys are being naughty tonight."
"They just like you Elise" I told her.
She giggled again, "I know what they like and they are just being nice to me because I've got one."
I smiled to myself and thought, "Time to go!" We finished the dance and went back to our table. I ordered another round 'for the road', a double for Elise, of course, as she made one last trip to the ladies room. Frank looked at me, "Don't forget, okay?"
I had a particularly evil thought, "Give me a number where I can reach you in a hurry" and Frank wrote down his cell phone number for me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the way to her house Elise giggled and talked the way silly drunks do.
"All the boys were naughty tonight. They kept poking me with their thingys. That was a naughty thing to do, wasn't it? Why were they so naughty? They shouldn't be naughty, should they?"
I told her that it was all her fault, "If you weren't so sexy their thingys wouldn't get stiff."
She reached over and put her hand on my crotch. "Oops! That was naughty of me wasn't it? Your thingy isn't hard." She pouted, "You don't think I'm sexy? I thought you were my friend - I thought you liked me."
This is as good a time as any I thought, and I unzipped myself and brought out my hard cock. I took Elise's hand and put it on my stiff dick, "Still think I don't like you?"
She giggled, "Bad boy. Naughty, naughty bad boy" but her hand stayed on my dick. She giggled some more, "But I guess I'm being naughty too."
The first time was on the living room couch. I undressed her and then myself and just as I was getting ready to push into her she giggled again, "I don't think I'm supposed to do this now that I'm married. I don't...oops" she giggled as I drove home, "Too late."
The second time was in her bed and when I'd gotten my rocks off I picked up the bedside phone and called Frank. "Get over here and give me some help. The front door is open. We are in the bedroom, just come on up."
Elise hadn't even noticed me on the phone. She lay on the bed giggling and dragging her fingers along her cunt lips and then she would hold them up and look at the cum on them and giggle, "I'm a bad girl - I've been a very, very bad girl" and I said to myself, "And baby, you ain't through yet!"
Twenty minutes later as I was stuffing Elise's 'brown eye' Frank came into the room followed by Gary. Frank said, "He's always wanted a taste of her too so I brought him along."
While the two of them undressed I concentrated on pumping my load into her ass and when I had cum I got out of the way and let Frank take my place. Elise didn't even notice - she had her eyes closed and was moaning (thank God the giggling had stopped) "I'm a bad girl. I'm being bad. Naughty, naughty me."
I left the room and went looking for George's video camera. I found it and grabbed one of his tapes (only fair, right? His wife, his camera, his tape - had a kind of symmetry to it). When I got back to the bedroom Gary was kneeling in front of Elise holding the back of her head while he fucked her face. Frank was still plowing her ass:
"I can't believe how tight she is, even after you were there. Your brother must not use it."
For the next hour I taped Elise, Frank and Gary as they worked their way through various positions and couplings. My favorite was when Frank fucked her pussy while Gary fucked her ass. I didn't fuck Elise any more that night, not because I didn't want to, but because if I did either Gary or Frank might have picked up the camera and filmed it. If this tape ever surfaced I did not want to be seen on it.
When Frank and Gary had worn themselves out and left I took the camcorder and zoomed in on Elise's face - she looked dazed and then she smiled and blew a kiss into the camera. I panned down the length of her body, rolled her over and got a shot of her gaping asshole with all of the cum running out of it. Then I went home and slept like a baby.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++==
The next day I went over to see Elise. She had a murderous look on her face when she came to the door, "You bastard! You lousy rotten bastard."
"Hold on" I said, "Is that anyway to talk to the man who's going to make you a star? The man who will make your name a household word?"
She looked at me, "What are you talking about?" I walked past her into the living room, put the tape in the VCR, turned on the TV and hit the 'play' button. And then we watched as Elise, Gary and Frank filled the screen. Elise, a stunned look on her face, dropped heavily onto the couch and I joined her there, We watched the tape in silence and when I felt the moment was right I exposed myself and took her hand and placed it on my cock. She didn't pull it away, instead she asked, "What is it you want?"

"Simple" I said, "I just want you to fuck me anytime I want. Me, and maybe a few of my friends."
I put a hand on the back of her head and pushed it down. Just before her lips closed on my dick she said, "God! You are such a fucking asshole!"
I smiled, "Yes! I know!"
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Lorrie and I had been married for almost fifteen years and it was a good marriage. We loved each other and we were also each others best friend. We were a typical middle class couple. We both worked at fairly decent jobs and had typical outside activities. I bowled on Wednesday night, played poker a couple of times a month with friends, and played golf almost every weekend that Lorrie and I didn't take the boat and go to the lake. Lorrie played cards with her sorority sisters from college every Thursday night, volunteered for charity work one or two nights a week and, I'm almost ashamed to say, whipped my ass on the golf course on the non-lake weekends. We made ourselves a promise when we got married that we would not become stay at home couch potatoes. We moved in a circle that believed in having parties, barbecues and in entertaining. We belonged to the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks, more for the weekly dances than for any other reason and, in short; we were a very happy and active couple.
One day, out of the blue, Lorrie asked, "Do you ever think about other women?"
"Do I what?"
"You know, see other women and wonder what they would be like?"
"Yes, I suppose so."
"What do you think about when you see them?"
"I don't know, it's never the same thing. I'll see a woman with great legs and I'll wonder what she would look like wearing four-inch heels. Or I'll see a woman with large breasts and I'll wonder what she would look like in a bustier, a push up bra or just letting them hang free."
"Do you ever think about taking them to bed?"
"Yes and no."
"Explain that please."
"I sometimes try to imagine what they would be like, but I never actually think about trying to bed one of them. Why?"
"I don't really know. Just trying to get a feel for the male mind I suppose."
"I know you Lorrie, there has to be more to it than that."
Lorrie was silent for several moments and then she said, "At the card game last night Lisa did some crying on my shoulder. Dave is out screwing other women. Lisa said he has always liked looking at the ladies and she had always just accepted it as being the way guys are. You know, look but no touching? Only now all of a sudden Dave is out there touching. I just wondered what it was."
"Well babe, looking is human nature and so is lusting, but if you have a good marriage there is no reason to go touching. What is Lisa going to do about it?"
"Her attitude is "What's good for the goose is good for the gander. She has started going out with other guys."
"I raised an eyebrow at that, "I always thought they were a happy couple. Their marriage must not be as good as I thought."
"I don't know. She says she still loves him and she's pretty sure that he still loves her."
It was about two months later when Lorrie hit me with the question that makes most men cringe, "Do you love me? I mean really, really love me?"
"Of course I do."
"You do know that I love you too, don't you?"
"Yes."
"Well I do. I just hope you love me as much as much as needed."
"What's wrong Lorrie, why the questions?"
Lorrie looked down at the floor and said, "I've been having an affair."
I couldn't have been more surprised if Lorrie had told me that she had just robbed a bank. I was stunned and at a loss for words and it was several seconds before I managed to squeak out, "How long has it been going on?"
"About a month now."
"With who?"
"You don't know them."
"Them? Good God Lorrie, what are you doing, gangbangs?"
"No, no, that came out wrong. I didn't see them both at the same time. I guess what I meant to say is that I've been having affairs, not an affair."
I was still recovering from the initial shock and I didn't know what to say or what to do, so to buy time I said, "You had better start at the beginning Lorrie and tell me just what the hell is going on."
It had started when Lisa began confiding in Lorrie about what was going on in her life. Dave's running around was the best thing that had ever happened to her. She started playing the field and the more men she dated the more fun she had. She'd had no idea that men were so different when it came to sex. Cocks in all sizes and shapes, circumcised and not, different ways of making love and so on. She told Lorrie that she had the best of both worlds - a husband (though a straying one) who loved her and the sexual excitement of new lovers. Lisa began working on Lorrie to try another man. Lorrie said she couldn't, but Lisa kept after her. Lisa told her about the men she had been with and how each one had brought something different into the affair.
One night after cards Lisa's car wouldn't start so Lisa asked Lorrie to drive her over to the lounge where she was supposed to meet her current lover. When they got there Lisa didn't see her lover's car and so she asked Lorrie to come inside and keep her company while she waited. The two of them had three or four drinks before Lisa's lover arrived and when he did show up he had a friend with him. As the men approached Lisa leaned over and told Lorrie that the guy with her boyfriend was Troy and that he had the biggest cock she had ever seen.
Lorrie had just enough alcohol in her to be in a mellow so when the two guys sat down she didn't get up and leave. She sat there and talked with Lisa and her friends and when Troy asked her to dance she hadn't seen any reason not to. On the dance floor Troy kept poking his cock into her leg and it felt huge. She wondered what it looked like and she got to thinking about what I had said when I told her what I sometimes imagined when I saw a woman with large breasts. She started imagining what Troy's cock would look like in boxers, in jockey shorts or in Speedo style briefs. She wondered what it would look like hanging free - would it hang down to his knee or maybe only go to mid-thigh. She was daydreaming about stuff like that when Troy kissed her. She automatically returned the kiss and when he gave her some tongue she gave some back and then suddenly she snapped out of her daydream and broke from him, but the damage had been done.
Troy just knew that he had a hot one on the line. He worked on Lorrie until she finally had enough and she got up to leave. Troy insisted on walking her out to her car and when they got to it he said, "Just so you'll know what you missed out on, look at this." He had taken his cock out of his pants and he stood there stroking it and watching Lorrie's face. It was huge and it seemed to mesmerize her and she couldn't take her eyes off of it. After several seconds Troy had taken her hand and put it on his dick and the two of them stood there in the parking lot - Troy watching Lorrie and Lorrie standing there staring at the huge piece of meat in her hand. They stood there what seemed like forever and then Troy had slowly lifted his hands, put them on Lorrie's shoulders and gently pushed her down and then Troy's cock was in her mouth and then she was in the back seat.
For the next three weeks she had seen him two or three times a week before breaking off with him. "If his cock was so good why did you quit seeing him?"
"Because he was an asshole. All he was was a huge cock. He had no finesse or anything else going for him. He had a big dick and I was supposed to be grateful that he was letting me have it. He was a novelty and he quickly wore off. What he did do for me was to make me curious."
"How so?"
"I began to understand what Lisa was trying to tell me about the sexual excitement of a new man. I had fucked Troy, but he meant nothing to me. His huge cock didn't make me stop loving you, if anything all Troy did was make me appreciate you even more. No, what he did was make me curious about other men. The next Thursday Lisa asked me if I was meeting Troy later and I told her no, that I'd dropped him. She said that she had expected it and that two weeks of him was all she could stand. Then she told me that she had someone else she wanted me to meet and that night she introduced me to Mack. Mack was totally different from Troy and you. His cock was just a bit shorter than yours and it was skinny - like a hot dog, but what he lacked in size he more than made up for in energy. He was like the Energizer Bunny, he kept going and going and going. His big thing was anal sex and it was the first time I ever had a cock up my butt and I liked it. I saw him for two weeks, but I broke off with him day before yesterday because he was getting too possessive."
"So why in God's name did you tell me all this shit? You had two affairs, you ended both of them, I never knew and never suspected and you could have kept quiet and it would never have become the problem that it is now going to be. Why didn't you just keep quiet?"
"Try to understand this John. I love you. I have always loved you and there is no one I'd rather live my life with, but I'm curious honey. I was a virgin when we married and you were the only man I'd ever known until a month ago. Troy and Mack showed me that there is so much out there that is different and I want to experience some of it. Tonight at cards when I tell Lisa that I'm not seeing Mack anymore she is going to want to fix me up with some one else and that's the problem baby. I want her to set me up with another guy, but I just can't do it behind your back anymore. The first time with Troy was an accident. It wasn't intentional - it just happened - but it was so unique an experience that I let it continue. With Mack I knew it was wrong, but I went ahead and did it anyway and I've felt nothing but guilt since. I don't want to feel guilty and I don't want to lose your love, but I do want to have a few more experiences."
Lorrie feel silent as I sat there and looked at her in total disbelief. "You are asking my permission to let you be a round heeled slut? My God Lorrie, didn't our marriage mean anything to you?"
"My marriage means everything to me John and you do too. That's why I'm asking - why I'm confessing. I love you and I'm hoping that you love me enough to overlook Troy and Mack and then I'm asking you to trust me. To let me have what I want and trust me to come home to you and to love you as much as I always have. Please John, all I'm asking is that you let me go out and sow a few wild oats. You go sow a few of your own if you want to. The only thing that is important is that we come back home to each other."
"I'm sorry that I'm such an old fashioned kind of guy. When I said my marriage vows I meant them - every word - and they didn't allow for sowing wild oats. You are asking me to let you go out and fuck other men and I'm not even sure that I can forgive you for the ones you have already fucked. And if that's not bad enough, what about the damage you may have already done? Troy "just happened" but did he happen to use a condom? He sounds promiscuous as hell, did he give you something that you in turn passed on to me? What about Mack? You say he likes to butt fuck and isn't that one of the biggest ways that AIDS gets spread? Did he use a condom? Did you even stop to consider that every one that Lisa sets you up with she has already sampled and haven't you already told me that she is having a ball fucking everything in pants? Just how many sexually transmitted diseases has she picked up and passed on. You're fucking with my life here Lorrie and I'm not fucking happy about it. I can't stop you from going out and fucking around if that's what you want to do, but it damned sure isn't going to be with my blessing. And if you do go out and do it I would just as soon that you don't bother coming home."
Lorrie just stared at me for several seconds and then she said, "I told you that I loved you. Do you really think that I didn't think of that? Even though my affair with Troy was spur of the moment I still insisted that he use protection. Fortunately he loves to fuck women and he knows that if he picked up a disease and gave it to some one the word would go out and he'd be cut off, big cock or not so he always had rubbers handy. I didn't know how Mack would be so I made damn sure I had my own supply. I did not put you at risk and I would never put you at risk and I'm sorry that you have such a low opinion of me that you would think that I would."
She got up and left the table without saying another word. That night when we went to bed I reached out to touch her and she pulled away from me. For a minute I was angry and then suddenly I was laughing. I laughed so hard that I had to get out of bed. I went down to the living room and turned on the TV and started channel hopping. Five minutes later Lorrie came down, "What was that all about?"
"Think about it. I find out you are a cheating whore, I get angry about it, you get angry that I got angry and then when we are in bed I reach out to touch you and you pull away from me. It's just too fucking funny for words."
She stood there looking at me for several moments and then, "Yes, I guess it is" and then she sat down next to me on the couch. After maybe a minute she cuddled up to me and maybe two minutes after that her hand worked its way into my pajamas and she started stroking my cock. It responded and just before she took me in her mouth she said, "I'm sorry baby, I didn't mean to upset you. I do love you and I hope you know that."
Call me weak, call me pussy whipped, but I do love Lorrie and I know that she does love me so after a week of the two of us avoiding the subject and three weeks of talking about it I finally told Lorrie that she could satisfy her curiosity. And she did - in spades! She and Lisa would go out together after their card night, meet some men and then Lorrie would rush home and tell me what was different about the man she had just been with. At first I was a little put off by hearing Lorrie give me a blow by blow account of her evening with another man, but she was so animated and excited that it was infectious. I began to get a little turned on by the tales and soon they were leading to some spirited romps in the bedroom. Lorrie began asking me if I thought I might like to watch her with a man one night, "You get turned on when I tell you about it, maybe you would be even more turned on if you watched."
"Yes, and I might get so turned off that I would have to put an end to it."
For the next three months Lorrie screwed a new man every Thursday night. She had decided that having a two or three week affair, limiting herself to just one man for the period, could lead to emotional involvement and she didn't want that. Besides, a new man every week gave her a wider sample for her curiosity.
"I'm going to give it up one of these days and go back to being a good little wife. I need to see as much as I can until then."
Then came the night I got a phone call. It was Lorrie and she seemed to be a little out of breath, "I'm going to be real late tonight honey. Don't wait up. I'll tell you all about it in the morning." Lorrie wasn't home when I got up the next morning, but she did call me and tell me not to worry just before I left for work. "Take vitamins to day sweetie, you will need them tonight." She wasn't wrong. The story she told me that night when I came home kept us in the bedroom for the entire weekend.
It hadn't been planned. One of the girls from Thursday night's card group was getting married and the other girls threw her a surprise bridal shower. There were a lot of gag gifts and some nice ones, but the centerpiece of the evening was the stripper that Lisa had hired to drop by. The stripper was a tall, well built black man and he had knocked on the door dressed as a policeman who was investigating an excessive noise complaint. Then the music started and the clothes began coming off. Lisa had Marie sit in a chair in the middle of the room and the dancer took it all off in front of her. Then the girls got raunchy and started after Marie to reach out and touch the naked cock that was bouncing around only inches from her face, but Marie shut her eyes and turned her face away. The steam began to run out of the party and Lisa decided that she needed to crank it back up a notch.
"Let Lorrie show you how to do it," but Lorrie shook her head no. Then the other girls started stomping their feet and clapping their hands while crying out Lorrie, Lorrie, Lorrie." Still she hesitated. She had never had anything to do with blacks before and while she was curious she really didn't want to behave the slut in front of her friends. As far as she knew only Lisa knew what a slut she had been being. But the girls kept up the chant and then Lisa said "I dare you" and Lorrie decided to go for it. She went down to her knees and the dancer moved over to her and waved his cock in her face and Lorrie opened her mouth and the stripper pushed his cock in. She sucked on it for several minutes while all the girls cheered her on and the stripper grabbed the back of her head and came in her mouth. She swallowed most of it, but some escaped her mouth and dribbled down her chin. Several of the girls came over to her and surprised her by taking some of the cum off her chin with their fingers and tasting it. Two of them said they wished they had her nerve and that they wished they would have done it. That made Lorrie feel better knowing that she was not going to be looked at as a slut by her peers.
After the dancer had dressed and was getting ready to leave he asked Lorrie if she would like to go to his apartment with him and finish what they had started. Lorrie told him no; that she and Lisa had to meet some people. The dancer (Derek) told her that he thought Lisa would love to meet his roommate and then Lisa had said, "Let's do it Lorrie, it will be fun." The girls followed Derek to his apartment where they were introduced to Jason and then they got down to it. Derek fucked Lorrie twice and then he said he would like a taste of Lisa and he and Jason switched partners. At some point, and Lorrie couldn't pinpoint when, either Jason or Derek had gone to a phone and put out the word that they had two cock loving white sluts that seemed to love black meat. When Lorrie had come home at ten in the morning she had trouble walking her pussy was so sore. She wasn't sure how many black men had shown up, but twenty-one of them had fucked her, several more that once, before she and Lisa said they had to leave. She told me that she had loved every second of it but didn't ever want to do it again.
But she did do it again. She became a regular visitor to Derek and Jason's apartment and they were always more than happy to invite their friends over while she was there. Lorrie pretty much fucks blacks exclusively now and she even goes out on dates with Derek or Jason on nights other than Thursday. I mean regular dates like dinner and a movie. They come to the house and pick her up while I hide in the back of the house and several times when they brought her home they fucked her in the driveway. She keeps after me to let her bring them in so I can hide in the closet and watch, but I'm nowhere near ready for that yet. I began to get concerned about Lorrie's fixation on blacks, but Lorrie told me not to worry. "They aren't super studs baby and they don't have huge cocks that I just have to have. It's just that I'm really getting off on the black/white taboo thing. I get a charge out of going out in public with them and having all of the uptight assholes look down their nose at me. I look back at them and give them a "Yes, he is going to fuck me tonight and you aren't" smile. It's a blast baby."
Lorrie keeps asking me if I've sown any wild oats and would I like her to bring Lisa home with her one night and I kept telling her it was no to both. And it was no until last night. Lorrie's younger sister Kelly and I are pretty close. She has always been more of a really good friend to me than a sister-in-law. About two months ago Kelly came to me in tears. She had just found out what her sister was doing.



"I don't know how she can do this to you. You have treated her like a queen all these years and then she goes and betrays you like this."
And then she filled me in on what Lorrie had done the night before. From then on, not knowing that I already knew, Kelly would come to me with "The Latest Outrage" that Lorrie had perpetrated on me and I would hang my head and say something stupid like, "Oh woe is me, whatever shall I do?" Kelly would rush to me, throw herself in my arms and try to comfort me. Then she would tell me that I needed to find some backbone, "You need to throw her worthless ass out John. You are too nice a guy to let her screw over you like this."
I suppose I could have told her what was going on, but the truth of the matter is that I rather liked Kelly throwing herself in my arms. At 4'9" and 110 pounds and with a nice rack (34C) Kelly was one very sexy armful and I could never figure out why her idiot husband had left her for some blonde bimbo. So I played the befuddled and betrayed husband to her outraged sister of the slutty wife. I won't say that I had never ever given any thought to bedding Kelly, but I knew I would never do it because of the fact she was Lorrie's sister. But I had never given any thought to what Kelly might want or do.
It was a Thursday night and Lorrie had already gone to her card party. The doorbell rang and when I answered it Kelly walked in. She didn't say a word, just walked straight past me and went down the hall to my bedroom. When she hadn't come back in five minutes I went to see what she was doing. I found her on my bed. She was naked except for thigh highs and high heels and when I walked into the room she said, "If you aren't going to do anything about that whore you are married to you should at least have some fun yourself. Do you like my pussy? I shaved it just for you."
She was my wife's sister so technically it wasn't incest, but still, she was Lorrie's sister. How Lorrie was going to feel about it I didn't know, but I did know that there wasn't any way that I was going to pass up what was lying spread out on the bed in front of me. It would be an interesting conversation when Lorrie got home and I told her that I'd finally had some fun of my own. As I undressed I wondered just how open minded Lorrie really was. I'd certainly know by morning.
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I was sitting in Bennigan's with my wife and my best friend Ben. Ben and I had been friends forever it seemed, at least from the sixth grade on. After we finished eating we sat there making small talk and Ben asked me if I was going to our classes twentieth reunion and I told him that I wasn't.
"Hey bud, you really need to go, the things are a blast."
"Why would I want to go and see those assholes? Most of them made my life miserable when I went to school with them."
"That's the beauty of it bud, you get to go back and see what they turned into. You didn't go back to the tenth so you missed out on some pretty good laughs. Remember Beverly Abeg? Miss Super Hot Cheerleader who thought that her shit didn't stink? She waddled into the reunion bud, actually waddled. She was two-fifty if she was an ounce. It did my heart good to see her like that. She turned me down for a date half a dozen times when we were in school. It tickled me to death to be there with Marcia (his very foxy wife) on my arm. Billy Holbrook, star quarterback and Mr. Big Shot On Campus is bald and has a beer belly that you wouldn't believe. You have to go bud. You owe it to yourself to see what a bunch of losers that the people who put you down really are."
"I don't think so Ben. I've put all that behind me and I think I prefer it that way."
"Oh come on bud, forget about those assholes. You need to go back and rub their noses in it. You are successful, you have a gorgeous wife and you keep yourself in great shape. You ain't Mr. Four Eyed Nerd anymore. Go back bud, go back, flaunt it and rub it in."
"It's not my style Ben."
"Okay, then do it for me."
"What?"
"When I went back for the tenth people asked about you and I told them how great you were doing. I'm sure that none of them believed me so go show them that I'm not a liar."
Then my wife Julie chimed in, "You should go Dave. It would give you closure on some of the things that you have carried around in your head for so long."
+++++
I didn't really want to do it, but between Ben and Julie they finally wore me down and got me to agree to go. The three of us made plans to make the two hundred-mile drive and then at the last minute Ben's company sent him out of town on business. As Julie and I drove I thought back to my high school years and remembered how much I had hated them. I was the classic example of the kid that everybody liked to pick on. Glasses, a little pudgy, not interested in sports, grade A student, in short, I was what everybody called a nerd. I was the butt of practical jokes and girls laughed at me when I asked them for dates. The only friends I had were my fellow nerds and of course Ben. In general, the whole period from sixth to twelfth grade sucked.
Things changed for me in college. There was a more divergent student body and most of the kids there were there to learn so I wasn't the odd man out. Contact lens came along and that put an end to the Coke bottle glasses I had been wearing. I got a girlfriend who ran track and she made me run with her almost every day and that put an end the pudginess. Stella and I ended up splitting, but I never stopped running and it has kept me in pretty decent shape. I was definitely not the Dave Wilson who had graduated from that school twenty years ago.
It was a good thing that we were all wearing name tags because I did not recognize a soul. I began to understand what Ben had been trying to tell me in Bennigan's. Almost all the girls that I had been enraptured by in high school were matronly looking, overweight, wearing too much makeup and I couldn't believe all the dyed hair I saw. I smiled to myself when I thought about how I had lusted after them and had wished that I could make them mine. Now I thanked God that none of them had taken me up on my advances. The guys, with several exceptions, were all about the same. Almost every one of the jocks had let themselves go and they looked like a bunch of fat used car salesmen.
I was surprised to find that the ones who had come through the years in decent shape were my fellow nerds. We all ended up at the same table and began to compare careers, goals and the rest. The nerds had gone to college, applied themselves and had become successful and like most successful people they found that it was to their benefit to have a good appearance and that meant staying fit. I looked at the only friends that I'd had in that miserable school and to a man they all looked better than the guys who had been the jocks and the most popular guys in school - and we all knew it. We sat there and looked at all the ones that had looked down on us and made life hell for us and then we had a good laugh at how things had turned out.
I had been so wrapped up in talking to my old friends that I had not paid too much attention to Julie. She had been asked to dance by a couple of guys and I had lost track of her. I looked around and didn't see her and I figured that she must have gone to the ladies room. I went back to talking, but a half-hour later I looked around again and still didn't see her. I excused myself from the group and went looking for her. I asked people if they had seen her and no one had. It might have been my imagination, but I thought I saw smirks on several faces as I went around looking for Julie. Finally one girl told me that she thought she had seen Julie leave with Billy Mack and Bobby Joe Martin. I asked the girl if she had any idea where they might have gone and the girl's face flushed, she looked away from me and said she had to be going. I didn't think she knew what she was talking about anyway. Why would Julie have left with two black guys?
I was walking back to the table I'd been sitting at and as I passed by another table I heard a snatch of conversation, "...Bobby Joe got a party going up in room 623 and he...." I tried to remember if there was more than one Bobby Joe in our class and while I wasn't positive, I was pretty sure that there was only one. Did Julie leave to go to a party without telling me, or was I so wrapped up in talking to my friends that I didn't hear her. I didn't think she would go without telling me. Maybe she just got bored and went up to our room. When I got back to the table I said goodbye, promised to keep in touch and headed up to our room.
+++++
Julie wasn't there. I picked up the phone and asked the desk to connect to Bobby Joe Martin's room. When the phone was answered I could hear a lot of noise in the background and I asked for Bobby Joe, "This is he."
"This is Dave Wilson Booby Joe and I'm looking for my wife. Someone said that they thought that she might have gone up to a party in your room."
"Yeah Dave, she's here. Room 623, come on up" and he hung up.
I wasn't all that sure that I wanted to party with Bobby Joe and Billy. While they had never been among my tormenters in high school, they hadn't been all that friendly either. The black students had hung together and very few of them had made any effort to get to know the white students. To be fair about it though the white students hadn't made any effort to get to know the blacks either. No matter, Julie was at the party so I had to go there.
I knocked on the door to 623 and the door was opened by a black guy whose nametag said "Jeff Lewis." I vaguely remembered him, but I don't believe we had ever spoken before. "Dave, you lucky motherfucker, come on in."
I walked in the door and the first thing I saw was Julie. She was on the bed naked and on her knees with her head buried in a pillow and with Billy buried in her pussy.
"What the fuck?" I yelled and started toward the bed to shove Billy off of her. Hands grabbed me and forcefully shoved me down in a chair and held me there.
"Sorry man, I had hoped that you would be cool with this" Bobby Joe said. For the first time I noticed that there were eight black men in the room besides Billy. I struggled to get up and Jeff grabbed Julie's bra up off the floor and used it to tie my hands behind my back and the he tore up a pillowcase and used it to tie me to the chair.
"Sorry about this Dave," Jeff said, "But we don't want you getting hurt and that's just what would happen if you tried to interfere."
"Sorry about this Dave" Bobby Joe said, "Me and Billy thought we could rip off a quick piece and get her back to the reunion before you missed her, but some of these guys found out we had her here and they wanted a taste of her too and things kind of got out of hand."
On the bed Billy was hissing, "Here it comes baby, here it comes" and then he stopped plunging into Julie and just held himself still while he drained. When he got off the bed I could see that he had been in Julie's ass and not her pussy. As soon as he was out of the way another guy got on the bed and plowed into my wife. She moaned and I saw her push her ass back at the invading black cock. The man started fucking her and she began moaning into the pillow again. Billy came over and stood by me, "She loves it man. You are one lucky motherfucker to have her full time. She is one hot piece of ass and it was well worth the wait."
"What wait. What are you talking about?"
"I've been waiting ten years for this and for the entire ten years I've been praying that you would come back for this reunion and bring this slut with you."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"When Ben came back for the tenth reunion we got to drinking and talking about pussy. He told Bobby Joe and me that your old lady was the finest piece of pussy he'd ever had. The way he described her and what she did to him made me and Bobby Joe want to meet her."
"He told you that? Ben told you that he was fucking my wife?"
"Said he was doing her before you got married and just never got around to stopping. That's how we got her up here man. Told her if she didn't take care of us me and Bobby Joe would make sure that you found out about her and Ben."
"So why are you shooting him through the grease now?"
"We're caught man. If we had got her back downstairs you would have never known, but we didn't. When this is over and you talk to her she would have to tell you because she can't holler rape, not without us blowing the whistle on her and Ben."
On the bed the man fucking Julie had finished and Jeff and another guy rolled Julie over onto her back. Jeff moved between her legs and they came up and locked around him as he speared into her. I saw her white hand reach over, grasp the other man's black cock and pull it to her mouth. I don't think that she was yet aware that I was even in the room.
I sat tied to the chair and watched as three more blacks fucked Julie and it wasn't until two of them wanted her ass and pussy at the same time that Julie knew I was in the room. Two of them had just finished, one cumming in her mouth and one unloading in her cunt, and the next two pulled her up so they could sit her on one while the other took her ass from behind. As soon as she was pulled up into a sitting position she saw me and her face drained of color. Then the two men pushed her into the position that they wanted her, which had her facing away from me, and then they started fucking her. For the first time since I'd come in the room Julie didn't have her face in a pillow or a cock in her mouth and I got to hear more than just moans.
"Oh God, oh Jesus, oh yes, like that, just like that, fuck me, fuck me hard."
Even as they plowed her holes and she asked them to fuck her harder she kept trying to look back over her shoulder at me, but the guy on the bottom kept pulling her face down to his so he could tongue fuck her mouth. Even with her mouth on his I could still hear her mewls of pleasure as both cocks continued to batter at her ass and cunt.
The guy in Julie's ass finished first and as he got off the bed Julie pulled her head up and looked back at me. She started to say something but just then Bobby Joe shoved his cock in her ass and I saw her face contort as she screamed out, "Oh yes, oh dear God yes!"
I looked up at Jeff, "You can cut me loose now. I've seen all I care to see and I want to leave."
When I was untied I got up and headed for the door and Jeff said, "We'll take good care of her and see that she gets back to your room safe.
"Keep her for all I care. I've got no use for a whore."
I went back to my room and packed all of my stuff and then I packed all of Julie's. I carried Julie's bags up to room 623 and when Billy answered the door I handed him the bags and then I headed down to the front desk to check out and get started on the long ride home.
+++++
When I got home there were seven messages on the answering machine, all of them from Julie, and I deleted them without listening to them. My mood pretty much sucked so I called in sick to work on Monday. Julie called six times and I either let the machine take the call or I took the call myself and then hung up when I heard her voice. So I happened to be at home at two in the afternoon when Ben called. The surprise at getting me at home that early in the day was evident in his voice, "Oh Dave, how you doing bud?"
"Julie's not here Ben."
"Julie? Why would I be calling Julie?"
"You tell me Ben. Why would you be calling here this time of day for me? I'm supposed to be at work, remember?"
There was silence on the other end of the line. "You might be able to reach her at the Hyatt, you know, the hotel where the reunion was held. Try Bobby Joe's room. It's room 623. If she's still there though she may just be too busy to take your call. Last time I saw her she had a black cock pushing into her from either end. It seems that Billy Mack and Bobby Joe Martin got so fired up by what you told them at the tenth reunion - you know, about how good a fuck my wife was - that they just had to try her themselves. Oh and by the way Ben, I don't think it would be a good idea for you to ever let me see you again."
For the next three days the phone calls from Julie kept coming in and I either deleted them from the answering machine or hung up on her. On the fourth day I received a registered letter at my office and I opened it up to find that it was from Julie. At first I was just going to throw it away, but then I got curious. No salutation, just "I hoped that we could talk before I came home, but it is obvious that you are never going to take my calls which is too bad because we have a lot that we need to talk about. Regardless of what you think of me know this - you are and always have been the love of my life and I do not want and never have wanted to spend my life with anyone but you. I'm renting a car and I will be home when you get home from work and I will not leave the house until we talk."
+++++
When I pulled into the drive at six that evening there were two cars there. One with a rental agency sticker in the window and Ben's car. I found them both sitting on the couch waiting for me when I walked in. Ben stood up and held up his hands, "Just listen to me first Dave and then you can go ahead and whip my ass if you want - I won't even try to defend myself - but hear me out first."
I just stood there and looked at him as he went on, "I have never had sex with Julie. Not that I haven't wanted to, but she has always been yours and I have never tried. I am guilty of being human though and I did say a lot to Billy and Bobby Joe that I shouldn't have. We were drinking and talking about the girls we used to chase in school and who scored on whom. Then we got to talking about women that we would like to have sex with and to make myself look like a stud to them I lied about Julie and me. That was ten years ago Dave, I never thought that they would remember any of that stuff. It was all just bullshit Dave. I picked Julie to brag about because she was the one woman that I most wanted. I never would have ever done anything to deliberately hurt Julie, you know I wouldn't."
When he finished talking he stood there and waited for me to say something. I just stared at him for several seconds and then I told him to leave, "Just get out of here Ben. Just go."
"I'm sorry Dave, honest to God I'm sorry" and he left.
I went over and sat down in the chair across from the couch and looked at Julie. There was maybe a minute of silence and then Julie said, "I'm sorry Dave, but it wasn't my fault."
"How could it not be your fault Julie. You went up to the room with them. What did you think that two black men were going to do with you, play cards?"
"I shouldn't have gone up to the room with them and I know that now. I had a few too many and I wasn't thinking clearly at the time. Billy and Bobby Joe told me what Ben told them and I told them that they were wrong, that it was all bullshit. They said they had proof that he hadn't lied and they told me that they would show it to me. I told them they couldn't have proof because it wasn't true and then Billy said, "Okay, come on up and we'll show you. I stupidly went up with them and then once in the room it was just a case of "Let's rape the white bitch."
"Julie, I was there. They tied me to a fucking chair and I had to sit there and watch while nine guys fucked you in every hole you had. If it was rape you damn sure weren't fighting it. I heard you begging them to fuck you. I heard you scream out, "Oh yes, just like that, fuck me, fuck me hard." That sure doesn't sound like rape to me."
"How long have we been married Dave, fifteen years? In fifteen years you haven't noticed how responsive I am when we have sex? How many times have you wanted sex and I said no that I didn't feel like it and you went ahead and took me anyway? Did you ever notice that those times I tried to lay there and not give you the satisfaction of responding? Was I ever successful? No I wasn't. Once you got started my body responded and you had me screaming in two minutes. Why would you expect it to be any different just because men that I weren't married to started shoving cocks in me? I fought them Dave. I struggled, I called them every filthy name I could think of and they just laughed and kept on fucking me. I thought I did pretty good considering. I managed to lay there stiff as a board the first time that Billy fucked me and for the first two times that Bobby Joe had me, but by Billy's second time my body had taken over and then it was non-stop until nine o'clock the next morning."
She looked at me like she was expecting me to say something, but I just sat there and looked at her.
"You were there Dave. Did you see a break in the action where my body could come down from it's sexual high? And if it had do you think that it would have made any difference? I couldn't fight off Billy and Bobby Joe so how the hell could I have fought off nine of them? Even if they had stopped to let me rest for an hour or two they still would have had me going again by the time the third or fourth guy fucked me. I didn't do it on purpose Dave. It wasn't my fault. I know I contributed by being stupid enough to go up to the room with them, but I only did that so I could shoot down their so-called proof. When it was over I couldn't even call the cops and holler rape because they videotaped me begging for more cock. So there it is Dave. I might have been turned into a nigger-loving whore for one night, but it was only because my body did what comes natural to it. I'm sorry that I can't go back and undo it, that I can't go back and do things differently. I love you Dave and I always have. I'm hoping and praying that you love me as much or at least enough to help us get past this."
When she finished she sat there and waited for me to say something. What could I say? It didn't matter how it happened, the fact was that it did happen. It happened and I was forced to watch. "Okay, so you didn't do it on purpose, but how am I supposed to live with it? How do I look at you everyday and not see black cock going into your mouth, your ass and your pussy while you scream out how good it feels and beg for more?"



"I have to live with the same memories."
"Yeah, you lived it, but you loved it. You might not have wanted to do it, but you did, and your memories are going to be good ones. You will think back and remember that you had never been so thoroughly satisfied. Every time you see a black man it will trigger the memory and you will get a warm fuzzy feeling. You can say bullshit, but you just got through reminding me how sexual you are. Every time I see a black man my memories are going to be of being tied to a chair and forced to watch you be a black cock-loving slut. I will always see you begging for it and I don't know that I can live with that."
+++++
But we talked and talked and Julie and I were able to put the marriage back together and it lasted all of another three years. Then one day I came home from work early and found her bouncing up and down on Billy's dick while Ben was buried in her ass and Bobby Joe was occupying her mouth. Julie tried to get me to buy a rape story, but in her haste to get down to fucking she had neglected to clear a message off of our answering machine.
"Julie baby, how you doing? Bobby Joe and me are in town and we are having lunch with Ben. It's been almost three months since I've had your hot mouth on my cock and Ben suggested we call you and see if it's okay for us to come with him when he comes for his regular nooner. Give us a call at 555-1333 and we can be there in fifteen."
Bobby Joe had been telling me the truth at the reunion and Julie and Ben had gotten together and concocted their story so as to get Julie back into my good graces. I tossed her ass out and I haven't spoken to her in a year. She still calls me at least once a week, but I don't take the calls. I get an occasional letter from her that I do read just out of curiosity. She swears she loves me and only me and can we please get back together. Like I said, I read them, but then I throw them away.
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I suppose that when it comes to wanting to watch your wife with another man my story is pretty much like everyone else's. At least at the start.
For a long time I've had a desire to see my wife make it with another man. My wife is very active during sex, legs flailing and kicking, her body bouncing up and down on the bed, her hands constantly grabbing and clutching at my shoulders and ass. Being as close to the action as I am during the act I've never been able to see how she looks (or how it looks) when it is happening.
There was a time, about five years into our ten year marriage, when we were pretty open and frank with each other concerning our sexual needs, wants and desires. During that period I mentioned to her my desire to observe her with someone else and I got the predictable response:
"You don't love me any more. If you loved me you couldn't possibly ask me to do something like that" and so on.
Things were pretty frosty around our house for several weeks after that, but she eventually got over it and I packed away any idea of ever seeing her with someone else.
+++++
But the desire never did go away and every once in a while I'd buy a copy of Penthouse Letters just to read the "Someone's Watching" section. One night about two years ago, I came home from work and found Pam sitting on the couch leafing through the latest issue that I'd brought home. She looked up as I came into the room and held up the magazine:
"You still think about wanting to watch me?"
"Yes, I still do."
"For God's sake why? It isn't like we don't have a great sex life because we do."
I explained to her why I wanted to watch and she said, "Why don't we just get a camcorder and tape ourselves making love?"
I explained that the camcorder would be stationary and only capturing one specific angle and constantly stopping and getting up to reposition the camera would ruin the spontaneity of the act itself.
"No baby, it's just not something that I could do. I wish I could. I'd love to be able to give you what you want, but I'm just not the type of girl who could do that. Besides," she said and then went on to list all the reasons why she didn't think it would be a good idea: Possible emotional entanglements if it was someone we knew, possibility of disease or a bad outcome if we used a stranger, etc., etc., etc.
I'd long ago accepted that it was never going to happen so I just nodded my head as she ticked off her points and then we dropped the subject.
+++++
Another six months went by and I began to notice Pam was reading every magazine that I brought home. I almost mentioned something to her about it, but I held back at the last minute. Maybe, I thought I should just step back and let nature take its course and see what happens. Another six months went by during time I began getting other magazines besides Penthouse Letters and leaving them where Pam would find them. She read all of them cover to cover, but still nothing was said between us on the subject.
About four months ago as we were having dinner one night Pam said:
"I need your opinion on something that happened at work today."
Pam is the office manager for the Operations Division of a very large corporation and the Ops Division and the Marketing Division share the same floor at corporation headquarters. The wall separating the two is paper-thin and one day Pam heard the Marketing Manager throwing a temper tantrum and screaming at one of his employees. Since Pam could hear it so could all the customers in the Operations waiting room.
She debated sending a memo to her boss about it, but decided to find out a little more about what happened first. After lunch she called Doug, who was a guy she knew in Marketing, and asked him what had gone on and it turned out that Doug is the one who was being screamed at. He told Pam not to do anything, that he would handle it inside the department.
Two days later Doug called her and asked her to send in a report of the incident. He decided to file a grievance and her report being on file would help. Pam filed a report describing the impact that the tirade had had on Operations customers that day.
"So today Doug came into my office and thanked me for filing the report and told me that his boss had gotten his butt reamed for improper behavior."
"So what do you need my opinion on?"
"Just before he left the office he said, "Thanks babe, you know I love you." What I don't know is what he meant by that. Did it mean that he sees me in a romantic light, that maybe he wants to get to know me better?"
"I would guess that in the context he used it, it was probably just a very strong thank you. Why?"
Pam was silent for a moment and then she said, "Oh, I don't know. If he meant it romantically maybe he could be the one you could watch me with."
My heart skipped a beat and then I asked in what I hoped was a normal tone of voice, "Would you consider Doug?"
Pam hesitated for a couple of heartbeats and then said, "I think he would be all right, but Linda (a girl Pam works with) is thinking of dating him and I wouldn't want to screw it up for her."
"So get to him before he starts dating Linda."
"I don't think it could happen that fast, although Doug seems like a guy who probably wouldn't have a problem with dating Linda and screwing me on the side."
I was silent for several seconds before asking, "Does this mean I may get a special Christmas present?"
"More like a birthday present or an anniversary present I'm thinking."
That was four months and six months away and I said, "I'll settle for that."
Pam gave me a disgusted look and a shake of the head and said, "Of course you would."
+++++
A couple of days went by before the subject was mentioned again. Over dinner I casually asked, "How's your campaign to get Doug going?"
Pam gave me an exasperated look and said, "I don't have any campaign going."
"Why not?" I innocently asked.
"Because I wouldn't know how."
"Simple. Go to lunch with him; tell him you have a problem that you need a male perspective on and that he is the only man you know well enough to ask. Swear him to secrecy, tell him about what I want and that you have decided to do it for me, but have no idea at all of how to go about it and ask him for his advice. If he has any balls at all he will tell you straight out to look no farther."
She thought for a minute, "You think that would work?"
"It would for me" I said which was exactly the wrong thing to say.
Pam immediately clouded over and said in a tone of voice that indicated displeasure, "You would make love to another woman? Is that what the fuck this is all about? Get me to spread for another guy so you can say, "You did and now it's my turn?"
"No no no!" I backpedaled, "I only meant that if I were in his position, single and with no strings, and an attractive sexy woman asked me that question I would jump at it."
That mollified her somewhat and she said, "I'm not sure that I can be that forward."
"You'll find a way" I said and dropped the subject. I also vowed that I would never broach the subject again. If she was going to do it she would have to be the one to bring it up.
+++++
Two days later she began a conversation that made me sure that she was going to do it.
"Have you really thought this all the way through? Have you considered all the possibilities, and not just the ones that fit your fantasies?"
"Like what?"
"Like how you will look at me and feel about me if it turns out that instead of being a turn on you hate it? What if you hate it and I love it and want to keep doing it? What if he's better in bed than you are and I don't want to give him up? What if he turns me on so much that I let him do things to me that you have never done? There are a ton more things that could happen and I just want to know that you are fully aware of what can happen."
"No way any of that can happen lover. We both love each other too deeply."
"I hope so honey, I really do hope so."
The next day she was already home when I got home from work and she had dinner ready and waiting. She had two bottles of a good Merlot, one opened and a glass for each of us already poured, and as I say down I sensed something different. For one thing we rarely had wine with dinner, let alone two bottles. Pam was nervous and fidgety and I sensed that she had something to tell me but when I asked her what was wrong she said:
"Nothing honey, just some problems at work that I need to sort out and work my way through."
"Can I help?"
"No honey, this is something that I have to do on my own."
For the next couple of days she seemed out of sorts and then suddenly things began to settle down and she was back to her own self again.
"I take it that you worked through your problem?"
"Yes honey, yes I did and we need to get up to the bedroom right now,"
I followed her up to the bedroom and Pam did something that she had never done before -- she took charge in our having sex. I hadn't expected to make love that night because the next day was Pam's monthly staff meeting and she rarely wanted sex the day before that event. She said sex relaxed her too much and she couldn't keep her mind on business. That night she came to bed and pulled the sheets down to expose my naked body.
"Tonight honey, I want to do something just a little bit different."
She got on the bed and stood over me spread legged so that I was looking up at her pussy.
"Does it look the same honey? Does my pussy look the same?" she asked as she squatted down to bring it closer to my face. "Is it the cunt of a loving wife or that of an unfaithful whore?" she asked as she adjusted herself and sat on my face. "I really do hope that you were serious about your fantasy and that you can handle it honey because the pussy covering your face belongs to another man's slut. Can you taste him honey? It has only been two hours since he was there. I didn't go to work today honey, I called in sick and spent all day in a hotel room with him and we fucked each other senseless. Eat me baby, suck him out of me. Show me you can handle having a slut for a wife."
I guess the best way to describe my state at the time was to call me confused. I had gotten an erection when she stood over me and I looked up at her pussy and it began throbbing as she lowered herself down to my face. But the throbbing stopped when she started talking to me and telling me what she had done. I wasn't turned off by the fact that she had finally been fucked by another man and given me a start toward my seeing her with another man, but no where in my fantasy was there ever a desire to taste another man's sperm. I felt my stomach start to get queasy and I knew what was going to happen. I pushed Pam off me, jumped out of bed and raced for the bathroom. I didn't make it on time. My face was still a foot from the toilet when whatever was in my stomach spewed out onto the bathroom floor.
Pam was sitting up in bed propped up against the headboard when I got back to the bedroom.
"Well that was certainly not the response I expected."
"Damn it Pam, how in the hell could you do that to me?"
"Don't you dare take that tone of voice with me! I did what you wanted. I broke my wedding vows and I let another man use me just so you could have your fantasy and you are going to get cross with me? I don't think so! I asked you if you had considered all the possible consequences and all I got from you was a "Sure, no problem, we love each other." Well it certainly looks like there is a problem doesn't it?"
"My fantasy had nothing to do with eating another man's sperm."
"That's just too damned bad. I brought up the fact that it might change me and you said no way babe. Well it did change me. I fucked Doug for you and somewhere along the way I developed a desire for you to eat my pussy when it had his cum in it. The way it works sweetie is that for you to get what you want, I get what I want. Just be thankful that I showered and cleaned myself up before coming home. If I'd have sat on you with everything that he put in me today you might have choked to death."
"You really did it? What happened?"
"Oh no sweetie, not until you eat my pussy and make me cum."
"Come on Pam, be reasonable."
"Don't give me that! I fucked another man for you and now you can do something for me or kiss your fantasy and me goodbye. I fucked Doug for you and I found out that I like fucking Doug and I'm going to keep on doing it. You get to chose whether or not you get to watch."
"What are you saying Pam?"
"I'm saying I fucked another man, I liked it, and I'm going to do more of it with or without you -- your choice."
"What the hell has gotten into you Pam?"
"Doug got into me -- at your request! Now are you going to get over here and eat me or not?"
"I don't think so Pam. This belligerent, in your face attitude has killed the mood."
"I knew I shouldn't have done it. I should have known that you couldn't handle it regardless of how much you said you wanted it."
"Bullshit Pam. My cock was harder than it has ever been right up to the point you told me I was tasting another man's cum. And don't give me any of that 'I gave you what you wanted so give me what I want crap'. We talked about what I wanted Pam, we talked about it for years. There was no discussion about what you wanted, you just plop down on my face and say suck him out or fuck off and oh, by the way I'm going to fuck him a lot from now on, with or without you. No Pam, I don't think so. If you had mentioned ahead of time that you wanted me to clean him out of you I would have said 'no way' and the whole fantasy thing would have been over and done with. So no way Pam, no fucking way."
"Your choice" she said, and she rolled over and pulled the sheets up over her. I looked down on her for several seconds and then I left the bedroom and spent the night on the couch.
+++++
I got up and put on the coffee when I heard the shower running. I gathered up my clothes, dressed and then left for work without seeing Pam. I really didn't want to talk with her in the short period we would have had before having to leave for work. It wasn't enough time to resolve anything for one thing and for another whatever was said would just be baggage that I would have to carry around with me all day and I had enough of that already. I spent most of the day thinking about Pam's attitude of the previous night and it disturbed me. I knew the dynamics of our relationship would shift a little if she gave me my fantasy, but I was seeing a major personality change here and it wasn't for the better.
Pam wasn't home when I got there and when she wasn't home by six-thirty I cobbled some leftovers together for dinner and then ate. It was eight-thirty and I was sitting on the couch watching MSNBC when Pam came home.
"Late night at the office?"
"No, I was with Doug and lost track of time. I stopped at the liquor store and picked up a chilled Cabernet and I think it might be a good idea to drink about half of it and then have a talk. Actually I need you to listen to what I have to say and then we can take it from there."
I just sat there and contemplated her for about a minute and then I got up and followed her into the kitchen. We sat at the kitchen table, sipped wine and looked at each other in silence for about a half a glass and then Pam said:
"First off, I never wanted to give you your fantasy, but it was obvious from the books you brought home that you were not going to give up the idea. I started reading them to see if maybe they could give me some insight into what you were thinking and why. I admit that some of the stories turned me on and led to some very satisfying nights on our bed, but I was not and never had been the kind of woman who could do something like that. The more of those stories I read the more I saw you get your hopes up that maybe I was thinking of doing it for you. The one thing that seemed to stand out in most of those stories was that the marriage always seemed stronger and the couples love for each other deeper after it had been done.
"I didn't stop to think that the letters might be bogus or just the bullshit fantasies of someone like you who wanted it, but really couldn't get it. No, I took it as the gospel and since I love you more than life itself I began to talk myself into showing you just how much I loved you by giving you your fantasy.
"Do you have any idea of how hard it was for me to force myself to do something so absolutely out of tune with my character -- so alien to me? But I love you and I wanted to show you just how much so I started looking for a way to make it happen. Then the situation with Doug arose and I saw it as the opportunity I'd been looking for. He was a nice guy, decent looking and well liked by everyone who knew him. I agonized over it for quite a while and then one day I took the plunge. I did it just like you suggested. We had lunch, I told him my problem and he leapt at it.
"Look no farther lovely lady" he said to me, "I'll be your knight in shining armor."
"Then he contemplated me for a bit and said, "You really really don't want to do this, do you?"
"He saw from the look on my face what the answer was, "But you screwed up the courage to have this lunch with me just so you could get my input. We can't let that courage go to waste."
"He tossed some money on the table, took my hand and from then on he took charge and I went with the flow. He led me next door to the motel and I was surprised how quickly it went from sitting down to lunch to lying down on the motel bed. I won't go into the details, but it was a wild afternoon. Doug is a fantastic lover and he knew all the buttons to push and the added eroticism of the fact that I was being an unfaithful slut just added to it. We didn't go back to work that afternoon.
"When I left that motel room I was so pleased that I actually had been able to do it and I would be able to give you your fantasy, but the closer I got to home the more I worried. What if now that I did it you would look at me like I was a whore? I know you said you wanted it, but what would you think of me now that I had actually done and had enjoyed it? That was the sticky part -- that I had enjoyed it so much. I was actually pissed at myself that I hadn't done it sooner. I stopped and bought some wine for dinner, but when it was time for me to tell you I chickened out. I just couldn't tell you. That was the night I told you that I had some things I needed to work through.
"The next day Doug asked me when we were going to do it while you watched and I confessed that I hadn't told you. When he asked me why I told him and he told me that I just needed more confidence in myself and suggested that we have lunch again. We did and ended up in the same motel room and again I left eager to come home and tell you and still yet again I lost my nerve. The next day Doug and I talked again. We didn't go to the motel, but we did make arrangements to take the next day off and meet at a hotel. We spent the entire day having sex and I loved every minute of it. I left that hotel bound and determined to tell you what was happening and as you know the evening was a disaster. Granted, I did come on a little strong, but did you expect that I could go out and do something so completely against my nature and not be changed by it?
"If I had taken the time to sit down and discuss it with you by the time we were done talking I would have been back to the guilt and worry stage. I needed to get right to it before I chickened out again. The second part is probably worse in that it is something that neither one of us expected. I liked it. I liked it a lot. No, that's not true, I loved it. There is no way I can describe the deliciously wicked and depraved way I felt lying on my back as a man not my husband gave me orgasm after orgasm. It was pure bad luck on our part, but Doug was the wrong man to pick for what we wanted. He just happens to have an exceptionally large cock and it touched me in places where I didn't even know I had places. He pushed buttons that I didn't even know existed and every time he finished I scrambled to get him hard so we could go again."



"So what you are saying is that I've lost you to an asshole with a big dick?"
She stared at me for several seconds without saying a word and then she said:
"No, that is not what I'm saying. I would never leave you under any circumstances and I am extremely disappointed to think that you think my love for you is that shallow. What I'm saying is that the woman sitting across the table from you now is not the same woman you woke up next to on Monday morning. I've changed and from the way you might look at it the change may not be for the better. I absolutely love being fucked by Doug's cock and I want as much of it as I can get, but just as Doug can push buttons that you never could, you can do things for me that he never can. I'm not talking about things like you read in the stories, stuff like "you are tender and loving and he just fucks me" although that is true, but there are things of a sexual nature that you can do for me that he can't."
"Like what?"
"You know how much I like anal sex and there is no way on God's Green Earth that I would ever let Doug attempt it. You know how much I love to suck on you in the morning to wake you up and you know how much I like the taste of your cum and how much I enjoy swallowing it. I can't do that with Doug. I suck on him to try and get him hard again, but his size makes my jaws ache. I do it to get him up, but I get no pleasure out of it. So there it is. I've changed and in ways you may not like and may not want to accept. But I did what you wanted and now here we sit and I need to know where we go from here."
What the hell do you mean, "Were do we go from here?"
"I guess that answers the question."
"How does that answer the question?"
"The attitude, the belligerence in your voice pretty much says it all."
"For Christ's sake Pam, what do you expect? You come to me and tell me that you have been fucking another man all week, taking off work to do it, and then you hit me with the fact that he has a big dick, you're in love with it and can't give it up and I'm supposed to sit here and calmly say, "That's nice dear?" You didn't even bother to come straight home from work to talk to me. After last night it should have been obvious that we needed to talk, but did you hurry home? No, not you. You had to go with your big dicked lover while I sat here and wondered where the fuck you were. And you have the fucking gall to sit there and talk about my attitude? And what about your attitude last night, your take it or leave it attitude? Where do we go from here? I'm going to move to the spare bedroom and you can go to your big dicked asshole!"
I got up and left the table leaving Pam staring at my back.
+++++
The next day was Saturday so I didn't have the alarm set to wake me up. I contemplated a morning of sleeping in and being well rested when I got up to face what I knew was going to e a very bad day. It must have been about seven-thirty when I rolled over and found that Pam was in bed with me. She was leaning on an elbow and looking down at me and I said:
"What are you doing here?"
"You are here and wherever you are is where I belong" she said as her hand slid down my belly to my cock which was standing up straight. "Not all of you is mad at me I see."
"Don't kid yourself, that's just a morning piss hard on."
"Whatever, it will do" and she moved quickly over me and impaled herself on me. I slid easily into her and she read my mind. "No, it isn't him. I wanted to do this quickly so you wouldn't have a chance to pull away so I'm pretty well loaded with KY."
"Why are you doing this?"
"Because you seem to have forgotten something and you needed to be reminded. I'm yours baby, and I always will be. Right now Doug's cock is a distraction, but it will go away. He isn't the kind of man who is into long term relationships. There are just too many women in the world who need to experience his cock and he has to see to it they get their chance.
"It isn't love baby, it is just a short term affair and I wish that you would just look at it as the price you have to pay to get the fantasy that you've always wanted. Think about it logically honey. You were willing to let him fuck me in our bedroom so what are a few more times somewhere else? He is just passing through our lives baby -- here today, gone in a couple of weeks -- but you and I are forever.
"Now fuck your slut honey, let's start the weekend out right. I'll keep you in bed till Monday and by then you won't even remember his name."
+++++
Not true of course. By Monday I was still aware that Pam was hung up on Doug's cock, but by then I had accepted that she was right. He was just a transient in our lives and I was the one responsible for him being there. None of it would have ever happened had it not been for my fantasy and Pam's desire to see that I got it. Pam managed to fuck my anger out of me by the time I left for work on Monday. As I was heading for the door she said:
"We haven't talked about when honey."
"When what?"
"Your fantasy silly. When do you want to do it?"
It was stupid of me to say it and I knew it as soon as the words left my mouth, but I really had no desire to see Pam with her big dicked lover. "I don't want to Pam. Somehow, given the circumstances I just don't want to."
"Don't be silly baby, I didn't go through all of this for nothing. It is a one-time thing honey. When Doug is gone I'm going back to being a one man woman and when a year from now and the memory of Doug has faded and you would like to have your fantasy it isn't going to happen. I got us in this mess trying to give you what you wanted and I am never going to do it again. We are going to do it now and get it over with once and for all. Tonight is out because I have to give Doug at least a days notice so plan on getting your fantasy tomorrow night unless for some reason Doug can't make it."
"Don't I have any say in this matter?"
"At this point no. It is the only shot that you are ever going to have at your fantasy. I don't know yet how I am going to do it, but it won't be anything awkward like dinner, drinks and casual conversation first. What ever I decide be ready when you get home from work. If you chose not to watch so be it, but know that it is going to be your only chance."
+++++
I did not have a good day at work. I'd spent years thinking about watching Pam and another man. For a time there the thought had filled damned near every waking moment and now that it was going to happen I had warring emotions raging through my head. I wanted to see her, but I did not want to see her with Doug. I'd always imagined that it would be some faceless individual who would have a spirited romp with Pam while I moved around and watched and then he would leave and Pam and I would get on with our lives. I never saw it as anything more than a one time only event. Doug was not being a one time only and he certainly wasn't going to be a faceless individual who was going to leave when it was over. So there I was, wanting my fantasy and not wanting my fantasy. My thoughts were interrupted by my secretary:
"Your wife is on line two."
"Hi, what's up?"
"Doug didn't need a lot of notice. He's ready so we will do it tonight. And lover, can you do me a really big favor?"
"Would you at least think about eating me after Doug is gone? I want to experience it honey, I really do and this will be the only chance that I will ever have."
+++++
There was an unfamiliar car behind Pam's car in the drive when I got home so I guessed Doug was already there. At least I would be spared standing around waiting for the asshole who had been fucking my wife for a week now. Once in the house I found that I was even spared having to be introduced to him and having to shake his hand and welcome him into my house. From the upstairs I heard:
"Yes, yes, yes, that's it, push it in, hard baby, push it in hard."
From the look of the bed they had gotten an early start, I mean why wait for me when you've already been fucking for a week, right? Neither one of them noticed me as I came into the room and I got to watch for a good two minutes or so before Doug spotted me and started fucking Pam harder and faster.
"Oh yes baby, oh yesssssssss" she cried as she had an orgasm and Doug turned to me with a shit eating grin and said, "Fourth one in ten minutes; gonna try for five" and he turned his attention back to Pam.
"He's here slut. Your wimp of a husband is here to watch a real man fuck you. Squeal for him you slut, let him hear who owns you now."
As soon as I heard that my natural inclination was to pull him off Pam and stomp him into mush, but even as I stepped toward the bed to do it a little voice in the back of my head said:
"Whoa up hoss, see what she says."
"Go on slut, tell him who owns you."
"You do lover, you do. Fuck me Dougie, fuck me."
"No, no you stupid cunt. I didn't say tell me who owns you -- I already know -- tell your wimp assed husband who owns you."
"No lover, no, just fuck me, please fuck me hard."
He looked over at me; "The slut just can't get enough of my cock. We've been here since noon and she still wants more" and then he stopped plunging into her, "But you aren't going to get any more until you tell the wimp who owns you now."
"Don't stop, oh God don't stop, don't stop now, not now."
"Tell him."
"No lover, no. Please fuck me, please baby, don't stop now."
"One more time bitch, tell him now or I'm gone."
"No baby, please."
"Okay, if that's the way you want it" and he started to get up. Pam grabbed at him frantically trying to hold him and he said, "Tell him!"
"Oh God. Doug owns me David, I'm Doug's whore, his slut, his bitch, whatever he wants me to be I'm his. Now fuck me lover, please fuck me."
He was still grinning at me, "She really is you know. She really is a slut and a whore. I couldn't believe how easy it was to make her a whore. You gave me the idea. Wanting to watch her and like that. I got to thinking it would be cool to watch her so I ordered room service the day we spent at the hotel. I gave to the room service waiter as his tip. It was neat watching her on her knees sucking on his black cock and then bouncing on the bed as she fucked him. I gave her to him again when he picked up the dirty dishes. Last Friday when she came home late? She was fucking three of my friends on the back seat of her car. She will do anything to keep getting my cock."
The whole time he was telling me this Pam was crying, "No, no, no, you promised that no one would ever know, you promised, you promised."
Buy then I'd had enough. The wind had gone out of my sails and I realized that Pam just wasn't worth it. "You have five minutes to get your clothes on and get out of this house. One second after that and you will be carried out of here on a stretcher. Take the whore with you."
He puffed up and I could see that he was going to come off the bed and we were going to go mano a mano, but then he saw my cold smile and the look in my eyes and I saw him settle back on the bed. I looked at my watch:
"Five minutes and not one second longer" and I turned and left the room.
I was sitting in the kitchen looking down into a glass of Jack Daniels when I heard the front door open and close. I looked at my watch -- four minutes and twelve seconds. Several minutes later Pam, dressed a ratty old bathrobe came into the room. I glanced up at her:
"You still here? I told asshole to take you with him."
"He tried to get me to go, but I wouldn't. I don't belong with him David, I belong here with you."
"Not any more you don't. I almost bought into it Pam; I was ready to accept that you were going to have a little fling and things would then go back to normal. Not after that disgusting display. Just get out Pam. Go move in with that big cocked asshole. Just get out."
"No David, I won't. I know what it looked like and I know what it sounded like, but none of it is true. I'm yours David. When he gets me going with that big piece of meat I'll say whatever he wants just to keep him fucking me. That's all it was David, he doesn't own me, you do and you always will."
"He can get you to say anything just so you can keep him fucking you?"
"Yes baby, but I didn't mean a word of it."
"He can also get you to do anything, can't he? Oh I caught that part too Pam. The room service waiter, the friends on the back seat and from you not one "He's lying David, none of it is true." No Pam, what I heard from you was, "You promised not to tell, you promised that no one would know." Well now I know Pam, I know and there is nothing that you can say or do that will ever make it go away. I was ready to let you have your fling with him Pam, but there is no way I'm going to stay with the town whore. Just get out Pam. I don't care where you go, but get out."
"But ho...."
"JUST GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE PAM BEFORE I DO SOMETHING WE WILL BOTH REGRET!"
I stood up from the table, "We are through Pam and all that's left is the legal shit. Now get the fuck out of my life." I downed my drink and walked away leaving her crying at the table.
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Geena had been out of sorts for almost a month and I knew that something was wrong, but every time I tried to talk to her she would tell me that nothing was wrong, she was just tired. Well I could understand that. Taking care of a full time job and two kids can do that to you. I'm sorry to say that I wasn't feeling all that sympathetic toward her problem. She didn't have to work and I hadn't wanted her to go to work, but she said that she needed to get out of the house during the day when the kids were in school. She got a job as a secretary at a firm not too far from the house and it seemed to keep her happy and when she was happy she kept me happy so I stopped arguing with her about it.
The one thing that I didn't really like about Geena working was that one night a week she would stop after work for a drink with her coworkers. I'm not against a little social drinking, but several times Geena had come home in a condition that bordered on being drunk and I didn't like the idea of her being out there driving like that. She insisted that she was all right and promised me that she would call a cab or call me anytime she had what she considered too much. I didn't press things, which was a mistake, one of several in fact, and it was a mistake that probably ended our marriage.
I came home from work one night and found Geena sitting at the kitchen table and crying. I wouldn't let her put me off and I pushed hard to find out what was wrong. In retrospect I should have left it alone. It was a classic case of what I didn't know hadn't hurt me. Geena was overcome with guilt because she had been cheating on me and once the admission had been made the story just poured out of her.
It had happened the very first night that she had stopped with her co-workers for drinks after work. There were fourteen of them sitting around three tables that had been pushed together and after a couple of drinks one of the guys had talked Geena out onto the dance floor. She hadn't really felt comfortable doing it, but most of the others were out on the floor and she didn't want to be a party pooper. A couple of more drinks and she was pretty loose and she had danced with all six of the men sitting at her table. A couple more drinks and when one of the guys kissed her she didn't resist. She didn't think anything about it because it had happened at other parties that she had attended with me and no harm had come of it. Soon every one of the guys had kissed her and a couple had felt her up and all of a sudden she found herself on a back seat with her legs up on a man's shoulders.
"I didn't mean to do it. Honest to God I didn't. I don't even know how it happened. One minute I was dancing with Tony and then all of a sudden he was screwing me. I don't even remember walking out to the car."
Tony had fucked her three times and then they had gone back into the bar. Geena had expected the other girls in the party to sneer at her and treat her like the slut she felt like, but the other girls acted like it was normally accepted behavior. It turned out that it was, but Geena hadn't known it at the time. She left the bar confused over what had happened and fearful of what I would do when I found out. She hadn't planned on hiding it from me - she had intended to confess and ask me to forgive her, but the closer she got to home the faster her courage drained from her. By the time she reached our front door she was determined to keep me from finding out what she had done.
"You might have forgiven me for being unfaithful, especially since I was drunk, but I knew that you would never forgive me for the other."
"What other?"
"He was black."
To understand Geena's reluctance to bring up the subject of her black lover you have to know a little about me. I was born and raised in South Carolina and in the 30's, 40's and 50's South Carolina was not a hotbed of desegregation. Quite the opposite. I grew up with the attitudes of my family and friends. In short - I was pretty much a racist. I was a product of the times when there were separate drinking fountains and separate restrooms for blacks and whites and the word 'nigger' had a prominent place in my vocabulary. After leaving South Carolina and seeing some of the rest of the world there were some changes in my attitude. I served with blacks in the Army, I worked with quite a few in different jobs and in time I came to accept that ninety percent of what I was taught when I was young was bullshit. But a few things still remained and chief among them was the belief that blacks and whites should keep to their own. My wife knew this about me very well. Her fear of my reaction to being told that she had just been fucked by a nigger was well founded.
My disgust at her revelation registered on my face and Geena saw it, but instead of intimidating her it seemed to make her more defiant and the rest of the story started coming out. The following week she had not stopped with the girls after work. The next day at work they asked her why and she told them that she had been so mortified by what she had done with Tony that she was having a hard time facing them at work, let alone after. The girls had laughed and then had told her that they all had made the trip out to the parking lot at one time or another. In fact two of them had been out there at the same time she was. They also told her that the other guys had been looking forward to having fun with her now that Tony had broken the ice. Geena told them that the first time was a major mistake and that she couldn't let it happen again. She was assured that she had nothing to be afraid of as the guys always accepted no as an answer.
The next week Geena stopped with the group and the guys did try to hustle her, but even though she'd had several drinks and was feeling a little bit flirty she said no and they backed off and she spent the rest of the night watching the other girls make trips out to the parking lot. She wondered how they could do it. Every one of the girls was white and married and the men they were cheating on their husbands with were all black, but there didn't seem to be any guilt in evidence - it seemed to be treated as just fun - recreational sex!
The next two weeks when Geena stopped with the group she was left alone. Oh, the guys danced with her, but no passes were made in her direction. She just sat, sipped her drink and watched the other girls go out to the parking lot. She told herself that the men were leaving her alone because that is what she indicated that she wanted, but deep down she felt that it was really because she wasn't as attractive as the other women, all of whom were ten to fifteen years younger than she was. That was her frame of mind the following week when she stopped. After several drinks she was determined to prove that she was every bit as attractive to men as the other girls. Several drinks and a lot of close dancing later when none of the men had made a pass at her she took matters into her own hands. In the middle of the dance floor she had taken her partner's head in her hands and kissed him. She had not intended to go any farther than that, but several drinks later she had found herself in a back seat again with her legs spread and another black man fucking her. This time though there was a difference. Her six black coworkers had decided that they wanted Geena to be a regular part of their group and they figured that the best way to do that was to give her so many orgasms that she would want to come back for more. Their solution was to gangbang her. When her first lover finished a second man took his place and when he finished another was ready. For the next two hours Geena's pussy was only empty for as long as it took for one man to get out and another to get in. By the time the bar closed that night Geena was hooked on black cock and multiple partners and massive orgasms.
In the following weeks Geena became a true slut. She would stop after work, have several drinks and then spend the rest of the night on a back seat with a cock or several in her. Then came the economic downturn and Geena was given a choice of a layoff or working part time. Taking the layoff would put an end to her sex life so she took the part time offer, but didn't tell me about it. By not telling me she felt that she could still keep her night out. Her venue changed from back seats to motel rooms. She worked from eight until one and then she checked into a motel room that her six black lovers had chipped in to pay for. For the next two months instead of going to the bar and fucking from six in the evening until the bar closed she went to the motel and fucked from one in the afternoon until it was time to come home.
Last week things had changed. Tony brought some friends with him and after they had fucked her some more men came by and fucked her and when they left even more came. Geena had been fucked by over thirty men that day and all of them had been either black or Mexican. When she came home that night she knew she was out of control, but it wasn't until yesterday that she realized just how far out of control she was.
She and Tony had checked into the motel and when Tony had finished fucking her he had gone to the door of the unit and whistled and a steady stream of men started to come into the room. She saw them giving Tony money and then they all fucked her. For the rest of the day there was a steady stream of men between her legs. Several times she had tried to get up and leave, but there were always enough men in the room to hold her down and the men just kept coming. When they had finished with her she could hardly walk and Tony had just laughed at her when she asked for help walking to her car. She stopped at a liquor store on the way home and bought a pint of whiskey and had spilled it on her clothes so I would think she was drunk when she got home and leave her alone. This morning she had called in sick and had stayed home and cried most of the day. Then I had come home and had pretty much forced her to confess.
As bad as the story was it wasn't the worst of it. She finished her story with a plea, "Please don't throw me out. Please let me stay here until I know for sure."
"Know what for sure?"
"Whether or not the baby is yours."
She was pregnant! She was pregnant and wanted to stay with me so my insurance would foot the bill for bringing another black bastard into the world. I told her to get an abortion and get Tony to pay for it out of her "earnings".
"But it might be ours."
It seems that I'm the only white man she has fucked (in more ways than one) since she started her job and became a whore. On the off chance that the baby will be white I'm not tossing her ass out on the street where she belongs, but I have moved everything of hers into the spare bedroom and I have told her as far as I'm concerned our relationship is now that of a landlord and tenant. She can come and go as she pleases, but she is to stay away from me. Our two kids are not yet old enough to understand and hopefully Geena will be gone before they do get old enough. Is there any chance that Geena and I can put things back together? I don't think so. I don't believe that I could ever again bring myself to touch her since she became a whore for black cock.
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Authors note: I have received many comments about the form in which Christina's story is being told. A lot do not care for my using her emails to me as the format, but they are in the minority. The comments are running four to one in favor and so I will continue to let Christina tell her own story in her own words. As a sop to those who don't like the email format I will cut down some on the use of headings and limit them to enough to identify the recipient and the date. I will also add the time if there were more than one e-mail sent on that date. I will eliminate the sign off signature since only Christina and I are involved and if the e-mail is addressed to me Christina obviously sent it.
The story picks up where chapter five ended on December 10, 2006
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
To: C 12/11/06
Sorry to hear that Gary was denied, but I kind of thought it might happen. Sorry for him, but tickled pink for you.
Here it has been slow. Have spent the last three days decorating the outside of the house and the trees in the yard. I did manage to get chapter 6 of Scarlett done and I have sent it off to TGBL for her review. I haven't gotten it back from her yet and my deal with her is that she gets to check it out before I post it. She has already sent me enough material to start on chapter 7 of her story.
Do you realize how many women you have brought into my life? It was you contacting me and what followed (Becoming a Slut Wife Christina, chp.1) that had all of the other women writing me and wanting me to tell their stories. Kathy, Mickey, Mona, Kathleen, Julie and TGBL all because of you. Getting to know you has been good for me.
To: JPB 12/11/06
Getting to know you has been very, very good for me too. I treasure what we have developed over the last year. That I brought more women into your life is great because it is just that many more of your stories to read.
Don't worry about Gary. He left for work today with a big smile on his face. I'm really not sure that either one of us is ready for a "performance," so I think things worked out for the best. I will tell you that hooking up with Matt when I was on the business trip was much higher on the "Naughty Meter" than just getting together with him in a motel room (although the sex was enjoyable).
To: C 12/12/06
What do you have planned for the holiday season party-wise? Any chance that you will give me my Christina/Karen moment?
To: JPB 12/12/06
What's up with me party-wise? Well there is a party in Boston tomorrow night, but being a clients party, and being asked to go by a VP, don't expect any additions to BASW_me.
Our company's Christmas party is next Wednesday. Of course, we will all be like third-graders on the last day of school waiting for the bell to ring so we can leave the company party (they don't serve booze) and go to the after party parties. Stay tuned. Who knows if Karen and I will end up in the same place.
Hubby's office party is just a luncheon at a nice restaurant, employees only.
Of course there are the neighborhood parties (we are hosting one this weekend), but you know I don't fool around at those.
I would imagine that Friday, the 22nd will be a day of early departures from the office and there are always spots to check out for holiday cheer. I will, of course, let you know immediately if anything happens. So hold off on the next part of my slutty saga - the holidays are just getting into full swing!
To: JPB 12/13/06
If you could see me now! I'm in a sumptuous hotel room in downtown Boston and getting ready for cocktails at 6, dinner at 7, followed by a live band till 11. And this after being driven up here in a limo!
The ride up was a briefing on the client (our host), with my assignment being to be sociable and pleasant, speaking of our company only in the highest terms. I think I can handle that.
Don't look for any new material for my slutty bio - I'll be drinking club soda and being very well behaved. I feel like Charley, the VP who invited me along, is doing this to see how I handle myself. Why? I haven't a clue.
To: JPB 12/14/06
Oh no! No check in from my guy. That must mean work isn't going too well for you.
Well my trip was terrific, but I lied when I said no mischief would take place. The party was very festive. The hosts were very posh - the bar was name brands (even single malt scotches), the meal was prime beef filet and lobster (right up my alley) and they did have a live band. I did stick with the club soda and I did stick pretty close to Charley (the VP) and Dana (his special assistant). A little while after dinner Charley disappeared with some of the guys (big poker players) and Dana disappeared. Most of the rest of us took the party over to the lounge. Left to my own devices I started saying yes to guys who asked me to dance. There was a lot of flirting going on (eyeball flirting, conversation flirting, and groping hands flirting), but I kept my cool and kept my legs together.
Until!
It was almost one o'clock and I had been dancing with some guys who had come into the lounge when the wedding reception they had been attending ended. I was dancing with (and being groped by) a good looking guy named Tony and he kept asking me to go home with him. I looked around the lounge and saw that all of my group was gone, but even so I was leery of taking a chance. To make a long story short the slut in me finally said yes, but only if he could get me back to the hotel early enough so that no one would know I'd been gone. I know I'd told Gary that there wouldn't be anything happening on the trip and I debated calling him to let him know that things had changed, but then I realized he would be in bed asleep. I decided to call him in the morning and that would give him a day to think about it.
When I saw the inside of Tony's apartment I thought I would gag. He lived like a pig. But a pig is an animal and that is just what Tony was in bed. There were no niceties it was just a case of "We know what we are here for so let's get to it." Tony didn't care if I got anything out of the experience as long as he got what he wanted and he wanted a lot. Fortunately for me he had staying power and I got off five times during the four times he fucked me before it was time for me to get back to the hotel.
He got me back to the hotel at ten to six and I went right for the shower. When I came out the phone was ringing and it was Dana telling me that we were all going to meet downstairs for breakfast at seven-thirty. After she hung up I called home and told Gary what I'd been doing all night and then I went downstairs to meet the rest of the group. We had a leisurely breakfast and then the limo took us home.
To: C 12/14/2006
Sorry that I missed a few, but you called it - work has sucked big-time the last three days. Fourteen hours on Tuesday, seventeen hours on Wednesday and twelve today. But it was not unexpected. It gets like this during the holidays every year.
Hooray for you for starting off the next chapter in the Christina saga. AND we still have eighteen days until we get past New Years. My list that I sent to Santa has a Christina/Karen moment right at the top of the list and with eighteen days of holiday parties yet to go it just might happen.
Still waiting to hear from TGBL on chapters 6 & 7 so I can post them.
To: JPB 12/15/06 7:50 AM
Guess who called me? Remember Nick, the roommate from the night at the rib joint? Well, his firm is having a Christmas party on Thursday (12/21) and he called me and invited me. He called me once, after our first encounter, asking to get together, but it didn't happen. But I'm a sucker for Christmas parties (and for what happens after them) so I told Nick I'd think about it and call him back tomorrow. I called Gary and told him about the invite and I know you know what he said. The way I feel right now I'm probably going to say yes.
To: JPB 12/15/06 6:05 PM
I'll have you know I was a very good girl tonight. Driving home I passed a lounge with a marquee outside that said they were having their biggest party of the year tonight and I kept on driving (but not without second thoughts). Besides, I've missed my two guys this week AND we do have to get the house clean and the food ready for tomorrow night (the neighborhood party we are hosting).
I called Nick and told him I would love to go to his party. I guess after the long night we spent together neither of us will be surprised about the post-party party.
To: JPB 12/17/2006
We hosted a VERY interesting party last night. To both Gary's and my surprise after midnight the neighbors seemed to get a lot more neighborly than ever in the past. Maybe I should have cut back on the oyster stew and the fried oysters appetizers. Of course by that time they were all pretty well snockered too. Around 11:30 the people with younger babysitters had to leave and usually the husband and wife take turns about who can stay and who has to go home and relieve the babysitter. When the dust cleared there were nine husbands and six wives still there.
Gary had some killer mixes in the CD player and people were dancing in the family room. I was in the kitchen talking to three other girls and one of the guys came up and herded us downstairs. Even in the meager light of one candle it was obvious there was a lot of kissy-face and groping going on among the dancers - NONE of whom were married to each other! Gary and I looked at each other in amazement. Nothing like that had ever happened before, at least not that we knew about. Maybe we were leaving the parties too soon.
Anyway, a guy dragged me of into the darkness and over the next hour or so I wore off all my lipstick and had been felt up (boobs and butt) by most (if not all) the guys who were there. I even had one whispered invitation to sneak off for something more intense, but I don't like to play in my own sandbox so I politely declined. Around one-thirty people started drifting out and by two Gary and I were alone and wondering just what the hell had happened. As stoked as we were we went to bed and did some major rearranging of the bed sheets before falling asleep.
A couple of the girls called today to thank us for the good time and I asked the ones who had stayed about the make-out part. They said it had happened before, but not on a regular basis and it was all in good fun. Well all right!! Have to stay later when we go to these neighborhood parties. Also, maybe it was because the neighborhood jack-ass and his wife weren't there. They had other obligations so maybe that allowed the girls to relax more than usual. Whatever the reason, it was strange and it just about knocked the socks off hubby and me.
This is turning into some month. What's next? Oh yeah...the company Christmas party and Nick's X-mas party. Stay tuned.
To: C 12/18/2006
Couldn't sleep last night so I sat at the computer and entered BASW_you_4. I haven't ended it yet. I can't make up my mind to finish it after the no name on the back seat of his truck or carry it through Matt's visit. I'm leaning toward Matt's visit being the start of chapter 5.
KM 13 is half typed into the box and 14 is half written. Still haven't heard from TGBL and under the circumstances (hubby in the hospital) I'm not going to push her to review her story and get it back to me.
Take care and think of me begging Santa to put you in my stocking this year. After all, I have been a very, very good boy.
To: JPB 12/18/2006
I thought I'd pass along that hubby enjoyed the same tactile pleasures as the rest of the guys at the party (and he was sober enough to remember). He told me that there were some incredible racks and butts on our female neighbors, but swore (wisely) that mine were absolutely and unquestionably THE BEST! Which is why I saw to it that he had such a nice weekend!
To: C 12/20/2006
Not much going on today. Got a little more of KM 13 into the computer and have finished putting her emails into order for chapter 14. I will probably do You_4 before I start on KM 15. I want to give that chapter some time to sit in case she does something over the holidays that I can include.
They are predicting blizzard conditions here for tomorrow - just what I need for my worst workday of the week. It is an extremely good bet that you will not hear from me tomorrow.
Finished the house and all I have to do now is wrap a bunch of presents. I don't know if I mentioned it, but next week is going to be a great week. I'm taking the entire week off as vacation. Don't got no plans to do nuthin!!
To: JPB 12/20/2006
Glad to hear you are taking some vacation. I like having time off with nothing planned. Hopefully your wife will let you sneak off to the computer during the week. Just tell her she needs to share you with your other women - or at least one of them - ME!
I just got back from my annual one-on-one with the bosses. They said very nice things about my performance this year and they offered me a promotion. Charley and Dana (the people I went to Boston with) would like me to join Charley's staff. I did not hesitate to say yes. It's more money and it can't possibly be more hours than I put in this year. After the New Year I'll be a special projects coordinator - whatever that is! Will I be a special coordinator, or will I coordinate special projects??? Ha! Who cares. Anyway, a very special afternoon for me.
To: C 12/21/2006
For once the weatherman didn't lie - we are in the middle of a blizzard. The paper shut down at 2 PM and sent everyone home and told us not to come back to work until they called us. My drive home - normally a seven minute jaunt - took me forty-five minutes and even then it was only that short of a drive because my truck has four-wheel drive. Between leaving for work at 6 AM and getting home close to 3 PM three feet of snow accumulated in my driveway. Even with my ten horse snow blower it took me an hour and a half to clear the drive so the wife could get her car in the garage when she got home. Her normal commute time is about thirty minutes, but it took her four and a half hours to get home. I am house bound for at least two days. It will be interesting to see how much computer time the wife will let me have during that time.
When I hit the send button on this I'm going to jump on KM 13 and try and get it done. You should see it tomorrow.
Barring a power outage I'll keep checking in and I will spend my nights between now and Christmas praying that Santa got my list and that on Christmas morning I'll find you in my stocking (in stockings and high heels).
To: JPB 12/21/2006
The weather in your area has been the lead on all the news shows (I guess they think that people not getting snow like to see other people getting it).
About last night. After the office thing I went right home and Gary and I split a pizza and a six-pack of Sam Adams celebrating my good news. I asked him if he still wanted me to go to Nick's party tonight and he suggested I pack a bag in case I don't make it home. Can you understand him? Sometimes I can't! Of course, slut that I am, I already have a packed suitcase in the trunk of my car.
Was I at the TOP of your list to Santa? And when you say stockings and heels you mean just stockings and heels, don't you? Well, I have to admit, it isn't a bad look.
To: C 12/21/2006
At the time I type this it is 9:30 PM where you are and with any luck you are getting laid. God but I do so wish I could be the one looking down (or up) at you.
No party for me today. Me and the snow-blower were busy trying to dig out. Almost done with KM 13. Actually it is typed into the computer, but I haven't proof read it yet. A little less time in snow up to my waist and I might have had it done by now.
To: JPB 12/22/2006
Well, I wasn't getting laid by 9:30, but it wasn't too long after that! At the party Nick introduced me to his friend Matt (I know-another Matt-what are the odds?). Matt said Nick had told him that when he met me I wasn't wearing a thing. I told him that was a lie - I was wearing a very big smile. Haha!
After the party Matt invited us up to his newly redecorated condo. I was a little surprised, and yet not too surprised, that when we got there it was only the three of us. Nick said, "I know you don't find that three is a crowd" and I didn't disagree. You know what happened next.
It was a good thing I had packed a suitcase.
I was late to work this morning.
I'll give you more detail later, but I'm running a little behind so I'll get back to you later.
To: JPB 12/22/2006 8:34PM
Well, our boy is finally asleep. I don't know if he will make it to Monday morning before his head explodes. I can't remember , but I don't think that I was all that wound up for Christmas when I was his age. I'm taking a break from wrapping presents to get this off to you.
Of course you know that I'm having a major case of the guilts about last night. Gary handled it fine, it's me. Same old, same old. I know I've bored you with this stuff before, but I keep telling myself that this is going to be the LAST time.
Details:
I followed Nick and Matt from the party to Matt's condo. Upstairs, when I asked when the rest of the people were coming Nick said that it would just be the three of us if that was all right with me. I was just a little pissed that Nick was taking me for granted, but what the hey, you know I like two to play with.
Matt put on some nice music, made us another drink (my first of the evening since I hadn't known if I might be driving home) and we sort of danced for a while (sort of danced meant we groped to the music). I asked Nick if he would mind letting Matt and I get acquainted for a little while since I had just met him. We went to the bedroom and undressed each other, started feeling up each other and then Matt sat on the bed as I stroked him and, just as I was about to take him into my mouth he exploded all over my face. I told him not to worry as it was always nice to get that first quick one out of the way.
He then spent his energy on me -- my face and lips, my neck, my breasts, stomach and finally (thank God!) my pussy, bringing me off completely twice. Then it was my turn with my mouth and he responded. We fit together well, but he still didn't last long.
While we were catching our breath Nick got on the bed (naked of course), got between my legs and took me hard until we both came. We cuddled and played for a while and Nick got hard again and we took a long time getting to our next climax while Matt watched.
Nick got up to get drinks so Matt and I showered and he got hard and we rushed back to the bed and he took me from behind as I took Nick in my mouth. They both took a looooooong time to come and I was beat when we all finished.
Matt woke me in the middle of the night, working on my breasts, and we got to it. Our bouncing on the bed didn't wake Nick and it was a great fuck and I had my sixth or seventh (but who was counting?) orgasm of the night.
Nick woke me up in the morning when he crawled on top of me and the noise and bouncing woke Matt and he joined us. Finally, after bagels and coffee, it was time for me to get dressed and get into the office. I sent Nick to my car to get my bag and I got in the shower. Matt joined me and began eating me. This delayed things as Nick returned, saw (or heard) us and the three of us made it to the bed again.
And that boss, is why I'm late getting in today!!! You aren't going to dock my pay, are you?
Anyway, that's how I remember it and THIS IS MY LAST TIME - NO MORE! I can't keep being a slut even if my husband does want me to be one (Gary is looking over my shoulder and snickering as I type this - he doesn't think I can do it) BUT I MEAN IT!!!! NO MORE!!



Write when you can. I know its Christmas and things can get crazy, but I do like hearing from you.
P.S.
I meant to tell you...remember the party last weekend? All the kissy-face and touchy-feely? Well, I talked to Joan during the week and she told me that during the summer she and her husband were at a pool party with three other neighbor couples (6 of the 8 were at our party) and around midnight it turned into a skinny dipping. There was the same kissing and feeling that took place at our party and she is pretty sure that one couple, (neighbors and NOT married to each other) actually fucked in the water (she wouldn't tell me who). She said that nobody talks about it after it happens and that I was the first one to ever ask what the hell was going on. She says she guesses everybody just has a little fun and blames it on the booze. This is very weird!
To: C 12/24/2006
Going to have a full house tomorrow. Two sons, two daughters, one daughter in law and five grandbabies. Whenever the wife asks me what I want for Christmas the stock answer is "peace and quiet" which is the one thing I never get.
BASW_you_4 is either done or not. I can't make up my mind whether to take it to your nameless stud in the parking lot or end it after your night with Nick and Dave. Ending it after Nick and Dave gives us a 5500 word story. I've attached it (not spell checked or proof read) so check it over and tell me what you think. I can still go to the nameless stud or I can start BASW_you_5 with the build up toward the Halloween party and the "should I call Dave or not" period. Your story lover, your call.
To: JPB 12/24/2006
Gary and I just finished playing Santa and putting out the toys under the tree. A few neighbors had open houses and I may have sipped a bit too much wine, but I love this moment - the last moment of anticipation of what Christmas is going to be - no broken or wrong sized gifts, no disappointed faces, no hangovers, no sore bellies from eating too much at the table - just that almost perfect moment of a beautiful new Christmas.
Of course I like BASW_me_4. I like where you have stopped it. I still like the way I met Nick - that was sexy! Also, I still think about telling Dave that he was going to get a surprise if his fingers went any higher and I still remember the look on his face when he did go higher. The "Rib Joint" episode was a very enjoyable adventure for me. That is what I try for when I misbehave -- some fun, some laughs, some good feelings and some good sex. And finally, a good story to come home and tell Gary and you.
Have a warm thought for me sometime tomorrow. I know I'll have one for you.
To: JPB 12/26/2006
I hope that this finds you and your family healthy and happy and enjoying the holidays. All is well here. No news - good or bad - to report. We have a very happy five-year old who hasn't tired of his new toys/games/books yet -- although mom and dad have tired of a few of them.
I know it must be busy there with children and grandchildren, but I hope you are enjoying yourself. Write if you get a chance.
To: C 12/26/2006
Pretty much the same here except multiplied by a factor of five where the children are concerned. Worse this year than most since the residue of the blizzard is still on the ground and the little buggers can't go outside and play for a while. It is amazing how months and months of shopping, wrapping and hiding presents from prying little eyes and hours of getting everything arranged under the tree can be turned into wreckage in just under twenty minutes.
No story writing or typing stories into the computer for the last couple of days and it doesn't look much like I'll get any of it done before the first of the year. Take care sweetie and the very best to you and yours.
To: JPB 12/27/2006
So glad to hear from you. I can't imagine 5 kids snowed in at Christmas time! Watch their caffeine and sugar intake!
I know what you mean about all the preparations being gone in a flash. I told Gary that we should just wrap our boy's presents in newspaper - he wouldn't care and it is all confetti in a matter of minutes anyway.
Did I tell you that Gary was a very NAUGHTY Santa? Obviously ignoring my statement of no more hanky-panky he gave me five sexy bra and panty sets and said he wanted a different man to see each of them on and off of me. It is a sickness! I don't think there is any help for the man, but I mean it!!!! No more little Miss (or Mrs.) Married Slut!
I'm sure we will correspond before Monday so I'm not wishing you a Happy New Year yet.
Love,
Chris
To be continued???????????????????????????????
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Harry Sadler stood on the fantail of the U. S. S. John Pershing and scanned the evening sky looking for the North Star. The Pershing was making turns for twenty-five knots as it churned toward the Mediterranean to join the US fleet supporting the invasion of Iraq. Harry had promised his wife Cathy that he would find the star every evening and be looking at it at exactly 21:00 hours and then he would tell her how much he loved her and how much he missed her. Cathy would be looking at the same star at the same time and telling him the same things. In this way the two of them hoped to continuously reinforce their undying love for each other. Harry found the star and looked at his watch, it was 20:49 hours and he leaned on the rail, thought about Cathy and waited for his digital watch to tell him that it was twenty-one hundred.
Eighteen hundred miles behind the wake of the Pershing, in the sleepy little town of Kempsville, a short distance from Norfolk, Cathy Sadler was also watching the clock tick toward twenty-one hundred. While she watched she was seductively dancing and stripping in front of three friends of her husband. She had known when Charlie had called her and asked her to have dinner with him what was going to happen. Charlie had promised Harry that he would look in on Cathy from time to time to see if she was all right or needed anything and Cathy knew that Charlie knew just what it was that she needed when he had called. When he had shown up at her door with Jake and Jeff she had only hesitated a few moments before stepping back and letting the three of them in.
It would be Cathy's first time with a black man, actually three black men, and she hoped that the rumors that she'd heard about black men were true. Cathy danced naked around the three black men sitting on the living room couch and watched as they unzipped themselves and took out their cocks. Jake and Charlie had cocks that were half again as big as Harry's, but Jeff's cock was massive. She twirled around the couch running her hands over their shoulders and their cocks and wondered who would be the first one to make a move. It turned out to be Charlie. He grabbed her hips and pulled her to him and ran a hand up her leg. Cathy smiled down at him and spread her legs enough for Charlie to slide a long black finger up into her pussy. Jake stood up and moved behind her and made her bend at the waist so that her face moved down toward Charlie's lap. She licked the plum colored head of Charlie's cock and then poked her tongue into the slit to taste the pre-cum that was oozing out. She felt Jake's hands on her ass and she spread her legs even wider to allow him to do what he and she both wanted. Jake began to work his cock into her tight pussy and as he began working his hard black cock into her she swallowed the head of Charlie's cock. Jake started fucking her slow and steady as she avidly sucked on the black stick in her mouth and after several minutes of having the two black poles plowing her from either end Charlie grabbed her head and exploded in her mouth. Cathy gulped and sucked trying to swallow all of Charlie's juices, but as hard as she tried she couldn't get it all and some leaked out of her mouth. When he was soft he pulled out of her mouth and moved out of the way for Jeff to take his place.
Cathy looked down at the eleven inches of meat that stuck up out of Jeff's lap and she knew that sucking that monster was going to be a challenge, but she was going to do her best. It took her several minutes to get three inches of Jeff in her mouth and all the time Jake was fucking her slow and steady. Her small mouth wasn't going to take anymore of Jeff's cock so she started bobbing her head up and down on him as Jake picked up speed. Cathy was moaning, "Oh god, oh god, oh god yes" around Jeff's cock, but her mouth was so fuck of meat that the words didn't make it out as recognizable sounds. Cathy felt Jake increase the speed and power of her strokes and he began to pound her pussy hard and fast. Her moans got louder as she felt her own climax start to build and as it hit her she screamed around Jeff's cock and only seconds later she felt the flood of warmth inside her that told her Jake had cum. She felt Jake start to soften and as he began to pull out of her she jerked her mouth off of Jeff's cock and cried out "No!" But Cathy's pussy didn't have long to wait. Charlie was hard again and he moved behind her and took Jake's place. He drove himself into her and Jeff reached up and pulled her head down onto his cock so far that she gagged. "Suck it you fucking white slut. I want to fill your unfaithful belly with my cum." Cathy didn't object when he called her a white slut because that is just what she was on this night. A virgin at her wedding and faithful to her husband through three years of marriage and here she was fucking and sucking three of her husbands friends and Harry not even gone three days. Her mouth was bobbing up and down on Jeff's huge pole when he grabbed the back of her head, pushed his hips up at her and blasted a huge load of cum at the back of her throat. As she had done with Charlie she gulped and swallowed trying to get it all, but there was just too much of it and it gushed out of the corners of her mouth and dribbled down her chin.
Charlie pulled her down to the floor and with Cathy on her hands and knees he fucked her as hard as he could. Cathy had two orgasms as Jake knelt in front of her and fed his cock into her mouth and Charlie pounded her pussy. Charlie grunted and unloaded in her and then he got out of the way and made room for Jeff. Jeff hoisted her legs up onto his shoulders and then drove his huge cock into Cathy's pussy. She felt his cock touch places that she didn't even know she had and she screamed out in pleasure as Jeff fucked her as hard as he could. Even as she screamed out in pleasure she had on eye on the clock. Jeff gave a loud grunt and filled her pussy with it's third load of the night at 20:58 and when he pulled out Cathy staggered to her feet and ran out onto the rear deck of the house.
She quickly located the North Star and glanced at her digital watch. It was 20:59:43 and she concentrated on the star even as Jake moved up behind her and poked his hard cock at her ass. She spread her legs as far apart as she could and held onto the deck railing as Jake drove his black cock into her unfaithful white cunt. Jake bottomed out at exactly 21:00 and he reached around and grabbed Cathy's tits as she cried out, "I love you Harry. God keep you and bring you safely home to me." She cried a little inside at what she was doing to Harry, but she was a slut and she knew it just as she knew that there was no way she could go without sex for a week, let alone for the six months of the Pershing's deployment.
Harry looked up at the North Star and at exactly 21:00 he said, "I love you Cathy. Keep safe and wait for me."
Back in Kempsville the three black men looked down at the beautiful white housewife lying on the clean white sheets, legs spread and waiting for them. She smiled up at them and said, "Hurry up guys. I'm your slut until Harry gets home." The three men looked at each other and smiled and then they approached the bed and their smiling, eager white slut.
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Note: No sex, just a story.
I think I caught her totally by surprise. I'm almost sure that she expected me to say "Yes dear" and then do what she wanted. After all, hadn't that always been the way of it?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Betty Ann during my second year in college. We were both Business Management majors and we were taking a class in Production Management and we were both put on the same class project. I liked Betty Ann's looks, personality, and sense of humor so I asked her to go out with me, she said yes, and our relationship grew from there. We went steady during our junior year, I proposed and she accepted at the beginning of our senior year and we were married one month after graduation. We both got jobs and began to live the typical middle class life.
We were both doing well at our jobs and then Betty Ann got pregnant and decided to leave the work force and devote herself to being a full time mom. I worked hard and advanced up the corporate ladder and by the time I became a regional manager we had three kids. I considered myself one of the luckiest men alive. I had a wife who loved me and spoiled me rotten; I had three lovely children who were the apple of my eye and I was a rising star in my company. It helped of course that I loved my job.
It is a fact of corporate life that as you climb the corporate ladder the work load gets heavier and heavier until you finally reach the point where you can delegate. I hadn't yet reached that point, but I was closing in on it. The heavier workload translated into late nights at the office and a lot of times when I had to bring work home with me. Those times meant a lot of late nights and busy weekends for me, but I didn't care because I had a goal. The vise president of Sales and Marketing was retiring in a month and I was one of three men who had a shot at getting the position. Once there my workload would only be a third of what I was doing in trying to get there. More responsibility, a lot of high level decision making, but I would be able to delegate the nuts and bolts work to subordinates. But first I had to get there and that meant hard work and hard work meant a pissed off Betty Ann.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Betty Ann had been planning a weekend getaway for us for two almost two months. It was to be four nights and five days at Aspen and she had already made the hotel reservations, purchased the lift tickets, arranged for her parents to take the kids and started packing her bags. Two days before we were to leave I told her that I had to cancel.
"We have a project fastly approaching a deadline and it is in trouble. I'm going to have to ride herd on it until it is done."
"Damn it Harold, you can't do this to me again. That damned job had interfered with our last four vacations, six of our last seven anniversaries and caused you to forget every one of my birthdays for the last ten years. You owe me this weekend Harold, you owe me and I want it!"
"Be reasonable Betty Ann. If I pull this project through on time I'm almost a shoo in for Benson's job when he retires."
"Is that what this is all about? Making points to get Benson's job?"
"You make that sound like a bad thing."
"It isn't a bad thing, it is a stupid thing. I just now realized I lost all those vacations, anniversaries and birthdays because I kept my mouth shut."
"What does that mean?"
"Nothing Harold, just go work on your damned project while I finish packing."
"Finish packing?"
"Yes Harold, finish packing. I'm going with or without you, but I am going."
"You would go without me? Do you think that would be wise? A married woman alone? That would be like wearing a neon sign saying, "Here I am, show me a good time."
"I fully intend to have a good time Harold. I'd rather have it with you, but I'll manage if you don't go."
"Really Betty Ann, I don't thi...."
"Just go do your reports Harold or whatever. I'm going and that's that. I'm through letting your god damned job interfere with things."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day we were supposed to leave for Aspen came and when I got home from work I found Betty Ann putting the last of her suitcases in the car. I took one last shot at trying to get her to be reasonable:
"I'm serious Betty Ann, going to Aspen alone is not a good idea."
"So come with me Harold."
"You know I can't do that. I have to make sure that this project doesn't go belly up. I save the project and I know I'll get Benson's job and then things will get a lot easier. There won't be any more screwed up vacations or forgotten birthdays and anniversaries. I'll be in a decision making position, some one else will be doing the donkey work."
"That's nice Harold, but I've been looking forward to this weekend for two months now and I'd rather you go with me, but I'm going."
"I still don't think it is a good idea for you to go alone."
"I won't be alone Harold."
"What does that mean?"
"I'll call you tonight Harold, after I get checked in at the hotel."
"Betty An..."
"Enjoy your project Harold" and she got in the car and backed down the drive.
I stood there watching her go and I wondered about her "I won't be alone" remark. As she turned the corner at the end of the block I put it out of my mind and went into the house.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was reviewing some specifications when the phone rang. It was Betty Ann and she gave me her room number and the phone number of the hotel. She sounded out of breath and I asked her why.
"I just did twenty-five laps in the indoor pool."
"I'm curious Betty Ann, what did you mean when you said you wouldn't be alone?"
"Did I say that?"
"Yes you did."
"I must have meant that I expect to get hit on a lot while I'm here. I'm not a bad looking broad in case you have forgotten. I expect that I'll be kept on the dance floor all night. I probably won't even have to buy a drink after my first one. Well, I'm dripping wet and I need to get out of this bathing suit and take a shower. I love you baby. See you in five days," and she hung up.
Now I've never had any reason to doubt Betty Ann, but to be absolutely honest about it, it was mostly because I didn't pay all that much attention to what she did. Why should I? She kept the house spotless, she spoiled me rotten, she raised three great kids and I knew she loved me as much as I loved her. But three things just happened in the space of six hours that alone would have meant nothing, but taken together they were screaming something at me.
Just to satisfy myself I called the number she gave me for the hotel and when the desk clerk answered I asked him what were the hours on the indoor pool and I got the answer that I hoped I wouldn't. The last time I had been in that hotel four years previous they didn't have an indoor pool. According to the desk clerk they still didn't. Couple that with Betty Ann's "I won't be alone" remark and a red flag was being raised. The third thing, and the one I really didn't want to think about was that I was almost positive that I heard some one else breathing heavily in the background while I was talking to her. All of a sudden I wasn't as sure of my wife as I had always been.
I made myself a drink, sat down on the couch and put my feet up on the hassock and tried to think of things that might have been an indication that my wife might have strayed on me. I did a lot of deep memory probing and found out that I really didn't know all that much about what went on around our house. I deferred every thing to Betty Ann.
She wanted to paint the bathroom a creamy yellow? "Yes dear, whatever you want."
Buy a leather sofa for the living room? "Of course dear, whatever you would like."
She picked out my shirts, ties and even my shoes and I said yes dear and kept on doing whatever I was doing. She picked out the house we lived in, she picked our friends, she picked out the places where we went to eat and she chose the films and TV shows we watched and I just said yes dear and went along with it. Even this weekend that she had planned was all Betty Ann. She picked the hotel; she decided where we were going to ski and she even made a list of the runs we would take. She made dinner reservations for each one of the nights we were to stay there. She asked me if the arrangements were all right and I said, "Yes dear, just fine."
It occurred to me that my wife could have been the neighborhood gangbang queen and I wouldn't have known because I hadn't paid any attention.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next twenty-four hours sucked as all kinds of shit ran through my mind. Friday night Betty Ann called at ten in the evening and asked me how I was.
"Sitting here having bad thoughts. My own fault of course. If I was there I wouldn't be here thinking the things I'm thinking, wondering about what I'm wondering about."
"And what would that be babe?"
"I wouldn't be sitting here wondering who it is that you are sleeping with while you are up there."
There were several moments of silence from her end and then she said, "And just why would you think that?"
So I told her about what I'd heard in the background when she called and then about my call to the hotel. "You lied about the pool, heavy breathing in the background and the comment you let slip about not be alone. Two and two have always equaled four to me Betty Ann."
"I can see we will need to have a talk when I get home."
"I don't see why. Your lack of outrage and lack of indignation over what I have just accused you of say all that needs to be said. Your "I won't be alone"comment before you even left tells me that you knew I probably wouldn't be going along and you already had made other arrangements. To me that means that this probably isn't the first time you have cheated on me and it probably means that this weekend wasn't really meant for you and me anyway. You set up everything, even your lover."
More silence from her end and I said, "Your lack of response to that is just as telling. Good night Betty Ann" and I hung up on her. The phone rang again almost immediately and it rang several times during the evening, but I ignored it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting at the kitchen table pouring over the list of things I needed to do to keep the project on track when the phone rang. It was Betty Ann.
"You hung up on me last night."
"Didn't have any more that needed to be said. Can't think of anything that needs to be said now or that I need to listen to now. I've got a project I have to stay on top of so you just go ahead and enjoy your long weekend with whomever it is you are sharing a bed with."
There was a loud sigh of exasperation and then Betty Ann said, "Harold, you do know that I love you, right?"
"No, I don't know that any more. If you loved me, truly loved me, this weekend wouldn't have happened. Even then, knowing what I'm thinking, I notice that you didn't get in your car and race home to try and save your marriage."
"You can doubt it if you want, but I do love you Harold, more than you can possibly realize, so please understand that I'm not saying this to hurt you. You could not bother going to work for a month and it wouldn't affect your job. You could walk into Randy's office and piss in the potted plant in the corner and all Randy would do is smile at you."
"I don't understand Betty Ann, what are you saying?"
"Harold, you are a regional manager and you will be Benson's replacement because Randy and I have been having an affair for the last six years. Don't let the news upset you Harold, I love you, I really do."
I sat there, phone to my ear, but stunned into silence. Six years? She had been fucking my boss for six years? She had been fucking that black son of a bitch for six years? I was a regional manager because she was fucking Randy? I hadn't gotten the job because of my hard work?
"Harold? Harold, are you still there?"
"Yes dear."
"We will talk about this when I get home."
"Yes dear, whatever you say."
I hung up the phone and then I sat there and stared at the wall.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the rest of the day stumbling around in a fog. I'd busted my ass for years to climb the corporate ladder only to find out that I didn't have anything to do with my success. I find out that my wife is a cheating whore and had been for at least the last six years. And with Randy? My wife, born and bred in the South was having an affair with a nigger? Not only a nigger, but one who was old enough to be her father. I was almost ashamed of myself for using the "N" word when referring to Randy, I had never thought of him that way before, but then again 'before' I didn't know that he was fucking my wife. I tried to imagine his big black body on top of my small white wife and the image made me sick to my stomach. All the times he had smiled at me and shaken my hand he was thinking "I'm fucking your wife stupid" and I smiled back at him and shook his hand. I wondered how it started, but then I realized that it didn't matter. The only thing that mattered now was that it did start.
Then I thought that's six years with Randy. How many and for how long before Randy? Hell, if she was doing it while we were married she was probably doing it while we were going steady and while we were engaged. Then I had a really bad thought. Were my kids really my kids? Obviously none of them were Randy's, but could one or more be some one else's?
Seven that evening Betty Ann called again. "Are you okay Harold?"
"Just peachy Betty Ann, just fucking peachy. So tell me, is his cock in you now like it was the first time you called me?"
"No Harold and I'm sorry about that, it was inexcusable of me. He isn't in the room right now. The reason I called baby is to apologize for dumping it on you the way I did. I should have waited and done it face to face so I could better explain it to you."
"What's to explain? You pretty much said it all. You let me know that I'm not worth a shit at my job and that the only reason I have one is that you are fucking my boss. Which, by the way, tells me that as far as you are concerned I'm not worth a shit in bed either. I'd say that pretty much covers it all."
"It isn't that way baby. You earned all your promotions; I didn't buy them for you. I just meant to say that you didn't have to worry about your job. As far as your abilities in bed are concerned I'm perfectly happy with you. I love you Harold, honest to God I do."
"That doesn't compute Betty Ann. If you were perfectly happy with me why are you fucking Randy? You say that you love me, but how could you have done this to me if you really loved me? This weekend was never about the two of us from the start. It was always going to be for you and Randy. You and Randy both knew how I would respond to the "project in trouble" story. You both knew I wanted Benson's job and that I would leap at the chance to save the day. The two of you played me like a piano and I made the music you expected me to. You probably would have gotten away with it to if you had slipped up and made that offhand comment about not being alone. You say that you love me? It has been three days now Betty Ann, three days during which you know that I know what is going on up there, but I notice that you still aren't here trying to find some way save anything from the mess you made. Goodbye" and I hung up on her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After hanging up on Betty Ann the phone started ringing almost every hour on the hour and the caller ID showed as Aspen area code so I never bothered answering it. I took the phone off the hook when I went to bed and when I woke up in the morning I put the handset back in the cradle and it rang almost immediately. Caller ID said Aspen again so I ignored it and went and took my shower. It was still ringing when I left the house for work. I stopped at Denny's for breakfast and when I got to work Stella (my secretary) greeted me with:
"Your wife has been trying to reach you. She asked me to have you call her at this number as soon as you came in."
I took the piece of paper she handed to me and watched her raise her eyebrows as I wadded it up and tossed it in the wastebasket without even looking at it.
"No calls from her Stella. Just tell her I'm out of the office."
"I'm sorry Mr. Hamilton, but I won't lie. I'll take messages or I'll tell her you told me not to put her calls through, but if you are here I won't tell her that you aren't."
"Thank you Stella, I needed that."
"Needed what Mr. Hamilton?"
"After the weekend I've just had it is nice to know that there are still honest women around."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I took the paperwork on the "troubled project" and ripped it to shreds and dropped it on Randy's desk and then I went into my office and busied myself with making phone calls. I took everything in my in basket and dumped it into the wastebasket and started cleaning out my desk. At ten Stella came in:
"Your wife has called four times and I've told her that you wouldn't take her calls and she said fine. "Tell him that I'll just have Randy call him. See if he refuses that call." Could I ask what is going on here?"
"It would seem Stella, that your employer and my wife are upset that I found out they spent the weekend together in Aspen and then had the temerity to get pissed about it. Well, since I won't talk to Randy either and he is your boss I guess I need to get you out of the line of fire. You can honestly say that I am out of the office if either of them call again" and I got up and left.
I went home and took the phone off the hook and got busy doing what needed to be done. I didn't go into work at all on Tuesday. At six Tuesday evening I put the phone back on the hook and finished up what I was doing. At nine I heard a car door slam and a minute or so later I heard Betty Ann holler out, "Honey, I'm home."
I didn't answer back and just waited for her to come find me. It was a very awkward moment when she walked into the kitchen followed by Randy. She walked over to me and bent to kiss me and got a very surprised look on her face when I turned my head away. The surprised look turned into a 'hurt' look and then she said:
"Why haven't you been answering the phone and why wouldn't you take my calls at work?"
"Because we don't have anything to say to each other any more."
"Obviously I didn't do a very good job of explaining things. I thought that might be it so I persuaded Randy to come home with me so we could sit down and talk about this like adults."
I almost smiled at that. "Well yes, I guess that would be good, being like adults I mean."
"Why don't you open a bottle of wine and pour us all a glass so we can relax."
"Yes dear. What would you like?"
"I think we still have a couple of bottles of the Jacobs Creek Merlot left."
"Coming right up" I said as I got up and went down to the basement where we kept the wine rack. I took a bottle of the Merlot back to the kitchen and as I poured the three glasses I was wondering why I hadn't just gotten up, stomped the shit out of Randy and then tossed the two of them out of the house. I think it was because of the "everything is fine" attitude that Betty Ann was exhibiting and I just wanted to see how stupid she thought I really was. I took the wine over to the table and then sat down to see what was going to happen next.
Betty Ann took a sip of her wine and then she started talking:
"First Harold, you have to understand that my love for you is deep and unconditional. You are my life and you must understand that. I love you and only you and I don't want to spend my life with anyone else. That said, I need to say that I'm addicted to Randy's cock. I don't love Randy, I have never loved Randy, but I do crave his cock. He is not a better lover than you Harold, but he has size. When his cock is in me it fills me so full and touches me in places that drive me crazy. There are some places inside me that his cock can touch that give me long, almost continuous orgasms.



"It is strictly a physical thing Harold and other than what his cock can do for me I have no feelings for Randy at all. I know it is brutal for him to sit there and hear me put it that way, but it is nothing new to him; I've been telling him that for six years now. He is nothing to me but a huge cock and while I don't understand it in the least that seems to be enough for him."
Then Randy spoke up:
"It is true Harold; I'm in love with Betty Ann and I have been after her for years to leave you and marry me, but she won't even consider it. She loves you and she won't leave you so I settle for what I can get and try to be happy that I get at least that much."
"So you see Harold, you have nothing to worry about. I love you and only you."
"Well I guess you are right then. The fact that you love me while he is only a piece of meat to you makes everything better. Silly me; this is just about cock size and nothing else. All that worrying and for nothing."
"I'm glad we got that cleared up baby. Why don't you just go on upstairs to the bedroom while I say goodnight to Randy. I'll be up in a little while and we can make love."
I looked at her and started laughing. I laughed so hard that I had tears in my eyes. I got myself under control and then I backhanded Randy so hard that he and his chair went backwards onto the floor. He scrambled to get up and by the time he was on his feet I was standing in front of him and I smashed him in the mouth three times and he went back down. I kicked him three times hard in the crotch and then I leaned down, grabbed his shirt front and pulled his face up to within inches of mine:
"Consider that my resignation you black son of a bitch" and then I slammed his head back down on the floor and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?" asked Betty Ann.
"I'm going home."
"Home? You are home."
"No I'm not. When I found out what you were doing my first thought was to throw your cheating ass out on the street. Then I thought of all the memories of you that the house would keep pushing at me and I decided that I would be the one to get out. I rented an apartment Monday and I spent yesterday moving into it. That's my home now."
"Don't do this to me Harold, I love you, you know I do. I don't want you to leave me. Please Harold, I don't want to lose you."
"You should have thought of that before you decided to become Randy's fuck toy. And while I'm on that subject Betty Ann, even if I bought into your stupid addiction story there had to be a first time with Randy when you didn't yet know about his big cock. Were you still my loving wife then? Was I still the one you wanted to be with when you fucked him the first time? Were you worried about losing me then Betty Ann?"
I turned and walked out the door while she kept crying out for me not to go.
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It was a typical American middle class story. Boy goes to college, boy meets girl, boy falls in love, girl reciprocates, they graduate, get married and start their new life together. The story wasn't totally typical of course (they never are) because the girl the boy fell in love with had a 'reputation'.
Yvonne, called Y-Von or Vonnie by her friends, while not a round heeled slut, still had a penchant for fucking everybody that she dated. Usually not until the fourth or fifth date, but if you got that far you were an odds on favorite to get laid. What set Vonnie apart from most of the girls on campus was that Vonnie dated black men, especially basketball players, almost exclusively. The fact in and by itself made our being together a most surprising occurrence.
I first saw Vonnie at a frat mixer and for me it was love at first sight. I couldn't take my eyes off her that night as she circulated through the frat house. I asked several people about her and before long I had the story on her and since I was a white boy I resigned myself to losing the woman of my dreams before I even met her. So I was floored when an hour after I arrived at the party Vonnie walked up to me and introduced herself and said, "I've noticed you watching me. Is there a pimple on the back of my neck or some other weird thing drawing your attention to me?"
I was surprised at how direct she was and figured that I should at least try and hold my own with her. "No, it is just that for a while I thought that the woman of my dreams had arrived."
"So I was and then I wasn't?"
"No, you still are, but I'm a realist. I asked around about you and found out that I lack that certain something that it takes to get on your dance card."
"You mean the black thing? You don't figure that you have a shot because you are a white boy?"
I shrugged which pretty much gave her her answer.
"Well I suppose I should tell you that it is true - the thing about black guys - but I'm not a racist and I have on occasion dated a white boy. I would especially be interested in dating one who made my heart tingle just a bit the first time I laid eyes on him."
"And here I thought I was the only romantic here and the only guy in town who believes in the possibility of love at first sight."
"Whoa up there sugar. I didn't say anything about love at first sight, just that I'm aware that there is an attraction."
"I'll take what I can get."
"All you get tonight white boy is a phone number. I'm here with a date and my rule is to always leave with the one who brung me." She handed me her phone number and went back to the party.
I called Vonnie the very next day and made a dinner date with her for that evening. From then on we were inseparable. At the end of our sixth date Vonnie said, "Do I scare you?"
"No, I don't think so, why?"
"You asked around about me so I know that you know that I'm not a virgin and yet here we are at the end of our sixth date and you haven't even tried to cop a feel of my breast. The so-called woman of your dreams doesn't turn you on?"
I was silent for a moment and then I said, "You have pretty straight with me about your past so I guess I can be honest with you about this. Yes, I am scared; not of you, but of the outcome of my trying to have sex with you."
"Good grief honey, why?"
"I'm afraid to find out that I don't measure up and that you will be disappointed and that I'll never see you again."
"I don't follow."
"You know, what they say about blacks and the size of their genitals."
I don't know what I expected from Vonnie, but it sure wasn't the ripping roaring belly laugh that I got. When she finally got herself under control she said, "That's it? You are afraid to have sex with the woman of your dreams because she was the campus nigger lover? And any white girl who spreads for niggers only does it because they have huge cocks? Is that it?"
She could tell from the look on my face that it was and she went on, "Let me tell you something honey, there are all kinds of reasons why a white girl spreads for niggers. In my case it was for spite. My daddy hates niggers with a passion and I despise my daddy so I fuck niggers and I make damned sure he knows about it. My Aunt Clara works in the English Department and she is a direct pipeline to my daddy. I dated black basketball players because little white me next to tall black them draws attention and I make sure I do it in front of Aunt Clara. I fuck them, I suck them, and I get on my knees, bury my head in a pillow and squeal like a pig when they stuff their cocks up my ass and I do it for the sole purpose of letting the news get home to dear old dad. But, back to the matter at hand. I've dated and fucked over twenty-five niggers and only two of them had cocks that could be considered big. The rest were no bigger than any of the white boys who managed to bed me. If I had to I'd bet that the same proportions would hold for a random sample of twenty-five white men. Maybe two or three would be larger than average and the rest would all be in the six inch range." She paused and looked at me. "Why are you looking at me like that?"
"I'm seeing a different you. All of this 'nigger', 'cock', and 'fuck and suck' talk has kind of set me back on my heels."
"That was the purpose honey, to get your attention."
"I don't understand."
"I'm driving home the fact that I come with baggage. If you want me you have to know what you are getting into. There isn't a prejudiced bone in my body, but using the term 'nigger' is driving home the fact that the term 'nigger lover' is going to hang around my neck for the rest of my life and if you are with me you will hear it. Twenty years from now you will hear someone saying things like, "Him? Isn't he the one who married that nigger loving whore, what was her name, Yvonne?" You need to be aware of that and you need to be able to handle it. Hell, you won't even have to wait twenty years; I'll bet it is going around right now. Think you can make it to graduation without punching some guy when you hear him refer to me as a nigger lover or ask you why you are wasting your time on a nigger loving bitch?"
"I don't know?"
"Well you best start giving it some thought because if you stay with me it will be a fact of life you will sooner or later have to confront."
There were several moments of silence and then Vonnie said, "It doesn't look like you are ever going to make the first move so I guess I'll just have to be a brazen slut" and her hands went to my zipper. As she pulled my cock out she said, "Oh baby, you have nothing to be ashamed of here, it's a nice one, and look, it likes me."
Vonnie had nailed it. Everything she had said came to pass. I heard the comments and the snide remarks and my friends all wanted to know why I was being so stupid as to waste my time on trash like Vonnie. Several even said that once a white woman fucks black men she will always go back to them. I knew better and I held my temper, smiled and let their comments roll off. The only serious trouble to come out of my relationship with Vonnie came from a couple of players on the basketball team. They cornered me one night as I was coming out of a drug store and one of them said, "Just a friendly warning honky. You are fucking around with what we consider our private stock and we ain't none too happy about it." Then he started poking me in the chest with a big, blunt finger as he said "You leave our pussy alon..." and his words died in a gurgle as I kneed him hard in the balls. As he went to his knees I turned and squared off to get ready for his buddy and said, "If she was yours she would be with you. Now take asshole here and leave or bring it on."
He looked at me and smiled, "Well at least she didn't pick a wimp" and he helped his buddy up and they moved away. I never told Vonnie about the incident because with her temper only God could have predicted what she might have done. Vonnie and I made it to graduation, found jobs, got married and got on with life.
Vonnie went into advertising and I went to work for an electronics firm in the engineering department. The years flew by and life was good. We had a large group of friends made up of people we had gone to school with, and neighbors who lived around us. We rarely ever got together with each other's co-workers because of conflicts of schedules. Her company would have a cocktail party and I wouldn't be able to attend it for one reason or another and it worked the same way for her when my outfit had a social function. One year the two companies had their Christmas parties on the same night and on the opposite sides of town. I proposed that we go to hers for a little while and then drive over to mine or vice versa, but Vonnie was in the running for a promotion and felt the need to be at hers full time. I knew where she was coming from because for purely in-house political reasons I needed to be seen at mine so I couldn't skip mine and go to hers. So it was that we never socialized with the people that we each worked with.
Thus, when one night I attended a promotion party for one of my co-workers with Vonnie on my arm she attracted a good bit of attention. About an hour into the party Bill came up to me. While I wouldn't exactly call Bill my best friend, we were buddies in a way. We had lunch together a couple of times a week, stopped for drinks after work every once in a while and played golf together a couple of times a month.
"You old dog you. I always knew there was more to you than you let on, but I never suspected that you had a kinky side. God she sure is gorgeous. Knowing her preferences I doubt that she would give me a taste, but maybe she will give me an autograph on one of her pictures. Come on, let's go get one."
Not having a clue as to what he was talking about, but curious as to what it was he thought he knew about me - my "kinky side" - I followed along behind him. We went into his office and I watched as he turned on his computer and logged onto the Internet. Once on he clicked on Favorites, selected something called Redclouds and then went through the motions to gain access to the site. He selected something-called Archives, went through a couple of more menus and finally selected an item named "Black Dick Loving Bitch." Then there was a screen that said "Redclouds Proudly Presents" and then below that there was the title block - "Black Dick Loving Bitch." Just under that was the word 'Story" and to the right of that were the words, "My husband loves to take pictures of me being stuffed full of long, thick, hard black cock. I love him so I deny him nothing. Good comments will be appreciated and bad ones laughed at. PDNPMEMA."
Then came ten pictures and the first one cut into my heart like a knife. It was Vonnie on her hands and knees and smiling into the camera as a black man fucked her from behind. The next nine were all of Vonnie taking a very large black cock in every hole that she had. The very last one was of a smiling Vonnie with large globs of cum dripping off of her face. I was staring at the screen in total disbelief when I heard Bill ask, "Think she'd autograph one for me?"
"Pick the one you want and let's go ask her."
Vonnie was talking to my boss when Bill and I returned from his office so we got fresh drinks and waited until she came free. I walked up to her with Bill and introduced them and then said, "Bill here said he sure would like a taste of you but knowing your preferences he doubts that you would give him any. So he wondered if you might at least autograph one of your pictures for him" and I handed her the one he had chosen.
Vonnie's facial expression never changed when she looked at the picture. She looked over at me and said, "Do you have a pen?" Bill produced one and she signed the picture "To Bill from Yvonne (a.k.a. Black Dick Loving Bitch). As she handed the picture back to Bill she said, "I take it as a great compliment that you want a taste. Maybe hubby can bring you home with him some night. Now if you boys will excuse me I need to use the ladies room."
As she walked off Bill said, "Did she mean that? About you bringing me home?"
"Who knows? Vonnie is full of surprises as I'm constantly finding out."
I was sitting on the edge of a desk nursing a drink when Vonnie came back. Before she could speak I said, "What are you doing here? Isn't that more your speed?" and I pointed across the room to where Calvin, our VP of Sales was standing. "He's big and he's black and he played basketball for Duke."
She looked over at him, "Does he have a big cock?"
"How in the hell should I know?"
"Well honey, if you are going to send me to him it is information that you will need. That's what this is all about - cock size."
"So you know all ready that Bill has a big cock? Is that why you so casually said I should bring him home one night?"
"No. I said that for your benefit. If you think that my doing him will buy his silence I will. If he knows that my pussy is the reward he gets for not blabbing it around about his find I'll fuck him to death. On the other hand if you don't care don't bother to bring him."
"How long has this been going on?"
"It never stopped."
"You mean..."
"Yes, that is just what I mean. I met you, feel in love with you, but I never stopped fucking Ronnie."
"Ronnie? Who is Ronnie?"
"Do you remember the night I asked you why you hadn't tried to get in my pants?"
I nodded a yes.
"I told you that night that only two of the twenty-five or so blacks I'd fucked had large cocks, well Ronnie was one of the two. The myth that once you've done black you'll always go back is just so much bullshit, but if you change that to once you have had a huge cock you can never give it up you have a true statement. Ronnie's cock is just a little over twelve inches long and it is as big around as my wrist and I'm addicted to it. I'm so addicted to it that I sometimes do stupid shit to make sure I keep it; stupid shit like letting him take pictures of me. I didn't know that he would put them on the Net, but even if I had known I probably wouldn't have objected, not if it would have cost me his cock."
"You do whatever he wants?"
"Usually."
"What if he decided to give you to his friends, would you do that?"
"He has and yes I did."
"Gangbangs?"
"A few."
"Why didn't you just stay with him?"
"Because I don't love him. I'm in love with his cock, not him. Ronnie is an obnoxious asshole, but his cock can do things to me that I just can't give up. You are great in bed honey. You are a marvelous lover and you never fail to ring my chimes, but there are places inside me that you can't reach; places that make me see stars and hear bells ring when they are touched."
I shook my head in disgust and said, "My wife, owned by a black man."
"He doesn't own my heart baby, only you own that."
"So, you are, like what, on loan to me? I get to have you when he doesn't need you for him or his friends."
"No honey, I'm yours. I married you because I love you and want to be with you. Yes, Ronnie can get me to do things so I can keep on getting his cock, but he doesn't own me. There are things he can't make me do. He wants me to leave you and live with him, but I won't. He wants to make me pregnant and I won't let him. He wants me to take off with him on weekends and I refuse because I want to be with you. Don't misunderstand me here honey, I love his cock and I'll do a lot to keep getting it, but the choice has never been one of Ronnie or you. If I ever have to make that choice Ronnie is history. I'm yours and I always will be."
"Too bad that I'll never know."
"Never know what?"
"What your choice really would have been. I'll never know because you will never have a chance to make it."
I pulled out my wallet, took out two twenties and handed them to her.
"What's this?"
"Cab fare to get you home. I'm leaving to go home and pack. You can stick around, go find Bill and give him a taste, or go talk to Calvin and try to find out his cock size, whatever. I'll try to be gone when you get there."
I saw the alarm on her face as she said, "No, no honey, it doesn't have to be this way. Ronnie is gone. Cross my heart honey, I'll never see or talk to him again. He's not worth losing you over."
"Yes it does have to be this way Yvonne. The news about you and Ronnie is bad enough, but when you can stand there and tell me that he can make you do gangbangs and you think nothing of it it just turns my stomach. That you could have so little regard for me or our marriage that you casually have gangbangs just so you can have Ronnie's big cock just disgusts me. Look on the bright side Yvonne, now you can move in with him, go away on weekends with him and best of all, you can have his black babies. Just think of how good it will make you feel when you let your daddy know that you are raising a new crop of blacks for him to hate. Take your time in coming home. It would be best if you make sure I'm gone before you get there. I don't have the stomach for any more talks like this" and I walked out and left her there.
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"Honest to God Marge, I'm just hanging in there until he becomes vested in his pension plan. Then when I leave him I can get the court to award me half. What? No, I should be all right until I can land some one else. Sure. I'll get half of everything he has and the beauty of it is that the court will order him to pay my lawyer out of what he has left. No. Hey, he's a nice enough guy, but he just doesn't satisfy me sexually."
I had smashed my thumb at work and had gone to the clinic. After putting two stitches in it they had given me some pain medication and the warning label said it would probably make me drowsy and that I shouldn't drive or operate machinery. I'd come straight home from the clinic, arriving three hours before my usual time, and when I came in the front door I heard Jillian on the phone in the kitchen talking to her friend Marge. I stood silently in the living room and listened to what else my "loving wife" had to say. Of course I couldn't hear what Marge was saying, but then I didn't really have to. What I heard coming out of Jillian's mouth was pretty self-explanatory.
"No Marge, I haven't had a good fucking in two months. The last one I had was with Gerald just before he moved to St. Louis. I know, I know, but there is just something about a big cock that sets me all aquiver. Remember Tom? His was almost ten inches long.
"Remember the time we told our hubby's we were going to an Avon party? Wasn't that a wild night? I wonder if that bar is still there. It is? Hey, how would you feel about another Avon party? Really? How about Tuesday? Okay, I'll plan on it.
"Fuck no, he believes every thing I tell him. The last time I fucked Gerald I had so much cum in me that I could have floated a battleship and hubby dear wanted to fuck when I got home. I told him I wanted him to eat me first and when he commented on how wet I was I told him I was all hot and wet from thinking about him all day and hoping he'd want to fuck me that night. No lie. I actually had an orgasm thinking about how wicked I was being. Okay, I'll let you go. Don't forget Tuesday, okay?"
+++++
I slipped back out of the house, drove a couple of blocks away and sat and waited for my regular time to go home. I thought about what I had just overheard. Apparently my ten-year-old marriage to Jillian wasn't near as good as I had thought. I wondered how long she had been hanging horns on me. From her conversation with Marge it had to be at least three years. Tom with the ten-inch cock had to be Tom Bakley, I'd seen his equipment in the locker room at the heath club, and he had left town three years ago. I tried to remember the night of the so-called Avon party and while I wasn't sure I believed that it took place just a little over three years ago. Three years and I hadn't had a clue. Well, I knew now and I knew the plans that Jillian had for me. It was time for me to make some plans of my own.
Curiosity got the better of me and when Jillian told me about going to the Avon party with Marge I told her fine, that I would be working late that night and I would catch a bite to eat on the way home. Tuesday night I was in a borrowed car parked just down the street when Jillian backed out of our driveway. I followed her to Marge's place and as Marge climbed into Jillian's car I wondered if her husband was just as clueless as I had been.
I followed them across town and I began to wonder just where the hell they were going. We were moving farther and farther away from the part of town where most of the good clubs were located. They finally pulled into the parking lot at a place called Washington's Bar and Grill and I had a hard time believing that this was their destination. For one thing it was in that part of the city known as "Niggertown" and for another the place looked like a seedy dump. I pulled over, parked, and then watched as Jillian and Marge got out of the car and went inside. I settled back to wait and see what happened.
I'd been sitting there about half an hour when a cop car came slowly down the block. I saw the cop on the shotgun side take a good look at me as they went by and I was not really surprised when they came back by thirty minutes later and took another look at me. In another fifteen they were back and they pulled up behind me and parked. The two got out of the squad car and approached, one on either side, and the one on my side tapped on the window with his flashlight. I already had my drivers license out and I gave it to him before he asked for it and then he asked me what I was doing sitting in that particular neighborhood. I didn't see any reason not to tell him so I laid the whole story out for him. He asked me for a description of Jillian and then he went over and entered the bar. Five minutes later he came out carrying a white paper bag and came over to my car.
"Joint doesn't look like much, but they have the best half pound ground round in town. The two women are sitting at a table in back with six big black bucks and they were being pretty friendly, if you know what I mean. Good luck" and then he and his partner got in their car and left.
It was another hour before Jillian and Marge came out of the bar, each one arm in arm with a black dude. The four of them got in Jillian's car and drove off. I made a U-turn and followed them as far as the Castle Inn Motor Lodge. Five minutes later the four of them were in room 123 and I had seen enough. I headed on home, took a shower and went to bed. Three hours later I heard Jillian come in. She came into the bedroom and I heard her undressing and then she climbed in bed and shook my shoulder.
"Baby? Are you awake Hon?"
I rolled over, "I am now."
"I'm horny baby. I've been thinking of you all day and I'm so hot, wet and horny that I think I'll die if you don't make love to me."
She pulled my hand to her cunt and she was indeed very wet and I wondered how many times she had been cum in and whether or not it had been by both men.
"Come on baby, I need it bad."
"Not tonight Jillian. I have a headache" and I turned on my side to go back to sleep. That was the first time in our married life that I had said no to her when she wanted sex and I wondered if she was lying there looking at my back and wondering just what the hell had happened.
+++++
The next two weeks I was busy making arrangements and setting my plan in motion. When every thing was in place I called Jillian from work and told her not to fix dinner.
"I've just been promoted sweetie and tonight we are going out to celebrate."
We had dinner at Jillian's favorite restaurant and I ordered a liter of wine to go with dinner. I barely sipped mine but I made sure that Jillian's glass was kept full. She was in a happy mood when dinner was over and then I took her out dancing and more drinking. Every drink I got Jillian was either a double or a triple and every one I got myself was plain tonic water. At ten I almost had to carry a giggling Jillian out to the car.
She didn't seem to know where she was when I pulled into the parking lot at the Castle Inn Motor Lodge and she was still giggling when I carried her from the car into room 123. I sat her down on the bed and undressed her all the while telling her how sexy she looked and how I was going to see to it that her brains were fucked out.
When she was naked I pushed her back on the bed and reached under the pillow for what I had put there earlier in the day when I had rented the room. While Jillian looked up at me and giggled I put Velcro straps around her wrists and then attached them to the eyebolts that I had installed earlier. When I pulled them tight Jillian stopped giggling and asked me what I was doing.
"Just going to help you out here sweetie."
I strapped her legs in a similar fashion and then I took one of the pillows, folded it in half and stuck it under her ass. Then I stepped back and looked at my handiwork. Jillian was spread-eagled on the bed and the pillow pushed her pussy up and made it look very accessible. Jillian was looking at me with a frightened look on her face and I smiled at her.
"So I don't satisfy you sexually? You haven't had a good fuck since Gerald moved to St. Louis, right? Those two black guys' two weeks ago didn't get the job done? Well, as a good husband it is up to me to see that my wife gets what she needs."
The frightened look was replaced with one of panic as she tugged at her restraints.
"I don't know what you are talking about, let me loose."
"Don't fight it baby, I'm just giving you what you say you want. By this time tomorrow you will be so sexually satisfied that you might not want to look at another cock for six months."
She was begging me to untie her when I put the ball gag in her mouth and the blindfold on her. I walked over to the window and pulled the blinds and I was not at all surprised to see about a dozen blacks and Mexicans standing just outside. When I rented the room I'd told the desk clerk that I was married to a rich bitch that liked to play sex games. She liked to be tied up and gangbanged by minorities and that she would do anything that anybody wanted as long as she was tied up and blindfolded.
"The first ten or so can only use her cunt, but after that the ball gag can come out and they can use her mouth. Don't pay any attention to her protests because they are just part of the game she plays. They can take any hole they want as long as the blindfold stays on and the hands stay tied."
I gave him a hundred bucks and told him to spread the word. He must have done a good job because even as I looked out the window more were arriving. I opened the door and stepped outside.
"You know the rules?" I got a lot of heads nodding yes and so I stepped aside and said, "Enjoy."
+++++
I sat in my car across the lot from room 123. The blinds stayed open and so did the door and I watched as cock after cock speared into Jullian. After the fifteenth one I took out my cell phone and made a call. Luckily Marge answered instead of her husband. That saved me from having to tell two lies instead of one.
"Marge? Jillian just called me and asked me to call you. She said to tell you that she was the Castle Inn Motor Lodge picking up the Avon stuff you bought the other night and she only had enough money to pick up her order and she wants you to come down and bring enough money to get your stuff."
"No, I don't know. She said she had been trying to reach you, but her cell phone is acting up."
"What?"
"Oh, she said room 123. Okay, bye."
It took forty-five minutes for Marge to show up and when she walked up to room 123 she was grabbed and pulled into the room. Within four minutes she had a cock in her cunt and her mouth. I watched for another hour as more blacks, Mexicans and Asians showed up and made deposits in room 123 and then I took out my cell phone and made another call. When Marge's husband answered I said:
"Your wife is cheating on you with a nigger. Right now she is with him in room 123 at the Castle Inn Motor Lodge on Sixth Avenue. If you hurry you can catch her in the act."
Help my wife fuck over me? Well fuck her too.
While I waited for Marge's husband to show up I went back over my moves of the previous two weeks to see if I had overlooked anything. I'd cashed out all the certificates of deposit and had taken the cash and put it in a safety deposit box that I'd rented using the name and social security number of my dead grandfather from my mother's side of the family. I had closed out the savings account and that cash had also gone into the box.
But the one that really made me smile was the deal on the house. I'd bought the house before I met Jillian and it was in my name only. I'd always meant to put Jillian's name on the title, but I just had never gotten around to doing it. I'd taken advantage of the current low interest rates and I had refinanced the house for every penny I could get out of it and that money too went into the safety deposit box. It wasn't as easy as it sounds because converting a check for two hundred thirty-five thousand into cash took some time and some doing, but I got it done.
The only thing left for me to do was cancel all the credit cards in the morning. I hadn't done it before getting her into the motel room because if she had tried to use a card she would be denied and that might make her think something was up.
When the divorce came around Jillian would indeed be entitled to half the assets according to our state law, but half of what? Half of the non-existent CDs? Half of the empty savings account? Half of what the house was worth? There wouldn't be anything left after the house was sold, the loan paid off, and the real estate commissions paid. She wouldn't even get half of my pension because I had given notice and would be leaving the job before I became vested in the pension plan. But where did it all go her lawyer would ask.
"Alas" I would say, "The gambling habit that I'd been fighting for years finally wiped me out."
In room 123 the blindfold was off, the Velcro straps untied and Jillian and Marge were being passed around like inflatable fuck dolls. There was a line of blacks, Mexicans and Asians out the door when Marge's husband pulled up. He took one look in the room and then got back in his car and drove away. I started my car and followed him out of the lot and headed home to wait for Jillian to come home and face the music. It might be a long wait - I'd rented room 123 for three days.
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I guess the first thing you need to know in order to understand what happened is background. My name is Robert Daltry; I'm twenty-seven years old and I work as an aircraft mechanic for a major airline. I'm five foot six, about a hundred and sixty-five pounds and I'm in great shape thanks to daily runs and work outs at the gym.
I've always been small – at least in relation to my peers – and it goes back to my parents. My father was five foot six and my mother was four foot ten. Always being smaller than those of the same age was not a good thing to be. Bigger kids, especially at younger ages tend to take advantage of those smaller and that happened to me a lot. From the second grade on I averaged two fights a month and I usually lost. They might have been bigger, but I never backed down and I usually got whipped.
By the time I hit the seventh grade I wised up some. I woke up to the fact that fighting back gained me nothing so I changed and started walking away. I know that the prevailing wisdom was fight back and eventually you will be avoided as being more trouble than you are worth, but that never seemed to hold in my case. It seemed like the more I fought back the more fun it was to pound on me. Walking away got me labeled a coward, a sissy and a wimp, but so what? I knew that I wasn't any of those things; I was just tired of getting a bloody nose two or three times a month.
All through junior high and high school I just walked away. I avoided the places where the bullies might be and if I saw one I would turn and go the other way. Of course my avoidance of trouble caused me some problems. Some of the people who thought of me as a coward, wimp or sissy were the girls that I wanted to date. I had a hell of a crush on Beverly Abbeg in eighth and ninth grade, but I could never get her to go out with me. One day she flat out told me to leave her alone.
"All my friends would laugh at me if I was seen dating a sissy."
Although they were too nice to say it to my face like Beverly did I got the same vibes from other girls I tried to date. I did have a social life because there were girls who said yes when I asked them out, but they weren't the ones I really wanted to be out with.
All in all it didn't break my heart when I graduated and left my classmates behind as I got on with my life.
My dad was an aircraft mechanic and I decided early on that I also wanted to be an A & P mechanic. I enrolled at the Spartan School of Aeronautics and began the course of instruction that would get me my Federal Aviation Agency Airman's Certificate as an Airframe and Power Plant mechanic. I finished the course, took the exam and got my license and then my dad used his influence (he was a shop steward for the union) to get me on at the same airline where he worked.
Because I was the new guy I had zip for seniority so I ended up on the grave shift where I could count on staying until I had six or seven years of seniority. That might get me afternoons, but I was at least fifteen years away from reaching days. Low seniority also meant that I had piss poor days off. I had Tuesday and Wednesday and the only way I would ever get a weekend day off was to day trade with another mechanic who had a Friday, Saturday or Sunday for days off and who needed a Tuesday or Wednesday off for some reason.
Working the midnight shift – from eleven-thirty at night until eight the next morning – was awkward in other ways also. You got off at eight and you had to make a choice. Go home and go to bed, sleep during the day and then get up and have the evening free until it was time to go to work or stay up during the day, go to bed around four and sleep until the alarm woke you up to go to work. Or maybe go home, do stuff during the morning, go to bed around noon and sleep till eight and have a couple of hours during the evening before going to work.
For the first six months I did a mixture of all three before settling on a schedule that worked for me. There was a golf course a mile from the hanger and I had to drive by it every morning on the way to my apartment. I stopped every morning and played nine holes, alternating between the front and back nine, and then I went home and went to bed. I got up around four and on Monday and Thursdays I bowled in a men's early house league. I kept Tuesday and Wednesday open for dates if I could come up with one or for hitting the bars if I couldn't and then maybe every six weeks or so I would take advantage of my pass privileges and go somewhere.
My favorite watering hole was Chester's Bar and Grille and it was mostly because it was the hangout for a lot of the guys I worked with and as an added attraction Chester's had a sexy as hell barmaid and a couple of foxy waitresses. I didn't waste my time trying to come on to them as they were constantly being hit on and I didn't want them looking on me as just another drunken clod, but they were sure nice to look at and fantasize about. I found out that it sometimes pays to be nice and polite. Since I never went after the girls after a while they started flirting with me and I eventually did date both Ann and Gail and I did score with both, but it was obvious that other than having some occasional fun there was no long term attraction there.
Chester's had a dance floor, but unless you could get off on a Thursday, Friday or Saturday when there was a live band you had to settle for the juke box. There were seldom any girls in Chester's on a Tuesday or Wednesday night so it was mostly shooting the bull with your buddies or shooting pool.
It was a Tuesday night and I had arrived at Chester's to find that none of my friends were there so I took a seat at the bar and made small talk with Kelly the barmaid. There were maybe a dozen people who had put four tables together in the back corner and it sounded like they were celebrating someone's birthday. Kelly had just served me my second beer and had gone off to take care of a customer at the other end of the bar when someone sat down on the stool next to me and a voice said:
"Howdy stranger."
I turned and saw Mellanie Butler. "Where have you been Robbie? I haven't seen you in over three years."
"Off to school for two of them, but I've been back almost a year now" is what I said, but what I was thinking was "You haven't seen me in three years? You've never talked to me before in your life."
Mellanie had been a classmate of mine since seventh grade, but we travelled in different social circles. Mellanie was the 'Golden Girl'. She was the girl that all the other girls wished they were like and she was the girl that all the boys wanted. She was beautiful, smart and talented. Homecoming Queen, cheerleader, class valedictorian; you name it and Mellanie was it. The face of an angel and a body that inspired lust in males of all ages. I was no different from all the other boys who wished that Mellanie was theirs, but I was also one who knew that it would never happen. Mellanie was always on the arm of one of the jocks. The star forward during basketball season; the quarterback or starting running back during football season and whoever was the star on the baseball team during baseball season. Us mere mortals never had a chance. In addition to all of her other qualities Mellanie had one that put her totally out of my reach – height! Mellanie towered over me at five foot ten. She was the unattainable dream girl and there she was sitting next to me and trying to engage me in conversation.
"We are celebrating Marsha Crowley's twenty-first birthday. Why don't you come over and join us?"
"I don't think so. I wouldn't want to intrude."
"Nonsense! You know everyone there. Consider it a mini class reunion."
"I'd really rather not" I said.
She shrugged, took my hand and pulled me off my bar stool and led me over to the tables.
"Hey everybody, look who I found."
I knew everyone at the tables, some better than others, and after the hellos were exchanged we began playing 'catch up.' A few were in college, three were married stay at home moms and the rest were all working. Someone put money in the juke box and a few got up to dance. A couple of girls looked at me with "come on, ask me to dance" looks on their faces, but I hesitated because every one of them was taller than me. I've danced with taller girls and I've always found it to be awkward as all get out. After a minute or so Mellanie took matters in hand and grabbed me and pulled me out onto the floor. Luckily a fast tune was playing so I didn't have to take Mellanie in my arms. We did two fast songs and then sat down to sip our drinks. Mellanie had shown the way so when the next girl wanted to dance she just got up, took me by the hand and pulled me out onto the floor. I danced with four girls that way and three of the dances were slow, but they weren't too awkward because the girls, even though taller than me, were not that much taller. Marsha, Betty and Sally were about five foot seven and Mary was just a shade over eight. I danced a couple more fast numbers with Mellanie and then the party started breaking up. I was just getting ready to leave when "Nights in White Satin" started playing and Mellanie said:
"That's my song. Come on Rob; you have to dance this one with me."
I didn't want to because I knew we would look ridiculous out there on the floor, but how could I say no to the girl I would have killed for in high school. It probably looked funny as hell to those who were watching – the top of my head at Mellanie's nose, but as silly as it might have looked I was in Heaven. The heat of her body, her scent and the way she held me close to her all combined to give me a hard on and Melanie couldn't help but feel it as her leg hit it from time to time.
I was sorry when the song ended and I had to walk Mellanie back to the table. Then I received my biggest surprise of the night. As I was saying my 'goodbyes' Mellanie handed me a slip of paper and said:
"Call me."
I looked at the paper and saw that it was a phone number. I looked up but Mellanie was already headed for the door.
For the next couple of days I wondered why Mellanie wanted me to call her. The only ay I was going to find out was to call so I called and she seemed glad to hear from me.
"I wondered if you would call."
"I almost didn't."
Let me guess. A little matter of three or four inches, right?"
"That's a good part of it."
"And the other parts?"
"To be absolutely honest about it I am nowhere near what you are used to. I remember the guys you hung with in school."
"We obviously need to sit down and talk. Do you like lasagna?"
"Yes I do."
"Tomorrow then. Lasagna, garlic bread and a bottle of Merlot."
She gave me directions to her place and I hung up more confused than ever.
That night at work I worked an engine change on a Convair 440 and I was too busy to think about Mellanie, but in the morning it all came back. I could not for the life of me figure out what was going on. Why would a girl like Mellanie be showing an interest in a guy like me? I was in pretty good shape, I wasn't bad looking – at least I didn't think so – but there was no way that a girl like Mellanie would have any interest in me.
I rang the doorbell at seven and when she opened the door I handed her the bottle of wine I had picked up. I sat at her kitchen table and we made small talk as she finished dinner. I learned that she would graduate with a degree in Chemical Engineering and already had a job lined up. She asked me to pour the wine and then we sat, sipped, ate and talked. She wanted to know what it was like working for an airline and she was especially interested in how pass privileges worked.
"I love to travel. Maybe I should have looked into being a stewardess."
"You wouldn't like it; at least not for the first couple of years."
"Why not?"
"You would find yourself in basically the same circumstances that I'm in. Seniority rules in the airlines and until you build up some you are on the bottom of the totem pole. With me it is grave shift and days off that suck. With you it would be months or even years of being on what they call reserve which means being on call to fill in when someone calls in sick or to cover vacations. I've dated stews on reserve and more than once I've shown up for a date only to find a note taped to the door telling me that they are sorry, but they have been called in. Even when you get enough seniority to bid a block you end up with the ones no one else wants. It wouldn't be until you had five or six years in before you could bid and hold the good trips."
"Yuck! I guess what I'll have to do is marry you so I can travel on your privileges."
"Yeah, right!"
"Why would you say that?"
"You and me? The tall Nordic Goddess and the shrimp?"
'What is with you and the height thing? Since when has height been the major component of a relationship?"
"I don't suppose it is, but you and me? I remember the guys you dated all through school and I'm a hundred and eighty degrees from them."
"And whose fault was that?"
"What do you mean?"
"Did you ever ask me out? No, you never did, but the guys you saw me with did. A lot of them were meat-heads, but they did ask me out and what girl wants to sit at home on a date night? If I wanted to go out I had to accept the ones who asked. That they were all athletes was probably because the sports they played gave them confidence in themselves and made it easier for them to approach girls. Do you have any idea what it is like to see guys you would like to get to know better ignore you because they don't think they have a chance? I went all through high school and the first two years of college dating who I dated because guys like you sat on your duffs thinking you had no chance with a girl like me so you never asked. It has only been the last year or so that I said to hell with it, I'll do the asking.
"Would you have gotten off that bar stool and joined us if I hadn't pulled you off of it? Would you be here tonight if I hadn't pushed it? I want to get to know you better Rob and I don't give a rat's ass that you aren't as tall as I am. What do you have to say to that?"
"Guilty as charged. I never thought that I would have a chance in hell so I never asked."
"What are you going to do about it?"
"My next day off is next Tuesday. Would you like to go out and have dinner with me?"
"I'd love to. So, tell me more about what it is like to work for an airline."
The first date led to a second which led to a third and then a fourth, fifth and sixth. It was on the sixth date that she sandbagged me. It was one of my rare Friday nights off – I had day traded with Bill Hencle – and I arrived at Mellanie's apartment to pick her up for dinner, drinks and dancing. When she opened the door and I had to tilt my head way back to look up at her. She was wearing four inch heels.
"Don't you dare think about height here Rob. I wanted to look my best for you and I look my best in heels."
Wisely I kept my mouth shut and keyed in on the "I wanted to look my best for you." As I drove to Duke's Steakhouse where I had reservations Mellanie talked about were she would like to go dancing and wouldn't you just know that she would pick the most popular place in town? The place would be jam packed and all I could think about was how many people were going to see us and laugh. I swear Mellanie could read my mind because she said:
"You need to get rid of that "I'm shorter than you" mentality Rob. When we walk into a place and you see people looking at us you need to smile and say to yourself "Eat your hearts guys, she is mine."
That hit me right in the pit of my stomach. Not "She is with me" but "She is mine." Jesus, were that it was true. When we walked into Duke's I did see guys looking at us and I did what Mellanie suggested. I smiled proudly and mentally said the words "She is mine." Mellanie saw the smile and she gave me one that lit up the room. The same thing happened when we got to The Pit. I will not say that the dancing wasn't a bit awkward because it was during the slow tunes, but we got through it without me embarrassing us.
When I got her home there was another major change. After the first and second date I walked her to her door and got "I had a really nice time" and a kiss on the cheek. On the third through the fifth date I got a kiss on the lips, but that night she invited me in. She told me to have a seat on the couch and then she left the room only to return a minute later with a beer which she handed me. "Be right back" she said and she left the room again. Three or four minutes later she was back. She still had her heels on, but she was wearing a bathrobe.
"I don't know what it is that bothers you Rob, but it needs to be gotten out of the way. I'm not used to what is going on. Do you have any idea of how many guys I've had to fight off in my life? And the one guy I don't want to fight off won't even try anything. I don't know if the problem is that you still think of me as unobtainable or what, but I've decided that if you won't make a move then it is up to me."
She opened the bathrobe and I saw that all she had on were her heels. She let the robe slip off her shoulders and fall to the floor and stood there waiting to see what I would do. I still felt that Mellanie was way out of my league, but I was smart enough to know what to do when presented with an opportunity like that. I stood up, kicked off my loafers and started to unbuckle my belt. Mellanie pushed my hands away and said:
"I'll do that. You get the shirt."
By the time I had my tie, shirt and tee shirt off she had my trousers and briefs down around my ankles and my cock in her mouth. I was instantly hard and after a couple of licks and sucks she took her mouth off me and as she helped me step out of the puddle of clothing around my feet she said:
"I see that all of you isn't short."
That confused me for a second or so before I realized that she was talking about my cock. I wondered if because I was short she thought I'd have a little dick. Not that I considered that my equipment was all that big. I thought seven inches was about average, but no way was I going to bring up the subject. Mellanie stood up, took me by the hand and led me into her bedroom.
When you were my size and sometimes had trouble getting dates you some times needed an edge when you finally scored so early on I did my best to find out what girls really liked and then did my best to deliver it. High on the list of what most girls liked and could never seem to get enough of was having their pussy eaten. I went after Mellanie's pussy like a dog after a meaty bone and in minutes I had her crying out for me to never stop. I brought her off twice before she pushed me away and mounted me. She rode me until I came and then she went down on me and got me up again. I did her doggie until we both got off again and then we fell asleep together. In the morning I woke up to see Mellanie on an elbow looking down at me while her hand played with my cock.
"Good morning lover. One more time before breakfast, okay?"
Her manipulations had me up and ready and I smiled at her and rolled her over onto her back.
On the drive to the IHOP on Curtis and Euclid we talked about everything but what had occurred that night. Once seated and after our order had been taken Mellanie said:
"It should be obvious to you after last night that I wasn't a virgin."
I started to say something, but she stopped me and said, "Let me finish what I have to say. I haven't been a virgin since junior high. There have been at least fifteen before you and I know that your question is going to be "Why are you telling me this?" I'm letting you know that I have seen and experienced what is out there and I have a damned good idea of what I need and what I want now that it is time for me to settle down. When I compare all the ones before you to you they all come up lacking. I was going to say "come up short" but changed it at the last second because I know that you being shorter than me is a big problem as far as you are concerned. It is not a problem for me. I'm more into the person than I am into physical appearance. I think that you and I have future if we can just get by you worrying about the height problem. Okay, your turn."



I didn't know what to say and I was trying to organize my thoughts when our food arrived. Eating gave me some time and when the empty plates were cleared away I said:
"First off, I don't care how many guys you have had a relationship with. I didn't go into last night a virgin either and my feelings are that what happened in the past is none of my business. As far as us having a future I don't know. The four inch difference in our height may not be a problem for you, but you are right in that it is a problem for me and not for the reasons you might think. I have no problem being by your side and I do smile and think "Eat your hearts out, she is with me." The problem is I do not think that you will be all that happy with the situation after a couple of years. I just can not believe that you won't eventually want someone you don't have to bend down to kiss; someone whose shoulder you can put your head on when you dance. In short, to use the word that you avoided using, I don't think that we can make it over the long haul."
"You are dead wrong Rob and the only question here is how do I prove it to you?"
"I don't know that you can Mel."
"You have to let me try Rob."
Even though I didn't think that there was a chance in hell we could make it work I would be brain dead to not at least give it a try and so I told her to go for it.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Mellanie and I dated for the next four months and those dates almost always ended up in her bed or mine. There was a bit of a down side to the relationship. I could only date on my days off and there isn't really a lot you can do on Tuesday and Wednesday. And then I found out something that I guess I wasn't supposed to know. Mellanie dated on the weekends. She never mentioned it to me and the way I found out was one Monday I stopped after work for breakfast and saw Charlie Smithers sitting at a table alone so I joined him. After we finished eating and were drinking coffee Charlie asked:
"What happened between you and Mellanie Butler? It looked like you two had something going for a while."
"Why would you think that we don't any more?"
"I dunno. I just seen her two Saturdays in a row out dancing with another guy."
"Tall guy? Maybe six two or six three?"
"Yeah, about that I'd say."
"Thanks for letting me know Charlie."
I filed the information away in the back of my mind. I wouldn't say anything to Mel about it, at least not at that time. We weren't officially anything – not going steady, not engaged – just dating. Granted, we did spend both of my days off together and we did get together some evenings before I had to go to work, but I had no clear call on her time. I did ask Charlie to keep me informed if he saw Mellanie out on weekends and he said that he would. Three times over the two months he did call me and tell me that Mellanie was out and about with some guy he didn't know.
Three months went by and Mellanie graduated. Once she was out of school and established in her new job she started hinting that we should move in together. It was probably mean of me, but it was the opening that I had been waiting for.
"If we do that won't it interfere with your Saturday nights?"
"What do you mean by that?"
"I understand that on Saturdays and some Fridays you go out dancing and drinking with some guy."
"Oh that. It's nothing. I just don't want to sit at home on the weekends so if someone asks me out I usually say yes. It is just an evening out."
She stopped for a second and then the light bulb lit up. Oh. Oh my. You think....oh no! I swear Rob, no! Drinks and dancing and maybe dinner once in a while, but no fooling around. I sear Rob, no fooling around. I am a one man woman Rob and you are that one man."
Maybe I was being stupid, but I believed her. She talked more about us living together and I finally gave in. The truth of the matter was that even though I didn't think we had a chance in hell for the long haul I was crazy about her and living together gave me that much more time with her.
It was on a Saturday about a month after she moved in with me that she sprung it on me. We had just finished dinner and she had gone to take a shower. I finished cleaning up the dishes and headed for the bedroom. I walked in just as she slid a dress over her body. I saw that she already had her nylons and heels on. I stood there looking at her with a half dozen questions running through my mind and she saw the look on my face.
"I'm going to go out and have a few drinks with Rich Carling and we will probably hit a club or two for some dancing."
I didn't say anything and Mellanie said, "Oh come on Rob. You know I'm yours. Some drinks and dancing is all that will happen. You won't be here and I don't like sitting home alone on Saturday nights."
I was going to say something along the lines of don't you think we should have talked about this before you made plans" but I didn't. What I was thinking was "It is time for me to find out just what the fuck is going on." I just turned and left the room and dropped in front of the TV and turned on the History Channel. I was sitting there watching something about the Korean War when she came out of the bedroom. Just then a horn honked out front and Mellanie came over and bent down to kiss me, but I turned my head. She stood there and looked at me for a couple of seconds and then said, "I'll see you in the morning" and she left.
I waited five minutes to see if she would think better of it and come back and when she didn't I got on the phone and called in sick to work. I knew Carling's car and he had a vanity plate so it wouldn't be too hard to find. It might take a while because there were a dozen places where you could go dancing. I lucked out and found his car at the third place I tried. I got even luckier when I pulled in onto the lot and parked where I could watch his car. Just as I turned my lights off I saw Charlie Smithers pull in and park. I walked over to him when he got out of his car and asked him for a favor.
"Find out where Mellanie is sitting and then come back out and let me know, okay?"
"You going to cause any trouble?"
"No. I just need to know what is going on. I need to know if I'm being lied to."
Charlie was back in five minutes and told me that Mel and Rich were in a booth on the south wall of the building. That was good for me because I could go in the far door and Mel wouldn't see me enter. I could sit at the north end of the bar where it was fairly dark and watch with a limited chance of being seen.
I watched for two hours as Mel and Rich talked, drank and danced. Three times I saw Rich try to take liberties with his hands and each time Mel pushed his hands away. The third time Mellanie got pissed and said something and they left the floor, had a drink, talked for a bit and then went back out on the floor and this time Rich behaved himself. I finally decided that nothing was going to happen in the bar so I went back out to my car and waited.
It was another two hours before they came out and got in Rich's car. They drove to Denny's and had a bite to eat and then Rich drove Mellanie home. They pulled up in front of the apartment and sat in the car and talked for a few minutes and then they got out of the car and Rich walked her to the door. They said something to each other and then Mellanie went up on her toes and kissed Rich's cheek (he was about six foot four) and then she went into the apartment and Rich drove away. About fifteen minutes later I saw the lights go out. I drove out to the airport, parked in the employee's parking lot and slept in the car until it was time to go home.
I stopped at Village Inn for breakfast and when I got home Mellanie was up and fixing breakfast. She asked me if I wanted bacon or sausage and I told her that I had stopped and eaten on the way home.
"Why? I always fix breakfast on Sunday."
"You were out partying last night so I thought you would be sleeping in."
She got a pissed off look on her face and said, "I was home by midnight and went right to bed – alone!"
It was actually twelve thirty-five, but I wasn't going to say anything or she would know I had been watching. I didn't say anything, just went into the bedroom, took off my uniform and put on shorts, tee shirt and tennis shoes. I left for my daily run without telling Mel I was leaving. She was waiting for me when I got back and as soon as I was in the house she said:
"We need to talk Rob."
"After my shower" I said as I headed for the bathroom. When I came back into the kitchen she was sitting at the table and I got a bottle of water out of the fridge and joined her. She went right at it.
"Don't you trust me Rob?"
"Let me answer your question with a question Mel. If we were married would you go out dancing with guys on Saturday night because I was working and wouldn't be home to keep you company?"
"Of course I wouldn't."
"How about if we were just engaged?"
"No I wouldn't"
"Don't you think that living together is the rough equivalent of being engaged? Doesn't living together show some sign of commitment?"
"Not really Rob. Until you propose and I accept I don't see us as anything other than extremely good friends with an excellent benefits package. Super-duper roommates, but with no permanent relationship. That means that I should be free to go out and enjoy myself."
"I'll agree that you should be free to do what you want given the relationship that we have, but that freedom is one of the reasons that our relationship hasn't moved to a higher level."
"Why is that?"
"Who have you been dating on those Saturdays?"
"No one in particular. I don't date the same guys all the time."
"No, but you do date the same type."
"What do you mean?"
"Every one of them is over six feet tall. Remember way back when I said that I didn't think we could make it long term. That eventually you would want some one you didn't have to bend down to kiss or some one whose shoulder you could put your head on when you danced? That's where you are now Mel. You are dating men you are comfortable with. Tall guys. Every Saturday Mel, you go out and prove my point. But you are correct. You are right in that your time is yours and I have no call on you so let's drop the subject."
"So I can go out on a Saturday as long as it is with a short guy?"
"No Mellanie. As you pointed out I have no real claim on you so you just go ahead and go out with whomever you please."
I got up and went into the bedroom and went to bed.
Things were a little chilly around the apartment for a couple of days and then things smoothed out. For three weeks Mellanie stayed home on Saturday night, but then she started going out. There were no more dates calling for her at the apartment. This time she went out alone, did her thing and then drove herself home. From what I heard she was still meeting with tall guys.
Some major changes took place at work when the union negotiated rotating days off into our new contract. The way it worked was one week you had Monday/Tuesday off and the next week it was Tuesday/Wednesday followed by Wednesday/Thursday, Thursday/Friday and then came the good part – Friday/Saturday/Sunday and then Saturday/Sunday and Monday. Two week ends out of every six you had three days off. When you factored in the Thursday/ Friday it meant that three weekends in a row I could take Mellanie out drinking and dancing or do whatever she wanted to do and that put an end to her going out on Saturdays.
Once we had settled into the new day off schedule Mellanie started working hard at getting me to propose and even though I thought it would be a mistake in the long run I was too hung up on her to fight her off. I proposed, she accepted and we were married.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Life was good and we were happy together. There were some minor hiccups along the way like the night of her company Christmas party. After the dinner and the speeches were all over with the live band began to play. Maybe half an hour later, after I had danced a couple of dances with Mellanie, a guy she worked with came over and asked her to dance. She looked over at me and I nodded an okay. What the hell; it was her party, right?
She got up and danced with the guy. He was a little over six feet tall and they moved well together. The song ended and the two of them stood and talked for a coupe of seconds and then the next number began to play and they went back to dancing. A third song started and another guy cut in. That song ended and the guy walked Mellanie over to a table where three other guys were sitting. They talked for a couple of minutes and then the guy who had just danced with Mellanie sat down and one of the men sitting stood up and walked Mellanie back out onto the dance floor. This guy was at least six two and as I watched them dance I was getting pissed. I gave the nod to one guy for one dance expecting her to come back to our table when it was over. The song ended and the two of them stayed out on the floor for the next tune. When it ended it looked like Mellanie was at last going to come back to where I was sitting, but another guy – over six foot naturally – came up to her and the two of them swung into the next number. Mellanie had apparently forgotten that she had come to the party with me.
I imagined that everyone in the place was looking at me and shaking their heads. I finished the drink in front of me and then I stood up and headed out of the ballroom. I was getting my coat from the coat check girl when Mellanie came rushing up.
"Where are you going Rob?"
"Home."
"You were just going to walk off and leave me here?"
"You wouldn't have been alone."
"What is wrong with you Rob?"
"Think on it Mel; you'll figure it out."
I had my coat on by then and I headed for the door.
"Wait Rob. I need to get my coat."
"I turned and said, "I've waited enough tonight" but I stopped at the door and waited for her to catch up. I headed for the car and she hurried along behind me. As soon as we were in the car she said:
"What in the hell is wrong with you?"
"Does the word 'abandonment' mean anything to you Mellanie?"
"What are you talking about?"
"I'm talking about what I have been doing for the last half hour Mellanie."
"I don't understand."
"A man comes up and asks you to dance. You look at me and I nod an okay. You get up and go out onto the dance floor and dance with the man. What is supposed to happen next?"
"I don't know what you are trying to say Rob."
"What was supposed to happen next Mellanie is you finish the dance, come back to our table, he thanks you for the dance table and you and I – that's YOU and I Mellanie – get back to partying. But that isn't what happened is it? You stayed gone, danced with another guy, went over to their table and socialized for a bit, danced with two more guys and were still out on the floor dancing when I got fed up with being abandoned and got up to go. I'd be willing to bet that you would still be out there on that dance floor if you hadn't seen me get up and leave."
"That's not fair Rob. It was a party and I was having a good time. Maybe I got a little carried away, but you are making a mountain out of a molehill."
"Well I don't see it that way Mellanie. It was a party with the people you work with, none of whom I ever met before tonight, and you took off and left me sitting alone at our table for almost half an hour. Half an hour with no one to talk to and nothing to do but sit and drink while watching you make me look like a fool."
"I did not!"
"Of course you did. You didn't think I didn't notice all the people looking at me wondering why my wife cared so little about me that she could walk away and leave me alone."
"It wasn't like that Rob."
"Yes it was Mellanie. You got so wrapped up in dancing with guys you didn't have to look down at that you forgot all about me."
"That again!"
"What do you mean "that again?"
"You and that damned size thing."
"Bullshit Mellanie. It is about you walking away and leaving me there to sit alone and if you can't see that it was just plain wrong there is no point in talking about it any more."
"Fine!" she snapped and not another word was said on the rest of the drive home, but after we went to bed she put her hand on my cock and said:
"I'm sorry baby; I just didn't think. Forgive me?" she asked as her mouth closed over my cock.
We never mentioned that party again.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Things were great for the first two years of our marriage and then Mellanie began to get kinky on me. Our sex life had been great. No, 'had been' is the wrong way to put it. Our sex life WAS great! But Mellanie wanted to spice it up. Oral sex had always been a part of our sex life and I enjoyed the hell out of Mel's blow jobs and I loved giving her oral pleasure. Mel wanted me to start eating her pussy after I'd cum in her, but the idea didn't appeal to me at all. I said no and she pouted, but she never stopped trying to get me to do it. Finally I broke down and did it. I didn't like it, but it didn't kill me and Mel loved it.
Next she wanted to try having sex in dangerous places – places where we might get seen or even caught. Again I didn't want to do it. I pointed out that they had laws against lewd conduct and that we could get caught by the cops and end up in jail, but she shrugged it off and kept pushing and eventually I gave in to keep Mellanie happy.
She gave me a blow job in the rear row of a movie theatre. We made love in super market parking lots with people pushing their carts past our car and we screwed on side streets under street lights. One time we were having dinner at Angelo's and the tables there had table cloths that hung down to the floor, Mel kept after me to go under the table and eat her pussy until I agreed to do it. I licked her pussy while fifty or sixty people ate, drank and talked all around us. Then she embarrassed the hell out of me. She told me no one was looking our way and that it was clear for me to come out from under the table. I did and came face to face with the waiter who was waiting to take our desert order.
He's already had his" Mellanie said, "And I'm too full to eat another bite."
The waiter left and Mellanie laughed and said, "You should see the look on your face. It's priceless."
"Go ahead and laugh damn it! We will never be able to come back to this place again."
"Don't be silly. From now on they will treat you like a king when we come in."
I was pissed, but Mel made it all better when she sucked my cock all the way home and then fucked me into exhaustion.
The worst one and the one where I should have said, "No! Not only no, but HELL NO!" was when she wanted to try anal. Not on her – we had always done anal – but on me. She wanted to do me with a strap on. I said no and she said, "Please baby, just one time?" and I said no again, but she kept on and I did what I always did when she pushed – I gave in. It hurt at first and I didn't like it, but the more she did it the more comfortable with it I became. I never looked forward to it, but it gave Mel pleasure so I went along with the program.
The next thing that Mellanie came up with to 'spice up' our sex life came about by accident. I was in a two week training class on a new aircraft that the company was putting into service and I got out of class at five. Mellanie got off work at four-thirty and we arranged to meet at Bogart's Lounge, have drink or two and then go out to dinner.
It was twenty minutes from where I was to Bogart's and when I got there I saw Mellanie sitting at a table with three guys. I had expected her to be sitting at the bar waiting for me. I was a bit taken aback when I saw one of the guys put his hand on Mellanie's leg just above the knee. I wondered how long it had been going on. If Mellanie got off work right at four-thirty and went straight to Bogart's that meant she had been there for about forty-five minutes. What had gone on during that time that made the man think he could put his hand on Mellanie's leg? What was even more disturbing to me was that Mellanie didn't push his hand away.



I stopped where I was and watched to see what would happen next. There was some laughter and the man sitting across from Mellanie reached over and lightly touched her cheek and at the same time the man who had his hand on her leg moved it up six inches or so until he was right at the edge of her skirt. Again, Mellanie did nothing to stop the man. She might not stop him, but I sure as hell would.
I headed straight for the table flexing my fist in preparation of punching the asshole who was manhandling my wife even knowing that I was most likely going to end up fighting all three of them which would not end well for me. Mellanie saw me coming and gave me a big smile as she said:
"Here he is now."
I walked up to the table and Mellanie said, "Hi baby. This is Jim, Harry and Bill" and she pointed at them as she named them, "They offered to keep me company while I waited for you."
I got nods from the three of them, but the look on Jim's face (he was the one with the busy hands) told me that he was pissed that I showed up and robbed him of his "sure thing." Harry said:
"Pull up a chair and let us buy you a drink."
"Thanks, but we need to be going if we are going to be on time for our dinner reservations."
I offered my hand to Mellanie and she took it and stood up, thanked the guys for the drinks they had bought her and then we left. As soon as we were in the car I was going to jump Mellanie's ass for not doing something about Jim's hand, but as soon as the door closed behind her she said:
"I was wondering if you were ever going to come over to the table."
"What do you mean?"
"I saw you come in. When Jim put his hand on my leg I thought that you would come storming over, but you just watched as he moved his hand up my leg. Were you going to wait until he got to my pussy before coming over? Or maybe that's what you wanted to happen. Is that it baby? You want to see another man use me?"
Before I could say a word she said, "Skip dinner baby; get me home!" She slid over next to me and pulled my zipper down as she said:
"They wanted me baby. Jim thought he was going to get me. Get me home baby; I'm hot and I need it baby, I need it bad" and then she had my cock in her mouth. No way was I going to jump her ass about what had gone on at the table while she was sucking my cock and by the time we got home the only things on my mind were getting in the house, getting naked and getting it on. Mellanie flat wore me out that night.
In the morning we were both rushed to get out of the house on time so nothing was said until we were both at home that night. Before I had a chance to say "What on Earth were you thinking when you let that clown lay his hands on you last night" Mellanie hit me with:
"Last night was wild baby. Can we do it again?"
"Why would you even bother to ask that? We make love all the time."
"Not that baby. Oops, that didn't come out right. Of course we will keep making love. I meant the bar thing. Can we do it again?"
"The bar thing?"
"It was a huge turn on for me baby. Guys hitting on me, buying me drinks and doing there best to hustle me and me going along with it all the time knowing that I'll be laving with you and leaving them frustrated."
"It isn't a good idea Mel. I can see all kinds of trouble happening."
"Like what? What could possibly happen?"
"How about them getting belligerent when I come on the scene. How about my having to fight my way out of the bar?"
"That would never happen."
"Bullshit Mel. I walk up and one of the guys tells me to buzz off and when I don't he stands up and it goes from there. His buddies join in and I end up in the hospital. No Mel, not a good idea."
"Okay, how about this? No tables and no groups. I take a seat at the bar and wait for someone to hit on me. I tell him up front that I'm waiting for someone, but he's late. I know guys baby and the right one will think he can get me out of there before whoever I'm waiting for shows up."
"How is that going to work with me already being there and watching."
"How about you drop me off and come in a half hour later?"
"And while I'm not there looking out for you he slips a date rape drug in your drink and hustles you out the back door. What then?"
She kept coming up with scenarios and I kept shooting them down, but in the end I gave in to her like I always did. If it kept her happy she kept me happy.
The first time I went into the place first and took a seat at the bar where I could see most of the place. Mellanie came in about five minutes later and took a seat at the other end of the bar. She hadn't been sitting there five minutes before a man approached her. They talked for a minute and then Mellanie got off of her bar stool and went out onto the dance floor and danced with the man. They stayed out on the floor for two dances and then Mellanie joined him at his table and for the next hour and a half he bought her drinks and danced with her.
I watched as his hand slid down and cupped her ass and I saw him slid a hand across her tits. Did it piss me off? Damned right it did, but as long as Mellanie didn't let it get any worse I could live with it. Finally the guy got up and went to the bathroom and as soon as he was out of sight Mellanie grabbed her purse, got up and left the lounge. I got up and followed and it was a repeat of the last time. As soon as we were out of the lot Mellanie had my cock out and was going to town on it. She sucked on it all the way home and once there she exhausted me.
We did it maybe half a dozen more times with the same result – Mellanie being super hot for sex, but then the inevitable happened. A guy came back quickly from the men's room and chased Mellanie out into the parking lot.
"Where do you think you are going bitch? You ain't drinking my booze and playing me for a sucker." He grabbed her arm and said, "Your choice cunt! Your back seat or mine."
By then I'd caught up with them and I told him to get his hands off of her. He turned to me and snarled:
"Butt out ass wipe."
When you are me you don't fuck around with guys bigger than you and you don't fight fair. "Ass wipe" wasn't fully out of his mouth when I nailed him in the nuts as hard as I could. No talking, no threats, no posturing, just a hard shot to his stones followed up by several kicks to the body and head. I hustled Mellanie into the car and we took off I was keyed up and my hands were shaking and I looked over at Mellanie and was about to say "No more Mellanie" but she was tearing at my zipper and then she went after my cock like her life depended on draining my balls. That night she fucked me so hard and long that my dick was actually hurting when she finally quit. I fell into an exhausted sleep.
The next morning Mellanie surprised me. "I think we need to cool it for a while. Last night almost got out of hand."
I agreed with her and for three weeks we didn't play 'the game' but then one Friday night she wanted to do it again and to keep her happy I went along with it.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
We had been married just short of three years when Mellanie's desire to add 'excitement to our sex life did us in.
One of the benefits that Mellanie had at her job was that she got her birthday off as a paid holiday so she was going to be off on Friday. Just before I left for work on Thursday night she told me to come straight home in the morning because she had a surprise for me. I chuckled and said:
"It's your birthday and I get the present?"
"Exactly. Straight home now, okay?"
"Okay."
"Call me as soon as you pull into the drive so I can be ready for you."
She kissed me goodbye, walked me to the door and said, "Don't forget. Straight home and call me as soon as you pull in the drive."
That night was a busy one. I was assigned a double brake change and a service check on a DC-9 and I didn't have any time to think about what Mellanie might have planned. As I was punching out in the morning a couple of the guys asked me if I was going to stop for breakfast and I almost said yes until I remembered I had to go straight home.
As I pulled into the drive I used my cell phone to call Mellanie and when I got to the front door she opened it and stood there smiling at me. She was wearing four inch 'come fuck me' pumps with nylons and a garter belt. She had on a bustier that pushed her tits up and out, but only covered the bottom of her breasts. She stepped back and said:
"Good enough to eat?"
"Hell yes!"
"Come on then" she said and she took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom. In the bedroom there was a chair sitting next to the bed and she told me to get naked and sit down on the chair. I did what she wanted and then she laid back on the bed, reached under a pillow and brought out an eight or nine inch dildo. "Watch baby" she said and she slid the fake cock into her pussy. I watched as she looked me right in the eye and stroked the dildo into her pussy with one hand and rubbed her clit with the other. She worked the toy in her pussy until she started to moan and then she speeded up the strokes until she had an orgasm. I was sitting there with a hard on as she came down from her orgasm. She tossed the dildo aside as she said:
"Now I'm ready for the real thing."
I was just starting to get off the chair and join her on the bed when the closet door opened and a naked man walked out. He walked straight to the bed and climbed on as Mellanie said:
"Watch this baby; it will be wild."
I sat there stunned as it all happened in front of me. I couldn't believe it. It had to be a joke of some kind, but I wasn't laughing as the man slid his hard cock into Mellanie's hole. As the guy walked from the closet to the bed I noticed that he was six three or six four and I remembered all the times I'd told Mellanie that I didn't think she would be happy with a guy shorter than she was and here was the proof that I had known what I was talking about. I also noticed that even though the guy was tall his cock wasn't any bigger than mine. At least one little bright spot in what was turning out to be a shitty day.
On the bed the guy was pounding into Mellanie and she was squealing as she wrapped her legs around the guy and dug her nails into his ass as she pulled him to her. I was torn between getting up, grabbing the guy by the hair, pulling him off the bed and kicking his balls into mush and sitting back down and watching it to the end just to find out what Mellanie thought she was doing. Why did she have me get naked and sit on a chair just to watch what she was doing? What I did know was that Mellanie and I were through and all that was left to do was involve the lawyers and the courts so I decided to stay seated.
It took ten minutes for the guy to cum and when he pulled out of Mellanie's cunt she thanked him for his help and he walked over to the closet he had come out of, picked up his clothes and walked out of the room. Mellanie smiled at me, held her arms open and said:
"Your turn baby. Come on over here and let me fuck your brains out."
I couldn't believe it. She was acting like it was nothing, just business as usual. I got up and went to the open closet, reached up to the top shelf and got down the gift wrapped box. It had a card scotch-taped to it and I carried it over to the bed and handed it to Mellanie.
"Happy birthday Mel" I said as I handed her the package and then I picked up my clothes and started dressing. Mellanie was busy opening and reading the card and she didn't notice me dressing until she turned to look at me and say:
"Oh baby, that is just so swee.... What are you doing? Why are you putting your clothes back on?"
"I could get in trouble leaving the house naked Mel."
"Leave the house? Why would you leave the house?"
"Don't be stupid Mellanie. After what you just did there is no way I can stay here. No way in hell that I even want to be around you."
"What I just did? All I did baby was add some spice to our sex life. You can't tell me that it didn't turn you on. You sat there and watched and you had a hard on."
"You weren't paying very close attention Mellanie. I had a hard on watching you with the fake cock, but it went away when your lover's cock stabbed your cunt."
"But you sat there and watched."
"Mostly because I couldn't believe what I was seeing and I was curious to know why you did this to us."
"I didn't do anything to us Rob. What I did was for us. It was to add excitement to our love life."
"Did you even stop to think about how exciting it would have been if I had reacted differently and pulled your lover off of you and then beat him half to death and then turned on you?"
"In the first place he is not my lover. He is just a guy I know from work that I asked to help me out with the surprise. And there is no way you would have pulled him off of me and beat on him. You just aren't that kind of guy."
"Not that kind of guy? Is your opinion of me really that low Mellanie? You see me as some wimpy little dude? Have you already forgotten that asshole in the parking lot?"
"That was different Rob. He was going to try and hurt me and you knew it. You could see that Todd wasn't hurting me. You are not some "wimpy little dude" Rob, now get your clothes off and get over here."
"No thanks Mel. I'm not the least bit interested is some other guys left-overs. Sloppy seconds has never been my bag."
I turned and walked out of the room, left the house, got in my car and went looking for a motel room. As I drove I thought about the card I'd given Mellanie. I'd spent over an hour going through all the cards on the card racks at the store looking for the perfect card. The words came back to me:
"There aren't enough words to tell you I love you,
Not enough ways to show you I care,
Not enough laughter and good times to wish you,
Not enough wonderful moments to share...
A million bright mornings would not be too many,
Long evenings forever would still be too few,
For I need you and love you so much that it seems
There aren't enough days in a lifetime with you."
Yeah, right!
My cell phone had been going off constantly since I walked out and I knew all the calls were from Mellanie so I just let the phone chirp away. I checked in at the Best Western and when I got to the room I looked at the phone and saw that I had fourteen missed messages and five voice mails. I deleted the call register and played the voice mails. They were all basically the same.
"Rob honey, we need to talk. You are taking this the wrong way. Call me baby, please call me."
I deleted the voicemails, turned off the phone and went to bed. I didn't sleep all that well as my mind was on what Mellanie had done. I could not for the life of me figure out why she thought that what she did would be okay with me.
I was up at seven and hit the Black Eyed Pea across the street from the motel for a bite to eat. I stopped at the Safeway for a few snacks and a carton of Coke and went back to my room, I turned on my phone and saw that I had eleven missed messages and five voicemails and I deleted them all and turned the phone back off. The only people who ever called me on it were my mom, my sister, my brother and Mellanie. I'd call the family and let them know what was going on and then I'd have no reason to turn the phone on until I got a new number – a number Mellanie would not get.
My mind wasn't on my job that night. I just could not get over what Mellanie had done. I knew that for my own piece of mind I was going to have to sit down and talk with her, but it wasn't going to be for a while. I did not believe that I could ever get violent with Mellanie, but given the mood I was in I didn't think it wise to put myself in a position where it might happen.
When eight o'clock came and it was time to punch out one of the guys standing at the time clock with me said:
"Got something going on this morning I see."
"What makes you say that?"
"Your wife is out in the parking lot waiting for you."
I went to the break room and looked out the window and sure enough Mellanie was parked next to my car. I went through the hanger and out the back door to the employee's bus stop and caught the shuttle bus over to the terminal and went down into the basement to the employee's cafeteria. I ate a leisurely breakfast and then I toured the two bookstores in the terminal until I figured Mellanie had given up waiting and had gone on to work. I caught the shuttle bus back to the hanger and Melanie was gone, but she had left an envelope under my wiper blade. I was tempted to tear it up and throw it away, but decided not to. I was going to have to talk to her eventually and maybe there was something in the note that would give me a clue as to what was going on. I opened the envelope and read the note inside.
"Rob, please call me. We need to talk before things get too out of hand. Don't ever doubt that I love you baby. Please please call me."
Get out of hand? What the fuck would you call fucking another man in front of your husband and in his own home and on his own bed? I crumpled up the note and tossed it aside. By the time I reached the room I had calmed down a bit and had come to the realization that we did need to talk and soon. The more I knew about what had gone on the better I would be able to make an informed decision on what to do. Go for Irreconcilable Differences or Infidelity on the divorce? The lawyers would answer that question, but they would have questions and the more answers I had for them the better off I would be.
We hadn't gotten around to having children so I didn't have to worry about child support. Mellanie made more than I did so alimony wouldn't be an issue. All I could see happening was dividing up what we had and then moving on. I took a deep breath and called Mellanie at her work number. I got the receptionist and asked for Mellanie.
"Hello?"
"It's me."
"Where have you been? I've been worried sick."
"Spent the night in a motel."
"Why on Earth did you do that?"
"Oh for God's sake Mellanie don't be so stupid. You know damned well why."
"It wasn't necessary baby. All you had to do was let me explain."
"There is no fucking way you can have a reasonable explanation for what you did. No way can you explain away cheating on me."
"I didn't cheat on you. You were right there."
"You know what I mean Mellanie."
"You are wrong Rob. Cheating is when you sneak around. What I did was out in the open and I didn't hide anything from you."
"This is getting us no place. Your note said you wanted to talk. What do you want to talk about?"
"I can't do it while I'm here at the office. I'll leave work a little early tonight and be home by five-thirty and we can talk then. Is that okay with you?"
All right Mellanie; I'll be there."
"I love you Rob. Please remember that."
"Yeah Mel, sure. Whatever you say."
I got home around two and packed up my clothes and some odds and ends and moved them to the motel. I was sitting at the kitchen table when Mellanie got home and she rushed to me and tried to put her arms around me, but I held her off. She got a hurt look on her face and then she sat down opposite me.
"You wanted this meeting Mel so go ahead and speak your piece."
"I want to know why you ran off and left me without even talking to me."
"Jesus Christ Mellanie; you are a college graduate, top of your class so you can't be as dumb as you are sounding now. I left to keep from wrapping my hands around your throat and choking the hell out of you for fucking another man. How could you not understand that?"
"But it didn't mean anything Rob. All it was was something to add so excitement to our sex life. Okay; maybe I should have prepared the ground a little better, but I wanted it to happen on my birthday so I probably moved faster than I should have."



"Prepare the ground? You aren't making any sense here Mellanie."
"You would have been all right with what happened if I had just taken the time to get you ready."
I looked at her like she was from outer-space and she saw my face and read my expression correctly.
"Oh come on Rob. You would have and you know it. You always give in to me."
"You are out of your ever loving mind Mellanie. There is no fucking way that you could have talked me into going along with what you did."
"You said the same thing when I tried to get you to try public sex, but you did it. You said the same thing when I tried to get you to eat me after cumming in me, but you did that too. The same thing with the bar scene thing. I wanted to do it and you said no, but you did it when I pushed. And what about my using the strap-on on you. You said 'no way' but I pushed and you did it. You went along with it because it was what I wanted to do and you would have gone along with watching me with Ted if I would have spent the time getting you ready for it. You are a submissive Rob even though you probably don't realize it. It is the main reason I married you."
"I thought you married me because you loved me."
"I do love you baby and I have for longer than you know, but love alone would not have been enough for me to marry you. I know me lover and I know that I have to be the dominant partner. I would have married a man I didn't love if he were the right kind of man – a man I could control. That is why I was so happy to marry you. I not only got the kind of man I needed, but I also got the man I loved."
"Me a submissive? You are crazy Mellanie. I've never had a submissive day in my life."
"Of course you have baby. I'm not talking about a get down on your knees "yes master" or "yes mistress" type of submissive, but someone who goes along and avoids confrontation. Someone who gives in rather than fight about it."
"And that is how you see me?"
"It is you baby. I know you better than you know yourself. I watched you all through junior high and high school and you walked away from every confrontation. And you have always allowed yourself to be pushed into things. Take that night at Chester's. You didn't want to dance and you didn't want to join the group, but I forced it by grabbing your hand and pulling you off that barstool and so you went along. At the table you didn't ask anyone to dance and you wouldn't have, but again, I grabbed your hand and forced the issue and you went along. The other girls saw the way I handled you so they did it also. We never bothered to ask you – we just took you and you went along. All through our relationship if I wanted something and you didn't all I had to do was put a little pressure on you and you always came around. You would have given in on the thing with Ted too. I just misjudged things. I did want to do it on my birthday so I hurried things instead of taking my time."
"I don't care what you say or think Mellanie; there is no way that I would have gone along with what you did."
"Yes you would have Rob, especially once you knew that the next time it would have been me sitting on the chair watching you with another woman."
"What?"
"That's right baby. The next time the roles will be reversed. In fact, now that I think about it, maybe we should have started with you and another woman."
I shook my head in disbelief and muttered, "I don't believe this; I just don't fucking believe this."
"What did you say baby?"
"I said I can't believe this. As long as we have been together and you don't know me any better than that? When did I ever give you any indication that I would be open to what you did? When did I ever suggest that I would like to have sex with another woman or that I would be willing to watch you with another man?"
"The way you made love to me when we played the bar game was the indication. What I did with Ted was the next logical step in the progression. Again, I should not have rushed it. The point here Rob is that it is what I wanted to do and frankly I don't see anything wrong with it. You are acting as if I did something to shame you and that just isn't true. All I want to do is keep our love life exciting. I don't want us to ever reach a point where it is twice a week, ho-hum, roll over and go to sleep. Okay, you don't like the idea of me with another man so we won't go there again. I still owe you a time with a woman while I watch, but then we won't do it again."
"You don't owe me anything Mellanie. I am not going to do another woman while you watch."
"You have to Rob. We have to keep it even."
"No we don't Mellanie. You crossed the line when you pulled that stunt with Ted. You killed our marriage Mellanie. I don't know where you got your twisted ideas about what kind of man that I am, but you are totally wrong. I walked away from confrontations in junior high because by then I had learned that getting into it with guys bigger than me usually ended up with me getting the snot beat out of me. Once you know you can't win it makes no sense to keep on fighting so I took the verbal abuse and then walked away. That was not me being submissive Mellanie, that was me being smart. And another thing Mellanie. That night at the bar, did I turn and walk away from the asshole who was going to drag you into a back seat? Just in case you forgot he was a good six or seven inches taller than me, but I was there for you when I needed to be.
"I didn't want to get off of that bar stool that night at Chester's because two of the guys who were sitting at that table were guys who used to beat the hell out of me in grade school. I didn't want to dance with you because of the size difference, but I let you pull me into it because I'd always had a crush on you and quite frankly I never expected to see you again after that night. I didn't ask any of the girls at the table to dance because I didn't know who was with someone and who was stag and given my prior history with two of the guys at that table I wasn't going to take a chance that something wouldn't start. And there was the size thing. Three of the five, not counting you, were taller than me and I have always been uncomfortable dancing with girls who are taller than I am. When one of the girls took me by the hand and pulled me toward the dance floor I went because it would have been impolite and would possibly have caused a scene if I would have jerked my hand away and told them to leave me alone. I did not 'submit' and I was not 'controlled.' And the way I made love to you after the bar thing had nothing to do with me be turned on by seeing you flirt with other guys. It had all to do with the way you were when we got home. You were hot and horny as hell and I was feeding off of you. I was turned on by the way you were making love.
"The things you got me to do I did for you because I loved you and I wanted you to be happy. Again Mellanie, I was not submitting – I was giving. And as far as you knowing me better than I know myself? The one thing you SHOULD KNOW and apparently don't is how I feel about size. If you knew me as well as you think you do you would have known how I was going to react when you took on a lover who was six three or four. I always told you that I wasn't big enough for you and that some day you would get tired of short little me and want some one who was taller. I hate to be an 'I told you so' but you went and did what I always knew you would do. But I guess that I can't bitch. I had you for a lot longer than I ever expected and I suppose I should be thankful for that.
"But now you have me wondering about your wanting me to eat my cum out of your pussy and letting you use your strap on on me. Getting me ready for Ted or one of your other lovers? Is that what was next on your "keep excitement in our sex life" parade. Have me suck your lover's cum out of you? Let your lover do me in my ass?"
"Jesus Rob, how could you even think something like that?"
"It isn't any farther for me to go to believe that than it was for me to go to believe what you did last night."
I got up and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Back to the motel. I doubt that I can find a divorce lawyer before Monday, but as soon as I get one I'll call you with his number. You should probably get one too. As far as the divorce is concerned we are in a 'no-fault' state, but you still need to make sure that you are protected."
"Divorce? Oh no you don't Rob. We are not getting a divorce. We belong together and I am not letting you get away. Make up your mind to that Rob; there will be no divorce."
"It isn't your choice Mellanie. You made your choice when you spread yourself on our bed for your tall lover."
"Damn it Rob; he is not my lover. You are. All Ted was was a tool I used to add some excitement to our sex life. Okay, so I guessed wrong as to what I could do with you, but I can promise that it will never happen again."
"Maybe not, but you would probably pull off some other stupid stunt that I wouldn't like either. How could you not? After all, I'm just some wimpy little submissive that you can control, right? I'll call you with his name when I get an attorney."
I left with Mellanie yelling, "Don't go Rob, don't go."
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I didn't hear the door open and then close. I was vaguely aware that something in the room was different. Sort of like the feeling you get when you are half asleep and half awake and in your subconscious mind you feel that something isn't right. I felt a mouth close on my cock and since I had been dreaming of Mellanie for an instant I thought that I was still dreaming, but then I came awake and saw Mellanie. She swung over me and pushed herself down on my cock.
"What are you doing" I stupidly asked.
"Claiming my husband and my lover."
"I don't want this Mellanie."
"What you want doesn't matter little man. It is what I want. You are mine and I'm marking my territory."
"Little man?"
"Yes Rob, little man. You are constantly on the size thing so I've given up and I'm going with it. Compared to me you are little. Compared to some other men I know you are little and since you keep harping on it I simply decided to call a spade a spade. You are a little man, but you are MY little man. The key word there lover is MAN. You are little, but you are all man and all the man I've ever wanted. You are mine Rob and I WILL NOT let you go. Get used to it my little man; you are stuck with me for the rest of your life. There will be no divorce, no trial separation and no time outs. You will never be able to get away from me. You can try, but I will hunt you down just like I did this time. I will be a permanent stalker in your life. Get used to it because you are not going to get rid of me."
She leaned down and kissed me and rolled off of me and pulled me on top of her. "Make love to me lover" she said as she wrapped her long legs around me, grabbed my ass with both of her hands and pulled me to her. As upset with her as I was there was no way I could quit now that she had me that far along, but I was still pissed enough to try and punish her. I slammed into her as hard as I could, but she didn't seem to care.
"That's it little man; fuck me, fuck me hard."
I was gasping for breath when I finally busted my nut, but Mellanie wasn't done with me. She pushed me off of her and moved down to take my cock in her mouth again. All thoughts of telling her to go away and leave me alone were gone as she worked to revive my cock. It started to come back to life and she took her mouth off me and said:
"You want to punish me little man?" She got on her hands and knees and said, "Take my ass little man. No grease, no finger work, no slow and easy. Just take my ass. Ram it in me."
Mellanie loved anal, but only if I took my time working up to it and used lots of KY Jelly. And even then it took minutes to work my way in and give her time to get used to it. Once in and she was acclimated it was 'Katy bar the door.' What she had just done was tell me to make her hurt. She was telling me to give her a ton of pain to make up for the pain she had caused me.
"Do it little man, do it. Punish me!"
She waggled her butt at me and I moved in behind her, gripped her hips and then shoved myself as deep in to her as I could go.
"No!" she yelled. "My ass, you have to take my ass."
I ignored her and slammed my cock into her pussy. "MY ass" she wailed, "You have to use my ass."
Even as she cried that she was pushing back on my cock.
"Shut up Mellanie. I'm not going to fuck you in the ass."
"You have to; you have to fuck my ass."
"No I don't you stupid bitch and if you don't shut the fuck up I'll stop what I am doing."
"No" she moaned, "Don't stop, don't stop."
Another minute went by as Mellanie orgasmed and then orgasmed again and then I was there and I emptied into her cunt. I rolled off of her and she fell to the bed on her stomach. I was looking up at the ceiling, breathing hard and then I asked:
"How did you find me and how did you get here?"
She didn't answer right away, but then she said, "I called every hotel and motel in town and asked if my uncle had arrived yet and checked in. Once I knew where you were a twenty dollar bill to the maid got me in the door."
"Why? Why did you bother?"
"You can't be that dumb Rob. I love you and I'm not letting you get away. If you don't come home to me where you belong then I have to come to you. Get used to it lover. I am not letting you get away."
There was a moment of silence and then she asked, "Why didn't you take my ass?"
"Because it would have hurt you."
"I wanted you to hurt me. What I did caused you pain and I needed to balance the scale. I needed you to cause me pain to punish me. I had to even things up between us. I know they weren't the same kinds of pain; mine would be physical where yours was mental and emotional, but I had to do something to atone for the hurt I caused you. Why did you call me a stupid bitch?"
"Because you have to be stupid if you think I could deliberately hurt you and you had to be stupid if you thought that I would get off on watching you fuck another man. What's with the little man shit?"
"Trying to make a point. You always judge other men who you see me around by their size and you are always telling me that you know that some day I'm going to want to be with a taller man. You are always thinking of yourself as smaller so I just decided that if that is how you want to see yourself I'd just go with the flow."
"You don't see it as an insult?"
"Of course not. It is how you see yourself. The point Rob is that you are my man. Regardless of your height you are and you will always be my man. I can't help it that I'm around taller men. You got pissed because of all the tall guys who danced with me at my company Christmas party, but did you notice that they were the only ones who asked? There were guys there who were shorted than me, but not one of them asked me to dance and I didn't go after them. I've only gone after one short man in my life and that is you. And just for your information that is a distinction you share with no one else short or tall. You are the only man I have ever gone after and I got you and I'm going to keep you.
"I don't see ho..."
"Just shut up Rob. I know that it isn't going to be easy, but we will get past my stupid blunder. Nothing like that will ever happen again. I owe you one and I don't care what it is or what you do. Beat me, have an affair with someone, whatever, but you have a 'get out of jail free card' that you can use whenever you want. I'm not letting you go Rob. You are mine and you are going to stay mine. Get used to it."
While she had been talking she had been playing with my cock and she had gotten it up again. She swung over me and settled down on me and said:
"We can keep on doing this here and waste money on a room or we can go home and save the money, but I am never going to be very far from your cock from now on and like I said, get used to it. So why doesn't my little man take his stupid bitch home so she can spend the rest of her life showing him that he is all she wants and needs."
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
You know, I guess that I am a little submissive at that. I let her browbeat me into going home with her. That was five years ago and she has done her best over those five years to fuck me to death. She still comes up with ideas to help keep the excitement in our sex life, but has never even come close to trying to involve third parties. And me? I guess I'm finally getting over the idea that some day I'll lose her to a taller man. For a couple of years at her company Christmas parties she wouldn't even look at me to see f I would mind if one of her tall co-workers asked her to dance. She just said no thanks, but at the last one when a six footer came over and asked her to dance before she could say no I told him just to make sure she got back to me before the party ended. Mel looked at me for a long second and then she mouthed "I love you" and got up to go out on the floor with the man. I sat there and watched them dance and smiled to myself as the words "eat your hearts out guys, she's mine" crawled through my mind.
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I was driving down I-225 when my life changed. Actually when my life went to hell would be more accurate. I had just dropped my wife off at work. She had taken her car into the dealership the day previous for a recall item and she was going to pick it up that day during her lunch hour.
I was just merging onto I-25 when the cell phone rang. I flipped it open and the cell kept ringing and I suddenly realized that it wasn't my phone going off. I looked over and saw Candy's cell phone lying on the passenger seat close to the passenger door. No way was I going to reach over and pick it up while I was trying to merge with rush hour traffic so it rang a few more times and then stopped.
Once I was out on I-25 and blended in with moving traffic I reached over, picked up her phone and flipped it open. The screen said:
"You have 1 new voicemail."
I started to close the phone, but then I thought that it might be something important and maybe I should listen to it and then call Candy at work and let her know what the message was. I pressed the 'call' button and put the phone to my ear.
"You have one unheard message. First unheard message."
"Hey sweetheart, it's me. I'm in room 114 at the Best Western on the parkway. I should get out of class at three and I should be to the room by four. In case you don't get this for some reason I'll call you at the office around ten. Take care Candy and know that I'm looking forward to this afternoon."
"End of message. To delete this message press seven."
Until he said "Take care Candy" I thought that the message was a wrong number, but as soon as he said "Candy" I knew that my comfortable life had just come to an end. There was just a touch of denial in me as I thought that there just might be a slight chance that there was another Candy out there that had a cell number close to my wife's. That would be what? A ten million to one shot? I closed Candy's phone and tossed it back over onto the seat.
I made the rest of the drive to work on auto pilot because my mind certainly wasn't on my driving. After parking in the lot at work I got out and moved to the passenger's side and took Candy's phone and moved it down to the floor between the seat and the door on the off chance that Candy might come looking for it after receiving the mystery man's phone call at ten o'clock. What I really wanted to do was throw the damned thing on the ground and stomp it to pieces -- a modern day version of killing the messenger who brought the bad tidings. I slammed the door and went into work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd met Candy at a party thrown by the members of a band that I had helped out. Andy worked with me and he and some friends had a garage band. I'd never heard them play and didn't have a clue as to whether they were any good or not. I spent a lot of my time at a local watering hole and I knew the owner fairly well. The bar had a pretty good sized dance floor and Harry had a live band in on Thursday, Friday and Saturday.
One day I was sitting at the bar, sipping my beer and trying for the zillionth time to hustle Karen the barmaid when I saw Harry come out of the back with a scowl on his face.
"What's up Harry? You look like your dog died."
"Worse than that. The band I had set up for this weekend called and cancelled because their drummer and lead guitar player were in an accident and are in the hospital. I've spent the last two hours trying to find a replacement band and there just aren't any. They are all already booked for this weekend."
"How desperate are you?"
"Right now I'd settle for three monkeys banging tambourines."
"I may be able to help. Give me a quarter."
Harry told Karen to give me a quarter from the till and I took it to the pay phone and called Andy. He came down and talked to Harry and that weekend the Uncalled Four made their public debut. It turned out that they were pretty damned decent and Harry signed them up to be the house band for the next three months. I never had to buy another drink when I was in the bar.
The band started referring to me as their manager even thought I never did anything for them but put Harry and Andy in touch. Anyway, the band threw a party one Sunday to celebrate their move into 'the big time' and I was invited. I was leaning against a wall sipping a beer and watching Andy's girlfriend trying to fall out of her bikini top when a voice said:
"I hear that you are the one responsible for this party."
I turned toy left and saw an absolutely stunning woman. Five foot one or so, auburn hair, hazel eyes and a body built to generate hard ons. She offered her hand and said:
"Candy Witczak and you are?"
"Rob Dalman" I said as I took her offered hand and shook it.
"Well? Is it true that we have you to thank for this party?"
"Not hardly. I made a phone call and put two people in touch. And it wasn't even my quarter."
"Well everyone in the band is giving you the credit for it."
"You know everyone in the band?"
"The drummer is my cousin."
I noticed that she didn't have any rings on her left hand and I was just on the verge of starting 'the dance' that would lead up to my asking her to have dinner with me some night when two women came up to her and hauled her away. Every time I saw her during the rest of the party she was always with a group and I never had another opportunity to talk with her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two weeks later on a Thursday night I was sitting at the bar and trying for the zillionth and tenth time to hustle Karen while Andy's band was thumping out "Long Cool Woman in a Black Dress" in the background -- and having my usual lack of luck -- when someone grabbed my arm and started pulling me off my stool. I looked and saw that it was Candy.
"Come on" she said, "No sitting on a barstool when a girl needs a dance partner."
I let her lead me out onto the dance floor. I'm not much of a dancer, but she was great and just being her partner had me looking halfway decent. I was ready to go back to my barstool when the number was over, but the band segued into Bowie's "Suffragette City" and Candy held onto me so I couldn't leave the floor. As I danced with Candy I wondered why she was apparently unescorted. She just had to be beating guys off with a stick so it didn't stand to reason that she would be at the bar alone on a live band night. As I looked at her I wondered at my temerity in thinking that I could have asked her out at that party. She was obviously way, way out of my league.
Time for a little honesty here. I was no Brad Pitt. I was at least ten pounds overweight, had flecks of gray in my brown hair and male pattern baldness was beginning to make an appearance. I didn't know Candy's age, but I had to be at least fifteen years older than she was.
The song ended and before I could ask her where she was sitting so I could walk her back to her table the band started playing "Nights in White Satin" and Candy moved into me and said:
"One more, please?"
I took her in my arms and we began to dance slow. It came as no great surprise to me that I had an erection from just being near her, but it did come as a surprise when it accidentally touched her leg and she pressed back so the contact wouldn't be broken. I looked down at her (I know I mentioned that she was five one, but I don't believe that I mentioned that I was six two) and saw that she was looking up at me and with a smile on her face. I had no idea of what was happening and I was confused as hell. What was this sexy young creature doing trying to excite an old man like me?
The song ended and she led me back to where she was sitting. It turned out to be the table where the wives and girlfriends of the band members were sitting. I held her chair for her as she sat down and I thanked her for the dances. As I started to turn to go she asked:
"Where are you going?"
"Back to the bar."
"Oh no you're not." She pointed at the seat next to her and said, "You are part of this group whether you realize it or not so you have to join us."
"But I have a..."
She pointed at the chair again and said, "Sit!"
Another woman at the table said, "You had better do it. If you don't she will just follow you around and badger you until you do."
I gave in and sat down next to Candy. I looked around for the waitress so I could ask her to get my drink from the bar and suddenly she was standing there with my beer in her hand.
"I had a feeling that you wouldn't be going back to the bar" she said. She looked around the table at the six women sitting there and said:
"You might want something a little stronger than beer if you plan to hang with these girls."
"Don't worry about him" Candy said, "He's mine and I'm not sharing."
The table erupted with hoots and hollers, a "woo-hoo" and a "you go girl."
Tina looked from me to Candy and then back to me as she shook her head in disbelief and I myself wondered again what the hell was going on. Candy saw the look on my face and she said "We will talk later" as she put her hand on my leg and moved it up to cup my erection. Luckily the table top kept the others from seeing it or God alone knows how they would have reacted. Candy leaned over and whispered in my ear as she rubbed my woodie:
"I'll explain when you take me home."
Tina brought me another beer and as I sipped it I contemplated the situation. It was obvious that Candy was making some kind of move on me and to be frank I didn't know how to handle it. I'd been involved with several women in my life and among that number were two ex-wives, but just saying that I'd 'been involved' didn't tell the whole story. I'd had to work hard to get to the point of 'involvement' with each and every one of them. Lots of dates, phone calls and the sending of cards and flowers. It took time and effort, but here, for the only time in my life, I had a woman coming after me and I didn't know what to do. More to the point, I didn't know why. I wasn't any great shakes. I really wasn't.
I danced a couple of more times with Candy and a couple of times with the other women at the table. One of those women was Andy's girlfriend Mary. As we moved around on the floor Mary said:
"Candy seems quite taken with you. I've never seen her act so possessive before."
"Possessive? Of me?"
"Oh come on now. You mean to tell me that you haven't seen the looks she has been giving the girls that you have danced with?"
"Makes no sense. Tonight is only the second time I've seen her in my life."
"You serious?"
"Absolutely. The first time was at that party at your house two weeks ago and even then I only talked to her for maybe three or four minutes. That was it until she pulled me off my bar stool a little bit ago."
"I don't know what happened during those three or four minutes, but it was something. She has been pumping Andy for information about you for the last two weeks and the reason she came down here with us tonight is because Andy told her you would more than likely be here."
As I walked Mary back to the table I was even more confused than I had been. What could I possibly have that would interest a sexy lady who was obviously a lot younger than I was.
Around ten Candy said. "I need to be going. I still have to get up and go to work tomorrow." She looked at me and said, "Are you ready to take me home?"
She was gorgeous and sexy and even though I didn't have a clue to what was going on I was going to say no?
As she was buckling her seat belt Candy asked, "Do you believe in love at first sight?"
"I never much thought about it. I do know that it has never happened to me although I guess I have experienced lust at first sight a couple of times. Why do you ask?"
"Just curious. I wanted to know if I was in this alone."
"In what alone?"
"I'm sure that you have noticed that I have been just a tad forward where you are concerned."
I had no idea about what to say to that so I just concentrated on my driving.
"You haven't noticed? Well, when I saw you at the party something happened to me. I can't explain it, but I knew I had to meet you. I found out from Andy who you were and then I approached you. I didn't see a ring on your hand, but I could not believe that some other woman didn't have a claim on you so I set out to find out as much about you as I could. I like what I've learned and I have decided that I want you. How is that for being forward?"
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am. Now all I have to do is sell you on the idea."
When we got to her place she reached over and shut off the ignition and pulled my keys out of the ignition switch.
"Come on baby" she said as she got out of the car, "We need to see how good a salesperson I am."
We spent three hours in her bedroom and to make a long story a little shorter she did sell me on the idea. We lived together for the next two years and then I finally made things legal. The next ten years were the happiest of my life.
Candy and I both had good jobs that we liked and neither of us was in any hurry to give those jobs up so we decided that we didn't want kids. To save Candy the hassle of birth control pills, diaphragms and the like I had a vasectomy.
Candy and I both did well at our chosen professions and she eventually reached the position of regional manager with seventeen offices throughout the state under her. I climbed the corporate ladder and became the vice-president of Marketing. Both jobs had some travel attached -- Candy's more than mine -- but we didn't have to spend too much time apart. Life was good and then I had to go and listen to that voicemail on Candy's phone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't get a whole lot done at work that morning. I pretty much sat in my office and stared out the window as I thought about things. Candy was twelve years younger than I was. That age difference didn't mean all that much when I was thirty-two and Candy was twenty, but it did mean something when I was forty-eight and she was thirty-six.
I liked sex and Candy and I had a pretty good love life, but it seemed that the older I got the less I thought about it. Twice a week was good for me, but Candy had a much higher sex drive than I did and quite frankly I couldn't keep up with her. At times my ability to stay with her left her frustrated and a few times it even caused some shouting matches.
I am a realist and I was well aware that as I got even older the problem was going to get worse. I'm also one of those people who believe that you can have sex without love just as you can have love without sex and I also believe that sex is a need just like food and water. I prayed that the day would never come when I couldn't perform at all, but I had to accept that Candy would always want more than I would be able to give her. I loved her and I didn't want to lose her.
I don't know that her sex drive would ever cause her to seek 'a little extra' outside of the home but that possibility did exist and if ever happened and I were to find out our marriage would be over. Candy was well aware of my position on infidelity. Both of my ex-wives cheated and that is what got them bounced out on their butts.
One night when Candy and I made love and I couldn't come up to scratch for a third time she started whining about my leaving her hanging and I said to her:
"Maybe what you need is to do is find a lover to help you out."
"Oh yeah, right! Then I could join your other two ex-wives out on the curb."
"Not necessarily."
"What do you mean by that?"
"My other two were kicked to the curb because they snuck around behind my back. Janet was picking up guys in bars and doing them on back seats in the parking lot. Merry was doing her boss to get raises and promotions. Both of them stabbed me in the back and that was totally unacceptable to me. I will not live with lying or sneaking around, but that wouldn't be the case here. I would know about it and condone it. You know that I feel that sex is a physical need and that it is just as much a requirement for good health as eating and drinking and I am obviously not giving you what you need. I'm willing to let you satisfy your needs when you need to as long as you are honest and up front about it. And as long as you followed certain guidelines I would be willing to accept it."
"Guidelines?"
"Some simple rules to follow. Never here in our home. Never the same man for more than a thirty day period. That way there is less likelihood of emotional entanglements. I do not want to watch or even hear about what you do together. I would not want to know who and I would insist on you never coming to me following an assignation without having taken a shower, douching and brushing your teeth. The only thing I would have to know is that you were going to do it. A call telling me that you are coming home late because you were meeting someone is all I would want. If you made a date with someone for an evening I would want you to let me know far enough ahead of time so that I could make sure that I wouldn't be here to see you dress for your date."
"You are not really serious about this, right."
"I'm absolutely serious. I'm clearly not giving you what you need sexually and it is causing us problems and I see these problems getting worse as I get older. I do not want to lose you so I am offering you a solution to the problem."
"There is no way that I'm ever going to do that. No way at all."
"Fine. Just remember that the offer is there if an occasion should ever arise that might want to make you change your mind. All I'm asking for is honesty."
"I appreciate that you love me enough to offer to let me do something like that, but I couldn't. I just couldn't."
"Sweetheart, you can't go two days without trying to drag me into the bedroom. I know damned well that you have to be hurting when you are on your out of town trips for a week or two. I know you go to the hotel lounges for a drink or two after work and I know that you must get hit on a lot. All I'm saying is that you have blanket permission if you find someone you think you might want to try. Just don't hide it from me. I'll make it even easier. All you have to do is tell me that you have decided to take me up on my offer. As long as I know. Honest and up front; no sneaking around and lying."
"It doesn't matter Rob. I'm never going to do it."
And as far as I knew until I listened to that voicemail she hadn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At ten-thirty I got a call from Candy. First she asked me if she had left her cell phone in the car and I told her I didn't know and the last time I had seen it it was on the kitchen counter with the charger plugged into it.
"You probably just forgot it."
"That's probably it. While I've got you on the phone I may be a little late tonight. The boss wants everyone in a short meeting about expense reports and a few other things."
"So I should take care of myself as far as dinner is concerned?"
"There are plenty of leftovers in the fridge and some TV dinners in the freezer. I'll try not to be too late. I love you baby."
"You too sweetie."
At three forty-five I was parked in the IHOP parking lot across the street from the Best Western. I had a good view of the door to room 114 and I settled in to wait. At four twenty-five a man walked up to the door of room 114 and put his key in the door and entered. I recognized him from one of Candy's office Christmas parties. His name was Dave Maxxon and he was the manager of one of the offices in Candy's region.
At five fifteen a familiar Chevy Tahoe pulled up in front of room 114 and parked. Candy got out, walked up to the door and knocked, the door opened and she went inside. I watched the door until five to seven and then I drove on home.



It was five after eight when Candy got home and I was in the kitchen drinking a beer and working the crossword puzzle from the day's paper when she walked in.
"Hi honey" she said and she bent to kiss me. I turned my head so instead of my lips she got my cheek. She stepped back and said:
"What's wrong?"
"I don't know Candy. Why don't you tell me?"
"Tell you what?"
"I don't know. What do you think you should tell me?"
"How many beers have you had Rob? You aren't making any sense."
"I'm waiting for you to tell me something."
"Tell you what Rob? What do you want me to tell you?"
"A long time ago I had a talk with you about our love life. I specifically said no lying and no sneaking around. Do you remember that little talk?"
She looked at me for several seconds and then I saw her eyes harden.
"What is it Rob? Are you accusing me of something?"
"Is there anything that you can be accused of?"
"Of course not!"
"You are late because of a meeting that your boss called?"
"That's right."
"So that wasn't you that I saw going into room 114 at the Best Western earlier today? Just a figment of my imagination?"
I took her cell phone out of my pocket, set it too 'speaker phone" and pushed the buttons to play her voicemail.
"First skipped message."
"Hey sweetheart, it's me. I'm in room 114 at the Best Western on the parkway."
The message played out as Candy stood there ashen faced.
"No lying and no sneaking around. I made that as plain as I could. You were free to do what you wanted and all I asked for was honesty. Anything else would be cheating and you know my position on cheating."
Candy stared at me for several seconds in silence and I saw tears forming in her eyes and she said:
"I'm sorry. I just couldn't bring myself to tell you. It would have been like I was telling you that you weren't man enough for me and I couldn't bear doing that to you."
I just looked at her with a stony expression on my face. She gave a little sob and then said:
"I'll go start packing."
"That would probably be best" I said and as she walked out of the room I took a pull on my beer and went back to my crossword puzzle. I was doing it ink and some of the words smeared as my tears dropped on them.
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God alone knows how long it might have gone on if it hadn't been for the ants. I didn't know it was ants -- I thought it was termites.
There was a row of bushes across the front of the house and right up against it and for ten years I had done nothing to them but trim them. One day I noticed that the head patterns of the sprinkler heads in the front yard seemed to be weak and figuring that I had a leak in the system I went looking for it. There was one head under the bushes and I got down and pushed the bushes out of the way to look at it. I noticed that the wood trim around the base of the house looked rotten and I ran a fingernail across it and a large chunk just fell away exposing what looked like burrows or little tunnels. Shit! Termites!
I finished checking the sprinkler heads and found one that the ground seemed soft around and then I noticed the indentation in the head. It looked as if one of the tines on the machine they used to aerate the yard had hit on the head. I dug around it and found that the connection between the PVC pipe and the riser was cracked. I repaired it, tested the system and saw that I now had good spray patterns. I put my tools away, had lunch and then started checking out the rest of the house for termites.
I was down in the basement pulling down insulation and checking the sill plates when I found it. (Sill plates are what they call the wood on top of the concrete wall of the basement - it is the transition point between the basement and the framing of the house.) It was a little black box about six inches, by four inches and was about three inches thick. It had a small on/off switch on one side and a glowing green light on the front and it was attached to the phone line.
I stood there on the ladder and stared at it. I had read enough spy novels and seen enough movies and TV shows to suspect that what I was looking at was a phone tap, but the thought seemed ridiculous. Who in the hell would be taping my phone? Who would be interested in the phone conversations of an aircraft mechanic? Or those of a secretary which is what my wife Amanda was.
I carefully put everything back where I found it and then went upstairs to use the phone to call Terminex and set up an appointment for them to come out and look at my termite problem. Then I got in my car and drove to the 7-11 about eight miles from the house and used the pay phone to call a friend. Hal was an avionics tech I worked with and he ran a small electronics business on the side. I told him what I had found and he agreed to come look at it the next day.
Hat night when Mandy got home I had dinner ready and while we ate I debated telling her about what I'd found, but decided not to since she was by nature a worrier. I decided to wait until I had more information before telling her about it.
Another factor in my decision was that this was our hard time of the year. The airline I worked for had rotating shifts; four months of midnights, four months of afternoons and four months of days. I was in the last quarter of my graveyard turn, eleven-thirty at night until eight in the morning, and the grave shift was hard on us. Days was always good and swing shift - three to eleven-thirty - wasn't bad because I was always home at night to sleep with Mandy and be there in the morning when she woke up, but graves was the killer. We only saw each other from the time she got home around six-thirty until I had to leave for work at ten forty-five and she would already be gone to work when I got home in the morning. It was always a bad time for us, but the pay was very good, the benefits superb and you just could not beat the airline pass privileges. Still, she spent four months a year alone in bed and it wasn't easy on her. No sense in giving her something to worry about as she lay in that bed alone trying to sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning Hal followed me home and I showed him the small black box. He told me that it was a 'broadcast' sending unit and that it transmitted what it heard to a receiver.
"It only has a range of about three hundred yards."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that the unit it is sending to has to be fairly close to here. You seen any strange vans or vehicles parked close by lately?"
"None that I'm aware of."
"You get along okay with your neighbors?"
"No problems with any of them in the nine years I've been here. Why?"
"The receiving unit has to be somewhere close. If there are no strange cars in the neighborhood then it has to be either in a neighbor's house or garage or right here in this house. Any place in the house that you never go?"
"Not that I can think of. I don't spend a lot of time in either of the spare bedrooms, but I do occasionally go into them."
"Let's go look at them."
We were in the closet of one of the spare bedrooms when he pointed up at the ceiling and asked, "What's that?"
I looked up and saw the hatch into the attic and told him what it was.
"Go up much?"
"Last time was maybe six years ago. I went up and put insulation batts down on top of the blown in insulation and then planked over them. I was going to use the area for storage, but it was a pain trying to move things up through that two foot by two foot hole so I gave up on the idea."
"Let's take a look up there."
I kept an eight foot fiberglass ladder in the upstairs utility closet for changing light bulbs and cleaning the blades of the ceiling fan in the master bedroom and I went and got it and we went up into the attic. I saw it as soon as my head went through the hatch. It looked like a lap top computer sitting on the planking. I pulled myself up into the attic and Hal followed me. As soon as he saw the device he said:
"Sweet fucking Jesus!"
"You know what it is?"
He walked over to it, knelt down and took a close look at it. "I've never seen one before, but I've read about them. Completely digital, lithium battery operated and stores up to one hundred and twenty hours of digital audio and visual. The battery is supposed to last three hundred hours. It has a small screen for viewing and has USB ports you can connect to to download audio and video onto CDs or DVDs. This brings up a major question. What kind of serious shit are you and your wife into?"
"Nothing that I know of. Why?"
"Because this thing costs around twenty thousand dollars and to the best of my knowledge only the government has them. But even more serious is what this means to you."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Who knows that you never come up here? Who knows you keep a ladder in the utility closet? Who has access when you aren't home?"
I was stunned by the implications of what he'd just said. There was only one answer and that was my wife Mandy. Hal saw it sink in and said:
"Sorry Rob."
All I could do was shrug my shoulders as I tried to get my mind around all that it meant.
"Let's take a look through the rest of the house, but first let me see if I can disable this thing."
He picked it up, took a real close look at it and pushed on something and the battery pack slid out. He set it aside and said:
"Now it won't record everything we do."
It took a little over two hours to go through the house and Hal found eight battery operated mini cams that recorded audio and visual. He kept saying "Wow" every time he found one.
"These are state of the art Rob. There is a good thirty to thirty-five grand worth of stuff here."
There were two in the living room, one each in the dining room and family room, one in my basement workshop and three in the master bedroom. I asked him if he could help me try and find out what was going on and he said he would try.
The next morning while Hal was doing some work in the house the man from Terminex showed up and checked out the house. Turns out that it was carpenter ants instead of termites. He outlined a program for getting rid of them and keeping them away and I signed up and he left.
The first thing that Hal did when he got to the house was go up into the attic and take the battery out of the receiving unit so none of the cameras would record him as he went to work. He put a recorder on the phone lines and then set up voice activated tape recorders and mini cams in the bedroom and living room. Then he placed a mini cam in a corner of the attic and aimed it to cover the receiver.
The last thing he did was check out my pick up truck. He found a GPS locator inside the rear frame in a place where I would never spot it unless I happened to walk under it while it was up on a hoist getting a grease job or an oil change and even then it wasn't likely that I would spot it unless I was looking for it.
He also found a voice activated tape recorder under my seat. It was up in the spring wires so I wouldn't notice it when I was cleaning the truck interior.
"Heavy shit Rob! I think you are going to need some professional help. Let's wait and see what we can find out from what we planted today. You need to be careful man. Anything you say or do in the house is being watched and listened to and everything you say in your truck is being recorded."
That night when Mandy got home from work I had dinner ready and on the table, but it was a quiet meal. All I had were questions I couldn't ask and I was actually afraid to open my mouth for fear of what might come out. I sat there thinking, "What the hell are you into Mandy? What the hell is going on?" Sitting and eating quietly is not the way I usually am and Mandy of course noticed it.
"Something wrong honey? You seem like your mind might be somewhere else."
"Just got the grave shift blues. I can't wait for the change to swings."
"I know what you mean lover. I need to get back to where you are cuddled up to me in bed at night."
"Only two more weeks."
"I have an idea lover. Why don't we let the dishes set and go on up to the bedroom for dessert? Then you can take a short nap before you have to go in to work."
"Lead the way."
I watched Mandy strip and marveled at the fact that I had managed to land a woman like her. She had been one hundred and ten pounds when I met her ten years before and she hadn't gained a pound. I never got tired of looking at her. She smiled as she looked at my erection and said:
"I see that you still seem to like what you see. The only thing is that it is so hard and I like my baby soft and cuddly. I guess I'll have to make the hardness go away."
She knelt in front of me, gave me a state of the art blow job and then pulled me onto the bed. I never did get to take the short nap and in fact I was almost late for work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Work was a bitch that night. All I thought about were mini-cams, the tap on our telephone and the receiver in the attic and what they all meant. I wondered about what I would find when I got home. The receiver in the attic could only be checked when I wasn't at home and during grave turn I was around all the time except when I was at work. That meant that the only time it could be checked was after ten forty-five when I left for work and before I got home at eight. That meant that unless someone was sneaking into the house after Mandy left for work and before I got home the checker had to be Mandy - or someone Mandy let in after I was gone. Hal's theory was that if it was me being watched they would be checking the receiver almost every day.
The first thing I did when I got home was go up into the attic. The mini-cam that Hal had installed fed into a compact VCR that he had hidden under the attic insulation. I got the tape out of it, put a fresh one in, and then headed down into the basement. There was a spy cam watching my workshop area, but nothing in the rest of the basement so Hal had rigged up a small TV, VCR and audio cassette player back behind the stored Christmas decorations.
I pushed the tape into the VCR and hit 'play'. There was about two seconds of black and then the screen showed the hatch into the attic being pushed up and moved to the side. The time stamp said 10:58 PM which was just a little time after I left for work. Then Mandy's head came up through the hatch. Until then, even though I knew it highly unlikely, I had hoped that whatever was going on that Mandy wasn't part of it. But there she was!
I watched as she walked over to the receiving unit and pushed buttons. She watched and listened to what was on the machine for about ten minutes and then left the attic. I checked the phone tap that Hal had put in. It was a voice activated cassette recorder and the counter read 217 so I popped out the tape and put a fresh one in and reset the counter. I was using headphones in case the spy cam in my workshop was sensitive enough to pick out other sounds in the basement so I put them on and rewound the tape and then hit the 'play' button. A man's voice said:
"Yes?"
"Good morning."
"Good morning to you. Everything normal at your end?"
"Everything seems normal. Nothing out of the ordinary>"
"That's good. We don't need any complications. You know the plan for the day?"
"Of course."
"Just checking. Never hurts to check."
"It will get done. He reminded me last night so I need to make sure that you don't forget. He is off grave shift in two weeks and will be on afternoons for four months."
"That will of course be a big help and it can't happen soon enough."
"Have you figured out yet how you are going to work around it when he does his day shift turn?"
"No, not yet, but I'm sure that we will come up with something workable. Call me this afternoon."
"It won't be until after four."
"Doesn't matter; just be sure and call me and let me know how it went. Goodbye."
"Bye."
I sat there staring at the tape player and thinking, "What the hell is going on? What are you doing Mandy?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Hal wasn't surprised when I told him that it was Mandy who checked on the receiver in the attic. Unlike me he wasn't in denial and he had known all along who it had to be. He listened to the phone conversation and shook his head.
"I said it already Rob, but this sounds bad. At the very least she is doing something that they do not want you to know about and it has got to be some heavy shit if they are using over thirty grand just to keep an eye on you. I think you need some professional help on this Rob."
"You said that once before. What do you mean by "professional" help?"
"I mean that you need a private detective to look into what Mandy is up to."
"I can't afford the kind of money that it would take to do something like that."
"Not necessarily true. You may be able to make it happen without money."
"How?"
"This guy I'm thinking of has a private plane. I think he said it was a Beechcraft Bonanza. Maybe you could work on his plane in exchange for him checking up on Mandy. He doesn't really need the money anyway. Being a private detective is more like a hobby with him."
"A hobby?"
"Yeah. He used to be a stockbroker or some other kind of financial whiz and he either made or came into a bunch of bucks and he retired and started a detective agency because he'd always had a fantasy about being a private eye. Turns out that he had a feel for it and has done well at it. But I would wait two weeks if I were you."
"Why?"
"Because you will be off midnights and on afternoons. Right now whatever she is doing has to be done during the day while she is at work, or supposed to be at work. When you go on swings she will have the evenings as well as the days to work with. It will give Glen a better shot at quickly finding out what is going on."
"I don't know if I can hold it in that long."
"Only you can be the judge of that. I'll call Glen today and ask him if he would be willing to do a deal with you."
"I'm going to get one of those prepaid cell phones today and not let Mandy know. I'll call you with the number when I get it. I don't want to use my regular cell. As high tech as all this stuff they are using is I don't want to gamble that my cell phone isn't bugged."
"Good thinking. I should have thought of that myself."
I called Hal at four and gave him the number of the pre-paid phone and he told me he had called his private eye friend and that the friend was interested in working out a deal and he gave me the man's name and phone number. I called Glen Hawthorne as soon as I disconnected from Hal and made an appointment to see him the next morning at eleven.
That evening I pretended that everything was fine and as far as I could tell Mandy accepted it. The next morning when I got home from work I didn't bother to check the attic cam since it had already shown me what I had needed to find out - who was checking the remote receiver - and I went right to the telephone tap.
"Good morning."
"Good morning. Everything okay?"
"He's been a little moody lately, but that isn't uncommon. He usually gets that way around the end of his grave shift turn."
"Did you get the message yesterday afternoon?"
"About being cancelled? Yes, I heard."
"Friday is still a go so check in with me tomorrow. Goodbye."
"Bye."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At eleven I walked in the door to the offices of the Hawthorne Investigative Agency and met Glen Hawthorne, owner and only employee. He already knew some of the story from Hal and I handed him the cassettes from the phone tap. He listened and raised an eye brow.
"They don't tell you anything that you can use, but they speak volumes as far as letting you know that something very sneaky is going on. Just what is it you want?"
"I want to know just what the hell is going on."
We struck a deal. He would do his detecting and I would do his one hundred hour and annual inspections on his Beechcraft until I had worked off his fee. In addition to the inspections I would do all the maintenance, but he would have to pay for the parts.
I gave him all the information on Mandy - her schedule (as I knew it) and where she worked, her cell number and the information on the car she drove. I told him about Hal's idea of waiting until I started on swing shift and he agreed that it was a good idea. He did want to do one thing as soon as possible though. He wanted a spy cam in my kitchen.
"That's where most people end up. They sit, talk, have coffee or a drink and they have a flat surface between them to write or draw on."
I made arrangements for him to have it done the next day.
I wasn't at all surprised when Hal showed up the next day to place the spy cam in the kitchen. He told me that he did all the electronic surveillance for Glen. I played that mornings tape for him. It was basically the same as the ones from the two previous days. A "Good morning" and an "Is everything okay on your end" and the information that nothing was scheduled for that day.
Mandy brought some work home with her that night so I went down into my basement workshop and worked on the bookcase I was making. In a way it was a relief because I didn't have to face her. If I didn't face her she wouldn't see that I was bothered by something. The last thing I needed right then was to make her worry and think she needed to be even more careful about what she was doing.
On Friday morning the man on the other end of the line said, "Have a nice weekend" and that told me that whatever Mandy was involved in was a Monday through Friday thing only. Trying to figure out what was going on was driving me nuts. Mandy's behavior towards me was the same as it had been since we started dating. She was loving, affectionate and our love life was great. We hadn't had an argument in years. I could not spot anything wrong in our relationship. What the hell could she be doing that she and whoever she was doing it with had to be so afraid of letting me find out? Well I'd start to maybe get some answers on Monday when I started working afternoons and Glen got to work on the problem.



I think I managed to get through the weekend without tipping Mandy off that all was not well. She didn't get a morning phone call because for the next four months I would be home in the mornings. She would either need to talk to the man on the phone in her office, on her cell or after I had gone to work. I made a mental note to ask Hal if we could put a voice activated tape recorder in her car like the one she had put into mine.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday morning after Mandy had left for work I reviewed the audio and video from Monday. There was nothing of interest on the video, but the audio tap had something.
"Hi. Just checking in. Is it still a go for tomorrow night?"
"As of two hours ago. I don't really expect that it will be cancelled. You sure that everything is cool on your end?"
"Should be no problems."
"There had better not be any problems. We are not paying you to have problems."
"And you won't have any!" Mandy snapped at him
They said their goodbyes, hung up and left me with something else to think about. Mandy was being paid? Did it have something to do with her job?
Wednesday morning at 8:13 is when my marriage ended. It turned out that we didn't need Glen to find out what Mandy was up to. Just the stuff that Hal planted in the house did the trick.
As soon as Mandy had left for work and I'd eaten breakfast I went to check the audio and video from Tuesday. The attic video showed Mandy downloading the receiver in what looked like a portable CD player. The camera in the living room captured Mandy coming into the room with a man I didn't recognize and they went over and sat on the couch. The man took Mandy in his arms and kissed her and then he asked her how much time he had. She told him that he needed to be gone by eleven and he said that he didn't think that would give him enough time. She giggled and said:
"You mean you still have something left after four hours in your hotel room?"
"I can never get enough of you and you know it."
"I just don't understand why you insist on making love to me here in my home and on my bed."
"Of course you do Mandy. You're mine and the best way to prove it is to have you here in your home, on your bed, your kitchen table, the washer and dryer, whatever."
"My husband just might have something to say about who I belong to."
"Fuck him! If he was strong enough to hold onto you I wouldn't be here."
"Would you like something to drink why I try and get you ready?"
"Scotch if you have it."
"Of course I have it sweetie. I knew you would be here so I made sure that I'd have your brand of scotch on hand."
"You knew I would be here?"
"Of course I did lover. I know what kind of man you are and I knew that sooner or later you would want me here. And don't give me any of that "I want you on your own bed" nonsense. You want me in my husband's house and on my husband's bed. You want to leave your smell in his house; take his wife in his own territory and don't you even try to deny it. Spread out and get comfy while I get you your scotch."
Mandy left the room and the man stood up, took off his trousers and briefs and then sat back down. He was stroking his cock when Mandy came back and handed him his drink. As he took a sip of his scotch Mandy went to her knees in front of him, leaned her head down and kissed the head of his cock. Then she licked the head and the shaft and took him in her mouth. She worked on him for several minutes and then he said:
"We need to take this to the bedroom baby."
"Your wish is my command lover."
Mandy got up and headed for the bedroom. By that time I had tears in my eyes. I loved that woman. Mandy had been my life from the day I first met her and I had spent the years following thinking that she felt the same about me. "Your wish is my command?" I was crushed. I forced myself to watch what took place in the bedroom. I was going to need some steel in my backbone for what was to come and the more I watched her betray me the harder that steel would become.
I watched as she lay back, smiled up at him and spread her legs wide. I listened as she moaned when he pushed his cock into her. I heard the cries and sounds that I thought I had been the only one to ever hear. I saw him finish, pull out and then move into a sixty-nine. I watched them lick and suck each other and then I watched him fuck Mandy a second time. I heard her tell him he had to leave.
"But why? He doesn't get off until eleven-thirty and he won't get home until after twelve. We have time."
"No we don't. I need to get these sheets off the bed and clean ones on and then I need to shower and douche before he gets home."
"Don't douche. I want to think of him feeling my cum on his dick."
"Oh sure, and what do I tell him when he asks why my pussy feels like a swamp? "Oh that? It's nothing. Just what my lover left in me." I don't think so."
"Just tell him that you are hot and wet because you got horny waiting for him to get home."
"You really want me to do that?"
"Absolutely!"
She was silent for a bit and then said, "Okay, but if it goes bad you may have to support me when he throws me out."
"You will do it?"
"Anything for you lover, you know that."
"If he catches on and splits you know my standing offer. I'll put you up in your own condo."
"That's sweet lover, but you do need to go, but be ready for my call if he doesn't like the feel of you."
I thought back to the previous night. Mandy met me when I came in the door. She was wearing a black lace nightgown, high heels and her make-up had been freshly done.
"I need you baby. I'm as horny as a goat and I need you. Come on baby, hurry to bed."
She hadn't felt any different from the other times I'd made love to her, but not knowing how long she had been fucking around on me I had no way of knowing that I wasn't the second man of the day every time we had gone to bed together. I remembered her comment about "four hours in your hotel room and I wondered how many times a week she met some one in a hotel room when she was supposed to be working. That prompted another thought. She was supposed to be at work so how did she get out of it? Did her boss know what she was doing? Was he involved somehow? All things that I would have to ask Glen to find out.
After watching the video I listened to the telephone tap.
"Hello?
"He's gone."
"Everything go okay?"
"He still wants to set me up as his mistress."
"Too bad we can't make it happen. It would sure make things better."
"Well it can't happen and if you know what is good for you you will make sure that it doesn't happen."
"I don't think that I like the tone of your voice."
"Tough shit! I know you and it would be just your style to let my husband find out so he would kick me out and I'd be free to be Sam's mistress."
"I would never do something like that."
"Yes you would and the only thing stopping you is the sure and certain knowledge that I would blow the whistle on you and every one of the half dozen or so men you have made me take care of. You destroy my marriage and I'll destroy you and don't you forget it!"
"I won't forget it. I'll see you tomorrow evening" and he hung up.
Now I had even more to think about. It sounded like Mandy was doing what she was doing under protest, but that meant nothing to me. The fact is that she was doing it and that is all that counted to me. The man she had taken care of the previous evening was bad enough, but by her own words there were also "a half dozen or so" others. How long had it been going on and why hadn't I ever gotten an inkling?
I called Glen and brought him up to date and told him to concentrate on the man Mandy had spent the afternoon with. He'd already known about the man since he had been on Mandy since I started swing shift. He told me that the man, Samuel Billings according to the hotel register, had taken Mandy to lunch and then back to his hotel room for a little over four hours and then he had followed them to my house. I told him that Mandy was going to see the man who was behind things that night and I told him that I wanted everything on Samuel Billings that he could get me. I intended to find out who the "half dozen or so" were, who it was who was having Mandy do what she was doing and then I was going to ruin them all.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mandy was waiting up for me again when I got home that night. We had sex twice (not "made love" but had sex) before she cuddled up next to me and went to sleep. I lay there staring at the ceiling and thinking back over the last couple of years. There had been no change in Mandy's attitude toward me that I could see. She was affectionate and loving (or was a superb actress) and our sex life was as good as ever. I could not for the life of me point to something and say:
"There - right there! That's when whatever she is doing started."
When I finally fell asleep it was with a head full of questions that I had no answers for.
I waited an hour after Mandy left for work before I checked the audio and video. I gave her the hour in case she had forgotten something and came back to get it. There was nothing on the phone tap and the only video came from the camera that Glen had suggested we put in the kitchen and from the camera in our bedroom.
Mandy and a man walked into the kitchen and Mandy asked the man if he would like a drink and he said a beer would be fine if she had one. She got him a beer and herself a Diet Coke and then she sat down at the table with him.
"Do you have it?" he asked.
She took what looked like a CD from her pocket and slid it across the table to him. He opened his briefcase, took out an envelope and pushed it to her. She pushed it aside, leaned forward and said:
"Now what?"
"He's in town till Saturday. He has that dinner to go to tonight, but he wants to see you the rest of the nights he is here."
"Won't happen. Rob's days off while he is on swings are Friday and Saturday so those two nights are out."
"Couldn't you have a girl's night out with some friends or pretend to have an Avon party to go to?"
"I could, but I won't. I'm not giving up my time with Rob."
"It is only for this weekend. You will have all the rest for your husband."
"No John, I won't do it so leave it be."
It was a conversation that I could not get my head around. She is cheating on me, but won't give up our time together? It didn't make sense. He shrugged and got up and Mandy walked him to the door. After he left the bedroom camera showed Mandy going into her closet with the envelope she had been given and she came out without it. So, on my list of things to do as soon as I was done reviewing the audio and video was to take a look in Mandy's closet.
The closet in our bedroom is actually two closets. It runs the entire length of the long side of our 14 x 20 foot bedroom. Inside, at the mid-point, there is a wall that divides the closet into equal halves. One side is my walk-in closet and the other side is Mandy's. I usually have no need or reason to go into Mandy's half and in fact I couldn't remember the last time I was in there.
I started my search just inside the door and worked my way toward the back. I didn't find anything until I got to the very back. There were a dozen shoe and hat boxes and three medium sized moving boxes that had "Mother's things" written on the sides with a Magic Marker. Mandy's mother had passed away three years before and the boxes contained the things of her mom's that she just couldn't bear to part with. There wasn't anything in the shoe or hat boxes, but I hit pay-dirt when I opened the top box that said, "Mother's things."
There were eighteen CDs with names and dates written on them and fourteen envelopes like the one the John guy had pushed across the table to her the previous evening. I opened one and found it stuffed with hundreds, fifties and twenties. I counted it and found that the envelope had six thousand dollars in it. In the next box I found her douche bag and a collection of "come fuck me" high heels and lingerie that I had never seen her wear. I also found condoms, a diaphragm and a bottle of "morning after" pills. All good things for Mandy to have since I was sterile because of something that I'd had as a kid; mumps, chicken pox, diphtheria or something like that (and yes, I made sure that Mandy knew before we got married). The third box did have her mother's things in it.
I went and got a pen and a piece of paper and wrote down the names that were on the CDs and then I went and called Glen and gave him what I had. When I hung up from talking to Glen I went back to Mandy's closet and counted the money in the envelopes. The largest amount was twelve thousand and the smallest was three thousand. The total was seventy-four thousand dollars. I made a note of the brand of CDs and then I took three of them and went downstairs and put them in the CD player. It was pretty much the same as what she had done with Billings. She sucked and fucked all three men several times before telling them that they needed to leave before I got home.
I took the three back upstairs and put everything back the way I'd found it. I'd never lifted a hand to woman in my life, but had Mandy walked in just then I couldn't swear that I wouldn't have hurt her.
I managed to get myself under control and by the time I left for work I had the rough outline of a plan in my mind. To make it work meant that I would have to control myself and pretend that everything was fine. I could not do anything that would make Mandy suspect that I was in the least bit suspicious. The problem was that I didn't know if I could do it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She wasn't at the door when I came home that night, but she did wake up and reach for my cock when I got in bed. I told her I was too weary to have sex and she told me not to worry, that she would do all the work. She slid down, took me in her mouth and sucked me off. Sometimes she swallowed and sometimes she didn't, but that night she did and then she moved up, snuggled in against me, whispered "I love you" and went back to sleep.
I lay there, staring up at the ceiling, and trying to make it all add up. Everything she said to me and did to me was what a loving wife would do and say, but how could she when she was doing what she was doing? It just did not equate!
The next's days audio was the John guy calling to make sure that everything was a go for the evening and then a call from Mandy to John telling him that Billings had just left and that everything had gone well. The video was almost a rerun of the last time; a starter hum job on the couch, a move to the bedroom, a fuck followed by a sixty-nine, another fuck and then a suck job in an attempt to get him up one more time (which failed and that pleased me no end) and then she saw him out. She showered, made the bed and then got in bed and starting reading a book and at that point I stopped watching.
There was an interesting bit of dialog that took place. She spread her legs and waited for him and while he undressed he said:
"Tell me again."
"Tell you what?"
"You know damned well what baby."
"Does it make you especially hard to know that my husband soaked his cock in your cum?"
"You'll see just how hard in a few seconds."
"He pushed his cock in my pussy and it just slid all the way in with no resistance at all. I didn't give him a chance to ask me why I was so wet. I moaned and said, "Oh God baby, I'm so horny. I've been thinking of this all day. I told him that I had been so hot thinking about fucking him that I'd gone to the bathroom twice to get myself off and even that wasn't enough. I told him I used my hairbrush when I got home." She giggled and said, "I threw in the hairbrush in case he got to thinking about how loose I was.
"You fucking slut" he moaned as he got on the bed.
"There is one thing that I didn't tell you earlier in your hotel room. He wanted to eat me before he fucked me, but I didn't dare let him. He isn't stupid. He's eaten me hundreds of times and he knows my taste. He would have noticed the difference. Does that turn you on lover? Does knowing that I really wanted to let him taste you make you excited?"
By then he was pushing his cock into her and her legs had come up to clamp him. "You would like that wouldn't you? You love the thought of my husband slurping up your juices don't you?"
"You slut!" he cried as he drove himself into her and she laughed and moaned. "Fuck me lover, fuck me hard."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was my first day off so I was home when Mandy got home from work. I had dinner ready and she told me that she wanted to take a quick shower before eating.
"I was in a smoke filled conference room most of the day and I've got it in my hair and on my clothes and I stink!"
That told me that she probably spent part of the afternoon with Billings or some other guy and needed to wash the smell of him off of her before I noticed. Probably wanted to flush some of him out of her while she was at it. That thought brought out a bit of the mean streak in me and I started up to the bathroom shedding clothes as I went. She was already in the shower with the water running when I got there. Her panties were lying on the floor and I glanced down at them and saw that the crotch was soaked.
Her back was to me and her legs were spread wide as she worked on her cunt with a rag. She apparently didn't hear me push the shower curtain aside, get in and slide the curtain closed. The first she knew I was there was when I grabbed her hips, leaned forward so my knees would keep her legs from closing and then I pushed my cock at her pussy. By pure luck my aim was good and the head of my cock entered her and then one good push and I slid in as far as I could go. She was slick and slippery and Billings was getting his wish -- my cock was soaking in his juices (at least I assumed it was Billings). I remembered what she had told Billings, that I had "slid in with no resistance at all" and I wondered if she remembered that conversation as I slid so easily into her.
Once I was fucking her Mandy leaned forward, put her hands against the wall and spread her legs even farther apart. She started moaning and crying out and I wondered if she was thinking of what kind of story she could tell me to cover how slippery her cunt was.
I fucked her hard and steady until I came and then I pulled out and told her to hand me the wash rag.
"I'll do your back for you while I'm here."
While I scrubbed her back I wondered if that was the first time I'd slid my cock into someone else's soup or if she had douched every time before coming to me. We finished showering together and then I told her I was going to wash my hair while I was in the shower (I noticed that she hadn't washed hers which was why she was going to shower in the first place -- to get the cigarette smoke out of her hair -- and I wondered if she would realize that at some point during the evening).
My real reason for letting her get out first was to give her a chance to hide her panties and sure enough when I got out of the shower they were gone. I also wondered if she was getting so used to cheating that she was getting sloppy in her actions. Why hadn't she showered and cleaned up in Billings' hotel room? If she knew she was going to meet him why not a spare pair of clean panties in her purse? Why take a chance coming home freshly fucked when she knew I'd be home when she got there? Granted, I rarely jumped her bones when she first got home, but I did it occasionally so why take the chance?"
Over dinner Mandy asked, "What got into you tonight?"
"I thought you might like it. You were ready last night and I didn't take care of you."



"Yes you did. You held me and snuggled with me and I needed that."
"Still, you got me off and I didn't reciprocate."
"You know I like taking you in my mouth and making you feel good. There shouldn't be any "you have to do me because I do you." I love you baby, and I like to make you feel good."
I made no mention of how slick and slippery she was when I fucked her in the shower and not surprisingly, she didn't mention it either.
We made it through my days off without me letting anything show that I was onto her. For her part she was as attentive and loving as always. Once, when she thought I was napping on the couch she came over, bent down and kissed me lightly on the forehead, whispered "I love you" and then went out into the kitchen. I didn't doubt that she meant it because she thought I was asleep so she wouldn't have been putting on an act, but how could she love me and do what she was doing? It didn't matter how often I looked at it or from what angle, it still did not compute.
Twice I almost brought it out into the open, but both times I stopped because it would mean my giving up on my plan to find out about all the men she had been seeing and getting even. Taking my revenge was paramount and if Mandy knew that I knew she would no doubt let the John guy know and I would lose the element of surprise. I did not want them to see it coming.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The only video Monday was of Mandy checking the receiver before she went to bed, but there was audio from the phone tap.
"Hello?"
"It's me."
"You have anything for me?"
"Just what happened her Thursday evening."
"I'll pick it up Monday. Meet me for lunch at Augustino's and you can give it to me then. Are you ready for Wednesday?"
"As I'll ever be."
"You don't sound enthused sweetie."
"Am I supposed to?"
"I certainly hope you show your dates more enthusiasm than I'm hearing right now."
"Have you had any complaints so far?"
"No, and I don't want to get any."
"I'm tired. I'm going to bed" and she hung up on him.
I called Glen and gave him the information that Mandy would be doing something on Wednesday and he gave me the run down on what he had found out about Samuel Billings. Thirty-eight years old, married to Carol for fifteen years and the father of Ralph (13) and Kathy (10). He was Chief Procurement Officer for Apollo Industries, a company that made something fairly secret for the U.S. Department of Defense.
Glen had been outside my house waiting when John left following his meeting with Mandy and he had followed John. He was still digging, but he was able to tell me that John's full name was John David Gaynor and that he was the Vice President of Sales and Marketing for the Maxxim Corporation, a company that was heavy into engineering and manufacturing. Glen hoped to have more for me in a couple of days. I mentioned that it appeared that Gaynor was collecting stuff he could use to blackmail or coerce the men Mandy was fucking and that the other names I'd given him probably had something to do with buying from or selling to Maxxim and that could possibly be a starting point in finding out who they were.
Wednesday and again on Thursday Mandy entertained a man in our bedroom. She called him Frank and there was a Frank Stemper written on one of her hidden CDs. It was more suck and fuck and wasn't anything different than what she had done with Billings.
I reviewed the tapes every morning and most of what I got out of it was Gaynor calling to make sure everything went all right the night before and arranging to meet Mandy for lunch so she could give him what the receiver recorded. On Friday morning the phone tap gave me something that I gave to Glen. It was the usual stuff up to the point where Gaynor said:
"Is Sunday set?"
"Yes. I'll leave to meet him as soon as my husband goes to work."
My days off passed quickly and on Monday morning Glen told me that Mandy had left the house fifteen minutes after I had left for work and had driven to the Motel 6 on Ferguson. She had knocked on the door of room 118, the door had opened and she had stepped inside. A small bribe had gotten him the information that the room was registered to a Rhett Baxter. Baxter was also one of the names on Mandy's secret tapes. Mandy was in room 118 until eleven o'clock at which time she left the room and drove home.
I discovered that I was not the patient man I'd always thought I was. My original intent was to find out who all seven of the men were who had been fucking Mandy and then find a way to get payback, but at the end of four weeks I only had Gaynor, Stemper, Billings and Baxter. I was sick of listening to audio and watching video of my wife betraying me and I wanted it over. I decided that it was time to end it.
I saw an attorney and got the paper work for the divorce moving. I used my computer to burn copies of Mandy's secret CDs and then waited until my attorney told me that everything was in place. On Thursday, May 5th at eleven-ten a man approached Mandy at her place of work and asked her if she was Amanda Haight and when she said yes he handed her an envelope and said:
"You have been served."
When Mandy opened her envelope she found that in addition to being sued for divorce on the grounds of infidelity she was also under a restraining order keeping her at least 500 feet from me and the house. The only way she would be allowed in the house was if she arranged for a court supervised visit to pick up her things. I also enclosed a note telling her she could call and leave a message on the answering machine telling me what she would like to have placed in garbage bags and set out 500 feet from the house. I also told her not to bother trying to call me on the home phone or my cell as I had absolutely no interest in talking to her. That was a lie of course. I wanted to know just what the hell had been going on, but I wanted her to sweat for a while before we sat down to talk.
At the same time that Mandy was being served, give or take five minutes, Gaynor, Billings, Baxter and Stemper were being served papers informing them that they were being sued for Alienation of Affections. Also at the same time special messengers were delivering packages to the wives of Gaynor, Billings, Stemper and the fiancée of Baxter.
The morning all the paperwork was being served was a busy one for me. I had given Hal and Glen all the surveillance gear that Mandy and Gaynor had placed in the house and they were busy removing it. A locksmith was there changing all the locks on the house and the man from Terminex was there spreading ant bait around the perimeter of the house. And of course Mandy ignored my note and my cell started beeping every four or five minutes and between those calls the house phone rang and I heard the answering machine pick up.
"Rob? Are you there? Rob? Pick up the phone Rob. Come on Rob; we need to talk."
I ignored both phones.
Even though Hal and Glen had removed all of the devices that Mandy and Gaynor had put in the house I had them leave what they had put in. I ignored Mandy's attempts to get in touch with me and waited for what I knew would happen next. I knew Mandy would ignore the restraining order just as she had ignored my note telling her not to bother calling me.
Sure enough, when I came home from work Sunday night and checked the video tapes the kitchen camera showed Mandy coming into the kitchen through the door that led to the basement. The bedroom camera showed her going into her closet and then coming out with a look on her face that could kill. Probably upset that her CDs and her seventy-four thousand dollars weren't there. The attic camera showed her sticking her head up through the hatch and seeing that the Hallman XK116 digital recorder was gone. I walked down to the basement and saw that one of the windows was broken out and I called the police and reported the break in. I gave them copies of the tapes from my "security system" and told them I was missing three credit cards, one thousand dollars in cash and my Smith and Wesson .38 Special. Lies of course, but I wanted to make things as difficult for Mandy as I could.
I casually commented on the fact that I couldn't understand why she took the revolver and then I suddenly said, "Oh shit!" and one of the detectives asked "What?"
"She isn't all that happy about our divorce. You don't think that she...? No, she wouldn't. At least I don't think she would. You think maybe I should buy a bulletproof vest?"
I told them where she worked and at nine in the morning they arrested her while her fellow employees looked on. She was charged with breaking and entering, theft and as a separate count of theft - theft of a firearm - and violation of a restraining order. Her father put up her bail and when I got home from work that night there was a message from Mandy on the answering machine. Short and to the point, "You bastard!" I smiled as I deleted it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had intended to take what I had and go see the President and CEO of Maxxim and ask him if he was aware of Gaynor's activities, but then decided not to. I was suing Gaynor and costing him his job would mean a loss of income for him so I decided to wait until the suit was settled before doing that.
I was getting two and three phone calls a day from Mandy, but I didn't take any of them. She sent me letters and I returned them to her unopened. She sat on the hood of my car in the parking lot at the hanger and waited for me to get off so I took the employee bus over to the terminal and took a taxi home from there.
Over the next month I heard from everyone on both sides of the family telling me that I wasn't being fair in not talking to Mandy and I told them all the same thing. She had cheated on me with seven different men, had gotten caught and we had nothing to talk about. By cheating on me she had forfeited any right to be able to communicate with me. I would sit down with her and let her talk, but it would be at a time of my choosing, not hers.
Quite frankly, I wanted her to suffer. The fact that I was suffering too didn't much matter to me. The problem was that I loved her. Even knowing what she had done I loved her. The problem was compounded by the fact that I really believed that she loved me. What I could not get my head around was how could she love me and do what she had done? Going by the hidden CDs she'd had been sexually intimate with AT LEAST seven different men over the last year and a half. Men she fucked and then came home to me with their stink still on her. Oh I know she probably showered before she came to me, but their hands had been on her and their cocks had been in her and showering couldn't remove that. She had to be thinking of those hands and those cocks as she snuggled up next to me even if it was only to think that she was glad to be snuggling with me instead of lying under them. They HAD to be on her mind when she was with me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did not travel in the same social or business circles as Gaynor, Billings, Baxter or Stemper so I had no idea how they were fairing as far as wives and fiancées were concerned, but my lawyer informed me that their lawyers had been in contact with him. Gaynor and Baxter were denying everything and said they would go to court and take their chances. Billings and Stemper offered to settle out of court and I told my attorney to go ahead and settle. I didn't want a prolonged court fight; I just wanted to hurt the bastards.
I sent a note to Baxter and told him that while I had seen to it that his wife knew what he'd been doing with mine I had not yet shared that information with his employer, but that could change at any time. Two days later he offered to settle. That left Gaynor. He was the man who had pulled the strings. Mandy's pimp as it were, and he was the one I really wanted to hurt. But all I had on him was some taped conversations and the video of him sitting at our kitchen table passing Mandy an envelope and receiving a disc from her. To get him I was going to need a lot more and there was only one place I could get it.
The next time that Mandy called I took the call.
"Hello?"
"Rob, it's Mandy."
"Yes?"
"How are you?"
"I've been better, but not recently."
"I'd like to talk to you Rob."
"About what?"
"About the mess we are in."
"What mess would that be Amanda? I've separated myself from the mess you made of my life."
"Please Rob, I love you. I need to explain what was happening. It wasn't what you think it was. Please Rob; please let me talk to you."
I gave her about five seconds of silence and then said, "All right Amanda. The house at seven tonight, but I will have some questions and I had better get honest answers. The first time I even think you are not being honest with me you are out the door and there will not be a next time. You get one shot and tonight is it. Do you understand?"
"Yes. I won't lie to you Rob, I promise."
"Would that be anything like the promise you made me when we got married? You know, the one where you promised to be faithful to me?"
"I'm sorry Rob. I guess I deserved that, but there will be no untruths. I'll see you tonight. Goodbye."
She was parked out in front of the house at twenty to seven. I don't know if she sat there trying to work up the courage to face me or if she felt that since I said seven she had better follow my instructions to the "T" and didn't want to be even a minute late. What I do know is that watching her walk up to the house hurt. She was as beautiful as ever and it killed me to be apart from her.
She rang the doorbell at seven exactly and I let her in and told her we would use the kitchen. When we got there I pointed at a chair and said:
"You sit there and I'll sit over here where Gaynor sat when you gave him the recording and he gave you the envelope full of money."
I saw the look on her face when I said that and I said, "You weren't the only one with hidden cameras in the house. That should tell you that I know a whole lot more than you think I do. I do have a way to know if you try to sneak a lie by me."
"I told you Rob, no untruths and I meant it."
I placed a tape recorder on the table in front of me and hit the record button and said, "Okay Amanda, you called this meeting."
She looked at me and was silent for a moment and then said, "I need you to know one thing Rob, I need you to know that I love you. I love you with all my heart and soul and I would give anything if I could just go back in time and change some things. I do love you Rob and nothing that happened was because of anything you did or didn't do. I didn't do what I did because I stopped loving you; I did it because I love you so much that I couldn't bear the thought of losing you."
I just sat there and listened as I silently looked at her."
"What I did Rob, I did because I was blackmailed into doing it."
She saw I was getting ready to open my mouth and she held up a hand and said:
Please let me get it out Rob. This is the hardest thing I've ever had to do, so please let me get it all out before you say anything. When I'm done I'll answer any questions that you have, but please let me get it all out first."
She looked at me for a second and then asked, "Could I have a glass of wine? It will help steady my nerves. I opened a bottle of white wine and set it and a glass down in front of her and then sat down and waited. She poured some wine in her glass, took a sip and then told me the story.
It had happened during my swing shift turn almost two years ago. The company she was working for had a cocktail party for their clients and since I was working Mandy's boss asked her if she would act as hostess. Since I wouldn't be home until after mid-night Mandy said she would do it. In addition to one of the large halls at the Hyatt Regency her company had also arranged for a hospitality suite. The first couple of hours went by without incident and then Mandy had started feeling funny. She felt a little disoriented and woozy and her boss told her to go on up to the hospitality suite and lie down. She didn't remember the next part, but she knew it had happened because she was shown the video.
Phil, her boss, had gone up to check on her and when he bent down to ask if she was all right she had grabbed his tie and pulled him down on the bed. She had rolled on top of him and kissed him and then she had unzipped his fly and had gone down on him.
I knew Phil and I liked him. I knew him well enough to know that he would never hit on Mandy, but I also knew that he wouldn't fight her off if she was the aggressor. Anyway, she sucked his cock, pulled his pants off and mounted him. He came, she sucked him hard and he fucked her again. She tried to go down on him and get him up a third time, but he pushed her away and said he needed to see to his guests. Phil was no sooner out the door than Baxter came in and after Baxter there were three men she didn't know. By the time Baxter was doing her for the second time she was becoming aware of what was happening, but she couldn't stop it and by the time the other three came back for seconds she was an eager participant.
"That was the night Phil called you and told you that the company put me up in a room because they felt I'd had too much to drink."
Baxter and the three men had taken turns on her until about two in the morning and then they left. The next morning Amanda woke up with a hurting head, a very sore pussy and her body ached all over. She cleaned herself up and went into work. She hadn't seen the video yet so she didn't know about Phil and she had wondered why he had avoided her all day. She did know that she had been fucked by four men who she didn't know and when she came home from work that night she was determined to tell me what had happened, but as soon as she saw me she lost her nerve.
She had gone into work the next morning determined to build up the courage to face me when she got home that night, but at eleven-thirty Phil had called her into his office and John Gaynor was there. She knew that Gaynor did a lot of business with the company, but she didn't realize how important he was until Phil said:
"John needs to talk with you about something. Why don't you take a long lunch."
She couldn't figure out what Gaynor wanted to talk with her about, but it all became clear when they got to the restaurant. He slid a half dozen photographs across the table to her and casually asked her what I might think if I was to receive copies or maybe even get a copy of the video.
"I could not let you see those pictures and if there was a video it could only be ten times worse than the pictures. Even to me it looked like I was loving it and I KNEW that I hadn't done it on purpose."
She found out later that Baxter had commented to Gaynor that he would love to fuck Mandy and Gaynor had asked what it would be worth to be able to do it. Baxter had said that for something as nice as Mandy he would give all of his business to Maxxim instead of just a portion. Gaynor had said, "Deal!"
Gaynor had slipped Mandy a "date rape cocktail," apparently it was something that he did often and he always had some in his car, his briefcase or his pocket. When Phil told Mandy to go up to the hospitality suite Gaynor said he was on his way up to his room and he offered to walk Mandy the room and make sure that she got there okay.
He got Mandy on the bed and then hurried up to room he had already rented. He had planned on setting up a buyer from another company with a hooker and taping it. He hurried to the room, got the camera and took it back to the hospitality suite. He hid the camera, turned it on and went to get Baxter. By the time he got back to the room Mandy and Phil were already at it.



The deal was simple. Gaynor needed a favor and if Mandy would do it he would give her the photos and the video. The favor was an afternoon with one of his customers. She had, just had, to get those pictures and the video that went with them and given what she had already been through what was one more? One more and she would be out from under the hammer. She would still tell me what happened, but she would tone it down some - like maybe confine it to Baxter - but the big thing was that I would never see the pictures and the video.
She agreed to do the one time favor, spent the afternoon in a hotel room with his customer and Gaynor gave her the photos and the video from the cocktail party. She destroyed them and then started to work up the courage to face me and tell me about the cocktail party and what had happened. I had worked overtime that night so her confession was going to have to wait until the next day. The next day Gaynor called her and told her that he needed another favor. He had another customer who needed to be taken care of. She had laughed at him and told him no way and to forget it. He had no hold over her now that she had the photos and video. Then Gaynor told her that yes, she did have the originals, but he had copies and he also had the tape that he had made of her when she took care of his customer the previous afternoon.
From then on she had been Gaynor's whore. To forestall any attempt she might later make against him by going to the authorities over his blackmailing her he started paying her a commission on sales that happened after she took care of one of his 'friends' and he did it in his rented apartment so he had her on tape taking the money and putting it in her purse.
The setup in our house had a dual purpose. One, to tape her meetings at the house and two, Gaynor wanted to keep an eye on me to see if I ever got suspicious and started checking up on Mandy. He had a good thing going with her, especially with guys like Baxter and Billings who kept coming back for more, and he didn't want to lose it so he kept an eye on me so he could adapt if I began to suspect something.
Mandy finally woke up to the fact that if he could use the tapes against her she could use them against him and she started making two copies of everything she took off of the receiving unit. She kept one set for herself and when the time came she was going to tell Gaynor "no more" and when he threatened her with showing me the tapes she would tell him if he did she would blow the whistle on him to every guy he'd had her do.
"And when was that going to happen?"
"As soon as I had a hundred thousand dollars. I was going to tell you what I had done and I wanted to have enough money to fall back on if you threw me out."
"If I threw you out? You thought that maybe I wouldn't?"
"I had hopes that you might love me as much as I love you and you would understand why I did what I did. I didn't want to lose you Rob and I couldn't see anyway that I wouldn't if you ever saw that video tape. I had no choice Rob. I didn't dare gamble that you would stay with me after seeing the video. I was uncertain over the outcome if I just confessed to the cocktail party, but without the video I thought I might just have a chance. There was no chance at all if you had seen me with Baxter and those others."
"How many times did you have to do Phil to get him to give you all that time off to go play in hotels?"
"The only time I did anything with Phil was the night of the party. He let me have time off, with pay, anytime Gaynor said he needed me. He didn't really want to, but Gaynor had shown him pictures of Phil and me doing it and had hinted that it would sure be a shame if Phil's wife were to get a set."
"I suppose Phil will let you go now that I've blown the whistle on everyone."
"No. Phil and I have talked about things and we are both holding our breath to see what Gaynor might do. He can't hurt me anymore and he has no reason to hurt Phil, but who can tell? Phil knows I wasn't myself that night so we have been able to get back to a good relationship."
"Is that it? Anything else before you leave?"
She hesitated for a few seconds and then said. "I was hoping that I could convince you to give me the money that you took from my closet. Now that you have kicked me out I could use it."
"Sorry, but you are just going to have to consider that as the price you paid for stabbing me in the back. I might consider giving you some of it if you agree to testify against him if I end up taking him to court."
"Of course I will and I'll do it for nothing."
"I'll let you know" and I stood up to signal that as far as I was concerned her visit was over.
She looked up at me. "Is there no chance Rob? Isn't there any chance at all that we can work through this and stay together? I love you Rob; God knows that I do."
"I can't see how Amanda. There might have been a chance if you had told me about the cocktail party right after it happened, but now, all these months and all these men later? I don't see how."
She had tears in her eyes as I walked her to the door and there were tears in mine as I watched her drive away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I went to Maxxim's in-town office complex and made my way to Gaynor's office. I walked right past his secretary who jumped up and told me that I couldn't go in. I smiled at her and said:
"Its okay sweetie, he is expecting me."
He was sitting at his desk and reading some papers when I walked in. He looked up and I saw recognition register on his face.
"Mr. Gaynor I believe" I said, "I'm Mandy's husband, but I expect that you already know that."
He started to stand up and I said, "No need to get up, I won't be here that long."
I dropped an envelope on his desk and said, "You weren't the only one with hidden cameras in my house. You will find four things in that envelope. One is a copy of the video of you giving my about to be ex-wife an envelope full of money in exchange for a recording of her evening with Billings. The second item is a copy of that evening with Billings. That's just there to let you know that Amanda made herself a copy of everything that you had her do in our house so your hidden cameras could record it. Item number three is excerpts from a tape that Amanda made for me last night and those excerpts will let you know she has agreed to testify against you if things end up in court which is exactly where things will end up if you do not make use of the fourth item which is a card with my attorney's phone number on it. I would strongly suggest that you call him and let him know that you are going to settle the lawsuit I have against you. If you do not make that call I will drop everything that I have on the District Attorney's desk this coming Friday."
I turned to leave the office and when I reached the door I turned back to him and said, "Hey; you have a fine day now" and then I left.
The next day I got a call from my attorney telling me that Gaynor had called him and agreed to settle out of court. I waited until all the checks had cleared and the dust had settled and then I made six copies of everything I had and sent one set to the president and CEO of Maxxim and one copy each to the five man board of directors. Three days later I got a phone call from a very pissed off (and, as it turned out, a recently unemployed) John Gaynor.
"You mother fucking bastard! You said if I settled you wouldn't do anything."
"No, that is not what I said. I said if you settled I would not give it to the District Attorney so he could file criminal charges against you. I didn't say anything about not telling your boss. And just so you know; it is all about revenge. You fucked me and I got even."
I hung up the phone and Mandy asked, "Who was that?"
"Your ex-pimp. He is upset because somehow his boss found out what he was doing and it upset him so much that he fired Gaynor."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Yes, Mandy is back in the house. Not back in my good graces, but back in the house. She is sleeping in the spare bedroom until we can see if we can put things back together. I'm not at all sure that we can. I do love her and I do believe she loves me so I'm willing to give it a try, but I don't know if that love will be enough. There are issues that have to be addressed, trust being one of them. One of the others is that Mandy was right when she said she thought we might have a chance as long as I never saw the video of her taken at that cocktail party. I never did see that video, but I watched every one of the other videos that she had hidden in her closet and the images of Mandy with those other men are burned into my brain and every time I look at Mandy they start playing in my head.
I told her I would try and I will. I will try really hard. But I'm not making any promises.
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I looked at her on the other side of the table and realized that she had not changed a bit in the year since I had last seen her. I saw her looking me over and wondered what she was thinking. I had honestly never expected to see her again.
I had checked into the motel three hours before and then had gone to the attached restaurant to get a bite to eat. I was sitting in a booth going over my schedule for the coming week when someone slid onto the seat across from me and said:
"Hello stranger; long time no see."
I looked up and saw Connie. She had been the afternoon desk clerk at the motel for as long as I had been coming to Palm Springs.
"Hello yourself. How have you been?"
"Same old same old. Still working the desk, but now I have the day shift with Saturday and Sunday off. How's that for being in tall cotton? You alone or is the crew here."
I knew what she wanted to hear. She and Sam had a thing going every time he came to the Springs.
"Alone for two days and then Vern, Rick and Billy Bob will be here."
I saw her face start to fall and then said, "And Sam will be here too."
She smiled at me and said "Bastard."
I smiled back at her and said, "Yup, that's me."
"How long this time?"
"Supposed to be three weeks but you know how that goes. The last time was only supposed to be two weeks and we were here two and a half months."
"Been here long?"
"About three hours."
"Seen anyone else?"
"No. Checked in, called the office to let them know I was here and then came here."
She was silent for a second or two and then said, "She's working across the street. She tends bar in the afternoon at the Oasis. She's there now. She works three-thirty to midnight."
I shrugged and Connie said, "She finally got rid of Nick.
I looked at her as what she said hit home.
"No replacement either."
"Excuse me" I said and I went to the pay phone, opened the phone book and found what I was looking for and then made the call. A credit card number took care of it and a dozen red roses were on the way. I went back to the booth and asked Connie not to go over to the Oasis and say anything.
Her back was to me when I entered the Oasis at ten to twelve. I took a seat at the end of the bar and waited while she finished taking care of a customer. She turned and took a bill to the register and then took the guy his change. Then she turned and checked out the rest of the bar to see if anyone was ready for another drink and she saw me. Her face lit up in a smile and she headed for me. As she passed by the register she stopped and took a rose out of the vase sitting there and then came up to me.
"There was no card, but my heart told me who sent them."
She looked at her watch and said, "I get off at twelve."
"I'll be sitting right here waiting."
---------------------------------
I'd met Kirby almost two years before when the company I worked for sent me to Palm Springs for an extended stay. My company handles specialty cars for a major automobile manufacturer and one of the things we did was haul their products to sunny locations so advertising agencies could take the photos and shoot the film that was used in advertising campaigns. Time was money to those people so their locations were almost always in places where you could count on sunshine three hundred and sixty days a year so we did a lot of work in southern California.
There were five of us in the crew on that trip and during our second week Vern hooked up with a cocktail waitress who worked at one of the night spots in Rancho Mirage. He would drive over there every night and wait for her to get off work and he kept after the rest of us to go with him so he wouldn't have to drink alone.
One night the entire crew decided to go. The place had a floor show that wasn't too bad and Vern's squeeze was a nice looking lady, but from the moment I walked through the door I only had eyes for Kirby. There was just something about her that grabbed me. We were seated in her section and when she came to take our drink order she smiled and I melted. The first thing I saw when I was able to tear my gaze away from her face was the wedding ring on her left hand. I had one too, but mine didn't mean anything. Kirby took our drink order and as she walked away Billy Bob nudged me with his elbow and told me to close my mouth.
"Was I that obvious?"
"Only to everyone in the building."
For the rest of the night I tried to keep up with the conversation as my eyes followed Kirby everywhere she went. The next night I was there with Vern again and again my eyes stayed on Kirby. It made no sense since I knew she was married and to me that meant that she was untouchable, but God did I love looking at her. Vern noticed and asked me if I was planning on taking a shot at her and I told him no.
"In all our years working road trips and locations together have you ever seen me cheat on my wife?"
"No, but there s always a first time for everything and it is obvious that Kirby has your undivided attention."
"She's married too Vern."
"Again hoss, a first time for everything."
The truth of the matter was that if Kirby wasn't married I would have been after her in a heartbeat and the fact that I had never cheated on my wife would have been history. My fidelity toward Carol was just something that I did because I was an old fashioned kind of guy. I took a vow when I married Carol and unlike some I held to those vows. I didn't have to because as far as I was concerned Carol had released me from those vows, but like I said, I was an old fashioned kind of guy and I had old fashion values.
------------------------
I had been on a two week location with the Grey Advertising Agency at the Kentucky Derby where they were shooting an ad campaign for a new model. Things went smoothly and we finished two days early so I loaded the two cars into the trailer and headed for home.
I tried to call Carol and let her know I was on the way home, but got no answer. I didn't think anything of it because she had a whole host of things she did to keep her busy while I was away on location. In addition to working full time at a real estate agency she bowled two nights a week, belonged to a book discussion group at the library, sold Amway products and worked as a volunteer at a local church. No problem. If I couldn't reach her I would surprise her.
I dropped the truck at the shop, got into my pick up and headed for the house. I had to drive through town to get home and as I passed by Kelly's Bar I caught sight of Carol's Mustang. No mistaking her pony, it was the only Sea Mist Green Mustang in the county. I hung a u-turn to go back and just as I straightened out the truck I saw Carol come out of Kelly's arm in arm with some guy I had never seen before. I pulled to the curb and watched as they walked – still arm in arm – to the parking lot. They walked to Carol's car and the guy took her in his arms and kissed her and she put her arms around him and kissed him back. She got in her car, started it up and then sat there waiting until the guy got in his car and pulled out of the lot. Carol pulled out behind him and they headed east. Our house was to the west.
I pulled out and followed them. I wasn't worried about being noticed since there were thousands of black Ford F-250 pick up trucks around. About five minutes down the road they pulled into an apartment complex, got out of their cars and went into apartment 3B. I saw the lights come on and I sat there to see what would happen next. Forty-five minutes later the lights went off and when no one came out of the apartment during the next hour I knew all I needed to know.
I drove home and I could tell as soon as I walked into the house that there hadn't been anyone there in days. I took a look around and then I went to bed. Carol was sure going to be surprised when she got home.
Carol wasn't home when I got up in the morning. I ran around and did some errands before I went into work and as I drove through town I saw Carol's Mustang parked at the real estate agency where she worked. I went into work, turned in my expense reports and told my boss I needed to take the rest of the day off to take care of some personal business.
I called Carol at work and acted like nothing was wrong.
"I called you last night, but I guess you were out."
"Last night I was working with the group from church. Are you still going to be home tomorrow?"
"Probably not. It looks more like noon the day after."
"Damn it honey, you need to get home. I'm hurting."
"It is just as bad for me lover."
"Just hurry up and get home."
"I will. Love you."
"Love you too baby."
At five I was parked where I could see her car and when she came out of work she was walking with the same guy I'd seen her with the night before only this time they weren't walking arm in arm. Must not want to get the rest of the folks in the office talking.
I followed them and they went straight to the apartment. I sat there about and hour and no one came out. I left and went to get a bite to eat and when I came back both cars were still there. I watched for another two hours and no one came out. I went home and set the clock for five am. I didn't expect Carol to come home that night and I planned on being outside 3B when she and the guy came out. I tagged along behind them as they drove to the real estate office and then I headed on into work. I had a sit down with my boss and told him what was going on and that I needed one more day off.
I drove home and removed all traces of my having been there and then I drove over to the real estate office. I was behind them when they pulled up in front of 3B and after they went into the apartment I went over to the mail box cluster and found that 3B was occupied by Jason Monroe. I sat and watched and at eleven-thirty Carol came out, got in her car and drove to our house. I headed for a motel and checked in for the night.
At ten the next morning I went home and saw that Carol had set the scene for me. Dirty dishes in the sink, her clothes all over the place and the bathroom looking like fifteen people had used it for the last week. It must have taken her hours getting the place to look like she spent all of her time there.
I waited until noon and then called her and told her I was home. She told me to take a handful of vitamins and she would try and get off work early. She came rushing in the door at three and she was already pulling off her clothes when she saw me sitting on the couch.
"What? You aren't naked and waiting?"
"I didn't expect you for another hour."
"I told you I would try and get off early. Now come on baby and get with the program. We have a lot of catching up to do."
I was not at all happy with Carol, but she was a great piece of ass and now that I knew what I knew that is all she would ever be to me from that point on. I'd had two days to think on it and had decided to just turn my back on it. I needed someone to watch the house when I was gone and it was nice to have home cooked meals. I sucked at doing laundry. The last time I did it I didn't separate it right and everything white came out pink so what the hell I thought, I'd keep Carol as a live in maid while I was gone and a convenient cum depository when I was at home. It would be easier and cheaper than divorcing her cheating ass.
"Come on Rob" she cried, "Get with it."
I got up, undressed and she grabbed me by the hand and pulled me toward the bedroom.
---------------------------------
I was home for two months and as far as I know – and I watched her like a hawk – she never played around on me. I saw no signs that she was unhappy with me and in fact she was very attentive to me and our sex life was great.
Then I was tagged for a shoot in Phoenix with the J. Walter Thompson agency and I told Carol I would be leaving on Tuesday. Actually I was leaving on Wednesday and Tuesday evening I was parked just up the street from the real estate office at quitting time and when she got off work at five she and Jason went straight to apartment 3B. I guess they had some catching up to do.
That set the pattern for the next year and a half. Carol was the perfect wife when I was home, but as soon as I was out the door she was with Monroe. I would tell her I was leaving a day earlier than I did and then watch as she went to 3B and I would tell her I would be home two days later than I actually got there and then watch as she spent her nights at 3B.
I don't guess that she ever worried about not being home when I called because I didn't call all that much. It was something that we had set up long before I found out about her and Monroe. I couldn't call her when I was working the location during the day and it was usually seven-thirty or eight before we lost daylight and packed up the shoot. Because of the three hour time difference between us I didn't want to call and wake her up so we set it up that I would call her every Friday night at ten o'clock her time. She was always there for the call, but whether or not she was alone or not I never knew.
I was surprised that she never did anything at our place – at least she never did when I was watching – but I don't know about other nights. What I did know was that our marriage was dead. I would continue to use her, but it would never be any more than that.
---------------------------------
It was my habit when on trips to live off my per diem and bank my entire paycheck, but finding out about Carol's secret life changed that. I started banking my per diem in an account Carol didn't know about and started pulling my travel expenses out of my paycheck. A divorce would happen somewhere along down the line and since divorces were now mostly no-fault with assets being split fifty-fifty I intended to decrease the amount of cash Carol would get while increasing what I would end up with. Carol noticed the change in bank deposits and mentioned it and I explained it away by telling her that the cost of motel rooms and meals kept going up, but my per diem didn't so I had to make up the difference.
The other change was that I started volunteering for more trips. By the time I first laid eyes on Kirby my marriage was long gone even though Carol didn't know it. Probably the oddest part was that even though Carol had broken her vows to me and that should have freed me up to play I didn't. Those old fashioned values again. I had given my word when I said "I do" and I was stuck with it until the bands of matrimony were legally severed. That was my mind set.
Until I set eyes on Kirby.
But Kirby was married so all I could do was look and not touch. And look I did. Three or four nights a week I went to the club and sat with Vern while he waited for Linda to get off work and I pretended to watch the floor show while all the time watching Kirby move between tables and wait on customers.
I did talk to her occasionally. When things were slow she and Linda would come over to the table and we would talk, but it was mostly general conversation. I don't know how long it would have gone on like that if left up to me, but it wasn't left up to me.
It was a Saturday night and the entire crew was there. Billy Bob had hooked up with a girl who had come down to the Springs for the weekend; Sam had somehow latched onto Connie who was the girl who worked the front desk at the motel and Rick was with one of the waitresses from the restaurant at the motel. I flagged Kirby down and ordered a round for the table and when she brought it I dropped two twenties on her tray and told her to keep the change. She bent down and kissed me and then said:
"Are we still on for tonight?"
I was caught totally by surprise, but I'm fairly quick on my feet so I said, "Absolutely."
As Kirby walked away Vern said, "You old dog you. How did you manage that without any of us knowing? Hell bud, we are with you almost all the time and I never had a clue."
"I guess I never told you that my nick-name in school was "Slick" did I?"
"No you didn't old hoss, but I can see that you are. Yes indeed you are."
About half an hour later I got up to use the bathroom and when I came out Kirby was waiting in the hall for me.
"The restaurant at the motel a little after midnight okay?"
Before I could say a word she turned and hurried back to work. I looked at my watch and saw that it would be two hours before I could find out what was going on. I went back to the table but I can't for the life of me remember anything that was said by the others sitting there. I watched Kirby work and wondered what the hell was going on.
It was a quarter after twelve when Kirby walked in and saw me sitting in a booth. "Surprised?" she asked as she slid onto the sear across from me.
"Stunned is more like it. What is going on? Why did you make everyone at the table think that there is something going on between us?"
"Wouldn't you like for there to be something going on between us? From the way you watch me I certainly get that impression."
"Look lovely lady, I'm just a simple mechanic and truck driver and I have to have things explained to me. What is going on here?"
"I need a boyfriend and if you are willing you are my choice."
"You are married sweetie so why are you looking for a boyfriend?"
"It isn't all that complicated. My husband Nick travels a lot for his job. He is gone two and three weeks at a time and I spend a lot of time being alone and horny. But I love Nick so I sit home and suffer through it and wait for him to come home. A couple of months ago I found out that Nick gets horny also, but he doesn't suffer through it and wait until he gets home to me."
"He is cheating on you?"
"Big time. His trips take him to San Francisco, Salt Lake, Denver and Kansas City on a regular basis and he has a steady girlfriend in each one of those places. In places he goes to where he doesn't have a steady he is always hitting bars and lounges looking for pick ups."
"And you know this how?"
"Private detectives."
"You make enough as a cocktail waitress to hire private detectives?"
"Not hardly, but my dad is loaded and he paid for it. What happened is that Nick came home from one of his trips and got a little careless. I took some of his clothes to the dry cleaners and I went through the pockets to make sure that there was nothing in them. I found a package of condoms. Nick and I have never used condoms so right away I knew what it meant.
"My dad is a divorce lawyer and I went to him for advice. Not divorce advice because I loved Nick, but I wanted to know from my father's standpoint and experience what the chances were that Nick and I could work things out. Like how many cases he had been involved in that didn't go all the way to divorce and why they didn't. That kind of stuff. He told me that condoms had many other uses other than being used in sexual intercourse and it was possible that Nick used them for another reason.
"I was a bit skeptical, but dad told me that he used them to keep his cigarettes and matches dry when he went fishing and sometimes when he played golf and it looked like it might rain. I asked him if he really expected me to believe that and he told me that he played golf in a tee shirt and shorts and the only place he could put his cigarettes was on the tray across the front of the golf cart where they would get wet when it rained or if the sprinklers came on when they weren't supposed to. He used a condom to keep them dry. He suggested that I do nothing, but to keep a close eye on Nick to see if I could come up with anything else."
"Your dad was right about them being used for other purposes. When I was in the Army I used them to blouse my trousers, keep water out of the barrel of my rifle and to keep some things dry when we were on marches in bad weather."



"None of that matters now. What dad didn't tell me was that he was going to use his contacts to find out if Nick was cheating on me and he found out that Nick was."
"So what does that have to do with me?"
"I decided that I'm not going to sit home and be horny while waiting for Nick to come home. I need some one to help me with the horny part and I picked you."
"Why me?"
"Because you are a nice guy. I can tell from the way you watch me that you want me, but you haven't tried anything. No sexist remarks, no crude come ons, no trying to grab a feel or pat me on the ass like most of the assholes that come into the lounge. I wanted some one, but most of the guys I come across are assholes and I don't want to waste time on an asshole. I asked Linda to pump Vern about you and Vern told her that you were Mr. Straight Arrow and married so you looked and didn't touch.
"Linda also found out that your company will fly your wife out to visit after you have been away from home for over thirty days, but you have never brought her out. You also never talk about her and f anyone asks about her you change the subject. I put all that information together and came up with the idea that all is not well between you and your wife. As for what happened at the lounge tonight Linda suggested that I hit you with it in front of every one so you wouldn't be likely to turn me down without giving me a chance to talk to you so I gambled and here we are."
"I don't think I would be a good boyfriend for you. I only get out here three or four times a year and when I am here it is only for a few weeks at a time."
"That will work for me. Unfortunately I love Nick even though he is a cheating asshole. I don't plan on leaving him, just play a little while he is playing. If I hooked up with some one local and saw him all the time things could get awkward. Some one who is only around part of the time would be perfect."
"What would you do on those horny nights when I wasn't around?"
"Remember how good it was when you were here and how good it will be when you come back."
"It is a very tempting offer."
"I had hoped that it would be. If you are at all interested I believe that you have a room here in this very establishment."
"I do indeed. Any chance you might like to go with me to my room and look at my etchings?"
"Ooh, I've always wanted to see etchings."
I signaled for the bill, paid it and then Kirby and I headed for my room. Once inside my room Kirby said:
"I don't see any etchings."
"I lied. I just told you that to get you into my room."
"Well honey, you got me up here to show me something so you had better get to it."
"Show you something? Okay."
I walked over to the dresser and started picking up things. "This is my hairbrush and over here we have the charger for my electric razor." I opened the top drawer of the dresser and took out a pair of briefs and showed them to her as I said, "And here is some of my clean underwear."
"Enough! Enough already. I've seen enough. Get your pants off. Now!"
As she said that her skirt hit the floor and I figured that it was time to get with the program. Kirby was naked and on the bed by the time I had all of my clothes off. She gave me the eye and said:
"Get over here lover and show me that I know how to pick 'em."
I warned her that the first time might be kind of disappointing as it had been a bit since I'd last been laid and she said:
"No problem as long as there is a second time."
There was and a third time after which I asked her what time she had to leave and go home.
"Trying to get rid of me already?"
"Hell no. As far as I'm concerned you can stay right here until the location is over and even then you can stay with me. Just get in the truck and go home with me."
"You sound like you mean that."
"Bet your sweet ass I do."
"What would you tell your wife when you got me there?"
"Get out and don't let the door hit your ass on the way out."
"Ouch! That sounds a bit harsh."
"I suppose it does, but our marriage has been over for a couple of years now. I just haven't taken the time to put it to rest."
"Well sweetie, it won't end because of little old me going home with you because that is never going to happen. I will have my fun with you, but I'm staying here because this is where Nick is when he is not on the road selling. But to answer your question; I need to be home by one-thirty so I can shower and get ready to go into work at four."
"That means you can have breakfast with me."
"You might not have enough energy left to get out of bed to go to breakfast" she said as she reached for my cock and when her mouth closed on me I felt like I'd died and gone to Heaven.
------------------------------
The two week location stretched out to five and for the next eight days Kirby spent her nights in my bed and on the ninth night Kirby told me that her husband had gotten home that afternoon so it would be a while before she would be able to see me again.
The next two nights I went with Vern to the lounge and sat with him while he waited for Linda to get off, but seeing Kirby and knowing that she wouldn't be going back to my room with me was just too hard on me so I stopped going to the lounge. Three days went by and one afternoon Vern told me that Kirby had asked about me and was wondering if I was okay.
"Tell her I'm fine."
"You tell her."
"I can't. I don't have her phone number."
"Then come down to the lounge and tell her in person."
"Can't do that either. Just tell her I'm fine Vern and then let it rest."
A week went by and then one night during the fourth week of the location there was a knock on my door and I opened it expecting to see Vern, Billy Bob or one of the other guys on the crew, but there stood Kirby.
"May I come in?"
I stepped aside and she walked in. I closed the door and turned to see her taking off her clothes.
"Nick is gone for at least two weeks. Get your clothes off lover; we need to make up for lost time."
I had a week and a half with Kirby and then it was time to load up the trucks and head home to Michigan. Kirby and I had breakfast together on the morning I had to leave and as we held hands across the table she asked:
"You will miss me won't you?"
"Silly girl, of course I'm going to miss you. I just wish there was some way I could either stay here or take you with me."
"That is so sweet of you to say that, but you know I can't go with you. My heart is here. I will think about you and hope that you will be back soon."
She walked me to my truck, gave me a scorcher of a kiss and then walked over to her car. She sat there and watched me until I pulled out of the parking lot and headed east.
--------------------------------
Keeping to the schedule I had already set I got home two days before Carol expected me and checked out the house. It had that same empty feeling that I had felt the first time. It was obviously not lived in. That evening I followed Carol and the shithead from the real estate office to dinner and then to a lounge where they danced for a while. They were at Monroe's apartment by one. The next day they skipped dinner and went straight from work to 3B. I guess they wanted to 'stock up' for a while since I was coming home.
When I rolled in the house had a 'lived in look' that must have taken Carol hours to achieve. My home coming was passionate as Carol tried to fuck me to death. I was home for almost three months and I kept a close eye on Carol and as far as I could tell she did not run around on me even once. Apparently she and Monroe had figured out that the best way to keep from being caught was not to do anything when I was in town.
I was tapped for another trip and as was my new habit I told Carol I was leaving a day earlier than I actually left and I was watching as she and Monroe raced from the real estate office to apartment 3B. I was punishing myself a little by doing that, but I needed to know if she was still with Monroe or had switched to some other asshole.
My trip didn't take me to Palm Springs. It was an inside location at a studio in Century City in Los Angeles that was scheduled for three days and then I had to take the car to San Diego for five days and then head up to San Francisco for six more. At the end of the first day's shoot I drove like crazy from LA to Rancho Mirage and it just happened that Kirby was looking in the direction of the door when I walked in. She was so surprised that she dropped her tray. I took a seat and Linda came up to me and asked me if Vern was with me and I had to tell her no. Seconds later Kirby came up to take my drink order.
"Are we on for tonight?" I asked and she said that she would try to get off early. I was waiting for her when she came outside at eleven.
"Can we do more than hug, kiss and talk?"
"Nick left two days ago. I have two weeks before he will be back."
I rented a room and we tore up the bed until I had to leave at five to get back up to LA. I gave her my schedule and told her I would only be able to see her two more times before I had to head to San Diego, She told me that she had some time off coming and she asked me if she could go to San Diego with me. I of course said yes.
I drove back to LA, worked the shoot and that evening I raced back to pick Kirby up and take her back up to LA with me. The shoot ran a day over schedule and then we headed for San Diego. Halfway there she started with the "Are we there yet? How much longer?" Every five minutes it was "Are we there yet" and I kept saying no. I knew she was playing some kind of game with me, but I never figured out what it was until she told me to pull over.
"Why?"
"We aren't there yet and I can't wait. Pull over and let's get up in the sleeper."
I smiled and pulled off on an exit ramp, turned on the flashers, set the parking brake and turned to see Kirby already up in the sleeper and taking her clothes off.
I had to stop two more times before we got to San Diego. We had a fabulous six days in Diego and I tried to talk her into going to San Francisco with me, but she said that she could only get off the one week that she had just spent with me. I spent one last night with her in a motel in Escondido and then I headed for San Fran and then home.
To be continued.
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For the next two years Kirby and I kept up our off again on again relationship. Sometimes Nick would be home the entire time I was there and Kirby and I wouldn't connect.
Somewhere along the way it occurred to me that Kirby and Carol were carbon copies of each other and I began to wonder if Carol was doing it for the same reason Kirby was. I don't mean cheating on me because I was cheating on her because until Kirby I never had. But was she with Monroe because she was just too horny when I was on the road? Was she telling Jason what Kirby was telling me? That she loved her husband, but had to have a sexual outlet when I wasn't there?
I decided that I needed to find out just what the deal was with Carol and her lover. The problem was that there wasn't any easy way to do it. I could put a tap on the phone at the house, but it didn't look like Carol ever lived there while I was gone. I could put a recorder under the seat of her Mustang, but it would only be good for maybe eight hours of the several weeks I'd be gone and I didn't want to waste a ton of money on a private detective. I just had to gamble on Carol and her lover talking on the phone while I was home. That didn't seem likely since they had all day to talk to each other at work.
I thought about it for a bit and then decided that I would try and set Carol up. I would tell her after she got home from work on Friday that I had to take a car to the state fairgrounds for the weekend and that it wouldn't make any sense for me to drive all the way home just to turn around and go back five hours later. Then I would tell her that I would probably be leaving Monday for a two week shoot in Charlotte.
I put a voice activated tape recorder under the seat of her Mustang and rigged one to tape calls on the home phone and then I kissed Carol goodbye and went fishing. I came home Sunday night and Carol damned near killed me in bed.
"I've got to stock up for when you are gone."
I'd already arranged to take a half a day off work on Monday so Sunday night I got the recorder out from under the seat of the Mustang and Monday I left for work at my regular time. I hit Wal-Mart for a few things and then came home after Carol had gone to work. There was nothing on the car recorder, but there was something on the phone tap.
"Hello?"
"It's me."
"Carol?"
"You sound surprised."
"I am. You never call when your husband is home."
"He isn't home. He is on an all night location at the state fairgrounds."
"Does this mean you are coming over?"
"Of course not. You know the rules. When Rob is home I'm his and his alone."
"But you just said he's not home."
"You know full well what I mean. He may no be in the house at this exact moment, but he is home. The reason I'm calling is to let you know he will be leaving Monday for two weeks. I'm calling to remind you to load up on condoms if you expect to spend time with me."
"You are really going to do it?"
"Yes I am."
"You know I don't like using condoms."
"Tough shit Jason. If you want to keep seeing me you will start using condoms."
"Your plan isn't going to work you know. I've always said he is more interested in his job than you."
"What you are saying is that you hope my plan won't work because you know if it does you won't be having me any more."
"I'm not worried about that because I know he won't leave his job just because you get yourself pregnant."
"Of course he will. He has a wife who loves him and who is crazy about him and he will have a beautiful child that he will have to help raise. He will want to stay home with us."
"But..."
"No buts Jason. I've already gone off the pill. If you want to continue with me until I give Rob his child you WILL use condoms. And Jason – don't get the cheap ones. You won't like what I'll do to you if one of them breaks. See you at work Monday. Bye."
I sat there staring at the recorder as I digested what I'd just heard. She didn't say it outright, but it was easy for me to infer that she was doing just what Kirby was doing – using a fill in when hubby was gone because she needed sex. She pretty much said that Jason was history when I started staying home full time, but the most monumental fact was that she was willing to get herself pregnant to try and keep me home. Before we were married we had talked about kids. I wanted two, a boy and a girl and Carol wanted none. In fact she flat out told me that if having a family was important to me then I should let her go and find some one else.
"I love you" she told me, "But I will not under any circumstances be having babies."
I loved her and I wanted her and so I had accepted that I would never have a family and I married her. And now here she was deliberately going to let herself get pregnant so she could get me to stay home with her. That one phone call flipped my world on its ear. Jason had a point. I did love my job. I made damned good money at it and before listening to that phone call I would have taken the job over Carol in a heartbeat because of her affair with Jason. Now? I just didn't know.
Monday when I came home from work I told Carol that the Charlotte trip had been cancelled and then in a joking manner I said:
"I guess you will just have to call your boyfriend back and tell him you won't be free after all."
I watched her face as I said it, but she just smiled at me and said in a joking manner:
"Damn. He will be so disappointed. I guess I will just have to be satisfied with you" and she drug me off to bed.
After Carol fell asleep I laid there staring up at the ceiling and wondered just what I was going to do.
----------------------------------
Over the next two months I passed on two locations – a three day shoot in Miami and a four day shoot in Atlanta – so I could stay home with Carol. I had no idea what transpired at the office between Carol and Jason, but there was never anything on the recorders. Carol came straight home from work every night and I occasionally spot checked on her during her lunch hours and while she did have lunch with Jason a time or two it was straight from work to the restaurant and then straight back to work. I got to where I really believed that as long as I stayed home Carol was mine and mine alone. Our sex life was great. Carol never seemed to get enough and I began to understand why she needed a stand-in while I was gone for weeks at a time.
My attitude toward Carol changed a hundred and eighty degrees. She was no longer just a house keeper and sexual outlet for me when I was home. My feelings for her got back to where they were before I found out about Jason. Hey! I am not a hypocrite. She'd had Jason but I'd had Kirby so neither one of us could hold the high ground on the issue. Granted that she had started long before I did, but I had come to understand why.
The inevitable happened and a three week location in Palm Springs came up and I had to take it. The long shoots were where the money was and that is why I worked – to make money. When I walked into the lounge I didn't see Kirby. I took a seat at a table and Linda came up and said:
"Welcome back."
"Is Kirby here?"
"She's on break. I'll let her know you are here."
She took my drink order and a few minutes later Kirby showed up with my drink and as she set it down in front of me she said:
"I wondered if I would ever see you again."
"Have I been replaced?"
"No. Nick has gone through an uncommonly long stint at home."
"Does that mean we are not likely to connect while I'm here?"
"I don't know. How long are you going to be here?"
"Supposed to be three weeks, but you know how that goes. I could be out of here in two or still be here in five,"
"Nick hasn't said anything about having to leave so I don't honestly know if I can see you or not."
"I'm in room 216 at the motel in case you want to call."
"You won't be here nights?"
"Why? So I can watch you and know I can't have you? I may stop in from time to time, but no way am I going to come in here and sit for hours knowing that I'll be going back to my room alone."
"I'm sorry baby, but you have always known I'm Nick's when he is around."
"I know sweetie." She left to get back to work and after I had two drinks I headed back to the motel. Nick never did leave town and at the end of the shoot I headed home. It did not help my mood any to think on the fact that Carol was getting fucked on a regular basis while I was gone and I hadn't even gotten a sniff.
-------------------------------
It was two months before I got another trip to California and during that two months Carol did everything she could think of to try and wear me out and keep me worn out. There were times I wondered if she might not have to sneak off to see Jason even though I was home.
I kept waiting for Carol to tell me she was pregnant, but it didn't happen and I began to wonder if my little swimmers were up to the task. Then I wondered if it might be Carol. How ironic would that be? She doesn't want a family and then she decides that she does want a little one to tie me down at home, but she can't conceive.
Anyway, I got to Palm Springs and when I hit the lounge that night Kirby told me that Nick had been gone a little over a week and she would love to spend some time with me if I would like. Does a duck walk barefoot on the beach? We spent every night for the next nine days together and on the tenth night we were just recovering from a rather strenuous coupling when the phone rang. It was Linda calling to tell Kirby that Nick had just been in the lounge looking for her. Kirby was out of bed, dressed and on her way out the door in less than five minutes and I resigned myself to being alone for the rest of my trip.
The next night when I got back to my room there was a message for me to call Linda.
"Kirby is in the hospital. Nick found out what she was doing and he hurt her pretty bad. I think he is looking for you."
He found me, but I don't think he was too happy that he did. It was about eleven when I heard the knock on the door. I was alone on the shoot so it wouldn't be anyone I worked with and Kirby was in the hospital. I went to the window and pulled the curtain back a hair and looked out. I saw a guy I didn't know, but the tire iron in his hand told me who he was. I went to the door and made a lot of noise with the security chain against the door so he would hear it and then I stepped off to the side and pulled the door open.
He heard me with the chain so he thought I would be standing right in front of him when I opened the door. The tire iron swished through empty space and I grabbed his arm and pulled him into the room and then used his forward momentum to pull him across the room and slam his head into the wall. It dazed him, he dropped the tire iron and then I beat the living fuck out of him.
"Not so easy when it isn't a woman is it fuck face" I hollered at him as I kicked him in the ribs, head and nuts. I picked up a towel and used it to keep my finger prints off the tire iron and then I picked it up and gave him three hard shots to the right knee. I grabbed him by his collar, pulled him out of my room and hoisted him up on the railing (I was in room 212) and then I pushed him over. If he was lucky the bushes that lined the edge of the parking lot would break his fall. If he missed the bushes? Tough shit! It had been a very hot day and maybe the asphalt would be soft. Then again, maybe not.
I went down to the restaurant and used the pay phone to call the front desk and then I disguised my voice and told them that I had just seen a drunk fall off the second floor walkway. I hung up and went across the street to the Oasis and had a few beers. About a half hour after I got there one of the cocktail waitresses asked:
"You are staying at the Westward aren't you?"
"Yeah."
"Any idea what is going on over there?"
"Something going on?"
"Red lights flashing all over the place."
"Haven't got a clue."
I left at last call and went back to the motel. Connie was behind the counter and I said that I'd heard that there had been some excitement and she shrugged.
"Some drunk thought he was a bird and tried to fly off the second floor balcony. He landed kind of hard in the parking lot. Broke an arm and a leg."
I went to my room and went to bed.
-----------------------------
The next day was one of those rare days when the sun didn't shine in the Springs. It was overcast and the light wasn't what the film crews wanted so they ended the day early. I was at the hospital at the start of visiting hours and I cringed when I walked into Kirby's room. She looked awful. Face bruised and puffy, black eyes, her right wrist in a splint. I felt guilty. I didn't do the damage, but if I had stayed away from her it wouldn't have happened.
She heard me come in and she looked my way and I saw fear wash over her face. She said something but because of her swollen lips I couldn't understand her. I took her left hand in mine and gave it a gentle squeeze and leaned down to put my ear close to her mouth. She jerked her hand out of mine and mumbled:
"Get out! You can't be here. You can't let Nick see us together."
"You don't have to worry about Nick. He isn't going to be getting around too well for a while."
"Oh my God! What did you do?"
"He came after me with a tire iron so I put him somewhere in this same hospital."
"You hurt Nick? You hurt my Nick? Damn you!"
I pulled back from her. "He did this to you – your face, your wrist and the nurse says you have two broken or badly cracked ribs – and you are pissed at me? He came after me with a tire iron and he is damned lucky that I didn't kill the worthless son of a bitch."
"You hurt Nick? You bastard!"
I stepped back from Kirby's bed stunned at how she was acting. I turned and walked out never looking back.
There was no fall out as far as the cops were concerned. Apparently Nick didn't want it to get out that one man had fucked him up so badly. Five days later the shoot was over and I was on my way home.
---------------------------
I did my usual and came home earlier than Carol expected and found that things were still the same. I decided to be mean just to see what would happen. I was home watching TV when Carol came rushing in. I knew she had already seen my truck so she knew I was there.
"When did you get in?"
"Yesterday late. Where have you been?'
"Maggie just broke up with her boyfriend and was down in the dumps so I spent the night with her."
Maggie was her sister and Maggie and I could not stand each other so it was a safe lie for Carol since she knew I would never call Maggie to check it out. Carol had to be thinking about whether or not I had noticed the lack of a 'lived in' look in the place, but all she did was the only thing she could do under the circumstances.
"You should have called and let me know you were coming. We lost a night and now we have to work hard at making up for it."
She was stripping off her clothes as I said, "If I called you it would have taken you away from Maggie in her hour of need."
"Yeah, right! Like I would choose Maggie over you."
After she had exhausted me and fallen asleep I laid there awake and wondered what I should do about our situation if anything. Let it go on? Confront Carol and see where it went? I fell asleep still thinking about it. When I woke up in the morning I did what I had been doing for the last two years. Nothing.
---------------------------------
I did do one thing. Curiosity had gotten to me and so I made a doctor's appointment and two days later had the information. If Carol never got pregnant it wouldn't be my fault. My little guys were healthy as hell.
I'd been back about five days when Vern came up to me. "I got a call from Linda last night and she gave me a message for you."
"What?"
"Kirby wants to talk to you. Linda says you should come over to my place and we can set it up so you can do it from there."
"Why would I want to talk to Kirby?"
"I don't know bud; I'm just the go between here."
"Tell Linda to tell Kirby that I am not interested in talking to her. Tell her that the last words she said to me came through loud and clear."
Vern never mentioned the outcome after he passed my words back to Kirby via Linda.
Given the perverse nature of The Fates it was only three weeks before I was sent back to California. As luck would have it Vern was my co-driver on the trip so Linda knew we were coming and if Linda knew no doubt Kirby did too. We got to Palm Springs and got checked in and then Vern told me he would meet me in the restaurant for dinner in a half hour.
When I walked in I saw him in a booth in the back and surprise, surprise Linda and Kirby were sitting with him. I was tempted to turn around and leave, but then I decided that since we would be there two weeks I'd be ducking Kirby for the entire time so best to just get it over with.
I went to the booth, sat down and said hello to Linda and Kirby and then I let Linda and Vern monopolize the conversation. I couldn't ignore Kirby since she was sitting right across from me, but other than 'hello' when I got there I didn't speak to her. We ate and then Linda and Vern stood up and Linda said:
"Vern and I will get out of here and let you two catch up."
I resolved to do something really nasty to Vern for his part in things. Kirby reached for my hand and I pulled it back.
"Why won't you talk to me?"
"Why would I want to after the last time I saw you? You were quite vocal in what you thought of me for hurting your precious Nick."
"I didn't mean it. I was drugged up and not thinking clearly."
"Bullshit Kirby. There was nothing drugged about the hatred in your eyes when you called me a bastard for putting the hurt on that worthless mother fucker you were married to. You did get rid of that worthless asshole didn't you?"
She looked away from me and that gave me the answer to my question. "Un-fucking real. He puts you in the hospital for doing with me what he was doing with dozens and you are still with him?"
"I have to stay with him. You messed him up pretty bad. He can't get around on his own. His leg is in a cast and his knee will never work right again. With a broken wrist and a broken arm he can't even feed himself."
"So let one of his sluts take care of him."
"I can't Rob. I know you don't understand it, but I love him."
"You are right about that Kirby; I don't understand it, but I can tell you the outcome. Once you have helped get back on his feet he is going to take it out on you for his getting fucked up in the first place. To him it will have been all your fault and as far as he is concerned you are going to have to pay."
"He isn't like that Rob."
"Yes he is Kirby. Any man who would do to a woman what he did to you will do it again. And you will just stand around and wait for him to do it."
"Please Rob; can't we just put this behind us? I need you."
"No thanks Kirby. I'm sorry, but I can't help you."
I got up and left her sitting there in the booth.
Four days into the shoot Vern asked me to meet with Linda at the restaurant. I gave him a look that should have had him shaking in his boots and he said:
"Just Linda Rob. I won't even be there."
I checked closely to make sure that Linda was indeed alone before I joined her. "What's up" I asked as I slid into the booth opposite her.
"You know full well Rob. Kirby needs someone to lean on right now and she wants it to be you."
"I'm sorry Linda, but it can't be me."
"Why not Rob? Why are you being such a hard ass toward her?"
"Her asshole husband is going to fuck her up again as soon as he doesn't have to pretend being grateful for her help anymore and it will be because of what I did to him. He will see it as all her fault and he will take it out on her. I'm not going to give him even more ammunition to use against her."



"I don't understand that."
"Someone had to tell him about Kirby and me and then he went after her and came after me. If I give Kirby a shoulder to lean on that same someone will tell him that Kirby and I are back to seeing each other and Nick has already shown what he is capable of. If she gets rid of the asshole I'm here for her, but as long as she is with him I'm not even going to talk to her."
"She doesn't think he will hurt her again."
"I'll bet she never thought he would hurt her in the first place, but he has already proved her wrong on that score. Guys who beat up on woman don't stop just because the woman says "please don't, I love you." Guys who beat on women are low life scum and they don't change. No thanks Linda, but I will not have anything to do with her as long as she stays with him."
I didn't hear from or about Kirby again by the time the location was over and Vern and I loaded up the truck and headed home. I didn't get to spend much time thinking about the situations with Carol and Kirby on the way home because Vern wanted to talk. He and Linda were talking marriage, but she didn't want to leave California and Vern, while he liked California, didn't want to give up his job and move there so it was three days of "What should I do?" He was definitely asking the wrong guy for advice.
Shit!
I couldn't even figure out what I was going to do with my life. A woman in the west that I was hung up on wanted me as her sex toy, but wouldn't give up her dirt bag husband and a woman in the east who said she loved me to death but was cheating on me by actually living with her lover when I was gone. Yeah Vern, ask ME for advice.
-----------------------------------
My home coming was not typical. Carol was at home even though she didn't expect me for another two days. She looked surprised when I walked in the house and saw her sitting on the couch reading a book. She jumped up and ran to me, threw her arms around me and kissed me and then asked why I hadn't called to let her know I was coming. I don't know why I chose that moment or what it was that pushed the "time to get it out" button, but I just looked at her and said:
"I didn't call because I expected that you would still be at apartment 3B at least until tomorrow."
She stepped back, looked at me and as calmly as you please said, "He's been out of town for almost a week." She paused for a second and then said, "What now?"
"I don't know."
"Well I do know this much. It is obvious that you have known for a while, but you still let me fuck your brains out so since that is your usual welcome home lets get to it."
Her matter of fact attitude so floored me that I didn't even think about how unreal it was as she led me into the bedroom. It was my usual welcome home. Sucked, fucked, sucked and then fucked again. Shower together, she washes my cock, bends over and sucks it hard again and then turns around and leans on the wall while I take her from behind. We got into bed and she snuggled up to me and said:
"Want to talk about it now or wait until the morning?"
"Morning. I'm too tired right now."
Getting it out into the open must have relieved something inside me because for the first time in a long time I slept like a baby. I woke up to the smell of bacon and when I walked into the kitchen Carol said:
"Coffees hot and breakfast is almost ready."
She acted like it was just another normal day in the Rob and Carol show. I poured myself a cup and sat down at the table and Carol put a plate down in front of me. Eggs, bacon, fried potatoes and sourdough toast. She fixed herself a plate and sat sown and we ate in silence. She got up once to refill our coffee cups and when we finished eating she picked up the plates and put them in the sink. She turned around, leaned against the counter and said:
"Okay, let's have it. How long have you known?"
"A couple of years."
"A couple of years and you've done nothing?"
"Why bother?"
I explained my thinking as far as having a live in housekeeper and a steady piece of ass when I was home and I saw her face get a sad look."
"Why the glum face?"
"I was hoping that you would say that you loved me too much to kick me out."
"I probably love you as much as you love me."
"Sarcasm doesn't become you Robert. You have no idea how much I love you."
"I think I have a pretty fair idea. Have you seen a doctor lately?"
"A doctor? Why in the hell would I see a doctor and just what do doctors have to do with what we are talking about?"
I got up and went to get my briefcase and then brought it back to the kitchen. I took out the mini-cassette recorder and pulled a cassette tape out of an envelope, put it in the player and hit 'play.'
"He has a wife who loves him and is crazy about him and he will have a beautiful child that he will have to help raise."
Carol's face was pale and she came over and collapsed in the chair. "You know about that?"
"I had myself tested and I'm as potent as hell and you are not pregnant. Have you seen a doctor to get checked out?"
"Oh my God. You know. I can't believe that you know."
"You love me enough to have a kid you don't really want just to have a way to keep me home with you. So I guess I'm not being too sarcastic when I say that I probably love you as much as you love me. What I am having is a hard time trying to reconcile this love you supposedly have for me with your having a permanent full time lover on the side."
"I know that this is going to sound trite, but he is not a lover. All he is is a bed buddy. My relationship with him is purely sexual. There is no love involved."
"You are splitting hairs here Carol. Love, like or just sex you are still fucking another man and cheating on me. How can you say you love me and do that?"
"I don't know Rob. How do you do you justify cheating on me?"
"Me cheating on you?"
"Oh come on Rob; don't waste time denying it. You have to be getting laid while you are gone. You love sex too much not to be getting it. Deny it if you want to, but I'll never believe you. Every company Christmas party or company picnic we I go to I hear all about those California bimbos that come after you guys. That's pretty near all that Sam, Rick, Jerry, Vern, Billy Bob, Charlie and Mel talk about. You are better looking than any of those guys so I know you have to be getting your fair share. Have I bitched? No I haven't because when you are home you never stray from me. You need sex when you are gone and I need sex when you are gone and as long as we only have each other when you are home it is a win win situation."
"So you took up with Monroe because you figured that I was planking some California beach bunny?"
"Yep."
"That makes it even worse then. That changes how I have to look at things."
"Change the way you look at things? Why?"
"Up until now I thought that we might have something that we could work our way around, but that isn't the case any more. Now I find out that you have so low an opinion of me and my morals that you can just automatically decide I'm a cheating asshole and then go on your merry way. For your information Carol I never once cheated on you before finding out about you and that asshole you are living with when I'm gone. And even after finding out about you and the asshole I still went almost a year before finding someone that I liked enough to finally say fuck it and enjoy myself since I no longer had a marriage.
"You say that listening to the crew made you think was a cheater? Did you ever stop to consider that every one of the guys you just named is single and free to fuck any woman in California they can get to spread her legs? Not married with vows to keep Carol, but single and free to do what they please. I opened up this dialog thinking that we might be able to work around the cheating, but finding out how low an opinion you have of me makes me want to rethink things."
I got up and headed for the bedroom.
"Where are you going Rob? We need to talk this out."
"I have a job to go to Carol and I'm not at all sure now that we have anything to talk about."
"I've already called you in sick. Sit your ass down Rob. This has to be settled one way or the other and it needs to be done now. In the first place I do not have a low opinion of you. I have a very high opinion of you. You are a man Rob; you are all man. Sex, as far as I am concerned anyway, is a physical need just like the need to eat, drink and breathe and no healthy man is going to go with out sexual satisfaction for any length of time and the same thing goes for a healthy woman. It is not natural to want sex and deny yourself for long periods of time. A couple of week's maybe. Maybe even a month, but three, four and even five months? No way. If you weren't getting any pussy when I thought you were then you wasted a whole hell of a lot of time. If you weren't getting laid you should have been.
"You said a minute ago that you finally broke down and went after someone because you didn't have a marriage any more. You do have a marriage Rob and it is a strong one. I love you and I do my absolute best to show you that I do. You heard it on the tape. I want you here at home with me all the time because I love you and want you where I can touch you all the time. Yes, I cheated, but I did it for the same reason I thought you were doing it. Sex is a physical need and I needed it."
"Regardless of that tape Carol I'm having some doubts. For one thing the nature of your relationship with Monroe. Occasional sex is one thing, but it looks like you move in with him as soon as I'm out the door and live with him until I get back. To me that is a hell of a lot more than taking care of the occasional bout of horniness."
She was silent for a second or two and then said, "Guilty as charged. What you need to understand is that I don't have occasional bouts of horniness; I'm horny all the time. I've heard that there is no such thing as nymphomania, but I think there is and I am probably a nymphomaniac or at least the closest thing to it you can be without being there. I want sex all the time. I found out by accident that Jason is my male counterpart. I think the term for him is 'satyr'. He always wants it and so do I so we are together when you are gone. Every night and twice a night is the norm. The important thing for you to remember is that when you are home you are the center of my universe. Jason does not exist when you are with me."
"And that is supposed to reassure me? I don't do every night and twice a night. Granted that I am up for three and sometimes four times a week and occasionally twice a night, but you are telling me that I can't compete with him or with anyone else for that matter."
"No Rob, I'm telling you that you don't have to compete with him. You are all I want. You are all I need. When you are with me I am complete."
"But as soon as I'm out the door you are spreading for Monroe and I'm not talking a couple of days later either. You are with him before my tail lights pass the city limit sign."
"Again Rob, guilty as charged."
"So there has to be more there than just a bed buddy to take care of the hornys."
She looked down and didn't say a word.
"Come on Carol. This is not the time to hold back. Where we go from here depends on completely honest full disclosure."
"Please Rob; you know all that matters."
"Maybe Carol, but it is obvious that I don't know everything. I don't want to know everything that you think matters; I want to know everything period."
"Please Rob, trust me on this. Anything else I say won't help, only hurt."
"All Carol. Every bit of it and right now."
She sighed and then said, "Please Rob; please don't take this the wrong way. It isn't a slam against you, honest to God it isn't. Jason has a big cock. A really big cock."
"A lot bigger than mine I take it."
"It doesn't matter Rob. I swear to you that it does not matter."
"Of course it does Carol. Because of his big dick you are on your way to him before my 'goodbye' stops ringing in your ears and you live with him until I'm due home and with me knowing that how in the hell can you tell me that it doesn't matter?"
"Because it doesn't matter where you and I are concerned."
"How the fuck do you expect me to believe that?"
"I'm here Rob; I am always here when you come home. If cock size was all that mattered I could have left you for Jason, but I haven't have I. Do I like Jason's big cock? Yes I do. I love it and as soon as you are gone I am on my way to Jason's to get more of it, but I have two choices Rob. Like Jason and love his cock or love you and the 'love you' always wins and it will always win. Until last night I had the best of all worlds; Jason's cock when you were gone and you when you came home. You heard it on your tape Rob. I flat out told Jason he was history when I got you to stay home with me. I made my choice a long time ago Rob and my choice was you. Not Jason's big cock, but you."
I just sat there and looked at her and after a bit she asked, "What are you going to do?"
"That isn't the real question here Carol; the real question is what are you going to do?"
"Me? What am I going to do? Pray to God I don't lose you."
"Are you going to feel that way when you find out that your big plan isn't going to work?"
"What do you mean?"
"Getting pregnant and having a baby won't make me give up my job. The only things I know are turning wrenches and driving a truck. My job pays me twice what I would make as a mechanic in a dealership so I'm not giving it up. Steve is going to retire in two years and they are already sounding me out about taking his job when he leaves. His job would pay me a little more than I'm making now and there is almost no travel involved so no way am I going to quit now. So the question is, "What are you going to do?"
"What? You expect that I'm going to say to hell with you and go to Jason because you won't quit your job? I already told you where I stand. Job or no job I'm with you."
"That's not what I meant. Now that you know a baby isn't going to make a difference what are you going to do?"
"If I can I'm going to have your child. You want kids and even though I was always against the idea I love you enough to give you what you want. And I know you still want a family. I remember how long ago it was that I said what is on that tape and you have been waiting that long for it to happen and that tells me two things. It says that you aren't going to throw me out and that you want me to give you babies. Am I right?"
"I don't know any more Carol. I'm still pretty bummed about you taking up with that Monroe asshole. I know you are staying with him because of his big cock, but how did you find out about his cock in the first place?"
"I don't suppose this is s good place to say "just lucky I guess." The expression on my face gave her the answer to that one. She shrugged and said:
"A bunch of us stopped after work one night to have a few drinks and unwind from a bad day at the office. The place we stopped at had a live bad and so we did some dancing. I was dancing with Jason and I accidently pushed my leg against him and felt his erection. It felt huge. You had been gone over three months and I was horny as hell. So horny that I was seriously contemplating hitting a bar after work some night and finding me a one night stand. Anyway, after a couple of more drinks and a couple of more dances with Jason I blurted out, "Is it real?" and he smiled at me and told me that the only way I would ever know would be to unzip him, reach in and take it out. Three more drinks and two more dances and I told him I wanted to see it. He walked me out to the parking lot and then said:
"If you want to see it you have to be the one to take it out."
"So I did. I unzipped him, reached into his undershorts and worked it out. I wasn't a virgin when we married and you knew it. I'd seen maybe a half dozen cocks, but I had never seen one like Jason's. It was ten inches long and thick and my first thought when I saw it was "I wonder if I can take that thing." And of course I tried and I did and here we are."
"And you are so hung up on it that very second that you are not with me you are with him."
"You are making it sound like I'm a slave to his big cock and that is not the way it is. After the first time with him I realized that I was not going to go without sex any more while you were gone, but I didn't want to go the bar scene route and end up with God knows what both in the way of men and what they might be carrying with them. I would want a regular boyfriend and not a bunch of boyfriends and I loved what Jason's big cock did for me and so I picked him to be my steady.
"Only my idea of 'steady' was once or twice a week, but Jason's idea was every night. I did it with him a couple of times a week for three weeks and then all of a sudden he didn't have time for me. He had found him a girl who was in tune with his every night idea. You came home a week later and for two months everything was fine and then you went off on another two month trip. After three weeks I was so horny that I was seriously thinking of picking up a one night stand. I decided to do it and one day I took a change of clothes to work with me and at quitting time I changed into a short skirt, low cut blouse and heels and when I came out of the ladies room Jason saw me and asked me where I was going looking so hot and sexy. I told him I was going out to look for a playmate and he said:
"Look no farther."
"He had broken up with the girl he was seeing and so I followed him home and ever since then I'm there all the time to try and keep him from finding another full-time playmate. It is still a risk because he could find someone more permanent when I'm not there while you are home. So far it has only happened once and she only lasted for three weeks."
"It sounds like that if I were out of the picture totally you would move in with him on a permanent basis."
"Not a chance. To live with someone permanently you have to love them and I don't love Jason. I love his cock and what he can do with it, but that is as far as it goes. He doesn't love me either. All I am to him is a steady piece of ass. We like each other, but there is no love, just sex. So I can't answer your question. It isn't up to me. It is up to you. Your wife is a cheating, big cock loving slut who loves you and doesn't want to be without you. You have to be the one making the decisions here."
"I've already made it. I'm not giving up my job and that means I'm still going to be gone a lot."
"You need to tell me what is going on here Rob. As I see it you have two choices. You can toss my cheating ass out. You can tell me that what is in the past is in the past but to stay home from now on. What are you going to do?"
"You forgot a third choice. Tell you to make damned sure that you are here when I get home."
"You are serious?"
"As serious as death. But you need to understand that if you play so will I and that can be dangerous. If I go with choice number three I suppose you will be on your way to Jason's as soon as I'm gone?"
"If you are serious about it I'll be on my way before the sound of the door closing behind you fades away."
"Wrong answer Carol. Somehow, despite all you have said and despite what I heard on the tape I'm having a huge amount of trouble believing it if you can be so quick to get to your lover."
"Do not doubt me on this Rob, you are my only lover. The only thing important to me is that I don't lose you. If you tell me that you aren't kicking me out and the price of keeping you is to sit here and suffer while you are gone I will – underscore the will – sit here and suffer. If you want me to quit my job so that I'm no longer around Jason I'll pick up the phone and do it right now. Whatever I have to do to keep you I will do. No qualifiers Rob. Whatever I have to do. But no lies either. You give me the freedom to see Jason and I will see Jason. You tell me that a boyfriend is okay as long as it isn't Jason then Jason is history. I can not be clear enough on this Rob; the only important thing to me is that I do not lose you. I'm astounded that you have known as long as you have and that we are still together. That gives me hope. What you have said to me so far gives me hope, but with everything that has been said and brought out into the open it is clear to me that we need to get it all out right now. We need to move away from today with both of us absolutely clear on things."



She looked at me in silence for several long moments and then said, "You said that if I played you would and a minute ago you said that if you played it could be dangerous. What did you mean by that?"
"I meant what I said when I told you that I had never been unfaithful until I found out that you were. Once I decided that you didn't love me any more and that our marriage was over I started looking and I met a lady that I thought was kind of special. I was seeing her on almost every trip I took to California."
"You used the past tense. Does that mean you don't see her any more?"
"That isn't the point. For all practical purposes you lost me to her. That is what I meant when I said it could be dangerous. I got more than sexually involved with her, I also got emotionally involved and that is the problem that I am sitting here facing. I've listened to the tape and half of me is saying "She loves me" but thee other half is thinking about my emotional involvement with Kirby and believing that you can't possibly be practically living with Monroe full time as soon as I'm out the door and not be emotionally involved. It is not the sexual involvement with Monroe that bothers me; it is the emotional aspect.
"You need to understand this clearly Carol. I loved you without reservation right up until I found out about you and Monroe. I wrote you and our marriage off at that point. You were history. The only reason I did nothing was because I figured it would be cheaper than a divorce to keep you to take care of the house when I was gone and a convenient piece of ass when I was home. All you were to me at that time was a cheating piece of trash. I hooked up with Kirby and if things had been different I would have taken the divorce route and Kirby and I would be together right now. The point being that even though I loved you I wrote you off believing that you didn't love me any more. I mean how could you if you were living with another man.
"The way I got emotionally involved with Kirby shows me just how dangerous it can be. You can deny it until you are blue in the face, but in my mind you can not have the live in relationship that you have with Monroe and not be emotionally involved. I was flirting with the idea of going with what I said was the third choice, but your statement about just how quick you would be to be on your way to Monroe killed that idea. It screams at me that there is emotional involvement even if you won't admit it. My choice is going to be what you called the second of the two choices that you thought I had. I will let bygones be bygones and I will keep my cock in my pants when I am on the road and you will keep your panties on and pulled up tight until I get home. If you can live with that we can go forward from here."
"Should I quit my job?"
"Why would you do that?"
"To put distance between Jason and me."
"I'm not going to worry about that. Just you remember that I knew about what you were doing with Jason long before I got that tape. If you backslide I will know it and I am not into giving second chances. You have already used your "get out of jail free" card. Are we clear on that?"
"Absolutely clear. Can we go back up to bed now and celebrate my not getting tossed out on my ass?"
"Lead the way sweetie."
The next two months went by and then I was off to Palm Springs again.
-----------------------------
She twirled the rose between her fingers as she looked across that table at me.
"I've missed you."
"That comes as a surprise to me given some of the things you said to me when I saw you in the hospital."
"I explained that to you the last time we talked. You didn't allow for the fact that I was hurting and heavily medicated. I wasn't thinking all that clearly."
"Connie tells me that you have gotten rid of Nick."
She looked down at the table and said, "Kind of."
"Kind of? What do you mean by "kind of?"
"Please try and understand Rob. I love Nick. I always have and I probably always will."
"That doesn't tell me how you "kind of" got rid of him."
"You were right about him Rob. He did just what you said he would do. He had me wait on him hand and foot until he was back on his feet and then he beat the hell out of me for being the cause of all that happened to him. I love him, but I'm not stupid and I called 911 and when the cops and paramedics showed up they took me to the hospital and Nick to jail. I pressed charges and based on what he did to me that time and the time before he got eleven months in county. I visit him every Sunday and I told him I would wait for him as long as he understood that if he ever lifted a finger against me again I'd put him right back in jail. He really doesn't like it there so when he promised that it would never happen again I believed him. So yes, I kind of got rid of him for about seven more months. After that we will see."
"Seven months huh? You told him you would wait, but did you tell him you would stay true?"
"No, but I had planned on doing it until I got my roses. You do have a room here right?"
"Yes I do."
"Would you like some company for as long as you are here?"
"Oh yeah, I most definitely would."
I got up and told her I needed to go to the bathroom and I went out and told the desk clerk to bill the call to my room and then I picked up the house phone and made a call.
"Hello?"
"Hello sweetie."
"Hi baby. Why are you calling so late? Checking up on me?"
"How would I do that? You could have someone between your legs right now and I have no way of knowing."
"I promised baby."
"I know you did and that's why I'm calling. Why don't you give Jason a call."
"Oh my. Talk about the unexpected. I take it that it means that my baby is going to be bad tonight?"
"Yes it does."
"You can't have been out there for more than six hours and for you to connect that quick it has to be someone you know. Is it the one you told me about? What was her name – Kirby?"
"That's the one."
"Do I have to worry?"
"No more than I had to about Jason."
"Ouch! I guess I deserved that. Does it have to be Jason?"
"Why do you ask that?"
"The next door neighbor's son is home for the summer. I hired him to cut the grass while you are gone. He looks at me like he wants to eat me up."
"Jimmy? He's only seventeen."
"Eighteen last week."
"Why the sudden interest in the young stuff?"
"He can't be very experienced so I should be able to teach him how I want it done."
"I'm stunned. I thought for sure as soon as I told you to call Jason you would drop the phone and I'd hear the front door open and then close."
"Jason does have that marvelous cock and I do love the way he uses it, but he can be a little rough sometimes. I need gentle right now and not rough and I believe I can teach Jimmy how to be gentle but effective."
"You don't care for rough huh?"
"I like it from time to time. Shit! That's a lie. I love it when Jason takes me hard."
"Then why Jimmy instead of Jason?"
"Well sweetie, it is this way. As an about to be new mommy I don't want to subject your baby to rough."
"Rob?"
"Hello?"
"Rob? Are you still there Rob? Talk to me baby."
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We weren't the first couple to find ourselves in the situation. Fifteen years married and the passion was lacking. The affection was there and the love making was a little off - down from three or four times a week to twice and usually on Tuesday and Friday - but we were happy together. At least we were until she got her sister involved.
I never did find out how Abby and her sister Jane got on the subject, but one evening Abby said to me:
"Where did the fierce passion go Rob? It used to be that we couldn't keep our hands off of each other. Our love making was spontaneous and never on a set schedule. I remember times when you would pull the car over and have me on the back seat on the way home from the grocery store. Remember your dad's birthday party? The one where you pulled me out into the garage and did me on the hood of his car? What happened to us Rob?"
"I guess we grew up Abby. I guess we finally realized what the consequences would be if we were caught on the back seat on the side of the road or the embarrassment we would have caused all concern if someone had come out into the garage and seen us. What happened Abby is that life got in the way and made us grow up."
"Are you saying that you are satisfied with the way things are?"
"If the question is "Am I satisfied with my life" the answer is a most definite yes. If the question is "Would I like a hotter sex life" then the answer to that is also a yes, but how do we do it Abby? Stop and think about why we are where we are. We started out young and carefree, but as time went on there were promotions at work; jobs that required more time, harder work and more responsibility. How many times did you come home from work to find me hot and ready to go only to hear you say:
"Oh God baby, not tonight. I need to go soak in the tub."
"How many times did I come home to find you horny as hell and have to tell that I couldn't because I was just to beat? It hasn't changed any Abs. Since making Division Manager you are putting in sixty or more hours a week and on any given night I can expect to get a phone call from you telling me that you will be working late. And that is if I'm here to take the call. Since my becoming a Regional Manager my hours are as stupidly long as yours. With our schedules we are lucky to get the twice a week that we do get."
"Well honey, I'm not satisfied with things the way they are and I want to do something about it. Jane says that there are a lot of things we can do to put some spark back in our love life."
"Jane says? You are taking relationship advice from a woman who is on her fourth husband? The same Jane who was named as a correspondent in three different divorce cases?"
"At least none of her problems were sexual."
I had to laugh at that. "Abs, all of her problems are sexual. She is having sex with another man and her husband finds out or the wife of the man she was screwing finds out."
"Rob, you stop that right now. We agreed not to talk about Jane and what she does with her life. All I meant when I said none of her problems were sexual is that she has a healthy attitude when it comes to sex and I trust Jane to know about sexual sparks. She told me several things we can do, that I can do, but I guess most of what she said can be boiled down to never saying no."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"Just what it says; never say no. If we are driving down the street and I tell you to pull over and get in the back seat you don't say no. If we are at a movie and you put your hand on my leg and start working your way up I don't push your hand away and say, "No rob, not here." If you are in the mood and I'm not I don't say no, but give you the chance to work me into the mood."
"So if I want to make love to you on a picnic table in the park at high noon you won't say no?"
"If that is what you really want to do. We might go to jail, but we will go together. It is a trust thing baby. I have to trust you not to do anything that might hurt us and you will have to trust me to do the same. Bottom line is that we are the ones who let things go stale so we are the ones who have to put the spark back. It isn't a case of finding the time to do things; it is a case of making the time."
"So did Jane give you a game plan?"
"She just told me to stop whining and do something about it."
She stood up and said, "Let's go. I'm going to take you up to the bedroom and suck your dick so hard that your ears will be pulled inside your head and then we will go from there."
It was a long and very enjoyable evening for me and the blow job and furious romp in the morning started my day off just right.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night something came up at work and I called home and told Abby not to hold dinner for me. When I did get home around nine I found Abby waiting for me in nothing but a pair of high heels. She had a drink in her hand and she handed it to me and said:
"Here lover, sip this to help you relax while I see to it that a certain part of your body doesn't get too relaxed."
She went to her knees in front of me and reached for my zipper. It was the first time I'd been blown just inside my front door; the first time I took my wife on the stairs just inside the front door and the first time I'd made love to a naked lady while I was still fully dressed. Abby waited until it was over before telling me how it felt when the hairs of her pussy kept getting caught in my zipper.
The next morning she woke me with a blow job and when I reached for her she laughed and got off the bed and told me that the blow job was just a preview for what I would get that night.
Abby made sure that things got lively in our bedroom. I did my part. I took her out for dinner and dancing on Saturday and when we left the lounge I drove out to the place that was the local 'lover's lane' when we were dating. We did some serious making out before I told her to move to the back seat.
"I don't know Rob; we haven't been here in years and years and who knows what the cops are like now."
"Wasn't it you who told me about never saying no? About how it didn't matter if we went to jail so long as it was together?"
She grinned and crawled over the seat into the back. She sat next to me on the drive home and played with my cock the whole way. Once in the house it was straight to the bedroom for one more romp before falling asleep in each other's arms.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next month we made love in the Wal-Mart parking lot; Abby blew me as we went through an automatic car wash and I took her dog fashion in the reference section of the local library. The closest we came to having a problem was at one of the local theatres. We were in the back row and Abby was sitting on my lap with my cock well up in her when a man came down the aisle from the other end and sat down beside me. He leaned to me and whispered:
"This is a respectable place and I don't really want to call the cops, but I will if necessary."
He got up and left us alone and Abby quickly got up off my lap. Abby wanted to get up and leave, but I made her stay and watch the rest of the film.
The theatre episode fueled Abby's imagination and she talked me into taking her to an adult theatre to see some x-rated films. The Bluebird was having a nostalgia special, "Deep Throat" and "Behind the Green Door" so on Saturday night I took her to see it. We were five minutes into "Deep Throat" when Abby reached over, unzipped me and took out my cock. I glanced quickly around, but no one seemed to notice as Abby's head went down and took me in her mouth.
Abby gives great head and as she sucked on me I looked around and saw some of the action going on. We were on the rear row of the center section and I could see a couple over in the right section doing what Abby and I had done in the other theatre. Three rows down from us I could see a woman's arm moving as she jacked off the guy sitting next to her and five rows down and in the left section I saw two guys who seemed to be working on each other.
I was leaning back, eyes closed and enjoying the hell out of what Abby was doing to me when I heard a noise in front of us. I opened my eyes and saw two guys move in front of us and sit down. They turned to watch what Abby was doing and she noticed them and pulled off my cock and sat up and when she did they turned and faced the movie screen.
Abby waited a couple of minutes and then she took off her panties, got up from her seat and sat down on my cock facing the movie. She moaned as I slid into her and started fucking her and the two guys turned around to watch. They watched as Abby bounced up and down on me and I heard her moan:
"Oh God baby, they're watching me. I'm being watched fucking you baby; so fucking hot."
I couldn't see her face but the guys in front of me could. I don't know what they saw or thought they saw, but one of them stood up and took out his cock and leaned forward to push it at Abby's face. I put my arms around her and pulled her back tight against me and snarled at the asshole to sit his ass back down. The mood was broken and Abby got off me and a minute later she said she wanted to leave. On the ride home she said:
"I was just getting into it. It was such a kick to be watched. Why did that guy have to go and ruin it?"
I didn't have a clue as to how to answer that and Abby said, "Hurry up and get us home baby. I need to finish what we started."
It ended up being a pretty exhausting night for me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the middle of the week following the adult movie fiasco when Abby said:
"Jane said something else we could try would be role playing."
"How?"
"Maybe after we go out for dinner you could drop me off at the front door of a lounge, go park the car and then come in and pretend you are picking me up."
We tried it and it seemed to go okay. Abby got turned on by it and she told me about the guy who hit on her before I got there and then she went after my cock like a starving woman. The following Friday night we did it again only that time she asked me to give her a fifteen minute head start.
"I want to see if I can draw a couple of guys that you will have to separate me from."
I gave her the fifteen minutes and when I walked in she was sitting at the bar with three guys standing around her. I watched for about five minutes and when one of the three left to go to the john I walked over and said:
"Hi. I'm Rob and you look like a lady who needs to be rescued. Join me at a table?"
One of the guys looked like he was going to take exception to my butting in, but before he could say anything Abby said:
"I like take charge guys. Sure, why not."
She got off her stool and we moved to a table. We talked, had a few drinks and danced and then I had to go to the bathroom. When I came back she was out on the dance floor with one of the guys who had been with her at the bar. The song ended and she headed back for our table. The band started the next number and before she could get to the table one of the other guys from the bar intercepted her and led her back out onto the dance floor. She ended up dancing with all three of them before returning to the table. As Abby sat down she said:
They want me to go with them to a party."
I didn't say anything and she said, "I told Ben, he's the last one I danced with, that I'm sticking with you because of the size of the lump you keep poking into my leg. He told me that if size was my thing he had nine and a half inches. I laughed and told him that all the guys say that and he offered to show it to me the next time you go to the bathroom."
"I'll just have to make sure that I won't have to go to the bathroom before we get home."
"Oh come on honey; this may be my only chance to see one that big."
"This is role play Abby; where we pretend, remember? Pretend I have ten inches."
"Spoil sport. You probably won't let me go party with them either."
"Good bet Abby."
"You're no fun."
"You want to pull a train Abby? That's what they have planned for you if you go."
"Oh my, wouldn't that be kinky. Would you join in or just watch?"
"We will never know Abby because we won't be there."
She pretended to be pissed and then said, "Oh well, lets get out of here then so I can check out this ten inches you say you have."
To get a good blow job while you are driving down the road you need to push the seat all the way back as far as it will go. Sometimes that makes it hard to reach the pedals, but I managed to get us home safe.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next weekend on Friday night Abby asked for a thirty minute head start and I told her that I didn't think that was such a good idea; that I wasn't comfortable with the way I had to separate her from the three guys the previous time.
"But that's what makes it so good for me honey. Seeing you see how desirable I am to these other guys and then letting you take me away from them and then take me home and fuck my brains out."
She kept after me until I caved and then I laughingly told her, "No going out to the parking lot to check out dick sizes."
"Oh pooh! There you go again being a party pooper."
I gave her a thirty minute head start and I was not pleased with the result. I walked into the lounge and saw her out on the dance floor with some guy and they were dancing close and the guy had his hand on her ass. What really torqued me was that she made no move to push it away. I took a seat at the bar and watched to see where she would sit when the music stopped.
The song ended and she walked with her dance partner to a table and sat down with him. I wondered how I was supposed to move in on her in that sort of situation and make it seem natural, but I couldn't come up with anything. Trying to cut in on the dance floor would probably get me a "Fuck off buddy" and cause a scene so I decided to wait and see what Abby might do to give me an opening. Half an hour went by and Abby danced three more dances with the guy and each time she allowed his hands to go wherever he wanted to put them and at no time did she ever look my way.
"Time to end this shit" I thought as I got up and headed for the table where the two of them were sitting. I walked up and then sat down on one of the two empty chairs at the table. I smiled at Abby and said:
"How's it going Abs? Looking good as always."
I turned to the guy and offered my hand for a shake. "Rob Turner. I used to date Abbey." He didn't know what to do so he took my hand and as we shook he said, "Jim. Jim Stanton."
"Pleased to meet you Jim. Hey, I don't mean to intrude on you two, but I have what you might call a social obligation here. Like I said, I used to date Abby. The key words here are "used to." The reason that I stopped dating her is that she gave me the clap. I just thought you should know. You all have a good time now."
I got up and returned to my seat at the bar and watched as the two of them talked and I could tell from the facial expressions that it wasn't "sweet talk." After a minute or so Jim stood up, threw a couple of bills down on the table and walked away. Abby looked around and spotted me and I raised my glass in 'salute' and then finished my drink and headed for the car.
I was sitting in the car when Abby came out of the lounge and I flashed the lights a couple of times so she could see where I was parked. She was steamed when she got into the car.
"How could you do that to me? Have you any idea how much you embarrassed me?"
"Pretty good idea, but then you had it coming."
"Why in the world would you say something like that?"
"You were supposed to go in there and take a seat at the bar and put yourself in a position where I could move in on you. No way to do that when you settled in at a table with one guy and then just stayed there. I had limited options and I was pissed with you for what you were letting him do with his hands without even making a token effort to stop him. I think I handled it pretty well. No direct confrontation with the guy, but I got you separated."
"Who knows what he will tell and who he will tell it to. I won't ever be able to go back in there again."
"Oh well, too bad, but I guess it was my fault that things turned out the way they did. I knew that giving you a thirty minute head start wasn't a good idea, but I let you do it anyway."
She said nothing and for the first time since we started these little weekend role playing things Abby did not slide across the seat and sit next to me. When we got home she went straight to bed, pulled the covers over her head and ignored me when I got into bed next to her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday I had a golf date. We had a ten o'clock tee time and I left the house at nine-fifteen intending to stop on the way to the golf course and get gas and some coffee and donuts on the way. I was a block from the house when the right front tire went flat. I opened the trunk and found that the spare wasn't there and then I remembered loaning it to one of the guys I worked with. We got off work one night and when we got to the parking lot we noticed that he had a flat. He opened his trunk and found that his spare was flat also and since our tires and wheels were the same size I loaned him my spare Abby's car had the same size tire and wheel so I walked back to the house to get her spare.
I went in the front door and was just about to call out for Abby and tell her I needed her keys when I heard her on the telephone in the kitchen.
"--------hand on my ass and Rob was watching. I was hot enough to fuck and Jim thought he was on his way to getting some."
I didn't like the sound of that so I didn't move and just stood there and listened.
"No, but he did get his hand half way up my leg while we were sitting at the table."
"Well, maybe a little."
"No. Rob managed to fuck it up for me. I have his phone number, but calling him now won't do any good after the shit Rob pulled."
"I've done everything you have suggested Sis, but Rob just won't loosen up."
"No Sis, not at all."
"No Jane, I'm just going to have to accept that he is a stick in the mud and work around it. He is never going to loosen up and be the man I need him to be."
"Of course I love him. Why else would I be trying so hard to move him to a point where we can do it together? The problem is that he is just too straight."
"Oh yeah. I'm not going to stop. If he doesn't come on board I'm still going to do it alone."
"You think?"
"Okay then, I'll try that this weekend. I'll get with you later on the timing. "(giggle, giggle, giggle) and won't that be a kick."
I backed quietly out of the house and closed the door. I used my cell to call Chuck and tell him that I would have to cancel and then I made a lot of noise opening the front door and going into the house. "Abby?" I called out as I walked in. "In the kitchen honey." As I walked into the kitchen she was saying, "Got to go Jane. Talk to you later."
When she hung up the phone I told her what had happened and told her that I needed the keys to her car so I could get her spare.
"Sorry honey, but I had a flat day before yesterday and my spare is on the left rear of the car. The other tire is at the Goodyear place and I told them I would pick it up Monday. Why don't you call Triple A? We've belonged for years so it's about time we used them."
If I hadn't already overheard her half of the conversation with Jane and become suspicious what she had just told me would have had alarm bells ringing loud and clear. Anything, and I do mean anything, that went wrong with Abby's car was reported to me immediately. I heard about every squeak and rattle -real or imagined - and was expected to look into it. She even came to me with stuff like:



"I think the interior light is going bad. When I open the door the light looks dimmer."
If Abby had a flat I would have heard about it as soon as it happened. For some reason Abby did not want me looking in the trunk of her car. I could have verified that easy enough by saying, "No need to call Triple A. We will just throw my flat in the trunk of your car and take it over to the Texaco station." But I didn't want to push things until I knew more.
I called Triple A and they said it would be about thirty minutes so I grabbed a cup of coffee and sat at the kitchen table and sipped it while I waited. As I sipped I thought about what I needed to do. Something smelled rotten her and I was going to find out what it was.
I had a set of keys for Abby's car somewhere in my desk and after Triple A had gone I went looking for them. I dug through my desk drawers until I found them and then waited for what I knew would come. At two Abby asked what I wanted for dinner and I told her that I thought that we would go out for dinner.
Knowing Abby as well as I did I knew what telling her that we would eat out would do. Sure enough, around four, Abby told me that she was going to shower and get ready to go out. As soon as I heard the shower running I hurried out to the garage and opened up the trunk of Abby's car. Sure enough the spare was there and so was an overnight bag. I opened it and found two pairs of high heels, several pairs of nylons and a garter belt. There was also some Astroglide, nine condoms and some frilly under things that I had never seen before including a pearl thong.
It appeared that Abby had a secret life. Well, it wasn't going to stay secret much longer. I put everything back the way I found it and went back into the house.
Abby was still in the shower as I stepped up to the bathroom sink to shave and as I looked at myself in the mirror I considered what I had found out. From the phone conversation I gathered that Abby was running around on me ("I have his phone number, but calling him won't do any good now"). Also from the phone conversation it appeared that whatever she was doing she wanted me to get in on it.
If she was playing around it could only be at certain times. It had to be during the day when she was at work - perhaps long lunches - or on the nights she said she was working late. The only other possibility was on Saturday when she had a standing appointment at Audrey's Hair and Nail Salon. As a betting man I would go for Saturday and the nights she worked late and I would make it my immediate priority to find out.
After dinner and on the way home Abby slid over next to me and started rubbing my cock through my pants. She suggested that I find a nice dark side street where we could park and play on the back seat. I debated, based on what I suspected, on finding some reason not to have sex with Abby, but I reasoned that
(a) It wouldn't be a normal response from me and that might make
her wonder if maybe I was having thoughts she would rather I
didn't have and it might make her more cautious and
(b) If she had picked something up in her travels it had probably
already been passed to me so there wasn't any real reason to
be careful at that point.
But I did make a mental note to make an appointment to be checked out.
I did find a dark side street and we did climb in back. I did give Abby an orgasm and I did cum, but I can't say that I got any real pleasure out of it. My heart wasn't in it and I was pretty much just going through the motions. We had sex once more when we got home and then I fell into a troubled sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday at lunch time and armed with some information I got from the guy who does our IT work I went to Radio Shack and purchased a voice activated tape recorder, an external microphone and a pair of small alligator clips. I left work early and went home so I could do what needed to be done before Abby got home.
I plugged the external mike into the recorder and then cut the microphone off. I attached the alligator clips to the two microphone wires and then took the unit down to the basement. I found where the telephone wire came into the house and then slit into the outer casing and found the two colored wires that Sam had told me to look for. I stripped the insulation back on those two wires and attached the alligator clips to the bare wire. If it worked, and Sam assured me that it would, I would have a phone tap that recorded everything that went over that phone line.
I got back upstairs just in time to hear the phone ring and the answering machine pick up the call.
"Hi honey. Working late tonight. Should be home around nine or so. Love you. Bye."
I went back down into the basement and checked the recorder and found out that Sam was right - it had worked like a charm. I fixed myself some dinner and then went looking for the instruction manual for the answering machine. I had never used it, but if memory served me it had a remote call in feature that would allow me to call home, enter a code and hear any messages that were on the machine. I found the manual and wrote down the code and procedure and put it in my wallet and then watched TV until ten to nine. I was in no mood to face Abby so I went to bed and pretended to be asleep when she came to bed.
In the morning while Abby was taking her shower to get ready for work I checked out the trunk of her car. Her overnight bag contained three fewer condoms and that pretty much erased all doubt that I might have had about what my wife was doing. I wasn't sure that I could face Abby that morning and not give away what I was thinking so I got out of the house and headed for work while she was still in the shower.
Starting at four I called home every fifteen minutes and used the remote feature to check for messages. None from Abby, but that wasn't really a surprise since she had never, at least that I could remember, worked two late nights in a row. At five I called home and left a message that I would be working late. I didn't really have anything to do, but I didn't want to go home and spend an evening with Abby pretending that everything was just hunky-dory.
Instead, I went to Maury's and sat at the bar nursing a vodka tonic while I tried to think of what could have happened to turn my wife into a cheating slut. For the life of me I couldn't think of a thing. I hadn't noticed any lack of love or affection over the last few years (and I was making the assumption that her cheating was a recent development) and our life together had been, or seemed to have been very good. No arguments or fights over anything. I thought maybe it could have been the frequency of sex, but that didn't make much sense. All Abby had to do was mention it and it would have changed. After all, wasn't that what had happened over the last couple of months.
Then I had to think about the other part -- what was I going to do? I loved her and had from the first day I met her, but I couldn't think of any set of circumstances that would allow me to accept her infidelity. I just wasn't made that way. She was mine or she wasn't. There was no in between.
I stalled until I thought she would be in bed and asleep before I went home. She was in bed and she was asleep when I got in bed, but as soon as I laid back she rolled over and snuggled in next to me. I suffered through another night of troubled sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning while Abby showered I went down to the basement and check the recorder. I figured that Abby would talk to Jane since I wasn't home last night and I wasn't wrong.
"Hi Sis."
"Hello yourself you slut."
"Is that anyway to talk to your little sister?"
"The truth is the truth Abs. So what do you think of Troy?"
"What do you expect me to say, that I didn't like it? Hell Janie, you watched. How do you think I liked it?"
"Why do you think I called you a slut? If I had taped it we could have made some serious bucks selling it. I've seen professional porn that wasn't as hot. He wants to know when he can see you again."
"Why? Did he like my ass that much?"
"I don't know about him, but you sure went nuts over it. Does Rob do much anal with you?"
"Oh God no. He's never done my ass."
"He think it's disgusting?"
"No, it was me who thought it was disgusting. I've been telling Rob no for years."
"You sure didn't think it was disgusting last night."
"I didn't know what he was doing until he was in me. I guess I kind of got into it huh?"
"Did you ever. You going to let Rob try it now?"
"Hell no! The last thing I need is for him to start wondering why after all these years I want him to fuck my ass. If I get him on board with what I'm doing I'll give all of it he wants."
"Then you better make sure that if he gets on board that you never let him see someone else do you there before he does. If he finds out you have been giving other guys what you won't give him it won't be pretty. You going to let Chuck have it on Saturday?"
"If he wants it."
"Oh he will. He loves going up the Hershey Highway. What should I tell Troy?"
"How about Thursday night?"
"I'll tell him. What's the latest on your plan to get Rob to watch you do another guy?"
"Not making much progress there. Given the way he reacted last weekend I'm beginning to doubt that I can make it happen."
"You still going to try the adult book store thing?"
"Yeah. I love Rob and want him to be on board with me so I have to keep trying."
"Well slut sister; let me know when so I can set it up for you. Someone is at the door so I'll have to let you go. See you Thursday if I don't talk to you before."
"Okay Janie. Love you, bye."
Well, there it was. Not only confirmation that she was a cheating whore, but the answer to the questions of when and where. All that was left for me to do was put and end to it. If there had been even the slightest chance of the marriage surviving and I was honest enough with myself to admit that there wasn't, it would have been crushed by the anal sex thing. I had tried for years just to try it once. I might not have even liked it, but I did want to try it at least once, but I was always met with distain and even outright disgust. But not only could this Troy guy have it, he could even have more of it if he wanted and some shithead named Chuck could have it too if he wanted it. This from a bitch who said she loved me!
I hurried upstairs so I could get out of the house before Abby came down from dressing for work. If ever there was a good time for avoiding the wife that was the time. Nothing good would come out of my speaking to Abby while in the mood I was in right then.
I spent the drive to work making mental lists of what I was going to have to do. First thing would be to see an attorney to get some advice and to set things in motion. There wasn't a lot else that needed to be done. Abby owned the house. It had been left to Jane and her when her parents died and she had bought out Jane. It was a no fault state so basically it would be an even split. Our incomes were comparable so there wouldn't be any alimony. The only arguments would be over who got what out of the household furnishings and things like that. I would take a "possession is nine tenths of the law" stance on that and get what I wanted before the papers were served. The hard part was going to be living with Abby and pretending that everything was all right. To be honest; I wasn't at all sure that I could do that, but I would have to try.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got out the Yellow Pages and found a divorce attorney close to work and called for an appointment. He had an opening on Wednesday afternoon and I told his receptionist that I would take it. Then I sat at my desk and made a list of what I wanted out of the house. It turned out to be surprisingly little. My clothes, desk and desk chair and computer from my den and my tools and things in the garage. With someone to help me move the desk I could have it all out of the house in an hour.
The list of things to do was just as short. Handle the credit cards, checking and savings accounts and having my name removed from the gas, electric and phone accounts. I would need to change the beneficiary on my insurance and get change of address cards out to everyone I could think of.
I used the 'working late' excuse to avoid Abby that night, but she was waiting up for me when I got home and she wanted to make love. To have said no would have been out of character so I fucked her. I didn't make love to her, I fucked her. I treated her like anyone of the bar pickups I'd had before we got married. It seemed to be good enough for her and when I came I rolled over and pretended to go to sleep.
In the morning I checked the recorder but there was nothing of interest on it. My appointment with the lawyer went pretty much as expected. Everything would be split fifty/fifty and the house was exempt although I could try and recover what ever I had put into the house, but he advised against it saying that it would just complicate what could be a quick divorce. He went on and covered the various scenarios that could take place if Abby contested the divorce. I told him that it was highly unlikely that she would and then he suggested filing under irreconcilable differences because that filing, uncontested, would shoot through the courts and things would be over in a matter of months. A contested filing would take longer as would a filing of infidelity contested or uncontested. I told him to go ahead and do the paperwork for irreconcilable differences and then call me when they were ready to be served.
When I got back to the office I called home and used the remote feature to check for messages and there were none from Abby telling me that she would be working late. I had to go home since it would not have been normal for me to work too many late nights. Either Abby had gotten enough the night before or she was saving up for Troy the next day because she made no move to have sex that night and I didn't go after her on my own.
Thursday morning I checked the recorder, but all that was there was a short call from Jane telling Abby that Troy would be there when she got there Thursday evening. At four Thursday afternoon I checked the answering machine and at four-thirty there was one from Abby telling me that she would be working late. At five-twenty I was parked where I could see Jane's front door and at five thirty-five I watched as Abby pulled up, parked and then got her overnight case out of her trunk and then she went inside Jane's place.
I didn't really need to be there since I knew from the recorder what was going on, but I'm the kind of guy who likes to make sure he has his facts straight, his 'eyes' dotted and his 'tees' crossed and so the need for visual confirmation. As the door closed behind Abby I started the car and headed for home.
I was in bed when Abby got home and I just mumbled and lay there when she shook me and asked:
"Are you awake baby? I'm horny honey; are you awake?"
I pretended to be asleep and finally she got undressed and got in bed and snuggled up to me. I laid there wondering if she got a charge out of coming home and giving me used pussy.
Abby woke me with a blow job the next morning and when she had me hard enough she climbed on and rode me while I tried hard not to think of the fact that just twelve hours earlier someone else had been in her faithless, cheating cunt. I decided that the only way I was going to be able to make it until I hit Abby with the divorce papers was to just think of her as nothing but a cum receptacle - a place to dump my juices.
I called home and left a message that I would be late, but Abby was waiting for me when I got home and she wanted to fuck. We fucked twice and then on Saturday she left the house to go to her standing appointment at the beauty parlor. I wondered if she went before or after she went to Jane's. Did she get herself beautiful for Chuck (or whomever) or did she get herself all dolled up after she fucked.
As soon as she was gone I went down to the basement and checked the recorder. I knew she would have talked to Jane the previous evening since I didn't come home until late.
"Hi Sis."
"Hi yourself you sexy bitch."
"Hey Sis, all I was doing was following your lead."
"Tomorrow night still on?"
"Unless for some reason Rob says no."
"Why would he do that?"
"He's probably still pissed over what happened last weekend."
"He hasn't said anything, has he?"
"No, but I know him and I know he hasn't forgotten it."
"In that case how are you going to work it?"
"Just tell him that I want to go out for dinner and then drinks and dancing after. He will probably balk, but I'll tell him that I don't want to play pretend like the last couple of times. Just him and me and no games and he will probably go along with it."
"Okay. Call me just before you leave the club and I'll call Mike, Chuck and Paul and let them know. Remember, the next to last booth on the left. Chuck will be in the end booth and Mike in the next booth to make sure that it is available for you when you get there. Paul will be in the aisles talking to Mike on his cell and he will let him know when you walk in. Mike will then leave the booth so you can have it. Chuck is going nuts over the fact that you might be able to play with his cock while Rob watches. What do you think Rob will do?"
"No idea, but there are only two choices, right? He either lets me or he doesn't. If he let's me I'm one step closer to having him do what I want."
"Okay sister slut, let's hope for the best. Can you get loose Monday or Tuesday? Troy and Mike want to double team you again."
"How about Paul? You going to let me have him so I can try three at once?"
"If you want Abs. I'm sure that he will go along. He couldn't take his eyes off you last night when you took on Troy and Mike."
"Have you thought anymore about the gangbang? I really do want to try at least one."
"Give me a number Abs."
"How about six?"
"Tell me when."
"Let's see how tomorrow night goes with Rob."
"Any thoughts to the next step?"
"If tomorrow goes all right I'll do it the next weekend."
"Isn't that a little quick? Shouldn't you spend a little more time softening Rob up?"
"I really don't have all that much more time Janie. Rob isn't stupid. Sooner or later he is bound to figure out what is going on. If I'm to have any chance at all of hanging on to him it has to be by getting him involved before he finds out on his own."
"You could always stop what you are doing Abs."
"No I can't Sis; now that I've found out how big of a slut I am I'll never be able to quit. I love Rob and I don't want to live my life without him, but I won't be able to live without what I've been getting at your place lately so my only hope is to get Rob involved."
"I'm sorry baby sister; I'm sorry that I got you in this jam."
"Not your fault Janie. You couldn't have known what was going to happen."
"Yeah, but it happened at my place so I feel responsible."
"I'm the one who came back for more Janie. You didn't twist my arm you know and as I remember you did try and talk me out of it."
"Spilt milk now Abs. See you tomorrow morning. Bye."
As I trudged up the stairs from the basement I wondered if I ever knew Abby at all. Two guys at once and wanting to try three? Wanting to do a gangbang? She certainly didn't know me at all, not if she thought she could get me involved in the shit she was into. Jimmy Carter stood a better chance of being president again than me sitting still and letting my wife fuck other guys while I watched.
At least I knew what Abby had planned for me that night. An adult book store with a video arcade and booths with glory holes in them. The more I thought about it the more I thought that I could have some fun with it. Have some fun and set Abby up for the fall. I gathered that if the night went well from her standpoint she had something big to spring on me the following weekend. I would just have to make sure that Abby's night was a success.



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Abby got home from her "beauty parlor" appointment and from the looks of her I would say that she went from being fucked to the beauty parlor since she didn't have a hair out of place. I knew what was coming so I helped set the stage.
"What's for dinner tonight?"
"You know honey, I thought we would go out for dinner and maybe some dancing."
I let my face cloud up a bit and made sure that she saw it. "I don't think so. I don't want to do that lounge thing any more."
"That's not what I meant honey. Just you and me and no games."
"Well I suppose that it will be all right then. What are you in the mood for?"
"How about Italian?"
"Mario's?"
"Perfect."
Abby was perky and bubbly all evening and when we left Mario's and went to the Grotto for drinks and dancing. She plastered herself to me and rubbed my cock through my pants. After two hours of drinking and dancing Abby said:
"Take me home lover. I'm horny and I'm ready."
As we were driving home she exclaimed "Oh look" and she pointed at some flashing lights that said "Kit Kat's Books and Arcade."
"Can we stop honey? I've always wanted to see what they sell in a place like that."
I hesitated like I was reluctant and she said, "Please baby?" I shrugged and then turned into the kit Kat parking lot and Abby and I went inside. As Abby and I walked up and down the aisles and looked at the magazines, videos and displays of sex toys and lotions and such I noticed a young guy talking on a cell and I knew that I was seeing Paul.
"Can we go inside and look at what's in the arcade?"
"I don't think so."
"Why not?"
I pointed at a sign posted just above the entrance to the arcade that said "No women allowed in the arcade." I could tell from the look on her face that she hadn't known about that and was aware that her grand plan was going down in flames.
I said, "I'll see what I can do."
I went up to the man behind the counter and handed him a fifty dollar bill. "I'd like ten bucks in tokens" I said, "and keep the change if my wife can go into the arcade with me."
He didn't even look up from the magazine he was reading as he slid the tokens over to me and put the fifty in his pocket. As Abby and I entered the arcade I saw the second door from the end on the left side open and a young guy come out and I was able to put a face on the name "Mike." I was a little surprised since both he and Paul looked several years younger than Abby. I made as if to go to another booth, but Abby pulled me along as she headed for the door Mike had just come out of.
Once inside I noticed the glory hole in the wall between our booth and the one on our right. There was only one chair so I had Abby sit on it and I stood behind her and fed tokens into the coin slot. The video that came on was two guys going at it and that caused me to raise my eye brows a tad. I assumed that that the movie playing was the one the last occupant of the booth was watching when he left and I wondered if Mike was bisexual.
I changed channels and found a big titted blond being nailed by two studs and then settled back to see what would happen. After watching a bit Abby worked her skirt up to her waist and ran her hand down into her panties and started rubbing herself. After a couple of minutes of that she stood up, took off her panties and told me to sit down on the chair. She unzipped me, took out my hardening cock and then facing the movie screen she sat down on me. She moaned as I slid up into her and she started rocking back and forth and moving up and down on me.
She bounced up and down on me for a minute or two and then out of the corner of my eye I saw a cock come into view through the glory hole. Abby saw it and whispered:
"Oh God honey, look."
"Just ignore it" I said. "Pay no attention to the pervert and he'll leave."
But Chuck didn't leave and Abby kept staring at the cock as she slid up and down on me.
"Baby, can I touch it? It is so wild seeing that and having no idea who is on the other side of the wall. Please baby, can I touch it?"
I hesitated and she kept after me and so I finally told her to go ahead. She reached out and touched it with her fingers and it twitched a little so she touched it again and another inch of cock came through the wall. She wrapped her fingers around it and stroked it a couple of times and I knew that on the other side of the wall Chuck was beside himself at the thought that his whore was stroking his cock while I watched. Abby whispered:
"Can I make him shoot honey? Can I jerk him off?"
Then it was my turn to play and I whispered, "Why waste time with a hand job. Suck him off if you want to, but don't expect me to kiss you until you have brushed your teeth and gargled with mouthwash a dozen times."
That caught her by surprise and I sensed some indecision on her part, but the she realized that it was too good a chance to pass up. If I was willing to let her do that she knew she was well on her way to getting what she was looking for out of me. She bent and licked the head and then she took the cock in her mouth. She kept fucking me as she sucked on Chuck's cock and in a short time I shot my load up into her. She got up off me and leaned down so she could do a better job of sucking on the cock sticking through the hole. I guess that it was familiarity with Chuck's cock and the way it throbbed or something like that, but she knew just when to pull off of Chuck's cock and let his cum shoot out and splatter on the floor. Abby stood up and said:
"Get me out of here lover; get me home and fuck me before I go nuts."
As I pulled out of the Kit Kat parking lot Abby was pretty quiet. It was three or four minutes before she said, "Are you mad at me?"
"No, but I meant what I said about you brushing your teeth before I'll kiss you again."
She slid over next to me and put her hand on the lump in my trousers. "Did it excite you to see it?"
"It surprised me that you would do it."
"But did it turn you on?"
"How would I know? I was already turned on and you were pounding down on my cock and keeping me turned on."
"Watching me didn't do anything for you?"
"Again, how would I know? I was already fucking you."
"I guess I'll have to do it again sometime when you aren't making love to me so I can see how you will react."
"What? You expect me to keep taking you back there so you can play with cocks that are pushed through a hole in the wall?"
Abby giggled and said, "It might be fun."
She unzipped me and sucked my cock the rest of the way home. When we got home and got in bed she reached for my cock and I pushed her hand away and said, "Tooth brush." She stuck her tongue out at me, but she got out of bed and went into the bathroom and I heard her brushing her teeth and gargling. I debated pretending to be asleep when she got back and then decided to take advantage of her pussy as much as I could. No telling when I'd get pussy again after I got rid of her. She came out of the bathroom, leaned over to kiss me and said:
"Minty fresh. Now, where were we" as she reached for my cock.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I told her that I had to work late to give her time to get on the phone with Jane. Knowing what she was up to made things easier on me. She was in bed when I got home and I woke her up and ripped off a piece. In the morning I headed for the recorder as soon as I heard the shower running.
"Hi Sis."
"Hi yourself you wicked little slut."
"You heard huh?"
"Chuck was on the phone to me before you were even out of the arcade. He couldn't believe it and I'm not sure that I do either. You riding Rob's cock while sucking on his blew his mind. How the hell did you manage that?"
"Rob told me to do it."
"You have got to be shitting me! Mr. Fuddy Duddy? Your stick in the mud?"
"It's true. All I planned on doing was stroking Chuck a half dozen times and maybe get him off with a hand job, but when I asked Rob if I could do it he said go ahead and suck it as long as I understood he wasn't going to kiss me until I'd brushed my teeth a zillion times and gargled a gallon of Scope."
"Did you?"
"Did I what?"
"Did you brush your teeth or did you try to slide a little of Chuck's goo into hubby's mouth?"
"I almost did. I was tempted to fake brushing, but at the last second I figured I was too damned close to my goal to jeopardize it so I gave myself a good brushing and I gargled three times."
"So this weekend is a go?"
"I think so."
"What are you going to do?"
"Keep talking about Chuck's blow job. Tell him that it was so much of a turn on that I want to do it at least one more time and see if I can't get him to admit that he got a charge out of watching. If things go good we will go for it this weekend. If not I'll work on him for another week. I'm so close Janie; I'm just so close."
"All I can say Sis is good luck. Can I tell the boys that you will be over some time this week?"
"Tell them Wednesday. You going to let me have Paul so I can see what three is like?"
"I want him back."
"As if I could steal him from you."
"Got to go sweetie. See you Wednesday if I don't talk to you before."
So the big play was going to be the coming weekend. I made a mental note to put fresh batteries in the recorder. The ones in it hadn't been used all that much, but I wasn't going to take any chances on missing a phone conversation between then and the weekend.
That night I was home at my normal time and I had a surprise for Abby. I walked into the kitchen and turned off the stove. I picked her up and said, "Dessert first" and then I carried her up to the bedroom and dropped her on the bed. I pushed up her dress and pulled down her panties and went down on her. I worked on her clit with my mouth and her cunt with my fingers until I gave her an orgasm and then I got up and started taking off my clothes. She scrambled to get out of hers and then laid back on the bed and spread her legs wide and waited for me.
I fucked her as hard as I could and her second orgasm was so violent that it pulled mine from me. "Whew" she said as I fell to the bed next to her. "What brought that on?"
"You will think I'm a pervert."
"No I won't. Come on, tell me."
"All I thought of all day at work was you sucking that cock that came through the wall. It had me so hot that I had to go to the bathroom three times and jack off."
"It turned you on?"
"Yeah it did, but that wasn't the really perverted part."
"Oh? Something hotter than seeing me suck a strange cock?"
"Much hotter. In my mind I saw you getting off my lap and backing up to the hole so you could take his cock in your pussy. I had a picture in my mind of you bent at the waist sucking my cock while the cock through the hole fucked you from behind."
"You didn't!"
"I'm afraid I did."
"Oh my God honey; that is just so fucking hot. Would it turn you on if I really did it? I would you know. I would do that for you if I could be sure that you wouldn't think I was a whorish slut and leave me."
"I don't know baby; it is in my head right now, but if it is just a fantasy or something I'd really want to do I don't know."
"It would be a big step for me to take honey, but I will do it for you if you want me to."
"I don't know Abby. You hear about these guys that like to watch their wives get it on with other men and how much they like it, but is it really true or just so much bullshit? I know I keep seeing it in my mind and it keeps giving me hard ons, but could I do it for real? I don't know Abs, I just don't know."
"Well honey, there is one thing I know about it."
"What's that?"
"Talking about it got you ready for me again" and she climbed on top of me and rode me cowgirl until we both came and then she went down on me and got me up again. She got on her knees and elbows and I did it to her doggie. When Abby fell asleep she had a smile on her face. She was sexually satisfied and she was sure that she had me a dozen steps closer to what she wanted me to do.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I knew when I went to work on Wednesday that I was going to get the 'working late' call so I was parked just down the street from Jane's place when Abby arrived at five-forty. She got her bag out of her trunk and headed up the steps and just before she got to Jane's door I called her on her cell. She knew it was me from the read out on the screen and she said:
"Hi honey."
"Hey yourself sweetie. I'm just leaving the office and I wanted to see if I could catch you before you got home."
"Oh honey, I'm sorry, but I'm working late. We have to get that Marshall proposal out by ten tomorrow. I called home and left a message on the machine."
"Oh well, maybe it is a good thing that you have to work late. It will keep me from making what might be a big mistake."
"What mistake?"
"I was going to see if you wanted to go to the Kit Kat and visit the arcade again. I really wanted to see...oh never mind. Hey, maybe you having to work late on the night I wanted to try it again is a sign. Maybe the fates are telling me that it would be a mistake. Oh well, see you when you get home. Bye."
I could see her staring at her phone after I disconnected and I could only wonder at what was going on in her mind. On the other side of that door in front of her waited three cocks - one for each hole- and the phone she was string at had just told her that if she hadn't been at that door she would have had what she wanted - me watching her take a strange cock. I had a big smile on my face as I drove away and headed for home.
I was awake when Abby got home at ten after ten. She smiled when she saw me sitting up in bed and reading a book.
"Hard for me honey?" she asked as she undressed. "Thinking of little ole me and glory holes again? That's all I thought about after you called me honey. It is a wonder that I got anything done on that proposal."
She climbed up on top of me and as I looked up at the unfaithful cunt I wondered how she could even face me after being with three other guys, but there she was, riding me cowgirl and smiling down at me as though she didn't have a care in the world.
We both had our orgasms and as Abby cuddled up to me she said, "We can do the Kit Kat tomorrow if you still want to."
"Can't. I have to work late tomorrow. Smithers is in town and I have been elected to work with him."
"We can do it Friday then."
"We have the party to go to at the Danson's and we can't back out. We promised Tanya that we would be there. Probably a good thing too. Maybe keeping it as a fantasy is what would be best."
I could sense her disappointment when I said that and I fell asleep with a smile on my face.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I faked working late on Thursday to give Abby and Jane time to talk on the phone. Abby was hot to trot when I got home so we had sex twice and when it was over she asked:
"Have you given any more thought to going to the Kit Kat?"
"I'm beginning to think that you would really like to have a strange cock in your pussy."
"Only if it will turn you on baby. That is what it is all about lover; adding spice to our sex life. It is what we started out to do months ago, remember? I just want it to be good for you lover."
"We'll see sweetie. I won't rule it out, at least not yet."
She snuggled in and we fell asleep.
In the morning as soon as the shower started to run I headed for the basement.
"Hey Sis."
"It's about time you called. I'm sitting here going crazy waiting. Do I need to call the boys and set them up for tomorrow night?"
"No. We have that stupid party to go to at Dan and Tanya's. Damn it! I just wish he would have called me earlier. I would have passed on doing the foursome with the guys. I'd have missed doing it since I've been looking forward to it for so long, but another night at the Kit Kat would have gone a long way toward locking Rob into what I'm shooting for."
"Still going for Saturday night?"
"Yeah. I'm pretty sure that it will work. I t will be a little awkward at first, but I know Rob will go for it. From the way he has been talking this week he may even be the one asking me to do it."
"No baby, not our Rob. You may be able to drag him into it, but he will never lead the way. What time are you going to want me to have the boys there?"
"I'm not going to need them all. I've decided to keep it simple. I'll just need Chuck."
"That will break Troy's heart. He was hoping he was your favorite."
"It is a toss up between Troy and Chuck as to who is my favorite. The reason I want Chuck is to see if Rob will recognize Chuck's cock as the one that came through the glory hole at the Kit Kat. I'll be watching Rob's face when Chuck drops his trousers."
"You still plan on getting him to eat you after Chuck fucks you?"
"I'm going to try. I know I'll get off big time if I can get Rob to slurp up Chuck's cream pie."
"I still think you are dreaming if you think Rob will do something like that."
"I have to try. It might be my only chance."
"I hope you do realize that this could go bad on you."
"It is a chance that I have to take. I'm not going to give up fucking other guys so I need to get Rob on board with it. I love him and I don't want to lose him, but I will if he ever catches me cheating on him and the odds are that sooner or later he will catch me. My only chance is to get him to go along with it."
"You sure that you only want Chuck?"
"I'm sure."
"I still think it would work better with all of them there."
"I don't think Rob would hold still for me dancing with four guys off and on during the night. With just Chuck I can tell Rob some story and get Chuck to sit with us and then it will seem natural if I dance with him from time to time. After that it will be simple. Half an hour after we get home Chuck will ring the door bell and then we will see what will happen."
"Rob is a damned good man Abs. I hope you know what you are risking here."
"It will be fine Janie. I knew I had him when he told me he fantasized letting the cock coming through the wall fuck me."
"All I can say Abs, is that if he were mine I wouldn't risk it."
"Bullshit Janie. If he were yours he wouldn't last any longer than the other three."
"There is where you are wrong Abs. If any of the others had been half as good as Rob he would still be with me. Hey! Got to go. Talk with you later."
Now that was a shocker! I'd always though that Jane had no use for me, but she did seem to know me better than my wife.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things moved quickly after I came up from the basement and Abby left for work. I hadn't told Abby but I had taken a day off from work. By the time she got home Friday I had rented an apartment, made arrangements with my attorney and had showered and dressed for the party.
I had a good time at the party even though I limited my alcoholic intake. I wanted to be sober enough to fuck Abby as many times as I could that night. I had no idea how long a dry spell I would have to go through after Saturday night. I managed four times - a personal best - and Abby wanted another, but she just couldn't get the little guy to get up and play.
Saturday, while Abby was out getting her hair done and servicing her herd of fuck toys, I moved everything I wanted out of the house. Abby hardly ever went into my home office so I didn't think that she would see that it was bare and I doubted that she would go into the spare bedroom and see that the room had been stripped of furniture. If she did go into the den or spare bedroom it would be over sooner and I'd miss out on what I'd planned for her, but no matter. The day was our last one together whether it ended early or late.



When Abby got home I tried to interest her in a quick romp, but she said no. "I want you good and horny tonight."
"Oh? And just what do you have in mind for me?"
"Dinner, dancing and maybe, just maybe, a stop at the Kit Kat on the way home."
"I have any say in it?"
"Nope! Not today. Today the little lady is in charge."
Dinner was pleasant and after we went to the Grotto for drinks and dancing. We had been there about half an hour when I got up to use the bathroom and when I came back Abby was out on the dance floor with a guy that I assumed was Chuck. They stayed out on the floor for two songs and then Abby led the guy back to our table and introduced me to Chuck.
"Chuck works with me and he just got stood up by his date. I invited him to join us."
The two of them looked at me expectantly and I said, "No problem. Pull up a chair."
For the next two hours we talked, drank and Chuck and I took turns dancing with Abby. Around ten-thirty Abby said it was time to go and we said goodbye to Chuck and left the club. Once in the car I said, "Okay, now what little lady in charge?"
"Get me home Rob. My pussy is soaking wet and I'm as horny as a billy goat."
"No Kit Kat?"
"Not tonight Rob. Just get me home so you can fuck me."
I took out my cock and slid the seat all the way back and said, "Show me how bad you want it."
She giggled, slid over next to me and lowered her head. I hoped that she would get me off before we got home. I'd get a charge out of knowing that she was kissing Chuck with a mouth coated with my sauce. I still hadn't cum by the time we were a block from the house so I pulled over to the curb. Abby took her mouth off me long enough to ask me why we were stopping and I put a hand on her head and pushed it back down on my cock.
"I'm close baby and I need to get off. Finish it."
She redoubled her efforts and a minute latter I pushed my load into her mouth. Abby swallowed it all, licked my cock clean and then told me to tuck it away.
"We don't want the neighbors seeing you getting out of the car with that thing sticking out in front of you."
"I thought you liked this "thing."
"I love it, but if the neighbors see it they might want a taste and I'm not big on sharing."
Given what she had been doing the last several weeks I almost laughed at that. When we got in the house I led her into the living room, walked her over to the back of the couch and pushed her into position so she was bent over the back.
"What are you doing" she wanted to know as I lifted her skirt and pulled the crotch band of her panties out of the way. "This is just how you would be if we had stopped at the Kit Kat. Bent forward, skirt bunched up around your waist and a cock being shoved in your cunt" and I drove my cock home.
I was pounding away at the bitch's cunt and almost at my release point when the doorbell rang. "Shit!" I said, "Who the hell could that be at this time of the night?"
"It's Chuck" Abby panted, "I invited him over."
"What the hell for?"
"To do to me what you are now doing to me while you watched."
"And you didn't think that you needed to talk it over with me first?"
"I wanted it to be a surprise baby. I knew you would like it. All you have talked about all week is that I should have backed up to that cock in the arcade."
The doorbell rang again and I said, "Well he is just going to have to stand there and push that fucking bell because I'm too close to stop now."
I slammed my cock into her and fucked her as hard and fast as I could and she had an orgasm which triggered mine and then I pulled my cock out of her and said, "Don't move" and then I went to answer the door. I tucked my cock away as I went to the door. I opened it to find Chuck standing there with a hopeful expression on his face.
"Come on in" I said, "She's in the living room and she's ready."
As he walked in and headed for the living room I walked out and closed the door behind me. I was in my car and backing down the drive before Chuck could get behind Abby and shove his cock in her.
I lost a bet with myself. I figured that Chuck would see Abby bent over the couch and waiting and would get his dick out and pick up where I left off. I thought that they would finish that first fuck before Abby even wondered where I was. I didn't even get to the end of the block before my cell went off. The display told me that it was Abby and I smiled as I turned the cell off and headed for my new apartment and I left my cell off for the rest of the weekend.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One of the chores that I had taken care of Friday was to clean out all of the joint accounts that I had with Abby. Sunday morning I called the customer service numbers on all of our credit cards and cancelled them. When I cancelled them I got a pay off balance for each account and the first thing Monday morning I used the money that I withdrew from our accounts to get cashiers checks for all of our accounts and then I mailed them in.
I went back to the bank and had my name removed from the savings and checking accounts leaving them both in Abby's name only and then I put half of the money left after paying off our accounts into Abby's checking account.
While I was at the bank doing that Abby was being served at work. The man serving the papers on her had been given an extra fifty bucks to hand her a small box when he served her with the divorce papers. The box contained my wedding ring, a copy of all the conversations that I had pick up with my telephone tap and a short note that said:
"Play the tape if you want to know why."
After lunch I went and had myself checked out for sexually transmitted diseases and then went back to work.
When I had gotten up that morning and turned my cell phone back on and found I had seventeen voice-mail messages waiting for me. Sixteen of them were from Abby and I deleted them all without listening to them. I had another nine calls from her between the time I turned the phone back on and ten in the morning. At ten the calls stopped. I knew that Abby was supposed to be served at ten and quite frankly I didn't expect to hear from her after she read the note and played the tape. I knew from her conversations with Jane that she had no intention of stopping what she was doing so I expected her to shrug and move on and it looked like I was right because I got no more calls from her.
On Tuesday when I got to work the receptionist handed me a pile of message slips and half of them were from Abby. I tossed them into the waste basket and got to work. At eleven my secretary stuck her head in my door and told me that my wife was on line two. I couldn't have Abby calling me all day at work trying to reach me so I figured I'd better take the call and get the talking over with. I picked up the phone.
"Yes?"
"Are you free for lunch?"
"Why?"
"I have some things I need to say to you, some things to tell you and I would like to do it face to face. It won't kill you to listen Rob and once I've said my piece I won't bother you any more."
"The B and B at twelve thirty?"
"See you there."
She was there waiting when I got there and as I slid into the booth across from her she said, "Thanks for seeing me." Before I could say anything the waitress was there to take our order. Once she was gone I said:
"I'm listening."
"How long have you known?"
"Since the day I had the flat tire. I came back to the house to get your spare and I heard your half of the phone conversation with Jane."
"Why didn't you confront me then? Why spend the last several weeks playing games?"
"You know me Abby. I'm the guy who wants all the facts at hand when I make a decision. All I had to go on was one side of a conversation and that wasn't enough for me so I dug deeper. Once I found out what was going on I got a perverse kind of pleasure out of knowing what you had planned ahead of time and then going along with it to lead you on. It wasn't until you started talking about doing two and three at a time and setting up gangbangs that I decided that it was time to end it. By the way, even though you have condoms in the trunk of your car I went in and had myself tested for STDs anyway and you might want to consider it. You didn't use a rubber when you sucked off Chuck at the Kit Kat and you can catch diseases that way just as easily as you can catch it with your cunt - or ass!"
I put some extra emphasis on "ass" since she never let me have it, but was giving it up to everyone else. I saw her wince when I said it.
"So, you said you had things you needed to say."
"Yes, I did didn't I. Well, even if you won't believe it I love you Rob. What I have been doing isn't because any failure or lack of attention on your part. I hoped to be able to keep you - have my cake and eat it too - and that is why all the silly games. I thought that if I could get you to be a participant I wouldn't lose you, but it didn't work out that way.
"I need you to know that I love you, that I've always loved you and that I wanted to - still want to - spend all of my life with you. I know it sounds trite Rob, but it isn't love with the others, it is only sex. Fabulous sex, mind blowing sex, but still just sex.
"It started by accident. You were away on business and I had dinner and drinks with Jane. We both got bombed and I decided that I had taken on too much to safely drive home so I spent the night at her place. I woke up being fucked and in my half asleep state I thought it was you and I let myself go. When I was fully awake I saw that it was a friend of Jane's. He had already given me two orgasms and I was on the edge of a third so I didn't stop and I fucked back just as hard as he fucked me. I liked it Rob. I liked the feeling of a different cock so an hour later I did it again.
"The next day I went out for dinner and drinks with Jane and we ran into two guys she knew. We danced with them and as I danced I wondered how much different their cocks would be from yours and the guy who had screwed me the night before so when one of the guys suggested we take the party to his place Jane and I went. I did him and before morning Jane and I swapped guys. By then I knew Rob. I was a cock hungry slut. I got one hell of a charge out of screwing all those different guys and the more of them I did the more of them I wanted to do. It was just sex Rob. Nasty, exciting sex with no love involved.
"My problem was that there was no way to say, "Oops, I screwed up" and stop. Once I got started it fed on itself. But you have to know Rob that I never stopped loving you and I never will. I'm sorry that things turned out this way. I really am."
She reached over and lightly touched my face with her fingers and I saw a tear start to run down her cheek.
"I'll always love you Rob. I won't fight the divorce. I don't want to give you up, but I can understand why you don't want me. My door will always be open for you Rob. Stop by and see me from time to time." She got up and left.
As she walked away I thought to myself, "Too bad I'm not a sharing kind of guy."
The divorce was final today.
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A story by Just Plain Bob
She stood at the sink looking out the window as she did the breakfast dishes. The yard looked, for lack of a better word, unkempt. The flower beds were full of color and the grass was green, but something was a little off. A little like a man dressed up in a suit and tie and with polished shoes that gleamed, but needing a haircut. Unkempt, needing a trim. Taking care of the yard had always been Martin's job, but he had been putting in so much time at work lately that he hadn't been able to keep up around the house.
She finished the dishes and headed for the living room. She dropped down on the couch, picked up the remote and started channel hopping and couldn't find anything that could keep her interest. She turned off the TV and got up to take a shower. The shower head had a bad washer or something and dripped. Just one more thing for Martin to take care of one of these days. She washed and dried her hair and then toweled off. She reclined on the bed and picked up the latest issue of Redbook from the bedside stand and wondered why she kept renewing her subscription. She originally took out the subscription for household tips and recipes, but she hardly ever saw any of that anymore. Now it was all stuff like "Secrets for Lasting Love" and "Make the Ultimate Sex Connection" and "Sex Talk and Tips to Make Yourself More Alluring to Your Partner." You couldn't even get away from it when you did a simple thing like reading your horoscope.
Aquarius
January 20 - February 18
Focus on: Romance
The Sun and Saturn swing through your house of love through the 22nd. Put less energy into mundane matters and more into your love life. Your sex appeal will wow your partner - and awaken your self confidence.
What was with the constant attention to sex? Her issue of Cosmopolitan wasn't any better, in fact, if anything it was worse. "How to Heat Up Sex." "The Touches He Will Beg for Again and Again." "Beyond Kama Sutra - Eight sex positions you never thought of." Sex, sex, sex and more sex. God, didn't it ever stop? Sure, sex was nice every once in a while, but there was more to life than sex. It had taken her a long time to convince Martin of that, but he came around eventually. He didn't bug her now near as much as he used to. In fact she could barely remember the last time he approached her.
She threw the magazine down and started thinking about the rest of her day. She had been invited to a pot-luck Tupperware party and she needed to come up with a dish to pass. Funny thing that. She wasn't a joiner, never had been, so what had prompted her to join the book discussion group at the library? That led to her making friends with Alice, Tina and Marge. Those friendships led to her being invited to Avon get togethers and Tupperware parties which gave her lots to do when Martin was away on business or working late. Tonight's party was going to be at Alice's house and she had never been there. She wondered if any of the girls liked to play cards. She could have a card party and invite them over as a way of saying thank you for inviting her to all of their get togethers. Salad! That's what she would make for the pot-luck, a nice five bean salad.
She had purchased some storage containers and a set of mixing bowls and had given her recipe for five bean salad to three other girls. The party had broken up and everyone had gone except Tina, Marge and Bev who she had just met. Alice had whispered to her to stick around when everyone else had gone.
"I've got something that you just have to see."
When everyone else had gone Alice led Tina, Marge, Bev and her down into the basement. The basement had been finished as a recreation room and there was a pool table at one end and a big screen TV at the other. Alice led them to the TV area and had them all sit down as she turned and put a tape in the VCR. The screen lit up and the words said, "Cierra Productions" present Angel Dust in "Lust at Home."
"Is this the one where she takes the guy with the eleven inch dick in her ass" Tina asked.
"No, that was "Lust in the Back Seat." This one is just out and you are not going to believe what she does in this one."
Jennie looked around the room at the eager expressions on the faces of the other women. She had never seen an X-rated video and she wasn't sure that she wanted to see one then, but getting up and leaving might cause a problem in her newfound relationship with the girls.
A sexy blonde with huge breasts appeared on the screen and all the other girls yelled out, "Yea" and whistled and clapped and Alice saw the puzzlement on her face and said:
"Her real name is Norma Speers and we went to school with her."
The plot, what little there was, seemed to be that the housewife was at home when the cable guy came. The housewife came onto him and screwed him and while they were doing it her husbands brother came in the house, saw what was going on and joined in. Jennie sat there amazed as she saw the woman take a penis in her mouth while one was in her vagina. She had heard girls at school in the locker room talk about "giving head" but she could never picture it in her mind and when she heard about it she shivered in disgust. How could a woman do that? But the woman on the screen seemed to enjoy what she was doing. God knows the men were enjoying it.
On the screen the cable guy went to the phone and made a phone call. "I've got a hot one here" he said, "And I need some help" and he gave an address. Two more men showed up and Jennie's jaw dropped when the woman on the screen accepted a penis in her mouth, her anus and her vagina at the same time.
"What's so special about that? Hell, even I do that" Tina said.
"You do?" screamed Marge. "You slut you. You never told us you did threesomes and foursomes."
"That isn't what I meant. I've sucked off Bert and he's had my ass a lot."
"Oh that. We've probably all done that, I know I have" and Jennie saw Alice and Bev nod their heads in the affirmative.
"My God" she thought, "Am I the only normal person here?"
On the screen another man came in the door. "What the fuck!" he yelled, "What are you doing with my wife?"
"Hey man" said the cable guy, "She wanted it so we are just helping her out."
"God damn. I didn't know I married a slut. Well fuck it, she's mine and I want her asshole."
"Okay man, it's yours" the cable guy said as he pulled out of the woman to make room for the husband. The husband moved up behind her and pushed his penis into the blonde's rectum and she screamed out:
"Oh God yes! Stuff me full of cock and fuck me!"
"Here comes the first one" Alice said as on the screen Angel Dust took a penis in each of her three orifices at the same time while she gave a hand job to the two men standing on either side of her.
"Isn't that wild?" Alice said. "Five at once. I may have to get real drunk some night so I can get loose enough to do something like that."
"Yeah, like you would" Marge said.
Alice said, "Hey, I might. I did two after the prom so I know I can do more than one."
"Yeah, but you were a cheerleading slut back then and not a wife and mother like you are now."
"I've still got what it takes. Every time I work out at the gym I've got young studs looking at me and drooling."
Jennie had her eyes glued to the screen as the blonde and the men went through several different contortions. "Hey Jennie, are you okay" Tina asked.
Bev laughed and said, "Hell, she's just turned on. She wants to be where Norma is right now."
Jennie blushed, but she was also aware that what Bev had just said was true. She would never have believed it of herself, but she was turned on. Her panties were wet and while she didn't really want five men she did wish she was with Martin just then.
"Here comes the other hot part" Alice said as on the screen two men slid their members into Norma's vagina at the same time. "Yea Norma," "You go girl" and "Go, go, go, go" rang through the room.
Everyone was gone and she was picking up what she had bought and was getting ready to leave when Alice stopped her.
"Come on into the kitchen with me for a minute."
She followed Alice into the kitchen and Alice asked her to sit down for a second and when she did Alice opened a bottle of wine, poured two glasses and handed her one before sitting down at the table across from her.
"Did I do something wrong tonight" Alice asked.
"No. If you did I don't know what it was."
"I looked over at you while we were watching Norma's tape and you looked like a deer caught in the headlights of an onrushing car. Haven't you ever seen a porn video before?"
"No, I never have."
"Did I embarrass you? If I did I'm sorry."
"No, I wasn't so much embarrassed as I was shocked at seeing what she did."
"What bothered you? The oral? The anal?"
"All of it" she said and then she gulped down her wine. Alice refilled her glass and by the time the bottle was empty Alice knew Jennie's complete sexual history. "And you never had any desire to try any of it?"
"No, I didn't even know you could do some of it. I heard of oral sex when I was in high school, but I'd never heard of anal."
"When you say you never tried oral does that mean you have never had oral performed on you?"
"Oh God no, not ever."
"Has your husband ever tried?"
"He did once, but after I got done screaming at him he never tried again."
"Too bad sweetie, you have been missing a hell of a rush."
"Just a second" Alice said and she got up and left the room. When she came back she had three video tapes in her hand and she handed them to her. "Here sweetie, look at these in your leisure time. If you are going to hang with us girls you need to know us for the perverts we are. None of us do this stuff, at least I don't think the others do, but we think about it and talk about it all the time. These will give you some insight into the way we talk and what we talk about after a couple of stiff ones. Drinks that is" she said as she giggled.
When she got home, for the first time in her married life, she wanted to make love so bad that she would have let Martin have her on the living room floor if he was there. But he wasn't there. He was out of town again on business.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day she watched the first of the videos Alice had given her. A beautiful redhead made love to four different men. In the first scene she took the man in her mouth and then in her vagina. In the second scene she did two men at the same time - one in her mouth and one in her vagina and in the next scene she sucked on a man and then let him put his penis into her rectum. The last scene she let three men use her at the same time. The thing that Jennie noticed was that the woman seemed to love everything she was doing.
How could a woman enjoy a penis in her mouth? How could she possibly like one pushed into her rectum? And then she had to ask herself why she was rubbing her vagina through her panties?
By the end of the week she had watched all three of the videos that Alice had given her and while she didn't understand it she had gotten excited every time she sat down and watched one and she had even masturbated a couple of times. She thought of Martin when she played with herself and wished his job didn't keep him away from home so much.
She returned the tapes to Alice when the book discussion group met at the library on the following Monday. After the meeting she had gone for coffee with Alice, Tina and Marge. The girls, by their actions and the way they behaved toward her, made it obvious that they considered her one of their group and not someone just sitting in, but was she really one of them? They were open about sex, they used words like cock, pussy, dick, cunt and ass and they discussed old and current boyfriends and their husbands. No subject seemed taboo to them. She wasn't like that. They were so full of life and outgoing and she was - face it - a stick in the mud compared to them. Why did they like her? What could they possibly see in her?
Over the next couple of weeks she found herself spending more and more time with Alice and Tina and Marge. She met other girls through them and became friends with Bev and a few others and she finally worked up enough nerve to invite them all to a card party at her house. The game that everybody seemed to know and like was double Pinochle and enough girls accepted to have two tables.
Martin was home that night and after he met the girls he went down into his basement workshop. Everyone seemed to have a good time and Tina said they should do it more often, maybe have a card party every other week, and the other girls seemed to like the idea. Martin came up as people were leaving and Alice asked him why he hadn't joined them.
"You already had eight players so I would have been the odd man out. Besides, my game is Euchre and not many people know it."
"Oh my God," Tina said, "Alice and I had given up hope of ever finding other Euchre players out here. Everyone played it back in Michigan, but no one out here seems to have even heard of it."
"You and Alice both play?"
"Yes, and we love it."
"Well, I play and Jennie is an absolute shark at the game. Maybe the next time the four of us can play."
"Screw the next time" Tina said, "I'm in no hurry to leave, how about right now?"
"I don't mind," Alice said as she looked from Jennie to Martin, "Ralph won't be home before midnight so I don't have to hurry home."
She looked at Martin and he must have seen that she wanted it. "Why not," he said as he started pulling out the extra cards to set up the deck. They cut for partners and Alice and Martin ended up teamed against Tina and Jennie. When the game broke up an hour later they arranged to meet again on Thursday and talked about making it a weekly thing.
Jennie was not blind. She had seen the way that Tina and Alice had looked at Martin and she suddenly realized that it had been years since she had looked at him that way and that realization troubled her. Her epiphany came two weeks later. She was hosting another card party and they had just taken a break. She was in the basement getting a bag of ice out of the freezer. There was a heating vent just above the freezer and on the floor above the freezer was the downstairs bathroom and she heard a voice through the vent.
"Have you decided yet?"
"Yeah, I don't think I will. Jennie is a sweetheart and Lord does she ever have a beautiful face, but what she has let happen to her body is a crime." The voice was Bev's. "I think it would embarrass her if I invited her to a lingerie party. She obviously could never wear any of those things so I think it would be kinder of me not to ask her to come."
"Makes you wonder though."
"Wonder what?"
"How she keeps her husband looking like she does. God knows I'd let him put his shoes under my bed any day."
"He is rather good looking, isn't he."
She stood there holding the bag of ice cubes and thinking about what she'd just heard. Didn't want to embarrass her? Kinder not to invite her? They pitied Martin? Oh God, and she fought back the tears, got herself under control and went back up to the party.
When everyone was gone she locked herself in the bathroom, took off all of her clothes and then looked at herself in the mirror. She tried to imagine - no - she didn't need to try to imagine how Martin saw her, it was right there in front of her. No wonder he wasn't bothering to try and make love to her any more. Good Lord, how had she ever let it get so bad.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning when she woke up she remembered the little magnet that her dad had put on the door of their refrigerator - "This is the first day of the rest of your life." Well, it was, and she was going to do something with the rest of that life. She showered, dressed and then got out the yellow pages and two hours later she was a member at the Balance Fitness Center and a half hour after that a trainer was showing her the equipment and how to use it. He set up a program for her to follow and then suggested that she might also consider looking into trying The South Beach Diet.
It was hard work and results didn't come overnight, but by the end of the month she saw the change and week by week the change became more pronounced. Todd, the trainer she was working with, even made a 'soft' pass at her and it gave her hope that Martin would soon take notice of her again. She was starting to look good and feel good.
Her continued association with Alice and the other girls made some changes in her personality. She became a little more out going. In addition to the book discussion group she played cards with the girls every other week and every Wednesday was Euchre night with Martin, Alice and Tina. When the girls talked about sex she joined in although she didn't have much to contribute. She was using words like cock and pussy and other words she would never have uttered six months ago.
The icing on the cake came the day Bev showed up for one of the card parties and said:
"Well look at you! Next time I have a lingerie party I can use you as a model."
Everyone noticed the change in her. Everyone commented on the change. Everyone but Martin. Had they grown so far apart that he didn't even notice her anymore? Well, at least he wasn't noticing anyone else. She saw the interest in the eyes of Tina, Marge, Alice and especially Bev, but Martin never seemed to notice that interest and he showed no signs of being interested in any of them other than as partners in Euchre.
It hurt! She had to admit it to herself - it hurt! All that hard work she had done and he hadn't noticed at all. It seemed that all he had time for anymore was his job. She was proud of her new look and yes, even of her new outlook on life and especially as that outlook pertained to sex. She was ready to give Martin her first blow job; she was ready to let him go down on her and yes, if he wanted it, she would bury her head in a pillow, stick her butt up in the air and let him have her ass.
But she also had her pride.
She had done all the work to make herself better for him, but she wasn't going to crawl to him and say, "Here. Look at me!" - he was going to have to notice her and come to her!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
They rotated the bi-weekly card game and on that particular night the game was at Alice's house. When the game was over and people were leaving Alice stopped Marge, Tina, Bev and her and asked them to stick around. As soon as everyone else was gone Alice said:
"I've got Norma's newest. It's hot. Come on ladies, grab your wine glasses and let's go watch it."
The title, "Gangbanging Housewife," staring Angel Dust scrolled across the screen and then the girls stomped and cheered and yelled out things like, "You go girl" as the sexy, busty blonde took on nine men in a fuck fest that lasted an hour and fifteen minutes. Angel Dust took them two and three at a time and when one finished he went and rested up and then came back again.
"Hard to believe that she was a tight assed prude in high school" Tina said.
"Damned hard to believe that she was a virgin when she left for California to become a star" said Marge.
"I guess even prudes can change" Alice said and she was looking at Jennie and smiling as she said it.
When everyone else was getting ready to go Alice asked her to stay for a minute. When they were alone Alice said:
"Your face clouded over when I made my prude remark. What gives?"
Jennie had just enough wine in her to let it all come out and when she was done Alice said:
"Oh you poor kid. I'm sorry and I'll talk to the other girls. We like Martin. He's a good looking guy and he's fun to flirt with and if he wasn't married to you a lot of the girls would probably be fighting to see who could land him, but none of us are going to try and steal your man. As far as the rest of it goes I don't know. Maybe we need to give Martin a wake up call."



"How do I do that?"
"Let me think on it."
The next day Alice called her. "I thought about what we talked about last night and I think what we need is a girls night out."
"A girl's night out? How will that make Martin notice me?"
"We salt the mine."
"We what?"
"It's what they did back during the gold rush days. If a man wanted to sell a low producing mine he planted gold in the mine for the prospective buyers to find. It was called 'salting the mine.' What we will do is go out with the girls one night and the next morning when Martin walks into the kitchen he will find you cleaning out your purse. You will be taking several pieces of paper with phone numbers on them out of your purse and dropping them on the table in front of you. When he asks you what you are doing you tell him that guys kept hitting on you all night and giving you their phone numbers and you are just getting them out of your purse. If that doesn't make him stop and think and take a good look at you maybe you need to dump him and go find yourself a live wire."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The night she and Alice were going to put their plan into effect Martin called home and said he would be working late. She told him that she might not be home when he got there because she was going out with Alice and the girls for drinks. It was a blast! She, Alice, Tina, Marge and Bev had a table near the dance floor and five attractive, unescorted women were a magnet that pulled at every man in the place. There was a steady stream of men asking them to dance and offering to buy them drinks.
The plan Alice had of all the girls writing down a phone number on a slip of paper so the handwriting wouldn't look the same if Martin checked them never got put into play. All of the girls got hit on so many times and so many phone numbers were pushed at them that fake numbers weren't needed.
Jennie had never had so much attention paid to her by so many different men in her life. The drinks were flowing and she was in a very good mood when she heard Bev say:
"I certainly wouldn't mind a taste of that."
"A taste of what?"
"That hunk sitting over there at the table by the hallway to the restrooms."
She looked over and saw Todd, the trainer she worked with at the gym, sitting with an older man and then she did something that was so out of character for her that she couldn't believe she did it.
"You want a taste of that? Well, since you are my friend I'll see if I can't get you that taste."
She got up and walked over to the table where Todd was sitting and he saw her coming and stood up and greeted her with a brotherly hug. She cut right to it.
"I need a favor."
"If it is something I can do you've got it."
"See that gorgeous redhead at that table over there" and she pointed to where Bev was sitting, "She has been sitting there and staring at you and I decided to try my hand at match making. Do me a favor and ask her for a dance."
Todd turned to the man he was sitting with and asked, "Would you mind if I abandoned you?"
"Not at all, but I think it only fair that if she takes you away from me she should have to stay and keep me company."
Todd looked at her and raised an eyebrow. She smiled and said, "I guess I can make that sacrifice for Bev" and she sat down on the seat that Todd had just vacated and extended her hand as she said, "I'm Jennie."
The man took her hand and as he said, "Hi Jennie, I'm Frank" she felt a spark. Something about the man appealed to her and the thought caused her to shiver. She looked over and saw Todd walking Bev out onto the dance floor and Frank asked her if she would like to dance. Given the strange feeling she was having she decided that maybe it would be best to get away from the table where they were alone and get out there on the crowded dance floor where there were a lot of people around.
Bad move she realized as they got out on the floor. It was crowded enough that she and Frank were pushed together and as he took her in his arms she felt her body tingle and that wasn't all she felt. He was hard and it was pressing into her. What made it worse was that he looked a little like one of the actors she had seen on one of Alice's porn tapes. The thought of that tape and what she had done while she was watching it and now dancing with a man who looked like...Oh God, what was she thinking? Why was her entire body tingling and why were her panties getting damp?
The dance turned into three and then he took her back to his table. Several drinks and several dances later she noticed that the other girls were gone, including Alice who was her ride. She excused herself and checked all the bathrooms, but couldn't find Alice. When she returned to the table Frank asked:
"Something wrong?"
"My ride is gone."
"No problem" Frank said, "I'll see to it that you get home. One more drink and we'll dance the rest of this set and I'll run you home."
It was three more drinks before they left the bar. She felt....well, she didn't really know how she felt. She was turned on from all the close dancing she had done with Frank and from having his cock rubbed against her so much. She was pleased knowing that she had turned him on - knowing that she was sexually alluring.
She was uncomfortable being in a car with a strange man (well, even though they had danced for hours she didn't really know him) but at the same time she was excited. He wanted her and it had been a long time since she had felt wanted. There was something about him, some sort of animal or sexual magnetism that had caused the spark when she first met him.
The drinks had her feeling really good and upbeat and all the confusing thoughts were rolling around in her head so she really wasn't prepared for it when Frank slid across the car seat, took her in his arms and kissed her. His tongue teased her lips and she shivered as she opened her mouth to let it in. The drinks, the excitement she felt and it having been so long since she'd last had any affection at all combined in that one moment and caused any idea of resistance to fade. She eagerly returned Frank's kiss, sending her own tongue searching. She didn't even notice when he got his hands up under her blouse and unsnapped her brassiere. It wasn't until she felt one of her nipples being rolled between a thumb and forefinger that she was aware of how far he had gotten.
Little electric shocks were flowing through her body directly to her pussy and she spread her legs which Frank took as an open invitation and his fingers sought out her treasure. When his fingers entered her she moaned and Frank broke his kiss long enough to murmur;
"Cars are for teenagers, but you are so hot that I just can't pass up this opportunity."
He kissed her again and as their tongues played he unzipped himself and pulled out his erection. He took her right hand and put it on his erect cock and she grasped it and started stroking it. Suddenly that hot tube of flesh reminded her that she was a married woman, that she loved her husband and that what she was doing was wrong. She let go of Frank's cock and he sensed that things were about to change, but before she could do anything he pushed her back on the seat, pushed the gusset to her panties aside and pushed his cock into her cunt.
She felt the cock drive into her and even though she knew it was wrong it still felt good. All the protests she was going to make were forgotten as Frank drove deep into her and started fucking her. "Oh God Martin, I'm so sorry" flashed through her mind as she gave herself up to Frank. Her arms went around him and she pulled her knees back to open herself to him and all thoughts of Martin disappeared.
Cars may have been for teenagers, but then the two of them fucked like teenagers. Frank came in her and as he pulled out she whined at being left hanging so he got her onto the back seat and fucked her some more. They did some serious necking and then Frank fucked her for a third time. When it was over she told him that she needed to get home before her husband got worried. Frank stopped a block from her house and they kissed goodnight. When they pulled into her driveway and she was about to get out of the car Frank said:
"I'll call you."
She only hesitated a moment before saying, "I'd like that" and then she went into the house worried about how she would be able to face Martin. It was a wasted worry as he was in bed sound asleep. She crawled in next to him and then she lay there staring up at the ceiling. A tear trickled down her cheek at the thought that she had betrayed her husband and she didn't even know why. Not only that, but she had left the door open to do it again. Why had she told Frank that she would like him to call her? She didn't want Frank, she wanted Martin.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The phone rang as she was fixing Martin's breakfast. She answered it and it was Alice.
"What happened to you last night?"
"What do you mean" she asked, terrified that Alice somehow knew about Frank and would think she was a whore.
"Where were you when I came back to get you?"
"You came back?"
"Didn't Bev tell you?"
"Tell me what?"
"Tina got sick and I had to run her home. I told Bev to tell you I would be back to get you."
"She must have been so wrapped up in Todd that she forgot."
Alice giggled, "He is a hunk. You didn't seem to mind the one you were with."
"I made a deal so I had to stick to it."
"A deal? What kind of a deal?"
"I had to promise to keep him company if Todd went over to Bev."
"I'd say that she owes you big time. How did you get home?"
"Frank drove me."
"How is our plan working?"
"Martin's still in the shower so I don't know yet."
"Call me and let me know."
She was hanging up the phone when Martin came into the kitchen. "Who was that" he asked.
"Alice. Checking up on me to see if I'm still alive or if the hangover killed me."
"Tie one on last night?"
"Had a good time."
Nothing more was said as Martin dived into his eggs and bacon and she left the room to take a shower. As she used a soapy rag on her pussy she remembered how good it had felt when Frank had been in her and then she remembered he said he would call. And she remembered that she had not said, "No, please don't." She HAD said that she would like it if he did. Why had she done that? Why hadn't she fought him off? She had known it was wrong, but she had still allowed it. And then she had let him do it two more times and what was worse - she had loved it! When Frank had kissed her good night a block from the house if he had suggested they get in the back seat again she probably would have done it. How could she love Martin and do that? And she did love Martin; she was in no doubt about that.
But did Martin love her?
The memory of Frank in her pussy flooded in on her. No, no more of that! She was Martin's and by God it was time to do something about that. She finished her shower, quickly dried off and then, still naked, she headed for the kitchen. She wasn't going to wait for Martin to notice her. No, damn it, she would force the issue. She would take him on the kitchen table if she had to. When she reached the kitchen he was gone. She heard the garage door opener and she went to the window and saw him back out of the drive and head off to work. All right then, she would do it that night. No matter what time he got home she would be awake and waiting for him, naked and ready.
She dressed and called Alice and told her that she hadn't done the phone number thing. She lied and said that Martin had been in a rotten mood over something at work and she didn't think the time was right. They talked for a couple of more minutes and then she headed for the gym and her morning workout. She didn't see Todd there and she smiled to herself as she thought that Bev might not have left him enough strength to get out of bed that morning. Thinking about Todd brought Frank back to her mind and she felt her pussy tingle again as she remembered her night in his car.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had just taken a load of laundry out of the dryer when the phone rang. She answered it and it was Frank.
"I'm on my cell baby. I'm parked where we stopped last night and I can be there in sixty seconds."
No, she told herself, end this now and she took a deep breath and got ready to tell him "Thanks, but no thanks" but what came out was, "Hurry, I'll be waiting." She met him at the door naked and hurried him to the bedroom and helped him undress. She knew it was wrong and that she was giving away what should have been Martin's, but Martin didn't seem to want her and Frank did. She had worked so hard to make herself into something Martin would desire, but he ignored her. She had primed herself for sex and Martin did not seem to care at all about the new her. She was ready and she needed sex and Frank was there and Frank wanted her and Frank was ready.
Their first coupling was frantic and frenzied and she clutched at him, pulled him to her, pushed up at him and begged him to fuck her. Words she had never used with Martin flowed from her like water from a faucet.
"Fuck me, push your cock deeper, fuck my cunt, fuck your slut, make me cum."
All the words she'd heard on the porn tapes became hers to use and she used them on Frank.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum" and Frank did his best to give her what she was demanding. She came twice before Frank moaned, "I can't hold back any longer" and then released in her. She hugged him to her as he drained and then he got off and said:
"Get me hard again baby."
She knew what he wanted and she had never done it before. She had planned on doing it to Martin the next time they made love, but the way things were going only God knew when that would be or if it would ever happen at all. Well, she would practice on Frank and that way Martin would get her best when she did get him in bed. She thought about all the blow jobs she had seen on the porn tapes and then she tried to copy them.
When she took Frank's cock in her mouth it was the first time she tasted cum. Actually, it wasn't cum, it was a mixture of her juices and Frank's sperm and the taste wasn't as bad as she'd imagined it would be. She licked Frank's cock clean and then licked all the juices from his balls. He moaned and she thought that the videos did a marvelous job of instruction. Once she had his cock licked clean she took it in her mouth, clamped her lips tight and started bobbing her head. Should she suck him all the way off and get an undiluted taste of sperm? A picture of Martin entered her mind and to herself she said no, she would save that for Martin.
Frank's soft cock began to harden and she gloried in being able to do that; to give the gift of life to Frank's cock. It was a great feeling. Why had she denied Martin and herself these pleasures all these years? Why had not Martin pushed her into doing these things? She knew the answer to those questions even as she asked them - he loved her. He would never make her do anything that she didn't want to do and she had been a prude. God, how had Martin been able to stand her. She knew the answer to that one too. He stood it by ignoring her, but by God that was going to change. He wouldn't know what hit him!
She swung over Frank and like she had seen Angel Dust do on the videos she used one hand to guide Frank into her pussy as she settled down onto his hard cock. It was the first time she had ever been on top and she loved the sense of control it gave her. She slid up and down on Frank and rocked back and forth. More words she had never used before came out of her mouth:
"Oh God your cock feels so good in my pussy. I love the way your cock fills me."
Several pleasurable minutes went by and then Frank gripped her in his strong hands and rolled her onto her back and then he started fucking her as hard as he could. He was breathing hard and sweat dripped off him as he pounded into her pussy. She moaned and pushed herself up at him as an orgasm ripped through her body. He pushed hard and deep into her and her nails bit into Frank's back as her legs clamped tight around him.
Frank moaned and she felt the hot splash of his tribute to her. She held him tight as his cock softened and he gasped out:
"I don't think I'm ever going to get enough of you."
"Does that mean you want to go again?"
Oh Jesus yes. All I need is some time to recover enough to get it hard again."
"I'm afraid that I can't give you that much time. I want to go again too, but you need to go. I have to change the sheets and then shower before my husband gets home."
"When can I see you again?"
"Why Frank," she asked coyly, "Why ever would you want to see me again?"
"Because you are the hottest piece of ass I've ever had and I want more. I want much, much more."
"Well then, give me a number where I can reach you and I'll call when the opportunity arises."
She took the number from him, but she knew she would never call. What she had done with him was very enjoyable, but he was only a diversion. Martin was her target and if she did things right she would never lack for a hard cock again as Martin would keep her very, very busy or she would keep him very busy, whatever!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Freshly showered and the bed made she dug through her closet looking for something sexy and enticing that she could be wearing when Martin came home from work. She found nothing. She suddenly realized that she wouldn't. She had never been one for sexy under garments or frilly things. She would have to do something about that. Maybe talk to Bev. Bev was always having lingerie parties so she should be able to give her some idea of what was needed. She did have high heels though so that would have to do. She would greet Martin at the door wearing nothing but high heels and hand him a chilled martini. That would certainly get his attention.
By six-thirty dinner was ready and so was she. Anticipation had her pussy wet and she wasn't sure that she would even let Martin eat his dinner. She might drag him straight to the bedroom or (giggle, giggle) take him on the kitchen table.
At six thirty-five the phone rang and she answered it. When she hung up a tear was trickling down her cheek. God damn him and that fucking job of his! Another damned emergency out of town business trip. She made herself a drink, polished it off and made herself another. Halfway through it she put it down and picked up the phone and punched in a number. When the call was answered she said:
"Hello Frank. Busy tonight, or could you stop by."
To be continued.
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She was bent forward over her desk, skirt pushed up to her waist and her thong in a pile around her right ankle as I pushed my hard cock into her from behind. She had a file folder gripped between her teeth to keep her from crying out and letting everyone in the outer office know what was happening to her. I gripped her hips and drove hard into her wanting to get as deep as I could before I came.
I still could not get over how readily this hot beauty would open herself for me and I took as much advantage of it as I could. One of these days I was going to have to make a choice and I was dreading it, but I just could not keep up with Beth, Angela and Cathy. Something had to give. The trouble was that I didn't want to give up any of them. Each one was gorgeous, each one was sexy, they all three fucked like nymphomaniacs and each one had their own little quirk.
Beth liked to do it where there was a chance of discovery; Angela loved taking it in the ass and Cathy was crazy about sucking cock. I d spent one night with her when that was all she did. I never fucked her once that night; all three loads went down her throat.
Between Beth, Angela and Cathy I was surprised that I wasn't worn down to skin and bones. And it was lucky for me that I had a wife who was so disinterested in me that she never questioned my absences.
I sent my deposit into Beth's cunt and then held still until my cock started to soften and then I pulled myself out and bent to help Beth put her thong back on. She moved back behind her desk and then asked:
"What are you doing tonight?"
"Nothing that I know of."
"Can you take another out of town trip?"
"No problem. Jennie probably wouldn't even notice me if I was home anyway. Why?"
"My hubby is going out of town on business which is code for he is going to be in some other woman's bed. That means I need someone to keep me company in my bed tonight. I thought we might go out and celebrate and then go back to my place and celebrate some more."
"Celebrate what?"
"Your promotion to vice president."
"Me? A vice president? Why on Earth would you do that?"
"Because you have earned it. You brought Montrose back; you got Cartridge back and you landed Baxter. This company is alive because of you."
I thought about that for several seconds. Outside of cheating on Jennie, and that didn't count because she didn't care about me anyway, I had never been dishonest and there was no reason to start now.
"I would be a lousy vice president. A good regional manager maybe, but I'm nowhere near qualified to be a vice president."
"Nonsense Martin, look at what you have done?"
"That's just it Beth, I didn't do anything. Angela didn't want me; she wanted to see you crawl. Once you humbled yourself by having to ask me to help save the company you had her account back. She told me that I didn't even need to spend the weekend with her. All she wanted was to get back at you for stealing her boyfriend. She also told me that even if you hadn't crawled she would not have let you close the doors. I didn't do anything to get Cartridge back; Angela picked up the phone and called in a favor. Same with Baxter. She made a phone call and they called me. So far all I have done is go along for the ride. No Beth, if you need a vice president go see Angela."
"Why are you telling me this? It isn't normal. Nobody turns down a huge promotion like that."
"Honey, I care for you and that means I have to care for your company. I would not, at least at this time, be good for the company as a vice president. Maybe some day, but not now. As for telling you about Angela, I'm doing it as a favor for both of you. Angela is hurting. She hides it well, but I've spent enough time with her and listened to her to know what I'm talking about. You grew up close as sisters and you only split apart because of the boyfriend. She misses you and what you had back then. She kept your company alive Beth, but she did it for you, not because of me."
She sat there and stared at me for several moments and then said, "Okay, then we will celebrate your promotion to regional manager."
I got up to leave and when I reached the door she said, "Martin" and I turned back to her.
"Thank you Martin, thank you for everything."
I smiled at her and got back to work."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At lunch time I picked up the phone and called home. Jennie answered and I told her the lie that I had told her so often. I told her I would be flying to Dallas that afternoon and wouldn't be back until the next day. There was silence on the other end of the line for a moment or two and I asked:
"Jennie? Are you still there?"
"Yes Martin, I'm here. Martin, you need to come home. I need you."
"You need me Jennie? Why now? You have spent the last couple of years ignoring me; why do you need me now?"
"Just come home Martin. Quit your stupid job if you have to, but come home."
"I'm not quitting my job Jennie. I'll see you tomorrow and we can talk about it then."
I lowered the handset and shook my head. She needed me? She had never said that to me before. As I put the handset in the cradle I wondered what the hell was going on. Oh well, I'd find out the next day.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She hung up the phone and then stared at the wall for several seconds before going back to cleaning house. It looked like the only way she was going to get Martin's attention was go down to his office and lay down naked on his desk. Face up to it girl, she said to herself, he doesn't want you. All that hard work to get him back to where you could...shit! Goddamn him. Just then the phone rang. It was Frank asking her if she would like some company. She had promised herself the last time she had been with him that that was the end of it, but what the hell, he at least wanted her.
"Sure Frank, hurry on over."
She hung up the phone and headed for the bedroom to turn down the covers and get naked. She met him at the door naked and as soon as the door closed behind him she was on her knees in front of him and taking his cock out. She took him in her mouth and sucked on him and when he was fully erect she stood up, took his cock in her hand and led him into the bedroom.
Frank fucked her through two orgasms before he came and as she was working on getting him up again he said:
"How come you have never asked me to eat your pussy?"
"I've been told that a lot of men don't like to do that. How come you've never asked?"
"Because I've always been too eager to bury my cock in that hot pussy of yours that I've never got around to asking and you never indicated any interest."
She took her mouth off his cock and rolled over on her back and spread her legs. "Help yourself" she said.
As Frank lowered his face to her pussy she had the thought that she was about to have another new experience that she had planned on Martin doing. Sex cowgirl style, reverse cowgirl, doggie, missionary but with legs up on the man's shoulders, sucking cock and now having her pussy eaten - all things that Martin was supposed to do, but was never around to do.
She shivered as Frank's tongue licked along her pussy lips and then she moaned as his tongue parted those lips and began to probe. Oh God, why had she stopped Martin when he tried to do this to her. She spread her legs wide as he licked and sucked on her pussy. Her heels were planted firmly on the bed and she pushed herself up at Frank's mouth.
Frank worked one finger into her pussy and then two. He found her clit and sucked on it as he fingered her and she felt the fire building deep inside her and then suddenly her body shook when the orgasm hit her. She cried out and Frank abandoned his efforts on her cunt and he moved up and drove his cock into her. "Oh yessss" she moaned as he pushed his cock in deep. Her legs came up and clamped his waist and her hands grabbed at the cheeks of his ass and she tried to pull him even deeper into her. She was grunting, "Yes, yes, yes, yes" as Frank slammed his cock into her.
Another orgasm started forming in her core and she cried out, "Fuck me hard Frank, fuck me, fuck me hard." Frank rammed himself into her and her orgasm rushed in on her and she clutched at Frank as her body shook and seconds later she felt him splash her insides. She continued to hold him tightly until his cock started to soften and then she let her legs and arms fall to the bed. Frank rolled off her and kissed her neck.
"You are one hot momma and I'm so glad I found you."
His fingers stroked the lips of her pussy and she moaned. "Want more huh" Frank asked as he turned his body and pushed his face into her crotch. She saw his cock swaying above her face and she knew that Frank wanted to sixty-nine with her. She felt his mouth on her sex and she opened her legs. As he started licking her wet, cum filled pussy his hips lowered his cock toward her face and she opened her mouth and accepted him.
She was amazed at how quickly her sucking and licking had hardened Frank's cock and as soon as he was stiff he turned around to get into position to fuck her again. She spread her legs wide, but he told her to get up on her hands and knees and then his cock speared into her from behind. She had two more orgasms before Frank came again.
She was laying there looking up at the ceiling while catching her breath when it occurred to her that Martin had never given her an orgasm. But then she had never really given him a chance to give her one. This was wrong, so wrong. Everything that Martin was supposed to be getting was being enjoyed by Frank. It wasn't right, but then again, Martin didn't want her.
"Another thing we have never done" he said as he moved between her legs for the third time that afternoon, "Is anal. Want to do it now?"
She wanted to, oh yes indeed she wanted to and she was on the verge of telling him yes, but to go slow and take it easy, but what came out was:
"No Frank, my ass belongs to my husband."
Why did she say that? Even as she asked she knew the answer. She had to save something for Martin that would only ever be his. Frank shrugged and pushed his cock into her and she moaned as he started to fuck her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Maxine's was crowded as usual and it was a good thing that Beth had made reservations. They were in a booth and were sipping a good Chardonnay. They had just given their order and when the waiter was gone Beth asked:
"Just how much do you know about the situation between Angela and me?"
"Only what she told me. The two of you were tight until you married her boyfriend. She did say she was glad you did it since he turned out to be a cheating asshole. She also said she didn't think you had a clue that he was running around on you."
"Oh I have more than a clue. I got suspicious of him before the first year of our marriage was out. I put private detectives on him and they got me all the dirt on him."
"Why didn't you get rid of him?"
"It would have been more trouble than it would have been worth. It would have tied up assets at a time when I couldn't afford to have those assets tied up. I settled for going on the pill AND using a diaphragm to make sure there were no kids and then I got on with running the company. I'll get rid of him if I ever meet someone I think I can go the distance with.
"I called Angela this afternoon Martin. Thank you for making that possible. If you hadn't said what you did this morning it never would have happened. I've missed her, I really have. Well sweetie, you have solved most of my problems, what can we do about yours?"
"I don't know if anything can be done about mine. I love Jennie, but she has no interest in me and as a result I have distanced myself from her to reduce the hurt. I can't leave her, but I can barely stand to be around her."
Our order came and the conversation waned as we ate. I had just topped off Beth's wine glass when she put down her fork and said:
"Oh shit!"
"What?"
"That couple being seated over there" and she pointed as she said, "That's my husband."
I turned and looked and I'm sure my face paled. "Double oh shit," I said, "That's my wife."
"That's your wife? The one who has let herself go? The one who has allowed herself to become so unattractive? Are you on drugs Martin? She is a fox and if she is with my husband she can't be as cold in bed as you because Frank doesn't hang with women like that. And from the way they are holding hands I'd say that they didn't just meet today."
It didn't look that way to me either. "Maybe that's why she hasn't been interested in me; she has had someone else all along."
"Well she hasn't had him long. I check up on Frank from time to time to keep the file current for when I dump him and your wife isn't the one he was sleeping with, at least not up till the end of last month. I knew he had a new honey, but he usually keeps them for about six months so I haven't been in a hurry to put the private detectives on him. She's fairly recent. What are you going to do?"
"What are you going to do?"
"Nothing. Just hope he doesn't notice me and decide to create a scene. I don't think he will do that though, he likes my money too much. My bet is that if he does notice us he will pretend he didn't and hope that I didn't notice him. But I am more than ready to throw him out if you want to confront them."
"How can I do that? I'm supposed to be out of town."
"You lie. The trip was cancelled at the last minute; I asked you to have a working dinner with me to go over some scheduling issues, you called home and got no answer and you came in here and there she was. You just need to make up your mind, but as you do it be aware of one thing - if she is with Frank he is fucking her. Frank does not waste time on girls who don't put out."
"I don't do public scenes. When we are done and are ready to go you can leave and then I'll swing by their table and let her know she has been caught. That way you won't be involved."
"Oh no sweetie, if you are going to do that them I'm going to do it with you. I got a new start with Angela today and I might as well make the day a total success and get started on a new life - a life without Frank. After you stop by their table what are you going to do?"
"I guess that will pretty much depend on her."
"I mean for tonight?"
"We already have a plan for that, don't we? I'm sure not in any mood to go home and you did invite me to spend the night."
"Yes I did, but are you going to be any fun?"
"I'll do my best, but then again - maybe spending the night at your place might not be a good idea."
"Why not?"
"Won't Frank rush home and try to salvage something?"
"Not Mr. Macho. He won't allow himself to be seen coming hat in hand. He will wait a couple of days and then call asking to talk and try to convince me that it is all a misunderstanding. By then I'll have the locks changed at the house and a restraining order against him."
"Okay, your place it is."
We finished our meal in silence and I wondered what I had done that my wife wouldn't have sex with me, but would with another man. I wasn't blind. I'd seen the changes in her, but she still stayed distant. I wondered who she had been seeing before Frank. Who had caused her to make changes in herself? Well. I would probably get the answers to those questions in the next couple of days and I was pretty sure I wasn't going to like what I heard.
Beth and I passed on dessert and I called for the check. Once the credit card slip was signed I asked Beth:
"Are you sure you want this? You could still get out before I go over there."
"No sweetie, it is time to end the farce. I'm ready if you are."
"Okay, let's do it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Frank had been smiling at her when all of a sudden the smile disappeared.
"Good evening Jennie" she heard and she turned to see Martin standing there with a woman.
"Martin! What are you doing here?"
"How interesting, I was just about to ask you the same question. My trip got cancelled at the last minute and my boss asked me to have a working dinner with her to discuss some scheduling issues. I tried calling the house to let you know I would be home, but I got no answer. I now see why. Is this what you do on all my out of town trips? Oh, excuse my manners. Jennie, this is my boss Beth. Beth, this is my about to be ex-wife Jennie."
"I would say pleased to meet you Jennie, if it wasn't my about to be ex-husband you are sitting with. I must say that you do make an attractive couple sitting there holding hands. Would you walk me to my car Martin? I would like to put some distance between me and Frank."
"I must say that I have the same feeling. No need to cut short your evening and rush home Jennie; I won't be there."
As Martin and Frank's wife turned to walk away she said, "Martin, please Martin, I can ex..." but he kept on walking and didn't acknowledge that he heard her.
"Oh my God" she cried, "How did I let this happen? What am I going to do?"
"Obviously, since he said he wasn't going to be home, we can safely spend the night together."
"Are you out of your mind?!!"
"No, just being realistic. We're busted so there isn't any sense crying about it."
"You never told me you were married; you aren't wearing a ring."
"So I'm married, so what? So are you, or had you forgotten."
"Oh my God, I might lose my husband and you sit over there acting like it means nothing."
She picked up her purse and got up from the table. "Where are you going" Frank asked.
"Home so I can be there when he does show up."
"Wait up, I'll go with you."
"Oh no you won't. I don't want anything to do with you anymore."
She hurried outside, flagged down a cab and gave her address to the driver. The she sat back in the seat and the tears began to flow.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"What now" Beth asked.
"Get through the night, work a full day tomorrow and then go home."
"Go home and do what?"
"I don't honestly know. Being an outraged husband is not an option. I'm not a hypocrite and I can't very well rage at her considering what I've been doing. I will try and find out why she cut me off, started ignoring me and then took up with your husband. For all I know he isn't the first. I may try and find out who and how many."
"Is there a divorce in your future?"
"It is possible, very possible."
"I think you will be happier in one of the guest bedrooms tonight sweetie. I'd love to have you in my bed tonight, but I don't really think that all of you would be there."
"You are probably right."
I slept fitfully, which is to say I got almost no sleep at all. I could not for the life of me understand what had happened to Jennie. What had I done for her to do to me what she did?
Three cups of coffee didn't do much to start the day off and as I waited for Beth I saw that she hadn't wasted any time in getting started on Frank. It was only seven in the morning and a van with Acoma Locks painted on the side was pulling into the circular drive up front.
On the way to work Beth asked me if I had given any more thought to whether I was going for a divorce or not.
"That's the second time you have asked me that. Why?"
"Because your alimony will be based on what you make. I can hold off on that raise I am going to give you until after the divorce is final and that way you won't get hosed so bad."
"Thanks for the thought, but a raise to regional managers pay isn't going to be all that significant."
"Maybe not a regional managers pay, but that's not what I intend to give you. You won't take a promotion to vice president, but you are going to get a vice presidents salary and benefits. You saved my company sweetie. You can "Aw shucks, it wasn't really me" all you want, but it wouldn't have happened without you and you know it. It all happened because you - you Martin - you said you would help me with my Angela problem. Everything that happened came out of your agreeing to help me and you will never convince me otherwise so don't even try."



"Yes ma'am."
"There, that wasn't so hard, was it?"
It was a long day at work and I wasn't sure I even earned my pay as my mind was elsewhere. It was on my life and where it was going. On Jennie and what had happened between us. On what I had done to make the change in her. How had she gone from a missionary only prude to having an affair or affairs? Who had been the one who caused her to do something about her appearance? Who? Why? I wanted to know. I needed to know. Jennie had called twice that day and I told her that I wouldn't talk to her until I came home that night to pack. She had cried, "Pack?!! Oh God no Rob, ple..." and I hung up on her.
The answers to the questions that I had to have answered were at the house, but by the end of the day I had to force myself to go home to get them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had screwed up and she knew it. She had no one else but herself to blame and she knew that also, but she loved Martin and she didn't not want to live without him in her life. How could she save anything out of the mess she had made? Her only hope was that he would listen to her as she tried to explain what had led her to do what she had done, believe her when she told him how much she loved him and that he would give her the forgiveness she would beg for.
The one thing she did know was that she had to be completely honest with him. She would not sugar coat the pill on what she had done with Frank. She would not tell Martin that she was just having dinner with a friend. No, Martin would get it all, no matter how bad it made her look. She owed the man she loved that much at least.
She knew that the mood when Martin came home was not going to be good so she didn't bother with making dinner. There would be no sitting down, eating in silence and then going:
"Okay, what would you like to talk about?"
If she wanted to keep Martin she was going to have to do something to blunt the anger he would be bringing home with him. She would have to distract him long enough to give her time to get it all out before he went on the attack. She thought long and hard on it and finally decided the best thing to do would be to do the last thing he would expect.
She was sitting were she could see him when he pulled into the drive. She was as ready as she could be. She took a deep breath and prayed that it would work and that she could get Martin back before she lost him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I still had no idea of how I was going to handle it when I opened the door and walked into the house. I stopped in my tracks at the sight that greeted me. Jennie stood there in a sheer black teddy and 'Come Fuck Me' pumps with four inch heels and holding a filled martini glass out to me. Dumbfounded I reached out and took it from her hand.
"Would you like your blow job before my explanation or after?"
My mind wasn't working. This wasn't my Jennie. I stood there holding the martini as she said:
"I'll take that to mean you want it first" and she knelt down in front of me, pulled down my zipper and had a hand on my cock before I got myself together enough to say:
"Damn it Jennie, this is no..." and that was as far as I got before her hot mouth enveloped me. "Oh shit" I thought as I felt her tongue work on me, "It is the only blow job I will ever get from her so I might as well enjoy it." I looked down to see her looking up at me as her head moved back and forth on my cock. I saw her hands undoing my belt and my trousers fell to the floor. She took her mouth off of me long enough to pull my briefs down and then her mouth captured me again.
With my briefs out of the way her left hand fondled my nuts and I moaned as she took my cock all the way to the back of her throat. Her right hand went to my ass and she teased my butt hole with a finger and I groaned as the cum rushed out of me and into her mouth. She didn't pull back. Both of her hands gripped my ass and she held me as she swallowed my discharge and then she held me in her mouth until I became limp. She stood up, took the martini from my hand and took a sip and then handed the glass back to me.
"I want very much to kiss you right now Martin, but given what I just did I don't want to gross you out. You might not like the taste of yourself."
"What the hell is this all about Jennie?"
"I wanted to relax you Martin. I wanted to relax you enough that you will sit down and give me a chance to save my marriage. I heard you introduce me to your boss last night as your "about to be ex-wife" and I want to change your mind if I can."
"Why the hell do you want to save our marriage Jennie? You have spent the last couple of years not showing any interest in me whatever. Why, after I find out about you having other men in your life, are you suddenly so interested in keeping me?"
She knelt down in front of me again and said, "Step out of your pants Martin" and then she pulled the out of the way as I lifted my feet. As she stood up she stuck her tongue out and licked my cock and it twitched. It wanted her mouth again.
"Take a sip of your martini Martin and come sit down and I'll tell you everything."
I followed her into the family room and sat down on the couch. She took the easy chair across from me and said:
"I want to save our marriage Martin because I love you. I have never loved anyone but you and I want to stay with you."
"What about Frank?"
"Frank was a mistake Martin, a stupid mistake made by a stupid woman who was upset because her husband ignored her and wouldn't have anything to do with her. A woman who thought her husband didn't want her any more. I was vulnerable; Frank saw it and he took advantage of the situation. I could have said no, but I didn't."
"Why would you think I didn't want you anymore?"
"When was the last time you made love to me Martin?"
"I don't remember."
"Exactly my point Martin. Oh I know why you lost interest in me. I know that I didn't look all that appealing and even when we made love I was a prude. Making love felt nice, but it wasn't all that big a thing to me. It was something that I could take or leave and as I let myself go you didn't push for sex and since I was so-so on the subject anyway I said nothing and things slid away from us.
"It wasn't until I joined that book discussion group at the library and was befriended by Alice and the others that things changed for me."
I sat there and listened as she told the story of the video tapes and how they made her want to try things with me, of looking in the mirror and suddenly realizing why I didn't bother her for sex anymore and how she set out to bring me back to her.
"I worked hard Martin, I busted my ass to make myself appealing to you, but you never noticed. You never commented on the change in me, not once. All you had time for was your job. Other men were looking at me, other men were making passes at me, but I couldn't even get you to acknowledge that there was a change in me. I got bitter Martin. I did all that work to make myself better for you, but you couldn't be bothered. I made up my mind that I had worked hard enough to get myself in shape for you, but I'd be damned if I was going to crawl to you and demand that you look at me. By God, you were going to have to come to me. I know now that that was stupid of me. If I had forced the issue we wouldn't be where we are now."
She told me how Alice had noticed her being out of sorts and how she had told Alice everything and how Alice had come up with the phone numbers plan. She told me of the night at the bar and how she had gloried in the attention she got.
"They wanted me Martin; every one of them wanted me, but you didn't. I was primed and ready Martin. The tapes had set me on the path to wanting to give you the love life you deserved, but you didn't seem to want me. You just didn't seem to care about me at all. I'm not blaming all the drinks I had that night, although they probably had something to do with lowering my inhibitions, but I was primed and ready to be fucked Martin and I let my good sense get away from me and Frank was there to pounce.
"I knew it was stupid and when I got home I was sorry as hell that I'd done it. The next morning I made up my mind to force the issue and while you were eating breakfast I took a quick shower and then hurried naked back to the kitchen, but you had already gone. Last night I was going to meet you at the door the way I did tonight, but then you called and said you were going out of town again. I asked you to come home and I told you that I needed you and you pushed me away again. Five minutes after you hung up Frank called and I thought, "At least someone wants me" and I agreed to have dinner with him knowing that we would probably end up in a motel. We went to the restaurant and the rest you know."
"Why would you go to a motel since you knew I wouldn't be coming home?"
"Your house and your bed Martin. I couldn't do it here, I just couldn't."
"So you are saying that this is all my fault? That I caused you to do fuck another man?"
"No, that isn't what I'm saying. I accept that I'm responsible for what I did. What I'm doing is explaining how it happened and I'm hoping you will understand why it happened. I made a monumentally stupid mistake and I'm begging you to forgive me. Please Martin I love you, God knows I do and I hope you do to. Just give me a chance to prove it Martin. That is all I'm asking for, your forgiveness and a chance."
I stared at her and thought about our situation. I had thought she was disinterested when what she was doing was waiting for me to say, "Wow, what have you done to yourself." I had noticed the changes and thought they were for someone else. Talk about two people lacking in communication skills. And what about what I had been doing. A pot calling the kettle black situation if there ever was one.
I loved her; I had always loved her, even when she had seemed disinterested. Should I tell her what I had been doing? Show her that we were even? No, I didn't think so. It might not make things better and in fact it could make things worse. I wanted to give her what she wanted, the forgiveness she was asking for, but first I had to know.
"Was Frank the only one or were there others?"
"There was no one else Martin, no one!"
"And Frank got all the benefit of your newfound sexuality?"
She blushed and then she said, "No, not all of it. He got my first blow job and it was a pretty poor one since it was my first, but I learned from it though and the one you just got was a lot better. And he did get me into some positions other than missionary. He wanted all of it, but I did save one thing just for you."
"What?"
"He wanted my ass Martin, but I told him the only one who would ever go there would be you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She looked at him, unable to read what he was thinking by looking at his face. She had deliberately lied in indicating that she and Frank had only done it the one time. That was confession enough she felt. It wouldn't help matters any for Martin to know of the other times and he didn't need to know how far she had gone on those times and he sure did not need to know that any of it was in his house and on his bed.
Let him believe he would be the first on most of it. If he stayed she would make it up to him. She promised herself if he stayed he would never regret it, not for one second. She had painted herself as a cheat and she knew she had shocked him by being as forward as she had been, but she didn't know if it had worked. "Please God" she prayed, "Let him forgive me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Hey girlfriend, how we doing" Alice asked.
"Not bad," Jennie said, "I'm hanging in there."
"The reason I'm calling is to let you know that Tina won't be playing cards with us tonight. She's coming down with something. She thinks it's the flu. I've lined up a sub for her though. We still on for seven?"
"Yes."
"What's the matter? You sound a little down."
"Every once in a while it catches up with me. The things that happened and the way things went."
"Buck up girlfriend, you'll survive. See you tonight."
She put down the phone and got busy cleaning the place up and preparing the refreshments. The doorbell rang at six forty-five and she answered it to find Alice and another woman standing there. The woman looked familiar and it took her a second or two to recognize her.
"Oh my God, it's you, it really is you."
"Surprise, surprise," Alice said. "Norma, meet Jennie. Jennie, meet Norma, also known to us as Angel Dust. She is in town to visit family and I asked her to fill in for Tina."
"Well come on in. Don't just stand there, come in, come in. Honey, come here a minute."
"What" asked Martin as he walked into the room.
"Honey, I would like you to meet Norma. Norma, this is my husband Martin and next to me he is one of your biggest fans."
"I am?"
"You sure are. You watch her at least once a week."
"I do?"
Alice laughed and said, "Try and imagine her without her clothes on."
He stared at Norma and suddenly the light bulb went on over his head and he stepped forward and extended his hand as said:
"Welcome to our humble abode."
Jennie took Norma's hand and said, "Follow me into the kitchen and while I'm making you a drink I'll tell you how you almost ruined my marriage and then saved it."
As Jennie led Norma away Alice asked, "What was that all about? What did I miss?"
"Long story, but you will have to get it from Jennie."
"You two seem to be getting along fine."
"We are. By the way, I never have thanked you for trying to help. Even though Jennie never did get to use the phone number ploy you did try to help and I appreciate it."
"Hey, what are friends for? So, how does it feel knowing that you are going to be a daddy?"
"It still hasn't caught up to me yet. Come on. Let's get the other two and play some Euchre."
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The cell door opened and I looked up to see a Hispanic looking men being ushered into the holding cell. The cell door clanked behind him and he took a seat on the bench along the opposite wall. We eyed each other for a bit and then he said:
"Hey man, what you in for?"
"Beating the shit out of a cop. You?"
"Back child support. No shit? You stomped a cop?"
"Afraid so."
"Wow man, that's heavy shit. Why ain't you all busted up and bruised? Cops don't like it when one of them gets fucked up by a civilian. How come the ones that brought you in didn't work you over and claim you resisted arrest?"
Good question I thought as I sat there and reviewed in my mind the events that led up to me being in the cell.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Wendy and I had been married a little over ten years. Ours was a story book romance. A blind date that resulted in love at first sight and from that moment on we were never very far apart. We married four months after we met and life was idea (at least as far as I was concerned) for the next ten years.
We couldn't have kids because I was sterile – the result of some childhood disease or other – but Wendy didn't care. She said she would probably be a rotten mother anyway. We had a great love life for a couple married ten years, three or four times a week and we did it all. Wendy especially liked anal and rarely a week went by that we didn't do anal at least once. My favorite was blow jobs and Wendy would give me one at the drop of a hat. One time we were in a restaurant that had long table cloths that reached the floor and Wendy had said:
"Any one looking this way?"
I glanced around, saw no one paying any attention to us and said, "No, why?"
She giggled and went under the table and gave me a blow job while the waiter was asking me if we cared for some desert.
Wendy and I had the perfect partnership. We discussed everything and never made a decision to do anything unless we were both on board with whatever it was. We always seemed to be on the same wave length. Was I happy with my life? Damned straight I was!
Things started changing about four months after our tenth wedding anniversary although I didn't realize it at the time. I had gotten off work early and had driven over to pick Wendy up when she got off work (her car was in the shop for brake work) and as we drove home she said:
"You will never guess what happened today."
"You are probably right about that so why don't you just tell me."
"I got a phone call today from Marcia Crowley. She was my best friend from the start of middle school and all the way through high school until her parents moved away. She has moved back to town. I invited her over for dinner on Friday."
Friday came and I met Marcia. She was a very good looking woman, was intelligent and had a good sense of humor. She and Wendy got involved in talking about old classmates and what had happened to them and so I quietly excused myself and left them to reminisce. After that the two of them were on the phone to each other every day.
The following Tuesday Wendy told me that she was going to meet Marcia after work and they were going to get together for drinks with some of the other girls they had gone to school with. She got home about eleven, crawled into bed with me, woke me up with a blow job and then we made love before falling back to sleep. The next morning over breakfast Wendy told me that she had enjoyed herself and the girls wanted it to become a weekly thing. Wendy told me that from then on Tuesday was going to be a "girl's night out." This upset me a little, not because I was against the idea, but because she hadn't even discussed it with me. Before we always talked things over before decisions were made, but this time she was unilaterally doing something to alter our life style without my input.
Every Tuesday for the next two months Wendy met with her friends. At first she would be home around ten or eleven, but then it was eleven-thirty or twelve and then midnight or one in the morning. And Wendy began to change. The change was so gradual that it took a while for me to even notice it. She became a little more pushy is the best way I can describe it. There wasn't anymore "Would you like to..." and a lot more of "I'm going to..." We were not a partnership anymore and we were definitely not on the same wave length.
I started getting phone calls from Wendy at work telling me that she was meeting Marcia after work for drinks and that I shouldn't wait up. She started treating me like I was a piece of the furniture in the house; a necessary evil that she had to put up with. The only thing that didn't change was our love life. It still held steady at three or four times a week, but it did change from once or twice each time to three and sometimes for times. And she wanted more anal than we were accustomed to having. The biggest change was in me eating her pussy. It used to be a sometimes thing, but Wendy started wanting me to do it more and more.
I was walking around confused and wondering what had happened to my ideal life and then one night Wendy told me exactly what had happened to it. It was a Friday night and we were having dinner at our favorite steakhouse and Wendy told me some of the things that the girls talked about on their night out. She told me that the girls were amazed that she didn't exert more influence over me, that she wasn't more assertive. The more they talked the more she realized that they were right and she had been putting some of the things they had told her into practice.
"One of the things they convinced her of was that she needed to take charge of her own sex life. When she said that I might not understand or want to go along with it they told her that she needed to tell me that she was her own person and that I would just have to deal with it. Then she hit me with it.
"I've decided to take a lover. I'm getting a little weary of one night stands and parking lot romances. I've decided that I need something a little more permanent and reliable."
"One night stands? Parking lot romances?"
"You act surprised. Surely you know what I have been doing on my evenings out."
"No Wendy, I'm afraid not."
"Oh come on Rob. As many times as you have eaten my pussy after some one else has played around in it you had to have noticed the different flavors. And I know you had to notice how loose my ass was after following some one else into it. You don't really expect me to believe that you didn't know you were getting sloppy seconds do you?"
"I'm afraid that I had no clue Wendy. I guess I stupidly thought you were a loving and faithful wife."
"Why would you say that? I am a loving wife honey. I do love you with all my heart and I fully expect to grow old in your arms. My extracurricular sex life in no way reduces my love and affection for you. I'm just expanding my sexual horizons. I'm tell you this now so you can become a part of it if you so chose."
"This is a joke right? You are putting me on?"
"Marcia told me that you would probably react this way. The big thing, she told me, was to make sure that you understood that my taking a lover would not jeopardize our relationship or my love for you one iota. I just need to help you understand that my sexual freedom will benefit our marriage by making me freer to try new things and be more responsive to anything that you might like to try."
"Do you really believe this bullshit you are spouting? That I will sit back and say "Have a good time dear" when you take a lover? You don't know me any better than that? Has your opinion of me dropped so low that you think I'll just accept a role as your cuckold? Right now you are fortunate that I'm choosing to believe that you are joking about what you have said tonight. I don't believe what you've said about one night stands because I believe that if you really did do it I would have noticed something. I think you threw all that out there to shake me up and to try and soften me up for this lover nonsense. Our marriage is just big enough for you and me. There is no room for anyone else. Thank you for ruining the evening for me. I think we will skip the drinking and dancing and go on home."
"I'm sorry you feel that way. Please remember that I asked you to be a part of it."
"No Wendy; you remember that I said there is no room in our marriage for anyone else."
The ride home was in silence as I tried to digest what Wendy had dropped on me that night. Marcia and her circle of friends had apparently filled Wendy's head with all manner of silly and stupid shit. What I couldn't understand was Wendy's attitude toward me. How could she possibly believe that I would accept her nonsense? What really disturbed me was her telling me that she had one night stands and –how did she put it – parking lot romances? And that she had me eat her pussy after some other guy had been in it. If I really believe that our marriage would be over. I HAD to believe that she was just saying that to sound me out on whether or not I would be open to what she wanted to do.
I know. It is called denial. But my choices were limited. I loved her, but if I were to believe what she told me was true we were through. My only other choice was to believe that she was just testing me and then hope to God that I never found out otherwise.
Wendy tried to "make nice" when we got home and went to bed. She came to bed nude which was one of the signals she used when she was in the mood to make love, but for the first time in our married life I said:
"Not tonight Wendy. I really don't feel like it."
She gave me a look that said, "You are being childish" and then she turned and went into the bathroom and came out a few minutes later in a nightgown. She climbed into bed, rolled over on her right and put her back to me and minutes later I heard the steady breathing of someone who was asleep. I did not sleep well that night.
Over the weekend I kept myself busy on projects that would keep me out of the house and away from Wendy. Saturday she had dinner on the table when I came into the house and we ate in silence. After eating I went back out into the garage and worked on my car. When I came in to go to bed Wendy was already in bed and asleep. Several times on Sunday I almost went to her to talk some more, but each time I backed off because I was afraid that what I might say would make things worse.
Sunday night was bad. I'd had a bad day and very little had gone right for me. It seemed like everything I did fought me and toward the end of the day I had smacked my thumb with a hammer. It hurt like hell and I was in a snappish mood when I went into the bedroom that night. Wendy said:
"Are you up to having some fun tonight?"
I snarled, "What would be the point? You've been home all day so there is no way you can give me sloppy seconds and that takes all the fun out of it right?"
I regretted it as soon as I said it and I almost told her that I was sorry, but then I thought, "Bullshit! I'm not the one who started this shit." When I came out of the bathroom she was in bed facing the wall and with her back to me.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Monday morning I was up early and out of the house before Wendy got out of bed. Fortunately I was very busy at work that day and I didn't have much time to dwell on my situation where Wendy was concerned. Wendy had dinner waiting when I got home that night and we ate in silence. As I was clearing the table to help Wendy with the dishes I said:
"I've been thinking Wendy, and I don't think that it would be a good idea for you to have anymore girl's nights out for a while."
Her back was to me and her hands were in the sink so I didn't see her facial expression when she said:
"Marcia said you would do that. Try to stifle me."
"I think you are listening to too much of hat Marcia says and that is precisely why I don't think you should go out with her anymore."
"I'm a grown woman Rob and I am perfectly capable of picking my own friends. I'm sorry that my taking control of my life is upsetting you, but Marcia and the other girls were right. I was letting you control my life. All they did was remind me that it was my life and that I should be in charge of it."
"How in the hell did I control you?"
"You never let me do anything without sticking your two-cents worth in. Whatever we did we had to discuss and then we both had to agree on it before we did it. If I ever did something on my own you pouted because you weren't part of making the decision. I can't even count the number of times I wanted to do something but didn't get to do it because you shot it down during our so called discussions. Basically, if you didn't agree it didn't happen. Well Marcia and the girls opened my eyes and I'm going to be my own person from now on and I don't know why that makes you feel threatened. We love each other and we have a strong marriage. Everything is going to be fine Rob."
"I'm asking you not to go with your friends tomorrow."
"And I'm telling you that I'm going."
It was another chilly night in the bedroom and I was up and gone before Wendy got out of bed. I stopped at the Waffle House for breakfast and when I was done eating I called into work and told them I was taking a comp day. I spent the day doing some things I thought needed doing and then I went home and got busy. I moved everything of mine out of the bedroom and into the guest bedroom. I was in bed when Wendy got home at midnight. About ten minutes after she got home I heard her try the handle and the guest room door. When she found it locked she knocked on the door.
"Rob? Let me in Rob." I just lay there quiet.
"Come on Rob. This is so unnecessary. Please Rob, open the door."
I ignored her and after several minutes she went back to her bedroom. I was again out of the house before Wendy got out of bed and about mid-morning I called an attorney and set up an appointment. I had stopped practicing denial and had accepted that Wendy did what she said she had done. It was a shame because I did love Wendy, but I could not live with the woman she had become.
I had no idea of what strange influence that Marcia and the other girls had over Wendy, but it was obvious that Wendy was more interested in what they had to say than in what I had to say. The woman I married would never have looked me in the eye and told me she was going to take a lover. The woman I married would never have matter of factly mentioned having one night stands and fucking around in parking lots. And the woman I married would never, ever have expected me to go along with that shit. There might have been some tiny hope for us if she had given up her night out with Marcia and the other women in their group and stayed home so we could have worked on the breach that she had opened between us, but her adamant "And I'm telling you that I am going" ended it for us.
That night when I got home Wendy was waiting for me in a sexy black lace nightgown and high heels. Dinner was on the table and the wine was poured. I was tempted. Looking at her I was most definitely tempted, but I looked at her and said:
"What's the matter? Didn't get enough in the parking lot last night?"
She looked at me like I had just slapped her across the face with my bare hand and then she said:
"Please Rob, I love you and you know I love you. Why can't you accept that I am yours and you aren't going to lose me because I'm a little curious?"
"I don't accept it Wendy because you are not mine. When you gave yourself to your first one night stand you stopped being mine and became anybody's."
I picked up a glass of wine and took a sip. "Nice wine and a very nice get up you are wearing, but it would take at least six bottles of this wine to get me to where I would want anything to do with your unfaithful ass."
I set the wine glass down and headed for the spare bedroom.
"We need to talk this out Rob. Hiding in the spare bedroom isn't going to solve anything."
"I'm not trying to solve anything by staying in the spare bedroom. All I'm trying to do is stay away from you. As for talking, we did that already. I asked you to stay away from Marcia and the other girls who have filled your head with all that horseshit you have been spouting and you basically told me to fuck off. You chose them and their bullshit over me and all I can say is that I hope you are happy with your choice."
I walked away and left her standing there.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I spent the next two days doing my best to avoid Wendy while I hunted for an apartment and talked with an attorney. It turned out that we were a no-fault state and so barring any complications all it would mean is that there would be a fifty/fifty split of assets. We had no children so child support would not be an issue and Wendy made as much as I did so there would be no alimony. I told the man to go ahead and draw up the papers and use Irreconcilable Differences as grounds.
Friday afternoon around three Wendy called me at work. The conversation boiled down to:
"Since you aren't willing to work with me on this I would suggest that you don't come home tonight until after eleven."
As I hung up the phone I was shaking my head over the change that had come over Wendy. I was having a hard time believing that she could believe that I would tolerate what she was doing and that our life together would continue on as it had gone on before. Nothing I said seemed to register on her. So I decided that since what I said seemed to go in one ear and out the other I would need to get the message across in a way she would have to understand.
The smart thing for me to do would have been to walk away. I had already put the divorce in work and I should have just let it go, but I couldn't. Based on what she told me on the pone she was going to have a man in my house and on my bed while I was supposed to be off somewhere doing something to keep me busy until she was done with him.
No fucking way!
When I got off work I stopped at Riley's Tavern for a couple of drinks and then went across the street to the Village in and had some dinner. At seven-thirty I was at the house looking at the strange car in my driveway. I stared at that car as I thought "The asshole that drives this is in my house fucking my wife on my bed and he knows she is married and he doesn't give a rat's ass that he is fucking over me."
As I went into the house I could hear them and as I climbed the steps to the second floor the more I heard and the more I heard the more pissed off I got. When I walked into the room the guy saw me and he jumped off the bed and headed for his clothes that were on a chair. I reached for him and tripped him up and he fell knocking the chair over and his stuff fell on the floor. In his stuff I saw a revolver in a shoulder holster and I saw him reaching for the gun. I kicked him in the head and then I started working over him with my feet. By then Wendy was aware of what was going on and she was screaming at me to stop.
"You are hurting him Rob, stop it. Stop it now."
I kept kicking the asshole. In the head, in the ribs, in the balls; I just kept kicking. Wendy was trying to pull me off of the guy and I back handed her and she fell back on the bed.
"You're killing him Rob, stop it" she cried.
I turned and snarled at her, "You would rather he killed me? He has a gun and he was going for it."
"Of course he has a gun. He's a policeman."
"You stupid cunt" I snarled at her and turned to kick the asshole in the nuts one more time. I noticed blood coming out of his mouth and I turned back to Wendy.
"You had better call 911. Your boyfriend don't look so hot."
I went over and picked up the asshole's gun and took it downstairs with me. I wasn't going to chance the asshole having enough in him to get up and come looking for me with his gun.



I might have been pissed and in a rage when I walked into that bedroom, but I'd worked the rage out of me on the asshole and I was clear headed enough to know what to do. Before the paramedics and the cops got to the house I called an attorney, told him what had happened and that I expected to be arrested. I made arrangements with him to get me out on bail and gave him information I thought he could use.
Apparently asshole wasn't very well liked; at least not enough that his buddies wanted to work me over. The lawyer got me out of jail and then got all the charges dropped when the tapes from the nanny-cams I'd installed on the Tuesday I'd taken off work showed the asshole going for his gun. I was acting in self defense my attorney argued and he managed to sell it. Asshole was demoted from detective to patrolman and given a sixty day suspension without pay.
Wendy showed up at the jail to bail me out, but I was already out when she got there. She called me at work and told me that I had reacted like a cave man which is just what Marcia told her to expect.
"It was totally uncalled for Rob. Do you know that Stan is in the hospital with three broken ribs?"
"It is what he gets for fucking with another man's woman."
"See Rob? Even you realize it. I am your woman and nothing is going to change that."
"Something already has Wendy. Seeing that asshole between your legs changed it. Now you have what Marcia and your other friends say you have to have. Complete freedom to do whatever you want with your life."
I hung up on her before she could ask me what I meant by that.
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Trisha and I had been together for almost twenty years - sixteen of them married. At thirty-eight she had put on an extra pound or two, but then three kids can do that to you. Those extra pounds didn't matter to me because as far as I was concerned those pounds were in all the right places and Trish was still the sexiest woman I'd ever seen. Besides, who was I to say anything about extra weight? I was fifteen pounds heavier than I was on the day we were married. I blame most of it Trish being a great cook. And I did fight it. I worked out at the gym three days a week and I ran four miles a day on the days I didn't go to the gym. Even if I have to say so myself I wasn't in bad shape for a forty year old who spent his days sitting at a desk.
Trisha and I had a good marriage and enjoyed a comfortable life style. My job paid enough that we were able to own a decent house, have two cars and save enough for the three weeks of vacation that I received every year.
Trisha Marie Thomas and I met in high school. I was a senior and she was a sophomore. I was the photographer for the school newspaper and I was in the office the day Trisha came in to apply for one of the reporter vacancies. Each class had a representative who reported on class activities and the sophomore class rep had moved out of state.
I do have to say that I was smitten as soon as Trish walked into the student newspaper office. I was never one for being reticent so I started talking to her and before she left the office I had a date with her for the next night. Our first date was an evening of roller skating at Skate City and we had a good time. I asked her out again, she said yes, and our second date was burgers and a movie. We seemed to click and we started keeping steady company.
I'd been going with Trish for about three months before I found out she had a wild side. There was a party that she wanted to go to and she asked me to take her. I said okay before I found out that it was at a frat house at the local college. I felt a tad out of place since I was almost two years younger than any of the other guys there, but Trish wasn't bothered by the age difference. In fact, before the evening was over I found out that it wasn't the first party that she had attended at that house.
Both of my parents were alcoholics and with them as examples I swore that I would never drink so I spent the evening sipping Coke and trying to keep up with Trish. She loved to dance and pretty much stayed out on the improvised dance floor. I guess I managed to get maybe one dance with her out of every five. I noticed that she took a lot of 'potty breaks' which I thought odd since she wasn't drinking all that much. It was about three hours into the party that I found out about those 'potty' breaks.
Trish left the dance floor and headed for the bathroom and I had to go too so I was right behind her. She walked right by the bathroom and went to a door just the other side of it, opened the door and went in. I hit the bathroom, took my whiz, and when I came out I went to the door she had gone to and opened it. The smell that hit you when you opened the door told you everything you needed to know even before you saw anything. Trish was sitting on the arm of a couch sucking on a fat reefer. She took a hit and passed it to the guy sitting next to her. Somebody said:
"Hey man, be cool. Close the fucking door."
Trish looked my way, giggled and said, "It's only my boyfriend. Come on Rob; suck some smoke with us."
"No thanks" I said and I turned and left the room. I wasn't a "goody goody two shoes" by any means. I'd tried pot and I hadn't liked it. To me it tasted like shit and it gave me a headache. I was told I must have gotten some bad shit and a guy gave me some stuff that he said was "primo" and I tried it again. It still tasted like shit and it still gave me a headache so that was the end of pot smoking for me.
As I walked away from that room I realized that I was between a rock and a hard place. If I went into that room and pulled Trish out of it it could be the end of our relationship, but if I left her in there she would be stoned out of her gourd when I took her home and her parents would kill me. I'd just made up my mind to go back in and get her when she came out of the room, grabbed my arm and said:
"Come on Robbie. Dance with me."
As we danced she asked me why I hadn't come in and taken part and I told her. Then I asked her why she did dope and she said:
"Because I like the way it makes me feel."
There wasn't anything that I could say to that so I just danced. One of the frat boys cut in so I moved off to the side and just watched. I had my back to three guys and I overheard them talking.
"Looks like we won't get a chance at her tonight. Her boyfriend is staying too close."
"Shame. We almost had her last time. Half an hour more and one more joint and we could have nailed her. Could have had her pulling a train."
"Well there is always the next time."
Either they didn't recognize my back or it wasn't Trish that they were talking about, but I had a bad feeling about that frat house. I went back out on the floor and cut in on Trish and the guy she was dancing with and told her that it was time to go.
"Let me make one more trip back to the room and then we can leave."
"No more trips to the room Trish. It is time to go."
"You think that just because you're my date that you own me? I'm going back to the room one more time."
"Okay Trish; have it your way. I guess someone will see to it that you get home. Goodnight."
I walked away from her and headed for the front door. I was almost to my car when Trish came running up behind me. She fell into step beside me and gasped out:
"You were going to leave me there? You were just going to walk away and leave me there?"
"I wasn't going to stand there and argue with you and I wasn't going to physically drag you out. You basically said, "Screw you; I'm going back to the room and smoke some dope" so I left.
We got into the car and as we pulled away from the curb Trish said, "Did you even think about what I would have had to tell my parents when some other guy brought me home?"
"No I didn't. I was too busy thinking about what they would say and do to me when I brought you home stoned."
"I don't ever get that bad."
"You sure looked like you were working on it to me."
When I got her home I walked her to her door and then turned to leave.
"Don't I even get a kiss?"
"I'm not in the mood Trish."
"Oh come on Robbie; don't be that way. Don't be mad at me because I like to have a little fun and I like to feel good."
"Oh yeah? Well let me tell you something about going to that frat house to have fun and feel good."
I told her about the conversation that I'd overheard and I lied to her and said that they had mentioned her by name.
"If I hadn't of been there or if I'd paid a little less attention your trip to that room would have ended up with you on your back on a mattress pulling a train. Think about how much fun that would have been. Good night Trisha."
I left her standing there on the porch, got in my car and drove home.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next day was Saturday and I called Trish about noon and her mother told me:
"Sorry Robbie, but Trisha says she doesn't want to talk to you."
I tried again on Sunday and got the same answer. In my mind I had done nothing wrong so I just shrugged and got on with my life. I graduated two weeks later and took a job working on my uncle's farm for the summer and in the fall I started college. The college was local and I was living at home.
One Saturday morning I was in my room working on a paper I had to turn in when my mother called up to me.
"Robert? There is someone here to see you."
I went downstairs and found Trish waiting in the living room.
"Hi Robbie."
"Hello Trisha."
"How have you been?"
"Fine."
"I wondered. I haven't heard from you."
"That's not true Trisha. You heard from me; you just wouldn't take the calls.
"I'm sorry Robbie. I was being a bitch because I was upset with the way you dropped me off on our last date. I had the bright idea that I wouldn't talk to you for a couple of days to show you how pissed I was, but then you never called again. I came looking for you but your mother told me that you were gone for the summer."
"So what do you want Trisha?"
"I'm here; doesn't that tell you?"
"Tell me what?"
"You are my boyfriend Robbie; I miss you."
Bottom line was that Trish and I ended up a couple again and we stayed a couple most of the time. We did argue and break up a few times, usually over her use of pot. Trish did like to party, especially with friends who liked to smoke dope as much as she did. I really think that some of those break ups were deliberately instigated by her to free her up to go to some party or other where she could do what she liked to do without my disapproving stare always being on her.
Then all of a sudden Trish stopped doing dope. She never did tell me why, but about a year later I found out from her best friend. It happened during one of our break ups. Trish and Maggie had gone to a keg party at a frat house - the very same frat house were Trish and I had our first blow up - and Trish started smoking as soon as she got there. About three hours after they got there Maggie had gone looking for Trish and had found her in a room with three guys. They had her on her back on a couch with her skirt up around her waist and one of the guys was pulling her panties down. Maggie started yelling and screaming and the guys took off. Trish was lying there and giggling. She was totally out of it. She was so stoned that she had no clue as to what was about to happen. It was a wake up call for Trish and to the best of my knowledge she never smoked pot again over the next sixteen years.
But we managed to hang in there and two weeks after I got my degree in Business Management we were married. I took a job with the XYZ Corporation and two years later I was transferred to another state. Fourteen years and three promotions later I was transferred back to our home town. We had been back three weeks when Maggie threw us a "Welcome Home" party. We made arrangements to have the kids spend the night with Trisha's parents and after dropping them off we headed for the party.
The party was being held at The Saddleback Inn and there were at least fifty people there that we had known before we moved away. Trish was wearing her LBD (little black dress) and high heels and did she ever look hot. I do have to admit to a feeling of pride when I walked into the Saddleback with her on my arm.
The live band was playing music of the late Sixties and early Seventies and Trish was in a dancing mood and ready to party. We hadn't been there half an hour and Trish had already finished off two glasses of white wine and Maggie had gotten her to do three shots of Jose Cuervo complete with the bite of lemon and the licking of salt from the hand. I was of course nursing my Coca-Cola. I danced the first four dances with Trish and then got involved with socializing and catching up on all that had happened while we were gone.
Trish started dancing with any guy who would ask her and she pretty much stayed out on the dance floor. I noticed that she danced with a guy named Tim more than anyone else. I didn't think too much of it figuring that it was because he asked her to dance more than anyone else did and as long as he kept her out there she wouldn't be trying to drag me onto the floor.
I don't know how long we had been there before Trish came up to me and whispered in my ear:
"Tim says he has some killer weed baby. I know I stopped all those years ago, but I want to get high tonight. Can I baby? Can I got outside and smoke some?"
What harm would it do I thought. She had been so good for so long and I was there to keep an eye on her so I told her to go for it. It was maybe a half hour later when she came up to me and I could smell her from ten feet away. She reeked of pot. She was giggling and her words were slurred as she said:
"I came in to use the potty baby. Have you missed me?" She kissed me and said, "I hope you took your vitamins today baby; you know how horny I get when I smoke. My pussy is dripping baby. You might not even make it home before I rip your clothes off of you. I'm having a great time baby, thank you."
She kissed me again and headed back to the parking lot. I guess another forty minutes went by and I hadn't seen Trish so I got up and went looking for her. I was just heading for the door to the parking lot when I saw Trish and Tim come in the door. They were both stumbling along and Trish was giggling and when she saw me she said:
"There you are. Come on baby, I want to dance."
The band was playing a slow number and Trish was pressing herself into me and telling me that we needed to get out of there and go home.
"I'm so horny that if I don't get screwed soon I'm going to die."
The song ended and we were walking back to the table when Maggie came up, took Trish by the arm and said:
"Come with me girlfriend. I have someone I want you to meet."
Maggie led Trish away and I sat down and started talking sports with a couple of guys that I had played high school ball with. I lost track of time and suddenly I realized that it had been over an hour since I'd seen Trish. Maggie was sitting at the table with her husband Bob and her sister and I asked her if she'd seen Trish.
"Not since I introduced her to Alice Mayfield. Trish asked me if I knew where she could get some part time work and I knew that Alice was looking for a part time file clerk so I got the two of them together."
I walked around the Saddleback and checked out the parking lot, but found no sign of Trish. I headed for the bathrooms and was going to ask some woman to check the ladies room for me to see if Trish was in there, but as I walked down the hallway I heard a squeal from behind a door on my right. I opened the door and with a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach I heard Trisha's voice.
"Fuck me; oh yes baby, fuck me. Fuck me hard."
It was a store room and I saw Trish, legs spread wide and up on the toes of her high heels, bent forward over a stack of beer cases while Tim was fucking her from behind.
"Come on baby, fuck me hard. Fuck me hard like you used to."
"God Trisha, you are such a slut.
"I'm a hot slut baby; fuck me, fuck your hot slut."
Tim had his thumb in her asshole and was working it as he fucked Trish and she was moaning:
"I'm such a slut; I'm such a dirty slut."
About that time Tim realized that someone had opened the door and without turning around or slowing down he said:
"Shut the damned door."
Trisha cried, "Don't stop baby, don't stop. I'm cumming baby, I'm cumminggggggggggggggggggggg!"
I shut the door, rushed to the men's room and tossed my cookies. When I got myself under control I splashed some cold water on my face. I was angry and I was mad enough to kill Tim, but I was also stone cold sober and my mind was working overtime on the situation. I needed answers and I wasn't going to get them kicking down doors and laying waste to the two in the store room. One thing had been burned into my brain and that was when Trish had said:
"Fuck me hard like you used to."
I went back to our table and sat down. I sat there for about five minutes thinking about what I'd just seen and heard. We hadn't been back in town long enough for it to have been recent so Trisha's "like you used to" probably meant that she had fucked Tim before we moved. The question was was it before we were married or after? If it was before then it was none of my business, but what if it was after? What if it was one those "girls night outs" that she went on with Maggie on the average of once a week. If she did it then did she keep doing it after we moved? Had Trisha been hanging horns on me all those years and I never had a clue? And if she was fucking Tim after we got married and before we moved away was she taking back up with him now? Or was what just happened an alcohol and pot fueled aberration? Was Trisha stoned out of her skull and not aware of what she was doing?
I was sitting there and thinking those things when Maggie came up leading Trisha who was very unsteady on her feet,
"I found her in the ladies room and I do believe that my girlfriend is seriously stoned."
Trish bent down and drunkenly whispered in my ear, "Get me out of here baby. I'm horny and I need your dick."
I thanked Maggie for throwing the party for us and then I helped Trish out to the car. I was no sooner in the car and behind the wheel than Trish was next to me and pulling down my zipper. She worked out my cock, bent her head and took me in her mouth and then she started to suck me off. I love the feel of Trisha's mouth on me and I love the way she sucks my cock and that was one of the reasons I had not gone after Tim and beat the fuck out of him. If I had gone after the asshole everything would have been out in the open. Trish would know that I had seen her with another man's cock in her and that I had heard her begging him to fuck her harder and I don't believe that our marriage could have survived that. For one thing I doubt that she would ever been able to look me in the eye again without feeling shame.
I loved her and I really did not want to lose her and I really believed that I could get by a one time drugged and drunken indiscretion. As long as she didn't know that I knew I thought we might have a chance.
But! And it was a pretty big but. What if what had happened was not a one time thing but a continuation of something that had gone on before we moved and after we had married? Other questions that I had no answers for were did Maggie find Trish in the ladies room or did she go to the store room to get Trish because I started looking for her? Did she take Trish to meet Alice Mayfield or did she take Trish to the store room where Tim was waiting for her?
Why was I thinking those thoughts about Maggie? Because of all the girls nights out that she had gone on with Trish and because of Trish telling Tim to do her hard like he "used to."
I really wanted to believe that Trish was "out of it" so it was easy for me to believe that she was "led" into that store room and Maggie was the last person I saw with Trish before I saw Trish bent over those beer cases and when I saw her she was "leading" Trish away. Maybe I wasn't being fair to Maggie. Maybe she did take Trish to meet the Mayfield woman and then Tim had caught her and led her to the store room. I could never know unless I asked Trish and I couldn't do that because then she would know that I knew what she had done or if she hadn't known what she was doing she would want to know what the hell I was talking about.
As soon as we were in the garage Trish was trying to open the door and was saying, "Hurry baby, hurry. I'm horny baby and I need it." Luckily the kids were staying the night with Trisha's folks so they wouldn't see their mother in the condition she was in. I helped her into the bedroom and as soon as we were there she pulled away from me and started taking off her clothes. When her panties hit the floor I saw that the crotch was soaking wet. That Trish could just drop them in front of me when they were in that condition and be so ready to make love to me while she was still leaking Tim's juices was just one more thing that led me to believe that she was still so out of it that she didn't know what was going on. I mean what just fucked woman was going to willingly fuck her significant other knowing that she was still leaking the cum of her lover?
Once stripped Trish turned and pulled down the bed covers and as she did I saw a trace of cum running down the inside of her left thigh. It was sick of me and I know it, but suddenly I wanted to know what my wife would feel like after just having been fucked by another man. While Trish got on the bed, laid back and spread her legs I quickly undressed and got on the bed. Normally when Trish and I make love I start by eating her pussy and when I got between her legs her hands went to my head to guide me down. I don't know if it was just reflex because that was the way we always did it or because she knew she was full of another man and wanted to see what it would be like to have me taste him, but I wasn't going to go there. No way! I might have been sick enough to want to know what it would be like to take sloppy seconds, but I was in no way curious about what she would taste like.



My cock slid right in and I bottomed out on the first stroke. She was wet! Not "moist" wet, but "slick" wet if you know what I mean. As soon as I was in her she went wild. She bucked, pushed up at me, dug her nails in my ass as she tried to pull me even deeper into her and her heels beat bruises into the backs of my legs. When I finally came she pushed me off of her, spun around and took my cock in her mouth and sucked me hard again and then she mounted me. She bounced up and down on me until I was so close I had to roll her over onto her back and fuck her hard to get myself off. When I fell to the bed beside her she made as if to go after my cock and I pushed her hand away and told her that I was done.
Trish was softly snoring beside me while I was staring up at the ceiling thinking about the night. I desperately wanted to believe that what happened that night was a one time thing, but in the end I knew that I was going to have to find out for sure. Since I didn't dare bring it up with Trish that meant that I was going to have to spy on her and the very thought of having to do that weighed heavily on me.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
When I woke up in the morning I had a plan. I didn't know if it was workable, but I would find out. I had just finished reading a spy novel where the protagonist had bugged a house using stuff he had purchased at Wal-Mart. He described how he did it and if it was as easy as he made it sound I thought that it was something that I could do.
I was up bright and early and was standing at the front door of Radio Shack when they opened and I told the salesman what I wanted to do and he said, "No problem" and sold me what I needed and told me the best way to do what I wanted. By the time Trish got out of bed at ten to ten I had a voice activated tape recorder hooked into the phone line, one hidden in the kitchen close to the phone and one hidden in the bedroom.
Trish woke up with one hell of a hang over and she downed two cups of hot black coffee before she asked:
"Was I too bad last night?"
"You don't remember?"
"I remember doing shots of tequila and going out to the parking lot to do some killer grass with Tim."
"Well, you danced a lot and with a lot of different guys, but I don't think you did anything that you need to be ashamed of. If you did, you didn't do it where I could see it. Do you remember talking to Alice Mayfield about a job?"
"Alice who?"
"Alice Mayfield. Maggie said she introduced the two of you because you want a part time job and Alice was looking for a part time file clerk."
"Oh God, I don't remember any of it. I'll have to call Maggs and ask her."
I kissed her and said, "You do that. I've got to run to the hardware store for some wood screws. I'll be back in a bit. Do you need anything while I'm out?"
"Just a new head; one that doesn't throb."
I went to Home Depot and got the wood screws I needed, checked on a few other things and went home. There was a note on the kitchen table telling me that Trish had gone to pick up the kids. Since I was alone I checked the recorder hooked to the phone line and found that Trish had called Maggie while I was gone.
"That was some party that you had for us last night. I haven't let myself go like that since before Rob and I got married."
"You did seem a little tense when you first got back. I'm glad you had a good time."
"Did I have a good time? I really don't remember much of it after Tim and I started smoking."
"Oh you had a good time sweetie; in fact you had a great time. How is Rob acting today?"
"Why would you ask that?"
"You did spend a lot of time with Tim. Is Rob the jealous type?"
"Why would he be jealous of Tim? All we did was smoke some grass."
"You really don't remember?"
"Remember what?"
"You don't remember sucking Tim's cock in the parking lot or letting him fuck you in one of the Saddleback's store rooms?"
"I did what?"
"You sucked Tim's cock in the parking lot, twice that I know of, and then you fucked him in one of the back rooms."
"I couldn't have. I wouldn't have. I would never cheat on Rob."
"Sweetie, I saw you sucking Tim's cock two separate times. I kept an eye on you all night. I know how you get when you mix alcohol and dope so I was keeping an eye on you and on Rob so I could intercept him if he went looking for you."
"Oh God Maggs, please tell me that you are kidding me."
"I'm not girlfriend. You might not remember it, but you sure as hell were loving it."
"Oh Jesus. Are you sure that Rob doesn't know?"
"I don't think he knows, but that's why I asked you how he was acting this morning."
"He seems normal. He hasn't said or done anything to make me think he knows I was bad."
Maggie laughed and said, "You weren't bad sweetie; in fact Tim said you were damned good and I won't be surprised if you hear from him soon asking for a repeat."
"Oh shit Maggs. What am I going to do?"
"What ever you want to do girlfriend."
"I don't want a repeat with Tim. I didn't want a first time with Tim. I love Rob and if he ever finds out he will throw me out on my ass. Is Tim the kind of guy who brags? Is there any chance he will spread it around? God Maggs, I don't know what I'll do if it gets back to Rob."
"You would know more about whether Tim brags than I would."
"Why do you say that?"
"Have you forgotten that you fucked him damned near every night for two months during one of your separations from Rob? If that didn't get back to Rob I wouldn't think that what you did last night will get back to him either."
"Tim fucked me? Are you sure about that or did he tell you that after I'd gone."
"Dead sure Trish. I saw him doing it to you. He had you bent over a stack of beer cases taking you from behind and you were loving it."
"Oh my God Maggs, I don't remember any of it. I know I did kiss Tim a couple of times, but that was game playing."
"Game playing?"
"You know, where you take a big hit on the joint, put your mouth on some one else's and then exhale while the other person inhales."
"The only thing I saw you inhaling girlfriend was Tim's dick."
"I can't believe that I don't remember any of it."
"All I know sweetie is that you did it and you sure acted like you were loving it."
"Did I do anything else stupid? Am I going to be able to face people?"
"I didn't see you do anything else bad unless you count all the times guys felt you up on the dance floor. You didn't fight any of them off, but I did notice that you never let any of them get you off into a dark corner and I saw several who tried. But don't sweat that sweetie; that happens at all the dances and no one gets shook up about it."
"What else happened that I don't remember?"
"I don't know sweetie."
"Rob says you introduced me to an Alice Mayfield who might have a job for me?"
"There is no Alice Mayfield sweetie. That is just what I told Rob when he started wondering where you were."
"Rob said you came and got me to meet somebody?"
"I did sweetie. I took you to the store room where Tim was waiting."
"You led me to him knowing that I was fucked up that he was going to take advantage of that and fuck me?"
"He couldn't very well come and get you himself."
"Why would you do something like that to me?"
"Because I thought you needed it."
"It didn't bother you that you might be fucking up my marriage? What if Rob had caught me doing it? What if Tim brags about it and Rob hears about it? I thought you were my friend Maggie, but friends don't fuck with their friend's lives."
The conversation stopped as Trish hung up on Maggie. As I stared at the recorder I was somewhat relieved to know that Trish didn't do what she did knowingly, the sex part anyway, but now I had new worries. Maggie said Tim would probably be calling wanting an encore and I wondered what Trish might do if that happened. Especially after Maggie reminded her that she had spent a couple of months fucking Tim before we were married. All I could do was wait, watch Trish and see what happened.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Trish got home with the kids and then started dinner. For the rest of the day until we went to bed every time I looked Trisha's way I caught her looking at me and I knew that she was wondering if I knew about what she had done at the party. In bed that night she was insatiable and I knew that it was because she was feeling guilty and was trying to make it up to me for being unfaithful. It was a week before she stopped eying nervously and I figured that she had finally decided that I knew nothing.
I checked the hidden tape recorders daily, but there was never anything on the bedroom recorder except normal noises and Trish and I talking. There was an erotic moment or two when I listened to Trish and me making love. The kitchen recorder had nothing on it except the sounds of Trish making breakfast, lunch and dinner and other normal noises. The phone tap always had something, her mother, her sister, telemarketers and the like. Maggie called daily, sometimes twice, but Trish hung up on her every time.
Tim's phone call came on a Wednesday.
"Hello?"
"Hi sugar, it's Tim."
"What do you want Tim?"
"I'd kinda like picking up where we left off the night of the party."
"I'm sorry Tim, but that was a big mistake on my part. It can't happen again."
"You trying to tell me that you didn't enjoy it?"
"I was stoned Tim. I don't even remember it."
"Oh come on sugar, you told me that you loved it. You told me that you never wanted to stop. You even told me that you wanted me in your ass. You said you wanted me in your 'dirty hole' and I was just getting ready to do it there when Maggie came in and pulled you away because your hubby was looking for you. As you left you said "next time; you can do my dirty hole next time." So what do you say sugar? How about tonight?"
"No Tim, and please don't call me again."
If I hadn't seen Tim fucking Trish with my own eyes that call would have told me all I needed to know about Trish being unfaithful. Whenever we had anal sex Trish always referred to her ass as her 'dirty hole'. It was always "fuck my dirty hole" or "cum in my dirty hole" or "I want you in my dirty hole tonight." Tim knowing that would have been all the proof I would have needed.
He called again on Friday.
"Hi sugar."
"I told you not to call me again."
"I know sugar, but I know that you really didn't mean it. You loved what we did and I know you are going to want to do it again. I'll just keep calling until you say yes."
"Fuck you, you bastard!" and she hung up on him.
True to his word he called back on Monday, Wednesday and both times Trish hung up on him as soon as he said, "Hi sugar."
I really wanted to go find Tim and rip him a new asshole, but if I did that Trish would know that I knew about what she'd done and I didn't want that. I really believed that I could handle it if it was only a one time thing and that Trish never knew that I knew. If she knew that I knew that night would achieve the status of "elephant in the room that we all tried to ignore but couldn't." But I desperately needed to know that it was only a one time thing and the only way I could find that out was to continue to watch, listen and hope.
Tim called regular as clock work on Monday, Wednesday and Friday and most of the time Trish would hang up immediately when she heard the sound of his voice. The few times that she didn't hang up she asked him please not to call her and his answer was always the same.
"You know you want it sugar and I'll keep calling until you say yes."
Two weeks went by and then the recorder hidden in the kitchen had something for me. The voices were faint, but got louder and then I heard
"...don't even know why I let you in the door."
"Sure you do sweetie" Maggie said, "You're my best friend and you can't stay mad at me."
"Some best friend you are. Setting me up so that asshole Tim could fuck me."
"Oh give me a break Trish. I thought you wanted it. Tim wasn't pushing your head down on his cock when you were sucking him off in the parking lot. He never put a hand on your head either time I saw you. How was I supposed to know that you didn't know what you were doing. And I didn't set you up for Tim to fuck you. Tim told me that you told him that you would fuck him if he could find a safer place than the parking lot. He couldn't come and get you so he asked me to. From everything I saw that night I thought you wanted it. Add to that you were fucking him before you got married so I figured that you knew what you were getting into. It wasn't my fault Trisha; I was just doing what I thought you wanted."
"Well I didn't want it and now the asshole won't leave me alone."
"What do you mean he won't leave you alone?"
"What I mean Maggs is that he calls me two or three times a week trying to get me to meet him. He even caught me at Wal-Mart last Saturday and tried to get me to go out to his van with him. I keep saying no and hanging up on him, but he won't leave me alone. If he keeps it up sooner or later something is going to tip off Rob that something happened and then Rob will go after it like a dog after a bone until he knows everything. I can't have that Maggs; I just can't have that."
"I didn't know Tim was doing that. Don't sweat it any more sweetie, I'll take care of it."
"You will? How can you do that?"
"I know where some skeletons are in Tim's closet and I'll just drop a hint that some of them just might see the light of day if he doesn't back off."
The rest of the tape was just the two of them catching up on gossip and Maggie asking Trish if she were up to a girl's night out. Trish said she was and I didn't really know how I felt about that. A girl's night out with the woman who had led Trish to Tim like a lamb led to the slaughter?
x-x-x-x-x-x
Whatever dirt that Maggie had on Tim must have been potent because the phone calls to Trish stopped. For the next two weeks there was nothing on the recorders except normal stuff. Well, maybe not completely normal. The kitchen recorder and the phone tap had a lot of Trish and Maggie gossiping. I found out lots of stuff that I really didn't need to know. Things like Estelle Byrns was cheating on her husband with Billy Martin and everyone thought that Estelle's last two kids were Billy's and not her husbands. I found out that Ralph Evers had picked up a social disease somewhere and had given it to his wife and when she found out she had fractured his skull with a cast iron frying pan. Christy Peters went off to an exclusive boarding school because it was supposed be the best prep school for what she was going to take in college, but "everyone knew" that Christy had been sent out of town because she was pregnant and wouldn't be back home until after she had delivered. Bob Thomas had until Friday to pay up his back taxes or the IRS was going to seize his business.
I stopped checking the tapes daily and only checked them once or twice a week. Trish and Maggie got in the habit of going out for their girls night out on Wednesdays and Trish almost always wanted to make love when she got home and no, she hadn't been laid while she was out. I knew what sloppy seconds felt like since I did her after Tim did her at the party and she never felt like that.
I got to where I only checked the recorders to make sure that the tapes hadn't run out. We had dodged the bullet; our marriage was going to survive.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I listened to the tape from the bedroom recorder with a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.
"Oh God yes you bastard, fuck me, fuck me hard. Pound my pussy! Harder damn you, harder. Cum in me you bastard, fill me, push it deep in me."
I had just returned from a four day business trip, the first one that I'd been on since moving back and I was checking the tapes out of habit. The phone tap had given me a pretty good idea of what I was going to find on the bedroom recorder.
"He's gone for four days and three nights and the kids are spending the night at my mom's."
"What time do you want me there?"
"Half an hour ago."
"On the way sugar."
On the tape Trish screamed out. "I'm cumming, fuck me harder, I'm cumming" and then several sharp little cries that I'd never heard before. Heavy breathing and then:
"God but you are such a slut."
"I know baby, but that's what you like about me isn't it?"
"No it isn't. What I love about fucking you is that you are another man's wife. I love fucking married sluts."
"Well you aren't done fucking this slut yet. I want you to do my dirty hole now."
"If you want that you had better get down there and wake Tim junior up."
"I can do that baby. I love the way your cock tastes with my juices on it."
"If you love it so much why won't you let me have your pussy on Wednesday nights? Why do you only let me have your ass?"
"Because Rob isn't stupid. If he fucks me right after you he would know that he wasn't the first one there. He never does my dirty hole unless I ask him to so he will never know that you have played there."
"Just don't fuck him after you've been with me."
"Can't say no to him lover. He is my hubby and he does have certain rights."
The sounds of sucking followed by, "Oh yeah baby, push it deep. Fuck my dirty hole lover, fuck my dirty hole hard."
The tape ran out before they finished, but Tim fucked her four times that I heard and it was obvious that he was spending the night.
x-x-x-x-x-x
I was parked behind Tim's car when he got off work. I let him reach the door before I got out of my car and walked up to him. He turned and saw me and the look that came over his face told me that he knew what I had planned for him. He tried to back up but I was too close. I hit him and blood flew out of his nose. His hands went up to his face and I kneed him in the nuts and when he doubled over I grabbed him, spun him around and then slammed his face into the hood of his car several times and watched the blood and teeth fly out of his mouth and then I spun him back around. I kneed him twice more and then let him fall to the ground. And then I started kicking him. The entire time I was yelling:
"Like to fuck married women huh? Get your kicks fucking married sluts do you? How do you like these kicks you rotten motherfucker?"
I must have gotten seven or eight kicks into his crotch and ribs before I was pulled off of him. I tried to pull loose, but three guys were holding me. As the rage started to bleed out of me I saw that I had drawn a crowd and then some one clapped and soon everyone was clapping and yelling things like "Way to go" and "About time some one did that." One of the guys holding me said:
"I don't know why the asshole hit you buddy, but you did a hell of a job defending yourself."
Some one had called the cops and when they showed up one of the guys who had pulled me off of Tim said:
"I saw the whole thing officer. This guy walked up to Tim and started to say something and Tim hit him for no reason. This guy just defended himself."
Tim must not have had any friends there that day because two more people stepped up and said the same thing. The cop taking the report looked at me and I said:
"I found out that the asshole was fucking my wife and I came down her to tell him to stay away from her and before I could say anything he swung at me and I fought back."
While all that was going on the paramedics showed up, loaded Tim on a stretcher, put him in the ambulance and hauled him away.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Trish had dinner ready when I got home. I didn't say anything to Trish; I just sat down and ate. I talked with the kids about how there day went and after dinner I helped the two youngest with their homework. That done I went down to my basement workshop to putter around until bedtime.
When I walked into the bedroom I found Trish in my favorite black lace nightgown. Normally I would have started stripping my clothes off with a huge smile on my face, but this time all I did was take my wallet out of my pocket, take a twenty out of it and hand it to Trish.



"What's this for?"
"You need to hit a flower shop and order some flowers."
"Why? What for?"
"So you can send them to Tim at the hospital. I hear he has a broken jaw, nine missing teeth, two broken ribs, a couple of cracked ones and they are thinking they may have to remove his testicles because they got stomped pretty bad."
When I said that Trisha's face lost some of its color and she said, "Why would I want to send Tim flowers?"
"I thought he meant something to you."
"Why on Earth would you think something like that?"
"Oh I don't know; maybe this gave me the idea" and I took the cassette recorder out of my top dresser drawer and pushed in the play button.
"What time do you want me there?"
"Half an hour ago."
"On the way sugar."
"There are some pretty good parts about your "dirty hole" toward the end of the tape." I tossed the recorder to her and said, "Here, you can have this one. I've got plenty of copies."
I took my PJs out of the dresser and headed for the spare bedroom. When I got to the bedroom door I turned and said:
"You'll notice I didn't grab my pillow. That's because the dirt bag probably used it when he spent the night. Or was it nights? I'll use the spare bedroom tonight and look for an apartment tomorrow." I gave her a look that should have killed her and then I turned and left the room.
She was up and had the coffee made when I got down to the kitchen in the morning. As I poured myself a cup she said:
"Before you go any farther with this apartment nonsense we need to talk."
"We have nothing to talk about Trisha. You stabbed me in the back, you got caught, and we are history. Nothing to talk about! The end!"
"Bullshit Rob. You can't just toss sixteen years of a good marriage into the trash can because I had a little fun."
"In the first place Trisha I didn't toss anything into the trash - you did! All I'm doing is refusing to reach into that trash can and pull the marriage back out. You can't possibly have known me for as long as you have and believe that I would just accept what you did if you got caught. You should have known that there was no way in hell that I was going to say, "Well okay Trish; just don't let it happen again. No way that life was going to continue on as usual. You had to know that."
"It is still a good marriage Rob, okay, so I did play around with Tim, but have I been any less of a wife to you? I've been a loving wife and I've shown it ever day. I love you and you know it! Tim was never a danger to you. He was a toy. He was just someone who could do something for me that I liked."
"And what was that?"
"It's a woman thing Rob and you wouldn't understand."
"Try me."
"It would just make things worse Rob."
"Trisha, right now is as bad as it can possibly get. Nothing you can say can possibly make it any worse."
"You are a man Rob and men have fragile egos when it comes to some things; especially when it comes to things involving sex."
"We are worried about egos now? Like I'm not already wondering why I couldn't keep my wife to myself? Like I'm not already wondering why I seem to have failed to do my best to take care of your sexual needs? How can you trash me more than you already have?"
"You have never failed to take care of my needs Rob, not ever. I love the way you make love to me. Tim just happened to be able to give me something that you couldn't; not that you wouldn't have if you were able, but you don't have what Tim does Rob. It is all about cock size and you had no control over that. You have what you have and there is no way you can change that and even if you could I wouldn't want you to. Just like Tim's cock can do things for me that you can't, you do things to me that Tim couldn't even come close to. My problem is that I wanted both and I thought that I could have both. As long as I kept Tim hidden away from you I could have my cake and eat it too."
"Cock size huh?"
"Yes Rob, cock size. We have never been kinky with each other so we never measured your cock or even talked about it. I would guess that you are about six inches."
"Six and three quarters. There isn't a man alive that hasn't checked himself out at one time or another."
"Well Tim is nine inches long. I never measured him either, but he always brought it up like he was proud of it. That extra length meant that he was able to touch me in places you couldn't and one of those places just happened to be a place that if touched drove me out of my mind. His cock curved upward like a banana and it had a slight bend to the left - all things that put him at that special place. But length wasn't all of it Rob. His cock was skinny like a hot dog. It was absolutely perfect for fucking my dirty hole. You know how much I like anal sex, but you always hesitate to do me there because you know your fat cock hurts me when we first start. The pain goes away after a bit, but you don't even like hurting me for that short period of time and I love you for feeling that way about me. Tim's hot dog sized cock slides right into my dirty hole nice and easy and he likes my dirty hole. I think he likes my dirty hole even more than my pussy. That's why I saw Tim. Not because I didn't love you or the way you loved me, but because I got something from him that I could not physically get from you. Like I said Rob, I wanted both. What I did with Tim in no way diminishes what I feel for you. I've been a good wife to you Rob and nothing that Tim and I did has changed that."
"Maybe not in your mind Trisha, but in my mind you betrayed me; you stabbed me in the back. You trashed me Trisha. Let me try to put this on a simple level, a level you might be able to understand. Ignore that it is chauvinistic sounding, but I need to make a point here. I earned the right to your love Trisha. I bought it. I paid for it. I've worked my ass off to give you a good life; to provide for you and give you the things you wanted. I earned the right to your body. Did Tim do anything to earn what you gave him?
"On another level, who waited on you hand and foot and took care of you and pampered you when you broke your ankle skiing? Was it me or was it Tim? Who was with you holding your hand and trying to comfort you when you went through the birth of our children? Was it me or was it Tim? When your brother died who held you while you sobbed and cried and who did his best to help you get by it? Was it me or was it Tim? Who scrimped and saved up the money to take you to Cabo San Lucas for two weeks? You enjoyed it so much that all you have talked about for years now is going back there again. But who got you there Trisha? Was it me or was it Tim?
"Speaking of that vacation I can use it to draw a parallel. Do you remember how I got the money to take you to Cabo? Remember the glass jar that sat on the end of the dresser that I put all the change I had in my pocket in at the end of the day? When it was full we took it to the bank and put it into a separate savings account for vacations only, remember that? I worked for the money that I dropped in that jar. What you did was the same as letting Tim walk into our bedroom and help himself to a handful of that change. My change. Money that I had earned. Actually it was much worse that just letting Tim take a handful of what I had worked for. What you did was pick up the jar and hold it out to him and say:
"Here, help yourself."
"The sad thing is that I almost let you get away with it."
"If you could almost do it why can't you do it now?"
"Because I convinced myself that if it was only a one time mistake I could live with it. But it isn't a one time thing and that makes all the difference in the world."
"I don't understand."
"I saw you and Tim in that store room the night of the party. The two of you forgot to lock the door you were in such a hurry to get it on. I knew you were stoned out of your mind and probably didn't realize what you were doing and I loved you enough that I believed that I could put it behind me if it was only a one time thing. But I had to know that it was one time only and the only way I could do that was to spy on you. I hid voice activated tape recorders in the house and I was almost at the point where I was going to turn them off, but then I went on my trip and you brought that asshole into my house and then welcomed him to join you on my bed. If you hadn't of brought him home with you I would have never known. But you did bring him home and the bedroom tape recorder caught it all, including the part about you fucking him every Wednesday night on your so called girl's night out."
I finished my coffee and stood up.
"Where are you going Rob? We have to work this out."
"In case you have forgotten Trisha, I do have a job I have to go to. And I need to find a good attorney and an apartment."
When I got to the door I stopped and turned back to Trisha. "There is one thing I'd like to know. I know you fucked Tim almost nightly for almost two months during one of our break ups, but did you keep seeing him after we got back together?"
"Of course not! Why would you even think something like that?"
I could see from her face and tell from the tone of her voice that she was lying.
"Guess I'll have to have DNA tests done on Chris since he was born before we moved. Probably wouldn't hurt to check the others since God and you alone know who might have taken Tim's place after we moved."
She reacted as if I had slapped her face.
"That was cold and cruel Rob."
"You earned it Trisha."
I left the house and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I called around and got some recommendations on attorneys and called one of them and made an appointment and then I took the afternoon off and checked out some apartments. I found a nice two bedroom and signed a six month lease and then I went home and started to pack. Trisha came into the room and watched me for a minute and then said:
"You are really going to do it?"
"Yep! Found me an apartment and I can move in tomorrow."
"You aren't even going to try to save our marriage?"
"I can't stand to look at you Trisha. Just hearing the sound of your voice reminds me of what you did and that turns my stomach."
"I'm not giving up Rob. I'll fight you if you try to divorce me. I love you and I know you love me. I won't let you go."
"Wrong Trisha. I loved you - past tense - and now I can't stand the sight of you. You won't fight me, at least not if you know what's good for you. As it stands right now my plan is to let you keep the house until the kids start college and then it will be sold and we will split what we get out of it. I'll pay whatever the court orders in the way of child support and I will ask for shared custody. I don't want the kids to suffer any more than is necessary for your unfaithfulness, but fight me and the first thing I will do is sit the kids down and tell them in detail why we are getting the divorce and then I will play the tape for them."
"You hate me that much?"
"I'm working on it. Also, the courts in this state allow children over thirteen to express a preference as to which parent they would like to live with. That mans Chris and Bobby will get to chose. Megan still has two years to go before she can choose, but you want to bet which way Chris and Bobby will go? Especially after listening to you and Tim on tape? I believe that they need to be with their mother as long as I'm allowed to be a strong presence in their lives, but if you fight me get ready to see me be Attila the Hun pursuing a scorched earth policy.
"Fighting the divorce gets you nothing. You can not get me to stay and try to make it work with you. Get it fixed firmly in your head Trisha; it doesn't matter what you want because I want absolutely nothing to do with you anymore. You are a cheap piece of trash as far as I am concerned and the very sight of you disgusts me."
Trisha didn't fight the divorce and it became final yesterday.
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I remember the day and the time. It was the day of my thirty-fifth birthday and the time was 5: 26 am. I know because I saw the clock when I reached over and silenced the alarm. I looked over at Leslie who would stay in bed another hour and saw something that I hadn't noticed before. Her night gown had slid down and I saw a love bite - a small hickey - on the underside of her left breast. And I had not been the one to put it there. I have at times put love bites on my wife so I knew how long it usually took them to fade and that told me that the one on her breast was recent.
My wife was cheating on me!
As I sat there on the edge of the bed and stared at the mark on her breast I thought back trying to think of any signs that might indicate how long she had been doing it, but I couldn't think of a thing. I hadn't noticed any lack of affection on her part or any changes in her behavior. Well, there was one small change; she was usually all over me when I got home from one of my frequent business trips, but when I'd returned the day before she hadn't. She said she really wanted to, but it was her time of the month.
At the time she told me that I had just accepted it as a fact of life, but looking at that obscene thing on her left tit I had to ask myself if she was really on the rag or just using it as an excuse so that she wouldn't have to get naked with me. Like most men I didn't keep track of my wife's cycle; I just kept on keeping on until she said, "Sorry honey, but I'm out of commission for a while."
Well, I thought as I got off the bed and headed for the bathroom, at least now I know why she didn't answer the phone when I had called her on the two nights I spent in Chicago. Out being busy with her lover or not brave enough to reach over and pick up the bedside phone while he was there in bed with her.
And then I started thinking on what I was going to do about it. Immediate confrontation was out! I was going to want to know who, where and how often and I obviously could not trust her to tell me and be truthful. Confrontation would only cause her to deny things and come up with some excuse for why the mark was there and then quit or slow down on what she was doing. Nope. No confrontation till I had all the facts. And then? Good question I thought; damned good question.
x-x-x-x-x
Leslie and I went all the way back to grade school. We were the same age so we were in the same classes. Her last name was Taylor and mine was Talbot and in the early grades since the teachers usually had you sit in alphabetical order we usually ended up sitting next to each other.
The alphabet thing threw us together for a lot of activities like the time in the seventh grade when during Phys Ed they gave us dance classes and Leslie ended up as my partner. In the eighth grade we had a teacher who was big on class projects and she was always breaking us up into groups. Naturally she did it alphabetically so Leslie and I usually ended up together there also.
All of that alphabetically caused closeness had a far reaching effect that I did not realize until much later. Somewhere along the line that closeness gave Leslie the idea we were meant to be together - that I was supposed to be her boyfriend. Girls started thinking about things like that earlier than boys do. I had no interest in girls until I hit the ninth grade and when I did start to notice girls Leslie wasn't one of them.
The first girl to cause my heart to speed up was Pauline French. I dated her twice before she started turning me down when I asked her out. I was crushed - for all of two weeks - and then I went after Nancy Wilde. I had three dates with Nancy before she started putting me off when I asked for a date. After Nancy there were a half dozen others who would go out with me once or twice and then not have anything more to do with me. I moved into the tenth grade thinking that I had a bad case of body odor and really bad breath. I couldn't understand it because I took regular baths and brushed my teeth two or three times a day.
Our school had a dance once a month on a Friday night. Not a prom type dance, just a dance designed to help kids learn to socialize (and keep them off the streets on a Friday night). You could go to it stag and dance with the girls who came alone or you could take a date. Going stag marked you as "lame" and most guys did not want that tag hung on them so if they couldn't get a date they didn't go.
It was the third week of the tenth grade and the dance was the coming Friday. I had been turned down by four girls and had decided not to go when Leslie leaned over to me in Civics class and asked me who I was taking to the dance. Rather than admit that I couldn't get a date I just said that I hadn't planned on going. Then she asked me if I would do her a favor. I asked her what and she wanted to go to the dance, but that she really wasn't interested in any of the guys who had asked her.
"Would you take me Rob? I'd really like to go."
I'm not sure why, but I am guessing that my constant closeness to Leslie had me looking at her more like a sister or something like that, maybe a "not seeing the tree because of the forest" thing. I pulled back and took a good look at Leslie and suddenly wondered why I hadn't been paying attention to her. She was a great looking girl!
I told her that I would like very much to take her to the dance and that was the start of it. I had a great time at the dance and when I walked her to her door when I took her home she kissed me. I asked her if she would like to go to the movies with me on Saturday and she said yes and from then on we were a couple.
Most people could not understand it since Leslie and I were as different as night and day. We were oil and water and everyone knows that the two don't mix, but somehow we did. I was a quiet, unassuming guy and my after school activities were things like the Chess Club, the History Club and the jazz and classical music clubs. Leslie was an outgoing, aggressive over-achiever. She was on the cheer leading squad and played soccer and field hockey.
Looking back at it now I guess that it was maybe six months into our relationship that Leslie started running my life. It was so subtle that I never even noticed. In fact it wasn't even something that I realized until after I started looking into Leslie's cheating. It was little things like, "Oh no Rob, that tie just isn't right for you" and telling me that the barber that I had used for years "was just butchering my hair. You need to go to Anton's."
The biggest thing she did to me way back when was to get me to go out for a sport - any sport at all.
"It makes me look bad to the other girls on the squad (meaning the other cheerleaders) to have a boyfriend who isn't into sports."
I wanted to please Leslie so I went out for football and I even made the team and played varsity in the eleventh and twelfth grades. I wasn't any good and I knew it. For one thing I was too slow. For another at 6'2'' and 165 pounds I lacked the beef to be able to block for beans, but I had one thing going for me - my hands. If the quarterback could get the ball to me I would catch it. I couldn't go anywhere with it after I caught it, but then I really didn't need to, Third and twelve and I'd go down fifteen yards and if Jason could get the ball anywhere close to me I'd catch it, get tackled, but we still have the first down. Coverage didn't matter. Get it to me and I'd catch it.
When football was over I tried basketball. But was just too clumsy. I tried baseball, but pretty much sucked at it. Again, too slow and I could never hit the ball. Track and field was out - the slow thing again - but then a coach suggested wrestling. My weight put me in a class where anyone else who was that weight was smaller, height wise than me, and my 6'2" against their 5'9" or 5'10" gave me what amounted to a four inch reach advantage. I wasn't all that great as a wrestler, but I did well enough to letter in it.
Two other areas where Leslie worked on me were education and sex. I intended to get a degree in Business Management and then go on and get an MBA. When we started eleventh grade Leslie began pushing computer science.
"You don't want to be a stodgy old businessman honey. Put that fantastic mind of yours to good use. Information technology is the wave of the future."
By the time I graduated she had managed to talk me into computers.
And then there was sex!
With my upbringing I had the mind set that you abstained until you were married. Leslie was having none of that. It made for an awkward situation. Every other guy I knew was in a constant hunt for a willing girl while I was doing my best to hold Leslie off. We had hot - very hot - necking sessions, but every time Leslie's hands would wander I would push them away and tell her that we needed to wait.
"But I don't want to wait. I'm ready now."
I mentioned she was aggressive didn't I? We were at the lake on a Saturday. It was just turning dark and I was lying on a blanket when Leslie came out of the water and dropped down next to me. "I hope that you are not too worn out" she said and then she jerked my swimming trunks down and took my cock in her mouth before I even knew what was happening. I went to push her away and she clenched her jaw and I felt her teeth close on my cock and I wisely stopped trying to shove her away. She relaxed her jaw muscles and proceeded to give me my first ejaculation that wasn't by my own hand.
I was amazed when she kept her mouth on me and swallowed all of my discharge. She licked my cock clean and then went back to sucking on it until it was hard again. Once I was up again she moved on top of me and guided me into her as she pushed herself down. Once she had me in her she began to rock back and forth and she looked down at me and smiled.
"I told you that I didn't want to wait."
It wasn't until I dropped her off at her house that it dawned on me that Leslie was not a virgin when I slid into her. She had some experience and I wondered where she had gotten it, but not enough to ask her. From that day on Leslie and I made love whenever we got the chance.
There were a lot of other changes, too many to mention here, but by the time we were halfway through our freshman year in college Leslie was pretty much running my life. Not that I noticed at the time and not that I would have cared. Why would I? Things were going good so why would I have cared even if I had noticed. I didn't even think twice about it when someone did tell me that I was being manipulated.
It was at a kegger at one of the frat houses. I was sipping a beer when Nancy Wilde came up to me and asked me why she had never heard from me again. I told her that after being turned down by her a half a dozen time it was obvious to me that she wasn't interested.
"Well that wasn't exactly true Rob. I was interested, but I was scared off and now it seems that I was lied to."
"I don't understand."
"I was told that I should stay away from you because you had a social disease. Gonorrhea is what I think she said."
"Who the hell told you that?"
"Your girlfriend."
"Leslie? How would she know even if it were true? I didn't start dating her until well after I stopped seeing you."
"What she said was that her cousin worked in the office of the doctor that you see and her cousin told her that she had seen the results of a test that you took. I don't know what she told the other girls that scared them away, but what she told me scared me away. Then, when no one else would go out with you, she moved in. She must love you a lot to go to all that trouble."
And that is what I keyed in on - "She must love you a lot" - and I never mentioned the conversation to Leslie.
x-x-x-x-x-x
Mid junior year Leslie asked me if I had given any thought to our wedding. Did I want it big with all the hoopla or small and quiet? That caught me off guard because I hadn't even proposed. Not that I didn't love her, it was just that I assumed that we would always be together and I assumed she felt the same way so I had never bothered to formalize things. I thought about her question for a moment or so and then told her that I didn't have a preference so I would leave it up to her to do whatever she wanted. From the smile I got I assumed that it was the right answer and two days later she told me that her mother was starting to work on the planning and Leslie suggested a date six months after graduation and I said that it was okay by me.
Three months before graduation I started sending out resumes and I received several responses. One night I was sorting through them trying to decide which ones I wanted to interview for and in what order when Leslie handed me one that she had been reading and said:
"Here honey; this one is perfect for you."
My attitude was simply "I'm about ready to graduate and I need a job" and it didn't really matter to me who I was working for as long as I was working. I arranged an interview with the XYZ Corporation (the one Leslie picked) and they made me an offer and I took it and the wedding (full blown, church and reception) took place in February.
Looking back on my life as I pondered Leslie's cheating I was astounded at how much she had controlled me without me ever realizing it. In my defense I can only say that every decision made for us by Leslie was on something that I didn't care much about one way or the other. She picked out the house we bought, what we furnished it with, the cars we drove and on and on and on. I didn't care because everything she did was something I didn't have to do. As far as the house was concerned all I cared about was a roof over my head. House, condo or apartment, I didn't care. Cars? As long as it got me where I wanted to go I didn't care what kind it was. I had pretty much turned everything over to Leslie.
I worked hard at XYZ and over the years I was promoted several times until I became the manager of Information Services and in addition I was the company's lead trouble-shooter on IT problems. Since XYZ was a national company with offices in several cities I was traveling on the average of ten days out of the month. Leslie rose in her company and eventually reached the position of regional manager which meant that she also had to travel to visit the offices in her region.
Leslie had some leeway as to when she had to visit the offices in her region so she tried to schedule her visits to coincide with the times I would be on the road. It wasn't always possible though since my trips were usually because of an IT emergency that had just occurred but we were still able to spend more time with each other than two people with traveling jobs should have been able to.
For sixteen years I had honestly believed that I had the perfect wife and the ideal marriage and it was a hell of a shock to me to find out that I was wrong.
x-x-x-x-x-x
I was gone before Leslie got out of bed and I suppose that was a good thing because I'm not sure that I could have kept it together if I would have had to face her that morning. I spent the ride to work wondering just what I would have to do to find out the who, when and where. Eventually I would also probably want to know why, but that could wait.
I did know one thing though and that was that I was going to need some legal advice. I got out the Yellow Pages when I got to work and looked under the listings for attorneys for one who specialized in divorces and while I had the book open I also checked out private detectives. I was reaching for the phone when it suddenly occurred to me that I couldn't call and attorney or an investigator just then. I would need to pay them and Leslie handled the family finances and she would see it right away and then we would have the confrontation that I wasn't ready for. Unless I could come up with some funds that Leslie didn't know about I would have to hold off. I needed something positive before I could go to either one. Once I knew for sure I could go to the detective and have him nail it down and then I could go to a lawyer. Then if Leslie caught the expenditures and the confrontation occurred I would be on firm ground. There was no other way - I was going to have to follow Leslie and spy on her until she gave me something concrete.
You will note that nowhere have I mentioned sitting down and trying to talk things out and maybe finding a way to get the marriage back working. No sir, wasn't going to happen. She was either mine or she wasn't and if she wasn't she was gone.
I did have a small stroke of luck. At eleven in the morning Leslie called me. One of her offices had been broken into and she was going to have to catch a flight and she would be gone at least over night. That meant that I wouldn't have to face her for at least another twenty-four hours. Maybe by the next time I saw her face to face I would have myself under control and be able to hide the fact that I was onto her.
If I had not seen that love bite what happened next would never have happened.
Since Leslie was going to be out of town I decided to stop at the Starlight, a lounge where the group that Leslie and I hung with, usually congregated. I walked into the place and looked around and saw a dozen or so people that I knew and suddenly I just felt like I really didn't want to be around anyone. What I really needed was to be alone. I turned around and went back out to the parking lot and got in my car. I was just pulling out of the lot when I felt the need to go to the bathroom. I pulled over and went in the back door and down the short hallway and into the men's room.
I was sitting in one of the stalls when some one came in and I heard him unzip and start to take a whiz. The door opened and some one else came in and I heard a voice that I recognized as Brad Brown's say:
"Did you see Talbot come in?"
"Yeah. I wonder what's up with that?" Chris Chambers said.
"He looked around and probably realized that every guy he saw had been fucking his wife."
There was a lot of laughter and then Brown said, "Do you really think he knows?"
"No idea, but as much as she fucks around on him I don't see how he couldn't at least suspect something."
"Maybe he is one of those guys who gets off on knowing his wife is a slut."
"Rob? No fucking way. Not Mr. Straight Arrow."
"You tap her lately?"
"Two days ago when he was in Chicago. He made his nightly check in phone call and she was reaching for the phone when I stopped her. I was too damned close to getting off to slow down while she talked to him. I think it pissed her off. I think she gets off on talking to him while some other guy is fucking her."
"No, that's not it. She did it one time when I was fucking her and I asked her that very question and she looked at me like I was some kind of freak and said no, that she loved him and just wanted to hear the sound of his voice."
"You get any of her lately?"
"Not lately. I haven't been lucky enough to be in here when she's come looking for a playmate."
I heard both of them zip up and Brown was saying as they walked out, "Maybe you should just call her and have her set up one of those fake out of to..." and the door closing cut off the rest of what he was saying.
Fake out of town trips? Is that where she was right then? Not on a trip to an office that had been broken into, but in a hotel or motel right here in town fucking some asshole?
I thought about the men I'd seen when I walked into the lounge. They were all supposed to be my friends, but Chambers said that everyone that I saw had been fucking my wife. When I left home that morning I thought that I was as bummed as I could get, but things had just gotten worse -- a whole lot worse. A faithless wife and now friends who were stabbing me in the back.
x-x-x-x-x-x



I was in bed when she called. "Hi honey. Miss me?"
As I lied to her and told her that I did I wondered if she was on a bed with a cock in her.
"I wish I was home honey, I miss you when you aren't around."
I'll just bet I thought as I said, "I don't sleep well when you aren't around either."
"I should only be here one day baby and you had better conserve your energy because I'll be more than ready when I get home."
And at that moment I knew that I wasn't going to be home when she got there. Our Denver office was going to have an emergency and I would be on a road trip. I would rent a motel room and then follow her while she thought that I was out of town. According to what I'd heard from Brown and Chambers Leslie played while I was on my trips. I'd fake a three day trip and see for myself.
The next day I had a long talk with my boss. I told him what was going on and that I was going to need to take a couple of days off. I called Leslie on her cell and told her that the system in Denver had crashed and I had to catch a flight. She whined that she was so looking forward to seeing me and couldn't I put the trip off for at least a day and of course I told her that it would be impossible for me to do that and that I'd see her in three days.
As I hung up it occurred to me that I didn't have a clue as to how I was going to follow Leslie when she came home. Would she go straight from the airport to the lounge? Would she call one of her fuck buddies and drive from the airport to his place or meet him at a motel? Would she go to her office first and then go meet her lover (or lovers) or would she drive straight home, unpack, shower and then go out or would her lover of the moment meet her at our house? And then of course there was the possibility that she was still in town - that her trip had been a fake - and she would just stay where she was with whoever it was she was fucking.
I could have driven out to the airport and looked for her car, but I didn't think I would have a prayer of finding it among the thousands of cars spread between eight different parking lots and what if she had used one of the satellite parking companies that bus you to the terminal? I finally decided that all I could do was park somewhere in the neighborhood where I could watch the house and wait for her to come home.
She pulled into the drive at 5:10 and once in the garage I saw her get a small suitcase out of the trunk of her car and then the garage door closed. It was another four hours before the garage door opened again and Leslie backed down the drive. I gave her a two block head start and then I followed along behind her. I did it pretty much the way I had seen it done on the cop shows - always keeping at least two cars between us - and I wasn't all that surprised when she pulled into the parking lot at the Starlight.
She parked and I saw her put her cell phone up to her ear. Aha, I thought, going to call her lover and let him know she was at the lounge and waiting for him. Almost immediately my cell phone chirped and I answered it and Leslie said:
"Hi honey, it is just me."
"Are you home yet or still traveling?"
"You already know the answer to that one. I'd ask you how the weather is in Denver, but you wouldn't know that since you aren't in Denver. Why are you following me Rob?"
Well, there it was -- confrontation time. No use avoiding it anymore so I might as well just get it over with.
"I wanted to try and catch you with one of your legion of lovers."
"And why would you want to do that?"
"Morbid curiosity. See which one of my many so called friends would be stabbing me in the back tonight. Give me something to seethe about when I sit across the desk from the divorce lawyer."
"I can see that we need to talk. Why don't you run along home. I will be along shortly and we will talk."
"Run along home and you'll be along shortly? You aren't coming home now?"
"No I'm not. I came down here for a drink or two and I'm going to do just that."
"Then I'll come in and join you."
"Not after what you just told me. I need to unwind after my trip and loosen up some and I do not want you sitting there trying to drag me down. I'll see you at home."
She disconnected and got out of her car and without even looking my way she walked into the Starlight. Didn't want me bringing her down? In less than forty-eight hours she had turned my life inside out and upside down and she didn't want me around to drag her down? I had my hand on the door handle getting ready to open the door, get out and follow her in when I stopped myself. I was not a believer in airing dirty laundry in public and if Chris and Brad were telling the truth, and I had no reason to doubt them, the place would be packed with all of my ex-friends who were her fuck buddies and I just didn't feel like embarrassing myself in front of all of them. The last thing I needed right then was a bunch of people that I knew laughing at me.
I started up, pulled out of the lot and headed home. I got about two blocks and then on an impulse I turned around and went back. I parked on the side street where I could see Leslie's car and I didn't think she would notice me. I only had a fifteen minute wait before she came out of the lounge with Chris Chambers. I guess he was finally lucky enough to be in the lounge when Leslie came looking for a playmate. Or unlucky enough, depending on your point of view.
They got in his car and pulled out of the lot. I didn't bother to try and follow them because there was only one motel in the direction they were headed. I gave them five minutes and then drove to the Holiday Inn Express just down the street. I cruised the parking lot and saw the car parked there and then I left.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The car pulled into the driveway and stopped. The door opened and I came out from behind the bushes and swung the tire iron hard into the small of his back. Chris screamed as he went to his knees and my second swing caught his mouth and I saw teeth fly out. I kicked him in the chest and he fell onto his back and then I gave both of his knees several hard whacks with the tire iron. He was crying and moaning in pain when I grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his face up close to mine.
"Was it fun fucking my wife tonight? You were supposed to be my friend asshole and you stabbed me in the back by fucking my wife. You have one chance and only one chance to keep this tire iron from turning your balls into mush. One lie, one untruthful answer and you will never have another hard on in this life. How long have you been fucking my wife?"
"Don't hit me anymore" he sobbed.
"Then answer the question."
"Five or six years."
"Why?"
"Because she wanted it. She came after me."
"Why?"
"I dunno. I guess it was just my turn."
"Your turn?"
"She was doing everybody else and I guess she just looked at me and decided that I was next."
"Who else has been fucking her that you know of?"
"Oh God, I don't know. Everybody."
"Give me names Chris. Give me the names of the ones you know for sure."
He rattled off a dozen or so names, all of them supposed friends. I shook my head in disgust.
"Here's the deal Chris. So far as I'm concerned we are even. You fucked me and so I fucked you up. You call the cops and when they get done with me I'll come looking for you and use a tire iron to break your elbows, your wrists, your ankles and turn your cock and balls into scrap and then break every other bone I can. Take what you just got and live with it as the price you had to pay for stabbing me in the back or carry it farther and end up spending the rest of your life in a wheel chair with some one feeding you with a spoon. Again, your choice."
I walked away from him and left him moaning on the ground next to his car.
x-x-x-x-x-x
Leslie was home when I got there and it was obvious that she was upset because I hadn't been there patiently waiting for her.
"Where have you been?"
"Out taking care of some business."
"What kind of business would that be at this time of night?"
"None of yours."
She looked at me for several seconds and then shrugged and said, "All right Rob, what is this nonsense about divorce lawyers?"
"Not nonsense Leslie. Divorce lawyers are the people you end up doing business with when you find out that your wife is a cheating whore."
She looked at me for several more seconds and then said, "What has changed Rob? We have had a good marriage for over sixteen years. I've been a great wife to you and you have been happy so why do you want to end it now?"
"Because I found out about you and what you have been doing behind my back."
"So what Rob? I've been doing it for the entire sixteen years of our marriage and it hasn't affected the quality of your life one little bit. In fact, it has been even longer than sixteen years. I've had other lovers all the time we have been together from high school up till now and it hasn't hurt a thing."
"That long?"
"Yes Rob, that long and again, it has not hurt a thing."
"I'm that lacking in the bedroom?"
"You aren't lacking anything Rob. You do very well in the bedroom. In fact, you are head and shoulders above most of the others."
"Then why?"
"I like variety Rob. Big cocks, small cocks, black ones, white ones, Asian and Latino. I just like variety and I also need just a little more than you - or any other man for that matter - can give me. I only do it when I'm out of town or you are out of town so it won't interfere with our time together and again Rob, it has not hurt us one bit. Right now the only problem we have is that you have a bruised ego, but I will kiss it and make it better."
"I don't think so Leslie and it is a little bit more than a bruised ego. There is also the humiliation of knowing that all so my so called friends look at me and smirk to themselves knowing that they have fucked my wife and made me a cuckold. And as for you never doing it except when I'm out of town? I'm in town tonight and you still went to that motel with Chris and you did it knowing that I was following you to try and catch you doing just that.
"That shows me just what you really think of me. You think so little of me that you could say, "Just run along home," go to a motel and fuck another man and then come home and tell me that every thing is just fine and that all it is is that you just need a little variety and expect me to say, "Yes dear" and get on with life. It ain't gonna happen! No Leslie, the only reason our marriage was happy was because was because I didn't have a clue. But then I wasn't looking for one. I thought I had a perfect marriage and a loving wife, but I didn't and everyone knew it but me."
"You do have those things Rob. We do have a great marriage and you do have a loving wife."
"Maybe by your definition Leslie, but not by mine. Now if you will excuse me I need to go pack."
"Why? What are you going to do?"
"Leave your sorry ass, see an attorney and get on with my life."
"Don't be silly Rob. What on Earth will you do if I'm not there to guide you?"
"If you are not there to guide me?"
"Think back on it Rob. I'm the one who has made all the major decisions. Even as far back as high school I was the one who guided you along. You need me Rob."
"You really believe that?"
"Of course I do because it is true."
"If you believe that - really believe that- it changes things. You don't go out looking for other cocks because you like variety, you do it because you are looking for someone who you think is a man and you go looking for someone you think is manly because you think that I'm not. No real man would let a woman run his life for him would he? Any man who would let a woman do all of his thinking for him must be some namby-pamby wimp right? Well let me tell you something you cheating whore. The only thing you get credit for is for moving me from a career in Business Management to one in computers. All the rest of your big decisions were on things I didn't care enough about to get involved with and didn't give a rat's ass about. As far as I was concerned if you wanted them you could have them.
"It may have escaped you, but I have done extremely well in my career. You weren't in the office guiding me as I made decisions on what systems to use and how to set up the company's IT network. You weren't leaning over my shoulder guiding me when I went out to the customers and solved their problems. I did that on my own and without any help from you. But here is a news flash for you Leslie. Even if I couldn't make it without you to guide me I'd still be better off than I would be living with a round-heeled whore."
"It doesn't matter to you that I love you?"
"You don't love me Leslie and now I'm not sure that you ever did. You loved the idea of thinking you were controlling me; of thinking that I was your puppet. Well I've just cut the strings lady and you will need to go find someone else to dance as you pull the strings."
I packed enough to last me a few days and then left the house. I went back two days later when Leslie was at work and got everything else that I wanted out of the house. During that same two day period Brad Brown was attacked just outside his home on a dark night and both of his knees were wrecked by some one with a tire iron, baseball bat or some other heavy instrument. His attacker was masked and had never uttered a word as he beat on Brown. The police are still investigating.
When I told my boss I needed the time off to take care of personal problems I also told him what those problems were and asked him if he could arrange a transfer for me. I needed to get out of town and away from all of my so-called friends. I had the names from Chris of some of the ones who fucked Leslie, and I would get to them in time, but I didn't have the names of all the ones who had nailed the bitch and I didn't want to spend the rest of my life wondering if he "was one of them" every time I talked to some one that I knew. My boss arranged for me to move to our Kansas City office and I moved.
I never did see an attorney about a divorce. I'd let Leslie do it and pay for it. If she could. I cleaned out all of our accounts on the day that I left town. Only way she can get half back is to divorce me and then of course we would have to sell the house that she "just had to have."
I did have myself checked out for sexually transmitted diseases and I did triple the life insurance that I had on Leslie. Every night before I go to bed I pray for Leslie to get hit by a bus or be struck by lightening even though I know it is not likely to happen.
Leslie found out where I was and once a week she calls me and asks me if I'm over my "silly little snit fit" and ready to come home where I belong and every week she gets the same answer, "Fuck you" and a hung up phone.
Leslie is showing no signs of going for a divorce and I may have to rethink my position on letting her do it so she has to pay for it. I have met some very nice ladies in Kansas City and I just may need to get myself single again.
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I had slipped in unnoticed, gotten a drink from the bar and then I had moved to a dark corner where I could unobtrusively watch the goings on. The lateness of the hour and the cleared tables suggested that the dinner part of the festivities was over and more than likely so was all the speechifying and the dispensing of bonuses. Now it was more of a cocktail party. The tables had been moved back to create a dance floor and a five-piece band was setting up. My attention was centered on the reason I had come to the affair. I watched as she moved through the crowd talking to the people and looking for all the world like she was the hostess.
x-x-x-x-x-
I sensed him before he spoke, "She sure is something, isn't she."
I turned and saw a short, ruddy-faced man standing to my left and slightly behind me. He stuck out his hand, "Jack Branscomb. I work out of the Omaha office."
I took his hand and introduced myself and said, "You know her?"
"Not near as well as I would like. I came close once, but close only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades, right?"
I was intrigued by his statement, "You came close? How was that?"
"You new to the company? You don't know who she is?"
"I'm just a guest."
"Well, little Amy there is the bosses private stock, but when the mood strikes him he will share. The Omaha branch has been the poorest producing branch in the company. One day the boss and Amy flew into town. The boss had all the sales people come into the office for a meeting and then he read us the riot act. Turn the place around or he would shut the office down and we could all go looking for new jobs. And then he said:
"But to give you a little incentive I'll make it interesting and throw in a prize for the highest producer. Amy, show the boys what the winner will get."
"Amy did a strip for the boys that would have put a professional stripper to shame and then the boss said, "One night with Amy to the highest scoring salesman." I missed by a lousy two grand. My sales were a million, five hundred and sixty-two thousand, but Miller beat me by eighteen hundred dollars. Miller, that's him over there, said that Amy showed him what heaven would be like. Hey, there goes my regional manager, got to go and suck up" and he left me standing there staring at my wife and wondering if I knew her at all.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It was Amy's company Christmas party and I wasn't supposed to be there. I was supposed to be in New York on business, but things moved a lot faster than expected and I was able to fly home two days earlier than planned. I tried reaching Amy to let her know, but her office had closed for the day and all I got at home was the answering machine. When the plane landed I saw that there was still enough time to hit the party, have a couple of drinks and then take Amy home and try to make up for a week of going without. Now I didn't know if I should even bother going home at all.
The idea that my wife was the company whore was ludicrous at first glance, but Jack had not equivocated at all when he made his statements. Amy was the Executive Secretary to Jason Billings, the president and CEO of the company and she did travel with him when he visited the outlying offices. And she had made three trips to Omaha that year. My heart was crying out "Bullshit!" but my gut was saying "Check it out."
I stayed in my corner and nursed my drink and watched Miller. After half an hour he did what I was waiting for. He put his drink down and headed for the bathrooms and I set my glass down and followed him. Luckily he was the only one in the bathroom when I walked in. I stepped up to the urinal next to the one he was whizzing in and I looked over at him, "Miller, right?"
He nodded and said; "Do I know you?"
"Nope, never met, but you are my hero."
He gave me a funny look like he thought maybe I was trying to hit on him and then said, "Why am I your hero?"
"Because you scored Amy Beckman. Do you know how many guys in the company would cut off their left hand just to have coffee with her? You got to spend a whole night with her. I got to tell you that that puts you pretty high on the list of people I'd like to be like."
I saw the relief on his face when he realized I wasn't a fag trying to pick him up and he smiled.
"Just the luck of the draw. Jack Branscomb was ten thousand ahead of me going into the last day of the contest. I told all my customers about the contest and the prize and almost all of them kicked their orders up a grand or two and that gave me just enough to ace out Jack. Hey, if you ever get a shot you had best lie, cheat, steal or do whatever you have to do because she is totally worth it."
He started digging for his wallet and when he got it out and open he took out a Polaroid snapshot and showed it to me. "I keep this to inspire me on days when sales are slow."
It was Amy all right, in all of her naked glory. "Oh man" I said wistfully, "Some guys have all the luck." Yeah, and some guys get it broken off in their ass, especially trusting husbands.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I went back to my dark corner and settled in to watch. Amy didn't expect to see me for two more days and I was curious to see what would happen. When the party started breaking up I moved out to the hotel lobby and sat down where I could watch the doors to the ballroom. Jason and Amy were the last to leave and I had a paper that I was pretending to read in front of my face when they walked by me. I heard Jason say, ".....leave yours here and come back for it in the morning?"
"No, you can follow....." and then they were out of earshot. I guessed that Jason was going to follow Amy to our house and I needed to beat them there so I could erase the answering machine tape.
I drove like a mad man and broke every speed limit in town. Any light that caught me I ran and all a stop sign was to me was something to look at as I blew by. I parked around the corner and ran to the house, let myself in and dashed for the answering machine. I hit PLAY and as soon as my message started I hit the DELETE button and then I hurried to the hall closet where I kept the camera bag. I took out the Nikon and checked to see what I had left on the roll and then I took the camera bag and ran up the stairs. I set the video camera up where it wouldn't be noticed and then I focused it in on the bed. At the last minute I remembered the little red light and I ran to the bathroom and got a Band-Aid to cover it.
Five minutes later I heard the garage door opener start to run and I left the bedroom and moved to the head of the stairs and peeked around the corner. Amy came in and headed straight for the wet bar and fixed a couple of drinks and about two minutes later Jason let himself in the front door. The bastard had a key to my house!
Amy walked over to him and handed him a drink and tilted her face up for a kiss. Jason took the drink and then bent and gave Amy a kiss on the lips that seemed to have a little tongue action with it and then the two of them went over and sat down on the couch.
"I think everything went well tonight. You did a great job as usual."
Amy grinned, "That's why you pay me the big bucks."
"No it isn't and you know it. I pay you the big bucks because you are the hottest piece of ass this side of the Mississippi. Your efficiency in other areas is just an unexpected bonus. Speaking of which, I hope you were happy with the size of yours?"
"You were more than generous Jason."
"It should have been more, especially since you wrapped Feldman around your little finger last night. He couldn't say enough good things about you. Did he stay the night?"
"Yes, and I got damned little rest out of it. He is especially fond of anal and my pooper is still a little sore. You will have to settle for blow jobs and pussy tonight."
"I thought you would never ask" and he stood up and undressed.
Amy downed her drink and then got on her knees in front of him. "All the way?"
"Yeah baby, I want to cum in your mouth to start out the night."
"How long can you stay?"
"All night baby. Nancy is staying with her sister for three days. How long before I have to be out?"
"You can stay until tomorrow night. Hubby flies in at two the next day."
"Why can't I sty over night tomorrow too?"
"Because I want to be fresh as a Daisy when Mark gets home and that big cock of yours stretches me. I have to give it time to shrink a little."
"You sure that he doesn't expect anything?"
"Nope sweetie, he is clueless. He loves me and as far as he is concerned I can do no wrong."
And then she lowered her head and started sucking Jason's cock. Jason leaned back on the couch and I saw a satisfied smile come over his face. I wanted to go down there and smash his face in, but I held my anger in check. I'd get my revenge, but it would be my way. I'd had several friends who had gone through divorces and they had been raped and left bleeding by the courts and the lawyers and I was determined that it wasn't going to happen to me. But I needed the right pictures and I needed Amy to get Jason up to the bedroom where the video camera could tape them. Pictures with sound are so much better than stills, but I still needed the Nikon for back up.
Down on the couch I saw Jason arch his hips up off the couch and I could see Amy's throat moving as she swallowed his load.
"God baby, but you are the absolute greatest at that," he said as Amy stood up and started stripping. When she was down to just nylons and high heels she did a slow turn in front of him.
"You like?"
"You know I do baby. I can't get enough of you."
"That's good lover because Amy is horny tonight so let's get upstairs and see what you can do to help me resolve my problem."
Jason got up off the couch and with Amy leading the way he headed for the stairway. I moved back to the bedroom and got in the closet and moments later the two of them entered the room. Amy went right to the bed and spread herself for Jason.
"Eat me sweetie" she said as he got on the bed with her. He dutifully lowered his head and Amy moaned as his tongue and lips went to work on her. Amy still had her heels and hose on and I don't believe that I had ever seen a more erotic sight than Amy, legs spread wide and her black CFMs digging in as she pushed her cunt up at Jason's mouth. Erotic, but not what I was looking for in the way of photos.
After several minutes Amy moaned, "Are you hard yet lover?"
Jason took his mouth off her long enough to say, "As a rock sweetie" and he went back to muff diving.
"I want it Jason. I want your cock. I'm ready lover, fuck me, fuck my brains out."
Jason moved up and Amy reached down and used a hand to guide him into her cunt, "Oh god sweetie, that feels good, that feels so god damned good. I love your big cock in me Jason. Fuck me sweetie, fuck me."
Jason drove his cock in her and started pounding away and Amy was crying out, "Fuck me, fuck me, harder Jason, harder."
I was on edge. I wanted to burst out of the closet and start taking pictures with the Nikon, but I wanted as much video as I could get. I most especially wanted the portions where Amy was screaming out Jason's name. I had to force myself to stand there and watch and listen.
The most surprising thing about the situation, at least to me, was that as I watched and listened I was sporting the stiffest hard on I'd had in years. And then Jason started getting vocal.
"Who's your daddy?"
"You are baby, you are."
"Whose cock owns you?"
"Yours Jason, your cock owns me. I live for your cock baby, I crave it."
"Is your daddy better than your husband?"
"Much better baby, much better. Make me cum daddy, make me cum."
"Who has the bigger cock baby?"
"You do daddy, I love your big cock. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
I'd heard and seen enough and I pushed open the closet door and moved toward the bed. I got five good exposures before the two of them realized that they weren't alone. Suddenly Amy was screaming and struggling to get out from under Jason and Jason was scrambling to get away from Amy and off the bed. I just kept moving around and taking pictures until I ran out of film. Jason ran out of the bedroom and down the stairs to where his clothes were and a minute or two later I heard the front door slam.
On the bed Amy was crying and trying to talk at the same time. "What are you doing here" she said, more as an accusation than as a question, "You're supposed to be in New York."
"Yeah. Well Amy, I guess you just can't depend on me for nothing."
"What are you going to do?"
"I'll check into a motel tonight and see a lawyer first thing in the morning. After that I'll step back and take a look at what's left."
"Why are you going to see a lawyer?"
"Because that seems to be the way that you go about getting a divorce."
"Divorce?"
"Yeah sweetie, that is what usually happens when one partner in a marriage catches the other being unfaithful and from what I've learned tonight you have been unfaithful in bunches. I'll have the lawyer arrange for a time when I can come back and pick up my stuff. Preferably with you not here."
I turned to leave and she cried out, "Don't go Sam, I can explain. It isn't what you think" and I just kept on walking.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I was not surprised when I went into work the next morning to find seven messages for Amy on my voice mail. I deleted them and got to work. About nine my secretary stuck her head in my office, "I have your wife on line three."
I was all set to tell her to disconnect and to not take any more calls from Amy, but then I thought that it would be unfair to Megan to put her in the middle. I lifted the handset and pressed the button for line three.
"Yes?"
"Come home Sam. I cried all night. I love you honey and I need you here."
"Tough shit Amy. I don't want to be any where near you."
"Can we at least get together and sit down and talk?"
"I don't see any need Amy. I heard enough last night just listening to you and Jason. I can't for the life of me think of what you could have to say that would make what I heard irrelevant."
"I don't know what you heard Sam, but I can explain if you will just give me a chance."
"Okay Amy, where and when?"
"I don't want to do it in public Sam. Just come home tonight and we can talk."
"I'll go along Amy, but you need to know that I know a whole lot more than you might think. The first time I catch you in a lie or even shading the truth a little I'm gone."
"Fair enough. I'll be there by six."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I arrived at six-ten and found Amy sitting at the kitchen table, an open bottle of white wine in front of her and two filled glasses on the table.
"Getting me drunk isn't going to help Amy."
"I know, but maybe the wine will loosen a little of the tension."
"There is no tension on my side of the table Amy, just a regret that something that I thought was so good was really rotten to the core."
"Please Sam, give me a chance to explain. It isn't what you think."
"Let me tell you what I think Amy -- no, make that let me tell you what I know. I know you are a whore. I know of three men who you have fucked this year and from what I've been hearing the number is probably considerably more. I saw you fucking Jason; I heard you tell him how much Feldman liked fucking your asshole and a man named Miller was all too happy to show me a naked picture of you and tell me what a marvelous night he spent with you. A contest prize for God's sake. You were a contest prize for some fucking geek from Omaha. What can you possibly say to make those things go away?"
"Okay Sam, I get the picture. I'm a whore, a round-heeled slut, the company punchboard, but there is a reason for it all and that's what I want to explain. It won't make it go away and it won't heal wounds, but I need for you to know why I did what I did even if you won't accept it or understand it."
"All right, go ahead, I'm listening."
"I'm ambitious Sam. I want more out of my life, at least job wise. I busted my ass to get to be Jason's secretary so I could use it as a springboard and it was working, at least until last night. I haven't seen or spoken to Jason since he left the house last night so I don't know what my status is right now. Jerry Winters is retiring next month and Jason was going to give me Jerry's position. I'd be Vice President of Sales and the odds on favorite to take over as president and CEO when Jason decides to hang it up.
"So I did a few things that were outside the bounds of our marriage, but so what? I wouldn't be the first woman who slept her way to the top. Besides, it isn't like it cost you anything -- you were never home. Are your skirts clean Sam? You never got a taste of strange while you were out there on the road doing business for your company?"
"Yes Amy, my skirts are clean. I had chances, lots of them. Women who were dangled in front of me like you were dangled in front of Feldman, but I always said no Amy. I always said no because I knew I had something better waiting at home for me. But I guess that I really didn't, did I?"
"Of course you did. I love you Sam, you know that. You have to know that. We couldn't have been together as long as we have without you knowing it. What I did while you were gone didn't change the way I feel about you."
"It sure didn't sound like it last night. I distinctly heard you shooting me through the grease while you and Jason were bouncing around on the bed."
"Honey, that was all bullshit. While you were taking pictures did you happen to notice the size of Jason's weenie? It is half the size of yours. Like most men who feel they are inferior on some level Jason needs his ego stroked. That's all it was honey, just bullshit to make Jason feel better about himself. Nothing more Sam, I swear."
"It doesn't change anything Amy. You are still a cheating wife and a whore. What is so god damned important about you being a VP or getting to be president and CEO. I make more than enough for the two of us. You never had to go to work in the first place."
"That's where you are wrong Sam. I need the security that climbing the corporate ladder will give me."
"So now, on top of everything else, you are saying that I'm not a good provider."
"Oh you're a great provider Sam, now, but what about next year or the year after that? You are a heart attack Sam, just looking for a time and place to happen. Your job and the way you do it are going to kill you Sam. You are on the road three weeks out of five, eating bad food and sitting in lounges and drinking in the evenings because you have nothing better to do. When you come home you spend ten or twelve hours a day at the office and still bring work home to do in the evenings and on the weekends.
"When you go Sam, and I'm standing there looking down into the casket all I'm going to have are memories, equity in the house and a half million dollars in life insurance. Half a million sounds like a lot, but it isn't. If I try to keep the house I'd have to use a lot of it to pay the mortgage off or at least down far enough that I could refinance and get a payment that I could afford to make. Taxes being what they are would take some of it and then I would have to pay off all of our debts because I couldn't make the payments on an executive secretary's pay. I wouldn't have much left and I'd still have to work to get by."
"Well you are right about one thing Amy, you are certainly going to need the security because we are through. There might have been a chance -- a real small one -- that we might have survived your having an affair. I could maybe understand and forgive that. But I can't accept what you have been doing, no way."
"If you try to divorce me Sam I'll fight you every step of the way. I'll get the best divorce lawyer around and I'll fight it. I love you and I know that you love me and I know that we can work through this."



"You won't fight me Amy. You know why? Because of your precious security, that's why. Right now you can go to Jason and say, "I'm free lover, we don't have to sneak around behind Sam's back any more. Who do you want me to fuck next?" But if you fight me I'll drag you and Jason through the mud. I'll see to it that his wife gets copies of all the photos and when she's done with Jason you'll be lucky to have a job at all, let alone a position as a vice president. It is your choice Amy and if I were you I would think long and hard on it. Now, as long as I'm here, I'm going to go upstairs and pack a few things."
I grabbed a bag and tossed some shirts and underwear in it and then I got the video camera from where I'd hidden it and tossed it into the bag. Then I headed back downstairs. Amy was standing at the bottom of the stairs with tears running down her cheeks.
"Please Sam, please don't do this. I love you Sam, honest to god I do. We can work things out honey, just give it a chance."
I shook my head and said, "Goodbye Amy" and walked out.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next morning I showed up at Jason's office bright and early; so early that he wasn't even there yet. I was sitting in a chair just outside his office door when he got there. His face turned pale and his step faltered when he saw me, but he put on a show of bravado, "You are the last person that I would have expected to see here."
"I came to make you an offer that you can't refuse."
When I left his office I had secured Amy's security for her. She would get the Vice President of Sales position and all I had to do was promise that the photos I took would never be seen by Jason's wife. I told him that he had that promise as long as he treated Amy fairly.
"Treat her right and you will never hear from me again. Fuck over her and not only your wife, but everybody else will see them."
"Why are you doing this for her? I would have thought that under the circumstances you would have gone after her like Attila the Hun scouring the Steppes of Russia."
"Once upon a time I loved her and she loved me. That has to be worth something."
"She still loves you. What she did has nothing to do with how she feels about you."
"Maybe not, but it does to me."
x-x-x-x-x-x
The divorce was final two years ago. I get cards from Amy on Christmas, Easter, Valentines Day, Sweetest Day, my birthday and any other holiday she can get a card for and they are always signed, "Much love, Amy" and all with the PS "Please call me some time, I miss you." So far I haven't. She got her VP slot and since then has been promoted to Executive Vice President in Charge of Operations.
In a case of supreme irony Jason's company bought out my company and I am presently working in the department headed by my ex-wife. Everyone in my old company knows that there will be reorganization in the near future and that a lot of positions will be eliminated because of duplication. I have no idea of where I am sitting on the totem pole, but won't it be a major kick in the ass if my seeing to Amy's security costs me mine?
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As far as Tuesdays went this one sucked big time. I was ten minutes early and not even at my desk yet when my boss hollered at me to come into his office. I was no sooner in the door when he threw a piece of paper at me and said:
"What the hell is this shit?"
I looked at it and saw that it was an e-mail from the XYZ Corporation telling us that we were being removed from their list of preferred customers. I had no idea of what kind of response was expected from me so I just shrugged my shoulders and handed it back to him.
"How the hell did you let this happen" he asked.
"How did I let it happen? What the hell do I have to do with it? You are the boss. You are the one who promoted that idiot Chambers when everyone warned you not to do it and then you compounded that mistake by giving him the Southeast Region. You need to get him in here not me."
"I can't get him in here. He is on vacation. Find out what the problem is and fix it."
I knew damned little about the region and nothing at all about the account so being saddled with the problem had me in a pissed off mood before my work day had even started. But then that really wasn't true. I was pissed off before I even left the house. My wife and I had had another argument about her job. She was putting in more and more hours and spending less time with me and I wasn't happy about it. So I wasn't in that great a mood when Tom dumped the XYZ problem on me. However, the problem did give me something I could bury myself in which pushed my personal problems to the back of my mind.
Half a dozen phone calls found out what the problem was, but I had no clue as to how to go about fixing the damage. What made things really bad with the mess was that I was going to have to dump the whole damned mess back on Tom's desk. Tom didn't like messes and he had a tendency to shoot the messenger. Oh well, what was the saying? That's what you get paid the big bucks for? Except that I wasn't being paid the big bucks.
I took a deep breath and walked into Tom's office and cut right to it. "The problem with XYZ is that Chambers tried to get them to give him a kick back. XYZ says they don't do business that way and they don't do business with companies that allow that sort of behavior. On a hunch I called four other customers in the Southwest Region and told them we were doing an in-house audit after one of our suppliers complained and two of them told me that Chambers had tried to get kick backs from them also."
"How do you propose fixing the problem?"
"By dumping it back on your desk. Chambers is not in my chain of command and my feeling is that XYZ is gone unless you get on the phone and tell them personally that you have corrected the problem."
"Why can't you handle it?"
"Because I don't have the authority to fire Chambers and I'm not high enough in the food chain here for a call from me to anybody at XYZ to mean anything to them."
"So what do you suggest I do?"
"You call the head man at XYZ, tell him about the e-mail and that you had the matter looked into. Tell him what was found; what you did to correct the problem and give him your personal assurance that nothing like that will ever happen again. Next, you hold an all hands meeting here, describe what happened and then let everyone know that such behavior will not be tolerated."
"You do it."
"Do what?"
"Everything you just said.
"Weren't you listening to what I just said? I am too low on the totem pole to do any of it."
"Not any more. As of right now you are the executive vice-president in charge of something or other. I'll come up with a proper title later, but you do what needs to be done."
I stood there staring at him like he was someone who had just escaped from a looney bin. He saw the expression on my face and said:
"Listen Alan, I'm a salesman, a people person, and I built this business by smiling a lot, shaking hands and being an all around nice guy. Oh I know I rant and rave a lot and can sometimes be a bear to be around, but it just isn't in me to fire somebody and I would be no good in crawling to someone, hat in hand, and begging them to stay with us. So you do it. When you are done come on back and we will talk salary, perks and stuff like that."
"You are serious about this?"
"Yes Alan, you handle it."
As I left Tom's office I pondered on how a bad day could become a good day in such a short time. But then I reined myself in. If I didn't save XYZ for the company my vice-presidency could be gone just as quick as it had arrived. The other problem, firing Chambers, would be no problem at all. I didn't like the son of a bitch and getting rid of him wouldn't bother me at all. I'd just have to be careful not to show too much joy when I did it.
x-x-x-x-x-x
First order of business was to try to save the XYZ account. I called XYZ and asked to speak to Jim Hanson, the president, and I was put through to his secretary. I identified myself and surprisingly I was put right through to him. I told him who I was and that I had a matter of some sensitivity that I needed to discuss with him, but that I didn't want to do it over the phone and I asked him if I could schedule a meeting with him. I was hoping for sometime during the coming week, but was surprised again when he told me that the only time he could fit me in was at lunch time that day and asked me if I could meet him at the Marriott at noon.
At eleven fifty-five I was at the Marriott and I told the maitre de that I was there to meet Mr. Hanson and he informed me that Hanson was already there and had left word that he was expecting me. He led me to the table and Hanson stood up and we shook hands. As we sat down he said:
"They do a pretty good prime rib here. Now, what is this sensitive issue that couldn't be handled on the phone?"
"I suppose it could have been handled over the phone, but I felt a face to face was needed if my company is going to continue to do business with XYZ."
I explained the situation to him and informed him that Chambers would be terminated as soon as he returned from vacation.
"And from me you want?
"We want to keep your business."
"That's it? You just want to keep my business?"
"That's it."
"Could have been done with a phone call."
"Well, all I can say is that I couldn't be sure of that and your business is too important to us to be treated lightly."
The major topic out of the way we ate our lunch and made small talk until he said:
"What's got your attention on the other side of the room?"
"I didn't know I was being obvious. I was looking at that couple in the booth under the window."
He turned and looked and then said, "That's Sam Wycliff. He's an attorney with Biddle, Biddle and Walsh and the woman is his current girlfriend."
"His current girlfriend?"
"Yeah. She's been with him about three months now. That pretty much means that she is a short-timer."
"Short-timer?"
"Sam rarely stays with the same woman more than four months. Actually, I'm surprised he has stayed with this one as long as he has. She's married and he usually doesn't keep the married ones around this long."
"Are you sure she is his girlfriend? I know her and her husband and I thought they had a strong marriage."
"According to Sam the husband doesn't get the job done where it counts - in the bedroom."
"No possible mistake? Could he just be blowing smoke? You know, bragging to make himself look like a stud? No chance that this is just a business lunch?"
"Could be a business lunch, but as to the other? No, no mistake. She is what he says she is. I saw them at a party two weeks ago and she was all over him. You going to tell the husband?"
"No, I don't think so. He's a hell of a nice guy and I don't want to be the messenger bringing him the bad news. Besides, he is a bit of a racist and if he were to find out that his lily-white wife was doing a black man it could get real ugly. If, as you say, she is a short-timer maybe it will be over with and he'll never find out. Maybe it is just a fling on her part and once it is over she will go back to being who I always thought she was."
"You are a curious fellow."
"Why do you say that?"
"Tom picked you to handle the Chambers problem and that means that he thinks you are a hard ass. And yet you are willing to let this thing with your friend and his wife slide."
"What can I say? You have to keep the job and your personal life separate. Why do you say that Tom thinks I'm a hard ass?"
"It takes some big stones to make a cold call on someone like me to try and clean up a mess like the one you have with Chambers. Most wouldn't want to face me; they would try to do it with a phone call and they probably would have stalled a couple of days trying to work up to it. You got the problem this morning and here you are. Tom picked you to see how you would handle it."
"You sound like you knew I was coming."
"Not really. Tom hoped you would handle it face to face."
"I don't understand."
"I've known Tom for almost twenty-five years and he and I cleared this up last week. This was just a test Alan; he wanted to know if you were ballsy enough for the job he wants to give you. I guess I'd have to say you passed."
x-x-x-x-x-x
As I drove back to the office I thought about what had just happened. Seeing my wife having lunch with another man and a black man at that in and of itself would have meant nothing. As part of her job she had lunch with clients all the time. I wondered if she had seen me sitting there with Hanson. If she had I wondered what she thought I was thinking seeing her there with another man. I thought about what Hanson had said about her being Wycliff's girlfriend.
Was it true? Or was Wycliff one of those guys who bragged about things that never really happened to make himself look like a super stud to other guys? I'd known a dozen like him in high school and then in college; guys who bragged about fucking every girl they took out on a date even though they didn't.
But then it would help explain the problems Laurie and I had been having lately. What had Hanson said? That she had been Wycliff's girlfriend for about three months? It was about three months ago when Laurie started putting in all of those late nights. Hanson also said he had been at a party two weeks ago where as he put it, "She was all over him." Two weeks ago was when I was out of town on business. Another man's girl friend? Was she or wasn't she, that was the question. And the hard part to accept - if it was true - was that the man was black. What I'd told Hansen was true. I was a bit of a racist. Not a rabid, full blown one, but I did have strong feelings about the mixing of the races.
I got back to the office and with out telling Tom that I knew he was testing me I told him that the XYZ matter had been taken care of and that they were still with us. He then told me that Matt Kincaid, the vice-president of Sales and Marketing, would be retiring at the end of the month and that I would be Matt's replacement. Until then I would be carried on the books as vice-president of Special Projects with my first special project being Chambers and having the "all hands" meeting I had suggested. We discussed salary and perks and I went back to my office feeling pretty good.
That feeling lasted for all of five minutes. My butt no sooner hit the chair when the situation with Laurie jumped back into my mind and it wouldn't go away. The seed had been planted and the only thing for it was to fine out for sure if it was true or not. I got out the Yellow Pages, found what I was looking for and picked up the phone.
x-x-x-x-x-x
That night I did my best to act normal around Laurie which wasn't all that hard since she was still pissed at me over our argument that morning. She made no mention of seeing me at the Marriott so I figured that she hadn't seen me. When she told me that the project that she was working on was behind schedule and she would probably be working late the rest of the week I shrugged and said nothing. I finished eating, rinsed off my plate, put it in the dishwasher and then went down into my basement workshop to putter around with some woodworking projects until bedtime.
When I went upstairs to go to bed Laurie was already there and when she pushed the covers down I saw that she was naked. Since she always slept in a nightgown I knew what she wanted. As she reached for my cock she said:
"I don't like fighting with you Alan."
All I could think of is what Hanson had said. "According to Sam the husband doesn't get the job done where it counts - in the bedroom." I turned away from Laurie and for the first time in our nine year marriage I said:
"Not tonight Laurie, I don't feel like it."
It was dark in the room so I didn't see her face and I wondered if it showed shock or if there might have been the first trace of worry that I might suspect something.
The rest of the week drug by. I was up in the morning and gone before Laurie got out of bed and when she got home from "working late" I was already in bed and pretending to be asleep.
Friday afternoon found me sitting across the desk from a man who had just said, "I'm sorry" as he slid his report and the envelope full of photos across the desk to me. "I'm sorry too" I said as I wrote out the check for the balance of his fee.
I took the report and the photos and headed for home. Laurie had already told me that she would be working late so I'd be alone and could go over the report and look at the pictures. It spelled out in detail what the detective had already summarized. Her evenings working late had been spent at Wycliff's condo. I didn't have any pictures of them "doing the deed" but I did have time stamped photos of her entering and leaving. I didn't really need explicit photos to know what they were doing and truth be told I'd rather not see explicit photos.
I stuffed the report and the photos back in the envelope and put it in my briefcase. I made myself a stiff drink and then sat there in the den and thought about what I needed to do next. Confrontation followed by forgiveness was not an option. I loved Laurie, but she had betrayed my trust. It was as simple as that. It didn't matter what her reasons were for doing what she did, it was still a knife in my back. And the worst of it was that she did it with the full knowledge of how I felt when it came to the mixing of races. The trust was gone and there was no getting it back.
I wondered what made her do what she was doing and then I thought of all the chances I'd had to stop being a faithful husband. Chances I hadn't taken because I'd meant what I'd said when I spoke the words "Forsaking all others." I wondered if some of those chances were still available.
But first things first. I needed to get through the weekend and then see an attorney on Monday. I knew that we lived in a no fault state and that unless I could prove fraud or some other criminal activity everything would end up being a fifty/fifty split. The house would have to be sold and the proceeds split and that would hurt. I'd put a lot of myself into that house and had quite a bit of 'sweat equity' in her. On the plus side, Laurie loved the house and she would be forced to give it up.
I checked the clock and saw that it was almost time for Laurie to be getting home so I headed up to bed so I could pretend to be asleep when she got there.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I had a standing golf date for Saturdays and I was up and out of the house early. It was two in the afternoon when I got home and Laurie wasn't there. She'd left a note in the kitchen saying that she had gone to get her hair done for a party we were going to that night. After reading the note I wondered if Wycliff did hair. I wonder if she left early enough to swing by his condo for a visit before she got her hair done. Maybe the hair appointment was early enough that she could get her hair done and then swing by Wycliff's so he could see her new 'do' before coming home.
I was in the garage changing the oil in my car when she got home. She stuck her head out of the connecting door to the garage and reminded me of the party and told me that I should really start getting ready. I wanted to scream "Fuck off" at her but of course I didn't. It was going to have to be life as usual until after I'd talked to an attorney.
Laurie looked absolutely stunning and it brought to mind the reason I had pursued her in the first place. I wonder what she thought when I didn't comment on how good she looked like I usually did. In the car on the way to the party Laurie said:
"Is something wrong Alan? You seem so out of it lately."
"Nothing wrong Laurie, just some problems at work that are grinding me down."
"Well just put work out of your mind tonight sweetie and relax and have a good time. When we get home tonight I'll try and make it all better."
There was silence for several minutes and then she said, "It isn't me and the hours I'm working again is it?"
"Let it go Laurie."
"That's it isn't it?"
"Just let it go Laurie, just let it be."
The rest of the drive was in silence. Once at the party I wandered off in search of the guys who would be talking sports and left Laurie to her own devices. Hopefully I wouldn't see her again until it was time to go home.
Luck was with me and when it was time to go home Laurie was drunk on her ass. I was looking at her and debating on how to get her out to the car. I decided that the "fireman's carry" would be the most embarrassing when word got back to Laurie as it surely would and I was just getting ready to do it when one of those "chances" I'd passed up on came up to me and said:
"Doesn't look like she's going to do you much good tonight. Why don't you load her into your backseat and follow me home. You can come in for a night-cap while she sleeps it off in the car."
"One of these days Steph I just might surprise you and take you up on your offer."
"Oh goody. You have my number."
Indeed I do I thought as I picked up Laurie and headed for our car. When I got her home I undressed her and got her in bed and when I lay down next to her I was already planning on how to avoid her the next day.
It was easier than I thought it would be. Laurie usually wasn't a morning person on the weekends anyway and with her hangover she was even less of a one. She stayed quiet and out of the way most of the day and around dinner time she came out into the garage where I was working and told me she wasn't hungry and asked if I would mind if she just called for a pizza for me. I told her not to bother; that I had to go to Home Depot anyway and I'd get a bite to eat while I was out. I managed to stay gone four hours and when I got home Laurie was in bed.
x-x-x-x-x-x
My appointment with the divorce attorney was less than rewarding. As a no fault state, baring any criminal wrong doing it would be a fifty/fifty split of all assets and I would be liable for attorney's fees and court costs. If Laurie chose to fight and got an attorney the odds were that I would end up paying his fees also.
"Why would she fight it? Our marriage obviously means nothing to here or she wouldn't have done what she's been doing."
"Yes, but you don't know why she is doing what she is doing. Is it to get back at you for something real or imagined and if it is she would likely want to cause you even more grief by fighting the divorce? It could drag on for quite a while and legal fees would build up. Even if she chose not to fight she still could hire an attorney just to make sure that her interests were protected."
"So basically you are saying that I'm hosed."
"Well, there is another way that would be less expensive for you."
"What would that be?"
"Do nothing."
"Do nothing?"
"Yes, do nothing at all as far as divorcing her. Let her do the divorcing. If she sues she has to be the one to pay attorney fees and court costs. You don't fight it and you don't have any attorney's fees to pay. Except for this initial consultation of course."



"So how would I go about getting her to divorce me?"
"Simple. Do to her what she is doing to you. Stop having sex with her, get yourself a girlfriend or two and when the wife finds out let her be the one to get the divorce. The big thing is to stop having sex with her. If she throws your indiscretion at you, you can throw hers back at her, but if you exercise your conjugal rights with her AFTER finding out about her affair you will, in effect, have condoned what she did."
So that is just what I decided to do.
x-x-x-x-x-x
That afternoon I called Steph and asked her to meet me for a drink and she said yes. I met her in the bar at the Hilton and she looked at me as she took the first sip of her martini and said:
"Are you teasing me tonight or is something nice going to happen?"
"That depends."
"Depends on what?"
"On whether or not you have been teasing me."
"Why are we wasting time on a drink?"
"I gambled and got a room."
She put her glass down, stood up and said, "What are we waiting for?"
We were no sooner in the elevator when Steph turned into me, put her arms around my neck and kissed me. Her tongue darted between my lips and I sent mine searching into her mouth. Her arms left my neck and I felt her hand on my zipper and the next thing I knew she had my cock out and was stroking it while her tongue fought with mine.
I felt the elevator start to slow as it approached our floor and I tried to pull back from Steph so I could put my cock away, but she held on. When the bell made its little 'ding' to announced that it had arrived and the door started sliding open Steph giggled and let go of me and stepped back so the young couple waiting to get on could see me hurriedly trying to tuck myself back into my pants. The young couple grinned at me as Steph and I got off the elevator and as we walked down the hallway I muttered:
"You are an evil bitch."
Steph laughed and said, "Yes I am and you are going to love it."
Once in the room I moved to take her in my arms, but she pushed me away and said:
"We aren't here for romance honey. We both know what I've been after since I started flirting with you so let's just get to it shall we?"
She started unbuttoning her blouse as she moved toward the bed and I grinned as I thought, "She's right; we both know why we are here" and I got busy getting my clothes off. She got her skirt and blouse off and I saw that except for thigh-highs she had nothing on underneath her clothes. She saw the look on my face and said:
"I may not be a Boy Scout honey, but I do believe in always being prepared. Hurry up and get those boxers off."
By then I was on the bed and she reached out and grabbed my hard on, lowered her head and started licking it. She looked up at me and asked:
"You like this?"
I smiled down at her and said, "I did until you stopped to talk."
She grinned at me and then licked my cock up and down the shaft and then sucked me into her mouth. I felt her tongue move around on my cock as her head moved back and forth. She cupped my balls in one hand and used the other to stroke the part of me that wasn't in her mouth and I felt shivers run through my body. She took more of my cock in her mouth and after two minutes I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold off much longer. Steph picked up the pace with the back and forth motion of her head and my hands moved to hold her head as I groaned. She clamped her lips tight around me and her hands grabbed my hips and she pulled me deep into her mouth just as I exploded. She gulped and swallowed and didn't lose a drop.
I pulled my softening cock out of Steph's mouth and pushed her down onto her back and then I bent and licked her nipples. I paid equal attention to the right and the left and then I began kissing my way down her body. I kissed and licked her belly, teased her 'innie' with my tongue and my fingers went down and parted the lips of her pussy. She moaned when my mouth found her clit and went to work on it. I worked on her pussy with fingers and mouth until I felt her body tremble with what I hoped was an orgasm. I pushed her legs back, knees against her tits, and then greedily ate her pussy while her body thrashed and she moaned.
Her juices dripped from her cunt and I hungrily lapped them up. When her tremors eased I pulled back and gently turned her over and pulled her up onto her knees. By then I was hard again and I moved up behind her and my cock probed for her opening. I rubbed my cock up and down against the folds of her pussy and then I pushed it home. My hands gripped her hips and she pushed back hard as I drove my full length into her. I started fucking her with slow hard strokes and she moaned:
"Harder, fuck me harder."
I picked up the pace and I was slamming my cock into her and she was crying:
"Make me cum damn it, make me cum again."
"You like this?" I panted, "You like a hard cock pounding into you?"
"Oh yes, oh sweet Jesus yes. Fuck me! Fuck me hard, make me cum."
I rammed my cock into her as hard as I could for seven or eight minutes and then with her cries of, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes" ringing in my ears I groaned and filled her with my load. We remained locked together in silence for maybe thirty seconds and then we pulled apart and she fell forward on the bed. She rolled over and looked up at me and asked:
"Again?"
"Not until I can get it up again."
"I can help you with that lover" and she changed position and took my soft, juices covered cock into her mouth.
Two hours later as we dressed to leave Steph said, "I hope that this isn't what the Brits would call a one-off."
"That's strictly up to you. I'm willing if you are."
"You have my number."
"Indeed I do sweetie, indeed I do."
x-x-x-x-x
"Where have you been" Laurie asked when I got home.
"Had to work late."
"Why didn't you call?"
"Didn't expect you to be here. Didn't you have to work late tonight?"
"No I didn't. I came home to see if we couldn't have a nice evening together."
"Sorry, but you are always working late so I didn't even think you would be home."
"Please Alan; can we not talk about my job and my late hours?"
"Laurie, you have my promise that I will never mention it again."
I got up and headed for the stairs and she asked me where I was going. "I've had a long, hard day Laurie. I'm going to take a shower and hit the sack."
When I came out of the shower Laurie was already on the bed. She was naked and waiting for me. I ignored her as I got into bed and rolled over onto my side.
"Alan?"
"Yes dear?"
"We haven't made love in days."
"Sorry honey, I'm just not up to it tonight. Maybe tomorrow night."
"I'll have to work late tomorrow."
"Too bad. Maybe the day after tomorrow" and then I faked falling asleep.
That set the pattern for the rest of the week, Laurie "worked late" and I pretended to be asleep when she got home. When she told me she would be home early I worked late. And I did. Work I mean. Staying up with Steph's insatiable sexual appetite was hard work. Enjoyable, but still hard work. One night I made the comment that I should dump Laurie and take up with Steph and she laughed and said:
"No way lover. I'm too much of a slut to tie myself down permanently to one man. If we got together I'd be running around on you before the year was out."
You had to give the girl credit - at least she was honest and up front about it.
x-x-x-x-x-x
That weekend when I came home from my standing golf date I pretended to be drunk and to reinforce the act I parked my car half on the lawn. Laurie raised hell over me driving while drunk and I told her to "Fuck off" and leave me alone and that took care of the rest of the weekend since she was so pissed off at me for swearing at her that she wouldn't talk to me.
The following week I went out of town on a four day business trip and on my second night I met a recently divorced woman in the hotel lounge and spent two nights in her bed. She made me promise to call her the next time I was in town and I told her I would.
Laurie was waiting for me when I got home Friday afternoon. She threw her arms around me, kissed me, and told me how much she had missed me. She had a nice dinner prepared and a bottle of wine opened and 'breathing' on the table. In a time BSW (before Sam Wycliff) it would have been the start of a romantic evening and I'm sure that is what Laurie was planning, but I was having no part of it. I made it through dinner by ignoring most of her small talk and keeping my answers to her questions short and when I finished eating I told Laurie I had some contracts that I had to review and I excused myself and headed for the den.
I faked a cold over the weekend and then Monday night I worked late (with Steph). Tuesday I was in bed pretending to be asleep when Laurie came home late. Wednesday we were both home early and after dinner I went down to my basement workshop and stayed there until I knew Laurie had gone to bed. I thought she would be asleep when I went into the bedroom, but she was up and waiting for me.
"I need this lover" she said and she reached for my cock. I pushed her hand aside and said:
"Not tonight, I don't feel like it."
"It seems that you never feel like it any more."
"I was in the mood last night, but you weren't here."
She had no answer for that and I rolled over to go to sleep. Thursday Laurie was home early, but I stayed late at Steph's place and Laurie was in bed when I got home. Friday Laurie was home early, but I had planned on seeing Steph that night. Steph called me at the office and begged off so I hit a lounge just down the street from work to have a couple of drinks and ran into three girls from accounting who had stopped for drinks. I joined them and we partied till midnight and then I headed home with two phone numbers and a date for Saturday night.
I was out of bed and gone to play golf before Laurie got up and when I got home around two Laurie wanted to know where I was the previous night and I told her that I had stopped for drinks with the guys after work and lost track of time.
"Well you could have called me."
"How was I supposed to know you were home? You usually aren't so why should I waste my time."
That set the tone for the day and when I grabbed my coat at four and started to leave she wanted to know where I was going and I told her I had been invited to a poker game.
"I'll probably be late so don't wait up."
She swore at me and slammed the door behind me and I smiled all the way over to Julie's place.
Dinner, drinks and dancing until eleven-thirty and when I took Julie home she invited me in for a drink. She had a nice apartment, very tastefully decorated, and as I was admiring some of the art work on the wall Julie asked me if I wanted my drink before or after. I said, "Before or after what?" and turned to look at her. She had removed her clothes and was standing there in nylons, garter belt and high heels.
"Before or after I fuck your brains out."
"Are you sure about this?"
"Absolutely."
"Why me?"
"Because I like being with married men. There is no expectation of anything other than sex - lots of fucking and sucking - so how about it sweetie, before or after?"
I took in the sexy body, looking all the more erotic because of the heels, hose and garter belt and said, "After" as I started taking off my shirt. Julie said:
"Follow me sweetie" and she turned and led me toward her bedroom. She got on the bed, spread her legs wide and said:
"Come and get it sweetie. Use me. Fuck my mouth. Shove your cock deep in my pussy. Plunder my ass. Use me like the slut I am."
And Jesus God did I ever. She was a fantastic piece of ass and it was all I could do to tear myself away from her and go home. It wasn't until I was halfway home that it dawned on me that I didn't have to tear myself away from Julie. I could have spent the night with her and the next day if she would have let me. That was the whole point behind what I was doing, right? To get Laurie to go for a divorce! Why was I hiding what I was doing? Wasn't the object to get caught - to be found out?
But even as I asked the question I knew the answer. I had to let things fester in Laurie's mind. No, that wasn't true; I wanted - I NEEDED things to fester in her mind. I wanted the bitch to suffer! I wanted her to keep trying to get me to have sex with her so I could keep pushing her away and the longer I could do it the more satisfying it would be.
It was four in the morning when I got home and I hit the bed exhausted.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Nothing was said the next morning and all day Laurie tried to "make nice". That night she tried again to get me to make love to her and I told her I wasn't in the mood.
"I can get you in the mood baby" and she started to lower her head towards my cock. I put both hands on her shoulders and pushed her away.
"God damn it Laurie I said no. Whenever you say no because of a headache or whatever I always take that no to mean just that - no! Please do me the same courtesy."
She got out of bed and stomped out of the room and spent the night on the couch. I fell asleep with a smile on my face. That set the pattern for the next two weeks. I worked late with either Steph or Julie three or four nights a week and started arguments every time I was home with Laurie.
Then I was out of town on a four day trip and I hooked up with a cocktail waitress who kept me busy three of those nights. She thought I was crazy when I asked her to smudge some lipstick on my shirt collar and spray a little of her perfume on the shoulder of my suit coat. I was getting tired of playing games so I thought I'd give Laurie a nudge.
I flew home Friday and beat Laurie home. I tossed the stained shirt in the dirty clothes and put the suit in with the dry cleaning. We had the dry cleaning done at a place just down the street from where Laurie worked so she always took it in and dropped it off on her way to work. Then, while waiting for Laurie to get home I moved all of my stuff out of our bedroom and into the spare bedroom. I left the last load piled on the bed and waited until Laurie came home and then came upstairs to see what I was doing and then I picked it up and carried it to the spare bedroom.
"What are you doing" she wanted to know.
"Things haven't been going well between us Laurie and I don't know why. I'm giving myself a little space. You know, sit back and analyze and see if I can pin-point the problem."
"The problem is you Alan. You are avoiding me - pushing me away."
"Yeah Laurie, you might be right. That's one of the things I need to figure out. Why am I doing that? I'm not saying that I am, but it is something for me to look at."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
And then suddenly Laurie wasn't working late anymore. I remembered what Hanson said about Laurie probably being a short-timer and I figured that Wycliff had cut her loose. Not that she told me that of course. No, what she told me was that her marriage meant more to her than her job and she was going to spend more time at home with me.
Another two weeks went by with me 'working late' four nights a week with Steph or Julie and going to Saturday night poker games at Julie's place.
I left Monday on a three day trip and when I got home Laurie was waiting for me when I came into the house.
"You bastard!" she snarled. "What do you have to say about this" and she thrust an envelope at me. I opened it and found a private detective's report and photos of me and Julie. The report told how he had followed me from work to a bar where I met Julie and it told of how we kissed and danced close before going to her apartment where I stayed for five hours.
"Well? What do you have to say for yourself?"
I took one of the pictures and looked at it closely and then said, "He didn't get my best side."
I put everything back in the envelope and handed it back to her. "Here" I said, "You can put them in the family album."
I went upstairs and unpacked and then came down and headed for the front door.
"Where the hell are you going? We need to talk."
"Got nothing to say to you. I've been gone for three days and I haven't seen Julie since last Saturday" and I walked out the door. I spent the entire weekend at Julie's and when I went home Sunday night Laurie was gone and there was a note on the kitchen table telling me she had gone to stay with her mother. I couldn't believe my luck. I got out the Yellow Pages, found a twenty-four hour locksmith and by eight in the morning all the locks on the house had been changed.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It was the following Wednesday when the man walked into my office and asked me if I was Alan Thompkins. I said that I was and he handed me an envelope and told me that I had been served. I don't think he was expecting the smile he got as I took the papers from him.
I didn't fight the divorce and things pretty much went as the lawyer I'd seen said they would. Even though I didn't fight the divorce there were some hassles along the way and I did end up having to hire an attorney to get a restraining order to keep her away from the house unless her visit was supervised by someone from the court. Her attorney claimed I had no right to lock her out and I countered that by serving me papers and then going to live with her mother she gave up her free access and that I was justified in changing the locks to protect the marital assets until the courts could decide. The courts went with me on that one.
All the talking was done through Laurie's attorney. I never spoke to her again after leaving the house to go to Julie's so I never told her that I knew what she had done.
The only really nasty bit came when Laurie's parents asked me to meet them for lunch. I had always been close to them so I agreed to meet them. They of course wanted to know what had happened and why I had done what I had done to Laurie. I gave them a copy of everything I had gotten from my private detective and then told them:
"I was just getting even."
That night I got a call from Laurie calling me every name she could think of.
"How could you show that to my parents?"
"It was either that or have them think I was an asshole for treating you bad. Now they know you are a cheating slut and they don't think so badly of me any more."
"Why didn't you tell me when you found out? I would have quit. It was just a fling Alan. It happened at a time I was feeling down on myself and Sam just happened to come along at the time and I was curious about the black-white thing. I loved you Alan and I loved being your wife. We could have worked it out. All you had to do was tell me."
"Listen to yourself Laurie. You can't possibly be that stupid. No way could you have lived with me as long as you did and not know how I would respond to catching you cheating and cheating with a black man. You know full well how I feel about that. The day I found out about Wycliff our marriage was dead."
"Then why didn't you divorce me instead of playing games for three months?"
"Because if I sued for divorce I would have had to pay for it. By playing those games I got you to be the one to go for the divorce and you had to pay for it. Only fitting since you were the one who killed the marriage in the first place."
"You are such an asshole Alan."
"And you my dear are a lying, cheating whore" and I hung up on her.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
There was one more act to play out. As expected the court ordered a fifty/fifty split of the assets and one day I got a call from Laurie's attorney. He had the house appraised and it came in at $348,000. We still owed $169,000 on it which meant that there was $179,000 in equity. Laurie proposed paying me $89,500, assuming the mortgage and keeping the house. I declined and insisted that the house be put on the open market because I believed that the house was worth a lot more than $348,000. It was listed at $365,000 and two days after the house was put on the market an offer of $360,000 was made. When all was said and done the house was owned by Phoenix Investments, LLC. Phoenix (as in rising from that ashes) Investments had one stockholder - me! I would love to be a fly on the wall to see Laurie's face when she finds that out.



It has been six months since the divorce was final and Laurie is still telling people that she loves me, but that I never gave her a chance to explain. When people tell me that I say:
"Explain what? She cheated, she got caught and the trust was gone. Once the trust is gone it is over."
And yes, I'm still seeing Steph and Julie.
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She stared up at the ceiling and wondered just how in the hell she had managed to get herself in such a mess. And how in the hell was she going to get out of it. She was sure that George would take one look at her and know instantly what she had done. Oh Jesus what a mess. She didn't mean for it to happen. She felt the bed shift and he moved over her and without thinking she spread her legs wide. She felt his hard cock slide into her for the third or fourth time that night - she wasn't sure, it might even be the fifth - and she didn't fight it. But then other than the first time she hadn't fought and in truth even that first time she hadn't fought all that hard. Of course it hadn't hurt that he had given her one or two orgasms every time.
She tried not to think of George, Sarah and Julie as she pushed her hips up at him. She felt the tingle of an approaching orgasm and her hands gripped his ass and she pulled him deep into her and all thoughts of her family faded and she cried out:
"Fuck me, make me cum, fuck me hard and make me cum."
He fucked her hard for several more minutes, giving her two orgasms, and then she felt him spurt inside her. He rolled off of her and she drifted off to sleep.
She felt all warm and fuzzy as George licked and kissed her breasts and fingered her pussy. She stretched and opened her eyes and her heart almost stopped when she saw that it wasn't George.
"Oh good, you are awake" he said as a second finger entered her and began to rub her clit. Memories of the night before flooded in on her and while she knew she should push him away and get up and away from him the damage had already been done so what was one more time. His rubbing her clit made her moan and he said, "You are one hot woman" and he moved over her and took her again. And again and still yet again.
She was on her knees moaning into a pillow and he was pushing into her from behind when the phone rang. She tried to ignore it, but she knew she had to answer it. He slowed his strokes as she reached for the phone and picked it up.
"Hello?"
"Good morning sleepyhead." How are you feeling this morning?"
"Oh God George, you know I can't handle too much to drink. I've been awake for a couple of hours and I can't seem to get out of bed."
She heard a soft chuckle from behind when she said that and he pushed hard into her and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning.
"What time do you think you will be home?"
"I need to force myself out of this bed, get some coffee in me and take a long hot shower. Say three hours maybe."
"I'll take the girls to the movies at the mall so you will have some quiet to help you recover."
"Thank you baby; you are so good to me."
She heard him suppress a laugh as he rammed his cock hard into her as deep as he could go and she felt another orgasm on the way.
"I have to go baby. I have to dash to the toilet."
"Okay sweetie; I love you."
"I love you too George."
She hung up and hissed, "You bastard! Were you deliberately trying to get me caught and into more trouble than I'm already in?"
"Hush lover; you know you are loving it."
He was right - she was - but she still didn't need to get caught. He started fucking her harder and she screamed as he gave her another orgasm. He pulled his softening cock out of her and said:
"Clean it."
She slid down and took him in her mouth and sucked on him and licked him until all traces of their mixed juices were gone and then she got off the bed and headed for the shower.
As she dressed he asked her when they could get together again.
"Never! Last night was a huge mistake, a terrible mistake that I should never have let happen. Now I need to get home and find someway to forgive myself for what I've done to my husband and family."
"What you did to your family? Honey, what you did you did for you. You loved every second of it and you know you did. Who was it who was pushing her ass back at me while talking to hubby dear on the phone? You might have had too much to drink last night, but you were damned sure sober enough to know what you were doing this morning - all three times. You are one hot bitch Shawna and I'm willing to wait. We will get together again and I know it."
"You are wrong about that, dead wrong" she said as she walked out of the hotel room.
+++++++++++
As she drove home she thought about the night and wondered how she could have done what she had done. How could she have betrayed George? Her life had been perfect and in an evening - in eleven hours - she had risked throwing away a perfect marriage that had lasted for almost fifteen years. She had it all. The perfect husband that she was still madly in love with. Two beautiful and perfect daughters, a lovely home and it would all be gone if George ever found out.
Could she hide it from him? She had never lied to George before; she wouldn't know how. Would he take one look at her and know? It was just so damned unfair. It wasn't her fault, but even as she thought that she knew she was lying to herself. It was her fault. She knew she couldn't handle alcohol very well and yet she allowed herself to be given drink after drink at a party she shouldn't have gone to in the first place. The cocktail party was being held at the Marriott and it was work related, but she didn't have to be there. The only reason she went at all was because George was supposed to meet her there.
An hour into the party George had called her on her cell and had told her that he had some problems come up at work and he was running a little late and then he had told her to go ahead and enjoy herself since he was going to be the designated driver. She'd already had more than it was safe for her to have and still be able to drive when George had called again and said he wouldn't be able to get there before the end of the party so she should just go ahead and get a room for the night. She had done that and then had gone back to the party. Since she knew that she wouldn't be driving she kept on taking the drinks that were handed her.
She should have refused them. She knew she had a low tolerance for alcohol, but the safety of a room three floors up had deluded her. When the party had ended she had stumbled three times while leaving the room and Glen had offered her his arm and had walked her to her room. She had dropped her keys twice before Glen took them from her and unlocked the door to the room.
She remembered turning to say thank you and he had taken her in his arms and kissed her. She tried to push him away, but he kept on kissing her and kissing her and kissing her. She wasn't even aware that he had her blouse unbuttoned and her brassiere unhooked until he rolled one of her nipples between his fingers. She had instinctively arched her back and pushed her breast into his hand before she remembered that it wasn't George that she was with. She tried to break away, but Glen had picked her up and carried her over to the bed. He set her down on it and then had pushed her down on her back and then had gone after her right breast with his mouth while his hands played with the other. It was almost if he already knew how sensitive her breasts were and that working on them would turn her on.
She cried for him to stop what he was doing and let her up but he ignored her and kept working on her breasts. Her cries turned to moans and whimpers as he worked on her. When his hand slid into her panties she again tried to push him away, but he was so big and she was so small. When his fingers found her clit and began working on it her resistance, as ineffective and feeble as it was, began to fade. When she heard his zipper she moaned:
"You can't. It isn't right. I'm married and you can't do this."
He ignored her. When he pulled the crotch of her panties to the side and she felt the head of his cock pushing at her she had cried out:
"No! You can't! I'm married and I don't want this. Let me up damn it, let me up!"
He laughed and then he was in her. She lay there and silently sobbed as Glen fucked her. At least she did until the first orgasm hit her. After that he did what he wanted and she let him. She let him, she helped him and by the third time she was his slut and urging him on. She had sucked his cock, swallowed his cum and when he said he wanted to try her ass she hadn't said a word just got on her knees and elbows and waited.
How could she love George as much as she did and still behave like that? Glen was right; she had been pushing her ass back at him while she was on the phone with George and she had hurriedly hung up the phone because she was on the edge of another orgasm. And that gave her the most guilt of all. The orgasms! Glen had given her more in one night than George had given her in the last six months. She had loved every second of it after her first orgasm and now she hated herself because she had enjoyed it so much. As she turned onto her street she was saying, "Please God, don't ever let George find out.
+++++++++++++
But George did find out!
True to what he had told her he had taken the girls out and she used her time alone to soak in the tube and contemplate the future. She would have to be extremely careful to not let anything slip out about what she had done. She would have to bury the guilt she felt at doing things with Glen that she had never done with George. Things like giving Glen her ass without protest when George had never been there. And George had wanted to go there but she would never let him. God, how could she have been such a slut? She had even sucked Glen's cock when he had pulled it out of her ass.
That was another thing she was going to have to address - working with Glen after spending that night with him. She didn't know if she could do it. She loved her job and George knew it so how would she be able to explain quitting? Sweet fucking Jesus; how did she let herself get in such a mess.
She was fixing dinner when George got home with the girls. He came into the kitchen and kissed her on the cheek and she flinched and hoped that he didn't notice. She was quiet during dinner and just listened to Sarah and Julie talk about their day at the mall with their dad. After dinner the girls wanted to watch the DVD of "Happy Feet" that they had bought at the mall. She sat quietly through the movie and a few times she noticed George looking at her with a facial expression that she couldn't read. Did he sense something? Could he possibly know?
She was the first one in bed and she pretended to be asleep when George got into bed with her. He would want to make love and she didn't want him to. She kept thinking of Glen and the way he had totally used her and she felt too unclean to let George touch her. She was up before George in the morning - she needed to do that because he sometimes liked to start the morning with a quickie - and she had breakfast ready when George and the girls got up.
She cleaned up the breakfast mess and then busied herself doing laundry and cleaning house. She avoided George as much as was possible. Every time she looked at him she remembered what she had let Glen do to her and the guilt was overwhelming so to keep the guilt from crushing her she avoided her husband. George wasn't stupid and he saw how she was behaving. It all came to a head when it was bedtime.
George was sitting on the bed when she came into the bedroom and he said:
"What happened Friday night Shawna?" Not "What's wrong Shawna; you seem like something is bothering you" or "What's going on honey; you don't seem like your usual self."
If it had been either of those two she might have been able to make up some small excuse, but "What happened Friday night" cut through her and the guilt forced her to pour it all out. She held nothing back. She told George everything in an effort to purge herself of the guilt she was carrying on her back. George sat there stunned as he listened to her and then there were several moments of deathly silence before George said:
"How could you? How could you do something like that to me? How could you let yourself throw away our marriage? How could you throw away everything?"
"It wasn't my fault George. He took advantage of my condition. You know how I get when I drink and you were the one who told me to go ahead and have a good time because you were going to be the designated driver."
"Were you still bombed the next morning Shawna?"
"You were supposed to be there George. If you had been there like you were supposed to be it never would have happened."
"So now it is my fault? I didn't pry your legs open and then hold them open so he could fuck you. After the first time why didn't you get up and leave the room? When he fell asleep why didn't you get up and leave? Why did you keep doing it in the morning?"
George got off the bed and grabbed his pillow and started to leave the room.
"Where are you going?"
"To the spare bedroom. Right now I just don't want to be around you."
"Please don't go George; stay here with me. I love you George, you know I do. It was a mistake George. I didn't mean to do it."
"Yes you did mean to do it Shawna. You might not have meant to do it initially, but you meant to do what you did the next morning."
He walked out of the room and she broke down and sobbed herself into an exhausted sleep.
++++++++++++
The next morning she got up and called into work sick, made a pot of coffee and then sat down at the kitchen table and waited for George to come down. After a half an hour when he still hadn't appeared she got up and went upstairs to the spare bedroom and knocked. When she got no response she opened the door and saw that George wasn't in the room. She looked and saw that his car was gone and she broke down crying again.
She spent a bad day waiting for George to come home. They needed to talk. George needed to understand that it was a one time mistake and that it would never happen again. She had to make sure that he knew that she loved him, loved being married to him and that she would do whatever she had to do to make it up to him. She hadn't meant for it to happen. God knows she hadn't meant for it to happen. Yes, she had stupidly let it continue, but the damage had already been done and she knew that George would never find out so what was the harm? She hadn't counted on the guilt that she would carry around. The crushing guilt that had caused her to confess. Shouldn't that confession count for something? She told George what had happened. She didn't have to. She could have lied and made up a believable story about why she had seemed so distracted, but she didn't lie - she told him just what had happened.
Sarah and Julie got home from school and she helped them with their homework until it was time to start dinner. Dinner was a quiet affair and she didn't get a chance to talk to George until after the girls had gone to bed. Only they didn't talk, George talked.
"I've spent all day thinking of nothing except what you told me last night and the more I thought about it the angrier I got and the more disgusted with you I became. Why in God's name did you have to tell me all of it? If you had just told me about the first time and then let me believe that it was the only time I might have been able to work through it, but you spent the entire night and a good part of the next morning doing whatever he wanted and I can not work through that.
"I've made a hard decision. I've decided not to toss you out on your cheating ass and I've decided that I'm not going to move out either. For the sake of the girls we will pretend that there is no problem. We will give them as stable a life as is possible. I will move into the spare bedroom and we will tell the girls that my loud snoring is keeping you awake at nights and that is why I am in the other bedroom. You of course do not have to accept this. You may, if you so choose, pack your bags and leave, but if that is what you choose to do we will have to tell Sarah and Julie why you are going. Your choice."
He stood up and began moving everything of his into the other bedroom leaving her to think about what he had said. Moving out was not an option. Moving out would take her away from George and she did not want that. Maybe, as he'd said, he couldn't work through what she had done, but that was now. She loved him and deep inside she knew that he knew she loved him and she knew -- just knew -- that as long as they stayed together she would eventually win him back. No, she wasn't leaving; she was staying put. She would get her perfect life back. It might take a little time, but she would get it back.
+++++++++++
Months went by. Months during which she and George were civil to each other and kept up appearances for Sarah and Julie. They were also months of George being totally unbending. Months during which her complete lack of sexual activity were weighing on her. She was horny as hell and the situation was not helped any by seeing Glen every day at the office. She had to see him. It was unavoidable. Given her current situation she could not afford to quit and go looking for another job. She needed to keep the one she had just in case things with George went from bad to worse.
Glen of course kept after her; kept asking her if she was ready to do it again, kept saying things like, "I'm free tonight, can you get loose?" Once he leaned over her as she sat at her desk and whispered:
"You want it Shawna, you know you do. Come on sweetie, let's get together tonight."
She had yelled, "Leave me alone!" at him so loud that half the people in the office turned to look at them. The worst part of it was that he was right. She did want to. The longer she went without George touching her the more she wanted to. Not necessarily Glen, but somebody! When she did think of it she of course thought of Glen and the way he had used her and made her like it. She fought it. She knew that if she gave in to the need and George found out it would surely put an end to any hope that she might have of saving her marriage.
She redoubled her efforts to get something going with her husband. Cards, candy and flowers on Valentines Day and Sweetest Day. Gifts on Father's Day and his birthday. She fixed his favorite meals and did everything she could think of to show him that she loved him, that she was his and that she wanted and needed him, but even after six months if she touched him he would jerk away from her like he had just touched a hot stove. And then one night when they were in the kitchen alone she asked him:
"Is there really no chance for us George?"
He had looked at her and then had looked away without saying a word, but she didn't need words to know that he had just answered her question.
"I'm sorry George; I am really and truly sorry, but at least you can't say that I didn't try."
To be continued...
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He leaned back against the headboard, propped up by pillows and tried to get into the book he was reading, but it just couldn't hold his attention. The question that Shawna had asked in the kitchen was still sitting on his mind. Was there a chance for them? Could he ever get by what she had done? He wanted to; he really did want to. He loved Shawna and he always had. He had loved her from the very first moment he had been introduced to her. She had been the light in his life for over sixteen years. For fifteen of those years she had been the perfect wife; all that any man could ask, wish and hope for.
He thought back to the day his sister had introduced him to Shawna. Shawna had offered her hand and as he had taken it he had felt a tingle, a little spark and he knew in that instant that she was the woman he was destined to spend his life with. He was stunned when Shawna had asked:
"Did you feel it too?"
He knew exactly what she was asking and he nodded his head yes.
"Am I missing something here" his sister had asked and he and Shawna had laughed.
From that moment on he and Shawna had been inseparable. They had dated for two months before they had slept together and like everything else about her it had been perfect. They each seemed to know instinctively how to touch, where to touch and what to do to bring the most pleasure to the other and that had not changed through fifteen years of marriage. Unlike some of their friends who had grown complacent as their marriages went on he and Shawna had kept things fresh and exciting and still had been making love three and four times a week. That is they had been until THAT night!
Her confession had crushed him. He had wanted to curl up and die. The enormity of it had stunned him. A quick drunken indiscretion he probably could have handled. He would have been angry and upset at her and probably even disgusted, but one time he could probably have worked through. He could see how, given her low tolerance for alcohol, that it could have happened. It would have taken some time but he did love her and he would have eventually been able to put it behind him. It would have been a long time, if ever, before he would have been able to trust her out of his sight at a party or similar type affair, but he would have gotten by it.
But how in God's name could he get by what she had confessed to? Why couldn't she have just told him about the first time and how sorry she was to have let it happen? But she hadn't just told him about the first time; she had told him everything! How many times and what she had done each time and how the hell was he supposed to get by that? What happened that night was bad enough, but three times the next morning? And while she was talking to him on the phone?
Now she wanted to know if there was a chance for them. He wished that there was. He missed her. He missed everything about her, but how could there be a chance for them when every time she touched him he saw an image of her on her knees taking another man's cock up her ass. An ass that she had never given him. How could there be a chance for them when every time he saw her with a phone in her hand he saw the image of her talking to him on the phone while the asshole she worked with fucked her from behind?
He loved her, God knows he did, but he just could not get by those images that played in his head. There was a way that he maybe, just maybe, could make it happen, but he could not bring himself to do it. It was his sister's suggestion. He and Marie were very close and he had no secrets from her. She noticed the dynamic between him and Shawna and she had asked him about it. He told her the story of what had happened and his inability to get by it and Marie told him that the answer was simple.
"Find yourself a willing woman and have a one night stand. Yours cancels out Shawna's."
"You make it sound easy, but that is just something that I can't do. I'm not that way. I'm married and to have sex with another woman would not be right."
"Well you have to do something George. You love her and everyone knows you have since the day you met, and what's more she loves you and you know it. Have you asked her why she did it?"
"I told you. She said that Glen took advantage of her when she'd had too much to drink."
"That's how it started George, but why did it continue? Why did she do it the next morning after the effects of the drinks had worn off?"
"Does it matter Marie? To me all that matters is that she did it. That's what I can't accept. A drunken one time indiscretion is one thing, but what Shawna did is more than I can ignore no matter why she did it."
"You have to do something George. You either have to forgive, move out or toss her out, but you can't keep going on the way you are."
"Toss her out? I thought she was your friend?"
"She is George and if you do toss her out I'll probably offer to let her stay with me until she can get set up some place, but you are family George - you come first. I don't know what George, but you have to do something."
Marie was right, he did need to do something, but for the life of him he couldn't think of what. He had thought about Marie's "one night stand" suggestion. He had even gone so far as to check out a few of the women at work and there were several who were sexually appealing. One night he had stopped after work with several of the people he worked with for drinks and a couple of the women had shown a little interest in him; nothing really overt, but he could tell they were checking him out. But every time he worked himself up to make a move on one of them he chickened out at the last minute. He just wasn't that way. He was a faithful husband even if it was to an unfaithful wife.
God, his head hurt. Every time he thought about it his head hurt. He put the book down and tried to go to sleep.
+++++++
"Good morning sexy lady."
She looked up from the spreadsheet on her desk and saw Glen standing there. "How about it" he asked, "Is today going to be the day?"
As she looked at him she thought of the way George had responded to her question the previous evening and she thought of the six months that she had hungered for George's touch, just the touch of his hand even, and the six months that he had given her nothing to hope for. She was a healthy woman with a healthy woman's wants and needs and it was now obvious to her that she was never going to get what she wanted and needed from George.
She looked at Glen standing there smiling down at her and expecting to be told to go away from her and leave her alone and she said, "Sure, why not."
She saw the disbelief on his face and he said, "You mean it? Today is the day?"
"I mean it."
"You want to meet someplace after work or can we leave here together and I'll bring you back for your car?"
"Neither. I have to go home first and fix dinner for my family. I'll meet you some place around eight."
"How about Bud's Bar?"
"No, I'm not interested in drinking. Let's make it the lobby of the Marriott. It will save some time if you already have a room."
"Eight o'clock at the Marriott it is" and he walked away whistling and with a smile on his face.
At the dinner table she told Sarah and Julie that they had to do the dinner dishes that night, "And make sure that you have your homework done before you settle down in front of the TV.
"Can you help me with my math homework" Julie asked.
"Your father can help you tonight sweetie. I have to go out for a while." She saw George look up from his plate and she looked him in the eye and added, "Mommy is going to visit a sick friend."
She was just stepping into a pair of high heels when George came into the room. "Do I know this sick friend?"
"No George, you don't."
"You need a short skirt and high heels to visit a sick friend?"
"He is very sick and he needs lots of cheering up."
"He?"
"Yes George, he!"
"Is it him?"
"What does it matter George? You don't want me. All you want is for me to be here and pretend that everything is fine so the girls will have a stable home life. I'm doing that George, but I will not spend the rest of my life living like a cloistered nun because you can't get it through your thick skull that I love you and want you. I've spent the last six months trying to show you how much I love you and want you, but I've gotten nowhere. The look you gave me last night when I asked if there was any chance for us showed me that you are never going to unbend so I'm done trying George. I'll keep up appearances for the girl's sake, but as I just said, I will not live the life of a nun. I'm yours George - if you want me."
He just looked at her and said nothing so she walked over to the dresser, picked up her purse and headed for the bedroom door. "Good night George" and she walked by him and left the house.
++++++++++
He slowly came awake. At first he thought he was waking up from a wet dream, but as his senses came alive he saw the form bending over him and felt the mouth working on his cock. He utter a "Wha..." and started to sit up, but a hand in the middle of his chest pushed him back down and the form rose over him, straddled him and he felt his cock slide into a vagina. The mental fog dissipated and he realized that Shawna had mounted him. He felt her sliding up and down on his erection and he wondered why she was there. She knew how he felt so what was she doing? Unfortunately, she told him.
"Feel him George? He put his sperm in me five times tonight. He was a stallion George. The more he fucked me the more he wanted me and the more he wanted me the more he fucked me. He wanted me George; unlike you he wanted me. Notice how easy you went in George? He opened me for you George. That's his cum that lubed me up so you could go in easy. Do you like the feeling George? Do you like the hot, wet, slick feeling of sliding your cock in another man's juices? I can barely feel you George. He really did a number on my pussy tonight George. Did I mention that he did me five times George? God but it was so good. And orgasms George? He gave me so many that I lost count. Oh God George, just thinking about it is giving me another orgasm."
She screamed and her nails dug into his shoulders and her body shook in a way that he knew only too well and then she collapsed like a rag doll. She shuddered a couple of times, took a couple of deep breaths and then got off of him and off the bed.
He had been surprised when she woke him and then had been stunned by what she was saying. He had lain there and stared up at her in disbelief as she spewed out what she had done. He could not believe that she could do such a thing and he had just looked up at her while she had done it. By the time he had gotten a grip on himself she had gotten herself off and it wasn't until she got off the bed that he realized that she had left him there with an aching hard on and half way to an orgasm of his own.
She looked down at him lying on the bed, dick pointing up at the ceiling and said:
"You can take care of that by hand George or if you want you can follow me to my bedroom and ask me to help you out. I won't make you beg George; I should, but I won't. But you will have to ask me George" and then she left the room.
"YOU FUCKING BITCH!" he screamed at her as the door closed. He remembered every word she had said as she rode him and his cock wilted and as it died he made himself a promise. He would go without no longer! Shawna wasn't going to be a nun? Well, he wasn't going to be a monk or a priest! To hell with being faithful to a whore.
++++++++++
He was up and gone the next morning before Shawna or the girls woke up. He stopped for breakfast at the Village Inn and then went into work. As he passed through the office he found himself checking out the women who were already at their desks. Several of them were in the group that usually stopped for drinks after work and a couple of them looked up at him and smiled. One of the ones who had smiled was one of the ones who had shown some interest in him the last time he had stopped with the group. He planned on stopping after work and if she was there and if she still showed an interest he was going to do something about it. No more backing off; no more honoring his vow to the woman who had stabbed him in the back. Stabbed him in the back not once, but twice.
It was a rough day at work for him. He wasn't really able to concentrate on his job what with thinking about what Shawna had done to him the night before and what he was hoping to do that night.
Finally it was five o'clock and he saved what he had been working on and then backed up the days work (what little of it he had gotten done) onto the external hard drive and then shut his computer down. He hit the men's room and washed his face and hands and combed his hair and then he headed for Terry's Lounge.
He didn't see any of his co-workers there, but decided to stay for at least one drink and he grabbed a booth of to the side of the dance floor. The waitress had no sooner set his drink in front of him than the door opened and Marge, Brenda, Sally and Bill walked in. They spotted him in his booth and came over and joined him. Before their drinks arrived Beverly, Carol, John and Warren came in. Two tables were shoved together, some money was fed into the juke box and those who wanted to talk shop did while the others got up and danced.
He wasn't too sure of himself and he hung back and watched until Carol came over, took his hand and pulled him up from his seat.
"No wallflowers allowed Georgie; not when there are girls who want to dance."
She led him out onto the dance floor and since it was a slow number he took her in his arms and she moved in close. Carol was one of the women who had shown an interest and while she wasn't the best looking of the girls she did have the biggest tits and he was a tit man. Thinking of tits made him think fleetingly of Shawna. He was a tit man and yet he had married Shawna. She had nice tits, but they were not big and pillowy like Carol's.
As he steered Carol around the dance floor he wondered how best to make a move. He was over sixteen years out of the dating game and add to that the fact that every woman at work knew he was a married man. Not only did they know he was married, but they knew that in the nine years they had worked with him he had been Mr. Straight Arrow. How did he get around that now?
It turned out that he didn't have to. Holding Carol, smelling her perfume and looking down into her cleavage had given him an erection and as Carol danced close to him she had felt it. She looked up at him (she being 5'1'' and he being 6 ft) and asked:
"Did I do that?"
He looked a little sheepish and she asked, "Any chance I can have it Georgie? It is only fair you know. If you got it from me I should be able to share shouldn't I?"
He was way out of practice when it came to the game of seduction, but he wasn't stupid and he had just been given as open an invitation as he was ever likely to get.
"It is yours if you want it."
"Oh I want it Georgie; I most definitely want it. Two questions Georgie."
"What?"
"Do we have to sneak out of here? Do you care if we are seen leaving together? Secondly, since I'm assuming that we can't go to your place are we talking backseat, motel or my place?"
"Why three options? Why not just go to your place?"
"Backseat is quicker and motel is closer. Takes twenty-five minutes to get to my place from here."
"I didn't care for backseats when I was a teenager and I doubt that I would like them any more now. And now that I think about it I think motel instead of your place."
"Why?"
"A motel is like neutral territory. I think that is what I need for my first time."
"Your first time? You've never played around before? Honest?"
"Honest. I've been a good boy up until tonight."
"Then let us get out of here and to a motel Georgie and I'll show you what you have been missing."
There were several raised eyebrows when he and Carol left together and he smiled as he thought about how busy the office gossips were going to be the next day.
There was a Motel 6 three blocks from Larry's and he signed in and got a room. As he unlocked the door he wondered what Carol liked in the way of foreplay. It turned out that he needn't have given it a thought. She quickly stripped and lay on the bed with her legs spread wide.
"Don't waste time Georgie, just put it in. I'm as ready as I'll ever be."
He told her it would probably be quick since it had been a long time for him and she had giggled and said:
"As long as it isn't the only time Georgie."
It wasn't. The first time was as quick as he feared it would be, but Carol had gotten him up again with a world class blow job and he had done much better the second time and still better the third time.
Carol was next to him, leaning on an elbow and looking down at him as she fondled his cock.
"So tell me Georgie, what made you fall off the wagon?"
"I didn't fall off, I was pushed off."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that the bitch I am married to decided to try someone else and then she expected me to live with it. And then since I wouldn't live with it she went out and did it again and then rubbed my nose in it."
"So tonight is a one time revenge fuck?"
"Whether it is one time or not is up to you, but no, it is not a revenge fuck. I just finally decided that I wasn't going to go without anymore and since I won't touch the bitch that meant that I had to go out looking. For what it is worth I didn't go into tonight expecting anything to happen, but I will tell you that I'm glad it did."
"I've already made plans to have dinner with my parents tomorrow, but I have no plans for the rest of the week or the weekend."
"I can't on the weekends. That is when I spend quality time with my daughters."
"Day after tomorrow then?"
"It's a date."
"Do we need neutral ground anymore?"
"I don't think so."
"Good. My place and I'll fix us dinner."
"Why would you want to do that?"
"Do what? Fix us dinner?"
"No. Why get involved with a married man?"
"Simple Georgie. I like sex. I like having a man around sometimes. Sometimes is the key word here Georgie. I have been married twice and both marriages went bust. I found out that although I like sex and having a man around I am incapable of living with one. And it isn't just men. I tried sharing a house and an apartment with other girls, but that didn't work out either. I just can't live with anyone else without them eventually getting on my nerves. So, since I like sex and I can't get married I date and the men that I like to date are married and I like to date then for several reasons, chief among them the fact that they are already taken and are not expecting anything long term. Like you Georgie."
+++++++++++
The house was dark when he got home, but he had expected it to be. The girls had school in the morning and Shawna had to work so they would all be in bed. He moved quietly through the house so as not to wake any one and it wasn't until he was undressed and was ready to climb into bed that he had the idea. It was not a nice idea, but then what Shawna had done to him wasn't nice either. He needed some payback.
He crossed the hall to what used to be his bedroom and quietly let himself in. He moved over to the bed and carefully climbed on it. He positioned himself so that he was next to Shawna's head. She was sleeping naked on her back which is what she always did. He reached for the nipple of her right breast and started rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. Her breasts were very sensitive and breast play had always been the way to fire her up quickly.
It took a minute or so until she reacted. Her body moved and she moaned. She slowly awoke and realized what was happening and she murmured, "Oh George" and he pushed his cock against her lips. She opened her mouth and he pushed inside. She started sucking on him and he kept rolling the nipple and her body started to squirm. Her hands cupped his ass cheeks to hold him in place as she worked on his cock. He gave her about a minute and a half and then he said:



"Can you taste her Shawna? I came in her three times. Do her juices taste good? She wanted me to stay longer and do it some more Shawna, but I wanted to hurry home and give you a taste of her while she was still wet on my cock."
He pulled out of her mouth and got off the bed and as he was leaving the room he said, "Good night Shawna. Sleep tight."
He debated being gone in the morning and eating breakfast at the Village Inn or sitting across the table from her and glancing at her face from time to time as he sipped his morning coffee and read the morning paper. He decided to stay home. He was curious as to how she was going to take what he had done. He remembered her howl of outrage as he left the room. "You bastard! You miserable bastard!" she had cried as he closed the door behind him. She apparently didn't like the shoe being on the other foot.
He had the coffee made and was sitting at the table working on his second cup and reading the sports section of the paper when she came down. It would be another twenty or thirty minutes before the girls would get up so they were alone. Shawna poured herself a cup of coffee and then sat down across from him. She stared at him in silence as he read the box scores from the previous day's games and then she said:
"I want to thank you for last night George."
He looked up from the paper and asked, "For what?"
"For setting me free George. After last night I know that we are dead. I know that there isn't any hope for us now and I can get on with my life. I can put an end to trying to get you to come back to me. You aren't coming back and I know that now."
"What does last night have to do with it? You knew, or should have known, that when you woke me up the other night you killed any chance there might have been that I would come to forgive you. The first time was bad enough Shawna, but after the other night? No way in hell!'
"Nothing happened the other night George. I went out to pick up a man and get myself laid, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. I called Marie and asked her to meet me for drinks and conversation. All that I had in me when I came to you in the bedroom was a pussy full of KY."
"I'm supposed to believe that?"
"Call your sister and ask her."
"Why would you do that? Load yourself up with lube and then tell me that it was another man's leavings?"
"Shock value George. I was desperate. I wanted you back and nothing that I did was getting me anywhere. What was supposed to happen, what I hoped would happen, was that when I got off the bed and left the room leaving you all hot and bothered you would come after me. You were supposed to yell at me that I couldn't just leave you like that. We would make love and then I would tell you the truth about the night with Marie and we would fall asleep in each others arms. Stupid idea looking back on it now, but as I said, I was desperate. I hoped that by pretending I had been with some one else would make you jealous and make you want to fight for me. Like I said, a stupid idea, but what the hell, nothing else I tried had worked. I loved you George and I desperately wanted you back in my life."
She glanced at her watch and said, "Time to get the girls up" and she got up and left the room.
++++++++++++
As he drove to work he wondered how a woman, a usually smart woman, could possibly think that telling her husband that she had just come from fucking another man and then rubbing his face in it could make him want to fight for her. But then he thought was it really so far fetched? He had almost gotten up and followed her. What would have happened had he done it? Could it possibly have turned out the way she had hoped? Was she telling him the truth? She had to be. She knew he would call Marie and ask. Besides, she had never lied to him before. She had even told him everything about the night she had screwed up and if she wouldn't lie about that, why lie about going out with Marie? He would have to call Marie. If what Shawna told him was true could he finally get past what she had done the night of the party? Would the hours that he had spent with Carol do what Marie had suggested? Would his screwing Carol cancel out Shawna screwing the guy the night of the party? He loved Shawna and he knew it, but he had just not been able to get by what she had done the night of that stupid party. Now that he had spent some time with Carol were they really even? Had one offset the other?
She watched him as he backed down the driveway and thought about what she had just done. She had lied to George for the first time since she'd met him. She thought back to the night she had left the house to meet Glen. He had been waiting in the lobby of the Marriott and they had gone straight up to the room that he had already arranged. There had been no preliminaries, no foreplay; they both knew why they were there. Just strip, get on the bed and fuck.
Glen had fucked her hard and she'd had orgasm after orgasm until he finally came in her. He pulled out and she scrambled for his cock and sucked it into her mouth and in minutes she had him hard as a rock. She turned and got on her knees and elbows and he laughed and said:
"I knew you were a nympho and I knew I was going to fuck you again."
"Just shut up and do it" she had cried and he had driven his cock hard into her. She had three more orgasms before he came in her and pulled out. Once again she had gone for his cock and had gotten him up again and then he had put her legs up on his shoulders and fucked her hard and she'd had orgasm after orgasm until he finally came. He started to pull out, but she had clutched at him and had tried to pull him back in. He laughed again:
"Oh yeah baby, I knew what a hot bitch you could be. You were a slut just waiting to be set free."
He reached for the bedside phone and punched in a number. "Who are you calling" she had asked. "A friend of mine. I'll get him up here to help me out. Between the two of us we should be able to give you all that you need."
"Hang up that phone. I am not going to get involved with a stranger."
"Okay, no stranger. I'll call one of the guys from work. Some one who won't be a stranger. Got a preference?"
She got off the bed and started dressing.
"Where are you going?"
"Away from you you fucking asshole."
"Oh come on Shawna. You like to fuck and you like being bossed. I saw that the first time. You have a bit of the submissive in you and you like being taken and told what to do. Now get those clothes off and get your ass back down on that bed."
"Fuck you Glen" she said as she walked out of the room.
By the time she got to the lobby she had realized that the evening had been a bad idea to begin with. Oh she had needed the fuck that Glen had just given her and if he hadn't been such an asshole she would have stayed in that room with him and fucked him all night. The sad part was that she didn't want Glen, she wanted and needed George, but she needed sex and George wasn't having anything to do with her. And after what she had just done there was no way he ever would have anything ever to do with her ever again unless....unless she could convince him that nothing had happened, that she was just trying to shock him. But how to do that?
She had called Marie and had asked for help. She asked Marie to join her for drinks and Marie had agreed to meet her. She had told Marie that she had left home with the intention of getting laid, but had chickened out at the last minute.
"I need sex Marie. George hasn't touched me since the night I got drunk and was taken advantage of. I'm desperate Marie, but I knew that if I followed through on what I was going to do tonight my relationship with George would be truly dead and over."
"George loves you Shawna. We have talked about what is going on between the two of you. His problem is not that you were taken advantage of initially, but that you stayed and kept on doing it. You have to find a way to get passed that. Have you given any thought as to why it happened? And is it something that you could explain to George?"
"I know why it happened, but I don't have a clue how I could tell George and not drive him even farther away from me."
"How do you know if you don't try?"
"Oh sure. I can see it now. "I stayed and kept doing it honey because I loved it! It was great and I had more orgasms in that one night then I'd had in the previous six months and I didn't want to stop." I can see George taking me in his arms and saying, "That's okay honey. I'm glad you had a good time."
"I see your point. George would not react well to that at all. What you need to do is find some way to make him realize that he is going to lose you if he doesn't do something. You need to make him want to fight for you - to fight to keep you."
"Well he didn't seem too pleased that I was going out tonight. Maybe he does care. Maybe I can make him think that I will be gone if he doesn't do something."
"All I can say is good luck and I hope you can pull it off. I know he loves you and you say that you love him so I'll be pulling for you."
When she had gotten home that night she'd had a couple of drinks in her and that had given her the 'dutch courage' to do what she had done. She was ashamed of herself now, but at the time she was pissed at George for making it necessary for her to do what she had done. She had felt really good sitting on George and telling him he was sliding in Glen's sperm and she had hoped - expected actually - that George would follow her, but he hadn't.
She had cried herself to sleep and the next morning she had hated herself for what she had done. She had gone too far and last night George had given her what she had deserved. Tears welled up in her eyes as she watched George back out onto the street and drive away. She had lost him and she had no one to blame but herself.
++++++++++++
He managed to make it until eleven before he finally gave in to the need to call Marie. She backed up what Shawna had told him and then she had said:
"You are running out of time George. She loves you, but she isn't made of stone. Last night she dodged the bullet, but sooner or later she is going to do what she almost did last night and when that happens the two of you are toast. I know you love her George and right now you have a chance, but don't wait too long brother."
He spent a long day thinking about what Marie said and by quitting time he had resolved himself to sitting down with Shawna to try and work things out.
+++++++++++
"You over your snit yet?"
She looked up to see Glen standing there. "Actually no Glen. In fact, just looking at you is turning my stomach. I'm only going to say this once so pay attention. Stay away from me. Don't even say "good morning' when we pass each other in the hall. Stay the hell away from me or I will file sexual harassment charges against you."
"You seem to forget you were willing."
"Only you and I know that so it will be your word against mine and what I have going for me is that the other day everyone on this floor heard me tell you to leave me alone. The first time you took advantage while I was drunk and why that didn't tell me that you were a slime ball I don't know, but you sure let me know last night. Get away from me Glen and stay away from me."
He started to say something, but then closed his mouth, turned and walked away. As he walked away she thought it was a shame he was such a dirt bag. She had enjoyed fucking him. Now that George was lost to her she was going to need a fuck buddy and Glen had certainly known how to push her buttons.
By quitting time she was feeling sorry for herself. She called home and told Sarah that she and Julie would have to fix dinner for their father and themselves and then she left work to join her co-workers at the bar across the street.
He was surprised when he got home to find that Shawna wasn't there. "She called" Sarah said, "And said she was stopping after work with some of the people she works with."
"Did she say what time she would be home?"
"No. She just said to make sure that we did our homework before we watched any TV."
"Then I guess we are on our own. What do you want for dinner?"
"Julie and I have already started dinner. We are having tacos."
As he sat down to dinner he wondered if he should make sure that he was still up when Shawna got home so they could have their talk. He decided that he would stay up until ten and if she wasn't home by then they could talk the next day.
She couldn't believe it! What had happened to her? Fifteen years of being faithful to one man and then one drunken indiscretion that led to six months with no sexual activity at all which led to another brief session with Glen and now this. On the back seat of a car! She had never been on a back seat even when she was single. And with a guy who was at least ten years younger that she was! She couldn't even blame it on alcohol since all she'd had was one glass of white wine and then she had switched to soda water.
But the kid was good. Well, maybe not good - at least not compared to George or Glen - but he sure was energetic and long lasting. The most amazing part was that she had gone after him. She had picked him out and had gone after him. She still had trouble believing it. That was just so unlike her. She hadn't even stopped at the bar looking to hook up. Her only reason for stopping after work is that she didn't really want to go home and face George. Knowing that it was over between them hurt enough; she didn't need to have it driven home by sitting across the dinner table and looking at him avoiding having to look at her.
She had been there a little over an hour sipping her one white wine and talking to her co-workers. She had danced with a couple of the guys and then the group started breaking up as people left to go home. Pretty soon she was sitting alone and that was when Toby came up to her and asked her to dance. She danced two numbers with him and then he had invited her to join him at his table. He was with two other guys and she had danced with all of them and after fifteen minutes at their table she had decided that one of them was going to get lucky.
Now that the relationship with George was dead she was going to have to do something to insure that she had a sex life. She didn't intend to have it by being a bar pick-up, she would find something steady, but right then she was ready to get laid and there were three guys to choose from. She would give George and the girls a stable home, but she would also give herself a sex life and she was going to start it right then and there.
She looked at the three young men and then she asked Toby, "What are you going to do when you leave here?"
None of the three were stupid and they understood that she had just made her choice and they knew what she intended. Toby said:
"I was thinking of maybe going for a workout, but I think that the gym might be closed by the time I could get there. I'll have to find some other way to get my exercise."
The invitation offered and then accepted was the signal for the other two to say they needed to get going and they got up and left. She asked Toby where his place was and when he told her she realized that it was forty minutes away.
"I need to be home in an hour and a half so your place is out."
"All I can offer is a motel then."
"The nearest motel is twenty minutes away and then I'd have to come back another twenty minutes this way. That's a tremendous waste of time."
"How do you feel about back seats?"
"I don't know. I've never done it there."
"A new experience for you then. Shall we?"
He stood up and offered her his hand and they had headed for the parking lot. They had gotten in his car and he had driven to the back of the parking lot and parked in the darkest corner and they had gotten in the back and done it. Twice! She had cum five times while on her back with her legs up on his shoulders looking up at him and the headliner of his car. She had even sucked his cock to get him hard to do her the second time. The episode had excited the hell out of her. The only thing that could have made it a bigger turn on would have been to look up and see someone looking into the car and watching.
She made a date with Toby for Friday. They would meet at his apartment when she got off work. She really didn't know how she felt about that. A bed would be nice, but the feeling she had on that back seat...wow!
It was five minutes to ten when he heard the motor to the garage door opener start run. He had spent hours working on what he would say and how he would say it, but the gist of it was, "Let's put this behind us and see if we can't put things back together again." He knew that it wouldn't be easy to get back to the way they were and in fact they might never get back all the way there, but if they both worked at it they might get close.
The connecting door from the garage into the kitchen and opened and then closed and a minute later Shawna walked into the family room. One look at her and all the words he had practiced were gone; chased away by the way she looked. She had that "just fucked' look that he was so familiar with and it was reinforced by the mis-buttoned blouse and the ladders and runs in her stockings.
He shook his head in disgust and then, with out a word to her, he got up and headed for his room. As he undressed he was glad he hadn't called Carol and cancelled.
She saw him look at her and she knew what he saw and she knew what the look he gave her meant and it broke her heart, but as much as she loved him she was not, as she had told him, going to live the life of a nun in a convent. She had needs and if he wasn't going to take care of them she would find someone who would. Someone like Toby.
++++++++++++
The next morning he was waiting for her when she came down to the kitchen. As soon as she got her coffee and sat down he said:
"We need to work out a schedule. Someone needs to be here with the girls and while I love them dearly I'm not going to be the one who stays home every night while you go out and fuck. I propose that one of us take Monday and Thursdays and the other Tuesday and Friday. We can alternate Saturdays and Wednesday and Sunday we both stay home and spend time with the girls; time when we can act like a family."
"In the first place don't you dare take that tone of voice with me. I wouldn't go out and fuck, as you so charmingly put it, if I was getting it at home where I should be getting it. You have no one to blame but yourself if I go out. That said, I think your plan is a good one. I'll take Tuesday and Friday. The only amendment I'd want to make to your plan is that whenever one of the girls has an event that parents should attend and it falls on one of the nights on yours or my schedule we have to give up our night out and spend it with the girls."
"I agree."
He looked at his watch and then got up to get ready for work. He turned just before he left the room and said:
"Just for the record. I'm not to blame for anything here. You are the one who spent sixteen hours in bed with another man. Not just a one time drunken indiscretion that you got up and ran from as soon as it was over, but an all night and all the next morning fuck fest. So don't give me any shit about the fact that you aren't getting taken care of at home so it is my fault that you are going out whoring."
He left the kitchen and so he wasn't there when she started crying.
To be continued...
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That night he had dinner at Carol's and then they rolled around on her bed until it was time for him to leave. Carol was an insatiable little slut and she kept getting him up to go one more time. She loved it all. She especially loved oral and she told him that she even liked anal but that would have to wait until another night because she was all out of Astroglide.
Over dinner he had told her about his schedule and she asked if he planned on spending those days with her and he told her that they were hers if she wanted them.
"I want them as long as you know that it isn't going to lead to anything serious. I can do a long term Georgie, but I can't do a live in. I just can not live with anyone else. A couple of weeks, maybe a month, but any longer than that and the other person will get on my nerves."
"It works out well then because I have to stay at home at least until my daughters start college."
Toby was a little less than overjoyed when she told him that she would be able to see him every Tuesday and Friday and every other Saturday and she picked up on it right away.
"You don't seem to be pleased at the news."
"Yeah, well, it's like this. Tuesdays I bowl in the men's house league at Bowl-O-Rama and every other Friday is poker night with my buddies. The every other Saturday is okay and every other Friday will work for me too."
"Maybe it will work for you, but it certainly won't work for me."
"Does that mean that we aren't going to do anything tonight?"
"Don't be silly. We are here so we won't waste it. I'll arm wrestle my husband to be the first one to start the Saturday rotation and that will give us tomorrow also. After that? I guess I'll have to start looking for a new playmate to have my fun with."
As she dropped her bra on the floor and stepped out of her panties she was thinking of the blow that Toby had just given her ego. She was number three - third on the list of priorities, right behind bowling and a card game.
George didn't quibble when she told him she would like to take the first Saturday in the rotation and she spent from two in the afternoon until one in the morning with Toby. She was able to get back at him a little for letting her know how unimportant she was in the grand scheme of his life. He wanted to try anal sex with her and she refused him out of spite.
Tuesday found her stopping with the people from work again. As on the last night she stopped she had nursed one glass of white wine and then switched to soda water. She had danced with several of the guys she worked with and about a half an hour into the evening she was dancing with Melvin Page who worked in Shipping and Receiving. At one point he pulled her in close and she felt his erection poking her in the leg.
"Shame on you Mel; you are supposed to be a happily married man."
"I'm not."
"Not what?"
"Not happily married. Trudy ran off with a guy she works with. I haven't seen her or heard from her in four months."
"You think she'll come back?"
"Doesn't matter if she does or not. I filed for divorce last week and if she does come back all she'll get from me is the papers when I have her served."
"So you haven't had any bedroom fun for four months?"
"Unfortunately, no."
"Poor baby. I wish I could help you out, but I'm afraid of affairs in the work place. The last thing I need is to be branded a slut by my co-workers."
"Why would they know?"
"They would see it."
"No they wouldn't. We behave as we always have toward each other here and at work. We would get together at my place or your place after work."
"Not my place. My husband wouldn't care for that at all."
"No sense of humor?"
"None at all."
"How about this then. I'll leave and drive down the street to the Safeway parking lot. You wait ten minutes and then you leave and you can follow me to my house."
"You sure that no one will ever know?"
"Not from me."
Half an hour later she was on her back with her legs up on Mel's shoulders and urging him to push his cock in deeper. He gave her several orgasms before he came and then she sucked his cock to get him hard again and then thinking of her last time with Toby she got on her knees and said:
"I want you in my ass this time."
As Mel eased himself into her butt she thought of the many times George had asked for it and how she had always turned him down. The Glen took her ass and she found that she liked it and she had so looked forward to saying yes to George the next time he asked, but now that time would never happen. She moaned as Mel slid his length into her and then she pushed back at him.
"Fuck my ass lover, fuck my ass."
+++++++++++++
It was summer time and the girls were out of school. Shawna's parents wanted to take them for a week and so arrangements were made and on his Monday out Shawna drove the girls over to her parent's house and dropped them off. He had been spending his Mondays and Thursdays and every other Saturday with Carol for a little over two months and that night as they were resting following a rather strenuous session he asked:
"How would you like to spend a long weekend with me?"
"How can you do that?"
"Shawna's parents took the kids for a week so we could have from Friday evening until Sunday night. If you would like I could also take a vacation day and that would give us until at least ten on Monday night."
"I've got some time off coming so I could take Monday off also; let's do it!"
"Consider it done."
Friday night they had dinner and then went dancing following which they spent their first full night together. At first it felt strange to wake up with a mouth on his cock - something that hadn't happened in almost nine months. After a morning romp they drove out to Lake Monroe and spent a day at the beach. When they got home they climbed into bed and had some extremely satisfying sex. She had just taken off her bikini and she had looked so sexy that he had pushed her back on the bed and went down on her. He ate her to an orgasm and then he had pulled her legs up onto his shoulders and had fucked her through two more climaxes and then they had dressed and gone to dinner.
They were sitting at a table at Augustino's, sipping the house red and waiting for their entrée when suddenly he said:
"Oh fuck me!"
"What's wrong?" Carol asked.
++++++++++
It had been a damned near perfect day. With the girls gone for the week she had planned out a full weekend with Mel. She and Mel had gone to the zoo and then had eaten a picnic lunch following which they went to the museum of Natural History.
As soon as they got back to Mel's house they had a hot, sweaty and very satisfying love making session. They had showered together which led to another hot fuck session and then another shower. Having worked up an appetite they decided to go out for dinner.
The hostess was walking them to a table when suddenly she exclaimed, "Oh shit!"
"What's wrong?" Mel asked.
+++++++++++++++++
My wife and some guy just came in and hostess is leading them this way."
Carol looked over her shoulder and then looked back at him and asked, "Did she know you were going to be here tonight?"
"I didn't even know we were going to be here until we left your apartment."
"What are you going to do?"
"Pray that they don't get seated at the empty table next to us and then ignore them until we finish our meal and can leave."
++++++++++++++
"My husband is sitting at a table with some woman and the hostess is leading us straight to them."
"Maybe we should just leave and find another restaurant."
"No. He has seen us and it would look like I was tucking my tail between my legs and running. If the hostess seats us too close to them we will just tell her we don't like the table and ask to be seated some place else and then we will do our best to ignore them until after we eat and can leave.
+++++++++++++
Shawna did not look his way as she and the man she was with walked by. Once by him his back was to her so he was at least spared having her sitting at a table where he would have to look at her. But even though he couldn't see her just knowing that she was there made him uncomfortable.
He and Carol ate their meal and when they were done with main course they passed on dessert and after dinner drinks and got up and left.
"Well," Carol said as they walked toward the parking lot, "That certainly put a damper on the evening."
"Nonsense baby, just a bump in the road. A few drinks and some dancing will lighten the mood and a week from now we will have something to look back at and have a laugh. Where would you like to go?"
"How about the Blue Room? I hear they have a great band there."
"The Blue Room it is" he said as he opened the car door for her."
++++++++++++
She was sitting with her back to George and even though she couldn't see him just knowing that he was there made her uneasy. Knowing how George felt about her she wouldn't put it past him to walk up to her table and make some nasty comment. She wished she had gone along with Mel when he suggested that they turn around and leave.
They were half way through their meal when Mel said, "You can relax now. They just got up and left."
She felt like a heavy weight had been lifted from her shoulders. "Sorry" she said, "I wanted this to be a fun weekend for us."
"It isn't over yet. We still have the rest of tonight and all day tomorrow. There is still plenty we can do to have a good time.
++++++++++++
They were dancing a nice, slow waltz and Carol felt good in his arms. His cock was rubbing against her leg and she was giggling and saying, "Promises, promises" when he felt a tap on his shoulder and a voice said:
"May I cut in?"
He turned and saw the man who had been with Shawna at the restaurant.
"The lady in the booth against the far wall would like a word with you" and he pointed to a booth where Shawna was sitting.
He was all set to tell the man to go back and tell Shawna that he wasn't interested in talking to her when Carol said, "Go ahead sweetie; I'll be all right."
He hesitated just a moment and then stepped away from Carol and walked over to where Shawna was sitting. He slid into the booth across from her and asked:
"What is it Shawna?"
"Do you believe in fate George?"
"Other than knowing that I have to die and pay taxes I can't say that I do. Why?"
"I believe that some things happen for a reason. Not all things, but some things."
"What is this all about Shawna?"
"George, in all the years that we have been married we never been inside of Augustino's. In sixteen years we never once came here to the Blue Room. And yet tonight we both ended up at both places. To me that is fate telling me that I'm supposed to be where you are. I've told you that I love you George; I've told you until I'm blue in the face, but what has happened tonight has convinced me that fate expects me to do whatever I have to do to get you back in my life.
"What is it going to take George? I mean besides the obvious. The not being a nun thing is history. It doesn't matter if I have needs or not. Tonight has shown me that I'm supposed to be yours and no one else's. To me that means take care of you, our home and our kids and to sew my pussy shut if I have to. When I leave here George I'm going straight home. I'll do nothing from now on except work hard to get you back. I'm serious George - I'll do whatever it takes.
"Right now all I'm asking is that you at least consider that our paths crossing tonight might mean something."
She looked away for a second and then back at him. "I don't mean to ruin your evening George; you had better get back to your date."
"What about yours?"
"He will drive me to my car and then he is history."
"Does he know that?"
"Not yet, but he is a really nice guy and he will be okay with it."
He sat there and looked at her for several seconds and then he got up and headed back to his table. The band had finished their set and were taking a break so Shawna's date and Carol were sitting at the table when he joined them. Shawna's date stood up and excused himself and headed back to Shawna and Carol asked:
"What was that all about?"
"She wanted to know if I believed in fate" and then he told her what Shawna had said to him.
"Do you?"
"Do I what?"
"Believe in fate?"
"Like I told her, my fate is to pay taxes and die, other than that I don't know."
"So what are you going to do?"
"About what?"
"About her going home and dedicating herself to getting you back."
"I don't think there is much chance of that. Too many bridges burned."
"Well, if there is any chance at all it will have to wait until next week. You promised me this week end and I'm holding you to it."
Their love making for the rest of the weekend and right up until six o'clock Monday evening was intense and exhausting. It was almost as if Carol thought it would be the last time that they would be together and she wanted all she could get before he left. She pretty much confirmed that that is what she was thinking when he got ready to leave.
"Am I going to see you again? Outside of work I mean?"
"Of course you will. What kind of question is that?"
"Honey, you are not a hard person to read. I was naturally curious so I was watching while you were talking to your wife. About halfway through the conversation I saw what I believe was a look of hope cross your face."
"Hope? Why would there have been a look of hope?"
"You love her you big jerk. You once told me that you had gotten right to the edge of trying to work it out and put things back together between the two of you, but before you could she gave up waiting and trying to get you back. That's when you hooked up with me."
"What does that have to do with hope?"
"It means that you can no longer throw stones. You are married to her but you have been spending your time in my bed. If she does what she says and stays home from now on there is a chance you can sit down and talk and maybe work things out. There won't be any of that, "but you screwed other guys" because her response would be, "And I'm supposed to believe you only play cards with that little blond?" No honey, all you have to do is get by that first time and you were at that point once already."
"You sound like you are trying to push me out the door."
"Oh come on sweetie; you and I both know that we were never going to be permanent. We might have been good for another six months or so, but we are destined to end sooner or later. I'm in no hurry to end it - I like having you around - but I am a realist."
He knew Carol was right about their affair not having the legs for the long haul and he said, "So you are telling me that I need to walk away?"
"No I'm not, but I am saying that I like you enough to hope that you can get back to your happy home life. If not, I'll still be here and I would be happy to have several more months to look forward to."
++++++++
Shawna was just getting home from work when he got home. He pulled in and parked behind her and when she got out of her car she gave me a smile and then headed into the house. On his drive home he thought about what Carol had said. He did love Shawna - he had never denied that - but the problem hadn't changed. It was still that first time and the fact that she had stayed until noon the next day. Getting by Shawna's being taken advantage of while under the influence would have been hard, but he could have done it, but how in God's name was he supposed to get past what had followed. True, he had almost reached the point were he was willing to sit down and talk about it and was on the ragged edge of maybe - just maybe- trying to work something out, but then Shawna had gone out and gotten herself laid and that had killed any thoughts he may have had of trying to work anything out.
The question was could he get himself back to the point where he was willing to sit down with Shawna and try. Was Carol right? Did his affair with her balance out what Shawna had done? He had suddenly realized that no, it didn't. The time spent with Carol balanced out what Shawna had done since her "cloistered nun" statement and maybe even the first coupling on the night of the drunken indiscretion, but it did not balance out the night and the next morning following the first time. He did not believe that he could ever balance that part out. So the next question was could he forgive and move on. He would never forget and it would always be the elephant in the room that everyone tried to ignore, but could he at least forgive?
+++++++++
For the next month things were normal around the house. That is to say that things were like they had been for the six months between Shawna's confession and her going out and getting laid. The only difference was that Shawna didn't try to get him to do anything - she just did everything that she had done for those six months and waited. Waited and hoped.
He still spent his two nights a week and every other Saturday with Carol and he could see the hurt in Shawna's eyes when he came home from being with his lover. That hurt gave him some small satisfaction. At least Shawna was feeling some of the pain that he felt. He knew that it was petty of him to be that way, but he still felt that he was owed.
He came to realize that the farther they got away from "that night" the less it hurt and while he knew it would never go away he had at least gotten to the point that he could think about it and not get all twisted up inside. He also knew that the key to ever having a relationship with Shawna was to find out why that night had turned out the way it had. Why had Shawna stayed?
It was a Thursday night and he had just come home from a strenuous evening in Carol's bed. Normally everyone would be in bed by the time he got home, but he found Shawna still awake and sitting in the kitchen. She was nursing a glass of white wine and it was obvious that she had been crying. He had the urge to take her in his arms and comfort her, but he didn't. Instead he got a beer from the fridge and sat down across from her. The two of them sat in silence for a couple of minutes and then Shawna said:
"I don't know if I'm strong enough for this George. I don't know if I can continue on with this helpless feeling that I have. I love you George and I desperately want you, but I don't know what to do. I don't see any sign at all that you are ever going to care. Maybe the best thing to do is end this farce and set us both free. The girls are old enough to cope with it and with shared custody we would both still be in their lives."
"No. No divorce. Not until the girls have moved out and are on their own."
"I don't think I can hold on that long George. I'll keep my promise. I'll keep my legs closed, but I don't know how long I can go on living in the same house with you knowing that I can never have you. I just don't know what to do."
"You do know what to do Shawna. You know what caused our problem and you need to deal with it."
"What do you mean George?"
"Just what I said. You know what the problem is and you have to deal with it. The real problem isn't that you let yourself be taken advantage of; the real problem is what came after. I'll admit to being part of the problem - I did tell you to go ahead and party and that I would be there to be the designated driver - but I take no responsibility for what continued on until noon of the next day. You were out of it the first time, but no way were you still out of all night and all the next morning. That's the big ugly toad sitting on the table and staring at us. Not the one time Shawna, but all the other times after the first one."
He got up, said "Good night" and went on up to bed. He was lying there staring up at the ceiling when the door opened and Shawna came in. She didn't turn on the light, just shut the door behind her and walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. He heard her take a deep breath and then she said:



"I can't make it go away George. I wish I could, but I can't. All I can do is tell you why it happened - why I let it happen. After Glen fucked me that first time I was laying there on the bed crying and he said, "Shut up and stop your whining. You liked it and you know it. Now suck my dick and get me hard again." When I didn't to do it he grabbed my head and forced himself into my mouth. He held my head and fucked my face until he was hard and then he took me again.
"He didn't care about how much I protested, he just took what he wanted. I was there for his pleasure; he wasn't there for mine. All I was to him was a piece of meat - a hot hole he could shove his cock into. Halfway into it my body started to respond and I had an orgasm. The second time took him a while and by the time he was ready to cum I was right on the edge of an orgasm when he came and started to pull out and I cried for him not to stop, to keep going and get me off. He laughed and pulled out and told me that if I needed to get off I'd better hurry up and get him hard again and he shoved his cock in my mouth and face fucked me again.
"I found out something about myself that night George, something that I never knew about myself. Under the right set of circumstances I have a touch of the submissive in me and Glen found that button and was pushing it. He didn't give a crap about me, only about taking what he wanted. For some reason that I don't understand that excited me George. He took - all he did was take - and it turned me on. He saw it and he used it and the more he forced me to do what he wanted the more turned on I got. I had more orgasms that night than at any other time in my life.
"I wasn't thinking of right or wrong George; I didn't think of you or the girls, just about the next orgasm. When Glen couldn't get it up any more I was exhausted and I fell asleep. I woke up the next morning thinking that it was you sucking on my breasts and when I opened my eyes I saw that it was Glen. You know how sensitive my breasts are George and his working on them had me on the ragged edge of another orgasm and he mounted me and then it was more of the previous evening. He kept giving me orgasms and I kept trying for more of them. He told me to suck his cock and I did. He fucked me and then told me to clean off his cock and I did. He told me to get on my knees and pull my ass cheeks apart for him and I did. I did whatever he told me to do George because for some reason that only God knows it was exciting the hell out of me and turning me on.
"He kept on taking and taking George and I kept on cumming and cumming. He used me George and he made me like it. I don't understand it George; to this day I do not understand it. If you had treated me that way I would tied you to the bed, beat you with a cast iron frying pan and then have packed a bag and been gone in a heart beat.
"Anyway, I left that motel room knowing that it would never happen again. It was over and done with and you would never know. And you never would have if I hadn't had such a crushing sense of guilt and confessed all. I'm sorry George. I didn't plan on it, I didn't mean to do it and I wasn't strong enough - physically, mentally or emotionally - to stop it once it was happening. I love you George, much more than you realize, and it is tearing me apart that one drunken night and what I let happen has ruined it for the two of us."
She got up and left the room leaving him even more unsettled than he had been. He pushed her around, bossed her took her and she liked it? How could she be submissive and he not know it or at least suspect it? As long as they had been together and he hadn't a clue. But then would he have even noticed if there had been a clue? He wasn't the kind of man who would be into something like that. To him making love was a cooperative activity with both sides giving pleasure to each other and not caring about the other person was an idea that was totally alien to him.
And Shawna said that she had liked it! She had liked it well enough to stay.
Well, he had told Shawna that she needed to deal with the ugly told and she had and it was what he had been telling himself that he had to know, but was he better off knowing? Did it make any difference?
++++++++++++
He was up and out of the house before Shawna and the girls woke up. He had the Grand Slam at Denny's for breakfast and then headed into his office. He had a full in-basket and it took him until lunch time to clear it. He was so busy that he didn't have time to think about Shawna and what she had told him, but once his desk was cleared the thoughts came crowding in.
Almost as if there was mental telepathy involved the phone rang and it was Shawna.
"You are on your own as far as dinner is concerned. Your mom wants to keep the girls for a couple of days and so I'll be running them over to her place when I get off work and I'll be late getting home."
Late getting home? His parents only lived twenty-five minutes away. No reason for her not to be home by seven. Where was she going after leaving his parent's that would keep her out late? That thought triggered other thoughts which spent the afternoon inside his head.
When he got home he grabbed a beer out of the fridge and nursed it while thinking about his situation. He thought about what Shawna had done the night of the cocktail party and what she had done since. He thought about her initial confession and he thought about her explanation of why she had done what she had done. He thought about Marie's advice to take a lover and balance the scales and he thought about how that had turned out. He thought about Carol and what she said she had seen on his face when he had talked with Shawna at the Blue Room and how Shawna was so sure that fate meant for them to be together. He kept coming back to the idea of his time with Carol cancelling out what Shawna had done, but had it? If it hadn't, what would?
He was sitting in the living room working on his sixth, seventh or eighth beer - he didn't know which - when he heard the garage door opener start to run. He glanced at his watch and saw that it was ten after ten. Shawna came into the room and he looked up at her. She looked at him and said:
"What? Why are you looking at me like that?"
She was wearing a short skirt, high heels and a blouse that showed some cleavage. Just the kind of outfit that a woman would wear if she was out trying to find a guy and get laid. It was obvious to him what she had done after she had dropped off the kids at his parents AND she had promised to keep her legs closed!
"You bitch!" he snarled at her and he grabbed her by the arm and drug her behind the couch and bent her over the back of it. With her bent over and his hand pushing down in the middle of her back her feet couldn't touch the floor and she couldn't get any leverage to break loose. All she could do was cry out.
"What are you doing George? Stop it. Stop it right now!"
She struggled and cried and he ignored her. "Like to be taken, do you" he snarled. "Like to be forced? Like to be made to do things?" As he talked he used his free hand to push her panties aside and unzip himself. "He just took you and made you like it right? Isn't that what you told me? He used you and made you like it? Well that's just what I doing you fucking whore - using you!" and he used his knees to spread her legs. He probed with his cock until he found the crease and then he pushed.
"No George, no! I don't want this George, stop it!"
"Of course you want it you bitch! You like being taken; you like being used, you said so yourself. Or is it you only like being taken and used by other men. Is that it Shawna?" he said as he rammed his cock into her. "You don't mind being used as long as it isn't by me, is that what you are saying? Well fuck you you whore. I'm going to be just like your fucking lover and just take."
She was howling in protest as he held her hips with both hands and pounded in to her. She was moaning "No, no, not like this. Stop it George, stop it."
"Fuck you" he snapped and kept plunging his cock into her. Her cries and pleas stopped, but she still moaned and he didn't know if she was moaning because she was starting to get something out of it or because of the discomfort and frankly he didn't care. He was looking down at her as he banged away at her cunt and he remembered something that she had told him when she had initially confessed. It triggered even more anger in him. He shoved his left thumb into her asshole and she cried out:
"No damn you, no!"
He ignored her and worked his thumb around while she protested and told him to stop. He pulled his thumb out and replaced it with two fingers and as he worked them she was moaning:
"No George, no. God damn it George no! Not like this George, not like this."
He laughed and said, "Not bloody likely you fucking slut. Sixteen years married and not once did you ever let me have your ass. "Oh no George, that's just plain dirty." Remember telling me that? How about "That's disgusting George; I can't believe you even asked." What about "Forget it George, it will never happen." Remember that bitch? Remember telling me that it would never happen?"
He pulled his cock out of her cunt and placed the head of his cock at her asshole and pressed forward a little. "It will never happen is what you told me right? But it did happen didn't it? Remember what you told me about what you and your lover did on the night of the cocktail party? You said, "He told me that he wanted my ass and so I got on my knees and gave it to him." No argument with him, but for me it was "Forget it George." Well I'm not forgetting anymore" and he pushed his cock hard at her asshole. It resisted and then the head of his cock popped past the sphincter and he started pushing his cock into her. She yelled, hollered and screamed, but he ignored her and just kept fucking her.
He had been fucking her ass for almost five minutes and he was ready to get his nuts off and he debated on whether or not to cum in her ass or be really nasty and go straight from her ass to her cunt. He decided to go in her ass. He didn't feel bad over this grudge fuck - God knows she had it coming - but he knew he would feel bad if he went from one hole to the other and she got sick because of it.
"Here it comes you fucking slut" and he pumped his balls empty as squirt after squirt of his cum went roaring deep into Shawna's ass. He pulled his cock out of her butt hole and stepped back and Shawna surprised him. She cried out:
"No George, no. You can't stop now. I'm close. Get me off George, get me off."
He had no idea that she was getting anything out of it. With all of the yelling, moaning, groaning and cries to stop he never would have guessed. He laughed at her and said:
"If you need to get off go on back out and let the asshole you were with earlier tonight finish you off" and he walked away from her.
When he came out of the shower and went to his room he found her sitting on his bed. She looked up at him when he walked into the room and said:
"Why George? Why did you treat me that way?"
"Isn't that what you told me you liked? To be taken and used? Oh wait, I seem to have forgotten part of it. To be taken and used and to be made to like it. Didn't I make you like it Shawna? Or is it only other men who can do that?"
"I don't like it George, not one bit. Yes, given the circumstances I did like it that one evening, but only that night and even then I don't know why, but only that night and that time and place. I never let Mel treat me like that and I certainly expected better from you. What you just did was mean George, dirty and mean."
"Yeah? Well maybe dirty and mean are what I needed to get rid of some of the anger and rage I've carried around since you have become everybody's slut."
"I'm not everybody's slut George. There have only been three. Glen, a guy I met at the bar and had a short fling with and Mel. Why tonight George? Why haven't you taken your anger out on me before?"
"It happened tonight because you pushed me over the edge. You promised me you were going to keep your legs closed from now on, but you couldn't do it could you. I believed you and I had almost talked myself into sitting down and trying to work something out with you, but you couldn't keep from spreading your legs could you? Who was it tonight? Glen or Mel, not that I really give a shit anymore."
"You think I've been out with a man tonight?"
"You going to deny it? You should have been home by seven. Even if you had driven fifteen mile below the speed limit you should still have been home by seven. You come in her three hours later dressed in an outfit designed to grab male attention and you think I'm not bright enough to figure it out?"
She stared at him for several seconds and then said, "I guess you aren't too bright at that George. In the first place I always like to look my best when I go out. I've got great legs and I look good in a short skirt and heels and if it grabs male attention it is great for my ego. Secondly, I wasn't out with a man tonight. When I talked to your sister today and told her that your parents were taking the kids for a couple of days she asked me to have dinner with her. And yes George, we did attract a lot of male attention and I ate it up."
"Marie was your alibi the night you came home and told me I was sticking my cock in another man's cum. Maybe I need to take a closer look at Marie."
"Well in that case George, you had better take a close look at your mother too. She decided to join us for a girl's night out while your dad watched the girls. I didn't mention having dinner with Marie because frankly George, you haven't seemed to care one whit about where I go or what I do."
He stared at her fro a couple of seconds, shrugged and said, "Well, there you have it."
"Have what George?"
"The reason we can never put or marriage back together. When something like tonight happens I don't trust you enough to not think the worst."
"Bullshit George! If you were talking to me you would have known where I was going to be and who I was going to be with. I made you a promise and I will keep it. If necessary I will give you a printed schedule of where I will be, what I will be doing and with whom, complete with phone numbers so you can check up on me whenever you feel the need. Put me back in your life George. Get us back to where we communicate with each other. I know I screwed up George and I regret it. I have regretted it every day since it happened.
"I won't lie to you George; something strange happened to me that night and I did like it, but I still hate it that it happened. All I can say in my defense George is that I didn't set out to do it, I didn't want it to happen, but it did and I am going to live with the shame of it for the rest of my life. You are the only man I want in my life George; you were the only man in my life for over sixteen years and I wish to God it was still that way. I need you George; can't you see that? I need you back in my life so bad that I'm even willing to share George. Keep seeing your girlfriend if you have to, but let me come back to you George; let me back in your bed."
I sat there listening to her and feeling ashamed of myself for having used her like I had. I should have known that there was a legitimate reason for her being out. She had promised me that there would be no more men in her life and as far as I knew Shana had never lied to me. She had confessed what had happened at the cocktail party and she didn't have to. She could have kept silent and I would have never known and none of the last year would have happened. And when she had confessed she hadn't held back even when it would have been better if she would have. She didn't hide it from me when she took up with another man and in fact she had told me that she was going to do it if I didn't take care of her myself.
She sat there looking at me and waiting for me to say something, but what was I going to say? I damned sure wasn't going to be "I'm sorry" even though I was. I wasn't the kind of man who did what I had just done and it bothered me that I had done it, but to say I was sorry? Not after the hell that her actions had put me through. Finally I said:
"I'm tired Shawna. I have to get up early tomorrow and I need to get to bed."
She gave me a long look and then got up and left the room. I had a hard time sleeping that night.
++++++++++++++
She couldn't believe that she had said it. She had actually told George that she wouldn't care if he kept his blond bimbo big titted girlfriend as long as he started sleeping with her too. Was she that desperate to have him back? She knew the answer to that one -- yes! But what if he decided to do it. Could she really handle it?
To be continued.
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Share George with his girl friend? Good Lord why had she blurted that out. Could she share him like she told him she would? She didn't really have an answer for that one and the way George had acted after she had blurted it out led her to believe that she would never have to find out. Her begging to be a part of his life again hadn't seemed to faze him at all. Just "I want to go to bed, please leave."
She was at a loss as to what to do to get George back. She needed his love, his tenderness; she needed him to want her sexually even if it had to be the way he had just done it. She hadn't liked the way he had taken her and in fact, when she finally told him about the rest of her night with Glen at the party she had told him that if he had ever treated her like that she would be gone in a heartbeat. Well, he had treated her that way and she wasn't packing her suitcases. She had not liked it one bit, well that wasn't exactly true - she had gotten into it when he took her ass - and she hoped that he would never be that way with her again, but if he did she knew that she would somehow suffer through it in the hope that somehow it would help heal the marriage. She needed sex even if it was bad sex.
Giving up Mel had been hard on her, but she really believed that fate meant for her to be with George and she did not regret making her promise to George. It wasn't going to be easy - temptation was everywhere - but she was determined to somehow get George back and it would never happen as long as she was letting someone else scratch her itch.
She thought back to the night she and Mel had shown up at every place that George and his date went. She remembered how Mel had taken it when she had said that it was over between them.
"You don't mean now do you? You mean after our weekend right?"
"No Mel, I mean now. I'm going home and I'm going to wait for George to come back to me no matter how long it takes."
"You can't do this to me baby. All night long you have been rubbing my cock and promising that you were going to fuck my brains out. I'm as hard as an iron bar" and he had taken her hand and placed it on his cock and she had rubbed it once before jerking her hand away.
"I'm sorry Mel, but I can't help you. All the signs say I have to be with George and I promised him that I was going to go straight home from here and then not have sex with anyone but him ever again."
"Come on baby; you can leave me hanging like this."
She had looked at Mel and she actually felt his pain. For him it was like it had been for her for the six months she had tried to get George interested in her again. She had glanced at the door to the Blue Room and then she had made up her mind. She knew she was splitting hairs, but she couldn't - just couldn't leave Mel to suffer.
"I said that I was going to go straight home from here and then never have sex with anyone else. Technically as long as I'm still in the parking lot I'm still here and I said that once I got home there would be no other men for me. I guess if I stretch the point it means I can fuck you as long as we stay here in the parking lot. I'll do it one time to get rid of your swelling, but then I'm going home. Agreed?"
"Anything you say baby, just get me off."
They had gotten in his car and moved to a dark corner of the lot and had gotten in the back seat. She had only intended to get him off and then go, but the excitement that she had felt when she had fucked Toby on his back seat grabbed her again and she had fucked Mel, sucked him hard and then had fucked him again and all the time hoping to look up and see someone watching.
When Mel had cum the second time he wanted her to suck him hard again, but she pushed him away and told him to drive her to her car. She had thanked him for the wonderful times he had given her and then she had kissed him, gotten in her car and had driven home. As she drove she thought about her last time with Mel and was glad she had rationalized it the way she did. That would be the last sex she would have until she either got George back or gave up.
She had made George a promise and she would keep it, but she was a realist. She knew that she couldn't go without forever and if she and George couldn't put it their marriage back together back together she would need to get her sex somewhere else. To do that she would have to void the promise and the only way she could do that was divorce. The question was how long could she hold out.
+++++++++++++++
The next evening, after he and Carol had made love, he told Carol about what Shawna had said about sharing him.
"And what did you say?"
"I didn't say anything."
"She has to love you a lot and want you pretty bad to go that far. She is crawling baby; the only thing she hasn't done is lick your feet. When are you going to admit to yourself that you love her and forgive her? She fucked up! So what? Everyone makes mistakes and bad errors of judgment and does stupid shit that they regret later. I'll grant you that her's was a whopper, but she was honest and up front about it. She could have kept her mouth shut and the odds are pretty damned good that you would have never known. If it had happened to me God knows that I would never have told on myself. I would have buried it so deep that even I would have forgotten about it and then done my level best to love my hubby to death for the rest of my life.
"That sounds like what she was doing Georgie; doing her absolute best to love you to death only you wouldn't let her. I'm not trying to get rid of you baby because I do like you a lot and I love the arrangement we have, but you do belong with her and you know it. Your pride, ego or whatever is all that is keeping the two of you apart. Some other guy got something that was supposed to be yours and yours alone and it got you all bent out of shape.
"You know that she didn't mean for it to happen and you can't understand how she let it go so far, but you know in your heart that she would never have done it again or let it happen again. You have to know that Georgie. She showed you that when she blew the whistle on herself. She is not the kind who can carry the guilt."
"What about the others?"
"What about them?
"She didn't have any problem going with them."
"True, but she didn't sneak around did she? She was up front about it. If you weren't going to take care of her she was going to get someone who would and she told you before she did it so there was no guilt to carry. She was probably sorry that it had to end up that way and sad that it had to be that way, but I'm on her side there George. Sex is a physical need and in her place I'm pretty damned sure that I wouldn't have waited near as long to see that I got what I needed."
She had started fondling his cock and it responded. As she swung over him she said:
"If she is willing to share lover, I'll go along with the program" and then she lowered herself down onto him."
+++++++++++
Driving home that night he thought about what Shawna had said and about what Carol had said. Both of them were willing to share him and he found that amazing. But as amazing as it was it was never going to happen. He just wasn't wired that way. It would be one or the other, but it would never be both. But which one? Even as he asked the question he knew the answer. At least he knew which one he wanted it to be. If he could make it happen. That was going to be the hard part - making it happen.
Even though he was ashamed of himself for what he had done to Shawna the night before what he had done had been beneficial. He hadn't realized how much he had kept bottled up inside after Shawna's confession. It had all come out of him as he took her and used her and yes, abused her. It was as if he had burned the bad shit out of himself and with the bad stuff gone he could look at things and see them in a different light.
Shawna was not the type of woman who would do what she had done, but type or not she had done it and suddenly he could see how it could have happened. She got caught up in it. Isn't that what had happened to him? He wasn't the kind of man who could force himself on a woman and treat her like nothing but a piece of meat, but isn't that what he did? He let his anger take hold of him and it pushed him to do something he ordinarily would never even think of doing. He let himself get caught up in the moment. His moment had been anger driven while Shawna's moment had been driven by sexual excitement. Different yes, but were not they really the same? A time when the rest of you took time off and let some dark part of you take over for a while? Shawna had felt a crushing guilt at letting her dark part run free and he was ashamed for letting his dark part out of its cage. Not the same thing, but close enough to understand. At least that is what he was thinking, but the question was could he make himself accept it?
And there were other questions. It was a given that even if he and Shawna managed to put things back together the nature of the relationship would be vastly different than the one they had before. Would they even like that relationship or was it doomed before it even started? Another question, and one that was really bothering him, was did Shawna really want them back together or was it her guilt at work telling her that the only way she could be at peace with what she had done would be to save her marriage? He didn't have a clue as to what the answers to those questions might be, but he needed to find out.
+++++++++++
She was sitting in bed reading "Hidden Prey," John Sanford's latest, when she heard him come in. She glanced at the bedside clock and saw that it was close to eleven. He must have been with his slut again. Didn't he realize how much it hurt her when he was with that big titted bimbo? Stupid question girl, she thought, of course he realized it. That was why he did it - to get back at her for what she had done.
She heard him come up the stairs and then down the hallway. She was surprised when his footsteps stopped at the door to her room instead of continuing down the hall to the spare bedroom. And even more surprised when he knocked on the door. "Yes?" she called out and the door opened and George came into the room.
"Yes George?"
"I have a question for you. You said you would be willing to share me with Carol. Did you really mean that or was it something you just said in the hopes of swaying me?"
She looked at hi standing there waiting for her answer. She had meant it. The idea was repugnant to her and she couldn't think of anything more distasteful, but if it was the price she had to pay she would do it and smile.
"Have you just come from her" she asked as she put her book down.
"Yes. I left her twenty minutes ago."
"Did you shower after" she asked as she got off the bed.
"No."
"Good" she said as she walked toward him. "I'll show you how serious I was when I said I'd share."
She went to her knees in front of him and reached for his zipper. "I'll clean her off of you. How's that for sharing."
Her hand was on his zipper when he reached down and pushed it away. "That isn't necessary Shawna. I just wanted to know for sure."
"Why George? Why do you want to know for sure?"
"It is one of the things I need to consider Shawna. Good night."
He turned and left the room closing the door behind him and leaving her on her knees. She watched the door close and she wanted to scream. So close; so damned close. And just what was it he needed to consider?
He was lying in bed and staring up at the ceiling, his mind awhirl with thoughts. It was warm and so he didn't have the covers over him and he was the way he always slept - naked. His thoughts were interrupted when the bedroom door opened and Shawna came in. She closed the door behind her, walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. Before he could ask her what she wanted her hand went to his cock and she said:
"Just asking me if I meant it isn't finding out for sure George. For you to be sure I have to show you that I meant it; I have to prove it to you George. I have to show you how far I am willing to go to get you back."
She lowered her head and took his soft cock into her mouth and started sucking on him. His cock didn't stay soft for long. It had been a long time since Shawna had has sucked his cock, but he had not forgotten how good she was at giving head. He responded and she licked and sucked as she tried to remove any traces of Carol that he might still have had on him. There were none there because the last thing he and Carol had done was anal and he had washed his cock before leaving Carol, but Shawna didn't know that. She thought she was showing him her willingness to share him with his lover.
Shawna worked on him until he was rock hard which was not an easy thing to do considering how many times he and Carol had made love earlier that night. Was he ready for this? Was he ready to swallow his pride and put, or at least try to put, what she had done behind them?
She took her mouth off of his cock and moved over him. He could stop it; all he had to do was turn his body slightly so she couldn't do what she was going to try. If he let it continue he would be committing himself to at least making the effort to try and heal the gap between them and put them back together.
And then it was done!
She used her right hand to guide his cock into her pussy as she settled down on him to take him in deeper and she moaned:
"Oh yes. Oh yes baby. I need this. You will never know how much I have needed this; how much I need you."
She began to ride him. She rose and fell, rocked back and forth and she moaned and cried. It took him a while because of his evening with Carol, but she eventually got him off and along the way had three orgasms of her own. When his cock had gone soft she rolled off of him and lay down next to him and said:
"I needed that. You can't possibly know how much I needed that George. Just your touch George, just your touch. I meant what I said George. I'll do whatever I have to do to get you back in my life even if it means I have to share. I'll even go with you when you go to her and sit in a chair next to the bed and wait my turn. That's how desperate I am to have you back George."
She snuggled up to him and he felt her tears on his chest.
+++++++++++
Epilog
Carol was very understanding when he told he that he and Shawna were going to try and work things out. She said she knew that their affair wasn't going to last and she had expected that some day he was going to end it. She did ask if he was thinking of trying "the share thing" and when he shook his head "no" she said that she knew he wouldn't, that he just wasn't the type.
They did continue to have a close and friendly relationship at work and on the occasions when he stopped after work for drinks with his co-workers they did dance, but never as close as they once had.
Shawna quit her job. She said it was because she didn't believe that she could rise any farther up the corporate ladder, but he believed the real reason was that seeing Glen at work every day served as a constant reminder of something that she wanted desperately to forget. She found a new job without any trouble, but she never stops with her new co-workers after work for drinks.
It took six months of stepping carefully around each other before their relationship smoothed out, but it seems to be working and that is the best that either of them could hope for.
Three weeks after Shawna quit her job Glen was getting out of his car at his apartment when he was brutally attack by a man wearing a hood. The man used an aluminum baseball bat to smash both of Glen's knees so bad that he now has to walk with a cane. The police are investigating, but have no leads in the case.
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She looked like a young girl lying there; a young girl with a grown woman's breasts. She looked so innocent as she slept with her head on my pillow and anyone looking at her right then would never have believed what an insatiable sexual being she had been just one hour before.
I watched her breasts rise and fall with each breath and I wondered what Andy would think. Would he think I was a low-fife asshole and his wife a cheating whore or would he understand? I laid there staring up at the ceiling and relieved the last eight years in my mind.
+++++++++++
That first night she had walked in the front door of my apartment and had wasted no time.
"Where is the bedroom?"
I pointed and she said, "Hurry" and as she headed for it she was pulling her sweater over her head. Her bra hit the floor as she walked through the bedroom door and she was kicking her skirt and panties away as I walked into the room.
"Come on, hurry up and get your clothes off" she said as she pulled the bed covers down and got on the bed. I quickly stripped and got on the bed with her. Her legs were spread wide and as I moved between them I lowered my head to her breasts and placed a hand on her pussy.
"No" she cried, "None of that. No foreplay, just fuck me. Just push your cock into me and fuck me."
Anticipation must have helped her get wet so even though she was pretty tight I was able to work my cock into her. Every push of my cock was met by her pussy being shoved up at me as she moaned:
"Yes, yes, oh yes, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes."
When I was in as far as I could go her legs came up and clamped me tight and her hands gripped my ass cheeks. Her nails dug into me and she cried:
"Fuck me. Please fuck me; fuck me hard, fast and hard."
She wanted it hard and fast, but I didn't want to give it to her that way. I didn't want a fast and frenzied fuck; I wanted it to last, but she wasn't going to be denied. Her body thrashed around and she worked her pussy on my cock; shoving it at me to meet each thrust and in the end she got what she wanted and I drove at her hard and fast.
She had already cum twice and I was close and told her I was going to cum and I asked her if she was protected and she moaned, "No, no don't" and I assumed that she was telling me not to cum in her and I tried to pull out, but she grabbed me and cried:
"No, don't stop, please don't stop, I'm almost there. I'm almost there."
I drove back hard into her and got four more strokes before I had to let go and as I flooded her with my release she moaned, "no, no, no" and pushed me off of her. She scrambled around until she could get my cock in her mouth and then she sucked me hard while her fingers worked her clit as she tried to bring on the orgasm that I had taken her to the edge of. As soon as my cock started to stiffen she climbed on top of me and used her right hand to guide me up into her. She moaned as I slid into her:
"Hurry honey, hurry. Get me off; make me cum, make me cum."
I shoved hard up into her and she cried out, "Yes baby, like that, just like that, make me cum." I rolled her over onto her back and fucked her as hard as I could and minutes later I was rewarded with a loud, "Oh fuck!" as she came. As soon as she orgasmed I eased back some. I wasn't as young as I used to be and a steady hard pace like she wanted could have very well done me in. She had one more small climax before I came for the second time and then I pulled my softening cock out of her and fell to the bed next to her.
"Are we done" she asked.
"For a little while. I don't charge back up as fast as I used to."
"How many more times will you be good for tonight?"
"Twice more before morning maybe."
"Why only maybe?"
"I'm not a young man anymore sweetie and memory isn't the only thing that goes when you age."
"I can help."
"I'll just bet that you can."
She did, and she got her twice more before I had to leave for work in the morning.
+++++++++++++++
I met Andy when he came to work for the company I worked for. My first opinion of him was that he was that he was a nice enough kid, but just that - a kid.
The company we worked for was basically a job shop for one of the major auto companies. We did all the weird shit that they couldn't or didn't want to do for themselves. For instance, car company A comes out with a new model that is comparable to something that the company we worked for sold. The company we worked for would go out and buy a half dozen of company A's new models and then would turn them over to us. We would tear apart the model so our company's engineers could look at the car. We would cut sections out of the "A" posts (that's the front pillar on either side of the windshield, cut sections out of the roof rail, the floor pan and anything else that the engineers wanted to look at and then we would scrap the car.
But our biggest area of concern was building replica cars and handling advertising locations. In the automotive industry there is a bit of a disconnect between selling the current years models and the new models that appear in the fall. Typically they produce the current model until the middle of July and then they convert the assembly line and start cranking out the next year's models which go on sale in September.
The problem is that the advertising - the TV spots, the magazine ads, the Hertz and Avis brochures - have to be in place by the time the new cars hit the showroom floor. It takes six to nine months to get the ads produced, but the cars haven't even begun to move down the assembly line so what did the advertising companies use for vehicles in their ads? They used the cars that my company put together.
The way it worked was that the auto company would have gone through a design process as much as three years before the car would be introduced. The design would go from the drawing board to technicians who would build a clay model of the car to use for other design purposes. One of the things they would so with the clay model would be to make a fiberglass mold of it. When the auto company was done using the mold for their purposes they would send it to us and we would use the mold to make fiberglass bodies. We would cut the steel body off of an existing car and then mount the fiberglass body to the stripped chassis and then send it to the paint shop for a paint job. It was a lot more complicated than what I just described, but that is the gist of what we did.
What happened then was that the ABC advertising agency would call and say that they needed a red four door in Palm Springs for a fourteen day shoot. We would load the car into an enclosed truck and take it to Palm Springs (or San Diego, Los Angeles, San Francisco - any place that had lots of sunshine in January, February, March and April). The thing was that when you drove that truck to Palm Springs you might not get home for months. You would be in the Springs and you would get a call telling you that as soon as ABC was done shooting you needed to get the car to Tucson so the DEF agency could shot brochures for Avis. Then a call would send you some place else. I've left Detroit in January and not gotten back until late May or early June.
Anyway, back to Andy. He was hired as a painter and he had worked for us for about six months before he was paired up with me for a location shoot. It was to a studio in LA and then from there to San Francisco and then down to Palm Springs. We were going to be gone for a little over two months. The company had a policy of paying for a plane ticket for your wife if you were gone from home for more than thirty days and on day thirty-one of our trip Andy's wife June stepped off the United Airlines 727 in San Francisco.
June was a cutie. Only 4'10'' and maybe -- just maybe -- 100 pounds, but a good part of those 100 pounds were tits. I didn't see much of Andy and June after our day was over. They were in their room catching up on what they had gone the previous thirty days without. Gradually they slacked off and we started going out at night drinking and dancing and having a good time. Andy wasn't much of a dancer and June loved to dance so she was constantly dragging me out onto the floor. I'm 6'1'' and when I danced with little June her tits were always pressing into me way down there and I couldn't help what happened. Occasionally she would come in contact with what she caused and all she did was grin at me and tell me that I was a dirty old man.
I liked Andy and he and I became good friends. Andy and I worked locations together several times over the next couple of years and every time he could swing it June was with us. Andy and June were crazy about each other, but that did not keep June from flirting with me. She flirted with me something terrible, but we both knew that it just fun. She loved dancing with me and when the inevitable happened she would giggle and tell me that I was a dirty old man.
And I was! If June hadn't been married to Andy I would have picked her up, thrown her over my shoulder and raced for the nearest bed. When we were home I usually had dinner with June and Andy once a week and after work on Friday Andy and I would stop at the bar with the guys from work and June would usually join us there. One of those Fridays as I was dancing with June and she was rubbing her tits all over me I said:
"You are an evil little bitch and one of these days I'm going to forget how much I like Andy and you are going to find yourself on the backseat of my car."
She laughed and said, "Promise, promises; that's all I ever get, promises."
I don't deny it; the attraction was there, the ache was there, the lust was in my head, but Andy was my friend.
++++++++++++
I was on location in Florida and I called the office to check in and Norm, my boss, told me that Andy was in the hospital. He had been changing a left rear tire on the side of the road and some asshole had hit him and kept on going. Andy was hurt pretty bad. Half a dozen broken bones and he was in a coma. I asked how June was taking it and Norm told me that she was a wreck. I got daily updates when I called in, but there wasn't any change. Andy was in traction and still in a coma. I called June a couple of times, but the calls all ended when she broke down crying.
It was three weeks before I got home and the first thing I did after dropping off the prototype car at the shop was to drive over to the hospital. Andy was still in the coma and while I was there June showed up. She came running into my arms and I held her while she sobbed into my chest. Later I took her to dinner and she gave me Andy's prognosis.
"The doctors say he could come out of the coma tomorrow or he may never come out of it. They just don't know."
For the next four months I went to the hospital almost every evening more to support June than for any other reason. She had no living family and neither did Andy so to keep her from being all alone I was there for her to lean on. I took her to dinner two or three times a week and three times I took her out for drinks and dancing, but those times didn't turn out well. She felt guilty over trying to enjoy herself while Andy was stuck in a hospital bed and before the night was over she would be crying.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was sent out of town on another trip that turned into three months away from home. I called June two or three times a week for an update and found that nothing had changed. When I returned I called her and asked her if she would like to have dinner with me and she said she would so we arranged to meet at the hospital.
She was in the room holding Andy's hand when I got there. She brought me up to date which didn't take long. Outside of Andy being out of traction nothing had changed. She asked me to go with her to the hospital cafeteria for a cup of coffee. We sat down at a table and then she said:
"I'm not a bad person. I've tried hard to be a good wife, but this situation is killing me. I've found myself wishing that he would die and end his pain, but then I think that I'm being a bitch and that he isn't feeling any pain and all I'm doing is wishing he would end mine. God knows I love him, but how long can this go on? I've heard that some people have been in comas for a long as twenty years. I find myself crying at the thought that my life for the next twenty years is going to be nothing but daily trips to the hospital. I'm too young for this Rob."
Yes she was, but what the hell could I say? I took her out to eat when we left the hospital and, given the way the last three times had ended, I was surprised when she asked me if we could go for drinks after dinner. I of course said yes and was surprised again when she chose a place that had a live band. We hadn't finished our first drink when she said, "I want to dance Rob" and she stood up and waited for me to get off my chair.
Several drinks and a half dozen or so dances into the evening and in the middle of a slow dance where she was up against me she asked:
"Remember the time way back when you called me an evil bitch and told me how one day if I kept it up I would end up on your back seat?"
I nodded my head yes and she said, "Could tonight be that night?"
I stepped back from her and looked at her and she sobbed, "Don't look at me like that Rob; please don't look at me like that. I'm sorry, but I can't stand it. I'm young Rob and I was used to a steady diet of love making. I have gone almost eight months without and no end in sight. I need it Rob. I need to get laid and it has to be someone I trust. I love Andy Rob and I will be here for him when he comes back. I want to be faithful, but I can't do it. I can't keep doing without for what might be years. You are the only one I can ask who I know won't run around bragging about it the next day. Please Rob, it has to be someone I like; someone who knows that I'm still going to be Andy's and who won't expect a long term relationship. Just once in a while Rob. That's all I'm asking, just every once in a while to keep me from going crazy. Please Rob, don't make me pick up strangers for one night stands. Help me out Rob; please help me out."
I'd like to be able to say I was noble enough to be able to say, "We can't June; it just wouldn't be right and besides, Andy is my friend" but I can't say that. I thought of all the times we had danced and she had looked up at me with that evil little grin. I wanted her then and I wanted her now. I could console myself by saying that I was doing it for Andy. That I was keeping June away from one night stands and the possibilities of STDs, that I was keeping her safe for him, but I couldn't kid myself. I wanted her. I was semi-honest with myself about it. I knew that under any other set of circumstances I would have said no to what June wanted, but I also knew that she wasn't bullshitting me - if I didn't do it she WAS going to find someone who would and as long as someone was going to get it, it might as well be me. So I said yes.
+++++++++++++++
In the morning she had gone from my apartment to the hospital and I didn't see her again for three days. Friday evening after work I stopped at the hospital and she was there. Still no change to report. I suggested dinner and she said:
"Couldn't we just go to your place?"
After that it was twice a week for two weeks and then three nights and then four. Then came the night she said:
"I have a problem."
"What is it?"
"I'm pregnant."
"You said you were on the pill."
"I was...I mean I am, but with Andy in the hospital and me not planning on doing anything I wasn't paying much attention to them and sometimes I forgot to take them for a week or two at a time. I started back on them religiously when we started seeing each other, but I guess it was too late. It must have happened during those first few times. What am I going to do?"
"Whatever you want June. It is your choice."
Her face go t red and she snarled, "You bastard! You miserable bastard! Sure, go ahead and dump it on me."
"Whoa there little girl; I am not dumping anything on you. We are in this together, but it is your body so you get to choose whether to carry the child or not. Whatever you do I am going to be with you."
"What will I do if Andy wakes up?"
"We will cross that bridge when we come to it. We both want Andy to recover, but we can hope that it isn't for another nine months. If you decide to keep it hopefully you will have it before Andy comes out of his coma."
"But what do I do when he wakes up and sees me with a baby?"
"When he wakes up we will tell him that it is mine. We will tell him I got married while he was in his coma, that my wife had the child and then abandoned the child and me when she ran off with a truck driver. You can say that you were helping me with the baby since you had the time while he was in the hospital."
"I guess I could have it and give it up for adoption."
"No you can't! It is my child and I will take it when Andy comes back to us. You only have two choices June. To have it or not to have it. Your body, your choice. But if you have it the child will be ours until Andy wakes up and then, unless you decide to tell Andy about us, I will take the child."
"Well I don't like the idea of abortion so I guess that you might as well get ready to be a daddy."
That decision caused a major change in our lives. June gave up her place and moved in with me until Anita was born and then we found a bigger place. When Anita turned three June said, "She needs a brother or sister."
It has been eight years since Andy went into his coma and the doctors are still saying that he could come out of it any day now or maybe never. June and I have three kids now, but she still goes to the hospital every day and sits in a chair next to his bed and holds his hand while she talks to him. I don't know what she says to him - that is private between the two of them - and I don't know that he even hears a word that she says.
June still has hope that Andy will recover and while I would also like to see it happen even though it would complicate my life I doubt that it will happen. I have heard stories about people who have come out of a coma after ten, twelve or fifteen years, but they are very, very few and far between.
I'd like to marry June and make our arrangement legal, but she won't divorce Andy and I don't blame her for that since I have always known the depth of her feeling for Andy. I spend a lot of time wondering about what will happen when - and if - Andy recovers. That she will go back to him I have no doubt - none whatsoever - and Lord only knows what will happen then. June is a dedicated mother and dotes on our kids. There is no way she could walk away from them even for Andy so she would have to tell him about them and how would that play out?
If Andy was understanding and would accept the situation June would want the kids with her, but they were mine also and they were my heart and I wasn't going to play the part of visiting dad or visiting Uncle Rob and I damned sure wasn't going to accept any sort of joint custody arrangement and see them every other week.
The sad thing is that the only solution is the one that neither June nor I want and that is for Andy to never come back.
And isn't that just a kick in the ass.
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A message for those who like my stories, those who hate my stories, those who are indifferent and those who have yet to make up their minds.
I have often stated that I really don't care what others think about my stories, that I write for my own enjoyment and then I offer to share. If you like my stories fine and if you don't, also fine since I have already satisfied my target audience - me!
It is human nature to strive to get better. If you take up bowling your first games are going low scoring, but you will work and practice to get better and as your average climbs you may forget the game where you had three gutter balls and shot an eighty-six, but that game is still there in your past.
Your first time on the golf course you shot an eighty on the front nine, but did you settle for that being your game or did you work to improve? You may eventually get a three handicap, but that nine hole eighty is still there as part of your past.
When you hired in at your job did you say, "Cool, I got it made" and do nothing more than what you barely had to do or did you go to work thinking that, "Someday I'm going to be running this place." You might never climb that high, but human nature says that you are going to at least try.
It is the same with authors who write stories and post them on sites like Literotica. Their first stories might not be all that good, but comments and feedback along with a desire to get better drive them toward putting out a better product or to at least try.
I'm no different. My first stories might not have been all that great, but they are still there on the hard drive. I like cheating wife stories and five years ago I found my first adult site that catered to cheating wife stories. It was a pay site, but it had a policy of giving a free lifetime membership to anyone who submitted five stories to the site. How hard can that be I said to myself as I sat down and fired up the word processor and went to work.
I sent my five stories in and sat back to enjoy my free membership and a funny thing happened. I started getting feedback, most of it positive, and I became hooked. I started cranking out more stories. The site I was sending my stories to had seven categories:
Bisexual
Cream Pie
Groups
I Watch
Gang Bang
Racial
SM/BD
I know nothing about bisexual or SM/BD and I had no interest in Groups so all the stories I wrote I tailored for the four remaining categories:
Cream Pie
I Watch
Gang Bang
Racial.
I turned out eight stories a month, two for each category, which means that after five years I have over 120 stories in each of those categories and they are all still on the hard drive.
A year ago I received an email asking me why I never posted stories on Literotica. The answer? I didn't know about Lit. I pulled it up, liked what I saw, and started sending in stories to it. All new stories? No, not hardly, not with over 400 stories sitting on the hard drive. Maybe one new story for each fifteen or so old ones. The newer ones are better, at least I think they are and I have received some feedback that leads me to believe that others think so too, and I will continue to write new ones.
But I am still going to recycle what is on the hard drive, stories that were written specifically to fit the four categories. That means that those of you who hate cream pie stories still have eighty or so to look forward to. Ditto for those who call me a racist; you will get another seventy or so interracial stories.
Those who hate wimps will only see about fifty more of those because the stories I sent to the I Watch category were split 50/50 between what some call wimps and some call "real men." Why the 50/50 split? It came from listening to the readers. I would get feedback asking me why all the men in my stories were hard asses. "In real life men are more forgiving, especially if it is the first indiscretion." So I would write stories with forgiving husbands and boyfriends and then the next batch of feedback would say, "Why are all your husbands spineless wimps" and I'd write stories that went back the other way.
Eventually I came to realize that I was wasting my time - there was no way I could write a story that would satisfy everybody and that is when I adopted my philosophy of writing for my own enjoyment and then offering to share.
As far as the gangbang stories? Well, what can I say? Gangbangs are gangbangs and there are still eighty or so of them to go.
The bottom line is that Literotica readers are going to see more of my old stories than my new ones. If I'm still around three or four years from now it will probably go the other way, more new than old.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I feel the need to respond to some of the comments and emails I have received. By far the largest percentage comes from people who say, "You are an asshole because all women are not whores and sluts and that's all you make them out to be."
Next most common is, "You must really hate women you sick fuck."
"You must be a wimp because all the men in your stories are wimps" is up there in the top ten along with, "Why don't you give it a rest and go crawl off in a hole somewhere."
There is a lot more, but I'm only going to address those four and in reverse order.
I won't stop and go crawl in a hole because I am enjoying the hell out of what I am doing and remember what I said, I am doing this for MY OWN ENJOYMENT and then I offer to share. Some obviously like my sharing with them and so I will continue to do so. No one is holding a gun to a reader's head and telling them they must click on a Just Plain Bob story or die. It is a conscious choice on the reader's part to move that mouse and click on that story.
When a man finds out he has a cheating wife or girlfriend there are only a limited number of ways he can handle it. If he loves her he can forgive, try to forget and try to hold on and somehow make things work. He can turn his back on her, walk away and get on with his life. The third option is to take revenge.
According to a good portion of those who send me feedback the first and second options are proof that the men are wimps. If the man takes the third option he is still considered a wimp if he doesn't do some sort of physical damage to the woman and her lover. These readers believe that the only way not to be a wimp is to kill, maim and destroy everything in sight. Doing that however, will invariably get the man throw in jail and that is why it so rarely happens in real life.
In real life most revenge takes place in the man's head when he says to himself, "I should have ______(fill in the blank) the fucking cunt!" I know this because I have been there and done that (see The Dark Trilogy). In my stories I try to mirror real life so kill, maim and destroy are going to be for the most part absent. Outside of some fisticuffs there will be very little physical violence in my stories. Most of my husbands are going to do what I did, what several of my friends and others that I know have done, forgive, or walk away. If this makes them wimps and me a wimp for writing the story that way, so be it.
Next is the "I must hate all women." Nothing could be farther from the truth. I love women. I lust after women. I even like whores and sluts. I have been married four times, engaged two other times (that did not end in marriage) and I have always had girlfriends between marriages. My philosophy is that women were put on this earth for me to enjoy and I'm not talking just sexually. I could sit at the mall (and have) for hours and just girl watch.
The engagements, girlfriends and three of the four marriages bring me to the #1 anti JPB comment on the list.
"You are an asshole because all women aren't whores and sluts."
Well dear reader, you can not prove that by me! I will say up front that I KNOW all women aren't whores and sluts, BUT the majority of the women in my life were. My mother ran around on my father for years while he was driving a truck for a living. My Aunt Margaret cheated regularly on my Uncle Bill, as did my Aunt Mildred on my Uncle Paul. My Aunt Betty fucked around on my Uncle Bob for years and finally left him for his brother, my Uncle Wendell. Uncle Wendell in turn caught her on her knees at his company Christmas party giving Season's Greetings to his boss.
My sister is three times divorced and each divorce came about when the then current husband caught her out spreading pollen. Both of the engagements I mentioned ended when I found out that I was not the one and only and a lot of the girls I dated between marriages never made it to engagement status for the same reason.
And that brings me to my three ex-wives. The first one, Helen (I believe I commented on her in the intro to The Dark Trilogy) had seven different lovers before I found out what was going on. I was living proof that love is blind. Ditto with my second wife. She had a secret life that she hid from me and when I found out about her brother, his friends and the gangbangs she was history.
My third marriage ended in divorce because of a different kind of cheating (and I can just imagine the outrage I am going to get over this) - she cheated on me with an idea. I was away from home on business, she was lonely, a couple of Jehovah's Witnesses knocked on the door and my wife, with nothing better to do invited them in. When I came home from my trip I found out that she had found God. On a scale that runs from TRUE BELIEVER on one end to ATHEIST on the other you will find me just to the right of AGNOSTIC and since I would not allow myself to be SAVED the marriage eventually died.
So yes, I write about sluts and whores because as everyone knows, you tend to write about the things you know. And I do like sluts and whores, just not the ones that lie to me and cheat on me.
So be forewarned - if you click on a Just Plain Bob story you will be getting sluts, whores and husbands who do not kill, maim and destroy. There are other things you will rarely find in a Just Plain Bob story. Even though I try to mirror real life my stories all take place in StoryLand. In StoryLand STDs and un-wanted pregnancies do not exist unless the author feels like they may add something to the story. Bad things do not happen in StoryLand unless the author so wills it and no amount of "You should have..." in comments and feedback will change a story already posted.
Lastly, I will touch on a truth. None of what I have written here means shit because the same readers will still read the same stories that they profess to hate and make the same comments they have always made. Knowing this, I will deliberately post stories that will have them frothing at the mouth.
It is the least I can do for an adoring public.
JPB
Sept. 2009
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I tapped him on the shoulder and when he turned I hit him with everything that I had. I brought the punch up from the boot tops with all two hundred and five pounds behind it. I felt his nose crunch and the blood flew and when his hands went up to his face I sunk my fist into his gut and got a loud "oof" out of him as he doubled up. One more smash to the side of his head and he went down to the ground. I debated kicking the asshole a half dozen times, but then thought:
"What the hell, he got the message."
I turned to Darcy and said, "I think I broke his nose. Maybe you can kiss it and make it better" and then I turned and walked away from the woman who was wearing my engagement ring and the man who had been my best friend.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It had been a birthday party for Darcy's sister and it was being held at Barney's Roadhouse. We had pushed a bunch of tables together and we were drinking and dancing to the live band and everyone was having a fine time.
We had been there a little over two hours when something caught my eye. My girl Darcy was dancing with my best friend Mark and while that in itself was nothing new what caught my attention was when his hand slid down her back and came to rest on her ass and she didn't push it away or say anything to him. Then I noticed Mark's leg pushing against Darcy's leg and again she did nothing. The two of them had my interest by then and I moved so I could keep an eye on them while appearing to talk to the others at the table.
The music stopped and it was seconds before they realized it and broke apart. They came back to the table, and though sitting on opposite sides and four chairs apart I caught them constantly looking at each other. The next set I danced with Darcy and as I held her I asked:
"Everything all right?"
"Yes, why?"
"You seem a little distant tonight. Like your mind is someplace else or you have something weighty on it."
"It is just your imagination baby; I'm okay, honest."
We stayed on the dance floor for three songs and then went back to the table. A couple of minutes later Mark asked Darcy to dance and I kept my eye on them. Once again they danced close and his hand ended up on her ass. This time Darcy must have said something because he quickly jerked it away and cast a quick glance my way.
Half an hour later Darcy got up to go to the bathroom and a minute or so later Mark got up and headed toward the bathrooms. I'd seen enough that night that my suspicions were aroused so I waited a couple of minutes and then got up and headed for the johns. Mark wasn't in the bathroom and since we would have passed each other if he had headed back to the table that meant he must have gone out the back door.
As I reached for the door handle I suddenly realized that if Mark and Darcy were up to something my coming out the back door would alert them and give them a chance to split apart and then tell me that they had just come outside to get away from the cigarette smoke and get a breath of fresh air.
I went back through the bar, went out the front door and then, moving as quietly as I could I circled the building. When I came around the northeast corner of the bar I saw them. They had their arms around each other and were kissing. They were so into each other that they never heard me come up behind them.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I had just finished putting everything of Darcy's that was in my apartment into trash bags when I heard someone at the front door. The key going into the lock told me that it was Darcy. I didn't look up from what I was doing as she came in, but I said:
"You are just in time to carry this shit away. I was just getting ready to toss it out into the parking lot."
"Can we talk about this?"
"No. I saw enough tonight to tell me all I need to know."
"It wasn't what you think."
"It doesn't matter Darcy. I saw what I saw and it was enough."
"You broke Mark's nose and dislocated his jaw."
"He's lucky. I should have kicked him half a dozen times and broken a rib or two."
"I've never seen you violent before."
"Sometimes it is good not to see things. Now will you please just take your stuff and leave?"
"Please Rob, I made a stupid mistake. I had too much to drink and I wasn't thinking clearly."
"Yeah? Well it is a good thing that I caught you making that kind of mistake before marrying you rather than after."
"Please Rob, it didn't mean anything, honest."
"Once you said yes and put my ring on Darcy you were supposed to become a one man woman and that one man was supposed to be me. You just showed me that I can't trust you. Just take your stuff and go."
Tears were running down her cheeks as she started to take off her engagement ring. "Keep it" I told her. "I don't want it around to remind me of you. If you keep it Mark won't have to buy you one. Consider it my wedding present."
She picked up her two trash bags and headed for the door. She opened the door and turned to me and said:
"I'm sorry Rob. I love you; I really do love you and I didn't do what you think I did."
And then she was gone.
She called me the next day and asked me if I was ready to talk with her and I hung up on her. She made a half dozen more attempts, but I always hung up and eventually she finally gave up.
Over the next month Mark made a dozen attempts to get me to talk to him and I finally told him that if he came within arms reach of me I'd put him in the hospital for a month and he finally got the message and stopped calling. Eight months later Darcy and Mark got married. I had to laugh when I got the invitation. Maybe I was supposed to be the 'something old.'
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
As a geologist working for an oil company I got to travel quite a bit and some of the trips were lengthy. Shortly after Mark and Darcy's wedding I was sent on a trip to Alaska to investigate the possibility of developing a new oil field. It took me out of town for almost eleven months and since I didn't have anyone to come home to I stayed the entire eleven months up in that area. When I did take some time off I went sight-seeing in either Alaska or Canada.
Did I think about Darcy on the cold nights? Yes I did. I thought about her a lot. I had loved her with all my heart and had been certain that she felt that way about me. We had met by accident - literally. I hadn't been paying as much attention to my driving as I should have been and I backed into her car in a parking lot. She wasn't around so I put my name and office number on a piece of paper and stuck it under her windshield wiper. Three hours later the receptionist buzzed me and told me that there was a woman there to see me.
"She says you are expecting her."
I checked my calendar and didn't see any appointments for that afternoon, but I wasn't doing anything important so I told Fran to send the woman to my office. Two minutes later my office door opened and in walked the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. If there is such a thing as love at first sight it is what happened to me right then.
"Mr. Ellison? I'm Darcy Miller and I'm here to take you up on your offer."
"My offer? I'm afraid I don't understand."
"Oh? Wasn't that an invitation to dinner that you left under my wiper blade? Although I do think that running into my car is a little extreme as a way to meet me."
"An invitation to dinner?"
"I suppose that it was probably just meant as a way for me to get in touch so you could give me your insurance information, but I saw the look on your face when I walked in so I chose to treat it as an invitation to dinner."
It was all a little too fast for a guy like me, but I wasn't brain dead so I finally managed to get myself together enough to say:
"Are you free tonight?"
She was and three days later when I walked her to her door after a date she gave me a kiss that left me weak in the knees and then she took hold of my tie and pulled me into her apartment.
"I don't know if you felt what I felt when I walked into your office," she said, "But your facial expression said you might have and I don't want to wait for another dozen dates while you try to work yourself up to trying to get me into bed."
We lay there holding each other and relaxing in the warm afterglow of magnificent love-making and I asked:
"What size ring do you wear?"
"My ring size? Why would you want to know that?"
"I want to buy your engagement ring in the morning and I need to know the size."
"Are you proposing to me?"
"Hey, you are the one who didn't believe in wasting time. I'm just following your lead."
"Five and a half."
We set a date, but before it could happen there was the night at Barney's.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It wasn't until I returned home that I found out that Mark and Darcy's marriage hadn't lasted all that long. It turns out that Mark had a hidden side that no one knew about. He was abusive. After the fifth time he had sent Darcy to the hospital emergency room she decided that she'd had enough and she smacked him in the head with a cast iron frying pan and while he was in the hospital with a fractured cheek bone she moved out and filed for divorce.
I found all this out while I was having dinner with my cousin Richard and his wife Dee.
"Are you going to call her" Dee asked.
"Good lord no! Why would you even ask?"
"Because in a way you are responsible for what went on between the two of them."
"How the hell could that be? I haven't even been here for eleven months. Hell, I was gone out of town before they even got back from their honeymoon."
"Every fight they had was over you."
"Oh come on Dee; both of them were out of my life for a good eight months before I even went to Alaska. How the hell could I have been a part of their problems?"
"Mark is a loser Rob. You either overlooked it or accepted it because he had been your best friend since third grade, but he is a loser. He can't hold a job and he can't do anything right and every time he came home after getting fired or quitting or screwing something up Darcy would shake her head in disgust and say something like:
"And I lost Rob for this."
"The last time he sent her to the ER they were in the Elks club and he had just lost another job. It is unclear whether he quit or got fired, but he was whining about how the foreman had it in for him and Darcy told him to stop whining like a kid and be a man for a change. Mark made a smart remark that she wouldn't know a man if one bit her on the ass and she said:
"That's where you are wrong. I had a real man once and I fucked it up."
"Throwing Rob up at me again?"
"On his worst day he was five times the man you could be on your best day."
"You bitch!" Mark screamed and back-handed her so hard that she fell backwards in her chair and hit her head on the edge of the next table. It knocked her out and she was rushed to the hospital. Two days later she used a frying pan on him. From what I hear she hasn't been on a date since she moved out and filed for a divorce."
"That's all very interesting, but I believe I'll take a pass on saying hi to Darcy."
"Haven't you ever made a mistake Rob?"
"I've made some doozys, but the thing about mistakes is that you are supposed to learn from them and what you are supposed to learn is how not to make the same mistake again. Darcy was a mistake and I won't repeat it."
And I meant it.
I missed Darcy and there wasn't a week went by that I didn't think of her half a dozen times. I still carried her picture in my wallet, but I had no intension of seeing Darcy or even talking to her on the phone. She was history and even though I could not get her out of my mind she was going to stay history.
But sometimes what you want to do or don't want to do just doesn't mean a thing in the grand scheme of things.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It had been a long day at the office and I stopped at Ernie's Sports Bar and Grill to tip a few longnecks and relax. I stopped at Ernie's because I was seeing Juanita, the waitress. We'd had a thing going for about a month; nothing that was going to go anywhere, just good bed buddies. I was sitting in a booth sipping my beer and watching the Rockies/Giants game on the big screen TV when Juanita set another beer in front of me.
"Compliments of the lady at the end of the bar."
I looked over at the end of the bar and I almost said, "That's no lady, that's just Darcy" but I didn't. But I didn't refuse the beer either. Darcy took the fact that I didn't refuse the beer as an invitation to join me and a couple of minutes later she slid onto the seat across from me.
"How have you been Rob?"
"I've been okay."
"How was Alaska?"
"Cold."
She was silent for a couple of seconds and then she asked, "Have your feelings toward me mellowed any?"
"In what way?"
"Do you still hate me?"
"I never hated you Darcy. Was I disappointed in you? Yes I was, but I never hated you."
"I'm sorry for what happened Rob, I really am. I've really done some stupid things in my life and Mark is right up there on the list. But I swear to you Rob that there was never anything between Mark and me except what I thought was innocent flirting. I didn't know that Mark was looking at it as something else. You know Mark. He has always been a touchy-feely person and yes he did put his hand on my ass a couple of times, but I know you saw it and you didn't say anything and it wasn't hurting anything; it was just Mark being Mark. He was being the way he always was."
"That isn't what I saw in the parking lot Darcy."
"You never let me tell you what happened Rob; you just assumed the worst and turned away from me."
"How could what I saw be anything other than what I saw?"
"I got up and went to the bathroom and when I came out Mark was waiting in the hallway for me. He said he had something that he needed to talk with me about and he asked me to step outside where it wasn't as noisy. When we got outside he told me that I was making a mistake in marrying you, that you couldn't possibly love me as much as he did. He told me I should break up with you and be his girl. I laughed at him and told him he was crazy.
"He grabbed me, took me in his arms and kissed me and that's were I got stupid - I kissed him back. I don't have any excuse other than I'd had a lot to drink and my ego was stroked by knowing that he wanted me and besides, what was a kiss? And then you were there and my life turned to shit."
"You married him eight months later."
"You might be surprised at how many friends you have. You threw me out so the word went out that I'd done you wrong and no one would have anything to do with me. Mark wanted me and no one else even cared so when he asked me to marry him I said yes. Another stupid mistake. I sent you an invitation in a vain hope that you would show up and stop the wedding."
"How would I have done that?"
"When it got to the part where the minister asks if there is anyone who knows why the union should not take place I was hoping you would be there to speak up and say:
"Yes, I do, because she doesn't love him, she loves me."
"But you didn't do that. It would have been true Rob. I knew even as I said "I do" that I loved you and always would. I knew in my heart that I was making a mistake in marrying Mark. I should have turned and run from the church when they got to the "Do you Darcy take Mark" part of the ceremony, but I didn't have the courage. I wasn't lying when I told you that I loved you that night when you tossed me out of your apartment."
"So why are you telling me this Darcy?"
"I want you back in my life Rob. Even if we never get back to where we were I need you to be a part of my life, if only as a friend."
As I sat there looking at her and listening to her I thought about some of what she'd said. Mark was a touchy-feely kind of guy and she and Mark had flirted a lot, but then Darcy flirted with a lot of guys - it was her nature to flirt. It was the kiss that bothered me. The image of Mark and Darcy with their arms around each other sat in the back of my head. Suddenly I realized that it wasn't the kiss itself that bothered me. It was the arms. It was the way their arms held each other. I'd gotten carried away a time or two, especially at Christmas parties when there was mistletoe to play under, but I'd never wrapped myself around the women I'd kissed. I'd never held them the way Darcy and Mark had held each other. Then again, was I reading too much into it? Was I really clear on what it was that I saw? I was angry and in a rage and in my anger did I read more into it than was there? Could it have happened the way that Darcy was claiming?
Darcy sat there waiting for me to say something, but what could I say? I knew that I still loved her. I knew that I missed her. But the question was did I dare take a chance. That kiss, those arms, were always going to be with me. The only thing I knew for sure was that I didn't know what to do. So I took the easy way out.
"You have given me some things to think about and while I'm not quite sure that I'll ever be able to bring myself to accept your version of what happened I will think about it. Maybe I'll give you a call in a couple of days."
I saw the disappointment on her face, but she said, "At least that is something. It is more than what I had when I came in here tonight and saw you sitting here. My cell number is still the same. Feel free to call me any time day or night. I mean it Rob; I still love you and I really do want you back in my life."
She got up and left me sitting there watching her leave.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I was waiting when Juanita got off from work and I was driving her home to her apartment when she said:
"Do I need to start looking for a new playmate?"
"Why would you wonder about that?"
"I saw the way you were looking at that woman who joined you in your booth. What's more, I saw the way she was looking at you."
"She is just someone I used to know."
"Bullshit Rob! There was something strong going on between the two of you and it was obvious to anyone who can read the signs. Be honest here sweetie, how long have I got?"
"I'm not going anywhere."
She was silent and just looked at me for a bit and then she said, "Yes you are sweetie; you just don't know it yet." She slid over next to me, unzipped me and worked my cock out as she said, "But I still have you for a while" and she bent her head and started sucking my cock.
Once inside her apartment she quickly stripped and said, "Hurry sweetie, I want as much as I can get before you are gone."
"Stop saying that. I am not going anywhere" I said and wondered why she was so sure that I was. As I stripped I also wondered why Juanita and I had never clicked except as fuck buddies and almost immediately knew that I already knew the answer. She was fun, she was a sexy looking lady and she loved to fuck, but I just didn't love her. I liked her; I liked her a lot, but I didn't love her.
"You know what I want lover" she said and I did. She liked what she called, "Half and half" and her favorite place to get 'half and half' was leaning forward over the back of the sofa. The first half was sliding into her already sopping pussy and fucking her while using my thumb and fingers on her asshole. The second half came when she would cry out, "Now baby, now" and I would pull my cock out of her pussy and push it into her ass.
I was buried in her butt and pounding hard just the way she liked it and she was moaning and urging me on when I had the strangest thought. I wondered why Darcy and I had never tried anal sex. Just as I had that thought Juanita screamed and shook with an orgasm and that triggered mine. After I'd gone limp Juanita led me into the bathroom, washed my cock and then sucked me hard again. After one more romp I kissed her goodnight and headed on home to my place.



x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
As I drove I wondered why I had begun thinking of Darcy while having sex with Juanita. I'd never done that before. There had been half dozen women whose bed I had shared since breaking up with Darcy and not once had thoughts of Darcy intruded. Then, since Darcy was back in my mind I started thinking about what Darcy had said earlier at Ernie's. Was it true? Could I believe her? In my anger that night did I read more into what I saw than was really there? If we got back together would I always wonder and as a result always be suspicious of her?
That is really what it all boiled down to - trust! That is what a relationship required - trust. A relationship could not work if every time you were apart you wondered what the other person might be doing. It could not work if every time your significant other came home late you wondered where they had been or what they had been doing. It could not work if the other called and cancelled a date and left you wondering what they were doing instead and maybe with whom.
That was the question before me as I thought about Darcy and what she had told me. Could I trust her? Even as I asked myself that question I knew that there was only one way to find out.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I slept the usual worn out and exhausted sleep that I always did after an evening with Juanita. I stopped at Bob's Big Boy on the way to work and had breakfast and when I got to my office I picked up the phone and called Darcy and asked her to meet me at Barney's Roadhouse at six. She said she would be there. I was already sitting at a table when she came in and I saw a look of hopeful expectation on her face as she walked over to me. As soon as she sat down I cut right to it.
"So what is it that you want Darcy? To date from time to time?"
"That would be nice Rob, but you know what I want. I want you back in my bed where you belong. No strings attached. Dinner and dancing would be appreciated, but the bottom line is that I want you back in my bed."
"So what you are is suggesting a "friends with benefits" relationship?"
"Call it whatever you like Rob, but I need you back in my life."
"No strings?"
"None."
"What would be a good time to call you this week?"
"No time like the present Rob. My apartment, your apartment, a motel, your backseat or mine, but now, right now is a good time."
I dropped a ten on the table and stood up and followed Darcy out of the bar. I have no idea how it is going to turn out. It is all going to depend on whether I can learn to trust her again. It might take a while for it to happen, if it ever does, but we are both young so we have the time.
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It was intense! It was by far the strongest orgasm I'd had in quite a while and I wasn't even on a bed. I was bent over the back of the couch in my living room and the hard cock was driving into me from behind. My feet weren't even touching the floor and I had my wadded up panties in my mouth and I was biting down hard on them to keep from screaming out and waking the baby.
He gave one last push, muttered "Oh fuck!" and I felt the hot wetness of his discharge. He stood behind me not moving as his cock lost its hardness and when he was limp he stepped back and his cock flopped out of me. I scooted back until my feet were touching the floor and then I stood and turned to face him and asked:
"What was your name again?"
To understand why a nameless man was plundering my pussy you need to know only that I'm a girl who was raised by a father whose basic philosophy was:
"Don't get mad, get even and after you are even go a little farther and get ahead."
I heard that all my life and I remembered it on the day I found out what my husband Tony had been up to.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The story starts on the day that Tony said, "I think we are ready for children now; what do you think?"
I stared down at my coffee as I thought about the question. Tony and I had been married just short of five years. We decided even before taking our vows that while we did want children we did not want them until we had done some traveling; done a few things that we wanted to do and were financially stable. Apparently Tony thought we were at that point. I wasn't all that happy with my job as a legal secretary and becoming a stay at home mom had a certain appeal for me and so I said:
"I guess that it is as good a time as any."
I took myself off the pill, put my diaphragm in storage and four months later I was, as my mother so quaintly put it, with child and that is when the problems started. Actually, the problems started when I started showing. At the first sign of my enlarging tummy my sex life started going to hell. Our four and sometimes five times a week fell to three and sometimes four and then to two and on a rare occasion three and that was followed by maybe once a week.
My hormones were raging and I wanted to make love two and three times a day and I wasn't getting it. Finally Tony stopped making love to me altogether. He told me that he was afraid that making love would hurt the baby. I pointed out that the doctor said we could keep going until the eighth month or until it got uncomfortable for me, but Tony said that doctors have been known to be wrong and he wasn't going to take any chances.
And then, as if the lack of sex wasn't bad enough, Tony came home and told me he was in line for a promotion at work and he was going to have to start putting in longer hours. Just when I was feeling my worst I was being left home alone almost every night of the week. I had my job to keep me occupied during the day, but sitting home alone watching the pap that had on TV just wasn't getting it. I put up with it for about a month and then I started looking for something to do that would get me out of the house in the evenings.
I was at the public library one Monday checking out some books on child rearing when I saw a notice on the bulletin board about a Tuesday night book discussion group. Tuesday night I showed up, had an interesting time, met some nice people and decided to continue attending. The next Tuesday I ended up sitting next to a woman about my age and in talking I found that we had a lot in common. After the meeting the two of us went to the Waffle House for coffee and to get to know each other better. I found out that Julie's reason for starting to attend the discussion group was the same as mine. She started attending because she also was tired of being home alone while her husband worked late hours.
"Of course it didn't take me long to figure out that what Frank was really doing was boffing his secretary."
"Oh my God! What did you do, leave him?"
"Hell no. I decided that what was good for the gander was good for the goose so I took a lover."
"Did your husband find out?"
"He hasn't yet."
"I don't know how you can do it. If I caught my husband cheating I'd be gone so fast that it would take my shadow a week to catch up to me."
"It is easy to say that and it was what I almost did, but I thought about what it would be like living as a single mom and I decided "no way." Why should I give up my comfortable life just because the dipshit was banging the blond bitch that worked for him? Better that I let him support me while I go out and do what he was doing."
"I suppose that is a reasonable way to look at it. I don't know that I could do that though."
"Sure you could honey. You are a sexy looking lady and the guys would flock to you."
"That's sweet of you to say, but I am starting to look like a cow."
"Doesn't matter girl. There are a lot of guys who think that pregnant women are the sexiest thing going. Oh damn; look at the time. I have to meet my boyfriend over at the saddleback. See you next week?"
"Yes, I'll be there."
Driving home I thought about Julie and her situation. No way could I stay with a man who cheated on me. I wondered how she could do it.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next Tuesday I was running late, but when I got to the library I found that Julie had saved me the seat next to her. After the meeting we again hit the Waffle House for coffee and conversation.
"I won't have to rush off tonight" Julie said as we sat down in a booth. "My current boyfriend is out of town for two days. Although this would probably be a good time to start looking for his replacement."
"His replacement?"
"It doesn't pay to keep one for too long a time. They start to get possessive and the last thing I want or need are emotional entanglements. I usually keep one for about six weeks and then I find me another one."
"You just pick one, use him and then dump him? Don't they get mad or upset?"
"Nah! Most of them don't want long term relationships any more than I do."
"Sometimes I think that I should find a lover."
"Hubby been bad?"
"In a way I guess you could say that."
"In what way?"
"He hasn't made love to me since I started showing. I'm climbing walls, but he says he's afraid that he'll hurt the baby."
"Oh you poor kid. I know just how you feel. My hormones kicked in and turned me into a nymphomaniac when I was pregnant with Kevin. Fortunately for me asshole wasn't doing his blond, big titted bimbo at the time and he was able to keep me from going too crazy. Have you tried a vibrator?"
"I don't have one."
"There is an adult book store just up the street. Stop and get one on your way home."
"I'd be too embarrassed to go into a place like that."
"Balderdash and poppy-cock! It would do you a world of good to go in there. It would be great for your ego."
"How would be going into an adult book store be great for my ego?"
"There will probably be half a dozen guys in there and every one of them will want to take you into the back where the booths are. One or two may even straight out ask."
"Oh God; now I know I can't go in there."
"I'll go with you."
"Why would you do that?"
"To protect you and keep you from doing something foolish."
"What do you mean by doing something foolish?"
"If you are as horny as I think you are you just might get weak minded and let yourself be led into the back."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
"The key" Julie said as we stood in front of the display of vibrators, dildos and strap-ons, "Is to get something as close in size to hubby's as you can. Get one bigger and you will end up constantly comparing him to the toy and wishing he was larger. Believe me when I say you don't want to go there."
I was looking nervously around the store as Julie was talking. There were seven guys in the store, not counting the guy behind the counter, and they were all looking at Julie and me the way I imagined hungry wolves would look at a baby lamb. A couple of them were fairly hunky looking and I actually did wonder what it would be like to let them take me back to the arcade area. Suddenly:
"Earth to Rachel, come in please" brought me back to the task at hand.
Julie was smiling at me and she said, "Yep! Damned good thing I came along with you."
I'm sure that I must have blushed because she laughed and then said, "Go ahead and pick one." I looked back over to the hunky looking guys and she laughed again. "Vibrators silly; pick a vibrator."
I settled on a pink one close to Tony's size and went up to the counter and paid for it and the man behind the counter took my money, smiled at me and nodded his head slightly toward the entrance of the arcade. I knew what he was asking and I blushed again and hurried away from the counter.
In the parking lot Julie asked me if I was able to get away at any time during the day and I told her that the only time would be my lunch hour from work and then she asked me if I had to rush home from work and I told her that I didn't have to on Monday, Tony's bowling night, or Wednesday which was the night Tony went to his Fraternal Order of Eagles meetings. We made a date for lunch on Thursday and then I headed home. I stopped at a 7-11 and bought batteries for my new pink toy and was looking forward to using it as soon as I reached the house. I thought maybe Tony seeing me use it might make him want some, but I was disappointed in that. When I got home he asked me what I had in the bag and I showed him. He said:
"Good. Now I don't have to feel so guilty."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
My lunch date with Julie turned into a weekly thing with us getting together once or twice a week. Julie had a warm and bubbly personality and she had a way of making me laugh even when I was down in the dumps. I started meeting her after work for coffee and occasionally we would stop at a bar or lounge for drinks. Because of my pregnancy I stuck to ginger ale while Julie drank margaritas. If the place had some music - live band or juke box - and a dance floor it was inevitable that the two of us were asked to dance. At first I was hesitant, but Julie said:
"You need this honey. Because of your idiot husband you are feeling unwanted and unloved. Most of the guys asking you to dance are doing it because to them you look sexy as all get out."
"No I don't; I'm getting fat."
"I told you once before that there are plenty of men who think that pregnant women are the sexiest thing going. I guarantee that you could get laid in the next ten minutes if you wanted to."
That was the problem - I did want to. The pink toy had helped a little, but it still left me almost as horny as I was before I used it. It didn't help any that Julie kept up a running commentary on the guys who were there. "Oh look" she said as she pointed out a guy, "Doesn't he have a nice tight looking ass?" She pointed at one guy and said, "Damn, he sure is ugly, but he has big feet and big hands and they do say that big hands and big feet are a sign that he has a big cock. Wouldn't you like a big cock right about now?" And "Don't look now, but that blond over at the juke box is eyeing you and if that bulge in his jeans is any indication he likes what he sees."
I did break out of my shell a little and I did dance with some of the guys who asked me, but it was a mixed blessing. It was very nice to be held - to have a man's hands touching me - but the stiff cocks being poked into my leg only made me hornier than I already was. I received several invitations to go out to the parking lot and play; to go to a motel and play or to go to his apartment and play, but even as I wished like hell that I could I always remembered my vows to be only Tony's for better or worse. Damn him anyway! The doctor said there would be no problem, but Tony still had the irrational fear that making love to me would somehow hurt the baby.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It was a Tuesday evening and as the discussion group was breaking up Julie asked me if I would go to the Saddleback lounge with her and keep her company until her current boyfriend met her there. Tony was working late again and we usually stopped for pie and coffee at the Waffle House anyway so I said yes.
I was nursing my ginger ale and Julie was on her second margarita and commenting on the men in the place when I heard her say:
"Oh shit!"
"Oh shit what?"
"One of my ex-boyfriends just came in."
"So why the "Oh shit." I thought all of your affairs were short term and you parted friends?"
"Almost all of them were, but he is one of the rare ones I dropped because he made me nervous."
"Nervous how?"
"I don't know. Something about him just didn't seem right. He was lying to me about something - I don't know what - but I sensed it and I don't like being lied to. I'm up front with the guys I play with. They know I'm married and they know why I play. I expect the same honesty from them. He was good in the sack, but he just made me nervous."
"That doesn't answer the question; why the "Oh shit?" If he's gone, he's gone."
"When I broke up with him he didn't take it well. He called me a whore, a slut and some other names. I just hope he doesn't see me and come over and make a scene."
I looked over my shoulder and asked, "Which one is he?"
"Over by the door to the kitchen. The guy sitting with the redhead."
I took a look at her ex and said, "He won't come over and make a scene as least not if he plans on hooking up with the redhead."
"They are probably already hooked up. They came in together."
"How long was he your lover?"
"Just short of a month."
"Recently?"
"He was the one just before the one I'm seeing now."
"So you broke up with him within the last couple of weeks?"
"Three weeks ago."
"Let me make a wild guess here. You saw him mostly on Mondays and Wednesdays."
"How did you know that?"
"Monday is supposed to be his bowling night and Wednesdays is the night he supposedly attends the meetings of the Fraternal Order of Eagles."
Julie's face went pale as what I had just said registered on her. "Oh my God; you don't mean..."
"Fraid I do. That asshole sitting with the redhead is my loving husband. Funny; she doesn't look like work to me."
Julie gave me a confused look and I said, "He is supposed to be working late tonight."
Julie started to say something, but just then a guy walked up to the booth and said, "Sorry I'm late sweetie. I had a flat tire."
Julie introduced me to Chuck and after he sat down I said, "I need to leave you two love birds alone, but how do I get out of here without asshole seeing me?"
"You aren't going to go over there and confront him?"
"Oh no. I'm not sure yet what I'm going to do, but confronting him isn't on the list. At least not right now."
"There is an exit at the end of the hall that leads to the bathrooms" Chuck said, "If you get up and keep your back to him and walk toward the restrooms you should be okay."
I stood up, looked at Julie and asked, "We still on for lunch tomorrow?"
"Are you sure?"
"You didn't know so no harm, no foul. See you tomorrow."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
As I drove home the anger I was feeling was causing me to grip the steering wheel so hard my hands hurt. I thought about what I had just discovered about my loving husband and I wondered just how long it had been going on. Was it before I got pregnant or did it start when he couldn't do me because of the baby? Or was the baby the excuse he used because he just didn't want me? But most of all I thought about how I had been home climbing walls because of a lack of sex while that miserable bastard was out fucking whatever he could get his hands on.
The big question was "What was I going to do?" Ideas from murder to just plain castration flowed through me head. In my mind I had a vision of Tony waking up in the morning tied to the bed and seeing me standing there with the knife I used for boning chicken while I reached for his dick, but by the time I pulled into the driveway at the house I knew a couple of things. I knew that Julie was right in that life as a single mom would suck and that giving up a comfortable life would be senseless. I didn't know if I could take on lovers like Julie, but even if I did what could Tony say about it if he found out?
By the time I set my purse down on the table I had decided that I was going to do nothing for the time being. I would behave as if I had no clue as to what Tony was doing. It wouldn't be all that difficult. I wouldn't flinch when he touched me in bed since he hadn't done that in weeks and if he noticed any change in me when I was around him I would blame it on hormonal changes brought on by the pregnancy. I made sure that I was in bed pretending to be asleep when the asshole got home.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Julie was already sitting at a table when I entered Spiro's and I could see a touch of concern on her face. I sat down across from her and asked:
"You finding this difficult?"
"I don't know how to behave. I've never had lunch with the wife of one of lovers at least not knowingly."
"Like I told you last night, you didn't know so I'm not holding it against you, but even so it is what I want to talk about today. I want to know everything. What, when, where and how. Not the details of what you did in the sack obviously, but where you met him and things like that."
"Why would you want to know all that?"
"Because one of these days we will have it out and I'm going to want all the ammunition I can get."
"Well, let's see. It was about five weeks ago and I had just dumped Ivan. It was a Wednesday night and I was having a drink after work at The Front Page with some of the girls I work with. There was a live band and men were coming over to our table and asking us to dance. Tony asked me to dance several times and I knew what he was looking for and by the fourth or fifth dance I decided to take a chance on him. We used the Quality Inn on Westin and 43rd. He knew my story and why I was playing around. It was on our third or fourth date when he started in with a bunch of macho bullshit about making Frank cuckold, about being more of a man than Frank was that I started feeling uneasy with him. That and I sensed that he was lying when he talked about his own marriage."
"Why? Just what did he say?"
Julie looked away and I said, "Come on, give. You won't upset me. You have already admitted that you believed he was lying to you."
"He said you were a cold fish in bed. He said you always wore a flannel night gown and would only pull it up to your waist when you had sex. There was no foreplay because you thought sex for fun was dirty and the only reason for having sex was to produce children. He said you would only have sex with him when you were in your fertile period and that as soon as you got pregnant you cut him off. He said you put him in a position where in order to have any sex life at all he had to cheat on you."
"Did he tell you why he would marry someone like that?"
"He said he didn't know how you were until after the wedding. He told me you were a virgin who wouldn't give it up until you were married. He expected you to be a firecracker in the sack based on the hot make out sessions you had while you were dating. He said he felt you deliberately led him on to get him to marry you."
"Then why on Earth would he stay in a marriage like that if he felt that way?"
"According to him he was already planning on a divorce, but then you got pregnant and he felt that he had to stay with you and be a father to the child."
"That certainly is mighty big of him."
"Hey! He's an asshole and we both know it. Know what you are going to do yet?"
"No. I'm like you in that life as a single mother living in an apartment somewhere doesn't appeal to me, but it chaps my ass that he is getting laid and I'm climbing walls because I'm not."



"You can always do what I'm doing to get back at Frank."
"That's the problem Julie; I don't think I can do something like that."
"Bullshit honey. If I had not been with you the night you bought that vibrator you would have been in the back of that arcade doing all the guys who were in the store that night. I saw the way you looked at them."
I thought back to that night and I think that I might have blushed because Julie giggled.
"I wasn't looking at all of them; just one of the hunkier ones."
"Rachel honey, I don't know if you have ever pulled a train before, but believe me when I tell you that if the hunky one would have gotten you in the back you would have pulled one that night."
"Doesn't matter anyway. I'm starting to look like a beached whale and I couldn't attract a lover."
"Bet me! I can see two guys in here right now who haven't taken their eyes off of you since you walked in. I keep telling you that there are tons of guys who think pregnant women are sexy. I'll bet you anything you would care to bet that if you meet me when you get off work tonight I can have you laid by eight o'clock."
"You really think so?"
"Honey, I don't just think - I know! Come on and give it a shot. You don't need to hurry home. Tonight is his lodge meeting night, right?"
"Yeah, but he normally comes home for dinner before he goes out."
"So for one night he can do leftovers while you pull on him what he pulls on you. You call him and tell him that you are working late tonight."
I thought about it. I didn't really think I could attract anyone being in the condition I was in, but right then I really wasn't in the mood to go home and have to look at the cheating bastard I had married. I was about to say, "Okay, lets do it" when I had a thought.
"How do we know we won't run into Rob? Tonight is one of his cheating nights and he will be out on the prowl. How do we know we won't both end up at the same place?"
"Do you care? Do you really care? He is supposed to be at a meeting exchanging secret passwords and secret handshakes and whatever other nonsense they do. If you run into him you get your confrontation sooner rather than later. But you do stop with your co-workers after work for a drink every now and then and he knows the places you stop, right? I'm betting that he never goes to any of those places because he is afraid he will run into you or someone who knows him and who might tell you. What do you say? We going to do it?"
"I'm not sure Julie. I don't know if I can do it."
"Okay, so you don't do it, but you still need to stop with me so the guys have a chance to take a shot at you and show you that you are a sexy and desirable woman. Come on Rachel, if for no other reason than your ego needs a boost."
I thought Julie was just being nice to me, but I really didn't want to go straight home after work and face my cheating asshole of a husband so I told Julie I would stop with her.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I had a mouthful of pillow and was biting down hard to keep from screaming as the hard cock pushed deep into me from behind. I had already cum twice and a third time was fast approaching. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Julie on the other bed sucking Chuck's cock trying to get him up again and I wondered if I had enough time to do the same thing to my guy. After such a long dry spell I certainly wanted to keep going, but I did need to beat Tony home. If I was going to do more of what I was doing I needed to keep Tony from even remotely considering that I might be getting what he wouldn't give me someplace else. That meant that I was going to have to maintain the appearance of a happy housewife which in turn meant that Tony had to believe that I was sitting home fat, dumb and happy while he was out catting around.
And I was going to do more of what I was doing. A lot more!
"Ready baby?" my lover asked. "Want me to pull out?"
"Don't you dare" I moaned as he gripped my hips, drove hard and fast into me and I felt the hot liquid heat of his discharge. He pushed into me until he started to soften and then he pulled out. I rolled over onto my back and looked up at him looking down at me.
"You are one hell of a hot lady" he said and I grinned at him and said, "You aren't too bad yourself."
I glanced at my watch and then said, "I've got time for one more if you have a fast recovery time."
"With a little help I don't think it would take too long."
"An invitation if I ever heard one. Bring it to me."
He moved so that his cock was next to my mouth and I started giving him head. As my mouth worked on his dick I thought back to earlier in the evening. Julie and I had no sooner sat down and placed our drink order than two guys moved in on us and asked us to dance. I was not ready for how fast the guy I was dancing with made his move. He said that he had noticed my rings and the quick way I had said yes to his asking me to dance made him think that I might just be on the prowl and then he flat out asked me if I would like to go to a motel with him. I was caught a little flat footed and said:
"It is a little early in the evening for me to be making major decisions. Why don't we wait and see."
"Okay then, may I join you at your table? If I don't stake my claim early I'm going to be just one in a long line of guys trying to get you."
"That was a sweet think to say to an old, fat married lady."
"A very sexy married lady."
His name was Curt and I did let him join me at the table. By then Julie had already informed Curt's buddy that she didn't mind dancing with him or letting him buy her drinks, but she had a boyfriend who would be coming along latter on. The guy said no problem and he would keep her company until her boyfriend arrived.
By the time Chuck arrived dancing with Curt had me horny as a goat. It was obvious that he wanted me and that was all it really took although the hard cock that kept poking me did help some. As soon as Chuck had downed one drink and had danced once with Julie she announced to the table that the dancing and drinking were over.
"It is time to get my girlfriend laid."
Ten minutes later we were in room 213 of the Quality Inn on Westin and 43rd and I thought it only fitting that I was about to have my first extramarital affair at the same motel where Tony had his first time with Julie.
I got Curt hard and he fucked me one more time. When it was over and I was dressing he asked if he could see me again.
"You really want to?"
"Oh yeah!"
"I can only do it on Mondays, Wednesdays and on nights my husband works late."
"That will work for me. I'll give you my cell number so you can call me when he works late."
"Why? Why is a good looking guy like you wanting to waste his time on a fat married woman?"
"Honestly?"
"Of course."
"It is the fact that you are married and pregnant that is the major turn on. I think pregnant women are sexy and there is something just so cool about making it with another man's woman."
"Well that certainly is romantic."
"You wanted honesty; I gave you honesty. My reading of you is that you aren't looking for romance. You are getting even with hubby for something and I was in the right place at the right time. I think you are one hell of a hot lady and I'll take what I can get for as long as I can get it, but I don't see you in this for the long haul. Am I wrong?"
I smiled at him and shook my head no and then said, "You pretty much summed it up." I exchanged a pretty passionate kiss with him and told him I would see him on Monday. He got in his pick up truck and drove off and as I watched his tail lights disappear I was thinking:
"Okay girl; you are now officially an adulteress which is something that you never ever expected to be."
I had been a bit of a 'wild child' before I met Tony. I'd done a threesome or two and once I even pulled a four man train when I'd gotten high at a party at a frat house, but I thought that when I said "I do" those days were history. I smiled a little as I thought about the four man 'train' and wondered how Tony would take it if his pregnant wife were to pull a train and he were to find out about it.
"Is that the smile of a sexually satisfied woman or are you smiling for some other reason?"
"Both" I said, and then I told Julie what I had just been thinking.
"Oh my. I never would have thought that sweet, young and innocent looking you could have done such things. Maybe I should have you go in the back of the arcade that night."
"I wonder if they are still there."
"Maybe not the same ones, but I'll bet there are some others there. Why? Are you thinking of going back and playing."
"It is a thought. Tonight was as much about sticking it to Tony as it was about getting me laid. I can just imagine his face if I were to smile and tell him "You wouldn't make love to me because you were afraid to hurt the baby, but nothing happened to the baby when I was gangbanged by ten guys." He would just shit!"
"You would do ten?"
"Probably not that many."
"But you would do a gangbang?"
"Yeah, I probably would just so I could throw it in Tony's face."
"I've never even done two guys at once, let alone a gangbang. If I set one up for you could I watch?"
"You've never done one, but you know how to set one up?"
"Don't forget I've been hanging horns on Frank for over two years now. I've stayed on good terms with a lot of my ex-lovers and I'm sure I could get some of them to do it."
"I'll keep it in mind, but I don't think I'm quite ready for something like that just yet.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I met Curt after work on Monday and we spent three hours in his apartment. That was the start of my three week affair with him. It ended on a good note. He met a girl he was interested in and we parted friends. He was followed by Tom who was followed by Jack who was replaced by Travis.
I was just starting my eighth month when Julie asked, "Are you still interested in a gangbang?"
"I haven't thought much about it. Why?"
"I just thought that if you were going to do it while you are pregnant you are almost out of time."
She kept glancing away and suddenly it clicked. "Bullshit! This isn't about me at all. It is about you. You want to see a gangbang and you see me as your best chance."
She shrugged her shoulders and I said, "But you are right about my doing it while I am pregnant. I will want to be able to rub Tony's nose in it when we finally have it out. You said you could set one up. Make it for next Monday."
"How many?"
"Six to eight, but no more than eight."
"Why that number?"
"You'll see. And make sure that the ones you get won't mind being video taped or having their pictures taken."
"Why?"
"Because I want a visual record of the event for down the road."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I was a little nervous as I looked around the room and at the seven men who stood there watching me. I wanted to do it and didn't want to do it at the same time. I didn't want to do it because I was married and in my mind this was something that a married woman shouldn't be doing. On the other hand I wanted to do it, tape it and show the tape to Tony and say:
"Here; watch this you cheating bastard!"
I took a deep breath and then said, "There are some rules that need to be followed guys. No rough stuff, no marks on me and no double penetrations except for vaginal and oral."
"How about your ass if it isn't part of a double?" asked a hunky looking redhead.
I didn't like anal sex and I never let Tony have any even though he was always asking for it. But then I had the thought that what this was all about was sticking it to Tony, wasn't it? And I was going to get it on film to show him some day so why not suck it up and let it happen?
"I don't usually do anal, but this is a special occasion. If you use plenty of lube and go real slow and easy I'll allow it."
"What's your preference, Astroglide or KY" the redhead asked.
"Doesn't matter as long as you use plenty."
"Be right back" he said as he headed for the door.
While he was gone the guys cut cards to set up the rotation. Julie cut for the redhead and then we laid out the sequence. Number one would be first in my pussy while I sucked on number two. When one came two would take his place in my pussy and number three would move to my mouth and so on until everyone had gone one time and then the redhead (whose name was Asa) would do my ass and then after that we would see.
Julie moved to where she had a good angle and she started videotaping as the action started. While I sucked on Steve (#2) John (#1) slid his cock into me and fucked me to two good orgasms before he came. He moved away and Steve took his place in my pussy while Mark (#3) moved to where I could get my mouth around his cock. After that I didn't bother to keep track as the men moved in to use me.
I was not surprised when I saw Steve with the video camera in his hands and taping the action. I had known all along that Julie would not be able to just watch. Over on the left I saw her on her hands and knees as John took her from behind while sucked Mark's cock.
I was surprised that I didn't have more orgasms than I had. I guess that it was because I really wasn't into doing the gangbang. I was only doing it to spite Tony and so that I could shove the tape of the affair up his nose and not because I had any huge sexual hunger that I needed to have satisfied. Don't get me wrong - I enjoyed it - but it just wasn't a hot sexual turn on.
When Jim (#7) was done Asa (who had been #5) was hard again and ready to try my ass. I concentrated on sucking Jerry's (#4) cock while Asa worked on my butt hole with the KY jelly. He started with one finger and then two and finally three. When he touched the head of his cock to my butt hole I took my mouth off of Jerry because I knew it was going to hurt and I didn't want to bite Jerry's cock off when the pain hit and I clenched my teeth.
I told Mark who had the camera at the time to stop filming until I got the pain part out of the way. Asa went slow and easy as he worked his cock into me. I kept from screaming and hollering by biting down on the pillow that I had in my mouth. After several minutes the pain faded to discomfort and I told Mark to start filming again and I made sure that the camera caught me looking as if I loved being butt fucked even though I didn't. By the time Asa was ready to shoot his load in my ass the discomfort had given way to a pleasurable sensation. However, the pleasure I experienced was not worth the pain it took me to get to that point, but having reached that point it made it easier to take on the next three who wanted to try my ass.
Then I set up the final shot on the tape. The camera caught the cum dripping from my mouth as Hank (#6) pulled his cock out of it and then the camera panned to show the cum dripping from my ass as John pulled out. After that the camera was set aside and for the next two hours the seven took turns fucking Julie and me. The high point for me was watching Asa, Hank and Jerry making Julie "air tight."
As we showered I said, "Now you know why I wanted so many."
"You knew I'd get pulled into it?"
"I would have bet money on it."
"It was wild. I think I'd like to do it again."
"Well honey, you already have the list of guys willing to do it."
"When do you want to do it again?"
"I don't. This was a one time thing for me so I can rub Tony's nose in it when the time comes. I'll be there for moral support if you want me there, but I'm not interested in doing it again. Besides, in three weeks I'm going to have the baby and then I'll be out of commission for at least six weeks."
"What happens then? Will you still be with the asshole?"
"I don't know. But I do know one thing. If we are still together on the day the doctor clears me to have sex again the first person to do me will not be Tony. He may not even get to be second or third."
"I don't know girl, but to me that sounds like gangbang."
"Maybe a mini one. We will just have to wait and see."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I was on my knees in front of Travis licking his cock when my water broke. Travis rushed me to the hospital and when I got there I called Tony on his cell. He wanted to know how I got to the hospital and I told him I took a cab. Before Travis left I apologized for not finishing him and promised him he would be my first when I was cleared to have sex again. The last thing I did before things got really busy for me was call Julie and let her know where I was. She couldn't visit because I never wanted Tony to see the two of us together, but at least she would know why she couldn't get in touch.
During the pregnancy we had all the tests and checks done, but we told everyone that we didn't want to know the sex of the child - we wanted it to be a surprise. Tony kept betting me that it was a boy because of how big I got and I kept letting him believe that. Lisa Anne came into the world at eight pounds even and I felt that the Gods were smiling on me because Tony had his heart set on a son. But even so he couldn't wait to start handing out cigars. He kept telling me that we built beautiful babies and that the next time we would have a boy.
I was home after a two day stay at the hospital and since Tony was at work Julie was able to stop by the house for coffee on her way to work or on her way home. We talked about everything under the sun, but the one thing that Julie kept coming back to was the gang bang. I told her to go ahead and set it up and I'd be there to offer moral support and that is why I found myself in a hotel room with her three weeks after Lisa was born.
She had five guys there and things were moving along nicely as Julie was being triple penetrated while the other two stroked their cocks and waited their turn. I was sitting in the easy chair holding Lisa Anne when she started to fuss and fret. I didn't even think about it as I opened up my clothing and offered her a fat, milk filled breast to suck on. She latched onto the nipple and went to work and I stopped paying attention to what Julie and her playmates were doing. That is I stopped paying attention until I felt hot breath on my neck and opened my eyes to see that one of the two waiting guys with his face almost down to where Lisa's was. His name was Hank and I knew him vaguely since he had been at my gang bang and I was surprised when he asked:
"Could I have a taste?"
"I don't think Lisa would like it if I pulled her loose right now."
"There's the other one. I'd just like a taste."
He was serious and the more I thought about it the more I thought, why not? One more thing I could tell Tony about when the time came. I popped the other breast out and Hank went to work on it. With two mouths on me it was inevitable that I was going to get horny and I did. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the chair and thought of fucking Travis in another couple of weeks. I was moaning and I felt something touch my lips and I opened my eyes and saw the other waiting guy, Tom something, with his cock against my lips. I moaned and his cock slid into my mouth.
What a sight it must have been. One man sucking on my right tit, my baby nursing on the left and a cock sawing in and out of my mouth. Tom came and I swallowed what he pushed out and after him it was Hank and then a couple of the other guys. I sucked six cocks while I sat there and held Lisa and swallowed what they produced as the guys used me as a "fluffer" to get them back up so they could get back to Julie. It made me feel guilty because I had promised Travis he could be first when I got back to doing it. Julie said she was stunned when she looked over and saw what I was doing.
"You can't kid me Rachel. You might have said no more gangbangs but if the doctor had cleared you for sex before you got here today you would have put Lisa in her tote, stuck a bottle in her mouth and you would have been right in there with me."



At that exact instant I couldn't have denied it.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
From the day of Lisa's arrival Tony was a changed man. He hovered over Lisa and me and spoiled us rotten. It was "what can I get you baby" and "what do you need honey" and "what can I do to make things easier." Monday night arrived and he didn't leave for bowling and when I asked him what was going on he said he had arranged for a substitute to fill in for him so he could be around until I got back on my feet. The same thing happened on Wednesday.
"I'm not one of the officers so I can miss a few meetings and it won't hurt."
The fifth week he went back to bowling and his meeting. Of course he didn't have a clue that I knew bowling and the Eagles were bogus. Well, the Eagles weren't totally bogus. He was a member and we had attended several of their Saturday night dances, but he never went to meetings.
My six week check up was coming up and Tony was getting antsy. I finally had to tell him that it wasn't automatic that I would be given the go ahead at the check up.
"Some women have had to wait as long as three months before the doctor let them go back to playing."
I was fairly certain that I would be given the green light so I called Travis and told him to keep Wednesday afternoon clear. Wednesday came and Dr. Wilkins told me I was good to go so when I left his office I went straight to see Travis. On the way I called Tony on his cell.
"Didn't want you to get your hopes up before you came home. I'm sorry baby, but the doctor says it will be at least one more week. I'll tell you about it when you get home."
I put Lisa in her tote and gave her a bottle and then I stripped.
"You have to go slow and easy with me lover" I told Travis, "I need to get used to it again."
Travis did me twice and I finished the blow job I owed him and then I gathered up Lisa and headed for home. On the way I called Julie and gave her the good news.
"I've decided to do a mini gangbang. Can you get me three guys for Monday?"
"Any particular ones?"
"No, just any three of the guys we used before, but if one of them is Asa make sure that you tell him that my butt is off limits."
"Will do."
"Coffee tomorrow?"
"Denny's at ten?"
"That will work."
I was fixing dinner when Tony got home and the disappointment on his face would have made me smile if I wasn't trying so hard to pretend to be just as disappointed as he was. Knowing that all most men knew about a vagina is that it was where you inserted a dick and that some women got happy if you licked it I spun Tony a tale about distended vaginal walls and swollen membranes and that the doctor thought it would be another week before he would okay intercourse.
"Don't forget baby, I'm only five one and that was an eight pound bundle that came out of that little hole down there. I'm just as disappointed as you are sweetie; it has been a long time for me and mentally I am more than ready."
Then all of a sudden it was get me off my feet and make sure I got plenty of rest. He did the dishes and cleaned the kitchen. He did a load of laundry and gave Lisa her bath and changed her. When he left for work the next morning he told me not to do anything except care for Lisa and leave everything else for him. I was shaking my head in disbelief when he left the house. It was just so unreal!
I decided to do just what he said and leave everything for him which gave me enough free time to go over to Travis's apartment for three hours in the middle of the afternoon. It was sure nice having a boyfriend who worked out of his house. It made things so much easier. I wasn't surprised when Tony called me and said he would be working late. He did tell me again not to do anything except take care of Lisa and make a list for him if I had things that needed to be done.
I spent Saturday and Sunday being pampered by Tony and at eleven on Monday morning I entered the motel room that Julie had gotten and found seven guys there. I looked at Julie and she giggled and said:
"The others are mine."
I looked at the seven and tried to decide which three to choose then decided to hell with it. I ended up doing all of them once and Steve and Mark twice. The most surprising thing about it was that Lisa, who almost never went more than a hour without fussing, was quiet the entire time I was in that motel room.
Tony skipped bowling and stayed home with me that night and again he did everything while I rested on the couch. Tuesday I went over to visit Travis for two hours and Tuesday evening I left Lisa with Tony and I went to the book discussion group. Over coffee at the Waffle House I asked Julie if she could get me three guys for eleven o'clock the next morning and she said she could handle it.
"Just three kiddo! None of that 'extra for you' stuff. I have something special in mind and three guys twice each is all I want."
"I can watch, can't I?"
"You will be watching through the viewfinder sweetie."
I arrived at room 222 and found that Julie had lined me up with Mark, Jeff and Mike. After setting Lisa up with a bottle I had Jeff, who had the skinniest cock, work on my asshole with a lot of KY and then I let him fuck me there to open me up while I sucked off Mike. Once Jeff had cum in my ass I had all three of the guys move off to the side so the camera wouldn't pick them up and I arranged my naked self on the bed and got out my cell phone. I pointed at Julie and she started taping. I put the cell on 'speakerphone' and called Tony.
"Hello?"
"Good news sweetie. The doctor says I'm good to go. You want dinner or dessert first when you get home tonight?"
"Dessert baby; most definitely dessert."
"Any chance you might be able to get home a little early? I don't want to sound eager, but it has been a while for me."
"Sorry honey, but no way can I get out of here early today, but I will break the speed limit coming home."
"I'll be waiting."
I disconnected and tossed the phone aside and then said, "Okay guys, who gets to be first?"
For three hours it was solid suck and fuck. I did my first ever triple penetration and I let all three guys have my ass. When it was over I showered and as I toweled dry I watched Julie as she picked up where I left off. She was being three holed as I was heading for the door and I told I'd call her the next day and I think she said "okay" but it is hard to understand what someone is saying when they have a cock in their mouth.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
His "Baby, I'm home" was met by "I'm in the bedroom honey." When he walked in he was greeted by the flickering light of a dozen candles and the sight of me lying on the bed in a black lace night gown and 'come fuck me' pumps. He stripped and climbed into bed and I moaned:
"Get it wet baby, get it ready."
He lowered his head and licked the pussy that had been well used by three other cocks only hours before. I just wished I had been brave enough to have left some of their juices in me. He licked and lapped for a couple of minutes and then I moaned:
"Enough lover, I want you in me now. Hurry baby, it's been so long."
As he moved up on me I said, "Be careful and go slow honey, I'm still just a little sore and I'm still a little loose. It takes a while for that little hole to close up after a bundle the size of Lisa comes out of it."
Tony made slow and easy love to me and when he came he fell to the bed next to me and asked:
"Think we could go a second time?"
"Let's not rush things honey. It may take us a while to work back up to more than once every two or three days."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was a year ago. It took Tony almost six months to get up to three times a week and usually only once on those times. My lovers do a lot better than that. They might only average three times a week, but they usually average three times when we do get together.
Travis met a girl and we kissed goodbye. He was replaced by Jeff who was replaced by Dale and Dale has been my squeeze for the last four months. It turns out that Tony does bowl on Mondays - at least sometimes. He isn't on a team, but he is on a list of substitutes. I've not done any more gangbangs, I do do a few DPs when Julie and I and our dates end up in the same motel room on nights that Tony has to "work late" or following our book discussion group on Tuesday.
I have adopted Julie's philosophy. Better to hang in there and let the asshole support you than go off and be in a small apartment trying to make it as a single mom. I give Tony a good home and I give him an adequate sex life. He has good meals, clean clothes, a clean house and with the exception of the sex life he could have had his life is no different than that of his many married friends.
We go out and party, we play cards with friends and our married life is indistinguishable from a million others except that he is a cheating husband and I am a wife who spends a good deal of her time getting even. I will sit on the tapes for I don't know how long - maybe forever. I know that I won't show them to him unless we break up and it won't matter whether it is his fault or mine.
There is one other piece of revenge that I've taken. On Lisa's first birthday Tony asked if it was maybe time for us to try for a boy and I laughed at him:
"No way honey. No more kids for me. I like my sex too much. I'm not about to forget the seven months I went without when I was pregnant with Lisa. It got so bad there for a while that the mailman almost got lucky. I'm not going through that again."
He wants a son and he keeps after me and I know that I could still be well fucked during a pregnancy even if not by Tony, but I won't ever give in on that one. That is my ultimate revenge on him. Julie tells me that I'm wrong. She says the ultimate would be to have some other guy's baby. Just pick some guy who looks a lot like Tony. It's a thought, but I don't think I'm ready for something like that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Which brings me to the nameless guy pounding my pussy. Tony had left for work and Julie had called me and told me that Frank was out of town and that she had hooked up with two guys the night before and they had kept at her all night.
"Sam had to go home, but Tommy still wants to fuck and I have to go to work. I hate to see a hard on as nice as his go to waste. You doing anything right now?"
"What you are telling me is that he is very good, right?"
"Exceptional."
"Send him over."
He arrived at eight-ten and I answered his ring as naked as the day I was born. I led him into the living room, bent over the back of the couch and then turned and smiled at him and when he was done I asked him what his name was.
"Tom."
"Well Tom, lets take this to the bedroom and find out how much staying power you have."
On the way I made a mental note to call Julie and give her a "thank you."
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I looked at Barry lying there next to me on the bed and wished I could go to bed with him every night and wake up with him every morning instead of just once in a while. What was hardest on me was knowing that Barry wanted it to, but I just could not do it. I knew what would happen if I did and I just could not do that to him.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I met Bobby in junior high and I was his from the first time he said hi and introduced himself to me. He asked me to go to the movies with him and I said yes and from then on we were an instant couple. As far as the rest of the kids were concerned we were 'The Golden Couple." Bobby was the quarterback and captain of the football team and I was a cheerleader and class president. We were the Homecoming King and Queen and it seemed like all school social activities revolved around us.
My eighteenth birthday and the senior prom were on the same day and following the dance and after two after prom parties I surrendered my virginity to Bobby. From that point on we made love whenever and wherever we could.
Our football team, under Bobby's leadership, went undefeated for two years straight and Bobby was besieged with offers from a dozen universities and colleges and he chose State. I was a straight A student and I had half a dozen scholarships and though I really wanted to go to CU I went to State because that is where Bobby was going.
Bobby and I were so hot for each other that sometimes we did not use good sense and halfway into our freshman year at State I got pregnant. Bobby didn't care. When I told him he just smiled and said:
"What the hell baby, we were going to get married later on anyway. It will just happen sooner is all."
Neither of our families were happy about it, but they offered their support. The plan was for me to stay in school until I had the baby and then the grandparents would take turns babysitting while I went back to school and finished my degree program.
Bobby was on his way to a lucrative career in the NFL and our future looked bright and then it all came crashing down. Bobby went out with some friends one night and got drunk. He and his buddies were watching some guys who were doing some 'extreme' skateboarding and Bobby's friends were commenting on the skill necessary to be able to pull off some of the moves and Bobby, never a shrinking violet, said that anybody with a sense of balance could do what the boarders were doing. "Bullshit" one of his buddies said and Bobby said;
"Bet you ten bucks I can do it. I've never been on a skateboard in my life, but if you want to put up the money I'll show you just how easy it is."
His buddy pulled out a ten dollar bill, Bobby borrowed a skateboard from one of the boarders and promptly broke his leg in three places and his football career was history. He lost his full ride and since he had been a mediocre student at best -- just keeping his grades high enough to allow him to stay on the team -- he rapidly lost interest in school and dropped out.
Until that point married life had been fine for us, but things started to change. Bobby found work easily, but after finding a job he couldn't keep it. I blame Coach Nichols for that. Coach Nichols was Bobby's high school football coach. When Bobby took over as quarterback the team had never had a winning season and Coach Nichols knew that his time as a coach was running out,
Bobby had a natural ability, a feel for the game, and in the huddle he started changing the plays that Coach Nichols sent in. The team started winning and although Coach Nichols kept calling Bobby into his office, reading him the riot act and threatening to bench him if he didn't follow the coach's instructions Bobby just listened politely and then went out and did what he felt he had to do to win. In the huddle everyone looked to him and did what he said. He was in charge. He was the one in control. Bobby was a natural leader and Coach Nichols bowed to the inevitable and left Bobby alone and Bobby in return gave him his first ever winning season and then went undefeated for the next two years.
Bobby left school with the mindset that he knew better than anyone else. He was the leader, he was in charge and he told people what to do; they didn't tell him. It didn't work that way out in the real world. When the boss told you what to do you didn't argue with him if you wanted to keep your job, but Bobby never seemed to learn that lesson and it cost him job after job after job.
x-x-x-x-x-x
I was in my sixth month and was hurrying through the hall to make it to a class I was late for when someone tripped me and I fell to the floor. I woke up in the hospital and after making sure that I was okay they told me that I had lost my baby. Bobby went out and got drunk and came home calling me a clumsy bitch who had cost him his son. Our marriage went downhill from there.
Because Bobby couldn't hold a job I had to quit school and go to work to help support us. I quickly learned not to leave money where Bobby could get his hands on it because as soon as he had some he went out drinking and when he drank he usually got drunk and when he got drunk he got abusive. The first time he came home drunk and hit me I was so shocked and upset that I ran out of the house crying and drove down to the park. I sat on a bench crying for over an hour and when I finally stopped I went home and found Bobby passed out on the living room floor. I left him there and went to bed.
In the morning Bobby couldn't apologize enough for what he had done, but six days later he came home drunk and did it again. But I'd had those six days to think about it and I vowed that he would never do it again and get away with it so when he did it I left the apartment and waited two hours before going back and found him passed out on the bed. When he woke up in the morning I had him tied hands and feet in an X to the bedposts. I waited until he was wide awake and yelling before I went into the bedroom with an aluminum pot and pounded on his body. I stayed away from knees, ankles, wrists and elbows -- and his head of course -- but every other inch of his body felt that pot. When I was done I told him the next time he came home drunk and used me for a punching bag I would use a cast iron skillet and I wouldn't take care to miss things like knees and elbows. Then I left him tied up and went and had my hair done. That didn't turn out to be one of my better decisions because Bobby wasn't able to get up to pee.
Bobby was a quick leaner. He stepped up his verbal abuse, but he never raised a hand against me again. But what he couldn't do to me he could and did do to others. Even though our own relationship was in the toilet he was still a very jealous man and if he saw me with another man, no matter how innocent it might have been, Bobby would accuse the other man of trying to get into my pants. Sometimes words would be exchanged and the fight would be on. It had happened a half dozen times over the course of a year and twice Bobby had sent guys to the emergency room at the hospital. His luck held though and he was able to get away with it because witnesses were never clear as to who threw the first punch and Bobby was always able to claim he was just defending himself. That and the fact that none of those he fought ever pressed charges against him.
As I looked down on Barry sleeping peacefully on the bed I knew I could never let Bobby find out about him. If Bobby could send guys to the hospital for just talking with me or having a cup of coffee with me I couldn't even begin to imagine what Bobby would do to a real lover.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Barry was an accident. Regardless of how things were going between me and Bobby I had never even thought about another man. It happened because of Bobby.
One night I got a call from Mack Ellis the owner of Mack's Bar and he asked me to please come down and get Bobby.
"He is way to drunk to drive. I took his keys and had a couple of guy's park so as to block his car in case he has another set of keys. I can't let him drive. The way things are now if he drives and kills somebody I'll be the one who gets sued because I sold him the booze.
"Let him walk. Maybe the exercise and fresh air will do him some good."
"Can't do that either. He steps off the curb in front of a car and I get sued. Do me a favor and come down here and get him I'll repay you by giving you your first two rounds free the next time you come in here with your friends after work."
"Just me or the whole group?"
"The group. Come on honey, come and get him."
I got to Mack's and saw cars bumper to bumper both in front of and in back of Bobby's F-150 and I could see him sitting in the truck. When I walked over and pulled open the door and the interior light came on a shocked Billy Jean Evans pulled her head up off of Bobby exposing his wet cock. Billy Jean had gone to school with us and she had always had the hots for Bobby. Twice she had made a move on him trying to split us up and God knows right then I wished she had been successful.
Billy Jean's face was wet with tears and she cried, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Please don't tell Gary. Oh God, don't let Gary find out."
Gary was her husband.
"Maybe I won't tell Gary if you tell me how long this has been going on."
"Maybe eight or nine months. Please, I'm begging you not to tell Gary."
"Why would I want to tell Gary? He might do something to put a stop to it. You are welcome to this piece of shit. You keep him busy and he will leave me alone. Fact is he is going to need you because he is never going to touch me again."
I slammed the truck door and went home. I took everything of Bobby's out of the bedroom and tossed it on the living room floor and then I dropped a pillow and a blanket on the couch which is where he would sleep from now on. The only way he would get into the bedroom again was when I moved out. He staggered in around three in the morning to drunk to do much more than fall into the chair next to the couch. He was still there when I left for work in the morning.
That night when it was time to get off work Agnes asked me if I would like to stop for a drink with the group. I had stopped with them on Monday and normally I limited myself to once every two weeks or so, but Bobby and Billy Jean were still on my mind and I really didn't want to go home just then. We had been at the bar about an hour when an extremely good looking man came in. Agnes said:
"Oh good, he came. I wasn't sure that he would."
She stood up and waved and the man saw her, smiled and headed for our table. Agnes introduced us all to her brother Barry and informed us that he had just moved to town to start a new job. For some reason Barry homed in on me. To me it didn't make much sense since out of the five women at the table I was the only married woman and two of the others at the table were better looking than me or at least I thought so.
He took turns dancing with all the girls, but I seemed to be his partner more often than any of the others. A couple of hours later and after several drinks I was just loose enough to comment on it. Specifically the part about me being the only married woman there.
"It is because you are married that I'm spending most of my time with you."
"I don't understand."
"I'm not dumb and I know why Agnes invited me to join the group here tonight. She is in her matchmaking mode. Her plan is to get me hooked up with one of her single girlfriends, but I am not interested in getting anything going with a lady right now. I have just too much on my plate with the moving and settling into my new job to take on a girlfriend. You are married and therefore safe. As an added benefit you are also the best looking woman in the place."
It must have been the drinks I'd had that caused me to say it, but I smiled at him and said:
"Don't be too sure about the safe part. I'm a little pissed at my hubby right now and I'm thinking of giving him some payback and you are kind of yummy looking."
"Yummy? Me? No one has ever called me yummy before."
"I probably shouldn't have either. I think my alcohol intake is having an effect on me."
"Not meaning to be too forward but I kind of like the effect. Tell me more about the yummy part."
"I think you should take me back to the table before I do something stupid."
When I got home I saw that all of Bobby's stuff had been picked up off of the living room floor, but I didn't see it piled up anywhere. I found that he had moved it all back into the bedroom and he was in bed asleep. I got a glass of water and poured it on his head. It woke him up in a hurry and he sat up and glared at me, but before he could say a word I said:
"You don't sleep in this room anymore. It's the couch or get out and go stay with Billy Jean. Get your crap out of this room and do it now."
"Bullshit! This is my home and my bed and I'm staying here."
"Okay asshole; your choice, but as soon as you fall asleep I'll get my ropes and my cast iron frying pan. Sweet dreams asshole."
I walked out of the room and a couple of minutes later Bobby came out carrying some of his clothes. It took him five minutes to get his stuff out of the bedroom and then I went in and went to bed.
In the morning Bobby was up and making coffee when I came into the kitchen. He looked at me and said:
"Can we talk about this?"
"What's to talk about? I caught you with your cock in Billy Jean's mouth."
"Ah come on baby, I was drunk and she took advantage of me. You know she's always had the hots for me. I was blitzed and she saw her chance and took it. I was too out of it to know what was going on."
"My turn to say bullshit Bobby. You have not been drunk and out of your mind for nine months and that's how long Billy Jean says you have been getting it on with her. I don't have the money for a divorce and this apartment is the best I can afford right now so if you aren't decent enough to move out I guess I'm stuck with having to live with you right now, but all we are is roommates Bobby. Just two people sharing a place to stay."
Two days later I was on my lunch break and sitting at a table in Patty Ann's when George Tarkis came in and saw me and came over and asked me if he could join me. George had gone to school with me and we hadn't seen each other in a couple of years. We were talking about things like "Any idea where _________ is now?" and "Whatever happened to ________" when Bobby came in and saw us. He came over and said:
"So this is why you are turning your back on me. Get up asshole. I'm going to teach you what happens when you mess with another man's wife."
George started to say that he wasn't messing around with me, Bobby slapped him across the face and the fight was on. George wasn't a push-over and Bobby was getting the worst of it until he grabbed a sugar container off of the table and smacked George in the head with it. George went down and Bobby started kicking him and wouldn't have stopped if I hadn't picked up a chair and swung it into Bobby's back. He turned around in a rage and I stood there holding the chair and snarled at him:
"Come on Bobby; do it! Come after me Bobby, please come after me."
He knew right away he was fucked if he did because he knew I would press charges on him in a heartbeat. He was standing there staring at me and breathing hard when the cops came in. Herb, the owner of Patty Ann's had called them and he told them that Bobby has attacked George while he was sitting there at the table and the cops cuffed Bobby and took him away. George got stupid and wouldn't press charges.
"I knew he was a jealous asshole and I had a fair idea of how he would act if he saw me sitting with his wife. I should have known better. I guess you could say that I brought it on myself" is what he told the cops and Bobby walked again.
The only thing that happened to him is that Herb barred him from Patty Ann's.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next day at work I was sitting at my desk when I heard "Good morning pretty lady." I looked up and saw Barry standing there. "I was in the neighborhood and thought I would drop in and see if Agnes would like to have lunch with me, but she has already made other plans. How about you? Would you like to have lunch with a poor boy new to town and not knowing many people?"
He smiled at me and I melted a little inside and said that I would love to have lunch with him. Lunch went well and he asked me to join him for a drink after work and I had to remind him that he was talking to a married woman.
"True" he said, "But you did say that you owed your husband some payback and I'm offering to help."
I was tempted. Lord knows that I was tempted. It had been almost a month since I'd had intercourse with Bobby and I was a bit on the horny side, but I wasn't quite ready to take that big of a step yet. It wasn't that I was feeling all that virtuous, but I hadn't yet decided what I was going to do about Bobby. Our marriage was over as far as I was concerned, but the fact was that we were still married. Not that I would let the fact that I was wearing the ring Bobby gave me keep me from getting payback, but I just wasn't ready. I had things to think about. I knew what Barry wanted. Why else would a man go after a married woman? True, being new in town he could be just looking to make friends, but how likely was that? On the other hand he was a good looking guy and I could do a lot worse if I decided to get even with Bobby. But the bottom line was that I just wasn't ready yet and so I said:
"Maybe some other time. Right now just isn't a good time."
He smiled and said, "That sounds like maybe some day there will be a right time. I guess I'll just have to keep asking you to have lunch with me."
When I got home that night Bobby was sitting on the couch waiting for me. Before I could even take my coat off he said:
"I'm sorry. I really am sorry baby doll. I've made a mess of things and I know it. I've been feeling so damned sorry for myself over the way things turned out that I haven't been thinking straight. To be honest about it I know I've had my head up my ass, but I'm going to change baby doll. I can't bear the thought of losing you. I know I haven't treated you right, but I can change. I'm going to change. I'm going to turn it around. I'm going to work for Marcus Gelling. He is going to help me get my CDL and I'm going to drive for him. All I'm asking is that you give me a chance. Don't give up on me."
I had never heard Bobby talk that way before and I did have a lot of my life invested in him, but Bobby had let me down too many times. Still. What would it hurt to give him a chance?
"Okay Bobby, I'll give you a chance, but you are still on the couch until you show me that you have really changed."
x-x-x-x-x-x
Bobby did get his CDL with both tanker and hazmat endorsements and he did go to work driving for Marcus. He made good money and it looked like he had finally found a job he could keep. The driving job was 'over the road' and sometimes Bobby would be gone for five or six days. He had stopped drinking and it looked like he was finally getting it together. He wasn't back in my bed yet, but our relationship was getting better and if it continued I thought we might just have a chance to put things back together.
I had lunch with Barry at least once a week. I enjoyed talking with him. I didn't do anything to lead him on, but he did keep letting me know that he was there for me.
Things were looking better for Bobby and me right up until the night I ran into Bev Allison. Bev had been a schoolmate and was one of the few who had tried to warn me away from Bobby way back when. Naturally I assumed she was another Billy Jean who wanted to get me away from Bobby so she could get her hooks in him so I ignored her.
I had worked some overtime and didn't feel like going home and fixing myself dinner. Bobby was on a five day run to somewhere and not due back for another day so I stopped at Patty Ann's. The place was full and I didn't see an empty table or booth and I was about to turn and leave when I caught sight of Bev waving at me. She was in a booth by herself and I walked over and she invited me to join her. We made some small talk for a while and then she said:



"I see you finally wised up to Bobby."
A couple of people had seen the altercation between Bobby, Billy Jean and me in Mack's parking lot and the word had spread and most of the people who knew Bobby and me had heard about it. I shrugged and said:
"I wised up and we had a sit down and I think we've straightened things out. He had one foot out the door and the other on a banana peel and my hand in the middle of his back ready to push when he decided to change his ways."
Bev looked at me for a couple of seconds before saying, "Bobby change his ways? Except where Bobby is concerned I always thought of you as one of the swifter girls I knew. If Bobby changed his ways why did I see him going into room 141 at the Bide-A-Wee motel with that tramp Helen Catron?"
"When was this?"
"About two hours ago."
"It couldn't have been Bobby. He's on a trip and not due back until tomorrow."
"You are in denial honey. I've known Bobby since the third grade and my eyesight is 20/20. I know Bobby when I see him."
I suddenly lost my appetite, told Bev goodbye and I got up and left Patty Ann's. I was not in denial, but I couldn't go on hearsay. I drove out to the edge of town and there in the Bide-A-Wee parking lot was Bobby's Ford pick up truck. No mistaking it either; not with the vanity plate "QBACK" on the back bumper.
I drove back into town and decided to stop at the Starlight Lounge for a drink. I saw Agnes and Barry sitting at a table and Agnes saw me and waved me over. I joined them and then for the next half hour we talked and I sipped a margarita. Then Agnes said she had to be going and Barry said he was going to stick around and keep me company.
After Agnes was gone Barry asked me to dance and while we were dancing he asked me why I was out drinking alone and I told him. He pulled me in tighter and said:
"Sounds like the perfect night to get that payback you talked about."
I looked up at him and said, "I think you are right" and so began my love affair with Barry. We left the Starlight and I followed him to his apartment. It was only going to be a one night stand that I was going to throw in Bobby's face when he came home. An "If you can do it so can I" thing, but that is not the way it turned out.
My only sexual experiences were with Bobby and with Bobby it was always a couple of minutes of foreplay and then get on and go. He would suck on my breasts, finger my pussy while I fondled his cock and then it was ten minutes of hard driving sex in the missionary or doggie position. I had no complaints because Bobby always brought me off. I had always wanted to give Bobby head and he wanted it, but he refused to lick my pussy so my position was "I don't get it, you don't get it.
Barry was totally different and an eye opening experience. He spent twenty minutes just kissing me and another ten slowly undressing me. Once I was nude and on the bed he started kissing me and then kissed and licked his way all the way from my mouth to my pussy. Once he reached my pussy he started eating me and I lost it. I screamed, I cried, I moaned and I came like crazy.
I fell asleep in Barry's arms absolutely sexually satisfied and exhausted. In the morning all thoughts of a one night stand were gone and so was the idea of throwing my infidelity in Bobby's face. Doing that would never mean seeing Barry again and I was not about to let that happen. Not after the night I had just had.
For the next three months when Bobby was on trips I was with Barry. We didn't fuck, we made love. We made love three and four times a week and when Bobby was home I couldn't wait for him to be gone again To keep Bobby from getting suspicious I started having sex with him again and I let him think that we might make a go of it after all, but it wasn't going to happen. Not after my experiencing Barry.
I wanted to leave Bobby and marry Barry and Barry wanted it also. He even offered to pay for the divorce, but as much as I wanted to do it I couldn't. I had seen too many times what Bobby did to guys who just talked to me or sat with me for a cup of coffee. I could only imagine what he might do to someone who had not only touched me, but who had made love to me. I wanted Barry, but not at the expense of Barry being put in the hospital -- or worse.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It was a night when Bobby was home and he had already gone to bed. I was sitting on the couch reading a novel about a man who had framed his wife's lover and had gotten him sent to prison and it gave me an idea and the more I thought about that idea the more I thought that it was the answer to my problem. I would have to be careful about it and do it so Barry never found out, but if I could pull it off Barry and I could live happily ever after.
The idea was simple. Take a lover and make sure that Bobby found out about it. Bobby would lose it, go after the guy and hurt him bad enough that Bobby would go to jail. Once he was locked away I could divorce him, wait an acceptable period and then marry Barry. The hard part would be to decide who to take as a lover. I couldn't do it to someone I liked, but by the same token could I have sex with someone I didn't like? And I would have to have sex with him to make sure Bobby would be enraged enough to do the kind of thing that would get him tossed into jail and put away for a while. I would have to do it. I would have to make myself do it! But I'd have to do it in a way that would keep Barry from finding out about it. He would never in a million years understand.
Two days after I came up with the idea I was in Dawson's Mercantile looking for some kitchen curtains when a voice behind me said:
"How you doing sweet cheeks?"
I turned around and saw Charlie Martin. Charlie was the guy who all through school hit on all the girls and who thought he was God's gift to women and at that exact moment I thought he was God's gift to me. Charlie had a reputation and it was both good and bad. The girls who did get with Charlie raved about the size of his cock and what it did to them, but the down side was that if Charlie scored with you he let the world know. There always seemed to be a girl willing to pay that price if she could experience what Charlie was reputed to have.
I stood there looking at Charlie and I knew that if Charlie took a shot at me and I took him up on it he would talk about it and the word would get back to Bobby. It might be even better than that. Charlie had been the quarterback until Bobby beat him out of the position and Charlie had hated Bobby ever since. If I gave in to Charlie it was possible that Charlie himself would tell Bobby just to rub his nose in it. Charlie would make the perfect stalking horse. All I had to do was get Charlie to take that shot and I knew just how to make it happen. I smiled at him, looked him up and down slowing my gaze in the area of his genitals and said:
"Hi yourself handsome."
Charlie took that and ran with it. After a minute or two of "How have you been" and "what are you doing with yourself these days" Charlie said:
"Are you doing anything right now? Maybe we could hit The Rock Pile for a drink and catch up on old times."
"I'd like that Charlie, but Bobby is expecting me back in a little bit. Maybe we can get together the next time he goes on one of his five or six day trips."
"That would be great. Here, let me give you my cell number. Give me a call the next time you are free."
Knowing full well that if I called him he would see me as a sure thing I took the number and told him that I would be in touch.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It was a week before Bobby got a six day out of town trip and it just happened that Barry had to go out of town on personal business at the same time. A death in the family that would keep him in Boston for at least two weeks and maybe three if the estate couldn't be settled quickly. I waited until the day after Bobby left and then I gave Charlie a call.
"Bobby is on a trip and I don't feel like sitting at home alone. You still want to buy me a drink?"
"You bet. Just name a time and place."
"The Rock Pile at eight?"
"I'll be there."
And he was. He must have gotten there real early to make sure he got a booth in the back corner where it was dark. I hoped it wasn't too dark for him to appreciate the extent I had gone to to grab his attention. A low cut blouse with no bra, the shortest skirt that I owned and the high heels that Bobby called my "fuck me" shoes. Also, I hoped it wasn't too dark to keep others from seeing us. That was the point after all -- getting the word back to Bobby.
I slid onto the seat across from him and he smiled and said, "It is a good thing that I'm not a betting man."
"And why is that?"
"I would have bet that you wouldn't show."
"That would have been a stupid bet anyway. Maybe if you had called me and I'd agreed to have a drink with you you might have considered that I might have second thoughts what with me being a married woman and all, but I was the one who called you."
"Yes you did and believe me I have wondered about that."
"What? No faith in your manly charm? You never seemed to have self doubts when we were in high school."
"I don't have self doubts now. I just never figured th..."
"That Bobby's wife would ever give you a second thought."
"That about covers it."
"But it didn't stop you from taking your shot at the Mercantile."
He looked at me in silence and after a moment I grinned at him and said, "My hair might be blond honey, but believe me when I say that I'm not some dumb bimbo. I know exactly why you approached me at the Mercantile and asked me to join you for a drink. It was because I am Bobby's wife. You didn't think you had a realistic shot, but what the hell, nothing ventured nothing gained right?"
He grinned at me and I went on, "You have never forgiven Bobby for beating you out as quarterback have you? You know in your heart that it should have been you to take the team to two perfect seasons. You have never forgiven him and wouldn't it be just perfect if you could take his wife like he took your team so you took your shot. How close am I Charlie?"
"Dead on sweetie, but with you knowing that the question now is why are you here?"
"Curiosity Charlie."
"Curiosity?"
"Yes indeed. You know bobby's reputation and how he can get carried away just seeing me talk with another guy. I have to be curious about a guy who knows that and still asks me out for a drink."
"Maybe it is because I'm not afraid of Bobby. Maybe it is because I think I can beat his ass if he comes after me."
"So you have no interest in me? Just want to use me as a way to get back at Bobby?"
"Don't be stupid sweetie. If you weren't married I'd be after you in a heartbeat, but you are married and married to Bobby and you nailed it. It would be sweet to get to Bobby's wife. So tell me sweet thing, knowing that you have already figured out my motives why are you really here?"
"It is a small town Charlie and you get around so you know what Bobby has been doing. I didn't find out until a little while ago, but I know now. I've stayed home and been a good girl since I married Bobby, but once I found out about what he has been doing I pretty much decided that I was going to get even and that was the mood I was in when you said "Hi" to me at the Mercantile."
"So I was in the right place at the right time and you decided that I would do as someone you could use to get even with Bobby?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe? I can't believe that you are here and telling me all that you just have on a maybe."
"Call this an exploratory meeting Charlie. When I came here I wasn't all that sure that you would be interested in what I'm interested in."
"And that would be?"
"I want to get even with Bobby, but I'm not interested in taking on a full time boyfriend. I'm looking for a temporary playmate who knows that it is going to be a short time affair with no emotional involvement."
"So your plan is to get laid and then go tell Bobby and rub his nose in it."
"Oh no. I'll never tell Bobby. There is a divorce in our future and my having had a lover will give him ammunition to use against me. I want to be able to point to his fucking around on me and not have him be able to come back on me for the same thing. My playing will be for my mental health. Just knowing that I gave what he thinks of as his to someone else will make me feel good."
"So if I say that I'm just what you are looking for -- some sex with no strings attached -- what next?"
"Bobby is out of town for the next four days so maybe you might have some idea of how I can fill those days?"
"Why are we sitting here and wasting time? Let's get the hell out of here and go to my place."
"Hey! Not so fast buster. I'm not some sleazy bar pickup. You have to at least buy me a drink or two and dance a couple of dances with me."
"Playing hard to get huh?"
"Of course. After all I am a married woman and if I am going to stray it will have to be because my seducer has put some effort into it."
"One drink and one dance, okay?"
"Deal."
Charlie led me out onto the dance floor and pulled me close and as we moved together he pushed his cock into my leg. I looked up at him and said:
"My goodness. It feels like all those rumors I heard about you in school might be true."
"They were absolutely true sweetie."
We finished the dance, stopped by the table to grab my purse and then left the Rock Pile. Charlie told me to follow him to his condo, but I wanted as many people as possible to see me with Charlie so I told him I would ride with him. As soon as we were in the car I slid over next to him and reached for his zipper.
"I can't wait" I said, "I just have to see it."
He laughed and spread his legs a little to give me better access and I worked my hand inside his pants. I could not believe what I got a hold of. It felt huge and it was only starting to harden up. It was a struggle to get it out in the open and once I got a good look at it I started having doubts about my plan. I did not think I could get that thing in me without getting hurt. Charlie must have been reading my mind because he said:
"Don't worry sweetie, you can handle it. It takes some time to get used to it, but I haven't found a lady yet who couldn't accommodate it."
His words did not reassure me. I stroked him all the way to his condo. When we got there I was staring at the throbbing dick in my hand and I seriously considered getting out of the car and running back to where I'd left my car. My only experience was with Bobby and Barry and neither one of them had a cock anywhere near the size of Charlie's. Again, as if reading my mind, Charlie said:
"Relax sweetie, it is only ten and a half inches. If Bobby is average I'm only three and a half inches bigger."
Maybe in length I thought, but Charlie's was so fat. I was scared, but I had been stroking it for about ten miles and I had gone that far in my plan so I took a deep breath and said:
"Let's do it."
I followed Charlie into his place and he led me into his bedroom. He started taking off his clothes and I stood there watching him and thinking, "Can I do this? Can I really do this?"
He stood naked in front of me and with his cock completely uncovered it looked even bigger than it had in the car and my doubts as to whether I could take it resurfaced. I was a fraction of a second from bolting from the room when a faint memory worked its way out of some compartment in my mind. We were in the girl's locker room after gym class and Billy Jean was bragging about how she had fucked Charlie senseless on their Saturday night date. That memory tripped a switch somewhere in my brain and I said to myself:
"If that fucking whore could do it so can I."
I reached for the buttons on my blouse and Charlie said, "No sweetie, let me do it. I like to unwrap my presents."
He unbuttoned my blouse and worked it off me and then looked at my breasts and said:
"Nice. Very, very nice."
He cupped the left one in his hand and bent to lick and suck the nipple on the right. As he licked and sucked he rolled my left nipple between his thumb and forefinger. His other hand was busy working on getting my skirt off of me. I started to kick off my heels, but Charlie stopped me.
"Leave them on. I love the feeling when they rub my ears."
When I was naked except for my heels he led me to the bed and went down on me. Thanks to Barry I found that I love to have my pussy eaten, but I was worried that since Charlie went down on me he would expect me to return the favor and no way was I ever going to get that thing far enough into my mouth to do him any good and I told him so. All he said was:
"Up to you. Some can and some can't."
That pissed me off. He thinks I'm not woman enough I thought. Well I'll just show him! I vowed that before the evening was over I would get enough of him in my mouth to swallow whatever he could put out.
Charlie was an extremely good pussy eater and he did get me off before he got up between my legs for 'the moment of truth." He opened the drawer on the bedside stand and took out a tube of KY Jelly.
"This usually helps the first couple of times" he said as he put some on his fingers and worked them into my pussy. He worked his fingers around in me for a couple of minutes and the put some on his cock. Even with the KY it took Charlie several minutes to work himself into me. There wasn't any pain, but until he was in far enough to start doing some stroking there was a lot of discomfort. He began moving back and forth and his strokes got longer and longer as I stretched to accommodate him and then he hit a spot in me that had never been touched before and I had the most intense orgasm of my life.
Charlie slowed down his strokes until I calmed down a little and then he picked up speed. I had several small orgasms before he came and when he pulled out all I could do was lay there, stare up at the ceiling and think "Oh My God!"
We rested about ten minutes and then Charlie asked me if I was ready to go again. Again he hit the magic spot (I have since decided that it was my G-spot) and I again went wild. When Charlie came the second time I moved to my knees and attempted to suck his cock. I couldn't do it. I could not get the head of his cock in my mouth so I licked it and played with his balls for several minutes until he pushed me into the doggie position and fucked me for the third time.
I fell asleep exhausted. In the morning we stopped at the Waffle House for breakfast before going to pick up my car. While waiting for our order Charlie said:
"I hope you might want to do this again sometime."
I looked him right in the eye and said, "Bobby will be gone for at least three more days and with any kind of luck he will have another trip within a week of his getting back. Should I plan on spending my time alone or might you have an idea or two?"
"Should we meet somewhere so no one sees your car parked at my place?"
"No need. There are plenty of Honda Civics around. No one will know that the one parked at your place is mine."
Actually I was hoping that everyone who saw it would know that it was mine. The more people who knew the better the chances that the word would get back to Bobby.
I worked with two girls who I had gone to school with and both of them had made it known when we girls got together to talk that they had spent some time on Charlie's backseat and I wondered if they could tell where I'd been from the way I walked when I got to work.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next three nights -- Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday -- found me at Charlie's condo and on Charlie's bed. I had always heard that size doesn't matter and I quickly found out that was just so much bullshit. Bigger was definitely better. I had expected that my fling with Charlie would just be a ho-hum affair with me just putting up with the fucking while waiting for Bobby to find out and go ballistic, but I found that I was enjoying the hell out of being stuffed full. Yes indeed, bigger was better, but size alone wouldn't be enough to sustain a relationship at least not for me. But damn, it sure would be nice if Barry had a cock the size of Charlie's.



I did work at trying to suck Charlie's monster and I did eventually get to the point where I could get about a third of it in my mouth. I promised myself that I would take it all before Charlie and I ended our little affair.
Friday afternoon I got a call from Bobby at work. His truck had blown its transmission and it would be at least two or three more days before he could get home and as I hung up I wondered what her name was. I called Charlie and let him know and he asked:
"Does that mean I get you for three more days?"
I had reached the point where I wanted as much of that 'stuffed feeling' as I could get before Bobby and Charlie got into it and so I told Charlie I was his until Monday and after that we would see.
It was one of the most sexually enjoyable weekends I'd ever had. We sucked and fucked from Friday night until seven Saturday night and then we went out for dinner, drinks and dancing. Dozens of people who knew Bobby and me saw us and I became more and more confident that my plan for using Charlie as a stalking horse was going to work.
After dancing and drinking we went back to Charlie's condo for more sucking and fucking until we fell asleep worn out. We slept late and didn't roll out of bed until four in the afternoon and then we went out to eat. It was while we were eating that The Fates decided to throw some shit into the game. Charlie asked:
"What are you going to do once you divorce Bobby?"
"I haven't much thought about it, why?"
"I'd like to apply to fill the vacancy."
That caught me flat footed and I was too stunned to say anything."
"Hey sweetie, we are a very good fit together and I would very much like to be more to you than just a fuck buddy."
I loved Charlie's cock, but I loved Barry as a total person so no way was I going to give up Barry, but I also did want Charlie's cock for as long as I could get it so I couldn't tell him "Sorry Charlie" because he might walk away. I did what I hoped would mollify him and said:
"It is a thought Charlie and I'm not going to say that I won't consider it, but I'm not at all sure that I want to go from one long term relationship right into another. Besides, other than sex we don't know each other all that well. Other than in the bedroom we might not be too compatible. Let's just wait and see."
"But you won't rule it out and you will think about it?"
"Yes I will Charlie."
Later that evening on his bed he said, "While you are thinking about me being permanent in your life think about how nice this is" as he slid his cock into me. No fear there Charlie I thought, this is better than nice.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I couldn't spend the night with Charlie because I was expecting Bobby to be home. As I drove home I found myself thinking about the situation and how things had turned out. I had always considered Charlie an obnoxious, loud mouthed asshole and everything I'd heard about him had led me to believe that all he cared about was how many women he could bed -- how many notches he could carve into his bed post -- and it was because of that idea I'd had of him that I'd chosen him as my stalking horse.
When I picked him I didn't care one bit about what would happen to him when Bobby went after him, but after just six days as Charlie's bed buddy things had changed. Charlie turned out to be nothing like I expected. He was a considerate lover who always did his best to see that I got plenty of pleasure out of our mating. He was not the "wam-bam, thank you ma'am" guy that I thought he was. I would never love Charlie (but I do admit that I loved his cock) but I found that I did like him. I liked him a lot and I was beginning to feel bad about what I had set him up for.
I talked with Barry almost every day. He would call me at work and one day he asked me if I had given any more thought to letting him give me the money to pay for the divorce and I told him that I had. He asked me what I had decided and I was so sure that my plan for getting Bobby out of the way was going to work that I told him I would let him loan me the money, but I wouldn't let him pay for the divorce. Two days later a Fed-Ex driver came into the office and asked for me. He handed me an envelope and when I opened it I found a cashier's check for five thousand dollars and a note from Barry listing three attorneys who did family law which I guess was a nice way to say divorce lawyer. On my way over to Charlie's I stopped at a bank and used the check to open an account. I'd wait to make an appointment with a lawyer until Bobby was in jail.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Bobby wasn't home when I left for work in the morning, but he was there when I got home that night. He wasn't all hot and ready to drag me into the bedroom and that told me all I needed to know about his so-called "breakdown." He was home for a week before getting another trip. It was a six day run to Tampa.
During that week I met Charlie twice for long -- very long -- lunch hours. Bobby, knowing that he would be gone for six days, (unless he had another breakdown) wanted to make love on both Saturday and Sunday. It was making love as far as he was concerned, but to me it was just having sex. As soon as Bobby was out the door I called Charlie and told him that I was free for the next five days. He asked me to come right over and I told him that I couldn't since I'd just had sex with Bobby.
"I don't care sweetie; I'll take you any way I can get you and if that means I have to take sloppy seconds, so be it."
I told him I would be right over and I went to him with Bobby still seeping out of me. The crotch of my panties was soaking wet when Charlie pulled them off of me, but Charlie never said a word; he just slid that marvelous cock into me. As I pushed up to meet his thrusts I resolved to get as much of his cock as I could over the next week because when Barry got back I wouldn't be able to see Charlie any more. I hoped by then that Bobby would have found out what was going on. If he hadn't by the time Barry got back I would have to do it the hard way. I'd just have to tell Bobby that I didn't want any more to do with him because I was hooked on Charlie's big cock and go from there.
It was a Friday and Bobby was supposed to be home from his trip by sometime on Saturday. I'd talked to Barry earlier in the day and he told me that he would be back Sunday afternoon. I'd had Charlie over to my place a half dozen times that week. He seemed to get a big kick out of fucking Bobby's wife in Bobby's place and on Bobby's bed. I didn't tell Charlie that Bobby was due home on Saturday when I took him home with me Friday night. It was mean of me, but I was hoping that Bobby would walk in on us. It would speed things up.
Figuring that it would be my last time with Charlie I decided that I would like to make it special for him. Charlie had always wanted my ass but I would never let him do me there. I was afraid that his size might hurt bad and pain was something that I was not into. But I felt that I owed Charlie for what I was about to put him through so when we got to my place I said:
"How would you like to have my ass on Bobby's bed?"
Charlie's face lit up like the face of a kid who had just come into the room and saw the Christmas tree with all the presents under it.
"Do you mean it?"
"I do, but you will have to go real slow. That big thing of yours is going to hurt."
We started out slow. I sucked his cock and he ate my pussy and then he fucked me in the missionary position and as I lay there with my legs up on his shoulders while his big cock moved in me I knew I was going to miss it. But as much as I loved being fucked by Charlie's huge cock I loved Barry more. Even with Bobby in jail I would still see Charlie around and I knew that every time I saw him I would think fondly of our time together and I hoped he would have fond memories of me. But he probably wouldn't. Especially when he saw me with Barry.
After making love in the missionary position and cumming three times I figured I was mellow and loose enough to give Charlie his gift.
Charlie took his time and used plenty of KY, but it still hurt like hell and I bit down on a mouthful of pillow to keep from screaming, but strangely enough after about ten minutes the pain turned to pleasure and I found myself pushing my ass back at Charlie as he pushed into me. When he came he got out of bed and washed his cock and then I worked on it to get him hard again and he did me in the missionary position.
I feel asleep exhausted with Charlie spooned up against me.
x-x-x-x-x-x
We had a 'wake up' and then I fixed us breakfast. The apartment complex had a pool and we spent a good part of the morning there and then I dragged Charlie back to my apartment and my bed. Anal was much easier after Charlie's having loosened me up the night before. Our love making was fierce, at least on my part, because I was so looking forward to Bobby walking in on us, but he didn't.
We had some lunch and spent a little more time lying around the pool and then I hauled Charlie back into the bedroom. I fucked Charlie with one eye on the door just waiting to see the look on Bobby's face when he saw us, but by six in the evening he still hadn't come home.
Charlie took me out to dinner and I figured I was just going to have to settle for Bobby seeing Charlie bringing me home. Maybe if I was lucky Bobby would be looking out the window when we pulled into the parking lot and I could have my face in Charlie's lap giving him a blow job. Charlie took me to Montoni's for dinner and then we went to The Pit for a few drinks and some dancing. While we were dancing Charlie said:
"You know what I would really like to do tonight?"
"No, what?"
"Something I wanted to do when we were in school, but never had a chance to do."
"And that would be?"
"Take you out to Steven's Point and do you on my back seat."
"I don't know lover. We have been at it all day. Can you still get it up?"
"I'll bet you can get it up by the time we get there. You do have a magic mouth."
"Aren't you the silver tongued devil. I'll bet you say that to all the girls."
"Not really. Half the girls I played with couldn't get me in their mouth and the other half wouldn't even try."
"I guess that puts me in the top one percent."
"Yes it does sweetie and I hope that you are giving some thought to being my permanent one percenter."
"I think I'd like to give you your wish, but if you aren't hard by the time we get to Steven's Point I'm going to be pissed."
"Come on sweetie, have I ever let you down?"
As soon as we were in the car I slid over next to Charlie and worked his cock out of his pants and I had my head in his lap before we were even out of the parking lot.
The road to Steven's Point was uphill and there was a drop off of about twenty feet on the right. Charlie kept trying to push my head away from his cock.
"I need to concentrate on my driving sweetie. You don't want me to lose my concentration and drive off the road do you? That's a hell of a drop."
I just giggled and continued to lick and suck on his cock. I had him hard and I was going to keep him hard. This was going to be our last time and I wanted it to be good. I had never been able to deep throat Charlie. I could never get more than a third of him in my mouth, but I kept trying. I had my mouth pushed way down on him and was trying to get another inch when he said:
"What the fuck!"
The tone of his voice brought me up off of his cock and I asked "What?"
"Some asshole is tailgating me with his brights on."
He tapped his brakes, but whoever was behind us didn't back off. Charlie pushed down on the accelerator and pulled away from the car behind us, but whoever was behind us increased his speed too and soon was right on our bumper again. Charlie stuck his hand up and gave whoever was behind us the finger and then stomped on his brakes. The car behind us didn't slow down. He ran into the back of us and Charlie said:
"The son of a bitch is trying to push us off the road."
The lights swung out from behind us and the car moved along side of us and then cut right to ram into us. I glanced past Charlie and saw the face of the driver. The last thing I saw before the car pushed us through the guard rail and off the road was the look of absolute rage on Barry's face.
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I snapped the phone closed and tossed it on the bed. I had known all along that the day would eventually come even though I'd hoped and even prayed that it never would.
The email had been sitting on my computer when I woke up and logged on. Email was the only way my family could get in touch with me. The message was from my sister Ellen and all it said was, "Call me Rob; it is urgent." My Tracfone only had four minutes on left on it so I had to go down to the 7-11 on the corner and buy some more time. I went across the street to the IHOP and had some breakfast and then walked back to my apartment to make the call.
My father had collapsed at work, had been rushed to the hospital and had undergone triple bypass surgery. My mother was a basket case and:
"I have a husband and four kids to take care of Rob. I just cannot take on mom and dad and the business on top of that. You have to come home. Like it or not baby brother, your family needs you."
It took me two days to wind up my affairs, load up my car and then I was on my way back to a place that I hoped that I would never see again.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Lori and I had met in high school and had begun a somewhat turbulent relationship. Someone in administration had decided that teaching students some of the social graces should be part of the curriculum so one day during third hour gym class on a day when the boys were to have the pool and the girls the gym it was announced that for the next two weeks gym would be dance classes.
Lori was tall for her age and stood almost a head higher than most of the boys in the class. I was also tall for my age so Lori was paired with me. It did not start out well. Lori was strong willed and she fought me for the lead, but I was just as strong willed and I wouldn't let her have it. It was a constant battle and as a result we looked "jerky" when we danced. Sort of like puppets whose strings were not being pulled in unison. It might have gone on like that for the remainder of the class had we not been informed that our dancing was going to be graded and would be part of our grade for gym class. Lori was a straight A student and she would not do anything to change that so she reluctantly -- very reluctantly -- backed off and let me lead. We got through the class, Lori's grades didn't suffer and that should have been the end of it.
Lori and I had several classes together so we saw each other almost every day and we talked and were sociable, but all we were were classmates. The school sponsored a dance on the last Friday of every month that school was in session and one day while I was studying at a table in the library Lori came up and asked me if she could join me. After she sat down she asked me if I was going to the dance on the coming Friday and I told her that I had not planned on it. She told me that she wanted to go and had been asked by several guys, but that she had turned them down. She said she felt awkward dancing with boys shorter than she was and then she asked me if I would take her. That caught me by surprise since I had never been asked out by a girl. On the other hand I had never asked a girl for a date either so I really didn't know what to say. I guess Lori took my lack of an immediate response to mean that I was about to turn her down so she said:
"Please Rob. I would really like to go. This will be my first dance."
It would be mine too so after giving it a minute's thought I told her that I would take her to the dance. My dad drove me over to pick up Lori and then he drove us to the school. It was more fun than I had expected and I guess Lori also had a good time and while we were waiting for her dad or mom to pick us up Lori asked me if we could do it again when the next dance came around. I said yes and after that we just sort of drifted into going steady.
-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-
Our dating was a lot like our dance lessons started out. I wanted to go to A and she wanted to go see B. I wanted to do C and she insisted that no, we needed to do D. We each gave in to the other enough to keep us from splitting apart and it continued like that all the way up to the eleventh grade.
Things changed when we became juniors. A lot of it was because by then growth spurts had come along and a lot of the boys who Lori had considered too short for her in the past were now as tall or taller than her. Some of it was because Lori was just as strong willed as ever and the rest of it was because I suddenly had responsibilities on my plate. My dad owned the local building supply company and I had to work there after school and on weekends. The store had passed from my grandfather to my dad and my father expected to pass it on to me and so I was expected to learn the business from the bottom up.
It was the job that caused the first break in our relationship. Lori wanted to go to a party on Saturday and I said that I would take her, but then my dad told me that I couldn't go because that was the weekend that we had to do the yearly inventory and I would be needed at the store. He told me that if we 'got at it' we could possibly finish up in time for me to go to the party.
"Possibly?" Lori said. "I'm supposed to just sit at home and wait to see if you can make it? No thanks Rob. You told me that you would take me and now you are saying "maybe" and that just isn't going to cut it. I'll find someone else."
And she did. Two days before the party she called me and told me that Leroy Adams was going to be her date for the night. I didn't much care for Leroy -- he was an asshole as far as I was concerned -- but if that was what Lori wanted so be it. I wasn't bothered by the fact that Lori was going with someone else because after all, it was my job that got in the way after I told her I would take her.
We made good time with the inventory and we did finish in time for me to get cleaned up and get to the party. The party had already started by the time I got there and I walked in to see Leroy and Lori dancing. Not a big deal; it was to be expected since they came together, but then Leroy spotted me and he smirked and slid his hand down and cupped Lori's ass. Again, to be expected because I've already stated that Leroy was an asshole, but as he did it he said something to Lori and she glanced over and saw me. She moved in closer to Leroy and the look she gave me said:
"So what? I'm his date, not yours."
I'd be lying if I said that it didn't piss me off. I looked away from the two of them and saw Pauline French standing off to the side by herself so I went over and asked her to dance. She smiled and moved into my arms and we danced. Lori could not stand Pauline. I never did know why and right then I did not care. I spent the rest of the night dancing and talking with Pauline and ignoring the looks I got from Lori. I asked Pauline if she needed a ride home and she said yes.
On the way we stopped at the drive in and ordered burgers and fries and just as the girl skated up to us with our order on the tray I saw Lori staring at us as Leroy drove through. She did not have a pleasant look on her face. When I walked Pauline to her door she thanked me for the evening and then she kissed me. On impulse I said that maybe we could do it again and she said that she would like that so I made a date with her for the following Friday.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Normally on Sunday I would call Lori and set something up for that afternoon or evening, but the more I thought about the look she gave me when Leroy put his hands on her ass the less inclined I was to talk to her so in the end I didn't.
Lori and I didn't have any morning classes together so the first time I saw her on Monday was at lunch. I was sitting at a table by myself when she came in, got her tray and went through the line. She paid the cashier, looked at me and then walked over and sat down with Leroy and another guy and girl. Okay, I thought, if that's the way you want it, fine! I didn't look her way for the rest of the lunch period and when I finished eating I got up and left the cafeteria.
My first class after lunch was a class that Lori was also in, but so was Pauline. I made sure that I was talking with Pauline when Lori walked into the classroom and I kept talking to Pauline until Mrs. Abbott called the class to order. I ignored Lori the entire class so I have no idea how she was taking things, but then I didn't really care either. I had two more classes with Lori in the afternoon and for both of them I waited until the last second before entering the room and taking the whichever empty seat was farthest from Lori and then I ignored her. After school I hurried off to work at the store.
Tuesday and Wednesday were pretty much a repeat of Monday, but on Thursday Lori got to the cafeteria before I did and was sitting at a table alone. I glanced her way when I left the line and she gave me a quick smile, but I didn't return it and I headed for an empty table on the other side of the room. I ignored Lori for the rest of the day, but when my last class of the day let out I found Lori waiting for me outside in the hall. She got right to it.
"Why aren't you talking to me?"
"I figured that was the way you wanted it."
"Why would you think that?"
"You seem to be spending a lot of time with Leroy and far be it for me to butt in."
"That's not fair Rob. It wasn't my fault that I had to find some one else to take me to the party."
"But the way you danced with him and let him paw your ass was your fault Lori and the look you gave me when you saw me watching was your fault."
"What did you expect me to do with you carrying on with Pauline the way you were."
"Bullshit Lori. I had just walked in the door and hadn't even seen Pauline yet and he had his hand on your ass and when he told you I was watching you deliberately moved in so close to him that you couldn't see daylight between the two of you. And what about that look you gave me when you did it? And what about lunch period? You looked at me and then deliberately went and sat with Leroy three days in a row. You chose Leroy Lori and so I haven't butted in."
"I don't want to argue with you Rob. Why don't we go out tomorrow and put this unpleasant mess behind us?"
"Sorry Lori, but you seemed so wrapped up in Leroy that I asked Pauline out tomorrow night."
Lori got a nasty look on her face. "Pauline? Why Pauline?"
"Why not Pauline? She's a great looking girl and she's a lot of fun. I don't have anything planned for Saturday if you are free" but that was said to her back as she stomped off. I smiled to myself as she walked away. Was I being a jerk? Yes I was, but don't forget that at the time I was only seventeen and "yes, but you started it" was still a part of my vocabulary.
Lori was waiting for me in the hall outside my first class of the day when I got to school in the morning.
"What are we going to do Saturday and what time are you going to pick me up?"
I spent a good part of the morning wondering if Lori was trying to make up with me or just trying to keep me out of the clutches of Pauline. After a couple of dates things were back to the way they were before the inventory weekend.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The night of the junior prom Lori and I surrendered our virginities to each other and for the next couple of months we coupled whenever we found ourselves alone. Then a week before Christmas break Lori hit me with:
"I think we need some time apart Rob. We have been together since the eight grade and I really think that we need to see some other people for a while."
I wasn't dumb. I'd seen Bill Thomas trying to hustle Lori and I'd overheard her telling a couple of her girlfriends that Harry Morse was "dreamy" so I just asked her if she was sure that was what she wanted to do and she said it was. Lori hadn't thought ahead. We were supposed to go to a party on Friday night and she gave me the "see others" speech on Wednesday so I assumed that she meant "now" and since we had already made the date she assumed that I understood that it would be after the party. I got on the phone and even though it was short notice I was able to find a date (and wouldn't you just know that it would be Pauline?).
I was dancing with Pauline when Tom Franks came and got me and told me that I was wanted on the phone. It was Lori.
"Where are you? Why haven't you picked me up?"
"Why would I pick you up?"
"We had a date?"
"No we didn't. You broke up with me Wednesday remember?"
"That wasn't supposed to happen until after the party. Get over here and pick me up."
"I don't think that my date would like that."
"Your date?"
"Yes Lori, my date. You said we needed to see other people so I got a date for the party."
"Who?"
"Pauline French."
"You bastard!" she snarled and slammed down the phone.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Lori and I avoided each other for the rest of our junior year and I heard that she went through a good half dozen guys. I never heard whether or not she bedded any of them, but I did remember how much she liked it when we managed to get time alone.
For my part I dated several girls and did manage to score with three of them and one of them was Pauline. Pauline and I seemed to get along pretty good together and we pretty much became a couple. We never discussed going steady and from time to time we did date others, but we always seemed to end up back together. I found out later that the fact that Pauline and I seemed like a couple was driving Lori crazy, but she had asked for the split and either she couldn't find a way to get us back together or she couldn't work up the nerve to approach me to try and get it done.
Pauline and I did spend a lot of time together and most people thought we were a permanent couple, but Pauline and I knew we were short-timers as far as our relationship was concerned. She was going back east to go to college and she intended to stay back there when she graduated.
I had not put Lori out of my mind, but I had put her in the background. My thoughts were that she wanted to "spend time" with others so if she ever wanted to get back with me she was going to have to be the one to make it happen. I was not going to sit around and wait.
There wasn't much change during our senior year. Lori and I saw each other often at school and we smiled at each other as we passed in the halls. I always got the impression that she wanted to stop and say something, but she never did.
Pauline was my prom date and Lori was there with Chuck Bailey. I noticed that every time I glanced in Lori's direction she was glaring at Pauline. Toward the end of the evening I did dance once with Lori and just as the music stopped she said:
"Call me Rob."
I was busy with trying to get graduation out of the way, staying on top of my job and spending what little time I had left with Pauline before she moved back east and I never did get around to calling Lori.
With graduation over with and Pauline gone I was working full time in the store. About three weeks after Pauline moved back east there was a party that I wanted to go to so I called around trying to line up a date. I had quite a few turn downs before Sue Cochill said yes. We had a good time at the party and I noticed that Lori who was also there didn't glare at Sue the way she usually did at Pauline. Before Sue and I left the party Lori cornered me and asked me why I hadn't called her. I told her truthfully that I had been just too busy to call. Wrong thing to say. I saw the hurt in her eyes. It didn't set well with her that I was TOO BUSY to call HER. She shook it off and said that if things slowed down a bit to give her a call.
After the party Sue and I hit the drive in for a bite and while we were sitting in the car munching on foot-long chili dogs Sue asked me when I was going to get back with Lori and I told her that I didn't know that I ever would and then I told her why.
"We broke up because she wanted to see other guys and as far as I know she still wants to. She sure hasn't told me any different."
"That is because she is waiting for you to make the first move."
"Why would I want to do that?"
"I don't know. All I know is that she put out the word that she would appreciate it if none of us girls would date you."
"Why in the hell would she do that?"
"Maybe she figured if you couldn't get dates you would end up calling her. Maybe it is because she is the female of the species and thinks that she should be the one pursued. I don't have a clue, but I do know she wants to get back together with you."
"So if she put out the word why did you say yes to tonight?"
"Just because she wants you back doesn't mean she should get you back. Maybe I wanted to see what the attraction was. Lori had you for a long time and you seemed to keep a smile on Pauline's face until she left town."
"So we can do this again some night?"
"I'm kind of hoping that tonight isn't over yet."
"It isn't if you don't want it to be."
"I don't."
"What time do I have to have you home?"
"My parents are out of town and I'm babysitting myself."
"Then why are we wasting time sitting here?"
When I left her house at six in the morning we had a date set for Monday night and that date led to a Wednesday date which led to a Friday date and a Saturday date. Sue was a pretty hot bed buddy. The Saturday date was another party and Lori was there. It didn't seem like she ever took her eyes off of Sue and me and about an hour into the party Sue asked me:
"Have you made up your mind yet?"
"About what?"
"What you are going to do about Lori?"
"Why do I have to do anything about Lori? Why does it have to be me making the decision?"
"Oh my, it sounds like you have made one. It sounds like you are just killing time waiting for her to come back. Is that it? You are waiting for her to make the first move?"
"In the first place spending time with you doesn't even come close to the definition of "killing time." Secondly, she has already made what can be considered the first move. Twice now she has asked me to call her."
"Why haven't you?"
"I don't know. Probably because I am still pissed at her for coming up with that "seeing others" bullshit."
"Why are you pissed about that? I led to you having fun with Pauline, me and a few others. You can't say that her idea put you at a disadvantage. You've made out pretty well on the deal."
"Maybe so, but the way she did it didn't set well with me."
"Well think about this for a bit. When the summer is over I'm on my way to California to attend Cal Tech. You are going to have to find another play pal. You can either work at trying to find someone or you can get back together with Lori. You want to and we both know it. The only thing stopping you is a bruised ego."
Sue was right of course and I knew it. Lori had stomped on my pride when she broke it off with me. It was the same (to me anyway) as telling me that I didn't have what it took to keep her happy. Looking back on it I could see that maybe I had taken it wrong. How could she know that I didn't have what it took since she had no way of comparing. The way I should have been looking at it was that she wanted to come back so there must be something I had that she never found with other guys, but I was only eighteen at the time so what did I know. I was still pissed at her. I still thought about her most of the time, but I was still a little bent out of shape. If she wanted me back she was going to have to be the one to make it happen and it was going to take a little more than "please call me."
"Tell you what. When you leave for Cal Tech I'll consider giving Lori a call. Until then I have no intention of giving up a good thing."
"Good answer, especially that "good thing" part."
As I circulated and socialized I kept an eye on Lori and every time it looked like she was going to head my way I got back to Sue so Lori would stay clear.



x-x-x-x-x-x-x—x-
Tuesday I was busy stocking shelves at work when a voice behind me said:
"Hi Rob."
I turned and saw Lori standing there.
"I called and asked your dad what time you took your lunch break and then I hurried down so I could talk to you over lunch."
Well, it was what I said that I wanted -- for Lori to take the first big step and now she had. We walked down the street to the Red Robin, ordered lunch and then I waited for Lori to speak her piece.
"Why haven't you called me Rob? I've asked you to call me at least twice now."
"I haven't called because there wouldn't be any point to it."
"Why would you say that?"
"Because each time you asked me to call I was in a relationship with someone, a relationship that I had no intention of ending. I could only see two reasons for you wanting to talk to me. Either you were going to tell me that you had found someone special and were making a firm commitment to him or that you felt that it was time for us to think about getting back together. If it was the first then I didn't care to know and if it were the second I wouldn't be interested as long as I was in the relationship I was in. Therefore, no need to call."
"Well I guess that is pretty cut and dried. But in case you have any interest at all it is the second one. I've missed you. We had something good going Rob, but I'm not sorry that I came up with the trial separation. I really did think that we had been together too long without knowing what anyone else would be like, but now that I know what others were like I know that I belong with you. I would like to put it behind us and get back together."
"The problem with that Lori is that putting it behind us is something that can't just happen because all of a sudden that is what you want. There is no way that I'm going to go and tell the girl that I am seeing that she is history just because you decided that trial separation time is over. I'm not saying that we can't give it another try, but it won't be right away. Sue is leaving for California the first week in September and if you are still interested at that time maybe we can try it again and see what happens."
"The first of September? That's only two weeks away. Do you have the date she is leaving?"
"The fourth."
"Okay then; how about this. I am asking you for a date on the fifth of September. Can we do that?"
"On the condition that Sue is actually gone on the fifth."
"I'll take it. I'll call you early on the fifth and confirm. Until then Rob."
She stood up, leaned over the table and kissed me on the cheek and she left.
Sue actually left on the third and Lori did call early on the fifth to confirm our date for the night. I took Lori out to dinner and a show and after a couple of dates we picked up where we left off. By unspoken agreement what we each had done while we were separated was never mentioned.
To be continued...
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September found us in college. Lori went for Information and Systems Technology and I went for Business Management. We managed to make it almost all the ay through our freshman year before Lori's strong will surfaced again. There was a concert that Lori wanted to go to, but it was on a Friday night and I had already committed us to attend my mother's birthday party. Lori knew this almost a month ahead of time and never gave any indication that she didn't plan on attending. Three days before the party Lori told me that she had tickets and we were going to the concert. I reminded her that we were already committed to mom's birthday party.
"There will be other birthday parties for your mother Rob, but how likely is it that Bob Seger will ever be in town again. I'm going to the concert Rob."
I just shrugged and said "fine."
The morning of the concert Lori called me and said, "We need to get there early to make sure that we get a good seat. What time do you want to pick me up?"
"Why would we need to get there early?"
"There will be thousands of people there Rob."
"Not likely. It is only going to be immediate family and a few friends."
"What are you talking about?"
"Mom's birthday party."
"We are going to the concert Rob."
"No Lori. You are going to the concert. I am going to my mom's birthday party."
She hung up on me.
Saturday I was at work unloading a semi trailer with Harley Neubert who worked at the store part time. We had the trailer half empty and took a break. As we were sipping coffee and sharing a box of Hostess chocolate donuts Harley said:
"You and Lori on the outs again?"
"Why would you ask that?"
"Saw her at the concert last night. She was with Randy Combs and they didn't seem to be able to keep their hands off of each other."
I shrugged, finished my coffee and then got back to work unloading the trailer.
Given the way that Lori had hung up on me I didn't expect to hear from her for a couple of days so it came as no surprise when she didn't. Monday at school I was coming out of the bookstore at the Student Union and across the hall in the cafeteria I saw Lori and Randy Combs sitting at a table. I don't think either one of them noticed me as I walked out of the building.
I didn't share any classes with Lori so I didn't see her at school, but Thursday after classes when I went to work Lori was waiting for me outside of the store.
"You haven't called."
"You hung up on me. To me that meant that you didn't want to talk to me."
"I was upset."
"Not my problem."
"You know I wanted to go to that concert."
"And you know that we had already committed to the birthday party before you found out about the concert."
"I don't want to fight Rob. Are we still going to Bev's party Friday?"
"I'm going. I asked Clarissa if she would go with me and she is supposed to call me and let me know."
"Clarissa? What the hell is going on here Rob? You are supposed to be going with me."
"I thought that you would probably be going with Randy Combs. Everybody who saw the two of you at the concert said that you couldn't keep your hands off of each other and then when I saw you with him in the Student Union cafeteria I figured that you and he had something going so I gave Clarissa a call."
I looked at my watch and then said, "I'm late for work. Got to go" and I walked into the store and left her standing on the side walk. I hadn't called Clarissa, but Lori didn't know that. I skipped the party and went to the movies.
At the store on Saturday Harley asked me why I had missed the party and I told him that I hadn't felt well.
"Lori was there" he said. "She came alone."
I shrugged and he said, "Randy was there and he came alone too."
"Harley, I don't give a rat's ass about what Lori and Randy do."
"They didn't do anything. She wouldn't dance with him and once I heard her tell him to go away and leave her alone."
Given what Harley had said about what had gone on at the party between Lori and Randy I called her on Monday and asked her if she wanted to go out on Tuesday evening and she said yes. A couple of date's later things were back to normal between us.
The rest of our freshman year and all of our sophomore year slid by with no problems and we were starting to think about life after college. The subject had never been brought up verbally, but I think that Lori and I both just assumed that we would be getting married. I think the fact that we never talked about it had something to do with our next rocky patch.
It was halfway into our junior year and my dad was finally comfortable enough with me to start taking time off and leaving me to run the store. That meant a lot of Saturday and Sunday work for me and since the store hours were from 8 am to 9 pm it also meant a lot of late night Fridays. Mondays and Thursdays didn't enter into it because it was understood that school took precedence and evenings were for study and I had school the next day. But Friday - Friday was a killer! It, along with Saturday nights were prime date nights and when dad took a weekend off Friday and Saturday nights were off the board for me as far as dating was concerned.
Lori was not a stay at home girl and after several weekends of my not being able to take her out she started going out to things alone and when she was alone guys flocked to her. If she went alone to a dance when it ended there were always parties and always someone who would ask her if she wanted to go to one. I began to hear rumors of Lori and some guy dancing "real close" or Lori and some guy holding hands or making out in a car. It bothered me, but I had not asked Lori to marry me -- I had not put a ring on her finger -- and I had really never asked "Lori, would you go steady with me." What we were was a couple who just kind of came together and for the most part stayed together. I had no real claim on Lori or her time, but that did not mean that it did not bother me. I could not stop Lori if that is what she wanted to do, but I didn't have to like it.
After working three weekends in a row I finally got one off. I had not spoken to Lori in several days and -- my head being full of the rumors I had been hearing -- I wasn't sure that I wanted to talk to her right then anyway. There was a party at Sam Janke's Friday night and I went alone. I got there early and helped Sam move all of the living room furniture into the dining room to make a dance floor and then I got myself a beer. I'd been there maybe twenty minutes when I saw Carol Murrey walk in alone. I went up to her and told her that she had arrived just in time.
"I need a dance partner."
She looked around and I said, "I'm alone tonight."
"Oh goody" she said and offered me her arm and I led her out onto the makeshift dance floor. We were dancing when Lori walked in with Randy Combs. She saw me there dancing with Carol and stopped in her tracks. She obviously didn't expect to see me there and she looked like she wanted to turn and leave, but I had already seen her with Randy. I looked at her for several seconds and then looked away and ignored her for the rest of the evening.
By the time the party started breaking up I had a date with Carol for Saturday and I saw Lori watching as Carol and I left the party together. I had no idea what she was thinking and frankly I didn't care.
Carol had driven herself to the party and so we agreed to meet at the Denny's on Coleman for coffee and a bite to eat. We were sitting in a booth next to a window and I saw Randy's F-250 pull in. Lori and Randy got out of the truck and headed for the restaurant and then Lori spotted me sitting there with Carol and she turned and went back to the truck. Randy called after her and she apparently said something to him and he turned and looked toward the restaurant and then he went to the truck, got in, the lights came on and they drove away.
Sunday I was in my room working on a term paper due on Tuesday when my mom hollered at me that I was wanted on the phone. It was Lori.
"Why didn't you call me and let me know that you weren't working Friday night?"
"What would have been the point? I've heard about you and the dances and parties you've been going to while I was working and I've heard all about the things you've done after those dances and parties so I naturally assumed that you already had a date set up for Sam's party. I went to the party on the off chance that you would be there alone also, but we both know how that turned out, don't we?"
"That's not fair Rob. It isn't my fault that you spend your weekends working. I'm too young to sit at home and stare at walls al weekend waiting to see if you can find some time for me."
"Well Lori, let me see if I understand this. You saw me at the party Friday so you knew I had the weekend off. Knowing that why didn't you call me yesterday instead of waiting for tonight? Could it be because you already had a date for last night too? Like maybe going to the movies with Randy? Or maybe that was some one else I saw going into the Rialto last night?"
"I didn't know you had the weekend off and I had already made the date."
"So you were lying to me three weeks ago when you said that you weren't dating; just going to dances and parties alone? Thanks for calling Lori." and I hung up on her.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Monday it was back to school and work after school. I kept an eye out for Lori so I could make sure to avoid her. She called and left messages for me to call her but I never did.
I dated Carol a lot, but there was nothing there and we both knew it. It was strictly a friend's relationship. Not even a 'friends with benefits relationship, just friends.
About three weekends after I saw Lori at the party I was working at the store when a voice called out "Hello stranger." I looked up and saw Sue Cochill. She stepped forward and threw her arms around me and gave me a kiss that curled my toes. We made a date to meet at Denny's when I got off work. The first thing she asked me after I slid into the booth across from her was:
"Are you in a relationship now?"
"Unfortunately no." I explained where I was at with Lori and Sue said:
"Can I put in my bid?"
It turned out that because of finances she'd had to drop out of Cal Tech and she would be transferring back to our neck of the woods at the start of the next term.
"So how about it? Can I apply for the open relationship job?"
"If you are silly enough to want the position I'm certainly silly enough to let you have it."
From then on Sue got all of my free time. As a bed buddy she was as hot as she had been before leaving for California. Actually she was hotter. While she was gone she had gotten turned on to anal which was a "no-no" before she left. For the rest of my junior year, almost all of the summer vacation that followed it and into the start of my senior year Sue and I were an established couple. I saw Lori around, but avoided her and outside of a Christmas card mailed to the store during the holiday break she made no attempt to get in touch with me. I did see her at dances and parties, but I was always with Sue and Lori was always with someone -- usually Randy -- but even there I stayed away from her.
It needs to be said that whenever I did see her my heart beat a little faster, I felt a stirring in my groin and I ached to have my arms around her and hers around me. But!!! I was not the kind of guy who could or would put up with her actions. In every case where the two of us had problems it was Lori who instigated them. All I did was refuse to sit in the corner and wait around.
The first day of school after the holiday break I came out of class one day to find Lori waiting for me.
"Can we talk Rob?"
"About what?"
"About us."
"I wasn't aware that there was an "us" Lori."
"My point exactly Rob. There isn't, but there should be and the only way to make it happen is for us to sit down and talk. I know you are between classes from eleven forty-five until two so can you meet me in the cafeteria for lunch at twelve?"
I was curious as to what she had to say so I agreed to meet her for lunch. It didn't start out well. When Lori started with:
"I don't know how we let it slip away" I interrupted her with "We didn't let it slip away Lori, you did. You jump and do things without thinking ahead and then expect everything to be just where you left it when you decide that whatever you left to do is over with. It goes way back to when you couldn't wait for me to get off work so you went to the dance with Leroy and then screwed around with him and then expected to pick right back up with me. When you decided that we needed to see other people for a while you went off and did it until you decided to come back to me and then you expected me to be there breathlessly waiting for your return and you were surprised when I didn't jump at the opportunity.
"My mother's birthday party -- to hell with you Rob I'm going to the concert -- and then you spent a week fooling around with Randy Combs and a week after that you are asking me why I haven't called. Do I need to go on Lori? I'm not some one you can park at the curb when you want to go and do something. There might be guys out there that you could do that to, but I am not one of them and by now you should realize that. That is the situation now. Because I had to work you decided that you weren't going to sit around so you started dating so instead of sitting in a parking space and waiting for you to come back and get me I dated and now I am in a relationship. So here you are expecting me to drop it because you all of a sudden want to come back so there can be an "us." Can you give me one good reason why I should listen to what you want?"
"Of course I can give you a good reason Rob. I always -- always -- come back to you because I know where I belong. And you always allow it Rob. You bitch and whine and stall for a while, but you always end up back with me. We both know where we are supposed to be Rob. With each other."
"For someone who feels she is supposed to be with me you sure spend a lot of time with Randy Combs."
"Am I supposed to just sit at home and stare at walls waiting for you to finally get some time off and call? I'm young Rob and I am not going to stay at home and watch stupid television shows or play solitaire. I go out with Randy a lot because he is one of the few who ask me. Too many guys see me as yours so they stay away. Randy keeps asking because he is hoping that I'll get over you. I've told him it isn't going to happen, but he keeps trying."
She was right of course. I did know that we had a special connection and I did eventually always get back together with her, but I didn't know that my feelings for her would carry us through the long haul. I also had some strong feelings for Sue, but I didn't know if they were long haul feelings either. But!
"None of that changes the fact that right now I am seeing someone else. Someone I really like and before you say anything stop and think about the fact that I wouldn't be dating her if you hadn't started dating on the weekends I had to work late."
"Okay, okay I get the point, but keep me in mind Rob because I'm not going to go away. To ease your mind I will stop dating Randy. That will probably be the best way to make him realize that he doesn't have a chance at replacing you in my life. But you do need to figure out what you are going to do Rob. We are almost at graduation and life is going to change big time when we have to move into the real world."
She got up, kissed me on the cheek and walked away.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I worked from three-thirty until seven and then I rove over and picked up Sue. As soon as she was in the car she said:
"I saw you this afternoon with Lori. Am I a short-timer?"
"She wanted to know why I hadn't called her lately."
"And you said?"
"I told her that I was in a relationship that I had no intention of ending."
"Right thing to say to me Rob, but not really true."
"Why would you say something like that?"
"Because I know me and you don't."
"And what does that mean?"
"I like you a lot Rob and if you were a bit different I would love to have you with me forever, but we don't have a future."
"If I were a bit different? What do you mean by that?"
"You are a nice guy Rob, but you don't have the mindset that my permanent man would have to have."
"I still don't understand what you are saying."
"To put it bluntly baby I'm a slut. I love cocks. Big ones, small ones, white ones, black ones, brown, yellow and even a green one if I could find one. I can usually stick with one guy for about a year and then I start wanting to try something different. Since I won't cheat that means that I will break up with the guy I'm seeing before moving on to something else. What I'm saying here Rob is that a permanent significant other would have to be willing to share. He would have to be open to what they are calling "an open marriage" nowadays and we both know that isn't you Rob. Bottom line lover is don't let something pass you by on my account."
"So what you are really telling me is that I'm the short-timer here. We've been seeing each other since November and that's what -- ten months? And about a year is all you manage with one guy? Coming up on time to dump me I guess."
"Not really. I think you would be good for more than a year, but the truth is that I will eventually want to try another guy and like I said, I won't cheat so I would have to end it with you before I could go after him. Unless of course I'm wrong in thinking that you wouldn't be open to sharing."
"No Sue, you aren't wrong. Sorry, but I'm just not wired that way."
"Pity. You would most definitely be my choice for a significant other if you could handle it. So, where do we go from here? Stay with it for a while longer or knowing the outcome kiss each other goodbye so you can work on getting back together with Lori?"
"Talk about being between a rock and a hard place. Even with what you have told me I don't want to end it, but on the other hand Lori did just come up to me and make overtures that could get us back together. She is ready now, but if I stay with you will she still be as ready when you cut me loose? I will tell you this. If you had not just clued me in as to what you and the future have in store for me I probably would have tried to put a ring on your finger in the next month or so."
"Look on the bright side lover. I just saved you the cost of that ring. So what are you going to do?"
"Make our last night together a good one."
The next evening I called Lori and made a date for the next day and by the end of our senior year we were engaged and six months after graduation we were married.
To be continued...
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Working part-time at the store with my dad was one thing, but working full time was something totally different. To put it simply, dad was set in his ways. I had a fresh Business Management degree and a ton of new ideas to expand the business and increase profits, but every suggestion I made was met with:
"That's not the way we do things" or "I see no reason to change something that has worked well all these years."
It slowly dawned on me that unless or until my father died all I was ever going to be was a clerk in the store except for the times he took a couple of days off and left me in charge. Quite frankly, that was not going to be enough for me.
I sent out resumes and pretty soon I found myself working for XYZ Corporation. To say that my father didn't take it well would be an understatement. In fact it drove a wedge between us. It was so bad that it was totally uncomfortable whenever I stopped by the house to visit. I did my best to try and explain to him why the move was necessary, but he wouldn't listen and he wouldn't accept it.
Lori and I were living in an apartment and trying to save money for a house. Lori was happy with her job and I was doing well at XYZ. Lori made it clear before we got married that while she wanted kids some day she was not in any hurry. She said that she had not invested her time and money in getting a degree just so she could sit at home and raise babies. To make sure that there were no surprises she was on birth control pills AND she used a diaphragm AND I was expected to use condoms. Using rubbers was a small price to pay for a sex life that included sex four and five times a week and I was not required to use the rubber raincoat when we did anal which Lori liked a lot.
Marriage did not change Lori; she was still as strong willed as ever and determined to have her own way only now it was over things like furniture, appliances, vehicles and other things like that. We went furniture shopping for the apartment and hit half a dozen different stores without my seeing anything that I liked. Lori saw a few things that she seemed to like and she asked me my opinion and I didn't have a favorable one. Two days later I came home from work and found a new couch, love seat and easy chair in the living room and they were the ones I told Lori that I didn't like. What I wanted didn't count as far as she was concerned.
We needed a refrigerator and the one she wanted I told her not to get and pointed at a different model and told her that it would be a better one. Then I came home from work and found the one she wanted sitting in the kitchen. I got the last laugh on that one. One of the reasons I told her not to get that particular fridge was that I knew that it was too tall to fit under the cabinets over the space where the fridge was supposed to go. The model also had cold water and ice cube dispensers in the door, but I knew that there were no water lines anywhere close to where the fridge would go. As a result the fridge sat out in the middle of the floor where we had to walk around it whenever we were in the kitchen.
I stopped going shopping with her since she would always buy whatever I said no to. That included clothing. If I told her that a dress she tried on didn't look good on her that is the one she would buy. I finally got to the point where I let her do whatever she wanted. That is not to say that I let her run roughshod over me. I was looking for a recliner and Lori went with me when I went looking. I narrowed my choices down to two and then went home to think about it. The next day when I got home I found that Lori had ordered me one and it was not one of the two I was interested in so I sent it back which pissed Lori off no end. She responded the way that women all over the world did when they were displeased -- she cut me off. We went five days without making love which I thought was stupid since she liked sex as much as I did so she in effect cut herself off. When she was ready to 'forgive me' I told her that I was too tired and made her go three more days before giving in to her. It happened twice more, but I always paid her back in kind. If she cut me off for four days I made her wait an additional five days before I gave in. Eventually she figured out what I was doing and stopped using sex as a weapon.
We finally saved up enough money to put a down payment on a house and of course Lori and I didn't agree on which one to buy. After a month of looking I finally told her that she could pick the house, but I got to pick the lot and neighborhood and we moved on.
It was in the fifth year of our marriage that something that disturbed me greatly occurred. Lori came up with tickets to the opera and I just flat refused to go with her. I did like classical music, but I could not stand opera or ballet. When I said no Lori just shrugged and said that she would get someone from work to go with her.
The afternoon of the performance I decided that I could at least 'soften the blow' so to speak. When I got off work I stopped and got a dozen roses and drove over to where Lori worked. I planned on taking her to dinner before the performance. I was parked in the employee's parking lot next to her car when quitting time came. I saw Lori come out the front door and as soon as she came to the end of the sidewalk a car pulled up and she got in. As it pulled away from the curb I saw that the driver was Randy Combs. I got out of my car and put the roses on Lori's front seat and then I followed them. They drove to the Longhorn Steak House and went inside. I sat and waited until they came out and then I followed them to the Ashton Auditorium which was where the opera was being performed. I was still sitting where I could see Randy's car when the crowd started streaming out of the building. I followed them back to Lori's car and I saw her lean over and kiss Randy before getting out of his car and into hers.
I drove home and was sitting on the couch flipping channels on the TV when Lori came in. There hadn't been enough time between my leaving and hurrying home and Lori's arrival for them to have done anything so at least I didn't have to worry about following Randy into her, but I did have to wonder if I might have in the past.
"How was the show?"
"It was fine, but a strange thing happened."
"Oh? The costume fall off of the fat lady?"
"No, nothing like that. I rode over to the auditorium with the girl I gave the extra ticket too and when we got back to my car I found a dozen roses on the front seat."
"Maybe you should think about locking your car. Where are the roses?"
"I tossed them on the ground. I thought that whoever put them there might be watching and I wanted them to know that I wasn't amused."
I certainly wasn't amused. Lori had just flat out lied to me. She rode to the opera with the girl she had given the extra ticket to? I wasn't aware that Randy had undergone a sex change operation. I followed Lori up to bed and we made love before Lori rolled over and went to sleep. I laid there staring up at the ceiling and wondered about what other lies Lori might have told me. How many other times had she gotten together with Randy since we had gotten married? True, they hadn't done anything that night except have dinner and go to the opera and the kiss she gave him didn't seem all that hot, but that was that time. What had they done the other times if indeed there were other times? I thought back and remembered that every time we were separated, for whatever reason, it always seemed to be Randy she ended up with. When I finally did fall asleep it was not a restful sleep.
Lori's trip to the opera made me start thinking and the thoughts I was having were not all that nice. The biggie of course was "Is my wife cheating on me?" I couldn't bring myself to believe that she was, but I did start paying more attention to the things she said and did -- or said that she was doing -- and I did spend a lot of time looking for clues that all wasn't right with us. I didn't notice anything that rang any bells and after several months I relaxed my vigil.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Another couple of months went by and one night Lori came home and informed me that she had another two tickets for the opera.
"Are you going with me this time?"
"No sweetie, opera and ballet are two things I could never get into. Why don't you take the friend who went with you last time?"
"I'll see if she wants to go. If she doesn't I'm sure that I can find someone."
The night of the opera I was again outside Lori's office waiting for her to get off work only this time I wasn't parked next to her. I was parked in the back where I could see her car and the front door. This time she got in her car and I followed her as she drove to the Super 8 Motel on Benson. She pulled into the parking lot, walked up to the door of room116 and knocked. The door opened and there stood Randy Combs. He leaned forward and kissed Lori and then came out of the room and got into Lori's car. I followed them to Mario's and watched as they went in. Forty minutes later they came out and drove to the auditorium and I settled in to wait. Two hours later people came flooding out and I followed Lori and Randy back to room 116. They both got out of the car and went inside.
There it was. Lori was cheating on me. I debated sitting there and confronting her when she came out, but then decided that I needed to put some space between us until I had a chance to cool down. The way I felt when I saw the two of them enter the room and close the door behind them I could do some great bodily harm to the both of them. Just as I turned the key to start the car the door opened and Lori came out. Randy walked her to her car, they kissed and then she got in the car and Randy returned to the room. That left me thoroughly confused. Lori wasn't in the room long enough for them to do much more than exchange some kisses and that made no sense. Rent a motel room for a couple of kisses?
I drove like a mad man and broke a dozen traffic laws to beat Lori home and I made it just by a hair. I was sitting on the bed taking off my shoes when Lori came into the room. I looked up at her and said:
"Home already?"
"It was one of Vivaldi's shorter ones."
"Any trouble getting rid of the extra ticket?"
"No. Mary took it and told me that she would be more than happy to go with me whenever I could get tickets."
I had my socks off by then and she walked over to me, pushed me down on my back and pulled my boxers down. She said:
"You don't really deserve this since you make me go to the opera without you, but lucky for you I am horny tonight."
She went down on me and after several minutes of very good head I returned the favor and then we made love. I didn't sleep well that night either as I laid there staring at the ceiling and thinking about the fact that Lori had lied to me again. And just what the hell was going on with her and Randy?
I spent the next two months watching and checking up on Lori, but found nothing. I was right on the edge of confronting Lori when the wheels came off of our marriage.
I came home from work one night to find Lori and Randy sitting on the couch in the living room. I walked in and Lori said:
"Good! You're home. Now we can get this over with."
"Get what over with?"
"Since you cheated on me I have decided to get even with you."
"What? Are you out of your mind? I have never cheated on you."
"No use denying it Rob; I have witnesses."
"How in the hell can you have witnesses to something that never happened?"
"Of course you are denying it Rob; that was to be expected. This is how it will go. Randy is going to spend the night with me. You can leave and go to a motel or you can sleep in the spare bedroom. In the morning we will be even and we can sit down and discuss where we will go from there."
I started to say something and then just clamped my jaw shut. I went up to the bedroom, got out a suitcase and packed enough clothes for a couple of days. I got my toiletries out of the bathroom and headed downstairs to the living room. I stopped and looked at Lori.
"I have never cheated on you. I have never even once thought about cheating on you, but I don't believe that you can say the same. I know all about the time you spend with Randy. I know he is your opera buddy and not some girl you work with. I know all about the last opera that you went to and how it ended up in room 116 of the Super 8. You are dead wrong about my cheating on you and there is one more thing you are wrong about. There will not be a sit down in the morning to discuss where we will go from here. I have already made that decision. We won't be going anywhere, but I will be. I'm out of here. Take your sex-toy up to the bedroom and enjoy him for the rest of your life because I'm gone!"
I walked out the door without looking back. My cell went off before I reached the end of the block. It was Lori of course so I turned the phone off. I checked into a motel and in the morning I went into work and told Harv (my boss) what had happened and that I was going to have to resign and leave town. He told me not to be hasty and give him a couple of hours.
Maria, my secretary, handed me a pile of message slips when I got to my office. They were all from Lori and I tossed them into the trash. I turned on my cell and found that I had eleven missed messages and five voicemails -- all from Lori. I deleted them and then I took the stapler on my desk and smashed the phone into little pieces and threw the pieces into the wastebasket. I called Maria in and explained what had happened and apologized for putting her in the middle when I asked her to block all calls from Lori.
After Maria went back to her desk I started clearing mine so I wouldn't leave a mess for my replacement. At ten-thirty Harv called me into his office and when I got there he asked me if I would take a transfer to the Detroit office. I said it would work for me providing Lori would be told that I had come in and quit. Harv said he would keep the transfer between him, Maria and Marge Whitlow who was our manager of Human Recourses. I went back to my office and finished clearing most of my work.
At lunch I signed up for a cell phone, got a new phone and phone number and then I hit the bank and took out everything. I didn't have to do anything with the credit cards because Lori and I each had our own in our own names. I filled out a power of attorney and sent it to my sister Ellen to give to Lori so she could sell the house. The money from the house would make up for me cleaning out the savings, checking and taking the CDs from the safe deposit box and would give her enough to pay for the divorce. Just before I left work I called my mom to let her know what was going on between Lori and me, but I didn't tell her about the move because I knew that Lori would get it out of her.
The next morning I was parked down the street when Lori left the house for work and by ten I had everything out of the house that I wanted loaded in my car and the U-Haul trailer I had rented. I drove over to the motel and parked and then cabbed to work. I thought it possible that Lori might show up at XYZ and I didn't want her to see the car and trailer loaded and ready to go. I finished clearing my desk by the end of the day, said goodbye to Maria and Harv and headed back to the motel. I got a good nights sleep and in the morning I headed for Detroit.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The drive to Detroit took two days and when I got there I checked into a motel about five miles from XYZ's offices and then I called home. I got my mom and told her that I was all right and gave her my new phone number and told her that under no circumstances was she to give that number to Lori.
"You need to call her Rob. The poor girl is frantic with worry."
"Not my problem mom. Let her boyfriend take care of things."
"You need to face..."
"No mother! I do not want anything more to do with Lori -- period!! Now let it be or I will hang up."
"But..." and before she could say another word I hung up on her. Twenty minutes later the phone rang and the display showed that it was my parent's home phone so I answered and heard Lori ask:
"Rob? Where are you?"
So much for my mother keeping it to herself. I disconnected and then turned the phone off until I could get the number changed.
Over the next week I checked in at the new job, found an apartment, got a new phone number and read the manual to learn how to block my number from appearing on the screen or caller ID of anyone I might call. I contacted my sister Ellen and brought her up to speed with what was going on and set it up with her to email me when she needed to get in touch with me. I got a Tracfone at Wal-Mart that I would only use to call back home with and then I settled back to enjoy my new life.
What Lori was doing with Randy freed me from my wedding vows as far as I was concerned and I started dating. I found a sweet little redhead who was open to a 'friends with benefits' relationship and all in all I was doing well. I was happy with my job, happy with my life and now it was all going to hell.
To be continued...
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I hit the city limits at six in the morning and slowly drove through town looking for the changes that must have occurred during my two year absence. I noticed that Charlie Farrow's gas station was gone and a McDonalds sat in its place. Alice's Diner was now Suzie Q's Café and Apex Appliances had boarded over windows and a For Lease sign. There was a touch of irony in that the Super 8 Motel was the only motel I could find that had a vacancy and the way things were going for me I almost bet myself as I walked up to the counter that I would end up in room 116. But fate didn't hate me that much and I got 142 around in the back.
I unloaded what I would need for a couple of days and moved it into the room and then I drove over to Patty Ann's Café and had breakfast. The only person there that I knew was Sally Jeffers. Sally had been working the breakfast shift at Patty's when I first ate there fifteen years ago. I'd no sooner sat down and she was there with the coffee and creamers and as she set them down she asked:
"The usual?"
I smiled and nodded and she said, "Two over hard, bacon, hash browns and sourdough toast coming up" and she walked away to turn in my order.
I was on my second cup of coffee when Andy Burgess came in. He saw me and waved and then sat down at one of the large round tables that seated six. A few minutes later three guys and a woman came in and joined him. I didn't know any of the guys, but the woman looked familiar. I couldn't place her and I caught her looking at me a couple of times, but then my breakfast arrived and I dug in.
As I was leaving Andy waved me over.
"Are you back or just visiting?"
"I'm back."
"If you can find time swing by Clancy's tonight. A bunch of have a pool tournament going and there will be lot of your old friends there."
"I'll see if I can make it."
Out of the corner of my eye I saw the woman watching me as I left and I wondered why I couldn't place her.
I drove over to the storage place on Douglas and rented a unit large enough to park the U-Haul in and then I headed on over to my sister Ellen's. Her husband Paul had already left for work by the time I got there. I sat at her kitchen table and sipped coffee as she brought me up to date on the condition of my parents. Dad was still in the hospital and it would be months before he would be able to do anything and Ellen expected mom to be a basket case until dad was up and moving around.
And then of course she touched on the subject that I would have just as soon have stayed away from.
"You going to call Lori?"
"No."
"She calls mom or me once a week to see if we have heard from you and she keeps asking for an address or phone number."
"That's why I never give one. It is the reason that emails and Tracfones are the only way I've ever given anyone to contact me. The last time I gave my number to mom Lori called me at the number not twenty minutes later. The phone I have now is never turned on unless it is to call you or the folks. I do not want any contact with Lori at all and I will do my level best to never have to look at her again."
"How are you going to manage that now that you are back?"
"I've no idea, but I will work at it."
"You never did tell me what drove the two of you apart."
"She wanted to play with another guy and she wanted me to sit still for it. I told her to have fun and I left."
"That doesn't sound like Lori. If that is what she wanted she has had plenty of time to do it since you left and she hasn't."
"And you know this how?"
"She stays home and doesn't date."
"Frankly I find that hard to believe in light of what I know."
"Just what do you know?"
"I know she dated Randy Combs right up until I left. She brought him home with her the night before I left and told me that he was going to share her bed that night and that we could sit down and talk about it in the morning. Twenty minutes after she to ld me that I was out of the house and I haven't spoken to her since."
"If that's the case why haven't you divorced her?"
"Too lazy and too cheap. Let her pay for the divorce. I don't plan on getting married again so there is no crying need for me to get single again."
"Well it doesn't appear that she is too interested in getting a divorce. She took your power of attorney and tore it up when I gave it to her. Said she wasn't going to sell the house because the two of you would need a place to live when you came back."
"Not a prayer Ellen; not a chance in hell! But enough about unpleasant subjects. How are things at the store?"
"There is a lot of building going on and business is good. The lumberyard is doing especially well. Harley and I have been holding it together, but only just barely. Harley's forte isn't management and frankly neither is mine. I'm a bookkeeper Rob and Harley is a good yard foreman, but neither of us is cut out to run a business. That's why we need you."
"Something needs to be settled up front about that. If I am going to run the business I'm going to do it my way and dad is going to have to understand that. His way is not my way and I'm not going to have him interfering in what I'm doing. I only took a leave of absence from XYZ. I'm on Federal Emergency Medical Leave and if things don't go the way I need them too I'm on my way back to where I just came from."
"You will have to talk to mom about that. You do know that Dricoll Building Supply is a corporation, right?"
"No, I didn't know that."
"You and I hold twenty percent of the shares and mom and dad control the other sixty percent. Mom has twenty percent and dad holds the remaining forty. Get mom on your side and between the three of us we have sixty percent and control."
"You really think that mom will go against dad?"
"I'd bet on it. She thinks the store will kill him if he doesn't take it easy. She would rather have him pissed at her for siding with you than see him work himself into another heart attack. So, what's the plan?"
"I'll find an apartment this morning, go see mom and dad and then be at the store when it opens in the morning."
"You will be here for dinner tonight, okay?"
"What time?"
"Around six-thirty?"
"I'll be there."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I knew the apartment that I wanted and luckily they had a vacancy. It helped that I knew the manager and I didn't have to waste time on credit checks and the like. I did the paperwork and then headed on over to the hospital to see my parents.
Dad was fretting because he wanted to get up and go home, but they wouldn't let him. Mom came in while I was there and we talked for a while until a nurse came in and chased us away while she did whatever it was that she had to do. Mom and I went to the hospital cafeteria and as soon as we sat down I went right at what I saw as the problem. I reminded her that the reason I had left the store and moved away was because of dad and the way he ran the store. I told her flat out that if I was going to uproot my life and come back to run the store that it was going to be done my way and not dad's and that if I took over running the store I would not put up with dad's interfering in what I was doing. I told her what Ellen had told me about the stock and asked her point blank if she would stand with me if it became necessary. She didn't answer me right away and I could see the conflict in her eyes. Going against dad would be totally alien to her. Finally she said what Ellen said she would say.
"I'd rather have him mad at me and not talking to me than having to bury him. I hope it never comes down to it, but yes, you will have my support."
I left the hospital, went and picked up the U-Haul, drove it to the apartment and started moving things in. I had too much stuff to fit into the apartment so I took the balance to the storage unit and unloaded it. After dropping the trailer off at a U-Haul lot I drove over to Ellen's to have dinner with her and her family. I caught up on things with Paul and my nephews and around eight-thirty I said my 'goodbyes' and headed over to Clancy's Tavern.
I walked in and headed toward the back where they pool tables were. I saw Andy and one of the guys who was at breakfast with him and I also saw a good half dozen guys that I had gone to school with. There was a lot of hand shaking and back slapping and then they got to shooting pool. A waitress came up to me and handed me a Coor's Light which caught me off guard since neither I nor any of the others had placed an order since I got there and how did she know that Coor's Light is what I drank? I dug in my pocket for my money and the waitress said:
"It's been taken care of."
"By who?"
"The lady at the end of the bar."
I turned and looked and saw Lori sitting there with the woman who had been at Patty Ann's with Andy that morning. I suddenly knew why she had looked familiar. I'd met her at Lori's company Christmas party, I looked back at the waitress and said:
"That ain't no lady and you can believe that. I'll take the Coors as long as I pay for it."
"Suit yourself honey; I just work here."
She took my money and left and I turned back to the group and shot the bull with them as they shot pool. It took an effort on my part not to glance back toward the bar, but I managed it so I had no idea how Lori took my refusal to let her buy me a drink.
When things started to break up Andy asked me to join him at a table and when we walked back to the bar I noticed that Lori was gone and I breathed an inward sigh of relief. Andy and I talked for a while and then he said he had to leave. I still had half a beer to finish so I stayed. Andy had been gone about two minutes when the waitress came over and sat down across from me. She smiled and offered me her hand and said:
"Care to satisfy a girl's curiosity?"
"Don't know. What's the name of the girl?"
She smiled, offered me her hand and said, "Hi. I'm Sarah."
"Hello Sarah, I'm Rob. So what are you curious about?"
"What happened earlier. Lori is in here two or three nights a week with the girls she works with and she gets hit on a dozen times a night and she always shoots them down. Then you come in and for the first time in the year and a half I've worked here she takes a shot at a guy and you turned her down. Not just turned her down, but rudely turned her down. Can't help but be curious about it."
"All it is, curious girl, is that once upon a time the two of us had a relationship and it went sour."
"A relationship? I thought she was married."
"She is. Unfortunately, it is to me."
"You said is, not was."
"As far as I know she has never gotten a divorce."
"So as far as you know you are still married?"
"As far as I know.
"Rats!"
"What does that mean?"
"You're kind of cute and the "curious" ploy was an attempt to get something going, but that's out the window if you are married."
"Sorry."
"So am I sweetie; so am I."
I finished my beer and got up to go. As I walked out to the parking lot I thought about what Sarah had said. Lori shooting down guys that hit on her. That sure didn't match up to the woman who told me she was going to fuck her lover on our bed and that we could talk about it in the morning.
I got in the car, but before I could back out of the parking space a car drove up behind me and stopped. I knew instantly that it was Lori. I couldn't pull forward because the building was in front of me so I was stuck. I thought about just putting the car in reverse and ramming the car behind me but that wouldn't let me get away; all it would do is damage two cars.
In the mirror I saw Lori get out of the car and walk up to the passenger side door. She tried the handle and found that the door was locked. She tapped on the window and tried the door again -- still locked. After saying, "Open the door Rob" three times she finally got the message and walked around the car to my side.
"Damn it Rob; stop this foolishness. We have to talk."
I rolled the window down and said, "No we don't Lori. What you said and did the last night we were together covered it all."
"No it didn't Rob. I need to know why you cheated on me and I need to know why you didn't care enough about me that you could just walk away without trying to keep our marriage going."
"You can't possibly be that stupid Lori. Forget about your lies to me about you and Randy and the opera and motel rooms and concentrate on what you did that last night. You pushed your lover in my face and told me you were going to fuck him all night in my bed. Did you really think I would sit still for that? No fucking way Lori! You should have remembered the way things went before we were married and you pulled your bone-headed stunts. Did I ever -- even once -- just sit there and wait. Fuck no I didn't and you should have remembered that. I didn't put up with your shit then so why did you think I would sit still for you telling me that you were going to fuck Randy all night? Although in the light of what I knew by then it probably wouldn't have been the first time. Now move your car."
"I'm not moving my car until you tell me why you cheated on me."
"I told you Lori, I never cheated on you."
"Bullshit Rob, I have witnesses. Betty Thomas saw you getting on a hotel elevator with a big titted blond and Randy saw you take a redhead into a room at the Days Inn."
"Did Betty follow us up to a room? Is it against the law to get on an elevator with someone else? As for Randy, how stupid would you have to believe anything bad he said about me. You are the one who told me how he was hanging around and hoping you would dump me for him. I'll even bet that he didn't say anything to you about me going into a motel room with another woman until after you told him that you thought I was cheating on you."
I saw from her face that I had scored on that one. "Well Randy finally got his wish, but he was probably already fucking you by then any way. Now move your car before I start turning it into junk."
"Not until you tell me about your cheating."
"What part of "I never cheated on you" don't you understand?"
"Betty saw..."
"Fuck what Betty saw. Did you do any checking on your own or was Betty seeing me walk onto an elevator all you based your idea that I was cheating on? Did you call to see if I was registered? What hotel was it? Was it the Emerson?"
Again I saw from her face that I had scored. "What do you already know about the Emerson Lori? Isn't that where XYZ holds it's seminars for out of state employees? Isn't that where XYZ keeps hospitality suites for those seminars? What day was it Lori? Did you check to see if XYZ had something going on there that day? The hospitality suites are on the fourth floor so wouldn't it be reasonable that I would take the elevator to get there? And what about the woman. Are big titted blonds not allowed to check in to the Emerson? If the Emerson did allow a big titted woman to take a room there would they forbid her to get on an elevator if anyone else got on it? Or how about this? The big titted blond worked for XYZ and was there to attend the seminar or maybe she was the wife of someone who was attending. Maybe she was an out of town tourist who just happened to be going up to her room. Did you look into any of that Lori?
"I'll tell you what I think happened. You were cheating on me all along with that asshole Randy and given the axiom that cheaters always think other people cheat you jumped on what Betty told you as proof that you were right and then you let Randy lie to you because it backed up what Betty said. The part I'll never understand is why you thought I would sit still for you bringing that fucking dickhead into my house and telling me you were going to fuck him. You had to be totally brain dead to do something like that. Now please move your car before I do something that I'll probably regret."
She stood there looking at me for a couple of seconds and then said, "All right, I'll move, but only on the condition that you come to the house tomorrow and sit down and talk with me. It is obvious that you think I've been doing things that I haven't and we need to talk about that. Can you do that?"
If you promise that you will leave me alone when we are done."
"I'll promise if that is what you decide you want after we talk."
She got in her car and drove off.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next day at the store it was as if I'd never left. There had been absolutely no changes. I spent the day getting reacquainting myself with the people and going over the books with Ellen. As we reviewed the books I discussed some of the changes I wanted to make and she thought most of them were good ideas and some them long overdue.
I spent some time with Harley in the lumberyard and got a feel for what the heavy construction was requiring us to stock and then, Harley being Harley, he had to stick his nose in.
"You going to see Lori?"
"I suppose I'll have to see her if I stick around."
"I don't know what happened between you two, but whatever it was it didn't set too well with Lori."
"Why would you say that?"
"You left and she became a hermit. Doesn't go out much and when she does it is always with girlfriends or the girls she works with."
"Well Harley, all I can say is that it was her choice. I don't much care what she does or doesn't do."
"That bad huh?"
"Yes indeed Harley, that bad."
Ellen left at four to be home when her kids got home from school and I stayed until closing. As I drove to the house to see Lori I wondered why she was so insistent that she talk to me. She had to know me well enough to know that after what she had done we were through. I rang the doorbell and when she opened the door she said:
"This is a surprise. I really didn't think you would come."
"I've never lied to you Lori. I said I would be here so I'm here."
"Where should we do this? The kitchen table or the living room?"
"Wherever Lori, I've had my say, this is all on you."
"The living room then since it is more comfortable."
I followed her into the living room and saw that she had two glasses of wine sitting on the coffee table in front of the sofa. No way I was going to sit next to her on the couch so I sat in the easy chair just across from the couch. I saw a small flash of annoyance cross her face at my not following her game plan. As soon as I was sitting I said:
"Okay Lori, lets get it over with."
She lifted one of the wine glasses to her lips, took a sip, a deep breath and then said:
"I was hurt when you cheated on me Rob" and as soon as she said that I stood up to leave.
"Okay, okay, when I thought you were cheating on me."
I sat back down and she continued. "I was hurt and I was down in the dumps and Randy commented on the fact that I didn't seem like myself. I told him what Betty had told me and he said, "No surprise there" and then he told me about seeing you go in to a motel with a redhead. Hearing that destroyed me Rob. The next coupe of times I saw Randy he asked me what I was going to do and I kept telling him that I didn't know. Then he suggested that I get even with you. I told him that I couldn't do that. I told him that sneaking around like you were doing just wasn't something I could do. He convinced me that I wasn't going to feel right until I confronted you and then he suggested that instead of sneaking around that I confront you and then rub your nose in it. That suited me better than going to a motel or hotel with some man and then coming to you and saying:
"You did it so I did it too and now that we are even we can sit down and talk."
"The more I thought about it the more I liked the idea. I loved you and I didn't want our marriage to end, but I could not sit still while you cheated on me. So I decided that I would do it to you, but not sneak around to do it. I would make us even and then we would sit down and work things out. I would let you know in no uncertain terms that I would not put up with you running around on me. And of course Randy volunteered to be the man I'd do it with. Looking back on it now I think his idea all along was for what happened to happen. You would leave and he would have what he thought was a clear field.



"I realized I'd screwed up as soon as I saw the expression on your face when I told you what I intended to do. I didn't expect the reaction I got when you left the room and then packed. Then you accused me of cheating on you with Randy and left and I knew from your actions and tone of voice that you did not intend to come back and talk in the morning. I panicked and started to chase after you, but Randy grabbed me and said to let you go and that you would cool down and be back the next day. By the time I pulled away from him you were already driving down the street. I tried to call your phone but you wouldn't answer. Since then I have tried and tried to get someone to tell me where you were so I could talk to you. I'm sorry Rob; I'm sorry and I want you to come home. Things haven't been right for me since you left."
I sat there and looked at her for several seconds before saying, "There wouldn't be any sense for our getting back together Lori. The trust is gone and in any case there is no way that I would move back into this house after you fucked Randy in it."
She turned pale and said, "I didn't Rob, I didn't do it. After you left I told Randy to leave, but he kept trying to pull me back down on the couch and I finally had to grab that blue flower vase on the end table and smack him in the balls with it. Then I told him to leave before I called the police. I swear to you Rob, Randy did not touch me."
"Even if I were to believe that what about all the other times you were with Randy? All those times that you were with him after telling me you were with your girlfriends."
"It was only twice Rob. Both times it was because I had opera tickets and you wouldn't go with me. Randy works in the build across the street from me and we both eat lunch at Estaban's and if we were both alone we would sometimes share a table. One day I was telling him I couldn't get anyone to go to the opera with me and he told me that he loved the opera and that he would be happy to go with me. I didn't tell you I was going with him because I didn't want to cause problems. I remembered what you said about my dating him way back when. I swear Rob, I was never intimate with Randy.
"I don't know how you know about the motel room, but nothing happened there. Randy's apartment was being painted and so he checked into the motel until it was done. I met him there and we left my car and drove to a restaurant where were had dinner and then we went to the opera. After the opera we drove back to the motel and I went inside to use the bathroom. I wasn't in there five minutes. Honest to God Rob I have never been intimate with Randy or anyone else since the day we took our vows."
"As highly sexed as you are you expect me to believe that you have been living the life of a nun the entire time I've been gone?"
"It's true Rob; it hasn't been easy, but it is true. I have been praying that you would come back and I knew that if I was to have any chance of getting you back I'd have to be as pure as the driven snow. But to be honest about it I did have a deadline. At the end of three years I was going to go for a divorce to release me from my vows."
I sat there looking at her and thought about what my sister Ellen, Harley and the waitress at Clancy's had told me and wondered if Lori was actually telling the truth. But given that line of thought did it really matter? She might have stayed true to her vows after I left, but I sure hadn't. I did know she was telling the truth about her trips to the opera because I had watched them both times, but I still had a major problem with what had happened.
"That isn't all of it Lori. There is still the fact that you thought so little of me that you took what Betty said as the gospel and accepted that I was cheating on you. You say that you love me, but just not enough to come to me and say that you think there is a problem? You had so little trust in me that you were ready and willing to believe it. And what about Randy? By your own admission he has been after you for years and you should have known that he would use whatever he could to split us apart so he could get you.
"Randy had to have made up his lie on the spur of the moment after you told him that you thought I was cheating. A spur of the moment lie means he just went with it. Why didn't you ask for details? You could have used hose details to confront me and then I would have been in a position to defend myself. I could have been in a meeting with a half dozen witnesses. I might have been out of town on one of my trips that day. Who knows? Certainly not you because once again you thought so little of me that you just took what was said and believed it. I don't know that I can ever get by that lack of faith and trust Lori. I don't see how you can profess your love for me and yet be willing to think that poorly of me."
"I have no excuse Rob. I don't know why I just believed what I was told. I do know that I didn't confront you after talking with Betty because I was afraid that it might be true and I didn't want to start anything that might have driven us apart. When Randy told me what he did I accepted it because I then had two independent sources so to me it meant that there to be something to it. My off-the-wall plan as you call it was the only way I could think of letting you know that I would not stand still for being cheated on. My saying that we would sit down and talk about it in the morning was to let you know that we would still have a marriage if that is what you wanted
"Looking back on it now I can see that it was a pretty bad idea, but I'm only human Rob and I have a lot of the faults that go with being human. One of those faults is being head-strong and sure that what I'm doing is the right way to go and another is jumping to conclusions. I knew that I had screwed up bad when I saw your face when you came out of the bedroom with packed bags. If you would just have answered your phone before leaving town we could have worked it out. I'm sorry Rob. I screwed up and I know it, but I love you and I always have. I want you back with me Rob; I need you back with me. Please Rob."
"I don't know Lori. I am not at all happy with the way things went down. I need to think some on it." I got up to leave and then said, "Maybe we can get together again on Friday and talk some more."
"Promise Rob? We will talk again on Friday?"
"I promise Lori."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I got in my car and headed for my apartment, but on the way I stopped at The Wagon Wheel for a beer. I sat there at the bar and nursed the beer and thought about my talk with Lori. Did I really have to waste a lot of time thinking about anything? I had loved Lori since we were basically just kids. We'd had some bad times, but what couple didn't? I doubted that during the time I'd been gone there had been a day when I hadn't thought of Lori. My sister, Harley and the girl from Clancy's said that Lori stayed home and didn't date and could a woman who had cheated on her man do that? Especially one who loved sex as much as Lori did? I honestly had nothing other than two trips to the opera and the fact that Lori dated Randy so much before we got married to go on so I could have been way off based to believe that they were lovers. Pissed at her after what she had done? Yes, and mightily so, but I still felt the stirring in my belly whenever I saw her and that had to count for something.
I finished me beer and looked at my watch. It was early yet and Lori could still be up so I finished my beer and left the bar. I was almost to Lori's place when I thought that I'd better call ahead and let her know I was on the way back. I pulled over and flipped open my cell phone. The lights of a car came in my back window and I've no idea why I looked over as the car went by me, but I did and I caught a glimpse of Randy as he went by. Why would Randy be in this neighborhood is what I thought. I pulled out and stayed about six car lengths behind him. He drove past the house and then turned the corner onto the side street just past the house. I saw his brake lights come on immediately and I drove by the street and then hung a quick u-turn and then pulled over and parked. I walked to the corner and got there just in time to see Randy go into the alley that ran behind the house.
I quietly followed along behind him and peered around the corner of the garage at the end of the alley and saw Randy go in our back gate. I moved along the alley until I could see the back of the house and Randy was on the back porch knocking on the back door. I saw the door open and then Lori step back to let Randy in. The door closed and I knew why my sister and Harley were able to tell me that Lori hadn't gone out with a man in all the time I was gone. No need to go out; she just stayed home and her lover snuck in the back door.
Curiosity got the better of me so I went up on the back porch and looked in the window, I could see into the kitchen and through the dining room into the family room and I saw Lori and Randy on the couch with their arms around each other as they kissed. I tried the door and found that it wasn't locked and I quietly let myself in. I moved through the kitchen and stood just inside the door to the dining room and listened in on Lori and Randy.
"...understand it baby. First you tell me that I can't be here because Rob is going to be here and then you call me and tell me to hurry over."
"You don't want to be here?"
"Of course I do baby and you know it."
"Then what is your problem?"
"I just don't understand baby. I've never understood. I don't understand why you won't marry me. I don't understand your waiting for Rob to come back. I don't understand why you say that even if he does come back to you that you are still going to keep on seeing me. I don't understand why if you feel that way you don't just divorce him and marry me. Hell baby, I've never understood any of it. Why you married him and kept on seeing me after I begged you to marry me in the first place."
"How many times do I have to tell you Randy? I love Rob and I don't love you. I love sex with you, but I do not and never have loved you. I told you a long time ago that "like" and "sex" were all you were ever going to get from me. Speaking of sex sweetie, are you ready for a trip to the bedroom?"
"Have I ever said no to that?"
I was just about to step into the room and say a few choice words when I suddenly thought of a better way to handle things. I quietly left the house and headed on back to my apartment.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
First thing in the morning I called my sister and asked her if she was sure that the house was still in my and Lori's names and she told me that Lori had ripped up my power of attorney right in front of her. I grabbed the yellow pages and an hour later I was sitting in the office of a detective agency. Since the house was still in my name I was able to authorize the placing of surveillance devices in the house. I met the men from the agency at the house while Lori was at work and two hours later the house was wired for audio and video and a recorder was placed on the phone line. I told the agency to call me immediately as soon as they had something. They called me that evening and told me that the telephone tap had a call from Lori to Randy telling him to come over. Randy also visited on Wednesday and Thursday.
Friday morning I called Lori and told her that I wouldn't be able to make it that night like I had promised, but I asked her if she could meet me at the IHOP for breakfast. She said she would be there and then said:
"Please have good news for me Rob."
I had no way of know whether Lori had called Randy from work to give him the all clear, but I was betting that she would. I was parked on the side street when Randy came to call and I gave him time to get into the house before I went up on the back porch. Through the window I saw Lori on her knees sucking Randy's cock as he sat on the couch. I got my key out, but the door was unlocked so I quietly let myself in and moved to where I could hear what was going on in the family room. I heard Randy crooning:
"That's it baby, just like that. Damn, but you are one hell of a cock-sucker."
"Enjoy it while you can sweetie; it is going to have to last you for a while."
"Why? You said we were going to keep on going?"
"Yeah sweetie, but not for a while. When I get Rob back I am going to spoil the hell out of him. I won't have any time for you until after I get him settled in and that could take months."
There were some sucking and slurping noises and then Randy hissed, "God, but you are good at that." More noises and Randy moaned, "I'm coming baby, I'm coming" followed by "I love it when you swallow." There were a few more noises and then Lori said:
"You want to go bounce on the bed?"
"Why do you always ask me that? You know I do."
"A girl never takes things for granted."
I had intended to wait until they were hot at it on the bed before making my appearance, but that line was just too perfect for me to pass up so I stepped around the corner into the dining room and said:
"Well Lori, there is one thing that you can take absolutely for granted and that is the fact that you and I will never be anything except divorced from each other."
I turned and walked toward the back door as Lori yelled out, "Wait Rob, please wait."
I didn't!
I made it to my car as Lori came running down the alley and drove past her as she tried to wave me down.
I drove to Clancy's and took a stool at the bar and as I sipped my beer I looked over the place to see if Sarah was working, but I didn't see her. I did see an old buddy sitting at a booth along the south wall and I got up and walked over to her.
"Hello there sexy lady. Alone or waiting for some lucky dude?"
Sue looked up at me and smiled as she said, "I don't really know. Maybe the one I'm waiting for just got here."
I looked around and didn't see anyone heading our way so I smiled back at her, sat down and said, "Maybe he did."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I sued for divorce using infidelity as grounds and then I sued Randy for alienation of affections. Lori was going to fight it until I showed her the tapes the detective agency had gotten for me. I told her if she fought me I would see to it that everyone in the world got to see them. I also suggested that her talking Randy into settling the suit I had against him would go a long ways toward seeing that the tapes were destroyed. I don't know what she said to him, but he settled. As far as the divorce was concerned the judge we had was old school and had no use for cheaters. He dictated that the assets be split 65/35 with me on top. I wasn't mean about it. I paid the attorney fees and court costs and I let her have the house. Only fair since I had given it to her when I left town.
The biggest surprise was for me and Randy both. As soon as the divorce was final Lori dropped Randy like a hot potato. She calls me every two weeks or so and tells me that she really does love me and begs me to give her another chance, but this boy ain't going there. Once burnt twice shy, right?
Sue hadn't changed any. She was just out of a relationship and told me that I could probably get at least a year out of her before she started getting antsy again. I told her I could live with that. Hey; at least with Sue you knew where you stood. Who knows, maybe I would develop a kinky side by the time she was ready to wander and I could maybe be the guy she said she needed. Wouldn't that be a kick in Lori's teeth if that happened? She could sit around and wonder if it could have worked out that way with Randy, her and me.
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Dear Abby,
I am a 44 year old woman and I will have been married to my husband for 25 years this coming Thursday. I love my husband dearly, but I have kept a secret (actually two of them) from him for our entire marriage.
My husband and I dated for about three years and we were due to be married. Although we did make love it wasn't a regular thing. I had waited until he proposed before I gave up my virginity, but he worked out of town a lot and we both still lived with our parents so there wasn't a lot of opportunity. I think that all total that we had made love maybe eight times over a five month period.
The week before the wedding the girls I work with threw a small party for me at a local lounge. They bought me drinks and made me dance with whatever guy who came to our table. It didn't matter if the guy came to ask Debbie, Carol, Alice or Bev he got me. I'd had enough drinks to get "loose" and when the guys felt me up I didn't fight their hands off. I didn't care because I knew that none of them were going to get lucky. Not with all of the girls I worked with being right there and watching.
After almost two hours at the lounge Alice said that it was time to give me my surprise and when I asked where it was they said we had to go get it. We got up and left the lounge and got in Carol's Suburban and as she started the car Alice said, "Here honey; as part of the surprise you have to wear this" and she produced a blindfold. I was blindfolded and about five minutes later we parked and I was led inside a building where loud music was playing. I was led to a seat and the blindfold was removed and I saw that we were in a strip club and it was male dancer's night.
I looked around the club and saw that almost all the patrons were women although a few of them did appear to have men with them. I was frankly amazed at the way a good part of those women behaved as the men took off their costumes as they danced. Some of them had to be restrained when they tried to get up on the stage with the dancers.
There were cries of "Take it all off and show us what you got" and "Show us the package baby." The girls fed me drinks and made lewd comments like:
"Look at the lump in his thong. Is your guy hung like that?"
Alice pointed at one of the dancers and said:
"Doesn't he look yummy? Wouldn't you just love to eat him up?"
He did look pretty good and for a second or so I let my imagination run wild. I'd had about five drinks since we got there and those on top of what I'd had before we got there so I was feeling no pain. I was getting into the spirit of things and was chanting "Show us the beef stick, show us the beef stick" with the other women when Carol said:
"Here he comes."
"Here who comes?"
"Your surprise honey; the reason we brought you here."
She pointed and I saw one of the dancers walk up. He looked like a Greek god and my tummy got all fluttery.
"This is Toby honey and Toby is going to give you a lap dance. I know he is yummy and I can tell from the look in your eyes that you want to do something naughty, but the rules are that you can look, but you can't touch."
Toby proceeded to give me a lap dance and when he was finished I was weak in the knees when he got up and if he had wanted to take me right there on the table in front of God and everybody I would have let him. After Toby walked away I told the girls I needed to use the ladies room and I got up to go. Alice got up to go with me and after taking care of our business and while we were touching up our make up Alice asked me if after seeing all those sexy male dancers I really wanted to get married and settle for just one guy. I laughed and told her that maybe I could talk hubby into letting me keep a spare in the garage.
"Got one in mind?"
"I think Toby would do nicely."
When Alice and I walked out of the bathroom we found Toby leaning against the wall waiting for us. He said that the girls at the table had told him that I was getting married next week and I told him that I was. He said he had a special lap dance for women who were about to get married and then he said to follow him to one of the private rooms and he would give it to me. Alice raised her eyebrows at that and Toby told her that he would see to it that I got back to the table.
He took my hand and led me to a small room that held a table, a straight backed chair and a small stand in one corner with a cassette player on it. Pushed up against one wall was a sturdy looking table. He closed the door behind us and locked it and told me to sit down on the chair. He hit the play button on the cassette recorder and music filled the room. He started on the lap dance and it had the same effect on me in that little room that it had had on me out in the lounge.
My panties got wet!
As he performed Toby whispered to me that the rules that pertained to lap dances in the lounge didn't hold in the little room. He pointed out that there was no window and that the door was locked so that whatever took place in the room would be between the people in the room and no one else. He stepped out of his thong and kicked it into one of the corners and then said I could even touch if I wanted.
As he swayed and moved and rubbed himself against me in time to the music I stared at his cock as it bobbed around and felt the same way I had felt out in the lounge.
If he wanted to take me I would let him.
I reached out and my fingers touched his hard maleness and Toby smiled and said that he knew it; he had smelled it on me out in the lounge. He pulled me off the chair and bent me forward over the table and then worked my panties down and I stepped out of them. I was hot, horny and feeling no pain from all the drinks that I'd had. He pushed my skirt up to my waist and his knees spread my legs apart and then he slid his manhood into my vagina. As he worked himself into me his fingers unbuttoned my blouse and he pushed my bra down so that my breasts were hanging free and then he began rolling my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.
I was gasping for breath and moaning as he drove himself into me. He pounded into me and I cried out as he gave me orgasm after orgasm. Then he told me that he was ready to give me my wedding present and I felt his juices boil out of him and into me. He slid his softening cock out of me and I felt abandoned and empty and I wished he could have lasted longer. Before I could lift myself from the table he moved back between my legs and pushed his hard cock back into me. Then a voice that wasn't Toby's told me that he was surprised that I was still so tight even after I'd had a load pushed into me.
I rose up enough to look back over my shoulder and I saw that it was another one of the dancers who was doing me. I saw Toby heading for the door and he smiled at me and said:
"I know I said the door was locked, but I never said I was the only one with a key" and he opened the door and left the room. It was then that I saw two more dancers standing there watching and I suddenly realized that I was going to be gangbanged. I was surprised that the thought didn't make me fight to get up from that table.
The man doing me gave me another climax before he gave me his 'wedding present' and then he backed away and another dancer moved in and took his place. He too gave me an orgasm and a 'wedding present' before pulling away. The next dancer got me up on the table and on my back. He lifted my legs up on his shoulders and then slammed his cock into me. Another dancer moved up by my head and pushed his cock in my mouth and started fucking my face and I heard the dancer fucking me tell the others in the room that I was loving it and I guess I was because I was pushing back at him as he drove down into me.
I have no idea how many men had me in that little room or how many of them went once, twice or more times, but eventually I was alone in the room, flat on my back on the table and wondering what train had just hit me.
But my night wasn't yet over.
Toby came back and told me that he had told my friends that he would see to it that I got home and then he took me to his apartment where he and three of his friends did me until six the next morning. When Toby dropped me off at home I could barely walk and for the next two days I didn't. I soaked in the tub and rested up. The unplanned outcome of that night was that I was pregnant when I returned from the honeymoon and I know that the father of my child was one of the dancers. That secret I'll take to my grave.
That night woke something up in me and turned me into slut. I saw Toby three more times before the wedding - the last time the night before I walked down the aisle - and he continued to see me on the average of twice a week for the next three years until he moved out of state.
I do confess that Toby wasn't the last of my lovers, just one of many. There have been many others over the years, usually men I work with and strangers I meet in hotels and bars when I'm out of town on business trips or my hubby is gone on trips and all without my husband knowing anything about it.
My problem Abby is that as I get older my sexual urges are increasing. I'm doing a gangbang on the average of every two weeks and I'm doing co-workers in the supply closet at work almost daily. It is inevitable that if I keep it up I'm going to get caught by my husband.
My question is, "Do you think my husband would understand my need to be a slut if I confessed to him?

Seattle Wife Who Needs It
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I flirt with the ladies. It is just something that I did. I did it without even thinking about it; it just came natural. None of them were ever going to take me up on anything I said and I knew it. Christ, I was fifty-two years old and the girls I flirted with were all in their twenties and were married or had boyfriends. Besides, they all knew my wife and thought that we were happily married.
We weren't. Weren't happily married I mean, and hadn't been since the day two years ago when I found her in bed with another man. Harry Wiggins had cut his hand on the job and the boss had me drive him to the emergency room at the hospital. It was close to lunchtime so while Harry waited for them to do whatever it was that they were going to do I thought I'd run home for lunch.
That was something that I had never done before because I only got half an hour for lunch break and the house was twenty minutes from work. There was a car that I didn't recognize in the driveway and I figured that Lois had some girlfriend over. I knew that wasn't so as soon as the front door closed behind me.
The loud, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," coming from the bedroom upstairs told me what was going on. I walked up the stairs and down the hall to a chorus of "Oh yes, oh yes, harder baby, harder, don't stop, I'm almost there, don't stop now."
The bedroom door was open and I stood in the doorway and watched some man I'd never seen before fuck Lois from behind while she cried, "Oh yes baby, fuck me, fuck me hard. Jesus, I can never get enough of your cock baby, I love your cock. Give it to me baby, give it to me."
Her head was on a pillow and she was on her knees and from where I stood in the doorway I couldn't tell whether he was in her ass or pussy, but then it didn't really matter -- it was still infidelity. They hadn't noticed me and I stood there debating on whether to wade in swinging or just yell out, "Honey, I'm home" and watch them scramble, but in the end I did nothing. I turned and left the house and went back to the hospital to wait for Harry.
+++++++++++
I never did tell Lois that she had been busted. I just accepted the fact that she was an unfaithful whore and let it go. I had no idea how long it had been going on and no idea why. I had thought that we had a good marriage and I know, or at least I thought I did, that there was nothing wrong with our sex life. We made love three and sometimes four times a week, sometimes twice in a night and I was willing to do anything that she wanted. What was important however, is that the marriage was dead -- not over, just dead.
Why not over? Because I didn't have the energy for it. I'd been married once before and my first divorce had ruined me financially and had made me into an emotional basket case for years. If I was thirty-five or forty I might have done it, but not at fifty. Why start over? Lois kept a clean house, was a good cook, and did the laundry and all the other things that a wife does to make life move smoothly. We didn't argue or fight so I just decided to settle for a comfortable existence. So I said nothing about what I saw and life went on.
The only change was that I stopped having sex with Lois. When she asked why I told her that I was having some problems and was seeing a doctor. After two months I told her that I had acute erectile dysfunction and that I couldn't get a hard on. Another two months went by and then I told her that I had tried everything that the doctor had suggested, but that nothing worked and she would just have to get used to the fact that the sexual part of our marriage was over. She wasn't really happy about it, but I really didn't give a shit about how she felt about it.
I didn't give up sex though. There was a woman I went to high school with and she had lost her husband in the First Gulf War and she supplemented her income by servicing a few select customers and I paid her a visit twice a week.
++++++++++++++++
Lois and I were in the habit of going out for breakfast every Saturday and Sunday and we always ate at the same restaurant. The place was just around the corner from where I worked and I had lunch in there two or three times during the week. There was a waitress working there named Tiffany and she was a lot of fun to be around. A tall girl, almost six feet, and with a hard, tight body to die for. She had the goods and she knew how to dress to show them off. Low hip huggers and tops that emphasized her high breasts and flat stomach. She had a wild side to her and she had several tattoos and a piercing or two that she also loved to show off.
I got in the habit of flirting with her at lunchtime and after a couple of months we had developed a rapport. The flirting progressed from the simple to the borderline raunchy and Tiff gave as good as she got. She had a stud through her tongue and one day I said, "One of these days you are going to have to explain or better yet, show me what the purpose of that thing is."
She stuck her tongue out at me and said, "First you will have to show me that your health insurance is up to date. When I put you in the hospital I want to know that you'll be taken care of."
One day when I came in after not stopping in for a week she came up to my table and lifted her top to show me that she'd had her navel pierced and was sporting what looked like a diamond stick pin.
"You know Tiff, I have a barely controllable urge to kiss your belly."
"I'd let you, but then you'd want to see the one farther down and if I let you see that one I'm afraid you would have a heart attack. I can't afford to lose any of my good tippers."
This kind of banter went on for months and then one day I came in to find that Tiff wasn't her usual cheery self.
"Got a problem Tiff?"
She slid into the booth across from me. "My asshole boyfriend just told me to move out. He said he was moving to Durango and was going to sell the house. Then he told me that when he got set up there he'd let me know and that I could join him. No talking about it at all. Just get out and I'll give you a call when I'm ready for you again."
"You going to be all right?"
"Yeah, I guess. I can stay with my girl friend for a while until I can find a place."
Then she got up and went back to work.
++++++++++++++
From then on every time I'd see her I'd ask how it was going and I'd get an update. One Saturday while at breakfast with Lois I asked how she was doing and she said, "Okay, but my girlfriend aren't getting along all that well and I'm looking for another place to stay."
"I'd offer you the use of our spare bedroom, but I don't think Lois here would be too happy about it. It would piss her off to know I'd be chasing you around the house every chance I got."
I know what Lois was thinking when I said that. "Yeah, and when you caught her you could sit down and play checkers or something."
Lois might have been an unfaithful whore, but she did have a lot of good qualities and she found Tiffany a place to stay, at least for a little while. She had a friend who was going abroad for a month and who was looking for a reliable house sitter for while she was gone. Lois got Tiffany the deal. In retrospect I guess you could say that what finally happened Lois brought on herself because I doubt that it would have happened had Tiff not gotten the house sitting gig.
+++++++++++++++
Once Tiff started house sitting things began to happen. Her car started having problems and I offered to stop by after work and take a look at it. It had a hundred things wrong with it and every night I would stop by and do a little work on it. Tiff would ask me in for coffee when I was done for the evening and since she was rather casual in the way she dressed around the house I had ample opportunity to see her flat stomach, the long supple legs, and a hint of tit every once in a while. In short, she pretty much kept my dick hard.
In addition to her various piercings Tiffany also had several tattoos, two of which I could never see all of. One was down so low on her belly that I could only see the top third of it when she wore very low cut hip huggers. The other was on the inside of her left tit and I could only see about an inch of it sticking up above her bra or bikini top. I started joking with her about what I would have to do to see the entire tattoo. She would laugh and say, "Only my lover gets to see all."
Then the month was over, Lois's friend came back, I had Tiffany's car running and it was back to just seeing her at the restaurant.
++++++++++++++++++++
We kidded and flirted like crazy and some of the other regulars began to think that we had something going. One day one of them asked me how an old fart like me was managing to keep up with a young fox like Tiffany. It was only then that I realized that I wished I actually could.
Two days later Tiff slid into the booth across from me and told me that she had given two weeks notice.
"Dave called last night and said he was ready for me."
"Are you sure that you really want to do this? He screwed over you once; do you really want to move yourself three hundred miles so he can do it again? At least when he did it here you had some people you could fall back on."
She didn't say anything, just got up and went back to work. I saw her three more times before she was due to leave, but the kidding around and flirting were gone. I didn't realize what a hole her going was going to leave in me. On what was supposed to be her last day I stopped in to say goodbye, but she wasn't there. I'd brought a card wishing her good luck and I left it with one of the other waitresses in case she came in. It was still sitting next to the cash register two days later. I asked Becky if Tiff had not come in and she told me that Tiff would be back to work the following Monday.
"What happened?"
"You'll have to ask her."
++++++++++++++++
I changed my schedule the following Monday. I left the house two hours earlier so I could stop and have breakfast on my way to work. Tiff was there and when she came to take my order she handed me back my card.
"Thanks, it was sweet of you, but I can't use it."
"What happened?"
"I listened to you. When I got to Durango the first thing Dave said to me was, "It's about damned time you got here." His attitude sucked and then I remembered what you said about how he had screwed over me once and how could I be sure that he wouldn't do it again. It took me three minutes to tell him I'd only made the trip so I could tell him goodbye in person and now here I am."
"What are you going to do now?"
"I'm staying with my Uncle Ralph until I can find a place."
"If I can help let me know."
She reached down and touched my cheek with her hand and said, "You're sweet Mike. Thank you; I'll keep it in mind."
It was two days before I saw her again and asked her how her search for a place was going.
"Not good, but I need to find something quick."
"Things not going well at your uncle's?"
"I'm not comfortable there. I don't know why, but I feel that I have to lock the bedroom door when I'm there."
+++++++++++++
That night when I got off work I went to see a friend of mine who managed some apartments. I found out that he had a couple of vacancies and I told him that I wanted one of them. I had to work hard to convince him that I wasn't setting up a little love nest and I don't think I managed to do it because all he said was, "Okay Mike, whatever you say."
"I'm serious Dave. She's just a good kid that I've taken a liking to and I'm just trying to help her out. She can afford the rent, but there isn't any way that she could put down the last month's rent and security deposit. I'll put those up. When I send her over here just rent her the place and don't tell her about that, okay?"
"Sure Mike, whatever you say" he said with a grin that fairly screamed out, "You old stud."
"I'm serious Dave. Don't tell her what I've done; that will only complicate things."
Same grin, "Sure Mike, whatever you say. My lips are sealed."
+++++++++++++++
The next morning I left for work early and I stopped by the restaurant for breakfast. When Tiffany waited on me I told her that I had found her an apartment and I gave her the address and told her to ask for Dave. The next day Tiffany caught me coming in the door and she threw her arms around me and gave me a big hug.
"Thank you Mike. Thank you, thank you, thank you" and then she kissed me on the cheek. I was just a little embarrassed by it especially since the place was full of customers, but what really bothered me was the rock hard erection I got when she pressed her soft body into mine. I just hoped that she hadn't felt it.
The next day was Saturday and when Tiff came to wait on Lois and me I asked her if she'd found a new boyfriend yet.
"Not yet. There aren't that many guys out there willing to date a girl as tall as I am. I think it makes them feel insecure when they have to look up at me or when I look down at them."
Lois said, "You know Mike, I think Robbie would be perfect for her."
"Who is Robbie?" Tiff asked.
"Robbie is our son" Lois said. Actually he was my son from my first marriage, but he had been calling Lois mom since the day I married her.
"How old is he?"
"He's thirty-one dear, and he is six feet four so I don't think your height is going to bother him."
"He sounds perfect, but what's the catch?"
"Catch?"
"Yeah. Thirty-one and not married?"
"I don't know dear. He just tells us that he hasn't found the right one yet."
+++++++++++++
Monday at lunch Tiff slid into the booth across from me.
"Mike, can I get personal for a second?"
I shrugged and said for her to go ahead.
"You worked on my car and didn't ask for anything. You found me an apartment and now you are trying to fix me up with your son? What gives?"
I jokingly said, "What the hell Tiff, if I can't have you at least I can try to keep you in the family."
Her face changed and I couldn't read her expression. She reached over and touched my hand and in a low voice she said, "But you can have me Mike. I thought that you knew that" and she got up and left me sitting there stunned. I had never expected anything like that to happen. All I had done was be nice to a girl that I had taken a liking to. Sure, I had flirted with her and yes, it had gotten a little raunchy at times with some sexual overtones, but that was just a dirty old man having some fun and we all knew that, right?
I was numb when I went back to work. Numb, confused, and not just a little bit excited. I remembered how she had felt when she had hugged me and the erection I had gotten from holding her close. I remembered the thoughts I'd had when I saw her pierced navel and I remembered how I had reacted the day Fred asked me how and old fart like me was managing to keep a girl like Tiff happy.
For all of twenty seconds I thought about how wonderful it would be to be with Tiffany and then reality set in. Age alone was enough to drive a stake through that thought. She was a baby for Christ's sake. She was eight years younger than my son -- the son that Lois wanted to set Tiffany up with. It was impossible, it could never happen, but the thoughts had me so horny that I almost -- only almost -- went after Lois for sexual satisfaction.
+++++++++++
The next two days at lunch I was a little on the subdued side. No flirting, no how are you doing questions, just smiled and gave my order. On the third day Tiff slid into the booth across from me and handed me a piece of paper.
"What is it."
"Open it and read it."
I opened it and saw that it was blank except for the number 201 written in the middle of the paper.
"That is what you can consider as an engraved invitation to get your ass over to our apartment."
"Our apartment?"
"Mike, I'm young, but I am not a dumb bimbo. I know two other people who live in that apartment complex and I know all about first and last months rent and security deposits and since I didn't have to put them up that means that you did. That makes it our apartment. It is seven minutes from your parking place at work to a parking place at the apartments. You get off at four-thirty and if you are not at the door to our apartment by four forty-five don't bother to come in here to eat anymore because if you do I'll make your life miserable -- up to and including spitting in your food."
She got up and left. When she came back with my order she smiled and set it down in front of me and said, "Four forty-five" and then she went and waited on other customers.
++++++++++++++
Believe it or not I wrestled with the idea all afternoon. I wanted to go, but I knew that no good could come of it. In the end I decided that I should go, thank Tiff for thinking so highly of me and then explain why I needed to be heading on home. Surely I could make her understand that the almost thirty year age difference would doom us right from the start. I would do "The Right Thing" and then find some place else to have breakfast and lunch.
My resolve to do the right thing disappeared when Tiff answered my knock. She was wearing a cut off T-shirt that let me see the lower half of her breasts and the tightest pair of cut off Levi's shorts that I had ever seen. She stepped aside and let me in and as she closed the door behind me I turned to her and opened my mouth to speak, but she put a finger up to my lips.
"Shush up Mike. I know what you are going to say and I have no intention of listening to it. I don't care about the age difference and I don't care that you are married. I want you and I'm pretty sure that you want me. That's all we need for right now. You don't have to say a word and in fact, I would just as soon you didn't. You once told me that you wanted to kiss my belly and I think that would be a great place for you to start. Where you go from there is up to you."
It was an evening that most men can only dream about. If it could be done between a man and a woman Tiffany and I did it. Some of her youth must have been transferred into me because she was able to take me longer and farther than I had gone in years. When I reached the point where I knew that I just couldn't go on Tiff would give me a wicked little smile, work some magic and we would be off running again.
But finally even Tiffany's magic wouldn't work any more. She was still trying, but to no avail. While trying she asked me what time I had to be home.
"When I get there."
"Won't Lois wonder if you stay out late?"
"She probably will, but I'm not going to worry about it."
"I'm not trying to break up your marriage Mike."
"You can't hurt it Tiff. It doesn't exist except maybe in Lois's mind."
"I don't understand?"
So I explained to Tiffany what had happened and how I had decided to handle it."
"I'd never have believed that looking at the two of you. She loves you; that much is obvious. I can tell from the way that she looks at you."
"I don't know. Maybe she does in her own way, but my definition of love doesn't include a strange man in my bed."
"Well, she does love you. Women can tell about things like that. Why she did what she did I don't know, but trust me on this Mike, she does love you."
"It really doesn't matter to me any more Tiff. Right now the only thing that is important is that you know that nothing that you and I do can hurt my marriage. But that does bring us to just what it is that you expected out of this."
"As much as I can get lover, and for as long as I can get it. I'm not stupid. I know that the age difference is a killer. We won't like the same music, read the same books or like the same TV shows. All my friends will think I'm crazy for wasting my time with an old geek like you and all of your friends will laugh at you for trying to go back and regain your youth by banging a young bimbo. We just have to take what we can get when we can get it. If we can make it last for years and years good for us. If we can't, well, at least we had a good time and no regrets. Will that work for you?"



"Since it is the best offer on the table I guess I'll just have to take it won't I?"
"There is one more thing baby; will it bother you that I'm married?"
The confusion on my face must have been evident because she went on, "Dave is really my husband. I don't wear my rings and I called him my boyfriend because I got better tips as long as the guys thought that they might have a chance. I'm not going back to him, but I'm not going to waste money on a divorce lawyer either. If there is a divorce Dave can pay for it."
I had to smile at that. "Well Tiffany, if you can put up with my being married, I guess that I can accept the fact that you are."
++++++++++++
I had learned some harsh lessons from my first divorce and while I had no intention of wasting money on lawyers to get a divorce from Lois I had no idea of what she might do when I moved out and went to live with Tiffany. For the next two weeks I spent my evenings after work with Tiff and then went home to Lois, but during the day I quietly closed out CDs and withdrew money from savings. My 401k at work had a provision that allowed me to borrow against it up to fifty percent and so I did. When I felt that I had protected myself financially as best I could I went home and dropped the bomb on Lois.
"You are what?"
"I'm moving out."
"That's it? You just walk in the door and tell me that you are moving out?"
"That pretty much sums it up."
"After all these years and I don't even get an explanation?"
"I've found someone else Lois, someone I'd rather be with than you."
"You would rather be with than me? For God's sake Mike, why? How can you take our marriage and just toss it away? I thought you loved me?"
"At one time I did Lois. At one time you were my life, but then you stopped loving me and that killed something inside me and now I'm moving on."
"What are you saying? I've never stopped loving you Mike. I love you as much now, if not more, as I did the day I married you."
"Then you must not have loved me all that much on that day Lois, or you would never have done what you did to me."
"Mike, you're being stupid. I don't know what it is that you think I've done to you, but I've never stopped loving you. I don't care who it is that you think is so special, but she can never love you the way I do."
"She already has Lois."
"Come on Mike, think it through. You think that you have something with this woman, but how long can it last when she finds out that you can't perform sexually. It doesn't matter to me because I love you for who you are, not for what you can do."
"I perform for her quite well Lois, sometimes as many as three or four times a night."
"I don't understand. You haven't been able to make love to me in over two years."
"I've been able Lois, I just didn't want to."
"What are you saying Mike? You love me, I know you do."
"No I don't Lois. I did. I did right up to the day I came home from work at lunchtime and found you in our bed with another man. Your cries of, "Oh baby I can never get enough of your cock, give it to me, give it to me" drove a stake through the love I had for you. There was never anything wrong with my dick Lois; I just didn't want to touch you after that."
Lois turned pale when I said that. "You weren't supposed to know; you weren't ever supposed to know" she said in a low, weak voice. "It didn't mean a thing Mike. He means nothing to me. It was just sex baby, that's all it was. I just needed more than I was getting baby. Honest to God Mike, he means nothing to me. I love you honey, only you."
"Well, look on the bright side Lois. I'm out of here so you can move him in and fuck for twenty-four hours a day. That way you can get as much as you need."
The last thing I heard as I walked out the door was, "Don't do this to me Mike, I love you. Don't leave me Mike, honest to God I love you."
+++++++++++
I guess that maybe she did. She never filed for divorce and I get calls from her at work every week. She sent me a card on my birthday and signed it, "Waiting, love, Lois." I got one from her on Valentine's Day that was signed, "Yours forever. I love you and I'll wait for you for as long as it takes."
It didn't take long for her to find out about Tiffany and she stops at the restaurant every Saturday and Sunday and tells Tiff that she intends to get me back. If it is a slow day Tiff will sit down with her and they talk. Lois says she is going to get me back and Tiff tells her that she should never have let me get away and Lois says, "Hey, I made a big mistake, but I still love him."
+++++++++++++++
Despite the age difference Tiff and I seem to be making it work, but the relationship is still in its infancy so only time will tell, but for the moment I'm living every dirty old man's dream. I have a young, beautiful, and sexy nympho on my hands and I'm holding on for dear life.
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There is a refrain from a song that keeps playing over and over in my head. I don't even remember for sure where it came from. I think it was something from the Kingston Trio back in the mid to late Sixties although I wouldn't bet on it. It goes:
"What to do with a drunken sailor, what to do with a drunken sailor, what to do with a drunken sailor early in the morning."
What planted the refrain in my mind? As some one once said – "Therein lies the tale."
+++++++++++
Kate and I have been married a little over fourteen years now. We met on a blind date, something "clicked" between us and we haven't been apart since. Well, that's not totally true. We had spats and disagreements and had separated a time or two before we got married, but we just couldn't seem to stay apart for more than a week or so at a time.
We both have decent jobs that we like and that we are not interested in giving up so early on we decided against having children. To spare Kate the hassle of birth control pills, diaphragms and the like I had the "snip job" done.
I guess you could say we are an average couple living the average middle class dream – buying our own home, two cars in the garage, money in the bank for a vacation every year – and all the other trappings of the middle class. We have a wide circle of friends close to us in age and just enough in the way of outside activities to keep life from getting boring.
I bowl in a Thursday night house league, have a standing golf date every Saturday at 6 AM with three guys I went to school wit and I play poker with six close friends on the third Friday of every month. I also take one long weekend in the fall and go elk hunting.
Kate likes to dabble in the arts. She takes classes in painting, pottery, photography and sculpture. She has a MIG welder, and an oxy/acetylene setup with a cutting torch in the garage and she is forever making some sort of metal sculpture (and occasionally selling one). She has a book club and literary discussion group on the nights I bowl, but this tale doesn't have anything to do with any of that. It has to do with Kate's coworkers.
Every two weeks on a Wednesday Kate stops with the girls she works with to sip margaritas (or whatever), shoot the bull in general and let off steam that their management causes to build up. If you listen to Kate the people who run her company are certifiable idiots, but then don't most of feel that way about the people over us at work? The fact of the matter (and one that I'm smart enough to never bring up in front of Kate) is that her company is consistently profitable and she has gotten a sizeable year end bonus every year she has been there. But that has nothing to do with the story either – the profitable part I mean – her coworkers definitely have something to do with it.
Kate would stop with them and on those nights she would usually come home late. She always told me not to wait up for her, but I would stay up and wait for her anyway. I did this because Kate did not handle alcohol well. A few more drinks than she should have and Kate got silly. "Dancing with a lampshade on her head silly" so maybe one night in four I'd get a call from one of Kate's coworkers telling me that Kate was in no condition to walk home let alone drive and on those nights I would have to go and pick her up.
Kate was an extremely attractive and sexy looking woman, but I never worried about some horn-dog moving in on her when she was blitzed because the lounge they stopped at wasn't that kind of place. It didn't have a dance floor, a juke box or a live band and it is almost impossible to move in on one woman sitting at a table with eight or ten others without a working line like:
"Would you care to dance?"
"I saw you sitting her alone while all the others are out there dancing. Can I keep you company?"
Face it. "I saw you sitting here and you turn me on. Want to go some place and fuck" just wouldn't get it done. Then again, if it was Pauline French sitting there it would probably work, but that is neither here or there since Pauline isn't part of this tale either.
+++++++++++
It was late in the fall and elk season was about to open. I was going to take my usual long weekend and try my luck. I was leaving Thursday afternoon and wouldn't be back until the following Tuesday. I asked Kate what she had planned for while I was gone and she told me that she was going to work on some of her metal sculptures and that she would be going to a Mary Kay party on Saturday. I told her that I really didn't want her to change her shade of lipstick (I didn't really care, but a smart husband has to pretend to notice things like that) and to enjoy herself and then I headed out on the hunt.
The hunt turned out to be four days in the great outdoors getting lots of fresh air. I didn't even come close to getting my elk. I saw plenty of sign, but I never saw anything except rabbits and an occasional squirrel. I struck camp and headed home and an hour out I called Kate to let her know I was almost home. When I walked into the house I found Kate waiting for me in a sexy black lace peignoir and high heels.
"Three guesses as to what I want lover and the first two don't count."
"Let me take a quick shower and I believe I can accommodate you."
"No lover, no shower, now!"
No way was I going to argue with her so I started undressing as I followed her to the bedroom. She sucked me, fucked me, sucked and fucked me a second time and would have gone a third time if I had been able.
The next morning I wok up with a hot mouth on my cock and so I just laid still and enjoyed. After I was hard enough to suit her Kate climbed on and rode us both to an orgasm and then she gave me a passionate kiss and told me to go shower while she put the coffee on.
Over breakfast I asked what was the special occasion that prompted our morning interlude.
"I missed you. I'm glad you are home."
"Maybe I should go away more often."
"Don't you dare!"
That night after dinner I was in the spare bedroom that we had turned into a home office going over some papers that I had brought home from work when she walked in wearing only high heels. The outcome was predictable and in the warm afterglow Kate surprised me and asked:
"Do you have any fantasies?"
"Just winning the lottery."
"Don't you have any sexual fantasies?"
"I have wondered what it would be like to have a naked Catherine Zeta Jones and a naked Charlize Theron in a hair pulling cat-fight over who got to give me a blow job."
"Don't you have any involving me?"
"Other than watching you being gangbanged by a bunch of college students in a fraternity house? No, none that I can think of."
"You really would like to see me gangbanged?"
"Of course not. What is this all about Kate?"
"I want to do something special for you to show you just how much I love you. I thought that if you had a fantasy I would give it to you."
"No Kate, sorry, but I don't have any."
"How about something that you would like to do that we have never done?"
"Now that's a different story."
"What? What is it?"
"We don't need to go there Kate."
"Yes we do lover. I want to know."
"You already know Kate and you have already said no and I accepted it so let it be."
"No baby, I told you I want to do something special for you."
"I don't want you doing something that you don't want to do just because you want to please me. What we have is plenty good enough."
"No lover, tell me."
I hesitated several moments and then said, "I've always wanted you to suck me to completion and then swallow and I've always wanted to try anal and you have always said no to both."
"That was then lover, but this is now" and she slid down and took me in her mouth. She gave me a halfway decent blow job considering that she had never done one before and she surprised me by swallowing my cum when I got my rocks off.
"Was it good?"
"It was great."
"Tomorrow we will do anal."
She cuddled up next to me and in minutes we were both asleep.
++++++++++++
In my office the next day I thought about how Kate was acting since I got back. I had no idea what had caused it, but I liked it and I hoped that it would continue. According to "The Smart Husband's Handbook" one of the ways that might help keep things moving along was to send flowers so I sent Kate a dozen roses to her at her office with a card that was simply signed, "Your secret admirer."
Kate usually beats me home by fifteen or twenty minutes and she was in the kitchen getting a start on dinner when I got there. Given the way she had behaved the last two days I half expected her to hurry over to me, throw her arms around me and give me a passionate kiss, but all she did was turn, smile at me and say:
"Hi honey. Figure a half hour until dinner" and then she turned back to what she was doing.
We made the usual "how did your day go" type talk over dinner and I waited for her to mention the roses, but she never did. I noticed that she seemed to be pre-occupied, almost like she had something on her mind.
"Anything wrong?"
"No, why?"
"You seem to be somewhere else."
She looked at me, smiled and then said, "It's nothing honey. Just a little apprehension over giving you your dessert tonight."
"My dessert?"
"You haven't forgotten that you get to tap my sexy butt tonight have you?"
"No baby, we don't need to do that."
"But I want to. I want to do it for you."
"Maybe you do, but it seems like it is bothering you, especially if it has you feeling apprehensive."
"I've never done it honey and the hole is so small and you are so big."
I let the subject drop, helped Kate clear the table and then dried the dishes and put them away as she washed them and handed them to me. When the kitchen was straight I went into the home office and started organizing the papers and receipts I would need when I did our taxes. I'd been working on things for maybe twenty minutes when I heard:
"Do you really want to mess with those silly old papers when there is something more interesting that you could be doing?"
I turned and saw Kate standing there naked except for the high heels that she knew turned me on. I dropped the pen I had in my hand, stood up and followed her to the bedroom.
I ate her pussy and then she sucked my cock and I do have to admit that my second blow job from her was better than the first. Then I very carefully and slowly took her anal cherry. I know it hurt her at first, but she hung in there and was actually starting to get into it when I came. We showered together and she washed my cock and when we got out of the shower she pushed me back on the bed, sucked me hard and then had me do her doggie style.
"Did I do all right?"
"You were superb."
"The anal wasn't near as bad as I thought it would be. I kind of liked it there toward the end. Can I ask you a question?"
"Of course."
"Why have you always wanted anal sex?"
"Because I'd never had it and I wanted to know what it was like."
"So it was your first time too?"
"Yep."
"Oh wow."
I woke up with a hot mouth working on my cock and when Kate saw that I was awake she got on her knees, put her head down on the pillow and said:
"My ass lover, do my ass."
When we were done I headed for the shower while Kate went to the kitchen to put the coffee on. Then she showered while I dressed and then I fixed breakfast while she dressed. Over breakfast she asked if it was my poker night and I told her no and then she told me in that case I should make sure that I hurried home because she had a surprise for me.
+++++++++++++++
When I got to work I called the florist to check on the roses I ordered and I was assured that they were delivered to Kate. They had been delivered at 3:05 in the afternoon and yes she was sure they were delivered to Kate Barton. The receptionist had pointed out Kate and the roses had been delivered to Kate at her desk.
When I hung up I was thinking that it was so unlike Kate not to have mentioned them and then I had a disquieting thought. I had only had the card say "From your secret admirer." Was there someone else who might be sending her flowers? Could there be someone else she could think of as being her secret admirer? Nah! Couldn't be. Or could it?
Kate had been extremely amorous that week; a lot more amorous than usual. Was it because she was feeling guilty over something and was somehow trying to make it up to me?
Kate's car was in the garage when I got home and when I walked into the house I hollered out:
"Honey, I'm home."
"In the family room" she called back.
I walked into the family room and stopped and stared. Kate was a living, breathing, walking wet dream. She was wearing what I believe is called a 'shelf bra.' It lifted her tits and cupped them from beneath, but didn't cover a thing. She had applied rouge or blush or something to her nipples and they were strawberry red and erect. She was wearing crotchless panties that matched the bra, a garter belt and nylons and had sexy high heels on her feet.
There was an opened bottle of wine and two glasses on the coffee table and Kate walked up to me and handed me a sheet of paper.
"The evening's menu sir. My name is Kate and I will be your server this evening. May I suggest the special of the day?"
I looked at the sheet of paper and saw that it was designed like a restaurant menu.
Welcome to Chez Barton
Open for your pleasure from 6 PM until 2 AM.
Special of the Day
"The Full Experience"
(Ask your waitress for details)
"The Chef' Surprise"
(Ask your waitress for details)
Ala Carte Desserts

The Half Blow Job Cunniligus
The Full Blow Job (with Chocolate Sauce)
Anal sex Full Head
Vaginal Sex (with choice of sauces)
A twenty percent gratuity will be added for parties of five or more.
I read the entire thing and then I asked, "And just what is the full experience?"
"A half order of head while you sip a glass of the house wine. Followed by a round of regular vaginal sex in the position of your choice topped off by a cleansing order of half head that will prepare you for your dessert. This evening's dessert is "Anal Supreme."
"And the "Chef's Surprise" would be?"
"Whatever the kitchen decides to send you and it is never the same for any two customers in a row."
"I think I'll go with the "Special."
"A very good choice sir. If you will just remove your trousers and briefs and lean back on the couch and relax we can begin."
I did what she said and when I was seated she poured a glass of wine and handed it to me and as I took it she knelt in front of me.
I won't even try to describe the experience. It was mind blowing. I was lying on the bed next to her in that pleasant state of exhaustion that you find yourself in when you have been totally sexually satisfied when Kate said:
"I trust that you enjoyed your stay with us this evening."
"My God Kate, it was outstanding."
"I'm glad. I wanted our last time together to be special."
"Whoa! Our last time together?" I sat up in bed and looked down at her. "What the hell does that mean?"
"I have a confession to make and I fully expect that you will not want me around after you hear what I have to say."
"A confession?"
"It is going to be hard for me to get it all out so please don't say anything until I'm done."
"I don't und..."
"Please Rob. Let me do this and then you can talk. Just before you left on your trip I told you I would be going to a Mary Kay party, but that wasn't true. Margie, one of the girls I work with, sells sexy lingerie at Mary Kay type parties. She was always talking about the parties and what a riot they were and the other girls I work with decided that they wanted to attend one. Linda volunteered to host the party and it was set for Saturday night. I told you it was a Mary Kay party because I intended to buy a bunch of sexy things and surprise you with them.
"It was a party and there was drinking and you know how I get when I drink. You weren't here for me to call if I got wasted so I decided not to drink at all. Linda noticed and I told her why and she said that since I didn't need to hurry home to you anyway I could just go ahead and party like every one else and then spend the night in her spare bedroom so that it was I decided to do.
"The party was a blast. It turned out that along with the lingerie Margie also sold sex toys. I was drinking and having a good time. Margie demonstrated some of the sex toys and all of us tried on sexy outfits and then modeled them. None of us girls were feeling any pain and it got pretty wild. Angie tried out a ten inch battery operated vibrator while we all cheered her on. Sarah tried out a butt plug and some of the other girls tried out various dildos and things. Sue put a pair of ben wa balls inside her and then used a vibrator on herself and gave herself a screaming orgasm. You know how far gone we must have been to laugh and cheer on Becky as she tried to do Alice with a strap on dildo.
"It was about eleven o'clock when Chad and a friend of his walked in. Chad is Linda's brother. He had just come home on leave from the Navy and he brought along his buddy, another sailor who was also on leave. Linda knew he was coming, but he wasn't supposed to be there until late Sunday or sometime Monday. Anyway, these two sailors walked into the room with their duffle bags over their shoulders and look around and see eleven drunken women half naked in sexy underwear.
"You know me when I'm drinking and I was way, way past my limits. I don't know how it happened or how it got started, but suddenly I'm watching Frank – Chad's buddy – fucking Sue doggie while Alice was trying to do him doggie with the strap on. We were all laughing our asses off as we watched Frank do Sue while trying to push Alice away. I don't know if Alice ever got him or not because suddenly I was on my back with my legs up on Chad's shoulders and he was fucking me. I don't remember lying down on my back or Chad putting his cock in me or how we got there. All I know is that one second I'm laughing my ass off as Alice tried to get the dildo into Frank and the next second I'm being fucked. I remember Linda standing there watching and saying:
"That's it baby brother, fuck the little slut. Make her cum Chad baby, make her cum."
"Then Linda started sucking my tits and then Chad was gone and Becky was eating my pussy. I think it was after Chad came in me, but I'm not sure. I'm not even sure that he did cum in me. A little latter I was on my hands and knees and somebody was fucking me from behind. It could have been Chad, Frank or one of the girls wearing the strap on, I just don't know. I remember sucking a cock, but I don't know if it was Chad's or Frank's. I remember having my tits sucked and my pussy sucked by some of the girls, but other than the first time Becky went down on me I can't remember who else did. I was fucked a couple of more times and I do know that one of them was by the strap on, but I don't remember who was wearing it.
"I woke up Sunday morning in Linda's bedroom on the bed next to her. She had her legs wrapped around Frank and he was doing her. I made some sort of noise when I woke up and Linda called out, "She's awake Chad" and less than a minute later he was fucking me again. My head hurt, but I wasn't drunk any more and I tried to push him off, but he laughed at me and said, "Too late little girl. I'm in and I'm staying" and he fucked me harder. I'm ashamed to admit it, but after a couple of minutes he gave me an orgasm and I was fucking him back. When Chad was done he got up to take a shower. By then Frank and Linda were done and they had gotten up too.
"I laid there on the bed, stared up at the ceiling and tried to remember all that had happened and thought about how in the hell I could explain it to you. While I was lying there thinking Frank got back on the bed and before I could stop him he was between my legs and pushing into me. I let him. I didn't even fight. I just let him fuck me and while he was doing me Chad got back on the bed and pushed his cock at my mouth and I let him. Frank fucked my pussy and Chad fucked my mouth and again I'm ashamed to admit it, but I had an orgasm. Frank came and pulled out and Chad took his place and he gave me another orgasm. When Chad was done he got off the bed and left the room and then I got off the bed, gathered up my clothes and left without saying a word to anyone.



"I came home and climbed into the bathtub and scrubbed myself for hours, but I could never get to where I felt clean. That night about six Chad called and said he wanted to come over and I told him no. Then he told me that he knew that I liked what he had done, he wanted more and he was coming right over. I told him no again, but then I lied and said you had called, said you had gotten your elk and were coming home early and I expected you at any minute and then I said, "Here he is now" and I hung up on him.
"At work on Monday the girls all tried to pretend that Saturday never happened and we kind of reached an unspoken agreement never to mention it. I did tell Linda to tell Chad to stop calling me and she said she would."
I just stared at her. The idea of my wife at an orgy – participating in an orgy – was so alien to me that I just could not wrap my mind around it. It was just too damned inconceivable.
"Why are you telling me this now?"
"I wanted you to get it from me and not from somebody else."
"But why tell me now right after we've just had some of the best loving that we have ever had?"
"I told you; I wanted you to get it from me. I was always going to tell you, but I was hoping to wait for a better time."
"So why didn't you?"
"Chad called me Monday evening and told me he was going to drop by and see me on Thursday while you were bowling. I said no you are not and he said oh yes I am then he told me he wanted me in sexy lingerie and high heels. So I told him that the league had ended and that you wouldn't be bowling again until the fall leagues started up. He said you don't sound like you want to do it again and I told him that I didn't. Then he said it didn't matter what I wanted that he wanted to fuck me some more and that he would be over to see me on Saturday while you were out on the golf course and I said no he wasn't. Then he said that I either fucked him on Saturday or you would get a copy of the video and pictures that were taken that night. I didn't know that anyone had taken pictures.
"So, there it is. I told him to fuckoff and die and he laughed and said he would see me Saturday morning. The asshole even sent me flowers at work to remind me. He signed the card as my secret admirer. I tossed them out as soon as I read the card. When he shows up I will not let him in and in the next day or so you will get pictures and video of me acting like a whore and you will throw me out.
"I will not see Chad, I will not be blackmailed and I will not let you find out from anyone else so here we are."
She looked at me as I stared at her and then she said, "Do I have to leave right away or can I stay in one of the spare bedrooms until I can find a place?"
I didn't know what to say. I was having trouble getting my mind around what she had just told me. I knew how she got when she drinking, but I would never – not ever – have thought that she could get so far gone that she would do what she said she did. I was not the least bit happy to hear that Kate had taken part in a fuckfest, but I did know one thing – she was not going anywhere. I loved the silly bitch and we would find some way to work through what she had done, but that would be later. I pulled her to me and said:
"This is your bedroom and you belong here, not in another room."
She tucked her head against my shoulder and I felt the wet warmth of her tears. After twenty minutes or so I said:
"I need Linda's address."
+++++++++++++
I rang Linda's doorbell at 8:05 AM. I rang it four times before Linda opened the door and it was obvious that I had just gotten her out of bed. She took one look at me and the three men with me and tried to shut the door. I was expecting it so I stopped it with my foot and then pushed my way in. Bill, Jim and Hank followed and Hank closed the door once we were in.
"You obviously know why I'm here Linda. Where is he?"
"He isn't here."
"If that were true Linda you would have said, "Why Rob, what are you doing here?" and you wouldn't have tried to close the door in my face. Where is he?"
"I told you; he isn't here."
"Keep an eye on her Bill" and then I told Jim and Hank to help me check out the house. How did Bill, Jim and Hank come to be with me? They were the other three that filled out my regular Saturday foursome. When I called Hank and told him I had to cancel he asked me why and I told him. Five minutes later he called me back and asked me where I wanted to meet the three of them. It pays to have good friends.
A minute later Jim called out, "In here!"
He was standing in the doorway to a bedroom and when I looked over his shoulder I saw a guy in a Navy uniform lying on top of the bed.
"It looks like he came home drunk and fell on the bed" Jim said.
"Let's get him off the bed and out into the kitchen where we can get him on to a chair."
We lifted him off the bed and drug him out into the kitchen and sat him down on a straight backed chair. I don't know why or even where it came from, but as I looked at him sitting on that chair drunk and still wearing his sailor suit the words to a song entered my mind.
"Yo ho and up she rises,
Yo ho and up she rises,
Yo ho and up she rises,
Early in the morning.
What to do with a drunken sailor,
What to do with a drunken sailor,
What to do with a drunken sailor,
Early in the morning."
Weird the stuff that comes to you sometimes.
What are you going to do to him?" Linda wanted to know.
"Depends" I said, "First we wake him up and then we will see."
"Don't hurt him Rob."
"That will be up to him."
"Why are you doing this Rob; it wasn't his fault. He walked into a room full of half naked drunken women being silly with sex toys and did what any guy would have done."
"Including taking advantage of a drunken woman? You know what Kate gets like when she drinks. God knows that you have called me often enough to come and get her. How could you have let it happen to her?"
"Oh no you don't mister. You are not going to put this off on me. I am not your wife's babysitter. I did my part when I told her she could spend the night here and not have to worry about driving home."
"And then you turned your brother loose on her."
"Oh no I didn't. Kate might not have known what she was doing, but Kate was the one doing it. She laughed along with the rest of us when Becky did Alice with the strap on dildo. She played with various toys and she put on the strap on and almost used it on Becky. I had eleven people here that night Rob and I couldn't spend all my time being Kate's keeper. Besides it was all girl fun until Chad and Frank showed up. They weren't supposed to be her until the next day.
"And there is one other thing you need to know. Chad and Frank were both told that Kate, Becky, Sarah and Alice were married and off limits. Chad was naked and headed for Darlene when Kate stepped in front of him and grabbed his cock. She went after him Rob; he didn't go after her, but when a sexy woman has a grip on your cock and is trying to pull you down on her what the hell do you think he's going to do? Once she got going no one tried to stop her and why would they. They were all having a ball and thought she was too."
"That may be Linda, but your drunken sailor boy here went a little too far with it."
I saw a sauce pan on the top of the stove and I filled it with cold water from the sink and then I threw the whole pan full in Chad's face. I grabbed his shoulder and shook him.
"Wake up you miserable son of a bitch!"
The cold water and my shaking brought him out of his alcoholic daze and he sat there gasping from the shock of the cold water and I nodded at Bill. Hank and Jim held Chad in place while Bill took Chad's hand and put it down on the kitchen table and held it there. I reached in my pocket and took out my Buck knife, opened it and said:
"Now shit for brains, you and I are going to have a little talk. I sharpened this just before I came over here and I am anxious to see if the edge is sharp enough to maybe cut off a finger or two."
"God damn it Rob" Linda cried. "I told you how it happened. It wasn't his fault!"
"Maybe not Linda, but he knows what this is all about, don't you Chad. I'm going to ask you some questions and for every answer I get that I don't like I'm going to take one of your fingers. Ready? Where are the tapes and photos?"
I saw the fear suddenly appear on his face. I placed the cutting edge of the knife blade on his little finger and pressed down just hard enough to make him wince.
"Talk to me Chad. The tape and the photos – where are they?"
"My God Rob; what are you doing. You are going to hurt him if you aren't careful."
"He won't get hurt if he gives me what I want. It is up to him."
"Give you what you want? What are you talking about?"
"You don't know? Your brother has been calling Kate all week and telling her that he is going to drop by the house and fuck her. He called her and told her he was going to show up at the house today while I was out playing golf and that she would fuck him or he would see to it that I found out what she had done at the party."
"Oh shit! I told him not to bother her."
"I guess he didn't listen. Kate told him no way and then he told her that she wouldn't be talking like that after I saw the video and pictures that were taken at the party. She told him to fuck off and die and then she told me about the party – at least as much as she remembered. Now asshole here is going to tell me where the video, photos and any copies are or he is going to start losing fingers.
Chad was struggling to break free and moaning, "No man, no. No, please no."
"Video? What video?" asked Linda. There were no cameras at that party. Nobody shot any video or took any pictures."
"That's not what asshole here told Kate. He said if she didn't let him in when he showed up today he would see to it that I got a copy of the video and pictures."
I put a little more pressure on the blade and it made an indentation in the skin and he wet his pants.
"Talk to me Chad."
"Oh fuck man, don't hurt me. There ain't no pictures man. I was just trying to con her."
I looked at Linda. "You swear there are no videos or pictures of what Kate did that night?"
"God yes Rob. There were no cameras here that night. I swear."
"If a picture of Kate from that party ever shows up" I told Chad, "I will hunt you down and leave you fingerless on both hands. You understand me?"
"Yes man, yes."
I nodded at the guys and they let loose of him.
+++++++++++++
I looked at Kate across the kitchen table and told her where I had been that morning and what I'd done and then I said:
"Linda told me how it got started. How it was you grabbing Chad's cock and pulling him down on you that started what happened to you."
"It could have been that way, I don't know. I don't remember all of it, just some of it."
I looked at her for maybe half a minute and then said, "This is the time for total honesty Kate. You all ready know that I'm not going to let you go so what is it that you haven't told me about that night?"
She looked away for a couple of seconds and then she turned back and looked me in the eye.
"I told you about what happened in the morning. How I tried to push him off and then just let it happen. That was a lie. I didn't try to stop it. The reason I let it happen was because I wanted it. Being used by two men was a huge turn on and I had some really mind numbing orgasms. I lied when I said I grabbed my clothes and left. I stayed there all day until ten that night and let Chad and Frank take turns on me. I sucked Frank while Chad fucked me and then I sucked Chad while Frank fucked me. It seemed like I had a cock in my mouth most of the day as I kept trying to get them hard again.
"After I did leave I felt guilty as hell for going along with it. Shit! I did more than go along with it – I went after it! I especially felt guilty because I'd sucked Chad's and Frank's cocks after never sucking yours."
"And?"
"I loved it and I'm not sure that I would have said no if Chad had said it was going to be him and Frank coming over instead of just him. I didn't tell you that part because I was sure you were going to throw me out for what I did tell you and I didn't want you thinking I was that big of a slut even though I'd be gone."
"More than one man turned you on?"
She looked down at the table and a moment later she said, "Yes."
"And you are still thinking about it right?"
Again I got the look away and the quiet "yes."
"At the beginning of the week when you asked me what my fantasies were and I jokingly said that it was seeing you gangbanged by at bunch of college students in a fraternity house what did you think?"
She looked away and couldn't meet my eyes. "Come on Kate, talk to me."
She looked at me and in a quiet voice she said, "It made me wet."
"And you have thought about it ever since haven't you? That's why on your sex menu from the other night you included the part down on the bottom about parties of five or more isn't it?"
She looked away again and then said "yes."
"I guess the question is when are you going to do it?"
Her head shot up and there was alarm on her face. "I'm not! I swear to you Rob, I'm not."
"Sure you will Kate. Sooner or later you will find yourself in a situation where it will be possible."
"No Rob, no! I swear to God I will never."
I just stared at her for several seconds and then I said, "Next Friday is my poker night Kate and the game is going to be here. There are six of them Kate."
I let several moments of silence hang between us and then said, "While that thought runs through your mind I want to go upstairs and tap your tight ass. Then you can suck me hard again and swallow all you can get out of me."
She smiled at me, got up and headed for the bedroom.
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A story by Just Plain Bob
It took me some time before I could make it happen, but I had promised myself that one day I would get back at the bitch and that night the stars aligned themselves just right. Laurie looked good, but then she always did. Five foot four, blond hair and 145 pounds distributed to make her 36C/25/37 body truly mouth watering. At thirty-seven she looked more like she was in her late twenties and I could see all of the male eyes in the place linger on her.
I hadn't known that this would be the night, but I was ready. I kept myself ready as I haunted the places I knew she would be likely to go to. Was I stalking her? Yes, I guess I was. I was watching her and looking for an opening I could take advantage of. I was looking for some payback. Payback for a miserable marriage. Laurie was my ex-wife and as far as I was concerned she had fucked over me and she had to pay. I wouldn't be able to get on with my life until I somehow got back at her for what she had done.
++++++++++++++
She was sitting at a table with some other girls from the bank where she worked as a loan officer. She rarely went out drinking with the girls, but she did have a drink or two with them when they went out for dinner together and this was one of those dinner nights. It was a Tuesday and that was the night they usually stopped at Mario's so I was already there sitting at the bar when they came in.
The place had a dance floor and although they usually had a band it was about two hours before the band usually set up so the music was being furnished by a juke box. That didn't slow down the stream of guys who made the trip to the table to see if one of the girls would dance with them. Some of the women got up to dance, but I wasn't surprised that Laurie wasn't one of them. Then their meal arrived and the dancing stopped.
I had just about decided that the night was a lost cause when the Gods smiled down on me and in a way that I couldn't have scripted any better if I had tried. Laurie got up from the table and came up to the bar to get another drink and while the bartender was building it she looked around the bar and saw me sitting at the end of the bar. As soon as she saw me I looked away knowing full well that she wouldn't let me get away with pretending I didn't see her. She got her new drink and walked it down to my end of the bar.
"You following me Tom?"
"Not hardly Laurie. I was sitting here working on my third beer when you and your friends walked in. You can check with the bar-keep on that. As soon as I finish this beer I'll be leaving."
"No need to rush off on my account Tom."
"Why not? You want me sitting here so you can point me out to your friends? I can see it now. "Don't look now girls, but see that pervert at the end of the bar? That's my ex."
"You are never going to forget that are you?"
"Why should I? It is what you were thinking when you said it."
"Oh come on Tom; you know I didn't mean it that way. I have to go potty. Watch my drink till I get back and then I'll take you over to the table and introduce you. Two of the girls are single and who knows, you might hit it off."
She left her drink sitting on the bar and went to the ladies room. I wanted to jump up from my seat, pump my fist in the air and yell out, "YES!" As soon as she was out of sight I made sure that no one was looking my way and I took an envelope out of my pocket and dumped the contents into her drink and watched it dissolve. I again made sure no one was looking and I stirred it real good and then waited for Laurie's return.
When she came back she picked up her drink and took a sip and then said, "Come on over to the table with me Tom."
"I don't want to intrude Laurie."
"Don't worry about it. Dinner is over and the married ones will be leaving. That will leave you, me, Gail and Donna."
"I don't think so Laurie. Given what we've gone through it would be way too awkward."
"So I won't tell them you are my ex. I'll say that we went to school together."
I didn't want to argue too hard against it because sitting at her table is where I wanted to be so I let her talk me into it. I was introduced to the women at the table as someone that Laurie had known at college and after some small talk the married women started leaving. The band arrived and set up and as soon as the music started Gail and Donna were asked to dance and that left me and Laurie alone at the table.
"What's the matter Tom? Why didn't you ask one of them to dance?"
"No thanks Laurie. They work with you and if were to get interested in one of them I would always have to worry about what you would be telling them at work. Hearing from my ex that I was a disgusting pervert would not help any relationship that I developed."
"I wouldn't do that to you Tom."
"Why not? You already did it once."
"Yes Tom, I did, and you know in what context that I said it."
While we talked I was watching her and waiting for what I knew was coming. In about twenty minutes her words began to slur. She went to take a sip of her drink and spilled it. I saw her shake her head as if to clear it and I asked her if she was okay.
"I just felt a little dizzy there for a second."
"Come on: let's get you outside where you can get some fresh air."
I helped her up and grabbed her purse and walked her outside. On the way I took out my cell phone and hit a pre-set. When the call was answered I asked:
"Are you available?"
I got a yes and I said, "Okay, I'm on the way."
By then Laurie was disoriented and stumbling and I led her to my car and helped her in. She leaned against the door, head rolling from side to side, until I pulled up at an old house on the outskirts of town. Phil had been watching for me and when he saw my lights pull into his drive he and two other men came out and pulled Laurie out of the car. I handed him an envelope.
"There are two tabs of Ecstasy in there case you don't have any of your own and the address where I want her dropped when you are done. Have fun."
As I backed out of the drive I saw them carrying Laurie into the house and I smiled.
+++++++++++++++++
I met Laurie when I went to the bank to set up a line of credit. I was attracted to her right away. She worked with me setting up the line and by the time we were done I had worked up the courage to ask her to have dinner with me. I was both pleased and surprised when she said yes. We had an enjoyable evening and so I asked her out again and pretty soon I guess you could say that we were going steady.
Laurie let me know on our fourth date, when I tried to play with her tits, that she didn't "do that" and that she was saving herself for marriage. After dating for six months I proposed and Laurie accepted and we were married. The honeymoon is where it all started to go to hell for me. Until that first night on Maui I had no idea what a prize I had in Laurie. I mean I knew she was a beautiful woman, but I had never seen her in anything but conservative clothes; long skirts and dresses that always fell way below the knees and dresses, blouses and jackets buttoned to the top. The first time I saw her naked I was stunned. She had an awesome body - simply dynamite!
And then came the rude awakening. She put on a long flannel night gown, turned out the light and crawled into bed and waited for me to follow. I climbed into bed and attempted to get at her tits, but she pushed my hands away. I slid down and lifted the night gown and attempted to lick her pussy and she told me to, "Stop that disgusting nonsense and make love to me." I tried to explain that need for foreplay to get her wet so the act itself wouldn't start out uncomfortable and she finally agreed to let me finger her. When I felt moisture I moved into position and started sliding my cock into her.
She was the virgin she claimed to be and she was slow getting into it, but pretty soon she had her legs clamped tight on me and she was pushing up at me as I drove down into her. She had an explosive orgasm about a minute before I climaxed and then we rested a while before doing it again. We made love three times that night and it was obvious that Laurie liked sex. But she wouldn't let me go down on her, wouldn't let me play with her tits, would not get in bed naked and she would not have the lights on. That pretty much set the pattern for the next eight years. Night gowns, no lights and nothing but plain sex. I could not even get her to try a position other than the missionary.
At first, Laurie took to sex like a duck to water. Two or three times a night and three or four nights a week. I never "just" accepted her attitude and I constantly worked on her to loosen up. I urged her to try different positions and do different things. I worked and worked on her to let me go down on her at least once so she could see what she was missing, but she never relented. I was able, after two years of trying, to finally get my hands and mouth on her tits. She seemed to like it, but she also seemed embarrassed by the fact that she liked it.
Along with trying to get her to loosen up sexually I also tried to get her to dress differently. I wanted her to show off that magnificent body. I wanted everyone to see what a lucky guy I was, but she was having no part of that either.
I didn't notice it right away, but our sex life started to slack off. Looking back on it, it seemed like the more I pushed for Laurie to loosen up the less interested in sex she became. By the eighth year of our marriage our love life was down to nothing. It didn't matter what I did or tried to do Laurie just wasn't interested any more. I kept pushing and trying and one night she screamed at me.
"Get away from me and leave me alone you pervert!"
"Me? I'm a pervert? Just because I want what every other married man in the world has I'm a pervert?"
"Yes damn it, a pervert! All the time it is sex, sex, sex. Laurie let me eat you. Laurie let's try this position. Come on Laurie wear this low cut blouse, wear this short skirt, put on these sexy high heels. On and on and on. That's all you think about, all you talk about and I'm sick of it. I'm sick of listening to your voice and I'm sick to death of your one track mind."
That pissed me off and I fired back at her that she was a frigid prude and I said a few other things that in retrospect I shouldn't have. She grabbed her night gown and headed for the spare bedroom. She wouldn't even talk to me for the next five days and on the sixth day a man walked up to me and asked me if I was Tom Walsh and when I said I was he handed me some papers and told me that I had been served. Laurie was suing me for divorce.
Our state was a no fault state so Laurie didn't have to specify a reason. It didn't make sense to me. We didn't have any major problems. The only thing we ever argued about was sex. The divorce was bitter and expensive. I loved Laurie and I didn't want a divorce and I fought it every way I could. My lawyer warned me that I was wasting time and money and that the divorce was going to eventually happen, but I was convinced that if I fought it long enough Laurie would come around and we would get back together.
My lawyer filed motion after motion and it went on like that for almost nine months and then one day I got an envelope in the mail and when I opened it I found a picture of Laurie. She was naked and staring into the camera and there was a man between her legs eating her pussy. It was the clearest "Fuck you!" that I had ever received and I stepped back and let the divorce happen.
+++++++++++++++++++
I spent the next year feeling sorry for myself and crying in my beer. It got to be where no one wanted to be around me. One day I woke up and realized that I needed to get my head out of my ass and I also realized I would never be able to get on with my life until I paid Laurie back for what she had done. And I wasn't just talking about what I had come to see as a poor marriage - I was thinking of that picture she had sent me. She had to pay for that and she had to pay big time.
Over the next six months I thought of dozens of things that I could do or would like to do, but they were all flights of fancy; either too unrealistic or too expensive. One day at work I was on my computer reading a memo from our Detroit office. It was from the regional manager and he was talking about the problems he was having and in the memo he said:
"I forgot the KISS principal - Keep it simple stupid."
It immediately registered on me that none of my plans for getting back at Laurie were workable because they were all too complicated. I needed to keep it simple. I was drinking one night with a close friend. Phil knew what Laurie had done to me, including the photo, and he made the statement that since sex was what caused the problem in the first place that sex should be the answer. I asked him what he meant and he said:
"Get her drunk and then get her gangbanged and take pictures of it and then make sure that everyone gets to see them."
The more I thought about what he said the more I decided that he was right and I asked him if he had any idea of how I could go about making it happen.
"Get some date rape drug in her drink some night."
"Yeah, but how do you set up a gangbang?"
"You dope her drink and then call me and I'll take care of the rest."
"Who do we know who can get some date rape drugs?"
"I know some people who I can ask. I'll look into it."
So there it was - a plan.
+++++++++++++++
It seemed simple enough, but it turned out that simple is not necessarily easy. First I had to do something that was going to be very hard for me to do. I had to get some sort of relationship going with Laurie that would allow me to be around her when she was drinking and I would need to be close enough to her to be able to take control of her when the drug took effect.
I still did business at the bank where she worked and she was there every time I went there, but I had always averted my eyes from her. We had a lot of friends in common who invited me to parties that I never went to because Laurie might be there. I was going to have to use those two facts to get close to her.
I started making eye contact with her when I went into the bank. It was hard at first. I had to fight to keep my facial expression neutral when our eyes met, but I somehow managed. The look on her face was non-committal, the kind of look any customer in the bank might get if she met their eyes, but then one day she smiled when our eyes met. It caught me by surprise, but I was able to force a smile of my own. From then on whenever our eyes met we would smile and nod at each other. We never talked, just smiled and acknowledged each other.
I started going to parties, dinners and other social gatherings I was invited to and I saw Laurie at about two-thirds of them. We were at a birthday party one night and Laurie came up to me.
"Hello Tom. How have you been?"
"Okay Laurie; I've been better, but I'm okay. How about you?"
"I'm fine Tom. We seem to be going to a lot of the same affairs these days."
"I've noticed."
"Have you also noticed that there are some who watch us to see if we will attack each other?"
"No I haven't. I guess I haven't paid that much attention."
"Are you going to attack me some night?"
"Good Lord no Laurie. Why would you even think that?"
"We didn't part on the best of terms."
"I'm over that Laurie. I'm moving on with my life."
After that we spoke to each other every time we were at the same affair. I had several opportunities where I could have doped her drinks, but none where I could be in a position to get her out of the place and turn her over to Phil. And then Laurie complicated things for me. She went and re-married. From then on every time we were someplace together he was with her.
Another six months went by with no opportunities being presented and I was almost at the point of giving up the idea of revenge as a lost cause when I remembered something. When we were married a couple of times a month Laurie would have dinner and drinks with the women she worked with. I started watching her to see if she still did that and I found that she did. It was usually on a Tuesday night and always at Mario's which was right down the block from the bank.
For the next two months I stopped in at Mario's two or three nights a week to establish a presence as a regular customer. I made it a point to be there on Tuesday, but Laurie never noticed me sitting in the dark at the end of the bar and I did nothing to call attention to myself. I needed for Laurie to 'naturally' notice me and to initiate the conversation. And then fate smiled on me. It was a Thursday, a day I didn't expect to see Laurie, and I was sitting at the end of the bar talking to the bartender when Laurie and her co-workers came in. My luck held. Phil was home and he was available. If he hadn't been I would have gone to Plan B which was to take Laurie down to 12th Street, find some guys to take her off my hands and then drive off and leave her there. I wouldn't have gotten video and pictures out of Plan B, but it still would have satisfied my need for revenge. But Phil was home and was available so I drove to his place with a smile on my face.
+++++++++++++++++++
I called in sick to work on Friday. I wanted to be at home when Phil got in touch with me. The call came at nine-thirty.
"I've got some killer pictures for you and three hours of video."
"I take that things went well?"
"Could not have gone better. I'll be over in fifteen."
Fifteen minutes later the doorbell rang and I let Phil in. "Can't stay" he said as he handed me a bulky envelope, "But I want to give you a quick run down before you see the pictures and watch the video."
"All I need to know is that it happened."
"Maybe so, but I still wanted you to know about what happened. I was able to get two guys over between the time you called me and the time you got there. I got hold of another three, but they didn't get there until about an hour after you left. We kept her there until two in the morning and then dropped her off where you wanted. You didn't specify how you wanted her dropped, but I knew it was all about revenge so we put her out of the car naked. The only thing she had was her purse. What was the place we dropped her at, her parents house?"
"No, it was her place. I wanted her to walk in the front door and have her new husband see that she had been thoroughly fucked."
"If that's the case you are going to love what happened. I couldn't get it on tape, but just knowing should warm the cockles of your heart. To cause her some embarrassment and maybe some humiliation I laid on the horn when we put her out and as we were driving away the porch light came on and a man walked out onto the porch. She was standing in the yard, clutching her purse, and looking up at the man on the porch. What he saw was cum running down her legs, cum in her hair, cum on her tits and hickeys and bite marks all over her body. I don't know if he even let her in the house. Anyway, you got back at the bitch. I got to run. Enjoy the tape and the pictures."
I walked him to the door, thanked him again for helping me and when he was gone I went back into the living room, sat down and took out the photos. You can do marvelous things with a good digital camera and an ink-jet printer and Phil had taken fifty-seven extremely good pictures of Laurie and the guys he had invited over. I looked at them all and then set them aside for later. I would scan them into my computer and then later I would decide who to send them too.
I put the tape in the VCR, turned on the TV and started watching. It started out slow with Laurie obviously being "out of it" but as the date rape drug wore off and the tabs of Ecstasy kicked in she got quite active. An hour into the tape and she was in a sexual frenzy and once I even heard her call out, "Next" when a man pulled out of her pussy. They used her one, two and three at a time and once she had three in her and she was jacking off a fourth. When the tape ran out I sat there staring at an empty screen.



I had gotten my revenge and it was depressing as hell.
I should have been pleased. I should have been bouncing up and down on the couch and cheering and hollering, "Yes! Give it to the bitch!" But it didn't turn out that way. Seeing Laurie doing things I could never get her to do with me was a real bummer. Granted, she didn't willingly put herself in that situation, but by the middle of the video she was an active participant and by the end she was obviously enjoying the hell out of it. And it wasn't me she was doing it with.
I sat there cursing myself for being so stupid. Why did I take her to Phil? Why hadn't I brought her home with me? But even as I had that thought I knew why I hadn't done that - why I couldn't do that. I needed deniability. I'm sure that Laurie would suspect that I had a hand in it, but she couldn't prove it. No one saw me dope her drink and I would say that once I got her out into the fresh air it seemed to clear her head and that I had walked her to her car and said goodnight. I would say she seemed fine when I left her. No one could prove different. She had never met Phil so she couldn't tie him to me. I was in the clear. She would never know for sure unless I told her.
I put the tape away in a safe place and spent the rest of the morning and afternoon moping around. I had my revenge, but it didn't give me the satisfaction that I thought it would. Part of the plan was to send the photos of her to everyone she knew, but I couldn't even bring myself to sit down at the computer and start doing it. I thought of something that I'd once read. I think it was Jean-Paul Sartre who said:
"Getting revenge can sometimes be like cracking open an egg shell and having nothing come out."
That's the way I was feeling; like I had opened a gift wrapped box and found it empty. I'd spent two and a half years waiting for it and it was empty. I don't know how long I would have gone on feeling like that had the phone not rung at 3:30 PM. I answered it and before I could even say "Hello?" I heard:
"You bastard! You miserable fucking filthy perverted bastard!"
And suddenly I was smiling. I hung up the phone and I laughed. Yes! It had been worth it. I checked caller ID and saw that she had called me from the bank. I went to my computer, selected one of the photos showing Laurie being three holed and I sent it off to her at her e-mail address at the bank. Fifteen minutes later my phone rang again. I checked caller ID before I picked up so I knew it was Laurie. I picked up the phone:
"Hello?"
"You mis...." she started to say and I hung up on her. Two minutes later the pone rang again and again caller ID showed that it was Laurie.
"Hello?"
"Why did you do this to me?"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Why did you do it Tom?"
"Do what?"
"Don't play dumb with me Tom. I know you were behind what happened to me last night."
"I have no idea what you are talking about Laurie."
"You deny putting something in my drink and then taking me somewhere?"
"Of course I deny it. I don't have a clue as to what you are saying."
"Last night at the bar. You drugged me and then took me somewhere and let a bunch of men have me."
"I did no such thing. You were perfectly fine and sitting in your car when I left. I do know what you did after I left because a man came to see me this morning and showed me a picture of you having fun with some men. You certainly didn't look like you were objecting to what you were doing. In fact, it looked to me like you were the aggressor. Anyway, he told me that if I didn't pay him he was going to post the photos he had on the Net. Apparently he didn't know you were my ex-wife. I saw a way to get back at you for what you did to me so I bought the pictures from him. Did you know that there was also a video?"
"You can deny it all you want Tom, but I know you were behind it. I hope you are satisfied. My..."
I hung up on her and went out and played eighteen holes and had one of my best rounds ever. I broke eighty for the first time in my life. It was almost nine when I got home and I was surprised to see Laurie's car in the driveway. When I got out of my car she got out of hers and came toward me. I stopped and waited for her and prepared myself to grab her wrist when she swung at me, but she didn't try to slap my face. She just stopped in front of me and said:
"I hope you are satisfied. My husband threw me out."
"That will do for a start."
She looked at me with a confused look on her face. "For a start? What does that mean?"
"You should never have sent me that picture Laurie. It made me think about sending some pictures of my own. Maybe to your parents, your brothers and sister, possibly to some of your better friends and maybe even to your employer."
Her face turned pale and she cried out, "Oh no Tom, you can't do that."
"Why not? Wouldn't that be a perverted thing to do and am I not a pervert? I seem to recall that according to you I am."
"Please Tom, don't do it. You destroyed my marriage, isn't that enough?"
"No Laurie, I don't think so. You destroyed our marriage and made my life miserable. I need to get back at you for that."
"Please Tom, I'm begging you, don't make it any worse for me. I'll do whatever you want, but don't, please God don't send those pictures to anyone."
"You will do whatever I want?"
She said yes and then I told her my price and I walked up onto the porch. She was still standing there staring at me and then she hung her head and followed me into the house.
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I met Trina the first day of class as a freshman at Eastern Michigan University. We bumped into each other in the hallway and she dropped a couple of books. I looked her over as I helped her pick up her books and saw that she was a great looking girl. I followed her into the classroom and when she picked a seat I took the one beside her.
We introduced ourselves as we waited for the instructor to show up and I found out that she was eighteen, from Romulus, and hadn't yet declared a major. She found out that I was twenty-two, originally from Ypsilanti, but was just out of the Navy after putting in four years right out of high school.
One thing I had learned in the Navy is that when you were on liberty your time was limited so you didn't waste time when you saw an opportunity and I couldn't see that civilian life could be all that different so I asked Trina (short for Katrina) if she would like to have coffee with me after class and she said that she would love to. That date led to a second and then a third and then we kind of slipped in to being a couple. Nothing really serious at the time -- just really good friends who spent a lot of time together. We dated and made out a lot, but not much more. I wanted to make it into more than it was, but Trina kept saying that she wasn't ready for something like that so I didn't push it.
We had been dating for a little over a month when I got her to my apartment. When we got inside my apartment I offered her a beer and then we sat on my couch and talked. After a little bit we started making out. I was kissing her and I touched her breasts and I half expected her to push my hand away, but she reached down and rubbed my cock through my pants. Her hand went to my zipper and I pushed my tongue into her mouth as she reached inside my jeans and worked my cock out. She broke the kiss and lowered her head and I moaned in pleasure as she took my cock in her mouth. She worked on me for several minutes and then she stood up and said:
"Bedroom. Now!"
Trina was not a virgin and in fact she was, if anything, more experienced than I was. She liked oral and anal -- which I had never done -- and she liked positions that I had read about, but had never tried or seen. I wondered how an eighteen year old could have gotten that experienced, but I was smart enough not to ask.
After that first time Trina and I averaged having sex about three times a week and it was always the same. We started out with me going down on her and then we made love following which she would go down on me until I was ready again and then she had me butt fuck her. I thought I'd died and gone to heaven.
++++++++++++++++++++
Two months after our first sexual encounter Trina asked me if she could move into my apartment with me. She was having major problems at home and needed to get away from her stepfather. I didn't pry, but I sensed that step-daddy was wanting some of what I was getting and was getting real close to not taking "no" for an answer. I naturally said yes and Trina moved in.
My sex life immediately improved to four and sometimes five times a week. The major effect that Trina moving in had on my life was that I spent a lot more time with her and the more time I spent with her the more I wanted to make our arrangement permanent. Trina kept saying that she wasn't anywhere near ready to settle down. Just how ready she was to not settle down I found out three months after she moved in with me.
I had received a call from a buddy who had been in the Navy with me. He was in town and wanted to get together for dinner and a couple of drinks. I told him I would meet him and introduce him to my girlfriend. We arranged a time and place and then I called Trina.
"Hello?"
"Hi sweetie."
"Oh good. I was just about to call you. I just heard from my mom. My stepfather is out of town on business so I'm going to go and visit my mom tonight. Why are you calling?"
I knew that she hadn't seen her mother in months so I wasn't going to get in the way of her going to visit and so I just said:
"I was wondering what you would like for dinner. I was going to cook tonight. Since you won't be there I guess I'll just have some soup and a sandwich. What time will you be home?"
"I'll probably spend the night at mom's. I'll see you after class tomorrow."
"Okay honey. Enjoy your visit."
"Bye baby, I'll see you tomorrow."
I went home to the apartment, showered, changed and headed out to meet Barry at Toby's Bar and Grill which was in Ann Arbor and I pulled into the parking lot of Toby's just in time to see Trina come out of the place. Funny, but I never would have imagined that Trina's mother would have a brush cut and a mustache. I watched her and her "mother" go over to a car and get in. Once inside she slid over next to the driver and he started the car and pulled out of the lot. I watched them drive away and tried to suppress the anger I was feeling. I wasn't sure what pissed me off the most; Trina stabbing me in the back or lying to me. Then I realized that the two were one and the same. I got my emotions under control and went inside Toby's to meet Barry.
Trina didn't come home that night and she wasn't there when I left for my first class at ten. I spent a good part of the day thinking about what to do where Trina was concerned. Most of it was wasted time. Confronting her over what I saw wouldn't mean much. She had not made a commitment to me. We were living together, but it was more a friends with benefits relationship than anything else. It didn't matter what scenarios I came up with there was only one thing I could do.
I got home first that night and had dinner ready when Trina got there. She put her arms around me and went to kiss me, but I turned my head so she got my cheek instead of my lips. She pulled back and gave me a look and I told her that I felt like I was coming down with something and didn't want to give it to her. As we ate dinner I said:
"I've been doing a lot of thinking lately Trina. I've given a lot of thought to what you have said about not being ready to settle down. I've decided that you are right. We are young and we do need to take some time to look around. I've decided that I'm going to give up this apartment and try dorm life for a while. The lease is up this Friday (not true, but she didn't know that) and I've already told them that I'm not going to renew so we have to be out of here by four on Friday."
"Where will I go? I don't have any place I can go. I can't go back to my mother's."
"You'll think of something. You could always give the women's dorms a try. You have three days and I'm sure that you will be able to come up with something."
I stood up and said, "I'm going to take something for whatever it is that I'm coming down with and turn in. Goodnight."
When Trina came to bed I pretended to be asleep and I ignored her when she snuggled up next to me. In the morning I got up without waking her and left. When my last class was over I went to the library and studied. I hit the student cafeteria for dinner and then went back to the library. I went back to the apartment around eight ready to face a weeping Trina and was surprised to find out that she wasn't there. None of her things were there either. She had moved out without even saying goodbye. I would miss her, but I was young and I would get over it in time. The end of the term and the start of summer vacation was three weeks away so I buckled down and crammed for finals and put Trina out of my mind.
++++++++++++++
Finals out of the way I sat down and reviewed my financial situation. I had enough in the bank to see me through to a degree as long as I didn't spend any of it on too many other things like for instance, summer vacations. I decided that I needed to get a job to fill my time and make a few dollars.
I found a job at a car care place doing oil changes and grease jobs. I'd been there a little over three weeks when a problem came up. It was a Saturday and two of the mechanics had called in sick. I was passing through the office when I heard the manager pissing and moaning about being short on manpower and having a full schedule with a couple of brake jobs waiting. I stopped and told him that if I could borrow some tools I could help out by doing the brake jobs. I did three that day along with two oil changes and went home that night with a raise in pay. From then on I worked on whatever Hal (the manager) wanted me to. Except mufflers. I just could not get the hang of bending pipe.
The Saturday I got the raise I decided to go out and have a drink or two to celebrate. I was sitting at the bar working on a PBR when someone slid onto the stool next to me and said:
"Hey sailor, buy a girl a drink?"
I turned and saw Amy Collins. She was a girl that I had shared some classes with during the last term. I waved the barmaid over and Amy ordered a Cosmo and then asked:
"Are you alone tonight? I've been watching you for half an hour and I haven't seen Trina."
"Trina is history."
"Dare I ask why?"
I'd had just enough to drink that I as in a talkative mood so I told Amy the story.
"Poor guy. So are you down on all women now?"
"Not hardly. I guess when classes start up again for fall term I'll go looking."
"What am I sailor, chopped liver?"
"You? Why would you want to saddle yourself with me?"
"Straight up one hundred percent truth?"
"That's the best way."
"I've seen you with Trina. I saw how you treated her. You are a nice guy Rob. Trina lived with you for a while and she always seemed happy and that's a good sign that you were taking care of business where it counts."
"Where it counts?"
"In the bedroom Rob; between the sheets. Some girls like that kind of combination; a nice guy who is capable. If I read you right you are not over Trina yet, but you are missing the between the sheets action. What you need is a fuck buddy. Someone who likes a steady supply of sex, but is not looking for a long term relationship. That would be me."
"You? A fuck buddy?"
"Yes Rob, me. I like my sex, but I don't want a bunch of one night stands or boyfriends that I need to change out every three or four weeks. I want a steady partner who knows that all we will ever be to each other is friends with a sex life."
"Aren't you a little young to be giving up on life so early?"
"I'm not giving up Rob. What I'm doing is using my four years of college to have my fun. I'll go looking for an emotional relationship once I'm out of school. So, what do you think?"
"When would you like to start this fuck buddy relationship?"
"Your place or mine?"
+++++++++++++++++
For the rest of the summer Amy and I got together two or three times a week. Sometimes at her place and sometimes at mine. And it was strictly a 'fuck-buddy' arrangement. We didn't date, go out to dinner or go bowling or dancing. I'd get a phone call along the lines of "Are you doing anything tonight?" If I said no she would ask if I would mind if she came over or ask if I would like to stop by her place. What can I say? It worked for us.
It was the last week of August and it was a Saturday. I was taking a lunch break at a café just up the street from work. I was sitting in a booth when Trina slid onto the seat across from me.
"Hi Robbie."
"Hello Trina."
"How have you been?"
"Okay. You?"
"I've been okay." There was a slight pause and then she said, "I've missed you Robbie."
"How could that be? I've seen you with a dozen guys since you and I separated. When would you have had time to miss me?"
"Oh come on Robbie. You agreed that we needed to take some time and look around, but that didn't mean that we should totally give up on each other. For what it is worth I haven't run across anyone who can hold a candle to you."
"If that is so Trina, why haven't I heard from you since the split? How come no phone call telling me where you were staying and how to get in touch with you? How come no attempt at all by you to get in touch with me?"
"I didn't know where you were. I tried the dorms, but no one seemed to know you. Then I heard that you were still in your apartment."
"They wouldn't let me in the dorms because it was too close to the end of term. I had to crawl back to the landlord and try to get him to let me stay. He did, but he increased the rent on me."
"Well, to be honest, I looked at the fact that you were still in your apartment and at the rather abrupt way you told me that I needed to find a place to stay and that led me to believe that you didn't want me around."
That pretty much summed it up so I changed the subject before she could pursue that idea. "What brings you to this part of town? You following me?"
"Kind of. I was driving by and I saw you come in her so I followed you in."
"Why?"
"To say hi, tell you I miss you and maybe make a start at getting something going between us again."
Well, the truth was that I missed Trina. Amy was great when it came to sex, but there was no emotional component. We got together, fucked, took a shower and went home. There was no sitting and holding hands, no snuggling and cuddling. Amy didn't hold back anything where the sex was concerned, but that is all that there was. I wanted what I had when I had Trina.
I contemplated Trina for several moments and then asked, "Are you ready to settle down? Have you gotten all the curiosity out of your system?"
"I already told you Robbie; I never found anybody that I liked more than you."
It didn't dawn on me until much later that she never really answered my question. I guess I didn't pick up on it because my mind was busy on other thoughts. She had lied to me once, but I had never called her on it so it was possible -- remotely -- that she might have had a legitimate reason for why she couldn't tell me about the brush cut/mustache guy. A reason that was totally different from what I thought it was. What I did know was that I wanted Trina back in my life, but I also knew that if I did let her back in I was going to be very watchful. Very, very watchful.
++++++++++++++++
I didn't jump back in with both feet. I took things nice and slow. I made a date with Trina for the Friday which was a week away and when Trina expressed dismay over having to wait that long I simply told her that I was seeing someone and that particular someone had a call on my time every night until the following Friday.
"Just tell her goodbye Rob. You have me back now."
"Doesn't work that way Trina. Just because I'm willing to start seeing you again doesn't mean that I'll turn my back on her. I happen to like her a lot and I'm not sure that I want to give up her friendship and that means I'm going to have to talk with her and explain you and that may take some time."
It was all bullshit of course, but I wanted to get a feel for how serious Trina was about getting back together with me. Was she willing to wait, put up with some crap? I wasn't worried about Amy because we had already talked about what we would do if either of us found someone we wanted to get serious with. We had agreed that we would part friends.
I told Amy that night about Trina. Her only comment was "I have you until next Thursday right?" Of course over the next six days she had a few things to say and chief among them was:
"Are you sure you really want to do this? You do remember why you split in the first place don't you?"
I explained my thinking to her and she just shook her head. "Your problem Rob is that you are a nice guy. You think "nice guy" thoughts. You are too quick to give the benefit of the doubt. I hope it doesn't bite you on the ass."
Amy kept me busy those six days and on Thursday after she had dressed to leave she gave me a big hug and a kiss and said:
"If it doesn't work out Rob give me a call. If I don't have anything going maybe we can play again."
++++++++++++++++
I picked Trina up at the apartment that she shared with two other girl friends and for our date I took her to Denny's for dinner and then to a movie. After the movie I headed for her apartment and she asked:
"Where are you going?"
"I'm taking you home."
"I want to go to your place. I want you to make love to me."
"I don't know if I'm ready for that Trina."
"Please Rob; it has been a long time and I need you."
I was still in my "wondering just how bad she wants to get back together" mode and I said:
"Not tonight Trina. Maybe after a couple of more dates, but I'm not ready yet."
She slid over next to me and rubbed my cock through my pants and said:
"I'll bet you I can get you ready baby."
There is a time to play mind games and when a warm hand is rubbing your cock is not one of them. I turned toward my place.
We were touching and kissing each other all the way up the stairs to my apartment. I managed to unlock the door even with her arms locked around me. She was pulling off her blouse before the door even closed behind us. I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom and dropped her on the bed and then we both hurriedly undressed. Then I was on the bed, between her spread legs and pushing in to her. I moved slowly at first until I felt how wet she was and then I started moving faster and faster. She moaned and I felt her mouth fasten on my neck and I knew that she was going to leave a mark on me. She was marking me as her territory and the thought spurred me on and I plunged into her as she screamed out, "Oh fuck yes!" and had an orgasm. She held onto me as her body shook and then I let loose into her. I held myself in her until I was no longer stiff and then she pushed me away and went after my cock with her mouth. It was a long night. A very, very long night.
I woke up at six with Trina spooned up against me. It felt good. I just laid there in that drowsy half awake half asleep state and wondered if I really wanted to take a chance with Trina again. I had missed her a lot and I had thought about her often after the split. Deep down I knew I wanted us back together, but also deep down I didn't know if I could trust her.
Trina felt me stir and she mumbled, "What time is it?"
"A little after six."
"Can we stay in bed all day and play catch up?"
"Nope. I have to get up and get ready to go to work."
Her hand slid down my body until it found my cock and she fondled it for a few seconds and then asked:
"Do we have time?"
We did.
++++++++++++++
The next week I went out with Trina twice and each time we ended up back at my place. Saturday night we ended up at a club a lot closer to her apartment than mine and I suggested we go to her place instead of mine.
"We can't baby. That is one of the things we decided on when we moved in together. No men in the apartment. We didn't want any of those "panties hanging on the door knob" situations saying "go away, I've got a guy in here with me." So no men in the house."
We went to my place and she did her best to fuck me blind.
I had a date with Trina for Tuesday night and she called me and told me that she wouldn't be able to meet me as planned. She told me that her car was making funny noises and she was afraid to drive it. I told her I would pick her up and take a look at her car while I was there. Once around the block and I knew what the problem was. She had bad shocks and her right front brake sounded like it was metal to metal. She needed new shocks and if the right brake was bad enough to be metal to metal it was a damned good bet that all four brake linings were shot.
"Shit" she said. "That's all I need right now."
"What's wrong?"
"I need the car, but I can't afford to fix it right now."
I told her that I would take care of it for her and then we went to a move and ended up back at my place. We went out again on Thursday and after an energetic romp at my place I asked her if she wanted to go clubbing on Friday and she said that she would love to, but would have to pass. She had already committed herself to a Mary Kay party. I didn't ask her about Saturday because I'd already made plans to attend a bachelor party.



Friday was one of my days off from work so I used Friday to go over Trina's car. I replaced her shock absorbers and had to do a complete reline on her brakes including the replacement of her right front brake drum. I told Trina I would bring the car back to her on Saturday, but I finished with it much earlier than I expected. I got a buddy to follow me and I drove over to her apartment planning to drop her keys in her mail slot along with a note.
I pulled into the apartment's parking lot just in time to see Trina's apartment door open and Trina come out of her apartment with a man. A man with a brush cut and a mustache. Trina was dressed for a night out on the town in a little black dress and heels. The two walked to a car and got in and Trina slid over next to him and they kissed. The guy started the car and they drove out of the lot.
As I sat there and watched them drive away it occurred to me that I had been played. I bet that Trina hadn't "just been driving by" on that Saturday. I bet she knew where I worked and what I did and she was probably parked somewhere in the neighborhood watching and waiting for a chance to hook up with me. A couple of nights worth of pussy and she got nine hundred dollars worth of work done on her car. That is what it would have cost her if she had taken the car into a shop. It didn't cost me that much because I got an employee discount on the parts I used and I was donating the labor anyway.
And her female roommates? I tossed her keys under the front seat, got out of the car and walked over to the mail boxes. I looked for the name on the mail box for apartment 204 -- Martin Keller. Sure did not seem like a girls name to me.
Yep! I had been played. As I walked back to my buddies car I debated doing something mean like cutting the valve stems on her tires, but then said the hell with it. Just because she was a bitch didn't mean that I had to be an asshole. Just chalk it up as one of life's unpleasant lessons and move on. Just as I was opening the door to Perry's car I had a thought. It wasn't really all that mean of a thing to do, but it could cause Trina some grief if she didn't have a spare key for her car. I went back to her car and locked all four doors and then closed them. Her keys were under the front seat and if she had no spare, tough shit!
My cell beeped at eleven-ten on Saturday morning. I put down the brake pad I was getting ready to install on the Chevy pick up, took the phone out of my pocket and saw from the display that it was Trina. I flipped the phone open.
"Hello?"
"Hey baby, good morning."
"Morning to you to Trina. What's up?"
"I see that you dropped my car off, but where are the keys?"
"Under the front seat."
"But the car is locked."
"Don't you have a spare key?"
"No I don't. What am I going to do?"
"Well, you could ask Martin if he has a slim-jim or knows how to open a locked car with a coat hanger. If not I guess you will have to call a locksmith or break a window. Take care Trina. Bye."
I smiled as I put the phone away and got back to work on the Chevy.
At lunch time I gave Amy a call and asked her if she had anything going yet. She asked why I was asking and I told her the story.
"I guess it is your lucky day then sweetie because I just happen to be free tonight."
"Pick you up at six?"
"Works for me lover. See you then.
+++++++++++++++++
For the next two years Amy and I kept company off and on. It was off and on because every once in a while Amy would meet a guy who she thought might be "Mr. Wonderful" and her lifetime soul mate. We would part and when "Mr. Wonderful" didn't turn out to be all that wonderful she would give me a call, cry on my shoulder for a day or two and then we would go back to being 'fuck-buddies.'
From time to time I would see Trina around on campus, but we never spoke. If we were walking towards each other and she saw me she would change direction so we wouldn't come face to face. A couple of times I went to a party and she was there. She left as soon as she saw me walk in. It amused me when she did those things because I guess she never figured out that I didn't care.
I never dated any other girls while I was at EMU. Between school and my part time job I didn't have all that much free time and what free time I did have was taken up by Amy.
++++++++++++++++
Things changed during my senior year. About three months into the fall term Amy found another "Mr. Wonderful" and so I was alone as far as female companionship was concerned. I debated asking a few other girls out, but decided instead to concentrate on my classes, send out resumes and start making plans for life after school.
The months slipped by and suddenly graduation was upon me. I had three job offers; two in the area and one in Georgia. I decided to take the one in Southfield and I started packing and getting ready to move out of the apartment. As I was packing I found quite a few of Amy's things that she had left behind and since I hadn't seen her since she went off with the latest "Mr. Wonderful" I wondered what to do with them. I had her cell number and I sent her a text message letting her know that I had some of her stuff. She had my cell number so she could get in touch if she wanted.
I found an apartment in a complex near Telegraph and Twelve Mile Road, moved in and then took a week off before starting my new job. I took my tent and camping gear and went up to the sate park at Ludington and spent the weekend splashing around in Lake Michigan. I hooked up with two girls from Michigan State who were doing the same thing that I was -- winding down from four years of school -- and we partied at night.
They had a bigger tent than I did and they asked me to join them. That brought me up a little short and as I looked at them Alice said:
"We promise we won't hurt you too bad."
I looked at Mary and she grinned and said, "Don't you believe her. If we do it right you won't be able to walk in the morning."
Well, I was able to walk, but only just barely. It was one of the most memorable events of my life and I heartily recommend that every guy try it at least once, but I did learn one thing from the experience -- ain't no way one man can do two women justice! I managed to survive the week I spent with Alice and Mary and when it ended they gave me their addresses and told me to stop by if I ever got up to Traverse City and I gave them an open invitation to come see me.
After a weekend spent resting up in my new apartment I started my new job. I had been there a week when I got a phone call from Amy. She wanted to come over and pick up the things of hers that I had. I gave her directions and she showed up on a Saturday. I had thought that maybe she was going to want to cry on my shoulder again and then go back to playing so I was surprised when she showed up with a guy. She introduced us and as I was helping her carry some boxes out to her car I whispered:
"Mr. Wonderful?"
"Nine months and still holding it together."
"Good for you. Make sure that I get an invite to the wedding."
She kissed me on the cheek and then the two of them left. As I watched her drive off I had mixed emotions. Amy was a great girl and she deserved the best and part of me hoped that she would make it with her "Mr. Wonderful" but another part of me wanted our fuck buddy arrangement back and for that to happen "Mr. Wonderful" needed to be history. Oh well.
+++++++++++++++++
The next six months went by fast as I settled into my new job. I dated a few of the women I worked with and even scored a time or two, but I learned quickly that having sex with co-workers makes things a little awkward in the office. Especially since two of the ones I dated (and scored with) were husband hunting and I wasn't interested in either one of them to that extent.
Things were getting a bit sticky in the office and then the Gods came to my rescue. The Gods, in the form of upper management, promoted me and I moved to a different office. The promotion had some far reaching effects. It involved some travel and some training. I had been in my new position four almost six months when the company sent me to a two day seminar on OSHA and EPA regulations and compliance.
The seminar was being held in one of the large meeting rooms at the airport Ramada Inn. I got there early and got a seat down front. When we took a coffee break at ten I stood up and turned toward the back of the room where they had set up a table with Coffee, tea, fruit and pastries and the first person I saw was Trina. She was standing in line for the coffee urn. I had no idea if she had recognized the back of my head as she sat somewhere behind me, but it didn't matter. The seminar was two days and there was no way to avoid seeing each other before it was over, but I could keep my distance. I made sure to keep the length of the room between us during the break, but I really didn't think she had seen me.
Break over and back in my seat I had the uneasy feeling that eyes were boring into the back of my head and the feeling stayed with me till the lunch break. They had set up a buffet for us in the next room and I filled my plate, found a table and sat down. I hadn't seen Trina when I stood up to go to the buffet table and she wasn't in line so I thought she might have gone to the restaurant for lunch. I found out that that was wishful thinking about two minutes after I sat down. Trina walked up to the table, pulled out a chair and sat down. No "May I join you?" she just sat down.
"Hi Rob. How have you been?"
"Not bad Trina" I said as I thought "not bad until now."
"I was surprised to see you here. Some one said that you had moved out of state."
"I was offered a job down in Georgia, but I decided not to take it."
"So who are you with?"
I told her and she told me where she worked and then we talked jobs while we ate. When I finished eating I excused myself to go to the bathroom and then I stayed gone until the afternoon session of the seminar started.
I should have known that it wasn't going to be that easy. When we took our afternoon break I stood up, turned and found Trina standing right behind me.
"I know you are trying to avoid me, but I am glad to see you and I would like to talk with you. It won't kill you to hear me out. Can I buy you a Coke?"
Call me stupid for not running screaming from the room, but once upon a time I had been totally hooked on the woman and truth be told I'd never really gotten over her. She stood there, as drop dead gorgeous as she had been on the day that I'd met her, and waited for me to say something. What the hell, I thought; it won't hurt any to be sociable so I said okay. We got soft drinks and sat down at a table.
"I've missed you Rob. I know it is my own fault, but that doesn't change the fact that I've missed you and thought of you often. I'd like to think that you've occasionally thought of me."
"You would be hard to forget Trina."
"I don't see a ring. Are you in a relationship?"
"No. I'm between relationships at the moment. How about you? Are you and Martin still an item?"
"No and Martin and I were never really an item. It is a longer story that I can tell during this short break. Could we maybe get together for a drink after the session today?"
I didn't have anything else planned so I told her we could and we went back to the seminar. When the afternoon session was over Trina and I went into the lounge, settled in a booth and ordered a drink. Trina took a deep breath and then said:
"Martin was my steady boyfriend in high school. He wanted to get married as soon as we graduated from high school and I didn't. I wanted to go to college and have a career. We got into a rather nasty argument over it and I broke up with him. I told him that I wasn't going to live a life like my mom had living in rented houses and apartments and working minimum wage jobs to help out because my dad didn't make enough to support the family on his own.
"I stopped seeing Martin and taking his phone calls. It had nothing to do with my loving him. I had seen from my mom and dad that love alone just wasn't enough to build a life on. I started school and met you and suddenly my feelings for Martin weren't all that strong any more, but I did still have feelings for him. You wanted to make things permanent with us, but part of me was still thinking of Marty so I just said that I wasn't ready to settle down.
"About three months after I moved in with you Marty came to the school and was waiting for me when I came out of one of my classes. We talked and he begged me to get back together with him. I was torn. On the one hand I had you, but was afraid to commit to you because of the thoughts I still had about Marty. I decided I needed to see if there was really anything there so I agreed to go out with him one night. I spent the night with him and discovered that there wasn't anything there any more. I still liked him but I didn't love him. I was just getting ready to tell you that I was ready to make things permanent between us when you split up with me.
"I had no place to go. I would have slept on the street before I would have gone home to stay in the same house as my stepfather so I took the easy way out and moved in with Marty. When you made no attempt to ever see me or talk with me and then started running with that Amy chick I accepted that you never cared all that much about me anyway and I got on with my life. But I never forgot you and I thought of you all the time.
"Then I saw you going into that restaurant and on a whim I followed you in. For a while there it looked like we were going to get something going and I started thinking of ways to break it to Marty that I was going to be moving on, but before I could do it you found out that I was living with Marty and not with a couple of girls and you were gone. I cried for a couple of days and then sucked it up and got on with my life and I knew that Marty had no place in that life so I moved out. So no, Marty and I are not an item. He calls from time to time and we talk, but I made it clear to him that all we were ever going to be was friends.
"Since then I got a place of my own and a pretty decent job. So what's new with you?"
"Took the job with XYZ and moved to Southfield to live close to work. Not much else to say. You staying here?"
"No. My apartment is only about five minutes away from here. It's over by Wayne Road and Ecorse. How about you?"
"I'm not that close, but I'm still too close to justify the cost of a motel room."
"You have any plans for dinner?"
"No plans. I thought I'd just go home and fix myself something."
"Why don't you have dinner with me? It is just as easy to cook for two as it is to cook for one."
What the hell I thought, why not. I was always up for someone else to do the cooking. I told her I would like that and she gave me directions to her apartment. As I drove over to her place I thought about what she had told me and I could see it. She had only been eighteen going on nineteen at the time and I could see her being conflicted and unsure. I had the impression that she would like to get something going again, but the question was "Do I want to take the chance?"
When she answered my knock I saw that she had changed out of her business suit into a tank top and a pair of shorts. It was easy to see that she wasn't wearing a bra with that tank top and I wondered if she had panties on under the shorts.
"Take off your tie and make yourself comfortable. Dinner will be ready in about ten minutes. Would you like a beer or a glass of wine?"
"A beer would be nice."
I sat on the couch, sipped the beer and watched her work in the kitchen. I also (without letting her notice) checked out the place for signs of a man. I even checked out the medicine cabinet when I got up to use the bathroom and I couldn't see any signs of a male presence. What can I say? Even though she had given me what I could accept as a reasonable explanation I'd already been burned twice so I was tending to be a bit cautious.
We made general conversation during dinner and I helped with the dishes when we finished eating. When we were done in the kitchen I looked at my watch and said I needed to head on home.
"Why" Trina asked. "You will just have to turn around and come back in the morning. If you stayed here you could cut out that long drive." As she said it she pulled her tank top off and let it drop to the floor. "I'm sure that I can make you comfortable here."
I woke up with a hand fondling my cock and it wasn't mine. As I rose to the occasion Trina said:
"Now isn't this better than the way you would have woken up if you had gone home last night?"
We were fifteen minutes late getting to the seminar that morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
That was the start of it and over the next six months Trina and I dated and I spent quite a few nights at her apartment and she spent just as many at mine. I was hooked on her -- hell, I always had been hooked on her -- but our past had me just a touch leery and so I hadn't mentioned making things permanent and since she hadn't brought it up either I was content to leave things as they were for the time being.
It was a Friday night and Trina and I had a date scheduled for that night. We were going to see the Red Wings play the Colorado Avalanche and after the game we were going to hit a few clubs. She called me at work and told me she had to cancel. She had a sick aunt that she had to go see. The aunt lived in Alpena and she was going to drive up there right after work.
Remembering the last time she cancelled on me and still being that "touch leery" I left work early and drove over to her apartment and parked where I could see her apartment and where she wouldn't likely notice me. Half an hour after I got there she came home and hurried into her apartment and about forty-five minutes later she came out with a suitcase, got in her car and pulled out of the lot. I followed, staying well behind her, as she drove to I-94 and headed west. She exited onto US 23 and headed north. I stayed behind her and as we came up on the exits that would take me to Southfield and I gave up following her and headed for home.
About eleven that night my phone rang and it was Trina calling from the hospital in Alpena and she filled me in on what was going on. Her Aunt Betty was a school teacher in Alpena and during one of her classes she had passed out and when she fell she had hit her head pretty hard on the edge of her desk. She was rushed to the hospital and Trina's mother, who was listed as next of kin, was called. Trina's mother couldn't get away just then and so she called Trina. Her aunt still had not regained consciousness so Trina had no idea how long she was going to be there.
I started to feel bad about not trusting her. I told her to hang in there and keep me informed. She called at two the next afternoon. Her aunt was awake and they were running tests. She told me that she would probably have to stay in Alpena for a while and take care of her aunt. At noon on Sunday she called and told me that the doctors had found that several things had combined to cause her Aunt Betty's problem. A small blood clot and the onset of diabetes had caused the fainting spell and she had hit the desk pretty hard with her head as she fell. Trina was going to have to stay with her aunt for at least a couple of weeks. I told her that I missed her and she told me that she wished she were with me.
It was Monday's phone call that shook me. She told me that she had called work and arranged to take time off under the Family Medical Leave Act and that she would be in Alpena for at least three weeks. Then she said:
"I have some other news, but I don't know if you will think that it is good news or bad."



"What is it?"
"I missed my period and I'm never ever late. I went to the store this morning and bought one of those self test kits. I'm pregnant. You are going to be a daddy."
I was stunned. I was going to be a father?
"Hello? Are you still there?"
"Yes, I'm here. You just caught me by surprise."
"Well, like I said, I don't know if it is good news or bad as far as you are concerned, but you need to know something. It isn't something that we have ever talked about, but I'm pro-life. I'm going to have the baby."
I was still trying to take it in when she said, "Are you still there Rob?"
"I'm still here Trina. Just thinking of all that I have to get done. Blood tests, marriage license, get you on my insurance and I'm sure that I'm forgetting something. Give me the address up there. I'll check and see what we have to do and I may need to mail you some papers or something."
"You don't sound too unhappy about the news."
"Why should I be unhappy? This just speeds things up a little."
"What do you mean it speeds things up?"
"I was going to ask you to marry me eventually. It is just going to happen sooner than I thought."
"Well?"
"Well what?"
Then it hit me hat she was getting at. "Katrina Elise Dumphries, will you marry me?"
"Of course I will."
"You know that we will have to pass on a church wedding right? That would take too long to set up and we don't want too short a gap between getting married and the baby arriving. We need to tie the knot as quick as we can."
"That's okay with me. I never wanted a big church wedding anyway. We can just have a big party and invite everyone to it."
"Works for me. I'll get started on finding out what we need to do. I love you."
"I love you too baby."
I got busy and over the next two days I found out that Trina could get her blood test in Alpena and fax it to me. I found out that we both didn't need to be there to get the license. I could go in and she could go in later. And I found out how to go about getting married at City Hall.
I talked to Trina every day and by the end of the week I was missing her something awful. I decided to drive up to Alpena on Friday after work, surprise her and spend the weekend with her. Then I had a thought. Trina's mother might like to be involved in our wedding even though it was going to be as small as it was. I called her and asked her if she would like to go with me to see Trina and visit her sister.
"Sister? What sister? I'm an only child."
"You don't have a sister in Alpena?"
"I just told you that I don't have a sister and I don't know anyone in Alpena except for that no account ex-boyfriend of Trina's."
"Martin Keller lives in Alpena?"
"He got into some trouble here with the law and he moved up there to stay with his parents."
After I hung up I called information and asked them if they had a listing for Keller in Alpena.
"I have a listing for a Herbert and Agnes Keller on Beale Street in Alpena."
"That's the one. Can I have the number please."
The address that Trina had given me for her "Aunt Betty" was on Beale Street. I called the number that the operator had given me and a woman answered the phone.
"Could I speak to Marty please?"
"He isn't here right now."
"When will he be back?"
"I've no idea."
"Out and about with Katrina?"
"Yes he is."
"Okay, I'll call back later."
"Would you like to leave a message or a number where he can call you back?"
"No need. I'll catch him later."
As I hung up the phone I was telling myself that I should have known that something like this was going to happen. It had already happened twice where Keller was concerned.
I got my daily call from Trina at three the next afternoon.
"Hello?"
"Hi honey, it's me."
"How are you?"
"Tired. Taking care of Aunt Betty until she can get back on her feet can be a real chore."
"I can just imagine. Taking care of her during the day and going out to party at night with Martin has to be very tiring."
There was silence on the other end of the lone and I said:
"I find it strange that your mother doesn't even know that she has a sister and just as strange that the address you gave me happens to be the address of Martin Keller's parents. Tell me if I have this figured right Katrina. You missed your period and you called Martin and gave him the good news only he didn't think the news was all that great and he said something and it upset you. You packed a bag and hurried off to see him, but when you got there he said:
"No way Katrina. I ain't going to marry you."
What to do? Hey, I know. I'll call Rob and tell him he is going to be a daddy. He'll never know. That about right Katrina?"
I heard quiet sobbing on the other end of the line.
"When the baby is born we will get a DNA test done. If the baby turns out to be mine I'll do the right thing and set up child support, but until the baby is born I do not want to hear your voice again. Goodbye!"
I haven't spoken to her since that phone call, but I have kept an eye on the calendar. She is due any day now and I wonder if I'll hear from her or if she already knows that the baby isn't mine. She did head for Martin right away. Did she know it was his or was it wishful thinking on her part and she tried to use the baby as a way to get Martin to marry her? He obviously didn't buy it so was it because he didn't care or because he knew it wasn't his? I wonder if I'll ever know the answers to those questions.
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Everyone has fantasies. Some are sexual, some are financial and some are about fame. One guy's fantasy might be to be the quarterback that leads his team into the Super Bowl and another guy's might be to be to pitch the only really perfect game -- 27 batters and 27 strike outs -- in the World Series. I used to work with a guy whose fantasy was to find a lamp at an antique store, rub it and have a genie appear so he could wish for a ten inch dick. And of course everyone fantasizes about what they would do if they hit the 217 million dollar Power Ball lottery.
My fantasy was to be stranded on a deserted island with porn star Kristal Summers or be walking down a street and have a car pull over and a voice call out "Hey you!" I turn and see Kristal looking out the window smiling as she says "I want you to be in my next video." Or a knock on my door some night and when I answer it I find Kristal standing there. "My car broke down in front of your place. Can you help me?" Or....oh well, you get the idea.
I found her one night while I was surfing porn sites on the Net and one look at that face and she had me. I have downloaded 11 videos of her and I am constantly looking for more. I spend more time on the computer than is good for me, but I don't have anything else to do. No, that isn't really true. There is a lot I could get out and do, but I have lost the desire to do any of it. If I left my computer and ventured out I would run into friends and friends being what they are they would try and cheer me up. Tel me that it was probably for the best and some would try to play matchmaker and fix me up with "this girl who is absolutely perfect for you."
And that is what I am afraid of. Another girl who is perfect for me. I've already had two girls who were "absolutely perfect for me" and between the two of them they managed to rip my heart out.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The first one was Annalise. A five foot two inch blond bombshell. At 36x23x34 she was a walking wet dream who stunned the hell out of me when she walked up to me at a party and said:
"The idiot who brought me to this party is a real drag. How about you take me out of here and we go find some place where we can have a few drinks, dance a little and get to know each other."
I might have been a little tongue-tied, but I wasn't stupid and I offered her my arm and we left the party, We went to the Starlight Lounge and drank, danced and talked and I found out that she was 24, a legal secretary, lived alone in an apartment on Sudsbury Avenue and that her favorite color was blue. She had no hometown loyalties; her favorite football team was the Cowboys, favorite baseball team was the Bluejays, the Red Wings were her hockey team and she had absolutely no interest in basketball.
"Those ugly tattoos they cover themselves with are absolutely disgusting."
She liked opera, ballet, classical music, bluegrass and hated 'rap' music. I wanted o ask her why she picked me, but I was afraid to. She might have said:
"I don't know, but now that we are here I don't think that it was such a good idea."
No sir! I didn't know why she picked me, but I was going to ride with it as far as it would go. I drove her home, asked for a date and she said yes. Three months later we were living together and a month after she moved in I proposed. The seven months we lived together before the wedding were glorious. Annalise was a good cook, fun to be with and a tiger in the bedroom.
The week before the wedding I had a bachelor party and her girlfriends took her out for a bachelorette party. Mine was predictable. Some drinking, some card playing and about eleven o'clock a stripper arrived. She was fairly good looking and her dance and the lap dance that followed were okay, but didn't do a thing for me. Why would it? I had 'sex bomb' Annalise at home. I was asleep when Annalise got home and she was dead to the world when I got up to go to work in the morning.
Two days later I received an envelope in the mail at work and when I opened it I found five things. A note that said "Are you sure that you want to marry this?" and four photos of Annalise being enjoyed sexually by at least six different men. In one picture she had a cock in her mouth, ass and pussy and in another she had her hand -- left one with engagement ring showing -- guiding a large cock into her mouth.
I took a personal day and left work and when Annalise got home from work that evening she found everything of hers boxed, bagged and waiting for her outside the front door. She still had a key though and when she came in I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a beer and working a crossword puzzle. She didn't bother with a "Hi Honey" just asked me why her stuff was outside. I slid the envelope across the table to her and she opened it and looked at the contents and then at me.
"This doesn't mean anything honey. It was a last fling before I settled down into marriage. It has nothing to do with my love for you. It was just something that I wanted to try while I still could. There was no way that I would ever do it once I was married so I cut loose while I was still single. It is nothing baby. Just a last hoorah before I take myself off the market."
"It might mean nothing to you Annalise, but someone who was at your orgy with you hates you enough to send me these pictures. That means they hate you enough to send them to God knows who. I will not go through the rest of my life having people look at me and say "There goes that poor sucker who married that slut who does gangbangs." I will not go through life watching guys who have seen those photos try and get you to sneak off with them and most of all I will not go through life wondering if and when you might do it again."
"I would never do it again. I love you baby and I know you love me."
"You're right Annalise, I did love you and I probably will for a long time after you are gone, but I can tell from the expression on your face in these pictures how much you are loving it and I'll never be able to believe you won't want to do it again and I will not go through life waiting for that shoe to drop."
"I'm the best thing to ever happen to you Robert and you are going to throw me away over nothing?"
"I've already said it Annalise; it might mean nothing to you, but it means a hell of a lot to me. I'm sorry Annalise, but after seeing these pictures and seeing how much you seem to be enjoying it I'll never be able to trust you not to do it again and I'll be damned if I'm going to spend my time checking up on you every time you have an unexplained absence or go out for a night out with the girls. We are history Annalise. Please go so I can start crying in my beer."
"Please Rob, don't make me go. I love you."
"Goodbye Annalise."
She stared at me for several seconds and then she turned and left. I heard later that she quit her job and moved out of town.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I sulked for about six weeks and then friends being what they are they began trying to cheer me up and the matchmaking began. I was introduced to some very nice and very lovely ladies and while I enjoyed the company of some and the beds of a few I never met one that had that 'spark' jump between us.
I went to a barbecue given by John and Marie Cochran and when I got there it 'just so happened' that there was a woman who had come alone and would I take her under my wing and see that she met everyone? She was a good looking lady and pleasant company, but while I might date her a time or two there was never going to be anything special and we both knew it. She had ridden to the party with a friend who had since left and I was asked to give her a ride home. I saw the hand of John and Marie in the whole set-up, but by then I was used to my friends trying to fix me up.
I drove Sue home and walked her to her door. I was surprised when she rang the bell and she told me that she had walked off and left her keys on the kitchen table.
"It's okay though. My roommate's car is in the parking lot so I know she is home and can let me in."
The door opened and I found myself looking into the eyes of Sue's roommate and my knees went weak. I've mentioned the lack of a 'spark' between me and some of the others my friends had fixed me up with, but there was a definite spark that jumped between Sue's roommate and me. I have no idea what the expression on my face looked like, but Sue looked from me to her roommate and then back at me and then said:
"Joan, this is Rob. Rob, this is my roommate Joan and I'll just get out of the way and leave you two alone."
To shorten the story I asked Joan out, she said yes and several months later I proposed and she said yes again.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Six years of what I thought was a perfect marriage came crashing down the day I came home from work early. They had shut the office down because of a gas leak scare in the building and had sent everybody home. Joan's car was I the drive which I thought was odd since she didn't get off work until five. I knew as soon as I walked in the door what was going on. How could I not? The "Fuck me, oh God yes fuck me" was loud enough to be heard two blocks away. I walked up to the bedroom and saw a naked Joan with her legs up on the shoulders of Jake Winters who was Joan's supervisor at work. He was driving his cock into Joan and her hands were on his ass pulling him to her. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning "Fuck mefuckmefuckme.'
My first instinct was to go in the room, pull him off Joan and stomp his balls into mush, but then I remembered what had happened to a guy I bowled with. He caught his wife on his bed with her lover and he ended up in jail charged assault. Since his wife had invited the man into the house and it was her house also the man had every right to be in the house and my bowling buddy had no right to physically assault the man regardless of where in the house he had found him.
I didn't want jail in my future so I hurried downstairs and got the digital camera and the video camera and tri-pod. I quietly went back upstairs and set up the video camera in the hallway and focused it on the action on the bed. Then I went into the room. I got eight shots before they noticed me and then there was the mad scramble to separate. Jake was married and he knew he would be in deep shit if the pictures I'd taken ever got to his wife so he came after me to get the camera. He was so intent on getting the camera that he neglected to keep the family jewels protected and I drop kicked his nuts up into his throat. Then I kicked him a couple of times in the stones (if nine can be considered a 'couple') to make sure he stayed down. I grabbed him by the feet and drug him downstairs and out the front door. I left him lying on the lawn and then I went back into the house and called 911.
I went back to the bedroom to confront Joan, but she as in the shower. I was sitting on the bed ignoring the doorbell, the knocks on the front door and the flashing red and blue lights coming through the bedroom window when Joan came into the room.
She looked at me, took a deep breath and said, "Sorry you had to see that."
"So am I. You mind telling me why?"
"Curiosity finally got the best of me."
"Care to explain that?"
"Let me get dressed first. You probably should go down and answer the door."
I opened the door to find two cops standing there and they wanted to know what happened and told them. They said I needed to go down to the station with them and I told them I be down a little later on, but at that moment I had some personal problems that I needed to address. One of them said"
"I'm afraid I must insist that you accompany us now."
"Insist away" I said, "I'll be there when I get there" and I closed the door in their faces and threw the deadbolt.
I went to the phone and called my boss, told him what had happened and asked if he could recommend a good lawyer and he gave me a name and a number. I called the guy, gave him the story and told him I would be going down to the station after I talked with my wife. He told me to call him just before I left the house and he would meet me at the station.
I went back to the bedroom and Joan was dressed and was packing a bag. "Okay" I said, "You're dressed. Do I get my explanation?"
"I told you. I was curious."
"About what?"
"His cock and how it would feel."
"You were curious about his cock?"
"For the last couple of years Jake has been trying to get in my pants and I've always kept him at arms length. The girls in the office who had given in to him all gave him rave reviews. They said he had a huge cock and really knew how to use it and that I was missing the chance of a lifetime if I didn't give him a shot. Finally curiosity got the best of me and I had to see for myself."
"From the sounds I heard when I walked in the front door it is obvious to me that you found the stories to be true."
"I'm sorry Rob, but it was the most amazing sexual experience of my life. His cock is just short of eleven inches and he touched me in places that I didn't even know I had."
"The most amazing sex of your life? You had to tell me that? Now I get to live the rest of my life knowing that I can't get the job done. Thanks a lot."
"I didn't mean it that way honey. You always have gotten the job done. Jake was just different. It was all about cock size and what bigger would be like."
"How long has it been going on?"
"Today was the first time."
"And if I hadn't walked in on you I'd have been getting sloppy seconds for the rest of my life and would have never known."
"No you wouldn't. A little while longer for sure, but not the rest of your life. Jake usually only stays with one girl for three weeks or so and then he moves on to someone else."
"Then what? You go looking for your next big cock so you can have more amazing sexual experiences?"
"No I would not have. Jake satisfied my curiosity and after he moved on I would have gone back to being a faithful wife. I love you honey and I never expected you to find out. The last thing in the world that I wanted to happen was to lose your love. I thought I could have my little fling, satisfy my curiosity and then life would go back to normal and you would never have known."
"Well Joan, I hope it was worth your marriage because that is what it cost you."
"Of course it wasn't worth my marriage Rob, but I can't undo what I have done. Water under the bridge I guess. Unless there is a chance you might be able to overlook my little mistake?"
"Sorry Joan. No way I could live with you and not remember what I saw on that bed every time I walked into this room."
"I'll be back this weekend to get the rest of my things." She picked up the suitcase and headed out of the room. She stopped at the doorway and turned. "I love you Rob; I really do and I'm sorry for this."
I heard her car start up and I went to the window and watched her drive away.
I went to the phone, called the lawyer, described myself to him and told him I was heading for the police station. As I turned the corner at the end of the block my rear view mirror showed four cop cars coming down the street and pulling up in front of the house. A bunch of cops spilled out and moved toward the house, some moving around to the back. I guess it must have upset them when I declined their invitation and closed the door in their faces.
I met Marvin Fastner in the parking lot at the police station and handed him the video camera and told him what was on it. He vied the tape on the small viewing screen and smiled. I told him about the four cop cars at the house, but he didn't seem concerned.
The police were not happy with me. I kept my mouth shut and let Marvin handle it.
"My client' actions are totally understandable. Had he not remained in the house his wife could have used his absence to remove valuable property. In fact she could have stripped the place bare. The officers did not arrest my client; they merely asked that he accompany them to the station and he was within his rights to decline their invitation."
The next item was what I had done to Mr. Winters. According to the police I had no right to do what I had done. It was a civil matter and should have been pursued through the courts. I had no right to physically attack Mr. Winters and I was going to be charged with assault and battery. Then Marvin played the video that showed Mr. Winters coming after me.
"My client was well within his rights to defend himself."
Then the cops brought up the fact, backed up by my own tape -- that I had used excessive force after putting Mr. Winters down. At that point I spoke for the first time since entering the station.
"Get real here. Winters is six foot three and maybe two hundred and thirty pounds. I'm five ten and a hundred and seventy and only an idiot would take the chance of letting Winters get up and come after him. It was sheer assed good luck that I was able to put him down in the first place. Giving him a chance to get back at me would have been criminally stupid."
Then Marvin said, "If the government wants to waste its money taking this to trial we wouldn't mind at all giving a judge and jury a chance to have their say in the matter."
The matter was allowed to die quietly as far as the police were concerned.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The matter didn't die quietly as far as the other participants were concerned. Following Marvin's advice I sued Winters for alienation of affections; I sued his employer for not enforcing the provisions in their company policy and procedures manual about relationships between supervisors and subordinates thus allowing Winters to have his way sexually with his female staff. My pictures found their way to Jake's wife and when the dust settled Jake and Joan were unemployed, Jake was divorced and after Marvin took his cut I was $212,609.42 richer and with an ex-wife.
The downside was that I did not trust women anymore so I stayed away from them. I was still needing sexual relief and the Net and my right hand took care of that need. It was while I was taking care of that need that I found Kristal Summers. For the next two or three months I played and replayed all of the downloads I'd made of her videos. Some of the sites not only had videos, but picture galleries and I printed off pictures of her and papered the walls of my den with them. And I fantasized and fantasized and fantasized.
One day as I was watching one of her videos I was watching some guy fuck Kristal and I thought "There is one lucky son of a bitch. He is actually getting paid to have sex with that Goddess." She was getting paid to have sex with him. She was getting paid to have sex with every man she had sex with in every film she made. I had over two hundred grand sitting in the bank so why didn't I use some of that money to see if I could get her to have sex with me? I would have to put some thought into it. I couldn't just go to her and say "How much to let me make love to you" because that would be illegal. It would be 'solicitation' on my part and if she said yes it would be prostitution on her part. I had to stay away from that.
Maybe if I offered to pay to be the leading man in her next video? Might work, but did I really want to be in a video where God alone knew who might see me. I could just imagine the uproar if my family were ever to find out. And to be brutally honest there was no way my modest sexual equipment could match up to the studs Kristal played with in her films. Don't need to go there. No, I needed to find some other way.
I thought about the problem for a couple of days without coming up with a good idea and then out of the blue a comment by a co-worker gave me a thought. Jack Duncan has a social function to go to and he needed a date. The problem was that Jack was gay and didn't know any girls. We all knew of Jack's proclivities, but none of the people at the function he was going to knew about his sexual preferences and he didn't want them to know. Sally Ingram told him that all he had to do was call an escort service and hire an escort for the night. Tip the girl well and she would hang all over him, say whatever he asked her to say and make it look like she was the love of his life. Jack went right to the phone book, made a call and then took the rest of the afternoon off to go down to the escort agency.



Why wouldn't that work for me? I wondered how much it would take to get Kristal to be my escort for a week or two if I could even get her to consider it. It might work if I played it right, but to make sure I played it right I would need information -- lots of information. I decided on a plan of action and then I stopped and stepped back to re-evaluate. It would be costly. I knew that it would not be cheap so the question became did I really want my fantasy bad enough to spend whatever it took to make it happen? Then I asked myself how often was someone able to make their fantasy come true. In the end the decision was simple.
"Fuck it; its only money."
And, my fantasy would be paid for courtesy of Joan and Jake.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The first order of business was to hire a detective agency. I asked my attorney for a recommendation and then called and made an appointment. The information I needed wasn't necessarily hidden, but I'm sure that some of it was not exactly public, but I knew that even if I could find it it would take more of my time than I wanted to spend so I decided to give the job to the professionals.
I met with the man at the agency and told him what I wanted and he said "no problem" and I gave him a retainer and left. Three days later they called me and gave me what I had asked for.
- Kristal was not married and had no current boyfriend.
- Agent's name and telephone number.
- Kristal was paid on the average of $2500.00 per video.
- Kristal made $156,670.00 last year off of nine videos, adult product endorsements and dancing at topless bars on celebrity's nights.
- And most important to me -- she had no history of drug use and from what the detectives had been able to find she had never used drugs.
I already knew from what I'd found on the Net that her real name was Krista Grabowski; that she had been born on September 1, 1972 which made her thirty-seven and that she was five foot six and one hundred and five pounds arranged 34D x 24 x 33.
Armed with the information I called Kristal's agent, told him I had a business proposition for Kristal and asked him for an appointment. When he asked what kind of a proposition I told him that all I could tell him over the phone was that it was legal and would pay $8000.00 a week for a minimum of three weeks and could possibly go for as long as six weeks. Even at 10% his commission would be a minimum of $2400.00 so I figured that he would at least give me the appointment so we could talk about it and he did.
I flew to Los Angeles, took a cab to the address that the agent gave me and then I laid it all out for him.
"I want to hire Kristal to be arm candy for me. I know it is an unusual request, but I am willing to pay handsomely for it. It would be for a minimum of three weeks, but it could go as long as six weeks depending on whether or not she has other contractual obligations. I'm offering $8000.00 a week plus all expenses. It is a good deal for her. I know she makes about $2500.00 a film and makes about two a month so what I am offering is more than she would make for the month. I need to make one thing perfectly clear here. There is no sex involved in this. All she has to do is be seen with me, be seen staying with me -- in the spare bedroom of course -- and to act as if she is crazy about me. Shouldn't be too hard. She is an actress right?"
"I'm not sure that she will even go along with the idea, but before I even approach her on the idea we need to talk money. It might be true that she only makes a couple of films a month and your figure of $2500.00 is low by the way, but she has other income from personal appearances and other activities."
I had come to the meeting knowing that I was going to have to dicker and my $8000.00 offer was just to open the ball. I came into the meeting prepared to go as high as $15000.00 a week and after a half hour of haggling we settled on $12000.00 a week. All that was left was to put the proposal to Kristal and see if she would go for it. I told him that I would be at the Beverly Wilshire and would await his call.
The call came at six that evening. "She is not opposed to the idea, but she wants to meet with you. She has reserved a table at Spago's for eight. Try not to be late. She is a stickler when it comes to punctuality."
I took a cab to the restaurant getting there twenty minutes early and then I walked around sightseeing until five minutes before eight. I was led right to her table and she rose to greet me and offered me her hand. I surprised her and kissed it in the Continental manner and then we sat down. I looked across the table at her and could not believe that I was that close to her. Hell, I couldn't even believe that I'd touched her hand.
There were a good half dozen Hollywood beauties in the place that you have seen in the movies and on TV shows, but in my eyes Kristal's beauty put them all to shame and I wasn't the only man in the room who thought so. I saw male eyes constantly looking our way and I was pretty sure that they were not looking at me. Kristal was obviously amused at my discomfort and so she took pity on me and opened the conversation.
"I'll tell you up front that I probably won't do what you want, but I was intrigued enough by the proposition that I just had to sit down and talk with you. Jerry tells me that you want me to be what amounts to your escort for three or more weeks and you are willing to pay me $12000.00 a week to do it. Do I have that right?"
I nodded a yes and she said "Why on Earth would you do that when you could get a girl from an escort agency for a third of that amount?"
I figured that I had one shot at it and I figured that the best way to go about it would be to tell the entire story. Who knows, maybe she would be sympathetic and do what I hoped she would do out of pity. I told her about Annalise and Joan and that soured on women I'd retreated to my computer. I told her the effect that she had on me when I found her on the Net and about the fantasies that followed.
"And fantasies is all that they would ever have been had it not been for the money I received from suing Joan's lover and their employer. Then I got to thinking about the fact that you got paid to perform and the men in your films were paid to perform so why not use that windfall money to see if I could live out my fantasy."
"That's the part I don't understand. Jerry said that you said there would be no sex involved. You are willing to pay $12000.00 a week to live out a fantasy; a fantasy that you say revolves around sex with me, but you say no sex. That just does not compute."
"I know, but the more I thought about it the more I realized that if you agreed to do it, to spend the three weeks with me, having sex would cheapen the experience. To be blunt, that would make it no better than hiring a prostitute for an evening. I want more than that. I want the memory of having spent three weeks with the most beautiful woman in the world. I want the memory of walking into the auditorium to attend the symphony with you on my arm and dancing the night away with you at The Pit. I want to remember you sitting next to me at the ballgame and sitting across from me as we have dinner at Antoine's. I want the pleasure of seeing you walk out of the water at Lake Andrews with the sun behind you as you walk toward me. I could go on, but I think you get the idea."
"And it wouldn't hurt you at all to have all your friends and your ex-wife see it happen would it?"
"I honestly had not thought of that, but yes, it would be an added benefit."
"If I were to agree to your proposal what would be the mechanics of it?"
"In addition to the weekly sum I would pay all of your expenses and that includes any shopping that you might do while you are with me. I have a three bedroom condo and you will have your choice of rooms to sleep in. I only have two weeks of vacation coming so one of the weeks you would be there I would have to work so I will furnish you with a car to use while I'm at work so you can go shopping or sightseeing or whatever. Those are just some of the things I've thought of. I'm sure that you might think of some others and all you need to do is tell me and I'll do my best to make it happen."
"Mind you I'm not saying yes, but when do you want this to happen?"
"It depends entirely on you and your schedule."
"Jerry said it might go more than three weeks?"
"I told him three and maybe as long as six."
"Why the maybe?"
"I said three to six before we talked money. I didn't know if I would be able to swing more that three until I knew what it would cost."
"And now?"
"I can go six, but that would depend not on me but you. I have no idea of whether you would be able to stay that long. Even if you were to agree to do it you may not even want to stay the three. My position has to be one of "I'll take what I can get."
"Again, I'm not saying yes, but I'm not saying no either. I'll have to sit down and talk things over with Jerry. I need to see what other commitments I have coming up."
I didn't see how she did it, but she made some sign or other and the waiter magically appeared. "The veal scaloppini here is excellent" she said and I understood that the business part of the meeting was over.
I flew back home knowing that I had come as close to my fantasy as I was ever going to get. I'd met my Goddess; I'd kissed her hand and enjoyed her company for dinner. When you got right down to it I'd gotten more out of the deal than I'd any right to expect. It was time to get on with my life.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
A week after I'd returned from LA I received a phone call from Kristal. Not her agent, but Kristal herself.
"I've decided to do it, but not the way you want. I've checked out my calendar and I do have some open time, but I don't have any three week blocks that don't have something that I simply have to do. If you are willing to break the weeks up -- a week here, a week there -- we can work something out. Does that sound like something you might be interested in?"
Talk about your silly questions. "Hell yes" I said. "When?"
"Jerry will call you and work out the details. Now look, this is important. Jerry doesn't know I'm calling you and you can't let him know that I have. He will tell you what I just told you, but then he is going to tell you that in order for it to happen you need to sign an employment contract and a waiver. The waiver will be written in a bunch of legal gobbledygook that you won't understand and Jerry will explain it away as an industry standard that prevents authorities from coming after us for prostitution. What it actually will be is a document waiving all of your rights to the story idea."
"The story idea?"
"Yes. Jerry was joking with a producer about your visit and the producer thought it would be great idea for a film."
"A film?"
"You bet. The producer thinks it will make a great movie and make some big bucks, but you won't get a dime of it if you sign that waiver. The employment contract is the same deal. Jerry will say that it is what prevents us from being charged with prostitution and that is true enough, but part of the employment contract states that all ideas and other things developed while under contract becomes the property of the company."
"But if I don't sign won't Jerry stop my fantasy from happening?"
"No sweetie. The producer wants the idea and is after Jerry to get it for him. Jerry will want to get it for free, but he will deal if he has to. Jerry also represents some main stream actors and he will want to stay on the good side of the producer."
"I don't understand. It is an idea or at least a thought that thousands of people have had."
"Yes sweetie, but you brought it out into the open. You talked to an agent about it. You talked to me about it and who knows who else you might have discussed it with. You made it a legitimate idea and if they made the movie without you signing off on it you could sue. A suit like that in this town could run into the hundreds of thousands of dollars and the producer does not want to chance that kind of money or the possible adverse publicity. I know it sounds weird but people are always suing someone over the use of "their" idea and a good portion of them either win or settle for decent money out of court."
"Why are you telling me this? Aren't you cutting your own throat?"
"No sweetie; I'm only being used as a tool in this. I'm being used as a way to get you to sign the waiver."
"But if there is big money to be made in the film aren't you costing yourself a bunch of change?"
"What it is sweetie is that the producer makes main stream films and no way is a porn actress going to get anywhere near the project. I may make a few bucks as an un-credited technical advisor, but someone like Catherine Zeta-Jones will be the star and the male lead will be someone like Brad Pitt. It will be a romantic comedy about some country bumpkin who hits the lottery and then comes to Hollywood to make his fantasy come true."
"How would you be a technical advisor?"
"What will happen is that Jerry will have me keep a diary of everything that you and I do and that diary will form the story line. In the end the boy and girl will discover that they are in love and live happily ever after. But for it to work you have to sign the waiver or be on board with the project."
"Be on board? What does that mean?"
"It means you negotiate a deal."
"What kind of deal?"
"That is up to you sweetie. Just know that if you play your cards right your fantasy is a sure thing. Got to run sweetie. Take care and remember that you haven't talked with me."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Make a deal? What did I know about making deals with a Hollywood agent? I was going to have to fake it, but to fake it I would need to know more that I did. My brother John worked for an advertising agency and he occasionally had to work with some film people so I gave him a call and asked him to meet me for lunch. I could talk to John about damned near anything. When I was eighteen and he was nineteen we double dated with the Anson twins and he did Bev on the backseat while I was busy doing Barb on the front. The following weekend it was me in the back with Bev and John getting down with Barb. My first threesome was with John and Carrie who was his girlfriend at the time. There weren't many I could talk with about my fantasy, but of those I could John was at the top of the list.
I met him at Mario's and over lunch I explained my problem and he, bless him, had the solution.
"I'll talk to Andy Nelson this afternoon. He is the guy who handles coordinating all of the film work that we do. I'll get the name of an agent from him. When this guy Jerry calls tell him that you talked about your fantasy with me. Tell him who I work for and that you told me your fantasy and that I said it sounded like it would make a good movie. Tell him I put you in touch with Andy who gave you the name of an agent to call. Tell Jerry that you haven't had a chance to call the agent yet and then like your lady said it will be up to you to make a deal. Word of advice bro. Take his first offer, triple it and go from there."
"But I don't really want anything but the time with Kristal."
"He doesn't know that. Deal to get more weeks with the babe. Cut what you have to pay and have more to spend on her. Maybe get him to pick up expenses like airfare. Don't know brother mine; you need to figure it out. You know what you want so do what you think you need to do to get it."
He called me that night with the name of an agent in Los Angeles and then I waited to hear from Jerry.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It was two days after Kristal's call that Jerry called me. The conversation went just as Kristal had predicted and when Jerry got to the part about signing waivers and employment contracts I told him that I would have to hold off on that.
"You know we won't be able to move forward on your proposed arrangement with Kristal until we have these papers signed."
"I know, but I found out that I might have some other options available."
"Other options?"
I told him about talking to my brother, my brother bringing Andy into it and Andy giving me the name of an agent in Los Angeles.
"So you are saying that this guy who works with your brother sees a movie in this?"
"Well, he does work with film crews when making commercials and he is exposed to a lot of Hollywood types. He thinks it might have possibilities and he suggested that I give an agent a call. He gave me the name of a guy he has dealt with. Myron Eubanks; know him?"
"We've met. You know, he might be onto something. The more I think about it the more I can see that maybe there is something there. But hey, why call another agent; you already know me. I'll fax you the forms to fill out making me your agent. I'll shop the idea around and see what we can come up with. You need to know that as your agent I get 15% off the top."
"Okay, fax me the paperwork and I'll sign it and get it back to you. Now what about the deal with Kristal?"
"I talked with her a couple of days back and I think we are a go."
Then he went on to explain that I wouldn't get my three weeks in a single block, but if I was willing to split them up I could get the six that we had talked originally talked about.
"We just need to work out the details. Her first open week is the week after next."
Two days later Jerry called me and told me to submit my idea to him as a proposal. "Your brother's friend has good instincts. There is some interest. Make it look like a screen play if you can."
What the hell did I know about screen plays? I had however done enough outlines when I was in school to know how to outline an idea. I took what Kristal had told me and changed it around enough so it wouldn't sound like I was repeating something that I'd heard.
My hero was hung up on Kate Hudson and collected her photos, saw all of her movies, read everything written about her in People, US Weekly, Star' In Touch and other magazines like that and in general was obsessed with her (much the same as I was with Kristal). He had a rich uncle who died and left him a ton of money so he decided to head off to Hollywood to see if he could use his new found wealth to get close to his fantasy woman. He located his fantasy woman's agent and offered him fifty thousand if he would arrange for our hero to work with her in one of her films. The agent took the money, called in a favor and got our hero a bit part in one of fantasy woman's films. Then the agent laughingly told a bunch of people about 'the idiot' who paid just to be near fantasy woman and fantasy woman overheard, felt sorry for our hero and made an effort to spend some time with him on the set.
She invited him to a party at her house and he went and had a good time. He asked her for a date and she said yes and they had a good time. Romance bloomed. Then the busy bodies got involved. "You are ruining your career." "Your public will never stand for you getting together with a loser like him." People started doing things to 'save her from herself.' Things like deliberately scheduling her for things when they knew she had a date with him. Things like leaking phony stories to the gossip press about her 'secret romance' with______(fill in the blank with the name of the male Hollywood star of the moment). Things like leaking to gossip columnists that she only spends time with our hero to camouflage her romance with the male star of the moment.
Our hero hears all of this and his heart is broken and he leaves the Left Coast and goes home to Hicksville to lick his wounds. A couple of weeks later there is a knock on his door and he opens it to find fantasy woman standing there. She rushes into his arms and they live happily ever after. Or not.



I faxed the outline off to Jerry and then waited to see what would happen next.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
What happened next caught me completely by surprise. It was a week after I'd faxed my outline to Jerry. It was a Saturday night when the phone rang and it was Kristal.
"My flight leaves here at 3:06 pm tomorrow and gets into Denver at 6:21. You going to pick me up or should I cab over to your place? If I have to cab I'll need your address."
I was stunned into speechlessness.
"Rob? Are you there?"
I finally managed to get my wits about me and said, "I'll be there to pick you up. You won't be able to miss me. I'll be the one with the big goofy grin who won't be able to stand still."
It didn't really hit me until after I'd hung up the phone. My silly fantasy, my ridiculous pipe dream, my stupid off the wall idea was going to happen. It was really going to happen.
I was at the airport when United flight 748 arrived, but because of all the dumb Homeland Security bullshit I couldn't meet Kristal at the gate, but I told her that I would be outside waiting. She came out the door and all eyes were on her as she looked right and then left and spotted me. She walked up to me, put her two suitcases down, put her arms around me and gave me a kiss that made me weak in the knees.
"Happy to see me?"
"Oh God yes."
"Well then lover, let's get out of here and start our week."
To be continued...
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On the way to my condo Kristal said, "I don't know how you did it, but you really put Jerry's panties in a twist. He's all upset over you not going along with the program."
"I owe it all to you. Your phone call is what got me going."
I explained to her my getting with John and the outcome of our talk.
"What I don't understand is what caused you to get on the phone and clue me in?"
"Simple sweetie. You seemed like a nice guy and Jerry was getting ready to do to you what Hollywood always does to nice guys. Screw them. They have stuck it to me a time or two and I saw it as my chance to get a little payback. That and you are kind of cute."
"Me? Cute?"
"Don't sell yourself short sweetie. If it was just the money I would have taken a pass on this deal. You might not think so, but you do have something going for you. So, tell me what we will be doing this week."
I laid it all out for her and she told me that what she had packed would work for most of it, but if I was doing a tux and a limo for the symphony she was going to have to come up with an evening gown.
"I guess that will be the first order of business in the morning."
When we got to my condo I carried her bags in and showed her to her room. I showed her where everything was and while she was in the bathroom freshening up from her trip I got the pitcher of martinis out of the fridge and poured two glasses. I had checked with Jerry and found out some of her likes and dislikes and her favorite drink was a martini with the little onion. I had it ready for her when she came into the room. She took it, sat down on the couch next to me, tucked her legs up under her and asked:
"What's the plan for tomorrow?"
"Get up when we get up. I'll fix breakfast and then we will go shopping for your evening gown. Have lunch and then I'll expose you to some of my friends and hope that you won't come away thinking too badly about me."
"That should be interesting. Just what are they going to do that might cause me to think poorly of you?"
"Just be themselves. They can be a pretty crude bunch when they have had a beer or three."
"So if you are afraid of what they might do why are you going to take me to meet them?"
"It is one of those rock and hard place things. Before I had a clue that my fantasy would come true or that it would happen this week I organized a 'guy's afternoon out'. I arranged a skybox for tomorrow's Rockies game. It is my outing so I have to go, but now that you are here there isn't anyway I'm not going to make the most of every minute I can spend with you."
"Well sweetie, for your information I can do crude so don't worry about me."
She finished her martini and said, "I'm beat sweetie. It has been a long day for me and I'm going to turn in."
She stood up, leaned down and kissed me on the cheek and then went to her room. I went to bed thinking that I might never wash that cheek ever again.
x-x-x-x-x
The morning was a revelation. I had never seen Kristal without her make up and her hair done just right. All of her photos were glamour shots and in all of her films she was made up to look her best. The night we had dinner and when I met her at the airport she was perfection personified.
When she wandered into the kitchen in an oversized Michigan State sweat shirt, flip flops, no make up and 'bed' hair she looked totally different. Put a picture of her the way she looked that morning next to one of her glamour shots and you would never know that they were the same person. Even though just out of bed and not at her best she was still breathtaking beautiful. I fed her scrambled eggs with cheese, bacon, fried potatoes and sourdough toast and after three cups of coffee she got up to shower and dress.
She poured through the sports pages of the Rocky Mountain News while I drove us to Park Meadows Mall and then we spent the better part of the morning and early afternoon hitting shops. She eventually found the dress she wanted and on our way out to the car we passed a sports shop and told me to wait and she would be right back. She went into the store and came out ten minutes later with a package. I gave her a questioning look and she smiled at me and said "Later."
We hit a Red Robin for lunch and talked some more about what we would be doing that week. She was especially nervous about having dinner at my brother's on Wednesday because my parents and older sister would be there.
"What is your family going to think about you being with me?"
"Don't forget that it was John's plan that took care of Jerry. He knows about you and he thinks it is fantastic. As for mom, dad and my sister what are the odds that they watch porn films? Even if they do would I have proposed doing what we are doing if I cared about what other people would think? Besides, my parents are too well mannered to make you feel uncomfortable even if they do know who you are."
"What about your sister?"
"She has always considered her little brother a dork. If she knows who you are and sees us together it will knock her back on her heels."
"I'm not worried about me sweetie. I've had a long time to get used to how some people look at me. I know you don't care about your buddies, but family is different."
"Thank you for worrying about it, but I know my family and I'm not concerned."
We went home, changed clothes and headed for Coors Field. Kristal was wearing jeans, tennis shoes and a windbreaker even though it was fairly warm outside and I asked her why she had it on. She smiled at me and told me that she had heard that Denver turned chilly in the evenings at times and she wanted to be prepared.
When we walked into the box the guys who were already there turned to the door and you could see the jaws drop when I walked in with Kristal. "Guys, this is Kristal" and then I introduced her to the guys and said:
"I know this is supposed to be a guys outing, but Kristal flew in from Los Angeles to spend a few days with me and I couldn't just leave her alone at the condo."
I could tell from the looks on the faces of Charlie and Troy that they knew who Kristal was and I wondered how the afternoon was going to play out. It didn't take long for things to get interesting. The Rockies were playing the Giants that day and as the Giants took the field Kristal put her fingers in her mouth and gave a loud whistle. The she hollered "Kick ass guys; kick some Rocky Mountain ass" as she shed her windbreaker and displayed the Giant's jersey that she had apparently bought at Park Meadows. She looked around the room, gave a 1000 watt smile and said:
"What can I say guys. I'm a California girl."
The tight jeans and jersey did nothing to hide or disguise her 34D-23-34 body from the guys and I'm sure that baseball was the farthest thing from their minds at that moment. I saw Charlie and Troy looking at me with dumbfounded looks on their faces as I moved up to Kristal and put my arms around her and hugged her.
"You should have warned me about this."
"What?" she laughed, "And spoil the surprise?"
She pulled my head down and kissed me on the lips, winked at me and then we settled in to watch the game.
They was a lot of good natured ribbing between Kristal and the guys and Kristal gave better that what she got. All in all it was a fun afternoon made better by the Rockies winning. The guys ragged on Kristal about the Left Coast Losers and then Kristal surprised the hell out of everyone there, including me, when she went up to Jonas who was the only one there wearing a Rockies jersey and took her Giants jersey off. She handed it to Jonas and as everyone stared at her tits barely contained by her bra she said:
"Here. Trade you."
Jonas stared at her cleavage for several seconds before grabbing her jersey and taking his off and handing it to her. He held it to his nose, sniffed it and said:
"I'll never wash it and I'll sleep with it under my pillow for the rest of my life."
Kristal kissed him on the cheek and then she slipped on the Rockies jersey. Jonas was 6 foot four and his jersey fell below her knees and she laughed and said:
"I have a new nightgown."
She picked up her windbreaker and said "Thanks guys; I had a good time." Then she turned to me and said, "Take me home Rob; I'm horny."
We walked out leaving nine guys looking at each other and shaking their heads in disbelief. As we walked to the car Kristal said:
"How did I do sweetie?"
"You were magnificent."
"Yeah, I was, wasn't I."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
We had dinner at a Denny's and then we went back to my condo. I pored her a martini and we curled up on the couch and watched TV until she yawned and said she was going to turn in. I watched the idiot box for another half hour and then I went to bed. I spent some time staring up at the ceiling reliving the day and wondering how it might change my life. I knew one thing for sure. There were nine guys who were never going to look at me the same way again.
The next morning I woke to the sounds of noise coming from the kitchen. I got up to find Kristal rummaging in the cupboards. All she had on was the Rockies jersey and she still looked fantastic, sleepy hair and all. She heard me come into the room and without turning she asked:
"Where do you keep the Bisquick? I'm going to make pancakes."
I showed her where it was and then I went and took my morning shower. Kristal stuck her head in the room as I was toweling myself dry and asked me how many hotcakes I would like and I saw her looking at my exposed penis as I told her three or four and since I had never seen her in any of her videos with anything less than huge I wondered if she was thinking:
"Poor guy. Only six inches. No wonder his wife wanted to try a bigger one."
Thankfully I had long ago realized that there was nothing you could do about what you were born with and having a big dick just meant that you were born lucky, I thought of the joke about the hooker who laughed at the small cock on her customer and asked him who he expected to satisfy "with that tiny thing." The customer looked her right in the eye and said "Me." That was my attitude. I would always do my best to get my partner off and if that meant burying my head up to the neck in her pussy and licking it from the inside I'd go for it, but when it came to getting me off what I had did the job just fine. Besides, if Kristal felt sorry for me for only having six and five eights inches it didn't matter since I'd already made it clear that sex was not part of the deal.
Then I looked in the mirror and thought "Get a grip Rob. For all you know she might have walked away pissed because you didn't get an instant hard on as soon as you saw her walk in." I finished in the bathroom and walked into the kitchen and she set a plate with four hotcakes down in front of me and then sat down across from me. As she nibbled on her lone pancake she asked:
"What's on for today?"
"The limo will pick us up at six-fifteen. Until then the day is yours. What would you like to do?"
"My cousin used to drive in the race to the top of Pike's Peak, but I have never been there. Is it close enough that we could go there and be back in time?"
"We can be there in an hour and a half. If we leave in the next half hour we can make it."
It was a very enjoyable day. I'm lucky that I didn't kill us on the drive because I kept taking my eyes off the road and looking over at Kristal sitting next to me. I know it was silly of me. I mean she was there and I knew she was there, but I had to keep looking to confirm that it wasn't a daydream -- a figment of my imagination.
We spent an hour on the top of the Peak and she bought a couple of souvenir t-shirts at the gift shop. While we were there I led her over to one of the telescopes that were mounted on pedestals and pointed it southwest.
"If you look real hard you can see the roof of the little cabin I have over by Evergreen Station."
"A cabin? Can we go there?"
"Not this time, not and get back in time for the symphony, but I'll take you there on one of the next weeks you are here. I'll warn you ahead of time that you will be roughing it. There is no electricity, no running water and an outhouse for a bathroom."
"I can rough it. I want to go. Can't we go now? Do we really have to go to the symphony?"
"No honey, we don't have to go to the symphony, but I didn't pack for the cabin. I don't have any of the things we will need if we are going there. I promise you that we will go there the next time you are here."
"I'm going to hold you to that. I like the mountains."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The limo driver knocked on the door at exactly six-fifteen and I called out to Kristal that it was time to go. My jaw dropped when she came out of her room. She was stunning. It was a good thing that the symphony was a listening event because if it was a visual event no one would see any of it. All eyes and I do mean all eyes -- male and female -- were going to be on my date.
It started as soon as we stepped out the door. The driver of the limo could not take his eyes off of Kristal. He stumbled a couple of times on his way to open the rear door for us because he wasn't watching where he was walking and instead kept glancing at Kristal. I wasn't sure that I wanted him to drive because I knew he would have his eyes on the rear view mirror instead of the road. By the time we reached the car I knew for sure that I didn't want him to drive and I got a big grin on my face.
It was silly of me, but the whole thing was silly. My idea and Kristal's acceptance of it were off the wall to begin with so why not a little more weirdness. When we reached the limo he opened the door for Kristal and then I told him to get in back with her. He protested until I slipped him a fifty and then he got in back and took the seat opposite Kristal while she looked at me with a bemused smile. I got in, started the limo and drove away.
When we got to the auditorium the people on the sidewalk saw a man in a tux get out of the limo, walk to the rear door and open it. A stunningly beautiful woman got out followed by a man in a chauffer's uniform. The man in the tux offered the beautiful lady his arm and then they walked into the building. At least sixty people saw it happen and I'm sure that most of them are still trying to get their minds around it. As we took our seats Kristal asked me:
"Why in the world did you do that?"
"He couldn't take his eyes off you. He would have been looking in the rear view all the way here and God only knows who he might have hit. Besides, just imagine how it will play in the movie after Jerry and his producer buddy read about it in your diary."
The evenings performance was a dual program of Beethoven's First and Fifth symphonies. I was totally knocked on my ass when just before the start of the Fifth Kristal leaned to me and said:
"You should pay particular attention when the opening measure introduces the piccolo, contrabassoon and three trombones at the same time. That is quite a departure from Beethoven's usual style."
I don't know jack about classical music other than know I like to listen to it so I sat there and looked at her open mouthed. She smiled at me and said:
"What? You think all I am is a hot body and a pretty face?"
There was a cocktail party at the Brown Palace after the performance and Kristal shone. The men and women in attendance could not take their eyes off of her. The men looked at her with lust in their hearts and the women looked at her with hatred in their eyes and all of them, men and women alike, wondered what a woman like that was doing on the arm of a guy like me.
I was waiting at the bar waiting on the bartender to build us two fresh drinks while I watched Kristal in conversation with Riccardo Muti who was the visiting conductor who had conducted the evening's performance when Bill Thomas walked up to me.
"I never knew that you had that large of a dick."
"Why would you say that?"
"Why else would Kristal Summers be with you?"
"She likes my smile."
"Yeah, right. You have to let me in on your secret."
Before I could say anything Kristal walked up to us and I handed her her fresh martini. I introduced her to Bill and then Bill said:
"I just have to ask this. What is a drop dead gorgeous woman doing with a guy like Rob? I mean he is a really great guy and all, but....." and before he could finish what he was going to say Kristal interrupted him and said:
"He is great in bed."
Bill's jaw dropped and Kristal took me by the arm and said, "Come on lover, there is someone I want you to meet" and she led me over to Muti. As we walked away from Bill she said:
"I think your stock just went up a few points. Hope you don't mind."
"Not in the least. Just having him hear you call me lover made my evening perfect."
After we settled into the limo I said, "There is something I have always wanted to do. Will you give me your panties?"
"Are you that kinky? You want to sniff my panties?"
"No, nothing like that."
She lifted her dress and took off her panties and I saw her pussy live for the first time. Before then I had only seen it on my downloaded videos. I had to tear my eyes away from it when she handed me her panties. I rapped on the partition and when the driver lowered it I handed him the undergarment and told him to put them over the rear view mirror. He did what I told him to do and as the partition slid back up Kristal asked:
"What did you do that for?"
"For the same reason I drove earlier. I want to arrive alive at our destination and he just can't take his eyes off of you. For that matter I can't either, but I need for his eyes to be on the road."
"You know what he will think is going on back here don't you?"
"It will give him something to tell his buddies."
When we got back to the condo I tipped the driver handsomely and then we went inside and changed out of our evening clothes. I put on sweats and Kristal joined me on the couch wearing her Rockies jersey. We sipped martinis and she filled me in on Hollywood gossip and I filled her in on my career as a civil engineer. She wanted to talk about Joan, but I shut that down in a hurry.
"It is still a very raw open wound and I don't need to go there."
She told me that she knew how it felt because she had gone through something similar.
"I didn't get to see it like you did, but someone who did see it told me and when I confronted him he didn't even try to deny it. He just shrugged his shoulders and acted like it was no big thing."
That made no sense to me. Why would anyone who had a woman like Kristal be playing around with someone else? We talked a little more and then called it a night.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Wednesday I took Kristal out for breakfast and then we spent a good part of the day lying around the condo complex's swimming pool. Spending a good part of the day looking at Kristal in a bikini was almost enough in itself to make the week worthwhile. Because of the major, major wood that it caused I spent a good part of that time lying on my stomach and don't think for one second that Kristal didn't know why.
We arrived at John's house at five and found that my sister and her husband were already there. John swore to me that he didn't tell his wife Nancy anything at all about Kristal other than I would be bringing a date to the family dinner and when Nancy and Kristal were introduced I saw no sign that Nancy has a clue as to Kristal was. It was a different story with my sister Rachel and her husband. There was no doubt from the look on Kevin's face that he knew who Kristal was. I couldn't read the look on Rachel's face. It could have been that she knew who Kristal was or it just could have been shock and surprise that her dork of a brother could even know a woman like Kristal. I know Kristal read the faces the same as I did, but I had no way of knowing what she was thinking.



We sipped martinis and talked for a while and then Nancy got up to see about dinner and Kristal got up and said she would give Nancy a hand. Rachel looked from me to Kristal and then back to me again and then she got up to join Nancy and Kristal in the kitchen. Kevin was just bursting to say something, but he couldn't because John was there and he didn't know that John already knew about Kristal. John could read people and he knew what was roaring around in Kevin's head, but he wasn't going to say anything. He just smiled and said:
"When you told me about her and described her I thought you were probably on drugs, but now that I've seen her I can honestly say that your description did not do her justice. Where in the world did you meet her?"
I gave him the cover story that Kristal and I had agreed on. "I was in Los Angeles on business a month or so ago and I met her while I was out there."
Before I could say anymore mom and dad came into the room. Mom looked around and then said:
"Okay, where is she? Where is this girl who is so special that we are having a family dinner in the middle of the week just so we can meet her?"
John laughed and said, "Get real mom. We set this dinner up before we even knew about Rob's new lady friend. Anyway, the girls are in the kitchen."
Mom headed off for the kitchen and dad sat down and as was usual with him the talk immediately turned to sports and stayed on that subject until mom came back into the room with Kristal and introduced her to dad. I saw his eyebrows rise as he looked at her and then at me. I read the look.
"You're shitting me! You and my boy? No way! Just what the hell is going on here?"
But dad was too well mannered to say what he was thinking and so he just shook Kristal's hand and said "Nice meeting you."
At that point Nancy called us all to dinner. Naturally, mom being mom, the table conversation started off with mom asking:
"And just how did you two meet?"
We knew it was coming and we were ready for it. Kristal said "I was walking down the street in Beverly Hills when one of my heels got caught in a crack in the sidewalk. I stumbled, twisted my ankle, started to fall and luckily Rob was there to catch me. He helped me to a seat at a table at one of the outdoor cafes and one thing led to another and we had dinner that night. When I knew I was coming to Denver I gave Rob a call and he offered to show me around while I'm here."
"What have you seen" Nancy asked and as soon as Kristal said that I had taken her to a Rockies game my dad jumped in and it was sports talk again and Kristal wound dad up when she told him that the Rockies were a second rate team compared to the Giants and the conversation that followed was lively indeed until dinner was over and it was time to clear the table. Kristal got up to help Nancy as did mom and Rachel and the men moved to the living room.
The funniest part of the evening for me was watching Kevin. He was just dying to say something to me, but didn't dare in front of John or my dad. The women finished in the kitchen and joined us in the living room. After everyone was seated Nancy said:
"The reason for this little gathering tonight is that John and I have an announcement to make and we wanted everyone to hear it at the same time. There is going to be a new member in the family."
Everyone turned to look at Kristal and me and my mom gasped. Nancy laughed and said, "I'm not talking about Rob and Kristal. I'm talking about what will be joining us in a little over eight months."
There were congratulations and the talk was off sports for the rest of the evening. After a bit I said that Kristal and I had to be going and as everyone was saying goodbye to Kristal my dad looked me in the eye and said:
"I sure as hell hope you know what you are doing."
Mom and Kristal walked up to us before I could ask him what he meant. Was it his way of telling me that he knew who Kristal was or was it a "She's out of your league son; make sure you don't get burnt" kind of thing? As we got in the car Kristal said:
"I think that went well. You have a very nice family."
"They seemed to like you."
"Your mother and Nancy invited me to go shopping with them tomorrow."
"What did you tell them?"
"I said that I wasn't sure what your plans were and that I would call them and let them know."
"I had planned on going back up into the mountains and spending the night at the cabin, but I would never come between a woman and her chance to go shopping."
"And this woman would never choose shopping over going to the mountains so I guess that settles that."
When we got home there was a message from Kevin on the answering machine.
"Call me Rob. It is important."
I called him and put the phone on speaker.
"Hello?
"Its Rob Kevin, I got your message. Whatcha need?"
"Jesus Rob, do you have any idea who you brought to dinner tonight?"
"Of course I do."
"You mean you know that she is a porn star?"
"Who? Kristal? Where did you get an off the wall idea like that?"
"Not shitting you Rob. Her name is Kristal Summers and she is in porn videos."
"Now I know you don't know what you are talking about. Her name is Kristal Grabowski, not Summers."
"Trust me on this one Rob. I've got two of her videos. No mistake Rob; she is Kristal Summers."
"Oh wow. How lucky can you get."
"What do you mean?"
"Have you got a porn star sleeping at your house?"
"No."
"I guess I have and how lucky is that. Talk to you later Kevin. Bye."
I smiled at Kristal and said, "Wait until I tell him we are getting married." I saw her face change and quickly said, "I'll just be pulling his leg honey; just jerking his chain."
"How long before all of your family knows?"
I told her what my father said as we were leaving and then told her that by then all of the men probably knew.
"And you don't care?"
"Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? What man wouldn't give an arm or a leg to have you on his arm? All it means is that some people will be looking at me now and wondering just what it is that I have that makes me desirable to a porn star. Tell you what. From now on I want you to answer the phone when it rings. When they ask for me say something like "Let me see if he has his clothes back on yet." It will drive them all crazy trying to figure it out."
"You really don't care."
"Not a bit."
"What should I tell them if they ask me point blank?"
"You tell them anything that your little heart desires."
"You are sure about this?"
"Absolutely. But for right now you need to pack for a day and a night in the mountains. Sweatshirt, jeans, tennis shoes, sweater and your windbreaker. It can get pretty chilly up there this time of the year."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The aspen leaves were changing color so the drive to the cabin was colorful. On the dirt road on the way up the mountain we saw several deer and a couple of elk. Kristal spotted a hawk and just after she saw it it dived and that signaled that some poor rabbit or other small creature had become dinner.
Kristal was surprised when we pulled up at the cabin and she looked around. She must have been thinking of something like the lodges at Lake Tahoe so a small stone cabin with a small wooden deck caught her by surprise.
"I'll admit that it isn't much to look at, but as a weekend get-a-way it works just fine."
I unlocked the door and she went in while I unloaded the water, ice, food and propane tank for the Coleman stove. While I was doing that Kristal was looking around and shaking her head as I said:
"No electricity, no running water and the heat comes from that wood burning pot-bellied stove over there in the corner."
She pointed to the stairs at the end of the room and I told her that they went up to what served as the bedroom in the loft. She went up the stairs, looked around and came down.
"There is only one bed up there."
"I know. That is where you will sleep. I'll take the couch down here."
We went out onto the deck and sat down and I pointed out the landmarks. "That cone shaped breast looking mountain straight out in front is Mount Pisgah. Just to the left of it is Cripple Creek. You can't see it from here, but at night you will see the town's lights reflected in the sky. That large lump to the far left is Pike's Peak."
"What do you do when you come up here?"
"Take walks, sit on the deck and read or just sit and look at the scenery."
"That's it?"
"If you like peace and quiet it is enough. Come on, I'll show you around."
We went for a long two hour walk and when we got back I fixed us some lunch and we took it out on the deck to eat it. She spotted another hawk, but this one just circled looking for prey and not finding any it moved off to the south. We sat there and talked for about a half hour and suddenly I became aware that we were holding hands. I've no idea of when or how it happened, but I was not about to do anything that would break the spell. Maybe another hour went by and I caught movement out of the corner of my eye.
"Sit still and don't move" I told Kristal, "And watch the tree line just to your right."
A doe stepped cautiously out from the trees and moved out into the open and seconds later three more followed her and the four of them slowly meandered across the back of the property.
"I've got a couple of salt blocks down in that little dip about a fifty yards down from the deck and just to the left of those dead aspens."
The lead doe came up to where the salt blocks were, glanced in the direction of the deck and then lowered her head to the salt. The four stayed there about fifteen minutes and then wandered off.
"Cam we follow them?"
"We can, but we have to be careful to stop when they stop and not make any sudden moves or loud noises or we will spook them."
We followed the four from fifty yards back for about an hour and a half as they wandered around chewing grass and eating the bark off of aspen trees. We started losing the light and turned and went back to the cabin. I fixed dinner and then we sat out on the deck and looked at the stars. I pointed out the North Star, and the Big and Little Dippers and a couple of bright spots that I thought were satellites because they never appeared to blink.
The shocker came at bedtime. I started making up the couch and Kristal said:
"No couch for you tonight fantasy boy. Tonight you share a bed with me."
It was a good thing that I didn't have my hopes up. All she meant was that we would share the queen size bed. She wore sweats and I wore pajamas. One thing about that pot bellied stove. When it burned down and the ashes cooled it got downright chilly up there on the mountain. I woke up around two in the morning and found Kristal spooned up against me for warmth. It was very, very, very hard for me to behave.
On the ride home Kristal said, "This is not turning out the way I expected."
"And just what did you expect?"
"I expected that each night would be a party somewhere so you could show off to as many people as possible."
"My fantasy was to be with you. Just that, to be with you. Alone or with a bunch of people, just to be with you. I couldn't help the ball game because that was already planned before I knew you were coming. Ditto with the dinner at John's house and with Ken's retirement party tonight. To be absolutely honest here I never expected even in my wildest dreams that this would ever happen so I've just moved on with my life. However, I do plan on taking you out and showing you off on Saturday. We will be going out to dinner and then dancing. I hope you like Mexican food and country western dancing."
"You are full of surprises sweetie. Symphony on one end, country music on the other and peaceful quiet mountains in the middle."
I shrugged and paid attention to my driving.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Sexy and elegant. That is the only way to describe Kristal as she came into the living room ready to go to Ken's retirement party. A simple little black dress, a lone string of pearls and heels. She took my breath away. One thing was sure and that was no one at work was ever going to see me in the same light again. No more would they think "hard working, nose to the grindstone, stick in the mud Rob."
You could hear the momentary hush as Kristal and I walked into the banquet room at the Hyatt. I had no idea if and of the men -- or women for that matter -- recognized Kristal, but I didn't care if they did. She was on my arm and all was well with my world. I got Kristal a martini from the bar and then we circulated and I introduced her to my coworkers. I didn't strut and I wasn't all puffed up like a peacock, but I have no doubt that everyone there knew how pleased I was over the attention that Kristal and I received.
Then Barry, president and CEO of the company, called out that it was time to eat. After a prime rib dinner we had a drink and sat and listened to all the speeches and applauded when Ken received his going away gifts -- fly rod, creel and an Atlas to use for planning fishing trips and of course, the proverbial gold watch. After that it broke up into a cocktail party.
I was surprise when Barry came up to us. I had been with the company six years and in all that time Barry had only spoken to me once. After some small talk Barry said:
"I hope you aren't going to let this one get away Rob."
I was even more surprised when Kristal laughed and said, "I've been trying to nail him down, but I can't get him to commit."
Barry gave me an appraising glance and then moved off to talk with others. I turned to Kristal.
"Can't get me to commit? We can be in Vegas in four hours and Elvis can do the honors."
"Don't you wish."
The silly part was yes, I did wish.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Saturday was a sleep in day and I didn't roll out of bed until a little after nine. I was making coffee when Kristal came into the room. Barefoot, tousled hair and nothing on but her Rockies jersey. I thought that I could stand seeing her like that for the rest of my life. She smiled at me and said:
"In or out?"
"In or out what?"
"Breakfast here or out?"
"Which would you prefer?"
"Out. This is a lazy day and neither of us should do anything except lay around the house or pool."
So that is what we did. We had breakfast at a Village Inn and then took the sun by the pool. I'm sure that Kristal in her bikini was the center of attention, but I've no way of knowing for sure since I couldn't take my eyes off of her long enough to see what other people were doing.
After a light lunch we had to go shopping. All Kristal had packed were tennis shoes, flip flops and high heels none of which were suitable for country western dancing. She didn't want to go the boot route, but we did find a nice pair of flats with leather soles that would work just fine.
We hit Three Margaritas for dinner and then we went to the Wagon Wheel. The live band there that week was Little Jimmy Hansen and the Barnyard Stompers. There were several people there that I knew and we ended up shoving several tables together and I introduced Kristal to everyone. I had gotten out of the habit of checking faces to see if anyone had a clue as to who my date was because I just didn't care.
Kristal could two-step and waltz, but she didn't know any of the line dances and she didn't know western swing so we had a fun evening as we danced and I tried to teach her what I knew. There was a bit of a dark spot when Sally Fortner nudged me and said:
"Don't look now, but your ex just walked in."
Kristal heard her and asked "Where?"
Sally pointed and I saw Joan sitting down at a table with two of her girlfriends. One of her girlfriends must have seen me and mentioned it to Joan and she looked our way and then quickly turned back to her friends. Kristal and I got up and went over and joined the line for a Tush Push and when it was over and the band moved into a waltz Kristal pulled me out onto the floor.
"When we go by her tabled I want you molded to me."
"You are evil?"
"I know sweetie; it is part of my charm."
We made a dozen turns around the floor and every time we went by Joan's table Kristal would be nibbling on my ear or nuzzling into my neck. I've no idea how Joan was taking it because I never looked her way. The waltz ended and we went back to our table and after a couple of minutes I got up to use the john and when I came back to the table I saw Josh Billings walking away from the table and everyone at the table laughing. Josh and I had never been friends. In fact, we couldn't stand each other.
Before I could sit down Kristal stood up and pulled me out onto the floor for a two-step and as we went by Joan's table for the third time Kristal said:
"She can't take her eyes off of you."
"So?"
"Nothing sweetie; it was just a comment."
"It is you she is looking at and she is trying to figure out what a bombshell like you is doing with me."
"It is you she is looking at sweetie. Trust me on this one. I know when someone is looking at me and she isn't."
"No, you trust me on this. She isn't looking at me. She had me and I wasn't enough for her. All she is doing is wondering what a woman like you is doing with a guy like me."
Kristal just shrugged and made no reply.
About ten minutes later Ben Fortner asked Kristal to try a two-step with him and when they got out on the floor Sally pulled me up off my chair and we moved out on the floor.
"Where on Earth did you find her Rob?"
I told her the same story that Kristal had told my family.
"And she flew here just to spend a week with you?"
I shrugged.
"Not that you aren't worth the trip baby, but she does seem to be a bit more than you.....oh never mind. I'm happy for you. I like her. We all like her and we love what she did to Josh."
"What did she do to Josh?"
"When you got up to go to the bathroom he came over and asked her for a dance. She politely said no and said her man -- that's what she called you, her man -- might not like it and to come back when you were there so you could either approve or not. And then Josh, asshole that he is, told her that she was wasting her time on a loser like you; that you weren't even man enough to hang onto your wife. She looked him right in the eye and told him that it wasn't your fault that your wife wasn't woman enough for you. And then she said, and this is an exact quote, "Do you think that I would fly here from LA to spend a week with a guy who couldn't get the job done? Fuck off asshole!" Everybody started laughing and Josh slunk off licking his wounds."
"Go back to the point where you said "never mind." What were you going to say?"
"Don't take this wrong Rob. You know that I love you like a brother, but I don't think the two of you could make it for the long haul. There is just something about her. I don't know what. Just a feeling, but she isn't wife material."
"Maybe that is a good thing. Maybe I'm not husband material so maybe we would be a good fit."
"Whatever baby; have your fun while you can."
We were there another hour and then Kristal said we needed to be going.
"I have a noon flight to catch lover and I still have to pack."
We said our goodbyes and as we left I saw Joan watching us leave and I wondered what she was thinking. Sorry that she had fucked it up for us or wondering how a little dick like me ended up with a woman like Kristal.
Kristal was quiet on the ride home and when we got there she kissed me on the cheek and went to her room. I undressed and was lying there looking up at the ceiling and going over the week in my mind when the bedroom door opened and Kristal came into the room. With the hallway light behind her I could see that she was naked. She walked over to the bed, pulled the covers off of me and got on the bed. I started to ask her what she was doing but before I could get a word out she placed a finger across my lips and said:



"I know that this isn't supposed to be part of the deal, but I want to do it. I want your fantasy to be perfect."
She took her finger from my lips, lowered her face and kissed me.
It was incredible. We did everything but anal. She sucked my cock and I ate her pussy. We did it in the missionary position and when she had me back up for the second time we went cowgirl. We went sixty-nine and the third time was doggie and the forth was reverse cowgirl. The fifth was going to be anal, but my little guy just could not answer the call to duty. I do have to admit that the sex was not physically any better than the sex I had enjoyed with Joan and Annalise, but emotionally it was mind blowing. I actually got to make love to my fantasy woman and that in itself gave me an unbelievable high. We fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms and I slept like a baby.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The ride to the airport was silent for the first half of the trip and then Kristal said:
"Your ex would kill to have you back."
"Where did you get that silly idea?"
"From her."
I glanced over at her.
"I followed her into the bathroom last night. I asked her why she was dumb enough to let you get away. She told me that it wasn't dumb; it was just plain stupid. A phone call sweetie and she's yours."
"She was mine once before and I wasn't enough for her."
"Don't give me that sweetie. You were more than enough for her and you know it. The problem here is your ego, your pride, your sense of self worth or whatever. She let someone else borrow something that you considered yours alone and it pissed you off. Let me tell you something lover. There isn't a woman in the world who hasn't heard that bigger is better and there isn't a woman who has heard that who hasn't wondered if it is true. Most never get the chance to find out and almost all who do get the chance take it. I know at least a dozen married women who have taken the chance, satisfied their curiosity without their husbands knowing and then have gone back to being loving and faithful wives."
"You know a dozen?"
"You've seen who I work with lover and you've seen what they have. We travel in the same circles so I see who they date and run around with. But here is the thing about huge cocks. The guys they are attached to are pursued by women who want to "know" and they don't have to work for their pussy the way guys like you have to. They don't have to go the 'wine and dine' route. They don't need to buy the flowers, cards and candy. They don't need to do any romancing so all the girl gets out of the deal is fucked. She finds out that bigger is indeed better, but that all the guy has to offer is a big dick and for most women that just isn't enough. They need love and affection and they need to be treated as a person and not just a piece of willing meat.
"Your ex took the chance and satisfied her curiosity and if you hadn't found out it would have been over and done with and believe it or not your marriage would have been a lot stronger for it because she would have realized just what she had in you and what you brought to the table. You were the complete package and not just a large piece of meat.
"But you did find out and pride and ego got into it. One more thing lover and then I'll shut up. I saw it and I know that one or two others at our table saw it. Any time you thought no one was looking your way you were looking at your ex. Deny it all you want, but something is still there."
By then we were at the departure area and I pulled over and got Kristal's suitcases out of the trunk. She put her arms around me and gave me one hell of a hot kiss and then she said:
"I had a blast lover and I'm glad I did it, but the bad news is that this is all there is going to be. No three or more weeks. One is all I can give and I hope it was memorable. Goodbye lover and good luck."
She kissed me again and then I watched her walk away.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The following weeks were full of phone calls from people asking, "Do you have the slightest idea of who that was?" I couldn't stop for a drink after work without someone saying "You lucky dog you. How in the hell did you meet her?" Some women that I had been interested in at one time or another, but who hadn't been interested in me were saying "Call me. Maybe we can do lunch."
I spent my nights reliving my week with Kristal and wishing that it could have lasted longer. If it would have it wouldn't have led to anything and I knew it. Kristal hadn't hidden her nature from me. One of the nights we sat on the couch and sipped martinis she told me why she was in 'the business.'
"I love sex, I love variety, I love size and I get it all and get paid for it. For me it just doesn't get any better than that."
Still, I could fantasize about a life with her and I did.
Three days after Kristal flew back I got a call from Jerry. After his commission was taken out I would receive $16,560.00 for my idea. It wasn't lost on me that the amount covered what my week with Kristal had cost and then some.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
But the fantasy had one more act to play. It was two months after my fantasy week had taken place. I was fixing dinner when the phone rang. My hands were busy so I pushed the button that put the phone on speaker.
"Hello?"
"Hi sweetie, miss me?"
"You know I do."
"Enough to want to see me again?"
"What do you have in mind?"
"An all expense paid week in Hollywood and a week's work in the entertainment industry."
"Go on."
"You know what a fluffer is in my business?"
"She's the girl who gets the guys ready to perform, right?"
"Right. I need a fluffer sweetie. Someone to warm me up and get me ready to take on the male star of my next video. I thought of you sweetie. Would you like the job?"
"I'm sure that he would love the job" Joan said, "But I've got him back and I intend to keep him so thank you, but no thank you" and she pushed the button to disconnect.
"That was rude. Shouldn't you have let me do my own talking?"
"No way lover. No way could I trust you to say no to that sexpot. You are mine and I'll do whatever I have to do to keep you to myself."
"A bit possessive are we?"
"Damned straight lover, damned straight."
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x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It had been a long day. A 'brown out' had slowed things down at work and it couldn't have happened at a worst time. The production run was already behind and we were up against a hard deadline. The contract had penalties for failure to deliver on time and we would have to work overtime on the weekend if we were to have any chance at all of meeting the deadline.
I was looking forward to a cold beer on the living room couch as I caught the news on CNN. There was a Harley in the driveway just behind Audrey's Hondo Civic and I wondered who it might belong to. I walked into the living room and found Audrey sitting on the couch with some guy who looked just like the typical 'biker' that you see portrayed in the movies and on TV. A vest with all kinds of badges, pins and patches over a shirt with the sleeves torn off. Jeans, engineer boots completed the costume. His arms and hands were covered with tattoos and even without seeing them I would bet that he had a "hate" tattoo on his left hand and a "love" tattoo on his right.
Audrey stood up as I walked into the room and said, "Good. Now we can get this over with."
"Get what over with Aud?"
"I'm leaving you Rob."
That came as a surprise to me as I'd not seen any indication of her dissatisfaction with me or our marriage. I looked at the guy sitting on the couch and smirking at me while holding a beer that I'd bet came from my stock in the fridge. I nodded toward him and said:
"With this piece of shit?"
He didn't like that and he started to get up. I ignored him and said to Audrey:
"Good luck with your new life."
I didn't waste any time with "Why?" or "What have I done?" or any of that other bullshit. If she was leaving and had asshole there to hold her hand it meant that she had already stabbed me in the back and cheated on me with him so she was history in my books. I turned to go to the kitchen and get me a beer and then the biker said:
"That's it? Your bitch tells you she is dumping your ass and all you say is have a nice life? Oh well, she said you would be a wimp."
I turned and looked at Audrey. "Did you say that? Did you tell asshole here that I was a wimp?"
Audrey looked away from me and I had my answer. I turned to the asshole and hit him. It caught him by surprise. Wimps aren't supposed to get violent, right? He shook it off and came after me. He must have been still thinking of me as a wimp because he didn't use any caution at all. He just rushed at me. I kicked the inside of his right knee and drove it outward and he screamed and went down as the knee gave way. I kicked him twice in the stones, lifted him up and slammed him against the wall and then I beat the living shit out of him. The entire time Audrey was screaming, "Stop it, stop it" but I ignored her. When I got tired I let him slump to the floor. I looked over at Audrey and said:
"How's that for being wimpy Aud?"
I grabbed asshole by his feet and drug him outside and left him lying on the driveway next to his bike and then I went into the garage and got the half inch drive breaker bar and a screwdriver out of my tool box and went back to where the asshole was lying on the ground and moaning. I used the breaker bar to bust every light on the bike and then I carved "The wimp did this" into the paint on his gas tank.
I went back into the house and found Audrey sitting on the couch crying and I said:
"I hope you know how to ride his bike because I don't think he is in shape to do it."
"I can't drive a motorcycle. I'm taking my car."
"Oh no you aren't" I said as I grabbed her purse and dumped it out on the coffee table. I picked up her keys as I said "That car still has my name on the title and we still owe on it. I don't trust you to make the payments and I'll be damned if I'm going to let you ruin my credit."
Then I noticed the white envelope with First National Bank on it and I picked it up and looked inside. It was stuffed with money. I took my cell phone off my belt and hit the speed dial number for the bank. I punched in our account number and the mechanical voice said:
"Your checking account balance is six dollars and thirteen cents. Press two for withdrawal information. Press three for..."
I disconnected and snarled, "You bitch. You fucking whore! A house payment due, a car payment due and you cleaned me out and were going to leave me here holding the bag."
I picked up her wallet and took everything out of it except her driver's license and tossed it to her.
"Get out. Get your worthless ass out of here before I lose it and do to you what I did to that asshole you brought into my house."
"All my things are in the car."
"I'll clean the car out and dump your shit in the driveway. Anything still there on trash day will go out on the curb with the rest of the garbage now get the fuck out of here."
She walked out the door sniffling and sobbing and I went to the fridge to get another beer. As I pulled the tab on the can I had a thought so I set the beer down on the kitchen table and went back outside. Audrey was digging through the car for something and the biker was sitting up, leaning against his bike and retching. I walked up and looked down at him.
"I know your type asshole. I know just what you are going to do. You are going to round up some buddies and come back here to show me that I can't fuck with you and get away with it. I know you are going to do it and so I'll be watching out for you. I'm warning you now that if I see your ass again I'll do more than just beat the fuck out of you. Remember that asshole. You have been warned."
I went back into the house and about a half hour later I heard the Harley start up and drive off.
I was in the living room getting asshole's empty beer can off of the coffee table when I noticed a leather jacket lying on the floor next to the couch. I picked it up and on the back was painted a skull and the words "Diablo Riders." I looked at it for a few seconds and then I called my cousin Lou who was a sergeant on the local police force and asked him if he knew anything about the Diablo Riders.
"Only that they are a bunch of bad mother fuckers. They are into dope dealing and prostitution, but we haven't been able to hang anything on them. Why do you want to know about them?
I told him and he laughed. "I guess I know what Audrey will be doing this time next week. They'll have her hooked on something and she will be out on the streets making money for them. But you have a problem cuz. They can't allow what you did to go unavenged. It might give other people ideas."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I was watching the pregame show on Monday night football when the call came. I turned off the TV and went out and sat down on the front porch swing. Just a little over an hour later a car and two pick up trucks pulled up in front of the house and seven guys got out. One of them was asshole and I was pleased to see that he was walking with a cane. They came up the walk and I went down off the porch to meet them. One of them, a big ugly bearded dude said:
"You fucked up man. You don't mess with one of our guys and get away with it."
"I would suggest that you get off my property and do it now."
"Oh we will be going shit face, but not until after we teach you a lesson."
Two men moved in on me, one on each side and then the ugly dude swung at me. I didn't try to avoid the punch; I just stood there and took it. All hell broke loose as cops came spilling out of the house and garage and police cars with lights flashing and sirens going roared up the street and pulled up in front of the house. It all distracted the ugly dude and I speared him in the throat with the stiffened fingers of my right hand. At the same time I kicked the right knee of the guy on my right and he went down. The guy on my left was already running, but he didn't get far before two cops had him on the ground and were cuffing him.
Ugly dude lay at my feet gasping for breath and the other guy was clutching his knee and moaning. The rest of the group were all in handcuffs and being led away. All except asshole. He was standing there leaning on his cane as he watched his buds being loaded into the back of cop cars. My cousin Lou and another officer led him into the garage, sat him down on a chair and then cuffed him to it. Lou showed me two small cellophane bags and said:
"We found this on him. It is enough to take him down for possession with intent to sell. What do you want me to do?"
"Dump it or lose it. I don't want him in jail. I want him out where I can get to him."
Lou handed me the keys to the handcuffs and then he and the other officer left. I walked over to my tool box and brought out the half inch drive breaker bar and then walked back over to stand in front of asshole. I stood there lightly tapping my palm with the breaker bar and then said:
"They call this a breaker bar because it can usually break loose a stubborn nut or bolt. But you might remember that it can also break things. Remember the lights on your scooter? Remember what I told you the last time I saw you? I told you that if I ever saw you again I'd do more than just beat the fuck out of you, but you didn't listen did you. Did you see the punch that your buddy threw at me? Did you see me just stand there and take it? That was the price I had to pay to get you in this chair. I had to take that punch so it could be caught on tape to show just cause for the cops to take down your friends. Maybe they will thank you for giving them the opportunity to spend some time in jail. Think?"
I swung the breaker bar at his right knee as hard as I could and he screamed. I grabbed a shop towel from my work bench and forced it into his mouth to quiet him down and then I beat his right knee into mush. He had passed out from the pain so he was dead weight when I loaded him into the back of my pick up. I drove to a park just outside of town, pulled him out of the truck and dropped him by the pay phone just outside the public toilets. I checked his pockets to make sure that he had enough change to call for help and when I saw he didn't I put two quarters in his pocket.
I woke him up with some smelling salts and when I had his attention I told him:
"I warned you last time and you ignored it. You can ignore this warning too if you want to and it won't bother me at all. You like western movies? You know the part where one guy says to the other "This town isn't big enough for both of us. You have until sundown to get out of town?" That's where we are now. Here's the deal. You need to leave this town and never come back. In two weeks I'm going to start looking for you and if I find you, depending on the mood I'm in, I'll either kill you or put you in a wheelchair for the rest of your life and you will be taking all of your meals through a straw. One last thing. What happened to you tonight didn't come from me. Call whoever you want and file any complaint you feel like, but I have five cops who will swear that I was playing cards with them. Remember. Two weeks and I come looking."
I left him there and drove home.
Lou called me in the morning. The biker's vehicles had dope and weapons galore in them. Three of the bikers had guns on them and two of the gun totters were on parole so they were on their way back to prison. Two were carrying knives longer than the law allowed and all of them had dope on them. They were all going to be going to jail for a while.
"The Tri-County Drug Task Force owes you and they told me to tell you that they have you covered."
"What does that mean?"
"What it means is that unless you do something totally stupid you will probably never again get a ticket in the Tri-County area in this life."
Two days later he called me again. "I talked with Audrey last night. She is staying with her sister. I told her what she almost got herself into and she said that she already knew and that is why she is at her sisters. Seems that after the boys headed for your place to pay you a visit some of the girls in the clubhouse clued her in and she split and went to her sisters. She asked me to call you and ask you if she could come home and talk to you."
"No thanks cuz. She said it all when she told me she was leaving me and when I found out she had cleaned out the bank account it was all over."
"Okay Rob, just passing a message. Be careful. There are still a couple of Diablo Riders still out there. They aren't really hardcore which is why they weren't with the bunch that came to visit, but better safe than sorry. Given your good standing with the Task Force we could probably get you a concealed carry permit if you want."
"Thanks Lou; I'll have to think on that."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Two weeks went by and one night when I came home from looking for asshole I found a woman sitting on my front porch steps. She stood up as I approached and I saw that she was a sexy looking woman although in a hard way if you know what I mean. I'm no judge of tit size, but hers were substantial and the tank top she was wearing showed plenty of cleavage. About five foot six, dishwater blond hair and she filled out her jeans nicely and altogether she looked like a lady I wouldn't mind playing with. The only thing I saw that I didn't care for were the tattoos she had. She had the 'barbed wire' one on her left arm and what looked like a bunch of flowers on her right arm at the shoulder. She probably had a couple more that I couldn't see. I walked up to her and asked:
"What can I do for you?"
"I just had to come by and get a look at the man who was bad enough to chase DJ out of town."
"And you are?"
"I was DJ's squeeze. I don't know if I should kiss you for making him leave or kick you in the balls."
"Why the big spread?"
"On the one hand I'm glad he's gone, but on the other it screws me up big time."
"How's that?"
"The rent is due and he split with the money. We've been late a couple of times before and the landlord said that the next time we were late we were out. Oh well, it won't be the first time we have had to sleep in the car."
She looked me up and down and the said, "Amazing. You don't look anything at all like a hard ass."
She started to walk away and I called out "Hey!" She turned back to me and I said:
"Don't leave me in suspense here. The kick or the kiss?"
She smiled, walked back to me, put her arms around me and kissed me. "Thanks" she said as she turned to go and I said "You said we when you mentioned sleeping in the car."
"I have two daughters."
"Your landlord will really kick you out if you are late with the rent?"
"He said he would and that's all I have to go on."
I was probably making a big mistake, but my thinking was that asshole was all set to leave with my woman so what better than him to find out that I was with his. Also, if he came back for her I wouldn't have to look as hard to find him.
"Can you cook?" I asked her before she could get away.
"Why?"
"I'm not that great in the kitchen and thanks to your ex-roomie I don't have a cook and housekeeper any more. It's a four bedroom house so there is plenty of room for you and your daughters. No strings attached. You will be the live in cook and maid and that's all."
"You serious?"
"You bet."
"Why would you do something like that?"
"He was all set to walk out of here with my wife. Imagine how he will take it when he hears that the woman that used to be his is now living with me. He won't know that all you are is a live in maid. He will think that we are doing the horizontal boogie and it will make him nuts. And I really can't cook for beans. As I see it it is a win win situation."
"Can I trust you?"
"Like I'm going to say no you can't? As long as your Honda keeps running you can leave whenever you think you can't trust me."
"When can I move in?"
"Right now if you want."
She gave me a long look and then said, "I'll need help moving my stuff and some of the guys who will help me are members of the Diablos. You sure you want them to know where you live?"
"They already know sweetie."
"Kari."
"Kari?"
"Kari is my name, not sweetie."
"Okay Kari" I said as I handed her the keys to my truck. "Give me the keys to the Honda. You can get the Diablos to help you load the truck, but we won't need them here. I'll take care of the unloading."
She looked at me with a strange expression and said, "The keys are in it. Why are you trusting me with your truck? That's a ten year old car parked at the curb and your truck is almost brand new."
"Trust has nothing to do with it Kari. If you aren't back in a reasonable amount of time I'll call it in as stolen and with all the friends I have on the local police force and in the county sheriffs office it won't take them any time at all to find it.'
I didn't mention the fact that the truck had Lo-Jack installed.
"Besides, I'm trusting that you want your daughters safe and not out on the streets if the landlord follows through on his threat."
She gave me another long look and then she turned and left.
She was back in three hours and as she got out of the truck I got my next surprise. I don't know why, but based on my best guess of Kari's age I imagined that her daughters would probably be around eight or nine so I was surprised when twin girls who looked every bit of twenty or twenty-one got out of the truck with her.
Kari walked up to me and as she handed me the keys to the truck she said, "Close your mouth before flies take up residence."
I looked at her. "No way. No way are you old enough to have twenty year old daughters."
"They are not twenty. They are an extremely well developed sixteen."
"Still, you are old enough to have daughters that age."
"Of course I am. I had them when I was fifteen."
She called the girls over and introduced them as Beverly and Barbara. They looked at me warily, but took my hand and shook it.
"Come on" I said, "Let me show you where you will be staying."
I led them into the house and took them on a tour which ended up on the second floor. I pointed out the three spare bedrooms and told them to take their pick. The three of the looked over the rooms, made their choices and then we went down and unloaded the truck.
Once they were moved in I told them that I hadn't been expecting company so the pantry was bare and I told Kari to check out the kitchen and the freezer in the basement and make a list of what we needed while I took a shower. I finished my shower, checked out Kari's list to see if there was anything I wanted to add and then we went shopping. I dropped Kari and the girls at King Soopers and told her I had an errand to run and would be back before they got to the check out stands. I told her to buy enough to last us two weeks.
"Why two weeks?"
"Because I hate shopping."
I left them to shop and I drove over to Home Depot and picked up a few things and then drove back to the store. When we got home Kari said she would whip up something for dinner and I went out in the garage and rummaged through my tool box for what I would need.
We had a dinner of hamburger steaks and gravy with mashed potatoes and green beans and when everyone was done eating I reached down by my chair and pulled up the Home Depot bag. I took out the three packaged sets of keyed doorknobs and handed one to each of them.



"I know that all three of you are a little worried about what you might be getting into so I got you these. I'm giving them to you in the package so that you can see that it has not been opened so copies could be made of the keys and I want each of you to be standing there watching as I open the packages, give you the keys and install the doorknobs. I want all three of you to know that you are safe in this house."
I saw all three of them look at each other and maybe I just imagined it, but I thought I saw all three of them relax just a little.
"Okay then. A couple of rules to follow. Just as your rooms are off limits to me, mine is off limits to you. I have to get up at five to go to work so I'm usually in bed by ten or ten-thirty so try to keep the noise down after I sack out. There is a computer in the den and you are free to use it, but no porn sites. Porn sites are where most of the viruses come from. If there is anything in the kitchen that is especially yours label it otherwise what is in the fridge and pantry is up for grabs. And last of all I don't know if any of you smoke, but if you do the house is a smoke free zone. Outside on the patio or in the garage if the weather is bad, but never in the house. Those are mine. Do you have any?"
The two girls looked at each other and then one of them, I'm not sure which since I had not yet learned to tell them apart, asked:
"Can we have friends over?"
"Of course you can, but you are responsible for them while they are here."
"How about TV? Do you have any special shows we need to be aware of so we aren't on it when you want to be?"
"There are a couple but I have a set in my bedroom if need be. Oh, one other thing. I despise rap music so if you play it make sure that I don't hear it. Anything else?"
The three of them looked at each other and then Kari said, "I guess not, but if we think of something can we bring it up later?"
"Of course you can."
"Okay then" Kari said, "Come on girls, time to clear the table and clean the kitchen."
As they got up I asked myself again if I knew what I was doing and once again the answer was "hell no!"
I was sitting in front of the TV in the living room when the girls finished and Kari sent the twins off to do their homework and then she joined me on the couch.
"I need to know some things Rob."
"Shoot."
"Is this just something temporary, just a couple of weeks maybe, while you work on some plan concerning DJ?"
"Not at all. I admit that it concerns DJ, but the time limit on your stay is up to you. That of course is subject to change if I end up with another woman in my life, but I don't see that happening until I can legally get rid of the whore I'm married to and my information is that that little chore can take as long as six months. Why? Are you worried that I'm going to kick you out in a week or two?"
"I'm not very trusting when it comes to me Rob. They have taken advantage of me and fucked over me most of my life. It hasn't helped any that I've made bad choices. I need to know if it is worth the time and effort to get the girls transferred from the school they are in to the one in this district."
"That's strictly up to you. All I can say is that you can stay here until you decide that you don't want to or until I have a new lady in my life and she objects to our arrangement."
"Okay. You need to know that I have a job. I wait tables at Patty Ann's Café on the morning shift. I get off at two so I'll still have plenty of time to take care of my duties here as cook, maid and chief dishwasher. Between me and the girls we will get the job done."
"So you could have paid the rent at your old place?"
"Not hardly. I make enough to buy groceries and keep the girls in what they need. It is enough to take care of me if I was alone and living in a small one bedroom or studio apartment somewhere, but nowhere near enough to take care of the three of us in a place big enough for the three of us. DJ took care of the rent and utilities and I took care of the food and housekeeping."
"So what happened that I got a kiss for kicking him out of your life?"
"He kept trying to get me to do drugs with him. He said sex was so much better when on a drug high, but I wasn't buying it. I knew if he got me to try drugs I'd end up hooked and I'd already seen what other Diablos did to the women they got hooked. And then there were the girls. DJ's friends were starting to pay too much attention to them. I'll give DJ credit. He wouldn't stand for any one messing with Barb and Bev, but I began to get the idea that that was because he wanted them for himself. I was already looking for a way out when you did whatever it was that made him run. What did you do?"
I told her the story and she looked at me and said, "That's why I'm here isn't it? You expect him to come for me and that is what you are hoping for right?"
"It was a thought, but now that I've heard your story I don't think it is likely. I do hope that somehow he hears that you are living here with me. It should make him crazy."
"Not that I care any, but why take it out on him because your wife was going to leave you? If she could do it that easily shouldn't you have been thankful that he was getting her out of your life?"
"If he had kept his mouth shut and just left I wouldn't have bothered with him at all, but when he started that wimp shit I couldn't let it stand any more than I could turn my back on him coming after me with his buddies."
"Would you really cripple him for life if you see him again?"
"Absolutely. Threats and promises aren't worth spit unless you follow through on them. Too many people know about what I told the asshole and if the people don't see me follow through the word will get around that I don't mean what I say and I can't be having that."
"You told the girls they could have friends over as long as they take responsibility for them. Does that apply to me also?"
"Of course, but remember what I said; hold the noise down after I've gone to bed."
She blushed. "I don't have anybody waiting in the wings. It is too soon. DJ hasn't been gone long enough for me to start looking for a replacement, but it will happen sooner or later. I'm a healthy girl with healthy appetites. When it happens I'll try not to bring them here, but I did want to clear the decks just in case."
"Consider them cleared."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Surprisingly enough it worked. Kari and the twins took turns cooking and between the three of them they kept the house cleaner than it had ever been.
The Girls changed schools and they seemed to be good students. Kari worried about them a lot and she hovered over them like a momma bear over her cubs. She was afraid, and justifiably so, that a pair of sixteen year olds who looked twenty would be hit on a lot by the older boys and it scared her to death because that is what happened to her.
She had been an impressionable and extremely well developed fourteen when the eighteen year old seniors at her high school started hitting on her. She got all starry eyed and believed one of the assholes when he told her that he loved her and then she watched as he ran like a thief in the night when he got her pregnant. She kept telling the girls to be careful because she didn't want them to end up like her.
The arrangement was in its fourth week when a surprising development took place. Bev came up to me while I was on the computer in my den and her mother and sister were in the kitchen doing the dinner dishes.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Sure, go ahead."
"Are you gay?"
"Hell no. Why would you think something like that?"
"Why haven't you made a move on my mom? She is as horny as a billy goat and is ready for a man. Does she need to carry a sign saying "Fuck me please" before you pay attention to her?"
"Maybe it is because your mom hasn't shown any interest in having a move made on her. Maybe it is because I'm still married and I don't feel right about going after other women before I'm divorced. Maybe it is because I have the hots for someone else."
And then, probably because I was a little pissed at her thinking I was gay and a little upset with her attitude, I decided to shock her and I said:
"And just maybe it is because I want you and Barb and not your mother."
"I expected her to turn purple and run from the room, but she looked me right in the eye and said:
"As long as you understand that it won't be without a condom."
I'm not sure, but I think I'm the one who turned purple. Bev gave me a little smile and turned and left the room. As I watched her walk I realized that Kari I had good reason to be scared. And so did I. I was painfully aware of the hard on that Bev has just given me.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
From then on the tone of things changed around the house. Bev and Barb (apparently they kept no secrets from each other) started openly flirting with me when Kari wasn't around. I became aware that it was being offered to me if I was ready and willing to step up to the plate.
And no, it was not just my imagination.
Kari left the house at four-thirty to open Patty Ann's Café and get things set up for the breakfast crowd. I was up and ready to leave the house between five and five-fifteen and until the night that Bev came into the den the twins were never up until after I was gone. Suddenly, once Kari was gone, the twins were getting up and trotting between their bedrooms and the bathroom naked! It was obvious that I was being deliberately tempted. And tempted I was. God knows I was. But I was also smart enough to know that slipping my cock into a sixteen year old, no matter how desirable she might be, was a one way ticket to a dark and gloomy jail cell.
About a week after the girls started running around naked in front of me I took a day off from work to go to the doctor's and get my yearly physical so I was still in the house at seven-thirty. The girls normally left the house for school around ten to eight. I was sitting at the computer checking my email when the girls came into the room. Barb said:
"We want to know which of us you want to do first."
"I'm not going to do either one of you."
"Sure you are. Sooner or later one of us will get you so why fight it?"
"There are all kinds of reasons for me to fight it. You are under age and when I got caught I would go to jail and I would get caught because your mom watches you too close. That's one and another is that your mom would kill me if she even thought I may have the idea of doing either of you. Then there is the health issue. No way I would be physically able to handle the both of you so forget it girls; it just ain't gonna happen."
"We don't hear you saying you don't want to, just that you are afraid to."
"And that is reason enough right there."
Bev said, "First off the only reason mom is worried is because she doesn't want us to end up as single moms at our age. That won't ever happen because even though mom doesn't know it we are both on the pill thanks to an older friend of hers who pretended to be our mom when we went to the doctor and if you'll remember I already told you that you would have to use a condom. You won't go to jail because no one but the three of us will ever know. Your health won't be an issue because we will set up a schedule and take turns. You can come up with all the excuses you want, but we have made up our minds so it is going to happen."
She looked at her watch and said, "Got to run or we will miss the bus. While you are out today load up on condoms" and then she and Barb left.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
As I sat in the waiting room at the doctor's office I was wondering how you were supposed to handle a pair of sixteen year olds that looked twenty and acted twenty-five. The best that I could come up with is that I was going to have to sit down with Kari and clue her in to what was going on.
Was I scared? To death man, to death.
I made sure not to go home before I knew Kari would be there. I did not want to be alone with Bev and Barb. I knew what I wasn't going to do, but I didn't know what they might do so I thought it best to avoid them.
Dinner was almost ready when I did get home and I went into the bathroom to wash my hands and in the mirror over the sink I saw Barb come in behind me. She opened her blouse to show me that she didn't have a bra on and she cupped her tits in her hands and pointed them at me and said:
"Still want to say no?"
I ignored her and she laughed and left the room. Barb was sitting opposite me at the dinner table and even though I'm not a lip reader I had no trouble making out the word when she looked at me and silently mouthed the word "chicken." It made me even more determined to have a talk with Kari and I decided to do it when she sent the girls off to do their homework. During the time between dinner ending and the girls being sent off to their rooms I rehearsed what I would say to Kari, but then I started thinking 'what if she doesn't believe me? What if she goes to the girls and they say that it is all bullshit and that I've been hitting on them and now I'm trying to make trouble for them because they kept saying no. What if.....? By the time they were sent off to do their homework I did what Barb had silently accused me of. I chickened out.
The next morning I made sure that I was up and out of the house a minute behind Kari. I would handle the problem with the girls by making sure that I was never alone with them. The Waffle House was open all night so I had a place to go to have breakfast and nurse a cup of coffee until it was time to go to work. That got old after two days so I knew I would have to find some other early morning activity to get me out of the house. I was looking through the morning paper and saw an ad announcing the grand opening of a fitness center and it said that the hours of operation would be from five in the morning until nine at night. It was $395 a year and I considered that a fair price if it kept me away from Bev and Barb.
That became my new schedule. Up and out of the house at the same time as Kari and waiting at the door of the fitness center when it opened at five and on the other end of the day I made sure that I never went home until I knew that Kari would already be there.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
While all that drama was taking place at home there was even more drama away from home and both had their origins in my confrontation with Audrey and DJ.
Kari has kept in touch with one or two of her girl friends who were still running with the Diablos who were lucky enough not to be in jail. They told her that the word was that as soon as the ones I had caused to be locked up got out they would be coming for me. I called Lou and told him that I was interested in that concealed carry permit he had mentioned and he put me in touch with the people I had to talk with. I already had a Beretta 92F and after a twelve hour course I had a permit to carry.
Next I tried to visit a couple of the Diablos who were in prison, but found out that the only way you could get on the approved visitor's list was if the inmate requested that you be put on it. I finally got one who was curious enough about why I wanted to visit to put me on his list. I went to see him on a Saturday. He sat on the other side of the glass partition and I could tell from the smirkish smile on his face that he knew what was planned for me so I cut right to the chase.
"The reason I wanted to see you was to give you the chance to save your life."
The smirk disappeared and was replaced by a 'what the fuck you talking about' look.
"Here's the deal. I've heard about what you say you are going to do to me when you get out and here is what I am going to do about it." I took my carry permit out of my shirt pocket and held it up to the partition so he could read it.
"They wouldn't let me bring the Beretta in here, but I don't go anywhere else without it. The way it is going to be is that if I see any one of you once you get out I will kill you. If we run into each other walking down an aisle at Safeway I will take out my gun and kill you. If I am in a gas station putting gas in my car and you pull in to get gas for your bike and I see you I will kill you. If I'm driving down the street and I see you coming up from behind in the next lane I will roll my window down and kill you when you get close enough. Get the message? If I see you anywhere at all I'm going to remember that you said you were going to get me when you got out and I will kill you before you get the chance.
"All my friends in the sheriff's office and on the local police force know about your threat and they have already said to do what I have to do and they will make sure that it goes down as a justifiable homicide. So get your head around it. I will kill you if I see you. Tell all your buddies. If I see any of you you will die. I will not wait for you to make a move and then defend myself. I see you and I will kill you. Have a nice day."
I got up and walked out of the visiting room. It was bullshit about the cops giving me a pass, but he didn't know that. He saw all the cops I had waiting when he and his crew showed up at my place and he knew that DJ had been left in my hands when the rest of them were hauled away so I was betting that he believed me.
The other thing going on was that Audrey was fighting the divorce. All of a sudden I was the love of her life, she couldn't live without me and everything that had happened was all just a huge misunderstanding. We could put things back together if I would just sit down with her and talk things out.
"Not a chance in hell" I told her through my attorney. She countered by having her attorney petition the court to order counseling and the judge did it. It was one of those open ended things where it would go on and on until the councilor decided that there was no hope of reconciliation and since he was paid by the session and not a flat fee he could drag it out forever.
I let him know up front in the very first session that there was not the slightest chance that I would ever take the bitch back. The first session was 'what were the major problems between us?' I told my side and Audrey kept butting in and telling me that I was wrong, that I just didn't understand the situation and if I would only let her explain.....! I stood up and started to leave and the councilor asked me where I was going. I told him there was no sense in my staying there and trying to tell my side if he wasn't going to tell her to shut the fuck up and stop interrupting me. He told Audrey to keep quiet and that she would get her turn when I was finished. I sat down, finished my say with:
"Counseling is not going to do any good in this case. It will only work where both parties want to see if they can save the marriage, but it won't work here because no way am I staying with a lying, cheating, thieving whore."
Then it was her turn. She had never cheated on me and she wasn't really leaving me. It was just going to be a trial separation to give her some time and space to work on some issues she had with our marriage. She wasn't running off with DJ; he was just a friend she had there with her in case I tried to stop her from leaving. And she didn't mean to take all of the money out of our account. She only meant to take half, but she was nervous, sweating the coming confrontation with me and here mind was elsewhere when the teller at the bank told her our balance and she automatically wrote it down on the withdrawal slip. She realized the mistake on her way home and she intended to give me half the money before she left, but I never gave her the chance The bottom line was that she loved me, really, really loved me and it was all just a huge mistake and that we could work things out.
The councilor said that was enough for that session. He told us each to make a list of the issues we each saw in the marriage and bring it to the next session to discuss. I wanted to tell him there wouldn't be anymore sessions, but I couldn't. My lawyer ha already told me that the divorce was stalled until the court had the report from the marriage councilor saying that no hope of a reconciliation existed and that no councilor was going to say that without at least four sessions.



The second session was more bullshit from Audrey as she listed the issues she had while I listened and shook my head. I dropped my dirty clothes on the floor. I left the toilet seat up. I never called when I was going to be a little late in coming home. I got up Saturday morning and cut the grass even though I knew she liked to sleep in on the weekends and the mower motor would wake her up. She was willing to watch football with me, but I would never watch Oprah with her and on and on and on. She made herself look like an absolute doofus.
He asked for my list and I told him that I didn't have one. I told him I was perfectly happy with my marriage right up to the day that she and DJ ambushed me in our living room. Actually, I didn't say it quite that way. What I said was:
"Until the whore cheated on me and tried to steal my money."
"I explained all that honey."
"And I don't believe a word of it."
Then the councilor said that the next session would be a one on one with Audrey followed by a one on one with me after which he would decide whether or not we needed to go any farther. After Audrey had gone I asked him what good it would do to have the one on ones when he had to already know that I wouldn't get back together with Audrey at the point of a gun.
"I have to do it because the judge ordered it. If it were Judge Harriman or Judge Spiegel I could go back after one session and tell them there was no hope and say that further sessions would be a waste of time. Your judge and three or four others insist on a minimum of four sessions. Be thankful your judge isn't Whitman. He has been known to specify eight or ten sessions. And before you ask, no. I won't let you not show and say that you did. If your wife or her attorney somehow found out I would be toast. The best I can do for you is to schedule your one on one for a Monday night and we can watch Monday Night Football on the TV in my office. And that is just what we did.
On my way home from watching the game it suddenly occurred to me that I was being stupid. Audrey didn't want a divorce so by God I wouldn't give her one. We were in a no fault state so she would end up with half of our assets. She couldn't touch the house because it had been left to me by my parents and I had never added her name to the title or the mortgage, but she would get half of the cash, household furnishings, one of the vehicles and part of my pension and 401k when I retired and probably some alimony since I made more than she did at her part time morning job. No divorce, no divorce settlement. Audrey was thinking no divorce meant she would move back in, but that would be a cold day in hell.
I called Audrey as soon as I got home and told her that after having my session with Henry I decided to drop the divorce.
"When can I come home?"
"When hell freezes over. I'm dropping the divorce because I'm not going to waste any more of my time fighting with you over it, but I still don't want anything to do with your lying, cheating ass" and I hung up on her. That wouldn't be the end of it and I knew it, but it would take her a while to figure out what to do next and -- more importantly -- come up with the money to do anything about it. The next morning I called my attorney and told him to do what needed to be done to stop the divorce proceedings.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Back on the home front I was still doing everything I could to avoid being alone with Barb and Bev. They were tempting as hell and I had been without long enough that I occasionally had some impure thoughts where they were concerned, but thank God my big head was still in charge.
To be continued...
*
My ending to this story is already written and I will post it thirty days after the first part is posted. I believe that I have given plenty to work with and it will be interesting to see what others can come up with.
JPB October 19, 2009
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They say that good things come in small packages, but a stick of dynamite is pretty small and one of them can ruin your day. Both of those things could describe my wife Betsy. At five foot even and a hundred and five pounds soaking wet she is definitely a small package. Great looking, a fantastic cook, superb in the bedroom and ninety percent of her time is spent in spoiling me rotten.
It is the other ten percent where the dynamite comes in. Betsy does have a short fuse and when something sets her off there is hell to pay and to be bluntly honest about it if I had known of that ten percent and how she could be when she was in that "zone" I'm not all that sure that I would have asked her to marry me. I suppose the red hair should have been a sign, but I didn't think of it at the time. I mean when she goes off, she goes OFF!
For example. I am a regional manager for my company and I travel a lot visiting the nine offices in my region. I travel a lot, but I'm usually not gone all that much. I have a schedule set up that has me home a good deal of the time. I'll fly out on a Sunday night, visit three or four offices and fly home on a Wednesday and be home for the rest of the week. I'll stay home the following week and then fly out Sunday and repeat the process.
Well, sometimes the schedule gets out of whack. I had flown out on Sunday, visited three of my four offices in the northern part of the state and was at the fourth one on Wednesday morning when the company's entire computer system went down. I didn't get to fly out that day or the next and it was Friday afternoon when I got home. I showered, put on a comfortable pair of sweats, grabbed a beer and sat myself down in front of the TV to relax and watch the Rockies play Arizona.
Betsy came home from her job as an office manager at five-thirty. She came over and kissed me and told me to change so I could take her out to dinner.
"Not tonight honey. I just want to relax, have a couple of beers and watch the game."
"That isn't going to work for me Rob. I've been home alone for a week and I need to get out."
"I'll take you tomorrow honey. I've been eating in restaurants all week and I'm tired of it. Just let me sit here and relax and we will do something tomorrow."
"So you pick the TV over me. Okay, if that's the way you want to be."
She left the room and came back a minute or so later with a cast iron frying pan and swung it into the middle of the TV screen. Shit flew everywhere as the tube exploded and Betsy turned to face me with a defiant look on her face and a "What the fuck are you going to do about it" stance. I did the only thing I could do. I took a pull on my beer and then said:
"Looks like you have a mess to clean up. I was looking for an excuse to buy a new wide screen anyway" and I got up and went down into the basement where I had a workshop set up. I puttered around until bedtime and as I headed for the bedroom I glanced into the living room and saw that Betsy hadn't cleaned up the mess. When I got to the bedroom I saw that Betsy, who normally slept nude, had on her PJs. That meant she as in her "withhold sex mode" until I was able to sweet talk her out of it.
Anyway, that is how Betsy could be when something set her off. Why did I put up with it? Because ninety percent of the time Betsy was more than any man could ask for.
But it was that ten percent that put me in the position I found myself in. I was sitting behind the desk in my home office with my 1911 A1 Colt .45 on the desk in front of me. There was a round in the chamber and I was watching the door to the office and waiting for it to open.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The events that led up to me sitting there watching that door took place almost a month before and I didn't even know it at the time. I had come home from one of my trips expecting to enjoy the rest of the week with Betsy, but Betsy was a little cool toward me when I got home. When I tried to take her in my arms and kiss her she twisted away and said she didn't feel good and she headed for the bedroom. It was that way for the rest of the week and through the weekend. She pushed me away every time I tried to get close and didn't respond whenever I asked her what I could do to help. That was not the Betsy I was used to.
There was no change by the time Sunday rolled around. It was one of the rare times when I would be gone two weeks in a row and I couldn't even get a kiss goodbye when I left for the airport Sunday night. I pushed Betsy to the back of my mind and buried myself in my job, but Betsy came back every night when I returned to my hotel room. I called home every night to check in, but even on the phone Betsy was non-communicative. I resolved that when I got home we would sit down and hash out the problem even if I had to sit on her to keep her from walking away.
Betsy wasn't home when I got there late Wednesday afternoon. She still wasn't home when I crawled into bed at ten-thirty. I woke up when she came in the house and slammed the front door and I looked at the bedside clock and saw that it was just after midnight. She wasn't all that quiet which told me that she wanted me awake and aware of the time. I was sitting up in bed with the bedside table lamp on when she came into the bedroom. She saw me sitting there and she gave me what I can only describe as a smirk. She didn't say a word as she undressed and put on her PJs. She got into bed, rolled over to put her back to me and said:
"Turn out the light."
Her attitude pushed a button and I said, "Turn it out yourself" and I got out of bed, took my pillow and went to the guest bedroom. In the morning I got up, showered, dressed and headed out of the house without a word to Betsy. I usually made coffee, read the morning paper and discussed what the day was going to be like with Betsy, but not that day. I stopped at the Village Inn for breakfast and then went into the office. I didn't get much done that day because my mind was trying to process what was going on with Betsy.
Betsy wasn't home when I got there and she still wasn't home by bedtime. I decided to wait up for her determined to get to the bottom of what was going on. She came home at one in the morning and was surprised to find me sitting on the couch fully dressed and waiting for her. Before she could say a word I pointed at the easy chair across from the couch and said:
"Sit!"
"I'm going to bed."
"No you aren't. You are going to sit down and tell me just what is behind this pissy attitude you have had toward me for the last two weeks. And you are going to do it right now."
She went over and sat down. "All right. You want to have it out now that's fine with me. I was going to let things go until I got over it or got even, but we can do it now. You aren't happy with the way I've been toward you? Gee Rob, that's just too bad. But how am I supposed to behave toward a cheating bastard."
"What? Cheating? Are you out of your mind?"
"Yeah Rob, right! Like I'm supposed to think you would admit it. Your denial doesn't mean shit Rob because I have two witnesses."
"You have witnesses who say I was cheating on you? You couldn't possibly have witnesses because I have never cheated on you. I have never been unfaithful to you."
"You are a good liar Rob and I would almost believe you if Connie Morris hadn't seen you and her husband backs her up."
"Well you are certainly going to have to tell me about it because I have no idea of what you are talking about."
"You deny that on the trip before the last one that you spent the night with some bimbo?"
"Of course I deny it. It never happened. I'll say it again Betsy. I have never been unfaithful to you."
"Come off it Rob. Connie and her husband Darrel were in town visiting relatives and they were in the hotel lobby when you came in with the woman. They saw you laughing and they saw you get on the elevator together and Connie heard the woman tell you that she was in room 316 and Connie heard you tell the bitch that you would be there in fifteen minutes. So deny it all you want Rob, but I know better."
"You don't know anything Betsy. The woman's name is Marsha Bollinger and she is the manager of the Harpersville office. All nine of my branch managers were in town that day for a joint meeting. Marsha was there with her husband Frank and yes she did give me her room number and I did tell her I would be there in fifteen minutes. I picked up some paperwork in my room and took it to her room and gave it to her and then she and her husband went to dinner while I went back to my room and made my nightly call to you."
"Oh yes, your nightly call. That's the call you make every night you are gone to make sure that I'm at home and not out screwing around like you do. Well Rob, did it ever occur to you that there just might be someone here with me when you call? Oh ho! I see by the look on your face that something like that never occurred to you. What's the matter Rob; you think you are the only one who can play outside the marriage?"
"You have been cheating on me?"
"Not yet Rob, but I'm working on it."
"That's where you have been these last two nights?"
"That's right hubby dear; I've been out shopping. I just haven't found what I'm looking for yet."
I stood up and headed out of the room.
"Where are you going Rob? You are the one who said he wanted to talk."
"I've already said all I have to say. I've never cheated on you, but you don't believe me when I say it. No sense in sitting there and beating a dead horse."
I went to the bedroom and started moving my things to the other bedroom and Betsy came in and watched me. She never said a word and neither did I. For the next week Betsy and I pretty much stayed out of each others way.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I left on my next trip and I didn't bother to call home each night I was gone. I came home Wednesday and Betsy was home but she didn't bother acknowledging me so I ignored her. Thursday at work I started seriously considering divorce. Thursday when I got home from work I saw that Betsy's car was already in the driveway and I wondered about that. I almost always got home before she did. I walked into the house and found Betsy sitting in the living room with three men. The three men stood up when I walked into the room and I noticed that all three were bigger than I was. Taller and heavier. Betsy smiled at me and said:
"Rob, this is Ben, Andre and Jack."
All three offered me their hands so I shook with them and then Betsy said:
"Ben is here to fuck me and Jack and Andre are here to see that you behave." She stood up and said, "Okay guys, let's take this to the bedroom."
I gave Betsy a look of pure disgusted and turned to leave. Jack and Andre grabbed me and turned me around and walked me into the bedroom. They held me between them as Betsy undressed Ben and then Ben undressed Betsy. Betsy then went to her knees in front of Ben, took his cock in her hand and looked over at me and smiled.
"It's a nice one, isn't it honey."
Andre and Jack were watching Betsy and Ben and the docile way I'd let them walk me into the room and the meek way I'd just stood there and watched as Betsy and Ben had undressed each other made them relax their guard. They weren't expecting trouble and why should they? They were all bigger than me right?
My head butt under Jack's chin dazed him enough that he released his hold on me and I spun to my right and drove my knee into Andre's crotch. As he started to sink to his knees I spun back around and kicked Jack in his balls as hard as I could and then I used my feet to make sure that booth men stayed down. They were lying on the floor moaning when I faced Ben. He was set up to defend himself and behind him on her knees was Betsy with a horrified expression on her face. I just looked at Ben and said:
"If I fight you I will hurt you and then you won't be able to give the worthless cunt what she wants. When you are done with her take her with you when you leave."
I turned my back on them all and went downstairs to my home office and got my pistol, made sure that there was a round in the chamber and then set the gun on the desk in front of me and waited for the three men to come looking for me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I heard them coming down the steps and then I heard the front door open and then close. A minute later the office door opened and Betsy came inside the office and stopped. Ben was standing right behind her.
"We need to talk Rob."
"Get out!"
"We didn't do anything Rob. We weren't going to do anything. It was all just a show to try and make you feel some of what I felt when Connie told me about your cheating on me."
"Get out Betsy."
"We didn't do anything Rob. Tell him Ben."
"Hey man, we didn't do nothing. Like she said, it was all just a show. When we got our clothes off you was supposed to say "please don't do this" and then she was going to have you make some promises."
"See Rob? We are even."
"No we are not Betsy. I told you that I never cheated on you. It isn't my fault that you chose not to believe me. A phone call to Marsha's husband is all that it would have taken, but you couldn't do anything simple like that could you. No, not you. Instead, you made my life miserable for almost a month. Well Betsy, I saw you naked on your knees with another man's cock in your hands so now it is my turn not to believe. After seeing how easy it was for you to strip in front of three guys and take another man's dick in your hands I'll never believe that you weren't going to go all the way. I'll never believe that you didn't do anything on the nights you stayed out late and I'll probably always believe that there might be some truth in your saying that there might have been somebody with you on the nights I called home. So just leave Betsy. Get out."
"No Rob, I'm not leaving. We nee..."
I picked up the .45 and fired a round into the door frame next to her and yelled, "Get the fuck out of here!"
She screamed and then she and Ben ran from the house. I sat there and stared at the splintered door frame for a couple of minutes and then I went to the fridge, got a beer and then took the Colt out to the garage where I broke it down and cleaned it. Then I went to bed.
I called work the next morning and told them I wouldn't be in and then I called a locksmith and started putting everything of Betsy's into garbage bags which I then piled up in the driveway. It was eleven o'clock and the locksmith had just finished up and gone when the phone rang. It was Betsy.
"Have you calmed down enough for us to sit down and talk?"
"The time for us to have talked was immediately after you talked with Connie and well before what you pulled last night."
"Please Rob, we need to iron this out."
"It is ironed out Betsy. I said my piece last night and I meant it. I'll never believe that you weren't going to go all the way with Ben and I'll never believe that you didn't do anything on the nights you stayed out late. Nothing you can say will ever change that. Your stuff is in trash bags in the driveway. Anything still there when trash pick up day comes around will go out on the curb with the rest of the garbage. Goodbye."
Monday I saw an attorney and filed for divorce using Irreconcilable Differences as grounds. Not knowing where Betsy was staying I had her served at work. That got me a "How could you embarrass me like that" phone call from Betsy along with an "I don't want a divorce Rob. We can work it out." That got a "No we can't" from me and I hung up on her. I got three or four calls a week from Betsy and I hung up on her as soon as I heard her voice and eventually the calls stopped.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three months after the divorce was final I stopped at Murphy's Sports Bar for a drink after work and I saw Ben sitting in a booth by himself. Curiosity being what it is and since he was alone I had the waitress take him a drink. When the waitress gave it to him and then pointed me out and he didn't get up and run I got up and went over and slid onto the seat across from him. He eyed me for a minute and said:
"You setting me up for something?"
"Nope. I saw you sitting here and curiosity got the better of me. Since it is over and done with, what was really supposed to happen that night?"
He grinned and said, "What was supposed to happen or what was really going to happen?"
"Like I said, it is over and done with. Give me the scoop."
"She paid the three of us a hundred each to do just what she told you. She was going to take my cock in her hand and look over at you and ask if she should put it in her mouth or would you rather she didn't. Then she was going to say something like it was up to you whether she did it or not and then make you promise not to cheat on her again. You was supposed to be all shook up and promise her whatever and then she would say that you should take a good look because next time she would really do it. Then she would tell us all that she didn't need us after all, but that she would keep our phone numbers just in case. Then the three of us were supposed to dress and leave."
"You say that is what she thought was going to happen, but what was really going to happen?"
"What was really going to happen? You shitting me? I'm naked, she's naked and gorgeous and she has my cock in her hand. Just what did you think was going to happen?"
"All three of you? Whether she wanted to or not? What if she hollered rape and called the cops?"
"Too many witnesses at the bar who overheard her offer us a hundred each to come home with her and most never heard the story of what we was supposed to do for the money."
"It didn't bother you that it would have ruined the marriage she said she was trying to save?"
"Get serious! One of two things was going to happen and you know it as well as I do. If you were any kind of man at all you were gone as soon as her clothes hit the floor and she knelt down in front of me. Whether we fucked her or not you were history. The other thing would have been if you were a wimp and said, "Yes baby doll, whatever you want. If you were a wimp us fucking her wouldn't have mattered. You still would have said yes when it was over and she asked you if you had learned your lesson."
"How did she hook up with you in the first place?"
"She come in here three or four nights. Good looking woman like that gets hit on a lot, but she didn't fall for anyone's line that I know of. I guess she liked my looks or my manner when I took my shot. She turned me down, but then offered me a hundred if I would go along with her stunt. When I said I was game she asked me if I could get a couple of guys big enough to manage you. I guess I didn't do too well there."
"Thanks for the info" I said as I got up to leave.
"One more thing" he said as I was getting up. "I wouldn't come in here for drinks if I was you. Jack and Andre are usually in here and I think they would like to meet you again. They weren't expecting trouble last time and they will be ready next time."
"Thanks for the warning, but just for giggles and grins you can tell Jack ad Andre I'll be ready for them if I see them again. They got no bitch coming. They were in my house and were doing shit they had no business doing. See you around" and I left the bar and went home.



            What The Hell Was She Up To?

            The title says it all.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/what-the-hell-was-she-up-to

Title: What The Hell Was She Up To?

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: The title says it all.

Tags: 

Series: What


"Damn it Tim, you had better stop ignoring me on this. I'm getting damned sick and tired of putting up with it."
The 'it' she was tired of putting up with was actually a 'them.' Hal and Charlie were my two best buds. We had come together in the third grade and had been pals ever since. We had drifted apart after high school. Hal joined the Air Force, Charlie had joined the Navy and I had joined the XYZ Corporation. My first choice had been the Marines, but I found out that they had no use for a guy who had blown out his right knee playing football.
I did all right at XYZ and in four years I had worked my way up to loading dock foreman before meeting and marrying the daughter of the VP of Sales. Shortly after that I became warehouse manager and don't think that I didn't catch a constant ration of shit over that. The fact that I worked my way into the job was lost in the shuffle, and the skinny was that I had "married my way up."
About a year after the marriage I ran into Charlie at Wal-Mart. We headed for the nearest bar and proceeded to get blitzed as we caught up on what had happened over the years. A few weeks latter invited him over for dinner and he met my wife Heidi. After the evening was over and Charlie had gone Heidi said, "I really didn't care for him. He's too pushy, too sure of himself and I didn't like the way he looked at my tits."
"Honey, everybody looks at your tits like that. It is the price you pay for having the greatest looking 38DDs in the world."
Still, the bottom line was that Heidi didn't care for Charlie so I rarely had him over to the house.
++++++++++++
Another six months slid by with me and Charlie getting together once or twice a week at Rosie's Bar to drink a few brews and shoot some pool. One afternoon he called me at work and told me to be sure to make it to Rosie's that evening after work. When I got there I headed for the booth we normally sat in and he stood up and said "Look at what I found," and there was Hal. It was a long night as we sat, drank and played catch up. Hal had come home from the Air Force, gotten married and was working as the service manager at the local Ford dealer which is where Charlie found him when he took his F-150 in for service. Before the evening was over I had invited Hal and Charlie to a meat burning at my house on Saturday.
Heidi was luke warm to the idea and I couldn't understand why. She didn't even know Hal and I rarely subjected her to Charlie. Charlie brought his current girlfriend, a brassy redheaded sexpot who managed to set Heidi's teeth on edge. Hal's wife Mary was a good looking lady who was very pleasant company so I was just a little surprised when the day was over to hear Heidi say that she didn't care for Hal or his wife. I had humored her when she said she didn't care for Charlie, but I wasn't going to do it again.
"Well try and disguise your dislike because Hal is one of my oldest friends and I expect that we will be seeing a lot of him and his wife."
"Honestly Tim, what can you possibly see in those people?"
"What do you see in Steph?"
"Steph is my best friend Tim, you know that. We go all the way back to grade school."
"My point exactly Heidi. Hal, Charlie and I go all the way back to the third grade."
"Yes, but it is different. You like Steph, but I don't care for either Hal or Charlie."
"How do you know that Heidi? Maybe I can't stand Steph, but I put up with her for your sake. Think about that why don't you."
I got to work cleaning up the backyard from the party and Heidi stormed into the house. The remark about Stephanie didn't set well with her and she was cool toward me for the next couple of days, which was too bed because I really did like Steph, but I had my back up over Heidi's attitude toward my friends.
+++++++++++++
Over the next two years Hal and his wife and Charlie and his constantly changing girl friends were over to our house for dinner, barbecues and the like and every time Heidi was civil and when the event was over she would let me know just how unhappy she was. I probably didn't help matters any by simply ignoring her and not responding to her comments and that may have been a good part of the reason that things seemed to be going stale in our marriage. Sex went from almost daily to four times a week and then twice a week and sometimes even twice in two weeks. We were 'snappy' with each other and bad arguments started over trivial little things.
One day, after we'd had Steph and her current boyfriend over for dinner, she called me at work and asked me to meet her for lunch. As soon as the waitress had taken our order Steph cut right to the chase.
"What's wrong between you and Heidi?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"Yes you do Tim, it was as plain as the nose on your face that you and Heidi are in trouble. What's going on?"
"I don't know Steph, I don't honestly know unless it is the thing about Hal and Charlie."
"And that is?"
I explained the situation and Steph just looked at me and shook her head. I finished with, "And I just can't see that as being the problem."
"You and Heidi have been married, what, coming up on five years now?"
I nodded a yes.
"Five years and you don't know her any better than that?"
"Better than what?"
"Are you going to tell me that you don't know that Heidi is a snob?"
I must have looked confused because she went on, "That's right Tim, a snob. Heidi doesn't dislike Hal or Charlie because of the way they are, it is because of who they are. You are in management at XYZ and you are supposed to be hobnobbing with the vice presidents and the other managers and not car mechanics and truck drivers."
"That doesn't make sense Steph. If she felt that way she never would have married a guy off the loading dock."
"Of course she would have dummy. She loves you and that love painted over the loading dock. It painted you as her Prince on a white horse, her knight in shining armor, or whatever, but there isn't anything painting over Hal and Charlie and as far as she is concerned they are beneath you and you are forcing her to associate with them."
"So what do I do?"
"I don't have a clue baby, not a clue."
+++++++++++
Given how well Stephanie knew Heidi I didn't doubt her assessment one bit, but it changed nothing as far as Hal and Charlie were concerned. In fact, things got worse. Because my relationship with Heidi was so bad I began spending more and more time with Hal and Charlie and on any given Saturday or Sunday you could find the three of us in my garage working on our cars and trucks. This ground on Heidi, but I was past caring about what she thought about my friends.
She changed her tactics. She began to complain about them and what they did. They were always staring at her chest. They were making lewd comments and remarks to her when I wasn't close enough to hear. They copped feels off of her and pretended that they were accidents. "While you were in the bathroom Charlie asked me when I was going to break down and give him a taste and Hal just smirked at me and licked his lips. Some friends you have!"
It went on like that for six months and then one day I got the ultimatum. "Damn it Tim, you had better stop ignoring me on this."
I'd had enough so I dumped on her. "Heidi, I don't believe a fucking word you are saying or have said about Hal and Charlie. You haven't liked them since the day you met them. You don't want me around them and you'll pull any bullshit you think you can get away with to try and get me to dump them. Give it up Heidi, because I'm not fucking buying it!"
"Oh? I'm lying am I? We will just see about that mister. They will be here today to work on their cars, drink your beer and fuck your wife so why don't you just drive your car around the block, park it and come back. Then go upstairs and sit behind the wall and listen to what happens when I tell them you were called away."
"Give it a rest Heidi."
"Oh no you don't. You called me a liar so now you get to find out the truth about your so-called buddies. If nothing else you have to let me prove to you that I'm not lying."
She had me there. "Okay, but when this is over I don't want to hear another bad word about either of them from you."
"I don't believe this. You are still calling me a liar even though I'm staking myself out as bait to prove to you that I'm not."
"Whatever."
+++++++++++++
So that was how I came to be sitting on the floor just behind the wall at the head of the stairs and feeling slightly stupid about it. Charlie, Hal and I were tight and I knew that there wasn't any way that they would be going behind my back with my wife. Off color remarks? Sure, I could see how Heidi might take that, but all the guys I've ever known have flirted like that with girls, even married ones. But I had told my wife that I didn't believe her so I owed it to her to at least sit there and listen while she tried to make her case.
The doorbell rang and Heidi went to the door:
"Oh, it's you guys."
"Damn it Hal, it doesn't seem like she is happy to see us."
"Tim isn't here" Heidi said, "He had to go over to his mothers."
"How long is he going to be gone?"
"Most of the afternoon so there isn't much sense in you guys sticking around."
"Get serious girl. You tell us that we have all afternoon that we can spend with the best piece of ass in the state and you say there is no sense in sticking around? Where do you want it sweet cheeks, on the couch or in the bedroom?"
When I heard that I stood up and peeked around the corner and down into the living room. I got there just in time to see Hal come up behind her and cup both of her tits in his hands. I saw Heidi press her ass back against Hal as she said, "Don't you guys ever give up?"
Charlie stepped forward and ran his hands down inside her shorts and Heidi spread her legs to let him get a finger or two in her cunt
"You know we don't sweetie."
"Doesn't it bother you guys at all that I'm your best friends wife?"
"Pussy is pussy sweet cheeks."
"Oh well, to hell with it. If you don't mind taking his wife it might as well be on his bed."
She pulled away from them and headed for the stairs. I'd seen enough and I was ready to break some heads, but suddenly a few things registered and I decided I wanted to see where Heidi was going with things. I hurried to the bedroom and got in the closet. I left the door open a crack so I could see out. The three of them came into the room and Heidi went straight to the bed, undressed and threw herself down on top of the covers. She spread her legs wide and said, "Okay, if you are going to fuck your best friends wife, let's get to it."
"Right on" Hal cried as he dropped his pants and then crawled up on the bed and moved between her legs. He sank his cock in her and she moaned and her legs came around him. Charlie climbed on the bed next to her head and pointed his cock at Heidi's mouth and she opened it and took his cock in. She didn't fight off either one of them. I'd seen all I needed to see, but a little something in the back of my mind was telling me to stay cool, that there was more to come.
Charlie was quicker on the trigger than Hal and he announced that he was cumming and I watched while Heidi gulped and swallowed all he spit out. Then Hal shot his wad, pulled out of Heidi's cunt and crawled up to her head and had her clean off his cock. He laid down on his back and Heidi and Heidi got up on her knees, bent her head down and swallowed his dick and went to work at getting him up again.
Charlie's cock was starting to rise again and he moved behind Heidi and slid his cock into her and she moaned around Hal's cock in her mouth and pushed her ass back at him. Charlie stroked his cock into her half a dozen times and then he pulled it out and lined it up with her asshole. He gave a couple of pushes, but his half hard cock wouldn't go in so he got off the bed, walked to the dresser and got the KY Liquid out of the top drawer. He greased himself up, put some on his fingers and worked them into Heidi's asshole and then he went back to poking at her hole with his cock. His cock had been getting stiffer by the second and he finally popped past her sphincter, grabbed her hips and started banging away.
I just stood there in the closet watching them hang themselves as they each fucked Heidi twice more. Finally Charlie said that they had better get going before I got home. Hal said, "Shit! We should have come by earlier; I still want more."
"Okay, you just stay here and fuck your fool head off" said Charlie, "but don't be surprised if Tim comes in, catches you and decides to kill you."
Heidi just lay on the bed propped up on one elbow and watched as they dressed and left.
I came out of the closet and Heidi looked at me and said, "Still think that they are your friends?"
"No Heidi, I think you proved your point; they are most definitely not my friends."
"Why did you let them do me? Why didn't you stop it?"
"Why did I let them? I didn't see you doing a damned thing to try and stop it."
"Of course I didn't. This was all about showing you what they were. You were supposed to come downstairs and break things up. But not you, oh no, can't believe bad of your buddies, just let them go ahead and fuck your wife and don't do a damned thing about it."
"No need to worry about that Heidi, I plan on doing a lot about it and some of it will be done before this day is over."
"What are you going to do?"
"First, I'm going to throw your worthless ass and all your belongings out onto the street. I'll wait until I cool down a bit before I go after him and Hal. You aren't worth going to jail over if I get too carried away and kill some one."
"Why are you taking that tone with me? This is all your goddamned fault! You could have stopped it at any time."
"Bullshit Heidi, I couldn't have stopped it because I wasn't here when it started."
"What do you mean? You were at the head of the stairs when they came in."
"That's one of the most disappointing things about this whole sorry mess Heidi, the fact that you think I'm so fucking stupid. Today wasn't the first time you spread for those two and it sure wasn't the first time that they fucked you on our bed. I don't have any idea of what your twisted plan for today was, but are either stupid, very careless and you didn't plan for shit. Your whole plan, whatever it was went into the toilet as soon as Hal and Charlie got here."
"You're wrong."
"No I'm not Heidi. First there was Charlie's "best piece of ass in the state." It was said not in a tone that was guessing or wondering, but in the tone of someone who knew what he was talking about. Next was the way you pushed your ass back at Hal when he cupped your tits while standing behind you. When Charlie ran his hands down into your shorts you spread your legs to give him easy access to your fucking cunt."
I saw the look that came over her face. "What? You thought I would only listen and not want to see what was going on? You didn't fight a fucking bit from the time they got here until they left. And what about when they had you on the bed. You let both of them cum in your mouth and you swallowed it all and then licked their cocks clean. Did you ever do that for me? Hell no! I always had to pull out so you could finish me by hand into a wash rag. How about both of them fucking you in your ass? You never let me do that, oh no, that was something that was just too disgusting, but I watched you push your ass back at both of them when they did you.
"But you want to know what drove the final nail in your coffin? It was when Charlie was getting ready to cornhole you for the first time and he couldn't get his dick in you. He got off the bed and walked straight over to the dresser and got out the KY. How did he know where it was Heidi? I'll tell you. He knew because it was not the first time he was here or the first time he used it. He'd been here before Heidi. It was plain as day. He had been here before and he had fucked you in the ass before. I'm guessing that it was around the time that you cut our sex life down to damn near nothing. It pissed me off then, but I'm glad of it now. Since I haven't been getting any I'm not going to miss you when you are gone which, by the way, is going to be within the next two hours. Get your ass off the bed and start packing your shit."
"Damn it Tim, you aren't being fair. I only did it to prove to you that they weren't your friends."
"You did that Heidi, but you also proved to me that you are a worthless fucking whore. Now start moving or I'll toss you out naked."
++++++++++++
They story didn't end there. I called Charlie to tell him to come and get Heidi, but he never answered his phone and Heidi ended up calling her dad to come and get her. I spent the weekend trying to get myself under control and Monday I went looking for Charlie and verbally lit into him prior to kicking his ass to the state line. He put his hands up and said:
"Whoa up there bud. All I did was what you wanted me to."
"What I wanted? What the fuck are you talking about?"
It seems that Heidi had gone to him and told him that my biggest fantasy was to see her making love with another man. She told him that she had refused, that there was no way she was going to go out and pick up a stranger and have sex with him. She told him that I had kept after her until she finally agreed, but only if it was with someone she could be sure was safe and who wouldn't blab about it all over town. Then she told him that I had suggested that she do it with either him or Hal. She said that I told her to seduce him, bring him home and screw him while I watched from the closet, but that I didn't want him to know that I knew what was going on because it might make me seem like less of a man to him. But the problem was that he was such a tight friend of mine that she knew she wouldn't be able to seduce him, that there just wasn't any way that he would go behind my back and fuck my wife.
"So she asked me to go along with it and pretend that I didn't know you were in the closet and watching and that I should never, ever let you know that I knew. I was going to say no to a sexpot like Heidi when I had your blessings? No fucking way. And now you are telling me that you never knew?"
"Never had a fucking clue. How did Hal get in on it?"
"Same way basically. She said you were getting kind of jaded just watching the two of us and that you wanted her to try a threesome. So we approached Hal and he said hell yes."
"How long was it you and Heidi?"
"About three months."
"You and Hal?
"Five, maybe six months."
"So she's been doing it for nine months and I didn't have a clue one. Shit! Nothing like the feeling of knowing you are stupid."
"You ain't alone bud, she conned me and Hal too. The big question is what is this going to do to us?"
"Remember back in high school when you and I and Hal gangbanged Sally Hastings after that football game? That's all this is, just another skank that we all fucked and then walked away from."
+++++++++++++
Then I went to see Hal and over beers at Rosie's I got the same basic story, but by then I had more questions to ask.
"How did you get her to swallow when she sucked you off?"
"I saw her make Charlie pull out dump in to a wash rag and so when it was my turn I just grabbed her head and held it until I was limp. Charlie saw me do it and he did it the next time and after that no more wash rags."
"How about the anal sex? She would never let me."
"I just took it. She yelled and screamed and protested and I expected you to come storming out of the closet and when you didn't I just drove it home. I guess she ended up liking it because we never had another get together that she didn't ask for it."
+++++++++++



Tuesday at work Heidi's father came storming up to me all red in the face and began calling me all kinds of mother fuckers, cock suckers and assholes for tossing his daughter out on the street.
"She tell you why?"
"It doesn't matter why you fucking asshole, she's your wife and you don't treat your wife like that."
He was Heidi's dad and as such he had a right to be upset and if he had come up to me quietly it would have been one thing, but since he was yelling and screaming at me at the top of his voice and calling me names that every one around us could hear I decided not to take it quietly.
"Well it mattered to me. I do not take kindly to a woman who is supposed to be my loving wife fucking two, not one, but two men in my bedroom on my bed. I get especially pissed when that wife, who is fucking two men in my bedroom and on my bed hasn't given me any sex in months. Your daughter is a fucking whore and I will not live with a fucking whore, got that?"
His face got pale and he turned and stalked off. Luckily my department didn't fall under him, but I could tell that our work relationship was going to suck from then on.
++++++++
The one thing I could never really understand was what Heidi thought she was doing on the day everything went to hell. She'd been fucking Charlie and Hal for months and doing a good job of hiding it from me, so why did she set things up so that she in effect outted herself? What the fuck was with the "You better stop them from hitting on me" when she had been fucking them all along? It just did not make any sense.
I got the answers to those questions two weeks later. Stephanie called me and asked me to meet her for a drink after work. While the waitress was getting our drinks Steph asked:
"Any chance that things will blow over and the two of you will get back together?"
"Not a prayer."
"Why so definite? You do know that she loves you, don't you?"
"No, I don't, and even if she does it wouldn't matter. What she did is something that I'll never accept. I won't forgive and I damned sure will never forget. She burned all her bridges. Why? Did she send you to sound me out?"
"No. She won't talk to me about what happened. I'm just assuming that it has to do with her affair with Hal and Charlie."
"You knew about them?"
"Of course. Right up until the blowup she told me everything."
"So the last time we met you already knew what our problem was. I thought you were my friend Steph."
"I am Tim, but I'm a hell of a lot closer to Heidi and she has been my best friend for as long as I can remember."
"Well then, if she told you everything maybe you can tell me why."
"I don't suppose it matters now, especially since you say its over between you, but I want your promise that what I tell you stays between us. I don't want you going to her and beating her over the head with it."
"No problem Steph, if I never see her again it will be too soon."
"I've never understood what went on in her mind, but she really disliked Hal and Charlie. If I had to guess I would say it was that she saw them as competing with her for your time. When she couldn't get you to drop them, or at least cut back on the amount of time you spent with them, she decided that what she had to do was break you up. The plan was to seduce one of them and then holler rape. She picked Charlie because he was single and she thought she could get to him easier than she could get to Hal."
"She was actually going to get one of them to screw her and then scream rape?"
"For what it is worth Tim, I did try and talk her out of it. I told her that no good could come of it, but she wouldn't listen. She went to Charlie and told him that you had some fantasies and she wanted his help in acting them out. He went along with her story, but then the wheels came off of her plan. She liked it. She still didn't like him, but she told me that just the thought of illicit sex with another man gave her one of the biggest orgasms of her life and that actually doing it gave her so many that it left her too weak to walk.
"Her affair with Charlie took on a life of its own. He would do anything that Heidi wanted because he thought that is what you wanted and the more they did the more Heidi got turned on. There was a side effect though -- guilt -- lots and lots of guilt. She couldn't bring herself to stop what she was doing, but at the same time the guilt drove her to where she couldn't face you and that's when your sex life went to hell. Next she added Hal to the mix. Her original thought was that the two of them would get into a tug of war over her and that would give her a chance to break away, go home and get to work at saving her marriage. It didn't work. It just gave her bigger and better orgasms.
"The end came when the guilt got so bad that she just had to do something before she lost you. By then she wasn't thinking too clearly as evidenced by the plan she came up with. She convinced herself that you would get turned on seeing her with another man and want to join in. I swear to God Tim, I tried to talk her out of it. I knew what kind of man you were and that there was no way you would go for something like that. I told her it would blow up in her face and I tried my best to stop her, but you saw how successful I was in doing that."
"I was supposed to come out of the closet and join in?"
"That's what she thought would happen."
"How could she have been so stupid? She had to know me better than that."
"I don't know what to say Tim, I guess she was desperate to find a way back to you."
"To find her way back to me?"
"I told you Tim, she loves you and it is killing her that you are gone."
"So, you haven't said, what's the reason for our getting together tonight?"
"Just that Tim. I wanted to see if maybe I could give you a little push to move you back toward her."
"I laughed and said, "There is a better chance of you and I becoming engaged than there is of my ever getting back with Heidi."
Stephanie looked at me pensively for a few moments and then said, "You and me? Tell you what, give it a couple of months for the dust to settle and see what happens. You have my number" and she got up and walked away leaving me sitting there stunned.
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I stop at the same restaurant for breakfast four or five days a week and for lunch maybe twice. There are a lot of regulars that frequent the place and I don't know half of them even though I've seen most of them off and on for the last fifteen years. It was a case of 'you know who they are but you don't know them.' You see them often enough to nod at them and say "Good morning" but it rarely goes any farther than that.
You see them often enough to observe their character traits and idiosyncrasies and some of them can be pretty entertaining to watch. There is the cop who comes in and sits in the same booth every day. If he comes in and some one else is sitting in that particular booth he will sit at the counter even if there are other booths and tables empty and drink coffee and read the morning paper until "his" booth becomes available and then he will move to it and order his breakfast. I've seen him sit at the counter for almost an hour waiting for that booth.
Then there is the guy who comes in and drinks coffee while watching for some one who is reading a newspaper to get up, pay their bill and go leaving their paper behind then he is up like a shot to get that paper. He will not order his breakfast until he has someone else's newspaper to read while he eats.
A guy named Al has come in every morning for the last nine years and he orders the same thing every morning (at least he does on the mornings I'm there). He orders two pancakes and a side of bacon. When the pancakes come he lifts off the top one and smothers the bottom one with catsup and Tabasco sauce and then puts the top one down and covers it with jelly instead of syrup. Every day for nine years!
There is a man named Toby who owns two apartment buildings and who comes in every morning and goes from booth to booth and table to table sitting down and saying "Hi" to everyone while waiting for someone to offer to buy him a cup of coffee.
There is a woman named Alice who works at city hall and who comes in once or twice a week wearing low cut blouses, high heels, short skirts and no underpants. She always sits at a table where she can be seen by a good half of the people in the restaurant and then she sits down and spreads her legs wide so everyone can see what she has. Guys who think it is a 'come on' and who have approached her get hot coffee thrown in their laps. Jerry Anderson, who also works at city hall says that when Alice gets to work she changes into long dresses or slacks. I guess she must get off on teasing a whole room full of guys.
There are dozens more, but the one who changed my life was Jeff Standish. Jeff never did anything to call attention to himself unless you want to call wearing a hat an attention getter. Then again, I guess that it was. It did get my attention.
Jeff always wore a hat and it was always the same hat. A black, wide brimmed Stetson - what some call a 'cowboy hat.' Tank top and cutoffs and the black hat. Jeans and a tee shirt and the black hat. Suit and a tie and the black hat. Jeff rode a racing bike and he wore those dumb looking skin tight Speedo things that bike riders wear and he came into the restaurant one day wearing them and the black hat. You get the picture? If you saw Jeff you saw the black hat. It got to the point where you automatically checked out Jeff when he came in to see if that was the day he came in hatless, wearing a baseball cap or some other style of head gear.
Whatever -- this whole ramble is only to point out why I was always checking out Jeff.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Wednesday and I walked into the restaurant and saw Jeff sitting in a booth towards the back. No change, still the black hat. He was talking to some one I couldn't see since whoever it was was sitting lower down than the back of the booth. I saw John and Mike sitting at the large round table against the back wall so I joined them. When I sat down I was facing the front door and I was able to see who was sitting with Jeff. A super-fine, very hot looking blonde!
As I sat there drinking coffee and talking to John and Mike while waiting for Tiffany to bring me my steak and eggs I kept glancing over at Jeff's booth. No -- not true -- I was looking over at the blonde. You ever see some one, know that you know them from somewhere, but just can't quite pin down from where? That's what I was getting from the blonde. She was vaguely familiar. I knew, just knew I'd seen her somewhere and try as I might I could not remember where or when. And that was very disquieting because there was no way on God's Green Earth that I should have ever forgotten something that smoking hot!
John and Mike left and shortly after Jeff and the blonde got up to leave and I got a good look at the total package. Five two and maybe a hundred and five pounds. Nice tits and a fantastic ass. Long blonde hair down to the middle of her back; all in all one hot looking babe. I finished my breakfast, had one more cup of coffee and then I headed off to work.
Friday morning I was sitting in the restaurant when Jeff came in and my eyes automatically went to his head. I saw that nothing had changed; he still had on the black hat. He sat down at a table and about five minutes later the blonde came in and sat down with him. I wondered about that. Outside of the fact that I just knew that I knew her from somewhere I knew that Jeff was gay so what was the story behind the stone fox sitting with him. I sipped and kept looking at the blonde until it was time for me to head off to the salt mine.
It was Tuesday before I went back to the restaurant. As I parked I saw Jeff getting out of his pick up and I checked him out -- still wearing the black hat, Ten minutes after Christy put my breakfast down in front of me the blonde came in and joined Jeff. When Christy brought me my ticket I asked her if she knew who the blonde was.
"That's Candy, Jeff's sister."
"No way!"
"Way. Big change huh?"
"I'll say."
Suddenly I knew why the blonde had looked familiar and why I couldn't believe I couldn't remember a girl that drop dead gorgeous. The last time I had seen Candy had been about three years previous and she had been -- to put it bluntly -- fat! Imagine five two and two hundred and twenty-five plus pounds and you had the Candy I remembered. Oh well, mystery solved and I had one less thing bouncing around in my head and bugging me.
+++++++++++++
But it didn't end there. For some reason, known only to Christy and God, Christy started to tease me. I came in for breakfast one morning and Christy said:
"You just missed your girlfriend."
"Who?" I asked a little on the confused side since I didn't have a girl friend.
"Candy. She just left and she was looking good this morning."
Instead of shrugging and going to a table I said, "Damn! Of all the bad luck" and that got the ball rolling. From then on Christy would tease me about Candy.
"Your girlfriend was in this morning. You just missed her."
"Candy was in this morning with some guy. You might be losing her."
"Candy was in this morning. She was sitting alone in a booth and she looked sad. Too bad you weren't here. You could have sat with her and cheered her up."
One morning I had just finished my breakfast when Christy came up to me and told me to hurry up and pay my bill.
"Why?"
"Because we are full and Candy just got here and she needs a seat so come on, let's go."
I pointed at the empty seat across from me and said, "Bring her over. I'll share."
"Up Rob, come on, let's go. You know you need to get to work anyway."
Candy was watching the play-by-play from over by the register and when I got up and left I had to walk right by her. She smiled at me and said, "Thank you."
"No need to thank me. Christy threatened me. She told me if I didn't get up she would do bad things to my breakfast the next time I came in."
That was the first time I'd ever spoken to Candy. Up till then she was just another one of the regulars you saw and just nodded a hello to.
Maybe six months went by and when I'd come into the restaurant Christy would tell me that I had just missed Candy and I would scold her for not calling me at work so I could hurry on down. Or she would tell me that Candy had just left and that she was looking super fine that morning and I would accuse her of just saying that to tease me. Once she said:
"Candy is on the other side" -- (there was a wall between the two sides of the restaurant) -- "and she is alone. Could be your big chance."
I looked at my watch and said, "Damn the rotten luck. I'm running late and I need to get to work. Story of my life; another opportunity lost."
++++++++++++++++++
And then one morning I racked it up a notch. I saw Jeff come in (and yes -- still the black hat) with a wrapped present and a dozen roses in a vase. He handed the present to Christy and she took it somewhere in the back. It was common knowledge that Jeff was gay, but he never flaunted it in public so I discounted that he was meeting his lover for breakfast. I called Christy over and took a shot in the dark.
"Is today Candy's birthday?"
"Yep, and she should be here any moment now."
"I want you to do me a favor. After they eat and ask for the bill just tell Candy that it has been taken care off. Tell her that her secret admirer bought her breakfast. I'll settle up with you when I come in tomorrow. Just don't tell her who her secret admirer is, okay?"
"Oh yeah. I can do that. It will be a kick."
The next day Christy said, "When Jeff asked me for the ticket I told him that Candy's secret admirer had already taken care of things and had asked me to wish her a very Happy Birthday. Then Candy said, "A secret admirer? Who?" and she started looking around. I told her I promised not to say and pointed out that if she knew who it wouldn't be a secret. Then Jeff got up to use the bathroom and while he was gone Candy said, "Come on, tell me. I won't let him know that I know." I told her sorry, but I had promised. Then she said, "Don't do this to me Christy; I just have to know." I just shrugged and told her I had other customers I had to get to and I walked away. Until Jeff got back from the bathroom Candy looked at every guy in the place trying to figure out who paid for her breakfast."
I thought for a minute and then said, "Do me another favor. Every once in a while when she comes in tell her that she just missed her secret admirer and if she is here when I'm here let her know that her secret admirer is in the building. Just don't ever let her know that it is me."
"You are an evil person Rob."
"Oh no you don't. You are the one who started all of this with the "You just missed your girlfriend stuff."
For the next couple of months Christy did just what I asked her to do. I would come in and Christy would tell me that I just missed Candy and that she had told Candy that she had just missed me.
"You are driving that poor girl nuts Rob. She is even trying to bribe me."
Maybe a half dozen times I was in the restaurant when Candy was there and Christy would say something to her when she refilled Candy's coffee cup or set her breakfast down in front of her and Candy would start looking around the room. I always made sure that I wasn't looking her way when she did it.
++++++++++++++
Why, since I thought she was smoking hot and she wanted to know who I was, didn't I tell Christy to let Candy know who I was and then try and get something going with Candy? Because I was married and I was pretty sure that Mary Alice would take a dim view of my chasing after another skirt. Although I wondered why she would. Things had not been going all that great between us for quite a while. It seemed like everything that I did and every thing I said would tick Mary Alice off. It was so bad that I found myself volunteering for projects that would keep me at work late so I wouldn't have to go home. I even did some volunteer work for a couple of charities. Anything to keep from going home until late.
Our love life was non-existent. It had been over six months since our last time. I was actually considering paying for some sex. Dawn Marie, one of the girls I went to school with, lost her husband in Iraq and with three small children to take care of she was up against it. She supplemented her meager income with a little 'light hooking' on the side. She didn't take just anyone; she had to know you and trust you and I was pretty close to giving her a call.
But even though things weren't all that great between Mary Alice and myself I wasn't anywhere near ready for a divorce and that is where I would be headed if Mary Alice caught me chasing after Candy.
One morning I came into the restaurant and saw Candy sitting alone and on a whim I told Christy that I would cover Candy's tab and she could tell Candy that her secret admirer had taken care of it. I watched as Candy asked for her ticket and then I saw her rise up and scan the room twice before getting up and leaving. When Christy brought me Candy's ticket she asked:
"You are an evil man Rob. Are you ever going to let the poor girl know?"
"Of course not. If she found out I couldn't be a secret admirer any more now could I?"
++++++++++++++++++
Christy and I played the game for another month and then things changed and they changed radically. Two things happened in close succession. The first thing that happened was that I discovered why Mary Alice and I weren't getting along.
The company set me up to make an 'on site' visit to one of our customers. I was supposed to fly out on a Monday and return Thursday. Sunday I packed my bag and Monday morning I told Mary Alice I'd give her a call and let her know where I was staying when I got to St. Louis and checked into a hotel and then I headed off to work.
The plan was to leave for the airport at one, but at eleven Harry (my boss) called me into his office and told me that he wanted me to put off the trip for a day. Engineering thought that they had come up with a fix for one of the problems I was going to the site to inspect and Harry wanted me to have the fix when I went. I finished out the day at the office and then headed for home. I didn't bother to call Mary Alice since lately she hadn't seemed to much care about anything where I was concerned anyway.
I knew what was going on as soon as I walked into the house. I heard the long, drawn out wailing moan that Mary Alice makes when she is taking a hard one in the ass. That sound explained what had been going on and why Mary Alice had been so distant the last six months or so. The big surprise wasn't that Mary Alice was an unfaithful bitch -- although that was a surprise -- but that I didn't much care. Sixteen years together and for all practical purposes it was over. And I didn't care!
But I was curious though and so I quietly climbed the stairs and headed for the bedroom. Mary Alice was on her knees, head lying on her arms as she moaned and behind her, driving up the dirt road, was Herb Sampson. Herb was our next door neighbor. Neither one saw me as I stood there taking in the scene and after maybe half a minute I turned and left.
I checked into a motel for the night and then in the morning I went into the office to pick up what the engineers had for me. While at the office I got out the Yellow Pages and looked up Investigative Services. I called the first one on the list, which happened to be AAA Investigations, and after giving them some information and a credit card number I headed for St. Louis.
The fix the engineers had come up with worked and that made the visit a little easier for me. I had time in my hotel room to think about the situation I found myself in. I was still surprised that I hadn't been more upset at finding out about Mary Alice and Herb. I had known for months that there was something bad wrong with our relationship, but I was thinking that it might have been menopause or something like that that she would eventually get over. But it no longer mattered whether or not she got over it, because I wouldn't be getting over what she was doing with Herb. All I needed to do was figure out what I was going to do about it.
I spent Tuesday and Wednesday night wrestling with the problem and in the end I decided to do nothing. Oh I did make some decisions. One was that sex with Mary Alice was a thing of the past. And I decided that I wasn't going to waste money on a divorce. Why bother? Mary Alice cooked a decent meal, kept a clean house and I always had clean socks and underwear. We weren't having sex anyway so no loss there. For the last year she wasn't much more than a maid or house keeper anyway so why not keep it that way was my thinking. Eventually Mary Alice might decide to go for a divorce and against that possibility I would have AAA Investigations get as much dirt on Mary Alice as possible so she wouldn't be able to rape me too bad. The third decision I made was to pay a call on Dawn Marie when I got back home.
I flew home Thursday, dropped by the office and brought Harry up to date on my trip and then I headed for my office. I called Dawn Marie and asked her if she would like to have dinner with me that evening and she said she would love to. I told her I would pick her up at six and then I called Mary Alice on my cell phone and told her that there had been some complications and that I wasn't going to get home until Friday. As I hung up I could just imagine how fast she got in touch with Herb to let him know that they had one more night together.
Dawn and I had dinner at Antonio's and then I asked her if she would like to hit a club for a drink or two and a dance or three and her face lit up.
"Oh God Bobby, do you have any idea how long it has been since I've gone dancing? I'd love it."
Dawn Marie was a great looking girl and she would make some lucky guy a great wife if she could find one willing to take on a woman with three kids aged seven, five and three. Unfortunately there didn't seem to be many of those around. Of course he would also have to be open minded enough to overlook what she did to pay her bills.
Dawn Marie didn't start out a loose woman, but when Hal didn't make it back from Iraq she found herself in a bind for money. The insurance didn't last long and day care would eat up whatever she would make going back to work. Six months after Hal's death Charlie Profitt felt that she had been in mourning long enough and he had asked her out. She said that she wished she could go out, but she couldn't afford a baby sitter. Charlie told her that he would cover the sitter. During the date it came out just how bad off she was. It had been over a year since Dawn had made love and Charlie was able to score. Before he left he handed Dawn a hundred dollar bill and she said that she couldn't take it and Charlie had said:
"Oh yes you can. Think of what you can buy for your kids with it" and that was the start of it.
We spent three hours at The Pit and then I took her to a motel. I can't speak for Dawn, but I enjoyed the hell out of it. So much so that I asked her if we could make it a standing date to do the same thing every Thursday from then on and she said yes. I took her home and then went back to the motel and got a good night's sleep.
Friday afternoon I sat in the offices of AAA Investigations and listened as they described Mary Alice's activities while I was in St. Louis. Tuesday night Herb spent the night at my house. Mary Alice spent Wednesday night at Herb's and Thursday night Herb over-nighted at my place. I made arrangements to let some of AAA's people into the house to plant some surveillance equipment and then I went home to my "loving wife." When I got home Mary Alice acted like she hadn't even known I had been gone. The rest of the weekend was normal except that I made no attempt to try and talk Mary Alice into making love. Not that she would have anyway, but it was something that I usually did. I wondered if she even noticed that I didn't bother.



+++++++++++++++++++
The second thing that happened was that I was discovered. It was the Tuesday after I returned from my St. Louis trip. I was sitting at the restaurant having lunch when Candy came in. She looked my way, saw me, and her face lit up with a smile. "What's up with that" I thought and then she headed straight for my table. As I stood up and pulled out a chair for her I looked around and noticed several empty booths and tables. Once she was seated she said:
"And how is my secret admirer today?"
"I guess it is just plain admirer now. Who snitched?"
"Nobody sweetie. Believe it or not, but just because I'm blond doesn't mean that I'm dumb. Every time Christy would tell me that my secret admirer was here I would look around and I noticed that you were the only one who was here all those times. Simple process of elimination. Plus, the last time you bought my breakfast I just happened to look in the window when I got outside and I saw Christy bring you the bill."
"I guess that puts an end to my fun."
"Maybe. Maybe not. There is fun and then there is another kind of fun."
Before I could ask her what she meant by that Martha showed up to take Candy's order. After Martha left Candy changed the subject and said:
"You already know I'm Candy, but who are you? All the waitresses here call you something different. Christy calls you Rob, Tiffany calls you Bobby, Kit calls you Bob and Martha calls you Mister Dalton."
"I prefer Rob, but I have been known to answer to "Hey you."
"Hey you? I like that. So tell me Hey You, what do you do?"
We spent the next twenty minutes making general conversation while eating and then it was time for me to get back to work. As I was getting ready to go Candy opened her purse, took out a card and handed it to me.
"I always have my cell with me. Call me. Soon."
I smiled at her and said, "I would really love to. Really, I would, but I'm married."
"That doesn't make you all bad, just more interesting. Call me."
As I walked out of the restaurant I was thinking, "If she doesn't care if I'm married I sure don't." I waited until four that afternoon and then I called her and asked her to have dinner with me on Wednesday and she said she would love to.
When I got home that night I told Mary Alice that I had to go to St. Louis again the next day and wouldn't be home until Friday. All she said was:
"Don't forget we have my sister's birthday party to go to on Saturday."
I didn't have a trip to St. Louis, but AAA suggested that I fake one so they could get Mary Alice and Herb on tape. Given what the two had done while I was on my last trip it was a considered a good bet that either Wednesday or Thursday, or maybe both, the two of them would spend the night again at my place.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a great time with Candy on Wednesday night and when I took her home and walked her to her door I told her that I had enjoyed myself immensely and that I would like to do it again. She laughed as she unlocked her door and then she turned to me and said:
"It isn't over yet Hey You" and she took hold of my tie and pulled me into her condo.
She was wild, she was hot and she lived up to the promises that her super sexy appearance made. It was an exhausting three hours and when I couldn't respond any more and was lying next to her trying to recover Candy asked:
"What time do you have to be home?"
"I don't. I'm away on a business trip tonight."
"Oh lucky me. I hope that you like being awakened with a blow job."
"I probably could learn to like it."
She did wake me up with a hum job and that led to a spirited romp followed by us showering together. As I dressed Candy asked:
"Any chance you will still be out of town on business tonight?"
"Unfortunately I'll be back. I have something scheduled for tonight."
"Some one whose eyes I might want to scratch out?"
"No, it is a business meeting."
"When can I see you again?"
"How about tomorrow night."
"That will work for me."
As I drove to work I wondered why I was passing up free pussy from Candy just to pay for some from Dawn, but even as I asked myself that question I knew the answer. I had committed myself to seeing her and I knew that she was depending on the money so she could take care of her kids. She was expecting me and because of it she may have turned down another caller and I didn't think it would be right of me to call and cancel now.
At ten I called AAA and was told that Herb had spent both nights at my place and it was all on tape. I swung by AAA at lunch and picked up their reports and the audio and video tapes and then I stopped by the bank and rented a deposit box to hold them. I'd already decided that I wasn't going to go for a divorce, but what was in the box was my insurance policy in case Mary Alice decided to bail and clean me out in the process.
I picked up Dawn at six and we had dinner, took in a movie and then stopped at The Black Mushroom for a couple of drinks and some dancing. Once in the motel room Dawn moved into my arms and whispered:
"Hold me Bobby. Hold me and kiss me and let me pretend that this isn't just another business transaction."
The way she said it touched me and made me realize just how bad life had stuck it to her. That night I didn't fuck her; I did my best to make love to her. When I took her home she kissed me and asked:
"Next week?"
I kissed her again and told her I would be there. On the way back to the motel I felt like a heel. Dawn deserved a better life than what she had and I wasn't making it any better for her by acting like I wasn't just another trick.
++++++++++++
I called Mary Alice from work on Friday and told her that I was back from my trip, but would be home late since Harry wanted to take me out to dinner and discuss what had occurred when I visited the client. I didn't expect her to say anything and she didn't disappoint me.
I picked Candy up and we went for dinner and then dancing. In the car on the way to her apartment Candy asked:
"What's the story with you Hey You? Wife doesn't understand you?"
"I think in my case that is a true statement. She sure didn't understand me well enough to know that I wouldn't take kindly to finding out that she was cheating on me with the next door neighbor."
"When did you find out?"
"Three weeks ago."
"So I'm just a revenge fuck?"
"Not in the least. Mary Alice and I hadn't had a sex life for quite a while and all that finding out what she as doing with Herb was free me up to do some playing of my own. Until I caught her I was staying faithful even though the marriage was floundering."
"What did she say when you caught her?"
"She doesn't know. They were too busy to notice me and I turned and walked away."
"So I caught you at just the right time."
"Indeed you did and I'm glad of it. Okay, now that you know my story what's yours? Why did a stone fox who has every man who sees her drooling sit down at a married man's table and give him what was basically an engraved invitation?"
"Busy playing catch-up and I thought I would give my secret admirer a try."
"Playing catch-up?"
"You have been around long enough to know what I looked like five years ago. You have to know that I couldn't get a date and that I had zip for a love life at the time. Anyway, after an extreme diet and a personal trainer got me into the shape I am in now I've started making up for lost time and I've been busy sampling what is out there. I'm looking for the keeper. Would that maybe be you Hey You? Are you a keeper?"
"Apparently Mary Alice didn't think so."
"One woman's loss can be another woman's gain. So far I like what I see. What time do you need to be home tonight?"
"When I get there."
"Oh goody. Plan on being very, very late."
It was three in the morning when I got home and Mary Alice didn't wake up when I climbed into bed.
Saturday was a busy day for me as I tried to catch up on the yard work. I had cut the grass and was busy pulling weeds out of the flower beds when Herb leaned over the fence and said:
"Hey Rob; long time no see. How have you been?"
"Busy busy busy Herb. Between the job and keeping up with what's going on around here I don't have much free time."
"Come on over and have a beer."
"I'd like to, but I have to get this done before Mary Alice and I have to go over to her mom's place to celebrate her sister's birthday."
Besides, I thought, a beer might loosen me up enough to do you some serious bodily harm.
"Well, offers open if you can find some time" and he walked back to his garage. I wondered what the fuck Mary Alice saw in him. Maybe it was a case of "birds of a feather." He was divorced because his wife caught him cheating. Maybe they got along because he was a cheater and she wanted to cheat. I got back to my weeding.
The birthday party for Angela was mostly family. I always got along good with Mary Alice's family. They were all nice people and they all seemed to like me. I was out on the back patio looking up at the stars when Angie came out and stood beside me. We stood there silent for a moment or two and then she said:
"What's up with you and Mary Alice?"
"What do you mean?"
"Oh come on Rob, the two of you are acting toward each other like you are each living on a different planet."
So I wasn't the only one who noticed that Mary Alice didn't connect with me any more. I considered my answer for a bit and then said:
"I don't know Angie. Maybe it's my job. I've been putting in a lot of hours lately and maybe Mary Alice is feeling left alone too much. Can't be helped though. Got to pay the bills."
"Maybe you need to find a way to spend more time with her."
I almost laughed at that. Find a way to spend more time with her? I was trying like hell to find ways to keep me away from her.
Mary Alice was in a good mood on the way home and when we got there and were getting ready for bed Mary Alice said:
"Rob honey, it has been a while since we made love. Are you in the mood?"
I wasn't all that interested, but to say no would not be natural. And then I thought so what? She had been saying no to me for months. I almost said, "If you are horny go and see Herb" but I didn't, I just said:
"No thanks Mary Alice, I'm not in the mood."
I saw her face cloud up a little at that, but she didn't say anything. She just put on her nightgown, got in bed and turned out the lamp on her side.
Over breakfast in the morning Mary Alice kept looking at me and finally she put her coffee cup down and said:
"Why didn't you want to make love to me last night?"
The first thing that leapt into my mind was, "Because I don't want Herb's leftovers" but what I said was:
"It has been over six months since the last time. I've tried, but all I've gotten was excuses. Headaches, backaches, whatever, and I've gone through withdrawal. I've managed to get myself to the point where I don't miss it and quite frankly I didn't want to do it with you and then go through another six months of withdrawal again."
"That isn't natural Rob. Men always want sex. Are you getting it some place else?"
"Funny you should ask that Mary Alice. That is exactly what I've been wondering about you. Wondering if the reason you haven't been interested in having sex with me all these months is because you have a lover. One of the neighbors maybe? Some one close by to take care of you while I'm busy working my ass off to pay for this house you just had to have and all the other things you've wanted."
Her face lost a little color when I said that and she said, "Don't be ridiculous."
"Yeah. It does sound a little far fetched doesn't it."
I got up from the table, refilled my coffee cup and went out to the garage to work on the car. I spent the day working on projects around the house, had a rather silent meal at dinner time and then watched some TV until around ten Mary Alice was already in bed sleeping when I got to the bedroom.
+++++++++++++++++
Over the next month I co-existed with Mary Alice, spent every Thursday night with Dawn Marie and dated Candy two or three times a week. The more time I spent with Candy and the more I learned about her the more I thought back to the night she told me she was looking for a keeper and then asked me if I was one. The more I learned about her the more I was thinking that she was one -- a keeper.
I began to seriously consider ending the farce with Mary Alice and then putting a full court press on Candy. One Wednesday night after Candy and I had worked up a major sweat I asked he if she had made any progress in finding her keeper.
"Actually I have. I'm just waiting for him to make his move."
"Am I in the way?"
"You men can be so dense sometimes."
"Why would you say that?"
"Because my "keeper" is in my bed right now."
"Oh."
"Yes Hey You, oh."
"What is it that makes you think that I am a keeper?"
"We may have tripled in size over the last ten years Rob, but for all of us born here this is still a small town and word gets around. I know all about you. I have a cousin who works with you and he tells me that you are a hard worker and are well thought of by upper management. A girl I went to school with is involved with the same charity to that you volunteer to work with. She has the hots for you by the way. I know dozens of people who know you and they all say that you are the real deal. Some of them even know that things aren't right between you and your wife and they know, or at least feel, that the problem is with her but you still soldier on and do your best. So I know what kind of man you are Hey You and as an added bonus you are absolutely marvelous in the sack."
"I'm not too clear on socially acceptable behavior. Can I propose to you now or do I have to wait until my divorce is final?"
"I think the wise thing to do would be for me to accept your proposal, fuck your brains out as a sign of commitment and then keep our plans quiet until your divorce is final" and then she did the commitment thing.
+++++++++++++++++
Mary Alice was a little stunned when I handed her the divorce papers.
"I don't understand Rob. Why are you doing this to me -- to us?"
"There is no us Mary Alice, there is you and Herb."
"Oh God, you know."
"Yes Mary Alice, I know and I have audio, video and the reports from the private detectives to back them up. Don't bother with the "It isn't what you think" or the "I can explain" or the "He means nothing to me, it was only sex" routine because none of it matters. How it started, why it started and how long it has been going on don't mean a thing to me. The only thing that means anything is what I saw with my own two eyes when I came home one night when you thought I was out of town. All that matters is the time I spent standing in the bedroom doorway watching Herb fuck you in the ass. You were so into it that neither one of you even noticed I was there.
"The bright side to all this is you can spend all your time with Herb now although he isn't likely to be much use in the sex department for a while. I stopped off to give him the good news and I'm afraid I got a little carried away when I was kicking him in the balls. Nine times might have been a bit excessive."
I looked down at my shoes and said, "Messed up my shine too. Hey! Maybe you can run over to his place and try to kiss things and make them better. Maybe you can do that while I pack."
I left her standing in the living room as I headed for the basement to get suitcases.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
She held my hands on her huge belly and I felt him kick. We knew it was a him because we had an ultrasound done.
"Your hands on my tummy are making me horny."
"Everything makes you horny."
"Yes, and you seem to think that it is a good thing. You certainly take advantage of the condition often enough."
"You are right and I think I'll do it again" I said as I stood up and undressed. She giggled and got on her hands and knees. Doggie was the only way we could do it with her being in the condition she was in. Not that I minded. There was something that was just so terribly erotic in the way she looked with her belly and milk filled tits hanging down. Nasty old man me had even taken a video of us making love in the position and watching the belly and tits sway were a major, major turn on.
I slid slowly into her and then made slow love to her while she moaned. She had an orgasm and then I had mine.
"Thank you lover; I needed that" she murmured as she laid down on her right side and I moved in behind her and spooned up against her.
In the morning as Dawn -- yes, Dawn -- fixed breakfast and got the kids ready for school I watched her bustle around the kitchen and thought about how I had ended up where I was.
It had started on a Thursday at a TGI Friday's in Colorado Springs. I was visiting a customer and he offered to take me to lunch. It was one week after the "commitment fuck" and three days after I had dropped the divorce papers on Mary Alice. Marv and I were sitting at a window table when I saw a familiar looking pick up truck pull into the parking lot of the Days Inn just across the street. The driver had his cell phone in his ear and I saw him drive by the office and pull up and park next to a familiar looking Lexus. Marv asked me what had my attention and without taking my eyes off of the two vehicles I said:
"I'm not sure Marv, but I think my wedding plans are about to become history."
The door to the Lexus opened and Candy got out and walked to the door of the unit she was parked in front of, unlocked the door and went inside. The man got out of the pick up and followed her into the room and the door closed. I'd know that black hat anywhere. It would seem that Jeff wasn't as gay as every one thought. I didn't have to wonder why they were in Colorado Springs. Candy herself had told me that Castle Rock was still a small town and word gets around. So there I sat, looking out the window. Mary Alice was history and Candy was about to be.
I was in a bit of a funk when I got off work that evening and all I really wanted to do was go somewhere and get pissy-assed drunk, but I had my standing date with Dawn Marie. And let me say this up front. If it had been anyone but Jeff going into that motel room with Candy the wedding would still have been on. I was still married to Mary Alice and Candy was a single lady and what she did before we got married was really none of my business. I would have brought it up and we would have talked about it, but it would not have derailed anything. Besides, I could hardly be pissed at her while I was still seeing Dawn, but once I saw the black hat Candy was history.
My heart wasn't in it when I picked up Dawn, but I had gotten her to depend on me spending my Thursdays with her so it was a good bet that she, expecting me, had turned down some one else who might have called asking her for 'a date' so I showed up on time.
About half way through dinner Dawn put he fork down and asked:
"What's the matter Bobby?"
The poor girl had more than enough problems of her own and she damned sure didn't need to be listening to me whine, but I was in the dumps and the mood was right and I said:
"My life sucks!"
Then I told her about my last year with Mary Alice and what happened there. I told her about Candy and what happened there and Dawn surprised me when she said:
"I thought everyone knew that Jeff was bi-sexual. And most everyone who knows Jeff and Candy has suspected what you found out."
"How do you know this?"
"You moved here and only attended high school here your senior year so you weren't really in tune with things. I was born here and raised here Bobby and you can't hide much in a small town."
She waved the waitress over and asked for a 'doggie bag.' She saw the confused look on my face and said:



"You aren't eating it anyway so let's get out of here."
"Where are we going?"
"To my house."
"Why?"
"Because there is no use in going to the motel. Your heart wouldn't be in it and you don't need to be alone tonight so I'm taking you home with me. We will sit at my kitchen table, get drunk and tell each other sob stories."
I woke up in the morning on Dawn's couch. What woke me was the noise coming from Dawn's kitchen. I sat up and out of the corner of my eye I saw someone hurry out of the room. A minute later a little boy walked into the room and came over to me and said:
"Mommy told me we needed to cheer you up." He handed me a doll and asked, "Would you like to play with my "G.I.Joe?"
I looked at the doll and was trying to think of a way to ask how one went about playing with a "G.I.Joe" when a young girl walked into the room carrying a tray. She brought it to me and held it out. It had a cup of coffee on it along with a spoon, a sugar bowl and a small pitcher of cream. She handed me the tray and said:
"Mommy says breakfast will be ready in ten minutes."
She stood there watching me as I put cream and sugar in the coffee and took a sip. Then she said:
"My name is Darla and I'm almost seven years old. That's Jeffery" she said pointing to the little boy. "He's only five and can't go to school yet."
She watched me sip my coffee and then she said, "I'm going to be in the second grade." Before I could respond to that Dawn came into the room and asked me how I liked my eggs. I got up and followed her into the kitchen and sat down at the kitchen table. As I sipped my coffee and watched Dawn work I thought back to the night before. How we sat in the kitchen and drank beer and talked about our time in high school and how our lives had gone since. When I got up to leave she said I had had too much beer and she wouldn't let me leave to drive home and besides she said:
"You don't want to be alone tonight anyway."
She made me a bed on her couch and told me that she would see to it that I got up in time for work.
She was frying eggs and she turned to me and asked:
"Why are you looking at me like that?"
"I'm just trying to figure out why some guy hasn't snapped you up yet."
"You just met two of the reasons in the living room and the third is still asleep and you know what the fourth one is. To land a man I'd have to move to another city -- one where no one knew my reputation and even then it would be iffy. Not too many guys want to marry a large family."
I couldn't say anything to that because I knew she was right and that was a shame. She was extremely good looking, intelligent, and from what I'd seen so far of her kids she was doing a hell of a good job as a mom. I don't know where it came from -- I really don't -- but I suddenly said:
"Where would you like to go to dinner tonight?"
"What? I'm sorry Bobby, but there is no way I can get a baby sitter on such short notice."
"Who said you would need a baby sitter? I'm talking about all of us going."
She looked at me kind of shocked and I said, "I know. How about Chuckie Cheeses. The kids will love it and I haven't had pizza for a while."
"You are serious?"
"Of course I am."
Candy called me at work around ten that morning and wanted to know what our plans for the night were. I took the coward's way out.
"I don't think I'll be seeing you any more Candy. There is a chance that Mary Alice and I are going put things back together or at least try."
"You're kidding me! You are going to let that slut back into your life?"
"Goodbye Candy."
I took Dawn and the kids out that night and we had a great time. Sunday I took them on a picnic and Sunday night after Dawn had put Darla, Jeffery and little Becky to bed I stuck my nose in Dawn's business.
"How much do you make a week from your gentlemen callers?"
"Whoa Rob, that is none of your business and I'm surprised that you would ask me such a crude question."
"It is my business Dawn. I want to make myself exclusive and I need to know what it is going to cost me."
"Why would you want to do something like that?"
"A couple of reasons. One is that I plan to keep seeing you and second, some day your kids are going to hear things at school if you keep seeing gentlemen callers. You said it yourself; this is still a small town."
"You coming around will still keep the talk going."
"Not if everyone thinks that you have a new steady boyfriend and have given up what you were doing. If I'm the only man they see coming around that is what they will all think -- that you have a man in your life now."
"Are you serious about this?"
"Absolutely."
"I usually have two or three as you call them -- gentlemen callers -- and I make two hundred from each of them. The insurance paid off the house when Hal didn't come back so I only need about sixteen hundred or so a month to meet my bills and pay for what I have to buy. I could see more than two or three, but I don't. All I want is enough to take care of my babies."
"I'll give you two thousand a month for exclusive use."
"I still don't understand why you would do it."
"Simple really. I like sex at least two or three times a week. Now that Mary Alice and Candy are out of my life I need an outlet. I don't want to do the bar scene and strike out more than I score and I don't want to go back to dating and spend three or four weeks trying to get to home plate with some girl without getting there. As far as the money goes I could easily spend that much a month wining and dining whoever I was trying to score with. It is a win/win situation for both of us."
Dawn looked at me for a minute or so while she thought about what I had just proposed and then she said:
"I've got rules. No sleepovers and I never do anything in the house when the kids are here."
"How about sleepovers at my place if I pay the baby sitter?"
"Once in a while maybe, but I don't like to be gone from my babies too much."
For the next six months Dawn and I "dated" two, three or four times a week and maybe once every two weeks she would spend the night at my place. On Friday nights or on the weekends I usually took Dawn and her kids somewhere. By the end of the first month the kids were calling me Uncle Rob.
Dawn was much more than a piece of ass -- much, much more -- and one morning after she had stayed the night with me I was sitting up in bed looking down on her sleeping form and I thought again what a shame it was that guys couldn't get past her coming with a ready made family and a slightly shady past. She would make some man a damned good wife. She was intelligent, witty, had a great sense of humor and was a fantastic cook. She was good looking and sexy and she was great in bed. She woke up and saw me looking down at her and she reached up and pulled me down and snuggled in and the two of us fell back to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was inevitable, given that both Dawn and Candy had told me about it still being a small town, that Candy would eventually learn about all the time I was spending with Dawn. Word of our going out for dinner, drinks and dancing and of my taking Dawn and her kids places on weekends would get back to Candy.
I still ate breakfast and lunch at the restaurant although I did make it an early breakfast knowing that Candy wouldn't come in until nine or so. It had to happen sooner or later and so I wasn't surprised when one morning Candy sat down on the other side of the table from me.
"How have you been Hey You?"
"Fine Candy, and you?"
"I have my good days and my bad ones. How are things working with you and Mary Alice?"
"They aren't."
"I hear you are spending a lot of time with Dawn Metzler."
"I am seeing her a lot."
"Why haven't you called?"
"No point."
"Why not? I thought we had something good going. What happened?"
"What happened was a lunch date with Marv Baxter."
"I don't understand?"
I had lunch with Marv at a TGI Friday's in Colorado Springs. The one right across the street from the Days Inn. In fact, you could see the Days Inn parking lot from our table."
Candy's face paled a touch and then she said, "Nice seeing you Rob" and she got up and left the restaurant.
++++++++++++++
The divorce from Mary Alice should have been quick, but for some reason Mary Alice kept putting up road blocks. I hadn't talked to her since the day I handed her the divorce papers even though she tried calling me several times a week. Finally my attorney said we needed to sit down with Mary Alice and her attorney. I told him to go ahead and set it up. It turned out that what Mary Alice wanted was some time alone with me so we could talk. I told my lawyer okay and he and Mary Alice's lawyer left the room.
"What do you want Mary Alice?"
"I want you back home where you belong. I admit I made a mistake -- a big one -- but Herb meant nothing to me. It was a fling Rob; an ill advised fling, but that is all that it was. It happened at a time when I was down on myself, thinking that I was getting old and wasn't attractive any more. I love you Rob and I'm sorry for the way I behaved there for a while, but I'll make it up to you Rob, I swear I will. I love you and I want you back with me."
"Not a chance Mary Alice. There isn't any way that I will ever forget seeing Herb slamming his cock in your ass while you begged him to do it harder. Maybe if I hadn't seen it, but unfortunately I did. Here is what is going to happen Mary Alice. I filed under Irreconcilable Differences instead of Infidelity. I did that because I like your family and they didn't need to know what kind of a whore you were. If you keep fighting the divorce I'll drop it for a couple of weeks and then file again using Infidelity as grounds and then I'll send a copy of the audio and video that I have of you and Herb to everyone in your family and to everyone that you know. We are done Mary Alice and you are the one who did it to us. Now you have to live with it."
Mary Alice withdrew all objections and the divorce went forward.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The evening of the day the divorce became final I took Dawn out for drinks and dancing and after we had been in the lounge for about an hour Dawn got up to use the ladies room. As she walked away from our table I saw all the male eyes in the room following her and I smiled to myself and thought:
"Eat your hearts out boys, she's mine."
And then suddenly I realized that she was. She was mine! And I also realized as I watched her walk back to the table that sooner or later some guy was going to take a long look at her and decide that she would be worth having, ready made family or not. We went to my place when we left the lounge and made love twice before I took her home. When I dropped her off I said:
"Prep the kids for Chuckie Cheeses tonight okay?"
"Sure. They love that place."
We were sitting in a booth and the kids were playing and I said to Dawn, "I want to change our arrangement."
"Oh? In what way?"
"I don't want to give you two thousand a month any more."
Her face lost its smile and she said, "I see."
"No you don't" I said as I slid the little velvet covered box across the table to her. "Instead of two thousand a month I want you to have everything that I have."
She opened the box, saw the ring and said, "Oh my God" and started crying.
++++++++++++++
I won't pretend that it has been easy. Even though Dawn had been seeing only me for months her 'gentlemen callers' still called and they approached her whenever they ran across her when she was out of the house. She was always polite when she turned them down because at the time she didn't know how long our arrangement would last and she didn't want to alienate her 'fan base.'
The calls stopped when we got married, but the men who had "known" her still approached her when she was out and about. I knew when I married her that it was likely to happen and Dawn did too and she made me promise to let her handle it. There are times it hasn't been all that easy, but then I guess that is the price I have to pay for having Dawn. And I do have to say that she is worth it and more.
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WARNING: If you have strong religious beliefs you might want to avoid reading this story. It is guaranteed to piss off almost every known religion.
*
What started me on the journey toward wanting to watch my wife with another man was an advertisement in a magazine. It was in "Argosy" a man's magazine that is no longer around. God, I don't even want to dwell on how long ago that was, but the memory of that ad still stands clear in my mind.
"Become an ordained minister. Start your own church and reap the spiritual benefits of bringing The Word to your congregation. You will also be eligible for the tax benefits that all religious organizations are entitled to.
For a limited time only the Chicago Archdiocese of The Church of The New Truth is accepting applications for the issuance of charters to establish our presence in areas were we currently have no ministries.
Send $10.00 to:
The Church of The New Truth
Office of Spiritual Enlightenment
Post Office Box 222
Chicago, Illinois
Act now while your area is still available."
Now it needs to be understood that I am a stone agnostic, but I got to thinking about what a kick it would be to be an ordained minister and have my own church. I knew it was a scam, but I thought that I could get a hundred dollars worth of fun out of my $10.00 application fee. And I did!
Six weeks after I mailed in my fee I received a packet in the mail. It contained a Certificate of Ordination; a wallet sized identification card that said I was a minister and a booklet telling me how to go about setting up my church; where to file the necessary papers with the local governments and most importantly - the things I could do to use my church to avoid paying taxes.
I may not be the sharpest knife in the drawer, but as I read that booklet I saw that it was an open invitation to become a tax fraud case when the IRS got my return. It told me how to use my house as a church which would allow me to escape having to pay property taxes and how I could claim my personal vehicle and vehicle expenses as a deduction. The biggie was that I should give all my paycheck from my regular job to the church as tithing, claim it on Schedule A as cash contribution to the church and then turn around and have the church give it back to me as my wages for being the pastor of the church as those wages were taxed at a much lower rate. I could just see the IRS agent rubbing his hands with glee as he read that return. No, I would use my ordination for entertainment purposes only.
I started out by telling the guys I worked with that I had "found God" and was going to start my own church. I showed them my certificate of ordination and then asked them if they would like to join my church. They laughed, as I knew they would, and then one of them asked why, with so many established religions already out there, should they join my church.
"Because the established churches spread a false gospel" I said, "They all, every last one of them are steering you down the wrong path."
"How do you figure that?"
"They all preach against sin."
"Yeah, so?"
"It is all just so wrong! Let me ask you a couple of questions. Do you consider yourself a Christian?"
"Yes."
"Do you believe in Jesus?"
"I do."
"Do you accept that Christ died for your sins?"
"I suppose so."
"Then answer me this. If Christ died for your sins and you don't sin are you not saying that Christ died in vain?"
"What the hell are you saying?"
"The other churches are preaching against sin; my church preaches for it! The doctrine of my church is that we must -- MUST -- sin in order to validate the death of Christ!"
I got a loud "Amen brother: from Sam Taylor and Bennie Kotlarz took off his cap, put a quarter in it and passed it around as a collection plate and my ministry was off and running.
+++++++++++++++++++
Four the next several months the guys would come to me every Monday morning for confession. Sam Taylor started it. The first Monday following my "sermon" Sam came up to me and asked me where the confessional was. He caught me off guard with that and I said, "What?"
"A booth where I can confess my sins."
Suddenly I caught on and said, "No confessional booths in the Church of the New Truth Sam. Sins are not to be hidden away like someone's dirty laundry. Sins belong out in the light of day for every one to see. Sins are to be celebrated as an affirmation that our Lord did not waste his life. Tell us Sam; tell us about your sin."
"I was at Rooney's Pub Saturday night and Mary Ellen McFee was there. I bought her some drinks and danced with her and talked her into going out into the parking lot with me. She gave me a hell of a blow job and then took me home with her and fucked me on her living room couch while her husband was asleep in the next room."
"Where's the sin in that?" asked Eddie Catron.
"I drank the last six bottles of beer he had in the fridge."
"Oh you slimy bastard!"
From then on it was like the old radio show "Can You Top This." Every Monday the guys would come to work and confess to some sin or other and then it was a case of the first liar not having a chance. Bennie would always end the session by passing his hat as a collection plate and I actually ended up getting a return on my $10.00 investment. In four months the Church of the New Truth collected $11.36 in Bennie's hat.
Like most jokes the Church of the New Truth became stale and my certificate of ordination got pushed to the back of one of my drawers and was forgotten.
++++++++++++++++
Several years and two failed marriages later I was working for a job shop in a small town just outside of Detroit. My co-workers were a bunch of hard drinking party animals and most nights after work we would hit a bar just down the street from the shop. Things never got outrageous at the bar during the week because we all had to be at work the next day, but Friday nights were a different story.
There were a couple of manufacturing plants in the area and a lot of the office girls would stop at the bar after work. The place had a live band on Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays and a decent sized dance floor so the office girls were never left alone by the guys (but then really, wasn't that what they came in for?). It was basically the same group in there every Friday and after a while everybody knew everybody else. There were enough 'transients' to keep the group lively and interesting, but there was always the "core" group and it hardly ever changed.
One Friday night I was sitting at a table with three of the guys I worked with and four girls from the wheel plant and the subject of religion came up. I had had several beers and was in a good mood and I dumped the Church of the New Truth and its philosophy on the table and got a bunch of laughs. And then Stella, one of the girls, asked me, "Are you really an ordained minister?" Even after all those years I still had the wallet sized card that said I was an ordained minister in the Church of the New Truth in my billfold and I took it out and handed it to Stella. She looked at it and said:
"Does this mean that you can perform marriages?"
"Of course" I said, even though I knew that in order to do so I needed to be registered with the State which I wasn't. The card was passed around the table and when it got back to me I put it away and forgot it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The following Friday was Vern's birthday and so we celebrated it at the bar and by midnight no one was feeling any pain. Vern came up to me with Gloria, a girl who worked across the street in the real estate office and said:
"Rev, we want to get married."
Vern and Gloria were both 'blotto' and I was just far enough along myself to go along with the program. I said, "You need a ring." Vern called Candy, the barmaid, over and asked her to get him the pull ring from a beer can. Then I told him we needed two witnesses so he asked Candy to stick around for a minute and he called Bill Miglio over. By then we had drawn a crowd so I turned it into a big production. I went through the wedding ceremony, or as much of it as I could remember in my drunken state, and when I got to the part about if there was anyone who knew why the two shouldn't be married Ray Hendrickson yelled out:
"She promised me a blow job so she can't be married until I get it."
I said, "Vern, would you mind if she cheats on you from time to time?" and he said "Fuck no."
"There you have it Ray. She'll get to you sooner or later."
Vern slipped the pull tab on Gloria's finger and I pronounced them man and wife and to the cheers of everyone there the two of them left the bar and headed down the street to the motel to begin their honeymoon.
Wednesday night at the bar Vern and Gloria came up to me and Gloria said, "Rev, we need to get divorced. I kind of forgot that I'm already married."
"No problem. The Church of the New Truth does not believe that the State has any right to meddle in the personal lives of private citizens so the Church has its own ceremony for ending the relationships we help establish. How about it Vern, you want this divorce?"
"Hell no. She's just too good in bed."
"That shouldn't be a problem. You said she could cheat on you with Ray so she can just cheat on her husband with you."
"Works for me."
"How about you Gloria?"
"I can do that."
"Okay, face each other and hold both hands. Gloria, I want you to say, "I don't want to be married to you anymore so I divorce you" and then let go of Vern's right hand. Vern, when she has dropped your right hand you say the same thing and drop her right hand."
They both did it and then I said, "In the name of the Church of the New Truth I pronounce you divorced."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Vern and Gloria were just the start. The Friday following their divorce two other couples wanted to get married and every Friday after that there were two or three and all followed by the divorce ritual sometime during the following week. I typed up a marriage certificate to use in my weddings, but it had a feature that the wedding licenses issued by the State never had -- an expiration date!! The last line on the certificate said:
"This marriage valid for thirty days from the date affixed. At the end of thirty days the marriage is dissolved unless renewed by both parties or both parties choose to end it sooner."
I changed the divorce ritual to include tearing up the wedding certificate, dropping it on the floor and having both parties trample it. The fee was the same for the wedding and the divorce -- they had to buy me a beer.
The surprising thing about it all was that seven of the fake weddings that I performed over the two years I was doing them turned into legitimate marriages. The other thing that came out of it was a nick-name that stayed with me for the next ten years. That first night when Vern said, "Rev, we want to get married" he hung the tag "Rev" on me and it stayed with me long after I left the job shop.
+++++++++++++++++++
Anyway, all of this has just been the lead in to the event that made me want to be a wife watcher. It was a Friday night and the bar was getting ready to close. There were eight or nine of us sitting at three tables we had pushed together and none of us were ready to quit partying. Dan, the owner of the real estate office across the street said:
"Let take the party to my house."
There was a loud chorus of "Yeah, lets go" and we all left the bar and followed Dan home and went inside. I was right behind Dan when we walked in the front door and I hadn't taken two steps into the house when I heard a woman cry out:
"Oh God yes! Like that lover, like that. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard."
I looked over at Dan and he said, "Oh; that's just my wife taking care of one of her lovers."
I looked at him in disbelief and said, "Say what?"
"That's just my wife and a lover. She always has been a noisy fuck."
The failed marriages that I mentioned earlier? They had both failed because both of my exes had taken on a lover or two and when I found out I had wanted to kill them all so to hear Dan calmly say that the noise was just his wife fucking one of her lovers blew me away. He saw the look on my face and he shrugged.
"What can I say? She needs more sex than I can give her so I let her play around. She isn't supposed to be here. The guy she hooked up with tonight was supposed to take her to a motel. If I'd have known they were here I wouldn't have invited everyone over. We were trying to keep our arrangement a secret."
His wife had made only that one outburst and it was over by the time the rest of the group came in so they didn't hear anything. Dan led us down into his basement which had been finished as a recreation room. It had a pool table, an air hockey table and a bar along one wall. Everyone else had brought the party mood with them and things had picked up right where they had left off when we left the bar. I was off to the side sipping a beer, but my mind wasn't in the room. It was busy reliving the night I had caught my second wife with one of her lovers. Dan came up to me and asked me what was wrong.
"You were as ready to keep partying as anybody when we left the bar. Now you look like you're down in the dumps. Why the quick change?"
I'd had enough to drink to be open and so I told him about the memories that his wife had just triggered. I and four friends were on a three day fishing trip. We had driven up to the lake on a Friday morning, pitched the tents and then had taken our poles and gone to catch dinner. One hell of a storm hit about four in the afternoon and howling winds had blown down the tents and a driving rain had soaked everything. We decided to call it quits and we packed and headed for home. By the time we had reached my place we had decided that there was no reason for the weekend to be a total waste and we decided to play poker.
There was a car that I didn't recognize in the driveway, but I didn't think anything about it because Judy had told me she would probably have a couple of girlfriends over while I was gone. I knew as soon as I walked in the door that the car didn't belong to a girl friend. Girlfriends don't have cocks and what I heard as soon as I was in the door was:
"I love your cock baby, it feels so hard and so good."
I ran to the bedroom and as I came through the door I saw Judy with her legs up on a guys shoulders as he rammed his cock into her miserable cunt. Anger and rage were in control as I rushed toward the bed. The two of them were so wrapped up in what they were doing that they never saw me coming. I grabbed the bastard, pulled him off of Judy and threw him into the wall. His head hit hard and he was dazed as he slid down the wall. I hit him several more times, kicked him in the crotch a couple of times and then I turned back to the bed. Judy had pulled the sheet up over herself and was crying:
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
Rage was still in charge as I went over to the bed and grabbed a handful of her hair and started to drag her off the bed. I don't know what I would have done to her had the other guys not pulled me away from her. Ernie told her she had better get some clothes on and get out of the house while the getting was good. I found out later that the guy was only one in a string of guys she played with when I wasn't around.
"Walking in your front door and hearing what I heard brought it all back."
"And because I didn't want to run into the bedroom and kill them you think that I'm some kind of weirdo. Is that it?"
I didn't say anything, but then I didn't have to because he knew.
"Our circumstances aren't the same. You caught yours cheating behind your back. I gave mine permission before she even took on her first lover."
"You gave her permission?"
"She was a virgin when we got married, but she took to sex like a new born baby duck takes to water. She went from virgin to nymphomaniac in the space of one night. We were having sex seven days a week, two and three times a night and she was turning me into a physical wreck. I could not keep up with her and she still wanted more. I finally had to tell her no. I told her once a night, three or four times a week and maybe twice on a Saturday or Sunday. A year went by and one night she told me that she was leaving me. She said she loved me too much to stab me in the back by cheating on me, but she needed more sex than I could give her. She was going to divorce me and try and find someone with the same sex drive she had. I loved her and I didn't want to lose her so I gave her permission to play around."
"That's it? Just let her play around and you both live happily ever after?"
"No, it was a lot harder than that. The first year damned near killed me. I'd told her to go ahead, but I wasn't near ready for the mental anguish that occurred when she started taking lovers. I won't go into it, but believe me when I say that it wasn't pretty, but I eventually came to terms with it. Then something happened that changed everything."
"What?"
"I saw her with one of her lovers. I found out that I get fired up watching her have sex. We went back to making love twice a night, four or five nights a week."
"You watch her?"
"Yes I do, and believe me when I say it is one hell of a turn on."
All I could do was stand there with disbelief written all over my face.
"You ever see two people having sex?"
"Just in porno movies."
"Hell man, that isn't real, that's just actors faking it. You need to see real people going at it for real. Come on, I'll show you what I mean."
I followed him upstairs and then down a hallway. I could hear moans and groans and a woman asking for it harder. Dan led me past the door to the room the noises were coming from it and into the room next to it. We went inside and he took a picture off the wall.
"It covers a see-thru mirror" he said as he took it down. I looked into the room and got another surprise.
"Gloria is your wife?"
"No one knows. They know that she is married, but they don't know it is to me. They think she just works in my office. I believe you know the guy with her. Or at least you have seen him before. You married the two of them earlier tonight."
I was looking through the glass at the two on the bed when Dan said, "Can you see the difference between porn movies and the real thing? No fake dialog that sounds phony when you hear it. No stupid sounding background music. Nothing fake in there! You don't see enthusiasm like that in porno movies either."
I stood next to him and watched as his wife did her best to destroy Harry and wondered why I had never taken a shot at Gloria. She had a lovely face and a super body and she had always let me know that she was available.
"One of the turn ons" Dan said, "Is seeing and learning things about her that you can't see when you are up close and making love. See how the toes of her right foot curl, but the toes on her left are straight? You would never see something like that while you were making love. Look how erotic her small hands look as she digs her nails into his ass. I know what the nails feel like, but I never had a clue that was she was doing could be such a turn on itself when you see it."
In the next room Gloria cried out, "No! Oh God please no, I'm almost there. Please, please don't stop" but apparently Harry was too close to hold it. "Damn it, no!" she cried and pushed him off of her. She quickly moved and sucked Harry's softening cock into her mouth while one of her hands went to her pussy and she worked on her clit while working on Harry's cock.
"I need to get back to my other guests. You want to stay here?"
I wanted to, but I would have been too embarrassed to let him know that yes, I did want to stay and watch his wife, Hell, what I wanted was to run into the room, pull her away from Harry and have her myself. I shook my head no in answer to his question and he hung the picture back up and we went back down to the basement rec room to join the others. Shortly after that I went home.



+++++++++++++++++
It was three days before I stopped at the bar again and I was sitting on a stool at the bar sipping on a Pabst Blue Ribbon when Gloria walked in, saw me and came over and sat down on the stool next to me.
"Hey sailor, buy a girl a drink?"
I waved Candy over and she built Gloria a Tom Collins and set down on the bar in front of Gloria. Gloria took a sip of her drink and then said:
"Dan told me that you watched part of the show the other night."
I nodded a yes and Gloria said, "Too bad I didn't know you were there. I would have come out and got you. The twit you married me to wasn't up to the task. Did you like what you saw?"
I was about to shrug my shoulders in a noncommittal way when she laughed and exclaimed, "You did! It is written all over your face. Did you wish it was you in there with me?"
Before I could answer she laughed again. "I hope you don't play much poker Rev; your face can't hide anything."
She knocked back her drink, got off her stool and said, "No time like the present" and she tugged on my arm and like an obedient puppy I followed her home.
In her bedroom I stood and watched as she stripped and when she was naked she looked at me standing there fully dressed and looking nervously from her to the mirror on the wall and then back to her. She knew what was going on in my mind and said:
"What's the matter baby, never been watched?"
I mumbled a no and she said, "Don't sweat it sweetie, Dan isn't there. He has meetings until nine tonight. But then again; if you are as good as I hope you will be we will still be at it by then."
I don't know if I was a good she hoped I would be, but it was ten to ten before she couldn't get me up again. I never did find out if Dan was home by nine and had maybe watched us. As I was dressing Gloria said, "I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. Maybe we can do it again sometime.
"I'm free every night this week."
"That's sweet baby, that you want me again, but my deal with Dan is that I can't do the same guy more than once in any thirty day period. I promise you though, I will plan on seeing you again in thirty days."
Twice more in the coming month Dan had everyone over to his house when the bar closed and both times I snuck away from the party in the basement and went upstairs to take down the picture so I could watch Gloria, but she wasn't there either time. Before I could connect with Gloria again I was laid off and when I found another job it was on the other side of Detroit. I found an apartment close to the job and moved.
++++++++++++++++++
Almost a year went by and then one night I stopped at a bar close to where I lived and as I sat down at the bar a Pabst Blue Ribbon was placed on the bar in front of me. I looked up and saw that the barmaid was Candy.
"How you doing Rev? Long time, no see. I haven't seen you in here before."
"Never been in here before. How long have you been here?"
"About six months now."
"What happened to your job at the Strip?"
"Place wasn't fun any more after you left."
"Oh come on Candy, I know you didn't leave because I stopped coming in."
"That's where you are wrong Rev. I couldn't stand the place any more after you left. Every time I went in to work the place would remind me of you and I finally reached the point where I couldn't take it any more."
I sat there looking at her trying to make sense out of what she was saying and she saw the look on my face and said:
"That's right Rev, I spent all my time behind the bar hoping that you would notice me and ask me out. I even had a ring that I bought at the dime store for when you did the wedding ceremony for us."
"I thought you had a boyfriend. That guy Sam who was always hanging around."
"Just a guy I liked enough to date a lot, but he was never anything special."
"Seeing anyone now?"
"Nope. You?"
"No, no one for a while now."
"I get off at eleven."
And that started my relationship with Candy. I started stopping in at the bar every night on my way home from work and she always called me Rev and the other bar regulars picked up on it and started using it. No one ever asked me about it and so no 'Rev' games got played. Candy and I dated for almost a year before deciding to move in and live together and then we lived together for about three years.
I was offered a job in Colorado and I accepted. I told Candy I'd try it for three months and if it worked out I'd be back to get her and move her and her two kids to Denver. I got the three months in and the job looked stable so I called Candy and told her to give her notice and start packing and that I'd be back to get her around Christmas time.
I got back on the 23rd, proposed on the 24th and we got the blood tests done, got the license and were married just after the first of the year. I rented a U-Haul, loaded everything into it, handed Candy the airline tickets for her and the kids and then I got in the truck and hauled ass for Denver. I got to Denver and started unloading the U-Haul into a house I had rented with option to buy. The next day I was at the airport when Candy and the kids got off of the United 727 and I drove them to the house and when we got there I gave Candy the bad news. I was working the afternoon shift and it was the day I had to report back to work so she was going to have to do the unpacking alone.
When I got home at one in the morning I was whipped. The drive from Michigan in the U-Haul, unloading it into the house and then having to go right into work had my ass dragging. Candy led me into the bedroom that she had decided would be ours and I hit the bed and was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.
++++++++++++++++
When I woke up the next morning and sat up I was immediately disoriented. I thought I was back in Michigan. Specifically, I thought I was back in Gloria's bedroom. The bed, the dresser and the night stand were sitting in the same positions as the furniture in Gloria's bedroom and on the wall in exact same place that Gloria's see-thru mirror had been Candy had hung a mirror. It took me a couple of seconds to come fully awake and remember where I was.
That night I made love to my new wife for the very first time in our new home and damned if I didn't keep glancing over at that mirror. It made no sense. I knew the mirror wasn't see-thru and I knew that there wasn't a hole in the wall behind it. I knew there was no one watching, but I kept glancing over at that mirror anyway. Luckily Candy had her eyes closed and her head was rolling from side to side so she didn't catch me at it. If she had she would have wanted to know why and I would have been hard put to explain it.
What did happen that night was that as I was glancing over at the mirror I remembered watching Gloria with Dan and I remembered him pointing out things to me as we watched through the mirror. Over the next weeks and months I found myself wondering if Candy's toes curled when we made love. She had long legs and she was able to hook her ankles together behind my back and I wondered what that looked like. When she rode me reverse cowgirl was her facial expression different from when she rode me straight cowgirl. What was her facial expression when I did her doggie? When I had her doggie did her tits sway forward and back or did they just hang and jiggle? In short, I thought about and wondered about all the things I couldn't see and then I wondered how I could go about seeing them.
After about a year of wondering I decided that I needed to find out the answers to the questions I had. I set up a video camera to tape us making love. Candy didn't like the idea and it took me a while to talk her into letting me do it. It didn't work out well. Candy was nervous and kept looking over at the camera and because she was nervous she didn't do any of the things that she normally did. She pretty much just laid there and looked at the camera.
Then I decided to get cute. A couple of weeks later I hid the camera where it could tape us and didn't tell Candy. Things started out well, but then they went to hell in a hurry. Have I mentioned that I'm not the sharpest knife in the drawer? I didn't cover the little red light that indicated that the recorder was on and Candy spotted it. She pushed me off her and then she went off on me. The gist of her rant was:
"What the hell is with you and that stupid video camera?"
I was busted so I thought; "What the Hell?" and I told Candy why I wanted to tape us. She heard me out and then said:
"At least you didn't ask me to do another guy so you could watch."
Remember Gloria telling me that with my face I shouldn't play poker because my face couldn't hide anything? Well, when Candy mentioned her and another guy I did have a fleeting thought about it and Candy was looking at my face when I had that thought and she read it on my face.
"Oh no! No god-damned way in hell. If you value your balls don't you even dare ask."
But the seed was planted.
++++++++++++++++
Over the next year or so I began to think of ways to make it happen. I never said a word to Candy about it because I DID value my balls. I began buying magazines that had wife watching stories in them and visiting erotic story sites on the Internet hoping to read something that might give me an idea on how to make Candy want to do it. If it was her idea she couldn't hold it against me, right?
I was smart enough not to leave the magazines out where Candy could see them. I'd read them when she wasn't around and the stash them in the bottom drawer of my roll-a-way tool box in the garage. Every once in a while I would find a story that would give me an idea that I might be able to make work and I would dog-ear the page so I could come back to it and re-read it. I was never able to put any of the ideas into play because the right situations never came up.
Another year went by and then one Saturday Candy and I were sitting at a table in the food court at the mall when Candy said:
"How about him?"
I looked up from the flyer I was reading and asked, "What?"
"That guy over there by the escalator. He has a nice looking butt and he looks fit. Think you could watch him fuck me?"
I was stunned by what she's just said and before I could recover and say anything she said:
"Too late; he's gone. I want to hit the shoe store before we leave so let's get going. We still have to pick the kids up in an hour."
She tried on several pairs of shoes before she decided to buy the first pair she had tried on. As we were walking out to the car she said:
"Too bad I wasn't wearing a skirt. I could have flashed my pussy at him while he was on his knees helping me try on the shoes. Maybe he would have followed us home. He was cute, but maybe he was a little on the young side. I might feel like I was robbing the cradle. What do you think? Would watching me fuck a guy half my age be a turn on for you?"
Before I could say anything she exclaimed, "Oh shit! We forgot to get the sweat suit that Ginny needs for her PE class" and then she was off on a rant about the schools and how they didn't do 'this' or do 'that' and I just sat there and listened. I decided that I wasn't going to say anything and just let Candy be. I'd never mentioned watching her and all she had to go on was that fleeting facial expression way back when. Obviously she had my watching her on her mind or she wouldn't have said the things she did. I decided to just keep my mouth shut and let her talk herself into it.
That night in bed Candy went after my cock like a starving woman. I was undressing for bed when she came over to me, pulled my briefs down and went to her knees in front of me. She took my cock in her mouth and when she had it rock hard she stood up, led me over to the bed and pushed me down on it.
"Close your eyes" she said as she moved over me, took my cock and guided it into her pussy. "Keep your eyes closed baby. In your mind who do you see fucking me baby? Which one of your good buddies do you imagine me sliding up and down on? Kip looks like he has a big cock. Would you like that baby? Would you like to see a big cock sliding into me? I might like a big cock baby; I've never had a really big one. Keep your eyes closed baby. George would fuck me. So would Tom, Ralph and Tony. They have all hit on me at one time or another. Does that turn you on baby? Does knowing that your good friends want to fuck your wife turn you on?"
As she was talking she was pounding down on me and I was getting close. I was arching up into her when she said:
"Maybe the next time they are over to play cards I'll send you to the store for something and while you are gone I'll have them line up and drop their trousers so I can check out their cocks. And then maybe I'll fuck the one with the biggest cock. Would you like that baby? Would you like coming home and finding me with a big cock in me?"
I blew my load into her hot pussy and she giggled and said, "I guess you would."
She pulled off of me and moved into a sixty-nine. "You didn't get me off baby, so I guess we will have to do it again" and she wrapped her lips around my dick.
We made love twice more that night and Candy kept up a running dialog on what she might do and would it turn me on through both of those times, but I kept my mouth shut. I would let her talk herself into doing it and it was looking like she was on her way to doing just that.
++++++++++++++++++
Sunday was a quiet day and Candy went to bed early with a headache so there was no sex that night. Monday was parent/teacher night at the kid's school and Candy and I went right from work to school and we were both whipped when we got home so we didn't make love that night either, but Tuesday as I climbed into bed Candy spread her legs wide and asked:
"Do I have a good looking pussy?"
"It looks good enough to eat."
"Good; do it."
As I settled in to feast on her cum muffin she said:
"One of the guys from work hit on me today. Kind of handsome in a rugged sort of way. Oooh, that's it baby, oh yeah, work my clit. You going to do this when I fuck somebody baby? You going to eat me when he is done with me?"
Candy's thighs clamped my head, but my ears still heard that "when." But they also heard the part about eating her when the guy was finished. That wasn't and had never been on the program and no, I had no intension of doing it. Luckily she had her hands in my hair and was pulling me into her box so I wasn't able to say "No way!" I say luckily because if I had said "No way" to her it might have caused her to change her mind. I had her heading in the right direction and I wasn't about to put up any detour signs.
I gave Candy an orgasm with my mouth and she pushed my head away and told me to move up and fuck her.
"Not make love baby, but fuck! Do me hard like Marv will if I let him. He wants me baby; I could see the tent in his trousers when he came over to my desk. It was a pretty nice bulge baby. Come on, fuck me hard. Pretend you are Marv hanging horns on my husband. Oh yeah Marv, fuck me, fuck me hard with your big cock."
It went on like that both times we made love and I felt I was getting closer and closer to what I wanted.
++++++++++++++++
The next morning just before I left for work Candy came into the kitchen and asked, "How do I look?" She was wearing a short skirt, high heels and a blouse that even though it wasn't low-cut still showed a bit of cleavage.
"You look sexy as hell. You going to work like that?"
"You want to catch something you need to put out attractive bait."
"Bait?"
"Yeah baby, bait. This is Wednesday remember? The day I stop after work for drinks with the crew? Your night to feed the kids? I may be late because Marv might stop with us. Think he'll like?" she asked as she did a pirouette.
"Any man would be crazy if he didn't."
She came over to me, kissed my cheek and said; "Wish me luck" as she headed out the door to her car. I watched her back out of the drive and I was saying to myself, "What the fuck!" I wasn't interested in her going out and getting laid. It was all about being able to watch and she hadn't said one word about bringing this Marv guy home with her.
Half a dozen times during the day I caught myself reaching for the phone to call Candy and ask her what she planned on doing and each time I stopped myself thinking, "You are so close. Don't do anything to derail things."
The evening was hell for me. I fed the kids, helped them with their homework and then we watched a Harry Potter DVD. They were in bed by nine-thirty and I took a book and headed for my bedroom. I propped myself up with a couple of pillows and tried to read, but I was having a hard time trying to concentrate. I kept looking over at the clock and the hands didn't seem to move at all. I'd read a page and glance at the clock, read a page and glance at the clock and finally I couldn't stand it and I dropped the book on the floor next to the bed and went to the family room and plopped down in front of the TV. I jumped channels trying to find something that would take my mind off of Candy and what she might be doing. In my mind I saw her in a motel room with that Marv fuck and I clenched my teeth so hard my jaw started to hurt. I was supposed to see it damn it, not sit on my couch and imagine it.
At eleven-thirty I went to bed. I tossed and turned for another hour or so and was almost asleep when I heard the garage door opener start to run. I glanced at the clock and saw that it was almost one. I was pissed! So pissed that I knew better than to say anything to Candy until I'd had time to cool down so I rolled over on my side and pretended to be asleep.
When she came into the room she called out, "Baby? Are you awake baby?"
I didn't answer and I heard her undressing. She climbed into bed and put a hand on my shoulder and gently shook me.
"Baby? Wake up baby, I need you. I'm horny as hell baby, wake up and help me out."
She shook me again and I just lay there and pretended to be asleep. She took her hand off my shoulder and I heard her sigh as she settled in to go to sleep and several minutes later I heard the steady breathing that told me she had fallen asleep.
+++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was up and out of the house before Candy woke up. I did not want to start the day out with a bad scene and then have to carry it around with me all day. I'd be carrying enough just thinking about Candy and that asshole Marv.
I spent most of the day thinking about what to do. Candy had cheated on me and what was I going to do about it. There wasn't any doubt in my mind. She as good as told me she was going to fuck Marv before she even left the house. All that talk about needing bait and asking me if she thought Marv would like the way she looked. Then telling me to wish her luck and not wait up. Add to that having me pretend to be Marv the last time we fucked then throw in coming home four hours later than normal and of course it all added up to her cheating on me with the asshole.
She would try to tell me that it wasn't cheating because I was the one who wanted her to fuck other men, but that would be a load of bullshit! I did not want her out fucking other men and she knew it. I did want to watch her with another man once or maybe even twice, so I could satisfy my curiosity about some things, but there wasn't anything said about me watching her with Marv. No, she had cheated and what was I going to do about it.
I spent the entire day getting absolutely nothing done that I was being paid to do. All my thoughts were on my "Candy problem" and what to do about it and in the end I did nothing. Nothing at all! I loved Candy and I had no actual proof that she had done anything. I could suspect all I wanted, but in the absence of some sort of proof I was not going to fuck up my relationship with Candy by making accusations I couldn't back up.



Dinner was a quiet affair as far as conversation between me and Candy went. We listened to the kids tell us about their day at school and then we spent family time until they went to bed. I slept in the nude and I was undressed, ready for bed and standing at the sink brushing my teeth when Candy came into the room. She came up behind me, reached around in front of me and took hold of my cock. It did what it always did when Candy touched it and she said:
"I wanted this last night baby. I wanted it bad. I came home horny as hell and I needed it bad."
"You told me not to wait up so I didn't."
"I know that is what I said, but I still expected you to be up."
"Why would you expect that?"
"Oh come on baby, get real. I go out to try and hook up with another man and you didn't want to know about it?"
"No Candy, I didn't. I didn't hear one word from you about my being able to watch so I went to bed."
"You really didn't think I would put out for some guy without you being there, did you?"
"It certainly sounded that way from what you said before you left."
"Baby baby baby, you have to know me better than that. First of all I needed to find out if Marv was really interested and then I needed to find out if he could handle being watched while he did me."
I rinsed my mouth out, spat it out into the sink and then turned and headed for the bed. Candy let go of my cock long enough to get undressed. She got on the bed with me and lowered her head to take me in her mouth and when she got me wet enough to suit her she moved over me and impaled herself. She moaned as she slid down on me and said:
"God baby, that feels good. I bet Marv's would have felt good last night if I had let him do me. He has a big one baby; I measured it."
I guess she saw my eyes widen when she said that because she said:
"I did baby, I measured it. Nine and a quarter inches baby, long and as big around as my wrist. I could barely get my hand around it. He hit on me at work again the day before yesterday and I laughed at him and told him that I was sorry, but I only do guys with big cocks. He laughed and told me that if that was true he was my guy. He said he had an exceptionally large cock and I said, "Yeah, sure, that's what all you guys say. He told me he would bring in a measuring tape and I could measure him in the supply closet. I told him no, that we could do it when we stopped for drinks after work.
"He didn't lie baby; it was fucking huge. I wanted to take him on right there on the seat of his car but I didn't because you weren't there to watch. I did give him a hand job though. He asked for head, but I didn't think that would be right with you not there. Would you have liked that baby? Would you have liked seeing that huge cock slide into my tight pussy? Would you have liked hearing me scream in pleasure as he plowed my pussy with his huge piece of meat?"
"Bitch" I muttered as I pushed myself hard up into her and busted my nut.
She laughed. "I let him suck my tits baby and he even got a finger into my pussy. I was hot baby and I wanted him bad, but I couldn't have him because you weren't there. God he was big and I wanted it so bad."
"When are you going to bring him home with you?"
"I'm meeting him for drinks after work tomorrow and if things go right I should have him here just after you get the kids to bed."
The next day was a bad one for me. All I could think about was Candy on our bed with this Marv guy and them doing it. I was finally going to see the things I wanted to see and the anticipation was driving me nuts. It was all I could do not to send the kids to bed early and call Candy on her cell and tell her to hurry home. The kids were down at nine-thirty and I was sitting on the couch waiting when I heard the garage door opener. I wrung my hands as I wondered what the protocol was. Do I stand up and shake the guys hand and thank him for coming or just remain in the background as things happen. The door opened and Candy came in and closed the door behind her. She was alone.
"Where is he?"
"He isn't going to be coming baby. I'm never going to get to try out that big cock."
"Why not?"
"Because he is an asshole. When I told him that the only way he could have me was with you watching he said, "No problem. I'll be glad to come over and show him how it should be done. Maybe I'll even give him a lesson or two on how to take care of a hot piece like you." It pissed me off when he said that. I told him that you take care of me just fine and then I told him he was a jerk and I walked away from him. Take me to bed baby. I need your cock in me."
+++++++++++++++++
A week went by and on Tuesday night Candy said, "They hired a really cute guy for the mailroom and I've talked him into joining us when we stop for drinks on Wednesday after work. You okay with me being with a guy who is ten or twelve years younger than me?"
She paused and before I could say anything she giggled and said, "Silly me, of course you are okay with it."
I had just cum for the second time that night and she had just sucked me hard trying to get me up for a third time. As she was swinging over me cowgirl I suspected what was coming and sure enough it did. Apparently her new thing was to ride me so she could look down into my face as she told me what she would be doing.
"How would you like that baby? Watching me teach some young kid how to please a woman? He's too young to have much experience so I'll have to teach him almost everything. I'll suck his cock, teach him how to eat my pussy and maybe I'll even let him have my ass. Would you like to see that baby? Would you like seeing some young stud slam his hard cock in my ass?"
She kept up the dialog until I shot off into her and then she fell next to me, snuggled up close and fell asleep.
The next morning after the kids had left for school and we were dressing for work Candy said, "Don't forget that it is my night out baby. If things go right with young Jason I might be a little late so don't wait up."
This time was different because I knew she was checking out the guy from the mailroom to see if he was suitable so I did wait up. While I was waiting I was thinking of what she might be doing as I sat and watched the hands of the clock do their slow crawl around the dial. Was she dancing real close with him? Did his hands slide down and cup her ass cheeks and pull her tight against him? Did she kiss him on the dance floor -- maybe slip him some tongue while her co-workers watched? Was Marv there and if he was what was he thinking as he watched some young kid get ready to take what had almost been his. Did she go out into the parking lot with Jason? Did she open his pants and check out his cock? Did Jason get a finger in her wet pussy? The questions were endless and not knowing any of the answers was making me crazy.
The night drug on and finally, around eleven, I heard the garage door opener start running. I was in bed when Candy came into the room and when she saw that I was awake she smiled and said:
"I was hoping you would be up. I'm a little keyed up and I could use a hard cock to help relax me."
I pushed the sheet aside and she saw my erection pointing up at the ceiling. "Oh baby" she said, "Just what this girl needs. She got on the bed with me and swung over me in a sixty-nine and went to work on my cock. I looked up at her pussy as it slowly descended toward my mouth and I wondered if anything had been in it that night. Candy must have been reading my mind.
"Taste it baby, and see if you can taste him. He got three fingers in there baby; he made me cum with his fingers. See if you can taste him" and she shoved her pussy down on my face.
She was wet, but I couldn't taste anything different from the way she tasted every other time I'd eaten her and I told her so. She swung over me and used her right hand to guide me up into her and said:
"You want to lick my fingers? Maybe you can taste him on my hand. I gave him a hand job in the parking lot baby. I cleaned up the mess, but maybe there might be just a little bit of flavor left."
Again my face told her what I was thinking.
"Oops. I guess not. My baby isn't into dicks. He has a nice one baby. About the size of yours, but curved like a banana. He is a good kisser and he knows how to handle a woman's breasts. I let him suck on them while I jacked him off. He begged me for a blow job, but I told him no; not until you could be there to watch."
"When" I asked as I rolled and put Candy under me. I was pounding her hard and she had an orgasm that had her cunt muscles squeezing my cock and it brought me off. I held myself over her and let my cock go limp in her pussy and then I repeated my question. "When?"
"I don't know baby, but when it happens it won't be Jason. He freaked out on me when I told him you would be watching us."
I pulled out of her and fell to the bed next to her. She snuggled up close and said, "I'll find someone baby, just be patient."
++++++++++++++++
The next morning as we were leaving for work Candy said. "I may have another candidate. A guy I met after Jason freaked out on me. I agreed to meet him for a drink after work."
"Where did you meet him?"
"He was at the bar. I've seen him there almost every time we stop, but last night was the first time he talked to me. I was kind of flustered when I came in from the parking lot after Jason roared off in his car and Jake saw me and asked me if I was all right."
She was home by eight and after the kids had gone to bed she led me into the bedroom and told me she was horny. She got on the bed and got on her knees and elbows. She wiggled her ass at me and said:
"Do me doggie baby. Fuck me hard and get me off."
As I pushed my cock into her she moaned and said:
"Jake says he loves doggie baby. Pretend you're Jake and fuck me hard. He's the one baby. He likes the idea that you will be watching. He says he would like to watch you do me after he is done. Tomorrow night baby; he is going to fuck me tomorrow night. I'm going to give him your pussy baby; he is going to use what used to be only yours. Fuck me Jake. Fuck me hard and make me cum."
I did and she did and then I had mine. As we lay in bed Candy told me that she was going to meet Jake at the bar after work and that she would bring him home with her after the kids were in bed.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I didn't get a damned thing accomplished at work. I spent all day thinking of what was going to happen that night. I fed the kids, played with them for a while, watched a DVD with them and then got them off to bed. At a quarter to ten Candy called me and asked me if the kids were in bed and when I said they were she said:
"His fingers are in me baby. He wanted to play with my pussy while I'm on the phone with you. Get ready baby, we're on the way" and she disconnected. I hurried into the bedroom and made a last minute check that everything was ready. I had put a dinning room chair next to the bed and I had hidden the video camera (I remembered the light this time) and then I waited. And waited. And waited. Finally a car pulled up in front of the house and I quickly moved to the couch, sat down and pretended to be interested in whatever it was on the TV. I didn't want this Jake guy to think I was too anxious. The door opened and a flustered looking Candy walked in and closed the door behind her. I looked at her and she read my face and said:
"He's not coming."
She turned and headed for the bedroom and I got up and followed her. She undressed, brushed her teeth, gargled with mouthwash and then got in bed and pulled the covers up over her and then she told me that we wouldn't be making love that night.
"What's wrong?"
"I was stupid and you are going to hate me."
"Why would I hate you?"
"Because I cheated on you tonight."
And then the story came out. She had met Jake at the bar and they had danced and he had kissed her and felt her up and then they had gone out into the parking lot and made out. He had finger fucked her and she had jerked him off and then she made the call to me. On the way he had unzipped and had taken his cock out and she had slid over next to him and stroked him as he drove and then she had bent her head and had taken his cock in her mouth.
"I sucked him off. I sucked his cock and let him cum in my mouth. I didn't consider it cheating because we were coming here to fuck so you could watch. I thought if I got him off one more time in the car he would last a lot longer in bed and give you a better show. When we pulled up in front of the house he put his cock away and told me to get out of the car. I got out and waited for him to follow me, but he drove off and left me standing there on the sidewalk."
I wasn't happy with her sucking the guys cock, but under the circumstances I knew what I had to do. I got in bed, pulled her to me, told her I could never hate her and then I held her until she fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++
I've mentioned that I'm not the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I'm not totally stupid either. As I held Candy and stared up at the ceiling there was a little something nagging at me and it was still there trying to tell me something when I fell asleep. The next day things were kind of quiet as Candy avoided me as much as possible. Around noon she asked me to run her over to the bar where she had left her car and then she took the kids and went shopping.
As soon as she was gone I headed for the garage. I opened the bottom drawer of my toolbox and looked at my magazines. I immediately noticed that the magazines were out of order. The last issues of Penthouse Letters, Variations and Penthouse Forum should have been right on top, but they weren't. I dug down into the drawer until I found what I was looking for. It was a two year old copy of Variations and I leafed through it until I found the story about the married woman trying to seduce the boy who worked in her company's mailroom. Candy had even used the same name - Jason!
A three year old copy of Penthouse Forum yielded the story about a man named Jake who conned a married woman out of a blow job and then kicked her out of his car. I was digging and looking for a story about a guy named Marv who was an arrogant asshole when the garage door opener started to run. I closed the tool box drawer, grabbed a screwdriver and stepped to my work bench and pretended to be working on something. Candy pulled into the garage and I put the screwdriver away and helped her carry the groceries into the house.
Candy stayed clear of me the rest of the afternoon and as I watched her avoid me I came to realize that my wife was quite the accomplished actress and I also realized that she knew me better than I seemed to know myself.
Something, probably something as simple as needing a screwdriver for some household repair, had taken her out to my tool box and she had discovered my magazine stash. She looked through them, read the dog-eared pages and realized what I wanted. She was using what she had read to lead me on - some sort of role play I suppose - but to what purpose? She was acting out a part and she knew that I loved her and would forgive her for what she had done (or pretended to do) with Jake. Once things began to clear in my head I even knew that she knew how and what I would do in the way of forgiving her.
That night I pushed her down on the bed and shoved my cock in her face.
"Suck it you little slut! Suck it like you sucked Jake's." She started to say, "But I ..." and I pushed my cock in her opened mouth. "Suck it Candy, suck it good and swallow my cum the same way you swallowed Jake's."
She grabbed my hips, pulled me to her and deep throated me. As she worked on me I though that if there had been a Jake he would have gotten one of the best blow jobs of his life.
I felt it building up and I said, "Here it comes you little slut. Take it all."
She gulped and swallowed and then she pulled her mouth off of me a sputtered:
"I am not a slut damn you."
"Sure you are. What else would you call a married woman who sucks off a man she picked up at a bar on the front seat of his car while he is driving? You do it in front of me you are a hot wife, you do it when I'm not around you're a slut."
I swung around and buried my face in her cunt and went to work on her clit. I gave her a small orgasm with my mouth and then I moved and got between her legs. I looked down into her face and said:
"I could never hate you. There isn't anything you could do that would make me hate you." I pushed my cock into her. "Push that pussy up at me like you would have shoved it up on Jake's cock. Close your eyes and imagine that it is Jake fucking you."
"No, no I won't. You are fucking me and that's what I want - you - only you."
We fell asleep in each others arms. She woke me in the morning with a blow job and then we made leisurely love until it was time to get up and fix the kids their breakfast. We had a quickie that afternoon while the kids were playing at the park and then made love twice more that night. Candy went off to work on Monday morning secure in the knowledge that what ever game she was playing at was still working.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I hung up the phone and turned to stare out the window at the shop floor. I had made the call to verify something that had been on my mind all weekend. When the call was answered I asked for Jason in the mailroom.
"Mailroom? I'm sorry, but we don't have a mailroom."
"Then let me speak with Jason please."
"There isn't anyone here named Jason. Are you sure you have the right number?"
"Is this XYZ Enterprises?"
"Yes, but we don't have a Jason working here."
"Then please connect me with Marv Pallister."
"You must have the wrong number sir. There is no Marv Pallister employed here."
"Sorry. I'm must have gotten my wires crossed somehow."
After lunch I called XYZ again and asked for Candy. When I got her I told her that I was going to be working late that night and then I called Mellisa, the girl we used for a baby-sitter and asked her if she would watch the kids on Wednesday night. When I got off work I went to the bar where we had picked up Candy's car on Saturday. I asked the bartender if he had been working Friday night and he said he had been. I slid a twenty across the bar along with a picture of Candy and asked him if he remembered her.
"Oh yeah. You don't forget something that looks that nice."
"What can you tell me about the man she was with?"
"I didn't see her with no man. She and three other girls sat over there at that table near the end of the dance floor and shot the shit until they left."
"Do you remember what time she left?"
"As I remember it was close to ten."
I stopped at the Goodwill store on Abbey and bought a few things and then I went over to the Apollo Lounge and checked it out for dark corners and good vantage points.
That night in bed as Candy fondled my cock she said, "I might have another candidate."
"Oh?"
They let Jason go for calling in sick too often. The guy they hired to replace him is kind of cute. If he stops with us on Wednesday I might take a shot at him."
"All I can say is good luck. Another young guy?"
"About the same age as Jason was."
"You have a thing for young guys?"
"Well, they do say the young ones recover fast and can go on and on like the Energizer Bunny."
"Fast recovery and long lasting is what you are looking for?"
"I want to give you a good show."
"Works for me."
+++++++++++++++++
Wednesday evening found me sitting in a dark corner of the Apollo when Candy came in and sat down at a table. Within minutes there were four other girls and three guys sitting at two tables shoved together. I was confidant that if Candy looked my way she would not recognize me. I had on a wig and some old clothes that I had picked up at the Goodwill and with a pair of glasses with the lenses punched out and a ball cap she would be hard put to pick me out.



I watched as the group drank, danced to the jukebox and talked. The three guys (none of them young) took turns dancing with the five girls and I noticed that none of the guys held Candy real close and none of their hands appeared to go where they shouldn't.
Around eight the group began to break up and soon there was only Candy and one other woman and they got up from the tables and moved over to an empty booth. The two of them sat there talking until nine and then they both got up and left. I gave them a minute and then I got up and followed them out. They got in their cars and drove out of the lot and I got in my car and followed along behind Candy. She drove to a Denny's and went inside and the other woman joined her about two minutes later. They sat in a booth and talked over coffee and pie and at ten-fifteen I gave up watching and went on home.
I paid off Mellisa, undressed and got into bed with a book and started reading. Twenty minutes later I heard Candy come home. And five minutes later she came into the bedroom, saw me awake and smiled.
"Good! I hoped you would be awake. I'm horny baby and I need you to take care of me."
She quickly undressed and got on the bed with me and pulled down the sheet to expose my erection. She giggled when she saw the hard on and she reached and took it in her hand and began to stroke it.
"Were you lying here having nasty thoughts about what your nasty little wife was out doing tonight?"
She lowered her head and took my cock into her mouth and sucked on me for maybe a minute and then she moved over me and took my hard dick into her tight box.
"I was a bad girl tonight baby. I seduced that poor young boy. Well, not all the way, but almost. I'm going to take it slow with him baby. I don't want to scare him off like I scared off Jason. I went out to the parking lot with him baby. We sat in his car and swapped tongues and then I let him suck my tits and finger my pussy while I gave him a hand job. He has a pretty good sized cock baby and I really wanted to suck it. I almost did. My mouth was only an inch or so away when I remembered Jake. I promised myself that after Jake there would be nothing but hand jobs unless you were there. I almost broke that promise to myself baby; I was only an inch away and I really did want it in my mouth."
I said, "You slutty little whore" and I rolled and pinned her under me. "Nobody likes a cock tease" I gasped and I drove myself into her and started to fuck her hard. "Next time suck his cock. If that doesn't make him want to follow you home nothing will."
I pounded hard into her and Candy moaned and gasped as she had an orgasm and seconds later I had mine. I pulled out of her cunt and moved up so that my cock was close to her mouth.
"Suck it slut! Suck it like you will suck his the next time you take him out to the parking lot."
She did and when she had me hard we went one more time before falling asleep in each others arms.
++++++++++++++++++
Candy has no intention of ever doing another man while I watch. She knows that I would like her to from the magazines she found in my tool box, but since she isn't going to do it she is doing what she hopes is the next best thing and that is the modified role playing that she is doing.
I have no doubt that since I told her to suck off the kid from the mailroom she will tell me all about how she did it the next Wednesday night she stops at the bar. I don't know what her excuse will be as to why he never comes home with her, but in a week or two he will be gone. I'm equally sure that Candy won't be long in coming up with another "candidate." Meantime, what she is doing has charged up our sex life and I'm just going to sit back and enjoy it.
I am resigned to the fact that it is highly unlikely that I'm ever going to see Candy with another man, but I still have a small shred of hope. As much as Candy gets into this little game she is playing there is always the possibility, a small one to be sure, but still a possibility, that she may work herself into wondering what it might be like to really do it. I won't be holding my breath, but I will still keep hoping.
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I had my fingers dug into Glen's butt cheeks and my knees gripping him as best they could as he drove his cock hard into me. He was charged up that night and he had already made love to me three times and I knew the reason for it.
Glen had been after me for over a year to have sex with another man while he watched. He said it was because he wanted to see what I would look like in the throes of passion. He told me he could always feel it, but that he was too close to see. He wanted to be able to walk around the bed and look at me from all angles as I let a strange cock drive deep into me. He swore up and down that it wasn't his desire just to see me with a strange cock - he just wanted to see me as I responded. And then he would say:
"Don't you have any curiosity about what another man would be like? After all, you were a virgin when we were married. You just have to wonder what another cock would be like."
Of course I did, but having a fantasy and actually doing something about it were two entirely different breed of cat. I had been faithful to Glen for our entire fourteen year marriage and I intended to keep things that way. Besides, in the back of my mind I had the thought that what Glen really wanted wasn't to see me with another man. What he wanted was to be able to go after other women and my doing another man would allow him to say:
"You did so I should be able to do it also."
I let him know as soon as he started working on me to try another man that not only would I not do it, but that I found out that he had even sniffed at another woman I'd divorce him in a heartbeat. He swore up and down that he was not even remotely interested in having anything to do with anyone else, but I was never sure that I believed him.
It didn't matter how many times I said no he would still bring it up every two weeks or so and I kept saying:
"No way Glen. Not ever!"
Until that night. That night I said, "I'll think about it Glen. No promises, but I will think about it."
Not a chance in hell that I ever would do it, but I was so pissed at Glen for constantly bringing up the subject even though I kept saying, "Not only no Glen, but hell no!" I decided to jerk his chain and so I told him that I would think about it. Let him think that it was going to happen eventually and let his mind feed on it. Let him suffer the torment he would be going through waiting for the "yes" that was never going to come. It would equal the damn feeling that I got from his constant bugging me about it.
But pissed at him or not I still loved making love with the asshole and he was in fine form that night. He brought me off three times before he had his climax and as he pulled out and fell to the bed beside me gasping for breath I laughed and said:
"You aren't done yet baby, not by a long shot."
I moved down until his cock was next to my mouth. I took his meat in my hand and licked it like a lollipop and he moaned. I licked along the shaft, swirled my tongue around the bulbous head and then took him as deep into my mouth as I could. When he was nice and hard I moved over him and lowered myself onto his hardness and rode him cowgirl through two more orgasms. Then I sucked him hard again, got on my knees and let him take me doggie,
+++++++++++++++++
I was having lunch with Karen. Karen has been my best friend since the fourth grade and she and I get together for lunch once or twice a week and we usually went on a 'girls night out' every two weeks or so. We had no secrets from each other and I'd told her about Glen and his constant pushing at me to let him watch me with another man. She usually just listened and was non-committal, but when I mentioned that Glen was still pushing she said:
"So why don't you go ahead and do it?"
"What? I can't believe that you would tell me to cheat on my husband."
"It isn't cheating if he knows about it and approves. Think about it Julie. He would be right there watching so you would be safe and you would get to know what another man would be like. It isn't like you haven't always wanted to know."
"Yeah, but those are just fantasies."
"Some times fantasies can come true."
"They shouldn't. Besides, I still believe that the only reason that Glen wants me to do it is so that it will give him an excuse to go out and try some other dolly. I just can't believe that he wants to watch me do some other guy."
"Why not? From what I hear it isn't all that uncommon. One of the guys I work with is a swinger. He keeps trying to get me to join his group. Anyway, he says he gets a huge kick out of watching his wife with other guys and it makes their love life even hotter."
"I don't know Karen; it just seems too way out for me."
"Why? Think about it for a second. When we go out on our nights out together you dance with guys. You let them get away with feeling you up when you are out there on the dance floor and you like it. I know you do because I can tell from the expressions on your face. Haven't you ever wished that you could go out to the parking lot with one of those guys just to see what he's got?"
"Of course I have, but that's the fantasy part. As for being felt up - yes, I do like it, but only because it gets me fired up for Glen."
"Well don't get me wrong here girlfriend. I am not trying to push you into doing it, but you are getting more and more agitated every time you bring up the subject. You are either going to have to give in and do it or find some way to shut Glen down or your marriage is going to end up in deep trouble."
"You think?"
"I know girlfriend. Look at where you are now. Deliberately fucking with Glen's mind just because you are pissed at him. What next? Sooner or later you will do something that the two of you won't be able to recover from."
That afternoon at work I thought about what Karen had said and I had to admit that she had a valid point. I was fucking with Glen's mind because I was pissed at him. If he kept after me it would probably piss me off even more and I would probably do something else. It could escalate to the point where things could get really bad. But I didn't want to cheat on my husband. The argument that it wasn't cheating didn't hold water as far as I was concerned. I had promised to forsake all others, not forsake all others unless my husband tells me otherwise. I was happy with my marriage and I was happy with my husband and I did not want anything to change that.
Another thing that Karen had said was also true. I did think about what it would like to go out to the parking lot with the guys I let feel me up out on the dance floor. I thought about it a lot. I fantasized about it often when I was home in bed and I am ashamed to admit that I had even a time or two - bad me! - fantasized that it was one of the dancers when Glen was making love to me. And I did look at the men I worked with and wondered what they would be like, but that was no different than looking in the jewelry store window at the twenty thousand dollar diamond necklace and wondering what it would be like to be wearing it around my neck. Fantasy, that is all that it was - fantasy!
+++++++++++++
I'd made a tactical blunder. Telling Glen that I would think about it backfired on me. Where once it had been every two weeks or so before he brought up the subject now it was every day or two and some times more than once in a day. Some days I got it at both the breakfast table and the dinner table.
"Have you given it any further thought?" "Any closer to deciding to do it?" "Any chance that we might be able to do it this weekend?" "Come on Julie, you know you are wanting to try it. You went from "no way" to "I'll think about it." "Come on Julie, you know you are eventually going to say, "Okay, one time; I'll try it one time" so lets just go ahead and do it."
It went on and on like that for a month until finally I'd had enough. In a fit of anger I said:
"Okay damn you, I'll do it. I'll give in to your sick, perverted fantasy just to get your god-damned fucking whining over with!"
As soon as it was out of my mouth I couldn't believe that I'd said it. Glen sat there looking at me with a shocked expression on his face and then he said:
"You don't sound like you really want to do it."
"Of course I don't want to do it. I've never wanted to do it. I've told you that a thousand times, but you don't listen. You keep harping and harping and harping on it and I'm finally sick to death of listening to you so let's just do it and get it over with. You want a whore for a wife so let's just get it done. Do I go out and stand on a street corner and let someone pick me up and then bring him home? Or maybe we can go to a bar and I can let some guy take me out to his car and fuck me on his back seat while you peek in the window. Whatever Glen, let's just get the damned thing over with" and then I got up and stormed out of the room.
A week went by without Glen bringing the subject up once and I thought that he had finally got the message that I did not want to do it. That thought lasted until the following Thursday when Glen called me and told me that he was bringing a friend home for dinner.
"Make something nice baby. Bill is a bachelor and hasn't eaten a good home cooked meal in ages."
"Yeah, right!" I was thinking as I slammed down the phone.
Glen walked in the front door and called out, "Honey, we're here."
I walked into the living room in an old ratty looking robe, a pair of fuzzy bunny slippers and with no make up on. Glen looked at me confused and then he asked:
"What's for dinner?"
I looked at the guy with him and saw a tall, good looking and well built man of about thirty-five and I said:
"If you want to eat you can go fix something or call out for delivery."
I let the robe slip off my shoulders and fall to the floor exposing my naked body and then said:
"We all know what we are here for and it isn't dinner" and then I turned and headed for the bedroom. Once in the bedroom I turned and saw that Bill had followed me and he was smiling at me as he took off his shirt.
"Glen told me you were a fox, but even he didn't do you justice."
I looked past Bill and saw Glen carrying in one of the dinning room chairs. He set it down just off to the side, but where he could see all that would take place on the bed. Bill looked me over and said:
"I can't believe that I'm going to fuck you."
I sat down on the bed and said, "That makes two of us, but the only way you will do it is if you have a condom."
"I do" he said and he took one out of his pants pocket, opened it and handed it to me and then I stood there and held it while he finished undressing. As he pushed down his briefs I let out a gasp. He was bigger than Glen - a lot bigger - not only in length, but in girth. I looked from his cock to his face and then back down at his cock and then back to his face again. He was smiling and he said:
"I know what you are thinking, but you can handle it. Trust me on that; you will be able to handle it."
I looked over at Glen sitting on the dinning room chair and grinning like the village idiot and I think I saw his smile slip a little as I tossed the rubber on the floor and said:
"No way am I going to use that. I am not going to experience that tool with anything between it and me."
"Good girl" Bill said as he went to his knees and pushed my legs wide. "Let's see if we can't get you some natural lubrication."
He ate me to an orgasm and then he asked me if I was ready and I told him I was more than ready. He got between my spread legs and slowly and ever so gently pushed his cock into my wet and dripping pussy. I had my first orgasm by his fourth stroke and then it seemed like I had one long continuous orgasm as Bill fucked me. He started out slow and then gradually picked up the pace as I pushed up at him to take him deeper and deeper into me. I moaned, I groaned, I screamed out in pleasure as Bill's magnificent cock pounded into me. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Glen sitting there watching. He had his cock out and he was stroking it. Just as Bill moaned out, "Here it comes baby; here it comes" and let loose his load into me I saw a jet of cum squirt out of Glen's cock. I almost giggled at the sight.
Bill pulled his softening cock out of me and I moved down and took it in my mouth and worked on him and got him up again and then got on my back, spread my legs and begged him to hurry up and put it in me again. He fucked me four times while Glen sat and watched, smiled and played with himself.
After pushing his fourth load into me Bill settled down next to me. "That was fantastic Julie. That was the best fuck I've had in years."
I looked over at Glen wiping up his mess and said:
"That's the best fuck I've ever had period!"
I saw Glen's head jerk up as I said that. I reached down and started fondling Bill's cock and he murmured in my ear:
"Too bad we aren't at my place. We could do this all night and then all day tomorrow."
"How close is your place?"
"A ten minute drive."
"Give me a minute to slip something on and we'll go."
Two minutes later I came out of the bathroom and found Bill already dressed and ready to go. As Bill and I headed for the front door Glen said:
"What about me?"
I laughed and said, "You can stay here and play with yourself Glen. I think you have been replaced."
The look on his face was priceless as Bill and I walked out the front door.
Once outside Bill said, "You are a super piece of ass Julie, but I'm not the kind to settle down with just one woman."
"Not to worry Bill. I love the asshole and in a couple of days or so I'll go home to him and I'll just bet that I'll never hear him mention seeing me with another man ever again."
"Not even me once in a while?"
"We will just have to wait and see on that, won't we."
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I'm the last person in the world who you would think had a problem with a cheating wife, but I think it's possible that I do and no one is more surprised over it than me.
My wife Ellen is not all that physically attractive (except to me of course). She is over-weight, has a rather plain face and wears her hair the way she likes it even though most people would say that it was very unbecoming. Makeup would help her face some, but she refuses to wear any, and the clothes she wears would be more suited to an eighty-year-old great grandmother. Looks were not what attracted me to Ellen. She is highly intelligent, has great common sense, is witty, charming and has a great sense of humor. She is also loving, affectionate and very attentive to me. To sum it up, Ellen suits me, but I seriously doubted that she would appeal to anyone else.
Ellen and I have been together just a little over six years and even though Ellen has been working for the same company for over ten years I've never met any of the people that she works with. Her company has a picnic every summer and a holiday party in December, but for one reason or another I've never been able to attend the events. This year would be the first time that nothing would interfere with my attending the Christmas party and Ellen was excited at finally being able to introduce me to her friends.
As office type parties go hers wasn't bad. The people were friendly, the food was good and the booze was plentiful. There were the usual "rah rah" speeches from three of the company officers, bonus checks were handed out and the tables were rearranged to create a dance floor while a live band tuned up their instruments. The music started and people began moving to the dance floor and Ellen and I joined them for the first two numbers and then I took Ellen back to our table and excused myself to go to the bathroom. When I came back to the table Ellen was gone and I looked around and saw her out on the dance floor. The song ended and her partner was bringing her back to the table when the next number started and a man intercepted her and took her back out on the floor. That was the first surprise of the many I was to get that night. Normally Ellen is very shy around other people and as I watched her and her partner move around the floor I noticed that her partner was a good ten years younger than she was. Come to think of it so was the first man I saw her dancing with. Almost as if needing to confirm that observation I looked around the room to take a second look at him. I finally found him sitting at a corner table with six other men. They were all watching Ellen on the dance floor.
In looking for him I was surprised to notice how many single men that there were at the party. About thirty seconds before the song ended one of the men from the table in the corner got up and went out to the floor and cut in on Ellen and her partner. When the song stopped Ellen and her new partner remained out on the floor for the next number. Finally the band took a break and Ellen returned to our table.
"Sorry darling, but for some unaccountable reason I seem to be popular tonight."
"As long as you are having a good time and enjoying yourself. That is why we came, isn't it?"
During the next two hours there was a steady stream of men coming to our table and asking Ellen to dance. I didn't really care because while I do know how to dance I don't really care all that much for it. As long as they were asking and Ellen was willing I was happy to let them take that chore off my hands. It got boring just watching Ellen dance so I spent some time looking around the room. I noticed three young and very beautiful women sitting alone at a table and I wondered why they weren't out on the floor dancing. I observed them off and on for the next hour or so and not once in that time did I see anyone go up to them and ask them to dance. Very odd I thought, given as many young single men as were present. I also noticed that the three women seemed to be watching Ellen and I thought I detected disapproval on their faces.
My drinking finally caught up with me and it was time to hit the bathroom again. I was sitting in a stall when some men came in. I heard zippers and then splashing and then one man said, "Do you think it will happen tonight?"
"No reason not to. It has happened at every company picnic and Christmas party for the last six or seven years."
"Why does she do it?"
"Because she is a cock hungry slut."
"Why do you call her that?"
"What else would you call a woman who pulls trains? She did twelve at the last company Christmas party and fourteen at the company picnic. To me that says cock hungry slut."
"But it is different tonight. How can she possibly do it?"
"Don't sweat it. Benny will take care of things. He isn't happy about it, but he had her day before yesterday in the parking lot after work so tonight it's our turn."
Then there were zipper sounds, the sound of running water and paper towels being pulled down and then I was alone. I wondered which one of the three sexy young women was the cock crazy slut and I tried to imagine any one of the three being gangbanged. That's another benefit of having a Plain Jane for a wife - you don't have to worry about things like that.
I was watching Ellen dance when a man sat down across from me. He stuck out his hand, "John Hammond" he said and I took his hand and shook it as I gave him my name. "You looked bored to death sitting here watching the dance floor so I thought I'd come over and offer you a chance to stretch your legs. If you would like I can give you a tour of the place. We let the afternoon watchman leave a little early tonight and I have to do the eleven o'clock rounds. You know, check all the doors and that kind of stuff."
I told him that I would like a tour and I got up and followed him. He kept up a running commentary and described everything that we saw. He told me what each piece of machinery was and just what it did and why. He checked every door we came to and even opened some of the rooms to show me what was inside. The computer room was huge and had more kinds of things in it that I could have imagined and John explained them all to me. He opened up one office and ushered me in. "This is where Ellen works. That's her desk over there." He pointed and I saw a desk with my picture on it. We were almost done when John said he had one more thing to check. "I have to look at the heating unit down in the hole."
"The hole?"
"Actually it's a half basement but we call it the hole. There are stairs, but they are at the other end of the building so we will take the cage lift down."
We walked over to an old-fashioned cage elevator. It was a single person maintenance elevator and John told me that he would send me down and then bring the lift back up.
"Then we can walk to the other end of the hole and take the stairs back to the party."
I climbed into the elevator and John pushed a button and I started down. Suddenly, between floors the elevator stopped. "Shit!" I heard John say, "They were supposed to have fixed that." Then he shouted down to me, "I have to go back to the main breaker box and reset the circuit breaker. It will take a couple of minutes so don't panic" and I heard him hurry away.
The couple of minutes stretched to almost thirty and regardless of John's telling me not to panic I was getting ready to when all of a sudden the elevator gave a jerk and started down. John was waiting for me when the elevator stopped. "The stairs are by the breaker box so I hurried down to meet you. God but I'm so sorry about this. Building Maintenance was supposed to have replaced all the old weak circuit breakers. They either missed that one or they haven't done it yet. God I'm sorry. The first time Ellen gets you to one of our parties and I screw up your night. I'll probably catch holy hell from her. We'd better get you back to the party."
I looked at my watch and was amazed to see that we had been gone almost an hour and forty-five minutes.
We got back to the party and I didn't see Ellen. She wasn't at our table and I didn't see her on the dance floor so I was looking around the room when I saw her with two guys coming in the side door that led out into the parking lot. The two guys were smiling, but I thought I saw worry on Ellen's face when she saw me sitting at the table watching her walk toward me.
"I was just outside getting some fresh air. Did you see the whole place? They told me that Benny took you on the tour."
"Benny?"
John laughed, "That's my nickname. I'm the manager of Human Resources and Benefits so everyone calls me Benny."
I looked from Ellen to him and then back at Ellen. Nah! It couldn't be - could it?
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He stood there in the crowd and looked up there on the bandstand and thought back to what had happened to bring him to that point in his life.
++++++++++++++++++++
It had all started in grade school. She had just moved into the neighborhood and when he first saw her he thought she was the most beautiful thing he had ever laid his eyes on. He saw her every morning when they stood on the corner waiting for the school bus, but he was too shy to talk to her. He might never have talked to her if Rory Moss hadn't pulled on her pigtails one morning. She had cried out in pain and had dropped her books and Rory had laughed. He had rushed over and bloodied Rory's nose and then had helped her pick up her books. From that day on they had been inseparable.
By the time they were seniors in high school the town had put a label on them - Robbie and Kelly, The Golden Couple - obviously meant for each other since birth. He had proposed to her in the ninth grade and she had accepted. She had been the only girl in his life because he knew they were meant to be so there was no need to date other girls.
By the start of the eleventh grade they had mapped out their life. First they would finish high school and then college. When they had their degrees they would get married, have two perfect children and live happily ever after. In the twelfth the snake had appeared in their little Garden of Eden. He hadn't realized it at the time and he was pretty sure that Kelly hadn't realized it either, but it was then that their plans began to unravel.
++++++++++++++++++
It was like yesterday in his memory. He was standing on the gym floor looking up at Kelly. She had been elected Prom Queen and Bill Withers had been chosen as King. It irritated him no end to see Withers up there on the stage with Kelly and their court going through the coronation and all of that rigmarole. What he didn't know was that the attention that Kelly was getting as Prom Queen lit an ambition in her that neither he nor Kelly were aware she had.
He did have some great memories of that night. They had attended several after prom parties and then, after years of dating, Kelly had given him her "pearl of great price." It was one of his fondest memories. It had been completely unplanned. It had been their intention to go to their marriage bed as virgins. He had been floored when they had left their third party of the night and he had asked her:
"Where to next? The party at Sally's or the one at Dave's?"
"None of the above sweetie. This has been a magical night for me and there is only one way I want to end it. Take me to a motel baby; I'm tired of waiting."
"Are you sure about this?"
"Never more sure of anything in my life."
It had lit a fire in them and after that night they couldn't keep their hands off of each other and anytime they found a flat surface it was an invitation to play.
They learned together. He learned how to make her scream with his mouth and she learned how to turn him into a limp puddle with hers. They learned what positions gave the most pleasure and which ones the least. That summer was one long sexual odyssey and it continued into the fall when they started college.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
He had a small inheritance from his grandmother and that allowed them to have a small apartment off campus. For all practical purposes they were as good as married and most people that knew them thought they were.
Midway into their sophomore year she had run into Bill Withers at the Student Union and they had renewed their acquaintance. Withers was taking art courses and the Art Department was looking for models and Withers had talked Kelly into discussing the matter with one of the Art Department instructors. He hadn't been there for the interview, but someone who was told him about it several months later. The instructor, Brad Dolan, told her that Bill had told him that she had been prom queen and that Bill had been 'her king' and the way he said it and with the leer on his face it was obvious that Bill had let Brad think that he and Kelly had done a lot more on prom night than officiate. Brad figured that if Bill could nail her so could he.
Kelly, her eyes on the attention she would get, signed on as a model and soon was in great demand as a still life model for photography classes. The more time they wanted her to pose the more he was left alone in their apartment and he could feel a gap widening between them. Then it got really bad.
Playboy magazine came to the campus and Kelly was one of the girls picked. She was rarely home anymore and when she was all he heard about was Brad. "Brad knows this agent and he is going to talk to him about representing me." "Brad has a friend who is a fashion director and he is going to get him to use me." "Brad knows an Art Director at So and So magazine and he is going to get me in."
And then one night she didn't come home. When she dashed in the next day she looked guilty as hell and couldn't meet his eyes. "The shoot last night ran late so I crashed on Brad's couch. Got to run. See you tonight." She grabbed some clothes and then was gone.
That night she fucked him damned near blind, but there was an elephant in the room that they both pretended they didn't see. Things were strained between them for several months and then just as they seemed to be getting back together the issue of Playboy came out and it seemed that everyone on campus bought a copy and wanted Kelly to personally autograph it.
There were a series of "autograph parties" that he was somehow never told about until it was too late for him to attend. She would come home from those parties and hurry into the shower. She would tell him that she stunk of cigarette smoke and needed to wash it off, but he wasn't stupid. He knew what was going on, but he was in love and he hung in there and hoped she would come to her senses.
Then she entered a beauty contest and won. A week later Brad took her to New York to meet some people who could help her career and when she came back she couldn't seem to meet his eyes. And then one day he came home to the apartment and found that she had moved out. He heard later that she had moved in with Brad.
He tried to put her out of his mind and couldn't. Everything in the apartment reminded him of her and he couldn't afford to throw everything away and start over. He saw her around campus from time to time and whenever she saw him she would look away or turn and walk the other way. Somehow he managed to make it to the end of his junior year without going crazy.
+++++++++++++++++
Summer break came and he gave up the apartment and went back home and everyone wanted to know what had happened to the Golden Couple. The rumor went around that Kelly had caught him cheating on her and she had dumped him. He didn't refute the rumors; he just ignored the talk and let them think what they wanted. The town was proud of the beauty queen, their Playboy girl and he let them have their icon.
Summer over he headed back to school to get his last year out of the way. He had considered transferring to a university in a different state so he could avoid seeing Kelly and suffering through the memories, but then he had looked at the cost. Some credits wouldn't transfer and there were classes he would have to retake. Also, most schools had a requirement that you take at least thirty credit hours to get a degree from them and he only needed fourteen credit hours to graduate from where he was. It was a no-brainer - he had to stay put.
His first day back in the classroom the guy sitting next to him said:
"Hey man, you used to hang with Kelly Severs didn't you?"
"I used to."
"What do you think about what happened to her?"
"What do you mean?"
"About the accident."
"Accident? What accident?"
"You didn't hear? She and that Brad guy were coming home from one of them beauty pageants' and he ran off the road and ran into a tree. Turns out he was drunk as a skunk. Probably what saved him. He was so loose and pliable he didn't get a scratch. Kelly wasn't so lucky. Apparently she wasn't wearing a seat belt and her head went into the windshield. I hear it fucked her face up pretty bad. She won't be winning anymore beauty contests; at least not without some major plastic surgery."
"When did it happen?"
"About two weeks ago."
"Do you know what hospital she's in?"
"I heard she was at Lutheran Medical."
He didn't even stay to finish the class. At the hospital he found that she had been released. It took him all the intestinal fortitude that he possessed to make him go to Dolan's apartment. He rang the bell and when Dolan came to the door he told Dolan that he wanted to see Kelly.
"She isn't here."
"When will she be back?"
"She won't."
"Any idea where she might be?"
"Nope. As long as it isn't here is all I care about. The dumb bitch cost me my car."
"How is that? The way I heard it was that you were driving drunk out of your gourd."
"I wouldn't have been in the car except for her insisting on coming home. I wanted to check into a motel, but she said no. She said fucking in motel rooms was trashy. Wanted to come here and bugged me until I gave in and now I don't have a car. Stupid cunt!"
He lost it and hit Dolan so hard that Dolan went to the floor. Dolan shook his head and looked up.
"What the fuck did you do that for?"
"I don't like you and I don't like what you did to Kelly."
"What you don't like is that she liked my dick better than yours. I did you a favor and you don't even know it. If you would have married the bitch she would have been running around behind your back within six months. Hell man," Dolan said, "She was fucking me for six months while still living with you" and he started to get up.
"Stay down there asshole. If you get up I'll just hit you again" and then he turned and left.
He made some phone calls and finally found out that Kelly had gone home and was staying with her parents. He called and asked Kelly's mother how she was doing.
"Not good. She could use some cheering up. Maybe you could come home this weekend and visit?"
"No, I won't be able to get away for a while. This is my last year and I've got a lot to do if I'm to graduate."
"What happened Robbie? The old Robbie would have rushed to her side at a time like this."
"She decided that I wasn't what she wanted Mrs. Severs. She found someone else and moved on."
"When did this happen?"
"Almost a year ago."
"She never said. We thought she was still with you."
He said goodbye, hung up and then dug into his Managerial Economics assignment.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next two months seemed to fly by and then on Saturday, purely by chance, he found himself downtown during the Fall Festival. He gravitated toward the bandstand and got there just as the name of the newly chosen Fall Festival queen was announced. He turned to walk away when the master of ceremonies said:
"And here to pass on the crown is last years Fall Festival queen, Miss Kelly Severs."
He turned back and looked up at the bandstand, saw her and winced. Even with her hair being long and worn Veronica Lake style so that it covered half of her face there was no hiding the criss-crossing scars that covered most of her face. He couldn't even begin to fathom the courage it must have taken her for her to come out and attend an event like this. If it had been him he would have sent the crown by UPS and stayed home.
Kelly put the crown on the new queen's head, hugged her and the band started playing and everyone in the square started dancing. The new queen and he escort were the first on the makeshift dance floor and then everyone else followed. Everyone except Kelly. She stood off to the side with a look of longing on her face that almost broke his heart. There were several single men around, but not one of them approached Kelly.
While she watched the dancers he wondered if she was thinking how quickly her life had changed. No more autograph seekers; no more adoring fans and no one wanting to introduce her to photographers, agents and magazine editors. She couldn't even get someone to ask her to dance.
Even from a distance he saw the tear slide down her cheek and he thought about how much he loved her. Not had loved her, but still loved her. He moved through the crowd until he was in front of her and he reached for her hand.
"May I have this dance?"
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Okay, so it was a rotten thing to do, but then I've never said I was a nice guy, and what's more, no one else has ever said it either. I am what I am and always have been and Mike should have known that. Hell, anyone who has known me for more than twenty-four hours would have known what I'd do and Mike has known me for over fifteen years.
Barbara Jean was Mike's wife and I've wanted to stick a dick in her since the first time I laid eyes on her. Barbara Jean, everyone called her BJ for short (and didn't the guys all have fun with that), wasn't a spectacularly beautiful woman and I doubt that anyone ever called her gorgeous, but she had a certain something about her. Call it sex appeal, call it an aura, but she had something that gave you an immediate boner whenever you saw her. Maybe it was her slutty looks or the slutty way she acted sometimes, I don't know. What I did know was that if I ever got a chance I was going to fuck her. Don't misunderstand me here, Barbara Jean wasn't a slut or if she was nobody that I knew knew it, but she dressed like a slut and talked like a slut and God but did it ever turn me on.
Mike and BJ met in high school, married right after graduation and then they went out, found jobs and went to work building a life for themselves. BJ started out as a file clerk, took some typing and shorthand classes at the local community college, and worked her way up to become secretary to the owner of the local plant.
Mike got a job in the plant as a pressman, but that wasn't what he really wanted to do with his life. Mike wanted to be an electronics technician, but there were no trade schools in the area and the community college didn't offer any electronics courses so Mike did what we all thought was a boneheaded play. Mike joined the Army Reserves. Some sorry assed recruiter told Mike that if he joined up the Army would send him to school and teach him whatever he wanted. Mike bit and signed on the dotted line. Then, to the surprise of all of us, the Army did just what they said they would. They sent Mike to school and taught him all he needed to know about electronics and computers and then over the course of the next eight years they kept sending him back to school for refresher courses. Mike parlayed all that into a high paying job and eventually he started his own business.
The problem was that Mike was a Yellow Dog Democrat and we all know what Republicans do to people like that – fuck them every chance they get! The Republican in the White House looked out and saw that Mike was sitting there, fat, dumb and happy, and he said, "Fuck you boy, I'm sending your ass to Iraq." Mike's reserve unit was called up for active duty.
Like I said, Mike has known me for over fifteen years and he should have known better, but somewhere along the way he must have suffered "brain fade." I live three doors down from Mike and one Saturday morning Mike knocked on my door.
"I need a huge favor from you Rich. Somebody has to keep an eye on BJ for me while I'm gone. You know, take care of the little shit that always seems to go wrong, leaky faucets, dead car batteries and stuff like that. I'd like to be able to tell BJ that she can count on you if she has problems."
What she can count on, I thought to myself, is that I'll be one of her problems, but what I said was, "Sure Mike, I'll take care of her until you get back."
"Thanks Rich. I'll owe you a big one."
Two days later Mike was gone and I began to think of ways that I could "help" Barbara Jean.
It is said that "Absence makes the heart grow fonder," but I was banking on "Lack of sex makes one extremely horny." I had no idea what kind of sex life Mike and BJ had, but I was counting on it being enough that she would begin to miss it. I figured that I would give her a month before I made my move. From the day Mike left I made it a point to stop and see BJ or give her a call several times a week to see if she was okay. During the third week I had several friends over for a barbecue and I invited BJ. At first she said no, but I worked on her and convinced her that she needed to get out of the house occasionally while Mike was gone. I behaved myself, played the part of perfect host and saw to it that she had a nice time. A week later I gave a small dinner party and again convinced her that she needed to get out. She came, had an enjoyable time and when she left to walk home I said to myself, "Next time you slutty looking wench, you'll be mine."
After you hit thirty all a birthday is is an excuse to have a party. Mine fell on a Friday, which meant that the party could be big, boisterous and long since no one had to go to work the next day. Naturally I invited BJ and since she now knew that she come over to my place, have a good time and then go home safe and sound, she said she would come. At the barbecue and dinner party I had taken care to see that BJ's drinks were watered down, but not at my birthday party. Oh no, every drink BJ got was a double or a triple and I made sure that her glass was always full. Halfway through the party BJ was half in the bag. Not falling down drunk, but in that happy state that some drunks reach where everything is funny to them. Charlie Martin, one of the swifter guys that I know, came up to me and asked, "Are you doing what I think you are doing?"
"I don't know. Is what you think I'm doing bad, nasty, evil and immoral?"
"Of course."
"Then the answer is yes."
"Think she'd do a double?"
"First I have to get her to do a single."
"Keep me in mind. I've always wanted a taste of that."
Things were moving along a little faster than I had planned. BJ had gotten drunk quicker than I had expected and she was in the state I wanted her while the party was still going strong. A good host does not neglect his guests, but it was my birthday, my gift to myself was ready to be unwrapped and so I abandoned my guests to their own devices and slowly eased BJ out of the herd.
She was giggling and acting silly as I maneuvered her toward the bedroom. Her words were slurred when she asked, "Where are we going?"
"I have a surprise for you."
"What kind of surprise?"
"One that should tingle your toes."
She giggled and said, "How do you know what tingles my toes?"
"A little birdie told me."
I got her in the bedroom and I left the light off. "Close your eyes and wait just a moment while I go and get him."
"Get who?"
"Mike. He snuck away from camp and he wants to surprise you."
"Mike? Here? Now?"
"Yes, and he will get in trouble if he gets caught so no one can know that he is here. Here, finish your drink and I'll go and get you another one while you get undressed for him. He told me to tell you that he can't talk. If anyone hears his voice and they find out he was here he could get court martialed and sent to Leavenworth for ten years so you have to play this cool."
I wasn't sure that it would work, but hey, if she was blotto enough it had a good chance.
"Just keep the lights off and the room dark so no one will be able to see him. He has to hurry so he can get back before they miss him and report him AWOL so hurry up and get undressed. Remember, it has to be kept a secret, okay?"
BJ giggled and said, "I can keep good secrets."
That's good, I thought, because after this weekend you'll have a lot of them you'll want to keep. I took her empty glass and stepped out of the room and went looking for Charlie.
"Still want a taste?"
"You bet."
"Give me ten minutes and then quietly sneak into the bedroom. No noise and don't talk at all. I've got her thinking that Mike snuck away from camp and I hope she's drunk enough to buy it. Be ready to spell me. I want to keep a cock in her as long as possible."
"I can get a couple of more guys if that would help."
"Why not. The more the merrier. I want to turn her into a slut and I plan on making her my slut until Mike comes home."
"Consider it a done deal."
I opened the door and slipped back into the bedroom. In the darkness I could make out BJ's naked body on the bed and as the door closed behind me she slurred, "Mikey, is that you Mikey?"
"Yes my love," I whispered, "It's me."
I quickly undressed and made my way to the bed and as I climbed on Barbara Jean spread her legs and said, "Hurry Mikey, hurry. I've missed you baby,"
That surprised me. Not that she missed him, but that she wanted to get right down to doing the nasty. Given as long as Mike had been gone I would have thought that there would be hugs and kisses first, but who was I to argue with the lady? She wanted cock so cock she would have. I lined myself up and pushed. She was tight, too tight, so I pulled away and lowered my head so I could suck her tits while I finger fucked her to loosen her up. As soon as I felt some moisture I moved back between her legs and tried again. That time it was much better and three strokes had me bottomed out in her cunt. I started fucking BJ slowly at first. I needed to be in the saddle when Charlie came in. BJ was squirming under me and moaning, "Oh Mikey, oh Mikey." She was pushing up at me and her pussy felt like a furnace.
I heard Charlie come in (and I prayed that BJ hadn't) and I started to pick up the pace. BJ had her legs locked behind mine and she was chanting, "Oh yes, oh yes, so good, so good Mikey, so good." I pulled out of her and she cried out, "No, no, not yet, please, not yet," but I was only out of her long enough to pick her legs up and put them up on my shoulders. I slammed my cock back into her and began to fuck her hard and fast. She cried out, "Oh God yes. Fuck me Mikey, fuck me. Make me cum baby, make me cum." I drove into her, hard, fast strokes and she cried out, "Oh yessssss" as she had an orgasm. Three strokes later and I had mine. I quickly dismounted and Charlie immediately took my place and started boning BJ. I stood off to the side and caught my breath for a minute or so and then it was time for stage two. On the bed BJ was crying out, "Fuck me Mikey, fuck me hard honey, so good, oh god so good." I moved quietly to the bed and before BJ could realize what was going on I shoved my cock in her mouth and grabbed her head with both hands. I felt her stiffen and she tried to say something, but all that came out of her mouth was an unrecognizable gurgle. She seemed to struggle for just a second or two and then her body shook and a muffled scream escaped past my cock as Charlie brought her to another orgasm.
I started stroking into her mouth as my soft cock started to stiffen. Charlie was banging away and BJ had another small climax and by the time it was over she was moaning again and I felt her lips start to move on my cock. Curious, I let go of her head and she kept sucking on me. By the time Charlie said he was read to shoot I was rock hard and ready and when Charlie pulled out of BJ I quickly moved to take his place. I grabbed her and rolled her over and got her up on her knees and then I fucked her from behind. Strangely, or at least I thought it was strange, not a word came from BJ as Charlie and I made the swap and then it was too late for her to talk as Charlie had lain down and pulled her head down onto his cock. After a couple of minutes I said, "Go get help Charlie; I'll keep her busy until you get back."
He dressed quickly and left the room and I kept feeding the meat to BJ. She had her head down on the pillow and was moaning as I fucked her pussy using long, hard strokes, but keeping the speed down so I wouldn't cum before I had some relief. The plan was o make sure that BJ was never without a cock for longer than it took for one man to get out of the way so another could take his place.
Several minutes went by before Charlie was back with Ben, Mel and Harry. As the four men got naked I picked up the tempo and as soon as I started to fuck BJ hard and fast she began crying out again, "Oh yes, like that, like that. Oh Jesus, oh god fuck me, make me cum."
I wanted to cum with her, but I couldn't hold out and my cock erupted and splashed her insides with my juice.
"No" she cried, "Not yet, please god not yet" as I pulled out, but then Charlie was there to take my place and her cries went back to, "Oh yes, oh god, make me cum, make me cum."
I told one of the other guys to take her mouth and I dressed and went back to my party.
The party petered out around three in the morning. I had looked in on the little group in my bedroom from time to time and they had been going strong so I left them to it and stayed out of the room to play host. When the last guest was gone I went back to the room and saw that Mel was gone and Charlie and Ben were getting dressed. Harry was buried to the balls in BJ and had her legs up on his shoulders. He was hitting her hard and fast and he looked over at me, "She's about fucked out. This isn't my first gangbang, but it is the first one where the broad never got to take a break. She's had a cock in her cunt since you left. She's so tired she can't even moan any more. It won't surprise me if she falls asleep when I cum and get off her."
I walked Charlie to the front door and he said, "Hell of a party dude; we need to do it again."
"If it works out they way I hope it will we can do it lots more before Mike comes home."
"You do know that he is going to kill you, right?"
"Only if he finds out and I'm not going to tell him, are you?"
"No, but what about BJ?"
"We will just have to see that she doesn't say a word. I should have taped this; it would have been great material to use as blackmail to see that she keeps her mouth shut."
"Hell dude, just tell her that you did. She isn't going to remember much about tonight anyway, except for the fucking."
When I got back to the room Harry was just finishing up and he got off the bed leaving BJ sprawled out, legs spread, and a river of cum running out of her box. Before he was even dressed we heard a light snore from BJ.
Harry chuckled, "What did I tell you. Good luck when she wakes up. Was I you I'd make damned sure I was awake when she wakes up. God only knows what she might do to you if she catches you asleep."
Then Harry was gone and I was all alone with BJ. Even sweaty and cum covered she had that certain something that made my dick hard. I debated shaking her awake and taking her one more time, but in the end I decided to let her rest. I'd wake her up in the morning by sliding her the old salami.
The only way I could make sure that I was awake when BJ woke up was to not go to sleep. I grabbed a book and propped myself up on the bed next to BJ and started reading. A couple of times I almost nodded off and the last time was around seven so I said to hell with the book and I put it down. I slid a finger into BJ's pussy and found that it was loose, but tight enough for what I had in mind. My cock began to rise to the occasion and I pushed her legs apart and mounted her. Her cunt had a nice hot and wet feel to it and I stroked into her for about a minute before she began to stir. I picked up the pace as she awakened and then she was looking up at me with a confused look on her face that seemed to ask, "What are you doing? You aren't Mike." But it had to be just the sleep wearing off because she knew last night when Charlie and I both dicked her at the same time that there was no Mike.
"What's the matter BJ? Wondering why only one cock is working on you? The others had to leave, but don't you worry sweetie, I'm going to see to it that you'll have plenty of cock from now on. I'll have you on your back until Mike gets home and maybe even after that. You looked good going after all that cock last night, damned good. You're not talking sweetie, nothing to say? Not even going to say thank you? Don't you want to tell me how much you appreciate my getting you all that cock?"
Under me BJ was starting to push her hips up at me. "That's it sweetie, show me how much you liked what I did for you."
BJ moaned and her legs came up and hooked around me. A couple of more strokes and her hands came up to hold me. "That's it BJ, that's it. Fuck me sweetie, be my bitch."
"Oh God" she sobbed, and I saw a tear run down her cheek. I picked up the pace and her hands slid from my shoulders down to my ass. I felt her nails dig in as she pulled me to her.
"That's it sweetie, pull me in, pull me deep inside."
She gave another sob and then her legs squeezed me tight and her nails bit deep as she had an orgasm. It is what I had been waiting for, for her to cum, and I rammed myself into her and ten or twelve strokes later I came.
I held myself over her and watched as she raised a hand and wiped the tears from her cheeks and then she said, "I have to go to the bathroom." I got off of her and watched as she walked to the bathroom. She was gone a good five minutes and when she came back, eyes downcast, she said, "I have to go home now."
"No BJ, what you have to do is come over here and suck my cock."
Still looking at the floor she was silent for several moments and then she said, "I can't. This is not right. I can't be doing this."
"Yes you can sweetie. You not only can, but you must. Unless of course you won't mind my sending Mike a copy of the video that I shot of you having fun last night. To keep me from sending that video you will have to take very good care of me. You will suck when I say suck and you will open your legs for me whenever I want. You don't have to of course, but think of the look on Mike's face when he sees you with your legs up on Harry's shoulders while you grab his ass with both hands and moan, "Oh god yes, like that, just like that." Or how about the scene where Charlie is fucking you from behind while you have your head in Ben's lap doing marvelous things with your mouth? Your choice sweetie, makes no never mind to me."
Tears were streaming down her cheeks as I said, "Your choice BJ, but I need you to make it now. Either get down on your hands and knees and crawl over here and suck my cock or get your clothes and go home and wait to hear from Mike."
I smiled as she sank to her knees and began to crawl toward me.
To be continued.
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I smiled as BJ sank to her knees and, tears streaming down her cheeks, started to crawl toward me. My cock, so soft after just fucking her, was coming erect just from the thought of what I was going to do to her until her husband came home from Baghdad. I was betting that I had at least six months before that happened and I fully intended that she was going to be my slut even after he came home.
BJ didn't know that my threat of sending her husband a video of her gangbang was a bluff. I hadn't taped it, but I was already planning her next gangbang and I would make damned sure that one got videotaped. BJ moved between my legs and looked up at me.
"Please don't make me do this."
"I'm not making you do anything BJ. This is your choice. Who knows, maybe your hubby has a kinky side and will love what he sees on the tape. Now suck my cock or put your clothes on and go home."
She sniffled a few times and then she lowered her head and her warm mouth surrounded my dick.
"That's it sweetie, suck it. Live up to your nickname. You know that all the guys believe that BJ stands for blow job, don't you? That's what I'm going to call you from now on. That will be my pet name for you -- Blow Job Baby. It has a nice ring to it, don't you think? Suck it sweetie, get me hard Blow Job Baby, get me real hard and I'll let you fuck my eyes out."
She was a good cocksucker and if I would have left her alone she would have quickly gotten me off, but I didn't want that, not this time anyway. I pushed her back and told her to get up on the bed and spread her legs. I moved between them and looked down at her.
"What do you say?"
She looked up at me with a confused look on her face and I said again, "What do you say?" It took a second or two, but then I saw it dawn on her. She looked away from me and said:
"Fuck me. Put your cock in me and fuck me."
"I don't know Blow Job Baby, that sure didn't sound like you meant it."
She looked up at me and I could see the anger, but she said, "Please fuck me. Come on lover, please fuck me."
"That's better Blow Job Baby, that's much, much better.
I know that it killed her to have it happen, but it didn't take BJ long to get into the act. Two, maybe three minutes and she was clutching, grabbing and moaning. BJ was a fine piece of ass and I was looking forward to having her available for a long, long time. I fucked her twice more that morning and then, good host that I try to be, I fixed her breakfast. She didn't want to stay, not that I blame her, but I wouldn't take no for an answer. As she was getting ready to leave I stopped her. "Come here Blow Job Baby and give us a kiss goodbye." No argument or deep sighs and only a touch of exasperation on her face as she came over to me and gave me a quick peck on the lips.
"No, no, no Blow Job Baby, put some life into it. Do it like you mean it."
She grabbed my head in both hands and held it while she shoved her tongue down my throat and mashed her teeth against my lips. It was meant to hurt and it did, but I wasn't going to let her know. My arms went around her and I returned the kiss and I held it a good bit longer than she had intended. When I broke the kiss I smiled at her, "That's more like it sweetie" and I let her go. She was almost to the door when I said, "I'll pick you up at six sweetie for dinner and dancing. Wear something sexy and I prefer my women to wear high heels."
"I can't. I'm having dinner with my sister tonight."
"No you aren't Blow Job Baby. I'll see you at six tonight. Don't make me wait. The Post Office isn't open tomorrow, but if you aren't ready and waiting for me when I get there I will be the first in line to mail a package come Monday morning."
"Why are you doing this to me?"
"Because I can sweetie, just because I can."
++++++++++++
BJ was ready and waiting for me when I got to her place and she was dressed to give hard ons. I had told her to dress sexy and she had done just that. Low cut blouse, mini-skirt and "come fuck me" pumps. She looked good enough to eat and so I did.
"I thought we were going out to eat."
"We are sweetie, I just wanted a little B and A."
"B and A?"
"Before and after. I want to compare how you taste now to how you taste when I bring you home."
BJ liked having her pussy eaten. No, that's not true -- she loved having her pussy eaten. Less than thirty seconds after my tongue touched her "man in the boat" she had her fingers in my hair pulling me to her and she was humping up at my face and crying out, "Don't stop, don't stop." I pulled away from her and she cried out, "Please no, don't stop, not now, don't stop." I stood up and dropped my trousers and briefs and I lay down on her living room floor.
"Do what you want. Sit on my cock or sit on my face."
BJ scrambled off the couch and just for a second it looked like she couldn't make up her mind and then she lowered herself down on my face in a sixty-nine position and took hold of my cock and started stroking it as I tongued her. And then, all on her own, and with no urging from me, she went down on me. I worked hard on her love button and she was pounding her pussy down at me and squealing around my dick and it looked like we were going to be late for our dinner reservation at Mario's. Suddenly she pulled herself away from me, turned one eighty and sat down on my cock. She started working up and down and rocking back and forth all the while moaning, "Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh."
I let her set the pace for several minutes and then I grabbed her to my chest and I rolled her over onto her back. Then I set the pace. I fucked her as hard and fast as I could and she cried out, "Yes, yes, yes, yes, so good, oh yes, fuck me god damned you, fuck me." I pounded away at her and I felt myself getting close. The evening would go a whole lot better if she wasn't frustrated and on edge so I started talking to her.
"Cum for me baby. Show my cock that you love it and cum for it baby. Hurry sweetie, hurry, don't let me leave you hanging, cum for me sweetie, cum for me" and she moaned, "Please, please, please" and I figured that she was asking me to stay with her and I did try, but I couldn't. "I'm cumming baby, I'm cumming" and I put on a quick burst of speed and then I erupted.
"No, no, please, not yet, not yet please not yet."
But I was already done and my cock couldn't help her at all. I pulled away from her and then I buried my face in her pussy and went to work on her clit. I worked it hard as she grabbed my head with both hands and pushed her hips up at me and then suddenly she cried out a loud, "OHHHHHHH", her body shook and she came. When she had relaxed I pulled away from her and looked down at her and she looked back up at me and said:
"If we are going out you need to wash your face."
We made it to Mario's, just barely, in time for our reservation and ate a quiet meal. BJ was uncomfortable with her situation and didn't want to talk and I really didn't feel like forcing the conversation. I figured she would loosen up before the night was over, but if she didn't, so what? It wasn't talk I wanted from her anyway. We had a bottle of Merlot with dinner and I ordered some Bailey's Irish Cream after the meal and the alcohol seemed to relax her. After dinner I took her to the Hidden Place, a dance club on the outskirts of town. I parked in the darkest corner of the lot and then we went inside and I got us a table near the dance floor.
For the next two hours we drank and danced while I waited for what I knew would happen. Sure enough, as soon as they had enough booze in them to make them brave, guys started coming over and asking me if I would mind if they danced with my girl. I smiled and told them to go ahead. I sat, watched and kept BJ's glass full while she danced with several different guys. I watched them feel her up, poke their dicks into her leg and in general do things that indicated that they wanted to fuck her. BJ knew what they wanted and she kept looking nervously over at me to see how I was taking it. I just smiled back at her and waited for the right moment. It came when the band took a break. I noticed three of the guys BJ had been dancing with heading for the restrooms and I got up and followed them.
We stayed until closing and between me and her other admirers we were able to keep BJ on the dance floor most of the time. BJ was having a good time in spite of the way she felt about what I was doing to her and she was disappointed when they gave last call. Just before we were ready to leave I told BJ to go to the bathroom and remove her panties.
"Why?"
"Because I told you to."
When we reached the car I told her to get in back and lie down on the back seat.
"Here? We are going to do it here?"
"Of course we are going to do it here. I told you that you were going to be my slut until your husband comes home and all good sluts do it on back seats in bar parking lots."
"Please don't make me do this. It's bad enough that I have to let you have me, at least let it happen where we have some privacy."
"Get in the car Blow Job Baby and don't make me tell you again. Lie down on the seat, get your skirt up around your waist and spread your legs."
BJ was no sooner in place than the three guys showed up. "There she is fellahs, you show her a good time, hear?"
"What are you doing?' cried BJ.
"Just letting your fan club have a taste sweetie."
"Please, please don't do this to me."
"Oh come on BJ, you took on five last night and loved every second of it. I'm sure that you will enjoy these three just as much."
While I was talking the first of the three was already climbing on top of her. BJ just laid there for the first guy, but by the time the second guy was halfway through she was getting into it. She was screaming and kicking her feet in the air and begging for it by the time the third guy was done. They each took her twice and the bitch got back at me as the third guy was taking his second turn. The guy had her legs up on his shoulders and he was fucking her hard. She had an orgasm and as it hit her her legs shot straight out and the stiletto heel on her left shoe ripped right into my headliner and tore a large hole in it.
When the three guys had zipped up and gone I tossed BJ a handful of Kleenex and told her to stop up her cunt, put her panties back on and then get in the front with me. I didn't mind cum stains on the back seat, but I didn't want any on the front. When she was up front with me I unzipped, took out my cock and told her to slide over next to me. She slid over and without being told took my cock in her hand and started stroking me.
"Were are we spending the night BJ? My place or yours?"
"Your place. I've let you soil me, but I'm at least going to try and keep Mike's bed unsoiled."
"Fine by me as long as you understand that you will be spending a lot of time at my place. This isn't about getting back at Mike for anything; it is about making you my slut."
"Why? What did I ever do to you to make you hate me so much?"
"It isn't about hate. It is about all the hard ons you have given me for the last ten years."
"How long are you going to keep doing this to me?"
"Until Mike gets home and then maybe even after that."
"After Mike gets home? No way."
"Why not? You are loving it. You might tell me that you don't, but all I have to do is look at my torn headliner to know that you are lying."
About halfway home I asked, "What's your name?"
"Barbara Jane."
"No BJ, what name did I give you?"
She was silent and stared out the passenger side window.
"Well?"
"Blow Job Baby" she said in almost a whisper.
"Okay then Blow Job Baby, lets get to it" and she took her hand off my cock. I heard a quiet sob as her head bent down and her hot mouth took in my cock.
To be continued.
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And then the one thing I never expected happened. I woke up in the middle of the night with my dick being sucked. My first thought was that Bev or Barb had snuck into my room and were just going to take what I would not give on my own. I tensed and was gathering myself to rise up and push whichever twin it was off of me when a voice said:
"Relax baby; we both need this."
The voice was Kari's and she swung over me, took my cock in her hand, lined it up and pushed down on it. It had been a while for me and I did not last as long as I would have liked to, but it didn't bother Kari.
"It has been a while for me too baby, but don't worry because we aren't done yet."
She went back to work on my cock and I responded to her ministrations. The second time was a lot longer and more satisfying and when it was over Kari said:
"I want to stay and cuddle. I want my girls to see me leave your room in the morning."
I opened my arms and she snuggled in.
I woke up when she got out of bed. "It's early" she said, "You have another hour or so until your alarm goes off. I just heard one of the girls go into the bathroom so I'm going to leave your room as she comes out into the hallway. I want her to see me."
She bent over and kissed me and said, "Until tonight baby." She moved over to the door, hesitated until she heard the bathroom door open and then she stepped out of my room into the hall.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I got a call at work from Kari asking me to meet her at Miller's Bar when I got off work. When I got there she was sitting at a table and two guys were standing there talking to her when I came in. She saw me and waved me over and when I got there she stood up and kissed me and then sat down.
"Guys, this is my boyfriend Rob. Rob, this is Stan and Jerry."
The guys shook my hand, said "Nice meeting you," and then told Kari that they would see her around and walked away. She smiled and said:
"That worked out well."
"What worked out well?"
"Killing two birds with one stone. One, I needed to talk with you away from the house and two, those two will spread the word about my boyfriend and that will shut down some of the assholes who keep bothering me."
"I'm your new boyfriend?"
"You are if you want to be."
"What do you need me to talk about away from the house?"
"Last night. I need to explain it."
"Why?"
"Because I don't know if you are okay with it and if you aren't I need to explain why so you don't throw us out on our butts."
"Did I behave like I was unhappy about it?"
"No, but how you feel when Mr. Happy is busy is not an indication of how things are when he is resting."
"So what is to explain?"
"I was super horny and I needed to get laid. I've been trying to find someone who would turn me on since I've moved in with you, but I haven't had much luck. A lot of horn dogs like Stan and Jerry, but no one I could really get interested in except you, but I stayed away from you because you didn't seem all that interested in me other than something that could piss off DJ."
"What changed your mind?"
"Barb and Bev."
"How did they change your mind?"
"I was in the laundry room folding clothes and they thought that I was up in my room so they were talking unaware that I could hear them. I heard all about their plans to get you to do them and I knew that the only way I could stop it was to get to you first and then let them find out about it so they would leave you alone."
"You didn't have to worry. They have been wagging their butts at me for two weeks now and I have avoided them. Believe me, I wouldn't have touched them."
"Oh yes you would have. What I did last night was what they had planned on doing. They were going to flip a coin to see which one of them was going to be the one to sneak in and wake you with a blow job. If one of them had gotten you up and hard there is no doubt in my mind that you would not have stopped."
"I've been expecting them to pull something and I have a great sense of self preservation. My fear of going to jail over having sex with a minor would have me putting a stop to it as soon as I realized what was going on. You saw it yourself. You felt me getting ready to push you away and that is why you told me to relax. It is only because I recognized your voice that you didn't end up on your butt on the floor."
"But you didn't push me away and I'm glad. I enjoyed myself and I'd like to do it again. In fact I'd like to do it on a steady basis. How do you feel about that?"
"As I recall you kissed me and said "Until tonight" when you left my room and I don't believe I said "No way! Not gonna do it."
She smiled at me and said, "It has been a while for me. Early night tonight?"
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Outside of the nasty looks the twins gave me and a bi-weekly phone call from Audrey saying that she knew we could work things out if I would just talk to her the next three months passed by uneventfully. Work was going well, Kari and I were having sex three and four times a week, the twins were doing well in school and had gotten involved in girls volleyball and field hockey.
And then Audrey reared up and threw shit into the game.
She had saved up enough money to get an attorney and she had filed for a legal separation. The judge -- a different one -- ordered counseling and we started all over again. It was a different Audrey at the first of the mandated sessions. It was a different marriage councilor and so it was all new to him.
I told my side the same as I had done in the first go round and Audrey didn't try to interrupt me. When it was her turn she calmly said:
"I filed for a separation rather than a divorce because I don't want a divorce and my attorney said a separation would be the best way to get court ordered counseling and I believe that if I can just sit down with Rob and explain things we can work things out.
"First, I need to clear a couple of things up. Rob accused me of being a cheating whore and that is not true. I have never cheated on him and I'm perfectly willing to take a lie detector test on that. DJ was there with me that day to help me if you got violent and before you explode on me for saying that I will admit that never in our marriage did you ever raise a hand to me, but then I had never told you that I was walking out on you either. I had no way of knowing how you would react and that is why DJ was there. The other thing is that I was called a thief and I deny that. The way I explained it in previous sessions is just the way it happened. I would have given half of it back, but I never got the chance and I'll take a lie detector test on that also.
"I made some errors in judgment. I should have handled things differently and I know that now. I should have sat down and explained why I wanted a trial separation and then discussed it with you, but as we all know, hindsight is twenty twenty."
Then Barry, the councilor, said "Now that you have brought it up suppose you tell us just why you wanted that trial separation."
"I wanted some excitement in my life. Marriage to Rob was dull and boring. We never went anywhere or did anything. I love Rob and our sex life was good, but I wanted a little more than that. I talked with my girlfriend Anna two or three times a week and she was always telling me about the fun things she was doing and after a while I started wanting to do some fun things too. One of the things I've always wanted to do was try pot, but Rob has always been a rabid anti-drug person. I wanted to drink and dance all night long, but while Rob drinks he doesn't dance and so he never took me anywhere where I could dance with someone else if they asked me. Of course, knowing Rob, I know he would never let me dance with anyone else even if he took me to a place where it could happen.
"One afternoon Anna talked me into going out and spending an afternoon with her. We went to a bar on the other side of town and she introduced me to some of her friends. We drank and danced to the music on the juke box and a couple of guys asked us if we wanted to go for a ride. It was my first time on a motorcycle and I loved it. I started spending one or two afternoons a week with Anna and her friends.
"One day DJ was there and he asked me if I'd like to take a ride with him and I said yes. We rode for almost an hour and then he pulled in and parked at a picnic area and he asked me if I would like to share a joint with him. It was something that I had always wanted to try and I said yes. I liked it. I liked the feeling that it gave me. When the joint was gone we rode back to the bar. After that DJ always seemed to be there whenever I went with Anna and he always asked me if I wanted to go for a ride.
"Most of the time there were a half dozen bikes on the run and we always ended up somewhere where we did a little smoke. I always made sure that I was home in time to have dinner ready for Rob when he got home from work. One day DJ made a pass at me and I shut him down. I told him that I was married and that I loved my husband. He didn't push it, just shrugged, but he was always the one offering the rides and he was always the one who was sharing his pot with me.
"I was having a ball, but I wanted more. I got the dumb idea of telling Rob I was going to leave him for a while to try and find myself. I discussed it with Anna and she suggested that I have someone with me to keep Rob from going off on me. I asked DJ if he would do it and he said that he would. Then he asked me if I really expected trouble from Rob and I made the mistake of saying probably not, that Rob was usually a pussycat. So he said that what I was telling him is that Rob was a wimp and to my everlasting shame I didn't say no to that. I just shrugged my shoulders and said that Rob probably was. The only reason I did that was so that DJ wouldn't change his mind about going with me. If he thought Rob would be no trouble he wouldn't back out.
"Anyway, it all went to hell when Rob came home and I told him I was leaving. He surprised me by just saying "Have a nice life" and that is when DJ went all stupid on us and here we are."
She turned to me and said, "I love you Rob and I don't want a divorce."
I just shrugged and said "Okay Audrey, I've listened to what you have said. Some of it or maybe even all of it may be true, but it changes nothing as far as I'm concerned. The day you told me you were leaving me for whatever the reason is the day our marriage died. I wrote you off then and I see no reason to change my mind. By your own words here I wasn't good enough for you then. I wasn't exciting enough for you then. Well I have news for you Audrey; I'm still the same un-exciting guy that I was then and I'm never going to change. Taking you back would be the dumbest thing I could do. I could never trust that some day you wouldn't go off again to find your so called excitement."
"You say that you that you never cheated on me with DJ or any of the others you had your excitement with. It could possibly be true, but I will never believe it. Assholes like DJ and the guys he ran with don't waste time on broads that don't put out. So there it is. You can force counseling all you want and you can fight any divorce I pursue, but you and I are done. There is no -- I repeat, no -- chance that you and I will ever get back together."
Barry looked from me to Audrey and then said, "Counseling only works when both parties want to work at saving a marriage. I can see that isn't the case here. I will file my report with the court stating that I see no chance of reconciliation in this case. Audrey cried out:
"Damn it Rob, I love you. You have to give me a chance."
"I gave you six years Audrey and it wasn't enough."
I got up, shook Barry's hand and thanked him for his time and then walked out of his office. As I headed home I made up my mind that I was not going to restart the divorce. Why waste the money just so I could give money and other assets to Audrey. Any divorce would be because she went for it.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-
The next six months went by quickly. Kari had moved into my bedroom much to the dismay of Bev and Barb who seemed to still have designs on me. By then I was treating them like daughters. They had both taken Driver's Ed in school and had their temporary permits and I spent a lot of time out on the road with them. When we were away from Kari they flirted shamelessly with me, but I still wasn't having any of it. Finally I sat them both down and told them flat out that they were wasting their time.
"You are both underage and I will not risk going to jail so give it a rest."
"So what I'm hearing" Bev said, "Is that if we were eighteen it would be a done deal?"
I threw up m hands in exasperation and walked away from them.
They got all As and Bs on their report cards and they were heavily involved in girls sports and except for their obsession with trying to get in my bed they were great kids.
They took their drive tests and they both passed and got their permanent licenses and I sat down at the dinner table with them a week before their seventeenth birthday and told them that their mother and I had worked out a deal. I was going to give their mother my ex's car which was only two years old in exchange for her ten year old car and then I was going to give them their mother's car as a birthday present. There were squeals of delight and they jumped up, ran around the table and kissed and hugged me.
That night as Kari and I were relaxing in each other's arms after making love she said:
"Thank you lover."
"For what?"
"For being the man you are. You are the closest thing to a father that the girls have ever had."
"You're kidding me?"
"No I'm not. The men I've hooked up with have tolerated them, but only because they wanted me. And there were some like DJ who tried to hide it from me, but saw them as fresh meat. I know that doesn't say much for me, but you can't always tell what kind a man is when you first start out with him. I wish I'd met you fifteen years ago."
"No you don't. Fifteen years ago I was a horn dog running around trying to stick my dick into anything female."
"What changed you?"
"I grew up."
"Oh well, better late than never" she said as she fondled my cock.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It seemed that my life was destined to be full of surprised. The twins had several friends over on their birthday. We had cake and ice cream and then I handed them each a twenty and handed Bev -- she was the oldest by three minutes - the keys to Kari's old car and told them to make sure that they were home by eleven. After they and their friends were gone Kari and I curled up on the couch and she said:
"I talked with your wife today."
"You what?"
"I was in Safeway picking up the cake and ice cream and she walked up to me and said hi. I didn't know Audrey was your wife."
"Sure you did. There isn't a week goes by that she doesn't get mentioned."
"Yes, but never by name. It was always "That bitch I was married to" or "My whore of an ex." You never mentioned her by name."
"Why does it matter?"
"It doesn't I guess; it's just that I knew her when she was hanging around the Diablos with her friend Anna."
"Then you know what a whore she was."
"Actually I don't. The whole time she was around us all she did was some drinking, dancing and pot smoking. She liked going on rides, but she never did anything else. She might have wanted to, but she never did."
"So what did she want?"
"She heard that I was staying with you and wanted to know why I was trying to steal her man."
"Her man? That's a laugh."
"She thinks she can get you back if only I will get out of the way."
"Not a chance in hell of that."
"I told her I was not in her way, that I was just a boarder and that I got room and board for being the maid and cook and I told her that the only reason you let me move in was so you could rub DJ's nose in it."
"And she bought that? That doesn't sound like Audrey."
"I told her I tried to get you in bed, but you pushed me away and said it wouldn't be right and that you couldn't do anything like that until you were divorced. She really does plan on trying to get you back."
"You should have told her we were bed buddies and maybe then she would have gotten the message that I'm done with her."
"I might have if it had been anyone else, but I know she never cheated on you at least not with our group so I didn't think it would be fair. I liked her. I think she got stupid there for a little bit and now she's trying to get back what she knows she should have never given up."
All I could do when I heard that was shrug.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I started getting weekly phone calls from Audrey. The first one set the tone for all that followed.
"Kari tells me that you don't make love because you aren't divorced yet. I'm never going to give you a divorce so the question is how long can you go without sex? Knowing you I'm surprised that it has been this long. You don't have to go without baby; I'm here for you. Any time at all, just call me."
"Why don't you just go away Audrey?"
"I can't baby; I love you. I know I fucked up and I'm sorry, but I do love you and I'm going to get you back. It may take some time, but I'm going to get you back."
What the hell was with that woman I thought as I hung up the phone. She couldn't wait to bail out on me and now she's all hot to come back. Why? She was out there. She was free to do whatever she wanted. She was a good looking and sexy looking woman and I knew she has to have plenty of guys sniffing around. So there she was. Man bait, free to smoke pot, drink, dance and have all that excitement that she was leaving me to experience so why the fuck was she bugging me to take her back? To me it made no sense at all.
On the home front even though Kari has staked her claim the twins still took shots at me whenever Kari wasn't around. They thought nothing of walking naked in front of me and they would come into the bathroom and try to catch me with my dick out and in my hand as I was taking a whiz. Once Bev came in and asked me if she could hold it and aim it for me. They did it even though I had a lock on the door. The knob was one of those you could open from the outside with a dime or even a long fingernail. I heard it was designed that way so little kids couldn't get accidently lock themselves in the bathroom. I finally had to replace it with a keyed lock.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
That was my life for the next six months. Work, make love to Kari three or four times a week, cut grass, do household chores, get a phone call from Audrey every two weeks or so and fight off the attentions of the twins. They almost got me once and it was a close call.
Kari had gone somewhere to do something and I was sitting in the easy chair watching something on the TV and I nodded off. Suddenly I felt something on my chest and I woke up and saw Barb wrapping clothesline around me and the chair. Bev was doing the same thing to my legs and the chair legs. When they were done they stepped back to admire their handiwork and then Bev said:
"Who gets him first?"
They did 'rock, paper, scissors' and Barb won. She was just pulling at my zipper when they heard the garage door start to open.
"Shit! Moms home."
They hurriedly unwrapped me and then ran off to their rooms before Kari got into the house. I had thought that with me and Kari involved I would be okay, but apparently I wasn't. I resolved never to let myself be alone with them again.
Audrey's phone calls were sounding a little more desperate. "Please baby, you have to let me come home. I don't know how much longer I can hold out."
"What do you mean "hold out?"
"I'm a healthy girl Rob and I haven't had sex since the last time with you."
"So go get yourself laid."



"I can't baby. If I do I know for sure that you will never take me back."
"Why didn't you think of that way back when you decided to bail out on me?"
"I wasn't thinking Rob. I was just thinking of the fun I could have. I didn't wake up until I found out what DJ had planned for me. I'm sorry Rob. I messed up big time, but I will make it up to you. Please baby, please let me come home."
"Why Audrey? Just so I can spend my time wondering when you would get bored with me and go partying with Anna again?"
"I don't even talk to Anna anymore. She knew what was likely to happen to me and she never warned me. She was a fucking Judas goat."
"I'm sorry Audrey, but I just can't see it happening. Bye."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Kari got a call from one of her friends who told her that two of the Diablos who had gone to jail and who had gotten a year each were out on early release and I started carrying my Beretta.. About three weeks after getting the call Kari and I were at the mall and I saw one of them. He saw me at the same time and he saw me open my coat and reach for the Beretta in the shoulder holster. He turned and ran in the other direction so I guess he got the message that I had passed that day in the prison visiting room,
It was a week after that that disaster struck.
I've gone back over it in my head a dozen times and the only way I can see that it could have been prevented would have been if I had just ignored DJ when he called me a wimp and turned and left the room to let him and Audrey leave.
It was a Monday night and I was in the upstairs bathroom changing a burned out light bulb when I saw three guys come over the back fence. As they moved to the house I noticed that one of them had a bad limp. I hurried to my bedroom and got the Beretta and moved quietly down the stairs. The stairs ended on a landing that led into the living room on the right and the dining room on the left. Kari and the twins were on the couch where they had been watching TV. The three men were facing them and apparently had not heard me coming down the stairs. As I reached the bottom of the stairs I heard DJ saying:
"......three of you whores making money for me, but first I'm going to settle up with the fuck face who lives here. Where is he?"
"Right behind you sperm breath."
He spun around and I saw that he has a gun in his hand. I already had mine up and I put three rounds in the center of his chest. As they drove him backwards he threw his arms out wide and his gun went off. The two men with him put their arms up and cried, "Don't shoot, don't shoot." I heard Bev and Barb screaming. It took a second or two to register that they were screaming "mommy, mommy." I took a quick look and I saw Kari slumped on the couch with blood running down the front of her. I hollered "call 911" but both girls were hysterical. I kept the gun on the two men and hurried over and slapped Bev and when she shook it off I told her to call 911.
I walked over to DJ and kicked his gun away. He looked up at me and gasped:
"I'm hurt bad. Call an ambulance man; for God's sake get me some help."
I leaned down and whispered in his ear, "I told you if I ever saw you again I'd kill you. No ambulance for you cocksucker. Lay there and die."
I told the two guys to le down on the floor on their backs and spread their arms and legs like they were making Angels in the snow.
"If you move I will kill you. Raise your head, twitch, any movement at all and I will shoot you dead. I swear to God I will. I'm sorely tempted to do it anyway."
"Don't man, please don't. We was only supposed to help him get his bitches back. Wasn't supposed to be no shootin. We don't want no part of this shit man."
While holding the gun on them I got Kari on her back and ripped open her blouse. I grabbed a throw pillow and put it over the bullet hole in her chest and pushed down to try and stop the bleeding. Her eyes fluttered open and she managed to lift her arm and her hand grabbed my wrist.
"My girls" she said weakly, "Take care of my girls. Promise me Rob; take care of my babies."
"I promise."
Her grip weakened and then with a little cry she was gone. Bev and Barb were crying and Barb looked at me and asked, "Momma?"
All I could do was shake my head no and that set off more wailing.
After all of the flashing red and blue lights were gone and the girls and I were alone I tried to calm them down, but how do you do that to two girls who have just seen their mother shot and then die in front of them? All I could do was put my arms around them and hug them as they cried into my shoulders. After a while I led them to my bedroom and the three of got on the king size bed and with Barb on my right and Bev on my left and one arm around each of them I held them while they cried themselves to sleep.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next three days were busy with interviews with detectives and assistant district attorneys and making arrangements for Kari's funeral. There were only a dozen or so in attendance and one of them, a hard looking redhead, came up to me and introduced herself as Matty, shook my hand and told me that she was sorry for my loss.
"You were good for her. She was really happy for the first time in the eight years that I knew her. She was hoping to marry you if you ever divorced Audrey. It was the first time I ever heard her talk about marriage."
"You know Audrey?"
"She ran with us for a while until we clued her in on what DJ had planned for her."
"Why did you clue her in?"
"It was obvious to the rest of us that she didn't belong there. She was getting a taste of wild for the first time in her life and it was turning her head. She wouldn't have lasted a week on the street and we knew it so we told her what she was getting herself into in time for her to get out."
"I heard she was pulling trains with the guys in your club."
"I don't know who told you that shit, but she never gave it up for any of the guys even though nearly all of them tried. Not even DJ although he did brag about what he was going to do with her when he got her broke in. Anyway, I kept Kari up to date on what the Diablos were planning and if you want to give me your number I'll call you if anything about you comes up."
I gave her my number and she left. It was a sad day for the twins and they were not yet cried out so I had my hands full trying to comfort them. Since that first night we had all been sleeping in my bed, but I was going to have to put and end to that soon. I didn't expect anything to happen until we got a ways away from their mother's death, but given their track record in the past it was likely that one day in the future I was going to be a target again.
At breakfast the day after Kari's funeral both girls were sitting at the table with their eyes downcast. I assumed that they were grieving so I didn't say anything. About halfway through breakfast Bev set her fork down and said:
"When do we have to leave?"
"Leave? Why are you leaving?"
"Mom's gone. None of her other boyfriends wanted us around even when she was there and now she's gone."
"Yes she is, but I'm not. The last thing your mom said to me was "promise me that you will take care of my girls" and I promised her that I would. You are my girls now and you aren't leaving unless you want to."
"You mean it?" Barb cried, "We can stay?"
"As long as you want."
They both jumped up and came over and hugged me and there was more crying only that time it wasn't caused by sadness.
The next two nights they slept with me and one morning I woke up with Barb's leg thrown over mine and her left hand on my thigh about three inches away from home plate. I started getting stiff and I knew that it was time to send them back to their own rooms. It was also time to step back and look at what I had promised Kari and where it was going to lead. There were no two ways about it. I was going to need protection from the twins and to brutally honest with myself they were getting very close to needing protection from me.
But what to do?
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Almost as I had the thought a possibility occurred. The fact that I even remotely considered it shows how desperate I was. Audrey called.
"Are you ready yet?"
"Am I ready for what?"
"Are you ready to let me back into your life?"
"Why do you keep bothering me Audrey?"
"Because I love you Rob. I've told you and told you that and why you won't believe me I'll never understand."
"It should be very easy for you to understand Audrey. Just think back to that day in the living room when you stood up and said, "God. Now we can get this over with." Remember that Audrey? Remember your next words? I believe they were "I'm leaving you." Remember that?"
"I screwed up Rob. I admitted that I screwed up. I also said that I would take a lie detector test on the cheating and the money. Give me a chance Rob. Let me prove to you that I love you and want to be with you."
"A chance? Just how bad do you want that chance?"
"I'll do anything Rob, anything at all."
"I doubt that Audrey, but I guess we will just have to see."
"You'll do it? You'll give me a chance?"
"We need to talk Audrey and not on the phone. Meet me at Augie's tomorrow night at six and we will talk."
Audrey was there waiting for me in one of the rear booths when I got to Augie's Bar and Grille. One look at her and I remembered why I had gone after her in the first place. She really was a very sexy looking and very good looking woman. I sat down across from her and the waitress was there almost immediately and I ordered drinks. When she had taken our order and gone I went right to it.
"You hurt me Audrey. What you did cut me to the quick. What your reason was for doing it doesn't mean shit to me. What matters to me is what you did to me. You were only thinking of yourself and you didn't give a rat's ass what it would do to me. You just didn't care and I can't forget that. I don't trust you Audrey and that is the reason that I have never considered taking you back. I don't trust you not to break it off in me again. You can promise me all of your love and devotion for the rest of your life, but you already did that once, remember? When I slid that ring onto your finger? Promise all you want Audrey, but I will always be watching and waiting for you to screw me again.
"The problem is that I am between a rock and a hard place. Letting you back into my life just might be the lesser of two evils. The fact that I'm even considering it shows just how bad things are."
I went on to explain the situation with Kari's daughters.
"I promised her that I would take care of them and I will, but I need to protect myself from them. The only way to do that is to have a woman in my life and bedroom. Given how bold the twins have been in the past I don't think I have the luxury of taking the time to date and woo a woman. I need something to happen right now."
"Count me in Rob."
"You haven't heard the whole deal yet Audrey. You can move back into the house and back into my bedroom, but all we will be doing is putting on a show for the girls. I doubt that there will be any sex for a while if ever. I don't know if I can bring myself to touch you."
"It will happen Rob. I love you and I know that deep inside you still care for me. I'll bring it out Rob."
"There is more for you to consider. Are you ready to try and handle two grown girls? Two girls who are going to resent you for taking what they hoped would be theirs? Two girls who are not going to be happy with an adult female filling their recently departed mother's slot in the house?"
"I can handle it Rob. I can and will do anything I have to do to get you back."
"You have a long hard road ahead of you Audrey and the one thing that you need to know going in is that if you and the girls can't get along you will be the one leaving, not them. I promised Kari I would take care of them and I will. I don't know that I will ever get to the point where I trust you again, but if you want the shot I'll give it to you."
"I want it Rob and I promise you that you will never be sorry."
"I guess we will find out. When do you want to move back in?"
"Now. I'll start moving my things as soon as we leave here."
"No Audrey. I have to talk with Bev and Barb first. Nothing they will say will change anything, but I do owe them advanced notice. You can move back in tomorrow."
Tears were running down her cheeks as she said, "Thank you Rob, thank you."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Driving home I wondered if it would work. God knew that I still had strong feelings for Audrey. There was a fine line between love and hate and on any given day I could be found on one side of that line or the other. Before Kari moved into my bedroom I'd wake up missing Audrey and wishing that she was there in the bed beside me and then I would remember just why she wasn't there and I'd cross over to the other side of the line. Even after Kari became my full time bed buddy I'd think of Audrey during the day at work and wonder where she was and what she was doing and then I'd remember what she'd done and be back on the bad side of the line.
Would it work? I had no idea, but I hoped that it would, at least long enough for the girls to find steady boyfriends. They dated a lot, but neither one of them had come up with a special guy.
When I walked into the house I heard Bev on the phone. "I don't know? I'll have to ask my dad." That stopped me dead in my tracks. It was the first time I had heard either of them refer to me as "dad" and it suddenly occurred to me just how much trust Kari had in me when she made me promise to take care of her girls. It was a pretty humbling experience.
"I'm home" I called out as I closed the door behind me. Dinner was ready and as we sat down to eat I wondered if I would still be called dad after I had talked with them. I knew that I couldn't put it off so as soon as we finished dinner I said:
"We need to talk."
"About what?" asked Barb.
"About what is going to happen around here. As you both know your mother and I had an arrangement. What you don't know" I lied "is that the arrangement was about to change. Your mother was in the process of moving back into her room when the bad shit happened."
"Why?" asked Bev, "Why would she do that? She was happy with things the way they were."
I kept the lie going. "Your mother knew that what we had was never going to be long term. She knew that I was still in love with my wife. She never understood why especially knowing what Audrey had done to me, but she did know that I was still in love with Audrey. Audrey and I have been talking and trying to work things out and we decided to get back together and see if we could make things work. Your mother was moving so Audrey could move back in. Because of what happened we put off Audrey's move to let things settle down a bit around here. I wanted to give you a little advance notice and that is why I brought it up tonight. Audrey will be moving back in tomorrow."
"How could you" Bev cried, "Didn't mom mean anything to you at all?"
"Your mother meant a great deal to me honey, but your mother didn't love me and I didn't love her. It is like I said, we had an arrangement. You never knew, at least I don't think you did, but that arrangement came about because of you."
I told them about their mother overhearing their plans for me and how she decided that the only way to prevent it from happening was to get to me first. "So it started out as just a way to keep you two away from me. Over time we developed feelings for each other, but those feelings were never more than a strong affection for each other. We were very good friends, friends with benefits as it were, but still just friends."
"What about us" Barb wanted to know.
"Nothing changes as far as you two are concerned. Your mother gave you to me and I promised her that I would take care of you. You are mine now. Audrey is not coming here to be a replacement mother for you. I am hoping that you will be able to get along and in time become friends, but if it doesn't happen it doesn't happen. But you need to know that this is your home and that is not going to change. You are my girls now and that is the bottom line."
Both girls looked at me and then Barb showed that she me that she had a little more savvy than I had given her credit for.
"Is this you getting together with your wife to try and put things back together or is this just another arrangement being put in place to keep Bev and me out of your bedroom. Be honest with us here daddy. If this is just a way to hold us at bay and you really don't want to do it say so. I will promise to behave and leave you be rather than see you do something that you really don't want to do."
"Me too daddy" Bev said, "Please don't do it if you really don't want to."
Well, there it was. My way out. I knew that if the twins promised me something that they would follow through on it. The problem was the timing. If I would have had the conversation with them the night before -- after I'd set the time to meet Audrey, but before meeting her -- things might have gone differently because I would have had their promise, but I didn't have the talk and so I didn't have the promise when Audrey and I had our sit down. What I did have was that Kari and her friend Matty had told me that Audrey had never engaged in sex when she spent her time running around with Anna and the Diablos and Audrey had volunteered to take a lie detector test on the subject. I pretty much accepted that she hadn't cheated on me before leaving me. After? Who knows?
Audrey was a healthy woman and with a healthy woman's sexual appetite. Since I wouldn't let her come back I really couldn't blame her if she found someone to scratch her itch especially since I was busy letting Kari scratch mine. The fact was that I was ready to let Audrey come home. I was ready to try and put things back together. Would it help where Bev and Barb were concerned? Probably, but I did have to admit to myself that I did want to try it again with Audrey.
I looked from Bev to Barb and asked, "When did you start calling me daddy?"
"Months and months ago" Bev said. "We always referred to you as dad when we talked to mom and our friends. We never said it to you because we didn't know if you would like it."
"Thank you both. I'm honored that you think so well of me. Now to answer your question. I am taking Audrey back because I want to see if we can put our marriage back together. In fact it was your mom that helped convince me that Audrey never cheated on me and my thinking that she had cheated was the big reason that kept us from getting back together."
Of course they didn't know and I was never going to let them know that my getting back with Audrey had indeed started out to be an arrangement to protect me from them.
"Okay daddy" Bev said, "If you are sure that is what you want to do we will try to like her, but it will be hard."
"Why?"
"Oh come on dad" Bev said, "You know we both still want to climb in your bed and your wife will be it the way."
"Why won't the two of you accept that it is never going to happen?"
Barb chuckled and said, "Never is a long time daddy and over time things can change."
"Well little girl, one thing that hasn't changed is that dinner clean-up is still your job so get to it."
I didn't get much sleep that night. In my mind was the thought that the twins knew Audrey would be moving back in the next day and they might see that since I would be alone that night it might be a good time to take a shot at me. I remembered their plan that had brought the mother into my bed and every little noise had me looking at the bedroom door, but morning came without my having to fight them off.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x



When I got home from work that night I found that Audrey had taken a day off from work and had used that day to move back into the house. She and the girls were in the kitchen making dinner and since they weren't scowling at each other I assumed that things were so far okay. Barb said:
"Dinner will be ready in about five minutes daddy" and I saw Audrey give a quick glance Barb's way. I would bet that that "daddy" was Barb's way of letting Audrey know that she was staking a claim to part of me and letting Audrey know that there was a strong relationship there that Audrey wasn't going to be allowed to mess with.
Dinner conversation was mostly Audrey and the girls getting to know each other. Audrey wanted to know about what they liked in school, did they have boyfriends, what they wanted to do when they got out of school and other stuff like that. The twins wanted to know about Audrey and in the process I found out about things that I hadn't known. Before the split Audrey had worked part time in a clothing store, but while she was gone she had taken classes at the community college and had gotten a full time job as a legal secretary and was still taking classes to become a paralegal. The three women seemed to like each other enough to get along and that is all I cared about.
The girls were off doing there homework and Audrey and I were sitting on the couch in the living room when she said:
"Daddy? They call you daddy?"
"I had no say in the matter Aud. It is what they decided they wanted to call me."
"Still, I have a hard time seeing you as a daddy."
"It is just a term of affection Aud, not a description of what or who I am. According to what Kari once told me they have always wanted a father figure in their lives and I guess they decided that it was going to be me."
"I think I like them Rob and I hope they like me."
That night when we went to bed I was wearing pajamas. Since I usually sleep naked it was my way of letting Audrey know that there was not going to be any sex. When she got in bed she moved over to snuggle up to me and I moved away from her. She rolled over on her side and we both went to sleep.
I woke up with a hot mouth on my dick and in my half asleep half awake state I thought it was Kari, but then I remembered that she was gone and I thought it must be that Bev or Barb had come into the room. I was all set to panic when I remembered that Audrey was there. By the time I had worked it all out in my head Audrey had impaled herself on my cock and was riding me. I tensed and Audrey hissed:
"Don't even think about it. Try to push me away and I'll sink my nails so deep into you I'll tear chunks out of you as you push me off."
She needn't have bothered with the threat because by then the little head had taken control away from the big head.
"It has been too damned long for me baby. Tomorrow we can make love, but tonight we fuck."
And we did. Three times and Audrey wanted a fourth, but I could not get it back up. She tried though. She spent twenty minutes on me with her mouth, but it just would not get up to play. Finally she looked down at me and said:
"You bastard! You were fucking Kari weren't you?
I just shrugged and she went on, "No way you could have lasted as long as you did if you had gone without since I've been gone."
Again all I could do was shrug.
"Not fair. If Kari would have been honest with me I might have been able to play a little too and I wouldn't have suffered so much. Not fair at all."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Over the next month Audrey did her best to try and make up for lost time. It was two and sometimes three times a night every night and I went to work in the morning exhausted. Finally she must have figured that she had caught up enough to back off a bit. The love making slacked off to three or four times a week and usually only one time a night.
Audrey and the twins had settled into a sisterly type relationship with Audrey being the big sister. They went shopping for clothes together and Audrey took them to the beauty parlor she went to. It was the twin's first visit to a hair dresser and they couldn't wait to get home and show me their new hair style. Yes, style, not styles. They were still doing the twin thing and trying to stay alike.
It was coming up and the twin's eighteenth birthday and graduation was going to be the same week. The girls had earned some scholarships and they both planned on attending the community college to work on nursing degrees. Audrey was still taking evening classes three nights a week to get what she needed to become a paralegal and the girls were pumping her about what college was like. Audrey tried to talk them into attending a regular school for nursing, but the girls insisted on going the community college route. It seemed to upset Audrey, but I didn't think anything of it at the time.
Because Bev and Barb's birthday and graduation fell in the same week Audrey decided to throw them a combination birthday and graduation party. The house was full of kids and I was kept busy making sure that nothing happened that would get the police or other parents involved. Twice I caught kids sneaking away to drink from a bottle that they had stashed and once I had to chase a couple out of one of the bedrooms, but all in all it was a good party.
Audrey and I were in the kitchen cleaning up and Barb came in to help. "Where's Bev" I asked.
"She and Marv are on the swing in the back yard necking. I don't know what she sees in him; he is such a twit."
Audrey giggled and said, "Twits need loving too."
"She probably thinks the same about Randy" I said.
"Oh puleease" Barb snorted, "Randy is just a date and I don't have any interest in him."
"Is that why you sat in his car steaming up the windows when he brought you home last night?"
"I didn't say that I didn't like him, just that he is nobody special."
"Right!" Audrey and I said almost in unison.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The twins got jobs for the summer, the months flew by and suddenly the girls were off to college. Before the month was out Bev had come up with a steady boyfriend and for the first time since I met them they were spending much more time apart than had been the norm. Barb seemed content to play the field.
Audrey was working hard at trying to prove to me that I was the love of her life, but as I told her before she ever moved back in that getting my trust back was going to be a hard thing for her to do. I watched her for any sign that all wasn't as it should be. She had evening classes on Monday, Wednesday and Thursday and one Wednesday I actually parked down the street from where she worked and followed her to see where she went after work. She drove to the college, got out of her car with a book bag and walked into one of the buildings.
The holidays came around and with them the usual parties. Audrey and I had a good time at my company Christmas party, but I couldn't say the same for hers. I got the definite impression from the people she worked with that as a production line supervisor I was beneath them and when Audrey introduced me to the lawyer whose secretary she was I took an instant dislike to the man. I can't explain why, but I did not like him. Maybe it was the way he looked at me or maybe it was his hand shake, but I knew right away that I didn't like and would never like Mark Hathaway. I did my best to be sociable for Audrey's sake, but I was more than happy to say goodnight to the whole bunch when the party broke up.
Christmas Eve at the dinner table Bev asked, "Does anybody notice anything different?" as she patted her hair with her left hand. I didn't catch it, but Audrey did and shortly after Audrey said, "Oh my God" Barb squealed "When?"
"Yesterday" Bev said as she stuck her hand out to show off the engagement ring. "Benny proposed last night when he brought me home. We aren't going to get married until I get my degree, but Benny said he had to ask now before someone else beat him to it."
Then Barb and Audrey started with the questions. "Did he go down on his knee?" "What did he say?" "Were you surprised" and on and on. I got up and left the three of them there yakking away.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It was a Wednesday in February -- the day before Valentines Day - and Bev was out somewhere with Benny and Audrey was at her Wednesday night class. Barb and I were home alone.
"Can I ask you something personal dad?"
"Sure you can sweetie, but I may not answer you."
"Is everything okay between you and Audrey?"
"As far as I know. Why do you ask?"
"Just curious."
"Bullshit baby girl. You don't do anything for no reason. What prompted that question?"
"I'm sorry I asked. It isn't any of my business anyway"
"But you did ask Barb, so give."
"It is just that Audrey is supposed to be taking evening classes like I am, but I never see her there and the place isn't so big that we shouldn't run into each other every once in a while."
"I don't know why you never see each other, but to answer your question everything id fine with us."
At least I thought it was, but was it?
Thursday I was parked down the street from the law offices of Bingham, Bingham and Hathaway when Audrey came out the front door on the arm of Mark Hathaway. The got into his Cadillac Escalade and drove off with me following. They drove to a gated community out near the country club. I had no way to follow them inside so I parked where I could watch the gate. Three hours later the Escalade came out and I followed it back to the BB and H employee lot. Audrey got out of the car, leaned back inside and gave Hathaway a kiss and then walked to her car.
I shot home and was there sitting on the couch watching TV when she got home. She breezed in, kissed me and told me that it had been a rough day at work followed by a bad night at school because one of her instructors had picked the paper she had just turned in to pieces.
"I'm going to go soak in the tub and then we can go to bed and you can console me. Sound like a plan?"
I wasn't quite ready to confront her so I just smiled and said, "You bet." I managed to get through the weekend without strangling her and Monday I followed her and Hathaway again. Wednesday she did actually go to school, but Thursday it was back to the gated community again. I knew all I needed to know so I drove on home and began to make plans.
Audrey was history and that was a given, but I needed a way to get back at Hathaway so I was stuck with pretending that all was well with Audrey and me until I could come up with a plan. Over the next two weeks I came up with a dozen plans, but every one of them turned out to have a glitch. I could have just caught Hathaway alone somewhere and stomped the fuck out of him, but that isn't what I wanted. I wanted to ruin him. I wanted to sue him for alienation of affections and smear his reputation as a lawyer. Maybe do a good enough job that his partners would kick him out of the firm. To get what I needed though I needed a way to get into his gated community so I could peek in his windows and take photos or kick down his door and get pictures of Audrey and him doing the dirty.
I made an appointment with a private detective and he told me that there wasn't any way that I could get what I really needed. He said he could arrange to be inside the gate when Hathaway and Audrey got there and take pictures of Audrey going inside the town home, but those pictures would prove nothing other than Audrey had visited. Even if he could get inside Hathaway's place and plant video cameras and recording devices their product would be inadmissible as evidence because they would have been illegally obtained. His advice to me was to suck it up, sue using Irreconcilable Differences and be done with it.
I was sitting o0n the couch with a beer in my hand and staring at the wall trying to think of some way to fuck Hathaway when Audrey came into the room and sat down beside me.
"Where are you right now?"
"What?"
"You have been distant lately and here you are sitting and staring at the wall. So where are you right now? Where is tour head?"
I didn't say anything, just looked at her and she reached over and touched me.
"You know don't you?"
I looked at her and nodded my head yes.
"The girls are going on a ski trip with some friends this weekend and I was going to tell you then while we were alone, but I guess now is as good a time as any. I love you Rob, I really and truly do, but it isn't working out. It isn't your fault. I am the one who made it so you would never trust me again and the ironic part is that even though I never did what made you distrust me in the first place you were right in not trusting me when I came back.
"I really did want to put us back together and I have tried my damndest since I've been back, but it hasn't gotten me anywhere and I've come to realize that it never will. We have sex, but you have never really made love to me since I've been back and we don't snuggle and cuddle like we used to. You barely show me any affection at all. In a way you are to blame for what has been going on because you are the one who kept pounding it home that you doubted that we would ever make it. I came home with high hopes, but in the back of my mind I always doubted that you would ever accept me again. I convinced myself that the only reason you let me come back was so that I could be your protection against the girls.
"I lied and I am sure that you know I did when I said I had never had sex while we were apart. I never did before I left, but I couldn't go without forever and I started an affair with Mark about three months after I started working for the firm. It was supposed to be just a friends with benefits kind of thing at first. I told him up front that I still loved you and intended to get back with you somehow. He accepted that and even tried to help. He was the one who suggested the trial separation to force counseling, but we know how that turned out. Over the course of our friends with benefits relationship Mark fell in love with me. I liked him, I liked him a lot, but my level of affection for him wasn't anywhere close to how I felt about you. I made it plain to Mark that you were my guy and he loved me enough to want to see me happy so he accepted that I was always going to want you first and he accepted what little I would give him.
"Then we talked and you agreed to let me come home and that is where I failed you. No matter how much I loved you, no matter how bad I wanted it to work out I didn't think that it would because of your constantly telling me how hard it would be for you to ever trust me again and so I hung onto Mark as my security blanket and I would meet him once a week or so to keep him interested in me. I really did have classes on the nights I said I did, but six weeks ago I tested out of my Monday and Thursday classes. This last month I finally accepted that you and I were never going to be any more than friendly roommates and friendly roommates just isn't enough for me Rob. I love you too much to just settle for that. I started spending my now freed up Mondays and Thursdays with Mark and thinking about what I should do. I decided to do both of us a favor and end it.
"I'm going to file for divorce using Irreconcilable Differences and Mark is going to handle it for me. I won't be asking for anything except the end of the marriage. After a suitable length of time I will most likely marry Mark. I know I will never love him as deeply as I've loved you, but at least he wants me. All of me. I'm sorry it didn't work out Rob. God knows I would have given anything to make it work, but I guess some things are just not to be."
She leaned over, kissed me and said, "I'll sleep in the spare bedroom tonight and move out while you are at work tomorrow."
She got up and left the room, but paused at the stairs and said, "Don't ever doubt it Rob; I do love you" and then she went up the stairs and she was gone when I got home from work the next day.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
It happened just as she said. I was served and she asked for nothing. I didn't even have to get an attorney; all I had to do was sign the papers and send them back. That's all, just sign them and send them back, but for some strange reason I didn't do it. I tossed the papers on the desk in the den and left them lie there.
For the next week the twins tried to cheer me up telling me that it was all for the best, that it was obvious that it was never going to work out, that it was never meant to be and other such platitudes. One night I woke up as someone climbed into bed with me and Barb's voice said:
"Relax daddy. Your pee-pee is safe. I just thought you needed someone to hold you and I appointed myself as the holder."
We fell asleep in each other's arms. The next night it was Bev and the night after that it was Barb again. For the next week the girls rotated and surprisingly enough they behaved.
Until one Monday morning.
I woke up with Barb's hand on my cock. I went to push it away, but she held on to it.
"I told you the other night that your pee-pee was safe, but I had to let you know that I still want it. I'm over eighteen daddy and I'm totally legal and I dearly want what I have in my hand, but you have to be the one to make it happen. There won't be any sneak attacks from me. No ropes around the chair; no waking you up with blow jobs in the middle of the night. I'm yours if you want me, but you will have to be the one to make it happen."
She let go of my cock, kissed me and then said, "I've got an eight o'clock this morning and I'm going to have to hurry to make it" and she got up and left the room leaving me with a seriously hard dick.
Barb and Bev were indeed both legal and they had both wanted to be in my bed. I didn't know about Bev now that she was engaged to Benny, but it was obvious that Barb was ready.
One thing I had never done was lie to myself. I had lusted after both of the girls since the day that Kari had brought them to the house. It was only my determination not to go to jail as a child molester that had kept me away from them. That fear was now gone, but something else had taken its place. That night when Barb came home I told her flat out that what she wanted could never be.
"You are legal sweetie and I will admit that I have always wanted you, but there is something in the way. Even though there are no blood ties between us you are my daughter. Your mother with her dying breath entrusted you to me. I promised her that I would take care of you and I was aware that what she was asking of me was that I keep you safe. To me that meant safe from all harm and safe from what your mother feared most and that was that you and I or Bev and I would have sex. Your mom was so dead set against that ever happening that she put herself in my bed to keep you out of it. I will not betray your mother's trust. You are my girl, my baby, my daughter and as such I will never touch you in the way you want. I will love you and cherish you as a father should and that will have to be enough for you."
Tears started flowing and she cried out, "That's just not fair" as she ran from the room. As I watched her go I thought, "Maybe not fair baby girl, but it is what's right."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Audrey was surprised when she came out of the offices of BB and H with Hathaway to find me sitting on the sidewalk on a folding chair. I pointed to the other folding chair and said "sit!" She looked from me to Mark and then back at me and then she sat down. I handed her the divorce papers and said:
"If you look you will see that they are not signed. Before you ask me why I have a few things to say. I cheated you when I told you that you could come back and try to put things back together. I let you come back and all the while in the back of my mind I had the thought that it was never going to happen. I had already made up my mind that you were going to leave me again in your search for fun and excitement and why wouldn't you? I was an unexciting stick in the mud and I knew it and I also knew that was who I was and that I wasn't going to change. So not really believing we had a chance I didn't try. I went through the motions with one eye on the calendar trying to pick out the day, week or month when it would happen. What is so stupid about it is that I really did want it to work. I did want us to put things back together.



"Everyone knows that the brain needs oxygen to function properly, but I had my head so far up my ass where you were concerned that my brain wasn't getting any oxygen. When Barb tipped me to the fact that you weren't at school on Mondays and Thursdays I followed you and saw where you went. I remembered back to when you first came home how upset you seemed to get when the girls said no to a regular nursing school and insisted on going the community college route and I figured that it was because you were afraid they would find out that you didn't really take classes and they would tell me. Following you to Hathaway's told me that you had been fucking him all along. That made me believe that along with my not believing we could make it you weren't even intending to try. You were playing some kind of game. Setting me up so you could leave me in some nasty way to get even with me for tossing you out. Why else would you be wasting your time with me and spending your evenings with your boyfriend here?"
Hathaway gave me a nasty look and Audrey started to say something, but I held up my hand to cut her off.
"Let me finish and then you can have your say. On your last day you said that you would have given anything to make it work. The sad thing is that even though I wanted it to work I gave nothing. So here it is Audrey. I am willing to give everything and do anything to try and make it work. I have no way of knowing if you still feel that way. You have the divorce papers in your hand. Take them with you and think about them. If they show up in my mailbox in a day or so I will sign them and send them back."
I stood up and turned to go. I hadn't taken three steps when Audrey called my name. I turned and she held the divorce papers up in front of her and tore them in half, dropped them on the ground and then ran to me. As I held her Hathaway walked up and said:
"If you hurt her you will answer to me."
I looked at him for a couple of seconds and then I smiled and said, "I could almost learn to like you."
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Sunday was a day of rest, for me anyway. I ripped off a piece of BJ when I woke up, fixed her breakfast, fucked her two more times and then told her she could go home and I'd give her a call later to let her know what time I wanted to see her on Monday. Sunday afternoon was spent at electronic stores and Sunday evening was spent setting up my purchases in my living room and bedroom. When I was done I looked around and was pleased to see that you couldn't spot any of the hidden cameras. Up till then I had been blackmailing BJ with a non-existent videotape, but sooner or later the odds were pretty good that she was going to want to see it. Against that time I figured that I'd better have a couple.
Monday I called BJ from work and told her to be at my place by seven, "And sweetie? Don't wear a lot because you'll just be taking it off." BJ showed up at seven and I let her in and led her into the living room. Charley was sitting on the easy chair and Mel, Ben and Harry were sitting on the couch and all four men were naked. BJ looked at me and I saw the shock show on her face.
"Oh god no, please don't make me do this."
"Stop your whining Blow Job Baby. There are four cocks that need the attention of your mouth. You know you have to do it so get started."
She looked from them to me and I saw the hope go out of her eyes. "Who goes first?"
"I think that if you go over to the couch and start there it would be best. You can suck on the one in the middle while you jack off the ones on either side of him and then after a bit they can rotate."
I got one last pleading look from her and I pointed at the couch. With downcast eyes and a look of resignation she walked over to the couch and knelt down.
For the next half-hour the boys paid musical couch as one after another they took turns on being in the center position. Then Charley said, "Enough of this warm up shit, I want some pussy."
"You know where the bedroom is BJ, lead the way. They have had you drunk and I guess they want to see what you are like sober."
BJ stood up and with a look of hopelessness on her face she led the guys to the bedroom. For the next two hours it was pretty much your basic suck and fuck with BJ constantly having a cock in her mouth and in her cunt at the same time. It occurred to me as I watched the guys take turns on her that I hadn't seen her take a cock in the ass yet. I debated joining in, taking her butt hole and then letting the guys do a three holer on her, but in the end (no pun intended) I decided to save her ass for just me -- at least for the time being. As was the case in the parking lot at The Hidden Place BJ started out just lying there and being a pin cushion, but after about five minutes she got with the program and at fifteen minutes she was begging them to fuck her hard and make her cum.
By eleven the boys were worn out and they started to get dressed. While Harry was finishing his final fuck Charley took me aside and asked me what was the deal.
"She was blitzed the night of your party, but tonight she is stone cold sober. How did you get her to do it?"
"I took your advice. I told her I videotaped that first night and that if she didn't play ball I'd send a copy to Mike."
"How long you going to milk it?"
"At least until Mike gets back and who knows, maybe even after that."
"Well don't forget your friends. I'll take all of that I can get."
When Harry finished and dismounted BJ looked around and saw everyone getting dressed to leave. "Come on guys, stay a little longer please? I'm not ready to stop yet. Come on, I need a cock. Don't leave me hanging, please guys, somebody fuck me."
I laughed and said, "I'm not going anywhere sweetie" and I told the guys to let themselves out as I moved between her legs.
"Bastard" she snarled at me, "If you are going to do this to me you should at least see to it that there are enough guys to do it right."
"Oh? Does my little Blow Job Baby like being a gangbang queen?"
"No, but if you are going to make me do it you should at least see to it that I get taken care of."
"You got it sweetie. Next time I make sure to have twice as many."
"No damn it, that's not what I meant. I don't want to do it again, but you should have seen to it that I was taken care of this time."
"What? You don't think that I can do the job? I haven't had you yet tonight so I should be good for a couple of times. You think that might be enough, or should I get on the phone and call for reinforcements?"
"Oh fuck you!"
"No Blow Job Baby, fuck you" and I proceeded to do just that.
After three hours of being worked over by four guys BJ was very wet and very loose, but that didn't matter to me because all I was doing was soaking my dick in lubrication. When I was about ready I pulled out and got her on her hands and knees. I slid back into her snatch and slowly started fucking her while I took my thumb and began working on her asshole.
"What are you doing?"
"Getting your butt hole ready."
"No damn you, no! I don't do that."
She tried to pull away from me, but I held her hips and scooted along behind her. When she got to the bed's headboard she had to stop and I had too good a grip on her for her to get out from under me. She kept struggling though and I had to use both hands to hold her.
"Stop fighting BJ. You keep fighting and I'll have to keep using both hands to hold you which means that I'll just jam my cock in and it will hurt like hell. You don't fight and I can use my hands to loosen you up. Like everything else these last couple of days it is your choice."
"But I don't want to do that. I've never done that, not even with Mike."
"Good. That means that I'll have something of you that brands you as mine."
"No. Please don't do this to me, please god, no."
"Okay sweetie, your choice."
I pulled my cock out of BJ's pussy and pressed it against her puckered asshole and started to push. BJ screamed, "All right, all right, I'll stop fighting, just don't hurt me, please don't hurt me."
"It won't hurt a bit" I lied, "It won't hurt at all."
I spent the next ten minutes working on BJ's asshole with my thumb and fingers and a liberal amount of KY Jelly until I had her as loose as I was going to get her without the use of something larger. I tried to prepare her (I'm an asshole, but I'm not mean) for what was coming.
"The first push will hurt sweetie. The pain will be just like when you gave up your virginity and then there will be some discomfort and then you should start felling good. You're going to love it sweetie; you are really going to love it."
I poked the head of my cock at her rosebud and began to work it in a little at a time and then the cockhead popped past the sphincter muscle and BJ screamed out, "No, please no, please stop, it hurts damn you, stop it, it hurts."
Hey, I was in; no way I was going to stop. I held on and she cried and struggled as I continued to work my way in. Once in I began to stroke slowly in and back and after several minutes BJ stopped crying and began moaning. I kept it slow and easy until, after about three minutes, BJ started to slowly push her ass back at me as I pushed in. Two more minutes and she was breathing hard and grunting loudly and a minute or so after that she screamed out, "OH SHIT" and had an orgasm. I was close myself so I picked up the pace and in less than a minute BJ had cum in her ass for the first time. I let go of her hips and she fell forward and laid there breathing hard. After a minute or so she said, "You lying cocksucking bastard! You said it wouldn't hurt."
"I also said that you would like it. Was I wrong?"
"Oh God! Nothing that hurts that bad should be able to feel that good."
"Well the upside is that if we do it a lot your hole will stay loose enough that you won't have to suffer the pain anymore. I'm going to go and wash my cock and then let you get me hard again."
I cleaned myself up and when I came back she leaning on an elbow looking at me. I laid down on the bed and said, "Okay Blow Job Baby, work your magic on me."
She had me hard in about three or four minutes and I said, "Okay sweetie, where do you want it, pussy or ass?"
She sat up and looked down at me and said, "Can we start regular and then move to anal?"
I had to smile at that, "Whatever you want sweetie, whatever you want."
++++++++++++++++
Waking up with BJ was getting to be a regular thing and after I fed her breakfast I told her she might want to consider moving a few of her things to my place. "It looks like you might be spending the night quite a lot."
She looked at me for a moment or two and then she asked, "You are going to do it? You are really going to do it? You are going to keep me doing this until Mike comes home?"
"Sweetie, if I'm lucky I'll keep doing it after Mike comes home."
"It isn't right. I never did anything to hurt you. It just isn't right that you should do this to me."
"Not fair to you maybe, but it sure is working for me. Besides, you've loved it every time. You might have shown up not liking it or having to do it, but you end up begging for it before the night is over."
I bent over and kissed her forehead, "Tell you what I'm going to do for you. Plan on partying every Friday, Saturday and Sunday. Monday through Thursday, as long as you are here to give me my nightly piece of ass by eleven, you can go ahead and do your own thing."
"Oh gee, thanks a lot. God, but I am so blessed to have you in my life."
She was being sarcastic of course, but I said, "You are sweetie, you most certainly are and there will be a day when you will surely realize it."
BJ showed up at my place at ten-thirty carrying an overnight case. She went straight to my bedroom, undressed and then laid down on the bed.
"No conversation, no glass of wine, just right to bed?"
"I have to be here, but I'm not here willingly and I don't have to pretend that I am. Oh I know, as you have pointed out more than once, that before it is over I'll be giving as good as I'm getting, but that's my body talking, not me. Now, are you going to fuck me or can I roll over and go to sleep?"
"Silly girl, of course I'm going to fuck you, several times, but first I want one of your magnificent blow jobs."
I got down on the bed next to her and told her to get to it. When she had me hard I put her legs up on my shoulders and fucked her until we'd both had orgasms and then I stuck my cock in her mouth again. It took her a while to get me up the second time and when I was ready I got her up on her hands and knees, took the bottle of KY Lotion off the nightstand and lubed myself up real good. I put a little KY on my thumb and worked it into BJ's ass for about a minute and then I took her anally. She cried out when I first popped in, but in less than a minute she was pushing her ass back at me and began moaning, "So good, so good, oh god fuck me you worthless bastard, fuck me."
"That's it BJ" I thought to myself, just keep it up, the cameras are loving it, "Just keep on telling me to fuck you."
I banged her hard for about five minutes and then I had to let go. I blew my load in her ass and as I pulled out she cried, "Not yet damn it, I'm almost there."
"Sorry sweetie, but it went and got all soft on me."
I don't think that she realized what she was doing; I think she was so hot to get herself off that she forgot where I had just been. She spun around and took my cock in her mouth and before the taste told her that she had fucked up I grabbed the back of her head and held her in place as she tried to pull away. Talk about slutty; sucking a cock that just came out of your ass had to be right up there on the list of the ten sluttiest things you can do. Just the thought of it had me hard again in no time and knowing that the cameras (three of them) were catching all the action just made it that much better.
I pulled out of her mouth, turned her around and took her ass again. BJ screamed at me, called me a mother fucker, a no good worthless bastard, a miserable son of a bitch and a few other choice epithets and I laughed when the screams turned to, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, make me cum, oh please god make me cum." She had her orgasm (two actually) and then I went into the bathroom and cleaned off my cock and when I came back I made her suck on me some more. I fell asleep with my cock still in her mouth.
When I woke up the next morning BJ had one hand on my cock and one of her legs was lying on top mine. She was lightly snoring and there was just something about the situation that made me hard and made me want to fuck her. I rolled her over, pulled her to her knees and pushed my cock into her asshole as she was waking up. "Oh god" she moaned as I started fucking her and then she buried her head in the pillow while I buried my bone in her butt. When it was over I jumped out of bed and hurried to the kitchen to make us some breakfast. I heard the shower start to run and ten minutes later BJ came into the kitchen wearing an old fuzzy bathrobe and with her hair wrapped in a towel. To anyone else it probably have been a very unappealing sight, but for some strange reason it turned me on and I walked over, spun her around and bent her over the table and took her ass for the fourth time in seven hours. When I was done she stayed leaning over the table and said as sarcastically as she could, "Should I even bother to move? Want me to stay here, ready and waiting for my masters return?"
"You can if you want to, won't bother me none" and then I went to take my shower. When I entered the bathroom I saw that BJ had decided to follow my suggestion and move a 'few of her things' to my place. Two thirds of the bathroom counter was covered with feminine stuff. I wondered how long it would be before she would be hanging clothes in my closet.
When I was dressed and ready for work I went back into the kitchen where BJ was sipping coffee and reading the morning newspaper. "You get a night off sweetie. I have a business dinner that will run really late and if I know John he will want to drink and shoot the shit till the bars close."
"I'm surprised that you aren't giving me to him as a sign of how much you appreciate his business."
She said it as sarcasm and I laughed. "Don't think that I didn't think about it sweetie, but John is a happily married man who is as straight an arrow as you are ever likely to find. I have other customers though, and you just might get to know some of them really well. See you tomorrow night" and I kissed her on the cheek and headed off to work
BJ arrived at eleven on Thursday night and showed no surprise at all when she found that Charlie was with me. She looked from me to Charley and then back at me and then without a word she headed for the bedroom. When Charley and I got there she was undressed and lying on the bed.
"She doesn't seem all that enthused to see me," Charley said.
"Doesn't matter, she will be begging you not to leave before the night is over."
And that is just what happened. Charley and I doubled teamed BJ for two hours; the high point of which was when I took her pussy while Charley reamed her ass. When that happened she screamed and shook and came and came and came and begged us to never stop. But of course, being mere mortals, we did eventually run out of gas and have to stop.
As I walked Charley to the door he said, "What are you going to do when she finds out that you don't have a videotape of her doing us that night?"
"Don't know. I'll just have to cross that bridge when I come to it."
I walked back into the bedroom and into a right hand that set my ears to ringing. BJ drew back to slap me again and I caught her hand. She spit in my face and screamed at me, "You bastard! You made me do all that shit and you don't have a tape."
"I do have a tape."
"Don't lie to me you cock sucking asshole. I heard you talking to Charley."
"So what? Do you really think that I want Charley or any of the others to know that I have a tape and that they are on it? They are all married and knowing that a tape like that was around would make them all very nervous."
"You fucking liar! You don't have shit! Let go of me, I'm leaving."
"Your choice BJ. It has always been your choice. While you are dressing to leave I'm going to go and watch some television."
I put one of the tapes in the VCR and turned on the TV. I cranked the volume way up. BJ's voice echoed through the house as she screamed out, "That's it, that's it baby, fuck me, fuck me hard." I looked over at the bedroom doorway and saw BJ come out of it. She had her slacks on and was fastening her bra as she looked at the TV screen and watched as Charley fucked her from behind while her head was in Mel's lap. I had an already wrapped package sitting next to me and I picked it up and then walked over to the TV and turned it off.
"You go ahead and run off home BJ. Let's see here, do I have the right address?
Sgt. Michael Gibbons
55th Transportation Company
APO 973
New York, New York
BJ grabbed the tape from me and headed for the door and I called after her, "That's okay BJ, you can have that one, but what about the one in the VCR and the other copies I have. You know, the ones that I'm going to mail to your mother, your sister and God only knows who else."
BJ turned and threw the package at my head. I moved my head and the box sailed past me and crashed into the wall. BJ screamed, "You bastard, you bastard, you bastard" and she ran at me and I grabbed her and threw her on the couch. She lay there, breathing hard and with tears running down her cheeks as she watched me take off my pants.
"I'll forgive you for slapping me and spitting on me Blow Job Baby, but only after you crawl over here and live up to the name I've given you."
The look she gave me was murderous, but she got off the couch and began crawling to me.
To be continued...
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With apologies to Clement Clarke Moore.
*
"Twas the night before Christmas and all through the house not a creature was stirring..."
...except for me and I was getting more and more pissed as I went from room to room looking for what should have been there. There should have been a wife and three children in the house, but they weren't.
I had been away from home working on a project that was in trouble. We had a hard target deadline and a contract that called for sanctions if the job wasn't finished on time. We were behind and I had been informed by corporate that going home for the holidays was not an option. I was going to miss Christmas with my family and I had not been happy about it. My wife had been very understanding and said that we would have our family Christmas celebration when I got home on the 5th of January. The kids of course would be able to open some presents on Christmas Day, but the major gift giving would take place when I got home.
I was resigned to eating my Christmas dinner at the Village Inn and spending a day in front of the TV watching one Christmas special after another when I got a phone call from my boss. The truck carrying the material we needed for the next four days work had slid off I-80 and had overturned. It would be three days before they could get another truck, transfer the load and get it to the job site so I could go home if I wanted as long as I made sure that I was back in three days.
I had gotten on the phone and started calling airlines to see if I could get a seat this close to the holiday. I got a "sorry" from all but one. They told me that they were booked solid, but had been experiencing a rash of cancellations and no-shows and that if I wanted to come out to the airport and get on the 'stand by list' I might be able to get on a flight. It was my lucky day - my Christmas present from the 'fates' - and I was able to get on a flight.
I had driven my car to the job site and since I wanted to surprise Shelly and the kids I didn't call for a ride and instead took a cab home.
"The stockings were hung..."
and the tree was set up in the corner of the family room and the kids had done a nice job of decorating it. There were presents under the tree and arranged around it and in my mind I could see the excitement on their faces as they looked at all the wrapped packages and tried to imagine what was inside.
"The children were nestled all snug in their beds..."
is what I found out when I called my parents house and talked to my mom to see if she knew where Shelly and the kids might be. Shelly had called her and asked if she could watch the kids for a while since I wasn't home she wanted to go out for dinner and drinks with some girls she went to college with. Since the plan had been to bring the kids over and open presents and have Christmas dinner there anyway my mom had suggested that the kids just go ahead and spend the night and Shelly had agreed. She had dropped them off at six and said she would see them in the morning.
I had my first bad thought of the day. Girls she had gone to college with? Shelly had dropped out half way into her sophomore year and in the twelve years we had been married not once had she mentioned or done anything with the "girls" she had gone to college with. Oh no; I was not thinking good thoughts.
"When out on..."
the driveway a car pulled in as evidenced by the headlights that swept across the living room window. I glanced at my watch and saw that it was ten after ten.
"I sprang up from..."
the couch and moved to the window and pulled the curtain aside and look out.
"The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow..."
showed quite clearly a man and a woman sitting in the car and making out like a couple of teenagers. The two held each other and swapped tongues for what seemed like an hour and while the windows of the car were not steaming up I was certainly becoming steamed. My jaw was clenching and my hands were curled so hard into fists that I was feeling pain in my forearms.
"When what to my wondering eyes should appear..."
but the man leaning back while the woman's head disappeared from view. It didn't take a brain surgeon or a rocket scientist to know what was going on.
"I knew in a moment..."
that the man was getting a blow job - a world class blow job as I well knew from all the ones Shelly had given me. I could see it in my mind. Her fingers plating with his balls as she licked his length and teased the head of his cock with her tongue before taking him in her mouth and working him until he was deep in her throat. I could imagine the thoughts that were roaring through his head
"as he whistled and shouted and called..."
on her to get him off and make him cum. I could almost feel the way he was going to feel when Shelly swallowed every last drop and then licked him clean.
"And then in a twinkling..."
I saw his head jerk back and I knew that he had just gotten his rocks off and a moment later her head came back up. Some words were exchanged and then I saw both the passenger and driver's door open and I knew that they were coming into the house. I left the window and headed for the basement where I kept all my sports gear. I debated using my nine iron or my putter, but then thought, "No, I'll bend the shafts for sure and ruin a perfectly good club." I decided instead to use my aluminum baseball bat - a little on the side of overkill - but the mood I was in right then overkill was good.
I heard the front door open and the two of them come in. I heard murmurs as the two of them moved through the house toward the stairs that led upstairs to the bedrooms and I wondered if she was going to take him on our bed or use one of the kid's rooms. Let them get naked and on the bed, I thought, and let them get started on their mating. That way my entrance would likely go unnoticed until I was close enough to get a really good swing with the bat.
I quietly moved up the stairs and paused at the top of the steps. I heard the moans coming from our bedroom and my jaw tightened. As I moved quietly down the hall I was thinking of all the things I would need to do when I was finished in the bedroom. In order to do most of them I was going to have to find a good place to hide until the day after Christmas. I had no doubt that the police would end up involved when I got done with the asshole in my bedroom and on my bed. I couldn't do any of the things I needed to do from a jail cell so I had to stay out of custody until at least 10 AM on the day after the holiday. That should give me enough time to clean out the bank accounts and the safe deposit box. I could probably reach the customer service desks on Christmas Day to cancel the credit cards.
But there wouldn't be anything I could do to prevent Shelly from getting the kids. I had never hit a woman and as much as I might want to I wasn't going to start with Shelly. Just seeing me wail on her lover while she thought she was going to be next is what I would have to settle for so she would be physically able to go get the kids while I was in jail. I debated just tossing the two of them out of the house and then going and getting the kids, but then I realized that the way the courts were Shelly would end up getting them anyway so I might as well get my pound of flesh.
As I got closer to the bedroom door I decided to wait until I heard them cumming before breaking up their little party. Only fitting I thought, giving them the most pain at the instant they were enjoying the most pleasure. I moved up to the edge of the door and then stood with my back to the wall and listened to what was going on in the bedroom. She was moaning and making sharp little cries and I heard him say:
"Damn baby, you are tight. I don't understand it. As much as I fuck you and for as long as I have been fucking you you should be loose enough that I don't have to fight my way in."
For as much and as long? How long had it been going on? Jesus H. Christ! I had no inkling. Never had a clue. But I did spend a lot of time on out of town projects and that did give her lots of time to play. I thought that I had a good, solid marriage, but it sure looked like I had been fooling myself.
"Oh yeah baby; push baby push. Push back and take my cock deep."
The "slap, slap, slap" of flesh meeting flesh came from the room and it was disquieting as hell. "I'm almost there" he said and I got a good grip on the bat. Just as I was ready to move away from the wall and turn and go through the door into the bedroom my cell phone went off. I had set it on vibrate before leaving the basement because I didn't want a ringing cell phone upsetting my plans. Who the hell would be calling me this late on Christmas Eve? I pulled the phone out of my pocket and saw that the number on the screen was Shelly's cell number. Was the bitch calling me so she could talk to me while her lover fucked her? Is that how she got her jollies?
I slipped into the room across the hall, quietly closed the door and then answered the phone.
"Hello?"
"Hi baby. Your mom just told me you called and said you were home."
"Where are you?"
"I'm at your parent's house. Where are you?"
"I'm home."
"At the house?"
"Yes."
"You need to get out of there and come over here and you need to do it right now."
"Why?"
"Because I gave my sister a Christmas present. Since you were supposed to be gone and I'm spending the night here I told Kelly that she and Brian could use our place tonight instead of having to take a hotel room. I'm letting her borrow the house for a night. You need to get out of there and get over here so you don't ruin their night."
I looked down at the baseball bat I had leaned against the wall when I opened the phone and mumbled, "Ruin their night, oh yeah; I wouldn't want to ruin their night. See you in a few."
"Hurry baby, I've got a present I want to give you" she said and then she giggled, "but you can't be too noisy or you might wake your parents up. Love you baby."
"Love you too."
As I closed the flip phone I knew what I was going to give myself for Christmas. I was going to keep to myself what I had almost done. No way would Shelly be the least bit happy with me if she knew the thoughts I'd been having since that car had pulled into the driveway. I could see it all now.
"You thought I was what? You can just go sleep in the garage you asshole!"
I very quietly got out of the house, got my ten speed out of the garage and set off on the three mile ride to my parent's house. As I pedaled out of the driveway...
"I exclaimed ere I rode out of sight, Merry Christmas Kelly and Kevin and have a good night."
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I woke up alone on Friday morning. After the confrontation of the night before I wondered how BJ was going to act when I saw her. I smelled coffee brewing so I knew she had not gone home. I took my shower and dressed for work and then went to get a cup of coffee. BJ was sitting at the kitchen table, eyes red and sipping a cup of coffee and she looked up at me when I came into the room.
"You'll have to change whatever plans you have made for the weekend."
"Why would I want to do that?"
"My period started this morning."
"No problem. That shouldn't interfere with us going out for dinner. I'll be home by five-thirty so be ready by six. I'll make the reservations when I get to work."
I poured some coffee in my travel mug, kissed her on the forehead and left her sitting at the kitchen table staring at the wall. I stopped at the door and turned to her, "Don't waste your time trying to find the tapes. I have most of them somewhere else."
BJ was waiting for me when I got home. She was wearing a black mini dress with black CFMs. I looked her up and down and said, "Very nice, very nice indeed. Only one thing wrong -- lose the bra."
"Why?"
"Because it will make you look more like a slut. I want you to look like what you are -- my slut!"
She started to say something, but then shrugged and took off the bra. Dinner was a quiet affair and even a bottle of Merlot didn't do much to loosen BJ up. She did show some signs of life when I pulled into the parking lot at the Hidden Place.
"What are we doing here?"
"You had so much fun dancing the last time we were here that I thought coming here might cheer you up."
"No, I don't think so. Can we just go home?"
"Nonsense sweetie. A few drinks, some dancing and you'll feel great."
The joint was jumping and I was lucky to get a table at all, let alone near the dance floor. It took three vodka tonics before I was able to get BJ out on the dance floor and then I kept her out there until the band took their break. BJ had another vodka tonic and by the time it was gone the band was back from their break and as they began the first song of their set a guy came up to the table and asked if he could dance with BJ. It was one of the guys who had had fun with her on my back seat the last time we were there. BJ didn't want to get up and dance, but I made her. While she was out on the dance floor the other two guys who had shared my back seat with her showed up and they had two other guys with them. They asked if they could join me and I said yes. Five minutes later BJ and her dance partner returned to the table and we cleared space for them. BJ looked at all the guys and then looked at me.
"I told them you were on the rag and they said no problem, that they would be just as happy getting blow jobs."
Her eyes pleaded with me, but I just pointed at her dance partner and said, "I suppose it is only fair to let him go first."
For the next two hours BJ made several trips to the parking lot and each of the five guys got a blow job. She was out in the parking lot giving one guy his second one of the night when a rather well dressed, middle aged man came up and sat down at the table. He introduced himself as the owner of the Hidden Place and asked me just what I was doing.
"I run an honest place and I will not have hookers working out of here."
"That's nice to hear, but you have nothing to worry about. BJ isn't charging a cent for what she's doing. For her it is a labor of love. You can ask any of the men she has gone out to the parking lot with."
"It still doesn't look good to the rest of my customers"
"Would it help you feel better about it if she was to give you a private showing? Say in your office?"
"Well I suppose I should ask her if she is getting paid or not."
"Fine. I'll bring her to your office as soon as she comes back in."
He left and I looked at the guys at the table, "Well, there you have it. I think that she is going to be busy for the rest of the evening. Maybe we can make it next weekend, okay?"
One of the guys handed me a slip of paper and I looked at it and saw that it was an address and a phone number. "I'm having a party at my place after closing. Stop by if you can."
When BJ came back I had a fresh drink waiting for her and I waited until she finished it before telling her I had some one I wanted her to meet. I walked her to the office, knocked on the door and then led her into the room.
"Frank here is worried that you are a hooker and he doesn't want hookers working out of his club. I told him that you don't charge, that you just love sucking cocks so why don't you give him a demonstration?"
BJ didn't leave Franks office until well after closing. While she was sucking off Frank one of the bouncers came in and she had to suck him. Then the bar manager came in and he got a shot at her mouth and he was followed by the bartender. Before it was over BJ had sucked off all of Frank's male employees -- all six of them. One of the bouncers said, "She is one hot looking bitch. I'd sure like to fuck her."
"Sorry, she's on the rag this week."
"Hell, that sure don't bother me none."
"In that case, go ahead and help yourself."
"No, god damn it no!" cried BJ.
The bouncer ignored her, picked her up like a rag doll and laid her down on Frank's desk and fucked her while Frank stood next to the desk and fed her his cock for the third time that night. As we were leaving Frank said, "Drinks are on the house anytime you bring her in."
"You sir, have yourself a deal" I said as I shook his hand.
BJ was quiet as we drove out of the parking lot and I said, "Cheer up sweetie. The night is young and we have been invited to a party."
"Please, can't we just go home?"
"No sweetie, I know that the night hasn't been much fun for you and your jaw is probably sore so I need to do something to cheer you up."
I pulled up in front of the address I was given, "Come on sweetie, trust me on this, you are going to have a good time."
The host greeted us at the door, "Glad you could make it. The guys have all heard about your wife and they have been dying to meet her."
"Well, her jaw is sore from the work out she got at the Hidden Place, but if you don't mind a little blood on your dick you can fuck her. Or you can take her ass -- she loves anal."
There were three girls and seven guys at the party and as far as the guys were concerned there were no brave souls wanting to get blood on their cocks so for two hours a steady procession of cocks made their way into BJ's nether portal. She moaned, she cried out and she begged and pleaded for more cock. I stood and watched, absolutely amazed at how big a cock slut she had become in less than a week. While I was watching BJ get her ass reamed one of the girls at the party came up and stood next to me watching.
"Your wife?"
"Nope."
"She's got rings."
"She's a wife, just not mine."
"God, I could never do anything like that."
I smiled at her and said, "Oh yes you could sweetie. Given the right set of circumstances I could have you doing what she is doing and loving it as much as she does."
"Oh man, you are one sick dude," she said as she walked away."
"Yeah, I know, ain't it great?"
It was six-thirty in the morning before the guys had had enough. BJ was so exhausted that I had to carry her out to the car. I took her to my place and ran a hot bath for her and let her soak for awhile and then I put her to bed. Seconds after I tucked her in she was snoring. And you know, after the great night I'd just given her the ungrateful cunt hadn't even said thank you?
+++++++++++++++++++++
BJ slept until two in the afternoon. I was out on the deck taking some sun when I heard her rattling around in the kitchen. I got up and went into the kitchen, got a dish towel and set it down on the kitchen table. Then I picked her up and set her down on the towel.
"What in the hell are you doing?"
"I'm not the least bit afraid of a little blood. I got all horny watching you last night, but you were too whipped to take care of me when we got home last night."
"You're telling me that you can't go a day or two without sex?"
"No, I'm not saying that. What I'm saying is that I don't have to."
I saw the little string hanging out of her pussy and I reached down and pulled on it. When the tampon came out I looked at it and laughed, "Besides, you need something larger than this in you anyway."
I fucked BJ there on the kitchen table and despite herself she liked it. Then I fixed her lunch and when she was done eating I fucked her a second time. When I was done I asked her what she wanted to do with the rest of the day and night.
"What? You are giving me a choice? What's the catch?"
"No catch. Your period is interfering with what I had planned so I'll let you chose what we do tonight and tomorrow."
"I want to go home and spend the night in front of the TV."
"No, I told you that Friday, Saturday and Sunday were party nights and that won't change, period or not. What you do get is to chose where we go and what we do."
BJ thought about that for a minute and then she said, "I want to go to a movie."
"You got it. I'll pick you up at five, we'll have dinner and then go to the movies. But you still have to dress sexy."
"Why?"
"Because someone might see you and want to fuck you. We wouldn't want to disappoint them, would we?"
"Aren't too many guys want to screw a woman having her period."
"I did, and last night the bouncer did. You never know. Besides, your mouth and ass are still available."
I got a hard look from BJ and she got up and left the room. Five minutes later I heard the front door slam as she left to go to her place.
"What is this?" she wanted to know as I pulled into the parking lot.
"You wanted to go to the movies so here we are."
"This isn't what I asked for."
"Hey, you just said movies, you didn't specify any particular movie or kind of movie."
"But this isn't a theatre, this is an adult book store."
"Read the sign BJ. It says, plain as day, "Arcade movies changed daily."
"What are we going to do here?"
"Watch movies of course."
"Just watch movies?"
"I don't know Blow Job Baby, we will just have to see what happens when we get inside."
BJ, in her low-cut blouse, short skirt and high heels, drew every eye in the place when we walked in. Besides the man behind the counter there were five men browsing the book and magazine racks and I don't know how many were in the arcade.
"Just browse the racks sweetie and see if you can find something you might like me to get for you. Check out the toys, dildos and other adult stuff while I go and check out the arcade and see what's showing."
"Don't leave me here alone."
"Don't sweat it sweetie. All they can do is look at you and lust for you. Who knows, one of them may even make you an offer you can't refuse."
I had never been in this particular store and I was hoping that the arcade had what I was looking for. It didn't look good for my plans when I checked out the first booth. At one time it had had a glory hole, but a metal plate had been placed over it. I found the same thing in the next three. I hit pay dirt in the fifth booth. The glory hole in that booth had been covered also, but some one with a screwdriver had removed the steel plate and the plate and screw were lying on the floor of the booth. When I went back to the book store section I found BJ surrounded by three guys. They moved away as I walked up to her.
"Find anything that you like?"
"No, but I think they did" and she motioned toward the three men. I looked at them and smiled and made a little motion of my head toward the arcade and then I took BJ by the hand and led her back to the booth with the uncovered glory hole.
BJ noticed the hole right away, "What is that?"
"That is a glory hole."
"And just what is a glory hole?"
I told her a partial truth, that it was so some one could watch what was going on from the next booth; she would learn the other purpose soon enough. I fed some dollar bills into the slot and the screen suddenly filled with the picture of a buxom black woman being double teamed by two white guys. I lifted BJ's skirt and saw that she had followed my instructions and wasn't wearing any panties. I unzipped and took out my cock. I moved behind her and probed with my cock for her asshole. She knew what I was after and she bent at the waist and my cock found its target and I began to work my way in.
BJ's moans were much louder than the moans coming from the movie and that was good because I wanted her to attract attention. As I stroked into her I pushed the button that changed the movies. The movies covered a large spectrum and I tried to see if any one in particular would catch BJ's attention. There was one of a man having sex with a transsexual and it was followed by two girls going at each other. Then came a series of women being fucked by men or sucking off men. Next came two guys doing a sixty-nine on each other, one of a guy taking a cock up his ass and then one of a girl shoving a large strap on in a guy's ass. Then came one of a blond being serviced by three black dudes and I thought I detected a slight change in BJ, but she didn't protest when I pushed the button and moved on.
When I got back to the beginning I asked her which one she wanted me to select so she could watch it all the way through she surprised the hell out of me. I thought for sure she would ask for the one of the blond taking on the three black guys, but she wanted to watch the one where the woman was fucking a guy up his ass with the strap on dildo. I immediately knew what she was thinking and I said, "Dream on BJ, it ain't never going to happen. You might find some way to get back at me, but that isn't going to be it."
I pushed the button until I got back to the one she had selected and then I slowly fucked her ass. She ran a finger down under her skirt and started fingering her clit. She was breathing hard and moaning when I noticed what I had been waiting for -- I saw an eye looking at us through the glory hole.
"Hey Blow Job Baby, it looks like you have an audience."
She glanced over at the glory hole and then back up at the screen at the woman pounding into the man's ass, but then she looked back down at the glory hole. For the next minute or so she went back and forth between the screen and the hole and then I turned her and said, "Pull your blouse down BJ and show him your tits. She turned and looked back at me and I said, "Do it BJ, do it. Show the man your tits."
She turned back and looked down at the eyes looking through the glory hole and then she pushed her blouse down and uncovered her bra less tits.
"Play with your nipples BJ, put on a show for the man."
Her fingers started rolling her nipples between them and her moans got a little louder.
"Lean down BJ and whisper to him that it turns you on to be watched like that."
She hesitated and I said, "Do it Blow Job Baby, do it" and I put a hand on the back of her head and gave it a gentle push. Her head was almost level with the hole when she said what I had told her to say. The eyes pulled back from the hole and seconds later a stiff cock came through. BJ tried to back away and straighten up, but I was ready for it and I had my feet braced and my hand firmly on the back of her head.
"Go ahead BJ, suck it. Lick the head of his cock and then take it in your mouth and suck it."
"Noooo" she whined, but I said, "Oh yes Blow Job Baby, oh yes indeed. Live up to your name and suck the man's cock."
I gave a really hard push into her ass and it moved her head forward and her lips touched the unseen man's cock. "Go on BJ, you know you want to. You can't see him; it's an anonymous dick. Give pleasure to someone that you will never see and never know. Open up sweetie and let him in."
BJ gave a little cry and then took the man's cock in her mouth.
BJ sucked the nine cocks that came through the hole that night, but even though there were several knocks on the booth door I did not let any one come in and fuck her. During the ride home she was quiet and stared out the passenger side window. When I pulled into my drive she turned to me, "Is it really necessary that you degrade me? Isn't it enough that you have me fucking your friends and that you take me to that club and give me to those people? Why did I have to go through what I just went through in that skuzzy book store with those low-life perverts?"
"You had to go through it sweetie because that is the kind of thing that a slut would do. I'm making you into a slut BJ. My woman has to be a slut and so I have to make sure that you do slutty things and get used to doing them."
"I'm your woman now? I don't think so. I'm Mike's woman and I always will be."
"No sweetie. You are Mike's wife, you are your own woman, but you are my slut and before I'm through with you, you will admit it, both to me and to yourself."
Once inside the house I had her suck me hard and then I took her anally again and when I was done I asked her, "You staying here tonight or are you going home?"
"I'm already naked and I'm already in bed. I don't see any sense in getting up, getting dressed and then going home to get undressed just so I can get right back in bed, do you?"
"No I don't," I said as I smiled to my self. Things were coming along nicely.
To be continued...
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The next morning I told BJ that even though it was a Sunday, one of the days that I told her would always be a party day, she could look forward to a quiet night with just me. She gave me a look that said, "Yeah, right! What kind of shit are you going to pull on me now."
"Okay, you're right, I do have an ulterior motive. I told you that you could make plans to do what ever you wanted between Monday and Thursday, but because of your period I have to change plans. I'm giving you tonight in exchange for Wednesday. I trust that your period will be over by then."
I could see it in her eyes -- she was going to try and run a con on me.
"I don't know. Sometimes it can last a week or more."
"Well let's just hope that it is gone by then because I have something for you to do on Wednesday and we will do it period or not. No period would be better, but I guess we will just go with what we have."
"What am I going to be doing?"
"Let's just let it be a surprise."
As she was leaving she asked if she had to be back at eleven. I told her that she had a choice. "Come back at eleven or take the night off and be here when I get home from work tomorrow."
"But I'm supposed to have dinner with my sister tomorrow."
"No problem BJ, it's your choice."
BJ was back at eleven and didn't seem at all surprised to find that I had put a rubber sheet on the bed.
"This is nasty, you know that, right?"
"Messy yes, but I wouldn't call it nasty. Besides, I think it turns you on to know that I'll fuck you regardless of how you are."
"Don't be stupid; I'm only here because you are blackmailing me into being here.
"Bullshit BJ. You are loving every bit of it. You are doing things that you love doing -- I've got you on tape begging for it sweetie -- and you are able to cover it up by saying that you were forced. If Mike ever does find out you have the perfect excuse, "I was blackmailed honey." But we both know that at heart you are a slut and you will miss it when Mike comes home -- if I let you."
BJ looked away and didn't say a word. Well, at least not until two minutes into our romp and then she had plenty to say -- and the tape got it all.
Monday morning I gave BJ her surprise. "You get two days all to yourself sweetie. I'll be going out of town until Wednesday."
"Why didn't you tell me that last night?"
"If I had would you have been here last night?"
"Probably not."
"See? I may be an asshole, but I am not a stupid asshole. I'll be home some time early on Wednesday and I'll pick you up at six-thirty. Dress for a cocktail party."
On the flight to Atlanta I thought about the things that I still wanted to do to BJ and I wondered just how far she was going to let me go before she got her back up and told me to fuck off. Frankly, I was surprised that she had gone as far as she had. I was beginning to think that I was right in my assumption that she secretly wanted to do a lot of what I was having her do and was glad that she had an excuse to fall back on if needed. Barbara Jane could deny it all she wanted, but I knew that she now loved anal sex. I knew that she got off sucking all those faceless cocks in the arcade and I also knew that she was turned on by the fact that I was willing to put down a rubber sheet and fuck her, period or no.
The question I had was how far could I go? I had several things that I wanted to try, most of which I was pretty sure that she wouldn't balk at, but there were a couple that might cause her to dig in her heels. I made a mental note to leave the more uncertain ones until last.
I didn't have much time to think of BJ for the next two days as business occupied most of my thoughts. It wasn't until the flight home that I was able to think about where I was going with BJ. I knew what she would be doing that night and I knew what the weekend had in store for her. I knew what I wanted to do the week after, but those were the things she might not go for and I wondered if I might be better off just taking what I knew I could get. Decisions, decisions, decisions. Oh well, one day at a time.
BJ was ready when I arrived to pick her up. She was absolutely stunning in a white low-cut cocktail dress, white CFMs and a single strand of pearls. She saw the look on my face and did a slow turn in front of me.
"You approve?"
"Very much so. I'll be hard pressed to keep the men away from you tonight."
"I thought that the idea was to attract them to me."
"Not tonight sweetie."
BJ gave me a questioning glance and I smiled back at her, "All in good time BJ, all in good time."
At the restaurant we were led to the table I had reserved and when we were seated BJ asked me why there were three place settings.
"Some one will be joining us sweetie."
About the time our drinks arrived so did the third party. I introduced BJ to Claude and then for the next several minutes Claude and I made small talk while BJ looked from me to Claude and then back to me while she tried to figure out what was going on. Claude excused himself to use the bathroom and BJ asked, "Are you going to tell me what is going on?"
"Later sweetie, over dessert."
When Claude came back he turned his attention toward BJ and turned on the charm. BJ kept glancing over at me as she slowly became aware of what the game was. After the meal was over and the Baked Alaska had been polished off I brought BJ up to speed.
"Claude is one of my best customers and just this afternoon he signed a contract for the biggest order that my company has ever been given. I wanted to give Claude a gift that would really express my thanks. You, my sweet, are that gift. I am giving you to Claude for the night and I expect that you will take very good care of him."
BJ hid her dismay well, along with the fear I'm sure that she felt. After all, it wasn't often that a five foot one inch tall one hundred and ten-pound woman was told to take on a six foot five inch three hundred plus pound man. I was almost sorry that I wouldn't be there to se it.
"I'll leave you two now. Have a great time."
I bent over and kissed BJ, "See you tomorrow at eleven sweetie" and then I left the two of them sitting there.
I didn't see BJ at eleven that night. She was at my door at six in the morning. As I opened the door I saw the cab pulling away.
"Made a night of it I see."
BJ pushed past me and headed for the kitchen, "I hope you have the coffee made."
I followed her and sat down at the table and watched her pour a cup. "Have fun?"
"You would not believe the night I just had."
"You don't seem all that upset so I assume that things went well?"
"Maybe too well."
"Do I get an explanation on that?"
"Well, he is a big man."
"I know that."
"He is big all over."
"Oh, you mean he had a big cock and I'm guessing that you found that you liked it."
"It did fill me like I've never been filled before and it was a unique experience."
"So what is with the "Maybe too well?"
"He is going to be in town for the next two days and he wants to see me again."
"And?"
"You told me how important to you that he was so I didn't think that I could say no."
"Did you want to say no?"
BJ looked away, hesitated a couple of moments and then said, "No, no I didn't. I might never get to experience something like that again so I do want to make the best of the time I have."
"Spoken like a true slut sweetie. I've almost got you where I want you. Well, being as important to me as he is I'm certainly not going to say no."
"There is a problem. He wants to see me both of his last nights here and you told me that I always had to keep Friday, Saturday and Sunday open for you."
"I think that under the circumstances I can let you have this Friday to spend with Claude. The boys at the Hidden Place will be broken hearted, but there will be other times for them. I suppose that I won't see you again until Saturday so I guess you had better plan on spending the day as well as the evening with me.""
"Well, there is now."
"Can't sweetie. I have to go to work and I'm meeting a client so I can't be late."
I stood up and took something out of my pocket and handed it to her.
"What's this?"
"A key to the front door. You can let yourself in when you are done with Claude. If I'm asleep you can wake me up with one of your marvelous blow jobs."
I headed for the front door and then I stopped and turned to her, "Sweetie? Claude comes to town on the average of every six weeks so don't you worry about never having the experience again, okay?"
Her smile said that it was.
Saturday morning I did wake up to a hot mouth on my cock. I looked down and saw BJ looking up at me as she slurped away. When she saw that I was awake she took her mouth off me and said, "Want me to do you with my mouth? My pussy is pretty stretched out and it might be a little too loose for you besides being full of Claude's juices."
"What's the good of having your very own slut if you can't have sloppy seconds."
BJ giggled, "I thought that you might say something like that so I made sure to see that I had plenty for you."
She got up and swung a leg over me, but before she sat down on my cock she reached down and pulled something out of her cunt -- she had stuffed her panties into her cunt to keep Claude's stuff from leaking out. Then, as Claude's cum seeped out of her, soaking my crotch area, she slammed herself down on my cock.
She had been right -- she was pretty loose -- but her cunt was also like a steaming hot cauldron. Her hands were on my chest and she was rocking back and forth and moving up and down and then she did something that she had never done before -- at least not with me -- she started talking.
"Was I a good little slut for wanting Claude's big cock in my pussy? Is that what sluts do, lust after guys with big cocks? I feel real slutty coming to you after spending three nights with another man's cock in me. I could never have done that to Mike, but I can do it to you. Is that what makes me a slut? Am I slutty enough now? Do you like fucking your sluts cum filled pussy? Does it feel good? Come on baby, tell me you like fucking your cum filled slut. Come on baby, fuck me and make me cum. Come on, you can do it baby, make me cum baby, make me cum."
The feel of her cunt, the way she was acting, and the knowledge that she was a lot closer now to being the slut I wanted combined to send me over the edge and I blew my nuts into her. Then she caught me completely by surprise. She lifted herself off my cock and I assumed she was through, but with a touch of steel in her voice she said, "You told me that sluts are supposed to do slutty things. Is this slutty enough for you?" and instead of unstraddling me she slid forward and planted her cum filled cunt on my face.
"Come on baby, show your slut you like her new slutty ways. Taste Claude baby; taste Claude and you mixed together. Eat my pussy baby, suck my pussy and make me cum."
It wasn't the first time I had tasted pussy with my cum or someone else's in it, but I was surprised by the sudden change in BJ. It was almost like she was declaring that she wasn't just going to be an unresisting fuck-toy anymore. It was a step closer to her being the kind of slut I wanted, but at the same time I wanted her to be a little more subservient -- I didn't want to lose my edge -- I wanted to be able to dictate.
There was no doubt in my mind that BJ thought that she was getting even with me when she sat on my face, but I didn't give her time to start feeling smug. I grabbed her hips, pulled her tight to me and chowed down. I attacked her clit and I sucked the juices out of her and while I was doing it my cock got hard again. BJ was moaning and humping my face and I tried like hell to get her off orally, but I just couldn't seem to get her there. Finally I pushed her off me, got up and got her on her hands and knees.
"Did you give Claude your ass?"
"God no, he would have split me in two."
"I'm going to need a little lube then" and I pushed my cock into her cunt and stroked a couple of times to get wet and then I eased myself into her butt hole.
When it was over and we were lying next to each other on the bed she asked, "Why are you doing this to me? I mean why is it that you want to make me into a slut?"
"Because it didn't seem right that you should look like a slut, act like a slut and not really be a slut. It just seemed to me that you were not complete. I've wanted to fuck you since the very first time I laid eyes on you and I like my women to be sluts so when I got the chance at you I took it."
"Are you trying to break up Mike and me?"
"No, not really, although if I turn you into a big enough slut I wouldn't mind having you around full time."
"You can forget that. I love Mike and I'm his and that won't change."
"No matter, as long as you are my slut until he gets home I'll be satisfied. But I am betting that if I do a good enough job in making you a slut I'll still be seeing you after Mike comes home."
"I wouldn't bet money on that if I were you, but there is one thing that you have accomplished."
"And what might that be?"
"I want a whole lot more sex now than I ever did before. Can you get it up again?"
"The question Blow Job Baby, is can you get me up again?"
She smiled as she slid down to take hold of my cock. "I wouldn't be the least bit surprised baby" as her hot mouth closed around my dick.
That night we took a trip to the Hidden Place and BJ got fucked by Frank and all his male help. For a while Frank and his bouncer double-teamed her and when they quit she looked at me and whined, "I'm not ready baby, please?" I had Frank bring his help back for seconds and in two cases thirds before she finally settled down. When I got her home and we were in bed I said, "You were real slutty tonight BJ. I loved it when you begged for more cock and I want you to know that I will always try to see that get plenty. Tonight I have a nice surprise planned for you and I think that you are going to like it. Actually I think that you will love it?"
"Yeah? Well if you are so happy with slutty 'little ole me' why don't you show it and eat my pussy? You seemed to like Claude's taste, want to try the mixture from a gangbang?"
"Hey, it's the least I can do for my slut" and I slid down and went to work.
BJ moaned, "I could learn to like this slut stuff. Yeah baby, like that, just like that."
To be continued...
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Sunday afternoon I told BJ to dress as slutty as she could. "High heels, the shortest skirt you have, low cut blouse and no bra or panties. Oh, and no hose. Nothing looks sluttier than 'come fuck me' pumps and bare legs.
As we drove across town she asked me where we were going. "To visit a friend of mine sweetie. I know how much you loved Claude's big dick and Dave tells me that his is pretty big so I thought I'd give you a chance to do some comparing."
"How big is he?"
"He didn't tell me sweetie and I don't make a habit of looking at other men's joints. Even if he doesn't come close to Claude I'm betting that the night won't be a disappointment for you."
"I guess you are getting what you want then. I'm already getting wet just thinking about it. I guess that means I'm a slut."
"You are most definitely getting there sweetie."
I pulled up in front of Dave's apartment and parked. "Thinking of a big hard cock?"
BJ was squirming on the seat and I had to chuckle as I thought of what she was in for. I had given Dave one of my video cameras and he was supposed to have it set up and ready to record BJ's entrance and subsequent activities. Unfortunately, part of the deal was that I couldn't be there so the video was the next best thing. I walked BJ to the door and rang the bell. Dave answered the door and when BJ saw him she looked nervously over at me. Dave was a tall, well built black man and his face lit up when he saw BJ.
"For me? Is this delicious little slut for me?"
"All yours Dave, just take good care of her, okay?"
"Very good care my man, extremely good care."
I kissed BJ on the forehead, "See you later sweetie, have a good time" and I walked off and left her there. Dave told me later that she stood there and stared at my back until I was in my car and pulling away.
I was expecting to see BJ Monday night at eleven and hear about her night at Dave's, but that wasn't to be. I got a phone call from Dave at seven on Monday evening.
"She's still here man and probably won't get out of here before two or three in the morning. You okay with that?"
"Did you get good tape?"
"You won't be disappointed my man, God knows I wasn't. You got one hell of a woman there. I'll drop the tapes off at your office in the morning. You could sell them and get rich, they are that good."
Dave did drop off four tapes at my office at noon the next day and I took the rest of the day off to go home and start watching them. It would take days for me to watch four six-hour tapes, but I at least wanted to have some idea of what happened before BJ came over. The camera was already on when BJ came into the room. The astonishment on her face when she saw the twelve black men was priceless. I saw her tense up and I knew that she was getting ready to turn and bolt for the door, but Dave saw it too and he had a good grip on her.
"Don't panic sweetmeat, it will be all right. No one is here to hurt you, all we want to do is make you feel good."
His words had a calming effect on BJ and three of the other guys in the room stepped forward and began undressing her, not that she had all that much on to begin with, and then she was pushed onto to her knees. Thus began one of the world's longest blow jobs as all twelve of the black men paid a visit to BJ's mouth. After about thirty minutes she complained that her knees hurt and they picked her up and carried her over to the couch. The cocks just kept on coming for another hour and a half as black man after black man shot off in her mouth.
The scene shifted to a bedroom and for another two or three hours I watched as the men lined up on her and fucked her continuously until all twelve had had her at least twice. Then they got inventive and I watched all possible combinations of cock, pussy, mouth and ass imaginable. Several times I saw her with a cock in each hole while being held up so she could jack off two men standing next to her and once I saw her take two cocks into her pussy at the same time. BJ acted like a complete slut. She begged for cock, pleaded with them to fuck her harder and make her cum. Several times I heard her cry out "Next" as a cock left one of her holes vacant.
I was watching BJ crawl across the floor toward a black man sitting in a chair with his cock sticking up in the air when I heard from behind me, "Are you happy now?" I turned to see BJ standing there and she did not look happy. She walked past me and turned off the TV and then she turned to face me.
"Are you happy now that you have probably ruined my life? Did you get your jollies watching me beg a bunch of coons for cock? Do you have the slightest idea of what you have done to me?"
"What are you bitching about? You loved every minute of it. I know, because I've watched."
"That's not what I asked. I asked did know what you have done to my life?"
"I guess you are just going to have to tell me."
"My parents were born and raised in South Carolina and two bigger racists you will never meet. My parents are so far past the term "nigger haters" that they make that term almost sound like a compliment. If they ever find out what their baby girl just did I will lose my whole family. And all because you just have to play your stupid fucking games."
"Relax sweetie, they won't ever find out. You won't tell and I won't tell and I have the tapes."
"You have the tapes or you have copies of the tapes?"
"My deal with Dave is that there are only the originals and I have them."
"I don't believe it. I heard several of the guys tell him to make them a copy."
"Don't sweat it sweetie, I trust Dave."
"Well you had better pray to whatever God you believe in that your trust is not misplaced because I swear to you right now that if this ever gets back to my parents I'll fucking kill you. I'll catch you asleep, tie you down, cut off your cock and stuff it in your mouth and then stand there and watch you bleed to death. You had better make damned sure you can trust Dave because I'm as serious as death about this. My marriage to Mike is toast and I'll have to live with that, but if I lose my family too I swear to God I'll take you down."
I got up and walked over to BJ and put my arms around her, "I won't let anything happen to you sweetie, I promise. Now why do you say that your marriage to Mike is toast?"
"Do you think that I'm stupid? Is that what you think, that I'm just some stupid bimbo?"
"No, of course not."
"Then don't treat me like I am one. Charlie, Mel, Ben and Harry all know Mike and do you think for one minute they haven't been bragging about fucking me? God only knows how many people know about it by now. Sooner or later someone is going to let Mike know either by sending him a letter or by whispering something in his ear when he gets home."
"No they won't sweetie. I told them if one word about what we were doing got out and I found out about it not one of them would ever get near you again. They all want you and they are all policing each other to make damn sure I don't shut them off. You keep fucking their eyes out whenever I have them over and they will never say a word."
"You promise?"
"I do sweetie, I do. Come on, let's go to bed."
"I don't think you are going to want me tonight."
"Why not?"
"Thirty some hours of non-stop sex with twelve guys can do a number on a girls pussy to say nothing about her poor ass. My jaw is too sore to even give you a blow job."
"Well sweetie, I can always kiss your pussy and try and make it better."
Over the next three months there were a lot of subtle changes around my place. First, BJ's clothes started being hung in my closet. A dress here, a skirt there, until suddenly half my closet was full of her stuff. Then one night I came home and found that she was there and had dinner waiting on me. She went days without going back to her place and soon it was almost as if we were living as man and wife.
Through it all I was still seeing to it that she got all the cock she could handle. I set her up with my customers and suppliers gave her to Frank and his hired help and let guys fuck her on my back seat out in Frank's parking lot. I had poker games at the house with Charlie, Ben, Mel and Harry and damn little poker got played -- a lot of poke her, but not much card playing. I had Dave and several of his friends over from time to time (no cameras allowed) and twice Claude came to town and kept her occupied for two or three nights. Once I even gave her a ticket so she could fly to Denver and spend a week with Claude.
Then came the day that I knew BJ had become what I wanted -- an absolute slut!
I had ordered new furniture for the living room and had arranged for time off from work to meet the delivery truck at my place. When I got there the furniture was already moved in and the three deliverymen were in my bedroom fucking BJ. I stood in the hallway and listened as she told them just what she wanted them to do. One of the men asked her how soon they had to be out of the house so as not to be caught by her husband.
"Fuck me as long as you want, he's in Iraq."
I smiled and went down to my den and waited until she was through with them.
The laws of nature being what they are it is a given that when things are going just the way that you want them something will come along and fuck things up. I came home from work one night to find BJ moving stuff into my garage.
"What's up?"
Wordlessly she reached into her pocket, brought out an envelope and handed it to me. I opened the envelope and took out the letter:
"Dear Barbara Jane, I've received several letters from people back home telling me that you are being unfaithful. Not just being unfaithful, but taking on every man in sight. Is this true? Mike"
"That's not the worst of it -- I'm pregnant and only God knows who the father is."
"No sweetie, God isn't the only one, I know too."
"How could you possibly know?"
"Simple sweetie, you are my slut so it is mine."
"You can't know that for sure."
"Of course I can. It is there because of me, ergo, it is mine."
"God, but you are one fucked up dude."
"Yes sweetie, but I'm your fucked up dude."
I helped BJ write the answer to Mike's letter. Basically what she said was that she loved him and was sorry that she hadn't been able to remain faithful. She didn't tell him any of the circumstances, just that she'd had some 'weak moments' and by a rotten stroke of luck had gotten pregnant. She told him that she didn't expect forgiveness and she would give him an uncontested divorce when he got home. She mailed the letter and then moved in with me permanently.
Two more months went by during which BJ threw herself into being the slut I'd made her. She picked up guys at the mall and grocery store during the day while I was working. The gas meter reader, the mailman and a plumber on a service call all got to sample her. She went to bars during the day, picked up guys and fucked them in their cars in the bar parking lot and then came home in time to fix me dinner and then tell me about it. She was still fucking the guys I set her up with and I was a very happy man because I finally had the slut that I had always wanted.
It was August 10th when BJ got the phone call from her mother telling her that Mike was home. "She said that she didn't tell him where I was."
"He will find out soon enough sweetie. We can't hide from him forever."
Two days later we just happened to be looking out the front window and saw Mike coming down the street. He turned onto the walk leading up to my porch and BJ said, "Oh shit" and she ran from the room. I answered the doorbell and invited Mike in. He seemed calm, but even as I invited him to sit down on the couch I was ready in case he exploded on me.
"I hear that BJ moved in with you."
I nodded a yes. "How is she?"
"She's fine."
"I should be really pissed at you and there was a time a couple of months ago when I would have happily killed you."
"What changed?"
"I had to be honest with myself. I'm responsible for what happened. To a point everything happened just as I had planned and had wanted it too. I just didn't think it all the way through."
"You have to explain that one to me."
"I'm not stupid. I've known you forever for Christ's sake. I knew when I asked you to keep an eye on Barbara Jane what you would do. I wanted you to do it."
"Now you have lost me."
"Barbara Jane was always so straight laced. I could never get her to suck my cock and swallow. Oh she would give me a half-assed hum job and then lay down to make love. She wouldn't let me try anal and the only position she would ever use was the missionary position. I could never get her to change. When I got called up I got the idea that if I put the two of you together you would seduce her. I could never make her do what I wanted because I loved her and I couldn't bring myself to force her, but I knew that you were asshole enough that if you could seduce her you would make her do what you wanted. I expected to come home to a sexually liberated wife. I never expected that I would lose her -- I thought our love was stronger than that."
From behind us came, "Do you really mean that? You expected to come home to a slut and you were comfortable with that?"
We turned to see BJ standing there.
"God yes baby, I love you. I just wanted you to be more sexual and since I couldn't make it happen I thought I would see if he could."
"Why the accusatory letter?"
"It wasn't meant to be accusatory. When I asked if it was true all I was looking for was a yes and for you to ask me to forgive you and then I was going to write back and tell you it was all right and to have fun until I got home. I never expected to lose you. I love you Barbara Jane."
"Oh fuck" BJ said as tears started running down her cheeks and she turned and ran from the room. Mike looked at me with pain all over his face and I did the hardest thing that I had ever done to that point in my life, "Go after her. I think I'll run down to the bar for a couple of hours" and I left.
I sat at the bar and nursed my beer and thought about all the ways that life could make you pay for the things you have done. In the beginning I had gone after BJ simply because I had always wanted to fuck her. Over the months I had fallen in love with the little slut and when she sent Mike the kiss off letter and moved in with me I expected to live happily ever after. And now this. Mike still loved her and what's more BJ loved him. I could have stayed there, sent Mike packing and then gone into the bedroom to comfort BJ, but I knew I would be wasting my time. The two of them obviously loved each other and eventually they would have gotten back together. At least this way I could feel a little good about myself.
I'd been gone a good three hours when I finally went back home. I had no idea what I would find when I got there, but it definitely wasn't what I expected. BJ was lying naked on the bed finger fucking herself. The bed had obviously been well used in my absence. When I walked in BJ said, "It's about time. Get over here and eat me."
I got undressed, got on the bed and buried my face in her pussy.
"Eat me baby. Suck all of Mike's stuff out of me. He put a lot in there baby, suck it all out. Clean me out lover and then fuck my ass. I didn't let him have my ass baby, it's yours, at least for a while yet. Come on lover, show me that I'm still your slut. Eat me and then fuck me."
BJ was insatiable that night and she kept after me until I was worn out and it wasn't until the next day that I found out what happened after I left. BJ woke me with a blow job and when I was hard enough to suit her she climbed on top of me and slid down on my dick. With her hands on my chest she rocked back and forth and moved slowly up and down while she told me what happened.
Mike had followed her into the room; she had buried her head in his shoulder and cried herself out. Mike told her he loved her and she said he couldn't possibly, not after what she had done and then she had confessed all. She told him everything from the first to the last dick and then she told him that she had loved every minute of it and that she could never go back to being a plain housewife. She told him that she was a slut and that she loved being a slut. She told him that I could handle her being a slut, but that he couldn't. Mike had tried to convince her that he would have no trouble taking her the way she was and she finally had gotten tired of trying to talk sense to him. She told him to just shut up and fuck her. She had given him his first blow job where she sucked him all the way to completion and then had swallowed and then she had fucked his brains out. After that she had tried to gross him out. She had gotten into the bath tub and told him to pee on her. She was sure that would make him run for the door, but it hadn't. He had peed on her and then he had gotten in the tub and told her that it was her turn to whiz. Then they had talked some more.
"I told him that he was going to have to prove to me that he can handle my being a slut."
"How do you plan to do that?"
"The first thing he will have to do is come over here tomorrow and have a three way with you and me. If he gets past that we will take him with us to the Hidden Place this weekend and he can see me at my worst. When I'm done I'll tell him to eat my pussy and see what he does. If we get past that we will have him over for one of our poker parties and see how he handles seeing all his friends fuck me."
"Why? Why are you doing all that to him?"
"To show him just what I am, what I've become."
"Again, why?"
"Because if he is telling the truth about things and he can handle me at my slutiest I'll go back to him. Until I find out I'll just keep on being your slut. Don't look so down in the face lover. Even if we put the marriage back together I'll still be your slut. That's what you wanted, isn't it? You still planned on fucking me after Mike got home, didn't you?"
That's the way it has been for a month now. Basically BJ and Mike are 'dating'. She is still living with me, but subjecting him to every thing she does. He did go down on her after our visit to the Hidden Place. BJ was especially slutty that night. She took on Frank and all of his male employees twice and then did quite a few other guys out in the parking lot. She accepted an invitation to a party after the bar closed and did another eleven guys after which we went back to my place. She sat down on the couch and with out a word being said she spread her legs and he did not hesitate -- he went right after her cum muffin.
Mike didn't bat an eye when Charlie and the rest of the guys fucked BJ at the poker party and he even joined in. She did Dave and six of his friends in front of Mike and then told him to eat her out and he did. So far he has gone along with every thing she has done and then has asked her to come home to him, but she keeps telling him that she has to be sure of him first.
I finally figured it out. She wants both of us. She is afraid that if she moves back in with Mike he will eventually try to ease her away from me. She has made it plain to him that she is going to continue to be my slut even if she gets back together with him and she just doesn't believe him when he says that it is okay with him.
There is one major hurdle left for Mike to get by -- her pregnancy. He says he doesn't care, that the child is part of her so he will love it as much as he loves her. That may be what she is waiting for, to see how he reacts to the baby and how he handles the rest of the two families. Both his family and hers know that the baby is not his. So far it hasn't been a major problem, but then the baby isn't here yet. There is one more problem where the baby is concerned -- the racial one. The father of the baby could be Dave or one of his friends and with BJ's family being the bigots that they are she has decided to go away to have the baby.



She is leaving tomorrow to go and stay with Claude until the baby is born. If the baby isn't white BJ will come home and say that she lost it. Dave has already arranged for a childless couple to take the baby. They have promised that BJ will have unrestricted access to the child. She doesn't really want to give it up, but she doesn't want to lose her family either. If the baby is white she will come home with it and keep it.
So that's where things stand right now. She may or may not put her marriage to Mike back together. She may or may not stay with me. The only sure thing, at least according to BJ is that she is a slut and plans to stay one. Only time will tell.
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I stood there at the window and watched as the car backed down the drive, turned right and then disappear down the street. I wondered why I wasn't more upset. I'd just seen ten years of my life drive away. Shouldn't I have felt something? Shouldn't there have been something other than a shrug of the shoulders and an, "Oh well; I guess I should go and take care of that dripping faucet?" As I turned and headed for the kitchen I ran the events of the last half hour back through my mind.
I'd come home from work to find my wife Peggy sitting at the kitchen table with a full glass of wine sitting in front of her. I knew something was up as soon as I saw her sitting there. First - she was home before me and she never got home from work until a half hour to an hour after I did. Secondly - the understanding we had was the first one home would start dinner and there was nothing on the stove. Lastly - there was the glass of wine. Peg rarely drank. I was no sooner in the room than she asked me to sit down and told me she had something to say. I grabbed a beer out of the fridge, sat down across from her and she said:
"Rob, I know you know this. There has been something out of sync between us for the last six months or so. I have no idea why we seem to be moving away from each other. I don't know if it is something to do with me or something to do with you, but something is wrong. I've tried to talk with you about it, but all I get from you is that we are just going through a rough spot and it will get better. I've decided that we need to separate. I'm not talking divorce, just a separation for a while.
"I think I need some space Rob. I need to get away, look at my life and see if I can figure out where the disconnect between us is coming from. You can use the time we are apart to look at the same thing from your angle."
"Oh come on Peg; it isn't that bad. Sure we are having some problems - what marriage doesn't - but two people can't work out problems if they are away from each other and not talking."
"Talking isn't going to help Rob. You only see one problem with our marriage. As far as you are concerned the only problem we have is that we aren't making love. Your solution to the problem is for me to get naked and let you have your way with me. As far as I'm concerned there is a lot more wrong. We don't make love any more because I don't want to. We don't snuggle or cuddle any more because I don't want you touching me and I don't know why I don't want you to touch me. I still love you. I love you as much as I did on the day we were married, but something is wrong and I don't know what it is. I need some space Rob; I need some time alone so I can figure things out."
"So you want to pitch ten years of marriage out the window."
"No Rob; I just think we need to spend some time apart. I've already packed my stuff in my car. I'm going to stay with my sister until I can find me a place. I'll call you once a week to keep in touch"
She stood up and said, "I have to go. I told Mary that I'd be there by seven." She turned and walked away without even offering to kiss me goodbye and that in itself told me where I stood.
+++++++++++++++
It didn't take long for the word to get around that Peggy and I had separated. Most of our friends were sympathetic and went out of their way to try and cheer me up. Peggy called me once a week and asked me how I was and I would say I was managing and then I'd ask her how she was and she would say that she was okay. Then I would ask her if she were ready to come home yet and she would tell me not yet.
Peg had been gone for six weeks when I started hearing things; disturbing things. Things like she had a live in boyfriend. I didn't want to believe that. I wanted to believe that things were like she said they were; that she just wanted some time alone to get her head straight and then she would be coming home. I kept hearing things so I decided to check out the rumors. I'd find out where Peg was staying, do a little snooping and put the rumors to rest. But no one could tell me where she was staying, either couldn't or wouldn't, and I began to think that something about the situation stunk to high heaven.
I was having dinner with my friend Tom and his wife Tanya and I voiced my concerns and let slip that I was going to hire a private detective to find Peg and either confirm the rumors or disprove them.
I saw Tom look at Tanya and I saw her give him a little nod. "Save your money Rob" Tom said, "The rumors are true. Most of the people who know you know what is going on, but they like you too much to tell you."
"Tell me what?"
"That Peggy left you to live with Adam White."
"Adam White? Who the hell is Adam White? I've never heard of him."
"He works with Peggy."
"And she just up and left me to go and live with him? That doesn't make sense. If she was going to do that why didn't she just divorce me? What's with the separation bullshit?"
"You know Peg Rob. She plans, makes fall back plans and then makes plans for if the fall back plan doesn't work. She has been seeing White for almost a year and I guessing that she did this separation thing so she could come home if living with White wasn't as good as having an affair with him."
"And everyone knows this, but no one would tell me? Gee, gosh oh golly, what a great bunch of friends I have."
I stood up and threw my napkin down in the center of the table and said, "Thanks bunches. I'll see my self out" and I left their house. On the drive home I thought about what I had just learned. No sex with Peg for over a year because she didn't want to make love with me. No snuggling for over a year because she didn't want me touching her and all the time she was hanging horns on me. Like a fool I sat at home like a good little boy and behaved myself while I waited for the unfaithful whore to come home. And all my friends - my wonderful friends - knew all about it and they just let me sit there, stare at the walls and wait. Well, the waiting was over.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I made an appointment with the Corliss Investigative Agency and gave them a retainer. I told them where Peg and this White guy worked and told them I wanted all the dirt they could get me on the two and then I went home and started making a list of everything that I need to do to sever my relationship with Peg. I'd wait until I had the report from the detective agency, but when I got it I would have my list and I would be ready.
Once the list was made I sat back and thought about something else I needed to do. I hadn't been laid in almost sixteen months what with Peg denying me for a year and then the separation. I'd been a completely faithful husband, but now that I knew what Peg was doing I damned sure wasn't going to remain celibate any longer. I sat at the kitchen table sipping a beer and making plans to end my long dry spell when I remembered what Tom had said about Peg.
She planned everything!
After living with her as long as I had I knew that was true. To me that meant that she had plans for what to do if I found out about what she was doing; plans based on how she thought I would respond to finding out and the biggest plan of all - how to stick it up my ass if she decided that living with White was what she really wanted to do. I could see her having me watched so that if I went out and dipped my wick she would be able to use it against me in a divorce.
All of a sudden the list I had made was worthless because she might have planned for my reacting that way. It was back to the drawing board and a new list took shape and as it took shape I saw that a lot of what I wanted to do would have to be done right away and not left until the last minute. And there were some things that I could do that would stick it up Peg's ass and make her bleed. I smiled at the thought and wondered if she had a plan for when something like that happened to her.
The next morning I went to my bank to deposit my paycheck and while I was there I checked on the safe deposit box that Peg and I had there. I saw from the sign in log that Peg seemed to check the box at least once a week and when I saw that I knew she was keeping track of me and that at the first sign that I was onto her she would pounce. I thought about that for a minute and then I took the five certificates of deposit from their plastic envelopes and went upstairs and used the banks copy machine to copy all five and then I went and put the copies back in their envelopes and put them back in the box. Unless Peg took the CDs out of the envelopes to check them she would never know about the switch.
Then, since I knew that Peg was checking up on me, I took my passport from the box and casually mentioned to the woman from the bank as she put the box back in it's slot that I was going down to Mexico on a fishing trip. I left the bank with the five CDs in my pocket. I normally was into the bank twice a week on the average and each visit I would cash in one CD, pay the early withdrawal penalty, and then hide the cash away when I got home.
I wasn't a believer in credit cards as I thought you could get in trouble to easily with them so the only ones I had in my name were an American Express, on which the full balance had to be paid when you got the bill, several gasoline company credit cards and one Visa card with a low limit that was in my name only. Peg on the other hand had a good half dozen credit cards in just her name and some of them had high limits. I knew what the limits were because I paid the bills every month and I made a list of the remaining account balances and set it aside. I would make sure that I paid the minimum payment on those cards to keep them in good standing.
I sat down and made a list of all the things that I would like to have and then I went online and over the course of the next couple of weeks I went on a spending binge using Peg's credit cards. When I bailed she would be saddled with the credit card debt and I intended to see that it was considerable. I updated my computer and got a new Dell with all the bells and whistles. I bought a Remington 700 on E-Bay and a whole bunch of other stuff like a digital camera and a state of the art cell phone that did everything but cook my dinner.
The house was Peg's. It had been left to her by her parents so I would have no claim on it, but we had used it as collateral for an open line of credit when we put in the swimming pool and hot tub and both of our signatures were on the account. We had paid off what we had borrowed, but the line of credit was still open. If I timed it right I could draw on that line before she knew what I was doing. I had wondered why when she decided that we needed a trial separation she packed up and left me in her house instead of asking me to leave. Now I knew. If I was still in the house I would obviously be expecting her to come back. I would obviously see this separation as something that wasn't going to last.
Next, I closed out my 401(k) at work, paid the penalty and the squirreled away the cash. Then I sat back and waited on the private detective's report.
++++++++++++++
The one thing I couldn't figure out how to do was get my ashes hauled. I couldn't take the chance that Peg had someone watching me to see if I did go looking. I decided what I would have to do was leave town on the weekends to go on 'fishing trips.' She knew that I loved to fish and that I went quite often and she knew from the catches I brought home that I did actually go fishing so I doubted that she would pay a private detective to follow me. No need for her to get too carried away, right? After all, wasn't I stupid? Hadn't she been pulling the wool over my eyes for over a year?
It was a Friday and I was just getting ready to leave work when I got a phone call from Tanya asking me to stop by their house on the way home. I tried to beg off, but she told me that it was important so even though I really didn't want to go there I said I would. When I got there she let me in and led me into the living room where I found Tom sitting in an easy chair. He got up and offered me his hand and I shook it and then he told me to sit down and get comfortable while he got me a beer.
"Tanya needs to talk with you Rob and you need to know that I'm 100% on board with what she is going to say."
He left the room and headed for the kitchen while I gave Tanya a questioning look and she said:
"In a minute Rob; you are going to need some beer in you for this."
Tom came back and handed me a Bud Light and said, "I've got some errands to run and I probably won't be back before midnight. Catch you later" and he headed for the front door and I heard it open and then close behind him. The door closing was Tanya's signal to start talking.
"Rob, you hurt us when you stormed out of her the night you were here for dinner."
I started to say something, but she held up her hand and said, "Let me finish. You were justified, but it still hurt. In our defense all I can say is that we like you a lot and we didn't want to be the ones to hurt you. It gets a little complicated in that we are friends with Peg also and we were hoping she would get her head on straight and go home to you where she belongs. We know you love her, or at least you did love her, but we didn't know if it was enough for you to forgive her so we kept quiet. If you got back together and you didn't know you could have gotten on with your lives without having to worry about forgiving and forgetting. That's it; that's our apology, but that is only part of why Tom and I wanted you to stop by.
"We know you Rob and we know what kind of a guy you are. You would no more cheat on your wife than you would rob a bank. How long has it been since you last had sex?"
The question caught me totally off guard. For the first time I noticed how Tanya was dressed. Low cut blouse that showed off her ample cleavage, short skirt and high heels that show-cased her marvelous legs and friend or no friend I couldn't help but get a hard on. Then I remembered Tom's "I'm a 100% on board" comment and I had an idea where things were going. In a subdued voice I told her that it had been a year and a half.
She leaned toward me and I got a look down inside her blouse as she huskily said:
"I'd like to change that Rob."
"Tom's my friend Tanya; I can't do that to him."
I started to get up, but she grabbed my arm and pulled me back down. "Tom's okay with this Rob, that's why he left, to give us some time alone. This isn't a pity fuck or a mercy fuck Rob. Tom and I have talked this over for months now. You have something we want so hopefully I can help you and you can help us."
"I don't understand what you are saying."
"To be blunt about it Rob, Tom is sterile and we want a child. We want you to give me one."
I was stunned! I sat there and stared at her speechless. When I finally did find my voice I said:
"You just said that you knew I wouldn't cheat on Peg."
"Yes" she said as she laid a hand on the lump in my trousers, "but that was before you knew what Peg was doing. Now that you know you are released from your vows to her."
"Why me?"
"We want it to be someone we know and not some anonymous sperm donor. We are also going to want you to be part of the child's life. You will be the godfather and will always be around as Uncle Rob."
"This doesn't make any sense Tanya."
"Of course it does. What if something happens to Tom and me? Who better to take care of the child than Uncle Rob? On the bad side, God forbid, what if the child needed a liver transplant or something like that. Could we find the anonymous sperm donor? And even if we did would he help? If we got on a waiting list how long would we have to wait to find a donor who would be a match? No Rob, we've thought it through; we want you to be a part of our family. On the other side of the coin, are you going to tell me that you don't find me sexy?"
She squeezed the hard lump in my trousers and said, "This says you do" and then she dropped to her knees in front of me and pulled my zipper down. "There are benefits to being the father of my child Rob. We will have to make love many, many times to make sure that I get pregnant. I won't limit you to just the days I'm most fertile. In fact, I won't even tell you when they are. It could take weeks Rob, weeks and weeks, and you have been without for how long? We will help each other Rob" she said as her lips closed around my cock.
It had been a long time for me and I knew that I wasn't going to last long. I told Tanya and tried to pull out of her mouth, but she grabbed my hips, held tight and sucked harder. "I'm going to cum" I groaned and she locked her lips tight around me and that little bit of additional pressure caused me to explode into her mouth and she kept her mouth tight on me and swallowed everything that came out of my cock. When it started to soften she licked it clean and said:
"Now we can go into the bedroom and do some serious baby making."
All my reservations about what was happening had disappeared about the time my cum shot out of the end of my cock so I got up and followed her into her bedroom. We watched each other undress and then Tanya got on the bed and spread her legs wide.
"From what I've read, the hotter the sex the more receptive the womb is to the invasion of sperm. No loving and tender shit Rob; treat me like a slut, a fuck toy Rob, your fuck toy. Use me, make my blood rush, make me scream and beg and fuck my brains out."
She reached down and pulled the lips of her pussy apart, looked up at me and moaned:
"Put it in Rob; slam your cock into me and breed me."
I climbed on the bed, picked her legs up and put them on my shoulders and then pushed my hard cock into her hot pussy.
The second time lasted a lot longer than the blow job and as soon as I came Tanya grabbed a pillow and stuffed it under her butt to elevate herself so my sperm could flow down into her. Looking at her lying there with her pussy pushed up like that made my soft cock start to harden and as I slipped into her for the second time I was hoping that it wouldn't take so I could come back and do it again. The second time she clawed at me, bit my shoulder and begged me to fuck her hard and I was sweating bullets when I finally came. Once more she stuffed the pillow under her ass when I pulled out of her and then she said:
"In my mouth Rob, put it in my mouth so I can get you up again."
I did Tanya one more time before I left to go home and just before she let me out the front door she kissed me and thanked me for what I'd just done.
"I'd like to do it every day until I get pregnant, but Tom is used to making love three or four times a week and even though he is okay with this I won't give him sloppy seconds. Call me tomorrow, okay?"
I thought about what had just happened all the way home and as I pulled into the driveway it occurred to me that if Peg was having me watched she would find out about my visits to Tom and Tanya's and notice that Tom left, but that I stayed for several hours after. The next morning I called Tanya and explained my thoughts to her, but she told me not to worry, that no one would see Tom leave because he didn't; he went down to his basement workshop and stayed there until I left."
That information gave me pause. It was one thing to make love to Tanya when Tom was gone, but could I do it if I knew he was in the house? Tanya must have known what I was thinking because she said:
"Don't worry Rob; it will be okay. I promise."
That afternoon I got a call from Tom asking me to have a drink with him after work. Talk about awkward. Try sitting down with a guy you have known for twenty years, who is a good friend and whose wife you have just screwed with his knowledge. He must have known what I was thinking so he cut right to it.



"I know this is awkward for you Rob; hell buddy, it is awkward for me, but I have to talk with you about the situation we are in. First off, and I told you this when I left you and Tanya alone, I am 100% okay with it. I mean that Rob, but that said I have to tell you that Tanya didn't tell you the full truth. I know she told you about wanting a child and about me being sterile, but I also know that she didn't tell you the rest of it. To be blunt about it buddy - I can't get it up! I haven't been able to make love to Tanya in over a year."
My God! That is why she was so hot last night; she was playing catch up. And her telling me that she didn't want to give Tom sloppy seconds was her way of covering for his inability. She didn't want me to know he was impotent because she didn't want me to think less of him as a man. Not that I would have, but she didn't know that. What a difference between her and Peg. Tanya put Tom first, even in difficult circumstances while Peg thought only of herself.
"I don't know if it came through to you last night," Tom went on, "but Tanya is an extremely sexual person. My not being able to perform was driving her up the wall. She has tried hard to hold it together Rob, but sooner or later she was going to cheat on me. I know that seems harsh, but that is what would happen. I know she loves me and that she would do her best to hide her cheating from me, but I would know. How could I not? If she got laid she wouldn't be climbing walls anymore and I would notice.
"I love her Rob; the woman is my life. If I didn't have her I would just die and that's the problem. If she snuck off and cheated behind my back I couldn't live with her. I would know why she did it and I would understand why she did it, but I couldn't live with the dishonesty of it. The only solution, at least as far as I could see, was to make it happen out in the open, but Tanya isn't the kind of woman who would agree to taking a lover and going into the bedroom while I sat in the living room and watched TV while she fucked. She could probably have done it with a stranger in a motel room with me not knowing, but she couldn't just do a guy with me knowing and then a different guy the following week and another the week after that. What we needed was someone steady, someone we both liked and were comfortable with.
"We sat down and made a list of possible candidates, but couldn't agree on anyone. We kept coming back to you, but we were afraid that if we started with you and then Peg came back home it would stop and we would have to start back over. And Peg would eventually come back to you. Everyone who knows Adam White knows that he is a dip-shit asshole and Peg would soon find out and go home to you secure in the knowledge that you had no idea of what she had been doing. I have no idea why she thinks you are that dumb. I can only guess that she thinks you love her so much that the thought would never occur to you that she might be up to something."
I had to chuckle at that. "She pretty much read me right because that is just the way it went and it was only because the separation was dragging on and on that I finally tumbled to the fact that something wasn't kosher."
"Well, you do know now and I know, even if Peg doesn't, that now that you do know she is history. I know you won't take her back now under any conditions. That freed Tanya and me up so that we could approach you. Tanya and I want a child Rob, and Tanya needs a steady sex life, and until the doctors can find and fix my problem someone else is going to have to provide that sex life for her. I know it sounds silly to say this, but you making love to my wife is going to save my marriage. You just have to get comfortable with the idea that I know and that I'm all right with it."
I didn't know what to say. The whole thing was so off the wall that even though it had already happened once I was still having trouble believing it. Tom stared down into his drink and then looked up at me and said:
"It kills me not to be able to take care of my wife Rob, but it would kill me if I lost her. I need you to do this for me bud, I really do. Can I count on you?"
I stared at him for a few seconds and then nodded my head yes.
+++++++++++++++++
Sunday I had Tom, Tanya and three other couples over for a barbecue and when the other couples had gone Tom went into the den and played on my computer while Tanya and I went up to my bedroom. By the time I was undressed Tanya was lying on the bed, legs spread wide, and imploring me to hurry. I got on the bed and lowered my head toward her pussy and she cried:
"No baby, no need for that, no need for that because I'm already hot and I need it."
"My house Tanya, and in my house and on my bed we do it my way."
I lowered my mouth to her cunt and then using my tongue I attacked her engorged clit. Then I slid a finger inside her and started working it. She moaned and I added a second finger. I started moving my fingers faster all the while staying on her clit with my mouth. She cried out several times and then her hands grabbed the back of my head and gripped it hard as she had a long explosive orgasm. I kept my mouth on her pussy until her tremors subsided and then I pulled back from her.
"Sweet Jesus baby, that was amazing, but I want your cock now. Hurry baby, hurry."
I moved up, lifted her legs onto my shoulders and slid my cock into her with one steady push. "Oh God" she moaned as my pubic bone hit hers and then I fucked her! I did not make love, I fucked! She groaned with pleasure as I drove my hard cock into her, pulled back, and then drove in hard again. Her legs came up and locked on me and her hands clutched my ass. Her nails dug into me as she tried to pull me even deeper into her. For several minutes I pounded into her as hard and as fast as I could and then I felt her body tremble as she had another orgasm. Her pussy sucked at my cock, squeezed it like she had a third hand inside her cunt and I erupted. I pumped shot after shot of sperm deep into her and then I held myself still until my cock went limp and then I pulled out.
I kept her legs up on my shoulders so gravity would help my little guys in their race to her core in search of her egg. After maybe thirty seconds I told her to put a pillow under her butt and then I let her legs down. Tanya looked up at me and said:
"Peg walked away from this? The woman must be crazy or stupid."
With that stroke to my ego I just had to justify it so I swung over her in a sixty-nine and as she said, "No Rob, I need it to do its job" I laughed and said, "If any is still there around the opening it isn't going anywhere anyway" and I buried my face in her pussy. Seconds later her mouth closed around my cock and five minutes after that I was driving deep into her for the second time.
I saw that Tom knew what he was talking about when he said that Tanya was a very sexual person. She got a third time out of me before I walked her and Tom to their car. Tom shook my hand and Tanya kissed me on the cheek and we all agreed that the day had been a success and that we should do it again sometime soon. Anyone watching would assume that we were talking about the barbecue.
+++++++++++++++++
Monday afternoon I met with John Abbott from the Corliss agency and as he handed me the report he said, "I'm sorry. Every time I do one of these things I hope it is all a simple misunderstanding and that nothing is going on, but there is no doubt here. Your fee also covers our court appearance on your behalf if what you decide to do goes to trial."
I shook his hand and left his office and on the drive home I wasn't near as enraged as I thought I would be. It was probably because I had already accepted that it was true and that by the time I got the report I had settled everything in my mind. What was I going to do about the situation? Nothing that I had not already done. The only thing left for me to do was time the draw on the house line of credit so Peg wouldn't know about it until it was too late. I would see an attorney and get the papers drawn up, but I would hold off on having them served until I was ready.
++++++++++++++++++++
For the next five weeks I saw Tom and Tanya three or four times a week either at their house or mine. They let the word out that I was going through a rough patch and that they were spending time with me trying to cheer me up. I got my weekly phone call from Peg, but I stopped asking her how she was and when she would be coming home.
Finally I'd had enough. I wrote checks against the line of credit and as soon as they cleared I found an apartment, moved out of the house and had Peg served with the divorce papers. They cited "irreconcilable differences" instead of adultery. I did it that way so that Peg wouldn't know that I knew about White. She would see it as my way of trying to push her into deciding to come home. She would call me, feed me a line of bullshit about how I was over-reacting and then she would probably suggest that we meet someplace for a drink and to have dinner where she would try and calm me down and "talk some sense" into me. I would agree to meet her, listen to her and then tell her I would think about it. It would buy me several days for the line of credit checks to clear and for me to clean out the checking and savings accounts.
It went just how I thought it would. First the phone call telling me that I was being unreasonable; that there was no need for me to get attorneys involved. I told her that I was tired of the 'neither fish nor fowl' situation.
"You don't want to be with me so it is time for me to accept it and move on with my life."
I agreed to meet her at Angelo's. It was the first time I'd seen her since she walked out on me and she looked good. I was going to miss her - strike that, I did miss her - since it was obvious to me that I did still love her, but even if she came back to me I knew that there was no way I could ever live with her again. I didn't tell her that though; instead I sat there and listened to her as she fed me a line of bull-shit. She was seeing an analyst and she was helping Peg understand blah, blah, blah and Peg was making good progress and all she needed was a little more time.
"I know it is hard on you baby, but it is just as hard on me. Please baby, please; just a little more time."
I told her I would think on it and let her know. I waited two days and then I called my attorney and told him it was time to go to step two. He quashed the divorce papers and sent Peg a notice that the filing had been cancelled. I got a call from Peg at work thanking me and telling me that I wouldn't regret it. I smiled knowing that I didn't regret it, but that she didn't know why. But she would soon find out.
That night I had dinner at Tom and Tanya's and after dinner Tanya and I retired to her bedroom and as Tanya spread herself for me she said:
"Can we make love tonight instead of fucking? I'd like to make love to the father of my child."
"Are you sure?"
"Positive. The home test told me Tuesday and the doctor confirmed it this afternoon. You are going to be a daddy."
We only did it once that night, but it was a long, slow and very satisfying session. When it was over I told her it might be a while before I saw her again.
"I'm going to end the farce with Peg and White this week and I may have to leave town for a while."
"Don't do anything too drastic lover; I am going to need the father of my baby to be around."
"That would be Tom sweetie. You need to start thinking like that."
"You know what I mean lover. Just because I'm bred doesn't mean I'm not going to need you any more."
++++++++++++++++++
Adam White was a member of the Fraternal Order of Eagles and since he had been elected Sergeant at Arms he had never missed a meeting. He left that Wednesday's meeting in a good mood as after talking to several of the more influential members he believed he had a shot if he ran for higher office in the order. He was in that good mood when he got out of his car in the parking lot of his condo. He locked his car door, turned, and felt a blinding pain before everything turned black.
He was found by a neighbor who called 911 and the paramedics who responded to the call rushed him to the emergency room at the hospital where it was found that both of his arms and both of his legs had been broken and there was damage to his genital area so severe that both of his testicles had to be removed. He was in great pain when he opened his eyes and saw he was in a hospital room and discovered that he couldn't move. He had casts on his arms and legs and was in traction. He saw Peggy standing next to his bed with a horrified expression on her face before he faded out again.
I wasn't there when it happened of course, but I received a full description of what occurred when the man walked into the room, walked over to Peg who was standing next to the bed and looking down at White. The man asked her if she was Margaret Olson and when she said yes he handed her some papers and told her she had been served. She looked confused as she opened the envelope and saw that she was being sued for divorce only this time the grounds were infidelity. She looked at the word "infidelity" and then at the wreck lying on the bed in front of her and her face lost all of its color and took on a horrified expression as she understood what it meant. She moaned, "Oh my God" and then she sat down on a chair and started crying.
I stuck around long enough for the police to ask me where I was that night. It turns out that I was at a poker game that started an hour before the Eagles meeting and lasted until an hour after White was admitted to the hospital. Peg paid for my alibi although she didn't know it. The guys were on my side and would have done it for free, but the object of the exercise was to stick it to Peg so I used her credit to show my appreciation. Home Shopping Network took her Visa card number for the digital cameras that I gave Bill and Steve. E-bay charged her MasterCard for the laptop I gave Mike and the 19" flat screen monitor that I gave Phil. She even paid for the aluminum ball bat.
I had six weeks of vacation and three weeks of comp time coming to me and I took a two month leave of absence in conjunction with that time and when the police were satisfied that I had nothing to do with White's misfortune, that they could prove anyway, I made arrangements to leave town and take a fishing trip down in Mexico.
Before I left I told my attorney not to push the divorce and just let it lay there until Peg started fighting it and then drop it. We would stay married, but I would have nothing to do with her.
I called Tom and Tanya once a week to see how things were going and they told me that Peg had moved back into the house and as far as anyone could tell "true love" must not have been in the cards for Peg and White because she never went back to visit him after the day she was served while standing next to his hospital bed.
The maxed out credit card bills must have started hitting the mailbox and she must have found out that the savings and checking accounts were dry, the line of credit was pegged out and that the CDs in the bank deposit box were fake because the next word I got was that Peg was frantically trying to find me and no one could tell her where I was. My boss, who knew the full story, told her I was gone when she called him trying to find me. He told her that I just came in one day, said I was leaving and asked for my check. Basically what he did was lead her to believe that I had quit without notice. He didn't tell her that but he did lead her to believe it.
A call to my attorney demanding that he set up a meeting with me got her the information that I had dropped the divorce action, paid him off and that he no longer represented me. She had no choice. Four months after I had left on my fishing trip she filed bankruptcy. She ended up losing the house and she had to give up her Lexus and start driving a used Geo. Once I heard that I came back from Mexico, got an apartment on the other side of town from where Peg lived and did my best to stay away from places where she might see me.
Tanya was five months pregnant and looking sexier than any woman had a right to look and we picked up where we left off. This time though we didn't have to worry about whether or not someone was keeping tabs on me and two or three times a week she spent the night at my place or I spent the night at hers.
I was back two months before Peg found out and one day when I got off work I found her waiting in the parking lot for me. She got out of her car and headed for me, but I ignored her, got in my car and pulled out of the lot. In the rear view I saw her hurry to her car and I slowed down so she would be able to keep me in sight. I'd have it out with her, but not in the parking lot at work. I kept my speed where she would have no trouble following me and about ten minutes later I pulled into the lot at Bud's Bar and Grill.
I was inside by the time she got parked and I was sitting at the bar ordering a Bud Light when she came in, looked around, saw me and headed toward me. She was already mouthing off as she approached:
"Don't think you can run from me you bastard."
I know Peg and so I knew what she would do and I spun around on the stool and caught her wrist as she swung at my head. I squeezed as hard as I could and she gasped in pain as I said:
"I have every reason in the world to want to hurt you Peg, so best you don't push me too far. You keep your hands to yourself unless you want to feel some real pain."
I let go of her wrist and said, "I wasn't running from you. I drove nice and slow so you could follow me here. I wasn't going to air your dirty laundry in the parking lot where I work. It doesn't matter here because everyone here already knows you are a whore."
"I want to talk to you."
"I don't want to talk to you. I've already listened to enough of your lies."
"I want my money back."
"What money would that be Peg?"
"You owe me the money you took out against the house and half of everything else we had was mine and I want it."
"Well you ain't going to get it Peg. My position on the matter is that it was restitution for what you did to me. What is it the lawyers say when they sue? Compensation for pain and suffering and loss of conjugal rights? I figure what I got just about covers the pain and suffering I went through for going without sex for a year and a half while you were giving it away to someone else and for the humiliation I suffered as everyone that I knew looked on me as stupid cuckold."
"Damn you Rob, I lost my parents home because of you."
"Big deal Peg; it couldn't have meant all that much to you since as I recall you moved out to shack up with another man."
"I mean it Rob; I want that money."
"Here is a newsflash for you Peggy; you will never get a dime of it from me. You tried to fuck over me and you got caught and I made you pay. Live with it."
"I guess we will just have to see what the courts say."
"Doesn't matter what they say Peg. Here is the way it will work. You will have to get a lawyer and sue me for divorce to get me into court so the court can issue an order as to the division of assets. As soon as you sue I will counter sue. A good lawyer can stall things for six to eight months and during that time you will be paying your lawyer. Can you afford to pay him to get nothing? I have all the evidence I need to fight you in court and if I win you will take it in the ass. Worst case scenario for me is that I'm ordered to split the assets. I say "okay judge" and leave the court.
"You and your lawyer wait and wait and wait for the money, but the money never comes. You call me, but I don't take your calls so your lawyer, who you are still paying, goes back to court and gets a court order telling me to pay by such and such time. You and the lawyer wait and wait and when the deadline arrives you still haven't gotten a dime from me.



"Your lawyer, still billing you for his time, goes back to court and gets a judgment against me. I have no savings or checking accounts that can be attached. My car is a lease so nothing for you there. I live in a furnished apartment so there isn't anything there you can get. All you can do with your judgment is garnish my wages and the first time that I get a paycheck that has been garnished I will quit my job. So what do we have here Peg? A good years worth of lawyers fees out of your pocket and all for maybe two hundred dollars out of one paycheck.
"All that's left for you to try is to go back to the judge and get him to threaten me with going to jail for contempt of court if I don't comply with his orders. All that will get you Peg is a post card from me from some small fishing village in Mexico where I will take up residence until my money runs out. And I've got a lot Peg, thanks to you. Face it Peggy. You fucked over me, got caught and I got even. Consider yourself fortunate. Think about what happened to your boyfriend and consider yourself very fortunate. He lost his balls and now he can never fuck with another man's wife. You, on the other hand, can still spread for anyone you want."
"I knew it! I knew you had something to do with what happened to Adam."
"What you think you know and what you can prove are two very different things Peg. By the way, how are things going with your love affair? From what I hear you haven't seen the poor man since his first day in the hospital."
"What would be the point? You took away the only thing he had going for him."
"Oh that's cold Peg, even for you."
"It's the truth. He was extremely well endowed and he was a marvelous lover, but I would have tired of him eventually and come home."
"Oh gee Peg; if only I had known. All of the unpleasantness could have been avoided if I had but known that someday you would have come home to me. Oh damn! I guess by my actions I messed that up didn't I? I'll have to carry that regret to my grave. Oh what a joy life could have been had we only communicated better."
"You can be such an asshole."
"Yes Peg and you are a worthless, cheating whore."
I finished my beer, got up and said, "Have a rotten life Peg" and I left the bar.
Three days later I was served with divorce papers citing irreconcilable differences. I didn't contest it and she was awarded half of the marital assets and I was ordered to pay her the money borrowed against the line of credit. I wished her luck in getting anything and tossed the final decree in the trash. She must have believed me when I told her how things would go because I never heard from her again.
One interesting thing came out of the mess. Everyone was agreed that White was a dip-shit asshole, but even dip-shit assholes can have a friend or two and one of White's was Peggy's boss. He wasn't happy with the way she treated White after his misfortune and he fired her. Well, fired isn't the way it was put. A downturn in the economy necessitated a downsizing and Peggy was let go, but everyone knew that she was fired. She couldn't find work in our area so she relocated to California where she had some relatives and no one - not even her sister - has heard from her since.
++++++++++++++++++++
There is one more chapter to the story. It was a sad ending, but at the same time a glorious beginning.
Tanya had a beautiful baby girl and Tom doted on her and spoiled her rotten. Uncle Rob was a constant visitor and spent many, many hours crawling around on the floor with little Martha.
Tom never told Tanya or me the full story. He knew why he had erectile dysfunction, but he hid it from Tanya. He had cancer and it didn't get caught in time and the cancer spread. Following his funeral Tanya handed me an envelope addressed to me. It was addressed to me and written across the front of the envelope were the words, "For Rob's eyes only." I looked at her and she shrugged and said,
"I have no idea. It is addressed to you so I haven't seen what's inside."
I opened it and read:
"Hey bud; if you are reading this I'm gone. There was a reason I picked you (yes, it was me, not Tanya) to father our child. I knew I wouldn't be there for them and I wanted someone I knew I could trust to be around to watch over them. I knew I could count on you so you got elected. Don't let me down bud; take good care of our girls.
T
I handed the letter to Tanya and she read it and started crying. I took her in my arms to comfort her and when she was all cried out she asked me what I was going to do.
"I'm going to do just what he knew I would do; I'm going to take care of my girls."
Six months later Tanya and I were married.
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I guess this story starts with a man I never knew. I knew of him, but I'd never seen him or even seen a picture of him.
My mother had two brothers named Wendell and James. Some time before I was born James did something that shamed or badly embarrassed the family and he split. As I grew up I would occasionally hear my mother or grandmother say, "I wonder where James is right now" and when I would ask who James was there would be a sudden change of subject. It wasn't until I was seventeen that I found out that James was my uncle and I was nineteen before I found out why he was the family outcast.
My Uncle Wendell had been married to a woman named Betty and one day he had come home unexpected and found Uncle James busy making the beast with two backs with Aunt Betty. When the smoke cleared and the dust settled Uncle James had taken off and the family had ostracized him. As far as I know no one in the family ever saw him or talked to him again.
Not to say that no one wanted to.
My grandmother took his absence badly. At family dinners when she would say grace she would ask God to watch over James and keep him safe. She did this even though it was a sore spot with Uncle Wendell. When Uncle James was mentioned he would he would swear, throw his napkin down and get up and leave the table. It got to where he would always show up late and after grace had been said so he wouldn't have to hear it.
The years went by and life happened. When I was twenty my father left my mother for some woman he worked with and the husband of that woman tracked them down and shot the both of them to death. Grandma passed away in her sleep when I was twenty-two. Cancer claimed my mother when I was twenty-nine. Uncle Wendell was my last living relative and a drunk driver ended his life when I was thirty-three. Curiously enough the largest flower arrangement at the funeral home came with a card that simply said "I'm sorry" and was signed with the single letter "J".
I was thirty-five when I received the letter from the law firm of Barton, Barton, Murray and Westin asking me to contact them on a matter of importance. It turned out that Uncle James had died and apparently had never married or had children and as his last living relative I inherited his estate. A man I never knew had left me eleven million dollars.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
At twenty-two I left the University of Michigan with a degree in Civil Engineering and a wife. I'd met Marcy on my very first day on campus and had fallen head over heels in lust with her. She was absolutely gorgeous and the sexiest looking female I had ever set eyes on. I was a very inexperienced eighteen, but I knew that if Marcy wasn't already spoken for she soon would be so I sucked up the courage to approach her, introduce myself and asked her to have lunch with me. Shocked, surprised, overwhelmed and ecstatic describe how I felt when she said yes. Lunch was followed by a date which led to several more and then one marvelous night in June Marcy gave herself to me. For the rest of the year we were inseparable. I proposed to her on Christmas Eve and she said yes. We decided that we would both graduate before we tied the knot.
Life was good until spring break.
Several of Marcy's girlfriends wanted her to go to Florida with them and she said yes. I was working part time and couldn't get off work so I was going to have to be a stay at home. I hated to see her go. It would be the longest we would be apart since our first day of school.
When she returned from the trip we fucked like newlyweds for five or six days and then things began to change. We would make dates and she would break them at the last minute. I'd try to set up a date for this or that and she would tell me that she couldn't that night. I began to hear rumors of how she had gone wild on spring break. How she had a different guy in her bed each night. Naturally I didn't believe any of it until one Saturday night at a party.
There was a party at Stella Hansen's house, but I had to work that night so I told Marcy that I wouldn't be able to take her. She said that in that case she wouldn't go and we made plans for the next day. I was busy wiping down tables when a couple of guys I knew came in. One of them, Harry Short, was surprised that I was working.
"I saw Marcy at Stella's so I thought you were probably there too."
That's odd I thought, Marcy told me that she wasn't going. I got off work at eleven and I headed for Stella's. I walked in just in time to see Marcy walking up the stairs with a guy I didn't know and they were holding hands. I was stunned and I just stood there frozen for a couple of seconds and then I followed them. I had been in Stella's house before and I knew that all there was upstairs were four bedrooms and two bathrooms. When I got upstairs I saw that both bathroom doors and two bedroom doors were open and Marcy wasn't standing in the hallway. I might not be a Sherlock Holmes, but even I could deduce where Marcy and the guy she climbed the stairs with would be found. The only question was which of the two closed doors was Marcy behind?
I stood there trying to make up my mind and just as I decided to put my ear to one of the doors and see if I could hear anything a door opened and Charlie Smithers and his girlfriend came out. He smiled at me and said:
"Trying to find an empty bedroom for you and Marcy?"
I smiled and nodded a yes and watched as he and Donna went down the hall and then down the stairs. I shifted my attention to the other door and moved toward it, but then I stopped. It had only been a couple of minutes and if I went in right away I might catch them just sitting and talking. I needed to give them time to get into it. I was hoping like hell that it was something innocent and that the two of them were just sitting and talking and had simply come upstairs to get away from the noise of the party and have some privacy. That is what I was praying for, but the rumors of what Marcy had done on spring break coupled with the fact that she has been holding hands with the guy she had come up the stairs with didn't fill me with a whole lot of hope.
I gave it another three minutes and then I opened the door and went in. Marcy was on her back, skirt pushed up around her waist and her legs were up on the guys shoulders. He was driving into her and she was moaning:
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard."
I walked over to them and the guy saw me and didn't even slow down.
"You can have her next" he said as he pounded her cunt.
Marcy's eyes were close and I leaned down close to her ear. "Marcy baby, open your eyes and be surprised."
She opened her eyes and saw me and her face lost some of its color.
"Keep the ring Marcy. Maybe you can pawn it for enough to buy some condoms. I notice that your new boyfriend isn't wearing one and we both know that isn't safe, right?"
I turned and left the room as Marcy was crying, "Oh no, oh God no. Please don't lea..." and the closing of the door behind me cut off the rest of it.
On the way down the stairs I saw Nancy Neubert who was one of the girls Marcy had gone down to Florida with. I went over to her.
"Thanks for talking Marcy into going on spring break with you. If she had stayed here I never would have found out that she was a cheating whore."
I turned away from her and left the party.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I had to work the next day and around two Marcy came in and sat down in a booth. I refused to even acknowledge that she was there even though she was sitting in my section I refused to wait on her. I sent one of the other waiters over to her and he came back and said that she wanted me and that is why she sat in my section.
"Just tell her that if she plans on eating you are her server and that if she waits for me she is going to starve to death."
When I got off work that night I found Marcy sitting on the fender of my car. I walked by her and was unlocking the door when she slid off the fender and said:
"We need to talk Rob."
"I've already heard all I want Marcy. That "fuck me, fuck me" you were calling out to your new boyfriend came over loud and clear and said it all as far as I'm concerned."
"He isn't my new boyfriend Rob and that is what I need to talk to you about."
"Why do you need to talk to me about anything? I've already heard about the revolving door on your motel room while you were in Panama City and then the guy from last night. And given the number of times you have broken dates with me and given the number of times you just couldn't see me on a particular night I'm sure that he isn't the only one you've had since coming back from Florida. I have to even doubt that Florida was the first time. How many did you stab me in the back with before spring break? Why do you even want to talk with someone you have so little use for that you need to fuck others?"
"It isn't that way Rob and that is why we need to talk."
"I don't want to talk with you Marcy. I don't even want to look at you. Just go away and leave me alone."
"I can't leave you alone Rob. You have to hear what I say and I'm going to bug you, dog you, stalk you and haunt you until you hear me out."
I didn't think I could bear to have her hanging around all the time trying to get to me so I decided to get it over with.
"Get in the car Marcy. I'll give you ten minutes if you promise me that this is the last time I will have to look at you."
"I'll promise if that is what you really want after you hear what I have to say."
I shrugged and got in the car and reached over to unlock the door on the passenger side so she could get in. She got in and turned to face me.
"In the first place the guy last night was not my new boyfriend. You are my man Rob and you always will be."
I started to say something, but she said "No Rob. You only gave me ten minutes so you listen while I try to get it all out. When I'm done you can talk. The guy last night was just a guy I met at the party and he turned me on so I went up to the room with him. He is the third one since I came back from Florida. And yes I did go out with other guys on the nights I broke dates with you but only two of them interested me enough to take them to bed.. There was never anyone before Florida.
"I don't know what you heard about what went on during spring break, but I did not have a revolving door. There were only two. I wasn't a virgin when we met Rob, but I had only been with one guy before meeting you. He was the guy who got my cherry and he had me maybe a half dozen times after and to be honest I didn't much enjoy myself. It was like that old Peggy Lee song "Is that all there is?" You will remember that I wasn't in all that big of a hurry to let you make love to me. When I finally did it was incredible. The difference between you and John was like the difference between night and day and I went from "Ho hum, are you done yet" to wanting all you could give me.
"Things were great until I went on spring break. I honestly never intended to do what happened, but I got pretty high one night at a beach party and a really cute guy took a shot at me. He was really working at it and I was just high enough to let him keep trying. I got to thinking about what it might be like to let him get to where he wanted to go. I thought about how much different you were from John and I wondered if the guy would be different from you and John. Then I decided that you were two thousand miles away and would never know if I satisfied my curiosity so I took him to my room.
"He was different from you and John. Not better than you and in fact not near as good, but different. He was like the Energizer Bunny; he just kept on going. It was a simple fuck. A wild fuck, but just a fuck. He did me six times before he left. No tender touches, no lingering kisses, just wam, bam, wam, bam until he couldn't get it up any more. Two nights later I met another guy and he was interesting enough that I wondered what he might be like. He was different from you, John and Troy. With Barry it was size. He wasn't any longer than you, but he was as big around as a Coke can. He wasn't better than you, but he did fill me more than you, John or Troy did and it felt good, but it was nothing Earth shattering.
"Two weeks after I got back I met Harry and he came on to me and being curious after my Florida experiences I tried him on. Again different, but not better. When it was over and he was gone I laid there and thought about things. Five different guys and all different. Then I dated Ralph and he turned me on so I tried him out. Again, not Earth shattering, but different. I decided that I wanted to try an even dozen to satisfy my curiosity before I quit. There was never any doubt that I was yours. Never any doubt in my mind that you were the man I loved and wanted to spend the rest of my life with. But I did have that curiosity and I thought I could satisfy it without you ever finding out and it turns out that I was wrong, but it doesn't change the fact that I love you and you are the man I want to spend my life with."
She sat there looking at me and waiting for me to say something and after several seconds I said:
"Just what are you expecting me to say Marcy? Way to go girl? Way to satisfy your curiosity?"
"I want you to say that it doesn't matter."
"Say it doesn't matter? Are you nuts? Of course it matters."
"No I am not nuts Rob. I don't know how many girls you had before me because we have never discussed our previous sex lives, but you can't tell me that you aren't curious about other girls. I've seen you look at Sally Jenning's 40 DD chest. I've seen you watch Marsha Moss as she walks around on her long legs while wearing short skirts. Can you honestly tell me that you have never wondered what it would be like to put your head between Sally's boobs? You going to tell me that you never wondered what it would be like to titty fuck her? You've never wondered if Marsha's long legs would wrap all the way around you and hook behind you? Of course you have been curious about those two and several others besides, but you have never tried to satisfy that curiosity because you felt it wouldn't be fair to me.
"The time to satisfy your curiosity is before you stand in front of a preacher and take your wedding vows. That is all I am doing Rob. Taking advantage of still being single. All I'm saying Rob is that the time to satisfy curiosities and urges is now while we are still single. Go check out Sally's boobs or Marsha's long legs, but do it secure in the knowledge that I love you and that I am still going to marry you if you will have me. Go and play Rob and don't feel guilty about it."
"You are serious about this aren't you."
"Yes I am. I am curious and I want to satisfy that curiosity without losing you. Maybe we could set up something like maybe spend two weeks together and then two weeks apart. Just us for two or three weeks and then a couple of weeks to work on curiosity. What I am asking Rob is that you trust me. Trust me to always be yours just as you will always be mine."
She showed me her left hand. "I took your ring off Rob, but I'm still wearing it. I have it on a chain around my neck. I'm asking you to trust that one day I will hand it back to you and ask you to slip it back on my finger. Please think about it Rob. Once again, I love you and I don't ever want you to doubt that for a second."
She got out of my car and walked to hers, turned and blew me a kiss and then got in her car and drove off.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I did think about what she said and my thoughts were not all that kind. They bordered along the lines of "Fuck that unfaithful whore!" But she had made some valid observations. I had fantasized about Sally's tits and more than once I had wondered about Marsha's long legs and if they would go around me far enough for her to lock her ankles behind me. There were a lot of other girls that I would have liked to try on, but I never tried and I never would have tried because I was already spoken for. To have done anything with any of the other girls would have been cheating on Marcy and in my mind you did not cheat on the one you loved. But Marcy had cheated on me so could she really have loved me? I very much doubted it.
I probably could have bought into her first fling with Troy. I could probably have passed it off as the product of the wild party atmosphere and being high and losing control, but the second guy and the three since she had come back? No way! So I went on home feeling exactly like anyone would feel after someone they loved had broken it off in their ass.
I was sitting on the couch staring at the wall when it occurred to me that sulking and pouting were stupid. Marcy had screwed me over, but it wasn't the end of the world. I was fairly good looking and there were thousands of Sally's and Marsha's around campus. It might take me some time to get over Marcy emotionally, but it could be done. As for Marcy? Getting even, getting back at the people who screw you, is part of the human condition. It may never happen, but the desire to do it is always there and I was thinking on it when I went to bed.
The next day I was sitting in class listening to Markham drone on and on about data points and the mean, the mode and the median when it came to me. Give Marcy what she wanted. Why not? Give her the couple weeks on, couple of weeks off she wanted. Insure a steady supply of pussy while I went out and sampled the Sally's and the Marsha's and looked for Marcy's replacement. Let her feel secure and when the day came that she handed me back the ring to slip back on her finger I would laugh in her face and toss the ring into the garbage.
So that is what I did.
I called her that night and told her that I thought her plan was a good one, but only with one condition. I never wanted to see her with another man and that meant a lot of communication between us even on the weeks we were apart so we didn't end up at the same party, same dance, same restaurant or whatever. She agreed. The nice part is that I was able to use the condition against her. I knew the places she liked to go to, the people whose parties she liked to attend and I was always able to get my oar in first.
"Hi sweetie. Just wanted to let you know that I will be at David's party tomorrow night."
"Hey Marcy. Just calling to let you know I'm taking my date to Augie's for dinner tomorrow and then to The Pit for dancing."
Hopefully she would be so pissed at not being able to go to Dave's party or go dancing at The Pit that she wouldn't have all that great of a time with whoever she was with.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
For the next two years that is they way things went. Two or three weeks with Marcy and then a couple of weeks playing the field. I never did get to titty fuck Sally, but Marsha could get her legs around me and lock her ankles behind my back. Anita gave great head, Bev loved it up the ass, Carol was partial to cowgirl while Steph would rather do it doggie. There were a half dozen others, some good, some not so good, but what was the saying? "I've had good and I've had bad and the worst I ever had was wonderful." The only problem I had was that it didn't matter how good the girl was she wasn't half as good as Marcy and I found myself looking forward to our weeks together.
I didn't know how Marcy was doing on our time apart, but I did get the impression that however much she dated not much sexual was happening. Her stated goal was an even dozen and she'd already had seven when she told me that. A year into our arrangement I jokingly asked her how many notches she had in her bedpost and she said:
"Still have three to go."
Only two guys in a year? I wanted to ask her what kind of selection process she had, but decided that I really didn't want to know so I kept my mouth shut.



And then Robin Atlee came on the scene and things got interesting.
Robin was extremely good looking, intelligent and witty and for some reason Robin decided that I was the one she wanted for her significant other. It was a unique experience for me. I had never been pursued before. Well maybe pursued is the wrong way to put it, but Robin came after me before I even knew who she was. I was at a party (that Marcy had wanted to go to, but I got my phone call in first) and I was leaning on the makeshift bar with a beer in my hand when this sexy looking redhead came up to me and said:
"Hi. My name is Robin."
I told her my name and then she asked me who I was at the party with and I told her I had come stag. She gave me a big smile and said:
"I'm here with a guy who is turning out to be a big doofus. I think you're cute and I need a date for tomorrow night. What do you say?"
"I guess that since I'm not totally brain dead I have to say "Would you like to go out with me tomorrow?"
We had dinner, caught a show and stopped for a drink after. When I walked her to her door she said:
"If I really like the guy Rob, I usually kiss on the first date" and she rose on her tip-toes and presented her lips to me. It was a scorcher and when we broke the kiss Robin said, "I could stand a steady diet of this. Want to try again tomorrow?"
At the end of our third date when I walked Robin to her door she turned to me and said:
"I'm a very direct woman Rob and when I see something I want I get it. I want you Rob." She opened her door, stepped inside and then turned to me and asked:
"Coming?"
I followed her in and was still there the next morning. Happy, felling great, but exhausted and if you had asked me "What do you think Marcy is doing right now" I would probably have answered "Marcy who?" I was scheduled to work that day and for the first time ever I considered calling in sick and spending the day with Robin, but then she told me she had things to do so I sucked it up and went in to work my shift. I spent the weekend between work and Robin's bedroom and didn't see my apartment for three days.
Monday was supposed to be the start of my time with Marcy, but Robin wanted me to take her to a showing at an art gallery so when Marcy called me and asked what time I would be by I told her that I would be busy that night. There was a little silence on the other end of the line – it was the first time I had ever told her that I wouldn't be over to see her – and then she said:
"How about tomorrow?"
"I'm working tomorrow."
"Oh. I guess I can wait until Wednesday to see you."
"I'll give you a call."
"Okay baby. I love you. Bye."
Robin had me busy Wednesday so I forgot to call Marcy. Thursday after class I was scheduled to work and twenty minutes before the end of my shift Robin came in.
"I was at the library and I had Cathy drop me off here so you could drive me home."
"I don't know about that. Every time I take you home I somehow end up too tired to do much the next day."
"Poor baby. Want mommy to go easy on you?"
"I don't know if you are capable of gong easy. I just know I can't afford to fall asleep in Business Law again."
"Okay lover. I promise that I'll see to it that you get some sleep."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Friday Marcy was waiting for me in the hall when I came out of my three o'clock class.
"What's going on Rob? I haven't heard from you all week."
"Been busy Marcy."
"With the redhead I saw you with last night? I came down to the restaurant to see if you would have a drink with me when you got off work and I saw you leave with her."
"Her name is Robin and yes I have been busy with her."
"This is supposed to be our time Rob."
"Maybe so, but when I met her I couldn't very well tell her to keep me in mind and I'd call her in two or three weeks."
"I want my time Rob. You will just have to tell her that you will be busy for the next couple of weeks."
"Can't do that Marcy."
"Why not?"
"Because I like her Marcy and there just might be something there. I might want to hang on to her."
"What about me?"
"What about you Marcy? I never promised you anything. When you said that some day you would like to give me my ring back so I could slip it back on your finger I never said that I would. When you came up with your weeks on weeks off plan I said okay thinking that it just might work, but I entered into the plan knowing full well that I might meet someone else just like you might find a cock that is different enough that you might decide to keep it. You had a sure thing Marcy, but you threw it away because you were curious. You took a gamble Marcy. It is a crap shoot and so far the dice are still rolling and when they stop we will see what numbers come up; yours or someone else's."
"When am I going to see you again?"
"No idea. When I come up with a free evening I'll give you a call and if you aren't busy with your cock of the week maybe we can get together."
"Damn it Rob, that's not fair. This was never about finding someone to replace you. It was just a time out so I could satisfy my curiosity."
"Whatever. Got to run or I'll be late for my next class."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The rest of the week school, job and Robin kept me busy. Robin had an out of town family function to attend that weekend and I didn't have to work Saturday so Friday I gave Marcy a call.
"Gee Rob, you should have called sooner. I already have a date for Saturday."
"Okay sweetie. Have fun. See you around. Bye."
Saturday night I went to a part at the Delta house. Marsha of the long legs was there and when her date drank so much that he got petrified she asked me to take her home. When I left her place at eleven the next morning I hit the Village Inn for some breakfast and then headed home. Marcy's car was parked out front and when I pulled up and parked next to her car she got out and stood there waiting for me.
"I tried calling you last night. About five times. I cancelled my date so I could spend my time with you, but I could never get in touch."
I looked her right in the eye and lied to her. "It wouldn't have mattered. You said you were busy so when I hung up from talking to you I called someone else. I already had a date before you had time to cancel yours."
"Who?"
"None of your business Marcy. I've never asked you for the names attached to all of your cocks and I won't be telling you the names of who I see."
"Okay, okay" she said and then she asked "Since I'm here may I come in?"
Once in the apartment she immediately reached for my zipper, but I pushed her hand away and she looked hurt.
"Have you ever come to me straight from one of your cock encounters with his juices still in you or on you?"
"Jesus Rob, I would never do that."
"I won't do it to you either. You will have to wait until after I shower."
I was shampooing my hair when the shower curtain moved and Marcy got in the shower with me. "I'll do your back." Two minutes later (or maybe a little less) she was leaning against the wall bent at the waist as I took her from behind. Later in bed after another rousing romp Marcy said:
"I am not a cock hungry slut."
"I never said you were."
"Yes you have, but not directly. The other day you said "my cock of the week" and outside in the parking lot two hours ago you referred to the names attached to "all of my cocks." There have only been three since the day we talked and none of them lasted more than two days."
"Almost two years and only three? At that rate you will be forty before you get your dozen out of the way."
"I'm never going to get that dozen Rob because I've already satisfied my curiosity. The ones I've had have all been different, but not one of them was any better than any of the others and none of them satisfied me the way that you do. No more experimenting Rob."
She took the chain from around her neck and handed it to me. It had the engagement ring I had given her hanging on it and as she handed it to me she said "Please Rob?"
I looked at it for several seconds and then I handed it back to her. "I don't think so Marcy."
"Please Rob; you know that I love you."
"So what Marcy? You told me that you loved me before I gave you the ring, but your love for me didn't keep you from cheating on me. You cheated on me twice in Florida and you cheated on me after you got back from Florida. If I hadn't caught you at it you would probably still be cheating on me while all the time telling me how much you love me. I don't need that in a fiancé."
"If that is the way you feel why didn't you end it with me back then?"
"Because you are the best piece of ass I've ever had and when you came up with your weeks on weeks off plan I saw a way to keep fucking you without being tied down to you. It meant that if I didn't have any luck hooking up with another chick I had you to fall back on when it was my weeks."
"You never intended to put the ring back on me did you?"
"Nope. If it had been just that one guy – the first one – in Florida and you had confessed when you got back we could probably have worked it out, but you didn't do that. You deliberately went after the second one in Florida and then the ones here after you got back and like I said, if I hadn't caught you at Stella's party you would probably still be sneaking around behind my back trying to satisfy your so-called curiosity."
"You know that isn't so Rob. If I was doing that don't you think that there would have been more than three in two years?"
"I only have your word that it has only been three. It could be three hundred for all I know and you are saying only three so you won't look like a cock hungry slut."
"You can believe it or not Rob, but it has only been three. Damn it Rob, I love you and you know I do. There has never been anyone else who has meant anything to me. Don't chase me away."
"I'm not chasing you away Marcy, I'm just not going to marry you. You are still the best piece of ass I've ever had and you can stay around as long as you want to, but all we will ever be is fuck buddies."
"I can't change your mind if I'm not around so I guess I'll have to settle for that" and she scooted down and took my cock in her mouth.
Over the next two weeks if I wasn't with Robin I was with Marcy. Marcy wasn't at all happy about the time I spent with Robin, but she knew where she stood and she knew that her only options were to accept it or move on and I knew she wouldn't move on. I suppose I could be considered an asshole for taking advantage of her and I was taking advantage of her. I knew that she loved me. I never doubted that for a second and I knew that she would hang around till the last dog was hung trying to find a way to get me back and as long as she was hanging around I would never lack for pussy. It didn't matter what happened with other girls because Marcy would always be there to take care of my hornies.
There was only one problem. I loved the stupid bitch.
I loved her, but I had always heard and I believed that once a cheater, always a cheater and she had cheated on me.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Robin began making noises about taking our relationship to the next stage, but that was something that I was not interested in doing. Robin was a very good looking woman, was better than average in bed and a lot of fun to be with, but she wasn't the girl for me for the long haul. She'd told me way back when that what she wanted she went after and got. Robin was a "me" girl, a girl whose credo was "we are going to do this my way" and "we are going to do what I want." That was not the kind of woman I could live with so I kept ignoring her hints until one day, true to her nature, she told me to keep Saturday clear so we could go shopping for a ring.
"I'm not ready for that Robin."
"Well I am. We won't be married until we graduate, but there are a lot of things that will have to be done. I've already told my mother to start the planning. I saw just the ring I want at Zales. They open at ten on Saturdays so we can sleep in or go and have breakfast somewhere first."
"Didn't you hear what I said Robin? I'm nowhere near ready to make a decision on that."
"What's to decide Rob?"
"The decision to get married. I am nowhere near being ready to get married."
"Well I am Rob so we need to move forward on it."
I took a couple of seconds to make up my mind as what to do. Give up a damned good piece of ass or string it along a little while longer. I decided to get it over with.
"I am not ready to even consider marriage Robin, but when I am it won't be to you."
She looked stunned and then said, "Just what the fuck do you mean by that?"
"I mean that I won't ever marry you. You are too controlling and while I can put up with it as long as we date and keep company there is no way I would put up with it in a marriage. We would be at each other's throats before our first anniversary rolled around."
There was more said, but the end result was Robin storming out and slamming the door behind her.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
With Robin gone I started spending more time with Marcy and she naturally assumed that it was because she was winning me back and I did not disabuse her of the notion. She worked hard trying to show me that she was mine and mine alone and by graduation she managed to convince me and I did slip the ring back on her finger. We were married a month after graduation.
The next five years flew by. We were both doing well in our chosen fields and we had the perfect marriage. It all came apart one Monday in June. I was scheduled to fly to Detroit for some contract negotiations and I was already at the airport checking in when my boss called me on my cell phone and told me to change my flight to the evening flight because he had some last minute instructions for me. He told me to meet him at the Marriott for lunch and we would go over the changes. I didn't bother to call Marcy since she was already at work and she knew I'd already left and would be gone three days.
I was having lunch with Jack and going over the last minute changes he wanted me to bring up at the Detroit meeting when something caught my eye. You could see the check in counter from where we were sitting and I saw Marcy and a man I didn't know approach the counter and minutes later they left the counter and moved to the elevators and got on one. I excused myself and went to the counter and asked the check in clerk for the names of the couple that just checked in. He started to say he couldn't do that when I showed him the fifty dollar bill.
"Is there going to be any trouble?"
"Very likely, but not here and not today."
He took the bill and slid the registration card across the counter to me. Mr. and Mrs. William Sherman is what it read. I copied down the information on the card, thanked the desk clerk and got back to my lunch with Jack. When lunch was over and Jack had finished briefing me I checked my watch and saw that I had four hours before I needed to head back to the airport. I hit the hotel gift shop and bought the latest Robert Parker novel and then took a seat in the lobby where I could watch the elevators.
I didn't get much of the novel read since I kept having to look up every time I heard the 'ding' as the elevator doors opened. My four hours was almost up and I was just getting ready to get up and abandon my vigil when the elevator doors opened and Marcy and Sherman came out. I got up and walked over to them.
"Bill Sherman?" I asked and I held out my hand. He took it to shake and I said, "Damn Bill, it has been a long time since I saw you last. This Mrs. Sherman? Did okay for yourself. Lucky dog to have such a good looking wife. Anyway, nice seeing you. Have to run. Got a plane to catch" and I walked away leaving a deathly pale Marcy and a confused William Sherman.
I didn't bother calling Marcy when I reached Detroit to let her know where I was staying or how to reach me. The meetings in Detroit went well and three days later I flew home. I got in ay ten-thirty in the evening and checked into a hotel room. The next morning I went by the office and filed Jack in on the Detroit meetings and then I took the rest of the day off. At one in the afternoon I was in the office of Morrisy Investigations talking with a Mr. William Miglio. I gave him all I had on William Sherman and told him that I wanted to know all about the man. Where he worked, was he married or engaged and any other information that might be pertinent to a divorce action. I left there and stopped at the back and closed all of our accounts and cleaned out the safe deposit box and then took everything to a different bank and opened accounts in my name only. We were a no fault state and eventually I would have to settle up with Marcy, but I would rather have the money to disperse than let her have it and trust that I might get my share from her. Then I went home.
Marcy wasn't home from work yet so I used the time to move all of my things out of the master bedroom and into one of the spare bedrooms. I went and got a beer from the fridge and then went out and sat down on the patio. It was a nice house and I loved the patio area which was surrounded by flower beds and I was going to miss it. Unless I could get Marcy to agree to let me buy her out which would probably be a hard thing to do since she loved the place as much as I did.
I was drinking my beer and watching the sunset when Marcy got home. She came out on the patio and sat down on one of the lounge chairs.
"You didn't call."
"No point to it."
"It wasn't what you thought."
"I don't want to talk about it Marcy. Just sit on whatever you have to say until Tuesday."
"Why do I have to wait until Tuesday?"
"Because I won't know what I am going to do until Tuesday."
"I don't understand."
"You don't need to."
"We need to talk now Rob. We can't let this fester any longer than it already has."
"Tuesday Marcy."
"No Rob, Tuesday is...."
I got up and walked into the house. I hadn't unpacked my bag from the trip so I grabbed it and headed for the front door.
"Where are you going Rob?"
"I said Tuesday and you won't leave it alone so I'll leave and come back Tuesday."
I left the house and checked into a motel and then I spent the weekend lying by the motel pool.
Tuesday afternoon I met with Mr. Miglio and then I headed home. Marcy either took the day off or she left work early since she was waiting for me when I got to the house. I set my bag down inside the front door and then headed for the kitchen for a beer. I opened it and sat down at the kitchen table and waited for Marcy to come in and sit down. Once she was seated I said:
"Okay Marcy, go ahead and speak your piece, but first let me tell you what I know so you don't waste a whole lot of time lying to me. I was having lunch with Jack when I saw you and your boyfriend checking in. You and your boyfriend then took the elevator up to the rooms and I went over and talked to the check in clerk and he told me that you registered as Mr. and Mrs. William Sherman. You went up in the elevator and came down four hours later. I didn't see either you or your boyfriend carrying anything that looked like a board game so I'm ruling out checkers, chess, Monopoly or Scrabble. So tell me why I'm wrong in thinking that you and Mr. Sherman spent four hours fucking."
"It wasn't like that Rob. He isn't my boyfriend. I don't need a boyfriend baby, I've got you."
"So tell me Marcy, just what did you do for four hours?"
"It doesn't matter Rob. I love you and you know I do. I prove it to you every day."
"I'm waiting Marcy."
"It wasn't anything Rob. It had nothing to do with my love for you."
"One last time Marcy; what did you do for four hours with your pretend husband? I get an answer or I'm out of here."



"It was nothing Rob; it didn't mean a thing."
I started to stand up.
"I was just satisfying my curiosity honey. It meant nothing. Honest to God. You know I love you and nothing is ever going to change that. You know it Rob, you know it."
"If it was so meaningless why can't you tell me what you did?"
She looked away from me and in a low voice said, "I went with him to see if it was true."
"To see if what was true?"
"That he had a cock as big as a horse."
"And since you could have done that in a minute and a half in a dark corner the question still is what did you do for four hours?"
"It was just curiosity honey. Once I saw it I just had to know what it felt like. I wondered if he could even get it in me it was so big. He isn't a boyfriend and I have no feelings for him and it was only once and only then because I was so curious."
Then the whole story came out. Sherman worked with her and he was apparently the office swordsman. All of the single girls and even some of the married raved about how big his equipment was and after months and months of hearing about it when the inevitable happened and it was her turn to be hit on by horse cock she gave in.
"I had to see it Rob; I just had to. The girls said it was twelve inches long and when hard it was as big around as a beer can. I just had to see it."
"And then of course you just had to try it on?"
She looked down at the floor and couldn't meet my eyes.
"Pretty proud of his cock was he?"
She didn't answer.
"Did you even stop to think that if he was screwing every woman in your office he was also screwing any silly bitch he could get to? Did you even stop to think that with all the fucking he was doing the odds were pretty good that sooner or later some woman was going to give him something and he would in turn pass it along to a dumb cunt like you? We went through this curiosity shit once before Marcy and I would have thought that you would have learned from that, but I guess it is my own fault. I knew that once a cheater always a cheater and still knowing that I was stupid enough to take you back and I guess you took that to mean that I would take you back if you ever did it again. I have no one but myself to blame."
"What are you going to do?"
"It isn't what I'm going to do, it is what you are going to do. I should kick you out on your ass, but I do know that you love me so I'm going to give you one chance and only one chance. There are two things you are going to do. Horsecock is married so you and I are going to pay Mr. Sherman and the real Mrs. Sherman a call and you are going to tell her what you did with her husband and you are going to tell her about all of the other women in your office."
"I can't do that."
"You will do that or you will pack and get out. And that is only the first thing. The second is that you will have yourself tested for sexually transmitted diseases. If you pass the test you can stay. If you fail it you are out of here. I refuse to be married to a woman stupid enough to take chances with my health just because she is curious about another man's cock."
"Can I....."
"No you can't. We are leaving here in twenty minutes to go visit the Sherman's. If you are not in the car when I'm ready to back down the driveway it will be because you are packing your bags."
"Even if I go with you tonight if I've caught something from Bill you are leaving me?"
"You got it."
"Can't we wait until after the test? If I've caught something and I'm out anyway why screw up Bill's marriage? I don't care about him, but why make his wife suffer?"
"You still don't get it do you? If he has given you something he has also given it to her and if he hasn't given you anything eventually he will get something and give it to his wife. She should know."
I looked at my watch. "In the car in ten minutes or start packing."
The meeting with the Sherman's did not go all that well. Mrs. Sherman was not at all pleased to hear about Mr. Sherman's activities with the women he worked with. I did not interfere when Mrs. Sherman slapped Marcy and grabbed a handful of Marcy's hair and I smiled when Sherman tried to separate the ladies and Mrs. Sherman kneed him in the balls. As he fell to the floor I stood up and said:
"I can see that my work here is done."
I headed for the door and Mrs. Sherman called out, "Hey! Aren't you forgetting something?"
I turned just in time to see her kick Marcy in the ass and send her stumbling toward me. "Get this whore out of my house" and then she turned and kicked Mr. Horsecock hard in the stones. Marcy was quiet on the ride home and she went straight to the bedroom as soon as we were in the house.
In the morning Marcy asked me why I hadn't come to bed and I told her that until further notice I was sleeping in one of the spare bedrooms.
"I'm not getting anywhere near you Marcy. You aren't touching me until you have a clean bill of health."
Marcy did not get a clean bill of health. Mr. Horsecock had gifted her with a case of syphilis and none of the begging, pleading, crying and whining stopped the divorce.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
So there I was at twenty-seven. Newly single and after six months without pussy - that's how long the divorce took and I wouldn't play while still legally married or while recovering from the gift that Marcy had passed on to me – and I was interested in finding some. Fortunately it wasn't all that hard. I had any number of friends who were all too happy to fix me up with someone who would take my mind off of Marcy and our dead marriage. I did rather well in the scoring department and I rarely went a weekend without an overnight guest.
I had a small problem. I had liked being married and I knew I was going to want to get married again, but I was a bit of a hypocrite. If a girl I liked fell into bed with me too easily there was no way I would consider marrying her. So on the one hand I wanted pussy and I pursued girls with the object of getting them into my bed and if I was successful they were automatically disqualified. On the other hand if I went after them and didn't score they didn't get consideration either because I dropped them and went looking for one I could score with. It might have gone on like that forever if I hadn't had a cup of coffee spilled on me.
I was having breakfast at Patty Ann's Café. I'd walked in, taken a seat in a booth and opened the morning paper. The hostess knew me and knew I didn't need water or a menu just coffee with cream. I had my head buried in the sports section when I heard "Oops, oh shit!" and felt the hot wetness hit my lap. I scrambled out of the booth, grabbed napkins and was cleaning myself off while listening to:
"Oh God I'm so sorry. I tripped on the rug."
I looked over and into the deepest blue eyes I had ever seen. They were in the face of an angel and a hurried glance showed that the figure was a perfect complement to the face. Jessica, the hostess, hurried up with a damp towel and started wiping things up as she tried to lighten things up some by saying:
"I se you have met our new waitress."
Meanwhile the new girl was still going on with the "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
"No harm done" I said, I'll just have to go back home and change before I can go to work, but I'll manage."
"Your breakfast is on me" the angel said and Jessica said "You need to bitch to the boss about this Rob."
The angel got a panicky look on her face no doubt expecting to be canned if I did complain to Angie. Jessica saw the look and said:
"Not about you Annie, but about the torn carpet. We'll never get it fixed unless someone bitches. This isn't the first time it has caused someone to trip."
"How about I tell Angie that I tripped on it. That way I can keep you out of it."
I saw the relief pass over her face and said, "But there is a price." The panic was back until I said, "Once we get to know each other a little better you will have to have dinner with me."
Jessica piped in with, "Don't sweat it honey; I've gone out with him and he is a fun date."
Over the next two weeks I made sure that I sat in Annie's section whenever I ate at Patty Ann's. By the end of two weeks I felt we knew enough about each other that one Friday morning I said:
"I think it is time for me to collect Annie."
"Collect on what?"
"It is time for you to have that dinner with me."
"I wondered if you would ever get around to that."
"Is that a yes?"
"A debt is a debt and has to be paid."
Besides being drop dead gorgeous she was smart, witty and fun to be with. We shared the same tastes in music, books, films and sports. She didn't fall in my bed right away, but for a change I didn't care. I just liked being with her. We necked like a couple of teenagers and on our sixth date she said:
"Enough of this stupid playing around. Take me to bed."
She was insatiable. After that first time every time we got together the evening ended in her bed or mine. Some nights I showed up at her place to pick her up for a date and we never left her place. Some nights I showed up and she would open the door to greet me in nothing but high heels. Six months after our first date I asked her to marry me and she said yes.
I had my bachelor party four days before the wedding and the next night her girl friends took her out for their version of a bachelor party. The next night I rang her doorbell and when she opened the door she handed me my ring and said:
"I can't marry you Rob. I've met someone else."
She closed the door in my face leaving me standing there stunned. I beat on the door for damned near ten minutes, but she wouldn't answer. Finally the guy from next door came out and told me to knock it off or he was going to call the cops on me for disturbing the peace. The next morning at the restaurant Jessica told me that Annie had called in and quit without notice. That night I went back to Annie's apartment and found that she had moved out.
It was almost a month before I got the full story. The women had gone to a strip joint on male dancer's night. The girls got Annie drunk and sometime during the evening Annie got up to go to the bathroom and when a half hour went by a couple of girls went looking for her. They found her in a back room being gangbanged. One of the girls was pretty sure that some one had slipped her a date rape drug. Annie couldn't face me after that and so she bailed.
I tried to find her, but I couldn't get anyone to tell me where she went. I sent here several letters telling her that I loved her and we could work things out, but I never heard back from her.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next four years I played the field and didn't let myself get too involved with any one woman. I suppose it was inevitable that I would run into one that I wanted to have a long term relationship with and the gods, being the perverse beings that they are, saw to it that she wasn't all that interested in me. I made it my goal to change her mind.
It took months but I finally got her to agree to go out with me. I took Cheri to dinner and then a play. She seemed to have a good time and so I asked for a second date.
"I enjoyed the evening Rob, but I don't think I want to waste your time or mine on something that won't be going anywhere."
"How do you know that? How can you say that it won't go anywhere if you don't spend a little time investigating the possibilities?"
"It is a feeling that I have Rob and since my feelings are rarely wrong I've learned to go with them."
"You said "rarely." This could be one of those times."
I couldn't sway her, but I kept on trying. It was two months before I got her to say yes to a second date. We had a good time and I was able to get a third and then a fourth. Suddenly we were keeping steady company which in turn eventually led us into the bedroom where I found that Cheri and I were a perfect fit.
Cheri was not at all predictable in the bedroom. Some nights she wanted to make love slowly and savor it and other nights were wild fuckfests where she would reduce me to a quivering lump of flesh. She was very vocal on the fuckfest nights and I heard "fuck me hard" and "pound my pussy damn it, harder, harder" and 'that's it baby, fuck mommy's ass, fuck my ass" but on the love making nights it was moans and sharp little cries. Every day was different with Cheri and you never knew which Cheri you were going to get, but you didn't care because it was all great.
Things went well for over a year and then I asked Cheri to marry me and I did not get the reaction I had hoped for.
"I wasn't quite ready for this" she said, "I had hoped for a little more time, but it was going to happen so I guess now is as good time as any."
"I don't understand. As good a time as any for what?"
"To end things with you."
"End things? Why? What did I do?"
"Other than asking me to marry you? Nothing. You are an extremely good and attentive lover and in fact you are one of the best I have ever had, but a year is about the longest I spend with a man. You have already lasted longer than most. To be honest I have been scouting for your replacement for about a month now."
"My replacement?"
"I am not a one man women Rob. I like variety too much to tie myself down to any one man. I've considered it, but he would have to be a man who could accept an open marriage because I would still want variety and he would have to be a man who could accept and live with my scorn. How could I ever respect a man who would be willing to let just anyone fuck me just so he could hold onto me? We've had a good run lover, but it is time for me to move on."

What the fuck was wrong with me? I had no trouble meeting girls and getting them into bed and a lot of them I could have held onto, but wasn't interested in them enough to do it. Then the ones that I do want to hold onto I can't. I went into a funk when Cheri left and I was in that "Oh woe is me" mood when I heard from Barton, Barton, Murray and Westin.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
When you come into as much money as Uncle James left me things are bound to change in your life – in a big way! The first change was in my job. I loved the kind of work I was doing, but I had absolutely no use for the two dim bulbs that ran the place. Their father, who knew what he was doing, died and left the business to his two idiot sons who didn't have a clue so it went from a place where I liked working to a place I'd rather not step foot in.
I started my own firm. I hired the best and brightest from the old firm and when the dust cleared I also had almost two thirds of my old firms clients.
I'd had to sell the house when I divorced Marcy and I had been living in a condo so my next move was to join the country club and buy a six bedroom house right on the golf course.
I was driving a six month old Chevy three quarter ton four wheel drive pick up that suited me just fine so there was no change in vehicles.
With Uncle Jimmy's money I was able to do things I had never done before, but had always wanted to do. I started attending the symphony, going to showings for new artists, got a sky box and season tickets for baseball and football games. I became involved with several charities and ended up on a couple of committees.
And I went back to school. When I had been going to earn my degree money was tight and I could only take classes that would count toward my degree. Now that I had some money I was going to take the classes I'd always wanted, but couldn't afford.
The one thing I did not do was tell anyone about my sudden windfall. By the time Uncle Jimmy blessed me I had developed a very cynical attitude toward women and the last thing I needed or wanted was a bunch of gold diggers deciding that they loved me and wanted to be mine forever. Or until they could dump me like all the others with the added bonus of lightening my bank balance.
But I still wanted feminine companionship from time to time and not just as bed partners. So how to do it? I was still thinking on the subject when one of the charities I was involved with had a fund raiser. They had lined up a well known author and he was going to give a talk and give away several signed first editions of his latest work. It was a two hundred dollar a plate dinner with all of the proceeds going to the charity and it was one of those affairs that you didn't attend without a date. I hadn't gotten back into the dating scene following the breakup with Cheri so I didn't know anyone I could ask.
Mike Devins, who was on the committee with me asked me what time I planned on getting there and I told him that I wouldn't be attending. He asked why and I told him.
"No date and I really don't know anyone whom I could ask on such short notice."
"No problem" he said and he took out his wallet, took out a card and handed it to me. I read the card. "Premier Escorts."
"I don't want a hooker."
"Not all escorts are hookers. In fact most of the ones who work for reputable agencies aren't. I've used Premier a dozen times with no problems. I'm not saying that sex is out of the question, but it is more along the lines of scoring at the end of the date if the two of you hit it off."
What the hell did I have to lose? I put the card in my pocket and the next day I called Premier and made an appointment for that afternoon. It wasn't what I expected. I had to fill out an application, give personal and business references and fill out a profile about myself. Then I was put in a booth with a computer screen and a pad and pencil and watched a video presentation of the women available. I guessed that while I watched the presentation the woman who interviewed me was on the phone checking my references.
I wrote down three names on the pad and when the presentation was over I gave the names to the interviewer (who I would have chosen if she had been in the presentation) and she went into her computer. After a minute or two she said:
"Mellisa and Karen both are already booked for the evening in question, but Ellen is free."
"Then I guess Ellen will do just fine."
We settled the fees and I was told I could pick Ellen up at the agency or have her meet me some place. "We never let our girls be picked up where they live." I told her that the agency would be fine and that I would pick Ellen up at six on Friday.
The photos of Ellen in the presentation video did not do her justice. She was stunning in a black cocktail dress and heels. According to the bio in the presentation she was twenty-three, but she looked like a sophisticated eighteen or nineteen. She looked like a cross between the 'girl next door' and the hot cheerleader that everyone in the school wanted to fuck. I was going to draw a lot of attention with that hottie on my arm. It would be a case of:
"I know what he sees in her, but what could she possibly be doing with him. Christ; he has to be old enough to be her father,"
I was thirteen years older than Ellen, but I worked out some and I fancied that I looked five years younger than I was. As long as no one but Mike knew she was an escort I was going to be the subject of a lot of speculation.
The evening went well. Ellen was smart and a very good conversationalist. She was also on top of things. On the way to the dinner she asked me if the people there knew I was bringing an escort and I told her no. Then she asked if I wanted them to know. I thought about it for a bit and then said no.
"Then we need to be ready for the inevitable questions like how long have we been seeing each other, where did we meet and things like that."
We worked out a story that was believable and it was a good thing because we weren't five minutes into the dinner conversation when Betsy Newman asked that very question and Ellen said:
"I backed into his truck in the library parking lot and I left a note with my name and telephone number under his windshield wiper. He called me and one thing led to another and here we are."



I smiled and said, "Luckiest accident I've ever been involved with."
When we arrived we were each given a ticket for the drawing that would determine who would get the signed first editions that were being given away and my number was called. On the drive to the event Ellen and I had discussed the dinner and the circumstances and I learned that the author was one of her favorites so I took Ellen's ticket and gave her mine and sent her up to get the book. The author personalized the inscription and Ellen thanked me and asked why I didn't want the book for myself. I lied and told her that as a member of the committee I didn't feel that it would be right for me to take the book. The truth was that I had read two of his other books and hadn't liked either one of them.
After the dinner I asked Ellen if she would like to stop somewhere and have a drink or two with me and she said yes. I'd expected that she would since we both knew that she was on my time for another two hours. We stopped at Sardi's and when Giselle came to take our order Ellen asked for a Cosmo and I asked for my usual. My usual looked like a vodka tonic with a slice of lime, but was actually a glass of water with a slice of lime in it. I made it a habit not to drink and drive, but I had found that just ordering a Coke when everyone else was drinking made some people uncomfortable. It was almost as if they thought something was wrong with me if I didn't booze it up.
As soon as the drinks arrived I started asking Ellen about being an escort. Not the "what's a nice girl like you" type of questions, but questions about what an escort could do. She was hesitant to answer and I thought maybe she was thinking I was trying to sound her out on whether or not she played for pay so I figured that I'd better explain.
"What I want to find out is if a long term relationship is possible. By that I mean can I arrange to have the same escort all the time or do I have to take pot luck every time I contact the agency for a date?"
"It depends."
"On what?"
"Say you wanted the girl for every Thursday or every Saturday. Yes, you could lock her in for those specific times or at least you could as long as she still worked there. But if you were to call on a Tuesday and ask for a specific girl for Thursday it would depend on whether or not she was already booked for that night. Why do you ask?"
"Because I can see the need for me to have to use escorts on a regular basis and showing up with a different woman every time I attended an event would make me look a little unstable and that is an impression that I don't want to make."
"How far ahead of time would you normally know if you needed someone?"
"Usually a week or two, but sometimes only a day or two."
"A week would probably give you enough time to insure that you get the woman you want, but a day or two would be iffy."
"Could I ask a woman for a date at the end of the date and have her inform the agency or do I always need to go to the agency?"
"You need to go to the agency because she could already be scheduled for something else and not yet know it."
We talked a little more and then I drove her back to the agency so she could pick up her car.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
My life settled into a pattern. Work, evening classes at the college taking the classes that I had wanted to take back when I was earning my degree but couldn't and attending functions put on by the committees I served on. I dated off and on, but never found anyone that I was interested in.
I did have a sex life of sorts. A friend had put me in touch with an extremely high class call girl and once a week for fifteen hundred I was able to take care of my needs. Tasha was so good that once I even offered to set her up as a full time mistress, but she told me no. She was another Marcy, but at least she was honest about it.
"I'm curious about different cocks and I'd have to give that up if I settled in with one man."
I called the agency and asked for Ellen several times and always had a good time when she was with me. Twice she wasn't available and one time I got Mellisa and the other time I got Karen and while they were okay I didn't enjoy myself as much with them as I did with Ellen. I found myself thinking of Ellen a lot. She seemed to be everything that a man would want in a woman and I couldn't understand why she wasn't engaged or married. Or maybe she was and didn't wear her rings, but I didn't think it likely. Even though we did spend a lot of time together the relationship wasn't the kind that let me ask her about her personal life.
Then I hit a rough spell as far as escorts go. Four times I needed an escort and Ellen wasn't available. The ones I ended up with served the purpose, but I was less than satisfied.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The fall semester rolled around and one of the classes that I wanted to take was only offered in the afternoon on Monday and Thursday. One of the nice things about being the boss was that I could give myself time off from work during the day and so I signed up for the class.
The second day of class I got to the campus early and so I decided to go to the cafeteria in the Student Union for pie and coffee. After I paid the cashier I looked around the room looking for a place to sit and I saw Ellen sitting at a table alone with her nose in a book. She looked up annoyed when someone sat down uninvited on the chair opposite her and when she saw it was me she smiled and said:
"What are you doing here?"
"I'm a little early for my two o'clock so I came in here and I saw you over here so I came to join you. I can leave if I'm interrupting something."
"No,no, I was just reading up on what Professor Reynolds will be covering today. I didn't know that you were a student here."
"Then we have something in common because I didn't know you were either."
We talked and I found out that she was working on a degree in Business Management and had been working on it for three years and hoped to be done with it in another three."
"Why so long?"
"Money and time. I have to keep the days free for classes so I have to work nights. But I can't work a full time night job because I do need time to study and work on term papers and the like. Escorting pays pretty good when you are working, but it is tight trying to squeeze living expenses and schooling out of what I make. Sometimes I can only afford one or two classes a term and that is why it is taking me so long."
"What do you mean "pays pretty good sometimes?"
"You have to go on dates to make money. Some weeks are good and I get called three or four nights and some weeks I only get one. There have even been weeks when I never got a call at all so I have to budget pretty close."
I looked at my watch and saw that it was time to head to class. I told Ellen I would talk to her later and I got up and headed for class. On the way home I came up with a germ of an idea and by the time I got to work the next morning the germ had grown. I called Premier and requested Ellen for the Tuesday of the coming week. They said she was available for that day and I told them to tell her to dress casual – jeans would be fine – and to have her meet me at the Texas Steakhouse on Bromley Lane.
I was there in a booth when Ellen arrived and when she sat down she asked me what we would be doing and I said that we would be having a business meeting.
"A business meeting? Dressed in jeans? And why in the world would you want me in a business meeting?"
"You are a business major right? And you have specific knowledge that will be pertinent to the discussion."
"What knowledge?"
"Your knowledge of the escort business."
"I don't understand."
"It will all become clear to you at the meeting, but right now enjoy your dinner."
Over dinner we talked about school and I told her why I was taking classes and she told me that she knew just where I was coming from. She had classes that she would have loved to take, but they wouldn't help her get to her degree. We followed dinner with some Bailey's Irish Cream and then I said:
"Okay, time to talk business."
"Where is the meeting?"
"Right here."
"I don't understand."
"On our first date I told you how important it would be to me to have the same woman as an escort whenever I needed one. It has worked out for me some of the time, but there have been several times when I have called the agency and you haven't been available. Last Thursday in the cafeteria you filled me in on how unpredictable the escort business is as far as employment goes and how you have to budget real tight so the good weeks will offset the bad ones. I've thought about it and I've decided to offer you a proposition."
"Whoa! I don't think I want to go there."
"You haven't heard the proposition yet so don't go jumping the gun. On our dates I have never even hinted, not once, at doing what just flashed through your mind. Not that I haven't thought about it. Here's the deal. I want the same woman with me when I attend social functions and I do not want to play hit or miss when I call the agency. I want to hire you as a full time escort – a full time employee. I will hire you through my company so as a full time employee you will be entitled to most of the benefits like health insurance, paid vacation, 401k, sick leave and stuff like that. You will also get some of the paid holidays, but not necessarily all of them because on some of them you will have to be with me at some function or other. Does that sound like something that you might be interested in?"
"It sounds intriguing at least as far as benefit go, but what about pay?"
"What did you make last year?"
"Well, that's the sticking point."
"Why?"
"There is what Premier paid me and what I made under the table."
"My turn not to want to go there. Just give me the total of what you made last year."
"My income from Premier was just a little over thirty-nine thousand."
"And the under the table you mentioned?"
"I'm going to be honest with you Rob and I hope it doesn't change your opinion of me too much, but I made another thirty under the table providing additional personal services."
"Additional personal services?"
"Some clients wanted a little more than just someone hanging on their arm for the evening."
It took a second for what she said to register. "Oh. Oh my. How come I never knew that?"
"Because I only do it if the client asks and even then not always. I never volunteer the information."
I looked at her for several seconds and then said, "That doesn't change anything. The offer is still on the table. All we need to do is work out the details."
"You are willing to pay me seventy thousand a year just to be your permanent arm candy?"
"No. I am willing to pay you forty and carry you on my books as my personal assistant."
"I appreciate the offer Rob, but I can't do it."
"Why not?"
"The money. Discounting the under the table income which is not all that reliable since it depends on the client asking and a lot of clients like you never ask, my after tax income was only about twenty-nine five. When I get done paying rent, utilities, car payment, car insurance, groceries and keeping myself in the kind of clothing I need for the work I do I'm pretty tapped out. My under the table is what pays for school and as I've just said it isn't all that reliable."
"What I'm hearing is that you would consider it if the money was better."
"Of course I would. It would give my life some structure. I wouldn't be waiting around for the phone to ring to tell me that I had work that night or the next and knowing that I had a steady paycheck would be a relief, but what you are offering just won't do it for me. Without the escorting I wouldn't have the under the table opportunities and it is that money that is paying for my schooling and earning that degree is what is going to lead me to a decent job where I can show my worth, climb the corporate ladder and end up in a position paying me a pretty decent to a very good salary."
I looked at her as I contemplated what she'd said and then I said, "Forty is as high as I can go on wages without having to make some awkward explanations, but there are some other things I can do. How much do you value the privacy that living alone gives you?"
"What kind of a question is that?"
"I need to know if you would be willing to give some of it up if the circumstances were right."
"I don't know."
"I'm going to lay this out and I want you to spend some time thinking about it. I have a six bedroom house in Regency Park. I've turned one of the bedrooms into a home office and den. You can have one of the other bedrooms and I'll convert the one next to it into a study for you. That will eliminate your apartment rent and utility costs. I'll give you a company car and a company credit card to pay for gas and you can sell your car. That will get rid of the car payment and the insurance costs. As far as school is concerned I'll pick up tuition and books. Since most of the time I am going to want you on my arm is in the evening you will have pretty much all day to take classes and that means that you can start carrying a full load instead of just a couple of classes a semester. Take some time to think about it. I'll call the agency and set us up for Saturday evening and we can talk about it some more."
I could see that she had a lot of questions, but I did not want to deal with them until she'd had time to thoroughly think about my offer. As I drove away from the steakhouse I was asking myself if I knew what I was doing and I had to honestly admit that I didn't. Did it even remotely make sense? I used escorts maybe four times a month at an average cost of about four hundred dollars. That was sixteen hundred a month or nineteen thousand two hundred a year. Why was I offering two and a half times that much just to guarantee having the same girl every time I needed one? I was single. So what if I showed up with a different woman every time I went somewhere? Then I started thinking that I was going to have to come up with some sort of reasonable explanation for the people at work if I did end up putting her on the payroll. I fell asleep still wondering why I had done what I'd done.
By the time I met with Ellen on Saturday I'd thought the idea to death and the best I could come up with was that I really enjoyed being with Ellen and I liked being seen with her because she was drop dead gorgeous and being seen with a drop dead gorgeous woman hanging on me didn't hurt my reputation at all. As for financial justification? What the fuck! I could afford it and I didn't have to justify it to anyone.
And there was one more thing. One more very important thing. It took a while before I admitted it to myself, especially after all of my previous experiences, but I wanted Ellen. I wanted her, but knew that I couldn't have her, at least not in the way I wanted. She would never be interested in someone my age and while I couldn't have her I could have her close. I could have her in one way because she had told me herself that she had provided "extra services" for some clients, but I didn't want to go there. It would change the relationship in ways I might not like so I would stay with Tasha to take care of my needs in that area.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
"So, what did you think about my offer?" I asked Ellen over the table at the restaurant.
"I like it because it would allow me to concentrate on school, but I have some reservations."
"And they are?"
"Two really big ones. First, I give up the apartment, say goodbye to the agency and a month later you change your mind. There will be no apartment, no job, carrying a full load at school that I will have to drop so I can use the time to find a job. Next is the privacy issue. I don't have a boyfriend now, but if and when I come up with on how would we handle my bringing him home?"
The thought of Ellen with a boyfriend didn't set well with me at all, but I should have expected that it might come into the mix at some time. I would just have to put it out of my mind.
"To allay your first concern I'll give you a legally enforceable contract and it will have a renewable clause and financial penalties for early termination. I'll make it for two years. That will give you enough time to finish school and then figure out what you are going to want to do with your degree. Taking a full load you will probably finish in a year or a year and a half and two years will give you some cushion. At the end of two years we can discuss renewal. As for your second concern I don't see a problem. The company has an account with Best Western and I will add your name to the list of those people authorized to use the account. If you feel awkward about bringing him home with you you can use the Best Western. What else?"
"What do I tell my mother?"
"That is strictly up to you. Tell her whatever you like. Just let me know so that if it ever comes to it I can back you up. Maybe tell her I hired you to house sit because I travel a lot on business."
By the end of the evening she decided to do it and on Monday she gave notice at the agency and informed her landlord that she would not be renewing at the end of the month. Two weeks later on a Wednesday I helped her move her things into the house at Regency Park.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Thursday morning I had to question my sanity in making the deal I had with Ellen. I got up at my normal five am to do my morning workout on the equipment I had set up in my basement. When I got there I found that Ellen was already up and was working out on the Stairmaster. She had on a very short pair of shorts and she was obviously not wearing a bra under her tank top. Instant wood! Instant obvious wood! To keep Ellen from noticing I made sure that I did my workout with my back to her.
And that was just the start of it.
It seemed that her favorite sleeping outfit was an oversized tee shirt and she thought nothing about moving around the house in the morning in just it and most of the time without a bra under it.
What really did me in was what happened when I told her I was a member of the country club and I had put her name on the list as a member of my family. One Saturday around noon she came out of her room in what she laughingly called a bikini, but was no more that three very small triangular pieces of cloth held together by a few pieces of string and told me she was going to the clubhouse, lay by the pool and soak up some sunshine. Luckily I was wearing baggy sweats at the time so she couldn't see the effect that it had on me. I pointed at the scraps of cloth and said:
"In that?"
"Sure. Any thing wrong with it?"
"Only that you are going to give some of those old farts over there heart attacks. I hope nobody drowns because the lifeguard won't be paying any attention to anything but you."
"You say the sweetest things."
She turned and walked to the door and I saw that marvelous ass with the tiny string running between her butt cheeks and I'm amazed that I didn't faint because of all the blood that rushed to my cock to turn it into an iron bar that I could have driven nails with.
x-x-x-x-x-x
Two months went by and I used Ellen on the average of two times a week and I usually took her out to dinner on either Saturday or Sunday. She seemed to be very comfortable with our arrangement and there was no awkwardness in the house. She gave me a lot of 'wood' but I managed to hide it from her although I did increase my visits to Tasha.
The only problem that I had was with my accountant who told me that I couldn't (or at least shouldn't) be doing what I was doing through the company books. I finally had to tell him to do it and then do whatever he had to do to make it legal. If I had to pay some extra taxes or whatever, just get it done. "What the hell" I hollered at him, "It is my goddamned money and I'll do with it what I want."



One night at a charity event Monica Kois was talking to Ellen and me and out of nowhere she said:
"When are you going to put a ring on her finger Rob?"
Ellen laughed and said, "He's afraid to ask me. He thinks that he is too old for me."
"Is he?" Monica asked.
"Not in the least."
"Better move on it Rob before she gets away."
As Monica moved away Ellen said, "We have spent a lot of time together at these events. Maybe for appearances sake we should get me a ring to wear when we attend one."
"Where did that "He thinks he's too old for me" come from?"
"I had to say something and that was the first thing that came to mind. Just in case you are wondering you aren't you know."
"I'm not?"
"Like I told Monica; not in the least."
The next day was a Saturday and I took Ellen to a jewelry store and told her to pick out a ring. She chose a small inexpensive engagement ring and I told her no.
If we are going to do this we need to act serious about it. Pick out something that is at least a half carat."
"Are you sure?"
"I can't have anyone thinking I'm cheap when it comes to my lady."
Ellen picked out a half carat solitaire in a platinum setting and it was the right size for her finger so we left the shop with her wearing it. We stopped for lunch and when we had finished eating and were having an after meal cup of coffee Ellen asked:
"Can I get a little personal here?"
"I suppose so."
"Why are we doing what we are doing? I don't understand our relationship at all. You seem to be the perfect catch for some lucky girl. Why do you need me? Why isn't this ring on the finger of a real fiancée? At first I was thinking that you were gay or one of those guys with erectile dysfunction and I was being used as camouflage, but I have seen your erections at times when you have looked at me and I've felt them when we have danced. Just what is going on here Rob?"
I looked at her for several seconds while I tried to think of a reasonable lie, but then decided to hell with it and I told her the truth.
"I find myself in a position where I need a woman to fill the role that you are filling. And I am the kind of guy who needs feminine companionship, but I don't trust women any more."
I told her everything from Marcy to Cheri and then said, "I just can't let it happen to me again so I decided that the best thing for me to do is what we are doing now."
"Then the next question is why haven't you taken it farther. I told you when you first brought up the idea that I occasionally provided extra services. Why haven't you taken advantage of that?"
I explained my thinking to her and she looked at me like I had two heads. "I know you have urges Rob, I've seen the tented pants and I can not believe a healthy male like you settles for nothing but manual stimulation."
"I don't" I said and then I told her about my weekly visits to Tasha.
"And you plan to live the rest of your life this way?"
I shrugged and called for the check. She was silent on the drive home and after we got there she took off in her car to do some shopping. When she got back she fixed dinner and we made dinner conversation and then she went off to her rooms to work on a term paper that was due in the coming week. I watched a couple of hours of television and then I called it a night.
I woke up thinking I was having a wet dream, but found that Ellen was in my bed with my cock in her mouth. A little bit groggily I mumbled:
"What are you doing here?"
She took her mouth off of me and said, "Saving you fifteen hundred dollars."
"But I don't wa..."
"Hush up. You have no say in the matter" and she went back to sucking me. When she was satisfied that she had me where she wanted me she moved up and lowered herself down on me and after that nature took over. I came and I think she did and then she got me hard again and the second time I'm sure that she had an orgasm and after I had mine we fell asleep snuggled up against each other.
I was alone in the bed when I woke up in the morning. I got up, showered and headed for the kitchen to make coffee. When I walked into the kitchen I found Ellen there fixing breakfast – naked! She stopped what she was doing, walked over to me and kissed me.
"I don't normally cook in the nude. This is just my way of letting you know that last night was not a spur of the moment not to be repeated incident. If you are stupid enough to say no I will respect your wishes otherwise get used to me being your bed buddy."
"Why? Why did you do it and why do you want to keep on doing it?"
"Several reasons. One is that I am a healthy female with a pretty good sex drive and between school and what I am doing with you I haven't had time to find a boyfriend and I'm horny as hell. Another is that I've wanted to get your pants off of you since our first date but one of my ironclad rules when I escorted was that I would never make the first move. I would always wait on the client to sound me out. You have no idea how hard it was for me to stick to that rule as far as you were concerned. I kept waiting for you to say something, but you never did. When you proposed this live I thing I thought for sure that we would end up in your bed the first night I was here, but it didn't happen and yesterday I found out why. So I decided that if you weren't going to make the move then it was going to be up to me. Last night I took the bull by the horns and here we are."
As she had been talking she untied my robe and took my cock in her hands and it stiffened as she stroked it.
"Don't panic baby, I'm not looking for anything out of it but sexual satisfaction."
She went to her knees in front of me and her mouth took over from her hands. After a minute or two she stood up, sat on the kitchen table and spread her legs.
"Start my day off right lover. Feed me your sausage and then I'll feed you pancakes and we will see where the day goes from there."
We never got dressed that Sunday as we followed each other around the house and made up for lost time. That night Ellen moved out of her bedroom into mine.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Over the next six months Ellen and I lived pretty much as man and wife. At events people noticed the engagement ring and the "when is the wedding?" questions started. Ellen would say that it wouldn't be until after she graduated with her degree and the thought that she would actually be getting that degree filled me with dread. Once she had it in hand I would lose her.
The one thing I had never done was lie to myself so I had to face the facts. I loved her. I loved her and I didn't want to lose her, but at the same time I was afraid to commit myself. I still had my mistrust of women (although something inside me was screaming "Ellen is different, Ellen is different") and then there was the fact that Ellen had never treated our relationship as anything other than a business arrangement with a 'friends with benefits' facet. But my fear of losing her was stronger than the sum of all of my other fears and so I took the plunge.
It was at a benefit for The Salvation Army and Ellen and I were talking with Horace Briscoe when Gail Briscoe walked up to join us. "Have you set a date yet?" she asked. Before Ellen could give her stock reply I said:
"She graduates next May so we are planning a June wedding. I'm not sure yet whether it will be the first week or second so keep both open. I figure to mail out the invitations the first week in May."
Ellen looked at me stunned as Horace and Gail said they wouldn't miss it for the world and then turned and walked over to talk to Stan Witman.
Ellen looked at me with an expression that I couldn't read and then she said:
"I seemed to have missed something here. I seem to have forgotten the conversation where we set a wedding date. Something else I missed too. Was I asleep when you asked me to marry you?"
"You must have been. You have the engagement ring on and I couldn't have put it on you unless you said yes."
"Are you serious about this?"
"Yes I am."
"Why the one-eighty? I remember you telling me that you didn't trust women and you would never put yourself in a position to be hurt again."
"That was before you. It dawned on me that if I didn't make a move you were going to graduate, take your new degree and move on with your life. I don't believe I could stand going home to the house if you were not there. I couldn't come up with the guts to ask you straight out so I ambushed you tonight."
"You don't think that maybe you should have talked with me before telling Horace and Gail what you told them? What if I would have said "Oh no we aren't."
"Why would you do that? You are the one who has been telling everybody that we would set a date as soon you had your degree. Well graduation is in sight."
"You are side stepping the issue Rob. What if I don't want to marry you?"
"Then I guess you won't."
"What made you think I would marry you?"
"You seemed happy living with me and sharing a bed with me so why wouldn't I think you might marry me?"
"What we have been doing is not the same as being married."
"Sure it is. We do everything together. We do things for each other. We damned sure fit the bill as far as sexual intimacy is concerned. We snuggle, we cuddle and we do everything that married couples do. Christ Ellen, we even go grocery shopping together so don't tell me that what we have been doing isn't the same as being married. I like what we have been doing and I want to keep on doing it. That means I have to marry you before you can get away."
"This isn't the place to be having this conversation Rob. We will talk about it when we get home."
The ride home was silent as Ellen stared out the passenger side window. When we got to the house she went into the living room and sat down on the couch. As soon as I sat down Ellen said:
"I don't want to get married Rob." She paused and then said, "No, that's not right. I don't want to get married now. I've been looking forward to getting my degree so that I could have a life. So I could have a real job and live a normal life and not a life centered around men. To wake up in the morning and not have to wonder if I am going to have to go to some cocktail party or other with some slug of a man who might have passed the agency's screening, but who had bad breath or body odor. To be able to go home from work knowing that I could just flake out and not have to dress up and make myself pretty for a man that I had never seen before and would probably never see again.
"What I have been looking forward to Rob is a man free existence. I am not anti men Rob; I just need a break from them. For the last four years my life has revolved around men. Two, three or five different men every week. Dates I could not say no to because I needed the money. I need "me" time Rob. I want some time to myself; some time where I don't have to devote time to anyone but me."
I sat there and listened to her and I understood what she was saying, but understanding it did not ease the pain I was starting to feel. Another woman I wanted who did not want me. It didn't help any that I had done it to myself. I had sworn that I would never let another woman get her claws deep enough into me that it would hurt. That is why I went the escort route in the first place. It was my own damned fault.
Ellen could read my face and she quickly said:
"It isn't your fault Rob. I'm just not ready. I'm tickled to death that you want me enough to want to marry me. I'm just not ready."
There wasn't anything I could say to that so I just shrugged, stood up and left the room. I undressed and because of all the cigarette smoke that had been in the room at the event I decided to take a shower before turning in. I was washing my hair when the curtain slid open and Ellen got into the shower with me,
"Nothing has changed Bobby" she said as she took the soap and wash cloth and started to wash my cock. The result was predictable and I took her from behind as she leaned against the wall.
After, lying in the bed staring up at the ceiling, I thought about her comment. Of course things had changed. She would be leaving. In a way it would be even worse than it had been with Marcy, Annie and Cheri. With those three it had happened quickly – boom boom and it was over except for the pain – but with Ellen I had seven months to wait for the end. Seven months for it to eat at me and then God only knew how long to get over it after she was gone. I wasn't strong enough. I couldn't do it. I could not suffer through the next seven months.
The next morning when we sat down to breakfast I asked her if she had any idea where she would like to live when she struck out on her own.
"I hadn't given it much thought. I've still got a while before it happens. Why?"
"I thought we could use this weekend to look at apartments."
She looked at me for several seconds and then said, "It doesn't need to be this way Bobby."
"Yes it does Ellen. It will be all over when you graduate and I can't, just can not, suffer through seven months knowing what is coming. Better to make the break now so I can start trying to get by it. My deal with you remains unchanged, but instead of you living here you will be in your own apartment. I'll take care of the first years rent and utilities and nothing else will change."
She put her fork down and said, "Fine! If that's the way you want it."
She stood up, scraped her plate off into the garbage disposal, put it in the dishwasher and walked out of the room without another word.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Ellen stayed in her room that evening and Saturday at breakfast she handed me a list of apartments she wanted to look at. She said that the fourth one we looked at would work for her so she did the paperwork. She signed a one year lease and I wrote a check for the first year and security deposit. I don't believe we said more than seventy-five words to each other from the time she sat down at the breakfast table until she signed the lease agreement and the ride home was silent. Once we were back home I handed her a credit card and said:
"You are going to need furniture, pots and pans, curtains and whatever. Get what you think you will need."
"What kind of limit do I have?"
"Get whatever you want or think you will need. Unless you buy gold plated furniture you can't max out that card."
She looked at me with an unreadable expression on her face and then turned and left the room. I heard her leave the house about a half hour later. She wasn't back by the time I went to bed and in the morning I woke up alone. I knew she was home because I heard the shower running in the bathroom at the end of the hall. I was in the kitchen making coffee when I heard the garage door open and then close so I knew she had gone out again.
I called a couple of guys I knew and then drove over to the country club and played eighteen holes and then had a long lunch with them. When I got home I found my credit card on the kitchen table and on top of it was the engagement ring I'd bought for Ellen. She didn't come home that night and she wasn't there when I got home from work the next day. When she didn't come home Monday night I checked her room and found that everything of hers was gone. I called her cell and when she answered I said:
"Hi. Where have you been?"
"You wanted me out so I got out. What nights will you need me this week?"
Every one of them is what I wanted to say, but I didn't. "I don't have anything going for this week."
"I'm not going to have a phone put in so when you need me call my cell."
I said okay, bye and hung up the phone. I'd gotten what I wanted. She was out of the house and I wouldn't have to suffer being around her for the next seven month. And it was killing me.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The rest of the week went by and I was starting to get used to waking up and Ellen not being there. Not used to her not being there, but used to mornings alone.
Monday I showed up early for my class and I was having pie and coffee in the cafeteria and I saw Ellen and some guy walk in together, go through the line and when Ellen got to the cashier I saw her notice me, but after she paid she went to a table on the other side of the room and sat down with the guy she walked in with. I finished my coffee and headed off to class.
Tuesday afternoon I got a call from Stu Miller asking me to a cocktail party on Friday evening and I told him I would be there. I reached for the phone to call Ellen, but at the last second I decided not to. I called Premier and found that Mellisa was available and I arranged to meet her.
Several people at the party seemed surprised to see me with Mellisa and not Ellen. Horace and Gail were there and I could see that it was all Gail could do to keep from coming over and asking me where Ellen was. Probably a good thing since I had no idea of what I could say to her.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
I tried to find things to do to keep me busy over the weekend, but whatever I did and wherever I went in the house I saw something that reminded me of Ellen. Well, I had gone through it with the others and I had somehow managed to survive and I would eventually put this behind me too.
Monday when I went to class I made sure to avoid the cafeteria and avoid any chance of seeing Ellen. At work I had some important projects that I was able to bury myself in and that helped me keep my mind off of Ellen. Wednesday I needed an escort so I called Premier again. My date that evening was a very attractive brunette. Traci was everything you could ask for in a date and she hung on my arm and acted like a woman determined to fight off any other female who might have designs on her man. Horace wasn't at the affair, but Gail was and I could see that curiosity was eating her alive.
By Thursday I felt the need and I called Tasha to see if she was available. She was and I took her to dinner and a show and during the evening she asked me where I had been spending my time since she hadn't seen me in a while. I'd always been able to talk to Tasha – that was one of the reasons I had tried to set her up as my mistress – and so I told her about Ellen and how she came about and how things had ended up. Tasha was sympathetic and then she told me that she would take my mind off Ellen at least for a little while.
But she didn't.
The sex was satisfying, but it did not take my mind off of Ellen. It didn't matter what Tasha did – and none of it was bad – I would think "That's not the way Ellen did it" or "Ellen would have...."
When I was dressing to leave Tasha said, "I like seeing you Rob and I am in no hurry to chase you away, but if your feelings for this girl are s strong as you say you need to do something about it. You need to find some way to stay in touch and be a friend. You need to show her that you care, but are still willing to respect her wishes. I can see her side of it Rob. I can see where she feels the need to take a break from men. I've thought of it a time or two myself. It sounds as if she cares for you, but isn't ready to settle down. Give her some space Rob. Stay in touch, be a friend, but give her some space. I'm not sure that I have this right; it is just something that I heard somewhere, but I goes something like "If you love something set it free. If it comes back to you it has always been yours. If it doesn't, it was never yours to begin with."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Friday night there was a meeting of the Arts Council and I wondered how it would go because Gail was also on the council. Sure enough when the meeting broke up Gail grabbed onto me and asked me to have coffee with her. I couldn't be impolite so I said okay. I knew it was coming so when she asked where Ellen had been lately I had a story ready. I shrugged and said:



"She told me she needed some space. I haven't talked to her in three weeks."
"Why on Earth would she do something like that?"
"I believe that she is having second thoughts about getting married. Just a feeling that I have, but she didn't start with this need for 'space' until we started to make actual plans for the wedding."
It was Gail's turn to shrug and she said, "I can relate to that. I had a massive case of the jitters when my wedding approached. More than once I wanted to run for the hills. Hang in there Rob; it will work out."
I slept in Saturday morning and didn't roll out of bed until almost nine. I was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and reading the sports section of the daily paper when the phone rang. I grabbed the cordless off of the counter and answered.
"Hello?"
"Good morning Rob."
"Good morning Ellen. Nice to hear your voice."
"You could have heard it sooner if you had called."
"The phone works both ways Ellen as you have found out this morning."
"That's an odd thing to say."
"Is it? I assumed that you didn't want to talk to me so why should I have called?"
"That's ridiculous Rob. Why wouldn't I want to talk to you?"
"I can only point to the fact that you haven't called in two weeks, you made no attempt to talk with me when you moved out – I had to call you to find out where you were – and then there was that day in the cafeteria when you went out of your way to avoid me and went and sat down on the other side of the room. To me all of that said that you didn't want to talk to me. Ergo, I didn't bother to call."
"Is that why you have been using the agency instead of calling me?"
"Part of it."
I told you that nothing had changed except our living arrangements. I fully expect to be your partner when you need one. There is no need to call the agency."
"I know Ellen, but once you were gone and given the reason for your being gone I decided that a clean break would be the best for me."
"It doesn't have to be that way Rob."
"I think for my well being that it does. I'm sorry Ellen."
"I need to clear something up here Rob. That day in the cafeteria was not a snub or me not wanting to talk to you. Paul is part of a group of five of us who are working on an assigned class project for our Business Strategies class and we were in the cafeteria to have coffee and talk about our part of the project. Paul picked the table we sat at, not me. And to be honest here Rob I was not all that sure that you wanted to talk to me. You did seem to be in a hurry to find me a place to stay so you could get me away from you."
"Oh come on Ellen; you know why I did it. I explained it to you before we even went looking for an apartment."
"Yes you did Rob and it didn't make any more sense to me then than it does now. All I said was that I didn't want to get married right away and that I wanted some time to live a normal life without men being a major ingredient in it. I never said that I didn't care for you and I never said that you would be out of my life totally. I told you what I wanted to do and why. Remember what you told me about how you felt after Cheri? You didn't want anything to do with women. That's how I feel about my career as an escort. I want to get myself away from men for a while. That's all. For a while, not forever."
"I can see that Ellen, but that doesn't make it any easier for me. It isn't your fault Ellen, it is all on me. I'm the one who let himself fall for you. It was me who decided to use escorts rather than date and maybe find another woman who would pull me in and then end up sticking it to me. I was the one who picked you out of all the others on the agency's presentation video. I did this to myself Ellen. You take care Ellen. Have a great life. Bye."
I hung up the phone and in seconds I was feeling sorry for myself again. By noon I was pissed at myself for letting it get to me when I had the ways and means to do something about it.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
What was the sense in having a lot of money if you didn't use it? Four phone calls is all that it took. One to Tasha to see if she was available for a week. One to Bill Perkins to tell him he was in charge of the company for a week. One to a charter outfit at the airport and one to the hotel in Cabo San Lucas. At six that evening Tasha and I were sipping champagne at twenty thousand feet on the Lear jet that was taking us to spend Thanksgiving week on the beach and in the sun.
The days were filled with scuba diving, sailing, sail gliding and lying on the beach soaking up the sun. The nights were spent with Tasha doing everything she could think of to thank me for her paid vacation. I can honestly say that I didn't think of Ellen once until the Lear's gear went down on our landing approach when we returned home. And then it only happened then because it was then that Tasha asked:
"What did you do where Ellen was concerned?"
"I followed your advice sweetie. I set her free."
She patted the back of my hand and didn't say another word. When I walked her to her door she gave me a deep kiss and as she opened her door I said:
"If you ever decide to settle down with just one man keep me in mind okay?"
"You will be number one on the list Rob, I promise."
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
The next couple of weeks flew by and the only event I attended I went to by myself. I had pretty much decided that as long as Tasha was available I could do without women in my life. That is not to say that there weren't women who wanted to be in my life, but I just didn't want the hassle any more. Why go to all the time and trouble to build a relationship only to see it go sour.
The third week in December we had the company Christmas party. I rented one of the ballrooms at the Hilton, arranged for a live band and set up the catering. Some of the girls in the office asked me if they could decorate the room and I gave them a credit card and told them to have at it.
They had streamers and bows all over the place and over in the corner was a Christmas tree with presents under it. Mona, my secretary, had arranged a 'secret Santa' gift exchange with a ten dollar limit and I drew Carol's name. I bought her a CD by her favorite singer and even though it cost more than ten bucks I didn't think anyone would care.
We had dinner and then I gave a short speech and thanked everyone for helping to make it a great year for the company and then surprised everyone by handing out bonus checks that no had expected. Then Mona took over the handing out of the gifts under the tree and when she called my name I went over and she handed me a small box. When I got back to my seat I opened it. On a bed of cotton was a key card with a sticky note on it that simply said "Room 412." I quickly looked up and around the room, but no one was paying any attention to me. I pocketed the card and wondered who (or what) was waiting in room 412, but it would have to wait since I couldn't leave my own party.
The band started to set up and I got the next surprise. All of the women in the room got up and came over to my table and formed a line. Mona was at the head of the line and she asked me to stand up. Just a little confused I did as she asked and she stepped up and kissed me. "Merry Christmas boss" she said as she moved out of the way and let Sherri from Accounting move in front of me and kiss me. She also wished me a Merry Christmas before stepping aside and letting Allison move in front of me.
Allison was one of the girls who had asked me to let them do the decorating. She laughed at the look on my face and pointed up. I looked and saw that I was standing under a large clump of mistletoe. Mona and Sherri were married, but Allison was single and when she kissed me she slipped me a little tongue. When she broke the kiss and stepped away she licked her lips, smiled at me and said "Yum!" As she moved away I wondered if I was going to find her in room 412.
That idea faded as the rest of the women took their turn. Almost all of the single women gave me some tongue when they kissed me and surprisingly so did three of the married ones. The last one in line was Betty who was one of my Soils Engineers. She was married, but had come to the party without her husband. By the time she reached me the band had started playing, people were on the dance floor and no one was paying any attention when Betty kissed me. She didn't just slip me a little tongue – she shoved it down my throat and while doing that she slid her right hand down my body and rubbed my hard cock a couple of times (hey, you would have one too after seventeen women worked on you) and as she stepped away she gave me a wicked little smile and said:
"Later baby."
I immediately thought of room 412 as she walked away and then Mona grabbed me and pulled me out onto the dance floor.
After Mona I had to dance with all of the other ladies and all of the women who had given me tongue under the mistletoe made it a point to rub their legs against my cock (which they kept constantly hard by their actions).
Betty was the most brazen. She kept her leg in constant contact with my erection throughout the entire number I danced with her. Just as the music ended she leaned into me and licked my ear and whispered:
"Want to move back under the mistletoe?"
I did. Oh yes indeed I did, but I asked, "What about your husband?"
"He's not here and you are."
I wanted her by then. God knows I wanted her, but not only was she married, she was an employee and I couldn't do it. I would not do to Betty's husband what Marcy had done to me and even if I had been louse enough to do Betty I knew that having sex with an employee was a major no-no and could lead to tons and tons of trouble. Then I thought "What if she is who you are going to find in 412?"
"Not a good idea" I said to her. "After that first time under the mistletoe and then this dance more time under that clump of weeds would have me would have me wanting to do things that I shouldn't."
"If you are worried about Tom don't. He won't care as long as I tell him all about it when I get home."
"That's only half of it Betty. Go to work for Loomis and Bainbridge or some other company and then have Tom call me and tell me it is okay and I'll be on you like a duck on a June bug, but I won't hang horns on a husband or have an intimate affair with an employee no matter how tempting she may be."
She shrugged, stuck her tongue out at me and said, "Party pooper. You are no fun at all and you will never know what you missed because I like working for you and I have no intention of changing jobs."
All I could do was laugh and walk her back to her table.
x-x-x-x-x-x-x-x
Another hour and the party started winding down and then it was time for me to make a decision. Was I going up to room 412 or not? Did I want to chance finding Betty there waiting? I wouldn't want to have to refuse her twice in one night, but I would and for the reasons already given. But it was almost certain that that whoever was in that room was an employee and I would have to turn them down also. Better to not even go. Yeah, right! No way I could not go and see what 412 held. And maybe my thinking was all wrong. Maybe there wasn't a woman there. Maybe it was a bunch of people who wanted to keep the party going. Whatever, curiosity insisted that I go up to the room. As I left the ballroom I saw Mona on her cell phone and she waved goodbye.
When I got to room 412 I put my ear to the door to see if I could hear the sounds of people partying, but either there was no party or the door was too thick for sound to go through. I took a deep breath, slid the key card into the slot, opened the door and entered the room.
I found the last thing in the world that would have expected.
On the bed in front of me wearing nothing but a large red bow and using a vibrator on herself was Ellen.
She tossed the vibrator aside and said, "You need to hurry Bobby. I've been using it to keep me warm and wet for you and the batteries are almost dead."
"What are you doi...."
"Not now Bobby" she said as she slid off the bed and went down on her knees in front of me and took hold of my zipper. "Talk later, but right now you have an extremely hot and horny woman to take care of."
By then she had my cock out of my pants and in her mouth and my desire to ask questions went out the window.
It was an exhausting evening. We made love – hard, fast and frenzied since it had been a while for us – and then we went into a sixty-nine until Ellen had me hard enough to suit her and then we made love a second time. After, lying there with Ellen in my arms, I asked here what she was doing there.
"I woke up Bobby. I woke up and realized that you might not be there when I got done being on my own for a while. I had to ask myself if having the freedom I wanted for a little while just to be me would be worth losing you and the answer was a loud "hell no." So here I am. If you are happy to see me make sure that you thank Mona for helping me setting it up."
"How do you know Mona?"
"Have you forgotten that I am an employee? I had to fill out forms for insurance and the like and Mona was the one who handled those things. Also, I had to go into the office every two weeks to pick up my paycheck. Mona is a pretty sharp cookie. She figured out right away what my job description was and believe it or not she was happy for you. She took a liking to me and we get together for lunch at least once a week. I've even gotten together with her and some of the other girls from the office for drinks after work. I've become friends with a lot of them. They all helped me tonight. They were supposed to get you all hot and bothered so that by the time you got up here you would be so mad with lust that you would tear off your clothes and ravish me."
"You have been lying here and playing with yourself all night waiting for the party to end?"
"Of course not silly. Mona called me to let me know you were on the way up so I could get ready for you."
"I guess I really do owe Mona. Would an invite to the wedding be enough?"
"I don't know. Is there going to be a wedding?"
"You have doubts?"
"Well yeah. We are missing something here."
"What?"
"Aren't you supposed to propose so I can give my answer?"
I rolled out of bed onto my knees on the floor and took her right hand in mine. "Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"
"I don't know. That's an important decision for a girl to make and I need some time to think about it. I'll give you an answer in the morning, but right now you need to get back up here and help me work on my bad case of the hornies."
Mona did come to the wedding. She was Ellen's Maid of Honor.
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I looked around the room taking in the chair sitting on the floor in the middle of the room and the eight smiling faces looking back at me. Promise or no promise I had absolutely no business being there. I was a married woman with three kids and not some young, hard-bodied stripper and when the call came I initially said no. And then Gary had pissed me off and I was in a spiteful mood and so there I was.
++++++++++++++++++++
The night had its beginnings a little over eight years earlier. At the time I was in my junior year at college and keeping steady company with Jimmy Briggs. Not going steady, just spending more time with Jimmy than anyone else.
I was a bit of a "wild child" in those days and in fact Jimmy had met me at a frat house gangbang. I wasn't the star -- Pauline French was pulling the train -- but I was there cheering her on and I did "fluff" a few of the guys to get them ready for her. I was on my knees doing my best to get Jerome Washington hard again. He had just finished doing Pauline and she wanted Jerome again, but in her butt. Pauline had a thing for black basketball players and for Jerome in particular. She especially liked Jerome's cock. Pauline loved anal sex and as far as she was concerned Jerome was designed for anal. Jerome's cock, while fairly long (eight and a quarter inches) was no bigger around than a Ball Park Frank before cooking plumped it up. As far as Pauline was concerned it was an absolutely perfect fit for her butt.
Anyway, I finally got Jerome up and ready and he walked over to make Pauline "airtight" and as I was wiping my mouth with the hem of my skirt I heard a voice say:
"Do you just do guys who are going to ride the train or can anybody get what you have to offer?"
I looked up and into the deepest blue eyes I had ever seen. "What's the matter," I said, "Don't you like Pauline?"
"I don't mind trains as long as I'm the first one aboard or at least the second. After that though I don't care much for the feel. But back to my question; can I have me some of that?"
"I don't know. The guys I've done are guys I know and trust. I don't know you."
"Then we need to remedy that" and he offered me his hand and helped me to my feet. "We can go downstairs and take advantage of the keg or we can go someplace a little more private; like maybe a booth at Angie's"
"I don't think so. I'm not leaving this place with someone I don't know and have never seen before."
"We need to correct that then" he said and he turned and called out "Hey, Charlie" and Charlie Briggs, who at the time had his cock in Pauline's mouth looked our way and said "What?"
"This young lady doesn't want anything to do with me because she says she doesn't know me. Introduce us will you?"
"Norma, meet my brother Jimmy. He isn't near as much fun as I am, but as big brothers go he isn't bad."
"There" Jimmy said, "now you know me. We cool?"
"I don't know. Let's go to Angie's and talk about it."
Over beer at Angie's I found out that Jimmy had graduated two years previous and was at the frat house visiting his brother. Actually it wasn't really a visit. Charlie had called him and asked to borrow fifty dollars and Jimmy was dropping it off. We ended up in Jimmy's apartment where I did indeed give him a blow job and a whole lot more. In the morning over coffee Jimmy said:
"One thing I'm curious about. You were on your knees five feet from your girlfriend and you were sucking every cock that was put in front of your face. Why weren't you fucking like your girlfriend?"
"Because once I get started I can't say no. The last time I let it happen there were fourteen guys. I couldn't walk for two days. So now if I'm with more than two or three all I'll do is give head."
"Two or three huh?" he said as he smiled.
For the rest of my junior year and the first half of my senior year I practically lived at Jimmy's apartment. I spent so much time at his place that my roommate back at the dorm was constantly bitching at me over having to dust my part of the room.
I'd been keeping company with Jimmy for about a month when I found out why he had smiled when he said "Two or three huh?" We had just gotten to his apartment from a party when someone knocked on the door. He opened it and let in two guys who had been at the party. Jimmy smiled at me and said:
"Two or three, right?"
After that I could count on Jimmy having one or two friends over two or three times a month.
It was what happened during the second month of my senior year that brought me to the room with the eight smiling faces. Jimmy and I were out partying and on a whim we stopped at the Wild Horse Saloon. The Wild Horse was a strip joint and it just happened to be amateur night. Jimmy tried to talk me into getting up on the stage and competing but I kept saying no. That is I kept saying no until he got a bunch of booze in me.
I had been watching and I thought I could do better than the ones I saw, but I knew I couldn't win. For one thing the crowd that would be voting seemed to be into big breasts and almost all of the contestants had huge tits and most of their dancing seemed to consist of uncovering their tits and then shaking them at the audience. I considered myself to be a pretty decent looking woman, but I had been shortchanged in the boob department.
Anyway, Jimmy kept after me and before long he got enough alcohol in me that I said "What the hell; why not?" I knew I couldn't "out boob" the others, but I bet that I could "out nasty" them and maybe that would be enough.
The rules were simple. One song, everything except your panties could come off and you could not place your hands directly on your sex. I borrowed Jimmy's pocket knife and headed to the ladies room. I took off my panties and then used Jimmy's knife to reduce them to less than a skimpy thong. In fact, in front all I left was a thin strip that split my pussy lips and you couldn't even tell I had anything in the back because it disappeared into my ass crack. It didn't cover -- it helped highlight.
For music I picked "One Way or Another" by Blondie because it was fast and I could hurry my clothes off and then have more time to be nasty. When it was my turn I burst out on the stage and my clothes went flying. I got down to my non-existent panties in no time and then I prowled the edge of the stage. Every time the words, "One way or another I'm gonna gitcha gitcha gitch gitcha" I would spread my legs, bend at the knees and push my pussy out towards the audience while pointing at some guy as I mouthed the words "gonna gitcha gitcha gitcha." The crowd went wild, but the outcome was what I knew it would be. A big breasted blond won, but I did place second and won fifty bucks and we had our cover charge refunded.
When we were driving back to Jimmy's place he said, "You were great up there Norma. You were robbed by that big titted blond. You had every cock in the house throbbing. When I get married I want you to be the stripper at my bachelor party. Will you do it?"
I was high on the alcohol and my second place finish so without even thinking about it I said, "Sure Jimmy; I'll do it."
"You promise Norma?"
"I promise Jimmy. I'll strip for you at your bachelor party."
In the middle of my senior year I met Gary, fell in love, kissed Jimmy goodbye, kicked the "wild child " out of my life and settled down to be Gary's girl.
++++++++++++++++
Eight years later on a Friday night I was sitting at my kitchen table and fuming. Gary had been gone on a two week business trip and the week leading up to his leaving I was having my monthly. Three weeks with no loving. Every night Gary was gone we talked on the phone and some of those calls were as close to phone sex as you could get. Gary kept saying:
"Hang on baby; I'll be home soon."
He had been due in at three and allowing two hours to go into the office and check in and forty minutes to get home I expected him home no later than six. I had arranged for my mom and dad to take the kids for the weekend. I was perfumed, polished and ready. I had on a sexy, slinky thing from Victoria's Secret and a pair of CFMs with four inch heels. I was ready. I was more than ready.
And then Gary called. He was at the office and he was calling to let me know he wouldn't be home for another two days. He had stopped in at the office to check in and his boss had grabbed him. One of their biggest clients was coming to town and wanted to try his hand at fly fishing. Matt (Gary's boss) didn't know a thing about fly fishing but he knew that Gary did so he drafted Gary to take care of the client.
"I have to pick him up at the airport in an hour and then take him to the cabin that Matt rented. My fishing tackle is in the trunk of my car so I won't be home until sometime late Sunday."
"Damn it Gary; you can't do this to me. I've been without for over three weeks and I'm sitting here primed and ready for you to walk through the door."
"It's only going to be for two more days honey."
"It isn't fair Gary. Leaving me sitting here hurting while you go fishing just isn't fair."
"Be reasonable Norma; it is part of my job."
"No it isn't Gary. There is nothing in your job description that says going fishing is part of your job. Let Matt handle the client."
"Matt would end up with a fish hook in his finger. I have to do this Norma. The client is too important to the company."
"And your wife isn't important to you?"
"Oh for Christ's sake Norma, get a grip!"
I slammed the phone down, got a beer out of the fridge and then sat down at the table and fumed and the longer I sat there the more pissed I got. I stared at the phone for what must have been a half an hour and then I made up my mind. My kids were gone for the weekend. My asshole husband was gone fishing and I was not -- WAS NOT -- going to sit home and stare at the walls.
A week previous I'd received a phone call from Jimmy Briggs. It had been years since I'd talked to him. We made small talk for a couple of minutes and then he said:
"It finally happened Norma. I finally found the lady I'm going to marry." And then he laughed and said, "Or maybe I've found the only girl who will have me and put up with me. I'm getting married Norma. Can you believe it? Me? Getting married?"
"Well congratulations Jimmy."
"My bachelor party is going to be next Friday night."
I wondered why he was telling me that when he said, "Remember your promise Norma?"
"Promise? What promise?"
"You promised me that you would be the stripper at my bachelor party."
It all came back to me then. The night at the Wild Horse, my dance and what I'd promised Jimmy on the way back to his apartment. He couldn't be serious.
"My God Jimmy, that was eight or nine years and a different lifetime ago."
"You promised Norma."
"I was young, drunk and single at the time Jimmy. I'm a married woman now. I'm a mother with three kids now."
"A promise is a promise Norma."
"I'm sorry Jimmy, but no way."
I remembered that phone call as I sat there and steamed. I reached for the phone. "Hi Jimmy. You still need a stripper?"
They had gotten another stripper, but Jimmy still wanted me to dance for him and so I told him I would be there. He wanted the dance I'd done the night of the contest at the Wild Hose and so I decided that is just what I would do.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Jimmy introduced me to the seven other guys and then fixed me a drink. The real stripper wasn't due for another hour so I stood around and talked with the guys and drank whatever Jimmy handed me. I was in a pretty mellow mood when the stripper got there and as I watched her go through her routine I knew that while I couldn't match her practiced moves I could certainly "out nasty" her. She finished her routine by giving Jimmy a lap dance. She had him take out his cock and she sat on it with her panty covered pussy and ground around on it for a little bit and then she kissed him, dressed and left. Once she was gone Jimmy smiled at me and said:
"Your turn sexy lady."
I chugged the drink that I had in my hand and then went over to the CD player. I put the in CD I'd brought with me, pushed the button until I got to the track I wanted and then I turned up the volume. As soon as Blondie started belting out "One way or another" I turned and did everything I had done the night of the contest. There was no artful tease, just exuberance. When I got down to my panties Jimmy's eyes lit up as he saw that I had cut them down the same as I had on the night I took second place. The front and back were no more than one inch wide strips that split my pussy lips and disappeared between my butt cheeks. I whirled around the room pointing at different guys on "gitcha, gitcha, gitcha" and bending at the knee and pushing my pussy out at them. Jimmy was still sitting on the chair with his cock erect and pointing at the ceiling so I spun over to him, turned my back to him to face the others and then sat down.
I did not intend to do any more than the stripper had done. I was going to sit on Jimmy's lap, squirm around a little and then kiss him, get dressed, have one more drink and leave. I had not counted on the fact that my panties weren't really covering anything and that there wasn't enough left of them to stop anything. When I sat down on Jimmy's erection it pushed that one inch strip of cloth aside and speared up into me. It caught me by surprise and I hesitated a moment before I tried to lift up off of him, but he put his arms around my waist and held me there as I moaned:
"No Jimmy, no. I can't Jimmy, I'm married. We can't do this Jimmy, we can't."
But Jimmy didn't listen and he held me on his lap and wouldn't let me go. I felt his cock throb and then he started lifting me up and pulling me back down. I kept crying:
"No Jimmy, no. We can't Jimmy, we can't."
But of course he could and he did.
I am a very sexual person by nature and once Jimmy got going my sexual nature took over. I started fucking Jimmy back all the while moaning out:
"Oh God Jimmy; this is not fair. You know we shouldn't be doing this. This isn't right Jimmy."
By then he wasn't holding me and I was raising and lowering myself on his cock. I felt the fires start to build in me and my moaning had changed to:
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes."
Someone stepped in front of me and waved a cock in front of my face. I thought, "Well, Gary did tell me to get a grip" and I reached out, took hold of the stiff cock and brought it to my mouth.
After that it was all a blur as all of the men there took turns on me. When Jimmy came I was lifted off of him and carried to the bedroom where they all devoured me. My breasts were worked on while cock after cock made its way into my mouth, my pussy and my butt. Several times I was plugged at both ends with a cock in my mouth and another in my pussy or butt. Twice I had a cock in all three.
Eventually the guys had no more to give and they began to leave. Then it was down to Jimmy and me. He lifted me off the bed and carried me to the living room and put me down on the couch. "Don't go away" he said as he went back into the bedroom. Several minutes later he came back, picked me up and took me back into the bedroom and I saw that he had put clean sheets on the bed. He put me down on the bed and then got on the bed beside me. "I've missed you baby" he said as he pulled me on top of him and his cock slid into my well used hole. I fell asleep with Jimmy's cock in me.
I woke up in the morning to the smell of coffee and frying bacon. I got up and wandered, still naked, into Jimmy's kitchen. He pointed to the coffee pot and told me which cupboard had the cups and then he said, "I love your outfit."
I took a sip of the coffee that I'd poured and then said, "Why did you let that happen last night? You know I'm married and have a family."
"Don't try to shit me Norma. You wanted what happened last night. You can say that you didn't all you want to, but you know you would be lying to your self. You knew that if you danced for me the way you did on that amateur night all those years ago that there wouldn't be a soft dick in the room and you know what guys with hard dicks do. And you know what to do with a bunch of hard dicks. Don't forget sweetpea, I've seen you do two and three a time or two before. Whether it was consciously or not you came here to get fucked last night and I can tell by the way you dressed for breakfast that you expect to get fucked again this morning."
Jimmy did fuck me after breakfast and after lunch and at three in the afternoon and before dinner. After dinner I was looking at his crotch and licking my lips and Jimmy saw it and laughed.
"I'm afraid not sweetpea; I'm only human, but I did anticipate your needs."
Almost as if on cue there was a knock on the door and Jimmy got up to answer it. Minutes later he came back with two guys who were at the party the night before.
"Sweetpea, I give you Walt and Mike. Gents, Norma has an itch that is in dire need of scratching."
And scratch it they did until they couldn't get it up any more. After Walt and Mike left Jimmy took me to bed, did me and I fell asleep on his bed for the second night in a row.
In the morning I showered and dressed and Jimmy fed me breakfast and then I hurried home to get ready for Gary's return from his all important fishing trip. When Gary did get home I did not rush into his arms. When he went to kiss me I turned my head so he got my cheek. He stepped back and said:
"That's no way to greet a husband who has been gone for two weeks."
"It is the way a wife who finds out she isn't as important as a fish greets her husband."
"Damn it Norma, I told you how important it was."
"Yes you did, didn't you. Dinner is in the oven. It should be done by the time I get back from picking up the kids."
"Do you have to get them now? Shouldn't we take advantage of their not being here?"
"They haven't been here since noon Friday. The entire weekend is when their absence should have been taken advantage of. I'll be back in a bit" and I walked out of the house leaving him standing there.
The kids were happy to see daddy and after dinner he played with them while I did the dinner dishes. When it was time to go to bed I put on a heavy flannel nightgown. I knew that it would tell Gary that he wasn't going to get any that night. I was not being mean or vindictive, just cautious. My pussy had been heavily used for two nights in a row and even thought I had thoroughly washed and douched I was not going to take the chance of Gary thinking I was a little loose down there. It was going to be at least two days before Gary got any.
As I lay there staring up at the ceiling I thought back to what Jimmy had said as I got ready to come home.
"It was just like old times sweetpea. We'll have to do it again in a couple of weeks."
"No Jimmy. It as a big mistake and I never should have done it. There won't be a next time."
"We will see Norma, we will see."
The thing was that the bachelor party and the night after with Walt and Mike woke something up inside of me. I don't honestly know what I will do if Jimmy does call. With that troubling thought still in mind I fell asleep.
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I was in Los Angeles on business and one day I was in Century City for a business conference and when we broke for lunch I headed for a restaurant I'd heard about. I was walking down the street when something slammed into my shoulder and I heard a voice say:
"Watch where you're going asshole."
I turned and saw a guy standing there looking at me and smiling. It took me about half a second to recognize Bill Gibson and I stepped to him and took him in a big bear hug. Bill and I had grown up together and had been friends from the fourth grade. I'd lost track of him when he dropped out of college in our junior year. We had exchanged cards and phone calls for a while and then life got in the way and I hadn't seen or heard from him in almost ten years.
He asked what I was doing in LA and I told him I was on a lunch break and he practically drug me to a small bar that served sandwiches and we settled in to play catch up on each other's lives. I filled him in on my marriage and divorce and what I was doing for a living and he told me about his two marriages and two divorces. I asked him what he did for a living and he told me he was a film producer.
"No kidding? What are some of your films?
"I doubt that you have seen or heard of any of them. They have been mostly low budget independent films."
"I've seen some of that kind of stuff. Give me a couple of titles."
"Well, one of my biggest was "Diary of a Sex Crazed Housewife."
I sat there stunned when I heard that. He saw the look on my face and said, "What?"
"That was yours? You produced "Diary?" The one starring Melody Malone?"
"Yeah, that one and a ton of others like it."
"I can't believe it; my old buddy a king pin in the porn industry."
Bill looked at his watch and said, "I've got to run, but I'm having a party at my house tonight. You have to come." He gave me directions and I told him I'd be there and he took off.
++++++++++++++
I couldn't believe that Bill was a porn film producer. Of course he probably found it hard to believe that I knew some of his films well enough to know who starred in them. I owed that to my ex-wife. In our third year of marriage she decided that our sex life needed spicing up so she started stopping at an adult book store on her way home from work and renting tapes to bring home.
They did spice things up, but unfortunately they also made Claudia curious. She saw all the big cocks hanging from the porn stars and she started wondering what a big one (mine measured in at 6 ½ inches) would be like. Bad cess for her that on one of the days she was finding out I came home early from a working lunch with a mild case of food poisoning.
But Claudia had me hooked on porn videos. Not because they spiced up our sex life, but because it turned out that one of the porn stars was an old girlfriend of mine.
I'd met Mary when we were both enrolled in Business Law III during our senior year. I asked her out and we dated several times and then things got hot and heavy between us and I was about to propose when her father died. She flew home to be with her family and never came back. I tried several times to get in touch with her, but I never saw her or spoke to her again until Claudia brought home "The Playful Housewife."
I don't think Claudia ever had a clue as to why I fucked her seven times that night. Oh she knew it was because of the video, but she never knew that while I was fucking her I was thinking of Mary and what she had been doing in that video. Mary sucked Peter North's cock and as I watched I remembered how great she had been at giving me head. When Mary took Sean Michaels's cock up her butt I remembered how tight it had been when I spent time there and seeing her on tape in threesomes and moresomes blew my mind.
After tossing Claudia out on her ass I started haunting adult bookstores and video arcades looking for porn starring Mary and I had nineteen of them on the shelf next to the VCR. I'd watch one and think of what I had lost when I hadn't gotten off my dead ass and flown back to her home town instead of leaving phone messages.
++++++++++++
Bill's party was already cranking along when I got there. He handed me a beer and then introduced me to a bunch of people, some of whom I recognized from the porn videos that I watched.
"You still like to play poker?" Bill asked.
"Have a standing game every Friday night when I'm home."
"Good. There's an open seat at the table" and he led me over to a table where a game of seven-card stud was in progress. Bill introduced me, warned them that I was no stranger to the game and then took off to look to his other guests.
I'd been playing about an hour and I was doing okay. I was a winner, but not a big winner and that was okay because I never am. I play for the enjoyment of the game; the challenge of trying to read the other players, of bluffing to win and to not let myself be bluffed.
I was sitting there looking at my hand and trying to read the other players. The game was five-card draw. I had opened for twenty and gone into the draw with a pair of kings and had drawn three cards, two nines and a jack of clubs. There were three besides me still in the hand. Two had drawn three cards, which indicated they had gone in with a pair, and the third guy had drawn one card. Since it was jacks or better to open and he had passed to begin with I knew that he had tried to draw to a straight or a flush. Whether or not he had hit I would know if he called or raised. The question was how high a pair had the other two drawn to and had they gotten any help.
While I was sitting there trying to work things out in my mind an arm reached over my shoulder and picked up my empty beer bottle and placed a full one down in it's place. I mumbled distracted thanks and then bet twenty bucks. They guy on my left called, the next guy threw in his cards indicating that he hadn't filled his straight or flush. The third guy raised me ten, I called and the guy to my left folded. The third guy laid down his kings and sevens and said "Shit!" when I put down my kings and nines.
The next hand was my deal and I called five-card stud. After the deal I had a deuce looking up at me. I checked my hole card and saw another deuce. The guy to my left had a jack up and he bet ten. Everyone called and I dealt the next card, nobody paired visibly and I gave myself a six. The jack was still high and he bet another ten and everybody called. I dealt the cards and gave myself another deuce. That gave me the only visible pair, which made me high. With three of a kind I felt pretty strong, but a large bet would probably drive at least two or maybe even three of the other players out of the hand.
Conventional wisdom was to bet and drive them out before they could get help. But the more that stayed in the larger the pot. With one card remaining to be dealt and no other pair showing I felt I could gamble – that is what we all sat down to do, right? – so I bet ten and everyone stayed.
The last card gave everyone a pair showing, but the six of spades that I dropped in front of me gave me two pair showing. I had the high hand and so I bet twenty. The man to my left had paired his jack and he raised me twenty which meant that his hole card paired one of his other up cards, but not the jack or he would have been betting before that. The next two dropped out. The next guy called which told me he could beat two pair jacks high. He had a pair of sevens showing but he only called because he was hoping he wasn't going against three jacks. The last guy tossed in his hand and I called the raise and kicked it another twenty and everyone folded except the jacks to my left. He called me and then smiled at me when he turned over the third jack. He had done just what I had done; he kept the bet low to enlarge the pot. The smile slipped a little when I turned over the third deuce and showed him my full house.
As I raked in the pot one of the guys said:
"He's won two pots in a row with you standing behind him Mel. How about sharing some of that luck with the rest of us?"
I turned and saw Melody Malone standing behind me.
"Sorry guys, but he is a stranger in a strange town and I've appointed myself his guardian angel."
She smiled at me, reached down and picked up my beer and drained it and then took the empty and walked away. She was back in a couple of minutes with a full one and she set it down in front of me and then she wandered away. I lost the next five hands and then she came back and stood behind me and watched the game. I won the next three hands and then she wandered away again and I lost the next two. I told the guys to deal me out and I started to stand up and one of the guys said:
"Oh sure, just come in here, win all our money and then leave."
He was joking and I knew it, but I also knew that I shouldn't come into Bill's house and leave a bad taste in the mouths of his friends so I counted out what I had won – almost six hundred – and I tossed it in the middle of the table.
"Six hundred boys. Match it and I cut you high card for it."
"You're kidding. All six of us draw against you?"
"High card takes it all," I said.
The six guys put up another six hundred and one of them shuffled the cards, offered me the cut and when I shook my head no he spread them out across the center of the table. I told them to draw first and while they were pulling out their cards Melody came up to me with a fresh beer and then stood there watching. The six were all smiles as they laid down their kings, queens, jacks and tens, but the smiles all faded when I pulled my card and turned it over. It was the ace of hearts.
"Thank you gentlemen, it has been a most interesting evening and I hope we can do it again sometime."
As I was picking up the money Melody wandered off again. I was walking away from the poker table when Bill came up to me.
"You going to let me in on your little secret?"
"What secret is that?"
"What have you got that has this city's hottest porn star hanging over your shoulder?"
"I'm sure that it had nothing to do with me."
"Bullshit old buddy. Mel has been to dozens of my parties and she has never – I say again with emphasis, NEVER – gone over and stood by the poker table. And she has never – one more time with even more emphasis, NEVER – gone and got a guy a beer. She did it three times for you."
"I don't know Bill. She said something about me being a stranger in a strange town. Maybe it is because I'm the only one here that she doesn't know."
"Uh huh. You're holding out on me pal, but I will find out" and he walked away.
I spotted Melody Malone talking to three other women I recognized from my video collection and then I went out onto Bill's deck for some fresh air. I'd been there five minutes trying to see stars through all of LA's light and haze when I sensed someone behind me. I turned and there she was.
"Hello Mary."
"It's Melody now, or Mel for short. How are you Bob?"
"Fine, yourself?"
"I'm good. I don't mind telling you that it was a major surprise to see you here."
"No more of a surprise than my seeing you."
"Forgive my nosiness, but why are you here?"
"Bill and I grew up together. I was in town and he invited me over."
I saw what I took to be disappointment register on her face and I jokingly said:
"What? You thought that I had finally tracked you down?"
She looked my straight in the eye and said, "A girl can always hope."
I stared at her in silence for several seconds and then said, "If that was your hope, why did you never return my calls. Why did you not make some effort to keep in touch with me? Why did you just disappear on me?"
"It is a long story Bob and not a pretty one, but I can't talk about it here. Would you follow me home if I asked you to?"
"No."
Again I saw disappointment and I hastened to add, "Give me directions and I'll come by, but Bill is already curious about why you spent so much time around me tonight. I don't know the situation or relationships here and I'd just as soon keep a low profile until I know more. You leave and I'll wait half an hour and then I'll come by or I'll leave and you wait the half hour."
"You ashamed to be seen with the nasty porn whore?"
"No, I was just looking out for you. Not having the slightest ides about your life I was just trying to prevent talk that might cause you problems."
"That's sweet of you, but these are my friends and they all know me well enough that nothing I do surprises them. They will be curious and eventually one or two of them will ask about you and I'll tell them the truth."
"And just what is the truth?"
"At my place Bob. Let's get out of here."
Mary was hanging on my arm when I went to say goodnight to Bill and tell him I was leaving.
"Still going to tell me there is no secret?"
"There are secrets bud, and then there are secrets."
"That doesn't make sense to me."
"Some secrets are shared bud. I can't tell you what Mel might not want you to know. The secret is hers to tell not mine."
"I'll tell you later Bill" Mary said, "but not now. I'll call you in a couple of days. Right now I'm going to take Bob home with me and fuck his eyes out."
My eyebrows went up at that and Bill's jaw dropped, but before any more could be said Mary tugged on my arm and led me away.
+++++++++++++++++
I don't rent cars when I'm in LA. It is a whole easier to use cabs and let someone else be the frustrated driver dealing with the road rage so I squeezed myself into Mary's little BMW convertible for the ride to her place. I tried to start up a conversation, but she shut me down with:
"Not until we get to my place Bobby. I'll tell it all tonight, but my way and to my schedule."
"Schedule?"
"You'll see Bobby, it won't be long now, just a few more minutes."
We pulled up to a gated community and the security guard at the gate tipped his hat and said, "Good evening Ms. Malone" as he opened the gate for her. She pulled in a driveway, used a remote to open her garage door and we pulled inside and parked. The entry door from the garage led into the kitchen and as we walked in Mary said:
"Do you remember the last time we made love?"
I did and I told her so.
"It was on the kitchen table in that little studio apartment you had. That's where I want to pick things up."
I turned to her and saw that she had already let her dress slip to the floor and she was standing by the kitchen table kicking away her thong. She sat on the edge of the table and spread her legs.
"I want to pick up where we left off baby. I told Bill I was going to fuck your eyes out. That is the schedule I mentioned. I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk or see straight and then we can talk."
There she sat on the edge of the table, the girl who had fucked my brains out in college, the woman whose videos I had memorized and who I had cursed myself for letting get away and I was going to say no? As I dropped my trousers to the floor I wondered how many back home would ever believe me if I told them that I had fucked one of the most well known porn stars in LA on her kitchen table.
I know she expected me to step up to her and drive my cock into her, but I didn't. I lowered my face to her clean shaven pussy. Touching it only with my tongue I kicked her little button as she squirmed and pushed her pussy at me. I pulled my face back and just kept on licking. She was panting and moaning and I pushed a finger into her cunt and was rewarded with an, "oooohh godddd." I pushed another one in with the first and she screamed and bucked her hips up at me and I latched onto her clit with my lips and sucked it for all I was worth and she exploded in what I hoped was one of the best orgasms of her life.
I stood up and put my hard cock at the entrance to her pussy and hesitated while mentally chanting to myself, "Wait for it, way for it" and then it came:
"Do it, do it damn you, do it! Don't tease me, just do it!"
I shoved my cock forward and she was so hot and wet that I slid right in. I lifted her legs up onto my shoulders and began pushing into her with long hard strokes as she lay there on the table thrashing and screaming at me to fuck her and make her cum. I fucked her as hard and fast as I could until, with a long drawn out moan, she came. I felt the walls of her cunt trying to clasp my cock and I felt her hot juices flowing around my cock head and I exploded into her.
I stood there, her high heels next to my ears, looking down at her. I felt something flutter around my shrinking cock as her pussy tried to hold onto it and damned if it didn't start to come back to life. She felt it too and she said:
"The couch Bobby, the living room couch. This table is too hard on my back."
I picked her up and carried her into the living room and set her down on the couch. By then I was hard enough and I pushed her legs apart and thrust into her. She responded and I slowly started to fuck her pussy. I pushed in deep, slowly withdrew, held still for a fraction of a second and then pushed deep again.
"No" she cried out in frustration, "Don't tease me Bobby, fuck me, fuck me hard."
I ignored her. This wasn't going to be just another fuck session, at least not for me. I had no idea if I would ever get to do this again so I was going to do it my way.
"Damn you Bobby, fuck me" she cried and tried to buck her hips up at me in an attempt to get herself off, but I pulled back out of her until she held still and moaned:
"Oh please Bobby, please god don't do this to me. Fuck me Bobby, please fuck me" and then I slid my cock back into her.
I did it several times and each time as I sensed her orgasm approaching I stopped and waited several seconds before I began again. She was begging me to let her cum, but I kept toying with her until I felt myself ready and then I fucked her fast and furious. "Oh fuck!" she screamed as she came and at the same time I blew my load into deep into her. She held me to her as my cock went limp and then she said:
"My bedroom Bobby, take me to my bedroom; it's at the top of the stairs."
I picked her up and carried her up to a room with a king sized bed. I set her down on it and she pulled me down with her. She kissed me long and lovingly as her hand fondled my cock. She sent her tongue probing into my mouth and I sucked on it until she broke the kiss and moved down to take my cock in her mouth. I knew she was wasting her time. Hell, I'd just cum twice in the space of twenty-five minutes; it would be an hour before Mr. Happy would be ready to play again. Mary proved me wrong. It took her ten minutes, but she got me iron bar hard again.
"We never did this before Bobby, but this time I want you in my ass" she said as she got on her hands and knees. "I'm not a virgin back there Bobby, but go slow until you get all the way in."
I slid my cock in her pussy to get a coating of our juices on it and then I slowly pushed myself into her tight little ass. She hissed out a low, "Oh yes, oh God yes" and started pushing her ass back to meet my strokes. She moaned with pleasure as I plowed her butt with long hard strokes. I reached under her and my fingers found her love button and I rubbed it. Her entire body shook with the strength of her orgasm and as she was coming down from it I shot my cum up inside her.
I fell to the bed and she lay down and rolled up against me and we kissed. She pulled me out of the bed, led me to the bathroom and washed off my cock. Then she went down on her knees and went to work trying to get me up again. It was the most exhausting night of my life.
++++++++++++++++
I lay next to her on the bed, breathing hard and wondering why she couldn't accept it as a lost cause as she fondled me in a vain attempt to get me up one more time. Finally I said:



"Okay Mary, you win. My eyes are still in my head, but I seriously doubt that if I got out of bed I could walk."
"I keep telling you it is Melody now, or Mel, but not Mary."
"You can be Melody or Mel to your adoring fans, but you are always going to be Mary to me. Now, the first half of your schedule is out of the way so how about telling me why you ran out on me. Why didn't you come back from your father's funeral?"
"He was my step dad and I didn't go to the assholes funeral. I just used his death as a way to get away from you and don't take that wrong Bobby. Before you say a word let me explain. You were getting ready to ask me to marry you and I had to get away from you before that could happen."
I started to say something, but she put a finger to my lips and said:
"Hush baby, let me get it all out and then you can talk. I loved you Bobby and I would have loved being your wife, but I would have been a lousy wife and you would have ended up hating me. I considered marrying you and then trying to keep my bad side hidden, but I knew I would eventually get caught or someone would tell you about me."
"Tell me what?"
"That I was a cock hungry slut; that I was a round heeled whore, that under the right circumstances I was anybody's fuck toy."
She saw the look on my face and said, "It's true Bobby. I've been a slut since my step dad took my cherry at a very early age. Even when I was dating you I was fucking other guys and I would have kept it up even after we got married. I love sex Bobby, lots and lots of sex. Have you seen any of my videos?"
I nodded a yes.
"I'm not an actress Bobby. What you see when you watch my videos is the real me. I'm not acting; I'm doing what I love to do. I knew that about myself Bobby and I couldn't do it to you, I just couldn't. But I did love you and I would have said yes if you had asked me to marry you. I would have done it and it would have ruined your life so I ran."
"How could you be so sure it would have ruined my life?"
"You would have come home early one day and found me with someone or someone who knew us both would have seen me going into a motel or hotel and would have told you. In fact I'm surprised that no one ever told you about what I was doing while we were dating, about all the back seat time I had or the frat parties where I pulled trains."
"Did you ever stop to think that I might have loved you enough to share – to let you be yourself as long as you were mine?"
"No baby, I didn't, but it doesn't matter because you know you wouldn't have."
"How can you be so sure?"
"Because you threw your wife out on her ass when you caught her doing what I most likely would have been doing."
"How in the hell did you know that?"
"We have mutual acquaintances and I talk with them from time to time and I always ask about you."
"No one ever mentioned that."
"I asked them not to baby, I didn't want to open old wounds to no purpose. I almost walked out of Bill's tonight as soon as I saw you, but I couldn't."
"Why couldn't you?"
"Because I've missed you Bobby. You are the only man I've ever loved enough to consider marrying. Once I decided to stay it was all I could do to keep from throwing myself at you and jumping in your lap."
"Why didn't you?"
"Because I was afraid you would push me away and tell me to leave you alone."
"Well I didn't, so what now?"
"What do you mean?"
"Do I just get up, get dressed, say thanks for the trip down memory lane and leave?"
"That's about the way I had it figured. The only difference is that I was going to try and keep you company for as long as you are out here. How much time is that?"
"Four more days. I'm scheduled to fly out of LAX on Friday afternoon, but I could change it to the Sunday night red-eye. Six days isn't even close to the lifetime I wanted, but I suppose it is better than nothing at all."
"I can promise you a fun filled six days if you would like."
"How are you on weekend visits?"
"You would fly out here just to see me?"
"Or fly you to Denver. If you'll remember Colorado is lovely this time of the year."
"I remember, but it isn't a good idea."
"Why not?"
"Out here no one thinks twice about seeing someone in the porn industry. Being seen with a porn actress on your arm in Denver would create quite a buzz."
"I'm a big kid and I think I could handle it. Besides, think of the reputation it would give me with the local ladies. They would flock to me just to see what it was that had a famous porn star keeping company with me."
"Don't joke about it Bobby. Something like that could hurt you as far as your reputation in the business world went."
"Sorry, but now that we've connected I don't want to not see you again. I'll transfer out here. We can pick up where we left off. I'm talking marriage here Mary."
"Don't be stupid Bobby. It couldn't work now for the same reason that it wouldn't have worked back then. I wouldn't change; I wouldn't stop being me. I still would want lots of sex and not to hurt your ego baby, but you can't give me enough to keep me home. Look at you right now. I'm playing with your cock trying to get it up again and it is just lying there. You said it yourself; your eyes are still in, but you don't think you could get out of bed and walk. On the other hand I'm ready for more. I want more. If there was another guy here, or two or three for that matter, I'd jump out of this bed and leave you here while I fucked them."
"Maybe I could handle it. Did you ever think of that? And don't throw Claudia up at me. She was Claudia and not you."
"It doesn't matter Bobby. Even if you could live with being a cuckold I couldn't live with you being one. I would end up losing all respect for you if you could just sit back and let me be a whore. I'd come to see you as a wimp and I'd bring guys home with me and do it in front of you. I'd ask you to eat my pussy after they came in me. They would make fun of you and the word would get out that you were a wimpy cuckold and people who know you would laugh at you. Behind your back at first and then eventually to your face. No Bobby, I won't do that to either of us. But now that we are back in touch I do want to keep seeing you. Maybe once a month you can come out here for a weekend."
"What's the difference if I come out to see you or stay here with you?"
"I can be true for a week end Bobby, maybe even for as long as a week, but after a week all bets would be off. Let's take what we can work with Bobby."
"I guess I don't have much choice then, do I?"
+++++++++++
I spent the rest of the week with Mary, but when Friday came I went right from my meeting to LAX and caught my flight home. I didn't tell Mary. I left for my meeting that morning with her expecting me back and expecting me to stay until late Sunday. I couldn't do it. I'd spent years regretting that I hadn't gone after her when she left for the funeral and then I found out that it wouldn't have mattered if I had.
The memory I had of Mary was a false one. Still, I would have loved to stay with her, but I knew in my heart she was right and that I couldn't live the life she had predicted for me.
When I got home the nineteen videos I had of Melody went into the trash since there was no sense watching them and eating my heart out for something that I now knew could never have been.
In the weeks following my return from LA Mary left several messages on my answering machine, but I never returned the calls. I received three letters and I returned them unopened. I got home from work one night and found four phone calls from Bill on my machine. I called him and after some small talk he asked me what I had done to Melody.
"Nothing, why?"
"All she's done since you left is mope around."
"I don't know what the problem is Bill. All I did is get out of her life."
"Why in God's name would you do a thing like that?"
"Because she painted me a picture of the living hell my life would be if I stayed in hers."
"Well hoss, you know where to find me if you ever come back to LA. Don't be a stranger now, okay?"
"Sure enough bud, I'll look you up. I still need to give your buddies a chance to win some of their money back."
++++++++++++++++++
Thirty minutes after I hung up the phone my doorbell rang and I opened it to find Mary standing there with a suitcase.
"I've been sitting in a motel for the last six hours waiting for Bill to call me and tell me you were home. May I come in?"
I stepped aside to let her in and I closed the door and turned to see her standing there looking at me.
"I've taken a personal vow of fidelity Bobby, to you and only you. I don't know if I can do it, but I do know that I have to try. I have to do what I didn't do ten years ago, I have to give us a chance. Will you let me Bobby? Will you let me try?"
I stepped forward, took her in my arms and kissed her and then I picked up her suitcase, "Let me show you around the place."
All I can do now is cross my fingers and hope.
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Goddamn George Bush anyway Janice thought as she pulled up in front of the address that her friend Joan had given her. Just when she and Tom were finally getting their financial act together Bush had to activate Tom's reserve unit and ship him to some god-awful place in case we have to fight Saddam Hussein. All well and good for making Bush look tough, but not good for the Johnson's who now didn't have enough money coming in. She hoped that she could land the job that Joan had told her about. If she could get it the pay would definitely be more than she could make as a secretary. She would have to keep Tom from finding out though. If he knew she was bartending at a men's club he would have a fit. She checked the address one last time, checked her makeup in the mirror, took a deep breath and got out of the car.
From a window on the third floor two men watched as Janice got out of her car. "What do you think?" asked the shorter of the two.
"Looks good from here, but I'm going to want a much closer look. You think she'll be gullible enough to take the bait?"
The short man shrugged, "It just depends on how bad she needs the money. What's Joan got against her anyway?"
"Nothing. She hates the husband for some reason and sees this as a way to break them up."
"What's the saying, with friends like that who needs enemies?"
Janice walked up to the bar and when the bartender came over she told him that she was there to apply for the vacant bartenders position. He turned and picked up a phone, punched a button, said a few words and then hung up. " Mr. Petrosian will be out in a minute. Can I get you something, on the house?" Janice thanked him and asked for a Screwdriver. She was halfway through it when a short, stocky man came up to her and stuck out his hand. "I'm Ara Petrosian. Bring your drink and come on up to the office." Janice followed him to the back of the club and they got on an elevator. They got in and rode up to the top floor of the three-story building and when they got off she followed the man down a hallway and into a fairly large office where another man was seated and waiting for them. He stood up as Janice approached, "Mrs. Johnson. I'm John, Ara's partner. So good of you to come." Petrosian led her to a conference table, pulled out a chair for her and then when all three of them were seated Petrosian said, "Joan speaks highly of you, but I'm sure that you realize that we need a little more than just that. You are interested in the day bartender's position so why don't you tell us a little about yourself and your qualifications for the job."
For the next twenty minutes Janice described her background, but as she talked she sensed that she was not telling these men what they wanted to hear. When she was done she looked hopefully from Ara to John and wanted to cry when Ara said:
"What do you think" and John replied "I don't think so."
Turning to her John said, "If we were a corner bar you would do admirably, but we are not a corner bar. We are an exclusive men's club and we cater to a clientele heavy into exotic mixed drinks and you have no experience in that area. I'm sure you could learn in time, but we need some one who can hit the ground running, so to speak. I'm sorry, I just don't think we can use you."
Then Ara spoke up, "What about as a replacement for Alice?"
John looked at her, "I don't know. She could probably handle it, but she's married and that never seems to work out well."
Janice got her hopes up a little and said, "If I might ask, what's the job and why is my being married a problem?"
John nodded at Ara who said, "Alice was our daytime hostess. We cater a lot of daytime parties for members who bring in people from out of town for sales meetings, seminars and the like. There are three reasons why married women don't work out in a job like Alice's. First is the costume that you would be required to wear. It is an extremely low-cut blouse, and extremely short skirt and the kind of high heels that are referred to as Come Fuck Me pumps. The costume fairly invites lewd and lascivious behavior on the part of the clientele, but quite frankly - it is meant to. Next, and I make no apologies for the language I'm about to use, is that this is a men's club and you will be constantly exposed to words like cock, fuck, pussy, cunt and ass all the time. The third problem is jealous husbands. Most married women are too embarrassed to wear the costume and they always seem to have a problem with the language. The real problem is the husband. When he finds out that his wife is parading around a bunch of men in the costume that she has to wear they either go ballistic or start getting jealous of the men who are members of the club and they cause problems. Problems are things that we don't need."
Janice took a deep breath and said, "I don't think you need worry about those things with me. I grew up with five brothers and I don't think that there is a cuss word that I haven't heard. The costume shouldn't be a problem either because from the sounds of it I wear bikinis smaller than that. My husband won't be causing any problems because he's not here. His reserve unit was activated and he was shipped off to Kuwait. He won't be back for anywhere from six months to a year. That's why I need this job. His allotment will cover day care for the kids and groceries, but not much else. If the job pays enough I can put up with anything."
Ara looked at John, "What did Alice average?"
John thought for a minute, "She averaged about twelve hundred a week."
Jesus Christ, Janice thought, for twelve hundred a week I'd walk around the club naked.
"What do you think?"
Ara asked and John shrugged, "I still don't like the fact that she's married" and he turned to Janice. "Let's be really clear on this. We keep saying that this is a men's club and I want you to be fully aware of what that means. We cater to men. The female help is dressed as skimpily as we can legally get away with for the specific purpose of pleasing men. You are supposed to smile and be cheerful no matter what happens. If you are circulating in a room and one of the members cops a feel you smile and keep on circulating. If you are serving a drink and you bend to set the drink on the table and a member looks down your blouse you smile sweetly at him. If he decides to give you a tip and he stuffs a bill in your bra and touches your tits when he does it you smile and say thank you. If he runs a hand up your leg you can clamp them together to keep him from going higher, but you smile. On the other hand if you don't clamp your legs together you might get a bigger tip. If a member asks you to meet him after work and fuck him you smile and say that management frowns on things like that and you would get fired, but you smile when you say it. Are you getting the drift of what I'm saying?"
Both men could see that Janice wasn't really thinking about anything but the twelve hundred dollars. Truth was that it was usually more than that, a lot more, but if they told her the real figure up front she might guess what the job really was. For her part Janice was thinking that what she would have to put up with was no more than she had suffered through in high school. Jesus, twelve hundred a week.
John went on, "So you can see why we are reluctant to put a married woman in that position." Janice smiled and tried to keep her voice normal as she said, "No problem, I can handle it."
Ara and John looked at each other and some sort of silent communication passed between them and then John looked at her and said, "Okay, let's see."
Janice looked at herself in he mirror, "God, if Ted saw me now he would throw me on the floor and fuck me." She was wearing an extremely low cut blouse with an uplift bra and a skirt that came to mid thigh. She knew if she bent at the waist to put drinks on a table that her panty-clad ass would show. But that's what this was all about, wasn't it? Keep them randy and occupied so that they stayed to look (and touch if they could get away with it) and buy more drinks and spend more money. All she had to do to nail down the job was to put on this costume and show John and Ara that she could be comfortable around men while wearing it. She checked her makeup one last time and walked back to the office. She found out immediately that things might not be as easy as she thought.
"Here she comes now" John said to the other six men sitting around the table, "Did you ever see such fine legs?"
A man sitting opposite him said, "I'd fuck her in a heartbeat. How about it sweetie, any chance I could get a taste?"
Smile Janice thought, don't forget to smile, "I'm sorry sir, but management frowns on that. What can I get you gentlemen?" She took their drink orders and then took the elevator down to the main floor to get them filled. When she got in the elevator to go back up two men got in with her and as soon as the door closed one of them grabbed her and kissed her. She had the drink tray in her hands and couldn't push him away. While the one man was kissing her, pushing his tongue in her mouth, the other was rubbing her tits with one hand and her pussy with the other. As the man kissing her probed her mouth with his tongue she knew that she had to stand there and take it - it had to be a test - John and Ara wanted to see how she would handle it. When the elevator reached the top floor the two men released her and she headed back to Petrosian's office. She felt a little flushed, and why not, it had been almost six weeks since Ted had gone and all she'd had since then - all she could allow herself to have - was a dildo. As she walked around the table one of the men ran a hand up her leg. She was almost at the point of clamping her knees together, but decided not to. If they wanted to test her, let them do their best. The man's hand rubbed her pussy and she felt a slight shiver in the lower part of her body, but she looked down at him and smiled:
"Can I get you something else?"
He smiled back at her and said, "I'll give you five hundred dollars to meet me when you get off and give me a blow job."
She smiled at him, "I'm truly sorry sir. As much as I would like to it is against the rules and it could cost me my job" and she backed away from him.
For the next half-hour they ran her around fetching them drinks, snacks and things and through it all there was the constant sexual harassment, both verbal and physical. She had made three trips down to the main bar and there were always two and sometimes three men on the elevator with her. They grabbed her, felt her up, kissed her and one of them even finger fucked her while two others held her and played with her tits. She was sure she wouldn't have to put up with stuff like this when she got the job, but she was equally sure that she was being tested and she was determined to get the job.
"When should we do it" Ara asked John.
"Let's give it another half hour."
It was lunchtime and Janice had taken their food order and called it down to the kitchen. When the kitchen called and said it was ready once again got in the elevator. Three men were there waiting for her and before the door even closed she was grabbed. A mouth covered hers and a tongue stabbed in. Hands reached inside her blouse and played with her tits. Out of the corner of one eye she saw one man hit the emergency stop button and the elevator shuddered to a halt. Hands pulled her legs apart and a rough hand pulled the crotch band of her panties aside. She was pinned against the wall, hands roaming all over her body, tongue swirling in her mouth. Her legs were lifted and then she felt it - larger than any finger - pushing at her pussy. She screamed out, but the sound died in the mouth of the man who had his mouth on hers and she felt the cock move into her. With every stroke she was pushed against the wall. She struggled to get away and she screamed, but in only moments those screams turned into moans as her body heated up and began to welcome the invader.
The six men around the conference table watched on the closed circuit television as the three men took turns fucking Janice. When the three men were done one of them pushed the button that started the elevator down toward the first floor. The men got of the elevator on the second floor leaving a bedraggled Janice leaning against the wall of the elevator. "What do you think" Ara asked John. "Depends on how bad she wants the money. If she is back up here with the food in the next ten minutes or so, she's ours."
When the elevator door opened on the first floor Janice pulled herself away from the wall and headed for the ladies room. She was disgusted with herself. Her big plans to remain chaste and wait for Ted's return were history now. By the time the second man had pushed his cock into her she had wanted it - she had wanted it bad. If the third man had been two seconds slower in getting into her she would have asked him to hurry. As she cleaned herself up she began asking herself if taking this job was a good idea. Oh she would love the money, but after what she had been through today she wondered at her ability to handle all the sexual innuendo. She could see herself going home sexually frustrated every night and how long before she tossed the dildo aside and went looking for relief. Steady girl, she told herself, don't quit now. They've taken their shot - walk back into that fucking room and smile them down! Besides, if what happened in that elevator was common Joan would have warned her about it. Plus, she couldn't believe that Ara and John would have gone to that extreme just to test her. It was probably a case of the three men recognizing she was new and taking advantage of the situation. They probably knew how Ara and John felt and they gambled that the new girl wouldn't run crying to them. She wiped her face, dried her hands and headed for the kitchen to get the food order.
Ara saw Janice wheel the food cart into the elevator and smiled, "We've got her." He turned to another man and asked if everything was ready and the man said that it was. Janice wheeled the food cart into the room and over to the conference table. The six men stood up and four of them walked over to her and grabbed her. Before she knew what was happening she was lying on her back on the conference table. Hands were pulling off her panties and a mouth covered hers. Hands were playing with her tits and other hands were pulling her legs apart. Her struggles were useless and her screams were cut off by a tongue working its way down her throat. A cock speared into her already cum filled cunt and she heard John say:
"You have the job. Look upon this as your initiation."
The man in her pussy was taking his time, working her, knowing that with hands working her breasts and a tongue probing her mouth a cock was eventually going to make her want what she was getting. She fought it; she fought just as she had in the elevator - she owed it to her absent husband not to give in, but she knew she was kidding herself. The incident in the elevator was proof of that. But for her own self respect she was determined to fight it as long as she could and she did better than she had expected. She was able to hold out until the third man was pounding her with his cock before she finally gave up the fight. By the fifth man she was begging for it and then she lost it and became an almost mindless, but extremely responsive, cum receptacle as man after man mounted her. She had no idea how many men used her; she vaguely remembered the downstairs bartender, and she was almost certain that the three from the elevator took her again and of course the six from the conference table, but there were more - a lot more.
Finally it was over and John and Ara helped her off of the table and into a chair. Ara and John sat across from her and studied her for a minute before Ara said, "We lied to you Mrs. Johnson. Everything we told you was a lie. When we told you that you were to smile at our guests and say no it was a lie. If a guest asks you to get under the table and suck his cock you will do it. If a guest tells you to lie down on a table so he can fuck you, you will do it. Whatever a customer wants you will do it and you will do it with a smile. We lied when we said you couldn't meet customers after work, but that is between you and the customer. We encourage those meetings, but we only own you from nine to five. That's right Mrs. Johnson, I said own and I meant it in its own specific definition. We own you now. What that means is that you now work for us. That's right, you have the job. More to the point you have the job whether you want it or not. I repeat, we own you now." John called out:
"Sam, we are ready for you now."
One of the men who had fucked Janice rolled a little cart with a TV and VCR on it up to where she was sitting. He plugged it in and the TV came on and Janice saw herself lying on the conference table begging men to fuck her.
"The biggest lie we told was that we didn't like to hire married woman. We only hire married women Mrs. Johnson, preferably ones with children because they are so much easier to control. Just imagine what would happen if your husband were to receive a copy of this tape as he sits in a tent in Kuwait. How about his parents reaction to a copy? Think maybe they might decide to protect his interests while he is gone and take your children away from you? Think about the reactions of all the people we could send a copy: your family, your friends, your church, and the school your children attend or maybe even your neighbors. So you see Mrs. Johnson we own you from nine to five Monday through Friday. Unless we miscalculated. Did we miscalculate Mrs. Johnson? Perhaps you don't care what your family and friends think of you. Maybe you were tired of your husband anyway. And is it possible that you are one of those women who would just as soon not have children and wouldn't mind giving then up? Did we miscalculate Mrs. Johnson? Why don't we find out? We only fucked your cunt Mrs. Johnson. We left your mouth and ass alone for a reason. Your choice right now is a simple one. If we miscalculated all you need do is get out of your chair and walk out. The other choice is to get out of that chair and crawl over to me and suck my cock while John fucks you in your ass. What will it be Mrs. Johnson?"
Janice stared at the two men as the impact of what Ara had just said registered. Her parents, Ted's parents - Jesus, she couldn't let them see that tape. And Ted, she would lose him for sure; and her babies, they could actually be taken away from her. Sweet Jesus, how did she let herself get into this mess? "Come, come Mrs. Johnson, we need a decision here." She struggled with the problem; Ted would be gone at least six months at a minimum - six months that she could use to find a way out of this mess. She hated it, but she knew what she had to do. She slipped out of the chair and began the crawl to where Ara's cock jutted up out of his lap.
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I am getting more pussy now than I have ever gotten before in my life and it boggles the mind that it is happening. I have three women who are trying to fuck my brains out. The odd thing is that one time all three of them hated my guts and all three of them, with varying degrees of success, had tried to ruin me. All three of them are ex-wives.
I married Helen in 1956 when I was eighteen and stupid and we were married just a little over seven years. The marriage ended when I came home from work early one day and found her playing hide the sausage with the asshole who was supposed to be my best friend. The divorce was a very bitter one and the custody fights over the three kids went on for the next ten years with neither of us willing to give an inch. Helen usually prevailed because the court system was loaded in favor of the woman even when you could show evidence of bad character. The Helen dropped out of sight and I didn't see her or hear about her for the next twenty years.
Nan and I were married two years after the divorce from Helen was final and that marriage also lasted seven years. It ended one day when I came home and found that I had been replaced by a cult. They called it a religion, but as far as I was concerned the Jehovah Witnesses were a cult of wackos. When Nan could not convince me to join them the marriage was effectively over, the final straw being when she called me a godless heathen. The divorce started out civil enough; we sat down and divided things up, agreed on what I should pay for child support for the two kids and on visitation and then I left it to her to file for the no fault divorce. Then, without telling me, she had a lawyer who belonged to her cult handle it and when the dust settled all the agreements we had made had been thrown in the trash can. Instead of dividing things she took it all. Child support was set at three times what we had agreed on and twice more than I could pay and then the courts gave her the right to use the kids as income tax deductions even though I was paying more than two thirds of their support. And then, to add insult to injury the fucking lawyer managed to get the court to order me to pay his fees. Within three years the kids were begging me to let them come live with me, but the courts wouldn't allow it because once again the system was loaded against men. Even though the kids ran away from home four times I still could not get them. Fights over the kids and treachery during the divorce poisoned what had started out as an amiable split.
Next on my hit parade of bad choices was Susanne. By the time I met her I had made up my mind to never ever get married again. I also made a vow to have no more kids and I had a vasectomy to insure that it wouldn't happen again. Susanne and I lived together for five years before I got weak minded and put a ring on her finger. But I figured that five years of getting along great seemed to show that it could last so we said our I do's and made it permanent. I was working afternoons at the time and Susanne was working days so we didn't see much of each other except on weekends. One Saturday during our eighth year together (three of them as man and wife) I found out how Susanne filled her free time when I wasn't around. "Guess what?" she said, "You are going to be a daddy." I just stared at her for a minute and then I said, "Guess what. No I'm not." Susanne was a little miffed that I hadn't told her about having a vasectomy. She did her best to try and convince me that the vasectomy hadn't taken and that I was the father, but I wasn't buying it. I had a knock down drag out with her dad when he accused me of calling his little girl an unfaithful whore. I told him that I hadn't called her anything of the sort. I only maintained that I wasn't the daddy and that her condition - absent my fatherhood - spoke for itself. Her father hired a high priced lawyer to handle her side of the divorce, but for once I won in court when the lab tests showed zero sperm count and the blood work showed that no way could it have been me.
Last year my oldest daughter decided to get married after living with her boyfriend for fifteen years and having three kids by him. The wedding was the first time I'd seen Helen in almost twenty years and I was surprised to see that she was just as sexy looking as she had been on the day we married. I was just as surprised to learn that she had moved back into town and had been living here for the last five years. Things had not mellowed any between us over the years and except for exchanging frosty glances we kept our distance from each other. Her husband was out of town and didn't make the wedding and the three kids saw this as an opportunity to push mom and dad back together. Even though Helen and I didn't speak we found ourselves being pushed together, shoulder to shoulder, whenever some one wanted photographs of the family. Given our relationship I was somewhat astounded to wake up the next morning with Helen's pussy only inches from my nose and her hot mouth on my cock. I didn't remember getting to the motel; I only vaguely remembered someone bouncing up and down on my cock, and I sure as hell did not remember getting together with Helen. I found out later that the two of us had gotten rip-roaring drunk and our kids had taken us to the motel, put us in a room together and then hoped for the best.
They got part of their wish. Helen and I didn't leave that room for two days. We might have gone three except she had to get home and be there when her husband got there. There wasn't any love or affection involved, just pure unadulterated sex and when we left the motel I never expected to see her again. Two days later I got a phone call from her asking me to meet her for lunch. Having nothing better to do I agreed to meet her and when I got to the restaurant she cut right to the chase, "I've got a room at the hotel across the street. You want to eat first?" The woman was insatiable. She sucked my cock and we fucked. I ate her pussy and we fucked. We went sixty-nine and we fucked and then we started all over again. I think we pretty much accepted the fact that we really didn't like each other, but realized that if we kept the conversation to things like, "Fuck me harder" and "Make me cum" and "Oh yes, oh God yes" that we could get along. Helen and I got together two or three times a week and once, when her husband was out of town for a week I slept with her in her own bed. She made sure that I was fucking her when she took her husbands nightly phone call and I think she got a big kick out of saying, "Yes honey, I miss you too" as my cock was sliding in and out of her cunt.
I didn't have a regular girlfriend at the time, but then I didn't really need one with Helen calling me and asking me to come over and scratch her itch. Then things got wackier. My youngest son graduated from college and his wife threw him a graduation party. Nan and I were both invited - (Abigail, his wife, having assumed that the two of us would at least be civil at our son's party) - and we both attended. Nan was with her husband and it was easy enough to avoid them. The party was fun and everyone was having a good time. About nine o'clock in the evening I went outside to get some fresh air. I walked out behind the garage to get away from the patio and it's lights so I could see the stars better and I was looking up at them when someone walked up and stood next to me. I turned and saw that it was Nan. I started to walk away but she reached out and grabbed my arm and said, "Please, don't go." I stopped and she said, "I just wanted to say that I'm sorry. You were right. They were a bunch of wackos and I am sorry for what I put you and the kids through. I know it is a little late, but is there anyway I can make it up to you?"
Bear in mind that I had harbored a grudge against her for a good many years and the fact that she was now saying that she was sorry cut no ice with me. Intending to be as nasty to her as I could I said, "You can suck my dick. That might go a little ways toward making it right." I expected a slap across the mouth and for her to go storming off, but all she did was give me a long look and then go to her knees in front of me. I was so surprised that I just stood there with my mouth hanging open and she had my cock out of my pants before I got my senses back. Her tongue was working on me and one hand was caressing my balls while a finger from her other hand was teasing my asshole. I tried to hold out and make it last, but she seemed to know when I was ready and she stuck a finger up my ass and I exploded in her mouth. As if giving me the blow job wasn't surprise enough, she swallowed - something that she would never do when we were married - and then, wonder of wonders, she kept on licking and sucking until I was hard again. I pulled her to her feet, pushed her back against the garage, forced her legs apart and then I fucked her. Every time I rammed my cock into her pussy her head would fly back and bang against the garage wall. I know it must have hurt, but I didn't care and I just kept fucking her as hard as I could. When I came I held myself in her until my cock got soft and then I stepped back, tucked myself back into my pants and zipped up.
Nan was leaning back against the wall of the garage breathing heavily and with cum running down her left inner thigh and she said, "If you wanted to punish me why didn't you just bend me over and fuck me in my ass?" I looked at her for a couple of moments and then I said, "Maybe next time" and I walked off and left her there.
The following Thursday I had just gotten home from an afternoon with Helen and I was getting ready to take a shower when there was a knock on the door. I opened it to find Nan standing there. She pushed past me into the room and I closed the door and turned to look at her. She reached into her purse and took something out and then said, "You said you would do my ass next time. I would prefer that you use this" and she tossed me what she had in her hand. It was a tube of KY jelly. "You want me over the back of the couch or on the bed?" she asked as she started undressing. I took her bent over the back of the couch and Jesus was she ever tight. She started out crying and screaming, but after several minutes she started moaning and then it was "Yes, yes, yes, oh God yes" until I emptied myself in her ass. When I finally pulled away from her she said, "Okay, have you got all the mad out of your system now?" I told her that I guessed that I did and she said, "Good. Can we go into your bathroom and wash your dick so that you can give me a pain free, good old fashioned fucking?"
I looked at her and asked, "Why are you doing this?"
"Because I'm horny."
"I hate to say this, but isn't that a condition that your husband is supposed to take care of?"
"Don't get me wrong, I love him to death, but he's got a small cock and he can't satisfy me. I need a stiff dick with no emotional strings attached. Now, do you want it or not?"
For the next three months I had a full schedule trying to take care of Helen and Nan. It amazed me that both of them could claim to love their husbands and still fuck me every chance that they got. But I had a good thing going for myself and I wasn't about to say or do anything that would fuck it up.
I was sitting in a booth at Barry's Irish Pub one night when Susanne slid into the booth next to me. Since I had the wall on one side and Susanne on the other I was stuck there and all I could do was scowl at her. She laughed at me and said, "You are such a fucking hypocrite."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"Both of your other ex's fucked you over a hell of lot worse than I did and you are fucking them both. Now you are scowling at me? That's as good a definition of hypocrisy as you can get."
"How do you know that?"
"Sweetie, the only people in town who don't know it are the two dim-bulbs that they are married to."
"So what do you want?"
"The same thing that they are getting."
"You can't be serious?"
"Oh but I am. Just remember sweetie that the only reason we are apart is because you took yourself away from me. I didn't throw you out or leave you."
"Bullshit! You were my wife and you were fucking other guys."
"There you go with that damn hypocrisy again. I was a married woman alone a lot and I needed some sex and a couple of guys got lucky. I didn't leave you over any of them so what did it matter. You on the other hand are fucking two married women behind their husband's back, but because you are a guy it's all right, is that it?"
I started to say something and Susanne held up her hand, "That's neither here nor there. What is true is that you have forgiven both of them, at least enough so that they can be bed partners so why can't I get some amnesty too?"
We left the bar and didn't even get out of the parking lot. We fucked on the back seat of her car and then we went to my place and fucked away most of the night.
So there we are. I'm fucking all three of my ex-wives more than I ever did when I was married to them and I do have to admit that I'm loving it. Susanne has been pushing for us to get back together and I keep telling her maybe, but not just yet. The real reasons I'm not ready is Nan's tight asshole and the charge I get out of fucking Helen while she is on the phone telling her hubby how much she loves him and misses him. If I got back together with Susanne she would make me give them up and I'm nowhere near being ready to do that.
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Jackie was a stuck up bitch with an "I'm much better than you" demeanor. She looked down her nose at every one else in the family and I can honestly say that there wasn't anyone in the family that liked her with the possible exception of her husband Matt. I say possible because I'm not even sure he liked her after being married to her a while.
Matt, or Matthew as he preferred to be called, was my wife's brother. In a way he and Jackie deserved each other. Matt (I call him that because it pisses him off) is a smug, pompous asshole who thinks he is better that the rest of his family because he is the only one who went to college. He conveniently forgets that it was his parents whose scrimping and saving made it possible. Anyway, I disliked them both and avoided them as much as possible.
Believe it or not this posed a major hardship for me. As a confirmed cockhound and card carrying 'dirty old man' to deprive myself of being able to look at Jackie actually hurt. If you could overlook her personality the rest of her was stunning. Five foot seven inches tall and about one hundred and twenty pounds packed into a figure that was 36-22-34. Long black hair that fell to the middle of her back and legs to die for. She had the goods and she knew it and she always dressed to show it off. Blouses and dresses that showed plenty of upper boob and cleavage; hems always high enough to display her magnificent legs which she always emphasized by wearing high heels. I loved looking at her, but I just couldn't stand to be around her.
You can't always avoid the people that you want to. There are always family gatherings that you have to attend, be they weddings, funerals, birthday parties or anniversary parties. It was at one of these command performances that I finally got pissed off enough at Matt and Jackie to consider doing something to them. It was my wife's parents thirty-fifth wedding anniversary party and about two hours into it Jackie made some comment about the sad state of my in-laws furniture. It was a tacky comment to begin with, but what really pissed me off was the way Matt handled it. Instead of telling Jackie that they had spent all their money to get him a college education the asshole said:
"It's what they are comfortable with my dear and they are happy with it."
I got so mad that I almost went over and unloaded on the two of them, but my wife grabbed my arm and told me to let it go.
But I couldn't let it go and it ate at me until I promised myself that someday I would do something to those two snobs. Over time however I forgot about it until another one of those command performances. This time it was the wedding of my wife's cousin. My wife was in bed with the flu and so I went alone to represent our part of the family. Matt was out of town on business so Jackie came by herself. As usual she looked fantastic. I was sitting at a table sipping my drink when my wife's younger brother came over and sat down with me. He saw where I was looking and he said, "She sure is something, isn't she?"
I just nodded a yes.
"You don't like her anymore than I do, do you?"
I looked over at him and grinned, "You are pretty smart for someone your age."
He said, "What I would like to do is get her drunk, take her outside and fuck her and then just before cumming I'd pull out and shoot it all over her. Then I'd take a picture of her lying there, legs spread and with cum all over her and send it to Matt."
A light bulb went off over my head. "You think we could do it? I've got my digital camera in the car. We could take pictures of both of us doing her and crop out our faces. We could send Matt a whole album."
He laughed and said, "Why not? The poor dear is all alone since nobody likes her enough to sit with her. Let's join her and see if we can get her blitzed enough."
We worked out a plan. I would go over, make small talk and then ask her to dance. She would probably say yes if for no other reason than to get out on the dance floor where she could be admired. Then Jerry would join us and we would take turns dancing with her. While one of us had her on the dance floor the other would get her a fresh drink, always doubles or triples, and with any luck we could get her outside, fuck her on the back seat of her own car and take pictures of it. Then we could just go off and leave her there with the car door open and the dome light on so every one could see her.
Jackie greeted my approach with suspicion. Whatever else she might be, she wasn't dumb. "What no good reason brings you to this table?"
"Trying to make the best of a bad night. I'm alone and love to dance. You are alone and love to dance. I figure if we keep our hands where they belong and not on each other's throats we will be okay."
"You think, huh?"
On the dance floor she was a dream. She fit perfectly into my arms and she was a great dancer. We looked good together and we fit. If it was anyone else my wife might have reason to worry. We stayed on the floor until the band took a break and when we got back to the table Jerry was there with a fresh round of drinks.
"I wanted to cut in, but you two looked so good out there together I decided to wait and ask for the next set."
Jackie looked from Jerry to me and then back to Jerry, "All right you two, what's going on here."
Jerry threw up his hands and said, "For Christ's sake! What's wrong with trying to be nice." Jackie just looked at him. "Okay, okay. I just thought that maybe, just maybe you might be different when 'old stuffed shirt' wasn't around."
Jackie's face began to cloud over and fortunately the band started to play again and I drug her back out on the dance floor. For the next three hours Jerry and I fed her booze and danced with her. All of Jackie's drinks were doubles and triples, but I had long since switched from vodka tonics to plain tonic water with a twist of lime. As Jackie moved through the various stages of intoxication, from talkative, to silly, to woozy Jerry and I acted along with her. Finally we reached the point where I suggested that we go outside for some fresh air and I walked her out a side door into the parking lot with Jerry close behind.
We moved away from the building toward my car and I got my camera out and handed it to Jerry. As I steered Jackie toward her own car she tripped on something and I caught her. Then my mouth was on hers and my tongue was probing and she beat weakly on my chest. I ignored her and eventually she began to return the kiss. Then I turned her and passed her to Jerry who in turn gave her back to me. We kept that up for about five minutes and then I picked her up and carried her to her car. Jerry had her purse and he got her keys out and unlocked her car. I set her on her feet and kissed her again and her arms went around my neck and she pressed herself into me. Oh ho I thought, this is going to be easier than I thought. I dropped my hands to her tits and she didn't stop me. I pulled her skirt up to her waist and she didn't stop me. I unzipped and took out my cock and put her hand on it and she didn't stop me, and what's more, she didn't let go. To hell with the back seat - I pushed her back on the hood of the car, moved the crotch band of her panties to one side and she didn't try to stop me as I pushed my way into her. Jackie pulled her mouth off mine, "That's it, push it in, push it in, oh yes, like that, just like that."
Whoa I thought, why didn't I try this sooner.
When Jerry and I came up with the plan I expected her to be on the back seat with her head rolling from side to side, her brain fogged and not knowing what was going on. Instead, here she was on the hood of her car asking me to fuck her harder. Her mouth moved back to mine and her tongue snaked into my mouth and her legs locked around my waist and she moaned as I slammed into her. Out of the corner of my eye I could see the occasional flash as Jerry recorded the event for posterity. I felt my release coming and I thought "I hope you have your diaphragm in lady because here it comes" and I emptied myself into her hot snatch. She jerked her mouth away from mine:
"No, goddamn you, no!"
I thought she was pissed because I came in her, but I was wrong.
"No damn it, no! I'm almost there!"
I lifted her off the hood of the car and carried her to the back seat and laid her down. "Come on Jerry, hurry up. This bitch is hot and she needs it."
Jerry handed me the camera and climbed in between her legs. They came up and locked behind him and Jackie practically screamed at him, "Fuck me goddamn it, fuck me!"
Jerry fucked her hard for a good five minutes while I drove Jackie's car to a dark corner in the back of the parking lot. Then it was my turn again. Jackie couldn't get enough and Jerry and I fucked her a total of seven times before Jerry had to leave. I ended up having to drive Jackie home and she had her mouth on my cock all the way. I fucked her once more while parked in her garage and then I carried her into the house and got her a couple of more times in her bed before the two of us fell asleep. At six in the morning she was sucking my cock and trying to get me up again. I started to feel good about Jackie and made up my mind not to fuck over her. That good feeling lasted all of sixty seconds. When it became obvious to her that I was dead in the dick department she shoved me out of the bed and - her exact words - told me to get my worthless ass out of her house.
I plugged my digital camera into one of the USB ports on my computer and brought up the photos from the night before. I deleted every one in which Jerry and I could be recognized and then I printed the rest. Then, just in case Jackie opened all the mail, I sent the pictures to Matt at his office. A week went by and then one day Matt showed up at my office. He tossed the envelope that I'd sent him down on the desk in front of me and said:
"Thanks, but I don't need them. I like mine better."
He tossed a second envelope down on the desk. I opened it and found it full of photos of me and Jerry fucking Jackie while we took pictures of it.
"My private detective took those. My business trip was a set up so I could catch the cheating bitch. If you hadn't sent me yours it would have ended there as far as you were concerned. But you did send me yours and I know why you did it. It wasn't to show me that Jackie was cheating on me; it was because you wanted to burn her and then rub my nose in it. Well sport, that works both ways. I sent a copy of my photos to my sister. Have a nice time when you get home tonight" and he turned and left.
My wife kicked my ass out, sued for divorce and got almost everything. Matt tossed Jackie out and she didn't get much of anything either. About a month after the smoke cleared my doorbell rang and when I opened the door I found Jackie standing there. She pushed past me into my apartment and took a look around:
"God, what a dump, but I guess it will have to do." She turned to face me, still standing at the door, and said, "Close it, you're letting all the flies out."
Her attitude was starting to piss me off. Granted that the apartment wasn't a mansion, but it wasn't near as bad as she was insinuating.
"To what do I owe the honor of your presence?"
"I thought you would never ask. I'm your new roommate."
The look on my face said it - "What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Hey" she said, "It was because of you that Matthew threw me out so I decided that it was up to you to keep a roof over my head."
I was just about to say, "Over my dead body" when she pulled her sweater over her head and stepped out of her skirt. She struck a pose and said, "It is still every bit as good as it was the last time you wanted it. You really want me to leave?"
She had a point there and I had an erection, but I couldn't help but ask "Why me?"
Jackie grinned at me, "Because you are an asshole and for some strange reason I am attracted to assholes. You want to show me where the bedroom is?"
I never would have believed it, not in a thousand years, but as I led her toward the bedroom I was thinking, "Damn. This just might work out."
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As told to Just Plain Bob by Mrs. Hottbutt
I began noticing him weeks ago. He came into the sandwich shop every day at 1:25 after most of the lunch crowd had dispersed. I would watch from the window as he came from the high-rise across the street. He always had a copy of some financial newspaper tucked under his arm. He wore an expensive suit and I surmised that he must be a financial consultant of some kind. He was maybe early forties, casually handsome, with a hint of gray at the temples. He had the most beautiful, piercing light-green eyes I had ever seen. On two different occasions our eyes had met and locked together, but both times ended quickly with his eye averting and his face flushing crimson. So I figured out that he was very shy.
He always ordered the turkey club without cheese and a soda. He would sit near the window and read his paper while he ate his lunch. He was always alone. He wore no wedding ring. His cell phone never rang and he never called anyone. He seemed oblivious to everyone and everything else around him. He would spend exactly 55 minutes in the sandwich shop. Then he'd clean his table, fold his paper and head out the door and across the street to his building.
+++++++++++
My fantasies of him began shortly after I learned his daily lunch routine. As I sat alone at my table across the room from him, I'd try to imagine how he kissed. I wondered what he looked like underneath all those expensive clothes, his cock hardened and ready. I wondered what those nicely manicured fingers would feel like stroking my nipples. I wondered how he would taste if I ever got his manhood inside my mouth. I wondered how he would sound moaning and groaning at the pleasure I could give him. I wondered how it would feel to have his throbbing dick deep inside my hungry pussy. I had mental pictures of him throwing me down onto the table, taking me fiercely, pushing my tight skirt to my waist, his expensive trousers undone just enough, his turkey club falling onto the floor.
I would watch him eat and read and I would imagine walking over to him, reaching down and taking hold of the bulge beneath his zipper. The more I fantasized about him, the more I wanted him and the more daring my fantasies became. I imagined him fucking me hard from behind, his tie brushing across my nude backside with each hard thrust. I imagined playing with my wet pussy, my fingers dipping in and out while he watched me. I imagined him spurting his hot cum all over my face and in my hair. I imagined his hot breath on my neck and my tits. I wanted this man. I needed this man. I had to have this man.
I began to look around for closets or private places to take him for a 55 minute lunch fucking session. I wanted him to forget that turkey clubs existed or that financial papers held any interest for him. I wanted his attention on my naked body. I wanted him fucking me anywhere and everywhere. I wanted his cock. In my hands. In my mouth. In my pussy. In my ass.
And so every day my lunch ended the same; with soaked panties, a rapid heartbeat, and a new fantasy to add to my repertoire. The lust I felt for him grew and grew until I knew that I had to make some kind of move. But how to do it? He was shy and I was shy. I couldn't just walk up to him and ask him to please take me right there on the table. And then one day I had a revelation. I suddenly knew that I had one way to get his attention.
I am an amateur photographer. I love taking nude photos of myself. I would take them often for my ex-husband and surprise him with them in emails. He had always told me that I had an ass to die for. And I had caught other men's eyes on my ass many times. So I knew that I would use my greatest ass-et to catch the attention of Mr. Turkey Club.
That day, I watched him cross the street as usual. He ordered his turkey club, sat down, unfolded his paper and began to read. I watched him take a couple of bites of his sandwich. He never even noticed me. I waited until he had 10 minutes left of his 55. Then I got up, cleaned my table, walked over to him and dropped a note onto his precious newspaper. It simply said, "E-mail me at the above address and I will send you a nude photo of myself." He looked up at me, shock apparent in his eyes, and I gave him my best sensual smile. He choked and began coughing, but quickly recovered. I made sure that he was all right and then I turned and exited the sandwich shop, swaying my hips as best I could.
He e-mailed me that night. I sent him several photos of my ass in the air. He must have liked them because the next day at lunch he asked if he could sit at my table.
When he asked to sit at my table I almost fell out of my chair. Here was the man of my hottest fantasies close enough to touch. For weeks, during this daily lunch hour, I had secretly observed his every move and every part of his expensively clothed body. I felt my face flush to match the embarrassment I felt. I somehow stammered out a greeting and told him my name. I was sure that the fantasies of my guilty pleasures showed on my face. He must surely know the naughty things I had been thinking.
He made some small talk, but he never mentioned the nude photos I had sent him. Our lunch together was pleasant, but somewhat awkward. He was shy and nervous and I was melting each time his eyes met mine. It wasn't long until he finished his turkey club. I finished my salad and we finished our small talk. He let the awkward silence be his cue to take his leave. As he stood I almost panicked and found myself blurting out the question that had plagued me during the entire lunch, "Did you get the photos?"
With his face flushing yet again he leaned forward so that we were eye to eye and in the sexiest voice, low voice I had ever heard, he murmured that he did indeed get them and that it would be his fantasy to take some photos of me. His eyes held mine with a questioning look. I felt my eyes light up as something akin to fire swept through my veins. I suddenly KNEW that this was going to turn out great.
I invited him to my house for a photo session that weekend. I told him that I wasn't comfortable doing complete nudes right now, but that I would love for him to photograph me in some of my favorite lingerie. He heartily agreed.
The photo session was hotter than anything I could ever describe. Each click of his shutter brought my fantasies closer to reality. I had chosen lingerie that I thought would capture his attention and it wasn't long before his rapt attention was evident by the swelling hardness in his jeans.
As he was suggesting different poses I found my pussy reacting to the excitement. My nipples were firm and erect. I found myself so turned on as I watched him watch me. My poses got more daring. The air was charged with my desire for him. I was doing all I could to seduce him. I took off more clothing than I had planned to. I flirted with my eyes. I pouted with my lips. I invited him with my ass in the air. And soon, he accepted that invitation.
Finally, it was if he could take it no more. He flung the camera onto the sofa and walked over to me. He boldly took me into his arms and began kissing me very passionately. My pussy had already been wet for ages already and when I felt him touch me there I heard low moans escape his throat and mine.
I couldn't keep my hands still. They were exploring every place on him that I could reach. His hands were doing the same to me. His tongue was exploring my mouth, darting in and out and around my tongue. He kissed up and down my neck as I threw my head back. He moved down to my breasts and with his fingers clamped on one nipple he sucked and tweaked the other with his tongue. I was ecstatic. In between my quickened breaths I tried to comprehend if this was really happening. My body reacted to everything he did. I was shaking with such a deep desire for his body.
I somehow took his hand and led him to my bedroom. We fell on the bed and quickly managed to get his clothes off. When I saw his cock and took it in my hands a thrilling shiver went through me like electricity. It looked so beautiful and it felt so good to finally have it in my hands. It was better than any of the fantasies that I had entertained.
With his cock in my hands I moved my mouth closer. I used both hands and my mouth and made love to his cock for the longest time. I would lick up and down the shaft and tease around the tip of it with my tongue while I was massaging his balls. Then I would suck and move my mouth as far down him as I could. Then I would lick all over his balls. I did all these things over and over until I didn't think he could take it any longer. I cannot say how wonderful his cock looked and tasted and felt. It was better than anything I had fantasized.
Soon he threw me back on the bed and moved his head downward and his tongue slowly traveled down my tummy to my hairless mound. I was still shaking and my pussy was dripping wet. When he touched his tongue ever so softly I thought I would die. I could not keep still. He had me squirming and writhing all over the bed. He ate my pussy as if it were the richest meal he had ever had. His tongue treated it like a treasure. He would dip his finger inside my soaking pussy while he flicked his tongue across my clit. It was a very short time before I was screaming out his name and moaning in the strongest, shuddering orgasm I had ever experienced. He let me rest a moment or two and then he went at me again. I remember wrapping my legs around his head and holding him tight while he licked me quickly to another orgasm.
By then I was spent. But I wasn't through with him. I reached down and kissed his mouth and begged him to fuck me. I had to have his beautiful rock-hard cock inside me. I had to feel him thrusting it into me. My pussy was hungry and ready for it. And so I begged him to fuck me. He threw me roughly back on the bed and jumped on top of me. The first instant that his cock entered my soft, wet pussy I thought I would die. He entered me slowly at first while he kissed me passionately. Then he began moving in and out of me faster and faster. It wasn't long until he was pounding his throbbing dick hard into my pussy. I came again quickly, uttering words to him that now embarrass me.
After I had climaxed he continued his pounding into me and when he finally tensed and groaned and released his hot spurting cum into me it was the hottest, most beautiful moment and it was as if he claimed me right then. I was his.
We lay still and quiet for the longest time. I tried to recount in my mind everything that had just happened. All I knew is that my idea of shy guys had changed forever.
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It had been a bad day all around. The car had a dead battery when I left the house to go to work. I got a ration of shit from my foreman for being late to work and thirty minutes before quitting time I cut my arm so bad that I had to have four stitches. I got home to find my wife not there and my dinner not ready which I admit is no big thing in the great scheme of life, but it was my bowling night and for the last six years the pattern was I came home to a ready dinner, grabbed my bowling shirt and split for the bowling alley getting there just in time for the start of the early league. Ten minutes after I got home Shelly came in with an arm full of packages from the stores at the mall. Normally I am a calm, quiet guy and I tend to think before I speak, but it had been a bad day and dinner not waiting and Shelly shopping was just too much.
"Damn it Shelly, I told you that we needed to watch the budget. What the hell are you doing out spending money instead of being here fixing dinner. You know it is my bowling night."
It was stupid of me and I knew it before the words were completely out of my mouth. Shelly's response was as predictable as was my response to her response. Voices got louder and the conversation, if it could be called that, got more and more heated. By the time I grabbed my bowling ball and slammed the front door behind me the temperature in the house was below freezing.
The drive to the bowling alley gave me time to realize that I had let the happenings of the day put me in a foul mood and I'd let that foul mood rob me of my common sense. I'd had no good reason to jump Shelly the way I had and over something stupid like my dinner not being ready at that. Now I was going to have to crawl on my knees to try and fix my fuck up.
The God's must have decided that I needed some cheering up and so they smiled down on me. I carry a 173 average and rarely does a week go by that I don't have a game in the high 190s or low 200s, but that night I found my grove. My first game was a 256 and I followed it with a 237 in the second game, but it was the third game that made my night. The tension mounted as I threw strike after strike after strike. I had seven in a row and my palms were sweaty as I contemplated my first ever 300 game. In the eighth frame I knew as soon as I released the ball that I was fucked. I had hit one board to the left of my spot and as I stood there and watched I thought oh well, maybe next time. But the God's were still smiling down on me. The ball came in on the Brooklyn side of the head pin, I got good pin action and all of those puppies went down. I began to think I could do no wrong. The ninth frame was another strike off of a poorly thrown ball and I just knew it was my destiny to roll that 300. Bowling out in the tenth I threw two more strikes and suddenly the sweaty palms were back and no amount of playing with the rosin bag would dry them. I eyed my spot, looked down the alley, took a deep breath and went. The approach was perfect, the release a thing of beauty and then I stood there and watched as the ball made its way down the alley. It was absolutely and without a doubt the most perfect ball I had ever rolled. It tracked down my grove, came straight in at the pocket and then the crack of the hit and pins flying everywhere and when all the action was done I stood there and stared. The fucking ten pin was still standing. The most perfect ball I'd ever thrown and it left a fucking ten pin. For an instant I was one highly pissed individual and then I remembered that Brooklyn hit from the eighth and shrugged. It all evens out. Besides, a 792 series isn't anything to sneeze at and as a consolation I took all four jackpots that night. The team retired to the bar and we celebrated for a couple of hours.
I was in a great mood on the drive home and I knew just what to do to start working my way back into Shelly's good graces. She was usually asleep when I got home, but that night I was going to wake her up. I would do it by doing what Shelly loved the most -- I would eat her pussy. The house was dark when I got there. I put my bowling ball in the hall closet and quietly entered the dark bedroom. I heard Shelly's even breathing and it indicated that she was sound asleep. I undressed and pulled the sheet off her and then slowly worked her underpants down. She must have been really pissed at me; she always sleeps naked and never wears panties to bed unless she plans on denying me sex. I grinned, let's see her try to deny me when she wakes up with my tongue in her box.
I eased her legs apart and moved in to position. Her pussy smelled a little different that night and I couldn't quite place my finger on why I thought that. She was wet, very wet, when my tongue probed the folds of her pussy and she moaned and her pussy seemed to rise up to meet me. I wanted to be firmly in control when she woke up so I slid my hands under her ass and pulled her to me and then I got busy eating pussy. I heard a couple of grunts, a snort and then, "Wha..., oh, oh, oh" and hands grabbed my head and held me in place. At that exact instant that the hands grabbed my head I realized why her cunt smelled different and why she was so wet. I had just tasted the wetness and I knew what it was! She had been very recently fucked and I was licking up another man's cum!
It is hard to try and explain the thoughts that roar through your head at a time like that. The emotion is anger and rage, but the thoughts are a jumbled mess and they all run together. In no particular order they were:
-The bitch had been so mad at me that she had gone out and let another man fuck her. Then she had come home and gone to bed with her panties on to tell me that I wasn't going to be getting any pussy for a while.
- Had she done this before? I'd never know because the "no panties, no sex" was a given after we'd had an argument.
- Did she get mad and just go out and get laid, or did she have a regular lover?
- She hadn't showered when she got home. Was she getting some perverse kick out of lying next to me in bed with another man's cum soaking her insides?
- Did I really know what she did on the nights that I bowled?
- She had cum in her. Did she have unprotected sex every time she fucked another guy? Was that another kick of hers -- to let me possibly raise some other guy's kid?
- Just how fresh was the stuff? How long had she been home, or had she even gone out? Had she fucked him here in our own bed?
Was it a white man's cum? She'd told me once about s fling she'd had in college with a black basketball player. Was there any truth to the "once you go black you'll always go back?"
All of that shit bounced around in my head in the time it took Shelly to go from, "Wha..." to "oh, oh, oh." The natural reaction probably would have been for me to leap out of the bed, turn on the light and scream, "You fucking whore! Who was it?"
But I had a hard on and I was ready to fuck and since this might be my last time until after the divorce and I could find someone else I decided to make the best of it. Don't get me wrong here, I didn't have a hard cock over the fact that I was sucking up another man's leavings; my cock had been hard since I started home from the bowling alley thinking about how I was going to make up with Shelly. Besides, I'd never had sloppy seconds before, at least not that I knew of, and I was just a little curious.
I redoubled my efforts on Shelly's unfaithful cunt. Give her something to remember me by. She was writhing and humping her pussy at my mouth as I licked and sucked away at her. Her grunts and "oh, ohs" were all I was getting out of her which was strange because Shelly was usually very vocal. Was she feeling guilty knowing that I was sucking up her lover's sauce?
My cock was throbbing and I was ready to fuck, but I always made sure that I got Shelly off when I ate her and not to do it this time might have made her suspicious and I didn't want that. I was going to leave her unfaithful ass, but not until I had all my ducks in a row. I latched onto her clit and sucked hard at it while shoving a finger up Shelly's ass and she screamed and had her orgasm. She wasn't down from her high yet when I climbed on and shoved my cock into her. It slid right in her already well lube hole and I held myself still for a second or two to feel the sensation of another man's cum around my cock and then I began to fuck her.
I slammed into the bitch as hard as I could and with each stroke she emitted a loud grunt and then her legs locked around me, her nails bit into my ass and she screamed out, "Oh God yes, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes!" as she had another orgasm. It didn't register on me until my cum was already boiling up out of my balls that Shelly had screamed out those words. Shelly had always been loudly vocal during the act, but only noises, never words. Was the cunt so turned on by the fact she was fucking me with her lover's cum still inside her that she was changing her personality?
I drained into her and then went to get up, but she grabbed me and pulled me back down. The whore wanted me to eat her again. Well, what the fuck, it wasn't going to happen again very often since I figured to be moved out in less that a week so down I went. I licked and slurped and sucked as Shelly pushed her cunt up at me and dug her fingers in my hair and clutched me to her. I attacked her pussy. I'd give her an orgasm that she would never forget -- one she could think of on the nights that I'd no longer be around. She had once told me that she could never get any of her boyfriends to go down on her and that for her to have found me and that I loved to do it was a gift from the gods. With any kind of luck (from my point of view) she would never find anyone else who would do it for her, let alone do it and love doing it. The fucking slut could play with herself and suffer as she remembered what she'd had in me. My jaw was getting sore and I knew it was time for me to stop and I sent my finger on it's way to Shelly's asshole, but before it could get there she had another orgasm. I waited until her breathing steadied and then I started to raise myself up and she said, "Sweet fucking Jesus. I've never felt anything like that before in my life."
I was on my knees looking down on the dark form lying on the bed. My mind was in turmoil and I didn't know what to do. The voice wasn't Shelly's! The woman in my bed wasn't my wife.
I stumbled off the bed and turned on the light. Lying on the bed and looking at me with a bemused smile on her face was Marlene, my best friend's wife.
"No wonder Shelly is always walking around with a big smile on her face. That was something baby; that was mind blowing."
"What are you doing here? Why are you in our bed?"
"Strictly an accident lover. A happy accident, at least for me, but an accident none the less. I must have gotten mixed up when I went to the bathroom and ended up in the wrong bed."
"But why are you here?"
"Shelly's mom had an accident and Shelly had to pick her up and take her to the hospital emergency room. She tried reaching you at the bowling alley, but for some reason couldn't. She called Doug to see if he would run over and let you know, but he had the carb off his truck and he needed to get it fixed for work tomorrow so I volunteered to come over here and wait for you to get home. I got sleepy and I lay down on the bed in the spare bedroom. I got up to go to the bathroom and must have gotten turned around and so here we are. Could you tell that Doug and I made love just before I came over here?"
I nodded a yes.
"The first time? You knew then?"
Again I nodded a yes.
"Doug has never eaten my pussy. I don't know what turned me on the most, getting my pussy eaten or knowing that you were eating me while I was full of Doug's sperm. It was wild lover and I've never felt like that before in my life. We have to do it again."
"Don't be silly Marlene, you are my best friends wife."
"You have already fucked your best friends wife and done a marvelous job of it I might add, and you have also eaten her to two tremendous orgasms so it shouldn't be a problem to do it again."
"It was an accident Marlene, it never should have happened."
"But it did happen lover and I want it to happen again."
"No Marlene, no way."
"Yes lover, way, and you know why? Because if you don't I'll tell Doug and Shelly that you came home all liquored up and raped me. I'll call the cops and tell them the same thing. They will haul you off and then take me to the hospital and get a culture from my vagina and guess whose DNA they will find? Look on the bright side lover, Doug tells me that I'm the hottest piece of ass he's ever found and you can have all of it you can handle. So, until I can find some way to get Doug to eat my pussy you get to do the honors. It won't be one way lover. To return the favor I'll fuck you blind. Now come on over here lover and make me scream again."
I shook my head no and was backing away from the bed when the phone rang. I picked up the bedside phone and found that it was Shelly calling from the hospital. I was talking to Shelly and not paying any attention to Marlene so it came as a complete surprise when I felt her mouth close around my cock. I tried to pull away, but Marlene had a death grip on my ass with both of her hands and she wasn't letting me go anywhere. There was a slight pause in the conversation on my end as I struggled to get away from Marlene and Shelly said, "What's wrong?"
"Nothing baby, I almost dropped the phone."
"Did Marlene tell you what is going on?"
"Yes. How is your mother?"
"She fell and hit her head. She is suffering from a mild concussion and they don't want to release her for a bit. I'll be here at least two or three more hours. I'll see you in the morning. I love you, bye baby."
By the time I put the phone down Marlene had my cock as hard as a bar of iron and all of my blood was in the head of my dick and there was none left in the big head to keep my brain on the right track. I pushed Marlene back on the bed and mounted her and as my cock slid into her cunt I said, "You want it. You got it. Shelly won't be home for at lest two hours so I'm going to do my best to send you home bow-legged."
"Just one more time lover and then I have to be going."
"Bullshit Marlene. You want to blackmail me for sex; sex is what you are going to get. What you tell Doug when you get home is your problem, but you aren't leaving this bed for another two hours."
She giggled, "Not even to go home and get another load from Doug so you can suck it out of me?"
"Tomorrow" I snarled as I began to pound into her cunt, "We can do that tomorrow."
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How's this for a twist on the old catching your wife screwing around with another man story - My mother made her do it. Honest to God, that's her story and she was sticking to it.
I caught my wife cheating on me in a most unusual way. I was cheating on her when I saw her cheating on me, but she didn't see me so I got to claim the moral high ground, at least for now.
I'm a buyer for a large chain of stores and I spend a lot of time dealing with the sales reps of a lot of different companies. I had a ten o'clock appointment with a Mrs. Cindy Meyers who was a sales rep for a large electronic firm and Mrs. Meyers walked into my office promptly at ten and my jaw dropped a foot. It had been almost fifteen years since I had seen her, but there was no doubt that Mrs. Cindy Meyers was the Cindy Elwell that I had gone steady with for three years in high school. The very same Cindy Elwell who had given me her cherry (in exchange for mine) in the back seat of my father's Pontiac, who had given me my first blowjob, who had asked me to fuck her in the ass, and who had abandoned me for a college student in our senior year.
She recognized me at the same instant and the cheery smile on her face disappeared, "Should I even bother to sit down?"
I got up and pulled out a chair for her and said, "I'd be crushed if you didn't."
She sat down and I sat down at my desk opposite her and gave her a big smile, "All right Mrs. Meyers, tell me what you can do for us."
She looked at me and said, "Am I wasting my time?"
"Not at all" I said, "Put our past history out of your mind. You are not here to beg forgiveness and I have no intention of pleading for a second chance. Go ahead, sell me something."
The rest of our meeting was professional and business like and when it was over she had a sizeable order in her order book and I had gotten a good deal on several items that we sold a lot of. Then the conversation turned to old times, the "do you remembers," and the "whatever happened to" and the "did you hear abouts?" By then it was lunchtime and I offered to take her to the restaurant at the Marriott and she accepted. We had just ordered drinks when Cindy said to me:
"I'm really not all that hungry. Not for food anyway. How about you?"
Her meaning was clear and while I had never cheated on my wife before this was Cindy and I guess I had some unresolved issues, like maybe I was hoping to hear her say, "I'm sorry I left you for that asshole, he couldn't hold a candle to you." You know, stuff like that. Whatever the reason, I found myself saying, "Are you sure?"
Cindy smiled and said; "I've never forgotten that Pontiac, have you?"
I was on my way to the desk to get us a room when I saw my wife coming across the lobby with a man in a suit. She had her head turned and was talking to the man so I didn't think she'd seen me yet. I detoured to the end of the check in counter, turned my back and picked up the house phone. Behind me I heard the man say, "Reservations for Mr. and Mrs. Burns" and then I listened to the rigmarole of signing in and then the man said, Oh, and please have room service send up a bottle of champagne. That all right with you my love?"
My wife's voice said, "What ever you decide darling."
The clerk gave them the key to 746 and they went over and got on the elevator. I hurried back to Cindy and told her that whatever we did it wasn't going to be at the Marriott and then I told her why. She broke out laughing and I swear every eye in the place was on us. We went to the Holiday Inn and had a very enjoyable afternoon and when we parted we vowed to stay in touch and we probably will. She was much, much better in that Holiday Inn bed than I remembered her being before she dumped me.
I was home that night when Janine got home. "Busy day?" I asked.
"A real rat race. The customer that I'd been working with came in and didn't like anything that we had put together for him."
I smiled at her and said, "Would that by chance be the man you went to the Marriott with today?"
I saw her face lose a little color, but she was quick on her feet, "Yes, he took me to lunch there."
I smiled again, "I wish I could get me a customer or two who would buy me champagne."
Now there was alarm on her face, "What do you mean?"
In a very stern voice I said, "You know very well what I mean Mrs. Burns. I mean the champagne that you and Mr. Burns shared, among other things in room 746."
Now all the color had drained from her face, "How did you find out?"
"Well, a very good friend was using the house phone at the end of the check in desk when you and Mr. Burns checked in. You could have knocked him over with a feather when you said, "Whatever you decide darling." Care to tell me about it?"
A touch of defiance crept into her voice, "What's to tell? I spent four hours with him, we had sex several times, I came home."
I know I was being a real shit about it, considering the way I had found out, but I couldn't help myself, I was enjoying it.
"Forgive me if I sound like my ego has been trampled on, but I thought that I was doing an adequate job of seeing to your sexual needs. Please, where have I fallen down on the job?"
She faced me in silence for a few moments and then she said, "You haven't fallen down on the job. I'm perfectly happy with our sex life."
"Then why, pray tell," I wanted to know, "an afternoon spent with Mr. Burns?"
More silence, a deep breath, and then, "Your mother made me do it!"
+++++++++++++++
Two things here to kind of clear the deck. I never had any intention of going ballistic on my wife for what she'd done. My secret fantasy, never mentioned to her, was to see her fucked by someone else. I had never mentioned it to her because I never believed that there was any way in hell she would ever do it. Now, following her afternoon romp with Mr. Burns, my fantasy did not seem like it was hopeless after all. Secondly, whatever she was going to tell me about my mother I was going to believe. My mother has never liked my wife. Of course, she has never liked any of the women in my life. Some of the things she had done to put those women in a bad light convinced me long ago to ignore anything my mother might say or do.
It was supposed to be a bachelorette party for my cousin Renee, but it had turned into a real 'drunk out' for most of the women who attended. They had set up a male stripper to come in and do a strip-o-gram for Renee and by the time he got there the girls were ripped. He was only supposed to strip down to his g string, shake his package in Renee's face while she sat in a chair, but that's not the way it went. The girls were throwing singles, fives and tens at him and screaming for him to "Take it off, take it all off." The guy was there to make money and if the women there wanted to see what he had bad enough to pay for it, so be it.
Before long some of the girls were going, "I'll give you twenty if I can touch it" and then it got really raunchy. A couple of the girls gave him money to let them kiss it and that's when my mother dared Janine to kiss the guy's dick. Janine said no and my mother said she'd give the guy fifty dollars if he'd let Janine kiss the head of his dick so he was all for it, but again Janine said no. Then all the girls took up the chant, "Do it Janine, do it Janine" and everybody was drinking and screaming and my mother was waving the bills, "Do it Janine, do it Janine" and the stripper was in her face, hard on bobbing back and forth, "Do it Janine, do it Janine" so she closed her eyes, pursed her lips and leaned forward. The dancer leaned forward and pushed his cock at her pursed lips and then he either stumbled or pushed too hard and the head of his cock popped into Janine's mouth a good inch or so. It was at that exact moment that my mother took the picture. Janine and the stripper both immediately pulled back, and the drunk-a-thon continued.
Two days after the party my mother called Janine and asked her to meet for breakfast on her way to work. At breakfast my mother said she needed a favor from Janine.
"I have this really important client coming to town and I want to make sure he has a good time while he is here. I thought of you right away. He'll like you."
Janine looked at her in confusion, "What do you mean?" she asked my mother.
"Why just that you see to it that he has a good time while he's here."
"Just what are you asking" Janine asked in a tone of voice that indicated that she was getting pissed.
My mother said, "You would know more about that than I would dear. Most men like blowjobs and you are very good at that" and she handed Janine the picture of her with the stripper's cock in her mouth. "You and Mark have such a nice marriage and I'm sure you wouldn't want him to see this, would you dear?"
"And that's why I was at the Marriott showing Mr. Burns a good time."
I was sitting there, staring at her in stunned disbelief, not at what she'd just told me, not at what my mother had done (I've already admitted that I wouldn't put anything past her), but at the fact that Janine had caved in so easily. Let's face it! All she had to do was tell my mother to fuck off and when the picture found it's way to me, tell me what happened. All she had to do was tell me who was at the party and it would have been simple for me to verify her story. But she didn't. Why? Because it gave her a chance to do something she wanted to do anyway? So she could say, "I was forced into it" if she got caught?
She misread the look on my face, "What? You don't think your mother is capable of something like that? Well, let me tell you what the bitch has done to me. Mr. Burns isn't the first, he's the ninth. That's right! Your mother has been making me do this for over a month now and, are you ready for this? Last Thursday it was three guys at the same time. She didn't tell me about that, she just let me walk into a hotel room where they were waiting."
I stood there staring at her, wondering what to do next.
"Well, aren't you going to say something?" she asked. I didn't know if it was the right thing to say, but I had no interest in losing Janine and I had to let her know that, so I said, "Did Mr. Burns leave enough for me?"
Janine looked at me as if she couldn't believe what she was hearing and then she said, "Are you telling me you want sloppy seconds?"
I smiled, "Race you to the bedroom."
+++++++++++++++++++
Two days later I got home from work and Janine wasn't home, but there was a note telling me that my dinner was in the microwave. When she did get home two hours later and I asked her where she had been she said, "Entertaining another one of your mother's friends."
I frowned and asked why, "I know about it now. She can't use that photo to blackmail you any more."
"Oh yes she can" Janine said, "There's my mother and father, my grandparents, the minister at our church and God knows who else. Until we can get that photo back I'm your mother's personal whore."
I thought about if for a minute and then I asked, "Just how freshly fucked are you?"
She grinned, "Less than half an hour ago. Why? You want sloppy seconds again?"
After another spirited hour in bed I sat up and looked down at her. "Truth time," I said, "You could have stopped this at any time by coming to me. You know I would have stormed over to my mother's and gotten that picture. You didn't because you really wanted to be her whore, at least for a time or two, didn't you?"
Janine got a worried look on her face and so I said, "You don't have to hide anything baby. I've fucked you twice now after you have come home after being fucked by some one else. There hasn't been any screaming, hollering or name calling so you should realize you are mine and I'm going to keep you."
I was right. She had been a virgin when we married and the only cock she had ever seen was mine until the night when she saw the stripper's. When my mother hit her with the picture Janine saw it as a chance to taste forbidden fruit and have an excuse if she got caught.
"But after the first couple of times you found that you liked it and so you kept on doing it, right?" I got a sheepish look and then she admitted that I'd hit the nail on the head. "Well" I said, "Since its truth time" and I told her about my fantasy. Her eyes got big and she said, "You can't be serious. You've wanted that all these years and you've never told me?"
I shrugged and said, "I never would have thought that you would want to try another man."
Janine gave me a grin that I can only call 'wicked' and asked, "And now?"
Well, as long as you are my mother's personal whore and you have to fuck these guys anyway, you might as well do it here, with me in the closet. What do you say to that?"
Janine gave me a big grin and said, "Can I suck your dick?" I let her.
+++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was at my mother's house bright and early. I went right to the point, "I want the picture."
The blank look, "What picture?"
"Mom, get me the picture, do it now, or I'll tell dad what you've done."
She gave me the blank look again, "Honestly Mark, I have no idea what you are talking about."
"Fine" I said, and I got up and went to the phone and dialed a number from memory.
"Who are you calling?" my mother wanted to know.
"I'm calling dad at work."
She walked over and pushed the button down and then walked over to her purse, took out an envelope and tossed it on the table. "I always told you she was a tramp."
I opened the envelope and looked at the picture inside and said, "She wasn't until you made her one. Now here is what we are going to do to keep dad out of this" and I explained to her what she had to do.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I've been watching Janine for about six months now and the two of us go after each other like wild animals when her lover of the moment leaves. Janine loves to spread herself out on the bed and ask me if I'm ready for my sloppy seconds. Recently she has been after me to go down on her as soon as her guy leaves, but I haven't gotten quite that brave yet. My mother is still setting her up with her dates and I've not yet told Janine that mom doesn't have the photo to hold over her head any more. And there is one other thing. Just to get even with her for what she pulled on Janine I told mother that she was going to have to do to one of my customers what she had been making Janine do for hers. She resisted me at first, but the threat of bringing dad in on what she had done made her give in. I set her up with a really nice guy (after all, she is still my mother) and she spent the afternoon with him. That night she called me at home, "I hope you are satisfied now. I just don't see how you could have done that to me, your own mother. But I'm warning you, you better not try and make me do it more than once or twice a week."
I laughed, "Why you old slut you."
"Honestly Mark, that's no way to talk to your mother" and she hung up.



            Maeve and Rob Ch. 01

            A rough beginning.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/maeve-and-rob-ch-01

Title: Maeve and Rob Ch. 01

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A rough beginning.

Tags: 

Series: Maeve and Rob


It is my fault and I accept it. I don't try to blame anyone else. I allowed it to happen and up to the point where it went bad I was an active participant. If I blame it on anything it would have to be love.
I fell head over heels in love with Maeve the first time I laid eyes on her. It was at a cocktail party that my company was throwing for our customers and suppliers. I was talking with the sales rep for the company that sold us some of the chemicals we use in our manufacturing process when she walked into the room. She was on the arm of a man I took an instant dislike to. Had never met, had never spoken to him, had never even heard of him, but my dislike was intense because she was with him and not me.
She was a fairly tall woman, maybe five foot seven or eight. Dirty blond hair that hung down below her shoulders. Very nice looking body, but I have to admit that I didn't spend much time trying to figure out her weight or measurements. It was her face that grabbed my attention. I don't know how to describe it. Her face had planes and angles. She looked an awful lot like porn star Krystal Summers. I couldn't take my eyes off of her. Suddenly there was a hand in front of my face, fingers snapping and a voice saying:
"Earth to Rob, Earth to Rob, come in please."
Charlie, the sales rep I had been talking to chuckled and said:
"Obviously nothing that I have to say is going to register on you as long as she is in the room so I'll let you go. Call me in the morning."
Then he laughed and said, "Good luck" and walked toward the bar leaving me standing there staring at Maeve.
I was still staring at her when she turned her head and our eyes met. I felt a jolt all the way to the soles of my feet. She didn't smile at me or nod an acknowledgement; she held my eyes for a couple of seconds and then looked away. I spent the rest of the cocktail party watching her and making note of who she talked with so I could approach them later and in talking with them hopefully find out more about her.
I was standing at the bar waiting for the barmaid to build me a vodka tonic with lime when she walked up to stand next to me. She ordered a Cosmo and then turned to me and said:
"Do I have a big, nasty looking spot on my skirt or something like that?"
"Not that I noticed. Why?"
"Because every time I look your way you are looking at me."
Not being one to pass up an opening I said, "And at your age this comes as a surprise? You know you are drop dead gorgeous and that men, me among them, are going to be fascinated with you. I've spent most of the evening since you walked in trying to think of a way to meet you."
"Coming up to me and saying hello would work."
"I know, but it would be socially awkward since you are here with another guy."
"Why would it be awkward? You wouldn't say "Hello, I'd like to take you to bed" would you?"
"Of course not, but your date would know that my real purpose in coming up to you would be to try and separate you from him and that is what would make the situation awkward."
"Well fortunately for you he is just a date and he is replaceable and I just happen to have a soft spot for guys who find me fascinating."
She stuck out her hand and said, "Maeve Billings and I'll give you advance warning that I hate being called Mae."
I took her hand and carried it to my lips and lightly kissed it and said, "Rob. Rob Daltry."
"Nice meeting you Rob. Although my date is replaceable he is still my date this evening and I need to get back to him. She started to walk away and then turned back to me.
"I'm in the book Rob Daltry."
She turned and walked back to her date.
The next evening I called her and asked her to have dinner with me on Friday and she said she would love too.
Maeve owned me from the start. Our first date was all it took to tell me that I had found the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. The first date led to a second and the second to a third. I longed to take her in my arms and make mad, passionate love to her, but I kept my hands to myself and behaved. I would do nothing that might scare her off or make her push me away.
At the end of our third date I walked Maeve to the door of her condo, told her that I'd had a lovely time and leaned forward to kiss her on the cheek and she put a hand on my chest to stop me.
"Do I have bad breath Rob?"
"No, of course not."
"Then kiss me" and she put her arms around my neck and drew me to her. It was a long, passionate kiss and when we broke it she turned, unlocked and opened her door. Then she turned to me, took hold of my tie and pulled me along behind her. Once inside she turned and gave me another very passionate kiss and then said:
"I'm not the least bit old fashioned Rob. I'm a very modern girl who goes after what she wants and right now what I want is you. The bedroom is back this way" and she turned and started walking away from me. She went eight or ten steps and then turned to look back at me standing there stunned at the suddenness of it all. "Coming?" she asked and then headed for her bedroom.
I finally got my act together and went after her. She was waiting for me when I came into the room and she smiled and said "Good boy" and then she started to undress. There was no music and she didn't go through any of the movements that strippers use, but watching Maeve undress was one of the most erotic things that I had ever seen. First she shimmied out of her dress and let it fall and puddle around her feet. She smiled and looked into my eyes as she casually kicked the dress off to a corner and her hands went to her bra. The bra came off and she tossed it aside and still looking into my eyes she took off her panties and without looking tossed them over her shoulder. She stood in front of me in garter belt, nylons and high heels and said:
"Well?"
I looked at her confused and she said, "I seem to be the only one here undressed."
Things might have been going a little fast for me, but I wasn't stupid so I hurriedly undressed. As I stood there looking at her with eyes and heart full of desire I confessed;
"I'm scared. I'm scared that I might not do you justice. It has been a while for me and I could be kind of quick."
"Do your best sweetie; we have all night."
I was quick, but it didn't seem to bother Maeve and she took my cock in her mouth and got me back up and then she took charge. She knew what she wanted and she led me along. Before the night was over I had eaten her pussy, savored her in the doggie position, received another superb blow job, had taken her anally and then we had showered together and then enjoyed sex in the missionary position. I fell asleep with my arms around her.
+++++++++++
That started an on again/off again relationship that ran for almost two years. It was on again-off again because even though Maeve kept telling me that I was the man she wanted to settle down with she wasn't ready to settle down. I wasn't all that happy about it, but Maeve was a very forceful person and there was a lot of 'my way or the highway' in her and I was in no hurry to 'hit the road' as far as she was concerned so I took what I could get.
The first time she did it to me we had been dating for about six months. Actually dating wasn't the word for it. We basically lived together. After our first night of passionate sex we became an instant couple and she either slept at my apartment or I slept at her condo. Anyway, one evening I called her at work and asked her the usual question:
"What would you like to do for dinner and is tonight your place or mine?"
"Neither honey. I have a date tonight."
"A date?"
"Yes."
"What kind of a date?"
"Dinner and then maybe dancing."
I was silent for a moment or two while I contemplated that and then I said, "Oh. Have a good time" and I hung up on her. The phone rang almost instantly and caller ID said that it was Maeve so I ignored it. I grabbed my keys and headed for The Extra Point which was a sports bar where my cousin George tended bar. I sat down at the bar and ordered a Black Jack with water back and then sat there being pissed. I thought that Maeve and I had something going, but I was obviously wrong about that. I had a couple of drinks at the bar and then some guys I knew came in and we shot pool until closing time.
The next day at work I debated calling Maeve at the advertising agency where she worked, but finally decided against it. She chose to break the bond between us and I had no real claim on her. Why call and make it look like I was begging.
A week went by and I got a call from Maeve. "Can I come over tonight?"
"No, I have a date tonight."
"A date?"
"Yeah. Dinner and maybe dancing."
"Maybe dancing?"
"Yeah, just maybe. She might want to do something else."
"Who is it? Do I know her?"
"I don't know. You might know her."
"What's her name?"
"Haven't got a clue Maeve. I haven't met her yet, but I'm sure that I'll find her at one of the places I'll hit tonight. Got to go Maeve. Bye."
I'd no sooner disconnected than the phone rang. Caller ID showed that it was Maeve and I wondered how she did that. It was the second time she had been able to get back to me instantly when I disconnected. It always seemed to take me twenty or thirty seconds to get back to someone who I was disconnected from. Oh well, one of life's little mysteries.
I grabbed my keys and headed for the Extra Point. I drank some, talked to George and shot some pool for a while. I headed home about eleven. When I walked into my apartment I turned on the light I found Maeve sitting on my couch.
"You're home kind of early. Date didn't go well?"
I shrugged, "Sometimes you get lucky and sometimes you don't. What's up with you? Tired of your new boyfriend all ready?"
"I don't have a new boyfriend. He was just a guy I met that I thought I wanted to get to know better."
"So why are you here?"
"Once I got to know him better I found that he wasn't worth the bother."
"That doesn't answer the question. Why are you here?"
"Because you are my guy. You going to make me leave?"
Looking back I guess that I should have made her leave, but I was hopelessly in love with her and so I said, "Of course not" and she stood up and said, "Take me to bed baby. We have five days to make up for."
When Maeve finished with me I was so wiped out that I had to call in sick to work the next day. Her "date" was never mentioned again.
+++++++++++++++
Five months later it happened again only that time we had a date to go to a concert. I received a call from Maeve at work telling me that something had come up at work and she was going to have to cancel. She said she might be working late so she would just go on home to her condo that night. I didn't feel like going to the concert alone so I decided to get a bite to eat and then catch a movie.
I had eaten and I was driving down Madison on my way to the movie when I saw Maeve and a man I didn't recognize walking hand in hand into the Fleetwood Hotel. At fist I thought she was having dinner with a client since she did tell me that something had come up at work, but then I remembered that the Fleetwood did not have a restaurant or a lounge – just rooms. And why would she be holding hands with a client?
I can't even remember the name of the movie I sat through and I don't remember all that much about the movie itself other that it had Reese Witherspoon in it. What I remember most about my time in that movie theatre was a constant replay of Maeve and the man walking into the Fleetwood together.
It was six days before I heard from Maeve again. She called me at work to ask if that night was going to be at her place or mine.
"How about neither. We can take a room at the Fleetwood. Got to go. Got another call on the other line."
That evening when I got off work I didn't go home. I went to the Extra Point and drank some, talked to George, but passed on shooting pool. When I got to my apartment I saw Maeve's Cherokee in the lot and I braced myself for the confrontation that was going to take place when I walked into my apartment. I loved Maeve, but I wasn't a doormat and I was not going to continue to let her wipe her feet on me. The first time I had let it go, but I wasn't going to do it again.
When I entered the apartment and hit the light switch I looked toward the couch expecting to see Maeve sitting there, but the couch was empty. Maeve was in the bedroom, naked and lying on top of the sheets waiting for me. Before I could say a word she said:
"Hurry baby, I need you; I need you right now."
When I hesitated she came off the bed, knelt in front of me, got my cock out and started sucking on it. "Confrontation can wait until after" I thought as I started to take off my shirt. The confrontation didn't come "after" because "after" I was so exhausted that I fell instantly asleep.
I woke up to the smell of frying bacon. I hoped into the shower and then got dressed for work. As I entered the kitchen Maeve was just setting the food on the table. The coffee was already poured and as I sat down Maeve said:
Dig in. Eat hearty and have a good lunch. You will need all your strength tonight."
"Why are you trying to fuck me to death Maeve? Didn't you get enough at the Fleetwood last week?"
"I never get enough lover, but to answer your unasked question he meant nothing to me. You know I'm yours baby, but I'm young, healthy and full of curiosity and the time to satisfy that curiosity is before marriage, not after."
"I know I'm a little late in asking, but do you use condoms when you are satisfying your curiosity?"
"That's a mean question to ask."
"No it isn't Maeve. And the reason it isn't is because I have no curiosity. I'm not the least bit curious about what a venereal disease feels like so if you are not using protection while you are out there being curious I would prefer that you don't come to my bed after satisfying your curiosity until you have at least had yourself checked to make sure that you are disease free."
I finished my coffee and then got up and left. I didn't get the "your place or mine" call at work that day so I hit the Point on the way home from work for a few drinks and a few words with George. George was getting a tad tired of hearing me 'whine' about Maeve so he said;
"Walk away Rob. Trust me on this Cuz, it isn't worth it."
Easy for him to say since he wasn't head over heels in love with her. Maeve's car wasn't in the parking lot when I got there. I made myself some dinner, watched a thing about dinosaurs on the History channel and then went to bed early. I didn't hear her come in. The first I knew she was there was when her hot mouth woke up both me and my cock. It turned into another exhausting night and just before I fell asleep Maeve whispered:
"I'm sorry baby; I promise that it won't happen again."
But two months later it did happen again and when I reminded her that she had promised me that it wouldn't happen again she told me that she had kept her promise and had made him use condoms. Then she told me to take her to bed and show her again why I was and would always be her main man.
"I don't want to be your main man Maeve; I want to be your only man."
"You will be baby, but not just yet. I'm not ready to settle down."
"But I am Maeve, I am."
++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I went apartment hunting, found one that I liked and three days later I took a day off work and moved. I did not tell Maeve. That evening my cell went off and the display showed that the call was from Maeve. I didn't answer it and let it go to voicemail. I waited a minute and then I listened to the voicemail.
"Rob baby, I'm at your apartment and there is nothing here. What's going on?"
I shrugged and deleted the message. The next day I called my secretary into my office and told her not to put through any calls from Maeve. If Maeve called I was always to be out of the office or in an important meeting.
"I know it isn't fair to put you in the middle of my personal problems, but I'll make it worth you while. Lunch on me for you and three of your friends at the Hilton every Friday for a month. Deal?"
Donna smiled at me, stuck out her hand and said "Deal" and we shook on it.
I thought about Maeve every night as I drove home from work and wondered where she was. I thought about her as I fixed my dinner and watched TV and wondered where she was. At night I lay in bed looking up at the ceiling and thought of her and wondered where she was. When I woke up in the morning the first thing I saw was the empty side of the bed and I thought about her and wondered where she was. I loved the stupid cunt and I knew that getting over her was not going to be easy – if it could even be done – but I had no idea that it was going to be anywhere near as hard as it was.
Every day Donna would hand me a stack of message slips from Maeve and I would pitch them into the trash. My cell collected ten or twelve missed messages and voice mails every day and I deleted them. George called me and told me Maeve had been in asking about me and she as asking everyone who knew me if they knew where I was. No one did because I'd told no one. I didn't frequent the bars and restaurants that I used to go to and I even went so far as to bribe the security guys in the lobby of the building to alert me any time Maeve came around. That paid off and several times I had to leave the building in the evenings through the loading dock. Several times I got phone calls telling me that Maeve was sitting in the parking lot waiting for me to get to work in the morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I managed to avoid all contact with Maeve – for all of two months. And then one evening I came home from work to my new apartment and found Maeve waiting for me. Before she could say a word I asked:
"How did you find me?"
"The old fashioned way. I hired a private detective."
"You can't be serious?"
"Oh but I am."
"You spent good money on a P.I? What in God's name for?"
"Because you ran and it was important to me to know where my main man was."
"I have no interest in being your main man. I told you that. Only man status is all I'm willing to go with."
"Can we go inside and talk about this? I mean it really isn't any business of your neighbors."
What the hell; she already knew where I lived so I opened the door and let her in.
"Why are you not able to understand that you are my man?"
"It is because I am not your man Maeve. I don't know why you keep telling yourself that I am, but I obviously am not. If I was your man you wouldn't be fucking around with other men. What I am is someone you can use as a home base; someone you can fall back on when other things don't work out. Well I'm not going to be your fall back position any more. I once asked you to marry me and I accepted it when you said you weren't ready to settle down. I now realize that you will never be ready to settle down. You are always going to find some other guy you want to fuck for a while. Okay. I accept that is the way it is going to be, but I won't live like that. Now it is time for me to move on."
"You can't mean that Rob, not after all we have meant to each other."
"I mean it Maeve. It is time – hell, it is past time – for me to move on."
"Oh God Rob; don't you realize that what we have now is almost perfect?"
"Maybe for you Maeve, but not for me."
"Don't you realize that marriage would change everything?"
"In what way Maeve? What would change other than I would go from being your man three quarters of the time to being your man full time? What would change other than your having to give up being curious and satisfying that curiosity?"
She was silent for several seconds and then she said, "You couldn't live with me full time Rob; I'm too much of a controlling bitch. What was it you once told me? That I had a touch of "My way or the highway" in me? It is more than a touch Rob, way more than a touch. I have to be in charge Rob. My father was the original male chauvinistic pig. As far as he was concerned women were put on this Earth for one reason and one reason only – to serve men. Lick my boots, fetch my pipe and slippers, get into the kitchen and get dinner ready. Why my mother never killed him I'll never understand, but I grew up promising myself that I'd never let a man control me that way. Unfortunately I went too far the other way and became the female counterpart to my father. Although maybe not quite as bad.



"But I have a need to boss men around. The men I've gone out with since meeting you? In each of them I sensed a touch of the submissive so I dated them, pushed them around until I got sick of them and then walked away from them. As far as you being my base? That is partially true, but only partially. What you are Rob is my rock, my anchor. I need you Rob. I love you and I have to be with you. I feel empty when you aren't there for me. These last two months I've been absolutely miserable. I need you Rob; I really do need you."
"Your need changes nothing Maeve. I meant what I said. I am not willing to be your 'main man'. It is 'only man' or nothing."
"We wouldn't last that way Rob. I would try to boss you around and sooner or later you would get tired of it and sooner or later you would walk away from me."
"That is where we are now Maeve. I am tired of your walking away from me and fucking other men and then coming back to me and acting as if it means nothing. Well maybe it means nothing to you, but I don't feel the same way and that is why I walked away from you two months ago."
I looked at her sitting there looking dispirited and I wanted to take her in my arms and comfort her, but I knew if I did I would be lost. On the other hand I loved her so much that it hurt. I made a decision and I asked her:
"Tell me about your need to be in control – to be the boss?"
"What can I say? I need to be in charge."
"Are we talking BDSM type stuff? Whips, chains, ball gags, handcuffs and stuff like that?"
"No, I just have to be in charge."
"Give me some examples."
She thought for a minute and said, "With the last guy he wanted to go to his apartment and I said no. I told him that I wouldn't feel comfortable at his apartment or taking him to my place so I told him we would go to the Fleetwood. I didn't suggest the Fleetwood or ask him if the Fleetwood would be okay, I just told him that we were going to the Fleetwood. Why the Fleetwood? I've no idea. Telling him what we going to do was the point. The next night he wanted to go to The Stockman for dinner and I said no, we were going to Angelo's. Again, it was all about making him do what I wanted. It did not matter what he wanted I always wanted the opposite and I always got my way. It was like you put it – my way or the highway – and he went along with it every time."
"It sounds like you had the perfect man so why didn't you keep him?"
"Because I didn't love him. All I wanted was to boss him around."
"Do you need to love someone to boss them around? As long as you could push him around weren't you getting what you wanted?"
"Up to a point yes."
"And that point was?"
"It's the flaw in the whole thing. I want to be the boss, I want to make him do what I want, but at the same time I was disgusted with him because he was spineless. He went along with everything I told him to do just because he wanted to get into my pants."
"Well it worked. He did get into your pants."
"Yes he did, but only because I wanted to boss him some more. He wanted a blow job and I told him I didn't do that."
"You do it all the time with me."
"Haven't you been listening to me Rob? It isn't about what I like or do; it is all about what I can do to the guy. He wants head and I say no. He says he doesn't like to eat pussy I say get down there and start munching or get out. It was all about me Rob; all about me and what I wanted. I need that Rob. I need to be able to push like that sometimes and I can do it to guys like the ones I've dated since I met you because I don't love them. I don't care about them in the least."
"Have any of them ever said, "No, I think we will do it this way?"
"None of them ever have."
"What would have happened if they would have?"
"I would have walked away from them. That is why we can't get married right now Rob. Sooner or later I would try to boss you around and I know you well enough to know that you wouldn't put up with it and then I'd have a fit and it would go down hill from there."
"You are probably right about that Maeve."
"So we can go back to the way we were?"
"No Maeve, I don't think so. I'm not willing to be part-time."
She stood up and slowly undressed and then she cupped her tits in her hands and said;
"Are you telling me that you don't want this?"
"Of course I won't say that, but I am telling you that tonight is the last time. Next time you show up I won't let you in and you can take that to the bank."
"We will just see about that" she said and then she said, "Show me to the bedroom lover."
It was another exhausting night.
She was waiting for me when I got home from work the next day and she was smiling until I closed the door in her face. The next three nights in a row she showed up and I wouldn't let her in my apartment. I didn't see her for a week and then one night she was sitting on the steps outside my apartment door waiting for me. She stood up as I approached and said:
"Okay Rob, you win. Set a date."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Maeve had no living relatives and all I had was a few aunts and uncles and my cousin George so we decided on a simple civil ceremony. Maeve knew a judge and arranged for him to perform the ceremony. A week before the wedding Maeve asked me to meet her for lunch. When I got to the restaurant she was already there and had ordered for the both of us. We made small talk as we ate and when we were done she asked me to come back to her office with her. She said she had some one she wanted me to meet.
When we entered the building the security guard waved her over and pointed out two men sitting in the waiting area. Maeve went over and talked with them for a minute and then she came back to me and we got on the elevator. The elevator stopped on ten which was the top floor of the building and Maeve led me down a hallway to a room that said Conference Room C on the door. We walked in the room and there was a man sitting at a long conference table with a pile of paperwork in front of him. He stood and greeted Maeve and then looked at me and said:
"Is this the lucky man?"
"Indeed he is. Rob, this is Milton Spaulding. Milton meet Rob. Milton is my attorney."
I looked at her with some confusion on my face. "Your attorney?"
"Yes. Milton handles most of my affairs and he wanted this meeting."
"Most of your affairs?"
"It will all become clear in a second. Have a seat and let's get started."
"Started on what?"
Milton looked at me surprised. "The paper work of course."
"Paper work? What paper work?"
Milton slid a folder over to me and said, "If you will just sign on the last page on the line provided" and he handed me a pen.
"Sign what?"
"The pre-nuptial agreement."
"A pre-nup? Why in the hell do we need a pre-nup?"
"It spells out the duties of both parties in the case of a break up of the marriage."
"I know what a pre-nup is. The question was why in the hell do we need a pre-nup. We aren't movie stars or anything like that. Why in the hell do a sales manager and an advertising agency secretary need a prenuptial agreement?"
"An advertising agency secretary?" Milton said and he and Maeve exchanged a look.
"He doesn't know" Maeve said.
Milton turned to me and said. "Miss Billings doesn't work for the agency, she owns it. The reason for the prenuptial agreement is that Miss Billings has a net worth close to sixteen million."
I have no idea what my facial expression looked like when I heard that, but if it were physically possible my jaw would have hit the floor. "Sixteen mil" I muttered to myself and then I looked at Maeve and said:
"How much other shit are you hiding from me Maeve. How many other secrets are you keeping from me? First there was the domineering shit and now this."
I pushed the folder back across the table to Milton. "No need for a pre-nup Mr. Spaulding because there isn't going to be a marriage."
I stood up and walked out of the conference room. The suddenness of my departure caught Maeve by surprise and I was almost to the elevator before she came running down the hall yelling:
"Where are you going Rob? Wait Rob, wait."
The elevator was still on the floor and the door opened as soon as I pushed the button. I stepped on and pushed the button for the lobby and the door closed as Maeve ran up. Crying out:
"Wait Rob. Please Rob, don't go."
Just before the door closed I said, "Goodbye Maeve."
When I reached the lobby and the elevator door opened I found the security guard standing there,
"I'm sorry sir, but I've been instructed to hold you here until Miss Billings can get here."
"You certainly will be sorry if you get in my way."
I started to walk by him and he put out an arm to stop me and I kneed him in the balls and then walked by his bent over form. Once outside the building I called my secretary and told her I would be visiting customers and wouldn't be back to the office and then I turned my cell phone off and headed for the Extra Point.
About halfway there I decided against going. I didn't need any more drinking, I didn't feel like shooting pool and I damned sure didn't need to hear George tell me "I told you so." I drove out to Steven's Point and looked out over the lake and just stared at the geese and ducks with my mind a blank before getting myself together and going on home. I was not surprised to see Maeve's Jeep Cherokee in the parking lot and for a second or so I debated pulling back out of the lot and going to the Extra Point anyway. But then I decided to just get it over with.
She was not in the living room when I entered the apartment and that told me that she would probably be in the bedroom and no doubt naked so she could cloud my mind. I wasn't going to play that game. I went into the kitchen, got a beer from the fridge and sat down at the kitchen table. I was on my second beer when she came into the kitchen wearing my bathrobe. I didn't say a word; just looked at her and sipped my beer.
She stood there and watched me for several seconds and then she got herself a beer and sat down across from me. She took a pull on her beer and then said:
"Why didn't you wait when I asked you to?"
"Why and to what purpose? So you could feed me some more bullshit?"
"I never fed you any bullshit."
"No? What about letting me think you worked for an advertising agency?"
"That wasn't a lie. I do work there. Okay, so I didn't tell you the agency was mine. So what? I still work there."
"You are splitting hairs Maeve and you know it. Everything I know about you, everything you have led me to believe is a lie. The way you dress, the way you live, a two bedroom condo in Woods Park, a two year old Jeep Cherokee, all of it designed to make me think you are someone you aren't."
"I didn't do anything to mislead you Rob. I drive a Jeep because I can throw my sleeping bag and camping gear in the back, put it in four wheel drive and go where I want. And why a two year old one when I could have the latest and greatest from Detroit? Have you seen the bangs and scratches on that car? I go to some pretty rough places with that Cherokee. Why should I waste good money on a new one just to beat it up?
"I live in a two bedroom condo because it suits me. I can only sleep in one bedroom at a time. I have an extra bedroom for company and I don't need any more than that. Where in the hell is it written that if somebody has money they have to spend it on things they don't need? Will a BMW, a Lexus or a Mercedes do a better job of hauling my camping gear? What good would having a five bedroom mansion do me? It would be one more thing to worry about. I'd have to hire a caretaker to take care of the grounds because I sure wouldn't. The same with the inside of the place. I'd have to hire a maid and God only knows what else. No thank you."
"You are still splitting hairs here Maeve. You still hid things from me. The ownership of your agency, your money and who knows what else."
"Do you have any idea of how often men have tried to become "The love of my life" when they found out what I have? Do you have any idea of what it is like having to always wonder whether the man is really after you and not your money? My knowing that you didn't know is what allowed us to build the relationship we have."
"From your side maybe."
"What does that mean?"
"What that means is that what made our relationship possible was my being able to get by your "dates" while we were together, but we don't have a relationship any more. What took place in your conference room today ended it. I meant what I told your lawyer. There isn't going to be a marriage."
"That isn't fair Rob."
"Was it fair to me to spring your surprise on me today. To have me walk into that conference room and then hit me with what you hit me with? Don't you think that since you had made up your mind that I didn't know what you had that you could have prepared me for Milton?"
"I thought you would be pleasantly surprised."
"Well I was surprised, but it wasn't very pleasant."
"You are over reacting here Rob."
"Am I? What's tomorrow?"
"Thursday."
"And what was supposed to be special about this particular Thursday? We were going to shop for wedding rings. We don't even have the wedding rings yet Maeve and this afternoon you and your lawyer were already planning out what we will do in the divorce."
"That's not fair Rob. Pre-nups are standard for people in my position."
"Well they aren't standard for people in my position and the last thing in the world I expected was to be hit with one out of left field. You need to put your clothes on and leave Maeve."
"You don't mean that Rob, you can't mean that."
"I'm sorry Maeve, I can and I do. You have too many secrets Maeve and my capacity for surprises is limited. Your need to push men around and your sudden wealth were quite enough for me. Get dressed and go find some submissive guy and do your thing, but leave Maeve, just leave. Put your key on the table and go."
Watching her walk out the door was one of the hardest things I'd ever had to do, but it had to be done. The Maeve I thought I knew did not exist."
To be continued.
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It was hard to put Maeve out of my mind. Her scent was still on the bed. I washed the pillow covers, but her scent still lingered on the pillows themselves. Likewise the mattress. I kept finding things of hers that got left behind. A hairpin here, the button from a blouse there, a lipstick that had somehow rolled under the couch.
Maeve called me two or three times a day and I finally had to get an unlisted number for the home phone and a new cell phone number. She called me at work, but I had all ready bribed Donna to handle that. A couple of times when I came home from work she was waiting in the parking lot for me and as soon as I saw her I pulled out of the lot and found a sports bar where I could kill time until she left.
Then there was a three week spell when she didn't call me or my work or show in my parking lot and I began to think that she had finally got the message that we were through and I could get on with my life.
Silly me.
It was ten in the morning and I had just finalized a deal that I had been working on for two months. Donna stuck her head in my office and told me that Matt, my boss, wanted to see me in his office. I walked down the hall to it and Charlotte, his secretary, told me to go right in. I walked into Matt's office to find him standing next to his desk and talking to...Maeve! Matt saw me and said:
"Here he is now. Come in Rob, have a seat. I believe you already know Miss Billings."
Maeve looked at me and smiled as she said, "Good morning Rob."
She winced when I said, "Good morning Miss Billings."
"Rob, Miss Billings came to me with an advertising idea that I like and since she already knows you and you know the ins and outs of what we do she has asked that you work with her on it. This is really going to help us Rob so give her what she needs. I've got a ton of things to do this morning so why don't you take Miss Billings..."
"Please call me Maeve."
"Why don't you take Maeve over to your office and she can fill you in."
Once in my office I asked, "What are you up to Maeve?"
"Oh come on Rob, you aren't dumb. You won't take my calls, you run when you see me, so I needed a way to get to you that you couldn't avoid. I made your boss an offer he couldn't refuse and told him that I would need to work with you on it."
"But why Maeve. I made it clear that we are history."
"Not while we are both still alive Rob. You are my man and that is all there is to it. I'll do whatever I have to do to get you and keep you."
"Nothing has changed Maeve. You know my feelings and they have not changed."
"No more secrets Rob. You ask and I'll tell you whatever you want to know. I won't hide anything from you. And no pre-nup. What I have is yours and with no strings attached. All I want is you Rob."
"I don't think so Maeve. Now what is this thing you have sold Matt on and what do I need to do?"
"Give it up Rob. There is no way that we can spend several hours a day together that I won't get to you. Why prolong it?"
Prolong it I did – for all of three week. But she was right. There was no way I could be constantly in her presence several hours a day and stay away from her. Slowly, but surely she pulled me back and a date was set for the wedding.
My apartment was too small so I moved into Maeve's condo and then Maeve set out to spoil me rotten. I love golf so she bought a membership in a country club. She thought I needed something a little more substantial than a five year old Chevy pick up so I came home from work one day and found a Cadillac STS parked in my assigned parking space. I would have preferred something a little less ostentatious, but recognizing Maeve's need to be in charge I smiled and thanked her.
Next she decided that the condo was too small for us and decided that it was time to get a house. We must have looked at a hundred – quite a few that I liked – but Maeve didn't think that the ones I liked were good enough.
"We are going to entertain a lot honey so we need something with a pool and a large patio area" is what she said, but (and I was well aware of it) what she meant is that "I'M picking out the house." What the hell did I care? I was going from an apartment to a house and the truth of the matter is that I wouldn't mind having a place with a pool.
She finally picked a 12000 square foot five bedroom with an in ground swimming pool, a huge patio and two tennis courts. It had an attached four car garage and sat on five acres. She looked around and then did what she once told me that she didn't want to have to do. She hired a groundskeeper to take care of the outside and signed a contract with Molly Maids to take care of the inside.
We went furniture shopping for the new house and while she did ask my opinion she bought what she wanted. There were some disagreements along the way and when a time or two I insisted on something she got "huffy" with me, but I ignored her and she liked that even less. But I knew going in that she had a controlling nature and for the most part I let her have her own way. I was not unmindful of the fact that giving in to her on everything could lead her to start believing I was "spineless" and I was never going to allow that to happen even if I had to fight tooth and nail over something.
+++++++++++++++++
The first three years went by and we were happy together. Things went smoothly as long as I let Maeve do what she wanted. I would throw up an occasional roadblock just to keep things honest.
The "control" and "in charge" were always there. Planning a vacation I suggested Cancun, but she said no, that St. Thomas was where she wanted to go. The next time I wanted to cross the water to England and she decided on Vancouver. The third year we were going to take three weeks off and she asked me where I thought we should go. By then I knew the playbook so I decided to get sneaky on her. We each had a home office, hers downstairs off the dining room and mine in one of the extra bedrooms upstairs, and one day when she wasn't home I went into her office and snooped around. I saw literature and brochures for Australia and New Zealand and I knew if I said France or Spain she would say maybe next time, but that she would like to go to Australia and New Zealand. The next time she brought the subject up I said that I'd always had a hankering to see New Zealand.
"Maybe some other time, but this year I think we should go to England and maybe cross the channel and spend a couple of days in France. I KNEW she wanted Australia, but it HAD to be her decision not mine and I knew that as soon as I said I wanted to go to New Zealand there wasn't any way in hell she would go there.
Why did I put up with that kind of bullshit? Because I loved the silly bitch and if giving in to her made her happy so be it. And besides, it wasn't as if I really cared where we went as long as we went there together.
The fourth year is when it started to go bad although it took me a while before I realized it. It started with Maeve working late two or three nights a week. There was always a good reason. Trouble with this advertising campaign. Problems with that client needing late meetings to solve. Hey! Maeve was in the advertising business and it was what she had to do right? It took a while to register on me that the nights Maeve worked late we never made love when we went to bed.
"Too tired baby."
"Not tonight honey, I'm whipped."
"Maybe tomorrow sweetie; I've got a ripping headache."
"Not now Rob; I really don't feel like it."
This after us rarely going a week without making love three, four and sometimes five times a week. Then other things happened. Phone calls and no one there when I answered or the sound of someone hanging up when they heard my voice. Maeve on the phone saying, "Got to go. Talk to you later" when I would walk into the room. She took showers as soon as she got home and she had never done that before.
A couple of times I had come home during the day and found that Maeve was home also – with a man and a different man each time. Both times I had seen her car in the driveway and I had called out as I came into the house and by the time I got to the kitchen the man was sitting at the table and Maeve was digging through the icebox. The story was that they had been to a meeting with a client and were on the way back to the office and decided to stop and have lunch rather than returning to the office and then going out to lunch. Looking back on it now I can't believe how stupid I was. In my defense I can only say that I was in love and love can make you blind to some things.
Why would I think she was cheating on me? Hadn't she busted her ass to get me? Hadn't she done everything including almost crawling to get me back after I split from her?
The beginning of the end came about by a fluke. Maeve called me and told me that she was working another late night. Ten minutes after she called the out of town client I was working with asked me to join him for dinner. The restaurant he wanted to go to was on the other side of town – a side of town I rarely visited. It turned out that the reason he wanted to go there was that his daughter worked there as a waitress while attending college.
We drove over, met his daughter and had dinner. After dinner he wanted to go to the lounge across the street and have a drink or two. The place was pretty dark inside except for the dance floor area. Fred and I took a corner booth in one of the back corners. I was halfway through my first drink when Fred said:
"Now there is one lucky son of a bitch. I turned to see what he was looking at and saw Maeve dancing with some guy. She did look spectacular. She and the guy she as dancing with were pressed pretty tight together and the guy had both hands on her ass and was pulling her into him as he ground his dick into her leg.
Some other guy might have gotten up and stormed out onto the dance floor and kicked some ass and then told his wife what he thought of her, but I didn't do that. For one thing, deep down inside of me somewhere I think I always expected that Maeve and I were not destined for the long haul. I suppose it went back to the "dates" she went on when we were going together and spending most of our nights together. I did know that I was disappointed. I also knew that it was over between Maeve and me. There wasn't any story she could tell me that I would buy. If she had been sitting there having a drink I might have bought that she was having a drink with a client much as I was, but no client is going to have both hands on your ass and grind his cock into you.
The song ended and Maeve and the man kissed and moved off the dance floor and to a booth where two other men were sitting. I finished my drink and told Fred that I needed to be going and he told me he was going to be spending the night with his daughter so I said my goodbyes and left. I headed on home and as I drove I started mentally making lists of what I needed to do. I was in bed when Maeve got home. She showered before coming to bed and when she got in bed she snuggled up to me and I pretended to be asleep.
In the morning I was up and gone before Maeve got up. When I got to work I called an apartment finding service and told them what I wanted. At lunch time I hit a couple of used car lots and found a two year old Chevy crew cab with a long bed and put a deposit on it. Just before quitting time I called Maeve and told her I would be working late and then made sure that I didn't go home until after I knew she would have gone to bed.
For the next two weeks I avoided Maeve as much as possible. The apartment finding service had found several places that met my criteria and I went and looked at them. I chose one and put a deposit on it and then I got out the Yellow Pages and found an attorney close to the office and I called and made an appointment.
By the time I had everything in place three weeks had gone by since I had seen Maeve at the Purple Mushroom. She was a little perturbed with me because I had been avoiding her and we hadn't had sex in three weeks, but I was able to sell her the story that we were working an a very lucrative contract at work and it was causing me to work extremely late hours and I was dead tired when I got home.
"You know how it is Maeve. Look at all the late nights you have been putting in working on campaigns and deals."
There wasn't much she could say to that.
Then the day came when my attorney told me the divorce papers were ready to be served and I set it up to have Maeve served at her office. The grounds were Irreconcilable Differences. I couldn't go for Adultery because I had no proof, but it didn't matter since all I wanted was out of the marriage and any grounds that would get it done were all that I needed.
That night was another night when I called Maeve and told her that I would be working late again.
"But guess what? We finished up the paperwork today and this will be the last night I'll have to work late."
I hit The Extra Point and shot some pool until I thought Maeve would be in bed and then I went home. Maeve wasn't there when I got there. I went into my home office and made sure that I had everything I wanted all boxed and ready to go. I had already lined up George to help me load what I wanted into my truck the next day. I took one last look around and then I headed for the bedroom. I had no idea where Maeve was – or with who – but I wanted to be in bed and pretending to be asleep when she got there.
I was on my way up to the bedroom when Maeve came in. She wasn't alone.
"Rob, this is Jack. Jack wants me to be his fuck-toy and I didn't think you would mind. After all, you haven't had anything to do with me for almost a month now. Jack thought you might be a little upset, but I told him that if you didn't like it you could leave."
I turned to the guy and smiled as I said, "No problem Jack. Obviously she wants to be your fuck-toy or she wouldn't have brought you home with her. The secret to a good marriage Jack is to let your wife do whatever it is that makes her happy. Matter of fact to make things easier on all concerned I'll move my things to one of the other bedrooms and let you have the master bedroom. Give me just a minute and I'll be out of your way."
As I turned to walk away I saw the shock on Maeve's face. I went to the bedroom and got my tooth brush and shaving gear and took them to the bedroom down the hall, locked the door behind me and got into bed. There was a smile on my face because Maeve had just made things so much easier for me.
Twenty minutes after I went to bed someone tried to come into the room, but the door was locked. There was a knock on the door and I ignored it. Another couple of knocks that I also ignored and then Maeve called out:
"Rob? Unlock the door Rob. Open the door Rob; we need to talk."
I just laid there and ignored her. She tried for ten minutes, but I never responded. Finally she gave up and said:
"I'll talk to you in the morning."
In the morning I was up and out of the house before Maeve was even awake. I drove over and picked up George and we went to breakfast. Then we drove over to the parking lot at work and picked up the Chevy from where it had been parked since I bought it. The George drove the Caddy and followed me back to the house. Maeve was gone, either to work or to take Jack back to where she had fond him, and George and I started to load the truck. We were loaded in a little under an hour. I tossed my wedding ring and the keys to the Caddy on the kitchen table and then we drove over to my new apartment and started moving me in.
We hadn't been there ten minutes when my cell beeped. It was Maeve.
"I called you at work and they told me you took the day off. Where are you?"
"Moving into my new apartment."
"What! Why in the world are you doing that?"
"Think about it for a bit Maeve. Maybe it will come to you."
I disconnected and then turned off the phone. We got everything moved in and I ran George home and then I went back to settle into my new digs. I smiled when the alarm built into my wrist watch went off at eleven. That was the time we had set it up for Maeve to be served with the divorce papers. For a moment or so I flirted with the idea of turning my cell back on so I could take Maeve's call, but the decided to forego the pleasure.
I had taken the whole week off from work so if I left my cell off it would be five days before Maeve could reach me. A private detective wouldn't help her this time – at least not until I went back to work and he could follow me home. I spent those five days at a cabin I rented on Lake Owens and then Monday I returned to work. There was a stack of messages three inches high from Maeve and I tossed them into the trash. I bribed Donna again to keep Maeve from being put through to me on the phone and then I went and had a little talk with Matt. I told him the situation and that I did not care how good a deal Maeve might offer him, I would have nothing to do with her.
I managed to avoid Maeve for almost a month and then she played the only card she had. My attorney called me and said her attorney had called and wanted a meeting. I guess I could have just said:
"Meeting? We don't need no stinking meting!"
But I wanted the thing to be over with so I decided not to do anything that would slow things down and I said I would be there.
Milton and Maeve were already sitting at the table in the conference room with my attorney when I walked into the room. Maeve started to get up, but Milton pulled her back down. Milton scowled at me when I sat down and muttered:
"I knew – just knew – there needed to be a pre-nup as soon as I saw you."
I laughed and then asked, "Are you a real lawyer Milton? I mean have you been admitted to the bar and all that?"
Milton started to say something, but I continued. "A real lawyer would at least be familiar with the paper work his client had been served with. No need for a pre-nup Milton because the only thing I asked for was my freedom. I even gave her back the Cadillac she bought me. Just out Milton; that's all I asked for was out."
I leaned back and faced Milton and Maeve and said, "Now what in the hell is this meeting about?"
Maeve spoke up and said, "I don't want out Rob. I do not want a divorce and getting you to this meeting seemed to be the only way I could get face to face with you and talk."
"We have nothing to talk about Maeve. We are done, toast, through, finished."
"Why Rob? Why are you doing this?"
"Does the name Jack ring a bell?"
"Bullshit Rob. You were out of the house and moving into a new apartment the next morning. You couldn't have found a place and made arrangements that quick. It all had to be in place before Jack."
"Jack wasn't the first one Maeve and we both know it. Now, if we have nothing more to discuss I have other things to do with my time."
Maeve then asked the two attorneys if she might have a few moments in private with me. My attorney looked at me and I shrugged and he and Milton got up and left the room. As soon as the door closed behind them Maeve said:
"There were no others Rob. There wasn't even a Jack."
"I know better Maeve. I personally saw you in action with one of your boyfriends."
"He wasn't my boyfriend Rob; he is one of my account reps and we were at the Purple Mushroom wining and dining a client. I saw you come in and I asked Mack to help me tweak your nose a bit."
"You may have seen me Maeve, but I'm betting that it wasn't until after I saw you rubbing crotches with that guy. And I don't believe he was the first. If he was the first I'll bet it had been going on for some time before that night."
"That's not true Rob. There has never been anyone but you."
"I don't believe that Maeve."
"Why don't you believe it? It is true."



"Is it Maeve? Then explain a few things to me" and I laid out all the signs that pointed to her cheating – besides the night at the Purple Mushroom and the night she brought Jack home with her.
She looked down at the table and then said, "I swear to God Rob, there has never been anyone else."
I just sat there and looked at her.
"Honest Rob; no one but you. Looking at it now I can see that it was stupid. I wish I could take it back, but I can't."
"Take what back Maeve?"
"It goes back to my controlling nature Rob. I let it get the best of me. You never said no to me Rob. You always gave in when I wanted something. I got to wondering if you had any limits – a point where you would push back. But you never did push back. It didn't matter what I did you went along with it so I got the bright idea of trying to find something that you would have to get riled up over so I pretended that I was having an affair. I kept doing all the things that I thought would make you suspicious and demand to know what was going on, but you never did anything. Phony phone calls and you never said a word. Not coming home until late and then taking a shower drew no comment. Nothing I did got a rise out of you.
"I began thinking that you didn't care because you really didn't love me. I started thinking that your walking out of the meeting where Milton brought up the pre-nuptial agreement was a ploy. You knew I'd come after you so you played 'hard-to-get' until I said okay, no pre-nup. I was in that doubting frame of mind the night I saw you come into the Purple Mushroom and I decided to give you something you couldn't ignore. I asked Mack to help me play a joke on you and when you didn't come out onto the dance floor I was sick. I knew then that you didn't care. I just knew that when I got home that night you would dump on me. You didn't say a thing or do a thing.
"But I finally got a reaction. It wasn't the one I wanted, but I got a reaction. You ignored me. The more you ignored me the more pissed off I got and the madder I got the more I wanted to do something that would rock you and that is where Jack came in. When I hit you with Jack you took it calmly, smiled and said have fun and walked away. It broke my heart. It proved that I meant nothing to you. I sent Jack on his way and went to the bedroom you were in to have it out with you once and for all, but you wouldn't let me in or talk to me and the next morning you were gone.
"I swear to you Rob, there was never anyone else."
"Of course there was Maeve. There was the other you."
"The other me?"
"Yes Maeve, there was the loving wife who spoiled me rotten and then there was the scheming, controlling bitch that just had to play her sick games. It has been there all along. The woman who loved me and the slut that had to walk away every once in a while on "dates." Apparently that never stopped. I don't know at what point in our marriage you started going on your "dates" again and I don't care. You games backfired and bit you on the ass Maeve.
"I saw all the signs that pointed to cheating and I ignored them because they must have been innocent coincidences. They had to have been because I just knew that you had to love me as much as I loved you. I saw the signs but I ignored them because I loved you too much to believe they could be true. Then came the Purple Mushroom and I realized that they must have been true after all.
"I never pushed back at you Maeve because I loved you and I wanted you to be happy. Being in charge – being in control – seemed to keep you happy so I let things go. Well Maeve, you wanted to find out if I had limits and now you know that I do have them and you found them and pushed me past them. I hope you are happy now that you know where they are."
"So you will come home?"
"No Maeve, I'm out and I'm staying out. I told you once before that I had a limited capacity for surprises. You have passed that limit."
"Doesn't it matter to you that I love you?"
"Of course it matters Maeve, but I'm not going to go through this shit every time you get a wild hair up your ass."
"It will never happen again Rob. I swear to God it will never happen again."
"You kind of promised me something like that once before and we both remember how that turned out. No more surprises you said, but here we are. Two years, five years or maybe ten years from now I don't want to go through this again. Best we end it right now and move on."
"I don't want a divorce Rob."
"I didn't want a cheating wife either. I listened to your story and maybe some or even all of it might be true, but in the back of my mind I will always wonder if your story was true or made up to suit the occasion. Little things would jump out at me. Things like you saying that at the Purple Onion you finally realized that I didn't care. If you believed I didn't care and you didn't do anything that night why did you take a shower when you got home and before you got in bed?
"I will always suspect that you did cheat and I won't live like that. I'll always see Mack and you grinding into each other and then that long hot kiss when the song ended. I will always see the smirk on Jack's face as you said you were going to be his fuck-toy. It is over Maeve."
"I won't give you a divorce Rob. I'll use every cent that I have to fight it."
"You can stop it Maeve. You have enough money that you can pay Milton to file papers and do whatever lawyers do for years and years and I won't be able to pay my attorney to fight you. But it won't matter Maeve because I'm gone and I'm not coming back. Get used to it Maeve; as a couple we are history and you have no one to blame but yourself."
++++++++++++++++++
Maeve did use her money to keep Milton busy filing motions and briefs and whatever. I paid off my lawyer and got on with my life. It has been over two years now and Maeve and I are still legally married and once or twice a month she will call me and ask me if I have come to my senses yet and if I'm ready to come home. I never give her an answer other than to just hang up.
I've had a lot of girlfriends during that period - a couple have even moved in and lived with me for a while – at least until they find out that marriage is not in the cards for us and then they slowly drift away. I suppose it is a good thing because I'm not sure that I'll ever want to get married again. I figure that sooner or later Maeve will though and when that happens she can take care of the divorce.
Maybe just to be spiteful I'll fight it.
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I get more married pussy than anyone else I know and that includes several husbands. My secret? I don't make passes at them! Yeah, you heard me right, I don't make passes at them and I don't even let them know I'm interested in them. What I do is become their friend, their buddy, and their big brother whose shoulder they can cry on. It is surprising how many husbands are complete assholes where their wives are concerned and those wives are always looking for someone they can talk to, someone who will say "There, there, don't cry, it can't be that bad." The wives confide in you, tell you their inner most secrets and all you have to do is listen closely and pick up on the 'key'. And there is always a 'key' and once you have it you can begin to move things in the direction you want.
Take Maddie for instance. Her husband would stop after work for drinks with his buddies and not get home until late and when he did get home there would be a faint whisper of perfume that was not Maddie's and maybe a lipstick smudge somewhere. Maddie was sure that her husband was fucking around on her. Was he? I have no idea, but the important thing was that Maddie thought he was. One day Maddie was telling me about how her husband had come home late with a phone number in his pocket in what Maddie was sure was a women's handwriting. She said to me, "I wonder how that bastard would like it if I screwed around on him?" and I had my 'key'. From then on every time Maddie would cry on my shoulder I would make sure that the conversation would be steered to the subject of her getting even.
"You can't do something like that Maddie. In this day and age you have to be careful of Aids and shit like that. If you want revenge you better make damn sure that you find someone you can trust completely."
The more the subject of getting even came up, the more the idea appealed to her and eventually she decided to do it and guess who she decided she could trust. Her seduction of me took all of two days and now she gets even with her hubby at my place - two or three times a week. Hey! What can I say, I'm just helping the poor lady out.
+++++++++++++++++
Helping ladies get even isn't the only way to get them into bed. There are a lot of ladies who get mad at hubby over something he won't do. Sarah was a case like that. One day we were eating lunch together when Sarah asked me if she could ask me something personal and when I said sure, go ahead, she asked, "What is your opinion of oral sex?"
My ears perked up and I could sense a 'key' coming.
"I love both," I said.
She looked at me curiously and said, "Both?"
"Sure" I replied, "Giving and getting."
She looked at me and said, "I thought most men hated to give a woman oral sex."
Oh ho, I thought, she wants her pussy licked and her hubby won't do it. I had the 'key' to Sarah and from then on the subject of oral sex always seemed to come up whenever Sarah and I were together. It took a month, but one day Sarah asked, "Can I ask you for a big favor?"
"I guess so" I replied.
Sarah hemmed and hawed, blushed deep red and finally said, "Will you let me suck your cock?"
"Whatever for?" I asked.
It seems that all of her girl friends raved about the effect that sucking their man's cock had on the man and it was usually enough to get the man to go down on them. Sarah's old man wouldn't let her suck his dick; "It's dirty. Only whores do things like that!"
I gave her a serious look and said, "I don't know Sarah. That's asking an awful lot of me and not only that, but its pretty lopsided. You would get me all charged up and then I would want to eat your pussy and before it was over I'd would want to fuck you and you are a married woman."
Care to guess how that one turned out?
++++++++++++++++++
And then there was Monique. The very first time I laid eyes on her I knew that I was going to move heaven and hell if that is what it took to find her key. I never found it; I didn't have to. It did not take long for us to become buddies and about a month after we met she said to me, "Do you think I'm attractive?"
"Absolutely!" I replied.
"Sexy even?" she asked.
"What's going on here?" I asked, "No woman who looks like you has to ask these questions. You know what you've got."
She smiled and said, "It's just small talk leading up to my asking you if you would like to fuck me."
For a change I was speechless. It had never been hard to get the married ladies, but this was almost too easy. Monique laughed at the expression on my face, "Don't look so stunned. You are already fucking half the women who work here, what's one more?"
It turned out that Monique's husband was getting it on with his secretary and then coming home and getting it on with Monique. It never occurred to the idiot that Monique might notice that his cock tasted different on the nights he came home late and that she would figure out that he had been dipping his wick in another woman. What she wanted now was a cunt full of cream to take home to the asshole to see if he could figure it out. It will come as no great surprise that I helped the lady out or that I have continued to help her for the last six months. The funny thing is that Monique is almost certain that he knows, but he hasn't said anything. In fact, the only change in him that she has noticed is that he is more eager to eat her pussy than he ever was before. All I can say is that if he isn't going to complain, neither am I
+++++++++++++++
Ruby was the most difficult to land. Becoming friends was fairly easy and becoming her confidant not much harder, but she didn't seem to have any problems with her husband. It was almost six months before I saw a glimmer of hope. She came to work one day in a clearly pissed off mood, but whatever it was that had upset her she did not want to talk about. It was another two days before I was able to pry it out of her. Her hubby had gone to a bachelor party for a friend and had not come home until three in the morning. He was smelling of beer, whiskey and, she was almost sure, a faint trace of perfume. Bingo - I had my key, and I slowly began to turn it to unlock Ruby's treasures.
"So what's the problem?" I asked. "Almost all bachelor parties have a stripper or two come in for entertainment. It's no big thing."
Sounds like I'm telling her that hubby hasn't given her anything to worry about, right? I went on, "Usually the talent only screws the bridegroom, and sometimes the best man (Ruby had already told me that the party was for her hubby's best friend - I gambled that the groom's best friend would be best man - bingo again). Ruby burst into tears and I tried to soothe her, "There, there honey, no need to be upset. You know, in less than half of the parties I've been to did the stripper take on everybody there."
Ruby looked at me with tear filled eyes, "You mean she did everybody?"
Inside I smiled as I said, "Don't worry about it. Your hubby doesn't sound like the kind of guy who would go along with something like that" but the tone of my voice said "Of course he fucked the bitch and if she was halfway decent looking, he nailed her at least twice."
For the next couple of days every time we would sit down together the subject would come up and I would 'pooh pooh her fears, but in a tone of voice that plainly said, "You're old man got himself some strange that night." By the following week Ruby was one hundred percent certain that hubby had done her wrong and, by God, she was going to get even.
"Whoa! Hold on!" I said. "You can't just run out and take on the first good looking guy you see, these days you have to consider things like disease, and nuts who like to beat up on women, or even sexual serial killers. If you are going to do it you have to find someone who will keep his mouth shut. You want your hubby to know, but not everyone else. The last thing you want is for the word to get around that you are an easy piece."
Ruby thought long and hard about it and then she asked me, as her friend, to help her get even with her old man. What could I say? She was my friend - I was honor bound to help out. We had one fantastic night together and then she hurried home to tell her husband the good news.
++++++++++++++++++++
The most memorable was Nancy, another one that I didn't need a key for. Nancy was a raven-haired beauty that I lusted for, but who had apparently had some sixth sense that told her what I was about. She never allowed me to get close to her and so I put her on my list of unattainables and concentrated my efforts in other areas. Nancy was cordial, but cool towards me, until the day she had to leave work early for a doctor's appointment. Her house was on the way to the doctor's office and she had forgotten her checkbook that morning so she stopped at the house to get it. She found her husband fucking the next door neighbor and after watching for a few moment she had backed silently away - they never even knew that she had been there. The next day she showed up at my cubicle and asked me to have lunch with her. We met at a small café close to work and after satisfying herself that there was no one close enough to hear our conversation she cut right to the chase.
"Normally, you are not the kind of person that I would have much to do with. You are a predator and you prey on women when they are in an emotionally unstable state, but you have two qualities that keep you from being a total lowlife - you are discrete, and you don't go around blabbing about your conquests. In fact, the only reason that most of us know about what it is that you do is that your victims talk. I find it amazing that none of them have anything bad to say about you. The bottom line here is that at this moment in time I need someone like you to help me get some revenge."
I had been sitting there totally silent while she made her little speech, but I wasn't in the least upset because, after all, she had it totally right, but now it was time for me to speak.
"Why, given your opinion of me, would I even want to consider helping you?"
She smiled at me and said, "Because you want me. I can see it in your eyes every time you look at me and if I get your help, you get me!"
Talk about the offer you can't refuse! It took me all of two nano-seconds to say, "What do you want me to do?"
Nancy told me and two days later I was sitting naked on the side of her bed watching her set up a video camera on a tripod. But I wasn't watching her fiddle with the camera; I was taking in the breathless sight of her flawless naked body. High breasted, narrow waisted, and with legs that seemed to go on forever. Raven black hair falling on creamy white shoulders and her green eyes flashing satisfaction over what she was about to do. For an added bit of eroticism she had on nylons with a garter belt and was wearing a pair of black patent leather "come fuck me" high heels. When she was satisfied with the camera she turned it on and then walked seductively toward me.
It was the most strenuous afternoon of my life. She sucked my cock and then we fucked. She sucked me back to life and then we fucked again. Nancy's mouth and fingers got me up more times than I thought possible and every time she got me up we fucked. I would love to be able to sit here and write that I was "Superman" that day and that my cock stayed hard and I fucked Nancy until she pleaded with me to stop. But that wouldn't be true (and I'm sure that you all know that anyway) and in fact it was just the opposite, I had to beg Nancy to leave me alone.
Nancy popped out the videocassette and place it in the middle of the unkempt bed, right next to a large puddle of cum, with a note taped to it that said, "Something for you and Clarissa to watch the next time you both climb in this bed."
We dressed and went out for a steak dinner and as we finished off the bottle of wine I asked, "What now?"
Nancy gave me a contemplative look and then said, "Your place."
We spent the next three days never leaving my apartment. We both called in sick to work and all of our meals were delivered. We tore at each other until my dick was so sore that I had to fight Nancy off. On the fourth day Nancy went home.
++++++++++++++++++
My life changed drastically after our three day sex-a-thon. Nancy and her husband separated and she moved in with me. I'm not allowed to prey on married women anymore (unless you count Nancy, who technically is still married). I guess that it would be true to say that I'm not preying, I'm being preyed upon. The woman is insatiable and is doing her absolute best to fuck me to death. I'd protest - if I could find the strength.
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I was introduced to Riley's Tavern on my first day at Woodbine Industries. As I was dropping my time card into the slot to punch out one of the guys asked me if I was going to stop for a beer with the guys. I felt no crying need to hurry home so I said okay. He told me that the group usually stopped at Riley's and if I didn't know where it was I could follow him. I wasn't that familiar with that part of town so I followed him and it turned out that Riley's was only three blocks from the plant.
From the outside it looked like any neighborhood bar, but looks were deceiving. Inside there was an "L" shaped bar the ran the length of the west wall and part of the south wall. The rest of the south wall was taken up by a small bandstand and a jukebox. Booths lined the north wall and part of the east wall. Part of the east wall was a recessed alcove where there were four pool tables and a hallway that led back to the restrooms. In the center of the room there was a fairly large dance floor surrounded by tables.
My new co-workers had pushed four tables together next to the dance floor and I wondered why they had put four tables together for only six of us. I took a seat at the tables and looked around as I got to know my new associates better. There was a sexy looking busty redhead behind the bar. The waitress, I found out later that her name was Tina, came over and took my drink order and as she walked away I commented on the fact that the place sure didn't match its outside appearance.
"You ain't seen nothing yet" Vern said. "In about ten minutes the crew from the wheel plant will start to come in."
"What is so special about that?"
"The women who work in the office over there are real party animals. When they show up the jukebox starts up and the dance floor fills up in a hurry. If you play your cards right you never have to leave here alone.
"I don't think my wife would care for me doing that."
"You can still have a good time even if you do leave alone."
I was on my second beer when a bunch of women came in. Several of them came over and sat down with us at our tables. I was introduced to five that sat down with us and almost immediately the jukebox started playing and people got up to dance. In less than a minute I was the only guy sitting at the table with two girls. One of them, Ursala, looked at me and asked:
"Don't you dance?"
"I'm the new guy and I'm just sitting here and watching to get a feel for the place."
"First Rule of Happy Hour is that single guys have to dance with single girls."
"I'm not single, I'm married."
"I am too, but that isn't what I mean. If you are here alone you are expected to dance with someone like me who is also here alone."
She reached out a hand to me and said, "Come on. Time to trip the light fantastic."
I got up and danced with Ursala and then with three others before I got up, said my goodnights and headed for home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home I wondered why I was bothering. I'd told Ursala that I was married and I was, but it was a marriage that was on its last legs and I knew it. I had been enjoying myself at Riley's so why did I leave just to go home to a deteriorating marriage? The only answer I could come up with was that I would not allow it to be my actions that ended the marriage. When it went down it was going to be Elaine who killed it, not me.
I met Elaine at a party at my Cousin Lou's house. It was one of those parties where there was a large mix of people who didn't know each other. Lou's wife Shelly had invited several people that she worked with; there were a bunch that Lou worked with, some friends and neighbors and even a few other relatives.
It was my first party in a long time and Lou and Shelly had worked hard on me to get me to come. I'd been pretty much a 'stay at home' since my wife had taken off with some asshole she met while taking evening classes at the local community college. She had come back home three weeks later begging for forgiveness only to be told that all of her stuff was in boxes in the garage and that Goodwill was scheduled to pick up those boxes up on Thursday. I suggested that if she wanted any of that stuff she better get it out of the garage before Goodwill got there. Then I handed her the divorce papers and told her I hoped I'd never see her again.
Anyway, after nine months of not dating or going out Lou and Shelly decided that it was up to them to get me back out into the world. What they didn't realize was that I wasn't holed in my place because of any great hurt. I just didn't trust women anymore. At the same time I was going through my divorce with Bev my older brother caught his wife cheating on him with the next door neighbor. I also had several friends who were going through divorces at the same time because of cheating.
I'm not at all naïve and when my buddies told me that the divorces were because of the wife's cheating I accepted it - tongue in cheek – even though I knew (or at least suspected) that in all cases it wasn't the wife who was the guilty party, but in the majority of cases it was the wife who got playing with someone else. This led to my avoiding women in social situations and that meant parties that I didn't go to.
When Lou asked me to his party I was in a fairly good mood so I decided to go. I was introduced to some people that I didn't know, said hello to some that I knew but hadn't seen in a while and in general walked around and socialized. About an hour after I arrived Shelly came up to me with a tall blond – and I do mean tall. She was six foot to my five eleven and she had the bluest eyes I'd ever looked into. Shelly introduced me to Elaine and then said:
"Excuse me. Joan just came in and I need to talk to her."
As Shelly headed for Joan Elaine said, "Do you have the feeling that this was just a bit contrived?"
"I'm not surprised if that is what you mean. Lou and Shelly seem to have made it their mission in life to see to it that I lose my confirmed bachelor status."
"And why is some one your age a confirmed bachelor?"
"Long, long story and not one for a party. But what about you? You obviously don't need anyone fixing you up. You have to be holding off guys with a club."
And it was true. She was about one hundred and forty pounds and it was very well distributed on her six foot frame. Long blond hair down to the middle of her back and even without a smidgen of makeup she had a radiant face.
"Thanks for the compliment, but it is another long story not meant for a party."
I changed the subject and found out that she worked with Shelly and Shelly had pretty much twisted her arm to get her to come to the party. Then someone else who worked with her came up and they started talking about something that had happened at work and I wandered off.
Shortly after that Allison Collins showed up with some guy. Allison had been married to one of my friends and he had caught her cheating on him with her boss. It pissed me off that Lou and Shelly – who both knew how I felt about cheating whores – would invite one to a party that they had invited me to. Allison spotted me and headed my way with her escort no doubt intending to introduce me to him, but I gave her a look of disgust, turned away from her and then left the party.
The next day Lou called me and asked me where I had disappeared to. I told him and he told me that Allison hadn't been invited. She came as Charlie Stone's date and he hadn't known that Charlie even knew Allison. I apologized for my abrupt departure and he invited me to a poker game on the next Friday.
When I got to his house on Friday I found that while I would be playing poker with him and four others Shelly would be playing Pinochle with the wives of two of the poker players and Elaine. When I saw Elaine there I cast a glance at Lou and he looked back at me with an innocent expression on his face.
An hour into the game we took a short bathroom break and Elaine came up to me.
"For what it is worth I didn't know you were going to be here tonight."
"Not surprising. No one mentioned to me that there would be ladies here tonight either. I do have to wonder why Lou and Shelly are so determined to stick you with me."
"Actually I know why."
"The please share it with me."
Just then Lou came and got me because they were ready to start and it was my deal. I took my place at the table and forty minutes into the game I was sitting there with an empty beer bottle in front of me and staring at two pair – kings and tens – and wondering what to do. It was five card draw, jacks or better to open, and Hal had opened so I knew he had at least jacks. The betting had gone around the table and then Hal had drawn two cards and then bet again. Did he have three of a kind to draw to or had he done what he sometimes did when he had a high pair and an ace and kept the ace as a kicker?
And had he helped himself in the draw?
And then there was his pair. It was jacks or better so he could have had jacks, queens, the other two kings or aces.
When Hal bet Harv had called. Harv had drawn three so that meant that he felt he could at least beat Hal's openers and knowing the way Harv played he probably felt he could beat Hal's openers and any help Hal might have gotten in the draw. Next was Sam. He had drawn one card and when the bet got to him he raised. Sam was known to draw to inside and open ended straights and four card flushes. Was it one of those and he had hit on the draw or did he have two pair and one of those pair higher than jacks? Plus, Sam had been known to bluff.
I was contemplating raising when an arm went by me and a hand picked up my empty beer bottle and then set a full one down in front of me. I turned and saw Elaine standing there smiling at me. I don't know why, but I took that as an omen and I called the bet and then raised. Lou dropped out and both Hal and Sam called. I put down my two pair and Hal muttered "shit" and threw in his cards. Sam smiled and laid down a heart flush. So much for Elaine being a sign.
Hal, Dave and Jim called it a night and since I didn't care much for three handed poker I called it a night too. Elaine was getting ready to go also and on a whim I asked her if she would like to stop for coffee somewhere.
"I could do that" she said. "How about the White Castle at Grant and Steele?"
"Ten minutes?"
"See you there."
After we sat down and had coffees in front of us I said, "Earlier I said I wondered why Lou and Shelly were trying so hard to stick you with me and you said that you knew. Care to enlighten me?"
"Shelly thinks I need you or more accurately I need what you are."
"You need what I am?"
"A nice guy. Shelly thinks that what I really need is to meet a nice guy."
She saw the questioning look on my face and went on. "Shelly is a real close friend and as a result she knows a lot about me and my personal life. My fault; I can't hide anything and when she sees me down in the dumps she asks why and I end up telling her."
"What does that have to do with me?"
"To put it bluntly, the guys I seem attracted to and end up with usually turn out to be assholes. I've had so many of them that I'm down on men in general. Shelly keeps telling me that I need to meet a nice guy and since I seem incapable of finding one on my own Shelly has decided to do it for me. You are her pick."
"I suppose that I should be flattered that Shelly thinks that I am a nice guy, but I'm not all that sure that she is that good of a friend if she is trying to saddle you with me."
"Why is that? What is wrong with you that getting us together wouldn't be a good thing for me?"
"Because I'm pretty much down on women" and I told her about my ex and all of the other cheating whores I'd seen and knew about. "I just don't trust women anymore and it is hard to have a relationship when you go into it all ready expecting it to turn sour."
"Maybe that's why Shelly thinks we are a pair. What you have said about women pretty much sums up the assholes I've been going out with. Every single one of them cheated on me and then acted like it was no big thing. Maybe Shelly figures that since we have both been there and felt the pain that it isn't likely that we would ever inflict that pain on each other."
That sounded almost reasonable and the more I considered it the more I thought that Shelly might be onto something.
"So how do you feel about Shelly trying to fix you up with a bitter divorced man?"
"If she is right and you are really the nice guy she says you are I'm okay with it. How about you? How do you feel about a women who has nothing but failed relationships behind her?"
"I think we need to test Shelly's theory."
To shorten things a bit Elaine and I dated for almost a year before I asked her to marry me. She said yes and Lou was my best man and Shelly was Elaine's maid of honor.
+++++++++++++++++
The marriage was a happy one for a little over six years and then it all went to hell. The job I had at the time entailed a lot of travel and sometimes I would be gone for weeks at a time. I came home from a three week trip and found out that Elaine had replaced me.
Not with another man, but with a religion.
While I was gone Elaine had opened the door one day and let a couple of Jehovah's Witnesses come in and visit. At first I didn't think anything of it. If she wanted to waste her time on what I considered a stupid cult let her have at it. Then it started to intrude on my life. First it was birthdays. I asked her what she would like for her birthday and she told me that we didn't celebrate birthdays anymore since it was against her religion. Next to go was Christmas. She kept pushing me to join with her and I kept telling her no. I've never had any use for communists, but I believe that it was Lenin who said that "Religion is the opiate of the masses" and on that I agreed with him one hundred percent. The more Elaine pushed for me to join with her and the more I said no the farther apart we became.
She had meetings at our house and when I would walk through a room where they were sitting and talking everything would go silent and I could feel the stares on me.
We had a real nasty argument one night when I came home and found four volumes from our set of Encyclopedia Britannica sitting on top of the trash cans in our garage. When I asked her what in the hell she thought she was doing she told me that they couldn't be in the house because they contained lies and misleading information. When I asked for specifics I was told that the volumes in question contained information on evolution. I blew up at her and told her that if she ever again threw anything of mine out of the house without talking to me first I would throw her and her stupid assed religion out on the street. Things got even chillier between us after that.
Why did I put up with it? Because I loved the silly bitch and I was hoping that she would eventually come to her senses. It wasn't too bad on me when I was traveling, but then the company I was working for was bought out and the new owners did a reorganization that put thirty of us out on the street. My new job at Woodbine was eight to five and very little traveling and I wasn't sure what that was going to mean as far as my home situation was concerned.
+++++++++++++++
The first couple of months after I started at Woodbine I stopped at Riley's once or twice a week for a beer or two and then headed on home. Things at home were not getting any better and my outright refusal to have anything to do with Elaine's new found religion was just making things worse. Elaine and I hadn't made love since the encyclopedia incident. Any overtures I made along sexual lines were rebuffed with all of the usual excuses women make when they try to use sex as a weapon and I was getting a little frustrated.
I started stopping at Riley's more often and staying longer rather than going home. My sexual frustration had me starting to look at the women who came into Riley's and I began to wonder what my chances might be with some of them. That's all it was – wondering – because I didn't cheat on my wife. Never had and never expected that I would, but I was a man and I was going to look, fantasize and wonder.
And then on a Thursday night everything changed.
The house we lived in did not have an attached garage. There was a walkway from the garage to the side door of the house and when you went in the side door you walked onto a landing. If you walked straight ahead you went down the stairs into the basement. If you turned right there were steps leading up to the kitchen. I had just walked in the door when I heard:
"You know that you are going to have to divorce him."
The voice was Maria's. She was a Witness who lived nine houses down the street from us and was probably one of the Witnesses that Elaine had opened the door to that first time. They apparently had not heard me pull into the drive or come in the house. Elaine said:
"I'm not ready for that just yet. I still think that I can bring him around."
"You are in denial Elaine. That man despises our religion. You can see the disgust on his face every time he sees us meeting here. I can tell you from experience that mixed marriages don't work. He will never be one of us. You need to put him behind you. You know our precepts. The man is the head of the household and you are subservient to him. How can you be subservient to a man who despises our God?"
"I just need time. He will join with me. I know I can get him to."
"I think you are fooling yourself Elaine. The longer you put it off the harder it is going to be."
I'd heard enough and I slammed the door and called out, "Elaine, I'm home." Maria was standing and putting on her coat when I reached the top of the stairs. I nodded at her and took off my coat and was hanging it up in the hall closet as Elaine walked Maria to the front door.
I spent Friday at work thinking about what I'd overheard and what it meant. To me it meant that my marriage was over. Elaine hadn't said "No way will I divorce the man I love." What she had said was that she was not ready for that "yet." That she needed more time to try and drag me into her cult, but the inference was there in that "yet." If I didn't come on board she would eventually go for a divorce and there was absolutely no way I would ever get involved with her fruit cake religion.
But I did get one thing out of her conversation with Maria. Friday night when I made overtures to get something started in the bedroom Elaine pleaded 'headache' and I said:
"Not tonight Elaine. I have gone almost two months without making love. I am the head of this household and I have certain rights and needs. Now get in bed and take care of your wifely duties."
I think it shocked her to hear me say something like that, but she did take off her nightgown and get on the bed. It was a hollow victory however. She just laid there and let me use her, but I didn't much care. I got some physical relief and mentally I felt good at using her religion against her in almost the same way she had been using her withholding of sex against me. When I finished I said:
"From now on we will have intercourse on Mondays, Thursdays and Saturdays. Make sure you remember that and plan accordingly."
I got off the bed and went into the bathroom and showered and when I came back to the bedroom Elaine wasn't there. She had taken her pillow and a blanket and gone to sleep in the spare bedroom.
Saturday morning I was out on the driveway washing the car when Elaine came out and walked up to me. She stood there looking at me until I turned off the hose and turned to her. She looked down at the ground and then back up at me and said:
"I want a divorce."
It wasn't a shock. I knew it would be coming, but I hadn't expected it quite that soon.



"Are you sure about this" I asked.
"Yes."
"Okay" I said and went back to washing the car.
She stood there looking at me with a stunned look on her face. It was obvious that she hadn't expected things to go that way. I think she expected me to say something like:
"Whoa babe. No need for that. Things aren't that bad and we can work it out."
Then she would get me to join the Witnesses with her as a condition of our staying together. I ignored her and kept working on the car and eventually she turned and went back into the house.
As I toweled down the car I thought on what had just happened. I loved Elaine, but I wasn't dumb. She had been brain-washed by her cult and that left us no chance. She was now a member of a group whose basic creed was "our way or the highway" and I would never accept "their way." Our only hope was for her to put the Jehovah's Witnesses behind her and it was clear that she wasn't going to do that.
I finished the car and then went into the house and got two writing tablets and two pens and went into the kitchen and sat down at the table. I called for Elaine and when she came into the kitchen I pointed at the chair opposite me and told her to sit. I pushed one of the pens and one of the pads of paper over to her and told her to start making a list of what she wanted out of the house.
"Why?"
"Because we are splitting up and that means dividing up what we have. Things like going through our albums and deciding who keeps what. You don't like Bluegrass so there is no problem there and I don't care for Barry Manilow so there is no problem there either, but we need to go through the rest. You have already shown your feelings where the encyclopedias are concerned so I'll take them. I'm taking my recliner and all of my hunting, fishing and camping gear. You need to make your list and I'll make mine and then we will compare. Where there are things we both want we will negotiate.
"Two things to keep in mind. You want this divorce so you take care of it. The second thing is that I can't afford to maintain two separate places right now so unless you move out we will have to share this place. You slept in the guest bedroom last night so you can stay there for now. And on that subject since you hit me with this divorce crap you are released from having to take care of your wifely duties tonight.
"Why are you being so mean?"
"I'm not being mean. You want out of the relationship so I'm letting you out, but I am not going to get up and walk away leaving you with everything. This is a no-fault divorce state so everything we have will be split fifty-fifty. So let us get busy and decide who gets what. Better we do it than let the courts do it.
"You will need to start looking for a job and a place to stay. As long as we are still in this house I'll pay the rent and utilities and once we are living separate I'll pay you six hundred a month separate maintenance until you remarry. Agreed?"
She shook her head and said, "I guess, but I didn't expect it to be like this."
"What did you expect? You want out and I won't try to keep you in a relationship you don't want to be in. So it is over except for the housekeeping and paperwork."
Except that it wasn't, but it was two weeks before I found it out.
++++++++++++++++++
When I went to work Monday it was with a new attitude. There was no paperwork in the system yet, but as far as I was concerned Elaine and I were no longer a couple and that meant I could check out some of the ladies at Riley's without feeling guilty.
That night I stuck around and danced with a couple of the girls that usually joined the group at the tables we pushed together. One of them, Leslie, asked what was the occasion that had gotten me to finally stick around. I told her that my wife had asked for a divorce over the weekend and I no longer felt the need to hurry home.
"You don't seem too broken up about it and even if you were the girls here will do their best to cheer you up."
And they did. I started stopping after work every night and a lot of the women would actually be dragging me off my chair and onto the dance floor. It was obvious to me that I could have scored a dozen times if I would have put forth the effort, but I wasn't quite ready for that yet. I still had some old fashioned values and while Elaine and I were no longer a couple we were still married.
All that thinking went out the window two weeks after Elaine told me that she wanted a divorce. A man walked up to me as I was leaving work one night and asked me if I was Robert McKeean and when I said I was he handed me an envelope and said:
"You have been served."
It didn't come as a surprise. I put the envelope in my pocket and headed for Riley's. As I was dancing with Leslie I said:
"It's official now. I was served with divorce papers today."
"Does that mean I can take you home with me tonight?"
"Not tonight sweetie, but the day is coming if you are still interested when it gets here."
"What does that mean?"
"I'm still married until the divorce is final and until the day it is final I will behave myself."
When I got home that night there were several cars in the drive and I figured that Elaine was having another one of her meetings. When I went to open the door I found that it was locked. I took out my key but it wouldn't fit in the lock. I went to the front door and found the same thing. "What the fuck!" I thought as I knocked on the door. After three hard knockings Elaine opened the door.
"Rob? What are you doing here?"
"I live here Elaine."
"No you don't. Not anymore."
"What are you talking about?"
"I was told you got the papers today."
"Yeah. So?"
"Didn't you read them?"
I pulled the envelope out of my pocket, opened it and found that along with the divorce papers there was a restraining order barring me from coming with two hundred feet of Elaine or the house. I was stunned and then I started to get pissed.
"All right Elaine, I guess you stuck it to me good. Just let me in to get my clothes and I'll get out of here."
"No Rob. My lawyer said that I couldn't let you in unless you arranged it with him so he could have someone from the court here when you take your things out."
"Come on Elaine. Cut the bullshit and let me get my stuff."
A guy walked up behind here and put his hand on her shoulder and they way he did it spoke volumes about how well they knew each other. Why hadn't I figured that out?
"No Rob, and if you don't leave right now and get two hundred feet away I'm going to call the police. If you try to push your way in I have a roomful of people who heard me tell you to go away."
"All right Elaine. It didn't have to be this way. Just remember that you were the one that fucked things up for yourself."
I turned and went back to my car and went looking for a motel. Once checked into the motel I got out the divorce papers and read them. Elaine got to stay in the house and I was ordered to maintain it and to pay her one thousand a month temporary maintenance pending the final decisions of the court. I shook my head at that. Fat chance!
+++++++++++++
The next day I called into work and told them I would be out for the day to take care of some pressing personal business. I was parked down the street when Elaine left the house to take her mother to the doctor. Her mother had an irregular heart beat and was on blood thinners to prevent blood clots and she had to go in every week and have her blood checked to see if her medicine dosage needed to be adjusted up or down. She didn't drive so Elaine had to take her in.
As soon as Elaine was gone I went to the house. There was a basement window that had a broken lock and I had never fixed it. I crawled through it into the house and gathered up everything that I wanted and loaded it into my truck. Since the utilities were all in my name I used the phone to call the gas, electric and phone companies and cancelled service. Then I called the insurance man and cancelled my renter's insurance and the insurance on Elaine's car.
I drove over to the landlord's house and told him that I wouldn't be keeping the house after the end of the month. He wasn't happy with the short notice, but he cheered up a bit when I told him he could keep the security deposit in lieu of notice.
My next stop was the bank and I closed out the checking and savings accounts. They were in my name only so Elaine couldn't withdraw anything, but I didn't know if her attorney could somehow freeze the accounts or not, but I wasn't going to chance it. There were no credit cards to stop since I didn't believe in running up credit card debt and so I dealt in cash. Elaine didn't work and I handled all of our finances. I gave Elaine a weekly allowance to handle groceries and give her some spending money, but all that had just come to a screeching halt. In short, I stopped paying for anything where Elaine was concerned and fuck a bunch of court orders.
I had all that done by noon and I spent the rest of the day finding an apartment and then hitting a Goodwill to pick up some furniture. Then I hit the Wal-Mart Super Store for sheets, blankets, pots and pans and groceries.
The next day I was not surprised when I got a call from Elaine telling me that the electricity had been turned off.
"Why tell me Elaine? I don't live there anymore."
"I called the electric company and they told me that you cancelled the service."
"Yes I did. Since I don't live there anymore I'm not going to pay the bill."
"You have to take care of those things Rob. My lawyer says the court gave me temporary use of the family domicile and you have to maintain it."
"I don't care what the divorce papers say Elaine. If I don't live there I don't pay. Best you get out and find a job Elaine (she wasn't working with Shelly anymore – both of them had been laid off) instead of walking around knocking on doors and handing out your cult's literature."
"You are going to get in trouble Rob."
"What are they going to do Elaine? Stick me in jail? That just means that I'll lose my job and no job means no money and no money means that I won't be sending you the six hundred bucks a month I agreed to give you."
"The court says you have to send me a thousand."
"Maybe so, but I only agreed to six hundred that day we sat at the kitchen table and that is all I am going to send. Get a job Elaine. You are going to need one. You have a few more surprises coming your way."
"What do you mean Rob? What did you do?"
"Goodbye Elaine."
I hung up and my cell phone rang almost immediately and I saw it was from Elaine so I just let it ring.
+++++++++++++++++
That night at Riley's I asked Leslie if she was still interested and she asked me what had happened to the "I'm still married" bit. I explained what had happened and that as far as I was concerned I was released. She grabbed her purse and said:
"Let me leave first. Wait about five minutes and then meet me in the Safeway parking lot and then you can follow me home."
I pulled into the Safeway lot and she flashed her lights and pulled out and I followed her to her apartment. As soon as we were inside she started stripping and led me to her bedroom. She pulled the covers down, got on the bed and looked up at me.
"No foreplay baby, let's get right to it."
I came rather quickly and apologized. I told her that it had been a while since I'd had regular sex and she told me not to worry because she was sure that I wasn't done for the night. She went down on me and got me serviceable again and the second time lasted a good deal longer and I was pleased that I was able to give her an orgasm. Then I surprised her and went down on her and after a couple of minutes of my working on her clit she pushed me away and swung into a sixty-nine with me. This led to another erection and then she applied the cure for the problem and I was able to give her one more orgasm.
As I laid there next to her staring up at the ceiling and trying to catch my breath Leslie asked:
"Penny for your thoughts?"
"They aren't very gentlemanly."
"Okay, a nickel then."
"I've been stopping at Riley's for a couple of months now and I've never seen you go out to the parking lot or leave with anybody. All of a sudden you invite me to come home with you. Since I'm no Robert Redford or Brad Pitt I have to wonder about that."
"No big secret there. I'm just a bit picky about who I hook up with. You might not be a Redford or a Pitt, but you ain't all that bad."
"Picky? What made you pick me?"
"You have been coming into the bar for months now and you have never had anything to do with any of the girls who are there."
"So?"
"Let me give you an example. You know Sherry?"
"She's the redhead, right?"
"Yes and have you noticed what she does?"
"No, not really. I haven't paid all that much attention."
"Shelly, at one time or another, has left the bar with everyone of the guys from Woodbine except you. The same can be said about Alice, Mary and Becky. That means that those four have shared at least eight guys between them and those eight guys are not at Riley's every night. Where are they and who are they with on the nights they are not at Riley's? Have you ever heard that when you have sex with someone you are having sex with everyone they have ever had sex with? And you are exposed to everything that they have been exposed to? I'm not the least bit interested in a bunch of promiscuous men. But I'm still a horny female with her juices flowing and along comes untouched, unsullied you. A man who flat out tells me that he won't have sex while he is till married. It is as simple as that."
"Can I take that to mean as long as I stay away from Alice, Mary, Becky and Sherry we can do this again sometime?"
"Oh yes indeed honey and speaking of again" she said as she reached for my cock, "How are we doing here?"
We did fine one more time and then I headed for my apartment. Before I left Leslie's place she told me that she didn't ever want to leave the bar with me because she didn't want anyone to think she was like Sherry and the other girls. We would always leave separately and then meet up and that is what we did the next two nights.
++++++++++++++++++
On Thursday I got a call from Gerald Montrose's secretary and she informed me that he would like to see me when it was convenient. I asked her who Montrose was and found out that he was the lawyer handling Elaine's divorce. I told the women that it wouldn't ever be convenient and I said goodbye and hung up.
Twenty minutes later she called me again and asked me to please hold for Mr. Montrose. I told her that no way was I going to hold for him and I was just ready to hang up when he came on the line. He cut right to the chase.
"Normally I wouldn't do this. I'd just file the necessary paperwork to bring you into court, but Mrs. McKeean doesn't want to see you go to jail for contempt so I'm trying to handle this the easy way. The court orders contained in the divorce paperwork require you to maintain the principal residence pending the final court decision on your divorce. That means that you need to get the utilities turned back on. If you get that done today I will tear up the paperwork I've prepared for the court. In addition we will just forget about you breaking in and removing property while Mrs. McKeean was out."
"Forget it. I'll tell you the same thing I told Elaine. I'm not paying for someplace where I'm not living. I had everything worked out fine with Elaine and the divorce would have been painless for both of us if she had just stuck with the agreement we made. She didn't so fuck her. And I have no idea what you are talking about when you say that I broke in. I have it on good authority that Elaine gave bags of stuff to Goodwill on the day after I had the utilities turned off and I know damned well that it was my clothing and personal items in those bags. Go ahead and bring it up in front of the judge and let's see what he has to say about it."
"Then you leave me no choice. I'll file the papers with the court this afternoon."
"You do that, but while you are doing that think of this. I'm not paying and all they can do is find me in contempt of court and lock me up. That means I'll lose my job and no job means no money. I knew going in when I told Elaine to handle the divorce I would end up paying for it, but again – no job, no money. Think of that while you are walking into the courthouse."
I hung up on him and got back to work.
Friday was the last day of the month and I got another call and this time it was from a crying Elaine.
"What did you do Rob? Mr. Barker was just here. He was surprised I'm still here."
"I told you that I'm not paying for a place where I'm not living."
"He says I have to get out since he has already rented the house to someone else. What am I going to do?"
"Not my problem Elaine. Go ask those assholes in your cult that told you that you needed to divorce me and don't forget that it was your choice to break the agreement we made. You know, the one where I said I would take care of the rent and utilities as long as we lived in the house together?"
I hung up on her and I was smiling when I did it.
++++++++++++++
Monday I went to work and told my boss that I needed to speak with him. I told him what was going on and what I was going to do.
"I don't know when they will come for me, but I thought I should give you advanced notice so you can start looking for someone to replace me."
"You really going to sit in jail rather than do what they want?"
"Absolutely."
"I wish I would have had your balls when I went through my divorce. What I can do for you is promise you a job when it is all over with. Good luck."
That night I told Leslie what was likely to happen and she told me not to worry, that she would bring me a cake with a hacksaw blade inside of it.
It was eleven days before a man caught me coming out of work and served me with papers ordering me to appear in court. The appearance date was ten days away and I tossed the papers in the trash and ignored them. Meanwhile I heard (from Shelly) that Elaine had moved in with two other single Jehovah's Witnesses. Elaine called me half a dozen times, but I hung up as soon as I heard her voice.
Nineteen days after the court date that I didn't bother to show up for a deputy sheriff showed up at work with a bench warrant for my arrest on a charge of "failure to appear."
To shorten things a little when the judge asked me while I failed to appear I told him that we had been real busy at work and I had forgotten about it. He knew it was bullshit, but he moved on and asked me why I had failed to follow the courts orders. I told him of my verbal agreement with Elaine and that I had no intention of doing anything other that what I had agreed to with her. He told me that my verbal agreement had no legal standing, but that court orders had the full weight of the law behind them. He then ordered me to provide housing for Elaine and pay her the court ordered temporary maintenance including the arrearage. I told him no. I would not do anything other than what I had previously agreed to with Elaine which of course was now impossible since she had broken that agreement. He found me "in contempt of court and gave me fifteen days.
At the end of fifteen days I was brought back in front of him and I told him no again and got another fifteen days. After that I went back in front of him every fifteen days and got another fifteen. At the end of one hundred and forty-two days I was released. I was let loose because the divorce was final and there was a new set of court orders and I was told I'd better pay attention to them or I would be back. I just smiled and said:
"Save me a good cell."
+++++++++++++++



I had given Leslie the key to my apartment and when I got the first fifteen days I called her and let her know. I knew once I got to court I was going to be there for a while and I had already set things up with Leslie. As soon as she got my call she cleaned out my apartment and put all my things in storage and then she went over to Woodbine and picked up my truck and parked it at her place.
When I was released I called her and she came and got me. As I waited for her I read the divorce decree. I was ordered to pay court costs, twelve hundred a month in alimony and Elaine's attorney's fees. I promptly paid the court costs, but that was all I was going to pay.
Leslie offered to let me stay with her until I could get back to work and get a place of my own.
"You do know what you are letting yourself in for, don't you" I asked.
"No. What?"
I've been one hundred and forty-two days without sex and I have needs."
"It has been the same amount of time for me too and frankly I'm not sure you have enough strength to meet my needs."
"A challenge? I like challenges."
I'm not ashamed to say that while I didn't fully meet her needs that night she didn't complain about it too much in the morning.
I called my brother to let him know I was out and where I was and he told me that Elaine had called him and had asked him to have me call her. Out of curiosity I called and asked her what she wanted.
"You are supposed to pay me twelve hundred a month and I would like to know when I'll start getting it."
"Well let's see Elaine. I just spent one hundred and forty-two days in jail and I don't have a job. So you won't get a dime until a couple of things happen. One, I need to find work. Two, I lost twenty-one weeks of work and that cost me over nine thousand dollars that I will need to recover. At six hundred dollars a week that means it will be 16 weeks before you get the first dime."
"Six hundred? You have to send me twelve."
"When we sat at the kitchen table I agreed to give you six hundred and that is all I am going to give you and you won't even get that if you bitch and I go back to jail. Jail isn't a hardship to me Elaine. I have a bed to sleep in, a roof over my head and three meals a day. What will you have while I'm sitting in there?"
"Why are you being this way Rob? You said yes to the divorce without any argument at all so why are you being this way now?"
"Because you fucked me Elaine. Because you broke the agreement we made when we sat down at the kitchen table to figure out who would get what. I told you the night you stuck me with that restraining order and closed the door in my face to remember that you were the one who fucked things up. Now you can live with it. Goodbye Elaine."
To be continued.
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I went over to Woodbine and talked to my old boss and he gave me a job. I had to go through the hiring process again and that meant filling out all the applications and other assorted paperwork. I didn't know if it would be caught in the office, but I thought it might be worth a try so when I got to the block where it asked for the social security number I put in the number of my Grandfather on my father's side of the family. He had been dead for three years and since I had been named after him and had the same name and he had been single when he died and no one had put in for survivor's benefits I was hoping that the Social Security Administration wouldn't notice.
As long as Elaine and her lawyer didn't know where I worked (and I would do my level best to see that they never found out) he only way they could find me to garnish my wages would be through my social security number which would show that I wasn't working or if I was it was under the table somewhere for cash. If they couldn't find me, they couldn't get anything out of me.
I had money. When the divorce paperwork and the restraining order were served I had cleaned out all of my accounts against the possibility that Elaine's lawyer might be able to freeze the accounts or somehow seize them. I didn't believe in credit cards so I dealt strictly in cash. When I got paid I cashed my check and put the money in 'my bank' which was a lockbox bolted to the floor under the rear seat of my crew cab pickup and when it built up to a good sized amount I bought a certificate of deposit and gave it to my brother who put it in his safe deposit box.
I stayed with Leslie for almost three weeks while I looked for an apartment. The rather abrupt way I left my last apartment had people leery of renting to me, but I finally found a place where I was able to convince them that they had nothing to worry about. My previous landlord had not been hurt in the deal because the move in deal had been first and last months rent and a security deposit so he got the last months rent and the security deposit as forfeits when I went to jail. I signed a six months lease and paid for the entire six months up front and then I started moving in.
The three weeks I lived with Leslie got me to thinking that maybe I should give a more permanent arrangement a shot. I like her a lot, we got along great, she was a good cook and was dynamite in bed. When I broached the subject she quickly set me straight.
"I don't want a permanent arrangement sweetie. I'm perfectly happy with the way things are right now. I like you Rob; I like you a lot, but I'm just not ready to settle down. What we have going for us right now suits me just fine. Come on sweetie; let's take it to the bedroom so I can show you just how much I do like you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things cranked along smoothly for three months and then one Tuesday night at Riley's when I said "Your place or mine tonight" Leslie said:
"Neither sweetie. I went to my cousin's wedding last Saturday and I met a guy. Sparks kind of flew and I think he might just be the one. Can we still be friends and will you still dance with me on the nights we are in here together?"
I assured her that we would always be friends and as she left Riley's that night to go home I looked around to see if there was someone who could take Leslie's place. My eyes settled on Karen the busty barmaid. The book on Karen was that she had been a stripper until a car accident had done something to her that kept her from being able dance they way she needed to dance to make good money at it. She moved from stripping to serving drinks at the strip club until she got tired of being groped by drunken assholes and then she came to work at Riley's behind the bar instead of in front of it. There was also a rumor that she used to 'play for pay', but no one could ever confirm the rumor.
Karen was a walking, talking, living wet dream. About five four and maybe one hundred and twenty pounds with 38D breasts and long red hair down to the middle of her back. I'd never seen her have anything to do with anyone from the bar, but that didn't mean that there couldn't be a first time. I was personally of the opinion that the rumors and the outright sexiness of the lady kept the guys from trying. They figured that they had no chance at something that hot so they didn't try for fear of being shot down and then being made fun of by the other guys.
I started spending my time sitting at the bar instead of at the table with the other guys. After a couple of nights Karen brought up the subject. As she set a beer down in front of me she said:
"You do something to piss off the guys at the table? They won't let you sit with them anymore?"
"I could sit there if I wanted, but I got tired of straining my eyes."
"Straining your eyes? I don't understand."
"It is hard to see you from over there. I decided that if I was going to look at you I might as well do it up close."
"Aren't you the silver tongued Devil."
"What can I say? You are by far the best looking woman in the building."
Before she could say anything to that a guy at the other end of the bar called for a refill on his beer and she went to take care of him. It was busy and she never got a chance to do more than bring me another beer, but I did notice that she kept glancing over at me.
The next two nights were Karen's days off so on those nights I sat at the table with the rest of the guys and the girls who usually joined us. I danced with several and got what I thought was an invitation from one of them but passed on it. If I was going to get anywhere with Karen I didn't need her thinking that I was just another guy wanting to soak his dick in a hot, wet place. When I danced with Leslie she asked me if I knew what I was doing.
"What do you mean?"
"Oh come on Rob. I know you. You are eyeing Karen and I wonder if you know what you are doing."
"It sounds like you are trying to warn me about something."
"You do know that she is a part time hooker, don't you?"
"No I don't. I've never seen her take any money or even leave here with one of the guys."
"Well she is Rob. One of the guys in the front office at work said that she was the best piece of ass that he'd ever had and the only thing bad about the experience was that he had to pay for it."
"That could just be some asshole trying to make himself look like a stud by lying."
"He had never bragged before and if he has since I've not heard it."
"Well I don't believe it. If it was true she would leave here with guys from time to time and I've never seen that happen."
"You don't need her Rob. You can have your pick of any girl at our table. They are all interested in you."
"Do you remember how we got together? Why you picked me in the first place? And now you are trying to point me at the same women?"
"Not all of them are like that. Betsy isn't like that and neither are Carol or Robin. And I've not heard anything bad about Tina. If your thing is redheads go for Tina, but avoid Karen."
"I sense that you don't like the lady."
"I don't know her well enough to either like or dislike her, but I am pretty sure that she is a slut and I don't think you should get involved with her."
"A rumor does not make her a slut Leslie."
"Maybe not, but I know that she is fucking Joe (the owner of Riley's) during the day before her shift and maybe after for all I know."
"And how do you know that?"
"I was in here one afternoon. She starts work at four, but at three-forty she came out of Joe's office and she had that 'just fucked' look about her A couple of minutes later Joe came out and he had a satisfied look on his face and he was pulling up his zipper."
"That's hardly proof that they were having sex."
"Trust me on this one Rob. You don't need to get involved with her."
"You can save me from her."
No I can't. Rory wouldn't understand."
"The boy has no sense of humor?"
"Not where that would be concerned."
I have to admit that I did wonder if Leslie was right, but then I thought of that sexy redhead and put Leslie's concerns out of my mind.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next night Karen was back to work and I was back sitting at the end of the bar where I could watch her. She came up to me and asked me what I'd like.
"I would like a Pabst Blur Ribbon and for you to have coffee with me when you get off work tonight."
"I already have plans for tonight."
"Tomorrow night then."
"I have something going tomorrow night too."
"I'm free Wednesday."
"Wednesday is my night off."
"Give me your address and I'll pick you up around seven and take you out to dinner."
"No Rob, I don't think so."
"Okay then, how about Thursday night?"
"Give it up Rob. I don't date guys who come in here. It just doesn't pay to have a relationship of any kind with people from the work place. I know. Been there and done that."
"No problem. I'll stop coming in here."
"No Rob, no, no, no! Got it?"
"No. Something worth having is something worth keeping after."
"Suit yourself Rob, but understand that you are wasting your time."
I just smiled at her. I mean what else did I have to do with my time?
I kept sitting at the bar on the nights she was there and after a couple of weeks we had it down pat.
"What will you have?"
"Pabst Blue Ribbon and a date with you."
"One PBR coming up, but no to the other."
"You are supposed to be nice to the customers."
"You are not a customer Rob; you are a pain in the ass."
That went on for a month and might have gone on for only God knows how long if my cousin Dave hadn't proposed to Emily Garner. She said yes and my cousin Tom arranged a bachelor's party. It was on a Thursday night and it was being held at Tom's house. His wife Debbie had graciously agreed to spend the night at her mother's.
Tom had prepped us all ahead of time (all of us except Dave) so we would know what was going to happen. I was in the bathroom when the stripper arrived and I was stunned to see that it was Karen. Not knowing how she would react to seeing me and not wanting to spoil Dave's party I waited until Karen had her back to me and then I slipped out of the house onto the patio and found a good spot where I could look in the window.
The music was faint when it started, but I could still hear it. Karen strutted over to the chair where Dave was sitting, bent over and whispered something in his ear and then moved back to the center of the room and then she did the kind of professional strip that you would see at a strip club. Once naked she went over and gave Dave a lap dance that had every man in the room (and one guy on the patio) harder than the legs on Dave's chair.
As I watched it all I remembered what Leslie had said to me and it certainly looked like she knew what she was talking about. Tom had collected fifty bucks from each of us to pay the stripper and with twelve of us kicking in it came to six hundred dollars. Mike asked why so much and Tom told us that it covered the strip, lap dance and then after the lap dance the girl would give Dave the full treatment. Sam asked what the hell was the full treatment.
"One time each in mouth, pussy and ass. She gets seventy-five for a blow job, one hundred for her pussy and one hundred and fifty for her ass. When she is done with Dave she will do anyone else who wants to pay the price."
Through the window I saw Dave's pants down around his ankles and his cock pointing up at the ceiling as Karen got off of him following the lap dance. Karen swung around and faced the room and then lowered herself onto Dave's cock and rode him reverse cowgirl until Dave came. While she was riding Dave Tom walked up to her and offered his cock to her mouth and she opened her mouth and accepted the piece of meat and went to work on it.
Dave came and Karen moved off of his lap and knelt down in front of him and went after his cock with her mouth. While she was sucking him to get him hard again Tom moved behind her and pushed his cock into her pussy. He sawed in and out for several minutes until Karen had Dave hard again and then she got up, went to her purse and got what I assumed was KY and then went back to Dave. She said something to him, handed him the lube and then got down on her hands and knees. Dave moved in behind her and while he lubed up his cock and worked on Karen's butt hole Harry moved in front of her and pointed his cock at her mouth and she took it.
She was facing away from me so I moved back into the house, grabbed a chair, moved it to a dark corner and settled in to watch. For the next two hours I watched as Karen satisfied every man in that room but me. Did I want to join in? Yes I did, but I didn't and I can't even give a clear reason as to why I didn't.
Seeing Karen naked was a turn on. Watching Karen suck cock was a turn on. Seeing Karen taking cocks in her pussy was a turn on and hearing her squeal as her ass was reamed was a turn on. That sexy body with one, two or three men in it was a turn on. Yes, three! She took Dave in her ass, Phil in her pussy and sucked Marv's cock all at the same time and my cock was so hard from watching that I could have pounded nails through an oak plank with it, but I just could not bring myself to join in. I don't know why, but I couldn't. It just wouldn't seem right.
When it was over and there were no more hard cocks in sight Karen shakily got to her feet and looked around the room at all of the smiling and satisfied men and that is when she saw me sitting in the corner. She walked over to me and said:
"Well, now you know. I suppose you expect me to do you for free so you will keep quit about this" and she went to her knees in front of me and reached for my zipper. I pushed her hand away and shook my head no.
"No? You mean you won't keep quit about this?"
"No. What I mean is that I won't do it because it would be blackmail and I won't do that."
"So you are going to tell."
"No I am not. It may come as a shock to you, but I like you. I like you too much to do that to you."
"Why didn't you join in? You too good to have anything to do with a whore?"
"You will never know how hard it was for me to not be a part of it."
"Then why didn't you?"
"Because I'm still going to be stopping at Riley's and it would be too awkward to see you every day knowing that I had been part of a gangbang where you were the bangie."
"That makes no sense. You saw it happen so you will still remember it every time you come into the bar and see me."
"I can't explain it Karen; I just know that it will make a difference."
"You have been after me for months to go out with you and I know what you were hoping for if I would have said yes. You wanted to get into my pants. And here we are and you are saying no?"
I shrugged, got up and wished Dave the best. I thanked Tom for putting on the party and then I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't stop at Riley's on Friday night because I'd already committed myself to helping Tom decorate the hall where we were going to hold Dave's wedding reception. Saturday was the wedding and reception and the bar was closed on Sunday so it was Monday before I was back to Riley's. I took a seat with the guys at the table and didn't pay any attention to Karen even though I noticed her watching me.
After an hour or so and a couple of dances with the regular girls I moved over to the end of the bar and sat down. Karen opened the cooler and took out a PBR and brought it over and without a word she sat it down in front of me and then walked down to the other end of the bar and talked to the two guys sitting there. When my beer was empty I waited for her to look my way and then I waved the empty at her. She brought me another and when she sat it down in front of me she asked:
"What are you doing?"
"I don't understand the question."
"After Thursday night you don't come in Friday or Saturday and when you came in tonight you went over to the tables and sat down. Now here you are at the end of the bar so the question I had for you is what are you doing?"
"Trying to find a balance."
"A balance?"
"Yes, a balance. I wasn't here Friday or Saturday because of Dave's wedding and reception and all the things we had to do to get ready for them. I sat down at the table when I first got here tonight because coming right to the bar would have seemed too much like an 'in your face' thing, but by the same token staying at the table would have seemed like condemning what I saw on Thursday. I didn't want either of those to happen so I'm trying to find a balance between the two."
"I still don't understand. Why do you need a balance?"
"Because I'm going to be coming in here and I'm still hot for you so I need to be able to come in here, sit at the bar and look at you."
"That makes no sense at all. You say you are hot for me, but you had a chance and you walked away from it."
"I didn't have a choice."
She looked at me and shook her head in disbelief so I went on and explained my thinking to her.
"If you had seen me when you first got to Tom's house what would you have done? I'm betting that all that would have happened was that Dave would have gotten a luke warm strip and lap dance and then you would have split. No way you would have done that gangbang if you had seen me first. I couldn't ruin Dave's party so I stayed out of sight. Did I want to join in? Hell yes I did, but I couldn't because quite frankly I couldn't afford you. The cheapest thing was head for seventy-five and all I had with me was forty dollars and I wasn't about to come up to you and say, "Hi Karen. Will you take an IOU? Then when it was over you offered yourself to me to buy my silence. If I would have said okay you would have had nothing but contempt for me. I wanted you so bad it hurt, but I had to say no if I wanted to be able to come in here, see you, and not have to turn my face away in embarrassment. I need to be able to come in here, look at you and smile and maybe have you smile back at me occasionally."
She shook her head again and said, "You are some weird dude" and then she left to attend to other customers. As I watched her walk away I muttered to myself "I am that Karen, I am that."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After that Monday when I would come in I would spend some time at the tables and dance with the women that joined us and then I would spend some time at the end of the bar watching Karen. It was always the same. I'd take a seat at the end of the bar; she would put a beer in front of me and then walk away. When she brought me a refill she would ask how I was doing or make some other general type comment and I would respond.
I didn't know why I was doing what I was doing. I did like looking at Karen and in my mind I was constantly playing back the memory of what I saw on that Thursday night, but given that night there was no chance that anything was ever going to happen between Karen and me. So why did I sit at the end of that bar every night? Because I felt that I had to. I sat there every night before that Thursday and if I stopped sitting there after I saw what I saw on that Thursday it would be as if I was saying that what I saw disgusted me and I didn't want to be around Karen anymore because she was a fucking whore. I just could not do that. I wouldn't let myself run away and I wouldn't do anything that would that would make Karen think that I was just another asshole. I know. It makes absolutely no sense that I should be doing it, but as Popeye the Sailor used to say:
"I yam what I yam and that's all that I yam."
Then one Tuesday night after I'd been sitting at the bar for about an hour Karen put a fresh PBR in front of me and then said:



"You don't ask me to have coffee with you anymore."
I didn't have an answer for that and so all I could do was shrug. Karen gave me a look that fairly screamed "Asshole" and then said:
"I guess you think that you are too good for the likes of me, is that it?"
Before I could say anything she turned and went to the other end of the bar.
The next evening as I was dancing with Leslie she asked, "When are you going to give up on her? It is obvious that nothing is going on and there are two girls at our table who would love to hook up with you. I know for sure that Betsy would jump at a chance."
"I can't explain it sweetie, but I feel that there is a connection between Karen and me."
"You feel a connection? Are you sure that you aren't smoking any of those funny cigarettes?"
When I walked Leslie back to the table I did notice that Betsy was watching us.
Karen ignored me for the rest of the week and when her days off arrived I couldn't help but wonder what she was doing. My mind called up the memory of Dave's bachelor party and I wished that if that is what she was doing I could be there. The one thing that had really registered on me at Dave's party was that either Karen was a superb actress or she really got into what she was doing and I would love to feel that passion first hand. I wanted it, but had no way to get it. By turning down her offer at the party I had put myself in the position of not being able to ask her out without Karen thinking I was trying to take advantage of the situation just to get some free pussy.
Karen was back to work and behind the bar when I came in on Friday. Our eyes met as I walked toward the tables that the first arrivals had pushed together and I saw the disgust on her face and I turned back and sat at the end of the bar. She brought me a beer and before she could walk away I said:
"Just what the fuck is wrong with you? Where do you get off spouting out that "Too good for me" shit and treating me like pond scum just because I happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time? What is going on between us now is your goddamned fault not mine. You were the one who came up to me at Dave's party, went to your knees and reached for my zipper and said:
"I suppose you expect me to do you for free."
"If you had just smiled at me and gone ahead everything would have been all right. I wanted you so bad that night that I could have possibly killed for you, but you threw cold water on me with that 'free to keep quiet' shit. No way I cold touch you after that and not have you thinking I was an asshole blackmailing you for sex. The only reason I sit here at the end of this fucking bar whenever I come in here is so you wouldn't think that I thought I was too good to have anything to do with the likes of you. The reason I haven't asked you out anymore is not because I think I'm too good for you. It is because of the way you talked to me at Dave's party. I can't ask you out now because I'm afraid that you would take it wrong. But I see that you have taken it wrong anyway so to hell with you Karen!"
I turned and walked to the tables and joined the rest of the group. I danced with a couple of the girls, but my mood was a little on the sour side so I left early and went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Months back, several weeks after I'd gotten out of jail, my cousin Tom had called me and said that Elaine was asking around to see if anyone knew where I was. I jokingly told him to tell her that he had heard that I'd moved down to Florida to stay with my grandmother at her place in Madeira Beach.
"That should keep her and her lawyer busy for a while."
After thinking about it overnight I got to thinking that it was a damned good idea. I called Tom back and told him to put out the word that that was just what I had done. I called my brother and asked him to do the same and he said he would let it slip out in a few places where he knew it would get back to Elaine.
I called my grandmother and told her what I had done and asked her to cover for me. If anyone called just tell them I was not there right then, that I was working a construction job and would be gone for a few days. She was a little reluctant -- she had always liked Elaine -- but she said she would do as I asked. When I got home that night there was a message from my Grammy asking me to call her. I called and she said that a man had come to her house and had asked about me. She told him the cover story, but she thought that I should know that someone was looking for me. I thanked her and went to bed smiling and thinking "waste your time Elaine, waste your time."
Monday when I got to Riley's I didn't even look toward the bar when I walked in. I went straight to the tables and sat down. As soon as my butt hit the seat Tina was there with a PBR. I took out my wallet and pulled out a five and went to hand it to her, but she waved it away.
"It has been taken care of."
"By who?"
"It's on Karen."
I glanced at the bar and saw Karen watching so I lifted the beer in a 'thank you' salute and took a pull on the bottle. I danced twice with Becky, once with Alice and once with Mary and then I went over and took a seat at the end of the bar. Karen came up to me and said:
"I'm sorry. I've been a bitch and I'm sorry about that. But since lately you haven't asked me to have coffee with you when I get off work I'll ask you. Join me for coffee when I get off tonight?"
I met her at Denny's and we made small talk for several minutes and then Karen said:
"Did you mean what you said the other day? That you wanted me so bad you would have killed for me?"
"I did."
"How close is your place?"
I was caught flat-footed by that and I don't know what my face looked like, but obviously Karen read it wrong. She got a nasty look on her face and said:
"I thought so. I wasn't wrong after all."
She started to get up and I reached across the table and grabbed her wrist.
"Damn it Karen! Will you cut me at least one inch of slack? You caught me off guard. This is not the way I expected it or wanted it to go. I wanted to take you out to dinner and then maybe go dancing or take in a show. I wanted more out of this than just a roll in the hay."
She relaxed and settled back on her seat. She gave me an appraising look and then said:
"Why? Surely you don't expect a relationship to develop. You've seen me Rob. I am what I am because that is what I want to do. I wasn't forced into it and I don't do it because I desperately need the money. I do it because I love doing it."
"I guess I'm just an old fashioned kind of guy. I want the trappings of romance even if they are an illusion."
"How do you see it happening?"
"A date on one of your nights off. Maybe Wednesday?"
"I can't on Wednesday, but I don't have any plans for Thursday."
"Okay then, would you go out with me this coming Thursday?"
"Yes Rob, I would very much like to go out with you on Thursday."
"What would be your preference after dinner, a movie or dancing?"
"I think I would rather dance than sit and watch a movie."
"I'll check around and we can finalize things tomorrow night. I'll need a phone number and an address."
"I'll give you a phone number, but not my address. I don't let anyone know where I live. I'll meet you at the bar and we can go from there."
I dreamed that night about what would happen on Thursday. My mind replayed again that night at Tom's and the thought that I was going to possess that hot sexy body gave me a strong woodie that I had to get rid of before I could fall asleep.
The next day I made some calls and found out what clubs were good to go to and then I called Spagnola's and made a reservation for two at seven. I was pumped when I got to Riley's that evening after work. I walked in and then stopped dead in my tracks. Gloria, the girl who covered Karen on her nights off, was behind the bar. I caught Tina on her way to deliver drinks and asked her where Karen was.
"Karen doesn't work here anymore."
"Why? What happened?"
"Joe's wife paid us a visit this afternoon."
"Joe's wife?"
"The woman hasn't set foot in this place in the last two years, at least not that I know of, but she came in here today. She walked straight into Joe's office and found Karen on her back on Joe's desk with her skirt up around her waist and her panties hanging on her right ankle. I don't guess I need to tell you what Joe was doing. Joe's wife was less than pleased. Shortly thereafter Karen left with her last paycheck in her purse."
I called Karen's number eleven times over the next two days and got her answering machine each time. I left messages, but Karen never called me back.
To be continued...
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For the next couple of days I was bummed at myself for not saying "Just minutes from here" that night at Denny's. When I finally became convinced that Karen wasn't going to return my calls I shook it off and looked around. Leslie had pointed me at Betsy and I thought 'why not give it a shot' to myself. I really wasn't in any mood to work hard at getting something going and Leslie had indicated that Betsy would jump at a chance to go out with me.
Tuesday Betsy and two of the other girls were already sitting at the tables with the guys from Woodbine when I got there. The seat next to Betsy was empty so I took it and joined in on the conversation. Phil got up and put some money in the jukebox and when the music started I asked Betsy if she would like to dance and she said yes.
I had danced with Betsy before, but it had just been dancing to be dancing so we hadn't talked much. This time it was different in that I was going to try and get something going. I started out with a really corny:
"What's a nice girl like you doing in a joint like this?"
"What do you mean?"
"You are in here almost every night. Why aren't you out there dating some nice guy?"
"I wasn't aware that there are any nice guys out there."
"Oh my, that doesn't sound good."
"Let us just say that my experience with the so called 'nice guys out there' hasn't been all that great -- or nice."
"It looks like I have my work cut out for me."
"Your work?"
"Yes, my work. I have to defend my gender. It will be my job to convince you that whatever experiences you may have had prior to me were with the extremely small percentage of males who are sub-standard."
"I'm going to have an experience with you?"
"One can only hope."
I spent the rest of the evening dancing with Betsy and when it got close to the time I normally left I asked her if she would like to stop for coffee with me she said that she would like to. Then she said the same thing that Leslie had said.
"I don't want to be thought of as the same kind of girl that Alice, Mary and Becky are so would you please leave first and I'll meet you in about twenty minutes at the Town and Country? I don't want Denny's because too many people from here stop there. I don't care even if it is only for coffee, but if they see me leave here with a guy I'll get tarred with the same brush as the girls I just mentioned."
"Works for me" I said and then I walked her back to the table, told the group goodnight and left.
Betsy and I had coffee and talked and we made a date for Saturday night. We went out for dinner, caught a movie and then hit a club for drinks and some dancing. We got kind of close when we were dancing and since Betsy was a fine looking woman I had an erection from holding her close and it came in contact with Betsy a time or two so she knew the effect that she was having on me.
I got her home about two-thirty in the morning and I was horny as hell, but I remembered what Betsy had said about her experience with so-called 'nice guys' so I decided to behave myself. I walked her to her door, told her that I'd had a very nice time and said that I hoped we could do it again. I kissed her on the cheek and turned to go. "Hey!" she said and I turned back toward her. She grabbed my tie and pulled my face down to hers and gave me a long kiss on the mouth.
"We will do this again" she said and the she went on into her apartment.
I was feeling pretty good as I drove home. Still horny, but feeling good.
+++++++++++++++++++
I spent Sunday doing my laundry and cleaning my hovel. I talked with both my brother and my cousin Tom and they both told me that they hadn't heard any more from Elaine. They were pretty sure that she had heard that I was living in Florida with my grandmother. The sixteen weeks I had given her were up so I started sending her alimony. I didn't send her what the court ordered, but I did send her what we had agreed to over the kitchen table over a year ago.
I'd send a money order to my grandmother in Madeira Beach and she would cash it and then send a money order to Elaine with my supposed signature on it. I talked to Grandma Estelle once a week and she told me that she had started getting letters from a law firm addressed to me and I told her to toss them into the trash.
"They could be important Robbie."
"Not likely Grams. Just threats from the lawyer that Elaine hired demanding that I pay his bill."
"It could get you in trouble Robbie."
"It probably will eventually, but I told the shyster that he would never get a dime from me if he put me in jail, but he ignored me and did it anyway."
I knew that eventually Elaine and her lawyer would find me and I spent some time thinking about what they could do and what I could do to counter it. I could only think of two things they could do. The first would be to haul me to court which would only result in me spending more cell time for contempt of court and the second would be to get a court order to garnish my wages. Of course a garnishment would do them no good if I was sitting in jail and not a whole lot of good if I wasn't. A soon as my wages were attached I would quit the job and go find another and then they would have to go to the trouble of finding me again. Short of constantly changing jobs and making them find me I needed to find a way to keep my wages away from them. I had a couple of ideas, but I didn't know if they were workable. I would need to ask around and see what I could find out.
The idea I came up with might work, but I would need my boss's help in doing it if it could be done. I explained my thinking to him and he was doubtful that it would work or if it did it would work for long, but he was willing to give it a try. It helped that he had gone through a rather acrimonious divorce himself.
The plan was that I would set up a services company. I would get all the licenses and permits and have the company ready to go if Elaine and her lawyer ever found me. The first time I was garnished I would quit and then Rod would contract my company. I would continue to do work for Rod and he would pay my company and then my company would pay me. If Elaine's shyster ever caught on to that my fall back position would be to work for cash under the table. The plan wasn't one that would work for everyone, but then not every one was a bridge certified welder and certified in eight states.
The last thing I did was transfer ownership of my truck to my brother so that it couldn't be seized and sold at auction. With my butt hopefully covered I relaxed and got down to the business of enjoying myself.
+++++++++++++++++
I dated Betsy a half dozen times and pretty much behaved myself and took my time. Our kisses at the end of our dates got longer and more passionate. We sat in the car and necked and for a while the necking was so hot the windows of my truck fogged up.
I'd just brought Betsy home from a night of dinner and dancing and we were sitting in the truck necking when Betsy pulled away from me and said:
"Are you ever going to make a move or am I going to have to do it?"
I smiled at her and said, "I remember you telling me your thoughts on "nice guys" so I thought it would be best to let you make your own choices; to let you make the move if you ever got to the point that you wanted to."
"Do you have any idea of how many weeks we have wasted? Come on."
"Where are we going?"
"Into my apartment and don't you dare be so dumb as to ask me what we are going to do there."
+++++++++++++++++++
Betsy and I kept steady company for the next five months. We made love three or four times a week and it was always good. Then one night after we had worn each other out Betsy said:
"I know that this is sudden Rob, but tonight was our last time."
"Why? Did I do something wrong?"
"Not at all sweetie; I'm the one fucking things up. You are a nice guy, a great playmate, but we have no future. I like you Rob; a lot more than I have liked any other guy, but I don't love you and the last five months have shown that I probably never will. As much time as we've spent together if love was going to develop it would have by now and it hasn't. I'm getting to the age where I want to go from a single girl to being a wife and mommy and for that to happen I need to start looking for "Mr. Right." I can't do that if you and I are still playing. I'm sorry sweetie, but it is time to end it. Can we still be friends?"
She was right and I knew it. We had fun together and I did like her, but there was no spark there between us. I looked at her and said:
"We can still be friends, but that means that you have to dance with me at Riley's from time to time."
"I can do that."
I reached over and rolled her right nipple between my thumb and forefinger and said:
"Tonight may be our last time, but tonight isn't over yet, is it?"
She reached down and took my limp cock in her hand and said, "Not by a long shot."
When I left her apartment in the morning I gave her one last kiss and wished her good luck in finding "Mr. Right" and then I headed for work. As I drove I wondered if I was ever going to find a "Miss Right" and then remembering my two marriages I wondered if I even wanted to.
To be continued...
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Some changes took place while Betsy and I were dating. Riley's was still Riley's, but Joe no longer owned it. The divorce that happened following Joe's wife catching him buried in Karen had caused it to be sold. The new owner left things pretty much as they were, but he enlarged a storage area and made a kitchen out of it. The new name was Riley's Bar and Grill and the grill had a limited menu. Half pound ground rounds, steak sandwiches, Philly Cheese Steak sandwiches, onion rings and French fries were all that were offered.
Murray, the new owner, hired a German girl to work in the kitchen and she became an instant object of lust for most of the guys who came into the bar. Tall, about five ten, built like a brick shit-house and long blond hair. She was the living image of what the Nordic Valkyries were thought to be. She was hit on constantly, but no one seemed to get anywhere with her. Probably because her English wasn't that all that good. Freda had trouble not only understanding what was being said to her, but she couldn't make herself understood either.
Murray spoke German and I assumed he probably gave her the job as a favor to a friend. Or maybe she was a relative. She had no problem in the kitchen because the order pad for food had the German name of the product just under the English name. If you ordered the onion rings for instance the waitress put a check mark in the little box in front of the item and all Freda had to do was read the German associated with the box. I was probably the only guy who stopped in regularly who didn't try his luck with her. I was just coming off my relationship with Betsy and wasn't in all that much of a hurry to get back in another one especially one that I would have had to work hard on. Maybe if I spoke German, but I didn't so I didn't try.
Betsy and I were sociable and we danced at least one dance every time we were in there together. The only other girl that I might have been interested in was Valerie, but she had just recently become engaged so outside of dancing with her occasionally I behaved myself.
Just because I wasn't interested in jumping into a new relationship didn't mean that I wasn't interested in the ladies so I did look around and evaluate the possibilities. Tina, the waitress, was a sexy little thing and both Marva and Gloria were hard on generators. Marva was Karen's replacement and Gloria was the girl who covered for Marva on her days off. There were also a few other regulars who drew my attention even though they never sat at our table with us. Like I said, in no hurry, but making a list and checking it twice and wondering who was naughty AND nice.
It was a Friday night and I was sitting at the tables listening to the conversations when Vern, one of he guys I worked with, leaned over and said:
"I need a favor Rob."
"What?"
"I need a wing man."
"For what?"
"See those two broads in the booth over by the jukebox?"
I looked over and saw who he was talking about.
I want to move in on the brunette, but I need someone to occupy the other one. You know how hard it is for one guy to hustle a chick when there are two of them sitting together."
I took a closer look at the two in the booth. The one that Vern wanted me to cover was a cute looking redhead and I always have been partial to redheads so I told Vern to lead the way. I was surprised at the ease of it all. Vern asked, "May I have this dance?" and the woman (Nancy) said "I'd like that" and she slid out of the booth and they moved out onto the dance floor.
I looked at the redhead and said, "He brought me along to keep you company while he abducted your friend."
She looked at me with the clearest emerald green eyes and said, "What's the matter? You don't dance?"
"I have two left feet, but I have been known to try."
She slid out of the booth and said, "Let's go."
As she stood up I saw that she was about 5'2'' and maybe 100 or 105 pounds and had a damned sexy body and as she moved into my arms she told me that her name was Candy and then she said:
"Why did you lie to me?"
"When did I lie and what was it?"
"When you told me that you had two left feet. I've been in here before and I've seen you out there dancing and you do not have two left feet. In fact, you are one of the better dancers out there."
"Well thank you for the compliment, but I don't really think that I told you a fib. Regardless of what you may think I don't think that I'm all that good."
When the song was over I walked her back to her booth. Vern and Nancy weren't back yet and she pointed at the seat across from her.
"The deal is you are supposed to keep me company while your friend is off with Nancy so sit."
I joined her and we sat there and sipped our drinks and talked. It turned out that Vern and Nancy had never physically met each other, but had talked on the phone several times and had set up sort of a blind date for the night. Nancy was afraid that Vern might not show so she talked Candy into coming along to keep her company in case Vern didn't turn up. Vern did show up and so I got elected to keep Candy busy while Vern and Nancy did 'whatever' it was they were going to do.
"I hope it isn't hard duty for you" Candy said.
"I'll do my best to tough it out."
Somebody pushed the button for "Long Cool Woman in a Black Dress" by the Hollies and I offered Candy my hand and asked "Shall we" and we got up and danced. We stayed out on the floor for the next three tunes and as we danced I glanced around and didn't see Vern or Nancy. The last of the three was a slow number and Candy moved in real close. I had an erection and she bumped into it once. She gave no indication that she noticed. When the song was over we went back to the booth and when we sat down she said:
"Don't get your hopes up. I have a fiancé and I don't play around."
"I wasn't looking for anything. I'm just here as a favor for Vern and speaking of Vern I haven't seen him or Nancy for the last hour or so."
"If I know Nancy she is on her back by now and I'm betting that we won't see either one of them again tonight."
"You don't sound like it comes as much of a surprise to you."
"It isn't. She's a good friend, but she is also a bit of a slut. When she asked me along to keep her company I knew that if the guy showed up I was going to be abandoned."
"I hope she wasn't your ride."
"She was, but knowing what was likely to happen I made her give me cab fare before we left her place."
I asked her where she lived and when she told me I told her I had to go right by there on my way home and I offered her a ride. She thought about it for a second or so and then said she would take me up on the offer. We finished our drinks and I drove her home. I started to get out of the truck to walk her to the door, but she told me that it wasn't necessary, thanked me for the ride and keeping her company and then said goodnight.
Saturday I had dinner with my brother and Sunday my cousin Tom and I went to a ball game. I worked late Monday and when I got off I didn't feel like doing anything so I went home.
When I got to Riley's after work on Tuesday I found out changes had been made. Murray had caught Marla stealing from the register and had fired her. Tina was moved from waitress to barmaid and a new girl had been hired to take Tina's place. Jane was a good looking blond, but I noticed that she was wearing a wedding ring and that stopped all the thoughts I'd started having about her. I noticed that there were no girls sitting at the tables when I joined the guys so for the first time in ages it was nothing but drink beer and talk sports.
Vern was there and he asked me how I'd made out with Candy and I told him that I hadn't. Then he told me about his time with Nancy. It seems that they spent the weekend together.
"Best pussy I've ever had and believe me bud, that is saying something. I think I'm in love."
I wondered if I should fill him in on what Candy had told me, but decided to keep my mouth shut. If Nancy was a slut Vern would find out soon enough.
While we were sitting there two women came in and sat down in a booth. They were both regulars, but not regulars who joined us at the tables. They were there maybe twenty minutes before one of them got up and went over and fed some coins into the jukebox. She went back to her booth and sat through two songs before getting up and heading for our table. I'd seen her a dozen times, but I had never talked with her or danced with her. I didn't even know her name, but she walked right up to me and said:
"Let's dance."
Five foot five and maybe 125 pounds and long black hair that hung down to just below her shoulders. I guessed that those 125 pounds were distributed about 36-23-35 and as I looked into her hazel eyes I was going to say no? I stood up and she took my hand and led me out onto the dance floor. As we danced I found out that her name was Marge and that the girl she was with was Susan. She told me where she worked and what she did and I told her the same about me.
We danced for two numbers and I asked her if she and Susan would like to join us at our table and she declined.
"Why not? You obviously want to dance or you wouldn't have come over to get me. There are five other guys sitting there with me and that should be enough to keep you out on the floor until you are ready to leave."
"No offense, but the girls who sit at your table have a reputation and it is not a reputation that Susan and I wish to acquire."
"Then why did you come over and get me?"
"Because you are the only one at that table who doesn't get up and make trips out to the parking lot with the girls that sit there with you."
"So you think I'm safe; is that it?"
"Can we just say that dancing with you will not get me a sullied reputation?"
I walked her back to her booth and she asked me to join her and Susan. I went back to my table and got my beer and then went back and joined them in their booth. I spent the next hour talking with the two of them and taking turns dancing with them. Then Susan looked at her watch and told Marge that it was time to go. I stood up, thanked them for their company, but before I could walk away Marge asked me if I would like to join them for coffee at the Town and Country and I told them I would like that.
"Do us a favor then and leave first. We will meet you at the Town and Country in about ten minutes."
She saw the look on my face and knew what I was thinking.
"It's that reputation thing again. We don't want it to look like we are leaving with anyone."
I got to the restaurant and took the only booth that was empty and maybe fifteen minutes later Marge and Susan walked in and joined me. I had pie and coffee and the girls just had coffee. As soon as the waitress had taken their order and had gone Susan turned to Marge and asked:
"What do you think?"
"I'm fine with it if you are."
"I am. Go ahead and ask him."
"Me? It is your idea; you ask him."
Susan turned to me and asked, "Do you have any sexual fantasies?"
"Doesn't everybody?"
"Have you ever had a fantasy about having a threesome with two women?"
"Hasn't every man?"
"Would you like to follow us to my place?"
"This is a joke, right? Someone put you up to this?"
"No joke honey. It is something that we have always wanted to try and tonight we decided to go for it."
"But why me?"
"Because you are a guy who won't talk about it. We want to do it, but we don't want it to get around. We know about you and Leslie, but you have never said a word about it to anyone so we feel we can trust you. How about it? Are you game?"
"I'd have to be a complete idiot to say no."
"Good. Let's finish our coffee and then you can follow us."
As I followed along behind them I wondered how they knew about Leslie and me. I know that I'd never told another living soul about us so it must have been Leslie who told them, but why would she do that? What was the tie between them? I wasn't going to ask and maybe queer the deal, but I was curious.
They pulled up in front of a large Colonial just outside the city limits and Marge got out of the car and came over to me and asked me to pull my truck around the corner and park.
"Susan has some very nosey neighbors and we don't want them to see a strange truck in the drive and give them something to talk about."
I parked around the corner and walked back to the house where Susan was standing at the door waiting for me. She shut the door behind me and giggled as she said:
"Marge is already in the bedroom getting naked. She can't wait to get started. Come on."
I followed Susan up the stairs and down the hallway to a bedroom and when we walked in Marge was already naked and lying on the bed with her legs spread wide. Susan laughed and said:
"I told you the greedy little slut was in a hurry."
She started undressing so I quickly got out of my clothes and joined the two of them on the bed.
"We have never done anything like this before" Marge said, "So what do we do?"
"Don't ask me. I've never done it before either."
"I can only see a couple of ways" Susan said, "He can eat one of us while the other sucks his cock and the one being eaten can suck on the tits of the cocksucker. Or he can fuck one of us doggie while the one being fucked munches on the pussy of the one not being fucked."
"Maybe one of us rides him cowgirl while the other sits on his face and the two of us play with each other's tits."
"Or he can lie on his back and one of us can suck his cock while the other sits on his face" Marge said and then she asked me, "What do you think?"
"Anyone of them sounds good to me."
"I like the last one" Susan said.
"Okay" Marge said, "And after a while we can switch."
I laid down on my back and said "Okay ladies, let's do it."
Marge said, "It was your idea and it's your house so you choose."
"I want his cock" Susan said and she moved down the bed and took my cock in her hand and licked it a couple of times and then she took me in her mouth. Marge swung over me and lowered her pussy to my face. I found out quickly that Marge's clit was super sensitive and in only minutes I gave her an orgasm. Susan's work on my cock was marvelous and she was making me feel pretty damned good. Marge got off my face and told Susan that it was her turn to taste my cock and Susan moved and lowered her pussy to my mouth. Marge took my cock in her hot mouth and I started munching on Susan's Taco. Marge was an excellent cocksucker and she had me pretty close to coming when she pulled her mouth of off me and said:
"What's that?"
"What's what?" Susan asked.
"That noise."
Susan lifted her head and listened and then her face turned pale and she jumped off me saying:
"Oh shit! That's the garage door opener. Gary's home."
"Who is Gary?"
"My fucking husband. He isn't supposed to be home until tomorrow night."
"Husband? I didn't see any rings."
"Oh fuck! Hand me my purse Marge."
While Marge was getting her purse Susan told me to grab my clothes and get under the bed.
"You're shitting me!"
"Not unless you want to jump out of a second floor window. You can't get in the closet because that is the first place he will go to hang up his suit coat."
She fished her rings out of her purse and was putting them on and I saw Marge getting dressed.
"What about her?"
"She can be here. You can't! For God's sake get under the fucking bed! He will take a shower before he comes to bed. When you hear the shower running get the hell out of here."
I heard a man holler out, "Honey, I'm home" and I grabbed my stuff and wiggled under the bed. I'd no sooner gotten there when Gary walked into the room. He saw Marge getting dressed and said:
"What's going on?"
"Marge was going to spend the night with me, but when we heard you come in she decided not to."
"What's the matter Maggie? We too noisy for you?"
"Something like that. I remember how long it took me to fall asleep the last time I slept over. Or the embarrassment I felt looking at you two the next morning. Call you tomorrow Suze" and Marge walked out of the room.
I know that under the circumstances my dick should have wilted, but Marge had me seconds from getting my rocks off and I was still hard.
"You out running around with her tonight?" Gary asked.
"We had dinner and a few drinks before we came home."
"You sure that you weren't out on 'the pull' as our English cousins would say?"
"Oh come on Gary. In the first place I would never do anything like that and in the second place no guy is going to give me a second look after he sees my rings."
"I can't help but worry when you go out with that slut. You might not be looking, but I'll bet she is and she could put you in a situation where bad things might happen."
"She is not a slut."
"Any woman divorced three times over cheating is a slut in my book."
"She never cheated Gary. It was her husbands that did the running around."
"So she says."
"I don't pick your friends Gary so I'll thank you not to try and pick mine."
"How did we get on this? I'm home, I'm horny and you are naked. Let me hang up my jacket and maybe we can rattle the bed springs for a while."
I heard him walk over and open the closet door and then walk back to the bed. I could see his feet from where I was and I saw his trousers drop down around his ankles.
"Aren't you going to take a shower first?"
"Not tonight my love. I'm super horny and seeing you naked on the bed and ready has me going."
All I could do was hope that he was one of those two minute kind of guys so he could get done and get into the shower and give me my chance to get out of Dodge. Not my lucky night. First he had to go down on her and in heard her squeal as she had an orgasm. Then he made love to her for a good ten minutes before cumming and then he said:
"I want more baby doll. Work your magic."
I heard the sounds of a sloppy blow job and then he was off to the races for another fifteen minutes or so.
"I'm going to take a quick shower and we can cuddle up. I've missed the snuggling and cuddling."
"I'll join you and do your back" Susan said and I hoped that was her way of telling me that she would keep him in the shower long enough for me to get clear. I heard the shower start running and I gave it a couple of minutes in case he forgot something and came back into the room and then I slid out from under the bed and hurried downstairs. I quickly dressed and got out of the house.
When I got to my truck I found Marge sitting in it.
"What took you so long?"
"Hubby was horny."
"Oh my God! You mean they did it right on top of you?"
"That they did."
"Oh you poor baby. You had to go through that after I left you hanging? I'll try to make it up to you."
"Why are you here? I mean why are you in my truck?"
"I need a ride home. Susan drove tonight and she swung by my place and picked me up and while you might be a little pissed right now I'm hoping that you aren't so pissed that you will make me walk eleven miles in these heels."
I started the truck and she gave me directions and as I pulled away from the curb I asked:
"So. Do you girls do this often?"
"God no. Tonight was the first time. We have talked about it for months, but tonight was the first time."
"Again I have to ask an earlier question -- why me?"
"Luck of the draw. Like I said, we have talked about it for months and with Gary out of town on business we decided this would be the night to go for it. We hadn't intended it to be anyone from Riley's. We just stopped in to get some liquid courage before going to a lounge on the other side of town. When we saw you we decided that you would be perfect for what we wanted. We needed someone who wouldn't talk about it and Susan knew from Leslie that you didn't talk about what you did so here we are."



"I expected Leslie to be my female counterpart and keep quiet about what we did."
"Leslie and Susan are cousins -- very close cousins. Closer than some sisters. I don't think they have any secrets from each other."
There were several minutes of silence and then Marge said, "I'm sorry that it didn't work out. I'd say that we will do better the next time, but I don't think there will be a next time."
"Why not?"
"Susan really wanted to do it, but she wanted to do it with Gary."
"Why didn't you?"
"Gary doesn't like me and Susan knew if he would go ballistic if she suggested that the three of us got together."
"Well, just so you know, there won't be a next time even if she is willing, at least not with me. She is married and I don't mess with another man's woman. Tonight would never have happened if I'd known Susan was married. Did you know that her hubby thinks you are a slut? He doesn't like it that you and Susan go out together. He thinks that you are out looking for men and that you will drag Susan into a situation where she will end up taking on some guy. I don't think he suspects that she is already doing what he is afraid you will lead her into."
"She isn't doing it. She has been married to Gary for twelve years now and she has only cheated on him twice and one of those times couldn't really be called cheating. She was at a party and someone slipped her a date rape drug so that can't be counted as cheating."
"What about the other?"
"Some poor judgment on her part. It was another party. Gary was out of town and a black guy hit on her. She had always wondered if what was said about blacks was true and she'd had just enough to drink to let curiosity get the better of her. She was disappointed. He wasn't even as big as Gary. Both of those events were over ten years ago and she hasn't even come close to cheating on him since."
She was silent for a bit and then said, "No, that isn't true. She has cheated on him their entire marriage. With me. She doesn't consider that cheating because I'm not a man."
"Are you a lesbian? Is that why you have been divorced three times? Because you aren't really into men?"
"You can ask that after the blow job I gave you? No honey, I am not a lesbian, but I am bi-sexual. I go both ways. My three divorces all came about because I caught the assholes cheating. I know that sounds hypocritical considering that I just admitted to a long time affair with Susan, but there are differences. Harv got his secretary pregnant, Sam ran off with a stripper and Joe belonged to the slut of the month club. Besides, I don't consider girl to girl cheating. I got something that I could never get from my husbands and I never shorted them one little bit."
"Still, Susan was going to cheat tonight."
"I guess Gary was right in thinking I might lead Susan astray. I'm the one who talked her into trying it. She didn't really want to, but I guess I pressured her into it. I even led her to believe I'd hook up with another girl to make it happen. It wasn't nice of me and I know it, but I really, really wanted to experience it one time and she went along because she was afraid that if I did it with someone else I would stay with that someone else."
I didn't say anything and after several moments of silence she said, "I don't expect you to understand, but you can love more than one person at a time and that love can be different. Susan loves Gary, but she also loves me and....oh well, never mind."
"So you used her love for you to get her to agree to the girl girl guy thing?"
"She wanted to do it. She was not against the idea, but she wanted it to be with Gary and I knew Gary would never go for it with me involved."
I didn't say anything and after a couple of minutes she pointed at a driveway and said:
"Turn in here."
I pulled into the drive and stopped. I sat there with the truck running and waited for her to get out. She reached over and turned off the ignition and said "Come on" and started to get out. When I didn't move she said:
"Your choice. In the house where it is comfortable or here in the cramped truck, but I got something started tonight and I will finish it."
"That isn't necessary."
"It is to me. I had you seconds away from getting your rocks off and my pride will not let me send you home with a case of blue balls. I'm responsible for putting you where you were tonight and I have to make it right. So here or in the house?"
"I don't thi..."
"I'm not getting out of this truck without you so you either come into my house or I stay in the truck and end up going with you to yours."
I had never been with a woman so determined to get my pants off of me and I had been right on the verge of coming when everything went to hell. Add to that Marge was one very sexy looking lady so I decided not to fight it.
I followed her into the house and as soon as the front door closed behind us Marge asked:
"Would you like a drink?"
I didn't but I said, "Whatever you will be having is fine."
"That would be interesting to see."
"What does that mean?"
"I'm having you so what that means is that it might be interesting to see you have yourself. Come on baby and let me show you my bedroom" and she took me by the hand and led me after her.
The first time was pretty quick. I mean I was seconds away when I had to slide under that damned bed and what was happening right over me was hot as hell and when we got to Marge's place I was ready to be Mount Vesuvius. Marge didn't even think twice about going down on me and working me back up and I'm pleased to be able to say I held my own the second time. As I pulled out of her she asked:
"Have you got one more in you?"
"With some help."
She gave me the necessary help and when I came for the third time I was whipped.
I woke up with Marge wrapped around me and I needed to pee so I tried to carefully separate myself from her without waking her up, but I wasn't successful. She woke up and her hand slid down my belly to my cock and as she took hold of my piss hard on she said:
"Good morning sunshine. Is this for me?"
"I have to pee."
"Do it and hurry back. Try not to piss all the hardness away."
When I came back to the bed she mounted me and rode me cowgirl until we both came and then she rolled off of me and said:
"Come along sailor and I'll scrub your back."
Her scrubbing my back led to her doing a few things to my front and we ended back in bed. That was followed by a second shower and as I started to get dressed Marge offered me breakfast, but my watch told me that I needed to hurry or I was going to be late for work so I said:
"Maybe some other time."
"I'm going to hold you to that."
As I drove to work I wondered if I'd found my replacement for Betsy.
To be continued...
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It was three days before I saw Marge again. It was a Friday night and I was out on the dance floor with Betsy when Marge and Susan came in. They sat down in a booth and as soon as the song ended I walked Betsy back to the table and then headed for the booth where Marge and Susan were sitting.
As I walked up Marge slid over and patted the spot next to her. I slid in next to her and looked over at Susan. I already knew from what Marge had told me that as far as Susan was concerned our threesome wasn't likely to happen, but I wanted to get a dig in. I was just a little pissed that Susan had hidden from me the fact that she was married. If she and Leslie were as tight as Marge had led me to believe then Susan would have known how I felt about that. So I said:
"Ready for it tonight? I've been looking forward to this since Tuesday night."
Susan looked away and Marge jabbed an elbow into my side and when I looked at her she nodded her head "no." I shrugged and asked Marge to dance. As we moved onto the dance floor I said:
"I guess the elbow in the ribs means that the three of us aren't going to have any fun together?"
"I was lucky I could even talk her into stopping in tonight. She is really feeling guilty over the fact that she was going to cheat on Gary."
"I guess I need to make nice to her."
"It might help if you could find some way to make her think you don't consider her a slut."
"But I like sluts."
"That's why I'm available for you sweetie. I'm all the slut you need."
"Tonight?"
"You know where I live. No need to knock."
I did two numbers with Marge and then walked her back to the booth. When Jane came by I ordered a round for the three of us and after it had arrived and we'd all had a sip I offered my hand to Susan.
"Come on sweetie, your turn."
She was reluctant, but she followed me out onto the floor. She was a little stiff in my arms and I said:
"Relax sweetie, we're cool. Marge explained it to me. I know about your relationship and I know how our little farce on Tuesday came about. I'm just sorry it didn't work out. You are one hell of a sexy lady and as much as I wish otherwise I understand that it isn't going to happen and I'll never bring it up again."
She had been relaxing as I talked, but she stiffened up again when I said:
"But there is a price." I chuckled and said, "You have to let me buy you drinks and dance with me every time you come in. Can you handle that?"
She relaxed and said, "I can do that."
"Good. Now I don't want you to tense up on me again, but I want to bring the threesome idea up again. Why don't you ask Gary about it?"
"He would go nuts."
"You don't know that. You just think that because of the way he feels about Marge. Approach him and go at it from the angle that you want him to be on better terms with your best friend. The worst that can happen is that he will say no and even then you will have planted the thought and it may flower later. Just make sure that he understands that you are only interested in girl boy girl and not you and two guys and you should be fine even if he opts not to do it."
"You think?"
"Hey sweetie, if he says no you haven't lost a thing and he just might surprise you."
I kept here on the floor for three numbers and then walked her back to her seat and said:
"Thank you for the dances ladies. Maybe we can do it again."
I went back to the tables and the first thing I was asked was did I think there was any chance of getting either one of them out to the parking lot.
"Not a prayer. They both made it plain that a dance or two is all they would ever get off of."
"Then why don't they just come over and join us" Bill asked.
"Yeah" George piped in, "They stuck up or something?"
"You want the truth or do you want me to sugar coat it?"
"Let it out bud."
"Because of all the trips you guys make out to the parking lot with the girls who do sit here the girls who sit here are looked on as "easy sluts" and Marge and Susan won't sit here because people may think that they are the same way. They don't want to be "tarred with the same brush" so to speak."
"Well fuck 'em then" Vern said.
"You ain't kidding no one Ace. You spend more time with those two than any of the other girls. You've got to be hustling them."
"Not so. I dance more with them than the others because the others make me uncomfortable."
"How's that?"
"You guys know that I don't the parking lot shit. There seems to be an unofficial contest among the girls who do sit at this table to see who can be the one to get me to go. They rub up against me, rub my dick, say suggestive things to me and in general make me feel uncomfortable."
"Poor picked on baby" Phil said and they all laughed.
A half hour later Marge and Susan left and I gave them another twenty minutes and then I got up, said my "goodnights" and headed for Marge's place. I didn't knock and when I walked in I found her waiting for me wearing only high heels and a smile. By the time she was done with me I was too tired to drag myself out of bed and drive home. Luckily, Marge let me stay.
++++++++++++++++++
For the next three weeks I danced with Marge and Susan every time they stopped in and then stopped by Marge's after they left. Plus I dated Marge on the weekends. Then came the Monday when Marge said to me:
"You will never guess what happened this weekend."
"Not without at least a clue."
"It was something that almost happened."
"Obviously I'm not going to get it so go ahead and tell me."
"Susan called me and asked me to stop by yesterday afternoon."
"So what? She's your best friend and you are always going over to her place to see her or she is going to your place."
"Gary was there."
"Again, so what?"
"Gary said yes to a threesome! It was awesome. I don't think he hates me anymore. I just wish it could have been you instead of Gary."
"I'll second that wish."
"He wants to do it again. Is that okay with you?"
"Why would it need to be okay with me?"
"We are seeing each other and you might not be all that eager to share me with another man."
"Sweetie, we just date. You are free to do what you please."
She got a look on her face that told me that I had just said something wrong so I quickly tried to cover my ass.
"What I mean baby is that you did it yesterday without calling me for permission so why ask me now? You wanted to do it and you did it and you say it was awesome. Do you really think that after you telling me that that I'm going to stand in your way? I would just hope that you set it up so that you do it on nights when I'm not around. I don't mind sharing in this special case, but I don't want to give up my quality time either."
"You mean that? It really is okay with you?"
"Of course it is."
"I guess I'll have to be especially nice to you tonight then."
She was.
+++++++++++++++++++
Things got a little more confusing for me around the middle of the week. Jane, the girl hired to take Tina's place when Tina moved behind the bar, had to quit. Her husband came in one evening and saw the way most of the guys looked at and acted toward his honey and he decided that even though she was a good girl she didn't need to be in a place where a good girl with good intentions had ample opportunity to go bad.
Her replacement was Candy, the hot little redhead I'd met the night I was Vern's wingman. For some reason known only to God and Candy she semi attached herself to me. Maybe it was because I was the only one in the place that she already knew, but whatever the reason whenever I was there Candy took extra pains to make sure that I was taken care of. When things were slow she sat with me or stood next to me if I was sitting at the bar. The guys noticed and started ribbing me about my 'stalker' and all I could do was shrug. The night we had met she had put me on notice that she had a fiancé and was off limits so I minded my manners and treated her as just another girl that I knew and liked.
About the same time Freda, the German girl who ran the kitchen, started casting nasty glances at me and I wondered what was up with that. While Candy was hanging close and Freda was making faces at me I was rolling along as I always had. I'd come in after work, join the guys at the tables and dance with the girls who sat with us while I nursed my PBR. I had early on realized that I could easily become an alcoholic if I stopped in every night and pounded down the beers so I limited myself to no more than three a night and on most nights I actually held it to two.
I was seeing Marge about two nights a week and usually took her out on a date on at least one of the weekend days. I was still sending money to my grandmother in Florida for her to send back to Elaine and she was still getting letters from Elaine's attorney which I told her to toss without opening. Work was going fine, my love life was great and I was fairly content.
As everyone knows it is when you are thinking that all is right with your world that things tend to get FUBARED (that's military slang for "fucked up beyond all recognition'). It started one night at Riley's when Marge told me that Susan wanted to talk to me.
"Fine. Where is she?"
"It needs to be private. Can you stop by my place around noon on Saturday?"
"I suppose. What is it about?"
"I'd rather let Susan tell you."
"Give me a hint."
"I can't. All I can say is that it is an interesting development."
And indeed it was.
Saturday I joined Marge and Susan at Marge's kitchen table and Marge put a cold PBR on the table in front of me. And then Susan said:
"Marge has told you about our threesomes with Gary?"
"She mentioned that you were having them, but I didn't press for any details."
"Well, Gary likes them. He likes them so much that he wants to try a threesome with another man."
"You mean..."
"Yes. He wants another man to join him and me."
"That's what he wants. What do you want?"
"I don't know. Part of me of me wants to do it and part of me is scared about how it might turn out."
"What has you scared?"
"That I might like it too much."
"Why does that scare you?"
"If I like it too much I'll want to keep doing it."
"What's scary about that?"
"What if Gary doesn't like it after he tries it and I do. He will want to stop and I won't and I know me well enough to know that if I really like it I'm going to keep wanting to do it with or without Gary. Sooner or later I will talk myself into doing it and that is what scares me. I love Gary and I know what will happen if I get caught doing it without him."
"I guess you will just have to hope that Gary likes it. Your only other option is not to do it at all so that he never finds out that he doesn't like it and you don't find out that you really do."
"That isn't really an option. Gary wants to do it and he is pushing for it to happen."
"Well I guess that's that. Good luck."
"I want you to be the other man."
That sure enough surprised me. "I'm sorry sweetie, but I don't think I can help you there."
"Why not? You were willing enough when Marge and I took you home with us that night."
"I make it a habit to stay away from married women."
"You didn't have a problem that first time."
"I didn't know you were married either. If you will remember you were not wearing your rings that night. You had them in your purse. The other thing is that I'm not even sure that I could perform with another man in the room."
"The 'married thing' shouldn't matter because you won't be cheating with me. It can't be cheating if my husband is there and is a part of it. As far as performance is concerned I'm sure that you will manage. You seemed to like what you saw that first time."
"I'm not as confident of that as you are."
"Please Rob, I need you to do this for me."
"Why me Susan? The must be a hundred guys you know who would love to join you."
"I need you for the same reason Marge and I picked you the last time. I need someone I know and can trust not to blab about it. I also need someone I know that I feel comfortable with. It can't be anyone else that Gary and I know because if it doesn't work out I don't want to have to face them day to day. Please Rob, I need you for this."
I looked at Marge and she said, "Don't look at me sweetie; you are on your own on this."
Susan was still the sexy lady and turn on she had been on the night that she, Marge and I had gotten together and I should have been jumping at the chance she was offering me, but I was hesitant. Maybe if the second man was someone I knew I would have been more willing to take the leap, but to do what Susan wanted with someone who was a total stranger to me was a problem. I honestly did not know if I would be able to get it up and perform. And the fact that it was the stranger's wife we would be doing it with also caused me pause. Could he really handle it? Could I handle him if he couldn't?"
"Please Rob, help me out here."
I looked at her for several seconds and then thought, "What the hell. I'd never done a MMF before (and only one aborted MFF) so I decided to go for it. If it didn't work out I didn't socialize with Gary so we wouldn't likely see each other again.
"Okay Suze. I'll do it. When?"
"Some time in the next two weeks. Gary has to go out of town, but I'm not sure of the dates. Let me check out his calendar and I'll get back to you."
She leaned across the table and kissed me and then she got up and told Marge that she would talk to her later and she left. Once she was gone I said to Marge:
"Okay lover, give me your thoughts on this."
"I'm thinking that if it works out the four of us can get together and play. If that happens it will give me the chance to do the MFF thing with you and Susan."
"Now that's a thought."
"I think we should go to the bedroom and practice. What do you think about that?"
"It sounds like a damned fine idea."
++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I had a doctor's appointment so I took the afternoon off from work. Appointment out of the way I headed for Riley's. It was early and none of the businesses had let out yet so I had the place pretty much alone. I pushed our usual tables together and then sat down to nurse my Pabst Blue Ribbon.
Several minutes after I sat down Freda walked over and sat down across from me. Her English had gotten a little better and I was able to understand her.
"Hey! Are you sissy boy?"
"Am I what?"
"A sissy boy. How you say it -- a queek?"
"A queek?"
"Yes. You smoke a log no?"
Then it hit me what she was saying and I said, "No Freda, I am not a homosexual."
"Why you no like me then? Why you no watch me like other mens?"
What do you say to something like that? Freda certainly was a walking wet dream and the only reasons I hadn't done anything were because of seeing her shoot every one else down and of not wanting to fight the language barrier, but how do you tell a girl that you haven't had anything to do with her because she couldn't speak decent English? I decided to take the easy way out.
"I have stayed away from you Freda because I've seen how you treated the other men who have come after you. I decided that you weren't interested in the men who come in here and so I've stayed away from you."
"Of course I do nothing with those foolish mens. All the time with whores in the parking lot. Why I have anything to do with them? You no do this, but you no come to me so I think you sissy boy."
"Well I'm not a sissy boy Freda."
"You prove this to me."
"How do I do that?"
"We go date together."
"And when do we do this?"
"I off on 23rd. We do then."
I looked at the calendar behind the bar and saw that the 23rd was a Friday. There was still the language barrier that I really didn't want to fight, but on the other hand I had a stone fox after me to take her out. Maybe the 'language of love' would work in my favor.
"Okay Freda, the 23rd it is."
"Is good" she said and she got up and went back into the kitchen.
Freda was no sooner out of sight when Candy came over. "I heard most of that. You aren't really going to go out with that slut are you?"
"I've never seen her with a man so how did she all of a sudden become a slut?"
"I know a bit about her and trust me on this Rob, she isn't any good. You need to steer clear of her."
"You have to give me more than that."
"I was in the pantry filling salt and pepper shakers and she was talking with a woman who had stopped by to pick up some money that Freda owed her. The woman asked Freda how she was coming along with her plan. From what I overheard it seems like Freda is looking for an American to marry so she can legally stay in this country. The plan is to marry him, get citizenship and then take the man for all he has and then leave him. Looks like she figures that you could be her sucker."
"You are making all this up right? Trying to scare me away from Freda so you will have a clear field?"
"Why would I want a clear field?"
"You lust for me and you want me and you feel you must save me from the clutches of the evil Freda."
"Yeah, right" she said and then walked away.
The crew started coming in about that time, money was put in the jukebox and I started dancing with a couple of the girls and forgot about Freda and what Candy had told had told me. Until it was time for me to leave. Candy caught me as I was heading for the door.
"I've decided to save you from yourself providing of course that you want to be saved."
"How are you going to do that?"
"Simple. On the 23rd you will take me out instead of Freda. She will be so pissed at you for standing her up that she will never speak to you again."
"You know what you are letting yourself in for? There is only one way to prove to Freda that I'm not a homosexual. Freda is a sure thing. Why would I give that up just to have dinner with you?"
"I'll make sure that you don't suffer."
"What will your fiancé think about that?"
"He is history."
"What happened?"
"We got in an argument about religion. He thought he was God and I didn't. Think about my offer" she said and then she got back to work.
I did think about it as I drove over to Marge's place. I'd heard about how some women married Americans just so they could stay in the United States and I even knew a guy who had married a German girl when he was in the Army and stationed in Germany. She left him just over a year after he brought her home with him. I didn't know whether she was still here or had been sent back to Germany. Was Freda a girl like that? I didn't know, but we were only talking 'date' here and not marriage.
What all the thinking boiled down to was which one would I rather have? Both Candy and Freda were walking wet dreams and which ever one I went with would almost certainly mean I'd never have a shot at the other. I needed to decide which one I'd rather have and being the cock hound I'd turned into since separating from Elaine "having" meant picking out the best chance to get laid and to continue getting laid. Talk about your no win situation.
+++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week slid by and I spent the night with Marge on Tuesday and Thursday and we went out for dinner and a show on Saturday. The show was followed by Marge spending the night and most of the next day at my apartment. Monday Marge and Susan came into the bar about an hour after I got there. I was dancing with one of the girls from our table when they came in and Susan nodded at me and then gave me s slight nod toward the booth they were headed for. When the song was over I walked Nancy back to the table and then hit the men's room. On the way back I stopped and asked Marge if she wanted to dance.
"Maybe later. Right now you need to dance with Suze."
I offered Susan my arm and we moved out onto the dance floor. The juke box was playing a slow tune and as we swayed across the floor Susan said:



"Gary is out of town right now, but he is supposed to be back on Thursday. He really, really wants to do the two guy one girl thing. It is set for Friday. Make sure that you load up with vitamins lover; I plan on reducing both of you to quivering wrecks."
"This Friday? The 23rd?"
"Yes. Its okay isn't it?"
"Yeah, sure. I just didn't think it would happen this soon."
I danced twice with Susan and three times with Marge and Marge asked me if I was up to follow her home. I told her that I had offered Bill a ride home, but I would stop by her place as soon as I had dropped him off.
"The door will be open lover, and you know the way to the bedroom."
When I walked into the bedroom I found Marge on the bed with her legs spread wide and working a dildo in and out of her pussy.
"Thinking about what you are going to be doing Friday has me so damned hot that I couldn't wait for you." She tossed the dildo to the floor and said, "Hurry lover, give me the real thing."
+++++++++++++++
As I drove home my mind was wrestling with the problem. Freda was expecting to go out with me on the Friday and I knew what would happen with her. There was only one way to prove that I wasn't gay and that was to fuck her and she knew it. Candy was sure that she had warned me off from Freda and was expecting me to say yes to her offer to 'save me' and whether or not that 'saving' would include sex was not clear. Susan was expecting me to join with her and her husband for fun and games. All three of them were expecting whatever it was they were expecting on Friday, the 23rd. To quote a very famous philosopher -- "Fuck me!"
The thought process over the next two days went something like this. The thing with Freda wasn't going to go anywhere. She could be the most fantastic piece of ass I'd ever had, but it wasn't going anywhere long term. The thing with Susan and Gary wasn't going to go long term either. I had no idea if anything would happen with Candy, but would it go anywhere? It could because I had a soft spot for sexy redheads. So there I was, wanting to dip my wick in all three of them and knowing that whichever one I chose would make the other two history.
And then I got to thinking about Marge. Marge wasn't long term either. Not really, really long term anyway. We had already discussed where our relationship might go and Marge was quite up front that she had no intention of getting married again for many, many years, but she had also led me to believe that I could be her bed buddy for as long as I was interested. But Marge was Susan's best friend and had been for many, many moons and how would she take it if I turned my back on Susan and went with either Freda or Candy? Would I still be welcome?
All of that was rolling around in my head for two days and I still hadn't decided what to do when the shop loudspeaker squawked:
"Rob McKeean please report to the front office."
I shut off my Miller 251, put my welding helmet on the work bench and headed for the office. I went over to Cheri, the receptionist, and said:
"You rang?"
She pointed to the boss's office and I walked in and found two cops standing there. "Rob McKeean?" one of them asked and I nodded my head yes.
"We have a warrant for your arrest on a charge of failure to appear."
To be continued...
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I almost smiled as the cell door clanged shut behind me. The decision on how to handle my Friday the 23rd problem had been taken out of my hands by some judge. I would be a guest of the county on Friday. In fact, being me it was almost certain that I would be a guest of the county for a while.
The "failure to appear" had to be over the divorce and the papers I had thrown in the trash and I already knew that I was going to do the same thing that I had done the last time. I would keep getting hit with contempt of court until they finally got tired of me freeloading off of them. Since it was a Thursday the soonest all parties could be notified and then gathered together was Monday so I made myself comfortable and waited.
When I was led into court on Monday I saw my brother sitting in the first row and then I got a surprise. Elaine was sitting at a table with a man I presumed was her lawyer. The man turned to look at me as I walked in and I got a good look at his face. I knew it from somewhere. I couldn't place it, but I knew it.
The judge came in and things got started. I was there because I had failed to meet my obligations per the court orders issued at the time of the divorce and I had failed to respond to four notices to appear. I explained that I had never received any notices to appear. Elaine's lawyer was called to the bench and he and the judge talked for a bit and then the judge asked me when I had moved back from Florida. I told him that I had never lived in Florida and then I explained how word had reached me that Elaine was going to try and talk me into taking her back and how I had set things up so I wouldn't be bothered by her. The judge thought for a moment and then voided the failure to appear charges.
"The second item before this court is your failure to make the court ordered alimony payments to Ms. McKeean."
"I've been making payments to her on a monthly basis."
Then Elaine's lawyer stood up and said that while it was true that I had been making monthly payments they were not for the specified amount and for the first four months after the divorce was final I made no payments at all. I explained to the judge the agreement we had made over the kitchen table (he was a different judge from the one who had locked me up) and that even though Elaine had broken that agreement when she allowed her attorney to make changes I was still going to stick to the deal that I had made. He gave me the same 'that agreement has no weight in the law' that the first judge gave me.
"That may be your honor, but where I come from a deal is a deal and remains in effect unless both parties agree to change the deal. I agreed to no such changes so my deal with the former Mrs. McKeean stands until we both agree to make a change and I'll say right now that I won't agree to any change that puts me farther behind the eight ball. She never honored any of the agreement she made when we sat down and decided who would get what out of the divorce and as far as I am concerned I owe her no more than I agreed to pay."
"You are flirting dangerously close to a contempt citation Mr. McKeean."
"All I am doing your honor is stating my position as clearly as I can."
There was some more talk and in the end I was ordered to pay all arrearages within fifteen days and was warned if I didn't the next time I appeared before him I would get jail time for contempt.
As we were walking out the door of the courtroom Elaine's lawyer smiled at me and said:
"Wondering how we found you? You shouldn't have renewed your driver's license in this state."
The he laughed and walked out. He didn't know it but he had just fucked himself. When he smiled at me I remembered where I had seen him before. He was the asshole who had walked up to Elaine and put his hand on her shoulder the night she had locked me out of the house.
My brother met me in the hall outside the courtroom. He was surprised (and frankly so was I) that I hadn't been locked up, but he had been ready to go my bail as long as I wasn't put away for contempt. We went to lunch and I asked for his advice and a recommendation on the thoughts I was having about Elaine's lawyer and he said that he would checkout a few things and get back to me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After lunch I swung by Woodbine to see if I still had a job and my boss made me get right to work. I worked late and skipped going to Riley's and instead I went straight home and went to bed.
I had no idea what I would be walking into when I stopped at the bar Tuesday after work, but I'd had plenty of time to think things over while I sat in jail over the weekend. I would try and do them all if they all were still willing, but I would set the times so that what was going to happen on the 23rd wouldn't happen again.
All of that was iffy of course. Susan might have found someone else to take my part on the 23rd and Candy might not be interested if it wasn't going to 'save me' from Freda. I figured that Freda was still a sure bet since she had been the one to come after me, but I would have to wait and see.
I worked late Tuesday to make up some of the hours I lost by having to sit in a jail cell so I didn't get to Riley's until after eight. Susan and Marge were there and Candy saw me come in and said:
"Hey, it's the jailbird. They turned him loose."
I stuck my tongue out at her and headed for the group table. Candy brought me a beer and then I had to describe my weekend to everybody. I stayed with the group for about a half hour and then I moved over to the booth where Marge and Susan were sitting.
"Sorry about Friday night, but something came up."
"We heard" Marge said.
Then Susan said, "It wouldn't have been much fun anyway. Gary's deal had problems and he had to stay over an extra day and then there were flight delays and he was in a rotten mood when he got home. He still wants to do it and he has no trips scheduled for the next two weeks so pick a day."
"You pick one. I can make it at any time."
"Day after tomorrow?"
"You got it."
"Come on" Marge said, "Dance with me."
As we moved around the floor Marge asked, "Are you coming by tonight?"
"I don't know. Are you sure you want to have anything to do with a hardened criminal?"
"I think that I t is my duty as a Christian to help rehabilitate you and help you reenter society."
"Well I do have to say that I love the way you rehabilitate so I guess I will stop by."
I did and it was all I could do to make it into work the next morning.
+++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday I was the first one to arrive at the bar and I stuck my head in the kitchen to see if Freda was there. She was and so I walked in and apologized for not taking her out on Friday. She shrugged and said:
"I hears that you were in the bars ya?"
"Yes, I was behind bars. I still want to take you out and show you that I'm no sissy boy. When is your next day off?"
"Friday."
"May I have it?"
"Ya."
"Dinner, a show and then maybe dancing, okay?"
"Ya. That godt."
When I came out of the kitchen I took a seat at the bar and Candy came over and stood next to me.
"Still sniffing after the kraut?"
"What you told me about her has my curiosity fired up. I want to see if you are right. If you are I want to see how far she is willing to go to play me. She doesn't have a chance, but she doesn't know that.
"Why do you say that? I don't like the bitch, but even I can tell she is a hot number."
"She isn't my type."
"And just what is your type?"
"About 5' 2'' and 100 pound with green eyes and red hair."
She gave me an appraising glance and then moved off to wait on customers. About that time a couple of the girls came in and started pushing tables together and I got up to help them.
About half an hour later Susan came in and for the first time ever she came over and sat at our tables.
"What's up? I asked.
"Marge had to go see her sister and I didn't want to sit alone. Dance with me?"
On the floor she asked, "We still ob for tomorrow night?"
"Wouldn't miss it."
"Can I ask you for a big favor?"
"I suppose."
"Can I follow you home tonight?"
"Why would you want to do that?"
"Gary was suddenly called out of town and won't be back until noon tomorrow. I want to talk to you about tomorrow night, but I want to do it in a quiet place."
"Okay. Have a drink or two and then leave and drive over to the library and wait for me in the parking lot."
She danced with Vern and Max and then one more time with me and then she left. I gave her ten minutes and then I got up to leave. I saw Leslie looking at me and smiling and then she winked at me. I remembered that she was Susan's cousin and Marge had said they were closer than some sisters and had no secrets from each other and I wondered what Susan had told her about tomorrow night.
Once inside my apartment I asked Susan if she would like something to drink and I told her I had beer and wine and she asked if it was white or red. I told her I had both so she asked for a glass of white. I got her a glass and she took a sip and then said:
"This awkward for me, but I need to do it. First I have a confession to make. I fibbed when I told you that Marge was visiting her sister. She knows I'm here and she is staying away to make it easier on me."
I looked at her and waited and then she said, "I want to make tomorrow great for Gary. To do that I want to do it all and all includes anal. Gary has never wanted anal and to be honest that has always been fine with me because Gary is so large and my butt hole is so small. I'm not trying to put you down, but I remember your size from our aborted night. You are maybe an inch longer than Gary, but he is bigger around than you."
"So what is it you are trying to say here?"
"I want you to open me up for my husband. I want you to do me in my butt tonight. A couple of times. And tomorrow I want you to do me in the butt again. I know when Gary sees you do it he will want to try and then I'm going to want one of you in my pussy and one of you in my butt at the same time."
"Are you sure about this?"
"I am. I don't know if Gary will ever want to do a threesome again after tomorrow so I want to make sure he gets it all tomorrow night. Please Rob?"
"I can't say no when you ask me like that Suze. As long as you are sure."
"I'm sure Rob. I need you to get me used to it before tomorrow. I know it will close up between tonight and tomorrow, but I'm sure that tomorrow it will be easier and that is what I need. At least I'll know what to expect and I can act accordingly. If I wait until tomorrow to try it for the first time and it hurts too much Gary will notice and it will turn him off. I don't want anything to ruin things for him. I want tomorrow night to be perfect for him."
"Okay sweetie, let's take it to the bedroom."
Susan stripped and got on the bed and I went into the bathroom and got the tube of KY Jelly out of the medicine cabinet. I undressed and got on the bed with her. I knelt beside her head and pushed her legs apart. I squeezed some KY on my fingers and then ran my fingers over her puckered butthole and then I slid a finger by her sphincter and started working it in and out of her butt. A little more KY and then I had two fingers in her. I felt her pull on my legs and she said:
"I need to get you ready too."
I swung over her in a sixty-nine and her mouth captured my cock while I worked a third finger into her. I worked the three fingers around in her for several minutes and then I pulled my cock out of Susan's mouth and told her to get up on her hands and knees. I filled my palm with KY and stroked myself making sure that every inch of my cock was covered and then I put my cockhead right up against Susan's asshole.
"Take a bite of pillow sweetie. It is going to hurt for just a bit when we start."
I applied gentle pressure against her anal opening and slowly pressed forward I felt a slight slip and then I was past the sphincter muscle and inside her. She moaned into the pillow as I slowly worked my way forward and back until my cock was all the way in to the base and my balls were slapping her ass. I reached under her and rubbed her clit and she moaned and I slowly started fucking her ass. After a minute or so I felt a slight movement as she pushed herself back at me so I began taking longer strokes. She moaned what sounded like "Oh yes" and shoved her ass back at me and I picked up steam.
"So full, so full, oh fuck me. Fuck my ass, fuck my ass."
She was now shoving back at me as I thrust into her and she was moaning and groaning and grunting and I couldn't make out all that she was saying, but the message was clear -- "Fuck my ass and make me cum." I was hitting her harder and harder and going faster and faster and she was crying, "Yesyesyesyesyes" and then she cried out "Oh Fuck" as an orgasm took hold of her and her muscles clamped down on my cock so hard that I could barely pull my cock back. I felt my balls tighten and I shoved back into her as hard as I could and I exploded into her ass. Her muscles milked me as I tried to withdraw and then I popped out and Susan fell forward on the bed and then rolled over and looked up at me.
"My God that was intense. How soon can you go again?
"I go wash it to get it clean and then how soon will be up to you.
We did it twice more and she seemed to enjoy it both times.
"Can I sleep here with you tonight? Gary thinks I'm spending the night with Marge."
I pulled her close and we snuggled up until we fell asleep.
I woke up thinking that I was having a wet dream, but it was Susan nursing on my cock. When I was awake (and as hard as an iron bar) Susan asked:
"One more time?"
I made it to work with two minutes to spare.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was a little nervous as I walked up to Susan's and Gary's front door. It was something I'd never done before. How do you handle a situation like that? If Susan answered the door all I needed to do was follow her lead. But what if Gary answered the knock? "Hi there. I'm Rob and I'm here to help you fuck your wife" might not be the way to go.
Susan was the one who answered my knock (Thank God) and she led me into the living room where her husband was sitting and watching television. He stood up as I walked into the room and Susan introduced us. We shook hands and Susan asked if I would like a beer or something stronger and I said beer would be fine and she left the room to get it and Gary asked:
"Are you as nervous about this as I am?"
"Damned near terrified."
"Can I ask why?"
"I've never done anything like this before."
"How did you get involved?"
"I have been keeping company with Marge for a while and I guess I was just in the right place at the right time."
Susan and I had discussed the matter and we decided to stick as close to the truth as we could without giving up the fact that she and I had been naked together before.
"She talked Marge into working on me to do it."
He looked at me for a second and I could tell he was trying to make up his mind about something and then he apparently decided to go for it.
"You know about Marge, Susan and me?"
"Yes. Marge asked me if I would be okay with it and I said yes. My saying yes is why I probably was asked to join you."
Susan and I had talked about it the night before and we agreed that Gary should run the show and that if he seemed unsure of anything to let Susan take the lead. She didn't want it to seem like I was running things in his house and with his wife.
She did give me a proposed game plan -- the way she wanted it to go. We would start out working her up by playing with her breasts and fingering her pussy and then she would give Gary head while I gave her head and then Gary and I would swap places. Next Gary would fuck her while she gave me head and when Gary came he and I would switch again and I would fuck her until I came while she sucked Gary hard again. As soon as I got off she would suck me hard again and then ask which of us would like to be the first in her ass. She expected Gary to say no, but she wanted to give him the first shot. If he passed she would suck him while I screwed her butt and if he still had no interest in her ass she would fuck him while I washed my cock and then she would suck me hard. As soon as I was hard she would say she wanted one of us in her pussy and one oRilf us in her ass and after that we would wing it.
Susan came back with my beer and after some small talk that had nothing to do with why we were there Susan said:
"I guess someone has to get the ball rolling so how about we take it to the bedroom."
She got up and Gary and I looked at each other and then we got up and followed along behind her. Once in the bedroom Susan pointed at the bed and told us to sit. Gary and I sat down on the bed and Susan walked over to the dresser where a portable radio/tape player sat and pushed a button. Gretchen Wilson's "You Don't Have to Go Home" started and Susan did a strip tease to the music. When she was down to thigh high nylons and high heels she swayed over to Gary, knelt in front of him, unzipped him and worked his cock out of his pants. She looked up at me, smiled and said:
"Get naked lover; you're next."
She took Gary's cock in her mouth and I stood up and stripped. As soon as I was naked I started playing with her tits and then I knelt down beside her and worked a finger into her pussy. She was wet!
I was tugging on and rolling her right nipple between my fingers when Gary reached down and started working on her left one. Susan moaned and pulled her mouth off Gary and told him to hurry up and strip. "On the bed lover" she said to me and once I was on my back she bent over and took my cock in her mouth. Gary got undressed and then moved in behind her and slid his cock into her hot box. She moaned and took my cock a little deeper into her mouth and throat and then it went pretty much as she had planned it when at my place the night before.
The big surprise was when she asked who wanted to be the first one in her ass and Gary surprised her and said he did. Susan looked at me and said:
"Gary and I have never done anal. Have you?"
"A time or two."
"What do we do?"
"Do you have any KY?"
"I bought some just for tonight."
She went over to the dresser and got a tube of KY Jelly and then I led Gary though the steps until he got to the point where he got three fingers working in her butt hole and then I told him to grease himself up good and then slowly work it into her giving her time to get used to it.
"Slow and easy is the key. Wait for her to tell you when to pick up the pace."
As Gary pushed his cock at Susan's asshole she looked at me and winked. Gary popped past the sphincter and Susan moaned. Gary started to pull back and Susan cried out:
"No! Don't stop, keep going."
After a couple of minutes he was in and slowly stroking and Susan was moaning:
"Yes, yes, oh God yes. So full, so full, fuck me Gary, fuck me."
Gary motioned me forward and I moved up and presented my cock to Susan's mouth and she opened up and took me in. Gary came and went into the bathroom to wash his cock and I moved from Susan's mouth to her ass. I was fucking her butt when Gary came back and put his cock in her mouth. I came and as I was heading for the bathroom to clean up Gary slid into her ass again and I heard:
"I love it baby and we are going to do a lot more of it okay?"
"Whatever you want my love."
When I came back with a clean cock I found the two of them sitting on the bed waiting for me.
"I'm ready for one of you in my pussy and one of you in my ass" Susan said, "Who wants what?"
I looked at Gary and he smiled and said, "You are the guest so you get to choose."




Susan mouthed "pussy" at me and so I said I'd take the pussy. "This is another first for me" Susan said, "Do you know how to do it?"
"I've never done it before either" I said, "But I have seen it done on porn videos and I've only seen it done two ways. Cowgirl and reverse cowgirl."
"I want to try both."
I lay down on the bed and had her mount me 'cowgirl' style and then I pulled her down so she was lying on my chest and then told Gary to take her butt. As soon as he was in her I told him to start fucking her. All I had to do was lie there. As Gary pushed in Susan would move up on my cock and as he pulled back she would come back down. Basically it was Gary fucking her and her fucking me. After three or four minutes of 'cowgirl' Susan said she wanted to try the other way so Gary pulled out, Susan turned around and Gary got on his back. Susan sat down on his cock and I moved over her and pushed into her pussy. It only took about two minutes before Susan said:
"I don't like it this way. Let's go back to the other."
We switched positions again and fucked for another ten minutes until I came and then I got up. Gary pulled Susan up on her knees and plowed into her ass while she went to work at getting me up again. It took her a while, but by the time Gary had come I was ready again. As Gary headed for the bathroom to wash his cock I asked Susan where she wanted it.
"My ass lover, I want you deep in my ass."
Gary came back with a clean cock and Susan went to work to resurrect it. It took me a while, but I eventually came and pulled out and Susan rolled over on her back and told Gary to fuck her pussy. When I got back from washing off my cock I stood there and watched Susan and Gary go at it. When Gay was done Susan looked at me and asked:
"What can we do next?"
"I've no idea what the two of you can do, but I'm done. I don't think I could get it up again tonight to save my life."
"Bet you I can get it up."
I knew she didn't have a chance in hell. Three times the night before, once more that morning and then the night's activities? No way! But she tried for a good five minutes before she admitted defeat. Gary was ready again by then and he asked her where she wanted it.
"In my ass lover; I really do like it in my ass."
I watched them for a few minutes and then started dressing. Once dressed I bent down, took Susan's head in both hands and kissed her. Her tongue darted into my mouth and I gave her a little back and then stood up.
"Thank you both for a marvelous evening. I'll see myself out. Good night."
I walked out of the room to the sound of flesh smacking flesh and Susan moaning.
To be continued...
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When I got back to my apartment there was a message on my answering machine to call my brother. I called him and he told me that what we had talked about at the courthouse was doable and I told him to go ahead and do it. Then I went to bed and slept like a log.
Friday was a busy day at work and even though I had my hands full trying to finish the job I was on by the end of the day I was still able to think about my evening with Susan and Gary and wonder if I would ever do something like that again.
I also gave some thought to my date with Freda that night after work. I wondered if Candy was right and if so how would Freda play things. Play hard to get to lead me on or straight to fucking my brains out to enslave me with hot sex? And of course there was the third possibility – none of the above. Candy could be wrong and it could turn out that Freda was simply curious over whether I was a 'sissy boy' or not.
I finished the job and then hurried home to shower and change. I put on my only suit and then headed out to pick up Freda. We had dinner at Harry's Steak House and then went to Cineplex 2 to see "Australia." Dinner was a little awkward because of the language problem, but we got through it and the movie went better because we didn't talk during it although I did wonder if she understood any of it. Half way through the picture Freda's left hand found its way to my right and we held hands for the rest of the show.
After the movie we headed for the Black Mushroom for drinks and dancing. As soon as we were in the car Freda slid over next to me and put her left hand on my leg. Not a word was said on the way to the Mushroom. I paid the cover and we found an empty table, ordered drinks and then Freda pulled me off my chair and led me out onto the dance floor. A slow number was being played and Freda moved in close and pressed her body into mine. That alone should have proved to her I was no 'sissy boy' since my cock was rock hard and pushing into her leg.
"Oh ho, my sissy boy like Freda" she said as she ground her leg into my erection.
"I think you know by now that I'm not a sissy boy. You are feeling the proof with your leg."
"Okay yes I feel, but you still my sissy boy."
We finished the dance and our drinks came. Freda picked up hers and chugged it down then she set the glass down on the table and said:
"Sissy boy take me home now" and she grabbed her purse and stood up. I didn't even get a chance to take one sip of my drink, but I didn't argue. I was just too curious. That I was "her sissy boy" intrigued me and I had to see where things were going.
When we got to the truck I went to open the door for her but she pushed my hand away from the doo handle and instead she reached for the handle to the back door. She pulled the back door open and said:
"Back seat sissy boy."
I guess I was a little too slow for her so she pushed me into the truck and I ended up on my back on the back seat. Freda's hands went to my zipper and she pulled it down and then worked my cock out of my pants and that was no easy thing because it was rock hard solid. She did get it out and as she stroked it she said:
"Nice deek for a sissy boy."
Her hands moved up and down on it for several seconds and then she bent and took me in her mouth. She sucked me for maybe a minute and then she mounted me. She had taken her panties off sometime during the night (if she even had any on when I picked her up) and she was so wet that I slid right in.
"Sissy boy like hot pussy?"
"Oh yeah" I said as I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her. Suddenly she 'yelped' and pulled herself off of me. Her cunt hairs had gotten caught in my zipper and when she rose up a few of them were pulled out.
"Come on sissy boy" she said as she pushed the door open, "We go your place."
I was no sooner out of the lot than she slid over next to me and took my cock out again. "Nice deek sissy by, I play with" and she slowly stroked it all the way to my apartment.
I led her into the bedroom and watched her strip as I undressed. As the last piece of her clothing hit the floor I realized I was in big trouble. She was a Teutonic goddess, a living, breathing Valkyrie. Tall, blond, blue eyed and stacked. I had serious doubts that I was going to be able to do her justice. Did I have enough left after the last two nights with Susan to give Freda all that her magnificence deserved? If I didn't would Freda start really thinking I was a sissy boy?
Freda lay back on the bed, spread her legs and then pulled her pussy lips apart with her hands.
"You like sissy boy? You want? Come sissy boy, show Freda you want."
I got on the bed and moved between her legs and she put her hands on my head and pushed me down.
"Eat sissy boy, eat."
I munched on her muffin for a couple of minutes and then she pushed my head away and said:
"Now sissy boy, in me. Put your sissy boy deek in me."
After that I was like a bronc rider trying to hang on and get my eight second ride. She bucked and screamed and it was all I could do to hang on. It was the absolute most furious fuck of my life. I don't know how many times she came before I finally got my release, but if all the hollering, yelling and screaming were any indication it was a bunch.
As I lay there next to Freda trying to catch my breath and recover she reached down and fondled my limp dick and said:
"Plenty good for sissy boy. We do again."
It was a statement and not a question and she slid down and took my cock in her mouth. It took her a bit, but she got me standing tall and then said:
"You hard sissy boy. We do" and she moved over me and lowered herself onto my cock. She rode me cowgirl for almost ten minutes and then I rolled her over onto her back and pounded her as hard as I could while she had several orgasms. I finally drove myself hard into her and came and then I rolled off of her onto my back beside her. I lay there huffing and puffing and afraid that I might even pass out if she wanted to go again. Freda tucked herself into me and said:
"I no done sissy boy. You rest and we do again."
I was so pooped that I fell asleep. I don't know how much later it was when I woke up with a mouth on my cock. Freda felt me move and she looked up at me, took her mouth off me and said:
"Soon sissy boy, soon. Freda get you ready."
She did get me ready even though it took her a while. She pulled me on top of her, wrapped her long legs around me, sank her nails in my ass and said:
"Hard sissy boy, hard."
When I came I am sure that nothing came out of the head of my cock but puffs of dust. I was praying that Freda was satisfied by then because I seriously doubted that I would be able to get hard again for days. Freda pulled me to her and said:
"We sleep now sissy boy."
I fell almost immediately to sleep.
The ringing of the phone woke me up and I looked at the bedside clock and saw that t was almost ten. Freda was still asleep beside me with her blond hair spread like a fan over her pillow. I reached across her and picked up the cordless phone.
"Hello?"
"Good morning stud. How are you doing?"
"Stud?"
"Susan has been telling me about your Thursday night for two days now. If half of what she says is true, then yes – stud!"
"Not hardly. Apparently she didn't tell you that I pooped out on her at the end."
"Pooped out?"
"I reached a point where I could no longer answer the call. She ended up having to settle for just Gary."
"Well stud, from her description of the night she does not feel short changed at all."
I was lying on my back with the phone at my ear and looking up at the ceiling when I felt a hand begin playing with my cock and I was surprised big time when it started to respond. I would have bet my next paycheck that there was no way in hell that I would be able to get it up again for days.
"The reason I'm calling lover is to find out if we can get together this afternoon?"
I felt the bed shift as Freda moved and then I felt a hot mouth take the place of the hand.
"I'm sorry Marge, but I'm going to my brother's this afternoon. It is my nephew's birthday and I expect that it will run late."
"Tomorrow then?"
"You bet."
By the time I had disconnected from Marge Freda had me standing tall and when I reached over to put the phone back in its base she pulled me on top of her.
"Fook me sissy boy, fook me hard."
When I dropped her off at her place she said, "I Wednesday off again. I see you okay sissy boy?"
For an instant I considered saying that I was busy that Wednesday, but only for an instant. Candy's warnings shot through my mind and I remembered telling her that I had no intention of letting Freda get her hooks in me, but that night had been so damned hot!
"Yes baby, Wednesday."
She laughed. I baby, you sissy boy."
I walked her to the door of her apartment and after she opened the door she turned and kissed me and it was a scorcher. "I glad you are my sissy boy" and she turned and went into her apartment.
As I drove back to my place I thought back over the last couple of days and I was amazed that I had survived them. I was equally amazed that any of it had happened to me at all. Here I was fucking damned near everything in sight and it was all because I wouldn't cheat on Elaine and it was because I kept my dick in my pants that Leslie took up with me and then every thing led from that. And that gave me a problem I was going to have to figure out how to handle. There was Marge and there was Freda. I liked playing with both of them, but could I do it at the same time or was I going to have to choose? Marge didn't want a committed long term relationship and that was fine with me. Freda was an unknown. I knew what Candy told me that she had overheard and if it was true I knew that I wasn't going to let it happen. But there was the language thing and maybe Candy had misunderstood what she'd heard. I knew that I still wanted more of Freda. I drove home and was asleep the instant my head hit the pillow.
I woke up at noon and drove over to my brother's place and we celebrated Kyle's 16th birthday and my brother and I talked a bit about Elaine and her lawyer and he told me he might have something for me by the middle of the coming week.
Sunday I went by Marge's place and nothing sexually happened. Her period had started two days early, so we drank beer and played cribbage until it was time for me to go home.
++++++++++++++++
Monday I had to work some overtime and it was nearly seven when I got to Riley's. Candy was taking a tray of drinks to a table and as she walked by me she said:
"Married yet?"
I stuck my tongue out at her and joined the group at the tables. Candy brought me a PBR and when I took my first pull on the bottle I noticed Leslie on the other side of the table. She winked at me and curiosity got the better of me and so I got up and asked her to dance.
"I haven't seen much of you in here lately."
"Yeah but you will being seeing more of me from now on."
"How's that?"
"I just dumped one hundred and eighty pound of dead weight."
"I hate to appear dense, but what does that mean?"
"I caught Rory with another woman and I kicked him to the curb. You still hanging with Marge?"
"We see each other as I'm sure Susan has told you."
"Well, I know about the threesome she was going to have with you and Marge that never came off. I know about your Wednesday night. Susan couldn't wait to call me and tell me how much she liked having anal and I got a blow by blow description of your Thursday night, but she hasn't said anything about Marge and you."
"Marge and I aren't really a couple, but we do see each other two or three times a week."
"Was what she told me about Thursday true? Did you and Gary really both do her at the same time? One in the pussy and one in the ass?"
"Yes Leslie my sweet, all of it is true and we all have you to thank for it."
"Me? How do I get the credit?"
"Susan and Marge chose me because you told Susan that I could be trusted to keep my mouth shut."
"Really? Then I guess you owe me one. Any chance I could collect tonight?"
"Sorry, but I've already committed to Marge."
"Maybe Marge will let me join you."
"Why would she do that?"
"I'm sure that you know about Marge and Susan."
"And?"
"I've been known to participate with them and your threesome with Marge and Susan didn't come off so maybe there is a chance we could make it work with Marge and me."
"I'll be honest with you sweetie. Marge is 'out of order' tonight and even if she wasn't I don't think there is any way I could handle the two of you tonight. I still haven't recovered from Wednesday and Thursday. Maybe some other time, but even then you will have to talk to Marge about it, not me."
"Okay, but I'm not letting you forget that you owe me one."
I walked her back to her seat at the table and then I took my beer and joined Marge and Susan in their booth."
"We still on for tonight even though I'm a little defective?"
"We are even on cribbage games and we need to break the tie. And it is a good thing you are defective because I'm not sure that I would be able to do you justice after the hurt your buddy here put on me last week."
Susan laughed and said, "But it was fun and Gary wants to do it again. Not right away, but he says he would like to do it at least once a month."
"Oh no you don't" Marge said, "It's my turn next."
"Who are you going to get besides Rob?"
"Gary of course. We will keep it all in one tight little group. You, me, Gary and Rob."
"Whoa up there guys. I'm not all that sure that I want to get in the habit of doing things like that. As long as I have a say in the matter..."
"You don't" Marge and Susan said almost together.
"I don't what?"
"Have any say in the matter."
"I don't?"
"No" Marge said. "You gave yourself to us when you agreed to our first proposal to do a threesome. You belong to us buddy-boy."
Susan laughed and said, "Don't make that face at us. You know damned well that you are the luckiest man in this room. There isn't one of your buddies sitting over there at that table who wouldn't give their right arm to be in your shoes."
"Come on girls, I'm only human. I'm not a perpetual hard on. You wore me out Thursday night Suze. If you can do that in one night how do you expect me to do what you are proposing?"
"In the first place, I didn't wear you out on Thursday and you know it. It was Thursday on top of Wednesday that drained you and when you stop and consider what you did those two nights running I don't think you have any reason to sit there and say 'poor me' and expect me to buy it."
Then Marge said, "It isn't going to be every night. Once a month for you, Susan and Gary and once a month for you, Gary, I and we can space them two weeks apart so that you can get plenty of rest."
"How do you even know that Gary will go along with it?"
"He will if he wants to keep me and Susan having threesomes with him."
"Got to get a move on" Susan said and she picked up her purse and left.
I asked Marge to dance and as we moved onto the dance floor and she moved into my arms she said:
"You don't really have to do a threesome with Gary and me if you don't want to."
"I didn't say that I didn't want to. I had a good time with Susan and Gary and I'm sure I would have an even better time with you and Gary."
"Even better?"
"Sure. You and I have a lot going for us; much more than I had going with Susan. My problem is too much too quick."
"Too much too quick?"
"Yeah. For years and through two marriages I was a faithful husband and enjoyed sex with my wives two and three times a week. Suddenly I'm divorced and sex seems to have taken over my life. I shouldn't complain because it all has been extremely enjoyable, but in reality I'm fairly conservative and having multiple partners is a stretch for me. I'm not sure that I want to get into it too deeply. I'm more of a one woman at a time guy."
"Like I said sweetie, you don't have to do it, but I would like to try it at least once and I would really rather it be with someone I know pretty well and would be comfortable doing it with and that would pretty much be you."
"I'll do it with you at least once baby, but I'm not promising that I'll do it twice a month."
"As long as I get to do it once I'll be happy. Who knows, I may not even like it."
When the song ended I walked her back to her booth and she picked up her purse and said:
"I'm going to go home and soak in the tub. I'm cramping a little, but I should be ready to play on Wednesday okay?"
It was on the tip of my tongue to say yes when I remembered that Wednesday was Freda's day off and she was expecting me.
"How about Thursday? I have to go over to my cousin's on Wednesday and I probably won't leaving his place until late."
"Thursday it is then."
As she walked toward the door I felt bad about fibbing to her. I'm not usually that kind of guy. We had an understanding that we were not going to be forever and I could have old her I had a date and she probably would have accepted that, but for some reason I didn't feel that it would be good for everyone concerned if she knew it was someone else from the bar.
Tuesday after work I skipped going to the bar and went straight home. I figured if I went to bed early and got a good nights sleep I'd be in shape for my date with Freda. Wednesday at three my cell phone beeped and it was Freda.
"You at the bar meet me okay sissy boy?"
I said fine and after work I rushed home, showered and dressed and got to Riley's parking lot at six-ten. As I pulled into the lot Freda got out of her car and came over and got in mine. I headed for Angelina's. Angelina's had the best veal scaloppini I had ever eaten and I was looking forward to it when Freda slid over next to me and put her hand on the bulge in my trousers.
"Your place we go sissy boy" and she squeezed my cock. "This what I hungry for."
"Ooookay" I thought as I turned around and headed back toward my apartment.
Freda was insatiable. She just did not want to stop. We finally had to of course when I reached the point where Mr. Happy just refused to play any more. It was ten to two when Freda said, "I go now" and got up to get dressed. I drove her back to Riley's so she could pick up her car and as I pulled up next to it I asked her when we could get together again.
"No more sissy boy. This last time. Husband today from Germany come. He think I now at work. You still my sissy boy no?"
"Yes Freda, I'll always be your sissy boy."
"And I be baby?"
I pulled her to me and kissed her and then said, "You will always be baby."
She smiled at me and got out of the car and as she was getting in her car I saw Candy come out of the bar and as she walked to her car she looked at me and made the "shame, shame" sign with her fingers and then she got in her car and drove off.
To be continued.
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Naturally the first thing I did when I got to Riley's the next day was corner Candy and ask her about the "shame shame" sign she'd made the night before.
"What do you expect when you are messing around with a married woman? Shame shame on you."
"Give me a break okay? I didn't know she was married and come to think of it you didn't know either. You were the one who told me she was looking for a sucker to marry her so she could stay in this country."
"Ain't that just like a man. Trying to blame a poor little girl like me when you been bad. One more shame shame on you."
"You trying to tell me I can't win here?"
"You got it sport."
I joined the gang at the tables and Candy brought me a beer. The evenings topics were football and politics again and we were discussing the latest bone-headed maneuver our illustrious governor had pulled when Leslie pulled me off my chair to dance with her. As we danced she said:
"I talked to Marge today."
"Oh?"
"I mentioned that a three way with her, me and you might be fun and she agreed. All I need is for you to say yes."
"And if I don't?"
"I'll spread the rumor that you have thirty-seven different strains of sexually transmitted diseases."
"Thirty-seven?"
"What can I say? You must be very, very sexually active."
"You are an evil person. Fortunately for me I have a defense to use."
"And that would be?"
"That I got fourteen of them from you when you pulled a train at my birthday party."
"And you say that I am evil. Okay, I'll drop the blackmail, but while I had her on the phone I told her I was going to hustle you tonight. You admitted that you owed me one, remember?"
"And what did Marge say to that?"
"She wished me luck."
"I need to change bars. I'm getting to be too much taken for granted in this one."
"Oh you poor baby you. Life is just so unfair to you. Your place or mine?"
"Your place; its closer."
"Give me a fifteen minute head start."
She finished her drink and then said "Good night" and left. I ordered another PBR and nursed it while listening to the guys talk football and when fifteen minutes had gone by I got up and left. On the way to Leslie's I wondered why Marge had given Leslie the go-ahead. She was finally off her monthly and I know how horny she must be and she was expecting me to be at her place to scratch her itch, so why tell Leslie to take a shot? I figured that it must be because of the talk we'd had about my reluctance to get involved in multiple partner sex. She was going to let Leslie work to soften me up for the idea.
When I got to Leslie's place I found a post it note on the front door saying "come on in." I walked in and couldn't resist calling out, "Honey, I'm home."
"In the bedroom" I heard so I headed that way. When I got there Leslie was lying naked on the bed. She looked at me and said:
"What's wrong with you? Why didn't you leave a trail of discarded clothes between the front door and this bed? Just thinking of me on the drive over should have had you inflamed with passion. Get your clothes off and get over here."
"Yes ma'am. Whatever you say ma'am. I'm here to serve you ma'am."
"Wise ass. You wouldn't dawdle if it was you who was hurting. You do need to hurry. It's been four months since I dumped Rory and I'm so horny I should be braying like a goat."
As I climbed on the bed she said, "No foreplay lover; just down and dirty for the first one."
"Oh? You expect more than one?"
"Damned straight I do. You aren't leaving this place until I can't get you up any more."
That proved to be four hours later after two sessions of regular intercourse, one session of anal, two portions of head (giving and receiving) and a little sixty-nine. I was too whipped to get out of bed and go home so I spent the night cuddled up to Leslie. Leslie and I showered together in the morning and it almost led us back to the bed, but then Leslie said:
"Damn it to hell! I want to, but I can't. I'd end up being late for work and I can't let that happen. Marge is going out of town for the weekend. Can I have you?"
"Promise that I'll still be alive come Monday morning?"
"Why would you ask that?"
"Haven't you been trying to fuck me to death? It sure seemed that way last night."
"I promise I won't hurt you -- at least not too much."
"How about I pick you up here about six-thirty and take you to dinner?"
"Okay, but I get to pick dessert."
+++++++++++++++++++
I had two jobs that I needed to finish by the end of the day so I pretty much kept my nose to the grindstone. I did make time during my lunch break to call Marge. I needed to make sure that she was cool with what I was doing with Leslie. I wasn't dumb and Leslie had stopped us the first time around when she found "her true love" and if it happened once it could happen again. Marge, on the other hand, had let me know upfront that she wasn't interested in any emotional entanglements and we could bounce the bedsprings for as long as I liked as long as I didn't expect any more out of our relationship than fun. She told me that she was okay with my seeing Leslie and in fact she was the one who sent Leslie my way when Leslie was talking with her and Susan about dumping Rory and how honey she was getting.
At four-thirty I got a call from my brother telling me that I was right on in my take on Elaine's lawyer and to swing by and see him some time during the weekend.
That night I took Leslie to Spagnola's for dinner and then we swung by the Silver Slipper for drinks and dancing. We ended up at my place and Leslie spent the better part of the night trying to reduce me to a quivering puddle of jelly and meeting with a fair amount of success. We stopped at the Village Inn for breakfast when I took her home in the morning and over pancakes we made plans for the evening. She wanted to stay in and would fix dinner for us.
I dropped her at her place and then I went home and did my usual Saturday chores. I washed the truck, cleaned my apartment and did my laundry. At five I was back at Leslie's and following dinner we played gin rummy and talked until Leslie finally threw her cards down and said:
"Enough of this shit. You know what I really want to do so let's get with it."
It was another exhausting night for me. Leslie fixed us breakfast in the morning and then asked if I would see her again that evening and I told her no, that I was going to be spending the day with my brother and the visit would probably run late.
"Well I'm not going anywhere today so if you decide you would like to stop by just give me a call and don't worry about how late it might be."
I spent the afternoon with my brother and his family and when I left at nine I was in a marvelous mood and wanted to celebrate. I called Leslie and told her I could stop by after all if it was still okay with her.
"How do you want me waiting? With a deck of cards and a pad to keep score on in my hands or naked with my high heels on?"
"Damn! Decisions, decisions, decisions. Maybe you should just surprise me."
When I rang the bell and she answered the door the very first thing I noticed is that she didn't have a deck of cards in her hand. Somehow I was not surprised.
+++++++++++++++++
Monday morning during my first break I called Gerald Montrose. I told the woman who answered the phone that I needed to speak to Mr. Montrose.
"And this is in regard to?"
"Just tell him that Rob McKeean is calling. I'm pretty sure that he will take the call."
After a few seconds Montrose came on the line. "Mr. McKeean, what can I do for you?"
"The fifteen days is almost up and I decided that I need to get together with you to make the necessary arrangements."
"Decided not to be a guest of the county again?"
"Yeah. I've got better things to do with my time now."
"I have an opening tomorrow at one-thirty."
"I'll be there."
I skipped going to Riley's that night. I wanted to be very clear headed when I had my meeting with Montrose. I showed up for my one-thirty meeting at one-twenty and believing that Montrose would be on a power trip since he had managed to beat me down I fully expected that he would make me wait so I'd brought a magazine to read. Montrose did not disappoint me. It was one forty-five when he secretary said:
"Mr. Montrose will see you now."
She ushered me into his office and as I expected he did not stand and offer his hand. He motioned to a chair and I sat down. He looked at me for a moment and then smiled a 'wolfish' kind of smile and then said:
"First off, and this is not part of what the judge ordered, but before I go in front of him and tell him that the matter has been taken care of I will expect that my fees in this matter be taken care of in full."
"Somehow I thought that you might say something like that."
I slid a large manila envelope across the desk to him. "While you read that I'll think about your condition."
My brother was an insurance adjuster and there were times when he had to employ a detective agency. Like the time a guy swore he hurt his back on the job and continued to collect benefits while saying that his back prevented him from going back to work. A private detective got film of the man lifting large rocks while building a retaining wall in his backyard. My brother used that detective agency a lot and after recognizing Montrose as the man who came up to Elaine and put his hand on her shoulder the night she locked me out of the house I asked my brother if he could arrange for the detective agency to check out Montrose. Bill had gotten me a reduced rate and the agency's report is what I had just slid across the table to Montrose. I gave him a few minutes to go over the contents and then I said:
"As you can see it is quite complete. I will admit that I was surprised to find that you and Elaine were hanging horns on me long before she asked for the divorce. It is unfortunate for you that the Shangri-La Motel keeps its parking lot video surveillance tapes for two years. Those tapes show that you and Elaine were frequent visitors for a good three months before she came to me and asked me to cut her loose. The ironic thing is that the motel was keeping those tapes on the advice of their attorney. One of your own compatriots is responsible for nailing you. The stuff from the last two weeks are the result of my private detective checking you out and you have only yourself to blame for that. I didn't recognize you in court that day as the man who came up to Elaine and familiarly put his had on her shoulder until you smiled and laughed at me for being so dumb as to renew my driver's license.
"Anyway, I heard your condition and I've decided that I don't care for it and I'm not going to do it. Here are my conditions. You eat your fee. You go in front of the judge and tell him all arrearages have been taken care of and you will file the necessary paperwork to amend the divorce decree to remove the part where it says I have to pay alimony. In exchange for you doing all that I will promise that a copy of the report that you have in your hands will not find its way to the states bar association ethics committee. I will also see to it that it doesn't get distributed to the congregation of your church. By the way I am shocked, just shocked that a devout Jehovah's Witness such as you hold yourself out to be would become involved with a married member of your congregation.
"Also, since the surveillance tapes show your association with Elaine started well before she asked me for a divorce I would be within my rights to file an alienation of affections suit against you. I will forego that pleasure if all of my conditions are met.
"And -- this is a pretty big one -- I will not get a copy of the report to your wife. As an experienced divorce attorney I'm sure that you know what is likely to happen if she doesn't like what she reads. "
I stood up.
"You can keep that. It is just one of many copies. No need to rush your decision. Take some time and think it over. Call me by three tomorrow and let me know how you want to play it. If you decide to take me up on my offer I'll leave it to you to explain to Elaine why I won't be sending her any more money."
"I don't need to wait until tomorrow. I don't have any choice and you know it. But I can't just stop court ordered alimony."
"Sure you can. All Elaine has to do is say that she has remarried. It should be no problem for her to tell that lie. After all, she spent the last part of her marriage lying to me and it didn't seem to bother her."
"But what if I can't get her to lie?"
"Your problem, not mine. Just make sure that you solve it before we are due back in court which, by the way, is the day after tomorrow. The clock is ticking."
I walked out of Montrose's office with the biggest smile on my face that I'd had in years.
++++++++++++++++++++++
That night at Riley's I was ready to party. I danced with every girl there, bought a couple of rounds for the table and had a grand time. The only thing missing was that there were none of the ladies I had been playing with in attendance that night. A night of rousing sex would have been the perfect cap to the day, but it wasn't to be.
As I was getting ready to leave I saw Candy looking at me and I quickly debated taking a shot at her and just as quickly decided not to. I figured that Candy wasn't a first night 'wham, bam' girl and I would need time to work her into my bedroom. Besides, with Marge and Leslie I already had too much going on at Riley's, but she did smile when I blew her a kiss on my way out.
Wednesday was a hard day at work. I needed to catch up on what I'd had to let slide on Tuesday because of my meeting with Montrose and I needed to make a big dent in Wednesday's workload. It was imperative that I have all of the scheduled work done by Friday so we could meet the deadline in our contract with the customer. To catch up I had to work late and I didn't get to make it to Riley's that night. By the end of Thursday I was not only caught up, but a little ahead of schedule and barring a catastrophe the project would be done by noon on Friday.
I'd been an hour at the table with the guys when Marge and Susan walked in and sat down in a booth. I let them get settled in and then I went over and asked Marge to dance. As we danced she said:
"I missed you last night."
"Had to work late."
"You could still have stopped by my place last night when you got off work."
"No I couldn't."
"Why not?"
"Because that would have been taking you for granted and that is one thing I'll never do. We have a good thing going and the last thing I need to do is show up at an inappropriate time and blow it."
"Sometimes you say the nicest things sweetie, but while you might not want to take me for granted I'm afraid I can't say the same thing about you."
"What do you mean?"
"I'll tell you when we get back to the booth with Susan."
We finished the dance and I walked her back to her booth and then slid in beside her. "Show him" she said to Susan. Susan took a piece of paper out of her purse and handed to me.
"What is it?"
"The schedule we came up with for you" Marge said. "I told you that I might be taking you for granted. It starts next Friday because Gary is always home on a Friday. He has seen the schedule and he is okay with it."
I looked at the sheet of paper.
Friday 8/8 Gary, Rob and Susan.
Friday 8/15 Rob, Susan and Marge
Friday 8/22 Rob, Gary and Marge
Friday 8/29 Rob, Marge and Leslie
I looked up from the sheet and slid it back to Susan. "No" I said. Clearly that was not the expected response because almost in sync Marge and Susan said, "What do you mean no?"
"I mean no. I'm not going along with it."
"Why the hell not?" Marge asked.
"Because I'm not a piece of meat that you can do whatever you want with. I like sex, but I also like it to be a bit spontaneous. And while some people may doubt it I do have a life. The eighth I have a bachelor party to attend and on the twenty-second I will be leaving for Chicago with my brother and we will be gone all weekend."
I looked at Susan and said, "I enjoyed my evening with you and your husband and it was something that I would not mind doing again, but only once in a while. I am not the least bit interested in doing it as a regularly scheduled occurrence."
Susan gave me a nasty look and said, "Well excuuuusssse me." She picked up the schedule and put it in her purse and then stood up and said to Marge, "I'll call you later" and then left.
"You certainly handled that well" Marge said.
"What did you expect? I meant it when I said that I have a life. You want to make plans that include me you need to get me involved in making those plans, not just hand them to me and say, "Here is what you are going to do."
"That maybe, but you could have been a little more diplomatic about it. You could have just said that you had plans for the 8th and 23rd."
"And then she would have gone home and worked out another schedule and said, "Here."
"It wasn't just Susan. I was part of it too."
"All I can say is just like I don't want to take you for granted you should maybe not take me for granted either."
"Maybe I shouldn't take you for anything" and she picked up her purse, nudged me out of the booth and then stood up and walked away. As she was heading for the door I wondered how I got to be the bad guy. "Fuck 'em!" I thought as I walked back to the group at the tables. "Who needs the fucking grief!"
I had one more beer, danced with Nancy and Sally and then headed on home.
+++++++++++++++
When I got off work Friday I headed for the state campgrounds at Lake Evans. I already had the tent and camping gear in the truck and didn't need to stop for anything but ice. I did nothing at all that weekend except lie on the beach, soak up sun and read a couple of books.
When I got home Sunday night there was a message from Elaine on the answering machine and I wondered how she had gotten the number. The message was short:
"Please call me Rob. 555-8164."
I wondered what she wanted, but not enough to call her back. I might have called her before finding out about her and Montrose, but certainly not after.
While sunning myself on the beach over the weekend I'd had a lot of time to think. I decided that I was spending too much money and spending too much time at Riley's. I knew why I'd been doing it. I'd been living day to day expecting to find myself sitting in jail because of my divorce from Elaine and my attitude toward the courts and their orders, but now that threat was gone and it was time for me to get on with my life.
Monday after work I went over to a fitness center close to my apartment and signed up for a membership. I got a tour of the facilities and then went home and fixed myself some dinner and then settled in with a book. Tuesday I was at the center when the doors opened at five in the morning and I started working on getting myself back in shape. I laid out a program for myself that included both cardio and strength routines. I would work on the circuit machines and in the free weight room on Monday, Wednesday and Friday and do laps in the pool on Tuesday and Thursday.
I skipped Riley's again that night and finished the book I'd started the night before.
On the theory that "all work and no play makes Rob a dull boy" I stopped at Riley's after work on Friday. As always seemed to be the case the first one I saw when I walked in was Candy and she gave me a smile and a "Where have you been stranger?" I told her that I was cutting way back on my drinking and she said, "Good for you."
I joined the group at the tables and about fifteen minutes after I sat down Marge and Susan came in. They took a booth and out of the corner of my eye I kept a watch on them. They kept looking over at our table as if expecting me to get up and come over, but I just sipped my PBR and talked to the people at the table. The live band came in and began setting up and Nancy leaned over the table and said:



"I get first dance Rob."
As the band started on their first tune I got up and I saw Marge shift position to make getting up easier when I came to ask her to dance, but I didn't go over to her and I wasn't looking her way to see how she took my taking Nancy out onto the floor. I danced with Nancy, Sally, Debbie and Marsha and didn't even look over at Marge and Susan.
At eleven forty-five I called it a night and headed for the door. Candy stopped me and told me that she had a message for me from Freda.
"She would like to see you before you leave."
I walked back to the kitchen and when Freda saw me she smiled and said:
"Hello my sissy boy."
"What's up Freda?"
"I off Wednesday next sissy boy. We go out."
It was a statement and not a question. "What about your husband?"
"He back to Germany go. We go out yes?"
"No Freda. Sorry, but I don't mess around with married women."
"Oh sissy boy being silly."
"I'm not being silly. I didn't know you were married when I took you out before. If I had known we never would have gone out. Good night Freda."
As I was walking toward the door Candy came up to me. "I heard what you told her." She handed me a slip of paper and said, "Call me."
Saturday I woke up and fixed myself some breakfast and then started on my weekend chores. I was going through my pockets before tossing the dirty clothes into the washing machine and found the piece of paper that Candy had given me. I looked at my watch and saw that it was eleven-ten and I figured that Candy would be up by then so I gave her a call.
"Hello?"
"Good morning beautiful. It's Rob."
"Good morning yourself."
"You said I should give you a call. What's up?"
"A touch of curiosity. A while back when we were discussing Freda you said she wasn't your type and when I asked you what your type was you pretty much described me."
"Yes I did, didn't I."
"I'm curious. Were you pulling my leg or were you serious?"
"I was absolutely serious."
"Then why haven't you done anything about it?"
"I got the feeling that my going out with Freda didn't set too well with you. I got the feeling that you were looking down on me so I kept my distance."
"You were partly right. I was put off by your going out with a married woman, but then I realized that you didn't know she was married when you took her out."
"Why did that upset you?"
"Not too complicated. I've had three relationships go under because the guy cheated on me. I liked you. I liked you enough to tell you I would go out with you to keep you away from being the target of Freda's plan. Then you went out with her and it turned out that she was married and I kind of forgot that we both thought she had a plan to hook an American and get married. I keyed in on the fact that you were going out with a married woman and a man who would go out with a married woman would probably cheat on his own girl and that turned me off on you."
"But I told you when you pulled that "shame/shame" on me that I didn't know she was married and reminded you of the fact that you were the one who told me about her plan to get married."
"I know, but she is a hotie and after you had been with her a couple of times I honestly thought you probably would keep on going. Most guys I've known wouldn't walk away from something like Freda once they had scored. But then last night I heard what you told her and I realized that I had totally misjudged you."
"What makes you think that I scored?"
"Freda couldn't stop talking about you when we took our breaks together and that she couldn't wait for her husband to leave so she could climb in your bed again. I really didn't think a man could say no to something that hot even if he knew she was married."
"We obviously need to talk more about this. I know you have to work tonight, but what are you doing tomorrow?"
"Well, it is my day off. What do you have in mind?"
"Dinner, a drink or two and talk."
"I can do that."
We set a time and she gave me directions to her place and then I got busy cleaning my apartment. As I cleaned and dusted I thought of the hypocrisy of my stand where Freda was concerned. I had played with Susan and she was married. Granted that the second time was with her husband and I didn't know she was married the first time we got together, but I sure knew that she was married when we had our little anal marathon and that was flat out cheating with a married woman and it hadn't bothered me. Susan didn't consider it cheating because as far as she was concerned she was doing it for her husband, but I couldn't take the high ground on that one. Oh well, Candy didn't know any of that and I sure as hell wasn't going to tell her.
Around six the phone rang and I let the answering machine take the call. It was Elaine.
"Please call me Rob. It is important that I talk with you. Please Rob, call me."
To be continued...
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I was curious as to what Elaine had to say that I might consider important and that curiosity got the best of me and I was reaching for the phone when it rang. It was Leslie.
"I took a chance that you might be home. You doing anything tonight?"
"No plans other than mopping floors, washing windows and dusting whatever needs it and vacuuming the rugs."
"Oh baby, that does sound like fun. Could I maybe interest you in dropping all that fun stuff and coming over to my place so I can put you to work?"
"What kind of work do you have in mind?"
"Exhausting sweaty work. Lots of pushing and pulling."
"Sweaty pushing and pulling? Sounds better than doing laundry. What time would you like me there?"
"Fifteen minutes ago would be fine with me. Door will be unlocked. Come on in and see if you can find me."
I had no trouble finding her. I found her on her bed, all spread out and waiting.
Following some rather strenuous and sweaty pushing and pulling Leslie was fondling my limp cock and I was playing with her right nipple when I said:
"I'm a little surprised that I'm here."
"Why would you be surprised?"
"I know how close you are with Susan and Marge and I thought that they would have soured you on me."
"Why would they do that?"
I told her what had happened the last time I'd talked with the two of them and that I hadn't spoken with them since.
"I've been out of town and haven't talked with either of them so I didn't know, but I don't see why it would keep me from calling you or you from seeing me. It does upset me a little though. It means I won't get my three-way with you and Marge."
"Is that so important to you?"
"Not really, but it would have been fun."
"You know anybody else who might be open to it?"
"Not off hand."
"Well, if you find anyone I'll see to it that you get your fun."
"Marge is definitely out of the picture?"
"Given the mood she was in and the way she stomped off I'd have to say yes."
Her hands working on my cock had produced results and I asked her if she was ready for more sweaty pushing and pulling. She was.
Just before I left to go home Leslie asked me if I could come over Sunday afternoon after she got home from visiting her parents and I told her that I couldn't because I already had a date for Sunday.
"Anyone I know?"
"Candy from the bar."
"That slut? Why her?"
"Why not and why is she a slut?"
"She's coming between us and as far as I'm concerned that makes her a slut."
"Coming between us? I though all we are is friends who like to play together. I thought all you wanted me for was to make the bedsprings sing every now and then. At least that is what you led me to believe way back then."
"That was then."
"So what has happened since then?"
"A lot for me, but apparently not much for you."
She got up on her toes and kissed my cheek and said, "Good luck with Candy."
As I drove back to my place I thought about what Leslie had just inferred. Could there really be anything there? When I got home the light was blinking on the answering machine. There were three messages -- two from Elaine practically begging me to call her and one from Shelly telling me that Elaine had called her and had asked her to try and get me to call. I debated calling Elaine and getting it over with, but then thought about my date the next day with Candy. The odds were good that I wouldn't be in all that great a mood after talking to Elaine and I did not want to be carrying a bad mood when I went to pick up Candy. I unplugged the phone, turned off the answering machine and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Candy looked sexy as hell when I picked her up and it wasn't something that she had to work hard at. She was wearing a blouse and a skirt the fell to just below the knee and high heels. Nothing that was attention getting, but she exuded sex appeal.
We had dinner at The Texas Steakhouse and then caught a movie at the Cineplex 2. After the movie we stopped at the grotto for drinks. There wasn't a live band on Sunday, but we did dance to several songs that were on the jukebox.
Candy's sexual aura had been working on me all night and I know that she felt my erection a couple of times when we were dancing to slow tunes, but she did nothing to indicate she was aware of it. When I took her home and walked her to her door I was ready to explode and I didn't know if I could hold it until we got to her bedroom. At her door she turned and kissed me on the cheek and told me that she had enjoyed herself.
"I had a nice time Rob. Thank you."
She turned and put her key in the door, opened it and then turned back to me, "Goodnight Rob" and then she was inside and the door closed behind her. I stood there for several seconds and then I took my raging hard on home. As I drove home I was cursing Candy for being a fucking prick tease and it wasn't until after I got home and had taken care of my problem that I calmed down enough to realize that Candy had not done one thing to lead me on. All she had done was be herself. I doubt that she even knew how much sex appeal she radiated.
And where in the hell did I get off expecting that every woman I spent time with would crawl into bed with me? I never thought that way before I started stopping at Riley's so why was I thinking it when I went out with Candy?" The easy answer of course was that I had scored with so many from Riley's that I expected to score with anyone I hooked up with from Riley's. Leslie, Betsy, Marge, Susan, Freda -- and to some extent, Karen -- had all given me a swelled head. Candy merely woke me up to something that I had known all along.
I was not God's gift to women.
+++++++++++++++
Monday when I got up to go to work I plugged the phone back in and turned the answering machine back on and then headed off to the gym. After a good work out I hit the small café close to work for a bite of breakfast and after three cups of coffee I headed on into work.
The day went quickly and even though I had decided to cut down on my visits to Riley's I decided to stop that night. I didn't want to wait until Friday to drop in because I didn't know how Candy would take me dating her and then staying gone for almost a week.
I took a seat at the tables and since I hadn't eaten since breakfast when Candy brought me my beer I ordered a steak sandwich. Seven or eight minutes later when Candy brought me my sandwich and set it down in front of me she whispered:
"I wouldn't eat that if I were you. I saw Freda spit on it after she took it off the grill. I won't charge you for it. Another beer?"
"Yes please."
I glanced around the room to see who was there and as I did I saw Freda standing in the door to the kitchen watching me. I picked up the sandwich and pretended to take a bite out of it and out of the corner of my eye I saw Freda smile and then walk back into the kitchen. When Candy brought me my beer I had her take the sandwich and toss it. I could have eaten it and it wouldn't have hurt me any. God knows that Freda and I had swapped plenty of spit when we tongue wrestled on our dates, but I wouldn't eat the damned thing just because!
When I glanced around the room I saw Marge sitting in a booth alone and I kept an eye on her without letting her know I was watching. The juke box was banging away and every time I got up I saw her tense up a little as she expected me to come over, but each time I asked one of the girls at our table to take a trip out onto the dance floor. Given the way Marge had stalked out on me the last time we talked I had decided that if there was going to be a thaw in our relationship she was going to have to be the one to make the first move. She left about an hour after I got there.
When Candy took her break she sat at the end of the bar and sipped a Coke while munching on an order of onion rings and I went over and took the stool next to her.
"You have any plans for next Sunday?"
"Not yet?"
"Would you like to go out with me again?"
"Rob, you are a nice guy and I like you, but we aren't going to be going anywhere. I enjoyed myself last night, but there was no spark. We will never be any more than just friends."
"Friends with benefits?"
"No Rob, just friends."
"I don't mean to be crude, but back when you were trying to save me from Freda you led me to believe that you would take me to bed to keep me away from her."
"I was mad Rob. I was pissed at Freda for being such a scheming bitch and I wasn't going to let her get away with it. And in that mood I probably said some things I should not have and didn't really mean. I'm sorry Rob; I didn't mean to lead you on."
"No problem sweetie. I learned a long time ago that you can't win them all, but it does hurt a little when you can't win the one you really want to win."
"That's a sweet thing to say. Thank you. I've got to get back to work" and she got up and went back to waiting on customers.
I saw Freda looking at me from the kitchen and for just a moment I considered...nah!
The evening had lost its luster with Candy's gentle shoot down and I decided to call it a night.
+++++++++++++++++
The light was blinking on the answering machine. Three calls from Elaine and one from Shelly. Shelly's call was a "Please call Elaine Rob. As a favor for me?"
I got a beer from the fridge and as I drank it I tried to think of a reason that might have Elaine calling me and saying that it was important. I couldn't think of a single thing. I liked Shelly a lot and if she wanted a favor I guess I needed to grant it. Elaine's messages had always included a phone number so I replayed the messages and got the number and with the feeling that I would probably regret it I punched the numbers into the phone.
"Hello?"
"What do you want Elaine?"
There was silence on the other end.
"Elaine?"
"Sorry. I just never thought you would call. It took me by surprise."
"What do you want?"
"I want to talk with you."
"We are talking Elaine."
"No Rob, I mean I want to sit down with you and talk in person."
"I don't see any need for that Elaine. Things are done and settled between us and I can't see any reason for seeing you again."
"I know you probably hate me and I suppose I can't really blame you, but I need to talk to you and I need to ask you for a big favor. I can't do it on the phone Rob; I need to do it face to face."
I did not want to do it, but I was curious and it was a curiosity that would never be satisfied unless I met with her.
"When and where would you like to do this?"
"Are you home now?"
"Yes."
"I can be there in ten minutes."
"How do you know where I live?"
"Jerry found out when you renewed your driver's license."
"Jerry? You mean Gerald Montrose your lover?"
"Please Rob."
"All right. Come on over."
It was closer to fifteen than ten when she knocked on the door. I opened it and let her in. She was wearing a skirt and a blouse and high heels. I knew it was on purpose because she knew that girls in high heels were a turn on for me. Was it a come on or a distraction for me? I pointed at the sofa and she went over and sat down.
"Okay Elaine, lets have it."
"Could I have a drink of water please?"
I got up to get it, but then asked her if she would rather have a Coke or something alcoholic.
"A Coke would be nice."
I got her one and poured it in a glass and handed it to her. She took a sip and then said:
"I'm here to apologize for what I've done to you."
I didn't say anything, just looked at her.
You were right about the Witnesses; they are more of a cult than a religion. I'm not sorry that I found religion; I just wish now that it could have been a more main stream one."
She looked at me as if expecting me to say something -- maybe an "I told you so" -- and when I didn't she said:
"They turned on me Rob. I did everything that they wanted me to do and then they turned on me like a pack of dogs."
"What did you do to cause it?"
"Whatever you did to Jerry scared the hell out of him and he confessed to his wife about us and begged her to forgive him. I guess she did or is at least thinking about it, but at services one day she spit on me and then told everyone why. They all turned their backs on me. All their talks about Christian charity must have been just that -- talk! The man I was working for is a Witness and all of a sudden he told me business was slow and he let me go. The girls I was living with told me that I needed to move out and I had to ask my mother to let me stay with her. My car had a problem and the man I took it to was a Witness and he refused to even look at it for me. All of my so called friends suddenly couldn't find the time to even talk to me. I am so ashamed that I let people like that come between us. I am sorry Rob. I am so very sorry."
"You could have said all that over the phone Elaine."
"No I couldn't. That would have been the coward's way of doing it. I had to look you right in the eyes when I said it."
"What is this big favor that you needed to ask me for?"
"Jerry talked me into signing a paper for the court that said I had remarried and that stopped the alimony as far as the courts were concerned. You never paid what the court said, but you did send what you had promised to. I'm here to ask for that Rob. I need something until I can find another job and get back on my feet. Please Rob, just until I can get something going."
I looked at the woman who had fucked over me; who had cost me 142 days in jail -- not counting the weekend two weeks ago -- and I wondered why she thought I'd even listen to her let alone help her. Then I thought of the woman I'd loved and had spent six very good years with. I thought about the shitheads who she had left me for and how they had treated her and I decided that I could show that I was better than them. I took out my checkbook and I wrote Elaine a check for a thousand dollars and handed it to her.
"It isn't what the court ordered, but it is more than I agreed to. I'll see that you get it on the first of every month until you tell me you don't need it any more. I'll mail it to your mother's place."
"Can't I just come here and pick it up" she said as she started to unbutton her blouse and then she continued, "I do love you Rob, I've never stopped and I have missed you." By then she had her blouse off and was reaching for the hooks on her bra.
"Stop it Elaine. It isn't necessary."
"But I want to Rob."
"And I don't so put your blouse back on."
She stopped and said, "Is there any chance we can put things back together Rob? Any chance at all?"
"None Elaine, none at all. Do you remember the night of the poker game at Tom and Shelly's? Remember telling me that you knew why Shelly was trying to get the both of us together? Remember? We had both been there and felt the pain and so neither of us was likely to inflict that pain on someone else? You forgot that Elaine and then gave me the pain."
"I didn't do that Rob. I left you because of your attitude toward me and the Jehovah's Witnesses."
"That may be Elaine, but I have video of you and Montrose going into motel rooms weeks before you asked me for a divorce. That was outright cheating Elaine and you know how I feel about that."
"I never meant to do that to you Rob. I don't even know how it happened."
"How can you not know how it happened? Your skirt goes up, your panties come down, his zipper goes down and his cock comes out and all by magic? He fucked you while you were under some spell and you didn't know about it until later?"
"It was almost like that; the not knowing what happened till it was over."
"I just have to hear the story behind that statement."
"No point to it Rob, at least not since there doesn't seem to be any hope for us."
"Humor me Elaine. You owe me that much for the hell you put me through."
"You won't like it."
"I didn't like any of what you put me through so what's one more thing to not like."
"Jerry was one of the ones who was pushing me to divorce you and I kept telling everyone who was pushing that I could bring you around and they all told me that it would never happen. I loved you Rob and I kept telling them I couldn't leave you and I just needed more time to work on you.
"It happened on a night after we had argued and you had screamed at me and called me a 'brain washed, brain dead bimbo' and I was hurt Rob. You had never done anything like that to me before. That night I was at a meeting being held at Jerry's house. His wife was out of town for some reason and when the meeting was over Jerry asked me to stay for a minute. After every one else was gone he started in on me about the divorce again. He even told me that he would represent me for free. I told him I couldn't leave you and he said I should because you obviously didn't love me or you would support me in what I wanted. At that and remembering our fight before the meeting I broke down and started to cry. Jerry took me in his arms and tried to comfort me.
"He had his arms around me and was holding me and telling me that you didn't deserve me and he kept saying that you didn't really care for me and I began to think that he was right because you had been being so mean to me and at times really rotten where the Witnesses were concerned. I wasn't really thinking clearly when he sat me down on the couch and then kissed me and then things got out of hand. He was saying the things I needed to hear and I wasn't paying any attention to what else he was doing. I was still sobbing into his shoulder and then suddenly I was on my back and he had pushed aside the crotch band of my panties and pushed into me before I even knew what was happening. I tried to push him off of me and I told him to stop, but he wouldn't. It was more of a rape than anything else and when it was over I was sick. Even though it was more like a rape I couldn't come home and tell you. The way you felt about me at that time and given the way you felt about the Witnesses you would have probably said something like, "It serves you right for getting mixed up with those wackos" and then kicked me out of the house. I just didn't believe you would believe me when I said I didn't do it willingly.
"Jerry was well liked and I believe that if I would have hollered rape and Jerry said that it wasn't and that I had done it willingly the other members of the church would have sided with him. I didn't know what to do. I was losing you and I was sure that it would be over if I told you and I would have lost all my witness friends if I hollered rape and then I would have had no one.
"But after it happened I felt guilty because regardless of how it happened I had still been used by another man and I knew how you felt about that. The next time I saw Jerry he acted as though nothing wrong had happened and he again offered to handle my divorce for nothing. He started treating me like a girlfriend. By then I was sure that you and I were toast and I couldn't afford a lawyer so I kind of slid into a relationship with Jerry. After a couple of weeks I could no longer handle the guilt of facing you any more and I asked for the divorce.
"I told Jerry about our agreement and that is how I wanted it handled. I was surprised when he did it different, but he said he had to do it that way because of the way the divorce laws were written. What did I know? Jerry was the lawyer and he knew the law so I listened to him. I'm sorry for the way things turned out Rob. I never meant for it to be that way."
"You should have told me Elaine. I probably would have said something like it was what you deserved for getting involved with that bunch, but I never would have thrown you out. You had never lied to me that I knew of so I would have believed you when you told me what had happened. I loved you Elaine and even though we were divorced I still loved you. It wouldn't even have been impossible for us to have gotten back together up until three weeks ago."



"Three weeks ago? What happened three weeks ago?"
"That is when I found out about all of your visits to the motel with Montrose. Up until then we were divorced because of your affiliation with your cult. But three weeks ago I found out that you had been cheating on me even before asking for the divorce and that changed everything. You had it right when you said that you knew where I stood on cheating."
I saw the sadness come over her face and then she lowered her head and looked down at the floor.
"You should have trusted me back then Elaine. It would have made all the difference in the world."
"I am sorry Rob. I really made a mess of things and I can never express how sorry I am that I did it."
She got up, thanked me for the check and headed for the door. Just as she opened it I said, "Elaine." She turned back and looked at me. "We can be friends Elaine, but it can never be any more than that."
"Thank you for that much Rob. Good night" and then she was gone.
I got another beer and settled back in my recliner. I stared at the full moon that was shining through my window and contemplated where I was in my life. The meeting with Elaine had put a final close on that chapter of my life. I was free from the threat of courts and jails. I had taken steps to break away from the habit of stopping at Riley's every night. My joining the gym was already showing benefits as the beer belly I had been building at Riley's was starting to shrink. Things were shaping up and falling into line, but I felt that there was something missing. I finished my beer and drug myself off to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++
I don't know what it was -- it was probably something in my subconscious mind -- but something brought me up out of a sound sleep. I found myself sitting up in bed staring at the shadows the full moon was casting on the walls. I don't know where it came from, but suddenly it was there. I reached for the phone and punched in a number. The phone on the other end rang about eight times and then I got a groggy:
"Hello?"
"Did I wake you?"
There was a slight pause and then, "My God Rob. Do you have any idea what time it is?"
"No I don't. My alarm clock is broken."
"It is three in the morning Rob."
"My bad sweetie, but I had a sudden need to know. The last time I was with you as I was leaving you said something that led me to believe that your feelings toward me had changed and that you were thinking of me as more than just a fuck-buddy. Was it my imagination?"
There were several moments of silence and then Leslie said, "No Rob; it wasn't your imagination."
"Can I see you tonight?"
"You can see me tonight if you want to wait that long. I mean I am already awake."
"I can be there in twenty."
"The door will be unlocked and you know where you can find me."
I was there in sixteen and yes, I did find her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning Leslie was snuggled up against me and had a leg thrown over my body. When I stirred she moved away and when I turned to look at her I found her up on an elbow looking down at me. I smiled at her and she smiled back and then said:
"I guess I told you where I'm at last night on the phone. Where are you?"
"A phone call in the middle of the night doesn't give you a clue?"
"To be honest about it, no. The last time I talked to you you were on your way to your next conquest. What happened with you and Candy?"
"Candy gave me a wake up call."
"You lost me there Rob."
"How about I tell you all about it over breakfast. Get dressed and I'll take you to Village Inn and lay it all out for you."
We were on our second cup of coffee when I started. I told her about my first wife and what she had done to me and then I told her about Elaine and how that had gone down.
"I came into Riley's with a severally bruised ego. Two women that I had cared for had basically thrown me away. To put it bluntly, I felt somewhat defective. Why did both of my wives choose someone or something over me? It was obvious that I just wasn't important to either one of them so what was wrong with me?
"That was my mindset when I came into Riley's so it came as a surprise when all of a sudden I had ladies showing an interest in me and in a couple of cases actually chasing after me. You know about Betsy, Marge and Susan, but there was more."
I told her about Freda and how Candy had offered to save me from Freda and then I told her about how things had gone with Freda and how they had turned out:
"And then of course there is you and what we had going. I went from feeling like a total loser where women were concerned to feeling like Mr. Stud Muffin. Because of what Candy had said to me back when she was trying to warn me off Freda I fully expected to end up in Candy's bed or get her into mine, but what I got was a "Thanks, but no thanks." My first thought was "Just where in the hell does she get off saying no to me?" And as soon as I had that thought I realized that I was just a little too full of myself and just where did I get off thinking that I was God's gift to women.
"I decided that I needed to reevaluate the way my life was going and the way I was behaving. I decided to add pulling back from the ladies at Riley's to the other changes I was making."
"Other changes?"
"I'm cutting back on the amount of time I'm spending at Riley's and I've joined a gym to get myself back into decent shape."
"Sounds like a plan I should get behind."
Then I told her about Elaine's visit and what was said, "And after she was gone I sat, sipped a beer and contemplated my life. I thought back over everything I had done with women and considered what the outcomes had been and I wondered if I would ever again have a meaningful relationship with a woman. In the middle of the night I was suddenly wide awake and realizing that I did have a meaningful relationship if I was smart enough to keep it and hence the phone call."
She sat there looking at me and I thought I saw something change in here eyes.
"When I woke up this morning" she said, "I was thinking the same thing, but now I don't know."
"What has changed between the time you got up and now?"
"From what you just told me I can ell exactly where you stand on cheating and because of that I'm not sure that things could work out for us."
"What? We aren't even together yet and you are already planning on stepping out on me?"
"In a way."
"In a way?"
"I wouldn't step on you with another man Rob, I can promise you that. But I am bi-sexual and I do have a bi-sexual relationship with both Susan and Marge and on occasion with both at once. I know me well enough to know that I will keep seeing them from time to time. And that would be sex outside of our relationship. By your definition that would be cheating. To that extent there is no way that I can be totally faithful to you. I guess we are over before we even start.
+++++++++++++++++
Funny thing about the Miller 251. When the power is off the damned thing just won't weld. The building lost power around two-thirty and when it wasn't back on by ten after three the boss sent everybody home.
As I turned onto our block I saw the car parked in our driveway and I knew what I was going to find when I went into the house. The trail of clothes from the living room down the hall toward the back bedroom was all the confirmation that I needed. I kicked off my shoes so they wouldn't make any noise on the hardwood floor and quietly made my way into the family room. The digital camera was on the bookshelf next to the TV and I checked it to make sure that it had a charge and enough room on the card for several exposures.
As quietly as I could I made my way to the back bedroom. As I approached the bedroom I began to hear the sounds -- sounds that left no doubt as to what was going on in that room. I just hoped the neither one of them was facing the doorway. I wanted to get several shots before they knew I was there and pulled apart. I stopped when I got to the door and double checked that I had the camera set on 'auto-focus' and then I quickly stepped into the doorway and began shooting. The two of them were caught by surprise and I got five shots before they separated. Leslie looked up at me in shocked surprise at seeing me home early and with the camera in my hand.
"All right Leslie; just what is the meaning of this?"
"Just having a little snack before I fix dinner."
Marge looked up at me from the bed and said, "How about you Rob? You want to do a little munching before dinner?"
I set down the camera and started taking off my clothes as I said, "Don't mind if I do."
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Tonight when I get off work I am going to go home, fix dinner, open a bottle of wine and after dinner is over I am going to tell Harry that I am divorcing him. It will be a shock since he is totally unaware that our marriage has been in trouble.
I love him. I love him to death, but he is a good man and he deserves much better than me. He has been a good husband and for the most part our marriage has been great. He is affectionate and he is damned good in bed so he is not going to understand it at all. The one thing he won't know because I won't tell him is that he is the one mostly to blame for it happening. Then again maybe I will tell Harry why he is to blame. It might help him with his next wife.
Harry is a stupid drunk!
He is not an alcoholic and he doesn't get drunk with any great degree of regularity. He is just a stupid drunk and by that I mean when he gets drunk he gets stupid. He doesn't get mean or sick, he just gets stupid. I've known it since I met him at a fraternity kegger, but it didn't seem all that big of a deal at the time.
I was at the kegger with the guy who was my boyfriend at the time. Jared was a cute and well built jock and we had been keeping company for about four months, but he wasn't going to be 'the one' I was going to live my life with and we both knew it. I wasn't supposed to know it, but he was already sounding out a few other girls looking for my replacement. He didn't mind the hand jobs and blow jobs, but he wasn't happy that I wouldn't let him go all the way.
Anyway, we were at the kegger and I noticed a bunch of guys near the keg in a 'chugging' contest. The gut who won raised his arms in victory and shouted out "woohoo" and before the shout had faded two guys stepped up and said they could beat him. They didn't and he did his victory shout again. He beat several different challengers, but in the process got blind, stinking drunk. Then somebody said something to him and he laughed and took off all of his clothes – all of his clothes – and then stumbled around the room naked and with a beer in his hands and socialized.
I couldn't help but notice that he was nicely put together. Nice, tight buns and a better than averaged sized cock and I did know a nice cock when I saw one. I was still a virgin, but my hands and mouth were not strangers to man meat. Not that I was indiscriminate. I had to like the guy a lot to do it and it never happened until after I had dated the guy for a while. We could start making out around the third date. He could get his hands under my bra about the sixth, his fingers in my honey pot on the ninth and I would have him in my hand on the tenth. In four years of high school and three years of college less than ten guys had made it past the fifth date.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was three weeks before I saw Mr. Chug-a Lug again. I had just come through the serving line at the school cafeteria and I was looking around for a place to sit. The place was packed, but I didn't see anyone that I knew that I could join and then I spotted him sitting at a table alone. I walked over to the table and asked him if I could join him and he said yes. I sat down and said:
"My name is Jana and should I call you "cute buns" or do you have a name?"
"Cute buns?"
"I was at the Delt kegger when you stripped and then walked around socializing. I noticed that you had cute buns."
"Oh. I guess I got pretty stupid that night. My name is Harry."
"I think I like cute buns better."
"If you are going to call me that I think you should get to know me better and I think that the best way to do that is to go out with me."
"I can do that. When?"
"Tonight would work for me."
"It would for me also."
That was the start of a relationship that led to me saying, "I Jana take thee Harry to be my lawful wedded husband" four months after we graduated. Almost from the start I knew that Harry was "The One" and Harry beat all of the time line items. With Harry it was make out on the second date, hands in the bra on the third, fingers in the honey pot on the fifth and I was deep throating him on the sixth. On the tenth, when most of my previous dates were just getting their first hand job, Harry popped my cherry and from that point on we made love four or five times a week and usually twice each time.
We were your typical college couple and we hit the frat parties and other parties on the weekend and at maybe one out of every five Harry would get drunk and get stupid. I didn't think much of it because it was what college kids did right? Harry's thing might have been getting stupid when he got drunk, but mine was that I got a little flirty when I'd been drinking. Some guys would take my flirting as a come on and try to hustle me and I always shut them down, but I did flirt enough that some guys came to think of it as just being a matter of time before they would score with me. No one ever did, but a lot thought that someday they might – just might – break through. My big mistake – although it would be a couple of years before it bit me on the ass – was in not making absolutely sure that they knew that it was never going to happen and that flirting is all that it ever was and ever would be.
+++++++++++++++++
Harry and I graduated, were married and started our life together. We decided that we didn't want children, at least not until we were a little older and more established, and I didn't care for the feel of condoms so I was on the pill and had a diaphragm for back up just to make doubly sure.
We found jobs in our chosen fields and began working our way up the corporate ladder. We did well, saved our money and eventually bought a home in a nice neighborhood. We accumulated friends and neighbors and there were parties and social events to go to. Frat parties and keggers were a thing of the past, but there was drinking at parties, barbecues and other social events.
It didn't happen often, maybe once every four or five months, but Harry did occasionally get drunk and get stupid. Most of what he did got people laughing like the time he got drunk and because of something someone said he stripped to his underwear and took some ones motorcycle (this was in mid-January and it was three below outside) and rode it twice around the block. I of course drank at the same parties and I flirted. I got kissed and felt up a lot, but I laughed it off as 'adult fun' and didn't think anything about it.
And then Harry got drunk and got stupid and changed our (or at least my) life.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was our fifth wedding anniversary and our next door neighbors threw us a party. Only having twenty feet to walk to go home and not having to worry about driving I over did it a little on my alcohol intake. I was my usual flirty self and I did get kissed several times and felt up more than a little. When I have more to drink than I should I usually just get tired so about three ours into the party I went home and lay down on the bed.
I don't know how long it was that I laid there, fading in and out of sleep, when I heard Harry. It sounded like he was drunk, but still coherent enough to be giving some of the neighbors a tour of the house. I heard him tell about tearing out the carpet on the stairs and replacing it with wood. He mumbled some other things – either mumbled or I faded out for a bit – and I heard "replaced the tub with a tub with water jets and tore out..." and I faded out again. The bedroom door opened and I heard "...master bedroom fully equipped with the best cocksucker and piece of ass in the state. Moving on we co..." and he (or I) faded out again.
I came partially awake when Harry came to bed. I felt his hands on my hips and I lifted them so he could pull my panties off and then I spread my legs. I felt his breath just before his tongue went to work on me. I moaned and pulled my knees back to open myself up more for him.
"Oh yes" I moaned, "Like that baby, just like that. I love it."
He started licking and sucking my clit and I cried out and pushed my pussy at his face. I was hot and I was ready and I cried out:
"Now, I need you in me now. Fuck me honey, fuck me."
He moved up and buried himself in me and I locked my legs around him and moaned:
"Fuck me, fuck me hard and make me come."
Harry slammed into me and my orgasm hit and I cried out and dug my nails in his back and pulled him to me. He kept slamming into me and then he grunted and I felt the hot wetness of his discharge. He pulled away from me and I tried to pull him back. I felt him get off the bed and I cried out "Don't go, please don't go." He got back on the bed and pushed into me. He started driving into me and after several minutes I felt another climax building.
"Stay with me baby, stay with me, I'm almost there, get me there baby, get me there."
Harry started pounding hard and I felt him shoot just as my climax washed over me and I was moaning "Oh god, oh god, so good, so good" as he pulled out and got off the bed. Almost immediately he was back and pushing his hard cock into me. Because of the strength of the orgasms, the overwhelming feelings and my inebriated state it never occurred to me that what was happening was not natural. It did not register that Harry had somehow come twice and had almost immediately come back with a hard cock. As he drove into me for the third time I again locked my legs around him and pushed back at his driving cock. I was fast approaching another orgasm when hands grabbed my head and a cock was pushed into my mouth. Even then it didn't register on me that something was wrong. I had a cock in my mouth and one in my pussy and I didn't think anything of it. I went after the cock in my mouth like a starving woman after a hot dog and it was then that I got my rude awakening. A voice that was not Harry's said:
"He didn't lie. She is a damned good cocksucker."
Another voice – again not Harry's – said, "That ain't all he didn't lie about. I don't know if she's the best piece of ass in the state or not, but she damned sure is the best I've ever had."
The realization that I wasn't being fucked by Harry but by two other men was pushed out of my mind as another huge climax hit me. The man in my mouth and the man in my pussy came at the same time. I instinctively swallowed what was shot into my mouth and before the orgasm faded I had a fresh cock in both holes. I started struggling trying to break free of the two men fucking me, but my strength of purpose was washed away by another large climax.
I don't know how many more times I was fucked and had cum pushed into from both ends because it seemed like I was in one long continuous orgasm and when they finally left me I was so drained that I passed out.
+++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning I thought at first that it had all been an erotic dream until I started to get out of bed. My pussy was sore and I had a foul taste in my mouth. I looked down and saw dried cum on my thighs and my pussy hair was matted and crusty with dried cum. I waddled (I couldn't walk) to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. I had dried cum on my breasts, on my face and in my hair. I sat down on the toilet and peed and globs of white stuff came out with the urine.
I had to accept the truth. Several unknown men had come into my bedroom and had gang fucked me. I thanked God that I had put my diaphragm in expecting that Harry and I would make love when we got home from the party.
I remembered snatches of Harry giving a tour of the house and I remembered what he had said when he had opened the bedroom door. The men who used me would have been in the bunch that Harry gave the tour to, but how could I explain to Harry why I wanted to know who was in the tour group? And what would I do with the information if I had it? Go to the men and say "Shame, shame on you?" They would probably just smile and say nothing. I couldn't accuse anyone of rape because I had no idea of who or how many. A dozen? Or just three or four over and over until they just couldn't get it up any more?
I got in the shower and started to clean myself up, but as the hot water warmed my body I thought about how I'd felt having all of those orgasms one after another and so close that they felt almost continuous. It might have been wrong, but I had never felt so sexually satisfied in my life.
I finished my shower and dressed and then I went downstairs to find Harry snoring on the couch. I looked down at him and said to myself, "Congratulations Harry. You got drunk and then got stupid and got your wife thoroughly fucked."
As I walked into the kitchen I wondered how I was going to be able to face the neighbors. Every time I saw a wife I would think "Was your husband one of them?" and when I saw the men I would be wondering, "Did you fuck me? Did you have your cock in my pussy? Did you push a load down my throat?" Would I ever be able to look any of the men in the neighborhood in the eye? Would I blush whenever one of them smiled at me and think, "Oh god, were you one of them?" Or would I just have to go out of my way to avoid my male neighbors. The answer to that came before the end of the day.
++++++++++++++++++
Harry woke up, took a shower and then I fixed us some breakfast. Over coffee he apologized for not being able to make love to me on our anniversary and I just smiled at him and told him that it was okay, that I'd had too much to drink to enjoy it anyway. After he ate he said that he had to run to Home Depot for some things.
He hadn't been gone three minutes when the doorbell rang and I answered it to find Ken, our next door to the south standing there. Before I could say a word he walked right into the house and said:
"I have something to show you."
He flipped open his cell phone, pushed a couple of buttons and then showed me the screen. There I was on my back with man between my legs, my legs up on his shoulders and my nails digging into his butt cheeks. Ken pushed a button and there I was with a man in my pussy and another man standing next to the bed with his cock pointing at my face. Another button push and I saw me with a man in my pussy, another one in my mouth and my hand wrapped around the cock of a man standing next to the bed.
"This one is my favorite" he said as he pushed another button. I didn't remember being taken doggie the night before, but there I was on hands and knees with a cock being pushed into me from behind while under me with my hand gripping his cock was another man. In that picture it looked like my head was inches from the cock and it was obvious that I was getting ready to take it in my mouth or had just taken my mouth off of it. I was looking right into the camera and the look on my face said it all. I was into it. I was loving it. Ken said:
"I have seventeen more, but we can look at them later. Right now we have more important things to do."
"More important things?"
"Yeah. I just saw Harry leave. How long is he going to be gone?"
"I don't know. Maybe an hour. Why?"
"Just need to know if we have time to cement our new relationship."
"Our new relationship?"
"That's right baby. Starting right now you are my slut; my new personal fuck toy."
"Get out of here! Get your worthless fucking ass out of my house!"
"You sure you don't want to take a minute or two to think about that? Think about the look on Harry's face when he sees the pictures?"
"I'll handle Harry. When I get done telling him about this he will come looking for you and probably with his deer rifle."
"Can you handle your mother too? Imagine the look on her face when she sees pictures of her baby girl with a dick in each end of her."
"You wouldn't."
"Of course I would. I'll send them to your parents, your grandparents and every one else you know. I'll send them to where you work and I'll post them on web sites that feature pictures of slut wives. I'll turn you into the neighborhood porn star. You won't be able to go to the grocery store without being stared at. You won't be able to walk through the mall without some guy coming up to you and asking for a piece."
"You won't do any of that. The men in the pictures won't like that a bit and they will come after you."
"You didn't take a real close look at those photos did you? I was careful to get only your face in the pictures. All the rest are just anonymous cocks."
"Why are you doing this to me? I thought we were friends."
"I'm doing it because I can. I'm doing it because it is payback for all the times you have cock teased me. Payback for all the times you shoved your tongue in my mouth, let me play with your tits and then pushed me away saying "Oh no, I can't."
"I was just flirting and you know it."
"Oh yeah? Well flirt with this" he said as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his prick. "You don't want me to do any of the things I just mentioned you will get down on your knees and suck my dick."
"I can't."
"Your choice, but if I put my dick back in my pants and leave five minutes after I walk into my house the emails will start going out."
He stood there waiting and I realized that I had no choice. It was do what he wanted or see my life ruined. I knew I could survive Harry finding out and he would go after Ken, but my family, the people I worked with, the people I would see on the street? No. I couldn't risk it.
He stood there waiting and then he said, "It shouldn't be all that hard for you to do. You loved doing it last night. You can lie to yourself and say no you didn't, but I was there. I watched and I saw it. There were times when you were trying to pull the guy back when he was trying to get up. I've got the pictures baby. You were a cock loving slut last night and we both know that you are going to want to do it again some day. I'm just making it happen sooner than you expected. Make up your mind baby; we need to get this done before we run out of time."
He was right. I had thought about what I'd done last night while I was taking my shower and I had had a fleeting thought about whether I would ever experience those monumental orgasms again. I was not even a little bit naïve. I knew what Ken was saying when he said I was going to be his fuck toy. He and all the others who had had me were planning on doing me again. Ken was just the point man. I didn't want to do it. God knows that I did not want to give in to what Ken was demanding, but I had no choice. If Ken did what he threatened to do my life would be shit.
I went down to my knees in front of him and reached for his cock. I stroked it a couple of times and watched a drop of pre-cum seep out of the pee hole and I remembered what Harry had said to his tour group when he opened the bedroom door. If that is what he thought I was then that is what I would be. I leaned forward and lick the pre-cum off of the end of Ken's cock and then I took him in my mouth. I licked, sucked and did all of the things that made Harry call me the best cocksucker in the state. I acted as though I had wanted a cock in my mouth for months and that my goal in life was to suck him dry – to suck his brains out of the head of his cock.
When he pulled his cock out of my mouth I looked up in surprise. He reached down, took my hand and brought me to my feet and walked me over behind the couch. I knew what was coming and I bent forward over the back of the couch and spread my legs wide. Ken worked the crotch band of my panties to one side and I felt the head of his cock between my lips and then he pushed and I gasped as he slid into me.
Yes, he slid.
I was wetter than I knew. My body and my mind had not been working together. My mind was saying "No, no, this can't happen" and my body was crying out "Give it to me, give it to me." It was happening and as reluctant as I had been once it started my body responded. I felt the tingling start in my core and I shoved myself back on Ken's cock and he laughed.



"I knew you were a slut. I knew you loved cock and I'm going to see to it that you get a lot."
"Shut up and fuck me you asshole."
"Asshole? Thanks for reminding me. We didn't do your ass last night."
"No damn you, I won't!"
"Yes you will you little whore, but not until the next time. I take my time on asses and we probably don't have enough time right now."
I didn't say anything to that because I was busy having a heavy climax. "Fuck me harder damn you, fuck me hard" I screamed and he laughed again.
"Your wish is my command my little fuck toy" and he slammed hard into me and kept slamming hard. I hated having it happen, but my body shook with the strength of the orgasm and I ground back on his cock and moaned, "Yes, yes, yes." I heard Ken grunt and then I felt the hot wetness of his discharge. He held him self in me while his cock drained and then he pulled out and said:
"Clean it off slut."
I turned and went to my knees and took his cock into my mouth. I hated to admit it, but I was into it by then and I half hoped that sucking him clean and licking our combined juices off of his cock would get him up so we could go again. I frowned as he tucked his cock back into his pants and then he asked:
"What time does Harry leave for golf tomorrow?"
"His tee time is nine so he is usually out of here by eight-fifteen."
"I'll be here at nine to do a little teeing off of my own. I want you to greet me at the door in nothing but nylons, garter belt and high heels." He winked at me and said, "We are going to have a lot of fun together baby."
He left and I moved to the front window and watched the second man to ever fuck me walk toward his house. I had been fucked by several men the night before and other than Ken I didn't know who any of them were, but I knew, just knew, that Ken had been the first one to take me. I watched him walk up his porch steps and enter his house and wondered if his wife had walked out on him because he was such an asshole and then I wondered what was in store for me in the days to come.
Then I realized that I was standing there with cum running down my leg and I hurried off to take my second shower of the morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
When Harry got home I half expected him to take one look at me and scream, "You fucking whore! Who was it?" but he didn't notice anything different. I spent the day doing housework and trying to work out a problem. Ken as good as said he was going to fuck me up my ass and given the way he had bent me to his will that morning I had no doubt that he was going to do it. Maybe even as early as the next morning. I was resigned to it happening, but I'd be damned if I was going to let Ken have something that my husband had never had. Harry had brought it up a couple of times and I'd told him no and that the very idea disgusted me. I had to find a way to give Harry my ass without making him wonder why all of a sudden I wanted him to do it.
I pondered the problem all day and decided that the only way to make it happen so Harry could have it before Ken took it was to be direct. It would mean lying to Harry, but it was a little late for me to be worrying about that. By not telling Harry what happened the night of the party and about what happened that morning while he was out golfing I was the same as lying to him.
After dinner and while we were doing the dishes, me washing and Harry drying, I asked:
"Do you still think about doing me anally?"
"I haven't given it much thought my love. The couple of times I brought it up you were rather forceful in saying no so I'd pretty much put it out of my mind. Why?"
"I've been thinking about giving it a try."
"Why the sudden change of heart?"
"You know, because I've told you, about how potty mouthed a bunch of women can get when they have had a few drinks. Well, at Marsha's bachelorette party a coupe of weeks ago they had a male stripper come in – I told you about it – and when he got down to his thong it didn't hide much and Abby whistled and said that he could shove that piece of meat up her ass any time he wanted to. Then Mary said, "You do anal?" Abby laughed and said, "Doesn't everybody?" Apparently Mary and I were the only two women there who didn't. Even Marsha said that Dan would rather do her ass than have a blow job.
I've thought a lot about it since that night and I've decided that we need to try it at lease once. It has taken some time for me to work up the courage to give it a go. I'm as ready as I'll ever be and I want to do it tonight before I talk myself out of trying."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes. All the girls say it feels good once you get by the initial pain and discomfort. I want to try it at least once and see if we like it."
"We don't have any KY lotion or jelly and everything I've heard about anal says that you need to work on the hole with KY and fingers before going in."
"We have the baby oil from when I had my skin rash last summer. It should work."
It hurt at first and I had to bite my tongue to keep from yelling at Harry to take it out. He went slow and pretty soon the pain morphed into pleasure and by the time Harry was ready to cum I was pushing my ass back at him. When he pulled out I told him to go wash his cock and then I sucked him hard and told him I wanted him in my ass again.
I wasn't quite sure how it was going to go with Ken, but Harry and I would be doing more of it. A lot more of it.
++++++++++++++++++++
I kissed Harry and told him to hit the ball straight and far and as he backed down the drive I went back up to the bedroom and went into my closet. I wondered which pair of my heels I should be wearing when I opened the door to greet Ken. I settled on the old standard "come fuck me" pumps and then I slipped on a pair of nylons and a garter belt and then did a turn in from of my full length mirror. Not bad I thought. I looked sexy as hell and should be able to give a stone statue a hard on. I wondered it a dab of perfume in a few strategic places...whoa! What the fuck was I doing? It wasn't a lover I was going to be seeing, but a scumbag blackmailing asshole. To hell with what Ken wanted. He had me over a barrel and I might have to let him fuck me to protect my marriage and reputation, but I didn't have to bow down and kiss his ass while I did it. I kicked the pumps off, peeled off the nylons and pulled on a simple house dress. I didn't bother with bra and panties since I knew they would be coming right off anyway.
I opened the front door when the bell rang and saw Ken standing there with Gary. No surprise there since I had already figured out that Ken was the point man for the group who had used me. I stepped aside and let them in. As soon as the door closed behind them ken said:
"I thought I told you to greet me naked except for heels, garter belt and nylons."
"You did, but if you think I'm going to sit still for you bossing me around you are in for a rude awakening. I may have to give in to you on the sex part, but don't you ever forget that I am not doing this willingly."
I saw the look on Gary's face when I said that and I quickly figured out what it meant.
"Did ass wipe here tell you I was a cock hungry slut and was willing to fuck anyone?"
The look on Gary's face answered my question. "Well let me tell you something Gary. Ken is blackmailing me with the pictures he with his cell phone while you and your friends were raping me. Yes Gary, I said rape. I had been drinking and I was half asleep when the first man mounted me and in the dark I thought it was my husband. I thought it was Harry and so I was willing. I didn't know it wasn't Harry until I had one cock in my pussy and another one tried to push into my mouth. I am not here doing anything willingly Gary. I'm only doing it because Ken is blackmailing me into it."
"I'm sorry. I didn't know. He said you were willing and wanted more than one man. I didn't know."
He turned to leave and I called to him. He turned back and I said, "Thank you for being the kind of man who won't take advantage of a girl, but don't leave. It is true that Ken is forcing me to do this, but it is also true that once he gets me to orgasm I'm going to be into it no matter what the reason behind it and I'm going to want to keep those orgasms coming. Stay. Stay and let me thank you for being the kind of guy willing to walk away." He hesitated and I said, "Please Gary? Please do me a favor and stay?"
Ken did just what I thought he would and told me that I would be taking him in the ass before the morning was over. It started out with both men sitting on the side of the bed while I was on my knees in front of then taking turns at sucking their cocks. Then Ken pulled my up onto the bed, pushed me on my back and started fucking me. I motioned Gary to get up on the bed and put his cock in my mouth. Ken came and Gary moved down to take his place and Ken moved up to push his cock at my face. By the time Gary came Ken was hard again and he got me up on my hands and knees, worked on my ass with his fingers for about five minutes and then he took it.
For the next three hours the two men took turns on my mouth ass and pussy and along the way I had orgasm after orgasm and screamed and begged for more cock, cried out to be fucked harder and faster, pleaded with them to make me cum and they did all of that. Gary was taking a turn in my ass while Ken was in the bathroom washing off his cock after being in my ass. I was on my knees with my ass in the air and my head on a pillow when Gary bent down and whispered in my ear:
"Call me later. I want to know more about this blackmail."
"Okay baby, but right now keep fucking me. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard and make me cum."
I grunted as he drove into my ass and I pushed it back at him. Ken came back and stuck his cock in my face and I was just getting ready to open my mouth for it when I noticed the time on the bedside clock.
"No time" I grunted as I turned my head away. "Hurry Gary, hurry. We are running out of time. I need to change the sheets and shower before Harry gets home."
Gary gripped my hips and drove hard into me for another minute or so and then I felt his sperm hit the walls inside my ass. Gary pulled out and reached for his clothes as Ken tried to get in my ass again. I pushed him away and said:
"God damn it Ken I said no more. I'm doing this to keep Harry from finding out about the other night. No fucking way am I going to let him walk in here and catch me doing it. Get dressed and get the fuck out. Now!"
He wasn't happy, but he picked up his clothes and started dressing. As he pulled on his pants he said:
"Harry bowls on Tuesdays. I'll be here at seven."
He walked out of the bedroom and as Gary started to leave I told him to wait a second. I grabbed my purse and took out one of my cards and gave it to him.
"Call me at work around ten."
He nodded and left.
The bedroom was straight and I was showered and fresh when Harry got home. He sat at the kitchen table while I fixed lunch and told me about his day on the greens and fairways. He was in a good mood because he broke ninety for the first time ever and I was in a good mood after seven very satisfying orgasms. I might have been forced, but I had enjoyed every minute of it.
Maybe too much.
Harry wanted to make love that night and I really didn't want to because I was afraid I would feel different to him after four hours of having two cocks almost constantly working in my pussy, but then I thought no way am I going to turn down the man I love when he wants me. I went down and sucked on him until he came in my mouth and then I stayed on him until I had him up again. Thinking that even though it had gotten considerable use earlier it would still be tighter than my pussy I took my mouth off Harry and said:
"My ass lover. I want it in my ass."
We fell asleep wrapped around each other.
+++++++++++++++++
At ten the receptionist let me know that I had a call on three and when I picked up it was Gary. He asked me to tell him about the blackmail and I told him about everything that Ken had dumped on me Saturday morning.
"I never knew that he could be such an asshole. What are you going to do about it?"
"What can I do about it? There is no way I could let my parents see those pictures and if they showed up here at work I would be ruined."
"You do know that it is your own fault right?"
"My fault? How can you say that?"
"The way you are always flirting gives us guys the idea that we can eventually score if we try hard enough and long enough. That and the fact that you are so damned sexy looking keeps us trying."
"Thanks, I think."
"I'm not making any promises Jana, but I will try and think of some way to get you out from under Ken's thumb."
I don't have a clue as to what possessed me to say it, but when he said that I said:
"Get me out from under and you can have me any time you want me."
"Talk about an incentive program. I'll be in touch."
As I hung up the phone I wondered if Gary could really help me. Oh well, I wasn't going to hold my breath.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the day was uneventful and that night Harry and I made love. The next morning I did something that I rarely did. I woke Harry with a blow job, fucked him and took a shower with him before getting ready to go to work. I had decided that any day Ken planned on fucking me he would not be the first. He would be second behind Harry. Harry would never be second behind Ken.
Ten minutes after Harry left for the bowling alley Ken was at my door. I let him in and he followed me to the bedroom. He fucked me three times that night – once in my butt – and then left. I was ashamed to admit that I enjoyed it, but I did. Ken was calling me his fuck toy and I guess he was probably justified because even though I hated being forced to do it I did enjoy what we did.
Wednesday Ken had me meet him on my lunch hour and he fucked me in his van. Nothing happened Thursday, but I spent my Friday lunch hour on my back in Ken's van again. Nothing happened on Saturday, but on Sunday Ken was at my door ten minutes after Harry left for his standing Sunday foursome.
I got a small bit of revenge on Ken that morning. I fucked his eyes out. I drained him until he couldn't get it up any more and then I hacked on him.
"What's the matter? You not man enough to stay with me? God you are so pathetic. Get me going and then leave me hanging. Why don't you get your worthless ass out of here so I can take care of myself with my hairbrush handle. I guess if I have to keep seeing you I'm going to have to buy myself a vibrator. He didn't like it one bit and it showed and god did that ever make me feel good.
++++++++++++++
Monday at work I got a call from Gary.
"I think I have a way to fix your problem, but it comes with a price."
"I'm listening."
"It is going to take a couple of us to do it. The guys I've talked with are just as disgusted with Ken's blackmail as I am, but they remember that night at your house. They thought you knew what you were doing because face it, you acted as though you did. They are willing to help, but they want another couple of shots at you if they help. They know now that you weren't doing it willingly, but for most of them it was the best they ever had. They want to know just how good it will be if you are willing."
"Do I get any guarantees? Or is this just a way to get my panties off and get a cock into me?"
"It is a gamble sweetie. If things are the way I think they are it will work. If I guessed wrong it won't. You have to be the one to decide if it is worth the gamble."
"Tell me your plan."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Ken had already told me that he would be over Tuesday after Harry left for the bowling alley. He showed up five minutes after Harry left. I let him in, but I didn't lead him to the bedroom. I went into the living room and sat down on the couch. Ken looked at his watch and then at me and said:
"What are you waiting for?"
Just then the door bell rang and I said, "That."
I got up and went to the door. Ken was surprised when Gary, Phil, Monte, Bert and Charlie came in. I looked at Ken and said:
"Now we can go to the bedroom."
As I led the group to the bedroom I thought about what Gary had told me. The group had enjoyed the hell out of having fun with the inebriated Jana and they had all thought that I was wide awake and willing. Well, the willing part was accurate once things got going and my body responded, and the guys wanted to do it again with my whore-hearted cooperation from the start.
The groups price for helping Gary with his plan was the gangbang we were about to embark on and then, if the plan was successful, each of the group would get one evening alone with me. Why would I say no? I remembered the first time and along about the middle of it I really got into it and I had wondered if I would ever do it again. I expected to of course. When Ken made his blackmail threat I assumed that he was just being the point man for the group and after giving in to him that first time why waste time pretending that I couldn't do it.
Once in the room I stripped down and when Phil said, "Who goes first?" I spoke before Ken had a chance and said, "Gary set this up so he gets to be first, but first I have to do something. Gary wants me in high heels" and I glanced at Ken as I thought "Take that, asshole." I slipped on a pair of 'come fuck me' pumps and spread myself out on the bed. I brought my knees back to my shoulders to open myself wide and said:
"Come get it lover."
And the party started Gary fucked me and then Phil took his place and after Phil there was Ken. While Ken did me Bert offered his cock to my mouth. Ken came and Bert moved to take his place and Charlie took a turn at my mouth. Bert finished and Charlie moved between my legs and it was Monte's turn between my lips. When Charlie bathed my womb and got out of the way for Monte Gary called a halt to the action to make some changes. He had Monte lie down and me mount him cowgirl. I moved over Monte and lowered myself onto his spike and then Gary moved behind me, put a hand in the middle of my back and pushed me down so I was chest to chest with Monte and then Gary started working on my asshole with his fingers.
Three minutes later I was having my first double penetration as Monte drove up into me and Gary plunged his cock into my ass. I grunted and I screamed and I moaned as Monte and Gary rocked me between them and then Phil stepped up and pushed his cock in my mouth and I had a cock in all three of my usable holes.
After that it got repetitious as all of them took turns at my pussy, ass and mouth while I moaned, cried, screamed, begged and pleaded and in general was the absolute cock loving slut they all had hoped to fuck that night.
I don't know how long it might have gone on if Gary hadn't been paying attention to the clock. God knows I hadn't been. I was so lost in lust and orgasms that all I was thinking of was my next climax. Monte had just cum down my throat and I was reaching for Charlie's dick when Gary said:
"Times up guys. We have to get out of here and give her time to clean up."
Part of me wanted to holler "Nooooo, I want more, don't go" but fortunately the larger part of me was saying "Get your ass in gear and get ready for Harry to come home." As the group dressed Gary told me to shower and as I headed for the bathroom he was pulling the cum soaked sheet off the bed. Fortunately I had been smart enough to put a plastic sheet under the cotton sheet or the mattress cover and probably the mattress would have also been soaked.
As I made the bed I knew that there was no way I could let Harry make love to me that night. My pussy would be way too loose and my butthole wasn't likely to be much tighter. Luckily my period was due in a day or two and I could tell harry that it was my time of the month. But I would still take care of my man. I'd suck him until his eyes rolled back in his head and nothing but dust came out of his pecker.



++++++++++++++++++
Because it was my time of the month all Ken could get out of me the following week were blow jobs although he was able to get downtown with his van on a Wednesday and have my ass on my lunch hour. He did come over Sunday, but I chased him away and told him that my mother was coming to visit and I didn't have time to let him have a piece. He wasn't happy, but there wasn't anything he could do. He could get pissed if he sat in his front window watching for mom and never saw her, but I would just say that her car broke down. Bottom line is that I fucked Ken out of a day.
What Gary, the crew and I had been waiting for finally arrived. Harry was a regional manager and once a month he left town for a four or five day trip to visit his regional offices. I kissed him goodbye on Monday morning and then headed off to work. I got a call at nine from Ken and he told me that he was going to spend the night with me. I laughed and told sorry, but Gary had already asked for the night.
"So we will both do you."
"Nope. Gary said he wanted me all to himself."
"Why are you giving him preference over me?"
"Because he is not a lousy blackmailing asshole. You can have tomorrow night."
I heard him mutter "Bitch!" as he hung up and I laughed again. That night Gary and I sucked and fucked and went over the plan between bouts. Gary was in my ass when the phone rang and I knew it would be Harry checking in so I had Gary pull out of me while I talked to Harry. We talked for several minutes while I strokes Gary's cock to keep him hard and then we exchanged I love yous and Harry told me he would talk to me tomorrow. I got back up on my hands and knees and Gary slid back into my butt and I asked him if he wanted to stay the night, but he said that he couldn't.
"Maybe next time" I told him.
Tuesday night it was Ken's turn. I let him in the front door at seven and as soon as the door closed behind him I went to my knees in front of him, pulled his pants down and worked them off of him while I went after his cock with my mouth. While I was doing my starving woman impression on him he took off his shirt and let it fall to the floor. I gave him another two minutes of mouth and then stood up and headed for the bedroom. We were in the middle of our second fuck when my nightly call from Harry came. I told Ken to pull out while I took the call.
"Nope. I'm going to fuck you while you talk to him."
"No you are not! Get the fuck off of me!"
"I've had enough of your shit missy. Giving Gary what's mine and ordering me around. I'm done with being nice. You will do what I tell you to do and you will do it when I tell you to. Now pick up that phone."
"No damn you. It is bad enough that you are fouling his bed; I won't let you humiliate him too."
"Pick up that phone right now or I pull out, go home, fire up the computer and start the emails on there way."
I couldn't let him leave. I had to keep him busy so I reached for the phone, but it stopped ringing.
"You better hope that he calls back bitch."
He was pounding into me three minutes later when the phone rang a second time. It was Harry. I told him I was in the bathroom when he called earlier and didn't get to the phone on time. We made small talk for several minutes while Ken slammed his cock in me and then exchanged our I love yous and I hung up. Ken was still sawing in and out of me and it was only the grace of God that kept my orgasm from hitting me while I was talking to Harry. I'd done a lot of things I wasn't proud of since Ken first showed me the photos on his cell phone, but nothing that made me feel as dirty and disgusted with myself as talking with Harry while Ken fucked me.
Forty minutes later Ken was rooting around in my butt when the phone rang three times and stopped. A minute later it rang twice and stopped. That was Gary's signal that the plan had gone off as we had hoped it would. The plan was simple. Get Ken between my legs and keep him there – all night if necessary. I'd gotten his pants off of him downstairs and then led him to the bedroom. Phil had been in the kitchen and as soon as he heard the sounds of sex from the bedroom he went to Ken's pants and took the cell phone out of the belt holster and slipped in an old used one that didn't work. It was hoped that Ken wouldn't notice the switch until the next day.
While I was calling out for Ken to fuck me harder and make me cum the rest of the guys were in Ken's house tearing it apart. Gary's phone calls told me that they were done and that they had found what they had been looking for.
Ken came in my ass and then told me he would be staying the night. I said:
"Good. It will give me the chance I've been waiting for."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"As soon as you fall asleep I will cave in your head with my cast iron frying pan. Dress you, drag your sorry ass into the living room, call the cops and tell then that you pushed your way into the house and were going to rape me. Luckily I was washing dishes at the time and was in the process of drying the frying pan and had it in my hands when you pushed your way in. Which side of the bed do you want?"
Ken decided that he didn't want to stay the night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
When Ken got home he found the placed trashed and anything of value gone. His computer would be gone and so would all of his discs and floppies that Gary and the crew could find. Every conceivable hiding place from the attic to the basement had been searched and anything and everything of interest had been taken. I found out in the morning that that included a small fireproof safe that had been found in his bedroom closet. I don't know who in the group was the safecracker, but the safe yielded several CDs that showed Ken and several other wives in the neighborhood having sex. Unfortunately for Ken one of those wives was Bert's and Bert paid a visit to Ken on Friday and the result of that visit was Ken being sent to the emergency room at County General.
There as one CD found inside one of the heating ducts that showed Ken having a black cock up his ass while he was sucking on another one and that one was copied and sent to where he worked and to everyone in the address books in his computer and on his cell phone.
Phil had me Wednesday, I called in sick Thursday and gave it to Monte. I took a vacation day on Friday and I was Charlie's from nine in the morning until four in the afternoon and then I was Harry's from six on Friday until he left for work Monday morning. I took vacation days on Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday and gave Monday to Bert. Gary got both Tuesday and Wednesday (he got extra because it was his plan and because his cock did fit my ass perfectly) and it was over. Ken was out of the picture, the debt to the group was paid and I had my life back. I could devote all my time to Harry and try to make it up to him for all that I had been doing behind his back.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Except in life there are no easy endings. Ken called me and told me that he knew I was behind the breaking and entering of his house and he wanted the ten thousand in cash that was in the safe back or he was going to rearrange my face and scar me for life. He gave me until Friday to get the money back to him. A call to Gary caused Gary, Bert and Monte to pay Ken a visit and Ken got another trip to the ER at County General along with a word of warning that his next trip would be to a landfill inside a 55 gallon drum. Two days later a "for sale" sign appeared in Ken's front yard and he was never seen in the neighborhood again.
But the most monumental thing that happened to me is what is causing me to tell Harry that I'm leaving him. It was a Monday and I was having lunch with Dave Mickleson at the Hilton and we were discussing business. I had been trying to get him to sign a contract for almost a month, but Dave was playing my company against one of our competitors trying to get the best deal. I thought for sure that I had him and that I would sign him right there at the table when he said to me:
The problem Jana is that you and Simmons and Sons are almost even on costs, delivery schedules and your Quality Control departments are both top drawer. Give me one good reason to pick your firm instead of Simmons. What do you have to sweeten the pot?"
"What would you like?"
He smiled at me and said, "You have to ask?"
The contract was worth millions to my company so without even taking time to think on it I opened my briefcase, took out the contract, slid it across the table to him and said:
"Sign it and get us a room."
Before the words were even out of my mouth I realized something that I had been keeping a tight lid on and had not even admitted to myself. I was a slut. I was a cock loving slut and I wanted to be fucked by men other than my husband. I wanted the excitement of taking on different cocks, the excitement that came from seeing the lust in men's eyes and then satisfying that lust. I wasn't glad that my ordeal at the hands of Ken was over, I was sad that I wasn't doing the group, having all three of my holes filled and having all of those humongous orgasms. I was more than a slut. Giving myself to Dave for his signature made me a whore and I was aware that I didn't care and I thought of other deals I could close the same way.
Dave signed the contract, got up and came back a few minutes later with a key card and ten minutes later I was deep throating him. I gave him everything that afternoon. I gave him mouth, pussy and ass and I gave him so much that he finally couldn't answer the call. As I was dressing I told him to make sure and call mw whenever he was in town and we would do it again.
I did some thinking as I rode the elevator down to the lobby. Harry was on his regional swing and now that I had admitted to myself that I was what I was there was no sense in holding back. I took out my cell phone and called Gary. I had Gary and Phil over that evening and Phil spent the night.
Tuesday I had all five of them there and they fucked me until I fell asleep exhausted. I woke up in the morning between Monte and Charlie and of course had to take care of them before going to work.
Wednesday it was Bert and Gary until neither one could get it up and Thursday during the day I signed Ralph Kitchens from Apex to a three year, six million dollar contract in room 616 at the Marriott and I would have stayed the night with him, but he had a flight to catch. It was too late to call any of what I now thought of as "my crew" so I spent Thursday evening alone and got a full nights sleep for a change.
Harry came home Friday. I fixed his favorite meal and then spent the weekend fucking him blind in an attempt to make it up to him for not being a perfect wife - at least not a faithful one.
++++++++++++++++++++
On Monday I woke him up with a blow job, made love and sent him off to work. I thought a lot about the past week as I showered, spent a lot of time thinking about it on the drive to work and did not get much accomplished at work because of thinking about it. By the time I saved what little I had gotten done and shut down my computer I knew what I was going to do. Before leaving work I told my boss I was going to have to take a half day off the next day to take care of some personal business.
I went home and fixed dinner, took Harry to bed and wore him out. I didn't leave the poor man enough strength to ask me what in the world had come over me lately that had turned me into a sex machine.
I left work at noon, ran several errands and then went home and fixed dinner. When Harry got home I had the table set, the wine poured and we sat down to eat. After we ate I poured us each a tumbler of Bailey's Irish Cream, took a deep breath and said:
"Harry my darling; I hope that you know that I love you to death. I have loved you from our first minute together and as much as it pains me that love is making me do something I hate. I am divorcing you Harry."
He sat there and looked at me stunned as I went on.
"You probably won't be served until late Thursday or sometime Friday, but most everything else I took care of today."
He started to say something, but I held up my hand to stop him. "Please let me finish. I took myself off of our credit cards this afternoon and I stopped by the bank and took out half of what we had in checking and savings. I took all five of the CDs from the safe deposit box and I feel that is only fair since I'm leaving you the house and our equity is at least twice the value of the CDs. Now for the part that you want to know."
I told him the entire story from his drunken piece of stupidity to the outcome of it and all that had happened after Ken's first visit. I told the story right up to and including sealing the deal with Dave Mickleson.
I love you Harry. Love you too much to saddle you with what I've become. The last thing you need in your life is a cock loving whore who would be spending a lot of time fucking others behind your back. You deserve better Harry. You deserve a whole lot better."
I stood up, walked around the table and kissed his forehead.
"I'm sorry Harry, I really am sorry."
I walked out of my house, got in my car which I had already loaded with what I wanted from the house and then I drove to the motel where I had rented a room that afternoon. I debated calling Gary or one of the others to come and keep me company, but decided not to. I could spend the night mourning my marriage.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Harry called my office and I instructed the receptionist not to take his calls. He called my cell and when I saw that it was him I didn't take the call. He figured that out and called me from an unknown number and when I recognized his voice I hung up on him. Harry was served Friday morning and the phone calls stopped.
It was an emotionally trying time for me. That first week I cried myself to sleep every night, but I finally forced myself to get a grip. I had done what I needed to do. I had removed a cancer from Harry's life and someday he would thank me for it.
Two weeks after walking out on Harry I called Gary and he and Phil came and kept me company. Two nights later it was Bert and Monte. Friday it was Gary and before Gary left me I asked him to try and get the whole group together for Saturday. They all showed up at the motel at noon and the party started.
All five of them had fucked me once when Phil told me to mount him. I did and Charlie pushed me down chest to chest with Phil and I knew what was coming. Fingers worked on my ass while Bert fed his cock into my mouth and then I felt someone move up and a cock pushed against my ass hole and slowly started in. I froze. I know that there are those who say you can't tell one cock from another as it slides into you unless it was longer than normal or as big around as a beer can, but I'm telling you that they are wrong. I knew who was shoving his cock into my ass and I took my mouth off of Bert and looked back over my shoulder to see Harry looking down at me. I looked over at Gary and he shrugged and said:
"He insisted."
Harry drove deep into me and said, "If I can't have you one way I'll take you another. Wife or fuck toy, cock loving slut or gangbang whore, I am not giving you up."
He started fucking my ass hard and I pushed my ass back at him and cried:
"Oh yes, oh fucking yes; fuck me Harry, fuck my ass" and Harry did just that.
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My husband turned me into a prostitute, I'm loving it, and best of all - he doesn't know.
Michael changed jobs about six months ago and while the new job pays considerably more than his old one he has to spend about three weeks out of the month on the road traveling. I am a very highly sexed lady and going without a steady diet of my husband's cock had been very difficult for me. I had several opportunities to scratch my itch, but I loved my husband and so I kept my legs firmly closed. That is I did until I found out that Michael hadn't been as true to me as I had been to him.
I found out quite by accident. When Michael comes home the first thing he does is throw his dirty socks and underwear in the washer and wash them. He usually then takes them out of the washer, throws them in the dryer and when they are done he sticks them back in his suitcase. He was out in the backyard cutting the grass when the dryer stopped so I took his stuff out of the dryer and began to fold it. I came upon a pair of woman's underwear and I knew they weren't mine because I don't wear thongs. On a hunch I ran upstairs and checked Michael's suitcase and in one of the inside pockets I found several Trojan condoms. Michael and I had never used condoms. To me the thong and the condoms added up to a cheating husband and I made up my mind right then and there that the next time Michael went out of town some guy was going to get lucky.
++++++++++++++++++
I had gotten a job to fill some of the free time I had since Michael was away a lot and every afternoon when I got off work I would stop at the bar in the hotel across the street and have a cocktail or two before going home. I got to know the bartender and he was always joking with me about setting me up with this or that guy and telling me that a lovely lady like me shouldn't be sitting in a bar alone. I had always laughed and said, "Sorry Charley, I'm a good girl and I can't do things like that."
One night, soon after I had made my discovery about Michael I was in the bar and Charley said, "Why are you sitting here and drinking alone? There is a very nice man upstairs who would love to have some company."
I'd had a couple of drinks and remembering my vow to get even with Michael I surprised the hell out of Charley when I said, "Give me the room number."
He looked at me and said, "Are you serious?"
I grinned back at him and said, "Give me the room number and let's find out."
I took the elevator up to the sixth floor and knocked on the door of room 631. A man opened the door and I said, "Charley told me that a girl could get herself a drink up here."
He wasn't bad looking for an older man and we had several drinks and kissed for a bit and then I let him undress me. He ate my pussy, I sucked his cock and then he fucked me. I stayed the night with him and he fucked me five times and each time he slid his cock into me I was saying, "Take that Michael." I was surprised in the morning that I felt no remorse at cheating on my cheating husband. In fact, I had greatly enjoyed the evening and thought that I might just do it again.
++++++++++++++++++
The next day I stopped at the bar for a quick one on the way home and Charley handed me an envelope with two hundred dollars in it. I gave him a curious look and he said, "For taking care of the man in 631 last night."
Without knowing it I had been a call girl and to my surprise it didn't bother me at all to learn that I had let a man fuck me for money or that kindly old Uncle Charley was a pimp. I tucked the envelope in my purse and Charley asked me if I would like to take another trip upstairs. At first I told him no, that I hadn't made it home the previous night, but then I said, "On second thought, why not."
Charley smiled and said, "The man in room 403 would like some company."
The guy in 403 was young and vigorous and for five hours we did our best to wear each other out. He sucked my breasts, played with my pussy and then I gave him a nice leisurely blow job. He kept trying to pull me off of him so he could fuck me, but I wouldn't let him - I wanted the first load in my mouth. As I swallowed his hot juices I was saying to myself, "Thank you Michael, for giving me the chance to do this."
The man fucked me three times and then he asked me how much extra it would cost him for being able to have my ass. I had no idea what call girls charged for things and I didn't really want to show the man my ignorance so I said, "Why don't you just do it and then you can pay me what you think it was worth."
I really like anal sex and I'm very vocal when I have a cock up there, you might even say that I squeal like a pig. I was a sweating wreck when he finally came in my ass and then we took a shower together and the mutual body soaping and body scrubbing got us hot again and he fucked me one more time. Just before I left the man handed me a hundred and fifty bucks and asked me for my phone number so he could call me direct. I almost gave it to him, but at the last minute decided not to. I didn't even know if I would do it again, but if I did I figured it would be best (and safer) to deal through Charley.
The next afternoon Charley handed me another envelope with two hundred in it and asked me if I felt like giving room 513 some company. I was hesitant. I hadn't gotten home the previous night until two in the morning and I hadn't gone home the night before that at all. That meant that I had missed two of Michael's phone calls, but then I thought "To hell with it, I was doing this to get back at him. He would be home the next day and we could talk then.
When the door to 513 opened I got a bit of a shock. The man was a tall, well-built black man. As a girl born and raised in the South - the Deep South - I had never had much to do with blacks and I guess that it showed on my face. He smiled at me, "What's the matter? Never seen a black man before?"
I took a deep breath, smiled back at him and said, "Not the way I'm about to see you" and I stepped into the room.
He was another young, virile stud and for the next four hours he turned me every way but loose. When he was done I was completely satisfied. I had sucked his cock twice and he had fucked me four times and even though I was satisfied, I was disappointed. I'd always heard the black men had huge cocks, but this guy's cock was no bigger than Michael's, or for that matter, any bigger than the other cocks I'd had that week. But the bottom line was that I had enjoyed it and I had disproved something that my momma and daddy had always told me - it did not rub off.
When I picked up my envelope from Charley the next day he asked me if I would like to visit room 318. I was about to tell him no, that my husband would be home by now, but then I thought "Why am I in such a hurry to go home to that cheating bastard?"
The man in 318 was an older man with bad breath and a beer gut and I was sorry that I'd taken the job. That is I was sorry until he took off his pants and I saw the eleven and a half-inch cock. I never knew how easy it could be to overlook bad breath and a fat gut until I eased myself down on that huge pole. I could not get enough of that monster and we fucked all night. I totally forgot about Michael and about having to go home. The only thing I thought about was getting that cock hard again and keeping it hard. It was nine in the morning before the man, his name was Al, told me we had to stop because he had a plane to catch. Before I left I wrote my cell phone number down on a piece of paper and gave it to him.
"If you can get rid of the bad breath I'll fuck you for free whenever you want" and I left him standing in the doorway staring at me as I walked away.
++++++++++++++++++
Michael was pissed when I got home. He demanded to know where I had been and I told him that I had stopped for drinks with some of the girls after work, overdid it and that Sally wouldn't let me drive and I spent the night with her. Then we got in a screaming match about my not being there when he called, not being home when he got there and I let him have it for taking a job that left me at home alone four nights a week with nothing to do but twiddle my thumbs. I finally yelled, "Fuck you Michael" and went to the bedroom, undressed and took a shower. I was glad that we'd had the confrontation because it meant that we wouldn't have sex for a while. If he had met me at the door in a loving mood I wouldn't have been able to put him off and I pretty sure he would have noticed the wetness and the looseness - an eleven-inch cock can do that to a girl. By Sunday morning Michael was all apologetic and by noon we were in bed. Michael has always been great in bed and I never would have strayed if I hadn't found out about him cheating on me, but he did, and so I did.
Monday when I stopped at the bar Charley got someone to watch things for him and he led me back to his office. He handed me the envelope for Friday's visit with Al and said, "So far everyone loves it when I send you to them, but one guy asked me why a fox like you is working so cheap. I asked him what he meant and he said you stayed with him for almost five hours and that you both did everything you could think of, is that true?" I nodded a yes. "Well sweetie, you have been giving away the store. All that those guys expected for what they paid was a blow job and a fuck. In and out - an hour at most. Did you not know that?"
I smiled at him, "No Charley, I didn't know that. I'm not a prostitute Charley, I'm a housewife who did what she did to get back at her husband for cheating on her. I'm not in this for the money. The first couple of times I did it was to get back at my husband. Now I'm doing it for the sex. I'm doing it now Charley because I like it."
I got up and locked the door to the office. "Take it out for me Charley. Let me show you my appreciation for getting me started on this."
I have a talent for sucking cocks and I've not found a man that I can't get off in less than four minutes. Charley was no exception and as I tucked him back in his pants I said, "Next time you can fuck me. All I ask is that you try to give me the young and vigorous ones, okay?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Since then I have fucked over eighty-five men and I've managed to squirrel away almost thirty-five thousand dollars doing it. I've not spent a nickel of what I've been paid for my talents and I can't even begin to explain why. I guess it has something to do with the fact that I don't think of myself as a prostitute and I know that as soon as I spend one dollar of that money I will be admitting that I am one. I've had sex with anywhere from one man to nine and gangbangs are fast becoming my favorite thing. There is a convention in the hotel in two weeks and Charley tells me he can set me up with as many as I want. I told him to try for a baker's dozen - thirteen has always been my lucky number.
I fuck Charley on the average of twice a week, mostly because I like him. He could have me more, but he laughs and says he has to save a little for his other girls. Al comes to town about once a month and usually stays for about a week. He hasn't conquered his bad breath problem yet, but I still let him fuck me all he wants - there is just something about an eleven inch cock that makes me overlook a lot. Charley keeps telling me I'm giving away a fortune, that all his other girls are turning six or eight tricks a night, and I have to keep telling him that I'm not doing it for the money. I don't expect that I will ever confront Michael on his faithlessness because then I wouldn't have the excuse I need to keep on getting even. And getting even is just too damn much fun.
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Two over heard conversations led to both the best and worst times of my life. I know it sounds confusing, but then ain't that life?
++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't even supposed to be there. I had flown to Chicago to renegotiate a contract with a supplier who had missed several delivery dates. I got to the supplier only to be told that there would be no talks because they had just filed bankruptcy. I called the airport and found that if I hustled back to the airport I could get a flight back home at eleven that morning.
I left at seven and I was back home at two. I stopped at the office to let the boss know the situation with Argus. I entered the building, took the elevator to the third floor, but decided to hit the john before reporting in to Mike.
I was sitting in the end stall when someone else came in and took the stall on the other end. I heard a cell phone ring and the guy on the other end answered it and I recognized the voice of Dan Winters.
"Hello?
"Oh hi."
"No, I don't think so. Mike sent Henry out of town again so that means he will be with Claudine tonight and tomorrow night. Hell, he might even take the day off and spend it with her."
"No way. Not without Mike."
"Okay, I'll ask him and see when he is available again, but I know that it won't be as long as Henry is gone."
"Okay. I'll check with Mike and call you back."
I heard Dan flush, go wash his hands and then leave the room. I sat there and considered what I'd just heard. My boss Mike had sent me out of town and my boss Mike was going to be spending the time I was gone with my wife Claudine. Given the tone of the conversation on Dan's side it did not seem like it would be the first time that it had happened.
And there was one other thing to consider.
There was no way that Dan could have missed the fact that my stall was occupied, but he still held a normal conversation in a normal tone of voice that meant, to me anyway, that it didn't matter if the person in my stall heard what was said. To me that said that it also didn't matter to Dan because it was common knowledge anyway. Common knowledge that could be mentioned out loud because good old Henry was not around to hear it. Henry, the poor bastard, was in Chicago. I decided that I wasn't going to check in with Mike after all. I left the building and headed for the house without bothering to call Claudine.
+++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home I thought about our marriage and our relationship. I'd met Claudine in my senior year at Eastern Michigan University. It had been love at first sight on my part, but not hers. In fact it took me a dozen tries before she would agree to go out with me.
Once we started dating Claudine still dated others and I only got to go out with her two or three times a month. She told me that she wasn't going to have a relationship with any one person until she was sure she was ready to settle down and then she would narrow the field down to the ones that really interested her. I got tired of being one of many and even though I wanted her I decided to give it up and I stopped calling her. She would take her place on that long list of things that I really wanted, but never got.
About a month before graduation I was sitting in one of the off campus coffee shops when Claudine came in, saw me and came over and asked if she could join me. I said yes and she sat down. She asked me how I'd been and I said that I was fine and then she asked why I had stopped calling her.
"I got tired of standing in line Claudine."
"That is no way to win a girls heart Henry."
"I don't see it that way Claudine. To me I was chasing after something that did not want to be caught."
"I told you that I would eventually narrow the field Henry."
"Yes you did, but you didn't say that it would be any time soon and there was a limit to how much time I was going to spend on what might be a losing proposition."
"That isn't a very romantic attitude for a man to have."
"I didn't get a whole lot of encouragement from you Claudine. I was just one of many and you didn't treat me any different than you did any of the others so why fight it?
"You were on my short list Henry,"
"But still on a list Claudine. I'm at the point in my life where I need something permanent. In just a little over three weeks I'll be out of here and I don't yet know where I'm going. I have offers from both coasts and I haven't yet made up my mind where I'm going, but I may not be around here much longer. Even if I had been on your short list at the time I gave up calling there wouldn't have been enough time left to develop the kind of relationship I want."
"Too bad Henry; it could have been" and she got up and left.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I too had a short list. It was of job offers I'd received after sending out resumes and going for interviews. I settled on the one in Atlanta and a week after graduation I started my new job. The first couple of weeks were spent learning my way around the job, meeting co-workers and settling into my apartment.
There were a half dozen single women where I worked and when they found out I was new to the area a couple of them offered to show me around. I took them up on the offer and dated three of them off and on. There was no spark between any of them and me and the relationships were more like good friends paling around. I did meet one woman who lived in my apartment complex and while there was no spark there either Carrie was open to a 'friends with benefits' relationship and that is what I settled for and stopped looking.
Eight months went by and then my company bought out another company. There was a lot of job duplication and a lot of the people in the purchased company were let go or offered a transfer and so it came to pass one day that I heard a familiar voice behind me say:
"Hello stranger."
I turned around and there stood Claudine smiling down at me.
To shorten the tale some Claudine and I started dating and about six months later Claudine told me she was looking for another job and when I asked why she said:
"Read the company policies and procedures manual Henry. It clearly states that family members may not work in the same department."
That was my first indication that Claudine's short list was down to just one name. She was able to work out a lateral transfer to another department and three months later we were married.
The next five years were great. We had decided to hold off on having kids until we'd had some time to go places, do some things and in general enjoy life and we did.
++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home I parked one block over from the house and walked home. My plan was to sneak into the house, find a good hiding place and then catch Mike and Claudine in the act. After kicking Mike's ass I would throw Claudine out and then find myself a damned good attorney.
But catching the cheaters wasn't to be, at least not then. Claudine must have left work early because her car was already in the garage. I walked in the back door of the garage and quietly opened the connecting door from the garage to the house. I was hoping that maybe Claudine would be in the shower getting all clean and sweet smelling for her lover and that would give me an opportunity to get in the house and hide, but Claudine was in the kitchen talking on the phone. Through the cracked open door I listened in on my second one sided phone conversation of the day.
"When will you get it through your head that when I say no I mean no."
"No Mike, I don't believe you. You will lie to me and then do what you did the first time. It is bad enough that you have me cheating on Henry, but I will not do it while talking to him on the phone."
"No, damn it no! You can come over after I've had his evening phone call and not one minute before."
"Okay. I call you as soon I've heard from him."
I quietly closed the door and went back to my car. Even though I'd heard what Dan had said there was still a small part of me that said, "No, there must be some mistake. She wouldn't do that to me." But after what I'd just heard from her own mouth there wasn't even a smidgen of denial left in my body. One thing I did know was that if Claudine wasn't going to call Mike until after she had talked to me she wouldn't be calling Mike that night.
I stopped at a gas station phone booth and looked in the Yellow Pages. It took me nine phone calls before I found a detective agency that still had someone in the office and who would agree to see me on such short notice. It cost me a premium to get them to do what I wanted, but ten minutes after Claudine left for work in the morning a man from the agency was busy wiring the house for audio and video.
An hour after he left I called Mike on my cell phone and told him that I might have to stay in Chicago a day longer than I'd planned. I told him it looked like Argus would be closing its doors for good and that I should know in a day or so. Next I called Claudine at work and asked who she was busy talking to last night.
"I called four times and got a busy signal every time. I finally gave up and went to bed."
"I don't know why you couldn't get me honey. I wasn't on the phone at all last night. I even waited up for your call."
"No matter. I just needed to hear your voice and tell you that I love you."
"I love you too baby. Hurry home okay?"
"It looks like I'll be here until the day after tomorrow. If you have to call me do it on my cell since I might be in late, late meetings trying to solve the problems with Argus. Since I'm talking to you now I won't call again tonight. I'll call you tomorrow when I know more about when I'll be able to leave."
After that it was keep out of sight so no one could tell Claudine or Mike that I was I the area. I was parked down the street in a rental when Claudine arrived home at five forty-five and twenty minutes later Mike's Escalade pulled up in the driveway and he got out and went into the house. He didn't knock on the door or ring the bell; he just opened the door and walked right in. That pissed me almost as much as the fact that he was fucking my wife. As soon as the door closed behind him I started up and drove off.
I took in a movie that night and the next day I lounged around the motel pool for a while and then watched some TV. At one I called Mike and told him that Argus had gone belly up, but I wouldn't be able to get a flight out until the next morning. Then I called Claudine and told her the same at that it would be another day before I could get home to her. Then I told her that I wouldn't be calling her that night since I needed to get to bed early because I had to be at the airport at six am for my flight.
I was parked just down the street again when Mike showed up and walked into my house. Mike didn't know it, but he was about to pay one hell of a price for stabbing me in the back. Claudine wasn't going to make out too well on the deal either.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Claudine left for work at seven-fifteen the next morning and at nine the man from Stillwell Investigative Services had all of his equipment out of the house. I had him leave the phone tap and when I stopped by the Stillwell offices that afternoon to pay the balance of my bill I paid to purchase the phone tap. At two I had a DVD in my briefcase and was on my way home to view it while I waited for Claudine to come home from work.
It was an eye opener. Mike treated Claudine like shit! He pushed her around, slapped her ass, bit her nipples and when he fucked her ass he just shoved his cock into and smiled when she screamed. He grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked her head back so far that it stretched her neck as he fucked her doggie and said:
"Whose slut are you?"
"Yours baby."
"You like my cock?"
"I love your cock."
"What do you want bitch?"
"Fuck me baby; fuck me hard."
"You are mine right?"
"Oh God yes baby; I'm yours."
He was pounding into her missionary with her legs up on his shoulders when he asked:
"Who fucks you best you sleazy cunt?"
"You do baby; you know that you do."
"Better than your wimpy ass husband?"
"Much better baby. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
There were hours of that shit and I could look at it later. I started skipping over the fuck scenes and stopped to watch the parts where they rested up and talked.
"Have you told him that you are ready for a kid yet?"
"Just last week like you told me to."
"What did he say?"
"He said he was glad because he was ready to be a daddy."
"Well he isn't going to be one because it is going to be my kid right?"
"Yes baby, all my babies will be yours."
"You get off the pill like I told you?"
"Yes baby."
"You tell him you have gone off the pill and that he has to use a rubber. Tell him you want to plan the time of your pregnancy. When are you going to be at your most fertile again?"
"The twenty-first baby."
"So I need to get your wimp ass husband out of town say from the nineteenth until the twenty-third and then fuck you like crazy to get you pregnant. Probably should plan on taking those days as vacation days or sick leave so we can fuck up a storm and make sure that I knock you up. Sound good?"
"Yes baby. I'm already looking forward to it."
It was news to me that Claudine was ready to have a kid. She hadn't mentioned it to me. If I was ready to kill them both after hearing what they talked about on that first night after hearing what they talked about the second night I was ready to kill them dismember them and feed them to hungry dogs.
Mike spent the night and ripped off a piece and then told Claudine to plan on having a 'motel lunch' with him that afternoon.
"I want your mouth coated with my cum when you kiss him when he gets home. I want your cunt full of my cum and before you fuck him I want you to make him eat your pussy so he can taste me."
"Yes baby."
"Call me when he falls asleep and tell me what his face looked like when he lapped me up. If he wants to know why you are so wet tell him it is because you have gotten so horny waiting for him to get back. You got that?"
"Whatever you want baby."
"God, but you are such a slut."
"I'm a slut baby, but I'm your slut."
"Yes you are and don't you forget it bitch."
++++++++++++++++++
I had the DVD hidden away and dinner on the stove when Claudine got home. I wasn't ready to confront her yet so when she ran up to me and threw her arms around me and went to kiss me I steeled myself for it and hoped that I wouldn't barf, but I was surprised. I knew what cum tasted like – mine anyway – since I had kissed Claudine after she had given me head, but when she kissed me what I tasted was Crest toothpaste. It seemed that regardless of Mike had told her to do she had stopped on the way home and brushed her teeth. When she broke the kiss she said:
"Can dinner wait? I'm horny as hell."
"I guess it can wait."
"Good. Turn it down low or turn it off so it doesn't burn while I run up and take a quick shower. Meet you on the bed in five okay?"
"You got it."
So much for me soaking my cock in Mike's dick snot. The only reason for Claudine to take a shower just home from work would be to clean Mike's gunk out of her.
She was naked on the bed when I got there and as soon as I stripped I got on the bed and moved to go down on her just to see what she would do. As I moved into position she said:
"Not tonight honey; I'm horny and I need you in me. Hurry honey, make love to me. I need it bad."
After we had finished she wouldn't let me go sixty-nine with her either. "No honey, not tonight. I want to concentrate on you."
I wondered what was going on. She didn't do any of the things that Mike had told her to do and that she had told him she would do. She got me up and we went a second time and then went down to dinner. She brought me up to date on all the latest gossip that I had missed by being gone and then we did the dishes, watched some TV and then went up to bed. She got me hard and we went one more time then she snuggled in next to me and we fell asleep. I slept soundly and I didn't know if she got up and called Mike or not. The telephone tap would answer that question for me.
The next day was Saturday and it was the once a month when Claudine went and had her hair done. As soon as she was gone I checked the medicine cabinet in the bathroom. After I had watched the DVD I'd gone into the bathroom and checked out Claudine's birth control pill holder. I had counted them and the count was down one from the previous day so she was lying to Mike about going off the pill. Next I pulled the tape out of the recorder on the phone line and listened to it.
"He's sound asleep."
"Did you what I told you?"
"Of course I did."
"What happened?"
"When I kissed him he made a face and asked me what I'd had for lunch. I couldn't tell him it was your cock so I told him it was fish and he told me that I should go brush my teeth."
"How did you end up with a clueless clown like him?"
"He's not all that bad."
"He just can't take care of you like I can is that it? Did you have him eat your snatch?"
"He was reluctant, but I said 'no eatee, no fuckee' and he made a hell of a face when he did it, but he didn't say anything."
"Of course not. He's clueless."
"Good thing for us baby. If he wasn't clueless we could end up being caught. He did piss and moan when I made him wear the condoms I bought on the way home. I almost thought he wouldn't make love to me. I did get him to buy the story that I didn't want to take chances until I could plan the time. I told him no way I wanted to find myself eight months pregnant in the winter and he seemed to accept that."
"Have you figured out yet how you are going to get him to go along with naming it Michael if it is a boy and Michelle if it is a girl?"
"No, but we have plenty of time before we get to that point."
"I want you to find a way to spend an hour or to with me on Tuesday."
"I'll try."
"Try my ass you slut! You will do it."
"Yes baby. I guess I'll just have to tell him I have to work late. It is a good thing he never checks on that."
"I keep telling you; the man is clueless."
There was more, but that was the meat of it. I wondered how it had started and how long it had been going on. Not that it mattered. It had started and it was going on and as a result there was going to be a whole lot of hurting going on because of it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I made an appointment with an attorney and I was in his office Tuesday afternoon when I got the call from Claudine telling me that she was going to be working late. I'd already played the tape for the attorney so we both knew what 'late' meant.
The mechanics were cut and dried. It was a no fault state so the assets were going to be split fifty/fifty and we both made comparable wages so there would be no alimony. Where I would make out on the deal was that our state was one that allowed alienation of affection suits and – and this was the biggie – Mike was over my department and Claudine's department and our company policy and procedures manual was quite specific when it came to relationships between supervisors and subordinates. Mike having anything at all to do with Claudine was a very big no-no and his sending me out of town so they could be together was the kiss of death so in addition to suing Mike for alienation of affections I would be suing to company for failing to enforce the CP&P.
At the very least Mike and Claudine would be joining the ranks of the unemployed and the chances were better than good that the company would settle the suit to keep things from going public. I wouldn't be able to work there any more after I sued, but given that I figured that everyone I worked with – evidenced by Dan's phone call – knew that I was being fucked over and kept quiet about it I didn't want to stay there and work with the assholes anyway.



It was all worked out before I left the attorney's office. Mike, Claudine and the company would all be served Friday morning. The company, in the person of Marge Bishop, the manager of Human Resources, would be served first and then Mike and then Claudine. It was set up that way in the hopes that Marge would get right on the phone to Mike and would be talking to him when the process server walked up to his desk. Mike would know who the guy was and what was going to happen to him as soon as he hung up the phone. The timing was set for eleven am since I had a standing lunch date with Claudine every Friday at noon. That way I could save a few bucks not having to buy the cunt a meal.
When I walked out of the office I saw a woman sitting in the reception area. Our eyes met and she gave me a nervous smile and looked away from me. She looked familiar to me. I'd seen her some place, but it wouldn't come to me. Oh well, stuff like that happens and I knew it would sit in the back of my mind and bug me until I could place her.
My kiss from Claudine that night tasted of Crest again and again she wouldn't let me go down on her because she claimed she had a yeast infection but she offered to take care of me with her mouth. I let her bring me off that way – twice – and then we fell asleep. She did get up and call Mike after I fell asleep. I checked the recorder the next day and it was pretty much a repeat of the last called I listened to. She told him about doing all of all the things she did that he told her to do that she didn't do. Yes, she had frenched me with her cum coated mouth and yes, she had me eat her pussy and suck all of his gunk out of her before fucking me and then had to fake an orgasm because I just couldn't get her off like he could.
They talked about what they would be doing on my next trip and talked about Claudine sneaking away for a quickie on Saturday or Sunday. They didn't know it, but there would be no reason for them to sneak around after Friday.
Wednesday when Claudine got home she told me she had gone to the drug store over lunch and got a self test kit and she found out she didn't have a yeast infection after all and did that give me any ideas?" It did and I took advantage of the fact that I had only two more nights and then she would be history and I would have to start looking for her replacement.
I had no idea what was going on with Claudine. No change in the quantity or quality of our love making and no signs that she was unhappy with me. The love and affection all seemed to be there so what was she doing with Mike? And what was with all the lying to him about what she was doing to me at his direction? Well, he wasn't married so she could move in with him after her rude awakening on Friday.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
At nine Friday morning I told Mike that I had a doctor's appointment at ten and depending on the outcome I might not be back. I wished I could have been someplace where I could have seen him when he was served The guy serving the papers worked for the attorney and he had been instructed to hand the papers to Mike and say:
"Clueless said for me to tell you to have a nice day."
But I needed to get home and have all of Claudine's stuff packed and ready when she rushed home after being served. I left at ten and went home and started packing Claudine's stuff and moving it out into the garage. I was about a third of the way done when my cell went off. I looked at my watch and saw that it was ten after eleven and that the call was from Claudine. I smiled and let the call and the next dozen go to voice mail. Then the home phone rang and I answered it.
"Hello?"
"Henry? What are you doing home and what is the meaning of these divorce papers? And what the hell is this garbage about adultery?"
"Well first of all what you have been doing with Mike is adultery and what you were doing with Mike is why I am divorcing you. As for what I am doing here at home I am packing your stuff and moving it out into the garage where it will be when you come to pick it up."
"Just wait Henry. Don't do anything until I get there. We need to talk honey. It isn't what you think it is. I'm leaving right now and I'm heading straight home. I love you Henry. Don't doubt that. Don't ever doubt that."
She hung up before I could tell her not to bother because it would be a waste of time. I went into the den and got a copy of the DVD, put it in the player, turned on the TV and then went back to work packing up Claudine's belongings.
I heard her when she came into the house and went downstairs. She rushed up to me and tried to put her arms around me, but I pushed her away. I took her arm and led her over to the couch, pushed her down on it and then walked over to the player and pushed the 'play' button.
"You sit here and watch this until it is over and then I'll listen to what you have to say, but I'll tell you ahead of time that you will be pretty much wasting your breath."
Five minutes later she walked into the bedroom, but before she could say a word I said:
"I said watch it until it was over and then I'd listen. You still have another forty minutes to go. Be thankful I'm only making you watch the highlights instead of the hours and hours I had to watch."
"I don't need to watch it. I was there. I know what took place."
"Then why are you here wasting my time?"
"Because it isn't what you think and I have to let you know that."
"What am I, stupid? I have hours and hours of you fucking that dirt bag and it isn't what I think? It was all done with special effects? That wasn't his cock going into your body? That wasn't you, just your head photo shopped or magically transposed onto someone else's body?"
"Don't be sarcastic Henry. What I mean is that it had nothing to do with you or us. I love you Henry and I always have. Mike shouldn't have happened, but he did and I ended up liking what I got from him so I kept seeing him. I don't love him Henry and in fact most of the time I don't even like him all that much. He was never a threat to you Henry. I'm yours and I always will be yours."
I laughed at that and then said, "How can something that shouldn't have happened happen and then continue happening?"
"I dated Mike maybe a half dozen times after I first got here and before you and I got together. We did make out several times and one or two of them got pretty hot and heavy, but I wouldn't put out for him and he has always called me a cock teaser. At the last company Christmas party I had a bunch to drink – you remember, you laughed at the way I as acting – and I was feeling good and having a great time. I' danced with everyone in the department and when it was Mike's turn he maneuvered me under the mistletoe and kissed me. It shouldn't have been a biggie, almost every guy there did the same thing. But Mike slipped me some tongue when he kissed me. I was in a mellow mood so I gave him a little back and then he walked me back to our table.
"Maybe half an hour latter I got up to use the bathroom and when I came out and was heading back to our table a door open, a hand grabbed my arm and pulled me into a dark room. I was spun around and bent over a desk and then my skirt was up around my waist, my panties pushed to one side and a cock was pushed into me. I thought it was you. I thought you were being a little bit kinky and I started pushing back and asking you to fuck me and fuck me hard. I got pounded harder and harder and I really got into it. I was pushing back and moaning, "Fuck me, fuck me harder, make me cum, make me cum." I started to orgasm when I heard:
"I always knew you were a slut."
"It wasn't your voice. That's the first that I knew it wasn't you. He pulled out of me, spun me around and pushed me to my knees in front of him and told me to clean him off with my mouth. I told him to fuck off and die and start running because you were going to hurt him bad when I told you that he had raped me. He laughed and asked just who you would be maddest at and he played back all of my "Fuck me, fuck me harder's." He had recorded it on his cell phone. I didn't believe that you could hear them and believe that it was a rape. Then he told me to get busy and clean him up. I wasn't happy about, but I didn't believe that I had a choice so I did it.
"After that night I steered clear of him, but five weeks later when you were out of town a bunch of us stopped at Toby's for drinks after work. Mike came in and about an hour later he came up to me, leaned down and whispered "Lets go." I told him that I wasn't going to go anywhere with him and he smiled and said:
"Okay slut; let's see what your co-workers have to say after they hear this."
H e brought out his cell phone, but before he could push the button to play it I said, "Don't" grabbed my purse and followed him out to the parking lot. He told me to get on the back seat of his car and I told him no. He said:
"Do it slut, or when your hubby gets home I'll play this on the loudspeaker system at work and everybody including your husband will hear you begging me to fuck you."
"I got on the back seat and he pulled out his cock and told me to suck it. As I bent to take him in my mouth several of the people from work left the bar to go home and they walked by Mike's car and saw what was going on. Mike saw them and laughed.
"Still think hubby will buy the rape story? With all the witnesses that saw you leave the bar with me willingly?"
"He had me suck him off in the car and then he drove me home and fucked me off and on all night long. In the morning he made a point of playing his cell phone for me. The bastard had set the damned thing to record and had put it on the bedside stand and had recorded what we did. You know me Henry and how I am when it comes to sex. Once I gave in and he got me going I hollered, screamed and moaned just like I do when you get me going. He drove me to the bar to pick up my car and told me that he was going to spend the night with me every night you were gone and if I gave him any shit over it he would play the damned recording on his cell for anybody who wanted to listen. After that whenever he crooked his finger I went.
"There was something of the submissive in me that I never knew was there and he found it. Mike treated me like a dog and I liked it. He bossed me around; physically abused me and I liked it. His love making was rough and I ate it up, but I swear to you Henry that he was no threat to you. He would tell me to do things to you and I always told him that I would, but I never did. I loved you too much to do any of those things to you. I have a travel kit in my car and I always stopped at a gas station and douched and cleaned myself before coming home to you. I never had any of him in me when I made love to you Henry. I gargled and brushed my teeth before I would kiss you.
"I fucked him because I was always afraid of what he would do if I said no and yes, I liked it, but I would have stopped in a heartbeat if I could have gotten my hands on that damned cell phone and destroyed it. I love you Henry; honest to God I do."
"But not enough to trust me. You should have come to me at that Christmas party. You should have trusted me and my love for you, but you didn't. Because you didn't all of the people I work with are laughing at the clueless cuckold behind his back. I'm a fucking joke at work and every one there knows that Mike is between your legs as soon as he can get me out of town. But then I wasn't out of town Tuesday was I? You have humiliated me in front of everybody Claudine and it doesn't matter why you did it. The only thing that matters is that you did do it and you continued doing it and you would have continued doing it if I had not found out. I have no room in my life for an unfaithful wife. So, if you have finished with what you came here to say you can start taking some of your stuff out to your car."
"Why should I leave? This house is as much mine as it is yours."
"Because I have no place to go, but you do. You can go live with your lover. Of course the real reason is that given the way I feel about things right now there is a very good chance that I will hurt you if you try and stay here."
"Who do you think you are kidding Henry? You are not the type to hurt me or any other woman."
"The old Henry never would have, but you and Mike created a new Henry and even I don't know how the new Henry is going to behave. He has a lot of rage built up inside of him and it needs to be released. Being around when it happens would probably not be a good thing. Just go Claudine. I don't want to look at you. I don't want to hear your voice. I don't want to smell you. Just fucking leave."
She looked at me, tears starting to run down her cheeks and started to say something and I screamed at her "GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE!"
She ran from the room and I went back to stuffing her shit into plastic bags.
++++++++++++++++
I spent the weekend doing odd jobs around the house. Fixing things to make it look better when I put it up for sale. Claudine might want to buy me out and keep the place, but I sure didn't want it after seeing Mike in my bedroom. But even if Claudine wanted it I would still need to get a market appraisal so I stayed busy cleaning and fixing the place up so it would look good for the realtor.
I had no idea what I would be facing when I went to work on Monday. What I got wasn't anywhere near what I expected. When I stepped off the elevator and headed for my desk Dan Winters stood up and started to clap and then everyone in the room was standing and clapping. Dan walked up to me and said:
"Let me buy you a cup of coffee."
He led me to the break room, we got coffee and sat down at a table and Sherri Gossett walked up and joined us. Sherri looked at Dan and he nodded and Sherri said:
"We have been elected to apologize for the group."
"Apologize? What for?"
"For keeping quiet about what was going on between Mike and Claudine. We didn't know what the situation was so we kept quiet."
"The situation? I don't understand."
"We didn't know if you knew or not and we didn't want to interfere."
I guess they saw the confusion on my face because Dan said, "We didn't think you were really that kind of guy, but there are guys who get off on their women playing with other men and guys who like to watch their wives with other men and there are what are called open marriages and there are people who are swingers. We didn't know if that was what was going on or not so we just kept quiet. It wasn't until we noticed that it only happened when you were out of town that we began to suspect that you had no idea what was going on."
I looked from Dan to Sherri and I guess they still saw that I was still trying to figure out what they were trying to say so Sherri said:
"We decided that we had to let you know, but in such a way that if you didn't know we could let you know and if you did know we wouldn't embarrass you by asking you about it face to face."
Dan took over and said. "I knew you were supposed to be in Chicago when I saw you go into the bathroom so I followed you in and faked the phone call that you overheard. If you knew there was no face to face that could cause embarrassment and if you didn't it would have clued you in. We got our answer on Friday when Mike and Claudine were served. The icing on the cake was the company getting served also. Mike was called into the office and suspended without pay pending investigation of the allegations you made. That's what the greeting you got this morning was all about; getting rid of the asshole as well as suing him."
Sherri said, "They sent him home at one and by three everyone in the office had been called in and asked if they knew what was going on. Management is severally pissed at most of us right now. They say that by not letting them know we opened them up to your law suit. I expect that when the big cheeses get here this morning you will be called in."
"I planned on seeing Markman first thing and giving him my letter of resignation. As far as talking to him is concerned I've already been told by my attorney to refer any questions to him."
"Why are you resigning?"
"After overhearing that phone call I figured that every one here knew what was going on and were laughing at me behind my back and no way could I keep working with a bunch assholes like that."
"We don't want you to resign."
"Might not have any choice in the matter. Not likely that they will keep me around since I'm suing them. Another reason for the resignation is so I can leave on my own terms rather than be terminated on some trumped up bullshit that would be used to cover up the real reason for my being fired."
I looked at my watch and said that I'd better be getting to my desk. I stood up and offered my hand to Dan. "Thanks for the heads up." We shook hands and I gave Sherri a hug and went to my desk.
At nine-fifteen I was called into Markman's office and I handed him my letter of resignation. He asked me what it was and he asked why and I told him. He gave it back to me and told me that they would never do something like that.
"Besides, we have plans for you. We want you to take Mike's position. He is gone you know. We will want to discuss your lawsuit, but I understand that we will need to set up something with your attorney so we can do that."
The rest was anti-climatic. Mike and Claudine were fired. The attorney and the company worked it out that the company would pick up my attorney's tab and I would drop the lawsuit. I got Mike's job which came with an eighteen thousand dollar a year raise. Claudine didn't fight the divorce and she didn't want the house so it was sold. I haven't seen or heard from her since the day I handed her the check for her share of the sale of the house. Mike settled the alienation lawsuit (he had to sell his house to come up with the money) and with that money and my share of the sale of the house I bought an upscale condo at Wintergreen Estates.
One day Mike answered a knock on his apartment door and received a fist in his face from a man in a ski mask. He fell to the floor and his unknown assailant did a number on his private parts with a pair of steel toed boots. A neighbor coming home from a night out on the town found him curled up in a ball and called 911. For some strange reason a pair of detectives came to visit me and asked me if I could shed any light on the matter, but all I could do was echo Sgt. Schultz's immortal words.
"I know nothing."
When they asked me if I could account for my time the night it happened to poor Mike I told them that I had just been keeping company with my TV set.
"So you have no alibi for the time?"
"Alibi? Why the hell should I need an alibi?"
I understand the case is still open.
Anyway, that was the story on the worst part. The best part started around the time of the start of the divorce.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was about three months from my divorce being final and although I'd sold the house I was still living in it waiting on the closing date. I was driving to work and I saw a woman struggling to change a flat tire and I pulled over to see if I could be of any help. She looked familiar and it wasn't until I was letting the car down off the jack that I remembered who she was. She was the woman who had given me the nervous smile when I was last at my attorney's office.
As I was putting the jack and the flat into the truck she thanked me for my help and offered to pay me for my help. I told her she could buy me a cup of coffee and a sweet roll at the Denny's that was just across the street and she smiled and told me that I had a deal. We introduced ourselves as we walked across the street to the restaurant. Her name was Tammi. As we sat down she said:
"I have the feeling that I know you from somewhere."



"I chuckled and said, "That's the feeling I had when I saw you in my attorney's office."
"That's right! That is where I saw you."
"But when I saw you there I had the feeling that I had seen you somewhere before. Do you live in this area?"
"The twelve hundred block of Wilcox."
"That's just six blocks from me. I probably saw you out walking or in one of the local stores. If I'm not hitting on a sore subject what did you need legal help with?"
"Getting rid of an abusive husband. You?"
"Getting rid of a wayward wife."
"Making any progress?"
"Should be final in another sixty days."
"That quick?"
"She isn't fighting it."
"Wish I could say the same."
"Not going smooth I take it?"
"Jules isn't fighting the divorce itself, but he has spent months fighting over every stick of furniture, every nickel and dime and who gets what photos out of the photo albums. He is even fighting over who gets the fish in the aquarium."
"Not meaning to get too personal here, but why don't you just say to hell with it and let him have what he wants? For one thing, if you keep it around after him making such a fuss over it it will only remind you of him. The other thing is that he is probably just fighting over the stuff to piss you off. Take that away from him. Or you could give him part of what he wants."
"What do you mean by that?"
"You are fighting over the coffee table? Cut it in half with a chain saw and give him his half. Photos in the album? Cut everything you don't want him to have out of the pictures and then give him the albums. I don't know much about aquariums, but I can't see where you could come up with any great degree of affection for the fish in it. Unplug it and let it sit for a couple of days and then tell him to come and get it or better yet have it delivered to him."
"I don't know that I can be that mean and nasty."
"It isn't mean or nasty. All you would be doing is giving him back what he is giving you. All he is doing is deliberately trying to piss you off. He is having fun making you suffer. Do you honestly think he gives a rat's ass about an easy chair or a fish? Why waste your energy playing his game? You can buy a new coffee table and one without his memory attached to it. You can copy the photo albums before you give them to him and you can replace the goldfish for a buck apiece. The object of the divorce is to get rid of him. Letting him stay around and continuously fight over stuff that doesn't mean squat in the long run just doesn't make any sense."
"You would think that my lawyer should have told me that."
"Why would he? He became a lawyer because as a lawyer he could make good money. He might be working for you to get you your divorce, but the longer it drags out the higher his bill. Why would he care if you and hubby want to fight over furniture and drag out the process?"
"I guess I should have had a flat tire sooner."
"I have lots more good ideas if you would like to talk about them over dinner tonight."
It was a shot in the dark and I had no expectation of success, but she surprised me and said hat she would like that very much. When I picked her up at seven I was again surprised. When she had said the twelve hundred block of Wilcox it hadn't registered on me, but that was a pretty exclusive neighborhood. The house I walked up to had to be in the million five range and I wondered why she hadn't mentioned the house in the squabbles she was having with her ex.
We ate at Alfredo's and over veal scaloppini and Chianti I told her my story and got hers. Hers was simple. Her husband got violent when he drank and more often than not she ended up his punching bag. He was always guilt ridden and apologetic the next day and swore that it would never happen again if she would forgive him, but of course it did until she had finally had enough.
She had called the cops several times on him so his abuse was on record when the final time came. He beat on her, passed out and she called the cops and he woke up in jail. She refused to bail him out and when he was released he was served with divorce papers and a restraining order which he promptly violated. He came to the house drunk, hit her several times and then passed out again. She took a cast iron frying pan and beat the fuck out of him with it and he woke up in the hospital. When he was released he was given ninety days for contempt of court for violating the restraining order. He was warned when he was released that the next time it would be six months and a third time would get him a year. He decided that he didn't like jail and settled for harassing her over furniture.
After dinner I suggested going next door to the Black Mushroom for drinks and a dance or two and she said okay. I got her home about one in the morning and walked her to her door. I told her that I had enjoyed myself and that I would like to do it again and then she asked:
"Can you do me a favor and kiss me?"
"I'd love to, but why is that doing you a favor?"
"Don't look, but just down the street is a red and white Ford F-150. I want the asshole to see you with my tongue halfway down your throat."
"Shouldn't you be inside calling the cops?"
"I can't. The restraining order says five hundred feet and where he is sitting is five hundred and twenty-five feet. I know because I've measured it."
"What if he gets pissed and says to hell with the restraining order?"
She opened her purse and showed me the Llama .380 she had in it and said:
"I'd almost welcome it if he did."
I took her in my arms and kissed her. It was a long one and she held nothing back. When we broke the kiss she said, "Call me" and she went inside.
I made it a point to avoid looking at the pick up truck when I pulled out and left. I wasn't at all surprised when the truck pulled away from the curb and followed me to my place. He didn't slow down as he drove by but I would bet that he memorized my address. It would be interesting to see what he would do with it.
I dated Tammi three times over the next two weeks and I learned a little more about her. She owned her home outright and it was hers before she married Jules so he had no claim on it. She was what she called a 'trust fund baby' in that her parents and grandparents had been very wealthy and they had set up several trust funds for her that she came into when she turned twenty-one. I also found out that she worked as an unpaid volunteer for several of the charities in town.
Each date ended with one of her hot kisses and on two of the three dates the F-150 followed me home. I was on the edge of sticking my nose into Tammi's business and calling the police on her ex for stalking along with giving them notice that if they didn't do something about it I would when suddenly it didn't matter any more.
I had a date with Tammi on Wednesday and we did the kiss thing for the asshole in the F-150 and then I left, but this time he didn't follow me. I didn't think anything of it figuring that by then he knew who I was and where I lived. I got a phone call from Tammi at work at nine-thirty. She wanted to know if I could come down to the police station and pick her up and give her a ride home. I asked what was up and she told me that she would tell me when I got there.
It turned out that there would be no more arguments over furniture or fish. Ten minutes after I had left her place her about to be ex kicked in her front door and three steps into the house Tammi had put six .380 holes in his chest. The EMTs who hauled him away said he smelled like the inside of a whiskey barrel. She had called her attorney while waiting for the police to respond to her call and she had spent most of the night at the station going over her story with the detectives. When it was over she was asked not to leave town and told that she might still have to talk to someone from the district attorney's office. Her attorney told her that she had nothing to worry about and had offered to give her a lift home, but she decided that she would rather call me.
As we pulled away from the station house she asked me to take her to a motel.
"I can't face the house right now. There is blood that needs to be cleaned up and right now I just can't deal with it."
"No motel. I'll take you to my place. I don't think you need to be alone for a bit."
She didn't protest so I took her to my place, fed her some breakfast and showed her to the master bedroom. I got her a nightgown that I had overlooked when I had packed Claudine's stuff, showed her where things were and then told her:
"Get some rest and if you need anything just give a shout."
She turned to me and said, "I do need something. I need to be held."
I kicked off my shoes and lay down on the bed with her and held her until she fell asleep. I eased my way away from her, went to the phone and called my secretary and told her that I wouldn't be back that day and then I stripped down to my boxers and got back in bed and cuddled up to Tammi.
I woke up to a very pleasant sensation and I found that Tammi had my cock out of my boxers and was holding it in one hand while licking it. I moved and she looked up at me.
"We would have reached this point sooner or later, but I need it now."
She had already taken off the nightgown and she moved over me. She took me in her right hand, lined me up, but then stopped and said:
"Last chance to say no."
I grabbed her hips and pulled her down on me and then I took my hands off of her and let her go. She rode herself to two orgasms and then I put my arms around her, rolled her onto her back and gave her a third orgasm on the way to getting mine.
When it was over she said, "I'm sorry. You must think I'm a slut, but it has been six months for me and when I woke up you had morning wood or maybe I should call if afternoon wood and I just couldn't help myself."
I kissed her forehead and said, "I don't think you are a slut. I needed it just as bad as you did, but I had intended to wait until my divorce was final. I'm a little old fashioned about some things and I did make some vows when I married and I'd thought I should keep them until I was legally released from them."
"Oh God Henry; I'm so sorry. I didn't know."
"No harm done sweetie. You did say that we would get to this point sooner or later and while I wasn't all that sure that it would happen I certainly wanted it to."
We showered together and that led us back to bed which meant another shower only that time I told her to go by herself or we would never get out of the bedroom. She smiled at me and said:
"That's a bad thing?"
While showered I fixed us something to eat. We ate and then I showered. After dressing I got the Yellow Pages and went looking. Believe it or not there are companies that clean up crime scenes and I found one that could have a crew at Tammi's the next morning. We set a time to meet them and then I asked Tammi how she wanted to kill time until the next day. She told me that she needed to call her attorney and let him know of her new circumstances. She called him and he told her to come down to his office and sign some papers. I drove her over to her place and dropped her off to get her car and told her that I would have dinner ready at seven. She kissed me and then said:
"I have a favor to ask."
"Ask it."
"I don't want to go into the house, but I need a change of clothes and some other things. Would you please go in there and get them for me?"
I told her that I would and she gave me a list and told me where to find them, kissed me again and drove off to her appointment. When I got to the front door I saw that the door jamb was splintered where he had kicked the door open and I also saw that the screen door had three holes in it. The Llama .380 had a seven shot clip and if Tammi had put six into her ex's chest a couple of them must have gone through him. I never thought that a cartridge that small could have that much power.
I wasn't sure about the legalities of stepping over the crime scene tape, but Tammi did need some of her things so I opened the door and went inside and immediately saw the large red stain on the floor. I worked my way around it, found the suitcases where Tammi said they would be. I found the items that she wanted and then I got out. When she got to my place I told her to cal the detective in charge of her case and find out about the crime scene tape so we could let the clean up crew know if they could get in the house the next morning or should we reschedule. She did and was told that the tape would be removed by morning.
After dinner we sat in front of the fireplace, sipped wine and talked until bedtime. I offered her the spare bedroom and she told me that she would rather have a warm body near. We undressed and she looked at me with a questioning look on her face and I knew what it meant.
"I'm taking my cues from you Tammi. You get to set the scene."
She smiled and said, "In that case there really isn't any doubt, is there?"
It was a very exhausting night.
In the morning I told her to sleep in and I went over to her place and let the cleaning crew in. I was looking at the door jamb trying to figure out what I would need to fix it when the clean up crew supervisor came up to me and told me that fixing the door and replacing the screen in the screen door were part of what they did. I gave him my cell number and told him to give me a call when they were done and he told me that they would be out of there by six that evening, but that it would be best to give the carpet at least twenty-four hours before walking on it.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next day Tammi's home was ready for her to go back to, but even so she spent two out of every three nights with me at my place until I told her the closing was upon me and that I was going to have to start looking for an apartment.
"Nonsense. I have plenty of room and we are spending most of our time together anyway so it just makes sense for you to move in with me."
She had a point and so I moved in with her. I dreaded going to the closing on the house. Claudine would be there since the house was in both of our names and her signature would be needed on the papers. She had called me at least once a week since she'd moved out asking me to reconsider and to cancel the divorce. I kept saying no and she kept telling me that she loved me and that we could make it if only I would give her a chance. It was hard on me because I know that she did love me and I did miss her at times, but there just was not any way that we could be together and make it work. The night of the Christmas party we probably could have worked through, but not the rest of it. Love her, miss her and yes, even want her, but there was no way I could ever forgive or forget what she had done.
She was there and I could see that she had taken the time to make sure that she would be heart-stoppingly beautiful for the meeting. She was waiting for me outside the room where the closing would take place. She smiled at me and said:
"We could leave and skip the closing Henry. I could be moved back in by tomorrow."
I could have smiled, shrugged and walk by her and into the room without a word, but I did feel the need to hurt the woman who had ripped out my heart and so I said:
"Sure Claudine, and then I could spend all my time trying to catch you with whoever you found to take Mike's place. Doesn't sound much like the kind of life I want to lead so thanks, but no thanks. I think I'll pass on your idea" and I walked by her and into the room.
The signing went off okay and we each left with a check for forty-three thousand dollars. She had been fired along with Mike and she had sued the company claiming sexual harassment. She claimed that Mike blackmailed her by telling her that if she didn't give in to him he would fire me and that the company knew what Mike was doing with her and did nothing to stop it. The company settled with her for an undisclosed sum. She left town the day after the closing and hasn't been heard from since.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The day my divorce was final Tammi and I went out to celebrate. We had dinner and then stopped at The Cave for some drinks and dancing. When we got home she fucked me into exhaustion and we feel asleep wrapped around each other. In the morning Tammi asked me what I planned to do now that I was single again.
"I'll enjoy the few days of freedom that I have until I can change my status back to married."
"A few days of freedom?"
"Well let's see. We have to have the blood test results before we can get the license and then there is a three day waiting period after we get the license so I'm guessing that I will be a free man for maybe eight to ten days. Oh wait! I forgot part of it. Will you marry me? I will of course sign a pre-nup."
Her face lost its smile and she said, "We have a wonderful relationship and I really very happy with things the way they are."
"I take it that's a no?"
"A no to marriage Henry; not a no to what we have going for us now."
"I don't understand Tammi; if what we have is fine what is wrong with making it legal?"
"Marriage changes things Henry and not always for the good."
"Is this about Jules?"
"He was everything a girl could want Henry. The nine months we were together before getting married were perfect. The first two years after we were married were marvelous and then Jules changed and the last three were an absolute hell. What we have is working Henry so lets leave it be."
She had said no so I dropped it, but just as she was afraid that marriage would change things her "no" also changed things. I liked to think that I was a pretty level headed guy and while a part of my mind understood what Tammi was saying I am human with all of the inherent flaws that humans have. The part of my mind that understood where Tammi was coming from was a very small part of my mind. Much larger parts saw thing differently. One part saw her no as rejection of me personally. Another part saw me lumped together with Jules and Jules had become an asshole after she married him so I would become an asshole too. Another piece saw her rejection of me as her keeping my gold digging hands off of the money in her trust fund and still another saw the rejection as Tammi seeing flaws in me that she did not like.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Slowly our relationship began to change and from where I stood I could only see it going downhill. I decided that before I let things get to the point where we wouldn't even be friends I'd make a change.
Friday over dinner I told Tammi that I was going to start looking for an apartment the next day.
"There is no need for that Henry. Things are fine"
"No they aren't Tammi. Maybe you haven't seen it yet, but I have"
I told her exactly what I had been thinking and that the time for me to get out would be while we were still friends.
"I don't want you to leave Henry. I know you will never be like Jules and I know you aren't after me for my money. I just don't want to get married. We can live happily together for the rest of our lives Henry and marriage won't make it any better than it is right now."
"Maybe not Tammi, but in the back of my mind is the thought that you won't marry me because there is something wrong with me; something that you don't like and can't or won't bring yourself to mention. I will lie there and fester and eat at me and cause God only knows what and like I just said, I would rather end things while we can still stay friends."
She stared at me for almost a minute and then said, "You are forcing me to do something that I had hoped that I would never have to do. Show you the reason why I can't marry you. Go out to the family room and sit down on the couch and I'll be there in a minute."
"What? Why? I mean why should you need to show me anything."



"Just go and sit down. It will all be clear in just a minute."
I went out and sat down on the couch and a couple of minutes later Tammi came into the room with a travel case.
"I never told you what turned Jules into an abusive drunk. While I said that I knew that you would never be like Jules I meant it from the standpoint of believing that you would never become an abuser, but I do believe that you would become just as disgusted with me as Jules did."
She reached into the travel case and brought out a half dozen VHS video cassettes, turned on the TV and pushed one of the tapes into the player.
"Before I show you this I have to tell you a little story. Once upon a time a poor little rich girl rebelled against her overly controlling and restrictive parents. She was tired of being sent off to the "right" schools and of only being allowed to associate with the "right" people. "Right" being defined by her parents of course. She was only allowed to dress on the proper clothing – again, proper being defined by her parents - and anything that she decided that he liked and purchased for herself that her parents didn't like was confiscated and disposed of.
"This went on for years and might have gone on for several more had not her parents introduced her to her husband to be. They had decided that he was "right" for her and they just naturally assumed that she would accept it as she had everything else. Her mother actually started planning the wedding on the night that the poor little rich girl was introduced to her intended – a man she had never seen before in her life. It was too much for her. The next day she cleaned out her mother's jewelry box and loaded several pawnable items into her car, drove into town, hit half a dozen pawn shops and then took the money and headed west. She did mail the pawn tickets home so the purloined goods could be redeemed.
"She ended up in Los Angeles, fell in with the wrong crowd, started doing drugs and because the poster girl for "Wild Child." She did a lot of things that were a real kick at the time. A lot of it for no other reason than to spite her parents. She eventually came to her senses, came home and healed the breach with her family. She met a wonderful man, married him and life was perfect until she came home one day and found her husband sitting on the couch right where you are now and watching this."
She pushed the play button. A title flashed on the screen, "The Wayward Teen" and it was followed by the credits listing several well know male porn stars and "introducing Sunny Daze." The opening scene was of a young girl standing by the side of the road in a school girl's uniform with her thumb out hitch hiking. A car stopped, driven by Hershel Savage, and the girl was offered a ride. A comment was made by savage that "It's only fair that since I'm giving you a ride you should give me one too." The next scene was Savage driving his cock into the girl who was still wearing her catholic school girl's uniform. T.T.Boy walked in on the too and joined in. The girl had Savage in her mouth and Boy in her pussy when Tom Byron walked in. Then it was Savage in her pussy, Byron in her mouth and Boy in her ass. The girl, Sunny Daze, was Tammi.
"The one you are watching is the mildest of the six. One of them has me doing a gangbang with nine men. One has me with a half a dozen blacks and the others are a mix of me with men and women doing all kinds of shit. In one of them I'm sitting in a bath tub with six men peeing on me while I laugh and rub it all over my skin.
"I'm not proud of what I did. I was drugged up or drunk most of the time, but you will notice that I seemed to be enjoying the hell out of it. That is because I was. The sex crazy woman on that screen is the same sex crazy woman who tries to fuck your eyes out of your head every night we go to bed. That was the problem. The girl on the screen and the girl here in the bedroom are one and the same.
"Jules found the tape when he visited an adult book store when he was in LA on business. After he found the first one he tracked down every video he could find that had Sunny Daze in it. The night I came home and found him watching the tape I thought my marriage was over, but it wasn't that way, at least not at first. Jules thought it was a hoot to have his very own porn star, but the more he watched the videos the more it had an effect on him. He watched me take on two, three or more at a time and saw me begging for more and he began thinking that one man wasn't enough for me. He got it fixed in his head that he couldn't satisfy me by himself and that since I wasn't climbing the walls in frustration or dragging him to the floor whenever I was with him that I must be getting the extra I needed somewhere else.
"He started accusing me of cheating on him behind his back. If I was a few minutes late in coming home it was because I was getting it on with a lover. If he called me at work and they told him I was in a meeting he just knew that they were covering for me while I was out getting a 'nooner.' If I was at home and he called and I didn't pick up right away it was because I had to pull myself away from my lover to get to the phone.
He started drinking and when he accused me of things I told him he was crazy and he called me a liar and hit me. One night he hit me several times and I called the police and they locked him up. He begged and pleaded with me to forgive him and he promised that he would never do it again so I didn't press charges and they let him go. Three weeks later he did it again and then another week later again and I called the police again and that time I pressed charges. The judge was reluctant to give Jules jail time so he gave him a suspended sentence on the condition he go into counseling. It seemed to work and things were good for the next five months and then I had to go out of town to a three day seminar in Denver. Jules called my room a couple of times and I wasn't there so he assumed I was in someone else's room and bed and when I came home he accused me of whoring around and when I denied it he called me a lying slut and then hit me. From there it went on until what happened when he broke into the house."
"Okay, but what has all of that to do with me? Why did you show me that? That is in your past. It was before you met me and it is none of my business any more than what I did before you is yours."
"I had to show it to you. Jules found it by accident and you could have too. I don't want to get married again and go through what I went through with Jules."
"I would never do what he did to you."
"Maybe not the physical abuse part, but what about the disgust part? I know that I'm highly sexed and I know that there are nights when I exhaust you and still want more. You know it too. What will you start thinking when I have to work late and get sent out of town to seminars and conferences? And what about parties and social events? I'm a good looking woman and I attract male attention. How long before you start thinking that maybe I'm slipping off to meet one, two or three of them? How long before you start thinking that since I'm always wanting more I'm out trying to get it?"
"It would never happen because I know you Tammi and you aren't that kind of woman. I know that if I put my trust in you that it won't be misplaced."
"You say that now Henry, but don't forget that Jules was absolutely perfect for me at one time and he changed. You are perfect now, but what you now know can and probably will change you too. If you do and we aren't married we can just walk away."
I just looked at her and shrugged. "Thank you for being up front with me about this, but it doesn't change anything. If anything it just adds one more reason to the list of things that make it necessary to find me my own place."
"One more reason?"
"Yes Tammi; besides the ones I've already mentioned we can now add lack of trust to the list. You don't want to marry me because you don't trust me and I can't live with someone who doesn't trust me."
"Damn it Henry, I don't want you to move."
"Maybe not Tammi, but I think that it will be for the best."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I found a three bedroom condo that I liked, bought it and moved in. I turned one of the bedrooms into a den and home office and settled in. I kept in touch with Tammi and we dated a couple of times a week and the dates usually ended in her bedroom or mine. I guess Tammi found another guy because she started turning me down when I called and asked her out so after a couple of weeks I stopped calling. The condo complex had a pool and an exercise room and I started spending time at both. The complex also had quite a few single women living in it and I met several of them when I used the pool and exercise room. I dated eight or nine, bedded three, but there was no spark between any of us so for the most part we were just friendly neighbors.
One morning I met Carol in the exercise room, asked her out and we dated a couple of times before falling in bed together. Again there was no spark that would lead to a long term relationship, but we did like each other so we ended up seeing each other two or three times a week.
It might have gone on like that for years except one night I came home from spending three hours in Carol's bed to find Tammi sitting on my front steps. I invited her in and after seating her on the couch I asked if she would like a drink and she said white wine if I had it. I got her a glass and then I asked her how she'd been.
"Miserable. Things haven't been right for me since you moved out. When you left you left a big hole."
"It couldn't have been too bad. You did stop seeing me you know."
"Yes and it was a stupid move on my part. As much as I wanted you I still needed a full-time man and dating you a couple of times a week wasn't getting it for me. Since you wouldn't be my full-time guy anymore I decided that I needed to date others to see if maybe I could find one who could take your place. I didn't feel that I could do that if I stayed tied to you even partially. I dated a dozen or so guys since then Henry and I've come to realize that you just couldn't be replaced. I'm here tonight to beg you to take me back."
"A dozen or so guys?"
"Yes Henry, a lot of men and you know my sexual nature so I know what you are thinking and you are right."
She opened her purse, took out a paper and handed it to me. "I had that done when I finally accepted that I was going to have to crawl over here and beg."
I looked at the paper and saw that it was a form stating that Tammi had been tested and had been found to be free of any social diseases. I handed it back to her and said:
"This is kind of awkward."
"What?"
"I guess I'll have to get one of these for you."
"Does that mean you will have me back?"
"I don't know Tammi. If by having you back you mean go back to what we had I don't think so."
"Put any conditions on it you want Henry and I'll accept them. I just want you back."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Tonight I'm picking Tammi up from one of her charity meetings and we are going out for dinner, some drinks and dancing to celebrate our fifth wedding anniversary. As I was driving over to pick her up I thought about the last five years and some of the things that Tamm had worried about. She is still the sexual dynamo that she has always been and she does exhaust me and I know that there have been times – more than just a few I'm afraid – that I have left her wanting just a bit more. I've not become a Jules. I don't doubt her when she says she has to work late and I know that she is behaving herself when she goes out of town.
I'll never say it out loud or even let her suspect that I've even had the thought, but there are times when she leaves me lying on the bed a physical wreck that I almost wish she would stray a time or two and take the pressure off of me.
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Marsha, my wife of twenty-six years, walked into the kitchen and sat down on the other side of the table from me and said:
"Honey, can we talk?"
"That's an odd question. We have always talked. Since when have you ever had to ask me if we could talk?"
She gave me a nervous smile and said, "This is different."
As I looked across the table at her I was thinking of how we had gotten to this point in our life.
++++++++++++++++++++
I met Marsha at my sister's eighteenth birthday party. My parents were pretty open minded and regardless of the local liquor laws they had allowed us to have wine with dinner and when I turned eighteen I was allowed to drink beer in the house. They gave the same freedom to my sister Gail and anyone at her party who was eighteen or older. The only provision was that if you had a beer, even just one, you were not allowed to drive so for Gail's party I got to be the designated driver.
I spent most of the night in my room working on a class project for my Production Management class so I never saw Marsha until my mother called me down to take up my chauffer's duties. As soon as I saw Marsha my heart started beating like a jack hammer, I had instant and major wood and from that moment on I could not take my eyes off of her. Gail noticed and said:
"Down boy, down. She is spoken for and he is a big, mean bastard. Besides, Carol would be pissed."
Carol was my steady girlfriend at the time. I got everyone's addresses and arranged them in a route and then loaded six of them in the car. It just happened that Marsha was the last one to be dropped off and when I pulled up in front of her house she leaned over and kissed me, pressed a piece of paper into my hand and said:
"Call me."
After she was out of the car I looked at the piece of paper and saw that it was a phone number with "anytime after 6" written under it. The next day at exactly six I called the number and Marsha answered. Before I could even say hello she said:
"I said after six, not dead on six. You can be here in ten minutes. I'll be ready."
I had a paper that was due in two days, but it – along with the "big, mean bastard of a boyfriend" – were forgotten as I grabbed my keys and ran for my car. I pulled up in front of Marsha's house and before I could even get out of the car to go up to the house to ring the bell she came out the front door and hurried down the walk. She got in the car, kissed me and said:
"Take us somewhere where we can talk."
I pulled away from the curb and before I had even gone a half a block she slid across the seat and was sitting hip to hip against me. I pulled into the Burger Barn and we went inside and grabbed a table. Once seated she reached across the table, took my hand and asked:
"Did you feel it?"
"Feel what?"
"The spark. I felt a spark the instant I saw you."
"I didn't feel a spark, but I definitely felt something."
"Gail said that you couldn't take your eyes off of me. Is that true?"
"Yes. Yes it is."
"She also said that you had a steady girlfriend."
I kind of looked away from her when she said that and then she squeezed my hand and said:
"Notice that I said "had" and not have." Are we clear on that?"
"You mean..."
"That is exactly what I mean."
"But Gail told me that you have a boyfriend."
"Had a boyfriend baby. You need to get those "H" words straight."
That was the start of my love affair with Marsha. Her 'big, mean bastard' of a boyfriend didn't seem to care that he was replaced and Carol – after spitting in my face – told me that she was getting ready to dump me anyway because I was so boring. By the end of the week Marsha and I were taking advantage of any flat surface we could find.
++++++++++++++++++++++
We had been going steady for almost nine months and one night at the dinner table I asked my father for some advice on buying an engagement ring. After dinner Gail pulled me aside and said:
"Don't get pissed at me big brother, but I have a few things to say that you need to hear. Just remember that we are family and are supposed to watch out for each other. Marsha is my friend and while I might love her like a sister she isn't one and you are my brother and family comes first. I hate to be the one telling you this, but Marsha is a slut."
"What do you mean she is a slut?"
"I mean that she is an easy piece. She has round heels. She is a pushover."
"I don't believe you."
"It is true big brother and I know it for a fact."
"You are wrong. You have to be."
"I'm not. I just said that I know it for a fact and I can say that because I've seen her in action. I've seen her pull trains and do threesomes and foursomes. I've seen her take it in every hole she has."
"You stood and watched?"
Gail laughed and said, "Birds of a feather brother mine. I saw it because I was on the bed next to her and doing the same thing."
"I don't believe it. She wouldn't do that to me."
"I don't know that she has done it since you have been going together, but I do know that she was doing it right up to the night of my birthday party even though she had a steady boyfriend and if she was doing it to him she is probably doing it to you."
"But you don't know."
"Of course I don't know. You think she'd let me know since you are my brother? If anything she would hide it from me."
"So what you are doing is telling me not to get an engagement ring."
"No. What I am doing is giving you a heads up so that whatever you decide will be based on all the information available. Is she true to you? If she is will she stay true to you? I have no idea, but what I do know is what she told me at one of the trains we pulled. I asked her why she did it and she told me that she did it because she loved cock and could never get enough."
"Why do you do it?"
"I told you big brother; birds of a feather."
"You mean..."
"Yeah brother; me too."
Too much information I thought as I headed up to my room.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was blown away by the information about Marsha (and Gail too for that matter). That she loved cock I didn't doubt one bit given the way she went after mine, but there was no way that I would ever believe that she was cheating on me. When would she do it? We attended the same college and we saw each other every day and we spent our evenings and weekends together so unless she was doing it in class I could account for all of her time. Gail might – hell, probably was – right about what Marsha did before me, but the only thing that counted as far as I was concerned was what she did after she started going with me. Still, human nature being human nature, I started keeping a closer eye on Marsha.
Gail's information did have an effect on me though. I held off on the engagement ring. I was two years ahead of Marsha and I was on an ROTC scholarship and that meant that when I graduated I owed Uncle Sam six years of my life; three years on active duty and another three years in the reserve. I would be going off and leaving Marsha behind and based on what Gail had told me there was no way that Marsha was going to wait for me to return. She might wait, but the odds were she wouldn't wait alone.
What was it Gail had said that Marsha told her? She loved cock and could never get enough? Could I come back to her under those circumstances knowing (even if she was waiting) that she had been doing gangbangs and the like? Could we pick up where we left off with me knowing that she was anybody's punchboard while I was away and I would know it because I knew that Gail would make sure that I knew. Or was I borrowing trouble where there was none? Would Marsha stay true? It was something to think about.
But I only got to think about it for three weeks.
++++++++++++++++++
It was the week before spring break. I picked Marsha up for our date and she wasn't her usual perky self. She was obviously down in the dumps and it took me a while to work it out of her.
"I have a problem Frankie."
"So tell me and let's see if we can fix it."
"Remember when I told you not to use condoms because I didn't like the feel of them? I told you not to worry because I was on the pill?"
"Yeah, I remember."
"The pill failed Frankie. I'm pregnant."
"I thought the pills couldn't fail."
"Remember when I had the flu? The doctor says that the antibiotics I took negated the pills effectiveness."
"So what are you going to do?"
"What am I going to do? Not what are we going to do?"
"Yes Marsha, what are you going to do? It is your body, your decision. Have it or don't have it. Have it and keep it or have it and give it up for adoption. It is all on you. I don't come into it until you have made your decision."
"And then what?"
"You have to decide if you want to get married or not."
"Oh no Frankie; I will not trap you into marrying me. I'm the one who told you that you didn't need to use condoms."
"So what? I'm still the one who got you pregnant. I hadn't planned on getting married until I got out of the Army, but if you decide to get hitched I'm here for you."
"Do you want to marry me?"
"To be honest Marsha I haven't given it much thought. Let me rephrase. I want to marry you, but I never expected to. Like I said, I didn't plan on getting married until I've served my three years. I didn't spend much time thinking of marrying you because frankly I didn't expect you to be here when I got out."
"Why would you think that? Why wouldn't I be here when you came home?"
"Three years would be a long time to wait for a woman with the sex drive that you have. The odds are that you would have somebody by the time I got back."
"Thanks for the vote of confidence."
I shrugged and Marsha said, "Back to the problem at hand. I've already decided that that I'm keeping the baby and I do not expect you to marry me unless you want to."
"Then all that's left is to get the blood tests done and get the license."
Two weeks later we were married in a civil ceremony and four months later I left a pregnant Marsha and went off to Fort Knox.
Before I left – it was the human nature thing again – I asked a couple of my buddies to keep an eye on Marsha for me. Bert Ellsworth, Ronnie DuPree and Richie Moore had been my buds since third grade and I trusted them. They knew Marsha's history and they knew that I knew it.
"If she fucks around on me I want to know it."
It was rotten of me and I knew it, but something that Gail had told me stuck with me. "I know she was doing it right up to the night of my party even though she had a steady boyfriend and if she was doing it to him she is probably doing it to you." I didn't think she was, but can you ever be 100% certain of anything? If she didn't cheat on me while I was gone everything would be cool. If she did cheat I would have a DNA test done on the baby and then we would go from there.
I loved Marsha and I looked forward to spending my life with her, but I wasn't going to do it wearing blinders.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I was able to swing leave to be there when Franklin David Brisbee Junior was born, but outside of three day passes and the use of accumulated leave I spent little time with my family. I did a tour in Korea and a tour in Germany and my last duty station was The Presidio in California, but I couldn't get Marsha to uproot and come out to stay with me since I would only be there for the last nine months of my three year commitment.
On my leaves and passes I checked in with Bert, Richie and Ronnie and they told me that Marsha was pretty much a stay at home when she got off work. In addition to the three buds there was Gail and I was sure that I could count on her to fill me in if Marsha strayed.
My home coming almost killed me. Marsha was determined to make up for lost time and I spent most of the first three weeks I was home in bed with her. It was over six months before it dropped from every day and stabilized at three or four times a week.
The next twenty-three years were good ones as Frankie junior got a brother and a sister. The marriage did encounter a few bumps along the way, but then what marriage doesn't. Frank junior graduated from high school and joined the Army. He likes it and says he is going for twenty. Becky graduated from high school and almost immediately got married. She has given us a granddaughter and has promised that the next one will be a grandson. Mike is following in my footsteps. He is in his first year of college on an ROTC scholarship and since he lives in a dorm on campus Marsha and I can be considered empty nesters.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"What do you want to talk about honey?"
"Us."
"Us?"
"Have you been happy with me Frankie?"
"You know I have honey."
"My meals were good and the house well taken care of?"
"Of course they were Marsha."
"Was I good in the bedroom? Did I meet your needs? Did I show you enough love?"
"You know you did honey. I could not have asked for a better wife. What is this all about Marsha?"
"I told you Frankie. Just some things I needed to know. I've spent twenty-three years being a loving and faithful wife and I want to know that I was good for you."
It took a second to hit me. "Twenty-three years? We have been married twenty-six years Marsha."
"I know Frankie. The loving part has always been there, but I'm afraid that I can't say the same about the faithful part."
"Is that what this is about?"
"Yes."
"You have been cheating on me? With who?"
"You don't know them."
"Them? How long has it been going on Marsha?"
"Since last week."
"You just told me that you have only been faithful for twenty-three of our twenty-six years."
"The three years were twenty-six years ago Frankie."
"Do I get an explanation?"
"I tried to be good while you were in the service, but I couldn't do it. I needed sex Frankie; I needed it bad so I played around while you were gone. I stopped when you came home and since then you have been the only man in my life."
"How could you have done it without me finding out? I knew what your history was before you met me and I didn't trust you to behave while I was gone. I had you watched Marsha. I had three of my friends watching you. How could you have pulled the wool over three different sets of eyes?"
She looked away from me and as she did the light bulb lit above my head. "It was Bert, Ronnie and Richie wasn't it."
Still looking away from me she said, "And some of their friends."
"Just how did it happen?"
"Bert came to me and told me what you asked him, Ronnie and Richie to do and then he told me that he could see to it that I got all the sex I needed from the three of them and they would see to it that you never found out. I held out for two months before I called him. And before the week was up I was seven months pregnant and pulling trains and I loved it."
"Then I came home and you stopped and you never did it again until last week? You expect me to believe that after fucking you for three years they just instantly stopped when I got home?"
"They didn't want to, but I wouldn't. Bert tried to blackmail me by telling me that he would see to it that you found out what I'd been doing while you were gone. I told him to go ahead and tell you and when you confronted me I would tell you just who was doing me and that you would probably hunt him down after throwing me out. I never heard another word out of him."
"What happened last week?"
"I didn't mean for it to happen Frankie, honest to God I didn't. You were out of town and so I stopped on my way home from work to visit with a friend. I knocked on her door and it must not have been latched because it swung open. I walked in and heard noises from upstairs so I went up and walked in on a gangbang. She had seven men there and when one of them saw me he said:
"Oh good. Reinforcements have arrived."
"He took my hand and pulled me to him and it was like a switch in my head was tripped and I turned into the whore I used to be. I did all seven, some of them twice and one guy three times."
"And you just had to come in here and tell me this tonight why?"
"Because I loved it. I never realized how much I missed it and I want to do it again. Actually I did do it again two nights later with five guys. They want me to do it again tomorrow night,"
"And you are in here now to tell me that you are going to do it."
"Yes, but that is just part of it. I asked you about all of those things because it was important to me to know that I was a good wife to you. Knowing that makes it a little easier for me to ask you for a divorce."
"A divorce."
"Yes Frankie, a divorce. I can't cheat on the man I love behind his back and I know that I am going to keep on doing what I did last week. I know my saying that I can't cheat on you behind your back sounds strange after my telling you that I cheated on you for three years while you were away, but that was different. You weren't here and I needed it. I know that I'm splitting hairs. I needed it and you weren't here. I am sincerely sorry for the two times I did it last week and I apologize for doing it, I know that you are probably disgusted with me and won't want me around so I have already moved all my things into Becky's old room. I'll try to hurry and find a place so I can get out of your hair. I just want you to know that I love you, I have always loved you and I always will love you."
She got up and walked out of the room leaving me sitting there and staring at her back.
++++++++++++++++++++++
How do you end a twenty-six year marriage that you had no idea was in trouble? I was spared the anger of discovering that my wife was cheating on me by catching her in the act. There were no clues to make me suspicious and cause me to hire a private eye so I could slam his report down on the table in front of her and scream:
"Read that you fucking bitch!"
Nothing at all to cause me to place recorders around the house and tap the phone. Just a simple:
"Can we talk? I'm fucking other men and I want a divorce."
At least I didn't have to take an ego shot. There was no "What's wrong with me?" There was no way I or any other one man could come even close to giving her what five, six or eight men could give her and I knew it. So the marriage would end with a whimper instead of a bang.
The next day I took a half day off work, hit the bank and took half of everything and moved it to a different bank and in an account in my name only. I called the credit card companies and set it up so that the Visa card would be in Marsha's name and the MasterCard would be in mine. I made an appointment with an attorney and then called a real estate agent to come over and give the house a market appraisal. I hated to sell it, but it would be too big to live in alone and I'd be damned if I would let Marsha have it knowing that she would be doing gangbangs in it.
I'd have to get a two bedroom apartment so Mikey would have a room when he was home from college. I probably wouldn't even need an attorney because given the way Marsha dumped it on me I didn't expect any fight. I could probably get some kind of 'do it yourself' kit off the Internet, but then again, better safe than sorry.
The kids were all gone so child support wouldn't enter into it and Marsha and I made about the same money so alimony shouldn't be a problem either. It would be just a simple fifty/fifty split. Was I bitter? Not at that point – I was just numb – but I expected that after a while of sitting alone in an apartment I would start feeling sorry for myself and become bitter.
++++++++++++++++
The next day Gail called me at work and asked me to meet her for lunch. I suspected that Marsha had called her and told her what she had done and that Gail was going to offer me a shoulder to cry on, but that wasn't what happened. After we had ordered she said:



"I'm sorry Frankie. I never meant to be the one to ruin your life."
"What are you talking about?"
"I was sure that the door was closed and locked. My carelessness is what caused it."
"It was you that Marsha stopped to see?"
Gail looked down at the table and said yes.
"You had seven men in your bedroom? What about Bill?"
"He was on a business trip."
"I thought you loved your husband?"
"I do love him Frankie."
"Just not enough is that it?"
"He knows Frankie. He's okay with it. Sometimes he watches and sometimes he participates, but he knows all about it. He was on the phone listening that night when Marsha walked in."
"Unreal" I muttered.
"Don't knock it Frankie; it works for us. Are you going to let her go?"
"What kind of question is that? Of course I am going to let her go."
"Why? You love her and she loves you. And I can promise that she wasn't lying when she said there hadn't been anyone but you since you came home from the Army."
"You say that like you know she cheated on me while I was gone."
"Of course I knew."
"Ad you didn't tell me?"
"Why would I?"
"Because you are my sister damn it."
"I told you all about her Frankie. I told you way before you married her. I even outted myself in the telling, but you married her anyway."
"Damn it Gail; you are family and you should have told me."
"I don't see it that way Frankie. If you were going to buy a dog and I told you not to because the dog had a history of biting people and you bought the dog anyway and then the dog bit you would it be on me or would it be on you? Once you married Marsha I was out of it. Besides, I knew that she loved you and just needed sex while you were gone. Why should I blab and ruin what was otherwise a great marriage. And you know it was a great marriage Frank. You have spent twenty-six years being happier than a pig in the mud.
"Frankly I am amazed that Marsha was able to do it. Her love of multiple partners before you got together and the way she behaved when you were gone made me believe that she would be slutting around on you even after you got home. My God Frankie, she did a nine man gangbang in the second week of her eighth month. Only God knows how she managed to shut it off when you came home. Are you the least bit kinky Frank?"
"What do you mean?"
"Do you have any sexual fantasies at all?"
"Not that I am aware of. Why do you ask?"
"I don't know for sure. I'm wondering if maybe you were to see Marsha in action it would turn you on as much as watching me turns on Bill."
"Oh for Christ's sake get serious Gail."
"I am serious Frankie. Bill didn't have a clue that I was a cock loving slut when he married me. I promised myself that once I married him I would stay true to him and I meant it when I said it, but six months into the marriage he went out of town for a week and I got weak and gave in to my craving for a lot of cock. He came home early from his trip and caught me with four guys. Instead of going ape shit like I expected he dropped his pants and said, "I'm next." Seeing Marsha might affect you the same way."
"Not at all likely Gail."
"What do you have to lose Frankie? You are already splitting up. If watching her doesn't do it for you continue on with the split. It is a chance to stay together Frankie. You love her and I know you do and I know that she loves you. It might be a long shot, but like I said, what have you got to lose?"
"If she loves me so much Gail how could she give me up just so she can be gangbanged by a bunch of assholes?"
"It probably has something to do with getting older. She is forty-six; feeling unattractive and suddenly a bunch of thirty year olds think she is the hottest thing they have ever seen. Add that to the fact that she used to love multiple partners and the combination bowled her over."
"Bullshit Gail. I tell her all the time how desirable and attractive she is and I show her."
"Yes, but she expects it from you. The way she sees it you are her husband and you have to do those things even if you don't want to or mean it. Put yourself in her place Frank. You are on the short side of fifty and all of a sudden a bunch of twenty-five year old hotties are doing everything they can to get you in the sack."
"Won't wash Gail. They could try all they wanted, but I have – make that had – more at home than I needed and I was happier than hell with what I had. No way could I ever have thrown over Marsha for a younger woman or even a bunch of younger women."
"Okay Frank; I just thought it would be worth a try."
I looked at her for several seconds and then said, "If I did do it how would it be done?"
"That would be up to you. You could come in with the others and say you wanted to see what all the fuss was about and take a chair and watch. You could say that since she was your wife you were going to be first and then you could sit back and watch. Maybe you could come in while it was going on and stand of to the side and watch and you might even get turned on and want to join in. Maybe you will be like Bill and like the way she feels after. Bill loves sloppy seconds and maybe you would too."
"I don't like any of those ideas. I don't think there is a prayer of me liking it or of me even being willing to accept it and I wouldn't want Marsha to see me and get her hopes up only to have them dashed if I got disgusted and stomped out. And I don't think I am the type to be in the closet peeking through a cracked open door."
"No need for that. We like to tape some of my trains and we have a see through mirror set up so we can use the camera on a tripod in the other room. You can go in there and watch."
"You have it set up?"
Yes Frank. Marsha is doing it at my place."
"Oh great! And I suppose you will be on the bed next to her?"
"What's the matter big brother? Haven't you ever wanted to see my tight hot body?"
She saw the look on my face. "Okay, just kidding. I'll do my thing in the other room. And Frank?"
"What?"
"I was taping the session the night Marsha walked in."
"You mean..."
"That's exactly what I mean. I'll make you a copy if you want."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I can honestly say that I did not want to do it, but on the extremely remote chance that it might work I agreed to watch Marsha in action. Gail told me that I needed to get there before five so I could get in the room without anyone seeing me.
When Gail let me in she was wearing a robe and a gust of wind came up as she was standing in the doorway and the robe opened just enough for me to see my baby sister in a way I'd never seen her before. Sexy bra with holes cut in it that allowed her nipples to stick through. Sexy black lace crotch less panties, thigh highs and 'come fuck me' pumps. She quickly grabbed the robe and closed it and I pretended not to have noticed anything. I'm ashamed to admit that my baby sister gave me a woodie.
Gail led me to the spare bedroom and took down the picture that covered the hole in the wall opposite the see through mirror. "Make yourself comfortable Frank. There is a cooler next to the bed that has beer and Cokes in it. It will be at least an hour before anything starts. There is a set of ear phones you can plug into the TV set so no one will here noise in here. Lock the door behind me. Guys tend to wander while waiting their turn and we don't want anyone accidently walking in on you. No one knows you are here Frank. No one but me. I'm hoping that you will come out and join us."
I gave her a weird look and she laughed. "What's the matter Frank? You didn't know that little Gail has always wanted to try on her big brother? Come out and join us Frankie. Please come out and join in."
She walked out the door laughing and I got up and locked the door behind her. I was watching "Law and Order: Special Victims Unit" when movement on the other side of the mirror caught my attention. I turned off the TV and got up and walked over to the mirror. I saw Marsha in a dress and heels and Gail in what I'd seen under the robe. Gail and Marsha stripped the bed and Gail got what looked like a plastic or rubber sheet out of the closet and put it down on the bed and then they covered it with a regular cotton sheet.
Gail left the room and Marsha undressed. She stripped down to just her heels and a pair of thigh highs and then she brought her purse over to the mirror. She took out her lipstick and was looking right into my eyes as she did her lips and then she turned and walked back toward the bed as Gail walked into the room with four guys I'd never seen before. One looked to be about my age, but the other three looked to be in their late twenties or early thirties. Just then another guy I'd never seen before walked in and he didn't look any older than my youngest son. Was that the attraction? Young, dumb and full of cum and able to recharge at the drop of the hat? They all undressed.
Gail left leaving Marsha with the five guys and just as I was wondering if they drew straws to see who went first Marsha reached out to the older man and said:
"You're new and I've never done you before so you get to go first."
Marsha sat on the edge of the bed and the man she had chosen walked up to her. His cock was on a level with her mouth and she opened it and he walked his cock right in. After a couple of minutes sucking Marsha laid back on the bed and the guy mounted her. As he slid in another one got on the bed and moved so that his cock was in Marsha's face and she opened her mouth and took it in.
Another man came into the room and started undressing. The guy fucking Marsha came and the guy in her mouth moved down and took his place when he pulled out and another guy moved to her mouth. Three guys had dumped in her cunt and the sounds that came out of the speakers were the "slap, slap, slap" of flesh meeting flesh, the men saying things like "God is she hot" and "the bitch loves to fuck." and Marsha going, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" and "I need cock, harder, fuck me harder."
Then I got a surprise. I don't know why; I guess I should have known it was going to happen. My brother in law Bill came into the room, took off his clothes and then went over to the dresser and got something. He went over to the bed and told the guy fucking Marsha to get her up on her hands and knees and get under her. Marsha looked over her shoulder and saw what Bill had in his hands and smiled as she said:
"Oh yes baby, oh yes. Hurry."
What Bill had in his hand was a tube of KY Jelly and he went to work on Marsha's asshole with KY covered fingers. After several minutes he moved up and began to slide his cock into her ass and she hollered "Oh fuck yes" and pushed back at him. He began stroking into her and when the guy in her mouth came and pulled his cock out she cried out, "Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my as...." And her words were choked off as another cock was pushed into her mouth. The guy under her came and wiggled out from under her and another guy worked his way under her and pushed his cock into her cunt. Bill came and was no sooner out of the way and another guy was buried balls deep in her shitter and then it got repetitious as they played musical holes on my about to be ex wife.
Yes. About to be ex. What Gail had hoped for didn't happen. Watching six guys take turns on Marsha did nothing for me. It was interesting to watch the woman I had loved for so long being a piece of meat – although a very active piece of meat – for a bunch of guys, but it did absolutely nothing for me. That is not really true. It did do something. It turned my stomach. The only really interesting thing came when the guy pounding her ass said:
"I'm damned glad that your husband can't satisfy you. If the dipshit could we never would have got a shot at you."
Marsha fell forward and screamed, "Get the fuck off me you fucking asshole. My husband is more man than you could ever hope to be."
It took a couple of minutes for the group to calm her down and get her going again, but she never would let the guy who dissed me touch her again.
It wasn't a surprise when Gail walked into the room with two guys and get on the bed next to Marsha. I had been halfway expecting it since Bill had walked in. What I didn't expect was the massive hard on that I got watching my baby sister do what Marsha had been doing. I had been beating my meat for about five minutes when she looked into the mirror and winked. I lost it and came all over the wall under the hole in the wall. I wiped my cock off on the bedspread and quietly let myself out of the house.
+++++++++++++++++
Marsha did not fight the divorce. We sold the house and split everything in half and I bought a condo close to work. I left it to Marsha to tell the kids why we were no longer together and I've no idea what she told them, but their attitudes toward me haven't changed any.
Between the time Marsha moved out and the house was sold I took care of some unfinished business. Ronnie had died in an auto accident and Richie had moved out to the west coast, but Bert was still around. I caught up with him at Kelly's Bar and Grille. I smiled at him and went through all of the "long time no see" bullshit and bought him half a dozen drinks. We shot some pool and when he said it was time for him to go I said I needed to get along too. We walked out together and when we got to his car I said:
"You know Bert, I never did properly thank you for having my back when I was in the Army."
He smiled and maybe was going to say something like "Aw shucks bud, it weren't nothing" when I hit him. I broke his nose, dislocated his jaw and when I put the boot to him I broke three ribs and I don't believe his stones will ever be the same again. I grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his face close to mine.
"This is just the start good buddy. This is what is going to happen to you every time I see you and for your information I am going to spend a lot of my free time looking for you."
I didn't want him found lying in the parking lot so I took his keys, unlocked his car and tossed him on the seat and went home. I heard later he requested a job transfer and left town. I dug around till I found Richie's address and I sent him a letter telling him what happened to Bert and the same thing was going to happen to him if he came back to visit and I caught him.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I see Marsha from time to time in the stores, restaurants or at the mall. She smiles and waves at me and I waved back (without the smile), but if she heads my way I turn and go the other way. I've been told that she wants to maintain some type of relationship with me, but I'm not interested. She made her choice and she can live with it.
The divorce brought a few good changes in my life. With no home life to speak of I spent more time on the job and I was rewarded with a couple of promotions. Because of the need for feminine companionship I had to take a closer look at myself in the mirror and I saw that I could use a little work. I joined a gym, took up running, lost twenty pounds and my lover keeps complimenting me on the change. That's right – my lover. I've become something that I never thought I would be. I am a cheater. My lover is married and is seeing me behind her husbands back.
In fact, she is in my bedroom right now and I hear her calling for me. Walking into the bedroom I see her spread out and waiting.
"Good God Gail, you take my breath away."
"Shut up and get over here. I need to be fucked."
I smiled as I started shedding my clothes.
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Mickey was the woman that most men spend their life hoping to find. Great looking in a wholesome girl next door sort of way. A fantastic cook and a baker who won prizes at the county fair each year. She was the adoring mother of three wonderful children, she sang in the church choir, and taught Sunday school classes. She volunteered her services to various local charities, was recording secretary of the PTA and even with all the above going on she still found time to spoil me rotten. But as great as she was my lovely wife had a flaw. It probably wouldn't be a flaw to anyone else, but it was to me. Mickey loved sex, but only sex in the missionary position. Any other position than missionary was degrading to woman. Oral sex was disgusting and only whores did it. Anal sex? An abomination and the practitioners of it would surely go to hell. I, however, was a little more cosmopolitan in my tastes. I'd had oral sex before getting married and I loved both getting and giving it. Anal sex with a woman who liked it could be an exciting rush and I could think of any number of positions that could be sexually satisfying. I spent several years trying to get Mickey to come around to my way of thinking, but to no avail. In short - I was feeling sexually deprived.
I travel quite a bit as part of my job and over the years I'd sampled a lady or two, but the fear of taking home a disease made me put a stop to that. Instead I managed to come up with a steady girl friend in several cities - a sailor's girl in every port kind of thing as it were - and it worked out well for me. I did feel somewhat guilty about it at first, but I was able to rationalize the guilt away. I didn't love any of those women the way I loved Mickey and all I was doing with them was what Mickey had denied me. Shirley gave state of the art blow jobs and she loved the taste of cum so much that she swallowed it and then licked my cock clean to make sure she got every last drop. Angela had the tightest little asshole and she loved taking a cock in it. In fact, she preferred ass fucking to regular fucking and I was more that happy to see that she got what she wanted. Jennifer was a married woman who just loved to fuck, but what she loved even more was to have her pussy eaten when it had cum in it. Mine or her husbands, it didn't matter, as long as I was willing to suck it out of her she promised to be my girlfriend forever. Alice was a twenty-five year old who had been a gymnast in high school and college and she loved to contort her taut body into various positions for having sex. So there I was, sitting on top of the world with all that any man could hope to ask for. Great anal sex in Portland, superb head inn Salt Lake City, kinky cream pies in Denver, energetic and athletic sex in Kansas City and the hottest missionary position sex in the world at home.
A couple of years went by and then one day I was in Kansas City enjoying an evening with Alice when she asked me when I was going to get around to asking her to marry me. That of course had never been part of the plan and I told her that the thought had never entered my mind. "I love my wife and I'm very happy with her. I thought that you understood that all we have is friendly, energetic sex. I like you Alice, I like you a lot and I love spending time with you, but I'm afraid marriage is out of the question."
"Then I guess that you had better go because I thought that what we had was more than that, at least to me it was."
I was saddened to have to give up Alice, but at the same time if that was the way she felt to continue on would do neither of us any good. It was strange, but my breakup with Alice put a little tension in my other affairs. Would Shirley stop in the middle of a blow job and ask me when I was going to leave my wife for her? Would Angela ask me when I was going to give her a ring and finally brand her ass as mine? I was constantly on the look out for some telltale sign that the relationship was going to come unglued. I didn't see anything, but I was always on the alert.
About the same time as I was going through my uneasy phase with my lovers Mickey volunteered to work on a committee that was seeking to help inter city youth find jobs. Like most middle class white men who have had limited experience with blacks I was somewhat leery of letting my wife get involved with them. Not a racist you understand, but just a bit uncomfortable with the unknown. Mickey seemed to like the work and she was always bubbling when she came home and recounted her success in helping this or that young black man in achieving his goals. I'd just returned home from Portland and I wasn't surprised to find the house empty. Mickey would be out volunteering and when she did her parents always watched the kids until she got home. I headed for the kitchen to get a beer and then I planned to sit down in front of the TV, but when I got to the kitchen I found a note propped up on the kitchen table and next to it were two envelopes and videotape. I got the beer and sat down to read the note:
"Welcome home my love. I hope your trip was a productive one. While you have been gone I have been a busy little "beaver" (and yes, the quotation marks belong there as you will soon see) getting ready for your homecoming. I've thought long and hard about how to do this and what I have come up with may seem a little disjointed to you, but I was going for effect. Stop reading the note at this point and pick up the envelope marked A."
I put the note down and picked up envelope A and several photos slid out and onto the table. I picked them up and looked at them and my heart stopped and I had to fight to keep from puking. There were photos of Alice and I enjoying sex in various positions. With trembling fingers I picked up the note:
"Back already? You must have really upset the poor girl for her to decide to send those pictures to me. She said she kept them to masturbate to when you weren't there, but that I was welcome to them since she had no further use for them. You have no idea how upset I was when I saw those pictures. Had you been home I probably would have clawed your eyes out, but you were on a trip to Salt Lake City (Shirley, right?) and I had time to calm down and think about things. When I was done thinking I did a really bad thing. I raided the kid's college fund for money to hire a private detective. You have no idea how expensive that can be what with travel expenses and all, but you are a good provider and with a little hard work and extra effort you can build the fund back up by the time the oldest is ready to go to college. Stop reading the note now and look inside the envelope marked B."
I took a large swallow of my beer and reached for the other envelope like I was moving my hand toward a rattlesnake. It contained the detective's report and in scanning it I noticed that he had missed nothing. The bottom sheet of paper had numbers following headings like Attorney's fees, Shared Assets, Equities, Alimony and Child Support. The amount after the word Total made me wince. I picked the note back up:
"Did he do a good job? I'd hate to think I spent your hard-earned money on a shoddy piece of work. Did you see the last sheet of paper? That's what a divorce is going to cost you, but we aren't at that point yet so let's not rush things. If you followed your usual routine when you got home you went straight to the fridge for a beer. You probably took a sip before you sat down to read the note and I'm guessing that you have been gulping it down since you started reading the note. Stop reading at this point and get yourself another beer (I'm guessing you are going to need it) and then take the videotape into the living room and watch it. Then come back and finish reading the note. No fair reading ahead. I spent a lot of time setting this up so the continuity would flow. Please don't ruin my efforts."
I had a very bad feeling about what I was going to see on the tape and I got two beers out of the icebox. When the picture appeared on the TV screen I was shocked speechless. Never, not even using my wildest imagination, could I have conceived of what I saw. There was Mickey, my thirty-five year old wife, naked on her knees and sucking the cock of a black kid who couldn't have been any more than eighteen or nineteen years old. I sat there stunned as Mickey sucked the boy to completion and I watched as her throat constricted as she swallowed everything that the kid spit out. She turned and faced the camera and smiled. A glob of cum was dripping off her chin as she said:
"Black cock tastes so good."
The scene faded and then a picture came back up on the screen of Mickey on her hands and knees as a different black man, this one around twenty-two or twenty-three, fucked her from behind. She moaned and she cried and she used words that I'd never heard come from her mouth before:
"Fuck me hard honey. Shove it deep. Stuff that hard black cock into my white pussy. Oh yes honey, like that, just like that. Make your white whore cum baby, make me cum."
The scene lasted ten minutes before the black man pulled himself out of Mickey and I saw the cum dripping off the end of his cock. Mickey turned to the camera, smiled and said:
"God, but I do love being stuffed full of black cock."
The next scene was Mickey taking a black cock in her asshole. To make sure that I knew the cock was going into her ass the camera moved in for a close up. That scene also lasted almost ten minutes with accompanying sound. When the black guy pulled out of her ass he got out of the way so they camera could zoom in on Mickey's stretched hole and show the cum trickling out of it. It occurred to me that Mickey was reenacting all the things that I did on my business trips, but that idea was shattered when the last scene came up on the screen. Mickey was going nuts, screaming and shaking, while three black men stuffed all three of her holes. When the man in her mouth came he stepped back and another black man took his place. In all, seven black men fucked Mickey during that scene. One of the most startling things to me was that none of the black men repeated - all ten had been different. I was a shaking, sweating wreck when I burned the TV off and went back into the kitchen to finish Mickey's note:
"Pretty good huh? The guys tell me that I would make a great porn star, make a fortune and have a good time fucking 'bloods' while making interracial porn videos. Depending on how things go it could be an option. Of course Jerome thinks I could do better if I let him pimp for me. He says that there are thousands of 'brothers' who would pay good money for a fine white ass like mine. It is nice to have choices.
Getting even with you is why I did this, but I also had to wonder what was so special about oral and anal sex that you were willing to break your marriage vows when you were out of town. Surprise, surprise, I like it. I still think that those who indulge in anal sex are going straight to hell, but hey, there is so much that will send you there that we are all probably going anyway.
On the plus side, at least for me anyway, is the fact that I didn't lie to you. I told you that I was helping black men achieve their goals and that is just what I did. Did you have any idea that the goal of most young black men is to fuck a white woman? I've helped over thirty of them reach that goal so far.
It is decision time my love. You have my cell phone number. Call me if you want me to come home so we can talk. No yelling, no name calling, just talk about where we go from here. If I don't hear from you tonight I'll know what you have decided and I'll see a lawyer in the morning and get the ball rolling. After seeing the tape I'm sure that you have a good idea of where I am and what I am doing so don't be surprised if it takes a few rings for me to untangle myself and get to the phone. Oh and by the way, even though you are a cheating asshole I still love you and want to stay married to you."
I sat there staring at Mickey's note. I was at an absolute loss as to what to do. Thirty blacks reach their goals? Triple penetrations? Gangbangs? At least one on the tape, how many more? Then anger got me. Threaten me with a divorce will she? Going to wave her private detective's report for all to see? Well we would just see about that! Stupid bitch thought she had it all worked out, but she forgot the tape. The tape that would prove to all her family and friends that she was a nigger loving whore. Drag me into court would she? Well I'd be there and waving that tape for all the world to see. I got up and went into the living room to get it. I pushed the 'reject' button on the VCR and waited, but nothing came out. I pushed the button a second time and then I noticed a slip of paper on top of the machine. I picked it up and read:
"Sorry baby, but I don't trust you not to be mean about this. I had someone standing by to retrieve the tape when you finished watching it."
I shook my head in disgust and headed back into the kitchen. I spent an hour considering my options before finally accepting the fact that I didn't have any. Despite that tape I loved Mickey. I'd never see her again the way I knew her before, but I did love her. I loved my kids and I didn't want to lose them either. The only thing I could do was call Mickey and tell her, no - ask her - to please come home and then sit down and talk things out with her. I wasn't happy with what she'd done, especially the triple penetrations and the gangbang, but I wasn't without fault. God only knew where we would go from there, but it had to start with a phone call. I reached for the phone and punched in Mickey's number. It rang nine times before she picked up.
"Hello?"
"Hello Mickey."
A pause and then "I wasn't sure that you would call." A voice in the background said something and I heard a faint, "Yes, it's him. No Jerome, no, behave now, this is important to me." Then the phone was to her mouth again and she said, "Are you sure that this is what you want?"
"We need to talk Mickey."
"Damn it no Jerome. I said n...oh god, oh god, oh oh oh oh yes yes there right there oh oh oh god Jerome."
Then there were a couple of grunts and a squeal and then a man's voice said, "She'll be home in a little while, but she's my bitch now and you had better get used to it" and then the phone was disconnected. I hit redial and let it ring fifteen times, but no one answered.
It was two hours before Mickey's car pulled in the driveway and a minute later another one pulled in behind her. Three men got out of the second car and followed Mickey up the walk to the front porch. I didn't know what was going on so I made a quick trip to my den and got a few things. I was sitting on the couch in the living room when Mickey came in followed by three blacks. I sat and said nothing as they all filed into the room and then I said:
"I thought we were going to talk."
"We are."
I waved at the three blacks, "You figure that you have to be afraid of me? You need body guards?" One of them sneered at me and I said, "If that's what they are here for you didn't bring enough."
The one who sneered at me laughed, "Shit honky, any one of us is all it would take."
I looked over at Mickey, "Tell them to get out."
"Why don't you throw us out if you are so fucking bad."
"You going to tell them to leave?"
"No. They are here for a reason and when we are done they will leave."
"Then I guess we aren't going to talk after all. Take them and go."
"No."
"Then what are you going to tell the cops when they get here and find three dead niggers on the floor?"
The sneering one took one step forward and I reached behind the couch and brought up the Model 870 pump and pointed it at him. "There's me, three in the mag and one in the chamber. That means I outnumber you five to three - you lose."
Sneering man took a quick step backwards as Mickey said, "Both of you stop this macho bullshit right now."
"No macho bullshit here Mickey. You said call you if I wanted to talk. I called and here you are, but there isn't going to be any talking as long as they are here. Now either get rid of them or leave."
"Okay then, you guys wait in the car until I call you."
The three of them gave me dirty looks and left.
"Was that necessary?"
"No more necessary than your rubbing my nose in it. You made your point with that tape. Did you have to subject me to that phone call and then bring those three assholes here into my house?"
"As a matter of fact yes, I did need to rub your nose in it. I needed to make a point; that point being that things have changed around here. You aren't going to like the changes so I felt the sooner you got a wake up call the better. The sooner you find out the sooner you can make up your mind. I'm not going into how I came to be fucking black men except to say that it would never have happened if I hadn't received those photos from Alice and then followed up with a private detective. That said, you need to know that I've developed a taste for black meat and that while you are on your business trips I'm going to be fucking black men. You can still keep your away ladies, but whether you keep them or give them up I will still be getting fucked by black cocks when you are gone. When you are home you will be the only one fucking me and you will get to enjoy the oral and anal that I used to deny you. This, by the way, is non-negotiable. There is one other thing that is non-negotiable - I'm not through rubbing your nose in it! There is one more thing that has to happen to clear the decks so that we can attempt to put the marriage back together and that is why I brought Jerome, Derek and Bobby home with me. So far I've duplicated everything that you have done while on the road. I've given blow jobs like Shirley, I've taken it up the ass like Angela, and I've been fucked in dozens of positions like you did with Alice. The one thing I haven't been able to duplicate is having cum sucked out of my pussy like you do for Jennifer. I don't know why, but my big, bold black he-men won't go down on a cum filled pussy. That's the last of getting even. The three are going to fuck me while you watch and then you are going to go down on me and clean me out. Once that's done we are square."
"That's it? That's your idea of sitting down and talking? You talk and I sit and listen?"
"No, that's not it at all. Once you have done what I've said we will sit down and talk all night about where we go from here, but first you get to decide whether you want to go from here or not."
"I don't seem to have much of a choice do I?"
"Of course you do. I have no idea about how you feel about me now. That video was pretty stark and it may have destroyed any feelings that you might have had for me. I don't know, only you do. I was hurt by what I found out about you and I struck out to get even. I learned a few things, both good and bad, along the way, but I still love you. I still want to be with you, but it will have to be on my terms. You know what they are and now you get to decide what you want to do. If you decide that you want us to stay together then we will get the painful part out of the way and get on with life. It won't be the life we had in the past, but it still will be life together. Now do I call the guys in or not?"
"Does that one that keeps sneering at me have to be here?"
"Yes he does, but don't pay any attention to him. Jerome has his heart set on my being his bitch, his white whore, and he's pissed that it isn't going to happen. He has this rich pimp image of himself and he thought he was going to make his fortune selling my white pussy to his black friends. I just might let him, at least until I get back the money from the children's college fund, but it is killing him to know that I'll always be your bitch if you want me. He's out there in that car hoping that you will either throw me out or go storming out yourself."



"You would really let him sell you as a whore."
"Why not? I told you I'm going to be getting stuffed with black cock when you are on business trips, why not make a little on the deal? So, what's it to be?"
"None of those wimps will eat a cum soaked pussy?"
"Nope."
"Then I guess I'll have to show them how a real man takes care of a woman. Go get them, but be ready for a long night because after they fuck you and I eat you I want to do something that I haven't done since college."
"What's that?"
"Your tape reminded me that I haven't been to a gangbang since I graduated. You up for it?"
"Sweetheart, I'll dazzle you with the slut I have become. You go get the boys while I run up and put on some sexy heels. Can't have a gangbang without sexy heels" and she took off for the upstairs bedroom.
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I was sitting at my desk at work and looking at my co-workers. There were sixteen of us the large open area. The boss didn't like cubicles; he said that they cut down on employee interaction and he thought it inhibited productivity. I was sitting there looking at the nine men and seven women – there used to be thirteen men, but that comes later in the story – and I wondered if the men were like me and the women like my wife. What secrets were there that I couldn't see? Were the men as clueless as I had been? Were the five married women cheating on their husbands? Were the two single women spreading for some other woman's husband? What brought out that curiosity? That's the story.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Diane and I met during our last year in college. We were both business majors, but somehow in a little over three years we had never had a class together. The first time I saw her was on the first day of Business Strategies. I thought she was a damned good looking lady, but then I put her out of my mind. Not that I didn't think that she would be nice to date, but I was semi spoken for. I had a more or less steady girlfriend and she met my needs just fine and yes I do mean that like it sounded.
Mae and I were 'fuck buddies' pure and simple. There was no undying love and devotion, just a lot of sex. We were never going to get married and we knew it. The reason we were only going 'more or less steady' is because every so often Mae would wander away to try out the cock of some other guy who had caught her eye and when she would tire of him she would come back to me until 'wanderlust' took her again. She wouldn't marry me, even though she claimed she loved me, because she wanted to be free to go after cocks if the mood took her. I wouldn't marry her, although in most respects she was perfect for me, because she would always be dropping her panties for some other guy, but we got along well together so I saw no reason to make any changes until we graduated and went our separate ways.
I had nothing to do with Diane except for nodding hello politely as we passed in the hall or entering or leaving the classroom. Then, about mid-term the class was split up into groups of five or six and assigned projects. Diane and I ended up in the same group. The group divided up what needed to be done to complete the project and Diane and I ended up working together.
We met a few times in the library or school cafeteria and then one day as we were in the library doing some research she asked me if I was doing anything on Friday night and I said I wasn't and then she asked me if I could do her a favor.
"What kind of a favor?"
"I need a date for a party I want to go to Friday night."
"You're kidding me!"
"Why would you say that?"
"Get serious Diane. Guys should be lined up at your door begging you for dates so what is with you having to ask a guy?"
"I don't have a line outside my door. I had a fiancé up until two days ago and most of the guys who know me don't know that Jack and I have broken up."
"And you can't just go alone?"
"I could, but I would be projecting the wrong image."
"And that would be?"
"A woman who couldn't get on with her life and had to dog her ex and look pathetic."
"Tell me what I'm getting myself into if I say yes."
"I caught jack screwing one of my sorority sisters and I threw my ring into his face. Jack will be at the party either with that bitch Cyndi or some other skank. If I am there alone I'll have to put up with Jack's smirk and looks of pity from everyone else there. If I don't go at all the word will go out that I'm all heart-broken. I can't give that asshole the pleasure. I need a date so I can show that he is nothing to me anymore and that I'm getting on with my life with a new beau."
"I haven't even said yes yet and I've already been promoted from date to beau?"
"Please?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
During class and when we worked on our project I'd never seen Diane is anything except baggy pants and loose sweaters and sweatshirts. I knew she was a fox from the neck up, but I was not prepared for vision that came down the stairs when I picked her up at her sorority house. Tight, but not trashy. Nice cleavage, but not enough to look slutty. The skirt was short, but not too short. The heels were high, but not too high. I took in the sight and figured that this Jack guy was an idiot to have been messing with another girl when he had what was walking toward me. I gave the proper 'wolf whistle' and got a one thousand watt smile in return. I gave her my arm and we headed off.
As we drove to the party Diane told me not to be surprised if she hung all over me and I told her to hang all she wanted and I was thinking that if I could parlay this party into several more dates I would be seeing a lot less of Mae.
The party was a typical college bash. A room cleared of furniture to make a dance floor; a bowl of non-alcoholic punch that would be spiked before the party was an hour old and a beer keg in the corner. I noticed a lot of eyes on us when we walked in and I noticed one guy with a look of surprise on his face. I whispered:
"At your four o'clock in the blue shirt."
She looked up at me and smiled and whispered back, "Yep, that's asshole."
We when to the keg and got a beer and then we walked around. I knew a few of the people there and Diane introduced me to a dozen more. We set our beers down and moved out onto the floor. It was a slow number and Diane pulled me close, pressed her tits into my chest and licked my right ear lobe. It sent shivers down my spine and my cock twitched. She felt it and smiled at me.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw blue shirt watching with a scowl on his face. I kept an eye on him and noticed that he made several trips to the beer keg. I wondered if he was trying to drown his sorrows over letting Diane get away or if he was trying to build up his courage to do something. I didn't have long to wait to find out.
An hour after we arrived I saw him chug his beer, put the cup down and head for us. We were on the dance floor swaying to a slow tune. Diane was plastered to me and had her hands on my ass pulling me into her and blue shirt walked up, grabbed Diane's arm and said:
"Come on Di, we're getting out of here."
"Get your hands off of me asshole."
"Oh come on Di? You know it didn't mean nothing. Just some fooling around. Nothing was gonna happen."
"Bullshit! Cyndi was bragging the next day about how she took you from me and she told everybody that you told her she was better in bed than me."
"I told you that it didn't mean nothing. Now come on, let's go."
He grabbed her arm again and I slapped his hands away. "Get your hands off my girl asshole."
"Your girl? In only two days? Don't make me laugh. All she is is a date. She is my fiancé."
"Not the way I heard it. She caught you cheating on her and told you to fuck off and die. And I thank you for that. She wouldn't be my girl now if you hadn't fucked up."
"Bullshit! I know her. It took me a month to get the first kiss and she's your girl in only two days? Again dude, bullshit! She probably doesn't even know your full name. She picked you up for this party to rub my nose in it."
"I told you that I had you to thank for it. She was so pissed at you for what you did that she said yes when I asked her out and she gave it up on the first date. Told me up front that she was only doing it to get back at you and that she was going to let you know about it the next day. Funny thing though; she liked it so much that we haven't stopped."
"No way man. She's not that way. I know her well enough to know that even if she did do you on your first date to get back at me she's too inhibited to keep on doing it."
"Again dude, I've got you to thank for it. If she would have had a decent lover before maybe she wouldn't be my girl now. But again I have to thank you. You never got the job done so it was a big surprise to her when she found somebody to show her how it was really supposed to be. Hell man; once I got past the used part and started touching her where she had never been touched before she went nuts and couldn't get enough. She won't leave me alone and I'm glad because I've never had a woman as hot as she is."
He swung at me and I'd been waiting for it. I blocked his swing, stepped inside and drove my fist deep into his gut and he grabbed his stomach and fell to the floor. I looked down at him and then turned to Diane.
"You have anything you want to add honey?"
"No. He is pretty pathetic. He can't fuck and he can't fight. I don't know what I even saw in him in the first place. I'm well rid of him. I'm horny baby; get me out of here."
Once in the car she asked me why I had said all those things. "I wanted to goad him into taking a swing at me. I was having a good time and I wasn't going to keep on having a good time unless I got rid of him. He would have screwed with us all night if I would have let him."
"But you made me sound like an easy slut."
"So what? After my little speech every man in that room is going to be thinking of you. Your dance card will always be full from now on. You will have to beat the guys off with a stick. You will be able to pick and chose. Just do a better job of it next time."
"What next time? You just told half of the people that I know that I'm your girl."
She slid over next to me and put her hand on my leg.
"He was telling the truth you know. It did take him a month to get his first kiss and another six months before I gave him my virginity."
She put her hand on the hard bulge inside my trousers. "It isn't going to take my new boyfriend anywhere as near as long. My sorority house is out so do you have a place? I'm especially interested in that part about being touched where I've never been touched before."
"That was just talk to crank him up. I have no idea if it might be true or not."
"Then we just have to find out don't we."
I took my time undressing her and I licked and sucked on her breasts and rubbed her pussy until she moaned. I gently pushed her down on the bed and feasted on the sight of her lying there spread out and waiting. As I undressed she said:
"I'm really not this kind of girl. I'm not the kind to give it up this quick. I made Jack wait six months and I thought I loved him. I barely even know you, but for some reason I feel that I have to do this. Can you understand that?"
"No. All I know is that the sexiest woman I have ever seen is lying on a bed waiting for me and regardless of why she is doing it I am not going to waste the chance of tasting heaven."
I got on the bed and began licking and sucking her tits and then I slowly kissed and licked my way down her body, across her flat stomach, stopping to rim her belly button and then on to her pussy. She moaned and pushed her hips up at me and I worked my fingers into her and worked on her. Her moans were louder and her hips drove at my hands and then she stiffened and cried out as my mouth found her 'little man in the boat." She dug her fingers into my hair and pulled me tight to her as she moaned and whimpered. I kept licking and sucking until my cock couldn't stand being inactive anymore. I pulled my face out of her hot pot and moved up. My cock slid into her like a hot knife into butter and she went wild on me. She bucked and thrashed, and pushed and kept crying out and moaning until suddenly she went stiff as a board on me, cried out "OH MY GOD" and started shaking like she had chills and a high fever. One more cry, "Oh fuck! Oh sweet Jesus" and she went limp on me.
I didn't know if she had passed out or what, but I was seconds away from my own release so I kept fucking. Just as I was about a second from cumming her legs came up and gripped me and her arms came up and went around my neck and she moaned:
"Do it! Do it baby; cum in me give it to me cum in me" and I did. I felt her pussy try to grip me and hold me, but I kept pumping until I was too soft to make it go in anymore. I finally pulled out and fell to the bed next to her.
"Oh my God" she murmured, "I never knew."
There were several moments of silence and then she said, "You didn't lie baby. You touched something that has never been touched before. Jack never made that happen. How long before we can go again?"
"On my own? Twenty minutes to a half hour."
"If I help?"
"Maybe ten."
She slid down, took my cock in her mouth and had me ready in five.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When it was over and we were dressing she asked, "I never asked. Do you have anyone special? Am I going to have to fight to keep you?"
"No one special, but why would you want to keep me?"
"You just turned this poor girl inside out and you have to ask?"
"I'm no one special sweetie. Any man who wants to make it good for the woman as well as himself will do the same."
"Doesn't matter. You told everyone that I was your girl and I don't want anyone to think that you are a liar and I can't just drop you and have everyone thinking that Jack was right and that I was only with you to rub his nose in it. There is a small problem though."
"What?"
"Jack was probably doing others behind my back besides Cyndi and after hearing your little speech last night they are probably going to want to see for themselves if what you said was true. Especially the part about touching places that Jack never had. I'm going to have to fight them off right? Or am I?"
"What do you mean by that?"
"It won't do me a lot of good to try and fight them off if what you want is to give then a try."
"Not to worry sweetie. With the exception of Mae I don't have anyone else. I'm usually a one woman man."
"Who is Mae?"
I explained my relationship with Mae to her and then said, "If you are serious about saddling yourself with me I'll tell Mae that we are over."
"Just don't go giving her 'one to remember me by.' You are mine now."
"Yes dear. Whatever you say dear."
"Asshole!"
"Yes dear."
Four months later we graduated and five months after that we were married.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
We decided to wait on kids until we were financially stable and then we set out on our careers. Diane did not like the feel of condoms so she went on birth control pills and backed them up with a diaphragm. We both did well with me rising to district manager and Diane becoming her boss's personal assistant which, as she explained to me when I kidded her about getting a degree just to become a glorified secretary, was as close as you could get to being a vice president without having the actual title.
The only down side to our success was that we both had to travel as part of our jobs. I was gone at least eight days a month visiting the offices in my district and Diane would be gone once or twice a month when she accompanied her boss to meetings or negotiations.
We were close to making the same money and had started saving for a house. On our eighth anniversary we bought ourselves a four bedroom house in a pretty good neighborhood and set a target date for starting our family. On our tenth anniversary the birth control pills and the diaphragm would go into the trash can.
It was one week after our ninth anniversary when it all came apart. Diane was in Pittsburg with her boss and my car started acting up and I took it into the dealer to have it looked at. Rather than rent a car I took a cab over to Diane's office. She had ridden to the airport with her boss and had left her car in the company parking lot. I used my set of keys to unlock it and then drove it home.
Diane and I had different tastes in music so I decided to take her music out of the CD player and put mine in. The CD unit was under the passenger's seat and I opened the back door and took a knee. I pushed the button on the player that ejected the cartridge that held the six CDs, put it on the floor and then slid my music into the slot. As I picked up Diane's CDs I saw something wedged between the driver's seat and the center console. I pulled it out and saw that it was a journal or diary of some kind. I opened it and on the flyleaf I read
"Number 6. May of 04 to......"
I had no idea that Diane kept a diary. This was volume 6 and went back six months to May. I wondered when volume 1 started. I quickly thumbed through the pages and saw that the book was half full. Six months and half full would seem to indicate that the book would hold a years worth so if the other volumes were the same size Diane must have started keeping a diary five and a half years ago, Five and a half years and I didn't know? I debated reading what was there and then said no. It was her diary and her private thoughts and it would have been an invasion of her privacy. If she wanted me to know she was keeping a diary she would have told me.
I went to slide it back where I found it just as a wasp flew through the open door and I swatted at it and dropped the book. It fell to the floor and landed in the open position and when I bent to pick it up the words "pulled out his cock' leaped up from the page at me. I stared at it for a second or two and then I picked it up and read the page. The entry was from the previous Sunday – the day before she flew out to Pittsburg with her boss.
"I was a nasty girl again. We had a barbecue today and had several people over. About two hours into the party we ran out of ice and hubby left to get some more. Ben, the only one of hubby's coworkers we associated with who had never fooled around with me, came up to me as soon as hubby was gone and asked me why I had done things with Dan, Rich and Andy, but not him. I was horny so I led him into the house and locked us in the upstairs bathroom. I lifted my top and bra and told him to suck my breasts. He squeezed, licked and sucked them while I unzipped him and pulled out his cock. I went to my knees and went to work on him with my hands, lips and tongue. He fucked my mouth until he came and then I told him I'd fuck him the next time hubby leaves town"
I knelt there and stared at the page. It had to be a joke! It just had to be. Diane couldn't have done that. She loved me. I know she did. There had to be a reasonable explanation for what I was holding in my hand. She liked reading porn stories on a couple of Internet sites so maybe she was trying to write one of her own to send in. It had to be something like that. It just had to be.
I stood up and went into the house and got a cup of coffee, sat down at the kitchen table and turned to the first page.
"May 2, 08. A good trip to Denver. Donny (her boss) set me up with Marcus and Alan and I came through for the company again. I fucked the both of them into exhaustion and they signed on the dotted line. That makes five closings for me this year already. I'm on track to beat last years nine. Then – "giggle, giggle" – Donny took his soppy seconds."
I moved ahead to August.
"Aug 4, 08. Hubby gone this week. Donny and four of his friends came over to keep me company. My God, I must be a nymphomaniac. I just can not get enough. I wore out the five of them. I asked Donny to bring more with him the next time."
"Aug 5, 08. Went to lunch with Jim Carstairs. An afternoon in room 416 got me a signed contract. I really enjoyed getting that signature. Jim has a nine inch cock – the biggest one I've ever seen. I told him he could call me any time he was in town and I'd find some way to get to him. He gave me his number and told me to call him anytime I was in Salt Lake and you can be damned sure that I will. Nine inches – MY GOD!"
I put the diary in my briefcase, finished my coffee and then headed for work. I had some time mid-morning and I took out Diane's book and opened it.
"Sept 9, 08. I was bad, really bad tonight. I had to work late (well, not really – Donny wanted a blow job before we closed the office) and I called hubby to let him know I'd be late. He said no problem since he had to work late also. I finished Donny and then thought I'd go over to hubby's office and if he was close to being done maybe we could go out for some dinner together. When I got there Hubby was already gone. Rich was still at his desk and he told me that hubby had left half an hour ago (I gave Donny a long, long, long blow job) then he stood up and took out his cock and told me it had been a month since I'd last fucked him. I walked over to hubby's desk, pushed everything to one side, took off my panties and got on the desk. Rich was fucking me hard and I was moaning and telling him to fuck me harder.



I looked over and saw Amos, the colored janitor watching. I'd never had a black cock before so I waved him over and told him to take it out. I opened my mouth and he put it in. I was a little disappointed. I'd always heard that black men had large cocks, but Amos's cock wasn't any bigger that Rich's and it didn't taste any different than a white cock. Rich came in me and then I had Amos take his place. He didn't fuck any different than a white man either. There was a puddle of cum on hubby's desk when I got up and I thought of leaving it there so hubby could look at it and wonder what it was, but decided not too. I gave Amos some tongue and made him promise that what we did would be our secret and that maybe some day we could do it again.
When I got home hubby was in the basement working on one of his woodworking projects and I did a quick clean up job and then hubby and I went to bed and made love. I just love giving hubby used pussy and kissing him after I've had some other man's cock in my mouth and swallowed his cum. I'm just such a bad little slut."
I took the book to the copier and copied all the pages. That night I put the book back where I found it, drove her car back to where I'd picked it up and parked it in the same spot. I cabbed over to the dealership and picked up my car and drove home.
+++++++++++++++
After heating up some leftovers in the microwave and eating I went looking for the other five diaries. I didn't waste any time on our bedroom or the garage because I was sure that she wouldn't hide them in any place where I spent any amount of time and I didn't think she would use the basement storage area because I did occasionally go down there to look for things. I went through the spare bedrooms and even went so far as to take the covers off of the heating vents and cold air returns, but didn't find anything.
You needed to bring in the eight foot ladder from the garage to get up into the attic and I hadn't been up there in years so that is where I went next. The attic is where we stored stuff that we never needed. There was blown insulation between the joists and we had put down 4x8 sections of plywood to make a floor over the insulation. It wasn't nailed down, just placed down so we could stack boxes on top of it. I went through everything and found nothing and I was getting ready to go look somewhere else when something caught my eye. The last time I had been up there all of the pieces of plywood had several boxes stacked on top of them, but now there was one piece that only had two small boxes on it. I moved the boxes and lifted the sheet of plywood and there they were. I gathered up the five books and took them down into the kitchen.
I leafed through the books until I found the one that said Volume 1. The flyleaf said Volume 1, April 99 to May 01. The first entry was April 4th.
"Dear diary. Oh shit! That is no way to start this. There is nothing "dear' about it. What this is is a confessional. I need to tell somebody, but there is no one I can tell without ruining my life. My outlet has to be these pages. Instead of writing it in this book I should be telling it to my husband and begging him for forgiveness, but I know if I told him what happened he would be out the door and on his way to being my ex-husband or possibly on his way to jail. Where to start. Stupid question Di, start at the beginning. Not at the beginning of what happened, but where what led to it began.
"It started when Donny called e into his office and told me that he wanted to make me his personal assistant. I told him no thanks, that I hadn't worked my butt off just to become a glorified secretary. He told me that I wouldn't be doing the work of a super secretary. He wanted some one to handle negotiations when he wasn't around; some one more familiar with the cost and control end of things to help keep him from giving the store away and blah, blah, blah. The job paid a third more than I was making so I took it.
"The first six weeks were okay. I flew to Detroit, Miami, Atlanta and Kansas City with him and sat in on contract talks. Twice I stepped in and saved him from making a huge error on costs and once he had to leave and fly back to handle an emergency and I ended up finishing the negotiations and getting the signed contract. I was on top of the world. Then came the trip to Philadelphia. We spent the day talking with the people from Tentron and that night Darrel, Sam and George from Tentron took us to dinner. We stopped at the hotel bar for a couple of drinks and someone, probably Donny, put something in one of my drinks. I woke up with Sam eating my pussy and Darrel and George sucking on my breasts. I was confused and didn't know what was happening and by the time I figured it out Sam was fucking me. Between Sam eating my pussy and the other two working on my breasts I was on fire and I gave into it and all three fucked me. It was one right after another and I never got a chance to come down from my orgasmic high until they were done with me. Darrel and George had me twice and Sam took me three times. The next afternoon the boys from Tentron signed the contract.
"It was a set up from the start. Donny explained it to me. Sam had seen me when he had visited our plant and he told Donny that for a night with me he would give us all of his business instead of what we had. Donny thought he was joking, but Sam assured Donny that he wasn't. Since Tentron's business would be worth six million a year to the company Donny said he would find some way to make it happen. The promotion to personal assistant was just to get me where I could travel with him on company business. Donny had taped the whole thing and told me that I was going to spend the night with Sam and that I had damned well better treat him right if I didn't want the tape to go public.
I hesitated and he said by public he meant my mom and dad and all of my other relatives, neighbors and so on. If I could have talked to hubby I know I could have convinced him that I didn't do it on purpose, but Donny didn't give me the time to call Henry. He told me that Sam was upstairs in room 412 and was expecting me in five minutes and told me that if I wasn't on my way up in three I could get my story ready for my mother. I couldn't let my mother see me with a cock in my pussy and one in my mouth. It wouldn't matter if she believed my story or not I could not, just could not let her see that tape. Donny told me not to whine about it. He said I was making great money as his PA and since I was pretty much responsible for getting all of Tentron's business I was going to get a sizeable bonus. I spent the night with Sam and in the morning Donny told me that the next night was his. Just that quick I became the company whore."
Apparently Diane only made entries when she cheated on me because the next entry wasn't until the middle of May
"May 16, 2001. The trip to Baltimore this week cemented my new relationship with Donny. He gave me to Phil from Argus Industries and I was Phil's fuck toy for two of the three nights we were there. The third night was Donny's. Between the trips and the fucking on the couch in is office Donny is getting almost as much as my hubby. I HATE IT and I promise myself that I'm just going to lay there, but once it gets started I can't seem to play dead. I always end up getting into it. I feel so guilty afterward. I do get back at Donny a little. When he comes in my mouth I always spit it out into a tissue. It isn't much as revenge goes, but at least it is something."
"June 7, 2001. "I've was given my wings. I was sent solo to San Diego to negotiate with Spencer Aeronautics. A day of talking, a night of fucking, another day of talking and another night of fucking and I closed a deal worth 1.4 million for the company. I hate to say it, but I am beginning to enjoy the variety. I've had short fat ones, long skinny ones, two long fat ones and two that made me want to laugh."
"June 15, 01. Today I did an evil thing. I am ashamed of having done it to the man I love, but at the same time it was a major, major turn on. Jared (Spritzer and Company) had me call my hubby while he was fucking me. I was actually telling my hubby that I loved him at the exact instant that that Jared came in me. I have to make it up to hubby. Maybe I can find some way to give him my ass. He has always wanted it, but I've always said no. It is only a matter of time before some one I have to fuck for the company will insist on having my ass. It is only fair that my hubby gets it first and not after somebody else has it."
So that's why she finally gave me a trip up the Hershey highway. She told me that it was because all of her girlfriends did it and talked about it over drinks so she decided to give it a try. The only reason I wanted to try it is because I had never done it and I was curious and wanted to see what it was like. It was okay, but nothing to whine over if I couldn't have it and I didn't think Diane liked it at all, but as I read on I discovered otherwise.
"Aug 12, 2001. A four day three night trip to Chicago. The fucking usual. Talk all day and fuck all night. Myron on Monday night, Al on Tuesday and of course Donny had to get his on Wednesday. I'm so sick of it, but Donny has made it clear that quitting the job will trigger everyone finding out just as a refusal would. Only good part was that Al is an ass man and he fucked my butt three times before we dressed and went to breakfast. I like it so much. I wonder why hubby hasn't wanted to do it again?"
Probably my unfaithful whore it was because I never knew. If you liked it so fucking much maybe, just fucking maybe, you should have let me know. You just moaned and groaned. How was I supposed to know it wasn't from pain instead of pleasure? I tossed the book aside, went and took a whiz, got a beer from the fridge and came back. I leafed through volumes 2 and 3 and it was just more of the same. I picked up volume 4 and about halfway through it I noticed a change. Diane was getting more descriptive. Volumes 1, 2, 3 and the first half of 4 were just simple "I went to __________, fucked__________, got the contract and Donny got his sloppy seconds" but in the second half of volume 4 things started to change.
"Nov 9. Des Moines this time. Another solo trip. My meeting was with Archie Moore from Spacik Manufacturing. When we broke for lunch Archie told me that he had talked to Donny before I got there and Donny had told him that I would "sweeten the pot." I told him that our prices were competitive, our quality control was unsurpassed and our reputation for meeting shipping dates was the best in the industry, but I could show my appreciation for a signed contract. He told me he would sign as soon as we returned from lunch. I had expected to be there two days before getting a signature if I even got a signature.
"Archie had a very nice cock. It was a little shorter than hubby's but it was almost twice as fat. And it did have a nice plum sized head that was very sensitive. He went nuts when I licked it. He liked to eat pussy too and he was very good at it. He did me missionary first and then we went into a sixty-nine to get him ready again. Doggie the second time and then more of the magic number. Third time I rode him cowgirl. He nailed me again the next morning when we woke up. He wanted my ass, but I wouldn't give it to him. His cock was just too damned fat and while I do so love my butt plugged I didn't want the pain that taking his huge cock would give me. I told him maybe next time. I had figured on being there two days and two nights so 'next time' turned out to be that night. He kept after me for my ass so I told him he could have it, but only if he worked on it long enough with KY and fingers to get it open enough that his fat cock wouldn't kill me or tear me.
It WAS FANTASTIC!!!!
I had never been so full and I came and came and came. He came and we washed his cock and I sucked him hard and he went right back into my ass. Four times! It was the first time that I fucked all night and never had a cock in my pussy. Mouth and ass only. For the first time I was glad that hubby didn't seem to want my ass. If he had wanted it when I got home he probably would have been able to put his fist in there."
"May 6. Andy told Rich about doing me on hubby's desk and Rich called me and said he wanted some too. I laughed at him and he told me I wouldn't be laughing after he told hubby about me and Andy. I met him after work and he took me to a Motel 6. He had to settle for some head and one quick fuck because I needed to get home. He told me that I had better find some time to treat him right or I'd be sorry. God! Will this never fucking end?"
++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't going to bother reading volume 5 since I figured that it would just be more of the same. I was leafing through the pages though when something caught my eye. About ten pages into the book in big, bold underlined letters was "I'M FREE! THANK GOD I AM FREE!!
"Dec 4. I'm free, thank God I am free. John, Donny's father and the owner of the company called me into his office and then told me to close the door which I thought odd because he had never had a closed door meeting with anyone in the entire time I had worked there. He told me that it had been brought to his attention that I was performing unethical business practices to get business and he would not allow it to continue. He was sorry, but he couldn't have anyone like me representing the company that he had spent his life building and he was going to have to let me go. I should have been relived that I had a way to leave where Donny couldn't follow through on his threat. He couldn't hold it against me for going if his father fired me. But I got indignant. No way was I going to take the heat that his son caused to be put on me. I told John the whole story from the first time up to the last and why I'd had to do what I had done. He was shocked, but not overly surprised. He either knew his son well enough to know that it was something Donny would do or well enough to know that Donny would say:
"Who me? Bullshit. She's just trying to save her job by lying."
He called Donny into the office and before Donny could say a word John told him that he wanted everything that Donny was using against me on his desk no later than three that afternoon. Tapes, photos, originals, copies, whatever, on his desk by three. I guess from his father's tone Donny knew to keep his mouth shut and just do it. He left and then John apologized for his original attitude toward me. He told me to came back and see him at three-thirty.
At three-thirty he handed me three video tapes and five CDs. He told me that he was moving Donny into production and asked me if I would like to have Donny's job. I would have loved to have Donny's job, but I had to turn it down and explain why. In Donny's job I would be dealing with the same people Donny was forcing me to sleep with and they would expect more of the same treatment. If I didn't provide it I could cost the company the business that I had previously brought in. John said he saw my point and asked me what job I would like. I told him Accounts Manager and John told me to consider it done.
Sorry dear diary, but this is my last entry. I destroyed the material that John gave me and now I can get on with my life."
+++++++++++++++++++++
But it wasn't her last entry.
"Mar 6. Damn, damn, damn and fucking God damn! John had a fatal heart attack and now Donny sits in the big chair. He called me into his office and turned his lap top to where I could see the screen and asked me if I had fond memories of it. It was me being fucked by Darrel. Donny laughed and asked me if I was really so naïve that I believed he had given his father anything but copies of what he had on me? Then he told me to lock the door and then crawl over to him and suck his cock. I am the company whore again."
The next forty pages were more of the "I flew, I talked, I fucked' variety with flat descriptions of who and how. The big change came in the second week of June.
"June 16. I hadn't made a trip in three weeks and I was restless so I told hubby I would be gone on a one night trip and I went out to the airport and sat in the hotel bar and waited for some one suitable to pick me up. It was almost forty minutes before some one I thought I could be interested in hit on me. We talked and I told him that I was in town overnight on business and he said he was in the same boat. Two drinks later he asked me if I would like to join him in his room and I said yes, took his arm and told him to lead the way. We sucked and fucked until we got tired and then we slept until morning and when we woke up we sucked and fucked until he had to leave to catch his flight home. He gave me his cell number and told me if I was ever in Kansas City to give him a call and I told him that I would. And I will. His cock was the perfect size for pounding my butt hole.
"I don't know what is wrong with me. I just can not seem to get enough strange cock any more. I'm getting to where I love getting fucked by men other than my hubby. I always feel guilty afterwards for what I've done to my hubby, but I can't seem to stop. I love him to death and he deserves so much better than a whore like me.
++++++++++++++++++++
For the next six months she serviced over fourteen different men as she flew around negotiating for her company. Twice she picked up strangers in the bars of the hotels she stayed in. At her company Christmas party she slipped away for a quickie with Donny and at my company Christmas party she managed to slip away four times and give Andy, Ben, Rich and Dan their Christmas gifts.
After that she started doing two or three others to every one customer she did. On my trips she was having men over to the house; sometimes one, sometimes two and some times lots more. Twice she did the four assholes from my office all at the same time and once she had my cousin Tom over for the night. According to the diary entry I was on my district swing and he dropped by to borrow my cutting torch. He was used to just walking into the house and when he did he caught Diane bending over the back of the couch taking Donny up her ass. She told him to bring his cock over to her mouth and then he could take Donny's place in her butt when Donny was through. According to the diary he had hesitated a moment or so before taking out his cock and stepping forward.
As I sat there and read that I was pissed. He was family for fucks sake. He should have called her a sorry assed whore and then called me on my cell and filled me in, but even as I had that thought I knew better. If I had walked in on a stone fox like Diane getting fucked and she had invited me to take the open hole I can honestly say that I probably would have. But, I told myself, I would have called and confessed after it was over. Or maybe that was just me being high-minded.
The one thing that I never understood was how she could be putting out so much and still be fucking me to death. I saw no loss of love and affection and even though I knew from her journals that she got a huge kick out of coming to me after one of her lovers it did not seem to affect her love for me one little bit. According to her diaries, which she knew I would never see, she loved me to death and did not do it to demean me by it. She did it because it turned her on so much that she was able to (her words) "Rock my hubby's world."
It might not have affected her love for me, but I was afraid that I couldn't say the same.
I took her journals with me to work the next day and copied them and then I put them back just the way I'd found them.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Diane got home I did my best to act normal. Diane's diaries wouldn't mean shit as evidence because she could claim that they were just her fantasies put down on paper and that she never really did any of those things. If I tried to use them in court against her as part of a divorce she could even claim that they weren't even hers at all and that I had made them up.



Fortunately there was a way and Diane's freewheeling sex life would make it easy. A half hour conversation and a check for three thousand dollars got the house wired for audio and video by Absolute Investigations and then all I needed to do was wait for my next trip to visit my district.
Diane made two trips during the wait, but I didn't get to read her diary entries. On both trips I went over to where her car was parked, but the diary wasn't there. I guess she took it on her trips with her and I had just gotten lucky that she had forgotten it the time that I found it.
When she was home I acted as though there was no problem and our life was fine, but I guess I wasn't as good an actor as I thought. I wasn't proud of myself and it was pretty underhanded of me, but I wanted a look at the latest entries in her diary. I dissolved two sleeping tablets in the wine she drank for dinner and after doing the dishes she took me to the bedroom and did her best to destroy me. When she fell asleep I waited half an hour and then shook her to see if she would wake up. She as totally zonked.
I went out to her car and searched it but the book wasn't there. I came back into the house and checked out the suitcases that she used on her trips and found nothing. Then I noticed her makeup case and that's where I found it. She had made a slit in the lining of the lid and pushed the book into it. There were nine entries since the last time I read it. All fairly descriptive, but still the "I flew, I talked and I fucked" type entries, but the last one surprised me. She described her two evenings with a guy named Barry and ended the entry with:
"Something is wrong. Hubby has been acting funny lately; almost as if he suspects something. Have I slipped up somehow? I've looked back and I can't think of anything I might have done to get him thinking bad thoughts. I wish I knew for sure. If he knows I'd like to end things on my terms. Tell Donny to fuck off and die and let him out me to everyone. Everyone would find out anyway if hubby knows and dumps me. Damn it! I don't want to lose him. I got into this mess to keep him from finding out and leaving me. Shit! Shit! Shit!"
I tucked the journal back where I'd found it and then went to bed.
The next morning at breakfast Diane asked me if anything was wrong and I asked her why she'd asked. She told me that she had noticed that something was bothering me. Given as many lies as she had been telling me I didn't feel the least bit sorry for lying to her. I told her that another company was trying to take over my company and that if it happened I would probably lose my job. She told me not to worry, that she made enough to carry us until I could find something else. Then she said that the important thing was that we would always have each other and that was all that counted. If she really meant that she was in for a huge let down when I lowered the boom on her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
My travel week came up and she kissed me goodbye and told me that she would eagerly be awaiting my return. She told me that she would be so horny by the time I goy back that I might not survive the weekend.
It was bad.
Seeing her on Monday night with Donny had me wanting to kill him with my bare hands. Tuesday it was Ben from work. Wednesday it was all four of the assholes I worked with and I saw my wife with a cock in all three useable holes at the same time. She could write in her diaries all she wanted that she hated herself for doing it, but it was obvious to me that when she was doing it she was loving every second, every touch, every thrust and stroke, every kiss and every mouthful of cum she swallowed. There was on bright spot for me. Andy had his cock in her mouth and he said he was sure glad I couldn't take care of her in bed or he never would have gotten a taste and Diane bit his cock. He screamed and jerked his cock out of her mouth. She told him to get the fuck out of her house if he was going to bad mouth me.
"There isn't a damned thing wrong with the way he takes care of me in bed. It isn't his fault that I love to fuck and need it when he isn't around."
Did it turn me on? Yes it did, but stronger than the sexual turn on was the rage I felt toward Diane and all the men I watched use her. I promised myself that I would get even and my getting even would not be painless as far as they were concerned. The men anyway. I didn't think it was in me to ever physically hurt a woman; not even Diane regardless of what she did to me. But I would hurt her. She couldn't bear to lose me? She didn't know it yet, but I was already gone.
Diane would be on the back burner for a while. I intended to settle my debt with the four assholes I worked with before letting Diane know she was busted. Donny would get a temporary free ride. Diane was going to need a job when it was over so I had to leave him in place until Diane didn't need him anymore and then he would get his.
++++++++++++++++++++
The problem facing me was that there wasn't any way I could go after Dan, Andy, Ben and Rich one at a time. As soon as I did the first one the others would be on alert. I was going to have to go straight at them as a group, but how to do it? I spent a good week thinking about it and no matter what I came up with I saw me going to jail as the end result. Then I got to thinking about that. What did it matter if I spent some time behind bars? Once I took care of the assholes I would have to quit my job anyway since there was no way I could ever work with them again. If I was in jail Diane would know she was the cause of it and that might make her lose sleep.
But it could go the other way also. Dan and Rich were married and Ben was engaged to be married and they just might keep quiet to keep their women from finding out. Andy was single, but maybe the others would put pressure on him to keep his mouth shut. I decided that I needed to just say "Fuck it!" and do it and let the chips fall wherever they fell.
I flew to San Diego and bought a used two door Pontiac under an assumed name and drove it home. I did some work on it to get it suited for the role it was going to play and then I went after "the gang of four." I picked Andy to approach since he was the one who seemed to think I couldn't handle Diane and would therefore be more likely to think of me as a wimp. I told him that I had a personal problem I thought he could help me with and I asked him if he would have lunch with me so I could talk with him about it. Over lunch I hemmed and hawed and finally told him that I'd long had a fantasy of watching Diane being gangbanged. I told him that I had finally gotten her to agree to do it at least once. I told him that I had seen the way he had eyed her at company parties and picnics and then I asked him if he would be interested in helping me out. I could read it on his face.
"You poor wimpy bastard. You talked her into doing it once? God are you clueless."
He said he would love a shot at Diane and then I asked him if he could find three more guys. He told me no problem, that there were three more guys at work who would jump at the chance and that the four of them talked about how hot Diane was every time they got together around the water cooler. Then he asked me if I could handle working with four guys who had just fucked my wife. "I already am you asswipe" I thought to myself as I told him that I didn't expect any problems since if it went right I would probably join in and if Diane liked it we would do it again as often as we could. He told me he would sound out the others and get back to me.
Next morning he told me that he had talked to Dan, Rick and Ben and that they were all for it. I told him that I wanted all four of them to go to lunch with me so we could work out the details. At lunch time I told them all to get in my car so we could talk on the way to the restaurant. I headed away from downtown and Dan asked me where I was going and I named a place just outside of town and told him I had coupons for buy one lunch and get one free. I told him the least I could do was buy them lunch for doing me the favor I had asked of them. In my rear view I saw Ben look at Rich and smirk.
Just outside of town I pulled into a rest area and told Andy who was sitting in the front with me to open the package on the seat next to me. He opened it and found seven sets of handcuffs. He looked at me and saw the gun I was point at him. I told him to keep two pair and hand the rest to Ben in the back seat. He asked what I was going to do and I told him I was going to cuff all four of them and he said:
"Fuck if you will!"
I shot him in the leg - actually it just cut a furrow on the top of his leg – and then told him the next one would be in his chest if he didn't do what I told him. I don't know who voided himself in the back seat when I fired the gun – maybe they all did – but the car started to stink real bad. Andy hurriedly handed the cuffs back to Ben and I told Andy to put a set of cuffs on each wrist and then hook the other ends to the rings welded to the floor in front of him. When Andy was cuffed the way I wanted him I told Ben to cuff his right wrist to the ring on the floor in front of him and then cuff his left wrist to Dan. I told Dan to cuff his left wrist to Rich's right wrist and then I told Rich to cuff his left wrist to the ring on the floor There was some resistance to what I wanted done until I fired a round between Ben and Dan's heads and then it was cry and whine and "I'm sorry. I know I shouldn't have" as it began to occur to them what it was all about.
I checked to make sure that they were all locked down in the way I wanted and then I started the car and drove out into the country to a place I had already picked out and then I pulled over and parked. They were all babbling shit like "please don't hurt me" and "I'm sorry." I got a "You'll never get away with this" from Andy and I laughed and told him that I didn't expect to get away with it, but I did expect to get even. I told them that the pain they were going to experience was the price of stabbing me in the back.
I looked them over for a bit and then said, "I couldn't make up my mind whether to send the car off of the bluff at Steven's Lake so you would sink into sixty feet of water or douse the car with gasoline and set fire to it. I am leaning more toward fire than water because fire will cause you more pain longer. It won't matter much either way because I bought the car out of town using a false name so finding the car on the bottom of the lake or burned up on the side of the road shouldn't lead them back to me, but even if it does I don't care as long as I get even with you bastards.
They were all yelling, begging and pleading with me as I poured gas all over the car from the five one gallon cans that I'd had in the trunk. I took a small black box with an antenna on it and set it on the gasoline soaked seat.
"This is a remote detonator and you have until I ride the bike I've stashed in the bushes over on the other side of the road into town. I expect that it will take me about half an hour. That will give you enough time to tell each other stories about how much fun you each had with Diane." I laughed and said, "Since you all had such a hot time with my wife I think it is only fitting that I give you a hot time too. Once in own where everyone can see me and give me an alibi if I need one I will place a call to this detonator with this phone" and I showed them the throwaway phone I'd bought at Target.
"That call will trigger the spark that will ignite the gasoline that will turn you all into 'crispy critters.' I'm leaving now so you have about half an hour to remember all the good times. You all have fun now, hear?"
I smelled the shit as one or maybe all of them let go as I closed the door, crossed the street, got the bike out of the bushes and headed toward town where I would dump the bike and grab a cab back to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Once back at work I walked into my boss's office and told Chuck I was quitting and then I told him why. He asked me to stay and told me that he would get rid of the four assholes. He told me that Andy was the only one worth a fuck and that he would transfer him to another office in another state and would fire the other three for poor performance. I told him that if he could make that happen I would be glad to stay. Then he asked me where they were and I told him where I had left them and in what condition.
"Right now they are sitting in their own shit and piss and waiting for that little black box to take the call."
"Are you really going to make that call?"
"I laughed and said, "The box has a wire coming out of it that looks like an antenna, but all the box has in it is a digital wrist watch with the alarm set to go off every four hours. I expect that they will go nuts every time the alarm goes off just knowing that it is the signal that is going to be the end of them. The four of them will be sitting there in their own waste until someone comes along, finds them and does something to set them free. With any luck it will be days."
Then I asked for the rest of the week off as vacation and he told me to take off.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting on the couch watching TV when Diane came home. She came in the house, saw me sitting there and since she always got home before I did she asked me if something was wrong.
"No. Just decided to come home early."
"What are you watching?"
"A pornographic documentary."
That doesn't sound like something you would do."
"Doesn't it? I've been spending a lot of time with porn lately, but watching this is better than reading it."
I reached down and picked up the box that was on the floor and set it on the coffee table and said:
"Here, you might find them interesting."
She walked over and looked in the box about the same time she noticed what was on the screen.
"Oh my God no!" she cried. I turned the box over and dumped all of her journals onto the coffee table. She looked like she was going to say something and I said:
"Don't bother Diane. No, you can't explain. Yes, it is exactly what it looks like and I do not want to hear the words, "But I love you and it was only sex with them" come out of your lying mouth."
She sat down in the chair opposite me and tears were streaking down her cheeks when she asked:
"What are you going to do?"
"Nothing."
She visibly brightened and said, "Oh thank you baby. I'll make sure that you are never sorry" and she got up and came toward me.
"Stay the fuck away from me you lying piece of shit. I said I wasn't going to do anything and high up on the list of things I'm not going to do is touching you or having anything to do with you. We will live in the same house, but it will be as roommates sharing expenses. If I cook I'll make enough for you, but otherwise you are on your own. Just stay the fuck away from me and don't you dare speak to me unless spoken to or it is an emergency. You get to keep the master bedroom because I don't want to sleep on the bed you betrayed me on."
I got up and started to leave the room, but stopped and turned to her and said:
"One last thing. You ever bring another man into this house and I find out about it I'll take a knife and scar your beautiful lying unfaithful face for life" and then I went upstairs to the spare bedroom I'd moved my things into.
++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning I went for my three mile run, came home, showered and dressed for work and then found that Diane had fixed breakfast. I ate it in silence. Diane looked like she wanted to say something, but the look on my face stopped her before she started. She finally got up and dressed for work. I wondered how her day with Donny was going to go. Would she tell him that they were busted or would she take the fact that I'd said I was going to do nothing and just continue on with what she had been doing. Maybe the journal hidden in her travel case would tell me. She wouldn't know that I knew about that one. If I had she would have expected it to be among the ones I'd dumped on the coffee table.
After she'd gone I checked the three local TV news channels to see if there was anything on 'the gang of four' but there was nothing. There wasn't anything in the morning papers either and I wondered if they were still there.
I spent the day doing what I thought needed to be done. I went to the bank and opened new savings and checking accounts in my name only and then took half of everything out of our joint accounts and moved it to my new ones. I went to safe deposit box and took out the nine certificates of deposit and paid the penalty for cashing them in early and put that money in my new checking account. I called all of our credit card companies, got balances and then arranged for wire transfers to pay them off in full. I changed two of them to my name only and left the other three in mine and Diane's name and then I took half of the CD money left after paying off the cards and put it into our joint checking account.
Then, being just a bit curious, I called work and asked the receptionist for Andy and was told he wasn't in that day. I asked for Ben, Dan and Rich and was told they weren't there either. I smiled at that. Hopefully they were still sitting in that old Pontiac waiting for it to go BOOM. I asked for personnel and when I was connected to Debbie I gave her the information she would need to make sure that my paycheck which was on direct deposit got to the new account.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting at the kitchen table when Diane got home. "Not working late?" I sarcastically asked. "Not sticking around after everyone else was gone to give Donny a blow job?"
She started to say something, but I held up my hand to indicate she should stay quiet and then I pointed at the chair across from me and told her to sit. I slid a piece of paper across the table to her and told her to look it over and tell me if I'd missed anything. I'd listed all of the monthly household expenses, house payment, utilities, auto insurance, a rough estimate of what we spent on groceries and the like. I was pretty sure that I'd gotten everything. She looked at it, figured out what it was and told me she couldn't see that I'd missed anything. I told her what I'd done that day and that she needed to decide what to do with the three remaining credit cards and contact them. I told her that she needed to set up her own bank accounts and that the money left in the joint account was her half and she needed to move it.
"The joint checking account is now the household account and will be used to pay all of the utilities, taxes, house payments, insurance and other household expenses. Starting with your next paycheck you will be responsible for depositing half of the figure on the bottom of the sheet you just read, plus an extra one hundred dollars to cover any emergencies, into the household account."
She got a bit of a smile on her face when I told her that I'd broken up the household duties between us. I passed her another sheet of paper where I had listed everything and told her to review it and let me know if she wanted to make any adjustments to it. On it I had listed the parts of the house we would each be responsible for cleaning. She would do the laundry one week and I would do it the next. I would cook one week and she would cook the next. If either of us was not going to be there to cook on our assigned night we needed to give the other party a days notice.
She read the list and then told me she would rather do her own laundry and I told her in that case I would do mine and that included sheets and pillow cases so she would have to do hers. I could see that she wanted to say something, but I guess she decided that it was not the time to possibly make matters worse.



Since I had gotten home early I had prepared dinner so I got up, fixed myself a plate and sat down to eat. Diane said she wasn't hungry and she got up and went up to her room. I cleaned the dishes and then sat down to watch the evening news. Still nothing on the four assholes. I watched the Discovery channel for a while and then went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++
The next morning I checked the TV and the paper, but saw nothing on 'the gang of four' so I ate breakfast and then drove out and saw the car still parked where I'd left it. I did a u-turn and went back to town and found a pay phone. Disguising my voice I called the police. I told them that I'd driven by the car for a couple of days and it hadn't moved, but there looked like someone was in it and then I hung up before they could ask me for any more information. In my heart I wanted the bastards to die, but in my head I knew their deaths could send me to jail for the rest of my life. Depending on the story they told I could still go to jail, but maybe for only a couple of years.
That evening on the evening news I heard, "In a bizarre situation police found four men handcuffed in a car parked out on Wilcox road. Captain John Marshall, police department spokesman, said the four were rushed to Memorial Hospital. No further information is available at this time, but we will update you as information comes in. So Mike, what are we looking at weather wise?"
"Well Marsha, there is a high over.............."
The next couple of days would be interesting as I waited to see what would happen. One thing that did happen was that Diane gave me a very concerned look when she got home that night and she stayed well clear of me.
I had a date Saturday morning to play golf with my cousin Tom and when I got to his house to pick him up and he opened the door I punched him in the mouth. Before he could shake it off I hit him two more times and when he fell to the floor I kicked him twice in the ribs. Just as I was kicking him his wife walked up and demanded to know what the hell I was doing. I pointed at him lying on the floor and said:
"Ask him. I'm pretty sure he has figured it out by now."
Then I looked down at him and said, "You were family asshole. Notice I said "were." I don't ever want to lay eyes on you again. Understand me?"
He nodded a yes and as I turned to leave Alice was already demanding that Tom tell her what was going on.
The rest of the weekend went by with Diane steering well clear of me.
++++++++++++++
Monday when I returned from my morning run Diane told me that my boss had called and wanted me to call him as soon as I got the message. I called and he told me to take a couple of more days off until he could resolve the situation with Andy, Ben, Dan and Rich. That afternoon he called and asked me to come into the office and see him.
When I got there he told me that he had fired Ben, Rich and Dan for poor performance and for violating the company policies and procedures manual in that three days of no call and no show were grounds for immediate dismissal. He told them if they left quietly he would give them a 'reasonable' letter of reference, but if they didn't he would make sure that anyone who called for a reference would be told they were totally worthless. The three chose to get the hell out.
Andy was a different matter. He was told that his job performance was good enough to justify overlooking the three days of no call no show, but that he would have to take a transfer to either Chicago or Indianapolis. Andy quickly figured out what was going on and said that they had told the police a bullshit story about what happened so that Dan and Rich's wives wouldn't find out the real reason, but if was going to be forced to move he was going to tell the police the real reason. I told him to tell Andy to meet him in conference room C.
When Andy walked into the conference room and saw me yelled, "You motherfucker" and rushed at me. He was in a rage and his intent was to tackle me like he had tackled running backs in college and get me on the floor and then work on me. At the last second I moved to the side, grabbed his shirt and used his momentum to run him head first into the wall. While he was dazed and down I kicked him twice – hard – in the nuts and then using a three hole punch I picked up off the conference table I beat on him until my arm got tired. I grabbed a handful of his hair, jerked his head up and got right down in his face.
"Listen to me shit face. You take the move because if you stay here this is what you have to look forward to every day we work together from now on. You can call the police if you want to but know this; when I get out and I don't care if it is days, weeks, months or years I will come for you and the next time I will either kill you or cripple you for life and you had best fucking believe that. The only way you can stop me is kill me and then you will be the one to go to jail."
I slammed his head down on the floor, stood up and kicked him once more in the nuts and then told him I would back to work at eight the next morning and if I saw him I would come after him. I turned and left the room. I stopped at Chuck's office and told him I would be coming back to work the next morning.
Since I was in just the right mood I drove over to where Diane worked to pay Donny a visit. I saw that Diane's car was still in the parking lot even though it was thirty-five minutes after quitting time. The security guard at the front desk recognized me, smiled and told me that Diane was still up in her office. I told him I had stopped by to surprise her and take her to dinner. When I got off the elevator the floor looked empty, but I heard voices coming from the end of the hall where Donny's office was and I headed that way. As I came up to the door I heard Diane talking to Donny and I stopped just to the side of the door and listened in.
"I don't care Donny. I keep telling you I don't have to suck your dick anymore. I don't have to let you and your friends fuck me. Henry knows. I don't know how he found out, but he knows so you can't threaten me with telling him anymore so put your dick back in your pants."
"It is out and you will suck it before I put it away. You forget that there is still your dear mom and pop, your grandparents, your neighbors and friends. I own you and you had best not ever forget that."
I rushed into the office and was on him before he knew what was happening. I punched him in the mouth, pulled him out of his chair and slammed him against the wall and then I wailed on him until he sank to the floor and then I put the boot to him. I kicked him half a dozen times while Diane screamed for me to stop before I killed him. I stepped back and snarled at her:
"Oh Heavens Diane. I sure don't want to be responsible for hurting your boyfriend. By all means I'll back off so you can go to him and kiss things to make them better."
"Fuck you Henry. The asshole isn't my boyfriend. I just don't want you going to jail."
"Fine time to worry about me. You should have done that before you trashed our marriage."
I picked Donny up and sat him down in his chair and back handed him a couple of more times and said:
"Listen to me shit for brains; listen and pay very close attention to what I say. If any of the shit you have collected on Diane gets to any of her family or friends and I hear about it I will come after you and I will cripple you for life. Imagine yourself in a wheel chair and taking all of your meals through a straw and you will have some idea of the very least that I will do to you. As far as fucking her is concerned that is strictly between the two of you, but if she says no you had better fucking listen to her. You probably don't need to worry about her taking care of your customers since you have turned her into such a whore you won't need to blackmail her into doing it anyway. You had better believe me when I say that all of your blackmail material had better be destroyed because I will not be a happy camper if any of it gets out. Doesn't matter if you do it on purpose or it accidently gets out there; if it shows I will be coming for you."
I turned and walked out and went home. Diane got home about twenty minutes later and when she started to say something I got up and left the room.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday when I got to work I found that Andy had taken a transfer to Chicago. I never did find out what story the four assholes told the police, but they never did come and talk to me.
Diane was in her room when I got home from work Wednesday evening and she never came out while I was still up. When I got back from my run the next morning she had breakfast ready and as I sat down to eat she said:
"We need to talk Henry."
"No we don't Diane. There isn't anything you can say that I want to hear."
"Doesn't it matter to you at all that I love you?"
"Not the least little bit. In the first place after reading your diaries I don't believe it and secondly, even if it were true, it would mean nothing unless I could return it and my love for you died page by page as I read those fucking books."
"Bullcrap Henry! You must feel something for me or you wouldn't done what you did for me the other night."
That wasn't for you. That was for me, your parents and grandparents. I needed to relieve some of my rage and that was my main reason for being there. Telling him what I would do to him if he ever released any of his blackmail material was an afterthought. I think too much of your mom and dad to let them find out what a piece of shit you are."
"I don't deserve that Henry."
"Yes you do Diane, that and more. You keep forgetting that I've read your thoughts. I read where you wrote how turned on you got kissing me after you had sucked another man's cock. I read about how your orgasms were so much better when you fucked me just after giving your cunt to another man. No Diane, no matter what I cal you it will never be strong enough to really describe my feelings toward you."
"If you feel all that strongly why are we living in the same house?"
"Because I am not going to ruin myself financially just because you decided to become a whore. I have yet to see a divorce where the lawyers didn't get rich, the husband ruined and the wife walk away with everything of value so no way am I going to divorce you."
"You are serious? That is your real reason?"
"It is."
"Well I guess that lets some of the air out of my balloon."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"I was hoping you were just trying to keep us close until you could get over your 'mad' and then we could to patch things up."
"Why in the hell would you think something like that?"
"Because I love you and deep down I know that you love me. You can call me a whore all you want Henry, but I never shorted you. I gave you all the love and affection and sex you could handle. You never heard "Sorry, but I have a headache" or "Not tonight, I'm too tired." Half the time you didn't come after me, it was me coming after you. Okay, so somebody else got to use it, but I was blackmailed into it Henry. I did not want to do it, but there was no way that you could have seen that tape that Donny shot of me and not believe that I was one hundred percent into it and there was no way, absolutely no way, that I could ever let my mom see it. Even if I had been the one to chase after those guys I could not let mom see it."
"Jesus Christ Diane; will you get it through your head that I read all of your fucking diaries? Who blackmailed you into telling me that you had a quick overnight trip out of town so you could go out to the airport, pick up a guy in the bar and spend the night with him? Who blackmailed you into spreading yourself on my desk so Rich could fuck you? What was used to get you to fuck Ben, Dan and Andy? What really bad shit that you couldn't bear to have me see got you to call Dan and tell him he could come over if he brought three or four friends with him? Who forced you to call my cousin Tom and ask him if he would like to come over and have some more of you?
"You went from being my wife to being everybody's whore so wake up to the fact that you killed your marriage Diane. You and you alone drove the stake through it."
She looked at me for maybe ten seconds and then said, "No hope?"
"Not a hope in hell."
She had tears running down her cheeks when she got up and left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++++
For the rest of the week we avoided each other and on Monday I left for my next district visit. When I got home Friday evening the house was dark and Diane's car wasn't in the garage. "Out getting laid" is the thought that crossed my mind. I could see that something was different as soon as I turned on the lights, but it took a second or so before it registered. Some of the furniture was missing. I went upstairs and checked Diane's room and it was empty. I mean totally empty. The bed, the chest of drawers, the bedside tables, the lamps – everything. Her clothes were all gone and all of her 'feminine' products were gone from the attached bathroom. All that was left was the carpet on the floor.
When I got to the kitchen I saw an envelope on the kitchen table with Diane's wedding rings on top of it. I opened the envelope and there was a sheet of paper and a business card inside.
"Dear Henry,
I've accepted that I've lost you and knowing that is killing me. I can't bear living so close to you when we don't even talk to each other, smile at each other or touch.
I've found myself an apartment and I've taken just enough to get me moved in. The enclosed business card is my attorney's. Please call him and let him know where you would like to be served. I did not want it done where you work.
I know you don't believe it, but I do love you. Take care of yourself,
Diane."
I hadn't expected that. I'd thought Diane would go along with what I had set up. Why wouldn't she? She had a place to live that would be cheaper than an apartment and a lot more comfortable. The only thing a divorce would give her would be the freedom to remarry and given her whorish ways I wouldn't think she would be interested in doing that. Why marry someone you know you are going to cheat on? No matter I guess. I hadn't wanted a divorce, but it was now out of my hands. On the good side I could now relax at home and not have keep my eyes open to avoid being around Diane.
Friday I called her attorney and arranged to pick up the papers at his office during lunch. His secretary gave me the papers and I sat down and read them. They didn't make any sense to me. I asked the secretary if the attorney was in and she said he was so I asked to see if he could give me a few minutes of his time. She showed me into his office and he asked me what he could do for me and I handed him the papers.
"Is something missing?"
He looked them over and said, "No, it is all there."
"She is citing Irreconcilable Differences and God knows there are certainly those, but I don't see anything about division of assets."
"That is because that is what she said she wanted. I told her I thought she was crazy, but she was firm about it. All she wanted was to sever the bonds of matrimony and walk away. All you have to do is sign the papers and send them back and wait for the courts to rubber stamp it. In six months you will be single again."
"Well I won't sign these the way they are. Do I have to get an attorney and file motions and all that kind of stuff or can you make a simple change to the document?"
"What kind of change?"
"I have no problem with the Irreconcilable Differences, but she deserves her share of the assets. An even split and if she wants the house she can buy me out. Otherwise I'll sell it and give her half of the proceeds. Do that and I'll sign."
"This is most unusual."
"In what way?"
"The wife in these things usually wants the husband left raped and bleeding. The husband fights like hell to keep the wife from getting even a dime. They fight over who gets the coffee table, the kitchen towels, the dog, the cat and one divorce was stalled while they fought over who would get the sign that hung on their front door that said "Welcome." I'll call her and see if she will agree to let me amend the petition. Is she won't I guess you will have to get an attorney. If you will have a seat in the outer office I'll see what I can do."
As I sat there waiting I was asking myself just what the fuck I was doing? She was gone and it wasn't going to cost me a dime so why was I making her take half when I could have had it all? I knew the answer, but I had a hard time admitting it to myself. I loved the stupid cunt. I loved her, but there was no way that I could ever live with her again knowing what I knew. If I had never found that diary in her car we could have lived together with no problem for the rest of our lives. She was right. She had never shorted me. I was happier than a pig in shit until I found that fucking book. I had nine years of bliss with Diane and for that alone she deserved her share of what we had.
Ten minutes later I was back in the attorney's office. "She agreed to the change, but will only settle for a seventy/thirty split in your favor and she does not want the house. Please take it. If this gets out I'll become a laughing stock in my profession. Just imagine. Asking the husband of the woman I'm representing to take more money."
"How soon can you have the change document?"
"I'll have it ready by four-thirty."
I told him I would be back to sign it at that time. I went back in at four-thirty and signed the papers and expected that to be the end of it.
++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't see or talk to Diane over the next six months, but she let me know that she was around. I received a Christmas card with a short message on it. "I love you and I miss you." On Valentine's Day I received a Fed-Ex package from her. It was a heart shaped box of candy with a card that had the same message that had been on the Christmas card. There was a card on my birthday telling me that she loved me and always would.
Once Diane had moved out and I had signed the papers I had put the house up for sale and it had moved quicker than I expected. I looked around and found a nice three bedroom condo and moved. On the day the divorce became final I received a card at my new address. It was one of those blank ones that you write your own message in.
"I know that this is what you wanted and even though I would have preferred that it never happened I hope that you are happy. I miss you. I love you and I always will. Take care my love."
I could not for the life of me understand it. How could she continue to profess her undying love for me when she had done her best to kill mine for her? I know she didn't set out to do it deliberately, she just didn't expect to get caught, but then cheaters never do. And she had cheated. Even if I discounted what she when she was being blackmailed there was still what she did when she wasn't. Well, it was now in the past and I was free to get on with my life.
++++++++++++++++++
I started looking around. I wasn't ready to get into another long term relationship, but I did like the company of the opposite sex so I started dating. I was lucky enough to find a woman who wasn't looking for a permanent relationship either, but who was open to a 'friends with benefits' type relationship and Alicia and I started spending a lot of time together. I didn't know how long it would last, but I had liked being married and I knew that some day I was going to start looking for Diane's replacement.
But first there was one last act to be played out in the Henry/Diane story.
I had just unpacked from my latest district trip and the door bell rang. I went to the door and found Diane standing there.



"May I come in?"
I almost said "no" but then curiosity kicked in so I stepped aside and let her in. She was carrying a box and she walked into the kitchen and sat down at the table.
"Could I have a glass of water?"
I got her one and sat down at the table across from her. She took a deep breath and then said:
"As you know the divorce is final and that chapter of our lives is over, but I still need to talk to you. You may not want to hear it, but I have to say it. It probably won't mean a thing to you, but I need closure."
I just sat there and said nothing.
"To begin with I did consider coming to you and confessing right after that first time when Donny drugged me. Unfortunately I convinced myself that even if you did forgive me Donny would still send what he had to my parents and God only knew who else so I caved. I hated having to do it and I was disgusted with myself for giving in, but as some comedian used to say at the start of his stand-up routine, "A funny thing happened to me on the way to...." I hated having to do it, I did not look forward to doing it, but the actual sex turned me on something fierce. I had huge orgasms knowing that I was fucking a man I'd never seen before that day and yes, I confess that I got off fucking a man who wasn't my husband. It didn't take me long to become a sex junkie. I hated the walk down the hotel hallway to the room where it would happen, but once it got started I got into it.
"The first time Donny and those three men used me I thought "How disgusting!" but the second time I thought that it felt pretty good and the third time I wondered what it would be like with one or two more. The time I did five I was wishing there was a sixth. It got to where the more I got the more I wanted. Then it reached the point where I couldn't wait for the next business trip and I started doing it here in town. I know you will never forgive me for the things I wrote in my journals, but I want you to know that they were never meant to disparage you. I never once considered you a wimp or a cuckold. Yes, it did turn me on making love to you after having been with someone else, but that was a purely sexual feeling and that is where my head was at at the time."
"I don't really want or need to know any of this Diane."
"Maybe not Henry, but I need you to know it. I need you to know that it was nothing you did that put me where I was at the time. You were in no way lacking in anything that you were doing. I did not go after others because you failed me. I went because I came to crave more than you or any other one man could give me. I would come home to you after spending hours with two or three other guys, make love to you until you couldn't go any more and then fall asleep wishing that there had been some one else in the room to pick up where you left off.
"The one thing that I do have to emphasize Henry is what I just said. I made love with you Henry. I fucked the others, but I made love to you. I loved you then Henry; I love you now and I always will love you and I will always be sorry for the way things ended up. It is too bad that you aren't one of those guys who like to share their wives. If you would have been my life would have been perfect.
"That is pretty much all that I needed to say. Again, I did not stray because of anything you did Henry. You have to believe that."
I sat there and looked at her and tried to think of something to say, but nothing came to mind. After several seconds of silence she took the lid off of the box and then slid the box across the table to me. I looked into it and saw piles of one hundred dollar bills. I looked up at her with confusion written across my face. She read the expression and said:
"Donny may have blackmailed me into doing what I did, but he wasn't stupid. He knew that I could scream 'sexual harassment' somewhere down the line and he figured that he could take that away from me if he paid me a commission on the deals I closed or the contracts that I got signed. One percent doesn't sound like much when you say it out loud, but a one percent commission on a three million dollar deal is thirty thousand and I closed a bunch of deals that large and some even larger and I always insisted that Donny pay me those commissions in cash.
"I didn't ask for anything in the divorce because when I moved out I had quite a bit tucked away in a safe deposit box. I was shamed when you insisted on splitting our assets evenly. I had several years of commission money that you didn't know about and there you were insisting that I take half of what we had while I sat on what I had. I couldn't bring myself to take half of what we had when I had so much hidden away, but my attorney said you were going to hire an attorney of your own and fight the divorce. If you would have been fighting to stop the divorce I would have welcomed it, but I wasn't going to fight over money so I said I would go for a seventy/thirty split.
"Then I started feeling guilty because of what you did. I finally came to accept that I couldn't ever be at peace with myself unless I balanced the scales, but I'm not totally brain dead so I'm giving you the same split only this time I'm taking the seventy percent and you get the thirty."
She looked at me for a second or so and then she smiled and said to me:
"I know you Henry. I know you are going to look at that box of money and "say no way do I take this. It would be too much like a pimp taking a cut from his whores at the end of the night" but that's not my problem. I've given it to you and I feel better about things now. Keep it or give it to charity it doesn't matter to me because it is yours now. There is a third option. You can give it back to me, but I will only take it back in one way. You kicked me to the curb because I was a whore so the only way you can give it back to me is as a whore. A hundred for straight sex, a hundred for a blow job, one-fifty for anal and five hundred for an all night. If you choose to go that way there is enough money in that box to last for years and years and years."
She got up and headed for the front door and when she got there she turned back to me. "I love you Henry so you know what I'd like you to do with the money" and then she was out the door and gone.
She was right; I would think of the money as a pimp's cut of the night's proceeds, but out of curiosity I dumped the box out onto the table and counted it out. I put it back in the box and sat there and stared at it for a while. I thought about what it represented. I made good money, but what was in that box was more than three years wages for me – before taxes.
It took me all of ten seconds – if that long – to decide what to do with the money. I was going to keep it and if it made me feel like a pimp I'd just have to live with it.
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I got up from the computer with a smile on my face. If I was right, within the next twenty-four hours my husband would read what I had just typed and if I knew him - and believe me I did - he would be smiling and rubbing his cock. Hell - he might even take it out and stroke it.
Revenge could sometimes be so sweet!
+++++++++++++++++++++
It all started the day I overheard two women gossiping at the beauty parlor. My favorite stylist had quit working at my regular salon and had gone to work at another place and I had followed her so I'd only been coming to the place for three weeks so I didn't know them and they had no idea who I was.
"Have you heard about Sophie?"
"Lord, what has that girl been up to now?"
"She's playing around with married men again."
"Oh my. You would think that she would have learned by now. What's this one, her third?"
"Fourth that I know of."
"There was George Wilson and Bill Hallman that I knew about. Who was the third?"
"Dave Misner."
"Oh no. I thought Dave and Cheri were the perfect couple. No way I would have ever thought Dave would run around on Cheri."
"The story I got is that Cheri was having an affair with her fitness instructor and Dave found out. He took up with Sophie to rub Cheri's nose in it."
"What happened? I saw Dave and Cheri at church last Sunday."
"I guess they decided that they were even and that they still loved each other and they are trying to put things back together. I think Sophie thought Dave was going to leave Cheri for her."
"That's what she thought about George Wilson and Bill Hillman. You would think by now that the girl would have a clue. Who is the latest one?"
"I don't know his name, but he is the tall, dark haired man who runs the feed store."
That got my attention! My husband Steve was tall, dark haired and he ran a feed store. In fact, it was the only feed store in town. Until hearing those two gossiping I had never, not in ten years of marriage, ever considered that my husband was anything other than one hundred percent faithful.
The two women changed the subject and moved on to something else and I sat there and tried to think of something - anything at all - that I could look at and say that it was a sign of cheating and I couldn't. Steve could not possibly have been cheating on me. Unfounded rumors and gossip is all that it was.
On the way home from the beauty parlor I tried to think of when Steve could cheat on me - if he was - and I was pretty sure that I could account for all of his time. There were only three times during the week that he wasn't with me and I knew where he was at those times. He bowled in a men's house league on Mondays and Thursdays and he had a lodge meeting on Wednesdays. I was not home alone on those nights. Monday I taught a class in pottery making at the community college and Thursday nights were my bridge club nights. Wednesday was my quiet time. No, I could account for all of Steve's time so he couldn't be running around on me.
But still?
The seed had been planted and for two weeks it grew until it finally reached a point where I had to know for sure. I called my friend Wanda and told her I was going to have to miss bridge on Thursday and then I called the school and told them I had an out of town emergency and wouldn't be in on Monday.
Monday I was parked down the street from the feed store when it closed. I followed Steve to the bowling alley and just about the time I started feeling stupid for doubting him I noticed something odd. He didn't get out of his car. He just sat in it and I noticed him checking his watch every couple of minutes. Maybe ten minutes went by and then another car pulled in and parked next to him and a blond with big tits got out of that car and got in the car with Steve. They leaned together and kissed and then Steve pulled out of the bowling alley parking lot and I followed them to a Motel 6 and watched as Steve went into the office and got a room.
I sat where I could watch the door of room 119 and it was three hours before Steve and his slut came out. They drove back to the bowling alley, made out for a few minutes and then the fuck pig got out of Steve's car and got in her own as Steve pulled out of the lot and headed home.
Steve was waiting for me when I got home. He was smiling and he said, "I'm in the mood sweetie. How about you?"
I wanted to pick up the table lamp and smack him with it, but instead I did something I had never done in ten years of marriage. I told him that I had a splitting head ache and didn't feel like it. He was shocked! I almost laughed, but that would not have fit the mood I was trying to project.
"In fact honey, I feel so bad that I'm going to sleep in the spare bedroom tonight. I may even call in sick to work if I don't feel better in the morning."
That really got his attention. In nine years I had never missed a scheduled day of work so I must really be sick. And it was true - I was sick - sick of looking at his sorry ass so I went off to bed. I avoided Steve on Tuesday morning and was in bed faking being sick when he got home from work. Wednesday I was parked where I had been parked on Monday and when Steve got off work he went straight to the Motel 6 and got a room. He parked in front of room 107 and left the door open when he went inside. Ten minutes later the bimbo showed up, looked in the open door, saw Steve and went inside and closed the door.
I sat there staring at that door and wondered what Steve saw in the cunt. I was better looking than she was. The only thing she had me beat on was breast size. I was a 34B cup and she was at least a 38D. Steve had never indicated to me that he was a breast man. The one time I did mention getting a boob job he came unglued and told me that mine were perfect and not to touch them. What else did the cunt have going for her besides tits? I treated Steve like a fucking king for Christ's sake and he was out screwing around on me? I didn't wait to see what time Steve and his cunt would come out of the room. I just went home and was in bed pretending to be asleep when Steve got there.
I could have passed on Thursday, but I had already told the girls that I wouldn't be there and I guess I did have some morbid curiosity so I was again parked down the street when Steve closed the store. I followed him to an apartment complex on Wilcox and watched as he went up to an apartment and rang the bell. The door opened and the fucking big titted slut stepped aside and let Steve in. I wondered why Steve was wasting money on a motel room when the whore had an apartment. I also started wondering how long Steve had been fucking around on me. He had been going bowling for the last seven years and he had been a member of the lodge for nine. Had he been cheating on me that long?
I sat there in the apartment complex parking lot and tried to understand what was happening. Up until that day at the beauty parlor I thought I had a great marriage and a loving husband. What had I done wrong?
I know that it wasn't lack of sex. I had never, at least not until the last few days, said no when Steve wanted to make love. We averaged five times a week and I've been told that after ten years of marriage that level of frequency is almost unbelievable and I did everything for Steve - including oral and anal. It made no sense to me. I knew that I was better looking than Steve's slut. Hell, I had guys hitting on me all the time, but I had never been unfaithful to my husband. At least not until then. I started to give some serious thought to getting even by doing the same thing that Steve was doing.
As I pulled up in front of the house I saw flickering light through the front window and was confused for a second before I realized that Steve must have left the computer on again. Once inside I saw the screen saver scrolling across the screen and out of curiosity I hit "enter" to clear out the screen saver and show me what Steve was logged onto when he left. It was another one of his porn sites and what was on the screen was a story of some kind. I read some of it and found that it was a story about a cheating wife. I hit the "back" button and found another story about a cheating wife. I hit "back" again and then again and again. All stories about wives cheating on their husbands. Some because they liked bigger cocks; some because they just were not being taken care of at home; some because they had gotten drunk and were taken advantage of and found out that it was exciting and a turn on to cheat and some because they were being blackmailed for something or other. I pulled up "history" and found that Steve had four story sites that he visited regularly. Was that it? Was Steve cheating for the thrill and excitement of it? I shut the computer down and went to take a shower.
I was washing my hair when the idea came to me. I rolled it around in my mind and by the time I was toweling off I knew just how I was going to get back at Steve. The first thing I would have to do was get back into the loving wife mode. Get back to not saying no when Steve wanted to make love (no-better make that 'fuck'- there would be precious little love making in that house anymore). I would even go after him. He had to think that it was business as usual. There would be no confrontation over Miss Big Tits. Steve would never find out that I knew. That was important to me - that he not find out that I knew because my revenge was going to be ongoing. If our marriage lasted fifty years it would be fifty years of hanging horns on him and then letting him read about it. Every affair, every back seat quickie, every surreptitious blow job in the supply closet at work would be written up in story form and then posted to the sites that Steve accessed and he would read them and not know that HE was the cuckold in the story. And I knew just who the first one to cuckold my hubby would be.
Our next door neighbor Jason is a hunk and he has made no secret of the fact that he would fuck me in a New York minute if I would let him. Never in front of Steve of course and even with me he couches it in terms that will allow him to protest his innocence if I call him on it. I will admit that I do flirt with him at times, sometimes outrageously, but up until Miss Big Tits came on the scene Jason didn't have a chance in hell of ever getting a sniff of my pussy. But the big titted whore was on the scene and Jason was finally going to get lucky.
+++++++++++++
The first thing I did was rent a post office box. The second was to buy a lap top computer and the third was to sign up with an ISP using the post office box as the billing address. I bought the lap top to insure that Steve would never know I was writing stories. If I used our home computer there was always a chance he could stumble onto something. I wouldn't even let him know I had a lap top.
Using my new lap top I accessed the four sites that Steve spent his time on. It was a simple matter to set up an author's account on each of the four sites. I had to select a user name and a password and I was in business. I thought long and hard about what user name to select and finally went with "pissedoffwife." In the author's profile on each site I let every one know that I was a wife who had been cheated on and that I had set out to get even and that all the stories I posted would be true. Once I had all that in place I set out to get Jason's cock in me.
++++++++++++++
I was paid for teaching my class on Monday nights so that night was out, but I could take time off from my bridge club. They had a list of people who liked filling in so I wouldn't be putting them behind the eight ball. I worked a lot of extra hours at work and I built up those extra hours as comp time and I had quite a bit I could use when I wanted. And I had my "quiet time" Wednesday nights plus Steve played golf on weekends that he didn't work and he sometimes took off on weekend hunting and fishing trips. I would have plenty of time to "play."
I would make my move on Jason Saturday morning. Steve would be playing golf and the weather was supposed to be sunny and hot; perfect conditions for what I wanted to make happen.
I was awake when Steve got home from his meeting with his fuck pig. I was lying on the bed wearing a black lace nightie and my legs were spread wide as I worked on my pussy with a rubber cock that we sometimes used for sex play. When Steve came into the room I smiled at him and said:
"I'm feeling much better sugar bear and I'm glad you are home. I hope I won't be needing this anymore" and I tossed the rubber cock aside. "Come on baby; show Miss Kitty how much you missed her."
Steve smiled and stripped off his clothes while I watched him and mentally prepared myself for what was going to be the most distasteful part of the charade. We almost always started our love making sessions with oral sex and I was dreading having to suck Steve's cock while he still had the juices of his fuck pig on it, but it would have to be done if I were to convince him that things were normal.
Steve surprised me. He bypassed all foreplay and moved between my spread legs and I had to wonder if it was because he didn't feel right having me suck his cock so soon after soaking it in another woman's cunt or was he afraid I might taste her and then ask him what he had been up to.
The rubber cock had gotten me wet and I'd helped out some by using some KY lotion (I wanted Steve to get used to a "wet" me) so Steve slid right in. I clamped my legs on his waist, dug my nails into his ass and told him to fuck me.
"I need it baby; do me fast and hard. Make me cum lover; make me cum."
He did make me cum and then he came, pulled out, rolled over and in minutes he was asleep. I looked at him lying there and lightly snoring and sarcastically thought, "Poor tired baby. It must be exhausting having to fuck two different women in the space of four hours." And then of course I wondered how many times he had gotten it up for his slut-pig and then I thought of something else that hadn't yet occurred to me. Did he eat the bitch? On Mondays, Wednesdays and Thursdays I was going to have to fight hard not to barf when Steve kissed me.
Friday night Steve was horny and we fucked twice. I did suck his cock, but it didn't upset me because he had showered that morning so whatever remained of his whore was washed off. Before we went to sleep he reminded me that he would be playing golf in the morning and then covering the feed store from noon to closing. I smiled as I thought, "Okay asshole, you go play with your little white ball and if I work it right I'll have some balls to play with too."
++++++++++++
Steve was up and out the door at 6:45 Saturday morning and I lounged in bed for another two hours and then I got up, had coffee and dug out what I was going to wear. I put on a pair of "Daisy Dukes" (with no panties) and a tank top that I didn't bother to wear a bra under. Once dressed, if you could call it that, I went outside and started weeding the flower beds on the south side of the house (Jason was my neighbor to the south) knowing that sooner or later Jason would notice me.
Bending over pulling weeds put my ass cheeks on full display and it wasn't ten minutes before I heard Jason say:
"Does Steve know that you are out here teasing me?"
"Teasing you? How in the world do you figure that? All I'm doing is pulling weeds out of my flower beds."
"You might as well be naked from the waist down. Those shorts don't cover anything. At least they aren't covering the good parts."
"I always thought you were interested in my good parts."
"I am. I just wish that I could see more."
"How much more?"
"It would be nice if I could see all of it."
"Oh I'll just bet it would be. But it would be very irresponsible of me to let you see all of it."
"How so?"
"Can you not just imagine the state that it would leave you in? Would you want me to walk around all day carrying the guilt that causing you all that discomfort would give me?"
"You could avoid the guilt by taking care of the problem."
"I suppose that would work, but somehow I don't think that Steve would care for that."
"Fuck Steve!"
"Fuck Steve? I thought it was me that you wanted."
"I do you sexy little bitch. It is all I can do to keep from jumping this fence."
I pulled my tank top off and dropped it on the ground. I stood there and caressed my breasts with my hands and said:
"Is this enough to make you want to jump the fence?"
He just stood there open mouthed and staring at me. I pushed the "Dukes" down and kicked them away. I gave him a good look at my clean shaven beaver.
"How about this? Fence jumping material? The front door is unlocked" I said as I turned and walked into the house.
The stairway to the upstairs is just inside the front door and I was sitting on the second step, legs spread wide, and fingering my pussy when the front door opened and Jason came in. "What took you so long" I asked as I watched Jason hurriedly strip. He walked toward me with his hard cock leading the way and I had to move up one step so my mouth would be on the same level as his erection. I opened my mouth and he walked his cock right into it. As my lips clamped around the first cock other than my husband's to see the inside of my mouth I smiled as I thought of Steve reading about it.
I sucked Jason's hard cock until I got him to cum. I swallowed all of it and then stood up. "I have until five this afternoon to play. Are you up to it?"
"I'm sure that you will be able to take care of the "up" part."
"Oh you can be sure of that honey. Come on; let's take this to the bedroom."
Once there Jason pushed me down on my back and said, "My turn" as he pushed my legs apart and went down on me. The man knew how to eat pussy. I let him munch on me until he had me close to the edge and I needed a hard cock so I pushed him away, moved over on top of him and guided his cock up into me as I pushed down on him. I moved up and down on his hard cock and moaned:
"Come on honey, fuck me. Make me your slut."
"I've always wanted my very own slut" he said as he worked his hard rod into me.
"Do it right honey and I'll be your slut whenever you want."
"Ah, incentive. Incentive is good."
I bounced and rocked on him until he finally moaned and rolled me over on my back and fucked me hard and fast. He got me off twice before he had his own climax and then he pulled out and settled down on the bed next to me.
"Was I good enough? Did I do it right? Are you going to be my slut now?" he said as he faked panting like a dog expecting a reward.
"You did just fine honey. Consider me your fuck-toy from now on. Just one major problem."
"What's that?"
"You are soft and we still have hours before Steve will be home."
"I'm betting that my little fuck-toy can cure that soft condition. Come on sweet slut and put it in your mouth."
We sucked and fucked off and on for the rest of the afternoon and before Jason left I told him I would sneak over to his place for a quickie the next day and I did - twice! Once in the morning and once in the afternoon.
I was waiting on the stairs for Steve when he got home that night. I was exactly the same as I had been for Jason when he had walked through that door and I did exactly the same thing to Steve that I had done for Jason and then I led him up to the bedroom for his 'seconds'. They weren't sloppy seconds - I had cleaned myself out - since I didn't want to give Steve any idea that he wasn't the first one in me that day, but I did want to give him pussy that had been well used by someone else. As I lay there looking up at him as he thrust into me I was thinking, "That's it asshole, fuck this pussy. This pussy that isn't yours any more. It belongs to Jason now - Jason and what I hope will be a whole lot of others - and you just get to use it from time to time after someone else has used it."



++++++++++++++++++++++++
I finished typing the story of my afternoon with Jason into the lap top, making only minor changes to disguise Jason, Steve and me. Things like changing Jason's name to Jonas, changing feed store to gas station and making Jason my north side neighbor instead of my south side one. And of course I changed Steve's name and mine. I added the disclaimer that the names had been changed to protect the guilty and then I sent the story off to the four sites. Hopefully, if my wish was granted, Steve would be sitting at the computer stroking his cock as he read the story and thought that "some guys had all the luck."
I got up and started the laundry and as I was separating the whites from the coloreds I was thinking of who else I could be a slut for. I was going to need lots of material for my husband to beat off to.
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My sister Marta had stopped by to have coffee with me and shoot the shit. Then, from out of nowhere she told me about what had happened the night before following a party she had been to.
"You're joking, right?"
"No Ellie, I'm not joking."
"But I thought that you loved Mark."
"I do Ellie, I do. This doesn't have anything to do with love. Besides, he doesn't know and it isn't as if I'm going to do it all the time. It has only happened three times in the last six months."
"But that's three times you have cheated on him."
"No it isn't. I didn't cheat on him. All three times it happened because I was drunk and taken advantage of."
"You're splitting hairs Marta. You knew it happened and you still let him do it anyway."
"What, I'm supposed to say no when my husband wants to make love to me?"
"We aren't talking about making love Marta. There is a big difference between making love and letting Mark go down on you after another man has fucked you."
"Get real Ellie. If I said no when he wanted to go down on me he would just climb on and stick his pole in me. He'd know in a heartbeat that he wasn't the first one to go there that night. If I let him eat me he thinks I'm wet because he's getting me off."
"It still isn't right Marta."
"Maybe not, but I'll tell you something that it is. It is a kick Ellie, and I've had the biggest orgasms of my life when Mark eats me after someone else has fucked me. It felt deliciously wicked and perverted and you have no idea how strong an orgasm it gives you. Don't be throwing stones at me until you see for yourself. Do it one time Ellie, just one time and then you come and tell me that you wouldn't like to do it again."
After she'd gone I sat at the table and wondered why, especially since Marta and I were so close - close enough for her to tell me about her sex life - I had sat at the table and played the hypocrite. See what it's like before throwing stones she had said and I had smiled to myself as I remembered the first time it had happened to me. That's right, I said the first time - not the only, but the first.
+++++++++++
My husband Barry had worked for the DEF Corporation for a little over five years and in that time he had gone from an entry level management trainee to the Vice President of Marketing. His boss threw Barry a promotion party at his home and while I'm not a party person that party was more or less a command performance for me. While not necessarily fair, the wives of men at Barry's level were considered part of the package and were expected to attend social functions on the arms of their husbands, look good, be gracious, fawn over the boss and be an asset.
At Barry's suggestion I had dressed for the occasion in a simple black cocktail dress, heels and a single strand of pearls. I was also wearing two pieces of imagination that someone called underwear. I had come out of the shower and Barry had handed me a box and when I opened it I found two pieces of black lace that Barry assured me were a bra and panties.
"Wear these tonight. Just the thought of you in them will make me want to leave as early as possible so we can come home and really celebrate my promotion."
Always ready for that kind of celebration I donned the skimpy things, dressed and off we went to the party. I knew, and I'm pretty sure that Barry also knew, that leaving the party was a pipe dream. As the guest of honor Barry would have to be there until the last dog was hung.
As I mentioned, I'm not really a party person. It isn't that I don't like parties, it is simply that I have a low tolerance for alcohol. Two drinks and I'm ready to lie down and take a nap. No problem, just walk around with a glass of soda water or ginger ale, right? Doesn't work that way. I'm supposed to be gracious. So when Barry's boss or an important client says:
"Here Ellie, let me freshen your drink, vodka tonic, right?"
I smile sweetly and take it from them. Now just because I have a low tolerance for alcohol doesn't mean that I don't like it, it just means that I can't handle it. So, when the person important to Barry's career hands me a drink and stays to talk I have to take an occasional sip during the conversation to appear to be normal. As soon as the person walks away I dump the drink into the closest potted plant. The problem is that there are so many "important people" and as a result there are so many 'little sips' that I always end up drinking too much. When I've had too much I don't get falling down drunk or loud and noisy, I just get sleepy and need to go and lie down. That's what happened at Barry's promotion party. I got to feeling sleepy and Barry's boss noticed and said:
"Something wrong Ellie?"
Not willing to admit that I couldn't hold my liquor I just said, "I don't know. All of a sudden I feel woozy."
"Why don't you go on up to the guest bedroom and lie down until you feel better."
"I don't..."
"Nonsense Ellie, go on up and I'll let Barry know."
I gave him a weak smile and then I went and did what he had suggested.
I vaguely heard a noise which I later figured was the bedroom door opening and closing. I felt my dress being pushed up and then a hand slid up my nylon clad leg until it reached my pussy and then a finger traced the crevasse created by the lips of my pussy. How wonderfully depraved I thought. We couldn't leave early and Barry couldn't wait until we got home so he was going to play in his bosses' house while thirty guests were downstairs. In my half asleep, half-awake condition I opened my legs to give him better access and when a finger slid into my pussy I sighed and opened them even wider. Two fingers slid in and I moaned and then the fingers left my love hole and I felt my panties being pulled down. I closed my legs and lifted my hips so the lacy piece of nothing could be removed. Hands took hold of my ankles and my legs were spread and my knees moved up to my chest and I waited for Barry's penetration.
Suddenly I was electrified as his tongue found my clit. I hoped he had locked the door as I took my hands and grabbed behind my knees to hold myself open for him. His tongue teased me and then he started sucking on my clit and I moaned and hissed out:
"Oh yes, oh yes baby, you do that so well" in a low voice. Another minute or two and then I cried out, "In me baby, I need you in me. The real thing baby, give me the real thing."
He loomed over me in the dark room and I felt the head of his spear poke at my pussy and I dropped my legs so my feet could push on the bed as I shoved my pussy up at him. He thrust forward and I almost screamed with delight as he lanced into me. And then I was thrashing around, crying and moaning, "Oh yes baby, oh god yes. It feels so good baby, give it to me, give it to me" and then he said:
"God are you tight."
I moaned, "No baby, you just fill me so good" before it hit me that it wasn't Barry's voice. The realization that it wasn't Barry making love to me hit me almost exactly at the same time I had an orgasm and as I shook and cried I heard the man say, "Oh Jesus, I can't hold back any longer" and I felt him spurt into me. Once, twice, three times and then I felt him get off me and moments later the door opened and closed leaving me lying on the bed wondering what had just happened.
Had I been asleep and was it an erotic dream? I quickly sat up and reached down between my legs - no panties! I felt around the bed for them, but couldn't find them. I got up, found a light switch and turned on the light. My panties were lying on the floor next to the bed and as I reached down to pick them up I felt a trickle of warmth run down my leg. I touched a finger to it and then licked the finger. It was salty and tasted like the cum I had sucked out of Barry and a lot of the boyfriends that I'd had before I got married. It had been no erotic dream. A man not my husband had just fucked me and I had no clue as to who he might have been.
My first thought was, "Oh my God, what am I going to tell Barry? That was immediately followed by, "You will tell him nothing! You can't tell him anything. He would want to know why I hadn't started screaming "Rape!" and fought the guy off. I couldn't just say that, "I thought it was you" because the bottom line would always be that another man had fucked his wife and the thought of it would live with him forever. Next came, "Oh Jesus. Barry is going to want to make love to me tonight and I can't let him slide his cock into a cum filled hole because then he would know that someone else had been there first. I stuffed my panties into my clutch purse and went looking for a bathroom. I spent fifteen minutes trying to clean myself out, but without a douche bag I couldn't do a complete job of it. I was just going to have to plead a headache when we got home. I returned to the party and for the rest of the evening I looked at all the men there and wondered which one it could possibly have been, but I saw no indication or got a vibe from anyone of them.
On the ride home Barry was in a horny mood and he kept reaching over and putting his hand on my leg and telling me how much he was looking forward to getting my dress off me. "Just thinking of you in those lacy under things has had me on fire all night."
"Please honey, I'm just not feeling all that well right now."
"Don't worry baby, I know how to get you in the mood."
Barry wouldn't take no for an answer and it just wasn't my nature to say, "Damn it Barry, I said no" so I resigned myself to the fact that Barry was going to get sloppy seconds from me for the first time in his life. All I could hope for was that when he questioned my wetness he would buy the story that before I got my headache I'd spent most of the evening anticipating making love and the wetness was caused by my hornyness. It wasn't much, but it was the best I could come up with. Barry helped me undress and then he stepped back to look at me in my heels and lacy under things and I thanked god that my mystery lover had pulled my panties off instead of just pushing the crotch band aside. There was no way Barry could have missed the cum stains that would have been on that black lace. Barry and I exchanged some passionate kisses and I reached down and ran my hands along his length and had the idea that I would go to my knees and suck him off and that would insure that he never would find anything that could make him even remotely suspicious. I broke our kiss and went to my knees, but Barry stopped me.
"Not here, on the bed."
We moved to the bed, but before I could go after Barry's cock he said, "I want to do you first" and before I could stop him he had my legs spread and his mouth was on my pussy. I couldn't holler at him to stop and I couldn't roll away without causing him to become more curious that I wanted him so I closed my eyes and prayed that he wouldn't notice anything. He didn't, but I sure did! Barry had eaten me a gazillion times, but never, not ever, did I orgasm as fast or as hard as I did that time and as depraved as I knew it was I knew it was because of the idea that Barry was eating another man's leavings. As soon as Barry's tongue touched me my mind went back to the bedroom where a short three hours before a strange man had listened as I told him it felt so good and then had cried out, "Give it to me, give it to me."
I relived the experience as Barry ate me out and I didn't think once of Barry and what he was doing. I thought of my anonymous lover and what we had done. I came and I had the most intense orgasm of my life. I grabbed Barry's head and bucked up at him as I remembered every stroke my mystery lover pushed into me and, God forgive me, I was sorry that I'd flushed most of the man's cum out of me. The idea that Barry was slurping up another man's juices drove me wild. When Barry final pulled his mouth off me and mounted me I was so exhausted from my many orgasms that I barely responded to him and fortunately he didn't seem to notice.
I woke up the next morning ashamed of myself for how I had reacted when Barry went down on me. He was the man I loved and yet I let him foul his mouth with another man's sperm and I had gloried in it. I had loved it, and god help me, I wanted to do it again. I spent the next three weeks constantly thinking about that night and getting myself so horny that I practically raped Barry every night when he came home from work. He commented on it and I passed it off as a hormonal change taking place in my body. During that three week period I looked into the face of every man I knew who had been at the party looking for some sign that might have told me who my mystery man was. I grabbed the phone every time it rang hoping to hear a voice say, "Would you like to meet me in another dark room?" At the end of the three weeks Barry called me from the office and told me he would be coming home late.
"Why? What's up?"
"I have a cocktail party that I have to go to."
"I'm not invited?"
"Of course you are, but I didn't mention it because you don't usually like to go to those things."
"I feel the need to get out of the house so if you don't mind I'll go with you."
The party was at the home of the VP of Sales and I dressed for the occasion in a dress that showed off all my best assets. I wore a pair of four-inch heels and a pair of crotchless pantyhose. Once at the party things moved along as they usually did, except that this time when offered a drink I faked sipping at it and dumped it as soon as I could. Two hours into the party I told Barry that I needed to lie down and he, expecting it, had already arranged with our host for me to use a spare bedroom. Once inside I pulled all the drapes and blinds and eliminated every source of light I could find and then took off my panties, got on the bed and waited. An hour went by and just about the time I had convinced myself that the first time was going to be the only time the door opened and quickly closed. I waited for a light to go on and to see that Barry had come to check on me, but it didn't happen. I felt a hand touch my leg and then I moaned and spread my legs.
"Hurry" I whispered, "Put it in me, I need it, hurry please hurry."
The mystery man's cock slid into my eager pussy and I clamped my legs around him, "Fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum. Please baby, please fuck me hard and make me cum."
His hard strokes made me grunt on the in-stroke and I pushed my ass up at him as he pulled back. In less than a minute I had my first of seven orgasms before he spilled his seed in me. Without a word he got up and left and I got up and got a cloth out of my purse to put between my pussy and panties to both keep his cum in me and to keep my panties from becoming so stained that Barry would notice.
I returned to the party and spent an hour trying to find a sign that would tell me who it was who was enjoying my body. As at the first party I couldn't find a clue. After that hour I got Barry to leave and before we were even away from the curb I had his cock out of his trousers. A mile and a half of hand job and then I sucked his cock the rest of the way home. Once in the house we raced for the bedroom and stripped and then I said, "I sucked you and now it's your turn."
"Damn Ellie, you sure are wet."
"I know lover. I'm so goddamned horny that I could just scream" and scream I did as soon as Barry sucked up the first drop of my mystery man's cum. The orgasms were every bit as powerful as they had been the first time as I laid there and thought of the fucking I had gotten and the head I was getting. I was hooked! I just had to have more of my husband eating my pussy after another man had fucked me.
I started going to more parties with Barry and three months and seven parties went by with nothing happening. I was going crazy and so one afternoon I went out and picked up a guy at a bar and we went to a motel and fucked up a storm for four hours, but when Barry got home and I drug him into the bedroom nothing happened. Oh I did have my normal good time, but there were no Earth shattering orgasms. I picked up five more men during the next week, once two of them at the same time, but with the same result when I went home to Barry - enjoyable sex, but not the climaxes I was looking for.
Three more weeks went by and then Barry and I attended another party. I did my sleepy routine and that night my mysterious lover showed. In the darkened room he fucked me, but when he went to leave I pulled him back and sucked his cock until he was hard and then I let him fuck me again. That night at home I saw stars and rockets flashing across the skies as Barry ate me to one tremendous climax after another. I finally realized that it wasn't just Barry's sucking another man's cum out of me, but a combination of Barry's oral skills and my not knowing just who it was who was fucking me. Either one was enjoyable, but taken together the result was spectacular. The down side is that I crave the feeling, but it is a random occurrence; I never know when it will happen.
I have become a party person and I attend every party that Barry gets invited to. Since moving into our new house I've begun coming up with reasons to throw parties and over the last two years my mystery lover has enjoyed my body eighteen times, three times on my own bed. He never speaks and my verbal output is limited to the noises I make as he fucks me. I have stopped trying to find out who he is because I know that to find out would put an end to the feelings I experience.
I did experiment a couple of times. Once when he came into the room and began running his hand up my leg I rolled over and got up on my hands and knees.
"My ass lover, this time I want you in my ass."
That night there were no clanging bells, no stars or fireworks when Barry went down on me. The other time I drug Barry to bed and we made love instead of my letting him eat me. Again, my usual great time, but no bells or whistles. It has to be the mystery man's cum and Barry sucking it out of me that gives me the feeling I'm looking for.
I love Barry with all my heart and soul and I feel immense guilt and shame every morning after one of my sessions with my mystery man, but I can't stop trying to have those illicit meetings. I now understand the feelings of those who can't stay away from drugs or alcohol; my mystery fucker is as much an addiction to me as drugs are to a drug addict or whiskey is to an alcoholic. Like other addicts I tell myself that I can stop it whenever I want to. All I have to do is turn on the light or immediately get up and follow him out of the room and once I know who he is it would be over. But I can't do it any more than any other addict can. All I can do is look forward to the next time and pray that the next time will be soon.
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The kiss made my entire body tingle and that was in addition to the absolute surprise of it. I had walked into the lounge intending to have one, at the most two, drinks to take the edge off of the hard day I'd had, get a football card off of the bartender, fill it out, give him five bucks and then leave. I hadn't even seen her sitting at the bar between the two men until she jumped down off the stool and hurried toward me. The surprise was total when she threw her arms around me and kissed me. Then, without a word being said to me she pulled me over to where she had been sitting.
"Here's my husband now. Thanks for the drinks. Come on Jim, let's find a table."
I stumbled along behind her, absolutely lost and confused. Rachel was married, but she wasn't married to me. In fact, Rachel didn't even like me.
Rachel led me to a table and before we could sit down and I could get an explanation the two men came up to the table and without being invited they sat down. One of the men reached a hand across the table to me, "Jim, right? I'm Dan Sommers, maybe Rachel has mentioned me?"
I caught a slightly imperceptible nod from Rachel and said, "No, not that I can remember."
"I can't say that I'm surprised." He pointed at the other man, "This is Bill Jenks, he's my vice president of sales and marketing."
I shook hands with the man while I tried to figure out what was going on. It was obvious that Rachel wanted this Dan guy to believe that I was her husband and she was clearly expecting me to go along with it, but as I shook Bill's hand I was asking myself why I should.
Rachel and I worked for the same company. She was in sales and I was in manufacturing. She was on commission and I was salary. I have found that most people in sales and on commission have a tendency to let their mouths overload their asses and then they look to other people to bail them out. Rachel was no exception.
A typical conversation would go something like this:
"I just sold ABC ten thousand Mark 16B widgets and they have to have them by the first of the month."
"Sorry Rachel, the line is set up for the Mark 10As right now. It will be the tenth before I can run the 16Bs."
"But the customer will cancel if he doesn't get them by the first."
"Sorry, nothing I can do. You get a copy of the production schedule every week so you should know where we are."
She would lose the commission and sometimes even lose the customer and she would run to her boss who would go storming in to see mine. I would be called in to the office and I'd have to defend my position. My boss would always say that I was right, but it got old after a while and I started to do little things to stick it to Rachel. Her orders would go to the bottom of the pile and be the last ones filled and other little stuff like that. In short, our relationship was not of the best and yet here she was looking to me to do something for her, and not just any old something either – she wanted me to pretend to be her husband. I was tempted to do what I've heard that Muslims can do; stand up, point at her and say, "I divorce thee, I divorce thee, I divorce thee" and then walk away from her, but at the last second curiosity got the better of me and I decided to play along at least until I could find out what was up.
From the way the conversation went it was obvious that Dan and Rachel had known each other in college and it was equally obvious that Dan was an obnoxious asshole. He dropped offhand comment after comment designed to let me, the husband, know that he had been fucking Rachel during their time in college. I just sat there and tried to figure out how Rachel's real husband would respond, but I'd never met the man so I had no frame of reference. I decided that I should handle it as if Rachel was really my wife and I was all set to jump the asshole when Rachel caught my eye and shook her head "no." I settled back into my chair and sipped my drink and listened.
Seven o'clock came and the band arrived and began to set up. When they played the first number I figured that I would get Rachel out on the dance floor and ask her what the fuck was going on, but Dan beat me to it. As soon as the first musical note sounded Dan asked Rachel to dance and she looked over at me like a good little wife asking if it was okay and I told her to go ahead.
If Rachel had really been my wife and knowing that Dan was an asshole I would have kept a close eye on the two of them, but she wasn't so I didn't. Instead I sat and talked to Bill and that got me part of the story. He and Dan were in town to look at our facilities, at our quality control in particular. They were interested in our Mark 7 AQBs and Rachel was working hard on closing the deal. Suddenly I understood a few things, like why she had pulled me away from the bar and to the table. She wanted to tell me what was going on, but the two men followed too quickly for her to do it. I still didn't understand the husband part, but sooner or later I would get Rachel on the dance floor and find out.
But I didn't get the chance. I'd been talking to Bill and I hadn't noticed that Dan and Rachel had stayed out on the dance floor for the entire set. They came back to the table when the band took a break and as soon as they sat down Dan ordered another round of drinks. I was still talking to Bill when I glanced Dan's way and saw him sitting there contemplating me. I went back to my conversation with Bill and a minute or so later I saw that Dan was still sitting there staring at me. I moved in my chair and looked back at him.
"Something wrong?"
"Maybe. You aren't much of a man are you?"
"Would you care to share the thought process that led you to that conclusion?"
"Yeah, I think I would. I sat here and pretty much let you know how much I enjoyed your wife while we were in college and you just sat there and ignored me. Then I took her out on the dance floor, played with her tits and her ass and I even ran my hand down inside her skirt and fingered her pussy. I did everything out there except fuck her and you are just sitting there. The obvious conclusion is that you aren't much of a man."
I looked at him for a couple of moments and then I turned to Rachel, who was sitting there watching her deal die.
"How old are you my love?"
"Thirty-one."
"Would you say that at thirty-one you can be considered an adult?"
"Of course."
"An adult capable of handling herself?"
"Of course."
I turned back toward Dan, "There you have it. Rachel is perfectly capable of handling the situations that she finds herself in. What happened between you and Rachel back in your college days is none of my concern because it happened before I met her. I don't know what she did before me and I haven't told her what I did before I met her."
Then I stood up and leaned over the table until my face was about six inches from his and I said, "The only reason I haven't ripped your head off your shoulders and shit down your neck is that Rachel hasn't asked me to. Rachel's tits are hers and if she doesn't mind you playing with them that is her business. Same goes for the rest of the touching. But, she says stop and you don't stop, she tells me and I send you to the emergency room at the nearest hospital. What do you want me to do Rachel?"
"Nothing lover. He didn't do anything I didn't let him do."
Still six inches from Dan's nose I said, "How about it Dan old buddy, we clear on the rules?"
I was ready for almost anything but what I got. Dan leaned back in his chair and burst out laughing. When he got himself under control he said, "Thank God, I was afraid Rachel had married a wimp."
By then I had sat back down in my seat and I looked over at him and said, "So what if she had. What business would it have been of yours?"
"None at all. Rachel and I had a thing going in school and I wanted to marry her, but she wasn't ready to settle down. When we graduated I asked her again and she said, "Not just yet, let's wait a bit." We drifted apart and later I heard that she married a wimp. It killed me to know that she wouldn't marry me, but would marry some namby-pamby wuss. I'm just relieved to find out that it isn't true."
For the next hour Bill and I talked shop while Rachel and Dan played the "Whatever happened to" and "Remember when?" game. Rachel got up to go to the bathroom and I gave her a two minute head start and then I got up and headed for the rest rooms meaning to intercept Rachel on her way back to the table and find out just what the hell was going on.
On the way I saw Jack the bartender wave at me and I remembered why I had come into the bar. I got my football card from him and was filling it out when Rachel came out of the ladies room and headed for the table. I filled the card out and gave Jack five bucks and then I went and used the men's room. I took my whiz and while I shook the last drops off I debated just walking out of the john and going home. The idea had a certain appeal to it, but in the end curiosity won out. I just had to find out what Rachel was up to.
When I got back to the table Rachel said, "Dan has invited us up to his room lover. I told him we could stay for a while. Okay with you?"
At that point I was going to say no?
"Whatever you want sweetie."
"What ever I want?"
I was flying blind and with no script telling me what was going on and what I was supposed to do so I took my cue from the tone of Rachel's voice and said, "When have I ever denied you anything baby?"
Rachel smiled at me and then stood up, "Shall we go?"
During the ride up in the elevator I saw Rachel looking at me with a bemused smile on her face. I really, really wanted to get her alone and ask some questions, but it looked as if I was never going to get a chance.
Dan's room was actually one of the hotels hospitality suites and it came with a well-stocked wet bar. As Dan and I stood at the bar building drinks I heard Dan chuckle and then say, "I hoped that you hadn't changed any."
I turned to see Rachel unsnap her bra and step out of her skirt. She stood there in nylons, high heels and garter belt and looked at the three men in the room and then she said, "Who goes first?"
Dan laughed again and then said, "Since your hubby and I have already had the pleasure why not take Bill first?"
Rachel smiled, looked at me and said, "That okay with you lover?"
At that point what could I say? I just shrugged and said, "Go for it Rachel."
Rachel smiled, stepped over to Bill and her hands went to his belt buckle, "Here baby, let me help you with that."
For the next three hours Rachel fucked and sucked the three of us until she could not get any of us up anymore. At first I just stood there and watched as she sucked on Bills cock and then swung over him and fucked him. When he finished and she got off of him she looked over at Dan and me and raised an eyebrow as if to say, "Next?" Dan looked at me and said, "You mind? You get her all the time and I haven't had her in ten years."
I waved toward the bed and said, "Be my guest."
While watching her suck Dan's cock I decided that fucking Rachel was just too good an opportunity to pass up and I stripped. I walked over to the bed and waved my cock in Rachel's general direction and she smiled, bent forward and took me in her mouth.
Rachel took us in all three of her holes and once she had all three of us in her. She had the tightest ass and pussy I'd ever been in and I started wondering how I could work it to spend more time in her. When it was all over and everyone was dressing Dan said, "When can we do this again?"
"That depends on you" Rachel said.
"How's that?"
"You buying your Mark 7 AQBs from me.'
"I buy from you and we get to do this again?"
"As often as you are in town, providing of course that you don't move here."
Dan turned to me, "You okay with this?"
"I already told you, Rachel does what she wants. I only get involved when she asks me to."
"Pardon me for saying this, but that just ain't natural."
I smiled at him. "She just fucked the three of us to a standstill. Can you imagine what she would do to me and my health if I had to try and keep her satisfied on my own?"
Dan laughed, "You got a point there. Okay Rachel, you get all my business from now on and I'll give you advance notice now that I'll be back in town in two weeks."
As we rode the elevator down to the lobby I asked Rachel if she was going to tell me what it was all about.
"No. You only need to know that if you keep your mouth shut about tonight it will very likely happen again the next time I need a husband."
"What about your real husband?"
"Harold? I'm afraid that Dan heard right when he heard that I married a wimp. I do love the cuddly old bear, but Harold just wouldn't understand any of this."
"And I do?"
"You don't have to. After all, you aren't my husband."
The rest of the ride was in silence, but as we crossed the lobby Rachel said, "Be sure to keep your calendar clear for week after next."
"Why?"
"Have you forgotten already? Dan will be back in two weeks and I did promise him we would see him every time he came to town. Good night hubby dear" and she headed for the parking lot and her car.
Rachel's orders go to the top of the pile now and I'm marking the days off my calendar until Dan gets back to town and I get to be Rachel's husband again.
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It was a Monday evening and I was rolling down Hwy. 83 and trying to find a radio station playing something worth listening to and not having much luck. It was a perfect ending to a sucky day that was one more in a lousy week that was in turn a part of a god awful month.
It was one month to the day since I'd found out that my fiancé was cheating on me. Of course according to her it wasn't cheating and maybe by her definition of cheating it wasn't, but by my definition it was and it was mine that counted as far as I was concerned.
Cara and I were supposed to go to a party, but I had run into a problem on the trailer I was working on. I had promised Wade that I would have it done in time for him to move two horses to Ruidoso Downs in New Mexico the next morning. I called Cara and told her what was going on and told her that I would make it up to her later.
I got back to work on the trailer and got it done a little quicker than I expected, called Wade and told him the trailer was ready for pick up in the morning and then I headed for Cara's place figuring that I could salvage at least part of the evening. I got to her place just in time to see her climb into Bill Anderson's Ford F-250. WTF I thought as they pulled away. Anderson was the guy she was going with when she met me and no, I was not the one who broke them up.
I followed them from Cara's place to Jill's place where the party was being held. The two of them went inside and I sat in my pick up and fumed. Twice I got out to go inside and both times I stopped and got back into my truck. My mood was not good and if I went inside there would probably be words said and I liked Jill too much to cause a disturbance and disrupt her party. As I sat there I thought about what was going on. Anderson knew we were engaged and he knew, or at least would have expected, that Cara and I would be at the party. Therefore, at least to my way of thinking, Anderson wouldn't have called her to ask her out. To me that meant she called him.
Curiosity finally got the best of me and so I got out of my truck and approached the house. I wouldn't go in and mess up Jill's party, but I would look around to see what I could see. I looked in a couple of windows, but didn't see Cara or Anderson. As I moved down the side of the house I heard the sounds of a party coming from the back. I reached the back of the house and saw several couples dancing on the patio including Cara and Anderson. I stopped where I was in the dark shadows and watched.
Cara and Anderson were dancing close – too close as far as I was concerned – and Anderson had both hands on Cara's ass as they swayed to the slow tune. Cara had her head on Anderson's shoulder and it looked like her face was nuzzled into his neck. I took out my cell phone and snapped a picture of the lovely couple. The music stopped, but they still swayed together for another twenty seconds or so until it suddenly dawned on them that the music had stopped. They stepped back from each other and Anderson leaned forward and kissed Cara and I turned and left.
+++++++++++++
It was four days before Cara called me at work on my cell and asked me where I'd been and why hadn't I called her.
"Didn't want to interfere with your social life."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I have gotten out of your way so you can get on with your running around."
"I still don't understand what you are talking about."
"Bluntly Cara? I don't want anything more to do with your cheating ass!" and I disconnected and got back to work.
At ten to five an obviously pissed Cara came stomping into the shop. I was relining the brakes on a Sooner stock trailer when she came up to me.
"Why did you hang up on me and what is this shit about running around and cheating?"
"You know damned well what I mean."
"I don't have a clue what you are talking about Frank."
"You deny that you went out with another guy behind my back?"
"Of course I deny it because it didn't happen."
"Well I say it did Cara."
"How da..."
I put up my hand and said, "Stop it Cara. I can't be doing this shit in the shop and on company time. Go up the hill to the café and I'll come up there when I get off at five-thirty and then you can have your say."
"Damn it Frankie I wan..."
"Just shut the fuck up Cara! If you really want to waste your time telling me lies get over to the café and wait for me."
I turned away from her and bent down and went back to work on the Sooner. Cara stood there staring down at my back for maybe ten seconds and then she turned and left. I finished the brake job, cleaned up the work area and myself, punched out and went to the café to face Cara.
She was in a booth in the back and I went and sat down across from her. Angie was there as soon as my butt hit the seat and asked me what I was going to have. I told her just coffee. As she walked away I looked at Cara and said:
"I might as well go first since it will save time. What did you do last Friday night?
"I went to Jill's party."
"Who with?"
"I went by myself."
"What did you do there?"
"What you do at a party. I drank some, danced some, talked to some people."
"Nothing out of the ordinary happen?"
"No. It was just a party."
"Okay, that's your version. Here is mine. I got done at work sooner that I expected so I headed for your place. I got there just in time to see you climb into Bill Anderson's pick up truck. So telling me you went to the party alone is your first lie. Your second lie was telling me that nothing out of the ordinary happened. Maybe it wasn't out of the ordinary for you because for all I know it is what you are always doing when I'm not around, but to me it is definitely out of the ordinary for my fiancé to plaster herself to an ex-boyfriend on the dance floor and neck with him. And don't bother to deny it."
I flipped open my cell phone, pushed a couple of buttons and then showed Cara the picture that I had taken.
"I watched for two minutes before I took that picture. Notice where his hands are? They were there the entire time I watched and you made no attempt to push them away. Notice that there isn't enough space between the two of you to push a piece of paper through. See how you are molded to him and how your face is nuzzled into his neck? It was that way the whole time I watched. I was watching when the music stopped and you stayed molded together and swaying for twenty or thirty seconds after the music had stopped. I was watching when you finally realized you had no more music and broke apart. I was watching when he leaned forward and kissed you. Unfortunately I had already put my cell phone in my pocket so I didn't get a picture of that tender moment, but my eyes managed to capture it and store it in my brain.
"And before you even try it don't bother to give me any bullshit about how you had too much to drink and were in a really mellow mood and didn't know what you were doing. It was only thirty-five minutes from the time you got to the party until I took the picture. Not near enough time for alcohol to have an effect on you.
"You don't have to having sex for it to be cheating Cara. When you let me put that ring on your finger you took me to be your man – period! Not one of many, not one of a select few, but one of one. What you did with Anderson was unacceptable. When you did what you did you cheated on me and that ended it for us. Your turn."
"You have it all wrong Frankie. I didn't go to that party with Bill. All he was was my ride. I called a half a dozen people to see if I could catch a ride with someone, but I wasn't able to hook up with anyone. The last person I called was Debbie and she told me that she had the flu and wasn't going to go, but that Bill, who was supposed to be her date that night, was there and she put him on the phone. He said he was still going to the party and that if I wanted he would stop by and pick me up. He picked me up, gave me a ride to the party and then we split up and went our separate ways.
"After we had been there a while he asked me to dance. Okay, maybe I should have been a little more circumspect when dancing with him, but he is a damned good dancer and we had always danced well together. Yes, he had his hands on my ass, but so what? He wasn't going to get anywhere with me and I knew it. I'd already arranged with Tom and Sherry to give me a ride home. As for the kiss? You apparently didn't stick around to see the outcome of that. He caught me by surprise when he kissed me and I slapped him so had I left a hand print on his cheek and then I walked away from him and left him standing there looking stupid. I didn't speak to him the rest of the night.
"I have not been running around on you and I have not cheated on you. One dance with an old friend is not even close to cheating."
"I'll give you that normal dancing isn't cheating, but dancing the way you danced with Anderson wasn't even close to normal by my standards and my standards are what I go by. So, it was fun Cara and it is too bad that you decided to end it. Have a nice life" and I got up and walked away.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I spent some time that night thinking about what Cara had told me and I wondered if I was being fair. True, what she did dancing with Anderson didn't set well with me, but would anyone else call it cheating? The next morning when I got up I decided that I would do some checking. When I got off work that night I called Debbie and told her up front that I had a problem with Cara being at Jill's party with Anderson and since she was supposed to be dating Anderson I wanted her input. She backed up Cara's story. She had come down with the flu, couldn't reach Anderson to cancel and he had shown up to pick her up. He was there when Cara called and he had offered to give her a ride.
"He took her to the party Frank, but not as a date. He just gave her a ride."
"Thanks for helping me clear it up. You feeling better?"
"Much."
"Take care and thanks again."
My next call was to Jill and after some small talk I told her the reason for the call.
"Cara and I are on the outs over what happened at your party between her and Bill Anderson. The story that I got was that she and Anderson got pretty touchy-feely and she said that I'm reading things wrong. If I'm wrong I want to know it so I'm asking others who were there."
"I don't know that I can tell you much Frank. They showed up together, but didn't spend too much time with each other. They did dance once and it did raise a few eyebrows. As far as I'm concerned the way they danced wouldn't have passed the boyfriend test, but other than that the only thing that happened was she slapped him when he kissed her."
"The 'boyfriend test?' What is that?"
"If it is something that you wouldn't do in front of your boyfriend then it is something that you shouldn't be doing at all."
"Good point. Anything else?"
"No. After the two slaps they didn't go anywhere near each other for the rest of the night and then she left with Tom and Shelly."
"Two slaps?"
"When she turned to walk away after the first slap he tried to grab her arm and she belted him again."
When I hung up the phone I thought about what Jill had said. She was right. What Cara had done with Anderson did fail the 'boyfriend test' and I had to wonder if she could do that in front of a bunch of people that knew the both of us what would she or could she do when she wasn't around people who knew me or worse still, when she was in private. I didn't like the thoughts that gave me. I didn't like it so much that I decided that it was just as well that I had split with Cara.
++++++++++++++++++
I let things settle for a week and then I started calling around and asking the unattached women I knew for dates and to my surprise they all turned me down. That to me was odd because before I put a ring on Cara's finger I never had a problem getting a date. Finally Nancy Abbott told me:
"Sorry Frank, but after the shabby way you treated Cara I'm not interested in a guy like you."
It turned out that Cara had wasted no time in putting out the word that I had dumped her and was being an absolute asshole. The big surprise to me was that none of the girls who were turning me down thought that Cara had done anything wrong.
"It was only a fucking dance for Christ's sake. Get a grip Frank."
It didn't cause me to rethink my decision where Cara was concerned, but it did cause me to rethink my attitude toward the women I knew. Fuck the bitches! If they thought nothing was wrong with what Cara did then they would probably be cheaters too.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was the mood I was in as I rolled down Hwy 83. Up ahead I saw emergency flashers on the side of the road and I slowed down. As I got close I saw smoke coming off of the left front tire of a Featherlite three horse gooseneck. I pulled over to see if I could help.
The trailer was being pulled by a Ford F-450 Super Duty and the driver's door opened and a smallish figure got out and walked back toward me. Maybe 5'2'' and wearing Levis, boots, a Carhartt barn coat and a JB felt. I almost chuckled. In the equine business it always seemed like the smaller the guy, the bigger the rig he drove. It turns out that I was wrong. It wasn't a guy; it was a woman. As she walked up she said:
"I think I smoked a bearing."
"Smells like it."
"I tried calling the trailer place back there, but I guess they closed for the day. Looks like I'm stuck here until they open tomorrow."
"Maybe, maybe not. I can always go back and open it up."
"You know trailers?"
"Been working on them a good while. Let me see if my truck jack will go high enough to lift the trailer so I can pull the wheel."
"I have a Jiffy Jack."
"Get it out and let's get the trailer up and see what we got."
She got the Jiffy Jack out and I placed it under the rear tire and she backed the trailer up onto it. I got my travel tool box out of the back of my truck and pulled the tire and wheel and then popped off the dust cap. When I got the axle nut off and pulled the hub I saw that it was a blown rear grease seal. The brake linings were soaked in grease and the rear bearing had disintegrated.
"Bad?" she asked.
"It's a Dexter hub so I should have the parts and probably a hub if needed. I'll need to take it back to the shop, clean it and check the outer bearing, races and the drum itself for cracks. Take me about an hour."
"Can I ride with you? I'd just as soon not sit out here alone with nothing to do."
"Of course you can."
I crawled under the trailer and read the data tag on the axle. It was a Dexter 10k and seeing that I was almost certain I had what I'd need to get her on her way.
Her name was Betsy and she had just dropped off three horses at May Hill Farms and was on her way back to Oklahoma when she saw the smoke rolling out from under the rear of the trailer and had immediately pulled over. We drove back to the shop and I unlocked it and turned on the lights. I put the hub in the parts washer and set the timer for fifteen minutes and turned it on. While I was doing that Betsy took off her barn coat and I saw that it had been covering up one very well built young woman. She took off her hat and her dark brown hair fell to her shoulders. Very nice indeed.
I showed her to the customer waiting area up front and went back to the shop. I checked out the Dexter 10k in the parts book and got the numbers for the inner and outer bearings and races. The hub wasn't cracked, but the inner race was shot so I replaced it and the outer just to be on the safe side. There was no sense in trying to degrease the brake linings so I grabbed a complete backing plate assembly off the shelf and went to get Betsy. She told me that she was going to pay with a credit car so we should take care of it before leaving so I made out an invoice, ran her card, and then we drove back to her rig.
I put everything back together, slid under the trailer and adjusted the new linings and it was done. I gathered up my tools and put then back in my truck and wished her a good trip. As I turned to walk back to my truck Betsy said:
"While you are here could you look at something for me?"
"Sure. Why not?"
"It is in the tack room."
I followed her into the tack room and she said, "Up there" and she pointed up at the gooseneck deck where there were blankets, pillows and a mattress.
"What am I looking for?"
"The mattress. It's brand new and needs to be broken in" and as she was saying that she was shedding her Carhartt and was unbuttoning the buttons on her shirt. "I need to tip you for all you have done for me."
By then she had already dropped her bra on the floor and I was saying:
"No need. You were charged enough for it."
"You could have just driven on by when you saw me here. Your day was done and you were on your way home to put up your feet, drink a beer and relax. Instead you decided to stop and give a poor girl a hand. Don't argue with me. Get your pants off and get up on that gooseneck."
Looking at that hard-bodied hottie convinced me to shut up and do what she said. I kicked off my work boots, dropped my pants and got up on the mattress.
"Are you sure about this? It seems awful excessive for a tip."
"It is a case of the stars coming into just the right alignment sugar. The need to give you a tip just happens to coincide with my need to do something about a bad case of the hornies."
"We are only five minutes from my place and a good bed."
"Maybe next time sugar. Right now I'm tight for time. I've got to get down to Oklahoma and pick up two horses and get them to Elk City, shoot over to El Reno and pick up three and have them back up here to Hillcrest Farms by Friday. Maybe when I get back up here we can try out the bed."
She climbed up on the gooseneck with me and proceeded to give me the absolute best tip I'd ever received. She told me that she worked with horses and that made her a cowgirl so she got to be on top. She mounted me and rode me and got herself off twice before I got mine. She rolled off me and said:
"Thanks sugar; I surely did need that."
"I'd be pleased to help you any time you need it."
She laughed and said, "I'll just bet you would."
We dressed, she pulled forward off the Jiffy Jack and I tossed it into the tack room and waved as she pulled off the shoulder and pointed her rig south toward Oklahoma. I got in my truck and headed home with a smile on my face. Fifteen years of working on trailers and it was the first time I'd ever gotten laid in one. I wondered if she would look me up when she came back. She had taken my phone number, but would she use it?
++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday after work I was feeling in a pretty good mood so after a bit of dinner I drove over to the Wagon Wheel for a drink or two. I noticed several of the girls I'd asked out sitting at a table, but I ignored them and took a stool at the bar.
I was sitting there drinking my beer and watching the Avalanche game on the TV mounted on the wall above the bar and in the mirror behind the bar I saw Cara come in. She joined the girls at the table and Marsha said something to her. Cara quickly glanced my way and started to get up, but Marsha grabbed her arm and pulled her back down and said something to her. I didn't need to be a rocket scientist to figure it out. Cara hadn't noticed me until Marsha pointed me out. Cara was getting up to come over and Marsha pulled her back down and told her that she should leave me alone. Probably said something like:
"He's the one being the asshole. Make him come to you."
Benny asked me if I was ready for another beer, but my good mood had evaporated so I told him no and he moved to the other end of the bar to take care of a customer. I finished my beer and left without looking over at the table where the girls were sitting.



Wednesday I was beat so I went straight home from work and made an early night of it. Thursday at two my cell went off and I turned off the cutting torch and took the call.
"Hello?"
"Hi there my knight in shinning armor."
I recognized the voice and said, "Hello there fair damsel in distress."
"I'm about two hours out. What does your shop schedule look like?"
"Hang on, I'll go check."
I walked over to the service desk and checked the schedule. "What do you need?"
"After what happened the other night I want all the wheels looked at so a bearing pack and a trailer tune up, but I need the trailer back by tomorrow afternoon."
"I can slip you in, but I can't promise it for any earlier than close of business tomorrow."
"That will work. As long as I'm on the road by seven Saturday morning I'll be okay. How is your personal schedule?"
"I can probably slip you in."
"What a coincidence. Slipping it in is exactly what I had in mind."
She pulled into the yard at four, dropped her trailer and after we filled out the work order she told me that she was in room 114 at the Holiday Inn Express. I told her I would pick her up at six-thirty.
"Pick me up? I thought we would stay in."
"Nope. Dinner and then some drinks and dancing at the Wagon Wheel. After that, who knows? Maybe some slipping and sliding."
"I can do slipping and sliding."
Over dinner I found out that she and her sister Betsy ran a business moving horses and had contracts with several of the large breeding farms in Texas, Oklahoma, Colorado and New Mexico. Kept her on the road a lot. She asked about me and I told her:
"Not much to tell. I stay busy working and spend my free time hunting, fishing and going for long walks in the mountains."
"No women in your life?"
"Not any more. Present company excluded of course."
"Tell me about the "not any more."
"An ex-wife who never got the part about "forsaking all others" in the wedding ceremony and an ex-fiancé who failed the boyfriend test."
"The boyfriend test?"
I explained it to her and she said that she could understand it.
There were a dozen people there I knew when we walked into the Wagon Wheel. Becky and I took an empty booth, ordered drinks and then I pulled her out onto the floor for a two-step. She was pretty good and we stayed out there for a shadish and another two-step. We were on our second beer when she asked me if they ever did line dances.
"All it takes is for someone to get up and start one."
She grabbed my hand and said, "Let's go."
We got off to one side and she said, "What they are playing is good for a 'Tush-Push'. Okay with you?"
"Lead on fair lady."
We started and then Jill and her boyfriend Ron joined us and then a half dozen others. We stayed there and did an Electric Slide and another Tush-Push and then went back to our booth. Becky took a pull on her beer and said:
"I've had a long day lover and I think we need to get to the important stuff before I get too tired."
We were walking out the door when Cara pulled up and parked and I could feel her eyes on me all the way to my truck.
Cowgirl was Becky's favorite, but I did get to spend some time in doggie which was mine. It was a long night and I never made it home. I had to go to work from room 114.
I had Becky's trailer done by three and I called her to let her know. She picked it up at four and we made arrangements for me to pick her up at six-thirty. I drove her to my place and fixed us dinner and then we sipped wine and played in front of the fireplace until we went to bed and played some more until we fell asleep in each others arms.
At six we got up, had a morning romp, took a shower together and then I drove to the Holiday so she could check out. She gave me a kiss and told me that she would be back in two weeks and if I wanted she would give me a call. I smiled and told her she wouldn't need a hotel room the next time she came up.
++++++++++++++++++
I spent the weekend doing chores around the house and maintenance on the truck. The week was pretty uneventful and I stayed pretty much close to home. Friday around one my cell went off.
"Hello?"
"Is this Frank?"
"Yes it is."
"I'm Betsy, Becky's sister. I'm here dropping off a couple of horses and she told me to give you a call. She said you could show me a good time if I liked country and western dancing."
"I can do that."
"I'm at the Holiday. Room 221."
"Six-thirty work for you?"
"Just fine."
Betsy was taller than her sister and had bigger breasts, but the hair was the same and in the face you could see that they were sisters. I took her to Three Margareta's for dinner and then we hit the Wheel for drinks and dancing. As usual it was full of people that I knew. I spotted Cara and a couple of her girlfriends in a booth toward the back. There was one open table near the front and Betsy and I took it.
Betsy was a very good dancer and she liked dancing so we spent a lot of time out on the floor. I didn't go out of my way to look at Cara's booth, but whenever the dancing had my body in a position where I was looking her way she was watching Betsy and me. Betsy and I were in the middle of a western swing when I saw Cara and her two friends get up and leave. Cara didn't look my way, but her friends did and the looks they gave me were murderous.
Betsy and I left around eleven and as I was pulling out of the parking lot Betsy said:
"Sis told me that you have a very comfortable mattress on your bed. Do I get a chance to try it out?"
I was going to say no? She was just as much of a sexual dynamo as her sister was and she pretty much reduced me to a quivering lump of Jell-O before we fell asleep.
I dropped her at the Holiday and she gave me a big kiss and asked if she could call me the next time she was in the area. No fool me I told her I would be very disappointed if she didn't.
++++++++++++++++
For most of the rest of the weekend I wondered what was going on with my life. I do not suffer from delusions about myself. I am not God's gift to women. I'm pretty ordinary looking; nothing special at all and even though I usually could always get a date women don't chase after me and truth be told I've always had to work pretty hard at getting a long term relationship going with the opposite sex. It took me six months of busting my ass to get my first date with Holly and another six of off and on dating before we settled into a period of going steady. It took her four months to get around to saying yes after I proposed. The marriage didn't last as long as the time spent leading up to it. It took me a year of dating before I was comfortable enough to ask Cara to marry me and she said she would have to think about it and she did for three weeks before she said yes.
And now in the space of three weeks I have two super sexy ladies practically fall into my bed? I had to admit to myself that it just did not compute. But I couldn't argue with the facts – it happened!
I debated going out Saturday night, but decided to stay in. I was throwing a load in the washing machine when the phone rang. It was Jill and she asked me if I was going to be home for a while. I told her I was staying in for the evening and she asked me if she could come over. I didn't see any reason to say no so I told her to come on over.
Half an hour later the doorbell rang and I open the door to find Jill standing there alone. For some reason I had expected her to have her boyfriend Ron with her. I stepped aside and let her in and offered her a drink and she said she'd take a beer if I had it. I got her a PBR and then asked:
"What's up?"
"Have you talked to Cara lately?"
"No. Why do you ask?"
"She's pretty much a basket case since you broke your engagement and I'm worried about her. Did you know that she left the Wagon Wheel in tears after seeing you with that girl you had with you?"
"No I didn't, but so what? She has no claim on me any more."
"Maybe not as far as you are concerned, but she wants to have claim to you. You were not supposed to be there with that girl last night."
"You need to explain that."
"In the fifteen years I've known you Frank you have never been seen with a girl who wasn't local; a girl outside of our social circle so to speak. No one expected you to suddenly start showing up with girls who were not from around here."
"Well excuse me all to hell Jill. I probably never would have except all the local girls have pretty much told me to crawl off into a hole and die. They didn't want to have anything to do with the cruel heartless asshole that treated poor Cara so badly."
"They all got together and did that Frank so you would be more or less forced to get back with Cara if you wanted feminine companionship and Cara does not know about that by the way."
"Why would I want to get back together with her? Christ Jill, you are the one who told me that she failed the boyfriend test."
That didn't mean that you should kick her to the curb Frank. What she did wasn't quite right and she should have been taken to task for it, but it wasn't bad enough for you to call her a cheat and walk away from her. How it happened I have no idea, but she did finally realize it was wrong and she hit Bill a good one across the chops when he tried to take advantage of the situation. He tried to grab her and she hit him again. Those aren't the actions of a woman fixing to cheat on her man. She is hurting right now Frank. She loves you and she can't understand how you can behave toward her the way you are over nothing more than a slightly inappropriate dance. You need to talk with her Frank. Did you know she is still wearing your ring? She refuses to take it off because as far as she is concerned she is still yours. Think about it Frank. You two had something special going. Don't let it get away."
She stood up, kissed me on the cheek and left.
After Jill left I thought about what she'd said. I had also believed that Cara and I had something special - right up to the time I saw her dancing with Anderson. What was it that Nancy Abbott had said? "It was only a dance for Christ's sake. Get a grip Frank." And then Jill herself had told me that she didn't think Cara's dance with Anderson would pass the boyfriend test and the rest of the women that knew Cara and me were treating me like a pariah because of my breaking up with her. Why could not any of them understand? I decided that I would help them understand. It would piss off a lot of people, but what did I care. I was tired of being dumped on. It was time to throw some shit back at them. I decided that come the next Wednesday I would let it all out.
++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the weekend hiking in the mountains and trying not to think about what I was going to do. Monday and Tuesday were normal days at work, but at four in the afternoon on Tuesday my cell rang and when I answered it I got a "Hello stud" from Becky. She was going to be in the area on Wednesday and she could maybe see her way clear to overnight if I could think of something to do to keep her occupied.
"I can probably think of something, but I have something that I have to do around eight. It will take me about an hour. You can come along with me if you want, but it might make you a little uncomfortable."
"I'll chance it."
"Okay, but don't waste your money on the Holiday."
Becky and I walked into the Wagon Wheel around seven-thirty. The place was packed and I knew most of the people there. I saw Cara sitting in a booth with a couple of her girlfriends, Jill was there with Ron and I saw Bill Anderson sitting at a table with Debbie. I got some disapproving looks as Becky and I walked to one of the empty tables. Becky commented on the fact that there wasn't a band on the band stand and no music was playing on the juke box. I told her that it was the third Wednesday of the month and then I had to explain the Wagon Wheel to her.
The Wheel, while normally a country/western bar, catered to a large clientele and tried to be all things to all people. Every other Monday night was a golden oldies rock and roll night. Every other Tuesday was waltz, foxtrot, tango and mambo night. The second Wednesday of the month was salsa night and the third Wednesday of the month was open mike night. On open mike night you could do comedy, karaoke or just stand up there and read poetry if you felt like it.
Joyce Barnhouse went first and did a karaoke number. Then Mike Bellah got up with his guitar and did an old Marty Robbins number. When Benny asked who wanted to be next I stood up and headed for the microphone. This caused a bit of a stir because I had never done it before. I took the microphone from Benny and looked out at the crowd and said:
"I've never gotten up here before, but I had a customer in the shop the other day who just got back from Arizona and I just have to share the story that he told me while he was waiting on me to fix the seven pin plug on his truck. He'd driven there to look at a couple of horses he was thinking of buying. They were out on one of the Indian reservations and while he was checking out the horses the man he was dealing with got a sudden phone call. Seems that his sister who was pregnant had just had her water break and her husband was nowhere to be found so she called him. The man had to rush off and my customer made arrangements to get together with the seller the next day.
"When the two got together the next morning my customer asked the seller how his sister was doing and the man said that mother and baby were doing fine. But then he said:
"It was the damnedest thing. There were four babies born to three different squaws at the same time. One of the squaws slept on a deer hide and one of them slept on an elk hide. My sister slept on a hippopotamus hide. God only knows where my brother came up with it. Anyway, the first two squaws each had a baby boy. My sister who had slept on the hippopotamus skin had twin boys. It just goes to prove that the math books were right. The squaw of the hippopotamus is equal to the sons of the squaws of the other two hides."
There was silence for the second or so it took for the play on words to register and then I got a big laugh and when it died down I said:
"Did you hear about what went on over at the Brighton Police Department? A thief broke in and stole all the toilets and urinals and leaving no clues as to who he was. A police department spokesman was quoted as saying: "We have nothing to go on."
That one got a fairly big laugh and when the laughter died down I said:
"I'm really up here under false pretenses, but I had to do something to justify getting this microphone in my hands. Lately I have been getting a ration of shit from most of my so-called friends about the treatment I have given my ex-fiancé. Every one is saying that my behavior and attitude are totally unjustified, but are they? Let us look at it from my point of view.
"Most of you here tonight have known me for more years than I care to remember. Almost all of you are aware of my marriage to Holly and why that marriage ended. It ended because she was a cheating slut who stabbed me in the back by having affairs with at least three other men, one of whom is here tonight sitting in the back."
All eyes turned to the back of the bar and settled on Howie Meyers and he abruptly stood up and hurried out of the building.
"So let me ask you this. If you had been cheated on and had gone through the absolute hell that followed finding out just how badly you had been fucked over, how would you view seeing your fiancé dry fucking an old boyfriend on a dance floor in front of a room full of your friends? Think about that the next time you want to tell me that I over-reacted."
I set the microphone down on the floor, walked to my table and said to Becky:
"Time to get out of here."
As we left I looked over to where Cara was sitting and saw that she was crying. Her friends were too busy trying to comfort her to give me nasty looks. Once we were in my truck Becky took hold of my hand and said:
"Had that stored up in you for a while?"
"You could say that?"
"You feel better now?"
"Much. I may not have changed any minds, but at least now everyone knows where my head is."
"Was she there tonight?"
"Yes she was and so was the asshole I caught her dry fucking. She was with some girlfriends and he was with the girl he has been dating for a couple of months. I don't know if she knows what happened that night or not, but she knows he used to date my ex-fiancé and she knows he was at the party with my ex. Hopefully she will be asking him some pointed questions before the night is over."
"So just what is the whole story behind what happened tonight?"
I told her about Holly and then what I'd seen Cara do at Jill's party. She shook her head and said:
"Poor baby; no wonder you were pissed. I can see that I'm going to have to work really hard at cheering you up tonight. See if I can make you forget that bitch."
She did a damned good job of making ne forget. I got two out of the world blow jobs, enjoyed some great sixty-nine and did a lot of pussy pounding before we fell asleep wrapped up in each other.
Then in the morning she ruined it for me.
We were having breakfast at Patty Ann's Café when Becky said:
"I may turn out to be sorry that I told my sister to give you a call."
"Why would you be sorry about that?"
"She was quite taken with you. Told me that she would even consider leaving her husband for you. If she did that I'm not sure that I could mess around with my sister's man."
"In that case maybe you should stake your claim before she gets a chance. I do have an opening for a fiancé."
"I don't think that my husband would be too keen on that."
"You and your sister are both married? I didn't see any rings."
"Don't like jewelry on my hands when I'm working with halters, reins, lead ropes and the like."
"I do wish you hadn't told me that."
"Why?"
"You remember my speech last night? The part about being cheated on and the hell that followed? I promised myself that I would never do to another man what was done to me and you have just told me that I've done it. I've stabbed two men I don't know in the back by having sex with their wives."
"No biggie lover. Betsy's hubby knows she plays around and he is okay with it."
"What about yours?"
"Phil gets so much from me that he will never miss what I give others."
"That is the same attitude that my ex-wife had and I kicked her out of my life because of it."
"What are you saying Frank?"
"That you and I won't be playing anymore and you can tell Betsy that if she wants to play the next time she is up this way she will have to have her husband call me and tell me that he is okay with it."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am Becky. I will not knowingly do to another man what Holly and her lovers did to me. The key word there is knowingly. I have enjoyed every second of the time I've spent with you and I would have continued to love spending time with you for as long as you would have let me, but that was before telling me you are married. That changes everything. It was a case of what I didn't know not hurting me, but now I know and that makes all the difference in the world.
"I'll be more than happy to take you to dinner and then dancing at the Wheel whenever you are up this way, but that will be the extent of it. We can still be friends if you want, but that is all we can ever be anymore."
After breakfast I dropped her off at her rig, she kissed me goodbye and as she pulled out and pointed her truck toward Oklahoma I was asking myself if trying to be honest, ethical and aboveboard was really worth it.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week was uneventful although on Friday I did get a call from Nancy Abbott. She apologized for the way she had behaved toward me.



"I never gave a thought as to how you were seeing things. I guess I'd forgotten all about Holly and what she did to you. However, be that as it may, I'm still going to put in my two cents worth. Cara does love you and it is killing her that you have turned your back on her. Search your heart Frank. See if you can't find just a smidgen of forgiveness in there."
I thanked her for the apology, but didn't comment on the rest.
Saturday I was sitting at the bar at the Wheel and talking to Benny who was working behind the bar for a change when in the mirror I saw Bill Anderson and Debbie come in and take a booth. Debbie noticed me and said something to Bill and he looked over my way, said something to Debbie and then slid out of the booth and walked over toward me. He slid onto the stool next to me and Benny came over. Bill pointed at my PBR and ordered two and a white wine. Benny, being swifter than the average bear, set the two beers down in front of Bill and me and then took the white wine over to Debbie. Bill raised the beer, said "Mud in your eye" and took a pull on his beer. He set the bottle down on the bar and said:
"Can we talk?"
I nodded a yes and he said, "I'm going to touch on a sore subject, but hear me out. I know you are pissed over what you saw at Jill's party and I can't say as I blame you, but that said you need to know that nothing was going to happen. Not that I wouldn't have liked for something to happen, but there was no way that Cara was going to let it.
"You know that before you met Cara that we were tight. We had been together for six years and I had asked her to marry me. She had said yes and I had put a ring on her finger and then I went and got stupid. I got drunk at a party, made a pass at Beverly Holbrook and she took me up on it and led me off to a bedroom. I was in the saddle and going hell bent for leather when Cara walked in on us. She didn't say a word. She walked over, took the ring off her hand, grabbed Beverly left hand and pushed the ring onto Beverly's ring finger and then turned around and walked out of the room.
"I loved her Frank. I still love her, but I killed what we had and she made it clear that what I'd killed was never going to be resurrected. All I can say about the dance that you saw is that I was so glad to have her in my arms again that I danced with her the way I always had. If I had to guess I would say that she went along with it so as not to make a scene at the party, but she damned sure let me know where the bear shit in the woods when I tried to kiss her.
"After that Wednesday night at the Wheel I can understand what your mindset was and I can see how it could cause you to think what you though, but for what it is worth Cara was not going to do anything with me that night or any other night."
"Why are you telling me all this?"
"Maybe to keep you from being stupid and losing her like I did. She wants you so you still have a chance if you are smart enough to take it."
He waved Benny over and told him to give me another PBR and then he slid off the stool and went back over to sit with Debbie. I finished my beer and went home.
Over the next couple of days I thought a lot about what Bill had told me. I won't pretend that I didn't miss Cara because I did. On the other hand Cara should have known better than anyone else what it would do to me seeing her dancing with Anderson the way she was or even being told about it if I hadn't been there to see it. She should have known because she was the one who pulled me through the aftermath of Holly's betrayal.
My head was a mess. I missed her, I wanted her, but the image of her dancing with Anderson was burned into my brain and every time I thought of it or the memory flashed through my mind I had to ask myself if she knew what was going on and allowed it because it was what she really wanted. Was Anderson in the past as much as he thought he was? He was the one who told me how tight the two of them were for six years. If I took Cara back in six months or a year would she be stepping out on me with Anderson? Holly's cheating damned near killed me. Could I go through that kind of hell again? I didn't think that I could and that thought alone kept me away from Cara. Could I overcome it? Maybe, but not in the hear future.
+++++++++++++
Monday afternoon I was replacing the front axle on a Logan two horse bumper pull when my cell phone rang. I didn't recognize the number on the display, but I answered:
"Hello?"
"Is this Frank?"
"Yeah, that would be me."
"My name is Harry Wingate. I believe you know my wife Betsy."
I didn't quite know what to say, but before I could say anything he went on:
"Becky told Betsy what you told her so I'm calling to let you know that I'm okay with her enjoying herself when she is up your way. Hello? Are you there?"
"Sorry. This call has taken me quite by surprise. Not at all the sort of call I'm used to receiving."
"I can imagine. Anyway, I'm okay with it. Betsy would like to talk to you."
"Frank?"
"Yes Betsy."
"Are we covered now?"
"I guess so."
"Good. I should be up there late Thursday or early Friday. Save me some room on your calendar okay?"
"You got it. Just give me a call when you get close and forget about staying at the hotel."
"Okay baby; see you soon."
She disconnected and I stood there looking at my phone and thinking, "Now don't that just beat all."
+++++++++++++++
The rest of the week it was just work and go home. I skipped hitting any of the local watering holes. It was nice knowing that I was going to get lucky at the end of the week and wasn't going to have to go 'hunting' for it.
Betsy pulled in at five on Thursday afternoon and waited for me to punch out and then we headed for my place. Betsy wanted a shower after her long drive and I of course had to get in the shower with her and scrub her back...and her sides...and her front and, well, we didn't get to dinner until eight.
We walked into the Wheel at nine and I had only planned on staying a couple of hours since the next day was a work day for me, but Betsy was having so much fun that I didn't want to slow her down. She wanted to be out on the dance floor for every tune. Naturally there were several of Cara's girlfriends there and of course I got nasty looks from all of them.
We left around eleven-thirty and as soon as we were in my truck Betsy slid over next to me and her hand went to my zipper. She worked my cock out and said:
"I want you as hard as a rock when we get to your bed" and she bent and took me into her mouth. That was the start of a long night and I was barely able to stagger out of bed in the morning. Over breakfast Betsy told me that she didn't have to leave until the next morning and she asked if we could go to the wheel again that night.
"We don't have any good country western bars where I live and I just love to dance."
How could I refuse?
It turned out to be a weird night. We got to the Wheel early and grabbed a table. Ten minutes later Jill and Ron showed up and they asked to join us. Phyllis and Todd were next and they pushed a table over against ours and sat down and then Angie and Dave joined the group. Sally and Greg pushed over a table and joined us. While Betsy and I were out on the dance floor Anderson and Debbie took two of the empty seats. There were two open seats left when I got up and went to the bathroom and those two seats were filled when I got back.
By Cara and one of her girlfriends.
As every couple joined the group introductions were made and I guessed that Betsy had been introduced to Cara by the time I got back to my seat. I got a confirmation of sorts when Betsy gave a slight nod toward Cara and raised an eyebrow. I gave a little "yes" nod and damned if she didn't smile at me.
I'd briefed Betsy on who would likely be there and I'd given her the rundown on Cara and Anderson so she would know what was going on if some of the women there started getting catty with her. Luckily Cara was sitting at the other end of the assembled tables and I was pretty much able to ignore her.
About two hours into the evening I had to go to the gent's room again and when I got back Betsy was out on the dance floor dancing with Anderson. Jill saw me coming and she got up from the table, grabbed my arm and pulled me out onto the floor.
"Don't go crazy on us Frank. She asked him to dance; he didn't ask her."
The number ended and Jill and I walked back to the table, but Betsy and Anderson stayed out there for the next number. I was sitting there staring at them when I felt a tap on my shoulder and I looked up to see Cara standing there.
"May I have this dance?"
I glanced around and saw that all eyes were on us. I didn't want to ruin the party mood for everyone there so I stood up and Cara and I moved out onto the floor.
"She's very pretty" she said looking toward Betsy.
I made no comment.
"Frank, I'm sorry. Until you stood up on open mike night I thought you were being totally unreasonable. I felt that you were overreacting to something that meant absolutely nothing and were just being a dick about it. I never once thought about how you would have looked at it. Looking back on it I realize I should have apologized for my behavior and asked that you would please overlook it instead of acting like it was nothing and you were just being a twit. I'm sorry Frank; I really am."
She pulled away from me, hurried back to the table, grabbed her purse and headed for the door leaving me standing on the dance floor with the music still playing and everyone at the tables looking at me and thinking "Now what the fuck did you do to the poor girl."
I walked back to the table and got there just as the music ended. Betsy and Anderson came back to the table and Betsy sat down across from me and gave me a big smile and winked at me. Obviously I didn't have a clue as to what was going on. I was in the mood to leave by then, but before I could communicate that to Betsy she ordered another beer, took a pull on it and then pulled me up off my chair and led me over to where the line dancing was taking place.
There wasn't any way to talk to each other while line dancing except to talk loud enough so that everyone could hear so all I could do was smile and dance. Betsy kept me out there through three tunes and I finally grabbed her and pulled her out onto the floor when they played a waltz.
"What in the hell is going on here? What was the deal with you and Anderson?"
"I'll tell you about it when we get home. Right now I'm here having fun."
"You might be, bu..."
"Not now Frank! Just dance, okay?"
I wasn't happy, but I let it go. We drank and danced and I did loosen up a bit, but Betsy dancing with Anderson still bugged me. She danced with other guys at the tables and I danced with their wives and girlfriends. Her dancing with the other men didn't bother me at all, but I was pissed that she danced with Anderson even if it was her that asked him and not the other way around. I know it was irrational of me, but I blamed my problems with Cara on him. I know, I know, it takes two to tango but still, it was him with Cara and to see him with my date for the evening just torqued me.
I was smart enough though not to let my mood ruin my plans for the rest of the evening with Betsy. She would know that I was curious, but I wasn't going to let get a glimpse of my black mood.
At one I told her that it was time to leave if we wanted to have any kind of night at all before she had to leave on Saturday and she smiled at me and said:
"Decisions, decisions. Stay and dance or leave and play."
She chose 'play' over 'dance' and we said our goodnights and left. We got in the truck and she slid over next to me and reached for me zipper as she said:
"Don't say a word. I'll tell you in good time, but first I need to do this.
Her hot mouth surrounded my cock and I decided that my questions could wait. I only lived five minutes from the Wheel so Betsy was still working on me when I pulled into my driveway. I said we should take it into the house, but she ignored me and since I was no longer having to pay attention to my driving she got a little faster and in another minute or so she was gulping down her reward. When I was limp she took her mouth off of me and said:
"I needed to get that one out of the way. Feel better now? Dark mood gone?"
Before I could answer she had opened her door and was out of the truck and heading for the house. I followed her trail of clothing into the bedroom and when I saw her naked and spread out on the bed I decided for the second time in ten minutes that the questions could wait. Betsy turned me into a worn out husk and when she could not get me to answer the call anymore she said:
"Okay. You might not like it, but here it is. I'm a romantic at heart lover. I can be a slut sometimes, but I'm still a romantic. Your ex couldn't take her eyes off of you tonight and I could see that it was upsetting her that you were with me and not with her so I decided to be a busy body. One of the things you don't know about me is that I am a natural born bullshit detector. It is impossible to lie to me. There is just something in my makeup that can tell when I hear an untruth.
"I asked Bill to dance and I told him that I was really your cousin and not a girlfriend and then I told him I was concerned about how you were acting and behaving since your breakup with Cara and I asked him if he could shed any light on the subject for me. I got the whole story from him lover. Cara did nothing except get a little too comfortable while dancing with someone she used to care for. Bill wanted more and would have taken it if he could have gotten it, but all he got was slapped. He didn't lie to me lover. I can promise you that what he told me was the God's honest truth."
"I don't understand Betsy. Why would you want to involve yourself in this?"
"Simple lover. I want you for myself, but before that can happen I need to know that you aren't always going to have a thing for Cara. I want you lover, but I want all of you not just most of you."
"Are you crazy Betsy? You are married."
"A condition that can be changed by something called a divorce. A fairly common occurrence I'm told."
"You don't even know me Betsy. This is only the second time that we have even been together."
"Who says that you have to know someone for years and years before you can fall in love? I felt an instant connect that first time. It was so strong a feeling that I even told Becky when I saw her that I would consider leaving my husband for you. We don't have to get married next week or even this year, but I know that we will be good for the long haul. For it to work though I have to know that Cara is one hundred percent history. I'm willing to share you, but only with my sister Becky.
"On the other hand I would like for you to be happy and if Cara is the one who will do it for you I want you to have it. That's the romantic in me."
"You could leave your husband just like that?"
"My marriage is a marriage of convenience. It was passionate enough when we got married, but over time he was seduced by the dark side."
"The dark side?"
"He fought it most of his adult life, but he had bisexual tendencies and he finally gave in to them. He admitted it to me and asked me to be understanding, but I'm afraid that I couldn't do it. I told him I would be his camouflage, but our sex life was over. In this day and age of HIV and Aids I wanted no part of a relationship that involved homosexual activity. My price for staying his wife was his agreeing to let me play on my trips and just so you know that is a freedom that I have rarely exercised."
"Why would you stay in a relationship like that?"
"I did love him enough to marry him and as long as I could get my urges satisfied I saw no reason not to help him."
"Help him?"
"He is on the city council and is planning on running for county commissioner and in our conservative district his sexual proclivities were they to become known would keep him from being elected dog catcher."
"Wouldn't you divorcing him kill his chances?"
"If I divorced him for cause it would, but if he divorced me for cheating on him and did it publically enough he would come across as someone who wouldn't put up with shit and he would probably get the sympathy vote from the undecided independents. Sleep on it lover. When we wake up I'll ring your chimes one more time and then leave you for a week to think about it."
She woke me with a blow job, followed through on her threat to ring my chimes, and then headed for New Mexico to pick up three horses leaving me with more thoughts in my head than I needed. Betsy did light my fire, but so had Cara and being honest with myself I did see more of a future with Cara than Betsy. Probably because Cara and I had been together a while and Betsy, her love at first sight not something that I put a lot of credence in, had only been with me on three occasions. Yes indeed; I did have a lot to think about.
++++++++++++++++
I spent the weekend working around the house and thinking and on Monday I bit the bullet and called Cara and asked her to meet me at the Wheel after work. I laid it all out for her especially my fears about Anderson.
"Taking my reaction to the dancing because of my experience with Holly out of the equation that dance was still too suggestive of a romantic attachment that still might exist at some level and I'm worried that it might flare up sometime in the future."
"What you are telling me is that you don't think that you can trust me."
"What I am saying is that it worries me."
"Why are we here Frank? Why did you set up this talk when you have already made up your mind?"
"I haven't made up my mind about anything Cara. I'm asking questions of you and of myself. I'm looking for some kind of reassurance."
"Bullshit Frank. You have already made up your mind that you won't trust me anywhere around Bill. In your mind it is a given that something is going to happen between me and Bill sooner or later. Every time I run into Bill and it is bound to happen often in this town you will just know that it wasn't an accidental meeting. If you see us talking you will just know that we are setting up something. Even if I never say a word to Bill again for as long as I live you will just know that any time I'm late coming home or take what you think is too long to shop you will just know that I'm off somewhere with Bill. If this meeting is to talk about our future together I have to say that I don't know if it is possible anymore.
"Yes, my dance with Bill at Jill's party was inappropriate and I regret it very much. I'm sorry as hell that I let it happen even though it didn't mean squat. But it has planted a bug in your mind that will probably never go away. I'm not sure I want to go through the rest of my life with you looking over my shoulder just waiting for what you just know is going to happen."
"I guess that has to be your choice Cara, I don't really believe that I'll be as bad as the picture that you paint, but you are right that your dance with Anderson is firmly planted in my mind and I'm not sure that it will ever fade completely."
"So where does that leave us Frank?"
"I guess that it is up to you Cara. I'm of a mind to put us back together, but it sounds like you aren't so sure. You decide and let me know."
+++++++++++++++
It hasn't been easy. It took a while, but we have been able to make it work. Even though she is based out of Colorado now and has turned one of our bedrooms into an office she is still on the road a good bit. The 'goodbyes' before she leaves and the 'hellos' when she gets back are probably going to kill me some day, but oh Lord, what a way to go. Right now we are living together until her divorce becomes final. In order for her to get it I had to go down to her home town one weekend so her husband could 'catch' us in a local motel.



Cara? Cara decided that she couldn't live with a man who would always be wondering about her and an old boyfriend. So where is she now? Living with the old boyfriend. Kind of makes you wonder, doesn't it?



            The Ex Wants a Favor

            Just help me out with the kids, please?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-ex-wants-a-favor

Title: The Ex Wants a Favor

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Just help me out with the kids, please?

Tags: 




The door bell rang and I opened the door to find Willy standing there.
"What the fuck do you want?"
"To talk. To clear the air so to speak."
"I don't need to hear anything that you have to say."
"Maybe not, but I need to say it. It won't take long. May I come in?"
I stared at her for several minutes (looking mostly at her throat and wanting to put my hands around it and squeeze as hard as I could) before stepping aside and letting her come in. She went straight for the kitchen and I followed along behind her. She pulled out a chair and sat down and I took the chair opposite.
"How have you been?" she asked.
"How the fuck you think I've been after the hell you put me through?"
"Yes, well, that's why I'm here Rob. To apologize."
"Like that will help any."
"You aren't making this easy Rob."
"I don't have to Willy; I didn't invite you over."
As I sat there and looked across the table at her my mind flashed back.
+++++++++++++
I met Wilhelmina at a frat party during my junior year at State. She was the date of one of my frat brothers and as soon as I laid eyes on her I thought "lucky bastard." I won't say that it was love at first sight, but I was certainly taken with her. I couldn't take my eyes off of her and of course she noticed it.
When the party started to break up and just before she left she handed me a piece of paper and said "Call me" and then she was gone. I looked at the paper, saw that it was a phone number and then I sighed and dropped it in the waste basket.
It was a week later - to the day - when I saw her again. I was downtown having lunch at a small café when someone sat down across from me. I looked up and saw that it was Wilhelmina.
"You didn't call." I shrugged and she said, "I must be losing my touch. I kind of expected my phone to be ringing the next morning before I was even out of bed. You seemed interested. Every time I looked your way you were watching me. What happened to the interest?"
"It is a guy thing."
"A guy thing? Care to explain?"
"You were dating a fraternity brother and that made you off limits to me."
"Oh my, an honorable man. What a rarity in this day and age. For your information I was not dating Chad. Chad is my cousin and he took me to that frat party because I was curious as to what a frat party would be like."
She pulled out a pen and a note pad from her purse, wrote something on the pad and then tore off the sheet.
"I have to get back to work so let's try this again." She slid the piece of paper across the table to me and said, "Call me" and then she was up and gone. I called her that evening and we made a date. We started keeping company and three months after I graduated we were married.
Fast forward twenty-two years and three children later and I was sitting in my office at work when my secretary buzzed me and told me that there was a Mr. Sam Halley there to see me and I told her to send him in. When he came in he asked me if I was Robert Severs and as I said yes I was thinking "What an odd question. He was there to see me so why did he ask me if I was me? He took an envelope from his pocket and handed it to me and when I took it he said:
"You have been served."
He turned and walked out of my office. I opened the envelope and found out that Willy was suing me for divorce on the grounds of irreconcilable differences. To say that it came as a shock to me would be a massive understatement. As far as I had known Willy and I had a great marriage. I had certainly not noticed any wrong. She had seemed loving and affectionate. I thought our love life was a little better than adequate. We hadn't had a major arguments or disagreements in the last couple of years. It did not make a whole lot of sense to me.
Then I read the second piece of paper in the envelope. It was a restraining order telling me that I could not come within 500 feet of Willy, my children or my home and that I was not to try and contact them without some one authorized by the court being present. The divorce paperwork upset me, but the restraining order pissed me off.
I called Dave, our in house attorney, and asked him if he could recommend a good divorce attorney and when he gave me a name I called the man. It turned out that the man had been a classmate of Dave's and was also a close personal friend and when I called him for an appointment I was told that Dave had already called and paved the way for me. I was told to come right on down. As soon as I hung up I got on the phone and cancelled all of our credit cards except for the Visa and American Express cards that were in my name only.
I told my secretary that I was leaving and might be gone for the rest of the day and then I headed for the lawyer's office. On the way I stopped at the bank and cleaned out all of our accounts and emptied the safe deposit box. I had several friends who had gone through divorces and I knew how things worked and I wasn't about to fuck around and try to talk to Wilhelmina to find out what was going on which would give her time to run up the credit cards with cash advances and get everything out of the bank before I could get to it. Actually I was surprised that Willy hadn't already beaten me to the bank, but I guess she must have miscalculated. I saw her pulling into the bank parking lot as I was sitting in my car getting ready to leave.
Andy, the attorney Dave had set me up with, read the paperwork I'd been served with and said:
"Pretty much boilerplate. Custody of the children, child support, separate maintenance and the right to maintain the home. And you say you never saw it coming?"
"Didn't have a clue."
"Have you done anything to set your wife against you? An affair or something like that?"
"Not a thing. I've had plenty of opportunities, but I kept my pants zipped. Hell, I had all that a man could want at home. Why stray and take a chance on screwing it up?"
"Well, if it wasn't something that you did it must be something that she is doing or has done. Would you have any objection to my putting some one on her to check her out?"
"None at all, but right now my major concern is getting into the house and getting my stuff out and getting that bullshit restraining order changed so I can at least talk to my kids."
"No problem there. I'll need to make some phone calls, but I am pretty sure that we can get you in the house this evening, but the restraining order may take a while. We have no idea what she is claiming as the reason to keep you away from them."
"Doesn't it matter that Chris is nineteen and Dave is eighteen? Aren't they considered adults? Angie is only sixteen so I know she isn't considered an adult, but the boys? How can she keep me away from them when they are old enough to go out on their own?"
"Again, I have no idea until I look into it. I'll give you a call later this afternoon."
I left his office feeling a little more in control and went back to my office. Andy called me at ten after four and told me that he would meet me at the house at six and that he would have someone from the court with him.
"He will inventory everything you remove from the house so be very careful not to take anything that your wife is likely to fight you over. If you must then you must, but be aware of the problems that it might cause. I saw one divorce drag on for months over a coffee table. Also, I contacted your wife's attorney and let him know we would be there in case he also wanted to monitor things."
"What about Willy?"
"Willy?"
"My wife, Wilhelmina."
"Her lawyer knows we will be there and I assume that he will inform her. She may choose to be there or not. I've also requested that the children be there, but whether that will happen or not I don't know. I haven't had time to get a court order for a court supervised visit, but I kind of let your wife's attorney know that you are amicable to a quick resolution of the matter and his getting the children there as a show of good faith would go a long way toward speeding things up."
"I don't know that I want to speed things up. What I want is to know why."
"True, but what the other side doesn't know won't hurt us. He did tell me that he expected you to return what you took out of the checking and savings accounts before he found it necessary to petition the court."
"No. I'm not going to do anything that will make it easy on her."
"The court will order you to do it."
"Until they do she can stand on a street corner and beg for food."
I can't tell you what to do, I can only advise, but you will lose this one."
"Yeah, but she will be nervous as hell and suffer until it happens."
+++++++++++++++++++
Andy and a deputy sheriff were waiting when I got to what used to be my home with a rented trailer and two friends to help carry the large things.
"If your wife and children are inside don't say a word to them. I'll do all the talking. Can you handle that?"
"I'm paying you for your expertise so I'll do whatever you say."
"Good. Okay, let's get it done."
Willy and the kids were there and so was a man that I assumed was either her attorney or someone on her attorney's staff. I told the deputy what I was taking and he started recording things on a clipboard as I and my friends started carrying them out to the trailer. Chris started to say something to me and Willy told him to be quiet. Apparently Andy had been expecting it and waiting for it. He opened his briefcase and said:
"Your father is under a court order not to contact you, but I expect that I can get that order changed as least as far as you two boys are concerned since you are both over eighteen. I may not be successful in your case Angie, but I will try. The court order forbids your father from contacting you, but says nothing about your initiating contact with him."
He took three cell phones out of his briefcase and handed one to each of the kids:
"Your father does not have the numbers to these phones so he cannot call you, but his office and cell phone numbers are preset in the phones. You may call him and talk to him as often as you like. The bills will come to my office and I will make copies available to the court to show that the calls are strictly one way."
"Can he do that?" Willy asked the man with her and he told her he wasn't sure and that he would have to look into it.
"Well until you do there will be no damned calls." She turned to the kids and said, "Give me those phones."
Dave put his phone in his pocket and said, "No. I don't know how you managed to get a judge to let you cut me off from dad, but I'm not going along with it."
"That goes for me too" Chris said as he put his phone in his shirt pocket.
"As long as you are living in this house you will do as ..."
"I'm over eighteen mom, and I can walk out of this house and there is nothing you can do about it."
"Same goes for me" Dave said.
I saw the slow burn come over Willy's face and I almost smiled. She turned to Angie and said:
"You aren't over eighteen. Give me that phone."
Angie tossed it to her and said, "No biggie. When I want to talk to dad I'm sure one of my big brothers will let me use a phone."
I left the house feeling pretty good about my kids at least.
"Thanks Andy. I loved seeing that shell shocked look on her face when you hit her with that phone gambit."
"It was a little dramatic and it wasn't really needed except for maybe Angie. I'm sure that what happened was just some bureaucratic paper shuffling. I'm betting that no one at the court even read the request for restraint since it is an almost common occurrence in divorce cases any more. If any one had read it and noticed the ages of the two boys the paperwork would have been kicked back to your wife's attorney for revising. I'm pretty sure I can get it set aside tomorrow."
I thanked him for his quick response in getting me into the house and he told me he would call me the next day when he knew more.
++++++++++++++++
I moved everything I'd removed from the house into a rented storage unit and then checked myself into a hotel close to work. The next morning I told my boss of my situation and asked for a couple of days off to look for an apartment and situate myself and he approved the time off. I found a nice two bedroom ten minutes from work. It had a pool and an exercise room and was within walking distance of several restaurants and stores. I signed a six month least and set about moving in.
I was moving in the bedroom set that I had taken out of my old home when Chris called me on my cell and asked me just what was going on. I told him that I didn't have a clue that his mother had hit me with it right out of the blue.
"She says she caught you cheating on her."
I was stunned! I had never been unfaithful to Willy and I told Chris that and then I asked him to try and get a little more information from his mother as the restraining order prevented me from talking to her.
At eleven Andy called me and told me he had gotten the restraining order quashed as it pertained to the kids, but that it was still in effect as far as Wilhelmina and the house were concerned.
I heard from both Dave and Angie before the day was over and they told me the same thing that Chris had - that their mother said that I was cheating on her and she caught me. Any thought that I might have had about working things out with Willy were dashed when they told me that. The bitch was trying to poison my kids against me and I would never forgive her for that.
Three days later Andy called me. "I put an investigator on your wife the first day you came to see me and I think we have the answer. Your wife is having an affair with a man she works with. From what he has been able to find out so far it has been going on pretty hot and heavy for about six months. She probably decided that it was time to move you out so she could move him in. I think we should counter sue on grounds of infidelity."
"No, I don't want that. That would only slow the divorce down. If she has a lover I don't want her back. In fact, I don't want anything to do with her any more. Just get me the best deal you can and get it over with."
"I'd like to keep the investigator on her for a little while more and get some hard evidence. It might come in useful later as leverage."
"Do it."
++++++++++++++++
The divorce took on a life of its own. Chris couldn't get any more out of his mother other than "she knew" I was cheating. She told the kids that as long as "they lived under her roof" they were not to see me or talk to me. In response to that both Chris and Dave moved out and took up dormitory living at college.
Six weeks into the divorce Angie called me and told me that her mother had moved a man into the house and into what had been our bedroom.
"I'm not staying here Daddy. I'll run away if I have to. But I'm not staying here."
I gave her Andy's number and told her to call him and then I called Andy and told him what was going on and he said he would take care of it. The next day Child Protection Services removed Angie from Wilhelmina's "care." They kept her for three days and then she was "placed" with me pending the custody portion of the divorce hearing.
My next call from Andy concerned the house. "Your wife's attorney just called. There is no money in the accounts so your wife can't make the house payment. It falls on you to do it."
"Call him back and tell him I'm not making any payments to keep a roof over Wilhelmina's boyfriend's head. Tell him to tell my wife that since she has moved her lover into the house he can make the payment."
"You are being a little short sighted here. The house is an asset and when the divorce is final you will be entitled to half the value of the equity. If you don't make the payments and your wife can't you could lose the house to foreclosure."
"Yep, and Wilhelmina won't get a penny.
"You do realize that you could be held in contempt of court don't you? The court did order you to maintain the residence in the original court order."
"Yes, but that was so my family wouldn't be disrupted, but all three kids are out of the house now and that changes things."
"It is still a valid court order. It is my duty as your attorney to advise you that you do have to follow the orders of the court."
"What are they going to do to me if I don't, hold me in contempt? So what? All they can do if they hold me in contempt is throw me in jail until I agree to do what they say. If I go to jail I'll lose my job and there goes Willy's chance for separate maintenance. Hey! She will be working and I won't. Maybe she will have to pay me alimony. No Andy, tell her lawyer I don't pay a dime on that house as long as her boyfriend lives there with her."
++++++++++++++++++++
After months of bullshit the divorce finally was final. The day we signed the papers Wilhelmina asked for five minutes alone with me. I hadn't said one word to her since the day I was served so I figured what the hell, why not.
She sat down on the other side of the conference table and then she smirked at me and asked:
"Well Rob, was she worth it?"
"Was who worth what?"
"Was your affair with Helen worth all that you have been through the last several months and all that you have lost?"
"What affair?"
"Oh come on Rob, I caught you red-handed."
"I have no idea what you are talking about."
"Deny it all you want Rob, but I saw it with my own eyes."
"I don't have a clue as to what you are talking about Wilhelmina and if babble is all you have for me we are done here" and I got up to leave.
"It was your birthday Rob and I came down to your office to surprise you and take you to lunch, but I was the one who was surprised. I saw you in your office with your arms around Helen and her head tucked into your shoulder. You were so wrapped up in each other that you didn't even notice me. I made up my mind right then and there to take a lover of my own and make you suffer. So Rob, was Helen worth it?"
I sat there and stared at her for maybe ten seconds and then said:
"My birthday. That would be the day that Helen's mother called her and told her that her father had just been killed in an accident. That would be the day that I held her and tried to comfort her as she cried into my shoulder while we waited for her husband to come down and pick her up. I never realized that you were so stupid Wilhelmina. All you had to do was knock lightly on the door to get my attention and I would have waved you in and then you would have known what was going on. Failing that you could have asked for an explanation when I got home that night. But you couldn't do anything normal and sensible like that could you? You had to run off half-cocked and be stupid.
"Let me ask you the same question Wilhelmina. Your children don't want anything to do with you; everything you had is now gone - sold off to meet the conditions of the asset split - and the man who used to worship the ground you walked on now hates your guts. Tell me Wilhelmina, was it worth it?"
I got up and left her sitting at the table.
Angie ended up with me and the court ordered a fifty - fifty split of the assets. The alimony issue was dropped when Andy informed Willy's lawyer that we were going to counter sue on grounds of infidelity and that would drag things on forever and let Willy's family know what she had been doing.
Three months after the divorce Willy married her boyfriend and now here she was - one year later - sitting across the table from me and telling me that she wanted to apologize.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I sat there and stared at her and waited for her to go on.
"I was wrong Rob. You were absolutely right. I was stupid and I did go of and behave like a bull in a china shop, but I was hurt Rob - really hurt - and I wasn't thinking straight. I took up with Hal to get even with you. I only meant to see him for a while and then rub your nose in it, tell you we were now even and then ask you if you wanted to try and make the marriage work or call it quits. I stupidly listened to Hal when he said the thing to do was file for divorce. That way you would have to crawl to me and beg for forgiveness and I would be in the driver's seat without you ever having to know about Hal. It didn't work out that way. I found out later that was Hal's plan all along. He wanted to marry me and he figured the divorce would drive you away. He was right - it did."



"Water under the bridge Willy. Okay, you've said you're sorry; you can go now."
"We had twenty-one good years together Rob. Can't you be a little nicer than that?"
"No Willy, you burned the nice out of me."
She was silent for several seconds and then she said, "I have another reason for being here besides apologizing."
"What?"
"I miss my babies Rob, but they won't have anything to do with me. I thought if I could at least get on friendly terms with you and they saw it they might at least talk to me."
"So the apology is bogus?"
"No rob, the apology is genuine. I am truly sorry for what I've done to you and the family. I don't know how I can make it up to you, but if there is any way, any way at all to do it I will. But even though you hate me I'm hoping that you will help me at least get to where the kids will talk to me."
"I don't know Wilhelmina. We don't talk about you so I have no idea if they will be open to having anything to do with you. I've never bad mouthed you to them other than to finally tell them why you did what you did, but when you moved your boyfriend into the house only weeks after you kicked me out you poisoned them against you. I don't know if my acting friendly with you will change the way they feel."
"I have to try something Rob. I know you don't owe me anything, but I'm asking you to please help me get back in touch with my babies."
I could not have cared less about her healing the rift between her and the kids. She had made her bed so let her lie in it. I enjoyed seeing her suffering, but as I sat there feeling good about her feeling bad I had an idea. I didn't know if I could pull it off, but I could try and if it worked it would warm my heart for years and years to come.
"I'll see what I can do" I told her, "but it won't be all that easy. We will have to pretend that we are a lot more affectionate toward each other than we are. By that I mean it will have to look to the kids like we really have let bygones be bygones. It will mean things like kisses on the cheek and hugs and things like that. It won't be all that easy for me to pretend, can you?"
"It won't be hard for me Rob. I realized way too late how much I loved you. There hasn't been a day since the divorce was final that I haven't thought of you, what we had and what I threw away."
++++++++++++++++++++
To make long story shorter Willy and I found reasons to be together when the kids would be around to see us and as the kids saw us seem to draw closer and closer they came around and Willy got back on good terms with her children.
As we spent more time together Willy started treating me like her best friend and confidant. Maybe three months after we started the charade for the kids she confided in me that her husband wasn't all that great in bed. He was good at oral, but he lacked the stamina for good, hard sex. She admitted that she missed having me in her bed.
"That was your choice Willy. I didn't leave your bed; you pushed me out of it."
"Since it was me that pushed you out, could I pull you back in?"
"Why on Earth would you want to do that Willy?"
"I don't know why I just said that Rob. There are times I just get so confused. I miss you Rob."
I smiled inwardly as I thought to myself, "Enough to cheat on your husband?" but outwardly I said, "Well, for what it is worth Willy, I miss you too."
I left it at that and waited to see what she would do.
She started teasing me and I let her get away with it and the teasing got a little more blatant. She would tell me how much she missed my cock and I'd answer back that it was too bad she was married because I sure missed her pussy. Another time she told me that I was the best that she'd ever had in bed and I laughingly told her to lose her husband and then give me a call.
Then her husband went out of town for a week long training seminar and on the second night he was gone Willy called me and asked me if I could come over to her place and have dinner with her.
"I'm lonely Rob; I'm not used to being alone."
"I'm sorry Willy, but I can't come over to your place. I'm expecting an important call and I can't leave."
"Maybe I could come over there?"
"Sure Willy; come on over."
Wilhelmina might be my ex-wife and I didn't like her a bit, but she was still the best piece of ass I'd ever had and I had been looking forward to what I expected to happen ever since I agreed to help her get back in touch with the kids. Half an hour after I hung up the phone the doorbell rang and I opened the door to find Wilhelmina standing there looking like she was planning on getting fucked. She had on a short skirt, high heels and a fairly low cut blouse that obviously didn't have a bra under it. I led her into the kitchen, sat her down at the table and then poured her a glass of white wine.
"You do remember that wine makes me horny don't you?"
"That's why I ran out and bought six bottles when you said you were coming over."
She took a sip of her wine and said, "You did? You naughty boy you."
She was silent for a moment or so and then said, "Remember the time you told me to lose the husband and give you a call and you would come running?"
I nodded a yes.
"Could we not consider Hal being gone for a week as "losing" him?"
I sat and looked at her for a bit and then stood and offered her my hand. She rose and took it and I led her into the bedroom. We both stripped and then I said:
"You were the one who gave this cock up Willy. If you want it you have to ask for it."
"I want your cock Rob. I want to suck it, I want it in my pussy and I'm dying to have it slide into my ass. Give it to me baby. Fuck my brains out."
"Okay Willy; you get it in the order you asked. Mouth, pussy and then ass."
She smiled and then went to her knees and waited for me to walk over to her. I took my cock in my hand and stroked it and said, "You have to come over here and get it Willy."
She crawled across the floor and took me in her mouth. I let her suck on me for several minutes and then told her to get on the bed and spread her legs. As I moved between them she said:
"Give it to me hard Rob. I haven't had a decent fuck since the last time you and I did it."
"Hubby doesn't get the job done?"
"His idea of great sex is to push into me for two minutes, grunt, cum and then roll over and go to sleep. The only thing that makes sex bearable with him is that he is pretty good when it comes to eating pussy."
"So why did you marry such a dud?"
"I didn't know he was a dud until it was too late. I was having orgasms all over the place from the excitement of getting even with you. Cheating on you was such a turn on that I wasn't paying attention to the fact that it wasn't Hal giving me those orgasms. By the time I found out that you hadn't cheated on me it was too late. I was pregnant and I had to marry Hal.
"You have another kid?"
"No, I lost it, but by then I was already stuck with Hal. You going to talk or fuck me?"
"What do you want me to do Willy?"
"Put your cock in me and fuck my brains out. Do it like you used to and make me scream."
Like I said, she was the best piece of ass I'd ever had and she brought out the best in me. I fucked her and made her scream; went sixty-nine with her until I was hard again and then took her doggie style while she howled at me to push it deeper and fuck her harder. I came and she sucked me hard again and when she had me standing tall she said:
"My ass Rob; I want it in my ass."
I buried my cock in her shit chute and she moaned and cried and begged me to get her off:
"Make me cum baby, make me cum. Pound me and get me off baby."
I was so into making her cry and moan that I forgot that I needed to get her out of the house before Angie got home. In fact I forgot all about Angie until breakfast the next morning when she said:
"You and mom were sure noisy last night. Does it mean that you will be getting back together?"
All I could do was lie."
"We are working on it honey. I don't know if we can make it happen, but we are working on it."
+++++++++++++++++
I'm fucking Willy two or three times a week. Sometimes it is long lunch hours and sometimes it is the 'girl's night out' she tells Hal that she is having with the girls she works with. Sometimes it is a Saturday Avon party or a Sunday Mary Kay party. One thing that they all have in common is that they have all been captured on tape by the nanny-cams that I have hidden around my place. I have everything from the first night in my kitchen when she asked if we could consider Hal's trip as 'losing' him to last night's fuck-a-thon where I got her on tape telling me what a limp dicked waste Hal is.
One of these days I am going to get tired of the bitch and I'll tell her to fuck off and when I do I plan on sending all of the tapes I have to Hal along with a note that says something along the lines of:
"You fucked her when she was married to me so I have been fucking her while she is married to you. Makes us even, right?"
Sometimes revenge can be just so damned sweet!
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Once upon a time I loved my wife and I thought she loved me. I thought we had a good marriage, but time changes all things and our relationship was no exception.
I met Gina by accident - literally - when she ran into the back of my car while I was sitting at a stoplight. It wasn't her fault; she was rear ended and pushed into me. When we got out of our cars to check out the damage I paid more interest to her than I did the damage to my car. Visually speaking, she was my ideal woman. Tall at five-nine, long hair down to the middle of her back, she looked great without any makeup on and she had legs that seemed to go on forever. It didn't hurt that she was showing off those legs by wearing four-inch heels.
While we were waiting for the cops to come and take the accident report we exchanged names, phone numbers and insurance information and while doing that I checked out her left hand and saw no rings. I decided that I had nothing to lose in going for it so I did and to my great joy she said yes when I asked her to have dinner with me. By the fifth date we were making out like teenagers and by the tenth she was giving me hand jobs while I finger fucked her. I tried to take it to the next level and she shot me down.
"Not until Rob, not until."
"Not until what?"
"Until I decide."
Well fuck this shit I thought and I put an end to the finger fucking, breast play and I kept my dick in my pants and when she reached for it I pushed her hand away.
"What's wrong?" she wanted to know.
"You want to wait, we will wait, but I'm not going to spend anymore nights going home all worked up."
I still kept asking her out and she still kept saying yes and then one night while sitting on the couch in her apartment I went and did it - I asked Gina to marry me.
"I'll give you an answer tomorrow," she said.
"Why tomorrow?"
"Because I need to see if we are a good enough fit for each other."
"How are you going to do that?"
"Come on" she said, "I'll show you" and she took my hand and pulled me up off the couch and led me into her bedroom. When she was done with me I was too wiped out to even sit up. She smiled at me and said:
"You'll do. Yes, I'll marry you."
++++++++++++++++++++
When we said "I do" I was looking forward to a sex life and a half and for the first three years I had it. We started out our married life as a couple of sex fiends who could not leave each other alone, but somewhere along the way the fire, at least on Gina's part, went out. My fire stayed lit, my desires were still there, but for all practical purposes I was alone in our queen-size bed. It didn't matter what I did or what I tried I was the recipient of less and less sex with each passing month. More and more nights were spent in bed with Gina lying next to me, but with her back turned to me. Any attempt I made at intimacy was met with " Not tonight Rob, I don't feel like it" or the old standby, "Not tonight Rob, I have a headache."
Other than the sexual all other aspects of our relationship seemed fine, but a sexless marriage is no marriage at all unless both partners are on the same page and that was definitely not the case with Gina and me. Lack of sex was turning me bitter and I seriously began thinking of divorce, so serious that I brought it up one night at the dinner table. I wasn't at all subtle about it either.
"If you were making a list of what items you wanted to keep in a divorce what would be at the top of your list?"
"What kind of question is that?"
"Just looking ahead."
"Looking ahead at what?"
"A divorce."
"A divorce? Why are you thinking of a divorce? Why in God's name are you thinking of something like that?"
"It is the usual way of getting out of a marriage that isn't working."
"That's nonsense! There isn't anything wrong with our marriage."
"Maybe not from where you are sitting looking at it, but the view from where I am sitting is that we are about to crater."
"What is that you see that I'm not seeing?"
"An absence of sex."
"That again?"
"Yes Gina, that. It is a basic human need as far as I'm concerned and since I have no intention of becoming a monk or an eunuch and I refuse to cheat a divorce that will free me to go looking for the sex I want and need seems to be the only option."
"You would throw away everything we have over a stupid little thing like sex?"
"It isn't a little thing to me Gina. Maybe if you hadn't been such a nympho when we first got married I wouldn't miss it so much, but miss it I do and I'm not going to go through the rest of my life without. I don't know what suddenly turned you off, but nothing has turned me off."
"Well I'm sorry Rob, but I just don't have any interest in sex anymore."
"Your choice Gina" I said as I got up and left the table.
I had hoped that the talk at the kitchen table would serve as a wake up call to Gina, but nothing changed in the following weeks as I made attempts to get something started only to be rebuffed. A month later I made one more try and I asked her to see a doctor and find out if there was a medical reason for her sudden lost interest in sex.
"Good God Rob, is that all you think of anymore? You are behaving like a little kid. Grow up Rob, get a grip."
++++++++++++++++++++++
A couple more months went by and I don't know how much longer it would have gone on, but everything came apart at a cocktail party at Gina's boss's house. It was held to celebrate something that I've forgotten, but I was like a command performance for Gina - she had to be there and it was expected that she have her significant other with her. I didn't really want to go, but not because I thought it would be boring, but because I knew it would cause me to smolder and there would be no way to put the fire out.
I had attended two of Gina's company Christmas parties and one company picnic and at all three I saw more sexy women than the law should allow. It must have been in the company policy and procedures manual that you couldn't work for Herb unless as a women you were a fox or as a man you were married to one. And you put that many beautiful women together in one place and they purposely try and outdo each other as far as drawing attention is concerned. I left all three with a raging hard on. I was lucky after the first one because Gina was still making love to me, but the next two came after she decided to become celibate and I suffered.
The party was just as I feared. There were gorgeous, sexy women almost wall to wall. Gina and I circulated and socialized for about an hour and then I got involved with a group discussing the upcoming Bronco's/Browns game and Gina wandered away to find a group talking about something more to her liking. It was maybe twenty minutes before I left the group and went looking for Gina. Someone said they saw her heading for the restroom. I needed to go so I headed that way. No one was in the bathroom so I went in, took care of business and when I came out I thought I heard, "Oh come on Gina" from the room across the hall. I opened the door and there stood my wife in the arms of another man and they were kissing.
"I guess he can see to it that you get home," I said as Gina turned and saw me just before I turned and walked away.
I went straight through the house and out the front door, got in my car and took off. On the way home I was making a mental list of what I needed to do to get the divorce going, but by the time I got home I was steaming and muttering to myself:
"Fuck a bunch of divorces. Why waste the fucking money."
I went down in the basement and grabbed some suitcases and started packing. I had almost all my clothes, guns and fishing gear loaded in the car when a cab pulled up in front and Gina got out. I headed upstairs to get the last bag out of the bedroom and Gina came into the room just as I closed it and set it on the floor.
"What are you doing Rob?"
"What I should have done a year ago. Getting the fuck out!"
"Just sit down Rob; calm down and let me explain. It is just a big misunderstanding."
"What's not to understand? I get no sex at home because my wife says she just isn't interested in sex anymore. Yeah, right. Just not interested in sex with me, just the assholes you work with. No wonder I never could get any; you were too fucking busy giving it to everybody else."
"Honestly Rob, you are ac..." and when she said "Honestly Rob" I lost it. I grabbed her, threw her on the bed on her stomach and then put a knee in her back to hold her down while I ripped her panties off her and threw them on the floor. I unzipped myself, pulled her up on her knees and drove my cock into her as she yelled, "Damn it Rob, let me go."
"I'll let you go when I'm good and ready you worthless cunt! This is something else I should have done long ago. To hell with the begging, whining and pleading and trying to get what you were giving away to others. I should have just taken it."
"Damn it Rob, stop right now. You don't und....OOOF," she yelled as I gripped her hips and slammed my cock into her.
"Rob, please,' she moaned, "You need to..."
"All I need to do you unfaithful whore, is finish and then walk away from your sorry ass."
I held her hips firmly and pounded my cock into her cunt. Unfortunately, since I hadn't been laid in forever I wasn't going to last long enough to punish the bitch the way I really wanted to. She was dry and I had to be causing her a lot of discomfort and maybe even some pain, but then that is what I wanted to do.
"Please Rob, please" she moaned and I ignored her.
"Unhappy with me Gina? Not to worry. When I finish I'm out of here and you will be free to drag all your fucking asshole lovers home with you all you want."
"No Rob, please, you don't understand. Please let me exp...."
I slammed myself into hard and held myself tight against her as my cock sent my cum boiling into her. I pushed her away from me and she fell forward on the bed. I put my cock away picked up the last bag and headed for the door. I was almost to the front door when she came out of the bedroom:
"Wait Rob, don't leave, talk to me, please Rob, please talk to me."
I kept walking and I was already in the car when she came out on the front porch. She was running toward me across the yard as I backed down the drive into to street and drove away.
++++++++++++++++++
I drove to the closest motel and checked in for the night. In the morning I called work and told them I would be in late. Then I hit the bank as soon as it opened and took half of everything and left the other half for Gina. She could also have the house. The payments were low enough that she should be able to handle them on what she made. Next stop was the Post Office to rent a box and fill out a change of address card so my mail would be forwarded to it.
When I got to work Marge (the secretary/receptionist) handed me a handful of message slips and I saw that all of them were from Gina so I dropped them in the trash can. Business had been slow and Harvey (my boss) had been contemplating cutbacks. I wouldn't be affected because I was his very first hire, but I walked into his office and told him I'd take a voluntary layoff so one of the younger guys, especially one with kids wouldn't have to take the hit. He argued that he couldn't afford to lose me, but when I told him it was either the layoff or I would just resign he accepted it. I told him to hold my last check until I called him and told him where to send it.
If I were careful money wouldn't be a problem. When my parents had died in an auto accident I was their only living relative so I got the insurance money and after taking care of the funeral arrangements I put the balance in a money market account. This was pre Gina so she had no claim on it when the divorce rolled around. It wasn't a ton, but I could live off it for a couple of years if I was careful.
By noon I was on my way out of town and I didn't have a clue as to where I was going or where I would end up.
++++++++++++++++
I had stopped in Denver for a bite to eat and was idly looking through the Rocky Mountain News as I waited for my food and I saw that there was plenty of work in my line and Denver was far enough away from Kansas City so I ended up staying. Four years went by and I was never served divorce papers and I never saw a lawyer so I didn't know whether Gina knew where I was or not, but then I didn't much care either. I hadn't seen a lawyer because my mind set was let Gina or her lover pay for it.
I had no family and no really close friends in Kansas City so the only one I had been in touch with was Harv. He told me Gina called a dozen times a week until she finally accepted the fact that I didn't work there anymore. Business had picked up and he kept after me to come back to work. I did give it some thought, but I liked Denver and the mountains and I had a pretty decent job so I kept putting Harv off.
And the women, good lord yes, the women. It seemed like Denver had more single women than men and I capitalized on it. No steady relationships - I wasn't going to do that again - but I was never lonely.
The company I was working for sent me to Kansas City to attend a seminar on quality control methods. I stopped and shot the bull with Harvey and he made another pitch to get me to come back to work and I gave him the usual "I'll see." I stopped at a restaurant for lunch and I was sitting in a booth reading the menu when I saw Gina walk in. I quickly turned my head so she wouldn't see me, but I wasn't quick enough and thirty seconds later she slid onto the seat across from me.
"Hi Rob."
"Hello Gina."
"How have you been?"
"Good."
"Not very talkative are you?"
"Don't have anything to say to you."
"That's too bad considering we have so much to talk about. Going to be here long?"
"No."
"Got enough time to stop by and meet your kids before you leave?"
"Kids? What kids?"
"You left me pregnant when you split."
"I left you pregnant? Not fucking likely. We hadn't had sex in almost six months. The daddy is most likely Tom (the guy she was kissing) or one of your other boyfriends."
"You are forgetting what you did on the night you left me. No Rob, they are yours."
"Yeah, right."
"Easy enough to prove Rob. Come see them, take them to a clinic and have a DNA test done."
I didn't believe her, but what if? "If I have the time I might stop by. Give me your address."
"I haven't moved."
She sat there and looked at me in silence for several seconds and then said, "You don't feel anything for me at all, do you?"
"I put you behind me four years ago Gina."
"Call before you come so I can make sure they are there. Here's my cell number" and she wrote it down on a napkin and handed it to me. Then she got up, went to another booth, sat down and ordered her lunch.
I didn't get much out of that afternoon's session, not because of lack of content, but because my mind was elsewhere. Could I have gotten her pregnant on that last night? She said kids, as in more than one and I hadn't asked. I didn't know if she was talking twins, triplets, or even more. All girls, all boys, or boys and girls? No, they couldn't be mine. She was just trying to run a mind game on me. But still, what if. It worked on me all afternoon and when the afternoon's session was over I called Gina and made arrangements to stop by that evening.
I rang the bell and then waited and when she opened the door she said:
"You didn't have to ring. This is still your house."
"I don't see it that way."
"Let's go into the kitchen. The kids are in the backyard playing in their sandbox. You can see them through the window."
"As opposed to meeting them?"
"I have no idea what you will do Rob. You might take one look at them and run. I'd rather not have that happen to them during a face to face meeting."
"Why would I run?"
"I don't know Rob, but you did run out on me and I never would have thought you would do that."
"You know full well why I did that Gina."
"No Rob, I don't. I know why you think you left, but you were supposed to know me better than that."
"Let's not get into that Gina, it is water over the dam. I'm here to get a look at the children that you claim are mine not rehash old shit."
She walked over to the window and pointed, "There they are."
I looked out the window and saw a boy and a girl building something out of wet sand.
"Robin and Robert" Gina said.
The boy glanced up at the window and my whole life changed in a fraction of a second. No need for a DNA test; I was looking out the window at myself. I had seen photo's in my mother's photo albums of me at the ages of three, four and five and if you were to take a black and white picture of the boy and put it next to one of mine in the album you wouldn't be able to tell the difference. The little girl was a gorgeous little thing and it was clear even then that she was going to be a heart breaker when she grew up. They were fraternal twins, not identical and I stood staring at them for almost a minute before Gina said:
"What's the matter Rob, cat got your tongue?"
"I'm just a little stunned is all. What do we do now?"
"What do you mean?"
"Is there a man in your life, someone they call 'daddy' or 'uncle'? If so how do we handle the meeting?"
"No permanent man and none that were ever close enough to be called "uncle."
"No permanent huh?"
"There have been a couple since it finally dawned on me that you were never coming back."
I just shook my head and then said, "Okay, how do we do it?"
"First I want to know what that little head shake meant."
"I never accused you of being stupid Gina. What do you think it meant?"
"I don't know Rob, I really don't."
"I had to get on my knees and beg if I wanted to get laid and even then it usually didn't happen, but Tom and a couple of others after I left had no problem and you can't figure out why I'm shaking my head?"
"Tom never had sex with me! Not once, not ever! As far as the others are concerned it was after - long after - you walked out on me. Even then it was your own damned fault!"
"My fault? How the hell do I get the blame for it?"
"You got me pregnant. It turns out the reason I lost interest in sex was something caused a shift in my hormones. My getting pregnant caused my hormones to shift again. Once I had the babies and it looked like I'd never see you again I started dating. If you had stayed around long enough for me to talk to you there never would have been anyone else."
"What the hell could you have said that I would have been interested in hearing? "Hey Rob honey, I'm playing around with the guys at work, but don't worry honey, it is you I love?"
"I wasn't playing around with anyone Rob. Tom had been hitting on me for years and that night he'd had too much to drink and he got stupid. He grabbed me when I came out of the bathroom and pulled me into the room across the hall and started pawing me. If you had opened that door a half second sooner you would have seen me trying to push him away. If you had opened it a second later you would have seen me slap him hard."
"That's why it took you so long to get home that I was already packed and ready to leave? You were busy slapping him?"
"I walked through the house looking for you and when I couldn't find you I had to call a cab. The cab took a while to get there and by the time I got home you were ready to leave. There never was anyone but you Rob, but you never gave me a chance to explain."
"It wouldn't have mattered anyway Gina. I was already asking people for recommendations on divorce lawyers. If I had let you talk and if I had believed you the only thing that would have been different is that you wouldn't have had to go through the discomfort and pain of childbirth. I'd have still been gone."



"Why didn't you follow through on it?"
"On what?"
"The divorce. I never got papers."
"I didn't see a lawyer after I left because there was no way I was going to pay good money to set you free so you could fuck other guys. I'd let you and your lovers pay for it."
"I could have changed Rob. We didn't know about the hormone problem then."
"So? The only reason you know that now is the pregnancy. If I had stayed and listened to you that night and if had believed you there wouldn't have been a pregnancy and you never would have found out about your hormone problem. If I would have stayed we still wouldn't have been having sex. And don't forget that I once asked you to see a doctor about your lost interest in sex and you laughed at me and belittled me for not having anything but sex on my mind, remember that? Let it go Gina. Now, what do we do here?"
"I guess we introduce my babies to their daddy and after that it is up to you."
++++++++++++++++++++
Robin and Robert were too young to understand the significance of our meeting and how it was going to change our lives. Robin was the only one of the two who was just a little bit curious and all she said was, "Are you really my daddy?" and when I assured her I was she said, "If you are my daddy why don't you live here?"
"Because I work in Denver sweetie."
"What's a Denver?" Robert wanted to know and that got me off the hook on the 'live here' question. Gina went back in the house and left us alone, but I could see her at the kitchen window watching as I got in the sandbox and started working with my children to build a sandcastle.
About an hour later Gina came out to get the kids and she asked me if I would like to stay for dinner and before I could beg off and claim a prior engagement Robert piped up with:
"He has to, he's the daddy."
That locked me in and Gina told me to go wash the sand off me. As I was walking back into the kitchen Gina was on the phone and I heard:
"I'm sorry John, but no."
"I know John, but things have changed."
"Goodbye John."
She disconnected and then punched in some numbers and when the call was answered she said:
"Sarah? Something has come up and I won't be needing you tonight after all."
"Thank you dear, bye."
I sat down at the table and then asked, "Am I getting in the way of something?"
"I had a date tonight but I cancelled it."
"Why?"
"Because you are here."
"What does that have to do with anything?"
"Maybe nothing as far as you are concerned, but for me it changes everything."
"I don't see how."
"In simple terms Rob, I would be cheating."
"That doesn't make sense Gina. You have already told me you have had men in your life."
"That was different Rob. You were gone and after a year it was clear to me that you weren't coming back. You abandoned me and that made it all right for me to date. Now you are here and we are still married so my going out would not be right; it would be cheating on my husband and that is something I never did and that I won't do now."
"That still doesn't make sense. When I go back to Denver the day after tomorrow I'll be gone again and you will probably start dating again. Two days won't make any difference."
"It will to me. And I won't start dating again when you leave because in the back of my mind I will always think you will be coming back even if it is only to see the kids. I could do it when I thought I'd never see you again, but now I can't. Not until we get divorced."
"Why didn't you get a divorce using abandonment as grounds?"
"Money Rob, specifically, the lack of it. It takes all I make to keep things running here. I can't spare a dime for lawyer's fees and court costs. Since I had no intention of ever getting married again I didn't need to get single."
"I release you from your vows. It isn't cheating if I say I don't care and then tell you to go ahead and do it. Call your boyfriend back and go out on your date."
"I can't. I've all ready cancelled the babysitter."
"So I'll watch them. I don't have anything else going on. When I left here all I was going to do was go back to my hotel room, watch some TV and then go to bed."
She looked at me for several seconds and I couldn't tell what she was thinking, but she finally got up and went to the phone and placed a call.
"John?"
"Do you still want to take me to Sally's birthday party?
"He doesn't care. He even said he would watch the kids."
"Give me an hour. Just honk and I'll be right out."
"Okay, see you then."
She hung up and turned to me. "I'll get them ready for bed before I leave. Their bedtime is eight and I always read them a story. Their favorite is "The Cat in the Hat" and it is on the bedside stand. I'll be home by midnight since I do have to work tomorrow."
"What do you do with the little guys when you go to work?"
"We have a day care center in the building. It is one of my fringe benefits."
She got Robbie (as I learned he liked to be called) and Robin ready for bed and when the horn honked out front she kissed them goodnight and told them she would see them in the morning and left on her date. I played with them until almost nine and then I put them to bed and read to them until they fell asleep. I sat there looking at the two of them and wondered what their lives and mine would have been like had I never returned to Kansas City.
I went out to the living room, watched CNN for a while and then I turned off the TV and got up and went over to the bookcase. I looked through the books I'd left behind when I took off and found one I hadn't read. I took it over to the couch and settled in to read and after a while I nodded off.
I awoke to a hot wet sensation in the area of my genitals and as I came fully awake and looked down I saw Gina. She was naked, she had my cock in her mouth and I was getting a blow job the likes of which I hadn't had in over seven years. As soon as she saw that I was awake she moved over me and sank down on my hard cock. She leaned forward and braced herself with her hands on my shoulders and then she started riding me. She stared down into my eyes as she alternated between moving up and down and rocking back and forth. That went on for several minutes and then she started slamming herself down hard on me and I felt her body convulse as she had an orgasm and seconds later I had my climax.
She got off me and moved down and took my cock back in her mouth and worked on it until it was erect and then she lay down on the living room floor and pulled me off the couch and on top of her. Her right hand pulled me toward her cunt while her left grabbed my ass and pulled me to her. The second time lasted longer than the first and she came twice before I climaxed and when it was over I asked her:
"Why did you do that?"
"Because I've missed you and I needed to do that. I needed to show you that one of the things keeping you gone has changed. I know you Rob; I know your habits. I gambled that you hadn't changed all that much. The only reason I went with John tonight was to give you the chance to fall asleep on the couch like you always did. That would give me the chance to do what I just did. You belong here Rob. I saw the look on your face when you saw Robin and Robbie for the first time. I saw how you behaved when you crawled into their sandbox with them while wearing your six hundred dollar suit. This is your home Rob. Okay, so we did have some problems, but nothing we can't work through. I just proved to you that the major one does not exist any more. I will do whatever I have to do to get you back here where you belong."
"I'm pretty well settled into my life Gina, why should I throw away what I have now just to come back here to an uncertain situation?"
"Uncertain situation?"
"My position on a sex life hasn't changed Gina. I firmly believe that sex is necessary for good mental and physical heath."
"I've just shown you that sex is no longer a problem."
"And what if your hormonal balance shifts again and you lose interest in sex again?"
"We know what it is now Rob, and if it ever happens again it can be treated with medication. Believe me, I know. I've done a lot of reading on the subject. No Rob, trust me on this, sex will never be a problem for us again."
"I don't know Gina; I trusted you once and look what it got me."
"I swear to you Rob, there never was anyone else while you were still here."
"I'm not talking about that Gina. I'm talking about the promise you made me the day after I asked you to marry me. You remember that Gina? You said you would give me an answer the next day after you found out if we would be a good fit for each other. That night was an audition, a test to see if I was sexually up to your standards. If I had performed badly that night you would have said "no" to my proposal the next morning and you know it!
"You reduced me to a quivering wreck that night and the next morning you said, "You'll do. Yes I'll marry you." That night and your acceptance promised me a sex life second to none - a promise that you broke- for whatever reason - three years into our marriage. Sex was so important to you that you had to give me a test drive before you would marry me, but three years later you couldn't have cared less about how I felt about the same subject. There was complete indifference on your part to what I was going through. From you all I got was, "It is that all you think about?" and "Grow up Rob" and "Get a grip Rob." Your entire attitude during that period was, "Go away Rob, if you are going to whine do it some place else, just leave me alone.
"Catching you with Tom wasn't the reason I left, it was just the straw that broke the camel's back. I'm happy with the life I have now Gina and I see absolutely no reason to change it."
"That may be Rob, but like it or not that life has just changed. I saw you with Robin and Robbie. I saw the instant connect between the three of you. You belong here with them Rob and you know it. You can go ahead and go on back to Denver, but you and I both know that you will be back here every weekend from now on. You'll be here on your holidays and during your vacations and you will come running if I call and tell you something is wrong with either one of them. Make it easy on everyone Rob, come home."
+++++++++++++++++++
Well, I did, but I didn't. I called Harvey and locked down my old job and then I went back to Denver, gave notice and closed out my life there. I returned to Kansas City, but I didn't go home to Gina. I wasn't anywhere close to being ready to do that.
She was right of course, Robin and Robbie were little magnets and every spare minute I had was spent with them. I was spending some time with Gina - I guess you could say we were dating - and trying to see if putting the marriage back together was feasible. The major difference between our dating now and our dating before I asked her to marry me is that now I score on each date. Gina is doing her best to fuck my eyes out thinking that is the way to get me back.
But just as a marriage with no sex is no marriage at all, a relationship built only on sex isn't going to hold together either and I don't know that Gina and I have more than that going for us. I can't forget the way she was toward me when we were going through our sexless period and to be completely honest about it somewhere in the back of my mind there is a small kernel of doubt that she was being truthful about what was going on between Tom and her.
Those are two big barriers that I have to get by before Gina and I can put anything back together and I'm not sure I can do it. I'm not sure at all.
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The lights were off and I sat on the couch in the dark living room and stared at the opposite wall and wondered how it could possibly have happened to me. I had always thought of myself as a man. Truth be told, and I admit to some ego here, I would have considered myself a 'manly man.' As a middle linebacker I made All State in my junior and senior years in high school. As a wrestler I was undefeated in my weight class three years running. I engaged in and was good at manly pursuits like hunting, fishing, rafting, bowling, golf and I was one hell of a good poker player.
Not having the money for college I joined the Army right out of high school to learn a trade and take advantage of the Army's educational opportunities and at the end of my three year enlistment I returned home with knowledge of computers, a Bronze Star and two Purple Hearts. So yes, all in all I did consider myself a man. At least I did until a five foot one inch one hundred and five pound woman reduced my six foot two inch two hundred and ten pound self to ashes.
++++++++++++
I met Gail Sue three weeks after getting home from the Army. I spent the first two weeks looking for a part time job that would allow me to take afternoon and evening classes at the college and doing all of the things necessary to get admitted and sign up for classes.
Those things taken care of I went looking for an apartment that would be close to work and to school. I found an apartment complex that was in the perfect location for me and when I walked into the leasing office I saw the most beautiful girl in the world sitting behind the desk. The name plate on the desk said that her name was Gail Sue Marshall. Long red hair that fell below her shoulders framed the face of an angel. Her voice, low and throaty, curled my toes when she said:
"May I help you?"
I told her I was looking for an apartment and asked if they had any vacancies. She told me that they did and what was available and what the monthly rates were and then she explained the ins and outs of the lease agreement. She told me that I would need to put up the first and last months rent and a security deposit. When I didn't flinch at any of the numbers she asked me if I would like to see the units that were available and when I said yes she stood up from behind her desk and reached for a ring of keys hanging on a hook behind her. The rest of her went perfectly with the angelic face and the red hair. I glanced quickly at her left hand and noticed that she wasn't wearing any rings.
We certainly made an odd looking couple as we walked through the apartment complex. My 6'2" body towered over her 5'1" and she had to tilt her head back to look up and talk to me. The first one bedroom she looked at was too small for me and I told her that unless she had larger one bedroom units we should start looking at two bedroom units.
I picked out a nice one overlooking the pool and she asked me if I was going to have a roommate. I told her that I wasn't planning on it and then I asked her why she'd asked. She said that it just seemed odd that a single guy would take on the expense of a two bedroom. I told her that I was a student at college and I was going to use the second bedroom as a home office or den. I told her that I would probably entertain occasionally and I didn't want to give up space in the living room, dining room and kitchen area for a desk, computer and tables to hold printer, flat bed scanner, books and whatever else.
She told me that she took night classes at the college and asked me what my major was and we got to discussing school and schedules as we walked back to the office so I could sign the lease agreement. As I left the office I told her that I would see her around and she said:
"I certainly hope so."
At that my ears perked up and I wondered if she was just being polite or would maybe welcome my attentions.
++++++++++++++++
The next week was a busy one for me as I ran around buying furniture and all the other things I needed to set up the apartment. I was in Wal-Mart buying a set of pots and pans when a voice behind me said:
"How's the move in coming?"
I turned and saw Gail Sue standing there. "Kind of slow" I said. "I've never been on my own before so I've no idea of all that I really need. I'm forever finding something that I just have to have and back down here I come. It is too bad that Wally World does not give frequent flyer miles. I could have had a trip to Europe by now."
"Maybe I can help. Got time for a cup of coffee?"
I said that I did and after I had checked out we went next door to the Starbucks. When we sat down she took a pad and pen out of her hand bag and started writing on it. After a couple of minutes she slid the pad across the table to me and told me that it was the bare minimum that I should have to start with. I looked at the list and then took out my pen and crossed out all the things I already had and then I tore the sheet off the pad and put it in my pocket as I said:
"I can see that it is back to Wal-Mart for me."
"Do you know what to do with those pots and pans you bought today?"
"Pretty much. My mom taught all of us kids how to cook and then since she and dad both worked the three of us kids had to take turns doing the meals during the week and mom did the weekends."
"What is your specialty?"
"My specialty?"
"Sure. Everyone who cooks has something that they think is really good and they make it more often than anything else they do."
"I guess it would be my meat loaf."
"When do I get to try it?"
No way was I going to let an opening like that go by so I asked her if she were free that night.
I served a nice Merlot with the meatloaf, baked potato and French style green beans and when dinner was over we sat there, sipped the wine and got to know each other better. She was an only child and her parents were divorced. Following the divorce her father moved to California and her only contact with him was a phone call on her birthday and a Christmas card with a check in it. Her mother remarried and moved to Atlanta and they talked on the phone twice a week. She couldn't afford to go to school full time and work part time so she worked full time and went to school part time. She liked her job and one of the reasons was that she got an employee discount on her one bedroom apartment.
I told her about growing up on a farm with an older sister and a younger brother and how my mom raised the three of us after my father was killed in an auto accident. I told her my goal was a degree in Electrical Engineering and she told me she was after a degree in Interior Design. When it was time for her to go I asked her if she would like to try my Linguini Alfredo she said she would love to.
"How about Friday at seven?"
"It's a date."
Friday night was a repeat of Tuesday in that after we ate we sat, sipped wine and talked. I enjoyed her company very much. She was intelligent, had a great sense of humor and it was a joy just to sit and look at her.
On Monday and Wednesday we both had an evening class that ran from seven until eight-thirty so we met after class at a local pub for a drink and the third time we did that I asked her for a "real date."
"A real date?"
"Yeah, you know, dinner and then a movie or maybe drinks and dancing."
"Definitely drinks and dancing. When?"
"How about this Saturday?"
"What time?"
"Will six work for you?"
She was a dream to dance with and we spent a lot of time out on the dance floor. We had been there about two hours and were out on the dance floor moving together to a fairly slow number. I can still remember it - "Nights in White Satin" - and Gail reached up and pulled my head down and kissed me. I was so surprised that it was a second or so before I woke up and kissed her back. She broke the kiss and tucked in close to me and after the song ended we went back to our booth where instead of sitting across from me she slid in beside me and held my hand while we kissed again.
++++++++++++++++++
After that night we were a couple,. We dated all through my freshman year and into the middle of my sophomore year. After we had been dating for about four months she asked me why I had not made a move on her of a sexual nature. We had kissed a lot and some of our necking sessions had been pretty heated.
"But you have never tried to put your hands on my breasts or run a hand up my leg or do anything that a girl expects a guy to try."
"It wouldn't be fair of me to do any of that."
"How would it not be fair?"
"It would get you worked up to no end. I promised my mother I would go to my wedding bed a virgin."
"You are twenty-two and still a virgin?"
"Yes I am."
"Oh wow. I don't believe it. A twenty-two year old girl maybe, but not a guy."
"It hasn't been easy. Back in high school I almost succumbed a couple of times. That's how I know about getting worked up and why I'm avoiding doing it with you."
Gail had looked at me for several seconds before saying, "Are you going to expect your bride to be a virgin also?"
I chuckled and then said, "Not unless she promised my mother she would be. No honey, it would be nice, but it would not be a requirement."
I thought I saw relief in her eyes and then she said, "You have never mentioned it, but do we have a future?"
"I hope so."
"Then why haven't you asked me to marry you?"
"I won't get married until I get college out of the way and that is a long time to ask a girl to wait around. I figured that if I asked you and you said yes it would lock you in and I didn't want to do that to you. My thought was that if we were still a couple when my degree was in sight it would mean that we would be good for the long haul."
"The long haul?"
"Yes honey, the long haul. To me marriage is forever.
"So what you are saying is that you think between now and when you graduate I'm going to go and find another guy?"
"What I am saying is that I'm three and a half years away from graduation and I want you to be free to make sure that you are sure of what you want."
"In other words I'm free to date others to make sure that the one I really want is you."
"That pretty much sums it up."
"Guys can be so dense sometimes. Can we go looking for a ring tomorrow?"
We found one she liked the next day and I went to my knees and proposed, she said yes and I slipped the ring on her finger.
A week later she called me on the phone and told me that her mother had been in a bad accident and she had to fly to Atlanta. She told me she didn't know how long she would be gone, but that she would call me as soon as she got there and found out more of what was going on. She called me the next day and told me that it would be a while before she would be able to come back. Both her mother and her stepfather were hurt pretty badly and she was going to have to stay with them until they were back on their feet. She was gone almost eight months. We talked two or three times a week and when the term ended in June I told her I would take a week off of work and fly to Atlanta to visit, but she talked me out of it. She said it would be a waste of money since she couldn't get away to spend any time with me. We talked on the phone weekly and her visit to Atlanta seemed to stretch out longer and longer. There were some rehab issues is what she told me.
I decided to accelerate things and I took summer classes to speed things up so I didn't have the opportunity to offer to fly to Atlanta to see her. I was one month into my senior year when she came back. Her timing was just right and she was able to get her old job back. The girl who had replaced her was getting married and moving. Gail re-enrolled and got on with her classes.
Graduation was fast approaching and we made plans to be married in a civil ceremony with just a couple of close friends present. One week before the ceremony Gail Sue sat me down for a little talk.
"Before you marry me honey, there are some things about me that you should know. The first is that I am not a virgin. In fact, I am a long way from being a virgin. I've had sex with at least two dozen guys and one of them got me pregnant. My mother's so called accident never happened. I went to Atlanta to go through my pregnancy, have the baby and then give it up for adoption. I like sex and I have been seeing guys for as long as I have known you. The last one was in Atlanta the day the doctor cleared me to have sexual relations again. I saw him for the six months that it took me to lose the extra weight I gained during my pregnancy and to get back into the same shape I was when you last saw me. He was the last one honey. I made up my mind before I left Atlanta that you were the one I wanted to spend my life with. You need to know all of this now before you marry me. If you want to back out now I'll understand."
"What you did before is none of my business. I don't have an exclusive claim on you until you say "I do." I'm not backing out of anything."
+++++++++++++++++
I thought that our honeymoon started out as disaster, but Gail convinced me that my quick ejaculations were normal for a virgin and that I would eventually gain some staying power. Thank God she was right.
For a while there I hated my mother for making me promise to stay a virgin until I married. I thought back to all the chances I'd had in high school to have that much enjoyment and had to pass on because of that promise and I wanted to strangle her. I just loved the hell out of making love and when I got home from work Gail Sue knew that dinner on the table waiting was the furthest thing from my mind.
We had been married about four months when the first crack appeared in the marriage. I was licking Gail's nipples when she put her hands on my head and gently pushed it downward. She had a sensitive belly button and I thought she wanted me to kiss it and lick it so I kissed and licked my way down her stomach until I got to her "innie", but she kept the pressure on my head and when my nose hit her pussy hairs I raised my head and asked her what she was doing.
"I want you to kiss my pussy lover. I want you to lick my pussy and suck on my clit."
"Are you out of your mind? Why would I want to do some as disgusting as that?"
"How can you call it disgusting if you don't try it?"
"What the hell is wrong with you Gail Sue? You pee out of that hole."
"That doesn't keep you from putting your cock in it."
"There is a big difference between my cock and my mouth Gail Sue. My dick can't taste and my mouth can."
"Oh for God's sake Robbie; men have been eating pussy for a thousand years and no one has ever died from it. It gives a woman pleasure. Come on honey, give it a try."
"No Gail Sue. I will not put my mouth on that!"
I moved up to mount her and she moved out from under me. I asked her what she was doing and she told me that she wasn't in the mood any more. Things were kind of chilly in the house for the next week. Every time I tried to initiate love making Gail would have an excuse as to why she couldn't. She had a headache or a backache or she was too tired and then her monthly came along.
I wasn't stupid. I knew that she was withholding sex to punish me for not doing what she wanted me to do. I also knew than even though she was depriving me she was depriving herself. Well, she pissed me off! When her period was over and she was over her 'hissy fit' and ready to get it on it was my turn to have headaches and backaches and to be too tired. She made me go for nine days without so I made her go for twelve. True, I was hurting myself, but some times you just have to make your point.
Gail Sue was not stupid either and she knew just what I was doing. She knew that I was getting back at her and I knew that she was suffering a lot more than I had. I was new to sex and although I loved it I had not yet gotten to the point where I was used to it on a regular basis. By her own admission she liked sex a lot and had been doing it for years so a lack of sex had to hurt her more than it hurt me. That was going to be the way of it from then on. If she withheld sex from me she could count on my responding in kind with interest. Nothing was said between us, but Gail Sue knew what the rules were going to be from then on. On the thirteenth day when she reached for my cock I let it happen and for the next several months it was as if nothing had happened.
And then the crack that had started with the pussy eating incident grew wider. One morning I woke up thinking I was waking up from a wet dream only to find that Gail Sue had my dick in her mouth. I jerked away from her.
"God damn it Gail Sue, just what is wrong with you? How can you even think of doing something as disgusting as that?"
"Most men like it Robbie."
"I don't care what a bunch of degenerates like and dislike. You know what my stance is on the subject Gail Sue now leave it be!"
For the next four months she kept arguing with me and trying to talk me into trying it just once, but I was adamant that it was too disgusting to talk about, let alone happen.
There were some other disagreements along the way. She wanted me to fuck her like a dog. She wanted to sit on top of me and do the work. Not only did she want to sit on top, but she wanted to sit on top backwards! She did not take my refusal to do any of those things well. She never withheld sex - she had learned her lesson there - but she did constantly argue with me and berate me for not at least trying any of those degenerate acts.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the week before our wedding anniversary. I came home and almost tripped over the suitcases that were stacked by the front door. Gail Sue was in the kitchen and as I walked into the room she said:
"I'll cut right to the chase Rob. I'm leaving you. I've been to the bank and I withdrew half of what we had and I've had myself removed from all of our credit cards. You can use whatever grounds you feel like in the divorce. I'm sorry that things didn't work out Rob. Hopefully your next wife will be more in tune with you."
She started to get up and I asked, "Don't I even get to know why?"
"Does it matter?"
"It does to me."
"You won't like it."
"I don't like the fact that you are leaving me, but you are doing it anyway."
"You are no good in bed Rob. I'm sorry, but that's the way it is. I'm a very sexual person. I like sex and I like it in all of its various forms and I don't get it from you."
"You've never complained before."
"I complain all the time Rob, but you never listen. I like oral sex, both giving and getting and I like making love in positions other than the missionary. I love anal sex Rob. I've never mentioned anal to you since you always go ballistic when I bring up oral, but that's the bottom line Rob. You are just not getting the job done for me in the bedroom."
"That's it? You are throwing our marriage away over something that makes up...what?...five percent of the marriage?"
"That's the problem Rob. It is only five percent to you, but it is more like forty or even fifty percent for me. It is more my fault than yours. I never should have married you."
"I thought you loved me."
"I did. I still do. But given my sexual nature I should have made sure that we were sexually compatible before marrying you. What I did was the equivalent of answering an ad in the paper for a used car and buying it without checking under the hood or taking it for a test drive. But I was in love and I thought that it was cute and charming that you were keeping a promise to your mother by staying a virgin. In all other respects except for the bedroom Rob, you are a great husband. It is just unfortunate for us that I need the bedroom part as much as I need the other parts. The thing I really couldn't understand is your insistence on only using the missionary position. You seemed to enjoy the hell out of making love so why did you limit yourself to the missionary?"



"The others are not natural."
"Not natural?"
"That's right, not natural. With you on top my sperm would flow back towards me. With me on top the sperm would fall deeper into you and have a better chance to get to your eggs."
"So for you it was all about getting me pregnant? Did you ever stop to think that having kids is a decision that needs to be made by both parties? Why didn't you talk to me about that?"
"What was there to talk about? People get married and raise families. It's the way of things."
"Not with me it isn't. I've already had one baby and after going through it I am in no hurry to have another one. If you had gotten me pregnant it would have been a miracle. I'm on birth control pills and I back them up with a diaphragm just to make damned sure that I don't get pregnant."
"You were deliberately denying me my chance to be a father?"
"Damned right I was. It is my body that has to do all the work and suffer the pain so it is going to be me who decides if and when I'm going to have a baby and you would have known that if you would have talked to me. You are a nice guy Rob and you will make the right girl a good husband, but the right girl is going to have to be a virgin and be naive as hell to go along with your idea of a love life."
She stood up and said, "I'll let you know where I'm staying when I find a place so you will know where to send the divorce papers."
She started to leave the room and then stopped. "This isn't easy for me Rob because I do love you, but there is more to a marriage than just love."
I must have sat there staring at nothing in particular for an hour after she had gone. She had hit me where I was the most vulnerable - my maleness! "You are no good in bed" she had said. She told me I wasn't a man.
To be continued…
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I watched her dress for the party and thought for the thousandth time how fortunate I had been to have her say yes when I asked her to marry me.
As I watched her I knew that the party was going to be special. She was going all out to showcase what she had. Black lacy shelf bra that lifted her breasts so the low cut blouse could display the creamy upper slopes and the enticing cleavage. An almost non-existent black thong that I had never seen before. Her long tanned legs were stockingless as she put on a pair of strappy sandals with four inch heels. She stepped into a short black skirt that came down to mid-thigh and displayed her legs to the fullest. As a finishing touch she put an ankle chain on her right ankle and a gold chain with a locket around her neck. Still more things I'd never seen before. She spun around in front of me and asked:
"How do I look?"
"Good enough to eat."
"Good. That's the look I am going for. Come on; we don't want to be late."
As she headed for the bedroom door I rolled her comment over in my mind.
"That's the look I am going for."
Too bad the look wasn't for me.
++++++++++++++
I met Patricia Ann Cummings on our first day at Longview High School. I had gone to middle school on the north side of the county and Patty had attended middle school on the south side. We ended up sitting next to each other in that first day's first class and I was smitten. I thought that she was the loveliest thing I'd ever seen and before the day was over I asked her if she would like to go the movies with me. She said she would love to and that date led to a second which led to a third and then a fourth. We dated for a couple of months and then I asked her to go steady with me and she said no. She said she really liked me a lot, but that there were a lot of other boys that she thought were cute and that she might like to go out with.
For the next two years I asked her out at least once a week and maybe one time in four she would say yes. I thought since she kept saying yes to me that I would sooner or later have the inside track with her. That all changed in the twelfth grade. One day I asked her out and she told me that she wouldn't be able to date me any more because she was going steady with Brad Metzler.
Through senior year I dated a couple of other girls, but my heart wasn't really in it. I would end up comparing them to Patty Ann and they never measured up. I didn't even go to the senior prom because I couldn't bear to see Patty in Brad's arms as they danced.
Patty was still friendly with me and would sit with me at lunch from time to time in the school cafeteria. We would talk about things going on with our classmates, what we were going to do when we went to college and the like. I was pretty good in math, but Patty was only so so and she would occasionally ask if she could study with me and I of course never said no.
She and Brad got into an argument about mid-way through our senior year and they broke up. I moved in and for about a month Patty and I were a couple and then one day I asked her what she wanted to do on the coming weekend and she told me that she was going to a party with Brad. From then on they were back together. Graduation came and Patty and Brad took off on a trip with Brad's parents and I didn't see them again until the fall.
++++++++++++++
It was, in the immortal words of Yogi Berra, "de-ja vu all over again." It was the first day of class at the local college and I was sitting in the auditorium waiting for freshman indoctrination to begin when someone sat down in the seat next to me. I looked over and saw that it was Patty Ann. I looked around and didn't see Brad and Patty read my mind.
"He won't be here until next week. He had something that he had to do with his father."
"Since he isn't around would this be a good time to ask you to go to Jane's party with me Friday night?"
"Why do you keep trying Rob? You know I'm Brad's girl."
"A guy can only hope."
"But why?"
"I can't tell you, but I like to think that if I hang in there it will some day be to my benefit."
"What do you mean you can't tell me why? Does that mean you don't know yourself or is it something that you don't think you can tell me?"
"Let's just say that I know when to keep my mouth shut."
"Okay then, be that way. But Brad will be back in time to take me to the party so no, I can't go with you."
"At least save me a dance."
"We'll see."
As we sat there and listened to the parade of people telling us what to expect, what not to expect and explaining the rules and regulations that would govern our lives for the next four years I thought about Patty and her question - "Is it something that you don't think you can tell me?" That was it in a nutshell. I knew better than to bad mouth Brad to her, but the plain and simple fact was that Brad was an asshole and sooner or later he was going to hurt her. I couldn't tell her that because she wouldn't believe me and all it would accomplish is that I would poison her against me. All I could do was hang around and hope to be there to help pick up the pieces when the time came.
++++++++++++++++
I wanted Patty, but I finally accepted that I might never get her so I started dating and stopped trying to compare my dates to Patty. I dated half a dozen, necked with most of them, but it wasn't until I met Bonnie that I found one I wanted to date often. She was a hot kisser and liked grinding her body into mine when we danced.
It was our third date and we were necking hot and heavy in front of her dorm. We had been to a party and had done some dirty dancing and I mean some "real get down and dirty dancing" and I had a very hard and aching cock and the necking wasn't making things easier. I needed to get home to the privacy of my bedroom and take care of it. Suddenly Bonnie broke the kiss and said:
"I'll suck your dick if you will eat my pussy."
The look on my face must have been priceless. Bonnie said, "What? You've never had your dick sucked before?"
The fact of the matter was that I hadn't. I was a stone assed virgin, but I wasn't going to tell Bonnie that so what I did say was:
"I've never eaten a pussy. I don't know how."
Bonnie broke out in a big smile and said, "Oh goody! I get to be your first and I get to teach you to do it the way I like. Have you got enough to spring for a motel room?"
That night opened my eyes. I could have cried over all the times I never even tried to do things with other girls because I was so hung up on Patty. As soon as we were in the hotel room Bonnie said:
"Come here lover so I can unwrap my present" and then she undressed me. When she had me naked I returned the favor and I think by the way I fumbled with her bra hooks she got an idea of just how inexperienced I was. When I had her naked she pushed me back on the bed and said:
"I'll do you first and then we can concentrate on teaching you how to make the girls want to chase after you."
How do you describe your first blow job? I can't describe mine because I was so buried in sensations that all I could think about was how totally awesome it was. I didn't want it to end, but it did and all too quickly. I spurted and Bonnie kept sucking until I went soft.
"First blow job?" Bonnie asked and I sheepishly nodded yes. "The right way to do it is that you are supposed to tell the girl when you are ready to cum. Not all of us like to swallow. Be honest with me sweetie; you are a virgin aren't you?"
Again I sheepishly nodded a yes.
Nothing to be ashamed of sweetie; we all have to have a first time. I love it that I get to be yours."
We didn't leave that motel room until seven the next morning and by the time the motel door closed behind me I knew how to eat pussy the way that Bonnie liked having it done, I knew I loved blow jobs (and pussy); I found out how much fun a sixty-nine could be and I had lost my virginity three times over. As we dressed Bonnie said:
"Next time we will do some anal."
"Then there will be a next time?"
"Oh yes sweetie, most definitely yes. I still have a ton to teach you."
I can't say that Bonnie and I became a couple because we didn't. Bonnie still dated other guys and I wasn't silly enough to believe that I was the only guy she had sex with, but she still managed to fit me in (no pun intended) two or three times a week. So she was seeing other guys, so what? I was still having more fun that the law should allow. And Bonnie did make me feel like a stud because a lot of times she would call me and ask me if I was up (again, no pun intended) for a night with her.
+++++++++++++++++
I would occasionally run across Patty and Brad at parties and dances and I began to notice something. If I was alone or with some girl other than Bonnie Patty always seemed to have a smile for me, but if I was with Bonnie Patty would look away when I caught her eye. I couldn't for the life of me figure out where Patty might have known Bonnie from or what Bonnie could have done to piss off Patty. I just filed it away as one of those questions that you would never know the answer to.
I found out that certain girls talk as much about guys as guys talk about girls. I couldn't begin to count the number of times that some guy I know bragged about how he and _________(fill in the blank) had fucked all night and what a great cock sucker she was. Girls must do the same. I was at a party one night and I had come stag. While I was there Sue Wilson came up to me and said:
"Bonnie says you are a fun date. Why don't you give me a call sometime?"
The next time I saw Bonnie I asked her about it.
"Why that little whore! I thought the bitch was my friend and now she's trying to cut in on my action."
"Cut in on your action?"
"I told the slut how good you were at eating pussy and I guess she wants to try you out to see if I know what I'm talking about."
"And just how many others did you share that little tidbit with?"
"Don't go getting all pissy with me over this baby. I won't be around forever and when I'm gone there will be a good half dozen girls who are going to try and get you to ask them out."
I did start paying attention to the girls that Bonnie seemed to spend time with and on nights I wanted to go out but Bonnie said she was busy I started calling a few of them and I did surprisingly well. Anyway, Bonnie and her friends set the stage for my next meaningful encounter with Patty Ann.
I was with Bonnie at a party and we were on the dance floor and dancing pretty close to each other when Patty and Brad came in. I caught Patty's eye and she gave me what I can only call a look of pure disgust. "What's up with that" I wondered and then forgot about it. About an hour into the party I was at the make-shift bar making myself a drink and watching Bonnie 'dirty dance' with some guy when Patty came up to me.
May I ask you a very personal question?"
"I think we know each other well enough for that."
"Why are you with that tramp?"
"Tramp?"
"Oh come on Rob; she is intimately acquainted with the back seats of at least half of the guys here at this party."
"And your point?"
She gave me that look of disgust again and turned and walked away. Five minutes later Patty came up to me and said:
"I saw you talking to Patty. What did she want?"
"Nothing. Just saying hello."
"She wants you."
I laughed at that. "She wants me? That's a crock. I've been trying to give myself to her since the ninth grade and she won't have me."
"I don't know why you haven't connected, but trust me on this - she wants you. A girl can tell about these things."
I just shook my head, took her hand and led her out onto the dance floor.
The following Monday I was sitting in the student cafeteria picking at a chicken-pot-pie and reviewing my notes for Business Law when Patty sat down across from me.
"I want to apologize Rob. I was out of line the other night. I had no business sticking my nose into your personal life."
"So why did you?"
"I care about you Rob and I hated seeing you throw your life away on that piece of trash and her girlfriends. You deserve better Rob."
"Better wouldn't have me Patty Ann. God knows I've tried."
She looked at me blankly for a couple of seconds until she realized what it was that I had really just said.
"You don't give up do you?"
"I'm not dead yet."
"What am I going to do with you Rob; you know that I'm spoken for."
"It isn't over until I see the wedding rings on your finger Patty and even then I'll probably be around somewhere."
She shrugged her shoulders and apologized again and as she got up to leave I thought about what Bonnie had said:
"She wants you."
If Bonnie was right Patty Ann hid it well.
+++++++++++++++
Summer vacation was both good and bad for me. The good part was that I had landed an internship at a local company and I was doing well and getting good reviews. The bad part was that my maternal grandparents died in an auto accident. I had been very close to Grandma Ruth and Grandpa Harry and their deaths shook me terribly.
I received a registered letter from their attorney requesting my presence at the reading of their will and that is when I found out for the first time that they had set up a trust fund for me when I was born. I would get the entire amount when I turned twenty-five. One of the provisions was that once I turned eighteen, if I went to college, I could draw against the trust for up to ten thousand a year for educational expenses. My parents had never told me about that since they had set up my college fund when I was still young. My grandparents also left me a cash bequest of twenty thousand. It bothered me that I never knew about the trust and was never able to properly thank them.
I used part of the twenty thousand to set me up in an off campus apartment, but other than that sophomore year was more of the same. I still saw Bonnie two or three times a week and when I wasn't seeing her I could usually be seen with one of the girls that Bonnie had talked me up to. Life was good, but every once in a while I would be brought down in the dumps when I'd see Patty Ann with Brad. Patty and I would run across each other every once in a while and we would talk. Always light, general conversation. She never mentioned my "tramp" and I never asked about Brad.
The year flew by and then we were into our junior year. Bonnie never came back to school after summer vacation so I was spending most of my time with Pauline French, one of the girls that Bonnie had told about my pussy eating prowess. I was having a good time with Pauline, but it was a 'nervous' good time. Pauline wanted a ring and she kept hinting that we really needed to start planning "our future" but the truth of the matter was that I didn't see a future with Pauline. She was a fun bed partner, but that is all she was as far as I was concerned. I suppose I should have done the right thing and told her straight out that marriage was not in the cards for us, but that might have caused her to drop me and I wasn't about to give up having sex four and five times a week.
Things bumped along until spring break. Two weeks after classes resumed I went into the student cafeteria for lunch and I saw Patty Ann sitting at a table in the back. I carried my tray over and sat down with her. Her face was tear streaked and she looked like hell. I asked her what was the matter and she said:
"My life sucks!"
"Oh come on Patty; things can't be that bad."
"Oh yes they can."
"So what is the problem? Uncle Rob is here to give you a shoulder to cry on."
"There isn't anything that you can do to help."
"Try me."
"I'm pregnant."
"So when is the big day?"
"I don't know. I haven't been to the doctor yet."
"Not that big day. When are you and Brad going to tie the knot?"
"We aren't. We had a big argument just before spring break and he took off. He didn't come back to school after the break and when I didn't hear from him I called his mother. She told me that he had moved to California to work for his uncle. I asked her how I could get in touch with him and she told me that he didn't want anything more to do with me and he didn't want her to give me his number."
"So he doesn't know?"
"I didn't know myself until I took the self test yesterday."
"Any chance it was a bad test?"
"I retook it again this morning and it was positive again."
"Well I wouldn't worry until a doctor confirms it."
"I have an appointment at three this afternoon, but I know it is only a formality. Oh God Rob, what am I going to do? This will just kill my mother. The shame of having an unwed mother for a daughter will just kill her. Hell! It will upset my entire family."
"It won't be that bad."
"Oh yes it will. My mother has harped on me for the last five or six years about going down the aisle as a virgin. I can't even remember how many times she told me that only sluts and whores have sex before marriage. Just to get her off my back I promised her I would be a virgin at my wedding. I am so screwed."
"Maybe not. Maybe there is a way out."
"How?"
"See the doctor first. No sense in going off half-cocked. Let's just make sure that we really have a problem."
"We?"
"You don't think I'd let you go through this alone do you?"
I drove her to the doctor's office and the doctor said, "Congratulations, you are going to be a mommy."
Patty kept a stiff upper lip until we were out of the doctor's office and then she broke down and sobbed into my shoulder until she was all cried out. As I drove her back to her car I told her that she needed to find some way to get in touch with Brad.
"Can I come to your place and call his mom from there? I can't go home to my mother in the shape I'm in right now."
"No problem. You can stay there as long as you need to."
She called Brad's mother and got the bad news. Brad had specifically told his mother that he did not want to hear from Patty under any circumstances. Patty told Brad's mother that she was pregnant and desperately needed to get in touch with Brad and Brad's mother said that Brad had told her that Patty might try something like that and to ignore Patty. Patty hung up the phone and looked at the floor.
"I am cooked Rob; I am just so absolutely screwed."
I sat there looking at her and then knowing that it was stupid of me and that it could not turn out well I bit the bullet and said:
"There is a way."
"A way to what?"
"Take care of the problem of upsetting your family and giving the baby a name so that it won't be born a bastard."
"How can that happen?"
I told her and she was stunned. "No way" she said. "It can't work. It would be wrong. I love Brad and we will get back together; I know we will."
"Maybe, but that is in the future. This is the here and now and now is when you need to do something."
"How can you do it knowing how I feel about Brad?"
"I can do it because I've always felt the same way about you."
"What happens when Brad comes back?"
"We end it and he can legally adopt the child. No one will ever need to know."
She argued against it and I tried my best to convince her and fear of what her mother and the rest of her family would do finally swung her over and the next morning we flew to Vegas and were married by Elvis.
I loved Patty Ann, but I knew that our marriage was just a sham. I loved her enough to do what I was doing to help her, but I knew that she didn't love me. I knew she really liked me, but that was all and I made sure that the hotel where we spent the night had double beds. I was in one, under the covers, and I had turned the other one down for Patty and when she came out of the bathroom she saw the set-up. She looked from me to the other bed and then back to me and then she came and got into bed with me. I started to ask her if she knew what she was doing and she put a finger to my lips.



"I've thought about this ever since I agreed to your plan. You know that my heart belongs to Brad, but you are my husband now and I am your wife. Regardless of why we got married we are married and I intend that for as long as it lasts it will be a real marriage."
Her hand slipped down my body to my erect cock and as she wrapped her fingers around it she said:
"I guess the idea doesn't displease you."
++++++++++++++++++
It was a shock to both of our families to find out that we had eloped, but for the most part they got over it. Patty's parents told her that since she was married now they would no longer pay for her college and that upset her greatly as she was so set on getting her degree. I drew against my trust for the money to pay her tuition and books.
As far as marriages go it was so so. I loved Patty and she liked me so we got along fine, but the passion wasn't there. Most couples just married (or so I'd heard) made love anywhere and everywhere six and seven days a week until the novelty wore off, but I was getting less sex married than I was getting when I was single. Patty and I made love twice a week and I honestly believed that it was only because she thought it was her duty as a wife. But even though I seemed to be coming out on the short end I considered it the price I had to pay to have Patty.
We lived the life of married students and things seemed smooth enough. We had been married four months when I got a call from Patty's mother. Patty had been by to visit and had tripped and fallen down some stairs. She had started bleeding and they had rushed her to the hospital and Patty was in the emergency room. I hurried to the hospital and when I got there I found out that the fall had caused a miscarriage.
A few weeks after Patty had come home and recovered I sat down with her and asked her if she wanted the divorce then or wanted to wait until after graduation.
"What divorce Rob? Are you tired of me already?"
"We only got married because you were pregnant and Brad wasn't available."
"Yes we did, but we are married and I see no reason to change things."
She took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom and for the first time since Elvis joined us in holy matrimony Patty reduced me to a quivering ruin. Nothing was said by either of us, but our marriage changed that night. It was gradual at first. Our love making went to a couple of times a night on our two nights a week. Then it was three times a week. Then four. Patty Ann was more attentive and seemed to want to snuggle and cuddle more than she had in the past and our marriage started to look like the marriage that some of our friends had.
Graduation came and Patty and I found jobs and started out on our careers and while things seemed to be good I still felt a little ill at ease. I was looking over my shoulder knowing that it would all come to an end as soon as Brad came back. But Brad didn't come back and Patty never mentioned him so I gradually forgot about him.
I made arrangements to take Patty out to celebrate our first our first anniversary. It was on a Friday and I rushed home from work so I could change and be ready to go on time for our reservations at Duke's Steak House. I walked into the apartment and found Patty waiting for me in nothing but a pair of high heels.
"I took the liberty of cancelling our dinner reservations. I have my own idea of how we should celebrate our anniversary."
It was a long night and when she finally couldn't get me to respond any more she snuggled in next to me and said:
"Thank you for being mine."
I put my arm around her, pulled her close and prayed that I could keep on being hers.
++++++++++++++++++
We had been married a little over eighteen months when we tired of apartment living and went house hunting. We found a very nice three bedroom with an in ground pool and made an offer. It was accepted and we moved in. The next three years flew by and I honestly believe that there wasn't anyone in the world who could possibly be happier than I was.
And then my world turned to shit!
Patty worked for the state and got a shit load of days off during the year. Martin Luther King Day, Veteran's Day, President's Day and Columbus day were just a few of them. I only got the regular six plus my birthday so Patty had a lot of time off that I couldn't share with her. It was Columbus Day and Patty was off.
I left work early so I could go home and spend some time with her and maybe take her out to dinner. When I got home there was an unfamiliar car in the driveway and I wondered who Patty's visitor was. I called out, "Honey, I'm home" when I came in through the door, but I got no answer. I walked into the kitchen to get a Coke from the ice box and through the kitchen window I saw Patty sitting in a chair next to the pool talking to a man sitting in another chair.
The man was Brad!
They were both fully dressed and they were sitting across from each other and not close so I didn't think they had been up to anything, but human nature being what it is I went upstairs and checked the bedrooms and the dirty clothes hamper in the master bedroom. I even checked the laundry room, but found no sign that anything untoward had happened in the house. But I was not due home for another four hours and maybe Brad had just arrived and they just had not got around to doing anything yet. Who knew what might happen in those four hours.
I went outside and moved my car down the block and then went back into the house. The two of them were still sitting beside the pool so I went to the upstairs bedroom that overlooked the pool and settled in to watch.
They talked for another half hour and I noticed that Patty smiled and laughed a lot and then Brad said something that made Patty frown and cast a quick glance toward the house. She shook her head no and Brad said something else and Patty again shook her head no. Brad said something else and then they both stood up and headed for the house. I moved to the bedroom door and opened it a crack and put my ear to it.
"....tomorow for sure?" I heard Brad say and then I heard Patty say, "Tomorrow."
I thought I heard the sound of a kiss, but it could very well have been my imagination, and then the front door opened and then closed and I heard Patty humming to herself as she moved back through the house. I heard the patio door slide open and I moved back to the window and looked out. Patty was picking up the glasses that she and Brad had been drinking out of and while she was out by the pool I got out of the house. I drove to the public library and tried to kill time until it was my regular time to go home.
I pulled the days paper from the rack and sat there trying to read it, but I couldn't concentrate. My mind was full of questions that I had no answers for. How long had Brad been back in town? How long had Patty known it? Why hadn't she mentioned it to me? Did he just stop by the house and knock on the door? If so how did he know Patty had the day off? If he knew she had the day off how did he know she would be at home? The alternative to that was that he was invited over. If so why during the day when I wouldn't be there? And then back to an earlier question. If invited meant Patty knew he was back so why hadn't she mentioned it to me? She knew that I would find out sooner or later so why hide it from me? And what was the "Tomorrow for sure" all about? Would Patty mention that he was at the house when I got home? And the biggie:
Was my worst fear, that I would eventually lose Patty back to Brad about to be realized?
I tried to act normal when I got home and I guess I was successful because Patty didn't seem to notice any change in me. I did get the answer to one of my questions though. I asked her how her day off had been and if she had done anything with her free time.
"No baby, just a lazy day for me. I lay by the pool, read a book and worked on my tan."
We made love once that night and then I tried, with only limited success, to get some sleep.
+++++++++++++++++
I stopped at an IHOP when I left the house and called work. I told them that I was sick and wouldn't be in. I was parked where I could see the both the door to patty's office and her car in the parking lot when her lunch hour came around. At five to twelve the car that had been in my driveway the previous day pulled up outside Patty's office and parked at the curb. I could see that the driver was Brad. Patty came out, got in the car and they drove off. I didn't bother to follow them because it didn't matter. I already knew all I needed to know.
Brad was back and Patty was seeing him and hiding it from me. The handwriting was on the wall. Brad was not the distant memory that I hoped he would be and it was obvious that Patty had not put him out of her mind. Regardless of my feelings for Patty it was understood when we married that I would step aside when Brad came back. I had hoped that it would never happen, but I told her then that I understood and now I was going to have to honor my agreement. The only question left was when was she going to drop the bomb on me.
Nothing was mentioned that night about her seeing Brad that afternoon, but when we went to bed that night Patty was insatiable and she sucked and fucked me into exhaustion. I couldn't help but wonder if it wasn't out of guilt for what she had done that day.
The next three weeks were hell on me. Patty had always stopped after work to have a drink with her co-workers, but it was usually only about once every two weeks or so. Suddenly she was stopping with them twice a week. I could count on the thumbs of one hand the number of Mary Kay, Tupperware and Avon parties that Patty had attended over the past three years, but she had gone to two of them since I first saw her with Brad out by the pool.
I knew what was going on and I finally couldn't take it any more and I made the decision to confront Patty and get it over with. I was all set to do it after dinner, but then Patty took it out of my hands.
"Don't make any plans for Friday night."
"Why? What's up?"
"We are going to a party at the Roadhouse. Brad's back in town and Bev got a bunch of us together and we are going to throw him a Welcome Home party."
I looked at her and waited for her to lay the second part on me; the part where she would tell me that we were over and it was time for her to get on with her life with Brad. Instead she ran through who would be there and how much fun it was going to be to see a lot of the people we had lost touch with over the years.
That night and for the next two she destroyed me in the bedroom and again it left me wondering if she was being so good to me out of guilt for what she had been doing or if she was just giving me something so I would have good memories when she was gone.
+++++++++++++++
We were not the first to arrive at the bar and when we got there we found that the first arrivals had put several tables together. We sat down, ordered drinks and made some general conversation with the others at the table. After a bit Patty led me out onto the dance floor and we danced to the music furnished by the juke box.
It would get a little livelier when the live band started at seven, but I relished dancing with Patty to the slow tunes from the box. She felt good in my arms and I wanted to make the most of what I figured was going to be my last night with her.
We were back at the table when Brad came in. He came over to the tables and remembering the manners my parents taught me I stood up as he approached and when he offered me his hand I took it and said:
"Welcome home."
"It's good to be back."
Patty had also stood and Brad hugged her and then stepped back, looked at her, and like he hadn't seen her in years said:
"God, but don't you look good."
The smile she gave him would have melted a stone statue. The band had set up and as they played their first number Brad asked me if I would mind if he danced with my wife. Both he and Patty looked at me like maybe they expected me to say no, but I said:
"Sure, but remember - I know your past history and I'll be expecting you to bring her back."
Brad just gave me a wolfish grin and lead Patty out onto the dance floor.
More people showed up and soon there was a good party atmosphere going. I tried to treat it as any other party. I danced with some of the other girls there and Patty danced with one or two other guys, but aside from an occasional dance with me most of her dances were with Brad.
As the night progressed and the alcohol took effect things loosened up. I noticed, and I'm sure that others did also, that Brad's hands had moved down and were on Patty's ass as he pulled her into him on the slow numbers and Patty made no effort to stop him. I noticed one or two glances in my direction from some of the other people at the table, but I pretended both not to notice the glances or what was taking place on the dance floor.
During one slow number I saw Brad and Patty move to the darkest part of the dance floor and while slowly swaying to the music they kissed. I almost got up and left at that point, but at the last second I said "Bullshit! I'm not going to make it easy on them. Patty is going to have to tell me."
Almost as if my thoughts had crossed the space between us Brad pulled away from Patty and walked over to me.
"Look Rob, I don't want any hard feelings over this, but Patty is mine and she always has been. I just wanted to be up front about this. Patty is leaving with me tonight."
I looked past him to Patty who was still standing on the other side of the dance floor looking toward us and the smile on her face damn near killed me. I just shrugged, turned away from him and took a sip of my drink. Everyone at the table had heard what Brad said and most of them looked away out of embarrassment and I saw pity in the eyes of the few that did look my way. I'd finish my drink and then leave. I WOULD NOT just get up and walk away with my tail between my legs.
Brad walked back to Patty, kissed her and then Patty took him by the hand and led him back to the table. I was just getting ready to stand up and leave when I saw Patty take off the gold chain with the locket on it and drop it in Brad's beer. She put her right foot up on a chair, took off the ankle chain and dropped it in his beer on top of the locket. He looked at her astonished as she walked over to me and said:
"Come on lover, I'm ready to leave."
I looked at her dumbfounded and said, "With me?"
"Who else lover? Come on. I've got an itch that I need you to scratch."
I looked from her to Brad who was sitting there with a stunned look on his face and then back to Patty who said:
"Well come on lover, let's go."
As I was pulling out of the parking lot Patty asked, "What was with that lame ass "with me?" when I said I was ready to go."
"I was expecting you to leave with Brad and in fact he had just finished telling me that you would be leaving with him."
"I know. I stood there and watched him do it."
"And I noticed that you were smiling when he did it."
"I was. I was smiling because I knew he was making an ass of himself in front of everyone at the table and that he was in for a big surprise when it was time for me to leave."
She saw the look on my face and she said, "You honestly thought I would leave with him?"
"Yes I did."
"You don't know me any better than that?"
"I guess maybe I don't at that. With everything I did know I was almost sure that you would be leaving with him."
"With everything you knew?"
"Come on Patricia Ann, don't go and play stupid on me here. You know full well that the reason we got married wasn't because of any deep passion that you had for me. True, I was, and still am, hung up on you, but you were up front with me about the fact that your heart was Brad's and when he came back you would be going back to him. Well, he is back and he has been back for a while and you have been seeing him for at least three weeks and hiding it from me. So tonight he tells me that you are leaving with him and while he is telling me that you are watching and smiling. Just what the hell else would I think?"
"Oh shit! You knew?"
I told her about stopping by the house and what I'd seen and heard; about following her the next day and what I had thought about her stopping with her co-workers and her Avon parties.
"And you've spent three weeks living with it. Oh God baby, I'm so sorry. I wish you would have said something. It must have been an absolute hell for you."
"It was. I went to that party tonight just knowing that it was over for us and then Brad pounded the last nail in the coffin lid. It was only pride that kept me from getting up and walking out as soon as he finished talking. I just would not let all those people at the table see me slinking off."
"I really made a mess of things didn't I? What can I do to make it up to you?"
"Maybe a start would be to tell me what the hell you have been up to these last three weeks and what was the deal with the necklace and ankle bracelet. And what about that sexy black thong that I've never seen before? Well, maybe not everything about the last three weeks. If you were fucking him I'd rather not hear about that."
"Ouch! I guess I deserved that. He never got to me baby, I promise you that. He tried; he tried hard and I led him on but he never got what belongs to you and only you. I swear. He gave me the necklace and ankle bracelet to wear so that they would mark me as his. The thong was to light your fire when we got home."
"So just what were you doing?"
"I was screwing with his mind. He had been back in town for a couple of weeks and apparently had asked around and found out where we lived and where we worked. He gambled that I would be home and that you would be at work on Columbus Day. When he rang the doorbell and I opened the door he threw open his arms, stepped forward hugged me and then kissed me. He said, "I'm back baby" and then he tried to kiss me again. I pushed him away. Then he started sweet talking me.
"The asshole had honestly thought he was going to walk into our home and I was going to rush off to bed with him. I asked him where he got off thinking I would be happy to see him after he split, told his mother not to tell me where he was and then hadn't once tried to contact me in over four years. He told me that it was all a gigantic misunderstanding and if I would just let him explain I would see that I was always on his mind and realize that he always meant to come back to me.
"Quite frankly, I did want to hear all about why he had dumped me so I invited him in and we sat out by the pool and talked. He gave me a song and dance about how he had told his mother what he had because he was still pissed at me because of our argument and he was going to let me stew for a couple of weeks. He called her back after a couple of weeks and told her she could tell me where he was and then he told her he was going to send me the money so I could join him and that is when his mother told him that we had gotten married. Then he told me that he knew that I'd only married you out of spite. But now he was back. He really thought that I would be overjoyed and he really did expect to be back between my legs before the day was over.
"That is when I decided to screw over him. I told him that he was right, that I had only married you to spite him, but that didn't change the fact that I was married and that I was not going to cheat on you. I told him that I couldn't get back with him until I ended it with you. Then I told him that he needed to leave before you got home and he got me to agree to have lunch with him the next day.
"I did meet him for lunch and told him that I wanted to be with him but that I would not do anything until you and I were legally separated. I did meet him after work for drinks and I did let him kiss me a couple of times, but every time he tried to get fresh with his hands I slapped them away and told him he would just have to wait. I kept telling him that I had to make sure that I would be okay financially when we broke up and it was taking me time to move some things and arrange some others.



"Then Bev told me she was going to do the welcome home party for Brad and I told Brad that I was finally ready and that I would let you know at the party and then I'd leave with him. He gave me the locket and the ankle bracelet and asked me to wear them at the party as a sign that I was his. Then at the party I told him that I had chickened out and that I couldn't face you and I asked him to tell you that I would be going home with him. I knew he would do it in front of everyone and then I would come over and make him look like a total dumb shit.
"I didn't know that you knew he was back and that I was talking to him. I thought you would be too stunned by what he said and you would sit there and stare at him like he was from another planet and then I would come up and make him look like a fool. It never occurred to me that you might just get up and leave. I'm sorry baby; I never meant to put you through what I put you through."
"Forget that I came home and saw you. Did it never occur to you that Bev or someone else we know might say to me that Brad was back and given your past history with him ask me how I felt about your spending time with him? Or maybe say something like "Brad is back. Are you and Patty going to be all right?" There are a hundred different ways I could have found out and all of them would have had the same bad effect on me because the bottom line would always be that way back you told that you were Brad's and that you would go back to him when he came back. And in the last four years you never told me any different. I've spent our entire married life looking over my shoulder and praying that I would never see him again. Oh yes Patty, the last three weeks have indeed been a hell for me."
"I guess wasn't thinking too clearly about other possibilities. I just wanted to shove it up that arrogant asshole's ass. Can you forgive me?"
"What about the big increase in our sex life? Was it because you were feeling guilty?"
"Oh God no baby, it was because I'd just left a complete asshole and I was so glad to be home with you. I guess I screwed up there too. I don't think I've ever told you just how damned glad I am that I am yours. When I lost the baby and you started talking divorce to set me free I looked at what we had and realized that I had accidentally ended up with the right guy.
"I don't think I ever told you what my argument with Brad was about. He wanted to go down to Florida on spring break and I told him I wasn't going to go and so he took off in a snit. So there I was. On the one hand a guy who took off after a stupid thing like an argument over what to do over spring break and on the other a guy who put his life on hold to help out a friend and who did it fully expecting to be eventually dumped. It was a no-brainer lover; I wasn't about to let you get away. I guess I could have done a better job of letting you know that. I'll make it up to you baby; I promise you that."
As I pulled into the driveway Patty said, "I meant what I said about having an itch that I need you to scratch. Are you going to help me out with that lover?"
I parked and shut off the ignition and then looked at her. After several seconds I smiled and said:
"Race you to the bedroom."
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I managed to get through the next four or five days without coming unglued and then one night I got a phone call from my mother.
"How have you been sweetie? I haven't heard from you all week."
"Not good momma. Gail walked out on me."
"When did she do that?"
"Last Tuesday."
"What in the world happened?"
"I don't want to go into it momma. It is kind of personal."
"You didn't go messing around behind her back did you?"
"Damn it momma, you know me better than that!"
"Well it had to be something bad like that to make that girl leave you."
"Sorry momma, but it is just too personal to talk about."
"Are you going to be all right?"
"I'll manage momma."
"Well you keep in better touch now, you hear?"
"Yes momma."
Forty minutes after I hung up the phone the door bell rang and when I went to the door I found my mother standing there. She pushed past me and went straight to the kitchen and sat down.
"Now" she said, "I want to know exactly what happened."
When I finished my story she sat back, looked at me and said, "I guess I didn't do as good a job of raising you as I thought I did. Where did you get all of them fool notions you got in your head?"
"A lot of it came from you momma, from overhearing what you told Alice."
"Girls are different from boys Rob and they get different words than boys do. For one thing, I never expected you to keep your promise to me to stay a virgin until you got married. All I was trying to do was get you out of high school without you getting some poor girl pregnant and ruining both of your lives. And where did you get your ideas on making love? No wonder the poor girl gave up on you."
"Only whores and sluts would do what she wanted to do."
"Am I a whore? Am I a slut? Your daddy and I did every bit of what Gail Sue said she wanted and then some. Nothing at all wrong with any of it. Making love is all about two people giving each other pleasure and whatever gives two people pleasure is a good thing. I just can't believe that you let that girl get away over something so dumb. You need to do whatever you have to do to get her back."
"No momma, I don't think so. She chose to leave. I'm not happy about it, but she wanted out so bad that she didn't even waste a second sitting down and talking about it and at least giving me a chance to make a choice. It was "I'm not getting what I want so I'm out of here." What would it be next time? You won't let me paint the bedroom walls purple so I'm leaving?"
"Honey, you are letting your pride do the talking instead of your head and your heart."
"That might be momma, but she chose to walk so she's gone."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Gail Sue called four days after she walked out and left a message on the answering machine giving me her new address and phone number. I wrote them down, dropped them in the drawer and forgot about them. I was in a funk for a couple of days, but I gradually came out of it.
Being a reasonably healthy young man who was used to making love I got to missing it and I began to look around. In fact, there were several good looking women right in the same office where I worked and four of them were single, but strangely enough it was the two married women who interested me the most.
But married or single there was one thing that I needed to take care of first. I saw an attorney who specialized in divorce actions and he drew up the papers for the divorce using irreconcilable differences as grounds. I gave him the address that Gail had given me and he said he would take care of things and three days later I was told that she had been served. That night as I was fixing my super I got a call from Gail.
"I got the papers today."
I didn't say anything and she said, "I didn't think you would do it."
"That's a strange thing to say. It is what you said you wanted and not just once, but three times as I recall it. First you told me to divorce you on whatever grounds I felt like and then, after spending ten minutes trashing me and telling me how worthless I was, you told me you would let me know where I could send the papers and three days later you called and left a message on the answering machine and as I remember it your exact words were:
"You can send the divorce papers to me here. You were pretty clear in what you wanted Gail Sue."
"I guess I was, wasn't I. Goodbye Rob."
++++++++++++++++
The day after I filed I went by the Human Resources office to find out what I needed to do as far as things like insurance and withholding were concerned and they advised me not to change anything until after the divorce was final.
I wasn't sure of the legalities, but I wasn't worried about them either. I was still legally married and would be until the divorce was granted so technically anything I did with another woman would be adultery, but as far as I was concerned so what? Gail Sue had relinquished all claim to me when she walked out and I had done the same to her when I served her with divorce papers. And, given her big speech about her being such a sexual person and what her sexual needs were (and remembering what she had told me about her past) I'd no doubt she was already getting them taken care of. I figured that released me to go out and do the same.
I'd already noticed the girls I worked with, but they all knew that I was married and I didn't know how to go about getting around it. Somehow I didn't think that going up to one and saying, "Hi Mary, I'm getting divorced. Want to go out?" would work all that well so I sat down and started making out a list of places I could go to meet women. I had a list of about fourteen places, but before I could start investigating the possibilities something I never would have expected happened.
I was sitting in the break room having a cup of coffee when Katrina came over to the table I was sitting at and sat down across from me. After some small talk she said:
"A little birdie tells me that you are a free man again."
"A little birdie?"
"Veronica in Human Resources. Is it true? Are you back in circulation?"
"Yes and no."
"What kind of an answer is that?"
"I'm not really free yet. I won't really be free until the divorce is final."
"That's just a technicality. You are separated and not living together, right?"
"Right."
"Then you are free and back on the market. Anyway, what it is is that we want you to stop with us at Stanley's tonight after work. We stop every Wednesday night and you have never joined us before."
"We?"
"The other girls and me. I'll warn you ahead of time that there is going to be some friendly competition between us to see who can date you first."
I had nothing else planned so I told her that I would stop.
"Good. Since I am the one they talked into talking with you I get to have the first dance, okay?"
As she walked away I pondered on what she had told me. A friendly competition to see who could date me first? I didn't know who was in the competition besides Katrina, but the fact that it was more than one was a hell of a nice stroke for my ego and God knows that after the way Gail had trashed it my ego really needed a stroke or two.
When I got there there were already eleven people sitting around three tables that had been pushed together next to the dance floor. From my office there was Katrina and three of the other single girls, both of the married girls and Brandon and Kevin. Brenda from Accounting was there, Veronica from Human Resources and Dave from Quality Control. Katrina pulled me down on a chair next to her and filled me in on the way things were done. The band only played Thursday through Saturday so on Wednesday they had to make do with the juke box. The guys all kicked in five bucks each and the money was used to keep the juke box pounding away. The guys paid and the girls picked the music. The guys were expected to keep the girls on the dance floor. No shop talk and no guys getting their heads together to talk cars, sports or any of the like. If we wanted to do that we could stop in for drinks on some other night and do it. Wednesday was strictly for music, dancing and, she said in a low voice, flirting. When she said that I quickly looked at Joyce and Brenda, the two married women (every one else there was single or in my case, working on it).
Katrina caught my glance and she giggled as she said, "Hey, they are only human."
I tossed my five on the table and Katrina picked it up and went over to the bar and then came back with a handful of quarters which she dropped in a tall plastic cup in the center of the table. She kept a few of them in her hand and used her other hand to pull me along behind her as she walked over to the juke box. She fed the money into it, pushed some buttons and then led me out onto the dance floor. As the music started she moved into me and as we started moving to the music she said:
"I know I'm being pushy and forward, but the other girls are just as interested in you as I am so I'm doing what I have to do to be first in line."
"Interested? In me?"
"Honey, we all had the hots for you when you came to work here. And we were all crushed when we learned that you were already married. Now you aren't and like I said, I want to be the first in line. Again, I do know that I'm being pushy, but there are some things that I would like to know."
"Like what?"
"Is your breaking up too recent for you to want to date?"
"No, not really. I'd pretty much made up my mind to start looking."
"Next question. How do you feel about pushy girls?"
"I guess I'd have to say that as long as they are pushing me in a direction I'd probably like to go anyway I could probably tolerate them."
The tunes being played were slow ones and Katrina had moved in pretty close. She was a very nice armful and I had an erection and I know she felt it. She didn't say anything, but she did press into it a time or two.
"Next question. How do you feel about a girl who kisses on the first date?"
"I guess that would depend on whether or not she is a good kisser."
"Do you always have to be the one to ask for a date or can a girl ask you for a date?"
"It wouldn't matter as long as it was a girl that I wanted to date."
"Well, I did ask you to join us and you did come so I'm going to consider this our first date" and she pulled my head down and kissed me on the mouth. I felt just a small flick of her tongue against my lips before she pulled away and said, "Would you like to have dinner with me Friday and maybe catch a movie?"
"I think that I would like that very much."
The juke box ran dry and we walked back to the table. I still hadn't ordered a drink and while I was trying to catch the waitresses attention Veronica took some change out of the cup in the center of the table and pulled me up out of my seat and led me over to the juke box. As we danced she said:
"I guess I screwed up in letting the word of your divorce get out. If I would have kept my mouth shut I could have been the first one to get you out here on the dance floor."
"Why would you have wanted to do that?"
"To be honest I don't really know. There is just something about you that appeals to me. And not just me; the other girls feel it too. Right now they are all wanting to scratch Kat's eyes out which isn't really fair since they are the ones who talked her into approaching you."
"I just don't understand the interest in me. I'm nothing special. God knows that my about-to-be ex didn't see anything special in me. And why me when Bruce, Kevin and Dave are single and apparently available?"
"Bruce and Dave are confirmed bachelors and are only interested in one night stands and Kevin is a bit too crude for most of the girls. Pam seems to get along okay with him, but Pam is a no nonsense type and she won't put up with any of his crap. The big question for all of us single ladies is when do you think that the trauma of your breakup will have eased enough for you to consider dating again."
"I'd say about ten minutes ago. I'm having dinner with Katrina Friday night."
"The girls will love hearing that. They have been talking for two days now about who was going to get to you first."
After Veronica I danced with Dorothy, Pam, Brenda and Aggie and they all let me know in subtle ways that they would be receptive if I'd like to ask them out. The surprise of the evening, at least for me, was that Marge - one of the two married women (Alice was the other) who worked in my office - let me know that she wouldn't mind my attentions. Actually she was quite blunt about it.
"Now that you are on the market maybe we can get together some night and have some fun."
"I thought you were married?"
"I am, but so what?"
I didn't know what to say to that so I pulled her close and danced. Not a good move on my part as Marge was the sexiest looking woman in the office and that had provoked the expected reaction and I pulled her right into it. She giggled and said:
"I guess not all of you is opposed to the idea. I'd like to do it tonight, but I have to pick the kids up from the sitter's. I'll make other arrangements for next Wednesday. Think you can wait that long for me?"
By then I had managed to get my act a bit together and I said, "I'll try. Just then the song ended and she reached up and patted my cheek and said, "Until next week then."
The group started breaking up around eight. Alice had gone home a little after seven, but everyone else hung around for another hour and then they started leaving and soon it was just Veronica and me sitting there. The juke box started playing a slow number and Roni said, "Time for one more and she led me out onto the dance floor. As we danced she asked:
"Do you need to hurry home for anything?"
"No, not really."
"Want to stop for coffee when we leave here?"
"I could. A cup or two could dilute the alcohol in my system."
When the tune ended we headed for the parking lot and she told me to follow her. I followed her as she drove by at least six places where we could have stopped for coffee and then she finally pulled into an apartment complex parking lot. She got out of her car and waited for me to park and get out of my car. She saw the look on my face as I walked up to her and she said:
"I guess I should have said a cup of coffee at my place instead of just saying stop for a cup of coffee. We can always go back down the street to the Waffle House if you would rather."
"That's not necessary. We are already here. I followed Roni to her apartment and she pointed at a couch and told me to have a seat while she put on the coffee. I was thumbing through one of the magazines on her coffee table when I heard her say:
"What is it that the flight attendants say? Coffee, tea or me?"
I looked up from the copy of Newsweek I'd been looking at and saw Roni standing there clad only in a pair of high heeled pumps. I was a little on the stunned side since nothing like that had ever even remotely happened to me, but I wasn't stupid so I stood up and gave her the only answer that I could - I started undressing. As soon as I was naked Roni led me into her bedroom and got on the bed. She spread her legs wide and said:
"I've been planning this since the minute you walked into the bar tonight. I'm wet and I'm ready. No foreplay lover; just get on the bed and fuck me."
I got on the bed and moved between her legs and she reached down and took hold of my cock and lined it up and then said, "Push lover, push hard."
I pressed forward and she moaned and then she clutched the cheeks of my ass and tried to pull me into her. It took a couple of pushes to get all of me in (I'm not big, she was just that tight) and then she moaned:
"Do it, do it, fuck me hard, fuck me hard lover, fuck me hard."
I did my best and it was good enough to give her an orgasm before I felt the need to let myself go. I pulled out of her and came on her stomach and then I rolled over on my side.
"Why did you do that?"
"Do what?"
"Pull out and shoot on my tummy."
"I was there and I would have gone off in the time it would have taken me to ask you if you were protected so I did the safe thing and pulled out."
"Well that was nice of you, but you didn't have to because I am protected so next time give me the full experience."
"There is going to be a next time?"
"I certainly hope so" she said as she reached down and fondled my limp cock, "and soon if I have any say in the matter."
Then she surprised me and bent down to take my cock in her mouth. I started to reach out and push her away and then I remembered what my momma had said and I pulled my hand back.
I was amazed at how quickly her oral attentions got me erect again and I started to move to get on top of her. She pushed me back down and said, "I'm driving this time." She got on top of me, used her right hand to line me up with her slit and then pushed down on me until she had all of me in her and then she started fucking me. It felt good, but it felt wrong and it took me a minute to figure out why. It was because I wasn't in control. I was the man so I was supposed to be in control, right? But then my momma's words came back to me again.
"Nothing at all wrong with any of it Rob. Whatever gives two people pleasure is a good thing."
It felt good to me and it was obvious that Veronica was enjoying it so did it really matter who was in control? Roni bounced around on me for a good eight or nine minutes and from what I could tell I believe that she had several climaxes. Her riding me brought me close, but while she was rubbing me good she wasn't rubbing me the right way to get me off. I rolled her over onto her back and then went after her with an urgency to get that climax that had been just out of reach. As I hammered away at her she moaned and clutched at me and her heels were drumming on the backs of my legs and then I was there and my cock erupted and I gave her (as she called it) "the full experience."
I stayed where I was until my cock went soft and then I pulled out of her and fell to the bed next to her. She rolled up on an elbow and looked at me and said:
"Why don't you go take a shower while I put the coffee on."
I was using the wash rag on my cock when the shower curtain was pushed aside and Roni got in the shower with me.
"Here, let me do that" and she took the rag from me" and we ended up back on her bed for one more go at it. As I was getting dressed she said the one thing that made the night for me.
"I don't know what was behind the break up of your marriage, but it obviously wasn't the sexual part, at least not on your end. Maybe we can do this again sometime."
"I don't have anything for tomorrow."
"But I do sweetie and it is something that I can't get out of. But there will be another time if you are interested."
When I got home there were two messages on the answering machine from Gail Sue and as soon as I heard her voice I deleted them. I had no idea of what she was going to say, but I was not going to let anything destroy the good mood that I was in.
+++++++++++++++++
That good mood carried through Thursday. At two Katrina stopped by my cubicle and gave me directions to her place and at a quarter to four Marge stopped by and reminded me to keep the next Wednesday open. There was another message from Gail on the machine when I got home, but I deleted it without listening to it.
Friday was another good day at work and when I got off at five I hurried home to get ready for my date with Katrina. The message light was blinking on the answering machine was blinking, but I ignored it. I rang Katrina's door bell right at six. The plan was to go to dinner and then catch a movie, but mid-way through dinner we decided to go for drinks and dancing instead. I had a very enjoyable evening, but it didn't end the way I expected. The rather forward way Katrina had come after me led me to believe that my Friday evening was going to be a repeat of my Wednesday evening, but it didn't happen that way. I got a kiss on the cheek and an:



"I had a good time tonight Rob; maybe we can do it again."
As I was driving home I wondered what was wrong with me. Where did I get off thinking that just because a woman went out with me she was going to fall into bed with me? Lord knows it wasn't that way when I dated before I got married so why did I think it was different now? Of course it only took half a second to come up with the answer to that question. Gail Sue's rant on sex followed by Katrina's forward manner, Marge's outright promise that next Wednesday we were going to fuck topped off by Veronica's taking me home with her had me thinking that things had changed in the way women behaved or I was suddenly irresistible. Obviously it was neither - just a set of circumstances.
But overall things weren't bad. Roni had said that we could do it again sometime; Katrina implied she would be open to another date and if Marge was to be believed I was going to get laid the next time we stopped after work. Not too shabby for a guy suddenly single.
The red light was blinking on the answering machine when I got home. Of the five messages three were from Gail asking me to call her. I deleted them and went to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday morning I got up bright and early, put my camping gear in the trunk of my car and headed for the lake. When I got there I pitched my tent and spent the weekend communing with nature. When I got home Sunday night the blinking red light told me that there were messages. Three from Gail which I deleted, one from my mother, one from my older sister and one from Veronica. It was too late to return the calls, but as I climbed into bed I wondered what Roni was calling for.
I was pouring coffee into my travel mug and getting ready to leave for work when the phone rang. I let the machine pick the call up and it was Gail again.
"Rob? I know you are there Rob. Pick up the phone. Please pick up Rob, we need to talk."
I debated answering. I suppose we would need to talk sooner or later, but I didn't want to start my week with a bummed out attitude so I walked out the door as she was saying, "Please Rob, answer the phone."
When I got to work I swung by Roni's office. I told her I'd been gone all weekend and had gotten back too late to return her call and then asked what she had called for.
"I was supposed to drive over to Waverton and spend the day with my mom, but she called and cancelled. Suddenly I had a free day and I thought maybe I could spend it with you."
"Damn the rotten luck. I would have liked that. Would you be free tonight?"
"I had something, but I can probably get out of it."
"Have dinner with me?"
"Okay."
"Leave from here or would you like to go home first?"
"We can go from here."
The day went by quickly as days do when you are busier than hell. I didn't even take time out for lunch. I did take the time to return my mom's call. She was just calling to see if I was okay and I told her that I was. Then I called my sister Jessica. She had just heard about Gail Sue's leaving me and wanted to know what was going on. I gave her the PG rated version:
"We just weren't getting along and decided to call it quits."
"I don't believe that for one minute Rob. I've never seen two people more suited to each other and in love with each other than Gail and you."
"What can I say Jess; she packed and walked out."
"You have a number where I can reach her?"
I did, but no way I was going to give it to my sister. The last thing I needed was for her to start meddling so I said:
"No, she hasn't bothered to let me know where she is or how to get in touch with her."
"Oh well, I guess I can just call her at work,"
Shit! I'd forgotten about that. "Leave it alone Jess. She's gone and I have accepted it. Don't go stirring things up."
"She's my friend Rob."
"And I'm family Jessica. Leave it be. Just stay out of it!"
I hung up the phone knowing that she wouldn't.
Dinner was nice and when I suggested we stop for drinks Roni told me that she would much rather I take her home. When we got to her place I walked her to her door. I had learned my lesson with Katrina and I wasn't going to take anything for granted so I leaned down to kiss Roni on the cheek and was getting ready to tell her that I'd had a nice time and had enjoyed myself when she grabbed my tie and said, "You aren't going anywhere" and she pulled me into her apartment.
We dropped clothes all the way to the bedroom and then made love twice. After the first time she sucked my cock to get me hard for the second time and I couldn't help but think about the fact that I had refused to let Gail Sue give me the pleasure that Veronica was giving me. The second session took longer than the first and after I had cum I fell to the bed next to Roni and lay there looking up at the ceiling.
"A penny for your thoughts."
I turned and smiled at her. "After Gail left I thought that it would take me forever to get to the point where I would be seeing some one else. Fortunately I was wrong."
I started to get off the bed and Roni said, "Where are you going?"
"Home. I need to get out of here so you can get some sleep."
"Silly boy" she said as she reached for my cock and gently pulled me back down. "I can sleep cuddled up next to you."
We stopped at a Village Inn on the way to work in the morning and over pancakes and bacon I asked Roni why she wasn't spoken for.
"I was married once and I didn't like it. I didn't like being tied down with any one man. I wanted to sample what was out there and for some reason my husband wasn't all that keen on sharing me."
"So I'm being sampled?"
"Does it bother you?"
"Not really. I too new at this single bit to let much bother me. Truth is I guess just coming off of a one on one relationship I'm in the mood to do some sampling too. What are the limits of your sample policy? Am I about to be thrown back or will I be around for a while?"
"Are you familiar with the term friends with benefits?"
"I've heard it used a time or two."
"That's what I would like. No need to be exclusive, but when I feel the need I'd like to be able to call you and I would want you to feel the same way about calling me."
"Well, it is all new to me and I'm not sure that I want to get into another permanent relationship for a while so I guess I can do "friends with benefits."
To be continued.
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At ten that morning Marge stopped by my cubicle.
"You are keeping tomorrow open for me, right?"
"Indeed I am" I said and as she walked away I wondered why a married woman was so eager to have something to do with me. That afternoon at four the boss called me into his office and asked me if I had any plans for the coming weekend and when I said no he told me that he wanted to send me with a team to a company we were designing a system for.
"You will leave Thursday morning and be gone until a week from Friday. There will be you, Kevin, Pam and Brenda. You need to sit down with John Ambers in Design to get the background and technical information you will need. I'll set it up for tomorrow at ten."
I left the meeting with mixed emotions. It would be my first trip to a job site as a team leader which meant that the company thought I had possibilities and that could lead to a promotion and a raise, but on the other hand I wondered if I was ready to take the step. Some body in the company thought I could do the job; I just hoped that I could meet their expectations.
++++++++++++++++
The red light was blinking on the answering machine and I deleted everything with out listening to any of it and then I turned the machine off and unplugged the phone. I made myself something to eat and then curled up on the couch to try and finish a book that I had started. At ten my eyes grew heavy and so I called it a night and went to bed.
Wednesday started out bad. I was coming down 16th Street approaching the entrance to the company's parking lot when I saw Gail's Honda pull onto the lot. I knew it was Gail's because of the damage to the right rear quarter panel that she had never gotten around to having fixed. Apparently she decided to ambush me in the parking lot since I wouldn't answer her phone calls.
I drove by the entrance and drove around the block and parked on the street behind the building and went in through the loading dock door. As I walked to my office I wondered just what the hell Gail wanted. She was pretty damned clear about things when she packed up and walked out on me. Whatever! Sooner or later I suppose I would need to talk with her and find out what she wanted, but it would be later rather than sooner. It would have to wait at least until I came home from my trip. I was not going to go on my first site visit as a team leader carrying any of the emotional baggage that talking with Gail Sue might give me.
I was maybe twenty minutes at my desk when Jack, the guard that manned the reception desk in the lobby, called me to tell me that my wife was there to see me. I told him to tell her that I was tied up in meetings and was unavailable.
"She insists that she has to see you."
"She walked out on me Jack and we are in the middle of a divorce. I do not want to see her or talk to her. If she won't leave do what you do with anyone else who causes a disturbance and call the police to remove her from the building.
"You got it!"
"Thanks Jack."
"No problem Mr. D. Been there and done that."
I'd just hung up the phone when Pam walked up to my desk and asked me if I had a minute. I told her I did and pointed to a chair. She sat down and said:
"I've been told that we are going to the Montrose site for a week and I need a favor - a big favor."
"What is it?"
"Kevin is also going with us and I am tired of him hitting on me all the time and having to listen to all of his crude remarks. Not tired enough to file sexual harassment charges against him, but I don't want an entire week of his attentions which is what I'm looking at during this site visit."
"So what is it you want from me?"
"I want you to pretend that we have something going on between us. That should keep him away from me. I wouldn't ask you to do this if you were still married, but since you and your wife have recently split up I thought I'd give it a try."
"Define the "something going on" for me."
"You know, have dinner with me, hold hands when he is around, maybe hug or put our arms around each other - things like that."
"That's all? Pretend to have the hots for each other so Kevin will stay away from you?"
"That's all. Here I can get away from him, but while at the site we will be pretty much thrown together the entire time we are there."
"If I do what you want that will mean that Kevin will pretty much concentrate on Brenda. You dislike her that much that you would set her up for that?"
"He won't bother Brenda. The last time he tried she spit in his face and kneed him in his crotch."
"You could do that."
"No I couldn't. I'm not the violent type."
"How do I know that this isn't some subtle plan of yours to seduce me?"
She looked at me for a moment and then smiled. "Would that necessarily be a bad thing?"
I told her I would help her and then I buried myself in the work that was piled up on my desk. At ten I went to my meeting with John Ambers and at eleven forty-five I went to lunch. The first person I saw when I got off the elevator after lunch was Marge and as she walked by she smiled at me and said, "Don't forget."
"As if I could" I thought as I watched her ass wiggle as she walked away.
++++++++++++++++++
I was late getting away from the office that evening and the tables were full when I got to the bar. In addition to the ones who were there the previous week Nancy from Accounting and Sharon from the secretarial pool were also there. Veronica and Pam started pushing people around to make room and another table was pulled up to the three already there.
I tossed my five into the middle of the table and gave the waitress my drink order, but before it got back to me Marge pulled me out of my seat and led me out to the dance floor. She moved into my arms and said:
"The way we do it is this sweetie. I don't want the girls I work with to know what I do so at seven-thirty I'll tell everyone good night and leave. Give me fifteen minutes and then you leave and meet me in the library parking lot. Okay?"
"Got it."
"I don't need to be home until eleven. We going to your place or a motel?"
"You have a preference?"
"As long as there is a strong bed there it doesn't matter to me."
"Then instead of the library just drive to my place. That way we avoid any chance of someone driving by and seeing us meet."
I gave her directions and when the song ended we went back to join the group at the tables. I made it a point to dance with each woman there and not pay any particular attention to Marge when she left. Veronica wanted to know if I was up to following her home and I told her that I had something that I needed to do that evening and that I would be leaving early. She acted disappointed.
"I hear you are going out of town" Katrina said when I danced with her."
"I am."
"Bummer!"
"Why bummer?"
"If you aren't here you can't ask me out."
"I'll only be gone a week."
"It is still a bummer."
Pam asked me if I wanted to start our charade in front of Kevin since he was watching us dance and I told her no.
"There are some women here that I might be interested in and I don't want to poison the well."
"Oh pooh. You're no fun."
Shortly after my dance with Pam I told everyone "goodnight" and headed for home. Marge's car was in the driveway so I parked on the street so I wouldn't be blocking her when she was ready to leave. I'd told Marge where I hid the spare key so I knew she would already be in the house. As I was locking the car a voice from the darkness said:
"I see it didn't take you long to replace me."
I looked to the left and saw Gail standing next to a tree. "You are irreplaceable Gail Sue, but that doesn't mean that I have to live like a monk for the rest of my life. And fortunately for me not all women think that I am as worthless in bed as you do,"
"I guess I deserve that. We need to talk Rob."
"Well Gail, this is obviously a bad time for it and besides, I didn't much like what you had to say the last time we talked and I don't know if I am up to any more conversations like that. I'm going out of town tomorrow and I'll be gone for a week. I'll be back a week from Friday. Give me a call then and maybe we can set something up. Now if you will excuse me I have a guest."
I walked away leaving Gail staring at my back. I don't mind saying that under the circumstances walking away from Gail and toward Marge made me feel damned good.
Marge was sitting on the living room couch naked except for her high heels and sipping a beer. She waved the beer at me and said:
"As you can see I've made myself at home and I took some steps to make sure that we didn't waste a lot of time. Your bed or here on the couch?"
"The bed. First door on the left at the top of the stairs" I said as I started taking off my clothes. I was down to my boxers by the time I got to the bedroom. Marge had already pulled the covers down by the time I got there and she was on the bed with her legs spread wide by the time my boxers hit the floor. As I moved toward her she said:
"I sure do hope you like to eat pussy" and then she saw the look on my face. "What's wrong?"
"I don't eat pussy."
"Why not?"
In the fraction of a second between her asking and my answer several things raced through my mind. First there was what my momma had said to me and secondly was the outcome of some thoughts I'd had after talking with momma. I'd come to realize just how naive I really was. It all went back to my notion that the missionary position was best for producing a baby. Along with that was the strong belief that oral and anal sex were bad. Not because I thought that they were really disgusting and degenerate (although that is the rationale I gave Gail) but because they were unnatural. And the reason I believed them to be unnatural was that a sperm deposit in the mouth or butt was a waste of sperm because neither of those two actions could produce a baby.
Yes, I was that fucked up and naive!
Anyway, when Marge asked the question "Why not" I answered that I didn't know how and then I lied.
"My wife would never let me so I never learned how."
"Did she give you blow jobs?"
"No, she believed that only whores did things like that."
"So you have never had a blow job?"
I lied again and said that I hadn't.
"Oh you poor baby. I'll bet you've never done anal either."
"Nope. Never."
"I can see that I have my work cut out for me."
She sat up and moved over to sit on the side of the bed. "Come over here lover; I'll do you first to show you what you have been missing."
She took me in her mouth and licked and sucked and played with my balls until I was ready to cum. I told her I was on the edge of cumming and tried to pull out of her mouth, but she held on and wouldn't turn loose of me. I moaned and shot off and she kept her mouth on me and gulped and swallowed until I was soft.
"Liked that?"
"Oh yes; oh yes indeed."
"Okay, now it is my turn. Get on the bed and I'll teach you how I like it done."
I half expected that it would turn my stomach, but it didn't. I approached her pussy a little awkwardly and she giggled and said:
"Come on honey; it isn't going to bite you" and then she talked me through it telling me how she liked it done. She was moaning and getting obvious pleasure out of it so I worked at it a little harder and damned if she didn't have an orgasm. After she had settled down some she said:
"Not bad for a first time lover; not bad at all."
And then she said, "Are you ready yet?" and her hand reached down and found that indeed I was erect again. "Time to show me what you got" and she spread her legs wide.
We made love and we both climaxed and then she sucked on me until I was hard again. She got on her hands and knees and said:
"Doggie this time lover. It is my favorite position."
As usual the second time (actually the third counting the blow job) took much longer and she had several small climaxes by the time I reached mine. After I came and pulled out of her she looked at her watch.
"No time for anal or sixty-nine. I guess we will save those for the next time. There will be a next time, won't there?"
"I'll be out of town until the week after next. Plan on seeing me when I get back."
"I can only do Wednesdays. That's hubby's bowling night and the only night I can get out."
"Then Wednesday is when it will be. Maybe we can skip wasting time at the bar and come straight here from work."
"That's a lovely idea." She looked at her watch again and said, "I've really got to go sweetie" and she got up and started to dress. As I watched her I said:
"I don't want to ruin the mood, but I am curious. Why is a married woman playing around? I only ask because of this divorce I'm going through. I'm trying to get some idea of what happened."
"Caught her playing around?"
I hadn't and I don't think that Gail ever did so I just shrugged.
"I don't know about her sweetie, but in my case it is simple" she said as she hooked her bra. "My husband is a good husband, a great father and I do love him to death, but the man is a total loser in bed. Two minutes, gets off and then rolls over and is snoring in just seconds. He loves blow jobs, but - for reasons I won't go into - absolutely refuses to eat pussy. He can't seem to get it through his thick skull that for most people sex is a physical need that needs to be satisfied just like the need for food and drink. Since he won't take care of that need I use my night out on Wednesday to get that need taken care of."
It struck me as she talked that she was pretty much describing my marriage to Gail Sue (all except for that two minute part. I had at least given Gail ten or fifteen minutes). As she stepped into her heels she said:
"And I do hope that you will be taking care of those needs for quite a while."
I walked her to the door and she said, "Thanks for a marvelous time" and she kissed me and as she walked out to her car I wondered if Gail was still out there watching.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Pam started the charade at the airport. She, Kevin and Brenda were already in the boarding area when I got there. The boarding area was full and there were no empty seats. Kevin was sitting next to Pam and I could tell by her facial expression that she would rather be somewhere else. I saw Kevin put his hand on her knee and I watched her angrily push it away. Then she saw me, jumped up, came over to me and hugged me and then gave me a kiss. "Please?" she whispered in my ear and so I kissed her back.
She held my hand as we walked over to the check in counter and then we stood and talked until we were called for boarding. The company had booked us into business class and our four seats were together. Brenda had the window, I had the center, Pam was on the aisle and Kevin was across the aisle in the aisle seat. Apparently that was still too close for Pam and she asked me to change seats with her.
When the flight got in I told Pam to check us in at the hotel and I sent her, Brenda and Kevin on ahead in the hotel courtesy bus while I rented a car and then drove to the job site and checked in. Once that was done I headed for the hotel, identified myself and was given a key to my room. When I entered the room I saw that there was a door connecting my room to the next room. I'd never been in a room with a connecting door before and I got curious and went over and put my ear to it. I didn't hear anything and then I thought "Duh Rob." The hotel would use thick doors since they wouldn't want people in one room hearing the people in the next.
I was unpacking when the phone rang. It was Pam calling to tell me that she had taken it upon herself to tell Brenda and Kevin that we would meet in the dinning room at six so I could tell everyone what I'd found out on my visit to the customer and what our game plan would be for the next day. I thanked her, hung up and finished my unpacking.
At six I told the team about my visit to the customer and then lined out what we would be doing Friday and Saturday. Sunday would be a free day and Monday would depend on what we accomplished on Friday and Saturday. We finished our dinner and Brenda excused herself saying she was beat and was going to turn in early.
"That sounds like a good idea. How about you sweetie" Pam asked me, "Should we turn in early too?"
"Not a bad idea" I said as I stood up and offered Pam my hand. We headed for the elevators and Kevin was right behind us. Pam held my hand as the three of us got on the elevator and rode it up to the third floor. The three of us got off the elevator and Pam held onto my hand as we walked to my room and then made sure that Kevin saw us both go into it.
"I appreciate this Rob. Maybe I can get him to leave me alone now. If not, I guess I will have to overcome my aversion to violence and do what Brenda did. He should be in his room by now."
She went to the door, opened it a crack and peered out. "I don't see him. See you in a bit" and then she left and closed the door behind her.
I sat down at the table in my room and fired up my laptop and was looking over some spread sheets when there was a knock on the door. I went and opened it, but there was no one there. Then I heard the knock again and I realized that it came from the connecting door. I opened it and found Pam standing there in high heels and a black lace nightgown. She was smiling as she said:
"I told you I would see you in a bit."
I stood there staring at her and she read the confusion on my face and giggled as she said:
"We have to make it look right for Kevin don't we? What better way than to actually do it. You are going to let me come in?"
We made love three times and between each time Pam went down on me and gave me head to get me back up again. That set the pattern for the rest of the visit. A long day at the job site; back to the hotel for dinner and then Pam and I would go up to my room. Pam never slept in her room the entire time we were there. As we sat in the boarding area waiting for the flight that would take us home Pam said:
"Thank you baby; thank you so much. I had a great time. Maybe we can do it again some time."
"I was kind of hoping that we could continue when we get home."
"Sorry baby, but I only do this when I'm on the road. If I did it at home my fiancée might find out and I'm pretty sure that he wouldn't approve."
"Your fiancée?" I mumbled as I looked at her left hand.
She saw the look and said, "I don't wear the ring. I'm one of those rare women who don't like to wear jewelry. I'll wear the rings when we get married, but not before. But even though we can't play at home I would appreciate it if we could be a little 'touchy-feely' whenever Kevin is around."
I told her that we could and then I spent the plane ride home thinking about my seeming disconnect from life around me. I had always thought of myself as a "together" kind of guy. Hard working at a good job; loving husband to the girl of my dreams and at ease with the people I knew and worked with. Then Gail Sue drops a grenade in my lap and I find out that I don't have a clue. Gail tells me I'm a loser in the bedroom and I'm thinking that she is a pervert because of what she wanted to do and then in the last three weeks I have sex with three women who all do what Gail wanted to do.
Even my mother tells me that she did it!
I grew up believing in the sanctity of marriage and find out that Marge, a married woman, is willing to fuck me at the drop of a hat and that Pam, promised to another, thought nothing of spending four nights in my bed simply because we were out of town where her fiancée couldn't see us.
And whatever happened to the idea that you dated a girl and built up a relationship? Veronica shot that one down. A couple of dances and two hours later we were in bed together. I knew guys in high school and later in college who dated the same girl for years and were lucky to get a goodnight kiss at the end of the date.



I was totally out of sync with the world around me.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the weekend unpacking, doing laundry, going through my accumulated mail and paying bills. I went out to eat Saturday night and caught a movie. Sunday I puttered around the house, called my mother and let her know that I was home and went grocery shopping. When I got back from the store the red light was blinking on the answering machine. The call was from Gail.
"Rob? Are you home yet? Give me a call please."
I know that I'd told her that maybe we could talk when I got back from my trip, but I would need to spend Monday morning sitting down with the boss for a debriefing on the site visit. I didn't want to go into his office in a foul mood so I didn't call Gail back.
Monday when I got to work I just happened to get on the elevator the same time as Marge. As we rode up to our floor she said:
"You are going to hold Wednesday open for me, right?"
I smiled at her and said, "Straight from work to my place, right?"
"You got it lover."
I spent two hours in the boss's office going over what we had done on the job site and he told me that I had done an excellent job and that I could expect to sent out again. I left his office feeling like my professional life was moving in the right direction even if my personal life seemed to be a mess.
Around eleven I got a call from Veronica. "You doing anything tonight?"
"No. Planned on a quiet evening at home."
"I feel like cooking tonight and I always make too much and I hate to eat alone. Care to join me?"
"I'd love too. Can I bring something?"
"Maybe a nice red wine?"
"You got it."
Dinner was followed by almost three hours of exercise in her bedroom and I left her place one very tired man.
The red light was blinking when I got home, but I ignored it and went to bed.
Tuesday was a busy day at work. Katrina joined me at my table for lunch and made small talk. I know she was wondering why I hadn't asked her out again, but I didn't take the hint. She asked me if I was going to stop with the group on Wednesday and I told her no, that I had something that I had to do. I could tell she was disappointed, but I had too much going on at the time to consider another date with her. Maybe in a week, but not then.
The red light was blinking again when I got home. There were two messages from Gail and even though I didn't feel like talking to her I knew I was going to have to do it sooner or later so I bit the bullet and called her back.
"I didn't think you were ever going to call."
"I told you that maybe we could set something up when I got back. Well I'm back. What do you want?"
"I need to talk with you Rob."
"Why? Don't you think you did enough damage the last time you talked to me?"
"Please Rob, when can we get together?"
"I have something going every night this week, but I don't have anything for this coming Sunday."
"That's almost a week away."
"Sorry that I didn't go crawl in a deep, dark corner and hide when you bailed out on me Gail. I apologize for deciding to have a life after you left, but I do have one and right now Sunday is what I can offer you. Do you want it or not?"
"What time and where?"
"It's your party Gail Sue; you set it."
"Can I stop by the house around noon?"
"The time is okay, but not here. I've just about gotten used to you not being here and I'd like to keep it that way. I do not need you coming here and making me start over."
"My place then?"
"Give me directions."
She told me how to get to her apartment and then just before she hung up she said:
"I miss you Rob."
Yeah, right I thought as I hung up the phone.
Wednesday flew by and Marge was already at the house when I got there. She was waiting for me in the bedroom. The bed was already turned down and Marge was naked and waiting. I quickly stripped and as I approached the bed she said:
"Ready for your next lesson lover?"
"I don't know. Is it going to hurt?"
"Not if we do it right. Last time you got a blow job and learned how to eat pussy. This time we put them together in what is called a "sixty-nine." I'll take the top this first time and you can have the top next time."
"What do I do?"
"Same as you did last time. The only difference is that this time I'll be doing you at the same time. Here; put this pillow under your head."
She moved into position over me and as her pussy descended toward my face I felt her mouth close around my cock. It was an odd feeling being pinned down while a woman's sex rubbed your face, but the way she was making me feel with her mouth made me want to give back the same pleasure so I attacked her slit with lips and tongue until she started to moan and hump my face. I didn't mind because I was humping my cock up at her mouth. Suddenly she took her mouth off me and lifted herself up and said:
"Okay baby, you are nice and hard so momma is going to get some riding time."
She swiveled around and moved over me and used her right hand to guide my erection into her pussy and then she bounced around on me until I just had to get some relief. I rolled her over onto her back and went at her hard until I came. I no sooner pulled out than she moved down and took my cock in her mouth and she had me hard again in minutes. She got off the bed and walked over to her purse.
"Ready to try anal now?" she asked as she walked back toward me with a tube of KY Jelly in her hand. She handed me the lube and told me that the secret was to go slow and easy until I was all the way in and then slowly pick up the pace. She got on her hands and knees, put her head down on a pillow and then had me put some KY on one of my fingers and then slowly work it into her butt. She had me keep adding fingers until I had three of them in her. I worked them around for several minutes while she moaned and pushed her butt back against my hand and then she told me to lube up my dick with KY
"Slow and easy lover. Put the head of your cock against my hole and then gently push. Keep up the pressure until you pop past the sphincter muscle."
I followed her instructions and put pressure against her asshole and it resisted, but I continued the pressure and the head of my cock suddenly popped in. Marge moaned.
"Slow and easy lover, slow and easy. Get it all the way in before you fuck me."
I slowly worked my way deep into her butt and when I was fully in her I began to slowly pull back and then push in.
"Oh yes lover, like that; just like that."
After maybe half a minute she told me to go a little faster and I did and she moaned in pleasure. I couldn't believe how much tighter her ass was as opposed to her pussy. The sphincter muscle clasped me like a hand.
"A little harder now lover, and a little faster."
I kept following her lead and before long I was pounding into her ass the same way I pounded her pussy and she cried and moaned.
"Yess yes yes yes yes" she cried, "Fuck my ass fuck my ass fuck my ass."
She told me to reach under her and rub her clit while I pounded away at her and then she screamed out as she had an orgasm. She moaned, gasped, shook and panted and then it was my turn to cum and when I did it was so powerful that it left me light headed for a bit.
"Come on lover; lets get you cleaned up" she said as she led me to the bathroom. "We will get you squeaky clean and then I have time for one more before I leave."
As she was dressing she asked, "Same time same place next week?"
"How about we both call in sick and start at noon?"
She laughed and said, "Don't tempt me lover, don't tempt me."
+++++++++++++++++++
Just after lunch on Thursday my mother called me and asked me to stop by and see her when I got off work.
"What's up?"
"I've got something that I need you to look at. It's broken and I think you can fix it."
"What is it?"
"I can't describe it honey. It is something that you will have to see for yourself.
I told her that I would be there around six and then I got back to work. At five minutes to six I walked in the front door of momma's house and called out, "Hello?"
"In the kitchen honey."
I headed for the kitchen and mom met me as I entered the dinning room. I gave her a hug and kissed her on the cheek and asked:
"Okay mom; what needs to be fixed?"
"It's in the kitchen. You will know what it is as soon as you see it. Mind your manners Rob. I raised you right and I know you will do what needs to be done. Now go" and she gave me a little push towards the kitchen and turned and walked toward her bedroom. I walked into the kitchen and found Gail Sue sitting at the kitchen table.
To be continued.
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I stopped in my tracks and stared at her.
"I couldn't wait until Sunday," she said.
"I didn't see your car out front."
"Your mom let me put it in the garage. We were afraid that you would keep on going if you saw it."
"That would have been a good bet. What do you want Gail?"
"In a nutshell - you."
"That doesn't make sense Gail Sue. You had me and you threw me away. You were very clear about your opinion of me and your need to get away from me and move on."
"I didn't mean it Rob. I made a big mistake. I expected you to miss me and decide that you didn't want to lose me and you would ask me to please come home. Then I was going to say okay, but only if you would loosen up sexually. The last thing that I expected was that you would file for a divorce. I thought you loved me. I thought that you would do whatever you had to do to keep me. I almost died when I was served with the divorce papers."
"Why would I even think about wanting to keep you after the way you trashed me? You had no use for me as I recall. You flat out told me that I was no good in bed and wasn't getting the job done and that your need for sex was greater than mine so goodbye Rob. Why, after hearing you say that, would I even think about chasing after you and trying to get you to come back?"
"I'm sorry Rob. I didn't mean to make it sound so harsh. You were great Rob, but only as long as we did nothing but make love in the missionary position. I needed more than that. My leaving you was supposed to make you come after me and agree to at least try the other things I wanted to do. I knew if I could get you to try them at least once you would like to continue them. The last thing that I ever expected was to have divorce papers served on me. I love you Rob and the last thing I want is a divorce. I've been trying to get you to talk to me ever since so I could get you to drop the divorce."
"Is that what you planned on talking about on Sunday?"
"Yes it was, but after last night I decided that I couldn't wait until Sunday."
"What happened last night?"
"I was driving by the house and I saw the same car that was there last Wednesday when I saw the woman come to the house and let herself in. I decided that I needed to do something quick before you got too attached to another woman so I asked your mother to help me. Honest to God Rob, I do love you. I want you back. I want you back even if I do have to settle for just missionary position sex for the rest of my life. Having you that way is one hundred percent better than not having you at all."
I sat there and looked at her across the table. I loved her. I missed her something fierce, but in the back of my mind there was the fact that she had caused me great pain with her denouncement of me and her walking out on me. And, as I had told my mom when she told me what I had to do to get Gail back, what would be the next thing she would threaten to leave me over? The pain had faded in the most part because of Veronica and Marge and their making me feel like I was pretty good in bed. The question was did I want to risk the pain again and the answer to that was a loud no! But how to get that across to Gail Sue in a way she could see it. I decided to be a hypocrite and go after her.
"I'm sorry Gail. I don't think that we can get back together after what has happened. If I took you back I would spend all my time wondering about you and the men you have been with."
"What men Rob?
"The men you have been with since you walked out on me."
"There haven't been any men Rob."
"Oh come on Gail Sue. We made love four, five and sometimes six times a week and then you made this big speech about how important sex was to you. Add to that what you told me about your sexual experiences before we got married and I'm supposed to believe that you weren't out getting laid as soon as you were out of the house? Get Serious!"
"I am serious Rob. No man except you has touched me since I put your ring on my finger. Knowing that and the fact that I fully expected you to come after me can you honestly believe that I would betray you?"
"I never would have believed that you could walk out on me like you did, but it happened."
"I screwed up Rob. I didn't think it through. It never even occurred to me that you wouldn't come after me. I miss you Rob. I need you. I need to come back home and be with you."
"And what happens the next time you don't get what you want? What will you do to me then?"
"I've learned Rob. I promise I'll never do anything as stupid as what I've done ever again. I screwed up Rob; I admit it and I'm begging you to drop the divorce and let me come home."
"I don't know Gail Sue. I don't know that I want to risk having to go through the pain again. I'll have to think about it."
I stood up and told her that I would be in touch and I walked out of the kitchen. Mom was sitting on the living room sofa and I didn't know how much she had heard, if anything, of what went on in the kitchen. I bent down and kissed her on the forehead and said:
"I behaved myself. I'll talk to you later" and then I went home.
+++++++++++++++++
I didn't get a whole lot of work done on Friday. I spent the day thinking of my talk with Gail and thinking about what Veronica and I would be doing that night which brought me back to Gail Sue. I believed her when she said that she had not been with other men. During our meeting I noticed that she was still wearing her wedding rings.
I remembered my statements about what I expected after putting the ring on her finger and then I tried to justify my actions since Gail Sue left me. We were still married, even though going through a divorce, and Gail was still being true to her promise to me while I wasn't even close to holding to my expressed creed. That made me the worst kind of hypocrite. How could I even consider being upset at what she might have done since leaving me when I had been involved sexually with three different women during the same period? The fact of the matter was that she had honored my stated position and I had not. I could rationalize it all I wanted saying that we were being divorced so it didn't matter, but it did. We were still legally married and I was still wearing my ring.
At lunch I asked Roni what she would like to do on our date and she said that she didn't want to go out.
"I'd like to fix us a light supper and stay in. I'm sure that we can find something to occupy our time."
We did find something to occupy our time and while it was very enjoyable (to say nothing about it being very exhausting) I had a small problem. I thought constantly about Gail. I thought about how I was doing everything that Gail was always after me to try and how much I was enjoying it and I wondered what it would be like to be doing those things with Gail.
How different would it be?
Not having any experience before Gail Sue I wasn't aware of how much different the same thing could be with different people. Making love with Roni was different from making love with Marge which was different than the same thing with Pam and the three of them were all different than it was with Gail Sue. Gail Sue moaned and gasped. Pam made a high pitched 'keening' sound and Veronica strung out a series of "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes" while Marge was very vocal with lots of "Fuck me, fuck me hard" and "Make me cum baby, fuck me hard and get me there" and an occasional "Oh God, I love your cock."
Pam gripped my shoulders and pulled me down to her whereas Gail dug her nails in my butt and tried to pull me deeper in to her. Roni wrapped her long legs around me and locked them together while Marge used her knees to clamp my waist. It was basically the same thing - get hard, put it in, go back and forth - but it was different with each of them and that was just sex in the missionary position. The three were also different in the way they gave head and did anal and I wondered how Gail would be doing those things.
I spent the night at Roni's and over breakfast in the morning Roni said:
"I had fun last night, but I'm just a bit curious. You didn't seem like you were here a time or two. Something bothering you?"
I sort of shrugged and she sensed that it was something that I was hesitant to talk about and she said:
"The nice thing about the friends with benefits relationship that we have is that you can talk to me about things without worrying about me getting bent out of shape. I have no designs on you for anything other than what we shared last night so come on sweetie, tell mommy what's bothering you."
What the hell I thought, it won't hurt to get someone else's take on things so I told her the entire story of my break up with Gail and about going to my mother's and finding Gail Sue there and about the talk I'd had with Gail.
"Oh wow! I'm only your second?"
I nodded my head "yes" and she said, "So where is the problem? You still care for her and it certainly sounds like she cares for you. Stop the divorce and get on with your life."
"The problem is the old adage "Once burnt, twice shy." If she would walk out on me over something as simple as sex what would keep her from walking out over something more important?"
"That is your first big problem sweetie. You keep thinking that sex is unimportant. Sex is very important to a lot of people. Maybe not to some with a low sex drive, but for some one with a normal sex drive sex is a physical need just like the need to eat, drink and breathe. And for some one with a high sex drive, which it sounds like what your wife has, the need is even greater. To be honest sweetie, I can understand why she did what she did. I probably would have done the same thing. The big difference between your wife and me is that I would most definitely have been making up for the long dry spell as soon as I was out of the house. You will remember that I wasn't at all hesitant to get you in my bed as soon as I found out about your divorce.
"You obviously like sex; at least you sure seem to like to do what you do with me, so you should be able to take care of your wife's needs. As for her leaving you over something else? Worry about that when it happens. If it does happen then next time you don't let her come back. You go to that other old adage, "Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me."
"There is still the problem of you."
"Me? Why am I a problem? We don't have a long term thing going for us. All I am interested in is occasional fun."
"That's not what I mean. I only got involved with you because I thought as soon as she moved out she started having sex with someone. I thought, "What the hell; she is so I can too." It turns out that she didn't, but I did."
"So what? Tell her about it. Let it be her punishment for doing what she did to you. She will accept it or she won't. If she doesn't accept it her feelings for you aren't as strong as she says they are and there is no sense in the two of you getting back together."
I spent the rest of the weekend trying to keep too busy to think about Gail and the talk we'd had and without any luck. I would put her out of my mind and ten minutes later she would be back. I went to work Monday with no clearer idea of what I should do than I'd had on Thursday after our talk. What complicated things was that I did love Gail and I did miss her. I missed her so bad that it hurt, but I could not forget the cold way she looked right at me and said:
"I'll cut right to the chase; I'm leaving you" and the equally cold, "You are no good in bed."
I knew then that she said those things for their shock value, but she did say them and they had cut deeply into me.
Marge stopped by my desk shortly after I got to work and asked if we were still on for Wednesday and I said yes. As she walked away from me I wondered if I had just made up my mind. Would I have said yes so quickly if I were really going to let Gail come back? Also, I saw Katrina sitting at her desk and I wondered if she was doing anything Friday night and would I have been thinking like that if I was seriously considering putting things back together with Gail Sue? Fortunately I had so much work on my desk that it took my mind off the Gail problem.
The red light was blinking on the answering machine when I got home. Two messages - both the same - "Please call me Rob." I knew she was looking for an answer and I didn't have one to give her so I didn't return her calls. She knew what time I usually got home and I expected her to call again so I unplugged the phone and turned off the answering machine.
I didn't sleep well that night. There were two warring factions in my head and they were pushing hard at each other. One was saying "Get her back, you know you want to. You know you love her and miss her." The other was saying "Don't do it. Don't let her back in your life so she can hurt you again."
I finally fell into a fitful sleep. The alarm jarred me awake and in the half awake/half asleep state I reached over and shut the alarm off and as I did I noticed that Gail's head was not on the pillow next to mine and for a fraction of a second I wondered where she could be. And then I came fully awake and remembered that she was no longer with me. I sat on the edge of the bed shaking my head and wondered why I thought she should have been there. Was my sub-conscious mind sending me a message?
I dressed and went to work and around nine or so Roni stopped by my desk and asked me if I would like to stop by her house and play on Sunday and I surprised myself when I said:
"I don't know. I guess it will depend on my wife."
"Oh? You've made a decision?"
"I guess I have" I said as I reached for the phone.
+++++++++++++++
I knocked on the door to Gail's place right at six and the door immediately opened. It was almost like she had been standing inside just waiting for my knock. She led me into the kitchen and she sat down at the table while I stood there and looked down at her.
"I've thought about what you said last Thursday. I know you said that you really didn't mean the things that you said about me, but that doesn't change the fact that you did say them and they hurt me deeply. I can't say to myself "Oh goody, she didn't mean what she said so you can just forget all about the pain and suffering" and have it go away. I had to live with it Gail Sue. I didn't know then that you didn't mean it so I had to live with it. I had to live with knowing that you walked out the door and before the week was over you were lying on your back, legs spread and welcoming another man into your body.
"I swear to you Rob I didn't....."
"I know what you said last Thursday Gail and I believe you, but based on what you told me about your past, about how highly sexed you were and how I wasn't getting the job done I just knew you had to be getting sex as soon as you could find a place with a bed. That is the impression that you left me with Gail and though it might not have happened you still planted the seed. Perception is reality to the perceiver Gail Sue and my perception was that you didn't get what you wanted from me so you were leaving so you could get it from someone else. Again, perception is reality and I perceived that you were out there making up for the long dry spell you suffered through by being with me."
"Honest to God Rob, I..."
"I already said that I believe you Gail, but you didn't say it until last Thursday. So in my mind from the day you left me until last Thursday you were out there getting laid as much as you wanted. So I developed the attitude that what you were out there doing cancelled the contract we made with each other when we exchanged vows. The second you were served with divorce papers I considered myself free to have a sex life of my own and I have been sexually involved with three different women. And there is more. I have done with them the things you wanted me to do with you. I have had blow jobs and they were great. I have eaten pussy and have come to like doing it. I have found anal sex to be enjoyable and as far as positions are concerned I've tried doggie, cowgirl and reverse cowgirl and I liked them all.
"Why am I telling you all this? To make a point Gail. I am not the same man that you walked out on. I have changed a lot and probably for the better, but there is one thing about me that you need to know. I am a hypocrite. If you had so much as kissed another man after walking out on me I would not take you back if my life depended on it, but if you come back it will be knowing that I was out there having a good time and I'm not the least bit sorry that I did.
"But notice that I said "if." If I let you come back it will be with the understanding that in the sexual department it will be what I say goes. Even though I have tried all the things you have always wanted to do and found out that I like them I will not be doing them with you. If you come back it will be with the knowledge that all you will be getting is straight missionary position sex until I decide otherwise. Could be three months, could be a year. Could be five years, but whatever, until I decided different it will be missionary position only and with no whining. The first time you bitch about it you are out of the house and the divorce is back in the works. A little Draconian perhaps, but you hurt me and I want payback. I figure that you knowing that I like those things you wanted, but won't do them with you will make you suffer some of the anguish I suffered through.
"Think about it Gail, and decide if you want to come back under those conditions. I'll call you Thursday for your answer."
"I can answer you now."
"I don't want your answer now. I want you to take the time to think long and hard on the choice I have just given you. I'll call you Thursday.
I walked out leaving her sitting at her kitchen table.
+++++++++++++++
"Oh God yes, do it baby, fuck my butt" she moaned as I drove myself into her tight shitter. It had been a hard night. It had started out with me eating her pussy and then taking her doggie. Then she sucked me hard and I fucked her missionary. Next was a sixty-nine to get me up again after which she rode me cowgirl. Another blow job to get me up again so I could drive up her dirt road. As I pressed hard for my fourth release of the night I wondered if her husband was really all that poor in bed or if the problem was that she had just flat worn the poor man out. As fit as I was I was having a hard time staying with her and I was only seeing her one night a week.
I felt it coming and I gripped her hips and hit her hard. She recognized the signs and moaned, "Give it to me, cum for me baby, cum for me" and I let go in her. It wasn't much - probably just a dribble - since she had gotten most of what I had the first three times. She fell forward on the bed and rolled over on her back. She smiled up at me and said:
"If I wash it off and work on it do you think you might have one more in you?"
"No way, no way at all."
"Well then I guess I might as well shower. Next week you better take your vitamins lover."
"There may not be a next week."
"Oh? Getting tired of me already?"
"The wife and I are talking about her coming back. I should know what we are going to be doing by the end of the week. If we decide that it won't work I'll be free next Wednesday and if we decide to give it a try I won't."
"That's not fair. I finally find a playmate that suits me and you bail out on me."
"You would have gotten tired of me eventually. Either that or I would have found a girlfriend. I'm the marrying kind. I like being married and you are already spoken for. Of course you could always leave your hubby."
"Not a chance lover. Except for the bed part he is solid gold and I'm keeping him."
"Well, don't give up on me just yet. I'll know by Friday what Gail and I will be doing."



"I like you Robbie so I wish you well in this - whatever 'well' is for you - but I will admit that I'm selfishly pulling for her not to go home to you or for you to take her back."
"Thank you Marge."
"For what?"
"For making me feel wanted."
++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday just seemed to drag along. I wondered what Gail would decide. Would she accept my conditions or not? I didn't know which way to bet. What I did know was that I had deliberately made the choice hard. I needed to know just how badly she wanted to come home. If she balked at the limitations I had put on sex that would tell me that we would eventually have problems in that area again and I was not - repeat not - going to go through that again.
Simply put, when Gail walked out she left me believing that she was willing to throw away a perfectly good marriage because I wouldn't go along with what she wanted sexually. Well, if she wanted back into the marriage she was going to have to go along with what I wanted sexually.
At four-thirty I called Gail. "Have you made up your mind?"
"When we talked the other day I was going to say yes, but you told me to wait, that you didn't want my answer until today. That gave me a couple of days to think about it and the more I thought about it the more uncomfortable I am with the master/slave relationship you propose."
"There is no master/slave thing Gail. I'm not going to order you to do anything or make you do anything you don't want to do. All I said that was as far as sex is concerned I'm in charge of determining when, where, what and how often. If you don care for the when, where and what you are free to say no. As far as the how often is concerned you are free to say no to that also plus you have the right to start things yourself as long as you understand that I am free to say no."
"I think we need to negotiate a little on the sexual things Rob."
"Then I guess I have my answer. Goodbye Gail."
I saw Katrina still at her desk and on a whim I asked her if she would like to join me for a drink after work. She said yes and grabbed her coat. Two drinks later I had a date for Friday night.
No blinking light when I got home because I hadn't plugged the phone or answering machine back in following the last time I unplugged them. As I fixed myself something to eat I thought about my situation. I missed Gail Sue. I was devastated when she walked out on me, but I had recovered and while I still missed her and would like to go back to the life I had before she bailed out on me I was not going to crawl off into a corner and curl up and die if she didn't come home.
My life was not empty!
Without really trying I had a pretty good sex life and I had it with no emotional entanglements. Things were not bad at all and I slept soundly when I went to bed that night.
+++++++++++++
The next day at work I got two calls from Gail and I didn't take either of them. I left work early to go home and get ready for my date with Katrina. When I walked out of the house I saw Gail coming up the walk toward me.
"We need to talk Rob."
"Sorry Gail, but I have a date and I'm running late."
I walked by her and headed for my car and Gail followed me. "Damn it Rob, this is important. Don't you even want to try and save our marriage?"
"What marriage would that be Gail Sue? The one you threw in the trash the night you walked out on me?"
"I explained that Rob."
"So what Gail? Did your explanation magically make what I suffered never happen? I gave you a way back Gail. All it required from you was a simple yes or no answer. You had my conditions and all you had to do to come home was say yes. Instead you said that we needed to negotiate. That was a "no" Gail."
As I was opening the car door she said, "All right Rob! I agree. Yes to all your conditions, okay?"
"Fine Gail. I never changed the locks so you can move back in whenever."
I got in the car and she said, "Where are you going?"
"I told you: I have a date."
"But we are getting back together."
"True, but you didn't say "yes" on when we talked on Thursday so I made a date for tonight. She said yes and she is dressed and is expecting me and I am not about to call her five minutes before I'm supposed to pick her up and say that I'm not coming. I'll see you later."
I closed the car door and backed down the driveway leaving her standing there staring at me. The look on her face as she watched me drive away was most definitely some partial payback.
When I made my date with Katrina I was wondering what she would be like in bed and I'll admit to thinking about ways to get there, but that was before Gail said yes to my terms. After leaving Gail in the driveway I fully intended that my date with Katrina would be just a simple date. Dinner, some drinks, some dancing and then maybe a kiss on the cheek when I took her home.
I remembered my last date with Katrina and I had it in my mind that she was a "good girl" so I was not prepared when instead of a kiss on the cheek I got a mile of tongue in my mouth. I was even more surprised when she opened her apartment door, took me by the hand and pulled me inside. She kicked the door shut with her foot, put her arms around my neck and kissed me again. It was a passionate kiss and I started to get an erection. Since she was tight up against me with her tongue in my mouth she felt it. She pulled back from me and asked, "Oh baby, is this for me?" and she dropped her hand to rub it softly through my pants.
I had no idea of how hard it could be to fight off an extremely attractive woman who wanted to play. Not hard physically because I could take hold of her hands and push them away, but mentally it was a different story. How do you make yourself push her away? I had wanted her on our first date, but nothing happened. I was thinking of ways to get her into bed when I asked her for the date we were on. And here she was freely offering what I had wanted right up to the time I had walked out my front door and I was having to fight an internal battle with myself to make myself refuse the gift.
It was stupid of me, but I was the way I was. The instant I'd told Gail that she could come back home I was a married man again with vows I had to stick to. So why with that mind set had I even gone on a date with Katrina? Because based on our first date I fully expected that nothing was going to happen except dinner and dancing (and of course there was the "tweak Gail factor and God knows I owed her that). The problem was how to refuse what was being offered and still stay on good terms since I still had to work with Katrina every day. I finally decided that the best way would be to tell Katrina what had happened.
"Then why did you still take me out?"
"Because I knew you would be dressed and ready to go and be expecting me to ring your doorbell any minute. I did not think it would be right for me to cancel at that late a time."
"That's sweet Rob, but I would have understood if you had explained why."
"I didn't know that and I was concerned about what a quick cancellation might have meant to our relationship at work."
"At least you were gentleman enough to tell me now. I know guys who in the same situation would have jumped into bed with me anyway."
"You will never know how hard it is for me not to do just that."
She pulled my head down and kissed me again and said, "Go home to your wife Rob, but keep me in mind if things don't work out."
+++++++++++++++++
Gail's car was in the garage when I got home and she was sitting on the couch flipping channels when I walked into the house. She glanced up at me when I walked into the room and I could see in that quick glance that she was pissed, but I knew that because of the situation and what we had been through that she didn't dare say anything. She had managed to get back into the house and she was not going to say or do anything that would upset the apple cart.
"Have a nice time?" she asked.
"It was okay. She is a pretty good dancer."
"I wasn't expecting you home so early."
"Why not? Dinner, a few drinks and some dancing doesn't take all night." And then I understood what she was really saying.
"When you said "yes" tonight the marriage was back and the vows we made came back into effect. Dinner and dancing is all that it was going to be and the only reason that it was even dinner and dancing was that it would not have been fair to her to call and cancel only minutes before she was expecting me to be there to pick her up."
"I'm waiting up for you because I wasn't sure where you wanted me."
"Excuse me?"
"Am I back in our bedroom or do I need to be in the spare bedroom?"
"That's a silly question. You belong in our bedroom. Why on Earth would you expect me to want you anywhere else?"
She jumped up from the couch and threw her arms around me. "Oh God baby, but I have missed you. I'm sorry that I was so stupid. I'll make it up to you baby; I promise that I will make it up to you."
I stepped back from her. "I need to get this suit off and take a shower. Have you got all your stuff here?"
"No. I've still got some stuff I need to go get."
"Okay then, we will get a good nights sleep and tomorrow we can go and get the rest of your things."
When I came out of the shower I found Gail lying naked on the bed and looking up at me expectantly. I dropped my towel on the floor, got on the bed, moved between her spread legs and then I surprised her by lowering my head and licking her pussy. I worked on her until I gave her an orgasm and then I pulled back and moved up on her and she took hold of my cock and pulled it into place and as I sank in she cried out and her legs came up and locked around me. I pounded her pussy through three orgasms and then I had my own and as I started to pull out she clutched me to her and moaned:
"Leave it in baby, leave it in. I don't want to give it up."
I held myself in her until I was completely soft and then I rolled off of her and settled in next to her on the bed. She cuddled up next to me and the two of us were quiet for a bit and then she said:
"You went down on me."
"Yes I did, didn't I."
"You said only missionary position."
"I also said "until I decide otherwise."
"Does the fact that you did mean that I can?"
"Can what?"
"This."
She lowered her head and took my cock in her mouth. She had me hard in almost no time and she pulled me on top of her.
"Can we try something else?"
"What?"
"Can we work on making a baby?"
"Sounds like a marvelous idea" I said as I slid into her.
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You live in a place all your life, you know everyone in town and you think that you know all that goes on. That's what I thought and I couldn't have been more wrong.
I eat breakfast at the same restaurant almost every morning and I have been doing it for the last ten years. I knew the owner and I had even dated her daughter when I was in high school. I knew all the waitresses and had grown up and gone to school with most of them. Being single, at least since my wife ran off with a truck driver, I spent a lot of time flirting with most of them. It was all good natured fun since all of them were married and I knew their husbands, most of whom either worked with me at the box factory, bowled in the same leagues that I did or played City League softball with or against me. Like I said, a small town where everybody knows everybody else.
There was one waitress in particular that I had a thing going with. Randi and I had gone to high school together and we had gone steady for almost a year. The relationship had gotten a little hot there for a while and many are the times that the windows of my car had fogged up when we were at the drive-in movies. Randi had been determined at the time to hold on to her virginity, but I did get her bra off more than once and spent a lot of time licking and sucking on her tits. I managed to get a few fingers in her cunt on several occasions and she had given me a hand job. Before I could take things any farther teen-age type kid shit got in the way and we split up. Before we could put things back together I graduated, did three years in the Army and when I came home I got married, got a job at the box factory and settled down to begin my life as a responsible adult. Then the bitch that I was married to split and I had to rearrange my life around my new single life style.
The major change was breakfast. I worked the graveyard shift and when I was married I would come home and my wife would have breakfast ready for me. After she split I didn't feel like cooking for just myself so I started stopping at the café for my morning meal. The first morning I stopped there I was sitting in a booth with my head stuck into the menu when a voice said, "Today's specials are two eggs, corned beef hash and toast for $5.95 or a look at my tits for a yet to be determined sum." I looked up and saw that it was Randi. She smiled down at me, "How's it going Slick (Slick was my nickname in high school), getting any lately?"
We made some small talk and then she got out her pad and pencil, "What's it going to be Slick?"
"I don't like corned beef hash and I've already seen your tits so give me two eggs over easy, hash browns and wheat toast."
And that's how it started. From then on every morning that I would stop Randi would have some smart remark for me and I'd give her one back. Then the other girls picked up on it and before long I was kidding and flirting with all of them. It was mostly the kind of stuff that both sides knew never had a prayer of happening like the morning Lucy said, "What's it going to be this morning lover?"
"I'd like of double order of you Lucy, to go."
"Never know lover, if my hubby gets called up for this Iraq business I might need some company while he's gone."
No chance of that ever happening because Bob didn't belong to the Guard or the Reserves and the draft hasn't been re-instituted. With Randi though it was always a little raunchier, but just as unlikely. I guess you can be a little freer with some one who has had your cock in her hand and who has had her tits in your mouth. With Randi it would be, "Hey Slick, where were you yesterday when I could have used you. My car wouldn't start after work and I had to wait almost an hour and a half for Harry to come and take care of the problem. We could have sat in your car while I waited and steamed up your windows just like we used to do at the drive-in. Remember that?"
I lifted my hand to my nose and sniffed it, "I haven't washed this hand since that night - don't want to lose the smell."
The good natured give and take when on for years and then one morning while Randi stood there, pencil poised to take my order she said, "What would you like today?"
"You naked and spread out on my bed."
"You got it Slick. I get off at three. Meet me behind the Post Office. You are going to need your energy so I would suggest the steak and eggs."
I watched her walk to the kitchen with my order and wondered what in the hell had just happened. When I was done eating and was at the register paying Randi said, "Three o'clock Slick. Don't be late because time and Randi wait for no man."
I was sure that my leg was being pulled, but that didn't keep me from being behind the Post Office at two forty-five. At three minutes after three Randi's red Mustang pulled up and parked next to me. She got in my car and slid over next to me and put her hand on the lump in my pants. "Drive Slick, we only have four hours so let's not waste them." Randi had my cock out of my pants before we were out of the parking lot and before we had gone a block she asked, "Anybody behind us?" I looked in the rear view and told her nobody was there and she went down on me. I was loving it, but I was also nervous as hell hoping that no one in a truck would pull up beside us and look down and see what was going on.
I managed to get us to my house, hit the garage door opener and get inside without Randi being seen. Randi had me ready to cum by then and I told her and suggested we get into the bedroom to finish. She ignored me and kept sucking until I cut loose ten months worth of stored up cum then she gulped it all down. She kept sucking on me until I went soft and then she sat up. "Needed to get the first one out of the way Slick. I don't like quick fucks."
Over the next three hours Randi showed me why it had been a mistake to break up with her. She fucked me and sucked me until I couldn't get it up any more and then she said, "Now I get mine baby." She laid back, spread her legs, "Eat me baby. Clean me out good. You can't send me home to Harry full of your stuff. If he wants to fuck me when he gets home he'll know in a heartbeat what I've been up to."
I had pumped four loads into her and I wasn't all that keen on going down on her and pushing my face into that mess, but I knew that if I didn't I could kiss off any chance of her ever being in my bed again. It took some will power, but I forced myself and even though it was somewhat distasteful I managed to do a good enough job that I gave her an orgasm.
"Sweet suffering Jesus Slick. If I'd have known you could do that I would never have broken up with you."
"It had an effect on me too" and I pointed at my newly risen cock, "Have we got time?"
"I'm sorry Slick, I really am, but I have to beat Harry home."
On the way to the Post Office to pick up her car I asked her what happened, "Why now after all these years?"
"Harry pissed me off Slick and it isn't nice to piss off Randi. Harry is going to visit his sister over the weekend. I can't go with him because I have to work Saturday. He will be gone from six on Friday until about five on Sunday. You have any plans for the weekend?"
++++++++++++++++++
It was a weekend that I will remember for the rest of my life. Between Friday night and Sunday afternoon I came so many times that by the time Randi left me to go home my cock hurt. Randi loved anal sex and it was my first time up the dirt road. Randi liked to experiment and if there was a position that two people could use she wanted to try it. There were times I felt like a pretzel and it's a good thing that I didn't have a chandelier or we would have been swinging from it. No matter what else we did one thing was always paramount with Randi - I could never cum in her more than twice in a row without her having me go down on her and eating the cream pie. The more I did it the more I learned to like it and at least two out of every three times I did it I gave Randi an orgasm. I didn't know it at the time, but that little talent moved me to the head of a list that I didn't even know existed.
+++++++++++
I found out about the list on Tuesday. I was eating my breakfast and reading the morning paper when Jeff slid into the booth across from me. Jeff and I played on the same softball team with me and I had known him since third grade.
"Good morning Slick and welcome to the club."
"What club is that?"
"The Harry Pissed Me Off Club."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"What it means Slick is that you have just joined an exclusive club. It only has five members and one them, Steve, just took a job out of town and you got picked to take his place. Harry manages to piss Brandi off at least once a week and when he does she calls on a member of the club to help her get even. She usually follows a rotation. This time it was Steve's turn but he was packing to leave and so you got lucky."
"Is this common knowledge? Does everyone know? I mean how did you know and why are we talking?"
"I was appointed by Brandi to fill you in on things. The first and most important rule is that you tell no one. Absolutely no one except Brandi and her chosen few are ever to know. If the word gets out she cuts all of us off. Secondly, you wait for Brandi to call you. When she first started doing this the guy she picked got too fucking possessive and became a nuisance that she had to tolerate until she could get rid of him. Since then she has made it a rule - she calls the shots and you wait until you hear from her."
"Why five? Doesn't more mean more chance of some body finding out?"
"She feels that five is the number that she can control. It insures that some one will always be available when she wants some one and that it will spread things out enough that there won't be any emotional entanglements."
"How in the hell does she hide it from Harry?"
"That's what Harry does that pisses her off - he doesn't care enough about her to even pay attention."
"Why, is he stupid? She is the most fantastic piece of ass that I've ever had."
"No, he isn't stupid, he's gay. Well no, not really. He is bisexual, but he leans more to men than women. Anyway, with five of us it usually works out that we each see Brandi once a month."
"You mean I have to wait a month to see her again?"
"Yeah, unless she does a gangbang, but that usually only happens two or three times a year."
+++++++++++++
The next morning at the café when Randi handed me the check she said, "Post Office at three Slick. Don't make me wait." When she got in my car she saw the curious look on my face, "What's the matter Slick, don't want me here?"
"No, I'm just surprised. After you sent Jeff to have a talk with me I didn't expect to see you again for another month."
"Yeah, well, you're new Slick. I want to break you in right."
She broke me all right. Four hours later as she was slipping back into her jeans I was lying on the bed a quivering wreck. She had fucked me five times, sucked my cock in between each bout and had me go down for the cream pie three times. She looked down on me and said, "You got a girlfriend Slick? Anybody who comes by from time to time?"
"No."
"You need to give me a key then so we don't have to waste a lot of time on running me back to my car."
The next day I swung by the café at lunchtime and gave Randi a key and a garage door opener so she wouldn't have to leave her Mustang parked out on the street. "Thanks Slick. I like a man who thinks ahead."
Usually I go home and go to bed after I stop for breakfast and then get up around three and do work around the house. But since I had been up until noon that day getting Randi her key I was in bed asleep when a noise woke me up. It was the garage door opener running and I looked over at the bedside clock and saw that it was six minutes after three. Two minutes later Randi walked into the bedroom and saw me lying on the bed.
"In bed and waiting for me. You have ESP Slick? Did you know I was coming?"
Even when I was a newly wed and the wife and I fucked like sex crazed rabbits we never had as much sex as Randi and I had. She started out by climbing on top of me, sitting down on my hard on and riding me until I came. Then I had to eat her pussy while she sucked me hard again. I fucked her in her ass and then she washed my cock and sucked my cock some more. I fucked her three more times in her pussy, eating the cream pie after each one, and then in the ass once more before it was time for her to go. That was a total of twelve times that I had cum in her in twenty-eight hours!
As Randi dressed she looked down at me lying on the bed, "You need a day or two to rest up Slick? You are no good to me dead."
To tell the truth I did need some time to recover. One more day like the last two could very well be the death of me, but my ego wouldn't let me say that.
"I'll eat a can of spinach sweetie. It works for Popeye so it should work for me."
"Yeah, right. I know the signs Slick and you need some time off."
+++++++++++++++
The next morning at breakfast Randi wasn't the waitress assigned to my section and Lucy came to the booth to get my order. "What will it be this morning lover?"
"You Lucy, I want you wrapped up for take out."
"You know the old saying lover, want in one hand and spit in the other and see which one fills up first. But keep trying lover, I'm wearing my old man out. He just might need some help one of these days."
It was two days before Randi worked the no smoking section again and she greeted me with, "Getting tired of me Slick? Want to get rid of me?"
"Good Lord no. Why would you think that?"
"You must have said something to Lucy because she's talking like she's interested."
"I don't think so. We just flirt."
"A woman can tell about these things Slick. If you worked on it she'd be in your bed by this time next week and that would upset me Slick. You healed yet?"
"Nothing wrong with me sweetie, I ate my spinach."
"I'll find out tonight Slick. If you are asleep I'll get you up and yes, the pun was intended."
I saw Randi for the next five nights in a row and the sex was intense.
That Friday at breakfast Jeff and Mike slid into the booth across from me. We said our 'good mornings'; they ordered coffee and after Lucy had poured and walked away Jeff said, "What are you doing to us Slick?"
"What do you mean?"
"You're fucking up the rotation. Randi hasn't been with anyone but you since you started."
"Hey, don't come to me with your problem. You're the one that sat across from me in this very booth and told me that Randi calls the shots. If you have a problem with what's going on you need to take it up with her, not me. I'm no different than you - when she calls, I come."
That afternoon I was in bed sleeping and Randi came in and woke me up with a blow job. We engaged in the usual energetic and intense sex and when we were done and she was dressing I told her about my visit from Jeff and Mike. She pursed her lips and stood looking at the wall for a second or two and then she said, "I guess I have been neglecting them in favor of you, but damn Slick, you do something for me that none of the others has ever done. You have a golden mouth baby. You are the only man who has ever been willing to eat me when I'm full of cum and you are the only man who has ever given me an orgasm by eating me. But I guess fair is fair." She was quiet for a bit with a thoughtful look on her face and then, "Ever been to a gangbang Slick?"
+++++++++++++++++
It was held at Jeff's place and I had never in my entire life seen anything like it. Five guys and Randi and she destroyed us all. I began to wonder if maybe Harry switched to men because he gave up trying to keep up with Randi. First she laid down, spread her legs and took all five of us one right after the other "to get the quick one out of the way." And then she got creative. I had no idea that one women could get into so many different combinations with five men. Two at a time, three at a time, she just kept going until not one of us could get it up again.
As we were leaving Randi asked me if she could come by my place. When we got there she said, "You know what I want baby. Please? Please do it for me?"
I knew what she wanted, but while I didn't mind it when it was only me in her she had the accumulated soup of five guys in her cunt. How could she expect that I would be willing to go down on that mess? And yet here she was practically begging me to eat her pussy. I stood there and looked at her and tried to think of a way to say no and still stay on her list. She saw my hesitation and she knew what was going on in my mind.
"I won't hold it against you baby, but I need it, I really need it."
I looked in her eyes and saw the pleading there and I swallowed my pride, "Okay sweetie, okay. I'll do it for you."
It wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. It didn't taste that much different than when it was just me, but it was the mental thing that kept me from enjoying it as much as I usually did - mentally I was sucking four other cocks by proxy and that was not a thought that I was comfortable with.
+++++++++++++++++++
Except for at the café I didn't see Randi again for three weeks. Then one Friday I stopped for breakfast and Randi wasn't there and I wondered where she was. She had never missed a days work in all the years she had worked there. I found out when I got home. When the garage door opened I saw Randi's Mustang parked in the second spot. Randi was in my bed and her eyes were all puffy and she looked like she had been crying. When I walked into the bedroom she looked up at me:
"What kind of man are you Slick?"
"What?"
"Are you the kind of man who just has to fuck a girl if she is in his bed, or can you keep your dick under control and just hold her?"
"I can do whatever I have to sweetie."
"Then get in bed baby and just hold me."
We fell asleep wrapped around each other.
I got the story later that night. Randi loved Harry and she had been fucking other men in a desperate attempt to make him notice her and fight for her, but he just didn't seem to care. Then that morning he told her that he was leaving her and, as if that wasn't bad enough, he was leaving her for another guy. And then, while she tearfully begged him not to do it, he packed his bags and left. I was the only one she could think of to run to.
That was over a year ago. Randi and Harry divorced and that pretty much put an end to the List of Five. After the divorce became final Randi moved in with me and though we haven't talked marriage neither of us seems to be in any hurry to say goodbye to the other. It became obvious early on that Randi was going to fuck me into an early grave so we had to make some adjustments in the relationship to accommodate each other. She did not reinstate the List of Five although all of them do participate in the regular Friday night gangbang. Randi gets enough at that event to take the edge off and I'm able to stay up with her the other six days of the week. I have to perform my cleaning duties after the gangbang (and after every time we fuck) and while I haven't yet learned to love it, I am getting used to it. There is only one small minor problem. After years of teasing Lucy has been making a major play to make me her first extra-marital affair. Randi told me to go ahead and do it - as long as I understand that she will cut my balls off if I do.
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I was sitting in my favorite restaurant, one where I ate breakfast four or five times a week, and working on the New York Times crossword puzzle when the waitress slid onto the seat across from me.
"Well Rob, are you ready yet?" Dixie asked.
I knew what she was asking so I gave her a shrug and said, "Not yet Dixie. Not quite yet."
"It has been six months Rob. You need to get over it and I'm the girl who wants to help you do it."
"I thank you for that Dixie, but I don't know if I'll ever be ready."
"Come on Rob. You can't go the rest of your life without. For one thing it isn't natural and secondly it isn't healthy. I give great head Rob and I promise you that I can fuck your brains out. I can make you forget her Rob. All you have to do is give me a chance."
"You forget Dixie; I've already been there and I know what I'm passing up, but I'm just not up to it."
"When you are Rob just remember I'm here. I will tell you this. If I ever get my hooks in you again I promise that I'll never let go."
She got up and went back to waiting on customers and as I watched her walk away I wondered where we might have been if I had refused to take "no" for an answer.
-----------------------------------------------
I met Dixie on the day I had returned home from spending three years in the Army. It was a Wednesday when the bus let me off on the corner of Evans and Silver Hope and as it pulled away I saw Angie's Café across the street. It had been a long bus ride and I was tired and hungry. My plan was to walk over to where my dad worked and ride home with him, but it would be two hours before he got off so I walked across the street to Angie's.
Angie was at the register when I walked in and when she saw me she came out from behind the counter, took me in a big hug, gave me a kiss and said:
"Welcome home Rob. Your dad said that you would be coming home soon."
I'd known Angie forever. I had dated both of her daughters and I'd spent my seventeenth summer working for her as a dishwasher. She walked me to a booth, sat down with me and asked me what my plans were.
"Get a job and get on with my life."
She laughed and said, "That life won't include Linda or Lori. They are both married now and Linda is expecting."
"My loss. Too bad I felt the need to go and put some excitement in my life."
"Did you?"
"Did I what?"
"Find the excitement that you were looking for?"
"Not much excitement in being a clerk in supply. I did get to see Japan, Korea and Hawaii which I probably wouldn't have if I'd stayed home."
A customer walked up to the register so Angie got up to go and take his money and as she slid out of the booth a totally hot redhead walked up and Angie said:
"Take good care of him Dixie."
The redhead smiled at me and said, "I wonder just how good she wants me to take care of you."
One thing I have never been is shy and so I said, "Since she is your boss I think you should keep her happy and that means you should treat me in such a way that I tell Angie good things about you."
"What do you think it would take for you to make a good report?"
"We need to sit down and discuss that. What time do you get off and what are your days off?"
"Five and Thursday Friday."
"Tell me where to pick you up tomorrow and at what time."
"What if I say "Whoa up there hoss; you are moving a little too fast."
"I give Angie a really, really bad report."
"Oh God, we would not want that" and that is the way my relationship with Dixie started.
We were sharing beds after the third date and we went at it hot and heavy for the next six months and then I asked her to marry me. She said no. She thanked me for asking and then told me that while she had some strong feelings for me she just wasn't ready to settle down.
"I'm young Rob and I want to have some fun while I can."
Instead of trying to talk her into changing her mind I got pissed and decided "Who needs her anyway" and I started looking for other opportunities. I started dating and I avoided Angie's except on Dixie's days off. After about three months I did stop in at Angie's on a Saturday and Dixie was the waitress for the section I sat down in.
"Where have you been Rob? I haven't heard from you in a while."
"Didn't want to interfere with your having fun."
"Why would you say something like that?"
"Isn't that what you told me? You wouldn't marry me because you wanted to have fun? To me that meant that you weren't having fun with me so I got out of your way. I'll have the short stack with a side of bacon."
She wrote the order down and walked off in a huff and when she brought me my order she set it down in front of me and walked off without a word. From then on I made sure that I didn't sit in Dixie's section when I stopped at Angie's.
-------------------------------------
It was a little over a year after Dixie and I split that I met Ellen. A week after I'd gotten home from the Army I'd gotten a job in the warehouse at Wayman Industries. They hired me because they wanted someone with strong inventory management skills and that was pretty much what I did in the Army. Inside of six months I had everything computerized and inventory controls in place. The bean counters said that the system that I had put into place was saving the company between 16 and 20k a year just in materials. Who was I to argue with them?
When the manager of my department retired I was offered his job and I took it. As a manager I had to attend meeting and it was at one of those meetings that I met Ellen. Ellen worked in purchasing and we had talked a time or two on the phone when she had called for information on order points or some such, but we had never met face to face.
We ended up sitting next to each other at the meeting and we got to talking at the break. It turned out that we both had a lot in common. We both liked bowling, NASCAR racing and country-western dancing, but the thing we really had in common were the places we had been. She was an Army brat and she had been to Japan, Korea and Hawaii with her dad and mom. We got to comparing what cities we had been to and what places we had visited and we were still at it when the meeting resumed. I asked her if she would like to continue over dinner and to my great delight she said yes.
After the meeting we went to Sabatini's for dinner and I enjoyed her company enough that I asked her for a date. She said yes and Saturday night I took her to The Rose where we could dance to the music of Jimmy Little and The Barnyard Stompers. After we found a table and had ordered drinks I pulled her over to where a line dance was setting up.
"I thought real cowboys didn't line dance" she said as I moved us into position.
"I'm not a cowboy little lady; just a poor boy who works in a warehouse."
"Yeah, right" she said as the music started.
Ellen taught me the Electric Slide and I taught her the finer points of the 'Tush Push' but what Ellen was really into was western swing and that girl could go all night. I was worn to a frazzle when last call came, but she seemed fresh as a daisy and acted like she could go all night.
When I got her home and walked her to her door she went up on her toes and kissed my cheek, told me she'd had fun and then she said:
"We just have to do this again."
We did do it again – a half dozen times – and each time I felt like we had something good going. For the first time in my life I was afraid of doing the wrong thing and scaring the girl off so I did nothing except keep asking for dates. Then came the night when I took Ellen home after a night of dancing and she asked:
"Is there something wrong with me?"
"Of course not. Why would you ask a question like that?"
"We have been dating almost two months and you have never tried anything with me."
I was caught flat-footed and didn't know what to say and Ellen read the look on my face and said:
"Out with it Rob. What is going on here?"
I took a deep breath and told her how I felt. She looked at me and then shook her head as she said:
"Silly, silly man. So much time wasted" and then she took me by the hand and led me into her apartment. She led me to the couch and pushed me down on it and then she crawled onto my lap as she said:
"No goodnight kiss tonight Rob. Tonight it is goodnight kisses" and she took my head in her hands and pulled my mouth to hers. We made out like teenagers at a drive in for a long time before she got up and told me to stay put. She left the room only to return four or five minutes later as naked as the day she was born. She struck a pose and said:
"Does this give you any ideas sailor?"
Six months later we were married.
----------------------------
We spent our honeymoon in Hawaii visiting all the places we had seen when we each had been there. We made love on the beach at night and outside on the balcony of our hotel room. I found that my new wife had a touch of the exhibitionist in her when we were away from home. She gave me head in the cab on the way to the airport – in broad daylight – after tossing the driver her panties and telling him to cover the rear view mirror with them. When I paid the fare I tipped him twenty bucks and Ellen told him he could keep the panties as another tip. Waiting to board the flight home I asked Ellen what had gotten in to her.
"I just felt the need to be wicked and a bit slutty."
"Slutty?"
"You should have asked the driver if he could feel how wet my panties were when I handed them to him."
"Is this something that I need to look out for or look forward to?"
"Never know when the mood might strike me lover. You had best be ready for anything."
She did indeed hit me with a surprise every once in a while like the time at my father's birthday party when she pulled me out into my parent's garage and had me make love to her on the hood of my dad's Corvette. Then there was the time at our company Christmas party when she had me do her in the hotel's coatroom on the boss's wife's mink coat.
We had a great life together. We played golf on the weekends, went dancing at least one night a week, bowled in a mixed league and made love three and four times a week. The only fly in the ointment, at least as far as I was concerned, was that Ellen's job in purchasing as a buyer required that she travel some. Usually no more than four or five days a month, but that meant nights that I had to sleep alone and I did not much like not having Ellen's body close to mine when I woke up in the morning.
When Ellen and I married we made the decision that even though we both wanted children we would hold off until our fifth anniversary before trying to start a family. We wanted to be able to enjoy ourselves, go places and see and do things before tying ourselves down with children. Also, we wanted to be financially stable and in our own home before we started listening to the pitter-patter of little feet. Ellen did not like the feel of condoms so she took birth control pills and backed them up with a diaphragm and spermicides and they must have been effective because we did make it to our fifth anniversary without any surprises.
We went out dancing three weeks before our anniversary and on the way home Ellen asked"
"Are you ready to be a daddy yet?"
"The question is are you ready to be a mommy?"
"Yes I am."
"Then I guess fatherhood is in the cards for me."
"Good" she said as she slid over next to me, unzipped my pants and worked out my cock. "Enjoy this one lover because you won't get any more after I go off the pill. Once I'm off the pill all of your baby makers will go into the baby factory instead of my mouth. At least until after I'm pregnant."
The next day she was off the pill and we were working at getting her 'with child' as they say. Four days before our anniversary she left on a three day trip to Denver that was supposed to have her home in time to celebrate our anniversary but a snow storm closed the Denver airport for two days. The day she was due home a major problem occurred at our St. Louis plant and I got tagged to go as part of the team that was being sent to clean up the mess. We probably passed each other at the airport and it was three days before I got home.
It was the longest that we had been apart since getting married and I'm not sure how the bed managed to survive our reunion or the days that followed.
A good job, a great wife, a lovely home and the prospect of a family on the way. Life was good.
And then my perfect little world fell apart.
--------------------------------------
I came home from work one Thursday night and found Ellen sitting at the kitchen table with an opened bottle of wine and two glasses already poured. Ellen was sipping hers and she waited until I sat down and took a sip of mine before she said:
"I'm pregnant."
"Honey that's great."
"No it isn't Rob. I'm sorry Rob, but it isn't yours."
I sat there with the wine glass halfway to my lips too stunned to say a word. Not mine? How could that be? And then it hit me.
"Whose is it?"
"Some guy named Stu."
"Some guy named Stu? That's all you can tell me? Some guy named Stu?"
"That's all I know about him. I never knew his last name."
"How long has it been going on Ellen? How long have you been stabbing me in the back?"
"It was only the one time Rob."
I stood up and threw the wine glass against the kitchen wall and turned to walk away. As I got to the front door Ellen asked:
"Where are you going Rob?"
"Away from you Ellen; away from you."
I ended up at Casey's Bar and sat there and did a number on myself. I woke up in the morning on the couch in our living room with a head that felt like it had a marching band stomping around inside of it. As I struggled to sit up Ellen appeared and handed me several Extra Strength Tylenol and a glass of water. After I downed the pills I asked:
"How did I get here?"
"I drove around until I found your car and then I went inside and sat at a table until the place closed. The bartender helped me get you into the car and I brought you home."
"Why did you bother?"
"Because I love you Rob."
"You love me so much that you go out and fuck other guys. Sorry Ellen, but that doesn't even come close to my definition of love."
"Maybe not Rob, but I do love you and I'm sorry for the pain I'm causing you."
"Yeah, sure Ellen."
"I called you in sick and I took a comp day. You need to go and soak in a hot tub and then we need to sit down and talk."
"Talk? Talk about what? You rip my heart out and you want to talk about it? For God's sake why? You want to drive the nails in deeper?"
"We need to talk about where we go from here Rob."
"Where we go from here? WE don't go anywhere from here Ellen. Where you go or where I go I have no idea, but WE aren't going anywhere."
"Go soak and I'll make you some breakfast."
I did go soak in the tub, but I was in no mood to deal with Ellen so after I'd dried myself off and dressed I left the house and went to Angie's for breakfast. The only booth open was in Dixie's section and when she brought me the menu and a cup of coffee she asked:
"How's it going Rob?"
"Not worth a fuck Dixie; not worth a flying fuck."
"That sounds bad honey. Anything Dixie can do to make it better?"
"The time for that is long past Dixie. You could have prevented it if only you would have said yes when I asked you to marry me, but you didn't so I am where I am."
"I thought all was sunshine and roses with you and Ellen."
"Hardly Dixie' more like hurricanes and hail stones."
"I get off at five if you would like to talk about it."
"Thanks for the offer Dixie, but I'm in too foul a mood right now to talk to anybody."
"Keep me in mind when you are ready honey. Every now and then I think back to when you asked me and think that saying no was the dumbest thing I've ever done in my life."
After I finished eating I got in my car and drove around more or less aimlessly for a couple of hours and then I drove home.
Ellen was sitting on the couch reading a book when I walked in. She marked her place, set the book down and asked:
"Ready to talk yet?"
"There is nothing to talk about. You cheated on me with another man, got yourself knocked up and all the talking in the world is not going to change that. All that is left is to involve the lawyers and the courts."
"I don't want a divorce Rob."
"I didn't want a wife pregnant with another man's baby, but I got one."
"It isn't the end of the world Rob. I love you and you should know it by now. I love you and I want to be with you."
"But only when you aren't on trips, right? When you are off on your company sponsored mini-vacations you are spreading for some one else. How long has it been going on Ellen? How many have there been?"
"It was only the one time Rob."
"Yeah! Like I'm going to believe that."
"Why not? It is true."
"I only have your word for that Ellen and right now your word isn't worth shit."
"You can believe me Rob. I have no reason to lie to you. What I did should prove that to you."
"What you did? Getting knocked up proves that you have no reason to lie to me?"
"Not that Rob, just the fact that I told you that I'm pregnant and that it isn't yours. Both you and Stu have brown eyes and brown hair. I could have kept my mouth shut and nine months from now you would be holding a baby and beaming like all new fathers never knowing that it wasn't yours. I could not do that to you Rob. I love you too much to let you raise another man's child thinking that it was yours. If I can be that honest with you you can believe me when I say Stu was the only one ever."
"That is still one more than should have happened and the fact that it did happen makes you a cheating slut in my eyes."
"I know that Rob and I'm sorry. I didn't go on that trip meaning for it to happen or expecting it to happen."
"It just happened, is that it? You had too much to drink, weren't really yourself and it just happened?"
"No Rob; no lies here. I did what I did because I wanted to do it. When I went to Stu's bed that night it was because I wanted to go there. I was drinking, but I'm not blaming alcohol for what I did."
"You were so dissatisfied with me that you deliberately picked up some guy and fucked him?"
"Of course not Rob. I have never been dissatisfied with you. I can't give you a rational explanation."
"No rational explanation? Did he drug you? Use one of those date rape drugs on you?"
"No Rob, none of that. There were two conventions and a seminar going on at the hotel where I was staying. The people I was there seeing took me to dinner and we ended up in the hotel lounge. The place was packed because of the conventions and seminar and there were no empty tables. Elise saw someone she knew sitting at a table and there were three empty seats which would work for Elise, Bev and me so Elise walked over and asked if we could join him. There were two guys sitting there, Ralph, who was the guy she knew and Stu. We ordered drinks and talked for a bit. The guys asked us to dance and it did seem only fair since they did let us join them. I danced several dances with both men and then Elise had to go. Half an hour later Bev and Ralph, who had apparently connected, got up and left.
"I was enjoying myself and was in no hurry to go up to my room so I stayed at the table with Stu. We danced some more and now that we were alone he started putting some moves on me. At first I didn't care because I knew he wasn't going to get anywhere, but as the evening wore on I started thinking "why not?" It would be exciting and no one would be hurt by it. Just a little illicit sex with a guy I'd never see again. Just the thought of cheating had my panties wet. Finally I just looked him in the eye and asked him if he was going to keep on playing games or was he going to ask me up to his room. Ten minutes later I was naked on his bed. I won't lie to you Rob. The sex was awesome. I had three strong orgasms before we finished and as I walked back to my room I had a big smile on my face.



"Don't get me wrong here Rob. He was not a better lover than you – he wasn't even close to being as good as you are – it was the cheating, the nastiness of the illicit sex that drove my orgasms. I got back to my hotel room and looked at myself in the mirror and I didn't see any sign that I'd just been a slut for a man not my husband, but as I looked at myself the enormity of what I'd just done hit me. I had just deliberately cheated on the man I loved. My stomach lurched and I had to rush to the bathroom. I spent the rest of the night between lying on the bed and crying and rushing to the toilet and retching.
"It wasn't until I was on the plane home that it hit me. I'd gone of birth control and put away my diaphragm because we were going to start our family and I'd just had unprotected sex with a stranger. I spent the rest of the flight running between my seat and the toilet. The one thing I had not expected was the guilt that hit me when it was all over with. Guilt had me rushing to the bathroom two and three times a day. I knew that what I'd done would never happen again because of the guilt I was feeling. It was crushing. Between all of the throwing up and crying I did I'm surprised that you didn't notice and press me to find out what was wrong.
"I swear to God Rob that it will never happen again and I regret that it even happened once. I love you Rob and I want to be with you. I want to live my life with you. I'm asking you to forgive me. I'm begging you to forgive me."
I looked at her in silence for almost a minute and then I pointed at her mid-section and asked:
"And what about that?"
She knew immediately what I was asking and she looked away. She couldn't meet my eyes as she said:
"I'm going to have the baby Rob. It is a life. It isn't the baby's fault. It did nothing wrong. It did not ask to be there."
"And then what? Put it up for adoption?"
"No Rob, I couldn't do that. I'm the child's mother. I'll be giving the child life. Ten years down the road I don't want to find myself wondering where my baby is and if it is being taken care of properly and loved. No Rob, I'm keeping the baby."
"At the expense of your husband?"
"It doesn't have to be that way Rob. You have a big heart and you can find room in it for this baby."
"You don't know me at all do you? No way I could look at that child every day and not have it driven home just how the child came to be there. That's the killer Ellen. The constant reminder of what you did. How can you expect me to forgive you when for the next nine months every time I see your growing body I will be reminded of what you did? How can I forgive you when every time the baby cries it will bring back the memory of how it came to be in existence? The child will be a constant reminder of your unfaithful actions. I don't think forgiveness is in the cards Ellen. It would be hard enough without the constant reminder, but it will be impossible with it.
"I have no idea what I am going to do. The one thing that I do know is that I can't afford two separate residences so me moving out is not an option at this time. I'll know more about what I'm going to do after talking to an attorney, but until then you have forfeited any right to share my bed. You will move all of your stuff out of the bedroom and you can use one of the spare bedrooms."
"Please Rob, I...."
"No more Ellen. No more talk until after I've seen an attorney."
I got up and went out to the garage to find something that would keep me busy and away from Ellen.
To be continued.
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She had the tightest ass I'd ever slid my cock into and she loved anal sex. She had a cute, but sexy squeal as she took it up the dirt road and she had a way of making me feel like no other man in the world could fuck her ass as good as I could.
Her mouth was like a vacuum cleaner and her blow jobs were state of the art, but it was her cunt that damned near enslaved me. It felt like hot crushed velvet and she could make her muscles make you think that there was a hand inside her pussy jacking you off while you thought you were fucking her.
She had the face of an angel, the body of a sex goddess. There was only one thing wrong with her – she was another man's wife.
I remember the night I met Sammi. I had just returned home from spending three years as a member of Uncle Sam's Green Machine. That afternoon I'd taken my car out of storage and had gone to NAPA to get the parts I needed for a tune-up. The guy behind the counter was Charlie Biggens, a guy I had gone through high school with. We shot the bull for a bit and before I left with my parts we had made arrangements to meet that night at the Smokehouse, a bar on the outskirts of town.
When I got there I found that Charlie had rounded up several of my other old high school buds. We were sitting at the table sipping beer and catching up when there was a sudden hush and all eyes seemed to look to the front door. I looked that way and what I saw took my breath away. Tall, maybe 5'9" and absolutely drop dead gorgeous. Long red hair, green eyes and a body to die for.
The hush had been momentary, not much more than a fraction of a second, but still noticeable and then the noise level resumed. The woman looked around the room and I heard Charlie say, almost under his breath, "Not here damn it, not here."
It was almost as if she had heard him and her head turned in our direction and her eyes locked on to our table. She smiled and headed our way and Charlie muttered, "Oh fuck me."
The woman walked up to our table, pulled out a chair and sat down. She looked around the table and then in a low sultry voice she said, "Which one of you studs wants to buy a lady a drink?"
Charlie waived the waitress over and the woman ordered Tequila with salt and lime and then she looked around the table and her sparkling eyes settled on me.
"Charlie, introduce me to your friend."
"Sammi, this is Harry; Harry, meet Sammi."
"That's Sammi with an eye sweetie, not a wye."
Her gaze was cool and appraising and as I shook her hand I swear that touching her made me tingle all the way down to my toes. Her drink arrived and as she put the salt on her left hand I saw the wedding rings and all the thoughts I'd been having evaporated.
Sammi sat, drank and listened to the conversation as Charlie, Frank, Bud and Bill asked me about Kuwait, Afghanistan and Iraq and what had it been like to be in the Army. I asked them what they had been up to while I'd been gone and while the conversation had been going on a band had come in and set up. As soon as they started playing Sammi stood up, "Come on Charlie, dance with me."
I could see the reluctance on his face, but he got up and moved out onto the dance floor with her. "What's her story?" I asked when she and Charlie were away from the table. "Married woman in a bar at a table with a bunch of guys?"
"Her old man works swing shift and she doesn't like to sit at home and stare at the walls. She comes in, drinks and dances, and then he stops by and picks her up on the way home."
"Charlie didn't seem all that eager to dance with her."
"She used to be Charlie's girl before she got married."
"He let something like that get away? Was he on drugs?"
I saw all the guys glance at each other and then Frank said, "You would have to ask Charlie about that."
Over the next hour or so Sammi danced with all of the guys at our table except me and that was because I hadn't asked her. The fact that I wasn't in any hurry to get her out on the dance floor must have bugged her so she got up and came over to me. She took my arm and said, "Come on sweetie, your turn."
Once on the floor I tried to hold her away, but she moved in close – real close – and I tried to pull back. "Don't panic sweetie, I'm not going to rape you, I just like to be close. I can follow your lead better if I can feel how your body is moving."
She cocked her head to one side and I felt those cool green eyes boring into me. "Are you gay sweetie?"
"No."
"Just wondered. Most men fall all over themselves trying to get me to dance with them, but I got the definite impression that if I hadn't come to you, you weren't going to come to me."
"You read me right."
"Might a poor girl ask why?"
"You are married and I've learned from bitter experience not to have any thing to do with married woman. Even something as innocent as a dance can get a jealous husband fired up."
"You do know what an attitude like that can get you, don't you?"
"No."
"My interest sweetie. I like a challenge."
"Is that your way of saying that you fuck around on your husband?"
"You are blunt, aren't you?"
"Just don't believe in wasting a whole lot of time."
"To answer your question, I haven't yet, but I've not said no to the possibility. You never know about those things, all it takes is for the right man to come along."
"Well, I'm not him. I don't mess around with another man's woman."
"Oh shuckey darn. I was so looking forward to having you chase me and try to get me onto your back seat. You have destroyed my dreams. Oh cruel fate. So tell me, is that a roll of quarters pressing into my leg?"
Right then the music ended and I walked her back to the table. True to her word I had gotten her interest and when she wasn't dancing with whom ever asked she was trying to talk to me. But as desirable as she was I couldn't get past the rings on her fingers. I finally got so uncomfortable with her attention that I got up, made my excuses and left.
+++++++++++++
I got a call from Charlie the next day.
"What did you say to Sammi last night?"
"Nothing. She got pissed because I didn't ask her to dance and then didn't seem to like it when I told he that I didn't have anything to do with married women. Why?"
"After you left she pumped everyone at the table for information about you."
We arranged to meet for a beer that evening and he started right out by warning me about Sammi.
"She's no good Harry. She looks like an angel, but she's rotten to the core. Don't let her get her hooks into you."
"No fear old buddy, I meant it when I said that I don't have anything to do with married women. I heard that she was your girl before she got married. She must have fucked over you pretty bad for you to feel that way about her."
"It wasn't what she did to me, it was what she tried to do to me."
"What was that?"
"Her big turn on is to have guys fight over her. That's how I ended up with her in the first place."
"How's that?"
"She came in here one night with a guy and about an hour later he came over to me and told me that his girl didn't like the way I was looking at her. I told him that I hadn't been looking at her at all let alone in any particular way, but if it would make her feel better I would move so I was looking in the opposite direction. I got up, moved my chair and sat back down with my back to her. He went back to their table and she said something to him and he got up and left her sitting there and never came back.
"May be an hour later she got up and came over to me, told me that she had a problem and that it was all my fault. She told me that whatever I had said to her boyfriend had scared him so bad that he had taken off and that she didn't have a ride home. I said no problem, gave her a ride home and she asked me to give her a call. I called and we started dating. After we had been going together for about two months she felt that she had me wrapped around her finger – she was great pussy Harry, the best ever – and she thought that I would do anything to keep her.
"One night we were Hank's Bar and Grill and she tells me that she doesn't like the way this guy was looking at her. She said he kept smiling at her and licking his lips. I got up and went over to his table and he said, "Bug off fuck face" and I drug him outside and stomped the shit out of him. Sammi was insatiable that night and for the next week she couldn't keep her hands off me. Two weeks later it happened again. Same results and she tried to destroy me sexually.
"Three weeks late it happened again only by that time I had figured it out. The two times with me and the night I had supposedly run off her boyfriend showed a pattern. Anyway, I told her if she didn't like being looked at to start wearing a sack dress, stuff her hair under a hat and stop wearing makeup. Then I got the "What kind of a man are you that you'll let another man do something like that to me" speech. I told her that I was the kind of man who wasn't stupid and that I knew what she was doing and I wasn't going to play that game.
"That ended it for us. She went through four more boyfriends and a dozen fights before she met the guy she married. He likes to fight and all she has to do is point him in the direction she wants him to go. She has changed her game a bit in the last year. Now she comes in here, comes onto a guy, gets him out into the parking lot to neck and waits for hubby to come in, see what's going on and go into a jealous rage and then the fight is on.
"She's evil Harry, a great looker and a fantastic piece of ass, but pure fucking evil and from what I saw last night she has set her sights on you."
"I told you Charlie, I don't have anything to do with married women."
"Best keep it that way Harry. Best thing would be to find another bar to have your drinks at.
+++++++++++++++++
Two days later I was at the Smokehouse sitting at the bar and drinking beer when Sammi came in. She looked around, saw me, and then came over and took the stool next to me.
"Hey sailor, buy a thirsty girl a drink?"
I waved the barmaid over and Sammi ordered Tequila. The band was just starting to play and she said, "Come on Harry, dance with me."
"No thanks."
"Oh that's right, I forgot. You are afraid of married women."
"Not afraid, I just don't need the trouble they bring."
"What possible kind of trouble could come out of your dancing with me?"
"A jealous husband coming in and seeing us together comes to mind."
"Oh come on. Fred doesn't get off work for another three hours. The soonest he can be here is eleven forty-five so you can dance with me until eleven-forty and then go and hide."
"Sammi, just go away and play your sick little games with some one else."
She gave me a nasty look, got off the barstool and stormed away. The barmaid came over, "You are kind of cute, but I'm curious, are you gay?"
"That's the second time some one has asked me that in this bar."
"Just naturally curious honey. I've never seen any man turn her down and I've never, ever seen her get up and storm away from a man like she just did."
"No secret. I don't mess with another man's woman and she's married. If I didn't already know that and she hadn't had her rings on I'd have been after her in a flash."
"Oh my, a man with principals. Girls like that in a guy."
"They do?"
"Most definitely honey."
"Well then, I guess that brings up the question, do you like a man with principals?"
"Yes I do."
"Maybe we could get together and talk about it."
"Maybe we could."
"What time do you get off work?"
"My shift ends in an hour, but I'm telling you ahead of time that all you are going to get is talk."
"A man has to start somewhere. I'm Harry."
"Hi Harry, I'm Lisa."
When Lisa and I left together I happened to look Sammi's way and the look she gave me was not at all nice.
+++++++++++++++
Lisa and I started dating and I got in the habit of stopping by the Smokehouse just before the end of her shift and then we would leave together. It was a Saturday night and when I walked in I saw Charlie and Frank sitting at a table so I joined them. I hadn't been there ten minutes when Sammi came in with some mean looking dude. His nose was bent from where it had been broken a couple of times and he had some scars around his eyes. I looked at Charlie, "The husband?"
"Yeah, that's him."
Half an hour went by and then I saw Sammi and her husband looking my way and a minute later he got up and headed for our table. He stood there, looked right at me and said, "Hey asshole, my wife don't ..." and he never got to finish what he was going to say because my hand shot up, grabbed the front of his shirt and I jerked him down until his face smashed into the table. I stood up, grabbed the hair on the back of his head and slammed him face first into the table twice more. Still holding his hair I grabbed the back of his belt and drug him outside into the parking lot.
A small crowd followed us out and I asked, "Which car is his?" It was pointed out to me and I drug him over to it, slammed his face into the hood a couple of times and then let him fall in a heap on the ground. I looked around at the crowd to see if anyone was upset enough to come help him, but with one exception all I saw were people who had looks on their faces that seemed to say, "About time."
The one exception was Sammi. Her eyes were bright and feverish and she looked like she'd just had an orgasm. It pissed me off. Because of her and her 'jones' her husband had suffered, all the men she had sicced her husband on had suffered and before her husband god alone only knew how many men had paid a price just so she could get her jollies. On an impulse I walked over to where she was standing.
"Satisfied now? Did you get what you wanted out of this?"
It was like my words snapped her out of a trance and she looked at me with confusion on her face and said, "What?"
"I said are you happy now? Did you get off on seeing it?"
"I have no idea of what you are talking about."
When she said that it pissed me off even more. I looked around at the crowd and then said, "Most of you know where I live. When he gets up off the ground tell him that if he wants his wife he'll have to come to my place to get her."
I grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her over to my car. I opened the driver's side door and pushed her inside and then I followed her. I started the car and pulled out of the lot and turned for home. Sammi was leaning against the door on the passenger side and she said, "Where are you taking me?"
"To my place."
"Why? Why are you doing this to me?"
"It is what you wanted, isn't it? Men fighting over you? Well the fight is over sweetie and to the victor goes the spoils. You are now mine by right of conquest. Doesn't that just make your loins tingle?"
"Stop the car. Stop the car right now and let me out."
"Can't do that sweetie. You heard me tell everyone that I was taking you to my place and to tell your hubby that he had to come there to get you, so you have to be there when he comes. Meanwhile, we need to put our time together to good use."
I unzipped my pants, pulled out my cock and then said, "Get over here and suck it."
She stared at it for almost a minute and just as I began to think she was going to tell me to go to hell she moved across the seat toward me and lowered her head into my lap. I hadn't expected her to do that. I was just fucking with her and trying to humiliate her, but when her mouth surrounded me I stopped thinking about anything except getting off in her mouth. I pulled over and parked and let her work her magic and I do have to say that it was the best head I had ever received. I didn't tell her when I was ready to shoot, but when I did she didn't jerk her head back, she just clamped her lips tight on me and swallowed what I spit out.
When she was done and my cock was nothing but a limp noodle she sat up and said, "Satisfied?"
"Yes and no."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I am satisfied right now, but that by the time we get to my place I won't be. My plan had been to just take you home with me and wait for your husband to humiliate himself by having to come and ask me for you, but after that superb blow job I've decided to let you try and fuck my brains out."
"And you think I will?"
"Why not? You just sucked my cock without being forced."
For the rest of the ride to my place she just leaned against the door and looked at me with those cool, green appraising eyes.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Once in my apartment I showed her the bedroom and she asked, "And just what are you expecting?"
"Nothing. I didn't expect the blow job. Thank you by the way, it was great.''
"If you don't expect anything why am I here?"
"I just thought that it was time that you found out that there are consequences when you fuck with other people. I think that it will do a lot of people good to see your husband have to come here and ask me to give you back. And, it might make you think twice before playing your little game again."
"So what are you going to do to me?"
"Whatever you want."
"What I want?"
"Yes Sammi, whatever you want. I don't believe in rape. You are free to walk out that door anytime you want. You could have gotten out of the car at any one of the stop lights or stop signs we hit on the way home and in fact, I'm surprised that you didn't. I guess you came along because you expect to see us get into it again when he shows up to get you, right?"
"No, not at all right. I didn't get out because I don't dare go back home now."
"I don't follow."
"You took me by surprise when you hustled me into your car. I didn't get my shit together until after we were out of the parking lot. When I told you to stop and let me out and you didn't and kept on driving and that pretty much sealed my fate."
"How's that?"
"If you had stopped I could have walked back and Fred would have seen that not enough time had passed for anything to have happened. By keeping going you stretched out the interval and now nothing I say will make him believe that nothing happened. He will be sure in his own mind that you had me and he will never believe that I didn't let you do it willingly. If I walk out of here now and go home he will hurt me. I'm afraid that you just got yourself a permanent house guest."
"Permanent?"
"At least until Fred leaves town."
"Nonsense. He'll be here to get you by dinner time."
"No he won't sweetie. As far as he's concerned I'm damaged goods now and his pride will never let him take me back except to punish me and he won't waste his time coming for me just to do that."
She walked into the bedroom and started undressing.
"What are you doing?"
"When you told God and everyone you were bringing me here you gave me the name sweetie, and as long as I have the name I may as well play the game."
++++++++++++++++++
That was six months ago and so far she has been proven right. Fred didn't come for her and after two weeks she went to her place while Fred was at work and got all of her stuff and moved in with me. Not exactly what I wanted, but hey, I caused it, I made it happen. I've taken her to the Smokehouse a couple of times on weekends. The first time Fred was there and he left as soon as he saw us come in. The next time we were already there and he turned and left as soon as he saw us.
So far she hasn't pulled the "I don't like the way he is looking at me" shit on me, but maybe that's because I told her that as far as I was concerned she wasn't worth fighting over.
"You pull that shit on me and I'll just get up and walk away from you, go home and throw all your shit out on the front lawn."
Sammi hasn't seen a lawyer yet and as far as I know neither has Fred so even though she is living with me she is still married to him.



+++++++++++++++++
The down side of Sammi living with me is what it did to my relationship with Lisa. Two days after my altercation with Fred Lisa called me.
"Are you okay?"
"Yeah, I'm all right."
"When her husband got up off the ground he stomped around telling everyone he was going to kill you. Watch out for him."
"I will."
"Did you do her when you got to your place?"
"I hadn't intended to, but yeah, I did. It seemed like one more way I could rub his nose in it."
"Well you made a lot of people happy by doing what you did and I don't blame you because they have both had it coming for a long time. Is she still there?"
"Yes. Fred hasn't come to get her and she says she is afraid to leave and go home to him."
"As I remember it you only have the one bed and no couch."
"Yes, that's right."
"To me that means that you are sharing the bed and if that's the case and you already did her when you got her to your place, I'm betting that you are still doing her. Am I right?"
As I looked down at Sammi working on my cock with her mouth I knew that there wasn't anything I could say and my silence spoke for itself.
"I thought so," Lisa said. "I've always wanted to be able to play a couple of musical instrument Harry, but second fiddle isn't one of them. Give me a call when you get rid of her and maybe, if I'm not taken, we can do something."
I put the phone down and Sammi took her mouth off me long enough to ask, "Who was it sweetie?"
"A missed opportunity honey. Just keep sucking."
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I watched him walk out to the garage and was glad that he would never know the truth of my night with Stu. The truth would just kill him. The truth was that Stu had given me the best sex of my life. It had been so good that I wasn't sure that I wouldn't have run away with him if he had asked. I really do love Rob and I'm sorry now that Stu and I played. I told the truth about the guilt I was carrying, but deep in my heart I know that I had kind of lied when I said 'never again.' It would never happen again unless I ran into Stu again and if that happened all bets were off.
I remembered that night and felt my pussy dampen with the memory. It had happened the way I'd told Rob, but I'd left out a whole lot of detail. Like the part where Stu told me that he wanted to make love to me and I'd said. "Sorry, but I'm married." He had smiled and said:
"I know. That's why I want you. Cheating sex is always the best kind. When you are cheating there is always a little extra zing to it."
The more we danced the more I thought about what Stu had said and I finally decided that I wanted to see about the "extra zing." It would be a one time thing and Rob would never know. Once I decided I hit Stu with the 'game playing' comment and he took me by the hand and led me to the elevator. As soon as the door closed he kissed me while one hand worked its way up under my skirt and before we had gone up one floor he had a finger in my pussy. The other hand had my left breast out of my dress and bra and I felt so slutty leaning back against the elevator wall high heeled feet spread wide as Stu kissed me and finger fucked me.
When the door opened on the fifteenth floor Stu's pants were unzipped and I had his cock in my hands, both of my tits were out of my dress and he had three fingers in me. Without giving me a chance to tuck my breasts back into my dress he took me by the hand and pulled me out of the elevator and into the hallway where an older coupler were walking up to the elevator. I saw the shock on their faces and I almost laughed as Stu pulled me down the hall toward his room. We got to room 1516 and Stu made me bend and take hold of the door knob. He moved my legs apart and unzipped and then he pushed my panties aside and entered my already soaking pussy with one hard push. He fucked me standing there in the hallway where anyone could have come out of their room or gotten off the elevator and seen us.
I had the first of my many orgasms of that night in that hotel corridor. Just after I came Stu shot his load into me and as he pulled out he said:
"That was the quick one. Needed to get it out of the way. Don't worry my sweet little slut, there is more to come."
He opened the door to the room and as soon as we were inside he pushed me to my knees and stuck his cock in my face and told me to get him hard again. I sucked it in greedily and gave him the best head that I could. I felt so slutty being on my knees in a strange man's room and sucking a strange man's cock. Stu had been right. There was a special zing to it.
When he was hard again we quickly undressed and got on the bed and he entered me from behind and fucked me like a dog. I came twice before he came again and then he pushed me into position for a sixty-nine and I went after his cock like a dog after a meaty bone. It took me longer to get him up that time, but I got the job done and we spent almost twenty minutes -- with three more orgasms for me -- in the missionary position and then we fell asleep exhausted.
I woke up in the morning to find Stu working on my butt with his fingers and some lube. I have never been taken anally before, but then I'd never been a cheating whore before either so I kept quiet and let him continue. It wasn't bad, but it wasn't anything that I thought I would ever want to do again either. We showered together and that led us back to the bed for another session of doggie sex. I dressed, kissed him goodbye and then headed back for my own room. I passed several people in the hallway and I wondered if looked to them like the slut I had spent the night being.
It wasn't until I was in my room and looking at myself in the mirror that I realized that in my passion I had totally forgotten that I was unprotected.
And now I was having to pay the price for that bit of stupidity.
I did love Rob and I knew that he loved (or had loved) me and I hoped that love would be strong enough to keep us together. I knew it would take time and a ton of forgiveness but I had to hope.
----------------------------------
As I puttered in the garage I thought about what Ellen had just told me. She said I could believe her when she said it was only the one time, but could I really? Just because she told me about her night and her pregnancy didn't mean that she wouldn't lie about others. How could I ever believe her after what she had admitted to? She had cheated on me and she would have kept it hidden -- and perhaps done it again -- and only confessed because she was afraid of what the baby would look like when it arrived. Maybe she lied about this Stu character having brown hair and eyes to make her lie more believable. For all I knew he had red hair and blue eyes. Telling me that she could have kept quiet about the baby because the asshole had the same color hair and eyes could have just been window dressing to try and convince me that...oh what the fuck! Why was I even trying to work my way through it. The bottom line was that Ellen had cheated on me and had gotten knocked up by the asshole she cheated with. The only things I should be thinking about were the things I needed to do.
First on the list was to see an attorney. I was pretty sure that I already knew the basics. We lived in a no-fault state so it would be an even split of assets. We both made about the same money so there would be no alimony and as far as child support was concerned Ellen would have to take that up with good old Stu.
I loved Ellen and I probably could have gotten by her having an affair as long as it was only the one time, but there was no way, love or no, I could live with another man's child. A child who would be a constant reminder of what she had done.
When I went back into the house Ellen was still sitting where I'd left her and I ignored her, but as I was passing by her she said:
"I need a big favor Rob." I stopped and she said, "If you are going to divorce me could you at least wait until after the baby is born?"
"Why the fuck would I want to do that?"
"I'm covered under your health insurance. If you divorce me before the baby is born I won't be able to get coverage for the pregnancy because they will call it a pre-existing condition."
"Beautiful Ellen; just fucking beautiful. You not only cuckold me but want me to subsidize the little bastard that you are carrying."
"You won't be subsidizing anything Rob because I'll pay all the deductibles."
"I'll still be paying for the kid even if you do pay the deductible and other expenses. I'll be paying for the family plan when I could save over five hundred a month switching coverage to just myself."
"Oh for God's sake Rob! I'll pay you the goddamned difference."
I shrugged and went on up to the bedroom slightly pleased that I'd made Ellen lose a bit of her control. I was in bed when I heard Ellen come up the stairs and I heard her stop outside the bedroom door and a minute later she moved on and I heard the door of the spare bedroom down the hall open and then close.
--------------------------------
The next morning at work I called several of my friends who had gone through divorces and got recommendations on divorce attorneys and then I called the one most recommended and made an appointment. He was able to see me the next day so I went to my boss and told him I had to take the next day off to take care of some personal business.
When I got home that night I found Ellen sitting at the kitchen table with a glass of wine in front of her. I couldn't resist the dig and so I said:
"I thought that the conventional wisdom was that you weren't supposed to drink when you are pregnant."
She looked up at me and didn't say anything for a couple of seconds and then she said:
"You are really going to do it? I didn't think you would. I really didn't think that you would."
"Didn't think that I would do what?"
"Go for a divorce. Mary Tolliver called me today. She told me that you had called Marv about a divorce lawyer."
"Of course I'm going for a divorce Ellen. You are sitting there with another man's child in you. What I can't understand is why you think that I should just accept that and go on like nothing is wrong."
"Because I love you Rob and I know that you love me. It is a problem Rob, a big problem, but we can work through it. I know we can."
"Maybe if it had happened because you were drunk on your ass and were taken advantage of or were the victim of a date rape drug, but none of that happened did it? By your own admission you knew what you were doing when you went into that man's room. By your own admission you went into that room because you wanted to go there. You say that you love me. When you were on that bed, legs spread and you were being fucked were you thinking, "This means nothing Rob. I love you and this means nothing." Were you saying to yourself "This is exciting, but Rob fucks me better." Did my name enter your mind at all between the time you got on that elevator and you returned to your own room?"
She looked down at the table and away from me so we both knew the answer to that one."
"I got stupid Rob. I made a mistake -- a big one -- and I regret it. God do I ever regret it. I'm sorry Rob; I'm really, really sorry."
"I don't doubt that for a second Ellen. You regret getting caught and you are sorry that I ended up finding out."
She didn't respond to that. She got up and got dinner off the stove and set it on the table. We ate in silence and when we were done I helped clear the table and load the dishwasher and then I went and found something to keep me busy.
The next day I saw the attorney and had what I already knew confirmed. It didn't matter if the grounds were infidelity or irreconcilable differences it would still be a fifty-fifty split of assets. If I filed for irreconcilable differences and it wasn't contested it could be over in three months. If I went for infidelity it would take three times as long regardless if Ellen fought it or not. It wasn't likely that there would be any alimony, but that would depend a lot on the judge we drew. There were some very liberal judges who always, regardless of circumstances, favored the wife and if we end up with one of them and Ellen cried "Oh what will I do when I can't go to work" I could end up paying some alimony.
The big surprise for me was that under current state law I was responsible for the child Ellen was carrying until such time as a DNA test could be done to prove that the child wasn't mine. That meant that I would have to leave Ellen on my health insurance after all.
"Quite frankly" the attorney said, "You would be better off holding off on the divorce until after the baby is born and your wife returns to work."
--------------------------
Ellen had dinner on the table and she was sitting there with a glass of wine when I walked in. She looked at me and said "Well?"
"Well what?"
"You saw a lawyer today so what are you going to do?"
"I'm stuck with you until the baby is born. According to state law I'm responsible for the baby until a DNA test can be run to prove to the courts that the kid isn't mine. I could move out, but I'd still have to keep you on my insurance until the 'happy event' occurs so I might as well leave things as they are until then. Should be no problem. Separate bedrooms will help me keep it civil. I'll start eating out on the way home from work and that will keep you from having to cook for me."
"Don't be silly. I'd still have to cook for me. If you are dead set on having nothing to do with me I'll eat in the family room so you won't have to look at me across the table. Nothing else has to change. Alone or with you I still have to clean house and do laundry and I have always washed our clothes together so no change there. However there is one thing. If you are not going to share a bed with me you will have to make your own bed and keep your own room clean. Now if you will excuse me I need to go and find some place where I can be alone and feel sorry for myself."
---------------------------
For the next three months we co-existed in the house. The meals were silent and we didn't speak to each other unless something happened where we had to. And then one Friday I came home from work and found a note on the kitchen table.
"Rob --
I can't take it any more. I can't live like this. I love you; I miss your touch, your taste and everything about you. It is killing me to be so close to you and yet so far away. I'm going to stay with my parents. You have their number if you need to reach me. I'm sorry Rob. I'm so very sorry for what I did to us. I love you and I always will.
Love,
Ellen"
The next morning I got a call at work from Ellen's father. "I'm in town today. Any chance you can join me for lunch?"
I knew what was going to happen, but I said, "Markham's at noon?"
"Good enough. See you there."
Jack was already at a table when I got there. We shook hands and got all the "good to see you" stuff out of the way and then the waiter was there to take our order. As soon as the waiter was gone Jack said:
"I guess you know what I wanted to see you about."
"Afraid so."
"Ellen is a mental wreck and her mother and I are worried about her. What happened between you two? Why did you kick Ellen out?"
"Hold up there Jack. I did not kick Ellen out. I came home from work and found a note on the kitchen able telling me that she was going to stay with you."
"But why? What happened between you two that caused that to happen?"
"You will have to get that from Ellen Jack. It is something that she will have to decide to make public. I won't go there."
"You have to give me more than that Rob. She is your wife and she is carrying your child. What could possibly be so bad that you would let Ellen and your child go?"
"Again Jack all I can say is that you will have to get it from Ellen. She chose to leave. I did not kick her out."
Two days later Jack called me. "I didn't realize it was that bad. I can't believe that I raised some one who could be that stupid. She does love you you know. Are you sure that there isn't any way you can work it out?"
"I don't see how Jack. She is determined to have the baby and with it around to remind me I can't see any way that I can forgive. From where I sit you can't forgive if you can't at least try and forget and the child would be a constant reminder.
"I'm sorry that you feel that way Rob. You have been good for Ellen and a great son in law. I hate to lose you."
"Thank you for that Jack. I feel the same about you as a father in law, but what can I say. Shit happens, even to the best of us."
Other things happened also. One was totally unexpected. As long as Ellen and I shared the house even though our interaction was limited the house seemed right. Once Ellen was gone it didn't. It took a while, but it finally dawned on me that what was wrong was that Ellen was gone and I missed her. Granted, we weren't getting along, but she was there. I saw her every day and I had not realized it, but her presence had been comforting.
I sat on the patio, drank beer, looked up at the stars and pondered the contradiction. Why did I miss her if I didn't want anything to do with her? How could her absence upset me so much when I couldn't stand to look at her when she was there in the house with me? I had to admit to myself that I loved Ellen and I missed her terribly. How could I miss her so much and deliberately stay away from her? About the only thing I figured out was that maybe I shouldn't drink beer and stare up at the stars.
---------------------------
The meeting with Elsie at the plant had gone well. My visit had occurred at the just the right time from my standpoint at least. Keifer Industries was suffering some cash flow problems. Elise didn't tell me that of course -- it was rumored in the industry -- and I was able to negotiate some lower prices for the orders I'd placed.
Elise asked me if I would like to join her for dinner and having nothing better to do than go back to a lonely hotel room I said yes. We ate at the restaurant in the Hilton and we had finished eating and were sipping an after dinner drink when I saw him walk in. He joined a man at a table and while talking with Elise I kept looking over at him. Elise noticed and she looked over and then said:
"Isn't that the guy you did all the dancing with the last time you were here?"
"That's him."
"Want to go over and let him know you are here?"
"No thanks; not a good idea. Last time I almost let him get me up to his room. I'm not going to tempt fate."
We finished up and got up and left. As I rode up in the elevator I remembered my last time in that very same elevator and I felt the heat build up between my legs. My fingers were going to be busy that night, but then my pussy was very familiar with my fingers. It was all the poor thing had had since I stupidly told Rob about my pregnancy and then dropped the bomb on him that it wasn't his. I was living proof that honesty was not always the best policy.
I started undressing and when I was down to my thigh highs I put my heels back on and looked at myself in the floor length mirror. I looked pretty good for a pregnant broad. I turned and looked at myself from several angles and thought "What a waste." It was a crying shame that only my fingers would get to play with me. I was just turning away from the mirror when there was a knock on my door. There was no peep hole so I put on my robe, hooked the safety chain on the door and then opened it and looked through the gap. I saw Stu standing there. He was smiling and he said:
"I saw you in the restaurant and I checked with the front desk to see if you were checked in. You going to invite me in?"
I closed the door, unhooked the chain, opened the door and stepped back to let him in. I closed the door and turned to face him.
"Glad to see me?"
I thought of my husband and the fact that he didn't want me and so I gave Stu the most direct answer I could think of. I didn't say a word; just let my robe slip from my shoulders and fall to the floor. He smiled and began taking off his shirt and I moved to him and went to my knees in front of him. I unbuckled his belt, pulled down his zipper and worked his pants and boxers down to his ankles and then I leaned forward and took his already hard cock in my mouth. After a couple of minutes he pulled me up and led me to the bed. I started to kick my heels off, but he told me to leave them on.
"It makes you look both sexy and slutty."
I moaned with pleasure as his hard cock pushed into me and I pulled my knees back to give him better access (and to get more of him in me). My hands went to his butt and I pulled him to me and then we just fucked. We fucked doggie, missionary, cowgirl and reverse cowgirl. I sucked his cock and he ate my pussy and he had my ass. I hadn't liked it all that much the last time we did it, but somehow this time it seemed fitting that the 'slut' take it with a smile. He took his time and I actually liked it enough to ask him to do me there again in the morning.
The morning? Oh yes. He stayed with me until one o'clock the next afternoon and when he left my room I was one satisfied lady. At one point he said:
"I see that the good life is catching up with you" and he pointed at the slight bulge of my stomach. "It is sexy. Good food?"



"Afraid not. A very bad man."
"A very bad man? Who?"
"You. I'm pregnant and it is yours."
"You're kidding."
"No I'm not. I've only been with two men -- my husband and you -- and the timing was such that it couldn't have been Rob."
I explained the going to start a family and then going off birth control and how the heat of our last meeting made me forget that I wasn't protected. I told him about how Rob had been called away on business and my fertile time was over before he got back and was able to make love to me again. He laughed and said:
"You call me bad? What about you? Having my kid and letting poor hubby think he is going to be a daddy."
"He knows."
"He does? And he is okay with it?"
"I wasn't that lucky. I thought that maybe he loved me enough, but he didn't and we are apart now."
He looked at me in silence for several seconds and then said, "Wow! Me a daddy. That will take some getting used to. You getting a divorce?"
"Not until after the baby is born. The judges won't rule until the paternity issue is resolved."
"Why is that?"
"Child support. He won't have to pay any if he can prove the baby isn't his and they won't take his word for it."
"So you tell them."
"They won't take my word either. They believe I might lie just to get out of the marriage. As far as the courts are concerned our divorce doesn't mean squat. The welfare of the child is their only concern and nothing is going to happen until they know for sure that Rob isn't the father."
"What are you going to do after the divorce?"
"Cope."
He looked at his watch. What time is your flight?"
"Two-thirty."
"We have a lot of time then."
I smiled and lowered my head to his cock. After Stu had gone and I was taking a shower I convinced myself that I wouldn't have let Stu in the room if Rob and I were still together. At least I think I convinced myself.
To be continued...
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I was sitting in a booth eating breakfast when Dixie sat down opposite me.
"How we doing Rob?"
"Day to day Dixie, day to day."
"You about ready to give me another shot at you?"
I looked at her and remembered what we once had and my dick started to harden. "Why not?" I thought. It has been months and I certainly didn't owe Ellen any degree of faithfulness.
"What do you have in mind?"
"Bob Thomas and the Highway Travelers are at the Stagecoach. How about Mexican for dinner and then some 'two stepping' for a while?"
"Pick you up at seven?"
"Works for me."
As we ate dinner at El Mason the conversation wandered all over the place, but never got anywhere near the 'elephant' in the room -- Ellen. We had a great time dancing at the Stagecoach and then hit Denny's for pie and enough coffee to dilute the alcohol in my blood. When we left Denny's as soon as we were in the car Dixie slid over next to me, took my head in her hands and kissed me. That kiss turned into a steamy make-out session that ended when Dixie said:
"Take me home Rob. Hurry up and get me home."
She had her hand on the hard bulge in my pants all the way to her place, but by the time we got to her door I was suffering a severe case of conscience. Dixie opened the door, but I just couldn't go in. She gave me a confused look and I said:
"I'm sorry Dixie, I really am. I want to and I've looked forward to it all day, but I just can't. I'm still married and unlike some people I have to honor my vows until that marriage is ended. I'm sorry honey, I want to but I just can't."
She reached out and tenderly touched my cheek and said, "There will be another time Rob. I was looking forward to it too, but I can wait. I'll be here when you are ready, but don't be a stranger. I like you as a dance partner and I love Mexican okay?"
"You got it Dixie and thank you."
"For what?"
"For being understanding."
---------------------------
It was a lot harder than I ever thought it would be. It was bad enough loving Ellen and missing her, but having to see her almost every day at work was a killer. We didn't talk, but I would see her in the halls, the lunch room or walking across the parking lot. Ellen was seven months pregnant and I'm sure that there was a lot of speculation among our co-workers as to why Ellen and I were on the outs, but I never told anyone and I'm pretty sure that Ellen didn't either.
The one thing I never expected was how much of a turn on a pregnant Ellen could be. She positively glowed and radiated sexuality. It would have been so easy for me to just walk over to her office in the east wing or call her at her parents, but I just could not bring myself to do it. I could not get by what she was carrying in her body.
I was dating Dixie on weekends and it was getting harder and harder for me to walk away from her when I took her home. Why she put up with it I'll never know. I was getting closer and closer to the point where I would finally say to hell with it. When Ellen broke her vows to me she released me from mine and that point was probably going to be reached on the coming Saturday night.
It was Thursday and I was busy fixing myself dinner and thinking about my upcoming date with Dixie when the door bell rang. It was Ellen's mother. I invited Rose in and asked her if she had eaten yet and she said she hadn't, but wasn't hungry.
"If you have any wine I'll sip it while you eat."
I poured her a glass of white wine and when she sat down I said, "Okay Rose, lets have it."
"What do you mean?"
"Come on Rose. When was the last time that you came over here just to visit me?"
"You're right. I guess I should get right to it. Ellen made a terrible mistake Rob and she knows it. She loves you Rob and she needs you. I know what your position is and I can understand and sympathize, but do you really want to end what the two of you had before she got stupid? You were both the best thing to happen to each other. You were the perfect couple. You belong together Rob."
"I'm sorry Rose, but every time I see her with..."
"Forget that Rob. From what Ellen has told me I can guess that the two of you didn't sit down and discuss things. Ellen made an assumption, confessed and then you shut her out of your life. Neither one of you even considered that Ellen could be wrong. It is not cast in bronze that a woman can only get pregnant at an exact certain time. Granted that there are times when a woman is most fertile, but the key word there is 'most'. There is a point in a woman's cycle when she is 'most' fertile, but that is not the only time.
"Ellen assumed that she could only have gotten pregnant on a few certain days and that she didn't make love to you on those certain days you couldn't be the father. She could be dead wrong on that Rob. I would say that the chances that the baby she is carrying is yours are fifty/fifty. Given that knowledge you could easily go through life accepting that the child is yours. You would never even know for sure unless you had tests done. Why do that? Talk to a doctor and satisfy yourself that what I have just said is true and once satisfied accept that the child is yours, get back with Ellen and get on with your life. You know that after this you will never have to worry about her again, right?"
She finished her wine and stood up. "All I'm asking Rob is that you at least think about it."
She left and left me with a lot to think about. I didn't need to talk with a doctor about what she had just said. I knew lots of people who ended up with children they had not planned on. I knew several couples who for religious reasons used the rhythm method for birth control only to end up with kids. I had always known that, but I had never considered it because Ellen had been sure of the fact that the father of the baby was the man she had cheated on me with.
The fact that Rose was right in what she said changed a few things in my mind. I still loved Ellen and the only thing that was keeping us apart was the fact that I knew I would never be able to live with the constant reminder of her infidelity. True, the infidelity would still be there, but I could probably eventually get by it if the fruits of it were not constantly in my face. The big question now became could I convince myself to take a pass on the DNA test and just accept the child as mine. I wasn't dumb. I knew if I did that there would still be the thought of "is it or isn't it" in my mind, but would that thought be insistent enough to cause problems later on? There was no way of knowing of course so the question became did I love Ellen enough to take the chance? Those thoughts put a damper on my date with Dixie. We did have a good time, but it didn't end in her bed. I guess I still had not reached the "she did so I can" point.
----------------------
The phone rang and I picked it up. "Purchasing. This is Ellen."
"And a good morning to you sexy momma."
"Stu?"
"The one and the same. I'm in town and I'd like to take you to lunch."
"I don't think that would be a good idea."
"Why not?"
"I'm afraid of what might happen if some one sees us together and tells my husband."
"You back together with him?"
"Not yet, but I haven't given up hope."
"Surely having lunch with me won't cause a problem. All anyone seeing us would think is that you were having a business lunch with a customer. What harm could they see in that."
"I guess you are right. What time and where?"
"How about the Red Robin on Forester. Say noonish?"
"Okay. I'll see you there."
---------------------
"Oh God! Sweet Jesus yes! Fuck me, fuck me" reverberated off the motel room walls as Stu slammed his cock into me. I was on my knees with my breasts and big belly hanging down. I had already cum twice and Stu had me close to a third time when he groaned and filled me with his cream.
"No, no" I cried, "Don't stop, I'm almost there, don't stop."
Stu quickly pulled out of me and went to work on my clit with his fingers until I had my orgasm. When I had settled down Stu wrapped his arms around me and said:
"Banging you that hard doesn't hurt my little guy does it?"
"No, but it hurts me. I may not be able to walk out of here under my own power."
"I don't know if I've told you this, but you are the sexiest looking and best -- absolute best -- piece of ass I've ever had. What would you think about making it permanent?"
"What do you mean?"
"How about you and me when you get your divorce?"
"You can't be serious. We don't know anything about each other. All we've had up till now is three meetings for sex. I'll grant you that it has been great sex, but that is hardly enough to build a relationship on."
"How about the fact that you are the mother of my child? Shouldn't I be able to be there so I can be a good dad?"
"I'm still in love with my husband Stu and I haven't given up hope yet where he is concerned."
"Get serious honey. He hasn't had anything to do with you since the day you told him about my kid. If he hasn't come around by now it isn't going to happen."
"I'll just have to wait and see."
"While we are waiting I could go again if you were to put your magic mouth to work."
"Magic mouth huh?"
"Oh yeah. It does amazing things to me."
I smiled at him and then bent to take him in my mouth. Maybe it was magic because he certainly recovered quickly. After another very satisfying session he said:
"Can we go out for dinner and maybe some dancing tonight?"
"I don't think so and for the same reason I didn't originally want to do lunch with you."
"So what if word does get back to your husband? He hasn't had anything to do with you for months. Maybe hearing that you aren't sitting at home staring at the walls will goad him into doing something."
"I thought you were hoping for an "us." If being out together makes him pay more attention to me aren't you defeating your purpose by taking me out?"
"I'm hoping that if he does take notice that whatever he does will end up working in my favor."
"I don't guess I have anything to lose do I."
As we talked his fingers were working on my pussy and he got me worked up to where I pushed him back on the bed and swung over him in a sixty-nine. That led to more exercise in the doggie position. I was already late in going back to work so I called in and took the rest of the day off and spent it with Stu in his motel room.
We were sitting at a table at Mario's. Dinner was over and Stu was still trying to talk me into committing to a relationship when and if Rob divorced me. I kept telling him that I was a long way from giving up on Rob and I wasn't all that sure I'd give up even if we got a divorce.
"That makes no sense Ellen. He hasn't had anything to do with you in months and here I am wanting you. To me it is a no brainer."
"You are the one not making sense Stu. Outside of me being what you say is the best piece of ass you've ever had you know nothing at all about me other than I'm a woman who cheated on her husband with you. All we have had is three widely separated rolls in the hay. The first was a huge mistake on my part and the next only happened because I'm a super horny broad who hasn't been touched by her husband in almost eight months. I don't know you well enough to know if I even like you enough to want to spend some time with. You are great in bed, but that is all I know about you and for me that just isn't enough to build a relationship on."
There were several people in the restaurant that knew me and Rob and I suddenly noticed that they were all looking our way, but not at us. I looked over my shoulder and then turned back to Stu.
"No fear of anyone seeing us and getting the word back to Rob."
"Why is that?"
"He is sitting at a table behind us."
He looked past me and said, "Which one."
"You can't miss him. He is the one sitting with the busty redhead."
He took another look and then said, "Well, there you have it. He has moved on so it is time for you to move on too. Want dessert or should we head back for the motel so you can start learning enough about me to want to spend time with me."
"No more motel. I'm staying with my parents and I'm no where near ready for what I'd get from them if I didn't come home."
----------------------------
I saw Ellen right away when Dixie and I walked into the restaurant. She was sitting with a guy and while they weren't holding hands or touching I could sense that there was something between them. I didn't like the way he was looking at Ellen and I felt a twinge of something -- anger or jealousy or maybe a mixture of both -- because she was with another man. Stupid of me and I knew it; after all, wasn't I there with another woman?
I tried to pull my eyes away from Ellen and the man and pay attention to Dixie, but it was hard to do and of course Dixie noticed it. She didn't say anything, but I could read it in her face. And then she said:
"I don't think he is local; at least I've never seen him before have you?"
"Have I what?"
"Ever seen the man with Ellen before."
"No, I can't say that I have."
"Maybe he is someone in town to do business with your company and it is a working dinner."
"Yeah, sure; that's probably what it is."
But I knew it wasn't. I don't know how I knew, but I did. I wondered if Rose knew what she was talking about when she said Ellen was pinning away for me. They were apparently finished eating because they got up to leave. Ellen glanced our way and I might have been mistaken, but thought she gave me a little smile.
It was a week day night and other than having dinner together Dixie and I had nothing else planned so I got her home early. I started to get out of the car to walk her to her door, but she stopped me.
"Don't get out Rob. What you need to do is get yourself home and sit down and have a long talk with yourself. You need to decide what you are going to do where Ellen is concerned. It is time for you to shit or get off the pot Rob. Call me when you know."
She got out of the car and as I watched her walk to her door I knew she was right. I had finally figured out what the twinge was that I had felt when I saw Ellen sitting with that man in the restaurant. I was pissed because another man was with MY wife. MY wife! I had to own up to it. I still thought of Ellen as my wife.
The next day at work I called her office.
"Purchasing. This is Ellen."
"Are you free for lunch?"
There was dead silence for maybe five seconds and then Ellen said, "Yes, I can do lunch."
"I'll meet you in the parking lot at twelve."
Once in the car she sat there silent as if she was afraid that her speaking would chase me away so I opened the ball.
"I need to know why you are so sure that the baby isn't mine. Maybe we didn't make love on the prime days -- your most fertile -- but when we finally did make love it wasn't all that far out of the range. Why are you so sure that I'm not the father?"
"I just assumed that since what I did happened during my most fertile period that you weren't the father."
"But I could be. And there is also the possibility that the man you were with is sterile or maybe he has a low sperm count and his sperm couldn't get the job done."
"Why are you telling me all this?"
"The last several months that I've been without you I have been miserable. I love you, but what you are carrying in your body is what is keeping us apart. If there were any chance at all that it was mine we could maybe work on putting what you did behind us. It wouldn't be easy and it might take some time, but we could try. What is in the way of my even trying is your certainty that I'm not the father."
"When you put it that way I'm not sure at all. You are right. It could be yours; I just never considered it."
By then we were at the restaurant and nothing more on that subject was mentioned until after we had given our order and then Ellen said:
"So there is a chance for us if the DNA test shows that you are the father?"
"No Ellen, that is not what I said."
"But you..."
"Let me finish. What I said was that as long as there was a chance we could try."
"But there is a cha..."
"Please let me finish Ellen. I said there might be a chance for us if there was a chance the child is mine. If you admit there is a chance then that is all that I need. As long as we both -- both Ellen -- think there is a chance I can try. There won't be a DNA test because that would tell us for sure and if it turned out that I wasn't the father there would be no chance for us at all. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
"You could do that? You could go through life as the child's father and never really knowing for sure?"
"I don't know Ellen. That's why I said we could work at it and that it wouldn't be easy. It may not work out, but I've found that I love you enough to at least try."
She stared at me for a bit and then she surprised me. I thought she would leap at the chance, but she said:
"I'll need some time to think about this Rob" and before I could say anything the waitress walked up with our order.
We ate in silence and when lunch was over and we were heading back to work Ellen said:
"I didn't give you the answer you expected did I?"
"No Ellen, no you didn't."
"I love you Rob, so much that it hurts, but for the last eight months I resigned myself to the fact that I had lost you. Yes, I know that it was my own fault, but that had nothing to do with accepting that you were gone and learning to live with it. Now you are saying we should get back together and see if "maybe" we can make it work. No guarantees, just a maybe. I don't know that I can do that Rob. If we get back together and it doesn't work out I don't know that I can go through losing you again. I want to Rob, God knows I want to, but I just don't think I can go through what I've gone through these last eight months all over again."
"I'm sorry Ellen, but that's the best I can offer. I can't promise anything but that I will try."
The rest of the ride was in silence and when we got back to work she headed for her office and I headed for the warehouse.
-----------------------
"Purchasing. This is Ellen."
"How you doing sexy momma?"
"Stu?"
"I'm in town on business again baby. Can we do lunch?"
"No, I don't think so."
"Why not? You certainly do seem to like being with me."
"I'm probably going to get back with my husband."
"So? What does that have to do with having lunch with a friend?"
"Are you a friend Stu? I don't think a friend would try and mess up a woman's happiness."
"You always seemed happy when we got together."
"The first time was a huge mistake Stu. The next three times I had been without sex for a long time and I was horny as a goat."
"So you are back in his bed?"
"Not yet, but it is close."
"Then you should still be horny and good buddy Stu is here to help you out."
"I can't take the chance Stu."
"Can't take the chance? That means you want to but are scared hubby will find out."
"No Stu, that isn't what I mean."
"Well we need to get together anyway to talk about my kid."
"What do you mean talk about your kid?"
"You think I'm going to walk away from my child? No way."
"What do you want Stu?"
"Denny's on Evans at twelve. Be there."
"That's it baby, suck that cock. You are the absolute best. Your idiot husband doesn't deserve you and yes he is an idiot if he could walk away from that mouth and the best pussy I've ever had."
I took my mouth off of him long enough to say, "The quickest way to get this mouth to leave is to keep bad-mouthing my husband."
"Can't help it babe, it is true. Even at eight months pregnant you are still the sexiest woman I've ever seen. How could any man in his right mind let you go?"
"I'm serious Stu; leave him alone. The only reason you are where you are right now is that I haven't been laid since the last time you were here and being pregnant has made me even hornier than I usually am. Settle for what you have Stu and if you want me to stay you will not mention Rob again. Are we clear on that?"



"You sure know how to take the romance out of things."
"There is no romance here Stu' just hot sex. Don't ever think that there is any more going than that."
By then I had him hard again and I moved into the doggie position which was the only comfortable position for my eight month pregnant body and as Stu lid his cock in me for the third time that afternoon I thought about the meeting that had led me to the motel room. Stu had been waiting in a booth when I got to the Denny's and after a few pleasantries I asked:
"What did you mean when you said you weren't going to walk away from your child?"
"I intend to be a part of my child's life. We need to discuss how to accomplish that. Visitation and all that."
"I decided that the baby isn't yours. I refigured my calendar and I'm almost certain that my hubby is the one who got the deed done."
"Almost certain isn't good enough for me. Up till now you were certain that the kid was mine. The DNA will tell us."
"There isn't going to be a DNA test."
"I'm afraid that I will have to insist."
"Insist all you want. There will be no DNA test. You have no standing to ask for one."
"Of course I do. You made love to me during your fertile period and told me that I was the father. I'll present those facts and ask for a determination of paternity."
"In the first place we did not make love. All we did was enjoy some sex. The only man I've ever made love with is my husband. I'll dent that you and I ever did anything but talk."
"Deny all you want. I'll just point out that your hubby put your ass out when you told him you were pregnant. That will create reasonable doubt. I'll get my test."
"And that will totally screw up any chance that Rob and I would have of getting back together. Why would you do that to me?"
"I want you, but you won't dump a husband that doesn't care enough about you to even talk to you during what has to be one of the most trying times of your life. Well, I can't have you, but I can claim a part of you. The child will be my connection to what I want, but can't have."
"You don't care about the baby at all. You are just trying to find a way to fuck me."
He just looked at me and smiled.
He was an asshole, but God was he ever good in bed.
---------------------
Ellen called me and told me that even if it didn't work out and turned bad on her she knew she had to try. I spent the weekend moving her back into the house. The first night was awkward. When it was bedtime we walked up the stairs and Ellen turned toward the spare bedroom and I stopped her. I took her hand and led her to our bedroom. I undressed and she watched and then said:
"I sleep naked now. Nightgowns and pajamas are uncomfortable on my body."
I shrugged and got into bed. She stripped and tentatively approached the bed. The look on her face told me that she didn't know what to expect and was somewhat apprehensive. I held my arms open and she got in and moved next to me and as I held her she cried softly into my shoulder.
I woke up in the morning to warmth around my cock and I looked down to see that Ellen had me in her mouth. My cock was hard and Ellen looked at me.
"Please baby? It has been so long and I need you."
We made love several more times over the next two days. Ellen had taken maternity leave starting ten days before her due date and one night at dinner I asked her if she had decided on a name for the baby. She hadn't wanted to know the sex of the child before birth so she didn't know if it was going to be a boy or a girl. She looked at me and said:
"Of course I have. The baby will be named after its daddy. Robert if it is a boy and Roberta if it's a girl."
Two days after telling me that her water broke and I rushed her to the hospital. It was a boy and he came in at seven pounds and seven ounces. While Ellen was in the recovery room the nurse at the nurse's station asked me for information for the birth certificate and I told them the infants name would be Robert Bartlett Clanton Junior and when they asked the name of the father I said "Robert Bartlett Clanton Senior and it was done. I had accepted the child as mine.
------------------------
The next six weeks were a learning experience for me. I never had brothers or sisters so I had never been around babies and everything was new to me. Ellen was whipped so I helped out when it came to getting out of bed at oh-dark-thirty to feed the baby and I learned how to change the little bugger and I swear that all he did was eat, sleep and shit.
It was maybe three weeks after the baby arrived when it dawned on me that not once had I looked at the baby and wondered "Are you really mine?" It looked like Ellen and I had a better than 'good' shot at making it.
She came home from her six week checkup and called me at work and told me to be prepared for some exercise when I got home. It was a very satisfying night in one respect, but a little upsetting in another. The doctor had cleared Ellen for having sex, but he also cleared her for going back to work. I wasn't too sure how I felt about that. It was her job that put her where she fell prey to what happened that caused us so much grief. Once she was traveling again could I trust her? It turned out that it wasn't the baby that might hurt our budding relationship, but my trust in Ellen. But before that trust could be put to the test I received good news. Ellen wouldn't be traveling any more.
------------------------
One of the benefits of working for Wayman Industries is that they had an on site daycare center for employees. On my first day back to work, after all the 'oohs and ahhs' over little Robbie I settled in to try and catch up on what had happened while I was gone. My work load had been spit between three others, but even though they were capable they didn't do things the way I did so things were not going to be the way I wanted and I was going to have to make adjustments.
By three I had things back the way I wanted them and I was working on my calendar for the coming week when the boss's secretary called me and told me that Jeff wanted to see me. He pointed to a chair when I walked in to his office and I took a seat.
"How was your first day back?"
"Busy."
"How do you feel about finding out that everything you did today was a waste of time?"
"What do you mean?"
"Samson turned in his notice. His father died and his mother is in bad shape so he is moving back east to stay with her. I'm assuming that you would like the promotion and the increase in pay. And it means an end to your traveling. Of course you are free to say no."
"Are you kidding? Say No? I'd have to be terminally stupid to say no."
"I'm giving Cindy Meyers your old job so you will need to make one last trip to break her in. Plan on moving into Sampson's office the week after next."
----------------------
Cindy and I had dinner with Elise at the Hilton after spending the afternoon going through her shop. The three of us had a few deinks in the lounge and then Elise left to go home to her husband and kids. Cindy and I had one more drink and then headed for our rooms.
I had just finished undressing and was getting ready to go to bed when there was a knock on the door. I doubted that it was Cindy -- she would have just picked up the phone and called me from her room -- so I was betting that I knew who it was. I put my robe on and went to the door. I put the security chain on the door and opened it. Sure enough, it was Stu.
"My spies told me that you were here. The deal you made was that you were supposed to call me whenever you came to town."
The deal I had made with Stu was that I would have sex with him whenever I was in his town as long as he stayed away from the baby and didn't do anything to derail my marriage. The deal was that it would only happen in his town and never in mine. And here he was expecting to collect.
But I knew something that he didn't know. Rob might have wanted to stay in the dark about the baby being afraid that the DNA test might show that he wasn't the father, but I wasn't Rob and I did want to know. I kept watching Rob's hairbrush until I found a few of his hairs with the follicles still attached. I took them in with a swab from little Robbie's cheek and ten days later I knew that Rob was indeed little Robbie's father. Stu could demand a DNA test all he wanted and it wouldn't matter. It would upset Rob, but when he found out that Stu wasn't the daddy he would get over it.
I was all set to tell Stu to take a hike when he reached into his pocket as he said:
"No more accidents" and he brought out a strip of condoms. I looked at them dangling from his fingers and thought "This is my last trip and he is damned good in bed and I would never see him again. I smiled at him, shrugged my shoulders and let the robe slide off me and down onto the floor and I struck a pose for him, pushing my still fat milk laden tits out at him and then closed the door. I unhooked the security chain and let him hear it rattle against the door. I could just imagine the anticipation on his face.
I turned and headed to the bed. I had Rob back and no way was I ever going to risk losing him again. I did wonder how long Stu would stand there before giving it up as a lost cause.
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We had just gotten off work and Ben and I were sitting at the bar in Riley's Tavern sipping suds and shooting the shit while watching Monday Night Football on the TV. The game was just so-so, neither team seemingly able to get it together although the Broncos did manage to get a drive or two going even though they never capitalized on them.
A shot of the Broncos cheerleaders hit the screen and Ben nudged me and said:
"Would you?"
"Would I what?"
"Do one of those cheerleaders?"
"What kind of a stupid question is that? Of course I would and in a fucking heartbeat."
"Which one?"
"Wouldn't matter. Whichever one I could get to go along with the program."
Just then a shot of a busty blond with more than ample cleavage showed up on the screen and Ben said:
"That one?"
"On the city hall steps at high noon with God and everybody watching."
"You could do that?"
"Do what?"
"Fuck some babe while you were being watched?"
"No problem. If your dick gets hard enough it will take over and you won't even notice that anyone else is around."
"I don't know if I could do that. Function while being watched I mean. Although I guess that there are some guys who can. Could you fuck some guy's wife while he watched or maybe watch while some guy did yours?"
"What the hell Ben; what's with this watching shit?"
"Just curious is all. What you said about the city hall steps just triggered something."
"Triggered what?"
"Just a memory."
"What kind of memory?"
"A guy I used to work with -- Joe Franco -- was a swinger. Always trying to get some guy to do his wife while he watched."
"From the way you are talking I'm guessing that you never took him up on his offer."
"No, I never did and I have always regretted it. She was one hot looking babe."
"Why didn't you nail her when he wasn't around to watch?"
"I tried once and she said she would love to let me get in her pants, but only if one of two things happened. Either Joe got to watch or we had to swap. I could do her while Joe did my wife."
"So why didn't you?"
"You shitting me? You think for one minute my Alice would have gone along with that? Maybe when pigs fly."
"How do you know? Did you ever ask her?"
"Hell no! I didn't want no frying pan bouncing off my skull. Besides, you seen Alice. Who would want to swap their old lady for her?"
"You kidding me? I'd go for Alice in a New York minute."
"You would? You would swap Glenda for Alice?"
"Sure. Why not. You going to tell me that you wouldn't do Glenda if you had a chance?"
"Hah! I'd be on her like a duck on a june bug. Let me get this straight. You would let me take your old lady in the sack?"
"Sure. Of course she would have to be the one to say yes."
"Damn!" he said and we went back to the game just in time to see Plummer throw an interception.
+++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home I thought about what Ben and I had talked about while sitting at the bar. Only in America could two buddies sit in a bar drinking and talking about fucking each other's wives without getting in a fight (well, two really good buddies any way), but I couldn't understand why he would have trouble banging a broad while being watched. But then maybe it was because I'd done it a dozen times and it never bothered me. Course it was back in my single days while I was in college. Every once in a while I would think back to those frat house gangbangs and think that, yes indeed, those were the good old days.
Another thing I couldn't understand was Ben's attitude where Alice was concerned. Why in the hell did he think that no one would want her? Sure, she was no skinny, flat stomached Barbi doll, but I'll bet that there weren't too many men who would turn down a chance at a raven haired thirty-six year old that came in at 36Dx24x37 even if it did come on a five foot three inch frame. Voluptuous was the word that best described Alice. My tongue (along with other parts of me) got hard every time I saw her. There were only two reasons why I had never made a pass at Alice. One is that Ben was my friend and the other is that Glenda would kill me if she found out. And she would find out. I was incapable of hiding anything from that woman.
It would be terminally stupid of me to do anything that would risk what I had with Glenda. As far as looks go she was what they were calling a MILF these days. A better cook than my mother and my grandmother combined; she kept a clean house and damned near fucked me to death three or four times a week. Plus -- and a big plus at that -- she made more than I did off the paintings she did in her basement studio and I pulled down 70K a year. But even though she made a ton of money off of them those paintings were, to me at least, a massive sore spot in our marriage, but I had to keep silent about it. Glenda did figure studies mostly and she used live models and the models were mostly men and the men were mostly black and that mostly pissed me off and there wasn't a damned thing I could do about it without opening a humongous can of worms; a can full of trouble that could do serious harm to our marriage.
I once asked her why most of her models were black males and her answer was:
"Because that is what sells."
I couldn't argue with that because it was a subject that I knew nothing about, but in the back of my mind I did not believe that was the real reason. You see, I knew something about Glenda that she didn't know that I knew. And the information was disturbing. If I had known it before Glenda and I took our vows I'm not at all that sure that I would have married her. In fact, we had been married just a bit over three years when I found out.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was a quirk of fate that put Glenda, a girl she went to school with and me in close proximity one sunny September day. Glenda had a meeting with the owner of an art gallery that had some of her paintings on display and since she was downtown anyway she called me and asked me to have lunch with her. We were at Emile's and about half way through lunch when a woman walked up to the table and said:
"Glenda? Glenda Stoneman?"
Glenda looked up and then said, "Marge? Oh my God, look at you" and she stood and the two women hugged. Glenda invited Marge to sit with us and then she introduced me. I thought I saw Marge's eyes widen at the word "husband" but I didn't think anything of it at the time. I finished my lunch and told Glenda that I needed to get back to work and when I left Glenda and Marge were reminiscing about their days in college.
That night after work I stopped at The Black Mushroom for a drink with Ben. As we sat down I noticed that Marge was sitting at the bar. She was looking our way so I waved her over and she came over to the table and joined us. Ben completely misread the situation, gave me a "you old dog you" grin, finished his drink and then left to give the "two lovers" some time alone.
As soon as Marge started talking it was obvious that she already had a snoot full and that is probably why she wasn't watching what she was saying. Ben was only a couple of seconds gone when Marge said:
"Are you really Glenda's husband?"
"For three years now."
"Oh wow. I would never have expected that."
"Expected what?"
"That she would marry a white guy."
Now I'm a guy who believes that what was in the past was none of my business and I had never tried to find out about Glenda's dating habits or old boyfriends. What happened before me was none of my business, but Marge's statement grabbed my curiosity and so I asked:
"And just why does that surprise you?"
"In the whole four years we were in college together she never dated anyone but black football and black basketball players. When some of us girls asked her why she only went out with black guys she just said we wouldn't understand; that we would have to date a couple to find out. Mitzy Warren asked her if it was true what we had heard -- that blacks were bigger -- and Glenda just grinned and said that was something else we would have to find out on our own. Then she told us to be careful; that there was some truth to the old saying that once you go black you can never go back."
She was silent for a few moments and then her eyes opened wide as she thought of something and then she blurted out:
"Oh! You must be hung like a horse. Is that it?"
And then her hand flew to her mouth as if to cover it as she said, "Oh my God! I can't believe that I just said that." Then she said, "Saved by the bell" and she raised her arm and waved. "My husband finally got here." She giggled and said:
"At least in my case it was true."
"What was true?"
"That you never go back" and she pointed. I turned and saw a large black man approaching and he had a scowl on his face. He probably thought I was trying to hustle his woman and he didn't like it. He walked up to the table and before he could say a word Marge introduced us. I stood and offered my hand as Marge said:
"Rob is Glenda's husband. You remember Glenda don't you?"
As he reached for my hand I saw his eyes quickly glance at my crotch and then back up to my face as he said, "Nice to meet you." I sat back down and he joined us. I finished my drink and told them that I needed to hurry home, that Glenda would be waiting dinner for me.
I was one confused puppy as I drove home. Marge obviously thought Glenda ran with the black crowd because of the size thing and that there was probably some truth to it was confirmed -- at least in my mind- by the glance that her husband gave my crotch as if somehow he could judge my size. Size or no, one thing was clear to me by the time I got home that night. My wife had a thing for blacks. But was it a thing for size? If it was then her marrying me made no sense since I was only about six and a half inches.
So there I was. Knowing that my wife had a thing for black men, knowing that she used mostly black men for models and I couldn't say anything about it without her thinking that I was thinking that she was getting it on with her models. Was she? I had no way of knowing for sure, but I didn't think she was. In my college days I'd done several threesomes and foursomes and quite a few gangbangs and I knew what it felt like when you weren't the first one in, even if those in front of you were using rubbers. If Glenda was taking on her models I was pretty sure that I would have known it. But still, in the back of my mind I had to wonder. And worry. I didn't know what I would do if I found out she was cheating on me so I did my best not to find out.
+++++++++++++++
From time to time Glenda would ask me to model for her, but I always found some reason to get out of doing it. I could always find a better use for my time than to sit, stand or lay in some pose for a couple of hours while Glenda sketched or painted. One night when Ben and Alice were over for dinner Glenda was complaining to Alice (in a good natured way) that she could never get me to take my clothes off and let her "immortalize" me and Alice had laughed and said she couldn't get Ben to keep his clothes on. Then Ben said that he didn't expect that she had too much trouble in getting models and then he laughed and said he didn't know too many men who wouldn't like to get naked in front of a beautiful woman.
"I'd do it in a heartbeat" he said and "Over my dead body" Alice exclaimed.
The next day was the day of my yearly physical and so I was still at home when the doorbell rang and Glenda hollered at me to get it. I opened the door and found a tall, well built black man standing there.
"Can I help you?"
"I'm here to see Glenda Barton."
"Glenda" I hollered up the stairs, "It's for you."
Glenda came up and introduced me. "Honey, this is Rex. He will be sitting for me the next couple of weeks."
I saw the way he was looking at Glenda and I wanted to hit him, but of course I didn't. All I did was kiss Glenda and tell her that I'd see her later and then I left for my doctor's appointment.
A week later I had an appointment with a supplier and I hadn't seen much sense in driving in to work and then turning around and coming all the way back so I was still at home when the doorbell rang. It was Rex again and when I opened the door and he saw it was me his face got a smirk on it. I let him in, hollered for Glenda and then went into my den. I sat down at the desk and tried to look over the papers that I would be taking to my meeting with the supplier, but I couldn't concentrate on them. Rex's smirk kept jumping into my mind.
That fucking smirk stayed with me all day and when Glenda wanted to make love that night I thought of that smirk and for the first time in my life I wasn't able to get it up. Glenda went to work on me with her magic mouth, but just as I started to stiffen I wondered if she had sucked off Rex the same way and my cock wilted. Finally Glenda asked me what was wrong. I couldn't very well say, "You and your black boyfriend are what's wrong" so I lied and said that I guessed that it was worries and pressures at work.
"Well you need to get over them baby, and soon. I need this little guy on a regular basis."
The fact that she said "little guy" did not help at all. I didn't sleep well that night and my mood followed me into work the next day. By eleven things were so bad that I said, "Fuck this shit!" and I grabbed my coat and headed for home. I was going to have a nice long talk with Glenda and "clear the air." Maybe the outcome of the talk wouldn't be good, but I couldn't go on with my life knowing what I knew about Glenda's past combined with her penchant for black male models and Rex's goddamned smirk.
It wasn't until I was a half mile from the house that I realized that I might walk in on Rex "sitting" for Glenda and I almost stopped and turned around, but at the last second I decided that to hell with it, I needed to get it over with. When I pulled up in front of the house I saw Ben's car in the driveway and no sign of Rex's car and that told me that Alice was visiting so I wouldn't be walking in on Rex and Glenda. Of course I wouldn't be able to bring anything up in front of Alice, but I would wait it out. Sooner or later she would leave and I'd have my sit down with Glenda. I was determined that I was going to get it done that day.
I wasn't in the house twenty seconds when it was obvious that I had totally misread things. From the upstairs bedroom I heard a loud:
"Oh God; you are splitting me in two" followed a second or two later by, "Oh no, don't stop. I didn't mean for you to stop. Just keep pushing lover, just kee....." and then a loud moan.
I walked up the stairs to a chorus of, "Oh yes, oh yes, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes" and "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." I reached the bedroom door and looked in and saw Ben fucking Glenda. They were on the bed and Glenda was on her knees with her head on her forearms and her butt up in the air and Ben was fucking her from behind.
I stood there stunned and frozen in my tracks for a couple of seconds and then Ben noticed me and stopped fucking Glenda. She cried out:
"No, no, no, oh God no, don't stop, please don't stop."
When he didn't start fucking her again she raised her head and turned to look back and that is when she saw me. She looked at me and cried:
"Don't make him stop Rob, please don't make him stop. Oh God please let him keep going."
Ben pulled out of her and stood there with a sheepish look on his face and I took one last look at the scene and then turned and walked out of the house.
++++++++++++++++++++
I drove to the other side of town, picked a motel with a bar next door to it. I checked in, walked over to the bar and handed my car keys to the bartender, told him to point me at the motel when the bar closed and then I proceeded to get blind, stupid drunk.
I woke up the next day around noon fully dressed and lying on a motel bed with no idea of how I got there. I had a pounding headache and there was a strange noise I couldn't quite make out. I got up and as I undressed I realized that the strange noise was the ring tone of my cell phone. I drug it out of my pants pocket and the display said the call was from my home phone. I tossed the phone on the bed and stumbled into the shower.
When I came out of the shower five minutes later the phone was still going off. I ignored it, got dressed and then went across the street to the Village Inn and got some breakfast. Then I went back to the bar for a little bit of "the hair of the dog that bit me." I asked the day bartender about my car keys and he went back to the office and came back with them. I nursed a couple of beers for an hour or so and then went back to the motel.
I picked up my cell off the bed and checked it out. I had twenty-one missed calls and eleven voice mails. Four of the missed calls were from Ben, one was from my office and the rest were from Glenda. All of the voice mails were from Glenda. I deleted everything and then called my office. I told my boss what was going on and that I was going to need a day or two off. He had been through two divorces so he empathized with me. He told me to take as much time as I needed.
I went to the motel office and took the room for the rest of the week. While there my cell phone beeped and I saw that the battery was low so on the way back to my room I stopped at my car and put the phone on the car charger.
In the room I sat on the bed and stared at the wall as my mind worked overtime and I came to the conclusion that I had been much, much better off just wondering about Glenda than actually knowing. And Ben! Jesus Christ, what a fucking cliché. My best fucking friend! I was worried about black male models and all the time it was my golfing partner, my hunting and fishing buddy, my fucking drinking companion. But then it could just as easily be Ben AND the fucking male models for all I knew.
I wondered if Alice knew that Ben was cheating on her. I thought maybe I should call and let her know so in case she didn't know she could go after him with some sharp instrument. But I couldn't do it. I liked Alice and as much as I wanted to cause Ben grief I didn't want to be the one to hurt Alice. I didn't want to be in the position that every time I saw her she would think, "Why oh why did you have to tell me that. I was so happy until you told me what you did."
I fell asleep sitting up on the bed and leaning back against the head board. I woke up a little after six and debated going back to the bar, but I'd already hurt my head enough for one day. I got in the car and went looking for a store where I could buy a couple of books to read. I checked the phone and saw that I had seventeen missed calls and eight voiced mails -- all but one from Glenda. The other call was from Ben. I deleted them all when I pulled into the Safeway parking lot.
I bought some chips, some other munchies and a carton of Coke. I found two novels that I thought I might like and then headed back to the motel. About halfway back to the motel the phone went off again. I looked at the display and saw that it was Glenda again. The bitch was certainly persistent. You would think that after about fifty unanswered and unreturned calls she would get the message that I didn't want to talk to her.
I'd just opened the first novel when the phone chirped again. I picked it up to turn the damned thing off and saw from the display that the call was from Ben. Might as well get it over with I thought so I took the call.
"What the fuck do you want" I snarled into the phone.
"Jesus Rob, where the hell have you been? I've been trying to get you all day. We need to talk buddy."
"Don't you "buddy" me you worthless piece of shit. The only thing we need to do is make sure that you never get close enough to me to let me get my hands on you. The last thing I need right now is to go to prison for killing your sorry ass."



"That's what we need to talk about. I don't understand what's going on here. I don't know why you are upset. You told me that it was okay."
"I told you what?"
"That night at Riley's. You told me that it would be okay as long as she said yes."
"Are you fucking stupid Ben? That was just bar talk -- guy talk -- stuff that guys say when they are drinking that doesn't mean shit anywhere other than at the fucking bar. Like my saying I'd do that Broncos cheerleader. You fucking know me Ben. You know that I would never --never- cheat on Glenda. It was just guy talk Ben and you fucking know it. Stay away from me Ben. Don't you dare get anywhere near me where I can get my hands on you. Oh, and while we are on the phone, I want that chain saw you borrowed back. Drop it off at the house."
I disconnected and then turned the phone off. I picked up the novel and started reading it, but couldn't get into it so I set it down and turned on the TV. I clicked through all the channels three times and couldn't find anything that would interest me or that would take my mind off of the thoughts I was having. I kept seeing Ben and Glenda. I kept seeing her looking at me and crying at me -- AT ME! -- not to stop him. Jesus, what a fucking mess. I gave up trying to read or watch TV and I left the motel room and went next door to the bar.
There was a live band playing and the place was packed, but I did find an empty stool at the bar. I had just about finished my vodka tonic and was getting ready to order another when a throaty voice behind me said:
"I'll buy your next one if you will come sit with us."
I turned and saw a small good looking blond standing there.
"You want me to sit with you?"
"I want you to sit with us" and she pointed at a table were three other good looking women were sitting.
"This is a joke...some kind of a trick, right?"
"Not in the least. We came in here to have some drinks, dance a little and have some fun, but for some reason tonight is the night that all the guys decided to stay home. So my friends and I decided that since you were alone or at least seem to be alone we would try to get you to join us. We will buy the drinks and all you have to do is take turns dancing with us."
I looked around the room and noticed that although the place was packed it was mostly women and couples. There were very few single guys. I looked at her and then at her friends and smiled for the first time in two days.
"I've either died and gone to Heaven or I am having one hell of a good dream" I said and I offered her my arm. She took it and I went with her to join her friends at their table. The rest of the evening was a happy blur as I drank vodka tonics and took turns dancing with the four women. As the evening progressed and it got late the women started leaving and soon it was down to the small blond (her name was Gail), a brunette named Joan and me. Joan asked me what time I needed to be home to the wife.
"The wife?"
"I see the ring."
"Oh yeah, the ring" I said and then I pulled it off and put it in my pocket.
Gail laughed and said, "Most men would do that before coming in here. So what time do you have to be home to her?"
"I won't be going home to her. She replaced me with several others."
"Several others" asked Joan. "Not just another guy, but several?"
I took a sip of my vodka tonic and then I told them the whole sad story.
"Your wife sounds like a size queen" Gail said.
"Size isn't all that it is cracked up to be" Joan said, "and I ought to know. My ex had eight and a half, but he didn't have a clue as to how to use it. He thought putting it in was all it took."
"Why didn't you teach him" Gail wanted to know.
"Well he didn't know how to use it but he used it a lot. There was always some dolly around who wanted to see what "big" was like. I finally caught him with one and kicked his ass out."
She reached over and took my hand and said, "I know what you are going through right now and I know just what you need. You have a place?"
I thought of Glenda and what she had been doing and as far as I was concerned her unfaithfulness cancelled out our marriage vows so I said:
"The motel next door."
Then Gail said, "What are we waiting for?"
It was almost like being back in college except that this time it was me and a couple of girls instead of a girl with a couple of guys. Gail had me suck her tits while Joan rode me cowgirl and then the two of them switched. I fucked Gail from behind while she ate Joan's pussy and then I did Joan missionary while Gail sucked Joan's tits. We showered together and ended up back on the bed for one more time each. Another shower and Gail tried to get me up again, but couldn't.
As they were dressing Joan asked, "Can we do this again?"
"Give him a couple of days" Gail said, "We took the edge off and calmed him down so now he is in a good enough mood to go have his confrontation with the bitch. We will be his little secret and he will be smiling inside and less likely to kill the slut."
She turned to me and said, "We will be at the bar day after tomorrow. Hope to see you there."
She kissed me and then Joan kissed me and they left. Almost as if on cue the cell phone rang. It was Glenda. Gail was right; I was a little more mellow and so I took the call.
"What do you want Glenda?"
"Are you ever going to come home so we can talk?"
"Talk about what Glenda? The division of assets?"
"There is no need for that Rob. I'm in no hurry to end our relationship."
"You might not have been in a hurry, but you sure knew an effective way to make it happen."
"Just because I had sex with another man doesn't mean that it is the end of the world Rob. You need to come home so we can sit down over a glass of wine and talk. I know that you are in no mood to believe it right now, but I do love you and I do not want you to leave. Please come home Rob and at least hear me out."
"Give me a time when I won't have to see any of your boyfriends."
"Now would be a good time."
I thought about it and Joan and Gail had left me in a pretty good mood so I figured then would be as good a time as any and so I told her I would be there in half an hour.
+++++++++++++++
She met me coming in the front door. She was wearing a frilly, almost see-thru night gown, high heels and fresh make up. She walked toward me with arms open to take me in them and I stepped back.
"I don't know what you think your get-up is going to accomplish, but I'm not having anything to do with you so just back off. I'm here to get the bullshit over with so I can get on with my life. You want to talk in the kitchen or living room?"
She just looked at me and then turned and headed for the kitchen. She already had two glasses of wine poured and I picked up mine and dumped it in the sink. Then I got the coffee on, sat down at the table, looked at Glenda and said:
"Your on. Go."
She took a sip of her wine and then said, "I'm sorry that you had to see me that way."
"Not near as sorry as I was."
"Please Rob, let me get it all out and then you can hack away at me."
"I don't know that I can keep from interrupting. You have no idea how much I've hoped and prayed that what I walked in on that day wasn't happening. For years I've lived with the thought of you being with other men and prayed that I was wrong and I've worked hard at not finding out for sure, but to walk in on you and that asshole who was supposed to be my best friend was just too fucking much. I'm surprised that steam doesn't come out my ears every time I think of it."
"What do you mean all those years you thought of me being with other men?"
"Don't play dumb on me Glenda. You know damned well hat I mean. You and your fucking herd of black models."
"You can't be serious. Me and my models? What on Earth gave you that ridiculous idea?"
"How about your college history of never dating anyone but black guys? How about your statements to your girlfriends that black was better and that size really mattered?"
"Who told you that?"
"Your friend Marge and her husband were only too happy to let me know how surprised they were that you married a white guy when your obvious preference was for black men. And that was backed up by your almost exclusive use of black models. Talk about convenience. I go off to work and you disappear into your basement studio and play to your hearts content and occasionally paint a little."
"That's what you think was going on?"
"Yes Glenda, that is exactly what I think was going on. I never tried to get proof because proof would have meant an end to our marriage and I loved you to damned much to want to let you go. I convinced myself that as long as I didn't know for sure we would be all right. It is called denial Glenda and I have lived in denial for years. You know why I walked in on you that day? I had finally had enough and that asshole Rex and the way he smirked at me every time I saw him drove me over the edge and I came home to have it out with you. What I saw that day put an end to denial in a heartbeat."
"When did you talk with Marge?"
"The day we had lunch and she walked up to us."
"Jesus Rob, that was five years ago. You have carried around the idea that I was having sex with my models for five years? Sweet Jesus! This is worse than I thought. Okay, okay; I guess I have to go back and start at the beginning. In my senior year in high school I dated a black guy on a dare. I wasn't a virgin when I went out with him, but I had no intension of even kissing him goodnight at the end of the date let alone having sex with him. At the end of the date when he pulled up in front of the house I went to get out of the car and he said:
"Are you sure you want to get out of the car? You want to pass up a chance at this?"
He pulled out the biggest cock I had ever seen. It was nine and a half inches long and as big around as my wrist. After staring at it for several seconds I decided that no, I did not want to pass up a chance at something that big. I had to try it at least once. I found out that I liked big so I dated him until we graduated. He went to the same college I did and when he flunked out it wasn't two days before another black guy came up to me and said that he had heard that I liked big, black dicks and he wanted to show me his. He pulled it out and we went together for about six months and he never returned to school after spring break.
"He was no sooner out of the picture than another black guy hit on me. I said no thanks and he asked me if I was sure and I said yes and he said too bad because he was bigger than my last boyfriend. He was and so I went with him for a while. I was not hooked on black cock or black men Rob; I was hooked on size and if a white guy with a big cock would have come on to me I would have been with him instead of a black guy. But for some reason white guys weren't like black guys; they didn't run around waving their dicks and saying "look at what I got."
"So yes, I did hang with blacks in college, but once college was over and it was time to start looking around and build a life with a husband and maybe kids the blacks I hung with had to go. I can't speak about blacks who aren't hung because I didn't spend any time with them, but almost to a man the blacks I did spend time with were arrogant and obnoxious and everything was all about them and their cocks. For the most part cock size is all they had going for them.
"I started dating guys with substance, met you, fell in love with you and married you. In our entire marriage from the time I said "I do" until the other day no other man has ever touched me. Yes. I do use mostly black male models because for some reason, known only to God and the people who buy them, those are the paintings that sell. I have no idea why Rex would smirk at you. Even if I was doing black models with big cocks Rex wouldn't be one of them. He isn't even as big as you are. None of my male models -- not one! -- has ever laid a finger on me.
"That brings me up to the other day. I don't know how much you saw of Ben the other day before you walked out, but Ben is hung better than some horses. He has by far the biggest cock I have ever seen and believe me when I tell you I have seen a bunch of very big ones. I have no excuse for what I did with Ben. The best I can do is plead 'temporary insanity.' I was stunned when I saw it and without even thinking about it I walked over and touched it. And then I just lost it. The next thing I knew it was buried in me and I was screaming at him to never stop. When you showed up I begged him not to stop. When he pulled out I begged him to put it back in and keep going. You left and I was still crying for him to put it back in, but when you walked in he wilted and he could never get it back up and that is when I finally got my head back on straight and realized I had screwed up big time. It should not have happened but it did and I don't have an "erase" or "rewind" button to make it so it never happened. All I can do is say I'm sorry, beg you to forgive me and swear to God that it will never happen again."
"I don't see how I can Glenda. Even if I were to believe you are telling the truth about your black models the fact is that I saw you with Ben and that image is burned into my brain. That and you looking me right in the eye and begging me - me Glenda - begging me to not make him stop. If I were to have come home and you were to say to me, "I screwed up honey and I was bad" and then confessed to what had happened I might have been able to get by it. But like you I don't have an "erase" button either and I can not erase the image in my head of you on our bed being pounded by Ben. Every time I look at you I see your facial expression as Ben fucks you and I hear you yelling at me to let him keep on going and it will not go away. How do you expect me to live with you when that is the picture that is always in my mind? And what the fuck was Ben doing here so you could see his cock?"
"I needed a model and you won't do it for me. I remembered that night when Ben and Alice were over for dinner and he said he would do it in a heartbeat so I called him and asked him if he would sit for me and he said he would. I had no idea that what happened would happen. And I can't undo it. But I do love you Rob and all I can do is keep trying to prove to you that I love you as much as life itself and promise you that nothing like that will ever happen again."
I got up, rinsed out my coffee cup and put it in the dishwasher.
"Is that it? Is that all you wanted to say?"
"You don't even care that I love you?"
"Oh I care Glenda, but I just can't get past the images in my head. I'll be back some time this weekend to get the rest of my things. I would appreciate it very much if you could find something to do that will keep you out of the house on Saturday."
When I walked away she was looking down at the kitchen table and silently sobbing. For a brief moment I wanted to go back and hold her, but then I left.
+++++++++++++++++
I spent the next day looking for an apartment close to work and though I found several they were all pretty pricey so I decided to look a little farther away. That evening I called some friends who had gone through divorces and asked for recommendations on divorce attorneys. I got the names of a couple and decided that I would call one the next day and make an appointment.
I spent the better part of the next day looking for an apartment, but with no luck. In the afternoon I called an attorney and made an appointment to see him on the following Monday and that night I went to the bar hoping to see Gail and Joan and spotted them at a table with four other girls. Joan saw me and waved me over. Two of the women I knew from the other night and I was introduced to the other two. There were more single guys there that night so I had help in keeping the ladies on the dance floor.
I was dancing with Joan when she asked, "Are we going back to your place tonight?"
"We will if you want to."
"Oh we do indeed. That's pretty much all Gail and I have talked about."
When I danced with Gail she brought it up also and I told her I was looking forward to it and she said:
"In that case why are we here wasting time? Let's grab Joan and go."
It was a repeat of our first time together and the two of them wore me out. As they dressed Gail asked, "Have you had it out with your wife yet?"
I told them of the meeting and what was said.
"You didn't believe her?"
"I believed her, but so what? It is like I told her. I don't have an 'erase' button and I can't get the picture of her and Ben out of my mind."
"You sound like you love her, but just can't get back to her."
"That pretty much sums it up."
"Well then," Joan said, "Since you won't be going home can we get together Friday night?"
"I'd like that."
"No fair!" Gail said, "I can't make it Friday."
"So you can have him one night next week" Joan said and she turned to me. "Will that work for you lover?"
"Yes and thank you both."
"For what?"
"For taking care of me at a time when all I wanted to do was crawl in a hole and die."
"Cheer up lover, it will get better. Gail and I will see to that."
+++++++++++++++++
The cell phone ring tone woke me up in the morning. The display said "Private number" so I answered it and was surprised to find that the caller was Alice.
"Buy a girl breakfast?"
Alice had never called me before so I was naturally curious and I told her that I would meet her at the Denny's on Seventh Avenue. She was already sitting in a booth and looking as mouth-wateringly sexy as ever. As I slid onto the seat across from her I asked her what was the occasion.
"Later. After we eat. I don't want to scare you off."
We made small talk and then ate in silence when the food came. When we were done and the waitress had topped off our coffee I said:
"Okay Alice, what's up?"
She looked me right in the eye and said, "I want you to fuck me."
"You want me to what?"
"I want you to fuck me and I want you to do it while Ben watches."
"This is a joke, right?"
"Nope. Not even a little bit. Ben has been acting strange the last few days and I finally forced out of him what he had done and then I kicked his ass out of the house. I told him that the only way he would ever be allowed back in the house was if he watched you do me and then thanked you for it. To make it even more humiliating for him he has to ask you to do it."
"And if I don't make love to you he doesn't get to come home?"
"That's it. I told him when I married him that I would not tolerate his cheating on me. He's had women after him to see his big dick since the day I met him and for a long time there he was more than happy to show it and the showing always led to him using it. He asked me once a week to marry him and I kept telling him no because I didn't believe he could stay faithful. He promised me that he would never cheat on me and I promised him that if he ever did I would cut his nuts off. Obviously I can't really do that, but I will make him pay and I will make him pay dearly."
"I appreciate the offer Alice. God knows I have fantasized about you since the day I met you. You are one of the sexiest women I have ever seen and you don't know how hard it is for me to turn you down, but I like you and I'd like to stay friends with you, but I think we would have trouble meeting each others eyes a month from now if I did what you are asking. As far as Ben asking me is concerned all I can say is that it isn't very likely. I warned him to never get close enough for me to get my hands on him and I meant it. I guess you will have to find some other way to de-nut him."
"Nope. He either gets you to bed me or he ends up divorced. Of course there is another option."



"And what would that be?"
"That we move in together and set up housekeeping. Assuming of course that you are through with Glenda."
"I haven't been home since the day I walked in on them. In fact, I'm apartment hunting right now."
"Forget the apartment and move in with me. That will really rub Ben and Glenda's noses in it."
"And then what would we do six months or so down the road? I like you Alice. I like you a lot, but I don't love you and our living together wouldn't last. I'd rather keep you as a friend."
"Oh well, I tried."
"How long are you going to make Ben suffer?"
"It looks like forever. I was dead serious when I told you the only way back for him was to get you to make love to me, watch it happen and then to thank you when you were done. Are you going to take Glenda back?"
"I don't think so. I don't believe that I could ever look at her again and not have the image of her fucking Ben flash through my mind. Besides, I'm having a hard time believing her story."
"Which is?"
"She was so stunned when she saw his cock that without conscious thought she touched it and the next thing she knew he was pounding her and she was screaming at him to never stop."
"That's probably true Rob. I've seen it happen a couple of times. I saw one girl go to her knees seconds after she saw it and try to get it in her mouth. And that was with her fiancée standing three feet away. If Glenda said she saw his cock and then went temporarily brain dead I wouldn't discount it."
"No matter. The picture of it is in my head and it won't go away."
"Just remember that my offer will always be open. If you want to think of me as just a friend that's okay, but I'm open to a friends with benefits relationship. Take care Rob and keep in touch."
I watched her get up and walk away and I wondered what was wrong with me. My tongue and cock both got rock hard every time I saw Alice and I'd just turned her down. Glenda had my head fucked up more than I thought.
+++++++++++++
Joan was sitting at the bar surrounded by guys who were doing their best to get her to join them at their tables. When I walked up she said:
"Thank God you are here. Now maybe I can finish my drink in peace."
"As soon as you finish I want to get out of here. I want a quieter place tonight."
"That would be your room at the motel."
"I was thinking more along the lines of dinner and then maybe a show or something and then the motel."
"You don't need to wine and dine me honey; the motel room is exactly what I want."
"Who am I to argue with a lady who knows what she wants."
Three hours of unbridled sex later as we were lying next to each other trying to recover Joan asked:
"Any closer to resolving your problem with your wife?"
"No and I don't think I ever will be able to."
"Well lover, you are a great bed buddy and I'm having a hell of a good time, but I know it isn't going to last. And, truth be told, I'm not really all that into long term relationships. Besides, it is easy to see that regardless of the situation you still love your wife. You are not going to be happy until you put things back together with her or get some kind of closure."
"Easy for you to say, but how do I get by the constant image of her of her on her knees getting pounded by another man."
"I don't know lover. Maybe you need to do something that will cancel it out."
"Like what?"
"I don't know. Maybe something that is a stronger image; something that will bury the one you have now. Make her do something she will hate doing while you watch as a condition of your getting back together."
I stared at her for a minute and then said, "Strange. You are the second one to mention an idea like that."
I told her of my talk with Alice and how Alice planned to punish Ben.
"I love it" Joan said. "That is just perfect. Are you going to do it?"
I told her why I wasn't going to do it and she said, "At least you are getting revenge against him by keeping him from being able to go back to his wife. But even if you did do it it wouldn't do anything for your situation unless you do it and make your wife watch."
"It is a moot point. I won't do Alice because she is a friend I want to keep."
"I have an idea. No promises that it will work, but what if..."
+++++++++++++++++
Glenda and I walked into the bar and took a table. She sat opposite me with a blank expression on her face as I surveyed the room. I took my time and after several minutes I said, "There" and I pointed at a table where two women were sipping their drinks and fending off the requests of guys who were asking them to dance.
"Which one" Glenda asked, "The blond or the brunette?"
"Both. I think I would like them both."
"Both? That's not fair Rob.'
"Was what you did to me fair? I don't recall 'fair' being mentioned when we talked."
"It's not right Rob."
"You don't have to do it Glenda. It is your choice. Just like fucking Ben was your choice. I've made my selection and now it is up to you to make it happen, but if we get up and leave alone I'll drop you at the house and you will never see me again."
"What if I can't talk them into it?"
"We keep looking."
"For how long?"
"For as long as it takes."
"And you won't come home until it happens?"
"That's right Glenda. I won't come home until you make it happen."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Joan's idea was simple. It was Alice's idea only with Glenda being the one to have to ask someone to fuck me, watch and then thank the woman. Watching Glenda's face as I did it should give me an image that I could superimpose on the image of Glenda and Ben. Even if the image of Glenda and Ben persisted I would always be able to bring up the image of Glenda's face as I fucked whoever she had to ask, beg or even pay to fuck me and then have to say "Thank you." I told Joan I liked the idea, but had no idea on how to make it happen.
"That's the beauty of it lover; it is two-thirds done already. You have Gail and me. All you have to do is go to your wife and say "Here's the deal if you really want us back together. If she really does love you and wants you back she will have to agree. If she doesn't then you know she really doesn't love you all that much and just knowing that can help your mental health."
We discussed the mechanics of it and then we had one more exhausting romp before taking a shower and calling it a night.
The next day I called Glenda and told her that I wanted to talk to her. The talk took place at the kitchen table and I cut right to the chase.
"Here's the deal. As long as every time I look at you and the image of you and Ben flashes through my mind there is no hope that we will ever be able to get together. Every time I see that image of you and Ben I see your facial expression as you looked right at me and cried out to me to not make him stop. If you and I are to heal that breach between us something has to make that image go away. So, if you truly want us to get back together you are going to have to do something to erase that image. You Glenda, you put the image there so you have to be the one to drive that image away and here is how you are going to do it.
"We are going to go out bar hoping until I find a woman that I might like to take to bed and when I make my choice you will have to approach her, talk her into having sex with me while you watch and when it is over you will have to thank her for taking care of me."
"I can't do that! I don't even know you can ask me to do something like that."
"And I don't know how you could fuck the man who was supposed to be my best friend and expect me to pretend that it never happened."
I stood up and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"I said my piece and you said no so I'm leaving. I'll be back tomorrow to get the rest of my things. Please don't be here. It upsets me to look at you."
"Please Rob, I'll do anything to get you to come home, but you have to be reasonable."
"No I don't Glenda. I've been more than reasonable just by not going to see an attorney to start divorce proceedings, but that will change this coming Monday."
I left the house and was three blocks away when my cell rang.
"Okay Rob, you win. I'll do it. When?"
"Tomorrow night."
++++++++++++++
Just to make it look good we hit four bars and lounges before we got to The Black Mushroom. In each place I made a show of looking at all of the females and then said, "Nope. Nothing here." As soon as we were seated at the Mushroom and our drink order arrived I made a show of checking out the women who were there and then smiled.
"There" I said as I pointed to the table where Joan and Gail were sitting.
"Which one? The blond or the brunette?"
I was silent for a moment and then said, "I think I'd like both."
"You can't be serious."
"Either do it or don't do it Glenda. It is your choice."
"But you never said anything about two? It's not fair Rob."
"Haven't you figured it out yet Glenda? The having you watch is to try and erase the memory of what you did to me with Ben. The rest of it is punishment for what you did to me with Ben. Now suck it up and get it done or don't. Like I said, it is your choice. Make it or let's get the hell out of here."
The look on Glenda's face as she got up to go over to Joan and Gail was almost enough by itself. I sat back to watch things play out. Gail and Joan were not going to make it easy on Glenda. They were going to make Glenda work for it. They were going to make her tell them just why she was asking them to do what she was. There was some talk and Glenda pointed at me and Gail and Joan looked over at me. Some more talk and Glenda sat down with them. More talk and after about fifteen minutes Glenda got up and came back to our table and sat down.
"The brunette, her name is Joan, is willing, but the blonde is being a bitch. She said she would do it, but only if I give her my wedding rings."
"So?"
"So? These are my wedding rings Rob. You put them on my finger. Don't they mean anything to you?"
"How much did they mean to you when Ben was fucking you Glenda? Did you give those rings any thought while you were crying out, "Fuck me Ben, damn you, fuck me?"
"You are really going to make me do this?"
"I'm not making you do anything Glenda. You said you wanted me back; I told you what you what it would take to make it happen and the rest is up to you. Do it or don't do it. The choice is strictly yours."
She gave me a long look and then she stood up and as she walked back toward Joan and Gail I saw her working her rings off of her fingers. As I sat there and waited one thing was clear to me. Glenda did love me as much as she said she did. She had to to go through what she was going through to get me to come back home to her. But it wasn't about love any more; it was about blanking out that detestable image of her and Ben and I had no guarantee that what Joan, Gail and I would be doing would work. If it didn't I didn't know what I would do. I had locked myself in by saying you do this and I will do that and Glenda was doing her part. I would have to honor my half of the deal and go home, but if the image couldn't be blocked out could I actually live with Glenda?
My thoughts were interrupted by the three women walking up to my table. Glenda introduced us, told me that they had agreed to do it and then she asked where we would do it.
"Where you and Ben did it of course."
That shook Glenda. She hadn't expected us to be doing it on her bed. I gave Joan the address and told her and Gail that we would meet them there. The ride home with Glenda was a silent one and she stared out the passenger's side window the whole way home. As soon as the wheels stopped turning in the driveway she was out of the car and hurrying into the house. I sat there and waited for Joan and Gail to pull up and then I went up to the house and held the door for them. Once in the house I asked:
"Can I offer you ladies a drink?"
"Do you have beer" Gail asked and when I said I did she said she would have one. Joan said beer was good for her also and I turned to Glenda and said:
"Three beers Glenda and while you are getting them I'll show the ladies to the bedroom."
The look on Glenda's face could have killed as she turned and went to the kitchen. I whispered to Gail:
"Did you really tell her you wouldn't do it unless she gave you her rings?"
"I wanted to make her work for it and suffer a little at the same time. We will figure out some way to get them back to you later."
On the way to the bedroom I grabbed one of the dining room chairs and set it right next to the bed. When Glenda came into the room with the beers I pointed to it and told her to have a seat.
"And watch Glenda. Don't look away and don't close your eyes. I want you to see it all."
Then I turned to Joan and Gail and said, "Shall we get on with it ladies?" and started to undress. As the three of us stripped I said:
"Curiosity makes me ask what are you two ladies doing this?"
"My husband cheated on me and I was never able to get back at him for doing it. I always regretted not getting some revenge. I guess I just wanted to help you get some. Kind of getting back at my ex by proxy."
Gail laughed and said, "I don't have any high-falutin reason. I'm riding with Joan so I go where she goes, but I do have to say it will make me feel good to do it. I don't think there is anything more contemptible than cheating on your partner."
"Why did you want her rings?"
"To humiliate her. Just imagine how she felt having to take them off to get another woman to make love to her husband. Speaking of which we need to get to it. I don't have all night."
Then Joan and Gail and I proceeded to do what we had been doing since I met them while Glenda sat, watched and sobbed.
After Joan and Gail were dressed and ready to leave Joan handed me a piece of paper in front of a still sobbing Glenda.
"Here's my number. If things don't work out give me a call."
Gail said, "You can reach me through Joan. If you decide to keep the slut give me a call and maybe we can work something out about her rings."
After they had gone I started dressing and Glenda asked me where I was going. I told her I was going out to my car to get my things out of the trunk.
"You did your part so I'm moving back in."
When I got back from unloading the car Glenda said, "I'm going to sleep in the spare bedroom tonight. I need to be alone."
I didn't sleep all that well that night. The image of Glenda and Ben made a faint appearance, but it was washed out by the image of Glenda sitting in the chair sobbing as she watched me and the two girls do what she and Ben had done and it was just as disquieting as the image of her and Ben.
The next morning I was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and reading the morning paper when Glenda came into the kitchen. Twice she started to say something, but didn't and then she poured herself a cup of coffee and told me that she was going down to her studio. For the next two days Glenda avoided me and then on the morning of the fourth day she sat down at the table across from me and said:
"I have a problem, a major problem. I can't get what you did with those two tramps out of my mind. Every time I look at you I see you on the bed with them and I cringe inside."
"Then you know exactly how I feel every time I look at you and see the picture of you and Ben in my mind."
"Yeah, well, the thing is Rob, I don't know if I will ever be able to get by it."
"Why not Glenda? Isn't that what you have been asking me to do? Forget about you and Ben and get on with life?"
"I all ready told you Rob, I'm sorry for what I did and I can't undo it. The fact that I'm now going through what you have been going through doesn't change the fact that I have a problem and I don't know if it will ever go away. Right now the thought of you even touching me makes me feel nauseous. I don't know that I'll ever get over it."
"All I can say Glenda is that you either will or you won't."
"That's it? You don't sound like you care one way or the other."
"I care Glenda or I wouldn't have done what I did the other night to even the score and maybe make it possible for us to move on. But even if we are able to move on there will be some rough spots. I'm never going to be completely sure of you because in the back of my mind there will always be the black man issue. I know you said that you never had anything to do with them after college, but the quickness with which you dropped to your knees for Ben's big cock is always going to make me wonder. You will have to live with that. You will have to get used to me watching every thing you do. Dropping by the house at random times during the day to check up on you; especially when you have black models. It isn't going to be easy on either one of us.
"You said you wanted me back. Well here I am, but I didn't come back so we could live in separate bedrooms. You had better sit down and do some soul searching Glenda. You need to figure out what you really want to do. That I want to try and make a go of it is evident by my being here, but you had better hurry up and decide if you want to make a go of it too.
++++++++++++++++++
It took Glenda several weeks to make up her mind and in the end she decided she just couldn't live with the memory of Gail, Joan and me. We lived in a no fault state so things went easy and six months later I was single again. Alice called me a couple of times wanting to know if I'd heard from Ben and I always had to tell her no.
"In a way I guess that's a good thing" she said, "at least now I know how much I really meant to him."
Ben never did call and ask for my help in getting back with Alice and it came as no great surprise when he moved in with Glenda six weeks after our divorce was final. Two months after he moved in with Glenda he did make a mistake and get close enough to me for me to get my hands on him. His nose never did properly reset and he now walks with a limp and I'm not entirely sure how well his equipment now works, but I don't care to find out bad enough to call Glenda and ask her.
I continued to see Gail and Joan until I found out that they were both married and were fucking me on the side. My love life stalled for a bit, but that might be about to change. Alice called me again last night and told me that her divorce from Ben was final.
"I've been a good girl since I threw Ben out and I'm more than ready to stop being one. Any chance you have given the friends with benefits thing any thought?"
I'm taking her out to dinner tonight and then -- well, we will just have to see.
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I guess from what I've heard and read that my situation was not at all unique. I'd been married to Howard for fifteen years and things had reached a point where things just seemed to be going on because of inertia. Howie and I still made love, but it was more like we did it because it was a duty we owed each other.
I couldn't remember the last time I pulled him into the bedroom because I wanted him nor could I remember the last time he came after me with any great degree of passion. The affection was still there. I loved cuddling up to Howie in the morning and I usually fell asleep at night snuggled up next to him. I guess the best way to describe our marriage was that we were comfortable with each other, but the passion was gone.
I don't even remember when I first looked at another man and wondered what it would be like to be with him. Would there be the passion that I no longer experienced in my marriage? That's all I did; wonder about it. I was still a pretty good looking woman and I did have plenty of chances to act on my curiosity, but I always passed.
I stopped occasionally for drinks with my co-workers and I had some passes made at me, but I always treated it as flirting and the most outrageous I ever got was kissing some of the guys if they caught me under the mistletoe at the company Christmas party. Well, that isn't exactly true. The most outrageous thing I ever did happened at a pool party at the boss's house. I was in the pool and Paul Baxter from Accounts Receivable kept dunking me and grabbing at my breasts. I finally had enough and I grabbed his penis through his swimming trunks and squeezed as hard as I could. I expected him to react by saying something like, "Ow! That hurts" but what he did was moan and say:
"Yes, oh God yes. Don't let go, please don't let go."
I turned him loose and fled the pool and then did my best to avoid him until he transferred to another office four months later.
++++++++++++++
I suppose that I would have gone through the rest of my life just looking and being curious had I not been promoted to office manager. I'd been in the position for three months when the company decided to send me to a three day seminar in Detroit. The first day covered the current "hot button" topic – sexual harassment. What constituted sexual harassment, how to deal with it and yadda, yadda, yadda.
There was a cocktail party that evening so you could meet others, socialize, exchange thoughts and ideas and network. I was getting a vodka tonic from the bar when I noticed him looking at me. Not just looking in my general direction, but looking at me. Several times during the evening when I looked in his direction I saw him looking at me.
Tall, handsome in a rugged way and at least ten years younger than me. I was at the bar getting another V and T (my third of the evening) when he came up to me and introduced himself. His name was Todd and he was a supervisor at a paper products manufacturing company located about four hours from where I lived. He said he had seen what he thought was a negative response cross my face when I was listening to one of the speakers and he wondered about it. As a woman in the work place he would have expected me to be one hundred percent behind the big push to make the work place friendlier to woman.
I had to laugh at that. I told him my position on the subject was a simple one. Human nature wasn't going to change just because a few upset people managed to get a bunch of rules changed or made and put into place. Yes, there were some things that needed to be corrected and some behaviors that were not acceptable, but on the whole I thought the entire idea of sexual harassment in the work place had been blown way out of proportion.
He laughed and said he couldn't agree with me more. He said that it seemed like the powers that be were determined to stamp out common sense in the work place. We talked about a few other things and then he asked me where my husband was and when I told him that Howie hadn't come with me I braced myself for the pass I expected. He surprised me by saying that it was too bad that the two of us (Howie and me) weren't able to enjoy a company paid mini-vacation. I asked where his wife was (I'd seen the ring) and he told me that she worked and couldn't get the three days off.
The cocktail party was starting to break up and he told me that he didn't feel like going up to his room and watching TV so he was going to hit the hotel lounge for a couple of drinks and then he asked me if I would care to join him. I didn't want to go sit in my room either and I knew that if he was hoping to score it wasn't going to happen so I said yes.
The lounge had live music and before we were halfway through our first drink Todd asked me to dance. He held me close, but not too close and we stayed out on the floor for three numbers. Then it was more talk, another drink and a couple of more dances. We were on our third drink when I started asking myself what was wrong with me? Todd was a perfect gentleman and didn't attempt anything even remotely like a pass. Didn't he think I was attractive? Wasn't I at least worth a 'soft' pass? I wasn't going to "play" but he didn't know that. He had to know that I found him to be a very attractive man even though he had no way of knowing that I wondered what he would be like much the same as I had wondered about other men.
By the time were on our third tour of the dance floor I found myself wishing that he would make a pass at me. I would let him down gently of course. But I was at the point where I needed to know that he found me attractive. Silly of me I guess, but I was upset that an attractive man didn't seem to think that I was worth his effort. But as much as I hoped for a sign from him it never came.
When it was time to leave he offered to walk me to my room and I just knew that if I said yes he would make his move when we reached the door of my room. I was trying to make up my mind whether to let him kiss me when he tried before gently pushing him away or to hold him off. I opted for letting him kiss me. Again, it was for a stupid reason – it would be the sign I needed that he did indeed find me attractive.
When we reached my door I had already rehearsed in my mind my gentle rejection. I took my key card out of my purse and turned toward him expecting him to bend down and try to kiss me. He smiled at me, told me that he had enjoyed my company and then he wished me goodnight and walked away. I started at his back as he walked away and again wondered what was wrong with me that he wouldn't even try for a goodnight kiss.
++++++++++++++
The next morning when I entered the hotel restaurant I saw him sitting in a booth and he looked up, saw me and waved me over to join him. We made general conversation as we had breakfast and then we attended that day's session. During that session they split us up into 'discussion groups' and Todd and I were in different groups.
When we broke for lunch he invited me to join him and his group for lunch. There were seven of us around a large table and as we ate we critiqued the seminar to date and all pretty much decided that it was a waste of time and money. The afternoon didn't get any better and when the session ended Todd asked me to join him for dinner and then maybe some drinks and dancing in the lounge after. I told him I wasn't feeling well and that I was going to turn in early. The truth was that I really didn't want to go to my room and no nothing but jump channels, but I wasn't up for another night of rejection and self doubt. To me it seemed like the only way my ego was going to get the stroking it seemed to want would be for me to flat out ask Todd to come up to my room and do me and that was never going to happen.
I skipped breakfast the next morning so I could avoid running into Todd and since the days session was going to end early to give the attendees an early start home there was no lunch break. I didn't get to talk with Todd again before I left. The crowning touch was that when I got home Howie acted like he didn't even know I was gone and even though I didn't realize it at the time, a seed had been planted.
+++++++++++++++++
Three weeks after the seminar I got a phone call at the office from Todd. After exchanging pleasantries he told me he had called because he had a problem with a couple of employees and he wanted a woman's perspective on things. We talked a while and I gave him my input and he thanked me and that was the start of it.
For the next two months we exchanged phone calls on the average of one a week as we talked shop and shared opinions on things that were going on in our work places. One morning I got a call from him and he asked me if I had plans for lunch. It turned out that he was in town to visit a supplier.
I met him and we talked as we ate and when the meal was over and it was time to leave he reached over the table, took both of my hands in his and told me that he had a confession to make. He told me that while he really did value my advice the real reason he called me was just to hear the sound of my voice. He told me that he had felt an instant attraction to me at the seminar and it had been all he could do to make himself behave like a gentleman. I smiled at him and told him that I appreciated the fact that he had been a gentleman because I hadn't been all that sure that I would have been able to resist his advances if he had made any. That wasn't true of course, but he didn't know that and besides, I felt that I owed him a little for his stroking my ego. Lunch over I went back to work and Todd headed out on his drive home. For the rest of that day and occasionally over the next two weeks I wondered what it would have been like with him.
His next call came two weeks after our lunch date and he wanted my perspective on a problem involving a female employee. I chuckled and asked if he was really having a problem or was it that he just wanted to hear the sound of my voice again. He admitted that he already knew what he was going to do with the employee and yes, he did want to hear the sound of my voice. I told him that I liked hearing from him and that he could call me any time even if it was only to talk about the weather.
++++++++++++++++++
For the next two months we talked with each other on the average of three times a week and somewhere along the line we started flirting with each other. Our talks had a lot of sexual innuendo and once he even told me that he wished I was sitting there on his lap. I laughed and told him that he should be careful of what he wished for or someday it might happen and I wouldn't want to be responsible for hurting him. He laughed and asked me what I meant and I told him that he might have a hard time walking when I got through with him.
He called me two days after that phone call. It was on a Friday and he told me that he had to go to XXXXXX for the weekend. XXXXXX was halfway between where he lived and where I lived and I mentioned that I had been there several times to visit an antique shop. He said that I should drive over and visit the shop and we could have lunch together. Then he said I could even sit on his lap if I wanted to.
All of a sudden it wasn't 'cutesie-pooh' flirting any more and we both knew it.
Had the conversation happened at any other time it probably would have gone nowhere, but a couple of things were going on in my life at that time that made me seriously consider what Todd was asking me to do. For one, I was still a little pissed at Howie over the way he had behaved when I'd come home from the seminar. For another, I had tried three times in the past five days to get Howie to make love to me and all three times he put me off with some feeble excuse or another. I was sitting there silently fighting an internal battle with myself – half of me saying go and the other half saying don't be silly – when Todd said that he would be a perfect gentleman same as last time. The way he said it tripped a switch somewhere in my brain and I told him that behaving like a gentleman would be the last thing I would want.
I told him that I would meet him.
We made arrangements to meet at a restaurant that was close to the antique shop I usually visited. That night I told Howie I was going antique shopping the next day and he said he would be playing golf. His indifference toward me when I told him what I was going to do just stiffened my resolve.
It was an hour and a half drive to XXXXXX and twice Todd called my cell phone to reassure himself that I was really coming. Both times I told him I was on the way, but when I reached the XXXXXX city limits sign I pulled over and did some deep soul searching. Did I really want to do it? I could still turn around and go back. I had just about talked myself into going back home when my cell phone rang. It was Howie calling to tell me that he wouldn't be home until late. He was going out for dinner and drinks with his buddies and then they were going to play some poker. That really upset me. I couldn't remember the last time he had taken me out for dinner and drinks and I told him that. He said he knew he shouldn't have called me, that he knew I'd get my panties in a twist and then he hung up on me. I started at my cell for several very long moments and then I turned it off and mentally said, "Fuck you Howard" as I put it in the glove box.
I met Todd at the restaurant and after coffee and a piece of apple pie he asked me if I was ready to do some antique shopping. I told him that I hadn't driven an hour and a half for antiques, that I had planned on some serious lap sitting.
He opened the motel room door and stepped back to let me go in and as soon as the door closed I turned, put my arms around his neck and slipped my tongue into his mouth. I felt his hands on my breasts and I leaned into them. I felt his erection pushing against my leg and I broke away from him and started undressing. He just stood there and watched me until I was down to my bra and panties and I could see the appreciation and desire in his eyes. Then he seemed to realize that he was wasting time and he hurriedly started stripping. I waited for him and when he was naked I took him by the hand and led him to the bed.
He sat me down on the edge of the bed, gently pushed my legs apart, knelt in front of me and did something that Howie had not done in years – Todd started eating my pussy. His tongue parted my folds and he found my clitoris and went to work on it. I laid back on the bed to give him better access. His hands reached for my breasts and he tugged on my nipples and rolled them between his fingers. His mouth had me on the edge of a climax, but I couldn't quite get there so I pulled him up and pulled my knees back.
Todd was a little smaller than Howie, both in length and girth, but it still felt good as he pushed his penis into me. It took maybe two minutes to give me my orgasm and I clung to him as he worked for his own.
After he came and as we rested in each others arms a feeling of sadness came over me. Maybe not sadness, but disappointment. After all my wondering, after all my curiosity about what it would be like with another man, it was no different with Todd than it had been with Howie. I did enjoy it, but outside of Todd going down on me it could have just as easily been Howie. It was a real let down.
I felt Todd's penis twitch against my leg and I reached down and fondled it. I mean, disappointing or not, we were there, we were naked and I had driven over a hundred miles for it so I slid down and took Todd in my mouth. When he was hard we did it again. After cumming I was lying there staring up at the ceiling and wondering how I had let myself get into such a situation when Todd went down on me again. Howard had never done that – gone down on me after cumming in me – but Todd didn't seem to care. He licked and sucked my pussy until I moaned and then he moved up and we did it a third time.
I looked at my watch and told Todd that I had to leave. Why I did that I don't know since Howard would be out drinking and playing poker, but for some reason I wanted to get home. I got in the shower and was soaping up the rag when Todd slid the shower curtain back and got in the shower with me. He took the rag from me and used it to scrub my back and a minute later he had me leaning forward against the wall while he took me from behind. He gave me an orgasm and then came in me and then we soaped up each other which gave Todd another erection. He carried me, dripping wet, to the bed and did me for the fifth time. I didn't climax and it took him a long time before he did.
Then I told him that I really, really did have to get going and I got up and dried myself off and started dressing. As I dressed we talked and Todd asked me if we could do it again and I told him that we would see. We kissed and then I was in my car and heading home. As I drove I thought about what I had just done. I had cheated on my husband. I had cheated on him knowingly and – I admitted to myself – to spite Howard for his lack of attention. It wasn't as Earth shaking as I had expected it to be, but then neither had it been an empty gesture. Todd had given me several very good orgasms the five times he did me which, by the way, was three more than Howard had given me at any one time and Todd had eaten my pussy – twice! But as much as I had enjoyed the orgasms the sex itself was still no better that what I got from Howard. By the time I got home I knew the answer to Todd's question. No. We would not be doing it again.
++++++++++++++++++++
Todd and I stayed in touch, but the intervals between phone calls got longer and longer and then they just stopped. I think he was feeling as guilty over cheating on his wife as I was feeling for cheating on Howard.
I no longer looked at other men and wondered what they would be like.
What I did was sit Howard down and give him an ultimatum. Basically I told him to "use me or lose me." I told him I wanted a sex life and that if he wasn't interested in giving it to me I would get a divorce and go looking for some one who would. That pretty much shook him up and he must have decided that keeping me happy would be less of a hassle than going through a divorce. Cheaper too. He stepped up and answered the call and our love life is back up to two and three times a week and one or two of those times it will usually be twice. Howard loves blow jobs and I told him he can have all he wants as long as he reciprocates and he has answered the call there also. He is sending me flowers at work and doing all the romantic things he used to do.
For my part I've acquired an entire drawer full of sexy lingerie that I model for him and there are nights when he comes home from work to find me waiting for him in nothing but "come fuck me" pumps and a smile.
I could have done all these things before Todd and probably have achieved the same result and I have no idea why I didn't. In a way I'm glad I had my little fling with Todd because it showed me that the grass is not always greener on the other side of the fence and that instead of climbing that fence I should have been watering and fertilizing the grass I had.
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I was on the leg press when I saw her come in. Tall woman, I would guess 5'8'' or 5'9" and maybe 125 pounds. Blond hair put up in a pony-tail and from the looks of her I figured that she was there more to stay in shape than to get into shape. She was the kind of woman I liked to see in the circuit machine area -- someone easy on the eyes, someone you could watch and appreciate while you worked out.
I finished my three sets on the leg press and was moving to the chest press to work on the anterior deltoids, and triceps when I noticed that she looked a little confused as she stood there looking at the leg extension machine. I walked over to her.
"First time here?"
"Yes."
"You ever use any of these machines before?"
"No. I have a treadmill and a Stairmaster in my basement, but I've never used anything like this before."
"You looking to work on a specific area or just a general workout?"
"Just a general workout. The Stairmaster and the treadmill don't do anything for my arms and upper body."
"If you would like I can give you a quick tour and some information on how to use the equipment."
"Do you work here? A personal trainer?"
"No to both. I'm just here for my workout, but I remember my first time here and if someone hadn't taken the time to explain the equipment to me I could very well have ended up hurting myself. My name is Rob" I said as I extended my hand. She took it and said:
"Minerva, but I prefer to be called Minnie. And yes. I would like it if you showed me around."
I walked her through the circuit training area and explained all the machines to her. I showed her how to adjust the seat, select the weights and gave her a short explanation of what muscle group the machine was designed to work. I pointed out that the machines were numbered and explained that it was best if she used the machines in numerical order.
"They are laid out so you don't keep working the same area over and over. One is for hamstrings, two is for triceps, outer delts and pecs, and three is for quadriceps and so on. Any questions?"
"I'm sure that I'll have dozens once I get started."
She moved to machine number one -- the leg press- and started working out and I moved on to finish my workout. I kept looking back at her to see that she was okay (I think I already mentioned that she was easy on the eyes) and she seemed to be getting along okay. I finished my workout, did my stretches and was getting ready to head for the showers when she stopped me.
"Do you work out here often?"
"Every day, Monday through Friday. I'm here when the doors open at five in the morning."
She looked at the wall clock that said three-fifteen and said, "You have been here ten hours?"
I chuckled and said, "No. I was out of town yesterday and I flew in at eleven this morning so today is a late day for me. Nice meeting you Minnie. You take care and hopefully I'll see you around" and then I headed for the shower room.
+++++++++++++++++++++
As he headed for the shower I decided that he would indeed see me around. I hadn't expected to find what I wanted so quickly, but he would do. Fairly good looking, obviously in good shape, no wedding ring -- not that that meant anything, after all, hadn't I taken off mine? Yes he would do nicely. As I watched his tight butt disappear through the door of the men's locker room I thought back on the series of events that brought me -- a married woman -- to this gym with the prime purpose of picking up a man (and maybe losing that extra ten pounds I didn't want) but make no mistake, the man is what I was after.
I met Brad when he came to work at Chambers Brothers where I was the office manager. He was charming, witty and extremely good looking and when he asked me to have dinner with him I said yes. It was a fun evening and I said yes to a second date and that one led to a third and then a fourth, fifth and sixth. I'm not a prude, but I'm not a slut either and I do like sex -- a lot -- but I really have to like a guy before I give it up and I really liked Brad so on our seventh date he got lucky. In addition to Brad's other good qualities he turned out to be an excellent lover.
We became a couple and for the next four months we kept steady company. Then disaster struck. I got pregnant. It wasn't supposed to happen, but it did. I couldn't use birth control pills because of some bad side effects so I depended on diaphragms, spermicides and douching, but it seemed that those methods failed me. My fault, not Brad's since I had told him I was protected. I did what I thought was the right thing and broke up with Brad.
After three weeks of hounding me for the reason for the breakup I finally told him that I was pregnant and he got points for not saying, "Is it mine" or "Are you sure that I'm the father?" Instead he said that we needed to hurry up and get married so the timing would look right when the baby was born. I told him that we would not be getting married; that I was not going to have a husband who married me out of a sense of obligation. I told him that I had been the one to screw up and I would shoulder the responsibility. He stared at me for several seconds and then walked back to his desk and took something out of his briefcase and then walked back to me. He handed me a little box covered in black velvet and told me to open it. Inside was an engagement ring.
"I was just getting ready to ask you to marry me when you broke it off between us. We can have the license and blood tests out of the way by Thursday, see a justice of the peace on Friday and have the weekend for a honeymoon. What do you say?"
What could I say but yes and it went off as planned. Five months into the pregnancy I miscarried and there were some complications with the end result that I could never have children. Brad was a little disappointed because he wanted kids, but he told me that it was no biggie, that we could always adopt.
++++++++++++
For the next six years I thought that I had a great marriage and a loving husband. And then I found out that I was probably wrong about that. Brad had left Chambers Brothers for a higher paying position at McFee and Sons. It might have been for more money, but as far as I was concerned it wasn't a better job. It involved a lot of late hours and some traveling which left me home alone with not much else to do but watch idiotic TV shows or read books. I didn't take up any outside hobbies or activities because I wanted to be sure that my time was free so I could spend it with Brad when he was home.
Brad had just returned from a trip and we were attending a promotion party for one of the men he worked with. It was being held at the Marriott and it was my first exposure to the people he worked with. About an hour into the affair I had to use the ladies room. While there I refreshed my makeup, but when I looked in my clutch for my comb it wasn't there. Then I remembered that I had used it in the car and had put it in my coat pocket. I went to the coatroom and found my coat hanging on the rack in the back. I was fishing in the pocket for my comb when I heard a woman's voice just outside the coatroom say:
"Did you get a look at Brad's wife?"
"I'll say. After seeing her I have to wonder what he sees in Alice."
"Do you think she suspects that he is taking Alice to the motel for long lunches?"
"I doubt it. She doesn't look like the type to put up with that kind of crap."
"You sorry you said no when Brad hit on you? Alice says he is a tiger in the sack."
"No, I'm not sorry. I did consider it for a bit because he is such a hunk, but I decided against it. There is no percentage in playing around with a married man. How about you? Were you tempted?"
"No. I've got a good man at home and even though Brad is like you say -- a hunk -- I'm not willing to risk what I have for some one who plays around like Brad."
"Knowing Alice I'm surprised that she hasn't done something tacky like getting buddy-buddy with Brad's wife. You know what I mean?"
"Oh yeah. The old "See how nice I am? I'll bet you don't know I'm screwing your husband" act. I'm pretty sure that Brad has warned her and he probably is watching her pretty close."
"I wonder if her fiancée knows what she is doing?"
"Probably not. He seems to 'gah-gah' over her to see anything but what she wants him to see."
"We had better get back. Don't want to miss the fun if Alice slips by Brad and gets to his wife."
I stood there stunned over what I'd just heard. My Brad cheating on me? No way! It couldn't be my Brad. There had to be another Brad working there. I got my comb out of my coat pocket and went back to the ladies room. I was washing my hands in the sink when a rather brassy looking blonde walked in. She came over next to me and took her lipstick out of her clutch purse. She glanced over at me, smiled and said:
"You're Brad's wife, right? Minnie is it?"
"That's right."
"I'm Alice. I work with Brad. We have done a lot together since he came to work with us."
"I believe I've heard your name mentioned."
"Well it is nice meeting you finally. Brad does talk a lot about you when we are together."
"Spend a lot of time together I take it?"
"Oh yes. We are assigned to the same cost center so we end up working a lot of projects together."
"Nice meeting you Alice, but I need to get back to the party."
As I walked out of that restroom I was no longer saying, "Oh no, not my Brad" but "I wonder if there is anything to what those two women were saying." But it wasn't until I got back to the table and told Brad that I'd met Alice in the bathroom that things took a turn for the worse.
"She told me that she spends a lot of time with you and that you two have done a lot together since you came to work here."
The quick flash of concern (or was it fear) that went across his face pretty much told me that where there was smoke there was likely to be fire. I noticed that for the rest of the night Brad kept glancing nervously at the table where Alice was sitting. I also noticed several people watching our table with bemused grins and smiles on their faces. Did every one know? Were they thinking "That poor woman. If only she knew" or were they thinking "Way to go Brad. Wife and lover in the same room and the wife is clueless."
Brad was quiet on the way home and after several minutes I asked him if something was the matter and he said no; that he was thinking that if he had made the move sooner that would have been his promotion party. I smiled and told him not to worry that he'd get the next promotion.
I kept my suspicions to myself and tried to act normal the rest of the weekend, but it wasn't easy. Brad had been gone four days and he wanted to make love. I was hesitant. I didn't want to make love to him if he was cheating on me, but I really didn't know that he was. I had my suspicions, but that was all. That plus the fact that my refusal would not be normal let me give him what he wanted, but my heart wasn't in it and for the first time in our marriage Brad didn't bring me to orgasm.
As soon as Brad left for work on Monday I called into work and arranged to take three days off. I was parked where I could see Brad's car when he came out of the building at lunch time. He had Alice with him. They were laughing and talking as they went over and got in his car. As they pulled out of the parking lot my heart sank as I began to accept that my husband was a cheating bastard. I pulled out and followed them as they turned on Wilcox and headed south toward motel row. I was debating on whether to wait for them to head for a room or confront him when he got out of the car when his turn signal came on and he pulled into the parking lot at Denny's. I parked across the street and watched as Brad and Alice walked into the restaurant. I started to castigate myself for being a stupid, jealous woman. I should have known that my Brad wasn't going to cheat on me. I followed them back to work and then I did what I always did to relive stress -- I went shopping.
I hit Victoria's Secret, Lane Bryant and a half dozen other places and bought myself some sexy clothes to wear for my hubby when I made it up to him for all the bad thoughts I'd been having.
Before he left for work that morning Brad told me that he would be working late and while I was a little surer now that he wasn't cheating on me I still had taken the time off to investigate and I would see it through. More to punish myself for doubting him than for any other reason. At five-thirty Alice came out, got in her car and drove away. I forced myself to sit in my car and watch the building as I told myself:
"You stupid bitch! You should have known better. Sit here, be bored, waste a night because of your stupid idea that Brad was a cheater."
At eight-thirty Brad came out of the building with two other men and while they were walking to their cars I took off so I could beat Brad home. When he walked in the door he found me waiting for him in what he called my "fuck suit" - a pair of black pumps with five inch heels and nothing else. I did my absolute best to fuck his brains out.
The next day I was again parked outside where I could see Brad's car. At lunch time he came out of the building with the same two men I'd seen him with the previous night. I followed them until they turned into the parking lot at The Red Robin and then I went home. I fixed Brad's favorite dinner; put on one of the outfits I'd bought at Victoria's Secret and was waiting just inside the front door when Brad walked into the house at six. I handed him the martini that I had prepared for him (shaken -- not stirred) and when he took it from me I went to my knees, unzipped him and gave him head while he sipped his martini.
Over dinner he asked me what was the occasion and I told him no special occasion, I just thought things were getting a little stale in the bedroom and needed some spicing up. The night was just as exhausting as the previous one.
Before he left the next morning he told me that it would be another late night for him and not to hold dinner. I smiled at him and told him I would be waiting. Again, more to punish myself for my mistrust than for any other reason I was outside watching when he and Alice left the building for lunch. I followed along and wondered what restaurant it would be that day. Brad's right turn signal came on and I looked over to the right and saw that it wasn't a restaurant parking lot. He was turning into the parking lot for the Days Inn. I watched as Brad went into the office and got a key and I watched as he and Alice went into room 116 and I was still watching when the two of the came out of the room two hours later.
There were tears in my eyes as I drove home. Anger, hurt, humiliation and rage -- I suffered a little of each as my mind tried to cope with the betrayal. I was outside again at five when he and Alice came out together and drove back to the Days Inn and went into room 116. They hadn't even given up the room.
I'd had all day to think about it and as I drove home I made up my mind. My revenge would to be to let Brad support me while I cut back on the amount of sex I gave him as I looked for lovers of my own. I would never refuse Brad sex, but I would never again be the one to initiate it. As I sat at my kitchen table and sipped a glass of white wine I thought about what I was going to do. I was going to take on a lover (or lovers) and as long as I was going to do it I wanted one who could fuck my brains out as often as we could get together. He would need to be in good shape and have plenty of stamina. What better place to look than at a gym and while I shopped for my lover maybe I could get rid of the extra ten pounds that I thought I was carrying.
++++++++++++++++++
I was waiting at the door to the gym at five with Bonnie and Debbie, two of the other regulars, when she walked up and said "Good morning."
"Good morning to you. Decide to do it early?"
"Need to get it done before I go to work. Can't do it during the day and I have too much going on in the evenings so here I am. Besides, if I come in when you do you can keep an eye on me and make sure I don't do something dumb and maybe hurt myself."
Oh I would most definitely keep an eye on her I thought to myself. I saw Bonnie and Debbie look at each other and smile when Minnie said that. I had tried to hit on both of them at one time or another and with no luck. Debbie had almost been tempted, but she was engaged and Bonnie was happily married. I had already noticed the absence of rings on Minnie's ring finger, but that might not mean anything. She might have taken them off to exercise. I'd just have to play it by ear.
Linda unlocked the door at five on the dot and Minnie and I headed for the circuit room while Bonnie and Debbie headed for the lap pool. I helped Minnie get started on machine number one -- the leg press -- and then I went to the free weight room and got a twenty-five pound weight, went to the rack and did fifty crunches. By the time I was done Minnie was on the second machine in the circuit -- the chest press. I watched her for a minute or so and then moved to the leg press.
As I worked out I watched Minnie and the more I watched the more certain I was that I was going to take a shot at her and I started thinking of how to make my move. First I figured that I'd better give it a couple of days to develop some sort of rapport, but then I thought that she might not come back. She wouldn't be the first one to start an exercise program, go once or twice, and then decide that staying in bed for that extra hour of sleep was more inviting. If I was going to go for it it had better be now. Doing the crunches had put me behind and it would be necessary for me to finish up when Minnie did so I skipped the seated leg curl and only did one set of thirty reps on the shoulder press and then I grabbed a quick shower.
I was leaning on the front counter leafing through some brochures when Minnie came out of the women's locker room. As she came toward me I turned and faced her.
"Got time for a cup of coffee?"
She looked at her watch and then said, "Since I showered here and only need to dress for work when I get home I guess I have time. The juice bar here?"
"No. Too many people will stop to say hi. How about the IHOP on the corner?"
"That will work."
When she settled on the seat across from me I said, "So how do you feel after your first full work out?"
"Not bad. My legs are okay, but my arms feel like they are made out of lead."
"Your arms just aren't used to it. Back off to a lighter weight for the next couple of workouts and then gradually increase it when you get used to exercising."
"And that will take what, about five or six years?"
"Oh come on now, it won't be that bad. Didn't you say that you had a treadmill and a Stairmaster at home?"
"Yeah, but I don't think I mentioned that they also make me ache."
As she sipped her coffee I made a point of looking at my watch and then I said:
"I know you will need to leave soon to get ready for work and I know that I don't have much time so I'll just have to jump in with both feet. I would like to get to know you better. Would you like to have dinner with me tonight?"
"I would like that, but I don't know if I can make it tonight. Why don't you give me a number where I can reach you and as soon as I get to work and check my calendar I'll give you a call."
We finished our coffee and she got up to leave. I admired her tight looking ass as she walked toward the front door. If I had any kind of luck at all I would find out just how tight it was.
++++++++++++
I could feel his eyes on my ass as I headed for the door. I wasn't sure, but I thought that Brad would be "working late" that night and I would call him as soon as I got to work and find out. If he was going to be working late I would have dinner with Rob. Dinner and just maybe something else. It would depend on Rob. If he was a fast worker he could get lucky. I didn't really want to behave like a slut so I wouldn't be making any moves, but I had decided on Rob as my revenge lover and the sooner we got to it the better I would like it.



Brad was already gone when I got home so on the off chance that I would be having dinner with Rob I selected a bra and panty set that I had purchased at Victoria's Secret to tantalize Brad but which he would now never see and then I pulled on a dress that showed my legs to their best advantage. I put my sexiest heels in a tote bag. I'd put them on after work if I was going to meet Rob. For work I chose a pair of flats.
Ten minutes after getting to work I was on the phone to Brad. "I don't remember honey. Did you say you were going to be working late tonight?"
"Yes I will be. Why?"
"If you are going to be late I'm going to do some shopping. I saw something that I want to try on."
"Something sexy?"
"Oh yes, very sexy. I just hope that it fits."
I hung up on Brad and called Rob and told him I was free that evening if he still wanted to take me to dinner and got a yes. I spent the day thinking about what I was planning on doing and by quitting time I had totally changed my attitude. Where I had planned on not making any moves and would just wait for Rob to make them I had now decided not to pussyfoot around. I intended to cuckold Brad and so I should just get on with it.
Rob was waiting for me in the lobby when I got off work and as I walked toward him he softly whistled and said:
"Wow! What a difference from when you are in workout clothes."
"You like?" I said as I spun around in front of him in my sexy high heels."
"Oh yeah. You are looking good. No, make that you look fantastic."
"Good enough to eat?"
"What?"
"Let's stop playing games sweetie. I know what you want and I want it too. You want to waste time having dinner or would you rather get right to the desert?"
"When you put it that way the decision is simple. My apartment is thirty minutes from here and I don't want to waste thirty minutes. There is a hotel at the end of this block. We can be in a room in ten."
Actually it was fifteen, but who was counting.
Rob was a marvelous lover and he gave me several orgasms before I had to finally put a stop to the evening.
"I need to get going lover. I need to beat my husband home."
I saw the look that crossed his face and said, "Yes sweetie, I'm married, but I won't let it get in the way of our having fun. I assume you would like to do this again?"
"Silly question. When?"
"It can only be on the nights that he works late or is out of town. How do you feel about being on call?"
"It works for me."
"There is also the fact that this hotel is only one block from where I work and I can take long lunches."
"Would tomorrow be a long lunch day?"
"Absolutely. My lobby at twelve?"
"No. Here as soon as you can get here. I'll already have the room when you get here. That will give us just a tad more time."
"I like a man who thinks ahead."
I kissed him and headed for home.
+++++++++++++++
As she left the hotel room I wondered what kind of dim bulb she was married to that he couldn't keep her at home. She was intelligent, witty, easy to talk with, drop dead gorgeous and an absolute tiger in bed. In fact, she had so much going for her that if she wasn't married I'd consider going after her with the idea of making it a permanent arrangement and that was saying something considering I'd promised myself never again after the five year disaster that my marriage had been. Those five years with Annabelle had me saying that I'd kill myself before I'd ever get into a long term relationship again.
Then along comes something like Minnie. And she's married. Well, no one ever said that life would be fair. I'd played with married ladies before and I knew that there was one thing you could count on and that was that it wouldn't last. Maybe four or five months if you were lucky. But then four or five months with something as nice as Minnie was better than no Minnie at all and who knows, she just might be the one who would go longer. One could only hope.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I beat Brad home and was in bed freshly showered and douched when he got there. I wasn't all that keen on having sex with him knowing that I was going to be getting Alice's leftovers, but I did want to give him Rob's. And who knows, I might luck out and have the night be one of the ones when he really did work late.
I was lying on the bed naked. I was propped up on a pillow and reading Stephen Frey's "Forced Out" when Brad walked into the room. I put the book down and spread my legs and then said:
"See anything you might like?"
He just grinned and started undressing.
I almost had an orgasm when I pushed his head down so he could eat my pussy and I did have an orgasm thinking about Rob as Brad fucked me. It was a very satisfying evening for me.
+++++++++++
I was at the gym door talking with Bonnie and waiting for Linda to unlock the door when Minnie got there. The three of us made general conversation until Linda opened up. We checked in at the counter and got our towels and as Bonnie headed for the stairs Minnie leaned over and whispered in my ear:
"Don't wear yourself out this morning lover. You will need your strength come lunch time."
"No fair" a voice from behind us said, "I saw him first and I've known him longer."
We turned and saw Debbie standing there. Minnie looked at Debbie and then back at me and said:
"Oops."
I smiled at Minnie and said, "Ignore her. I gave her a chance and she shot me down."
"What did you expect?" Debbie said, "You hadn't shaved in a week and what girl wants to put up with a hairy bear."
"That's not what you told me at the time. You told me that your fiancée wouldn't like it."
"Well yeah, that too."
The girls headed for their locker room and I headed for the men's locker room. I put my work clothes in the locker and then headed for the treadmill. I put in twenty minutes at five miles an hour to get my heart rate up and then moved to the circuit room. Minnie was in the free weights room with Bonnie and Debbie and they were showing her some exercises she could do using barbells and I had moved through six of the circuit machines before she came into the circuit room. I finished my workout before she was halfway through the circuit so I walked over to the shoulder press where she was in the middle of her set. I waited until she did the last repetition and then said:
"Noon? For sure?"
"You can bet on it."
"I'll already have the room and I'll be waiting in the lobby for you."
"Did you take your vitamins this morning?"
"No."
"Better get some. I plan to be very active and I would like it if you could at least try to keep up."
"All I can promise is that I will do my best."
The hours seemed to drag along at work. The more I thought of meeting Minnie for a long lunch hour the slower time seemed to go. Finally, after a couple of years, it was eleven forty-five. As I left the office I told the receptionist that I would be having a long lunch with a client if anyone came asking about me. I was sitting in the hotel lobby, room key in my pocket, when I saw Minnie come in the front door. I got up and walked to the elevator, pushed the button and waited for the door to open. Minnie walked up and we stood there not talking or acknowledging each other. There wasn't any way that anyone watching would have known that we were together.
The car arrived, the door opened and the two of us walked inside. As soon as the door was fully closed we were in a clinch. I had my hand in her blouse and she was pulling my zipper down. When the door opened on three we raced for room 306. Once inside it was a race to see who could get their clothes off first. Minnie won because she cheated. She didn't take off her nylons, garter belt or heels.
Minnie almost didn't leave me enough strength to go back to work. I began to wonder if I even needed to go to the gym with the workouts she was giving me.
++++++++++++++++++
As I rode the elevator down from the third floor I thought back over the day. It had been most informative. It started when I was in the locker room with Bonnie and Debbie. As I was putting my stuff in my locker Bonnie said:
"Is Rob your first revenge fuck?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"I asked if Rob is your first revenge fuck."
"I have no idea what you are talking about."
"You don't recognize us? You really have no idea of who we are?"
"I don't believe I've ever seen either one of you before I started coming here."
"Well I guess we did look a lot different in heels and evening dresses but I thought for sure that you would have recognized our voices. Tell me, does this sound familiar? "Do you think she suspects that he is taking Alice to the motel for long lunches?"
She saw from the look on my face that I finally knew what she was talking about.
"Debbie and I saw you go into the coatroom. You were meant to hear what we said. I'm betting that you checked it out and found out that it was true. Suddenly you are here working out and Rob has that "well fucked" look on his face so the question is, is he your first revenge fuck?"
I had looked from one to the other, shrugged and then said, "Yes he is."
I had looked at booth of them again and then had asked, "You disliked Brad that much that you had to make sure that I knew what he was doing?"
"It wasn't as much disliking Brad as hating Alice" Bonnie said, "We both despise her. And to be honest about it I'm not too keen on Brad either. I can't stand a cheater. My ex cheated on me and it destroyed our family. Our kids are still having trouble getting over our divorce."
"I have the same basic problem" Debbie said. "My fiancée is an ex-fiancée because I caught him playing stink finger with one of my now ex-girlfriends."
I remembered the conversation I'd overheard and asked them if it was true that Brad had hit on them and they both said that he had. Then they told me that he had hit on almost every woman in the office -- married and single -- and he had scored with at least three of them in addition to Alice. Then Debbie hit me with a question that I didn't have an answer for.
"Is Rob just going to be the first? Are you going to try other lovers?"
"Why do you want to know that?"
"I don't know; just curious."
"Oh bullshit" Bonnie said. "The truth is that she has had her eye on Rob since she dumped her fiancée. What she wants to know is are you keeping him or are you going to move on to someone else so she can go after Rob."
I'd had to think about that for a couple of seconds before I admitted that I didn't really know what I was going to do. I explained that I had gone after Rob so I would have something to throw into Brad's face and that I had never considered going after lovers plural. It gave me something to think about.
++++++++++++++++++++
I looked down at her as she slept soundly next to me. I noticed what I thought was a slight smile on her face and I hoped that it was because of me. God knows I'd worked hard at trying to make sure that she enjoyed what we were doing. I still marveled at the stupidity of her husband. That he didn't do all in his power to keep her at home with him just absolutely astounded me. The more time I spent with her the more I wished that she wasn't married.
The last seven months had been magic for me. Minnie had made me change my mind about never getting into another long term relationship. She had made me want to make her mine forever. Not that I could tell her that. She had done nothing that would lead me to believe that what we had was anything more than a sexual interlude that would some day end and I was careful not to say or do anything that would bring that day closer. I very much wanted to hold onto what I had. Long lunches two and sometimes three times a week; entire nights when her husband was out of town on business and the occasional quickie after our morning workouts at the gym. I just could not get enough of her. If I couldn't have her full time I hoped that I could at least have her part-time for the next twenty or thirty years.
++++++++++++
I woke him with a blow job and when he was up (both awake AND erect) I moved over him and used my right hand to guide him into me. It was a simply marvelous way to start the day. As we showered together I had to keep pushing his hands away or we would have ended up back on the bed and I would have ended up being late for work. I wanted to end up back on the bed. I was still hot from what had happened when Brad made his nightly 'check-in' phone call. Rob was doing me doggie when the call came and he wouldn't pull out and let me take the call.
I scooted across the bed to the phone with Rob coming along behind me. We were like two dogs in heat tied together by the knot in the dogs cock. I answered the call and then talked with Brad while Rob kept slowly fucking me. I was so hot that my pussy still tingled as I thought about it eight hours later. After I hung up I tried to berate Rob for his actions, but he just smiled and said:
"Bitch all you want lover, but you loved it."
And I had. Oh God had I ever. We went to the gym for our morning work out and then we stopped and had breakfast at the IHOP. Over French toast I asked:
"Long lunch today or did you get enough last night?"
"You know the answer to that one."
"Oh yeah? And what would that be?"
"I can never get enough of you."
"Long lunch it is then. Take your vitamins."
On the way from the IHOP to work I wondered just how long I was going to keep seeing Rob before having my confrontation with my "loving husband." My original plan was to have a short affair, confront Brad about his affair with Alice, throw mine with Rob in his face and then ask him if he wanted to stop the running around and try to make the marriage work. That was before finding out from Debbie and Bonnie about his other affairs.
Armed with what Debbie and Bonnie told me I had done some discrete investigating and had found out that Brad had three short affairs with girls who worked at Chambers Brothers AFTER he had married me and before he had taken his current job. The question I had been asking myself for months was did I want to try and make the marriage work and more and more I found myself thinking that the answer to that question was "No, not really."
I was having a blast giving Brad well used pussy. I made sure that I had sex with Brad after having made love to Rob. It was rarely 'right after' but always on the same day. I was always showered and douched so he wouldn't ever suspect, but except for when he went out of town I always gave myself to Brad within hours of when Rob pulled out of me.
I was enjoying the hell out of cuckolding my husband.
And, I suddenly realized, I didn't want to give up Rob.
Now what do I do?
++++++++++++++++++
I had the room key in my hand when I saw her coming in the front entrance. Between the time we'd had breakfast at the IHOP and the time I checked in and got the room key I'd had a complete change of heart. I was killing myself -- at least mentally -- by continuing my affair with Minnie. I had to admit to myself that I was hopelessly in love with her and not being able to have her full time was really messing me up. My work was suffering because Minnie was always on my mind. When I wasn't with her I was always thinking ahead to when I would be.
I had no life when I wasn't with her. I'd sit in my apartment and stare at the walls and think about her and count the minutes until it was time to hit the gym in the morning and see her again. We had talked and I knew why she was seeing me and she showed no interest in ever leaving her husband.
I couldn't continue on with her only being part time in my life. For my own good I needed to end it. I would even have to change gyms so I wouldn't have to suffer seeing her. As I watched her walk toward the elevator where I was waiting I knew that it would be a hard thing to do, but I also knew that I had to do it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Brad came into the bedroom with a towel wrapped around his waist and still dripping from his shower. As I slipped my heels on I asked him what time he would be home for dinner and when he said he would be working late again something in my mind snapped. As I picked up my purse from the dresser I said:
"Why don't you just go ahead and spend the night with Alice instead of trying to hurry home. That way I can spend the night at Rob's place instead of rushing home so I can be here when you get here."
"What the hell are you saying?"
"You know full well what I'm saying Brad, but not to worry sweetie; no need for a divorce. You just see Alice or whomever when you get the urge and don't worry about me. Rob will keep me occupied."
I headed for the front door and he yelled, "Just a god damned minute Minerva. Are you telling me that you are cheating on me with a guy named Rob? Who the fuck is Rob?"
"He's the guy I took up with when I found out about Alice, Mary, Wendy, Sally (the names Bonnie and Debbie had given me), Doris, Beverly and Charlotte (the girls who worked at Chambers Brothers). At least I only took one instead of a herd."
"What the fuck does that have to do with anything? I'm a man and all men play on the side. You are my wife and you are supposed to keep yourself for me."
That statement caught me by surprise and the ridiculousness of it made me laugh.
"This is no laughing matter Minerva. There is no way I am going to have whore for a wife."
I was still laughing as I left the house. On the drive to work I thought back over the last twenty-four hours. I met Rob at the motel and we made mad, passionate love. As we were leaving Rob told me that it was our last time. He told me how he felt and that he just couldn't go on. I wasn't prepared for that. Somehow I had thought that he would always be there.
I spent the rest of the day at work in a funky mood and really wasn't sure why. Then last night I had cheered up some as I fed Brad Rob's leftovers, but when we were done I had trouble sleeping. In the morning I had gone to the gym, but Rob wasn't there. I went through my workout and then had gone home to hear Brad's ridiculous statement that cheating was okay for him because he was a man. The thought of that got me laughing again.
++++++++++++
Work sucked. All I could think about was Minnie and the fact that I would never see her again. The fact that my cell phone went off every ten minutes and the screen showed that the caller was Minnie didn't help things any.
I managed to get through the morning and just before lunch my secretary stuck her head in the door and told me that my eleven-thirty appointment was in the outer office. I checked my calendar, but didn't see an appointment for that morning. It wouldn't be the first time that something got screwed up so I got up and went to the outer office. Minnie was standing there. I didn't know what to say so I just said,:
"Good morning. Come on into the office."
I stood aside to let her walk in and then I followed and closed the door behind me. She turned to face me and said:
"I was afraid that you might forget our lunch date so I thought I would drop by and we could go together."
I started to say something, but Minnie held up her hand to stop me.
"I heard what you said yesterday Rob, but you are my friend and friends need to stick together during rough times. I'm going to need someone to hold my hand while I go through a messy divorce and then maybe comfort me when it is over. Can I count on you to be there for me?"
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All of the signs were there; had been for some time, but for various reasons they hadn't registered on me. The biggest reason being my job. My company had been bought out and the new management had come in, reorganized and I was scrambling to re-learn that I thought, up until then, that I had down cold. I concentrated on work and as a result I didn't notice what was going on at home.
The one thing I did notice was that my wife Beth was working late more often than she had been and when I asked about it she explained that she was shooting for a promotion at work.
"I want to make more money Rob. I'm scared right now. You hear all kinds of horror stories about what happens when one company buys out another. You are busting your ass to try and fit into the way the new company operates, but what if they suddenly decide that you aren't doing it fast enough or the way they want it and let you go? The promotion will give us the extra money we will need while you find something else."
It made sense to me so I put it out of my mind.
But I did learn to do my job the new way and I did it well enough to get a promotion out of it. With the job pressures gone my mind was freed up and I began to notice things. Things like phone conversations that ended abruptly when I would come into the room. Things like answering the phone and hearing the other party hang up. Things like Beth still working late and on some Saturdays for a promotion that never seemed to come.
The biggest thing however, was the change in our sex life. It had always been good and we usually made love three or four times a week. That didn't change, but what did change was the way it occurred. Our usual practice had been "anywhere, anytime" the mood grabbed us, but that gradually changed. It wasn't spontaneous anymore, it took on more structure and it was a while before I noticed that it usually happened on the nights Beth worked late and always on Saturdays. Always on a Saturday whether she worked or not. On the Saturdays she didn't work she had a standing lunch/shopping date with her best friend Marci and when she got home she always wanted to make love.
I don't know if I ever would have connected the dots had it not been for a broken beer bottle. It was a Tuesday morning and Tuesday is trash pick-up day in our neighborhood. I usually put the trash out when I leave for work. That particular morning as I was carrying out the trash bags one of the bags broke open and spilled its contents in the driveway. A piece of a broken beer bottle had cut a slit in the bag and the jouncing of my steps as I carried the bag to the curb had caused the hole to enlarge and eventually the trash spilled out.
I went back into the garage and got another trash bag and started picking things up off the driveway. One of the things I picked up was a motel bill from a local motel. It had Beth's name on it and it was from the previous Saturday and it had been paid for with cash. I knelt there staring at the bill in my hand and I started having bad thoughts. Beth must have cleaned out her car and dumped the trash in one of the garbage cans in the garage. No need to be careful about something like that, right? After all, who digs through the garbage?
The conclusion was inescapable - Beth was cheating on me. The question was did I confront her with what I had - just a motel receipt - or did I look for more. I finally decided that I needed something a little more definite than what I had. The next time Beth told me she was working late I drove over to where she worked and found all the lights off and the place locked up tight. The following Saturday she said she was working and I told her I had an early golf date with a couple of the guys I worked with and I left the house. When Beth came out I was down the block and I followed her. She drove to the other side of town and pulled into the parking lot of a Super 8 motel. She pulled up in front of one of the units, got out of her car and went up and knocked on the door, it opened and she went inside.
I settled down to watch and wait and three hours later Beth came out, got in her car and drove off. I sat there and kept my eye on the door to see who would be coming out. It was almost a half hour wait, but then the door opened and Beth's lover came out. I was stunned - it was a woman! My wife was cheating on me with a woman. The woman got in a car and drove off and I sat there staring at the door to that motel unit for another twenty minutes before I shook off the funk I was in and headed home.
On my way home I stopped off at my favorite watering hole and I was sitting at the bar nursing a Black Jack with water back when one of my buddies took the stool next to me. He took one look at me and said:
"Problems hoss? You look like you best bird dog just died."
"Not far from it, not far from it at all."
I told him the story and he shook his head. "Sounds like she was using you to camouflage the fact that she is a carpet muncher."
"What I don't understand is the sex angle. Why is she always wanting to make love to me after she has been with her lover?"
"Guilt man. Either she is feeling guilty over what she has just done and is trying to assuage the guilt or it is more camouflage. She figures if she jumps your bones as soon as she gets home you won't wonder about what she might have been doing while she was out."
Talking about Beth was depressing me so I changed the subject to football, had one more drink and then I headed on home. As I sat and waited for the garage door opener to lift the door I wondered how long she had been using me for cover; how long had she played me for a fool. I walked into the house and into the kitchen. Beth was at the sink when I came into the room and she came to me, threw her arms around me and tried to kiss me, but I turned my head away from her. She stepped back from me and said:
"What's the matter baby?"
"I don't know Beth; why don't you tell me."
"Tell you what Rob?"
"Tell me all about what you did this morning."
"You know what I did Rob, I worked."
"Then why weren't you there when I came by to take you to lunch?"
"We finished early and I called Marci and met her for lunch and then we did some shopping."
"You and Marci always have lunch and shop at the Super 8 Motel over on Montrose? And how come you never told me that Marci had undergone radical plastic surgery? I didn't even recognize her when she came out of that motel room."
The color drained out of Beth's face when I mentioned the Super 8. I walked by her and went down the stairs into the basement, grabbed a couple of suitcases and then carried them upstairs and put them on the bed. Beth came into the room and saw me taking clothes out of the closet.
"What are you doing Rob?"
"Packing."
"No, no no no Rob, we have to talk."
"No we don't Beth. I saw all I needed to see today and what I saw told me all that I needed to know. You have been cheating on me and I caught you. We are done. History. Over."
"Please Rob, you have to let me....."
"Get out of here Beth. Get out of here and get away from me before I do something I'll regret. Just take your lesbian ass out of here. The sight of you is making me sick to my stomach."
"No Rob, we are going to ta....."
I spun around, grabbed her and pulled her to the front door. I opened it, pushed her outside and closed and locked the door behind her. Then I went through the house and made sure all the doors and windows were locked. Her purse was on the kitchen counter so she didn't have keys to get back in. I heard her beating on the door and demanding to be let back in, but I ignored her as I packed all my stuff and moved it out into the garage and loaded my car. I would have to leave the big stuff like my tool box and compressor, but I could come back in a couple of days and get them when Beth was at work.
When I was loaded and ready to go I went to the front door and opened it so Beth could come in. Not because I wanted to say anything, but because I didn't want her laying down in the driveway or doing some other stupid thing like that to keep me from leaving. She came in madder than a wet hen.
"Damn it Rob, you can't do this without at least talking to me."
"All right then, go sit in the living room. I'll wash my hands and then give you a couple of minutes to tell your lies."
She started to say something, thought better of it and went into the living room. I turned on the water in the kitchen sink to cover the sound of me going out the connecting door into the garage and was halfway down the driveway before she came running out onto the front door and onto the porch. In the rearview I watched her watch me drive away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I checked into a motel and the next day I started apartment hunting. I found one that I liked, filled out the paperwork and put down a deposit. I wouldn't be able to move in until they ran a credit check and checked my references. I figured that Tuesday would be move in day. Monday morning I did all the stuff with bank accounts and credit cards; called a few people I knew for a recommendation on a divorce attorney, called one and made an appointment for Wednesday. I had a dozen calls from Beth and I didn't take them or return them.
Tuesday brought another dozen or so calls from Beth which I again refused to take. I got a call from the apartment manager telling me that everything had checked out and I could stop by and pick up the key. There were only a half dozen calls from Beth on Wednesday, but I started hearing from friends and relatives who all wanted to put their two-cents worth in. I was over-reacting. I was being cruel in not sitting down with Beth and talking things out. It was all just a misunderstanding that could be cleared up if I would just sit down and talk with Beth. We were obviously meant to be together; just talk it out and you can get by it. And on, and on and on.
The attorney wasn't at all helpful. We lived in a no fault state and everything would end up being split fifty/fifty and I had no problem with that. I would end up paying court costs and I had expected that. The bad news was that if Beth chose to get an attorney and fight, things could drag out for months and legal fees would start to mount and I would probably end up having to pay Beth's attorney's fees. I told him to go ahead and that we would just have to see what happened.
I decided that my best move would be to tell Beth in no uncertain terms that it was over and to leave me alone. I took her first call on Thursday and went straight at it.
"Beth, I do not want to talk with you. I don't need or want to hear what you have to say. There is no excuse for cheating. It doesn't matter if it is with another man, another woman or a Great Dane; sex with anyone other than your spouse is cheating and cheating is something I will not accept. So we have nothing to talk about. I have seen an attorney and started divorce proceedings and I would appreciate it if you would just leave me alone. Goodbye."
She was served, she didn't contest it and six months later the final decree was issued. To do the fifty/split of assets the house would have to be sold so I cut a deal and bought out Beth's half, refinanced the house and got on with my life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Our town wasn't all that big and over the next six months I saw Beth a dozen or so times at stores and restaurants and the like. The first couple of times I just ignored her or turned and walked the other way. Gradually the bitterness faded and a couple of times I caught myself smiling at her. She noticed and smiled back. Another month went by and one day we saw each other at the mall and she waved at me and I caught myself just as I was going to raise my arm and wave back. I couldn't do it. She might take it as a thawing of sorts and make her think she could approach me and start a conversation and that would not be a good thing. I needed to keep her away from me. Why? Because I loved her. Leaving her and divorcing her were the hardest things I ever had to do in my life. But she cheated and to me cheating was the worst sin imaginable. It was the one thing I could never forgive. I could not, just could not get by that.
Another six months went by during which time I started dating again and I eventually found the girl I wanted. She wanted the same thing as I did - a relationship with no strings. All I wanted was some one I could go out with, have fun with and enjoy sex with and not have to worry about rings, wedding bells and the like. On our third date Sam (short for Samantha) said:
"I like you Rob. You are a good looking guy and a fun date, but I'll warn you ahead of time that all I'm interested in is a "friends with benefits" relationship."
"So basically, what you are telling me is that you want me as a part time fuck toy?"
"Exactly."
"Well, tell me this; while we are in this friends with benefits relationship will I be exclusive, or will you have other friends who have benefits?"
"You will be my only male friend with benefits."
"What does that mean?"
"What it means sweetie is that I am bi-sexual and I have a female friend who has benefits. When I'm not with you I will be with a hot little redhead named Gail. Will that be a problem?"
"I don't know. How exclusive is the redhead?"
"What do you mean?"
"Don't take this wrong, but in this day and age disease is a very big thing. Do I need to worry about what Gail might contribute to the relationship?"
"Oh no sweetie, I have the same worries and I am very careful. You will be my only male friend with benefits and Gail my only female one. As far as Gail picking up something I would very much doubt it. Gail is a stone ass lesbian and she would kill herself before letting a man touch her."
"What about getting something from another woman?"
"Not to worry sweetie; Gail is monogamous. She is faithful to me, God only knows why, since I have told her over and over that all I want with her is a friend with benefits relationship. She thinks she can break me of my disgusting habit of having sex with men. I keep telling her the Sun will explode before that happens. What is that?"
"What is what?"
"That look. You looked like you were going to say something and then didn't think you should."
"It is just that I don't understand the bi-sexual thing. All you can get from a woman is fingers and a mouth. You can get that from a man plus everything else a man has to offer."
"No I can't."
"No you can't what?"
"Get from a man what I can get from a woman. Even a man who likes going down on a girl and who does it enthusiastically can not do it as well as another woman. A woman knows instinctively what to do, where to touch and how hard or how light. A woman seems to be able to sense when the partner she is working on is getting close and what to do to make it last. And the one thing a woman does not do is stop when she just can't wait any longer to shove her cock into the pussy she was working on. So, is this going to be a problem?"
"No, not unless you try to get me and Gail into bed with you at the same time."
That got a huge laugh and a "God, but wouldn't I love to see that."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sam and I were three months into our relationship when she drug me to a party with her one night. We were having a good time and about two hours into the party I heard her say:
"Oh my God!"
"What?"
"That gorgeous creature who just walked in. Gail would be history in a heartbeat if I could hook up with that."
I turned and saw Beth standing just inside the door and looking around. She saw me and smiled and I turned back to Sam. I don't know why I did it, what I should have done was head for the back door and get out of there, but what I did was say:
"It shouldn't be too hard. She also favors girls."
"You know her?"
"Yes."
"Well don't just stand there; take me over there and introduce me."
"No thanks. Look, I understand that I have to share you, but I won't be a party to setting you up with who I have to share you with."
"You sure she likes girls?"
"Positive."
"Okay then, I'll handle it."
"Should I stick around, or will you be leaving with someone else?"
"Don't be a spoil-sport sweetie. We have a good thing going so let's not be getting possessive or jealous. I came with you and I'll leave with you, but depending on how things go I may not spend a whole lot of time with you between now and when we leave. Wish me luck" and she headed for Beth.
I shrugged my shoulders and then walked my empty cup over to the keg and got a refill. Then, making sure that I avoided that part of the room where Beth and Sam were I circulated and socialized with the few people there that I knew.
Maybe half an hour went by and then Sam came up to me and said, "You could have told me."
"Why? It's history; it doesn't matter any more."
"Maybe not to you, but it does to her."
"I take it you didn't score?"
"I might have, but it depends on you."
"On me? Why would it depend on me?"
"She says she will have dinner with me if I can get you to sit down with her for just fifteen minutes."
"Oh no, forget it Sam. It is behind me and I want to leave it there."
"Oh come on Rob. She says you have been divorced for over a year. Make me happy and give the girl her fifteen minutes. It can't hurt and I'll treat you really, really nice when we get back to my apartment."
Call me weak, but I had a good thing going with Sam and I didn't want to see it messed up. Sam was obviously hung up on Beth and I didn't know if she would be pissed if I cost her a chance at Beth or not. I took one last shot at trying to avoid talking to Beth.
"Why would we want to complicate what we have going for us by adding my ex-wife to the mix. Don't you realize how awkward that is going to be for me?"
"No I don't because it shouldn't. We have been going out with each other for over three months now and have you ever seen Gail? No you haven't. I keep the two of you separate and I would be the same with your ex. Come on Rob, give the poor girl closure and help me out at the same time."
"Sam. It will end badly for us and that will be twice that Beth has fucked up my life."
"Rob sweetie, I promise you I won't let anything happen. Trust me on this one, please?"
Against my better judgment I told Sam to have Beth call me and we would set up a meeting.
"Do it now baby; do it now and get it over with. If you wait until tomorrow it will just give you more time to think up reasons not to do it."
"Come on Sam; this is a party for Christ's sake. We are here to enjoy ourselves, have a good time, and not re-hash old personal problems."
"There is a Denny's two blocks away. Meet her there for coffee, give her the fifteen minutes she wants and then come on back here and party. You go on over to the restaurant and get a booth. I'll go find her and send her there."
Again, I did not want to do it, but I did want to keep what I had going with Sam so I told her to go ahead and find Beth.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting in the booth when she walked in the door. I had the same reaction that I had every time I saw her; the same reaction San had had, "Oh my God, what a gorgeous woman."
She walked over and slid into the booth across from me. "Hello Rob."
"Beth."
"How have you been?"
"Good. You?"
"I've been better. I have to admit I am surprised that you agreed to talk to me."
"Sam can be very persuasive when she wants to be."
"That surprises me too; that you would hook up with someone who is what you divorced me over."
"What does that mean?"
"You called me a lesbian and then walked out on me and here you are hooked up with a girl lover."
"I did not divorce you because you were a lesbian. I divorced you because you cheated on me."



"I am not a lesbian Rob, I am bisexual; there is a difference. I have been bi-sexual since my roommate seduced me in my freshman year at college."
"That doesn't matter Beth. All that matters is that you had a lover on the side; someone you snuck off with and had sex with. That was cheating Beth and cheating is the one thing that I can absolutely not abide. I loved you Beth, and you will never know how much it killed me to find out that you loved someone else."
"I didn't love anyone else Rob. I loved you; I always loved you. Kathy was never a threat to you. She was a toy; a sex toy for me. She gave me something that you couldn't give me. She gave me a woman's touch. I can't explain it Rob, but a woman can turn on another woman in a way that no man can. It was sex Rob, not love. She gave me what you couldn't and you gave me everything else. I didn't see it as cheating Rob. To me cheating is giving away something that belongs to your spouse and I never did that. I gave you all my love and I gave you all the sex you could handle."
"Yeah, sure, but only out of guilt."
"What does that mean?"
"There was plenty of sex all right, but for the last three months of our marriage it was only after you came home from being with your lover. I figure that it was guilt sex. You fucked me because you felt guilty for having been with your lover."
"I never fucked you Rob. I made love with you. There was no guilt involved when I came home from being with Kathy. I'd just had sex and I wanted to make love. I wanted your touch, I wanted you to make beautiful love to me and hold me and cuddle with me when it was over. I hurried home to you Rob because I needed you and I wanted to be with you."
"Well Beth, you can tell it anyway you want to, paint it any way you want to, but the bottom line is that you cheated on me. My position on that is as clear as crystal. Sex, any kind of sex, with some one not your spouse is cheating and cheating to me is unforgivable and I guess I may as well tell you why. I never told you this; in fact, I have never told anybody about it. You know that my grandparents raised me after my parents died, but I never told you how they died. Most people assume that they died in an accident of some kind, but that isn't true.
"One spring, when I was eight years old, I came home from school early one day because I got a splinter in my hand on the playground during recess. We only lived two blocks from the school and my mom didn't work so I was going to let her take care of it instead of the school nurse. I walked into the house and heard loud noises from my parent's bedroom so I walked back there. The door was open and when I looked into the room I saw my mom on the bed with a man and they were both naked. The man wasn't my dad.
"A lot of eight year olds wouldn't have known what they were looking at, but I did and I knew that since it wasn't my dad it was wrong. My mother saw me standing there watching and she quickly ended things and sent the man packing. Then she sweet talked me into promising her that I would never tell my dad what I saw. She said it would be our little secret and then she said that people who kept secrets should be rewarded and if I would keep the secret she would take me down to the ice cream store and buy me a hot fudge sundae. I loved hot fudge sundaes so I promised I would keep the secret. We went and had ice cream and I never told my dad what I saw that day.
"Once I knew what she was doing during the day while I was in school and dad was at work I saw how I could get all the hot fudge sundaes I wanted so I started coming home early once or twice a week. Maybe once in every three times I would find a man in bed with mom and it wasn't always the same man. I was always sworn to secrecy and bribed with a trip to the ice cream store. Mom wasn't stupid; she knew what I was doing and so she told me to stay in school and stop coming home and that every Wednesday she would take me out for a hot fudge sundae. I said okay and I never did tell my dad what was going on.
"One day dad came home early, found a man in bed with mom and he killed them both and then he killed himself. I've spent every day of my life since then knowing that I could have prevented it from happening. If I had told dad what was going on he would have confronted her, maybe beat the hell out of her and thrown her out of the house, but she would still be alive and so would he. By not telling him I set it up so that he could walk in on them, lose it and then kill them. I sold out for a hot fudge sundae and because of it I lost both my parents. I could have kept it from happening, but I didn't. Mom's cheating caused it, but I could have kept dad from walking in on the two lovers and I didn't. I can not abide cheating Beth, I just can't."
"Why didn't you ever tell me this?"
"I just told you why Beth. I don't talk about it because I am ashamed of what I did. I let my parents die for a fucking hot fudge sundae. Just the memory of it kills me, let alone talking about it."
"Still, it is something that I should have known about you. You should have told me."
"Yeah? Like you should have told me about your bi-sexual preferences?"
"I was afraid to tell you. There are a lot of guys who really get turned off by things like that. I was afraid if I told you that you would stop seeing me. I loved you Rob, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with you and I was afraid I would scare you off. Be honest with me Rob; would you have accepted it if I had told you?"
"I don't really know Beth. I loved you so probably yes, I would have accepted it, but I would probably also have told you never around me, never in our place and never talk to me about it."
"Rob, I still love you. There hasn't been a man in my life since you left me. Is there any chance for us? Any chance at all?"
"I don't see how Beth, not the way I feel about what you did."
"I don't know what to do now Rob. Since you left me I've held onto the idea we could eventually work it out and get back together. I don't know what to do now."
"Well, one of the things you have to do is have dinner with Samantha. Now if you will excuse me I have to get back to her and the party."
When I got back to the party I found Sam, asked her if she was ready to go and then reminded her that she had said she would treat me "really, really nice" when we got to her apartment.
"What happened?"
"I gave her the fifteen minutes. Balls in your court now."
Sam wasn't really, really nice to me when we got back to her apartment - she was downright mean! She damned near fucked me blind. I didn't even have enough strength to get out of bed and go home so I ended up spending the night and she tried to hurt me again the next morning.
We went out for breakfast and as we sat sipping coffee Sam asked me if I had settled anything with Beth the previous night and I told her that as far as I was concerned everything had been settled with the divorce. She gave me a long look and then changed the subject.
++++++++++++++++++++++
One thing I never did with Samantha was inquire about her other friend with benefits - the one on the female side - so I didn't know if she had dinner with Beth or not and I had no idea if Beth had indeed replaced Gail as Sam's female FWB. There was no change in Sam's relationship with me and to me that is all that was important. Sam and I dated two or three nights a week and what she did on the other nights I treated as strictly none of my business. I didn't know if she spent those nights with her "girlfriend" or took evening classes at the community college and only spent one night or two with her female lover. For all I knew she only saw her female lover once every two weeks. I didn't know what happened on that side and I didn't want to know. What I did know was that I was content with my life the way it was.
It was about six weeks after the party and Sam and I were having dinner before going out to a movie. Sam was unnaturally quiet during the meal and as the waiter was clearing away our empty plates I asked her if something was bothering her. She answered my question with a question.
"Have you thought about where you want to be in a couple of years?"
"No, not really."
"Well, I have. I think about it a lot. In two or three years I want to settle down, get married and have a couple of kids. The thing is I know me well enough to know that even after I'm married I'm still going to occasionally want to enjoy what a woman can give me. It wouldn't be a constant thing, maybe once a month or so, but I would want it. The problem with that of course is that I would have to have a husband who was open to it, a husband who wouldn't feel threatened by it. Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a man like that? I've only met one Rob. I've been bi since my senior year in high school and in the eight years since I graduated I've only found one man who has been able to accept it and we both know who that man is, don't we?"
I didn't have a clue as to what to say at that point so I thought it best to keep my mouth shut.
"My plan Rob, was to marry you in a couple of years."
I started to say something, but she held up her hand and said, "In a couple of years Rob, not now. I know you are not ready to get married again and I'm not really ready right now either, but when it is the right time I want the man to be you. I know that on the surface we have a pretty casual looking relationship, but it is truth time for me Rob. I love you. I have for quite some time now. I have no idea about how you feel about me. I don't know if I'm just an easy piece for you or if you have any feelings for me. It didn't matter because with a couple of years to work on you I was sure that I could make you fall in love with me. I say it didn't matter, but now, all of a sudden, it does."
"What has changed?"
"I've come to believe that you are never going to be able to commit to any woman other than Beth."
"That's just nonsense."
"Is it? I saw how you looked at her at the party when I met her. The night we had dinner at Mario's and she was there you looked at her every time you thought I wasn't looking at you. It is obvious that you still love her. I thought that after you had your talk with her she would realize it was over between the two of you and she would fade away, but that hasn't happened. She loves you and even if you won't have anything to do with her she is always going to hope that some day the two of you will get back together and she is always going to be close by."
"I think you are imagining things Sam."
"No I'm not Rob. I've been seeing her since the party, but it is obvious to me that the only reason she is seeing me is that it keeps her closer to you. Every time we get together she asks me how you are, how you are doing. The other day, just to see what would happen I told her you were sick and she got a stricken look on her face and I could see that she wanted to run to you and nurse you back to health."
"I keep telling you Sam, there is nothing there."
"I know you do Rob, but I also know that you are lying to me and to yourself. You love her Rob and you know you do. The only thing keeping the two of you apart is your stupid behavior toward what she did. It was perfectly reasonable for her to hide what she was doing from you Rob. I've seen how irrational people can be if there is even a hint of homosexuality around. She needed what she was getting from her girlfriend and was afraid of what you would do if you knew she was bi. She was afraid that if she told you you would be disgusted with her and drop her. She was between a rock and a hard place Rob. She loved you and didn't want to lose you, but she still needed that little extra something that you could not provide so she got it on the side. Big deal! It didn't cost you a damned thing Rob, not one damned thing. She loved you to death and she proved it every day. For God's sake Rob, she did what I'm doing and you have no problem with it. Oh shit! Listen to me! I sound like I'm trying to put the two of you back together."
"Yeah, that is pretty much what it sounds like. Just what is it you are trying to do?"
"Christ Rob; I don't know what I'm trying to do. Up until a month ago I lived life for the moment. I didn't think about what was down the road. Now, all of a sudden, I know what I want and I know where I want to be in a couple of years, but I don't know how in hell I'm going to make it happen. I want you Rob, but I'm still going to have my bi-sexual urges. That has been fine with you up until now, but the problem is that those urges are being taken care of by Beth and I want to keep having Beth taking care of them. How can I get what I want when what I want includes the two of you?"
I sat there looking at her and thinking, "How indeed?" She was right of course, at least about my still loving Beth. I could deny it to everyone else, but I couldn't deny it to myself. It was the reason I'd never gotten into another serious relationship - I couldn't commit because part of me still belonged to Beth. The friends with benefits relationship I had with Sam was the best I could do and it worked only because Sam didn't require me to commit to anything other than the moment.
"What are you thinking Rob?"
"The night of the party. The night I told you that you going after Beth would screw up what we had."
"It hasn't Rob. I'm keeping things separate like I always have. All I'm doing is talking about what I'm hoping for a little farther down the line. I guess what I was doing was trying to sound you out on the idea and then I went off on a tangent. What it boils down to Rob is that I want you, but I can't have what I want as long as you are hung up on Beth and she is still hung up on you. I need the two of you to work things out."
"Work things out? What the hell do you mean by that?"
"I think the two of you should get back together and see if you can't make things work out."
"That's dumb. No way I could do that; not after what she did."
"Oh bullshit Rob. What you are hung up on is not what she did, but on how you feel about cheating because of hot fudge sundaes."
"How the hell do you know about that?"
"Beth told me."
"Why would she do that?"
"Because she still loves you. If she can't have you she still wants you to be happy. She thinks you are happy with me so she told me so that I wouldn't do anything to trigger that cheating hogwash."
"Hogwash?"
"Yes Rob, hogwash. It isn't the cheating that is your big problem, it is the fact that you think you are responsible for your mom and dad being dead. You blame it on the fact that your mother cheated and you did nothing about it. Do you know why your mother was with other men? No, you don't. Was it because your dad cheated on her, she found out and was getting even? Did he have something wrong with him and he couldn't get it up and she needed to get sexual relief from someone else?
"You don't know if they had an open marriage. Maybe when he caught her it was with someone he hated and she should have known better than to be with that guy. You don't know Rob, you were way too young to know. Look at it from the other side. What if you had told him and he confronted her. Suppose they argued and he pushed her and she fell and hit her head and it broke her neck. Your dad goes to jail. What if they argued and your dad hit your mom and she grabbed a kitchen knife and stabbed him. He's dead and your mother goes to jail and all because you told. It wasn't your fault Rob and looking back and saying that you could have prevented it is just plain dumb. Put it behind you Rob and move on. Take Beth out on a date and see where it goes."
"What the hell do you hope to get out of it Sam?"
"Hopefully I'll end up with both of you and you both will be happy about it."
I shook my head at that and Sam said, "It could happen. Even if you got back together she will still want a woman's touch and that would be me. And if she played a little you should be able to also and again, that would be me. Or how about you don't get back together, but get to be friends, friends with benefits maybe. Then I marry you and she becomes "Our" friend with benefits. The possibilities are endless lover."
"Do you not realize that one of those endless possibilities could be that we put things back together and you get froze out?"
"I know it is a possibility baby, but like I said at the start of this conversation I can't have what I want as long as you and Beth are hung up on each other and doing nothing about it. I need it to go one way or the other."
"I just don't think I can do it Sam."
"You won't know until you try Rob."
++++++++++++++++++
That conversation stayed with me most of my waking moments of the next two weeks. I loved Beth; God knows I did, but I still couldn't see my way past what she had done. Look at it from any angle you wanted too and the bottom line is that she was sneaking around behind my back. She was lying to me about where she was going and what she was doing. How did I know that all those times were with her girlfriend? How did I know she wasn't seeing a guy sometimes too? If I asked her and she said no, how could I believe her after all the other lies she had told me. No! Regardless of what Sam wanted I could not bring myself to get together with Beth. A couple of times during that two week period Sam asked me if I had gotten together with Beth and I told her that I hadn't. She didn't say anything, but I could tell that she wasn't happy about it.
Sam and I had a standing date for Saturdays. I would pick her up, take her dinner and then a movie or out drinking and dancing and then we would go back to her place or mine and make whoopee. I rang the bell at six-thirty and Sam greeted me in her bathrobe. After closing the door behind me she opened the robe exposing her naked body and said:
"You like?"
Silly question I thought as I reached out and tweaked a nipple.
"I'm horny as hell tonight sweetie and I want to stay in. Why don't you go on in the bedroom and get naked for me. I'll be right there. Oh, by the way, the light is burned out and I don't have a spare bulb. You aren't afraid of the dark, are you?"
"I might be, just a little bit, until you get there and light up the room."
"Oh you sweet talker you. I'll hurry."
I went into the bedroom, stripped and then turned the covers down and got ready to enjoy the evening. It was maybe three minutes before the door opened and Sam came in. She said she was horny and it showed. Normally we kissed and necked for a bit, but not this time. She went straight to my cock and took it in her mouth. She licked and sucked on it for maybe a minute and then she moved up over me and slid down on my cock. I heard her gasp as she slid down on me and I was sorry that the light wasn't on because I liked looking at her facial expressions as I fed my cock into her.
She placed her hands on my chest and began raising and lowering herself. In less than a minute she was moaning and rocking back and forth as she pushed herself down hard on me. I was really enjoying the ride as Sam rarely got on top and did most of the work. Sam was slamming down on me when I heard it. The low keening sound that meant orgasm was only moments away. The low keening sound that I'd only ever heard from one woman - Beth! And then the familiar sharp cry and the fingers nails digging into my chest as she orgasmed and triggered my own climax. Her body spasmed and I felt her cunt muscles squeezing my cock and milking it as she fell forward onto my chest.
"Oh Sweet Jesus, did I ever need that" she murmured in my ear. "Please baby, please hold me."
She was lying on top of me and I was in that state that comes with just having been sexually satisfied so without even thinking I wrapped my arms around her and held her A minute or so went by and then I became aware that her left hand was moving down my body. I felt her fingers wrap around my cock and gently fondle it. It twitched and she rubbed it and it responded by trying to stiffen. Still holding my cock she rolled off me and moaned:



"Please baby, please."
She tugged on my by now stiff cock and I rolled over on top of her and she spread her legs wide and I settled in between them. As I slid into her she cried out softly, but urgently:
"Yes, oh yes, oh God yes baby, yesssss."
Her legs locked around me, her nails dug into my back as I drove into her and all the while the constant:
"Yes, yes, yes baby, yes, please baby, oh God yes."
It took me longer to get off the second time and Beth had two orgasms before I finally had mine. I pulled out and rolled over on my back and Beth rolled with me, her arms around me and she buried her head in my chest and held me tight.
"Please baby, please?" she whispered and I knew what she was asking and I wrapped my arms around her and held her. I felt her tears on my chest as she whispered:
"Thank you Rob, thank you."
I don't know how long we lay there like that before the door opened, the light came on and Sam came and joined us on the bed and put her arms around Beth and me. I was silent for a minute and then I asked:
"How did this happen?"
"The sexy little bitch blackmailed me" Sam said. "She said if I didn't set it up she wouldn't see me any more. It was a no-brainer for me sweetie. I told you I wanted you both and I was almost 100% sure you wouldn't chase her away once you knew it was her. Did she leave anything for me?"
"I've got some left, but you are going to have to get her to let go of me to get it."
"Fat chance! I've got your arms back around me now and I might not even let you move to go eat or go to work."
"No fair sweetie" Sam said, "You promised me that you wouldn't freeze me out if I did this for you."
"Oh all right, but I'm at least going to hold his hand while you get yours. I'm not letting go of him."
"Hey" I said, "Don't I get a say in this?"
"No" they both said in unison and that set in motion the weirdest evening I've ever spent in my life. Lying on my back on my girlfriend's bed as she rode my cock cow-girl style while my ex-wife held my hand. My ex sucking my cock with my girlfriend's juices and my cum coating it and saying, "What a neat taste" to Sam and then Sam taking a lick and saying:
"Not bad, not bad at all."
Then the two of them licking my dick until it was hard enough to suit Beth and she pulled me on top of her. When I came the two of them went after my cock to compare the taste of me and Beth against the taste of me and Sam. They sucked and slurped and argued about which was tastier until I was hard again and it was Sam's turn to fuck me. After I came in Sam there was more tasting and arguing as they tried to get me up again, but four times is all I was good for (and a personal best at that).
When they finally accepted that I was through for the night Sam went to go down on Beth and that's when I said:
"Whoa up ladies. I know you do it, but I am not the least bit interested in watching or hearing about it so give me a minute to get dressed and I'm out of here and then you can have at it."
I got dressed to cat-calls of "spoil sport", "party pooper" and "silly homophobe."
As soon as I was dressed I said, "toddles ladies" and I left."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home I thought about what had just happened and the one thing that stood out was that I wasn't the least bit upset about it. I had never tried to deny to myself that I didn't love Beth, but it was becoming clear to me that she did love me and that if I could just get by my hang up on what I considered her cheating we could put things back together. Did I want that? The more I thought about it the more I thought I did.
But getting back together was not going to be all that simple. What if Beth was still going to want a woman from time to time; could I accept that? If I did, I would want to be sure she didn't pick up any diseases and share them with me. That would mean I would want to know who she was with and be reasonably sure in my own mind she was safe. But who was I to pick and chose a safe lover for her when I didn't want anything to do with that kind of stuff myself? What was I going to have to do? Have Beth pick out someone and then I would interview her and give her the "Rob Seal of Approval?" Not bloody likely!
I knew Sam was safe, but given my relationship with Sam I didn't know what would happen to it if I did get back with Beth. Would my getting back with Beth sour the relationship between Beth and Samantha and make Beth look elsewhere and possibly end up with someone not safe? I fell asleep with a headful of thoughts like that.
I had no sooner fallen asleep when something woke me up. It took me a bit to realize that someone was knocking on my door. I got up and went to see who it was and when I looked through the spy-hole I saw that it was Beth. I opened the door and she asked if she could come in and I stepped aside and let her enter. After I closed the door she turned to face me and said:
"Given what happened tonight can I hope there has been a thaw in our relationship?"
"I don't know. What would you expect that tonight changed for us?"
"I don't know. I know what I want; I want you back. I never wanted to lose you to begin with. I'm hoping that even if you won't take me back I can at least have a relationship with you like the one you have with Samantha."
"What do you mean?"
"If I can't come back and be your wife I would at least like to have a friends with benefits relationship. Rob, I love you, I want to be with you and I'll take anything I can get."
"I don't know Beth."
"Can we at least talk about it?"
"Not now Beth. I'm beat and I need to go to bed."
"Can I stay here tonight? I'll sleep on the couch."
"Go ahead. You know where the pillows and blankets are kept."
I went to bed and was wondering what to do about Beth when I fell asleep.
I woke up in the morning to find that Beth was in bed with me. She had one arm and one leg over me and she must have been awake because as soon as I moved her hand slid down my body to my cock and she started fondling it. I started to rise to the occasion and when I was up Beth moved on top of me, guided me into her cunt and then started riding me. It was the way she used to wake me up on the weekends and I had to admit that I missed it. She rode me for several minutes and then I wrapped my arms around her, rolled her over on her back and then fucked her as hard as I could as she cried out and moaned. I managed to get her off just seconds before I came myself and then I rolled over on my back and tried to catch my breath. She sat up, bent down and kissed my forehead and said, "You go shower and I'll put the coffee on" and she got out of bed and headed for the kitchen.
The coffee was ready and Beth handed me a cup as I climbed out of the shower. "My turn" she said and she stepped into the enclosure. I was sitting at the kitchen table when she walked in with her hair wrapped in a towel and wearing one of my shirts. She got a cup of coffee and sat down across from me and said:
"How are you feeling?"
"Pretty good actually."
"Feeling good enough to talk?"
"About?"
"About us Rob, can we talk about us? It seems obvious to me after last night and this morning that you still have some feelings for me. What I'd like to know is can we build on those feelings? Get back to a relationship?"
"What would be the point Beth?"
"I miss you Rob. I miss everything about you. I need you honey; I need to come home."
"For what it is worth Beth, I miss you too and yes, I do have feelings for you. But nothing has changed Beth. You did what you did and it won't go away."
"Why can't you understand that Kathy was in no way a threat to you? All she did was give me something you couldn't. I liked her, I liked her a lot, but I didn't love her. You had all my love Rob; all of it."
I sat there looking at her while I tried to think of a way to make her understand what she had done to me. Maybe draw a parallel?
"You say that I had all of your love and she was just giving you something that I couldn't and so that made it all right. Okay! Let us take that statement and look at it from my point of view. Suppose while you were in school you had a boyfriend that you enjoyed sex with. Suppose he had a ten inch cock that made you scream in pleasure. For some reason you broke up with him, went through a couple of boyfriends and then met me and we got married.
"Six years into our marriage a new guy started work in your office and after he dated a couple of girls in the office the office rumor mill was cranking out that he had a ten inch cock and really knew how to use it. You remembered how good it felt with your old boyfriend and how his ten inch cock touched you in places my averaged sized cock couldn't reach and you remembered the way that it made you feel. A way you couldn't feel with me because of my size. One day the guy made a move on you and you agreed to have lunch with him and after lunch you ended up in a motel room. It was great! It was every bit as good as you remembered so you saw him a second time and then a third. Soon you were seeing him a couple of nights a week and on an occasional Saturday.
"He touched you in places I couldn't. His ten inches gave you something that I couldn't, but you didn't love him. You liked him, you liked him a lot, but you loved only me. So tell me Beth, would fucking him because he could give you something I couldn't give you be okay? Even if you didn't love him and loved only me, would fucking him be okay?"
She sat there and stared at me and I think for the first time she fully realized what she had done. For the first time she was getting a glimpse of it from my side.
"And that is only part of it Beth. You lied to me. Every time you said you were working late you were lying to me. Every time you said you were working Saturday or going shopping with Marci you were lying to me. How am I supposed to get by that Beth? And given what you did how would I ever be able to trust you again?"
She just sat there and looked at me as she tried to think of what she could say.
"Get dressed Beth and go on home. Spend some time thinking about what I just said and think about this while you are at it. I had anal sex with several girls before I met you. I liked it Beth, I liked it a lot. But you don't like it and you said no, that anal sex was something you would never do. How would you have felt if I had gone out and had found a woman to have anal sex with and when you found out I told you, "No problem Beth. I don't love her. I'm just getting something from her that I can't get from you." Would you have bought that Beth? Think about that, think about it long and hard and then give me a call in a couple of weeks and maybe we can talk again."
++++++++++++++++++
"So tell me lover, what's with you and Beth?"
It was a week later and Sam and I had just finished a spirited romp on my bed and I was lying on my back trying to recover and she was leaning on an elbow and looking down at me.
"Nothing. Why?"
"I haven't seen her since the night the three of us had fun. I've talked with her, but she always says she is really busy and she can't see me. I figure that it probably has something to do with our little party and it's outcome."
"I don't know Sam. I haven't seen her or talked to her since that night, or morning actually."
"Morning?"
I told her about Beth's midnight visit and what transpired the next morning.
"So what are you going to do?"
"About what?"
"About Beth silly man. Are you going to take her back or at least give her FWB status?"
I was silent for a bit and then said, "I don't know Sam. I honestly don't know. I still love her, but then you already knew that. I miss her something fierce, but how could I ever trust her again? How could I live with someone I would constantly be checking up on to see what she was doing and looking at everything she said and wondering if it were a lie?"
"I don't know lover. I can't help you there. My problem is that I want you for myself. I'm willing to share, just the way we are doing it now, so don't look to me for advise that may end up altering the arrangement. I'm just sorry that I let her con me into getting the two of you back in bed together."
"Not to worry Samantha my love. I'm not going to be running away from you anytime soon."
"That implies that you may run away from me later."
"Maybe it means that I expect you to move on sooner or later."
"Why would I do that?"
"You want a husband and kids someday and I may never be ready to go that route."
"Oh I don't know lover; I think I could make you fall for me hard enough. I can make you learn to love me."
"No you can't Sam. You can't because I already love you, but I don't know that I'll ever get over Beth enough to get married again."
"You mean that?"
"Mean what?"
"What you just said, that you loved me."
"Yes Sam, I meant it."
"Then I have hope. I'll make it happen Rob, I have time."
++++++++++++++++
Driving home I wondered if she could make it happen. I did have strong feelings for Sam, but my feelings for Beth were just as strong and they hadn't lessened any in the time we had been divorced.
As I pulled into my drive I saw someone sitting on the front porch and I looked around and saw Beth's car parked on the other side of the street. I pulled into the garage and parked, went into the house and opened the front door to let Beth in. She handed me an un-opened bottle of wine and said:
"You said come back in a week and we could talk."
I took the bottle and headed for the kitchen and un-corked the bottle while Beth took a seat at the kitchen table. I poured two glasses and handed her one and she took a sip and then said:
"All right Rob, I was wrong. I wasn't looking at it from where you were. I honestly believed that I wasn't doing anything that would hurt us or take anything away from you. I should have, at the very least, told you how I felt and sounded you out on allowing me to do it, but I was scared to death to let you see that side of me. I was afraid it might disgust you to find out that I had bi-sexual tendencies. And your anal scenario hit home too. I would not have accepted you doing that as okay since you couldn't get it from me. Understanding that now I apologize for hurting you. Will you please forgive me?"
"The forgiving is the easy part Beth; it is the forgetting part that is the problem."
"Rob, I promise you - I will swear it on a stack of Bibles - that if you take me back it will never happen again. No half truths, no little white lies; I swear to God Rob, I will be as pure as the driven snow. Please Rob, please let me back in your life."
"You say it won't happen again, but you will still be bi and you will want to."
"Yes I will Rob, I will want to, but if you take me back I won't, not if it will cost me you."
"Speaking of your bi-sexuality, what is with you and Samantha right now?"
"Nothing Rob. It hurts me to know that she has you and I don't."
"Well right now Beth, Sam is my 'significant other' and I've grown very attached to her. She is willing to share, but I don't know if she would be too pleased at giving me up. You are going to have to get together with her and talk things over."
She looked at me incredulously and said, "I have to talk with your girlfriend to get you back? I have to negotiate with another woman to get back with you?"
"Beth, I have moved on with my life. Did you really think that all you would have to do to get back in my life was come to me wringing your hands and saying that you were sorry? I accept your apology Beth and I'll forgive you, but that doesn't mean that I'm going to change my life. Sam and I have a great relationship and while I admit I've never gotten completely over you I have never the less developed strong feelings for her also. She is talking marriage and children and I'm ready to be a daddy and don't forget that you told me long ago that you didn't want children.
"Sam is part of my life right now and any decisions I make will concern her. So yes Beth, you do need to talk with Samantha. That should not be too hard for you since you are, or were, in a relationship with her."
She sipped her wine and looked at me for several very long moments and then she said, "Can I spend the night?"
++++++++++++++++++++
We were lying on our backs and looking up at the ceiling and catching our breath when she said:
"Do you have anal sex with Samantha?"
Actually, I didn't, because Sam didn't like anal sex, but for some perverse reason I said, "Yes, it is part of our regular love making."
"Do you really like it?"
"Yes I do. Why?"
"I was just thinking about something."
"What?"
"Nothing Rob, I just had a silly idea."
"Tell me Beth; sometimes silly ideas can be fun."
"I had my fling with Kathy to get something I couldn't get from you. I was just wondering if giving you something that you had never been able to get from me would sort of make us even - balance the scales so to speak?"
"What are you suggesting Beth?"
"That I give you my ass."
"But you don't like anal sex."
"But you do Rob, and maybe I can learn to like it."
"Are you sure you want to try that?"
"I'm sure that I love you Rob and I want to prove it to you by giving you anything that you want."
"Are you sure about this?"
"I have to show you that I'm willing to do anything to be with you."
I didn't really think that it was going to make any difference in my stance where she was concerned, but I was still pissed off enough at what she had done to be asshole enough to take what she was offering.
"Okay then, get on your knees and put your head down on a pillow."
While she was doing that I got off my bed and went to my top dresser drawer and got the tube of KY Jelly that I kept there for the times when I brought a girl home who did like anal. I opened the tube and squirted some on her butt hole and then I started working on her hole with my fingers. The first finger went in easily. When I worked the second one in she gave a little grunt and moved forward as if to pull away, but before I could pull my two fingers out and put an end to it she pushed back at my hand. I worked the two fingers in her for a bit and then tried to add a third. She gasped and asked me to stop and let her get used to having that much in her butt. Maybe thirty seconds went by and then I felt her push back at my hand.
"Hold still" she murmured, "Let me do it."
She started moving back and forth and fucking my fingers. I let her do that for about two minutes and then I pulled my fingers out of her and lubed up my cock. I put the head of my cock against her puckered hole and she surprised me by shoving her ass back at me just as I pushed forward. My cock popped past her sphincter and was halfway in her in one shot. She gasped and held still, but I was in and I wasn't going to take the chance that she would suddenly change her mind so I started to fuck her. She made several little cries as I worked my cock into her, but I ignored them.
I went slow and easy and after maybe two or three minutes the little cries turned to moans and she began to push her ass back at me. I picked up the pace a little and after another minute or so she cried out, "Oh God, oh God, OH SHIT!" and I felt her entire body tighten as she had a huge orgasm. I felt her ass grip my cock like a suction cup and I began spurting my cum deep in her ass. I waited until my cock was soft before pulling out and lying down beside her. She was still on her knees with her head buried in a pillow when I said:
"Well?"
"It hurt at first," she gasped, "but it wasn't bad once I got used to it. I'm surprised that I came while doing it. I suppose in time I can get used to it and get to the point where there is little or no pain."



There was silence for maybe a minute and then she asked, "Are we even now? Are the books balanced?"
"As balanced as they can be."
"What do you mean by that?"
"There are still the lies Beth, all the lies you told me while you were off carrying on with your lover."
+++++++++++++++++
I called Sam from work the next day and told her about my talk with Beth.
"What am I supposed to do when she talks to me?"
"How the hell should I know. This isn't something that occurs all the time in my life."
"You must have some idea of what you would like to see happen."
"That's the problem Sam, I don't. I haven't felt complete since I divorced Beth and I don't want to lose you. I'd like to have Beth back, but I don't want to give you up. Christ Sam, I never expected her to try and get back with me. We were done! It was over. The divorce was final and I moved on with my life. It was an uncomplicated life until you put Beth back in bed with me."
"So this is all my fault?"
"Yes it is."
"Well mister, it doesn't matter whose fault it is, you are still the one who is going to have to make a choice."
"I can't! I'm between a rock and a hard place. I have you and I don't want to give you up, but I want Beth back in my life too."
I was silent for a minute and then I said:
"But then I guess that I have made a choice, haven't I? I'm already with you and since I don't want to give you up I guess it is a done deal. Hey, I have to get back to work. See you tonight."
That afternoon Sam called me back and told me not to come over that night when I got off work. "Beth and I are having a girl's night in and I know you won't be interested in being around. Give me a call tomorrow, okay?"
Before I had a chance to call her the next day she called me. "No time to talk right now baby, I just wanted to be sure that you are coming over tonight. Will you be here?"
"I'll be there as soon as I get off work. Say around six?"
"I'll be waiting for you baby."
When I got to Sam's apartment I found that Beth was there too. Sam handed me a cold beer and told me to sit down.
"Pending your approval - and you would be a fool not to give it - Beth and I have come up with a plan; an arrangement as it were. Mondays and Thursdays will be mine and Beth's. Tuesday and Saturday belong to you and Beth and I get you on Wednesday, Friday and Sunday. The schedule will change a bit from time to time depending on whose time of the month it is. Also, on any given night except on Monday and Thursday of course - although you would be more than welcome to join in - you might find both of us in your bed at the same time. Sound good so far?"
I looked from one to the other, a little stunned at what I was being told, and all I could do was nod my head yes.
"Good" Sam said, "One more thing. My apartment and Beth's apartment are too small so Beth and I are going to have to move in with you. Any problem with that?"
I shook my head no and Sam said, "Good. Let's celebrate our new arrangement and she stood up and started undressing.
"We flipped a coin while waiting for you to get here. Beth won the toss, but I get to be the one to get you ready."
She went to her knees in front of me and started to undo my belt. By the time she had my pants down around my ankles Beth had my tie loose and by the time Beth had my shirt and t-shirt off me Sam had me naked from the waist down. Beth reached down and took hold of my cock and said:
"Come on lover, we need to take this to the bedroom."
She tightened her hold on me and then she led me to the bedroom using my dick like a leash. After that it was pretty much a repeat of our first night together. I fucked Beth and then the two girls worked on getting me hard and talked about how my cock tasted. When they got me I did Sam and then they tasted my cock again and then argued over which tasted better - me with Beth on me or me with Sam on me - and it might have gone on forever if I hadn't thrown some shit into the game when I told them they were trying to compare apples and oranges.
"The first time was me and Beth, but the second time was not just me and Sam. There would still be some residual of Beth there so it would be a mixture of the three of us, not just Sam and me. The only way to get a true comparison would be for me to thoroughly wash between sessions so there would be no dilutions."
I knew as soon as I said it that I had fucked up because that is just what they made me do. I showered and then did Beth a second time and then they did their taste test and then I had to shower before doing Sam again. They were still arguing when I dressed and went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++
That was three years ago and, believe it or not, things have been working just fine. The schedule lasted for maybe two months and then things just started to happen when they happened. Whenever Beth and Sam decided that it was "womanly touch time" they went off and did their thing and I found something to keep me occupied. I never knew who was going to be waiting for me in only nylons and heels when I got home from work and it was a rare day indeed when I would wake up in the morning with only one of them in bed with me.
One of the reasons for the schedule being tossed in the trash was that I was not able to "meet" my obligations under it. Hey, I'm only a normal guy and I do have my limits. There wasn't anyway on God's Green Earth that one man - even a young, healthy one who loves sex - can satisfy two sexy ladies who love to fuck. I hated to admit it, but it was a good thing that Sam and Beth had each other to take up the slack.
Sam is talking about it being time for her to have kids and I don't know how that is going to work out. I would feel obligated to marry Sam and give the kids legitimacy if she got pregnant and I don't know how Beth will react to that. She has never wanted kids and I'm ready to be a daddy. I guess the three of us are going to have to sit down and talk about it. I don't know where it will go from here, but for three years it has been a hell of a wild ride.
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It started with an innocent request: "Feel up to going to a party with me and having a drink or two?"
It wasn't the first time that Janis had asked me that, but I'd usually said no in the past. Janis wasn't looking to hustle me, she just wanted company at another affair that she really didn't want to go to anyway. Janis, my boss, was a political animal and as such she always felt the need to put in an appearance at parties and events that our customers and suppliers put on.
Janis was a stone fox and Janis alone at one of those affairs was a green light for every guy there to take a shot at her. She was very capable of handling herself, but as I said, she was a politically minded person and she always worried about upsetting someone who might have been important to our company. You know what I mean; she puts down some obnoxious asshole and it turns out that he is the favorite son of a good customer. The son tells daddy, "That bitch was mean to me" and you can see where it might go from there.
The solution to that problem, as far as Janis was concerned, was to not go to those kinds of events alone. I'd gone to a dozen or so with her and she had stayed long enough to see and be seen and then we would leave and she would go her way and I would go mine.
Then I met Patty, fell in love with her, convinced her that life without me would be barren and bleak and we got married. That put an end to my attending parties with Janis.
That night I said yes not realizing that by doing so I was going to radically change my life.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day started out like a hundred others had. Patty and I woke up, made leisurely love, took showers, dressed and went downstairs for breakfast. After breakfast we both got ready to leave for work. Patty walked with me to the front door, I put my suitcase down and she gave me a hug and a passionate kiss and told me to keep my thoughts on her while I was gone.
I have a very good job and I make very good money, but one of the unfortunate aspects of my job is that I occasionally have to travel and I was leaving on a two-day business trip. Patty kissed me again and then said:
"Don't forget that I might not be home tonight when you call."
I must have gotten a confused look on my face because she said:
"You did forget, didn't you? I told you I was having dinner with my mother and sister tonight, remember?"
"Oh yeah, I guess I did forget."
"I'll probably be home by ten-thirty or eleven, but I can't promise. You know my mother when she gets to talking."
One more kiss and I left.
My flight wasn't until two that afternoon so I spent the morning working at the office and at eleven-thirty I headed for the airport. I was sitting in the boarding area when the announcement was made that there would be a slight delay because of a mechanical problem. To shorten the story some, four delay announcements later it was announced that the flight was cancelled. I called Chicago and told them that I wouldn't be there until the next day and I left the airport.
I had to go right by the office on my way home so I stopped in to check on some paperwork. Janis was still there and she asked me if I would go to a cocktail party with her. Knowing that Patty would be having dinner with her mother and sister and not feeling up to going home to an empty house I said I would. Knowing Janis, I knew she wouldn't stay at the party very long and I would be home by ten. I might beat Patty home or I might not, but either way it would be a surprise to her.
+++++++++++++++++
The party was a cocktail party put on by one of our customers in conjunction with a trade show that was being held at the downtown Hilton. It was being held in one of the hotel's convention rooms and there must have been a hundred people there. I was off to one side of the room standing with Janis as she talked to someone she knew. I was staring at the other side of the room when Janis dug an elbow in my side.
"Earth to Rob, come in please."
That got my attention and I turned to look at her and saw that the person she had been talking to had moved away.
"What are you staring at?" she asked.
"My day and my life turning to shit."
"What?"
"You have never met Patty, have you?"
"No. Every time she's been to the office I have been gone somewhere."
"Well tonight you are going to get to meet her. Look over at the bar. See the redhead hanging on the arm of the guy in the gray sharkskin suit?"
"Yes."
"That is Patty, but the guy in the suit is not the mother and sister she was supposed to be having dinner with."
"Oh shit Rob, promise me you won't kill him."
I looked at Janis confused and she said, "You don't know who he is?"
I shook my head no.
"That's Randy Trumbull, the son of Jason Trumbull, as in Trumbull Industries? One of our biggest customers?"
"And that is supposed to mean he gets a free pass for being with my wife?"
"Oh come on Rob, I'm sure there is some reasonable explanation for it."
The words were no sooner out of her mouth than Randy bent his head and Patty turned hers up and they kissed. A long, lingering kiss and as he kissed her his hand dropped to her ass and stayed there.
"What are you going to do?"
"Depends on how bad you don't want me to kill the both of them here in public."
"What do you mean?"
"If you want me to keep this civilized here is what I want you to do."
++++++++++++++++
"Randy," Janis said as we walked up to them, "How nice to see you."
"Hello Janis, you are looking as lovely as ever."
"Well thank you sir. Who is your lovely partner?"
"This is my girlfriend Patty."
"Oh you devil you. A married woman for a girlfriend. How deliciously wicked of you."
"Oh, you mean the rings. Actually Patty is going through a divorce and she says she won't take them off until the divorce is final."
He turned to Patty and said, "Isn't that right honey?"
It was only then that he saw her standing there like a stone statue and with a face that was pale and ashen. "Is something wrong sweetie?" he asked.
"I think she is just a little surprised and she isn't the only one" Janis said. She turned to me and said, "You didn't tell me anything about a divorce Rob."
"I'm just as surprised as you are Janis. I sure didn't know about it when I left the house this morning to catch my flight. It is just amazing the things you can learn when your flight gets cancelled."
Randy turned to us with a confused look on his face and Janis said:
"Oh heavens, where are my manners. Randy, this is Rob Thomas, Rob meet Randy Trumbull."
I stuck out my hand to shake and Randy took it as Janis said, "Rob is Patty's husband, or was I guess I should say seeing as how he is getting divorced."
"Nice meeting you Randy. Be careful she doesn't stick it to you like she stuck it to me. Come on Janis, we still have some people to see and then I need to get a hotel room for the night."
"Bye Randy, we'll talk later," Janis said and we turned and walked away from them.
As soon as we were away from them Janis said, "I'm ready to leave now if you are."
"Actually I'm in no hurry to leave. I'd like to stick around and ruin their evening."
"You promised me Rob."
"All I'm going to do is be here. My being here should make them uncomfortable as hell. I want to stay until they leave. You go do your thing Janis, I'll just hang around, nurse a drink and keep watching them to see how nervous I can make them."
+++++++++++++++++
I was at the bar getting a fresh drink when Randy came up and stood next to me. He gave me a nervous look and then said:
"This is a little awkward for me. I don't know how to handle a situation like this."
"Well, if it helps any it is new to me too."
"All I can say is that I didn't know she was married. I mean I knew she was still married, but I believed her when she told me she was going through a divorce and that it wasn't final yet. You weren't kidding me, were you? You really aren't getting a divorce?"
"The first I heard of it was from you. When I left the house this morning I got a passionate kiss and a "Hurry home lover." If my flight hadn't been cancelled I wouldn't have been here tonight and I would have never known. Where is she?"
"She went to the ladies room."
"How long has the affair been going on?"
"Almost three months now, but I wouldn't call it an affair."
"Why not?"
"All we have done is dated and we've had some pretty intense make out sessions, but she has refused to let me make love to her. It's like the deal with the rings. Just as she said she wouldn't take the rings off until the divorce was final she wouldn't have sex until then either."
"But you tried right?"
"Oh boy did I ever."
"What has she been telling you about when the divorce would be final?"
"She didn't know when it was going to happen. She said you were fighting it and constantly throwing up road blocks."
"I guess you had better get back to her. She's bound to be out of the john and looking for you by now."
"You aren't taking her home with you?"
"Nope."
"What are you going to do?"
"Get a room for the night, leave on my trip in the morning and see a lawyer when I get back home from it. Stick around, I'm not throwing up roadblocks any more and I think in this state a divorce can become final in as little as sixty days. Take care" I said and then I walked away to find Janis.
++++++++++++++++++++
"I saw you talking to Randy," she said as I walked up to her. "It didn't look like angry words were spoken."
"There weren't. Basically he was apologetic. He didn't know she was lying to him."
"What are you going to do?"
"Turn her pretend divorce into a real one."
"Not going to sit down and talk with her first?"
"No need. According to Randy they have been keeping company for three months now. That's all I need to know."
"You about ready to go?"
"Yeah. I just need to hit the john first."
I headed for the men's room, took my whiz and when I came out I found Patty waiting for me. She looked like she wanted to rush to me and throw her arms around me, but the look on my face must have given her pause and then I said harshly:
"What do you want?"
"You said you were going to get a hotel room. Why aren't you coming home?"
"What? And ruin it for you and your lover? Isn't that where you fuck him? In my house and on my bed?"
"It isn't like that. I need to explain Rob, it isn't what you think honey, honest it isn't."
"How the hell can it not be what I think? You tell me you are spending the evening with your mother and sister and I catch you out with another man. I see you kiss him and then he tells me that you are his girlfriend and it isn't what I think? Get serious Patty! Just get the fuck away from me. Go find your boyfriend. You are starting to make me feel guilty for ruining your date."
"Please Rob, let me explain" she was saying as I walked away from her. I found Janis waiting for me by the door and we left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I sat staring out the window as Janis drove and it was a minute or so before I noticed.
"Hey boss, you are going the wrong way. The office is the other way."
"We aren't going to the office."
"But that's where my car is. I have to pick it up and go find me a hotel room."
"You aren't going to be staying in a hotel room. I'm taking you to my place."
"I don't think that is such a good idea Janis."
"I think it is an excellent idea. I want you where I can keep an eye on you. If you go to a hotel room you will sit there and stew about your wife and God only knows what you might do. I need you on that plane tomorrow so you can straighten out the McDougal account, not sitting in a jail somewhere charged with spousal abuse or assault and battery."
"I wouldn't do anything like that."
"I'll still feel better if you are with me."
Why fight it. I wasn't going to get any sleep anyway. Janis had a two-bedroom condo and she put me in the guest bedroom and said goodnight. I climbed into bed, tossed and turned for a while and then, just as I knew I would, ended up lying on my back and staring up at the ceiling wondering what had gone wrong between Patty and me. To be honest with myself I guess that deep down I knew that this day would eventually come. I had hoped and prayed that it wouldn't, but I knew that it would. Patty was just too wild, too much of a free spirit. I guess the big surprise should have been that she had kept it suppressed as long as she had.
I remembered the night I met Patty. It was at a birthday party being held for my cousin Lou. I knew who Patty was, I'd seen her around campus a lot and I'd heard all the stories and rumors about her. That she had pulled trains at the Kappa Phi house and that on a dare she had dated and fucked every member of the Sigma Phi Epsilon fraternity, but they were just rumors and I didn't believe any of them. You only had to look at her to know they were bullshit. No one that sweet, young and innocent looking could possibly have done what she was supposed to have done.
I was at the party with my girlfriend Stella and I just happened to be looking at the front door when Patty and her date came in. There was something about her that drew my attention that night and from the time she got there I couldn't take my eyes off of her. It was maybe an hour into the party when it happened. I was looking at her across the room and she looked my way and our eyes met. Neither of us looked away something passed between us and after several seconds she left the people she was talking to and walked my way. She walked right up to me and said:
"Did you feel it too?"
"Yes I did."
"Then let's get out of here."
"What about your date?"
"Fuck him."
"I can't just leave. My girlfriend is here with me."
"To hell with her too. She was history when our eyes met. Come on, let's go."
She took my hand in hers and led me away. Once outside she asked me where I lived and when I told her she said:
"My place is closer."
As we got in my car she slid over next to me, her hand went to my zipper and she said:
"I have never believed in that 'love at first sight' bullshit, but what just happened is what it must be like. That or lust."
We hadn't gone three blocks before her head bent toward my lap and my cock was in her mouth. All of my pre-conceived notions about Patty really being sweet, young and innocent disappeared in about five seconds. No one who could suck a cock the way she sucked mine could be inexperienced.
She took it in her hands and rubbed the shaft with her fingers, her nails lightly dragging along the underside. She ran her tongue up and down on it several times before licking the head and then taking it in her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down taking a little more of me in on each down stroke until I felt the head of my dick hit the back of her throat. Her tongue slithered around on my cock. I kept one hand on the wheel and the other went to the back of her head and held it as I arched up off the seat to face fuck her. I moaned that I was going to cum and she clamped her lips tight around me and held me while I erupted. I felt her throat flutter as she swallowed every drop and then when no more spurts came she took her mouth off me, looked up at me and winked.
"I like to get the first one out of the way baby, it makes the second one last a lot longer."
When we got to her apartment she led me straight into the bedroom and stripped off her sexy little black dress and kicked it to the side. She wasn't wearing a bra and she slid her skimpy thong off as I dropped my trousers to the floor. My cock throbbed as I saw her standing there in high heels and thigh highs and she moaned:
"Hurry baby, hurry, I need it, I need it bad" as she climbed onto the bed.
I followed her and pushed her legs apart and moved between them and then put them on my shoulders. She reached for my cock and pulled it to her pussy lips and I pushed it in slowly. She hissed out a "Yessss" as I sank into her inch by inch and when my balls hit her pubic bone I started slowly fucking her. She pushed up at me to meet my downward strokes. Her nails were digging into my back as she tried to pull me deeper into her. I went harder and faster as she moaned and begged me to make her cum. I reached under her and gripped the cheeks of her ass and pulled her tight to me and then slammed into her as hard as I could and she cried out:
"Oh shit! Oh fuck! Oh yessssss" as she had her orgasm and my whole body shook as the cum burst out of the head of my cock and flooded her insides. I pulled out and fell to the bed beside her and almost as quickly sat back up.
"Oh sweet fucking Jesus. I'm sorry, oh god I'm sorry."
"About what lover?"
"I didn't pull out. I didn't have a condom on and I didn't pull out."
She laughed and said, "Don't sweat it lover, I'm on the pill and I have my diaphragm in." Just one more thing that told me that she was not the sweet innocent I had talked myself into believing she was.
We made love twice more that night and once more the next morning before I had to run for class. Before I left we made arrangements to meet again that night and after that every spare minute I had was spent with her.
++++++++++++++++++
It was wild. Patty was a thrill seeker. She loved taking chances. It didn't matter where we went or what we were doing Patty turned it into a sexual adventure. On the back seat of her car in a Wal-Mart parking lot in broad daylight. Giving me a hand job as we sat side by side in a booth in one of the best restaurants in town. Blow jobs while driving down the street. Bent forward over a sink taking me from behind in a popular country western bar. Those and a hundred others like them were common fare for Patty. It was the most exhilarating time of my life and it was also the most dangerous. If the cops had caught us just once I would have been ruined career wise. So there I was, scared to death half the time and the other half I was on a high that was not to be believed.
Then there was a little bump in the road. There was a death in my family and I had to go home for two weeks. When I came back I heard rumors that while I was gone Patty had pulled a couple of trains at the Sigma Phi Epsilon house. I had been exposed to Patty's wildness and it was something that I wouldn't have put past her, but I never could find out for sure if the rumors had any substance although some of the Sigma Phi's that I knew did seem to be avoiding me.
Graduation was fast approaching and one night Patty asked me when I was going to get around to marrying her. When I didn't immediately fall to my knees and propose she got all quiet and then said:
"What's wrong Rob? Why are you looking at me that way?"
"I guess I never thought about it."
"Why not?"
I was silent for a bit and she asked again, "Why not Rob?"
"I guess I just never thought of you as the marrying kind."
"Why would you say that?"
"You're too wild; too unpredictable, I just can't see you settling down to become a wife and a mother."
"My wildness hasn't seemed to bother you up till now."
"Oh it bothers me Patty, it bothers me a lot, but I've gone along with it because I never thought it would last. Marriage is forever Patty, and my heart, even as young as it is could not take what we have been doing forever. I spend half my time scared to death that we are going to get caught and go to jail and I'll end watching my career going into the toilet."
"Why didn't you say something? I'm only doing what you seemed to want to do. All you had to do was say, "Whoa up girl" and I would have stopped. You sow your wild oats when you are young honey, but I know there comes a time when you have to stop and grow up."
Just that quick the wildness was gone, but deep down in my heart I knew it was still there. It was suppressed, but it was still there, but I loved Patty and I pushed the worry aside and we got married.



++++++++++++++++++++
I finally fell asleep, but it was a fitful sleep and I tossed and turned a lot. I had some bad dreams about Patty. I kept seeing her and Randy. My mind relived everything way out that Patty and I had ever done, only it wasn't me that I saw doing those things with Patty, it was Randy.
I woke up with a warm body next to me on the bed and for a moment I thought I was home in bed with Patty. I turned my head and saw Janis lying next to me. My movement woke her up and she opened her eyes and looked at me.
"Good morning," she said, "How are you feeling?"
"I'm awake and very surprised to see you here."
"I thought it might help quiet you down some."
"Quiet me down?"
"You were doing a lot of yelling and tossing and turning until I laid down with you."
"Given the dreams I was having you're lucky I didn't roll over and assault your virtue."
"My virtue is long gone sweetie and I'll tell you now that the only reason that I haven't tripped you and then beaten you to the floor is that I'm not a home wrecker. If you weren't married you and I would have been an item a long time ago."
"Really?"
"You bet sweetie. The only reason I'm not on top of you right now is that I can tell you still belong to your wife. You are pissed at her and God knows you have cause, but I don't see you ready to let go of her yet."
"Oh she's gone all right and as soon as I get back from my trip."
"Are you sure about that? You told me in the car that Randy said that they had never had sex. Maybe it was a platonic friendship."
"Did that kiss you saw them exchange look at all that sisterly to you? Did you not hear that, "this is my girlfriend" introduction? He told me that they had been seeing each other for three months. I know Patty and I know her sexual appetites. No way she went with him for three months and only held hands. All Randy was doing was showing how much he cared for her. He told that lie to try and help her out. I can almost like the guy."
"You are still tied to her sweetie and I think that deep down you want to stay tied to her, but if you do cut the cord I have a lot of room on my king size bed and I'm sure I can find you some space there. Why are you looking at me like that?"
"I'm just amazed at how stupid I can be sometimes."
"How so?"
"I always thought that...never mind."
"Oh no sweetie, finish it."
"I can't. It isn't nice."
"I have been exposed to "not nice" before and I have survived it. Come on, give."
"It's just that, well, in all the time I've known you I've never seen you with a man and since you are drop dead gorgeous I've kind of assumed that you were into girls."
"I am."
"You are?"
"I go both ways sweetie, and I'll probably keep going both ways until I find the one -- either sex -- that I want to settle down with. For what it is worth, I consider you a prime candidate, but like I said, I won't be a home wrecker. Come on, get your buns out of bed. You have a plane to catch."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I caught my flight, met with the client and then around four I called the office to give Janis a progress report. After filling her in on what was going on she said:
"Are you interested in some company?"
"Why? You thinking of coming to Chicago?"
"No, not me. Your wife was here about two hours ago. She wants to know where you are staying. She plans on jumping on an airplane and getting to you before you, and this is a direct quote, "Do something foolish."
"I already did something foolish. I married her when I knew that I shouldn't have."
"She seems desperate sweetie. I get the feeling that she loves you and is scared to death she is going to lose you. Anyway, I told her I had no idea where you were staying and that I wouldn't until you checked in and that even then I wouldn't tell her where you were unless you okayed it."
"I'll see her when I get home and that will be soon enough."
"Okay sweetie, you got it. Call me before you leave tomorrow and tell me that the client loves us, okay?"
I went out and got a bite to eat and then caught a movie. I got back to the hotel about ten-thirty and the phone was ringing when I walked in the door. I answered it and it was Patty.
"Rob? Thank God, I thought you would never answer."
"How did you find me Patty?"
"I went through all the expense reports in your filing cabinet and wrote down the names of all the hotels you have stayed at and then I started calling the ones in Chicago until I found where you were registered."
"What do you want Patty?"
"I want to talk to you Rob. I need to talk to you. I know what you are thinking, but you are wrong. I love you Rob and I'll crawl from here to there on my hands and knees to prove it if I have to. Please let me explain Rob, please."
"I'm in no mood to listen right now Patty. Maybe in a couple of days when I've cooled down a bit, but not now. I'll call you when I think I'll be able to sit down with you without wanting to put my hands around your throat and squeeze."
I hung up on her and then called the switchboard and told them to hold all calls. As I drifted off to sleep I wondered why Patty was so frantic to hang onto me when she obviously was so dissatisfied with me that she was running around with someone else.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next day was a busy one for me and I got a lot done. I called Janis from the airport and told her that the client was happy and that I'd see her in the morning.
"What are you going to do when you get home?"
"What do you mean?"
"Patty has called three times wanting to know when you will be back. You going to go home and have it out with her?"
"No. I'm still too pissed for that. I'll check into a hotel."
"Nonsense. You can stay at my place."
"No I can't. You might not want to put yourself in the position of a home wrecker, but I'm not sure that I can trust myself around you."
"Oh? Having lustful thoughts?"
"Always have had where you are concerned, but thinking lustful thoughts and doing something about it are two different things. I didn't act on those thoughts because I took my marriage vows seriously, but as far as I'm concerned Patty's action's have released me from my vows. I think a hotel is where I need to go."
"Your choice sweetie, but the offer is open."
"Thanks boss, but I have to take a pass, at least until this thing with Patty is over."
I flew home, checked into a hotel close to work and then settled in to work on the report I needed to turn in on my client meeting. The next day at work was like any other except for the nine phone calls from Patty. I kept hanging up on her, but she didn't seem to get the message.
After work I went to the hotel, watched some television and then went out to get a bite to eat. When I got back to the hotel I found an unpleasant surprise. I opened the door to my room and found Patty sitting on my bed.
"How the hell did you get in her?"
"I followed you from work and when you left I went to the desk, told them who I was and that I'd walked off and left my key card in the room."
"And they just gave you a card to get in?"
"I had to show them my driver's license and they compared it to your check in information. The last name and the address matched so they gave me the key card."
"What do you want?"
"I need to talk with you honey. I need to explain that what you are thinking is wrong."
"Fat chance you have of ever selling me on that."
"I know it looks bad for me Rob, but nothing ever happened between me and Randy."
"He says that you have been his girlfriend for three months and you are telling me that in three months nothing happened? Bullshit!"
"It's true Rob. Honest to God, I've never been to bed with Randy. He wanted me to and I did string him along, but we never did anything. I told him I wouldn't make love to him till after my divorce was final and you know that there never was a divorce. Please Rob, let me explain."
"Go ahead Patty, there isn't anything good on TV anyway, but I'll tell you now that you are wasting your time. It isn't likely that I will believe a word you say."
"Please Rob, believe me, this is the God's honest truth. It began three months ago when you were on that three-week business trip. You had been gone a week and I was so lonely that when a couple of girls from work asked me to stop after work with them for a drink I said yes. It was a Thursday night and we stopped at The Pink Poodle. They had a live band there that night and we had no sooner sat down than guys started coming up to us and asking us to dance. The other girls did, but I kept saying no.
"Two hours and several drinks later Randy came over and asked me to dance. By then I was tapping my toes to the music and squirming in my seat and what the hell, it was only a dance, so I said okay. He was a good dancer and he behaved himself and I felt comfortable with him so I danced several more times with him. He was good looking, fun to talk to and I enjoyed myself. He asked me if my husband got jealous when I danced with other men and it was then I decided to have some fun with him. I told him that I was in the process of getting divorced and wouldn't take my rings off until the divorce was final.
"Then he asked if he could see me again and for a kick I said yes. I had been living a quiet existence since we got married and a part of me missed the excitement we experienced when we were single so I thought I'd just kid around with Randy. He asked me to have dinner with him the next night and I said yes. We had dinner and went dancing and that evening he made a pass at me and I shot him down. I told him I was going to behave myself until my divorce became final.
"I had five dates with him while you were gone and when you got home I told him that I had to stop seeing him. When he pressed me on why I told him that I was getting too interested in him for my own good and that since I was still legally married and planned on staying a good girl until the divorce was final I had to stop seeing him.
"He kept calling me and I did have lunch with him a couple of times. Then you went on that one week trip to Atlanta and I had lunch with Randy the day after you left. He asked me to have dinner with him and I said yes. I dated him twice while you were gone and that set the pattern. He would ask me to have lunch with him a couple of times a week and at lunch he would always ask me to go out with him. I always said no unless you were out of town."
"Tell me about your dates. What did you do on them?"
"Just dinner and dancing and a few times we went to the movies."
"What else?"
"That's all Rob, honest."
"Oh come on Patty. Knowing you like I do why do I doubt that? No man invests that much time and energy in a woman, I don't care how beautiful she is, without getting something out of it."
"Well I did sort of string him along. He did think I was going to be his when the divorce was final, but you know it wasn't going to happen honey, you know there was no divorce."
"And just how did you string him along?"
"I did kiss him a few times."
"Patty, tell the fucking truth or get the hell out of here. I know you."
She looked away from me and then said, "We did do some pretty hot and heavy necking. He did get my tits out twice and I let him suck on them for a couple of minutes before I made him stop."
"And what else?"
"Please Rob, honest to god honey, I never slept with him."
"What else Patty?"
She took a deep breath, "He finger fucked me a couple of times and I gave him a hand job once."
I looked at her and just shook my head.
"That's all Rob, honest honey, that's all I did. I just wanted to have a little excitement in my life. It was a kick leading him on. All it was was fun Rob. I was never ever going to do him. I love you Rob and I would never do that to you. Please Rob, you have to believe me."
"That's the problem here Patty, I don't believe you. I know how sexual you are. I remember how wild you were before we got married and how you let it all hang out and I remember all the stories I heard about you and what you did in the frat houses. If Randy got your tits out no way he wasn't going to get more. If you had his cock in your hand no way is a hand job all he was going to get. As many times as I've had my fingers in your cunt you don't think I remember how you respond? If Randy finger fucked you he got a lot more than that."
"No Rob, no. Please honey, you have to believe me, he never had sex with me."
"Sorry Patty. The sad thing here is that you might be telling the truth, but based on the you that I know and the you that I knew before we got married I'm not buying it. Your little game, your quest for excitement has cost you your marriage. You can call Randy and tell him the divorce is in the works. Have lunch with him and date him all you want from now on. Now will you please just leave? I don't want to have to look at you."
++++++++++++++++++
The divorce was final last month and I have no idea where Patty is or what she is doing. I saw Randy at a trade show and asked him how he and Patty were getting along and he told me that he hadn't seen her since the night I'd caught them together.
Janis and I are keeping fairly steady company and I think it might be getting serious between us. She keeps after me to move in with her, but as much as the idea appeals to me my marriage to Patty has left a sour taste in my mouth and I don't know that I'm up to living with someone else just yet. Maybe in a couple of months.
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My wife is the sweetest, most likeable woman in the world. She teaches Sunday school, teaches bible classes two nights a week, volunteers to work for every worthwhile charity in town and the strongest cuss word I've ever heard her utter is 'darn'. She is a great mother to our kids and has been a fabulous wife for me and I'm not kidding when I say that Marlene has absolutely no faults as a person. But not every one sees her the same way I do. You see, Marlene has a problem - she looks like a slut.
It's really not her fault and outside of never leaving the inside of our house there doesn't seem to be anything she can do about it. It doesn't matter how she wears her hair, what style of clothes or make up she wears she still looks like and gives off the aura of a slut. She looked like a slut in her wedding dress, she looked like a slut in her maternity clothes, and when her father died and she went to his funeral in basic black and wearing a veil she still looked like a slut.
In all honesty the slutty look is one of the reasons that I started dating Marlene. I thought she was a slut and I was going to get an easy piece of ass, but I was soon disabused of that notion in the form of a ringing slap across my face on our second date. It only took the two dates to show me what kind of person that she really was and by then I was hooked - hooked on and fascinated by the contrast between the person she was and the person she looked like. The slutty look is a major turn on for me and fortunately Marlene is an absolute slut in our bed. She loves sex and will anything at least once to see if it rings our chimes. Anal, oral, mild domination, she even tried (and absolutely did not like) watersports once just to see what it would be like. But she is only slutty when she is in our bedroom with me.
Unfortunately her slutty look is a major turn on for almost all the other guys too. She is constantly being hit on and it is something that I have learned to live with. I used to get all bent out of shape when guys put the move on her and many are the times when she stopped me from going after some guy:
"Honestly dear, you have no need to act like that. I am perfectly capable of handling these situations on my own."
Eventually I stopped worrying about her and that proved to be a very big mistake.
+++++++++++++++
It was a Christmas party at the home of Ron and Betty; a couple we were good friends with. We knew about half the people there, but the other half were friends of theirs that we had never met. We circulated and met new people, visited with old friends and in general had a good time. About an hour into the party Marlene went into the kitchen to help Betty with something and Ron and I started talking football with two other guys. About an hour or so later I went looking for Marlene, but I couldn't find her anywhere. I asked Betty if she'd seen her and Betty looked away from me and with a strange look on her face said she hadn't seen Marlene for quite a bit.
I kept looking and about fifteen minutes later Ron came up to me and said:
"What's the matter? You look like you lost something."
I told him I couldn't find Marlene and I asked him if he'd seen her. He got a look on his face that I could only classify as 'guilty' and said he hadn't seen her and then he hurried away to talk to someone else. Another half an hour went by and still no Marlene so I went to Betty and told her I needed to use the phone.
"Marlene is gone and that is not at all like her. I'm going to call the police."
Alarm came over Betty's face and she said, "No! Please don't do that. Please, it will only cause trouble."
I looked at her, "You had better explain that" I said.
Betty's face showed that she was worried and then she said, "Marlene is upstairs in the master bedroom."
I was silent for a moment and the I asked, "Why didn't you tell me that earlier?"
Betty looked down at the floor and said in a voice that was almost a whisper, "She's not alone."
I looked at her like she was crazy, "What are you trying to say?"
She said, "I'm sorry. I like Marlene a lot, but I couldn't help it. I had to keep quiet for Ron's sake."
And then the story came out. Ron's boss Harry was at the party and he took one look at Marlene and said, "Anybody that looks that slutty has got to be one hell of a great piece of ass. Before the nights over I'm going to nail her."
Ron tried to tell Harry that Marlene wasn't that way, but his boss said, "Before the night is over she will be." Ron was afraid to buck his boss because it could have cost him his job so when he saw Harry do something to Marlene's drink Ron had pretended that he had seen nothing and turned his back and walked away. And when his boss had maneuvered Marlene upstairs Ron had been talking to me to keep my back turned to the stairs.
"He's been up there with her for over an hour and a half?"
Again Betty looked down at the floor, "He and a few others."
I turned from her and headed for the stairs and by the time I got to the top of the stairs Betty was right behind me. She grabbed my arm:
"Please don't make a scene. Ron needs this job. He will never find another one like it that pays this well. It's too late to do anything about it now. Leave it be, please? I'll do anything you want. You can fuck me, I'll suck your cock, you can fuck my ass, you can have me as much and as often as you like, but please don't make a scene."
I pulled away from her and walked to the master bedroom and opened the door and then froze in my tracks. It had been my intention to go into the room kicking ass and taking names. I knew that I'd come out the loser if there were more that two in the room with her, but damn it, it was my wife in there! But when the door opened the scene that met my eyes changed all that. Marlene was naked and on her hands and knees. Her face was in the lap of the man sitting on the bed and his hands were on her head as it bobbed up and down on his cock. I couldn't tell whether his hands were resting on her head or if he was moving her head up and down. Behind her another man was sliding his cock into her and again I couldn't tell if she was pushing her ass back at the man or whether his hands on her hips doing it.
There were three other guys in the room and they were all watching what was going on and stroking their erections. I watched as the man sitting on the bed said, "Here it comes honey" and I saw cum dribble out of the corners of her mouth. When he got up and his cock was no longer in her mouth I heard Marlene's voice:
"Oh god that feels so good. Fuck me baby, fuck me."
Another man slid onto the bed and her mouth went straight for his cock.
"See? She likes it" I heard Betty whisper in my ear. "She's having a good time. Don't spoil it for her. Come on; let me take your mind off of it" and she tugged me backwards away from the door and then reached around me to quietly close it. She turned me around, put her arms around me and kissed me. Her tongue was in my mouth and without breaking loose from me she walked us backward to the bedroom across the hall.
"I'll take your mind off her baby. I'm a real slut and I love to fuck. If you and Marlene hadn't come tonight that would be me over there and I'd be loving it."
While she talked she undressed me and when she had me naked she went to her knees and took my cock in her mouth. I'd always thought Marlene was a good cocksucker, but Betty could have given Marlene lessons. While she sucked me off she was undressing her self and by the time she had her clothes off she had me ready to cum. I told her so and her reaction was to grab the cheeks of my ass and pull my cock deep into her throat. I blasted my load into her mouth and she gulped and gulped and swallowed it all. She got up and took hold of my limp dick and led me to the bed:
"Don't worry baby. Betty can get you up again" and she went back to sucking my dick. When she had me hard again she climbed on me and lowered herself onto my hard cock and began to ride me.
"Like my pussy baby? You can have it as much as you want. It's your reward for being my friend tonight. That's it baby, fuck me. You like slut's baby? I'm a slut. After tonight Marlene will be one too. She'll want to do it again baby. She'll be just like me after my first time. Harry has a big cock and Marlene will want more of it. I know, because I can't get enough of it either. Will you like that baby? Will you like being married to a slut? She won't just look like one anymore, she'll be one, just like me. She'll want lots of cock, just like me. Will you fuck her when you go home? Slide your hard cock into her cum filled pussy? Will you go down on her? Taste the cum in her mouth when you kiss her?
" I lied to you baby. No one put anything in her drink. She's across the hall because she wants to be baby. She's always been a slut at heart. She's always wanted to do what she's doing across the hall, she just needed the right circumstances. She's a slut baby, and she always has been and she has just been waiting to turn it loose. All Harry had to do tonight was to get her out on the back porch alone and take out his big cock for her to see. It's eleven inches baby and as big around as my wrist. Your slut wife took one look at it and went to her knees and kissed it. I know she did baby because I watched her do it. I was Harry's lookout to warn him if any one came along. Someone like the silly husband who didn't know what a slut he was married to. You like knowing she's a slut baby? You like fucking sluts like me and your wife? Ron fucked her too. He's got a ten-inch cock baby and your little whore is now hooked on big cocks. Know why she's fucking all those guys over there? Because Harry and Ron told her she couldn't have their big cocks again unless she did.
"Marlene is a slut for big cocks now baby and she will do whatever Ron and Harry tell her to do from now on. By this time next week she will be fucking their friends, their customers, their suppliers, anyone they want her to just so she can get some more of their big cocks. She'll be real popular with the guys since she looks so slutty. She'll still cook and clean for you baby and she will fuck you as much as you want, but she doesn't belong to you anymore. Harry and Ron own her now. You'll like being married to a slut baby, we are always so hot, wet and ready to fuck."
Her talking was driving me crazy and I grabbed her hips and thrust into her as hard as I could and my cock erupted and sprayed her insides with my cum.
"Ah, that's it baby, fill me up. Fill your new slut up with your cum. I'm going to suck you hard again baby and then you are going to fuck my ass. I love it in my ass baby and you can have it any time you want."
She did get me hard again and I did fuck her in her ass and when I was exhausted and lying there on the bed next to her she said to me:
"I meant it baby. You can fuck me whenever you want. Just call and I'll be waiting."
We got dressed and left the bedroom and I saw that the door to the master bedroom was open and there was no one inside.
"Go and find your brand new slut baby, but don't forget the one you just fucked. I'll be waiting for your call."
The party was still going strong when I got back downstairs and I saw Marlene talking to some woman in the kitchen. She looked the same as she had when we had arrived, but sluttier, if you know what I mean. I stood looking at her knowing that she was now every bit the slut she looked and I wondered if Betty was right. Would she want more cock now? If she did how was I going to handle it? I walked over to her and said:
"There you are. I've been looking all over for you."
She looked up at me and said, "I needed some fresh air and Betty and I went out for a walk."
I looked at her and knew that Betty was right. My wife had become a slut and was planning on being an unfaithful one at that. I had no idea how she planned on hiding it from me, but I had a hunch that with Betty's help I'd know when and where. All I had to do now was figure out how long I wanted to fuck Betty. I knew I would stop getting Betty's pussy when I kicked Marlene's cheating ass out on the street.
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This story is like many others I have read on this site. It is unique only in that it happened to me. Looking back on it now I suppose I should have seen it coming, but I didn't. I can only blame it on being blinded by my love for Cheri. Well, the blinders are off now and I can't believe that I have been so stupid.
I had been married to Cheri a little over ten years. They were good years and as far as marriages go I would have put ours in the top ten percent, but as with a lot of marriages of that length the bloom had gone off the rose as far as sex was concerned. Cheri and I still had a sex life, but it was kind of ho-hum. Twice a week, usually Tuesday and Saturday, and almost always in the missionary position. I hadn't gotten a blow job in years and I guess sub-conscientiously I retaliated by stopping going down on Cheri.
One Sunday morning over breakfast Cheri said, "I didn't have an orgasm last night Rob. In fact, I don't believe that I've had one in months. What has happened to us? It used to be that we couldn't keep our hands off of each other and now it seems like all we are doing is performing a duty to each other."
"I don't know Cheri; I've had the same thought."
"Do you still love me? Am I still desirable as far as you are concerned?"
"Of course I do and yes you are still desirable."
"Well I still love you Rob and I want things back the way they were."
"I would like that too baby."
"I've an idea. I read in "Cosmo" that when sex in a marriage goes flat you can sometimes liven things up with role playing and I thought maybe it was something we could try."
"Role playing?"
"What it is is that we would pretend things; things that might stir our imagination. Do you have any fantasies Rob?"
"Sure I do, who doesn't?"
"Anything of a sexual nature?"
"The usual; making out with some Hollywood sex symbol, having someone like Catherine Zeta Jones trying to drag me off to a bedroom."
"Tell me who you fantasize about."
I mentioned a half dozen or so and I noticed her eyebrows lift when I mentioned Britney Spears. She didn't say anything though and I wondered if she was thinking I was a dirty old man, but what the hell, there just was something about Spears that turned me on and it didn't matter to me that she was twenty years younger than me.
"So what are we going to do?"
"I have a plan Rob; I'll let it be a surprise."
I watched her get up and head off to do her household chores and I wondered just what kind of surprise she had in mind. I finished my coffee and got up to do my chores. By the time I was half way through cutting the grass and pulling weeds out of the flower beds I'd completely forgotten the conversation at breakfast.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day when I got home from work I hollered out my usual, "Honey; I'm home" and Cheri hollered back "I'm in the family room" and as I headed that way I heard the intro music to the Britney Spears song "Baby One More Time." I walked into the family room and found Cheri made up to look like Britney; blond wig, white high heeled boots and a very short skirt. She was holding one of those remote microphones that comes with a kids play set and using it she lip-synced along with the song. When the song ended she tossed the microphone onto the couch next to where I was sitting, turned off the CD player and then turned to me.
"A little birdie tells me that you fantasize about me. I don't usually suck or fuck my fans, but you are a special fan and we are here alone with no witnesses so I am going to give my special fan a treat. I mean, who are you going to tell? If you do tell who would believe you?"
While she was talking she walked over to me and went to her knees in front of me and went for my zipper.
"A million guys would like me to do this for them" she said as she worked my dick out into the open, "but they will never get what you are going to get.
She took my cock in her mouth and started sucking. We never did have dinner that night. We made love three times and the entire time she was saying things like;
"I wish K-fed could see me now; see how a real man can take care of me" and "I'll bet Timberlake is missing this hot pussy." You like it special fan? Do you like my tight hot young pussy?"
I fell asleep exhausted.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning over breakfast I asked her what her fantasies were. She was silent for a moment and then she said:
"They are only fantasies baby. It is important that you realize that they are just mental turn ons."
"I know that sweetie; what are they?"
"Other men. I fantasize getting it on with other men, The UPS guy when he delivers a package or the guy from the gas company when he comes to read the meter. Letting the guy who comes to fix the washing machine take me while I'm sitting on the edge of the dryer. No man in particular, just other men."
For a brief second I felt just a touch of anger, but I quickly shook it off. If I could lust after Jessica Simpson and imagine myself buried to the pubic bone in Catherine Zeta Jones how could I get pissed at her for thinking of making it with faceless men.
It took me two days to find what I wanted and it took sixty bucks to get the guy to give it up, but at five-thirty that night I was standing on my front porch ringing the doorbell. Cheri answered the door and stood there looking at me standing in front of her with a clipboard in my hand and wearing a shirt that had a patch over the left pocket that said, "Comcast" and a patch over the right that said, "Dave."
"You called for service?" I looked down at the clipboard and said, "It says here that your cable stopped working."
"Why yes, yes it did. Right in the middle of "Jerry Springer" it just stopped on me."
"You want to show me where the TV is?"
"Yeah, sure, come on in."
She led me into the living room and pointed at the set and then she sat down on the couch. I pulled the set away from the wall and pretended to be looking for a problem. Cheri said:
"It really pissed me off going out on me in the middle of "Jerry Springer." Today's topic was wives who cheat on their husbands during the day with repair men. One woman said she did the guy installing her phone right on her kitchen table and another one said she had done an appliance repairman, a door to door salesman and the mailman. I was listening to a girl telling how she seduced the cable guy when the TV quit on me. Anything like that ever happen to you?"
"Can't say as it has."
"What would you do if it did happen to you?"
As she said that she spread her legs and pulled her skirt up a bit and used her left hand to start rubbing her pussy.
"You kidding me? If I was lucky enough for something like that to happen to me I'd leap at it."
"Would you now. What if I told you that all you had to do to fuck me was to come over here and pull my panties off?"
"Jesus lady; are you serious?"
"Why don't you come over here and find out?"
I stood up from behind the TV and started pulling my zipper down as I walked toward her. "This will probably make me late for my next appointment, but no way I'm passing this up."
"If we don't waste time on foreplay we have just enough time to get it done twice before my husband is due home."
It was another night where I went to bed worn out.
+++++++++++++++++
The role playing itself didn't turn me on all that much. What turned me on was the way it turned Cheri on. She was different when she role played. She liked her pussy eaten, but she really wasn't into sucking cock and she really did not like me cumming in her mouth. She did give me head when I wanted it, but her heart wasn't in it. Except when we were role playing! When we role played she was like a Hoover vacuum cleaner. Before role play Cheri would let me cum in her mouth, but then she would spit it out into a rag. In role play she got so into the fantasy that she forgot that she didn't care for the taste of cum in her mouth and she swallowed!
Another thing about role play is that she got very, very vocal. During normal intercourse she moaned and gasped and grunted, but during role play it was, "Fuck me, oh yes, fuck me" and "Sweet Jesus, but your cock feels so good in my cunt." Before role play it was missionary and doggie, but when we started role playing she started getting on top and going cowgirl and reverse cowgirl. Yes indeed, role playing really put the 'oomph' back in our sex life.
Over the next year I got to be, among other things, a mailman, a Fed-Ex driver, and a Terminex sales rep checking the house for termites, an appliance repairman and a building inspector checking to see if we had pulled a permit for the add-on we did to the garage. Cheri's favorite thing was pretending to be the lady of the manor while I was the hired help. At any given time I could be the gardener, the butler or the chauffer.
One example is that I would be working in the yard and Cheri would open the back door and call out:
"Robert, would you come up to the main house please?"
That was my cue to say, "Certainly Mrs. Waverly." I would go into the house and she would be sitting at the kitchen table waiting and I would stand in front of her like an employee called into the office at work.
"Robert, I am not happy with your work lately. The roses look pathetic and the flower beds along the drive look like weed patches. I am seriously thinking of looking for a new gardener. Can you give me one good reason why I shouldn't let you go?"
"It isn't my fault Mrs. Waverly. The irrigation system is broken and I can't get water to them. I keep asking Mr. Waverly to get someone to repair the system and he says he will, but so far he hasn't done it."
"Mr. Waverly, yes, Mr. Waverly. Getting the irrigation system fixed isn't the only thing he hasn't taken care of lately. I may keep you on Robert, but if I do it will mean that you will have to take on additional duties to perform."
"Additional duties ma'am?"
"Yes Robert, additional duties."
"What sort of additional duties Mrs. Waverly?"
She stood up, undid a few buttons and let her dress fall to the floor. "In addition to the lawn and flower beds Robert, you will need to take care of me." She got up on the table, spread her legs and pointed to her pussy, "Cultivate this Robert."
"I don't think my wife would like that ma'am."
"Does your wife have a job Robert? Can she support the family if you are suddenly out of work?"
"No ma'am."
"Then start your additional duties Robert."
I would start eating her pussy and things would go from there and my yard work would have to wait until the next day.
And I knew what was going to happen when we went somewhere and Cheri would get in the back seat and say, "Take me to (fill in the blank____) Robert and please hurry as I don't want to be late." I could almost count on being told to pull off and park some place before we got back home.
The one that bothered me just a smidgen, and I don't know why, was when she did the butler routine. She bought a bell, one of those with a little handle on it and when she rang it I was supposed to drop whatever I was doing, go to her and say, "You rang Mrs. Waverly?"
One thing that the butler, gardener and chauffer scenarios all had in common (besides the great sex that came out of them) was that Cheri got to order me around. I didn't think anything of it at the time, but it would come back to haunt me later.
++++++++++++++++++++++
We had been doing the role playing for about a year and a half before Cheri hit me with one that I flat refused to do. At least initially. I came home from work one night and my usual "Honey, I'm home" was met with "I'm in the bedroom; come on up."
I went up to the bedroom and found her laying out a maid's outfit on the bed. "What's all this" I asked.
"It's for this week ends role playing."
"You going to spend the weekend pretending to be a maid?"
"No sweetie, this is for you."
"You have to be kidding, right?"
"No I'm not. I'd like a little change from the butler scenario."
I laughed and said, "Not likely baby, besides a maid can't fuck you."
"But a maid could eat my pussy and you know how much I like that. Come on Rob, it won't hurt you and it will be fun."
"No Cheri, no, no, no! I start doing stuff like that and the next thing that you will want is to put me in a dress and have me go out for drinks with you. No!"
Cheri kept after me to do it at least once and I finally gave in. She put a padded bra on me, dressed me in the maid's outfit (complete with garter belts and nylons) and then took me into the bathroom. She put the blond wig on me that she wore when she did Britney and then applied make up. When she was done she had me look in the mirror and asked me what I thought. I laughed and said:
"I'll never have to worry about getting hit on by a guy. If it was two in the morning and the bar was closing and all the guys were drunk out of their minds I'd still be safe."
"It's the thought honey. Try and think of yourself as female and we can make the scenario work."
We went back into the bedroom and she handed me a box and said, "Here, put these on."
I opened the box and saw a pair of high-heeled pumps. I handed the box back to her and said, "No! No fucking way in hell!"
"But sweetie..."
"No Cheri, no! Take what you have or push it and I'll start taking all this shit off, but I am not putting those on."
"But they make the outfit sweetie; they complete the illusion."
I took the wig off and tossed it on the bed and started to unbutton the blouse and she said:
"Okay, okay, no heels."
She got the wig back on me and then handed me a small white apron and a feather duster.
Because of my belligerence over the heels it took a while to get into things, but I did eventually get into it and as usual the sex was exhausting.
We did the maid thing the next two weekends and Cheri had me cleaning the house, doing the laundry and all sorts of other things a maid would do, but there was a price she had to pay. I made sure that she understood that while I was being the maid and doing her work that she was going to have to do mine so I wouldn't fall too far behind. I can't even begin to describe the satisfaction I got one Saturday morning as I was running the vacuum cleaner in the living room and looking out the window at Cheri trying to start the lawn mower. She must have pulled the starter cord twenty-five times before she kicked it and came in to get me.
"You will have to bring it into the garage and shut the door. I'm not about to go outside looking like this."
She brought it in and when she looked away I hit the little button and it started right up. It had an electric starter and Cheri didn't know it.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Role playing almost ended for us on my third weekend as a maid. It was a Saturday and I was standing on tip toes and dusting the top of the bookshelf in the family room when I heard:
"If I wasn't seeing it with my own eyes I would never have believed it."
I turned and saw Robin, Cheri's best friend, standing there with Cheri. Robin took me in from the wig on my head to the pointy toed shoes (I'd given in a tad on the shoes and let Cheri talk me into a pair of low heeled flats). She had a smirk on her face and she turned to Cheri and said:
"Does she do windows?"
Cheri was standing there with a big smile on her face and she nodded a yes. I gave Cheri a murderous look and then I left the room. As I walked by her I handed her the feather duster and then went up to the bedroom. I took off the wig and all the maid shit and then got in the shower and washed all the make up off. I dressed in a pair of jeans and a polo shirt and then picked up all the maid shit and went down to the kitchen. The wig, the outfit and the shoes went into a garbage bag which I then took out into the garage and tossed into a trash can. I got into the car and drove down to Early's Sports Bar and stayed there for the next five hours.
When I got home Cheri was pissed. "Where did you go? Why didn't you tell me you were leaving? What the hell is wrong with you?"
And then I unloaded.
"What's wrong with me? You bring Robin into our house and let her see me the way I was and embarrass the hell out of me and then you have the fucking gall to ask what is wrong with me?"
"Oh come on Rob; you are making something out of nothing."
"Am I? Did you happen to notice the smirk on her face when she asked you if I did windows?"
"She was joking Rob."
"I don't care what she was doing. You had no right to let her see me like that. You had no goddamned business letting her in the house while I was wearing that stupid fucking outfit and we were playing our game."
"That's not fair Rob. I had no idea that she was coming over. What was I supposed to do, close the door in her face?"
"You could have gone out to the kitchen through the dinning room and then come and told me that she was here, but no. You had to walk her right by the doorway so she could see me and don't you fucking dare tell me you didn't do it on purpose. I saw the smile on your face as you let her see what you could get me to do. It will be all over town by tomorrow."
"No it won't. She promised me that she wouldn't tell."
"That's absolute bullshit and you know it. She will tell that worthless asshole that she is married to and he will be the one to spread the word. I'll probably end up in a half a dozen fights because guys will start calling me a sissy and sooner or later someone will say the wrong thing and the fight will be on. Just remember who caused it all to happen when you get the call to come down and bail me out of jail."
"Honestly Rob, you are getting upset over nothing. Nothing is going to happen."
"I'll tell you one thing that has already happened. The maid is gone and will never be back and you can take that to the bank. Goodnight!"
I went up to the bedroom, got undressed and got into bed. Cheri came in about twenty minutes later and when she got in bed and reached for my cock I pushed her hand away. There wasn't going to be any make up love making that night.
+++++++++++++++++
Things were a little frosty between us the next day and I don't believe we said ten words to each other. Monday night I stopped at Bud's Bar and Grill for a couple of beers before I went home. I was almost done with my second one when Hal Osborne, a guy I bowl with on Thursdays, sat down next to me and asked me if I had done anything to piss off Jerry Talbot (Robin's husband) and I said no and asked why he asked me the question.
"He's going around telling everyone that you run around in drag at home."
"When has he been saying that?"
"He's saying it right now. He is in the back shooting pool."
+++++++++++++++++++++
"How could you do that?" Cheri asked when she came down to the police station to pick me up. "How am I ever going to face Robin after what you did?"
"Why would you want to? The bitch looked you right in the eye and lied to you. She promised you that she would never say a word and yet Jerry was telling everybody at Bud's that I run around the house wearing dresses on the weekend. How did he know? I'll tell you how; that lying fucking bitch friend of yours told him."
"I just hope I'm able to talk her into talking him out of pressing charges."
"No worry there. He was in the cell just down from me and I have at least six witnesses that will say that the fight started when he came at me with a pool cue. He swung it at me and then I took it away from him and stomped his ass."
And it was true. He saw me coming and he knew what was going to happen. All that the others saw was me walk into the room and walk toward Jerry. I never said one word or made a threatening gesture, but Jerry knew what was coming and he swung the pool cue at me.



"No Cheri, the question isn't how are you going to be able to face her, but how is she going to face you after lying to you."
The rest of the trip home was made in silence and when we got to the house I took a quick shower and went to work. When I got home that night Cheri was in the kitchen fixing dinner and all she was wearing was an apron and a pair of high heels. I was still pissed so when she said, "Hi baby" I gave her a non-committal grunt and got a beer out of the fridge.
"I talked to Robin about an hour ago. Jerry is still in jail because she wouldn't go get him and I guess no one else he called could or would put up his bail. She said to tell you she was sorry. Jerry promised her he would never tell a soul."
Another grunt from me. I was pissed, but I was also me and I could never resist a willing Cheri when she was naked and wearing heels so the ending of the evening was predictable and once we got past that evening things got better and Saturday morning when Cheri came to the back door and called out, "Robert, would you come up to the main house please" I shut off the lawn mower and went inside the house.
+++++++++++++++++++
Another four or five months went by and then one night Cheri said. "I want to try something new honey."
"Like what?"
"I want you to watch me with another man."
She saw the look that came over my face and before I could say a word she said, "Whoa up baby, let me finish before you go boom. What I mean is that I want to do some heavy flirting with a stranger while you watch. He won't know you are my hubby."
I'm sure that you are all familiar with the scenario by now. I go into a bar where I take a seat from which I can see the whole place. She comes in ten minutes later and then I watch her flirt with and tease guys until a pre-determined signal from one or the other of us and then we leave and go home and fuck like bunnies.
I was leery about it, but as usual I let Cheri talk me into it. The first time out we hit a bar with a live band on the other side of town - a place we had never been to before - and I went in and found a good seat. Ten minutes later Cheri came in, took a table and ordered a drink and before it even got there a guy approached her and asked her to dance. She got up and went out onto the floor with him and when the tune was over he walked her back to her table, they talked for a minute and Cheri shook her head no and sat down and the guy walked away. I found out later that the guy had asked her if he could join her.
Ten minutes went by and then another guy asked her to dance and over the next half hour three more men took her out on the floor. She finally settled on one that I guessed she liked more than the others and she joined him in a booth. She told me later that she picked him because his booth was a direct line of sight from where I was sitting.
She danced several more times with the guy, Ted was his name, and he bought her a couple of drinks. Their dancing got a little closer and I saw his hand slide down to her ass and Cheri must not have said anything because it stayed there. Back in the booth he leaned toward her and said something and Cheri laughed and he kissed her. She didn't pull back and I saw her hand drop onto his leg. I was beginning to wonder how far she was going to let things go - or how far before I got up and did something.
They broke the kiss, talked for a bit (with Cheri's hand still on his leg) and then he got up to go to the men's room. As soon as he was out of sight Cheri grabbed her purse and headed for the door. She had her panties off and was fingering herself when I got to the car. As I climbed in she was saying:
"Hurry baby, hurry. Get us home. I need it baby, oh God I need it."
We weren't three blocks from the bar and she had my cock out and her head in my lap. When I pulled into the driveway she was out of the car and running for the house before the wheels even stopped rolling. She was already in the bedroom by the time I got in the house and a trail of discarded clothes marked her passage through the house. She was on the bed, legs spread wide and fingers busy working on her pussy when I walked into the room and she cried out:
"You still have your pants on. Hurry damn it, hurry."
Normally I spend some time on her tits and pussy before I enter her, but she was having none of that!
"In me baby, in me; I need you in me now."
She gave a loud combination moan/sigh as I slid into her and said, "Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
As I pushed into her she was saying, "Did you see him baby? Did you see his hand on my ass? He wanted me baby; he wanted to fuck me. He played with my tits baby. I let him feel me up. He got me hot baby, fuck me, fuck me hard like he would have."
Cheri came three times before I did and then she immediately got into a sixty-nine with me and got me up again. We went twice more that night before I couldn't get it up again.
+++++++++++++++++
That pretty much set the pattern for the next six months or so. Two or three times a month we would go to a bar and Cheri would flirt and tease while I watched and then we would go home and fuck up a storm. Watching Cheri did nothing for me and in fact, several times it was all I could do to keep from storming over and decking some asshole as they felt Cheri up and took liberties that no sane man would allow to happen to his wife. What turned me on was the way Cheri was when we left the bar. The ride home was fantastic and the sex once we got home was hot hot hot!
The big problem was that the more we did it the more Cheri wanted to do it. One night when we had planned on going out something came up at work and I was going to have to work late. I called Cheri and told her the night was off, but she was keyed up to go and she talked me into meeting her when I got off work. I didn't really want to because of the hassle of having two cars there and the ride home was one of the high points for me and it wouldn't happen if she had to drive her own car home. Cheri said it wouldn't be a problem, that we could go out for breakfast or lunch the next day and pick up her car then. So I caved and told her okay and that I would meet her at the bar around eight.
I got there at five to eight and took a seat at the bar. I looked around for Cheri and didn't see her and I thought that she might be in the ladies room, but a good ten minutes went by without my seeing her and I began to wonder if we had gotten our wires crossed and she was waiting for me at some other bar.
I was just sliding back off of the bar stool to go look in the ladies room when I saw her walk in the door from the parking lot. She spotted me and took a table where I could keep her in view and then the night went like all the others. The only exception that night was that she didn't want to suck me off on the way home. She was way too hot for that. She had me pull to the back of the parking lot and park in a really dark spot and then had me fuck her right there in the car. She had three orgasms before I had mine and as I got off of her I said as I started to tuck my cock away:
"Well, that being out of the way I guess you can go ahead and drive your car home."
She laughed and said, "Don't you dare put that away lover; I'm just getting started."
She had me back up before we were a mile away from the bar and when we got home she was so hot that we did it in the car again as soon as the garage door closed. Once in the house and on the bed with Cheri on top and riding me cowgirl she said:
"Know where I was when you got there? I was out in the parking lot with a guy. I was waiting for you and dancing and he was feeling me up and poking his hard cock into my leg. He was insistent and I didn't know what time you would really get there and I couldn't leave until you got there so I let him talk me into going out to his car to talk."
As she was telling me this she was riding up and down and rocking back and forth on my cock so her delivery wasn't all that smooth. There were a lot of gasps and moans and I don't know how to put it down on paper. It went something like this:
"We talked for...oh god yes...talk for a little bit and th...oh, oh, oh...he grabbed me and kissed meeeeeeeeee...oh shit baby, I'm cumming, I'm CUMMINGGGG. Oh God yes. He kissed me and I didn't figure...oh damn it, oh fuck yes" and on and on like that. But the story that came through all of the gasps and moans and exclamations was:
"He kissed me and I saw no harm in it so I let him and then I kissed him back. He was playing with my boobs and I kind of got carried away with the kissing. Our tongues were working on each other and the next thing I knew he had a finger in my pussy. He wanted me baby; he wanted me bad. He kept trying to get my panties down and I kept pushing his hands away and looking at my watch and checking the time and watching out the window for you. He wanted me baby, he really, really wanted me and he kept after me until he wore me down. I saw you pull into the lot just as he pushed my head down and put his cock in my mouth. He finger fucked me while I sucked him off baby and when he came there was so much of it I almost choked. He tried to get me onto the back seat baby, but I wouldn't go. I didn't let him fuck me baby; I swear that I didn't let him fuck me. I got out of the car and ran into the bar. He had a big, fat cock baby and it was a mouthful."
And then Cheri had one of the largest orgasms I'd ever seen her have. From my perspective things were not going all that great. As she told her story while she rode me I was getting more and more pissed. By the time she had her huge orgasm I was getting ready to push her off me and she was still moaning and shaking when I dumped her onto the bed. She was sputtering, "Baby, what's the matter? Why did you do that" as I got off the bed and stormed out of the room.
I was in the kitchen making myself a stiff drink when she came into the room. "What happened? Why did you do that? Why did you push me away?"
"You suck another man's cock and you have to ask me what's wrong?"
I saw something cross her face and then she said, "Oh my God; you believed it. You believed me."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"It was just a story Rob; something that I made up to add a little spice to things."
"Add spice? You think something like that is going to do anything for me? You with another man? You think that would be a turn on for me? You don't know me any fucking better than that?"
"I'm sorry baby. I was just trying something new."
"Yeah? Just where in the hell were you when I got there?"
"I decided that I didn't want to be there unless you were there so I was at home until seven-thirty. You said you would be there at eight so that is when I planned to get there, but I got caught by a train at the Fifth Street crossing and got to the bar ten minutes late. Come on baby; you didn't get off and I need to take care of that."
I finished my drink and said, "I'm not in the mood" and I went back into the bedroom and went to bed.
Saturday morning we stepped lightly around each other - me because she pissed me off with her story/she because I'd insulted her by believing that she could actually do something like that - but that afternoon when she called out, "Robert, would you come up to the main house please" I went. I was still a little pissed so it was weeks before we did the bar scenario again.
+++++++++++++++++++
Then a good thing and a bad thing happened. The good thing was that I was promoted to regional manager. Lots more money and perks. The bad thing was that I was promoted to regional manager. Lots of travel and being away from home. In any given week I could spend from two to four days visiting the units in my region. The nights I was home Cheri made sure that we caught up for the nights I wasn't and I was always home by Friday afternoon so my weekends were a bit active also.
One Tuesday as I was getting ready to leave on an overnight trip to one of the offices in my region Cheri said:
"I'm going to start helping Robin with her Avon and Mary Kay parties. I need something to do while you are gone. Sitting her and watching TV is driving me bonkers."
I hadn't spoken to Robin since the 'maid' incident and I really didn't like her, but she was Cheri's best friend and I could understand Cheri needing something to do.
Another six months went by and I finally managed to set up a schedule where I only had to be gone two nights a week and when I was gone Cheri helped Robin with her sales parties. It was a Tuesday and I was at the airport getting ready to board a flight to Salt Lake City when my pager went off. It was my office and when I called in I was told that my boss, the VP of Sales, had just had a stroke and was on the way to the hospital and I needed to get back to the office ASAP. I had then call Salt Lake and let them know I wouldn't be coming and then I headed for the office. It was a busy day and when it was over I headed on home.
I walked in the front door and hollered out my usual, "Honey, I'm home" but I didn't get an answer and I went looking for her, but she wasn't in the house. "Odd" I thought, her car was in the garage when I pulled in and parked next to it. And then I realized that I had gotten so wrapped up in the emergency at work that I hadn't called Cheri to let her know my trip had been cancelled. That meant she was off somewhere helping Robin sell soap and perfume and her car was at home because Robin had picked her up.
I fixed myself some dinner and after cleaning up after myself I picked up a book I had been reading and settled in to read and wait for Cheri to get home. At ten she still wasn't home and as I had to get up at five-thirty I put the book down and went to bed. I don't know what it was that woke me, but something did and I looked at the bedside clock and saw that it was ten to three and that I was in bed alone. I didn't know much about Avon parties, but I was pretty sure that they didn't run much past eleven.
I was just getting out of bed to go to the bathroom when headlights swept the bedroom as a car pulled into the drive. I went to the window and looked out. I noticed two things right away. One, the car wasn't Robin's and two; the two people in the front seat were locked in a pretty long kiss. Then the couple broke, the passenger door opened and the dome light came on and I saw Cheri get out of the car. She waved as the car backed down the drive and then she came into the house.
It was five minutes before the bedroom door opened and Cheri turned on the light and saw me sitting on the bed. She went pale, said, "Oh fuck!" and then went running to the bathroom and I heard her tossing her cookies into the toilet. In the brief look I got between the light going on and Cheri dashing to the bathroom I saw she was dressed in a short skirt, low-cut blouse and "Fuck me" pumps. Her hair was a mess, her make up was smeared, her blouse was miss-buttoned and she had what looked like egg white on her skirt and blouse. It was obvious to me of course that the stains were not egg whites, but sperm.
I got up and went into the bathroom and stood there until she finished and stood up and then I said:
"Rough night selling Mary Kay?"
She wouldn't face me. I grabbed her arm and pulled her into the bedroom and pushed her down on the bed. I pulled her panties off of her and looked at them and didn't see any cum stains. I shoved a finger in her cunt, wiggled it around and looked at it and didn't see any evidence, but that didn't mean that there hadn't been some there earlier. I pulled her off the bed, pushed her over to the bedroom door and shoved her out into the hall and said:
"This isn't your bedroom anymore. You can sleep in one of the other bedrooms (it was a three bedroom house) or you can call the asshole who dropped you off to come back and get you. I don't care which, but this bedroom is off limits to you from now on" and I slammed the door in her face. I heard her crying as I walked away from the door, but so fucking what!
++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was up and out of the house without seeing Cheri. It was a bad day at work because I couldn't concentrate on what I was doing. The picture I had in my mind of Cheri when she turned on the light just would not go away and I did not know what I was going to do, but I know that the odds were that it wasn't going to be good.
Some things were cut and dried. We were in a no fault state so the divorce was going to be a fifty/fifty split as far as the assets were concerned and there wasn't any way around that. I'd seen enough friends and acquaintances go through it to know that much. There wouldn't be any fight over who got what out of the house because I wasn't going to want anything that would remind me of Cheri.
There was no "Honey I'm home" when I walked into the house that night. I found Cheri sitting at the kitchen table with a drink in front of her. She looked up when I walked into the room and headed for the fridge to get a beer. Her eyes were red from crying and in a voice that quavered she said:
"Can we talk? Talk about us?"
"About us? There is no "us" Cheri; not after what I saw last night."
She winced when I said that and said, "Please don't say that Rob, please, don't."
"What am I supposed to say Cheri? You walk in at three in the morning dressed like a 12th Street whore, looking like you've just been gang fucked and with cum stains on your skirt and blouse. Was I supposed to say, "Hi honey, have a good time?"
"I know how it looked Rob, but it wasn't what you think."
"Wasn't what I think? Your car was in the garage Cheri. That means someone picked you up here at the house. That means you made a date. A guy brings you home at three in the morning and you make out in the driveway. You walk in here with cum stains all over your skirt and blouse and it isn't what I think? It couldn't be anything else but what I think! How long have you been seeing this guy?"
"Last night was only the second time. He didn't fuck me Rob. I never let any of them fuck me."
I saw her face as she suddenly realized what she'd just said."
"Them? Them Cheri?"
I stood up and Cheri asked where I was going and I told her, "I need to put some space between us Cheri before I do something bad."
"Please Rob; we have to talk. We love each other Rob; we can work it out if we can just talk. I love you Rob and I know you love me and I know we can work it out."
"I don't see how Cheri; every time you open your mouth it gets worse. The one guy I saw last night was bad enough, but 'them' on top of him?"
I got up and left the kitchen and went out to the living room and sat down on the couch. I sipped my beer and stared at the blank screen of the TV that I couldn't be bothered to turn on. I don't know how long I sat there holding an empty beer bottle and staring off into nothingness before Cheri came into the room and sat down in the easy chair across from me. She didn't say anything, just sat there and looked at me. After several minutes I looked at her and asked:
Why?"
She was silent for ten seconds or so and then she said, "It was exciting. Being with a strange man was just so hot, such a turn on."
"Did you not give any thought to what would happen when you got caught? My God Cheri, just the way I responded when you pulled your pretend blow job on me should have given you a clue as to how I was going to take it."
She turned her head and looked away and the light bulb went on. "It wasn't pretend, was it? You actually did do it and then had to say it was a made up story when I came unglued over it."
"I did it for you Rob."
"You did it for me?"
"Yes Rob, I did it for you. You always got so turned on watching me flirt with and lead other men on that you wouldn't leave me alone for days. The sex was overwhelming and I thought that if pretend did that to you something real would really set you off."



"Watching you with other men never did a thing for me Cheri; what turned me on was the way you behaved when it was over."
"I didn't know that Rob and the way you acted when I did the first one came as a surprise and a shock to me."
"But you still went ahead and did more."
"I did it the first time because I thought it would please you, but the problem was that while it didn't please you it lit me up big time. After that first time it was almost all I thought about - doing something with a stranger. I had some large orgasms using nothing but my fingers when I thought about it."
"So, since the night of the pretend blow job you have been doing strangers for real?"
"No. I didn't start until after you got promoted. About a month after you started traveling I went out one night with Robin because I was tired of sitting home alone. We had a few drinks and danced with guys and had a good time. One of the guys I danced with was really nice and so when he hit on me I remembered the charge I'd gotten when I did the first one. I wondered if I got the charge because I was doing it for you or if I got the charge from just doing it and I let him talk me into going out to his car. I was only going to give him a hand job, but I got so turned on that I sucked him off. Since then I've gone out maybe once every two weeks or so when you were out of town."
"Every two weeks or so? What does that make it, a dozen men you have fucked behind my back?"
"No Rob, five or six. It didn't start right away. It has only been the last three or four months and I never -- I swear to God Rob -- I never screwed any of them. It was usually hand jobs and if the guy was really nice I might blow him, but not one of them ever screwed me. After I got home I got myself off with my fingers or my dildo."
"Your dildo?"
"I had to buy one Rob. You got me used to sex damned near all the time and it kind of left me hanging when you started traveling."
"You said that it was doing it with strangers was what turned you on, but last night you went on a date with a guy so he wasn't a stranger."
"I was getting a little worried about what might happen with me being alone. When we went out and played our game I didn't have to worry because you were always there, but if I was alone what if one of them wouldn't just settle for a hand job? And Dan seemed like a really nice guy so when he asked me if he could see me again I said yes. He knew that all he would get was a hand job and he was fine with that. But I didn't get a charge out of giving him a hand job last night. He was a stranger the first time and it was great, but he wasn't a stranger anymore when I did him last night and I didn't get anything out of it. Before I even came in the house I had decided that I wouldn't see him again.
"I never screwed any of them Rob. I swear to God I never did and I was never going to. It was just something that did so much for me when you weren't around and it never hurt you. It just made me more anxious for you to get home and when you did I couldn't keep my hands off of you."
"So what are you saying Cheri? That I should just shrug this off as a minor bump in the road of life and we should just go merrily on our way?"
"Yes baby, they didn't mean anything to me. I don't even know the names of most of them and outside of Dan I never saw any of them again. I love you baby and I don't want us to lose what we have."
"We have already lost what we had Cheri. The problem is that I don't trust you any more. You are too good at lying to me. You say you never fucked any of them, but can I believe that? You told me that that first blow job was just a story and I believed you and now I find out that you lied to me about that. You told me you were going out to help Robin with her sales parties and I believed it and now I find that you lied about that also. How am I supposed to believe anything that you say any more? And I have absolutely no intension of quitting my job so every time I was away I would have to spend my time wondering what you were doing. I can't live my life like that. I'm sorry Cheri, but I just can not live like that."
"I'll never do it again Rob, I swear, I'll never do it again."
"That's what you say Cheri, but how do I know that you aren't lying to me again. Christ Cheri, how do I even know you aren't lying to me when you say you love me? No Cheri, the trust is gone and without trust we have nothing to work with."
"That's not fair Rob. I love you and you know I love you. As far as the rest of it, okay, I lied. But what else could I do after the way you took it the first time? At least give me the benefit of the doubt on that one. I honestly thought you were getting off on seeing me play and tease other men. All I did was try to make it better for you. What else could I do but lie when you reacted the way you did. I couldn't say "oops, sorry about that." I had to cover it up. As for what I did when you were out of town all I can say is that I screwed up. I never thought you would ever find out and it wasn't hurting us a bit. If you were home I would have been with you and you know it. And I honestly thought that as long as I never let them screw me nothing was being hurt and I was getting so much out of it. You did reap the benefits when you got home.
"And I didn't lie when I told you that I would be helping Robin with her Avon and Mary Kay sales parties. I just didn't say that some of the nights I spent with her were not sales party nights."
"That was the same as telling me a lie Cheri and you know it. You know I don't like that slut and you knew that I wouldn't be at all happy to know that you were out with her while she cheated on her husband."
"I'm sorry you don't like her Rob; she is a very good person when you get to know her. And she doesn't cheat on Jerry. He got hurt in a construction accident a year ago and he can't get it up. He has given her permission to go out and get herself taken care of sexually. She does it and she always goes home to him.
"In all of our marriage Rob, whenever I told you I would do something I always did it. I'm telling you now that you can trust me to never do it again. I promise."
"You can just turn your back on what you have said was such a hot turn on for you?"
"It doesn't matter what it did for me Rob. As exciting as it was and as hot a turn on as it was for me, it could never take the place of you and what you do for me. I promised you Rob and I mean it. I will never do it again."
I sat there and looked at her and thought about the ten years we had been together and I admitted to myself that I did love her. But, and it was a very big 'but,' I was telling the truth when I said the trust was gone and a marriage without trust in it was not a strong marriage. Could we put things back together? I didn't know.
She sat there waiting for me to say something and finally I said, "I don't know what I'm going to do Cheri, but for the time being nothing has changed. I'll probably talk to a lawyer sometime this week. I have a lot on my mind right now and a lot of it isn't good so please just stay out of my way for a while."
I got up and went up to bed. I didn't sleep much that night and I spent a good deal of time staring up at the ceiling and thinking, but when I got up the next morning I had an idea of what I was going to do. The big question was could I forgive Cheri for what she had done and the only answer I could come up with was "maybe." She said she would never do it again, but with the trust gone could I believe her? There was only one way to find out.
That night when I came home from work I told Cheri that I had talked to a lawyer and that I had someone coming over to appraise the house. I led her to believe that the marriage was over and divorce was in the cards. I had a friend who was an electronics whiz and with his help I wired the house with recording devices while Cheri was at work.
Things settled out at work and I left on my next trip -- a three day, two night trip to Denver -- and I spent both nights that I was away wondering what Cheri was doing. When I got home the first thing I did was go down to my basement workshop and review the tapes from the tap on our phone. There was a lot junk on the tape; calls to and from her mother and sisters and a cousin she was close to. Half a dozen telemarketing calls and a call to an apartment find service. That call told me that Cheri did believe that I was done with her and I thought that believing that if she was going to do anything she would feel free to do it.
I found one of her talks with her mother to be very interesting. She told her mother that we were probably headed for divorce and when her mother asked why Cheri told her the entire story. She didn't sugar coat it one bit.
The first call of interest took place on my first night gone.
"Hello?"
"Hi good-looking, this is Dan."
"Oh, hi Dan."
"Look sweetie, it goes without saying that I had a great time last night and I was hoping we could get together again."
"Sorry Dan, but I don't think so."
"Oh come on sweetie; I know you were as turned on as I was. I'm okay with it that you won't give up your pussy, but I like dancing with you and you are a lot of fun to spend time with."
"I had fun too Dan, but I can't see you again. Sorry" and she hung up on him.
The next call of interest was the next evening.
"Hello?"
"Hi there sweetie, this is Dan. I know your old man is out of town again so I thought I'd try again."
"How do you know my husband is out of town?"
"Robin told me."
"You know Robin?"
"Who do you think put me onto you?"
"Robin told you that you could score with me?"
"Hey, she's a friend. She saw to it that we both got what we wanted."
"If she told you that you could get lucky with me then she isn't any friend of mine."
"Don't be that way sweetie. You liked it. When can we do it again?"
"Never Dan."
"I don't think so sweetie. We will get together again and the next time you will spread those pretty legs wide for me because if you don't a little birdie might drop a word to your hubby. And how would you like your family, friends and neighbors knowing that you pick up guys in bars and give them hand jobs?"
"For your information you fucking dirt bag I don't care who the fuck you tell. Tell the whole fucking world, just don't call me again or I'll call the cops and turn you in as a stalker" and then she hung up on him.
The next call was the surprise. Not the call itself, but what was said.
"Hello?"
"It's me Robin."
"What's up girlfriend?"
"I just had a disturbing phone call from a guy who said you pointed me out to him and told him he could score."
"That would be Dan I'd guess."
"Did you do that? Tell him he could score with me?"
"I told him if he played his cards right he might be able to. That's all I said, "might."
"Why would you do something like that?"
"I'm not blind Cher. I might have been a little busy with the guy trying to hustle me, but I saw you leave the bar with that guy the first night we went out together and I saw it again three weeks later when we went out again. Frankly, it surprised the hell out of me. I thought you and Rob were rock solid. He must have done something really bad to cause you to do something like run around on him. Anyway, I didn't like the looks of the guys you were hooking up with so I thought I'd see if I couldn't set you up with a nice guy."
"Well your nice guy just tried to blackmail me" and she told Robin just what Dan had said on the phone.
"That asshole! Don't you sweat him girlfriend. I know where the bodies are buried as far as he is concerned. Trust me on this; Rob will never hear from him."
"It wouldn't matter. Rob knows all about it. He caught me coming home from my date with Dan and I told him all about it."
"How did he take it?"
"Not well. He has seen an attorney and is having the house appraised so it can be sold and he hardly talks to me any more."
"I have to ask girlfriend; why did you do what you did? Why on Earth did you risk what you had with Rob?"
"Long story, but the short of it is that I thought Rob had a kinky side so I thought I would give him something I thought he would like and he hated it. Problem was that I got such a big kick out of it and I kept doing it and Rob found out."
"I want the long story girlfriend."
Cheri told Robin the same story she'd told me and then Robin said, "And he won't forgive you? He loves you for Christ's sake. Anybody can see that! And God knows you love him. There has to be something that we can do to keep a divorce from happening."
"That we can do?"
"Yes girlfriend, we! Friends help friends in time of need. We have to get the two of you back together. You belong together. I know how you feel about him and any fool who has seen the two of you together knows how he feels about you. Right now it is all about masculine pride and ego with Rob. Someone else soiled something that was his and he is bent out of shape over it. We need to get him past that. We need to give him an out; something that he can use to excuse what you did.
"How about you tell him that I was pushing you to get you to have sex with a guy I know and when you wouldn't I helped the guy slip you some date rate drug. That way you could tell him you were out of it and didn't know what was happening until it was too late."
"I already confessed Robin; he knows that I knew what I was doing."
"No, you just told him that so you wouldn't have to tell him the truth."
"The truth?"
"I took pictures of the first time and I blackmailed you into doing it again. You couldn't tell him that because you remembered what he did to Jerry and you were afraid he would come after me and hurt me and end up going to jail."
"But why would you do something like that to me?"
"Tell him it was because I always felt you were an up-tight "goody-two shoes" who looked down on me because I was always cheating on Jerry so I tried to bring you down to my level."
"But you don't cheat on Jerry."
"That's beside the point. How about we say I did because of what he did to Jerry and I was getting back at him through you?"
"Rob isn't going to believe any of that Robin."
"Sure he will. He doesn't like me and he never has so he will be only too ready to believe the worst of me. So, we give him some one else to blame and that will make it easier for him to forgive you. All he needs is a way out of the corner that his pride and ego have backed him into."
"You make it sound so tempting, but I can't do it."
"Why not?"
"I promised him no more lies and I always keep my promises to Rob."
"Not even to save your marriage?"
"A promise is a promise Robin. I gave my word and I'll keep it."
That was the last call on the recording and I sat there and stared at the device. It was true that I didn't like Robin and that I never had, but I had to give her high marks when it came to loyalty to her friends. I had no doubt that she would take the bullet for Cheri if she thought it would help. I might even have to reevaluate my feeling toward her. The other thing that came through loud and clear was the sincerity in Cheri's voice when she said, "I gave my word and I'll keep it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Cheri and I are still together. I waited a week and then told Cheri that I had told the lawyer to stop work on the divorce action. She asked what that meant and I told her that I didn't know, that I had a lot to think about and that I wasn't going to rush into anything. A week later I told her that I had decided to give our marriage one more chance, but warned her that trust was still an issue and that there would be no second chance if she gave me any reason, any reason at all, to doubt that she was being honest and straight forward with me.
When it dawned on Cheri that I was saying that we were going to stay together and try to make the marriage work she threw herself at me so hard that we fell to the floor with Cheri landing on top of me. She was crying and tears were running down her cheeks and she was saying:
"I love you, Oh God I love you so."
Will it work out? It is too soon to tell. We are stepping lightly around each other as we try to get back some of what we had. The love making is satisfying even though it isn't as wild and intense as it used to be. There has been no mention of role playing and in truth I don't think I want to go there any more; it would bring back too many bad memories.
Trust is still an issue. Once you lose it it is very hard to get back. The recording devices are still in place and I have no plans to disconnect them. They give me a little peace of mind. Cheri might have been sincere when she said "I promise" but it never hurts to be able to verify.
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The nice thing about coming from a family where both parents have good paying jobs is that you don't have to live in the dorm unless you want to. I spent my first two years in college living in a dorm, but in my junior year I wanted to be able to party and I talked mom and dad into spring for an apartment. They were leery until I used the argument that I needed to start learning how to live on my own against the day I graduated.
It wasn't party, party, party - I did work hard at keeping my grades up - but I wanted to be able to "get down" on Friday and Saturday nights, bring ladies into my bed and not have to worry about being caught. I wanted to be able to drink and not have to sweat getting a DUI while driving home from a party or have the asshole campus cops stop me for staggering across the quad. I wanted unsupervised freedom.
The worst thing about my apartment was that it was too damned close to my big brother. Far enough away from mom and dad that I only saw them once every three weeks or so, but Barry was only two blocks away. When he had graduated he had taken a job locally and set up housekeeping. As a result I saw Barry two or three times a week. But Barry wasn't the problem. The problem was Barry's wife Mindy and the problem had nothing to do with what Mindy said or did. The problem was what she was. What she was was everything that a guy wanted in a woman. She was beautiful. She was sexy as hell and built like the proverbial brick shithouse. She was smart, she was funny and it killed me to be around her and know that she could never be mine.
Every time Barry came over he had Mindy with him and every time Mindy walked through my door I got a raging hard on. It didn't matter what she wore - dress with heels, shorts with tee shirt and tennies, or baggy sweats - Mindy made me stiff. The worst of it for me was that Mindy knew it. Not that she ever teased me or led me on or anything like that, but she would give me a look that said, "I know what you want and thanks for the appreciation." I hated it when she came by and I couldn't wait to see her again and how fucked up is that?
Friday night is usually "party hardy" time at my apartment and I usually have anywhere from eight to eighteen people stuffed into my two-bedroom place. Lots of nights the place turns into make out city and sometimes, what with all the booze and grass that floats around, things can get pretty way out. I've actually had couples fucking on the couch, the living room floor and on the kitchen table when both bedrooms were full. It isn't something that happens all the time, but it has happened a time or two which is why I was a little on the nervous side when Mindy called me one Friday night and said she was going to stop by if I didn't mind. Barry had gone out of town and she was alone and wanted company. Talk about being between a rock and a hard place - I wanted to see her, but I didn't want to expose her to the antics of my friends. I told her there would be a party going on and she said, "Great, I could use a little fun." How could I say no?
The party was already cranking when the doorbell rang and I answered it to find Mindy standing there. She gave me a big smile and I stepped aside and let her in. She couldn't have dressed any worst if she had tried. She had on "Daisy Dukes" with a halter-top (no bra) and a pair of flip-flops. She might as well have come naked. By the time the door had closed behind her there wasn't a soft cock in the apartment. I looked at Mindy and wondered what she was thinking. She had to notice that every pair of male eyes in the place were on her. There were three other girls at the party, but suddenly Mindy was the center of attention. I also wondered what she thought about being the oldest person at the party. At twenty-four she had three years on almost everyone there and four or five years on one or two. I asked her what she was drinking and she said a beer would do and so I went to the kitchen and got her one. When I came back she was talking to a girl and two of my buddies so I handed her the beer and left her to mingle.
Within an hour Mindy had been hit on by every guy in there (except me) and she seemed to be loving the attention. I had my head in the fridge getting another beer when Sal came up to me. "Your sister in law is one hot babe. Have you fucked her yet?"
"Fuck no Sal, she's my brothers wife."
"Don't mean shit man, she's pussy. Besides, I've seen the way you look at her. You want a taste of that so bad it's killing you."
"Well, yeah, but that doesn't change the fact that she's family."
"Would you fuck her if you could and get away with it?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean slip her a little something and then do her while she's out."
"Oh man, I couldn't do something like that to Mindy."
"Your choice, but if you change your mind I've got a little something that will do the trick."
"What's that?"
"Its called Special K. It puts them out in fifteen or twenty minutes and depending on the dosage it will keep them down for anywhere from one to five hours. The beauty of it is that have no control over their bodies and if they are being fucked when the stuff wears off they will keep on going until you stop and let them go to sleep."
"No man, I couldn't do something like that."
"Think about it, the night is still young."
I spent the next hour watching Mindy and the more I watched her the more I thought about what Sal had told me. I don't suppose that I would ever have done it if Mindy herself hadn't pushed me over the edge. She was standing and talking to five guys and one of them reached out and touched one of her boobs. She just kept talking as she pushed his hand away and treated the matter as if it was just another everyday occurrence. Then another guy did the same thing and again all she did was push the hand away. She didn't get pissed, she didn't haul off and slap anybody, just pushed the hand away and kept on talking. I don't know why it made my cock throb like it did or why it all of a sudden made me think of Sal's idea, but it did and I went looking for him.
"Ready for another beer?" Mindy upended the bottle she had and drained it and said yes. When I came back with it she was pushing another hand away from her tits. I handed her the beer and she asked, "Are all your friend as horny as these guys?"
I laughed, "Don't let them fool you. Yes, all my friends are horny and it's mostly because most of them are still virgins."
She looked around at her little group, "Is that it? Are you all looking at me and seeing the experienced older married lady who might help you get rid of that terrible burden?"
Most of them blushed and then Mindy laughed, "Sorry guys, I'm just too newly married to do something like that."
I separated her from the group and made small talk with her as I watched for the signs of dizziness that Sal told me to expect. It took about twelve minutes to hit. She shook her head a couple of times as if to try and clear it and I asked, "Are you okay?"
"Yes, just a little dizzy spell. I guess I should have eaten something before coming over here and drinking beer."
"Come on. Well get you into my bedroom and you can lie down until it clears up."
I got her on the bed and then I went out of the room and left her alone to give the stuff I'd put into her beer a chance to put her under. I gave her fifteen minutes and then I went back. I walked over to her, "Are you okay?" Her eyes were open and she was looking at me, but they seemed dull. I shook her shoulder, "Are you okay?"
Still nothing. I'd been having second thoughts about doing it, but then I thought, "You've gone this far, no sense backing out now."
I ignored Mindy's eyes as I pulled off her halter-top and slid her shorts off. I took the flip-flops off her feet and then stepped back to look down at her. God, she was beautiful. I had no idea what tomorrow was going to bring, but I was pretty sure I would never see her this way again so I got my camera and took several shots of her before putting the camera away and undressing. It was creepy seeing Mindy's eyes following every move I made even though she couldn't move or talk, but I had gone too far to back out now. Besides, Sal had only given me enough stuff to put Mindy under for about an hour or so and I didn't want to waste any of it.
I bent over and began licking her left nipple and then I took it in my mouth and began working on it. I put my hand on her right breast and started playing with the nipple and then I went back and forth between the two tits until the heat built up in me and then I started moving down her body. I pushed her legs apart and I buried my nose in her pussy and took a deep breath and then I started to eat her. At first she just laid there, but after a minute or so I thought I felt her respond to my probing tongue. Sal had told me I could expect some response, but he also said that it wouldn't be for at least a half-hour. I latched onto her clit and began working on it as I pushed a finger in her and began working it around. Her body gave a jerk and I could feel her trying to push her pussy up at me as I finger fucked her.
I couldn't wait any longer and I moved between her legs and pushed my cock into her. She was tight and I had to go slow to work myself in. I lifted her legs, bent them at the knees and tucked them under my armpits and slowly worked my cock in her. Her eyes were looking up at me and while no longer dull I couldn't tell what was in them as I began to fuck her. I was working away when I heard the door open behind me. That was not supposed to happen. Neither of the bedrooms in my apartment has a lock on the door and the rule at my parties was that a closed bedroom door means stay the fuck out. I turned and saw Mike standing there and watching. He gave a little half wave and said, "Sorry man, I didn't know anyone was in here" and then he backed out and closed the door. I felt myself getting ready to come and I debated slowing down to make it last or to get it done, get hard again and go for seconds. Greed won out, I blew my nuts and then I waited until my cock got soft and then I pulled out of her.
Kneeling on the bed and looking down at her I had no remorse at all for what I had just done. She was just too beautiful and too sexy looking for me not to want the memory of her nakedness or the tightness of her pussy. I was just sorry that it could not have been with her being a willing participant, but what the hell, some memory is better than none. I wondered if putting my cock in her mouth would help speed up my getting another erection so I got up and moved to where my cock was hanging just over her face. Her eyes followed me and watched as I laid my cock on her soft lips. I drug it back and forth a couple of times and then I pushed my finger against her chin and her mouth opened and my cock fell in. I eased it in and out a couple of times and then suddenly I had to take a piss. I pulled out, bent over and kissed her. Her eyes were looking into mine when I said, "Sorry for this, but I had to have you and this was the only way." I put my pants on and headed for the john.
I took my whiz and went to the fridge to get another beer and Sal came up to me, "How's it going?"
"So far so good, but I just wished she was a more active and willing partner."
"Just make sure that you are still fucking her when she starts to come out of it and she will be more active than you can handle."
"Why?"
"Because even though she's out of it, she's still aware of what's happening - she just can't fight it. All of the nerve endings that have to do with sexual response and enjoyment are still being worked, but she can't feel them yet. As the stuff wears off and she regains feeling the first thing that hits her is all of the sexual stimulation that the body has been feeling all along. What you have is instant sex maniac which is why I like Special K so much."
"Explain please."
"Rohypnol and GHB cause short term memory loss and amnesia and the girl knows that something happened, but not necessarily what or who. But with Special K she always knows what and who, but when she comes out of it she is a fuck machine and she knows what she is doing and she is doing it to get herself off. When it's over she can't very well call the law on you because she was the most active partner for the last half. She might be really pissed at you and never speak to you again, but she can't complain and that's the beauty of Special K."
A cold fear clutched my heart. I had thought all date rape drugs clouded the mind and produced memory loss. "You mean she knows it was me? She's going to come out of it and know it was me? Oh God, my brother is going to kill me if she doesn't."
"Don't sweat it dude. How can she tell him when for the last hour she spends on your bed she has been begging for it? No dude, you're home free."
I took my fresh beer and headed for the bedroom and when I got to it I knew that I was truly and totally fucked. The bedroom door was open and two of my buds had Mindy on her hands and knees. Mike was holding her head and fucking her face, Tony was fucking her from behind and four other guys were in the room undressing. Mindy and Barry might have let me live if it had just been me that had fucked her, but now I was dead meat.
The only thing that could save me now was for Sal to be right about how Mindy would feel when she came out of her drug induced state. I couldn't do anything about the guys already in the room so I figured that I had to trust Sal to be right and I would go for sensory overload on Mindy. I figured that the word had already spread about what was going on in the bedroom, but just to make sure I circulated and made sure that every guy there knew.
Hopefully now, whatever happened would only make Mindy hate me for the rest of my life, but she wouldn't tell Barry. If Sal was wrong then I was dead anyway, sensory overload or no.
I spent an hour fighting with myself over whether or not to go to the bedroom and see what was going on or not. I finally talked myself into doing it and when I walked into the room I saw that Mindy had come out from under the influence of the Special K and it seemed that Sal had known what he was talking about.
Sal was on the bed and Mindy was on top of him and moving up and down on his cock. Dave walked over to the side of the bed and stuck his cock toward her face and she leaned to her left and took it in her mouth. Sal saw me standing there and said, "Take her ass dude, let's give her a three holer. I looked at her lovely heart shaped ass and saw that someone else had already been there. I dropped my pants and started to get on the bed. Harry yelled, "Hey, that's not fair, I was next."
"Sorry guy, it's my party and she's my date. I've got priority."
At the sound of my voice Mindy took her mouth off Dave and turned and looked back at me. I gave her a weak "sorry about this" kind of smile and she just looked at me for several seconds and then turned her attention back to Dave.
When Mindy had looked at me I had almost lost my hard on, but when she turned back to Dave Sal took her shoulders and pulled her down to his chest. This made Dave change positions so he could keep his cock in her mouth and it also elevated her ass and made it more accessible. I looked at her brown eye with a trace of cum leaking from it and got instantly hard again. I lined the head of my cock up with her asshole and gently pushed in and then Mindy rammed her ass back at me and I went all the way in. I could feel her sphincter muscles sucking at my cock and I went nuts and started fucking her hard.
Sal and I got a rhythm going and I could hear Mindy squealing around the cock in her mouth as Sal and I pounded away. Sal got his rocks off and rolled out from under her and Dave pulled out of her mouth and got down on the bed. During the short time that Mindy didn't have a cock in her mouth I heard her moan, "Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, oh god so good, so good" and then her words were muffled as Dave pulled her head down on his cock. It took me several minutes of hard stroking before I came and when I finally pulled out Harry took my place.
For a while I leaned against the wall and watched as Dave came in her mouth and Harry came in her ass. Three other guys got on the bed with Mindy and I listened to her telling them to "hurry up and fuck me." It occurred to me that Mindy had a hole I hadn't come in yet. I went to the bathroom and washed my cock and then went back and waited for her mouth to come free. On the bed Joey was grabbing the back of her head so I knew that he was getting ready to cum and I moved over to be ready to take his place. I saw cum dribble out of the corner of Mindy's mouth and then Joey stepped back. Mindy was looking up at me, her mouth still in the "O" left by Joey's departing cock and with cum running down her chin and I thought that she was still the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.
"Are you going to stand there looking all day? Either bring it here or get out of the way so someone else can."
Her tone of voice shocked me. It wasn't accusatory or angry, in fact it was devoid of any emotion and for some reason my cock just wilted and I got out of the way and let the next guy move up to her. I couldn't even bring myself to watch what I had caused to be done to her and I left the room.
The party petered out around three and every one left except Mindy and the three guys still in the bedroom with her. I went into the spare bedroom and went to sleep.
The door slammed and the lights came on and I started to lift myself off the bed. "Don't you fucking move you little motherfucking bastard." It was Mindy and even though I knew I was probably about to die I couldn't help but think how beautiful she was even when she was angry. She was still naked and the signs of what had been through were all over her. There was wet and dried cum everywhere on her body. She got on the bed with me and I started to move, "I said don't move you miserable little cocksucker." I didn't see knives or anything in her hands so I laid back down and waited for whatever was going to happen.
I don't know what I was expecting, but I was surprised when it happened. Mindy swung over me and planted her pussy right on my face. As it came down toward me cum was dropping in my eyes and I could see that her pussy hairs were soaking wet. As she pushed herself down on me she said, "You're the one who got it put there, you get to be the one to get it all out. Clean me out you fucking cocksucker and if you don't want me to cut your cock off you had better do a damned good job of it."
It flooded out of her. As soon as my tongue parted her pussy lips it ran out of her like water out of a faucet.
"Swallow it you bastard, swallow all of it."
I don't mind eating pussy, in fact I like to do it, but this was different. I'd never eaten pussy with cum in it before, let alone a pussy with God only knows how many loads in it. But as distasteful as it might be, if it would get me out of the mess I'd gotten myself into with a whole skin I would damn well do it and make her think that I loved it.
I dug in and ate Mindy's cum filled muffin like a man possessed and a funny thing happened - Mindy got into it. Mindy started moaning and humping her pussy against my mouth. I redoubled my efforts and she gave a little shudder, which I guessed was a climax, and when she did it her muscle contractions squeezed more goop out of her box and it damn near filled my mouth and I had to swallow hard to keep from choking.
Mindy had her hands on my chest and was humping my face and I wanted to see if I could make her cum again. I thought that if I could do that it might take some of the sting out of whatever she was going to do to me. I ran my hand up her body until I came to a tit and I started tweaking the nipple and she groaned "Oh God" and she started banging her pussy hard against my face. I reached up and started playing with the other nipple. "Oh fuck" she cried and she took her hands off my chest and fell forward. Her legs clamped my head, "Oh yes, oh god yes, eat me god damn it, eat me" and then she had an orgasm.



I don't really know if there is a difference between a climax and an orgasm or whether they are different names for the same thing, but to me this was an orgasm. It was ten times more intense than the previous one - and I kept my hands on her tits and my mouth working on her cunt to try and make it last as long as I could. She kept crying out, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck" as her body shook and then she started to come down from the high. "Oh god, oh Jesus, oh sweet fucking Jesus" she moaned and then she surprised the hell out of me. "Keep eating me you cocksucker" and she grabbed my cock. I braced myself, expecting her to do some bodily harm, but instead I felt her hot mouth engulf my cock. I kept licking and sucking and playing with her tits while Mindy gave me some of the best head I'd ever gotten. For several minutes she worked on me and then suddenly she pulled away from me, swung around and mounted me.
Then she fucked me. It was all Mindy - I just laid there as she moved up and down and rocked back and forth and moaned. It went on for several minutes and then the moans started to get louder and she started slamming herself down on me, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh god damn it, oh sweet fucking Jesussssssss" she wailed as she had an orgasm. Her body shook, her cunt muscles contracted squeezing my dick and I shot into her. Mindy's body slowly stopped shaking and then she rolled off me leaving me staring up at he ceiling trying to catch my breath. Finally I looked over at Mindy and saw that she was asleep.
When I woke up in the morning Mindy's head was on my chest and one of her legs was across mine. Her hand was on my dick and as soon as I was awake enough to realize it, it started to grow. I tried to ease myself away from her without waking her and she mumbled something and her grip tightened on my cock for a second and then it fell away. I slowly and carefully got out of the bed and left the room. I made a pot of coffee and got to work on cleaning up the after party mess. I'd been at it for about forty-five minutes when I heard the shower start running and I started to prepare myself for facing the music. Twenty minutes later Mindy came into the dining room/kitchen area. She walked past me with out saying a word, opened the cupboard and got out a cup and poured herself some coffee. She turned and leaned against the kitchen counter and just looked at me for several silent moments and then she said, "Don't I at least get breakfast?"
I got up from the table and got busy. While I was frying bacon and getting together the ingredients for a cheese omelet Mindy sat at the kitchen table watching me and sipping her coffee. She didn't say anything and I was so ashamed that I kept my back to her so I wouldn't have to face her. When it was ready I set it down in front of her and started to turn away, but she pointed at the chair on the other side of the table and in a tone of voice that left no doubt that it was an order said "Sit!" I sat. She ate her breakfast, occasionally looking up at me, and when she was done she pushed her empty cup over to me. I got up and filled it for her and when I handed her the full cup she looked at me and said:
"Why? I thought you liked me."
"I did...I mean I do." There were a couple of seconds of silence and then it all came out of me in a rush. How I really felt about her, how I thought about her all the time, how Sal had noticed that I couldn't keep my eyes off of her and how he could help me out. I told her about not knowing that she would know that it was me and how I planned to clean her up, dress her and let her wake up in the spare bedroom not knowing what I had done.
"But why did you turn the rest of them loose on me?"
"I didn't. The rule here is supposed to be that when the bedroom door is closed stay out. I left to go to the bathroom and got stopped on the way back. When I got back about five minutes later they had already started on you. There wasn't any way I could have stopped the six guys who were already in the room."
Mindy stared at me in silence for almost a minute and then she said, "Well little brother, another woman would probably kill you for doing that to her, but you got lucky. I would never have believed it of myself, but I loved it - I honestly loved it. You turned me into a cock hungry slut little brother. When's your next party?"
"Next Friday."
"No, that won't do. That won't work for me at all. Barry will be home. Get on the phone little brother; you are going to have a party tonight and maybe even tomorrow night. I don't know how we will work it when Barry gets home, but we will think of something."
She got up from the table and looked at me, "You want to fuck me before I go home, or wait until tonight?"
I just sat there and stared at her speechless and she said, "Come on baby, not a hard question - now or tonight?" And then she giggled, "Or both?"
It took me a second or two, but I finally got my head out of my ass and stood up and dropped my pants. Mindy smiled and headed for the bedroom.
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There is only one thing I love more that having a man stuff my pussy full of hard fat cock and that is taking my thoroughly fucked pussy home and having my simple minded stupe of a husband eat me out. He never wonders where all to goo comes from, just takes my word that it is my normal discharge - my cum- that flows whenever I'm horny. I'm probably not being fair calling Harold a simple-minded stupe. With any other woman he would probably catch on pretty quick, but Harold loves me, worships the ground I walk on, and he'll believe anything that I tell him.
It all started because I got to feeling sorry for myself. Harold is a good man, a loving husband and a great provider, but he is an absolute zero in bed. When I'm older maybe what Harold is will be good enough for me, but not now while I'm young and in my prime. I want and need sex and I just don't get it from Harold. A two-minute quickie and he rolls off and is snoring before I even know he's out of me. After five years of that I was so sexually frustrated that I was ready to take a meat axe to Harold while he was sleeping and hope that a jury wouldn't convict after they heard the story.
One day I was over at my friend Marge's and we got to drinking. The more I poured down my throat the more talkative I became and soon I was telling Marge about my non-existent sex life. We were still talking when her husband Matt came home.
"Hey ladies, what'' up?"
"Nothing honey, just drinking and making girl talk."
"Girl talk? What's that, code for talking about sex?"
"No, the lack of it" I blurted out.
Matt made a 'give' motion with his hands and Marge brought him up to date on my sad story.
"That's a crying shame" he said, "A good looking piece like you going to waste."
"You watch it Matt" Marge hissed, "Don't you going getting any ideas."
"Oh I got an idea honey, but not the kind you're thinking of."
Matt got up and left the room and I said, "Honest Marge, even if that is what he was thinking I wouldn't and you know that. You're my best friend."
Ten minutes later Matt walked into the room followed by a big, beefy looking man. "This here is Al. Al is our next door neighbor and six months ago his wife left him and Al says he hasn't been laid since she left and so he should be full of cum up to his ears. Al, this is Monica and she is just dying for a good fuck. Why don't the two of you see if you can't help each other out."
I looked at Marge and she looked horrified at what Matt had just done. Then I looked at Al and saw that he was beet red. He obviously hadn't known what Matt was going to do. In that instant I said, "Why the fuck not!" I stood up and said, "Come on Al, let's go to your place and see what happens."
What happened was that Al was indeed full of cum up to his ears and he had a nice big fat hose to spray it out with. We probably only managed to drain it down to chest level before I had to go home and start fixing Harold's super, but in the two hours that we bounced around on that bed I had more orgasm's than I'd had in the previous five years. I was one well-fucked lady when I staggered out of Al's bedroom.
"Tomorrow? Same time, same place?" I asked as he let me out the front door.
He smiled and said, "There's a key under the flower pot on the porch."
All the way home I worried about what to tell Harold if he wanted some pussy that night. I didn't feel even one second of guilt over the time I'd just spent sliding up and down on Al's cock and I knew I wouldn't feel any guilt when I went over to Al's the next day. After dinner Harold did want sex and I just shrugged and undressed and waited for Harold to climb on and push himself into my sloppy pussy. I wondered if Harold knew what sloppy seconds felt like and how he was going to react. Harold was bound to find out sooner or later because I wasn't going to stop. That afternoon had shown me what a real fuck was like and I'd loved it and I wanted more. If it wasn't Al it was going to be somebody. Harold climbed on and poked his prick into me and then stopped and looked down at me. "Here it comes" I thought and got ready for the explosion. But it never came.
"Why are you so wet?"
I don't know where the idea came from but I said, "I've been going to the doctor about a problem I've been having with my irregular period. He gave me some hormone pills to use, but they have a side effect. They make me horny as hell and when I get horny the pills make me cum. I've been cumming all afternoon."
"How come you never came before?"
"I always have honey, but it was only just a trickle before I started taking the pills, hardly even noticeable. When I took the pills and it started flowing like it is today I got scared and called the doctor because I thought something had gone wrong, but he assured me that this is they way I'm supposed to have been all along. I just wasn't being normal before the hormone pills."
"Female cum huh? Well you've tasted mine often enough I guess I should see what yours tastes like." He lowered his mouth to my pussy and gave it a couple of licks. "Not bad, not bad at all" and then he buried his head between my legs and went to work on my pussy.
As soon as he did I screamed and had an orgasm. "Yes, yes, oh sweet Jesus yes" I screamed as I had the strongest orgasm of my life. It was stronger that any I'd had with Al that afternoon and I grabbed Harold's head and pulled him as tight to my cunt as I could and screamed again, "Do it baby, do it, make me cum again baby, oh god yes keep doing that, make me cum baby, make me cum."
Harold ate me to two more orgasms and then he sat back and looked up at me. "Kind of liked that huh?"
"Oh dear god baby yes, sweet Jesus did I ever."
"Guess we need to do it more often then."
He climbed on, did his two minutes, rolled off and in less than a minute he was snoring. But that night I didn't care. That night, for the first time in my married life, I fell asleep so sexually satisfied that I slept like a baby.
That was three years ago and in those three years I've probably had more than two hundred different cocks empty their juice into me. Al was good for about six months and then his divorce was final and he sold his house and moved away. Matt set me up with several of his buddies who then set me up with their buddies who then set me up with their friends. Half the time I can't even remember their names the next day and it really doesn't matter to me what their name is as long as they come with a hard cock attached. I did a couple of afternoon gangbangs and those two times I told Harold that I had accidentally taken two of my hormone pills instead of one. The one funny thing about all this is that I get my greatest orgasms when Harold is sucking some man's cum out of me.
I know I told Marge that I wouldn't, but Matt had been hitting on me for a couple of months and since he has been so good to me I finally gave in and let him fuck me. Now I know why she has always been so possessive of him - they guy is hung like a horse and cums in buckets. Harold has his work cut out for him until Matt and I break it off, but Harold won't mind and believe me when I say I'm perfectly happy that he won't.
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The day showed no signs of being a disaster when I woke up. The alarm went off at five and my wife Diane reached for me and pulled me back down as I started to get out of bed. She kissed me, slipped me a little tongue and her hand reached for my cock. Twenty-five years and the woman could still turn me into a quivering wreck. She pulled me on top of her and as my cock parted her nether lips she said:
"Make it a good morning lover; make it a very good morning."
I pushed into her and she moaned, "Oh God yes lover, do it hard lover, do it."
She moaned, she cried, she dug her nails into the cheeks of my ass and pulled me to her and then she came just seconds before I did.
She got up to fix the coffee while I took my showered and then I fixed us breakfast while she showered. We discussed what our days were likely to be like as we ate and then she asked:
"Meatloaf and baked potatoes okay for dinner tonight?"
"Sounds great. I'll stop at the bakery and pick up a loaf of fresh French bread and maybe a pecan pie."
"Ooooh, pecan pie. Out to spoil me are you?"
"Can't think of anyone I'd rather spoil."
We kissed and walked hand in hand into the garage, kissed once more and then we both headed off to work.
++++++++++++++++++
The drive in was uneventful and so was the first half of the morning. Around eleven Harry (my boss) called me into his office.
"We have a situation in St. Louis. Baker caught Smithers with his wife and now Baker is in jail and Smithers is in the hospital. There is no one there to run the office. I hate to do this to you on such short notice, but you have to catch the two-twenty flight, get to St. Louis and take charge of the office.
"I don't know how long you will be there. I guess it will depend on just how bad Baker fucked up Smithers. If it is too bad he might not get out of jail for a while and Smithers might not get out of the hospital anytime soon. Even if the both get out soon I don't see how they will be able to work together. I'll have to think long and hard on it, but I can't see anyway other than to let one of them go. Which one I don't know. I'll need a lot more information before I can make that decision."
"Seems cut and dried to me. Smithers fucked with Baker's wife. Smithers should have expected Baker to get pissed if he ever found out."
"I don't know for a fact that Baker caught Smithers with his wife or that Smithers is even guilty. All I've got is what the secretary told me when she called. Maybe you can find out more for me when you get there."
I called Diane to let her know what was going on, but her secretary told me that she was in a meeting. I told her I'd call back and then I headed home to pack a bag.
Diane's car was in the driveway when I got home and I wondered what was up with that. She was supposed to be in a meeting. When I walked into the living room I saw that she was indeed in a meeting, but it wasn't the kind of meeting I had envisioned when her secretary told me she was in one.
There was a trail of clothing on the floor leading from the couch to the stairway and some of those clothes were men's clothes. At the foot of the steps there was a pair of men's trousers and I picked them up and found a wallet in one of the back pockets. I took it out, opened it up and read the name Stanton North on the driver's license. I put the wallet in my pocket and then looked around the room and saw a suit coat over the back of the easy chair. It yielded a checkbook and I put that in my pocket too.
I walked up the stairs and as I got close to the top of the steps I began hearing what was coming from the bedroom.
"Fuck me. Fuck me hard."
"Like it do you?"
"Oh God yes. You feel so good in me. Fuck me baby, fuck me."
"I would never have believed you could be such a hot little slut. Like my cock?"
"Love your cock. Just keep giving it to me."
I walked into the room and saw a man pounding into Diane and she had her legs wrapped around him and her hands on his ass pulling him to her.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" she was moaning as I walked past on my way to the closet. I was almost to the closet door before Stanton North saw me and he stopped in mid-stroke and said:
"Oh shit!"
Diane had her eyes closed as he fucked her and when he stopped they popped open and she cried:
"Don't stop. Damn it, don't stop, I'm almost th..." and then she saw me and cried "No. Oh God no" and started trying to get out from under North.
"Don't stop on my account" I said as I entered the closet. "I just need to pack a bag and then I'll get out of here and leave you two love birds alone."
I had my back to them as I took socks and underwear out of the dresser drawer and put them in the suitcase, but I could hear them behind me. Diane was saying "Get off me damn it" while North was saying "Christ what a mess." When I turned to go back into the closet for a garment bag I saw North heading out the bedroom door and Diane scrambling to find something to cover herself with. As she scrambled she was saying things like:
"What are you doing Frank? Why are you packing" and uttering nonsense like "It isn't what you think Frank" and "I can explain Frank."
While she was babbling I heard the front door slam shut and I wondered where North was going. Diane's car was the only one in the driveway so he must have arrived with her.
I ignored Diane as I finished packing and I didn't respond to her "We need to talk Frank. You have to let me explain."
I walked out the front door without having said a word since walking into the bedroom and telling them not to stop on my account. As I walked to my car Diane was hollering:
"Wait Frank; don't go. Please talk to me."
As I opened my car door I looked around but saw no sign of Stanton North. Maybe he was hiding somewhere watching and would come back when he saw me drive away. Diane was running down the front walk and almost had her hand on the passenger side door handle when I pulled away from the curb.
It is an absolute wonder that I made it to the airport without killing myself or someone else. My mind was definitely not on my driving. How had it happened? Why had it happened? I would have bet all that I had that Diane and I were rock solid. I looked back on our life together and I didn't see anything – not one thing – that would ever have led me to believe that what I had just seen was even remotely possible. My God! How could she have done what she did to me when we got up that morning and then do what I had just seen her doing?
++++++++++++++++++++
Diane and I met when my father received a promotion and had to move the family fifteen hundred miles away. The move was a bitch as far as I was concerned. I was taken away from the kids I had grown up with and gone to school with and then dumped into a school where I didn't know a single soul. I was sitting alone at a table in the school cafeteria at lunch time and feeling sorry for myself when the most beautiful girl I had ever seen came over to the table and sat down with me. She set her tray down and said:
"Hi there new kid."
She reached across the table and stuck out her hand and said. "I'm Diane." It took me a second or two before I realized she was offering me her hand to shake. I took it and said:
"Hi Diane, I'm Frank."
"Where you from Frank?" she asked and then we spent the rest of the lunch period getting to know each other. She had joined me at my table because she had known what I was going through because the same thing had happened to her the previous year. By the time the bell rang we had made a date for her to show me around the town.
Within six weeks we were going steady and like all typical teenagers we were making out like mad. Being a guy with raging hormones I naturally tried to get Diane to go all the way, but she wouldn't do it. She was determined to honor her promise to her mother to go to her marriage bed a virgin. Luckily for my sanity she broke that promise on her eighteenth birthday.
We had some serious discussions after the night she gave me her cherry. I told her that I wanted to marry her, but that I didn't want to get married until I finished college. She wanted to get married right away and she wasn't happy with me because I wanted to wait. I was telling my mom about it when she surprised the hell out of me. I'd always thought of my mom as being a bit on the prudish side, but she said:
"So move in with her and live together until you graduate."
"How can I do that? The reason I want to wait is so that I can afford it. No way I can support a wife and go to school at the same time."
"You might have to get a part time job to help out with the groceries, but you college fund has enough in it to let you rent a small place off campus."
I thought about it and then brought it up to Diane. We talked it over and decided we would both get part time jobs and do it. We went looking and found a small apartment that I could afford and then we went to do the hard part – tell her parents.
Her mom was horrified that Diane hadn't kept to her promise on holding on to her virginity. She cried and blubbered while Diane's father called me every name in the book and some that he made up on the spot. Then he told Diane that he absolutely forbid it and furthermore she was never to see me again. Diane looked at me and asked me to wait in the car. Ten minutes later she came out carrying two suitcases.
She never told me what went on when I left the house, but it was three years before she ever talked to her parents again and only then to tell them that they had a grandson. Suddenly I was a great guy, there daughter was lucky to have found me and on and on and on. But the damage had already been done and on my part I tolerated them, but that was all. Diane eventually forgave them and they became part of our lives. They were great grandparents to our three kids, but like I said, I just tolerated them.
The years past by, the kids grew up and set out on their own and now this. At least the kids wouldn't grow up having divorced parents.
++++++++++++++
I got to the airport early, checked in and then sat down in one of the many airport coffee shops to wait for my flight to be called. I took out North's wallet and checkbook and began going through them. Behind his driver's license I found a card the said "Emergency Information." It gave his blood type and some other information, but the part that caught my eye was the part where it gave his emergency contact. Arlis North and under "Relationship" it said "wife" and it gave a number where she could be reached. I took out my cell phone and called it.
"Hello?"
"Mrs. North?"
"Yes."
"My name is Frank Bellows. I'm sorry to be making this call, but I just found your husband in bed with my wife and I thought you should know."
"You're joking, right?"
"No ma'am, I'm afraid not."
"Well I don't believe you Mr. Whoever you are. My Stan would never do a thing like that to me."
"Tell you what. When he gets home tonight ask him if he knows a Diane Bellows and then ask him to show you his wallet and checkbook. He won't be able to because I have them. I took them out of his clothes when I found them lying on my living room floor when I went home early. I am at the airport right now waiting to catch a flight to St. Louis. When I get back home I'd be happy to hand deliver them to you."
"You are really serious about this?"
"I'm sorry, but I am."
"When will you be back?"
"I don't know. I have to go and fill in for someone who is off sick and I'll be there until he can get back to work."
"Could you mail me the wallet and checkbook?"
"I could I suppose, but I'll let you know this ahead of time. Your husbands wallet has eighty-seven dollars in it and after what I saw when I walked into my bedroom I feel a crying need to get drunk and drown my sorrows and your hubby is going to foot the bill for it. There will probably be some left, but I have no idea how much."
"Send it to my office." She gave me the address and I wrote it down and then she said, "If you can send it overnight and I'll reimburse you."
"I can do that. They just called my flight so I have to go."
I said goodbye and disconnected. North got lucky. My original plan was to leave his wallet and credit cards on the counter in the bathroom and hope that whoever found it would go on a spending spree, but getting in touch with his wife changed all that. Hopefully she would make his life a living hell.
My cell had been going off almost from the moment I left the house and every time I looked it was Diane so I didn't take the call. It rang again as I was leaving the coffee shop and I looked expecting it to be another call from Diane, but this time it was from the office. I called back and got Harry.
"You need to call home Frank. Diane just called me and she is frantic because she can't get in touch with you."
"There is a reason for that Harry. I'm not taking her calls. When I went home to pack she was there and she wasn't alone and she was doing things she shouldn't have been doing. I talk with her when I get back. Maybe by then I'll have calmed down enough not to wrap my hands around her throat and squeeze. Make things easy on yourself and tell the receptionist not to take her calls."
+++++++++++++++
The first thing I did after seeing to it that the office was running smoothly and that there were no immediate was to hit the Post Office and send Mrs. North her husband's wallet and checkbook. I included the information on where I was staying so she could call if she had any questions. That taken care of I called the police and found out where Baker was being held and if I could see him.
Outside of bruised knuckles and a broken finger Baker didn't look too bad. He hadn't had a bail hearing yet because the powers that be were waiting on word from the hospital on just how bad Smithers was so they would know what charges to file. I told him about Harry's concerns and asked him for the story.
It sounded all too familiar.
He had returned home during his lunch hour to pick up something that he had forgotten to take with him in the morning and he'd walked in on Smithers who was using his lunch hour to pork Baker's wife. While he was stomping the shit out of Smithers his wife was on the phone to 911 telling them that her husband had gone crazy and that she feared for her life. The cops showed up, Smithers went to the hospital and Baker went to jail.
My next stop was to the hospital to see Smithers. He had a broken nose, two broken ribs, two cracked ribs and they had removed his right testicle. From him I got:
"It wasn't my fault. The bitch came after me so of course I tapped her. I'm single and I like pussy as much as the next guy. If anybody is at fault here it is Baker. If he took care of the bitch and gave her what she needed she wouldn't be out looking."
He got no sympathy from me. I called Harry and told him the story and said that my recommendation was to transfer Smithers out of the office unless he could find some grounds for firing the guy and I told him I would take a hard look at things in the office and see if I could find something that he could use.
Baker's hearing was the next day and bail was set at two hundred and fifty thousand. The only way he could come up with the money was to put his house up as collateral, but his wife refused to sign off on it so he was going to have to sit in jail until his father and brother could arrange something.
The next morning at nine-thirty I got a call from Arlis North. She told me that when her husband came home she asked him if he knew a Diane Bellows and she said that his face lost all of its color as he said that he didn't know a Diane Bellows. She asked him if he was sure and he said that he was pretty sure. Then she asked him for his wallet and checkbook and he patted his pockets and said that he must have left them on his desk at work.
"Then he changed the subject and asked what was for dinner. He knows he is in deep shit, but he doesn't know how deep it is and he won't know until tomorrow when I ask him for his wallet and checkbook again. Do you have any idea of how long it was going on?"
"I just know that it was. I walked in on them and then I left."
"What does your wife have to say?"
"No idea. I haven't spoken to her since walking into the bedroom and catching them and I won't be talking to her until I get home."
"When you do talk to her call me. I'd like to compare their stories."
"Will do. I'd like to hear both sides too."
+++++++++++++++++
I had a dozen calls a day from Diane, but I didn't take any of them. Harry must have told her I was in St. Louis and she must have gotten the office number from information. Dixie, our receptionist, told me that I had a call on line three and when I picked it up it was Diane.
"What do you want Diane?"
"We need to talk Frank. I need to explain that what happened isn't what you think."
"I'm in no mood to talk to you right now. I'm still at the point where I want to strangle you to death and then take my shotgun and go looking for your lover and kill him too."
"He is not my lov....."
"Save it Diane. Don't call here anymore. We will talk when I get home and not before" and I hung up on her.
In mid-afternoon I got a call from Baker's father telling me that bail had been arranged and that he would be released the next morning. In a way I was sorry to hear that. As long as Baker was in jail and Smithers was in the hospital I didn't have to go home and deal with Diane.
I had dinner and drinks on North again that night and made it back to my room about seven. The phone rang and since only Harry and Arlis North had the number I answered it. It was Arlis. We exchanged hellos and then she filled me in on the latest from her end.
"When he got home I asked him again for his wallet and checkbook and he said that they were gone from his office when he got there. He said that someone on the night cleaning crew must have taken them and that he would file a complaint when he went in to work the next morning."
I had to laugh at that. "Just how long does he think he can put it off?"
"I don't know how long he thought he could, but I put an end to it. I asked him just how stupid that he thought I was. I told him that he knew he was busted when I asked about your wife and then asked for the wallet and checkbook. There was only one way I could have put the two of them together and he knew it. Then the dumb shit said that he didn't know what I was talking about. That pissed me off so I took his wallet and checkbook out of my purse and threw them in his face. Then I told him how I'd gotten them and that I'd called his office and found out that he worked with the woman he claimed he didn't know. Then I fibbed a bit. I told him that when you got home from St. Louis you were going to stop by and show me the pictures you took with your cell phone camera before they knew you were there."
"How did he take that?"
"He finally realized that he was caught and he broke down, begged forgiveness and swore that it was the only time that he had ever been unfaithful. He said he couldn't help it, that your wife had chased him for months and that it was hard to ignore a beautiful woman who was hot for your body."
"Too bad I wasn't thinking a little more clearly when I walked in on them. My cell phone does have a camera; I just never thought to use it. Do you believe his story?"
"That she chased after him? It could be true. She wouldn't be the first. Was it only the one time with her? That could be true too, but he was lying through his teeth when he said that it was the only time he ever cheated. I know of at least three times that he has strayed. Well, that's not quite true. Three times I've had people tell me that he ran around on me when I was out of town visiting relatives. I've never confronted him on them, because I really didn't want to know if it was true."



"You said that his saying that Diane chased him could be true and that she wouldn't have been the first. Why did you say that?"
"Stan is rather well endowed and some women when they hear that want to check it out."
"A week ago I would have said Diane would never do anything like that, but that was before I walked in on her and your husband."
"I've got to go, but if I learn anything else I'll give you a call. Don't forget; I want to her hear side when you get home and talk with her."
"I won't."
+++++++++++++++++
At eleven the next morning Ray Baker called me to let me know he was out of jail on bail. He was going to have to take the rest of the day and the next day to take care of personal business. His wife had taken out a restraining order on him and he needed to find a place to stay and make arrangements with the court to get into his house to get his personal things. He said that he would be in on Thursday.
I called Harry and brought him up to date and then I told him that in checking into things at the office I had found that Smithers had been fudging his expense reports and that could possibly be grounds for letting him go. I told him I would probably fly home Thursday evening and that I was going to need to take Friday off to handle my personal affairs and I would see him Monday morning.
I managed to get through the next two days without incident and on Thursday morning Ray was back at work. I brought him up to date on what was going on in the office and then because I was going through something similar I asked him how things were going on the home front.
"The restraining order only keeps me five hundred feet away from her. I can access the house whenever I want as long as she isn't there. If she is there and won't leave when I want to go in I have to get someone from the court to go in with me. I just waited down the street until she went to work and then me and my brother went in and got everything that I wanted. I have no need to go back.
"I don't know what the stupid cunt is thinking. She got the order, but that was all. She didn't touch the bank accounts. I cleaned them out yesterday."
"I thought that this was a no fault state and that everything had to be split fifty-fifty."
"In a divorce that would be true, but I'm not talking divorce; I'm just walking away. If she wants a divorce she can pay for it and when she files she will be entitled to fifty percent of our assets at the time she files and that will be zip. We took out a second on the house to finish the basement and make it into a recreation room so there is no equity in the house and the money I took out of the bank will be long gone. I can claim that I needed it all to set me up in a new place when she barred me from the house. That reminds me. I need to call Harry and get my insurance and all of that other crap changed."
"She tell you why she did it?"
"I haven't spoken to the whore since the cops hauled me away and I have no intention of talking to her. It doesn't matter why she did it; it only matters that she did."
I decided to get a good night's sleep before going home and having to talk to Diane so I called the airline and made reservations for the morning flight.
++++++++++++++++
I was rested when I got up and I had a good breakfast before catching the airport shuttle and I was home in Denver by eleven. I hit the bank, cleaned out the savings, cashed in five of the nine certificates of deposit in the deposit box and put all the money in the checking account.
Diane was at work when I got home so I would be alone until six. I got on the phone, got pay off balances for all of our credit cards and then cancelled all but five of them. I kept the American Express card that I used primarily for business expenses and two of the other cards in my name and put two in Diane's name. I went back to the bank and arranged wire transfers to pay off the cards using the money in the checking account. That done I took half of the money left in checking and opened a checking account in my name only. I arranged for another safe deposit box in my name only and put two of the remaining four CDs into it and then went back home.
When the kids had grown and moved out I had converted one of their bedrooms into a home office and den and the other two where kept as spare rooms for when the kids came home to visit. I picked the spare bedroom next to the den and moved all of my things into it. I was all moved in and set up when Diane came home.
I heard Diane come in and call for me. "Frank? Frank? Where are you?"
I ignored her as I heard her walking through the house looking for me. She finally came upstairs and I had my back to the door when she came in.
"Frank? I ignored her. "Frank? Please Frank; we need to talk."
I turned to face her. "Where is it written that I have to talk to an unfaithful whore?" She winced when I said that and then I said, "However we do need to talk about finances."
"Finances? Why?"
"Because your actions have made changes necessary. Go on downstairs and take a seat at the kitchen table and I'll be down in a minute."
She left and I sorted through the papers I had been working on, picked up the ones I needed and then followed Diane down to the kitchen and took a seat across from her.
"While I was gone I had a lot of time to think about what I should do and in the end I decided to do nothing."
I saw relief on her face when I said that, but it faded when I said, "By nothing I mean that I will be having little or nothing to do with you. I can't see wasting money on divorce attorneys especially since at my age I don't see another marriage in my future so I'm not going to need single status. If you want a divorce you can go for it and pay for it. For now though there are some changes."
I explained all that I had done with the credit cards, the savings, the CDs and the checking account. "You can have the original deposit box, but I would recommend that you open your own checking and savings accounts and we will leave the old joint account in place and call it the household account. With me so far?"
"But why are you do..."
"You know damned well why Diane. Okay now, the household account will be used for household expenses." I slid a piece of paper across the table to her. "That is a list of what it takes to run the house. House payment, electric bill, phone, gas, water and sewage, taxes and insurance. What we are from now on is roommates. You will need to deposit half of the amount on that paper into the household account every month from now on. We will share the house with the exception of two rooms. You will have the master bedroom as your room and Carol's old room will be my bedroom."
"Why are you moving into Carol's room? You need to be in the master bedroom with me."
"After what I saw taking place in that room? There is no way I'm going to stay in that room, sleep on that bed or have anything to do with the woman I saw doing what she was doing on that bed."
"That's what we need to talk about Frank. What you saw isn't what you think."
"Of course it was what I think it was. It was you fucking another man in our house and on our bed."
"Okay Frank, but what you need to understand is that is all that it was – fucking. There was no love or affection involved; it was just me satisfying my curiosity. I love you Frank. I always have and I always will. What I felt for Stan was just a little bit of lust and that's all. It was a one-time thing to satisfy my curiosity and if you had not have come home you would never have known and it would have never happened again."
"But that is the problem Diane. I did come home and I do know and because I know it changes everything. You cheated on me and that means that you can't be trusted. If you can't be trusted that means that everything you say has to be weighed and looked at to try and determine if it is the truth or a lie. You say you love me. Can you love me and still betray me? Can you love me and still disrespect me by bringing another man into my house and then fucking him on my bed? The same bed you would have slept on with me that night? How much love and respect would you be showing me by giving me that man's leavings if I would have made love to you that night?
"No Diane, you can no longer be trusted. You say it was a one time thing and would have never happened again. Truth or lie? I only have your word for it that it is true, but you can't be trusted. It could just as easily been the tenth time and you could have already set up a time to do it again. But, and this is the part that counts, even if it is the truth you still stabbed me in the back. You broke the promise that you made to me when we took our vows and for what? To satisfy some curiosity of yours? Just what the hell were you so curious about that you were willing to risk your marriage to satisfy it?"
She looked away from me when she said, "The size of his penis."
"You have got to be shitting me. The size of his dick? Why in the hell were you curious about the size of his dick?"
"Some of the girls in the office had gone out with him and they raved about how big it was and how filling it was. I listened to all the stories they told, but I didn't pay a whole lot of attention to them until he started hitting on me. Even then it was a while before I started thinking about it."
"You are saying that he tried to seduce you?"
"I guess he was, but I didn't pay a whole lot of attention to it at first. But I liked the attention and what woman doesn't like to feel that she is attractive. At my age it was a hell of a boost to my self esteem to have a man ten years younger than me to paying attention to me. I had lunch with him a couple of times and danced with him a couple of times when everyone in the office would stop for drinks. It was dancing with him that started me thinking of the stories I'd heard about him. I felt him push against me a time or two and he did seem rather large.
"The more I thought about the stories the more curious I got. I was a virgin when I met you and you are the only man I've ever known sexually. I got to wondering what another man would be like especially a man reputed to be as big as Stan. He kept working on me and I kept wondering and I finally let my curiosity get the best of me."
"You say all the other girls talked about Stan's size and abilities in bed? How many other girls?"
"Seven of them."
"Stan had sex with seven of them?"
"They said he did."
"Seven of them in your office alone. That would seem to show that Stan was pretty promiscuous. Did you ever stop to think that a guy who was fucking anything that moved might pick up a disease or two somewhere along the line?"
"Oh come on Frank. If that were the case he would have given it to the girls he made love to and you can believe that if he did it would be broadcast all over the office in minutes."
"You can have it and not know it Diane. In some cases you can have it for months before you show signs. If I were you I'd go and get myself tested."
"The important thing Frank is that Stan meant nothing to me. There was no love involved and I can't say that there was even much like."
"That's not what it sounded like when I walked into the room."
"You know I like sex Frank and you know how vocal I get when I make love to you. So I made some noise. It was because I was in the middle of having sex and not because I had any special feelings for Stan. It was a mistake Frank. A major mistake and I'm sorry as hell that I slipped up and I can promise you that it will never happen again. I love you Frank and you know that I do. You can't throw away twenty-five good years because of one mistake."
"I'm not throwing anything away Diane. You are the one who threw it away when you brought another man into my house and took him on my bed."
I got up and left the kitchen and went back upstairs to the den and lost myself in some paperwork.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I'm a fairly light sleeper and that night about an hour after I went to bed the noise of the bedroom door opening woke me up. Diane quietly moved into the room and softly closed the door behind her. I sleep nude and it was summer so I was lying on top of the covers. Diane bent over me and took my cock into her mouth. She had always been able to turn me to jelly when she blew me and it looked like she planned to do it again in an attempt to get back into my good graces. She was totally surprised when I pushed her away.
"Leave me alone Diane. I am not in the least bit interested in North's leftovers."
She got off the bed and left the room crying. Maybe twenty minutes later I fell asleep and I wasn't bothered the rest of the night.
Diane was in the kitchen making coffee when I came down from taking my morning shower and getting ready to go to work. Her "Good morning Frank" was met with a noncommittal grunt. I ignored her until the coffee was ready and then filled my travel mug and left for work. I waited until ten before calling Arlis North and then I filled her in on what I'd found out.
"Seven other girls?"
"That is what she said. Apparently your husband was the office Romeo."
"Do you believe her story?"
"Before I walked in on her and your husband I would have believed her if she had told me that the sun was now rising in the west, but after? I don't know. It could be true or it could be that she is just trying to put a better light on what she did by making me think that it really meant nothing." I mean how do you know? When she got caught trust went out the window. Everything she says now has to be seen as self serving."
"Have you decided what you are going to do?"
"The marriage is dead, but if there is a divorce she will have to be the one to go for it. My plan right now is to simply cohabit. We will coexist as roommates, but that is all. I can't see ruining myself financially just because she couldn't keep her panties on. How about you? Got a plan yet?"
"I'm still thinking on it. Keep in touch Frank."
"Will do Arlis. Good luck."
++++++++++++++
For the next week I made sure that I was up and gone before Diane woke up and I found things to do that kept me from going home until late. Diane was usually up waiting for me, but I ignored her. The next weekend she tried to slip into my bed again, but I told her to get away from me and leave me alone.
"Damn it Frank; don't do this to me. I love you Frank and I want you."
"I don't want you Diane. You are damaged goods."
"My God Frank. It was only once. I haven't even talked to him since he ran out of the house. It was a one time slip in judgment Frank. Please! Give me a chance. I know it was wrong and I'm sorry. I swear to God that it will never happen again."
"The problem Diane is that I don't know that it was only once. He may have been your third or fourth lover or your tenth. You may still be doing him on your lunch hours in a motel. When I caught you with him you lost all my trust Diane and there is no way I will ever trust you to tell me the truth ever again."
"Please Frank, there has to be some way to put us back together. I'll do anything Frank; anything at all."
"Sorry Diane, but there is no chance of our getting back together because I don't want to put us back together. The sight of you with your legs wrapped around North and the sound of your voice as you begged him to fuck you harder killed all the feelings I had for you. Look on the bright side. You are free to indulge in satisfying your curiosity whenever you want now. Just not here in this house. This house is neutral territory. You take your men elsewhere and I won't bring my women here."
"Your women?"
"I have no intension of going without a sex life. I'm not a bad looking guy and I've had chances up the kazoo to play around, but I never did because I promised during our wedding ceremony that I'd be faithful to you. You made the same vows, but you broke them. When you broke your vows you released me from mine. At least I won't be bringing mine in here where you can see it."
She looked at me and I could tell what she was thinking. She was thinking that sharing the house and being around each other would give her a chance to work her way back into my life and that is just what I wanted her to think. I decided to give her a load to carry.
"The only reason I'm doing this share the house thing is that I don't want to make the lawyers rich by going through a divorce and I don't want to give up what I have here at the house to live in an apartment. I wouldn't have a garage to work in, a basement workshop and I wouldn't have a patio where I can sit and enjoy a drink as I watch the sun set. You have two choices Diane; live with the new status quo or not. If you chose not then you can either move out or take over the house payments and expenses and I'll move out.
"You say that you really do love me so here is your chance to prove it. You can accept home sharing or you can take the house and cost me my garage, my workshop and my patio just like you cost me my wife. Your choice."
"There is no chance?"
"I don't see how there could be Diane."
She was silent for a few moments and then she opened her mouth and drove the final nail into her coffin.
"What are you going to do with the pictures Frank?"
"The pictures?"
"The ones you took with your cell phone camera."
She hadn't even talked to North since he ran out of the house? Then how did she know about the cell phone pictures? That was a story made up by Arlis and fed to her husband a good five days after I'd caught Diane and North in our bedroom. No indeed. I could not trust anything Diane told me ever again.
I could not physically hurt her and kicking her out of the house would cost me more than it would punish her, but being around me all the time while I ignored her would put her through a mental hell and that was the best I could hope for. I did not doubt that she loved me and I knew she would hang in there on the remote chance that she might eventually work her way back into my good graces. It wasn't going to happen. I was not kidding when I said that seeing her with North had killed all my feelings for her, but the longer she held on hoping the longer my revenge would last.
My revenge against Diane in place I turned my attention to Stanton North.
++++++++++++++++++
The private detectives report backed up what I had suspected. Getting caught by me and his wife finding out that he was a cheating asshole had not slowed him down a single bit. He was laying pipe to five women besides his wife. In the three weeks I'd had the PIs on him he hadn't done a thing with Diane, but he was nailing two of her co-workers. One of them, Mary Ellen Bingham had a husband that worked the afternoon shift and every Tuesday and Thursday after work North would pay Mary Ellen a visit at her home on Sunflower Way. He stayed two hours and then left.
I checked my watch and saw that if he kept to his schedule he would be out of the house in ten minutes. I was parked one block away and one block over. I got out of my car and made my way over to the Bingham residence went around behind the garage and when I got there I slipped on the latex gloves and put on a ski mask.
Mary Ellen had a three car garage and when North visited he pulled into the garage and parked and closed the garage door so the neighbors wouldn't get to talking about Mary Ellen's visitor. Wouldn't want the word to get back to Mary Ellen's hubby now would we? I used a small pry bar to force the lock on the back door to the garage and I was waiting when the connecting door to the house opened and North came out. A naked Mary Ellen stood in the doorway and watched North walk to his car.
Fifty thousand volts from the Taser had him writhing on the garage floor and before Mary Ellen could even scream I said in what I hoped was a disguised voice:



"Scream or call the cops and your hubby will find out what has been going on. Best you go back in the house and pretend that nothing is going on out here. I won't kill him, but you can be sure that another husband that he has stabbed in the back is getting even."
She jumped backwards and slammed the door. Mary Ellen knew me from all the company picnics and Christmas parties that Diane had taken me to, but I was counting on the ski mask and the disguised voice to keep her from knowing who was fucking over her fuck buddy. I couldn't count on her not calling the police so I had to hurry. I pulled North's pants off of him and believe me when I tell you that pulling pants off of a guy in convulsions isn't easy.
Once I had his pants off I took my revenge.
Proud of his package was he? Well his package was going to pay. I took the fully charged cattle prod and touched it to his cock and balls as many times as I could until it was fully discharged. I kicked him twice in the ribs for the hell of it and then I took his wallet and checkbook and got the hell out of there. I heard no sirens so maybe Mary Ellen didn't call the cops.
As I drove away I thought about what I had just done. I had no idea how much damage, if any, that the cattle prod would cause and whether or not there would be any last effects, but I can honestly say that I enjoyed everyone of North's screams when a cattle prod charge flashed through his cock and balls.
I never did hear how Mary Ellen made out on the deal. Was she able to get North out of there and keep her husband in the dark or did she have to call for medical attention for North and have to explain an ambulance at the house to her hubby?
Still wearing the latex gloves I put the wallet and checkbook in a package I had already prepared and sent it to Arlis at her office. There was no note enclosed and I would deny I knew anything about it, but when her hubby came home hurting and then his wallet showed up in the mail she would think she knew who had done it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks after my little party with North I got a phone call from Arlis.
"You busy for lunch?"
"I haven't made any plans; why?"
"I think it is time for us to have a face to face. How about noon at the Lido? I'll be the redhead anxiously checking out every man who walks in to see if I can figure out which one is you."
"Noon it is."
I didn't see her anxiously checking faces, but she was easy to spot since she was the only redhead in the place sitting alone. North was a flaming idiot to be screwing around on her. She was drop dead gorgeous. I walked up to her table.
"Mrs. North?"
"No Frank; it is Arlis. You haven't called me Mrs. North since our first phone conversation."
I took a seat across from her and said, "Might I ask what prompted you to ask me to lunch?"
"I just wanted a good look at the man who keeps screwing up my life."
"I'm screwing up your life? How am I doing that?"
"First you made me pull my head out of the sand and face up to what I was fairly sure he was doing, but hoped he wasn't. Then, after I let him talk me into giving him one more chance, you took away the best thing that he had going for him."
"I don't understand."
"Sure you do. Stan is a good provider and a pretty decent father to our kids, but the best thing that he had going for him was that he was great in bed. Notice that I said "was?"
"And I took it away? How did I do that?"
"Don't play the innocent with me Frank. We both know who did a number on Stan's private parts."
"I don't have a clue as to what you are talking about."
"Sure you don't. Anyway, ever since you did whatever it was that you did to him he has not been able to get it up and don't give me any of that crap about not knowing what I'm talking about. Wallets in the mail are kind of your trademark."
Just then the waitress walked up to take our order. As Arlis ordered a salad and ice tea I gave her a good once over. Yes indeed, her husband was an idiot not to have stayed home. As well as being gorgeous Arlis was pretty sharp as I quickly found out.
"Well?" she asked.
"Well what?"
"Do I pass?"
"What are you talking about now?"
"What? I wasn't supposed to notice you checking me out just now?"
I was caught and I knew it so I just gave her a goofy smile and said, "Who? Me?"
"Yes you and I hope you like what you see because the real reason for this little get together is to offer it to you."
I don't know what the look on my face was saying to her, but she went on:
"I am a very sexual person with a very high sex drive and since you have taken my play toy away from me I feel that it is only fair that you take over his duties."
That caught me flat-footed and I didn't know what to say. She smiled at me and said:
"I'll bet you weren't expecting that one were you?"
"To be honest, it never entered my mind."
"Well Frank, here is the way I see it. You deprived me of my bed partner so it is only fair that you take his place and second, what can be a more fitting way to get back at your wife and my husband?"
"I don't know Arlis. The package is outstanding, but I don't know that it is a good idea. The situation that I'm in right now could be upset if I give Diane grounds to sue for divorce."
"You aren't divorcing her?"
I explained what I was doing and she laughed. "You are evil aren't you, but not to worry. I don't intend to broadcast it. If Stan never gets the use of his equipment back I'll divorce him and I don't want him to have grounds to counter sue either."
"You are serious about this?"
"You betcha!"
And that is how my Affair with Arlis North started. It has been going on for over a year now and it doesn't show any sign of ending any time soon. Her husband still hasn't been able to get an erection. The doctors say there is no physical reason for him not to be able to perform so his problem is probably mental. Arlis says she will give him until the end of the year and then if he still can't get it up he will be history.
As far as I know Diane hasn't been seeing anyone, but she is well aware that I'm seeing someone, but she has no idea who. The knowledge that I am having sex with another woman is killing her, but she keeps hanging on hoping for a miracle that is never going to come.
I couldn't ask for better revenge.
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I was sitting on the hood of the car parked in front of room 128 when the door opened and they came out. She saw me and her face lost its color. Her eyes couldn't meet mine and she looked away. As I slid off the hood of the car he put his hands up in a defensive gesture and I said:
"Don't bother. Neither one of you is worth wasting my time on."
I walked over to my car, got in and drove away. There was a long story that led up to that confrontation.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I met Jim when his family moved into the house next door. He was eight, the same age as me, and the only other boy in the neighborhood. There were several girls close to my age, but Jim and I were the only boys. We naturally gravitated toward each other and by the end of the fourth grade we were as tight as twin brothers. We played Little League baseball and Pop Warner football together. I had his back and he had mine. If you were messing with Jim you were messing with me and vice versa. We were inseparable all the way through high school.
I met Laura when I started tenth grade and we started dating. By our junior year we were going steady. Jim had hooked up with Annabelle Spears and they were going on double dates with Laura and me. The night of the senior prom Laura gave me her virginity in the room next door to where Jim and Annabelle were doing the same thing.
High school graduation broke us up. Jim had no interest in going to college so he joined the Navy. Annabelle called him every dirty name in the book for running off and leaving her, but even so she said she would wait for him to get a permanent duty station and then she would join him.
Laura and I went to college. Me to Eastern Michigan University for a degree in Civil Engineering and Laura to University of Michigan for Information Technology. U of M in Ann Arbor and EMU in Ypsilanti were only a half hours drive apart so Laura and I were still able to maintain a more or less steady relationship. I say more or less because a couple of times Laura cancelled a date with me in order to go out with some guy she met at U of M, but of course she didn't tell me that part. I got that information from friends who also went to Michigan and they also told me that she dated on the nights that I didn't drive over.
It came to a head one night when I drove over and got there just in time to see her get in a car with some guy and drive off. I followed them to a restaurant out on Ann Arbor Road, gave them ten minutes to get inside and get situated and then I followed them in. I found them in a booth in the back and they were sitting side by side and not across from each other. He had his arm around her and she was making no effort to push it off or move away and put some distance between them.
Luckily there was a booth on the other side of the room where I could sit and Laura couldn't miss seeing me, but it wasn't until the waitress asked me what I'd like to drink and Laura heard my voice that she looked my way. I was pretending to read the menu and was not looking right at her, but I saw her eyes get big and she suddenly pushed the guys arm off of her and moved away from him. The look on his face as she did those things said plain as day "What are you doing?" That look told me that this wasn't the first time they had been together or even the second or third. They had been together enough that he felt comfortable putting his arm around her and he knew that she was okay with it.
I have no idea what they talked about, but Laura kept nervously looking my way while I sat there and pretended that I hadn't seen her. I finished my meal and then got up and left without once letting Laura see me looking at her and then I drove on home.
++++++++++++++++++
The next day was a Friday and Laura and I had a standing date for dinner and a movie on Friday night. That Friday night I skipped our date. I didn't call and cancel; I just didn't go. I unplugged the phone and settled in with a good book. Saturday I went to a party at the Delta Phi house and had a great time. I met a dark haired beauty named Robin, we danced a couple of times and she gave me her number and asked me to give her a call.
Sunday I had my head in the books preparing for Monday's classes when my doorbell rang. I got up, went to the door and looked through the spy hole and saw that it was Laura. I opened the door and she pushed by me to enter the room and then she turned to me and said:
"Where have you been? Where were you Friday night and why haven't you answered your phone?"
I closed the door, turned to her and asked her which one she wanted me to answer first.
"What?"
"That was three questions. Which one do you want me to answer first?"
"Don't be cute Rob; what is going on?"
"Okay then, I'll do them in the order that I like. First – where have I been. Here for the most part although I did go to a frat party Saturday night. Next – why haven't I answered the phone. That one is easy. I haven't answered it because it hasn't rung. My bad of course since I am the one who unplugged it. Then there is "Where were you Friday night." I was here. I called out for a pizza and spent the evening reading a very good book."
"Why didn't you call me and let me know that you weren't coming over?"
"I figured that you already had something going with your boyfriend."
"My boyfriend? What are you talking about Rob? You are my boyfriend."
"Oh? Well then who was that you were all lovey-dovey with at the restaurant Thursday night?"
"He is just a guy I know and we were not all lovey-dovey."
"Sitting next to you hip to hip, you leaning into him and his arm around you isn't lovey-dovey? What then would you call it?"
"It didn't mean anything Rob. We are just friends."
"If you didn't think you were doing anything wrong Laura why didn't you get up and come over and say hi. How about maybe asking me to join you so you could introduce me to your friend? Maybe sit down with me and say a few words before going back to join your date? Could it be that you didn't do that because then he might want to who I was and you didn't want to tell him?"
"Why didn't you get up and come over if it bothered you so much?"
"Because I wanted to see how you behaved."
"See how I behaved? Why would you want to do that?"
"Because I have too many people telling me about how much you date when I'm not around. I've also been told that you have been out with guys on nights you have broken dates with me so yes, I wanted to see how you behaved with another guy."
"You don't own me Rob. There isn't anything saying that we are exclusive."
"I thought there was Laura. I seem to remember giving you my class ring and my letter sweater as signs that we were going steady."
"Letter sweater? Class ring? Going steady? Oh come on Rob, that is just so high school."
"Maybe, but it happened in high school and when we left high school I don't recall you giving those things back to me and saying, "We are out of high school now so all bets are off." But that's okay. Since you don't feel like it binds you I guess I can look at it the same way. I did meet a nice girl at that frat party and she did give me her phone number so I guess I'm now free to give her a call."
Laura got a nasty look on her face and snapped out, "Fine! Go ahead for all I care" and she walked out. After she was gone I thought about how she hadn't made any excuses, hadn't said that she wouldn't do it again and hadn't tried to convince me that I was her one and only. As far as she was concerned she wasn't a high school girl any more; now she was a grown woman and things were going to be different and that pretty much told me to write her off. It wasn't going to be an easy thing to do since we had been together for so long, but better to find out where her head was at now than later.
+++++++++++++++++
I had a ton of homework Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday so it was Thursday before I got a chance to call Robin. We talked for a while and then made a date for Friday night. I picked her up and we went and had dinner and then instead of a movie she decided that she wanted to go to a party she knew about. It was at an apartment in Belleville and we got there just a little after eight and wouldn't you know that it just had to happen? The first people I saw when we walked in the door were Laura and the guy she had been out with on Thursday night.
"Oh fuck!" I said.
"What's the matter?" Robin asked.
"Them" I said as I pointed to Laura and the guy.
"You know them?"
"I know her."
"You know Miss Piggy?"
"Miss Piggy?"
"That's her nickname."
"Why does she have a nickname like that?"
"She's a slut. A real pig so someone hung the Miss Piggy tag on her."
"Are you sure that she's a slut?"
"What else would you call a girl who has a steady boyfriend that she says she is going to marry and who spends her time spreading for other guys when the boyfriend isn't around."
"You know this for a fact? The spreading part I mean?"
"No. To be fair about it I don't know it personally, but I've heard it from several guys who said that they have played around with her."
"You didn't say how you knew her."
"I'm the boyfriend she was going to marry right up until I caught her last Thursday with the guy she is standing with."
"Oh boy. Are there going to be any fireworks?"
"No. I had it out with her on Sunday. We are now officially toast."
"What are the chances that I would have heard from you if Thursday had never happened?"
"Slim next to none. But Thursday did happen and we came here to have a good time so hows about we get to it."
She took my hand and led me through the room to introduce me to our host. Laura, who had been facing away from us when we walked in, caught sight of me and got a shocked expression on her face. Shocked because she never expected to see me at a party like that or shocked because I'd caught her with her new boyfriend again I didn't know. I ignored her as Robin led me over to a tall man standing with a tall blond woman. She introduced me to Gary and his wife Ardis and we made small talk for a couple of minutes and then Robin led me away to get us a drink.
The basement had been made into a recreation room and it was being used as a dance floor. Robin and I danced, had a few drinks, she introduced me to some people and I had a great time. Every time I noticed Laura she was looking at me with an expression on her face that I couldn't read.
Around eleven Robin said that it was time to leave because she had something pressing to do on Saturday so we looked up our hosts and said our goodbyes. As I was driving Robin home she said:
"Your ex seemed to spend a lot of time looking your way tonight."
"Probably was surprised at seeing me there."
"No, the feeling I got was that she wasn't at all happy seeing you with another girl."
"Tough shit. She was the one who caused me to end our relationship."
"Maybe, but I don't think that she is happy about it."
"Maybe not, but she is going to have to get used to it."
"Does that mean I'm going to see more of you or that you are going to start dating all the ladies?"
"I'm a one girl at a time kind of guy. I enjoyed your company tonight and I'm going to ask you out again. Until you say no to my asking you are my one girl."
"What if I'm not ready to be hanging with just one guy all the time?"
"Then you say no when I ask and I'll go looking for another girl to date. When she gets to the point she says no I'll give you a call and see how you are. If it is still no I'll find a third girl and keep repeating the process until I find one who never says no."
"Well I do like your attitude and I can see possibilities so maybe we can give it a run."
"How about tomorrow night?"
"Sounds good."
I walked her to her door, said goodnight and as I turned to leave she told me to wait a minute. I turned back to her and she said:
I never kiss on the first date, but I guess there has to be a first time for everything" and she kissed me. "See you tomorrow" she said as she went inside.
+++++++++++++++++++
My dad was still up when I got home and he told me that Laura had called and that she had sounded upset. I told him that it was too late and that I'd do it in the morning.
As was my habit I slept in late on Saturday morning and when I got up and got to the kitchen for my first cup of coffee my mother told me that I needed to call Laura. "She has already called twice this morning."
"Not until I've had my first cup of coffee."
"Things not going well between you two?"
"Us two are no longer a two."
"Does she know that?"
"She should. She is the one who made the decision."
Just then the phone rang and mom answered it and then said, "It is for you. It's Laura."
I took the phone and said, "Yes?"
"Why didn't you call?"
"It was too late to call when I got home last night and I just got out of bed this morning."
"I don't mean that. I mean why didn't you call me yesterday evening about picking me up for our regular Friday night date?"
"We hashed all that out last Sunday Laura. You told me we weren't exclusive and you decided to date others. I told you that it was good enough for you to date others then I would too and you stormed out of the house."
"I didn't mean it Rob. You should have known that."
"Don't give me that bullshit Laura. You were already out with that clown I saw you with last Thursday."
"I was not out with him Rob. I went to that party alone and he just happened to be there."
"Sure Laura, whatever you say. It doesn't matter any way. I'm starting to hear all kinds of things about you and the things you have done. Things like how you got the nickname "Miss Piggy."
"I don't know what you've heard Rob, but it isn't true."
"Why wouldn't I believe that it's true after seeing you with your buddy at the restaurant? And I'm not buying that you just happened to accidently meet up with him at the party. He was standing way too close to you and had his arm around you when I walked into the party. No Laura, you aren't interested in sticking with just me and I'm not interested in being one of many. I would appreciate it if you would return my class ring and letter sweater. I realize that it is just too high school for an adult like you and it doesn't seem to mean anything to you anyway. See you around. Goodbye."
"That sounded pretty final" my mom said.
"She decided that being my steady wasn't enough for her and like I just told her I'm not interested in standing in line."
++++++++++++++++
I started keeping steady company with Robin and about two months after we started dating we ended up in bed together and it was then that I found out just how inexperienced I was. Laura and I had made love and it had been great, but it had been mostly all 'plain vanilla' sex. Laura wouldn't let me eat her pussy and the most she would do where my cock was concerned was kiss it and then pull it in her. We made love often, but it was always in the missionary position, but as I said it was great so I went along with the flow.
Robin was vastly different. Much, much more experienced than I was and she set out to correct my deficiencies. She sucked my cock and she swallowed. She wanted her pussy eaten before we made love and sixty-nine after to build me up for a second time. Missionary, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, doggie and something she called the leg lift spoon were the positions she favored. She liked sex in semi-public places where there was a chance of being discovered. She kept things exciting.
I would have to say that she pretty much owned me, but somewhere deep inside myself I knew that Robin and I had no long-term future and that the day would come when she would cut herself loose from me. I hoped that it wouldn't happen, but I was still getting myself ready for it mentally.
Meanwhile, Laura made an effort to keep in touch. She sent me a card on Valentine's Day and one on my birthday. She would call every couple of weeks just to say hi and ask how things were going at school and how I was doing in my classes. I saw her from time to time at parties and she never seemed to be with the same guy twice. She would smile at me and give me a little wave, but she never tried to talk to me. Robin of course noticed and would tell me that she could tell that Laura wanted me:
"But she ain't gonna get you stud cause you are mine and I don't share."
All I could do was smile and say, "Yes dear."
While all of that was going on I was getting a letter from Jim about every two weeks or so telling me about how things were going in his life. He had finished boot camp and had gone into specialty training. He was assigned to the Naval Construction Battalion otherwise known as the Seabees. He was learning to build things and tear things down. He never asked about Annabelle so when I wrote back I never mentioned Annabelle either. Not that I would have anyway. He really wouldn't have liked hearing about what she was doing.
He hadn't been gone a week and Annabelle was putting out for some guy she met at a party. A month later he was gone and Annabelle was living with a guy she met where she worked and three months later he was history and she was living with a black guy she met when he towed her car into the shop when it broke down. I don't know it for a fact, but I heard that he had her pulling trains for a bunch of his friends in his apartment.
And then suddenly Annabelle was gone and no one had a clue as to where she had gone. At least not until I got a letter from Jim. He had finally finished training and was assigned to Norfolk as his permanent duty station. As soon as he was there he had sent for Annabelle and she had gone to join him.
"Wish you could have been here to be my best man, but we didn't have a lot of time to set things up. The sooner we could make it happen the sooner we could get on the list for base housing."
"Poor bastard" I thought, "First time you ship out she will have some other dude between her legs before the sound of the door closing behind you fades."
++++++++++++++
I wasn't hurting for money since my grandparents had set up a college fund for me the day I was born. There was enough in it to pay for college and allow me to rent an apartment off campus if I wanted to so at the start of my junior year Robin and I moved in together and I started to get a taste of what married life would be like. I liked it. After living together for about six months I began to think about making it permanent. I still had that 'itty-bitty' feeling that what I had with Robin was too good to be true, but Robin showed no sign of not wanting to continue our relationship.
That is she showed no sign until the day I suggested that we go looking for an engagement ring. That is when she informed me that when she graduated she was going back to California and would marrying her childhood sweetheart who was currently in England on a Rhode's Scholarship. He knew all about me and she knew all about the English girl he was living with.
"We knew that there was no way two healthy young adults with high sex drives were going to go several years without sex so we agreed on an open relationship. It shouldn't affect us in any way Rob, at least not right away. We still have a year before we graduate and leave."
But of course it did affect us or me anyway. Basically what it amounted to was that I had just been taken from what I thought was a romantic relationship and had been placed in a fuck buddy relationship. The problem was that I just wasn't a fuck buddy kind of guy. I needed more than just sex out of a relationship and Robin and I slowly pulled apart. The sex was there when we went to bed at night, but the everyday interaction that takes place between couples became forced and strained.
Four months – almost to the day – from the day Robin put a stop to my romantic aspirations she said to me:



"You don't really want to be here do you?"
I told her that I was uncomfortable and I told her why.
"I'm sorry lover. I almost wish that I didn't love Alex so much so I could be more of what you want. For what it is worth if it wasn't for Alex you would be my man."
"Thanks, I think."
"So what do we do? Flip a coin to see who stays and who goes?"
"No need. I knew this day was coming and my mom says she hasn't rented out my room yet. She figured that she better keep it available for me at least until I turn forty or give her grandkids. So, you stay and I go."
"Friends?"
"Always."
She took me in her arms, gave me a kiss that made me weak in the knees and then asked:
"One last night, please?"
++++++++++++++++++
I'd been back home for a week and on Friday evening as I was in my room working on a paper due the next week my mom called up the stairs:
"Rob? Someone here to see you."
I went downstairs and found my mother talking to Laura. Mom looked at me and said:
"I'll leave you two alone" and she went into the kitchen.
"Hi Rob."
"Hello Laura. How have you been?"
"So so but I'm hoping that things will get better."
"Oh?"
"Robin called me and told me that you were back on the market and suggested that if I hurried I could be the first in line."
"Why would you want to be the first in line? Why would you want to be in line at all?"
"There wouldn't be a line if I hadn't gone stupid. In fact there never would have been a Robin. I don't want to be in line Rob; I just want to be back where I belong."
"Where you belong?"
She held up her left hand and said, "I never did give you your ring back."
On the ring finger of her left hand she was wearing my class ring.
"There is a party at Alice Johnson's house tonight. Would you like to take me?"
At the party she hung all over me and when I mentioned it she said, "Letting everyone know that I've staked my claim baby. I've got you back and I'm letting everyone know it."
I'll admit it. It felt good to have Laura hanging on me again. The big surprise came after the party. When we pulled away from the curb in front of Alice's house Laura slid over next to me and reached for my zipper. She worked my cock out and I expected that she was going to give me a hand job like she used to, but she bent down and took me in her mouth for the first time ever. I was so surprised I almost swerved off the road. In five minutes she had me ready to cum so I pulled over to the side of the road to let her finish me off. I told her I was going to cum so she could take her mouth off me and finish me by hand, but she stayed on me and swallowed when I spurted. She stayed with it until I went soft and then she lifted her head and smiled at me.
"If you can't afford a motel I'm good with the back seat."
I was immediately sorry that I'd given up the apartment to Robin, but luckily I had enough in my pocket for a motel room. The Laura that went into that motel room with me was not the same Laura that I had broken up with. She hurriedly stripped and as soon as I had my pants and underpants off she was on her knees in front of me working to bring me back to life. When I was up she got on the bed on her hands and knees and said:
"Do me from behind baby; puppy fuck me."
She was surprised when I pushed her over on her back and then went down on her. I attacked her clit with lips and tongue until she cried out:
"No more baby, no more. I need you in me Robbie; hurry baby, I need you."
I moved up on her and her legs came up and clamped on me as I pushed my way inside. She'd already gotten me off in the car so it took a while for me to cum again. On the way Laura had two very noisy orgasms and when I finally came and started to pull out she held me tight and wouldn't let me roll off of her. There were tears streaking her cheeks and I asked her what was wrong.
"Nothing baby. I'm just happy. You're back and I've got you and I'm happy."
She finally let me loose and I settled onto the bed next to her. She curled into me and we laid there holding each other without saying a word for maybe five minutes before I felt her hand move down my body, take hold of my limp cock and start fondling it. It twitched and she slid down and took it in her mouth for the third time that night. After a minute or so I pulled her into a sixty-nine and we feasted on one another until she had my soldier at attention.
"Do me from behind this time baby. Puppy fuck me. I love to puppy fuck. Puppy fuck me baby, puppy fuck me."
No, this was definitely the Laura that I used to know.
She was quiet as I drove her home. She just sat there and looked out the passenger side window. About halfway to her house she turned to me and said:
"I'm sorry baby."
"About what?"
"About what we did tonight.'
"Why are you sorry about that? I thought that it was pretty damned good."
"It was. What I am sorry about is that you weren't the first to do those things with me."
The truth was that I was pretty fucking pissed that I wasn't the first to do those things with her, but it was water under the bridge so I sucked it up and said:
"Don't forget that you didn't get to be the first one I got to do those things to either, but maybe it was for the best."
"How can you say that?"
"Just think back to where we were before. We made love for almost two years and never did any of the things we did tonight. I never even thought about doing those things. If we hadn't separated would either of us have made any changes or would we just have kept on doing it in the missionary position and never attempted something else? Robin was a very experienced young lady and she quickly taught me what I had to know to keep her happy. I'm not trying to pat myself on the back here, but I believe that I'm a much better lover now and it is likely that you can say the same. I wish that it had never happened, but it does seem that there was a benefit."
Laura gave me a thoughtful look, but she didn't say anything. When I pulled up in front of her house I asked her if she wanted to go with me when I went apartment hunting on Saturday.
"An apartment is a whole lot cheaper in the long run than always having to use motels."
"Is that your way of asking me if I want to move in with you?"
"The thought did cross my mind."
"What time?"
"About nine."
"Okay. You have a date."
Laura and I moved into a two bedroom apartment about mid-way between Ann Arbor and Ypsilanti and we turned the second bedroom into a study with a desk for Laura's computer and a desk for mine.
+++++++++++++++
About a month after we moved in together Jim came home on a thirty day leave and he and Annabelle spent a lot of time with Laura and me. Jim and Annabelle seemed to be getting along great so maybe I'd been wrong in the thoughts I'd had about her when she left.
Three weeks after Jim returned to duty Annabelle showed up. Jim had shipped out to Iraq and Annabelle decided that she'd rather not wait at the base for Jim to return. She wasn't home two weeks and she was living with the guy she had been living with when she left to join Jim in Norfolk. Three weeks later she was seen with the black guy she used to date and rumors again started about the orgies she participated in at his apartment and the trains she pulled for his friends. I debated having a talk with her, but Laura talked me out of it. She told me that it wasn't any of our business and for all we knew Jim and Annabelle had an open marriage.
"I've heard that it isn't uncommon in the service for both parties to agree that it is alright to play during long separations."
"That doesn't sound like something that Jim would go along with."
"So what are you going to do? Write and tell him? He worships the ground she walks on. He will not thank you for telling him that she is a slut. He will probably end up blaming you for being the one to ruin his life. Leave it alone Rob."
+++++++++++++++
Jim was back from Afghanistan in time to be the best man at my wedding to Laura and then he and Annabelle headed back for Norfolk where he finished out the last nine months of his enlistment. When he was discharged he and Annabelle came home and he found a job with a construction company as a heavy equipment operator.
The next two years flew by and the Marshall's (Jim and Annabelle) were frequent guests at our place and we went out with then at least once every two weeks or so. Things seemed to be great between Jim and Annabelle and there were no sign s that she was cheating on Jim. Laura thought that maybe Annabelle was oversexed and needed it often and so she was an easy lay when Jim wasn't around, but he was enough for her when he was home.
I guessed that was as good as explanation as any and Laura's theory seemed to be borne out when the company Jim worked for bid on and got a job doing some pipeline work in Alaska. The conditions on and around the site were harsh so Jim decided to leave Annabelle at home for the four months he would be gone. Jim wasn't a week gone and Annabelle was seen going into a motel room with Gary Mellows who was the owner of the company that Jim worked for and after that Gary's vehicle was seen parked in Jim's driveway almost every night of the week. The job in Alaska ran into some problems and the job was extended another two months.
Laura and Annabelle saw the same doctor and Laura just happened to be in the doctor's office the day that Annabelle got the bad news. She was seven weeks pregnant and Jim had been gone a little over three months. The way Laura found out was that two of the nurses that worked at the clinic had gone to school with us and knew that she knew Annabelle and that she spent a lot of time around Annabelle and they asked her how she thought Jim would handle the news (patient confidentiality takes a back seat to spreading the dirt among friends) and Laura thought for a minute and then said:
"Jim will never know. If I'm right in what I'm thinking Annabelle will abort and it will all be over and done with before Jim gets home."
That isn't the way it went down.
Someone who didn't have a Laura to talk them out of it let Jim know what was going on. Jim flew home, rented a car and parked down the street from his house until he saw Mellows pull in his drive, park and go into the house. He waited fifteen minutes to give Gary and Annabelle time to get down to it and then he went into the house with a digital camera ready and caught the lovers in action. Fifteen minutes later the EMTs answered the 911 call and Mellows was carted off to the hospital.
The cops came and were going to haul Jim away until he showed them the pictures that he took. The camera was a Canon Rebel and Jim had it set to shoot continuously and the series clearly showed Mellows getting off Annabelle and charging at Jim. He probably was just trying to get to the camera and take it away from Jim, but given the way the series of shots came out Jim was able to say that it was obvious that he was being attacked and he only defended himself. The cops bought it and left. Twenty minutes after the cops left Annabelle was out on the front porch with one suitcase and the door was locked behind her.
The divorce was a slam-dunk as was the suit filed against Mellows for alienation of affections. He also sued Mellows on some sort of sexual harassment thing claiming that Mellows only hired him so he could send him out of town and then move in on his wife. Mellows could have settled out of court and avoided having everything become public, but he unwisely decided to fight and as a result everyone found out what he had been doing with an employee's wife after sending the employee out of town for a long period of time. The jury found for Jim and he was awarded one point three million. After legal fees and taxes he ended up with just a little over seven hundred and fifty thousand. He paid off his house, put in an in ground swimming pool and bought a new Ford F-350. Once the divorce was final Annabelle dropped out of sight and the word was that she moved out of town.
Mellows had to sell off some equipment and property to settle the suit and he lost a lot of business when some customers and potential customers decided that anyone who would do what he did with an employee's wife couldn't be trusted.
Jim still had some money left from his settlement and he came to me and proposed that we form our own company and go after the business that Mellows lost out on. I would take care of the engineering and Jim would handle the construction end of the business. Laura and I talked it over and reviewed our finances and decided to do it and R and J Constructors was born as a partnership. We did well. We not only picked up a lot of the customers who left Mellows, but we underbid him on several jobs and human nature being what it is Jim made sure that everyone knew whenever we beat Mellows.
++++++++++++++++
The next five years flew by. Jim played the field, but never found anyone he wanted to be tied to permanently. He spent a lot of time with Laura and me and we went out on the average of once a week with Jim and his date of the moment. The business was doing great, Laura had climbed the ladder at her company and was a regional manager and the odds on favorite for the next VP opening. I didn't think things could get much better and unfortunately I was right.
It was a Tuesday and I was just leaving a lunch meeting with a prospective client when Gary Mellows came up to me and asked me if he could buy me a drink. I personally had nothing against Gary. My view was that if a cunt like Annabelle offered it up to a single guy like Gary you couldn't really blame him for taking the gift. I never bought the story that Gary shipped Jim out of town to get Annabelle. I'd always known that Annabelle was a slut so my take on it was that Annabelle probably did something like go to Gary's office to pick up Jim's paycheck and had let Gary know that she was lonely with Jim being gone. Whatever, his problems were with Jim and not me so I took him up on his offer to buy me a drink.
As soon as he sat down he asked, "How's business?"
"Not bad, but could be better."
"Would you consider selling?"
"Selling? Why would I want to do that?"
"To stick your buddy Jim with me for a partner."
"Are you smoking some kind of bad shit?"
"Not really. I hate to be the one to do this, but have a look at these."
He opened his briefcase, took out a folder and handed it to me. I picked it up, opened it and was stunned. The first thing I saw in the folder was a picture of Laura and Jim holding hands as they walked into a motel room. There were several others of the two of them going into or coming out of motel rooms and another half dozen in various places kissing and hugging. There was one photo of them kissing on the back seat of Laura's car. They could have done that on the front seat so you didn't have to be a genius to figure out what they were getting ready to do or had just finished doing. I looked up at Gary and he said:
"I'm sorry. I've had him watched so I could get something on him so I could get back at him. When the PI brought me these pictures I didn't know she was your wife. I could tell from the rings in the pictures that she was somebody's and I set the PI on her to find out who she was so I would have the information when I started to get my payback."
"Why? You were guilty. You did what he said you did."
"No I didn't. Yes, I did have an affair with his wife, but I never sent him out of town so I could get to her. She walked into my office, locked the door behind her and started taking off her clothes. She looked me right in the eye and said:
"You sent Jim out of town so you have to take care of me until he gets back."
"I'm single and I love pussy as much as any other guy so I'm going to say no to a naked Annabelle? As far as I'm concerned the whole mess was Jim's fault to begin with. Everyone knows that Annabelle is a slut and has been one since high school. Jim had to know. He had to know and he never did anything about it. No Rob, he fucked me with that law suit and I'm going to get him back. I'm just sorry that you ended up in the middle of it."
"Any idea of how long it has been going on?"
"The PI says from what he has been able to find out it has been at least a year and probably longer."
"How in the fuck could it have gone on for that long and me not find out?"
"If she never did anything to make you suspicious how could you have known?"
"So why do you want to buy me out? What do you gain by being Jim's partner?"
"Think about it. As an equal partner I have an equal say. He says we need to do A and I say no, we have to do B. It doesn't matter what he wants I'm going to be 180 degrees away. Plus I'll know what we are bidding on jobs and I'll make sure that my other company bids lower. I'll ruin the company and Jim will lose his ass."
"But so would you?
"Not really. I've checked it out. If the business fails we sell off the assets and I get a good portion of my money back. I won't make money, except of course what I make from my other company when I underbid the jobs Jim bids on, but I won't lose all that much either."
"What if he decides to just stomp your ass every morning to start his day out right until you've had enough and sell your half to him or some one else?"
"Last time he caught me on top of his wife and all I could think about was getting that camera away from him. He got in three good shots before it dawned on me that I should be defending myself and not worrying about that stupid fucking camera. He won't have it that easy if he tries it again. In fact, I'm pretty sure that I can take him if it comes to that. So, you interested?"
"I just might be, but first I want to do some digging of my own."
"If you do decide do you have a ballpark of what you will want?"
I gave him a figure and he said that it might be doable and to give him a call if I decided to do it.
++++++++++++++++
I left the meeting with Mellows with my mind in turmoil. How the hell could Laura and Jim have been doing it behind my back for almost a year and me not have even the remotest suspicion? I'd seen absolutely nothing to indicate that Laura was dissatisfied with me. I'd seen no loss of affection. Our sex life was still great, at least I thought it was. Three, sometimes four times a week and with plenty of foreplay. We cuddled on the couch while watching TV and she slept up against me every night. She never walked by me without touching me. She was like a teenager when we were in the car; always sliding over to be next to me.
What went wrong?
I had no reason to doubt the report and photos from Gary's detective, but photos could be doctored and Gary did have an agenda. I wanted to be dead certain before I took action so I went back to the office and called a friend who worked for an insurance agency and asked him who they used to investigate suspicious claims. Armed with that information I called and made an appointment and thirteen days later I had my certainty. On Wednesdays when Jim was supposedly out visiting job sites he was actually meeting Laura and the Comfort Inn on Melrose. How she managed to get off work for their meetings I had no idea.
All that was left was for me to decide what to do. Actually I knew what I wanted to do, but I needed to find a way to make it work. Two hours with an attorney got me a list of things I could do and couldn't do and a list of things I should do. We were a no fault state and so everything would have to be split equally between us. My concern was going to be avoiding giving her a dime of what I realized from the sale of my half of the company. I finally had to accept that the only way I could do that was lie. Even then she would still get some of it.



I made the deal with Mellows to sell him my share of the company on paper for a third of what he actually paid. That third went into a bank account in my name only. The other two thirds went to an offshore account that I set up. The deal was that he wouldn't show up at the office and take over my desk until the morning after I served Laura and Jim with the papers. Laura for a divorce on the grounds of adultery and Jim for alienation of affections. Even though we were in a no fault state I could still sue for adultery and depending on the judge we drew it could mean a little better split than fifty-fifty.
In order for the adultery grounds to fly I needed proof. A review of the reports from Gary's PI and mine showed that every time they were under observation they used the same motel and it was always on a Wednesday. My detective rented a room and set it up to record the action and a healthy bribe to the desk clerk insured that they would be put into that room.
Wednesday morning I called Maria, our receptionist, and told her to tell Jim I would not be in that morning because of a dentist appointment.
"And tell him if I don't feel all that good after the tooth is pulled I might not even be in this afternoon."
"You got it boss. If I were you I would go home and rest. I've never had a tooth pulled yet that didn't hurt like hell when the laughing gas wore off."
I left the house and circled back after Laura left for work. The locksmith was there at nine changing all the locks on the house. As soon as he was done I drove over to the bank and cleaned out the accounts and safe deposit box. My attorney said to only take half, but my mood was stone-assed "Fuck you Laura" and I wasn't going to do anything that would make it easy on her. She'd get her half eventually, but only after she'd had to fight for it. I also withdrew the funds I thought I had coming from the business. If it was too much Jim could go to court and try and get it back, but as long as I had it he wouldn't.
My detective called me at twelve ten and told me that the happy couple had arrived and were in room 128. I drove over and had a few words with my detective and then I sat on the hood of the car parked in front of the room and waited until they came out.
++++++++++++++
After the mini confrontation I got in my car and drove off. As I pulled away a man got out of a car and walked up to them and served them. In with the divorce papers that Laura received was a temporary restraining order keeping her 500 feet from me and the house. I had to fudge things a little to get it. I had to lie and say that I had been told by a third party that Jim and Laura had been overheard discussing how much life insurance I had and wondering how much my share of the business would be worth. There would be a hearing on whether or not to make it permanent, but that could take a couple of weeks. It was just one more way to fuck over Laura. The big thing was that she couldn't come into the house without someone from the court being there and I didn't plan on making myself available to furnish the keys to the new locks.
In with Jim's papers on the alienation of affections suit was a short note. It said:
"You know how these suits work, right? How does it feel to be on the other end of one?"
As I drove away from, the motel I gave Gary a call on my cell. "It is done. Have a great first day tomorrow at the office."
++++++++++++++++++++
I drove to the airport, parked the car in the long term lot, tossed my cell phone into the glove compartment and caught a flight to Cabo San Lucas. I spent a week scuba diving and lying on the beach and then I flew home.
My cell was loaded with voice mails when I turned it on. Not surprisingly most were from Laura, but there were four from Jim. I would have thought I'd be the last person he would want to talk to. No matter, I had no interest in speaking to him or Laura. Would I have liked an explanation? Of course I would like to know why, but I'd made up my mind to put the two of them behind me and get on with my life. The why of their betrayal was something that I didn't need my mind to be carrying around.
My attorney knew that I was going to be gone for a week so I decided to call him and let him know I was back. He asked me to call Laura and let her know I was back. She had been calling him twice a day trying to get in touch with me so she could get into the house and get some of her things. I was on the verge of telling him to call her and set up something with the court to get her into the house supervised when I had a thought. One more way to fuck over her. I called her and asked her what she wanted.
"I need to get my clothes and other things, but I can't get in even with someone from the court because I don't have a key and the people from the court won't let me break in."
"You don't have anything there to pick up. I gave it all to Goodwill. I didn't want anything of yours in the house to remind me of your lying, cheating ass. There isn't anything of yours here anymore, not even a stray hair pin."
"Damn it Rob, you had no right top do that?"
"I had as much right to do that as you had to stab me in the back."
"We need to talk Rob. It isn't what you think."
"Get real Laura. I don't think you were fucking Jim; I know it for a fact. Goodbye Laura."
I hung up on her. All of her stuff was still in the house, but again, fucking over her is what I wanted to do. Eventually she would get her things, but it wasn't going to be anytime soon.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd always been on good terms with Maria who was our receptionist, secretary, bookkeeper, chief cook and bottle washer so I gave her a call and asked how things were going.
"Not bad for me, but not so good for the company. Nothing is getting done. Gary and Jim constantly argue over the least little thing. Jim says do something and then Gary says don't do it. Jim will call and order something and as soon as Jim is out of the office Gary will call and cancel the order. We have jobs to start, but they just sit there as Jim and Gary go at it. I got so fed up I gave my notice last Friday, but Gary told me he would double my wages if I would stay so naturally I'm not going to leave.
"The two of them did get into a fist fight on Thursday, but outside of beating the hell out of each other there wasn't a winner although Jim did get a broken nose out of it. Why did you bail out on us? Why did you sell out to Gary?"
I told her the story behind it and she was silent for a minute and then she said:
"Now I've got another reason to stay."
"What's that?"
"I can help Gary. I've never liked Jim. He was always hitting on me even though he knew I was engaged. One time he even hinted that he would let me go if I didn't go out with him and we both know what he meant when he said "go out with." I asked him what you would have to say about his letting me go and that shut him up."
"You should have told me."
"Why? It was a personal problem and I handled it. I'm sorry about you and Laura Rob, but there could be a bright side to it at least for me."
"How is that?"
"It means that you are back on the market. How do you feel about being chased after?"
"I thought you were engaged?"
"I was until I caught the asshole doing to me what Laura was doing to you."
"When did this happen?"
"About three weeks ago."
"Well sweetie, for what is worth I will put your name at the head of the list for when I start dating again, but it won't be for a while. I'm not going to give Laura anything that she can use against me."
"I can wait, but keep me in mind if you get lonely and would like a dinner date for company."
"I will sweetie, and thanks."
My phone rang sixteen times that day. Fourteen were from Laura and two were from Jim. I couldn't for the life of me think of what the asshole could want to say that I would want to hear and if he was calling to ask for something he damned sure wasn't going to get it from me.
I deleted all the calls and went on home. I made myself some dinner and then on a whim I called Gary Mellows and asked him how his plan was working.
""Not bad, not bad at all. I made sure that I was sitting at your desk when he came to work. He saw me and got a scowl on his face and then asked me what the fuck was I doing in the office and sitting at your desk. I laughed at him and told him I was his new partner. The look on his face was priceless. You could almost see the steam coming out of his ears as he read a copy of our agreement. I got us off to the right start almost right away. He called for a fuel truck because the front end loader and some of the other equipment on the Wilkin's site where low on diesel. As soon as he left the office I called and cancelled the order. One of the skid steers ran out of fuel and Jim got on the phone to Allied and cussed them out and they told him that I had cancelled the order and that they did have to take that kind of crap from him and for him to get his fuel from some one else. Then he came to me and asked me what the fuck I thought I was doing. I told him that Allied was charging us too much and that I was shopping around for a better price and things went downhill from there."
"A little birdie told me that the two of you engaged in some fist-a-cuffs."
"Yeah. Things came to a head last Thursday."
"How did that work out?"
"I guess I was a little optimistic when I told you that I thought I could take him, but I held my own and I did hurt him."
"Well carry on and good luck with your plan."
After hanging up I went into the room I had converted into an office, fired up the computer and began typing a resume. I'd start job hunting the next day. I was busy banging away on the keyboard when the doorbell rang. I opened the door to find Jim standing there.
"What the fuck do you want?"
"We need to talk Rob."
"No we don't asshole."
"It wasn't my fault Rob. She came after me. She caught me when I was in a really down mood over what Annabelle did to me. I wasn't thinking straight Rob. I'm sorry Rob, but it wasn't my fault. I didn't go after her."
"But you did know that she was my wife. You knew how you felt when you found out about Annabelle and you didn't even stop for a second to think that you were going to make me feel the same way did you? You had to know that I'd find out sooner or later and probably the same way you found out about Annabelle. Somebody told you. Well shitface, some one did tell me. You are a sack of shit as far as I'm concerned. You were supposed to be my friend and even if I believed that Laura made a move on you, which I don't, you should have turned away from her that same way I turned away from Annabelle when she made a move on me. You knew better, but you did it anyway. And even if it is true that she made the move and caught you when you weren't thinking straight that doesn't excuse the second, third, forth and however many times that there were after that. No man, you stabbed me in the back and there isn't any getting past that."
"So why didn't you just whip my ass? Why did you saddle me with Mellows?"
"Because the mood I was in when I found out and the rage I felt if I'd have come after you I would probably have killed you and you are not worth going to prison over. Besides, sticking you with Mellows will cause you grief that will last a whole lot longer than the effects of any beating. But you know what? The rage I felt then is gone."
And then I hit him. I caught him a good one on the chin and he started to fold. I grabbed the front of his shirt, pulled him into the house, kicked the door shut behind me and then I stomped the hell out of him. He was unconscious when I drug him out of the house and stuffed him into his car. You would not believe how big a smile I had on my face when I walked back into the house. I might get a visit from the cops, but I wasn't worried about it. All I had to do was say that he had attacked me and I defended myself and point to his fight with Mellows and say that he was pissed at me because I had sold my half of the business to Mellows and he was trying to make me pay for it.
+++++++++++++++
The next morning I sent off fourteen resumes and then called my attorney to see what the status was. He told me that the coming Monday we had a hearing on the temporary restraining order, but he had not received any feedback from Laura or an attorney on her behalf. I debated calling Laura, but decided against it. The longer it went before she got an attorney the longer it would be before I had to give her anything.
During the week I received several responses to the resumes I'd sent out and Wednesday I flew to Atlanta for an interview and Thursday found me in Baltimore. I felt good about both interviews, but I'd also had a response from a company in San Diego and I thought that I might just like living in a place where it was almost always warm so I called and scheduled an interview for the following Tuesday.
Monday was the hearing on the temporary restraining order and to the surprise of no one the judge did not see any justification for leaving it in place and I was ordered to give Laura access to the house. Laura was of course at the hearing and she had a lawyer with her. She came up to me and started to say something and I walked away from her and got my attorney and then walked back to her.
"You don't say anything to me unless my attorney is present."
"All I was going to say is that I'll be over this evening."
"No you won't. I'm flying out for a job interview at two-thirty and I won't be home until Wednesday. You can come by any time after six."
Her attorney started to say something but I cut him off. "She will not and I repeat – will not – be in that house unless I'm there to monitor everything that she does."
"There will be some one from the court there to keep things above board and you can also have someone from your attorney's office there."
"Nope. Won't work. They would have no idea about what she was helping herself to. All they would do is list it and if it was something she wasn't supposed to have I'd end up having to fight to have it returned. She hasn't been in the house for two weeks and she has survived. Another forty-eight hours won't kill her."
Her attorney shook his head no and said, "Then I guess we will have to see what the judge says" and he turned to go back and see the court clerk, but Laura stopped him.
"Just drop it" she said, "I can wait another forty-eight hours."
I looked at her and said, "Wednesday at six" and I turned to leave.
"Wait a second Rob. Can we talk then?"
"No" I said and then I walked out of the building.
++++++++++++++++++++
I thought the interview in San Diego went well and I headed home hoping to hear from them. Laura arrived right at six with someone from her attorney's office. The woman from the court arrived at twenty to six and we spent the twenty minutes drinking coffee and talking. She told me that her job was just to observe for the court and inventory the items removed. She also would make a list of the disputed items and I told her that it wouldn't be necessary.
"She can have whatever she wants."
"If that is the way you feel why have you taken such a hard line on things where she is concerned."
"She stabbed me in the back and she did it with the man who had been my best friend for over twenty-five years. I couldn't beat her and I couldn't kill her, at least I couldn't if I wanted to stay out of jail, but I had to do something to get back at her and make her suffer. It wasn't much, but at least it was something."
Then the doorbell rang and I let Laura and the person she had with her from her attorney's office in and I went outside to cut the grass. When I finished and came back in the house every one was gone except Laura and she was sitting at the kitchen table nursing a cup of tea. She looked up at me when I came in.
"You lied to me. You didn't give any of my things to Goodwill."
"Maybe not, but I sure as hell enjoyed the outrage in your voice when you told me that I had no right to do it."
"I wasn't expecting it all to be her and it is going to take me longer to get it out than I expected."
I pulled my key ring out of my pocket, took a house key off of it and slid it across the table to her. "Don't bother moving it. You can have the house on Friday. I'll have all of my things out of here by then."
"Why?"
"I'm interviewing for jobs and I'll be moving out of state as soon as I find one."
"I mean why have you done what you have done if you were just going to give me the house and leave. Why the restraining order and lying to me about giving my things away?"
"That's a stupid question. After what you did to me I had to do something to get back at you. Just be thankful that I decided to do it in a peaceful manner instead of a violent one. Fucking over you doesn't even come close to making us even, but it was the best I could so and still stay out of jail."
"I know you said no when I asked if we could talk tonight, but I am still going to try and convince you that we don't need to get divorced."
"Get serious Laura. There is no way on this green Earth that we can stay together after what you did."
"But it didn't mean anything Rob. I love you and you know it. What happened with Jim was a mistake; just a stupid mistake. I like Jim. I've always liked him, but I don't love him and I never have loved him."
"I don't give a shit if you loved him or not. You still fucked him and love or just like it was still infidelity and there shouldn't be any doubt in your mind on how I feel about that. All you have to do is remember how upset I was over what Annabelle was doing to Jim. I was so upset I was going to let him know but I let you talk me out of it. That should have clued you in right there as to how I would take it if you did it to me and don't give me any of that "I never meant for you to find out" shit. Cheaters always get caught. Sooner or later they always get caught. Jim found out about Annabelle because someone saw her fucking around on him and told him. That's the same way you got caught. Someone saw you and Jim go into a motel room and they told me."
"Doesn't it even matter that I love you?"
"No Laura it doesn't because it wasn't enough to keep you from cheating on me."
"But it didn't mean anything Rob. Honest to God it meant nothing. It was an accident."
"An accident? How was fucking the man who used to be my best friend an accident?"
"He stopped by the house when you were on that trip to Santa Fe and he was in a downer of a mood over Annabelle. He really loved her and even though he had thrown her out of his life he was missing her. We had several drinks and after a while he started crying and I took him in my arms, hugged him and trued to comfort him. To this day I don't know how we ended up naked on the couch having sex, but we did and even though I hate to admit it, it was great. There wasn't any love involved; it was just wild rutting sex, but it was exciting. I remember thinking that "This is just so wrong. I shouldn't be doing this, but it feels so good." After, I figured out that it was the illicit nature of what we had done that made it so exciting. It was a turn on to cheat.
"The next time you went out of town Jim stopped over and we both knew why he was there and we did it again. I had a huge orgasm, but it wasn't because of the way Jim made love to me, it was because the cheating was such a turn on and yes, I'll admit a good part of the turn on was because I was doing it with your best friend.
"There was no love involved Rob. As trite as it may sound it was just sex Rob. Just some excitement added to my life. I never shorted you while it was going on. I love you Rob. I really do and you know it. We can get by this. We don't need to get a divorce."



"We" doesn't enter into it Laura. I need a divorce. I can't live with someone who has betrayed me. It is just that simple Laura. You betrayed me. If I kept you I would spend the rest of my life watching you like a hawk and waiting for you to do it again. By your own admission you kept doing it because cheating was such a turn on. How long would it be before you remembered how great the orgasms were when you were cheating on me? How long before you decided that you wanted to experience those great orgasms again? You can promise me all you want that you will never do it again, but your promises aren't worth spit. You already promised me to "forsake all others" when we got married and you broke that promise.
"I can't believe anything you say Laura. Jim's story about how it happened doesn't even come close to yours. According to Jim it didn't 'accidently' happen. According to him you made a play for him. He could be lying or you could be. The problem is that after what the two of you did neither one of you is trustworthy as far as I'm concerned so I can't pick one story over the other. The bottom line Laura is that we are done as a couple."
"I'm not giving up Rob. I'll fight the divorce. I know we can get by this because we love each other. You are pissed at me right now and justifiably so, but I can promise you and keep that promise especially now that I can see what breaking that promise can cost me. My attorney says that he can get the court to order counseling and I know that can help. I love you Rob and I'm not letting you go."
"You can't seem to understand that I don't want you now. Okay, I'll admit that I still love you and it is going to take me a while to get by this, but there is no fucking way that I can ever live with you again. Every fucking time I got in bed with you I would think of you with that asshole that used to be my best friend and I won't live like that. You won't fight the divorce Laura because if you do I'll release the video I have of your last meeting with Jim. Every family member, every friend and all of your co-workers will get a copy. I'll build you your own porn web site and there are dozens of amateur porn sites where I can post it and I'll do it with your full name and address attached. It should make your life very interesting."
"Bullshit Rob. No such video exists."
"Oh no? Wait right here."
I went into the den where I had my briefcase, took out a copy of the CD and went back into the kitchen and handed it to her.
"Check it out. After you have watched it you decide if you want anyone else to watch it. Now if you don't mind I have things to do. You can have the house on Friday, but for now you need to go.
On Thursday and Friday I moved out of the house and put most of my things in storage. Then I took a room at The Executive Suites for a month expecting by the end of that time I would have a job.
+++++++++++++++++++++
During the next two weeks I made trips to Salt Lake City, Philadelphia, Atlanta, Chicago and Detroit for interviews and I felt good about all of them, but I wasn't hearing back from any of them. I sat down and figured out my finances and decided that I could make it for about six years without a job and I started checking out other cities and states for places with a lower cost of living; a cost of living that would allow me to stretch those six years to eight or maybe even ten.
Laura signed the divorce papers and returned them to my attorney. I was almost sorry that she did. I would have very much liked to have spread the CD of her and Jim all over the place, but a deal was a deal. I made out on the agreement. The agreement was a fifty-fifty split of assets with each party paying their own attorney's fees. I was the one who filed so I paid the court costs. Laura said she wanted the house and my half of the equity was just a little over what I had taken out of the bank so that was a wash. I did have to give Laura half of what I'd gotten on the sale of my half of the company, but I knew that would happen and I had planned for it. She did bitch that I'd sold out too cheaply, but it didn't matter because the other two thirds of what I got from the sale were safely hidden.
An interesting thing came to me through the grapevine. It seems that once I took myself out of the picture Jim went after Laura and was so persistent that she had to take out a restraining order against him. Not that I cared of course, but I did get a laugh out of it.
++++++++++++++++
I decided to wait for the divorce to become final before making a move. I finally started hearing from some of the companies I had interviewed with. The company in San Diego called and asked me to come back out and talk with them, but before I could call and set it up I got a call from Gary Mellows.
"How would you like your company back?"
"Why would I want the company back? I sold it to you to get back to Jim and get away from him. Why would I want to go back to being his partner?"
"You wouldn't, but then you wouldn't have to. After our last blow up I said: If you are so fucking unhappy with me as a partner I'll buy you out or go sell your half to some one else." He spent all of thirty seconds thinking about it and then asked me how much I'd give for his half. He took half of what I gave you."
"Still the question is why would I want it back? If you did half of what you told me you were going to do to fuck over Jim the company probably isn't worth all that much any more."
"You might be surprised. Come on down to the office and lets talk."
I didn't figure that I had anything to lose so I went down to talk with him. When I walked in the door Maria jumped up from behind her desk and hugged me and then stuck her head in the office door and told Gary that I was there.
"As you know I only bought you out so I could fuck over Marshall. I didn't really want it and I had no real use for it. But things change. I am getting more and more into the construction end of the business. I want to get away from the engineering aspect. For one thing, I haven't been able to get what I wanted in the way of engineers so I started thinking about what to do. The solution that came to me was to call you and ask you to set up a company that I contract to do my engineering, but then Marshall sold out to me and I thought why not just sell you back the company and contract with you."
"I can't afford to buy back my half and Jim's half."
"You don't have to pay that much because the company isn't worth that much any more. Since I own the whole shebang I transferred all of the construction work and construction equipment to my other company. All I'm leaving is the pure engineering part. I'll sell you the company for what I paid Jim and I'll sign a five year contract for engineering services plus the company still has contracts with about fifteen other firms. I don't see how you can lose."
"How much did you give Jim?"
He told me and it was less than I had in my offshore account.
"There is one provision though."
"What would that be?"
"I have no secrets from Maria and I sounded her out on the idea. She told me that if you took it she would be staying with you and not moving over to my company. If you take the deal you are going to be stuck with her."
I didn't need to think too hard on it and I told him that I would take the deal, but to be on the safe side I wouldn't do it until my divorce was final and that wouldn't be for another three weeks. Gary said that would work for him and we shook on the deal.
As I was leaving the office Maria said, "I heard. Don't forget that when those three weeks are up you promised that I would be first on the list."
"I didn't think you were serious about that."
"You can just bet that I am" she said with a thousand watt smile.
As I pulled away from the curb my cell rang and it was my attorney. Jim had learned a lesson from seeing what happened to Gary when Gary had fought Jim's suit against him and he had called my attorney with an offer to settle. I told the attorney to take it. The rest of the drive to my room at the Executive Suites was made with a huge smile on my face. In three weeks I could start a new life complete with a new job and a new girlfriend and money in the bank. I could fill those three weeks looking for a place to live and shopping for furniture. Who says that nice guys always finish last?
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Author's note. If the "N" word upsets you give this one a pass.
The day had been an extremely productive one for me. I landed two new clients and closed a mega-deal with another and my boss took me out to celebrate. We had a couple of drinks at the lounge across the street from our office building and then he took me to his favorite titty bar where he paid for me to have several lap dances. I was having a great time and then he tried to make it even better. He pointed to a ravishing redhead and said, "If you want her I'll pay. You can consider it as part of your bonus."
"You mean these girls are all hookers?"
"Not all of them, but I do have a special relationship with a couple of them."
I looked long and lustfully at the redhead and I really wanted to take David up on his offer, but I'd only been married for five years and I was still in love with and faithful to my wife. I thanked David for the offer, politely begged off and then looked at my watch and saw that it was time to go home. I took one last longing look at the redhead and headed out the door.
The house was dark and silent when I got home. I couldn't remember Pauline saying that she was going to be out that night. I walked into the kitchen, turned on the light and immediately knew that I was in deep, deep shit. Sitting on the kitchen table was a wine bucket with a bottle of champagne in it, a box with a bow around it and a card propped up against two glasses. It was our fifth anniversary and I had forgotten. Not totally forgotten - I did have a present and a card for Pauline under the bed, but I had totally spaced out that we were supposed to have gone out for dinner and a show that night. I had gotten so pumped up by the day I had at work that I had just forgotten. I checked out the rest of the house, but Pauline was gone.
Pauline can sometimes be a little strong minded and I could almost guess what had happened. She would have been checking her watch and tapping her foot as she kept waiting for me to get home. She would have called the office and not had anyone answer. More watch checking and foot tapping until finally she would have said to hell with it, grabbed her purse and gone out by herself. She probably went and had dinner and then went to see the show alone and the entire time she would have been seething with anger. I was not in for a good time when she finally got home. When she was not home by my normal bedtime I debated waiting up for her, but decided that if I wasn't waiting up I could put off what I knew was coming for just a little bit longer.
When I woke up in the morning Pauline was not in bed with me. I figured that she would either be on the couch or in the spare bedroom. I took my morning whiz and headed for the kitchen to put the coffee on and on the way I saw a trail of discarded clothing leading from the front door to the door of the spare room. High heels, then a dress, panties and then a bra lying next to a man's tie. I stopped cold - a man's tie? I followed the line of clothes and just outside the bedroom door was a man's shirt. I put an ear to the door and couldn't hear anything so I very quietly opened the door and peeked in. There was a man I didn't recognize snoring on the bed. He was naked and he was as black as the ace of spades. Lying next to him was a naked Pauline and she had one leg thrown over his and her hand was resting on his soft cock. I stood there in the doorway for maybe a minute and a half before closing the door softly and walking away.
I made some coffee and took it out onto the deck. I sat and sipped the coffee and wondered about what Pauline had just done and what she was telling me. She was most definitely making a statement of some sort. She had not only given herself to another man, but she had not gone to a hotel, motel or his place to do it - she had brought him home where she could rub my face in. She had to know that she was ending the marriage, that I wouldn't turn a blind eye to what she'd done. I tried to think of what could have caused her to do it. We had, or at least I thought we'd had a good marriage. It had rocky spots as most marriages do, but I couldn't think of anything that would have caused Pauline to put such a drastic end to it. I finished my coffee, went back to get another cup and then I headed for the shower.
As I passed the spare bedroom I heard noises and I put my ear to the door. A man's voice was saying "Oh yes, oh yes baby, suck that black cock. Damn, you've got the hottest mouth that I've ever been in."
"Well lover, I have to tell you, yours is one of the nicest cocks I've ever had in it."
"Stop talking you little white slut and suck my cock."
"Sure lover, what ever you say."
I don't know why, but I stood there and listened as he called Pauline his white cock sucking slut, his white married whore and a few other things while she worked on his root. Then I heard, "Get ready you cum sucking slut, here it comes. That's it, that's it you little whore, swallow it all. Don't lose a drop bitch, suck it all out of me."
After about a minute I heard Pauline say, "If I can get it hard again will you fuck me one more time before you have to leave?"
"I don't have to go anywhere you sweet little slut. I can stay here and feed you black cock all day if you want."
"Oh I want lover, I most definitely want that black sausage in me all day. Here, eat my pussy while I suck you hard again."
At that point I moved quietly away from the door and went to take my shower.
As I soaped myself I wondered why I had a hard cock. What sick thing was going on in my mind that listening to my wife sucking on a black man's cock would give me a hard on? It was still hard when I finished my shower so I soaped myself up good and jacked myself off.
Dressed and ready to leave for work I again stopped at the spare bedroom door and put my ear up to it. "Oh yes, like that, hard lover, fuck me hard. Oh God, so good, so good. I love your black cock lover, I love what you are doing to me. Fuck me baby, fuck me."
Damned if my cock didn't get hard again.
"Pound that cock into me baby, fuck me with that big, black pole. Make me glad to be your married white whore."
"Here it comes slut. Another load a black man's juice for your hungry cunt."
"Yes lover, yes. Cum in me baby, cum in me."
Then there were several moments of silence and then, "Get those white lips of yours around my johnson and get me hard again whore."
"Yes lover, whatever you want baby, just tell me and I'll do it."
"I want your ass next whore. I want to slide my stiff black sausage into your tight, white ass."
"Whatever lover, whatever you want."
My hard cock wilted when I heard that. Pauline would never let me have her ass. For five years it was always no whenever I asked, but she wasn't saying shit to this guy that she'd only known for a night. But then, how did I know that? She might have been fucking guys behind my back for a long time now. In the room I heard, "That's it bitch, stick that ass up in the air and let me work a thumb in there." I heard a long, low moan and I had to leave before I went into that room and killed somebody.
I was a mess all fucking day. Wisely, I avoided all contact with my clients - the mood I was in anything could have happened. I spent half the day getting hard ons thinking about Pauline with a black cock in her mouth or sliding into her tight, white ass, an ass that she had never let me have. The other half of the day I was in a murderous rage because of what she had done. Curiously enough I had no animosity toward the black man she was fucking. Pauline was a sexy woman and men were hitting on her all the time. I'd always thought that Pauline had shrugged them off, but now I wasn't so sure.
By the end of the day I was too pissed to go home and face Pauline. The mood I was in might have lent itself to violence so I grabbed my boss and we headed for the titty bar. I had a couple of beers and watched the girls do their thing. When the redhead did her set I couldn't take my eyes off of her. She was just so absolutely fantastic. Given what Pauline had done to me the previous night I was kicking myself for not taking David up on his offer. Dave noticed the way I was staring at her and he laughed, "I can see the hunger all over your face. The offer is still good."
"I don't know Dave. I'd love to, but right now is just not a good time."
Twenty minutes later Dave got up to go to the bathroom and he must have talked to the redhead while he was in the back because she came over to me and gave me a lap dance. When she was done she sat down on my hard on, squirmed on it, and said, "I'm Tiffany and I get off at two. Meet me at Denny's" and then she got up to do her next set. I had one more beer and feeling a little calmer I headed on home.
I opened the door to blaring rap music. I walked over to the stereo, shut it off and then I headed for the kitchen where I found Pauline and her black man sitting at the table drinking beer. I ignored them and got myself a beer from the refrigerator and as I was opening it the black guy said, "What you doing turning off my music?"
"I don't listen to that shit."
"What makes you think you have a say in what goes on around here anymore?"
"You saying I don't?"
"Well honky, I done took your bitch and made her my slut and now she is a whore for my black meat and I know how the law works in this state. She gonna get the house and you going to be out on your ass so why don't you just leave now so she can get back to sucking my big, hard black cock."
Pauline's face had turned white when he started talking and I didn't know whether it was because she wasn't in agreement with him or because she suspected what was going to happen next.
"Get your stupid nigger ass out of that chair and get out of my house before I hurt you."
He stood up and said, "Oh yeah?" and I hit him. All the pent up rage that I had carried around with me all day was behind the punch and it picked him up off his feet and he fell in a heap on the floor out cold. Pauline looked at me, "I didn't know he was going to say those things."
"Doesn't matter Pauline, I don't care. Go and gather up all his clothes."
"Why? What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to throw his black ass outside."
"But the neighbors - what will they think?"
"They will think I came home and caught you fucking him and that I threw his ass out."
"But if you do that how will I face them?"
"You weren't worried about having to face me Pauline, why are you worried about the neighbors? Go and get his clothes."
I drug him out of the house by his heels and laid him out in the middle of the front yard and tossed his clothes on the ground next to him. I was sitting on the front porch sipping a beer and watching the neighbor's watch when he started to move. He sat up, saw me on the porch watching him and then he pulled on his pants and his shirt and headed off down the street without looking back. A couple of the neighbors clapped and hollered Bravo as I went back into the house.
Pauline was sitting at the table crying when I went into the kitchen. "What the hell are you crying about?"
"What he told you. I am not his bitch and he didn't take me away from you. I didn't even want him here when you got home, but I couldn't make him leave."
"You weren't in any hurry to make him leave this morning."
"That was different."
"What was different about this morning?"
"Last night and this morning were revenge against you for what you did to me last night."
"Get serious Pauline. Fucking another man because I forgot our anniversary and came home late? I'm not buying it."
"It had nothing to do with you coming home late. It's about that fucking redhead."
"What are you talking about?"
"When you didn't get home I got in the car thinking that you might be working late. I got to the office in time to see you and Dave come out of the bar and I followed you to that strip joint. I couldn't bring myself to follow you in so I sat outside and waited for you to come back out. After a while when you didn't come out I went and opened the door and looked inside. I saw you and that fucking redhead. I saw her rubbing your cock while you sat there with a silly grin on your face while you stared at the slut's tits. I saw her sit on your lap and dry fuck you and I said okay, if that's how he wants to celebrate our anniversary then I'll go out and celebrate too. You hurt me you bastard and I brought Leroy home with me to hurt you just as bad."
"And that's why you let him fuck you in the ass? And why you told him he could stay here and fuck you all day? You brought another man into my house and let him fuck you just because I forgot to hurry home and I let Dave buy me a few drinks and a lap dance? You poor, stupid dumb bitch."
"What's a lap dance?"
"That's where the stripper comes over to your table and shakes it in your face and makes lewd gestures to earn tips. Dave paid her to do one for me."
"Are you telling me that you didn't have sex with her?"
"You can't have sex with them - it's against the law for you to touch them or for them to touch you. If they do and the cops are watching the bar would get shut down. It's all fake Pauline, maybe not what some would call good, clean fun, but it is just adult entertainment."
"You didn't have sex with her?"
"No, of course not. I'm a married man and, at least until this morning, that meant something to me."
"Oh God" she wailed and she got up and ran from the room.
Pauline was in the spare bedroom when I went up to go to bed. I lay there and thought about just how stupid Pauline had been. Why hadn't she stormed on down to where we were sitting and called Tiffany a slut or called me names or done anything other than what she did? I tossed and turned and wondered about the mess that Pauline and I were now into. I wasn't sleeping for shit and so I got up and went back downstairs and got myself another beer. I sat at the kitchen table sipping it and thought about what to do. I really didn't see any future for me and Pauline and it had nothing to do with the fact that the man Pauline had fucked was black, but how do you just shut down a relationship with someone I loved as much as I had loved Pauline? I got up to throw my empty into the trash and I noticed the clock. It was almost midnight and in that moment I knew what I was going to do, at least in the short term.
I showered, shaved and was leaving the bedroom when Pauline stuck her head out of the spare bedroom, "I heard the shower. Are you going out?"
"Yes."
"At this time of night?"
"I'm going to see if that redhead has any interest in playing. Since I got accused of it and got punished for it I going to go and see if I might get a chance to see what I missed."
Pauline got an anguished look on her face, "Please don't. Please honey, we can work this out, please don't do this to me."
"Don't do this to you? What about what you did to me? It's all right for you to go out, pick up some black guy and then fuck him all night and most of the next day, but I shouldn't do anything like that?"
"Please honey, I made a mistake - a very big mistake, but we can work through this, I know we can.""
"I don't think we can Pauline. If you had done it in a motel and then come home late we might have had a chance. He could have fucked you all night and I would never have known for sure what you did, but you brought him home and made so much noise that I had to notice. I can't forgive you for that. I can't forgive you for bringing him into my house and fucking him so I could hear it. I can't forgive you for giving him your ass after telling me for five years that I couldn't have it because it was such a disgusting, filthy think to do. But mostly I doubt that I could ever forget how much you had to hate me to do those things to me. Look on the bright side, Leroy seemed to like fucking you and you seemed to be happy enough with him buried in your ass, give him a call, maybe he'll invite you over. Now if you will excuse me I need to hurry and get to the strip joint before it closes so I can see if the redhead might be interested in playing with me."
I turned and walked away and as I was going down the steps Pauline was crying, "Please don't. Please don't do this to us" but I was already thinking of Tiffany's magnificent tits, ass and her gorgeous face and I wondered just how long I could afford to play with her.
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I sat at the table nursing my Pabst, rubbing my ankle and watching Shayna dance. I swear that woman was conceived on a dance floor and was born to spend her life on one. I didn't look around to verify it, but I would have been willing to bet that most of the eyes in the place were on her and her partner. Not that he had anything to do with it. Shay made every man she danced with look like Fred Astaire or Gene Kelly even if they had two left feet.
Normally I would have been the one out there dancing with her, but I had sprained my ankle at work and was in no shape to do much in the way of walking let alone dance, but I had promised her a night out. Even in the best of shape I couldn't keep up with her on the dance floor so I was used to her dancing with others.
Most of the people there were regulars and they knew the signs. Once I sat down after dancing with Shayna and didn't get up for the next set they knew that they could come over and ask her for a dance. Shay would ask me if I minded and I of course never said no. Over the course of an evening I would dance about two thirds of the dances and the others would get the other third. I didn't really mind since I loved watching her move as much as I loved being out there with her.
As I watched her move to the music I was remembering how I met her. It was at a high school dance. She was there with a guy from the football team and he had no rhythm at all. He could move okay on the football field, but on a dance floor he might as well have been a tree stump. Shayna was getting frustrated with him and it showed. I had been watching her and even with the tree stump she looked good. As I watched I was thinking that it was a shame that she didn't have a partner who could do her justice.
I had come to the dance stag, not because I couldn't get a date, but because I had been expecting to have to work that night so I didn't make any plans to attend. Then a girl quit and the boss had to reshuffle the work schedule and I ended up with the night off. It was too late to come up with a date and knowing that some girls went to the dances stag I decided to go.
There were about a dozen girls who came alone so I was able to find plenty of dance partners. I liked to dance and thanks to a mother who had made me take dance lessons I wasn't half bad. Not in Shay's league, but then who was?
I knew who Shay was, but I didn't know her. She had transferred in from out of state at the start of the tenth grade, but there were 242 kids in our class and you couldn't know all of them. Add to that we didn't run in the same circles. She ran with the 'jocks' and the so-called 'in' crowd and I came to school, did my time and right after class I headed for my part time job.
Anyway, back to Shay and the stump. Everyone in the place could see that she was frustrated and she was overheard saying that she must have been out of her head to have come to the dance with Jimmy. Bear in mind I'm not bad mouthing Jimmy here, just saying that he could not dance well enough to suit Shayna.
I was talking to a couple of guys when the band started playing a tango. Someone tugged on my sleeve and I turned to see Shayna standing there.
"Frank, right?" I nodded a yes and she said, "Can you tango Frank?"
I said that I could and she took my hand and led me out onto the floor. Didn't ask me to dance with her, just took my hand and pulled me after her. I'm not going to say that it was magical moment, but we did move rather well together. When the song ended I walked her back to the table where she had been sitting, thanked her for the dance and then went back to the guys I had been talking to.
Five minutes later Phil Reed said, "Here comes your new girlfriend again." I turned and Shayna walked up to me.
"Got a minute? She asked me.
"Sure."
"Can I talk to you in private?"
"I suppose" I said and she led me a little ways away from the group I'd been talking to.
"I have a problem; two problems actually. Jimmy couldn't tango and he apparently got pissed when I asked you to be my partner. Bev Holbrook said he grumbled for a couple of seconds and then suddenly said "Screw the bitch. She can walk home" and he took off. I need a dance partner for the rest of the night and I need a ride home. Can you cover the dance partner part?"
"I can do both if you don't mind being seen in the ratty wreck that I call a car."
"As long as it doesn't leak when it rains."
"It hasn't yet, but I'm making no promises for the future."
I spent the rest of the evening as Shay's dance partner and when it was over I drove her home. When I walked her to her door she said:
"I had fun. What do you say we do it again sometime?"
"I'd like that."
"Call me. We're in the book."
"It may be a while. Depends on my work schedule."
"That's okay. Just make sure that you call some time."
That was the start of my relationship with Shayna. Our dating was a bit irregular because I didn't have a steady work schedule. It changed from week to week so Shayna and I never did reach the boyfriend/girlfriend going steady stage and because of my irregular schedule she couldn't depend on me for her regular date nights which were Friday and Saturday. Her parents wouldn't let her date during the week and since three out of every four weeks I could count on days off in the middle of the week she dated other guys on the weekends.
I would have loved to be her steady, but the only way I could do that would be to quit my job and I couldn't do that. My parents let me get a car when I was sixteen and they had paid half, but I had to take care of the plates, insurance, gas and upkeep on my own and that meant having a job. I was able to make sure that my boss scheduled me so that I was able to have the night of the senior prom off and I was able to ask Shayna to go with me well ahead of time and she said yes.
The night of the prom was sheer magic as far as I was concerned. Shay and I danced every dance together and once we were the only couple out on the floor when the band played a samba. When the prom was over we hit a couple of after prom parties and at the one at Tim's house Shayna said:
"I have a surprise for you baby."
"You do? What?"
"On my seventeenth birthday I promised myself I was going give up my virginity on my eighteenth birthday or on senior prom night whichever came first. I was eighteen last Saturday, but the guy I was dating was nothing special and I knew I was going to be at the prom with you so you get the prize. That is you get it if you want it. What do you say?"
My mom and dad didn't raise any stupid kids so you know what I said to that and I quickly found us a motel. Shayna didn't know it, but I also started out the night as a virgin. I had no experience, but I had seen at least a dozen porn videos so I did know what to do. I wasn't as quick to get off as I'm told some first timers are, but I credit that to the fact that I had been beating my meat on the average of a half a dozen times a week and the last time had been just two hours before I had picked Shay up to take her to the dance. I had also read a lot of Penthouse Letters so I thought I had a fair idea of what a woman would like.
I was determined to make Shayna think I was special so as soon as we were naked and had all of the kissing and hand work out of the way I surprised her and went down on her. Shay had said that she was a virgin and I had no reason to doubt her, but I was a virgin also and that didn't necessarily mean I was totally inexperienced. I'd had a tit or two in my mouth and I'd fingered a few pussies. I'd gotten a hand job from Nancy Wilde and a blow job from Beverly Abbeg so it was possible that somewhere along the line Shayna had had her cookie munched on. I hoped she hadn't because she would know that I didn't have a clue as to what I was doing and I didn't want that. I wanted her to think that I was THE MAN!
Everything that I had read had said that the clit was the key and so I went looking for it. I found it, latched onto it and Shayna went wild. She screamed, hollered and grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her pussy. She bucked, rolled her hips, moaned and in general made me feel like I knew what I was doing. Finally she pushed me away and said:
"In me, I need you in me now. Hurry damn it, I want you in me."
I slid my hard cock into her sopping wet pussy and she went wild again. I felt like I was at the rodeo and trying to hang on for the ten second ride. Thank God it took a whole lot longer than ten seconds. I assumed that all the bucking and thrashing she was doing was her experiencing orgasms and if that was the case she must have had several. I finally came and fell on the bed next to her gasping for breath.
"God" she said, "I had no idea. I want to do it again. Can we? Can we do it again?"
We could and we did.
++++++++++++++++++++++
After prom night things went back to the way they were before. I got maybe one weekend off in three and Shay always went out with me on the Fridays and Saturdays I could get off even if she had to break a date with someone else to do it and we always ended the date making love.
I talked with Shayna about going steady and being exclusive, but she said no. She did it gently, but it was still a no.
"I would love to baby, I really would, but I can't just sit home on Fridays and Saturdays just because you have to work. I could do it if you only had to work the weekend once in a while, but you usually end up working most of them."
I was hung up on Shay, but I wasn't stupid. Shay was out dating on the Fridays and Saturdays that I couldn't get off and since she took to sex like a baby duck takes to the water I figured that her other dates were getting lucky also. I didn't know it for sure; I suspected it and it pissed me off, but there wasn't anything I could do about it.
+++++++++++++++++++
Graduation came and with it came change. Shay went off to college, but higher education wasn't in the cards for me. My dad got me into the tool and die apprentice program where he worked and that meant that I could give up my part time job. Now I had my weekends off, but Shay was gone.
The college was fairly local – only thirty miles away – but I figured that Shay would be meeting a lot of new guys and some college asshole would snap her up so imagine my surprise when I got home from work on Friday after my first week in the apprentice program and my mom told me that Shay had called and wanted me to call her.
"What time are you picking me up tonight?"
"What?"
"You aren't working weekends anymore and there is a party at Carol Moser's. What time are you picking me up?"
I picked her up at seven and from then on we were exclusive. I proposed and she accepted, but we agreed to wait until she graduated before getting married. We hit a rough spot in her junior year when she wanted to go with some of her friends to Florida on spring break and I didn't want her to go. We argued and I got the "You don't own me" speech and she went to Ft. Lauderdale. That got my back up so when she came back I avoided her and wouldn't take her calls. We spent three months apart before she camped out on my front porch and wouldn't move until I promised to sit down and talk with her.
We married six months after Shay graduated and had just celebrated our fifth wedding anniversary.
+++++++++++++++++++
The music stopped, the band went on their break and Shay's dance partner brought her back to the table and thanked her for the dance. We sipped our drinks and socialized with the people we were sitting with until the band came back. When their next set had started a guy walked up to our table and asked me if he could dance with Shay. I took one look at the guy and knew right away that I didn't like him. Just looking at him gave me a bad feeling. I looked over at Shay and I could see that she wanted to be out on the dance floor so I did what I always did and said I didn't mind if my wife didn't.
The guy was good; I'd have to give him that. He and Shay seemed to glide across the floor with a fluid grace that I might have admired if I hadn't taken such an instant dislike to the guy. The tune ended and Shay and her partner stayed on the floor and waited for the next number and when it started they moved into each other's arms and started moving to the music.
I watched for a bit and then got up and went to the restroom and on the way back I stopped to talk with a guy I'd gone to school with and hadn't seen in a while. When I got back to the table Shayna wasn't there and I noticed that her purse was gone so I figured that she was in the ladies room. When she wasn't back in fifteen minutes I looked around for her, but didn't see her anywhere. After another five minutes had gone by I went to the woman's bathroom and found that she wasn't there.
I was standing in the hallway leading to the restrooms and looking out across the dance floor when a cute blond walked up to me and said:
"You won't find her here."
"What?"
"Your wife, girlfriend or whatever. You won't find her here."
I looked at her and asked, "What do you mean?"
"She left with the asshole who brought me."
"What are you talking about?"
"They left the dance floor, walked to your table, she took her purse and then they walked out to his truck and they drove away."
"This is a joke right?"
"Afraid not. We have been abandoned."
I spent another half hour looking for Shayna without finding a trace of her. I called her cell a couple of times, but it went to voice mail. I finally had to accept what the blond told me. I went looking for her and when I found her I asked her to tell me where her date lived.
"No idea. This was only my second date with him and all I know is that he is a freelance carpenter, likes Mexican food, drives a late model Chevy pickup and lives in an apartment on the east side of town and I only know that he lives in an apartment because he was always bitching about the noise that the people above him made. What are you going to do?"
"I guess all I can do is go home and wait to see what happens."
"Would it be too much trouble for you to give me a lift? I didn't bring enough money for a cab and I don't know anyone here."
"Grab your stuff and let's go."
"On the ride to her place she asked, "Does she do this often?"
"This is the first time she has ever done anything like this."
"Been together long?"
"Married five years last week and together a couple of years before that." She was silent the rest of the way to her place and when we got there she said:
"I should invite you in and then fuck your eyes out so if I ever see him again I could tell him how good you were and thank him for making it possible for me to experience you. The only problem is that if I did it I would hate myself in the morning."
"That's okay. You are a fine looking lady and I'd be hard pressed to say no if you did invite me in, but I would say no. I've never cheated on Shayna and although things don't look too good right now I still need to find out what is going on before I write the marriage off and start looking for companionship."
"If and when you do start looking you know where I live."
"True, but I don't know your name or phone number."
"That's right you don't. How silly of me. I should have introduced myself when I asked you for a lift."
She dug around in her purse and pulled out a card and handed it to me. It read:
Tanya Ensign
Real Estate Broker
And it gave five phone numbers, a fax number and an internet address.
"Use the cell number. It is the quickest way to get me."
"Nice to meet you Tanya Ensign." I offered her my hand and told her my name.
"Nice to meet you Josh Daniels. Thanks for the ride and good luck to you."
I drove home and Shayna wasn't there when I got there and there were no messages on the telephone answering machine. I tried her cell one more time and it went to voicemail again. I didn't bother to leave a message. I turned on the TV and watched drivel until two a.m. and then I went to bed.
Shayna wasn't home when I got up in the morning and when she hadn't shown by noon I called her mother and sister, but neither one of them had heard from her. Naturally they wanted to know why I was looking for her and so I told them what little I knew and her mother told me that I should call the police. I wasn't quite ready for that yet. I called a couple of her friends with no luck and after a dozen calls to her cell I gave up on that. At six that evening I finally called the police only to be told that the person needed to be gone forty-eight hours before they would take a missing persons report.
Meanwhile I was getting more and more pissed with the situation and by the time I woke up Sunday morning I'd had it. I called a locksmith and by two in the afternoon I had all the locks on the house changed. By six that evening I had everything of Shayna's boxed and bagged and in the garage. I didn't change the code on the garage door opener so she could get in and get her stuff if she ever came home.
I was on pretty good terms with my neighbors and I talked to several of them and told them that my wife had run off with a truck driver and I expected her to come home while I was at work and clean the place out. I asked them to please get a license plate number if anyone brought Shayna to the house.
+++++++++++++++++
Monday I got up and went to work and during my lunch hour I went over to the police station and filed the missing persons report. The detective who took it was up front with me.
"There isn't much we can do. She left the place under her own power, willingly got in the guys truck and drove off with him. We will keep an eye on the hospitals in case she should turn up, but we aren't going to waste any manpower on it."
I told him that I understood and I left the station and went back to work. At two I got a phone call from Alan who was the guy who lived next to me on the south side.
"A red Chevy pickup pulled into your drive about five minutes ago. Your wife got out and tried to get in the house but couldn't and then she got back in the truck and they left. I got the plate number."
He gave it to me and I wrote it down. I called a friend who I knew could get me the information out of the DMV and at four he called me back with the name and address of who the Chevy was registered to. At four-ten I got another phone call. It was from Shayna. No hello, just:
"I got home and couldn't get in."
"Not surprising since I changed all the locks."
"Can I come home?"
"Sure you can as long as you understand that you won't be getting into the house. All of your stuff is in the garage. The old code still works so you can get in and get it. Anything still there come next trash day will go out on the curb with the rest of the garbage"
"I need to talk with you honey."
"Don't "honey" me Shayna, you gave up that right. And as for talking? You said it all with what you did Friday night."
"Please Josh, I h......"
"I have to get back to work Shayna. Goodbye."
But it is never that easy.
When I got home that night Shayna was sitting on the front porch steps waiting for me. I don't know how long she had been there, but if she showed up at the time I normally got home from work she had been sitting there almost four hours.
When I got off work I went and checked out the address I'd been given for the owner of the Chevy. It was an apartment on the east side of town just as Tanya had said. There was no Chevy truck in the parking lot so I parked where I could see the door to apartment 2A and settled in to wait. I was there a little over an hour and forty minutes before a red Chevy Silverado pulled in and parked. When the driver got out I saw that it was the asshole who had asked Shayna to dance on Friday night.



I sat another hour and watched and then the door to 2A opened and the asshole came out dressed in a set of leathers. He walked over to the side of the maintenance building and pulled a tarp off of a Harley soft tail. He fired it up and motored off into the night. I'd seen all that I needed to see at that time so I went on home to find Shayna waiting for me.
"Where have you been? I've been waiting here for hours."
"Since I no longer have anyone to rush home to I ran some errands when I got off work. What the fuck do you want?"
"I want to sit down and talk to you."
"Talk about what Shayna?"
"About my being stupid and fucking up. Can we go in the house and get comfortable and then I can speak my peace."
"I can hear you fine right here."
"I don't want the neighbors knowing my business."
"They neighbors already know. I talked to all of them, told them that you'd run away and would probably be back and try to break into the house and for them to call the cops if they saw it happening so just go ahead and say what you want to say."
"Please Josh. I don't want the world to know. Let me tell you in the house.."
I wanted to take a hard line with her, but unfortunately I loved the stupid cunt so I gave in and let her come in the house. She sat down at the kitchen table and I got two beers out of the fridge and sat down with her. I slid one of the beers across the table to her and then sat back and waited. She took a pull on the Bud and then said:
"This isn't going to be easy and to explain it I need to go back a ways. It started when we had that big argument when I went to Florida on spring break. I was pissed and the first night there I met a guy at a party, he hit on me and my mindset was:
"I'll fucking show Josh. He doesn't own me. I own me and I'll do what I fucking well please."
"I ended up in bed with Dan. I can't sugar coat this Josh. It was absolutely the best sex I've ever had in my life. I had what seemed like continuous orgasms that left me as limp as a wet dish rag. This is not a shot at your abilities Josh; you are a marvelous lover. Dan was not a marvelous lover. In fact he was a little crude, but what Dan brought to the party was a ten inch cock. When it was in me it touched places that had triggers that I had no idea I had.
"I spent the whole break with him and when break was over he wanted me to stay in Florida with him, but no way was I going to do that big cock and continuous orgasms or not. He was a clod and all he had going for him was a big cock. From time to time I think about Dan and his cock and how I felt when he was in me. It is a fond memory, but Dan was out of my life and a fond memory was all that I had and all that I would ever have and I knew it.
"Until Friday night. When I danced with Craig he pushed his cock into me a couple of times. Nothing new there; it happens all the time when I'm dancing with guys and it has never bothered me, but with Craig it was different. He felt huge. I pulled away from him and looked at him in surprise and he smiled at me and said, "Yes sweetie; it is real."
I said "No way" and he said "Way. Want to see it?"
"I'd been drinking and was in a pretty good mood – you know how I get when I'm dancing with a really good partner - and I said "Sure." We danced over into a corner and with his back to the dance floor and me blocking the view from the other side he took it out. It was just as long as Dan's had been, but was a little fatter. He told me to touch it. It was like I had been transported back in time. I was looking at Craig's huge dick and remembering a week of almost continuous orgasms and I reached out and took hold of it. It throbbed and he said:
"You want it and it wants you. Lets get out of here."
"I honestly must have been in a trance as he led me out to his truck. I wasn't thinking of anything except how it was going to feel as soon as I could get him in me. I honestly never thought of you or the fact that I was a married woman until sometime on Saturday morning. I woke up, saw Craig sleeping next to me and it was only then that I thought "Oh My God, what have I done." I panicked, jumped out of bed and started looking for my clothes. Craig woke up, grabbed me and pulled me back down on the bed and then I forgot about everything except the feeling and the orgasms. By the time we were through on Saturday I was afraid to come home or even call you.
"Sunday it was more of the same, but I can honestly say that on Sunday I really didn't want to be there. I wanted to be with you. I wanted to be loved, not fucked. No sugar coating here Josh, I loved every inch he pushed into me, but all I was to him was the flavor of the weekend and all he was to me was a giver of orgasms and nothing else. It took me from noon on Sunday till this afternoon to work up the courage to come home and when I got here I couldn't get in. You will never know what it took to get me here to be on the steps waiting for you to come home. A dozen times I wanted to get up and run away. Where I got the guts to come here and stay here and sit it out I'll never know."
I looked at her for several moments and then said, "So why are you here Shay? You worked up the nerve to come here, but why?"
"Because I want to come home."
"You take off with some big dicked asshole, stay gone for three days and then you expect me to take you back?"
"I'm hoping. I got stupid and I fucked up and I know it, but I love you Josh and I need to be with you. I'm hoping that you can find it in your heart to forgive me and let me come home."
"For how long? Until this Craig asshole calls you and asks you if you are ready for another fun weekend? Until the next guy with a big dick pokes you on the dance floor. Can you give me a good reason why I should take you back? Just one good reason Shayna?"
"I love you and I know you love me; at least you did until last Friday night. We've had a great five years together and I promise to make the next twenty-five just as great if you will give me the chance."
"Until the next big dick comes along, right?"
"Never again Josh, I swear to you never again. I don't know what came over me this time. I can't explain it, but never again."
"I don't know Shayna. You are asking an awful lot of me and I don't know that I'm up to handling it. Basically you are asking me to forget that last weekend ever happened, for me to trust you and for life to go on as if nothing was wrong. I don't know that it will even be possible for me to trust you again. I don't know that I'll be able to stand wondering every day if that is going to be the day you decide that you need to have a huge cock again."
"I swear to God Josh, never again. It was a huge mistake and I regret it and I promise that it will never happen again."
I looked at her and she looked so forlorn that I wanted to take her in my arms and comfort her, but of course I didn't. After several seconds of silence I said:
"I've got to think about this Shayna. Like I said, I don't know if I can handle being with someone I can't trust. For now you can have the spare bedroom, but it might be good for you to stay out of my way for a while."
"You won't be sorry Josh; I promise you that you won't be sorry."
+++++++++++++++++
I put what was going on with Shayna on the back burner and put my attention on Mr. Craig Mercer. He was going to pay for what he had done, but I was going to have to do it in such a way that I did the maximum damage and still managed to stay out of jail. That meant that I was probably not going to have the satisfaction of seeing his face when he realized just who it was that was fucking him up. I would have dearly loved pound Mercer into a lump of shit spread out on the ground, but it wasn't going to happen. My buddy Joel was serving three to five for "felonious assault" because he fucked up the guy he caught screwing his wife. No, the best I could do was fuck Mercer up as "an unknown assailant" and then later hint to him that what happened to him is what happens to guys who mess with another man's woman.
I used some vacation time and followed Mercer around. He didn't seem to have a regular job. He worked as a carpenter, but never at the same place for more than a couple of days. The one constant was that when he got home every night he uncovered his Harley and went riding.
On the home front I decided to give Shayna a chance. Maybe not the wisest thing to do, but it is a truism that love is not only blind, but it makes you stupid and it lets you do things that you normally wouldn't even consider. I had her promises, but while I let her come back I didn't take her promises at face value. I think it was Ronald Reagan who said, "Trust, but verify."
I had a friend who was heavily into electronics and he told me how to bug the phone in the house. Not hard and most of what I needed to do the job came from Wal-Mart. It was only a token thing though since she could still talk to Mercer while she was at work or talk to him on her cell. Work would be iffy since they frowned on personal calls on company time so she wouldn't likely give him her number there. I had no way of knowing whether she had given him her cell number, but I could check the monthly statements from our cell phone provider.
Every night when I got home from work I would go down into the basement and see if the recorder had picked up anything of interest. Shayna had been back home a week when the first call came.
"Hello?"
"Hi ya sweet cheeks. Miss me?"
"What do you want Craig?"
"The same thing you want sweet cheeks; a weekend of hot sex."
"Sorry Craig; not interested."
"Sure you are sweet cheeks. You just haven't gotten over feeling guilty yet, but you will. I'll call you again in a couple of days. Think of me sweet cheeks; think of me hard and ready for you."
"Don't bother Craig. I'm really not interested."
"We will see. Talk to you later sweet cheeks."
When I went up to dinner I casually asked Shay how her day had been.
"Pretty good until I got home from work."
"What happened then?"
"Craig called."
"And?"
"He wants to get together again."
"You going to?"
"Damn it Josh! I told you never again and I meant it."
"Okay, okay, don't get huffy. Don't forget who is the shit on party in this mess. I have a right to ask."
The rest of the meal was silent and at bedtime she tried to follow me into the bedroom, but I just pointed at the spare room and she got the message.
His next call came two days later. "How you doing sweet cheeks? Ready for some hot sex?"
"I told you not to bother me any more."
"I know, but you didn't mean it. I've penciled you in for the weekend. Your place or mine?"
"It isn't going to happen Craig. The first time was a major mistake and one I'm going to be a long time paying for. It isn't going to happen again. Don't call me any more" and she hung up on him.
At dinner that night she didn't mention the call. That night she again tried to follow me into the bedroom and that time I let her. She did her best to destroy me. "I'll make you forget baby, I'll make you forget and I'll keep making you forget for the rest of your life."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd taken one more precaution and I had put a voice actuated cassette recorder under the seat of her car. When I checked it the day after Mercer's second phone call I heard her side of a conversation.
"Hello?"
"Oh hi."
"I miss you too."
"Of course not. He is going to be suspicious for a long, long time."
"Yes."
"If he is taping the phone all he has heard is what we want him to hear. I even told him that you called."
"What do you mean how did he take it. He was suspicious. He asked me if I was going to see you again and I denied it rather loudly."
"No baby, not any time soon. First I have to convince him that I'm going to be a good little girl."
"I want it too baby. I think about it all the time."
"No Craig."
"Don't be stupid Craig. I will not leave him for you."
"Yes baby, I know. I remember each and every one of them and I would love to have more, lots more, but I love Josh and I don't love you."
"So what if I'm the best piece of ass you have ever had and you give me the best orgasms ever. I do not love you; I love him and I will never leave him."
"Be patient baby. It is going to take a while for me to get to where I can get free without him wondering where I've been. It might take a couple of months, but we will get to do it again."
"No. Keep up the fake phone calls to the house in case he is listening. The more I tell you to quit bothering me to quicker he will get around to trusting me."
"Okay. Bye baby."
It wasn't as if I hadn't been expecting it. I mean face it; something made me tap the house phone and put a recorder in her car. It was time for me to drop my planned restitution on Craig Mercer's head,
+++++++++++++++
It is nice to have good friends. I told Billy Neubert about my problem and about what I wanted to do and asked him if he had any suggestions and he did.
At 7:05 pm Mercer pulled into the apartment complex parking lot and at 8:10 pm he came out of the apartment, uncovered the Harley and rode it out of the lot. I followed along behind far enough back that he wouldn't think anything of it. As we motored along I kept a close watch on my rear view and on the road ahead for oncoming traffic. It was about ten minutes before conditions were right with no traffic behind me and no oncoming traffic ahead. I stepped on the gas, pulled out to pass Mercer and when I was along side him I cut the wheel sharply to the right at fifty miles per hour and slammed into him. He and the Harley went cart wheeling off the road. I stepped on it and drove away.
I drove Billy's car to the Safeway parking lot where Stan North picked me up and drove me back to work. Billy had popped to lock out of the steering column of his car and then had driven it to John Marshall's house where he sat down and played poker with six friends until two hours after Mercer's accident. When he got ready to leave he went outside to find that his car had been stolen and he called the police.
My alibi was that I was working. No, no one else was there to verify that, but the guard at the front desk signed me out about an hour after Mercer was run off the road. As far as he knew I'd been there until then. He had no way of knowing that I'd left the building through the loading dock where Stan had met me and had driven me over to pick up Billy's car. Mercer couldn't known it was me even if he had looked over as I came up along side of him since I was wearing a ski mask. In any case it didn't matter since the cops never did pay me a visit. Insurance covered the damage to Billy's car and I reimbursed him for the deductable. He also has a huge favor or three coming from me if he ever needs them.
++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was reading the paper and drinking coffee while Shay was fixing breakfast.
"Sweetie?"
"Yes."
"What was the name of the guy you slipped out with that night?"
"Damn it Josh; I thought we had agreed not to mention that anymore."
"I know, I know, but it says here in the paper that Craig Mercer was the victim of a hit and run last night and he is in the hospital and in intensive care."
"I never told you his name."
"You didn't have to. When he brought you by the house one of the neighbors wrote down his plate number and I had a guy I know run it so I could get the assholes name and address."
"Josh, you didn't."
"Didn't what? Hurt him? Why Shayna? You have feelings for the asshole? You telling me my getting even would upset you?"
"No, of course not. I just don't want you to get into any trouble. I fucked up and I'm sorry, but I don't want you out there seeking revenge or trying to get even in some way. I'd die if you got in trouble because of the stupid thing that I did."
I didn't say another word on the subject, but the thought had been planted. It wouldn't hurt at all to have her thinking that I could do something like that.
++++++++++++++
Two days after his accident I called to see if Mercer could have visitors. After being told that he could I showed up during visiting hours. I walked into his room and saw that he was in a full body cast. I walked over to the bed, looked down at him and said:
"Damn! You must have really pissed somebody off bad."
He was a little groggy, probably from pain killers, but he managed to get out a "Who are you?"
"You don't recognize me? You mean you can ask a man if you can dance with his wife, take off with her for a weekend and not even remember his face?"
"You! You did this to me. You bastard! I'll get you for this."
"Sorry asshole, but I don't get the credit for this one. If you ever find out who did do it you can thank him. I planned on taking my revenge on you this weekend. Three of my friends were going to hold you down while I castrated you so whoever did this to you saved your family jewels. At least for now, but you can expect to see me and my three friends when you get out of here and back on your feet. Yes indeed Craig old buddy you will be seeing me again and you aren't going to like it. You aren't going to like it the least little bit. See you around guy."
I left him with those thoughts and went on home. Over dinner I told Shayna I had stopped at the hospital to visit Mercer.
"I told him to hurry up and get well so I can have my shot at him. I told him he should thank whoever did it to him for saving his family jewels for a while art least."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I had it all set up to castrate the bastard this weekend, but now it will have to wait until he gets out of the hospital and gets his strength back."
"Are you crazy? You will get yourself tossed in jail."
"No I won't. Me and the guys who are going to hold him down while I castrate him will all be wearing ski masks so he won't know who we are. I've got six guys lined up who will swear that I was playing poker when it happened. He will know it was me, but he won't be able to prove a thing."
"Don't do it Josh. You will only get yourself in trouble."
"I'm beginning to think you have some feelings for this guy and his cock."
"I don't. I just don't want to see you go to jail."
"You expect me to just take what that asshole did to me? I'm supposed to be some kind of wimp? The asswipe thinks I'm a wimp or he never would have called here after you came home to try and get you to come see him again. I need to do it for my own piece of mind Shayna. Like it or not, you know that my trust in you is not complete. I don't think that you will go out looking for some guy with a huge piece of meat between his legs, but I wouldn't put it past you to go after a guy who you already know has a large one. You will get to thinking of those huge continuous orgasms and you just might decide that you can get away with sneaking off a time or two and if you did that and I found out what I would do to the both of you is something you don't even want to think on.. I'm just going to remove the temptation Shayna. Remove the temptation for you and get some payback for me. You just might want to suggest that he leave the state if he should happen to call you again. I won't go out of state to get him, but I'll damned sure get to him if he stays around here."
+++++++++++++++++
Two years have gone by since Shayna's 'slip in judgment' and there have been some changes. Mercer did decide to practice his free lance carpentry in another state. There were never any more calls to the house and he and Shayna never did talk on her cell phone. This I know because I carefully screen the monthly cell phone statements and I never did remove the recorder from her car. I can't swear that they never talked, but I keep a close eye on Shayna and she has given me no call to be even remotely suspicious.



I did exact a bit of punishment on her and I guess most won't even consider it close to harsh enough, but it does hit her where it hurts. We still go dancing, but I no longer say yes when a guy comes over and asks her to dance. She either dances with me or she doesn't dance at all and since I'm only up to dancing about a third of the tunes played on a normal night out Shayna does a lot more sitting than she does dancing and it kills her. She has complained about it a time or two, but as soon as I remind her of what happened the last time I said yes she shuts right up.
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I met Rob when I was sitting at the Sonic drive-in eating a burger and fries with my girlfriend Tanya. There was a loud roar and two Harleys pulled into the parking space next to us. Tanya looked over at them and said:
"Oooh baby, I'd go for a ride with him any time."
That didn't surprise me because Tanya always has been a bit of a slut. "Which one" I asked.
"The one with the brush cut."
I took a close look at the guy and said, "He is kind of cute."
"If I can get him to take me for a ride will you drive my car home for me?"
"No, I don't think so."
"Why not?"
"Because it is going to be me on the back of that bike" I said as I opened my door and got out of her Taurus.
I walked over to the two guys on the bikes and stuck my hand out to the one with the brush cut and said:
"Hi. I'm Tiffany and I want you to take me for a ride on your bike."
He took my hand and carried it up to his lips and kissed it and then he said:
"It isn't a bike princess. It is a Harley, a hog, a ride, a sled, but never, ever a bike."
"Whatever. Do I get a ride?"
"Can I have my foot long with chili first?"
"What the fuck Rob" the other guy said, "Are you fucking nuts? You got something that nice wanting to go for a ride and you want to eat a stinking hot dog first?"
So the guy with the brush cut who I now knew was Rob looked me up and down and then said:
"Okay princess; climb on."
He showed me where to put my feet, told me to put my arms around him and to hold on tight. We roared off and hadn't gone a mile before the vibrations had my pussy tingling. We hit the Interstate and Rob opened the bike up and we went tearing down the highway with my hair whipping in the wind. We were gone about a half an hour and when we got back to the Sonic both Tanya and Rob's buddy were gone.
"It looks like I lost my ride home" I said. "If you will take me home I've got hot dogs in the fridge and I think I can find some chili for them."
"With cheese and onion?"
"Yeah, I've got those too."
"Give me directions" he said and I did and he told me to hold on and we roared off.
He polished off four chili dogs while I sat across the table from him and nursed a Diet Coke. When he was done he asked:
"Do you do this often?"
"Do what?"
"Come on to strangers and then invite them home with you?"
"Nope. You are the first."
"Why me?"
"I was being a bitch."
"Do I get an explanation?"
I told him about Tanya asking me to drive her car home. "She's my best friend and I love her to death, but even best friends can piss you off sometimes and I owed her one. When she said she was going to ask you to take her for a ride I decided to beat her to it."
"You say she is a bit of a slut so why do you hang with her?"
"Because I'm a bit of a slut too. Not as big a slut as she is, but still a bit of a slut."
"There is a difference? I always thought that a slut was a slut was a slut if you know what I mean."
"Not hardly. There are different levels of slut. Take Tanya for instance. If she had gone for the ride on your bike...excuse me, your hog... you would be riding her right now. With me nothing happens until the third date and even then I have to at least like the guy."
"So tell me, does tonight count as a date?
"Yeah. I guess it does."
"So what time tomorrow should I pick you up for our second date?"
"What makes you think there is going to be a second date?"
"Don't know until I ask so I asked."
"Make it around six. That will give me time to get home from work and shower."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I heard him roar up at six on the dot and I hurried out to meet him and was surprised to see that he had his buddy with him and even more surprised to see Tanya sitting behind him. As I swung my leg over Rob's bike...excuse me, I mean hog... he turned and smiled at me and whispered:
"You called it. We weren't out of sight and she asked Kenny for a ride. A ten minute ride and she took him home with her."
We motored on out to Hazard's Cove which is a country/western bar on Steven's Lake and sipped long-necks and two-stepped until eleven when Rob said he needed to go home and get some sleep before going into work in the morning. We left Tanya and Kenny at the bar and he took me home.
We sat in front of my place and necked for a while and then he said:
"Third date tomorrow?" he asked as I got off the bike. Damn it – I mean the hog. I looked at him for a bit so it looked like I was trying to make up my mind and then I said:
"Sure. Why not. Make it around six again."
The next night he took me to a dinner and a movie and when he got me home we did some really hot necking and then I said:
"Well, it is the third date and I do kind of like you so would you like to come in?"
He pulled me to him, kissed me and then said, "Nothing I would like better princess, but I think this could go somewhere so let's not rush things."
He kissed me again, said he would call me and then he roared off. It was two weeks and five more dates before I was able to get him into my bedroom and three months later we were married in a civil ceremony with Tanya and Kenny as witnesses.
+++++++++++++++
But this story is not about Rob and me, at least not directly. The story is about Rob's Harley or rather what happened because of his Harley.
I lived in the city and I didn't have a car. I didn't need one. The bus stop was on the corner and I could catch the bus that would let me off one block from work. The Andover Mall was two blocks away and it had a Safeway and there was a Wal-Mart Super Center three blocks away in the other direction. There were a dozen restaurants and other stores in the area and all of them were in walking distance.
Rob didn't have a car either. All he had for transportation was his Harley, but that is all we really needed. Most of our outside activities were with his biker buddies and we usually spent our weekends riding all over the state. And then I got pregnant and Rob decided that we needed a car since he couldn't picture me eight months pregnant roaring around on the Harley. But the only way we could afford a car was to sell the Harley.
Rob put an ad in the paper and got several calls, but most weren't interested when he gave them the price. Finally he got a call and the guy was interested, but had no way to get over and see the bike (I could never break myself of the habit of calling it a bike) so Rob told the guy he would ride it over to the guy's house so he could look at it.
Then Rob asked me if I wanted to go with him since it might be my last chance to go riding. I told him yes and went and put my leathers on. I had a pair of skin tight leather pants that I wore when riding and damn but they made me look hot. I loved the looks I got when I wore them and I was going to miss that part of riding on the bike.
We cranked on over to the address the guy had given Rob and the guy came out of the house to look at the bike, took one look at me and said:
"She comes with the scooter, right?"
Rob laughed and said, "She sure is something to look at, but I'm afraid I'm keeping her. I'm only getting rid of the sled."
The two guys talked motorcycles while Rob showed the guy the bike, but the guy kept looking at me whenever he could do it without Rob seeing it. He knew that I was aware of it and he slowly and deliberately ran his hand down to his crotch. I chuckled silently to myself as I thought, "Two can play that game" so when he stroked his cock through his pants I smiled at him and slowly licked my lips. He smiled and I knew that if Rob wasn't there the guy would have pulled out his cock just to see what I would do.
Rob gave the guy the keys and the guy took the bike for a test drive. As soon as he turned the corner Rob said:
"I should have left you at home. You are too much of a distraction."
I laughed at his and said, "Oh come on honey, what girl doesn't want to be appreciated."
"He isn't just admiring the view princess; he wants to peel those leather pants off of you."
I knew that, just like I knew that most of the bikers we rode with wanted to do the same. And some of them had, but Rob didn't know that. The guy came back and he and Rob talked numbers. The guy wanted the bike, but he needed to arrange for a loan so he told Rob he would get it done and give us a call.
That night I thought of the way the guy kept rubbing his cock and smiling at me every time he knew Rob wasn't looking and it made me so hot that I almost destroyed poor Rob once we went to bed.
++++++++++++++++
The next evening the guy called and said he had the money and he wanted to come over and pick up the bike the next day. I worked for the county and I got a shit load of paid holidays and Veteran's Day was one of them. The next day was Veteran's Day so Rob asked me what my plans were for the next day and I told him that I had none and that I would probably clean house and do laundry. Rob told the guy he would leave the keys and title with me.
At ten the next morning the door bell rang and it was the guy who wanted to buy the bike. I answered the door in a pair of shorts and a tank top and he looked me up and down and then said:
"I was kind of hoping to catch you in those sexy leather pants."
"Why? You know as well as I do that all you would want to do is get me out of them. Come on in. I'll go get the title for you."
"I need to go out and tell my ride he can leave."
"Better tell him to stick around until the deal is done. Rob told me to be sure that I get cash or a certified check before I turn over the title."
"I've got a check."
He went back outside and a couple of minutes later he was back and he had another guy with him.
"I told Frank what a hot little piece you were and he wanted to see for himself." He turned to the Guy and said, "See Frank? What did I tell you?"
Frank looked me up and down and then said, "You didn't lie Louie."
Louie turned to me, took an envelope out of his pocket and handed it to me. I opened it and found a cashier's check made out to Rob. I took it into the kitchen and put it in a drawer and then took the title and keys to the bike out to Louie and handed them to him. He put them in his pocket and said:
"We aren't done yet. I'm going to fuck you."
I grinned at him and said, "I never doubted that for a minute."
I pulled my tank top over my head and pushed my shorts down and let them hit the floor and then stood there so Louie could see I wasn't wearing panties or a brassiere.
"How about Frank?" he asked.
"I wasn't planning on any one but you, but he is here."
I turned and headed for the bedroom.
I said at the beginning of the story that I was a bit of a slut, but I lied. I was a lot more than a bit. I wouldn't have any trouble taking on Louie and Frank. I'd done more a lot. I didn't even realize how big a slut I was until about six months after I had married Rob. Rob was working a swing shift and so I went out on a 'girl's night out' with Tanya and we ran into Kenny and six more of Rob's biker buddies. Some drinks, some dancing and we ended up back at Tanya's place and one thing led to another and all of them did me – at least twice. But that is a story for another time. Since then Kenny and sometimes one or two of Rob's buddies will stop by. So yes, I'm a slut. I love Rob, but I also love a lot of cock.
Louie and Frank followed me into the bedroom. Louie pulled me into his arms and tried to kiss me, but I pushed him away.
"None of that nonsense. We are here to fuck."
I dropped to my knees and got his cock out and took it in my mouth. A couple of licks and sucks was all it took to have him standing tall and I took my mouth off of him and told him to get his clothes off. While he was undressing I crawled over to Frank and got his cock out and went to work on getting him up. By the time he was hard Louie was stripped and ready to go. I got on the bed, spread and waited. Louie was on me in a flash. As he pushed hard and slid into me Frank got on the bed and moved up to where he could put his cock in my mouth.
After that it was a couple of hours of suck and fuck. Both came in my mouth once, in my ass once and in my pussy twice. The best part was when Louie was buried in my butt and Frank was raising hell with my pussy. I had a massive, screaming orgasm when they did that.
Since that day whenever I get a day off and Rob has to work I pull on my skin tight leather pants and call Louie. He comes by, picks me up and we ride over to his place. Sometimes Frank is there, sometimes it is one or two of Louie's other friends.
I've just finished working my way into my leather pants and it is probably going to be the last time I wear them at least until after the baby is born. My tummy is getting just a little bit large. I won't be going riding any more, but it won't matter because Louie has a car and he says pregnant women turn him on. Kenny says he feels the same way.
I hear the sound of a Harley pulling up out in front so I've got to go. The way I'm feeling right now I hope that Louie has a couple of friends waiting at his place.
Wish me luck.
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After years of reading slut wife stories in various magazines and on Internet sites I finally have one of my own to tell. It is not about my wife, at least not this time, and it happened at a very unlikely place - my daughter's wedding. The slut? None other that the mother of the groom.
Rick and Anna had been a couple for several years before Rick popped the question and Anna said yes. Jean (my wife) and I had met and had socialized with Rick's parents for over two years. There was nothing about Tom and Denise that would make you think that they were anything other that a middle-aged suburban couple with a stable marriage, but as the old saying goes, looks can be deceiving. The wedding had taken place at one o'clock Saturday afternoon and the reception was being held at our home. About two hours into the reception I noticed that Tom was spending a lot of time with one of Anna's bridesmaids and I wondered about that because (a) the girl's husband was usually a very jealous sort and he hung around his wife like a guard dog and (b) Denise was in the area. But, I was tending bar and I got busy and forgot about it.
About fifteen minutes after I saw Tom and the girl together I spilled tomato juice on myself and I grabbed my younger son to tend bar while I went upstairs to change. I put on a clean shirt and went into the bathroom to wash my face and comb my hair and while drying my face with the towel I heard what sounded like a low moan from the adjoining bedroom (my home is an older one and two bedrooms share a large bathroom). I opened the door a crack and saw Tom between the legs of the young girl (her name was Tammy) and he was pounding away like there would be no tomorrow. Her legs were up over his shoulders and her high heel clad feet were pointed up at the ceiling and her hands were clutching Tom's hips as if she was trying to keep him from getting away. She was uttering a string of low moans that I couldn't recognize, but to me the meaning was clear. It was either, "Oh yes, oh yes" or "fuck me, fuck me" and I surprised myself by continuing to watch the two of them enjoy their illicit interlude.
I hadn't realized that there was some voyeur in me, but it was unmistakable the effect that watching them had on me. I saw some movement out of the corner of my eye and I shifted my gaze just in time to see Denise quietly close the bedroom door. I only got a quick glimpse of her, but it was enough to show me that she was pissed. I turned my attention back to the couple on the bed and watched for several more minutes until Tom groaned, "Get ready honey, here it comes" and Tammy cried out, "No, no, please wait for me, I'm almost there, please, please" but Tom was apparently interested in only himself and he emptied himself into her and then jumped off the bed and pulled up his pants. "Got to go baby, before my wife misses me" and then he left the room.
On the bed Tammy was trying to get herself off with her fingers and I don't know what made me do what I did, I had never cheated on my wife before, but the sight of that poor girl on the bed trying to get herself off with her fingers got to me. I walked out of the bathroom (after locking the adjoining door) and walked to the bedroom door and locked it. I walked to the bed and dropped my trousers and Tammy looked up at me and said, "No, please, you can't" but as she was saying it she was spreading her legs wide to get ready for me. It was my first time for sloppy seconds and I couldn't believe how great it felt. She was hot and wet and silky and at that moment in time she wanted me (actually my cock) as bad as I wanted her and her legs wrapped around me as her hands pulled me as deep into her as she could. It only took her a minute or so to have her orgasm and as it washed through her she dug her nails into me so hard that I thought she might have drawn blood. As soon as she came down from her high she began to try and push me off, but I was not going to be denied my own release and I held on and kept plowing into her until my own sperm joined Tom's. As we both dressed she pleaded with me not to tell anyone about what had just happened and I assured her that it would be our little secret, but I added with a smile, "You know where to find me if you ever need help again. Fingers are not all that satisfying."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Back downstairs I was pleased to notice that I hadn't been missed and I began to mingle with the guests. As I circulated I noticed that Denise kept having her glass refilled by Tammy's husband. Did she tell him what she saw? I decided that she hadn't because as jealous as he was he would have gone looking for Tammy and it wouldn't have been pretty when he found her. Curious, I kept and eye on the two of them as I walked around and talked to people and it began to dawn on me that Denise was seducing Scott, probably to get even with Tom for having fucked Tammy, and Tammy for having bopped Tom. On a hunch I headed back upstairs and made some arrangements. I locked the guest bedroom and Anna's bedroom so that the only room available would be the one that Tom, Tammy and I had recently made good use of and then I got in the closet and waited. After a bit I began to think I had guessed wrong and I was about to leave when the bedroom door opened and Denise took a quick peek to see if anyone was there. Seeing no one she turned and said something and then she came into the room followed by Scott. Denise, having more sense than Tom, locked the door behind them and then lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties.
"Hurry" she said, "We don't have much time."
Scott dutifully stepped out of his trousers and then he and Denise began a no frills fuck session that got me hard all over again. Denise was a lot more vocal than Tammy and somehow her cries of "Fuck me, fuck me harder" were a major turn on for me and I had my dick out and I was whipping the poor thing off and not paying any attention and I accidentally hit the door. The loud "thump" echoed through the room and the action on the bed stopped as both of them looked toward the closet.
"Who's there?" asked Denise. When I didn't respond she jumped off the bed and came to the closet, opened the door and saw me standing there with my dick in my hand. "Well, well, what have we here?" She reached down and took hold of my cock and said, "I can put this to good use honey" and she used my dick like a leash to lead me over to the bed where she put Scott and me to work. Scott and I both fucked Denise twice before we headed back down stairs, and again it seemed as if no one had missed me - or so I thought at the time.
It had been quite a day for me, my first (and second) extramarital affair, my first sloppy seconds and my first threesome. It was almost my first cream pie, Denise wanted me to and I might have if we had been alone, but I couldn't bring myself to do it after Scott had made his last deposit and left us.
"I won't let you off so easy the next time" Denise told me as we left the room.
The next time? I hadn't even considered that there might be a next time, but the more I thought about it, the more I thought, "Why not?" I was saying goodbye to the guests as they were leaving and when Tammy came up to me she leaned toward me and whispered:
"Please, please please don't say anything to anybody about what happened."
I smiled at her and said, "If I told anybody it might get around and ruin any chance I might have of doing it again."
She blushed and said, "It was fun, wasn't it?"
I nodded a yes and she squeezed my hand and left. A minute later Scott left, after giving me a conspiratorial wink. When it was Denise's turn to leave she gave me a coy smile and said in my ear as she kissed my cheek:
"We are not going to be strangers, are we? Call me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As Jean climbed into bed with me that night she gave me her "serious talk" look. She rolled up onto an elbow and said, "I've got a question for you and I want an honest answer."
I just looked at her and waited. "When you and Scott were fucking Denise did you give any thought about what effect it might have on me if I found out?"
My look told her that I hadn't even considered it. I have never been able to lie to Jean, which is why I suppose I have never had any affairs with other women, at least before that day, and so I told her the whole story including the part about Tammy.
"Well" she said, "Let me tell you something. I needed you earlier and couldn't find you downstairs so I came up here. I got suspicious when I found all the doors locked and so I put my ear to each door until I heard noise. I unlocked the guest room door and the connecting door to the bathroom and then I watched the three of you until you were done. Denise looked like she was having a grand time and you and Scott didn't look all that bored either. In fact, it looked like so much fun that I'm going to try it!"
I lay there stunned by the turn of events and I wasn't quite sure that I'd heard right. My Jean in a threesome? Not if I had anything to say about it. Her next words let me know, in no uncertain terms, that I didn't have any say in the matter.
"You can be one of the two, but if you'd rather not I'm sure I can find someone else. Call Scott and get him over here tomorrow and if you can't handle it, I'll go out and pick up somebody. And just so you know, I'll expect you to do for me what you didn't do for Denise. I don't care who fucks me or how many times he, they or you do it, your punishment for being unfaithful is to suck every bit of what goes into me out of me, and if you want to continue living here you won't argue about it."
So, sometime today I have to call Scott and ask him to come over and fuck my wife. Isn't that the pits? Having to ask some one to fuck your wife? Christ only knows where we go from here.
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You ever do something and then later find yourself wondering just what the fuck ever possessed you to make you do something so stupid? I have and what I did has pretty much fucked up my life. It started out as a kinky way to have some sexual fun with my wife and blew up in my face big time.
I'm a Site Coordinator for a large advertising agency and my job is to go wherever the agency is planning a shoot and coordinate things. Coordinator is just a fancy title for a 'gofer.' Doing an ad for an automobile and the ground is bare and dry? I go for a pump sprayer and some water with green dye and then spray the ground to make it look like the car is parked on green grass. Need hair spray to dull down a reflector and there isn't any in the location box? I go for some. Basically, what I do is fetch and carry and go for things. Not a glamorous job, but one that pays fairly well.
The down side is that a lot of the location work takes me out of town anywhere from two days to a month. This is not a great hardship for my wife and me, at least not during most of the year, because she is a schoolteacher. Even when I'm home her evenings are filled with grading papers, making out lesson plans and the like and so the weekends are when we spend quality time together. If I'm on a location on the weekend I will usually fly her to wherever I am and during the summer she travels with me as my 'unofficial assistant.'
The only fly in the ointment is that when I'm gone and she is home alone and something breaks or goes wrong I'm not there to take care of the problem. And something always goes wrong when I'm gone. I will call home at the end of the days shoot to find out that the washing machine is broken, the sink is leaking or the circuit that the TV is on keeps popping the breaker and then I have to try and take care of the problem over the phone. I have to do it because when it comes things like that Nan is helpless. She is one of those people who have a genius IQ, is academically brilliant, but who have trouble with the simple every day facts of life.
The current problem is her car. I would call home and be told that her car wouldn't start. I would tell her to check some things and call me back. She would call back and tell me that she couldn't find what I was talking about and I would try to explain it to her in even simpler terms and she still couldn't handle it. After an hour of that I would finally call my brother, my dad, or a neighbor and see if they could go over and help her out. For two months it seemed like every time I went out of town she had a car problem and I finally got tired of it and decided to eliminate the problem.
It was one of my rare weeks when I didn't have an out of town location and I went shopping. Saturday morning after breakfast and seeing the three kids off to their various activities I told Nan to hop into the car.
"Where are we going?"
"I have a surprise for you."
"What is it?"
I just looked at her until she finally got the message and blushed, "Oh, yeah, right, if you told me it wouldn't be a surprise."
When we drove onto the dealer's lot she looked around with a confused look on her face when I pulled up next to a new station wagon and parked. We got out of the car and Nan stood there looking around and then she looked at me with a question on her face. I had taken care of all the paperwork the previous day so all I had to do was take the keys out of my pocket and hand them to her.
"What's this?"
"Your surprise. I'll see you at home" and I got into our old car and started it up.
"You can't just leave me here."
"I gave you keys Nan; find something they fit" and I drove off leaving her standing there looking after me.
It was almost an hour before she pulled the new station wagon into the driveway. She came in the house and looked at me, "Why did you buy a station wagon?"
"Because it seats ten and you are always running the kids and their friends somewhere. Also, the seats fold down and we can throw a mattress in the back and go out to the lake and make out like we are teenagers again."
"Yeah, right."
I was kidding, but as soon as I said it I got to thinking what a kick it would be to do something like that and I began making plans.
It was a summer night about three months after buying the station wagon. The kids were spending the weekend with Nan's folks and I felt that the time was right. That evening after dark I went out and folded down the rear seats, inflated an air mattress and tossed it in back and then I went into the house, got Nan and told her that I was taking her to Dairy Queen. I pulled out of the drive and headed down the street.
"This isn't the way to Dairy Queen."
"We will get there eventually."
"Jim, the Dairy Queen is in town and town is the other way."
"We have a steering wheel sweetie, we can turn around when we get ready."
"Where are we going Jim?"
"We are going to recapture our youth my love. Be patient with me, we are almost there."
"Almost where?"
"You'll see honey. It won't be long now."
A minute later I turned off onto a gravel road that led back to an old abandoned gravel pit. It was the local 'lover's lane" and in our youth Nan and I had spent many an evening there steaming up the car windows. Nan recognized it right away.
"Don't be silly Jim, we aren't kids any more."
"I know, mores the pity. Those were the times."
"We're too old for stuff like this Jim."
"You are never too old to want to feel young again."
I pulled up and parked and then I pushed the seat as far back as it would go. "Come on baby, let's neck."
It took Nan a couple of minutes to get into it, but then it was just like it had been when we were teenagers. Busy tongues, groping hands, fumbling with buttons and bra hooks. Nan broke away and slid down on the seat, "God Jim, do you know how long it has been since I got fucked on a car seat?"
"Of course I do. Unless of course you have done it with someone else since our last time."
I was joking when I said that so I was a little shocked when my wife said, "I did baby, I did, but it was before we were married. Come on lover, you got me hot and now you have to do something about it."
"What do you mean you did it with someone else?"
"It doesn't matter baby, it was before we got married."
"It matters to me. Who, when, where and why?"
"No honey, come on and fuck me."
"Not until you answer my questions."
"At least put your cock in me while I tell you."
I sank my dick into her hot pussy and then just held still. Nan tried to push herself up at me, but I pulled back and said, "No talkee, no fuckee."
"The who was Doug Webb, the when was when we had our big fight and broke up for three months. The where was right here and the why is because I was horny as hell after going without your cock for three months. Now fuck me damn it, fuck me."
The knowledge that my wife had been fucked by some one other than me, and a black man at that, affected me in a way that I would never have expected -- it turned me into a raging bull! I fucked my wife harder than I could ever remember while she clutched at me and screamed through two orgasms and when I blew I kept my softening cock in her and tried to will it hard again. I looked down at her and asked, "You fucked a black man?"
"Yes."
"How long did you fuck him?"
"A couple of weeks."
"Did you like it?"
"Yes. Yes I did."
"He was a good fuck? Was it true what they say about blacks?"
"It was in his case. He was a great fuck. He had a huge cock and it drove me crazy."
"Why did you stop seeing him?"
"I wanted you back."
"Bullshit! He had a huge cock and it drove you crazy and you gave it up for me and my little dick?"
"It's true. You might be only half his size, but you are a full person. All Doug was was a big cock and when it came to girls he thought that it was enough."
"He fucked you right here?"
Nan giggled, "Several times. Once when you were three cars over to the left with Bev Holbrook."
"Have you fucked him since we got married?"
"No silly, I take my marriage vows seriously" and then she giggled again, "But he stills tries every time he sees me which is damned near every day since he is the gym teacher at school."
"When was the last time you fucked him?"
"No Jim, let's get off the subject. I never should have let you know."
"But you did let me know and now I'm curious. I'm even more curious now that you have told me most of it, but don't want to tell me about the last time."
"Please Jim, let it alone."
"Don't please Jim me. You know how I am. You waved the red flag in front of me and now I won't leave it alone until I get an answer."
"You won't like it and this isn't the time or place. We've just had fantastic sex and are in a good mood and I don't want to make the drive home with you scowling at me."
"You said it was before we were married and that you haven't fucked him since saying "I do" so it isn't going to matter."
"You still aren't going to like it."
"Come on Nan, give."
"It was the day before the wedding."
"The day before our wedding?"
"I told you that you wouldn't like it."
"That's not it. It was fourteen years ago and before we were married so like it or not it doesn't matter now. But why? I could understand your doing it when we were split up, but the day before what was supposed to be one of the happiest days of our lives? Why?"
"I don't really know, I just did it. We ran into each other at the mall and he invited me for a drink to celebrate the coming nuptials. One drink led to another and we got to talking and he told me that I was making a big mistake in getting married. He said that I was too much woman to give myself to just one man and then he told me how much his cock missed me and that I was the best pussy that he'd ever had. He told me that there wouldn't be any more huge cocks in my life if I got married and I think that is what did it. I remembered how his huge cock used to drive me out of my mind and that after the ceremony the next day it would never happen again. We ended up in a motel room and fucked for the rest of the afternoon."
"Do you miss his huge cock?"
"I do think about it from time to time, but like I told you, I take my vows seriously. I think about it, but I'd never do any thing about it."
Listening to her tell me what she had done just before our wedding had my cock swelling. "You fucking slut you. You fucked him the day before you married me. I fucked you the night before the wedding. You gave me sloppy seconds -- you gave me your pussy with Doug's seed still in you."
Nan's face got pale and she waited for the explosion, but it never came.
"Get your clothes off and climb into the back."
"What?"
"There's a mattress back there you big cock loving whore. Get back there because I'm going to fuck you silly."
+++++++++++++++
I never would have known if my five-year-old hadn't come home crying.
"What's the matter sweetheart?"
"Jeffie called me a dumb old girl. Why are boys so mean daddy? I don't like boys, they are icky."
"Not all boys are icky sweetheart. I'm a boy and you don't think I'm icky, do you?"
"You're not a boy, you're a daddy."
"Well you don't worry your pretty little head about it sweetie. When you grow up you will stop thinking bad thoughts about boys and you will start to like having them around."
"Will I be like mommy?"
"What do you mean sweetie?"
"Mommy is a grownup and she likes having boys around."
"When does mommy have boys around sweetheart?"
"At night, after she puts us to bed."
My first thought was that following our night at the gravel pit Nan got to remembering how great Doug's cock had been and that she gave in the next time he took a shot at her. I was just working myself up for a major confrontation when I came to my senses. All I had to go on was what a five-year-old had told me and it hadn't been a week since Mary told me about the monster under her bed. No, I needed more to work with than what Mary had told me. It was obvious that if something was in fact happening, it was happening while I was away on location.
That night at dinner I told Nan that I was going to be gone on location for the next three days, but that I would be home Friday night. The next morning I tossed my travel bag in my pick up and headed out. The kid's bedtime was eight o'clock so when I got off work I caught a meal at Denny's and then wandered around the mall for a while. At seven forty-five I pulled up to the curb a half a block from the house, cut the lights and waited to see what, if anything, was going to happen.
Nothing had happened by ten after nine and I was all set to give it up and go check into a motel when a car came down the street and pulled up in our drive and parked. Three guys got out and walked up to the front door as I sat there and wondered just what the fuck was going on. I had expected to see Doug, not three guys. It wasn't until the three of them were on the porch and the porch light was shining on them and I saw that they were teenagers that the penny dropped. Mary had said boys, not men and it had been boys plural, not singular. Instantly I felt totally stupid. I'd had all kinds of bad thoughts about what my wife was doing with Doug when all she was doing was what she had done for years -- tutoring some of her students who were having problems.
"Great" I thought as I started the truck, "Now I get to spend a wasted night in a motel before calling home and telling Nan that plans had changed.
I was two blocks from the house when suddenly I slammed the breaks on. Nan taught seventh, eighth and ninth grades. Eighth and ninth graders weren't old enough to get driver's licenses and the boys on the porch looked to be eighteen or nineteen. I turned around and headed back.
Nan was not stupid and she would know what I was doing if I suddenly walked in on her especially without my calling ahead and telling her that plans had changed. So, not to embarrass myself or put myself in Nan's bad graces if whatever was going on was totally innocent and above board, I went sneaking around the house and looking in windows. No one was in the living room, dinning room or kitchen. Mary's room was dark as was Brian's and John's. That left the den and our bedroom. I found myself hoping like hell that I would find them in the den going over papers or reading something. Not to be. The den was dark and the only light from the rear of the house came from our bedroom.
The blinds had been let down, there were two bent slats that Nan had been after me to fix forever and I was suddenly glad that I hadn't got around to it. I had to stand on tiptoe to see in and once I did I really, really wished that I hadn't. All four of them were naked and two of the boys had their cocks in my wife.
She was on her hands and knees and one boy was fucking her while her head bobbed up and down in the lap of the boy lying on the bed. The third boy was the biggest surprise. He was coal black and he stood off to the side and stroked a cock that would have done a horse proud; it had to be eleven or twelve inches long and as big around as a pop bottle. I just hoped for Nan's sake that they were all over eighteen.
I'm not one of those guys who gets a charge out of watching his wife getting fucked so once I had seen what was happening I went around to the front of the house and let myself in. I got my 12 gauge out of the hall closet and headed for the bedroom. Everything froze for about five seconds when I slammed the door open and walked in and then there was a sudden flurry of activity as Nan tried to separate herself from the two cocks in her and all three boys started looking for clothes and a way out.
I racked the slide on the shotgun and everyone froze again as I hollered, "Just everybody stop where the hell you are."
Everybody froze and looked over at me and one of the boys peed down his leg. "You three" I said to the boys, "Over to the wall and sit down with your backs to it and your hands out in front of you where I can see them."
When they had done that I gathered up their clothes and got out their wallets. All three had drivers licenses and as I checked them out I said, "You got one bit of luck tonight babe; they are all over eighteen, although you did cut it kind of close with Robert. He just turned eighteen three weeks ago." I looked over at her, "I do hope that this hasn't been going on for more than three weeks or you could be in a world of shit."
I took the three wallets and went to the bedside phone and dialed information. "Yes operator; a number for Baxter on Locust Court. Yes, go ahead and connect me, I'll pay the charge."
"For God's sake Jim, don't do this. It will cost me my job."
"Tough shit Nan, it cost me my marriage."
"Hello? Mr. Baxter? Do you have a son named Robert? Yes, as a matter of fact I do know where he is right now. He is naked and in my wife's bedroom and I'm holding a shotgun on him. Maybe you would like to come over and help me decide what to do about the situation."
I made similar calls to the parents of the other two and then I told Nan to get a rag and clean Chuck's pee off the floor and to bring him a wash rag so he could clean himself up before his parents got there. I let the boys put on their underwear and then I told Nan to put on a robe and go and get me the tape recorder out of the den. When she got back with it I told the four of them, "While we are waiting I want to hear all about this. I want to know how it started and why. Nan, you go first" and I hit the RECORD button.
She looked away from me and then she said, "They were blackmailing me."
The one named Robert started to say something, but I held up my hand, "You will get your turn. I want to hear what she has to say first. Go ahead Nan."
"They were at the gravel pit the night we were there fooling around. They were peeking in cars and they saw us. They came to me after school one night and said that if I didn't do for them what I had done with you they would tell everyone that I had been out there doing one of my eighth graders. I told them that I would deny it and that it would be just their word against mine and then they said that when they told everyone about the strawberry birthmark on my ass everyone would believe them because how else would they have known about the birthmark. You know what kind of school board we have Jim. Even the hint of a scandal and they would have gotten rid of me."
"So you gave in to save your job."
She looked away from me and said, "Yes."
I turned to Robert, "Is that true?"
"Well yeah, kind of."
"What does that mean?"
"We was only going to do it the one time, but she had us back on her own."
"What do you mean?"
"When we were through the first time and were leaving she said to remember that it was our secret and nobody else should ever know and then she said she could only do it when you weren't home."
"So you did blackmail her?"
"Yeah, the first time."
I turned to the second boy, "Is that how you remember it?"
"Sort of."
"What does 'sort of' mean?"
"She didn't tell me and Robert we could only do it when you were gone; she told Harry when they was alone, but Harry said that we was all in it together and he told us. She was surprised when all three of us showed up the next time."
I looked over at Harry who was the black kid with the horse cock and said, "Is that the way it happened?" He nodded a yes and I said, "Speak up Harry, I want it on tape."
"Yes sir. That's the way it was."
Just then the doorbell rang and I told everyone to sit tight and it would all be over soon. Luckily Robert's dad, Harry's mom and Chuck's mom and dad arrived all at the same time so I only had to tell the story once. Then I said, "I have it all on tape and they were taped with the full knowledge that they were being taped so it will stand up in court. All three are over eighteen so it won't be juvenile court that gets the case -- they will be tried as adults. I have no idea how much influence you have over your kids, but for everyone's sake I hope it is considerable. What has happened stays in this room with the nine of us. If one whisper of what has gone on gets out and I don't care from whom, I will call the cops, play the tape for them and all three boys will go to prison. What's more, when they get out I will do everything in my power to see that they are placed on the sexual predator's list. One whisper, just one, and I call the cops."



Robert's dad smirked and said, "No you won't. If you do you out the whore yourself."
"Are you really as stupid as you just sounded? If the word gets out you simple minded asshole she's already outed anyway. You want to save time and just get it over with now?" and I reached for the phone.
"No, no, everything is cool, no one will breathe a word."
"You all agree on that?"
I got a yes from everyone and then I told the boys to get dressed and get out.
When everyone was gone Nan said, "You think they will keep quiet?"
"I don't give a shit one way or the other. I just did it to see if I could save your job so you would be able to support yourself."
"What are you saying?"
"I'm saying that we are through. I'll see a lawyer in the morning. Until then and I find out what I have to do I'll sleep on the couch. I'm not going to sleep on the bed where you stabbed me in the back."
"Don't do anything rash Jim. We can work through this. I love you and you know it and I know that you love me. We don't need to get lawyers involved. If it will make you feel better I'll go out and buy new sheets and a new mattress first thing tomorrow."
"Forget it Nan. And forget the love part too. I'll never trust you again and given how much time my job keeps me out of town I could never be sure of what you were doing when I was gone and I won't live like that."
"It wasn't my fault Jim. You heard them; they blackmailed me, they admitted it -- you have them on tape."
"Yeah, and I also heard them when they said that it was your idea that they come back, especially 'horse cock' Harry."
"That isn't true. They misunderstood me. I was surprised when they came back."
"No Nan, you were surprised when all three of them came back because you were only expecting Harry. And I'm not buying the blackmail thing either. You could have come to me and I would have handled it just like I did tonight. No Nan, you wanted to be blackmailed so you would have an excuse if you were caught."
"That's not true."
"Sure it is and I bet I can even tell you how it went down. There would be rumors of Harry's cock size floating all over the school and you would have heard them. Or maybe it was Doug who told you about Harry one of the times he was trying to get in your pants. Being the gym teacher he would have known about Harry's cock. God knows my old gym teacher seemed to know about everything that went on in the locker room. One day in the teacher's lounge or at a table in the cafeteria Doug might have made a comment like, "You used to like my big cock, but I have a kid in one of my classes who makes me seem small.
"Since I now know that I can't trust you it may even be that he told you about Harry one day while he was fucking you in a motel room some where."
I saw something change in Nan's eyes when I said that. "Don't ever try playing poker with that face Nan. You just gave it away. After our night at the gravel pit you got to thinking about how great Doug's big cock felt and you took up with him again and during pillow talk you learned about Harry."
"That just isn't true," Nan said, but her voice didn't carry any conviction.
"Whatever. When the boys came to blackmail you and you saw that one of them was Harry you couldn't spread your legs and say "Please don't tell" fast enough."
"You aren't being fair Jim. You don't know any of that. You are upset and you are letting your imagination run away with you. Okay, so I did get a little carried away with the boys, but they did blackmail me -- they admitted it for God's sake."
"Give it up Nan. The bottom line, if I throw out everything I think and just stick to what I know, is that you chose your job over your marriage. I know I found you in our bed with two cocks buried in you and a third standing by waiting its turn. I know that you invited Harry to come back for seconds. That is what I know and that is more than enough to make me disgusted with you. We are through, but there is always a bright side to things. You are now free to bounce up and down on Doug's cock all you want. Plus, there is Harry. He is over eighteen and you can fuck him to your hearts desire. There is no end to the cock you can now have Nan, you just don't ever get to have mine again.
"Now if you will excuse me I'm going out to find a bar and have several really stiff drinks. It will do me a world of good if when I get back home you don't say one fucking word to me until I can find a place and move out."
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I knew the fridge was empty so I made a shopping list during my afternoon break and on the way home from work I stopped at Safeway. I grabbed a cart, hit the courtesy counter to get my lottery tickets for that nights drawing and then headed for the produce section.
I am not a picky shopper. I know what I'm after so I pretty much grab and go. I'm not one to pick up a head of lettuce or a green pepper and roll it around in my hands minutely inspecting it before dropping it in my cart. The exception of course is eggs. I always -- always! -- open the carton and check to make sure that none of them are broken.
I'd picked up the makings for a salad and was pushing my caret over toward the fruit when I saw her. She was standing next to the tomatoes and she had one in her hand and was checking it out like her life depended on its being absolutely flaw free. She was pretty. Not a raving beauty, but not bad to look at from the waist up. But from the waist down? Oh my fucking God! I was instantly in heat.
My major turn ons have always been legs, nylons and high heels. She was fairly tall, maybe five eight, and it looked like four feet of that was leg. She had on a skirt that fell to just below the knee and she was wearing hose and heels and not just any old heels, but the super sexy heels that don't seem to be much more than a collection of very thin leather straps attached to a sole and supported by a four inch heel. It was the kind of shoe worn by a woman who knew she had great legs and wanted to show them off.
My plan to get in, get what I needed and get out suddenly changed. I rarely got to see what this girl was showing and I decided that I was going to take my time shopping and do it not too far away from where she was doing hers. For the next twenty-five minutes I was never more than ten feet away from her as we wandered up and down the aisles. I ended up with far more in my cart that I had planned on getting, but I had to at least make the pretense of shopping as I followed her around and feasted on the visual treat she presented.
When it was time to head for the check out stands she got in a faster one than I did and I saw her walk out of the store as my checker took her time in ringing me up. I figured that I had seen the last of my leggy beauty. I had never seen her around before so the odds were that I wouldn't likely see her again.
I finally cleared the checkout stand and pushed my cart out of the store and toward my car and I saw her again. She was parked about six cars beyond mine and she was unloading her cart into the trunk of her car. She was putting the last bag into the trunk as I started down the parking aisle toward her. She walked away from her cart, got in the car and drove off. I saw that she had left her purse in the small fold down tray that is in the shopping cart and I hollered at her and waved my arms to try and stop her, but she kept on going.
I got her purse from her cart, loaded my groceries into my car and then turned to go back into the store and turn the purse in at the courtesy counter, but first I decided to look in the purse and check out the girls drivers license to see if she lived close enough to me that I could contrive some way to see more of her. Just as soon as I had that thought it occurred to me that I had the means to see more of her right in my hands. To hell with taking it to the counter, I'd deliver it to her.
++++++++++++++++
I knocked on the door to apartment 3A and waited. I figured that she was home because I saw the car she had loaded her groceries into in the parking lot. It never occurred to me until after I'd knocked that the girl might not be single. Maybe some humongous hairy dude would answer the door. I guess it didn't matter since I could hand the purse to him just as easily as I could hand it to her, but a big hairy dude was not what I had hoped to see as I drove over.
I saw the light coming through the security peep hole go away so I knew someone was on the other side of the door. I heard the security chain rattle -- putting it on or taking it off I wondered -- and then the door opened about six inches and I saw that it was the former. The girl looked through the gap at me and said:
"You're the creep who followed me through the store."
"Yeah, that was me."
"You better get out of here before I call the cops and turn you in for stalking me."
"I don't think that you want to do that. They might ask me why I'm here and that could be bad for you."
"Bad for me?"
"Yeah honey; very, very bad for you. They would ask me why I was here" and I lifted up her purse and showed it to her, "and I would tell them that you left your purse in your shopping cart and I brought it here to you. Then one of them -- they travel in pairs you know -- would say "Is that her purse?" and I would say yes and he would put out his hand for it so he could open it, look inside for your license to verify my story and that it was indeed your purse. He would be looking for your driver's license, but he would find the same thing I did when I looked. Now I have no experience in these things so I'm willing to believe that the little cellophane bags full of white stuff are powdered sugar that you carry with you because you don't like to put granular sugar in your coffee or tea, but the fuzz may not be so trusting. That is also the reason that I didn't turn the purse in at the store. They more than likely would have looked for your license to call you and tell you they had your purse, but they just might have called the cops.
"I'm a leg lover honey and looking at your gorgeous pins as you walked around the store made my day and for that reason alone I don't want to see you headed for a jail cell."
I handed her the purse through the partially opened door and said, "Best be a little more careful with it honey. The next guy that finds it might not be near as nice."
I turned and walked away without a back word glance. Fantastic legs and sexy high heels were not near enough to get me to spend time with someone who used what I found in her purse. Noooo thank you!
++++++++++++++++++++++
Two months later I was at a retirement party for Mark Whipple who had been my boss for the last seven years when I saw Adrianna again (I remembered her name from her driver's license) and I wondered who she had come to the party with. She obviously knew how great an asset her legs were because she was showing them off by wearing a short skirt and four inch heels. She was talking to Mark when I walked into the room and she saw me almost as soon as I saw her. She said something to Mark and he turned and looked at me and then went back to talking with her. I couldn't help but wonder what was up with that.
I walked over to the bar and ordered a vodka tonic and then set out to socialize and mingle. After I'd been there maybe twenty minutes Mark came up to me and said:
"You need to watch yourself Rob."
"Why is that boss?"
"You have caught the attention of my niece Adrianna. She asked me all about you. If she comes at you be careful."
"Why would she come at me?"
"No idea, but she did show an interest. Be careful son; she can be pretty overwhelming at times."
I was thinking "Don't I know it" as he walked away and I remembered what I'd found in her purse. I spent another hour socializing and then I got my coat and got ready to leave. The coat check girl was handing me my coat when I heard:
"You were really going to leave without saying hi to me?"
I turned and saw Adrianna standing there. "Why would I say hi to you? The last time I saw you you called me a creep and threatened to call the cops on me. What was I supposed to do? Walk up to you and say "Hi. Called the cops on anybody lately?" I don't think so."
"Oh come on. Cut me some slack here. Put yourself in my position. A man follows you around for almost half an hour in a store and then shows up at your apartment and knocks on your door. You would have had the same thoughts I did and don't forget that you didn't let me know that you were returning my purse until after you had me thinking that you were a stalker."
"Oh yes; your purse. How could I forget your purse. Why would a one hundred percent straight arrow like myself want to speak to the kind of person who had what you had in your purse?"
"Maybe the person isn't the kind of person you think she is. Maybe you could buy this person a cup of coffee at the Denny's on the corner and give her a chance to tell you all about what you saw."
I looked at her for a couple of seconds and thought "Why not? What could it hurt" and so I told her that I would meet her at the Denny's in five minutes.
"I'll go with you. I came with my Uncle Mark and I've already told him that you will be giving me a ride home."
"That was taking a hell of a chance."
"I didn't think so. Any guy trying to keep me out of jail because he liked my legs would seem like a safe bet. Besides, you wouldn't want to disappoint my Uncle Mark would you?"
On the ride to the restaurant I found out that she had lived with Mark from the time she was twelve until she got married. He was her only living relative when her parents were killed in an accident and he took her in and raised her.
"You are married?"
"Divorced. You?"
"Was, but it was many long years ago."
"You over her? It took me a long time to get over him."
"If the attachment was that strong why did it end?"
"He had forsaking all other issues."
"Forsaking all other issues?"
"In that he didn't. When he didn't forsake my Cousin Beth I ended it. How about you?"
"With mine it wasn't my cousin, but it was just as bad. He was my boss at the time. She told me that it meant nothing, that it was only just sex and she only did it to help me get me a promotion."
"Did you get the promotion?"
"My chances for advancement died when I broke his nose, three ribs and caused him to lose one of his testicles."
"And you didn't go to jail?"
"He wouldn't press charges after I told him I would sue him for alienation of affections and a half dozen other sexual charges. Did you know that you can sue for sexual harassment if your boss goes after your spouse promising to help you in your career?"
"Why didn't you sue? Wouldn't it have been just as satisfying to ruin him financially as it was hurting him?"
"According to the attorney I had at the time my wife, since we were still married, would have gotten half of it in the divorce settlement and no way was I going to let that bitch profit from cheating on me."
In the booth at Denny's I got the story about the cellophane packets that I had found in her purse.
"They weren't mine. I was at a club with my girlfriend Gloria and the guy she was dating at the time. I was out on the dance floor so I didn't see it, but apparently Gary, the guy she was dating, saw a couple of guys come in that he knew were on the narcotics squad. The problem was that they also knew him. Before they saw him he gave Gloria what he was carrying and she put it in her purse, grabbed mine and then came out onto the dance floor and told me that she needed to talk to me urgently. We went to the ladies room and she asked me to take the stuff and then she and Gary would leave and draw the cops off and while they were busy either following or searching Gary I could slip out the back door and meet them later and give the stuff back to them.
"I hadn't gone back to the table so the cops wouldn't associate me with Gary. She left the bathroom and I was supposed to wait five minutes or so and then go and sit at the bar until I saw her leave with Gary, but after she left I started thinking about how stupid it would be to sit around with a bunch of drugs with known narcotics officers in the building. I hid the stuff and then went home. I went back to the club the next day when the cops were gone and picked the stuff up. I stopped at the Safeway and went home. When you came to the door I thought it was Gloria until I looked through the peep hole and saw you. I do not use that stuff, never have and never will."
"And it is important that I know this why?"
"Uncle Mark speaks highly of you so you can't be all bad. You seem to really like my legs and you did try to keep me out of jail. A guy with all of those qualities just might be a good guy to know."
"Can this be considered as you making a move on me?"
"See? Another good quality. You are bright and perceptive. What do you think? Want to give it a try?"
"I can't remember the last time a girl came after me. In fact, I'm almost sure that it never happened. I just have to say okay if for no other reason than the sheer uniqueness of it. Then of course there are those sexy legs."
And that is how my relationship with Adrianna got started.
++++++++++++++++++++
I'd already been through a bad marriage and I was in no great hurry to do it again. Gail and I had married after knowing each other for only six months. I don't know if a longer relationship before proposing would have made any difference, but if I ever got married again I was going to know my bride a whole lot better than I knew Gail when I said I do.
Adrianna and I started out dating a couple of times a week and as we got to know each other better we saw each other more often. We kissed on our second date. I got my hands on her breasts on the fifth date and my fingers inside her panties on our seventh. When I took her home after our eighth she asked:
"How long are we going to dance around it? I'm past being ready for it."
I knew what she was asking and said, "I'm more than ready too, but I was letting you set the pace. I didn't want to push too hard and risk scaring you away."
She was magnificent in the bedroom. Enthusiastic, energetic, responsive and she loved it all. I warmed her up with some pussy licking and clit sucking and she pushed me into a sixty-nine. We made love missionary, she sucked me hard again and she went cowgirl. And then she asked me to take her ass. The first time in my life that a girl wanted anal the first time we fucked and I had never -- never! -- had a girl ask me for it.
We fell asleep cuddled up to each other and in the morning she woke me up with a blow job and then climbed aboard and rode me cowgirl until we both got off. We showered together which ended up with us back on the bed which led to a second shower. She fixed breakfast for us and afterward she had me do her on the kitchen table. After that night we never went out that we didn't end up in either her bed or mine.
Adrianna (or Ri as I called her) and I had an awful lot in common. We both liked to read, liked a full range of music from classical to bluegrass, liked hiking in the mountains and loved country western dancing. The only thing I didn't like where Ri was concerned was that she had a few friends that I would just as soon she didn't have. Gloria was her best friend and the fact that Gloria hung with drug dealers, druggies and other losers didn't bother Ri at all, but other than finding reasons for not spending time around Gloria (had to work late, change the oil in my car, pick the lint out of my navel) I stayed away from the issue. After a few initial comments about it where I carefully mentioned that sooner or later Gloria was going to be looking at some jail time when she ended up being with her drug selling boyfriend when he got busted I wisely kept my mouth shut about things. I knew how things would go if I tried to come between her and her best friend.
On her part she absolutely detested my cousin Lou and didn't care if I knew it or not. I didn't much care because Lou was a bit obnoxious, but I was used to him. She did like my mom and dad and while they had been lukewarm where Gail was concerned they thought that Ri was an absolute gem.
++++++++++++++++
After six months of dating Ri and I decided to move in together. She gave up her apartment and moved into the house that I had managed to hang onto when Gail and I went through our divorce. After four months of cohabitation I decided that I would like to make things permanent and I proposed.
"Are you serious?"
"Sure. After ten months together including four as pretend man and wife why not?"
"I don't know. I never thought about it. Things were going so well. Marriage would change things."
"Like what?"
"I don't know. I just know that marriage changes things."
"Well love, it is up to you. If you would rather keep things just as they are we can."
"I'm happy with our relationship honey. I'm just scared to do anything that might change it."
"Like I said Ri, it is up to you. I love you and I want to spend all my time with you with or without a ring on your finger."
"I love you too honey. It doesn't have to be a big wedding does it?"
"Not if you don't want one. Is that some kind of a yes?"
"I guess it is."
"Great. We can get the blood tests and license this week and I'll line up a justice of the peace for next week."
"No, not next week. Next week and the week after I'll be involved in a large project at work and I'll probably have to work late a couple of nights and maybe even a Saturday. Let me get that out of the way first."
Three weeks later we took our vows in front of my mom and dad, her Uncle Mark and her best friend Gloria and her current boyfriend. I say current because her drug dealing boyfriend got busted and was in jail. Fortunately for Gloria she wasn't with him at the time.
++++++++++++++++
The next five years flew by and my marriage to Ri was everything that I could have hoped for. Our friends all thought that we were the perfect couple and had the perfect marriage and as far as I was concerned they were right. Naturally there were problems, but not very many and most of them had to do with her job.
Twice her job had forced me to make some major changes in plans that I had made and it was always for the same reason. She would get put on a major project with an approaching deadline and she would end up working late and on weekends. The first time I'd scored some tickets to a concert and surprised her with them only to get the bad news that she was going to be working late the week of the concert.
The second time really pissed me off. A friend had signed up for a ten day cruise in the Caribbean and then had had a death in the family. He had paid in advance and the tickets were not refundable. I offered to buy them from him and damned if Ri didn't have another project that she had to work. But what the hey, just some minor glitches and nothing to really lose any sleep over.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Everything was going great and then I let a few beers too many make me stupid and I invited the serpent into the Garden of Eden.
One night Ri was doing something with her Uncle Mark so I stopped after work to have a couple of beers and shoot some pool at my favorite sports bar. Jimmy and some guy I didn't know were on one of the tables when I got there. Jimmy was one of the few guys that Gloria had gone out with that I liked. I challenged the winner and when Jimmy won we played. Jimmy was damned near unbeatable that night and I lost. I got out of the way of the next challenger who also lost. The next challenger was the guy Jimmy had been playing when I got there. He lost and joined me at my table and we introduced ourselves. His name was Paul and he was a good friend of Jimmy's. We talked sports and drank beer as we kept challenging the table and losing.
Finally a guy beat Jimmy and he joined us at the table. When Jimmy sat down he looked from me to Paul and then back at me as he said:
"Weird that you two should find each other at the same table."
"Why is that?" I asked.
"You are married to Adrianna and Paul used to be."
"Used to be what?"
"Married to Adrianna."
I turned to Paul, "Is that true? Are you Ri's ex?"



"Fraid so. I heard that she married again. So you're the guy huh?"
"Yep, and I want to thank you for it."
"Thank me? Why would you thank me?"
"If you hadn't screwed up Ri would never have divorced you and I would never have met her."
"I screwed up? I don't know what kind of bullshit she fed you, but I didn't screw anything up and she didn't divorce me, I divorced her."
"She said that she caught you screwing her cousin."
"She doesn't have a cousin. Her only living relative is her Uncle Mark."
"She wouldn't lie to me. I can understand you not wanting to look bad, but I know her and she wouldn't lie to me."
"Have it your way. She wouldn't lie to you. I'm the bad guy. For all I know she hasn't seen Daniel since our divorce/"
"Daniel?"
"Never mind. You are happy with her so let it be."
Well of course I couldn't let it be. No way was I going to let the asshole cast aspersions on my wife so I said:
"No. Who is this Daniel and what does he have to do with this?"
He shrugged and said, "Okay. Daniel was her first love and for all I know he still is. They dated all through high school and he got her cherry and promised to marry her. Then his dad got a promotion that caused them to move out of state. She met me in our first year at college and we ended up getting married. Then Daniel came back to town, they hooked up and she cheated on me. It happened three more times over the course of the next five years only the third time she was seen going into a motel with him by my sister. My sister told me and I confronted Adrianna. She admitted it, but said that it didn't mean anything. She really loved me, but she had a special attachment to Daniel. Besides, it was only every couple of years or so and none of the previous times had hurt us any.
"If I was a different kind of guy I might have bought into it and let her have her once every couple of years or so, but I'm not that kind of a guy. She was either mine totally or she wasn't mine at all. Since she wasn't mine totally she was out."
"That just doesn't sound like Adrianna. It doesn't sound at all like something she would do."
"Maybe she learned her lesson with me or then again, maybe Daniel never came back to town."
"No, I'm sorry, but I can't believe you. That just isn't my Ri."
"Tell you what. Meet me here tomorrow and buy me a beer and I'll show you the divorce papers that say I divorced her cheating ass for infidelity."
He could see on my face that I thought he was a liar so he said, "Let me ask you something. It doesn't happen all that often, maybe once very couple of years, but does she suddenly get put on special projects and have to work late and on the weekends? If she does it means that Daniel is in town. If it hasn't happened then one of the two things I mentioned are what has happened. She learned a lesson, or Daniel has never come back to town."
I had a lot to think about as I drove home and the thoughts I was having were not good ones. If I hadn't pushed I could have disregarded Paul's assertion that he wasn't at fault in the divorce as male bluster against being put in a bad light, but I had pushed and he had dropped "the working late on special projects" bomb on me and then there was that one little item that I had never picked up on even though I should have. How could he have been caught fucking a cousin that she didn't have?
Now I had a head full of thoughts that I really didn't want to have. Chief among them was the fact that Adrianna had done the "special projects' thing to me three times over the past five years and the first time was just weeks before we married.
Ri and I averaged making love four times a week and we made love at the same frequency during the times she worked on her ;special projects' which led to a disturbing thought -- was I getting sloppy seconds during those periods? I hadn't noticed any change in her behavior during those times. I didn't see any lessening of love or affection during those periods nor did I see any increase that might have indicated some sort of guilty feelings on her part.
Yes indeed, I did have a lot of thoughts I wish I didn't have. The only thing that I knew for sure was that there wasn't anything I could do until it happened again.
++++++++++++++++
Sorry to say, but what Paul had said planted the bug in my brain and I started paying closer attention to what Ri was doing and what she said she was doing. Several times over the next year I followed her to see if she did anything that she shouldn't be doing. I told myself that if she was cheating with this Daniel when he came to town why wouldn't she cheat when he wasn't around. Once a cheater always a cheater, right?
Every couple of weeks she would stop after work for drinks with her co-workers and I followed her a few times and all she did was have one or two drinks and then go home. She never once danced with any of the men there or spent much time talking with anyone of them in particular. Maybe half a dozen times I was outside her work place around lunch time to see if she left work with anybody to catch a 'nooner' and she never did, at least not on the days I was watching.
I saw absolutely nothing to indicate that my wife was unfaithful and I had to conclude that either Ri was not cheating and Paul had been pulling my chain or Paul was telling the truth and she only cheated with this Daniel when he came to town,
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was just a tad over a year from when I had met Paul that I got my chance to find out what the truth might be. One night over dinner Ri said:
"I've got another special project coming up next week so don't make any plans that will include me."
"Why don't they schedule those damned things far enough out so that people can plan around them?"
"It isn't my company that sets the deadlines honey. The client calls, tells us what they want or need and when they have to have it and we have to respond. Believe me honey, I really would like more notice about these things than I get."
Wednesday morning before I left for work Adrianna reminded me that she would probably be working late that night.
"The good news is that we should be done by Friday night so I shouldn't have to work any this weekend."
"Well at least that's something. Maybe we can go to the lake this weekend."
"That sounds lake a marvelous idea."
She gave me a big kiss and said, "There, that should hold you until I get home. If you are still up your might get more."
I was up when she got home. Not because I was horny and wanted to get laid, but because I wanted to make love to her and see if I could tell whether or not she might have already been laid. If she had I couldn't tell. She didn't feel any different or act any different. The only thing I noticed was a faint scent that I didn't recognize. I wondered what it could be and then it occurred to me that it might be the scent of the soap used by the hotel or motel. But then maybe it could be the smell of some one she brushed up against in a crowded elevator. After all, she did work on the tenth floor of a tall building.
What is it that they say? That denial is not a river in Egypt?
Well, any denial on my part that my wife would cheat on me was dispelled at the two-fifteen meeting I had with David Sloan of the Morresy Security and Investigative Agency.
"Subject left her place of employment at 4:32 pm and proceeded to walk two blocks to the Starburst Lounge. Subject entered the lounge and proceeded to a booth in the rear of the room. Subject was greeted by a male later ascertained to be one Daniel Martin. The subject and Mr. Martin hugged and kissed each other, sat down in the booth and had one drink before getting up to leave. They left the Starburst and proceeded across the street to the Hilton hotel where they took the elevator to the fourth floor where Mr. Martin had a room. Subject entered room 412 at 5:10 pm and remained in the room until 10:20 pm. When subject left the room she was followed until she reached her residence at which time the surveillance was discontinued for the night."
Well there it was. Paul hadn't lied. I made some arrangements with the detectives and then returned to work. I didn't get much done. I sat there and contemplated my marriage. It had been an extremely good one. I had been very happy with Ri and she had given every indication of being happy with me. Lord knows she did spoil me rotten. I was at a complete loss to understand how she could show me so much love and affection and then do what she was doing. I didn't know if the marriage could survive, but I did know that I was going to do whatever I could to try and save it.
+++++++++++++++
I left work at three forty-five and went to the Hilton. I checked out the layout and saw which rooms would give me the best shot at what I planned on doing and then went down to the desk and asked if room 415 was available. I told the clerk that I tried to stay in that room every time I was in town since that was the room where I spent the first night when I married my wife. Luckily it was open so I signed in and went up to the room and settled in.
At four forty-five the detective called me on my cell and told me that the happy couple were on the way. I cracked the door a hair and when I heard the elevator 'ding' I looked through the crack to see Adrianna and Martin coming down the hall hand in hand. I closed the door and moved to the bed and turned on the TV.
Figuring that the time line for the night would be the same as the previous I shut off the TV at five after ten and then cracked my door and took a seat next to it. At ten-fifteen I heard the door to 412 open and through the crack I saw Adrianna heading down the hall to the elevator. When I heard the 'ping' of the elevator door opening I left the room and crossed the hall to 412. I knocked on the door gambling that he would open the door thinking that it was Adrianna coming back because she forgot something or remembered something she had to tell him or ask him.
The door started to open and I rammed it hard with my shoulder. The door slammed into him and sent him stumbling backwards and I entered the room and was on him before he could catch his balance. I was wearing a pair of leather work gloves to protect my hands and I proceeded to beat the living shit out of him. I worked on him until he was on the floor groaning and then I kicked him hard ten or twelve times. I think I broke a rib or two and I know that his stones were going to take a long time to recover.
He was in a bathrobe and his clothes were folded and lying on a chair. I went over and got his wallet out of his pants. I dumped the contents on the table and went through them. I copied down all of the information on his driver's license. As I was doing that I noticed him struggling trying to get up so I went over and kicked him in the head and he went back down. I went back to going through his wallet and I found a picture of a very beautiful woman with two kids. I put the picture in my pocket.
I went back over to him and drug him over to the bathtub and horsed him into it and then turned on the shower full cold. I ran cold water on him until he was aware enough to hear me.
"Are you right or left handed?"
"What?" he mumbled.
"Easy enough question. Are you right or left handed?"
"Why? What are you doing?"
"I want to know which arm to break."
"Go away" he whined, "I hurt. I need a doctor."
"You aren't hurting enough as far as I'm concerned. I'm giving my hands a rest before I start pounding on you some more. After which I'm going to break your arm and then you can go see a doctor."
He started to push himself up and I backhanded him and his head went back and banged into the wall. He slid back down into the tub and I said:
"You aren't going anywhere Daniel; at least not until I am through with you."
He sniffed and whined "Why are you doing this to me? I don't even know you."
"No, but you know my wife and in fact you know her a lot better than I'm happy with."
"Your wife?"
"Oh come on Daniel; you can't have forgotten her already. She's only been gone from here for about twenty minutes."
I saw the understanding take place across his face and then a trace of fear in his eyes.
"Here's the thing Daniel. I have this ingrained thing about violence toward women. It is just something that I can't do, but I have all of this pent up rage inside of me over what the two of you have been doing to me and it has to come out. Since I just can't hit a woman I can't touch Adrianna therefore you have to take the full brunt of my anger. Surely you can understand that. Now, back to my question. Are you right or left handed? Because even though I'm extremely pissed at you right now I still want you to be able to feed yourself and brush your teeth. That will make you appreciate your arms that much more which will in turn make you to not ever want to have both of them broken at the same time and that is what will happen to you if you ever speak to Adrianna again. Now -- which arm?"
"Please man no. Don't hurt me any more. I won't ever see her or talk to her again. I swear it."
"I don't know Daniel. You have caused me a lot of hurt and I feel the crying need to get back at you."
I took the picture of the women with the two kids out of my pocket and showed it to him.
"How about instead of breaking an arm I get on an airplane and fly to Akron? While I'm there I can stop by 543 Meyers Court and pay this lady and the two kids a visit and share with them the anger I have over what you have been doing with my wife."
"Oh man God no. Please don't do that. It would kill her."
"Yes, but then she would have a whole lot of anger and she would take it out on you and really Daniel that is what this is all about. Making you suffer."
"No man, come on, please. Please leave her out of this. Go ahead and break my arm, but please leave her out of this."
"You would take a broken arm to keep your wife from suffering? Maybe you do have a redeeming quality or two. Tell you what I'll do Daniel. I'll settle for what I've already done to you, but there is a price. You agree to it and I'll get up and leave, your wife will never know and you won't suffer any more physical damage."
"I'll pay it. I'll do it. Whatever it is I'll do it just please leave my wife out of it"
"Okay, but you need to understand that if you backslide on the deal your wife finds out everything and in addition I'll put you in a wheel chair. You understand?"
"I told you I'll do it. I promise. I'll do it."
"Okay Daniel, here is the deal. You will never see Adrianna again. You will never speak to her again. You will not email her; send her a letter or a post card or a smoke signal. There will be absolutely no contact between the two of you ever again. Are we clear on that?"
"Yes. I understand."
"One more time. No contact in any way, shape, matter or form. If she calls you you will immediately hang up without speaking a word to her. If she sends you an email you will instantly delete it without reading it. If you get a letter you will toss it in the wastebasket without opening it. If she approaches you on the street you will turn and run -- not walk Daniel, but run -- in the opposite direction. And lastly, she will never know we had this little talk. Are we clear on all of this?"
"Yes sir. Perfectly clear."
"You need to know that I will be watching and if I catch even a hint that you are not living up to your end I will know. Just like I knew about last night and tonight. I'll know and I promise you that if you ever see me again it will not be in the least pleasant."
I got up and left his room. I knew that he could call the cops, but then his wife would find out and it seemed that he did not want that.
+++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Ri was waiting up for me. "Where have you been? I was worried when I got home and you weren't here and I couldn't reach you on your cell."
"Something came up at work and I had to work late. I drove over to your office to meet you so we could stop somewhere for a drink before we came home, but all the lights were off so I guessed that you had already headed home."
I saw something in her eyes when I said that and I'm guessing it was something like "Oh shit!" but then the look changed to something that was probably relief as she realized she had just dodged a bullet.
That night she was as passionate as always and I wondered at it. It didn't matter if Daniel was in town or not the level of her passion was always the same. She always behaved as if she couldn't get enough. I fell asleep wondering if I had solved the problem.
The next night Ri was home by seven and when I told her I hadn't expected her for hours she told me that things had all come together and they finished quicker than they expected. The others wanted to go out and have a drink or two to celebrate, but she begged off.
"I'd much rather be at home with you."
I got the story the next day when the detective called with his report. Daniel had checked out at eight, caught the hotel shuttle to the airport where he boarded to 10:10 flight to Akron. He was walking with a limp and seemed to be favoring his right side.
Adrianna got off work at her regular time and walked over to the lounge. Daniel wasn't there so she sat down and ordered a drink while she waited for him. After twenty minutes she took out her cell and made a call, but apparently got no answer. Fifteen minutes later she tried the phone again, but still didn't talk to anyone. She waited another ten minutes and then she walked over to the hotel. She used the house phone to make a call and didn't get an answer so she walked over the desk and spoke to the clerk and found out that Mr. Martin had checked out. She went back to the lounge, had one more drink and tried her cell twice more and then she had come home.
+++++++++++++++
It has been a little over eight years now and during that time Ri has not had to work any special projects that cause her to work late or on the weekends. I keep a pretty close eye on her and she has done nothing to make me even slightly suspicious. She still spoils me rotten and tries to fuck me to death three or four times a week.
Maybe some day when we are old and gray I might ask her about Daniel and her relationship with him and depending on my mood and the situation I might even tell her how I ended it.
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I've finally had to admit to myself that I'm a coward. Oh, it's always been there but I've never admitted it. As a kid I always ran away from fights and said that discretion was the better part of valor. As an adult I walked away from things and said I was being a mature and sensible, but I can't hide it anymore. I'm a coward.
I had been out of work for almost eight months because of the faltering economy. I had papered the city with applications and resumes, but hadn't received one call. I was working three part time jobs trying to hold things together and my wife Glenda worked and between the two of us we were just barely hanging on. Our personal life pretty much sucked because of constant arguments over money and an almost absolute lack of sex because of the hours I was working. Glenda had a nine to five job so she was gone from seven-thirty to around six. I worked the counter in a convenience store from three in the afternoon till eleven at night so she was asleep when I got home. I slept from the time I got home until three when I got up to go and deliver newspapers. I threw two routes so I didn't get home until after Glenda had already left for work. The only time we saw each other was on the weekend, but even then my third part time job, flipping burgers, got in the way and when we were finally home together I just flat couldn't stay awake.
About five months into that eight-month period I began to suspect that Glenda was having an affair, but what could I do about it? Nothing, at least not without taking a chance that a confrontation would end our marriage. So I just worked my ass off trying to hold my little world together and all the while hoping that I wouldn't lose Glenda to somebody else.
++++++++++++++++++
The call came out of the blue and it came from a company that I hadn't even sent a resume to. I was asked if I would be interested in coming in for an interview and when I said I would they scheduled me for one and told me to be prepared to spend a full eight hours with them on that day. I was there at eight on the dot and was given a bunch of forms to fill out. When I handed them back to the receptionist I was given a slip to take to Sleepy Hollow Clinic where I was given a complete physical, including an EKG, and had blood taken for God only knows how many tests. Then I was sent back to the company offices where I was given a battery of tests that took almost three hours to complete and then I was sent out to sit in the lobby and wait for the interviewer to summon me. Finally at three in the afternoon I was told to report to Mr. Simpson in room 103 for the formal interview. Simpson introduced himself and then got right to the point.
"You are probably asking yourself why the physical and all the testing before we even talked to you. The answer is that we all ready know that you have something that we want and that you possess the experience and qualifications that we want. We have not even considered that you might say no when we make you the job offer. Our compensation and benefits package is such that only an idiot would say no. The reason for all the tests and the physical was to see if you were physically and mentally capable of fitting in here. We are what is sometimes referred to as a 'first tier' Japanese style company. What that means is that we follow the original Japanese style - employment with us is lifetime. In rough times you may be reduced to sweeping floors, at no loss in pay I might add, or even be sent to the boss's house to wash and wax his car. But once in never out unless you quit of your own accord or you die. So you can see that we want to know everything about you that there is to know before we make you part of our group."
He went on to explain the job, the benefits and the compensation package and he was right - only an idiot would have turned it down. Simpson asked when I could start and I told him that I needed to give two weeks notice where I was working. He frowned, "We had rather hoped that you would start immediately." I told him that I would like to, but that I had to be fair to the people I worked for. I wasn't sure, but from his facial expression I thought that I might just have passed some sort of test.
++++++++++++++++++
I gave my notice, worked it out and then went to work at my new job. I loved it! It was work that I had been trained to do and work that I was good at. Once I started working regular hours and decent paychecks started coming in things got a whole lot better at home. Glenda and I began to have a sex life again, but in the back of my mind I couldn't shake the idea that Glenda was still having her affair. She always had to work late on Thursday nights to get the payroll out, or so she said, and Tuesday night was her night to stop after work and have drinks with the girls she worked with. But she would never have sex with me on those two nights and I suspected that those were the nights when she met her lover. Again, I was afraid to confront her so I convinced myself that it would be best to leave things alone. I convinced myself that now that I had only one job and would be home all the time Glenda wouldn't need a lover and that she would eventually break off the affair.
Six months went by and things were going well and then one afternoon Simpson called me into his office and invited Glenda and me to a party being held at the boss's house. I told Glenda to go out and buy a new dress for the party since I wanted us to make a good impression. She came home with a simple black cocktail dress that came down to mid-thigh and a pair of black pumps in the style called Come Fuck Me's. A single strand of peals completed the outfit and Glenda looked stunning - sexy, but elegant and I was never prouder than when we walked in the front door of the boss's house and every man there looked at Glenda and wished she were his. Simpson met us at the door, "Good, you're here. I need to talk with you in the den" and he handed Glenda off to Bob Markowitz from Accounting.
"Bob will see to getting your wife a drink and getting her introduced around. Follow me to the den."
In the den he offered me a seat and then he said, "You've been with us, what, a little over six months now? Would it be fair to say that you like your job?"
I assured him that I did.
"Have you considered the downside of working for this company?"
I told him that I wasn't aware that there was a downside.
"Oh but there is dear boy. Consider this - everyone knows of our policy of lifetime employment and that no one leaves us unless they quit or die. Imagine what they would think if we suddenly up and fired somebody. They would be forced to think that there was something drastically wrong with whomever we let go. They would suspect him of every evil thing under the sun and he would never work in the industry again. And of course there is a lot of communication between our industry and other industries. Can you see what I mean?"
I told him that I saw what he meant, "But why are you telling me all of this?"
"So you will know what to expect if we were to let you go."
"I don't understand."
"It's very simple dear boy. Several of us are going to fuck your wife tonight. It is going to happen whether you like it or not. Your choice is to not make a fuss and continue your lifetime employment with us or you can be difficult and we will let you go and you can spend the rest of your life flipping burgers. So, there you have it. I once told you that we came after you because you had something that we wanted. That something was your wife. She has certain qualities that the company can use in our business. She is quite beautiful and she is a slut - perfect for being the company whore. Tonight will only be the first of many for her, but I'm sure she won't mind."
I sat there flabbergasted at what he was saying. Simpson saw the expression on my face and went on:
"Surely you must know that Glenda isn't a faithful little wife? We learned of her through her boss who just happens to be my brother. Glenda has fucked every man who works in the office with her and you can usually find her on her back in a motel on Thursday nights and on the back seat of a car in the bar parking lot on Tuesdays. And your Glenda is partial to gangbangs. Just the girl we need to take care of some of our better customers. So, why don't you just run on home now and we will call you in the morning and you can come and collect her."
++++++++++++++++
I was sitting on the couch in the living room thinking about what Simpson had told me. In my mind I had known what Glenda was doing on Tuesdays and Thursday, even if I wouldn't admit it to myself, but I had never even begun to think that it was anything but one lover. Gangbangs? Sweet Jesus Christ! I had wisely (and cowardly) left my meeting with Simpson and come straight home. True, I had abandoned Glenda, but why should I risk lifetime employment for a slut who had been fucking around on me? I had considered that Simpson might have been lying to me about Glenda, but then how would he have known about Tuesday and Thursday? No, Simpson knew what he was talking about.
I also thought about the last thing that Simpson had said to me before I left the bosses house:
"We need for her to have a certain degree of respectability old boy, so do not do anything silly when you get her home. Work it out as best you can, but divorce is quite out of the question. Now be a good boy and run along. I must be getting back to the party."
Was I just going to sit back and let Simpson and the company higher ups dictate to me how I was going to live my life? Yes I was. Why? Because I'm a coward. All that's left for me to do now is wait for the phone call telling me to come and pick up Glenda.
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Harry had been my best friend for so long that it was hard for me to sometimes remember how far back we went. I'm pretty sure that it was around the second grade, but it might have been the first. He lived three doors down from me and we started walking to school together in the morning and then home again after school. We played together after school and on the weekends and as we grew older the bonds became tighter.
When we were thirteen the Ellsworth brothers took his bike and I went with him to get it back. I got a black eye out of the deal, but I broke Burt Ellsworth nose and we did get Harry's bike back. When we were fourteen I got it a fight with Ronnie Liss over something I said to his sister and I was cleaning his clock until his cousin Sam jumped in to help him. Harry waded in and took care of Sammy while I finished with Ronnie. Harry had my back and I had his.
When we started dating we double dated a lot and we even swapped dates a time or two. We went out for football and Harry was a pretty good quarterback and as the center I made it my mission to keep tacklers off of him and I did it with some degree of success. We also went out for basketball and during one game a guy blindsided me while I was taking a jump shot and Harry was on him before I hit the floor. The two were thrown out of the game, but it was another case of Harry having my back.
We went to college together and it was there that he met Mary Ellen Baker and fell ass end over tea kettle in love with her. They dated, became close, he proposed, she accepted and three months later at a party later Harry caught her when she sneaked off to a bedroom and was fucking another guy. I was the one who took him, got him drunk and convinced him that she was a worthless piece of shit and in general helped him through the bad time. He was there for me when my mom and dad were killed by a drunk driver and he was my best man when I married Suellen Foster.
For over twenty years Harry had been my best friend and confidant. Given that I could only wonder at how my best friend could do what he did.
++++++++++++++++++++
I met Suellen in my sophomore year at State. It was the first day of the term and my first class of the day was Managerial Economics. I walked into room 116 at Thornton Hall and found an empty seat. I sat down and then looked at the girl sitting next to me and my heart did flip flops. She was easily the most beautiful girl I have ever seen. She looked at me and smiled and I was lost.
I had never seen her before and I knew nothing about her. A quick look at her left hand showed no ring, but that didn't mean that she didn't have a boyfriend and in fact, as good as she looked, it was a damned good bet that she did have one. The British Army has a unit, the SAS, and the unit motto is "He who dares wins" and I had adopted that as my creed. At the end of the class I turned to her and said:
"You may already have a boyfriend, but on the slim chance that you don't my name is Rob Foreman and I would like to apply for the position."
She laughed and said, "My next class isn't until eleven so between now and then I will be conducting interviews at the cafeteria in the Student Union. There are quite a few applicants and the interview schedule is pretty tight, but I may be able to squeeze you in" and she got up and left. I had another class in ten minutes, but a man has to have his priorities straight so I ditched the class and hurried to catch up with the gorgeous redhead.
"So tell me Mr. Foreman just why do you think you qualify for the position?"
"I'm dependable, hard working, fairly intelligent and have a pretty decent sense of humor. I'm physically fit and have been told that I'm reasonably attractive, but I will concede that I may have been lied to about that. But I think the biggest thing I can bring to the table is that a beautiful green-eyed redhead can totally own me and make me her willing slave. I'm told that some women like that in a man."
"Well it all looks good on paper, but I will need to do an in the field evaluation. The only opening I have is tonight."
"I can do tonight. I will have to cancel half a dozen things, but I can do tonight."
I picked her up at six-thirty and we had dinner at Geogio's and then I took her to see a movie. When I took her home and walked her to her door she said:
"As field evaluations go you did reasonably well. I think that I may just take a chance on you, but you need to know up front that you will be on probation and can be let go at any time."
"How long is the probation period?"
"It is indefinite. If you can accept that then the position is yours."
We kissed on the third date, steamed up the windows of my car on the fourth, fifth and sixth. I had her over to my apartment and fixed us dinner on the seventh and then we made out on the couch for hours. We both knew where we were headed and on the eighth I made the move. She said:
"I'm not a virgin Rob."
"Neither am I."
"I didn't expect it to happen this soon so I'm not ready. I'm not on the pill and I don't have my diaphragm with me and please don't insult my intelligence by telling me that you will pull out."
"I can wait. In fact I'll wait until we are married if you want."
"No need to go that far. Marriage is not in my immediate plans. Besides, don't I have to be asked first? And even then isn't a "yes" required?"
"We have only been seeing each other for a month, but it has been long enough for me to decide that I've found the one I want."
"Take it slow Rob; I'm in no great hurry."
On the ninth date I asked Suellen what she wanted to do and she said:
"Go to your apartment."
"I wasn't expecting that so the refrigerator is empty."
"As long as your bedroom isn't as cold as your fridge we will be okay."
++++++++++++++++++
That set the tone for our relationship. Almost every date after that ended up in the bedroom at my apartment and the more time I spent with Suellen the more I was sure that I had found my life partner.
Unfortunately Suellen didn't feel the same way. She said that I was "her man" but she wasn't ready to commit to the long term. We went to Cabo for spring break and I spent half of my time there poised to fight all the assholes that hovered around Suellen when she was on the beach in her bikini. In fact I did punch out one guy who got a little too carried away. When I objected to his putting his hands on her and he said, "Back off little man. The lady needs to see what a real man can do for her" I lost it. It was a good thing I was pulled off the asshole because the way I was going I probably would have killed him. I almost got in a tiff with Suellen over it when she said in a sarcastic tone of voice:
"My hero. Did it not occur to you that I'm a big girl now and I can take care of myself?"
"Hey" I responded, "You want some strange asshole to run his hands all over you just tell me and I'll go the fuck away and leave you alone, but I'm not about to stand around while some asshole messes with the girl I am with. I will not have everybody who is watching thinking that I'm a fucking wimp."
Suellen saw that she had touched a nerve and she quickly turned lovey-dovey on me. The rest of the break passed without incident. Suellen drew plenty admiring glances, but the guys gave her a wide berth when I was around.
++++++++++++++++
Things ran along nicely until summer vacation. Suellen told me that she was going back to Texas to spend the summer with her family. I knew she was from out of state, but somehow had overlooked the fact that she would leave when the term was over. We would be apart for over two months and I wasn't very happy about it, but there wasn't anything that I could do. I told her that I would probably come down and visit her and she told me to call well in advance.
"My mom was talking about us making a trip to visit my Aunt Mae and I wouldn't want you showing up and me being in Oregon."
I called her once or twice a week for the first month and then I made the phone call that changed things and not for the better. Every other time I called Suellen had been the one to answer the phone. Then I made a call that was answered by her mother. Apparently to her mother on the phone I sounded like someone she knew.
"Hello?"
"Hi. Is Suellen there?"
"No she isn't Harvey. She and Jake went to the lake for the weekend. I think he is going to propose. You want to leave a message?"
"No thanks; I'll call back next week."
"Okay Harvey; say hello to your mom and dad for me."
I wondered if when Jake proposed Suellen would give him the same song and dance she gave me about not being ready for a long term relationship. I stewed over that phone call until Monday and then I called again.
"Hello?"
"Hi. Is Suellen there?"
"Oh hi Harvey. No she isn't. She and Jake are off somewhere and I don't expect her back until Sunday or Monday. How are your parents?"
"Fine. They said to say hi."
"You want to leave a message?"
"No thanks. I'll call back later."
Except I didn't. I put Suellen out of my mind and got on with my life.
Three weeks went by and then I got a call from Suellen.
"You haven't called."
"Didn't want to interfere."
"Interfere with what?"
"I expected that you would be busy making plans for the wedding and I didn't want to intrude."
"Plans for the wedding? What are you talking about?"
"I did call Suellen. I called twice. Do you know a guy called Harvey?"
"Yes."
"Well apparently I sound a lot like him on the phone; at least I did to your mother. When I asked if you were home she told me no, that you and Jake had gone to the lake for the weekend and that Jake was going to propose. I called a couple of days later on a Monday and she apparently thought it was Harvey again and when I asked for you she told me that you and Jake had gone off somewhere and she didn't expect you back for a week or so. I wish you and Jake the best. Have good life. Bye."
A minute after I hung up the phone rang again and again it was Suellen. When I heard her voice I disconnected the call and left the phone off the hook.
++++++++++++++++++
A few words about me here. When my mom and dad were killed by the drunk driver I came into quite a bit of money. Dad had a two hundred fifty thousand dollar life insurance policy the policy had a double indemnity clause in case of accidental death. He also had a fifty thousand dollar policy at work as part of his benefit package and my mom had a thirty-five thousand dollar policy where she worked. Add to that the drunk driver was on the job and driving a company vehicle when he hit my parents and the settlement I received from his company after attorney fee was in the high six figures. That is why I was able to have my own apartment while in college and drive a new car. I did not need to work, but I wanted to. The money I had was set aside for the future and I fully intended to work following graduation.
I had gotten a job as a summer intern at an insurance company and following my phone conversation with Suellen I buried myself in the job. I bought an answering machine to screen my phone calls. I kept myself busy during the day with the job and spent the evenings shooting pool and playing darts with Harry and some other friends. It was Harry's turn now to tell me what a bitch Suelllen was and how I was better off with her gone from my life. Harry was more than happy to do it because he had never liked Suellen. Maybe it was because she made no secret of the fact that she thought he was an obnoxious idiot.
I wasn't ready for it when I got home from work on a Friday after having a few beers with Harry to find Suellen sitting on my doorstep.
"What are you doing here?"
"You won't answer your phone so how else am I going to talk to you?"
"Did you not consider that since you couldn't get in touch with me that I didn't want to talk to you?"
"Doesn't matter if you want to talk to me or not; I want to talk to you. Bad enough to haul my butt up here three weeks before classes start."
"I don't understand why."
"Because we have something special Rob and I don't want to lose it."
"That doesn't make sense Suellen. If you thought we had something special what the hell were you doing going on romantic weekends with another guy."
"I wouldn't call it a romantic weekend."
"Not what your mother told me. She seemed pretty happy that you and good old Jake went off to spend the weekend at the lake so good old Jake could propose."
"He did propose and I said no."
"That doesn't take away from the fact that you did go off to spend the weekend with him."
"I felt that I owed it to him."
"You owed it to him?"
"Please try to understand Rob. Jake was my boyfriend all through high school and it was more or less expected that we would get married when we graduated, but I wanted college. Jake didn't. His future was already set. He would be working for his father and eventually he would take over running his family's ranch. Jake has been home patiently waiting for me to finish so I would come home and marry him, but I met you and Jake was history. I needed to let him know that and I needed to do it gently. When he asked me to go to the lake with him I figured that it would be the perfect opportunity to end things. We were able to part friends."
"What about the week you were gone with him?"
"I wasn't with just him. There were five of us. His dad sold a hundred head of cattle and we moved them to Kansas City."
"Did you have sex with him while you were there?"
"Can we go inside and talk about this? I don't need your neighbors listening in."
I unlocked the door and she followed me in. She took a seat on the couch and I said:
"The question was di...:"
"I know, I know; did I sleep with him. The answer is yes. All it was was saying goodbye and thanks for all the good years we had."
"So why are you here Suellen? What are you expecting?"
"I'm not expecting anything, but I am hoping that you will say that you understand."
"And this Jake is totally history? No more visits with him when you go home to visit?"
"It is over Rob."
I sat there looking at her in silence and then she said, "Let's go to bed Rob; I'll show you just how much I've missed you and how much you mean to me."
She started to get up but stopped when I said, "Can't do that Suellen. Have you ever heard the expression that when you have sex with someone you are having sex with everyone that someone had sex with? I don't know this Jake and I have no idea of what or who he might have been doing while you were up here. I won't sleep with you until you can show me a complete bill of health from your doctor."
Her face turned ugly and she snapped, "That was a rotten thing to say to me. I never knew you were a bastard" and she got up to leave. As she was heading for the door I said:
"You never knew because until now you never put me in a position where I needed to be one. Don't forget Suellen; you are the one who opened your legs for another man. I had nothing to do with it."
The door slammed and I went into the kitchen and fixed myself a bite to eat.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work I was asked to take an out of town trip to work on a project and I said I'd do it. We were gone two weeks and when I got home my answering machine had fourteen messages from Suellen asking me to call her. I thought about it and then decided not to. It was over between us and all that would come out of talking to her is that I would end up depressed.
However I wasn't given any choice in the matter. The second day that I was home there was a knock on the door and when I opened it I found Suellen standing there.
"May I come in?"
I stepped aside and she walked in. I closed the door and turned to find her standing there. She had a piece of paper in her hand and she handed it to me.
"When I left here Rob I was as mad as a wet hen. I told myself I would go and get the damned tests and then come back and hand the report to you and tell you to wipe your ass with it. Then I was going to spit in your face and walk out."
"I think I hear a "but" in there."
"When I got the results I was told that I had a mild case of gonorrhea. I guess Jake didn't spend all of his time just waiting for me. I'm on antibiotics and it should be cleared up in a couple of weeks. I'm sorry Rob. I never meant to screw things up so badly."
She stepped by me and was reaching for the door handle, but before she could turn the knob I made a snap decision that would end up having far reaching consequences as far as my life was concerned.
"Where are you going?"
"I need to get out of here before I start crying."
"Don't go."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Five weeks later Suellen moved in with me and we lived as man and wife until we graduated and then we made it official. The only bad part of our relationship was Suellen's animosity toward Harry and nothing I said or did ever got her to change her attitude. It came to a head with our wedding. Suellen was adamant that Harry not be a member of the wedding party and I was just as adamant that Harry was going to be my best man. I finally laid it out for her.
"Harry has been a part of my life for almost twenty years. He is my best friend and he will be a part of my life for the next twenty or however many more years I have. Get used to it; it is not going to change."
She wasn't happy, but I think she knew if she pushed it any harder that the wedding would end up being cancelled.
The next eight years were good ones. We both got jobs in our chosen professions and settled into marriage. We both decided early on that we didn't want to have kids so I had myself snipped so we wouldn't have to mess with birth control pills, diaphragms or condoms. We both put our energies into our jobs and began the corporate ladder climb.
We bought a house and had an in ground pool installed. We had a lot of friends and we made a lot more and we entertained a lot. Our love life was great. We would hear that things would slack off as we grew older and became more and more used to each other, but that didn't happen to us. We were still making love four and five times a week even in our eighth year of marriage.
Life was everything that I could have wished for.
++++++++++++++++
I doubt that I will ever forget the date. It was Tuesday the eighth of June and the day before my birthday.
I had dropped my car off at the dealer because of a factory recall and Suellen had followed me to the dealership, picked me up and dropped me off at work. Two hours into the day Hal called me into his office and asked me to fly to St. Louis and get a contract signed. He said that it would just be a quick overnight and I'd be home in time to celebrate my birthday.
I called Suellen and had her meet me for lunch and then drive me home so I could pack a bag for the overnight trip and then she drove me to the airport. As she dropped me off she said:
"You better make sure that you get back tomorrow. I have a special present for you."
I kissed her goodbye and headed inside to begin the stupid ritual of taking off my shoes, emptying my pockets and shuffling through the line. Twenty minutes before my flight was due to be called I got a call from Hal.
"Never mind going to St. Louis. Albertson just called and he has to come to town tomorrow for an emergency meeting and he will sign the contract while he is here. Take tomorrow off and enjoy your birthday."
I decided not to bother Suellen and caught the airport shuttle to the downtown Hilton and then took a cab from there home. I was in the basement working on a custom computer desk that I was making when I heard the garage door opener start to run. I looked at my watch and was surprised to see how late it was. I had planned on having dinner ready when Suellen got home, but somehow time had gotten away from me.



I grabbed a rag and cleaned my hands and then headed for the stairs. I heard Suellen laughing as she came through the connecting door to the garage and then I heard:
"Are you sure this is all right?"
"Don't worry. I took him to the airport myself."
"I can't help it. I still think we should have used a motel."
"What? And pass up a chance to do this on my own bed? Come on baby; you know you want to do me on my own bed."
I stood there frozen on the bottom step. I was too stunned to move. It couldn't be! It just couldn't be! I shook it off and then started up the steps and then stopped. What was I going to do? Suddenly a calm came over me. This was quite obviously not their first time so there was no need to hurry up the steps and break things up. I already knew more than enough to know what the outcome was going to be so there was no hurry. Besides, I'd like to see the looks on their faces when I walked in on them. I'd give them some time to get into it before I made my appearance.
I gave them ten minutes and then I went up the stairs. I could hear them as I approached the bedroom.
"That's it baby, push it hard; push it hard and deep. God you feel so good in me."
"Better than your hubby?"
"Oh God yes baby, much better. You fill me up so much better."
"I can't get over how tight you are. He must have a dick the size of a pencil."
"Forget him baby; fuck me. Fuck me and make me cum."
Neither one of them saw me come through the door, but when I said, "He won't forget me. He will remember me for the rest of his worthless fucking life" both turned to look in my direction and I saw fear on both of their faces. I moved quickly to the bed and pulled Harry off of my wife and then I proceeded to stomp the living shit out of him while Suellen screamed and tried to cover up.
Harry was unconscious on the floor and I was kicking him in the ribs and balls when Suellen grabbed me and tried to pull me away.
"Stop it! Stop it Rob. You're killing him."
I lashed out and hit her with a backhand across the face and she stumbled back, tripped and fell to the floor as I gave Harry a couple more kicks. I bent and grabbed his ankles and pulled him from the room and down the stairs. I had the satisfaction of seeing his head bang on each step as I drug him down the stairs. When I got him to the front door I opened it and pulled him out to the center of the lawn and then I left him there and went back into the house. I locked all the doors so he couldn't get into the house and then I spotted Suellen's purse sitting on the table. I got her car keys out and hit the little red "panic" button on the keyless entry device and the horn on her car started blaring. It was in the garage, but it was still plenty loud enough that it would eventually draw attention. I wondered what the neighbors would do when they saw a naked man lying on my front lawn.
I headed up the stairs to take care of Suellen. She had pulled on some sweats and was sitting on the side of the bed sniffling when I walked into the bedroom.
"Don't say a fucking word you whore; not one fucking word. All you have to do is listen and do what I tell you. Pack what you need for a few days and then get your worthless cheating ass out of this house. I will pack the rest of your shit and put it in the garage and you can come and get it the day after tomorrow. I'll give you thirty minutes to pack and get out. If you are still here thirty-one minutes from now I will physically remove you." I looked at my watch and said, "Time is running. Better get a move on."
I went downstairs and looked out the front window. Harry was curled up in the fetal position with both hands over his crotch and there were two of my neighbors standing on the sidewalk looking at him. I went to the kitchen, got a beer and then sat down and started to make a list of what I was going to have to do. I'd just finished my beer when the front doorbell rang. I got up to go see who it was and as I passed the front window I saw a police car sitting outside with the lights flashing. I pushed the button to silence Suellen's car horn and then I opened the door. There were to cops standing there. I did not unlock the screen door and ask them in.
"Sir, what can you tell us about the naked man in your yard?"
"What? A naked man in my yard?"
I looked out, but I didn't see Harry so I said, "I don't see a naked man in my yard."
"We have him in the back of the squad car. Are you saying that you know nothing about how a naked man came to be in your yard?"
"No idea officer. You might ask the people three doors down. They throw some pretty wild parties. He might be one of theirs."
"Sir, it is a crime to impede an investigation. Are you positive that you know nothing about this?"
"Well now that I think about it he just might be the man I caught in bed with my wife."
"And what did you do to him?"
"Why nothing of course. He panicked when I walked in on them and he ran, tripped and fell down the stairs and then he ran outside. I assumed that he jumped in his car and left. I had no idea that he had collapsed in my yard. I was too busy with my wife to pay him any attention."
"And how is your wife?"
"She is an emotional wreck as you might imagine."
"Did you do any thing physical to her?"
"Of course not."
"We would like to come inside and verify that she is all right."
"I'm sorry, but unless you have a warrant I'm not letting you in the house."
"Sir, I must insist."
"Insist away, but you are not coming in without a warrant. If you want to see how she is go sit in your car." I looked at my watch. "I gave her half an hour to pack a bag and get out. She has five minutes to go. You can check her out when she leaves the house."
"You realize that it makes us wonder why you don't want us in your house."
"I'll tell you why. I don't trust you. In this day and age the man always gets fucked over by the courts and the cops where something involving a woman is concerned. I'm not going to give you people the least little bit of leeway. Now I need to get upstairs and make sure that she isn't trying to pack something she shouldn't."
I closed the door on them. I hollered up the steps:
"Times up Suellen."
She appeared at the top of the stairs with two suitcases and I went back into the kitchen and got myself another beer. Suellen came into the room and started to set the suitcase down and I said:
"Don't! Just get the fuck out."
"We need to talk Rob."
"No we don't Suellen. I heard enough while you were in the bedroom playing and old pencil dick doesn't want to hear another fucking word out of you."
She teared up, but picked up her suitcases and went out into the garage. I heard the garage door open and I walked into the living room and watched her back down the drive. The cops got out of their car and stopped her and I turned and went upstairs and ripped the sheets off the bed and put clean ones on it. When I next looked outside Suellen and the police were gone.
Suellen tried several times a week to call me, but I wouldn't take her calls and she finally gave up. She didn't fight the divorce.
Harry must have felt that he had his beating coming because he never pressed charges. He did make sure that he stayed out of my way. Twice I saw him at a bar and he got up and left as soon as he saw me.
About a month before the divorce was final Hal asked me if I would be willing to relocate to Kansas City to run our office there and I said yes. I was in Kansas City the day my divorce became final and I went out and tied one on. My head hurt in the morning, but I felt that it was worth it.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next three years skated by and then I got a call from Hal. He was going to retire and he wanted to know if I would come back and take his job. Vice President of Operations? Damned straight I'd take his job.
So there I was, three years after the meltdown of my marriage, back in the town where Suellen and Harry still lived. I would have thought that they would have gotten together after the divorce was final, but I guess that they never had. I heard that Harry was married and I heard that Suellen had stayed single. The word was that she dated from time to time, but never got serious with anybody.
I eased into my new job and when I was settled in I went looking for a place to live. I knew that in my new position I would entertain a lot so I was looking for a suitable place. I found a four bedroom on two acres with an in ground swimming pool and a tennis court and by paying cash I got it for a pretty damned good price.
I reconnected with friends and started hitting the places I used to frequent. Occasionally I saw Harry at one of them and as soon as he saw me he would leave. I'd been back just a hair short of two months and I was sitting in Haggard's ye Olde Bar and Grille. Not a misprint. That was the name of the place. The sign actually read "ye Olde Bar and Grille." Anyway, I was sitting at the bar nursing a Pabst Blue Ribbon and watching the ball game on the TV when a fine looking dark haired beauty took the bar stool next to mine, extended her hand and said:
"I'm Mellissa."
I took her hand and as I shook it I gave her my name and asked her if I could buy her a drink. She accepted and after taking her first sip of it she said:
"May I ask you a question?"
"I suppose, but I reserve the right not to answer."
She gazed at me intently for a moment and then she asked, "Why is my husband so afraid of you?"
"Not knowing who your husband is makes answering that question a bit difficult."
"Harry Wilson."
I took a closer look at her and said, "I'd heard that Harry had gotten married. I see that he did rather well for himself."
"Thank you for the compliment, but are you going to answer the question?"
"What makes you think that your husband is afraid of me?"
"Whenever you show up and we are there he suddenly has to get up and leave. If we are invited somewhere he won't go if he thinks you might be there and a couple of times I've even heard him ask if you were going to be there."
"I don't know that he is afraid of me; it may just be a case of his not having the balls to face me or it could be that he is just too embarrassed to be around me."
"The question is still why?"
"How long have you been married to him?"
"A year and a half."
"How long did you know him before you married him?"
"About six months."
"And in all that time you haven't heard about Harry and me?"
"Just that you have known each other for a long time."
I thought about it for a couple of seconds. I sure didn't owe Harry anything and I didn't know his wife at all so I didn't feel any need to hide things from her so I told her the whole story."
"That's kind of a cliché isn't it? I mean the wife and best friend thing."
"It is a cliché when you hear about it or read about it, but not when you live it."
"That's true I suppose, but back to my question. When you and Harry wind up in the same room you aren't going to go after him?"
"No. I've put the asshole behind me."
"What did you do to your wife?"
"Kicked her out and divorced her."
"Why didn't you beat on her? She was as much to blame as Harry."
"Well she did get a bruise when I backhanded her as she tried to pull me off Harry, but beating on women is just not something I can do."
"Did she ever tell you why?"
"No and I never asked. The why never mattered; only the doing mattered."
By then her drink was empty and I asked her if she would like another.
"Better not. If I sit here much longer I might give the impression that I'm trying to pick you up."
"To whom? I didn't see Harry here when I came in."
"Harry isn't here. I'm here with a bunch of girls I work with and they all have dirty minds. I wouldn't doubt that a couple of them all ready see the two of us bedding down."
"Well, for the record, if I were out looking tonight you would be what I was looking for. I'm partial to dark-haired beauties."
"And the fact that I'm Harry's wife wouldn't even enter into it, would it."
I had not had that thought at all, but when she said it I realized that what I would really love to do to get back at Harry was to use his wife as he had used mine and right then I decided that I was going to do my best to seduce Mellissa and then let Harry find out. As the first step in that seduction I did an "Aw shucks, who, me?" I looked Mellissa right in the eye and said:
"I would never stoop so low as to use a woman to get some petty revenge. When I go after a woman it is because I want that woman and not for any other reason. That said, you would still be at the top of the list. Nice meeting you Mellissa."
She left and went back to her friends and I had another drink before leaving and as I drove home I started making plans.
++++++++++++++++
The first thing I needed was information. The next morning I got out the Yellow Pages and picked out a detective agency. I called and made an appointment and that afternoon I gave them a check and turned them loose to find out everything there was to know about Mellissa Wilson.
Three weeks later I was sitting at my desk reading the report. A few things jumped out at me right away. She belonged to a gym and worked out three days a week after work and before she went home and she stopped at "ye Olde Bar and Grille about once a week with the girls she worked with. There was more about where she shopped and had her hair done and stuff like that, but none of that stuff would do me much good. There was a limit on how many times I could "accidently" bump into her at the store without her figuring things out. But the gym and "ye Olde Bar and Grille" showed promise.
I kept the detectives on Mellissa and concentrated on what I had to work with at the present time. First there was the gym. It wouldn't hurt me any to join and get myself back into shape while I worked on my plan to get back at Harry. I didn't want to run into Mellissa too soon or she might get the right idea as to why I was there. I joined and started going in every morning at five when it opened.
Meanwhile I started stopping in at "ye Olde" three or four times a week. That wouldn't seem strange to Mellissa because that is where she came up to me in the first place. She only came in occasionally with the girls she worked with, but I wanted to establish that I was a regular if she ever looked into it.
The second week after I started stopping she came in with four other girls. After she had been there about half an hour she noticed me sitting at the bar and came up to say hi. She looked around and then said:
"Pickings seem to be pretty slim tonight. Can I call on you if necessary?"
"Necessary to what?"
"We girls stop here to have a few drinks and relax after a hard day at the office. We like to dance and I don't see much in the way of dance partners here tonight. Can I call on you if necessary?"
"I'm not sure that would be such a good idea."
"Why not?"
"Because of my relationship with your husband."
"That is between you and him."
"He might not think that way."
"Too bad. I'm not asking you to go to bed with me; just a dance or two if none of the other guys here want to."
"Too bad. I just might agree to that first part."
"Don't be a pig."
I laughed and said, "You are the one who opened the door on that."
"You know what I meant."
"Yes, unfortunately I do."
"So, can I call on you if necessary?"
"No thanks. I have to watch myself real close when I'm around dark haired beauties. Maybe if I'm still here when the need arises I might dance with one of the girls you came in with."
She gave me a look I couldn't read and went back to her table. I finished my drink, had one more and then I left and went home.
+++++++++++++
I waited two weeks and then I made sure that I was in the gym working out when Mellissa got off work and came in. I was halfway through my set on the leg press when she walked up to me.
"This is getting to be too much of a coincidence. First the bar and now here."
"What does that mean?"
"I'm starting to think you have set your sights on me."
"Well I did mention that I had an affinity for dark haired beauties and I did say that you would be at the top of the list if it wasn't for who you are married to, but you are an untouchable as far as I'm concerned."
"I'm not sure that I believe you. You seem to show up where I'm at a lot lately."
"No, you seem to show up a lot where I am. If you check with the bartender at Haggard's you will find out that I stop in there almost every night when I get off work and as far as this gym is concerned I didn't even know that you worked out here. I'm usually here every morning at five when they open the doors and I do my workout and take a shower before going to work. I'm only here this afternoon because I couldn't make it this morning. You are a good looking woman Mellissa, but don't flatter yourself. As long as you are married to Harry I'm not the least little bit interested in you."
I could almost read her mind when I said that. The look on her face said that she didn't believe me and I would have bet that the thoughts in her head right at that moment were "Oh yeah? We might just have to see about that."
Two days later when I walked up to the door of the gym at five in the morning I saw Mellissa standing there with her gym bag. I put on a half assed smile and gave a little chuckle and she said:
"And just what is that supposed to mean?"
"I seem to remember a recent conversation about who seems to show up at a lot of places."
"Is that what you think? That I'm here because you said that you were always here at this time?"
I just looked at her and shrugged.
"It just so happens that I have something to do after work tonight and so I won't be able to come in. I decided to do my workout this morning instead."
"If you say so."
Before she could reply Nancy was unlocking the door to let us in. I didn't look directly at Mellissa while I worked out, but I kept track of her out of the corner of my eye and she rarely took her eyes off of me. I didn't think she really had an interest in me. I think it was probably more of a "How can he say he isn't interested in me" attitude. I'd spiked her pride and she had to prove me wrong. Or maybe I was wrong. Maybe she was just there to satisfy herself that I hadn't been lying to her when I said that I was there every morning. That brought up the question of why it was important for her to know that.
It wasn't going the way I thought my seduction of her would go, but I wasn't about to press forward with my plan if she was going to keep on going the way she was going. I might have been wrong, but I was beginning to think that Mellissa had an agenda. I decided to sit back and see what she was up to. I could always return to my plan.
+++++++++++++++
Things kicked up a notch the next morning when Mellissa showed up at the gym the next morning at five.
"I didn't know it was so un-crowded and quiet in the morning."
I didn't say anything; just gave a sort of half-assed smile that said I didn't believe her. Again, as I had the previous day, I kept her in the corner of my eye and she always seemed to be watching me. I had no idea what she was up to, but she was up to something. She was interested in me for some reason and further proof of that, at least to me, was the fact that not only did she move from her regular afternoons to the mornings, but she also went from her three times a week on Monday, Wednesday and Friday to all five days.
Four days after starting to work out in the mornings Mellissa asked me to spot for her while she did some work in the free weight area. It was the first time she had spoken to me since my seeing her at the gym door on the second day, I said I would and as she was working out she said:



"Why are you afraid of me?"
"What makes you think I'm afraid of you?"
"You stay away from me and you don't talk to me."
"I stay away from you because I have no interest in you and I don't talk to you because I have nothing to say to you."
"No interest in me? None at all?"
"Don't play games with me Mellissa. You know how attractive you are, but you also know that you are off limits to me."
"Why? Are you afraid of Harry?"
"The day I'll be afraid of Harry is the day whale shit turns into gold and deep sea diving for whale shit becomes the national pastime."
She gave me a look that I couldn't read and then asked me to add twenty pounds to the bar.
++++++++++++++++
It was two months after I made the decision to go after Mellissa and a week after I pulled back until I could figure out what she was doing when fate took a hand in it. When Mellissa stopped at "ye Olde" it was usually on a Tuesday or Thursday evening, but I never knew which it would be so I made sure to be there both nights.
It was a Thursday night and for some reason the bar was busier than usual. When I got there the place was packed and I had to take a table instead of a seat at the bar. Mellissa and three of her friends came in about twenty minutes after I did and when they walked in there wasn't an empty seat in the house except for the other chairs at my table. Mellissa spotted me and naturally headed straight for me
"Hi Rob. Hey, the place is packed and you have some empty seats. Can we join you?"
I was tempted to say no, that I had some people coming, but of course I didn't. I was being offered a chance to tweak her nose and so I had to take it. She introduced me to Robin, Karen and Bea and I got up and went looking for an extra chair, found one and came back. Five sitting at a table for four can be a little crowded. Mellissa was on my left and her leg was touching mine. I could have moved it a little, but I didn't and it didn't seem to make her uncomfortable.
Music was playing and Robin, a cute little redhead, was looking at the dance floor, squirming on her seat and her fingers were keeping time with the song so I asked her to dance. We stayed out for two numbers and then I asked Bea. I did two numbers with her and then the band took a break. As soon as I sat down Mellissa's leg pressed into mine and I knew it was deliberate because when I sat down I kept my leg away from hers.
I made conversation with the girls, concentrating on Mellissa's three friends and when the band came back and the music started Mellissa was keeping time with her foot which had her leg moving against mine. I looked at her and her facial expression was saying "I want to dance. Ask me to dance" so naturally I asked Karen. Halfway through the number Karen said:
"What's with you and Mellissa?"
"Nothing. Why?"
"Something is there. You are ignoring her and she doesn't want you to."
"She's married."
"Bullshit! All four of us are married, but that hasn't stopped you from dancing with Robin, Bea and me. Dance with her. It won't kill you and you might just get lucky."
"Oh?"
"Trust me on this one honey. Play your cards right and you will be home free."
"Not happily married?"
"Don't know, but her husband is an asshole."
"An asshole?"
"At the last company Christmas party he tried to get something going with Robin and when she shot him down he tried me. He's an asshole and it wouldn't hurt Mellissa to spend some time with a nice guy."
"Aren't you overlooking something?"
"What?"
"Wouldn't going after a married woman take away my nice guy status and put me in the asshole category?"
"Well, maybe, I guess, but you would be a nice asshole."
"Maybe I'd rather lose my nice guy status with you."
"Sorry, but my hubby isn't a dirt bag so I'll do my best to keep him. That means that I have to be a good girl."
The number ended and I walked her back to the table and we got there just as the next song started. Before I could sit down Karen said, "Your turn Melly" and Mellissa was off of her chair like a shot and took my hand. I looked at Karen and she gave me an evil grin. As she moved into my arms Mellissa said:
"If Karen hadn't done that would you have asked me to dance?"
"No."
"Why not? What's wrong with me?"
"You know damned well why Mellissa."
"No I don't. Tell me."
"You are a fine looking woman Mellissa and I am attracted, but you are married to that dickhead Harry."
"So?"
"So I have to keep you at arms length."
She just looked at me and then said, "I still don't understand."
"Eventually Mellissa I would end up making a move on you and you would think that the only reason I was doing it was to get back at your dirt bag husband for what he did to me and you would laugh it off. I would be humiliated because I'd been shot down and then Harry would get a good laugh at my expense when you told him about it."
"I guess you are half right."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that one of the two things you just mentioned is right and one of them is wrong."
"You've lost me."
"You are right in that I would tell Harry, but you are wrong in that I would shoot you down."
The music stopped and I stepped back and looked at her.
"You think I don't know that Harry is an asshole? I have good friends Rob and I know all about what he pulled at the last company party because my friends let me know immediately. That made me take a closer look at him and I found out that he was cheating on me with at least two other women."
Just then the music started again and she moved back into my arms.
"When I found that out I decided that I would get even with him. After I found out about the relationship between the two of you I decided that you were the one I wanted to get back at him with. I just didn't know how to manage it since you kept avoiding me."
"You are serious?"
"I am. I still have some strong feelings for him and I'm hoping I can go to him and say, "Now we are even. You want to make this marriage work or not."
"And you really think that will work?"
"I don't really know, but at least I will have had the satisfaction of letting him know that he didn't get away with anything."
"When do you want to start?"
"How about five minutes ago?"
I saw a huge smile on Karen's face as Mellissa and I left "ye Olde" together. Just as I got to the door I looked back at the table and all three women – Karen, Bea and Robin – gave me a 'thumbs up.'
Harry was an idiot! Unless Mellissa was putting on an act for my benefit and the way she was that night wasn't the way she usually behaved in bed he was out fucking around on one of the finest pieces of ass that I had ever had. She sucked cock like her life depended on doing a good job. She was so active that she almost bucked me off of her twice. She asked me to take her ass and she screamed and begged me to make her cum. And cum I did. Four times that night and she sucked me hard again after each one of them.
. When she finally called it quits because she had to get home I watched her dress and then said:
"Now I suppose you will go home and spill the beans."
"Don't be silly. Assuming that he was already cheating on me when he made his moves on Karen and Robin I have months and months and months of catching up to do. Unless of course you don't want to help me for months and months and months."
"When you put it that way I have to ask myself how many months and months and months he played with my ex so I guess I have some catching up to do also."
+++++++++++++++
Mellissa and I played together for just a little over five months. We got together on the average of twice a week and there was one week when Harry was out of town that I stayed all night with his wife in his house and on his bed for four nights running. On three of those nights I had the pleasure of fucking his wife while she took his nightly phone call.
The time finally came when she said she was ready to confront Harry. I asked her if she was sure and suggested we give it a little more time say maybe another fifteen or twenty years.
"I've already gone three months longer than I meant to, but if I'm going to have any chance at getting my marriage back it is time to bite the bullet and face him. I'm not going to tell him how long it has been going on, just that I've used you to get even with him."
"What happens if he doesn't take it well?"
"Then like I said in the beginning; I'll at least have had the satisfaction of knowing that he knows he didn't get away with anything."
"Keep me up to date, okay?"
"Okay. We have time for one last hurrah if you want."
"I want."
It's funny how perverse life can be. I wanted to seduce Harry's wife and then rub his nose in it to get back at him for what he did to me and then damned if I didn't fall in love with her and then have to watch her go back to him and to try and get her marriage back.
That was on a Tuesday and Thursday Mellissa called me. "I confronted him with things last night and he went crazy on me. Called me every name he could think of, said he wasn't going to live with a whore and he stomped out of the house. His bad. He left so he won't be coming back. The locksmith is here changing the locks as we speak."
"I'm sorry that it didn't work out for you Melly."
"Sorry enough to comfort me?"
"In a heartbeat."
"Thanks Rob, I needed to hear that, but I'm going to behave myself at least until the divorce is over and done with."
"I have something for you."
"What?"
When we first started this I put some private detectives on Harry. He has been seeing two different women and I've got audio and video and reports that you can use in your divorce. All he has on you is what you told him and you can always say that it wasn't true and that you just told him that to rile him after you found out about his cheating on you. Just tell me where you want it sent."
"To my office at work. I don't want to chance him getting it if it comes to the house. And thank you baby; I really appreciate it."
+++++++++++++
I didn't have long to wait before finding out how Harry felt about his wife's confession. He came into "ye Olde" Thursday night and stormed up to me.
"You bastard! Kicking my ass and ruining our friendship wasn't enough for you. You just had to go after my wife. Well fuck you asshole."
And he swung at me.
I'd kicked Harry's ass once before and he had to know that I could do it again so his assertion that I had ruined our friendship and then his attack caught me completely off guard and he got in two shots before I got my shit together. In a way it was good that he got those two shots in because everyone saw it and they were all telling the cops that Harry had attacked me and that I had only been defending myself when I mopped the floor with him.
The cops asked me if I wanted to press charges and I told them no. I told them I'd rather have him out of jail so we could do it again as many times as he wanted until I ended up crippling him. When the police left I called Mellissa and filled her in and told her that Harry was on his way to the ER at County General.
"What do you expect me to do" she asked, "Send flowers?"
"Just thought you should know."
"He walked out lover. I offered to talk it out and then try and put things back together, but all he did was call me an unfaithful whore and walk so we are history. The locks have been changed and he won't be getting back in here without a court order. I'd love to run over to your place and have you comfort me, but now that we are on the divorce trail I've got to behave and act as pure as the driven snow. Don't forget me lover. Maybe when the divorce is final you can help me celebrate."
"Count on it."
I still stopped in at "ye Olde" and I saw Robin, Bea and Karen, but Mellissa stopped coming in with them. Karen told me that she had stopped coming because she expected Harry would have her watched to try and get something on her to use to counter her claims in the divorce.
"She's afraid that if she even dances with a guy Harry will try to blow it all out of proportion. She feels she can sit at home, read books and watch TV for the six months it will take to get rid of him."
+++++++++++++++++++
I had just finished a business dinner at La Flammbe and George and Tom had gone. I was sitting at the table shuffling through some papers when Henri, the Maitre de, approached me and asked me if I could see my way clear to move to the bar and told me that the drinks would be on the house if I did. I looked and saw the line waiting for a table so I gathered my paperwork and apologized for not seeing for myself that I needed to leave.
I took a seat at the bar intending to have one drink and then head on home. I wasn't paying attention when someone took the seat next to me, but then a voice I recognized said:
"Buy a girl a drink?"
I turned and saw Suellen sitting there. She looked good, but then she always had. I sat there looking at her not knowing what to say and she said:
"I gambled that there is enough water under the bridge by now that I can get away with approaching you."
I waved the bartender over and pointed at Suellen and then at my nearly empty glass. He took her order and moved away.
"How have you been Rob?"
"Not bad. I have my ups and downs. You?"
"About the same although I have a lot more downs than ups."
"Your career going that bad?"
"The career is going fine,"
There was a long silence and then she said, "I miss you."
I'm sure that my face clouded up or maybe there was a quick flash of anger; whatever it was Suellen saw it and put out a hand to touch me.
"Please Rob; you never gave me a chance to explain."
I just sat there and looked at her
"I'm not looking for forgiveness Rob. God knows I don't think you could ever do that, but it has been killing me all these years that you have been thinking that I couldn't have loved you if I was doing what I was doing. You never let me explain. I loved you Rob. I've always loved you. I still love you. I can't get over losing you. I see you around town and it hurts to know that I'm not with you. Jesus does it ever hurt."
"What's to explain Suellen? What I saw was self explanatory."
"No it wasn't Rob. There was a lot more to it than you thought and I needed to explain it to you. You wouldn't have taken me back after the explanation and I wouldn't have expected you to, but I needed to let you know how it happened and that it was nothing that you did that caused it. I needed to let you know that it wasn't because I didn't love you anymore."
She stopped for a moment and then said, "No, that isn't totally true. The part about nothing you did. I guess it is what you did that played a part in it."
"Something that I did caused it?"
"In a way."
"This I just have to hear."
"Can we go some place a little more private? I can't help but feel that everyone sitting around us is listening."
I glanced at my watch. "ye Olde" should be quiet and un-crowded at six-thirty on a Monday so I told her I would meet her there. As soon as we sat down I went right at it.
"All right Suellen, tell me how I caused it."
"I didn't say that you caused it just that something you did played a major part."
"Go on."
"You remember how I didn't even want Harry to be part of our wedding and you told me that Harry was a part of your life and always would be and that I had better get used to it?"
"I remember."
"Harry was – still is – a piece of shit. Girls talk Rob and I knew all about Harry's penchant for screwing the wives and girlfriends of guys he knew. You never saw it or if you did you never took notice of it because he was this super best friend of yours since you were in the crib together. He even tried to hustle me after you proposed. I didn't bother to tell you because I wasn't all that sure that you wouldn't side with Harry when he denied it. You remember Brian Feldman?"
I nodded a yes.
"Brian was a super nice guy and I liked him. Brian was in London on business the week of our wedding and Harry was screwing his wife the whole time he was gone. I despised Harry and I made no secret of it, but he was your best friend so I was told to learn to live with it. Harry knew that I hated him and he knew why and every time he was at the house, which seemed like all the time, when your back was to us he would smirk at me, lick his lips, stick out his tongue and wiggle it suggestively.
"What happened probably wouldn't have happened if you had said, "My wife doesn't like him. Maybe I shouldn't have him over to the house so much" or maybe "My wife doesn't like him so maybe I should spend a little less time with him." What you did Rob was bring him in constant contact with me and I made no secret of the fact that I couldn't stand him when he was around. He knew it and it pissed him off."
"I never knew why you didn't like him and of course after I caught the two of you I thought you had probably been doing him all along and were using your visible dislike for camouflage to keep me from suspecting."
"Oh no Rob, my dislike for him was total."
"That being the case how did the two of you end up on my bed?"
"He raped me."
"Oh come on Suellen. I was already in the house when you came in that day. You don't laugh with your rapist. You don't tell your rapist that he feels good in you."
"That was then Rob. The rape took place six month earlier. You were on that six day trip to Denver. Your second day gone Harry came to the house. He had been drinking. I told him that you weren't there and he told me that he didn't come to see you. His exact words were:
"I didn't come to see him bitch. I came to see you Little Miss My Shit Don't Stink. Always looking down your nose at me. Well cunt, that stops tonight" and then he raped me."
"If he raped you why didn't you tell me?"
"I couldn't."
"Why not?"
"Because you might not have believed me. When he was done I told him that he had better start running because you would kill him when I told you what he had done. He laughed at me. He said he would tell you that I was lying. He would admit he screwed me, but only after I came after him. He would tell you the only reason he screwed me was to show you what a piece of trash I was. He story was that I had tried to seduce him so I could run to you and tell you that he raped me and that I did it so you would finally get rid of him as a friend. I told him that you would never believe a bullshit story like that and he laughed and said:
"Sure he will; especially after I play him this."
"He took a cassette recorder out of his shirt pocket and played the tape. I laughed at him and told him he was even dumber than I'd always thought. If he played you the tape it would prove that he raped me. He told me that you wouldn't hear that part of the tape because he would edit it. What you would hear he said, "Is this" and he played a part of the tape where I was screaming at him to fuck me harder. I honestly didn't remember doing it, but somewhere along the line my mind and body betrayed me and I must have gotten into it. I sounded like an absolute slut. Then he said:
"I play him this and who is he going to believe; the guy who has had his back for the last twenty years or a piece of pussy he has only known for a couple and who he knows doesn't like me."
"Then he took me again. He took me four times that night and the operative word there is "took." After the first two times I stopped fighting him. My five one one hundred and ten pound body had no chance against his six two two hundred and twenty pounds and all four times even though I started out calling him all kinds of mother fucker and son of a bitch I ended up begging for it to be harder and faster.
"He left and I spent hours in the tub trying to make myself feel clean, but I had a problem. I liked it. I liked being taken. It was a turn on being forced and having no say in the matter. I actually got myself off with my fingers as I sat in the tub and thought about what had happened.



"He came back the next night and I didn't even bother to protest when he pushed me down on the floor just inside the front door. I just let him take me and while he was doing it I had orgasms like you wouldn't believe. Not because he was a skillful lover because he wasn't, but because I was getting off on the being taken part. Then things took on a life of their own. The 'taking' morphed into getting off because your super good buddy was fucking your wife then it slid into being a kick doing Harry behind your back and it was the cheating itself that was getting me off.
"I know it sounds trite Rob, but it was only sex. I never stopped disliking Harry, but it was a major kick fucking him. I don't understand it; I can't explain it, but it was there.
"The trash talk you heard before coming into the room? That's all it was, trash talk. You played sports with Harry so I know you must have showered with him a time or two and you have probably seen his dick. He isn't even as big as you and you know it so you know all that pencil-dicked crap was just bullshit trash talk; garbage to keep the excitement level up. Again Rob, it was only sex. There was no love involved. There wasn't even any 'like' involved. I still loved you. It is my curse that I still do. Thank you for hearing me out and letting me finally get it off my chest."
She got up and walked away.
+++++++++++++++++++
Over the next day or so I thought about what Suellen had told me. In the days after the meltdown of our marriage if she had told me those things I would not have believed a word of it, but now knowing Harry for the ass wipe that he was I was more prone to believe some of the things she said. I could see Harry doing some of the things Suellen said he did.
I also knew how wound up Suellen got when she got into the sex act so I could somewhat picture a rape where she got into it. And there had been nights when we made love that we went after each other like animals in heat and trash talk had been a part of it. I spent some time thinking about what Suellen had told me and two days later I gave her a call.
"Have dinner with me?"
The next morning I said, "That was certainly intense."
"I had a lot stored up."
"Stored up?"
"That's the first sex I've had since we split up."
"You're kidding me."
"No I'm not. I was a basket case when you left me. It was over a year before I even went out on a date. I just never found anyone who 'clicked' for lack of a better word. A couple of times I got close, but then I started thinking of you and went back into an emotional meltdown. It is kind of hard for a guy to build a relationship with a girl who breaks down and cries just when he thinks he is home free."
I got up and started to get dressed.
"Do you have to go?"
"I have a job."
"Call in sick."
"I can't. I'm the boss. Can't be setting a bad example."
"I'm sorry; I just can't help it. I never expected to ever see you again and now that you are here I'm afraid to let you go."
"I don't think you need to worry about that. If you don't have anything better to do I'll pick you up tonight at six."
"Oh My God! Yes! Tonight. At six. Oh thank you God, thank you, thank you, thank you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next four months Suellen and I were rarely apart and we were making love four and five times a week. Finally the time and situation were right and one night after Suellen had done her level best to fuck my eyes out I asked her to marry me."
"Do you really mean it Rob?
"I do."
"How soon can we find a Justice of the Peace?"
"Not so fast Suellen. I want to do this right. It will be a church wedding. It will give all of our friends and relatives a chance to see that we have really put things back together and have dedicated ourselves to each other."
"My parents can't afford to give me a wedding Rob."
"They won't have to Suellen. I'll pay for everything. I believe it will be well worth it to have everyone there to see it."
"I don't know what to say Rob. I don't deserve it."
"Of course you do Suellen, of course you do."
+++++++++++++++++
She was a vision as she came down the aisle on the arm of her father. I knew that there wasn't a male in the church who didn't look at her and want her for his own. I looked into her beaming face as the preacher worked his way through the ceremony and when he said;
"Do you Suellen, take Robert, to be your husband, to have and hold from this day forward, for better or for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish; from this day forward until death do you part?"
I saw her eyes glisten as she said "I do." I felt her hand tighten in mine when he asked:
"Do you Robert, take Suellen, to be your wife, to have and to hold from this day forward, for better or for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish; from this day forward until death do you part?"
I looked deeply into her eyes and smiled as I said,
"No, I don't think so. She cheated on me once and with the man who was, at least until then, my best friend and you know what they say; once a cheater always a cheater."
I turned and walked away. As I approached the last row of seats Mellissa stood up, offered me her hand and I took it, and then the two of us walked out into the sunlight together.
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Mickey and I got married, but we had a problem. We both worked for the same company and the company policy was that a married couple could not work together in the same department. What made things worse is that I was her supervisor and that was a definite no no. As a result we kept our marriage a secret and neither Mickey nor I wore our wedding rings. We figured we could get away with it for however long it took Mickey to get her promotion and transfer to a different department.
Mickey and I have pretty decent senses of humor and our situation gave us a lot to laugh about. For one thing, Mickey is a fine looking woman working in a department with about twenty guys. There were two other women in the group, but one was a grandmotherly type and the other was a married woman who was a religious fanatic. The result was that Mickey got all the male attention. She was constantly asked out on dates and occasionally she would let someone take her to lunch just to tweak my nose. Every so often I would have to go out of town for a day or two and Mickey would always make sure that she went out on a date while I was gone. When I'd call her on the phone she would tell me about how she had to fight the guy off when he brought her home and then coyly ask me:
"You do still want me to fight them off, don't you?"
We also usually stop at a local bar after work with the people from our group. We do some social drinking, shoot some pool and dance to the music on the jukebox. A few times Mickey has taken on board enough alcohol to get really loose and she has been felt up, propositioned and even dry humped on the dance floor. When she gets in that condition she loses her inhibitions and on those nights I have to keep a close eye on her. More than once I've had to step in as she was being escorted out to the parking lot. I've been able to do this without raising any questions because we ride to work under the guise of car-pooling. I simply say that I'm ready to go and we leave. We would go home and have a big laugh over whoever it was that had to go home with a case of blue balls. Mickey laughingly told me:
"You better stay on your toes. Relax your vigil and let one of those guys maneuver me outside and I may have to put out for him."
She shouldn't have said that - it got me to wondering what she would do if it happened.
++++++++++++++++
I got a partial answer the following week. We had stopped at the bar and I was shooting pool while Mickey was dancing with anyone who would ask her. I made sure that I kept her glass full and after about two hours of drinking and dancing, I saw Mel, the guy she was dancing with start to work her toward the side door. I kept my eye on them and when they reached the door I turned my back on them and watched them in the mirror behind the bar. I saw Mickey take a quick look around for me, but of course my back was to her and I watched as she and Mel went out the door. I deliberately scratched on the eight ball so I could get out of the game and then I went out the front door and then went around behind the bar and started looking for them. I saw a dome light come on and then go off and I got myself in a position where I could see what was going on with out being noticed and then settled in to watch.
Mel and Mickey were sitting in the front seat of our car. At first they were just talking and then Mel put his arm on the seat back behind Mickey and slowly moved closer to her. Suddenly he pulled her to him and kissed her and she pushed him away. About a minute or so later he did it again and again she pushed him away. The third time she didn't push him away, but she didn't respond either. Mel held the kiss for twenty or thirty seconds and then Mickey's arms came up and they started doing some pretty heavy necking. I stayed were I was and watched, wondering just how far she was going to let this go. I knew she was still in control of herself - her looking around for me when Mel had walked her out proved that. I decided to wait and see. Since it was our car I could always go up and say:
"Break it up guys, I've got to get going."
They necked for a good five minutes before Mel's hands went to Mickey's tits. She'll stop him now, I thought, but she didn't. I saw Mel open her blouse, push down her bra cups and let her tits fall loose. He bent and took one in his mouth while he caressed the other one and I began to wonder about my assessment of Mickey's control. After several minutes working on Mickey's tits, Mel started to ease her back against the car door. I ran around to the front of the bar, went through the front door, out the side door and headed to the car. When I got there Mel and Mickey were sitting there talking and the only sign that something had been going on was that Mickey's blouse was not buttoned properly - it was one hole off.
"Sorry to break this up guys, but I've got to get going." Then I got a little dig in, "You want to stay Mickey? I'm sure Mel will give you a ride home."
"Oh no" said my bride, "I've got to get going too. I've got a big day tomorrow and I need to get home and get to bed."
On the ride home Mickey said, "I wondered how far you were going to let me go."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Don't bullshit me, hubby dear. I saw you over by that van."
I asked, "Just how far were you going to go?"
Mickey gave me a wickedly evil grin, "Let me put it this way - his cock was out and my hand was on it when you ran for the front door."
I looked at her in disbelief; "You would have fucked him?"
Again the wicked grin, "We will never know, will we?"
Our sex that night would best be described as frenzied. I could not get enough of Mickey and every time I thought I was through I'd get an image of Mickey with Mel's cock in her hand and I'd be ready to go again. The next morning Mickey told me that if she'd have known how her playing with another mans cock was going to affect me; she'd have done it a lot sooner.
"It had nothing to do with you having your hand on another man's cock. It had to do with me feeding off of the energy that you got from doing what you did."
I did not get much work done the next day. All I could think about was what had happen the previous night. The burning question was knowing that I was watching, would she have gone all the way if I made no move to interfere? I asked myself that question so many times during the day that by that night I just had to know the answer. And, of course, there was only one way to find out.
It was three days before we stopped at the bar again. The evening was a repeat of the last time we were there except this time Mickey did not look around when Mel walked her out the door. Again I watched as the mating ritual played itself out, but this time when Mel pushed Mickey back I stood still and didn't move. I saw Mickey's legs come up in the air and then I watched as Mel's naked ass moved up and down between them. Ten minutes later they sat up and began arranging their clothes. I went back into the bar and waited. When they came back in Mickey came over to me:
"Did you enjoy the show?"
"No I didn't. Did you enjoy tossing your marriage away for a dipshit like Mel?"
"Don't give me that garbage. You could have stopped me at any time."
"That isn't the point here Mickey. I shouldn't have to stop you. At no time in our marriage did I ever say I wouldn't mind if you fucked another man. Keeping an eye on you when you were bombed and teasing the hell out of guys is one thing, but no way am I ever going to agree to let you fuck another guy. The other night I watched to see if you would stop it or let it go. If you stopped it then we had a marriage. If you let it happen there is no way I could ever trust you again. Tonight I watched again to see if you were going to tease the man and then stop and get out of the car. You didn't stop so I just hope Mel's fuck was worth what it cost you. Maybe he can give you a ride to his place, because you aren't leaving here with me and you can count on being locked out if you try to come home."
I got up and left the bar leaving Mickey standing there looking like she had just been hit by a bus.
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My marriage is over. I knew what I did was wrong and I did it anyway. I could have said no, but I didn't. I learned later that there were external forces at play, but that doesn't change the fact that I could have avoided it all if I had but chosen to do so. My big crime? I let my dick make a decision for me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Ellie and I had been sweethearts from the seventh grade on. I was her first and only boyfriend. We went steady through junior high and high school and I proposed on the day we graduated. Ellie said yes and then we found out that things were not all that simple. Both sets of parents were against our getting married and it wasn't my parents didn't like Ellie of her parents didn't like me; it was because they felt we were too young and that we needed to wait until we had gotten through college. Ellie's parents worked hard on her and mine worked just as hard on me and in the end they got what they wanted.
Ellie went of to Eastern Michigan to get her degree and I went to U of M to get mine. We didn't expect it to be a major problem because the two schools were less than thirty miles apart. We talked to each other almost every day and we saw each other on weekends. But being apart after being together for so long altered the relationship. It was my first time away from Ellie. There had never been another girl in my life because Ellie was always there.
The first couple of months at Michigan were spent finding out where things were and getting settled in. I was in constant touch with Ellie by phone, but eventually I began to notice the girls that I was attending classes with and being a horny young guy who was missing his regular pussy (yes - Ellie and I had consummated our relationship - many times over) I could not help but look at some of them and wonder if making it with them would be different than making it with Ellie. Wondering is all I probably would have done had not some of those girls done some wondering of their own.
It was a Monday and I was attending a mixer at the Delta Omega house and I'd had a half a dozen beers and was feeling pretty mellow when a girl who was in my English Lit 101 class pulled me into a corner and started kissing me. I swear to God, she was the aggressor all the way but as a young horny guy I was going to push her away? Not fucking hardly!
"I wondered what it would be like to kiss you" she said. "Are you any good in bed?"
How in the hell are you supposed to answer a question like that if you are a guy? Only one way! "I've not had any complaints" I said which was true because I'd only ever had sex with Ellie and she had never complained.
"Well let us just see" and she took me by the hand and led me off to a bedroom.
Now Ellie had been my only experience, but I wanted to show this girl I could live up to my boast and the only way I could think of doing that was to make it last for a while. I spent a lot of time on foreplay, including eating her pussy, and then I took my time fucking her. I wanted to get off in the worst way, but I forced myself to go slow and take my time. She was yelling at me to go faster, do it harder and push it deep, but I ignored her and as a result she had three orgasms before I finally couldn't hold back any longer. She lay there looking up at me and then said:
"I'm taking you home with me."
Home was a three bedroom house that she shared with five other girls. We did it twice more that night and then fell asleep together. I woke up alone in the morning and I got up and dressed. I went down the stairs and into a living room where four almost naked females were bustling about getting ready to get dressed. All of them had panties on and three of them were wearing bras, but the fourth, a rather striking redhead, was bare breasted. None of them paid any attention to me or made any effort to cover up. In fact, the redhead just stood there so I could feast my eyes on her tits and I knew she was doing it deliberately because I could see her nipples stiffen. A little blond came up to me and said:
"Debbie had an early class and she said to tell you that she would meet you at the library at three."
I spent the next three nights in Debbie's bed. On Friday morning I woke up to a blow job and when I looked I saw that it wasn't Debbie - it was the redhead. By the end of my freshman year I had screwed all five of the girls sharing that house and not a one of them cared that I was doing the other four also.
I spent the weekends with Ellie trying to fuck me to death and the week nights with Debbie or one of her roommates trying to do the same thing. Eventually my grades began to suffer and I was on the ragged edge of flunking out so I ended up cutting back on the nights I spent with Debbie and the rest of the girls in the house. I started my sophomore year determined that my classes would take priority. By mid-point of my soph year three of the five girls had dropped out of school and only Debbie and Alice (the redhead) were still around. The two of them became my 'steadies' until the start of my junior year when Debbie didn't return to school following spring break. Alice was my main squeeze through the balance of my junior year, but she didn't return to school at the start of our senior year.
I mention all this because it played a major part in the disaster. It gave me an unrealistic mind set. I saw what the five girls were doing and what other girls were doing and I saw what the guys I knew were doing and I knew what I was doing and I assumed that Ellie was doing the same over at Eastern Michigan. We never talked about things like that when we were together; I just assumed that she was sowing her wild oats and getting it out of her system just as I was. The others meant nothing to me; I was totally in love with Ellie and from what I saw Ellie was totally in love with me.
Graduation came and Ellie and I found work in our chosen fields and Ellie and her mother began planning the wedding. Six months after our graduation Ellie and I were married and we set up house keeping.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Did you ever know someone that you didn't care for, but didn't know why? That is how I felt about Sonia. Sonia was a girl that Ellie met in her freshman year at EMU. They became close friends and they stayed close after graduation. She was an extremely sexy looking lady. She had a nice personality and a great sense of humor, but whenever I was around her I felt bad vibes. If there was something definite I could have gone to Ellie and said:
"I don't like her and I don't want her around and here is why."
But there wasn't any way I could go to Ellie and say that I didn't want her around because she gives off bad vibes. She was Ellie's close friend and I was just going to have to live with it. Ellie and Sonia worked fairly close to each other so they had lunch together two or three times a week and at least once a week they met for a drink or two after work.
A couple of years went by and then one Monday night at a birthday party for a friend held at a local lounge my life changed and not for the better. The drinks were flowing, the music was loud and I was having a blast. I'd had enough to drink that I was having a great time, but not thinking too clearly. Sonia came up to me and pulled me out onto the dance floor.
I did mention that Sonia was a sexy lady, right? Well, she plastered herself against me, rubbed her tits into my chest, pushed her leg against my cock and kept it there and when the music stopped she pulled me against her and kissed me hard. She shoved her tongue in my mouth and after a long kiss she pulled me off the dance floor and pulled me along behind her out into the parking lot. Every ten feet or so she would stop and give me another long kiss with lots of tongue action and rub my cock through my pants and then pull me another ten feet or so and do it again.
My head wasn't all that clear and my cock was trying to bust out of my trousers. Even though I wasn't thinking all that clearly I knew that I shouldn't be letting Sonia do what she was doing. I knew, but my cock was straining to be set free and the blood my brain needed to properly function was in my dick. Sonia was pulling me along saying:
"Hurry Chuck, hurry. I've wanted this since I met you and this is my chance."
She finally got me to her car, pulled me inside and then pushed me down on my back on the rear seat. She unzipped me, pulled out my cock and then she crawled on top of me. "Oh God baby, I want this, I really want this" she said as she took hold of my cock, lined it up with her pussy and then sat down on it. I lay there looking up at her as she fucked herself on my erection and thinking, "This is wrong. I shouldn't be doing this. It just isn't right" but I made no attempt to push Sonia off me. She was pulling up and then driving down hard on me and moaning:
"So good, so good baby; I should have done this long ago. Cum for momma baby, come for momma."
As much as I'd had to drink I wasn't going to be cumming anytime soon and that seemed to suit Sonia as she pounding down on me and had orgasm after orgasm. I have no idea how long we were at it before she screamed out loud:
"Oh God yes!"
And then she collapsed on my chest and moaned, "Again baby, I want to go again. Give me just a minute to get my breath back."
As she lay on top of me breathing hard I finally woke up to the fact that I needed to get her off of me and get away from her, but as soon as I had that thought I heard:
"God damn you Chuck! How could you do this to me?"
I looked over Sonia's shoulder and saw Ellie standing outside the car looking in. Sonia scrambled to get off of me and then went running after Ellie leaving me in the car and feeling like shit. I got myself together and headed for the lounge to face the music. On the way I met Ellie and Sonia coming out. Ellie gave me a dirty look and said:
"I'll be staying with Sonia. I really don't want to talk to you or have anything to do with you right now."
I stood there numb as I watched the two of the walk to Sonia's car, get in and drive away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up the next morning with the mother of all hangovers. I was alone in the bed so I drug myself out and headed for the kitchen to see if Ellie had the coffee on and it wasn't until I walked into the room that I remembered that Ellie wasn't there. And then I remembered why.
I put the coffee on, called in sick to work and then I sat down at the kitchen table and stared at the wall. Why in God's name had I done what I did last night? I was in deep shit and I knew it and I didn't know how I was going to get out of it. I had no defense. All I could do was say that I was sorry and that I had been drunk and didn't know what I was doing, but that would be a lie and I had never been very good when it came to lying to Ellie. It was true that I had been drinking excessively, but I knew what was happening and I knew it was wrong and I hadn't fought it. I knew that if I hadn't been drinking that it never would have happened, but that was scant consolation.
After six cups of coffee and after looking at it from every angle imaginable I realized that my only hope was to get down on my knees and beg for forgiveness. It took me until two in the afternoon to work up the courage to call Ellie at work. As soon as she heard my voice she said:
"I don't want to talk to you right now and I don't want you bothering me. I'll call you when I feel I'm ready to talk" and then she hung up on me.
Okay I thought, maybe a cooling off period would be a good thing. I managed to survive Tuesday and I went into work on Wednesday expecting that I would hear from Ellie when I got home that night, but she didn't call. A half a dozen times I caught myself reaching for the phone and each time I talked myself out of picking it up and calling her. Best let her make the first move I told myself, don't push her.
I don't know exactly when I started to feel uneasy. It was probably Wednesday night when I got ready for bed or it may have been Thursday morning when I was getting ready for work. What it was that started the feeling didn't register until halfway through the day on Thursday and then I began to have some very unsettling thoughts. When I got home that night the first thing I did was head for the bathroom and open the medicine cabinet. Nothing of Ellie's was in the cabinet. I looked at the counter-top and noticed that all of Ellie's cosmetics were gone. A check of her closet showed that some of her clothes were gone. Had Ellie come home while I had been at work? I didn't think so. In fact, the more I thought about it the more I was sure that the bathroom counter-top had been bare on Tuesday morning. Had the clothes been gone on Tuesday too? Had she packed them and taken them out of the house on Monday?
The more I thought about it the more the fog cleared away. I had been so busy feeling guilty and feeling sorry for myself that I had not been thinking straight. Ellie catches her best friend fucking me and she walks out on me and goes home with the woman I cheated with? Something didn't add up and I was getting a very bad feeling.
I picked up the phone and called Sonia's and got no answer. I tried several more times and still got no answer. I got up early on Friday and called. Sonia answered and I asked for Ellie and Sonia told me that Ellie didn't want to talk with me and she hung up. At nine I called Ellie at work and as soon as she heard my voice she said:
"Damn it Chuck, I told you not to bother me. I'll call you when I'm ready to talk to you."
"Ellie, we have some major problems here and we need to talk about them now."
"When I'm ready Chuck. Not until I'm ready" and she hung up on me again.
I was starting to get pissed. Nothing about what was going on smelled right. I decided to hell with talking on the phone and I left work early and drove over to where Ellie worked. Her normal quitting time was five and when five-thirty came around and she still hadn't come out of the building I went inside to find her. She wasn't there and I was told she had left work early. I drove over to Sonia's and there was nobody there and that did it for me. I called Ellie's cell phone and got no answer so I left a message on her voice mail and told her if she didn't call and talk to me or come home by nine that night she wouldn't have a home to come home to. Then I went home to wait.
Nine o'clock came and went with no Ellie and no phone call so I grabbed a couple of suitcases and boxes and started packing. By eleven I had everything out of the apartment that I wanted. I tossed my wedding ring onto the middle of the kitchen table, locked up the place and left. Drastic? Maybe, but the whole situation stunk to high heaven. There was something rotten in Denmark when she could move in with the women she caught me doing the nasty with, but would not even talk to me and I was not - was not! - going to let myself be played for a fool. I turned my cell phone off, checked into a motel and went to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got up Saturday, had breakfast at a Denny's and then I went looking for an apartment close to where I work. I hit half a dozen, found one that I liked and signed a lease. I hit a used furniture store to get what I needed and started to move in. I hit Denny's again for my evening meal, caught a movie and then went home to my new apartment. I got there about ten-thirty and I figured by then Ellie might have gone home or tried to call and I turned my cell phone back on with the intention of giving her a taste of her own medicine. If she called I'd tell her that I didn't want to talk to her and hang up.
The cell phone went off at three in the morning. It was Sonia calling to tell me that Ellie was in the hospital. I asked what was wrong with her and Sonia told me that she had been raped.
When I walked into the hospital's emergency room waiting room Sonia saw me and jumped up and ran over to me. She was crying and it looked like she had been for some time. I asked where Ellie was and she told me that Ellie was in one of the treatment rooms in the back and I started to go back there but she stopped me. She told me that the police were with her and they didn't want anyone back there until they were done talking with her.
"What happened?" Sonia started crying again. "For God's sake Sonia, stop the sniveling and tell me what happened."
All that did was make her cry harder. I was about to walk away from her and go find somebody who could tell me something when in a tear filled voice Sonia sobbed out:
"Oh God, I never meant for this to happen. I'm sorry, oh God, I'm so sorry. I never should have done it. It's all my fault. I'm sorry, oh God I'm just so sorry."
"You never should have done what Sonia? What did you do?"
More crying and more boo-hooing until I finally lost it. "God damn it Sonia, what happened?!!! If you don't stop the damned sniveling and tell me what is going on I swear to God I'll wrap my hands around your throat and shake you to death!"
Before she could say anything two men walked into the room, saw me with Sonia and came over to us and asked me if I was Ellie's husband. I told them I was and they identified themselves as detectives Stoner and Monroe. Detective Stoner asked me what I could tell him about my wife's activities for the last two or three days and I told him that I didn't have a clue; that she had walked out on me Monday and had refused to talk to me since. Then I asked them what was going on.
"I can't find out what happened. Sonia can't stop crying long enough to talk and I was told I couldn't see Ellie until you were done with her."
The two men looked at each other and some sort of communication took place between them and then Stoner shrugged his shoulders and nodded. Monroe said:
"Let's go to the hospital cafeteria and get some coffee and we will tell you what we know."
At 0145 Sonia had placed a 911 call and reported a woman being held against her will and being raped. Two officers were dispatched on the call and when they arrived at the address given they found eleven men in a room with a naked female. They called for back-up as the eleven men scattered and two more squad cars arrived. By then they had gotten a good look at Ellie and had called the paramedics who arrived and immediately transported Ellie to the hospital.
Monroe and Stoner had been assigned the case and they had come to the hospital and interviewed Sonia and Ellie. The story, as they had pieced it together, was that Sonia and Ellie had gone to the Aladdin Lounge on Friday night for drinks and dancing. Sometime during the course of the evening Ellie had been give a date rape drug and sometime around 11 PM while Sonia was out on the dance floor a couple of men had taken Ellie out to the parking lot and had sex with her in the back of a van. Word had gotten around and several more men had visited the van and it was decided that rather than risk the cops being called they would take Ellie to an apartment. Once there she was sexually used until Sonia placed the 911 call.
"Friday night? Until a quarter of two tonight? It took Sonia over 24 hours to call 911?"
"Apparently Miss Talbot thought that your wife had left on her own accord. She didn't become worried until your wife failed to return to Miss Talbot's apartment the next day."
"She thought Ellie had left on her own?"
"According to Miss Talbot they had gone to Aladdin's to look for men to pick up. She thought your wife had "scored" as she put it. It wasn't until 6 PM on Saturday evening that she became worried and went looking for your wife. She found someone who had heard that some guys had a bar pick-up that they had been partying with all day Saturday. Miss Talbot got and address, went over and saw what was happening and then she placed the 911 call."



"Sonia told you that? She said that they had gone to that lounge looking for guys to pick up?"
Monroe nodded his head yes. I sat there and stared at them for maybe thirty seconds and then Stoner said that the doctor had sedated Ellie after their interview and that I probably wouldn't be able to talk to her until in the morning. After they left I sat there staring down into my coffee cup. It was maybe twenty minutes before I got up and went back to the waiting room. Sonia was still sitting there and I went over to her, took her by the arm, and then I pulled her up off her seat.
"What are you doing?"
"You and I are going out to get a breath of fresh air" and then I pulled her along behind me out into the parking lot. I pulled her along to my car and then I pushed her inside and got in behind her.
"I want to know what is going on Sonia. I want to know it all and you are going to tell me or I swear to God I'll put you into the hospital bed next to Ellie and the two of you can share a hospital room together."
Could I have hurt her? I doubt it, but she didn't know that and the story came out. It happened on one of the nights that she and Ellie had stopped for drinks after work. They had been sitting there drinking when a girl who had known Sonia in high school had come over and joined them. Ellie was introduced and then the girl and Sonia had played "catch up." Long story short, it turns out that the girl went to U of M, knew me and on hearing Ellie's last name she asked Ellie if we were related. Before Ellie could answer Sonia told the girl no, that it was just a coincidence.
Sonia knew that the girl was a slut in high school and figured that she probably was one in college. Sonia also knew that I didn't really care for her and if a slut like the girl knew me at U of M there was probably some dirt there that she could use to rub my nose in. Several drinks and some prying got the girl to talking about me and the five girls who shared the house.
Ellie was pissed. It turned out that while I was sowing my wild oats and thinking that Ellie was sowing hers, she wasn't. Ellie had stayed 'true' to me and finding out that I hadn't stayed 'true' to her angered her and Sonia gleefully took advantage of that anger. She went to work on Ellie to try and convince her she needed to get even with me for my 'betrayal' and she finally convinced Ellie to do it. They spent a couple of weeks thinking of what to do and what they did to me was the plan they came up with. Get me drunk, let Ellie catch Sonia and me and then use that as an excuse to let Ellie go out and sample a few cocks and after she'd had a few she would come back to me, tell me she loved me enough to forgive me my indiscretion with Sonia.
"She was willing to let you fuck me just so she could go out and fuck strangers?"
"I wasn't supposed to fuck you. I was supposed to yell out once I got your cock out of your pants and she would run up and go through her act."
"Why did you change the plan and fuck me?"
"I wasn't lying when I said I had wanted you since the first time I saw you. I knew that you would never give me a tumble and that my only chance would be when I had you on your back on that seat and so I took it."
"And Ellie didn't get pissed at you when you didn't stick to the plan?"
"She doesn't know. She saw me on top of you, but she couldn't see that you were in me and I told her you were trying to get in, but that I kept moving so you couldn't find the hole."
I sat there and stared at her. I had no trouble believing what she told me, but I still had a hard time accepting it. "And I was just supposed to say, "Glad to have you home dear. Did you satisfy your craving?"
"You were never supposed to know about the men. All you were supposed to do was think that she was too pissed at you to talk to you or want to be around you for a couple of days."
I stared at her and something told me that I hadn't heard it all. "You are holding something back Sonia. I can tell that you haven't told me all of it."
She looked away and then said, "We went out Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday and picked up guys. Friday was supposed to be the last time and then she was going to come home and tell you that she forgave you."
"So she was deliberately a whore on Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday and she was going to be one again on Friday?"
"Oh come on Chuck; what's the big deal? You had your fun so she wanted to have a little fun too. It didn't change anything - she still loves you."
"Yeah Sonia, just not enough to remember her wedding vows. You know, the part about forsaking all others? What I did was done before we got married. With the exception of how you two set me up I have been a faithful husband and I expected to be able to say the same about my wife. If she wanted to play then she should have done it before she walked down the aisle at our wedding."
"What are you going to do?"
"I've already done it. I gave her a deadline for talking with me and when she didn't meet it I moved out. I'll be seeing a divorce lawyer sometime next week."
"Don't do that to her Chuck, she loves you."
"But not enough Sonia, not near enough or she wouldn't have pulled shit like this on me."
I got out of the car and went back into the hospital. Ellie was still on my insurance so I went to the admissions desk and gave them the necessary information and then I went back to my apartment and went to bed. Sunday I got two calls from Ellie and one from Sonia and I hung up on both of them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I went to work and around ten I got a call from Sonia and I took it. "Ellie has been trying to get to you. She needs to talk to you Chuck. Don't you think you should at least come and see her?"
"No Sonia, it is way too late for that now."
"What should I tell her?"
"I don't know Sonia. Maybe you can discuss your marvelous plan and talk about how well it worked. She certainly got to experience a bunch of other cocks and that is what you both wanted, right?"
I hung up and went back to work. They kept Ellie for two more days for observation. Mentally, Ellie was a wreck. I'm told that she would flinch and cower every time a man came near her and they ended up posting a notice on her room door that male orderlies were not allowed in the room and that the male doctor had to be replaced by a female one. Thursday Sonia called me and told me Ellie was being released.
"Why tell me?"
"So you can pick her up and take her home."
"No thanks Sonia. In the first place, her home and my home aren't the same place any more. She had no problem in walking out on me and staying at your place so you pick her up and take her home with you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I saw a lawyer and petitioned for a divorce and six months later I was a free man. During the six month wait for the petition to be granted everyone on Ellie's side of the family and everyone (except my father) on my side worked at trying to get me to forgive Ellie and get back together with her. The consensus is that I was an insensitive brute.
"My gosh, the poor girl was raped. Where is your compassion?"
They all totally overlooked the fact that Ellie had set herself up as a target. She might as well have been wearing a sign that said, "Pick me, pick me." I told them all that if Ellie had been at a party, gotten drunk and been taken advantage of or if she had been dragged into an alley and assaulted there might have been room for compassion and forgiveness. But Ellie went out deliberately looking for cock and it was her own damned fault that she got more than she expected.
There were other issues that everybody seemed to overlook. Who can say that all of the social diseases that Ellie ended up infected with came from her weekend gang bang? They could just as easily have been picked up from her one night stands on Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday. If Friday had gone as she had planned - another one nighter- she was all set to come home to me, say "I forgive you" and then climb in bed with me and share everything she had picked up. Thank you, but no thank you. I did not need someone like that in my life.
Would I miss her? Of course I would. Ellie had been a part of my life for over half of it and it would be a long time, if ever, before I got over her, but there was no way I could live with someone who did what she had done.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog.
Ellie made at least two dozen attempts to try and get me to talk to her and I refused. I finally sent her a letter fully explaining my position on the matter and told her that there was absolutely no chance I would ever accept her again. The phone calls stopped and Ellie made no further attempts to contact me.
The police were able to identify the man who they thought slipped Ellie the date rape drug and they made an arrest, but the man beat the rap. The only witness who could state positively that the man doped Ellie's drink had taken off and without his testimony that part of the case fell apart. On the rape charge the man swore that Ellie had been absolutely willing and the testimony of a dozen other witnesses that Ellie had been in the bar picking up men on other nights that week won him a "Not guilty" verdict.
It is still too soon to tell if Ellie contracted HIV, but she had caught damn near everything else. Her cunt was a regular Petri dish of organisms. The police and the medical personnel at the hospital estimated that between thirty-five and forty-five men had used Ellie from the time she left the Aladdin until the police responded to the 911 call.
Ellie had to quit her job because of being scared when she was around men. She moved in with Sonia who, to her credit, stepped up to the plate where Ellie was concerned. She took her in and is supporting her while Ellie is in therapy. Hopefully the doctors will help Ellie get past her aversion to men and she will be able to get on with her life.
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I stood there looking in the window at my life crashing down. I listened to my wife as she made a mockery of the seven years of our marriage and our eleven year relationship. Eleven years of me being a blind, stupid fool.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Mary and I met in the eighth grade, started going steady in the tenth and by the middle of our senior year in high school we were making plans for the rest of our lives. We would get college out of the way before we got married and then build our careers for ten years or so before sitting down to decide whether or not we wanted to have children.
Mary and I exchanged virginities the night of our senior prom and since I had a small inheritance from my grandmother we intended to rent a small apartment and live together while attending college. We graduated high school and then spent the summer making love whenever and wherever we could. That fall we went off to college, found an apartment and began classes.
Halfway through our first term I was leaving the Science Building when I felt a sharp pain that was so intense that it dropped me to my knees. To make a long story short I had a ruptured appendix, was rushed to the hospital, operated on and then spent the rest of the year home recovering from the surgery. I was back to school by the start of the spring term and by carrying a huge class load, 16 to 18 hours instead of the usual 12, I was able to graduate with my class. Two months later Mary and I were married.
We both found jobs in our chosen fields and the next seven years flowed by. I thought Mary and I were the perfect couple with the perfect marriage, but apparently I was wrong.
We had planned a barbecue for Saturday afternoon and we had a dozen people coming over. Mary and I had spent a busy morning setting up the backyard and getting things ready. The guests started arriving and it looked like it was going to be great afternoon.
And then the phone rang. The bad part of doing a good job in climbing the corporate ladder is that the higher you climb, the more that is expected of you. Managers at my level were expected to be on call when problems arose. Normally the six managers rotated being on call over the weekends and Andy Trent was supposed to be on call. My boss was on the phone telling me that there was a problem at the plant and that Andy had somehow managed to break his leg. I was the next one up in the rotation so the boss needed me to mount up and ride to the rescue. When you were in my pay-grade you didn't whine:
"But boss, I'm in the middle of a party at my house."
What you did was mount up and ride. I went and found Mary, told her what was up, gave her a kiss and told her I would get back as quick as I could. Past history had shown that being called in when you had the duty would usually take from six to eight hours so I was pleased when I was able to wrap things up in three. I hurried home so I could still enjoy some of the party.
I was walking down the side of the house to the gate that led into the backyard and as I moved along the path I heard Mary's voice say:
"Not here Phil. I've got a house full of guests."
It came from the window of my home office and I went to it and looked in. The blinds were closed, but there was a gap between the bottom piece and the window sill and looking through the gap I saw Mary standing there with Phil Evans and Marty Foster. They had the front of her dress pulled down and they each had a hand on one of her tits.
"Come on Mary, just a quickie. It has been over a month since I've had a taste."
"No Phil, not now; not while I have a houseful of company. Besides, Rob could come home at any moment."
"So what? We could fuck you in front of him and he wouldn't know what is going on."
"That isn't true and you know it. He isn't stupid Phil; it's just that I'm very careful not to do anything that will make him suspicious."
"Get real Mary. We fucked you all through college - in his apartment and on his bed - and we have been fucking you ever since and you are trying to tell me that he isn't blind and stupid?"
"He loves me and if I don't do something stupid, like fucking you here and now, he will never even think that I'm being unfaithful. Now come on; I need to get back to the party before I'm missed."
"When can we get together?"
As she tucked her tits back into her dress she said, "Rob is going to that conference in San Diego next week and he will be gone four days. Can you guys sneak away from your wives long enough to come over and play? Maybe even spend the night?"
"With a weeks advance notice I'm sure that I can come up with something" Phil said.
"I'll tell Joyce that I have a two day business trip" Marty said, "and I'll spend those two days with you. Should we tell the others?"
"Sure, why not. The more the merrier."
The three of them left the room leaving me to stare at the wreckage of my marriage. My wife had been fucking two of my friends since college? And there were others? I turned and headed back to my car. I was in no mood to face any of the three right then.
I sat on the stool at Ernie's Icehouse and sipped my beer as I watched the barmaid wait on a customer. Wanda was a sexy little bitch in a slutty way and I had flirted off and on with her for a couple of years. She had made it know in subtle ways that she was more than willing to take it past flirting, but I was "Mr. Straight Arrow." I was the faithful husband and it didn't matter how often Wanda's deliciously round ass gave me a hard on I always took that hard on home. Well, soon Mr. Straight Arrow's arrow would be free to seek other targets.
Wanda brought me a fresh one, set it down on the bar in front of me and said:
"You seem lost in thought today Slick. Got problems?"
"Big ones Wanda. I don't know whether to take you to the beach with me, to Vegas, or to just find a handy motel room."
"Why not all three?"
"Good point. I guess I'll need to make a list of your days off so I can coordinate."
"They owe me time off Slick; all you need to do is tell me when" and then she moved off to the other end of the bar to take care of a customer. Was she just flirting, or did she mean it. I decided that once Mary was history I would find out. I finished my beer and headed home.
++++++++++++++++++++
The party was still going on though the guests had thinned out some. I found Mary and kept myself under control as I kissed her cheek and let her know I was back and then I spent the next hour circulating and being sociable. The party started breaking up and Phil came up to me:
"Great party guy; too bad you had to miss most of it."
It was all I could do not to smash his face in. Instead I put a smile on my face and said:
"There is always the next one."
After the last guest was gone Mary said, "Leave the mess for tomorrow. Right now I need to drag you off to bed. You know how horny I get when I drink."
Yeah, I thought to myself, and you will probably be imaging it is Phil or Marty or one of 'the others' fucking you. But I wasn't ready for a confrontation. I had nothing to go on but part of an over-heard conversation. No, I needed proof. Solid proof I could show to everyone so they would know what a cheating whore Mary was. Proof that I could turn over to the wives of Phil, Marty and the others when I found out who they were. Until then I had to continue being the faithful and clueless husband.
I held out my hand to Mary and said, "Lead the way sex-pot."
In the bedroom we undressed and then she came over to me, put her arms around me and kissed me. I fondled her tits and as I did I wondered if she was remembering that only hours earlier Phil and Marty had been doing the same thing to her. I picked her up and set her down on the bed and moved between her legs. I lined my cock up with her unfaithful cunt and as I inserted myself I wondered whose cock she was wishing was sliding into her. Phil? Marty? One of the others? Could it possibly be mine? No matter, Mary was a marvelous piece of ass and I wouldn't be getting her pussy for very much longer so I took take advantage of the here and now.
I started driving my cock into her and she started moaning and wrapped her legs around me and pulled me to her. "That's it lover, that's it, fuck my pussy, fuck my cunt." A picture of Mary and Phil fucking entered my mind and for some perverse reason it drove me to fuck her harder as if my pounding her would punish her for her faithlessness. But the harder I fucked her the louder she moaned.
"God baby, yes, oh yes; like that lover, hard, fuck me hard. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
And then she screamed and her cunt muscles clamped my cock and her nails dug into my back as she had her orgasm and seconds later I had mine. I will miss this I thought as I looked down into her flushed face; oh yes, I will most definitely miss this.
+++++++++++++++++
The next morning Mary woke me with a blow job and then we had a slow, leisurely fuck - not making love, wouldn't be anymore of that in this house - and then we got up, had breakfast and started the clean-up. As I moved through the day I racked my brain for memories of anything that might have alerted me to the fact that Mary was stabbing me in the back, but I came up with nothing. Four years of college and seven years of marriage - eleven fucking years! - and I didn't have a fucking clue! That of course brought up the question:
Was I brain dead or just blinded by love?
Well I was blind no more and I began to formulate a plan. Monday at work I talked to my boss. Dave was twice divorced, both times from cheating sluts, so I knew he would work with me. I told him that I needed to beg off going to the San Diego conference so that I would be home to catch Mary in the act. He made a few suggestions and gave me the telephone number of the private detective that he used to nail his second wife. He told me that I could have off however much time I needed, but that I could expect to be working some long hours to play catch up when I got back to work.
I went to my office and called the detective and made an appointment to meet him the next morning. I met with Brian Locardo and told him my story and he asked me what I wanted.
"They are planning a meeting at my house while I'm supposed to be away on a business trip. I'd like the house wired for audio and video. I want what they do to be on tape."
"You know that this is a no fault state and it is highly unlikely that you will ever be allowed to use any of the recordings in court don't you?"
"Maybe the courts won't see it, but plenty of other people will."
He quoted me a price range and it almost made me gasp for breath, but then I figured that it would be cheap if I got out of it what I wanted - revenge and payback!
The next day I met Brian at my house and after checking it out he said from the layout that anything that happened would most like take place in the living room, family room and the bedroom. I asked him how long he would need to do what he had to do and he said three hours. I gave him a key and told him that I would keep Mary occupied from ten till two the next day so she wouldn't come home and walk in on him.
That night I told Mary that I would be seeing a client two blocks from her office and that I would swing by and take her to lunch. I told her to expect me around eleven, but that it might be a little before or a little after. The next day I called her at ten forty-five and told her I was on my way. She was ready to go when I got there and I took her to the restaurant at the Hilton.
"Why here" she asked as we were led to a table.
"Never know sweetie, you might decide you want us to take a room for dessert."
"Oh you dog you. You want to do me on company time."
"When you put it that way I guess it isn't such a hot idea."
"I think it is a great idea. Can we skip lunch and go straight to dessert?"
"Are you serious?"
"Bet your ass I am. I can spend the rest of the afternoon walking around the office full of your cum while all the guys who make passes at me eat their hearts out. I can look at them and wonder what their faces would look like if I let them have sloppy seconds."
I looked at her and wondered what she was thinking as she looked up into my face after giving me her lover's leftovers. No matter; what was done was done. I stood up, offered her my hand and said:
"Let's go."
I had my hand inside her dress even as the elevator door was closing. I bent to kiss her and she shoved her tongue in my mouth as I fondled her tits and she ran a hand over the bulge in my pants. Once in the room I started stripping and said:
"Since this is on company time there isn't any time for romance. Get out of those clothes and get on the bed."
"Oh?" Mary said as her dress fell to the floor, "You are just going to fuck me, is that it?"
"That's it you sexy slut. Get your ass on that bed."
"Don't you even want to pull the covers down?"
"Hell no, they aren't ours and I'm in a hurry."
"So now I'm a slut am I?"
"Isn't that what you would call a woman who does quickies in a hotel room?"
"Okay stud, I'll be your slut for now. Get over here and fuck me."
I probed for her opening and as my cock slid between her pussy lips I reached under her, grabbed her ass cheeks with my hands and pulled her to me as I shoved myself deep into her. As my cock drove in I again wondered why she was and had been cheating on me. If it was because I wasn't getting the job done in the bedroom you would never know it from the way she acted. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and pushed her cunt up at me as she moaned:
"So good, so good baby; I love the way you fuck me."
"That's good you little slut. Take this...and this...and this" I grunted as I pounded hard into her.
I dropped her off at work at ten after two and gave Brian a call and he told me he was done. All that was left was to get through the rest of the week and the weekend. It would all be over Monday or Tuesday at the latest.
++++++++++++++++++++
The balance of the week was normal for us. We had sex on Friday night and on Saturday she woke me with a blow job and then fixed breakfast while I showered. After breakfast I went off to play golf and when I got home she had left a note telling me that she had gone over to her sisters and would be home by six. Was she really at her sisters? Who knows, but the big thing was that I no longer cared enough to find out.
Sunday she woke me with another blow job and when I was hard enough she climbed on me and rode me to a climax and then we had breakfast and got busy on household chores. Around eleven in the morning Mary started getting frisky. It was something that she usually did before I went on a trip; said she needed enough to hold her until I got home. She pulled me into the bedroom for a quickie and then she got on with cleaning the house while I cut the grass and weeded the flower beds.
At five she pulled me down on the couch in the living room for another quickie and I wondered if it was just the way she got herself worked up for her lovers or was it the knowing that they would soon be fucking her that got her wound up? That night in bed she fucked me hard and moaned that she hoped that it was enough to hold me until I got home.
The next morning I kissed her goodbye and left on my trip. I checked into a motel and then drove over to Brian's office to check in with him. At five-thirty the surveillance van we were in (it said Pro-Line Plumbing on the side) was parked in front of the house next door to mine and the four of us (Brian, two men to operate the equipment and me) settled back and talked sports while we waited.
At six-ten Mary came home and we watched on the five screens as she came into the house, dashed upstairs to the bedroom and stripped off her work clothes. She put on a rose colored bustier that I had never seen before, thigh high nylons and a pair of high heels. She did her makeup and then she went downstairs and made herself a drink.
She was sipping her drink and jumping channels on the TV when a car pulled into the drive and Phil and Marty got out of it. As they were walking up to the porch another car pulled into the drive and another "good" friend of mine got out. I watched Harry hurry up the walk to catch up with Phil and Marty. Marty rang the doorbell and on the screen we saw Mary get up, adjust the bustier and then head for the door. As the door opened and the three men went inside just as another car pulled up in front of the house. It was a car I knew well. I watched my brother Jack get out and head for the front door.
As the door closed behind Jack Mary said, "Here or in the bedroom?"
"Why would we even think of doing it here when there is a bedroom available" Phil asked.
"Last time you seemed to enjoy doing me bent over the back of the couch."
"True, but if you will remember we did it that way because hubby was due home soon and we needed to make it quick."
"Enough with the history lesson" Harry said, "We're here to fuck, not talk."
The five of them moved to the bedroom where the time Mary had spent putting on the bustier was wasted as Marty pulled it off of her. Marty was kissing her as he slid a finger into her pussy.
"She's sopping wet. I think she has been looking forward to this."
Then the four of them passed her around as they took turns shoving their tongues down her throat and feeling her up. Mary moaned and Marty laughed and said:
"Oh yeah, she's loving this. Come on baby, give us a hand here" as he started unbuttoning his shirt. Mary turned to him and started to help him undress as the other three started taking off their clothes.
There was a gasp in the van as Phil and Marty's cocks came into view. I wasn't surprised because I had seen their equipment in the showers at school and in the gym where we worked out. Both were larger than average - way larger - I had once heard Phil say that he had eleven inches. Marty was maybe an inch or so shorter, but he was bigger around. Mary stood between them with a hand on each cock and she stroked them as they took turns fucking her mouth with their tongues. Mary went to her knees is front of the two men. She took Phil in her mouth first and then after thirty seconds or so she moved to Marty and then she alternated between the two.
After a couple of minutes she stood up and said, "I need a cock in me" and she moved to the bed and got on it. Marty got on the bed and lay on his back and Mary got on her hands and knees and lowered her head and swallowed the head of his cock while Phil got on the bed and moved in behind her. Mary's knees were spread wide and as Phil began to push his cock into her she whimpered, but she pushed her ass back at him to help him. It took him a bit to get all of his cock into her and then he grabbed her hips and started fucking her.
For five minutes Phil fucked Mary as her head bobbed up and down on Mart's cock. And then Phil grunted:
"Here it comes you fucking slut" and seconds later he pulled out of her and said, "Who gets her next?"
"My turn" Harry said as he moved behind Mary. I had never seen Harry's cock before, but he was just as big as Marty and Phil. Is that what it was all about - cock size? Mary was a slut for large cocks? All three had at least three inches on me in length and maybe an inch on me in girth. But no, it couldn't be cock size; my brother was smaller than me.
Back in the bedroom Marty had cum in Mary's mouth and his place on the bed was taken by Jack. Harry was fucking her hard and when he came Mary rolled over on her back and Jack moved between her legs. When Jack came Phil was hard again and he moved between Mary's legs, put her legs up on his shoulders and plunged his cock into her. From then on it was all four man taking turns on her.




It was two hours into it when I suddenly knew what I was going to do. Mary was on her hands and knees with her mouth on Jack and Phil was fucking her from behind. She was moaning and pushing her ass back at Phil when he pulled out of her cunt and poked the head of his cock at Mary's asshole. At the first touch of his cock head against her butt hole Mary came unglued. She jerked her mouth off of Jack and pulled forward away from Phil and turned to give Phil a murderous look.
"God damn you Phil! You know better than to try that. I will not take that big thing in my ass and you know it. I don't even let Rob have my ass. You keep trying and huge cock or not I will stop seeing you. I do not want to have to tell you again."
Just that quick my plans changed. The plan was to copy the tapes we were making and then send a copy to Mary's relatives and friends and to the wives and families of the four men and I would still do that. But I suddenly saw a way to really punish the whore I had married. I turned to Brian and said:
"You can wrap it up here; I think we have more than enough for what I want to do."
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to have some fun at their expense and get some revenge at the same time. And you won't want to tape it. In fact, I'm not even sure of the legalities here, but maybe it would be best if you didn't even see it. That way you can honestly swear that you knew nothing about it if it ever comes up."
"Be careful. You've got them right where you want them right now. Don't do anything stupid that will let them off the hook."
I told him I would be careful and I left the van.
I went around the house to the back door and let myself into the house. I quietly went down into the basement where I kept my gun safe and got my .22 target pistol. I made sure that it had a full load, jacked one onto the chamber and headed for my bedroom.
When I walked into the room and yelled, "Surprise, surprise" Mary was back on her knees sucking on Jack and Phil was back to fucking her from behind. Marty and Harry were standing off to the side and stroking themselves while waiting for an open hole. They all looked toward the door and saw me standing there with a gun in my hand and there was a sudden flurry of activity as Mary, Jack and Phil separated and Harry and Marty moved to get his clothes. I fired one shot into the floor and hollered:
"Hold it! Nobody move!"
"Get serious Rob" my brother said, "You aren't going to shoot anybody" and he turned and reached for his pants.
I shot him!
I shot him in the meaty part of his thigh and as he screamed and went down I put another round into the right cheek of his ass.
"Anybody else want to tell me what I will or won't do?"
Everybody froze as they all looked at me with fear on their faces. Mary was crying and trying to cover her tits and her cunt with her hands. I looked at them and said:
"I came in here meaning to shoot every fucking one of you pieces of shit, but I've changed my mind. I think I have a much better way to get my revenge. I think we will have a live sex show for Rob the Cuckold. For starts I think I'd like to see Phil shove his cock up Mary's ass."
I saw Phil's cock twitch when I said that and at the same time Mary wailed:
"Oh God no; not that. I can't do that."
"Sure you can Mary; you might not like it, but you can do it. Go on Phil, get her up on her knees and shove your cock up her ass."
"You got any lube handy?"
"Lube? We don't use no sticking lube. This is me getting revenge butt wipe. Just shove it in."
Mary was crying and trying to crawl away so I told Harry and Marty to hold her still. They grabbed her and held her and Phil moved in behind her. He hesitated and looked over at me and I said:
"Use it or lose it pal" and I waved the gun in the direction of his genitals.
Mary's scream when he shoved his huge cock into her ass brought a big smile to my face. While that was going on my brother was on the floor whining about needing to go to the hospital before he bled to death and I told him he wasn't going anywhere until I was done.
"You might be better off bleeding to death you sorry piece of shit; at least then you won't have to face your wife and mom and dad and explain why I shot your miserable ass."
Mary had her head buried in a pillow, but we could still hear her sharp cries of pain as Phil worked his big cock in her ass. Phil finally got his rocks off and he pulled out of Mary and stood there, cock covered with shit, blood and dick snot, waiting for me to tell him what to do next.
"Stick your dick in her mouth and let her lick it and suck it clean."
"No Rob" she cried, "Please don't make me do that."
I motioned at Phil with the gun and he moved in front of her and Mary buried her head in the pillow and wouldn't lift it up.
"Grab a handful of her hair and jerk her head up" I told Phil, "And then pinch her nose. When she opens up her mouth to take a breath shove your cock in the hole."
While Phil was doing that I told Marty that it was his turn in her shitter.
"Just drive it in and fuck the whore."
Since Marty was a little bigger around than Phil his ramming his cock into Mary brought forth another scream and another smile. When he was done I told him to shove his cock in her mouth and have her clean it while Harry fucked her butt. After Harry was fucked and sucked clean I had the three of them go over and sit down on the floor with their backs to the wall. Mary crawled off into a corner and heaved her guts out onto the floor and then curled up in the fetal position.
"All right" I said to the three, "It's story time. I want to know when and how this got started. To give you a starting point I will tell you that I know it has been going on for eleven years now. I know it started back in college. What I want to hear are the details."
Mary was still huddled in her corner sniffling and crying and I ignored her and concentrated on the three sitting on the floor in front of me. The three looked at each other and then Phil said:
"It happened while you were home recovering from surgery. We were at a party at a frat house and she had been drinking pretty heavily. About three hours into it she came up to me and told me that rumor had it that I had a huge package. I told her it wasn't bad and she asked to see it. I told her that I didn't do shows at parties so she asked me to go home with her. I did and when she saw it she said she had to try it to see if she could take it all. She went nuts and when I stopped back by the next day she opened the door, smiled and pulled me in.
"I bragged to Marty about doing her and he hit on her and told her that he was even bigger than I was so she had to try it and the same thing happened with Harry. She got hung up on size and we've been doing it ever since."
"How did my asshole brother get in on it? I know for a fact that his dick isn't big."
"He stopped by one night when you were out of town and we were doing her and he caught us. We had to let him in to buy his silence. Now what are you going to do?"
"It isn't what I'm going to do, it is what you are going to do. I made Mary suck your dirty dicks so you get to suck the cum out of her ass."
"Oh no, I'm not going to do that" Marty said.
"Then I'll shoot you. I came into this room to get some payback for eleven years of you fucking my wife behind my back. You can take the easy way out and suck the junk out of her ass or we can do it the hard way. And if you don't think I'll do it just look over at my brother leaking all over the floor."
"I'll get you for this" Phil said.
"Let me tell you this Phil. If I run into you anywhere after tonight I'll kill you so you had best give me a wide berth and stay the fuck out of my way. No get he fuck over there and suck the sluts ass clean."
They hated doing it, but each of them spent three or four minutes sucking on Mary's cum filled ass. When they were done Harry asked:
"Now what?"
"Get dressed and get the fuck out of here and don't let me see you again."
"That's it? It's over?"
"Not quite. First I'm throwing Mary's whoring ass out and then I'm telling your wives what you have been doing."
"Oh man, you don't need to be doing that. Why mess up our marriages just because your wife wanted to play?"
"You can't be serious. You are all supposed to be my friends and you've smiled at me and been buddy-buddy with me for all these years while you fuck my wife and destroy my marriage, but I'm supposed to respect yours? Mary might have wanted to play, but you are the ones who chose to play with her. You played, and now you pay. Now get dressed and get out."
I walked over to where Mary was huddled in the corner and kicked her leg to get her attention.
"Get your worthless ass dressed and drive my asshole brother to the hospital. And Mary? Once you drop him off don't come back here. There is nothing here for you anymore except pain and suffering."
While she was getting dressed I called Jack's wife and my parents and told them that I had just shot Jack and that Mary was going to take him to County General. "Ask him or Mary" I said when they wanted to know what had happened. Mary asked me to help her get Jack to her car and I laughed at her and told her the shit-head could crawl to her car for all I cared.
She was gone for maybe two minutes when the doorbell rang and I opened the door to find Brian standing there.
"I thought you were gone."
"Couldn't leave" he said, "No way could I let my client walk into a room with four other guys without backup. We stopped taping when you told us too, but we watched in case you needed help."
"Thank you."
"All part of the service." He handed me two tapes and said, "I have the equipment to make copies if you need them."
"Oh I will most definitely need them. I'm going to send a copy to damned near everyone that Mary and those four assholes know."
"Just give me a list and I'll include mailing in the price."
"I already have it made up. I'll swing by your office in the morning and drop it off."
He left and I locked up the house and headed for my motel room. I didn't want to be at the house when the cops showed up with questions about the shooting. I would have to face them sooner or later, but I'd go for later. I'd had enough excitement for one day.
++++++++++++++++++
As it turned out I never did have to face the cops. At the hospital Jack said he accidentally shot himself and he stuck to his story. He no doubt regretted not throwing me under the bus when his wife Penny and mom and dad came to him and asked him to explain the video tape they had received showing him fucking Mary.
Phil survived. Probably because his wife was as hung up on his big cock as Mary was and she didn't want to give it up.
Harry and Marty got royally hosed in their divorces and Penny kicked Jack out. Mom and dad refused to take him in and right now no one knows where he is. You can bet the farm that I'm not looking for him to see how he is.
Mary, Marty, Phil and Harry became the town's laughing stocks after I sent out the one hundred and eighty-one copies of the video tape. Their bosses got a copy, some of their co-workers got a copy and every one of their living relatives I could find got a copy. I even sent copies to their next door neighbors.
Mary tried for three months to get me to talk to her and I refused to even acknowledge that she was alive. Finally she quit trying, quit her job and left town. I don't know where she went and I don't care where she is as long as it isn't with me. Marty also left town and being that Mary likes big cocks I wouldn't bet against the two of them living somewhere together.
I didn't bother going after a divorce. Living in a no-fault state would have meant having to sell the house and split all the assets with Mary plus I would have to pay the attorney's fees and court costs and the costs of finding her cheating ass so I could serve papers on her. I just couldn't see wasting the money. Some day maybe, but right now if there is a divorce Mary will have to be the one to go for it. And no, the fact that I have not divorced her does not mean that someday we will get back together. I can't stand the sight of the bitch and I will never forgive or forget eleven years of stabbing me in the back.
Besides, who knows? I might get lucky and she will get run down by a bus or something and then I can make a buck or two suing whoever ran her down.
And Wanda? She wasn't just flirting.
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Try to imagine this. You come home from work, park your car in the garage, and walk through the door that connects the house to the garage as you call out "Honey, I'm home." The door closes behind you before you see two men with guns and next to them you see your frightened wife tied to one of the swivel stools at the breakfast bar that separates the kitchen from the family room. She appears to be unhurt, but she has duct tape across her mouth. One of the men waves his gun at you and says:
"Be quiet, listen, and do what we tell you to do and you will get out of this unhurt."
That was the nightmare that I walked in on, but to understand what was going on you need to know the story that led up to it.
+++++++++++++++
I met Annie when I stopped in at my insurance agency to talk to my agent. I had just acquired a 2009 series ten dollar gold coin which was graded MS 70 and I needed to add it to the insurance policy that I had on my collection. My great-grandfather had begun saving gold and silver coins because he did not trust paper currency and when he died he passed on his horde of gold and silver to my grandfather who added to it. When he died my dad got the collection and then it came to me.
When Franklin Roosevelt ordered the confiscation of gold in 1933 my grandfather had said in effect "Fuck you!" and he had hidden the collection. My father had kept it hidden also, but he had started adding to it only by then it wasn't just coins he collected, it was gold. He added some krugerrands, Canadian gold Maple Leafs and even a British golden Crown that he had found somewhere and he moved the collection to a bank safe deposit box.
Just before cancer took him he gave the collection to me and told me to keep quiet about it or it would come under some kind of tax and would also let the government know where it was. He had inherited my grandfather's fear of government confiscation. His position was that the government had done it once so it would be likely to do it again someday if the economy went to hell like it had during the Great Depression. I didn't suffer from the same paranoia so a year after my father died I had the collection appraised and then I insured it. While I didn't inherit dad's paranoia I did inherit the 'gold bug' and I started collecting gold coins. The collection I had was valued at just over two hundred thousand.
I was leaving my agent's office when I saw Annie sitting at a desk and my heart started racing. She wasn't all that beautiful, but she had an aura about her -- an aura that said, "Take me, I'm yours" and I wanted to go over to her, throw her over my shoulder and run for my cave. I decided that I had to take the chance. I'd been shot down before and it hadn't killed me. I walked over to her desk and said:
"Hi. My name is Rob Daltry and I just could not leave here without asking you to have a drink or a cup of coffee with me."
"You are in luck Rob Daltry. I'm Annie and I have a thing for guys who go after what they want. I get off at four. I'll meet you out front."
We hit it off and dated for the next six months and then I asked her to marry me and she said yes.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next six years were among the happiest of my life. A wife I loved, a job that suited me just fine and then my perfect life came under attack. The company sent me to Salt Lake City for a week of training. The second day I was back I got off work and there was an envelope under the windshield wiper on the driver's side of my car. Inside the envelope were two photos that had obviously been taken by a cell phone camera and a typewritten note. The note said:
"The man's name is Alan Pendergast and she left with him."
The first photo showed Annie kissing the man and she had her arms around his neck and he had his hands on her ass. I recognized the setting. It was the Alhambra Lounge. The second one showed her with her tits out of her dress and the man's mouth on the left one. It was like a blow to my stomach. I staggered and then I threw up all over the side of the car. It took me several minutes to get myself under control. I opened the trunk and found a rag to clean my face and then I got into the car and headed for a gas station with a car wash.
When I walked into the house Annie smiled and ran to me to take me in her arms. I pushed her away and when she asked, "What's wrong Rob" I dropped the note and the pictures on the breakfast bar and then just stood there looking at her. She looked from me to the breakfast bar and then she went over and looked at the pictures. Her hand flew to her mouth and she cried out:
"Oh my God no; please God no" and she started crying and tears ran down her cheeks. "No Rob, no. I didn't Rob; honest to God I didn't. It isn't what it looks; I swear Rob, it isn't what it looks like. Please Rob. You have to believe me. You have to. You just have to."
"How could it not be what I think Annie? That is you in the pictures."
"No it isn't Rob; that isn't really me. That is a woman who was drunk out of her mind and who didn't know what she was doing and what was being done to her. The woman in those pictures was not only drunk; she had been drugged. That is not me Rob; that is not the real me."
I loved Annie and I was sure that she loved me so I gave her a chance to tell me what had happened. Four of her girlfriends who knew that I was out of town asked Annie to meet them after work for drinks. They had dinner and then they hit a lounge where they happened to have live music. Naturally five attractive women drew male attention and men were asking them to dance and were buying them drinks. Annie, Cora and Carol were married and knew that they would be going home alone, but Sally and Martha were single and open to being picked up by the 'right' guy. They settled on two guys and the guys were invited to join the group at the table and then it snowballed as the guy's buddies came over and several tables got shoved together.
Annie was kept on the dance floor and every time she came back to the table there was a fresh drink waiting for her and from the effect they were having on her she later came to believe that they were probably doubles. Somewhere along the way someone must have slipped something into one of her drinks.
"I don't remember kissing that man Rob. I don't remember my breasts being bared. Some how I lost an hour or two. I remember being on the dance floor and then the next thing I remembered was Carol and Cora dragging me away from some guy who had me on the back seat of his car. Cora hit him with something and Carol was hollering that she was going to call the police. Carol wanted to take me to the hospital for a blood test to prove I was drugged so she could send the cops after the guy, bur Cora wouldn't let her."
"Why in the hell not?"
"It was at the same time that the girl up in Connecticut had been drugged and gang raped on the pool table in the bar and even though the guys were guilty their lawyer made the girl look like trash and Cora didn't want that to happen to me."
"Did he fuck you?"
"I don't think so. He had my panties off of me and I think he was just pushing into me when Carol and Cora got there. I can't swear for sure, but I don't think he actually fucked me."
"Were you going to tell me about it?"
She looked away from me and softly said, "No."
"Why not?"
"Because I was ashamed. Because I didn't want you to know how stupid I had been and behaved."
"You behaved stupidly?"
"I was out with my girlfriends to have a drink or two and relax and there was also the fact that I really didn't want to go home and be alone. When the men started moving in on our group I should have gotten up and left. I'm not naïve; I knew what they were hoping for. I knew that they weren't going to get it, but even so I should have gotten up and gone home. Instead I fell into that "Just one more and then I have got to go" mode and it kept on being "just one more." I felt so damned guilty the next morning. It was my own fault that I got into that situation and I didn't want you to ever know."
I loved her; I trusted her and I could see how it happened so we put it behind us. Well, that wasn't strictly true. I have always been a strong believer of "Trust, but verify" and on separate occasions I 'ran across' Carol and Cora and thanked both of them for coming to Annie's aid. Cora said:
"I'm just glad we got there in time to keep that asshole from actually doing Annie."
Carol said, "I'm just sorry that I didn't have a knife with me. I would have cut the bastard's balls off."
+++++++++++++++++
Once Annie and I had settled back into our relationship I started pressing her to start a family. Before we had married we had talked about kids and Annie had said that while she did want kids she wasn't in any hurry to tie herself down.
"We need to go places and do things Rob. We need to spend some time enjoying each other before saddling ourselves with the huge responsibilities that children bring."
When I started suggesting that it was time I could see that she was reluctant and she kept giving me reasons why it shouldn't be right away like:
"If I get pregnant now I'll be going into the hot months of June, July and August seven, eight and nine months pregnant and I'd be miserable carrying all that weight in the heat.'
A year went by and then it was Annie's twenty-eighth birthday. One of Annie's paid holidays was her birthday and normally I would arrange to have the day off so we could go somewhere and do something together, but that day I couldn't get off. I told Annie I would get off early and then take her to dinner and then a movie. It would be my last chance to take her out before I went on my weekend hunting trip. I left work at a quarter to four and was home by four-thirty. I'd stopped and gotten a dozen roses and a box of Annie's favorite chocolates and I had them in my hands as I walked from the garage into the house and my worst nightmare.
++++++++++++++++
Two men with guns were standing there. The dark haired one was standing next to Annie with his gun pointed at her head. The blond haired one had his pointed at me and he said:
"Be quiet, listen, and do what we tell you and you will get out of this unhurt."
He pointed at the stool next to Annie and said, "Sit." I put the flowers and candy down on the breakfast bar and sat down on the stool. I reached to pull the duct tape off of Annie's mouth and the dark haired man hit my hand hard with his gun and snarled:
"Just sit there. You don't do nothing but sit there and listen."
The blond man said, "You are going to go to your bank and clean out your safe deposit box and bring the contents here. Do not get cute and try to withhold any of the coins because we know exactly what you have in your collection. Once we have the coins you will be tied up next to your wife and once we have put enough distance between us the fire department will get an anonymous call. You will have one hour in which to do this. Understand me on this next part. What we have done with your wife is kidnapping and kidnapping is a Federal crime and it carries the death penalty. If you call the cops and they come running we will kill your wife. We have nothing to lose. Kidnapping or murder; it is the death penalty either way. Do be clear on that."
I looked at Annie tied there on the stool and I saw her eyes beseeching me to help her.
"One hour" the blond guy said. "One hour and one minute and you are not here we will be leaving and you won't like what you find when you do get back."
Annie's eyes screamed at me, "Get me out of this Rob; please God get me out of this."
"Hold on Annie" I said, "I'll do what they want."
I hurried out of the house, got in my pick up truck and headed down the street. I turned the corner and parked. I got out and started walking back to the house. I could get there and get in the back door of the garage without being seen because there were no windows on the north side of the house. I didn't know how things would turn out; I might even be making a huge mistake, but I had to do what I was going to do.
I was not stupid. If I did what they told me to do Annie and I were both dead anyway. They had not been wearing masks or hoods so Annie and I had both seen their faces and could identify them and they knew that. No; I go in and hand them the coin collection and say "Okay, now turn Annie loose" and they would laugh and say "So long sucker." A call to the cops would probably turn out the way they had predicted so it was going to be up to me to get us out of the mess. The one thing they would not expect would be me coming back at them.
I let myself in the back door of the garage and went over to the pile of gear that I'd set out in the garage for my weekend hunting trip. I took the shotgun out of the gun case and loaded it. It was only birdshot, but in the enclosed space of the house and at short range it should more than do the job. Even so I was going to need a touch of luck. When I came through the door from the garage into the house I would need for both men to be away from Annie. From the door to where Annie was sitting it was only about seven feet. The shot pattern at that distance should still be pretty tight
Possible scenarios flashed through my mind. Both men away from Annie and readily visible with the element of surprise in my favor I should be able to get a shot at both before they could react. Annie was on the stool which was high so you could eat off the breakfast bar. Annie was only five foot one so her feet would be at least two feet off the floor. If one was standing next to her I'd blast his ankles and that should take his legs out from under him and then I'd swing and take the other guy and then swing back to the asshole on the floor.
Worst case would be if one or both were close to Annie and be where she was between us. Both men were tall and Annie was short, but she was up on that high stool and I didn't know if I could get away with going for head shots or not. A hundred things -- Shit! A thousand things -- could go wrong, but it was a case of damned if you do, damned if you don't. I made sure that the safety was off and then I moved to the door. I very carefully and slowly turned the knob and pushed the door open just a crack. I put my ear to the crack to see if sound would tell me where the two men were. I recognized the voice of the blond guy as he said:
"Are you sure he will do it?"
"Of course he will; he loves me."
"I figure twenty minutes to get to the bank, ten to take care of business and twenty to get back. That about right?"
"Give or take five minutes" Annie said.
"That gives us enough time for a quickie" the dark haired man said.
"Do me on the kitchen table."
"Why?"
"Because it is just the right height for your cock to get in my pussy while I suck on Andy standing next to us and if you do me hard and fast there will be enough time for both of you to do me before he gets back."
"You've done it on the table before I take it."
"A couple of times."
"Your hubby likes doing you in the kitchen?"
"He has never done me in the kitchen. In fact I've done it in every room in the house and on almost every piece of furniture, but he has only ever done me in the bedroom."
The blond guy laughed and said, "God, but you are such a slut."
"That's what attracted you to me wasn't it?"
"Yeah, I guess it was."
"Hubby have any idea of how big a slut you are?"
"He caught me once, but I convinced him that it was only a one time thing and only happened because a guy got me drunk, drugged me and then took advantage of me."
"He believed that?"
"My two girl friends backed me up."
"How did you manage that?"
Annie laughed and said, "One was on the bed next to me with three guys and the other one was in the spare bedroom with two."
"How long did you keep the guy around?"
"He spent the whole week hubby was gone in my bed with me and I still see him from time to time."
"How the hell do you get away with it?"
"Like I said; he loves me."
"But you don't love him."
"He's a nice enough guy, but he isn't any good in bed and he keeps after me to have kids. I don't want any brats hanging onto me."
"So what are you going to do with his life insurance and your share of the coins?"
"I vaguely remember you saying something about going to Jamaica for a while and setting me up for a gangbang on a sandy beach."
"Are you going to watch or leave the room?"
"I don't want to watch, but please make it quick and as painless as you can. I don't want him to suffer."
I heard the table legs skid on the floor and then the dark haired guy said:
"I can't believe how hot and tight you are."
Annie giggled and said, "Muscle control."
The blond haired said, "Here honey; control this" and then he laughed and said, "I can't believe that she took half of it down her throat in one gulp" and the dark haired one said, "She was born to be a cocksucker."
I'd heard enough. It was a set up. Annie had set me up. She had been lying to me for years. I had believed her when she told me about her 'one time' with Alan. I had believed her because I loved her and I had thought that she loved me, but quite obviously she didn't. And I didn't miss the part about "his life insurance" either. Annie had set me up to be killed. The sounds of Annie being fucked on the kitchen table faded as I quietly closed the door and hurried back to my pick up truck.
I took out my cell and pushed the buttons for 9-1-1.
"Fairview Emergency Response Center. What is the nature of your emergency?"
I quickly explained that my wife was being held hostage and why and what I was expected to do to get her released. She took down my address, home phone number and cell phone number and then I described myself and my truck and told her I would wait for the police on the corner of Sunflower Way and Prairie Grass Lane. Seven minutes later two squad cars arrived and I started to describe the situation, but the officers told me to save it until the SWAT team arrived.
Five minutes later the SWAT team arrived. They had aerial photos of the house, courtesy of Goggle Earth, and the SWAT team commander spread them out on my tailgate. I pointed out the places where they could approach the house without being seen, how they could get into the garage unobserved, described the two men and then explained the interior layout of the house.
I told them about what the blond haired guy had said about what would happen if I called the cops and I saw two of the SWAT team members look at me with disgust and I could read their faces. They said:
"What a fucking asshole. He chose his fucking money over his wife."
I saw the looks change when the team commander said, "Anything else you can tell us."
"It is obvious that they intended to kill both me and my wife when they got the collection. They weren't wearing masks or hoods so the wife and I both saw their faces and can identify them. To me that says they are stone assed killers and have done this before. You guys are the only shot I have at getting Annie out alive. Maybe I can go in the front door and while their attention is focused on me you guys can come across the back yard and take them from behind."
My offer was refused as I knew it would be and then I was told to go sit in a squad car with one of the regular policemen and I understood that it was going to be his job to sit on me and make sure that I stayed out of the way. As I sat there I wondered how it would go down. Would the SWAT team assault the house using the element of surprise and if they did would Annie somehow end up as collateral damage? One could only hope.
Would they call the assholes on the telephone and try to negotiate? If the two assholes were taken alive would they roll over on Annie? Would she be the one to roll over? Then I had a nasty thought. What if the two guys decided that they were toast any way it went and decided to do the 'gentlemanly thing' and not give up Annie? She would get a free pass and keep on pretending to be my loving wife. What would I do then? Too fucking bad I didn't have a tape recorder with me when I was listening in on them.



So back to what would I do if the assholes gave up and didn't roll over on Annie? I had no proof of Annie's involvement and that meant the only way I could get her out of my life would be to divorce her. That would mean an asset split of fifty/fifty and I would probably end up having to pay alimony. To a woman who had set me up to die? No fucking way! I'd kill her before I would let that happen and I'd make damned sure that she knew why I was doing it.
Naturally since my worst case scenario was the one that let Annie walk it was the one that I got.
++++++++++++++++++++
Three hours after the SWAT team arrived the two assholes came out of the house with their arms up and their hands clasped behind their heads. As they were being put in the back of police cars the blond guy looked my way and I waved at him. The SWAT team commander came up to me and said:
"Your wife is okay. Just a little shook up, but some TLC should take care of her."
He turned to leave and I said, "There is one more thing." He turned back to me and I said, "They weren't in this alone. Someone had to tell them about the coin collection. I know damned well that they didn't walk around town asking people for information on who had coin collections. And the blond one said something that was quite telling. He told me not to bother holding anything back as they had a list of what was in the collection. I'll sit down and make a list of everyone that I know who knows what I have in my box at the bank. I'll bet that those yahoos you just cuffed will give their informant up if you play it right."
He looked at me for a second and then said, "Get your list to Captain Meyer as soon as you can" and then he left.
I went into the house to face a distraught and very pissed off Annie. Instead of throwing herself into my arms she scowled at me and snarled:
"You bastard! They told you they would kill me if you called the police and you called them anyway."
"It was a chance I had to take."
"A chance you had to take? That was my fucking life you took a chance with, not yours."
"It was the only chance I had of saving your life. The moment those assholes had what they were after we were both dead. If they were going to let us go they would have worn masks, hoods or some kind of disguise. They didn't and so we saw their faces and could describe them and they knew it. Calling the cops was the only way I had of saving you. The only other thing I could think of doing was to get the stuff and hide it and then come in and tell them to let you go and then I'd tell them where the stuff was and then I realized I couldn't do that. All they would have had to do was grab a knife and start carving on you and I would have given in."
I almost barfed when I said, "You are just too precious to me for me to even think of letting them hurt you."
"Oh my God Rob; you're right. I never even thought of that."
The girl had missed her calling. She was wasted as a secretary; she should have been on the Broadway stage or in the movies. She burst into tears and ran from the room which was just as well since I'm not sure that I could have held in what I was holding in if she had stayed in the room with me.
I grabbed the Yellow Pages and went out into the garage. A phone call and a credit card number and things were taken care of. When I had dinner ready I called her and got:
"I'm too nervous Rob; I couldn't hold anything down. I need to soak in the tub and see if I can relax" which was slut code for "I need to clean those two out of me and off of me before you maybe see something that might give you a clue."
When I walked into the bathroom while she was still in the tub and said, "Time for bed sweetheart" I got "I need to be alone for a bit Rob; I'm going to sleep in the spare bedroom tonight." That was slut code for "It has only been a couple of hours since those two fucked me and I might still be too loose' which was just as well since I didn't want the whore touching me anyway.
I laid awake a long time thinking about my wife and my marriage. I had honestly thought my wife loved me. God knows she certainly acted as if she did. I did know that I had loved her enough to put what she had convinced me was a one time mistake with Alan behind me. Perhaps if I had loved her a little less my eyes would have been open enough for me to see things that might have told me that all wasn't right.
Tuesday morning I made sure that I was up and out of the house before Annie woke up and came downstairs. I was going to need the day to get myself psyched up enough to pretend to be a loving husband until I could come up with a way to get rid of her. I was going to have to be as good at acting as if I adored her as she was at acting as if she loved me. After hearing what I'd heard at the cracked open door I wanted to kill the bitch and yes, love could die just that fast, especially when the one you love is fucking some one else and plotting your death. I wanted the bitch to die an agonizing death and I wanted to be looking her right in the eye when it happened, but I didn't want to spend the rest of my life in jail so I needed to find some other way to get rid of her.
It was during my afternoon coffee break that the idea came to me. I would need Annie's help to make it work and all I could do was cross my fingers and hope that she would cooperate. Part of the plan was already in motion, but when I put it in motion I didn't have a plan just a need to know.
++++++++++++++++++++++
After work I swung by police headquarters and asked for Captain Meyer. He knew who I was and why I was there so he must have talked to the SWAT team commander. He asked me if I had the list he'd been told about and I handed it to him as I said:
"I've gone over the list a dozen times and I can't bring myself to believe that any one of them is involved. Christ, it would be easier to believe that it was my wife rather than anyone else on that list. But the sad fact remains that it had to be somebody."
"Well sir, we will check it out. We may just turn up a link between someone on the list and one of the two men. Oh, by the way, we need for you to give us a formal written statement and your wife needs to come down and give us one also."
"I'll tell her as soon as I get home. As long as I'm here can I give mine now?"
He turned me over to a detective; I gave my statement, waited while it was typed up and then I signed it and headed for home.
Normally I get home from work before Annie, but because of my visit to police headquarters she beat me home.
"Where have you been?"
"Talking to the police. I had to give them a written statement on what happened yesterday and they told me that they need you to come down so they can get one from you. After I signed my statement I spent some time going over my list with Detective Arnold."
"List? What list?"
"I gave them a list of people who knew about the deposit box and what was in it. Those two had to have gotten their information from someone. The cops are going to look for that third person."
I might have imagined it, but I thought I saw a faint trace of worry flash across her face and I wondered again at the conversations that must have taken place between Annie and the two men while they were in the house surrounded by the police and negotiating with them on the phone. What promises were made? And to whom by whom?
Annie told me dinner was ready and over dinner she told me about her day at work and how she had been a minor celebrity. It seems that one of the SWAT team cops was a cousin of one of the girls that Annie worked with and the cousin had called her with the story.
"It's a wonder that anything got done at all since it seemed like everyone was crowded around my desk most of the day wanting to hear the story. Brad even took me to lunch."
Brad was her boss and I had never liked the arrogant son of a bitch. Annie prattled on and on and I didn't say much; just sat there and dreaded having to climb into the bed with the whore at bedtime, but unless she pulled the "I need to be alone" bit again climbing in bed with her was something I was going to have to do. I needed her to keep thinking that things were fine between us.
It is amazing how quickly a blow job can chase away dread. We were no sooner into bed when her hand went for my cock and before I could say that I didn't really feel like making love that night her mouth had replaced her hand and about then my thinking changed one hundred and eighty degrees to "I better take all of this I can get because when she is gone I have no idea how long it will take to replace her." When she took her mouth off me and mounted me cowgirl style she bounced around and did most of the work and when I came she surprised me by going down on me again. She nursed on me for a while and then she stopped long enough to say:
"I don't know why, but after yesterday I'm so glad to be alive that it is making me horny as hell."
She got me up hard again and I rolled her over and rode her hard to two orgasms before having my own and as I pulled out of her I thought:
"Not bad for some one who isn't worth a shit in the bedroom."
The surprises weren't over. She woke me with a blow job in the morning -- the first in years -- and then she pulled me on top of her and that morning I was an hour late for work. As I worked I wondered what was going on with Annie. I would have called our sex life good. We made love at least three times a week, but rarely more than one time except for weekends. When we made love on weekends we would usually go twice, but the previous night Annie was damned near insatiable. For us to go twice and then follow it up in the morning with another was unheard of for us.
Annie's telling me that after "her ordeal" she was so glad to be alive that it was making her horny was just so much bullshit. She was never in danger and she knew it so what WAS making her so horny? Was it the fact that she was fucking a man she had expected to be dead? Was she turned on by the knowledge that the two men who had just fucked her were just waiting with itchy trigger fingers to kill me when I walked back into the house? I doubted that I would ever know.
That night and Thursday morning were a repeat of Tuesday night and Wednesday morning only that time I wasn't late for work. Thursday night was Annie's standing night to play cards with several of her sorority friends from college, but after what took place on Monday I doubted very much that Annie ever saw a deck of cards on Thursday night. I didn't doubt that she was playing, but I'd bet my life that it wasn't cards.
I was not in the habit of waiting up for her so I was surprised that when she got home she woke me with a blow job and then mounted me. I couldn't tell if she had 'played' or not, but then why would I have been able to? Based on what I'd heard at the door I didn't know if on any given day I had ever been the first in her cunt. She wasn't sloppy wet so if she had been fucked before coming home a rubber must have been used or she carried stuff with her to douche.
There was no wake up sex on Friday morning and at one o'clock on Friday afternoon I got the call that I had been waiting for and I left work early and went to meet with the private detective I'd called from my garage on Monday. He told me just what I had hoped to hear. I left work early and by four o'clock I had emptied out the checking and savings account and had removed everything from our shared safe deposit box and moved them to the box that held my coin collection. I cancelled every credit card that we had that would allow cash advances, but left the ones that wouldn't give cash in place incase Annie stopped for gas ore to buy something from the store.
Annie was home when I got there and she was fixing dinner. Twenty minutes after I got home the phone rang, Annie answered and then told me that the call was for me. I took the phone, said hello and then listened for a bit before saying:
"That's great. I'll be right down."
I hung up and Annie asked, "Who was that?"
"Detective Arnold. One of the guys who tried to hold us up has agreed to turn state's evidence in exchange for the prosecutor not going for the death penalty. He is going to give up the person who told them about my deposit box and what was in it. I want to be there to hear just which of my friends was willing to see me killed just to get a share of what was in the box. You want to come with me?"
"No thanks. I'm trying to put that day out of my life."
"Don't wait dinner on me. I have no idea how long I will be gone."
I left the house and drove down the street, turned the corner and then turned onto the street directly behind us. I parked, made my way to where I could watch our house from behind Mrs. Frank's bushes. The call had been from my private detective and it had been prearranged to set up Annie. It was a gamble. I hoped what I'd told her would shake her up too much for her to stop and consider that the police wouldn't call me and tell me what I'd told her. They wouldn't tell me anything until they had confessions on paper and signed and then and only then would I have been told what had gone down. I was betting that Annie would be packing as soon as she saw me going down the street and that she would be out of the house and gone before I even had time to get to the police station,
Twenty-five minutes after I had taken position behind Mrs. Frank's bushes the garage door opened and Annie backed down the drive and headed for town. If she hurried she still had time to get to the bank before the lobby closed, but even if something happened to keep her from getting there while it was still open there was the drive-thru window that was open an hour later than the lobby. But regardless of when she got to the bank she was going to be very pissed. I just wished I could see her face when she found out that she couldn't get a dime for running money. She would hit a couple of ATMs and find her cards wouldn't work. All she would have was whatever she had in her purse, whatever she had packed, a Visa, a Discover card and a couple of gasoline credit cards and they would only be good for as long as it took me to go back into the house and get on the phone and cancel them. She would also have her car, but she would have to get rid of it because she knew that once she was ratted out I would give the police a description of her car and her plate numbers.
I got my car and went on home. The bedroom was a mess. Annie had just pulled out the drawers and dumped then on the floor and on the bed as she looked for what she wanted to take with her. Her side of the walk in closet was almost empty and none of her toiletries were in the bathroom. I never did find a goodbye note.
+++++++++++++++++
Epilog
The two men claimed that it was all a joke that Annie had asked them to help her pull off. The police and the prosecutor knew it was bullshit, but without Annie there to testify they were able to pull it off partially. They had threatened me with guns and they hadn't said "Whoa up there, it is all a joke" when the police came on the scene so there were fourteen charges brought against them that the DA refused to plea down on. One of the charges was "Felony Menacing" and that charge alone was worth three to five. The jury found them guilty of eight of the ten charges and they are now doing fifteen years in the state prison.
I took the PI report to an attorney and knowing that I had attorney/client privilege I told him the whole story and asked him what my best options were as far as a divorce was concerned and he told me that the best thing was to do nothing for the time being. He told me to wait a year and hope not to hear from her or find out where she was and then I could claim desertion and abandonment and all it would cost me were attorney's fees and court costs.
I have no idea of how many men Annie stabbed me in the back with and so most of them got away with it. Four did not. Two of them were guests of the state for the next fifteen years and two more had their lives ruined by me.
The PI report showed that Annie took long lunches with her boss at the Days Inn on Fremont Street. Brad's wife got a very grim look on her face when I shared the PI's report with her and in the divorce she got the gold mine and he got the shaft. I had already reported my wife as missing at the time of the two men's trial. By then the police and I had both decided that Annie was probably the one who gave the two men the deposit box information and that she had run because she was sure the two men would roll over on her for reduced sentences (they never did). Finally, saying that I had held it back because I loved her and wanted to give her another chance, I took the PI report to the police and pointed out that Brad had been the last person that Annie was known to be with. I leaked the story to the papers that the last time she had been seen alive was when she and Brad had walked into room 114 at the Days Inn at twelve noon on the day she disappeared. By the time the news media got done with the story Brad was branded in everyone's eyes as a killer who had managed to get away with it.
According to the PI report Thursday evening Annie drove to the Motel 6 on Addison and waited in the parking lot until a late model Chevy Suburban drove up and parked next to her. She got out of her car and walked over and embraced the man when he got out of his and they walked hand in hand to room 137. Apparently the room had already been prearranged as they walked right in. They came out four hours later and the PI followed the man home. George Martin was the pastor of the First Baptist Church and he was married and had three children. At least he was all of those things until I shared the PI's report with Mrs. Martin and then I leaked the information to the news media while they were still in the middle of the feeding frenzy on Brad Brown and Annie's disappearance and Martin was ruined.
Naturally I was a 'person of interest' in the disappearance of Annie and I'm sure the police looked long and hard at me (and still may be for all I know), but my story was that I had suspected Annie of cheating and had put the private detective on her. I confronted her with the report and when I got home from work the next day she was gone and I never saw her again.
I never heard from Annie again and following my attorney's advice I waited a year and then filed for divorce on grounds of desertion. The divorce is final today.
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My wife Mary was always complaining that she didn't get out of the house enough so when I offered to take her with me on my business trips she jumped at the chance. She would take her bathing suit and lay around the hotel pool or go shopping while I was taking care of business and in the evening we would go out to dinner and look for a dance spot. On some nights there were cocktail parties to attend and since these parties always had business overtones we almost always went to them. Mary has one major flaw - she has a very low tolerance for alcohol, three drinks can have her semi-comatose, and so I have to keep a very close eye on her at parties.
My last trip included one of these parties and as usual Mary had too much to drink, but she is fun when she is 'giddy' so I switched her to ginger ale and kept an eye on her. At the end of the party we returned to our hotel and Mary talked me into stopping at the hotel bar. We took a table near the back and placed our order. We were on our second drink when I was paged for a phone call. I got up and went to the wall phone to take the call and fortunately from where the phone was I could see our table. The call was from one of my most important customers and getting him to sign an agreement was the sole purpose for this trip so there was no way I could just tell him I would call him later. From the phone I watched a guy approach our table and talk to Mary. She got up and moved to the dance floor with him and following the dance he escorted her back to the table and sat down with her. He ordered more drinks and they danced some more while my phone call drug on and on. I saw the man's hands disappear under the table and Mary give a start, and then she laughed at him. His hands stayed under the table and I saw him move a closer to her. They sat that way for several minutes and then Mary got up and headed for the ladies room. The man went to the bar and got another drink and I lost sight of him.
My phone call ended and I went back to the table and ordered another drink. I kept looking around for Mary and after ten minutes I got up to go and look for her. At the ladies room I asked a women coming out if anyone else was still in there and she told me there wasn't. I turned to head back to the bar when the door to a storeroom next to the restrooms opened and the man I'd seen talking to Mary came out pulling up his zipper. I heard a giggle and looked into the room in time to see a man drop to his knees between a woman's legs; her legs came up to lock behind the mans legs and her arms came up and wrapped around his neck and I heard another giggle before Mary's voice cut through the air clear as a bell.
"You feel good. That's it. Right there - oooh yes."
I stepped into the room and saw Mary laying on a stack of flour sacks, her dress up to her waist and her panties hanging from her left ankle, as the man between her legs started to fuck her. I stepped forward but some one grabbed my arm and a rough voice said:
"Wait your turn, Mac, we were here first" and it was then I noticed that there were at least five other men in the room.
I don't consider myself a coward, but there was no way that I could take on everybody in the room to get my wife out of there. My other option was to go and get cops to help me, but that would have meant bad publicity for Mary and her church going family would never have understood. The ironic part was that the publicity would help me with my client - I knew he wanted to fuck Mary -because when he heard about it he would think his chances would be better. No, the real reason I wasn't going to do anything was because I was turned on watching a perfect stranger fuck my wife.
I watched for the next few hours as she was fucked by the rest of the men in the room and by a few more that had come in after me. When the last one had left I pulled down her dress, stuffed her panties in my pocket and picked her up and carried her to our room. I undressed her and then I took my turn at her cum filled cunt. I fucked her for what seemed to be an hour; I could not cum and my cock stayed hard as a rock. Finally, and almost painfully, I was able to shoot into her. I lay down beside her and fell fast asleep. When I awoke the next morning Mary was sitting on the bed beside me reading. When she saw I was awake she asked me what I'd done to her last night.
"You don't know what you did?" I asked incredulously.
She said she did not remember anything after sitting down the table with me last night. She had a vague remembrance of my getting up to take a phone call and that was it. I told her what had happened and she looked at me stunned.
"How many?"
"Nine that I know of. Several of them twice. There might have been one or two before I found you."
She got a small smile on her face. "Did I enjoy it?"
"Baby, you were begging for it. When the last guy finished you were crying 'next', please don't stop now. Who's next?"
She took a long look at me. "You said you liked watching. Can we do it again? With me sober?"
I nodded my head yes.
"One more thing. You say your client wants to fuck me. Do you want me to fuck him?"
I thought about that one for a minute. "Before last night I would have said no. Now I would probably like it, but not until I have his signed contract in my pocket. I do not want him thinking that he bought you by signing with me."
My client, Phil, signed with me at lunch that afternoon and less than an hour into the cocktail party at his house that night both he and Mary disappeared. I don't get to watch this time, but I am sure that I'm going to have a lot more opportunities to see my Mary at work.
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Things started going to hell for me when my wife told me that we were invited to her best friend Mary's birthday party on Saturday. I said, "That's nice dear. Have a good time." I don't get along with Mary; we don't like each other and have mutually decided to avoid being in each other's presence.
"You have to go with me," Nan said.
"Sorry honey, but you know how things get when Mary and I are in the same room together. If I go it will just spoil the party for everyone."
"Please baby, I need you with me at this party."
"Why?"
"I just don't want to go alone."
I didn't want to go and I told her at least six times that I wouldn't go, but Nan kept after me until I finally broke down and agreed to go with her.
The night of the party I watched Nan get ready and wondered for perhaps the thousandth time as to how I had been so lucky as to get her. Smart, beautiful and sexy - every man's idea of perfection. She took a simple black cocktail dress, a string of pearls and a pair of four-inch CFMs and made them look like garments fit for a queen. By the time she was finished dressing I was so hot that I tried to talk her into a quickie before we went to the party, but she laughed, "Down boy. There will be plenty of time for that later."
On the way to the party Nan sat and stared out the side window which wasn't like her at all. She was always lively and talkative and I finally asked her what was wrong. It seems that Mary had run into one of Nan's old boyfriends and had invited him to the party. He had said that he couldn't make it until Mary told him that Nan would be there and then he had changed his mind and said he would be there.
"So that's why I have to go to this party? Is it to protect you from him, or to keep you from doing something you might regret?" I could see from her expression that I'd hit a bullseye. "Which is it, protector or keeper?" Nan turned her face away from me and we rode the next ten miles in silence. Then she said, "The guy she invited was Dan."
"So I'm going to the party to keep you from doing something stupid, is that it?" Again she turned her face away and stared out the side window.
Nan and I had been married for eight years. The first two years of the marriage I wasn't sure of what I had. I never knew if Nan married me because she was wounded and needed comfort, if she married me to spite Dan or if it was because she loved me. And now, all of a sudden, I wasn't sure again. I had to question the love of a woman who needed me around to keep her away from an old flame.
Nan and Dan had gone together for years. He finally proposed, she accepted and a wedding date was set. They were described as the perfect couple - made for each other - and according to all reports madly in love with each other. Then Dan did something stupid - I was never told what - and Nan gave him back his ring. He packed his bags; left town and six months later I met Nan, fell hopelessly in love with her and pursued her. To my complete and everlasting surprise she liked me enough to date me, go steady and then say yes to my proposal of marriage. That's where the animosity between Mary and me began. She was in Dan's corner and she was constantly telling me that my marriage to Nan wouldn't last.
"As soon as Dan comes back she will leave you in a heart beat."
And now Dan was back and Nan felt I needed to be there to keep her from making a fool out of herself with her old lover.
We pulled up in front of Mary's house and I shut off the motor. I looked over at Nan, "Are you sure you want to do this?" She bit her lip, hesitated, and then she opened her door and got out. Half the people at the party had known Nan and Dan when they were an item and the word must have gone out that the two of them would be at tonight's party. Every eye in the place was on us as we walked in the front door. I quickly scanned the crowd to see if I could spot the idiot who had let Nan get away. I'd never met him or seen him, but I'd heard enough about him that I was sure I would know him when I saw him. And I did. A tall, well-built, good looking guy was standing in a corner talking to some people I didn't know and I knew immediately it was him. This was confirmed almost immediately when Mary walked up to him and said something and I saw his eyes to begin scanning the room. When they settled on Nan I saw him smile. I walked Nan over to the makeshift bar and got us both a drink and as I handed Nan hers I asked, "So how do we play this? Do I hover at your side or do we do what we usually do and I keep one ear open in case you holler for help?"
"Honestly Rob, I'm a big girl now and I can take care of myself."
Yeah sweetie I thought, that's why you had to drag me along to this affair. Mary came rushing up, "Rob, so good of you to come. I'm going to steal your lovely wife for a minute. There's an old friend of hers here and he's just dying to see her." I looked at Nan and she said "I'll be all right" and she walked off with Mary.
I circulated and said hello to the people I knew and I caught occasional glimpses of Dan and Nan standing and talking. Mary and her husband had cleared the furniture out of the living room to make a dance floor and about an hour into the party they put on some CDs, almost all slow songs. Nan and Dan were among the first to hit the floor and almost all eyes in the place were instantly on the three of us. I watched the heads swivel - to me, to them, to me, to them - and it was almost enough to make me laugh. I didn't thought, because I was watching the two of them and wondering if I was going to be going home alone. Dan maneuvered Nan over into the darkest corner of the room and I saw him kiss her and I saw her return the kiss. I saw his hands touch her breasts and cup her ass and Nan did absolutely nothing to stop him or push him away. I looked around and saw that all eyes were on the two of them now and no one was looking at me so I turned my back on the floor show and went to the makeshift bar and got myself another drink.
I didn't bother going back to watch what was happening on the dance floor. I took my drink and went outside on the patio for some fresh air. That was another reason I avoided parties at Mary's; I don't smoke, I don't care for second hand smoke and it seems like all of Mary's friend are two-pack a day people. I saw a chair off to the side on the edge of the patio and I went over and sat down. I was staring up at the sky trying to find the North Star when Nan and Dan came out. They embraced, they kissed and I saw him start to raise the hem of her skirt. Nan said, "No Dan, don't do that" but he didn't stop and she did nothing to stop him.
I had already made up my mind that unless Nan called for help I wasn't going to anything. I either had a marriage or I didn't and if I did have one and it was going to survive it was going to be up to Nan to see that it held together. She had to shut him down tonight and do it in such a way that he wouldn't keep calling. If she didn't do that, based on what I'd seen so far tonight, she would be cheating on before the end of the week - if not tonight.
Her dress was up to her waist and he slid his hand down the front of her panties and Nan gave a little start as his hand reached her mound. I sat her feet move apart, no doubt to give a finger or two better access. Nan stood there for a minute or two not moving and then she put both hands on his chest and pushed him back away from her. "What's the matter babe, you know you want me."
"Just because I want you doesn't mean you are good for me. I want chocolate cake too, but I don't want the pounds that come with it. The same with you; I want you, but I don't want what comes with you." He laughed, "Don't sweat gaining weight babe, I'll use a rubber" and he pulled her to him and kissed her. Nan returned the kiss and it was a long passionate one.
I began to wonder if there was a conspiracy going on. These two had been out here long enough now for him to finger fuck her and to neck, but not another soul had come outside. I know that all eyes were probably on them when they came out; had everyone agreed to stay inside and let the lovebirds have their privacy?
I heard a zipper and since it wasn't mine I knew it had to be Dan's. A moment later I saw his cock bobbing in the moonlight and he took one of Nan's hands and put it on his cock. She let go and he put her hand on him a second time and again she let go. The third time her fingers curled around him and she started to stroke him as he again slid his hand down the front of her undies. I sat there and watched her jack him off while he finger fucked her and the two of them swapped tongues and I started making a mental list of what I was going to have to do. Get a lawyer, find an apartment; I'd need sheets, towels and the like and I didn't want anything from our house that would remind me of Nan. Dan pulled his hand out of Nan's panties and put both hands on her shoulders and tried to push her down, but Nan resisted him and let go of his cock.
"We had better go inside before my husband misses me and comes looking for me."
She stepped back from him, adjusted her clothes and left him standing there as she went back inside.
Not wanting to add to the gossip (or look like a fool) I got up after Dan went inside and walked around to the front of the house and went in the front door to rejoin the party. I could just imagine the talk if I had followed the two of them in from the patio. I got another drink and then went looking for Nan. She was out on the dance floor with Mary's husband and I looked around for Dan and saw him over in a corner talking to Mary - plotting against me no doubt. The song ended and Nan saw me and came over.
"Are you upset with me?"
"Why should I be upset. You didn't do anything but humiliate me in front of everyone here with that display on the dance floor."
She had the good grace to wince when I said that.
"So" I asked, "Are you going to fuck him?"
Nan's face turned angry, "Why would you say a thing like that to me?"
"Because I was sitting out on the patio when you and lover boy came out. You were a little too wrapped up in each other to notice me I guess. I saw the vicious fight you put up when he lifted your dress and finger fucked you and I watched you while you french kissed him and jacked him off and I heard every word you said. I heard him say he wanted you and I heard you say you wanted him. You didn't say "at one time I did, but that was then and this is now." You gave him some bullshit about cake, but what he heard is you saying that you wanted him and now he is going to keep sniffing around until he gets you."
"What you are saying is that you don't trust me."
"I'm sorry Nan, but after what I and everybody else here watched you do out on the dance floor and after what I saw out on the patio, no - I don't trust you. And I'll tell you this; if you don't do something drastic to permanently shut him down tonight, I'll never trust you again. Every time the phone rings and I answer and there is no one there you will know what I'm thinking. Every time you leave the house to go do something you will know what I'm thinking. After what you have done so far tonight you need to drive a stake into his heart or you might as well figure that the two of us don't have a future. It's your choice sweetie. You drug us into this mess, it's up to you to get us out - if you want to."
She gave me a long look, spun on her heel and walked away.
I was watching Nan and Dan dance, a little more subdued this time, when Mary came up to me.
"I told you what would happen when he came back, but don't feel bad about it. I have a girlfriend I can fix you up with and she'd be just right for you."
I ignored her and walked away. The party wasn't going real well for me on other fronts either. Because of the Dan/Nan thing no one seemed to be comfortable with me around. This was not good because for me parties are more about talking and socializing than drinking and dancing. Not wanting to force myself on people I ended up doing a lot of standing around and watching. And then I noticed that Dan and Nan were no longer on the dance floor. I glanced around to see if I could spot either of them. I didn't see them but I did see a couple of people watching me. Apparently the two of them had gone outside again and I was being watched to see what I would do. But I had made my position clear to Nan and it was strictly up to her now.
I just happened to be looking in the direction of the front door about forty minutes later when Nan walked in. She headed straight for the bathroom and about two minutes later Dan came in and the damp spot on his fly told me everything. I decided to have one more drink and then head on home. While I was at the bar Nan came up beside me. She didn't look at me, just stared straight ahead and said, "He wants me to leave with him." I just looked at her and then I took my drink and walked away. I joined the line at the bathroom and when I came out I didn't see Dan or Nan. I finished my drink, set the empty glass down and headed for the front door. Mary intercepted me before I got there. She had a big smile on her face and said, "Thank you so much for coming. I hope you an interesting evening."
I know it was a little juvenile of me, but I spit in her eye as I walked out the door and I didn't regret doing it - not one little bit.
I opened the car door and when I got in I found Nan sitting there.
"Lover boy didn't have room for you in his car?"
She looked over at me; "This has been a bad night for me. Do we have to fight about this now?"
"What's to fight about? You made your choice. It wasn't me. Life goes on."
"What do you mean it isn't you? I'm sitting here in the car with you and not riding off with him."
"You made your choice earlier in the evening when you went out of the house with him and were gone for almost an hour. Then you came rushing in and ran straight to the bathroom and he came in a few minutes later with cum stains on his fly. I may not be Dick Tracy, but even I could figure that one out."
She turned her head away and stared out the window.
"What, no denial? No protestations of innocence? Not going to tell me that you just talked and the wet spots were caused by an accidentally spilled drink?"
She just sat there staring out the window and then I saw a tear running down her cheek as she softly said, "No, no denial. I fucked him. I sucked his cock and I let him fuck me."
"Why are you here?"
"Because I want to be with you and not him."
"Excuse me if I fail to see the logic in that. You want to be with me, but you fuck him. Did you give any thought to how I would feel about my wife fucking another man? Or how I would feel about everyone at the party knowing that my wife snuck out of the party and fucked her old boyfriend?"
Nan said nothing, just turned her head and stared out the window. We pulled into our driveway and I went to open the door to get out of the car, but Nan grabbed my arm, "Please don't get out. I don't want to do this in the house."
I closed the door, sat back down and looked over at her.
"There isn't anyway that I can explain what happened tonight in a way that you will understand it, but I have to tell you anyway whether you understand or not. Dan was the biggest part of my life for over ten years. We met in the sixth grade and were a couple from then on. He proposed to me in our first year at college and I said yes, but told him that I wouldn't marry him until we both graduated. I spent the next four years planning out the rest of my life with Dan and then one month before the wedding I had some problems and went to see a doctor. It turned out that I had a social disease and it wasn't very hard to figure out where I got it since Dan is the only one I'd ever had sex with. I was crushed that he had done that to me and I gave him back his ring and turned my back on him. But I never forgot those ten years; when the scheduled day of our wedding came I cried all day. I cried most of the two weeks that were supposed to be our honeymoon and it was months before I got myself under control.
"I was back on an even keel by the time I met you, but all during the time we went together I thought of Dan. I was constantly comparing the two of you. After we were married I thought of him less and less, but he really never went all the way away. Months would go by and I wouldn't think of him and all of a sudden something would happen and he would be back. I would have a dream and he would be in it or I would be talking to Mary and she would mention him and he'd be in my mind for a month. You won't like this, but occasionally when we would be making love I would think of Dan. It didn't happen often, but it did happen. I wondered what my life would have been like had we not broken up. Would I have been as happy with him as I was with you?
"Understand me on this Rob, in no way was I ever dissatisfied with you or what we had, I just wondered about what might have been. When Mary told me he was back in town and would be at her party I both couldn't wait to see him and I dreaded seeing him. I know that this makes no sense to you, but from what you have told me about yourself you have never been in a committed long-term relationship like the one I had with Dan. The man was my life, my soul mate, and my partner in everything for over ten years. He was a part of me and even though I was the one who broke it off it still left a gigantic hole in my life. I ended it because I was upset and pissed at him, but there was no closure. I went to the party tonight to bury Dan's memory, to prove to myself that I made the right move. I knew what we were going to find when we walked in the front door at Mary's. I knew that everyone there that had known Dan and I before we broke up expected to see him take me away from you. I just knew that all those people there knew that Dan would fuck me before the night was over. I wanted you with me tonight to show everyone there that I was your wife - your woman - and that Dan being back didn't mean shit to either you or me.
"You might be right when you say I humiliated you with what I did on the dance floor, but that was just as much your fault as mine. I saw you standing there with a drink in your hand watching. When he kissed me you took another sip and watched. When he put his hand on my tit you saw it, but you stood there and watched. When he cupped my ass with both hands and poked his cock into my leg you stood there and watched. You want to talk about being humiliated, how do you think I felt in front of all those people when an old boyfriend treated me like his private fuck toy while my husband just stood there, sipped his drink and watched? Yes, I did let Dan get away with a lot and the entire time I was waiting for you to put a stop to it, but what did you do? You turned around and walked out onto the patio which told everyone there, including Dan, that you just didn't give a shit about me.
"I told Dan I needed some air and I had him take me out to the patio. I saw you off to the side near the rose bush sitting in that white plastic chair. He kissed me and you sat there. When he lifted my dress you just sat there. When he ran his hand down inside my pants all you did was take another sip of your drink and watch. When he put my hand on his cock and you did nothing I almost turned and screamed at you to do something, but then I said, "Fuck it! If he doesn't love me enough to put a stop to this then to hell with him." I made one last attempt to find out if you cared about me at all. I went out to the car with him and got in the back seat and waited for you to come storming out of the house after me and when you didn't I just said okay if he doesn't care, why should I.



"I didn't fuck Dan because I wanted him, and I didn't fuck him to spite you. I fucked him because I owed it to him. I led him on all night long. Everything I let him do to me just made him hotter and hotter and led him to believe that he would have me before the night was over. The more he did to me without my stopping him the hotter he got and the guiltier I felt for doing it to him. When we got in the back seat and you didn't come after me I gave him what he wanted. I watched the front door and gave him a hand job as I waited for you and when you didn't show I went ahead and sucked his cock. Then I fucked him, sucked him hard again and let him do to me the one thing he really loved when we were a couple - I got on my hands and knees and squealed like a pig while he fucked me in the ass.
"And you want to know the worst part? I didn't even like the asshole. Before we even hit the dance floor I knew he was an obnoxious asshole. I knew right away that I had made the right choice in getting rid of him. I just didn't know I'd made the wrong choice when I chose you. I thought I had a husband who loved me and cared for me and I guess I was wrong."
I watched as she got out of the car and headed for the house and I thought about how badly the two of us had managed to fuck things up.
She was hauling things out of the closet and throwing them on the bed when I walked into the bedroom. "What are you doing?"
"After what happened tonight I don't see any future for us so I'm packing."
I swept everything off the bed and onto the floor and then I took what she was holding in her arms and tossed it on the pile. I pushed her back onto the bed and she said, "What are you doing?"
"I'm taking my sloppy seconds."
She tried to push me away, "I don't want..." but I cut off what she was going to say when I kissed her.
Then I said, "I didn't ask for my sloppy seconds, I said I was going to take them." I grabbed her panties and I pulled them off of her and she looked up at my and something changed in her eyes.
"Did you taste him when you kissed me? I swallowed his load and I haven't brushed my teeth yet. Could you taste him with your tongue?"
She spread her legs wide; "He's still in me if you really want to see what he tastes like. He took your woman tonight and left his mark in me. Why don't you see what a real man's cum tastes like."
"I'll eat your pussy, you unfaithful slut, but only because it's what I want to do right now. And he didn't take you - I let him have you. I knew how you felt about him. The first two years we were married I felt like you married me on the rebound, that I was just some one you could hold onto while you regrouped and those feeling never quite went away. When I went with you to that party I had made up my mind that I needed to know for sure that you were really mine and that I wasn't just second best. When we walked into that house I promised myself that I wouldn't interfere with whatever you did. I had to know if you were really mine and the only way I could be sure was to leave you alone and let you make your choice.
"You went out on that dance floor acting like a slut and so I let him treat you like a slut, but there was something else going on too tonight and it didn't hit me until you were walking into the house. I had been paying so much attention to Dan that some of the other stuff you did tonight didn't register until I watched your ass swing as you walked away from the car. Then I remembered seeing Ted's hands cupped on your ass tonight too and suddenly I knew what tonight was all about. Mary has been fucking around on Ted for years and I'm betting that Ted knows about her affairs and doesn't care. You and Mary are close - real close - and I'll just bet she tells you about all her lovers and I'll also bet she has talked you into trying a little extra-marital sex. That's what tonight was really about. You knew when we left the house that you were going to fuck Dan. You wanted me along because you wanted to see how I'd take it. To see if I'd be like Ted and let you be a slut like Mary. I'll go even more out on a limb here. I'll bet Dan has been back for a while now and that you have been fucking him since he got back."
I saw from her eyes that I had hit a bull's eye.
"That speech in the car was just to cover your ass since I didn't seem to be taking things as well as you hoped. Well, if you want your old boyfriend on the side as a lover go ahead. You can be a slut if you want, but you are my slut. You understand that? You are my slut and don't you ever forget it."
By the time I was through talking I was undressed and I crawled on the bed and looked down into her face, "I'll bet your asshole boyfriend doesn't have the guts to do this after I've fucked you" and I buried my face into the wet sloppy mess between her legs. As soon as my tongue touched her pussy she gave a low moan and pushed her bush up at my face. I grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her against my mouth and feasted on her until she grabbed my hair in both hands and had an orgasm. Then I moved over her and drove my cock into her. Her legs locked behind mine and I felt her fingernails dig into my ass. I looked down into her lovely face as I stroked into her, "When are you going to see him again?"
"I'm not."
"Why not?"
"I told you why. He's an obnoxious, arrogant asshole."
"Then why have you been fucking him?"
"I haven't been fucking him. Oh I did fuck him half a dozen times when he first got back, but when he decided I was his to do with what he wanted I told him to fuck off. I only fucked him tonight because it was safer to fuck him and see what you would do than to fuck my regular boyfriend."
"Your regular boyfriend?"
"Yes sweetie. I've been fucking Ted for about three years now. Tonight was a set up to see if you might be comfortable with an open marriage. Mary thought you might be ready."
"Mary?"
"Yes sweetie, Mary! She thinks it's only fair that if I get to fuck Ted she should be able to fuck you."
"But she can't stand me."
"You can be so dense sometimes. She has never forgiven you for marrying me. She had her sights set on you before you met me and it pissed her off that you never gave her a tumble."
"Well I doubt she wants a tumble anymore. I spit in her face just before I left the party."
"She'll get over it sweetie. I'll bet you she has you between her legs within a week."
"You and Ted? Three years and I never had a clue?"
"Ted and some others. At one time or another I have fucked half the men who were at the party tonight."
She saw the look on my face, "Don't sweat it sweetie. I love you and I'm staying with you as long as you'll have me, but I'm a slut. You'll get use to it and it does have benefits. For one thing you can play without having to worry about my catching you at it and getting pissed. Another is that I can give you all of what you seem to like."
I must have looked confused, "Cum sweetie, I can feed you a lot of cum. From the way you went after Dan's you must like eating a cum filled pussy and I can give you a lot of that."
"You slut, you fucking slut!"
She laughed, "Yeah sweetie, I'm a fucking slut, but you said it yourself, I'm your fucking slut and don't you ever forget it."
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It was an absolutely marvelous blowjob, made all the more satisfying by it being so totally unexpected. Adding to the excitement was the behavior of the young lady doing the sucking - I had my tongue in her cunt and she was going nuts. All in all the experience was well worth the $101.62 that it was going to cost me. Don't get me wrong, the young lady, Marci was her name, was not a prostitute, someone in the business of selling sex for money, she was just settling a debt.
The story started two days ago when a man came into the shop where I work and bought himself a receiver hitch and an electronic brake control. He was going to rent a trailer and haul a car to his parent's house. He told me he had all the tools necessary to install the items himself and so I gave him a few tips on how to do it and he left. The next day he was back and said he couldn't seem to get the hitch to fit or the brake control to work and he asked me how much I would charge to install both correctly. I gave him a price and set up an appointment for him to bring his truck in on the following day. He told me that he had to work, but that his wife worked just up the street and she would drop it off in the morning. Then he asked me if I could drive her to work and then possibly pick her up after the job was done. Since she worked within three blocks of my shop I told him that it wouldn't be a problem.
When Marci dropped off the truck the next morning I recognized her. I'd seen her several times in the neighborhood café at lunchtime and occasionally after work. She was a fairly good looking woman, a little heavy for my taste, not fat mind you, more on the order of pleasingly plump, but I like my women a little thinner. I have always been a believer in the saying, "The closer the bone, the sweeter the meat." I drove her to work and when I dropped her I asked her if it would be all right if I just waited until the end of the day before bringing the truck back to her and she said that it would work for her.
The day was a long one; for some reason it just seemed to drag on. A couple of times during the day I thought of Marci and I found myself remembering one time when I had seen her in the café bending over the pool table to take a shoot. She had on a loose top and had not been wearing a bra and I had seen her tits hanging loose and free. I remembered that the nipples had seemed to be extremely large and I found myself wondering if it had just been my imagination or if they really were big and all of a sudden I had a hardon.
Off and on for the rest of the day I would wonder about Marci's tits and get a woodie. Just before quitting time I called the number she had given me and when she answered I asked her if she could break free to drive me back to the shop if I brought the truck over to her. She told me that her office had been closed for half an hour and she had just been waiting for me to call or show up. I told her I would be right over and I locked up the shop, grabbed the work order and drove over to get her. When I got there she let me in and told me it would be a minute before she was ready to go; she was the last one out and she had to make sure everything was locked and the security system was set. I handed her the work order and she gave me a questioning glance:
"What's this?" she asked.
I told her it was the bill for the work I had done on her husband's truck.
"Didn't he pay for this already?" she asked.
I told her no, that he had paid for the parts when he bought them, but that he owed me for the labor and miscellaneous shop supplies.
"Shit!" He was supposed to have taken care of this."
She grabbed her purse and dug around in it for a few moments before looking at me and saying:
"I don't have that much money on me and my husband has the check book." She turned to face me and gave me a little smile; "I don't suppose you would settle for a blow job?"
I thought she was joking. Two can play this game I thought, and I said:
"That might cover half of it, but you would have to let me eat your pussy to cover the other half."
That must have caught her off guard because she stared at me in silence for a few moments. Then her fingers moved to her blouse and she said, "Deal!"
And that's how I came to be on my back with a sweet tasting pussy pushing down at my mouth and a hungry mouth swallowing my cock. Marci had cum twice and her wet juices were flowing down onto my face and I kept working on her juicy box hoping that as long as I kept eating her she would keep sucking on me. I was getting the greatest blowjob I'd ever received and I never wanted it to end. Marci did things with her tongue and lips that made my cock feel like it was being caressed with feathers and I was concentrating all my will power on keeping my cock from exploding in her mouth.
I am not kidding for one minute when I say I never wanted it to end. I would have been perfectly willing to lay there and let Marci work on me all night and into the next day. Marci, probably feeling that she had given me my moneys worth decided to end things and when se slipped a finger into my ass I lost it and erupted with the strongest ejaculation that I can ever remember having. Marci stayed with it and swallowed every drop that came out of the head of my cock and kept her mouth on me until I was totally limp. She rolled off me and we layed on the floor of her office not speaking, just breathing hard. After several minutes of silence her hand moved to my cock and she started to stroke it. It took another minute or so, but then my cock responded to her ministrations and began to rise. I rolled up onto an elbow and looked at her and she looked back at me and said in a little girl voice, a voice like a kid asking her parents for something and knowing they are going to refuse her:
"You can fuck me if you want to."
I wasted no time in getting between her legs and for the next half-hour the two of us tried to fuck each other to death. When, totally spent, as I lay there on the floor with her fingers vainly trying to get me up again, she said:
"If I need more work done on my husband's truck or on my car, can I pay the bill the same way?"
It was a silly question and could only be answered one way, "In a heartbeat honey, in a heartbeat."
Marci asked me if I would mind walking the three blocks back to my shop. She said she was exhausted and just wanted to lie there for a while. I said no problem, got up and got dressed and got ready to leave. As I reached for the doorknob she said,:
"It will happen again. I've never been eaten like that before and I loved it. I want it to happen again and I want it to happen soon."
I turned and gave her my best smile, "Anytime baby, anytime at all."
As I left the building and turned left to go up the street I noticed a car par next to the truck. The lot had been empty when I brought the truck over and the car looked a lot like the one Marci's husband had been driving the other day. On a hunch I walked around the building checking doors until I found one unlocked. Strange, I thought, since Marci had taken the time to lock up the place before we had our little session on the floor. I went inside quietly and moved to the front of the building. I heard voices and made my way toward them until I came to an open door and looked into the room where Marci and I had played. Marci was still on the floor, my cum still wet on her body. She was working her fingers in and out of her cum filled pussy and she was smiling up at her husband who was busily undressing.
"Was it good for you? Did you get off seeing what a slut your wife can be? Did you like seeing another man's fat cock in my mouth? Were you playing with your cock while I let him slide his cock into my wet eager pussy? I'm going to fuck him again you know. Lots of times and maybe I'll tell you when so you can watch."
Her husband never said a word to her as he advanced on her with his hard cock sticking out in front of him. I watched for about ten minutes as Marci worked on her husband and then I quietly slipped away. As I walked back to my shop I realized that they had never intended to pay the bill and that the whole thing had been a setup, but I didn't care. I found myself praying that Marci would need work done on her car or her husband's truck - soon!
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I suppose it would be fair to say that I asked for it. It wasn't as if I hadn't been given an early warning, but still, it came as a surprise.
I met Mary Beth at the beginning of our junior year at college. Even though she was not the kind of girl I was normally attracted to there was just something about her that drew me to her. The girls I normally fell for were tall, trim athletic typed and Mary Beth was just the opposite of that. Barely over five feet she weighed 130 lbs. and was what some might call 'chubby' while others might say voluptuous. She had a small waist, a large ass (her sorority sisters called her 'bubble butt') and an abundance of tits. When I bought her a medium sized sweatshirt she laughed at me, "Honey, no way is a medium going to go over these 40DDs." Mary Beth and I had the same Managerial Economics class and we were thrown together on a class project. Three weeks into the project I asked her out, she accepted, one thing led to another and soon we were a steady couple. After two months of dating I tried to get into Mary Beth's pants and was slapped down.
"Not a chance honey, this little girl is going to walk down the aisle as a virgin."
Mary Beth had nothing against sex play; she just was not going to go all the way. She gave me hand jobs, let me finger fuck her, but that was all. After nine months of dating I proposed, Mary Beth accepted and we set a wedding date for shortly after graduation.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't the only one attracted to Mary Beth. She had the kind of figure that for some reason turned on black men and they swarmed around Mary Beth. Mary Beth was a flirt by nature and she sucked up the attention, but was quick to flash her engagement ring and say she was spoken for if a guy got a little too forward. Three months before graduation Mary Beth attended a party without me. I had gone home for a family emergency and she wanted to get out of the apartment. She drank, danced and had a good time, but by the end of the party she had taken on a little too much booze and the host of the party took her car keys away from here and set her up with a ride home. The guy was a black man who was on the football team and he was also one of the blacks who had been sniffing around her. He drove to the local lover's lane and when Mary Beth asked what they were doing there he said, "You'll see and he got out of the car and went around and opened the trunk. When he came back he had a picnic cooler with him and he set it on the back seat and then took out a beer and handed it to Mary Beth.
"I don't believe you are as smashed as Paul thought. Let's just sit here, sip some suds and talk. What are you studying, what are your goals in life, and where do you plan on being in two years?"
The two of them sat, talked and drank beer for an hour and then the guy said, "You know, this is weird. I've never been here before and not made out. Let me ask you something. Have you ever been kissed by a black man?"
"No, I never have" said Mary Beth.
"Have you ever thought about it?"
"No, I can't say that I have."
"Would you like to give me a kiss and see what it is like and at the same time help me keep my string unbroken?"
"I can't do that, I'm engaged to be married."
"I know that you aren't the kind of girl who would do something like that after you take your vows, but I think you owe it to yourself to see if there is a difference between a black kisser and a white one. Come on, take a chance, be bold for once in your life."
Mary Beth chugged her beer, dropped the empty on the floor with the rest of the empties and got another beer from the cooler. She took a sip of it, cocked and eye at the guy and then said, "Why not?" That kiss led to a thirty-minute make out session that got Mary Beth all hot and bothered. She finally pushed the guy away from her and said that they needed to be going. "Okay, but first, one more thing. Have you ever seen a black cock?"
"No, never."
"Have you seen many white ones?"
"Only my boyfriends."
"Don't you have any curiosity about how they might be different?"
"Some I guess."
"Can I show you mine?"
"We'd better go."
"What are you afraid of. If I were going try and seduce you I would have had my hand up your skirt while we were swapping tongues. No, this is just a curiosity thing with me. It is a 'you show me yours and I'll show you mine' thing. Come on, you can do it."
"No, I will not take off my panties and show you mine."
"That's not what I want to see. I'm fascinated by your breasts and if you will show them to me I'll show you my cock."
"I can't do that."
"Sure you can. Just take off your blouse. Your bra probably covers more than the bikini top of your bathing suit so you won't be showing me any more than some guys who have seen you at the beach got to see."
Mary Beth thought about that for several seconds and then she put down her beer and took off her blouse. The guy whistled approvingly and then he took out his cock. Mary Beth stared at it and the guy said, "See much difference?"
"The head is a little fatter, but outside of the color it looks the same as my boyfriends."
"Ever give your boyfriend a hand job?"
"Look, this is getting us nowhere. Please take me home."
At that point the guy picked up Mary Beth's blouse, folded it and put it in his pocket. He looked at her and said, "Get out of the car."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, get out of the car and walk home."
"I can't get out of the car looking like this. Give me my blouse."
"No. You have two choices. Get over here and give me a hand job or get out of the car and start walking."
"No! I won't do it."
"Okay, get out. If you don't get on your own in the next thirty seconds I'll either push you out or get out and drag you out."
"Why are you doing this to me?"
"Be cause you are a fucking tease. You shake that fine ass in front of us, you jiggle your tits in our face and then you flash your ring and say, "Oh but I'm engaged." Now either get over here or get out."
Mary Beth gave him a long look and then she slid over next to him and put her hand on his cock. She was staring down at the black snake she was stroking and the hand behind her head took her by surprise. Her face was forced down into his lap and when she opened her mouth to tell him to stop he pushed his cock in.
"Suck it bitch. I ain't letting you come up until you get me off and you had best swallow every drop or you could still end up being put out of the car only then you would not only be with out your blouse, you will have cum dripping off your face."
Faced with the choice of choking to death or sucking his cock Mary Beth sucked. While one of the guy's hands held her face in his lap the guy used his other to unsnap Mary Beth's bra and start playing with her tits. After a couple of minutes of that the hand worked it's way down inside her skirt and panties and a finger began to tease her asshole. Mary Beth was sucking for all she was worth trying to get the ordeal over with and she didn't realize that the hand holding her head down had been removed and had moved to her tits. She moaned as one of her nipples was rolled between a couple of fingers.
"Here it comes bitch, don't you dare lose a drop or you walk home."
He erupted and Mary Beth gulped and swallowed to make sure that she got it all. When she lifted her head up he took her by the shoulders and pushed her back against the passenger door and then his hands shot up under her skirt and he ripped her panties off. He grabbed her legs and pushed them as far apart as he could and Mary Beth cried out, "No, you can't" and the guy said, "Shut up bitch, I'm just returning the favor" and he went down on her. Oral sex was something that Mary Beth and I hadn't done (because she wouldn't let me) so having her pussy eaten was a first for her. It only took the guy a couple of minutes to have Mary Beth pushing her pussy up at the mouth that was sucking on her while she moaned in pleasure. Meanwhile the guys cock had gotten hard again and when he was ready he lifted his face and scooted forward. Mary Beth's eyes shot open and she cried out, "No, you can't, I'm a virgin."
The guy looked her in the eye and as his cock speared into her wet hole he said, "Oh yes I can, and oh no you aren't."
The sharp pain told Mary Beth that he was right, she was no longer a virgin. Once the pain subsided Mary Beth realized that she liked fucking. The damage was already done so she settled back and got with the program. They fucked twice more in the car and then he drove to his place where Mary Beth spent the night and got fucked four more times. He drove her home in the morning and he went inside with her and nailed her four more times on the bed she shared with me.
++++++++++++++++
For the next six weeks they saw each other half a dozen times a week. The third week he had her at his place and was fucking her when another black man came in and undressed. A couple of days later it was two friends stopping by and by the end of two months Mary Beth was pulling trains for black men. Where was I when all this was going on? I had my head buried in a book getting ready for finals or was in the library doing research for papers I had to turn in, going to job interviews and doing just about everything except paying attention to what Mary Beth was doing. I found out about Mary Beth the hard way -- I walked in on her and saw her in action.
I was supposed to fly to Boston for a job interview and when I got to the airport that ticket that was supposed to be waiting for me wasn't. A phone call discovered some crossed wires; they had mixed things up and had arranged for the tickets to be there the next day. I headed back toward the apartment slightly pissed, but only slightly since they upgraded me to first class to compensate me for my inconvenience. I knew that something wasn't right as soon as I entered the apartment that I shared with Mary Beth. There were sounds that I'd never heard before coming from the bedroom and I headed for it. Mary Beth was naked and there were three naked black men in the room with her, or more to the point -- in her. I stood there staring at the sight for almost two minutes, my mind in turmoil, before anyone noticed me and then a voice broke me out of my trance by calling out, "Hey, asshole, don't you believe in knocking?"
"It's my apartment sperm breath and I don't remember inviting you in."
"The little lady invited us in."
"That may be, but the lease is in my name, not hers, and I'm asking you to take the whore and leave."
By this time what was happening registered on Mary Beth and she was fighting to get away from the three black guys. The one who had had his cock stuffed in her mouth said, "What if we don't want to leave white boy? You bad enough to take on the three of us and throw us out?"
"No problem dude. I'll call the cops, say three niggers broke into my apartment and I walked in on them raping my girlfriend. It's bogus, but until the time it all gets sorted out you will still be sitting in jail and maybe even get your picture in the paper."
"Hey man, that would kill my scholarship."
"Your choice dude. But make it now because I'm on my way to the phone."
I was standing in the kitchen, phone in hand, when the three of them came hurrying out of the bedroom trying to get dressed on the run.
"Take the whore with you."
"She won't come man, says she's staying here" and then they were gone.
I sat in the kitchen and stared at the wall. I was too broken up by what I had walked in on to even think straight. After about half an hour I got up and went into the bedroom and found Mary Beth lying on the bed waiting for me.
"I know that you are pissed honey, but I can explain. We will be okay, you'll see."
She told me the story of what had happened and how she hadn't intended it. "It snuck up on me honey. I know I screwed up, but I love you and I know you love me so I know we can work through it." And then she giggled and said, "At least I got my wild oats sowed and got it out of my system before we got married. Get your clothes off honey, and let me show you what I've learned."
"Mary Beth, get off that bed, get dressed and get your worthless ass out of here."
"No honey, I won't do that. We love each other and you know it. Just sit down and let's talk this out."
In a rage I walked over to the bed, grabbed her by the arm and hauled her off the bed and then I pulled her along behind me through the apartment to the front door and then I shoved her, still naked, out into the hall and slammed the door behind her. I threw the dead bolt and then headed for the kitchen where I made myself a stiff drink. Mary Beth made such a racket out in the hall that one of the neighbors called the police. When they came I explained the situation and they asked me to at least give her something to wear. I tossed out a sweatshirt, a pair of jeans and a pair of tennis shoes and told them to tell her that the rest of her stuff would be in boxes in the hallway by noon the next day. In the morning I got some boxes and put her shit in the hall, had the locks changed and then went and got my ticket and flew to Boston.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I flew back two days later with a job offer and was surprised to find Mary Beth sitting in the parking lot waiting for me when I pulled up. She got out of her car and intercepted me as I headed for the apartment. "Honey, we have to sit down and talk about this. I know I made a mistake, but I love you and you know I do and I know that you love me. I know I probably hurt your pride, but I'll make it up to you, I promise. I'll be the best little wife you could ever hope for and you know it. Don't let your hurt pride ruin what we could have. Honest to God honey, I do love you."
"That's too bad Mary Beth. My love for you died when I saw you with three niggers buried in your body. The same body that you would never let me have. Almost a year of going to bed with a case of blue balls because you were determined to go down the aisle a virgin. Oh no, I can't touch you, but you can fuck blacks in wholesale lots. You could have come to me and told me what happened and I probably would have been pissed enough to go after the asshole who did it to you, and then you and I could have started having sex since going down the aisle a virgin was no longer an option. But you couldn't do that could you? No, you kept saying no to me while you kept fucking them. You are damaged goods Mary Beth, and that's not what I signed up for. I signed up to walk down the aisle with a virgin, not a nigger loving slut."
I walked around her and headed for the apartment, but she followed along behind me. "I'm not giving up. You love me, you know you do and I'm going to get you back and make everything up to up to you, I promise."
I walked into the apartment and slammed the door in her face.
The cards and flowers started arriving the next day. The cards always said, "Forgive me. I love you and I always will" or some variation thereof. The next two weeks were filled with all of the hoopla that goes with graduation and parties, lots and lots of parties. It didn't matter where I went Mary Beth would be there too. I avoided her as much as possible, but I was not always successful.
"Get used to it honey. I'm yours whether you realize it or not. I love you and I know that we are meant for each other and I'm going to stay after you until you realize it too and take me back."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then graduation was over and sheepskin in hand I headed for Boston and my new job. I hadn't been in my new apartment a week before the cards and flowers started again. Three weeks after that I came out of the building one morning and found Mary Beth sitting on the hood of my car and waiting for me.
"There aren't any vacancies in your building; the best I could do was a block away, but that's close enough. I'm always going to be around honey so you might as well get used to it."
For the next three months Mary Beth was everywhere. In the parking lot waiting when I got up to go to work in the morning and again when I got home at night. On the weekends she would be sitting on my apartment steps when I came out in the morning and if I went somewhere for the weekend she would be sitting there waiting for me when I got home. She followed me around and on the few times I went out on a date she would always manage to get my date alone in the ladies room or someplace and tell my date that she was wasting her time.
"He's mine and I won't let anyone else take him away from me."
The funny thing was that even though she had fucked over me I did still love her and I never did doubt that she did love me. God knows that she was determined to prove it to me, but I did my absolute best to ignore her. Finally she decided to change her tactics. I came home to find her sitting on my steps again.
"I'll make you a deal honey. I owe you a night of fantastic sex -- the night you should have gotten after our wedding. You won't be getting my cherry, but had you gotten it you wouldn't have gotten all that you can get now. Spend one full weekend with me and come Monday morning if you can look me in the eye and tell me to get out of your life I'll go."
"You will leave and never bother me again?"
"Yes."
"Deal!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We were married six weeks later in a civil ceremony. For the next eight years Mary Beth did everything in her power that she possibly could to make me forget her betrayal. She was, as she had promised, the best little wife I could ever hope for. She spoiled me rotten and her stated goal in life was to fuck me to death ever chance she got. Gradually I was able to put what she had done out of my mind. Mary Beth was in sales and was forever attending this cocktail party or that and dragging me along with her. She circulated and made contacts and occasionally the people she talked to were black and the memory would resurface for a bit before going away.
It all came crashing down at a sales seminar in New York. I'd taken two days off work so I could go with Mary Beth. We checked into the hotel and each got a room key and then we went down to the convention rooms. I left Mary Beth to do her thing and I went to the hotel bar to have a couple of drinks and watch the Yankee's on TV. About three in the afternoon my cell phone went off and when I answered it it was my boss. I needed to hurry back as some problems had come up with a customer I had been in contract negotiations with. I went and found Mary Beth and told her the situation and that I'd catch the shuttle, take care of the problem and then catch the first shuttle back in the morning. I was standing in line to buy my ticket when my cell beeped and it was my boss telling me that the problem had been cleared up and I didn't have to come back. I caught a cab back to the hotel and went looking for Mary Beth. She wasn't in the convention area so I headed for our room. I put the key in the door, unlocked it and walked into the room and it was like seeing a rerun -- a naked Mary Beth with all three holes filled with black cock. One of the men fucking her said, "Oh shit! Not again" and I recognized him as one of the three from the first time. Just as the first time Mary Beth came to realize what was happening and she started struggling to break free from the three black cocks buried in her. This time, however, I just said, "Don't stop on my account. Just give me a second to grab my things and I'm out of here." I had my suitcase packed and was heading for the door by the time Mary Beth managed to get herself untangled from her black lovers and she came running after me.
"Wait honey, don't go, I can explain."



I turned and said, "Not this time Mary Beth. You know the old saying, "Fuck me once, shame on you. Fuck me twice and shame on me."
I left her standing there yelling, "Please honey, you know I love you" as I got on the elevator and pushed the button for the lobby.
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She sat at her desk and read the memo that she found lying in the middle of her desk when she came in that morning. The information it contained was disturbing and she frowned. She had promised her husband that she would free her schedule so the two of them could take a four day weekend and sneak off and be alone. The arrangements were made. Jake had made the reservations at the resort hotel and all was ready.
The memo in her hand said she was scheduled for a 4 PM meeting on Friday, the day she was supposed to be leaving. She and Jake had planned to be on the road by 8 AM Friday morning, but someone had committed her to a meeting on a day she was supposed to be off. She picked up the phone and buzzed Marci. Marci was Dan's secretary and Dan was the general manager of the hotel that employed her.
"Marci? This is Fran. I found a memo on my desk when I got here this morning and I see that I'm set up for a 4 PM meeting with Daimler/Parsons tomorrow. What is going on? I'm supposed to be off tomorrow. Jake and I are taking a four day weekend end to go SCUBA diving."
"All I know honey is that Dan told me to schedule you for the meeting."
"Put me through to him please."
"No can do honey, he is in a very important meeting right now."
"I need to talk with him ASAP Marci. Jake will not be happy if I cancel this weekend on him. It will be the fourth or fifth time in the last six months that my job has gotten in the way of our plans."
"Not to worry honey, about talking to Dan I mean. I'm sure that he will be calling you as soon as his meeting is over. The meeting is with Brian Daimler and I'm certain that Dan will talk to you about what has been said."
Daimler she thought, that's the name of who she was scheduled to meet with at 4 PM the next day. "Okay Marci, I'll sit by the phone and wait for his call."
She hung up the phone and turned to her computer and Googled Brian Daimler. The information she found gave her a sinking feeling. President and CEO of Amalgamated Industries and on the board of directors of five other corporations, one of which was the corporation that owned the luxury hotel where she was employed as an events coordinator. As important as he was there was no way she would be able to skip that 4 PM meeting, not if she planned on keeping her job.
She cleared her screen and did a LexisNexis search and discovered that he was engaged to be married to an Estelle Parsons and it all became clear. She was the hotel's events coordinator and part of her job was planning and coordinating weddings and that she was suddenly set up for a meeting with Daimler and Parsons meant that she was suddenly between a rock and a hard place. To pass on the Daimler/Parsons meeting would please Jake, but probably cost her her job. Take the meeting and Jake would not be happy. He was already upset over how many times her job had gotten in the way of their personal life. The phone rang and it was Marci telling her that Dan wanted to see her in his office.
She entered Dan's office and he told her to take a seat. "Fran, do you know who Brian Daimler is?"
"Yes sir. I know he is on the board of directors of the corporation that owns this hotel."
"Well, he has decided that his wedding and reception will be held here at the hotel. I've scheduled you to meet with him and his intended tomorrow at 4PM. This wedding could very well be the 'social event' of the year and it is important that we shine. I know it will put a lot of pressure on you, but I am confidant that you can handle it. It goes without saying that I will see to it that you have whatever you need. Any questions?"
"Yes sir. I'm not scheduled to work tomorrow. My husband and I are going off on a four day weekend and I won't be back to work until Tuesday."
"I'm afraid that you will have to cancel your plans. Tomorrow is the only day that Mr. Daimler has available. I'm sure that your husband will understand and I will make it up to you. Tell him I will see to it that we comp you for a weeks stay at our hotel in Cabo San Lucas once the Daimler/Parsons wedding is out of the way."
She knew that trying to talk her way out of the meeting was useless so she just stood up, said "Yes sir" and left his office.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"You what?" her husband asked.
"I have to attend a meeting tomorrow at four."
"How are you going to do that? We will be over a hundred miles away."
"I have to make this meeting honey. If I don't make it I could lose my job."
"Your job is more important than our relationship? Your job is more important than spending time with me?"
"No baby, but..."
"No buts Fran. You have let that job interfere with the last five times I've set up something for us to do. I don't give a rat's ass if you do lose it. You don't need it anyway. I make more than enough to take care of us. We don't need the money that the job pays you. The only reason you work is to give you something to do. If you have to have something to do then get another job."
"Be reasonable honey. It is a good job, I like doing it and I'm good at it."
"I don't care Fran. I'm sick of having a job you don't need screwing up our plans."
"Dan said he would make it up to us. He is going to comp us for a full week at the hotel in Cabo."
"Fran, I made plans for this weekend and I'm not going to change them. I'm going. You can either go with me or not, but I am going. And I'll say one more thing while I'm at it. Your job will never again get in the way of any plans I make. If I schedule it, it will happen; with you or with out you, it will happen."
He got up from the table and said, "I'm going to pack" and he walked out of the room. As she watched him walk away she wondered if the job was worth getting in arguments over. She loved the work and she had a flair for it. Okay, so it did get in the way of Jake's plans every once in a while, but so what? It wasn't as if it happened all the time. Granted, it did happen several times in the last five months, but that was an abnormality. Prior to those occurrences they had gone a year and a half with out her job being a problem at all.
She suspected that Jake's animosity toward her job was based on some macho idea that as the man of the house a working wife was an insult to his ability to provide for his family. Well that was just too bad. She was not going to sit at home with nothing to do but watch inane daytime television. And if she was going to work it was going to be at something she liked and was good at and that just happened to be the job that she already had.
It was still dark out when Jake's moving around woke her up. She glanced at the bedside clock and saw that it was only 5 AM. She sat up in bed and watched him dress.
"Why are you up so early?"
"Since I'm going alone I decided to get an early start. If you have changed your mind I'll wait while you get dressed and pack."
"I haven't changed my mind. I have to make that meeting."
"Okay then, I'll see you late Monday or early Tuesday" and he turned and left the bedroom without even offering to kiss her good-bye.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had cleared her desk in anticipation of being off that day and she really had nothing to do until her meeting at four, but she didn't want to sit at home and stare at the walls so she went into work. She was sitting at her computer checking her e-mails when the phone rang. It was Marci telling her she was wanted in Dan's office.
"A little late perhaps, but some good news, at least for you. Miss Parsons has had a death in the family and has to fly to Kansas City so this afternoon's meeting is going to have to be rescheduled. You get your weekend after all."
As she left his office she looked at her watch and saw that it was five after nine. Her SCUBA gear was already in the trunk of the car and it wouldn't take her anymore than thirty minutes to drive home and pack. She could be on the road by ten and at the beach by noon. She would still be able to get in almost a full day of diving and maybe a hot evening in the sack with Jake would smooth things over between them.
She made good time and got there at a quarter to twelve. One of her tanks was empty so she pulled up at the dive shop to get the tank filled before going to the hotel. While she was waiting for her tank she glanced out the back window at the beach and she saw Jake. He was not alone. He was helping a good looking blonde with the straps on her tank harness and from the way he was looking at her it was clear that he was trying to get something going. She turned and headed for the door intending to go out and put a stop to what she thought was happening, but she stopped as her hand touched the door and as bad thoughts flooded her mind. Jake hadn't been gone from her seven hours. Allowing for the two hour drive he had only been there five hours and he was already working on having a playmate?
She thought back on the dozen or so business trips he had gone on over the last few years and wondered how he spent the nights. Alone in his hotel room or had he found playmates then also? She decided that she was not going to let Jake know that she was there and she was going to watch and see what he did.
Once her tank was filled she moved her car away from the dive shop so it wouldn't be noticed if Jake should happen to need something from the shop. She grabbed her beach blanket from the trunk, got her 7 X 15 binoculars and an old floppy hat out of her duffle bag and went out on the beach. She spread her blanket out and sat down on it just in time to see Jake and the blond wade out into the water. She debated putting on her gear and following them, but at the last second she decided that she didn't want to chance Jake knowing that she was around.
It was an hour before she saw Jake and the blond woman again. They came out of the water and removed their fins and walked to a blanket and picnic cooler under a beach umbrella. They dropped their weight belts and helped each other get their tanks off and then they sat down on the blanket. She was far enough away from them not to be noticed and there were a dozen other people on the beach with binoculars who were looking in all directions so her looking their way wouldn't draw attention.
She watched as Jake and the woman talked, spread sun-screen over each other and talked some more. She was watching when Jake bent down and kissed the woman and she was watching when the woman's arms went around Jake's neck and she returned the kiss. The two of them fell back on the blanket and began to do some serious necking.
She had seen enough. It didn't take the brain of a rocket scientist to know if Jake and the woman had reached that point that early in the day what would happen that evening was a forgone conclusion. Tears were streaking her cheeks as she got up and headed for her car. That bastard! How could he!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The drive home gave her a lot of time to think about her situation. Nine years of marriage and it meant nothing to Jake. What did it mean to her? It meant nine years of taking care of Jake; nine years of being a loving and faithful wife to a man who turned out to be a worthless asshole.
By the time she was halfway home she was making lists in her mind of what she needed to do when she divorced his sorry ass. It wasn't until she was pulling into her driveway that she had an epiphany. The sorry bastard had been cheating on her and what she needed was to get even. Well, probably not even because she had no way of knowing how many bimbos the bastard had slept with during their nine year marriage, but she could get back at him. Why give up her home and her comfortable existence just because Jake was a cheating asshole. No. She would continue to let him pay the bills and she would maintain the facade of a good marriage, but even though he would never know, she was going to pay him back in kind.
As she walked into the house she was still making a list in her mind, only now it was a list of the men she was going to give herself to. She was sitting in the kitchen drinking a beer and working on her list of about to be fuck-buddies when suddenly she knew she couldn't do it. She was making a list of men she knew and found attractive, but almost all of them also knew Jake. Sooner or later one of them would let something slip and word could get back to Jake and she didn't want that. She wanted Jake to continue thinking that she was a loving and devoted wife while she was busy hanging horns on him. She wanted Jake to support her and take care of her while she fucked around on him. The men she spread for would have to be strangers.
She wadded up her list and tossed it in the trash. She finished her beer and then headed for the shower. She had three nights alone, courtesy of Jake, and she saw no reason for not getting started on her revenge.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Oh God yes!" she screamed, "Yes baby, yes" as she had her seventh orgasm of the night and maybe her twenty-fifth since Friday. The man - Barry, Barney, Benny or some such name like that - pounded his cock into her as she screamed, cried and begged. Her arms and legs gripped him tight to her as he finally pushed his third load of the night into her hot, wet and hungry pussy. He pulled out and fell to the bed next to her and she rolled over and slid down to take his limp cock in her mouth. After three or four minutes she gave up trying to get him up again.
Maybe in a couple of hours he would recover enough to go again, but she couldn't give him a couple of hours; she needed to get dressed and get home. As she drove home she thought back over the last three days. Friday she had gone to a lounge on the other side of town. She actually felt the eyes on her as she walked through the door in her little black dress and four inch heels and made her way to an empty stool at the bar. She ordered a drink and when the bartender brought it he waved away her attempt to pay and pointed to a man sitting at the end of the bar and said that her drink had been taken care of. She raised her glass to the man in salute and after that it was one man after another asking her to dance.
She had nursed her drink; she didn't want to get drunk, just loose enough to really enjoy it when she finally chose the lucky guy. Three hours later she was in a motel with her legs up on the shoulders of a man whose name she had already forgotten. She had fucked him and sucked him off and on for almost six hours while listening to her cell phone chime as Jake tried to reach her. In the morning she had left the man lying on the motel bed, spent and exhausted, and had gone on home. The answering machine had five calls from Jake on it and she deleted them all without listening to them.
Saturday night had been a repeat - different lounge, different motel, but with the same result. She had left another exhausted man on a motel bed and she had again ignored Jake's attempts to reach her.
That night's conquest had been different. She and what's his name had gotten out of their cars at the same time in the parking lot and on the way to the door he had asked her to save him a dance when they got inside. She had stopped and looked at him for a second and then she had said:
"If you are here for the same reason I am why even bother going inside?"
Twenty minutes later she was on her knees in a motel room and sucking his cock while he was removing his shirt. As she was leaving the motel room he had asked her when they could do it again and she told him the same thing she had told the two before him:
"Sorry, this was a one time only thing. It was great and I enjoyed the hell out of it, but we won't ever do it again."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When she got home she ran herself a hot bath and soaked in it for a while. As the heat warmed her body she thought that it was too bad that she hadn't found out about Jake sooner. She enjoyed getting strange cock and if the weekend was any indication, the more she got, the more she was going to want. When she got out of the tub she douched herself real good. She wasn't worried about pregnancy; she was on birth control pills and she also had a diaphragm in place, but on the off chance that Jake wanted to have sex when he got home she didn't want him sliding in someone else's soup. It would be great revenge to give him sloppy seconds or have him eat her with someone else's junk inside her, but what if he noticed? No, she had to keep it clean.
She noticed that she had already in her mind changed the act of intercourse from 'making love' to 'having sex'. She wouldn't deny Jake sex when he wanted it, but she would never again be the one to initiate it. She wondered if he would notice the lack of "real" passion. She would fake it, but real passion was something that Jake would never see from her again.
She put on some sweats and got busy cleaning house and doing laundry. As she worked she wondered if the fact that Jake hadn't been able to reach her all weekend would cause him to come home early that night or whether he would not be home until Tuesday morning. Because he might come home early she was going to have to pass on going out hunting even though she wanted to.
Those thoughts prompted another. She was going to have to find some other way to get strange cock. She couldn't lounge shop with Jake at home; that is what she would do when he was on his business trips, but she was going to have to find some way to get fucked while he was around. She thought about that most of the day while she worked, but it wasn't until she was laying out the clothes she was going to wear to work the next day that the idea occurred to her. She rolled it over in her mind and then she decided. She was going to start a tradition. She would make it her goal to bed a member of the wedding party of every wedding she worked on as the events coordinator.
She averaged one wedding a week and some weeks she did as many as three. She would try to limit it to a specific list; fathers of the bride and groom, the best man and the ushers. She giggled as she thought she'd better take a pass on the ring bearer if she wanted to stay out of jail, but the rest of them would be fair game. Hell, she might even try for the groom. Only as a last resort would she go after a guest at the wedding. If she could pull it off it would hold her until Jake went on a business trip. He averaged one a month and was usually gone three or four days.
She made a mental note to buy a small note book to keep track of how many men she was going to let put horns on her husband. No names, no dates, nothing specific, just a check mark so she could keep count.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Jake got home at nine that night. She was in the kitchen and when he came in he walked up to her and took her in his arms and tried to kiss her, but she turned her head away. He stepped back and looked at her:
"What's that all about? You aren't glad to see me?"
"What it is about asshole, is that you walked out of here Friday morning and didn't even attempt to kiss me good-bye so I'm damned sure not going to give you a kiss to welcome you home."
"I'm sorry baby, but I was upset over you not going with me."
"Not near as upset as I am over your attitude."
"Is that why you didn't take any of my calls over the weekend?
"Yes it is. If I had taken any one of those calls it would have turned into a shouting match before it was over and I was already pissed off enough. I didn't need any more shit to have to carry through the weekend."
"Let's go into the bedroom and I'll make things up to you."
"No."
"Come on baby, don't be like that. Why don't you go slip into something slinky and sexy while I take a quick shower."



"Slinky and sexy huh?"
"Naked will work; I'm easy to get along with."
She thought, "Don't I know it asshole; I saw just how easy you are to get along with through the dive shop window."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was already naked and under the sheets we he came into the bedroom. Normally they started their love making with some necking and then some sixty-nine, but that night she was going to let him do all the work. She would make the appropriate noises and probably get into it when he started fucking her, but she wasn't going to help.
It went pretty much as she had expected. He played with her tits and rubbed her pussy, but when he tried to swing into a sixty-nine she wouldn't let him. She wouldn't have minded letting him suck on a pussy that had been filled all weekend with strange cock, but she wasn't about to suck his cock after it had been in strange pussy. He knew she was pissed over what had transpired over the weekend so she knew he wouldn't push. When he spread her legs she pulled her knees back to give him better access and then she wiggled a bit, faked some moans while he banged her. She didn't start getting into it until she started comparing him to her weekend lovers. His cock wasn't as long as Friday's stud and it wasn't as big around as Saturday's and he wasn't pushing her buttons near as well as Sunday's lover. Thinking of her three strange cocks helped her have an orgasm which Jake probably thought he gave her.
When it was over she rolled over and pretended to go to sleep and as Jake started to softly snore she was already working on a plan to get herself laid at the wedding she would be working that weekend.
To be continued.
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The first thing next morning she turned on her computer and accessed the file on the wedding she had coming up that weekend. She had made a check list based on what the bride and the bride's mother had specified. The flowers had been ordered, the kitchen had been given the menu and housekeeping had the floor plan for the table set-up. The bride's mother had specified a u-shaped arrangement and had furnished a chart showing the seating arrangement and place cards had been ordered.
The groom had said he wanted a live music and not a DJ so she had arranged for a band and had given them a list of the songs that the bride and groom wanted played at some point during the reception. The groom's father had stopped by her office and asked that she make sure that the bar have Famous Grouse scotch on hand and a call to catering found that Famous Grouse was not a brand kept in stock so she had ordered a case of it.
By ten she had everything well in hand for the coming weekend's wedding and she started making up a check list for the one on the weekend following. By lunch time she had it pretty much roughed out. The only problem she saw with it was that the bride's mother was insisting on the flowers coming from a specific florist, one that the hotel did not have a contract with. It was a problem in that the hotel insisted that business be done only with firms they had contracts with. She would have to take it up with Dan.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One of the perks of her job was that her meals in the hotel restaurant were free and so that is where she almost always had her lunch. As she sat there waiting for her taco salad she sipped her iced tea and gave some thought to her situation. She'd had a ball over the weekend and she had enjoyed the hell out of it. If fact, she had enjoyed it so much that she didn't really want to sexually limit herself to her cheating ass husband and some guy from a wedding once a week.
She had liked sampling strange cock and she wanted to sample more. She wanted to go home and at night, when they went to bed, she wanted to give Jake some freshly used pussy. Well, maybe not "freshly used" as in only an hour or so old, but pussy that had been used at sometime during that day.
She smiled at the thought of spreading her legs so Jake could eat her pussy; shoving his tongue into her pussy after another man's cock had been there. The thought of him licking her and sucking on her clit after it had been bathed in another man's cum excited her and made her pussy wet. However, as much as she would love to do it she would never take a pussy full of cum home to Jake. The idea was to hang horns on the asshole for the next twenty or thirty years and never have him find out. No, she would always go home clean; used, but clean.
The question was how to do it more often than once a week at a wedding. She did stop after work occasionally and have a drink or two with her co-workers, but that was only once every two or three weeks. If she started to do it more often it might raise a red flag where Jake was concerned. Whatever she did would have to be done in a way that would never give Jake cause to become suspicious. And, whatever she did would have to be done during the day unless Jake was out of town on business.
The obvious answer was to get something going with a co-worker. She did have a master-key card to the hotels hospitality suites so a place to do it wouldn't be a problem. But could she take the chance that whoever she did it with wouldn't talk about it? The last thing she needed, next to Jake finding out, would be for it to become common knowledge among the staff that she could be had.
There was the possibility of having something to do with a guest. That could work. Get some one who was passing through and who would be gone in a day or so. It wouldn't matter if he bragged because he would be miles and miles away. But would he? A lot of people from close by stayed at the hotel. Some because work was being done in their homes; some because of personal problems at home and some because they didn't want to drive home after drinking. She would need to make sure that the guest lived at least a thousand miles away.
Her thoughts were interrupted by the waiter bringing her the salad she had ordered. Nice looking guy she thought, too bad he works at the hotel. He looked like he might be fun. She looked around the restaurant and saw any number of guys she wouldn't mind playing with and several of them were looking at her. She wondered what they were thinking. Business woman on lunch break? Bored housewife at the hotel looking for a little fun? A call girl cruising the hotel looking for a customer? Wouldn't that be a kick; having some one come up to her and ask her how much. What would she say? How would it feel to give Jake pussy that another man had paid for?
She finished her lunch and then hurried back to her desk. She called Marci and asked if she could get in to see Dan and Marci said to give her a few minutes and she would check. Three minutes later Marci called her back and told her that Dan could see her right away if she could hurry over. When she got to Dan's office Marci said:
"He's a real bear today honey. Something to do with his ex-wife so stay away from family talk if you know what I mean."
"I didn't even know he had an ex-wife. I always thought that he was a confirmed bachelor."
"Hardly. I wish I had a dime for every time he's tried to get me to have drink with him after work."
"He asks even thought he knows you are married?"
"Oh come on Fran; you know that wedding rings don't slow them down. They look at the fact that you are married as meaning you aren't a virgin any more and you will know what to do if they can get you alone."
"Dan does that?"
"Oh yeah sweetie; that's why his last secretary quit. He just would not stop hitting on her. Although I do suspect that the real problem was that her husband worked here also. Better get in there Fran; he is pretty busy today."
As she walked into Dan's office she wondered if what Marci had said was true. Dan had never hit on her and she looked at least - at the very least - as good as Marci. Dan looked up from his desk and said:
"Whacha need hon?"
He had never called her anything but Fran before so what was up with that? She explained her florist problem and asked how she should go about handling it. He thought for a minute and then said:
"Do you know what she wants as far as floral arrangements go?"
"Yes."
"Explain to her that the contract she signed with us covers flowers. If she wants to use her own florist tell her to go ahead, but we will not be giving any refund from our contracted price because of it. Anything else?"
"No, that was my only problem."
"How did your weekend go?"
Marci had just finished telling her to stay away from family talk, but Marci had said that Dan had hit on Marci and here he had just called her 'hon' so curiosity got the best of her and she said:
"Not so good in one way, but not bad in another."
"That is an interesting answer."
"Jake took off without me and that pissed me off so that's not so good; we are barely speaking right now. On the other hand since I had the weekend to myself I went out and partied. I ended up having a damned good time."
"You went out and partied without your husband? You must have been fighting guys off all weekend."
"Who fought?"
He looked at her and grinned. "My kind of girl. We should continue this conversation over a drink."
"I think I'd like that."
"What does your calendar look like for this afternoon?"
"I'm caught up."
"Why don't you meet me at the Bistro at four?"
"I can do that."
As she left Dan's office she was smiling and Marci said, "You are smiling and he didn't bite your head off so it must have gone okay."
"He hit on me."
"What did you do?"
"I smiled."
"You better watch yourself girl. I don't think you know what you are getting yourself into."
Oh but I think I do she thought to herself as she headed back to her office. As high up the food chain as Dan is it isn't very likely he will do any bragging or spreading the word that she is a married woman who is willing to play. As a back-up, since she did work for him, she could always use the sexual harassment ploy if she needed to. On the plus side if they did anything it could be done during the day at work in any of the available empty hotel rooms. Oh yes Marci, I do think I know what I'm letting myself in for.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was sitting in a booth at Barney's Bistro sipping a frozen margarita when Dan arrived. When he sat down she saw the looks of disappointment on the faces of several men who had trying to work up the courage to approach her and try their luck. Dan ordered a beer and then said:
"I don't like to waste a lot of time beating about the bush Fran so let me put it right out there. Are you here after what I'm here after?"
"It depends Dan. You have to tell me what you are looking for."
"You are a great looking woman Fran; great looking and sexy as hell. I've wanted you since the day you came to work."
"Then why haven't you ever made a pass at me?"
"Two reasons. One, you are married and two, I don't mess around in my own sandbox."
"Marci is married and she works in your sandbox and according to her you hit on her all the time."
"That's just flirting and Marci and I both know it and we both know that is all it ever will be."
"I'm married, in your sandbox and it sure sounds to me like you want to get something going."
"True, but I think you are the exception to the rule. I stay away from married women who work for me because you usually can't tell if they are happily married or not. Take a shot at the wrong one and you end up on the bad end of a sexual harassment complaint. The reason I think you might be the exception to the rule is the tone of voice and the way you said, "Who fought?" when we talked about your weekend. If I'm wrong in what I'm thinking then we have enjoyed a drink together and I'll see you at work tomorrow."
"You aren't afraid that I'll take it as sexual harassment?"
"Not at all. Nothing was asked for, nothing was offered and I can always say that you were a little upset over what happened over the weekend and I offered to have a drink with you and give you a shoulder to cry on."
She looked at him for several seconds and then said, "And if I am here for what you are here for? What then?"
"I'd suggest we finish our drinks and go on back to the hotel."
"I'll need to hit a drug store first."
"What for?"
"I'll need to get a douche bag and some douche. When I have Jake eat my pussy tonight I don't want him tasting you. I want the kick I'll get knowing that he is eating a pussy that another man has played in, but I don't want him tasting something that might make him suspicious. That would end my fun."
"You are that pissed at him for going off and leaving you last weekend?"
"Oh you bet I am. There was a little more to it than him just going off without me." She told Dan what had happened. "So it is revenge time for me. I was completely faithful to that asshole, but that's over with now. My goal now is to see to it that every time he fucks me he is the second man that day. They won't be sloppy, but they will be seconds."
"I'm more than happy to be able to contribute to the cause. Shall we go?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As she drove home she thought about how lucky she was that she had connected with Dan. It made things so much easier for her. What they did together could be done during the day at work and that would eliminate having to use the excuse that she was stopping with the girls for a drink after work when she wanted some strange cock.
With Dan during the day and her intention of fucking at least one member of every wedding she worked she would be able to give Jake plenty of 'seconds'. And if her afternoon romp with Dan was any indication she was really going to enjoy the time she would spend being used so Jake could get leftovers. Her pussy tingled as she remembered what they had done.
As soon as she and Dan had gotten back to the hotel they had gone to Dan's office and pulled up a list of the rooms not in use. Room 304 was on the "The not available" list because it was being repainted so they had hurried to it. Their clothes were coming off before the door was completely closed behind them. Dan pulled the plastic drop cloth off the bed and dropped it on the floor and then he had pulled her down on the uncovered bed.
"You want foreplay" he asked and she had said, "Hell no. Just put it in and fuck me."
"Can't do that. I have to taste you first" and he had pushed her legs apart and buried his face in her pussy. She squealed like it was her first time and had pushed her hips up at his mouth and moaned. He attacked her clit and she cried out as she had a small orgasm.
"You are one hot little slut" Dan had said as he pulled his face away from her pussy and moved up so that his hard cock was touching her pussy lips. "Do you want it?"
"Oh yes, I most definitely want it."
"Tell me what you want."
"Fuck me. Put your cock in me and fuck me."
"No missy, you have to put it in."
She had reached out and had taken his cock in her hand and had pulled it to her so that his cock head parted her cunt lips and then she pushed her hips up at him and an inch or two of his meat had entered her. He smiled and then drove his cock the rest of the way into her. She was wet and she was ready, but still the full length of him driving into her with one hard push had taken her breath away. Dan had started fucking her and she had cried out:
"Oh yes, oh yes lover; it feels so fucking good. Fuck me lover, fuck me hard."
Her legs locked onto his hips and her nails clawed at his back as she urged him on and he drove himself harder.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes" she moaned as she felt another orgasm start to build. "Harder, harder, fuck me harder, make me cum." Dan had slammed his cock into her and she had screamed as the orgasm took her. Seconds later she felt the hot, wet splash inside her that told her he had reached his own climax.
Dan held himself in her until he began to soften and when he finally pulled out he had asked:
"How long have we got?"
She had told him that she had to shower and douche and get home to fix dinner and then she had said:
"We can start earlier next time so that it can last longer."
"Next time is tomorrow, right?"
"I wouldn't miss it" she had answered.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was only a half hour later than her usual time in getting home from work and she was able to blame that on a traffic accident that slowed things down. As she fixed dinner she made small talk with Jake and let him know that she was expecting a little bedroom fun after the dishes were done and put away. She headed for the bedroom while Jake took out the garbage and when he came into the room she was on the bed naked and with her legs spread wide. She was running a finger back and forth in her pussy and she said:
"Getting it juicy for you baby, I know how much you like the taste. I've been lying here thinking of your magic mouth and I'm hot and ready baby." She smiled with wicked pleasure as Jake lowered his mouth to her recently fucked pussy. She moaned as she felt his tongue slide in and his lips start sucking. She pushed her pussy at his face and moaned again. Jake took his mouth off of her long enough to say:
"You like this baby? You like it when I do this?"
"Oh God yes; I love it honey. Don't stop honey, don't stop" and she moaned again as his mouth went back to work.
Hopefully, she thought, there was still one small drop of Dan's cum in her that the douche hadn't washed out. Not enough for Jake to notice a different taste, but just enough for his tongue to lick up. Just the thought of that maybe happening gave her a small orgasm.
Jake used his hands to roll her over and then pull her up on her knees. He gripped her hips and entered her from behind. She thought of Dan as Jake fucked her and she smiled as she thought of how much more used pussy she was going to give her loving husband.
As she faded off to sleep she thought of what a shame it was that she had to clean herself up after Dan. It would be such a turn on to feed Jake Dan's cum and let him soak his cock in Dan's juices.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week was busy for her. She had a convention of ball bearing manufacturers using the Aspen Room and a sales seminar in the "B" ballroom to take care of and she had to stay on top of the wedding scheduled for Saturday. She also had to bury herself in the details of the monster weekend she had coming up the week after. She had three weddings on that weekend.
And every afternoon around two-thirty she got a phone call from Dan asking her to meet him in a room. She would grab her travel bag from under her desk, go to the appointed room and spend two or three hours being a wanton slut. When it was over she would shower, douche and then go home to her cheating asshole of a husband. The only bad thing was that she couldn't fuck Jake and give him seconds every night. She'd read somewhere that one of the signs of infidelity was an increase in sexual activity so she had to be careful not to break the normal pattern of their having sex. She thought again of how quickly she had gone from thinking of it as making love to calling it just having sex.
Thursday night at the dinner table she asked Jake what his plans were for the weekend.
"Why?"
"I wondered if tomorrow is your bi-monthly poker game and if you plan on playing golf with Sid on Saturday."
"Yes to both. Why?"
"If you aren't going to be home I'll stick around at work and make sure that the rehearsal and the rehearsal dinner go off okay. The wedding is at eleven on Saturday and you won't be home from golf till after two so I might run in to work and make a last minute check on things. If you were going to be here I'd pass on doing those things."
"No need to take a pass this weekend, but don't make any plans for Saturday night. We are going out. Dinner and dancing. Sound okay to you?"
She said, "You bet" as she thought "Yes indeed you cheating shit-head. We can celebrate my first full week of getting back at you."
As she was doing the dinner dishes she wondered about Jakes twice monthly poker games. It had never been held at their house. Did he really get with the guys and play poker or was he out with some woman poking her?
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The first part of Friday was a bit of a drag. Dan had to fly to New York for something or other so her afternoon was free. She hadn't realized how much she looked forward to her afternoon play time. She hoped that she would be able to make something happen at the rehearsal or the rehearsal dinner since she was horny as hell. Jake would scratch the itch when she got home, but she did not want him to be the first one that night. Hell, she never again wanted him to be first.
She sat off to the side during the rehearsal and looked over the assembled males. Any one of them would do. The bride groom looked real yummy, but he only had eyes for his bride to be. She looked at the two of them and silently wished them better luck with their marriage than she was having with hers.
She caught one of the ushers glancing her way and she gave him a smile and he smiled back. The next time he looked over her way he saw that she was looking at him and he smiled and she smiled back as she adjusted her skirt to show a little more leg. The next time he looked he saw her sitting there looking back at him with a high heel dangling from her left foot. She didn't understand it, but that seemed to grab the attention of some men and getting a man's attention was what the night was all about for her.



When the rehearsal was over she led the group to the banquet hall where the rehearsal dinner was being held. Once every one was seated she invited them to stick around after the dinner and enjoy dancing to the live band in the lounge.
"As an incentive to stay we are giving you your first drink on the house" and then she circulated and handed them all a complimentary ticket to give to the bartender or their waitress. She deliberately timed it so the last person she gave a ticket to was the usher she had been flirting with. As he took it he said:
"I'm here alone tonight so if I'm going to take advantage of your offer to stick around I'm going to need a dance partner. Will you be there?"
She looked at him for a moment and then said, "I suppose I could stick around for a couple of dances."
He was a good dancer and she enjoyed dancing with him. She wondered if she should be forward and make a move on him or wait for him to make the move. But what if she waited and he didn't do anything? What if he was just being a nice guy - just being sociable? She was short on time and she needed to get it done and get home at a reasonable time. Reasonable meaning before Jake. He usually got home from his poker (poke her?) game around midnight.
Just as she decided that she was going to have to be the one to push it she felt his hand slide down from her waist to rest on the cheek of her ass. She responded by moving in to him and was delighted when her leg touched a very hard bulge. She saw him looking at her to see her reaction and she smiled and pushed her leg harder against his cock.
"Are you really all that interested in dancing" he asked, "Or is there something that you would rather do?"
"What would be your best guess on that?"
"My apartment isn't that far away."
"Then why are we standing out here in the middle of the dance floor?"
She followed him to his apartment and when just inside the door he turned to take her in his arms and kiss her she pushed him away.
"We both know what we are here for so lets not waste any time. Lead me to your bedroom."
When they got to the bedroom they were already naked and they fell on the bed. She pulled him on top of her, grabbed his hard cock and pulled it to her slit.
"Push it in" she moaned, "Push it in and fuck me."
He hesitated and she grabbed his hips and made him shove it in. She pushed up at him and hissed:
"Fuck me damn it, fuck me!"
He grabbed her ankles and held her legs up in the air and pushed his cock deep into her and then he started to pound her pussy. The bed shook and rattled and she moaned and cried and clutched at him. In only minutes he moaned:
"I'm gonna cum, I can't hold it, I'm cumming" and he started to pull away from her.
"No!" she cried and she grabbed at him with her hands. "In me, I want it in me" and then she felt his spurts and they triggered her orgasm.
He pulled out and even though she had just climaxed she wasn't ready to stop. She moved so that she could take his cock in her mouth and work on it. She took hold of his cock, kissed it, licked the shaft from the tip to his balls and then back and then she took the cock head in her mouth.
"Oh yeah baby, suck it, suck my cock" he moaned.
"Come on honey, fuck my mouth" she said as she sucked on him. He began to grow and she pulled her mouth away from him and said, "Fuck me now, come on lover, put it in and fuck me."
He lifted her legs up on his shoulders and pushed his cock into her slippery cunt and she moaned as he slid into her. "Oh yeah baby, hard, fuck me hard."
"You are one nasty bitch" he said, "I don't believe I've ever fucked a slut as horny as you."
"I'm horny all right, so fuck me, really fuck me. Pound my pussy and make it cum."
"You slut" he moaned as he fucked her as hard as he was able. He drove into her and she pushed back and the two of them had clawed and grabbed at each other until finally he told her he was cumming again and she hollered out "Oh yes!" as the two of them came together.
As she was dressing he asked her when he could see her again. "You can't lover. This was a one time thing. I loved it and I'll remember it, but it will never happen again."
She beat Jake home by half an hour and that gave her time to shower and douche and be ready for him.
She was in bed when Jake got home and as he undressed she asked, "Were you a winner or a loser tonight?"
"I lost a little."
"Poor baby. Come over here and let me console you."
She spread her legs wide in invitation. He knew she liked to start their love making with having her pussy eaten and as he moved into place and lowered his face to her honey pot he said:
"What if I had won?"
"Then I would have said, "Come her and let me congratulate you" or maybe, "Come here and lets celebrate."
As his tongue slid into her recently used pussy she smiled.
To be continued.
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While she sat at her desk and waited for the computer to come up she took the small spiral note pad she had purchased Saturday out of her purse. She still hadn't made up her mind how she wanted to record her illicit meetings. The date and number of times? Just the date and a check mark? Just a check mark on each line to represent a lover? There would be no names or descriptions; no number of stars to denote how great the time had been. She smiled as she remembered Friday night with Scott. He would have gotten three and a half stars after his check mark.
She finally decided on just the date and a check mark and got out a pen and brought the notebook up to date. There were the three guys from the first weekend, Dan, and then Scott from Friday night. That made five in one week after years and years of only Jake. She wondered how many of those years Jake had been cheating on her. No matter; the one she knew about was enough. She dropped the notebook back in her purse and started in on her days work.
Her first order of business was to handle the florist problem with the Burkett wedding. She called Elise Caldwell, the bride's mother and explained that flowers were included in the contract she had signed. If she wanted to use her own florist it was fine, but there wouldn't be any refund on the contracted price. The woman said she had not realized that flowers were included in the contract and she certainly wasn't going to pay double for flowers. She said she would contact her florist and cancel the order.
Next order of business was the catering for the Heinzmann wedding. It was not being held at the hotel, but the hotel's catering unit would be doing the food. She made a couple of phone calls and got the scheduling worked out.
Next on her list was the "turn key" wedding for the Masterson's. The idea of "turn key" weddings had come to her when a girlfriend had bemoaned the fact that she wanted a traditional wedding, but couldn't see how to make it happen. The friend had a job that took up a huge amount of her time and left her little or no time to do the things that had to be done in order for her to have the wedding she wanted. Also, both her family and her fiancé's family were in different states and the usual wedding arrangers - the moms - weren't available.
She had given the idea some thought and then had approached Dan with the idea. They would do it all. Arrange for the minister, the food, the music, the flowers and even the wedding dresses and tuxedos. All the bridal party had to do was show up for the wedding rehearsal and then go through with the wedding. Dan had given her the go-ahead and it had been a huge success. Since then she had done seventeen of them and they had all gone off like clockwork.
She took out the Full Service wedding checklist and got out her notes that she had taken when she had gone to lunch with the bride and groom. Her first call was to Beatrice's Bridal Boutique. She gave Beatrice the time of the rehearsal dinner and then called Toddman's Men's Apparel and gave her contact there the same information. Representatives from the two businesses would be at the rehearsal and would take the measurements of the people in the wedding party. The would have samples available and the bride and groom would select the styles and colors they wanted and the clothes would be delivered to the hotel the morning of the wedding and the members of the wedding party would change clothes in the rooms provided.
Next, she looked at her list of ministers and started calling them until she found one who was available for the day and time of the wedding. At her lunch with the couple they had given her their preferences where music was concerned and she arranged for the appropriate band. They had also picked what they wanted in the way of food and alcohol for the reception and a call to the hotel's catering unit took care of that. She arranged for the flowers and then it was lunch time.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
She hadn't been back from lunch fifteen minutes when she got a call from Dan asking her if she could meet him in room 602. "Poor baby must be anxious" she thought, "Must not have gotten any over the weekend." She grabbed her purse and her travel bag containing her douche and douche bag and headed for the room.
She used her master key card to get into the room and was not surprised when she found Dan naked and waiting. His cock was hard and pointing up at the ceiling and she giggled and said:
"Is that for little ole me?"
She was stepping out of her skirt when Dan answered, "I don't know. I called for room service. Is that why you are here? To service me?"
"Well, normally Housekeeping takes care of dirty things on the bed, but seeing that I'm already here I may as well just go ahead and take care of it."
"That is one of the great things about this hotel - a dedicated work force."
"And enthusiastic. Don't forget enthusiastic."
She reached for his cock and said, "Since service is what we are going to deliver, may I ask your requirements sir?"
"I'm too horny to waste time on head so how's about you climb on and ride em cowgirl."
"Oh goody. Can I yell out, "Yippie-ki-yay?"
"You can do anything you want as long as you don't let it slip out."
"Fat chance of that" she said as she swung over him and guided him into her pussy. It took her five minutes of sliding up and down and rocking back and forth on his cock to get him off and then she giggled and said, "Not afraid of your own stuff are you?" and she swung over him in a sixty-nine and her mouth went for his cock. It took another five minutes to get him back up and the she got on her hands and knees and wiggled her butt at him. He took the hint and moved in behind her and slid his cock into her hot, wet cunt. He gripped her hips with his hands and started fucking her.
"Oh yes lover, like that" she moaned as he slid deep into her. "Fuck Jake's pussy. Fuck Jake's pussy hard."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
All during the drive home that night and all during dinner her pussy tingled in anticipation of her sitting on Jake's face when they went to bed that night. Just the thought of Jake sliding his tongue into the pussy that Dan had only recently fucked made her wet and she wished - not for the first time - that she could have Dan's cum in her when Jake covered her pussy with his mouth. One day she would, but not until she was ready to end it with Jake.
She was lying in bed naked with her legs spread and running a finger in her pussy when Jake came into the bedroom. He looked at her waiting for him and said:
"I sometimes wonder about you."
"In what way?"
"Other guys who have been married as long as we have are always complaining about how they only get sex once or twice a week and yet we have barely slowed down since our first time."
"Ever stop to think that the problem is with them and not their wives? Maybe they aren't getting the job done so their wives don't have any interest in them any more. Maybe they don't eat pussy - hint, hint."
"Subtle aren't we?"
"This wife knows what she wants. Bring me that beautiful cock and let's do some math."
"Do some math?"
"Yes Sweetie. Remember Sesame Street? The part where they would say, "Today's number is...?" Well on this street tonight's number is 69 so how about you getting over here and we start counting."
As her mouth worked on Jake's cock she imagined Dan's cum sliding out of her pussy into Jake's mouth and then down into his belly. Just the thought of Jake sucking up Dan's leavings triggered the start of her first orgasm. Jake pushed her away and got her on her hands and knees and as he drove into her from behind she remembered that afternoon when Dan had done the same thing and she had another orgasm.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two days it was business as usual as she planned, scheduled, coordinated and interacted with all the businesses she had to deal with be it for weddings, conventions or trade shows. Her afternoons were spent with Dan's cock plunging into her pussy or trying to get all the way down her throat and into her belly.
She didn't fuck Jake Tuesday night, but she did kiss him and slip him some tongue from the mouth that had spent a goodly bit of time that afternoon sucking on Dan's cock. Wednesday night when she did fuck Jake two of her three orgasms came because she was thinking about what Dan had done to her that afternoon. The third one was caused by Jake. He was a marvelous lover even if he was a cheating asshole.
When they were done she rolled over and fell asleep wondering if she would be able to get a lover out the next wedding.
At breakfast she reminded Jake that she would be late that night. "I have the Masterson wedding rehearsal tonight and it is a turn key wedding and all the fittings take up more time than the usual rehearsals."
"When are you going to give up that job Fran? You don't need it. We don't need it. I make more than enough so you don't have to make a paycheck."
"I do need it Jake. I have to have something to do with my time. If you want me to stay home get me pregnant."
"I don't think that the Gods that be want us to have kids. Lord knows we have been trying for nine years now."
"You have" she thought, "But I haven't." When she and Jake had first gotten married she had looked forward to having children. That is she had until she saw how totally disruptive kids could be in your life. She saw friend after friend go nuts trying to cope with babies and still keep the romance in her marriage. A good third of those marriages had ended in divorce. She had early on decided that she wanted the romance to last more than she wanted to hear the pitter-patter of little feet so she had put herself on strict birth control. Birth control pills, diaphragms and spermicides were a major part of her life.
Jake didn't know and she never intended for him to find out. When she hadn't become pregnant during those first years of their marriage Jake had insisted that they go in and be tested. The tests had shown that they were both fully capable and Jake had accepted that they would just have to be patient and let it happen. For years she had felt guilty over denying him children, but now she was glad she had. Divorce was hard on children and divorce was where she and Jake were headed. Hopefully it wouldn't happen anytime soon, at least not until she had gotten plenty of revenge, but it would happen. Maybe she would have a baby, just not Jake's. Wouldn't that be a kick? Have a baby and let him think it was his and he could pay her child support for eighteen years so she could take care of another man' offspring. Now that would be revenge!
Her day at work was spent stamping out small fires. One of the unions was threatening to throw a picket line in front of the hotel over a dispute on who was going to handle the set up work for an automotive parts manufacturer's trade show scheduled for the main ballroom. Catering told her that they wouldn't be able to furnish the center-piece for the main table for the Namur wedding; something about an ice carver who wasn't answering his phone. Housekeeping didn't have enough tables and chairs to cover the two trade shows, the motivational sales meeting and the three business conferences scheduled for the next week. All of that taken care of she got busy on the final details for the nights rehearsal and fittings.
A two o'clock call from Dan resulted in a two hour bout of recreational sex in room 112. She had walked into the room expecting to find him already naked and on the bed and she was not disappointed. It was different from most of their fuck sessions in that this time Dan got some sort of satisfaction out of denigrating Jake and she was only too happy to go along.
"I know that the only reason you are here is that your husband has a small cock and can't satisfy you. That revenge story was just so much bullshit. You are here because you love my cock. Admit it. You are here because I've made you my bitch."
"No, it isn't true. I am only here for revenge."
He pulled here down on the bed and pulled her head down to his cock. "You can't shit me you slut. You are here because you can't get enough of this" and he pushed his cock against her lips.
She resisted a fraction of a second and then gave him a fake moan as she opened her mouth and let him push his cock in it.
"That's it you little whore, suck it. Taste a good cock instead of that puny little thing your husband has."
She worked on his cock for a minute or so and then Dan pulled it out of her mouth and said, "Admit it bitch. You want this cock and that is why you are here."
"No damn you, I love my husband. I'm only doing this to punish him."
"Then go and punish him some place else" and he pulled away from her.
"Where are you going?"
"You want me to fuck you it has to be because you WANT me to fuck you, not because you want to get even with Jake."
"Please don't go. I'm ready; I need it."
"Not bad enough it would seem" and he bent to pick up his pants.
"No, please come back here."
He pulled one pant leg on and she cried, "Okay damn you, I admit it. Jake is a small dicked wuss and he can't satisfy me. Now get over here and show me that you can."
"I'm better than Jake and you know it. I want to hear you say it."
"Jake can't fuck me like you do. You are so much better."
"How much better?"
"You make me cum more than he ever did. Now please come over here and fuck me."
He crawled between her legs and said, "You want it; you put it in."
She grabbed his dick and pulled it to her pussy and got the head started and then Dan drove it home. The two of them fucked steady for ten minutes and she had three orgasms before Dan blew his load in her. She sucked him hard and he had fucked her a second time and then she had to get back to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At the rehearsal she checked out the men present and decided that any one of them would do. She began watching them to see if any of them showed any interest in her and she was delighted when the eyes of the father of the groom kept turning to her. When the rehearsal was over she made a point of being next to him when he was measured for his tux. She all ready knew that he was divorced and from out of town and was at the rehearsal alone. She heard him say:
"I hate wearing these monkey suits. I don't see why people can't get hitched in their regular clothes. Why not a good suit instead of a tux."
It was an opening and she took it. "I think you will look very distinguished in a tuxedo."
"That's a cold shot."
"How so?"
"I thought I looked pretty good without one."
"I'll give you that, but we are talking "good" versus "distinguished."
"And distinguished would get me what as opposed to what good would get me?"
"Good point."
"I take since you work here you live in the area and might know something about the area's night life?"
"Some."
"Where could a single out of town guy like me go to find some action?"
"The lounge here in the hotel is as good a place as any. It has a pretty good live band and that pulls in a lot of people."
"Lots of women?"
"I'd say that there will probably be a nice assortment."
"So you think a guy like me could find some one?"
"I'd be willing to bet on it."
It was another half hour before everyone was measured and when it was done she headed for the lounge. She saw him sitting at a table next to the dance floor and she walked over and sat down with him.
"Hey sailor; buy a girl a drink?"
"Good thing I didn't take your bet."
"I only bet on sure things. Are you a sure thing?"
"Why didn't we do this while we were upstairs? Would have saved me some time, the cost of a couple of drinks and my room was only one floor away."
"True, but I was on the clock and there are some things I can't do on company time."
"Do you really want that drink or is there something that you would rather have?"
"I think you already know the answer to that sweetie."
"Then let us get the hell out of here and get to it."
In the elevator he said, "I noticed your rings. Do I have to be quick so you can get on home?"
"Don't you dare be quick, but yes, I do have to get home by eleven. That gives us two and a half hours. Plenty of time if we use it wisely."
Inside the room he wasted no time in undressing and neither did she. He pulled her to him and kissed her, slipping her a little tongue. She sent hers into his mouth and the two tongues dueled for several moments and then he broke the kiss and lowered his mouth to her hard nipples. She slid her hand down his body, grasped his cock and started to stroke it. His hand slid down to her pussy and he started to rub her clit and she moaned. He picked her up and placed her on the bed and she hissed out:
"Fuck me lover, fuck me now."
He penetrated her and she pushed up at him as he drove himself deep into her. Her legs clamped around him and he started fucking her hard. For maybe three minutes he pounded her pussy hard and then he groaned:
"I'm close baby, real close. Are you protected?"
She was, but thought it would be more of a turn on for him if she said no. "No lover, but it doesn't matter. In me, I want you to put it in me." She felt his spurts as he let go in her and as he softened and pulled out she said:
"Again lover; I want to do it again."
"As soon as I can get it up again honey."
"I'll help" she said as she changed position and moved her head to his crotch. She licked their combined juices off of his limp cock and then took the head into her mouth and started sucking on him. Slowly his cock started to rise and when it was hard enough to suit her she swung over him and slid down on his erection. She rode him until he came again and then he went down on her. As he licked up his own juices she wished that it was Jake down there cleaning her out. After several minutes she pushed him away and moved into a sixty-nine and when he was hard she rolled over on her back, spread her legs wide and said:
"Again lover, fuck me again."
A she was dressing he asked, "Does your husband know? Is he one of those guys who gets off on his wife taking on lovers?"
"No. He doesn't have a clue that I play around."
"Just out of curiosity, why do you do it?"
"Because while my husband is a nice guy and a good provider he doesn't get the job done where it counts - in the bedroom. On a good night I get three minutes and then he is done and rolls over and goes to sleep. Most nights I don't even get three."
"I'll be here through Sunday."
"I can only get out on nights I work and tonight was it for this week."
"Can I call you the next time I'm in town?"
"I'm sorry, but no. I don't take too many chances. Tonight just turned out lucky for both of us."
She left his room, went to her office and got her travel bag and then used her master key to get into one of the rooms used for the fittings. It wouldn't get maid service until the following morning. She showered, douched herself, and as the nozzle of the douche bag slid into her pussy she thought of the cock that had just been there and how Jake would be getting his seconds within the next hour or so. She smiled as she reminded herself to make a check mark in her notebook.
To be continued.
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Monday was a busy day for her. She had a trade show that was running from Tuesday to Thursday, a motivational seminar to set up for Wednesday and two weddings coming up on the weekend. For the first time since she had started her affair with Dan when he called her and asked her to meet him in room 617 she was reluctant to go. She just had too much on her desk. But she hadn't had sex with Jake since Friday night so they would almost certainly have sex that night and she couldn't pass up a chance to give him his 'seconds.'
It was enjoyable as always - and when she was getting dressed Dan asked:
"Have you given any thought to what you are going to do when you get caught?"
"I don't intend to get caught."
"But you will. It is inevitable. No one ever thinks they will get caught when they cheat and I will grant you that some don't, but only because they do it only once or twice and then stop. Those who continue doing it always get caught. Think about your case. Do you think Jake thought he was going to get caught? No he didn't, but circumstances put you in the right place at the wrong time for him and the same could, and eventually probably will happen to you."
"So what's your point?"
"I'm just asking if you have thought ahead."
"No, I guess I haven't. Some day, way down the road, I intend to let him know that I found out about him and that I have been getting even, but I'm thinking years before I do that. Why are you asking?"
"I was thinking of offering you a proposition that would help you get ready for the day when it comes."
"A proposition? What kind of a proposition?"
"Don't get pissed at me here; I'm just thinking of something that can benefit us both. You want to screw a bunch of guys to get even with Jake and I have guys who ask me to find them women. I have a list of girls that I use for the purpose and they make on the average of two thousand a night."
"You want me to be a prostitute?"
"Yes, but not really."
"Explain that to me."
"A prostitute stands on a corner or sits on a barstool and takes on anyone who has the price. You would be more of a high class call girl. You wouldn't be looking for customers; it would all be set up ahead of time. Say Bill calls me and says he will be in town on the twentieth for some meetings and he has to stay the night. He asks me if I can find him some company so I say sure and I call one of the girls on my list."
"So you are a pimp?"
"Nope. I don't take a dime for setting him up with a girl. I just do a favor for some one I know. Most of the girls on my list get fifteen hundred a night and they usually get a tip on top of that. If you are interested I can add you to my list. It would help you build up a slush fund for the day everything comes unglued for you."
"I don't know Dan. I don't think I can do it. I wouldn't have any problem screwing them, but there is no way that I could spend a night."
"Doesn't Jake go out of town on business trips? You could do it on the nights he is gone. I'm serious Fran. You could build yourself a very nice financial cushion against the day your marriage ends. And I do get some guys who are only looking for afternoon fun. I'm not trying to talk you into anything here Fran; all I'm doing is offering you a chance to do something different in sticking it to your husband."
"I'll have to think on it Dan. It sounds a little way out there for a girl like me. But I will give it some thought."
"Well sweetie, think about this while you are thinking. I've got a guy coming in tomorrow and he was wondering if I could find him some companionship for Wednesday afternoon. My other girls tell me he is a fun date and he tips well if you make him happy. If you are interested I'll give him to you instead of one of my other girls."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She did think about it. She thought about it all the way home and she thought about it as she fixed dinner. She was even thinking about it as she was giving Jake his 'seconds.' How would it feel letting Jake lick a pussy that had been bought and paid for by another man? Would it feel any different than him eating her or fucking her after Dan or one of the men from a wedding party? Would the fact that she took money for cuckolding him excite her more?
Something that Dan mentioned came back to her. "You could do it on the nights he is gone." She did intend to go out and pick up guys when Jake was out of town on business. If she was going to do it anyway why not get paid for it? Why not let Dan set it up instead of going out and taking pot luck. Then the thoughts were driven away by an approaching orgasm as Jake worked on her clit.
The next morning she asked Marci if Jake was available and Marci told her she would check. Five minutes later she called and said Dan could see her in ten minutes if she could make it. She went right over to Dan's office and while she was waiting to get in and see him Marci asked:
"How are you and Dan getting along?"
"What do you mean?"
"You told me that he hit on you and when I asked you what you did you said you smiled."
"I've done a little more than just smile if that is what you wanted to know and so far I'm not regretting it."
"Just be careful Fran."
Just then the intercom went off and Dan asked if she was there yet. Marci said she was and Dan said to send her right in. She walked in and sat down opposite Dan and said:
"I've thought about what you brought up yesterday and I think I'd like to try it at least once and see how it goes. But, never having done anything like that I have no idea of what to do."
"Ever gone out on a date and ended up in bed with the guy?"
"When I was in college."
"That's all there is too it. The only difference is that when it is over you have money in your purse."
"But what do I ask for? What do I charge?"
"You don't. You just go on a date and when it is over he hands you an envelope. You smile sweetly, tell him you had a good time and wouldn't mind seeing him again sometime."
"What if he doesn't give me an envelope?"
"Then the next time he calls me and tells me he is coming to town and asks me what I can do for him I hang up. It has only happened once in the last ten years."
"So I have no way of knowing what I'll make before hand?"
"Fran, let me be honest here. You were going to go out anyway when Jake was out of town and all you were going to get out of it besides getting laid was a couple of drinks that you wouldn't have had to pay for. So what do you care about what is in the envelope? If it was only twenty bucks you would still be ahead. But I will say this; none of my other girls has ever complained about what she got out of the deal. So, should I set you up for tomorrow afternoon?"
She hesitated for a second or so and then said, "What the hell; why not. If I don't like it I don't have to do it again."
"Good girl. I'm betting that you won't be disappointed. Since I won't be seeing you tomorrow I guess I'd better get my fill today. You feel up to wearing me out this afternoon?"
"Always lover, always."
And she had worn him out that afternoon. There was just something about sticking it to Jake that charged her batteries and made her feel like a sex machine and Dan, depending on how you looked at it, paid the price or reaped the benefit.
As she was dressing Dan told her that everything was set up for the next day. "Just go to the Hilton at one and tell the hostess that you are meeting Mr. Ferguson and from that point on treat it like a blind date."
"You don't book him into our hotel?"
"Usually I do, but since this is your first time I thought you might be more comfortable some place else."
"He does know that I have to be home by seven; that I'm not going to be spending the night?"
"He knows."
She was at the Hilton at five to one and when the hostess led her to Ferguson's table she was pleasantly surprised. He was an extremely attractive man and she wondered why he was paying for his fun. She wouldn't have expected him to have any trouble at all in picking up some one in any one of the local lounges.
His name was Sam and he was pleasant company. He had a nice sense of humor and she was very comfortable with him. After lunch he suggested a drink in his room and she of course said she would like that. In his room he took her in his arms and kissed her. It was a long, hot kiss with some tongue action and when he broke it and asked her what she would like to drink she said
"Water will do fine. Alcohol dulls my senses and I want to enjoy this to the fullest."
And she did.
They undressed each other and then he ate her to a screaming orgasm and then he mounted her and fucked her hard. He gave her two more orgasms before he had his and then she went down on him and licked his cock clean. She kept licking and sucking on him until he was hard again and then she mounted him and rode him cowgirl through three more orgasms before she was able to coax his seed out of his balls.
She rolled off of him and let her hand trail down his body until it came to his limp, wet cock:
"How soon before you think you might be able to go again?"
"You keep that up and it won't be long."
It was almost ten minutes before he was able to come erect again and when he slid into her he fucked her slow and easy through one more orgasm and then he sped up until he pumped his load into her.
And then she had rushed so she could beat Jake home and be showered and douched when he got there.
As Jake slid his cock into her well used pussy she was thinking of what a good lover Sam had been and how much she had enjoyed her afternoon with him. She hadn't looked in the envelope he handed her until she was in her car and she was astonished to find one thousand dollars in it. Four hours of absolute enjoyment and she was paid two hundred and fifty dollars an hour for something she would have done for free. When she moaned:
"Fuck me lover, fuck me" she was saying it to Jake, but she was thinking of Sam.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was Saturday night and once again Jake was sliding his cock into a well used pussy. She hadn't expected to bed anyone from the Baxter wedding party, but circumstances had dropped the best man right in her lap.
The wedding was a small one and it took place in the morning. Instead of a regular wedding reception there was a wedding brunch after which the happy couple was going to catch an afternoon flight to Cabo San Lucas. Normally she wouldn't have even been there, but Jake had a golf date and she didn't feel like sitting at home and so she had gone into work to check on things. She had looked into the banquet room where the brunch was being served and she was standing there looking at the newly married couple when the best man walked up to her and said:
"Sickening isn't it; the way they hang all over each other?"
"I think it is sweet."
"Just how sweet would you think it was if you knew that two nights ago she was in my bed?"
"You're joking, right?"
"Afraid not. It is killing me that she is going to be with him tonight instead of me."
"If you feel that way about it why didn't you marry her?"
"She turned me down. She said she liked me as a good friend and bedmate, but she didn't love me enough to marry me."
"And he still wanted you as his best man?"
"He doesn't know and God knows I'll never tell him."
They stood there looking at the couple and then he said, "It still pisses me off that she will be with him and I'll be alone."
"Is that love talking or are you just upset that he will be getting laid tonight and you won't?"
He was silent for a few moments and then said, "I guess it is a little bit of both."
"Well, I can't help you with the love part, but I could probably help you with the other."
He turned and looked at her and she smiled at him and said, "Well, they are going to be leaving in a few minutes and so your best man duties are done and I don't have anything else to do until three this afternoon."
"Now that is a coincidence. I don't have anything to do for the rest of the day either."
She didn't know about the rest of it, but it didn't take her long to find out why the bride had liked him as a bedmate. He was a passionate lover and he was superb when it came to eating pussy.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She got home before Jake and changed into a pair of Daisy Dukes and a tank top with no bra underneath. She knew the outfit would push Jake's buttons and he would want to make love by the time they went to bed. She'd read in Cosmo or some other magazine that one of the signs of a wife cheating was either a big slow down in the sex department or a significant increase in frequency so it was important for her to get Jake taking the lead in getting things going.
He had taken the lead and she was taking his cock deep into her as she thought about the three hours she had spent with the best man from the Baxter wedding. She had never learned his name, but he was now a checkmark in her little spiral notebook.
To be continued.
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She had been at work an hour when she got a call from Jake.
"They have a situation in the Atlanta office and I have to fly down there. I'll probably be gone until Friday. I'll call you when I know more."
"When are you leaving?"
"I'll head for home as soon as I hang up, pack a bag and head for the airport."
"When you check into the hotel don't forget to show them your employee discount card."
"You know I never use it. It goes on my expense account and the company pays it."
"Don't you ever listen to me?"
"About what?"
Hotels Jake. If you stay in one of ours and show your discount card and a suite is available they will upgrade your room. You can stay in one of the suites for the cost of a regular room so even if your company does reimburse you, you still get a better room out of it. And the wet bar in the suites is complimentary."
"I didn't know that."
"Only because you never listen to me."
"I'm sure that you never mentioned the complimentary wet bar because I know I would have homed in on that."
"Whatever. Give me a call as soon as you know what your schedule is going to be."
"I will. I love you and I'll see you in a couple of days."
She hung up and seconds later she called Marci to see if Dan was available and he was so she hurried to his office to catch him before he got busy.
"What do you need sweetie" Dan asked as soon as she walked in the office.
"Two things. First, put me down on your list of girls. Second, Jake is flying to Atlanta today. Do you know anyone at our unit in Atlanta to ask for a favor?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact I do know a couple of guys and they both owe me favors."
"If it can be done I'd like to know what Jake does while he is there. I don't need pictures or anything like that; all I want is to know. Ever since I caught him at the beach I've wondered if he screws around on me whenever he is out of town on business."
"Should be easy enough to do. While we are on the subject, can I use you on the nights he is away?"
"Absolutely."
"I may have something for you tonight. Is that too soon?"
"Not in the least. Jake won't be here and my plan always was to go out and play when he is gone. The more guys I play with before I tell him will just make him that much more pissed off. That means that I had intended to go lounge shopping tonight. If you have something for me I won't have to."
"I should know by lunch time if Jared is going to be coming in from San Francisco. If he does he will want you for the night. Will that be a problem?"
"Not at all. Jake hardly ever calls when he is out of town. He will call me as soon as he gets to where he is going to tell me where he is staying and then I won't hear from him again until the night before he is coming home when he calls to give me his flight information."
"One more thing. Jared always stays here when he comes to town. Is that going to be a problem?"
"Shouldn't be. The people here are used to seeing me at all hours. I'll just have to be careful about being seen leaving his room."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the morning was spent doing all of the mundane things she did every day; talking with suppliers, arranging for all of the many things that went into the events she planned and coordinated.
She had her lunch in the hotel restaurant and as she ate she was thinking of back-up plans in case Dan didn't have something for her. She'd had good luck at the lounges and bars she'd gone to that first weekend when she'd found out that Jake was a cheating asshole. If Dan didn't have something for her she would go back to those places. She would get laid every night Jake was gone even if she had to hire a male escort!
She was just finishing her lunch when her cell phone beeped. It was Dan and he asked her to come to his office. When she got there Marci told her to go right on in.
"Your desk clear?" he asked when she walked into his office.
"I'm all caught up at the moment."
"Jared will be here this afternoon. I need you to run on home and dress for a cocktail party and dinner. When you get back I should have more information for you."
"A cocktail party? You think heels and a little black dress will do?"
"I think that would be perfect."
She had showered, shaved her legs, done her hair and make-up and was sitting on the bed rolling on a pair of nylons when her cell phone beeped. She answered it, put it on speaker phone and said hello as she continued to roll on her nylons.
"Hi honey" Jake said, "I'm in Atlanta and thank you for getting me to use my discount card. They did upgrade me to a suite."
"See? My job does have some benefits. Just do your best not to drink the wet bar dry."
"No worries there. I'll need to have a clear head when I go into the office tomorrow. I'll probably go to bed early so I'll be bright eyed and bushy tailed in the morning."
"Sounds like what I have planned" she said as she slipped on her 'come fuck me' pumps with the four inch heels. "I'll probably curl up with a good book and go to bed early."
"Oh? I thought you would take advantage of my being gone and go out with the girls after work."
"No thanks. Last time I did that one of the girls I was with got hit on by a guy who was with a buddy and she spent the next two hours trying to talk me into getting together with the buddy so she could go off with the guy trying to pick her up."
And if I knew then what I know now I would have done it she thought as she dug through a dresser drawer looking for her Spanish pearl thong.
"Well, I'm in room 815 if you need to reach me. I love you baby and I'll see you sometime Friday."
"Love you too" she said before disconnecting. As she slipped on her black dress she wondered just how early Jake would go to bed and whether he would be getting in that bed alone. She was glad she had gotten him to check into a hotel in their chain. If Dan's friend came through for her she would maybe have a better idea of the extent of Jake's cheating, but even if he went to bed alone every night he was in Atlanta it wouldn't change what he did at the beach.
She looked at herself in the mirror and wondered what she should wear as a necklace and then she smiled. "Silly girl," she thought, "It is just so obvious." She went to her jewelry box and got out a single strand of pearls. It should knock this Jared guy to his knees when her dress came off and he saw her standing there bra-less in her Spanish pearl thong with pearls around her neck.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was back in Dan's office at three and Marci took one look at her and shook her head as she said:
"I sure hope you know what you are doing."
Dan whistled and said, "I don't think I want to send you to Jared. I think I should keep you for myself."
She smiled and said, "I don't care just as long as I get laid."
"Damn, I am tempted, but I don't have time to find someone else for him. He will meet you in the lobby at four and I know it sounds corny, but he will be sitting there with a rose in his hand. That gives you almost an hour to kill. It would be bad form for me to send you to him to give him sloppy seconds, but just looking at you has given me a raging hard on. Feel up to giving me a blow job?"
"Since you ask so eloquently I don't see how I can say no."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As she entered the lobby she spotted him right away. Hard not to with the rose he was holding. When she saw him she had the same thought that she'd had when she saw Sam. What in the world was he doing paying for it? He could have gotten out of that chair, walked twenty feet to the lounge and had a woman hanging on his arm in minutes. God knows that if Dan hadn't come through for her and she had gone lounge shopping he was what she would have been looking for and hoping to get.
She walked over to him and said, "What a lovely rose. Did you pick it out just for me?"
"Well, I did pick it out for a lady named Fran."
"Then you must be Jared."
He smiled as he stood and handed her the rose. "You don't need to be careful in handling it; I trimmed all the thorns off with my pocket knife."
"How thoughtful of you."
"One never wants to cause a beautiful lady pain."
The cocktail party was at the Marriott and while she didn't know a soul there she did recognize several of the people who were in attendance. There was the Governor, the Mayor and two prominent city council members and Jared seemed to know them all.
She was introduced as Jared's personal assistant and all she had to do was hang on his arm and be admired. One man asked her what her duties were as Jared's personal assistant and she had smiled and said:
"Whatever it is that he wants done."
She saw Jared smile at that.
The cocktail party over Jared took her to Maxine's for dinner and while they sipped a before dinner drink they made small talk. The two things that did not come up in their conversation were why was he paying for feminine companionship and why was a nice girl like her selling her pussy. After dinner they went dancing at The Pit Stop and at eleven they were in his room at the hotel.
She walked over to the bed, turned to face him and then she released the clip that was holding her hair in place and shook her head. Her hair fell to her shoulders as she reached behind her to pull the zipper of her dress down. The dress fell to the floor and pooled around her ankles and she looked into his eyes as she kicked it away and stood before him in only heels, thigh highs and the Spanish pearl thong.
"My God" he said as he took in the sight, "You are magnificent."
She walked over to him and her hands went to his belt. She unbuckled it, undid the top button and pulled down his zipper. His pants fell away revealing a rather impressive looking tent in his boxers. She slid her hand down inside the waist band of his under-shorts and touched the head of his cock and he moaned and his cock throbbed. While she teased his cock head with her fingers he hurriedly removed all of his upper garments. He pushed her hands away and removed his underwear and he went to his knees in front of her. He slid her thong down her legs and as she stepped out of it he leaned forward and buried his face in her pussy. He pushed her legs apart and then went to work on her with his tongue. Heat coursed through her body and she moaned. He stood up, picked her up in his arms and set her down on the bed and then the two of them went to work in an effort to totally destroy the bed.
She left the room at 6 AM and went to her office and she didn't open the envelope Jared had given her until she was sitting at her desk. It contained twenty-five one hundred dollar bills. Twenty-five hundred dollars for what she would have happily done for free. As she looked at the bills she decided that she had to rent herself a safe deposit box. A checking account or a savings account, even at a different bank from the one she and Jake used, would generate paperwork, lead to monthly statements and open up the possibility for discovery. No way she wanted that - at least not for a while.
Knowing that she would be spending the night with Jared she had packed a small bag with the clothes she would wear to work and she picked up that bag and headed for the bathroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The morning flew by as she attacked the pile of paperwork on her desk and made phone calls to arrange deliveries for the two weddings she had coming up that weekend.
At two Dan called her and asked her to meet him in room 814. He was already naked when she got there and as she undressed Dan told her that Jared had really been impressed with her and wanted to use her exclusively whenever he came to town in the future.
"He even asked me to sound you out on the possibility that you might be able to fly to Chicago and spend some time with him occasionally."
"I wouldn't mind" she said as she stepped out of her panties, "but I don't see anyway that I could do it."
"Maybe we can work something out. I'll think on it."
"What are you getting out of this?"
"Doing favors for people who can someday return the favor."
"Do you ever get repaid?"
"Sometimes. I did you a favor and now here you are getting ready to help me with a stiffness I seemed to have developed."
"Well, I'm no massage therapist, but I will bet that I can make the swelling go down."
And she did. Twice.
That night as she was doing her laundry her cell phone rang and it was Dan wanting to know if she could take care of a friend of his the next afternoon and she said that she could. She spent five hours with a business man from Dayton and added $1200 to the money piling up in the safe deposit box. Thursday was an all-nighter with a lawyer from Kansas City and another $2000.
It amused her that Dan had a code of conduct he stuck to whenever he set her up for a date; he wouldn't fuck her that day, but he did insist on a blow job. She didn't care because every time she did it she was getting back at Jake.
Friday at ten Dan called her and asked her if she could take care of one of his friends from Boston and she said she would have to take a pass.
"I have the rehearsal dinner for the Cole wedding and Jake will be due back tonight."
Besides, she thought, she needed to fuck someone in the Cole wedding party to keep her string going. She wouldn't make any money on the deal, but meeting the goal she had set for herself was important to her.
At two Dan called her and asked her to come to his office. "My friend in Atlanta called me twenty minutes ago. It seems that your hunch was right on. Jake has had a woman in his room every night this week and it hasn't always been the same one."
"That makes it easier for me to do this" she said as she slipped off her panties, lifted her skirt to her waist and then bent forward over his desk. She looked back over her shoulder and smiled as Dan got off his chair and moved around behind her.
She moaned as his hard cock slid into her and she pushed back hard at him to get him in as deep as he could go. He took her waist in his hands and started fucking her hard as she moaned:
"Yes, yes, oh yes lover; fuck me, fuck me hard."
Dan fucked her steady for several minutes and then he said, "Here it comes baby, here it comes."
"Do it!" she cried, "Do it, do it, do it" and then she came just as Dan shot his wad into her.
Dan had just cum in her pussy and was standing behind her, his softening cock soaking in her wet heat when her cell phone beeped. She took it out of her pocket and answered it. It was Jake.
"It is going to be Monday before I finish up here honey. I can't see any sense in flying home tonight and then flying back here on Sunday."
"Well I won't pretend I'm happy about it, but you are right; it wouldn't make sense to fly home and then turn around and go right back."
While she was talking she stood up and Dan's cock slipped out and she turned and went to her knees in front of him. She took the limp dick in her hand and licked it and then said:
"Don't sweat it baby. I'll find something to keep me busy" and she gave Dan's cock another lick. "I do have two weddings going on this weekend and I can hover over them. It will keep me busy. And Dan has a special project for me to work on."
She opened her mouth and took Dan's cock in as Jake said, "I'll make it up to you honey. We will do something special next weekend. Maybe go on a dive."
She stopped sucking Dan's cock long enough to say, "That's okay baby, but I've got to go now. Something just came up. Call me as soon as you know when you will be home. Love you" and she swallowed Dan's cock as she disconnected. A minute later she was again bent forward over Dan's desk and moaning as Dan shoved his hard cock into her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The rehearsal went off without a hitch. The only thing wrong with it was that the pickings were slim as far as meeting her goal was concerned. Everyone seemed to be paired up. She did see some interest on the faces of two of the ushers and on the face of the father of the bride, but all three seemed taken.
As everyone sat down for the rehearsal dinner she handed out the complimentary drink coupons and thought that it was too bad that she hadn't said yes when Dan asked her to take care of his friend from Boston. She would just have to hit the lounge and see if she could score there. She was sitting at the bar stirring her frozen margarita with the straw when someone slid onto the stool next to her. She glanced over and saw that it was the father of the bride.
"Off duty" he asked, "Or on duty and just sitting here to make sure that the comp tickets you handed out aren't abused?"
"Off duty and easing down from a long and tiring day."
He stuck out his hand and said, "I'm Vince."
"Fran" she said as she took his hand for a quick shake.
"So tell me" ha asked, "Are you allowed to associate with the customers when you are off duty?"
"What a strange question. Of course I can. What I do on my own time is my business."
"Not a strange question at all. Most of the bars and lounges I frequent at home have a rule that the help can't associate with the customers after hours at their place of employment unless it is on their day off."
"What a silly rule."
"Silly rule, but some blue-nosed city council members have been pushing for a law since it was discovered that some of the girls working at the stripper bars were meeting customers when they got off work to play for pay. Of course the law would cover all bars and not just stripper bars so the bar owners put the rule in place to try and diffuse the situation. How the hell did I get into that? All I wanted to do was find out if I could ask you to dance."
"Where is your wife?"
"Don't have one of those anymore."
"Oh? I thought that the woman sitting with you was your wife."
"That was my sister and she lives here and has already gone home."
"You are staying here in the hotel?"
"Through Sunday."
Just then the band started playing and she got off her stool, took his hand and said, "Shall we?" Once on the dance floor she moved in close to Vince and her leg felt the hard bulge inside his trousers. She looked up at his face and smiled as she said:
"Is dancing what you really want to do?"
"If you know enough to ask the question then you already know the answer."
"You staying here?"
"Room 304."
"Get your key ready" and she started leading him to the elevators.
It was pure fuck and suck until noon Saturday. They got to his room, stripped and then she had him eat her to get her wet and then they fucked. She sucked him hard and they fucked again. Next it was sixty-nine until he was hard and then he took her from behind. She had five good orgasms before he had to admit he couldn't get it up again, but she told him not to worry, that with some rest he would be good to go in the morning and he was. They fucked twice more before he had to get ready for the wedding which was at three. As she was leaving he thanked her and asked her if she would be around that night.
"Sorry. I only get the urge to be a slut once in a great while. Last night was probably it for the next couple of months. But it was fun. Have a good time at the wedding." She blew him a kiss and left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was home soaking in the tub and thinking about where she was going to go lounge shopping that night when the phone rang. She picked up the cordless, answered and it was Dan.
"I know it is short notice sweetie, but something just came up and all of the other girls on my list are spoken for. Jake won't be home until Monday, right?"
"That's what he said although given what he is doing I wouldn't be surprised if he tried to get another day or two out of it. I won't know until Monday when he is supposed to call and let me know when he will be home."



"Can you spend the rest of the weekend with a fried of mine?"
"You know my goal Dan; to get laid every day that Jake is gone. Where and when?"
"Let me call him and let him know I can help him out and I'll call you right back."
Five minutes later Dan called her back. "He is sending a limo to pick you up. It will be there at three. He said dress for dinner and dancing tonight and pack casual for tomorrow and tomorrow night."
As she poked through her closet she thought about the possibilities. If Jake did come home Monday night and she did spend Sunday night with Jake's friend and if she did fuck Dan Monday afternoon she would be able to give Jake some very well used pussy Monday night. And she would insist that he eat her first. Damn! She wished she could give him her pussy full of cum. Some day! Some day she would feed him another man's leavings, but she wasn't near ready to do that.
To be continued...
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As Jake's tongue slid into her pussy she lay there looking up at the ceiling and thinking of the last forty-eight hours. Saturday she had been wined and dined and then taken to a luxury condo on Steven's Lake and thoroughly fucked by Harvey (Dan's friend) and then on Sunday she had hung on Harvey's arm as he visited the Museum of Modern Art and then the Museum of Natural History.
On the way back to his condo Harv had had the limo driver put up the partition and then he had taken her on the back seat of the limo. When he was spent and she lay there looking up at him with heavy-lidded and lust filled eyes he had said:
"You didn't cum and I won't be ready again for a while. Do you want the driver?"
"The driver?"
"Yes, the driver.
She had surprised herself when without even thinking she said, "It doesn't matter what I want; I'm on your time."
Harv had smiled down at her and had said, "So you are my sweet, so you are" and he had rapped on the partition to get the driver's attention. She had blown the driver and then had fucked him while Harv had driven the limo. At the condo Harv had invited the driver to come in and that night she had experienced her first double penetration as Harv shoved his cock down her throat and the driver had fucked her from behind. In college she had done five guys at a frat house mixer, but it had been one at a time and she had never before had two at once.
The driver left and Harv fucked her one more time before they fell asleep together. In the morning he fucked her again and then he told her he wanted to fuck her in her own bed. It was the one thing that she never intended to do and she had told him no, but then he had thrown her words back at her:
"It doesn't matter what you want because you are on my time, remember?"
When they reached the house Harv had again invited the limo driver to join them and the two men had taken turns on her on Jake's bed most of the night. In the morning Harv had placed an envelope on the dresser, in almost the same spot where Jake's wallet and wrist watch now rested, and had said:
"You were worth every cent of it my sweet."
When he was gone she had looked in the envelope and had found fifty brand new one hundred dollar bills. Five thousand dollars for the most sexually satisfying weekend of her life. Five grand and two more entries into her notebook, "And I owe it all to you" she thought as she looked up at her husband.
She smiled and said, "Fuck me baby. Enough foreplay for now. I want you in my pussy."
"Yeah asshole" she thought as he lifted his mouth from her pussy and moved up on her, "Put your cock in my well used cunt."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dan had been out of town on Monday and when she saw him on Tuesday he told her that she had gotten rave reviews from his friend Harvey.
"He's busy today, but he wants you for the rest of the week."
"Do you know what that means?"
"No, what?"
"You will have to settle for blow jobs if you stick to your policy of sending me off to your friends without any of you in me."
"So? There isn't anything wrong with blow jobs, but I did say that he was busy today and that means I won't have to settle for your mouth today."
"Now? Over the desk?"
"Not now, but only because I have a lot that I have to get done. I'll give you a call sometime this afternoon."
As she was leaving the office Marci stopped her and asked her if she would have lunch with her and she said she would. The morning was busy as she worked on coordinating the events she had going on that week. She also had two weddings for the weekend, Closman on Friday evening and McMartin on Saturday. She did occasionally wonder why Marci wanted to have lunch with her, but didn't spend too much time thinking on it since she would know in a couple of hours.
She got to the restaurant and found that Marci was already there. She sat down, ordered her customary salad with a glass of iced tea and then waited for Marci to speak. At first it was just small talk about the hotel and office politics, but she knew that Marci had something else she wanted to talk about and was working up to it. Finally, just after the waiter brought her the salad she'd ordered, Marci blurted out:
"Dan asked me if I would be interested in sleeping with a friend of his."
"Why in the world would he do that?"
"Because I talk to him a lot and he knows the situation I'm in as far as my husband is concerned."
"And that is?"
"I found out he has been cheating on me. Dan wanted to know if I wanted to get even with my husband and I asked how and he said that I could do what my husband was doing. I thought Dan was asking me to sleep with him to get back at my husband and I told him no, that I didn't believe that affairs with co-workers was a good idea. That is when he said he didn't mean with him, but that he had a friend who needed a date for a cocktail party and then for some fun after. I told him I couldn't do something like that and he asked why not and I said because it wouldn't be right."
"And I bet I know what Dan said then. He said, "But what your husband is doing is?"
"Yep; that is what he said and then he told me I should talk with you."
"Talk to me? Whatever for?"
"He said it worked for you so maybe it would work for me and then he said that maybe you could give me some insight."
"I don't know what to say; what to tell you."
"Are you doing what he asked me to do?"
She thought for a moment and then she said, "Yes Marci I am, but I still have no idea of what to tell you. I don't know anything about you and your husband so I don't know what to say."
"Why would that make a difference?"
"I'm doing what I do because I found out that Jake was cheating on me and I'm doing it to get back at him. I can do it because once I found out he was a cheating bastard I washed my hands of him. The love is gone. So is the 'like'. I pretend that everything is fine between us so he will support me while I stab him in the back every chance I get. I don't know that what I'm doing would work for you. You might still love your husband and be willing to forgive him after having a revenge affair and in that case what I'm doing is something you probably shouldn't.
"Also, I have no way of knowing if you are the type of girl who could just go out and have sex with strangers. I can do it because more than anything I want to hurt the bastard I'm married to. I want to bed as many as I can before he finds out and then I will glory in telling him how long I've been doing it and with how many and how much I enjoyed it. And then I'll let him know that every time he had sex with me it was just after some other man had just had me."
"Oh I can do it all right. I was pretty wild in college and I'm no stranger to having sex with guys I've just met. Like you, I've washed my hands of the cheating asshole, but I hadn't thought about staying with him and letting him support me. I was just going to go for a divorce. I think I like your idea better. What do you do?"
She explained to Marci about the envelopes that she was handed at the end of her dates.
"So you are a call girl?"
"Yes, I guess I am, but so what? That just gets me the men I need to get my revenge on Jake. And, if you like sex, you usually end up satisfied with money in your purse and a check mark on the revenge chart."
"I guess you have given me something to think about and I do like the idea of building up a slush fund against the day I leave Frank."
At three-thirty Dan called her and asked her to meet him in room 412. He was already naked and on the bed when she used her master key card to let herself into the room. As she was undressing Dan said:
"I understand that Marci talked to you today."
"We had a little chat over lunch."
"She has decided that she is going to do what you are doing. How would you feel about a double date with her?"
"What do you mean?"
"Harvey's son will be getting in tomorrow morning for the wedding and Harvey wanted me to get a girl for him."
"Whoa up there boss. What wedding, and have you forgotten that I can only do afternoons as long as Jake is in town?"
Dan gave her a funny look and then said, "You don't know? You really don't know?"
"Know what?"
"I thought Harvey would have mentioned it to you. His son is Robert McMartin and it is his wedding that you have been working on. That's why Harvey is here, for the wedding."
"He never mentioned it to me."
"Did he also not mention that he owns the company that your husband works for?"
"No he didn't. He never said a word about it to me."
"I told him about your situation and why you are doing what you are doing. He knows that you aren't a pro and are only going with the guys I set you up with to get back at your husband. Like I said, Harv is quite taken with you and wants to see a lot more of you so this is what is going to happen. Jake will probably be bubbling over when he gets home tonight. It seems that the owner of the company was so impressed with the work Jake did when he was out of town last week that he requested Jake for a special project. Jake will be flying to Tampa tomorrow and he will be gone at least until next Wednesday which, strangely enough, is when Harv has to return to Los Angeles. Is the picture a little clearer now?"
"Crystal."
"And since Harv comes to town two or three times a month I would figure on Jake traveling at least that often."
"Oh damn! Doesn't that just break my heart. But back to the double date. His son is getting married on Saturday and Harv is setting him up with a hooker?"
"High class call girl."
"Whatever."
"What can I say? Some father and son bonding? A last fling before settling down? I don't know and it isn't any of my business so I'm not asking."
"Can Marci get out at night?"
"She says she can. So, do you have any objection?"
"No. As long as Jake is out of town I can do it, but I'll have to be honest; it just doesn't make any sense to me that he is paying as much as he does when he could walk into any lounge in town and the ladies would swarm over him."
"I can't answer that one either except to say that the rich are different than the rest of us. I guess when you have millions it doesn't matter how much you spend or what you spend it on if it gets you what you want."
"Are you sure about this? About Jake going out of town?"
"Reasonably sure. He could always refuse to go, but how likely is that?"
"Not very. What about Marci? How does she feel about this double date idea?"
"She likes it. She likes the idea of some one she knows being along on her first time out."
When she entered the room Dan's cock had been rock hard and pointing straight up at the ceiling and now it was limp and lying on his thigh. She pointed at it and asked:
"Has it lost interest in me or has the conversation been that boring?"
"It is just resting and storing up energy for what is about to happen. I'm sure that you know how to make it suitable for use."
"I wouldn't be the least bit surprised" she said as she joined him on the bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was in the kitchen fixing dinner when she heard the front door open and then close and Jake holler out, "Honey, I'm home."
"Big fucking deal" she thought as she yelled back, "I'm in the kitchen."
Jake came into the room all smiles and he walked over to her, hugged her and kissed her on the cheek. "I've got some great news babe. Actually, I have good news and bad news. The good news is that the company is finally recognizing my talents. The bad news is that the recognition is going to mean that I have to go out of town again."
"What are you talking about?"
"The work I did last week in Atlanta caught the eye of somebody higher up in the company and he requested me specifically to take care of a problem in Tampa. The really bad news is that I have to leave in the morning and I'll be gone until the middle of next week."
"But you just got home from a week of being gone."
"I know honey, and I'm no happier about it than you are, but it is an opportunity for me to shine and that could lead to a promotion and more money."
"But it isn't fair to me. I need you here baby. I just don't feel right when you are gone."
"I'll make it up to you babe."
"That's what you told me last week. You were supposed to take me diving this week, remember?"
"I know I did, but this is too good an opportunity to pass up. If I do a good job I could end up a regional manager or maybe even a vice-president and then I wouldn't have to travel at all,"
"Oh sure. With our luck you will do such a damned good job that they will keep you doing it."
"Oh come on baby; this could turn out good for us in the long run."
It is going to turn out damned good for me she was thinking as she said, "You'll have your work cut out for you tonight then, because you are going to have to give me enough to hold me until you get back home."
"I'll do my best babe. Why don't we skip dinner and start now?"
She smiled as she thought about his mouth being on her pussy only two hours after Dan's cock had been there and she said:
"Race you!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She and Marci had showered and dressed in one of the vacant rooms for their evening out with the McMartins, father and son, and Harvey's limo had picked them up in front of the hotel. She had given Tony a big smile as a way of letting him know she remembered the nice fucking he had given her the last time they had seen each other. She saw his look at Marci and she knew he was wondering if he might get a taste of her. She didn't know, but all things were possible she supposed.
As they rode across town o the country club where they would meet the McMartins she asked Marci:
"Are you nervous?"
"A little. Frank has been the only man in my life for the last twelve years. There could have been others - God knows I've had the opportunities - but I have been faithful to Frank until now."
"Just think back to when you were dating. That is all this is you know; just a date. The only difference is that back then the guy was always hoping he would score and this time he knows he will. Treat the guy like he is the man you want to spend the rest of your life with. Relax and enjoy it and go home with a smile on your face knowing that you've gotten back at your hubby and had fun doing it. You never said, is this a one time thing and then you are going home and rub Frank's nose in it?"
"I'd thought about that, but then I decided I like your idea better. Let the bastard support me while I hang horns on him."
"I should warn you; things might get a little kinky if you let it."
"How do you mean?"
She told Marci about the night Harv had shared her with his driver Tony. You did him AND the limo driver? The one up front now?"
"Yep, and what's more I loved it, but I could have said no and Harvey would have accepted my no. It was my choice."
"I don't know if I could do something like that. I've never done more than one since my senior prom."
"Oh you slut you. How many did you do?"
"Four. I got really wasted that night and I probably would have done more, but my date finally found me and got me away from the party."
"He didn't like sharing?"
"Hell, he didn't even get any. He wasn't one of the four. In fact he'd never gotten more than a kiss from me during the four months we dated. I never heard from him again after that night."
Just then the limo pulled up in front of the country club. She looked over at Marci. "Are you ready?"
"As ready as I'll ever be."
"Then let's do it" and the two of them got out of the limo as Tony held the door for them.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Oh yes, fuck me, deeper damn it, deeper. Fuck me hard lover; fuck me like you mean it" came the cry from the next room.
She took her mouth off of his cock long enough to say, "She sure is a noisy bitch" and he laughed.
"If she wants it harder and deeper I'm sure that dad will oblige her."
As she went back to sucking Bobby McMartin's cock she thought back on the night and how she had come to be on her knees and sucking the cock of Marci's date for the evening.
They had arrived at the country club and the hostess had taken them to a table that had been reserved for Harvey and then she had informed them that Mr. McMartin had called and said he was running a few minutes late. She and Marci had ordered a drink and were sitting there talking when Marci exclaimed:
"Oh my God!"
"What?"
"He's here. My Dream Man - my fantasy man - just walked in."
She had turned to look and when she turned back she asked, "Which one?"
"The one in the blue suit."
"Well then girlfriend, you are both lucky and unlucky."
"How is that?"
"You are lucky because unless I miss my guess he is your date for the evening. You are unlucky because if he is your date for the evening he is getting married Saturday."
Just then Harvey and a younger version of Harvey walked up to the table. After the introductions were out of the way there had been dinner, drinks and dancing before Tony drove them to the condo on Stevens Lake. Once inside Harv had said, "You two have fun" to Bobby and Marci and then he had led her to his bedroom. When the door had closed behind them he had asked her if she was wearing pantyhose or thigh highs.
"Neither. Nylons and a garter belt."
"Are you wearing anything bought for you by your husband?"
"Everything. The only thing he didn't pay for was my having my hair done for you today."
"Are you wearing it because you knew you were going to be fucking another man tonight?"
"Why else?"
"Good. Just take off your panties. I want to do you while you are still wearing everything that he paid for."
She had stepped out of her panties and he had asked her to hand them to him. "I'll use them to wipe my cock when I'm done."
"How do you want me?"
"First time just bend forward over the bed, brace yourself with your hands and spread your legs."
She did what he wanted and he moved in behind her. He didn't waste anytime on foreplay because he knew she would be soaking wet in anticipation and she was. He slid deep into her with his first stroke and she moaned as he bottomed out. He grabbed her hips and started fucking her and she shoved back at him and hissed:
"Fuck me honey, fuck me hard. Fuck my married cunt so I can hang another horn on my husband."
"I will baby, I will. I love fucking married women. I love making them into my sluts."
"Do it lover, do it. Make me your slut" she gasped as he slammed his cock into her.
He fucked her hard for several minutes and brought her to her first orgasm of the evening before shooting his load into her and then he pulled out and had her sit on the edge of the bed and suck him hard again. Once hard he pushed her legs apart and mounted her. The second time was a lot longer than the first time and she came three times before he gave her his second load.
While they were resting up they heard Marci begging Bobby to make her cum. Harv laughed and said, "Boy is she ever loud. Dan told me that this is her first time."
"Yep, and she is doing it for the same reason I am."
"Wonder if she would like to be added to the list of married woman I've fucked."
"Nasty old man! That's your son's date."
"I'll be fair about it; I'll give him you."
"You really are a nasty old man. You should be ashamed of yourself. Sending your own son sloppy seconds."
"It's only fair; I'll be getting his. Besides, I can see it in your eyes that you like the idea."
"Well you did say you wanted me to be your slut."
"Yes I did, didn't I. Well then, let us go see if Bobby is willing."
Bobby was and now Marci was screaming at Harvey to fuck her harder and she was on her knees sucking Bobby's cock. Bobby fucked her twice before switching again with his dad who did her one more time before Marci said she needed to leave and get home to her husband.



"Since your husband is out of town you can stay right?" Harvey asked her.
"I can as long as you realize that I do have to go to work in the morning."
"How about it Bobby? Would you like her to stay?"
Bobby reached down and stroked his rapidly growing cock, smiled and moved towards her. She laughed and said, "I'll take that as a yes."
When Harvey walked back into the room after walking Marci out to the limo Bobby already had her on her hands and knees and was fucking her from behind. Harvey walked up to her and dangled his limp cock in front of her and she opened her mouth and took his cock in. Bobby came in her and said he was done for the night and he left for one of the other bedrooms. Harvey moved from her mouth to her pussy and gave her her umpteenth orgasm of the night before he shot into her and then the two of them fell asleep together.
She woke up at five forty-five with Bobby sucking on her tits and Harvey working on her clit with his thumb and as soon as she was fully awake the two men fucked her one time each and then headed for the shower.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the ride into work in the morning Harvey asked her how many men she had done at one time. She thought back to her college days and the kegger where she'd done the gangbang and then told Harvey that she had done five. "Why" she asked.
I'm putting a bachelor party for Bobby tonight and I was going to bring in the traditional stripper, but I think I'd rather have you do it."
"Why me?"
"Because you are a married woman cheating on her husband and that is such a turn on for me. Just thinking of you getting gangbanged will keep me hard all day."
"I've never done a strip before; I wouldn't know how."
"What I want you for comes after you take your clothes off. Just undress while you sway to the music, toss your clothes to the guys and smile suggestively."
"How many will be there?"
"Just the wedding party. There will be the six ushers, the best man, the father and brother of the bride, Bobby and me."
"Whoa! The father and brother of the bride?"
"Jimmy and I grew up together. Our families were close and we stayed tight even after we grew up and then after we both married we stayed close. Bobby and Jimmy's daughter Pam pretty much grew up together. Anyway, tonight won't be the first time that Jimmy and I have been to a gangbang together. As far as Rick is concerned, he and Bobby were frat brothers in college. Only God and the two of them know what they have done together."
"This one of those families that play together stay together things?"
"I guess you could put it that way."
"To be honest Harv, I don't know if I can do that many."
"How about if I can get you another girl to help?"
"I could do it I suppose."
"Good. I'll talk to Dan this morning and arrange for another girl. But if he can't get one will you still do it?"
"I'll try, but don't get upset with me if I can't do all of them. I'll try my best, but no promises."
He kissed her before she got out of the limo and told her that he would see her that night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As she walked to her office she thought about what Harvey wanted her to do and the more she thought about it the more she liked the idea. Her goal from the beginning was to fuck some one from every wedding she worked. She now realized that the goal had been a little un-realistic; there was no way she could do it when she had multiple weddings on a weekend and she had settled for doing at least one. She had never even remotely imagined doing an entire wedding party at one time. The only down side was that Jake wouldn't be there for her to go home to when it was over. But maybe that was a good thing. She remembered how loose she was after the five guys at the frat party. Jake would surely notice how loose she was after eleven.
She had another thought as she sat down at her desk. Harvey hadn't given her an envelope when he dropped her off. Should she say something to Dan about it? She decided to wait and see what happened that evening.
She got a call from Marci at eleven asking her to meet Marci for lunch. Marci was all smiles as she walked up to the table and sat down. As soon as they had ordered Marci said:
"You were right. I felt so damned good sitting across from Frank at breakfast this morning, smiling at him and remembering what I had done. Which, by the way, was fantastic. All I thought about on the way to work was when can I do it again. And when I looked in the envelope that Harvey put in my purse when he walked me to the limo I almost fainted! Two thousand dollars! Two thousand dollars and all I did was enjoy myself."
"I'm glad you liked it."
"Like it? Honey, I loved it and like I said, all the way into work all I could think about was doing it again. And that's my problem. Dan wants me to do it again tonight."
"Where's the problem?"
"He wants me to go with you to a bachelor party and he said that there may be as many as a dozen men there. To me that says I'll be pulling a train."
"And that's a problem for you? Didn't you tell me that you pulled one after your prom?"
"Yes, but it was only four and I was drunk out of my mind that time."
"You had no problem with being passed around last night"
"Yes, but that was only two. I don't know about a dozen."
"Think of it this way. I'll be there doing half and you will be doing the other half and that is only two more than you did after your prom."
"Still, that's a big step for me to take Fran."
"Yes, I imagine that it is, but think about how good it will feel to smile at you husband, kiss him and let him make love to you while all the time you are thinking about how many strange cocks that you let use the pussy that he thinks is his and his alone."
"When you put it that way I can see the appeal. But what if I get started and then after a couple I decide I can't do any more?"
"Then you don't. I told Harvey I would try to do them all if he couldn't get me some help, but that I might not be able to handle them all and he was fine with it."
"Harvey? What does Harvey have to do with it?"
"Dan didn't tell you? It is Bobby's bachelor party."
"Bobby? My Dream Man? I'm in, but I get to do him first!"
"Deal" she said as she reached for Marci's hand and shook it.
To be continued.
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The bachelor party was being held at Harvey's condo on the lake and he had sent his limo to pick her and Marci up when they got off work. They got to the condo almost an hour before the guests would start arriving. Marci and Bobby were off somewhere, probably fucking, and she and Harvey were sitting on the leather sofa in the den. She was looking out the window at the lake when Harvey said:
"A penny for your thoughts."
She turned to him, smiled and said, "They aren't worth that much."
"Maybe so, but you were somewhere else just now and I'm curious."
"I was thinking about how this is all going to turn out for me."
"In what way?"
"I'm doing what I'm doing to get back at him for cheating on me. My plan was to continue to let him support me in the style to which I have become accustomed while I hung horns on him. I had hoped that it would go on for years, but then you came along and now I don't know how things are going to work out."
"What has my coming along got to do with it?"
"You being Jake's boss changes things. By sending Jake out on special projects to get him out of the way so you can play with me you have made him think that he is going places in the company; that his worth is finally being realized and that possible promotions are on the horizon."
"So?"
"What is going to happen when sooner or later I'm no longer the flavor of the month and you drop me? Jake's trips will stop; he will come to realize that he isn't going anywhere with the company and his ego will drive him to quit and go looking for some other company that will appreciate him. When that happens my comfortable existence will go into the toilet because there are not that many jobs out there that pay what Jake is making now and he isn't likely to find one. He will have to start over and work his way up and that translates into a lower standard of living for me."
"First off, what makes you think that I'll get tired of you?"
"You said it yourself. You enjoy turning married women into your sluts. I think it is fairly safe to say that you have accomplished that with me. You got me to do Tony, have a mini orgy with you and your son and tonight I'll be pulling a train for you. If that doesn't make me a slut I don't know what will."
"So?"
"So I expect that now you will go looking for another married woman to turn into a slut. Don't get me wrong here lover; I didn't and don't expect anything long-term. When Dan set me up with you it was just another date. It still is just another date, but it has turned into a date with complications."
"I don't recall saying that I went from married woman to married woman turning them into sluts. What I remember saying was that I loved turning married women into my sluts. And here you are. Just what I want. Why would I stop seeing you now that you are just what I like? Secondly, I didn't get where I am in business by being stupid and making silly mistakes and bad errors of judgment. Your husband is very good at what he does and if I never saw you again after tonight he would still be working for me and he will get promoted. He has been under consideration for some time now and it was going to happen eventually. My meeting you and finding out about you has speeded it up a little, but it is going to happen.
"But I can tell you now that the job he is likely to get promoted into will be a traveling job. You will still have your standard of living and you will have the luxury of him being gone a lot of the time and that will allow you to do what it is you want to do. So don't waste your time worrying. If push came to shove and for some reason he did quit you could leave him and I'd set you up in your own place as my mistress."
"I can't leave him. I'm nowhere near ready o leave him. I haven't hung enough horns on him yet."
"Well then, since you are my slut I guess I'll have to see to it that you get all the cocks that your little heart desires so you can collect horns. Do you have a magic number - a goal to reach?"
"No. The length of time I do it is just as important to me as the number of men. A dozen a year for ten years or a hundred in five years, it doesn't matter. All that matters is that when I finally let him know it is sufficient to rock him to his core."
Before any more was said the doorbell rang as the first of the guests started arriving. She and Marci started out the evening acting as hostesses while the men played cards. They kept the chip and dip bowls full and fetched drinks when the glasses and the beer bottles got empty. About two hours into the party Harvey came up to her and told her that it was time. She walked over to the sound systems and hit player and the CD she had placed in the changer started to play.
She and Marci moved into the middle of the room and she pulled a chair from one of the card tables and placed it in the middle of the room. She pointed a finger at Bobby and crooked it in a "come here" sign and all the guys hooted and hollered as Bobby moved forward and sat down. Then she danced over to Marci and took Marci's blouse off of her and tossed it out to the crowd. Marci did a twirl around her and removed her blouse and threw it out to the yelling men. As the music played the two of them danced and twirled around and undressed each other until they were both down to thigh highs and high heels and then the two of them strutted over to where Bobby was sitting in the chair and Marci went to her knees in front of him.
There was no lap dance - this was a gangbang and Marci had a time limit - and as Marci was removing Bobby's slacks and boxers she started removing his shirt. Once it was off she stuck her right breast in Bobby's mouth and he started to suck on it while Marci captured his cock with her mouth and went to work on it. Someone moved up behind her and fingers felt for her pussy. She spread her legs and the fingers went into her and began to finger fuck her. A voice said:
"She's already wet and ready for it."
She heard a zipper go down and seconds later the fingers were removed and a hard cock took their place. She bent at the waist and with her hands bracing her on the back of Bobby's chair she moved her feet a little farther apart and the cock went in deeper.
Marci had Bobby's cock hard by then and she stood up and straddled him with her back to him and then she slid down on his erection. She started to ride him and Jimmy, the bride's father, stepped forward and aimed his cock at Marci's mouth. She smiled at him and then opened her mouth and swallowed the head of his dick.
The man fucking her from behind slammed hard into her and flooded her pussy with his discharge and then pulled out and was immediately replaced by someone else. Someone moved in front of her and she looked up and saw that it was Harvey. He smiled at her and pushed his cock at her mouth and she opened her mouth and took it and then Harvey and the man behind her buffeted her between them until the man behind her came in her and pulled out. Another man moved in behind her and her third cock of the evening entered her. Harvey came in her mouth and his place was taken by one of the ushers.
By then Marci had taken Bobby's load and Jimmy had cum in her mouth. When she got up from Bobby's lap one of the ushers took her by the hand and led her off to one of the bedrooms and three other men followed along behind.
As she watched Marci being led away the man behind her came and when he pulled away from her the best man moved to take his place. His cock slid into her and as he stroked into her he started working on her butt hole with his fingers. She was going through an orgasm and didn't notice, but when she did she went to pull her mouth off of the usher's dick to say no. The usher, feeling her start to pull off, grabbed her head and held it in place as he started shooting into her mouth. The best man, not hearing a no from her, started pushing his cock at her ass. By the time she had finished gulping and swallowing the cum from the usher the best man already had his cock started in her ass. She was no stranger to anal sex and the best man went slow and easy so even though she would have preferred not to be taken in the butt she relaxed and let it happen.
After the best man came in her ass someone else took his place and then another and then another and another until she found herself with a cock in her ass, her pussy and her mouth. She lost track of who, what and how many times. She was only vaguely aware of Marci coming up to her and saying that she had to go in order to beat Frank home, but with a mouthful of cock she couldn't say anything.
She was picked up and carried into one of the bedrooms and then they came at her one, two and three at a time until they couldn't get it up anymore and left her. She fell asleep totally exhausted.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Harvey dropped her off in front of the hotel in the morning he kissed her and told her that the memory of the previous night was going to keep him hard all day and that he was looking forward to spending some time alone with her after the rehearsal dinner. Then he said:
"I know you are wondering about your envelope. Don't you worry about it. I plan on giving it to you before I leave which I'm hoping won't be until Tuesday morning."
"I don't know that I will ever understand it Harv, but it blows my mind that you are paying me for what you could get for free. You are handsome, fun to be with and God knows you do spoil a girl."
"I have my reasons sweetie and I'm comfortable with them. See you tonight."
She got a call from Marci at nine. "Dan wants to see you in his office. No rush; his day is pretty much open."
"I don't have much going on right now so I'll see you in a minute or so."
The first thing she noticed when she got to Dan's office was that Marci wasn't her usual chipper self. Before she could ask if something was wrong Marci said:
"Go right in; he is expecting you."
She walked into Dan's office and he looked up from what he was working on and smiled.
"Here she is - my star!"
"What does that mean?"
"It means that you have earned me the undying gratitude of one of my best friends. Harv can't stop raving about you. I'll be able to collect favors from him for the rest of my life. But that isn't why I called you for you."
He handed her a package and said, "Here, this is for you."
"What is it?"
"Remember asking if it would be possible to have someone keep an eye on Jake while he was in Atlanta?"
"Yes."
"You said you didn't need pictures or anything like that; you just wanted to know for sure what he did away from home. Well, my friend in Atlanta made a copy of the security tape from the cameras on your husband's floor. It shows him going into his room with a woman at 11:30 one night and her leaving the next morning at 6:10. As an added bonus it shows him standing naked in the doorway kissing her goodbye."
"Thanks Dan; I owe you one."
"And I will collect. But not now. Run along sweetie, I've got a ton of stuff to do."
As she left Dan's office she stopped at Marci's desk and asked her if she was feeling all right.
"About as well as anyone whose life is in the toilet."
"Was last night that bad for you?"
"Oh no, there was nothing wrong with last night; in fact, last night was great except for Bobby seeing me being a cock-hungry slut."
"So why all of a sudden is your life in the toilet?"
"I find the man of my dreams only I'm already married and he is going to be. And even if I weren't and he wasn't he saw me being a slut."
"Oh come on Marci; he's a customer, a date."
"Fran, I know it sounds silly, but Bobby is the man I was meant to have. I knew it the instant I saw him walk toward us at the country club that night. It sucks Fran. Even if I could dump Frank overnight Bobby would still be married before I could get to him. And even if he wasn't he wouldn't want the slut he saw me being."
"I don't know about that. It could be a case of like father like son and I know for a fact that daddy is hooked on sluts."
"It doesn't matter Fran; he is out of my reach and that's a bummer."
"Tell you what. Why don't you stick around after work and we can pretend you are my assistant when I work the rehearsal dinner. Maybe we can arrange for you to have one last shot at him before he goes down the aisle tomorrow."
"You think there might be a chance?"
"Don't get your hopes up, but you never know."
The rehearsal went off without a hitch and when it was over and everyone was heading for the rehearsal dinner Harvey pulled her aside and told her he had some business to take care of an she should relax in the lounge until he was able to get free. She let Marci hand out the complimentary drink coupons which would give her an opportunity to have a few words with Bobby.
She didn't feel like sitting in the lounge waiting for Harvey so she went to her office and got some of her paperwork out of the way. While she worked she wondered if she would ever again feel what Marci was feeling for Bobby. She had felt that way once - with Jake - but that was gone. She hoped it wouldn't be too hard for Marci to put Bobby behind her. She would have to talk to Dan and see if he couldn't use Marci a little more often. Maybe quantity would help her forget quality.
She looked at her watch. Harv might be ready so she locked her office and headed for the lounge. Harv wasn't there, but most of the McMartin wedding party was. She looked around, but she didn't see Bobby or Marci and she hoped that Marci had gotten her last chance.
Someone slid onto the bar stool next to her and she glanced over and saw Pam, the bride to be. "Buy you a drink" Pam asked.
"Thanks for the gesture, but mine are always on the house."
"I want to thank you for all that you've done. Everything has just been so perfect. May I ask you a question?"
"Sure, go ahead."
"Is Bobby any good in bed?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"A little birdie told me that you were the entertainment at his bachelor party."
"Who told you that?"
"One of the ushers and it was confirmed by the best man. I'm asking if he is any good as a lover."
"You don't know?"
"No I don't. Why would you think I would?"
"He didn't get to be as good as he is without a lot of practice and no offense, but you do not look like a virgin."
"I'm not, but Bobby and I have never done it."
"Dare I ask how the best man and one of the ushers know you well enough to tell you who Bobby makes it with?"
"I told you I wasn't a virgin."
"You aren't a virgin and you and Bobby aren't doing it. Does that mean you have been telling Bobby you were saving yourself for marriage?"
"No. I've tried to get him to make love to me, but he always finds a way not to."
"That doesn't make any sense. You are one hell of a sexy looking lady and Bobby loves to fuck."
"Just not me."
"Like I said, that just doesn't make any sense."
"Bobby and I grew up together. Our families are close and Bobby and I got thrown together a lot. Our families took vacations together, spent the holidays together and I'm afraid that Bobby sees me as a sister."
"Then why is he marrying you?"
"Because it is expected of him. There has never been any doubt in my fathers mind or Bobby's father's mind that Bobby and I would marry. Bobby will do whatever his father wants."
"And you will do what your father wants?"
"No."
"No? Then why are you going through with the wedding?"
"Because I love Bobby. I've loved him since I was seven years old."
"Does he know?"
"I've told him a hundred times, but he still thinks of me as a sister."
"Then you have to show him that you are not his sister."
"How do I do that?"
"How bad do you want him?"
"Bad enough to do whatever I have to do."
"Can you be a slut? I mean a real get down and be dirty slut?"
"I did the usher and the best man together this afternoon. Is that slutty enough?"
"Here is the sixty-four dollar question - do you want him bad enough that you will gamble on taking a chance that might just cause you to lose him if it goes bad?"
Pam was silent as she thought about it and then she said, "I don't have him now and a ring on my finger won't stop him from thinking of me as a sister so yes, I might as well take a chance if there is some hope of winning."
"Okay then, I may be able to help, but you are really going to have to be an absolute slut. I can't impress that on you enough. You WILL have to be an absolute slut."
"I can do it."
"All right then; here is what we are going to do."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Harvey showed up and asked her if she was ready to go she asked;
"Where is Bobby?"
"He is in a room upstairs with Marci."
"I want him to go with us and I want the both of you to come home with me. I want you both on my husband's bed and I want to be Bobby's last before he says I do."
"What about Marci?"
"She can come to if she doesn't have to go home."
But Marci did have to go home so it was just Harvey and Bobby in the limo with her on the ride to her house. The partition was down and Tony was watching in the rear view mirror as she sucked Harvey's cock while Bobby fucked her from behind. When they pulled into her drive Bobby was almost ready to cum so they stayed in the limo until he blew his load into her. Then, as she pulled up her panties she said:
"I feel real slutty tonight; can Tony join us?"
"How about it Tony" Harvey asked, "Would you like another taste of her?"
"You bet Mr. McMartin."
"Then come on inside with us" and the four of them got out of the limo and headed into the house. Once in the bedroom and undressed she took charge.
"I want Tony in my mouth" she said to Harvey, "And you and Bobby can decide who gets my pussy and who gets my ass." She climbed on the king sized bed and said, "Come on guys, we are wasting time here."
Tony had his fingers in her hair as he fucked her face while she rode Harvey's cock and Bobby was sliding his cock in her ass and the sounds of sex were bouncing off the walls of the bedroom when a voice said:
"Damn it! You weren't supposed to start without me."
All heads turned and looked toward the doorway where Pam stood in all of her naked glory. She pulled her head off Tony's cock and said:
"Sorry; I was really horny. Which one do you want?"
"Well, I've been trying to give it to Bobby for years, but he wouldn't take it so I'm thinking he can wait until after the ceremony tomorrow. I don't know if I'm quite ready for daddy in law yet, so let me have Tony."
"You can use the bedroom across the hall."
"Why? Looks like you have plenty of room on that bed. It will give me a chance to show Bobby what he has been missing all these years."
As she climbed on the bed said asked, "You eat pussy Tony?"
"Yes ma'am, I surely do."
"Then come on, let's get to it."
Tony hesitated and looked first at Bobby and then at Harvey and Harvey gave a little nod and Tony scrambled over to Pam and buried his face in her muff. In no time at all Pam was moaning as she shoved her pussy up at Tony's mouth. Harvey looked over at Tony and his about to be daughter in law and then he looked up at her and asked, "Why?"
"Tell you later. Right now you and Bobby need to get me off."
For the next six or eight minutes Harvey and Bobby worked to get her and themselves off, but their attention was on Pam and Tony. She heard Bobby mutter, "bitch" when Pam moved into a sixty-nine with the chauffer and just seconds later Bobby shot a load deep in her ass. He pulled out of her and went into the bathroom to wash his cock off and when he came back Pam was on her hands and knees and squealing as Tony fucked her from behind. Bobby watched for a minute and then he climbed on the bed and stuck his cock in front of Pam's face.



"Go away" Pam grunted as Tony slammed into. "You've been pushing me away for years so you can just wait for tomorrow."
Bobby grabbed a handful of her hair and snarled "whore" as he pushed his cock against her lips and Pam opened her mouth. After that things got very active as the five of them switched partners back and forth. The high point of the night for her was watching father, son and chauffer three holing the bride to be. Pam was a cum covered mess and needed to take a shower but Bobby said no.
"You aren't done yet. There is still the limo ride back to the hotel."
"I have my car here."
"We will arrange to get it moved out to Steven's Lake."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She helped a very nervous Pam adjust her veil and then she parted the curtain and looked out at the assemblage.
"Is he there" Pam asked, afraid that after the previous night he would have run off. "Oh please Fran, tell me he's there."
She turned to Pam and smiled and then said, "He is not only there sweetie, but he looks very anxious; like he is afraid that you might not show up. I don't think you have to worry about him treating you like a sister anymore. You have an entirely new problem now."
"What?"
"You have to decide how to handle daddy in law and the chauffer from now on."
"Fuck them."
"What?"
"I'll fuck them. Bobby didn't seem to mind when daddy and Tony took turns on me on the back seat as Bobby drove the limo. Thank you Fran. Thank you for everything."
The music started playing and Pam got ready to walk down the aisle. Just before she walked out of the room to take her father's arm she said:
"And by the way, tell your friend that I will share as long as she doesn't try to steal him from me."
"My friend?"
"The one Bobby snuck off with before we went to your place. I saw how she looked at him and I will share because God knows that after last night Bobby knows that he is going to have to."
"Good luck" she said to Pam as Pam left the room, took her father's arm and headed for the next part of her life."
To be continued.
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"I suppose you are pleased with yourself" Harvey said to her as they left the wedding reception. It was the first time they had been alone since the doings at her house the night before.
"I guess I would have to say that I am."
"Why in the hell did you do it?"
She explained the talk she'd had with Pam in the lounge after the rehearsal dinner:
"That marriage would have been dead before the two of them finished speaking their vows if Bobby hadn't been shaken up. Maybe the way I did it was a little over the top, but I didn't have a whole lot of time to come up with an elaborate plan and one thing is for sure, he damned sure doesn't look at her like a sister any more."
"Maybe, but did you have to turn her into a slut to make it happen?"
"She already was a slut" and after making Harv promise not to tell Bobby she told him about the best man and the usher. "So we decided that letting Bobby know was the way to go."
"I can't believe he wasn't nailing her. I thought the two of them had been at it for years."
"The question now is did I cost myself a customer?"
"Why would you wonder about that?"
"You like married sluts and I saw how you were with Pam last night. Now you have one closer to home and she won't cost you a dime."
"She was a great fuck and I won't lie. She is a nice little fuck bunny and I will do her whenever I get the chance, but I don't think she has what I look for in my married sluts."
"And that would be?"
"A deliciously slutty mind. A mind like the one you showed me last night. A mind that could think of doing what you did is what will keep me coming back to you just to see what you might do next."
"Don't you be putting pressure on me to come up with stuff. Last night could very well be the only time I do something like that."
"Bullshit sweetie. You have already told me about your plan for sticking it to your husband, your goal of fucking someone in the wedding party of every wedding you work and your notebook full of check marks. Only a slutty mind could come up with stuff like that. But as to Pam; part of the fun of fucking married women is doing it behind their husband's back. In Pam's case Bobby would know and even though he was into last night it could gave been more because he was surprised and caught flat-footed by the situation and you and Pam didn't give him any choice or time to think about it. Before he had time to get a grip Pam was already working on Tony's dick. Shit!!
"What?"
"That brings up another potential problem. Tony has been with me a long time and he is a good and dependable employee. I'm going to have to watch how Bobby is around him from now on. I hope I don't have to let him go."
"Why would you have to let him go?"
"Bobby is family sweetie and you always side with family when there is trouble."
"Why would there be trouble?"
"If I'm already thinking about fucking Pam again, what do you think Tony is doing? And if he does try how will Bobby handle it? I can't blame Tony because Pam was the aggressor last night so who knows how he will behave around her. If Bobby gets bent out of shape over it Tony will have to go."
"That doesn't seem fair."
"It isn't, but no one was ever promised that life would be fair."
"What if Pam wants Tony's attentions?"
"Again sweetie, it depends on Bobby. If he is cool with it, there is no problem."
She sunk back in the leather seat and was quiet. Finally Harvey asked her what was wrong.
"I was trying to help, not screw things up for everyone. I like Tony and now it seems like I might have cost him his job."
"You didn't cost him his job sweetie. You may have cost him the job he has now, but I'm not asshole enough to put him out on the street over a piece of pussy. I'll find some other place in the company for him; some place where he and Bobby won't be in daily contact and where he won't have a lot of access to Pam. Does that make you feel better?"
"Some."
"Well how about this as a way to cheer you up. You like Tony so I'll ask him to join us tonight and I'll let you be the one who chooses what we do and who does what. That okay with you?"
"What ever I want to do?"
"You name it."
"I want to be fucked in every room of the house before you have to leave and go back to Los Angeles. I want you in the tool shed where Jake keeps the lawn tools and on his work bench in the basement and any other place that he spends time."
"There is that deliciously slutty mind at work again. You don't have to worry about being replaced sweetie; you are definitely a keeper."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She sucked Tony's cock as he sat on Jake's riding mower and Harvey fucked her from behind. She was fucked on Jake's work bench - her legs up on Tony's shoulders - while he fucked her hard and deep and she sucked Harvey's cock. They had her on the love seat in the family room. They fucked her on the kitchen table and the kitchen counter, the table and the top of the buffet in the dining room and on top of the washer and dryer in the laundry room.
Then things got a little kinky.
The two men were roughly the same size as Jake so they went through his closet and his dresser drawers and got out Jake's clothes which they wore while they fucked her in every piece of lingerie that Jake had bought her. When Monday morning rolled around there wasn't one room in the house that she had not been fucked in and not one piece of furniture that was big enough to hold her that she hadn't been taken on.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Harvey dropped her at the hotel on Monday morning he handed her two large manila envelopes.
"The really thick one is a bonus for you. I've already told Dan to keep your schedule clear for the week after next. I'm only scheduled to be here for three days, but I'll want you on all three of them."
He leaned over and kissed her and then she was out of the limo and on her way to start her work week.
When she got to her office she closed and locked the door, sat down at her desk and opened the envelopes. The first one was full of one hundred dollar bills. She had spent five nights with Harvey and she expected that she would get two thousand a night with a little extra for the bachelor party. She was expecting to find between ten and twelve thousand dollars, but when she counted the money she was stunned! There was twenty thousand dollars in the envelope.
She picked up the second envelope and wondered what it could be. Harvey had said it was a bonus, but if it was money why wasn't it in the first envelope. She opened it and found a private detective's report detailing Jake's evening activities in Tampa. Wednesday and Thursday nights he spent the night with a Miss Sarah Gilman who he picked up in the hotel bar. Friday and Saturday were spent with a Mrs. Joan Feldman who he met on the beach outside his hotel. There was also a CD-ROM that had a note attached to it that said it contained images from mini-cams secreted in Jake's room while he was at work. She put it in her briefcase and would look at it when she got home and then put it and the cash in the safe deposit box with the hotel security tape and the other money she was earning as a party girl.
She picked up the phone, called Marci and asked Marci to meet her for coffee at ten and then she attacked the pile of paper on her desk. At ten she headed for the break room to take her coffee break with Marci. She had given some thought to what Pam had told her and to whether or not she should tell Marci. She decided not to. If Bobby called Marci fine, but no sense in getting Marci's hopes up. After Friday there was no telling what kind of talks went on between Bobby and Pam. It could very well turn out that the two of them would agree that the past was the past and that their wild oats had been sown and from then on they would be true to each other. Or not! It would be a case of just waiting to see.
Marci was already there when she got there. She sat down on the chair across from Marci and said:
"I noticed that you and Bobby disappeared about the same time on Friday. Just a coincidence?"
"Oh no, definitely not a coincidence. Thank you for letting me be your assistant so I'd have the chance."
"Get him out of your system?"
"It will be years, if ever, before that happens."
"What now?"
"I will try to talk Dan into using me more. Maybe if I stay busy I won't think about Bobby so much."
When she heard Marci say that she smiled to herself; that is what she had planned to do - ask Dan to keep Marci busy.
"What about you" Marci asked. "How goes your plan to stick it to Jake?"
"Good, or not, depending on how you look at it."
"That's a weird answer."
"Good because almost every night Jake has been gone I've had a cock in me. Bad because they have all been the same and I've not been able to put any new check marks in my notebook."
"The same ones every night?"
"Except for the bachelor party it has been Harv, Bobby and Tony the entire time Jake has been gone."
"I suppose it will be Harvey again tonight?"
"No. He was supposed to be here until tomorrow, but he got a call and he has to leave a day early."
"You open for an idea?"
"I don't know, what do you have in mind?"
"Jake won't be home until tomorrow evening right?"
"That's the way it is supposed to be but knowing Jake he might try and milk another day out of it. Why?"
"Where is it written that we can only play with whoever Dan sets us up with? Who says we can't find us a place tonight where there are a couple of available men and have us a girls night out? Who says we can only fuck for money?"
She sat there and thought about Marci's idea. After the last five days she had planned on resting with a quiet evening at home, but having a girls night out with Marci would give her a chance at another check mark for her notebook and she had promised herself that she would get laid every night Jake was out of town. Once Jake was home she would be limited to Dan and whatever afternoon dates he set her up with. What the hell; why not!
"Okay, count me in. Where do you want to go?"
"You choose. You have been at this longer than I have so you might have a better idea."
"I'll think on it and give you a call before quitting time."
When lunch time came she went to the bank where she had her safe deposit box and put away the private investigators report and the cash from Harvey and when she got back to work she found a note on her desk asking her to call Marci.
"Got your message, what's up?"
"I just wanted to check with you before I did something."
"Why?"
"I need to know if it is all right with you."
"If what is all right with me?"
"Dan has been after me to give him a taste. Would you mind?"
"Good Lord no. Why would I mind?"
"He did seem to be your private stock on afternoons."
"I have no attachment to Dan Marci; he is just a good fuck and I liked going home to Jake knowing that another man had fucked me only hours before I kissed Jake hello when I got home. But I thought you told me that you let Dan know you wouldn't do him because you didn't believe in work place affairs?"
"I've rethought that. Is it really an affair? It's more like taking care of your pimp if you know what I mean."
"Don't let him wear you out. Don't forget we have a girl's night out planned for after work."
"Honey, the girl I've become over the last week isn't about to let any one man wear me out. Eleven couldn't do it at the bachelor party - no way Dan can do it. Talk with you later."
"Oh my," she thought as she hung up the phone, "I think I've helped create a monster."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The two of them were sitting at a table just off the dance floor at the Landing Strip Lounge. They had just ordered their drinks and were looking around the place.
"See anyone you like" Marci asked.
"No, but it's early yet. The band won't set up for another half hour. Once they get going the place will fill up."
"What then?"
"We pick and choose and hopefully I'll be putting another check mark in my notebook."
"I'm thinking of doing that."
"What?"
"Starting to keep a record. Do you realize that in the last five days I've had sex with twelve different men and that isn't counting my husband? Twelve in just five days!"
"True, but pulling trains at bachelor parties isn't something that is going to happen all that often."
"Pity. I liked it. Hey! Why don't you find some way to make it part of the service when you plan and coordinate weddings. I can see it now; "Yes sir, in addition to the wedding rehearsal and rehearsal dinner we also provide a bachelor party. Would you like one woman or two?"
She laughed and then said, "It's a great idea, but it wouldn't work."
"Why not?"
"Because it is usually the bride, the mother of the bride and sometimes the mother of the groom who work with me and I can just see myself offering them a bachelor party as part of the package. I rarely come in contact with the men until the wedding rehearsal."
"You're a smart girl; you will come up with a way."
She had to admit, she did like the idea, but she really didn't think it had a prayer of happening.
The band had been playing an hour and they had danced with three or four guys and had not had to pay for a drink, but so far none of the guys had made what could even remotely called a pass. She was debating on moving to another lounge when Marci said:
"Don't make it obvious, but check out what just walked in."
She glanced over at the door and saw two ruggedly handsome men standing there looking the place over.
"I'm running out of time here. I need to beat Frank home so I only have about two and half more hours. If something doesn't happen soon I'm the one who is going to make the pass and if those two aren't here to meet their wives or girl friends they are the ones I'm going to hit on."
"You are just awful. I can't believe you could be such a slut."
"Says the girl who was lying on the bed next to me last Friday with a dick in her mouth and another one in her pussy."
"At least I didn't go looking for it."
"Now you are rationalizing."
"Okay, okay, you win, I'm a slut. Now, how are we going to do this?"
"We wait until they sit down and then if they are alone we will attack."
"Attack?"
"Just follow my lead."
The two guys sat down and ordered drinks and then began looking around. One of them got up and asked a girl to dance and Marci said:
"That's it - that's the sign - they are alone. When he sits down we move."
"What if he brings her back to his table or joins her at hers?"
"Depends on her. If she hasn't let him know right up front she can be had she is history and just doesn't know it yet."
The music stopped and the guy walked the girl back to her table and then returned to his to join his buddy. "Come on Fran; time to get this show on the road."
She got up and followed Marci over to the table where the two guys were sitting and Marci said:
"Hi guys. I'm Marci and this is my friend Fran. We were wondering if you are here for the same reason we are." The two guys looked at each other, but before they could say anything Marci said, "Because if you are the question is why are we still here instead of some place where we could be getting it on?"
One guy said, "Are you for real?"
"You will never find out sitting there."
The other guy chuckled and said, "I've been know to be silly, but I try real hard not to be stupid and I think I would be stupid to pass up on this." He stood up and said, "My name is Roy and the slow on the up take guy there is Steve."
"Slow on the up take my ass!" the other guy said as he stood up. "Our place, your place or a motel?"
"My husband doesn't have a sense of humor and since he could show up in the middle my place is out." She turned to Fran, "Your husband is out of town until tomorrow isn't he?"
"Yes and he won't be back until late tomorrow night."
"Can we use your place?"
She thought about her resolve never to do it in her own home, but Harvey had shot that all to hell so she said:
"Sure, why not?"
"No offense ladies," Steve said, "But I'm not big on being surprised by husbands coming home earlier than expected so why don't we use my place."
"Let's go" Marci said, "We will follow you so we don't have to come back for our cars."
"We don't mind bringing you back" Steve said.
"That's nice" Marci said, "But I'm tight for time. I only have a couple of hours before I have to be home and I don't want to waste the time it would take to come back."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As soon as they were inside Steve's apartment Steve said, "Who is with who?"
"It is your apartment," Marci said "So you choose."
"I kind of like women who take charge so I choose you."
He turned to Fran and said, "The couch is a fold-out and Roy knows how to open it" and then he took Marci's hand and led her off to the bedroom. Roy opened the sofa bed and started undressing. As he dropped his trousers he asked:
"What's your pleasure?"
"Straight up fucking" she said as she dropped her bra on the floor. "I like doggie or on my back with my legs up on your shoulders so you can go deep."
"Most girls want a little pussy licking to start."
"I would like it too, but I've been hot and wet for hours and I'm ready."
He took her with her legs up on his shoulders the first time and after she had sucked him hard again he took her doggie. She was begging him to do her harder and deeper when Marci walked up to the fold-out and stood there watching. Marci waited until Roy pushed his load out and then Marci said:
"Can we switch?"
Roy looked from Marci to her and then asked, "Would you mind?"
"I don't know. I know I can get you up again, but I don't know about Steve's stamina. Can he get it up again now that my slut girlfriend is done with him?"
"I got him back up before I came out here. He is lying on his back with his pole pointing up at the ceiling. All he needs is your slutty cunt sliding down on it."
She looked at Roy and then shrugged. "Well, if you don't mind I sure don't" and she got off the sofa bed and headed for the bedroom. She wasn't eight steps away when she heard, "That's it baby, suck it" and she turned and saw that Marci already had a mouthful.
Steve was lying on the bed and as Marci had indeed left him ready to go. She climbed on the bed, moved over him and as he lifted his hips her pussy swallowed the engorged pole. She leaned forward, putting the pressure on her clit and then she moved up and down on Steve as he played with her tits. Sliding up and down and rocking back and forth soon brought her to the edge of an orgasm and she moaned:
"I'm close, I'm close, ohhh yessssss, I'm gonna cum."
Steve flipped her over onto her back and gave it to her hard and fast and she cried out as the orgasm grabbed her. Steve kept driving hard into her until he too had his climax and then he fell to the bed beside her. She was lying there catching her breath and fondling Steve's limp cock when Marci came into the room.
"Got to run" she said as she started gathering up her clothes. "See you at work tomorrow" and she headed for the bathroom to get dressed.
Roy walked into the room, sat down on the edge of the bed and asked as he reached out and began to roll her left nipple between his fingers:
"Do you have to leave also?"
She looked into his eyes and said, "As long as there are hard cocks to play with I'll stay and play."
"Help me then" and he moved up on the bed and positioned himself so his cock was an inch from her mouth. She smiled and then her lips wrapped around him and she went to work. Roy started moving slowly back and forth pumping his semi-soft cock into her mouth. She took her mouth off his cock and then licked and sucked on his balls before taking his cock back into her mouth.



Meanwhile her hand had been working on Steve's cock and it too began to stiffen. Steve pushed her hand away and then he moved between her legs. She automatically spread them and waited for his cock to enter her, but instead she felt his hot breath on her pussy. His hands went under her ass and he pulled her pussy to his mouth and treated it to a sensuous kiss. She was stunned! She had two loads of Roy's cum in her and the load that he had just given her and he was eating her pussy! The juices were flowing out of her as he licked and kissed her slit. His lips captured her clit and went to work on it and she screamed in delight as her body shook with an orgasm.
At that point Steve rolled her over and as her body still trembled from the force of her climax he pulled her up to her knees and as Roy positioned himself so her head was over his cock Steve pushed into her from behind. She was pushing her ass back at Steve and her head was bobbing up and down on Roy and he body was shaking with orgasms.
After several minutes Roy moaned that he was going to shoot and she clamped her lips tight around him and Roy sent a flood of hot cum into her mouth. She gulped and swallowed and kept on sucking until he went limp and fell out of her mouth. Steve was pounding hard into her and she was slamming her ass back at him when he too sent his load into her and triggered yet another climax.
As she lay between the two men relaxing and enjoying the feeling of sexual satisfaction Roy asked her if she could spend the night. She thought about it for a moment before saying no, that she needed to go home and get a little rest before she had to go to work in the morning.
"But I do have time for one more before I have to go."
"Dibs on pussy this time" Roy said and she laughed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As she drove home she thought back to when Steve had eaten her cum filled pussy and how intense her pleasure had been when he did it. She wanted to feel it again, only she wanted to feel it as she fed some other man's sperm to Jake. Would she ever be able to do that?
To be continued.
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She managed to get four hours sleep before the clock went off. As she showered she ran through a mental checklist. She had cleaned the house thoroughly so that there would be no sign that she had "entertained" while Jake was gone. She had washed and put away the clothes of Jake's that Harv and Tony had worn while they had fucked her. She had even remembered to clean the cum stains off the seat of the riding lawn mower. The place would be ready for Jake when he got home.
Jake was sure to want to make love when he got home so she would have to make sure that Dan fucked her if he couldn't set her up with someone. She could not - just could not - give Jake pussy unless it had been freshly used by someone else.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had just sat down at her desk when the phone rang. It was Marci telling her that Dan wanted to see her in his office.
"You don't look any the worse for wear this morning" Marci said when she walked into Dan's outer office.
"No thanks to you. I can't believe that you bailed out on me and left me with two sex starved young kids."
"Hey, you knew going in that I would have to leave to beat the asshole home. Besides, I was more worried about them. You forget dearie, I've seen you in action. Go right in; he's waiting for you."
Dan looked up and smiled when she walked into his office. He pointed at the chair opposite the desk as he said:
"Good morning sweetie. What do you have on your schedule today?"
"Not much. No weddings this weekend for a change. I do have the Advertising Council conference tomorrow, but it has been covered. Should have nothing to do on it unless there is a last minute problem. Day after tomorrow is the seminar put on by that guy who is trying to sell his system for playing the stock market and that one is a piece of cake. Coffee and donuts at ten and he will be out of there by noon."
"So you will be free for lunch today?"
"I suppose."
"Good. You and I are going to have lunch with a friend of mine and after that I believe that he will keep you busy most of the afternoon. Harvey tells me that you pull a pretty good train. Is that right?"
"Let us just say that I know how to party with a group."
"How would you feel about acting as a hostess at a poker party?"
"Describe hostess?"
"Serve beer and snacks and satisfy sexual urges."
"For how many?"
"Six, counting myself."
"I could probably do it, but the question is when? Jake is due back today so evenings are out until he leaves on another trip."
"According to Harvey that will be the week after next. But back to the poker game. It will be tomorrow from one until six. If you can't or don't want to do it I can probably get Marci to do it."
"Oh I'll do it all right. No way will I pass up a chance to give Jake a pussy that well used."
"I'll swing by your office around eleven to pick you up for lunch."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Lunch with Dan and his friend Al was pleasant. The afternoon with Al was enjoyable and she had another envelope to add to her safe deposit box. She was showered and well douched when she got home. Jake was already there and unpacking his bags when she walked into the house and the first thing he said was:
"What's for dinner?"
She lifted her skirt and pointed to her pussy and said: "This! And if you do a good enough job on it I might even see my way clear to cooking you a steak."
As Jake lapped at her pussy she remembered Al sliding his cock in it only an hour earlier and the thought triggered an orgasm. Jake took his mouth off of her and asked:
"What is going on with you? I never used to be able to get you off just by eating your beaver."
"You never used to be gone for a week at a time before either. I get super horny when I'm doing without and so I'm much more responsive when you do get home and take care of me."
Jake went back to sucking and licking her well used pussy and she wished again that she could be brave enough to leave at least just a taste of someone else's cum in her pussy for Jake to lap up. Oh well, maybe some day. After several minutes Jake moved as if he were going to get in a position for a sixty-nine and she said:
"No Jake, I need it in my pussy now. I'm ready for it baby, let me have it now."
Since finding out about what Jake was doing she made it policy not to suck Jake's cock until he had been in her pussy. While she wanted Jake to taste whatever flavor her lovers might have left behind and that she couldn't wash off, she had no intension of tasting who he had last been with. She would at least dilute it with her juices.
She parted her legs and Jake moved between them and as he pushed his cock into her she was thinking about the poker party the next day. Depending on how many times the six men took her she might have to plead "headache" for a couple of days to keep Jake from feeling the 'looseness.' Then she suddenly remembered that whole purpose behind what she was doing was to give Jake recently used pussy. She would just have to fuck his eyes out that night and again in the morning. If he commented on the looseness she would say it was because of how many times he had done her.
She did Jake four times that night and twice the next morning and then jokingly said:
"I may have to stay home from work today lover. I don't know if I will even be able to walk after the workout you have given me."
"Make it through the day baby and tonight I'll kiss it and make it better."
She smiled and said, "I will hold you to that lover; I will most definitely hold you to that."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She spent the morning doing paperwork and clearing out her "in" basket. At ten to twelve Dan called her and asked if she was ready to go and she said yes. He told her to meet him in the parking garage and then he drove her to his condo. When they walked in the door she saw the appreciation on the faces of the five players (Dan being the sixth) and that made her feel good.
It was pretty much the same as they card game part of Bobby's bachelor party. It started with her keeping the chip and dip bowls full and fetching beers for the players. A trip to the table to deliver a beer or fill a bowl always got her a hand on a breast, a hand up under her skirt or a hand rubbing her ass.
An hour into the game one of the guys threw in his hand and said:
"That's it for me. My luck at this table sucks so I'm going to see if I can do better in the bedroom." He looked at her and said, "How about it sweetie? Think these guys can get their own beers for a while?"
She smiled at him and said, "I guess they will just have to, won't they?" She reached out and took his hand. "Come on lover, the bedroom is this way" and she led him from the room.
He was pounding her hard and she was right on the edge of an orgasm when the next man came into the room and started undressing. Then the card game ended as everyone got up to see what was going on in the bedroom. Everyone but Dan did her twice. Dan did her three times; the last as they showered together after the others had left. Then Dan had driven her back to the hotel so she could pick up her car. As she started to get out of his car he handed her an envelope.
"The guys told me to tell you that you were worth every penny. Pete wants to marry you and Benny asked me to ask you if he could see you again. I think he would like to make a steady arrangement with you. All in all you were a big hit." He looked at her quietly for a moment and then said, "I'm going to miss you."
"Miss me? Why? Are you going to fire me?"
"No sweetie, but I'm betting that it won't be too much longer before Harvey makes you an offer that you can't refuse."
"I don't think he can do that. I'm committed to fucking over Jake for a long as I can and going with Harvey would put an end to that."
"I hope you mean it sweetie because I am in no hurry to lose you."
"Not to worry Dan; I'm meeting way too many interesting people through you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Jake was already home when she got there and he had already started fixing dinner. He must have been feeling guilty about something because him doing anything inn the kitchen was something that rarely happened.
"What's the occasion?"
"I'm sorry honey. I know I've only been home two days, but I have to fly to Houston in the morning and I won't be back until some time Saturday."
Inside she was smiling - a chance to get more check marks - but outside she decided that it was time for some payback.
"You know Jake, for over a year now I've listened to you harp on how my job always seems to get in the way, but what about your job? When are you home any more? It is getting so that you rush in the door, make love to me a couple of times and then say, "Se you babe" and rush right back out the door. Your job is playing hell with my sex life Jake and I'm not the least bit happy about it. All the things that you used to bitch at me about are what you are doing now."
It was all she could do to keep from spitting in his face when he said, "I'm hurting too baby." She thought of the private investigators report sitting in her safe deposit box and seethed although she hid it well.
"I'm on the edge here honey. I've got their interest and I can smell the promotion. Once I get it I won't have to do these road trips and things will get back to normal. Please baby; just bear with me. I promise you things will get better."
She walked over to the stove and turned the burners off. "We don't have time for dinner. If you are leaving tomorrow and won't be back until Saturday you have your work cut out for you. But first you have a promise to keep. You have to kiss it and make it better and then you will have to use it a weeks worth."
"Oh I'll kiss it and make it better all right, but I don't know about the weeks worth part. No way am I going to be able to get it up a dozen times, but I will do my best."
She spread her legs wide and waited with a smile on her face as his mouth moved toward her pussy. She let out a sigh as Jake's tongue slipped between the folds of her pussy and started working on her clit. She felt incredibly hot knowing that he was feasting on her after all those other cocks had been there. Jake hungrily ate her pussy, probing deep with his tongue. She could feel her juices starting to run as an orgasm took hold of her and she hoped that there might be a trace of cum mixed in with her juices as Jake lapped them up.
After that it was straight sucking and fucking until Jake couldn't get it up any more. She fell asleep content knowing that she had fucked over her husband one more time.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The first thing she did when she got to work the next day was stop by Marci's desk and ask her if she wanted to play a little after work. She told Marci about Jake's sudden road trip and how she would be free in the evenings for the rest of the week.
"I can't tonight Fran. I told asshole I'd go with him to a cocktail party that his boss is having, but I don't have anything planned for tomorrow."
"Then I guess I'll let Dan know I'm available for the evening. Maybe he will have something for me to do. Have him call me when he gets in."
Dan called her at nine and she filled him in and told him she was free for the next two evenings if he needed her to take care of someone.
"How free Fran?"
"I've got until Jake gets back from his trip on Saturday."
"Up to taking a road trip of your own?"
"What do you mean?"
"Remember Jared?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She woke up first and glanced over at the bedside clock and smiled. She had time before needing to leave for the airport so she pulled the sheet back to expose his naked body and then she slid down and took his cock in her mouth. She gave Jared a leisurely blow job until he was fully awake and then she rolled over on her back. Jared ran his fingers along her pussy and ass and she was more than ready for him to make love to her. Jared moved over her and as his cock pushed in to her she pushed her hips up to meet his thrusts. She could feel his cock swell, getting harder as it pushed deeper into her.
"You like that?" she heard him say.
"Oh yes lover; oh yes I do."
She gasped as he started fucking her harder and faster. "Yes" she moaned, "Like that; hard and fast like that. Fuck me, make me cum."
Jared was ramming her hard and she was crying out, "Yes, yes, yes" as her ass was bouncing off the mattress and her nails were dug into his ass trying to pull him in deeper. She screamed as she came and seconds later Jared spilled into her.
She lay there basking in that warm "just fucked" mood and was wishing that she didn't have to get up, shower and get ready to leave. Her cell phone chirped and she was reaching for it when Jared's hand caught her arm.
"Don't answer it. If you don't get involved in a phone call that might drag on we may just have time for one more."
"I have to answer it. The only person it could be is my husband and if he can't reach me he might start having thoughts that I don't want him to have."
The phone stopped chirping as she picked it up and she hit the buttons to pull up "missed calls." It had been Jake. She hit the 'pre-set' for his cell and when he answered she said:
"I was on the pot sweetie and couldn't get to the phone quick enough. What's up?"
"Bad news honey. I'm stuck here another day. I can't get out of here until tomorrow afternoon. That should get me home by nine."
"You know Jake, I could really learn to hate that that fucking job of yours" and she disconnected. She put the phone back on the bedside table and it started chirping almost immediately as Jake tried to get back to her. She smiled at Jared.
"You wanted one more? If you can change my flight to tomorrow you can have several more."
To be continued.
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She was all set to play the role of pissed off wife when Jake got home. On her flight home from Chicago she had given some thought as to how someone who really loved her husband would take what was going on as far as Jake's job was concerned. She figured that a loving wife would be more and more upset as things went on and then she would finally get pissed. So, although she was tickled to death to have him gone she needed to appear to be pissed at him for all of his absences.
"Honey, I'm home" he called out as he came in the front door and dropped his suitcase on the floor. She glanced at her watch and saw that it was twenty after nine. She was in the family room reading (on the same couch where Harvey and Tony had double-teamed her) and she didn't answer. She had a fine line that she had to walk. She had to play the upset and extremely pissed off wife while at the same time not letting things get so out of hand that there would be no fucking that night. She had fucked Jared three times between the time she got up and left his place to catch her flight and, as always, it was important to her that she give Jake pussy that someone else had recently used. Jake came into the room and said:
"There you are. Don't I get a hug and a kiss?"
She ignored him and kept on reading her book. He stood there looking at her, apparently unsure of what was going on.
"What's the matter Fran?"
"You know damned well what's the matter."
"Oh, that again."
"Yes Jake, that again."
"It is my job Fran. It is what I do for a living. It is what pays the bills."
"That may be Jake, but it is not what I signed on for. I signed up for a life with my husband Jake and not a life where my front door is a revolving door for my husband. You worked your job all these years and maybe made a trip twice a year and now it is every god damned week. And that isn't even the worst of it. Do you realize that on your last five trips you have told me when you would be back only to call me the day before I expected you home to tell me that you had to stay longer? Right now I am thanking God that I never let you talk me into quitting my job. At least it gives me something to do with my time. It keeps me from having to sit here in this house all alone all the time."
"I keep telling you it is going to get better honey. It won't be much longer."
"Well I've got a news flash for you Jake. It had better not be much longer because I've been offered a promotion. I've turned it down twice because it means that I would have to travel and I didn't want that, but if you are never going to be here anyway I might just change my mind."
She got off the couch and headed for the stairs.
"Where are you going?"
"To bed!" she snarled at him as she headed toward the bedroom.
She knew Jake and she knew what he would do to try to smooth things over. It was about fifteen minutes before he came into the room and got in bed with her and in less than fifteen seconds she felt his hand on her right breast. She ignored him and his hand slid down and he began rubbing her pussy. She stayed still and kept quiet for maybe a minute and then she moaned, muttered "damn you Jake" and opened her legs. He moved down and she felt his tongue slide across her pussy lips and then enter her and she smiled as Jake licked the pussy that Jared had used three times that day. Three times that day and twenty-six other times from the time she got off of the flight to Chicago.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was looking at a busy week when she went back to work on Monday. She had an event every day that week and a wedding on Saturday. She spent the day contacting suppliers and arranging for services and she didn't even have time to break loose for a quickie with Dan. She did stop for a drink after work with Marci and Marci told her about the two "dates" that Dan had arranged for her the previous week while Fran had been in Chicago. She almost asked Marci if they were helping her get past Bobby, but decided that bringing up Bobby would only upset Marci.
She told Marci about Chicago and then Marci asked if there was a possibility that they might be able to go out some night that week.
"I don't see how since Jake will be home all week. But he will be gone next week. Harvey will be in town, but I don't know what he has planned for me so I may have one or two nights that we could go out and play."
She knew as soon as she mentioned Harvey that she should not have. Mentioning Harv triggered memories of Bobby and she saw the change come over Marci's face. Marci looked at her watch and said she needed to be going so they finished their drinks and got up and left. Since she couldn't give Jake used pussy that night she pleaded a headache and went to bed early.
Tuesday she was able to squeeze in an hour with Dan in room 601 and he got two hours from her in 321 on Wednesday, but Thursday she was snowed under with work. Thursday night was the rehearsal dinner for Saturday's wedding and as she checked out the men who were there she saw that unless she was willing to settle for fat, balding and ugly the pickings were slim. The groom, the best man and one of the ushers were the only ones with any appeal, but the best man was out because he had a girlfriend and she was hanging all over him. She was contemplating a move on the usher when another guy came into the room and went up to the usher and from the way they behaved toward each other it was obvious that the usher was gay. That left the bridegroom but she couldn't see any way to get to him. It looked like that wedding was going to give her her first failure.
She handed out the complimentary drink coupons and then went to her office to sign off on the voucher request for the comp tickets. That done she headed for the bar to have one drink before going home. She saw the bridegroom sitting at the end of the bar staring down into a beer and on a whim she sat down next to him and said:
"Having second thoughts?"
He looked at her and said, "And thirds and fourths and fifths."
"She looked like a nice enough girl."
"Oh she is that all right."
"Then what seems to be the problem?"
Without looking at her he said, "You, for one thing."
"Me? How did I get into this?"
"What I mean is that you are emblematic of what is wrong."
"Explain please."
"How can I get married when I want to make a pass at damned near every woman I see? This afternoon I got a haircut and the girl that cut my hair turned me on and I made a pass at her. She said her boyfriend wouldn't like it if she went out with me, but the fact is that even though I am getting married in two days I still took a shot at her. You walked into the rehearsal dinner tonight and all I could think of was ditching Shelly in a hurry so I could take a shot at you. And I would have too if I hadn't noticed your rings. So how can I get married with an attitude like that?"
"If that is how it is why have you let it get this far? Why didn't you cancel or at least postpone the wedding?"
"Because Shelly is the perfect fit for me. She is everything that I ever wanted wrapped up in a beautiful package. If I were to let her get away I know that I would never find another one like her."
"But with your attitude you will probably end up running around on her and if or when she finds out what then? The way it looks to me you have some options, but the problem is that none of them are good."
"Options? I don't see any."
"You could tell her how you feel and ask her to postpone things until you get it out of your system. She might surprise you and say that she feels the same way; she might be understanding and tell you she will wait or she may tell you to fuck off and die.
"You could get married and hope that you don't get caught, but the odds are that you will. When it happens she might leave you or she just might just say. "Okay, you want to cheat so I will too" and I don't know how you would feel about that. Maybe you could agree to have an "open" marriage. Or you could just walk away and leave her standing at the alter. She would be hurt and would probably never forgive you, but the odds are that the first two options would also hurt her. Anyway, it gives you something to think about between now and Saturday. And there is something else you need to think about."
"What?"
"This" she said as she took off her rings and dropped them in her purse. You said something about taking a shot at me, but the rings scared you off." She held up her hand in front of his face and asked, "What rings?"
He looked at her blankly for a second or so and then he broke into a smile and said, "Wait here while I go get us a room."
"Never mind about that" she said as she took her master key card out of her purse. "I'll take care of the room.
Once in the room she quickly stripped off her clothes, got on the bed and waited for him to get undressed. When his cock sprang free from its confinement she couldn't believe the size of it. It was by far the biggest she had ever run across. She marveled at its size and her pussy started tingling at the thought of taking it in.
He moved to the bed and she moved her head to take his cock in her mouth. She kissed the head of it and licked it with her tongue while she wrapped her hand around it. It throbbed with an urgency to get into her and he moaned as her mouth closed around the cock head. She didn't spend as much time as he would have liked sucking on him because she wanted his cock in her. She just had to know how something that big would feel in her. He worked into her slowly, giving her time to get used to his size, and then he slowly started fucking her. She felt stuffed. That was the only way she could describe it - stuffed! But other than a full feeling it didn't feel that much different from any of the other cocks she had taken since she started getting back at Jake. She enjoyed the fucking, but somehow because of his size she expected more. When he came it didn't feel any different from any of the others. Oh well, her string was unbroken, she had another check mark for her book and she did get one nice orgasm out of it so what more could a girl ask for?
She watched him dress and as he headed for the door she said, "Good luck lover. I hope that whatever you decide works out for you."
She showered and douched and then hurried home to get her used pussy to Jake while it was still warm from her romp with the bridegroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Jake was watching television when she got home and even though she wanted to feed him her used pussy she wanted him to have to ask for it. It made it all the more sweeter when he asked. She walked into the living room and told Jake she was beat and that she was going right to bed.
She was lying there pretending to be asleep when Jake got into bed. She knew that he was going to want to make love and she knew how he would try to get her to do it. When she felt his hand on her breast she said:
"No Jake, not tonight; I'm just too tired."
He pulled her over onto her back and kissed her stomach and then moved his mouth down her body to her pussy. In the darkness he couldn't see her smile as she opened her legs to let him get at what she wanted him to have.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday at two-ten as Dan was sliding his cock into her he said, "Don't forget to keep next week clear. Harvey will be back in town sometime Monday afternoon."
That of course meant that when she got home Jake would be telling her that he had to go out of town again. Should she pretend to get pissed over it? Well, maybe just a little, but not enough to keep him from lapping her pussy while it was still fresh from clasping Dan's cock.
To be continued.
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She was having lunch with Marci on Monday and they were talking shop when Marci asked:
"Isn't your boy supposed to be here today?"
"My boy?"
"You know what I mean. Isn't Harvey supposed to be here?"
"Some time this afternoon is what I was told."
"So it is doubtful that we will be able to have a girl's night out?"
"I don't know. I don't have any idea what his schedule is until he gets here and we have a chance to talk. But you will get to play. Dan doesn't like to send used goods to one of his friends so that means you get to take care of him as long as Harvey is here."
"But doing Dan doesn't get me any check marks in my book. That's how you do it right? He only gets a mark in the book the first time?"
"It is your book so you get to do it anyway that you want. I do it the way I do it because when I finally show it to Jake I want him to see how many it was and not how many times they did it."
"I guess that makes sense. I guess if I marked down each time I'd go through the book in a hurry."
She was about to tell Marci to buy more books when her cell phone went off and she got it out of her purse. It was Dan telling her that Harvey was out front waiting for her in his limo. She put her phone away.
"That was Dan. Harvey is here. I've got to go. Talk with you later."
The limo was parked at the curb and when Tony saw her coming he got out and opened the door for her. She kissed him on the cheek, said "Thank you" and then slid onto the back seat next to Harvey.
"Miss me?" she asked as the door closed behind her.
"My driver gets a kiss and I get conversation?"
She reached over and put a hand on his leg. "And just where would you like your kiss?"
"Why don't you start at the top and work your way down?" he said as he leaned over and put his mouth to hers. He broke the kiss and asked:
"The condo or your house?"
"My place. I want you on my husband's bed."
Her head was bobbing up and down on Harvey's cock when Tony pulled up in front of her house.
"You want to finish here sweetie or go into the house?"
She took her mouth off his cock long enough to say, "The windows are tinted and the neighbors can't see" and she went back to sucking his cock. She had him close to cumming before they turned into the drive so it only took her another minute or so to get him to cum. She swallowed all he put out and then licked his cock clean before saying:
"Better tuck it away. I'm not sure that the neighbors would understand my taking a man into my house who had his cock hanging out for all to see."
"Will we be needing Tony?"
"You know the answer to that lover. I'm on your time so we do whatever you want to do."
"How about it Tony? You want to stay?"
"If it is all right with you Mr. McMartin."
"That's settled then. Let's get into the house."
They went straight to the bedroom and as she took off her clothes she watched the two men strip as they watched her. She could see the anticipation in their eyes and she wondered what they saw in hers. She moved to Harvey and took his hard cock in her hand. She bent down and kissed the head of his cock and then she ran her tongue along the top and then down the underside. Her mouth went over the head and as she closed her lips around him she heard him moan.
Meanwhile, Tony was turning her body and maneuvering her into a kneeling position with her knees wide apart and the he slid a finger into her pussy. She started to move her hips as his fingers worked into her as she continued to suck on Harvey. She gasped as Tony slid his cock up into her and then she just gave herself over to the two men to do with whatever they pleased.
Hours later she was lying on the bed between the two men when Harvey asked her if she had thought of any other place that needed to be "christened." She thought on it and then said:
"No, not here, but I have been thinking that there is one other place I'd like to do it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
An hour later they were crossing the lobby and the security guard said, "Good evening Mr. McMartin."
"Good evening Ralph. How's Mary doing?"
"She's fine sir."
"Tell her I said hi."
They got in the elevator and Harvey pushed the button for the fifth floor. When the elevator stopped Harvey led her and Tony to a small office on the west side of the building and opened the door. She stepped inside the office and looked around. A desk, two chairs and two file cabinets. She turned to Harvey and Tony and said:
"No way are we going to be able to do it on top of the file cabinets so here is what we will do."
She wished someone could be filming it as a naked Harvey and a naked Tony sat on top of the file cabinets and as she (also naked) moved back and forth between them and sucked their cocks. Tony came first and she swallowed his juices and then told him to stay where he was while she concentrated on getting Harvey off. It took another three minutes before Harvey gave her her reward and then she went back and forth again until both men were erect.
She had them get down from the file cabinets and sit down on the two chairs and then she played her version of musical chairs moving back and forth between the laps of the two men until she got both of them off. She sucked them hard again and moved to the desk. She laid down on her back and then both men took turns fucking her. Harvey pounded into her as she sucked Tony's cock and then the two men switched places again and again and again. She lost track of how many orgasms they gave her before they were both spent.
As a final act she used her panties to wipe her pussy going so far as to work them up inside her to get them good and soaked with her lover's juices and then she tossed them into Jake's center desk drawer. They were generic cotton and with nothing on them to identify them as hers. Jake would find them and then go crazy wondering whose they were and how they came to be in his desk.
As they left the building Harvey asked, "Now what?"
"Want to wake up with me in the morning on Jake's bed?"
When Harvey dropped her off at work the next morning he said, "How about a somewhat more traditional evening tonight? Dinner, dancing and then some serious necking that might lead to...who knows?"
"Deal - as long as we wake up on Jake's bed in the morning."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Her day was an active one as she stayed busy stomping out little fires that kept cropping up. A union problem in the setting up of Ballroom B for a jewelry show; the wrong flowers delivered for the motivational seminar in the Aspen Room and a call from the wife of the minister who was supposed to officiate at the French wedding on Saturday saying that he was in the hospital because of a stroke and wouldn't be able to attend. It took almost an hour to find a replacement for him. And there were a good half dozen other smaller, but still important things to take care of. She was glad when the day was finally over and was looking forward to the drinks she would have with dinner.
Dinner was over and she and Harvey were sipping Baileys Irish Cream when Harvey asked:
"Do you have a plan for what you are going to do with your husband?"
"A plan? No, not really. Just get as many check marks in the book as I can before letting him know."
"But when are you going to let him know? What is going to be the trigger?"
"I don't know. I've never really given it much thought. It has always been one of those "I'll know it when I see it" kind of things. Why?"
"I just wondered how far you have looked ahead."
"At what?"
"At the outcomes. There are only two outcomes that I can see. The first is that you say "You did this and I did that and now we are even. Do you want to try and save the marriage now and make it work?" The second of course is divorce."
"No way will I be going with the first. It has always been going to be a divorce."
"Then why drag it on? You already have enough to rub his face in. End it and get on with your life."
"I told you my plan Harv. It is to let him support me in the style to which I have become accustomed while I stick it to him. If I end it I end up a single woman in an apartment somewhere. I do not want to give up what I have and that means Jake's paycheck has to keep coming in."
"It doesn't need to be that way."
"It does unless I hit the lottery."
"Well then, here I am."
"Here you are?"
"The lottery sweetie. I want you to come to work for me as my personal assistant. The pay is probably ten percent higher than what you and Jake combined are taking home now and one of the fringe benefits is a two bedroom condo. And, you get to furnish the place to your liking and send the bill to me."
"Have you talked with Dan about this?"
"No. Why?"
"Just the other day he asked me how much longer I was going to work for him and when I asked him why he asked that he told me that he thought that you would be making me an offer."
"I haven't mentioned it to him, but he does know how highly I think of you. So what do you think?"
"I'm flattered Harvey; I really am, but I have to say no."
"Can you tell me why?"
"Because you would not be getting what you would be paying for."
"What do you mean by that?"
"What I mean Harv is that you want a slut; a slut with - how did you put it? - a slut with a deliciously slutty mind? That isn't what you would get Harv. I only became the slut that I am to get back at Jake. Everything I've done has been with one goal in mind and that was to be as bad as I could be and then throw every last little bit of it in Jake's face. Once Jake and I are through the slut goes away. I'll probably try and find a nice guy and give marriage another try. That's the real me Harvey; a loving wife and homemaker. It is what I was before I found out about Jake and it is what I want to go back to being."
"Sweetie, believe me when I say that you are enjoying being a slut and you won't be able to go back to the loving wife and homemaker mode."
"I hope that you are wrong."
"Either way you need to start looking ahead and making plans. We will be offering your husband the promotion he has been looking for, but the job is in Atlanta so if he takes it you will be moving."
"How did we get on this depressing subject? I thought we were going to have a nice dinner and then go to my place and play."
"We did have a nice dinner and I'm certainly up for the play part if you are."
"Then let's go do it."
As Tony drove them to her house she rolled over in her mind what Harvey had just told her. It looked as if her confrontation with Jake was fast approaching. She was not going to move to Atlanta. That information changed things in a big way. She had expected to have several years before she ended things with Jake. Harvey was right; she did need to start looking ahead. Harvey interrupted her thoughts.
"I think I would like to have you to myself tonight. Is that okay with you?"
"Of course it is lover."
When they got to her place Harvey told Tony to pick them up at seven in the morning and she and Harvey went into the house. Harvey made slow leisurely love to her and they fell asleep in each other's arms.
On the ride into to work the next morning she asked Harvey for a favor.
"What would you like sweetie?
"Let me know a day ahead of time when you get ready to offer Jake his promotion."
"Why?"
"I'll hit him with the divorce papers when he comes home all smiles and bubbling over. It will be my answer to him when he asks me how I feel about moving to Atlanta."
"I take it that you have made up your mind."
"I'm not moving to Atlanta so it is time to end it with Jake. It would be nice if you gave him a big raise with the promotion. It would help me in how much alimony I can get out of him."
"Are you sure about this?"
"Positive."
"I'll give you a call later today with the number of the attorney you should use. Marty is an absolute shark. Your husband will be lucky to get out of the marriage with the clothes on his back."
"Good! That's just what I'm after."
"Then what will you do?"
"I don't know yet."
"Keep my offer in mind. What time do you want me to pick you up tonight?"
"I'm usually done by five on Wednesday."
"I'll be here at five then."
She got out of the limo and when she reached the door of the building she turned and watched it drive away. She thought about how fast things could change and then she went inside.
At ten Marci called her. "You know what your schedule is yet?"
"He flies back to San Francisco tomorrow at two."
"You have any plans for tomorrow night?"
"No."
"Want to go out and play?"
"Well I did promise myself that I would get laid every night that Jake is away so I guess we could go out looking together."
"Good. I hate going out there by myself. I tried it alone Monday and I spent the whole night sitting there and being nervous."
"Didn't hook up?"
"Oh yeah, I found a guy, but while I enjoyed the hell out of what we did the night leading up to it wasn't all that good. I hated sitting there alone with no one to talk to while waiting for some one to ask me to dance and work up the nerve to make a pass."
"You didn't need to wait. As I recall you do rather well in going after it."
"Yeah, but I had you there for moral support. Dan's ringing, got to go. I'll talk with you later."
It was an easy day and she pretty much just shuffled papers. Harvey called her at two and gave her the name of the attorney he was suggesting she used and when he hung up she called the attorney and made an appointment to see him.
At five she was waiting in the lobby when the limo pulled up out in front. It was a dinner, drinks and dancing night and when it was time to go Harvey handed her an envelope.
"I've got a late meeting to go to. Tony will take you home. I'll call you early next week and let you know the timing on your husband. It will be two weeks before I can get back here and I want you to use those two weeks thinking about my offer."
When Tony pulled into her drive and got out to open the door for her he said, "Good night Mrs. Baxter" and she only hesitated a fraction before saying, "Aren't you coming in with me?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Her head was on the pillow which raised her ass to just the right height for Tony to slide his cock in it. He was slowly easing into her when she had the thought.
"Stop lover; there is something that I want to do."
She pulled away from him and got the bedside phone and called the hotel where Jake was staying. When Jake answered she moved back and nodded to Tony to go back to ass fucking her. As Jake asked, "What's up babe? You don't usually call me" Tony was pushing his cock deep in her ass.
"I'm sorry to bother you honey, but for some reason tonight I'm feeling super lonesome."
She suppressed a moan as Tony slowly fucked her ass and then said, "I really am sorry to bother you honey, but I just had to hear your voice."
"I'm lonely too baby and believe me, I can't wait to get home."
Lonely my ass she thought. She knew he had some slut in his bed and it was only fitting that she have some one in hers. It felt good to know that she was putting one over on him while he was lying there rubbing his whore's tits and thinking how clever he was to be doing it while talking to his wife on the phone. Tony picked up the pace and she moaned.
"What was that" Jake asked.
"I'm masturbating while talking to you honey; that's how bad it is" and she moaned again.
"You are masturbating?"
"Here baby, listen to my fingers slap my clit" and she held the phone down close to her pussy so Jake could her the "slap, slap, slap" of Tony's balls hitting her ass on his in stroke. She brought the phone back up to her ear and said:
"I wish it was you instead of my fingers baby."
"I wish it were me there to babe. Don't wear it out. I'll be home Friday and take my turn."
"Oh shit! I've got to go honey. I'm almost there and I'm going to need both hands. Hurry home lover, hurry home."
She stuffed the phone under the pillow so Jake wouldn't hear her scream as Tony pushed her over the top.
When Tony dropped her off at work in the morning and she watched him drive away she wondered if Harvey was right. Did she enjoy being a slut? She had certainly been one last night. Then again, was she being a slut or just keeping her promise to herself to get laid every night that Jake was gone? She turned and entered the building and headed for her office.
To be continued.
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She had been at her desk for maybe twenty minutes when Marci called.
"We still on for tonight?"
"I'm planning on it."
"Dan wants to see you around ten. Will you be free?"
"I'll try to squeeze him in."
"You are too tight or he is too big?"
"You are horrible!"
"It is all your fault. You are the one who got me going. Got some one on the other line. Talk to you later."
Dan looked up, smiled and pointed at the chair when she entered his office. She sat down and Dan said:
"I need a favor."
"You know that I'll do it if I can."
"You will be handling the rehearsal and rehearsal dinner for the Bryns wedding right?"
"Yes."
"The father of the bride is an old friend of mine. There won't be an envelope in it for you, but I would appreciate it if you would take care of him after the dinner."
"Do I tell him you sent me?"
"No, but I will hint to him that you have been known to cheat on your husband and if I know him as well as I think I do he will hit on you. Just take it from there."
"He isn't fat and ugly is he?"
"Fat no, but ugly? That depends on your personal definition of what constitutes good looks."
"Oh goody - a blind date. Just what a girl my age needs."
"Oh give it up sweetie. A dick is a dick and it is another check mark in your book."
When she left Dan's office Marci asked her what time she wanted to leave and she said regular quitting time would do.
"Where do you want to go?"
"I think maybe Susie Q's. I had good luck the last time I was there."
The phone was ringing when she got back to her desk and she answered it.
"Fran? This is Pam; remember me?"
"Given what we did when we were last together it would be almost impossible to forget you. What can I do for you?"
"I wanted to invite you to a party tonight at my place."
"I wish I could say yes, but I have already committed myself to a girl's night out with my friend Marci so I'll have to pass, but thanks for thinking of me."
"Marci? Isn't that the girl who has the hots for my hubby?"
"That's her."
"She's invited too then."
"Given the way she feels about Bobby I don't think that would be a good idea."
"No problem there. Bobby won't be there; he is out of town on business."
"Oh? What kind of party is this?"
"Well...you remember what we did the last time we were together? It is that kind of party."
"And just how many party goers are we looking at?"
"At least enough to keep three healthy and active girls busy."
"Do I get to wear a silly little pointed party hat with a tassel on it?"
"No, but there should be plenty of whistles to toot."
"What time and how do we get there?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"I don't know how I let you talk me into this" Marci said. "How can I party with the wife of the man who was meant to be mine?"
She had never mentioned to Marci that Pam had offered to share so she said, "Be nice to her and maybe - just maybe - she will let you play with her new hubby."
She rang the doorbell and a very naked Pam answered it. Pam gave her a hug and said:
"Thanks for coming. As you may have guessed I started without you."
She introduced Marci to Pam and then Pam took Marci's hand saying, "You and I have so much to talk about" and she pulled Marci along with her into a large family room where seven naked men with hard ons were standing around talking.
"Hey guys" Pam said as she walked into the room, "I've got reinforcements." She turned and said, "I was doing a 'round robin' when you rang the bell"
"A round robin?" asked Marci, "What is a round robin?"
"I'm on my knees and the guys are around me in a circle and I go from cock to cock and the last guy to cum is the winner."
"What does he win?"
"He gets to watch the first guy to cum do me."
"So the first guy to cum is really the winner?"
"Don't go getting technical on me."
"So how do we do a round robin with the three of us?"
"How about the first girl to get a guy to cum gets to pick the first guy to do her?"
Marci turned to her and said, "How does that sound?"
"It sounds like more check marks in my book" she said as she started to undress.
Marci won and picked a tall redhead and led him over to the couch and in less than thirty seconds she had her legs up on the guy's shoulders and he was driving into her.
Pam was the next one to get a mouthful of cum and she grabbed a hunky looking blond and led him over to the couch where she said something to Marci and then Marci and her guy got up and followed Pam and the blond out of the room.
She looked at the five men she was left with and made up her mind. Two of the guys had just cum in the mouths of Marci and Pam and that left her with three hard cocks. She did a quick "eeny, meeny, mineey, moe" and settled on a guy and moved to him.
"My knees hurt so no more of this moving around on the floor from cock to cock. I'm going to suck this one" and she took hold of the cock in front of her and then said, "and one of you two other hard dicks can do me from behind."
She leaned forward and took the cock in her mouth and seconds later she moaned as a hard cock slipped into her pussy. The guy in her pussy came first and when he pulled out of her the guy she was sucking moved to fill her pussy and even as his cock slid into her wet, slick cunt the last hard cock was at her mouth. Too bad Jake couldn't see her now she thought as she pushed back at the cock fucking her while her hand played with the balls of the guy she was deep throating.
The man in her pussy came, but before the man in her mouth could change positions she called a halt to things.
"Let's go find the others and a bed. I need to get up off this floor before I get carpet burns on my knees."
She and her five man fuck posse went looking for Pam and Marci and they found them in a bedroom on a king size bed only now the redhead was fucking Pam while the blond was doing Marci. The five of them stood there watching the action on the bed until Pam noticed them.
"There is another bedroom across the hall."
Marci looked over at the five and giggled. "I've got room for one more."
"Come to think of it so do I" Pam said and two of the five with her moved to the bed and a waiting Marci and Pam.
She turned to the guys still standing there with her and said, "It looks like you three are mine. Let's go find that other bed."
After that it was musical bedrooms as the seven guys did their best to take care of the three women. At one point she and Pam were watching as Marci did three guys; one in each of her holes.
"She is almost as big a slut as I am" Pam said.
"The girl does love to play. I take it from tonight that you and Bobby have decided on an open marriage?"
"Well, not really. We have kind of avoided talking about what happened the night before we got married. I think we both felt it might be better to wait until after the honeymoon to talk about it. Then when we got back we kind of have been pussy-footing around it."
"He does know what is going on here tonight, doesn't he?"
"No. Tonight wasn't planned; it just sort of happened."
"How?"
"Before Bobby and I married I expected that the marriage was only going to be one of convenience. I told you how it was, remember? Anyway, not expecting much from Bobby in the way of sex I told Jimmy and Bill that they could fuck me as much as they wanted after I got back from our honeymoon. Jimmy and Bill are the best man and usher I told you about. Well, they knew that Bobby was going out of town so they decided to take me up on my offer. They know me and they know my sexual appetite so they told Mark and Steve they were coming over and somehow the word got to Ralph, Sam and Hank and they all showed up. I couldn't send them away because I'd already promised Jimmy and Bill and I always keep my word. But I couldn't just let Jimmy and Bill stay and tell the others to go. So, like I said; tonight just sort of happened."
"What is Bobby going to think about it?"
"I don't plan on telling him about Jimmy and Bill. He doesn't know about me doing them before. I'll tell him about the other five because he doesn't know them all that well. I'll tell him that I made a couple of them promises before I knew how our marriage was going to be. I'll tell him what I just told you and then we will work it out. Before they leave I'll clue Jimmy and Bill in and let them know that things have changed. But that is later. Right now I see a couple of hard cocks that are not being used and I just cannot bring myself to let them go to waste. Shall we?"
Probably the most amazing thing to happen that night was the bond that formed between Pam and Marci. She saw the two of them sitting and talking and giggling together while she was being made airtight by Jimmy, Bill and Hank.
When it was over and she and Marci were driving back to where Marci had left her car Marci said:
"Pam told me that she was willing to share Bobby with me if I promised not to try and steal him away from her."
"I know."
"How could you know?"
"She told me that the day of the wedding."
"And you didn't tell me?"
"What? And get your hopes up? I decided that since I didn't know what kind of marriage that they were going to end up in I'd keep quiet and just wait and see. I still don't know and neither does Pam if Bobby is going to want to play or be a faithful husband. It isn't likely that he is going to be a faithful hubby since Pam says she isn't going to be a faithful wife, but it is still a wait and see situation."
Marci pouted the rest of the way to her car and as she was getting out of the car she said:
"You still should have told me."
"And what if he never called? No way I was going to set you up for a fall like that Marci. Goodnight."
When she got home she got out her notebook and added seven more check marks.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
During the rehearsal she checked out the father of the bride. He wasn't a movie star, but he wasn't bad looking. He looked fit and that was a mark in his favor.
After the dinner she handed out the free drink coupons and when she handed the father of the bride his he took her hand and said:
"Will you sit with me while I have this drink?"
"If you would like me to."
"Oh I do, I really, really do."
He didn't even finish his drink before he made his pitch and ten minutes later she was in his room and had his cock in her mouth. One more mark in the book she thought as she moved over him and impaled herself on his cock.
To be continued.
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As she settled in behind her desk on Monday morning she thought about her weekend. Jake had come home from his trip to Atlanta Friday evening and he had wanted to play. For the first time in months he was actually the first one to use her pussy. Dan had been out of town and there had been no other way for her to get herself laid before going home to Jake. As Jake did her she realized how much she hated giving Jake her body unless someone else had used it first. She knew she had to do it in order to keep him happy while she stabbed him in the back time after time after time, but she still didn't like it.
She was glad that it would soon be over. He would get his promotion and that would trigger the divorce and she would be rid of him. Her plan was simple. Harvey would tell her when they were giving Jake the promotion. The night before he received it she would feed him her pussy with another man's cum still inside of it and the next day when he came home beaming over his promotion she would hit him with the divorce papers. When the divorce was final she would hand Jake her little black book and explain to him what it was. Then it would be time to start a new life. Knowing that it would soon be over helped make sex with Jake bearable over the rest of the weekend.
Her day was fairly busy as she worked on the details for the two conventions that would take place that week. There was no wedding scheduled for the weekend which was probably a good thing since Jake would be home all week. With things finally coming together for her she could do without the argument that staying out for the rehearsal dinner would bring (to say nothing of having to go to the wedding if she didn't score at the rehearsal). She was only weeks away from it being over so she would try and keep things calm and easy. At two Marci called her and said that Dan wanted to see her.
"Is he in a good mood?" she asked Marci when she got to Dan's office.
"He seems to be and from the way he is acting I'm betting that he probably horny to."
"Why aren't you in there taking care of him?"
"Only when asked girlfriend, only when asked. Go on in."
Dan looked up at her and smiled when she walked into his office. "Two quick things sweetie; I have a friend I would like you to spend the afternoon with tomorrow. Is your desk clear enough to handle it?"
"As it looks right now I should be free."
"Good, good. The other thing is a little more immediate" he said as he stood up and pulled his zipper down. "I need some relief and I can't wait for this afternoon. You won't mind if I take you bent over my desk will you?"
She had to laugh at that. "You sure are a silver tongued devil" she said as she pulled her skirt up, pushed down her panty and stepped out of it.
Dan walked to the door and stuck his head outside long enough to say "No interruptions Marci" and then he closed the door and locked it.
While he was doing that she pushed aside what Dan had on the desk and then leaned over it and rested on her elbows. "Go easy" she said, "I'm not wet."
"I was a Boy Scout sweetie; be prepared and all that shit" and he opened the top drawer of his desk and took out a tube of KY Jelly. He coated his cock with some and then used his fingers to lube her up. Dan lined his cock up with her slit and she pushed back as he pressed forward and his cockhead slid into her.
"A little eager are we?" he asked.
"You seemed to be in a hurry and I just wanted to help."
The playful banter quickly turned into moans as Dan's hard cock speared into her. There were worse ways to start your work day she thought as the heat built up in her. Bent forward over the desk she was on her toes and not able to get much in the way of leverage, but even so she pushed back as best she could to meet Dan's thrusts.
"Oh Jesus Dan, yes, yes, yes" she moaned as she felt the orgasm.
The orgasm brought contractions and her cunt muscles squeezed Dan's cock and that made him cum. As he pulled his softening cock out of her he said:
"Thanks sweetie; I really did need that."
She turned, went to her knees and licked the wetness off of Dan's cock and then looked up at him and smiled as she said:
"I hope that this was just the appetizer."
"Oh you do, do you? I guess I'll just have to make sure that there is a room available this afternoon."
"I hope that's a promise. Jake is home all week and I really do love taking him a freshly fucked pussy."
Dan did meet her that afternoon and he fucked her twice before sending her home to her husband. That evening as Jake licked her clit she thought about how she was going to give him a pussy with fresh cum in it soon and the idea turned her on so much that her body gave a little shiver. Jake looked up from what he was doing and said:
"Like that, do you?"
She grabbed his head and pulled it to her pussy and growled, "Hell no I don't like it - I love it!"
Tuesday there was no sex with Dan because he wouldn't send her used to anyone he set her up with. She got an envelope with grand in it for an afternoon with Dan's friend from Cleveland and then had two orgasms that night when Jake ate her pussy.
Wednesday turned into a busy day for her as she got involved with two unions that were in a "turf" war over work being done to set up Ballroom A and the Aspen Room for a convention. When she left work and headed home she hoped that Jake wouldn't want sex that night. She hated having sex with him unless she was giving him "used" pussy.
He was on the phone when she walked in the door and she heard him say, "Got to go. The wife is home. I'll talk with you later."
When he hung up she thought for a second that he had a guilty look on his face. Probably talking to one of his honeys arranging to see her on his next trip. The thought that he might have been talking to one of his whores pissed her off and she said:
"You're on your own for dinner tonight. I have a hell of a headache and I'm going straight to bed. There are plenty of leftovers in the fridge" and she headed for the bedroom.
The rest of the week flew by. She took care of one of Dan's friends on Thursday and Dan himself on Friday, but both nights Jake didn't come to bed until after she had fallen asleep.
Saturday night she went with Jake to his company Christmas party which was being held in the warehouse section of the building where Jake worked. Both Harvey and Bobby were there, but she had to pretend that she didn't know them. They sat at the head table and she and Jake and another couple were at a table toward the back. As they walked by the head table Pam saw her and winked at her.
About halfway through the evening she saw Harvey get up and head toward the bathrooms so she got up to go to the ladies room. She was in the hall when Harvey came out of the men's room and she looked both ways to make sure that no one else was around and then she asked:
"Is there some place we can go for a quickie? I want to do it while Jake is so close."
He laughed, "There is that deliciously slutty mind at work again" and he took her hand and led her to a door. "This is the production manager's office. You want it bent over the desk or lying on it?" he said as he closed and locked the door behind him.
"Whatever will be the quickest for you."
"On your back then."
She raised her skirt and pushed down her panties and stepped out of them. She lifted herself up on the desk and waited for Harvey to step out of his trousers. He moved up to the desk, lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and slowly started to ease his cock into her pussy as she moaned and cooed:
"Oh yes lover; oh yes!"
As Harvey was unlocking the door she said, "Have Bobby meet me here in thirty minutes."
"I don't know if he can get away from Pam."
"Ask him and if he doesn't show he doesn't show, but I would like to give Jake pussy tonight that has been used by both you and Bobby. Is Tony here?"
"No. He doesn't like these kinds of affairs so I gave him the night off."
"Oh well, I would have liked doing the three of you, but I guess I'll just have to settle for what I can get."
When she got back to the table Jake was talking to some guy she didn't recognize about sales ratios and quotas or some such thing and it didn't seem like he even missed her. Ten minutes after she got back he moved over to a table with three other guys were sitting and started talking business and he hadn't come back by the time for her to head for the production manager's office to see if Bobby were there.
The door was locked and she tapped on it lightly twice and seconds later Harvey opened the door and beyond him she could see Bobby. Bobby already had his pants off and his hard on was bobbing in anticipation.
"Hurry" Bobby said, "I need to get back to Pam before she misses me."
"Oh oh" she thought as she stepped out of her panties for the second time that night, "Does not sound like Bobby and Pam have discussed the open marriage thing." But Bobby was hard and ready and she decided that she would worry about Pam later. She got up on the desk and Bobby lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and slid his cock into her. As Bobby's cock entered her Harvey positioned himself so he could get his cock into her mouth. Bobby fucked her fast and furious and he came before she was even close to an orgasm. He pulled out and said:
"Sorry baby, but I have to get back before I'm missed."
He pulled on his pants and headed for the door. Harvey followed him and locked the door after Bobby left and then he cam back and took Bobby's place between her legs. He brought her to orgasm, got himself off and then said:
"I think we need to get back. I'll be in town Wednesday and Thursday. Can you fit me in?"
She laughed. "Into my busy schedule or into me?"
"You know damned well what I'm asking."
"Maybe in the afternoons, but the evenings are out. Jake is supposed to be in town all week."
"I'll take care of that. Figure on the evenings."
Back at the table it was obvious that Jake hadn't missed her and even though she had reached the point where she could hardly stand to look at him it still pissed her off that he ignored her.
Then she had a thought - a bad thought. She had not planned for what happened with Harvey and Bobby. She would need to get clean before getting Jake to go down on her. She could get most of it with paper towels in the bathroom, but she wouldn't be able to get the stuff up inside her - the stuff that would flow down as she walked and danced and stood around talking or when she got excited and her own juices started flowing. She would need her douche bag to get really clean, but how to do that without making Jake wonder why? She didn't see any way that she could do it. As much as she hated letting a chance to feed Jake used pussy go by she would just have to take a pass on having sex with Jake when she got home.
She was at the punch bowl filling her glass when Pam joined her and asked:
"Are you doing anything special for lunch on Monday?"
"No. As far as I know I don't have anything on for Monday."
"Have lunch with me at Marco's at noon?"
Can do that."
"Good. I need to talk to you. I have a problem and you seem to have the touch when it comes to helping me with my problems."
"What kind of problems?"
"Bobby problems. Got to go. See you Monday."
Back at the table Jake asked, "Why were you talking to that blond bimbo?"
"Who? Pam? How do you know she's a bimbo?"
"Cause she's married to that asshole son of the boss."
"He is an asshole so it is automatic that she is a bimbo?"
"Yeah. Why were you talking to her?"
"Just making conversation. She introduced herself and said she was trying to meet new people. Said she felt weird sitting at the head table and not knowing another soul in the building. She seems nice. I don't know why you think she's a bimbo."
"What other kind would the dipshit marry?"
"You certainly don't sound like a big fan of his."
"I'm not. I'm busting my ass to go somewhere in this company and that little turd just walks in and becomes a vice-president for no other reason than he is the owner's brat."
"If he is a VP then somewhere along the way you are going to be working for him and you would be wise to hide your dislike or you just might find yourself out on your ass."
"I can't help it. The dipshit just grinds on me."
As soon as Jake said that she knew that she was going to take a chance and let him eat her pussy when they got home. What could be better than letting him have a taste of someone he disliked so much. If she could get a couple of more drinks in him - strong ones, doubles or even triples - he might not even notice that it wasn't her natural juices he was licking up. If she got enough booze in him he might not be able to screw her, but she didn't care about that anyway. What did it for her was Jake eating her pussy after someone else had played in it.
She managed to get enough alcohol in Jake to get him in the condition she wanted him in, but by then she was in no condition to drive so she had to call a cab to get them home from the party. Jake was ambulatory - just barely - and she got him into the house and up to the bedroom. She helped him undress and then she undressed herself and pulled him onto the bed with her.
"Get me ready baby, get me wet and ready."
She guided his head to her pussy and he licked and sucked and never said a word about how wet and juicy she was or about the taste. She wished that she hadn't cleaned out what she had. It would have been just marvelous for Jake to have sucked it all up.
Sunday Jake was an absolute bear! He had the mother of all hangovers and she just stayed out of his way all day and that evening he went to bed before she did and he was sound asleep when she slid onto the bed next to him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Pam was already at the restaurant when she got there.
"Thanks for coming Fran. I really do appreciate it."
"So what is this Bobby problem you have?"
"I don't think he likes being married to a slut. I would have thought that after the night at your place and the limo ride after he would know what he was getting for a wife. For Christ's sake Fran, he drove the limo while his father and Tony tried to fuck me senseless on the back seat and seven hours later he married me anyway."
"You haven't talked about it with him?"
"Every time I try and bring it up he changes the subject or gets up and goes somewhere."
"You were alone for two weeks on your honeymoon and it was never mentioned?"
"Not once. The last word on the subject was at the end of the limo ride. Bobby pulled up and parked and said, "We're here" and I said, "Just a couple of more minutes; I need to finish these guys" and Bobby said, "Damn!" All we did on our honeymoon was play and make love. It was like we had an unspoken agreement not to say anything until the honeymoon was over. Now the honeymoon is over and I can't get him to talk about it. When he got back from this last trip I told him about our little party and he didn't say anything; he just got up and left the room."
"I wish I'd known all this the night that you, I and Marci partied."
"Why?"
"I would have left Bobby alone at the Christmas party."
"You did Bobby at the party?"
"Bobby and Harvey both."
"And your husband was there? Did he join in?"
"Not hardly. I guess you don't know about Jake."
She told Pam about what was going on where Jake was concerned and why she did what she was doing.
"So you did Bobby and Harvey and then went home and fucked your husband?"
"He had so much booze in him that he couldn't get it up, but I had him eat my pussy. I just wish I hadn't cleaned most of Bobby and Harvey out of me before going home."
"But the fact is that Bobby did do you and that means that his mindset isn't "We are married now so no more of this playing around stuff."
"He did rush a bit and he said the reason was that he had to get back to you before you missed him."
"Why? That doesn't make sense. Why would he want to hide it from me when I'd already told him what I had done with you and Marci?"
"I don't know Pam; that is something that you are going to have to pull out of Bobby."
"How? I can't get him to talk to me about it."
"Then we will just have to put him in a situation where he will have to talk about it. I've an idea, but I'll probably have to involve Harvey."
"You worked miracles for me last time so I'm going to trust that you can do it again."
"No promises Pam, but I'll try."
She had been back at her desk about an hour when Jake called her and told her he was going to have to fly to Atlanta that afternoon. She had been expecting the call since Harvey had told he would be in town during the week and would see to it that Jake wouldn't be a problem. The news didn't bother her since Dan was out of the office for the day and he hadn't set her up with anyone. If Jake was home he would have wanted sex and she would have had to avoid it somehow since her new posture was that Jake only got used pussy and it looked as if the day was going to be a bust as far as her being "used" was concerned. But then again Jake wasn't going to be home and it was also her policy to get laid every night that Jake was out of town. She smiled and picked up the phone and punched in a number.
"Hey Marci; doing anything tonight?
To be continued…
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She was late getting to work on Tuesday. She'd lost track of time playing with Pete and Darin, the two boys she and Marci had hooked up with the night before and she had rushed home, showered and changed before hurrying to work. There was a note on her desk telling her to call Marci ASAP.
"Hey girlfriend, whatcha need?"
"Dan needs to see you right away. What is going on? You are never late."
"You know what is going on. You are the one who bailed out and left me with two oversexed young hunks. I had a hell of a time getting away from them."
"Not my fault sweetie. You know when we go out together that I have to quit in time to beat Frank home. If you don't want to leave when I do you know that you will have to take up the slack."
"What does Dan want?"
"Haven't got a clue. He just told me to get you into his office as soon as you got here."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"What does your day look like" Dan asked her as soon as she walked into his office.
"Nothing major. I have some contracts to review and I need to do some set up work on the Cole wedding this coming Saturday."
"Could you have it all cleared up by noon?"
"I suppose I could. What's up?"
"Jared is flying in from Chicago. He gets here at eleven, plans on being here through Thursday and he specifically asked for you."
"You have a problem then. Harvey is going to be in town tomorrow and Thursday and I've already committed to spending those days with him. Or at least those evenings."
"So you could take care of Jared today and during the day on Wednesday and Thursday?"
"Today yes, but no on the rest. I won't take Harvey sloppy seconds."
"Ouch! This puts me between a rock and a hard place. I don't want Jared or Harvey pissed at me, but it doesn't look like I can avoid it."
"It shouldn't be a problem for you. I can handle Jared. I'll just tell him he should have let me know sooner that he was coming. That way I would have known not to make other commitments. Where am I meeting him?"
"Here in the restaurant at 12:30. That will take care of today, but I'll need to find someone for the next two and I hope he won't be too disappointed."
As she was on her way back to her desk the idea came to her and she turned around and went back to Dan's office. She stuck her head inside the door and said:
"Hold off on finding someone else for Jared until I get back to you. I think I have a way to take care of the problem."
Back at her desk she made several phone calls and inside of thirty minutes she was down to needing only one thing to make her plan happen and she was sure enough of getting that one thing that she called Dan and told him that the Jared problem had been taken care of. She looked at her watch and saw that she had just a little over two hours to get her desk cleared before she had to meet Jared.
The afternoon went pretty much as expected. Jared met her in the hotel dining room where they had lunch and talked and then she surprised him by taking him home with her.
"I get all hot inside when I do my lovers on my husband's bed."
She undressed him and then sat him down on the bed and then did a slow strip tease for him. When her dress hit the floor and she was standing in front of him in just heels, bra and thong panties he was sitting there stroking an already hard cock. She walked over to him and bent down to take him in her mouth as she removed what little she still had on. Knowing his tastes she left the heels on and the she pushed him onto his back and moved over the top of him. She used her right hand to guide him into her as she sank down on him. When she had him fully inside she began to rock back and forth and slide up and down on him and she continued it until he was so close to getting off that he rolled her over onto her back, lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and then started fucking her hard. She had a very hard orgasm and just seconds later he had his climax.
He fell to the bed beside her and for several seconds they laid there gasping for breath and then she moved her hand slowly down his body and started fondling his cock. She felt it twitch in her hand and she giggled and moved her head down and took him in her mouth. He was hard in minutes and she pulled him on top of her and they did it again. A shower, followed by a light dinner was followed by two more romps with a sixty-nine between them and then the two of them fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday was a busy day for her and she couldn't get away from work until 5:30. She hurried home and got busy getting ready and at 6:30 the doorbell rang and when she opened the door Harvey and Bobby were standing there. She stepped forward and kissed both of them and then stepped aside to let them in.
"Should I wave for Tony to come in?' Harvey asked her.
"You know the answer to that one lover."
"Yes, I suppose I do. What is it you are always telling me? Oh yeah, that you are on my time."
He waved for Tony to join them and said, "He got a big charge out of doing you while wearing your husband's clothes."
She led the three into the kitchen where she had set up a veggie tray and a meat and cheese tray. She told them that there was beer in the refrigerator, wine on the counter and stronger stuff in the cabinet above the stove. Harvey got a beer out of the fridge and then asked:
"Okay, now what is this big secret that you have for me?"
"Come in the living room and I'll tell you."
They left Bobby and Tony in the kitchen picking over the meat and cheese tray and went out and sat down on the couch.
"Please don't be too pissed at me, but I am meddling in your family affairs again."
"What did you do this time?"
The doorbell rang and she looked at her watch and said, "There she is. Right on time."
She went to the door and let Marci in and said, "He's in the kitchen."
Marci gave her a hug and said, "Thank you Fran, thank you, thank you, thank you" and then she was her way to the kitchen.
She went back and sat back down with Harvey and he asked, "All right sweetie, what are you doing now?"
She told him about the talk she'd had with Pam over lunch. "They have to sit down and talk Harv. I'm hoping that I can make it happen. I really like the both of them and I want to see them work it out. I promise that if tonight doesn't work I'll walk away from it and I won't meddle any more."
"That still doesn't tell me what you are doing."
"Just wait and watch lover. Just trust me and wait and watch."
They were all on the king size bed and she was on her knees and elbows while Harvey slowly fucked her butt and next to her on the bed Marci had Tony in her pussy and Bobby in her mouth when:
"God damn it! This is the second time you started without me."
All eyes turned to the bedroom door and saw Pam standing there with Jared.
"Shit! There isn't even any room for me on the bed. Come on baby; we will use the bedroom across the hall" and she took Jared's hand and led him away.
Bobby watched them go and the look on his face was priceless. He was in the middle of a fantastic blow job that he didn't want to stop, but at the same time he was drawn to follow his wife and see just what the hell she was up to. Wife won over blow job but he hadn't counted on Marci and when he started to pull away from her mouth she reached out and dug her nails into his ass cheeks and held him there. The only way he was going to get away from her was to cum so he grabbed her head and started fucking her face. He had already been close so it didn't take long for him to get off and as soon as Marci released him he was off the bed and out the bedroom door heading after his wife.
"What now" Harvey asked her.
"Now? Now it is in the hands of the Gods."
Harvey finished in her butt and then the two of them got up and walked across the hall and looked in the spare bedroom door. Jared was fucking her from behind and Bobby had his cock in her mouth. She looked at Harvey.
"At least they aren't fighting. Come on lover; let me wash your cock so I can do some work on it to get you hard again."
Then things got busy. With the exception of Marci, who tried hard to monopolize Bobby, the rest of them played "musical holes" as the men rotated through the women. Marci had to leave at 10:15 and that made four men and two women and by midnight she and Pam had reduced the men to quivering wrecks. Nothing that she or Pam could do would produce another hard on. Worn out, the six of them went to bed; Pam, Bobby and Tony in the one bedroom and Harvey, Jared and she in the other.
The alarm woke her and she reached for Harvey's cock and as it stirred she lowered her head and took it in her mouth. Harvey came fully awake and pulled her up on him and she settled down on him and rode him until he came. By then Jared was awake and as she got off the bed he said:
"How about me?"
She laughed and said, "The girl that brung you is across the hall. I have to shower and get ready to go to work."
By the time she was ready to leave everyone had moved to the king size bed in her bedroom. Pam was riding her husband's cock while Tony worked his cock in her ass and Jared used her mouth.
"You going to join in" she asked Harvey.
"As soon as there is an opening. Are we still on for tonight?"
"I get off at five. Make sure you lock up when you leave."
She kissed him and headed off for work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
There was a lot on her desk and the day flew by as she tried to get most of the work done before leaving to meet Harvey. At 3 PM Dan asked her if things with Jared were going to work out and she told him that she had it covered and she hoped that she did. Her deal with Pam was that in exchange for putting her and Bobby into a situation where they had to talk Pam would take care of Jared while he was in town. Marci had agreed to be backup if things between Pam and Bobby turned to shit and Pam had to cancel. She had not heard from Pam so she assumed that everything was all right.
At 4:30 Harvey called and told her he would meet her in the hotel restaurant when she got off work. He was sitting at a table next to the windows when she got there. After they had ordered he asked:
"You up to a quiet evening in tonight?"
"Whatever you want baby; you know I'm...."
"I know, I know; you are on my time, but it won't kill me to do what you want to do for a change."
"I'd like a quiet evening."
"I gambled that you would and I gave Tony the night off. You get to drive. You prefer the condo or your place?"
"My place is closer and you know how I feel about other men being in hubby's bed."
After a leisurely dinner she drove them to her place. She got him a beer and they sat on the couch and talked for a while and then they went to bed and made love twice before falling asleep cuddled up next to each other. They made love in the morning and then showered together and then she drove him to his 'in town' office. When he went to hand her the envelope she waved it away.
"I think you and I have reached a point where that isn't necessary any more."
"Why would you say that?"
"Because I look on you as a very good friend now."
He was silent for a moment and then he handed her the envelope and said: "I want you to have it any way. Call it a finder's fee or a commission."
"For what?"
"Well, your little party Wednesday night put me together with Jared and it turns out that we will be doing some business together."
He leaned over and kissed her, said "I'll be in touch" and got out of the car. She didn't count what was in the envelope but she did stop at the bank on the way to work and put the envelope in her safe deposit box.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As soon as she was in the building she headed for Dan's office to check in with Marci. When she got there Marci was all smiles.
"I didn't get to have him all to myself, but I did get to see him so thank you for that."
"Did Pam call you and ask you to take care of Jared?"
"No."
"Good. That means everything went well. At least I hope it did. No news is good news, right?"
"What do you have going for tonight? Can you stop for a drink?"
"No can do tonight. I've got the Cole wedding rehearsal. I hate it when they do it the day before the wedding, but half of the wedding party is from out of town and tonight is the only night they could all be here together."
"Bummer! I was hoping you could stop."
"Why? You plan on hunting tonight?"
"No. Frank will be home so I can't go out and play. Of course I wouldn't say no to a backseat quickie if I could still be home by seven."
"You are such a slut!"
"Says the slut who taught me everything I know."
Her phone was ringing when she walked into her office. She picked it up and it was Jake. He was facing a full day and wouldn't be able to catch a flight until noon on Saturday. She couldn't pass up chance to take a dig at him so she snarled into the phone, "I'm getting to hate that fucking job of yours!" and she hung up on him. She smiled as she set the phone down into the cradle and wondered how he took her abrupt ending of the phone call not that she really cared. She was ready - more than ready - for her farce of a marriage to be over.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She stood in the back and watched the rehearsal. Actually, it wasn't the rehearsal that she was looking at; she was checking out the men in the wedding party. There were only two she had no interest in - the father of the bride and the father of the groom. The were both fat, balding and totally unappealing. Two of the ushers were hunks and so were the groom and best man. The other ushers were okay and if she had to settle for one of them she wouldn't be all that upset.
As soon as the rehearsal was over she handed out the complimentary drink coupons and then went to the lounge and took a seat at the end of the bar and waited to see how things would shake out. The wedding party came in and pushed several tables together and sat down. All the men seemed to be paired up. She sipped her margarita and watched to see if any of the pairs would break up, but after forty-five minutes it looked like her string was going to be broken unless she could hook up with a wedding guest on Saturday.
Some slid on the barstool next to her and she heard, "What's a hot honey like you doing sitting here all alone?"
She turned and saw that it was the father of the groom. Fat, balding and unappealing.
"I'm sitting here waiting for some one."
"He must be a fool! Only a fool would leave a fox like you sitting alone. You have been sitting her for over forty-five minutes now."
"You've been watching me?"
"Hell yes I've been watching you. I told you that you were a fox. Half the men in her have been looking at you."
"And you felt it necessary to come over here to tell me that I've been sitting here alone for that long?"
"Hell no honey. I'm over here to try my luck. Take a shot at you and see if maybe I can get lucky."
"I don't suppose you have noticed my rings?"
"Oh yeah; I seen them, but they don't mean nothing. My wife wore her rings too and she was the biggest whore around. So, how about it? Want to have some fun?"
Fat, bald and crass, but he was available and she really did want to keep her string going. And then she thought, "Yes, I do want to keep it going, but do I want it this bad?"
Nah!
She smiled at him and said, "Maybe you will have better luck with those ladies at the other end of the bar" and she got up and left the lounge.
As she was walking across the lobby on the way to the parking lot she saw one of the ushers talking to one of the bridesmaids. Suddenly the girl slapped the usher and stormed off. Sensing an opportunity she walked up to him and asked:
"Are you okay?"
"I'm fine, just living proof that honesty is not always the best policy."
"I take it that she didn't like something that you said."
"Oh she most definitely didn't like it" he said as he rubbed his jaw, "and she sure packs a wallop."
"I'd offer to kiss it and make it better, but I don't know you well enough. Maybe if I bought you a drink we could change that."
"I sure could use a stiff one right now."
"Funny, so could I."
"What?"
"Nothing. Come on; let's see what a drink can do for you."
Later, as she watched Steve dress she said, "You never did tell me why she slapped you."
"She was my girlfriend and I found out she was fucking another guy and I walked away from her. This wedding tossed us together for the first time since I walked. She wanted to know what happened to me and why I'd never called and I told her what I'd found out and I'd never called because she was a slut and I wanted nothing to do with her. I guess she didn't like being called a slut."
"And yet here you are with me."
"Yeah, but being with a slut is a whole lot different from having a slut. No offence meant here, but while you might be a slut you aren't mine. You are some other dude's problem."
"So you don't mind sluts, you just don't want one of your own."
"That's it in a nutshell. You are great in the sack and if you want to give me your number I'd like to do it again."
"How about we treat this as two ships passing in the night and let it go at that."
"Suits me. Take care" and then he was gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The house was clean, the laundry done and she had a meat loaf in the oven when Jake got home. She pretended to be happy to see him and they hugged and kissed.
"How long before dinner" Jake asked.
"I just put the meat loaf in the oven so it will be an hour at least. Why?"
"It has been almost a week baby and I'd like to use some of that hour to help play 'catch up' if you know what I mean."
It was what she had hoped for. It had been just a little over twelve hours since Steve had come in her three times and she hadn't showered or douched. She'd had to use the bathroom three times since her evening with Steve and while urinating probably took out a good part of what Steve had left in her there would hopefully still be some traces of his sperm still left.
"That's a great idea sweetie. I've missed your magic mouth."
She looked down at him as he licked and slurped at her pussy and thought about what it was going to be like to give him a fresh fucked pussy full of fresh cum. She was determined to do it the night before she hit him with the divorce paperwork. All she needed was to know when he would get his promotion so she could time things.
Either no trace of Steve remained or Jake didn't notice because he ate her to orgasm without saying a word. Then they had sex and after cumming in her Jake started to move up so she could use her mouth to get him hard again, but she moved and got out of bed.
"No more" she said, "until after dinner."
"Oh come on sweetie."
"We have all evening and all night Jake. I'm hungry and I'm ready for dinner."
"To hell with dinner" he said reaching for her and taking hold of her arm.
She jerked away from him and snarled, "God damn it Jake; I said no!"
Hopefully, she thought, that will set the tone for the rest of the evening. She did not want to suck his cock especially after he had just spent the night with one of his whores. She had gotten what she wanted. He had eaten her well used pussy and as far as she was concerned they were done for the night.
Dinner was a silent affair and when they were done eating Jake disappeared into his basement workshop leaving her to wash and put away the dinner dishes. She went to bed early and pretended to be asleep when he came to bed. He made no attempt to wake her and that suited her just fine.
In the morning he woke her by sucking on her breasts and finger fucking her and she let him have sex with her before getting out of bed. She managed to get through the day without barking at him and that night neither of them made and sexual overtures.



To be continued…
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Monday was a slow day and it was going to be a slow week. There were no weddings scheduled for the weekend and only three events were going to be held in the ballrooms or conference rooms. At ten Pam called her and invited her to lunch and at eleven-thirty she slid onto the seat across from Pam in the booth. After they had ordered Pam said:
"Well, we had our talk for all the good it did."
"That doesn't sound very encouraging."
"It isn't. He flat out told me he doesn't love me. He loves having sex with me, but he only married me because his father expected it of him. He was surprised when I told him that I married him because I loved him and not because of our parents grand dreams of a family and business merger.
"I asked him if there was any chance he could learn to love me and he said no. He told me that he was already in love with someone, but she was unobtainable because of the fact that she was already married and so was he. I pressed and found out that the object of his affections is none other than your friend Marci. In the end we agreed to keep up appearances and turn a blind eye towards each others affairs. I'm right back where I was before the wedding; in love with a guy who thinks of me as a sister. The only difference is that he apparently doesn't mind committing incest with me. He doesn't love me, but he loves fucking me. At least I'll have that much of him."
"What a mess. Oh God honey, I'm so sorry."
"Don't be Fran. Thanks to you we got it all out into the open. We both know each other a lot better now. If it hadn't been for you we would have gotten married and the ended up cheating on each other behind each others backs. This way we are together and have an open marriage and for me that is better than nothing. Plus, as long as we are married and living together I have the opportunity to work on him. I'm not going to give up Fran. I have half of him now and I'll work on getting to other half. You going to tell Marci?"
"Good God no! That would only mess things up even more."
She told Pam about how Marci felt about Bobby, "And if I told her what you just told me she would divorce her husband tomorrow and for what? You won't give him up because you love him and Bobby won't leave you because it would upset the merger apple cart and piss off his father and your father. Oh no Pam; if Marci ever finds out it won't be from me."
They finished lunch and she went back to her office. She felt bad for Pam and couldn't help but wonder if Pam and Bobby wouldn't have been better off if she had never gotten involved. She was sitting there wondering how things might have turned out had she not invited Pam to join them that first time when the telephone rang. It was Harvey. Jake was going to be offered his promotion to the Atlanta office on Wednesday. She thanked him for the heads up, made a phone call to her attorney and then went to Dan's office and let him know that she was taking the rest of the afternoon off and then said:
"If you can set me up for something tomorrow I would appreciate it. If not, can you keep yourself available?"
"What's up?"
"Tomorrow I need to feed Jake his first pussy full of another man's cum."
"What if he notices?"
"Won't matter. I'm serving him with divorce papers on Wednesday."
"You can forget about me setting you up with someone. I want to get in on this. We can do it just before you leave work so it will be nice and fresh."
She left work and stopped by her attorney's office and picked up a copy of the divorce paperwork and then she headed home. She had a nice dinner fixed and ready for him when Jake got home from work and she was so lovey-dovey that it was almost sickening.
When they went to bed Jake wanted to fool around, but she told him no.
"I have an appointment with my gynecologist tomorrow and I have to be really, really clean when I see him or (and she giggled) he sees me. I'll make it up to you tomorrow."
Most of Tuesday was spent in reviewing contracts and doing some preliminary work on events that would be taking place over the next few weeks. At 3 p.m. Dan called her and told her to meet him in room 719. She entered the room and found him already naked and lying on the bed. His erection was pointing up at the ceiling and as she closed the door behind her she said:
"Is that for me?"
Dan fucked her three times and they both would have liked to do it one more time, but she needed to be home when Jake got there so she got up and got dressed. She thanked Dan on behalf of Jake for the gift he was sending Jake and then hurried home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Jake got home at six she was waiting for him in a black lace night gown and "come fuck me" pumps with four inch heels. Jake took one look at her and smiled.
"Dinner going to be a little late tonight?"
"If we even get to it."
She turned and walked to the bedroom and Jake followed. She moved to the bed, turned and slowly let the night gown slide off her shoulders. "You like?" she asked as she cupped her breasts in her hands.
"Do I ever!"
He stripped as she got on the bed and spread her legs wide. "Come on baby; turn me on the way I love."
Jake climbed on the bed and his mouth went straight to her pussy and the feeling that she had knowing that Jake would be sucking up Dan's cum was almost enough to give her an orgasm. Jake's tongue delved into her and her body shivered.
"Like that, do you?"
"Oh God yes baby, I love it when you eat me."
Jake went back to work on her pussy and it was a good two minutes before he raised his head up and looked at her.
"You taste funny and you are extremely wet."
"It is probably the douche making me taste different and I'm wet because I have been extremely horny for two days now."
"Douche? Why did you douche before making love?"
"The doctor shot me full of dye for one of the tests and then the nurse gave me the douche to get the dye out of me. I knew we would be making love so I asked the nurse about the douche and she told me that some men like the taste of it. She told me her husband loved the added flavor. What's wrong baby; is it upsetting you?"
"No. It is just that you taste different and I wondered about it."
"Well honey; if it bothers you, you don't have to do it."
Jake hesitated a second or so and then he went back to licking and sucking on her pussy. She smiled as she thought, "That's it you mother fucker, clean Dan out of me" and then she had her first orgasm and it was brought on as much by knowing she was feeding Jake another man's cum as it was by Jake's tongue and mouth action. Jake ate her for another two minutes and then she moaned:
"Fuck me baby; I need your hard cock in me."
She was thinking "Hurry, I want you to feel sloppy seconds on your dick" as he slid his cock into her. And then she turned it loose and tried to fuck his brains out. It would be their last time and she wanted to give him something to remember - something he could look back on and be sorry that he had tossed it away. She fucked him five times that night - the most they had ever done - and she was trying for six, but her mouth just could not get him back up and all the while he was trying to push her away saying:
"Enough Fran; enough already!"
Oh yeah! He would remember all right!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was sitting at her desk and reading a memo from Dan. "How ironic" she thought. The memo informed her that there would be a meeting in his office Friday at ten to discuss the details of the up-coming Daimler/Parsons wedding. It was the cancelled Daimler/Parsons meeting that set in motion the events that would later on that day culminate in her dropping divorce papers on Jake.
The phone rang and when she answered it was Harvey on the line.
"He was offered the promotion and he took it. He was told he needed to be in Atlanta on the tenth and he said there wouldn't be any problem with that."
"There won't be. He could probably report there in the next day or two since I'll be kicking him out of the house tomorrow. I wanted to do it tonight but the lawyer told me it would be better if we did it tomorrow."
"How are you going to do it?"
"He will come home happy as all get out and give me the good news and then I'll give him the bad news. I'll hand him a copy of the divorce papers, but the attorney says that my giving them to him is just more or less for show. It appears that my handing him the papers carries no weight in the law so tomorrow a regular process server will give him the official set which, by the way, will include the restraining order that the attorney wouldn't give me a copy of. Anyway, when he leaves the house tomorrow he won't be coming back unless it is a court supervised visit."
"So what will you do once you have booted him out of your life?"
"For one thing I'll stop my wholesale whoring. Once Jake is history I won't need any more check marks in my little black book. In fact, I'll probably become a pretty good imitation of a nun. At least until the divorce is final."
"Why would you do that?"
"I sued for divorce using infidelity as grounds. Jake will be looking for something he can use to counter-sue, at least he will be if he gets a half way decent attorney and does what the attorney tells him. My attorney suggested that I be as pure as the driven snow until the divorce is over. You are the one who recommended him and told me how good he was. I would be foolish to ignore his advice."
"Do you really think you can go without sex for as long as the divorce is going to take?"
"I didn't say that I was going to go without. I said I'm not going to go out playing."
"I don't get what you are saying."
"No more bars, no more wedding party hook-ups, no more afternoon or evening dates set up by Dan. But if you were to come to town and take a room at the hotel the chances are damned good that sometime during the day little ole me will show up at your door. Whoever Jake has following me will follow me to work and then will wait outside to follow me when I leave work. He won't have a clue about what I do from 9 to 5 inside the building."
"I still think you should come to work for me."
"I wouldn't be what you want Harv. You want a slut, but my slut days are over when I'm rid of Jake. I only did what I did so I could throw it in his face. On the day the divorce is final Jake gets the whole story, but my time as a slut ends when I hand him the divorce papers tonight."
"The offer will always be there sweetie. I'll talk with you later."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She had dinner ready when Jake got home. She was surprised that he was quiet and somber. She had expected him to be happy and ready to share his good news. She didn't even get the usual kiss on the cheek.
"Bad day at work?"
"No, not bad at all."
"Then what seems to have you down?"
"Just something that I have to do. I've been putting it off until the right moment and I guess now is as right as the moment is going to get and it is proving to be harder to do than I thought."
"Does it have anything to do with us?"
"Yes it does."
She was thinking that he knew she wasn't going to be all that keen on moving to Atlanta and he was wondering how to break the news to her so she said:
"Just spit it out Jake; it can't be that bad."
"I'm afraid that it is."
"For Christ's sake Jake, out with it!"
He took a deep breath, "I've been spending a lot of time in Atlanta for the company. Well, the thing is that I've met somebody; somebody I'd rather be with. I want a divorce."
She sat there stunned and looked across the table at him. This wasn't the way it was supposed to happen. He was supposed to be happy over his promotion so she could rain on his parade with the divorce papers. Then she would smile sweetly at him as he looked all confused. It wasn't working out that way.
"Divorce? You want a divorce?" she said as she stood up from the table and walked over to the kitchen counter. She picked up a large envelope and turned back to him.
"You want a divorce? Your wish is my command" she said as she threw the envelope at him. "You can sleep in the spare bedroom tonight, but I want your ass out of here in the morning."
She was in the bedroom fuming when Jake came into the bedroom waving the divorce papers. "What the fuck is this infidelity shit? And I'm not moving out of this house."
Do the names Sarah Gilman and Joan Feldman ring a bell asshole?"
"You had me followed?"
"Bet your ass I did. After I caught you with that slut at the beach I knew you were a cheating bastard and I set out to get all the proof I could get to use in court when I filed for divorce."
"What slut at the beach?"
She told him how she had gotten loose from work and had rushed to the beach to try and save the weekend and then she told him what she had seen from the dive shop window.
"If you have known since then why haven't you done anything before now?"
"I was waiting for your big promotion and raise. The more you were making the higher my alimony would be. I just got tired of waiting. I don't believe there ever was a promotion. It was just a fucking excuse to cover all of your screwing around."
"Well I'm not leaving the house. I make the payments. If anyone moves out it will be you."
"Maybe if you can find a good enough lawyer you can get me out and you back in, but until then read the paperwork. Pending hearings I've been granted the sole use of the residence. And notice the interim separate maintenance. Miss one check and I'll have your ass for contempt of court. Now get out of my face before I call the cops and file a complaint against you for spousal abuse."
"That's bullshit and you know it. No one is going to believe it."
"Want to bet that I can't give myself several bruises between the time I call 911 and the cops get here? It will be your word against mine and I'll be the one marked up. Save yourself some grief and get your ass out of this room and over to the spare bedroom and YOU WILL be out of here tomorrow. If you are still here tomorrow you had better plan on staying awake 24/7 because if I catch you asleep I WILL cut your cock off and feed it down the garbage disposal. In fact, I'm not all that sure that I won't do it tonight. Now get the fuck out of my bedroom and stay the hell out of my sight."
Jake stared at her for several moments and then he turned and left the room slamming the door behind him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was watching when Jake left the house in the morning and she called the locksmith she had already made arrangements with. Then she called Dan's office and left a message on his voice mail that she would be a little late getting to work. By nine the locks had all been changed and she headed in to work.
She stopped by Marci's desk on the way to her office and asked Marci to tell Dan that she needed to talk with him as soon as he could see her.
"I pulled the plug on Jake last night. I served him with divorce papers."
"I thought the plan was to stick it to him for years and years."
"It was, but he got a promotion and it is in Atlanta and I am so not moving there."
"I guess now you are free to party."
"Just the opposite. I can't give Jake any ammunition to use against me so I'm going to have to behave. No going out and giving some private eye a chance to follow me and catch me being bad."
"Oh you poor girl. With your sexual appetite how are you going to survive?"
"That's what I need to talk with Dan about."
At 10:05 the attorney called and told her that the process server had served Jake as he was going into the building where he worked. At 10:15 Marci called and said Dan could see her. She entered Dan's office and said:
"It is done. He's been served and it will change some things for me. You will have to take me off your list of girls. I know Jake and I can predict what he will try and do. He will hire a private detective to follow me and try to catch me doing something that he can use to counter-sue. I'm still going to want some sort of sex life so if you have some one who is staying here in the hotel during the day I'll take it otherwise I'm off the market."
"I can use you some during the day, but it won't pay you near as much as you get working evenings or going out of the hotel on dates."
"I know, but I've got the asshole right where I want him and I'm not going to give him anything to ease the pain. Besides, it was never about the money. What got me into it was being able to hang horns on him - put check marks in my book. The money was just a side benefit. Like you told me in the beginning - a slush fund for when and if I ever dumped Jake."
"If?"
"I would have kept hanging horns on him for thirty years if things had remained the same, but his promotion and having to move to Atlanta to take it changed everything. I wasn't about to follow him to Atlanta."
"I don't know of anything coming up during the day this week, but you will get first crack at it if something comes up."
"I'm counting on it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The divorce took eight months to become final mostly, she figured, because Jake was dragging his feet to give him time to come up with something that he could use to counter her filing of infidelity.
There would have been a ton of stuff he could have used if he could have gotten his private detective into the hotel to spy on her during the day. A week didn't go by that she didn't take care of at least one friend of Dan's or Dan himself and Harvey was a frequent visitor to the hotel.
Finally, probably because legal fees and whatever it was costing him to have her watched were eating him up he stopped dragging his feet and things were finalized. She was awarded half of the assets (money from savings, checking, certificates of deposit and half of the equity resulting from the sale of the house) a share of his pension and 401k and separate maintenance. She had her attorney make Jake's attorney an offer. She would give up the separate maintenance in exchange for Jake's half of the equity in the house. Jake's attorney responded and said the offer was unacceptable since alimony would stop as soon as she remarried which she could do the day after the divorce was final. In effect his client could end up giving up seventy thousand dollars in exchange for one separate maintenance check.
There was some negotiation and the end result was that she relinquished her claim on his pension and 401k in exchange for his half of the house, but she kept the separate maintenance. Jake didn't know it, but he would be paying her alimony for the rest of her life as she had no intention of ever getting married again. If she found some one she liked well enough she would live with him, but marriage was out of the question.
The day after the divorce was final she and Jake along with their attorneys, a woman from a title company and a man from the mortgage company met for the transfer of the ownership of the house into her name. Once all the papers were signed she asked for a private moment with Jake. When the room was cleared she opened her purse and took out her little black book and handed it to Jake.
"I want you to have this. It is a little something to remember me by."
Jake opened the book, leafed through the pages and then looked at her in confusion. "It is nothing but a bunch of pages with check marks on them?"
"But each one of those check marks has significance. Each mark represents a guy that I fucked after catching you with that slut at the beach. Remember how I always wanted you to eat my pussy before we had sex? Every time you licked my pussy one of those check marks had been in it just hours before your tongue got there. All of those check marks made you a cock sucker by proxy."



"You fucking bitch!"
"I know, but you are the one who made me that way. And as for being a bitch? How does this grab you. Ten minutes ago a special messenger handed a package to Miss Abigail Hodges. It contained a copy of everything that I have on your cheating ass. The reports, the video tapes, the audio tapes---all of it! Along with it there was a note that said:
"You may still want him, but at least you can't say you weren't warned. He cheated on me our entire marriage with multiple women. Just remember...once a cheater, always a cheater."
"Have a nice life Jake" and she walked out of the room with a huge smile on her face.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The night her divorce was final she, Pam and Marci went out to celebrate and the three of them ended up in an apartment with five guys. Marci had to leave at ten, but she and Pam took care of the five until noon the next day.
The next night she went out alone only intending to have a drink or two before going home and she ended up taking three guys home with her and three nights later she stopped for one drink again and ended up in an apartment with two more. She did another poker party for Dan and while on the bed with a cock in her mouth and a cock pushing deep into her pussy she finally admitted to herself that she really was a slut after all.
The next day she called Harvey and asked if his offer was still open.
"Of course it is. Who will I be getting the woman who said she wanted to get married again and settle down or the slut that I'm crazy about?"
"The slut Harvey; you get the slut."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
EPILOG
Harvey did indeed get the slut he wanted. She did whatever he wanted her to do and he wanted her to do a lot. He did set her up in a three bedroom condo and then handed her the deed to it. She sold her house and banked the money with the rest of her "earnings" against the day when Harvey might get tired of her. She didn't think it would happen - he was hinting at marriage - but she had learned that a girl needed to think ahead.
She never did tell Marci what Pam had told her about Bobby being in love with Marci. Bobby took care of that himself. He called Marci two and sometimes three times a week. Sometimes he brought Tony with him when he saw her and once or twice he had his dad with him. Eventually he told her how he felt about her and she immediately left her husband and sued for divorce. She asked for sixty percent of the assets and when her husband told her to go to hell she told him if he didn't settle and do it quick she would change her filing from "irreconcilable differences" to "infidelity" and then she dropped the private detectives report on him that she had obtained using some of the money she had made helping out Dan with his friends. His choice was simple - a sixty-forty split OR whatever the court ordered and a successful "infidelity" suit in a state that did not have "No Fault" could amount to a seventy-thirty split, alimony and a share of his pension and 401k when he retired. Frank wisely did not fight the divorce.
Bobby was going to set Marci up in an apartment and when Pam found out about it she put her foot down and said "no way." After a sit down between Pam, Bobby and Marci, Marci moved in with Pam and Bobby. So far it seems to be working out. Tony is a frequent visitor and seems to sleep over a lot. She and Harvey spend a lot of time there also.
Dan was upset at losing two of his best girls, but the women he hired to replace them turned out to be just as good when it came to "helping out" his friends and she and Marci did come back and visit Dan on occasion.
Jake moved to Atlanta and married Abigail Hodges. She had read the reports that had been sent to her and had decided that Jake had strayed because his wife was a cold fish in bed and she had tossed the report into the trash. Six months after her wedding to Jake she found that she had 'some how' gotten a social disease. Her divorce from Jake is pending.
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Author's forward –
I receive a lot of criticism for the way I end some of my stories. I have lived a long enough life to know that at any given time life hits a fork in the road and it can go one way or another. These forks in the road can happen every few week, every few days, every few minutes or even every few seconds. I often leave my stories at one of these forks in the road so the reader can use his or her imagination to give the story the ending that suits them. I make no apologies for this – it is my way. If the reader lacks the imagination to decide what outcome he or she prefers it is not my problem.
And yes, this is my way of letting you know that this is another of those stories.
++++++++++++++
The odds on it happening were maybe a million to one. Just guessing there since math never was one of my strong suits, but the odds definitely had to be high.
It was at Josie's company picnic. I was sitting in one of the porta-johns scattered around the park where the event was being held when a couple of guys walked up to use one of the other johns. They were laughing and one of them said:
"Could you ever be that clueless?"
"God I hope not."
"What do you think he would do if he knew Josie was in the back of Bill's van with Bill, Sam and Harry?"
"Maybe nothing. Maybe he knows what she does and he doesn't care."
"I can't believe that. Where is he now?"
"Charlie is supposed to be keeping him busy over pitching horseshoes and I'm supposed to get him involved in the volleyball game when they finish tossing shoes."
I'd just left Charlie at the horseshoe pits to come and take a quick dump. The talking stopped and I heard the other john door open and close. I sat there and waited and then I heard the door open and a voice say:
"Your turn."
The door closed and I kept waiting. A few minutes later the door opened and I heard:
"You been to the van for your turn yet?"
"No way Jose! I don't like sloppy pussy. If I can't be one of the first three I wo..." and his voice faded as they moved away.
Fuck no I didn't know, but I damned sure cared. I cracked the door open and peeked out. I saw the backs of the two men walking away. One was wearing a black Harley t-shirt and the other was wearing a green and white polo shirt. I knew who they were, but I didn't really know them. I'd been introduced to them along with a hundred others that I wouldn't see again until Josie's company Christmas party. I would attempt to get to know them better before the day was over and I'd select one of them to have a nice long talk with at a time more convenient to me.
I hurried back to the horseshoe pits before anyone started to miss me and wonder where I was. No sense in storming out to the parking lot to interrupt what was already going on. Best to keep looking clueless until I knew more – a lot more – about what my loving wife was up to.
Charlie and I had been beaten by two other guys and got out of the way to make room for the new challengers and we were standing there talking when the guy in the Harley t-shirt walked up to us. I remembered that his name was Todd.
"You guys doing anything right now?" he asked. "We need a couple more to play volleyball."
Charlie said he had promised his wife that he would spend at least a little time with her and the kids and he took off to find her. Knowing that it was Todd's job to keep me occupied I debated making him work for it, but decided not to. Better to be the unconcerned clueless husband for a little while longer.
After volleyball Todd and I sat at a picnic table and shot the shit. I asked him about his t-shirt since it was from a dealer in a town in North Carolina and he said he had at least thirty of them from different dealers in the country.
"I buy one when I'm out riding and I go into a town where they have a Harley dealer."
"You have a sled?"
"A 1975 Fat Boy that I rebuilt and restored."
"I had a 1986 Triumph Bonneville until I got married. Had to sell it because I couldn't afford a scooter and a car and the wife couldn't see going to the grocery store riding on the pillion."
White and green polo shirt joined us and seeing him from the front I remembered his name was Ryan. We sat there and talked bikes, cars and sports for about fifteen minutes until Josie and another girl walked up. Josie didn't look like she had been pulling a train in the parking lot, but maybe she'd been finished long enough to clean up a little and redo her makeup.
"The burgers and dogs on the grill are ready" Josie said, "So if you guys are hungry better get it while it's hot."
We all got up and headed for the food. As I walked along with Josie I wondered how long she had been cheating on me. I'd have to say that Todd and Ryan were right; I was definitely clueless. I'd not ever had any reason to doubt Josie. I thought that she loved me as much as I loved her and that our marriage was rock solid. There could have been a hundred warning signs that Josie was doing something that she shouldn't be doing, but I'd never have noticed them because it would never have occurred to me that she was doing something she shouldn't. But from what I'd heard while sitting on the toilet she was not only doing something that she shouldn't, but had been doing it for some time.
I had to face it. You don't go from loving and faithful wife to pulling trains in a van overnight. You don't go into Thursday night a faithful wife and then suddenly say to your co-workers:
"Let's do something different tonight. Let's go out in Bill's van and I'll fuck all of you. Won't that be fun?"
I had no idea what I was going to do where Josie was concerned, but when I did it I would do it knowing a hell of a lot more that I did right then. What I did know was when. Josie stopped every Thursday evening after work for drinks with her co-workers. Every other night of the week she got home before I did so it had to be on Thursday night or during her working hours. But then I had to stop and rethink that. I bowled on Monday nights so it could happen then. And on a Saturday or a Sunday I sometimes played golf and was gone for up to six hours. Then there was her every other week visit to her hairdresser. Did I really have any idea how long it took her to get her hair done? She was usually gone four or five hours, but did her only take an hour? Or a half an hour? Or did she do her own hair when she showered after being with whomever?
I had done a quick appraisal on both Todd and Ryan while we talked and there was no doubt in my mind that I could take either one of them, but I thought that Ryan would probably be the easiest one to break so Ryan was going to become my font of information.
I managed to get through the rest of the day without letting anyone know that Frank wasn't clueless any more. On the way home Josie asked:
"Did you have a good time today?"
"It wasn't bad." I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye as I said, "It was very informative. I learned a lot about things that I would rather not have known."
I saw her face tighten and then she said with a slight catch in her voice:
"Like what?"
I looked over at her with what I hoped was a blank face and paused a second or so to let her tense up and start to fear the worst and then I said:
"Todd talked me into playing volleyball. It almost killed me. I couldn't believe how out of shape I am. I always thought I was pretty fit. I guess I'm going to have to join a gym and start working out. Maybe start jogging again."
I saw the tenseness leave her body and she said, "You can't be too out of shape. You have more than enough energy to ring my chimes when we go to bed."
"Oh yeah?" I thought. "Then why are you putting out for your co-workers."
We showered when we got home. She went first and when she was done and I was taking my turn and soaping myself I wondered what her excuse would be for not making love that night. I was sure that she wouldn't want me feeling how loose her pussy would be – would have to be – after being gang fucked in the back of Bill's van. I was therefore surprised when I came into the bedroom and found her spread out on the bed naked and waiting.
This presented a problem for me. Our usual love making sessions started with me going down on Josie and then her pulling me into a sixty-nine after which she would indicate what she wanted – missionary, dog fashion or cowgirl – and then when we were done we would cuddle until one of us indicated a desire to go again or we drifted off to sleep. Going down on Josie knowing that she had been gang fucked earlier did not appeal to me, but not doing the usual would tip Josie off that things were not right. I had to keep her thinking that I was still 'Frank the Clueless' until I knew more and was ready to take steps. I convinced myself that she must have cleaned herself out really good when she showered because she wouldn't want me to feel the residue of her lovers. So I sucked it up (no pun intended) and crawled between her legs and started munching.
She didn't seem different to me, but then how would I know how to compare? As I worked on her I wondered how many times I'd done it after she had been on her back (or her hands and knees) with some other guys cock in her and I had to wonder if at those times she had cleaned herself out before we went at it. There was a time or two I thought she was really wet and once I had commented about it and she told me it was because she was super horny that day. According to her a couple of girls she worked with had described their wild weekend over lunch and their descriptions of what they had done had turned Josie on. I was so busy trying to make Josie scream that I didn't ask what the girls had done that had lit Josie's fire. If that was true and that was what really had Josie wet could it be possible that after hearing what they did Josie had decided that she had to experience it also? Is that what led her into the back of Bill's van? I'd probably never know.
Josie pushed and prodded me into our usual sixty-nine and then later had me do her doggie. I couldn't tell from eating her pussy that she had been gangbanged and I couldn't tell from fucking her that she had either. How could that be? I could understand her cunt tightening up after a couple of days, but a couple of hours? She came twice before I did and then she surprised me. Instead of snuggling up to cuddle like we usually did when I pulled out of her she spun around, took me in her mouth and went to work on rebuilding my hard on. I lay there wondering what had come over my wife.
We had always enjoyed sex and we usually made love three and four times a week, but to spend all afternoon getting banged and then to come home and keep on going? Something had most definitely happened to Josie and I intended to find out what. She did get me back up and the second time she wanted it missionary with her legs up on my shoulders.
Sunday was usually a day when we both slept in late unless I had a golf date, but that Sunday Josie woke me up early by fondling my cock until I was awake and then she said:
"Give you any ideas?"
It did.
I spent the day doing yard work and working around the house and wondering if my wife was becoming a nymphomaniac. The only other explanation that I could come up with is that she was feeling guilty over cheating on me and was trying to assuage her guilt. Sunday night was a repeat of Saturday night and I fell asleep exhausted.
+++++++++++++++
Monday I told my boss that I suspected that my wife was cheating on me or was about to and I asked if I could work through my coffee breaks and lunch period so I could leave early and be in place to follow her when she got off work.
"I've been there son and I know what you are going through. Take what ever time off you need and don't worry about your breaks and lunch period. I won't dock you any time."
I was parked up the street from where Josie worked ten minutes before her quitting time, but I wasn't there to follow Josie; I was there to follow Ryan. I followed him for two days and each day he stopped to have dinner at a Denny's and then went straight home. I checked out his apartment complex and figured out the best way to do what I was going to do. I didn't follow him on Wednesday night; I was at his apartment complex waiting for him to get home. I was behind one of the pillars that supported the staircase up to the second and third floors and when he put his key in his door and started to open it I came out from my hiding place. Five quick steps and I was behind Ryan and I put my shoulder into his back and sent him staggering into his apartment. I followed him in and kicked the door shut behind me. He recovered quickly and came at me and we exchanged blows. For a second or two I thought that I might have chosen wrong, but then I caught him a good one on the chin and it dazed him just enough that I could knee him in the crotch and he folded.
I took the zip ties out of my back pocket and secured his hands and feet and then I muscled him up onto his couch. I put and hand under his chin, lifted his head until I could look him in the eyes and then I said:
"We can do this the easy way or the hard way. You can answer my questions freely or I'll beat the answers out of you, but either way I won't be leaving here until I'm satisfied that I know everything that I want to know. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
He nodded a yes and then I told him that I had been in the portable toilet when he and Todd had walked up and I'd heard what they said.
"So what I want to know is how long has it been going on, when and how did it start and who all is involved. So start talking."
"It started about two months ago and it involves all of us in our section except Josie and Fred. Fred is newly married and won't cheat on his wife and while Josie wants to join in she says she can't without you being okay with it. She just doesn't know how to bring it up to you. That's what the deal was at the picnic. Todd and I saw you go into the john and then we walked over and said what we said. You were supposed to come out of the toilet and go storming down to the van."
"That doesn't make any sense. She won't do it unless I said it was okay, but I'm supposed to run down to the van, jerk open the door and catch her doing it?"
"You wouldn't have caught her doing anything except playing cards with Sue, Marge and Billie."
"You are making this up as you go along right? Do you have any idea how stupid this sounds?"
I drew back to smack him and he said, "I know it sounds stupid. It sounded stupid to me when Josie told me her plan and I told her how dumb it sounded, but she was pretty sure that it would work. You were supposed to go to the van, pull open the door and then stand there dumbfounded as the four girls looked at you and then Josie was going to say:
"What? You look like you expected to find something else?"
"Then one of the others would say, "Well, we all know what Bill uses this van for" and Josie would look at you and say "Is that what this is about? You expected me to be in here with Bill? Well he is a hunk and it might have been fun" and then Billie would say "He is a hunk and he is damned good in the sack. You ought to give him a try."
I looked at him as if he was from outer-space and he caught the look and said:
"I know, I know; dumb, really dumb. Anyway then Marge was going to say "If you do Bill I have first dibs on your hubby" then Sue was going to say "I'm next after Marge" and Billie would say, "Oh no you guys don't. We draw for who gets him first." Then Josie was going to say "How about it Frank? You want a taste of Sue, Billie and Marge? Should I go and get Bill?"
"You can't be serious."
"Not my plan man. I just played my part. I didn't think it had a prayer of working, but Josie was sure that if you knew you could tap Marge, Billie and Sue without Josie getting pissed off at you you would go for it. There wasn't any Plan B if you didn't take the bait and go storming down to the van. All I know is that the girls are working on another plan."
"Go back to the beginning. How did it start and how did Josie get involved?"
"You won't believe me if I tell you. Hell, I was there and I still have trouble believing it."
"Try me."
"It started during one of our Thursday nights after work. Up until that night all we had done was have a few drinks, bad mouth management and maybe dance a little to the juke box. But what made that night different was that Charlie had left work early for a doctor's appointment. He saw his doctor and then went to the bar to wait for the rest of us. Charlie can get a bit loud and pushy when he gets a snoot full and that night he had a two hour head start on the rest of us.
"Maybe an hour after we got there Charlie and Billie got up to dance. When they came back to the table and sat down Charlie shocked us when he said out loud to Billie:
"I want to fuck you so bad I can taste it.'
'Then Billie stunned us when she said, "Okay. You taste it and if you do a good enough job with your tongue I'll let you fuck me." Then she looked around the table and said, "As long as I'm in the mood anyone else want some?" Bill said, "Hell yes and we can use my van" and the three of them went outside to the parking lot. What none of us knew at the time was that Billie had just found out that her husband was fucking his secretary every day on their lunch hour and Billie was thinking about revenge when Charlie said what he said. Anyway, about ten minutes after the three of them left Mike got up and said "I've just got to see this" and he went outside. None of the four were back by the time the rest of us had to go home, but Bill's van was still in the parking lot when we left."
"How does Josie figure into that?"
"She doesn't, at least not then."
"Go on."
"The next day at work during morning coffee break Bill, Charlie and Mike told the rest of us what happened in the van."
He stopped there and I told him to finish it.
"When they got into the van Billie pulled her skirt up to her waist, took off her panties and layed back on the mattress. Bill was the first to get his pants off and he went to climb on top of Billie, but she pushed him away and told him that the deal was Charlie had to eat her pussy before anyone got to fuck her. Charlie got down between her legs and started eating her and Bill moved up and pushed his cock at her face. She tried to avoid it, but he grabbed her head and pushed his cock in her mouth. Once he was in she started sucking him. After several minutes Charlie pulled his head out of her pussy and started fucking her and when he came Bill took his place. While Bill was banging her Charlie stuck his cock in her mouth so she could suck him hard again. While that was going on Mike joined them. He watched for a bit and then undressed. Before they were done they had three-holed Billie a couple of times."
"Three-holed?"
"Yeah, you know; a cock in her mouth, pussy and ass at the same time."
"I still don't see where Josie comes into to this."
"Sometime during the day the girls got together and Billie told them about what went on in the van and she told them that she had loved it and was already looking forward to the next Thursday. For the next week that's all anyone talked about and on the next Thursday when Billie asked who was going out to the van with her Todd and I jumped up and said it was our turn. The three of us went out to the van, but before we could get started everyone was there wanting to watch. There were too many of us so we all chipped in and got a motel room.
"The room had two beds and me, Todd and Billie got on one of them and the others stood around and watched or sat on the other bed and watched as I fucked Billie while she sucked off Todd. I finished and Todd took my place and I took his place in her mouth. By the time Todd got his rocks off Sue and Charlie were naked and fucking on the other bed and Bill and Marge were going at it on the bed next to them.



"Josie had her panties off and was finger fucking herself while watching the action. Phil undressed and walked up to her and tried to pull her fingers out of her pussy so he could fuck her, but she wouldn't let him. I was busy trying to work my cock into Sue's ass so I lost track of what was going on between Josie and Phil, but the next time I looked their way they were kissing and Phil was finger fucking her while she was jacking him off. That's all she did though. It was the same for the next three weeks. She would let you suck her tits and finger fuck her and she would give you a hand job, but that is all she would do. She wanted to join in and once she was even on her hands and knees getting ready to suck Charlie's cock, but at the last minute she pulled back, said she couldn't and just jacked him off."
"That's it?"
"That's all I know about. I know Billie and Sue have gotten together with Charlie and Bill on nights other than Thursday, but I don't know about any of the others."
I cut the wraps loose and then said, "This little talk never took place. If I find out that you have mentioned it to anyone I'll burn you. You and Todd are the only single ones in the group so if I find out you have told anyone about this I'll make sure the husbands and wives of the others find out about what has been going on and I'll make sure that everyone knows the information came from you. Got it?"
He nodded a yes and I left his apartment. As I drove home I had the answers to at least two of my questions. I know knew why Josie's sexual appetites were fired up and I knew why she had been so wet the times I'd noticed. She was wet from getting off on some one's fingers. I was not at all happy with my bride. She might not consider having another man's hands on and in her body and his mouth on hers and on her tits as infidelity. She might not feel she was cheating as long as actual fucking didn't take place, but I didn't see it the same way. Granted, her body was hers to do with what she liked, but when she said "I do" she had given me exclusive rights. I didn't yet know what I was going to do, but I was not happy. I was not happy in the least. And there was something else. Something about my talk with Ryan didn't ring right, but I couldn't put my finger on it, but it would come to me eventually.
+++++++++++++++++
Josie was hot to trot that night; probably in anticipation of what she would be watching the next night. Or maybe actually participating in if she were to give up on involving me or somehow getting my approval.
Thursday morning I decided to throw some shit into the game. Over breakfast I said:
"I think I'll swing by and join you at the bar after work tonight. I had a pretty good time at the picnic with Todd and Ryan and I think I'd like to get to know them a little better."
I didn't say "Would you mind" or "Would it be all right with you" I just flat out told her I was going to be there and then waited to see what she would do. She didn't sound too enthused when she said:
"That would be nice. I'd like for you to get to know the guys I work with a little better."
As I drove to work I was thinking that there would be some interesting conversations in her office that day.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was maybe an hour after lunch and I was sitting on the toilet in the bathroom when what I had been thinking about on my way home from my talk with Ryan came back to me and I realized what it was that bothered me. What he'd said was too 'practiced' if that is the word I was looking for. It was almost like he was reciting from a script. Well practiced and memorized. Done well, I'd have to admit that, but just enough 'off' to plant something in my mind. I was going to have to do some more digging.
I left work early and hit Wal-Mart. They had a digital voice operated recorder that had a thirty-seven hour capacity and I bought two of them. Next stop was Radio Shack (I bought the recorders at Wally World because they were cheaper there) where I bought a lapel microphone with a cord that would plug into the recorder and a package of alligator clips. Then I headed over to where Josie worked. I watched her and her co-workers leave and then I went around the building to the loading dock. Josie's company had the third and fourth floors and they got off at five. The company that had the first and second floors was open twenty-four/seven and I knew the loading dock wouldn't be locked.
I was taking a gamble that I thought no one would expect me to take. I went through the loading dock hoping not to be noticed, but not really worried if I was. I had come through it once before and when the loading dock foreman had seen me and asked who I was and what I was doing there I told him I was there to surprise my wife. It was her birthday and I was going to take her out for a night on the town. If I got stopped I'd give a similar story.
No one saw me and I made my way up to the third floor. I crossed my fingers and hoped that everyone was gone from the office and then I went in. The floor seemed quiet and I quickly moved to Josie's work area. It took a few minutes to find a suitable hiding place for the recorder. From its hiding place it would be able to record anything said around Josie's desk and it would pick up her side of any phone conversations. If it were to be found by accident no one would be able to connect it to me. I got out of the building and as far as I knew no one had seen me.
I drove over to the bar and joined my wife and three of her coworkers – Todd, Ryan and Sue. Three guesses as to where the others were. As I sat down at the table with them I wondered if Ryan had talked and that Josie, Todd and Sue knew that I knew what they had been up to. They didn't show it if they did.
Todd, Ryan and I talked motorcycles and took turns dancing with Sue and Josie until it was time to head on home. Todd, Ryan and Sue were still there when Josie and I left and I wondered if they had enough time to get in a quick one with Sue before she had to get home to her husband and kids.
That night for the first Thursday in a month Josie didn't come after me when we went to bed. I took that to be further proof that our increased sex life was fed by either guilt or the excitement of what she had been doing. When she didn't make the move I did just to see if she would put me off. She didn't, but the wild unrestrained passion of the previous Thursdays wasn't there and there was no morning sex either.
++++++++++++++++
I left for work at my usual time and drove a couple of blocks away and waited to give Josie time to get out of the house and head to work and then I went back home. Out of my toolbox in the garage I got my wire cutters and wire strippers. I cut the microphone off of the wires it was attached to, stripped the wires and put alligator clips on them. I plugged the cord into the recorder and then went down to the basement and found the phone wires where they came into the house. I stripped the outer casing off the phone line exposing the four wires inside. I ignored the black and white wires and stripped the coating off of the red and yellow ones. I attached the alligator clips to the bare wires and then I went up to the kitchen, took out my cell phone and called the house phone. The phone rang and I answered it, said "Testing, testing" and then hung up. I went back down to the basement and checked the recorder and saw that the counter had advanced. I rewound it, hit play and heard "Testing, testing" and then I rewound it again and headed off to work.
++++++++++++++++
When I got home from work that evening Josie had dinner ready and she gave no indication that she suspected that I knew anything about what she had been up to. I remembered Ryan saying that Josie and the other women in the group were working on a new plan and I wondered what it was and when they would put it into play. There was no sex on Friday night and I was up and out of the house by seven to meet three friends for a round of golf. I would get home around two and since Josie was usually up by eight on Saturday she would have six hours without me around and maybe she would use some of that time to talk to her co-conspirators or for all I knew invite them over.
My game suffered that morning because I couldn't concentrate on it. I kept thinking about the situation with Josie and wondering what might be on the digital recorder when I checked it. I got home a little after two and Josie was in the basement doing laundry so I couldn't get to the recorder and then it was time to get ready to go to her Cousin Laurie's birthday party. I had to wait until Josie went shopping Sunday afternoon before I could get to the recorder. There were several calls I had to skip through to get to the one that was interesting.
"Hello?"
"Hi, it's me. Is he there? Can you talk?"
"Yes. He's out golfing."
"I'm dying of curiosity. Anything new to report?"
"No. Why would there be?"
"You mean he still hasn't said anything?"
"No. I'm watching him close and so far he hasn't let on that he knows."
"Have you decided what you are going to do?"
"About what?"
"About Thursday nights."
"You already know I'm not going to do anything until I can find a way to talk to Frank about things."
"Why are you playing games girlfriend? You want to do it. You know you want to do it."
"I won't be unfaithful to Frank and I've told all you guys that."
"Get real Josie. You already have been unfaithful. Phil, Charlie and Mike have all had their cocks halfway down your throat. Just because you haven't given up your pussy doesn't mean that you are still true to your hubby."
"That's not the way I see it Sue. My pussy and ass are Frank's and no one else's unless he says I can let someone else have them."
"Bull hocky girlfriend. The only reason you can still say that is because Marge and Billie pulled Todd off of you the last time we were all together."
"What do you mean?"
"You were so into giving Phil a blow job that you weren't paying any attention to anything else. You were on your knees gobbling Phil's dick and your ass was up in the air and waving and Todd stepped up behind you. He had his hands on your hips and a half inch of cock into you when Marge and Billie pulled him off. He had his cock starting in you and you never even noticed. I'd bet everything I have that if Frank hadn't interfered Thursday and you had gone to the motel with the rest of the guys you would have been on your back with three of them in you before you went home. The truth is that you want to do it, but are afraid to bring it up to Frank and it is going to happen whether you bring it up to him or not. Either talk to Frank and get him on board or quit stopping with the group because if you keep stopping it will happen whether you want it to or not."
There was a second or two of silence and then Josie said, "Todd really had his cock in me?"
"Just enough to start parting your lips. A half second more and he would have been all the way in."
"And I never noticed?"
"You weren't concentrating on anything except seeing how much of Phil's cock you could swallow."
"Well it is a pretty nice cock" Josie said and Sue laughed.
"Oh yes indeed it is girlfriend and the fact that you just said that is all the proof I need that with or without Frank's blessings you are going to become a full fledged member of the group and soon. I'd bet on the coming Thursday. Hey! Got to go. Hubby just pulled into the garage."
+++++++++++++++++++
As I walked back up the stairs my mind was in a huge tangle. I loved Josie. I loved her enough that I would have died to save her if it ever came to that, but loving her or not there were some things a man just could not tolerate, I wasn't at all happy with the finger fucking and kissing and hand jobs, but I figured I could work by them. But blow jobs? That was a different breed of cat and I didn't know that our marriage could survive that.
I didn't know if I could compose myself enough to face Josie right then so I went outside and busied myself doing yard work. I was cutting the grass when Josie got home and I went from that to pulling weeds out of the flower beds. I was washing my car when Josie called me in for dinner and then I did my best to keep up my end of the dinner conversation. After dinner I went out into the garage and found things to do to keep me busy and keep me from going into the house and having to be with my wife.
Eventually however bedtime was upon me and I went into the house, up to the bedroom and then into the shower. When I came out I found a naked Josie waiting for me on the bed and for the first time ever I told Josie that I wasn't feeling well. I could see that she was stunned by that, but I ignored her, slid under the covers and rolled onto my side with my back to her. After some hesitation she snuggled up against my back and I fell into a fitful sleep.
++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I was up and out of the house before Josie woke up and I spent most of the day at work not getting anything done as my thoughts on the situation with Josie rolled over and over in my head. By quitting time I still had no clear idea of what I was going to do. I did know that I needed to get my head out of my ass and get back to acting natural if I wanted to keep Josie confused. It was obvious from the conversation between Josie and Sue that Ryan had informed Josie and probably the entire group that he had blown the whistle on them and that Josie now knew that I knew. She had to be on pins and needles waiting to see what I was going to do and I wanted to keep her on that edge. To do that I had to act natural and keep on pretending I was "Frank the Clueless." That meant that if she offered pussy I needed to take it. But even at that there were limits. I would not be kissing the mouth that had sucked Phil's, Mike's and Charlie's cocks and let her think what she wanted to about that.
I left work early and was waiting when Josie and her bunch left work. I went in through the loading dock and up to Josie's desk and retrieved the digital recorder and once again I was sure that I hadn't been seen. I played the recorded as I drove home. There was a bunch of work stuff that I wasn't interested in and then it got to a place where I was. Once again it was Sue talking to Josie.
"What happened when you left?"
"Nothing."
"He didn't say anything? Do anything?"
"Not a word. He is acting like he doesn't know."
"You couldn't tell that he knows?"
"No, he hasn't shown a thing."
"I don't believe it. How could he not show something after Ryan told him everything?"
"I don't know, but maybe it was because Ryan didn't tell him everything."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Remember that we coached the guys not to mention the blow jobs if Frank came after any of them? We told them to only tell about the fingering and hand jobs. Maybe that was a mistake. Maybe he is still thinking about things. Maybe it is a case of Frank not being all that upset over what little Ryan told him and he is still trying to make up his mind about what to do. Maybe if Ryan had told him about the blow jobs he would be reacting differently. I'm hoping that the fact he hasn't confronted me means that he is thinking about doing what I hoped we could steer him into with the van setup. Maybe he is trying to talk himself into it. All I know is that I'm not going to do anything. He knows, I know he knows and I'm going to let him run with it and see what he does."
"Is that safe?"
"If he was going to go off on me he would have done it by now."
"What was he trying to do last night?"
"I don't know. I hoped he was going to bring it up with us and maybe indicate he wanted to be a part of it, but he didn't so maybe all it was was a way to keep me from being in the motel with the rest of the guys."
"So that's it? Wait and see?"
"Yep; wait and see."
There was a lot more on the recorder, but it all had to do with work. There were some sounds that I took to be the cleaning crew moving around in the office that evening or over the weekend and then some good mornings and how were your weekends. A couple of business related talks and then Sue and Josie again.
After an exchange of good mornings Sue asked, "Everything still the same?"
"As a matter of fact no. For the first time ever Frank wouldn't make love to me. I was ready and he turned his back on me."
"That isn't a good sign."
"No it isn't."
"What are you going to do?"
"What can I do? I just have to wait and see what happens."
"Yeah, but what are you thinking? You going to give up on Thursdays or just keep things going the way they are and hope?"
"I don't know Sue; I really don't know."
Just then Josie's phone rang and the rest of what was on the recorder was all work related.
Josie had dinner ready when I got home and we both acted as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Josie asked me if I was feeling better and I told her that I was.
"I think it was just a mild touch of stomach flu."
She smiled and said, "You left me horny last night and I've been carrying it around with me all day. Think you can help me out tonight?"
"I wouldn't be the bit surprised."
I helped her with the dishes and then we watched some TV until bed time. Once again Josie was naked and waiting for me when I came out of the shower and I crawled between her spread legs and started eating her pussy. She moved into a sixty-nine and we went at each other for about five minutes and then she pulled away from me and swung over me and rode me cowgirl style. After we had both gotten off she went down on me and got me hard again and that time she wanted me to "puppy fuck" her which is what she called dog fashion. It took a supreme effort on my part to keep it up as I remembered her Saturday conversation with Sue where I heard that she was on her knees ass up sucking Phil's cock while Todd was getting ready to do her doggie. I managed to get the job done and Josie snuggled up against me and we fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday and Wednesday passed with the two of us giving Academy Award performances as two people who had no secrets from each other. We did make love Wednesday night and when we were done and snuggled up I wondered if she had noticed that I hadn't kissed her in over four days. I had spent the time since hearing the Saturday conversation doing an awful lot of soul searching and by Wednesday evening I had decided what I was going to do.
I did love Josie and I loved her so much that I couldn't make a decision on my own so I took the cowards way out and dumped the decision onto her.
I woke up early Thursday morning and set the scene and then I left the house and headed out. I stopped at a Waffle House for breakfast and then went on into work. When Josie got up and came down to the kitchen to get her first cup of coffee she would find the kitchen table set for her. In the middle of the table she would find three sheets of paper. On her left the paper was a list of the names of the people she worked with. On the right was a blank sheet of paper with my wedding ring sitting in the middle of it. Between the two sheets the third piece of paper sat with only two words in big block letters on it.
"Your choice."
I would have my answer when I got home from work. She would either be home...or she wouldn't.
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This is another "Be careful of what you wish for" story. It is a story of how a lot of love can be as damaging as a little hate. It is a story about two people and how they managed to screw up their marriage.
+++++++++++++++++
Kathy and I had been married almost ten years. We met as the result of an accident. I accidentally backed into her car in a parking lot. The damage looked minor, but you can never can tell about things like that. There was no one around so I wrote a note and put it under her windshield wiper. She called me that evening about six and I suggested that we get together and exchange insurance information and all the rest of what she would need to file a claim.
She was a college student and had just gotten out of class and my office was only eight blocks from the campus so we settled on a seven o'clock meeting at Angie's which was a student hang-out just off campus. I told her that she would recognize me immediately because it was almost certain that I would be the only one there in a three piece suit and tie. She laughed and said she would probably be the only one there with flaming red hair.
I spotted her right away when I got there. She was sitting in a booth and I walked over, introduced myself and sat down. I asked her if she had eaten yet and when she said that she hadn't I waved the waitress over and ordered a large Angie's brick oven pizza.
"No anchovies work for you" I asked Kathy and she told the waitress, "No anchovies and extra pepperoni."
When the waitress was gone I pulled out my insurance card and driver's license and handed them to Kathy and she passed me a piece of paper that she had already written her information on. After she had copied my information she handed me back my stuff and said:
"You are an interesting man."
"In what way?"
"Most people would have just taken off and hoped that the damage wouldn't be noticed for days. In fact I probably wouldn't have noticed if not for your note,"
"What can I say? I just had a feeling that the car belonged to a gorgeous redhead with green eyes and I knew that the best way to meet her would be to hit her car and leave a note."
She looked at me for a second or two and then she smiled and said, "Damned if I don't almost believe you. And what were you going to do when you met this fantasy woman?"
"Get to know her better."
She was twenty-two, a senior, and working toward a degree in Marketing. She had interned at the same company two summers in a row and she had been invited to apply for a full time position when she graduated. She was single and not in a relationship at the time.
From me she learned that I was three years out of school, working for an investment firm downtown single and just out of a relationship that had turned bad. Then I asked her:
"How many am I going to have to kill to be first in line outside your door?"
"I don't know. Tell me more about this relationship that went bad. Whose fault? Hers or yours?"
"Hers mostly, but maybe a tiny bit mine."
"Do I get an explanation of that?"
"I caught her in bed with another man so I would say that the fault was mostly hers, but I have to accept the fact that I might have done something to put her there."
"Like what?"
"I've no idea, but there had to be a reason she went from me to him."
"Did you ask her why?"
"No. What would be the point? She made a choice and once that choice was made we were done. No need to talk about it."
"I'll have to say it again; you are definitely an interesting man. Most men that I know would have laid it all at the feet of the woman who cheated. Not one of them would have said that maybe some of it was their fault."
"Back to my question about the line in front of your door."
"You have my number. If you call maybe you can take cuts."
I did call and that led to a one year courtship that ended with Kathy being my bride.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Kathy was a virgin when we married, but she took to sex like a baby duck takes to water. She wanted to try it all and of course I obliged her. We quickly found that light BDSM and water sports were not for us, but Kathy did love to be eaten, loved sex in any position we could make work, had massive orgasms when we had anal sex and she would willingly swallow whatever her blow jobs could produce.
As the years went by things started to slow down a little in the sexual department. It wasn't so much a lack of desire as it was a case of same old/same old. Kathy had a higher sex drive than I did and she wasn't going to let things go stale. She began to look for ways to take the staleness out of things. Some of the things she came up with bothered me a little, but I felt that it was my lot in life to keep the woman I loved happy so I usually went along with whatever she came up with.
She thought it would be a kick to make love on the back seat of the car out at the local lover's lane at Steven's Point. We did it and I'll admit it was exciting, but I also sweated getting caught by the cops. Kathy got such a charge out of it that she wanted to do it again and over the course of the next year the back seat, and the front seat, saw plenty of action at Steven's Point, the Safeway supermarket parking lot, the Wal-Mart parking lot, two rest areas on the Interstate and various side streets in town.
One night we were sitting on the couch watching television when Kathy stood up, turned off the set and said:
"I want to go for a walk."
We walked outside into the bright full moon lit night and I asked her which way she wanted to go and she said down to the park. We walked down to the park which was eight blocks away and when we got there Kathy tried the swings for a bit, talked me into getting on the teeter-totter with her for a while and then she went over to the monkey bars. She played around for a bit and then she hiked up her skirt, pulled off her panties and told me to take out my cock. I looked around and didn't see anybody so I complied. Kathy got up on the monkey bars and arranged her body and then said:
"Get over here and fuck me lover."
Imagine if you can Kathy with her feet on one set of bars, holding on to a higher set of bars and pushing out so her body looked like a sideways "u" that put her sexy ass at just the right height and position so that all I had to do was step forward and slide right in. Add to that it was a bright, moonlit night and anyone coming into the park couldn't possibly miss seeing us. It was wild! Over the next six months we tried the swings, the teeter-totter, several picnic tables and – of course – we spent a lot of time on the monkey bars.
Then there was Kathy's prostitution phase. It didn't do much for me, but it turned Kathy into a sex fiend which in turn rocked my world. What Kathy did to me when she got wound up was dynamite.
It happened by accident. Kathy's car was in the shop and I was working late so I couldn't pick her up when she got off work. As a senior accounts manager Kathy was usually the last one to leave the office. She usually got off around five-thirty to five forty-five. She was going to come to my office and when I finished up we would go home from there. It was a little after six and just starting to get dark and Kathy was standing on the corner of Fourth and Sherman trying to make up her mind as to whether she should flag down a cab or take the bus when a late model Caddy slowed to a stop next to the curb. The passenger side window slid down and a voice said:
"How you doing Sweet pea?"
Kathy bent down and looked in the window and said, "Pardon me?"
"I asked you how you were doing honey, but we both know that what I'm asking is how much?"
As soon as he said that Kathy knew what was going on. The man thought she was a hooker standing on a corner. At first she was pissed. Granted, she was wearing a short skirt and heels, but the skirt wasn't all that short – it was just above the knee – but she didn't think she looked anywhere like the street walkers she had seen while driving around town and she was all set to dump on the guy when she changed her mind. Why call him a pig when she could string him along and then leave him hanging.
"How do I know that you aren't a cop?"
"Oh come on honey; you know cops can't solicit. That's entrapment."
"Cops have been known to lie to make an arrest stick."
"We both know that in this town to make a prostitution arrest valid they have to have it on tape."
"Tapes can be edited."
"Okay, how about this. You don't say nothing, just shake your head yes or no. You are a classy looking lady so what do you say to a hundred and I pay for the motel room?"
Kathy shook her head no and made an upward motion with her hand.
"One fifty?"
Again Kathy shook her head no and made an upward gesture with her hand.
"Two hundred?"
She shook her head no again and unbuttoned her blouse and showed him her 34Cs encased in a frilly bra. She leaned forward and gave him a good look at her cleavage and cupped her tits with hers hands. He took a long look and then said:
"Three hundred?"
Kathy smiled and reached for the door handle. She saw the guys eyes light up and she pulled her hand back from the door handle.
"Show me."
"Show you what?"
"You know. Do the one thing that a cop would never do. Show me."
"Oh, I get it" he said and he unzipped and pulled out his cock. He stroked it a couple of times and Kathy watched as it came erect.
"Satisfied now?"
She grinned and reached fro the door handle. She had the door opened about six inches before she pushed it shut and said:
"Sorry, but something about this just doesn't feel right."
She spun on her heel and walked away smiling as he screamed, "You fucking bitch!"
When he pulled away she flagged down a cab. When she got to my building she came into my office, locked the door behind her and then asked me if I had a twenty dollar bill. I said I did and she asked me to give it to her. I gave it to her and she said:
"I could have gotten three hundred for this, but I'm giving you the family discount so you only have to fork over twenty."
She lifted her skirt, took off her panties and then turned and bent over my desk.
"Hurry baby, hurry. Fuck me like a twenty dollar whore"
She was wet when I slid into her and all I really had to do was stand there while she went nuts driving back at me. When it was over I asked her what got into her.
"It wasn't what got into me lover; it is what wanted to get into me" and then she told me the story. "You want to know the weird part? I really wanted to get into that car and find out what it would be like to fuck some stranger for money."
That was the start of it. From then on, at least once every two weeks she would go out and walk on the street until someone pulled over and tried to pick her up. I was always parked where I could watch her and be close enough to get to her if there was trouble, but there never was. She always pulled that, "Show me. Do what a cop would never do and show me" and then after the guy had pulled out his cock she would say something didn't feel right and walk away. When she'd had her fun we went home and she fucked me into near exhaustion.
+++++++++++++++++
The next thing that came along was the result of an accident. Kathy had gotten into a fender bender and her car was in the body shop being repaired. Until she got it back I was dropping her off at work in the morning and picking her up at night. She got off work a half hour before I did and one night instead of sitting in the lobby of her building and waiting for me she called me and told me she would be waiting for me at the lounge just down the street.
When I got to the lounge I found that it was happy hour and the place was packed. Kathy was sitting at the bar with a Rob Roy in front of her and three guys talking to her. It took me a minute or so to push through the crowd and I came up behind her just as the guy on her left said:
"It is only ten minutes from here and I really would like a woman's opinion on how to decorate it."
"I'd really like to" Kathy replied, "but I can't tonight. Maybe some other time."
"I'm here every night for happy hour."
"I'll remember that."
"Are you sure..." and at that point I tapped Kathy on the shoulder and she turned and said:
"Oh, there you are."
She picked up her purse and got up. As we walked toward the door Kathy said:
"I have to use the little girl's room before we leave."
"I need to go too. I'll meet you out front."
"Make sure you wipe it down good lover; it is going to be in my mouth as soon as we get in the car."
I was sitting in a stall when someone came in and I heard a guy say:
"I ought to kick your ass for butting in on me like that. I would have had her if it wasn't for you."
"Bullshit! She was waiting for that guy."
I recognized the voice of the second guy as being the voice of the guy who had been trying to get Kathy to go to his apartment. I could hear the sound of their whizzing as the first guy said:
"It didn't matter. She was ready. I saw it in her eyes and if you hadn't of butted in I'd have had her out of here before the guy she was waiting on got here. She wanted it dude; it was a plain as day that she wanted it."
I heard the second guy over the sounds of the sink as they washed their hands:
"If she really wants it she'll be back. I told her I was usually here every night for happy hour."
"Maybe so, but I don't know about another night. What I do know is that she was a sure thing for tonight."
"Water under the bridge my man. Lets see what we can do with those tw..." and the door closed behind them. I washed my hands, met Kathy outside and we went and got in my car. She slid over next to me and her hand went to my zipper.
"Hurry home lover" she said as she worked my cock out. "I'm horny as hell and I need to be laid."
As she was stroking my cock she said, "Did you see them trying to pick me up? They wanted me. They really wanted me. They were trying to get me out of there before you could get there."
She lowered her head and took me in her mouth and as she worked to bring me off I thought about what I had seen when I first got to the bar. I thought about it and I knew what was going to be coming up next. What had happened turned Kathy on and Kathy would do just what she had done when exhibitionist sex turned her on and just what she did when the prostitution thing turned her on. She would want to do more of it until something newer came along.
Kathy was riding me cowgirl and talking about her time at the bar.
"They wanted me lover; I know they wanted me."
"I know they did" I said and I told her about what I'd overheard in the men's room.
"They could see that? They could tell from my eyes that I wanted them? They knew from my eyes that I was ready? I was lover, I was ready. It's weird baby, but as he talked I really did reach the point where I wanted to go to his apartment. It was the same feeling I had when the guy in the Caddy tried to buy me. I wanted to get in that car. The very same feeling lover, I really wanted to go to that apartment."
"Would you have gone if I had not have shown up?"
"Of course not! Fuck me lover, fuck me hard. Get me off lover; make me cum."
+++++++++++++++++++
It was two days later when I came home to an empty house. That was odd since Kathy always beat me home. Maybe half an hour after I got home Kathy came in. She dropped her purse on the table, gave me a passionate kiss and said:
"Bedroom. Now!"
She pushed away from me and headed for the bedroom dropping clothes along the way. I knew my lines in the play so I followed her undressing as I went. In the bedroom she pushed me back on the bed and then she mounted me. As she rode me cowgirl she said:
"I stopped by the lounge after work. He wasn't there, but I hadn't been on the bar stool long enough to get the cushion warm before I had a half a dozen guys trying to hustle me. They all wanted me."
She was pounding down hard on me and moaning. "And I wanted them baby, I wanted them. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
I pulled her down to me and rolled putting her on her back and then I drove hard into her. Hard and fast while she cried out:
"Make me cum baby, make me cum."
She had an orgasm and she dug her nails into my back and ass and moaned:
"More baby, more."
I was able to give her one more before I reached my climax. As soon as I was out of her she spun around and went for my cock with her mouth and went to work at getting me back up. It was an exhausting evening. When I couldn't answer the call any more we lay there and I asked:
"Do you think it is wise for you to go into that bar alone?"
"What's the matter baby, don't think I can handle myself? You don't trust me?"
What could I say to that? I gave her a reassuring pat on the arm and got up to go to the kitchen to fix us a bite to eat.
The next day was a repeat. She got home a half hour after I did and pulled me straight into the bedroom.
"He was there tonight" she said as she rode me. "He wants me. He wants me bad. We talked about his apartment and me looking at it to give him a woman's perspective. He wanted me baby, and I wanted him. I wanted to go to his apartment in the worst way. Oh God baby, fuck me."
It was two days before it happened again. Same story. "He wants me" she moaned as she bounced up and down on my cock. When we were done she said:
"He keeps trying to get me to go to his apartment." She hesitated for a moment and then said, "I told him tomorrow. I told him I would meet him for a drink and then we could go and look at his apartment."
"You what!" I almost screamed as I pushed her away from me.
"Don't go getting all wound up on me baby. I'll meet him, have the drink and when we get up to leave the bar you will walk in and say something like, "Oh there you are. I was hoping to find you here."
"One of these days Kathy your little games are going to backfire on you,"
"There you go again; not trusting me to be able to handle myself."
Wisely I kept my mouth shut.
The next day Kathy called me at work and gave me her game plan. She would walk into the lounge at a quarter to six. She would order her drink and nurse it until six and then she would order another. At six fifteen she would tell the guy she was ready to go. That would give me plenty of time to get to the lounge and get into position to intercept them as they were leaving.
It was as if I had been looking into a crystal ball the previous evening when I told Kathy that someday one of her games was going to backfire on her. I hadn't gotten a block from work when I ran into a traffic jam. An accident was causing traffic to back up for blocks. Finally the two vehicles were pushed out of the way and traffic began moving again. When I pulled into the lounge parking lot it was twenty to seven – a good twenty-five minutes later than Kathy's six-fifteen!
I went inside not having a clue as to what I was going to find. Had Kathy gone to his apartment when I hadn't showed? The first thing I saw when my eyes adjusted to the light level was apartment guy sitting at the bar taking with a couple of other guys. I looked around and didn't see Kathy. As I was looking around the place a waitress came up to me and said:
""You look like a Rob; am I right?"
""Yes, I am a Rob."
"Kathy said to tell you to go back out to your car and wait" and then she walked away.
I took one more quick glance around and then went back out to the car. I sat there maybe two minutes before I saw Kathy come out of the place, look around, see me and head for the car.
"Where were you" she asked as she got into the car. I told her what had happened and then asked her what had happened.
"We were almost at the door and you weren't anywhere around so I told him that I had to make a quick trip to the ladies room before we left. And then I described you to one of the waitresses and told her to tell you to wait in the car for me."



"You hid out in the bathroom for almost half an hour?"
"The alternative would to have come out and go with Hal to his apartment. Would you rather I have done that?"
By then I was just a little pissed by her attitude. The "would you rather" and all the recent "What's the matter, don't you trust me" she had thrown at me had me a little wound and I snapped:
"Why not? It is what you wanted to do anyway."
Kathy gave me a nasty look and we proceeded home in silence. There was no mad, passionate love making in our house that night.
++++++++++++++++++
That night put an end to Katy's stopping at the lounge and in a couple of days things were back to normal between Kathy and me. Kathy waited a week and then she hit me with her next idea.
"I had fun going to that lounge and teasing guys. I want to do it again, but at some different places only I don't want to risk any more traffic jams. We can go to a place and you go inside and get a seat where you can watch what goes on and then I'll come in and take a seat and we will see what happens. Or I'll go in first and then you come in."
I knew better than to say, "No thanks, I don't think so." Besides, I didn't see where things could go wrong with me being there as Kathy's safety valve. Silly me, right?
The first couple of dozen times there were no problems. Kathy would take a seat at the bar or at a table and then the guys would try to move in on her. She never had to pay for a drink (other giving out a dance or two) and after she had a sufficient number of tongues hanging out she would get up and leave and we would go home and fuck like sex crazed bunnies. Did either one of us think that what she was doing was terribly bad? Hell no! She had her wedding rings on and the guys still came after her any way. They deserved the blue balls they went home with.
But Kathy likes to push the envelope. She began dressing sexier. Low cut blouses that showed plenty of cleavage. Short skirts that showed plenty of leg. Sexy high heeled 'come fuck me' pumps. When the guys asked her to dance she let them get closer. She allowed their hands a liberty or two. I sat and watched and got more and more uneasy about things.
Then on our twenty-sixth time things got out of hand. It started out like a usual night. I went in first and picked out a spot where I could see most of the place. Ten minutes later Kathy came in and took a seat at the bar. Within minutes she had a guy move in and offer to buy her a drink. More guys, more drinks and then she was out on the dance floor. Guys pulled her in close and grinded against her. A hand went to her tit and she pushed it away. Hands went to her ass and pulled her in tight and she didn't push them away.
I was sitting there and getting more and more pissed at what was going on and I was on the edge of my seat on the verge of going out on the dance floor and dragging Kathy out of the place when the band took a break. Kathy got her purse and headed for the ladies room and a second or so later the guy she had been dancing with, the one who had put both of his hands on her ass, got up and followed her. I still to this day don't know what made me do it, but I got up and followed along.
At the end of the hallway that led to the bathrooms there was a storeroom and I got to the hallway just in time to see the guy trying to pull Kathy into that storeroom. I hollered "Hey!" and ran down the hall toward them. Stupid move on my part. The "Hey!" gave the guy enough warning that he was able to set himself up to meet me. By the time the bouncers pulled us apart the guy was missing three teeth and I had a broken nose. Kathy was blubbering and trying to stop my nose from bleeding with a handkerchief and I pushed her hand away and snarled:
"Leave me the fuck alone!"
The ride to the hospital was silent and after my nose was set in the ER the ride home was just as silent. We were in the house before Kathy said:
"Why did you holler at me to leave you alone?"
"Because you were the one who caused it. You just had to let those assholes put their hands on you more and more and you never stopped them and that led up to me having to fight some asshole who was going to rape your teasing ass. You couldn't just let things be. You just had to dress sexier and sexier and go farther and farther to feed your goddamned 'excitement' jones and I get to be the guy who pays the price."
"You also got to be the guy who got all the benefit from it or did you forget that part?"
"Yeah, but is it worth the price I have to pay sitting there watching and seething as you let asshole after asshole take liberties with you? I don't think so. No more Kathy, no more" and I stomped off to bed.
Things were a little chilly around the house for about a week and then on a Saturday I woke up to Kathy sucking on my cock. When I was fully awake Kathy said:
"I'm sorry baby, please forgive me, I'm sorry."
++++++++++++++
Six months went by without Kathy coming up with any more ideas. Our sex life settled down some to two or three times a week. It was nice easy love making, but there wasn't any of the wild passion that had been there when Kathy played her games.
One night after we had made love Kathy asked me if I had any fantasies of a sexual nature and I told her that I didn't have any. Then I asked her why she had asked.
"I don't know; just curious I guess."
"Do you have any?"
She looked away for several seconds and then said, "One."
"What is it?"
"I'd rather not say."
"If I had said yes when you asked me that question and then tried to duck telling you what it was you would have badgered me until I told you so I'm not letting you get away with stonewalling me. What is it?"
"You couldn't handle it."
"How do you know I can't handle it?"
"I know you Rob. I know that there isn't any way you could handle it."
I wouldn't give up and I kept after her until she finally relented and told me. My jaw hit the floor when she said:
"I want to make love to another man while you watch."
I just stared at her for several seconds and she said, "Well?"
I finally found my voice and said, "Well what?"
"What do you think?"
"I don't know what to say. That was totally unexpected."
"Well at least you didn't sputter and yell out "Hell no."
"What? You expected me to say, "Sounds like a good idea?"
"A girl can hope."
"You are so dissatisfied with me that you want another man?"
"Don't be silly Rob. I am absolutely satisfied with you."
"Then what the hell is with this other man shit?"
"It isn't shit honey. You know I was a virgin when we got married and you know how quickly I took to sex. I've always wondered what I missed by staying pure until I walked down the aisle. I've always wondered what another man would be like. Remember me telling you how badly I wanted to climb into that car when the guy thought I was a hooker? And the time I told you that I really, really wanted to go to that guy's apartment? It isn't a new fantasy sweetheart; I've had it for years and years."
She leaned over and kissed my cheek. "I'm not at all interested in replacing you baby. You will never have to sweat that." She turned and shut off the light and cuddled up next to me and in minutes she was asleep. I was on my back staring up at the ceiling as visions of Kathy climbing into strange men's cars and going into strange men's apartments moved through my mind. It was very unsettling.
The next morning over breakfast I asked, "Could you really make love to another man?"
"It is just a fantasy Rob, not reality."
"I'm curious. Why do you want me watching?"
"So you will feel a part of it. I couldn't do it alone because that would seem too much like cheating. If you were there it would be like you were putting your stamp of approval on it."
"You would expect me to approve of you fucking other men?"
"Not "other" men honey, just one. Just to see what it would be like."
"It doesn't sound like you are talking fantasy now. It sounds like you really want to do it."
She looked away from me and didn't say anything so I let the subject drop. But not talking about it and not thinking about it are two very different breed of cat. I could not get it out of my mind that Kathy wanted to fuck another man. Kathy said that she'd had the fantasy for years and years and I wondered why she had suddenly brought it up. I wasn't stupid. I knew Kathy and I knew that she knew me well enough to know that if she asked me about my fantasies that I would ask her what hers were. And she knew that when she hedged I would stay on it until I got it out of her. The question was why did she want me to know? Why now after all these years? The answer that I came up with – rightly or wrongly – was that she was on the edge of doing it and she wanted me to say it was okay.
Well it wasn't okay!
I didn't want my wife fucking another man. It wasn't my fault that she was a virgin when we got married. That was her choice. If she would have had fifty sexual partners before we got married it wouldn't have mattered at all. I would still have married her. God knows that I spread my share of pollen before we got married. What happened before the engagement and the wedding vows was none of my business or hers. No! No fucking way did I want her sampling another man.
But then I was left with the question of would she do it anyway even if I didn't say that it was okay. The answer that I came up with to that was unsettling to say the least. I did not think that she would deliberately set out to do it, but if the right set of circumstances occurred it could happen even if she hadn't been looking for it. I remembered how she was when we played her game at the bars; how she got progressively more accepting of what her dance partners were doing. If I hadn't been there would she have gotten worked up enough that without even thinking of what she was doing she would let something happen?
And another thing. Something that I hadn't thought of before. When I saw the guy pulling Kathy toward that storeroom I was keyed on him and not her. Was she trying to fight him off? Trying to pull away from him? Was she so into what they had been doing on the dance floor that she was going to let something happen? I had no answers to those questions. There were some answers though. If she did it behind my back and I found out would our marriage continue? No! If she told me she decided to do it and went ahead after I said no would we still have a marriage? Again the answer was no.
Should I ignore it and hope it would go away? How in the hell could I do that? I would always be waiting to hear the other shoe drop. After a week of rolling it over and over in my mind I came to the realization that it was going to happen. Sooner or later Kathy was going to do it. If she did it and I never found out we would be okay. But I would find out. I knew Kathy well enough to know that she couldn't hold it in. She wouldn't be able to live with the guilt. Sooner or later she would confess and then we would be toast.
I loved her and I didn't want to live my life without her in it, but if she cheated on me she was gone. The only way I could see making our marriage last was to allow her to have her fantasy. And it was going to happen. I knew it was almost a certainty. A girl's night out, stopping for drinks after work with the girls she worked with, a party where she had quite a bit to drink, any one of those combined with the right set of circumstances and it would happen. I had to give her my permission because if it happened without it we were through.
I sat on it for a week and thought and re-thought it and finally I bit the bullet. Over dinner one night I flat out asked Kathy:
"Is your fantasy really just a fantasy or do you really want to do it?"
She looked at me for several seconds and then she said, "I want to do it."
"I want you to think long and hard on this Kathy. I don't know how I am going to handle it. Are you willing to risk your marriage just to satisfy a fantasy?"
"It won't hurt us Rob. I'll just be satisfying a curiosity. I won't be looking for any emotional involvement."
"That's what you say now, but what happens if your lover gives you a bigger or better orgasm than I do. What if he is more sexually satisfying? What if you try another man and it is so different for you that you want to try a third and then a fourth to see how much different they can be?"
"I wouldn't do that. Only the one Rob, I swear – only the one."
"I wish to God you had never brought up the subject. I don't want it, but you have put me between a rock and a hard place. Damned if I do and damned if I don't. If I say yes and don't handle it well our marriage might not survive. If I say no and you do it anyway our marriage would be over."
"I would never do it without you knowing."
"You say that now and you could very well mean it, but time changes things. You say that you have had this fantasy for years and years and for those years and years the fantasy kept getting stronger and stronger until it was so strong that you brought it out in the open to see how I would respond. The only reason for doing that is because you have reached the point where you really want to do it. You want my blessing, but the big thing is that you want to do it and you will still want to do it even if I say no fucking way. So three, six or nine months from now something happens that would give you your chance to try it without me ever knowing. How strong would your fantasy have grown by then? Strong enough that you might take the chance?
"Think back to the guy who thought you were a hooker; you really wanted to get in that car with him. Or the guy who wanted you to go to his apartment. You really, really wanted to go to it with him. What if something similar happens a year from now? With your fantasy getting stronger and stronger as the months go by would you back away or would you get into the car or go to the apartment? That's what you have me looking at now Kathy. Say yes and it doesn't go right and we are done. Say no and have you maybe do it anyway and we are done. The only thing I can do is say yes and hope to God I can handle it or hope that you will realize what a huge gamble you would be taking and decide that it wouldn't be worth what you would lose. Take your time Kathy and really think it through and then let me know what you want to do."
"I don't need to take any time Rob. I want to do it and I know that everything will be fine between us. I love you and you know I do and you love me and I know it. There is nothing that can tear us apart. I'm glad you are nervous over it. If you would have said, "Oh sure Kathy; go ahead and have a good time" I would have been hurt that you could care so little about it. I know how unsure you are about it because I've had all the same thoughts myself, but I'm positive that everything will be okay between us. The fact that you will trust me to do it just makes the bond between us all that much stronger."
"All right then Kathy, go ahead, but one thing. I'll be in the house somewhere, but I will not watch. That would be just too humiliating for me."
"But you have to be there Rob. I can't do it if you aren't there."
"Then I guess you aren't going to do it."
"Please Rob. That's the only way I can do it and really know that it is okay with you."
"No Kathy. No way! I'm not going to stand there while another man uses you and smirks at me while thinking, "Can't take care of your wife? Watch how a real man does it."
"Please Rob. Do it for me, please?"
"No Kathy. I'll be in the house – in the next room even – but I will not watch and at no time will I let whomever you pick see me or will I see him. Listening will be bad enough and that is as far as I'm willing to go."
She was silent for several seconds and then she asked, "When can I do it?"
"That's up to you Kathy. I'll let it happen, but I won't have anything else to do with it."
"I think I'd like to do it next Friday. I'm not insensitive to the way you feel and I think we will need to do some serious hand holding after it is over. If we do it Friday that will give us the weekend alone."
"Next Friday? Isn't that kind of quick? Or do you already have someone picked out?"
"No I don't, but I need to get this out of the way before you back out on me. I'm a fairly good looking girl. If I can't come up with someone within an hour of my walking into whatever place I go to it will be a serious blow to my ego." She leaned over and kissed me. "Thank you lover. Thank you for loving me enough to trust me on this and thank you for being mine."
+++++++++++++++++++++
The week passed by quickly and all too soon it was Friday. Work sucked all day. I couldn't get what Kathy would be doing that night out of my mind and I couldn't blame anyone but myself for my mood. I was the one who said yes. I thought back to the night when Kathy said:
"Thank you for loving me enough to trust me."
The reason I agreed to go along with it was that I didn't trust her. I didn't trust that someday her fantasy and circumstances would come into perfect alignment and she would get carried away and do it. That she would feel guilty after I didn't doubt, but it still would have been cheating and when I found out our marriage would be over.
So there I was. Sitting at my desk at work and trying to wrap my mind around the fact that I'd told my wife she could have sex with another man in the hopes of keeping her and saving my marriage and just how weird was that?
I was a nervous mess when I got home from work. I tried to find projects around the house that would maybe keep me busy and keep my mind off of what was going to happen later. The plan was that Kathy would get off work, hit a bar or lounge, pick up a suitable sex partner and then call me when she was on the way home. Kathy got off work around five-thirty and the call came at five after six. That sure didn't take long I thought. Her ego sure wouldn't be suffering any.
It was a hot August day and I was working in the basement. Because of the heat I had the windows open and I was standing by the one that faced the front yard and was just to the left of the front porch. I heard a car door slam and two people talking as they came up the walk. The voices became clearer as they got closer and as they were walking up the front steps I heard:
"Are you sure that he isn't in there waiting for me with a baseball bat?"
"Don't worry about it. I told you; he is all right with this."
"I have to admit that when you told me two months ago you could get him to go for this I thought you were nuts. I hope you were worth the wait."
"Oh I am sweetie. I can promise you that you won't be disappointed."
I stood there stunned.
She told him two months ago she could get me to do it? Two months ago? And then something else registered. I knew that voice. I couldn't picture who it was, but I'd heard that voice. I wiped my hands on a rag and headed upstairs. Kathy and her stud were already in the bedroom and undressing when I walked in the bedroom door and I saw why the voice was familiar. It was apartment guy. Kathy saw me and smiled thinking I'd changed my mind and was going to watch. The smile disappeared when I said:
"Pull your pants back up sport. You might get to fuck the bitch, but it ain't going to be tonight and it ain't going to be here. Maybe in that apartment you were so eager to get her to. Right now you need to saddle up and move out before I get that baseball bat you were worried about."
"Rob? What are you doing? You said th..."
"Shut up Kathy."
"You said it wa..."
"I said shut up Kathy. One more word out of you and I'll push you out the door right behind him and you can follow him to that apartment that you really, really wanted to go to."



She wisely shut up and stayed silent while I watched 'apartment guy' hurriedly dress and then head for the door. Once he was gone I told Kathy that she could sleep in the bedroom since she had fouled it with 'apartment guy's' presence and I would sleep in the spare bedroom.
"Tomorrow when I'm calmer we can talk and decide where we go from here, but you might as well know now that things don't look to good and you might want to start making a list of what you want to take out of the wreckage of our marriage.'
And then I walked out of the room before she could say a word, went out and got in my car and headed for the nearest bar. It was after midnight when I got home and Kathy was waiting for me in what used to be our bedroom.
"Rob honey, we need to tal..."
"I don't need a fucking thing from you Kathy except your fucking silence. I said we would talk tomorrow."
I grabbed my pillow off the bed and went across the hall to the spare bedroom. I locked the door behind me and it wasn't more than a minute before Kathy tried the door knob. Finding the door locked she knocked and called out:
"Rob? We need to talk Rob. We need to talk now Rob, not tomorrow, but now."
I put my shoes back on, opened the door and pushed by her. I got in my car and drove to a motel. In the morning I had breakfast at an IHOP and then around ten I went home. I found a red-eyed and haggard looking Kathy waiting for me when I got there.
"Where have you been? I've been worried sick."
"You wouldn't leave me alone like I told you so I left and went to a motel."
"But why did you behave like that last night? You told me I could go and then you went all freaky on me. I don't understand."
"You should. You have had all night to think about it."
"Think about what? You told me I could do it and then you went nuts on me."
"Think back to what I said to your stud. The part about going and getting the baseball bat he was concerned about. When did he mention me being inside waiting for him with a baseball bat?"
"When we were on the porch. But I told him that he didn't have to worry because you were okay with what we were going to do."
"What else did he say?"
"I don't know Rob. We were both a little nervous and we talked, but I don't remember about what. We were talking to hide our nervousness from each other."
"Well let me tell you what I heard. I believe the exact words were, "I have to admit when you told me two months ago you could get him to go for this I thought you were nuts." Remember it now? You have been planning to fuck that asshole for over two months now. Playing me for a fool. Or have you already been fucking him, but just wanted the extra thrill of doing it in front of me? I can't believe I fell for it. I listened to your "I just want to try another man once just to see what it would be like." Leading me to believe that it didn't matter who, just as long as it was someone different. Yeah, right! Didn't matter who and all the time the two of you were setting me up."
"It wasn't that way Rob."
"Oh no? Then what was with that bullshit you fed me Thursday night. "If I can't find someone within an hour of walking into whatever bar I go to it will be a serious blow to my ego." You told me that already knowing where you were going and who you were going to bring home. You played me for a sucker Kathy. You played me and I fell for it. All I can say is that I hope that it was worth it. As far as I'm concerned all that's left is to divide our stuff and call the lawyers."
"You can't be serious Rob."
"Of course I am. I need to get away from you Kathy. I don't want to be around when you start spreading pollen. I'll get out of the way and you and apartment guy can get on with what you were planning on doing."
I shook my head in disgust and muttered, "Two months. Two fucking months. I can't believe that I was so stu..."
"That's enough Rob!"
"What?"
"I said that is enough!"
"That isn't nearly enou..."
"Shut the fuck up Rob! If you think I am going to sit here and listen to a one sided rant you are crazy. You wouldn't talk to me last night, but you are going to listen to me right now. I have never had sex with Hal. I have never had sex with anyone but you. Did I want to have sex with Hal? Yes I did. With Hal or with someone else. Or Rob, or! Did I set you up as you claim? No I did not. I involved you, not set you up. My fantasy of wanting to experience another man has been getting stronger over the years, but as bad as I wanted to do it there was no way – no way Rob – that it was ever going to happen without you being on board with it. I don't care how strong the urge it is not going to happen behind your back.
"The first step was to let you know what my urges were and see how you would respond. I asked you about your fantasies knowing that you would ask me about mine and that is just how it happened. I explained to you what I wanted to do and why and you said I could. That brings us to Hal. Two days after the traffic jam aborted our plan for Hal I went back to the bar to talk to him. I stop in there every once in a while with some of the people from work and I wanted to be able to stop without having a problem with him. I told him that I was sorry, but there was no way we could do anything because of my feelings for you. I told him that when I came out of the bathroom I saw you and so I ducked back in and waited until he got tired of waiting for me and either left or went back to his seat at the bar.
"Every time I did stop he was there and he kept trying and I kept saying no, that I couldn't cheat on you and one day when I said I couldn't cheat on you, that there was no way I would go behind your back he said:
"Then don't go behind his back. Ask him if it is okay."
I told him that he was out of his mind and he said that he had heard of men who let their wives play around and that I'd never know if I didn't ask. That gave me the idea of bring you into my fantasy. I asked him if he could perform while being watched and he said that it wouldn't be a problem. So yes Rob, I did line him up as my partner two months ago and there was a reason for it. Did you think I was silly enough to walk into a bar, pick up some stranger and bring him home and take a chance on picking up a disease and passing it on to you? I told Hal he could be the one if I could talk you into it but he would have to bring me a letter from his doctor stating that he was disease free. That takes a little time. He got the letter for me two days before you gave me the go ahead.
"Was I trying to be sneaky? Not one bit. I knew you would recognize Hal as soon as you saw him and don't give me any of that crap that you would never see him. You might not stay in the room and watch, but I know you Rob and there was no way – no fucking way – that you weren't going to take a quick peek and see who it was."
"What about the charade of going out Friday and all that shit about your ego?"
"Would you have let me go if I had said, "Okay, I'll go pick up Hal and be right back?" I was gambling that once we were here you would accept it as a done deal and let it happen."
"Even if what you say is true I still feel like I've been tricked. When I asked you if you had someone already picked out you lied to me and said you didn't. You played me Kathy and I'm not the least bit happy about it. You know how reluctant I was to let you do it to begin with so you should have made damned sure that everything you did was out in the open and completely above board. You should have told me about Hal. Would I have been happy about it? Probably not, but I wasn't happy about the whole thing anyway. Would I have understood why if you had explained it before hand like you did just now? Yes I would have and I probably would have accepted it as a sign of clearheaded thinking, but the way you did it smacks of dishonesty.
"You said it yourself. You were afraid that I wouldn't let you do it if you told me you were leaving to go get Hal. That means that you knew what you were doing was wrong. I told you up front that if I said yes and it didn't go right we could be done and even knowing that you tried to hide things. And after all the years we have been together you don't know me well enough to know what I would think when I saw you with Hal? Given your sexual nature and all the games you like to play didn't you know that my first thought was going to be, "I wonder how long this has been going on?" You didn't think I wouldn't wonder how many times you had been to that apartment that you really, really wanted to see?"
"That's not fair Rob. I have never cheated on you."
"I only have your word for that Kathy and right now, with the seeds of doubt and mistrust you have planted in my mind your word isn't worth all that much."
"You can't seriously believe that I would have done that."
"Right now I don't know what to believe Kathy. It has been over six months since the night I was supposed to stop you from going to his apartment. That means that you have been seeing him and talking to him for six months and since you have always been home on time that means that you had to have left work early to meet with him. How early did you leave work? Early enough to go over to his apartment? You have opened a can of worms Kathy and they all crawled out and wiggled away. You are going to play hell trying to get them all back in the can."
"You aren't making sense Rob. Think about it. If I was already doing Hal why would I need to bring him here? Why wouldn't I just keep my mouth shut? And besides, if you heard the thing about the baseball bat and the two months then you also heard him ask if it was going to be worth the wait. Okay, I went about it the wrong way, but I wanted it and you had said yes and it was just so close to happening that I didn't want anything to stop it once it got started.
"I'll say it again Rob; I have never been unfaithful to you and I would never do anything that you were not aware of."
There were several very long moments of silence and then Kathy said: "What now?"
"I don't know Kathy. I have a lot on my mind right now and a lot to think about. For the time being and as long as you leave me alone I'm going to be staying in the spare bedroom. If you keep bothering me like you did last night I'll move out and do my thinking somewhere else."
"That's not fair Rob. You are treating me like I've cheated on you and I haven't."
"You haven't been honest and aboveboard with me either Kathy and that is just as bad."
I got up, went up to our bedroom and started moving my things over to the other bedroom while Kathy sat in the living room and cried.
++++++++++++++
And that is where things are now. I've been two weeks in the spare bedroom and Kathy and I are stepping gingerly around each other. I still don't know what I'm going to do.
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I nursed my beer and watched the group sitting on the other side of the room. They were bikers, but they weren't. By that I mean they were all wearing riding leathers and had brain buckets on the floor next to their chairs, but there were no colors on display, no pony tails and beards and what skin I saw was free of tattoos. Three guys and four girls who liked to ride. That meant that at least one of the girls had her own scooter and as I watched the group I tried to figure out which one it was.
The group was the reason I was there. I'd stopped in two weeks ago. It was the first time I had ever been in that particular bar and ten minutes after I sat down I heard the roar outside and when it stopped the group had filed in. They called the waitress and the barmaid by name and that told me that they were regulars in the place. As the helmets came off one of them drew my immediate attention and I thought "No way" as the group settled in at their table and I was able to take a closer look at the person who didn't turn out to be who I thought. Close -- damned close -- but no cigar. Since that first time I'd come in every day and once or twice a week the group would come in about six in the evening. Sometimes three or four and sometimes all seven, but the one who had caught my attention was always there.
I finished my beer, waved at the barmaid for a fresh one and got up to use the bathroom. When I got back to my bar stool she was sitting on the one next to it. As I sat down she stuck out her right hand and said:
"Sherrie, and you are?"
I took her hand and shook it as I said, "Frank."
"Well Frank, I am a curious girl and I'm the kind of curious girl who always wants to satisfy that curiosity."
"And you are sharing that information with me why?"
"Because you are the object of that curiosity Frank."
"Me? Why? What did I do to invite your curiosity?"
"You are in here every night and you watch the people at our table like a hawk looking for prey. But it isn't the people at my table you are looking at is it Frank. You are watching me and that is what is making me curious. Care to tell me why?"
I looked at her for several seconds and then shrugged. I took my billfold out of my back pocket, took a picture out of it and handed it to her.
"What's this?" she asked.
"Look at it."
She looked at the picture and frowned. "I don't remember this picture being taken and how did you get a picture of me in the first place?"
"Take a closer look at it."
She studied the picture and then said, "This isn't me. I've never owned a pair of earrings like those. Who is this?"
"My wife, or maybe I should say my ex-wife. At least she will be my ex as long as I don't find her."
"I can't get over how much we look alike. We could be twins. Explain to me if you will that statement -- the part that she will be your ex as long as you don't find her. That doesn't seem to make a whole lot of sense. Did she run away? Are you some kind of monster Frank?"
"I guess you could say she ran off. She was cheating on me and the night I confronted her with it she took off with some biker she met at a party we went to. That was three months ago."
"Haven't heard from her?"
"Got a phone call maybe three weeks later. Wanted to know if she could come home. Told her I wished she would hurry up and get back so I could wrap my hands around her throat and strangle her cheating ass. Haven't heard from her since."
"So why are you spending your time looking at me?"
"I don't know. I guess I'm just fascinated with how much you look like her."
"What you are telling me is that you miss her."
"I do."
"But you don't want her back."
"I don't."
"And I'm kind of a surrogate? Some one you can look at and think that she is still around?"
"Could be. Haven't much thought about it."
"You want to come over and join us?"
"No thanks; I'm not really good company these days."
"What you need is cheering up Frank and I think my group can do that for you. You can sit right across the table from me and see me up close. You won't have to stare across the room at me."
"I don't know if up close is something I can handle."
"You can handle it Frank. All you have to do is remember that I'm not really her and you will be able to keep your hands off my throat."
"Yeah; I guess there is that. Maybe next time we are in here, but right now it is time for me to leave."
As I walked to my pick up truck I saw the bikes parked off to the side and I wondered who she rode with and which bike it was. I thought maybe I would start riding mine. I had a 1956 Triumph T-110 that I had rebuilt and that I didn't spend near enough time on.
I was thinking of Sherrie when I fell asleep. Or was it Gail?
++++++++++++++++
The next day after work I went home and got the Triumph out of the garage and rode it over to the bar. It was two days before they showed up again and I was sitting on a stool at the bar when Sherri and her group came in. She saw me and came over. She didn't bother to ask if I would like to join them; she just grabbed my hand and pulled me off the bar stool as she said, "Come on." I had the presence of mind to grab my beer off the bar as she pulled me off my stool and led me over to her friends. She said, "Hey guys, this is Frank" and then she introduced me to the six people who came in with her. It turned out that they were all family. Her brother John and his wife Sue. Her sister Marge and her husband Bill. Her cousin Tom and his fiancée Bea. Then she stunned me by saying:
"Frank here wants me to replace his wife."
Besides stunning me the statement seemed to cause the other six some concern or at least that is what I thought I saw on their faces. Then Sherrie laughed and said:
"Show them the picture Frank."
I dug it out and handed it to her and she handed it to her brother. John looked at it, up at me and then handed it to his wife and then it was passed around the table finally ending up at Marge. Marge took a real long look at it and then asked me how old Gail was. I told her and she asked:
"Did you ever meet her parents?"
"Just her mom. The story that she told me was that her father got her mother pregnant and then split when her mom started making plans to get married."
"Where is she from?"
"Tucson. Why the twenty questions?"
"Just curious. Was she born in Tucson?"
"Yeah, as a matter of fact she was."
Marge, John and Sherrie looked at each other and then Sherrie said, "No way."
Marge said, "Think about it. His wife is twenty-five and that would mean she was born in 1980. If she was born in Tucson it would fit."
Again Sherrie said, "No way; no fucking way."
"It fits" John said, "And it would explain the uncanny resemblance."
"What are you people talking about?"
Marge looked at me for a couple of seconds and then said, "Our dad works in construction and 1979 and 1980 he was working on a large project in Tucson. Your Gail could be our step sister. May I borrow this picture?"
"What are you going to do with it?"
"Show it to my dad and ask him if he got a girl pregnant in Tucson."
"You think that is wise?"
"I wouldn't do it if mom was still alive, but we lost her to cancer two years ago. If he did get this Gail's mom pregnant he couldn't marry her because he was already married, but if he did get her pregnant I want to know. If I have a sister out there somewhere I want to know."
I looked at Sherrie and she shrugged so I told Marge she could borrow Gail's photo. For the next hour we just sat there and socialized. It was a Thursday and the bar had a live band in on Thursday thru Friday and after they set up and started to play Sherrie asked me to dance. I saw frowns on the six other faces at the table as I got up to follow Sherrie out onto the floor. I mentioned the fact that her family didn't seem too keen on my dancing with her and she laughed.
"They are just too damned protective of me. For some reason they don't think they can trust me around a good looking man."
"What business is it of theirs? You are an adult aren't you? Or are you an extremely well developed fourteen year old?"
"They are family and they worry about me. And I guess I have given them some cause. I have made some pretty bad choices where men are concerned."
"And they think I may be another one?"
"Again, they are family. What I'm most worried about right now is your wife."
"Gail? Why are you worried about Gail?"
"I know my sister and if it turns out that your Gail is our step sister Marge will bust her ass to get to meet her and get her involved with the family. Making a play for you with your wife hanging around might be a bit of a pain."
"Making a play for me?"
"Sure. Why do you think I came over to you last night? I'm a good looking broad and guys look at me and watch me all the time, but there was something about you that got to me and that's why I came over."
"That was before you knew I was married."
"True, but she walked out on you and that makes you a free man. Or are you one of those "hold to my vows until the divorce is final" kind of guys."
"No. When she walked it cut me loose."
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"I just made my intensions clear so now it is your move."
"What do you have in mind?"
"Dinner over which we will get to know each other and then we see where it goes from there."
"When?"
"Have you eaten yet?"
"No."
"Then how about right now?"
"Okay. Let whoever you rode with know you are leaving and I'll meet you outside."
"I'll go grab my stuff."
When she came out she saw me waiting on my 110 and I said, "Riding backseat on a Triumph isn't all that comfortable, but we can run by my place and swap the bike for my truck."
"No need" she said, "I've got my own ride" and she went over and straddled a Harley soft-tail. "Lead on Frank; just don't do oriental. Oriental food gives me gas."
Over veal scaloppini at Florintino's I found out that she was twenty-six, had dual degrees in Botany and Geology and worked at the Botanical Gardens over by the Museum of Natural History. We discovered that we had similar likes and dislikes in books, music, films and TV programs. She lived in a condo, had a pet cat named Harry and had a very high sex drive, but was very selective in who she shared it with. That statement was followed by:
"I do hope that you can figure out why I just shared that information with you."
I might not be the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I was far from stupid so I simply said:
"Your place or mine?"
"Where do you live?"
I told her and she said, "Your place is closer. If we skip desert we can be there in fifteen minutes."
It was something totally new to me. I had never before had a good looking woman come after me and I had never known a woman as outspoken as Sherrie and who just went after what she wanted.
"I'm not a slut Frank. I just don't see an awful lot of sense in going through a long dance to get you to where you already know you want to go. When I saw you watching me at the bar I saw a flashing light over your head that said "This might be exactly what you are looking for" with an arrow pointing down at you. It might sound silly to you, but I knew as soon as I took a good look at you that I had to find out if that flashing sign was right."
Besides looking like my wife Sherrie also had the same qualities as my wife when it came to love making. She loved oral -- both giving and getting -- she was multi-orgasmic and there wasn't a position she didn't like. She reduced me to a smoking pile of rubble. Along the way I did manage to give a good account of myself and I did get her off several times. I fell asleep with my dick in her hands as she was making a vain attempt to get me up again and I woke up in the morning with her snuggled in next to me.
The alarm went off and as I was swinging my legs to get out of bed she grabbed me and said:
"There is only one good way to start out the day."
Her hand went to my cock and she gave it a couple of tugs. I turned and slid back under the covers and then slid into her. She was right; it was a good way to start out the day. I offered to share the shower with her, but she declined.
"We would just end up here back on the bed and I really need to get home and get myself ready to go to work. Tonight?"
No fool I so I said, "You bet."
"Good. I'll meet you here. Don't want to waste time going to the bar and tonight I want to do anal. That okay with you?"
Yes indeed; Sherrie and Gail had a lot more in common than just looks.
+++++++++++++++++
The next three days we met at my place. I fixed us dinner, we talked some, we made love, talked some more and then made love some more. Friday afternoon she called me at work.
"Marge has been after me for two days now to give her your phone number or put you in touch with her."
"Did she say why?"
"No, but you don't need to be a rocket scientist to figure out that it is going to be something to do with your wife."
"Why didn't you just give her the number?"
"Because that would tell her that I know more about you than I want her to know."
"Not hard to figure out. She did see us leave the bar together."
"No she didn't. You left and it was five minutes later before I left. She doesn't know for sure that I left to meet you."
"You sound like you are ashamed to be associated with me."
"Oh no baby, not at all. There are just some things that...it's complicated baby. I'm not ashamed to be with you. Anyway, since it probably has something to do with your wife what do you want me to tell Marge?"
"If you want to hide me from her maybe I should just show up at the bar. That way she won't know. If I call her she will know you have my number and that will tell her what I guess you don't want her to know."
"Shit! This is not turning out the way I hoped. No baby, go to the bar, but we go together. I'll come by your place tonight and we will go together."
+++++++++++++++++
When Sherrie and I walked into Murphy's Bar and Grill at a quarter after six that night I saw John frown when he saw us and while I'm not totally sure I think I saw a look of disgust on Marge's face. We joined the group at the table and the waitress was right there to take our order. As soon as she walked away Marge said:
"Can you get in touch with your wife?"
"I could probably run her down if I was of a mind to."
"Good. Dad says he did get a girl pregnant when he was working on that construction project so it is a good bet that your wife is our sister. You need to get in touch with her and have her call me."
"Whoa up a bit here. I said I could probably get in touch with her if I was of a mind to, but I'm not of a mind to. Any contact from me would get her to thinking I want her to come back and I don't. Besides, having her around your family would complicate things where Sherrie and I are concerned."
I saw Marge and John exchange looks and then John said, "Get serious. You are married and Sherrie is married and you think us knowing your wife will complicate things?"
I looked over at Sherrie and she looked away. Marge picked up on it and said:
"She didn't tell you?"
"I guess it somehow got overlooked. But it doesn't change anything. According to my lawyer if Gail stays gone for five more months I can divorce her for abandonment and that's my plan. I'm not sure what my getting in touch with her will do to that plan, but I'm thinking that knowing where she is will screw things up."
"How do you figure that?" John asked.
"If I know where she is that means that I'll know where to have the papers served and that would turn it into a regular divorce where she would get half of everything and probably alimony. Under desertion or abandonment she gets nothing. So no, I'm not of a mind to find her."
Then Marge said, "Then how about you find her, don't let her know you found her and then tell me where she is?"
"Then she gets involved with you and your family and since Sherrie is part of your family she will be indirectly involved with me and we are back to me knowing where she is. It is in my best interests not to find her until after I get my divorce."
Marge turned to Sherrie and asked, "Can't you get him to help us?"
"Why should I? He's right. Having her around will be a pain in the ass. If Frank doesn't want her around I sure don't."
"But she is your sister."
"We don't know that. We suspect she is, but we don't know and can't know unless we get a DNA comparison and I'm not all that sure that dad would give up a sample for the test."
"I'll talk him into that, but we can't have a DNA test unless we have her. All you have to do is stay away."
"Oh fine! Just stay away from my family because some skank turns up who may or may not be a relative. No thank you."
"Wouldn't work anyway" I put in. "She would want to know why you think she's related to you so you would have to tell her about Sherrie and my picture."
Marge looked at me thoughtfully for a few seconds and then she said: "I might as well be blunt about this. There is no problem if you get the hell away from my sister. You've got no business being with her to begin with. She is a married woman. For that matter you are a married man and have no business being with any woman until you get divorced."
I looked around at the group and then I got up and headed for the door. As I walked away I heard John say:
"Way to go Marge. There goes the only way we h...." and I didn't hear the rest because I was out the door and it closed behind me. I wasn't a half mile down the road before Sherrie pulled up alongside me and stayed with me all the way to my place. When we got there and parked the bikes she came over to me and said:
"You were just going to walk away and leave me there?"
"Your family didn't seem to want me around and I'm not about to come between you and your family."
"Fuck them. And besides, it is only Marge that's bitching and I don't pay any attention to her. She's bitched about everything I do and have done since I was twelve."
"When did you plan on telling me about your husband?"
"Not until I was sure we were going to last. It has only been a week Frank, but I feel we have a good thing going for us, but you are still married and until we see how that breaks out for you I didn't see any need to bring up my husband."
"What do you mean "see how it breaks." I already told you I'm going for a divorce on desertion and abandonment."
"That's what you said, but is it really going to happen? You might not admit it to yourself, but you still have some strong feelings for her."
"You could say that. I want to wrap my hands around her cheating neck and strangle her."
"I hate to be the one to break this to you, but when you call out her name in your sleep at night that tells me that there is still something there."
"I call out her name?"
"Three times now and until I knew where you are where she is concerned I saw no need to bring Brian into the mix, but my family brought it out into the open so I might as well get it out of the way. Can we go inside?"
She followed me into the house and I got us both a beer and we sat down at the kitchen table.
"First, you don't need to be looking over your shoulder to see if Brian is creeping up on you. Brian is doing three to five in the state prison for drug dealing. He has been in almost two and if he behaves himself he could make it out on parole in another year. My family's attitude, and I'm sure you noticed the sour looks they have given you, is that I should faithfully wait for him to get out. That is their attitude, not mine. I told him when he started messing around with drugs that sooner or later he was going to get caught and go to jail and when it happened I might or might not be waiting for him when he got out.



"I flat told him that I wasn't going to live a sexless life because he was stupid. He laughed at me and told me that most cops were dumb and all they were bright enough to do was write traffic tickets. He wasn't laughing when an undercover cop slapped the cuffs on him when Brian sold him some cocaine. The "might or might not wait for him" changed to "fuck off and die" the day he was arrested. Just about the time he was being cuffed I was sitting in a doctor's office being told I had a social disease. Apparently Brian was getting a little more than money from some of his customers. He found out how I felt about that when he made his one phone call to me to tell me to arrange bail. I told him he could rot in jail for all I cared. I had to go without sex for eight months while I waited to make sure that the asshole hadn't given me HIV. So that's the deal on my husband. My family doesn't know that part by the way."
"I really call out her name?"
"You do."
"Damn!"
I looked at her for a second or two and then said, "It changes nothing. It is obvious that I loved her when I married her and I guess somewhere in my subconscious mind there are still some good memories of the time we were together. Are you familiar with Travis Tritt?"
"I have a couple of his CDs."
"One of his songs says it all. In "Here's a quarter, call someone who cares" there is a line that says "The truth is you've run and that can't be undone" and that is where things are at with Gail. She is history whether I call out her name in my sleep or not. And that brings up the next question; can you accept that?"
She gave me a long look and then said, "I guess I'm just going to have to take the gamble. How about we head for the bedroom and see if I can burn her out of your mind."
++++++++++++++++++++++
A week went by and one night Sherrie said, "Marge is bugging the hell out of me to get you to help her find your wife."
"I made my position clear on that. I still need five more months before I can file for divorce using abandonment as grounds."
"Marge says that she has a plan that will keep you out of it."
"How could she do that?"
"You find out where your wife is and tell Marge. She will go to wherever your wife is, run into her somewhere and act surprised, show her a picture of me she has in her purse and then start the twenty questions on where your wife is from and all of that. Other than pointing Marge in the right direction you will be out of it."
"It won't work that way and you know it. Marge will want to draw Gail into the family and there are too many in your family who know about you and me and one of them will eventually slip up and let something out. For Marge's plan to work you would have to be willing to stop seeing me until my divorce is final. You willing to do that?"
"Of course not, but there has to be a way we can do it."
"Gail is twenty-five years old and your family has gone those twenty-five years not knowing she even existed. It won't kill them to wait another five months to get in touch with her. Besides, I don't trust Marge. I believe she would rat us out in a heartbeat just to break us up so you can go back to being the faithful waiting wife,"
"Then I guess I'm going to have to tell her the full story. She's going to love that. Her little sister had a social disease. I can hear it now:
"Oh my God; whatever will people think of our family."
++++++++++++++++
There is a saying that I have heard a time or two. "Men plan and the Gods laugh." My plans for divorcing Gail and Marge's plans for meeting Gail all went into the shitter on a Tuesday night. I was working late so Sherrie had stopped at the bar with her family. They were sitting there talking when John suddenly said:
"Oh my God!"
The others looked at him and then turned to look at what he was looking at. They turned just in time to see Gail storm up and pour a beer on Sherrie's head as she screamed:
"You leave my husband alone you filthy fucking whore."
Sherrie was up and off her chair and the fight was on. Gail was getting the worst of it when John and Sherrie's cousin Tom pulled them apart.
I had given Sherrie a key to my place (Gail didn't have one -- I'd changed the locks when she ran off) and she was sitting on my couch waiting for me when I got home. I was greeted with, "We have a problem Frank" and then she proceeded to bring me up to date.
"Apparently she has been around here watching the house and she started following me when I'd leave in the morning."
"What happened after they pulled you apart?"
"I left."
"Any idea where Gail went?"
"She was still there when I left and I saw Marge talking to her. What are you going to do now?"
"What I didn't want to do. Now that she is here I can't go the abandonment route so I'll have to serve her papers and do a regular divorce which means I'll end up in the poor house."
"It won't be that bad."
"Of course it will. This is a no fault state which means a fifty/fifty split of assets regardless of the reason for the break up. I'll have to sell the house and give her half of the proceeds. She will get some alimony and half of my pension and 401k. I'll probably have to sell the Triumph to come up with money. She will get a lawyer to make sure that she gets everything coming to her and I'll end up paying for the asshole."
"So don't divorce her."
"What? Are you nuts?"
"I mean don't divorce her now. Wait until she divorces you. While you are waiting get rid of things. She is entitled to half of what you have at the time of filing. So she gets half of the house, so what. My place is bigger and in a better neighborhood. Take your savings out of the bank and close the account. If anyone asks where the money went you say you took up gambling when she left you to give you something to do to take your mind off what she did to you. Sell your Triumph to me.
"Pick out what you want from the house and put it in storage and then say you gave it to Goodwill because there were too many memories of her attached to it and it was driving you to despair. And I'm not sure she can get alimony. That will be up to the judge and if you get the right judge he might not give her any because of what she did and even if he does he might set it low for the same reason.
"And while we are on the subject of money we might as well get this out into the open. I make almost twice as much as you do. Is that going to be a problem?"
"Aren't we getting a little ahead of things here?"
"Not from where I'm standing. It only took me a week to make up my mind about you. I've already filed for a divorce from Brian. That just leaves you to do whatever you are going to do. Do you know yet?"
"Get an address for her or a location where I can have her served and get on with the divorce."
"If Marge got into the long lost sister stuff with your wife maybe she got the information on how to stay in touch. I'll see if I can get it out of her if she has it."
But before Sherrie could get in touch with her sister Marge called me.
"I got your number from your wife."
"And you just had to call me why?"
"The girl is hurting. She loves you and she needs to talk to you."
"I don't need to talk to her. What she did said it all."
"That's just it Frank; she says she didn't do what you think she did. She told me her story and I believe her. I think you owe it to yourself to hear her out."
"Get serious Marge. Do you honestly think she is going to put herself in a bad light? Any story she tells is going to be slanted in her favor. She isn't going to tell a story that makes her look bad."
"Maybe, but like I say, I believe her and you should at least let her talk to you. Hear the girl out and then make up your mind whether to believe her or not."
"I don't even know where to find her."
"She's staying with me right now."
"I hope you know what you are doing."
"I'm almost certain that she is my sister and I take care of family."
"I'll think about it, but I'm not making any promises."
I talked it over with Sherrie and even though I really didn't want to talk to Gail Sherrie insisted that I had to.
"We have a good thing going here babe; what if my talking to her changes things?"
"I feel the same way honey, but things are just too complicated now. What if you don't talk to her and then you find out after we get married that she was telling the truth. What if the DNA test shows that she is my sister and I've taken her husband away from her? If she lied it wouldn't matter, but what if she didn't lie? She is always going to be around; Marge will see to that. No baby, it has to be resolved one way or another before you and I can get married."
"What if your dad won't give up a sample for a DNA test?"
"He has already given the sample. Daddy's not a monster Frank. He called us all in when Marge told him about Gail and he told us all what had happened. He took the job in Tucson to put some distance between himself and mom after he caught her with an old boyfriend. She swore it was nothing but a couple of kisses, but he didn't believe her. While he was in Tucson he met a girl and she came onto him and he figured his marriage was toast anyway so why not.
"Just before the job ended the girl told him she was pregnant. He told her would come home and get a divorce and then come back to Tucson and marry her, but she said she didn't want that. What she wanted was money to pay for an abortion. He tried to talk her out of it, but she insisted that she wasn't going to have a baby so he gave her the money, came home and never heard from her again.
"He came home and he and mom managed to put it back together and he forgot all about what had happened in Arizona. He did confirm that the woman he got pregnant had the same name as Gail's mother so even without the DNA test it is almost certain that Gail is our sister. That is why you need to talk with her honey. If her story isn't true it won't matter if she is my sister and we get married, but if her story is true it will matter."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later I was sitting in Marge's kitchen and Gail was sitting opposite me. Marge had taken her family out for dinner so we could be alone. Gail was fidgety and nervous and I finally had to say:
"Get on with it Gail. I don't want to be here anyway so if you aren't going to talk I'm leaving."
She looked at me and in a quivering voice said, "I miss you Frank. I want to come home."
"You should have thought of that before you left."
"I didn't leave Frank; I swear to God I didn't leave. I was drugged and taken away. I did not leave."
"You were drugged? And I supposed to believe that?"
"It's true Frank; I swear to God it's true,"
"This I've got to hear."
"The last clear memory I have of that night was you shooting pool with Abe, Mike and Jimmy. I remember snatches of conversations, bits and pieces that don't make any sense and then suddenly I was aware that I was having sex. I remember wondering how we got home without my knowing it and I was surprised we were making love since we had just had that big argument over my job and the long hours I was putting in. You accused me of having an affair at work and saying I was working late to cover it. I couldn't figure out why you were making love to me after saying all of those nasty things you said.
"I remember saying, "Thank you Frank, I love you" and then a voice said. "I ain't Frank you little whore. You can call me Sir or Master." I focused on his face and it was a face I'd never seen before, but he was screwing me hard and I was responding like I always do when I make love. Even though I was moaning and having orgasms I kept asking him who he was and where you were and the guy kept saying "Shut up and fuck me slut."
"I faded in and out a couple of times and every time I faded in I was being screwed. I guess he finally ran out of steam because he stopped and I fell asleep. When I woke up I was in bed with some big guy who was heavily bearded and covered with tattoos. I started to get off the bed and I felt a tug on my leg. I looked down and saw that there was a rope tied around my ankle and the other end was tied around his. My moving woke him up and he asked me where I thought I was going and I told him I had to get up, find my clothes, find you and go home. He laughed and told me that I was home.
"Then he told me that you had sold me to him for five hundred dollars and had even given him the date rape drug he had used to knock me out and get me out of the bar. I called him a liar and told him that there was no way you would do that to me and then he said he guessed he was going to have to prove it. He untied me and told me to go take a shower and when I finished he told me that he had called you and you were on the way over to explain things to me. He said he would feed me breakfast while we were waiting.
"The coffee or the food must have been doped because all of a sudden I was being screwed again. He kept me doped up for five days and for those five days he and his friends used me. I had a few lucid moments and during one of them I finally realized that everything I was given to eat or drink was doped. I started faking eating and drinking and then I faked falling asleep. When he fell asleep I got up and ran."
"You expect me to believe this cock and bull story?"
"I had hoped you would. I hoped that you loved me as much as I love you and you would believe me."
"Well I'm sorry Gail, but I don't. How can you expect me to believe this far out tale especially when it comes on top of your affair at work?"
"There was no affair at work Frank. All you had to do was look at my paycheck stubs to see that I was telling you the truth. The overtime hours were right there for you to see. As for my cock and bull story? Like I said, I hoped you loved me enough to believe me without me having to prove it to you, but I guess you don't love me as much as I love you. You probably never did."
She opened her purse, took out something and pushed it across the table to me. I picked it up and it was a business card for a Detective James Davie.
"What's this?"
"Just call him Frank" she said and she got up and left the room.
I called and Detective Davie answered and I identified myself.
"How's your wife doing?"
"Okay I guess."
"That is one gutsy little lady you have there" and then he told me how instead of crawling off somewhere and feeling sorry for herself she had called the police, waited for them to show and then had led them back to where she had been held. The SWAT team took the place down and she identified four of the men taken as men who had used her. Only then did she break down and start crying. She did all that with what the drug tests showed was enough drugs in her system to slow down a horse.
"All four had protested their innocence, but Gail had gone to the hospital and had the rape kit done on her and it proved conclusively that they had used her. Then the men changed their story to she was a willing participant. That story changed when the FBI came in on the case because it was being regarded as a kidnapping. Kidnapping still carries the death penalty so one of the guys got scared and rolled over on the rest of them in exchange for a plea deal. When all was said and done there were nine men in custody on a variety of charges the most major of which was kidnapping and the most minor was the distribution of an illegal substance.
"What came out was that the biker had cottoned to her at the bar and decided to grab her. He used her and then sold her to his buddies and their friends and after a while when he tired of her he was going to take her down to Mexico and sell her to a whore house. But she managed to get away and thanks to Gail the FBI now has solid leads on three other women who had disappeared and the asshole that had snatched her was looking at life in prison without parole at the very least and quite possibly the death penalty for kidnapping. The FBI was working on him to give them information on the other missing girls in exchange for not going for the death penalty.
"Hang onto her son; she's one in a million."
I hung up and sat there staring at the wall and wondering "What the fuck do I do now?"
My mind was full and working overtime as I drove home from Marge's place. I had loved Gail right up until I thought she was cheating on me with some one she worked with and then took off with the biker. No, that wasn't right. I can't say that I loved her "right up until" because you don't just turn love on or off. I still had love for her even after she had gone. Even when she called me and said she wanted to come home two-thirds of me was saying "yes" but the remaining third backed up by anger and rage was saying "Fuck you you miserable backstabbing whore" and in that case the minority ruled. But love or not Gail was gone and I had started up with Sherrie and in almost no time at all my feelings for Sherrie were as strong as the feeling that I'd once had for Gail. Then I find that everything I have been believing about Gail is wrong. Bloody Christ, what the fuck was I going to do.
++++++++++++++++++
Sherrie was sitting on my couch when I got home and she looked up from the book she was reading and said, "Well?"
"Not good."
"What happened?"
"The one thing I never expected. She told me some way out story about drugs and kidnapping and I scoffed at it so she gave me the card of a police detective and I called him. He verified every bit of it. She didn't do any of the things I thought she did."
"Where does that leave us?"
"It puts me between a rock and a hard place."
"Explain that please."
"I love you both and pretty much equally. My animosity toward Gail was because I thought she was cheating on me and when I called her on it she ran off with the biker and now it turns out she didn't do either. As much as I want you I've never fallen out of love with her. I want you both and that's my rock and hard place."
"So what are you going to do?"
"In the end there was only one thing I could do. I was married to Gail so she had to be my choice. Sherrie and I had a tearful farewell and Gail came home.
The DNA showed that Gail was indeed Marge and Sherrie's step sister and she was welcomed into the arms of the family and spent a lot of time getting to know her father.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was a beautiful Sunday morning and I was sitting on the patio sipping my morning coffee and watching the bird's dive bombing the squirrel who was trying to get at their feeder when Sherrie came out and joined me. Sherrie? Oh yeah. As Paul Harvey used to say, "Here is the rest of the story."
When Gail broke loose from her captors she called me and I told her to hurry home so I could wrap my hands around her neck and strangle her so she moved in with her mom. She went back to work and they told her she didn't have a job anymore for being a no call/no show for over three days which was a terminating offense according to the company's policy and procedures manual. She had them contact Detective Davie and after hearing what he had to say she was given her job back. She kept calling me and I kept telling her to fuck off and die. Then we had our sit down at Marge's that ended in her coming home (but before she got there I did check her paycheck stubs and she had been working overtime on the nights I suspected her of cheating.)
Things were great between us for just a little over two months and then my birthday rolled around. One of the benefits where I work is that my birthday is one of my paid holidays. I was off but Gail had to work so I decided to do something about something that I had just recently remembered.
When I suspected that Gail was having an affair instead of working late as she claimed I put a tap on the home phone the day before she was kidnapped and there was nothing on it for that one day. After Gail was gone I forgot all about the phone tap and since I always used my cell phone the house phone never got used and the tap sat there dormant. Then Gail came home and everything was lovey-dovey. I needed a tape recorder and was all set to buy one when I remembered the phone tap. I didn't want Gail around to see me dismantle it because it would have opened a can of worms that we had just pounded the top closed on so I decided to do it on my day off.



When I was disconnecting the alligator clips I noticed that the tape counter was high which seemed odd since I almost never used the home phone. I couldn't remember the last time I'd made a call or taken a call on the house phone. Even when Gail was constantly calling me and trying to get me to talk to her the calls were all to my cell or my phone at work and there had been few calls on the telephone answering machine. So why was the tape full?
I hit 'rewind' until the tape was fully rewound and then I hit 'play', The first two calls were from Gail to her aunt about what to get her nephew for his birthday. The third call was to Marge to say that yes, we would be to dinner with the family on Friday. The fourth call changed my life. Gail got home from work about an hour before I did and that must have been when she made the call.
"Hello?" said a man's voice.
"Hi lover. I just had to call and make sure you were going to be there."
"Wouldn't miss it, but are you sure you want to do this so soon? I mean you did just manage to get back into the house."
"Not to worry lover. He bought the overtime story. He just doesn't realize that I'm doing it at work while I'm on the clock. You made sure to get on tomorrow nights schedule right?"
"I'll be there."
"Good."
"I still don't understand why you were so hot to get back to your husband. It just crimps our style. Hell babe, we didn't even have to limit ourselves to overtime nights while you and he were split."
"I told you sweetie; I love the man. I want to be with him. He is love and you are hot monkey sex and the two are not the same. Hell, the two are not even close."
"I still don't understand it."
"You don't have to sweetie; just enjoy what you are getting. See you tomorrow."
Well there certainly wasn't any doubt about what that conversation was all about. "You are hot monkey sex" pretty much said it all. The next conversation was even more enlightening.
"Hello?"
"Hi. I got your message, but when I called Myra said you had gone for the day. What's up?"
"I talked to Jack and Steve and they want me to make sure and tell you to take the overtime for tomorrow night."
"Oh goody! Dare I hope that you guys will make me 'airtight' again?"
"I wouldn't doubt it for one minute."
"I'll be there with bells on. No, scratch that. I'll be there naked and ready."
"You are such a slut."
"I know; ain't it grand?"
"See you tomorrow."
"Bye lover."
Guys? Airtight? How in the world could she be doing that and telling me that she loved me.
"Hello?"
"Hello sweet slut."
"Damn it Steve, I told you never to call me here at home."
"I'm safe. He won't be home for another forty-five minutes yet. It was important for me to call you before you come in to work tomorrow."
"What is so important that you are risking this call? What if Frank had stayed home sick today or had come home early?"
"Relax sweetie, I called his work number and he is still there."
"So what the hell is so important?"
"Tomorrow they are going to ask for volunteers for a special project at the Trenton plant. If you volunteer Jack, Jason and I will volunteer too. Just think about it. The four of us together for four nights. Talk about a wild time."
"No thanks, I'll pass."
"You are going to pass up a chance like this?"
"I don't want to be away from Frank for that long a time."
"There ain't no way that he can give you as much cock over that four day period as Jack, Jason and I can."
"It isn't about that Steve. I love the man and I don't want to spend that much time away from him. I want to be with him."
"That doesn't make any sense Gail. If you want to be with him why are you with one or all of us once or twice a week?"
"Because you guys fill a need Steve,:
"What need?"
"The need to be fucked. Frank makes love to me. You guys fuck me. I need both, but I need more of what I get from Frank than I get from you guys so if the choice is four days with you guys or four days with Frank my hubby wins hands down. But thanks for thinking of me."
There were a couple more, but all along the same lines. It came through loud and clear that she loved me and wanted to be with me and while it was somewhat satisfying for me to hear how much I meant to her it wasn't near enough satisfying that I was going to overlook the fact that she was a lying, cheating whore who was willing to give me whatever her fuck toys might give her. No thanks!
I had to pay a little extra to get it done in a hurry, but for the second time in a year I had the locks changed on the house again. When Gail got home she found a note on the front door telling her to look behind the garage. When she did she found all of her stuff boxed and bagged and sitting on top of one of the bags was a regular cassette recorder with a note taped to it that said "Play me." Under the cassette player was an envelope that said "Open me after you have listened to the recorder." The note inside the envelope said:
"Don't call me and don't try to see me. There is no acceptance of what you have done and there will be no forgiveness. I will have the divorce papers served on you at work. Only fitting since that is where you have been stabbing me in the back."
Of course Gail ignored the note and over the next several weeks I was bombarded with phone calls, letters and emails professing undying love and promising me that she would be mine alone if I would just give her the chance. I never responded.
I wasn't there when Gail got home. I'd called Sherri at work and about the time I figured that Gail was listening to the tape Sherrie was listening to me explain what I'd found out, what I'd done it and then my asking her if she had replaced me yet. Lucky for me she hadn't, but she did say she would consider giving me one more shot if I could accept the fact that she'd had a couple of one night stands after I'd dumped her to take Gail back.
"Anyone I know who might decide to smirk at me if I run across them?"
"No. Traveling business men that I let pick me up at the bar at the Hilton. I made them use condoms."
"Then I don't see a problem."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Things did not go easy. Gail fought the divorce and her attorney petitioned the court asking for the judge to order counseling. My attorney asked for a sidebar and the judge and the two attorneys went into the judge's chambers. My attorney played the judge a copy of the tape of Gail's phone conversations and then told the judge that counseling would be useless as I would never trust Gail again regardless of what came out of the counseling sessions.
The divorce was granted and while Gail did get half of everything she had to pay her own attorney's fees and then surprising everyone the judge ordered Gail to pay all court costs.
Three days after the divorce was granted Sherrie and I were married in a civil ceremony. Sherrie invited her family to attend as witnesses, but only four of them showed. John, Tom and his fiancée, and, surprising the hell out of everyone, Gail. She got her two cents worth in when the judge asked if there was anyone present who knew of a reason why Sherri and I should not wed. She stood up and said:
"He's mine and he loves me and he's only marrying her because he is pissed at me."
The judge looked at me and I shrugged and said, "A bitter ex-wife."
He gave me a knowing look and finished the ceremony.
Life moved on although at times things were a little awkward. Marge of course invited Gail to all the family functions and Gail made sure to attend every one of them. I believe that the only reason she did it was to make Sherri and me uncomfortable, but Sherrie gave her the benefit of the doubt saying that it was only natural for Gail to want to spend time with her new found family.
Several times Gail has tried to get me alone at the get togethers, but I won't let it happen. I know what she wants to say and I don't care to hear it. She made her choices and now she can live with them.
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It was a chance remark that started it all. I had just walked off the elevator at work as Charlie was saying to Mel:
".....Becca and Phil if they can make it."
Then they saw me and said, "Good morning Rob" and then the two of them headed for their desks. As I walked into my office I was wondering if it was my wife Becca that they were talking about and if it was why would she be "making" something with Phil? That overheard remark made me uneasy. In fact it downright disturbed me.
I sat down, turned on the computer and brought up the program I had been working with the last couple of days, but as I stared at the screen it wasn't work that was on my mind. I was remembering the last company Christmas party. I'm not much on dancing when we go out, other than country western, and Becca loves to dance so it is not unusual for her to dance a third of the dances with me and the other two thirds with anyone who asks her.
The last company party was no exception and while she did dance with several others I did notice that she danced quite a few dances with Phil. I commented on it on the drive home. A trace of a smile passed quickly over her face and then was gone. I expected her to say something like, "Why Rob Daltry; I do believe that you are jealous" or something like that and pass it off, but she didn't. What she said was:
"He was a better dancer than any of the rest of them so yes, I did dance more with him than anyone else."
I couldn't press it without getting into territory I knew I should stay clear of, but what I knew about Phil was that he was a cock hound; the kind of guy who drew comments like "He would fuck a snake if some one would hold it's head" and I wasn't all that happy that Becca had spent so much time with him. A little irrational of me perhaps since I was there and had my eye on them and Becca had never given me any reason to doubt her, but I just did not trust Phil at all. I shook it off and got to work. It couldn't have been my Becca they were talking about since the only place she could come in contact with Phil would be at company events and the next one was the company picnic and that was still months away.
+++++++++++++++++
As I drove home that night I thought about what I would fix myself for dinner. It was Becca's card night so I would be on my own. Becca was an avid bridge player and I couldn't stand the game. I liked to play cards, but I just could not get into bridge, Becca belonged to a group that played every Wednesday night and that is why I would be cooking for myself.
There was plenty of food in the house, but after looking at the possibilities and finding nothing that appealed to me I decided to pamper myself and go out to eat. I settled on the Olive Garden and I was working on my salad when I saw Bill and Helen Winters come in. I thought it odd since Helen was part of the group that met to play bridge, but then I guessed that everyone needed a night off sometimes. They noticed me and waved and I waved back. They joined a couple at a table and I got involved with my veal scaloppini.
When I got home I turned on the TV and watched for a while and then I headed off to bed. I took the book I'd been reading off of the nightstand, propped myself up with some pillows and then read till I got sleepy.
In the morning I got up and showered even though I knew it would piss Becca off. I would wake up half an hour earlier than she needed to get up and the shower would wake her and she would always be grumpy with me over it. I would just shrug and tell her to get home earlier from her card game and she wouldn't have such a short nights sleep.
I was in the kitchen having my first cup of coffee and paging through the morning paper when Becca came into the kitchen. She poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down opposite me. I put down the paper and said:
"Have a good night at cards?"
"God no and in fact I'm almost sorry that I went."
"I thought you loved bridge?"
"I do, but last night I was paired with Helen Winters and she is the worst bridge player I have ever seen. She made so many boneheaded blunders that I wanted to crawl across the table and strangle her."
Suddenly I was having bad thoughts. I was having some very, very bad thoughts."
"Helen Winters? I've not heard you complaining about her before."
"That's probably because she never upset me before like she did last night."
I finished my coffee and got up and as I put my cup in the sink I said, "I guess you will just have to hope you don't get paired with her too often."
The obvious question in my mind as I drove to work was where was Becca last night? She obviously wasn't playing cards with Helen Winters. It ate at me all day and by four in the afternoon I decided to take a gamble and I called Helen.
"Hello?"
"Helen, this is Rob Daltry. I'm sorry to bother you, but something has been bugging me and before I confront Becca about it I decided that I should prepare myself with some information."
"On what?"
"What happened with the Wednesday night bridge group?"
"We ran out of players. Marge Holbrook left Dan and ran off with a truck driver. Bev Marshall got married and her husband moved her to Jamesville and Mary Ellen found out that her husband was using her card night to play around with one of the filing clerks where he works so she quit. We just didn't have enough people to play. Why?"
"Becca just seems to get bent all out of shape every Wednesday and she gets majorly bitchy with me. I've had enough of it and I'm trying to line my ducks up in a row before I have a sit down with her over it."
"You would think that after three months she would be over it. My God, it is only a card game."
"My thoughts exactly. Thanks Helen. Take care."
Three months? Three fucking months? Where the fuck had Becca been going every Wednesday for the last three months?
And what the fuck had she been doing? And almost like it was the answer to those questions came the memory of "....Becca and Phil if they can make it." Something was sure enough rotten in Denmark, but I was going to want a lot more information before I confronted Becca on things. I was going to have to wait for the next Wednesday to get answers, but answers I would get and God help Phil and my wife if what I was starting to think was true.
++++++++++++++++
Rebecca Anne Porter had been a part of my life since the ninth grade. Becca was the first girl I ever dated and the first girl I ever kissed. We dated off and on through the tenth grade. It was off and on because her parents wouldn't let her have a steady boyfriend until she was in the eleventh grade.
On the first day of classes when we started the eleventh grade I asked Becca to go steady and she said yes. We went steady for about four months and then one day just before the Christmas break she gave me back my letter sweater and told me she was breaking up with me. There was a guy who had just transferred in from out of state, he had asked her out and she wanted to go out with him. Without a word I turned and walked away as she called out "Wait Rob, wait."
I was upset. No, I was mightily pissed and my attitude became, "Okay, you want to date another guy? Well that works both ways." I ignored Becca and whatever she was doing and for the next six months I dated at least a half a dozen girls. A couple of times I was at parties or events and Becca was there also, but I made sure to avoid her. A couple of times I saw her head my way and I pointedly turned my back and moved away.
Summer came and I got a job working for a landscaper and a couple of times when I got home from work my mom told me that Becca had called and wanted me to call her back, but I never did. Did I want to? Yes I did. I missed her terribly, but pride kept me from picking up the phone and dialing her number. She had dumped me so fuck her and the horse she rode in on. What can I say? When you are a teenager and getting used to girls you are allowed and probably even expected to be stupid.
School started two weeks before Labor Day and on the first day of class for my senior year I was sitting in Mr. Patterson's room waiting for class to start when Becca took the seat next to me. I glanced quickly around the room, but there were no empty seats that I could get up and move to. Becca saw me do it and said:
"No way to get away from me Rob unless you want to skip class, but if you do that you are going to have to skip a lot of classes because I'm going to have the seat next to you in every class we have together."
"Why? Why bother?"
"Because I want to get back on good terms with you. Because I miss you. Because we had something nice and I miss it."
"You miss it? You're the one who threw what we had away."
"I didn't throw anything away Rob; you just took it wrong."
"Wrong? You gave me back my letter sweater, told me that you didn't want to go steady with me any more and I was wrong?"
"You walked away before I could explain."
"Explain what?"
"I didn't want to stop seeing you Rob; I just wanted to date other guys too and I couldn't do it if we were a known steady couple. I still wanted to date you."
"So? That's what you wanted. It wasn't what I wanted so that hardly means that I took it wrong. You dumped me Becca. You dumped me for some dickhead who moved here from out of town. I didn't get that part wrong."
Then I heard, "Mr. Daltry; if you and Ms. Porter could hold it down we can get on with class."
I looked around and saw Mr. Patterson and everyone else in the class looking at us. After class was over Becca stuck to me like glue and followed me down the hall. And just before I went into Mrs. Osbourne's room Becca said:
"Meet me in the cafeteria at lunch time. Please Rob? If after lunch you still don't want to have anything to do with me I'll leave you alone."
"Maybe" I said as I walked into the classroom. As Mrs. Osbourne droned on about what she expected of us I was thinking about Becca and I decided to meet her at lunch and see what she had to say. When I got to the cafeteria Becca had already staked out a table and twice while I was going through the line I saw friends of hers walk up to the table and start to sit, but Becca said something and they moved away.
As soon as I sat down Becca went right at it. "Rob honey, I like you more than any other guy I've dated, but we are both young yet and don't have a clue where life is going. I've watched my parent's friends as couple after couple break up and get divorced. I've promised myself that it is never going to happen to me. I'm going to get the right guy and do it right the first time. That means that I have to meet different guys, date different ones, see what is out there, and learn about them so I can make informed judgments.
"And it isn't just me Rob. You should be doing it too. Right now you think that I'm the one for you, but do you really know? Have you gone out with other girls so you could have a basis for comparing? I know you have dated other girls, but you have never stayed with any of them long enough to get to know them. Gail was the one you were with the longest, but it was only three dates so you really didn't get to know her all that well did you."
She must have been keeping a closer eye on me than I'd kept on her if she knew just how many dates I'd had with any one girl.
"So just what is it you are saying here Becca."
"That I want to spend some time with you, but I don't want it to be an exclusive thing. We both need to see other people."
I didn't know what to say so I just sat there looking at her in silence. I don't know what she thought I was thinking, but after sitting there and looking at me for several moments she said:
"You will get all the good ones Rob. You will get Labor Day Weekend, the county fair and the senior prom, but I want to be free to say yes if someone interesting asks me out. I will never break a date with you to go out with someone else, but I can't say yes if I'm going steady."
I sat there silent for several more seconds and then said, "It won't work Becca. You just said it yourself. You told me three dates with Gail wasn't enough time to really get to know her. How many dates would it take to really get to know someone? Ten? Fifteen? Twenty? Let's use ten. Ten dates, since your parents only let you date weekends, would take three months. That's three months I wouldn't see you and don't tell me that you would date me at the same time you were dating the other guy. It wouldn't work and you know it. Say you dated him on a Friday and he asked to see you again Saturday and you said no, that you already had a date with me for that night. You think he is going to hang around for three or more months for you to go out on ten dates with him so you can get to know him better while you are alternating dates between him and me? And what if in the middle of all that you meet another interesting guy? No Becca, that just won't work for me."
I got up and headed for my next class.
+++++++++++++++++
What Becca had said did touch a chord in me. It was true that I hadn't really taken the time to get to know any of the other girls I dated. I dated, had fun and then asked another girl out. I didn't spend a lot of time on other girls because Becca was the one that I wanted. It finally got through to me that with Becca I was only ever going to be one of many and if I couldn't handle that I needed to start seeing what else was out there.
Labor Day came and went and I never called Becca. She called the house and left a message the week before the county fair, but I never returned the call. I dated a couple of girls, but after a couple of dates it was obvious that while we liked each other nothing was going to come of it.
My eighteenth birthday was on the twenty-ninth of October and my parents surprised me by giving me a car for a birthday present. That freed me up to date more often and having a car made me a little more appealing to some of the girls and I started getting more dates. It wasn't until my fourth date with Pauline French that life got interesting. The first two were nothing out of the ordinary. I did get kissed goodnight and on the third we made out hot and heavy and I was definitely hoping for more.
The fourth we went to the Burger Barn for burgers and fries and then went and played miniature golf. We had just finished the last hole and I asked Pauline what she would like to do next. She looked me right in the eye and asked:
"Do you eat pussy Rob?"
It was one of those moments when you know that the wrong answer was going to be life changing. The honest answer would have been no, but there was more to it than that. The fact of the matter was that I was a virgin. I'd had my mouth on a breast or two and I'd had my fingers in a pussy or three (mostly Becca). I'd gotten a hand job twice (and not from Becca), but that was the extent of my sexual experience. A no answer would probably mean no more dates with Pauline and a yes answer, if she wanted a demonstration, would show me to be a liar and would probably mean no more dates with Pauline. And Pauline was one hot looking babe. I gave the only answer that I thought could save the day.
"I haven't yet, but I've always wanted to try it."
It was an answer that saved me the embarrassment of admitting that I was still cherry. Pauline looked at me for a second and then said:
"Here's the deal. I'm a virgin and I plan to stay one until I get married, but I like orgasms. Guys love to have their dicks sucked, but most are unwilling to return the favor. If you are willing to date me knowing that you are never going to go all the way I will suck your cock as long as you eat my pussy. What do you think?"
To say I was stunned would be an understatement. I had no idea that Pauline was like that. Let's face it. Guys talk and a dozen guys had dated Pauline and not one of them had ever said anything about Pauline that would have led me to expect something like that from her. I was still standing there with my mouth hanging open when she said:
"Well Rob; how about it?"
"I guess, umm, I mean yeah, sure."
"Okay then; drive us out to Steven's Point."
When we got to the point we got on the back seat and she pulled up her skirt and pulled off her panties and then said, "You first." Pauline had obviously done it before because she started leading me through it step by step. I was nervous as hell and half afraid I was going to barf, but I dug in and found that it didn't bother me. She told me where to touch, what to rub, how to lick it and suck on her clit. I must have been doing something right because she was crying "Yes, oh yes" and her body was shaking.
I have no idea how long I was down there before she pushed me away and said, "Your turn now." I won't even try to describe my first blow job other than to say I thought I'd died and gone to Heaven. When I took her home she asked "Tomorrow?" and I of course said yes.
For the next three weeks Pauline and I went out three or four times a week and every date ended up out at Stevens Point. At the end of those three weeks I found out that girls talk too. It was a Monday morning and I was just coming out of Mrs. Osborne's class when Becca stepped up in front of me, said:
"You bastard!" and slapped my face. "I know what you have been doing with Pauline French."
"So? What business is it of yours?"
"It is supposed to be me damn you."
Now bear in mind that I hadn't spoke to Becca since our talk in the cafeteria some months back. I'd seen her around, but I hadn't spoken to her and if it looked like she was going to head my way I turned and beat feet in the other direction so to have her in my face bitching about what I was doing with Pauline made no sense to me.
"You are out of your mind Becca. You are the one who pushed me away so where the hell do you get off?"
"You are supposed to be mine Rob. I explained it all to you."
"And I told you I wasn't going to have anything to do with what you wanted. I am not yours Becca and I haven't been yours since you broke up with me. Now unless you plan on beating me some more I have a class to get to."
"I want us back together Rob."
"A little late for that Becca. I'm with Pauline now and we are getting along just fine."
"But she doesn't love you Rob; she's just using you because you are the only one who will do what she likes. She is already talking about how hard it is going to be to find someone to take your place when she goes off to college."
That wasn't ground breaking news since I had known that all along. That she was going off to college I mean. I was too, but she was going back east to Smith and I would be going to a college closer to home. I also knew that even if Pauline and I went to the same college we were not destined for a life together. Becca was right in that Pauline was using me to get what she wanted, but I was using Pauline to get the same and all of a sudden I was supposed to give it up because Becca wanted to get back together? I didn't think so.
I would have loved to have Becca back and to have things back the way they were before she broke us up, but I didn't think I could trust her not to want to go out with other guys if she found one she thought she might be interested in. I'd never forget the how and why she had broken up with me in the first place so I just shrugged and said:
"That might be so Becca, but until she leaves we are a couple. Got to go or I'll be late for class."
I walked off and left her standing there.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Never underestimate the power of the female fraternity. It was two days after being slapped by Becca and Pauline and I had just finished a very satisfying sixty-nine. I was feeling all warm and fuzzy in the afterglow of my orgasm when Pauline said:
"I had a talk with your old girlfriend yesterday."



"Oh?"
"She asked me to drop you so she could get you back."
"And you said?"
"I told her I would think about it."
"And just what is your thinking on the idea?"
"In four months we graduate and I'll be gone anyway so I'm thinking "Why not." Who knows; I may need a favor from her some day."
"Anyone stop to think that if you drop me I won't go back to her anyway?"
"Why wouldn't you? She's good looking and she obviously cares for you."
"Just not enough."
I told Pauline about why we broke up in the first place and then said, "I don't trust her not to do it again. And anyway, why would I want to go back to fighting her just to try and get my hands on her boobs after what I've had with you. No thanks. If you drop me I'll just go looking for another girl like you."
"You won't find one sweetie; I'm one of a kind, but you could maybe make yourself one."
"Make myself one?"
"She wants you back pretty bad and that kind of puts you in the driver's seat. Tell her you are going to look for someone who will do what I do and see if she will agree to it to get you back. There may even be a bonus in it for you."
"What kind of bonus?"
"Prom is in three months and a lot of girls give up their 'pearl of great price' on prom night. You already know it isn't going to happen with me, but you may be able to make it happen with her."
"You are sounding like you have decided to do it and are trying to convince me I'm going to come out of it all right."
"Well sweetie, to be honest about it I have decided to do what she asked."
I stood up and reached for my pants and Pauline said, "What ere you doing?"
"You just told me that we're through. I'm getting dressed to leave."
"Whoa up there cowboy. I didn't say it would be tonight or even this week. I just need to do it in time for you to ask her to the prom. Say maybe a month or six weeks before."
"I guess that means that we aren't going to the prom."
"In the first place sweetie you haven't asked me and if you had my answer would have been "Sorry, but my parents are taking me back east the week of the prom."
"I stood there, pants in hand, undecided as to what to do and then Pauline said:
"Get back over here sweetie and let me blow on your trumpet for a while."
I dropped my pants on the floor and got back on the bed with Pauline.
++++++++++++++++
Pauline cut me loose seven weeks before the prom and the first thing I did was make a list of the girls that the other guys said were 'easy.' Two days after my 'release' I called Debbie Walling. I took her out three times and found out that the rumors about her were bullshit. Next on the list was Stella Felter. Another girl the target of bullshit rumors. Before I could call Gail Luoma, another name on the list of "sure things" I got a call from Becca.
"What are you doing Rob? Why are you dating Debbie and Stella? You need to be with me Rob."
"I think we have had this conversation before Becca."
"I want us back together Rob."
"I don't think so Becca. I need a girl like Pauline. I got very used to what we had going for us and I'm looking for a girl who can pick up where Pauline left off."
"I'll do whatever I have to do to get us back together."
"I seriously doubt that Becca. I remember how much I had to fight just to get a hand under your sweater."
"I mean it Rob. I will do whatever I have to do to get us back together."
+++++++++++++++++
She wasn't as good as Pauline, but then Pauline had gotten plenty of practice and Becca did get better with each date. Becca did come every bit as unglued as Pauline when I ate her pussy, but the steel curtain came down when I tried to have intercourse with her.
"Pauline didn't do that. She said the reason she did what she did was so she could stay a virgin."
I lied and said, "That doesn't mean anything. She promised me that she would give me her cherry at the prom."
"Maybe I will at the prom, but not now."
"What's the difference; then or now?"
"I'm not ready Rob. Maybe prom night. And I'm only saying maybe."
Becca did give it up on prom night and after that there was no turning back. Becca and I were a steady couple for the rest of high school and all four years of college and never once did she date or tell me she wanted to date other guys. We were married three months after finishing our degree programs and the next eleven years were among the best of my life. I had thought that our marriage -- that we -- were rock solid and now I wasn't so sure.
+++++++++++++++++
Wednesday I was parked in a rental car where I could see Becca's car in her company parking lot. She came out at five after five and when she pulled out of the parking lot I followed her. She drove to the other side of town and pulled up in front of a ranch style house on Beacon Street. I pulled over and parked and watched her get out of her car, walk up and enter the house. She didn't knock or ring a bell; she just opened the door and walked right in.
I sat there watching and five minutes later Charlie pulled up and got out of his car with a woman who wasn't his wife. Next came Mel and his lovely wife Judy followed by another two couples I didn't recognize. The next arrival was the one I hoped I wouldn't see. Phil pulled up, parked and went into the house. Two more couples showed up and they appeared to be the last.
By the time the last couples had shown it was starting to get dark out. I waited another thirty minutes and then I got out of the rental and approached the house. I hoped that there weren't any nosey neighbors looking out their windows as I made my way around the house that everyone had entered. I finally found a window where the blinds had a gap in them and I peeked in and saw a sight I had never seen before.
It was a full-blown orgy.
Mel's wife was being fucked by Charlie. The woman Charlie had come with had two guys working on her. She was on her hands and knees with her mouth on the man standing in front of her and the other guy was nailing her from behind. Another woman was riding a guy cowgirl while a man stood next to her and watched while he stroked himself, but I didn't see Becca in the room.
I moved on around looking for another place where I could see in. I came to a gate and slowly opened it and walked into the back yard. The back yard had a six foot privacy fence around it so the owner's must not have felt the need for drapes or blinds. I could stand off to the side and look in through the sliding glass patio door and into what seemed to be the family room of the house. And in that room was the worthless cunt that I was married to. Phil was in her ass, Mel was in her pussy and some guy I didn't know had his cock in her mouth. Another woman and two men were standing there watching. I turned away sickened by the sight. Before I reached the gate I barfed on the side of the house.
I made my way back to the rental, drove it back to the rental place and then went on home. As I drove home I contemplated what I was going to do. I came up with a dozen ideas and I had to discard all of them because any one of them would have put me in jail for a very long time. One would have gotten me the death penalty. I needed a way to make four people pay, but would leave me enjoying my freedom. Phil, Mel and Charlie would be fairly easy to get to since they all worked for me. I couldn't fire them, at least not for what they were doing to me, but I would find a way to get to them. Becca would take some thought.
I got home, made myself a pretty stiff drink and then settled down on the couch to watch some TV. I was watching something, I'm not sure what it was, but it showed a group of Hell's Angels on a motorcycle run to somewhere and as I looked at them an idea began forming in my mind.
I was in bed pretending to be asleep when Becca got home. She took a quick shower -- she always claimed it was for my benefit because five of the card players smoked and she didn't want me to smell the stink on her -- and then she crawled into bed and snuggled up next to me. I lay there wondering at the affection she showed me after what she had just been doing. I was still wondering as I slipped into sleep.
++++++++++++++++++
The next day I started making phone calls and gathering information. Using the information I gathered I made more phone calls and Friday I met a man for lunch and we did a deal. Friday night when I got home from work I told Becca to put on her dancing shoes because we were going to go to the Golden Spur for some good old country western dancing.
At the Spur I nursed one drink while getting a good half dozen doubles into Becca. We danced and had a good time and around midnight I told Becca that it was time to go. Becca whined that she still felt like partying.
"Maybe again tomorrow baby, but I've had a long day and I'm beat."
Once in the parking lot I walked her to the car and as we got to a white van parked next to us a man got out and said:
"Is this her?"
"Indeed it is."
He took an envelope out of his pocket and handed it to me. "You want to count it?"
"No need."
He turned and opened the side door on the van and there were five guys sitting in it. Two of them jumped out and grabbed Becca and hauled her into the van as she cried out:
"What the hell is going on here? What the fuck are you doing?"
As a rag was stuffed in her mouth I said, "You said you still felt like partying so enjoy."
Marcus closed the door of the van and I said, "Remember; no visible marks."
"No problem. When do you want to do the other part?"
"See how this goes. If it goes right maybe in two weeks."
He got in the van and drove off. Becca liked multiple partners? She was going to have a weekend full of them.
+++++++++++++++++
Saturday I slept in and then went out and played eighteen holes. I went out for dinner, caught a movie and then went to bed fairly early. Sunday I worked around the house and around six I got a phone call. I opened the garage door and about five minutes later the white van pulled in and I closed the door behind it. Marcus got out of the van and I asked:
"How did it go?"
"She was reluctant at first, but by the third one she decided that since it was going to happen anyway she might as well go with the flow. Thirty-one and most more than once if you are interested."
"And the film?"
"I had five cameras running. I'll get it all transferred onto CDs and get them to you sometime later in the week."
He opened the side door of the van and I saw Becca passed out on the floor. I don't think there was an inch of her that didn't have dried cum on it. Marcus saw me looking and said:
"She was almost passed out there at the end and a half dozen guys whacked off and shot all over her. She's pretty tired; she didn't get any sleep until I loaded her into the van."
He helped me carry her into the house and up the stairs and we dumped her on the bed in the spare bedroom. We shook hands and he said:
"I know the plan, but if she pisses you off again before then make sure and let me know. The guys really enjoyed her."
I opened the door and he backed the van out and I closed the door and went to watch some TV.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Becca was still asleep when I went to work in the morning. I smiled and said "Good morning" to Phil, Mel and Charlie the same as I did every day of the week. Let them think I was the clueless husband. That would make my getting them easier. I spent part of the day on the Internet getting information that I would hopefully put to good use.
When I got home that evening and walked through the connecting door into the garage I saw Becca at the sink and she looked pretty ragged. She must have called in sick or I would have beaten her home. She turned and screamed "You bastard!" and threw a dish at me. I ducked it and it smashed into the wall behind me. I moved quickly to her and grabbed her arms.
"You mother fucker! How could you do that to me?"
"It was easy once I found out how you really spend your Wednesday nights."
I saw fear come over her face and she struggled to get loose. I forced her down on a chair and she said:
"What are you going to do?"
"That will depend on what you do. You do what I want and we might get by this. You don't do what I want and you are out of here on your ass."
"I don't want that. I love you Rob; I really do."
"Don't give me any of that shit. No way you could love me and do what you have been doing. How the fuck do you think I felt when I found out you were fucking the guys I work with? The same guys that smile at me and wish me a good morning while they are laughing at Becca's clueless husband behind his back. But what really pisses me off is that while I'm sitting at the goddamned computer reading about this shit and wishing I could do it you are out doing it behind my back."
"You? You would do that?"
"Damned right I would. This is what is going to happen Becca. Not this Wednesday, but a week from this Wednesday you are going to have your little party right here in this house. I don't care what you have to do to make it happen, but you make it happen or you are out of here on your ass and you will not let anyone know that I know. Do you understand what I'm saying?
"Yes. I think, but how am I supposed to get them to come here?"
"I will set it up so that Phil, Mel and Charlie think I'm going out of town to take care of some things that came up concerning my father's estate. Tell them that you want to do it on your own bed. Lead them on. Ask them if they wouldn't like to fuck Rob's wife on Rob's bed. The bastards will probably jump at the chance. Once it gets going I'm going to walk in on it and I want to see those assholes faces when I strip and fuck Mel's wife in her asshole.
"Until then you are in the spare bedroom. Whether or not you make it back into the bedroom with me will depend on how you do what I told you and on the long talk I have with my ass wipe co-workers when it is over and done with. I'm going to get their version of what happened and how and then I'm going to compare it with what you tell me. After that I'll decided whether we have a future or not. I meant it Becca; Phil and the boys are not -- I repeat not! -- to know that I have found out about your fuck sessions. If I get any inkling that they know I'll know you clued them in and you are out of here. Now where's my fucking dinner."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Becca was wise enough to not speak unless spoken to the rest of that day and all day Tuesday, but Wednesday morning she asked:
"What do you want me to do tonight?"
"I guess you need to go if you are going to talk them into being here next Wednesday. Just remember what I said about anyone finding out that I am no longer clueless about what you are doing."
Wednesday morning Marcus called me at work and we met for lunch and he gave me the two CDs he had made of Becca's weekend and we discussed the next part of my plan.
I was awake when she got home. But my bedroom door was closed so she took her shower and went into the spare bedroom. In the morning she said:
"You were right. They jumped at the chance to do me on your bed and in your house. Actually, since they think you will be gone all week they wanted to come over every night, but I told them no."
"Just out of curiosity if I didn't know about you and them and I was really going out of town all week would you have them over every night?"
"Probably."
"You love me. You really, really love me; isn't that what you told me? And yet you would fuck three of my co-workers in my house and on my bed everyday I was gone? And you wonder why I don't believe you when you say that you love me?"
"It has nothing to do with love Rob. It is just sex. Absolutely wild pure assed sex. Once a week I let myself go crazy and be an absolute slut. It fills a need in me and it hasn't hurt you in the least. You were never supposed to find out."
"I guess now is as good a time as any for this so tell me how and why did this start."
"It got its start at your last company Christmas party. I was dancing with Phil and he came right out and said:
"You are sexy as hell Becca and I want to fuck you."
"I had been drinking as you know and I was in a pretty good mood. I was a little shocked at what he'd come right out and said, but I played along and said:
"Are you any good?"
"I've not had any complaints."
"I smiled at him and asked him if he had any rave reviews and he said he had a couple. Then I asked him how big his cock was and he said it was big enough to get the job done and I said "Show me." He told me to meet him over near the restrooms in five minutes and he would. Just out of curiosity to see if he would actually do it I met him and he pulled me into the men's room and locked the door behind us. He took his cock out and I looked at it and told him it was a nice one, but smaller than what I was used to. I told him that because he wasn't as big as you. He asked me if I was going to give him a chance to show what he could do with it and I told him that maybe I would, but I'd have to think on it for a bit and then I unlocked the door and left.
"I thought that would be the end of it and I almost told you what happened so we could both get a laugh out of it, but then I thought it would be best not to say anything. For one thing I wasn't sure things would turn out good if you went into work and went after Phil. For another I worried that you might be pissed over me letting it go as far as it did. I knew I wouldn't see Phil again until the company picnic in the summer so I forgot all about it.
"A couple of months later I showed up at Helen's for bridge and found that we didn't have enough players and in fact Helen said we would probably have to disband the group if we couldn't find any new players and that is what happened. But that night you were in Denver on a business trip and I didn't feel like going home and facing an empty house so I stopped at Bud's Bar for a drink after I left Helen's.
"I was half way through the drink when Phil slid onto the seat next to me. He asked me if I was ready for another drink and I said yes. We sat and talked in general through a couple more drinks and then Phil said:
"You've had plenty of time to think about it so what do you say?"
"I asked about what and he said, "What we talked about at the Christmas party. I really would like to fuck you."
"I thought about it for maybe a minute and then said, "Okay; let's do it."
"It was a combination of the drinks and my curiosity about his confidence and the way he just went after what he wanted and didn't worry about getting his face slapped or me running to you and telling. Maybe there was some curiosity about whether he was as good as he seemed to think he was and I guess you could throw in a pinch of horniness or lust, but I went to his apartment with him and ended up staying the night."
"And?"
"He was good. He had a lot of staying power and was quick to recover. He was like the Energizer Bunny -- he just kept on going and going -- and before you even ask, yes I did enjoy it. In the morning he asked if we could do it again and I told him I didn't think so, but he gave me his cell number and told me to give him a call if I changed my mind. The next Wednesday I called Helen and she said that the bridge group was gone. I remembered the hard fucking I got from Phil and you weren't expecting me home anyway so I called him. He was just as good that night so I told him I'd see him the next Wednesday.
"He was doing me when Mel walked in. Phil told me he'd told Mel how hot I was and Mel had said that he wanted a taste. Phil finished and I tried to get up and leave, but Phil held me down while Mel took me. Then Phil pushed his cock in my mouth and they both used me. I liked it. No, that isn't true -- I loved it. They didn't care what I wanted only what they wanted. They took me over and over and I had some screaming orgasms. There was another week of Mel and Phil and then Mel and Phil took me to a swinger's party and after that it was a group grope every Wednesday. Two of the group hard fairly large cocks and I discovered that I was a size queen. I just couldn't get enough of the full feeling I got when Stan and Russ took me."



"What about me Becca? How did you think I was going to feel about it when I found out?"
"I never worried about that because you were never going to know. I was very careful not to do anything that would clue you in."
"Cheaters always get caught Becca. It does matter what you did to hide it. You couldn't control what others do. The first slip was me overhearing something Mel and Charlie said in the office that I wasn't supposed to hear and that got me to thinking, but what really killed it for you was instead of staying home and fixing myself dinner one night I decided to go out and eat and guess who was in the restaurant I went to. Helen and her husband and the next morning you told me how bad a night you'd had because you got stuck with Helen for a partner."
I stared at her for several seconds and then said, "Phil wasn't the first, was he?"
Becca looked away from me and I said, "How many and for how long?"
Still not looking at me she said "Maybe six over the last five years."
"You sit there and tell me that you love me, but you have been fucking over me for over five years. You have some strange idea of what love is Becca."
"I do love you. I can't help it if I like sex. I can't help it if my pussy tingles when I meet an interesting man and I just have to see how he is. I'm always here for you. I've never wanted any of the others other than for a one night or one week stand. It was just sex Rob. There was no love involved. There wasn't any affection involved. I got to be a wild slut every once in a while and I liked it."
"Have you done anyone I know?"
"No. The only ones you know are Phil, Mel and Charlie."
"I don't know who I should be the most pissed at. You for what you've done or me for stupidly loving you, trusting you, and not being smart enough to pick up on what you were doing."
"I'm sorry honey. I love you, I really do, but the slut in me comes out when I meet an interesting guy and he makes my pussy wet. It was just sex honey. Honest to God it never had anything to do with my love for you. You are the only one I love."
"Just not enough to leave other cocks alone."
She looked away and I got up and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I called every one into the office and told them I would be out of town the following week because I had to fly back to Michigan to take care of some matters pertaining to my father's estate.
"While I'm gone Phil will be in charge."
The pump having been primed I got to work.
I was used to having sex four or five times a week with Becca, but I hadn't touched her since I saw her being three-holed through the window on the night I had followed her. I was hurting and Becca was aware of how long it had been since I had touched her and she knew how I would be feeling. She set out to try and get me back into bed with her. She dressed skimpily, let me see her nude and even left her bedroom door open and masturbated so I could see, but I ignored her. I finally told her to stop it and that I was not going to have anything to do with her until after Wednesday and my talk with Phil, Mel and Charlie.
Monday I worked around the house and when Becca got home from work I had dinner ready and I did the same thing on Tuesday. Just before Becca left for work on Wednesday I asked:
"How long should I give you before I walk in? I want to make sure that things are well underway before I come in."
"It will start at six-thirty so give it about an hour." She was silent for a second and then she said, "Are we going to be all right baby?"
"We will just have to see Becca."
That evening I was parked just up the street and I watched until all the players were there and then I took off, had dinner at the Olive Garden and then took in a movie. The house was dark and quiet when I got home. Becca was fucked out and asleep on the couch. She had cum on her face, in her hair, on her breasts and her cunt hair was matted. She hadn't cleaned the place up and there were cum stains on the rug and on the leather couch. The beds in my room and her room were torn up and the sheets were wet with cum. It must have been one hell of a party.
I went down into the basement and checked the recorders and it appeared that all the spy cams I'd installed had worked. I smiled and went back upstairs. I changed the sheets and pillow cases on my bed and then I carried Becca up and dumped her on hers and then I went to bed and slept like a baby.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and reading the morning paper when Becca came into the room. I stood up and took her in my arms. I hugged her and kissed her and then said:
"I'm sorry baby; I meant to be here, but I got into some trouble."
"What kind of trouble?"
"I went to a bar and had a couple of drinks to get my nerve up for what I was going to do and some loudmouth started pushing me around and I beat the shit out of him. The cops took me down to the jail and held me for about six hours until they had interviewed all the witnesses. The witnesses confirmed that the loudmouth had started it all and that I had only acted in self defense. I couldn't call you because I was supposed to be out of town. I hoped that they would turn me loose in time for me to come to the party, but it didn't happen."
"What now?"
"Next week I go with you to the party."
"I don't think I can go another week like the last two. I love you honey. I love you and I need you."
"Don't sweat it baby; you did what I told you to do. It isn't your fault that my plan didn't work the way I wanted it to. Tomorrow we will go out and celebrate our new start. I'm not going to make love to you until we get home. I want my first time back inside you to be good and that means we have to give your love box a chance to close up. I know it must be a little loose after last night and I'd like for you to be a little tighter for me. Okay?"
"Whatever you want honey; as long as I've got you back."
When she left for work I got busy with the product of the spy cams and condensed all of the footage on a CD and then I started burning copies.
++++++++++++++++++
Friday night we went to the Golden Spur and danced and drank and had a good time. I rubbed her tits and pussy every chance I got and Becca was red hot by the time I told her it was time to go.
She got in the car and slid over next to me and reached for my zipper and when I didn't stop her she smiled and took me in her mouth. It had been a while for me and I came quickly and she swallowed it all and kept me in her mouth to work at getting me back up again. She was working hard on me and didn't notice when I pulled up next to the white van. She screamed when the door opened and hands pulled her off of me and hustled her into the van. Marcus handed me another envelope and I said:
"We will do the next part Monday. Think you can be ready by then?
"I'm ready now. I've just been waiting for you to say go."
Saturday and Sunday were spent working around the house. I removed the spy cams and recording equipment and all traces of Becca's Wednesday night sex party and I even managed to get in eighteen holes on both days. I got a phone call from Marcus around seven Sunday night and all he said was:
"It's done. See you Monday."
Monday I asked Phil to stop and have a drink or two with me after work.
"I'm going to make some changes in the office and I want your input. I don't want to do it here because it sometimes seems like the walls in this place have ears."
At a quarter after five Phil joined me at the bar. He got a drink and I started to tell him the plans I had for reorganizing the office. It was all bullshit, but he didn't know that. I kept his attention while Marcus took the stool next to him and when the needle slid into Phil he had just enough time to look surprised before the injection made him drowsy. Marcus and I helped him go outside -- just two friends helping a buddy who had overindulged -- and when we got Phil outside I helped Marcus get him into the white van. I thanked Marcus for all of his help and he got in the van and drove away.
+++++++++++++++++
Marcus and I had gone to high school together and shortly after graduation he was busted for selling pot and did two years in prison. He always maintained that he was set up and framed and whether or not it was true I didn't know. What I did know was that once he got out Marcus rarely did anything legal. He was into drugs, prostitution, gambling, loan sharking and some other things I was just as happy not knowing about.
He learned a lot in prison and he made dozens of contacts and he put them all to good use in his various activities. There wasn't anything that he couldn't get for you and nothing he wouldn't do for you if the price was right. His help didn't cost me anything because when he got out of prison I loaned him money and helped him get back on his feet and he never forgot it.
In fact, he not only didn't cost me anything I made money off of him. He gave me a grand for the use of Becca the first time she took the white van ride and he gave me another grand when I gave her to him Friday. He got his money back and then some selling her. He got fifty bucks a pop from the thirty-one who used her the first time. I don't know what he made over the last weekend, but whatever it was was pure gravy. He got his grand back when he sold her to a motorcycle club who were going on a run to Mexico. They were going to use her until they were ready to come home and then try to get their money back by selling her to a whore house in Mexico.
I didn't expect to ever see Becca again.
In addition to handling female prostitutes Marcus also had a couple of gay males on his payroll. A group of gays who were heavily into BDSM asked him for someone they could play with and Marcus, knowing how whoever he gave them was going to be used, did not want any of his regular stable damaged so he was more than happy to help me with my Phil problem. I didn't know when or even if I would see Phil again, but if I did I'd bet you could slide a telephone pole up his ass without the need for grease and he would probably have a very sore jaw. Best of all he would know why because part of the deal was that somewhere along the line someone was going to say:
"Damned glad you fucked that Becca bitch. We wouldn't have your tight ass to play with if it wasn't for that."
++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday two hundred eighty-three packages went out to the friends, relatives and neighbors of Phil, Mel and Charlie. I don't know what the effect was on Mel since his wife was part of the group, but hopefully his relatives and neighbors didn't know about Mel and Judy's 'hobby' and would let them know in no uncertain terms what they thought about it. And then there was this. There might not be a problem where Judy was concerned, but Mel knew he had a problem -- me! He must have gotten his package Tuesday when he got home from work because Wednesday he called in sick and Thursday morning I got a call from Human Resources that Mel had called and given his resignation effective immediately.
Charlie found out rather quickly what his wife thought about it. She got her package on Wednesday, called work and told him not to bother coming home because the locks had already been changed on the house. The next day he was whining that she had cleaned him out. Apparently she hit the banks and took it all before calling him and telling him to go to hell. Of course Charlie wasn't telling the people at work why she had kicked him out and I hadn't mailed a package to anyone in the office.
Except me.
Thursday after the mail had been delivered I walked out of my office and over to Charlie and without a word I hit him as hard as I could. His chair rolled backward and as he tried to stand I hit him again. He went down on the floor and I started kicking him in the ribs and in the crotch. A couple of guys pulled me off of him and one of them said:
"What the fuck Rob; have you gone nuts?"
I handed Dave the envelope that I had tucked in my belt and said:
"He's lucky I don't have a gun in the office or the cocksucker would be dead right now."
Dave looked at a couple of the photos and called Charlie a worthless cocksucker and spit on him. I bent down and said:
"This whole mess is personal and not job related so I can't fire you, but you need to find another job and quickly because from this day forward this is what I'm going to do to you every fucking day that you walk into this office."
I stood up, kicked him hard in the balls and walked back into my office. Charlie didn't come to work Friday and Monday morning Human Resources called me and told me that I had lost another member of my team.
"What the hell are you doing over there Rob? That's two in a week."
"Just called three of them into the office and told them that their performance was sub-standard and they needed to get their heads out of their asses or I was going to get rid of them. I guess they decided that they couldn't get with the program and decided to quit rather than have a termination on their record."
"You said three. Who is the other one?"
"Phil Trainor."
"Will we be hearing from him also?"
"Most definitely. He has been a no call no show for three days now and the CP&P says that is grounds for termination. I'm doing the paperwork right now and you should have it late this afternoon."
I never did get any physical satisfaction from Mel, but I did get a form of payback. Based on the material I had sent them his neighbors decided that he was a pervert and they didn't want him in the neighborhood where he could get to their children. He was so informed and he told them to fuck off. Acts of vandalism started occurring and after about thirty thousand dollars worth of damage to his house and cars he got the message and put his house up for sale and moved. Give the economy and the current housing market he had to have lost money on the deal.
I stopped in at the police station and turned in a missing persons report on Becca. I told the officer that took the report that I didn't want her back. I just thought it should be on the record that she was missing. I showed him the photos I had from the gangbang and told him I had found them on the kitchen table when I'd come home from work and she was gone.
"I guess when she got the photos in the mail she thought I would for sure find out so she packed her bags and ran."
"Why? Would you have hurt her?"
"I guess we will never know for sure, but probably not. I would probably have wanted to know she didn't tell me so that I could join in. See the tits on that redhead? Boy would I have liked to get my mouth on them."
++++++++++++++++++++=
It has been two years now and no one has seen or heard from Phil. Marcus might know what happened to him, but I don't want to know bad enough to ask.
I do have a rough idea of what happened to Becca and where she is. Well maybe not where she is, but I do have an inkling as to what she is doing. Marcus told me that the bikers had indeed sold her to a Mexican whore house and not just any old whore house. It seems that one was looking for a "gringa" to take part in some of their specialty acts. Those of you who have been to Tijuana have probably heard of those 'specialty' acts. Oh well, Becca did say that she liked the full feeling that big cocks gave her.
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"Put it against the wall" I told the two guys who carried in the dresser."
I went back to hanging the pictures on the wall. Tom came in with two suitcases and asked me where I wanted them.
"Put them on the floor in front of the bed. When you bring in the stuff on hangers just put them in the closet."
When I finished with the pictures I put the suitcases on the bed and then emptied them into the dresser drawers. Tom and the other two guys -- Mike and Phil -- brought in the rest of the boxes and I had them put the stuff in the closet. Phil handed me a travel case and said:
"This is the last of it."
I took the case from him and then told the three of them that I'd meet them at Murphy's Tavern in half an hour. I emptied the case and put the items on top of the dresser, arranged them neatly and stepped back to look around. I moved a few items to give things a more uniform appearance and then took a look around the room. Satisfied with what I saw I turned and left and went to meet my buddies at Murphy's.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was on my second beer when my cell phone went off. I looked at the screen and saw that the call was from my wife. I flipped it open and said:
"Hello?"
"Rob? I'm at the house and I can't get in. The garage door opener isn't working and none of my keys will fit into the locks."
"Not surprising Maggie since you don't live there anymore."
"Of course I live here."
"Where are you Maggie?"
"I'm at the house."
"I mean where are you standing right now?"
"On the front porch."
"Look around. You should see a man approaching. His instructions were to wait until he saw you take out your cell phone and make a call before telling you what is going on."
"There is a man coming up the walk right now."
"He will answer all of your questions Maggie. Goodbye."
Five minutes later my cell phone chirped again and again it was my wife.
"Rob? What the hell is this nonsense about divorce?"
"No nonsense Maggie. I just decided that it was time to get rid of a cheating wife."
"Don't be stupid Rob. I have never cheated on you."
"I'm not being stupid Maggie; what I am is no longer stupid and blind. Don't bother calling me again. You have been served and the papers have my attorney's name and phone number on them. Any communication between us from now on will have to go through him. And by the way, I moved all of your things out of the house and moved them over to your lover's place. Goodbye Maggie."
I disconnected, waved over the waitress and ordered us another round.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started with a phone call from Tom. He asked me to meet him for a drink after work. Tom had been my best friend since the first day of seventh grade. It had been an immediate bond and we had been inseparable all the way through high school. After graduating I went to college and earned a degree in Business Management and Tom joined the Navy. He served his hitch and when he got out we reconnected. We saw each once or twice a week and a month didn't go by that we didn't have a cook out in either his back yard or mine.
I met him at Murphy's Tavern. He was already there seated at a table in the back and I waved at Sally as I walked by the bar and she immediately popped the top on a Coors and handed it to Sherri to bring over to me. I sat down opposite Tom and said:
"What's up?"
"It ain't good bud and I'm not going to come off looking too good here so I need to set the stage. Remember how we were in high school? If a girl didn't put out on the first date she didn't get a second one and our philosophy was if she did put out on the first date the first wasn't enough and four was too many?"
"Yeah, but that is ancient history."
"Yes and no. What it did was convince me that sex was entertainment. It was fun. It wasn't to take seriously. You know and I know you know that Barb and I are swingers. We keep it away from the people we know, unless they approach us on it, and just swing with groups from out of town. Barb thinks just like I do. Sex is fun. Sex is meant to be enjoyed. It has nothing to do with love and devotion. I love Barb to death and everyone knows it and it does not bother me to see her enjoy herself with someone else because I know she will be going home with me and will spend her life trying to spoil me rotten"
"What does that have to do with me?"
"I'm getting to it. When I got out of the Navy we didn't chase women like we used to. For one thing I had met Barb and had decided she was the one for me and you were dating Maggie. And then of course there was the fact that we were older and a little more grown up. I married Barb and you married Maggie and the next six years flew happily by until two weeks ago."
"What happened two weeks ago?"
"Two weeks ago you sat here at this very same table and after three or four beers you told me that you felt that there was something wrong in your marriage and then you said, and I quote, "If I didn't know better I would say Maggie is cheating on me." Remember that?"
"Yeah, I do."
"Well Rob, that is what brings me here today. Maggie is cheating on you."
"You've got to be kidding?"
"I'm not. Maggie has been cheating on you."
"You are serious?"
"As serious as death."
"How long have you known?"
"That's a hard question to give a straight answer to."
"Damn it Tom, you brought it up so get to it."
"Okay. I've known for two weeks. She has been cheating on you since before you got married."
"Have you been drinking all day?"
"Of course not. Why the hell would you ask that?"
"Because what you said makes absolutely no sense. You have only known for two weeks, but you know she was cheating before we got married. We got married over six years ago Tom."
"I know what she has been doing since before you were married. But I've only known it was cheating since our talk two weeks ago. This is the part where I don't come off looking too good. Given how much we were alike way back when I just naturally assumed that you were like me; sex was fun, sex was entertainment. Sex wasn't any big deal and it had nothing to do with love, devotion and stuff like that.
"I knew you weren't like me and Barb, but that didn't mean you didn't have your own ways. Some guys like to watch their wives with other men. Some guys like to send the wife out to play and then listen to her talk about it when she gets home. A lot of guys get a kick out of having a slut for a wife and then there are guys who can't keep up with their wives sexually and to keep the peace in the family they let her go out and play. There are guys who don't care what the wife does as long as she always comes home to them. I assumed that you were one of those kinds of guys."
"Why in the hell would you assume something like that?"
"Why wouldn't I? Maggie has been doing it at least twice a week for over six years so how could you not know? I mean come on Rob. I can see hiding cheating for six or maybe eight months, but six years? I assumed you had to know and just like you knew about Barb and me and never mentioned it I never mentioned it to you about what I thought you and Maggie had going. And now comes the "As well as you know me and you can think that about me" am I right?"
I looked at him thoughtfully for a few moments and then said, "No, not at all. If it has been going on as long as you say I can see the reasoning behind your thinking. What I can't believe is that it could have been going on as long as it has and I didn't have a clue. It has only been over the last month or so that I began to feel that something wasn't right. So I guess the obvious questions now are who, when and where."
I listened as Tom told me everything that he knew for sure, everything that he suspected and everything he had heard from others. When he was done I sat there shaken to my very core.
"What are you going to do?" Tom asked.
"Get some proof and then burn the bitch's ass."
+++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home I thought back to when I'd met Maggie. My brother Jerry and his wife Christina had invited me over for a Sunday afternoon barbecue and I'd no sooner walked in the door than Christina grabbed me by the arm and told me that she had someone she wanted me to meet.
It wasn't the first time Christy had tried playing matchmaker. Whoever the candidate was that day she would be the seventh since my breakup with Marsha. Marsha had been my long term girlfriend (three years worth) until the day she told me that she was going out on a date with another guy on Saturday. She picked a really bad time to do it. I had the ring in my pocket and had intended to propose that night. I just looked at her for several very long seconds and then I said:
"I hope you have a nice time" and I took the ring box out of my pocket, opened it, looked at the ring and then said, "I guess I'll return this tomorrow."
I got up from where I had been sitting and walked away from her as she cried:
"Wait Rob, wait."
She called me two or three times a day for the next two weeks, but I never took her calls and eventually she stopped calling.
Anyway, there was Chrissy trying to set me up with another "girl who is just perfect for you." I'd told her more than once not to do it anymore, but she never listened. She didn't understand that I didn't want another girl in my life at that time. I was still hurting from Marsha. I pulled my arm away from Crissy's hand and said, "No Christina, not this time" and I walked away from her to go find the beer.
There were maybe two dozen people there and I knew at least half of them. As I made the rounds and socialized I checked out the women present just to see if I could guess which one Christina wanted to saddle me with. Christina must have thought there was a specific type I would be interested in and all of the previous seven (none of whom I would have gone after if I was looking for Marsha's replacement) were pretty much the same so I was looking for another one like them. I could not see anyone who fit the type.
I did however spot a raven haired beauty who made my pulse speed up. She was surrounded by guys one of whom was no doubt the husband, fiancée or boyfriend. No way in the world that someone hadn't latched onto that. Still, nothing ventured, nothing gained.
I set my empty beer bottle on a table and walked over to where the gorgeous woman was holding court. I walked up and said to the woman:
"Excuse me for interrupting, but Christina sent me over here to get you."
"And you are?"
"I'm Rob. Christina is my sister in law."
"Well we must not keep her waiting. Lead on."
I noticed that she had been drinking white wine and I walked her over to the makeshift bar and offered to refill her glass.
"I thought we were going to see Christina."
"No, what I said was that Christina sent me to get you."
"Are you going to explain that to me?"
"When I got here Christina told me that there was some one here that she wanted me to meet. Her exact words were "She is just perfect for you Rob." She was grabbed by someone before she could introduce me to 'this perfect lady' so I walked around looking and there you were."
She gave me an appraising glance and then said, "And you knew right away I was perfect for you?"
"I could see it from all the way from the other side of the room."
Just then Christina walked up to us. "Oh good, you found each other. Maggie this is Rob; Rob meet Maggie O'neil."
Maggie and I both broke out laughing and Chrissy gave us a confused look and said:
"What? What did I say? Why are you laughing?"
Still chuckling I said, "I forgive you Chrissy. I think this time you got it right."
"This time?" Maggie asked.
"A long story and I'll tell you all about it on our first date which I'm hoping will be tomorrow."
It was and it began a courtship that ended six months later when Maggie and I exchanged our vows in front of a municipal judge with Christina and my brother Jerry as witnesses.
+++++++++++++++
It took every ounce of my self control to act normally when I got home. Maggie greeted me with a kiss and told me that dinner would be ready in twenty minutes. I grabbed a beer from the fridge and went into the family room, turned on the TV and tuned it to Fox News. As I listened to the talking heads drone on and on about inconsequential bullshit I sat there and wondered how Maggie could tell me day after day that she loved me while all the time cheating on me behind my back. Six years! Actually it was more than six years since she was doing it while we were still dating.
Tuesdays, Thursdays, some Saturdays and always whenever I went out of town on business trips is what Tom had told me. Tuesday was card night with the girls she went to college with; sorority sisters that she stayed in touch with. Thursday was book club night at the library. That meant that as soon as dinner was over she was going to kiss me, tell me not to wait up and she would leave to play bridge except that now I knew that thirty minutes after kissing me she would be lying on a bed with her legs spread for her lovers. Yes, not lover, but lovers.
I got my kiss and as soon as she was gone I was on the Internet. It took me a little less than five minutes to find what I wanted. A credit card number and a couple of key clicks and what I wanted would be delivered to my office within three working days. I looked at my watch and saw that I still had time to get to Radio Shack before it closed. By the time Maggie got home from 'bridge' the house phone had a tap on it and I was in bed pretending to be asleep.
Even though before we had often made love when Maggie came home from her card nights on those occasions I had never known I was the second or third that night. While I would have sex with Maggie on some nights -- not to do so would raise a red flag -- I would never again let myself follow some one else.
In the mornings I usually left for work before Maggie and I almost always got home after she did so I had no chance to check on the phone tap until Thursday evening when Maggie left the house for her so-called book club meeting. Wednesday morning Maggie had called her mother and had talked for about five minutes and then:
"Hi. You okay?"
"I'm fine."
"You didn't seem like your usual self last night."
"I guess I'm just a little worried."
"About what?"
"Rob. He's acting a little funny."
"You think he knows or suspects something?"
"I don't know. It is just a feeling I have. I don't have anything concrete, just a feeling."
"You want to cancel tomorrow night?"
"No because if he is suspicious I'm afraid it would make him curious as to why all of a sudden after years of going I suddenly stopped. I guess we have to keep it like business as usual. Both of you need to stay on your toes and make sure that you don't do anything that will give us away."
"I'll tell him. We don't want it to get out either."
There was only one call on Thursday. "Hi."
"Hi yourself. We still on for tonight?"
"Wouldn't miss it."
"Love you."
"Love you too baby; see you in an hour."
Once again I was faking being asleep when Maggie came home and it took all I had in me not to flinch when she cuddled up next to me on the bed.
+++++++++++++++
Friday my package arrived. I opened it and familiarized myself with the directions. It was a wireless mini-camera disguised as a book. It was motion activated and sent its signal to a receiver that could be up to three hundred feet away. According to Tom my wife and her lovers sometimes used our house when I was away on business. I suspect that it was so that Maggie could be home if I called. My plan was to set the book in place the next time I went out of town and hope that Maggie did her thing at our place.
As I was putting the unit into the trunk of my car I was thinking about Tuesday's phone call. I needed to get my head out of my ass and make damned sure that Maggie got over that "feeling" she was having and there was only one way to do it. When I got home Maggie was in the kitchen fixing dinner. I walked up behind her, reached around her and cupped her tits in my hands and said:
"Turn off the stove. I'm having desert first tonight."
"Is this desert going to be cream filled?"
"I wouldn't be at all surprised."
She twisted the knobs to the two lit burners to the 'off' position and I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. I made it a point to do it again Saturday morning and Sunday night and hopefully that took care of uneasiness.
+++++++++++++++++
Monday I told Maggie that I would be going to San Diego for four days the following week. Tuesday I even bit the bullet and waited up for her and we had sex (no love making, just sex) before falling asleep. Her telephone conversations never again contained mentions that Maggie thought I was behaving strangely.
Friday I listened to the tape from the tap and heard that Maggie would be visiting her lovers before going to her standing appointment with her hairdresser and I heard what I'd hoped to hear.
"I suppose we will be doing it at your place next week while he is gone?"
"Of course. You know I have to be here when Rob makes his nightly check in call."
"I can't wait for next week. No hurrying, no rushing to get you home. I love it when we can spend the whole night together."
"I do too baby."
"I have to be going. I need to get hubby's dinner on the stove."
We had sex Friday night, Sunday afternoon and the then on Monday morning I left on my trip. As I kissed Maggie goodbye I was aware of the fact that if the book camera worked as advertised and caught what I expected it to catch Maggie and I would no longer be living together a week from then.
+++++++++++++++++
The camera did do its job, but it didn't catch both of Maggie's lovers. It confused me at first since I had expected to have footage of both of them, but then I shrugged it off since I had more than enough for my purpose.
I tried to act normally around Maggie over the weekend. I met Tom for a beer on Saturday and we made our plans for Monday. At ten o'clock, well after Maggie had left for work, Tom, Phil, Mike and I met at my house and moved everything of Maggie's out. At eleven the locksmith was there and all the locks were changed and the garage door opener was reprogrammed. The previous week I had seen an attorney and got the paperwork started on the divorce, but we held off on serving the papers until I had the visual proof that I wanted. Monday morning I called him and told him to have them served.
++++++++++++++++
Phil and Mike had already gone so it was just Tom and I sitting at Murphy's when Tom said:
"Ready or not its show time."
My brother Jerry stormed up to where we were sitting. He was boiling mad and he said:
"You bastard! What do you mean by suing Christina and me for alienation of affections. Are you fucking crazy?"
"No, but you must have been to think you could get away with it for ever."
"You are out of your mind if yo..."
"Get the fuck out of here Jerry while you can still do it under your own power."
"Don't threaten me you little asshole." (Jerry was six three and I was only five eleven so I was little to him).
I stood up and hit him. I caught him right on the chin and he went glassy eyed and started to stagger and I hit him twice more and he fell to the floor (I'd already warned Gus behind the bar what was likely to happen and he just kept drying glasses). I looked down at Jerry and then I kicked him in the crotch and was drawing back to kick him again when Tom pulled me back.
"Enough bud. I think he has a pretty good idea of how you feel. I don't know if he has the balls to charge you with assault, but let's not make it any worse than it is."
Jerry was struggling to get up when I said, "Mom and dad are going to be so proud of you."



"You wouldn't dare."
"I'm having dinner with them Wednesday night and they are bound to ask me why Maggie isn't there with me. Want to guess what I'm going to tell them? Oh, by the way; I took the key you gave me when you asked me to watch your place when you were on vacation and used it to get into your house and move all of Maggie's shit into your spare bedroom. She can stay there all the time now instead of just Tuesdays and Thursdays."
I turned to Tom and said, "Let's get the hell out of here." I waved at Gus and he waved back and we left.
++++++++++++++++++++
Maggie's car was parked in the drive when I got home and she was sitting in it waiting for me. I hit the button on the garage door opener, edged around Maggie, pulled into the garage and hit the button to close the door. Maggie got out of her car and ran to try and get in the garage before the door closed but didn't make it. I went on into the house hoping that she would go away but knowing that she wouldn't.
The front door bell started ringing and I knew it would keep ringing until I went to the door so I decided to just get it over with. I had foreseen the eventuality and after the locksmith was done I locked the screen doors on the front and back doors and the patio. I opened the door and Maggie tried to pull the screen door open, but it wouldn't budge.
"Let me in Rob."
"Nothing in here for you Maggie. All of your stuff has been moved over to Jerry and Christina's place. You live in their spare bedroom now. It will save on the travel time you used to have to spend on Tuesdays and Thursdays."
"We need to talk Rob."
"No we don't. The time for the talk should have been the day I asked you to marry me. What should have happened on that day is that you should have said:
"Oh gee Rob; I don't know. I have long term lovers that I don't want to give up. If you can see your way clear to share me with them of course I will marry you."
"I would have said sorry no thanks and we could have been spared what we are going through right now."
"I need to explain Rob."
"Probably" I said as I cut her off, "But while you feel the need to explain I don't feel the need to listen. All talking is through my attorney from now on" and I closed the door in her face.
Maggie beat on the door for another fifteen or twenty minutes, but I just turned the volume up on the TV and ignored her.
++++++++++++++
The next day started out badly and then got worse. I was making my morning coffee when the phone rang. It was Jerry.
"We need to talk Rob. You've got the wrong idea. Things are not what you think they are and you need to let me explain."
"Maggie used the same words last night and I'll tell you just what I told her. You may feel the need to explain, but I have no need or desire to hear it. Stay out of my life Jerry. Don't call, don't come to see me, don't send me emails or snail mail. As far as I'm concerned you are dead to me and I don't ever want to see you or hear your voice again."
I hung up on him and then began building myself a breakfast. I was still simmering from the call from Jerry when the phone rang again. It was my mother.
"Don't forget that you are coming over for dinner tomorrow night. Your Aunt Grace is going to be in town tomorrow and I'm having the whole family over for dinner."
"Will Jerry and Christina be there?"
"Of course."
"Then I'll have to pass."
"Why on earth would you say that?"
"Jerry and Christina are no longer in my life and if you want to know why ask them about their six year sexual affair with Maggie."
"Oh my God Rob; you can't mean that."
"Unfortunately I do."
"Sis years? But you have only been married six years."
"Apparently it was going on even before Maggie and I got married."
"Oh baby, I'm so sorry."
"Give my love to Aunt Grace and make up some excuse as to why I can't be there. I'll talk to you later."
I hated like hell putting my mom in the position of having to juggle family events to allow for the fact that I would not ever be where Jerry was, but I would have had to tell her eventually why I never showed up for dinners and the like so sooner rather than later was my decision. That and the fact that the sooner she knew the sooner she could go after Jerry.
After disconnecting from mom I started going through the house making a list of what I needed to do to make the house more marketable. I was under no illusion about keeping the house. For one thing we lived in a state where no fault divorce was the norm so the house would need to be sold because we would have to split the proceeds. For another the house was way too big for one person. We had bought the big four bedroom with a future family in mind. The plan had been to start having children when we reached thirty. Until thirty we wanted to be free to go places and do things that we knew wouldn't be possible when children came along. Now I was glad we had waited. Putting kids through a divorce is never a good thing.
I was on the patio looking at what needed to be done in the back yard when a voice behind me said, "Afternoon Rob."
I turned and saw Christina standing there.
"What do you want?"
"To talk. You won't talk to Maggie or Jerry so I thought I'd try. At least I don't think you'll hit me like you did Jerry."
"No need to talk Christina. You don't have anything that I either want or need to hear."
"Since when have I been Christina? It has always been Chrissy or Chris."
"That was before I found out about you stabbing me in the back for the last six years."
"It isn't wha..."
"Don't try to bullshit me Christina. I wired the house before my last out of town trip. I have it all on DVD Christina so save your lies. Now please leave. I won't hit you like I hit Jerry, but if you don't leave on your own I'll pick you up and carry you off my property."
"You do that and I'll file assault charges against you. You can call the cops and have them evict me from your property, but if you touch me without my permission I'll burn you."
I locked eyes with her and held my gaze on her as I took out my cell phone. "So be it" I said as I started pushing buttons on the phone.
"What are you doing?"
"Taking your advice and calling the cops."
"Damn it Rob; why won't you be reasonable and hear me out?"
"Because I don't want to."
"All right, all right, I'll go" and she turned and walked around the side of the house and out the gate. I disconnected the call and went back to scoping out the yard.
+++++++++++++++++++
I spent the next two days refusing to take Maggie's phone calls at work, on the home phone or my cell. My evenings at home were spent on the projects I had listed as being needed to get the house in saleable shape. I was in the downstairs bathroom working on a leaking shower door when I heard a loud noise from the kitchen. I went there and got there in time to see Maggie climbing in through a broken window.
"What the hell are you doing here?"
"Getting into my house. Since my key won't work any more this is the way I've .chosen to do it."
"You aren't supposed to be here."
"This is my house just as much as it is yours and just because you say I don't live here any more doesn't make it so. You really should have looked for a better lawyer Rob. Your divorce paperwork doesn't say anything about who gets the primary residence pending the decision of the court. That has been corrected by the way. I saw an attorney and he told me that absent such wording in your divorce petition I have as much right to be here as you do. My petition has the proper wording in it so after you are served you will have to move out."
"Your petition?"
"I'm countersuing."
"On what grounds?"
"We are no fault Rob so I don't need grounds but my attorney said it would be wise to put in a reason so I'm claiming extreme mental cruelty."
"How are you going to prove that?"
"I don't need to prove it Rob. That's what no fault means. I simply say that I want out because of mental cruelty and if there are no extenuating circumstances the paperwork is rubber and it is done."
"But it isn't true."
"So?"
"So it becomes public record and if anyone for any reason does a records search I'll come out looking less than good."
"So?"
"Okay, if that's the way you want to play it I'll talk to my lawyer tomorrow and have him change my petition from Irreconcilable Differences to Adultery and we will see how you come out looking if your name turns up in a records search and just to make it interesting I have proof of my claim and you don't."
"You don't have any proof."
"Oh but I do. A little birdie told me that you were cheating on me so I wired the house before I went on my last business trip. I have you on a DVD in living color cheating on me in our bedroom and on our bed."
"Is that what this is all about? Me and Chrissy?"
"And Jerry."
"Jerry? What has Jerry got to do with it?"
"Don't play dumb Margaret Estelle. You know damned well what Jerry has to do with it. The three of you stabbing me in the back since before we were even married."
I saw something come over her face, like someone had suddenly turned on a light bulb.
"Oh no, oh no Rob; you have it all wrong. There is absolutely nothing going on between me and Jerry. There has never been anything between me and Jerry. Between me and Chris yes, but never Jerry."
"That's not the story I got. You visit Jerry and Christina every Tuesday and Thursday when you are supposed to be playing cards and going to book club meetings."
"Sometimes Jerry is home and sometimes he isn't. Even when he is home he stays in his den or works in the basement. Jerry has never been part of what Chris and I do. He knows about it of course, but he also knows that Chrissy loves him and is never going to go looking for another man and knowing that he lets her have her little pleasures."
"So you admit to cheating on me."
"Of course not. Cheating implies that I'm taking something away from you and giving it to some one else."
"And that is just what you were doing."
"No I was not. Did I ever say no to you when you wanted to make love except for when I had my monthly? No I didn't and even then I always gave you head if you wanted it. And who was the instigator half of the time we made love? I was. Has our sex life suffered because of my time with Chris? No it hasn't. We are still making love four and five times a week. Ask our married friends how they are doing and I'll bet you that the average is twice a week. Can you point to any one thing over the past six years that would show that I didn't love you or care for you?"
I was silent on that so she went on.
"No you can not. Do we snuggle or cuddle any less? You can not point to anything that says I don't love you or that I am depriving you of anything. My thing with Chris has not cost you a thing."
"Your thing with Christina?"
"I am bi-sexual Rob and I have been since summer camp when I fell in with two girls who were also bi. Chris was my roommate all through college and we recognized the signs in each other immediately. We were lovers all through college and after. It has been almost eleven years now that we have been taking care of each other's bi-sexual urges."
"It is still cheating and you know it. The fact that you have lied to me for six years about what you do on Tuesdays and Thursdays, some Saturdays and whenever I'm gone proves that you know what you are doing is wrong."
"No it does not. All it proves is that I love too much to let you know because I knew how you would take it and you knowing would most likely would have split us apart."
"Of course knowing that you were cheating would split us apart."
"Damn it Rob I was not cheating. I didn't tell you what I was doing because of what is going on in your head right now. You are a homophobe Rob and you know it. I can't even begin to count the number of derogatory remarks you have directed at people who are not heterosexual. If I would have told you I was bi-sexual you would have taken it to mean I was queer, a dyke, or whatever else you use as a disparaging remark for people who don't think about sex as you do so I never let you know. I need what I get from Chris that I can't get from you."
"So you are saying that I don't satisfy you in the bedroom."
"No damn it; that is not what I am saying. I am extremely satisfied with you in bed, but you don't have a pussy I can eat. You do not have breasts that I can play with and suck. You are not a woman Rob and I occasionally need a woman. I need you and I need what I get from Chris. Bi means both Rob. I need a man and that is you and I need a woman and that is Christina. I need you both."
There was silence for several seconds and then Maggie said, "What now Rob? Do we call the lawyers and tell them to tear up the paperwork. Do we put this behind us and get on with our marriage?"
"I don't know that it would be possible Maggie. You have destroyed my trust. Do I know that Christina is the only one you have cheated on me with? Do I know that there isn't a man you see occasionally? Do I know that you really had nothing to do with Jerry? I only have your word that Christina is the only one, but what is your word worth? You are too good at lying Maggie. You have lied to me for six years without me ever having a clue. But even if you aren't lying you were still cheating.
"Paint it anyway you want to Maggie, but to me it is still cheating. A sexual relationship of any kind with someone other than your spouse is cheating. Can I get over it? Maybe if I work at it, but can you? Can you with your bi nature get used to only having one half of what you say you need. Can you give up Christina and be happy with only me?"
"I'm not giving up Christina Rob."
"Then you have just answered your own question."
"What? What question."
"You asked if we should call the lawyers and tell them to tear up the paperwork and you just answered the question. The answer is no, we don't call them."
"I didn't say that."
"Yes you did. When I asked if you could give up Christina and be happy with just me you chose Christina."
"Oh come on Rob; be reasonable. I explained it all to you."
"You explained from your standpoint and as far as you are concerned it is not a problem, but from my standpoint it is a problem. I will not share my spouse with anyone -- man or woman -- and if my spouse has sexual relations with anyone other than me she is cheating and I will not tolerate it."
"You are serious? You are going to throw away what we've had over this? Okay Rob; I will give up Chris. Are you happy now?"
"No Maggie, it is too late for that now."
"Why? I'm giving you what you want."
"Yes and you are doing it reluctantly. You don't want to and as far as you are concerned I am forcing you to do it. You resent it and over time that resentment will build and affect our relationship even more. You still don't believe that you have done anything wrong and if the opportunity ever presents itself that lets you think you can do it and get away with it you will. Our only chance was when I asked if you could be happy with only me you had replied yes, that you couldn't go on without me, or couldn't live without me or something along those lines. What I got was an emphatic "I'm not giving up Christina Rob" and that put the final nail in the coffin.
"No Maggie, the only way our marriage could have continued would have been for me to never find out. Unfortunately for us I did. Go enjoy Christina and look for a man who can accept it. Just make sure you let him know before you marry him."
+++++++++++++
Maggie never did countersue and the divorce went through. It hurt because I did love Maggie and I probably always will, but it just isn't in my makeup to condone cheating even when she didn't believe she was. I guess there is a price to be paid for having and holding to old fashioned values.
Maggie did remarry, but whether she told him of her proclivities before they took their vows I have no way of knowing. I do know that she lived in Jerry and Christina's spare bedroom until she remarried.
The breech between my brother and me never healed. The fact that Maggie said he never touched her meant nothing to me because he had known what she was doing and that she was hiding it from me and he covered for her and as far as I was concerned that was just as bad. I was able to reach a point where I could attend family gatherings if he and Christina were there, but I kept my distance from them and we never spoke to each other although Christina kept trying.
I finally met a girl I liked enough to date more than once and after six months she started indicating that she wanted to make things permanent. I asked her if she had any secrets that it would be best for me to learn before we got married and she asked "What kind of secrets?" I told her about my marriage to Maggie and she laughed as she said:
"I've munched a carpet or two in my time, but I'm not all that into them. I much prefer cocks and I am a firm believer in fidelity."
I married Betty and we are getting along just fine. In fact, she is expecting and I'm going to be a daddy in six months.
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I was pretty pleased with myself as I pulled onto my driveway and hit the button on the garage door opener. Addie's car was already in the garage which was nothing new since she was always home before I was. She would have dinner on and I was trying to make up my mind as to whether I should give her the surprise before dinner, during dinner or maybe after dinner as we sat on the patio and chatted about our day.
Our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary was in three weeks and I had gotten on line and found us a two week cruise. We both had plenty of vacation time coming and I couldn't think of a better way to burn some of it up than spending two weeks on a romantic cruise.
The timing was right as the last of our three kids had just gotten married and Addie and I were alone for the first time in twenty-one years. It was time to revitalize our relationship, put some spark back into it, or to put it a little more crudely – get into some hot monkey sex! Not that our sex life was lacking. We still managed to average twice a week, but with the kids around it wasn't the spontaneous 'go for broke' sex that we had engaged in before becoming parents and getting involved with three a.m. feedings and then school activities as the kids grew and then as they grew even older the after school activities.
There were times we found it hard if not almost impossible to have time for each other, but those days were gone now. Barry was married and living in California, Marcia had graduated from State and was working in Atlanta and Ralph had just married his high school sweetheart and they were moving to Ohio to take up the new position that Ralph had been promoted into. Yes indeed, the time was right for a romantic cruise.
Addie was setting the table when I walked into the room. I walked over to her and gave her a hug and a kiss and then I went to take off my work uniform and get into shorts and a T-shirt. Over dinner Addie told me that she had talked to Ralph and that he and his bride were safely in Akron and were unloading their U-Haul into their new apartment. Addie said Susan (Ralph's bride) told her all about the apartment and the neighborhood.
"It sounds like they will be happy there."
She set her fork down, took a deep breath and then said, "You know I love you don't you?"
As I smiled at her and said, "Of course I do" alarm bells were clanging in my head. That phrase, "You know I love you, don't you?" ranks right up there with "Does this dress make me look fat" and "Honey, is my butt getting bigger?" and I was saying to myself "Oh God, what did she do now? Hit something with her car? Make a checkbook error and we were now overdrawn?" It was a phrase that husbands do not want to hear.
She looked away for a second or so and then turned to me and said, "Sally wants me to go out with her tomorrow night."
"Some kind of a girl's night out or a Tupperware party kind of thing?"
She bit her lip and then said, "No Rob; on a date."
"A date? What kind of a date?"
"Her boyfriend's cousin is in town visiting and she wants me to go out on a date with them."
"Why would her boyfriend want to go out on a date with three girls? Why not just let Sally and his cousin have a girl's night out?"
"His cousin is a guy."
"Sally wants you to go out on a date with a guy? What is she, crazy or just stupid?"
"I told her I would do it."
"You told her you would go out with another man? Have you forgotten that you are a married woman Adelaide?"
"No I haven't forgotten Rob. I need for you to hear me out on this. Hear me out and remember that I love you and I want to live my life out with you. All these years we've been married Rob – and they have been great years – I have never had an orgasm."
I started to open my mouth and she held up her hand in a "stop" motion and said:
"Let me finish. I have enjoyed making love with you, but I have never had an orgasm. I've read about them and the girls I know are always talking about them, but I have never had one. I'm going to be forty-five in another month and I want to experience an orgasm before it is too late."
"And you are expecting me to just to go along with this insanity? Are you nuts?"
"It won't hurt us Rob. I still love you. It is just something that I want to do for myself."
"It has already hurt us Adelaide; or hurt me anyway. Three weeks until our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary and you finally get around to telling me that I'm a lousy lover; that I don't get the job done in the bedroom. Thanks Adelaide, I really needed that."
I got up and Adelaide said, "Where are you going?"
"Out!"
"Please Rob; I nee...." and whatever else she was going to say was cut off by the door closing behind me. I drove over to Bud's Bar and Grill and took a stool at the bar. I told Mavis to bring me a Coors and then I sat there drinking it and reviewing my life up to that point to see if I could come up with anything that would have alerted me to the fact that my wife wasn't pleased with my performance in the bedroom. Try as I might I couldn't come up with a thing.
Neither Adelaide nor I were virgins when we met and we took to each other like a baby duck takes to water. The love making was enthusiastic and satisfying and Adelaide was always wanting to do more. We had only been dating a month when Adelaide asked me to move in with her and then it was sex almost every night and Adelaide sure did seem to like what I was doing for her. She was satisfied enough that six months after we started living together she began hinting at marriage. Based on how well we got along living together I thought we would be a lasting couple.
Until that night I thought we had a great marriage and it had all changed in less than a half hour. Adelaide telling me that I hadn't been getting the job done for over twenty-five years was a hell of a shot to my ego – my male pride – but what was worse than that was the fact that my wife thought so little of me that she thought she could tell me she was going to go out with another man and fuck him and that I would just sit there and go along with it.
"What's going on Rob?" Mavis asked as she sat the fifth Coors down in front of me. "It isn't like you to just sit here drinking, staring off into space and peeling the labels off of the beer bottles."
"Got bad news tonight Mav. I just found out that my marriage has been a joke for over twenty-five years and as you can see the news was just a bit unsettling."
"You and Addie having problems?"
"You could say that Mav."
I chugged the beer in front of me, set the bottle down on the bar and then said:
"I'd better get out of here while I can still drive."
I didn't go home. I drove out to Stevens Point and looked out across the lake until I started to nod off and then I went home. The house was dark when I got there. I went to the hall linen closet and got a pillow and a blanket and then bedded down on the couch.
+++++++++++++++++
I woke up in the morning with a foul taste in my mouth and I skipped brushing my teeth because I didn't want to make any noise that might wake Adelaide up. I really did not want to face her that morning. I left the house, had breakfast at the IHOP down the street from where I work and then I went into work. It wasn't a good day. I spent most of it thinking of what I was going to say to Adelaide when I got home that night. It wasn't going to be pretty.
Adelaide's car wasn't in the garage when I got home which was odd because she always got home before I did. When I walked into the kitchen the first thing I saw was the flashing red light on the telephone answering machine. As I walked toward it I saw a note propped up on the kitchen table. It said:
"Meatloaf in the microwave. Give it three minutes. Don't wait up. Love you, Addie."
I hit the button on the answering machine and the voice said, "You have one new message and one old message. First new message. Thursday, 5:01 pm" and my sister's voice came on to remind me that we had to get together on what we were going to get our mom for her birthday and the voice said:
"End of messages."
I hit the button again and the voice said, "You have one old message. Thursday. 5:17 pm."
"Hey girlfriend" said Sally, "Change in plans. We will meet in the bar at Tomasino's at six instead of the restaurant. Kevin is so looking forward to meeting you. See ya."
I stood there staring at the machine for what seemed like forever, but must have just been twenty or thirty seconds and then I walked over to the microwave, took out what Adelaide had fixed me for dinner and then threw it against the wall.
It took me a little over three and a half hours to pack everything that I wanted and load it into my pickup and at ten thirty-five I drove away from the house. I spent the night in a motel, had breakfast at Denny's and at eight I called my boss and told him that I would be in late. By ten after nine I had cleaned out all the accounts at the bank, cashed in the five certificates of deposit (paying the penalty) and had cancelled all of our credit cards except the two that I had in my name only.
At ten-fifteen a 'power of attorney' was on the way by registered letter from a lawyer to Adelaide along with a note that said she should sell the house and keep the equity since it would equal what I had cleared out of the banks. Things would be tight financially for Adelaide until she could sell the house, but "Fuck her!" was the way I was seeing it.
Next stop was Verizon where I cancelled the cell phone contract and then I went to Wal-Mart and bought a Trac-Phone with 500 minutes. At eleven thirty I was sitting in my boss's office. After his telling me that Adelaide had already called five times trying to get in touch with me I told him I was quitting and I told him why. He told me that he understood and then he told me that his brother needed someone with my abilities and asked me if I would be willing to move out of state. Three hours later I was on my way to Denver and a job working for Sam's brother Dave.
At six that evening I stopped in a rest area and called my parents, my sister and my kids and I told them all that I was gone and why. My sister had never really taken to Adelaide and I never knew why, but that just made it easier for me to give her my phone number along with instructions that she was not to give it to anyone for any reason. I didn't give it to my kids because I knew that they would give it to their mother and I didn't give it to my parents for the same reason. They had always been very fond of Adelaide. I told them all I would call them once a week on a Saturday. I flat out told my kids that I would not tell them where I was or give them my phone number because I did not trust them to keep it away from their mom and they were not very happy with me.
I stopped at the Mississippi River long enough to take off my wedding ring and throw it as far out into the moving current as I could and then I got back into my truck and headed out on I-70 toward Denver.
+++++++++++++++++
When I got to Denver I drove to my new place of employment and checked in and then I went looking for housing. I found an apartment close to work and settled in.
Every Friday night I called the kids, my parents and my sister to see how things were going. For the first two months every call to the kids ended with them pleading for me to call their mother. She was miserable; she was distraught and she was a basket case. I finally told them that I had no intention of ever talking to their mother again and if they kept bugging me about her I would cut back to calling them once a month.
My sister Bev never asked me to call Addie, but she did tell me that Adelaide kept begging her to put Adelaide in touch with me. I told her that nothing had changed and I still had no intention of ever speaking to my wife again.
My parents were the ones who really pissed me off although it was probably my mom more than my dad. One Friday I called them and my mother answered and we talked for several minutes. I heard some noise in the background and then "Rob?" Adelaide's voice said. "Please ba..." I hung up and it was two months before I called my parents again. It hurt. I had loved her for so long and in fact I still loved her and I would be a long time getting over her – if ever – but I couldn't have anything to do with her after what she had done.
Gradually over the coming months any mention of Adelaide faded. I never asked about her and no one brought her up. I didn't bother looking into a divorce because I couldn't see any sense in wasting the money. At my age getting married again was out of the question so I had no need to be single again. If there was a divorce it would be because Addie went for it and as long as she didn't know where I was to have me served her only option was to divorce me for desertion and that wouldn't bother me at all.
++++++++++++++++++++
There were several women where I worked who were close to my age and a couple of them showed an interest in me and I started dating. I behaved myself on those dates because I thought it would be unwise to get anything going with a co-worker. What if it didn't work out? Working together would be awkward.
On my third date with Jolene she asked me what my story was and I said:
"What do you mean, 'my story."
"By the end of the second date I'm usually fighting the guy off and here it is our third date and you haven't even tried to give me a goodnight kiss. You must like me a little or we wouldn't be on our third date. What gives?"
I told her my feelings about work place romances and she laughed and said:
"Bullshit! In the ten years I worked there I've been to bed with four of the guys that work there. Do you see me having any problems with my co-workers?"
"Not that I can tell."
"The reason I don't see any of them anymore is that every one of them wanted to marry me and that is not what I am interested in. I want sex without a major commitment and as long as you don't get hung up on me and get after me to marry you we can play together for as long as you want."
When I took her home that night I went to kiss her on the cheek and she grabbed my tie and pulled me into her place. Jolene was the first woman other than Adelaide that I had touched in over twenty-five years and I had to admit that I was scared. Not scared enough to run because it had been some time since I'd been laid and I needed it, but scared because of the way Adelaide had made me feel inadequate.
I warned Jolene that I might be a little quick because of my long dry spell and she gave me a wicked grin and said:
"Then we had better hurry up and get the first time out of the way."
It wasn't near as quick as I thought it would be and my recovery time wasn't all that bad either. I made love to Jolene and at one point she gave a sharp cry and her body trembled and shuddered. If that is what an orgasm was like then I guess that maybe I never had given Adelaide one. Jolene saw the way that I was looking at her and she asked me what was the matter."
"Nothing" I said, "But I am curious. Did you just have an orgasm?"
"Did I ever lover. Two small ones and a biggie. Why?"
I told her the story and she said, "I can tell you this lover; the problem had to be with her because it damned sure isn't with you."
She swung around, took me in her mouth and we were off again. After the third time I told her that I needed to be going so I could get some sleep before having to get up for work and she said:
"Hush up lover. Nothing I like more than waking up next to a warm body and then starting the day out right."
Jolene's idea of starting the day out right was waking me with a blow job and then fucking my eyes out. She fed me a big breakfast and then we drove in to work together.
It was a great day for me and I walked around in a fantastic mood. To have Jolene say to me what she had lifted me up out of the pit that Adelaide's comments had pushed me into. Her comments plus the visual of her actually having an orgasm did wonders for me.
Following that night Jolene and I started keeping steady company. We spent so much time in each other's company (and each other's bed) that after about six months I suggested that we move in together. Jolene nixed that.
"The reason I never got married lover is because I can't stand living with anybody. I've tried it a couple of times and it just doesn't work out. I like living alone. We have a good thing going so let's just be happy with it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The year passed by and there were many changes. Barry and his wife Nancy had a little girl. Ralph's wife Betsy was expecting and Marcia had gotten engaged. They all wanted to see me and I wanted to see them. The problem was that I hadn't been on the job long enough to build up enough vacation time that I would need to visit California, Georgia and Ohio. I had managed to take a couple of days off to visit my parents and my sister, but they had been quick in and outs and even though mom pressed me to talk to Adelaide while I was there and had probably even called her to let her know I was there I was back in Denver before Addie could act on the information. I was afraid to let them visit me. Once they knew where I was it would only be a matter of time before one of them let it slip to Adelaide.
I was trying to figure out what to do when the matter was taken out of my hands. My sister called me with the news that our parents had been killed in an auto accident. There was no way I could avoid Adelaide when I went back for the funeral. She had been very close to my mom and dad and no doubt would be at the funeral home and most likely at the wake that would be held later at Bev's house.
I'd spent several hours at the funeral home making arrangements and then I had hit Bud's Bar to wind down a little. Mavis was bringing me up to date on what had been happening since I'd been gone when Adelaide slipped onto the stool next to me and said:
"Hi Rob; how have you been?"
"Not to bad Addie. How goes the search for orgasms?"
Before she could answer Mavis was there and Adelaide ordered a vodka tonic and Mavis looked at me and asked, "Your tab?"
"No. The lady is paying her own way."
Adelaide flinched at that and then said, "There is no search Rob and there hasn't been."
"Good old Kevin able to do the job first time out?"
"There was no Kevin Rob. I didn't go through with it. If you would have let me talk to you I would have been able to tell you that."
"I wouldn't have believed you so there was no point in talking to you."
"It is the truth Rob; nothing happened."
"Here is the way it was Adelaide. It took me a little over four hours to load up my truck and get ready to leave. According to Sally's message you were meeting her and your fuck toy at six. If you had walked back into the house by seven and said you were home because you just couldn't go through with it I might – just might – have believed you, but there was no way – no fucking way – that I would have believed you if you had been gone three or more hours and you had already been gone over four when I left.
"Even if I had believed you it wouldn't have changed anything. Our relationship had already died the night previous when you told me what you were going to do. You didn't even have to fuck Kevin to destroy our marriage because by the time you met him the marriage was over. You killed our marriage when you told me what you really thought of me."
"What are you saying Rob?"
"You know exactly what I'm saying Adelaide."
"No I don't."
"You showed me how little you thought of me when you told me what you were going to do and then expected me to just sit still for it. That told me what your real opinion of me was. A spineless wimp that you could fuck around on and have me accept it. No way in hell we could ever had any kind of meaningful relationship after that. No Adelaide, talking with you would have changed nothing."



"Oh my God Rob, I never thought any such thing. I thought I could talk you into letting me do that little something for myself. I thought we loved each other enough that I could show you that letting me do it wouldn't hurt us any. I wasn't talking long term affair or anything like that. Just one time to see what it was like, but you got up and stormed out before I could make my case."
"Get serious Adelaide. My reaction to what you told me told you everything you needed to know about how I felt about the idea and you went anyway. And what if Kevin hadn't given you an orgasm? Who would you try next? How many more would you have wanted to try out to get that orgasm?"
"It wouldn't have been that way Rob; I swear that it wouldn't have been that way."
"You say that now Adelaide, but it is after the fact and I'm not believing it. If you were willing to risk your marriage to try on Kevin and on the remote chance I would have gone along with it and he hadn't gotten it done you would have thought that I'd let you get away with it once so I'd probably let you try again. And even if I would have said no to a second try you would have done what you did with Kevin and just go. Another "Meat loaf in the oven, don't wait up" night."
"What can I do to convince you that you are wrong about that? How can I convince you that nothing happened between me and Kevin?"
"You can't Adelaide. What you could have done- what you should have done – is come to me with your concerns when you started having them so we could have worked together to see if we could have done something to solve the problem, but you didn't do that. You ambushed me. Let me ask you this Adelaide. Have any of the men you have been to bed with since I left given you an orgasm?"
"That's a rotten thing to say. I haven't slept with anyone since my last time with you."
"As much as you liked sex? Oh yeah, I'm believing that."
"God damn it Rob, its true! I came home and found you gone and it killed me. I went to pieces and I was a basket case for months. When I finally got myself together I knew without a doubt that if you came back and found that I'd been to bed with another man there would be no chance of me ever getting you back. There has been no one Rob; I swear to God there has been no one. I love you Rob. I need you. I need to be with you."
"It is just too bad that you didn't feel like that or think like that the day you left the house to meet Kevin."
I slid off the stool and left the tavern.
+++++++++++++++++
Of course it didn't end there. All three kids flew in for the funeral and my sister's place became the place where the family got together. I saw my granddaughter for the first time and met Marcia's fiancée. The conversations were general in nature and carefully skirted the kid's mom.
Adelaide was at the funeral home every time I went there, but as soon as she headed for me I moved in the other direction. It wasn't easy avoiding her. For over twenty-five years we had been a part of each other's lives. I had loved her completely and there was no kidding myself – I still did. Seeing her and knowing that we were over tore at my very soul.
Following the funeral there was a wake at Bev's place and of course Addie came to it. It was harder to avoid Addie there than it had been at the funeral home and cemetery because every time she approached me she had one of our children with her. If I was smart I would have left the wake and gone to a bar until it was over, but unfortunately with my parents gone I was now the head of the family and I was obligated to stay until the end.
When the last of the well-wishers had departed Barry, Ralph and Marcia cornered me and said:
"We need to talk dad."
"Okay, go ahead."
"Not here. We need a place that is a little more private."
"Why? There is no one here except for family or about to be family."
"The rest of the family doesn't need to hear this."
Bev, who was standing behind me, told us that we could use her sewing room so the four of us went into it and closed the door.
"Okay" I said, "Let's have it."
"You need to put and end to this bullshit with mom. You are still married to each other and she needs you. You need to get back home with her."
I started to speak. But he held up his hand and said, "Let me finish. Mom told us what she did and all three of us think she had to have been brain dead to think she could hit you with it and not expect some form of fall-out and what's more we told her so. But she didn't go through with it. She got her head out of her ass in time to pull back and go home to you."
"That is what she says, but if she didn't go through with it what was she doing from when she was supposed to meet her new bed buddy at six until whenever she got home? I wasn't packed, loaded and ready to go until almost eleven. That is over four hours that I was still in the house and she wasn't home yet when I finally left. No way can I be convinced that nothing happened during those hours. But it doesn't matter. Like I told her the last time we talked our marriage was over when she told me what she was going to do. That's the key to remember – she told me what she was going to do! Forget about the blow to my ego, my male pride; our marriage died when she told me how low an opinion she actually had of me."
"Mom told us what you said to her at Murphy's, but meaning no disrespect dad, you are full of shit. Mom didn't say any such thing to you. That was just the way you chose to interpret what she said. You were pissed at her to begin with when she told you that she had never had an orgasm. You took that as a slam at your manhood and you went from there. Why in the hell didn't you look her in the eye and say that maybe the fault wasn't yours? Why did you just accept that you were the one? Why didn't you fight back instead of running away in a snit? Why in the hell did you let five minutes destroy a twenty-five year marriage? It was a great marriage. We all knew it. You knew it. So mom listened to a bunch of girlfriends and let what they told her make her stupid."
Marcia jumped in. "You were a little brain dead yourself dad. The father I grew up with would have looked mom in the eye and said, "The fuck you will! It will be over my dead body" and then he would have attacked the problem."
I looked over at my youngest. "You going to jump on me too Ralph?"
"No need. All I would do is say what Barry and Marcia have already said except that I might have put a little more emphasis on what Marcia said. The dad that raised me wouldn't have crept off; he would have fought back."
"Well I am sorry to be such a big disappointment to all of you, but nothing has changed. You were not there when your mother looked me right in the eye and told me she was going to go out on a date with another man to see if he could give her an orgasm. She wasn't nervous, didn't stammer or look away from me. She calmly and deliberately informed me that she was going to fuck another man. To answer the question as to why I didn't fight back I will simply say that at that point I did not want to. If she could do that to me after twenty-five years as far as I was concerned I had nothing to fight over. Quite frankly, at that point I no longer wanted to look at your mother anymore.
"I did not, as you so elegantly put it, run off in a snit. Your mother had killed our marriage and there was no sense staying around any more. And there could be no "working things out" or "attacking the problem" because once your mother went on that date in my mind she was an unfaithful whore! She claims that she came to her senses and did not go through with it, but I do not believe it. Not for one minute. She was gone from the house when I got home from work. She met her lover at six and she was still gone when I left shortly before eleven.
"Get it firmly implanted in your heads. Your mother killed the marriage. I had nothing to do with it. I have moved on with my life and I am happy where that life is right now and I see no reason to change it. I'm sorry that your mother is miserable with her situation, but she did it to herself. As far as I'm concerned the matter is closed and I do not intend to revisit it again. Are we clear on this?"
"I'm sorry dad" Barry said, "but I have to side with mother on this."
"Me too" Marcia said.
I looked over at Ralph and he just looked at me and shrugged. "So be it" I said and I walked out of the room. I told Bev goodnight and went to the room I was using. I packed, got everything ready to leave in the morning and then I went to bed.
++++++++++++++++++
"How was the trip?" Jolene asked me on my first day back to work."
"Stressful. Burying my parents was bad enough, but my wife was always around and that added to it. Then my kids ganged up on me trying to get me to get back together with her and when I said no they told me that they were siding with her. All in all not a good trip at all."
"Well sweetie, you need to look on the bright side."
"Oh? There is a bright side?"
"You are back and your 'stress reliever' is standing here ready to relieve that stress."
That night after work she did relieve my stress several times and then did her best to relieve that stress for the rest of the week and I was pleased to be able to say that she got the job done.
++++++++++++++++++
The two months slid by. The job was going well. My relationship with Jolene was humming along and then life got complicated again. I was having dinner with Jolene at Angelina's when Adelaide walked up to our table and poured a glass of water on Jolene's head.
"That's my husband you are sitting with you tramp and if you don't get away from him I'll scratch your eyes out."
Jolene had her margarita in her hand and she threw the drink in Adelaide's face and then was off her seat in a flash. She delivered a hard open handed slap to the side of Adelaide's face that staggered Adelaide and then Adelaide put her head down and charged into Jolene. There was a lot of hair pulling, slapping. shouting and screaming. It took three of us to separate the two and when it was done Andre, the maitre de asked us politely, but firmly to leave.
"No problem Andre, just hold onto her" I said pointing to Adelaide, "Until we get clear. I don't want to continue this in the parking lot."
I took Jolene by the arm and we left. As we got in the car Jolene said:
"You didn't tell me that you brought your wife back with you when you returned from the funeral."
"I have no idea of how she came to be here. I certainly didn't bring her. I can't even imagine why she is here."
"Don't be dense Rob; even I know why she is here."
"You do? Then please enlighten me."
"She's here to fight for you. She told you that much when she gave me the bath."
"What do you mean?"
"I believe her exact words were "That is my husband you are with" and she put plenty of emphasis on the "my husband" part. She staked her claim in no uncertain terms."
"I don't believe that. I let her know more than once and in no uncertain terms that she and I were through."
"She has obviously decided that you aren't."
We were silent the rest of the way to her place. As I walked her to the door I said:
"I'm sorry the evening was ruined and that you had to go through that."
"I'm not. It was the most fun I've had in years." She pulled me toward the bedroom as she said, "All we have to do now is give the night the perfect ending."
She was wild and insatiable. Having water poured on her and getting into a hair pulling fight must have fired something up in her and she kept at me until I couldn't answer the call anymore. The ironic part when I thought of it was that her fight had been with the woman who had told me I couldn't give her orgasms, but that night Jolene had more than I could remember. I fell asleep in Jolene's arms.
In the morning Jolene woke me by fondling my cock and then when I was hard she mounted me and rode me cowgirl. When she had milked me dry she rolled over on an elbow and kissed me.
"Thank you lover. That was the perfect ending."
"Thank you baby; the pleasure was all mine. I'll be out of the office today seeing customers so I won't see you until tonight,"
"No lover. When I said it was the perfect ending I meant to our personal relationship."
"Why? What did I do?"
"You did nothing lover, but when I looked into your wife's eyes tonight I saw that she was determined to get you back. I won't be the one to stand in her way."
"That doesn't make sense Jo. I told you – we are done, finished, over with."
"As far as you are concerned maybe, but not as far as she is concerned. She has apparently decided she is going to get you back in spite of what you told her. I'm not getting in the way of a love that strong. I've never made any secret about where we stand Rob. Good friends and bed buddies and that it all it was ever going to be. If your wife is going to fight for you it won't be me that she is fighting."
++++++++++++++++
When I got back to my place I found Adelaide sitting on my front steps.
"What the hell are you doing here Adelaide?"
"You are my husband Rob. Whither thou goest and all that stuff."
"How did you find me?"
"While you were at Bev's Marcia snuck into your room while you were taking a shower and got the information off of your driver's license and by the way you should really call your kids. They need to hear from you now and then."
"They made their choice at the funeral and they can live with it, but why did you bother coming here? I told you exactly how I feel about what happened."
"I notice that regardless of what you said you didn't divorce me."
"Why waste the money? I don't need to be single since I don't ever intend to get married again."
"Just as well because I would have fought it and all we would have accomplished is to help two lawyers maintain their standard of living."
"Why would you fight to try and keep someone in your life who doesn't want you?"
"How about because I want you? I've loved you for over twenty-five years and I haven't stopped loving you. Okay, maybe I got stupid and thought with twenty-five great years tying us together you would cut me a little leeway over what I wanted to try. After all, it was only going to be sex. There wasn't going to be any romance and it would only have been the one time. If I didn't experience an orgasm with him either I would have figured that the problem was with me."
"That's the same thing as saying that if you did orgasm with him that the problem was with me and in your mind I'd become less of a man because I couldn't get the job done. And what if the orgasm had been so wonderful that you just had to experience more of them? What then?"
"I thought of those things Rob and those are some of the reasons I never went through with it. Call me naive or just plain dumb, but I honestly thought that I could convince you to let me try it once and that it wouldn't hurt us. When I met Kevin he was nice enough, but I got the feeling that he was thinking I was just some married tramp out having a good time and cheating on her husband.
"As the evening went on that thought stayed with me and I finally came to realize that cheating on you is just what I would be doing if I went through with it. If you would have said okay when I brought it up it wouldn't have been cheating, but you didn't say okay you just stormed out of the house. I couldn't go through with it. When the dining, drinking and dancing were over Sally suggested we all go over to her place and I told them I'd meet them there, but I got in the car and drove straight home.
"I got there at ten forty-five, but you weren't there. I saw the gravy on the wall and the dinner I left for you on the floor. I had thought you probably had gone to a bar so I sat down and waited for you to come home. When you weren't home by two-thirty I went up to go to bed and that's when I noticed that your things were gone. I went to pieces. I didn't do anything that night but drink and dance Rob and I've not been with a man since the last time you and I made love."
"The problem is that I don't believe you Adelaide."
"I'm willing to take a lie detector test Rob. If you can find some one to do it I will even take a shot of that truth serum in my arm. And that only leaves two things. The utter nonsense of my thinking that you were a wimp and that you were less of a man because you never gave me an orgasm. There is no way I could have spent twenty-five years with you if you were a spineless wimp. If that is what I thought of you you would have seen plenty of evidence of it long before that night. Think Rob; could we have had twenty-five great years if I didn't love and respect you as a man, a husband and a father?
"The same thing applies to the orgasm business. Did you ever stop to think that maybe instead of you not being able to give me one it was me who was unable to have one? I wanted to see what one was like, to experience one and I was asking you to let me try. I never once said that you weren't man enough or that you were lacking. I just said that I'd never had one. I can see now that it was an idiotic thing to do, but I thought for sure with twenty-five years behind us you would know that I loved you and wasn't demeaning you. I love you Rob; I need you. Please Rob; please let me back into your life."
"My life is here now Adelaide."
"So is mine Rob. I quit my job; put the house up for sale and I moved here. There was no way I could get you back from nine hundred miles away."
I looked at her for several seconds and then said, "I'm making no promises Adelaide, but maybe we can date for a while and see how it works out."
She threw herself at me and started sobbing. "You won't be sorry Rob; I promise you that you won't be sorry."
++++++++++++++++++++
And I wasn't. We dated once or twice a week for about a month and then it was three or four times a week. After four months Addie moved in with me and after five months it was like nothing had ever happened.
She seemed to have made it her life's work to spoil me. We made love four and five times a week and while I never did give her an orgasm it was never mentioned.
My relationship with my children is still a little strained. I'm not at all happy that they took their mother's side. I didn't expect that they should have taken mine, but I had at least expected that they would remain neutral.
Jolene and I are still good friends and at our company picnic she went up to Addie and told her that she was glad we had gotten back together. The two of them hit it off and have started having lunch together a couple of times a month. We even go out dancing from time to time with Jolene and whoever happens to be her current bed buddy. It was on one of those nights when I was dancing with Jolene that she said:
"Are you glad that I kicked you out of my bed?"
"Very."
"I knew it was the right thing to do. She is obviously good for you. You have been a lot more easy going since you got back with her."
+++++++++++++++
I watched Rob dance with Jolene and thanked God for the thousandth time that my gamble had paid off. I had prayed that Rob wouldn't take me up on my offer to take a lie detector test. No way in hell I could have passed it because I had gone to bed with Kevin that night and we had screwed three times before I went home at two-thirty in the morning to find Rob gone.
Kevin had not given me an orgasm and neither had most of the dozen or so others who had followed him. Two of them had and while I had enjoyed them they were no substitute for the cuddling, snuggling and loving that I had received from Rob on a regular basis. A year and a half wasted on a search for something that once found proved not to be worth the cost of the search.
As the music ended I saw Jolene lean forward and kiss Rob on the cheek and as they headed back to the table I thought how fortunate I was that she was the kind of woman she was. If she had been the marrying kind I probably wouldn't have gotten Rob back. But I did get him back and it would be a cold day in hell before I ever let him get away again.
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Jackie was a stuck up bitch with an "I'm much better than you" demeanor. She looked down her nose at every one else in the family and I can honestly say that there wasn't anyone in the family that liked her with the possible exception of her husband Matt. I say possible because I'm not even sure he liked her after being married to her a while.
Matt, or Matthew as he preferred to be called, was my wife's brother. In a way he and Jackie deserved each other. Matt (I call him that because it pisses him off) is a smug, pompous asshole who thinks he is better that the rest of his family because he is the only one who went to college. He conveniently forgets that it was his parents whose scrimping and saving made it possible. Anyway, I disliked them both and avoided them as much as possible.
Believe it or not this posed a major hardship for me. As a confirmed cockhound and card carrying 'dirty old man' to deprive myself of being able to look at Jackie actually hurt. If you could overlook her personality the rest of her was stunning. Five foot seven inches tall and about one hundred and twenty pounds packed into a figure that was 36-22-34. Long black hair that fell to the middle of her back and legs to die for. She had the goods and she knew it and she always dressed to show it off. Blouses and dresses that showed plenty of upper boob and cleavage; hems always high enough to display her magnificent legs which she always emphasized by wearing high heels. I loved looking at her, but I just couldn't stand to be around her.
You can't always avoid the people that you want to. There are always family gatherings that you have to attend, be they weddings, funerals, birthday parties or anniversary parties. It was at one of these command performances that I finally got pissed off enough at Matt and Jackie to consider doing something to them. It was my wife's parents thirty-fifth wedding anniversary party and about two hours into it Jackie made some comment about the sad state of my in-laws furniture. It was a tacky comment to begin with, but what really pissed me off was the way Matt handled it. Instead of telling Jackie that they had spent all their money to get him a college education the asshole said:
"It's what they are comfortable with my dear and they are happy with it."
I got so mad that I almost went over and unloaded on the two of them, but my wife grabbed my arm and told me to let it go.
But I couldn't let it go and it ate at me until I promised myself that someday I would do something to those two snobs. Over time however I forgot about it until another one of those command performances. This time it was the wedding of my wife's cousin. My wife was in bed with the flu and so I went alone to represent our part of the family. Matt was out of town on business so Jackie came by herself. As usual she looked fantastic. I was sitting at a table sipping my drink when my wife's younger brother came over and sat down with me. He saw where I was looking and he said, "She sure is something, isn't she?"
I just nodded a yes.
"You don't like her anymore than I do, do you?"
I looked over at him and grinned, "You are pretty smart for someone your age."
He said, "What I would like to do is get her drunk, take her outside and fuck her and then just before cumming I'd pull out and shoot it all over her. Then I'd take a picture of her lying there, legs spread and with cum all over her and send it to Matt."
A light bulb went off over my head. "You think we could do it? I've got my digital camera in the car. We could take pictures of both of us doing her and crop out our faces. We could send Matt a whole album."
He laughed and said, "Why not? The poor dear is all alone since nobody likes her enough to sit with her. Let's join her and see if we can get her blitzed enough."
We worked out a plan. I would go over, make small talk and then ask her to dance. She would probably say yes if for no other reason than to get out on the dance floor where she could be admired. Then Jerry would join us and we would take turns dancing with her. While one of us had her on the dance floor the other would get her a fresh drink, always doubles or triples, and with any luck we could get her outside, fuck her on the back seat of her own car and take pictures of it. Then we could just go off and leave her there with the car door open and the dome light on so every one could see her.
Jackie greeted my approach with suspicion. Whatever else she might be, she wasn't dumb. "What no good reason brings you to this table?"
"Trying to make the best of a bad night. I'm alone and love to dance. You are alone and love to dance. I figure if we keep our hands where they belong and not on each other's throats we will be okay."
"You think, huh?"
On the dance floor she was a dream. She fit perfectly into my arms and she was a great dancer. We looked good together and we fit. If it was anyone else my wife might have reason to worry. We stayed on the floor until the band took a break and when we got back to the table Jerry was there with a fresh round of drinks.
"I wanted to cut in, but you two looked so good out there together I decided to wait and ask for the next set."
Jackie looked from Jerry to me and then back to Jerry, "All right you two, what's going on here."
Jerry threw up his hands and said, "For Christ's sake! What's wrong with trying to be nice." Jackie just looked at him. "Okay, okay. I just thought that maybe, just maybe you might be different when 'old stuffed shirt' wasn't around."
Jackie's face began to cloud over and fortunately the band started to play again and I drug her back out on the dance floor. For the next three hours Jerry and I fed her booze and danced with her. All of Jackie's drinks were doubles and triples, but I had long since switched from vodka tonics to plain tonic water with a twist of lime. As Jackie moved through the various stages of intoxication, from talkative, to silly, to woozy Jerry and I acted along with her. Finally we reached the point where I suggested that we go outside for some fresh air and I walked her out a side door into the parking lot with Jerry close behind.
We moved away from the building toward my car and I got my camera out and handed it to Jerry. As I steered Jackie toward her own car she tripped on something and I caught her. Then my mouth was on hers and my tongue was probing and she beat weakly on my chest. I ignored her and eventually she began to return the kiss. Then I turned her and passed her to Jerry who in turn gave her back to me. We kept that up for about five minutes and then I picked her up and carried her to her car. Jerry had her purse and he got her keys out and unlocked her car. I set her on her feet and kissed her again and her arms went around my neck and she pressed herself into me. Oh ho I thought, this is going to be easier than I thought. I dropped my hands to her tits and she didn't stop me. I pulled her skirt up to her waist and she didn't stop me. I unzipped and took out my cock and put her hand on it and she didn't stop me, and what's more, she didn't let go. To hell with the back seat - I pushed her back on the hood of the car, moved the crotch band of her panties to one side and she didn't try to stop me as I pushed my way into her. Jackie pulled her mouth off mine, "That's it, push it in, push it in, oh yes, like that, just like that."
Whoa I thought, why didn't I try this sooner.
When Jerry and I came up with the plan I expected her to be on the back seat with her head rolling from side to side, her brain fogged and not knowing what was going on. Instead, here she was on the hood of her car asking me to fuck her harder. Her mouth moved back to mine and her tongue snaked into my mouth and her legs locked around my waist and she moaned as I slammed into her. Out of the corner of my eye I could see the occasional flash as Jerry recorded the event for posterity. I felt my release coming and I thought "I hope you have your diaphragm in lady because here it comes" and I emptied myself into her hot snatch. She jerked her mouth away from mine:
"No, goddamn you, no!"
I thought she was pissed because I came in her, but I was wrong.
"No damn it, no! I'm almost there!"
I lifted her off the hood of the car and carried her to the back seat and laid her down. "Come on Jerry, hurry up. This bitch is hot and she needs it."
Jerry handed me the camera and climbed in between her legs. They came up and locked behind him and Jackie practically screamed at him, "Fuck me goddamn it, fuck me!"
Jerry fucked her hard for a good five minutes while I drove Jackie's car to a dark corner in the back of the parking lot. Then it was my turn again. Jackie couldn't get enough and Jerry and I fucked her a total of seven times before Jerry had to leave. I ended up having to drive Jackie home and she had her mouth on my cock all the way. I fucked her once more while parked in her garage and then I carried her into the house and got her a couple of more times in her bed before the two of us fell asleep. At six in the morning she was sucking my cock and trying to get me up again. I started to feel good about Jackie and made up my mind not to fuck over her. That good feeling lasted all of sixty seconds. When it became obvious to her that I was dead in the dick department she shoved me out of the bed and - her exact words - told me to get my worthless ass out of her house.
I plugged my digital camera into one of the USB ports on my computer and brought up the photos from the night before. I deleted every one in which Jerry and I could be recognized and then I printed the rest. Then, just in case Jackie opened all the mail, I sent the pictures to Matt at his office. A week went by and then one day Matt showed up at my office. He tossed the envelope that I'd sent him down on the desk in front of me and said:
"Thanks, but I don't need them. I like mine better."
He tossed a second envelope down on the desk. I opened it and found it full of photos of me and Jerry fucking Jackie while we took pictures of it.
"My private detective took those. My business trip was a set up so I could catch the cheating bitch. If you hadn't sent me yours it would have ended there as far as you were concerned. But you did send me yours and I know why you did it. It wasn't to show me that Jackie was cheating on me; it was because you wanted to burn her and then rub my nose in it. Well sport, that works both ways. I sent a copy of my photos to my sister. Have a nice time when you get home tonight" and he turned and left.
My wife kicked my ass out, sued for divorce and got almost everything. Matt tossed Jackie out and she didn't get much of anything either. About a month after the smoke cleared my doorbell rang and when I opened the door I found Jackie standing there. She pushed past me into my apartment and took a look around:
"God, what a dump, but I guess it will have to do." She turned to face me, still standing at the door, and said, "Close it, you're letting all the flies out."
Her attitude was starting to piss me off. Granted that the apartment wasn't a mansion, but it wasn't near as bad as she was insinuating.
"To what do I owe the honor of your presence?"
"I thought you would never ask. I'm your new roommate."
The look on my face said it - "What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Hey" she said, "It was because of you that Matthew threw me out so I decided that it was up to you to keep a roof over my head."
I was just about to say, "Over my dead body" when she pulled her sweater over her head and stepped out of her skirt. She struck a pose and said, "It is still every bit as good as it was the last time you wanted it. You really want me to leave?"
She had a point there and I had an erection, but I couldn't help but ask "Why me?"
Jackie grinned at me, "Because you are an asshole and for some strange reason I am attracted to assholes. You want to show me where the bedroom is?"
I never would have believed it, not in a thousand years, but as I led her toward the bedroom I was thinking, "Damn. This just might work out."
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I have a real love/hate relationship going on with Becky up in the front office -- she loves to hate me. I have never figured out why unless she is on some class kick. Maybe she thinks that being dressed up and working in the office makes her better than someone wearing grease and ink stained coveralls out in the shop. Then again, maybe it is my hair tonic or deodorant; I really don't have a clue.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It started on her first day on the job. We pulled into the parking lot at the same time and as we headed into the building I gave her the once over and decided that she might be a nice one to bed sometime. I gave her a smile and said, "Good morning" and she gave me a look that said, "Fuck off asshole" and that pretty much set the tone of our subsequent relationship.
We worked at a small newspaper, Becky in sales and me in the pressroom. I ran the insert machine and as a result I had to make several trips a day to the front office to talk with the circulation manager. These trips took me right past Becky's desk and I got some sort of perverse pleasure out of smiling at her as I walked by and out of making some sort of comment: "Morning Becky, like your hair today" or maybe, "Nice dress Becky, it looks good on you" or something like that.
I knew that the only response I would get would be a look of disdain, but that only made me do it more often. I wasn't trying to melt the ice, get through to her or anything like that -- I had just reached the point where I wanted to irritate her.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Months went by during which I took every opportunity to push myself into her space just to piss her off. Because of my mechanical background I was usually called anytime there was a problem in the office. They always wanted to see if I could fix the problem before spending big bucks calling in a plumber, an electrician or an HVAC company.
Maybe a third of the time I was able to take care of the problem and I used this ability to bug Becky. There was a power panel right next to her desk and whenever I had it open it meant that Becky had to put up with me being two feet from her. Two or three times a week I would open the panel and pretend to be working on something and the entire time I would have a one way conversation with her.
"Good morning Becky. You sure look nice today. I like your hair that way, it really frames your face. You like hockey Becky? The Avs are really hot right now. If Sakic can stay healthy and Roy can keep his string going they will be the odds on favorite to take the Stanley Cup. Ah, here it is, a loose wire. Just tighten up the set screw and viola! -- all done."
I'd close up the panel, pick up my tools and voltmeter, give her a smile and say, "Have a nice day kid" and go back to the pressroom. Childish of me I know, but I enjoyed it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met her husband at the company Christmas party. He seemed like a nice enough guy and I wondered what she was like when she was alone with him. Because of the circumstances Becky was forced to be almost civil to me and I took the opportunity to do a little more grinding. After being introduced to her husband Brad I started talking to him about what a joy it was to work with Becky.
"Sometimes a job can really suck, but even when it's bad having someone like Becky around can make a major difference. She has such a sunny disposition that it is infectious."
Now I don't know if he was standing there smiling and thinking, "Is this guy from another planet?" or whether he was eating up the bullshit, but it didn't really matter because it was a shot at Becky. I winked at her and walked away from them. Later on that evening I passed her as I was coming from the men's john and she was going to the ladies facility and I gave her a smile and said, "Meet you under the mistletoe?"
I got a nasty look and the one finger salute and I said, "I'll take that to mean no. Maybe next year, huh?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I absolutely refused to let her get under my skin. The nastier she was toward me the nicer I was to her. Of course my nice was really sarcasm, but hey, as long as it bugged her, right?
One cold and wet night - it was raining cats and dogs -- I got off work and saw that Becky was still in the parking lot. The hood of her car was up and I pulled up next to her and rolled down my window, "Trouble?" The look I got was, "Duh. I'm standing in the rain and the hood is up, what do you think?"
I got out of my car and walked over to hers.
"I don't need your help. I've got some one coming."
"Sorry kid. I can't drive off and leave a lady in distress standing there; it is against the code."
"Code? What code?"
"Don't sweat it kid, it's a guy thing."
I spotted what I thought was the problem as soon as I looked under the hood. Her positive terminal had a big glob of bluish-green corrosion on it. I grabbed the cable and sure enough, it turned. I made a big production out of getting a couple of wrenches out of the trunk of my car, taking the positive cable off, cleaning it and putting it back on the battery. I told her to get in and try the key. It started right up and I slammed the hood closed. She put the car in gear and drove off without a word.
"You're welcome," I shouted at the disappearing taillights.
Anyway, this gives you some idea of how Becky and I got along.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The paper had four people in sales and they spent a good part of their day on the phone trying to sell ad space to businesses. Every so often the paper would run a sales contest and the salesperson who sold the most ad space got a bonus. Becky's desk is opposite Miranda's desk and I have to walk between them on my way to the circulation manager's office. One afternoon, during the middle of one those sales contests I was on my way back to the pressroom when Miranda pushed her chair back, jumped up, pumped her fist and yelled, "Yes!" Becky asked what was up.
"After four months of trying to get with John at Argosy Restaurant I finally got an appointment to see him. One on one in person. I know I can sell him."
"Fat chance" Becky said, "I talked to him six months ago and he turned me down flat."
Any other time I would have kept on walking, but after Becky said, "Fat chance" I just couldn't let it go.
Now Miranda is one of those women who are as sexy as hell and who love to flirt. She is one hundred percent faithful to her husband, but she doesn't mind getting raunchy with you. But her most endearing trait, at least to me, is that she always wears high heels. Doesn't matter what she wears, suits, dresses, skirts, slacks or jeans, she always wears heels and heels have always been my major turn on. I called her Randi and I flirted with her terribly.
"Hey Randi," I said, "I know you won't give me a taste, but if you wear your highest heels and shortest skirt for me for a week I'll tell you how to hook John."
"You're kidding me, right?"
"Nope, not at all. I can guarantee it."
"If you can do that you got a deal. If he signs on the dotted line I might even break my marriage vows and pop for a blow job."
"Hey, with an incentive like that I just have to come through for you. When's your appointment?"
"Tomorrow at ten."
"Wear your sexiest pair of heels, your shortest skirt and make sure you sit where John can see a lot of leg and I'll do the rest."
"What can you do?"
"Watch sweetmeat, and practice your pucker for that blow job we both know I'm not going to get."
I took my cell phone out of my pocket and hit a speed dial number. When it was answered I said, "Hi babe. How's the sexiest sister in law a guy could have doing today?"
"Of course I mean it. You want proof just stop by my place tonight. Is himself available?"
"Let me talk at him."
I looked over at Randi and said, "Show me the pucker baby."
She pursed her lips and I did a fake shudder.
"Hey big brother, how's it going?"
"No, not calling about that. Need a favor."
"Of course it will cost you. Here's the deal. I've just found out that a very hot lady that I've been trying to get into my bed wants to do business with you."
"What?"
"She sells advertising and you advertise so do me a favor and do it with her. She has an appointment to see you at ten tomorrow."
"Yeah."
"No. I told her I knew one of the owners and that I'd put in a good word for her. Help me out here bro, see to it that she feels grateful to me."
"Sure."
"Saturday? Yeah, I can do that. Talk at you later."
I ended the call and put my cell back in my pocket. I smiled at Randi and said, "You're in sweetie. You'll get some business out of him, but how much will be up to you and what you can offer him as far as rates and things like that go. He will do me the favor, but he is still a hard-nosed businessman. I was serious when I said wear your shortest skirt and sexiest heels. John is every bit the leg man that I am and flashing those gorgeous gams of yours at him just might distract him enough to give you an advantage. Got to go. Been away from my machine too long."
I looked over at Becky, "Fat chance, huh?" and then I got back to the pressroom.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning Randi wasn't at her desk when I went up to see the circulation manager, but Becky was at hers and I got a dirty look from her on my way to the office and again on my way back to the pressroom. For some childish reason those looks made my day. I was setting up the hoppers on the insert machine when I saw the other guys all looking toward the back of the shop and I turned and looked and saw Randi walking toward me in the shortest skirt and the sexiest high heels that I had ever seen. When she got to me she said, "The skirt short enough for you?"
"One inch shorter and you wouldn't even need to bother wearing it."
"Think you can handle a week of seeing me like this?"
"I'm sure I'll be handling something every night when I get home."
"You say the sweetest things. Buy me lunch?"
"You got it."
As she walked away leaving me with an iron bar in my pants I hated her husband for being such a nice guy that she stayed faithful to him.
Thirty minutes later when I was on my way up front to the office Becky intercepted me and she was pissed.
"How could you help that slut. That's cheating. We are in the middle of a contest and you helped her. That's not fair. How could you do that? How could you help her and not me?"
"It's easy kid. She likes me, you don't" and I walked away from her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Lunch with Randi didn't turn out at all like I thought it would. After we had ordered she asked, "Why didn't you tell me about your brother a long time ago and why didn't you tell me that you are one of the owners?"
"No real reason to and I only own twenty percent. I am a silent partner and have no say in the running of the business. And I probably wouldn't have said anything yesterday if it hadn't been for Becky's smart assed remark."
"What do you mean by that?"
I told her about my relationship with Becky and how her "fat chance" remark had spurred me to get involved. Randi shook her head and smiled, "You men can be so dense sometimes."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"I've noticed the way she looks at you when you are around. She wants to jump your bones so bad it is killing her, but she's married and she doesn't want to be bad. On the other hand she doesn't trust herself not to be bad so she has built this wall to help her keep her distance from you. If you pressed, really pressed, she would probably cave."
"Since you are telling me this and pushing me toward her, or at least giving me pointers, I take it to mean that I'm still not going to score with you."
"I didn't say that stud, now did I?"
At that point the waitress arrived with our food. We ate in silence and after Randi had cleaned her plate she looked at me and said, "So, are you going to try for Becky?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"Because if what you are telling me is true she doesn't want to risk her marriage. I have no interest in ruining anyone's marriage. I don't mind chasing after married women, but they have to be interested in playing or at least in enjoying the chase."
"Oh my, whoever would have thought a soft heart beat under that gruff exterior."
There were several moments of silence and then Randi said, "Your brother is kind of cute."
"That's an odd thing to hear from you."
"Does he fool around?"
"If he does he is very careful about it. If he got caught Shelly would cut his nuts off. What's this all about? Figure that you can get more business by banging?"
"No, not really, but if more business came out of it, it would be nice."
"So the blow job I was never going to get is going to go to John?"
"Maybe shared."
"What is this all about Miranda?"
"It is about getting even."
"Care to explain?"
"Last year I caught my husband with his secretary. We had a nice long talk and I sort of forgave him, but I told him that since he had strayed that I was owed one. I told him that he wasn't completely off the hook until I'd had an affair of my own. I never intended to have that affair, just leave the threat of it hanging over his head, but I have since changed my mind. But I don't want just any old affair. Since I'm only going to do it one time I want it to be memorable. I want my affair to be a threesome. I've thought about it for six months now, but could never settle on who to have it with. Until this morning. As soon as I saw your brother I knew that I wanted my two partners to be you and John. I know I can get you, but can I also get John?"
"You are serious?"
"Absolutely."
"One time and one time only?"
"That's the deal."
I stared at Randi for a good minute and contemplated and then I took out my cell and called my brother.
"Hey bro, did your dick get hard this morning?"
"I thought it might. Yeah, the lady was most appreciative."
"Oh yeah."
"Yeah, okay. Hey, what I'm calling about is that the lady turns out to have a kinky side to her. She wants to thank both of us at the same time."
"Yeah, I remember. What's it been, fourteen years now? I wonder if she ever thinks of us."
"I don't know. Hang on, I'll ask."
I looked at Randi, "When?"
"After work tonight?"
"Where?"
"Your place?"
"Hey bro, how about my place around six tonight?"
"Good. See you there."
I ended the call and put my cell away.
"It's a done deal sweetie. You going to name names when you tell hubby that you are even?"
"Good lord no. I'm not going to tell him we are even. I want the threat of my stepping out on him to hang over his head forever."
"One time and he never knows."
"Exactly."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Except that it wasn't that way at all. Randi didn't realize that she had a slut buried inside her until she got double dicked for the first time. She went nuts when John and I took her in the ass and pussy at the same time. She actually went to her knees and sucked my cock as soon as I pulled it out of her ass without letting me wash it because she was in such a hurry to do it again. John and I each came in her three times before she had to get dressed and head for home.
Before she left my place that night she had laid out a schedule of when she could be available for the next three weeks. That was seven months ago and John and I are fucking her two and three times a week.
The relationship with Becky is still pretty much the same although I have noticed her watching me intently when she doesn't know I am watching her. Randi did tell Becky that she did indeed give me a blow job for getting her John's account.
"You should see his cock sweetie, it is huge."
That's a lie of course, I'm only average (whatever that is), but apparently that information peaked Becky's interest. Randi tells me that Becky will probably make a move on me in the next two or three weeks and I told her that she had better hope that she was wrong.
"Why?"
"Because I don't think I could handle you both."
"Nonsense. The nights you aren't with me you can be with her. If it gets too bad for your pee pee you can share her with John or maybe even bring her with you on a night that you, I and John get together."
"You wouldn't mind?"
"No lover, I wouldn't mind. In fact, it would give me a chance to try something else I want to do."
"What's that?"
"Eat pussy. I want to try it before and after she gets fucked. Think we can arrange it?"
"If you're right and she moves on me I don't see why not. In fact, I wouldn't be at all surprised Randi, not even a little bit."
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The story starts in early June of 2002. My boss called me into his office and told me that he was going to have to file for bankruptcy and then he told me not to worry, that my final paycheck would be covered and then he asked me to stay with him until the day that he actually had to close the doors. He had been good to me during the five years I'd been with him so I said I'd stay.
Over the coming weeks I worked with vendors who came in and picked up merchandise and credited back to Dale's account. Two days before the day that Dale had designated as the final day one of his largest competitors came in and introduced himself to me and then asked me what I planned on doing when Dale closed his doors. I admitted that I hadn't looked that far ahead and then he asked me if I would consider coming to work for him.
"Doing what?"
"The same thing that you did here. I'm expanding and I need a good combo service manager and mechanic and most of your customers have a very good opinion of you."
"I'm not sure that it would be a good move for me. Dale had a thriving business here and he went under. You're in the same business so how can I believe that you won't go down too. It could be a case of jumping from the frying pan into the fire."
"It wasn't the core business that killed Dale. It was all the different areas he tried to move into. He had to borrow money to expand and when the expansion didn't make money he couldn't pay his debts. What is Dale paying you?"
I told him and he told me that he would pay me a dollar an hour more to start and then review it in ninety days. I had nothing else on the line so I figured why not? If it didn't work out I'd have had to look for a job anyway when Dale closed. I'd just be putting off the job search. I told him okay.
"When is your last day here?"
"We close the door on the sixteenth."
"I'll see you on the seventeenth, okay?"
We shook on it and he went out, got in his car and drove off. That was the start of my relationship with Paul Notting.
Two days later Dale handed me my final paycheck and thanked me for sticking with him. I looked at the check and saw that it was for five hundred more than I had coming and Dale said:
"That would have been your Christmas bonus if we could have made it that far."
We shook hands and wished each other luck.
++++++++++++++++
The next day I walked into Paul's place of business and the first thing I saw when I came through the door was a breath taking raven haired beauty sitting at a desk. My cock went instantly to full hard, but before I could say anything to the woman Paul came in and said:
"Oh good, you're here. Mellissa this is Rob; Rob this is my wife Mellissa. Rob is our new service manager. Take care of his paperwork will you? I've got to run over to Clarksville and see Greening" and he was gone.
Mellissa looked up at me and smiled. "You look disappointed" she said.
"I am. I most definitely am."
"Well take heart. Paul has been known to piss me off so bad that I have to do things to get even with him."
"What kinds of things?"
"No telling. It is never the same thing twice."
That conversation set the tone of my relationship with Mellissa. Did you ever know a woman who could make your dick and your tongue hard with just the sound of her voice? Just imagine what her five foot six one hundred and twenty pound body arranged 36 x 22 x 35 body did to me if just her voice could crank me.
And Mellissa was evil!
Mellissa knew the effect that she had on me and she exploited it. She teased me and flirted with me shamelessly. Never when Paul was around, but if he wasn't there and there were no customers around she would torture me. She would tell me how horny she was and how she wished that Paul was there so they could catch a quickie on his desk.
She wore skirts and dresses to work and would call me into the office on some pretext or other and she would be sitting in her chair with the hems pulled up so I could see just a touch of panty. Once I saw a touch of pussy hair because she wasn't wearing any panties. It got to where I both looked forward to going to work and dreaded going to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++
This went on for three years and for three years I behaved myself. It was hard, but I wasn't the kind of guy who messed around with some other guy's woman so I both enjoyed it and suffered in silence.
One day, and I remember it well -- it was the seventeenth of July, my third anniversary with the company -- I came to work and Paul called me into his office and told me that Mellissa and I had to hold down the fort that day. Out in the shop Mark was on vacation, and Bill had called in sick.
"I have to run over to Clarksville and I'm taking Saul with me."
"No problem" I said, "Mellissa and I can handle it."
Around ten Mellissa paged me on the inter-com. "Rob, can you come up to the office please?"
I wiped my hands on a rag and went up to see what she wanted. Mellissa was wearing a blouse and a skirt that day along with nylons and heels and I was instantly as hard as a steel bar.
"You rang?"
"Yes Rob; I need you to keep an eye out and let me know if anyone is coming. I need to make an adjustment."
She started unbuttoning her blouse. I quickly stepped to the door and turned the deadbolt. Mellissa didn't see me do it because she was looking down at her blouse. At the time the only significance of locking the door was that I knew that Mellissa was going to tease me again and I didn't want to have to keep one eye on the door and have only one eye on Mellissa. I thought I was only going to get a quick view of her bra covered tits, but Mellissa took off her blouse and then unhooked and removed her bra.
Her tits were magnificent! They looked like the tips of torpedoes or missiles; cone shaped and firm. I was struck dumb. I was frozen to the spot and Mellissa said:
"I must not have been paying attention when I bought this bra. It is a size too small and it was killing me."
She reached up and rolled her nipples between her fingers. "God I'm horny. Why is Paul always gone when I really need him?"
She put her blouse back on and went to walk by me. As she went by she reached down and rubbed my hard cock and said:
"You should really find someone to take care of that for you."
I lost it! I lost it totally! Three years of frustration and want exploded out of me and without any thought of what I was doing I grabbed Mellissa and spun her around and sat her down on her desk. My hands were up her skirt and I was tossing her panties on the floor before she even realized what was happening. I pulled her up off the desk, spun her around and pushed her down until her tits were pressing into the desk top and in less time than it would take to say "You fucking prick-tease" I had my swollen cock out and pressing against her cunt. She started to say:
"What the hell do you think you are doing" but only got as far as "you think..." before I drove into her.
She was wet. She was soaking wet. Her teasing must have turned her on as much as it made me hard. She grunted as I drove into her. Three thrusts and I was all the way in her and Mellissa was moaning:
"You can't...we can't...you bastard...not right...you bastard; you bastard, BASTARD, YOU FUCKING BASTARD!!!"
But a funny thing was taking place. As she moaned and called me names she was pushing back at my invading cock. I stopped thrusting and stood still as Mellissa moved back and forth fucking herself on my dick. She rammed herself back at me as she cried:
"You miserable asshole, bastard, low life cocksucker" and then she screamed, "Why the fuck did you stop!!?? Fuck me damn you, fuck me!!"
I started pounding into her and the harder I fucked her the louder her cries, but the cries changed to:
"YES YES YES YES, MAKE ME CUM DAMN YOU, FUCK ME, MAKE ME CUM!"
I was pounding her hard and sweating bullets when she screamed out:
"Oh yes, oh fuck, oh fuck yes!" and her body shook like a dog trying to shit peach pits. I was close and I kept slamming into her and just as I got my nut she screamed "Oh shit!" and her body shook again. I held myself in her until I started to go soft and she started saying:
"Get off of me goddamn it; get the fuck off of me!"
I pulled out of her, said to myself, "Fuck it! In for a penny in for a pound" and I grabbed her, turned her to face me and then pushed her to her knees in front of me.
"Clean it bitch!"
As I pushed my cock at her face I expected her to look up at me and say "Fuck you asshole" but she opened her mouth and went to work cleaning our combined juices off of me. Her mouth work had predictable results and I lifted her up, sat her on the desk and pushed her until she was lying on her back. She looked up at me with an expressionless face and slowly, but very deliberately, opened her legs. I stepped between them and drove my cock into her soaking cunt. Her legs came up and clamped me and she said:
"Fuck me asshole; fuck me!"
The second fuck was a silent fuck as she stared up at me and held me between her legs as her hands clutched my ass and pulled me to her. For several minutes we looked into each other's eyes as I fucked her as hard as I could. Then she started to moan:
"Oh yes, that's it, like that, oh yes, make me cum, make me cum, make m...OH SHIT!" and her body shook again.
Not many seconds later I sent my sperm rocketing into her. I drained and slowly pulled out of her. She looked up at me and said:
"I'm not cleaning it off this time. We both know what will happen if I do and we do have to get some work done around here today."
I grabbed the hem of her skirt and wiped myself off and then I turned and went back to the shop leaving her lying on the desk.
Mellissa and I avoided each other for the rest of the day.
At home that night I looked at myself in the mirror and had the thought "So much for being the kind of guy who doesn't mess with another guy's woman." But was it really my fault? Didn't Mellissa do everything but flat out ask me to fuck her? Did she want it? Was she hoping for it? Or was she just being her evil teasing self? All she had to do was go into the bathroom to take care of her bra problem. True, she didn't fight me off, but she didn't come right out and say "Do me" either. What she did do was be submissive to me. Was that it? Did she need to be told what to do? Did she need to believe that she was being made to do it? I spent a fairly sleepless night wondering what was going to happen at work the next day.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Nothing happened at work the next day. Mellissa acted as if nothing untoward had happened and Paul acted like he had no idea of what Mellissa and I had done. Had Mellissa told him? Was he one of those guys who let's his wife go out and play? Was he the kind who liked to hear her tell about what she had done and with who? I had no way of knowing and so I stayed away from the office. It wasn't my fault! She asked for it! Maybe not with words, but her actions had screamed out "Fuck me!" and so I had.
Never the less I stayed in the shop and didn't go up to the front office. I avoided Mellissa and it seemed that she was doing her best to avoid me. The few times I had to go up to the office Mellissa behaved. There was none of the flirting that had once been a daily staple of our relationship. This is not to say that I totally ignored Mellissa. I could not keep from looking at the sexy bitch, but it was strictly a case of look, but don't touch and don't even talk unless business forced me to.
This state of affairs went on for the next three weeks and then one Thursday morning Paul told me he had to go over to Waltersburg and would be gone overnight.
"I may not be back before quitting time tomorrow so it will be up to you to lock the place up for the weekend."
"No problem."
"Stan Witczak asked if he could borrow the trailer so if he stops by let him have it."
"Will do."
I was always the last one out of the shop at night and I made the rounds checking windows, doors and lights. I made sure the air compressor was shut off and then I went to the service desk and started the procedure for shutting down the computer. While I was doing that I saw Mellissa come out of the office and head for me and when I turned to her to see what she wanted or needed she slapped me hard across the face and snarled at me:
"You miserable bastard! How could you do to me what you did to me and then ignore me?"
She went to slap me again and I caught her wrist and said, "Bullshit! If you wanted any attention from me you would have given me some indication."
"Like what?"
"Like everything you did that caused the last time to happen. For three years you teased the ass off of me and then for the last three weeks nothing, but since it is obvious to me now that you want more of what you got the last time let's get to it."
I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her down on her knees.
"What the hell are you doing?"
"You know damned well so get to it."
She looked up at me and snarled "Bastard!" but as she said it she was reaching for my zipper. I let her suck on me until I was ready to cum and then I grabbed her head and fucked her face until I came. I shot into her mouth and she tried to jerk back, but I held her head and she was forced to swallow. When my cock started to go soft I released her head and she pulled back and screamed at me,
"You miserable cock sucking bastard; I don't swallow."
"You do when it is my cock in your mouth and don't you ever forget it. Now get your damned panties off and get your ass up there on the desk."
I may not be the smartest guy in the world, but I am not totally stupid either. The way Mellissa had behaved our first time and the way she had behaved when I had just then pushed her to her knees told me that Mellissa wanted or felt the need to be dominated. She confirmed it.
"Who the hell are you to be ordering me around?"
"I am your fucking owner. Any time you are silly enough to let yourself be alone with me I own you and you will do whatever the hell I tell you do. Now get your panties off and get on that desk."
She gave me a nasty look, but she took off her panties and got up on the desk.
"You know what to do now" I said and she spread her legs wide and then I surprised her. She expected me to step forward and take her, but I went to my knees and went to work on her pussy with my mouth. In less than a minute she was moaning, had her fingers in my hair and was pulling me to her. I worked on her until I was hard again and then I pulled her up, bent her over the desk and fucked her. She was very vocal. Among the things I heard were:
"Fuck me; fuck me hard." "Make me cum damn you; make me cum." "Faster damn it; harder. If you are going to fuck me then do it harder."
She came twice -- at least I think she did -- and then I shot my wad, pulled out and said:
"You know what to do."
She gave me a nasty look, but without a word she got down and cleaned my cock with her mouth. When she finally stood up I told her to go on home and leave her front door unlocked.
"When I get there I want you naked, on your bed and with your legs spread waiting for me."
"I'm not fucking you in my house and on my bed."
"I'll fuck you in the middle of the street in front of this building if I want to. I'm not asking you shit you teasing bitch; I'm telling you. Get your ass home and get ready for me."
She gave me a long hard look and then turned and left.
+++++++++++++++
I locked up and headed out. I stopped at a store and picked up a few things and then I headed for Mellissa's house. As I drove I thought about the situation. I didn't go looking for it. I never would have gone looking for it, but I had had it handed to me on a platter and wouldn't I have been criminally stupid not to take advantage of it? I was under no illusions. I doubted that I was anything to Mellissa but an interlude, but she was the sexiest woman I had ever known and it wasn't likely that I would ever get another chance at one like her so I had to go for it.
I didn't know how long the domination thing would last and in fact it might already be over. I'd know when I got to the house. If the door was locked instead of open I'd know that it was over.
The domination thing wasn't the whips, chains and ball gags kind. I believed that it was something that Mellissa was doing so she could lay in bed next to her husband and say to herself:
"I'm not really cheating. I don't want to do it, but he is making me. I can't stop him. I've tried, but I can't stop him" or some kind of shit like that. Whatever, I decided that I was going to take as much of Mellissa as she would let me have. I had no doubt that if she decided to end it she would and firmly.
Surprise, surprise. The front door was not only not locked, but was even open just a crack when I got there and when I walked into the bedroom I found her just as I'd told her to be. She looked at me and asked:
"What's in the bag?"
"Astroglide."
"What do you need that for?"
"It will make things easier when I push my cock in your ass."
"I don't do that."
"You don't do that with anyone else maybe, but you will do it with me."
"I don't wa..."
"When are you going to wake up to the fact that what you want or don't want doesn't mean shit to me? When you are with me what I want is all that counts."
I tossed her the bag and she caught it and set it on the bed next to her and then she watched me while I stripped off my clothes. I wondered what she was thinking because it would be the first time she saw me with my clothes off. She didn't burst out laughing or get a look of disgust on her face so I took that as a good sign.
I moved onto the bed next to her and then spun around and moved over her into a 'sixty-nine' and said, "You know what to do." As I buried my face in her pussy I felt her twist a bit under me and then I felt her hot mouth close around my cock. After several minutes I moved, pulled out of her mouth, pulled her up and maneuvered her onto her hands and knees. As I pushed into her she gasped and moaned.
"Oh yes, oh fuck yes." As I felt her push back at me she moaned, "This isn't right damn you." I gripped her hips and drove myself into her. "Not right; not right you bastard...oh God, oh God fuck me damn you, fuck me."
I picked up the pace and was pounding her hard when the bedside phone rang. "Shit! Not now" she cried, "Not now' and she tried to pull away from me to get to the phone. I held her and kept fucking her.
"Let me go. Damn you Rob, let me go."
"No. You're busy right now."
"I have to answer it. It's Paul."
"So what?"
"He's my husband damn it; I have to take his call."
"He's nobody. He's just someone you know when you are with me. He is of no consequence when you are with me. When we are alone together you are mine. I own you."
"What am I going to tell him when he asks why I didn't answer the phone?"
"Tell him you were busy fucking me or tell him some lie. Up to you or you can answer and talk to him while I'm still fucking you. Makes no never mind to me."
The phone stopped ringing and she cried, "You bastard! You worthless bastard!"
"Worthless? Worthless?"
I stopped fucking her and started to pull back.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm worthless right? You shouldn't be wasting your time with a worthless bastard."
"God damn you Rob! Don't you dare stop now. Fuck me Rob; please don't stop fucking me."
"Are you sure?"
"Damn you Rob, fuck me!"
I shoved back into as hard as I could and she grunted and then cried, "Oh yes! Yes yes yes yes!! Harder, fuck me harder."
I know that she had orgasms, but I wasn't paying any attention. I concentrated on reaching my own and when I got it I felt like I was shooting into her with the force of a fire hose. I shot so hard I half expected to see cum squirt out of her mouth. I pulled out and Mellissa fell to the bed. I stayed on my knees and said:



"You know what to do now."
She turned onto her back and looked up at me and I saw on her face that she was going to refuse.
"Do it now!" I snarled, "Or I'll sit on the edge of the bed with my hand on the phone and wait for your hubby to call back. What do you think his reaction will be to my answering the phone?" I looked at my watch and said, "You have sixty seconds. After that I won't let you do it and I'll sit here with my hand on the phone if it takes until tomorrow."
I looked at the second hand on my watch and after forty seconds Mellissa moved and her mouth started working on my cock. When she was done she fell back on the bed and looked up at me as if to say:
"Okay, what's next?"
Before I could say anything the phone rang and Mellissa rolled over on her stomach and answered it. It was Paul. She lied and told him that she was on the toilet when he called earlier and then they talked about the things married couples talk about while I knelt there and looked at Mellissa's perfect heart shaped ass.
I smiled and moved and straddled her legs as I reached for the bag I'd tossed to her earlier. I took the Astroglide out of the bag and coated the fingers of my right hand. Mellissa tensed when she felt my fingers slide between her ass cheeks and then she suddenly realized what I intended to do. She tried to squirm away from me, but I had her legs pinned. She couldn't very well turn and tell me to stop while she was on the phone with Paul now could she?
I heard a slight gasp as my first finger entered her ass and then I heard her tell Paul that it was nothing. She was drinking a Coke with ice and an ice cube has slipped out of the glass and fallen on her breast. Next she had to explain that she was sitting in bed naked reading and that's why the gasp when the ice cube fell onto her naked breast. Then she had to explain that she was sitting in bed naked because she was horny and playing with herself.
Just about the time I worked a second finger into her butt hole she lost it and hollered through the phone:
"Because I'm horny as hell and I need a cock and you aren't here. What the fuck is with all the fucking questions?"
"No! I'm not in the mood anymore."
I poured some Astroglide between the crack of her ass and worked a third finger into her while she apologized for blowing up at him and then there was the usual "I miss you and I wish you were here" followed by "Hurry home baby, I need you" just before she hung up. As soon as the handset was in the cradle she yelled:
"What the fuck are you doing?" as she tried to get out from under me. I held her down and said, "I'm getting your ass ready to fuck."
"I told you I don't do that. I don't even let Paul do that."
"I already told you that I don't give a shit what you want. I own you bitch. Your mouth is mine, your cunt is mine and your ass is mine and if you never give it to Paul that's between the two of you, but I'm taking it."
I got off of her legs and pulled her up to her knees. The moment of truth came when I let go of her hips to coat my cock with Astroglide. I wasn't holding her or pinning her down and all she had to do was pull away and scurry off the bed. She didn't move. I aimed my cock at her rosebud and pushed against it. She still didn't move. I grabbed her hips and leaned into her. She gasped as I pushed into her and moaned:
"You bastard, you filthy bastard. I don't want this."
But when I took my hands off of her hips and held myself still she didn't try to pull away. I slowly fucked her tight hole and after a couple of minutes I felt her push back a little. I kept at it slow and easy as she moaned:
"Dirty, dirty, not right, disgusting, oooh God."
I pulled back until I was almost out of her and then stopped.
"No, damn it, no" she cried as she drove herself back on my cock. I smiled and went back to fucking her ass. I'd already cum so many times that night that it took me forever to bust my nut, but I finally managed to send a load to join the shit I'd already packed. I held myself in her as I drained and she kept wiggling her butt. I knew she wanted more. I knew that despite all of her protestations that she had liked a cock in her ass. She could bitch, whine and complain all she wanted, but I knew she had loved it.
She fell to the bed gasping and rolled over to look up at me and said:
"No! No fucking way am I going to clean it off with my mouth."
"You damned well would if I wanted you to, but I don't. I'm not done with you yet and I don't want to kiss you with shit on your lips."
She gave me an evil look and said, "Maybe I want to clean it after all."
I got off the bed and walked into the bathroom and was washing my cock when she came in and sat down on the toilet. She took care of her business while watching me. I looked at her and said:
"When was the last time you work up in bed next to a man who wasn't Paul?"
"Never."
"Another first for you then."
I went back into the bedroom and laid down on my back and waited for Mellissa to come back into the room. She walked through the door and saw how I was lying and she hesitated a bit and then climbed on the bed and her hand reached for my limp cock. She looked at it, up at me and then back at the cock and then she bent her head and took it in her mouth. It took her a long time and I wasn't even sure that I could pop again, but she did coax a small load out of me and she swallowed it.
When it was soft she let it plop out of her mouth and then she looked at me and licked her lips. With one finger she wiped up a stray drop that had escaped her mouth, licked her finger clean and then moved up to settle in beside me. "You are such an asshole" she said and then she rolled onto her side and seconds later I heard the soft easy breathing of someone asleep.
++++++++++++++++
In the morning I awoke with my cock in Mellissa's mouth and when I was awake enough and hard enough Mellissa handed me the Astroglide and without a word moved up onto her hands and knees.
It was easier going the second time and I didn't get any of the "dirty, filthy, disgusting" that I had gotten the night before. I did get a "yes, oh fuck yes" and a couple of "fuck me damn you, fuck me" cries. It took me a long time and once again I wasn't sure that I would be able to cum after all that I'd done since closing time the night before. I worked at it and I sweated bullets, but I finally did cum although I'm not sure much came out but dust.
When I pulled out she fell to the bed, rolled to the edge and got up. She muttered "I don't understand how something so dirty and perverted can feel so good" and then she padded into the bathroom and seconds later I heard the shower start running. I thought about joining her and scrubbing her back while she scrubbed mine, but gave it up as a bad idea. It would only lead us back to the bed and what with the mornings and previous evening's activities I wasn't all that sure that I could perform. Up until then I'd given a pretty good account of myself. Best I leave it in Mellissa's mind that I was a stud.
When she came out I went and took my shower and when I'd dressed and gone downstairs I found her in the kitchen pouring herself a cup of coffee. She showed me where the cups were and pointed out the cream and sugar on the counter.
"I'm not much of a morning person. Breakfast is not my forte. If you need something to start your day Denny's is open."
She took a sip of her coffee and then said, "I have no idea why I allowed what happened to happen. I don't know how I let it get away from me like I did. I love my husband and he damned sure didn't deserve what I just did to him. I let you do things to me that I have never let and never will let Paul do to me and I don't know why. What I do know is that it will never happen again. Are we clear on that?"
I took a sip of my coffee and then looked her right in the eye as I said:
"Sure. Whatever you say. Your word is law. You got it! Your wish is my command. You da boss. Until the next time you come after me. I didn't start this, you did. You fucking well knew what was going to happen when you stripped in front of me and then grabbed my cock. None of it is on me. I let you tease me for over three years and never once made a move on you and we would have gone on that way another ten or twenty. You are the one who changed things, not me.
"Even after that first time I stayed away from you and again it was you who came after me so don't give me any of this "Are we clear on this" shit! You keep your hands to yourself and we don't have a problem. How about being clear on that if we are going to be clear on things?"
I put my cup down and walked out of her house.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Mellissa stayed clear of me for the next two weeks and I wondered how long it would be until she made her next move. I didn't have long to wait. Friday Paul called me into the office and had me take a seat. Mellissa was at her desk, but not looking at me. Paul said:
"There isn't any easy way to do this so I guess I'd better just get it done. Business has slowed down and money has started to get tight. Mellissa has gone over and over the books and we don't see anyway we can continue on with our current payroll. You know how it goes Rob. Last in first out and you were my last hire. I have your final check here" and he handed it to me. "It has four weeks severance included, a weeks pay for every year and part year you have been here and I of course will give you a glowing letter of reference. Again I'm sorry. I wish it could be some other way."
I stood up and so did he and he offered me his hand and I took it and we shook. I glanced over at Mellissa and she was looking at me. No smile or smirk, but I could tell from her eyes and the set of her mouth what she was thinking.
"If there is no temptation there is no problem."
Paul was to my left and he couldn't see it when I smiled at Mellissa and winked. I turned and left the office.
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You would think that the longer you live with someone the better you would understand them. Well, it might be true for others, but it certain wasn't true for me.
Janice and had been married for eleven years and they had been pretty good years. We were in tune with each other and a lot of the things we did we did without discussion because we knew each other well enough to know what the other would be up for. Janice and I married late in life – later than others in our age group anyway – and so we had a chance to see how the marriages of our contemporaries were going. The one thing that they all seemed to have in common is that they had gotten used to each other and were taking each other for granted. Janice and I learned through casual talk with friends that in a lot of the marriages the problem was sexual. They had gone from daily on their honeymoons to twice a week, if that, after a few years. Janice and I promised each other that we would not let that happen to us.
Janice and I had a pretty good sex life and we'd had it from our fifth date. Neither one of us was a virgin when we met and by unspoken agreement we never talked about previous partners, only about what we had done and what we liked and disliked. There were things that one or the other of us had not done and we tried them and some we liked and some we didn't, but the bottom line was that we had an active and very enjoyable sex life.
About five years into our marriage we felt the need to spice things up a bit and after talking about it we decided to play what we called The Fantasy Game. The way it worked was we did it at two-month intervals and Janice and I alternated. On the first Monday of the two-month block Janice would tell me a fantasy and for the next two months we would incorporate that fantasy into our lovemaking. At the end of the two-month period it would be my turn to tell Janice a fantasy. We didn't act it out every time we made love, but it ran as a kind of theme to be used and worked with.
The fantasy could be anything as long as pain wasn't involved. Light bondage, water sports, role playing at being a streetwalker and a pimp are just some of the things that we did.
Some fantasies were better than others and they tended to be repeated from time to time. The ones that repeated the most for Janice were black lovers and gangbangs and she usually combined them. When it was Janice's month to chose and she chose the "Black" scenario a night might go something like this: I would come home from work and fins Janice waiting for me and looking as slutty as possible with low-cut blouse, short skirt and her highest heels.
"I want to go out tonight."
"Where do you want to go?"
"I don't care. Some seedy bar somewhere; just get me out of the house."
I'd drive to one of the many bars in our city and drop her off in front and then I would take off and kill half an hour driving around, getting gas or something like that and then I would head on back to the bar. I'd go inside and have a seat at the bar, look around until I saw where Janice was sitting and then I would sit back and wait. Man after man would approach her and ask if they could join her, but she always said no. She did say yes to anyone who asked her to dance. Janice was dressed to look like a slut and she acted like one when a guy got her on the dance floor. She never complained or fought off a guy who played with her ass, grabbed her tits or ran a hand down inside her skirt and panties trying to get his fingers to her pussy. If a guy shoved a hard cock into her leg or tummy she pushed back. If she felt like she could control the situation she might even drop a hand and rub a guys cock through his pants. Several times I've seen her on the dance floor sandwiched between two guys with one guy grinding his cock against her ass from the back while the guy in front would grind his cock into her leg and french kiss her. It was 'dirty dancing' at its finest, but Janice never, ever let anyone sit down at her table. I'd sit at the bar sipping a beer and watch until I felt the time was right and then I would get up, walk over to her table and sit down.
"I don't believe I invited you to join me."
"Yes you did sweetmeat. You didn't use words to do it; you did it by your actions."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you've been waiting for me baby. You go out on that dance floor and dry fuck all them white boys, do everything but go to your knees and suck their puny white dicks, but you never let them sit down and join you. That means you are waiting for some one – some one special – and here I am."
"I'm sorry, but you aren't my type."
"What you really mean by that is that I'm black. What are you, a racist?"
"No, I mean that you are just not what I am looking for."
"Of course I am sweetmeat. You said I wasn't your type, but I am. Your type is someone with a big cock and a magic tongue and who knows how to use them and that is me."
"What you are is arrogant and I don't like that in a man."
"Bullshit white girl, I've been watching you and I've seen what you need. You need someone to take charge and that is just what I'm going to do."
Then I would stand up, grab her arm and pull her up out of her chair, "Come on sweetmeat, I'm going to show you what you need" and pulling her along behind me I'd head on out to the parking lot. The dialog wasn't always the same, but the outcome always was. I'd pull Janice along and she would be trying to pull away from me and telling me to let her go. I'd open the door on the drivers side and push her into the car and then I would follow her in. While I was unbuttoning my fly and taking out my cock she would be calling me an asshole and other names and telling me to let her out of the car.
"Why is it you white bitches use your mouth for everything but what it was intended for. Here, put your mouth to work on this black dick" and I would grab her head and force it down on my cock and then hold it there while I said, "Suck it white girl, suck it good and maybe, just maybe, I might fuck you with it. Then, holding her head in my lap I would start the car and point it for home.
Janice would usually get me off on the way home, but I would still hold her head in my lap and tell her to keep sucking and get me hard again. When we got home I'd pull her out of the car and lead her into the house while she would try and pull loose.
"You can't do this. Damn you, let go of me."
"I'll let loose of you white girl, just as soon as I'm done stuffing you with black cock."
"My husband will miss me and he'll call the cops and they'll come looking for me."
"If your husband was worth a shit you wouldn't have been in that bar behaving like a slut."
By that time I'd have her in the house and I'd pick her up and carry her into the bedroom and toss her on the bed. Then I would hold her down while I ripped off her panties.
"You can't do this to me. You are too big; you'll hurt me. Come on, please stop, don't do this to me. I'm a married woman and I've never cheated on my husband."
"You will still be a married woman when I'm done with you, but you probably won't ever be satisfied with your husband and his little white cock when I'm through with you."
Without foreplay I'd mount her (she would be wet, God but would she ever be wet) and she would beat on my chest with her little fists and holler at me to stop. I'd stroke into her and in less than a minute she would have her first orgasm and then she would be begging me to fuck her and to never stop. Depending on the strength of her orgasm she would drift in and out of the role-playing and sometimes she would be talking to me and other times she would be talking to her black lover.
"You like this big, black cock all of a sudden?"
"Oh yes lover, I love your huge piece of meat."
"Better than your wimp husband's?"
"Oh God yes, better, much better. You fill me up like I've never been filled up before."
"You want more of it?"
"Oh God yes, I don't ever want to let it go. Keep it in me. Fuck me, fuck me hard."
"Okay white girl, her I cum."
When my cock got soft I'd say, "Okay slut, you said you wanted more so get down there and get me hard. Janice would give me another blow job, get me hard and then would fuck her again with a lot more of the "big, black cock" talk. After the second cum in her pussy I'd say that I'd better get her back to the bar so she could get home to her hubby.
"Fuck that little dicked asshole. I want more of your big, black sausage."
Another blow job and off we would go again.
"You really want more black dick?"
"Yes lover, I want more black cock and a lot of it."
"Fine. I'll bring some big dicked friends of mine with me the next time I see you. You up for that?"
"God yes lover. I'm your white whore from now on as long as I can have that black fuck stick."
We would end up exhausted and fall asleep in each other's arms.
The second part of the fantasy would take place a day or two later after I had recovered some of my strength. I'd call home from the office and when Janice answered I'd say something like, "And just how is my little white black cock loving slut today?"
"Missing that black fuck stick baby."
"I'm on my way over with some friends to have some fun."
"You can't come over lover, my husband is home."
"Get rid of him. Send him out for a loaf of bread or something. I'm on the way and if he is still there when I get there he is going to get to watch me and my friends fuck you and find out just how big a whore for black cock you can be."
When I'd get home I would say, "Is the wimp here?"
"I told him he needed to leave for a couple of hours and when he didn't want to leave I told him that if he ever wanted a taste of my pussy again he'd better leave and stay gone for at least three hours. I told him that if there were still cars in the drive when he got home to stay out until they were all gone. Who are you're your friends?"
I'd introduce her to the imaginary three guys and then we would head for the bedroom. I hated that part of the fantasy because Janice damned near killed me. Try playing the part of four men when as soon as you cum the woman cries out, "Next. Somebody hurry up and please fuck me." It was fuck until I came, a blow job to get me hard and then repeat over and over until I just could not get it up any more. Just before I would fall into an exhausted sleep Janice would say, "Can you bring a few more friends next time?"
I never did figure out why that particular fantasy turned Janice on so much. I guessed that it had something to do with the fact that she was from the South and it was a black/white taboo kind of thing. I never figured it out, but she used that one particular fantasy so much over the years that I came to realize that it was something that she really wanted to do, but for some reason or other she was afraid to mention it to me. I began thinking that maybe I should make it happen for her.
First I had to convince myself that I could handle it if it happened. None of my fantasies had ever been about seeing Janice with other men or of fucking her after she had come home freshly fucked by some one else. It took some doing on my part to convince myself that I was secure enough in my manliness and that I could handle Janice being with someone else. Then I thought, "If you are going, you might as well go all out." I decided to give Janice her full fantasy on her birthday – black lovers AND a gangbang.
I just happened to have the two month block that Janice's birthday fell in and to set things up I came up with a new fantasy. We were at a party and we got too drunk to drive home. The hosts offered to let us spend the night in their spare bedroom. During the night I got up to go to the bathroom and when I came back I went into the wrong bedroom by mistake, got in bed and then fucked who I thought was my wife. In one fantasy it would be the hosts daughter, in another his sister, his mother or mother in law. Once it was his wife because he worked mid-nights and had to leave the party and go to work.
Then I'd change it a little bit. I'd be passed out drunk on the couch and Janice would be staying in the spare bedroom. Some one would come into the room and climb in bed with her and she would think it was me and fuck my socks off. But it would be the host, his father, his son or his brother. I would go into the dark room, fuck Janice a couple of times and then she would turn the light on and be "shocked" at finding out who had just fucked her. The bottom line for this scenario would be a dark room into which I would come and fuck Janice. I pulled that fantasy two and three times a week during my block to get Janice used to it. I rigged our bedroom so that no light at all showed at night and you couldn't see a thing. Then I set out to line up the other players.
I was a pretty good friend with a black guy at work. We had lunch together several times a week and stopped for beers after work. We talked sports, about work and shot the shit about pretty much everything. Dave was a ladies man and several times when we stopped some sweet looking little piece of brown sugar would come up to the bar to talk with him. Dave was always trying to set me up with one of them, "You need to change your luck guy. Honest, it don't rub off."
"Thanks, but no thanks Dave, I've got more than I can handle at home."
"Well if you ever need some help you make sure that you give old Dave a call. Nothing, absolutely nothing that I like better than white pussy."
Remembering that conversation I decided to have a talk with Dave. I asked him if he had any experience with Southern white girls and he said that he'd had a few. I told him about Janice's recurring fantasies and asked him what he thought about it.
"Hell man, that's easy. Most of the time a real fantasy, as opposed to a made up for fun fantasy, is something that you really want to do. It sounds to me like she grew up hearing all about how "good girls" stayed away from niggers. Secretly she wants to find out just what it is about them that she was supposed to stay away from. It is that old taboo about black men and white women. Why?"
Well, I want to give Janice her fantasy for her birthday and I remember you once telling me if I ever needed help to call on you. I need some one I can trust here Dave. I need some one who can keep a secret as well as give Janice a good time."
"You can count on me for both."
"Have you got a few friends that you can trust who might be interested?'
"You kidding me? For prime white pussy? Hell, I could have fifty guys here in the next ten minutes for good white pussy."
"Whoa up there. Maybe three or four, okay?"
"Can do pal. Just give me the time and place and me and my boys will take it from there."
Janice's birthday feel on a week night so our plans to celebrate were put on hold until the weekend. I called her from work on her birthday and told her we were going to a party at a co-workers house that night. That was her signal that the night would be a fantasy night and she would be naked and on the bed in the darkened bedroom as soon as she heard the garage door opener start to run.
Dave and four of his friends followed me home that night and then the six of us quietly entered the house. The plan was for Dave and two of his friends to go into the bedroom and then Dave would fuck Janice while the other guys stood quietly off to the side. Once Dave had cum he would move up to Janice's head and get a blow job and while that was happening one of the other two would move quickly between Janice's legs and start to fuck her. As soon as she had two cocks in her the third man would come out and tell us and then I would turn on the lights and yell, "Surprise! Happy Birthday my love."
It went off like clockwork. When I turned on the light Janice was deep throating Dave while his buddy pounded away at her pussy. She had her legs wrapped around her fucker and was pushing up at him to meet his thrusts. She glanced over at me, but never took her mouth off Dave's cock and for the next three hours Janice got to live her fantasy as the five men fucked her one after the other until they could not get it up any more.
I heard her say all the things that she said when we acted out our fantasy and I even heard her say some things that I'd never heard her say before. Things like, "I'll never be satisfied by a little white dick any more" and "Oh sweet Jesus, I've never known what I've been missing." Janice had never cared much for anal sex, but she never complained as those five guys took her there repeatedly. On the contrary, she moaned and groaned and said things like, "Oh yes, fuck my ass, push your cock deep into my shit hole" and "Oh God, I've never been so full." And at one time she actually had a cock in each hole – her mouth, her pussy and her ass. When they were all done and dressed to go she kissed them all and thanked them for the best birthday she'd ever had.
I walked the guys to the door and thanked Dave for helping make Janice's fantasy come true. "Any time she wants to do it again you know where to find me and I don't mind telling you bud, it would not break my heart if she wanted to do it again tomorrow."
I walked back into the bedroom with a big smile on my face. Janice was waiting for me and as I walked through the bedroom door she hit me! She hit me hard and I dropped to my knees.
"You bastard! You miserable, rotten, cocksucking mother fucking bastard! How could you do something like that to me."
"All I did was give you your fantasy."
"It was a fantasy you fucking moron. Don't you think that if I really wanted to be fucked by a bunch of blacks I couldn't go out and get it done? You would have known that I really didn't want a bunch of black assholes fucking me if you would have talked to me and told me what you were going to do."
"I wanted to surprise you; I wanted to give you something special. How could I surprise you if I talked it over with you ahead of time?"
"If you had a brain in your fucking head you should have known better. In sixteen years have I ever suggested that we bring in a third party for our fun and games? As many times as you have watched me let some fool shove his fingers in my pussy on the dance floor, have I ever suggested that we bring him home or take him out to the parking lot? What we do are fantasies for God's sake; they are not supposed to be real."
"Baby, I watched. You loved every minute of it."
"Of course I did you fucking idiot. It was sex and once I got started I got hot and as long as they kept feeding me dick I stayed hot. I didn't know it wasn't you until I was giving who I thought was you a blow job and another cock slid into me. When you turned on the light I was already in the middle of my second orgasm, but the fact that I was getting off doesn't mean that I was happy about fucking blacks."
"But baby..."
"Don't "but baby" me you fucking asshole. Grab a pillow and a blanket and get out of my sight. I'm so disgusted with you right now that it is all I can do to keep from picking up a chair and beating you senseless with it."
For the rest of the week I slept on the couch and Janice wouldn't even talk to me. She had dinner ready when I got home from work and she got up in the morning and fixed me breakfast before I left for work. Several times I tried to start a conversation, but all I got from her was, "Just shut the fuck up. We have nothing to say to each other."
Then tonight I got home from work and all I found was a note on the kitchen table:
"Your dinner is in the microwave. I'm meeting Dave and some of his friends for drinks. Don't bother waiting up."
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I sat at the table sipping a Coke from the machine just down the motel hall and watched as my best friend Joie (pronounced Joey) worked her magic on a young stud that she had picked up at the Golden Spur. Joie was married, but quite obviously not working at it. She had already taken her sweater and bra off and her breasts were out there for all to see. The 'all' was Joie's stud Al, me and Phil who was Al's wingman of the evening.
Phil and I watched as Al moved up behind Joie and cupped her breasts and used fingers to tweak nipples that were already stiff. Al's hands dropped and pushed down Joie's skirt and panties and then he pushed her down on the motel bed. Joie moved into position for puppy fucking, which is what she called the doggie position, and wiggled her ass at Al. His cock was hard and he moved up behind Joie and probed with his cock. Joie reached under, took hold of the hard flesh and guided it into the proper place.
Joie was wet -- Joie was always wet -- but it still took Al three pushes to get all the way to the balls into her. Joie grunted and moaned as Al pumped away at her and after several minutes Joie cried out as her first climax of the evening hit. Knowing Joie as well as I did I knew that she would have at least one more before Al got his.
I was aware of Phil's hands on my knee, but I didn't protest. I would if he tried to go higher, but I saw no reason to put a damper on the evening just yet. Joie had two more orgasms before Al exclaimed "Oh Christ" and rammed hard into Joie and held himself tight against her as his seed flowed into her.
I had taken my attention off of Phil for a bit and he had gotten his hand up to mid-thigh. I slapped his hand away and Joie saw it.
"Oh come on Rose; the man needs some relief."
"Not from me. I made that crystal clear before we left the Spur."
"You are such a pill sometimes" she said as she crooked a finger at Phil and made a 'come hither' motion and when Phil got up and moved toward the bed she rolled on her back and waited for him. Phil moved between her legs and his cock slid easily into her cum filled pussy. I watched as Phil thrust his hard cock into Joie. She put her legs up on his shoulders and grunted from the force of his love making. Al watched for a bit and then he moved to Joie's head and pushed his cock at her mouth. She opened her mouth and took him in as the room listened to the 'slap, slap, slap' of Phil plowing Joie's field.
Phil picked up the pace slamming his cock into Joie as he sought his climax and when he reached it and pulled his softening cock out of Joie Al moved from her mouth to her pussy and was quickly balls deep into her. Phil moved to her mouth and Joie began working on him.
What was I doing while all this was going on? I had put my Coke down and I had my left hand holding my panties away from my body so my right could easily get to my pussy. I fingered myself as I wished that it was me on that bed and I brought myself to a climax just about the same time that Al gave Joie another one.
As Al was pulling out of her and Phil was getting ready to take Al's place Joie looked at me and said:
"Are you sure you don't want him? You don't have to settle for your fingers you know."
"I know and I do want him, but I can't and you know it."
"You owe it to yourself girlfriend and besides he'd never know and you know as well as I do that he doesn't care and he isn't going to help you."
That was true enough. Not that Frank wouldn't care if I gave myself to another man; it was just that I was sure that Frank didn't care about me. Joie started to say something, but Phil slammed into her and all that came out of her mouth was a grunt. Phil, having already cum once was taking longer the second time and he gave Joie several orgasms before he got his rocks off.
By then Al was ready for another round, but I called a halt to things. Joie was driving and I needed to get home. Joie reluctantly got dressed and I got some nasty looks from Al and Phil, but Joie knew when she asked me to go out with her what my limits were and 'home by ten' was one of them.
On the drive home Joie asked, "Why didn't you join in? You wanted to. It was written all over your face."
"I did want to. I wanted to in the worst way, but I just can't bring myself to do it."
"Is it still that silly nonsense about you being married?"
"I suppose it is."
"It doesn't make sense Rose. You are a healthy woman and a healthy woman requires a sex life. If you are telling the truth, and I don't doubt you for a minute, Frank is not giving you what you need and I do mean need. Sex is just as big a need as air, food and water."
"I know all of that Joie, but I just can't make myself do it. I've tried and I've even come close a coupler of times, but I just can't bring myself to go through with it."
"You will Rose. You seem to have forgotten that I have known you since you were twelve and I am well aware of your sexual appetites."
"That was before I got married."
"That may be Rose, but the appetites are still there. Held in check, but they are still there."
Joie was right of course. The appetites were still there. And I wasn't at all that sure that I could hold them in check for much longer.
+++++++++++++++++++
Joie was indeed aware of my sexual appetites. More than once we had double-dated and swapped dates during the course of the evening. Three times while still in high school and more times than I can remember in college we had pulled trains lying on a mattress next to each other. Joie and I were two peas in the same pod. Given that, what happened to us after high school and three years of college was surprising.
Joie met Steve, fell head over heels in love, and became a good approximation of a nun. Steve was a fairly straight-laced man and had straight --laced ideas where sex was concerned. He did not believe in sex before marriage and he did not know of Joie's reputation so Joie pretended to be a virgin and went to her marriage bed not knowing at thing about how Steve would be in bed.
He was lousy!
According to what Joie told me he wasn't even a two minute man. Pre-ejaculation was the norm, but Joie loved him to death and wouldn't leave him. But Joie needed sex and lots of it so she played. I never understood it. How could you love someone and constantly hang horns on him, but Joie was Joie and I loved her like a sister and it wasn't any of my business anyway.
I fell in love with Frank, but not trusting that he wouldn't find out what a slut I'd been I told him up front that I had a past, what it was and that I was a very highly sexed woman. His eyes lit up like he had found the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. We fucked like sex crazed bunnies from our second date until the fourth year of our marriage and then the sex stopped and there was none. Frank fell at work, hurt his back and suffered from severe back pain. Added to that was stress from work, leg pains from the back injury, late hours at work, etc., etc., etc. The bottom line is that I wasn't getting laid and I was not happy.
I'd told Joie about my problem and she said that she knew just what I needed. Go out, have a few drinks and relax. I thought it worth a try only to find out that in addition to a few drinks she had a few hard cocks in mind. Knowing her as well as I did it shouldn't have come as a surprise. She grabbed onto some stud and naturally he had a buddy. I said to count me out and so Joie did both of them while I sat and watched and resisted the urge to rip off my clothes and join in.
The next time she suggested a night out I said I'd pass and she promised me that the night would not be a repeat of the previous one. Well, it wasn't. She hooked up with a guy who didn't have a buddy and went out into the parking lot and spent quality time with him on a back seat while I sat inside fending off wolves and wishing that it was me on the back seat.
I finally decided that vows be damned and I'd finally get what I needed on a night out with Joie and I went into the evening fully intending to end my long dry spell, but before Al and Phil even joined us I chickened out. I was fighting hard to stay faithful to Frank, but I knew that most likely it was a fight I was going to lose unless Frank started taking care of business.
+++++++++++++++
I'd set a deadline of ten for being home because I'd made up my mind that if I didn't go through with getting myself laid I was going to get home before Frank went to bed and rape him if I had to. He normally went to bed at eleven and he didn't expect me home until eleven-thirty or twelve.
The house was quiet when I entered and that surprised me. Frank was usually glued to the couch in front of the TV, but the living room was empty. He must have gone to bed early. So much for my raping him. I started for the stairs and saw a light flickering from the direction of Frank's home office and I walked toward it. As I got closer I saw Frank sitting in front of his computer and he was masturbating. Masturbating!! He could masturbate, but he couldn't make love to me? I don't know why I didn't storm into the room and confront him, but I didn't. I backed quietly away and left the house.
I walked around back and sat on one of the patio chairs and contemplated what I'd just discovered. Frank couldn't make love to me because of back pain? Using his hand on himself obviously didn't hurt and that to me meant that lying on his back and letting me do all the work cowgirl fashion wouldn't have hurt either. Why wouldn't he have sex with me? Something wasn't right, but what?
I sat there about twenty minutes pondering the situation and then the light came on in the upstairs bedroom. Frank was turning in. The light went off and I waited another ten minutes and then I went back into the house. I quietly made mu way into the office and closed the door behind me. I brought up the computer and checked the recent history. I typed in the address of the most recent visit and found myself at a site that featured erotic stories.
It had a section labeled "My Favorites" and I selected it. The page that came up had the note 1 thru 10 of 79. I clicked on the next page and it said 11 thru 20 of 79. I clicked on item 14 on the page; something named "Sammy" and then read what came up. It was a story of a woman who was gangbanged by her husband's bosses and co-workers. I clicked on the next story which was titled "Clubhouse Mom" and read it. It was a story about a mother being gangbanged by her son's friends without her son being aware of it. A random sampling of the other stories showed a common thread. The women were all married and fucking around on their husbands.
I went back to the history and brought up two more sites that had recently been visited. One I couldn't access because it required a password, but the one I could get into was another erotic story site. By the time I got logged onto it I was pissed. Frank could jack off to erotic stories, but he couldn't fuck me? There was going to be a shit storm coming over that! Frank was asleep and I debated dragging him out of bed and then going after him, but then I decided to sleep on things and go after him in the morning after a nights rest.
But I didn't sleep all that well and I spent a lot of time staring up at the ceiling and thinking. Not a good thing given the thoughts I was having. By morning I had changed my mind. I was going to see what I could find out about what Frank was doing.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning at breakfast Frank asked me about my evening and I said that it had been okay, but I didn't think that I was going to go out for drinks with Joie anymore and Frank asked why.
"There is just something about two women sitting alone that makes every man in the place think you are trying to hook up with guys. I get tired of it. I want to sit and enjoy myself; not spend the evening fending off unwanted attention."
"You and Joie are extremely good looking ladies and you are bound to attract attention. Maybe you should look for a place where there aren't many men around. Maybe find one of those gay women's bars.
"Oh sure. Get rid of male attention just so I can have a bunch of bull-dykes hitting on me."
"Then find some place to go and some things to do that will not put you in situations where you will be hit on. Find something because you do need to get out of the house every once in a while."
As I took a sip of my coffee I was thinking "Maybe its you needing to get me out of the house."
While Frank was showering I walked around the house making some arrangements and when Frank finished his shower I took mine and then got ready for work. Luckily the day was extremely busy and I was able to put my thoughts about Frank to the side.
That night at dinner I said, "Kohl's is having a sale on shoes and I'm going to run over there after dinner and see what they have. While I'm there I'll probably look for some dresses suitable for work."
Frank knew my shopping habits and he knew I'd be gone for at least three hours. After dinner I cleaned up, put everything in the dishwasher, grabbed my purse and told Frank I was leaving. I left the house, drove one block over and parked. I waited about fifteen minutes and then I walked back to the house. I'd already gone through the house arranging blinds and drapes so I could see into the house.
I didn't see anything until I got to the window of the home office. Frank was taking advantage of my being gone. He was sitting in front of the computer beating his meat. I watched for a couple of minutes or so and then I went to Kohl's to engage in some retail therapy. Shoes, dresses, slips and bras took my mind off Frank and what he was doing.
Once Frank was sound asleep I got up and went to the office and turned on the computer. I logged onto the Net and then brought up "My Favorites" and saw the three story sites I noticed the night before. One of them highlighted in red the stories that had been recently been read and I checked them out. Once again they were all stories of cheating wives. Wives that cheated because of being blackmailed, because of being taken advantage of when they were drunk, because they were being forced to try and save hubby's job and some just because they loved doing it.
As I shut down the computer I was asking myself why Frank would rather jack off than make love to me and why were cheating wife stories turning him on?
++++++++++++++++++++
I met Joie for lunch and since she has always been my closest confidant I told her about what I'd found out.
"What are you going to do about it?"
"I don't know."
"I know what I'd do if I were in your shoes."
"What?"
"I'd find out how to become a member of those sites and how to post stories. Once I had that done I'd go out and do the things that he is reading about, write them up as stories and then post them on the sites. Then I'd sit back and get a charge out of knowing that he was jacking off to his own wife."
"I couldn't do that."
"Why not? You say he isn't having sex with you any more. If you did it and he whacked off to your story you would be having a sort of sexual relationship with him wouldn't you?"
I had no answer to that, but the thought rattled around in my mind all afternoon at work.
That night I put on my sexiest peignoir and sluttiest heels and offered myself up in an unmistakable way only to be told that his back had been killing him all day. It was the last straw. "Fuck you Frank" I thought to myself and on the way to work the next morning I thought of Joie's idea and decided that I was going to do it.
I had my personal laptop in the car with me and I took my lunch hour at a restaurant that had Wi-Fi and I logged onto the three sites that seemed to be Frank's favorites and set up author's accounts. Once back at work I called Joie and asked when our next night out was going to happen.
+++++++++++++++++++
"Monica had her head in Mike's lap and I could hear the sounds of her sucking his cock. It added to the excitement I was feeling as I cheated on my husband for the very first time. Monica's head bobbed up and down on Mike's cock and in the back seat I started to do the same thing to Tony. He had such a nice cock. It was bigger than my husbands and I was going to have to work like hell if I was going to deep throat it. The moans from the front seat reminded me of the time during our first year in college when we did the same thing with a couple of frat boys only that time it was me in the front seat and Monica in the back. I took another inch of Tony's cock and thought "Ten years and nothing has changed.
I pulled my attention back to Tony. He reached down and tweaked my nipples and my body shivered as I tried to take another inch of his cock. My husband loved it when I deep throated him (of course it was easier with him because of his size) and Tony seemed to like it too. It took a while but I finally reached the base of his cock and I gripped his hips with both hands and pulled him against me. He understood exactly what I wanted and his hands went to the back of my head and held it as he started to fuck my face. I concentrated on breathing through my nose as he banged away.
"Oh fuck me" he moaned. "I'm going to cum" and he took his hands away from my head and I knew he was going to pull back. I hadn't fought to get where I was just so he could pull out so I dug my nails into his ass and pulled him hard against me. He cried out "Oh fuck" as he blew his wad down my throat and into my stomach. I felt three spurts before I pulled my way off of him.
"Jesus Christ lady, that was something else. I could learn to love that. Leave your husband and come live with me."
I laughed as I said, "I can't do that. How can I cheat on him if I move out? It's the cheating that's the turn on for me and no, I won't cheat on him with only you. I need dozens and dozens of men to hang horns on him. Someday I want to be able to tell him how many men I've fucked behind his back since I found out about his motel lunch hours with his big titted secretary."
Then we were at the motel and Mike went to get us a room as I closed my blouse. I didn't want my tits out for all to see as I moved from the car to the motel room."
I stopped and reviewed what I was typing. I just wished I could put into words the pure sexual excitement that the evening generated in me. Every word I was typing was true except for the names I'd give Joie and myself and the reason I'd given for cheating on Frank. Somehow 'big titted secretary' sounded better than "I'm cheating on my husband because he beats off in front of a computer." I thought about the rest of the night and smiled as I typed:
"The room had the standard two beds and Monica's blouse hit the far one before Mike closed the door behind us. Tony was behind me and he worked my blouse off and my already loose bra slid down my arms and hit the floor. I turned t undress him and found his pants already down and pooled around his ankles. I knelt and while he struggled to get his feet clear I pulled down his boxers and let his restrained cock spring free. I captured it with my mouth and heard him moan.
I wondered what my hubby would think if he saw his cheating wife on her knees with another man's cock in her mouth. Would he still think that fucking his secretary had been a good idea?
On the other bed I heard Monica say, "Fuck me; hurry up and fuck me. I need it bad. Hurry."
I took my mouth off Tony's cock and said, "What she just said goes for me too."
While he took off his shirt and shoes I dropped my skirt and panties and got on the bed. I still had on my thigh high nylons and high heels and I knew just how hot I looked as I spread myself for him. I was wet enough to float a battleship and Tony slid his cock into me with no trouble. My hands went to his ass and I dug my nails in and pulled him hard against me. "Oh baby, you are one hot bitch" he breathed into my ear and he was right. I was hot! I was as hot as any woman who had gone without sex for as long as I had.



"Fuck me, fuck me hard" I moaned into his neck and he did. Did he ever! I came twice before he did and when he had spurted into me and pulled out I turned and cleaned him with my mouth -- something that my hubby had always wanted me to do, but that I never had.
When I had licked our combined juices off of him I asked, "What next?"
"Has your hubby ever used your magnificent looking ass?"
"Only once, but he didn't care for it so we never did it again."
"How about you? Did you like it?"
"It got used a lot before I got married. You'll have to go slow and be gentle until we are well into it."
He went into the motel bathroom and got the small bottle of complimentary shampoo and then we got into a sixty-nine with me on top and I sucked his cock while he worked on my butt hole with his fingers and the shampoo. He took it slow and easy going in and as soon as I was used to it he went to town and blew my mind. It was the first time I ever came doing anal. He came and held himself in me until he was soft and then he pulled out.
Mike said, "Want to swap?" and I said, "I don't mind if Monica doesn't."
Monica reached for Tony's cock as a way of saying that she was all for the idea, but Tony backed away from her and said:
"Maybe next time, but I have to get going."
Mike shrugged and said, "If you girls can wait a bit I can run him to his car and hurry back."
Monica looked at me and I looked at my watch. "I'd better get going also. If I stay out too late my hubby might get the right idea and I wouldn't want that."
On the ride back to where we had left our cars Tony tried to talk me into meeting him again and I again had to tell him that I wasn't looking for a boyfriend to have an affair with.
"Maybe if we ever find ourselves in the same place when I'm out looking we can get together again, bust as far as making dares? No, I don't think so."
When we were in Monica's car and headed for my place she looked over at me and said:
"Well you little slut; how did you like your first time cheating?"
"I loved it."
"Are we going to do it again?"
"Many, many times and soon" I replied.
I reread what I'd typed, found several grammatical errors and saw that in a couple of places I had put in Joie instead of Monica and I changed it. Then I ran spell check and made a few more corrections. Finally satisfied I logged onto Frank's three favorite sites and posted the story. I smiled as I logged off and said to myself:
"Beat off to that asshole."
+++++++++++++++++
One site said that it could take up to forty-eight hours for the story to be posted so I waited two days and then brought up the site on my laptop. The story was there, but I couldn't tell if Frank had read it. I would need to log onto the site on the home office computer to find that out. Frank had it set up that he was automatically logged onto the site when the site recognized his URL. I could check the story list and if he'd read my story it would be highlighted in red.
That night I waited until Frank was asleep and then I went down and got on his computer. He had read the story. I clicked on favorites and was slightly miffed that he hadn't added me to his "Favorite Author" list. Next time I would just have to try harder.
Oh yes, there would indeed be a next time.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was a week before I got a call from Joie wanting to know if I wanted to go out and play. I told her I was more than ready and we made arrangements for the next evening.
In the morning I told Frank I was meeting Joie after work and we were going to go out for drinks with a girl we knew who was getting married. I told him I might be late and not to wait up.
"The place was already packed when we got there and all we could see were two seats at the bar. We took them and ordered and I handed a twenty to the bartender when he brought them. He waved it away and told me that they had been taken care of by the gentleman at the end of the bar. Monica and I looked that way and saw a rather good looking man and we raised our glasses to him in a 'thank you' gesture. He smiled and gave us a little wave and then turned to talk to the man next to him.
Monica and I sipped our drinks and checked out the place. There were easily a dozen interesting looking men in the place and several of them were looking our way. I saw one get up and move in our direction, but before he could get to us the man who bought our drinks was standing there.
"If I may be so bold" he said, "My friends and I have a table and there just happen to be two empty seats. I would love to have you join us."
I looked at Monica to see what she thought of the idea and saw that she was already sliding off of her bar stool. The man introduced himself as Jason and then led us over to a table where three other men were sitting. They were introduced to us as Randy, Josh and Ryan. A round of drinks arrived almost as soon as we sat down and within minutes Monica had pulled Randy off of his seat and led him out onto the dance floor. Jason watched as she went and he smiled and said:
"She sure doesn't waste any time does she."
"When you have a husband to go home to you don't want to spend too much time on the un-necessaries."
"You feel the same way too?"
"Of course."
"Which one of us is your pick?"
I looked at Jason, Joe and Ryan and then back to Jason and thought of all the trains I'd pulled before getting married and how much I had enjoyed them and then said;
"I can't seem to make up my mind so I guess it will have to be all of you."
"Ooomph" cried out Monica with her mouthful of Joe's cock as Randy pounded his cock into her pussy. I wasn't paying too much attention to her since I had two of my own to handle. Ryan was on his back and I was bent over him on hands and knees swallowing his cock while Jason was feeding his cock rather forcefully into my pussy. Jason drove hard into me and my face jammed down on Ryan's cock and his cock head hit the back of my throat and just then I was hit with a shuddering orgasm and throat contractions milked Ryan's cock and he shot his load up against the back of my throat. The angle was a poor one for swallowing and to keep from choking I had to pull my mouth off of him and I caught the next two spurts on my face. Just as Ryan's cum bathed my nose Jason drove hard into me and I felt his cock throb as he emptied into me. He held me tight against him as his cock softened and I lowered my head and started licking Ryan's cock clean. Jason pulled his cock out of me, but before I could move another hard cock slid into my soaking wet pussy. I looked back and saw Joe beginning to fuck me. I looked over at the other bed and saw Randy still fucking Monica and Jason moving into position so Monica could use her mouth to get him ready to go again. As Joe's balls banged against my ass I bent and went back to work on Ryan and I had him up by the time Joe shot into me. Ryan quickly moved to take Joe's place in my well use box and I looked over at the other bed and saw Jason was fucking Monica hard and Joe moving into place to try her mouth.
By the time it was time for Monica and I to go home all four men had fucked me and two of them had cum in my mouth. As we rode back to the bar where we had left our cars I wondered if hubby was having as much fun with his secretary as I was having. Somehow I doubted it."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I used my lunch hour to bring up the sites that I had posted on. One of them took three to five days to put a story up and I only posted to them because I knew that Frank went there. One of then would post the story the very next day, but neither one of those sites had what I wanted. Neither gave me any way to see what Frank was doing. One might have, but it required a password so I posted first to the site that highlighted the stories that Frank click on and which also had a "Favorites" section that I could check out.
I waited two days and saw my story posted and that night after Frank had fallen asleep I went down to the computer in the office and brought up the site. The story was highlighted so I know that Frank read it, but I was pissed when I saw that the asshole still hadn't put me on his "Favorite Author" list.
I guess I had to try harder.
+++++++++++++++
Joie's husband took her off on a two week vacation so the next time I went out I was on my own.
"I made my way to the bar and ordered a drink. I guess I was spoiled by previous outings and instead of hearing "It has been taken care of by..." I heard "That'll be six dollars." I hadn't taken any money out of my purse to pay for the drink and I had to go fishing in my purse to find the money.
Looking around the room I saw several prospects and saw that most of the prospects were looking at me. It wasn't long before one of them came up to me and asked me if I would care to dance. I smiled, said yes and let him lead me out onto the dance floor. Once there I made sure that I brushed my breasts against him and that my leg nudged him suggestively.
When the song ended he asked me to join him at his table and when I said that I would he asked me if I would like another drink. I said yes to that also and he headed to the bar to get it. When he got back he set the drink in front of me, scooted his chair closer to me and put his hand on my leg. I let my legs open a bit and the hand moved up and soon his fingers were rubbing my pussy through my panties.
It excited me that he was doing it to me in public and I opened my legs a little farther in what could only be taken as an invitation. I felt a finger enter me and my pussy was soaking wet. I moaned and he said:
"Let's get out of here."
It was what I was there for so I picked up my purse and he took me by the hand and led me out to his car. He opened the door for me and I got in. "My place is close" he said as he got in, started the car and pulled out of the bar parking lot. As he drove I wondered if hubby's lunch time sessions with his cow of a secretary were as pleasurable as I intended my night to be.
He patted the seat next to him and I slid over and saw that he had taken his cock out. I reached for it and took it in my hand and was amazed at how big it felt. His hand moved up my leg and touched my pussy through my panties.
"Take off your panties" he said and I did. As I went back to stroking him he worked a finger into my wet hole and I spread my legs to give him better access. His finger found my clit and I gasped and hunched my pussy up at his hand and my body shook. He pulled his finger out of me and said:
"We're here."
He parked and came around the car tucking in his cock before opening the door for me. Definitely a gentleman. I couldn't remember the last time that my husband had done that for me. He took my arm and led me into the house and once inside he pulled me to him and kissed me hard.
My hand found his throbbing cock and I wanted it. I wanted it bad. He started to undress me and l let go of his cock and helped him. Then I gave him a hand in getting his clothes off.
"You want me to fuck you now?"
"A silly question. I don't usually get naked with a guy to play Scrabble."
"Not a silly question at all sweetie. Some women can't handle me without a lot of foreplay and some are so wet we don't need to waste time."
I got my first good look at his cock. "Thank you hubby dear" I said to myself. "If you weren't a cheating asshole I would never have gotten a chance to try on a log like this."
The man, and it occurred to me that I didn't even know his name, was a good four inches longer than my husband and at least two inches bigger around. Even though my pussy was so wet it was leaking his initial push made me gasp, but God did it ever feel good. It took him several thrusts to get that thing all the way in and then my legs wrapped around him and my nails dug into his ass as I moaned:
"Fuck me, fuck me, oh God yes, please fuck me."
He laughed. "Like this do you?"
"I love it. Sweet Jesus don't you dare stop, please please please don't stop."
"Tell me you want it. Say it; tell me what you want."
"Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me and make me your slut. Make me your whore. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
I had at least three screaming orgasms and he was still pounding me hard. "Cum in me" I moaned, "Please cum in me."
"You protected?"
I was, but I moaned, "No, no I'm not, but I don't care. Cum in me; please cum in me. Fill me, flood my pussy."
"What if I get you pregnant?"
"I don't care. My husband will raise it and I'll name it after you. Cum in me, just fill me."
He drove hard and I felt his cock twitch and then throb and shoot his hot juice into me. As his sperm hit my vaginal walls I had a huge orgasm and before my body stopped shaking I heard the applause. I looked and saw that we were not alone.
"I forgot to tell you that I have a roommate."
"Five of them?"
"Not really, but he has friends and he invited them over for poker thinking I was going to be out all night."
This wasn't what I'd had in mind when I'd hooked up with the guy and I started to say "I don't th..." but was stopped by the cock that pushed it's way into my mouth. I felt the huge cock pull out of me and tried to raise up, but another man moved between my legs and I felt his cock slide into me. It was obvious that it was going to happen and it wasn't anything new to me so I relaxed and went with the flow.
The six men took me one after another and usually two at a time. First it was pussy and mouth and then it changed to pussy and ass. The first time it happened a moan escaped me as the two cocks entered me almost simultaneously and one of the guys said:
"She likes it. The little whore likes it."
I did.
Once it was even ass, pussy and mouth.
The guy with the huge cock fucked me twice more and he was nice about it. He knew his size and what it could do so he left my ass and mouth alone and just used my pussy.
I'd lost track of time and when I caught a glance at the bedside clock I exclaimed:
"Oh shit! I've got to get out of here."
"But we're not done."
"I don't care. I've got to get home before my husband gets suspicious."
"Tough shit. We don't feel like letting you go."
Thinking fast I said, "If you don't let me get home to him we won't ever be able to do this again. He will lock me in the cellar or chain me to the house."
As I had hoped the idea that we could get together and do it again got them to back off. Would there ever be another time with them? No fucking way! There probably would have been, but that "We don't want to let you go" told me that I didn't want anymore to do with the assholes. On the way back to my car Mr. Big Dick said:
"Did my roommate and his buddies ruin it for me?"
I still wasn't back into the safety of my car so I said, "For you? No, but for them, you bet your ass."
When he dropped me at my car -- gentleman to the last -- he got out, walked me to the car and waited while I unlocked it. Then he pulled me to him and kissed me. We swapped tongues and then he handed me a card.
"I won't ask you for your number gorgeous. If we get together again it will be because you want to. I do hope that I hear from you."
One last kiss and he walked away. After getting in my car I looked at his card. Nothing on it but a phone number. I still didn't know his name, but only fair I guess; he didn't know mine. I rolled down the window to toss the card out, but then I thought of the exquisite feeling of that huge cock stuffing me and I rolled the window back up and put the card in my purse. As I drove home I was thinking that hubby's nooner with his big titted bimbo couldn't have been anywhere near as fulfilling as my night out with the boys."
Once again my story was highlighted in red, but the frosting on the cake was when I found that I had been added to Frank's "Favorite Author" list. Had to make sure I stayed on it, right?
+++++++++++++++++++++++
My night with Mr. Huge Meat and his roommate and roommate's friends convinced me that there wouldn't be any more solo nights. There was indeed safety in numbers so until Joie got home I was grounding myself.
Yeah, right!
I'd already taken Mr. 555-340-1863's card out of my purse a dozen times and looked at it, but it was three days before I picked up the telephone and called the number. When I heard the voice on the other end of the line say "hello" I realized that he didn't know my name any more than I knew his so I just said:
"Hi. It's me."
"I wondered if you would call."
"I almost didn't. I wasn't too happy with the way our last time together went."
"I'm sorry. Jerry wasn't supposed to be there, let alone his friends, but once they showed up my hands were tied. Besides being my roommate Jerry is my business partner and I need to stay on very good terms with him. And in truth you did seem to enjoy it."
"I did, but I would have liked to have had a say in the matter instead of just being taken and used. There were two that I would never have let come near me under other circumstances."
"Dare I hope that this call means that I just might get another chance?"
"Could be; as long as I know it is going to be just you."
"Jerry was really taken with you. I know he would like to see you again."
"Maybe some other time."
"When can we get together?"
"I can get out tomorrow."
"What time and where?"
+++++++++++++++++++
"I felt strange walking into the Silver Dollar without Monica by my side. I'd never been in the place alone before. I glanced at my watch and saw that it was seven on the dot.
I looked around and didn't see Mr. 555-340-1863 anywhere so I headed for an empty booth, ordered a drink and then started checking out the crowd. If Mr. 555 didn't show there were several appealing possibilities and in fact one of them noticed me looking his way and he smiled, got up and headed toward my booth, but it was not to be because before he could get to me Mr.555 slid onto the seat across from me. He eyed the approaching male who, under Mr. 555's gaze, turned and walked the other way.
"That will teach me" he said. "I should have gotten here earlier. It isn't a smart move to leave a fox like you alone. Not even for a minute."
"You sound suspiciously like a man who wants to get into my pants."
"Damn it! Busted! I hate it when that happens."
"Lucky for you I'm the kind of girl who gives it up fairly easy."
"You ready to leave?"
"I'm not that easy. I have to get at least a drink or two before I spread."
"Just my luck. A girl who drives a hard bargain."
He bought me another drink and then we danced for several numbers. After my third drink, being eager to see his cock again, I said:
"Are you ready to get down to business?"
"I've been ready since I pulled into the parking lot. Just thinking of you being in here waiting got me hard."
I reached under the table and ran my hand up his leg until it reached his bulge. He was most definitely hard.
"It's yours you know" he said, "Where is the kinkiest place you have ever had sex?"
"Kitchen table at my boyfriend's parent's house while they were outside in the backyard setting up for a barbecue. You?"
"Here tonight in either the men's bathroom or the women's bathroom."
"Are you serious?"
"I am if I can get you to do it."
I looked at him and saw the dare in his eyes and then I smiled at him and said:
"You're on, but it has to be the men's room."
"Why?"
"Because if it was the ladies room and another woman walked in on us she would see what I'm getting and she would want some and I don't want to share."
"What if a man walks in on us?"
"He can use my mouth."
"I've been looking for a woman like you all my adult life. Let's go."
We left our booth, walked down the hallway to the restrooms, looked to make sure that no one was watching and ducked into the men's room. The door had a lock on it and he reached for it and I quickly said:



"No; don't."
"You know what's likely to happen?"
"Isn't that the point? To see if we can get away with it without getting caught?"
"Oh sweet Jesus I've found me the slut I want to live the rest of my life with. Turn around, drop your panties and bend over the sink counter."
I was wet. God was I ever wet and his huge cock didn't take more than three pushes to bottom out. I gripped the countertop and screamed at him to fuck me and fuck me hard as he pumped into me. After several minutes (and two orgasms) the door opened and a man walked in. He stood there watching us for maybe thirty seconds and it turned me on even more than I already was.
"Fuck me" I moaned, 'fuck me, make me cum, knock me up, cum in me, please cum in me."
Then the man stepped to the urinal, took out his cock and peed. I watched as the stream flowed and then slowed to a trickle and then to nothing. I was looking into his eyes when he shook it to get the last drops off.
"Wipe it" I moaned, "Wipe it and bring it to me."
He grabbed a hand towel, wiped off the head of his dick and then brought it over and put it into my waiting mouth. I sucked him while I was fucked hard and given another orgasm.
"Oh baby, I hope this load gives you triplets" Mr. 555 gasped out as I felt the hot flood of cum coating the insides of my welcoming pussy. He pulled out and I took my mouth off of the cock I was sucking and cried:
"In me, finish in me. Cum in me, make me pregnant."
He moved in behind me and 555 had me so stretched that I scarcely felt him enter me, but I felt his balls as they banged against my ass. He only lasted about four minutes, but I was satisfied for the moment. I stood up, grabbed some hand towels and stuffed them in my pussy, pulled on my panties and the told my lover to hurry up and get me to a bed.
It was a five minute drive to the motel and then he fucked me again. When he was done he said:
"I want your ass."
"No."
"Why not? You took it up the butt the other night at my place."
"No one the size of you. If you did me there we would need a couple of hours for you to work on me to get me ready and then another half hour to work your way into me and get me to the point where I could enjoy it and I don't have that much time. When I come out to play I always have to keep one eye on the clock so I can make sure I'm home in time to keep the husband from becoming suspicious. Maybe some day we can both take a day off work and try, but not now. Come on. We have time for one more before I have to go."
As I was getting dressed he said, "Is it me or is it the size of my cock?"
"You're a nice guy, but I run into nice guys all the time. That said, I also have to say that you are the only nice guy I've run across who is hung like a horse. I guess the honest answer to your question would be twenty-five percent you and seventy-five percent your cock."
"Ouch! That hurts."
"Don't give me that Mr. Horse Cock. You know what you have and you know it draws the ladies and you know you don't want a full time woman because it would keep you from bestowing your gift on as many ladies as you can."
"You are wrong there; I've been looking for a long time to find the perfect woman for me."
"Good luck."
"Oh I've found her; I just can't have her, right?"
"If you are saying what I think you are I'm flattered. Unfortunately, even though he is a cheating asshole, I still love my husband. However, if he ever leaves me I do have your phone number."
"Changing the subject quickly here you say that it is twenty-five me and seventy-five my cock. Would you be interested in trying an even bigger one?"
"A bigger one would probably kill me."
"Nonsense. You took every inch of me and I could tell you had room for a bit more. You really should try Terry. I'd love to see your limit."
"It is hard to imagine a bigger one than yours. Longer or bigger around?"
"Both."
"You really think I could do one that big without getting hurt?"
"If you couldn't have taken all of me I'd have said no, but you did take all of me so I think you can handle Terry. Just one thing. He's black. You okay with that?"
"I forget what porn star said it, but what she said was that "It is the size of the dick that matters not the color of the dick's life support unit."
"Does that mean that you would like to try it?"
"Yes, I guess that it does, but only on one condition."
"What's that?"
"You have to tell me your name."
I typed it up, spellchecked and then proof read it. Satisfied I posted it and waited two days and checked to see if the story was highlighted on Frank's computer. It was and not for the first time I wished I had a spy cam in the room to show me if Frank was just reading my stories or beating off to them. I even actually considered getting one until I realized that it would probably have to be mounted on his shoulder for me to be able to see if the words on the screen were mine.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I was sitting at my desk ostensibly reviewing expense reports while I was actually fantasizing about fucking my boss at the company Christmas party while Frank was sitting in the next room sipping his drink and watching the people dance. I was imagining being on my back with my nylon clad legs and high heel shod feet up on Alan's shoulders when the phone rang. It was Joie letting me know that she was back and asking me to meet her for lunch.
Over salad and iced tea she told me all about her vacation including the six times she'd managed to find a sex partner while her husband was napping or lying on the beach.
"There was this absolutely delicious young bellhop who had a cock that hardly ever went soft. How about you? What have you been up to without me here to corrupt you?"
I told her about my adventures and when I described Walter and the size of his cock she looked at me incredulous.
"That big and you took it all? Oh my God sweetie, you have to share this one with me."
"That's not all. He has a friend that he says is even bigger and he wants me to meet him."
"Are you going to?"
"Of course."
"Just the friend or Walter and the friend?"
"Both of them."
She looked at me and was silent for a bit and then said, "You can't."
"Why not?"
"They will put you in the hospital."
"Oh come on Joie; get serious."
"I am serious sweetie. You know men. One is not going to just stand there and watch and you know it. While one is doing you the other is going to be thinking about which hole he should use, Do you really think you can take a cock bigger than you say Walter's is in your pussy and then also take Walter in your mouth or your butt? Oh no baby girl, if you are going to see both at the same time it is going to be with me there to watch over you."
++++++++++++++++++
Monica followed me through the door of the hotel room that Walter had rented. Walter raised his eyebrows when he saw Monica and I told him that I would explain later and then he introduced us to Terry, a tall well built black man. I saw Monica cast a quick glance at me. I'd not told her that Walter's friend was black and Monica was a bit of a racist.
After a bit of small talk Walter pulled me to him and said:
"I know you only have a couple of hours before you have to go so lets not waste a minute" and he started to unbutton my blouse. "I need to open you for him" he whispered in my ear as he unsnapped my bra.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Terry move toward Monica and I tensed expecting her to say "Get away from me" or something similar, but she just stood there like a deer caught in the headlights of an onrushing car and then Walter pulled my left nipple and I forgot all about Monica. Walter rolled my nipple between his fingers and I moaned and went to my knees in front of him.
As I did my best to get enough of Walter in my mouth to make it memorable I saw that Terry had his pants open, his cock out and Monica stripped. I saw her hesitatingly reach out for the large piece of black meat and I wondered where the "racist" had disappeared to. There was damn sure no racist in the room as she opened her mouth to take in the head of the biggest cock I'd ever seen that wasn't attached to a farm animal.
Then all thoughts of Monica were gone as Walter worked his cock into me and pounded me through two orgasms before pumping what felt like a gallon of cum into me. He pulled out of me and said to Terry:
"She's ready for you."
Terry pulled away from Monica who moaned "Oh no!" as Terry moved toward me. Walter walked over to her and said:
"Not to worry; he'll be back and by the time he gets here I'll have you ready for him."
He offered his cock to her mouth and after a quick glance over at Terry moving between my legs she opened her mouth and took Walter's cock in.
Seeing Terry's cock up close I had serious doubts that I would be able to take him inside me. He was at least two inches longer than Walter which I didn't think would be a problem, but he was twice as big around. Terry saw the look on my face and said:
"Relax. You can do it. I've never met a woman yet who couldn't. All we have to do is go slow and easy at first."
He was right -- I could do it -- and I did it twice. I'd never felt so totally full and stuffed in my life.
I heard a loud "Oh Fuck!" and looked at the other bed and saw Walter sliding inch after inch into Monica. I smiled as I remembered my first time with Walter. I knew just what Monica was feeling.
Terry had given me three orgasms before he came in me and when he started to pull back I clutched at him. I didn't want to lose the extremely full and stuffed feeling, I know it is an overused phrase, but Terry had touched me in places I didn't even know I had and I wanted him to stay inside me forever. Eventually though I had to relax and turn him loose.
On the other bed Walter was driving hard into Monica and she was screaming and clawing at his ass trying to pull him in deeper. I grabbed Terry and said:
"I have to get you ready for her" and he smiled and brought his cock to my mouth. I marveled at the taste of our juices mixed together. Nectar of the Gods I thought. He was so big around that two inches of him was all that I could take, but I did my absolute best on those two inches and by the time I heard Monica say, "Don't go, please don't go" as Walter finished and pulled out I had Terry ready for her.
Monica and I did both men twice and then it was time to go. Walter asked when we could do it again and I told him that I would call him. While I was talking with him I saw my friend 'Monica the racist' slip a piece of paper to big black Terry and I guessed that it was her phone number. Would wonders never cease.
+++++++++++++++++++
As Joie and I drove home I thought that it would be just my luck that tonight would be the night the Frank wanted to make love. I would have to plead headache because there was no way I could let him have sex with me. He wouldn't even be able to touch the sides. Fortunately he was in bed asleep when I when I got home.
That night I dreamed of huge cocks. They were coming at me from all angles and from every direction and I was frantically trying to take care of them all. Mouth, pussy, ass, nostrils and ears were taking in cocks and my hands were clutching the ones waiting their turn. My feet even had one held between them as I gave a foot job. Cocks, huge cocks, gigantic cocks everywhere and all mine. I woke up wet with sweat.
The next day at work I planned and plotted to be able to spend days with Walter or Terry or both at the same time. I thought of what lies I could tell Frank to accomplish it. Business trip? I'd never been on one and secretaries don't take business trips. Sick relative I needed to visit? All of them lived within a half hour of the house and Frank would want to visit them too. Fall down, hit my head, claim amnesia and wander off for five days? Get serious girl. It couldn't be done. I wanted to do it, but it just couldn't be done.
Then in a moment of clarity it occurred to me that I had become a size queen and huge cocks were about to take over my life. Did I want that? YES!!!! But was I going to let it happen?
That was the question.
The facts were that I did love what Walter and Terry did for me, but I also loved my husband. Frank had let me down and I had gotten my back up and taken care of myself, but I still loved Frank. But I was honest enough with myself to know that if Frank didn't get his head out of his ass -- or the computer as it were -- I was eventually going to leave him. Did I want that? No, I did not, but I wouldn't go without sex and if Frank didn't start taking care of business I'd always find someone who would and eventually I would get caught. It was inevitable. Cheaters always get found out. They always think they can get away with it and a lot of them do for a while, but they almost always get caught.
The questions I had to answer were (1) Did I want to keep at it until Frank caught me and kicked me to the curb, (2) Did I want to take my fate in my own hands and leave on my terms or (3) Did I want to try and save the marriage before 1 or 2 occurred. The answer was try to save the marriage first.
That night after the dinner dishes had been cleared away I told Frank to grab a beer and have a seat on the couch.
"We need to have a long serious talk Frank."
I didn't normally tell Frank what to do so he looked at me with a mildly shocked expression and I knew he was thinking "Oh shit, this could be bad" but he got his beer and went to the couch. I poured myself a glass of white wine and went to join him. I told him I was fed up with the lack of a sex life and his constant excuses. I told him that I'd caught him masturbating and told him if he could do that he could give me a sex life. Then I hit him with what I considered "The Big Guns."
"You either start taking care of your husbandly duties or I'm going to go out looking for a bed buddy. I intend to get laid by Saturday of this week. The choice you have is do you want it to be with you or with some lucky guy that I pick up at a bar."
Frank looked away from me for a long moment and then he looked back at me and took a deep breath.
"I can't. The soonest I can do it is next Wednesday and only then if things go right."
"If things go right?"
He looked away again and I said, "You need to explain that Frank." He wouldn't meet my eyes and I said, "You want me to go looking tonight Frank? I don't really need to wait until Saturday."
He looked at me, took another deep breath and the story came out. He and four others from his office had gone out of town for a four day training session at the home office. I remembered it. One of the four was Sylvia Marsh. The four went out and partied all four nights. Mostly just drinking and taking turns dancing with Sylvia. On the third morning had woken up and found himself naked in bed with a naked Sylvia. He couldn't even remember (or so he said) how the two of them got there. His memory of the night was mostly blank. He remembered getting into some kind of drinking game with the others and he had gotten seriously drunk.
That morning Morris, one of the others on the trip, pulled Frank aside at the first coffee break and said, "You didn't go to bed with Sylvia did you?" Frank admitted to waking up with her, but had no idea of how he had gotten there and Morris told him he better get to a doctor and when Frank asked why Morris told him that Sylvia had given a social disease to three other guys in the company. It turned out that Frank was the fourth. He had been pleading bad back to keep from making love to me until his gonorrhea was cured.
"Bullshit Frank. It doesn't take six months to knock down a case of gonorrhea."
He looked away again and said, "The gonorrhea is gone, but it takes up to six months to make sure that you don't have the Aids virus. I couldn't take the chance that I might have it and pass it on to you. I couldn't live with myself if I gave you that. Monday is when I have my six month check up and I'll have the results on Wednesday."
I sat there and stared at him as I thought about what he'd told me. I had no trouble believing it could have happened. It had happened to me more than once before I met Frank. Once I woke up in a lakeside cabin with six frat boys and had no memory of the night. Then it dawned on me that Frank had been forcing himself to keep it in his pants to protect me. He couldn't suddenly start using condoms without me wanting to know why and while he was going without to protect me I was out reliving my slutty pre-marriage past.
I guess I should have felt bad about that, but to be bluntly honest I didn't. I was highly sexed and I needed it. What I needed to do now was get the train back up on the tracks and get it moving in the right direction again.
"All right Frank. I'll keep my panties on until Wednesday, but I'll expect you to call me at work the minute you get your results and tell me that you are cleared. If you haven't been cleared I'll be leaving work and going to a lounge where they have music and guys looking for a good time."
Frank gave me a funny look and then said, "That's it? No "I'll cut off your balls" or "I'll make you sorry you ever met me?"
"No Frank. You are a man and all men are expected to be stupid when it comes to pussy."
"You don't hate me? You don't want to kick my ass to the curb for cheating on you?"
"Look Frank; I'm pissed, okay? But I believe you when you say it happened and you don't know how. I'm not happy that you put me in the position of a nun for six months, but on the other hand I very happy that you took great care not to give me any of the gifts that Sylvia bestowed on you. That doesn't mean that I'm letting you off scot free. I'm dead serious that I intend to get laid and your punishment is going to be knowing that some stud is going to be helping me make up for lost time if you don't get your clearance on Monday. That's your punishment Frank. You get to spend the next week wondering if some one else is going to get lucky with your wife."
Would I actually do it and then rub his face in it? No. I would make him sweat though. I was flirting with the idea of one more time with Walter, but it would be before the weekend if I did go through with it and I'd make sure that I didn't give Frank a reason to think I'd moved the schedule up from Wednesday.
Did I feel bad about what I'd done and what I was thinking of doing? No I didn't. My view is that Frank made me do it. By his actions he forced me to take care of myself. If he had fessed up when he found out what Sylvia had given him I would have accepted it as I had when he finally confessed. As I said, I could see it happening because it had happened to me. If he had been up front in the beginning we could have had a se\x life using condoms, but he hid the problem, faked a bad back and in the end it caused me to go elsewhere to get what I should have been getting from him. So yes, what I did was all Frank's fault.
++++++++++++++++++++
I thought about Walter and his huge cock all night and by the time I went to work the next morning I decided that I needed one last time, but only if I could do it my way. I called him on my first break and asked him if he could take a day off work on Friday. He said he supposed that he could and then he asked me what I had in mind.
"I have some vacation time coming and I want to burn a day of it Friday and spend all day fucking your eyes out. And, with a whole day to play with, you might even get to tap my ass."
"That certainly is incentive for me to take the day off. Just me or would you like to have Terry there also?"
I had to think about that for a few seconds. Walter and Terry together would leave me pretty stretched out, but I should tighten up by Wednesday.



"Terry if he wants to join in."
"I'm a definite, but I'll need to talk to Terry."
"Do it and find us a hotel room with a strong bed."
"You got it. Call me around three."
At two I got a call from Joie. "You fucking pig slut! Why are you stealing my boyfriend? He just called me and said he couldn't see me Friday because he was going to be seeing you."
"Your boyfriend?"
"Yes you whore; my boyfriend Terry."
"Oh come on Joie; he's black and you are a bigot."
"I'm a bigot in love with his huge cock. I've seen him every day since that first night I went with you to meet him."
"You should have told me and I would have told Walter no when he asked me if I wanted Terry to join us on Friday."
"Oh come on you round-heeled tramp; I'm just pulling your leg. It is true that I've seen him every day since meeting him and I intend to go on seeing him as long as he wants my nice, tight white body, but I'll share."
"Why don't you join us Friday then?"
"I can't get loose on Friday. Maybe next time."
"Won't be a next time. Friday is my swan song. Next week I will be back to just Frank."
"You figure out what's going on with him?"
"Long story and I'll give it to you the next time we have lunch."
"Swan song huh? Does that mean I can have Walter too?"
"Up to him, but I'll put in a good word for you."
"You do that. And on Friday?"
"Yes?"
"Be gentle with my man. Don't hurt him too bad because I'm going to be needing him Saturday."
"You are incorrigible."
"I know. Talk at you later."
I called Walter at three and he told me Terry was on board and that he had a reservation at the downtown Hilton. I told him I'd meet him in the hotel restaurant at eight.
I was sitting at a table drinking coffee at ten to eight when Terry walked into the room. He came to the table, sat down and ordered coffee when the waitress came over.
"Walter said he was going to register and then go on up to the room. He'll call me on my cell and give me the room number. I can't tell you how happy I am that you wanted to see me again."
"Yes, but I feel a little guilty over it."
"Guilty? Why on Earth would you feel guilty?"
"Joie called me and accused me of trying to steal her boyfriend."
"I'm her boyfriend?"
"I'm only saying what she said to me."
"Then I guess I'd better start taking better care of her, but I won't start until after today."
His cell rang and he answered it. "Five- sixteen. Got it. Be right up."
When the door to five-sixteen opened I saw Walter and five other men. I looked at Walter and he smiled at me.
"You said we would have all day so I thought we would have a real party."
I laughed and said, "You dog you. Turn on the radio and find me some bump and grind type music. Close the door and when you get the music knock twice and then swing the door open wide. I want to make an entrance that no one will ever forget."
"You got it" he said and closed the door.
I spun on my heel and ran for the elevator. No way was I going to go into that room. Not that I was afraid of seven men; after all, some of my best orgasms came from gangbangs and pulling trains. It was those particular seven men that I wanted no part of. Actually not seven, only five of them. The five were the same guys that Walter had shared me with the night we met. I still remembered the tone of voice used by the man who had said:
"Tough shit. We don't want to let you go."
No sir! No indeed! Walter had just fucked himself out of a great day. He had screwed me out of one too. I really had been looking forward to a day with Terry and Walter.
I called Joie and asked her to meet me for lunch.
"I thought you would be naked and screaming at lunch time."
"I'll tell you all about it at lunch."
At lunch I told Joie the entire story starting with why Frank had been avoiding me and then about my first night with Walter and then what had happened that morning.
"I'd be very, very careful if Terry talks to you about hooking up with Walter. Make damned sure that he understands that you are only interested in him and Walter and not a cast of thousands. By the way; I told Terry that you said he was your boyfriend."
"What did he say to that?"
"That he had better start taking better care of you."
"Ooooh, I like the sound of that."
"Just be careful girlfriend."
+++++++++++++++++
I spent the weekend and the first three days of the next week on pins and needles waiting to find out if Frank and I were going to come out of things all right. The call came at two-thirty Wednesday afternoon.
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I left the apartment at my usual time and pulled out of the parking lot onto the street. I turned and headed down Cortez to the stop sign at Monte Vista and then hung a left. Twenty minutes would have me at work and if it was a normal Friday and the day had no surprises I would be able to leave work early and head for the lake. I had the tent and the rest of the gear in the back of the pickup and all I would need to do is stop and get ice.
I reached over and turned on the radio and caught the last of George Jones doing 'The Cold Hard Truth.' The song ended and the DJ said:
"Nobody does it like 'Ole Possum' and now here is Susan with traffic and weather."
Susan told me that there were no tie-ups on my route and that my weekend would be warm and sunny. After a half dozen commercials for services I would never use and products I would never buy the DJ came back:
"Good morning. It is 7:06 on this beautiful Friday the ninth of June and you are listening to KXYZ. Here is Rhonda Vincent to take you for a ride on 'The Bluegrass Express."
I love Rhonda Vincent and The Rage, but I reached over and turned the radio off. The ninth of June. I'd totally forgotten that the day was the ninth of June. How the hell could I have forgotten that? The ninth of June. The day my marriage ended. It had taken some time to try and put that day behind me, but the memory was always there and as I drove to work it all came back to me.
++++++++++++++++++++
It started with a business trip to Chicago. I'd kissed my wife Shari goodbye, told her I'd call her as soon as I got to Chicago and checked into the hotel. The flight was uneventful and I took the courtesy bus to the hotel and then called Shari to let her know where she could reach me.
I sat at the table in the room and reviewed the papers I would be going over with the customer the next day and around seven I headed down to the hotel restaurant to get a bite to eat. After a fairly decent top sirloin I went into the hotel lounge to listen to the live band and have a drink or two.
I was sitting at the bar nursing a vodka tonic when a throaty voice behind me said into my ear:
"Want me to suck your cock honey?"
I quickly turned and saw Annette Carlson standing there. Annette had been my steady girlfriend during my first two years of college. We had torn up our share of bed sheets during those two years and had parted somewhat amicably when she told me that she wanted to fuck other guys. Her exact words were still burned into my memory.
"I like you a lot Frank, but I was a virgin when we met and I want to experience some life while I'm still young."
Until the moment she laid that on me I was actually considering getting a ring and going to a knee in front of her. The quickness with which I dropped that idea told me that it probably wouldn't have been all that great an idea in the first place. I heard later that she had developed a reputation as 'an easy piece' around campus. And here she was fifteen years later standing behind me in a hotel bar in Chicago.
She threw her arms around me, hugged me and told me that it was so good to see me and then she invited me to join her and her husband at their table. I told her no thanks, that I didn't want to intrude and she said:
"Nonsense. Come on" and she grabbed my arm, pulled me off my stool and led me over to where her husband sat waiting. On the way to their table she leaned close and said:
"You don't have to mention my greeting to you. Harry wouldn't understand."
"Too bad. I was giving some serious thought to taking you up on your offer."
That of course wasn't true. I had never cheated on Shari and I never intended to, but it seemed like the thing to say at the time. Annette introduced me to her husband and then we proceeded to bore the poor guy to tears as Annette and I went through the old friends ritual of "Have you heard from_______," "Whatever happened to_____" and "Did you hear about_____."
Harry got up to use the men's room and Annette watched him walk away. When he was out of sight she said:
"Why did you ever let me get away?"
"As I remember it I didn't let anything happen. You just flat out told me that you wanted to sample the male population at school and you said goodbye."
"Biggest mistake of my life. I already had the best and didn't know it."
"Thanks; I think."
"Its true baby and you know it. Besides being a super nice guy you had the best cock that I've ever had in me and I was stupid to let you get away."
"That isn't a nice way to talk with your husband just down the hall."
"Harry is a sweetheart and I'm glad I have him, but he is only so-so in the bedroom. He is what I picked and I knew what I was getting when I got him, but that doesn't mean I have to flush memories down the toilet."
Harry came back and the conversation turned to things that included him and we sat there, talked and drank for about an hour. The Annie's cell phone rang and after saying hello the conversation went:
"I suppose."
"I'll have to ask Harry."
"Hey! You remember Frank Corbett?"
"He's sitting across from me right now."
"Hang on; let me check."
She turned to me. "You remember Mary Ellen Frasier?" I nodded a yes. "She's Mary Ellen Watson now. She's having a party and there will probably be a few others there you know. Want to go?"
I had nothing better to do so I said yes. Then I said that I needed to run up to my room first and Annie asked me if she could come up and use my bathroom.
"I'd rather use a real towel to clean up with instead of the paper towels in the ladies' room here."
As we walked to the elevators Annie, who had taken on a few more drinks than I had giggled and said:
"I hope that no one who knows me is seeing this."
"Seeing what" her husband asked.
"Me going up to a hotel room with two men."
Her husband said, "It will probably look even worse than that. They will see your husband leaving you and letting you to go up to a room with a strange man. God knows what they would think about that."
"Why? Where are you going?"
"To get the car. I'll meet you out front."
He went off and Annie and I got on the elevator. As the door closed behind us Annie giggled again and said:
"It's a good thing I love my husband or I'd make good on my earlier offer right here in this elevator. Would you let me baby? Would you let your old girlfriend suck your dick?"
Knowing that she was just being playful I said, "You bet your sweet ass I would."
Let me be honest here. Annie was one hell of a sexy looking woman and she had been superb when it came to sucking cock so even though I had no intention of doing anything her looks and the memory of her magic mouth had given me a hard on and she noticed. She reached down and touched the bulge, stroked it and giggled as she said:
"It remembers me. Can I see it? For old times sake?" and she reached for my zipper.
I was just reaching down to push her hand away when we reached my floor and the elevator door opened. Annie snatched her hand away, but not before the couple waiting for the elevator saw it. The woman looked away embarrassed and the man gave me a knowing grin as we exited the elevator and Annie giggled and said "Oops."
We entered my room and Annie used the bathroom while I got my address book and a pen out of my briefcase. I wanted it so I could enter the addresses and phone numbers if there were a lot of people at Mary Ellen's that I knew. Annie came out of the bathroom and I went in and checked myself in the mirror and saw the 'five o'clock' shadow. I grabbed the electric razor and did a quick clean up, left the bathroom, got Annie and headed downstairs. Harry was waiting out front and we drove over to a house on Chicago's south side.
Besides Mary Ellen I knew a good half dozen of the people there from my college days. It was a very enjoyable evening and as far as I was concerned it was over too soon. I told several that I wanted to stay in touch and I put their phone numbers and addresses in my book. Harry and Annie drove me back to the hotel and I went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next day went well and I called Shari and told her I would be home by eight. In a husky voice she said:
"Then I'll expect you in our bedroom at eight-oh-one and you had better be ready for a hot welcome home."
Thoughts of the feast waiting for me had me hard as a steel bar when I walked into the house at seven fifty-six. I dropped my suitcase and briefcase on the living room floor and headed for our bedroom.
I walked through the door and saw Shari spread on the bed in garter belt, high heels and nylons just as I was grabbed by several pairs of hands. I was caught off guard and the four men had forced me down on a chair before I could even begin to struggle. When I did begin to yell and struggle a pair of socks was stuffed into my mouth and then with rope that they already had handy they tied me to the chair.
Shari got off the bed and walked over to stand in front of me.
"Do I look good baby?" Do I look hot in your favorite garter belt and nylons? How about my heels? They are your favorite 'come fuck me' pumps. I wanted to look my best for you as I give you your very own private porn show."
She turned and walked to the bed where the four men, one of whom I recognized as a guy she worked with, now sat naked with hard ons. She went to her knees in front of the one on the left, looked over at me and winked, and then she went down on him. Until then I had been struggling in a vain attempt to get loose, but when her mouth closed on the man's cock all the fight went out of me and I died inside.
Shari worked her way along the line of sitting men always looking at me and smiling before she took the man in her mouth. She spent about two minutes on each man and then went back to where she stared and ran the line again. Next she got on the bed and spread herself wide and took the four men on one after the other and when all four were finished they took a break and went into the kitchen for I'm guessing some refreshment after which they came back.
Shari got on the bed and took them on two at a time. While one fucked her she sucked on a second one while the other two played with her breasts and kissed her on the neck and ears. Then one took her ass while another fucked her in the cunt. I could see that her nipples were hard and the men playing with her tits moved to suck on them.
There was no slow ands easy fucking. The men fucked her hard and she was very vocal in her appreciation. After they had all cum a second time they adjourned for more refreshment. When they came back Shari took off the garter belt and the by now laddered and cum soaked nylons, but she slipped her heels back on. She looked over at me and said:
"Thank you for this. I'm having more fun than the law should allow and I owe it all to you. I don't know if you enjoyed that whore you had in your hotel room as much as I'm enjoying this, but thank you for giving me the opportunity."
She turned to go back to her herd and as I looked at her back as she walked away I was confused. I gave her the opportunity? Then it hit me! "The whore in your room last night." Somehow she had learned about Annie and had totally misread things. I was being paid back for a wrong that I had never committed and Shari would never know it because after what she was now doing I doubted that I would ever speak to her again.
When she got back on the bed she said to her crew, "I want to try something that I've read about. Any of you guys heard of making a girl airtight?"
One of them smiled and said, "Dibs on your ass" and Shari laughed as the four men moved her into position. The guy who called 'dibs' on her ass laid down and Shari moved over him and eased his cock into her ass as she settled onto him in the reverse cowgirl position. Then she leaned back and another guy moved into her in the missionary position. The two men started working into her trying to establish a working rhythm. The guy under her supported her with his hands so her hands were free. The remaining two men took a position on either side of her and she looked at me and winked before she took the one on her right into her mouth and the one on her left into her hand and started stroking him. After that it was just bodies moving around as the four men used her and she moaned and screamed and had orgasms.
Then it was over and the four men dressed and left.
"Just a little longer baby" she said as the last of them went out the door. "I need to clean up and then we will have a little talk."
She went into the bathroom and I heard the shower start. It was almost a half hour before she came back into the room still naked. She had combed her hair and put on fresh makeup and she walked to the closet and got a robe and put it on. She came over to me and took the socks out of my mouth and as she started to untie the ropes holding me to the chair she said:
"What you just saw baby is what I'll do every time you cheat on me. I'm almost -- notice I said almost -- hoping that you might cheat a lot. It was awesome. I could get used to it if I let myself."
The ropes fell away and I tried to stand, but hours of being tied so that I couldn't move had their effect on me and I staggered and almost fell and had to grab the chair to keep from falling to the floor. Shari said:
"Come over here and sit down on the bed and we will talk."
I ignored her and stumbled toward the bathroom, but didn't make it before I fell to the floor. Shari came over to help, but I snarled at her to get the fuck away from me. I took a long overdue piss, splashed some cold water on my face, dried off and then walking a little better I left the bathroom and walked through the bedroom to the stairs and started down them. Shari was behind me.
"Where are you going? We have to talk Rob. We have to get some things straight."
I ignored her and walked to where I had dropped my suitcase and briefcase when I'd gotten home, picked them up and walked out of the house. Shari was standing in the front doorway calling out:
"Where are you going Rob? This isn't helping any. Get back here. We have to talk."
She was still yelling at me as I backed down the drive, turned right when I got to the street and drove off. I found a motel close to work, checked in, left a call for six in the morning, got into bed and fell into a troubled sleep.
++++++++++++++++
When the call from the desk came I got up, showered and then headed to the Village Inn for breakfast. While eating I made a mental list of what I needed to do that morning. At eight I called my boss and let him know that I was back in town, but had some personal business I needed to take care of and that I'd be in around noon.
By nine I had cleaned out the bank accounts and taken every thing of value out of the safe deposit box. I walked down the street to a different band and opened new accounts and got a new safe deposit box. By ten I'd cancelled all of our credit cards except for my American Express and one Visa card that was in my name only.
I called Shari's office and asked for her and as soon as she said hello and I knew that she was at work I hung up and drove home. By eleven I had every thing I needed to get me through the next couple of weeks.
When I got to work the receptionist handed me a stack of message slips and two thirds of them were from Shari. I separated them from the pile and dropped them into the trash can sitting next to Carol's desk. Then I told Carol that Shari and I had separated and not to take any more messages from her or put any of her calls through to me.
I stopped in at Ben's office and brought him up to date on my meetings in Chicago and then told him I might have to take some unscheduled vacation time. I told him that Shari and I had separated and I needed some time to find an apartment and move in. He asked me if I could hold off on taking the time off for a couple of days.
"I need you to go to Atlanta and handle a situation there. You will probably be gone four or five days."
I told him "No problem" and it really wasn't. It would get me out of town and away from anything that Shari might try. I would almost bet that by the time I left Ben's office Shari would have been declined on her credit cards. She wouldn't be able to get me by phone so she would probably come to my office, but by then I should be in the air on my way to Atlanta.
I cautioned Ben and Carol against letting Shari know I had gone out of town and then I hit the motel, got my stuff and headed for the airport. As I waited for my flight to be called I grabbed one of those free apartment finders magazines and started going through it and making a list of places to check out when I got back to town.
About halfway to Atlanta it occurred to me that I had forgotten something important. I used the in flight phone to call Ben and tell him to take my paycheck off of 'direct deposit' and hold it for me until I could get back and change it to my new bank.
While I had him on the phone he told me that he had talked to Shari. When she couldn't get me on the phone she insisted that Carol put her through to Ben. She tried to badger Ben into making me take her calls and Ben had told her that I had told him we were separated and then he told her that communication between her and me were not a company problem and he was not going to get involved and then he had hung up on her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I got into Atlanta I checked into a hotel, got a good nights sleep. The next day was spent putting out fires at the Atlanta office and when I got back to the hotel I called my parents, my brother George and my sister Mary and brought them up to speed on my separation from Shari. I didn't go into detail, I just told them I came home from a business trip early and found something that I didn't care for. My mom told me that Shari had called and asked mom to have me call her which of course I didn't.
The next morning at nine I called Ben to give him an update and he surprised me. After telling me that he had seen Shari the previous evening, "I guess since she couldn't get you on the phone she decided to wait in the parking lot for you to get off work" he said:
"How do you like Atlanta?"
"I've only been here a few times, but it seems like a nice place."
"Is your separation from Shari a temporary thing while you try to work some things out, or is it something that will end up in a divorce?"
"There is no chance of us getting back together."
"Then how would you feel about moving?"
"What do you mean?"
"This is the third time I've had to send somebody to Atlanta to fix things. I'm going to let Falstaff go. Would you like the Atlanta office?"
"Hell yes I would."
"Okay then, you have it. We will work out the details when you get back."
It was a hell of a boost to my ego and as I sat there smiling it occurred to me that a move to Atlanta would take away the hassle of trying to avoid Shari and it would have been a hassle. If she was going to sit in parking lots and wait for me what else would she try? I wasn't afraid to face her; I just didn't want to.
From the way she had talked as she untied me it was obvious to me that her mindset was "Okay, now we are even and we can put this behind us" but there was no way that was ever going to happen. If she had gone out and screwed some guy in a motel room and then come home and told me "Okay, now we are even" our marriage would still have been over, but for her to do what she did with four men and expect me to accept it? No way! No fucking way!
All a face to face would accomplish was I would probably spit in her face. I knew why she had done it and I wasn't at all happy with that. She didn't trust me enough to give me the benefit of the doubt until she could talk with me? Fuck her! No sir, better to just walk away. I wasn't going to go for a divorce! I was just going to walk away.



++++++++++++++++++++
I finished up in Atlanta and headed for home. I left the airport and checked into a hotel close to work and then I went in to the office and brought Ben up to date. We talked about my taking the Atlanta office and set a timeline for it to happen. Then I took a couple of days off to take care of some personal business.
I was parked down the street from the house when Shari went to work and as soon as she turned the corner I punched a number in on my cell phone, said we were good to go, and a couple of minutes later a Ryder rental truck driven by my brother George pulled onto the drive way. Behind it a car pulled in and parked and Skip and Cory, two very good friends of mine, got out and joined George and me. In two hours I had everything I wanted out of the house. I took all of my personal things, the home desktop computer, printer and enough furniture to set me up in an apartment in Atlanta.
I saw an attorney and had him draw up a power of attorney for my brother and then I put a copy of it in an envelope along with a note that said:
"Call George when you are ready to sell the house. He will act for me."
I didn't bother to sign it and I dropped it in the mail. She would get it in about two days and by then I would be on the road to Atlanta. I didn't care about the house. We had refinanced to put in the swimming pool and tennis court and I doubted that there would be any equity to speak of when the costs of selling were deducted from the proceeds.
I had one more stop to make and I told the man what I wanted, gave him some money and then I drove over to the place where I had rented the truck and they hooked a car hauling trailer on the back. I drove to George's house and loaded my car on the trailer and a half hour later I was Atlanta bound.
++++++++++++++++++++
I called Ben and let him know that I was in place in Atlanta and he set his plan in motion. He flew into Atlanta that night and the next morning he went into the office and terminated Falstaff and sent all the people home for the day after telling them there would be no loss in pay and for them to return to work the next morning.
I'd spent the day checking out apartments and had settled on one by the time I met Ben for dinner. Over dinner he told me that Shari had been in the parking lot almost every day and sometimes twice a day -- in the morning trying to catch me coming in to work and then again in the evening to catch me when I got off.
"Once she even stopped Carol and offered her a hundred dollars to get her past the security guard in the lobby and get her up to your office. It appears that she still doesn't know that you are gone."
The next morning we were in the office to great the staff when they came to work. Ben brought them up to date on what was happening, wished me luck and then headed for the airport.
The next week and a half were spent moving into my new apartment, gathering the reins of my new office and getting to know my staff while they got to know me.
++++++++++++++++
On the last Friday of the second week I received a package in the mail and I set it aside for review over the weekend. My apartment was on the second floor and had a small balcony that overlooked the swimming pool. I bought a small patio table and two chairs for use on the porch. Saturday morning I sat at the table drinking coffee and going through the contents of the package I'd received.
It had cost me a pretty penny, but I felt that it was well worth it. Operating on the assumption that Shari had enlisted Steve (he was the co-worker that I had recognized) to help her organize the gangbang and that they had set it up in a day I was sure that he used some of his buddies to fill out the gang. I gave the private detective all that I knew about Steve and then I gave him the physical descriptions of the other three men that had been there with him that night. I told the detective that I wanted him to follow Steve and see if Steve met with anyone who fit the descriptions and if so get me the information on them.
The results were way better than I expected. Steve had indeed met several times with three men who fit the descriptions that I had given the detective and a stroke of pure luck confirmed that the three were the men I wanted to find. The operative that had been following Steve saw him meet the three in a sports bar and he had gotten the booth next to them. He overheard them discussing the gangbang and talking about when they could do it again. He didn't hear if it was going to happen because he had gotten up to call for help in following the three when they left the bar. It had been hideously expensive, but I had the names, addresses, and places of employment of all four of the assholes. I began to make plans.
++++++++++++++
It was three months before I was able to arrange a weekend trip. I drove -- no airline trail for anyone to follow -- and I carried extra gas in cans so no fuel stops would trip me up. When I went into work on Monday morning I was carrying the satisfaction of knowing that it would be a hell of a long time before Steve Bowen used his sexual equipment again. Cast iron pipe applied repeatedly to the crotch area sometimes had a detrimental effect on the male reproductive organs. It seems that a hooded man had caught Bowen in his apartment parking lot and stomped the shit out of him before taking his watch, rings, wallet and everything that was in his pockets.
Three weeks later the same thing happened to Archie Mellon and Jeff Montrose. By the time I made my third trip Norm Reed had apparently figured out what Bowen, Mellon and Montrose had in common and he took a job in another state and got the hell out of Dodge. Pity, but three out of four wasn't bad. I debated hiring a private detective to find him, but then decided not to.
The next five months went by and the job was going well. I'd met several of the bikini clad ladies that lounged around the apartment pool and I got to know a couple very well. One, a flight attendant named Brandy, managed to find her way into my bed and when she wasn't flying or visiting her folks she was keeping time with me. It was a good arrangement for both of us until the day she told me that she was getting married to one of the captains she regularly flew with. I guess when she wasn't in my bed she was in his when they overnighted somewhere. As a parting gift she did set me up with another flight attendant named Gloria and we hit it off. Gloria let me know up front that she wasn't interested in anything but a friends with benefits relationship which suited me just fine.
I was in the dumps for a couple of days after losing Brandy and before hooking up with Gloria and then it got worse. I got home from work one Tuesday night, pulled into the parking lot, shut off the car, got out and heard:
"Hello Rob."
I turned and there stood Shari. I just stood there and stared at her.
"Surprised to see me?"
"More disappointed than surprised."
"Disappointed?"
"I hoped that I'd never set eyes on you again. The way I left you should have told you that."
"Maybe it would have if you had filed for divorce. The fact that you haven't made me hope that we could patch things up and get on with our life together."
"No chance of that. Your gangbang put an end to that."
"How can you hold that against me after what you did?"
"I don't even know what it is that I'm supposed to have done."
"Bullshit Rob. I told you that I was getting even with you for having that whore in your room when I called."
"I didn't have a whore in my room Shari."
"Don't give me that Rob. I called you and a woman answered the phone. I asked her who she was and she told me and then asked who I was. When I said I was your wife she giggled and said:
"Oh, you are the lucky one who gets his great cock all the time" and then she hung up on me."
"So you, without bothering to talk to me about it got stupid and had a gangbang to teach me a lesson. That about cover it?"
"Exactly!"
"First of all Annie wasn't a whore. She and her husband were waiting for me to use the bathroom in my room and then they were going to take me to a party where there were some people I went to school with. Annie had taken on a few more drinks that she probably should have and she was probably trying to be cute when you called."
"Get off it Rob; she flat out as good as told me that she was aware of your cock size."
"She was. Annie was my girlfriend through my first two years of college and then we broke up. Again, she was with her husband. All of that you could have found out if you had bothered to talk to me before ruining our marriage. As far as divorcing you is concerned it was in my best interest not to file, but let you do it."
"How do you figure that?"
]
"I would have had to split our assets equally with you if I had filed before I left."
"You will still have to even if I do file."
"Maybe, but the assets we would have to split would be the assets we held jointly at the time of filing and as of right now that is only the house and there isn't enough equity in it to waste time on."
"If you are going to wait on me to go for a divorce you've got a long wait coming. As long as we are married there is always a chance."
"No Shari; there isn't a chance in hell. You showed me what you really think of me when you put on your display of pique. You showed me that you have no trust in me and you showed me that you thought I was a spineless wimp who would just accept what you did and say:
"Sorry; I'll be a good boy from now on."
"You killed the marriage Shari and there is no way in hell that it can ever be resurrected."
"You are wrong. I don't think you are spineless. I expected you to be outraged just as I was when that woman spoke to me on the phone. I know you aren't a wimp. That's why I had them tie you to the chair to keep you under control. I love you Rob. I love you, want you and need you."
"That's just too fucking bad Shari because I don't want you. Not after being tied in that fucking chair and watching you for hours. You know what struck me the most as I sat there? The ease with which you did it and how quick you managed to set it up. As if it was something that you had done many times before. You seemed very comfortable with those four guys. It was almost like you were attuned to each other. Relieving a shared experience as it were."
Her face paled. "Oh no, oh no Rob. Never. I swear to God, never before."
"Unfortunately Shari I don't have any trust in you anymore so I don't believe it. But no matter; the once was enough. Look on the bright side. You did say it was awesome and that you could get used to it so now you can. Call your four studs and have at it."
"I couldn't even if I wanted to."
"Why not? I'm certainly not going to be in the way."
"You know why not. You know what you did and even if they can't prove it they know it was you."
"Sorry Shari; I have no idea what you are talking about."
"I'm not stupid Rob. When three of the four end up in then hospital emergency room and the only thing they have in common was that evening with me it wasn't all that hard to figure out who was responsible."
"Only three? Why not four?"
"Because Norm figured it out too and moved out of town before you could get to him."
"Any idea where he went?"
"Why would you want to know?"
"Just curious."
"You aren't that good a liar Rob."
"So those four aren't available so what? You came up with those four quick enough. It shouldn't be all that hard for you to come up with some different guys."
"I don't want any other guys. I want you. I've put the house up for sale and as soon as it is sold I'm moving here to Atlanta."
"Why in the hell would you want to do that?"
"To be close to you. There isn't anyway we can put things back together if we are six hundred miles apart."
"Haven't you heard anything I've said? We will not be getting back together. You being here and me seeing you from time to time will only remind me of you and your four fuck buddies and that is a memory that I am trying to get rid of not reinforce."
"Say what you will Rob, but I intend to get you back. It might not be easy and it might take a while, but I am going to do it."
"In a pig's ass" I said as I turned from her and went into my apartment. I never did ask her how she'd found me. Hired a private detective I suppose. I did wonder why I hadn't heard the phone ring when she called. It must have been when I was using my electric razor.
+++++++++++++++++++
She did sell the house and move to Atlanta and she managed to get an apartment in the same apartment complex where I lived. Not in the same building thank God, but still way to close to suit me. It seemed like every night when I came home from work there was a note slipped under my door telling me that she was making one of my favorites and inviting me over for dinner. Notes inviting me to go to this or that with her or to meet her after work for a drink. I ignored all of them, but the one I found last night had me thinking. It said:
"We both like sex and I haven't had any since you know when. How about a friends with benefits relationship? Or forget the friends and do a neighbors with benefits. What do you think?"
I thought about it most of the night and part of the morning. Shari was damned good in the bedroom and .... Suddenly I woke up to what I was thinking, shook my head to clear it and muttered "Fuck no!" I made a mental note to call Gloria when I got back from camping and then I reached over and turned the radio back on and listened to Toby Keith sing about how much he liked a bar.
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I'd just finished installing a state of the art computer system in one of the local nightclubs and Toby, the owner, had invited my wife and I to be his guests for dinner and drinks on Saturday night. He had a new band that would be starting that night and they were heavily into the "Golden Oldies" and Toby thought that my wife and I would enjoy dancing to their music. Dinner was great and following dessert I switched from wine to vodka and my wife Monica started on margaritas and both of us were feeling pretty good when the band started. About ten minutes before the band started I saw my cousin George enter the club and I waved him over to join us. I was glad to see him because Monica loved to dance with him and that would take some of the heat off me. I'm okay on most slow dances, but I looked like a drunken sailor when the pace picked up. George, on the other hand, was a dancing fool and he would be out on the floor from the time the band started until they stopped. During the middle of the band's second set Toby asked me to join him in his office for a few minutes. I asked George to keep Monica company and I followed Toby upstairs to his office.
Toby owned three other clubs in the city and four more in other cities and he was so happy with his new computer system that he wanted the same system put in his other clubs and then he wanted to tie them together into a network. We got to talking specifications, time frames and money and by the time we had hammered out a deal it was just after closing time and I got back to our table just in time to see George getting ready to leave. I didn't see Monica and I asked George where she was. George looked around and said:
"The last time I saw her she was taking turns dancing with the three guys who were sitting over at that corner table" and he pointed at a vacant table.
Monica's purse was still at our table so I knew she was still in the club somewhere and I went looking for her. My first stop was the ladies restroom, but I really didn't expect to find her there. Her purse was still at our table and what woman goes to the bathroom without her handbag? Monica wasn't in the ladies room and I began to think she might have gone outside for a breath of fresh air or maybe she had gone looking for me. Before continuing my search I hit the men's room to take a leak and two guys were in there standing at the urinals and talking. I stepped into a vacant stall and as I was unzipping I heard one guy say to the other:
"You going to the back room?"
The other guy asked why and the first guy said, "Gene and Max have a really boozed up babe in the back of the storeroom. They have been feeding her margaritas all night and they think they have her so fucked up that she'll pull a train. I'm going to give it a shot, how about you?"
The second guy said, "Why not?" and the two of them left the room.
Poor dumb bitch, I thought, she will be bowlegged in the morning and wondering what the hell had hit her.
I checked outside the club and even walked over to our car to see if she might be there, but I couldn't find her. The club was almost empty when I went back inside; the last band member was carrying his guitar case out and the manager was behind the bar counting the nights receipts. George was gone so I went over to our table and picked up Monica's purse and I noticed two guys coming out of a door over by the kitchen. One was pulling up his zipper and when he was done he and the other guy exchanged high fives and then they went out the front door. Curious, I headed for the door they had come out of and found that it opened onto a long hallway that led to two rooms at the end of the hall. I went down the hall and as I neared the end I heard voices from the room on the left.
I entered the room and I found Monica.
She was lying on a low table, skirt up around her waist, her panties dangling from her right ankle and her legs spread wide to accommodate the man between them. Her high heel clad feet were flailing in the air and she was moaning, "no, no, we can't do this, this isn't right" but her hands were on the butt cheeks of the man buried in her pussy and I doubt that he could have pulled out if he wanted to. I hadn't been there half a minute before the man said, "Here it comes honey" and he ejaculated into her. He no sooner stepped away from her that another man moved between her legs and started fucking her. Monica never stopped her moaning her, "No, no, please don't, we can't, it's not right" chant as the man drove into her and her hands came up to clutch him. Some one said, "Shut the bitch up" and a man stepped up and pushed his cock into her mouth. The moans didn't stop, but now you couldn't make out the words.
I'm not a coward, but then I'm no hero either, not when it comes to odds of seven to one. I was forced to stand there and watch as my wife of seven years was gang fucked. An unusual mix of emotions raged through my body; anger, a feeling of betrayal, shame because of my inability to stop what was happening, and yes, sexual excitement. That was the hardest thing to accept - the fact that watching Monica servicing seven hard cocks made my dick harder than I could ever remember. To be brutally honest, at that point in time I wanted to fuck my wife more that I had at any time during the previous year. To be absolutely brutally honest I couldn't understand why all these guys wanted to fuck Monica in the first place.
Monica was a good-looking woman, but she had let herself go over the past two years and she had put on some poundage. I wouldn't call her fat, but she was definitely a step past pleasingly plump, at least to me. Apparently I was the only one in the room that saw her that way and later I came to realize that I saw her the way I saw her because I remembered what she had been before she became the way she was. The more she changed from the woman she was when I married, the more pissed off at her I got until it reached the point that she just did not appeal to me any more. It took a room full of stiff cocks to make me realize that Monica was still a very sexy woman. It also showed me what I had missing by ignoring her for the past year - she was a fucking nymph for that bunch and that was a side of her that I'd never seen, not even in the days when she was the sexpot that I'd newly married.
I was surprised to find that I had taken my cock out and was stroking it as I watched the two men feed Monica their cocks. It took the man in her pussy five minutes to cum and when he pulled out of her the man in her mouth moved to take his place. Another man moved up to push his cock into her mouth and I was surprised to see Monica lift her head and move her mouth to meet the man. Her feet came down on the table and she pushed herself up to meet the man who was pushing into her and her hands came up and grabbed him by the ass and she pulled him to her. Clearly Monica was now into it and she was fucking for the pure pleasure of it. My cock got even harder as I watched my wife pull the train. One by one the men in the room fucked her, shot their loads into Monica's hot receptacle and then either pulled on their pants and left or got back into line for another go at her. One of the men fucked her four times and a couple fucked her three, but finally the last man pulled on his pants and left.
I was just getting ready to go over and mount my wife and fuck her myself when I noticed movement out of the corner of my eye and I turned to see Toby standing there rubbing his crotch and staring at Monica. In a gesture that later proved to have far reaching consequences I motioned for him to take Monica. As Toby approached her she raised her head and saw me for the first time. I saw her face go white and she began to tense up, but then she noticed the look on my face and her body relaxed. Her eyes never left mine as she spread her legs for Toby and her hands reached up to pull him to her. Toby had a fair sized cock, but no staying power and it only took two minutes to empty his balls. When he had zipped up and gone Monica and I were left to stare at each other. She made no effort to pull down her skirt or close her legs, she just kept her eyes on mine and as I approached her she said in a little girl voice:
"I didn't mean to. I'm sorry, I don't know how it happened, it just did. All I was doing was dancing and having fun. I don't even know how I got here. It just happened. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry" but as my pants dropped to the floor she shut up and opened her arms and legs to receive me and I buried myself in the hot sloppy thing that was her cunt.
To be continued...
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We looked at each other across the breakfast table and sipped our coffee. Neither of us wanted to be the first to speak, but both of us had a lot to say and I guess neither of us knew where to begin. Monica had somehow unwittingly become the center piece in a gangbang the previous evening and even though it should have been obvious to her from the way I had fucked her when everyone else had done with her that our marriage was not in danger, she still had cried and begged for forgiveness all the way home. She was still a little red-eyed, but I think that the fact that I couldn't keep my hands off of her when we got home (I fucked her more the previous evening that I had in the previous month - five times) helped convince her that things were going to be fine between us. Finally I broke the silence:
"You never looked sexier than you did last night."
Monica actually blushed when I said that and then she said, "Do you really think so?"
"Absolutely" I replied.
"When?" she asked, "Before, during or after?"
I smiled and said, "You looked great when we left for dinner, but not as sexy as you looked with your legs kicking in the air as those guys fucked you silly. It was awesome. I never would have believed that seeing you that way would make me so hard or make me want to fuck you so badly."
She blushed again and looked down at the table and said in a low voice, "I never would have believed that I would like it so much. I didn't want it to end and I was almost sorry when it did."
Whoa I thought, this conversation was not going the way I had expected. I wanted to let her know that I loved her and that what had happened the previous night wasn't going to change that, but she was saying that she had loved being gang fucked. Was she trying to tell me that she wanted to do it again? And just how did I feel about that? Granted that I had gotten extremely turned on watching her take cock after cock, but that was after having walked in on something already happening - an isolated occurrence. Would I like it as much if it happened again? The rest of the conversation was about how much we loved each other and how neither of us wanted anyone else and then we went back to bed and made love - several times - and neither one of us mentioned it again. At least not then; it was six weeks later before I found out the rest of what that night had caused.
Toby wanted the same system I'd installed in his club put in his other establishments and then to have them connected into a network. The day after Monica's wild night Toby called and told me that he wanted his Kansas City club to be the next one to have the system and so three days later I was on an airplane. I would be gone four days and while four days in Kansas City did not thrill me the money was going to be good. What I would make off of just Toby this year would put me sixty percent ahead of where I was at the same time the previous year.
I was so busy planning Toby's network and considering what it meant to me financially that I did not dwell on much else. I still had not landed in Kansas City when back home the phone rang and when Monica answered it was Toby. He told her that if she had any problems while I was gone that she could call on him and then he asked her if she would care to join him for dinner that night. She had hesitated a moment and then had said no, that she didn't think she should, but Toby kept talking to her and eventually she said yes.
Dinner was great and Toby was a good conversationalist and Monica was enjoying herself. Toby kept her margarita glass full and Monica did not notice that they seemed to get stronger as the night went on. At closing time Toby told her that he would drive her home, that she shouldn't drive with as much as she'd had to drink. He took her up to his office to wait for him to clear up some paper work and when he was done he got up and came around from behind the desk and walked to Monica with his cock exposed and sticking out in front of him. Monica sat mesmerized as he approached her. He stopped in front of her and said:
"Go ahead, touch it."
Monica shook her head no.
"Why not? You know you want it. That's why you came tonight, isn't it?"
Again Monica shook her head no.
"Come on honey, I fucked you the other night so you knew that I'd want to again. Why else would I call so soon? Why else would you accept?" He put his hands on the sides of her head and held her as he leaned forward, "Come on baby, take care of Toby," and he pushed his cock against her lips and Monica kept her mouth closed as Toby pushed against them. "Come on baby, open up and let Toby in. Be nice to Toby and he'll get you a few more cocks to play with. You'd like that, wouldn't you? That's really why you came, isn't it? You want to be gangbanged again don't you? To feel all those cocks again, that's what you really want, isn't that right?"
Monica emitted a low moan and opened her mouth.
Monica woke up the next morning to find Toby in our bed beside her. She didn't remember him bringing her home, but she remembered most of what happened the night before. She had sucked Toby's cock and he had come in her mouth and she had kept on sucking him until he was hard again and then he had fucked her. After cumming in her pussy he had folded out his couch into a sofa bed and she had undressed and lain down while he made a few phone calls. She was sucking his cock again when Dominic, the bar manager, came in and undressed and then fucked her. When Dominic was done Toby fucked her again while she sucked on Dominic's' dick. Toby finished and Dominic slid into her again while Toby left the room only to return a few minutes later with both bartenders, and then there were two waiters, three busboys and finally the Mexican dishwasher. She shook the sleep out of her eyes and saw Toby smiling at her, "You were magnificent last night sweetie," and Monica had said, "Do you really think so?" And then she noticed Toby's erect cock and she leaned over and took it in her mouth.
That night she was Toby's guest for dinner again and after an evening of drinking and dancing she again found herself on Toby's couch being serviced by cock after cock. She remembered eleven, but she knew there were more, or maybe some of them had taken her twice or maybe even three times. Toby didn't even bother to take her home that night and she woke up in the morning on his sofa bed sandwiched between one of the bartenders and one of the waiters. She had rolled over and taken the waiter's cock in her mouth and when he was hard she had mounted him and was riding his cock when Toby came into the room and he had smiled at her and had gone to the phone. By the time the waiter had drained himself into her and the bartender had taken his place Toby was naked and waiting his turn. Toby had used the phone to call some of his friends and by the time Monica had gotten Toby off there were three more men waiting. Monica never got dressed that day; she spent the entire day, the evening, and most of the night on Toby's sofa bed taking on cock after cock after cock. The next morning Toby had driven her home so she could rest up and be ready for my return.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent a week working on one of Toby's local clubs and fucking Monica every chance I got. The image of her being gangbanged was always in my mind when I was with her and it kept me constantly hard. The following week I flew to St. Louis to work on his club there. Again, I probably wasn't even off the airplane and Monica was on her way to Toby's and for the entire four days I was gone she was repeated fucked by whomever Toby brought to her. She serviced his employee's, his friends, and his best customers and suppliers. The morning of the day I was due home Toby dropped her off at the house so she could get cleaned up and be ready for my return. I was home for three days and my cock was constantly hard and I just could not keep my hands off of Monica.
It was a weird thing; on my way home I constantly thought of Monica being gangbanged, and when I was home the image of that night was never out of my mind and I was constantly hot for her. But on my way out of town and when I was working on the job she never entered my mind. In fact I never even called home when I was on my trips. Another strange thing was that as much as the image of Monica taking cock after cock turned me on I never gave any thought to her doing it again, nor did the idea ever enter my mind that she would go off and do it on her own - I never even considered the possibility that my wife would cheat on me. After all, that first gangbang was just an isolated drunken incident, right?
The following week I spent working on Toby's last local club and fucking Monica. The following week found me in Denver and Monica back on Toby's sofa bed. Again she was home waiting for me when I got there and we fucked like minks for the entire weekend.
The last one of Toby's clubs that I had to do was in Phoenix. The job was expected to take four days, but I managed to finish it in two and I caught a flight and headed for home. Since I had to pass by Toby's office on the way home I decided to stop and discuss the target date for bringing all the clubs on the network. I breezed through the front door and waved at Ed, the day bartender and wondered why he stopped smiling as soon as he saw me. He hurried to the end of the bar and picked up the phone, but by then I was already heading up the stairs.
When I walked into Toby's office the phone was ringing, but he was too busy to answer it. Toby, two other guys and a woman were naked on the sofa bed and engaged in your classic triple penetration. The woman had one cock in her mouth, one in her ass, and Toby was busy pounding away at her pussy. As soon as I entered the room and saw what was happening I said, "Oops! Pardon me for barging in unannounced," and at the sound of my voice the woman jerked her mouth off of the cock she was sucking and looked in my direction - it was Monica. Toby just looked at me and the other two, probably thinking that I was just the next guy waiting to board the train, just kept pounding away at my wife. Monica was struggling and trying to pull free and crying, "Oh god, oh no, oh no," but I just said, "Don't mind me, I'll just go on down stairs and have a drink."
When I got back to the bar I told Ed to get me a scotch on the rocks. When he set it down in front of me his hand was a bit unsteady and so I said:
"Relax. You tried. He was just too bust to get to the phone."
I noticed that my hand was steady when I picked up the drink and that surprised me because I was steaming inside. I was pissed at Monica, I was pissed at Toby, I was pissed at those other two guys who I didn't even know, and I was pissed at myself for being such a dumb, stupid idiot. I should have known, or at least realized, that Monica had changed on the night of her first gangbang. Her words the next morning should have clued me in. "I didn't want it to end and I was sorry when it did" is what she had said to me. I should have known she'd want to do it again.
A hand fell on my shoulder and I turned to find Toby standing there. "Before you go off on me" he said, "I thought that this was what you wanted and I thought that it was all right with you. You were the one who told me to go ahead that first time."
His words hit me like a fist in the stomach. He was right - I had given him the go ahead to fuck Monica and then I'd stood there with my dick in my hand and watched. Why should he not expect that what happened that night was part of our normal life style? Over his shoulder I saw the two other guys leave and I expected Monica to come down next, but she didn't.
"Are we all right with this?" Toby wanted to know.
"No problem Toby," I mumbled, "We're cool."
I kept watching the stairs, but still no Monica. Was she waiting for me to leave? I didn't know what the fuck to do and finally Toby said, "I think she's waiting for you" and I nodded and finished my scotch. I got up from the barstool and began the long walk up the stairs.
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I've been married to Ben for seven years and sometimes I wonder how I've managed to stay with him and not go crazy. He's a good man and he takes very good care of me. You might even say that he puts me up on a pedestal, but he has what is, to me anyway, a major flaw - he is cheap!
Well, maybe frugal is a better way of saying it. We never lacked for the necessities of life, but Ben was obsessed with putting away money for a rainy day and if the rainy day never came all the better, we would have plenty in the bank for retirement. But I wasn't interested in something that was thirty-five years away; I lived in the here and now and I wanted to enjoy things while I was still young. I was tired of vacations consisting of throwing a tent in the trunk of the car and then driving to the nearest State Park for a week. I wanted to travel and see other places, but Ben always said no, that it would cost too much, "Better to stay close to home and put the money in the bank where it might do us some good one day."
After seven years of Ben's frugality I was at my wits end. We had a vacation coming up and I already knew what it was going to be because Ben had already set up the tent in the backyard to air it out. I did not want to spend another goddamned week in a tent, in a state park and communing with nature. And then the Devil called with an offer he didn't think I could refuse.
Matt had been my steady boyfriend all the way through high school and I had always assumed that we would be married when we graduated. I had assumed that because that is what Matt had led me to believe right up to the week of graduation and the day he joined the Navy and went off to see the world. I quickly figured out that all Matt had been after was a steady supply of pussy until he graduated and could get out of town. Four years later Matt had come home and he had wanted to pick up where we left off when he skipped out on me. By then I was married to Ben and even if I hadn't been I would not have been interested in Matt - not after what he had done to me.
The fact that I was married didn't mean a thing to Matt. There wasn't a week went by that he didn't call me to see if I'd go out with him and have a drink and talk about 'old times'. I knew what he wanted and talking about 'old times' had nothing to do with it. He figured he would get a few drinks in me and maneuver me into a motel room or a back seat and it just wasn't going to happen. I was perfectly happy with Ben even if his cheap ways did occasionally piss me off.
Then Matt called me and asked me to go on a trip with him. Not just any old trip, but a seven-day trip on a cruise ship. Talk about mixed emotions. I was facing a week in a tent fifty miles from home and Matt offers me a seven-day cruise. I could actually go some place that wasn't within spitting distance of the house. Matt knew from my hesitation that I was thinking about it, but that my answer was going to be no and he hurriedly went on, "It's a no strings attached offer babe. There are three other couples going and the way it is set up is that all the girls will share two cabins and the guys will share the other two. The girl who was supposed to go with me cancelled and I can't get a refund on her ticket. Come on babe, you owe it to yourself. You have never been more than two hundred miles from the city limits and this might be your only chance."
God I wanted to say yes, but every instinct that I had said to say no even as some inner voice was screaming, "Do it, do it, do it." I told Matt I would think about it and I hung up.
Did I think about it? I didn't think about anything else for days. I shouldn't do it, I knew I shouldn't do it, but I couldn't bring myself to pick up the phone and call Matt and tell him that I couldn't do it. Then Ben hit me with his big surprise. "Guess what honey? I talked the boss into letting me take my comp time in conjunction with my vacation. We will be able to relax under the stars for eleven whole days. Won't that be great?"
"Yeah sweetie, just marvelous."
The next day I picked up the phone and called Matt, "Is the offer still open?"
"You bet babe."
"The girls in their own cabins - alone?"
"That's what I said."
"No hanky panky, right?"
"Honest babe, I'll keep my hands to myself the whole trip."
"Give me a day and I'll get back to you."
I called my sister who lives a hundred and fifty miles away and asked her if she could cover for me for a week. "Sure I can do that, what's up?"
"Ben has it all set up so we can spend eleven glorious days in his fucking tent. I'm not going. I don't know what I am going to do, but I'm not going to spend another day in that tent."
We talked some more, worked out a plan and then I went to give Ben the bad news. "Honey, I've just had a call from Elise. She fell down some stairs and hurt herself. I'm going to have to go and spend a week helping her."
"But what about our vacation?"
"Honey, you know you will have more fun without me being there. You know that three days is all I can take in that tent before I get cranky and irritable."
Ben wasn't happy, but what the heck, family is family, right? The fact that he and my sister didn't get along was just added insurance against him calling her to ask to speak to me. With my alibi in place I called Matt and told him I would go and then I set about packing a bag.
+++++++++++++
I knew the other three couples so there wasn't any awkwardness as we piled into Bob's Suburban. I did get a couple of "You're a married woman, what are you doing here with Matt" looks, but nothing was going to happen between Matt and me so what did I care. Just the eight hour ride alone was further than I had ever traveled in my life and I spent most of the trip looking out the window. When we got to the port I stood there on the pier staring at the ship. It was bigger than any building that we had in our town and I was going to spend seven days - seven glorious days - on her.
I was sitting at a table with Sarah, the others were off shopping or something, and she asked me why I was there. I explained to her about Ben and the tent and how I couldn't spend another day in it:
"And so when Matt called me about this trip I jumped at the chance."
"But I thought you were happy with Ben."
"I am."
"Then why are you willing to risk your marriage just for a weeks fling with Matt?"
I explained the no hanky panky, hands off, girls in separate cabins thing and she shook her head and said:
"Baby, I never thought of you as being that naïve."
Before I could ask her what she meant by that the others came trooping up to the table and then it was time to board the ship. The first sign that something was wrong was when Matt carried my bags and his into the same cabin.
"What are you doing?"
"Relax. This is just until we get things sorted out. We want to check out the cabins so we can give you girls the biggest two."
"But there is only one bed in the cabin."
"Well yes, you will be sharing a bed with one of the other girls" and then he laughed, "Unless you want to stay here with me."
Before I could say anything else there was a knock on the door and Sarah stuck her head in and said:
"Come on. We have to go and learn about lifeboats and stuff like that."
While I was learning how to put on a life jacket I felt the floor under my feet tremble (later I learned to call it a deck) and Harry said:
"All right! We are underway for seven days of sheer bliss."
What that also meant was that it was too late to get off the boat.
Next I found out what I should have expected all along - it was too good to be true! Back in the cabin I asked Matt when we girls were going to move into our cabins.
"Well babe, there has been a change in plans. The others decided that they wanted the more typical boy/girl arrangement after all so I guess you are stuck here with me."
I called him every foul name I could think of and when I had finally exhausted my store of profanity he said:
"You are looking at this the wrong way babe. This is your chance to find out if you made a mistake in not waiting for me. I know you would be better off with me than Ben and now I have a whole week to prove it to you."
"Over my dead body!"
"Well, you don't have too many choices. You can leap over the rail and try to swim ashore; you can try and talk one of the other couples into letting you stay with them, or you can go on deck and sleep on one of the deck chairs for a week."
I knew that we were too far from shore for me to swim for it and I knew that none of the others was going to ruin their trip by taking me in. I also knew that there was no way I was going to be able to sleep on a deck chair for a week - the nights were just too cool and damp. It looked like Matt was going to get his wish, sort of. I'd be in bed with him, but I wasn't going to take off my clothes except to shower and only then when Matt wasn't in the cabin.
+++++++++++++++
The first night he tried to put his arms around me and I pushed him away. Half an hour later he reached over and cupped my breast and I pushed his hands away. The rest of the night was spent like that - him trying and me pushing him away. The next day I avoided Matt as much as possible. I walked all over that ship and took it all in. I couldn't avoid him at meal times and as we sat at the table and ate I noticed Sarah looking at me with a bemused grin. After dinner I went up to her and asked her why she hadn't told me about what Matt was doing while we were still in the car or at the table when the others were shopping.
"Matt told us you were coming of your own free will. Why would I have said anything? Besides, if I had scared you off my husband would have been really pissed at me - he has wanted to fuck you for years now and he and the others see this trip as their big chance."
The stunned look on my face made her laugh, "That's right sweetie, at one time or another my husband has enjoyed everyone of the girls with us on this trip and at one time or another I have enjoyed their husbands."
"Is that what this whole trip is about?"
"That's it sweetie. Matt likes fucking me and the other girls, but the rule is that before he can have us he has to have someone for our husbands. The girl who was supposed to come cancelled out and the trip was already bought and paid for so Matt scrambled around and came up with you."
"Well you can tell your husband that it just is not going to happen."
"Oh it will happen sweetie and it will happen tonight."
I shook my head no and suddenly I felt light headed and disoriented and Sarah said:
"Are you okay? You better sit down."
"No, I'll be okay. I'll just go back to the cabin and lie down for a bit."
"Okay, but I'm going to walk you there and see that you get there all right."
By the time we got to the cabin I was leaning on Sarah. She got me into the cabin and helped me lie down on the bed. She looked down at me and said:
"Sorry to do this to you sweetie, but I love my husband and I pretty much do whatever he wants me to" and the she turned and left as I laid there and tried to understand what she'd just said.
A short time later Matt came into the cabin and started to undress. I tried to ask him what he was doing, but I couldn't talk. I tried to get up but found that I couldn't move. Matt walked naked over to the bed, his hard cock jutting out in front of him, and he started taking my clothes off of me. I wanted to stop him but I couldn't make my arms and legs respond; I could see and I could hear, but I couldn't seem to do anything else. When Matt had me stripped he climbed up on the bed with me with his cock only inches from my mouth and looked down at me.
"I would rather have had you do this willingly, but I came prepared in case you wouldn't. I had Sarah drop a date rape drug called GHB in your drink. You can't fight it, all you can do is lie there and watch it happen, but before the night is over I can promise you that you will be a willing participant. You can't fight it babe, so you might as well enjoy it. That shouldn't be too hard for you" and he rubbed his cock along my lips "because this is the same cock you could never get enough in high school. He remembers you. See how hard he is?"
Matt pushed his cock at my mouth and all I could do was look up at him as he worked it back and forth.
"It would feel a lot better if you were to use your mouth on me the way you used to when we were out driving in my car, but the drug prevents it. I always loved your mouth on my cock, did I ever tell you that? Well, never mind. He wants release and since your lips can't help we will just have to go somewhere else."
Matt took himself out of my mouth and pushed my legs apart. I felt him shove himself in, but I didn't feel any of the other sensations that I usually felt when a cock was pushed into me. That is, I didn't feel them until Matt was ready to cum in me. He had been screwing me for a long time when suddenly he said, "I'm going to shoot babe, I'm almost there" and for the first time I felt a tingle and then I felt his cock throb and the warmth of his seed as it was released in me. Seed! Good God no. I wasn't protected! Ben and I had finally decided to have a child and I had stopped taking the pill and my diaphragm was home in the medicine cabinet. I needed to get up and go douche - do something to clean myself out, but I couldn't move, dear God, I just could not move.
Matt laid on top of me while his cock softened and then he got up, dressed and left the cabin only to return a little later with Sarah's husband Mike, Jane's husband Bill, Marty's husband Bob. A little later Sarah came in carrying a video recorder. The men all stripped and came over to the bed and Matt pushed his cock in my mouth while Mike moved between my legs and pushed his cock into my pussy. Where I hadn't felt Matt when he entered me, I did feel Mike. The drug was wearing off. Mike fucked me at a steady pace for a good ten minutes before shooting in me and by the time he went soft my body was tingling. Matt had given my mouth to Bob and Matt and Bill were sucking my tits and my body started to move and I began to moan. Bob took himself out of my mouth and took Mike's place in my pussy. His cock was thicker than either Mike's or Matt's and I moaned as he slid it into me. My legs went up and locked around him and I heard Mike say:
"Okay, she's getting into it, start taping" and then he shoved his cock in my mouth. "Clean it baby. Suck my cum and your juices off of it. Start acting like the whore we are going to turn you into."
After Bob came Bill and then Matt and Mike and for the rest of the night the four men took turns on me one after the other. My body was alive with sensations and they never gave me time to think about what I was doing. I always had a cock pounding in me and a mouth or two on my tits. A few times the mouth was Sarah's and I was surprised to find that I preferred her mouth to that of the men. I had orgasm after orgasm until I was weak from exhaustion and when the men left the cabin I just rolled over on my side and fell sound asleep.
I woke up around noon to a cock fucking me from behind. My first impulse was to pull away, but then I thought after what had happened last night why bother. I lay there as the cock plowed into me and the heat spread through my body and thought about the previous night. I hadn't wanted to do it; I never would have done it if I hadn't been drugged, but by the end I was loving it and not only loving it but wondering when I could do it again. I pulled away and turned around and found that it was Mike fucking me. As I swung over him and lowered myself onto his hard dick I wondered where Matt was. As if reading my mind Mike said:
"Matt is with Sarah. You're mine for the day. Bob gets you tomorrow and Bill has you the day after that."
I don't know why, but the thought of a different man everyday excited me and I began slamming myself down on Mike's cock. I climaxed twice before he came and then he pushed me off of him, swung over me in a sixty-nine and we went to work on each other. We stayed in the cabin all day except for taking meals.
++++++++++++++++++
That set the pattern for most of the rest of the trip. My trip of a life time and I spent almost all of it on my back or on my knees. The sixth night I had all four of them again and I ended the night with Sarah eating my pussy while I sucked her husbands cock. The next day, our last day aboard the ship, Matt gave me to the steward as a tip. That was a unique experience for a girl born and raised in the Deep South - to be fucked by a black man and to find out that a black cock was just as good as a white one. The steward liked it so much that he asked if he could come back and I surprised myself by saying yes. He did come back - along with four friends. I started the trip as a loving and faithful, but somewhat naïve wife and ended it by being willingly gangbanged by a bunch of blacks and somehow I just knew that it wasn't going to be the last time.
The ride home was quiet. Outside of Sarah I hadn't had anything to do with the rest of the wives. I made the eight-hour drive pretty much as I had made the drive down - staring out the window at the scenery - only this time I wasn't thinking about the excitement of going to new places and seeing new things. This time I thought about what had happened, what was going to happen and what could happen. Was there a chance that all those cocks might have gotten me pregnant? And if so, who was the father? I could only hope and pray that it wasn't one of the black stewards. If it was white I could at least pass it off as Ben's. As far as the future was concerned I'd already been told by Mike that I was Matt's pussy and the group's whore or else the video that Sarah had taken would be sent to everyone that I knew. He didn't know that he didn't need the video. After that first night I knew I was a slut and I proved it when I took on five black men whose names I never knew in a gangbang and loved it.
I turned away from the window and reached over and unzipped Matt and took out his cock. He had been right - I couldn't get enough of his cock in high school and it didn't look like much had changed. I lowered my head to his lap and began sucking his cock as semi drivers looked down into the car, saw what was happening and honked their air horns.
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The call came at 2a.m. and I reached over and picked up the phone, "Hello?"
"Paul, this is Lisa. I need your help."
I shook my head to clear it, "Lisa, do you have any idea of what time it is?"
"Paul, look at the other side of your bed and tell me what you see."
I took the phone away from my ear and looked at the other side of the bed. What I didn't see was my wife Jane. "Lisa, what's this all about?"
"Jane is in trouble Paul, and I need your help in getting her out. Get dressed and meet me at 223 Morningside Lane as soon as you can get there."
Lisa gave my directions and then she hung up. As I dressed I wondered what the hell was going on. Jane had gone to a baby shower for one of the girls that she and her sister Lisa had gone to school with and she should have been home at least three hours ago.
I pulled up behind Lisa's Chevy and she got out and walked back and got in the car with me.
"What's this all about?" I asked, "Where's Jane? What kind of trouble is she in?"
Lisa pointed at a house and said, "She's in there. A bunch of us left the baby shower and went to the Aladdin to have a few drinks. It was audition night and a couple of local bands were there trying out and so we had a couple of drinks and some guys asked us to dance. There were some other people there that we knew so we circulated around and socialized and after about two hours I figured it was time to leave and I went looking for Jane. I checked the rest rooms, all the booths and tables and even the parking lot, but I couldn't find her anywhere. I went and asked the bartender if he'd seen her and he said if she was a blonde with big tits a couple of guys had hustled her out the door about fifteen minutes ago. I asked him if he knew who they were, but he said he only knew the names of three of the guys."
"Guys?" I interrupted.
"Yes. The bartender said that there were four or five of them. Anyway, he gave me the names of the ones he knew and I looked them up in the phone book. There was no one home at the first two addresses and so I came over here. The lights were on and I looked in a side window and I saw some guys playing poker and I recognized two of them from the bar. I didn't see Jane, but I know she's in there. I could see the stairway and I saw a guy coming down the stairs pulling his clothes on."
I looked at her, "What are you saying? What kind of trouble is Jane in?"
Lisa gave me the look you would give someone who just said something that proved they were brain dead and said:
"Duh! What the hell kind of trouble could a good looking blonde with big tits be in when a bunch of guys get her drunk and hustle her out of a bar and take her to a house with nothing but guys in it?"
"Sorry," I said, " I must not be fully awake yet."
I gathered my thoughts and then said, "Okay. Here's what we are going to do. I'm going inside and if I'm not back out with Jane in ten minutes, you call the cops."
The front door was open and I walked in like I belonged there. One of the guys at the table looked up at me and then went back to his cards. I went up the stairs and heard noises to my left and I headed that way. I came to an open doorway and looked in at a scene from a pornographic movie. The woman was Jane and while they might have gotten her drunk to get her here, there was nothing drunken about the way she was behaving. She was naked and one man was between her legs pounding away at her pussy while she clutched him to her with her arms and legs. Another man was lying where his cock was at face level and she had her lips firmly locked on him while he fucked her mouth. A third man stood next to the bed stroking himself with one hand while paying with Jane's tits with the other. The guy fucking Jane gave a grunt and then held himself still in her for a moment and then he pulled free. I could see cum dripping from the head of his dick and falling on Jane's thighs as he backed away from her. The guy who had been playing with her tits immediately took his place between Jane's legs and her legs came up and locked behind his. I had to move aside to let the man who had just finished get through the doorway. He saw me staring at what was just going on and said:
"She's really something, isn't she? It took a while to get her going, but it's non-stop now. I'll be ready again in an hour and I'll bet she will still be going strong."
I knew Jane loved sex because she was always after me and even after seven years of marriage we were still getting it on six and seven times a week, but watching her with these guys - she was awesome. I came into the house fully expecting to have to fight my way out, but now all I wanted to do was watch Jane and see just what it did take to actually satisfy her. The guy fucking Jane said:
"Let's turn her over. I want to fuck her from behind."
The man in her mouth pulled out and I stepped back out of sight so Jane wouldn't see me as she changed positions. When I stepped back into the doorway Jane had her head in the lap of one guy and the other guy was fucking her from behind. She was on her hands and knees and her 38C's were swinging back and forth as the man fucked her hard and fast. I couldn't tell if he was pushing Jane's mouth onto the cock in front of her or the man in front was fucking her face - there was just too much movement for me to tell.
A guy came up behind me and asked if I was next and when I shook my head no he pushed past me and started to undress. I had my cock out and was stroking it when I heard a female voice behind me say:
"Oh Jesus."
And I turned and saw Lisa standing there - I had forgotten all about her. She was staring trance-like at her sister being pushed back and forth between the two men. The man whose cock was in Jane's mouth suddenly said, "Here it comes honey" and he grabbed the back of her head and held her in place while he emptied himself. He got up from the bed and the man who had just undressed moved into place on the bed and Jane's mouth went straight for his cock. Another man pushed past me and Lisa and went into the room and it kind of jarred Lisa out of her trance:
"Oh my God, I've never seen anything like it."
She looked down and saw my cock in my hand and she reached over and put her own hand on it. Lisa stroked me while she watched her sister being soundly fucked and then she looked up at my face and then she turned and began pulling me down the hall. She opened the first door she came to and it was another bedroom. Lisa pulled me inside and letting go of my cock she lifted her skirt and pulled off her panties. She lay down on the bed and looked up at me:
"Don't talk! Don't say anything, just fuck me. Please Paul, fuck me."
Looking at Lisa lying there on the bed, skirt up around her waist, I forgot all about what was happening to Jane down the hall. Lisa was very wet and I slid right in. Her legs came up and locked behind mine and she started moaning:
"Fuck me, oh Jesus please fuck me."
I was so charged up from what I'd seen happening and from the look of absolute lust on Lisa's face that I only lasted about three minutes which wasn't near enough for Lisa and she cried:
"No, please no, not yet, don't stop, not yet, don't stop."
A voice from behind me said, "I'm next!"
I turned and there were two guys standing there. I was just on the verge of telling them to piss off when Lisa moaned, "Please Paul, don't stop them. I need it, I need it bad" and I stepped out of the way. As the man mounted Lisa I turned to go back to the room where Jane was, but Lisa cried out:
"Don't leave me Paul, please don't leave me."
I stayed and watched Lisa while five guys took turns on her. When they rolled her over and got her on her hands and knees with one cock in her mouth and one fucking her from behind I left and went back down to the room where Jane was and when I got there what I saw blew me away. There was one man leaning against the headboard and he had his cock in Jane's mouth. She was on top of another man and he was pushing his dick up into her, but what really got me was the third man; he was slowly pushing his cock into Jane's ass and she wasn't screaming at him to stop.
I wandered back and forth between the two rooms watching and waiting for an opening and finally Jane was down to one man. He was lying on his back and she was sucking his cock and I moved in behind her and slid my cock into her cum filled asshole. She took her mouth off the man she was sucking long enough to say, "Oh yes, oh yes, that feels good" and then she went back to sucking cock. I never realized how erotic it would be to slide my cock into a cum filled hole. It took me ten minutes to get off and when I pulled away another guy immediately took my place.
I looked at my watch and was surprised to find that it was almost five-thirty. I had been there for almost three hours and in all that time Jane had never been without a cock in at least one of her holes and she was still going strong. I wandered down the hall to check on Lisa and found her busy with two guys. I pulled up a chair and sat down to watch and I thought about what was happening and what the future would bring. Would Jane ever be satisfied with just me from now on, or would she want to do this again and again. I knew I got off on watching her, but how would that play out in the future? Would she even want me to watch her if she did this again? What about my new relationship with Lisa? Would what happened on this night make things awkward between us?
The man fucking her finished and there was no one waiting so I took my fresh hard on over to her and mounted her. I looked down into her eyes as I slowly fucked her and asked:
"Are you okay?"
"God yes Paul. I don't know what came over me tonight, but I have never been so sexually fulfilled. I never knew I could be such a slut and love it." Her legs came up and wrapped around me and she moaned, "Fuck me Paul, fuck me like the slut that I am."
It was my third time of the evening and it seemed to take me forever to cum, but finally I did and when I pulled out there was no one to take my place. "I'm going on home" I told Lisa, "And when they are done with Jane you bring her home. I don't want her to know that I saw what happened here tonight. Work out whatever story you want, but tonight will never be mentioned unless she wants to bring it up, okay?" Lisa nodded a yes and I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up thinking I was having a wet dream, but when I opened my eyes I found a naked Lisa sucking my cock. I glanced at the bedside clock and saw it was almost two in the afternoon. Lisa had me hard so she swung over me and lowered herself down on my erection. She was so wet and sloppy that I didn't think I was touching the sides of her pussy.
"We just got home," she said, "And I put her to bed in the spare bedroom. They weren't even close to being done with us when you left. Jane and I are now known as The Slut Sisters and the guys want to know when we can do it again."
"What did you tell them?"
"She smiled and said, "I told them whenever they want. That's okay with you, isn't it? I mean, I wasn't imaging the way you got turned on watching, was I?"
"Just you, or you and Jane?" I asked.
"They want us both, but even though Jane said she loved it and she would like to do it again, she doesn't know if she can."
"Care to explain?" I asked.
Lisa said, "She isn't going to hide what happened from you. She is going to confess, beg forgiveness and then tell you that she loved doing it and wants to do it again."
I started to say something and Lisa put her hand over my mouth:
"Just shut up and fuck your slutty sister- in- law. We can talk later."
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She used the key I'd given her to let herself in. I wasn't expecting her so I was sitting on the couch reading James Lee Burke's latest, "The Glass Rainbow." I put the book down and gave her an appreciative look. She was drop dead gorgeous and the sexiest looking woman I had ever laid eyes on. She was the kind of woman that a star had on his arm at the Academy Awards or some MTV award show. She was the kind of woman you saw with super stars, famous athletes or some extremely rich bachelor. The kind of woman a guy like me normally couldn't even get close to.
I suffered under no illusions about myself. Thirty-five years old, early male pattern baldness and ten pounds overweight -- in decent shape -- but still overweight. But I wasn't a normal guy. I had something that she wanted -- something that she needed.
"Hi baby" she said, "Glad to see me?"
"Always glad to see you and you know it."
She walked toward me shedding her clothes as she came and I marveled at the luck that had put us together. Luck both good and bad. Good for now -- extremely good for now -- but the bad was coming. Hopefully a long way away, but that it was coming was never in doubt.
Her name was Holly Gail Catron and she was the kiss of death.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was eighteen when I Mary Ellen Shaver. It was the first day of class at Eastern Michigan University and I was sitting at a desk in the middle of the room when three girls and two guys came in together. They looked around trying to find five seats together and then their gaze came to rest on me. I had an empty seat on each side of me and there were two empty right in front of me.
One of the girls said something to the others and then she headed for me.
"Excuse me" she said, "But could I ask you for a big favor?"
"I suppose."
"My friends and I would like to sit together. Could you move to one of the seats off to the side?"
I took a close look at her and liked what I saw. It wouldn't hurt to have a good looking girl thinking well of me and so I said:
"Anything for a pretty lady" and I got up and moved. When class was over and we were leaving the room we hit the door at the same time and she smiled at me and said:
"Thank you for being so nice."
"Any time. Pretty ladies have but to ask and I rush to do their bidding."
She giggled and turned left in the hallway and I went right. That afternoon in room 106, Introduction to Poetry, it happened again. I was sitting in the middle of four vacant seats when she and her friends came in. I saw her scan the room for five seats together and her eyes fell on me. I knew what was coming so I waved her over and got up to move to an empty seat in the back.
"You are so sweet" she said as I walked by her.
The next day I hit the school cafeteria at ten to twelve and as I left the cashier I looked for a place to sit. The place was packed, but I saw a familiar face at a table with an empty seat. I walked over and said:
"Care to repay the favor?"
She and her two girlfriends looked up at me and she smiled and said:
"What do you think girls? Should we gamble that he isn't an axe wielding mass murderer?" One said, "He is kind of cute" and the other said, "Maybe not a murderer, but he could be some sort of pervert." The first one giggled and said, "Oh goody; a pervert. Perverts are good. Please join us."
The girls were Mary Ellen, Marsha and Gail and after introducing myself Mary Ellen asked:
"Where are you from Rob?"
"Right here."
"Right here?"
"Yep. Born and raised right here in Ypsilanti."
"Great. You can tell us where everything is. The places we can go to have fun."
"Can't help you much there. There isn't a whole lot to do here in Ypsiltucky. There are a couple of places down in Belleville or close to the airport down in Romulus, but most of the good places are over in Ann Arbor."
"But you can show us, right?"
"I'm only nineteen so I can't get you into any of the places I think you are wanting to go to. Besides, I have a part time job loading cargo planes out at Willow Run and I only get maybe one night a week off."
"And you want to spend that one night with your girlfriend, right?"
"Not hardly. She decided to go back east to go to college and I'm a realist. An eleven month high school romance isn't likely to survive an eleven hundred mile separation. I'm betting that I'll be replaced by Christmas break (I didn't miss it by much. I got the 'Dear John' the day after Thanksgiving) or by New Years."
"I'm in the same boat" Mary Ellen said. My boyfriend is going to UCLA and before he even left he told me that we should date others."
"You going to?"
"Probably."
"I'm not working this Friday. Can I be the first?"
"You sure are a fast worker."
"Got to try and get to you before someone else does."
Mary Ellen turned to her friends and said, "What do you think girls? Should I give him a try?"
The one named Marsha looked at Mary Ellen and then said, "If you don't I will."
Mary Ellen got a surprised look on her face. "Whoa! The Ice Queen sees something. I'd better grab you before you can get away."
She looked from Marsha to me and then back at Marsha and then said: "Unless you want first dibs."
"He asked you, not me."
"How about it Bobby; want to give Marsha first chance?"
"I prefer Rob."
"Maybe, but you look like a Bobby to me. I kind of like the sound of it -- Bobby. You can be Rob to everyone else, but you'll be Bobby to me."
It wasn't worth arguing about so I let it drop and I turned to Marsha and said:
"I don't know any of you, but I'd like to get to know all of you. Would you like to share your Friday night with me?"
"Yes; I believe I would."
I saw Mary Ellen and Gail share shocked expressions and I wondered what that was all about.
++++++++++++++++++
My Friday night date with Marsha went off well. I took her out for dinner and then we caught a movie after which I took her back to the apartment she shared with Mary Ellen and Gail. When I pulled up in the apartment parking lot and before I even had a chance to try for a kiss Marsha said:
"You caught that "Ice Queen" reference that other day didn't you?"
"I did, but I've not seen anything to make me believe it."
"That's because I'm not an ice queen. Gail and Mary Ellen call me that because as long as I've known them I've never dated a boy. You are the first and probably the last and what I am going to tell you is my deepest darkest secret and I'm trusting you to keep it. Not even Gail or Mary Ellen know, but I've never dated a boy because I'm into girls."
"I don't understand."
"Sure you do. I'm a lesbian. I'm gay. I'm only out with you tonight because I believe you are a hell of a nice guy and for some reason that I don't even understand I don't want to see you hurt."
"I'm confused."
"No more than I am at my even being here, but I wanted the chance to give you a warning. Stay away from Mary Ellen. She's my friend and I love her dearly, but because I have known her as long as I have I know what kind of person she is. She will hurt you Rob. Do yourself a favor and stay away from her."
She leaned toward me, kissed me on the cheek and was out of the car and heading up the walk before I could get out and get the door for her. I didn't even think of her warning as she walked away. My only thought was, "A lesbian? What a waste."
But Marsha's warning came back to haunt me later. Much later and much too late to do anything about it.
+++++++++++++++++++
Monday Mary Ellen's group was smaller when they came to class. One of the guys wasn't there and I found out later that his first day of college was also his last, but I never found out why. His absence left a vacant seat next to Mary Ellen and when she saw me looking her way she pointed to it. I got up and moved to sit with her. As I took the seat I saw Marsha give me a look that I took to mean:
"I warned you you poor twit."
We made small talk until Professor Irwin came into the room, called the roll and then gave me a ration of shit for screwing up his seating chart.
At lunch Mary Ellen was sitting alone and I joined her. She asked me how my date with Marsha had gone and I said that I had enjoyed it.
"Are you going to go out with her again?"
"That is up to you."
"Up to me? Why is it up to me?"
"Because you are the one I really want to date. Marsha is a nice girl, but she really doesn't grab me like you do."
"I don't know Rob. Marsha is my friend."
"Trust me; Marsha is not interested in me. There was no spark between us. It was a nice date, but we won't be repeating it."
"Let me think about it."
She thought about it and (probably after talking with Marsha) decided to go out with me. The first date led to a second and the second to a third. On the third we made out and again made out on the fourth and fifth. It was on the sixth date when Mary Ellen told me that she liked sex, but fully intended to go to her marriage bed a virgin.
"How can you say that you like sex and then say that you are going to stay a virgin? Don't you have to have sex to find out you like it?"
"There is sex sweetie and then there is sex."
"That doesn't make any sense."
"It does if you think about it. Aren't blow jobs sex? Isn't eating pussy sex?"
"Well yeah, I guess."
"So how's this sweetie; you can never fuck me, but if you will eat my pussy I will suck your cock."
To me, a stone assed virgin, the thought of putting my mouth on a woman's private parts was absolutely disgusting, but the thought of a blow job had my mind working overtime to try and come up with a way to get the one while not having to give the other. Mary Ellen was wise to the way of boys and she said:
"Oh no sweetie; I get mine first and then you get yours."
Nothing for it at that point but honesty. "I've never done it. I don't know how."
"It is easy sweetie; I can show you in minutes."
I wrestled with it. I just knew that as soon as I got close enough to it to get a good whiff I would barf and then I would not only not get a blow job, but Mary Ellen would be so disgusted with me that she would tell everybody and I'd end up a laughing stock. Still, it was a chance to get my first blow job so I took a deep breath and said:
"Promise me you won't laugh at me?"
"I promise."
Surprisingly it didn't bother me at all. In fact, Mary Ellen's moans and cries were kind of a turn on. Her fingers dug into my hair and she pulled me against her and then she screamed out:
"Oh shit! Oh fucking sweet Jesus!" and her body arched up at me and then went limp. I thought I'd hurt her and pulled back in alarm. She looked up at me with a question on her face:
"What?" she asked.
"Are you all right?"
"I'm more than all right sweetie. Are you sure that you have never done that before?"
Before I could answer that she grabbed a handful of my shirt and pulled me back down. She kissed me and her tongue tried to lick my belly button from the inside. She broke the kiss and said:
"Now it is your turn sweetie."
There is no adequate way to describe to describe your very first blow job. It was marvelous! It was stupendous! It was mind blowing! And when I came Mary Ellen did something that I never expected. She kept me in her mouth and swallowed what came out of my cock. When I was limp she let my cock fall from her mouth, looked up at me and smiled as she said:
"Now wasn't that worth what you did for me?"
I wanted to say "Again? Can we please do it again?" but Mary Ellen was already digging in her purse for her makeup. She saw my look and she knew what it meant and she smiled at me and said:
"There is always tomorrow sweetie."
And there was and many, many more tomorrows after that.
++++++++++++++++++++
Mary Ellen and I started dating and while I wasn't exclusive with her we did get together once or twice a week and our get-togethers always ended up with our mouths being busy on each other. Mary Ellen dated others and it sort of bent me out of shape and one night when I was in a 'pouty' mood Mary Ellen told me that I shouldn't be that way.
"I have to go out with other guys because I promised Mike (her California boyfriend) that I wouldn't take up steady with a guy and he promised me the same. Date others yes, but don't get involved in a serious relationship. I'm more serious with you that I should be, but I had to have somebody to give me what Mike got me used to. None of the others get what you get sweetie. We are exclusive in that way."
By then I'd gotten my 'Dear John' from Jenny and Mary Ellen knew it. When I told her she got a sad look on her face and said:
"I'm hoping that it won't happen, but I'm half expecting a 'Dear Jane' from Mike. I haven't heard from him in a month.
A Tuesday night at work ended my relationship with Mary Ellen. I was loading a DC-8 with Harvey Marks, a guy I'd gone to high school with and who was also an EMU student, and he said:
"I see you have been keeping steady company with Mary Ellen Shaver. Tell me, old buddy to old buddy; are her blow jobs really as great as I hear?"
I'd known Harv for years, but I had never been a 'kiss and tell' kind of guy so I just said, "No idea Harv" and my tone of voice pretty much told Harv to move on to another subject and Mary Ellen wasn't mentioned between us again.
Harv's question did prompt thoughts though and 'so much for my so called exclusivity' was chief among them. I liked -- make that loved -- my blow jobs, but I had never liked being lied to so I didn't show up for my date with Mary Ellen the next night. She called me and asked me where I'd been.
"Decided that I was tired of being one of many Mary Ellen."
There was a second or two of silence on the other end of the line and then I heard the click as she hung up the phone. I avoided her after that and she avoided me.
Christmas break was only two days away when Harv invited me to go to a party with him. He was a member of the Phi Delta fraternity and they were having a pre-Christmas party before going home for the holiday break.
There was a keg and I grabbed a beer and wandered around, socialized and explained for the hundredth time why I didn't join. I would have liked to, but between school and work I just didn't have the time. I'd been there maybe an hour when one of the guys said:
"You going to pay your old girlfriend a visit?"
"Old girlfriend?"
"Yeah. She's upstairs pulling a train."
Curious as to who this 'old girlfriend' was I walked up the stairs and then down the hall to the room where all the noise was coming from. I walked into the room and found five naked guys waiting for their turn with the girl on the bed. It was Mary Ellen and she had her legs up on a guy's shoulders and he was pounding into her. She looked over and saw me standing in the doorway. Something came over her face and her right hand came up and it looked like she was reaching for me. I turned and went back downstairs.
Harv came up to me with a concerned look on his face. "Did you know that your girl is upstairs being banged?"
"She hasn't been my girlfriend since you told me about her giving out blow jobs."
"I told you about her blow jobs?"
"The night we were loading the DC-8 for Kansas City."
"I was talking about you."
"What do you meant?"
I was dating her friend Gail and one night when she had a few to loosen her up I tried to get into her pants and she said no so I asked her for a blow job. She laughed and said that I need to get with Mary Ellen if I wanted blow jobs. Then she said, "Just ask your friend Rob about them" and so I did.
"So you don't know if she was giving them out to other guys?"
"I've no idea of what she does or did."
"No matter. She isn't upstairs trying to save her virginity now."
"What does that mean?"
"Nothing Harv. At least not any more."
++++++++++++++++++
Mary Ellen did not show up for classes the last two days and then school was out until after the holidays. When classes started again after New Years Mary Ellen didn't show up for class. Gail, Marsha and John (the other guy from the original group of five) were there, but no Mary Ellen. I got nasty looks from Gail and John and I couldn't understand why.
At lunch I was sitting alone when Gail and Marsha walked up and sat down. Gail looked at me and said:
"What the hell did you do to Mary Ellen?"
"Me? I didn't do anything to her."
"You must have. She was seeing you and she was happy and now all of a sudden she is a basket case and you aren't around. They have to be connected somehow."
"In a way they might be, but I haven't done anything to Mary Ellen except stop dating her."
"What do you mean by "in a way they might be" and why did you stop dating her?"
You get the credit for that Gail."
"Me? How do I get into it?"
I told her about what Harv told me. "The way he understood it was that you were telling him that Mary Ellen was giving out blow jobs to her dates. When he told me that I stopped dating her. That is all there is from my standpoint."
"How could you do that to her. She liked you. She was happy with you."
"Maybe so, but she did date other guys and if she was giving all of them blow jobs I didn't want to spend anymore time with her. It was one thing if I was the exclusive recipient of her oral favors, but the keyword there is 'exclusive.' Vaginal sex isn't the only way you can spread venereal disease. Once I found out that I wasn't exclusive Mary Ellen and I were done."
"But you were exclusive."
"Then you should have made that clear to Harv."
"Well now you know. Call her."
"Too late for that now."
"Why for Christ's sake? The poor girl is hurting."
"Not my problem."
"How can you be so cold about this? I thought you liked her."
"I did."
"You did? You don't now?"
"I might still like her, but we are still over."
"But why?"
I thought about it for a few seconds and then figured that they were her friends and if she was a basket case like Gail said she was going to need them, but to help her they would have to know as much as possible. I told them about the frat house party and what I'd seen and how it had disgusted me.
"Oh my God" Marsha said, "You don't know?"
"Know what?"
"Mary Ellen was given a date rape drug and was taken advantage of."
"That's her story?"
"It's true. When they finally left her alone she called the police. They took her to the hospital and did blood work and found the drug in her system. They arrested every guy in the house and Mary Ellen identified nine of them as guys who had used her. One of them worked out a plea deal and ratted out all the others and six more besides. The school is trying to keep a lid on it and Mary Ellen is going along with it."
"Why would she do that?"
"She is here on scholarships and there have been some behind the doors conversations that she may be able to get a full ride for the rest of the time she is here is she doesn't make a big stink. You need to call her Rob."
I thought about it for a day or two and then I picked up the phone and called. We met in a back booth at a restaurant and we talked. I found out that the night we had talked and I had told her that I was tired of being one of many she had just finished reading a letter from Mike telling her that he was sorry, but he had met some one else. My dumping her an hour later had crushed her.
She spent a couple of days feeling sorry for herself and then she decided that she needed to get out and try to get over her funk. She let some guys she knew talk her into going to the frat party and she ended up being raped.
"There was a bright side to it. I was so out of it that I never felt the pain of losing my cherry. How about you Rob? What have you been up to?"
She delivered that line in such a 'chipper' tone of voice that I was stunned. She saw the look on my face and said:



"I'm a big girl Rob and I'm old enough to know that what is done is done. Crying isn't going to change any of it and the way I've chosen to deal with it is accept that it happened through no fault of my own and move on. So tell me Rob, why did you shit on me?"
I told her about Harv and Gail and how I'd taken it."
"You couldn't have talked about it with me first?"
"Why would I? We weren't anything permanent. I was just a guy who was willing to do what your missing boyfriend used to do for you. You made it clear that he was your main man. That's why you were dating others, right? You promised him not to get into a steady relationship? With that situation why would I doubt it when Harv led me to believe that I was not the only one getting your oral favors? You weren't my steady girl. Not that I didn't want you to be, but you were this guy Mike's and not mine."
"You wanted me to be your steady girl?"
"Of course I did."
"Well Rob, Mike is now history."
And that is how Mary Ellen became my steady then my fiancée and then eventually my wife.
When we left the restaurant Mary Ellen asked, "Can you afford a motel Rob?"
"Why?"
"I can't give you my virginity Rob, but I don't want our first time to be on a back seat."
My parents were home so my room was out. I had just gotten paid, but the check was mostly earmarked for my car payment. I'd just have to tighten my belt and watch my pennies until my next paycheck.
"I can afford a room" I said and Mary Ellen slipped her arm through mine and we headed on out Michigan Avenue to find a motel. It was a most memorable night. Mary Ellen and I made love four times before checkout the next day and after that first night it was sex four and five times a week. Mostly on the back seat of my car or on a blanket at some out of the way picnic ground.
My parents did like to spend weekends at the lake and whenever they did Mary Ellen and I made the house ours for the weekend. Once I made my last car payment we were able to make use of motels more often, but one way or another we managed.
++++++++++++++++++++++
During our last year of school Mary Ellen got a part time job as a file clerk at a law firm and it cut into our lovemaking time, but the fewer opportunities for us to be together seemed to make Mary Ellen more insatiable when we were. There were a couple of times she had to work late most weeks, but she made up for things on the weekend by trying to fuck me blind.
Six months before graduation I took a knee in front of Mary Ellen and asked her to be my wife. I received an enthusiastic "yes" and a night of sex that almost crippled me. We set the date of the wedding for six months after graduation.
Graduation came and Mary Ellen, who had majored in Computer Science, went to work full time at the law firm. I took my Business Management degree and went to work for the XYZ Corporation. Mary Ellen and I moved into an apartment together and started saving money for a down payment on a home.
Things were going great and the only fly in the ointment, at least from my perspective, was that the law firm had Mary Ellen traveling to conferences, symposiums, meetings and training sessions and on most of them she got almost no notice. I'd come home and find her packing and be told that she was leaving in the morning and would be gone X number of days.
It was hard to bitch given what they were paying her, but being gone three or four days a week one or two weeks out of the month wasn't setting too well with me and we got into a bit of a tiff when she told me six days before our wedding that she would be gone for the next four days. I told her to tell them that she couldn't go and why and she refused. It was her job to go and there wasn't anything that she needed to do wedding wise.
"Be reasonable Rob. I'll be home sometime late Thursday and the wedding isn't until Saturday."
"That's not the point Mary Ellen. The point is that I want you here at this particular point in time. I have no idea if there are going to be any last minute glitches and if there are I want you here. We are talking about one of the most important events of our lives. You need to be here."
"I'm sorry Rob, but I have to go. I need to be there when the new system goes on line."
I almost said, "You need to make a choice; that fucking job or me" but at the last second I held my tongue. Things were a little on the cool side between us before she left on her trip. I avoided her even though she tried to not be avoided and on Monday morning she left on her trip.
I was pissed so I didn't bother to answer her phone calls on Monday night and Tuesday night and I let the calls go to the answering machine. Wednesday the call was short and to the point.
"I'll call back in one hour Rob and if you don't answer there will be no wedding this Saturday. One hour Rob."
I looked at the recorder for maybe a full minute and then I grabbed my car keys and headed for the door. I got in my car and pointed it toward my favorite watering hole. I wasn't anywhere close to being real smart when it came to women, but even I knew an ultimatum when I heard it and there wasn't any way I was going to start out on a lifetime commitment being given ultimatums. That was the same thinking that stopped me from saying "your job or me" but now I wondered if I wouldn't have been better off saying it.
I drank beer and shot pool until midnight and when I got home I ignored the flashing red light on the answering machine and went to bed. Thursday after work I hit the Olive Garden for dinner and then drove over to Murphy's Tavern and drank beer and shot pool until eleven and then headed on home.
Mary Ellen's plane was due in at three that afternoon and she wasn't home and that pretty much told me all I needed to know. When I got up the next day I called into work and took a vacation day and then caught a flight to Vegas. I caught a few shows, broke even at the tables and flew home Sunday.
I entered the apartment and Mary Ellen wasn't there. She had been though; the place was a fucking wreck. She had done a damned good job of trashing the place. There wasn't an unbroken dish or glass in the kitchen and anything else in the place that could be broken was.
The desktop computer was smashed, but I had my laptop in the car and I went out and got it. I logged on and brought up my banking accounts and saw that our joint account where we had been stashing the money for our house down payment hadn't been touched. I transferred all of the money into my personal account and then closed the housing account. Then, rather than clean up the mess in the bedroom I went to a motel for the night.
+++++++++++++++++++
There were a ton of messages waiting for me when I got to work on Monday morning. Most wanting to know why I hadn't been at the church on Saturday. I'd called my family from the airport before boarding my flight for Vegas so they knew not to bother being there, but I hadn't contacted anyone else. It was at times like that I was glad I didn't have a cell phone. I'm probably the only person I know who doesn't have one. I value my time too much to have it at everyone's beck and call just because they can reach in their pocket, pull out a phone and reach out and touch me just because they feel the need.
I called a locksmith and arranged for him to meet me when I got home from work. When he was done and gone I got to work cleaning up the apartment and making a list of what had to be replaced. The light on the answering machine kept flashing and the little orange light that meant that the machine was full was lit which meant that I had at least two hundred messages. I got tired of looking at it so I unplugged it. The answering machine was digital which meant that it did not have a tape. The only way to clear the machine was start each message and then hit the delete button and I did not feel like doing that two hundred times so I tossed the machine in the waste basket and put down getting a new one on my list.
Tuesday after work I stopped at Wal-Mart and got some of the things on my list. I went next door to Best Buy and bought a new desktop computer and then stopped at Kohls to get sheets, pillow cases and the like. When I got home I set up the new answering machine and plugged the phone back in. Bad mistake. The phone rang almost instantly. It was Mary Ellen.
"Hello?"
"Why is all the money gone from the house account Rob?"
"I'm fine Mary Ellen; how are you?"
"Answer the question Rob."
"I moved it until I can sit down and go through the deposits and calculate what we each put in. When I get that done I'll deduct from your share what I had to spend to repair the damage you did and replace what you destroyed. Once that is done I'll send you what's left. Drop me a note saying where you will be so I'll know where to send it."
I don't know if she was going to say anything else because I hung up on her. She called back almost immediately and I let the answering machine take the call.
"Pick up Rob. We need to talk. This is getting way out of hand. We really need to talk Rob."
Maybe you do I thought, but I don't.
For the next two days I shopped for what I had to and in several cases I upgraded what I replaced. It wasn't my money. The desktop she destroyed got upgraded -- a bunch -- and I bought a new coffee table to replace one that only had a few light scratches on it.
Mary Ellen's share of the house down payment money was $12,612.12 and the replacement costs came to $$4018.62. Being an asshole about it I added another $1000 to cover the cost of labor and the cost of gas from running back and forth to the stores and then got ready to write Mary Ellen a check for $7593.50 and then had a thought. I checked my receipts and found that I'd spent $1181.50 on various items for the wedding and I subtracted that. In the end I wrote her a check for $6412.00. I unplugged the phone and -- not for the first time -- congratulated myself for never getting a cell phone.
++++++++++++++++++
When I got to work the next morning the receptionist gave me a stack of message slips along with a look that said, "Please get me out of the middle of this."
There were nine slips and seven of them were from Mary Ellen. I looked at Linda and told her that I would try and take care of it.
"She might ignore what I tell her, but I will try."
At nine I picked up the phone and called Mary Ellen at work. After her "Hello" I said:
"Stop calling me at work Mary Ellen. Stop calling me at home. We have nothing to talk about. You chose your job over your wedding and that told me what our marriage was going to be like. Then you issued me an ultimatum and that also told me what I could look forward to in a marriage with you and I decided that those were things I could live without. I hope you have a good life Mary Ellen; it just isn't going to be with me. Goodbye."
I hung up on her and then brought up my computer and started going through my email. One caught my eye and I printed it out. I kept going back and reading it and at the end of the day I called my bosses secretary and asked her if I could get in to see him. She told me she would check and get back to me.
At five I was in Barry's office. I asked him if I could be considered for the position that had been opened in the Denver office. He stared at me for several seconds and then asked:
"How soon can you leave?"
It turned out that I only needed a week to break in my replacement and then I was in a U-Haul heading for Colorado. The truck and the car on the trailer I was towing were packed solid with everything that I owned. I'd left nothing behind in Michigan except Mary Ellen and I was missing her terribly before I even crossed the Michigan/Ohio state line. I loved her and I would be a long time getting over her, but I was a realist. What I'd told Mary Ellen on the phone was one hundred percent true. Given the way things were we didn't stand a chance.
++++++++++++++++++++
I spent four years in Denver and they were good years. I met a lot of fine ladies and bedded several, but I never found one that I wanted to settle down with. The major problem and I knew it was that I compared them to Mary Ellen and they kept coming up short.
I received a couple of letters from Mary Ellen that had been forwarded from my old address, but I tossed them away unread. Since she didn't hear from me she might have thought that I didn't get them so she sent one registered with a return receipt requested. I signed for the letter and then tossed it unread into the trash.
I was doing fine career wise and had received two promotions. I knew that I had been doing a good job, but I had no idea that the company thought as highly of me as they apparently did. I got a call from my old boss and he asked me if I was ready to leave Denver. When I asked why he told me that he had been kicked upstairs and he wanted to know if I wanted his job. In three days I was on my way back to Ypsilanti.
I found an apartment in the same complex I'd lived in before I moved to Colorado, but I did slightly better for myself and got a second floor apartment overlooking the pool. It was summertime so the view was awesome if you liked girls in bikinis.
I settled into the new job, looked up some old friends and had dinner with my parents once or twice a week. I did not ask about Mary Ellen and no one mentioned her to me, but I still found myself looking for her when I frequented places where we used to go.
I spent a good part of my weekends lying around the apartment pool and I made the acquaintance of a few of the bikini clad ladies. I dated a couple of them and ended up in a friends with benefits relationship with one. Chelsea made it clear up front that she did not want a serious relationship.
"I've had enough of those and they don't turn out well for me."
"Why not? You seem to be the complete package; good looking, charming, intelligent and all around good company."
"And I attract guys like honey attracts flies and every man I've ever been in a serious relationship with starts feeling insecure and tries to be overly possessive. I just don't need any more of that. I do have urges and if you are willing to take care of them without starting to think of me as your property we can have lots of fun together."
"You sound like exactly what I need in my life right now."
Chelsea did indeed have urges and at times they came pretty close to crippling me. Chelsea and I got along great together. We were pretty damn near to being a perfect fit for each other and after about six months I decided that I was going to have to convince her that I wasn't like the other guys she'd had serious relationships with, but before I could do it though something happened.
I'd been back almost a year and one day I was having lunch and screening the financial pages of the newspaper when someone sat down opposite me at the table. I looked up from the paper and saw Mary Ellen sitting there looking at me.
"I didn't ask if I could join you because I was afraid you would say no. How are you Rob?"
"I'm fine Mary Ellen and you?"
"Older and wiser Rob; older and much wiser. How long have you been back?"
"About a year now."
"And you never tried to get in touch? I'm crushed."
"What would be the point Mary Ellen?"
"You just might have found out that I'm a changed person and nowhere near the woman you left standing at the alter."
"Left standing at the alter?"
"Yes Rob; I was there."
"You said you wouldn't be there and I took you at your word."
"Why would you do that?"
"Because you were supposed to be home Thursday and you never came home. You still weren't there by the time I left for Vegas the next day. You said there would be no wedding, you never came home and in my book one plus one always equals two."
"We got hung up and couldn't get done on Thursday and the only flight we could get on Friday was a late afternoon flight."
"And that is exactly why I told you I didn't want you to go; why you needed to be there. You say that you were there Saturday, but what if you hadn't been able to get that Friday flight. What then? I would have been at the church, but you wouldn't have been there. Again, that's just one of the things that could have happened that wouldn't have happened if you had stayed home."
"All right Rob; I was wrong, but you were supposed to have loved me. You could have cut me some slack. I was trying to make a name for myself at the firm. I was trying to balance work and you. You could have..."
"Forget it Mary Ellen, it is water over the damn."
She looked at me for several seconds and then said, "I've never forgotten you Rob."
I noticed the rings on her left hand and said, "But I see that you have managed to get over me."
She saw where my gaze was and she raised her hand and looked at it. "A mistake Rob; a very big and bad mistake that I'm in the process of correcting."
"And that means?"
"We are going through a divorce, but I won't take off the rings until it is final. When it is may I call you?"
"Why would you want to do that?"
"I can't get you out of my mind Rob. I think that it means that we were meant to be. I'd like to find out if that is true."
I'd never been able to get her out of my mind either so I got stupid and said:
"When it is final call me."
She took a pad and pen out of her purse and handed them to me and I wrote down my home and office numbers and gave her back the pad. She took it, dropped it in her purse, stood up and then leaned over the table and kissed me. She said she would be in touch. As I watched her walk away I wondered if I had done the right thing. I didn't linger on it. For all I knew the part about the divorce could have been bullshit, but even if it were true I wouldn't be having any part of Mary Ellen unless I was one hundred percent sure that her marriage was ended.
When I was making love to Chelsea that evening it was Mary Ellen that I was thinking of and it was pretty much the same every time we made love for the next several days, but eventually the thoughts of Mary Ellen slowly faded. I heard nothing from Mary Ellen and I was back to where I was thinking of trying to talk Chelsea into giving the two of us a go. She was the only woman who had me thinking that way since Mary Ellen and while I knew that thoughts of Mary Ellen were likely to remain with me I also knew that it was time for me to settle down. It wouldn't be the first time that some one had settled for second best and made a go of it.
+++++++++++++++
I decided that the way to approach Chelsea would be with an engagement ring in my hand and I was actually looking in the Yellow Pages for a jeweler close to the office when the phone call came. It was seven months from my meeting with Mary Ellen at the restaurant.
"Hi Rob."
"Hello Mary Ellen."
"My divorce was final at midnight last night. I'm having a "Mary Ellen set free party" and I would like it if you could be there."
"When and where?"
"My place tonight at seven. Can you make it?"
"Yeah; I can be there."
She gave me directions and told me that she was glad that I could make it. The address was a house on Campbell Street and I knew the neighborhood. I arrived at ten after seven and was a little surprised at the lack of vehicles parked in the drive and on the street in front of the house. I was pretty sure that Mary Ellen had said seven. I rang the bell and Mary Ellen opened the door in a bathrobe. I was confused and said:
"Did I get it wrong? It was tonight at seven right?"
"No baby, you got it right. Come on in."
She closed the door behind me and said "Rob" in a husky voice. I turned to face her and she let the robe slip off her shoulders and fall to the floor. She stood there in thigh highs and heels and nothing else.



"Welcome to my party Rob."
She turned and walked into the living room and I followed along behind her. She walked to a coffee table, picked up something from it and handed it to me.
"Here it is. You can't say that I don't know my man. I knew you would want this."
I looked at it and saw that it was her divorce decree. I handed it back to her and said:
"Your man?"
"You were once and if I can make it happen again I will."
"Hadn't you better get ready for your other guests?"
"I only invited one guest and he's here and as you can see" she said as she spun around in front of me, "I am ready for him."
There was a faint little voice in the back of my mind saying, "Are you sure that you really want to do this" but a much louder one up front was saying, "Oh God, but have I ever missed this." She read the look on my face, smiled and held out her hand and I took it and she led me to her bedroom.
We had been apart for almost six years, but it was like it was only yesterday that we last made love. I knew the places to touch, how hard to stroke here, how soft to rub there and she knew all of my buttons and I fell asleep on the bed next to her totally exhausted.
When I awoke in the morning Mary Ellen was lying on her side looking at me. When she saw I was awake she said:
"I've never forgotten what it is like waking up next to you in the morning. Any chance I can make it a habit again?"
"I don't know Mary Ellen. There has been a lot of water flow under the bridge since then and we are not the same people we were six years ago."
"I know baby, but I am a lot smarter now than I was then. I'm older and wiser now Rob. I want to give us another shot."
"I don't know Mary Ellen. Like I said, we are not the same people anymore. I don't know anything at all about the person you are now. For example; you have been married and divorced. Any kids? Was it an amicable divorce or a bitter one? You still working the same job? There is just so much I don't know about you. Or you me for that matter."
"Where do you want me to start?"
"Married and then divorced in less than five years? That might be a place to start."
"Actually it was married and divorced in three years."
"That quick?"
"You were smarter than you knew Rob. It was my job. As with any law firm it is billable hours. Granted I wasn't a lawyer and it wasn't upon me to get them, but the lawyers that put in the hours needed support staff so I put in long hours also. We were constantly upgrading the computer system and adding new programs and the only time we could take the system down to do the work was in the evenings after the attorneys went home. Also I'd average two trips out of town a month to upgrade the systems in our other offices. Ralph, my husband, never bitched because he liked the size of my paychecks, but what I didn't know was that Ralph used my trips and some of the money from the big checks I brought home to go out and party with one of his old girlfriends. When I caught him I'm not sure what pissed me off the most; his cheating on me or his using my money to finance it."
"That doesn't sound promising Mary Ellen. As I recall it was you putting your job ahead of us that ended us."
"That was then Rob. After what I went through with Ralph it occurred to me that I was busting my ass for nothing more than a paycheck. I'm not going to advance any farther. I'm already the Director of IT Services and that is as high as I'll ever go. I'd need to be an attorney to make partner and that's the only step higher than I am now. I've been given plenty hours to work because I was willing to work them. There are nights I will have to work and there are occasional trips that I will have to take, but the job doesn't come first any more."
While she had been talking her hand had been fondling my cock with predictable results. She moved over me and lowered herself down on me cowgirl style and began to gently ride me. "I want to get used to this again baby. Please give me a chance."
I did.
We dated for a little over seven months and I ended up proposing to her for the second time. Three months later we were married.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next six years flew by and life was good. We bought a small house - having decided that neither of us would make a good parent -- made friends with the neighbors and got involved in the neighborhood barbecue and party scene. We were the perfect suburban couple although I suspect that we were not the norm. I got that impression from overhearing conversations that the norm was sex twice a week, but after six years of marriage Mary Ellen and I were still getting it on four or five times a week.
Mary Ellen still did work late about twice a week and she did average an out of town trip a month, but she never let the job interfere with our home life. One time one of her trips was scheduled perilously close to something that I had scheduled for us and I mentioned my concern. She immediately got someone else to take the trip for her.
Yes indeed I had every reason to be happy with my life.
Right up until my trip to Chicago.
Mary Ellen was on a three day trip to Chicago to oversee the setup of a new office her firm had opened in Chicago. I got a call from one of our best customers and he had a problem. He was in Chicago and since Mary Ellen was there I decided to handle the problem in person and surprise Mary Ellen. I met with Mike, discussed his problem and recommended several possible solutions one of which he picked. Our meeting ended late so I decided to hurry back to the Marriott where Mary Ellen was staying, surprise Mary Ellen and take her to dinner. The surprise was total, but it wasn't Mary Ellen who was surprised.
When I walked into the hotel I saw Mary Ellen and five guys walk from the hotel restaurant into the hotel lounge. Nothing strange in that since all the attorneys she worked with were male, but what was strange -- at least to me -- was that one of them had his hand on her ass and she was looking up at him and smiling. My instant feeling was outrage that another man was pawing my wife and I had actually taken the first three steps that would have taken me to them so I could kick the shit out of the asshole when a voice in my head shouted:
"Don't! She isn't fighting him off. She is smiling at him."
I stopped where I was and watched them disappear into the lounge. I decided that I needed to get a better look at things. I hit the hotel gift shop and bought a Cubs baseball cap and a pair of horn rimmed sunglasses. I popped the lens out of the sunglasses, took off my suit coat and tie and put on the cap and glasses and then walked over to the front desk and told them I would be checking in after a couple of drinks in the lounge and asked them to keep my coat and tie behind the counter for me.
I pulled the bill of the cap down and walked into the lounge. Mary Ellen and her five escorts were sitting in a large booth and I looked around and saw a seat at the bar that would let me watch the booth. I watched for almost an hour as the five men kissed my wife, danced with her and felt her up. I saw two of the men put their hands on her tits and play with them while Mary Ellen laughed. Once when one man got out of the booth to go to the restroom I got a quick glimpse of Mary Ellen's hand in the lap of the man sitting next to her and although it was too quick to tell for sure I though I saw a cock sticking up out of her hand.
It took all of my willpower to keep from storming over to the table, kicking some ass and telling Mary Ellen not to bother coming home. Willpower and the fact that all five men were attorneys. I could just image all the lawsuits and the five of them working on Mary Ellen's behalf in the divorce. No. I had to cool it.
Finally the six got up and headed for the elevators and got on. Since they were the only ones in the car when it stopped at the fifth floor I figured that they had taken the party to Mary Ellen's room. I knew she was on the fifth floor because when she had gotten to Chicago the day before she had called me and let me know she was in room 512. I figured that they would use her room so she could be there in case I called.
I got my coat and tie from the front desk and went up to the fifth floor. I located 512 and saw that 511 and 513 were situated nicely for what I wanted. I went back to the front desk and checked in. I asked for 511 or 513 if they were available. I was in luck and 513 was empty. I took the room and then I went down the street to where there was a Best Buy and I bought a video camera, a tripod and a digital camera.
Back at the hotel and in my room I set the video camera on the tripod, opened my door just a crack and focused the camera on the door to room 512. Then I picked up the room phone and called room 512. It rang several times and just about the time I thought I'd guessed wrong and they had gone to another room a breathless Mary Ellen answered the phone.
"Hello?"
"What's wrong? You sound like you're fighting for breath."
"I was in the shower when the phone rang. I had to run to get it before it stopped ringing."
"Just ran from the tub? Does that mean you are naked?"
"Yeah baby, it does."
"Good. That will save me some time."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I won't have to waste time undressing you. I'm in the lobby. I'll be right up."
The video camera was cranking away and I had the digital camera focused on the door to room 512. I figured the hallway lighting was good enough so I had turned off the flash on the digital and I was ready when the door to room 512 opened and five men, three of them still naked, came boiling out of Mary Ellen's room. Behind them a naked Mary Ellen was yelling:
"Hurry, hurry."
Three of them hit the exit onto the stairwell and the other two entered rooms close to 512. I waited until all the doors were closed and turned off the video camera. I reviewed the pictures on the digital camera and was pleased to see that I had gotten some very good ones. The best ones had a naked Mary Ellen in the background with a naked man and a man in boxers in the foreground. It looked exactly like what it was; two men running out of a naked woman's room.
Decision time. Did I call Mary Ellen and tell her it was a joke and then go home and gather more information or did I go across the hall, show Mary Ellen the photos and tell her not to bother coming home. I thought about it for a bit and decided on a third course of action. I needed time to do what I needed to protect myself in the divorce that was going to come. I left the cameras in my room and crossed the hall to room 512 and knocked on the door.
Mary Ellen answered the knock. She had on a nightgown and had fresh makeup on. She took me in her arms and kissed me and then I said:
"Did I give you enough time to get your lover out of here?"
"Just barely and was he ever pissed. He'd just gotten my clothes off when you called." She let the nightgown slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor. "This is how he had me when he had to run. I know what seeing me like this does to you so you can just imagine the state he was in when he had to run for the door."
"Well, you still have tomorrow night and I'll be gone in the morning."
"Why are you here?"
I told her about the client problem and how I'd decided to surprise her as long as I was in town.
"You certainly did surprise me baby, but it is a pleasant surprise. I'm so horny I could scream and knowing it would be two more days until I got back to you was killing me. In fact I was so horny I was using the handle of my hairbrush when you called. Here baby, meet my lover."
She took me by the hand and led me over to the bed and picked up a hairbrush from the bedside stand. It had been sitting there next to an open bottle of KY lotion. She handed me the hairbrush and said:
"Rob, meet Rob junior. Hope you don't mind sloppy seconds because junior has already been in there."
She was good; I'd have to give her that. She would have done real well if she had gone to Hollywood and become an actress. The hairbrush and the KY were quick thinking on her part. If I noticed how loose and wet she probably was the brush and the KY would get the blame.
She started undressing me and when I was naked she pulled the covers down on the bed and got on it. I wondered if I suddenly went over to the second bed and pulled the covers on it down I would find a wet spot on the sheet.
Our usual way was for Mary Ellen to suck my cock and then for me to eat her pussy and then we would move into a sixty-nine and from there into whatever position we felt like. This time Mary Ellen said:
"No foreplay Rob; I'm just too horny. Get right on and ride baby" and she spread her legs.
As I moved between them I wondered if she didn't want me eating her because she was afraid I'd taste the leavings of her lovers and know what she'd been up to or if she cared for me enough that she wouldn't disrespect me in that way. I doubted that I'd ever know the answer to that one.
Mary Ellen was a little loose and had I not already known the truth I very well may have bought the "hairbrush" story. As if to demonstrate that she was indeed extremely horny Mary Ellen made love to me three times before letting me fall asleep.
In the morning we went down to the hotel restaurant for breakfast. Her five playmates were already there and while we didn't join them Mary Ellen did introduce me. Three of them I already knew from office Christmas parties and company picnics and I made sure to remember all their names. After breakfast Mary Ellen and the five went off to do whatever it was that they did on these trips (besides having orgies) and I went up to my room, collected my things and then checked out.
I used the in-flight phone to call and make some appointments and when the flight landed I went to the first one. I told the man at Addison Investigative Services what I wanted and he told me that he could do it, but that it would be expensive and the results would not be admissible in court because they would have been illegally obtained. I told him it wasn't for the courts; it was going to be leverage to make sure that the coming divorce was a lot less painful to me.
One hour later I was in the office of Jay Lawton, Esquire talking divorce. I was lucky that we didn't live in a no-fault state and that adultery was an accepted reason for a divorce. I showed him the images that I had captured with the digital camera and he watched the video I'd gotten through the video camera viewer.
"You appear to have a slam dunk here."
"Just one thing that might be a problem."
"What would that be?"
"All five men she was with are attorneys with the law firm where she works. I expect that all five will rally to her defense in a divorce. And given that she has worked there for over thirteen years the five I caught her with might only be the tip of the iceberg. I have no idea how an entire law firm will react when I sue for divorce on adultery and name five of the firm's attorneys as correspondents."
"Their response will be similar to what happens when you knock a beehive out of a tree with a stick. Have you considered filing suit against the firm for not enforcing the morals clause in their policy and procedures manual?"
"Morals clause?"
"All firms have them, at least all law firms do or have started doing after seeing and handling all of the sexual harassment cases that come up. It would greatly benefit you if one of the attorneys she has had sex with is in a supervisory position over her. And then there are alienation of affection suits that could be pursued against the five men you have visual proof on and any others we might find out about."
"I'll leave all that in your hands. You get a percentage of the settlements so go for whatever you think we can get."
Then I told him that I had a few things to look into and to hold off serving the papers until I gave him the go ahead.
"It maybe a couple of weeks, but if things go right for me it will make things much, much easier.
++++++++++++++++++
Mary Ellen came home the next day and I gave the performance of a lifetime as a loving husband besotted with his sexy wife. The day I was waiting for came a week after Mary Ellen's return from Chicago. She called me at work and let me know that she was going to be working late that night. I told her that I'd had a rough day and that I would probably be in bed sleeping when she got home. She made no comment on that since we had never made love on the nights she worked late. She always said that she was so beat after such a long day that she just didn't feel like it, but I now knew that it was because she was afraid that I'd feel what she had been up to. I called Mike at Addison and told him that Mary Ellen would be working late that night.
At two the next afternoon I got a call from Mike and he told me that he had what I wanted. At five I met him in his office and he gave me the information that he had gathered on Mary Ellen's Chicago Gang of Five.
"There were four there last night who were not part of the Chicago bunch. Would you like the information on them also?
"Can you get if for me by next week?"
"I can have it for you by this time tomorrow."
"Do it."
I took the files and the DVD he gave me and called Mary Ellen and told her that I would be late and not to hold dinner for me. I went back to my office and read the information in the files that Mike had given me. Four of the five were married and the fifth was engaged to be married and the wedding was to take place in six weeks.
Clawson, Billings, Bently and Taylor occupied the fifth floor of the Marcus Building and a few well placed bribes had gotten an Addison operative into the building as part of the night janitorial crew and he had placed wireless spy cams anywhere that a sexual liaison could be held on the fifth floor. After weeding out all the footage that didn't pertain to Mary Ellen the product of those cameras had been put on the DVD that Mike had given me.
I plugged the DVD into the set-up we had in our conference room and settled back to watch my personal porn video. It started with two guys walking into a conference room and walking over to a couch. It turned out that the couch was a sofa-bed and they pulled it out. Then one of the guys went to a closet and got out a rubber sheet and a cotton sheet and the two men made the bed. Other men came into the room until there were seven men. Four of them were part of Mary Ellen's Chicago group and I knew the other three from various firm functions that Mary Ellen had drug me to. One of the seven was going to make Jay Lawton Esquire wet his pants with joy. That one man was Jason Bently, the managing partner of Clawson, Billings, Bently and Taylor and the man who could be considered to be Mary Ellen's boss.
On the screen I saw an eighth man enter the room carrying a boom box. He set it on the table and looked at Bently. Bently nodded and the eighth man pushed a button on the boom box and what I can only call 'bump and grind' music started playing. The door opened and Mary Ellen made an entrance similar to what a stripper would make at an adult club. Actually, it was exactly how a stripper would have done it and Mary Ellen proceeded to do a strip number that would have had them stamping their feet, clapping their hands and hollering and whistling at one of those clubs. When she was down to thigh highs and heels she danced over and sat down on the edge of the sofa-bed.
One of the men brought out a deck of cards, shuffled them and then spread them out in a fan on the conference room table. While he was doing that the others stripped down. Each man drew a card and then they compared them. The man who drew the highest card walked over to Mary Ellen and she took his cock in her mouth and worked on it for a minute or so and then she laid back on the sofa bed and the man mounted her. After that it was just changing bodies and repetitive sex. One fucked her while she sucked another. The part that I liked best was when Bently fucked Mary Ellen in her ass and the reason that I liked it was that sodomy was still on the books as a crime in our state. Several of the others had her ass also and a couple of times she had a man in her mouth, a man in her cunt and a man in her ass at the same time.



++++++++++++++++
The next morning I made an appointment to see my attorney, gave him the files and the DVD and pointed out Bently and told my attorney who he was and pointed out that Bently committed sodomy on Mary Ellen. Jay was practically rubbing his hands in glee. I found out later that Bently had stuck it to him in a court case. I can just imagine how he felt at getting a chance for some payback. We set it up to have the papers served at the offices of CBB and T at ten in the morning on Friday. That would give me time to set up a locksmith to be at the house half an hour after Mary Ellen left for work.
On Friday Mary Ellen was served with divorce papers claiming adultery with multiple partners and a restraining order keeping her from coming any closer to me or the house than five hundred feet. Eleven attorneys, including Bently, were served with alienation of affection suits and Bently, as managing partner of CBB and T, was served with paperwork charging failure to enforce the morals clause in the firm's policy and procedures manual. In addition Bently was served with papers charging him with having using his position as managing partner to have sex with an employee. In the envelope with Bently's paperwork was a photo -- a video capture of him buried in Mary Ellen's ass and a note reminding him that sodomy was still a crime in our state and that also said:
"Maybe we should talk before my client exercises what he calls his 'nuclear' option. He told me that he is planning on going for his revenge tomorrow."
I had expected the phone to start ringing minutes after Mary Ellen was served, but she never called. I did get a call from Jay at three that afternoon telling me that Mary Ellen had contacted him about getting into the house to get her things. I told him to set it up, but to make sure that there was someone from the court there as a neutral witness. He also told me the Bently had called him and that they would be meeting at five.
"You still want me to play hardball, right?"
"Absolutely. You have an enforceable agreement before he leaves the meeting or all the wives will receive a package. The bar association will receive a package and I'll leak it to the papers. I already have a web site set up and it will only take a dozen keystrokes to have it up and running. I'm not giving him any time to pull any legal maneuvers. If he gives you any bullshit about not being able to speak for the others tell him he'd better get on the phone and get it done. Full agreement by the end of your meeting or I go nuclear. One more thing. We didn't cover it in our talks, but Bently agrees that Mary Ellen has guaranteed employment. I'm not happy with what she's done, but I owe her a little consideration because she did give me some good years. She shouldn't get all the blame. Every one of those assholes knew she was married and it didn't stop them. I'll be near the home phone so call me when your meeting is over."
Jay called me at eight. Bently had come to the meeting in attack mode threatening legal action and spouting that none of what Jay had would be admissible in court. Jay let him run on until he ran out of rants and then Jay told him that he knew he couldn't use the video of the office gangbang in court, but what I'd shot at the hotel in Chicago was admissible, but that it didn't matter to me. He told Bently that I was hell bent on revenge and then he told Bently just what I planned to do if Bently left the meeting without a legally enforceable agreement in place.
Bently had caved. He had apparently discussed things with the other attorneys named in the suits and they had authorized him to act for them. Even after Jay subtracted his percentage I was a millionaire and all I had to do was agree to destroy all the material I had accumulated against those involved. I had to agree to change my grounds for divorce to irreconcilable differences and Bently's firm would handle Mary Ellen's side of the divorce at no cost to me. They agreed to accept what I had asked for in my original filing which was a 65/35 split of assets in my favor and my settlement with CBB and T would be exempt from the split. It was revenge of a sort, but not the revenge I would have liked. What I would have liked was to take a baseball bat to all of the assholes that Mary Ellen had cheated on me with, but I knew that if I had gone that route I would have ended up spending a considerable amount of time behind some very high walls somewhere.
+++++++++++++++++
Saturday at 1:30 pm Mary Ellen came to the house with two of her friends and under the watchful eyes of a woman from the court and a woman from Jay's law firm they packed up all of her clothes and removed them from the house. I sat out on the patio drinking iced tea and working the New York Times crossword puzzle and in general staying out of the way.
Given that a settlement was in place and I would be financially able to buy whatever I wanted I told the two women observers that Mary Ellen could take anything she wanted. The woman from the court said:
"Then why did you need me here?"
"I wanted witnesses so we didn't end up in front of a judge with a he said/she said issue."
After the last box was loaded in Mary Ellen's car Mary Ellen came out on the patio and asked me if we could talk.
"As long as you don't mind Mrs. Abbott and Miss Bechtel listening."
"What I have to say is kind of personal."
"The two ladies are here as witnesses to make sure we don't end up in court with you saying "He said" and me saying "Bull hocky, I said no such thing."
"Do you still have your mini cassette recorder?"
"Yes."
"Then you can record the conversation and give the tape to one of them to hold."
I asked the two women if they would accept the recording if we ended up in front of a judge and they conferred briefly and then said that they would. I went in and got the recorder, made sure that it had a fresh tape and fresh batteries and brought it out to the patio. The two women went inside where they couldn't hear, but could watch through the window. Mary Ellen took the seat opposite me and said:
I'm sorry. I never wanted to hurt you. I love you Rob; I really do."
"Then why Mary Ellen? Why did you stab me in the back?"
"It goes back to the rape at the frat house when we were in college. It was a rape Rob, but it woke up something in me. I found that I loved sex with multiple partners."
"When did you start cheating on me?"
"Two weeks after the rape was the first time. I was in the school cafeteria and a guy who was in my Strategic Management class joined me at my table and before lunch was over he hit on me. He said he knew what had happened to me and would I like to do it again without the alcohol and drugs. I said yes and that night I pulled a train. I loved it Rob; I really, really got into it. After that I averaged one a month until I went to work for CBB and T. The brother of one of the guys that worked at the firm was a guy who had been to a couple of my gangbangs. He came by one day to go to lunch with his brother, saw me and told his brother about me. The brother approached me and I started pulling trains on the conference room table. After a half dozen of them I complained that the table was too hard on my back so they went out and got a sofa-bed for the conference room."
"Don't tell me, let me guess. Your trip just before we were supposed to be married was just an excuse to go out of town and fuck your herd of guys."
"No Rob, the trip was legitimate. I did need to be there when we put the new system on line, but yes, I did entertain the boys while we were there."
"It happened on all of your trips?"
"Yes. The trips were all legitimate, but I always took advantage of them to have multiple partner sex."
"And your late nights at work?"
"Maybe two thirds were legit."
"I can't believe that I never tumbled to it."
"I tried very hard to hide it from you. How did you find out?"
I told her how I had discovered her and what I had done."
"I really am sorry Rob. I love you and I love being married to you and even though I've been doing my thing all these years we have still had a great marriage. Is there any way we can work things out so we can stay together?"
"Sorry Mary Ellen, but I'm not built that way. I'm wired from the factory to be a one woman man and that one woman needs to be a one man woman and that is not you."
"I'll stop Rob. I promise I'll stop."
Too late for that Mary Ellen; way too late for that."
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was my own fault. Even after knowing from my trip to Chicago that Mary Ellen was doing gangbangs I still had unprotected sex with her. A week after I served the papers on Mary Ellen I felt a stinging sensation when I got up and took my morning piss. A trip to the doctor told me that Mary Ellen had given me a case of gonorrhea. I called her and thanked her for the gift. She was crying when I hung up.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Helen reached me, all of her clothes gone except for thigh highs and 'come and fuck me' heels. I marveled at the magnificence of her body and wondered how long I would be allowed to enjoy it before I was taken from her or she was taken from me. That thought was still strong as she reached for my zipper, pulled it down and reached inside my pants for what she knew was there. Reached for what I had and that only I could give her.
All thoughts disappeared from my mind except those of pleasure as her hot mouth captured my cock. When she had me as hard as she wanted she pulled her mouth off of me and said:
"Bedroom lover; now!"
As I followed her perfect ass to the bedroom I thought again of the bizarre circumstances that had put this gorgeous woman in my life. I was sitting in a Denny's having pie and coffee and reading a paper that I had picked up at the adult book store I frequented. The viewing booths in the arcade were my sex life. A steady stream of quarters kept the flickering images on the screen and they helped me maintain the erection that I took care of by hand.
I guess you would call the paper a 'sex rag' or a paper for those who lived alternate lifestyles. Whatever it was called it was free so I'd taken a copy when I left the store. There were articles on strip bars and interviews with 'featured performers' at the clubs and the paper was loaded with ads for outcall services, 900 phone numbers and tons and tons of personal ads. I wondered about the 900 numbers and I wondered if calling one of them would do for me what the arcade booths did. Maybe try one for a change of pace?
Then I saw it. It was a two column wide black-bordered ad in the personals. It said:
"Fuck me and die."
And underneath those bold black letters it said:
"HIV positive female looking for a man with a death wish to satisfy her sexual urges. Call 555-1863."
I stared at the ad for several minutes and then I got up and used the pay phone to call the number.
"Yes?" said the voice that answered the call.
"I just read your ad and if I am right in what I think it is saying I could very well be what you are looking for."
We had arranged a meeting and after talking for a while it turned out that I was just what she was looking for. The sad fact was that Mary Ellen had gifted me with the diseases that she had picked up and I was now also HIV positive. Helen and I could enjoy each other without spreading the affliction to others.
As I watched the glorious ass sway as she walked toward the bedroom I wondered how long we might have before one of us went into full blown Aids. It could be years, days or it might never happen. All I could do was grab onto the good and pray that the bad would stay away.
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I have one hell of a weird wife. I know, I know, most men will say the same thing, that their wives are weird to some degree, but how many have wives who like to give hand jobs? I don't mean that she likes to give them to me - I mean she likes to give them to just about anybody. She says when she has a guys cock in her hand she feels a sense of power and control that turns her on and I must admit that when we make love following one of her encounters she fucks like a woman possessed.
My wife, Pat, is very involved in civic affairs and one night I was sitting in the neighborhood bar having a beer when the six o'clock news came on. I wasn't paying any attention to it when I heard one of the guys sitting next to me say to the guy on his right:
"I wonder if Pat is still giving hand jobs?"
The other guy said, "I don't know, but I would sure like to find out."
I looked up just in time to see my wife on the TV screen. She was at the dedication of the new animal shelter. Both guys were looking at the screen and the one said:
"It's been about ten years since she gave me my last one" and his buddy said, "It's been about the same for me. I wonder if we could get her to do it again?" The first guy said, "I don't know. She lives just down the street from me and if I run into her I'll ask."
I did some quick mental calculation in my head - ten years ago Pat would have been seventeen, but these guys couldn't be twenty-seven - Christ, they didn't even look old enough to be in the bar now. On the other hand there was no doubt that it was my wife that they were looking at and talking about.
That night as Pat and I got ready for bed I said, "I hear that you like to give hand jobs and, in fact, are quite good at it."
She gave me a funny look and said, "What the hell are you talking about?"
I told her about what I'd overheard in the bar. She flushed, "Was one of them a redhead?"
I nodded yes.
"That must have been Harry Short. The other one could have been either Billy Neubert or Ronny Holbrook."
"Care to tell me about it?"
"It started" Pat began, "when I was sixteen and babysitting for spending money. I was having a hard time controlling some of the younger boys and I mentioned it to my friend Marsha. She told me that the way she got the rowdy ones to behave was to jack them off. She told them they were going to play a game and had them sit down in a chair, then she would unzip them, give them a hand job and tell them if they behaved and kept it as their secret she would do it again. Harry, Billy, and Ronny were a handful (no pun intended) and I thought I would try it on them - and it worked. Whenever I sat for them they were always well behaved. In fact, Billy's mother once asked me how I managed him and God I wish I could have told her."
"You know," I said, "that they want you to do it again?"
I told her what the one who lived nearby had said. "Yeah! Right!" was Pat's reply.
++++++++++++++++++++++
A week later I came home from work to find Pat waiting for me in my favorite outfit - nude. "What's the occasion?" I asked as she led me to the bedroom.
"Later!" she said.
After a very satisfactory love making session she told me she had a confession to make. In the supermarket that afternoon she had run into Harry Short and he had helped her carry her groceries to the car. They had stood by the car and talked about what had gone on over the last ten or so years then Harry had said:
"Remember when you used to baby-sit me? How you used to 'play games' with me?"
Pat said she was sure she blushed as she nodded yes.
"Any chance we could do it again? Now that I'm old enough to really appreciate it?"
Pat had said, "Of course not! We're not kids any more and besides, I'm married now."
They had kept talking and all of a sudden Pat knew that she really wanted to do it. To shorten the story, Harry had followed her home and she had jacked him off while sitting on the living room couch.
"I loved it! I had an orgasm while I was sitting there doing it."
I could tell there was more so I asked "And?"
"I want to do it again."
"With Harry?"
"With anybody! God, I can't describe how I felt. Like I was in total control - had an absolute power - it was such a turn on."
I thought about that for a minute before saying, "What happens when your subject, for lack of a better word, decides he wants to fuck you instead?"
"I want you to be here. You can be in the closet and if anything happens you will be there to help."
I figured, "What the hell. Why not! A couple of times and she will get it out of her system" so I agreed
Of course it didn't happen that way. Each time she did a guy the need got stronger. It started with Harry coming back for an encore and of course he told Billy and Ronny so all three became regulars. I was spending more time in the closet than in any other part of the house. I did get paid for the inconvenience with some of the most fantastic sex I'd ever had.
And it wasn't just at home that she indulged her new hobby. We would go to a party and Pat would nod at me and slip away with someone. I would follow and stay at a discrete distance to listen in case she cried for help. We went separately into bars and I would sit at the bar while Pat took a table. Someone would buy her a drink, maybe dance with her, and eventually she would take them out into the parking lot. I had to put new seat covers on the car.
You might be asking what did I get out of all this. What I got was some of the most fantastic sex imaginable. After one of her jack off sessions Pat would fuck like a woman possessed. One night we had arranged to meet at a lounge and I arrived a little late. Pat was already sitting at a table with two guys and she was taking turns dancing with them. When she got up to go to the ladies room I followed her and she told me she was going to do both of them - at the same time. I watched as she walked out to the parking lot with both of them and from a dark doorway I observed as she sat between them and stroked their cocks at the same time. One of the men put his hand behind her head and started to push it down toward his cock and I started forward, but something that Pat either did or said caused the guy to back off. Pat finished both of them and then got in her car and drove home. I didn't realize it at the time, but that night changed everything. It was the first time she had done more than one man at a time and she wanted to do it again.
The next time was with Harry and Billy. I watched from the closet as she did them both. Billy said he was going to cum so Pat let go of Harry and concentrated on Billy's cock until he erupted and then Pat did something that surprised everyone in the room - she bent over, took Billy's cock in her mouth and swallowed every drop of his sperm. She turned to Harry and finished him off the same way. After the boys were gone she offered no excuses for her behavior, she just fucked me damn near to death. The next morning she told me she didn't know why she had done it, it was just something she thought she had to try.
Pat called me at work the next morning and told me to rush home when I got off work. She had Harry, Billy, and Ronny coming over at the same time. As luck would have it we had a crisis at work and I lost all track of time until about five-thirty when I remembered I was supposed to rush home. I tried to call Pat and let her know I was going to be late, but she didn't answer the phone. When I did finally get home I found Pat in the bedroom sitting on the bed. She was a mess. There was cum in her hair, cum on her face, and her cunt hair was wet and matted with it.
"What happened to you?"
"They fucked me. All of them. More than once. In fact, for two hours they never stopped. But that's not the worst part."
I looked at her questioningly.
"I loved it. I want to do it again."
"Christ!" I thought, as I stuck my dick in her mouth, "Here we go again."
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Paula and I have been married for fifteen years now and it's been a good marriage. We have two great kids and we have a great family life. We are active in the community and the church and are fairly well known in our town. Paula is a beautiful woman who looks more like a twenty-year-old model than the thirty-six year old housewife that she is. She turns male heads wherever she goes and I long ago got used to it. For the last ten years our sex life has been good, if somewhat routine and predictable and I had no reason to think that it would ever change. Until a Friday night one month ago.
Paula and I had been invited to a party being held by some friends of ours. We were glad to get out of the house and since we knew, and more importantly, liked most of the people who would be there, we were looking forward to it. Paula looked absolutely stunning in a simple white cocktail dress that showed off her great tan and sexy legs and I would have to say that she was by far the best looking woman there that night.
The party was in full swing when we arrived and everyone was having a great time. Somewhere along the way I lost track of Paula. I didn't think much about it because we both like to circulate at these events and talk to the people that we know. Over an hour went by before I saw her again. She was on her way to the ladies room and for some reason I had the thought that she looked somewhat mussed up, but then someone said something to me and I went back to my circulating.
When we got home that night Paula dragged me into the bedroom and was more sexually aggressive than I'd seen her in years. I couldn't believe how wet she was when I entered her or her sexual frenzy as she begged me to fuck her harder and deeper. She had multiple orgasms that night for the first time in years, and as soon as I'd cum she had her mouth on my dick trying to get me hard again. I managed to get it up and off three times before my cock refused to respond again. In frustration, when her mouth couldn't get me up again, she swung over me and ground her pussy down on my face and held it there until I got her off again with my tongue. We both fell into an exhausted sleep.
++++++++++++++++
The next afternoon, following a round of golf, I was sitting on the crapper in one of the stalls in the locker room when a couple of guys came in and began talking about the Friday night party.
"Did you hear about Paula?" said one guy.
"No" said the other.
"From what I hear Nick and Eddie took her out to Eddie's van and she damn near fucked them to death."
The other guy said, "You're shiting me! Mrs. Perfect?"
"Hey, that's what I hear. My first thought was 'bullshit', but Tom Murray said he saw the three of them get into Eddie's van. So this morning when Nick says she's got a mouth like a vacuum cleaner I got to hope it's true. I'd love to get a taste of Paula and if she put out for Nick and Eddie maybe there is hope for me."
"Yeah. I know what you mean. Maybe I should go buy a van so I can be ready, just in case."
Locker doors slammed closed and they walked out.
I was not ready for that. In fact there were two things I wasn't ready for - the thought of Paula taking on two of my friends in the back of a van, and the raging hardon that I got hearing about it. Paula had never given me a reason to be jealous and at first I tended to believe that what I'd just heard was someone's wishful thinking. I did not doubt that every man who knew her, or even saw her, would want to fuck her, but she wouldn't, would she? No, I said to myself, she wouldn't, but then I remembered not seeing her for quite a while and then when I did see her she looked a bit mussed. And then there was her aggressive sexual behavior last night. What was behind that? Could she have fucked Nick and Eddie? I was no longer certain that she didn't.
Suspicion is a terrible thing to carry around. I spent days wondering what, if anything, my lovely wife might have done that night. I suppose I could have asked her and I believe that if I had she would have told me truthfully that she had or hadn't, but I also suppose I didn't really want to know for sure. What was really disquieting was that every time I imagined Paula in the back of the van with Nick and Eddie my dick would get rock hard.
Since the night of the party Paula could not get enough sex. She was on me as soon as we got the kids to bed and she did not stop until I was exhausted. A month went by and there never was a day or even an hour that I didn't think about Paula, Nick, Eddie and that goddamn fucking van. Things were not helped any by the snatches of conversation that I would overhear or the rumors that came to my attention. It could have been my imagination, but it seemed to me that everybody was talking about Paula and her sexual escapades. Or was it what everybody was saying about the party being blown all out of proportion? God, but it was eating me up. Finally, one afternoon I just snapped. I got up from my desk at one in the afternoon and headed home. I would ask Paula and put an end to this once and for all.
++++++++++++++++++++
The first indication that the stories might be true came when I turned onto my street and saw a van that looked a lot like Eddie's parked in front of my house. Was it Eddie's or just one that looked like his that maybe belonged to one of Paula's friends? I decided to park at the end of the block and wait a bit. Twenty minutes later I got my answer. Nick, Eddie and another man I didn't recognize came out of the house, got in the van and drove away. I watched them turn the corner and then I took a deep breath and went on home.
Once in the house I went straight to the bedroom. Paula lay spread out on the bed, legs open, pussy matted with cum and staring at the ceiling. She saw movement out of the corner of her eye and must have thought they had come back. "You want more?" she said, "I thought I did a pretty good job of wearing you out."
"Not hardly" I said.
Paula's head jerked up, she saw me, and with a voice that had so much anguish in it that it almost broke my heart to hear it said, "Oh dear God". Her head fell back to the pillow and she started crying. I was torn. On the one hand I wanted to take her in my arms and comfort her and on the other I wanted to demand an explanation. But there was a third hand. Lying on that bed, freshly fucked, she looked sexier than I'd seen her look in years. In the end however, I turned around and walked back downstairs.
It was half an hour before she came down the stairs. I was in the den watching TV when she came in and sat down on the couch. I turned to look at her, but did not say a word. She started weeping again and after a minute or so it all came tumbling out of her. She'd had several drinks and was in a pretty good mood and had gone outside with Nick and Eddie to catch some fresh air and the next thing she knew she was in the van with them and they were making out. Then they drove to the local lover's lane where they had engaged in no holds barred sex for the next hour. They had done it all - anal, oral, two on one, everything! I shook my head in disbelief. My Paula - loving mother, housewife, volunteer church worker - participating in an orgy! I asked her if she had been taken by force and she said they had taken her by surprise in getting her into the van, but once inside she had enthusiastically cooperated. She said she'd had at least five orgasms and they probably would have stayed longer but a car that thought might be police had scared them away. She said she'd had fantasies for years about making it with other men, but said she had never intended to actually make her fantasies come true. It just happened.
"How about since then?" I asked, "What about today? Are all the rumors that I've been hearing about your sexual escapades true?"
She said she didn't know what I'd heard, but that night with Nick and Eddie she'd found out how great sex could be with multiple partners and they had been getting together two or three times a week ever since.
"Who was that stranger here with them today?"
Paula shrugged, "Just a friend of Eddie's, I think his name was Dave."
"So it hasn't been just Nick and Eddie?" I asked.
"Usually just them, but sometimes they bring a friend or two."
A friend or two, I thought, Christ, now we are talking gangbangs. I just sat there shaking my head. Finally Paula said, "Damn it - say something, don't just sit there staring at me."
I lost it! "What the fuck do you want me to say? Congratulations on becoming the town slut? Kudos for having your name become a household word with everyone we know? Have you got any fucking idea how many people in this town are talking about you and your damn sexual goings on? Do you think I'm home today by accident? I'm here because all I've heard for the last month is how big a fucking whore you are and I had to find out for myself if it was true."
Every sentence caused her to wince as if I was hitting her and I wasn't through yet. "You still want me to say something? Okay! How's this? I'm fucking pissed! I'm pissed that you let it happen. I'm pissed that you didn't trust me enough to tell me what happened that night. I'm pissed that you have been fucking around on me. I'm pissed that for the last mouth you have been a punch board for men who I thought were my friends and for men I don't even know. But most of all I am pissed because you denied me a chance to be a part of it. You are not the only one who has fantasies. I've got plenty! While watching you fuck other men or fucking you after other men get through using you hasn't been one of them, at least not then, I could have still shared mine with you had you seen fit to share yours with me."
She was still reacting as if every word I said was a blow from a fist, but I was wound up tight and not ready to quit. "I heard about your little escapade the very next day out at the club. I didn't believe it at first - I didn't want to believe it, but even so the image of you in that fucking van with those two guys has been in my head ever since. I have thought about it every day for the last month and every time I think about it my dick gets hard."
She looked at me, "So what do we do now?"
"Why the hell are you asking me? You're the one with the cunt that has to be scratched by groups of guys. I'm just the poor dumb bastard that loves you." She stared at the floor and did not say a word. "Are you willing to stop fucking other guys?" I asked.
Still staring at the floor she said in a low voice, "If you want me to."
"In other words," I said, "You still want to?"
She looked up at me and said, "Yes. I still want to."
I stared at her for a moment before saying, "Then you have answered your own question, haven't you?" She looked at me questioningly. "About what we are going to do!" I looked at my watch. "For now" I said, "We do nothing. The kids will be home from school in half an hour and you need to wash all that cum off of you before they get here."
I picked up the phone and called the local Motel 6 and made a reservation for eight that night. I looked at Paula and said, "The next move is yours. You can call Nick, Eddie, or whoever you want and however many you want, but understand this - our marriage survives only if I get to be at all of your little get togethers, or at least know about them ahead of time and you tell me about them afterwards. You decide. Meanwhile, I'm going upstairs and get naked. I hear from a reliable source that you have a mouth like a vacuum cleaner and I want to find out if it's true."
Paula stared at me for a moment and then she smiled and reached for the phone.
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There were times when it sucked to be me and in the last three years those times had been too damned frequent. As I sat at the bar in my favorite night spot and nursed my beer I did have to admit to myself that I brought a lot of those times down on me on my own. I seemed to have the world's best AND worst taste in women. Best because I always seemed to come up with the great looking ones; the ones with personality to spare and who were fun loving and a joy to be with and who usually grabbed my heart. Worst because they all seemed to have a hidden flaw - they were all round-heeled sluts. Well, maybe that is being a little bit harsh, but they all did leave me for someone else. But usually not until I caught them "sharing." I remembered each and every one of them and as I looked down into my beer glass the memories came back again.
+++++++++++++++++++
The first one was Diane. I met Diane on my second day at my new job at the XYZ Corporation. I was sitting at a table in the company cafeteria eating my lunch when someone bumped into my chair and I suddenly had a lap full of meatloaf and gravy. "Oh my God, I am so sorry" I heard as I stood and turned to find an absolutely gorgeous redhead standing there with a hand covering her mouth and looking mortified. I grabbed some napkins and did my best to wipe the mess off me and while I was doing that I did notice that the hand covering the redhead's mouth was her left and that there were no rings on it.
One of the kitchen help hurried up with a mop and some rags and I moved out of the way to let him do the clean-up. The redhead was saying:
"I'm so sorry. I can be so clumsy at times. Bring me the bill for the dry cleaning. I'm so sorry."
"No harm done. It was an accident and they happen all the time. Where do I find you and who do I ask for when I get the dry cleaning bill?"
"My name is Diane and I work in Accounting."
I introduced myself and then excused myself so I could hurry to the men's room where I could get some paper towels and do a better job of cleaning up than I was able to do with the napkins.
The next morning I went to Accounting and found Diane. "The dirty clothes will go in with the other dirty clothes and trying to separate out what got soiled yesterday would be silly, but I don't think you should get away without having to make some form of restitution. I propose that he matter be taken care of by your having dinner with me some night this week."
"That's letting me off cheap isn't it?"
"What can I say; I'm a compassionate guy."
"I accept. When?"
"Friday?"
"Can't. Previous engagement."
"Then you need to choose the time. All my nights are free, but only you know which nights you are."
"Tonight would work for me."
"Done!"
I made arrangements to pick her up at her place and got back to work.
++++++++++++++++++
I took Diane to dinner and then to one of my favorite lounges. We talked and got to know each other a little better. By the time I took her home I was smitten. Besides being drop dead gorgeous she was intelligent, witty and had a great sense of humor. I walked her to her door and she said to me:
"I had a good time Rob. I enjoyed your company very much." She reached up and touched my cheek and said, "I never kiss on the first date and rarely on the second, but in your case I might make an exception to the second date rule. Call me" and then she went into her apartment, closed the door and left me standing there feeling like I had just won the lottery.
I did call and I did get kissed on the second date and the second date led to a third, fourth and fifth. The kisses got hotter and lasted longer. I'd never gone five dates with a girl before without making a move to get in her pants by the third date, but with Diane I kept my hands to myself. She was the one! She was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with and so I behaved myself.
I showed up at her door for our sixth date and she invited me in. "I decided I wanted to stay in tonight so I fixed dinner for us. I hope you like Italian."
"I do indeed" I said as she led me to the kitchen/dining room area of the apartment. She handed me a glass of Chianti and then fed me Linguini Alfredo with garlic bread and more Chianti while we talked. When we finished eating she asked me if I was ready for dessert and when I said yes she said, "Good, I'll be right back" and she got up from the table and headed for the living room. When she came back into the kitchen she was naked except for a pair of "Come Fuck Me" high heeled pumps. My jaw dropped and she smiled and asked:
"You like?"
I sat there and stared at her speechless and she said, "Not the response I was looking for. I expected you to knock over the table and chairs in your hurry to get to me."
I might have been stunned, but I wasn't stupid so I pushed back my chair and stood up. My hands were undoing my tie as I moved toward her and she smiled at me, turned, and headed for her bedroom. Diane got on her bed, laid back, spread her legs and started rubbing her pussy as she watched me undress. Her pussy glistened with dampness and her nipples were hard and poked up from her breasts. When my last piece of clothing hit the floor she got on her hands and knees and moved to the edge of the bed and as I walked up to her she reached out, took hold of my cock and pulled it to her mouth.
It felt like I had put it in a furnace.
My hands went to her head and I stood there for several minutes rocking back and forth as she devoured me. I was in ecstasy. And then I couldn't take it anymore and I moaned as I started to cum. Diane's mouth clamped tight around me and she swallowed what seemed like endless spurts of my sperm.
I was quick to return the favor. I pushed her onto her back, grabbed her ankles and pulled her to me so that her pussy hung slightly over the edge of the bed. I pushed her legs wide, held them above her head and then I buried my face in her pussy and attacked it like a starving man. I licked, nibbled and probed with my tongue and fingers and she moaned and her fingers tangled in my hair as she gripped my head and pulled me tight to her. I found her clit and went to work on it and she moaned loudly and her hips pressed her pussy against my mouth as her body arched up off the bed and her body trembled and shook as a climax took hold of her. She pushed me away and cried:
"Fuck me Rob; please fuck me. I need it lover, I need it bad."
I climbed on the bed and my freshly hardened cock split the lips of her pussy and started sliding in. She pushed her hips up at me and I went in deep. I slowly started working my cock back and forth in her hot tunnel and she moaned:
"Harder lover, harder."
Soon her ass was bouncing on the bed to meet my hard thrusts. "Yes, yes, yes" she moaned as I pounded into her. Her fingernails dug into my back and her legs locked around me as she hugged me to her and had another orgasm. I felt her cunt muscles working on my cock as if they were trying to milk it and I could hold back no longer. I exploded into her and then drove in deep and held myself there until my cock lost its stiffness and then I rolled off of her and collapsed beside her on the bed.
After catching her breath Diane said, "That was yummy baby and well worth the wait. I hope you won't think that I'm a tramp because I came on so strong, but it didn't look like you were going to make a move any time soon and I wanted you. I decided that I'd better push things before one of the other girls made a move on you."
"What other girls?"
"You don't know? You honestly don't know?"
"Know what?"
"Half of the girls in Accounting have their panties in a twist thinking about you."
"Only half?"
"The other half are married, but even so I've seen one or two of the eyeing you."
I didn't know if she was just stroking my ego, but I won't lie; it puffed me up something fierce. That and her saying that she wanted me. I know me and I know what I've got and believe me when I say I'm no great shakes, I'm a decent looking guy and I'm in pretty good shape, but I'm nowhere near being anything special. Hearing Diane say what she did made me feel damned good.
"Dare I hope that you wanting to preempt the field means I can look forward to a long and rewarding relationship?"
"It is a distinct possibility" she said as she ran her hand down my body and started playing with my cock. "Ready for seconds on dessert" she asked.
Since I had started growing as soon as her fingers wrapped around me I said, "Yes indeed I am."
I even had thirds before Diane kissed me goodnight and sent me home. "My neighbors think I'm a good girl and I don't need them seeing a man leaving my apartment in the morning."
That was the start of a period that in high school would have been called 'going steady.' I saw Diane almost every night of the week except Friday and even though I was never allowed to spend the night at her place, she spent quite a few at mine. I asked why we never got together on a Friday and she told me that Friday was the day she visited family. I had a relative or two that I wouldn't expose Diane to so I thought nothing of the fact that she never invited me along to meet them.
Six months went by and I reached the point where I had worked up the courage to propose and I started shopping for a ring. I found one I liked and made sure that I could return it if Diane refused me and on our next evening together I proposed. She said yes and I slid the ring on her finger. When I went home that night I felt like I was walking on air.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Monday morning and I was in the basement where the older files were kept - the ones not on computer - and I was behind a row of filing cabinet digging through a drawer looking for a file when three women walked into the area. They had snuck away to take a smoke break. Smoking was not allowed in the building, but it was raining cats and dogs outside so they figured they might be able to get away with smoking in the basement. They stood there puffing away and talking about a party they had been at on Friday night.
I suppose the right thing for me to have done was to let them know I was there, but I was curious. What man hasn't wondered about what women talk about when there are no men around; like when two or three of them go to the bathroom together so I just stayed quiet and listened. They talked about what a good time they'd had; about the selection of music and they joked about the boxed wine that was served. Then one of them said:
"Can you believe that Diane? She was all over Freddy. I honestly thought that she was going to screw him right there in front of everybody."
"If she had it wouldn't have been the first time. She did him in one of the bedrooms at Marie's birthday party and she left the door open. She might as well have charged admission."
"I don't know how she does it. Rob must be the most understanding boyfriend in the world; either that or the dumbest."
"I'll bet he doesn't know."
"How could he not?"
"Freddy is only in town on Fridays. You can hide a lover if you only see him once a week and he isn't even in town the rest of the time."
"She wouldn't do that to Rob, would she? She is going to marry him. Did you see the size of that ring?"
"She's had it on her finger for two weeks now, but she was still at the party with Freddy on Friday night. We've been gone long enough; we'd better get back."
They stubbed out their butts and headed back upstairs to work leaving me to stare after them and pray that they were talking about another Rob and Diane. I could pray all I wanted, but one of the things I knew about myself is that I wasn't a big fan of denial. I didn't want to go to Diane with what I'd heard. A confrontation based on three women gossiping wouldn't be cool. I decided to keep it to myself for a couple of days.
Wednesday I asked Diane to go with me to a play on Friday and got the:
"You know I see my family on Friday Rob."
"Okay, forget the play. Since we are getting married don't you think I should be meeting your family? I'll go with you on Friday."
"Not a good idea Rob. I'm not too keen on my family. You'll notice that I only see them once a week. I'll need to prepare them for you and then I'll need to prepare you for them."
"Well okay, I guess I'll have to go along with your judgment since you know them."
Friday I left work early and I was waiting down the street when Diane pulled out of the parking lot. I followed her to her apartment and parked far enough away not to be noticed, but still be able to see her apartment door. Forty-five minutes later a guy showed up and used a key to let himself in. It was a long night for me. I sat in my car and watched Diane's door until seven the next morning and the guy still hadn't come out when I said, "Fuck it!" and went home.
I disconnected my phone and turned off my cell. I had no contact with Diane over the weekend and I did it for a reason. She had flaunted Freddy in front of her co-workers at that party so I was going to see to it that those same co-workers saw the last act. At work on Monday Diane called me on my extension twice and both times I told her I was too busy to talk to her. The second time I told her I would see her in the cafeteria at lunch.
I was sitting at a table when she came in, went through the line and then came over and sat down opposite me.
"I couldn't get in touch with you over the weekend."
"I was sick so I had the phones turned off so I wouldn't be disturbed."
"Sick? What did you have? The flu or a cold?"
"No, I was just sick over something I found out."
"Something you found out? What was it?"
I reached across the table and took her left hand in mine and held it. "I don't know quite how to say this Diane, but I think that incest is a very bad thing and that someone who would engage in it must be mentally unbalanced. I don't want to have anything to do with someone like that" and before she knew what I was doing I pulled the engagement ring off her finger. It wasn't that hard since I'd bought it too big and we hadn't yet gotten around to having it re-sized. She jerked her hand back, looked at her bare finger and then said:
"I don't understand Rob; what is going on here?"
"You told me that you spend Fridays with your family and since I can't believe that you would lie to me I can only assume that Freddy is family and that makes what you were doing with him in your apartment Friday night incest, right?"
"I don't know what you are talking about Rob."
I told her about what I'd overheard and how I'd spent my Friday night and then I got up, walked over to the trash can and dropped the ring into it. I'd done all my talking loud enough for everyone in the room to hear it and all eyes were on Diane as I walked out of the room.
That wasn't the end of it though. Diane kept trying to get me to talk to her and I finally had to tell her to leave me alone or I would file harassment charges against her and I guess she got the message because she stopped bothering me.
+++++++++++++++++
I met Linda at a birthday party for my cousin Ralph. She was fun to talk to and so I asked her for a date and she accepted. She told me up front that she wasn't interested in a long term relationship; that she wanted to have some fun before she got around to settling down. After Diane that sounded good to me.
For the next three months Linda and I saw each other three or four times a week. The sex was fantastic. There wasn't anything she didn't like or wouldn't try at least once. And Lord, was she ever a party animal. Come the week end she always knew where the parties were and she drug me along to them. It wasn't uncommon for us to be at a party where I didn't know another soul except Linda.
One of the things I had to do as part of my job was pull weekend coverage once a month or so. It rotated amongst seven of us. It was my turn in the barrel and I told Linda that I wouldn't be able to take her to the party that was being held at her best friend's house that weekend. She told me that she would make my excuses and see me Sunday night. Friday afternoon one of the guys I rotated with asked me for a favor. He had the duty the next weekend, but something had come up and he needed that weekend off. He asked me if I would swap weekends with him and I said that I would.
I called Linda to let her know I could go to the party with her after all, but I didn't get an answer so I figured that she had gone over to Gail's early to help her set things up. I showed up at Gail's and looked around for Linda but didn't see her so I asked one of the guys that I recognized if he had seen her.
"Oh yeah man. Last I saw of her she was upstairs doing what she does best" he said as he walked away before I could ask him what he meant. I headed up the stairs and when I got to the top I saw a hallway with five doors leading off of it and four of them were open. A quick check showed that there was no one in the rooms with the open doors so I went to the one that was closed. I was just about to knock when I heard a man's voice cry out "Bitch!" I put my ear to the door just in time to hear:
"Oh God, fuck me damn you, fuck me."
It was Linda's voice. I was going to turn away and just leave the party when a voice in the back of my head said, "Don't you want to be sure?" The door wasn't locked and it swung open when I turned the knob and pushed. There in front of me on a bed was a naked Linda and she was being fucked from behind by some guy I'd never seen before. She was facing the door and when it swung open she looked up and her eyes met mine. I stepped back and pulled the door closed and went on home.
I wasn't in my apartment five minutes when the phone rang. Caller ID said the call was from Linda's cell phone so I didn't take the call. I unplugged the phone and turned off my cell, had a stiff drink and then went to bed. "Two for two" I was thinking as I lay there looking up at the ceiling, Diane and now Linda.
The next day I busied myself doing the chores that needed to be done. I cleaned my apartment, did my laundry, washed my car and then settled in to watch the Rockies play the Arizona Diamondbacks. Around four the doorbell rang and I went to the door and found Linda standing there. I stood there looking at her and said. "Yes?"
"You weren't answering your phone so I decided to come over. May I come in?"
"No need. We have nothing to talk about."
"I'm sorry you saw what you did, but you weren't supposed to be there last night."
"But I was there and I did see."
"I told you up front that I wanted to have fun and enjoy myself before I settled down."
"Yes you did and I remembered and that is probably why I didn't scream bad things at you and attack the guy you were with. I expected that some day you would call it quits between us and move on to some one else, but I also expected that you would do me the courtesy of breaking it off with me before you spread for some one else. After yesterday I have to wonder if that isn't what you did on the other nights when I wasn't around. In fact, I've wondered so much about it I've decided that I need to go to the clinic and have myself tested for sexually transmitted diseases."
Her face paled at that and she said, "I'm sorry you have such a low opinion of me. I came over here Rob because I like you a lot and I want to stay friends with you."
"Fine Linda; call me sometime and we can do lunch."
I closed the door in her face and went back to my ball game.
+++++++++++++++++++
They say that the "third time is a charm" but I wasn't ready for a third time. After Diane and Linda I swore off women for a while. I went three months without talking to a woman unless it was business related or for a necessary personal service like ordering lunch from a waitress. But eventually the male hormones caused my cock to scream out, "Enough with the right hand you klutz - feed me!"



I didn't want a relationship, but I did want to get laid so instead of looking for someone I could ask out on a date I went looking for someone I could pick up.
She looked about my age and she looked hot! Long dark hair and what looked like a magnificent pair of legs. The mirror showed me her front and the face was beautiful and the cleavage I could see was impressive. I slid onto the barstool next to her and she glanced at me with an amused look on her face and I knew what she was thinking.
"Twenty-one stools at the bar and ten of them empty including the six to my right and the four to my left and he sits down next to me. Gee, I wonder why?"
She knew I was going to hit on her so I did. When the bartender came to take my order I told him to give her another of what she was drinking and he looked at her and she gave him a slight nod and he moved off to build the drinks. I turned to her and said:
"Forgive my being so bold, but my daddy always said that free advice wasn't worth spit so I thought I would buy you a drink as payment for asking your advice on something."
She looked at me and said, "Did he not also say that advice from strangers, paid for or not, wasn't worth all that much either?"
"Well, he did say that I should always look for an expert on the subject and as soon as I saw you sitting here I knew you were as close to being an expert as I would be likely to find."
"Me? An expert? And you could tell that just by looking at me sitting here?"
The bartender brought our drinks and when he had moved off I said, "Here is how I see it. A drop dead gorgeous woman like you sitting alone at the bar in a place like this is going to be hit on a lot. That would make you an expert on what I want to know."
"And that is?"
"I have been in a long term relationship that just went belly up. I have been out of the dating scene for quite some time now and I'm nervous about getting back into it. To be brutally honest about it, I wasn't all that good at it when I was still in it. What I wanted to ask you is what are some of the most effective pick-up lines you've heard?"
She looked at me with what I can only call "a coolly appraising and amused gaze" and then she said:
"I would have to say the one you are using on me now is right up there. By the way, my name is Susan."
"Hello Susan, I'm Rob."
"Well tell me this Rob; what did you have in mind? Your place or a motel?"
"My place is close and a lot more comfortable than a motel."
She finished her drink and said, "Should I follow you or will you bring me back for my car later?"
She caught me flat-footed with that. I was hoping to pick her up, but if it happened I thought it would take a while. Trying not to show that she'd caught me off-guard I said:
"Why don't you follow me. That way if you change your mind you can turn off on a side street or just keep on going when we get to my place."
"Why would you think I might do that?"
"You are obviously not a woman who needs to get picked up in bars. You get hit on a lot, but you are not the type who says yes. I'm figuring you said yes to me on a whim and you might re-think things on the drive to my place."
She gave me another one of those amused looks and then said, "Let's go."
I was pleasantly surprised when she was still behind me when we got to my apartment. We were no sooner inside my apartment than she started removing her clothes. She looked at me standing there watching and she said:
"Come on Rob, get with it. We both know what we are here for."
I quickly disrobed, took her in my arms, kissed her and then picked her up and carried her into my bedroom. I set her on the bed and she said, "No foreplay Rob; I'm ready and I need it. Fuck me baby; don't make me sorry I picked you. Fuck me stupid."
It was how I felt; ready and in need. It wasn't going to be a slow seduction; it was going to be an animalistic mating. It was going to be rutting, plain and simple. I reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her mouth to my cock and then I fed it to her. I felt her tongue slide along my length and then she started sucking me. I reached down and slid a finger into her cunt and she moaned. I added another and she moaned louder.
I pulled my cock out of her mouth, man-handled her into the doggie position and then I took her from behind. Susan screamed in pleasure and then I was fucking her hard. I was slamming my cock into her and she was pushing her ass back at me to meet every stroke.
"Fuck me" she gasped, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
And I did my best. It felt like I had been fucking her for twenty minutes even though it was actually about five and then suddenly it was that time and my sperm shot out to bathe her insides.
"Oh no! Not yet, please, not yet" she cried and I pushed her down on the bed, pulled her legs apart and buried my face in her bush. I found her clit and I started sucking on it and she screamed as her hands grabbed my head and her body was wracked by a huge climax.. She was gasping for breath as I fell to the bed beside her and seconds later she said:
"I needed that. Oh God, did I ever need that. Thank you."
"My pleasure" I said and then she replied, "And it isn't over yet lover" as her hand moved down my body, found and then began to fondle my soft cock. The second time was slower, as was the third and then I was done; the little guy wouldn't come out to play anymore.
I was leaning on an elbow looking down at her and she looked into my eyes and smiled as she asked:
"What are you thinking?"
"If I told you, you would think I was insecure."
"Oh really. Nothing about what you have done these last two hours looked insecure to me."
"Maybe not, but I'm looking at you and wondering what you are doing with a guy like me. Ladies like you are with movie starts, rock stars, and wealthy important men, not with everyday guys like me."
"Do you believe in fate Rob?"
"Never much thought about it; why?"
"Were you telling me the truth when you told me that you were just coming out of a relationship that had gone bad?"
"Yeah, although 'just ended' wasn't the right description. It ended three months ago and tonight was the first night I felt like going out and looking for a replacement."
"Well, that's also why I was there at the bar tonight although my relationship ended yesterday. I was at the bar to pick up a man so I could rub my ex's nose in it. To me that means that fate put us together." There was a silent pause and then she said, "I don't want to be alone tonight; can I stay here with you?"
I was going to say no and tell her to leave? I took her in my arms, pulled her to me and we fell asleep together.
In the morning I woke up first and disentangled myself from her and went out to the kitchen and put on the coffee. About five minutes later I heard the shower start running and I stuck my head in the bathroom and asked her how she liked her eggs.
"Over easy" she called back, "But first I need my back scrubbed."
I dropped my robe, pulled the curtain aside and stepped in behind her. She turned and her lips found mine; her tongue darted into my mouth as she took my cock in her hands and began stroking it. I carried her to the bed, both of us dripping wet, and then I mounted her and she moaned as I thrust into her pussy. She threw her head back and looked up into my face with lust filled eyes and moaned:
Oooohhh yes, fuck me lover, fuck me."
Her tight pussy was squeezing my cock and my balls were banging against her ass as I hammered into her. Her legs clamped my body and she hissed:
"Give it to me, give it to me, give it to me."
I wanted to make it last forever, but of course it had to end and that time we came together. And then it was back into the shower. I scrubbed her back and then handed her the rag so she could do mine. Instead she reached for my cock and as much as I hated to do it I pushed her hand away. She pouted and I laughed and said:
"Sorry sweetie, but I'm only human and I don't want to start something I may not be able to finish."
"Spoil sport" she said as she got out of the shower and grabbed a towel.
As she was dipping her toast in her eggs she said, "Was this a one time thing - a one-off as our English cousins would say - or could it go somewhere?"
"I'd have to be an idiot not to want to keep you around, but the question would have to be where would you like it to go?"
"I'm not sure Rob, but I'm comfortable with you. I'd like to spend more time with you and get to know you better."
"No problem there; I'm more than willing."
"Don't be too sure. I can be a trial at times. I'm very ambitious and I put my job ahead of my personal life. That is part of what killed my last relationship. I travel a lot in my job and there will be times that it could be a week to ten days between times we can be together."
"At this point in time I don't see that as a problem. I'm not near enough ready to ask you to marry me and be the mother of my ten children."
"Ten children?"
"Hey, it is important to set goals. Might not meet them, but you should have them."
"We will have to talk about that; a long, long, long talk!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was the start of a relationship that lasted for six months. The curious part was that I never saw Susan's apartment. We always met at mine. She would tell me that she was going out of town and a week later she would call me and tell me she was back and ask me if I was going to be home. I always said yes and she would come over and fuck me into a stupor and then spend a couple of nights with me. That should have told me something, but we were good together and I had pretty much convinced myself that I should ask Susan to marry me.
God alone knows how long the relationship might have gone on if my boss hadn't broken a leg skiing. He called me at the office and asked me to stop by his house on my way home from work. When I got there he asked me if I owned a tux and when I said yes he told me that he needed a favor. He usually represented the firm at a charity auction, but with his broken leg he couldn't go. He asked me to go in his place. He told me that all it would amount to would be to have dinner and a couple of drinks, stand up and take a bow when the firm was mentioned as one of the sponsors and dance one dance each with the wives or girlfriends of the other committee members. Susan was on another one of her trips so I told him I would do it.
Imagine my surprise when I saw Susan sitting there, sitting at a table and holding hands with a rather distinguished looking man. I didn't call attention to myself and she didn't see me until the master of ceremonies started introducing the committee members and sponsors of the event. He introduced the chairman of the event and his wife and then he introduced the vice-chairman, "Bill Thompson and his lovely wife Susan." The man with Susan stood up and was acknowledged with applause. Then the other committee members were introduced and he started to introduce the sponsors. When he got to:
"And with us tonight, representing the firm of Farkus, Moser and Cole, is Mr. Rob Cochill."
I stood up and saw Susan pale and then I sat down and did my best to ignore her until I could safely get up and leave. But I couldn't leave until I had done my duty dances with the wives of the committee members, one of whom was Susan. I danced with every wife but Susan and then I went home.
+++++++++++++++++
Susan called me at work the next day. "You caused me a great deal of embarrassment last night." No "Hi Rob" or anything like that, just straight to I caused her some embarrassment. "Why didn't you dance with me? Everyone noticed that you didn't and it was commented on."
"I caused you embarrassment? What about what you caused me Susan? How about what I felt when I saw the woman I was planning on asking to marry me, the woman who was supposed to be out of town on a business trip, sitting and holding hands with a man. How about the shock I felt when you were introduced as the man's wife?"
"May I come by tonight and try to explain?"
"Why? What could you possibly say that I would want to hear?"
"Please Rob, let me talk to you."
I hadn't let Diane talk and I had closed the door in Linda's face. There was obviously something about me that caused women to fuck over me so I thought maybe I should try to find out what it was.
"I'll be home at seven."
"I'll be there."
I got home at 6:55 and promptly at 7 PM the doorbell rang. I opened the door and Susan came in. She went to put her arms around me and kiss me and I pushed her away. She pouted and I said:
"You are here to talk Mrs. Thompson" and I emphasized the "Mrs."
"I don't know where to start."
"How about starting at the beginning - the night we met at the bar. Were you Mrs. Thompson then or did the marriage come later?"
"I didn't lie to you then Rob. I told you then that I was in the same boat you were in; that I had been in a long term relationship that had just ended. It was true at that time. I'd caught Bill fucking his secretary and as far as I was concerned we were over. Just as I told you, I was in that bar to pick up a man and get even with Bill. It was going to be a one night stand and then I was going to go home, show him my cum dripping pussy, ask him how he liked being cheated on and then divorce him. It didn't turn out that way.
"When I went home and rubbed his nose in my infidelity he cried, begged and pleaded with me and convinced me that he truly loved me. He said that if I would forgive him and give him a chance he would make it up to me and never stray again. I'd spent fourteen years loving him so I forgave him. The problem is that you touched a chord in me and I wanted to see you again. And then when I saw you again I wanted to keep on seeing you. I guess it was a case of wanting my cake and eating it too."
"So why did you feel the need to come over here tonight and tell me this?"
"I was hoping that you would accept the status quo."
"You want me to keep cheating with you?"
"It has worked up till now baby."
"Yes Susan, it has, but I didn't know you were married. Now I know."
"It shouldn't matter Rob. We are good together, you know we are."
"Sorry Mrs. Thompson, but I'm just not wired that way. I won't knowingly mess with another man's wife. If you ever leave him give me a call, but if you do I'll want to see the divorce papers. Now if you don't mind I need to be alone."
"Please Rob."
"Goodnight Mrs. Thompson."
+++++++++++++
So here I was at my favorite watering hole drinking away my sorrows and feeling sorry for myself. Fred, the bartender, set a fresh drink down in front of me. I hadn't ordered it and I said:
"I don't know Fred, I think maybe I'm already one past where I should have quit."
"Maybe so, but the lady at the end of the bar paid for it and told me to give it to you."
I looked down toward the end of the bar and saw Diane sitting there looking at me. Didn't that just figure? I'm trying to drown my sorrows and one of the causes of those sorrows is buying the drinks. Well, what the hell. I picked up the drink, raised it to her and then took a sip. She took that as an invitation and she got up and came down and sat on the stool next to me.
"How have you been Rob?"
"I've been better Diane."
"That makes two of us then."
"What's the matter Diane, true love not running smooth? Freddy not keeping you happy?"
"Freddy has been long gone Rob."
"Current boyfriend not treating you right?"
"There isn't any current boyfriend Rob; there hasn't been anyone since you."
"Oh come on Di; you had Freddy and that's why I bailed."
"That's the irony of it Rob. That night you sat in my apartment parking lot and watched was the night I ended things with Freddy and nothing happened that night. He slept on the couch and I slept in my bedroom. When you saw me in the cafeteria Monday morning Freddy was already history."
"You were wearing my ring Di; why wasn't he history before that night?"
"He was Rob; he just hadn't accepted it yet. It was over between us by the time you asked me out for our fourth date. He kept making the 200 mile drive from Clarkston every Friday trying to get me to change my mind. I should have refused to see him, but I couldn't. He was my boyfriend and my friend for almost ten years and he didn't do anything to make me want to be mean to him. His only fault was that he wasn't you.
"He would come to town every weekend and I would let him stay with me. I told you I spent the night with family because I knew you wouldn't understand my relationship with him. It was complex Rob. He was not only a boyfriend, he was a friend and I felt an obligation to him. I swear to God Rob, after we started keeping steady company Freddy was no longer a boyfriend, but he was still a friend and until I could make him understand that you were the man in my life I couldn't turn him away.
"He was at my place on Fridays, but always on the couch. Yes, he did try to be more than just a friend, but I wouldn't allow it. The Friday you watched I told him that he could not come see me any more and that if he showed up at my door I would turn him away. I told him that he would have to accept the fact that I was yours and that I wasn't going to give him any more false hope by letting him come see me and stay with me."
"What about the party where the girls said you were all over him?"
"I don't know what they thought they saw Rob. But outside of dancing with him nothing happened. I didn't even let him kiss me. He tried to a couple of times but I pushed him away.
"It killed me when you pulled the ring off my finger Rob. It killed me when you wouldn't even talk to me to let me try to explain things."
"So I'm supposed to believe that you have spent the last three years ignoring men and pining away for me?"
"It's true. I've never been far away Rob. You haven't noticed, but I've never been far away."
"Why? Why would you waste your life like that?"
"It is called love Rob. I love you and I can't get over you. I even humiliated myself over you, but I'll bet you don't even know it."
"You humiliated yourself over me?"
"Remember when you dropped the ring in the garbage can? Well, after you were gone, in front of God and everybody, I dug through the garbage until I found the ring. I sat on the floor crying my eyes out and pawing through the garbage while everybody snickered at me. I found it and I cleaned it up. I wear it every day Rob, not on my finger, but I wear it."
She had a chain around her neck and she took hold of it and pulled it up and I saw the ring I had given her when I proposed.
"I'll wait Rob; I'll wait for as long as it takes because I know we were meant for each other and sooner or later you will realize it too."
She finished her drink and started to get up and I asked her where she was going.
"I've bent your ear long enough Rob. I'll let you be, but I'll be around when you decide you are ready."
She slid off the stool and started to stand, but I caught her sleeve. "What would you say to a cup of coffee?"
"I'd like that."
"At my place?"
She turned and I saw the tears on her cheek as she came into my arms.
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I wanted to scream at her. Actually, killing her would be too nice a way to end the torture. Day after day she continued to drive me nuts and there wasn't anything that I could do about it. I couldn't take the problem to management because all that would do is make me the laughing stock of the office. The problem? Working in a cubicle next to a woman who couldn't be made to understand that cubicles are not sound proof and that I could hear every word she said - every fucking word! Why was that so bad? Because she had phone sex with her husband two or three times a day.
It has been going on for almost a month. For three months the cubicle next to mine had been empty and then one day I saw Jerry, our maintenance man, moving a desk into it. I asked him what was up and he told me that the company had hired a new engineer, "And I hear that she is one hot mama."
That was borne out the next day when a drop-dead gorgeous redhead started carrying boxes into the cubicle. I introduced myself and offered to help her move her stuff in. It took me two trips to her car before I noticed the wedding rings on her left hand. Just my luck; I was going to be sitting next to a stone fox all day, every day and she was spoken for. Her name was Belinda and she had just graduated from M.I.T and was excited about starting her new job. Enjoy the excitement while you can honey, I thought, they will grind you down soon enough. The bosses at our office might not be as bad as the 'pointy-haired' boss in the Dilbert cartoon, but most of them are pretty damned close.
The first week she was there went so-so. The food in the cafeteria sucks so I asked Belinda to lunch a couple of times and we exchanged vitals - me, single and not looking and she - married and no kids. Our hobbies were somewhat similar skin diving in the summer and skiing in the winter. Other miscellaneous stuff - I hated TV with a passion and only used it for watching football. She on the other hand was a slave to The King of Queens, Friends, Dharma and Gregg and two soap operas that she taped while she was at work.
I suppose that the only reason that I asked her to lunch was that she was so damned easy to look at. It was during the start of the second week that every thing started to go bad.
+++++++++++++++
It was a Tuesday morning and I heard the phone ring in Belinda's cube. She answered it and the conversation went something like this:
" Oh hi. Glad you called. I missed kissing you goodbye this morning. Oh yeah baby, I would have kissed that too. Where are you? Can anyone see you? Take it out for me baby. Got it out? Stroke it for me baby. Slide your hand back and forth and think of my pussy lips, wet and puffy and waiting for you to slide it in me. Think of how hot I am sitting here and thinking about what that beautiful piece of meat could be doing to me right now. Oh you bet lover. The crotch of my panties is soaking wet. What? Don't be silly baby, you know what my favorite number is where you are concerned. Yeah, you got it baby, sixty-nine. Hey, got to go. Keep stroking it baby, I want it ready for me when I get home. Love you to, bye."
The first time I thought it was kinky and I envied the guy she was married to, but by Wednesday I had a totally different take on it. She had conversations with him at lunch and again at three on Tuesday and on Wednesday it was at nine-fifteen, eleven-thirty and two forty-five. If she was homely or barely good looking I probably could have tolerated it, if only for the humor involved. But Belinda was not ugly, homely, plain looking or in any other way a dog. To listen to her talk about sucking cock, eating pussy, making love and yes, even taking it in the ass while I sat there visualizing her doing those things was killing me. Thursday was more of the same, but it was Friday that destroyed me and ruined my entire weekend. Her phone rang at nine-fifteen:
"Hello? Oh hi baby. Thinking of me? Ooh, how naughty. Don't be silly. No. I just wish it was Christmas. Because there is mistletoe. Because I could run around kissing guys under it. Do you think they would notice the taste of your cum? I know baby, I can be so wicked at times. You must have shot a quart in my mouth this morning. It's too bad I don't have a boyfriend on the side here at work so I could kiss him and let him taste you. No silly, I wouldn't tell him. Would you like that? Would it turn you on to know that I was kissing a guy after you had cum in my mouth? I'll do it baby. I'll do some flirting here - some heavy necking- and let some guy slip his tongue into my cum soaked mouth. You bet. Just tell me when baby and I'll do it. Love you too baby, see you tonight."
I had sweat on my upper lip and it was all I could do to keep from running over to her cubicle and shouting, "Me, pick me!"
+++++++++++++++++
My weekend sucked! No matter where I went, no matter what I did I had a head full of images of Belinda catching me under the mistletoe. What really made it bad was that Christmas was only two weeks away and every fucking store I went to was decorated for the holidays and that kept the thought of Belinda alive in my mind.
Monday started off bad. By eight-thirty she was on the phone telling him how horny she still was, "I know you did me twice this morning baby, but it wasn't enough. Me too baby. I wish there were a motel or hotel close so we could meet for lunch. Yeah baby, I know. I won't get any work done today thinking about it. Okay lover, keep it hard for me. Love you, bye."
There was more of the same at eleven and three-thirty and I ended up going to the men's room and beating my meat. Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday were more of the same. I wasn't getting my work done, I was missing deadlines and I was a wreck when I went home. Friday was the absolute worst, but I can't complain too much about it because I did most of it to myself. The phone rang at eleven-twenty and Belinda answered it:
"Hello? Oh hi lover. Yes. Yes. Of course I'm thinking of you. You bet. Got the Polaroid's in my desk drawer. (a giggle) I'm looking at the one where you have your beautiful cock buried in my ass. What? Oh God no, I loved it. It did hurt to start with, but it felt real good at the end. (giggle giggle) I made a pun didn't I? Of course you can. Yes. As soon as I get home. Just have the KY ready baby."
Five minutes later she asked me if I wanted to go to lunch with her, but I begged off - I told her I had some errands to run.
As soon as she was gone I hurried into her cube and looked for the photos. I found them in an envelope in the bottom right drawer and as I looked at them my cock almost ripped through my pants. There were eight all together, one each of her with a cock in her mouth, ass and pussy; two of her fucking herself with a dildo, and three naked poses for the camera. I made a quick trip to the copy machine and made myself two copies of each picture - one for the office and one for home - and then I returned the originals to where I had found them. At three-forty as I listened to her tell her husband what she planned on doing to him over the weekend I looked at the photos and wished that cubicles had doors so I could beat myself off. I took the photos home with me and over the weekend I wore my poor cock out.
The next week was the week of Christmas and the holiday came on a Friday. When I got to work on Monday Belinda was already there and she was decorating her cube with ornaments and a small plastic tree. The she built an arch over the entrance to her cubicle, wrapped it with garland and put a sprig of mistletoe right in the center. I wondered what she would do if I went over there and kissed her under it. That day was as bad as any of the others had been, but the morning call was the worst:
"Hello? Oh hi lover. I had a great weekend, but I can hardly sit in my chair. What? I know, I know, but maybe we overdid it. Maybe we should leave my ass alone on Sundays. No baby, no. Honest, I loved it and I want to do it again - soon! What? Tell you what. Why don't you meet me for lunch and I'll give you a blow job in the car. You know how much I love the taste of your cum. Okay baby, see you then. I love you too, bye."
The entire time she was having her conversation I was looking at the photos and wishing I could haul out my cock and jack off. At lunchtime I asked her if she would like to have lunch with me just to see what she would say.
"Sorry, I can't. I have to meet my husband over lunch and take care of a personal problem. Maybe we can do it tomorrow."
The three o'clock call was the killer:
"Hello? Hi babe. Yes, I can still taste it. You must have had a quart saved up. What? What if I'm wearing nothing but heels and hose when you get home? No. No. I don't care how much I wore the poor thing out over the weekend, I bet I can I can still get it up tonight. Okay. Want to bet? Okay, if I can get you up I get to have my ass fucked, if not I have to go to bed hungry. (Laugh) Of course I loaded the bet my way. What did you expect from your cock crazy wife? Okay. Love you too, see you tonight."
I spent another night with the Polaroid's in one hand and my cock in the other.
++++++++++++++
Tuesday Belinda was already at work when I got there. I settled in and tried to get some work done before the distraction of the morning phone call. At nine-thirty the phone rang:
"Hello. Good morning you big cocked stud. Of course I do. Yes. Yes. I know baby, I know. I'm sitting here with your cum leaking out of my pussy. What? Baby, I'm so wet that it will probably soak through my panties, my skirt and stain the chair. (Giggle giggle) No, that doesn't count the load you put in my mouth just before I left."
While Belinda was talking I opened my desk drawer to get out my copy of her photos and I froze. There, on the photo of her with a cock in her ass, was a lipstick imprint and underneath were the words "I'll give you the originals if you want them."
In her cube Belinda was saying, "Don't you wish I could be swapping tongues with someone right now. Would that turn you on? Just imagine my cum coated tongue sliding into another man's mouth. Do you think it would make your dick hard baby?"
I lost it! I got up, left my cube and went over to Belinda's. She heard me coming and she turned in her chair. I pulled the sprig of mistletoe off her little arch and put it on my head and then I took the phone out of her hand and said into it, "Hang on, she'll be back in a minute." I set the phone down on her desk and then I kissed her. I forced my tongue into her mouth and I held her until she responded and let her tongue wrestle with mind and then I broke the kiss. I picked the phone back up, "She won't be lying to you" and I gave Belinda back her phone and went back to my desk.
I heard when she said, "Is your dick hard baby? Can you picture him with his tongue in my cum soaked mouth? Good baby, keep thinking about it and your dick will be nice and hard for me when I get home. What? (Giggle giggle) Maybe I'll bring you a surprise. See you tonight. Love you too."
I heard her hang up and a minute later she came into my cubicle. "Took you long enough. I was afraid I was going to have to come over here and spread myself on your desk. Is your cock hard?" and she bent over and touched the lump in my pants. "Ooh, that's good. Would you like a blow job at lunch baby, or would you rather fuck me? You have a van, right? I want to take my hubby a surprise tonight."
She took hubby a couple of surprises that night. We both got dirty looks from our supervisor when we came back from lunch late, but it's hard to get two fucks and a blow job out of the way in under an hour. While resting between bouts she told me the story. Her husband had a thing about her fucking another guy and she had finally agree to give it a try if she could find some one that she liked enough to do it with. She'd found a couple, but they had turned out to be obnoxious assholes so she had taken a pass on them. When I had helped her move into the cube next to mine she thought that I could possibly be the one. When I hadn't made any moves by the end of the first week she had hit on the idea of the phone calls to entice me. She wasn't going to be the one to make the first move, she would have felt like too much of a slut if she had made the approach. She hadn't expected me to be able to hold out for more than a few days, but I had surprised her. The longer I held out the more determined she was that I would be the one to fulfill her husbands fantasy. She was getting desperate; she wanted to give him his fantasy as a Christmas present, but I wasn't cooperating. The photos (they were a plant for me to find), the arch with the mistletoe, and the phone calls were all a desperation attempt to get me to make a move. Happily for me, they worked.
I've not met her husband, but we have settled into a curious relationship. He sends Belinda to me every morning freshly fucked and I eat her pussy at lunch, get a blow job and then I make a sperm deposit and send her back to him. According to Belinda he eats her pussy as soon as she gets home so I guess he is as big a cream pie junkie as I am.
Every other Friday after work Belinda and I check into a motel and she is very late getting home to her hubby, but she does go home to him full of what he wants. She says she wants to do the same for me - she will fuck him all night and come to see me on a Saturday or a Sunday. I told her to go ahead and set it up. Belinda says her husband is hinting at wanting to watch, "How do you feel about having him in the closet watching? I'm not going to tell him that I told you he'd be there, but I wouldn't feel right about doing it if you didn't know."
"I get to do everything? Including something that you haven't let me do yet - your ass?"
She laughed, "Why? You think you'll get your jollies listening to me grunt like a pig while you do it?"
I grinned at her, "No, but if I'm going to do that for him I want to get everything that he gets."
It was her turn to grin, "Next Monday work for you?"
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"You're sure that I can bring this back for a full refund if she says no?"
"As long as you do nothing to it like resizing it to fit her finger we will take it back."
I handed the man my Visa card and five minutes later I walked out of the store with a half carat diamond engagement ring and hoping that Vickie would say yes when I took a knee in front of her. I picked her up at seven, took her to dinner at Mario's and then we went to The Boom Boom Room for drinks and dancing.
She went home with me (she always slept with me when she was home) and as soon as we were in my condo I asked her to sit down on the couch and told her I had a surprise for her. I went into the kitchen and poured some white wine into a wine glass, went back to the living room and handed it to her. After she had taken a sip I knelt in front of her and said:
"Victoria Marie Barham, would you do me the honor of becoming my wife" and I held out the open ring box to her.
"Oh my God" she said as she reached for the box, "I don't know what to say."
"There are only two answers to that question and the preferred one is "yes."
"Oh my God; I can't believe it. Of course I'll marry you."
She set her wine glass down on the end table and pulled me up onto the couch with her and then smothered me with kisses. Then she pulled me along behind her to the bedroom where she showed me what I hoped I could look forward to for the rest of my life.
++++++++++++++++++++
I met Vickie by sticking my nose into something that was none of my business. I had stopped in at The Boom Boom Room to have a drink or two after a long day at work. As I came through the door and my eyes adapted to the low light level I saw a damned fine looking woman sitting at a table alone. Lenny Wilson, a loud obnoxious asshole, walked over to the table and hit on the woman. She obviously told him to leave, but Lenny persisted and I could see from the woman's face that she was starting to get pissed.
I walked over to the table, pulled out a chair and said, "Hi sweetie; glad you could meet me here." I looked up at Lenny and said, "You need something Lenny?"
He looked at me and was about to say something, but then thought better of it, shook his head "no" and turned and headed back to the bar stool he had left. The woman looked at me and said:
"And you are?"
"I'm Frank."
"And you are here because?"
"I know Lenny and how he gets when he has a few. You looked like you were getting to go nuclear on him so I thought I could diffuse the situation and keep you here."
"Keep me here?"
"The man behind the bar, Matt, doesn't tolerate disturbances. His policy is that it doesn't matter who or why, both parties are told to leave."
"Did you stop to think it all the way through?"
"Think what all the way through?"
"Your rescue of me. What happens when you get up and leave? Won't that just be a signal to that idiot at the bar that this is all phony and he will get up and come back?"
"I'll just sit here and appreciate the scenery until whoever you are waiting for gets here."
Matt had seen me come in and Terri showed up with a Pabst Blue Ribbon and as she set it down in front of me she said, "On Matt" and then she left to wait on another table. As Terri walked away the woman said:
"What makes you think that I'm waiting on someone?"
"You don't look like the kind of woman who goes to a bar to sit alone. You know that a woman who looks as fine as you is going to get hit on in a place like this so I guessed that you are meeting someone and that they are either late or you are early."
"What if I am here hoping to get hit on?"
"I'd discount that in a heartbeat. You don't have to go anywhere to get hit on. You either have a significant other or one hell of a long line of guys trying to get you to go out with them."
"I notice that you are not gender specific when talking. Significant other? Them?"
"These days you can never tell. A significant other could be either male or female."
"And if my significant other is a female?"
"I'd be greatly disappointed, but I'd also think that your significant other was one hell of a lucky person. I would probably hate her, but that is neither here nor there. The immediate problem is what to do if you aren't here waiting for someone."
"Well lucky for you I am waiting for someone and she is late. I guess if I have to put up with you until she gets here you should know my name."
She offered me her hand and said, "My name is Victoria Marie, but I answer to Vickie."
I ordered her another drink and myself another PBR and we sat there drinking and chatting. I learned that she was a flight attendant and she learned that I was a heavy equipment mechanic. She learned that I owned a two bedroom condo and I learned that she shared a house with three other flight attendants. We were both college drop-outs and we were both Gemini. We were just starting to talk books and movies when she said:
"Here comes who I am waiting for."
I turned, fully prepared to hate the man coming and was surprised to see two very lovely ladies approaching the table. One of them said:
"Sorry we're late, but we had a flat tire."
"That's okay" Vickie said, "I found someone to keep me company. Frank, this is Gina" and she pointed to the blond. "And this is Trisha" and she indicated the trim brunette. "And this girls is Frank and I saw him first so save the flirty smiles."
That caught me completely by surprise. I looked at her and she smiled at me and said:
"You won't mind them sharing our table will you?"
"Of course not."
Trisha looked from Vickie to me and then back at Vickie and then she shrugged and sat down.
"I really don't want to intrude" I said, "You obviously didn't plan to meet here and have a stranger at your table."
I started to get up and Vickie put out a hand to stop me. "Nonsense Frank. You aren't a stranger. I've just spent half hour learning all about you. Besides, if you sit here you will keep the wolves away. If you leave all the guys will think we are sitting here looking for male companionship. How about it girls? Should he stick around?"
She got a chorus of yeses and I sat back down. The three were apparently meeting just to have a few drinks to unwind after work so the talk was general. Where a bunch of guys might have talked sports the three women discussed TV shows, fashion, music and diets. I was asked my opinion on skirt length, high heel styles and my thoughts on Lady Gaga. They were disappointed that I didn't watch and therefore had no opinion on Dancing with the Stars or Private Practice.
An hour later Tricia said she had to be going and Gina guessed she had better get home to her husband and kids. Then I was alone with Vickie again. I smiled at her and said:
"You saw me first and they shouldn't flirt with me?"
"What's the matter Frank? You have something against women who are forceful and make the first move?"
"Not at all. I'm just surprised."
"Surprised? Why?"
"I would have bet my next paycheck that a woman like you was already taken."
"Three weeks ago I was. Do you believe in fate?"
"I don't know if I do or not."
"Before you came in I was sitting here thinking that it was time for me to put Timmy behind me and then you appeared. To me that was a sign. I have no idea if we are compatible, but something brought you to my table. I'm calling it fate."
"I make it a point never to argue with a beautiful woman."
"I'm ready to get out of here. How does a bite to eat sound?"
We had a light dinner at Denny's and talked some more and finally it was time to call it a night. I asked her if I could see her again and she gave me her cell phone number and I gave her mine.
"Because of my flight schedules I'm hard to reach. I'm leaving tomorrow for a three day trip so how about I call you when I get back?"
"Please don't lose my number" I said as we got up to leave.
I walked her to her car and just before she opened her door she turned and kissed me on the cheek and then said:
"I'm looking forward to getting to know you better Frank. Call you in a few."
++++++++++++++++++++
Vickie called me four days later and we met at Silvio's, had dinner and then caught a movie. That date led to a second and the second to a third. We kissed on the fourth and necked like teenagers on the fifth, sixth and seventh and got so carried away with our making out that we ended up making love on the back seat of my extended cab pickup.
It was a weird relationship from the start at least from the standpoint of getting together. She had a flight schedule that took her out of town for three or four days at a time. When I picked her up at her place she was always waiting on the front porch and when I brought her home she never asked me in.
"When the four of us decided to share a house" she said, "We came up with some rules to follow. One of the biggest and most rigorously followed is that no males are allowed in the house. I know it sounds strange, but we all have different flight schedules and there is no telling who will be at home or when. Anna's idea of relaxing at home is running around naked and Sophie runs around in bra and panties and neither one wants to be told to go and put some clothes on just because a guy is coming over. And then there is Marge. She broke up with a long time boyfriend and right now she hates all men."
"And you?"
"I like to run around naked too."
Weird I thought, but whatever, right?
I gave Vickie a key to my condo and she started spending all of her off duty hours with me at my place. After three months I asked her why she didn't just move in with me.
"I can't. When we took the house we had to sign a lease for a year and we all promised each other to stay together because it took all four of us to be able to afford it."
"But you are paying your share and still spending all of your down time with me anyway. So move in with me and keep paying your share."
She looked at me for several seconds and then she said, "Okay, truth time. We have a good thing going baby, but I've had good things going before and have had them blow up on me. We are too new for me to be totally comfortable. There are a lot of guys who can't handle what I do. I love flying and I have no intention of stopping. Most guys consider that as meaning they only have a part time girlfriend and it isn't enough for them. Others start thinking about the stories they hear about flight crews having orgies and affairs on their layovers and overnights and they start getting suspicious and making accusations. I'm not tarring you with the same brush baby, but like I said, we are still too new to each other. My part of the house is my safe place; my fallback."
What the hell; I had her most of the time she was home anyway so I didn't push it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Occasionally we went out with her friends Tricia and Gina and I noticed that whenever we did I would get looks from Tricia that I couldn't decipher. Not mean looks or dirty looks, but looks that almost asked:
"Why are you here? What are you doing with Vickie?"
We had drinks with the two of them the night after I proposed and I was able to read the look I got that night. Clear as day it said:
"What the hell is going on here?"
I asked Vickie about it on the way to my place and she said, "Pay her no mind. She thinks I am making a big mistake."
"How does she figure that? She doesn't even know me."
"It isn't that. She thinks I made a big mistake in breaking up with Timmy. She thinks I should be spending my time getting back with him instead of replacing him."
"What was so special about him that she thinks you should be with him?"
"He's her cousin and she just can't understand why I can't give him the benefit of the doubt?"
"Benefit of the doubt?"
"He broke a date with me because he said he had to work late so I called a couple of my girlfriends and asked if they wanted to go out. We hit a place we had never been to before and there was Timmy on the dance floor with another girl. I walked out onto the dance floor, tapped the girl on the shoulder and told her I was cutting in. Then I told Timmy I wanted a job just like his where I could work late and get paid to drink and dance. Then I told him not to bother calling me ever again. He did though. Maybe a half dozen times. It was all a mistake. He could explain. It wasn't what I thought it was and other bullshit like that. Tricia thinks I should give him a second chance. I don't."
"I'm with you. I think you should totally forget Timmy and concentrate on me."
When we got to my condo she said, "I'm flying out tomorrow so you need to give me enough to hold me for a while. Are you up to it?"
We did it all. She blew me, I ate her. We made love missionary style and then went sixty-nine and followed that with anal in the doggie position. I washed my cock and we cuddled while she fondled me until I was able to do one more time. We fell asleep in each others arms and I slept like a baby.
++++++++++++++++++++
When Vickie was off flying I didn't stay home, stare at the walls and count the minutes till her return. Well, maybe I did count the minutes, but I didn't stay home.
I had a Triumph T-110 and me and a couple of buddies would get together and go somewhere. When we did I usually had a girl on the back of my bike. Not because Vickie wasn't enough for me, but because Charlie had a custom built bike that couldn't carry a passenger so I usually ended up hauling Odette for him.
Odette was constantly bitching at him because she couldn't ride with him, but to be fair to Charlie he built the bike before he met Odette. He had gone years without being able to get a date so making room for a sweetie on his bike never had occurred to him. None of us could ever figure out why Charlie couldn't get a girl before he met Odette. He was good looking, had a pretty good job and he didn't have any body odor or bad breath that I could discern, but the fact remained that Charlie had gone at least two years without a date until the day he showed up with Odette.
From going two years without feminine companionship to going with a woman who looked like a porn star stunned us. Odette was five four, one-fifteen and 34x23x35 with raven black hair that fell all the way to her ass. No secret that several of the guys that rode with us cursed Charlie's good luck and wished that they had seen Odette first. In fact it was obvious that any of them who didn't have girls would have loved Odette riding behind them, but Charlie didn't trust any of them and so he talked me into being Odette's ride.
I only rode when Vickie wasn't around because she hated motorcycles. The one time she did go on a run with me we followed along behind the group in my pickup. I think it was because I had Vickie that Charlie trusted me with Odette. The problem there was that even as hung as I was on Vickie hauling Odette around was a trifle unsettling.
I rode without leathers in the summer and Odette sitting behind me with her hands around my waist and her tits pressed into my back gave me the kinds of thoughts you weren't supposed to have about your buddies' girl. What made it worse was that Odette liked to jerk Charlie's chain. She flirted with me outrageously. I guess it was her way to get back at Charlie when he ignored her. She was constantly on him to rework his bike so she could ride with him and he was always saying:
"Sure; I'll do it at soon as I can" or "Be patient sweetie; it is on my list."
But Charlie never did get around to it and after every time he brushed her off she would do something like take her hands from around my waist when were riding and 'accidently' rub my leg close to my cock or she would 'accidently' fall into me getting off the bike and her leg would rub against my cock. She would wink at me and say to Charlie:
"I bet Frank wouldn't blow me off if I asked him to do something for me."
Charlie would just shake his head, put an arm around her and lead her away. Once when we rode out to The Millhouse Tavern Odette danced with me while Charlie shot pool with Herm, Jay and Stan. Odette's back was to the pool table and she asked me:
"Is he watching?"
I glanced at the table and saw Charlie concentrating on lining up his shot so I said "no" and she leaned into me and kissed me. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and I went brain dead and didn't fight her off. After a steamy fifteen second kiss she pulled her mouth away from mine and I asked:
"Why did you do that?"
"Because I'm pissed."
"Pissed over what and why take it out on me?"
"You didn't seem to mind all that much; at least that is what I surmise given the lack of a fight. Whatever. What I'm pissed over is Charlie. He just infuriates me."
"Why?"
"Because. I know what I've got sweetie. I've had it since I was eleven. I've had grown men after me since then. I have always been able to get whatever I want from men and I'm talking some serious shit. I had one guy give me a car and another take me to Cabo for a month and I can't even get Charlie to set up his bike so I can ride with him. Instead he pushes me off on you and you don't make it any easier."
"Me? What did I do?"
"Nothing. That's the point. I know I'm hot and I've teased the hell out of you and you ignore me."
"That's because you are Charlie's girl and The Code says that you don't mess with a friend's lady. Besides, I've got Vickie and I don't cheat."
"Why not? That whore certainly does."
"Oh? And just why is she a whore?"
"I just know she is."
"I think maybe it is time for me to get you back to Charlie."
"Don't be a spoil sport."
"You belong to Charlie Odette and I've got Vickie and I'm in no mood to listen to you bad mouth her on a "just because."
"I've got more than a "just because", but never mind; it isn't any of my business anyway."
She pulled away from me and went over to join the other girls who were riding with the group. I couldn't figure out what she had against Vickie. As far as I knew the two of them had never met. I put it out of my mind and joined the guys around the pool table.
++++++++++++++++
It was three days after I'd proposed to Vickie. She had left that morning on a four day trip and I was on my bike heading for Charlie's house to meet the rest of the guys and then we were going to run over to Cascade to the Elk's Club for a dance they were having. I saw a car coming up behind me in my rear view and I checked traffic ahead and saw that he was clear to pass me, but he didn't. He came up close behind me until there was no more than a bike length separating us. I gave it a little throttle and pulled away from him, but the Dodge sped up and closed the gap.
Every guy that rides has had an asshole like that do the same thing to them and we have all talked about what to do in a case like that. Some guys carry small chunks of iron in their pockets and some use gas caps. My solution was ball bearings. I'd get a heavy duty NSF bearing, cut the outer race and dump the roller bearings in a cup. When I got a cup full I'd put them in my pocket. I'd make two attempts to pull away and if the asshole still hung on behind me I'd take a handful of the bearings out of my pocket and toss them over my shoulder. It had the effect of a shotgun shot pattern when they hit the windshield of the car behind. I'd only done it once before and it had been as effective as hell.
I made the second attempt at pulling away and the jerk closed right up behind me again and I let him have the roller bearings. I saw him suddenly veer off the road to the right, jump a curb, run down a mailbox and then smack into a tree. Did I feel sorry? Fuck no! I twisted the throttle and put distance between us.
When I got to Charlie's I told the guys about it and what I'd done and I saw a weird look come over Odette's face when I told them about the red Dodge. I didn't think anything of it and the group fired up their machines and we cranked on over to Cascade. It might have been my imagination, but Odette seemed to be hanging on tighter than usual.



+++++++++++++++
Two days later when I got home from work there were three guys leaning on a pickup in front of my place. One was bandaged and I was betting he was the driver of the red Dodge and that he had brought a couple of friends.
I could have just driven away, but that would have just postponed things and truth be told I was curious as to why the shithead had been riding my ass. But I wasn't stupid. Three of them, even thought one was hurt, was still heavy odds. I kept a sawed off ball bat under the seat of my truck so I pulled it out and slid it under my belt and under my windbreaker.
I got out of the truck and walked toward my front door and the three of them moved to block my path. I stopped and the bandaged one said:
"You owe me a car motherfucker."
"Fuck you asswipe. You tailgate a bike rider and you deserve what you get"
"Oh yeah? Well I guess we will just see about that."
They moved toward me and I did what they didn't expect. When they moved toward me they expected me to back up, but instead I ran at them. I knew the bandaged guy was going to move the slowest so I went right at him and nailed him in the crotch with my knee while pulling out my bat and swinging it at the guy on my right. My surprise was total and the bat connected with his head before he could set up to defend himself and he went down like a pole-axed steer. I swung to face the third guy and saw him setting himself up. He moved into some kind of martial arts pose and said:
"What's with the bat dickhead? Afraid of a fair fight?"
"You come here three on one and you're talking fair fight?"
I moved toward him and he snapped a kick at me with his right leg. I took a step to the right and took the kick on my left side and dropped my left arm and pinned the guy's leg to my side. I took a step backwards pulling him with me and he had to hop off balance on one foot. I brought the bat down on his shoulder as hard as I could and he screamed and started to fall. I kicked him in the crotch, let the leg go and then spun to face the other two.
The one I'd smacked in the head was lying on the ground moaning and the bandaged guy was trying to get up. I raised the bat and moved toward him and he threw up an arm and said:
"No. Enough; enough already."
"Not near enough man. What the fuck is going on here. You tried to run me down the other night and now you are here tonight and I want to know what the fuck is going on."
"You're fucking my wife and you're pissed at me? I should have just taken a gun and shot your ass."
"Whoa up there. I am not fucking your wife. I don't even know who you are let alone who your wife is. I do know I'm not messing around with any married ladies. The only woman I have been with the last six months is my fiancée."
"You deny you are fucking Vickie?"
"My fiancée's name is Vickie, but I'm not fucking your wife Vickie."
"The hell you aren't. It cost me nine hundred dollars, but I've had a private detective following her. She's been with you. I've got the pictures and it damned sure is you that she is with."
I just stood there looking at him. He seemed so sure.
"Okay. Take your buddies home, get your pictures and come on back. It seems that we need to talk."
+++++++++++++++++++++
There was no doubt. It was me and it was Vickie in the pictures.
"This is your wife?"
"Yeah."
"It doesn't make sense. How does she explain being gone from you for three or four days at a time?"
"I'm not there. I drive for Murray Transport and my regular run is from here to Atlanta then to Detroit, Chicago, Milwaukee and then back here. I'm usually gone four days. How does she explain not seeing you for three or four days at a time?"
"She's a flight attendant and her trips are all three and four day trips."
"Bull! She's a secretary at Wayman Industries over on Oxnard."
"It still doesn't make sense. Why would she say yes and take my ring when I proposed if she is already married?"
"I don't have a clue."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Tony swapped runs with another driver and he was sitting with me at the kitchen table when Vickie used her key and let herself in.
"Hi baby; I'm here."
"I'm in the kitchen."
Tony was sitting with his back to the doorway and he was wearing a hat and had the collar of his windbreaker turned up. There was no way Vickie could recognize him from the back. She came in through the doorway and then stopped when she saw I wasn't alone.
"We are playing gin. A hundred points is a game and he is whipping my butt. The winner gets to ask you a question."
"Ask me a question?"
Just then Tony gruffly said "Gin" and laid down his cards. "Damn!" I said, "You caught me with twenty-six. That's game so I guess you get to ask the question."
Tony turned in his seat and Vickie's face went pale when she saw who my visitor was.
"The question Victoria Marie is which one of us do you want?"
For several seconds she stood there looking like a deer caught in the on rushing headlights of a car and then she took a deep breath, set her purse down on the table and sat down on a chair.
"I want you both. I want you when you are home and I want Frank when you are gone."
"How could you do this Vickie? I thought you loved me."
"I do love you Tony."
"Then why did you do it?"
"I'm a woman who needs a lot of sex Tony and with you gone as much as you are I'm not getting it. I don't want one night stands or parking lot romances so I looked for a steady boyfriend to take care of me when you were gone."
"You plan on leaving me for him?"
"Good Lord no. Why would you think that?"
"He proposed, you said yes and took his ring."
"Not my smartest move. I should have said no, that I wasn't ready for marriage yet, but I was afraid if I said no I would lose him and he was just too perfect for me. I didn't want to start over looking for someone else."
I jumped in with, "What did you plan on doing when I started pressing for a date to tie the knot?"
"I would have come up with an excuse."
"So you never really loved me? I was just a toy to keep you occupied when Tony wasn't around?"
"Don't be silly Frank. Of course I loved you. Maybe not at the same level I love Frank, but you were not just a toy for me. I loved every minute we spent together. And it doesn't have to end. We can keep the same arrangement. It's a win/win for all of us."
"How do you figure that?" Tony asked.
"Nothing has to change. I'm with you when you are home and I'm with Frank when you aren't."
This was between them so I just sat there, listened and kept my mouth shut.
"You can cheat on me, tell me that I can't satisfy you sexually and then expect me to go along with something like that?"
"I didn't say that you don't satisfy me. What I said was that I need more than I can get from you on the three days you are home. You are a fantastic lover honey, but I can't go four days without sex. I could if it was only occasionally, but not on a regular weekly basis. And it isn't just those four days. Six times this year you have gone on extended runs and I have had to go ten and twelve days without you. I can't do it. You haven't lost a thing honey. Your house is clean and as neat as a pin when you come home. I cook your favorite meals, I treat you like a king and I give you all the loving you want. All it is honey is that I take great care of you when you are home and I take care of myself when you are gone."
"Paint it with any brush you like Victoria; the bottom line is you were cheating on me."
"But it wasn't hurting us honey."
"It wasn't when I didn't know, but now I do. How do you think it is going to affect me now that I know? How do I handle running down the road a t night all alone in the cab of my truck thinking of you back here fucking another man? There may be some men who could do it, but I'm not one of them."
He got up and started to leave the room. "Where are you going?" Vickie asked.
"To the place where I stay between trips. I can't call it home any more thanks to you."
He walked away and I heard the front door open and then close. Vickie looked at me and said, "I can't stay baby. I need to go to him. I'll reason with him and it will work out. I just know it will" and she got up and left.
After the two of them were gone I sat there and pondered the situation. Vickie hadn't included me in her conversation with Tony. She more or less assumed that I was good to go with what she wanted, but was I? At that time I honestly didn't know. I went to bed to sleep on it. When I awoke the next morning I still didn't know where things were going. I did know that it would be two days before Tony left on his run and I doubted that I would see Vickie until he was gone.
+++++++++++++++++++
I called Charlie to see if the group had a run planned and was told that they did. I showed up at Charlie's at six and found most of the group already there. Odette walked over to me and said:
"I didn't expect to see you here tonight. Thought you would be spending the evening with your squeeze."
"She had some things to do tonight."
I looked around and didn't see any empty second seats. "Who do you ride with when I don't go on the runs?"
"Nobody. I stay home. Charlie doesn't trust anybody with me but you. I don't know why. Everybody but Charlie knows I flirt like hell with you and they all expect that one of these days you will fall for my charms."
"Yeah! Right! Get on."
As if to add emphasis to her statement about flirting her tits seemed to press harder into my back and her arms did seem tighter around my waist. We motored on over to Morestown and she did another one of her 'accidental' falls when she got off my bike and made sure that she rubbed my cock.
We drank some beer, shot some pool, tossed some darts and then cranked on home. Half way home Odette put her hand on my bulge (what did you expect with those tits stabbing me in the back) and squeezed as she said:
"I want it Frank. I really, really want it."
I began to wonder just how good her relationship was with Charlie.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was wrong about not seeing Vickie until Tony left on his run. I dropped Odette off and the drove home to find Vickie waiting for me in the parking lot. She came up to me while I was throwing the tarp over the bike.
"Glad to see me baby?"
"Always, but I didn't expect you until Tony took off on his run."
"Tony left."
"I thought he didn't leave until the day after tomorrow."
"He didn't leave on his run. He left me. He says he's getting a divorce."
"Can you blame him after what you did to him?"
"I explained all that."
"Yes you did. You explained it from your point of view, but what on Earth made you think that he would see things your way? To him you were just being a cheating whore."
"Is that the way you see me?"
"Cheater yes; whore no."
"You think I'm a cheater?"
"Of course you are. You are married to Tony and you are fucking me. That is called cheating. Doesn't matter what kind of spin you put on it, it is still cheating."
"That your way of telling me that you don't want me either?"
"You are Tony's wife. You belong to him, not me. If I had known you were married when we met we never would have gotten anything going."
"How about when Tony divorces me?"
"I don't know Vickie; I really don't know. I loved you enough to propose and give you a ring, but you cheated on Tony so what would keep you from cheating on me?"
"Damn it Frank; I told you why I did it. If Tony had a job that kept him at home I never would have gotten together with you. It wouldn't happen to us because you don't have a travelling job. You have a stay at home job where we would always be together."
"You never did answer the question the other night."
"What question?"
"Which one of us would you chose. None of that I want you both bullshit, but who would you chose, Tony or me?"
She looked away for a second and then she looked back at me and said:
"Tony."
"Then what the hell are you doing here? Go find Tony and fight for him."
After Vickie had gone I went inside, got a beer and then went outside to sit on my small patio porch. I was bummed. I knew I'd done the right thing, but that didn't make me feel any better. God knows that when I asked her the question I wanted her to say it was me and I felt like I'd been punched in the gut when she chose Tony. All I could do was wish her well and get on with my life.
++++++++++++++++++
I was so bummed that all I did was spend my nights in my condo, drink myself stupid and watching TV. If you asked me the next morning what I had watched on the TV I couldn't have told you. I had some calls from guys wanting to know if I wanted to go on a ride, but I said no to all of them. My life at that point was pretty much go to work, come home and spend the night feeling sorry for myself.
I spent a week in a funk and then one Friday evening just after I got home from work the doorbell rang. I opened the door and found Odette standing there. Over her shoulder I saw Charlie looking up at me from his bike. He gave me a 'thumbs up' and started his bike and rode away.
"I understand that you finally found out about Tony."
"You knew?"
"Yeah, I knew."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"Can I come in or do I have to stay out here on the porch?"
I stepped aside so she could come in and I led her to the living room. She sat down on the couch, looked at me and said:
"I don't like raining on anybody's parade. I knew you would find out sooner or later or at least I hoped you would."
"Why would you hope that?"
"Oh come on Frank; you can't be that dense. I've pretty much shown you why since I've been riding with you. Nothing I did was accidental Frank."
"What about Charlie?"
"Charlie is my cousin. He was my way to stay close to you until I could make my move."
"Make your move? I don't understand."
"I saw you a while back and I liked what I saw. Once I found out you rode with Charlie I asked him to help me meet you. Before it could happen you hooked up with Vickie. I got all pissed off and Charlie told me that if I was really all that hot to meet you I should stick around because you and Vickie wouldn't last."
"How would Charlie know that?"
"He recognized Vickie when she went on a run with you in your truck. He knew her from company Christmas parties and picnics and he knew she was married to Tony. He works with Tony. Well maybe mot with, but they both work for the same company."
"Why didn't he tell me?"
"Same reason I didn't. People tend to stay clear of people who bring them bad news. Tony was nothing to Charlie, just some one he knew so why screw up a friend's fun. So Frank, now you are a free man and I'm here to put in my bid before I lose you to another Vickie."
"Why? You don't even know me."
"I know you well enough Frank. The more time I spent with you the more I knew you were the kind of guy I was looking for. The more I teased you and the harder you fought me so you could stay true to Vickie went even farther to convince me you were a man I wanted to get to know better. So what do you say Frank? Want to give it a try?"
"I don't know Odette. It is pretty tempting, but I was pretty wrapped up with Vickie and I'm not adjusting well to what happened. It may take me some time to get by it."
"I can help you Frank. We can date and I can keep you company."
I looked at her for several seconds and then I said, "How did you get here? Charlie's bike isn't set up for a rider."
"I rode on the fender and held on tight. I felt every crack, every pot hole and every bump in the road."
"Then you could probably use a stiff drink about now. Let's take a ride on over to Bud's Bar."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Odette did indeed keep me company. We dated over the next three weeks and though Odette made no bones about wanting to spend intimate time in my bedroom I couldn't bring myself to do it. I knew Vickie was history, but I still half hoped that she would show up at my door and tell me that she had decided on me after all.
My half hope was put to rest one night when I came home and found Tony sitting on my front steps. I opened the door, invited him in and gave him a beer. He took a long pull on the bottle and then said:
"I've no fucking idea why I'm here to ask you for advice, but for some strange weird assed reason it seems like the thing to do."
"Advice? About what?"
"About Vickie. She won't leave me alone. I moved out, told her I'm divorcing her, but she says she will fight it. She says she isn't letting me go over shit we can work past. The problem is that even though she stabbed me in the back I can't get her out of my mind. I miss her and I want her and I think about her all the time, but the bitch cheated on me."
"You don't need my advice. You just answered the only question that I could ask you."
"What's that?"
"The only question that matters. Do you love her? You just said you miss her, think about her all the time and want her. If that doesn't fit the definition of love I don't know what does."
"But she cheated on me."
"So what? You know why she did it and it wasn't because she didn't love you. She came over here the night you left her and I asked her to give me an honest answer to the question we asked her the night the three of us sat at this table. The night she said she wanted us both. I pinned her down and told her to answer the question - you or me. I sat there praying that she would say "You Frank" but she didn't. She said her choice was you and so I told her to get the hell out of here, find you and fight for you. She loves you. If you love her you can work it out. There will be some rough times and what she did is always going to be there, but if you love her as much as she seems to love you, you can make it work."
"But the sex thing is still going to be there."
"Does your truck have a sleeper cab?"
"Yeah."
"Tell her she has to quit her job, get a commercial driver's license and then take her with you as a co-driver."
"You think that might work?"
"What have you got to lose? I'll be honest here Tony. A large part of me doesn't want it to work out for you. I loved the woman enough to propose to her and it wouldn't upset me at all if she came back to me, told me that you two couldn't work it out and would I like to give her another chance. But it won't happen and I know it because the bottom line is that she loves you more than she loves me. You are the one she wants; not me."
He finished his beer, stood and offered me his hand, said "Thanks" and got up and left. I could read him like a book. He was on his way to "His" Vickie. I knew when the door closed behind him that my 'half hope' was as dead as a door nail. In a way it was a relief to know for sure and I knew it for sure and certain the next night when I got home from work. I'd just started my dinner when the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Hello baby. Surprised to hear from me?"
"Very."
"I understand that I have you to thank for getting me into a new line of work."
"How's that?"
"I signed up at the Action Driving Academy. In two weeks I can take my drive test for my CDL with Tanker and Hazmat endorsements."
"I hear the sleeper cabs on the newer trucks are quite comfortable."
"Thank you baby and I mean that from the bottom of my heart."
"You're welcome Vickie. Just remember to keep the rubber side down."
"Take care baby; I'll never forget you."
"The same Victoria Marie; the same."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Surprising me greatly I was eventually able to put Vickie behind me and develop a relationship with Odette. At first it was just a 'good buddy' type relationship for a while, but then one night when I took her home after an evening run and went to kiss her goodnight she grabbed the front of my shirt and said, "Enough of this silly shit" and pulled me down on the floor, sat astraddle me and started undressing me. It never occurred to me to fight her off.



Once she had me stripped she stood up and took off her clothes. Naked she was every bit as spectacular as I had thought she might be the first night Charlie had asked me to let her ride with me. I was flat on my back on the floor with my cock pointing straight up like the Washington Monument when Odette lowered herself onto me and took me inside her and after that it was one very long evening that progressed from the living room floor to the bedroom. When at last I couldn't respond any more I started to get up and get dressed she pulled me back down and said:
"This is your place. You belong here next to me now."
We fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms.
Over the next several months our relationship flowered to the point where Odette asked me to move in with her. I laughed and said that would be silly and her face started to cloud up until I said:
"Why should I move into a rented apartment with you when you can move in with me in a condo that I own?"
There followed another night I'll never forget.
Odette did move in with me and four months later we were married in front of a Justice of the Peace with Charlie and the other riders from our group as witnesses.
+++++++++++++++++++
Following that last phone call from Vickie I never heard from her or Tony again, but I did see them once. On our first wedding anniversary I took Odette out for dinner and dancing. We stopped at The Pit after dinner and I no sooner walked in the door than I turned around and said:
"Not here. The band sounds like shit. Let's go over to the Black Mushroom."
The band hadn't been bad at all, but on the dance floor I saw Vickie and Tony dancing cheek to cheek. It seems that they had beaten the odds and had put things back together. I wasn't sure what seeing me would do, but there was a chance that the sight of me would spark memories that Tony could well do without and possibly ruin their evening so I got out before it could happen.
"I didn't think they sounded that bad" Odette said as we walked to the truck.
"To me they sounded a little off and tonight is our special night and it has to be perfect."
Odette smiled, gripped my hand tight and said:
"That's my guy."
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I went to Vegas to party hardy and to try and forget the latest catastrophe in my life. My two-year marriage to 'the woman of my dreams' had just cratered and I was in sore need of some spiritual uplifting. It was my third trip to Vegas in the last ten years and it was also my third trip for the very same reason. I had no idea what was wrong with me, but either I had a black cloud hovering over me whenever I fell for a woman and married her, or something about being married to me turned woman into cock crazy sluts.
I'd only been married to my first wife nine months when I came home from work early one day and found her in bed with not one, but two of my so called friends. I found out later that she had been fucking damned near all my friends starting the day we came back from our honeymoon. That little afternoon surprise was followed by a few broken heads, several severed long-tern relationships, two relatives whom I no longer send Christmas cards, a divorce and my first trip to Vegas.
For the next three years I dated a number of extremely nice ladies, any one of whom would probably have been an excellent choice for matrimony, but I was gun shy and I let them all get away. I met my second wife on a blind date that I went on as a favor to a friend. We hit it off, dated for six months and then got married. I thought I had a winner until the night of her company Christmas party when she disappeared. I went looking for her and found her pulling a train on the desk in her boss's office. It seems that it was a holiday tradition that had been going on for the last five years, something that she had neglected to mention while we were courting. Another nine-month marriage shot, a second divorce and a second trip to Vegas.
Another two years went by during which I avoided women all together. No dating, no nothing. One night my sister invited me over for dinner and when I got there I found out she was playing matchmaker and had also invited one of the girls she worked with. I tried to be good company, but as soon after dinner as politeness would allow I beat feet. My sister called me and raised hell with me the next day.
"Did you know that she has been trying to meet you for the last three months? God knows why, but even after your boorish behavior last night she is still interested in you. I told her she should take last night as an omen and get as far away from you as she could. Do you know what she said? She said that she couldn't. She just knew that you were her lifemate and that things would work out."
It was the first time in my life that a woman actually chased after me. She caught me and seven months later we were married. I crossed my fingers and prayed that we would get past the nine-month mark and at the end of the first year I actually was able to relax secure in the knowledge that I had broken the jinx.
One month short of our second anniversary we attended a birthday party for her father at her brother's house. I noticed that one of the guests spent a lot of time around my wife and I asked her brother who the man was.
"That's Harry, her ex-husband. I don't recall inviting him, but what the hell, dad liked him and he seemed fond of dad so I guess it is okay that he's here."
I suppose that it might have been okay if I hadn't seen him put his hand on my wife's ass and her make no move to push it away. Blame my suspicious nature, a nature nurtured by two cheating ex-wives, but I started keeping an eye on two. When they looked around to see if anybody was watching and then slipped outside I was right behind them. When they got in the backseat of a car and my wife's high heel clad feet all of a sudden were waving in the air I went back inside, got my coat and went on home. I got an angry call about one in the morning.
"Why did you go home and leave me here?"
"I thought that you had all ready arranged for a ride home."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Well, when I saw you get in the back seat of that car with your ex I naturally assumed that he would give you a ride home."
"Oh that. It was nothing baby. Harry and I needed a private place to talk. We had some unresolved issues from the divorce to talk over."
"I suppose it would be interesting to know what issue was resolved when your legs were spread and your feet were kicking in the air. By the way, if that is Harry's car you should tell him that the right rear shock squeaks. That's a sure sign that it is going bad."
There was silence on the other end of the line for several seconds and then, "Should I even bother rushing home?"
"I don't see any real need for it. There isn't much here for either of us anymore."
Third divorce, third trip to Vegas.
I actually considered moving to Vegas. I was unlucky as hell at love, but I did okay at the tables in Vegas. I didn't get rich, but on every trip I had made back my expenses. I had a lot of time to think as I sat at the blackjack tables and I decided that as far as women were concerned I'd be better off staying well away from them. Hookers could take care of sex, and I was a pretty decent cook. I'd done my own laundry for years so what did that leave? Just sleeping alone and a couple of cats would take care of that. Bottom line was that from then on I was going to be a confirmed bachelor.
You can say "bullshit" all you want when people talk about love at first sight and sparks passing between two people whose eyes meet across a room, but it flat happened to me. I was sitting at the blackjack table with a twenty dollar bet in front of me when the dealer dropped a nine on the five seven I was holding. I looked up and my eyes met hers, she smiled, I felt the sparks and my heart started beating rapidly. She got up from her table and seconds later she was standing behind me. I collected my chips, stood up to face her and she said, "Did you feel it?" I said yes and six hours later an Elvis look alike walked my bride down the aisle of the twenty-four hour wedding chapel. I had five days left on my trip and that was our honeymoon. The last day of it we packed all of her stuff and shipped it to Denver. Then we caught a plane, flew home, drove to my place and I carried her across the threshold.
This time the union was star crossed and there was no doubt that it was going to last. The stars had aligned and the fates had made sure that we were put where that spark would pass between us. After my first two divorces my trips to Vegas had taken place within days of my divorce being final. That had been the plan for the third one too, but for some reason I had changed my mind and I had put the trip off for almost a month before boarding the plane in Denver and heading off for Sin City. On the Left Coast Polly was tired of LA and wanting a change so she had a garage sale and got rid of most of her stuff and then she took the money and what she had in savings and had caught the bus for Las Vegas. It was obvious that the fates had meant for us to be together.
Polly found a job as a secretary almost immediately and we settled in to grow old together. Over the next six years Polly and I bought a house and did all the things that happily married couples did. Polly worked hard and received several promotions and she eventually became the executive secretary to the president and CEO of the company she worked for. I was glad for her, but not so glad for me. Being the boss's secretary sometimes meant late hours and once or twice a month she had to accompany him on a business trip. I hated it when she was gone because it meant that a part of me was missing when she wasn't there. I hated it when she had to work late because that cut into our snuggle time on the couch. Christ, I hated it when she went grocery shopping and left me at home. I had it bad, real bad, and it seemed as though Polly had it just as bad. In addition to always wanting to be around each other Polly and I had a killer sex life. Even after six years it was still almost every day and we did everything including oral and anal. We couldn't keep our hands off of each other. Everyone said we were the perfect couple and everybody envied us. I was so happy and so much in love that I had completely forgotten my past three disasters and the black cloud that had hovered over me.
It was a Saturday and I had been playing golf with some friends. We finished our eighteen holes, had a few beers at the clubhouse and then I had headed out to go home. Walking toward my car I saw that the right rear tire had gone flat. I got out the spare, changed the tire, and then went back into the clubhouse to wash my hands. I was at the sink cleaning up and I heard voices that I recognized coming from the other side of the bank of lockers.
"How many?"
"Six I think. We try to hold the number down. The less who know about it the better. If we are careful we can fuck her for years."
"Don't you think that Dan is going to catch on?"
"I doubt it. He thinks Polly goes out of town on business with her boss. As long as we don't get too greedy and keep the sessions down to twice a month with a late evening or two thrown in we should be all right."
"What time does Sam want us there?"
"About seven. If I know Sam he has Polly getting there at five and he'll be all fucked out by the time we get there.""
"Polly can sure do that to you, can't she?"
"Best ass I've ever had."
My heart had stopped, there was a lump in my throat and the urge to kill roared through my head. I wanted to storm around the lockers and waste the bastards. That they were talking about my Polly wasn't in any doubt. I knew Ron and Mike's circle of friends and acquaintances and Polly and I were the only Dan and Polly in that circle. I wanted to hurt them and hurt them bad, but I had learned a lesson from all the legal problems I'd had when I busted heads when I caught my first wife cheating. I'd get them, it just wouldn't be in a public place where there might be witnesses. As I drove away from the club it occurred to me that all my rage was directed at Ron and Mike. Not for one second had I thought that it wasn't 'my Polly' that they were talking about, that it must be some mistake, or that there must be some reasonable explanation. No, I had apparently just accepted that what they were saying was true and then directed all my anger at them because they were supposed to be my friends and friends did not go behind your back and fuck your wife. I wondered why I wasn't thinking really bad thoughts about Polly, about why I wasn't already making a mental list of things I needed to do to get a divorce rolling. By the time I pulled into the driveway at home I began to realize that the reason that Polly wasn't receiving the same feelings as my last three wives was because I really didn't care about what Polly was doing. Polly was mine and I knew it! I knew that she loved me and that she would never separate herself from me and that she would have a reason for whatever it was that was going on. I know it sounds weird, but I was okay with whatever Polly did, but that same feeling did not extend to the men who were messing with my wife. I would find out what was going on and then take my revenge on the bastards.
The next day was a Sunday and on Sunday Polly played tennis at the club. While she was batting the ball around I went for a little drive. When he answered the door Sam was at first a little surprised and then he seemed to get a little bit nervous. Maybe he was feeling a little guilty about something? He stood there looking up at me (I'm 6'4'' and he was maybe 5'10'') and I said, "Aren't you going to invite me in Sam?" Once inside I cut right to the chase. I told Sam what I had overheard and then I said, "And now Sam, old buddy, old pal, you are going to tell me all about what is going on."
"I really don't know what you are talking about Dan."
"Yes you do Sam, and if I have to hurt you to get you to talk to me you know I will."
Sam fidgeted for a moment or so and then he shrugged his shoulders and went over and turned on the TV. He opened the cabinet next to the TV, took out videotape and placed it in the VCR. Letters filled the screen, "Left Coast Videos proudly presents Shannon Stellar in "Lusting Lady."
"What the hell is this shit Sam?"
He fast-forwarded it for several seconds and hit PLAY again and there was Polly, on her hands and knees, smiling at the camera as Ron Jeremy slid his large cock in her.
"Mike found this when he went back to New York on business. He knew right away that Polly and Shannon Stellar were one and the same. He bought the tape, brought it back and then he talked to Polly and asked her if you knew about her film career. She said you didn't and then he asked what she would do to keep you from finding out. Turns out she was willing to do a lot. Mike is a generous guy and he has a lot of friends and so he shared."
"How long has this been going on?"
"Three months – since he got back from New York." I walked over to the VCR, hit the EJECT button and got the tape. "I hope you understand me on this Sam, but nobody, and I do mean nobody, hears about our little talk today. I have some thinking to do."
When I reached the door Sam said, "How am I supposed to keep quiet Dan? What do I tell the guys when they show up on Tuesday?"
"By Tuesday Sam, I'll have told you what you can say. Just remember, not one word to a living soul before I talk to you again."
I was watching the tape in the family room when Polly came home. She came in the door yelling, "I'm home lover."
"In the family room" I hollered back.
She came in the room and saw me watching the TV and said, "What's on?"
"An action flick."
She came over and sat down beside me, looked at the screen and said, "I guess you found out."
"I guess I did."
"When?"
"Yesterday."
"How?"
I explained to her what had happened and she said, "That's good."
"That's good?"
"Yes, that's good. I would have been really pissed if one of those assholes had told you, especially after what I've done to keep you from finding out."
She looked at the screen, "I look good sucking cock don't I? You'll love the next scene; I take Sean Michael's cock up my ass."
"Why?"
"Why did I take him up the butt? Because it was in the script."
"No, not that, why the movie?"
"That's what I was in LA lover, a porn actress. One day I got tired of fucking ignorant assholes for money and I quit. I tried making it doing other things and I couldn't so I packed up and moved to Vegas before the need for grocery money was able to entice me back into porn."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"What? And risk losing you? You were the best thing that ever happened to me, but I didn't know you well enough when we met to gamble on a full confession."
"And six years later you still feel that way?"
"No, no I don't."
"Then why did you let Mike blackmail you?"
"Because I didn't want you to know. I knew you would say that it was okay, that it was before us and it didn't matter, but I also knew that it would change some things between us – that you might think less of me. I knew I wouldn't lose you, the bond between us is way to tight for that, but it might have changed some things. What we have, or had, was perfect and I didn't want it to change."
"How could you expect that I would never find out?"
"About the film, or about Mike and the boys?"
"Both."
"Well, we are in Denver and the way it is supposed to work is that films made on the West Coast are distributed on the East Coast and East Coast films are distributed in the west. My films, there are over fifty by the way, should never have shown up in this neck of the woods. As far as Mike and the crew was concerned that is why I was doing them – to keep you from finding out."
"Just how many of my friends are you bribing?"
"Nine."
"And you don't really travel as part of your job?"
"Once in a while, but not as often as I've led you to believe."
"It doesn't bother you to fuck nine guys?"
"Well all nine are rarely there at the same time, but no, it doesn't bother me. In fact, I enjoy it although I'd never let them know that."
"You enjoyed it? You enjoyed being gangbanged?"
"Look lover, now that you know what I was it makes no sense not to be truthful about everything. You know I love you and that I'd die for you if need be. I'm yours and I always will be, but that doesn't change what I was or who I am and what I am. I became a porn actress because I loved to fuck and as a porn actress I could fuck and get paid for it. I loved my work and everything about it except the arrogant assholes who thought that having a big cock made them some sort of God. I loved the big cocks, sucking cocks, being ass fucked and I positively adored double and triple penetrations. I knew I was giving all that up when I married you, but as much as I loved it I loved you more so it was goodbye lots of cock and hello Dan and I don't regret it baby, not one damned bit. Mike might have been blackmailing me, but he was blackmailing me into doing something that I loved doing. So yes, I enjoyed it. I enjoyed it and I'll probably miss it. The question now though is how is this going to affect us?"
"It won't. You were right about that," and I pointed at the screen where a large black dick was sliding into her ass, "It was before we met and so it doesn't mean shit to me. And I suppose I can understand you not wanting me to know and submitting to black mail , but why the hell did it have to be my friends who found out instead of someone you work with? Now that I know I'll have to do something about it."
"Why?"
Because now that they know I know I'll have to do something about it. Otherwise they will start thinking I'm a pussy and they will try and get away with other things and I can't have that."
"But they don't know that you know. Only Sam knows and I'm betting that you can intimidate him into keeping quiet."
"What are you saying?"
"If Sam keeps quiet they won't know that you know."
"And then what, you just keep fucking them?"
"Well since I'm being honest here I wouldn't mind staying their fuck toy. In fact, if the choice was mine that is the way I would prefer to go, but this is your choice, not mine. Just think it through lover. If they know you know and you go after them you are liable to end up in jail for assault and I would rather you be in our bed with me that lying on a cot in some jail cell."
"What happens when you don't show up Tuesday?"
"I'll show up Tuesday and I'll tell them that I'm not going to let them black mail me anymore. They'll say, "Okay, then I guess we will just have to send this tape to Dan" and I'll say, "Go ahead. You know his temper and you all know what he did to those guys he caught messing around with his first wife. When he confronts me I'll cry and beg forgiveness and then I'll have to tell him why he was sent the tape and then of course I'll have to name names." I don't think that any of them want that to happen. Keep Sam quiet and everything will be cool."
"You think that will work?"
"We don't lose a thing by trying it that way."
I had a very long talk with Sam on Monday and left him with the impression that if he ever breathed a word about my knowing he couldn't run fast enough or far enough to get away from me. Tuesday Polly went right from work to Sam's and I waited at home for her to come home and tell me how it played out. I expected her by seven, but it almost two in the morning before she got home.
"Sorry I'm so late lover. Things took a little longer than I expected."
I raised an eyebrow in question and she laughed. "I'm sorry lover, but all nine were there and I knew that I would never have a chance again so I'm afraid your wife was a gangbang queen one last time."
"You really like doing that?"
"I love it baby and I'm going to miss it."
"How did they take it?"



She laughed again, "Me or the news?"
"I can guess how they took you, no, how did they take the news?"
"Mike blustered and threatened and then I told him to go ahead and send you a copy of the tape and then I described what the likely outcome would be. His face got white and I took pity on him and gave him one last blow job."
She took my hand, "Come on to bed and I'll show how I took care of him."
A month went by and I never heard a peep about Polly's porn career from anyone and no tapes showed up in the mail. No tapes in the mail, but I did have the tape I'd taken from Sam and I must have watched it fifty times. A funny thing happened – I wanted to see more. I asked Polly to contact some one she might know in LA who could round up some of her other movies. She managed to come up with twelve more and I spent the next six months watching them over and over. Polly would watch me watch her and shake her head, "What do you get out of watching me over and over? I'd think you would be sick of those tapes by now."
"I don't know lover, they just turn me on, but I've memorized everyone of them. See if you can find me some more. What I'd love to have is the entire collection."
"I'll try lover, but I'm not promising anything."
Three weeks went by and then one afternoon Polly called me at work, "Hurry home lover, I've got something for you."
When I got home I hollered out, "I'm home Polly."
"Upstairs in the bedroom lover. Hurry on up."
I raced up the stairs and to the bedroom door and stopped dead in my tracks. Polly was on the bed and Mike was fucking her from behind and she had her head buried in Sam's lap. She took her mouth off Sam long enough to say, "I couldn't find anymore of those videos for you lover, so I got the next best thing. It is my gift to you baby," and she pointed at a chair set next to the bed, "Sit back and enjoy" and she went back to sucking Sam's cock. I looked around at the other seven men standing there and thought, "What the hell, why not" and I went and sat down on the chair.
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Bob Brandt could not believe what he was hearing. For fifteen years he had worked his ass off trying to go places with his company and now, just as he had reached the pinnacle of success, a vice presidency, he was being told he might not even have a job come tomorrow. Matt Brown, president and CEO, looked at him and repeated:
"That's the deal Bob. You get the VP slot, stock options, year-end bonuses, and I get to fuck your wife. I don't get to fuck Tina and you can start job hunting."
Bob sat in the chair, stiff as a wooden carving. Starting over at thirty-eight? Unthinkable! In a new company it would take another ten or fifteen years to reach where he was now and by then he would be too old. These day's companies wanted their executives to be young and hard-charging, not old and nearing retirement. His thoughts were interrupted by Matt:
"Well, what's it to be?"
Bob looked at him for a moment and then said, "Even if I agreed Tina would never do it. As soon as I asked her she would throw me out of the house and file for divorce."
Matt asked, "Does that mean you agree in principal and are just not sure as to method?"
Bob nodded his head and said yes.
"Good! You are now VP of sales. I'll have the paperwork back dated to the first of the month. This was a test Bob. At the VP level some pretty tough choices have to be made, a lot of them distasteful, and I had to know if you had the guts to make a hard call. The one you just made is probably the hardest you will ever have to face. I'm throwing a promotion party for you at my place this Saturday. My wife is in Paris so all you have to do is show up with Tina and then let whatever happens happen."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Bob made one last adjustment to his tie and turned to look at his wife. Tina was stunning in a white mini dress, high heels, with a single strand of pearls around her slender throat; her beautiful oval face set off to perfection by bright green eyes and long lustrous black hair. He hated what he was about to subject her to, but at the same time he told himself that he was doing it for her, so she could continue to live in the style that she had become accustomed to. Besides, deep down he did not think she would let herself be seduced by Matt - he had faith in her.
The party was one hour old and Bob could see that Tina was already 'tipsy'. Matt had been very attentive and had seen to it that the glass in her hand never fell below half empty. It was apparent to Bob that Matt's strategy was to get Tina drunk and it seemed to be working. By the end of the second hour Bob knew that Tina was hot enough to fuck. She had danced with every single male at the party and a few of the married ones and Bob knew that quite a few of them had been feeling her up and poking their stiff dicks into her legs. This was normal for what happened to Tina at parties and it used to upset Bob, but Tina told him that she enjoyed the attention and that he ended up getting all the benefits when the guys got her hot so he should just relax and go with the flow. In fact, when he had danced with her she'd told him that they might not even make it all the way home before she took his pants off of him.
At eleven thirty people started leaving and Matt came up to him and told him that if he wanted to he could watch from the closet in the master bedroom or if he preferred not to he could wait in the den or leave and come back later. Bob toyed with the idea of leaving, but curiosity won out - he had to know if Tina would do it and if she did, how it would happen. About fifteen minutes later Matt nodded at him and Bob went upstairs and took his place in the closet.
Ten minutes later Matt and Tina entered the bedroom. Tina was drunk, but not so drunk that she was unaware that she was in a bedroom not hers.
"What are we doing here?" she asked.
Matt led her over to the bed and sat her down, "We are here because you have a decision to make and this is the one place where we won't be interrupted."
"What decision?" Tina asked.
Matt said, "You have to decide whether or not Bob has a future with the company."
Tina looked confused, "What are you talking about. He was just made a VP."
Matt's voice took on a somber tone; "Yesterday the board of directors made a decission to downsize certain areas of the company. I have to get rid of two of my vice-presidents and consolidate their functions under the two remaining. Bob is last on board so technically he should be the first to be let go, but I like Bob and I think it would be better for the company if he were to stay. If I keep him I'll take a lot of heat from the board and the stockholders. I can justify my decission if I have to, but why should I risk it? On the other hand, I could take the risk if there was a reward for doing it."
Tina stared at him, "What are you saying?" she asked.
"Simple" said Matt, "I've wanted you in my bed since the first time I saw you and now I have an opportunity to make it happen."
Tina looked at him with a stunned expression, "You can't possibly mean...." but Matt cut her off, "Oh but I do Tina, I most assuredly do mean it."
While he had been talking he had pulled his stiff dick out of his pants and now it danced only inches from Tina's face. She watched it bob and jerk as if mesmerized and in a very weak voice said, "You're mad!"
"No baby, just horny" replied Matt.
"This is crazy," said Tina. "I can't do it! I love my husband and if he ever found out he'd leave me and that's not a risk I'm willing to take."
Matt smiled and said, "There is no risk. George and Cynthia were too drunk to drive and I had Bob take them home. It will be an hour and a half before he gets back."
Tina was silent for several moments and then she said, "You promise me that Bob will never know?"
Matt said, "Not from me and you and I are the only ones who will know about it."
Tina sat there silent and from the closet Bob was trying to will her to agree to do it, not because of the promotion, but because suddenly he wanted to see her fuck another man. He wanted to watch her wrap her mouth around a strange cock; see her hands caress some other guy's balls and watch his cum run down her cheeks. "Do it baby, do it!" ran through his mind like a chant.
Matt stepped forward until his cock touched Tina's cheek and then he took hold of it and began to move it back and forth across her face. Tina looked up at him and weakly asked, "You promise?" Matt nodded a yes and Tina opened her mouth and took him in.
For the next hour Bob watched as his lovely wife fucked his boss. At first she was just passive and sat there as Matt worked his cock back and forth in her mouth. And then Bob had seen a change come over her as tentatively her left hand came up and moved to the cheeks of Matt's ass and then her right hand had come up. Tina pulled Matt into her mouth and she started giving him a blowjob that Bob, who had been the recipient of many of them himself, knew would drive Matt wild.
Tina went from passive to aggressive and by the time Matt had his clothes off and Tina had slipped out of hers Matt was no longer in control. Tina sucked him, fucked him and then sucked him hard again. She was insatiable. Finally Matt said:
"It's almost time for Bob to get back. We need to stop."
Tina laughed at him, "What's the matter. Can't keep it up? You wanted me honey, and now you've got me and you're telling me you can't handle it. Poor baby."
Matt, stung by the sarcasm, said "I'll show you who can't handle it" and he rolled Tina over onto her stomach.
Tina laughed again, "Good! If I have to be a slut tonight you might as well take my ass to."
With a roar Matt pushed his cockhead at Tina's little brown eye and pushed. Bob saw Tina clench her teeth and grimace as Matt kept pushing his cock into her ass, but he knew she loved to be ass fucked and that in only moments she would be begging him to fuck her harder. It was a full five minutes before Matt emptied himself in her ass and as he pulled out of her and collapsed on to the bed next to her, Tina rolled over and leaned on her elbow. She smiled at Matt:
"I'd like to suck your cock again and fuck you one more time, but I guess I should make myself presentable for Bob when he gets here" and she got up and went into the bathroom.
As soon as she was out of the room Bob got out of the closet and headed downstairs and he was in the kitchen making himself a drink when Tina and Matt came down the stairs. Bob looked at Tina, but she showed no signs of the sexual encounter she'd just had. Matt on the other hand looked worn out. Bob said:
"I looked for you to tell you where I was going, but I couldn't find you."
Tina patted his arm, "No problem. Matt kept me entertained while we waited for you to get back." She turned to Matt and said, "It's late and we need to get going. Thank you ever so much for the party. Maybe we can do it again sometime" and she stood on tiptoe and kissed Matt on the cheek leaving Bob to ponder on the "maybe we can do it again sometime." Did she mean...? No, Bob thought, she couldn't. Could she?
To be continued.
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Tina made a final adjustment to her garter belt and nylons and then she stepped into her 4 inch "come fuck me" pumps. She looked at herself in the full-length mirror and thought, "Tina my love, you look like a slut, which I suppose is fitting, since that is what you have become." And then she giggled, "I am a slut and I love it."
She and Bob had been married for fifteen years and in all that time she had never been unfaithful to him (although she had fantasized about fucking other men). There were even times when she had almost done it, but she never had. She was in love with her husband and she knew he would never understand her desire for seeing what another cock would be like so she had behaved herself and had taken her sexual frustration out on Bob by trying to fuck him to death every time they were alone. That is she had been faithful until the night of his promotion party. That night, for reasons that didn't matter anymore, she had gone to bed with her husband's boss and she had loved it. She had not been surprised when Matt had called her two days later and asked if he could stop by and talk to her. She knew that if she said yes they would end up in her bed, but she had hesitated only a moment before telling him to come over. She had just gotten out of the tub and only had a robe on and she debated getting dressed, but then thought it would be a waste of time. After all, she was going to have to get naked again to get fucked, right?
The doorbell rang and when she opened the door she had expected Matt to take her in his arms, kiss her and pick up where they had left off on the night of the party. It came as a surprise to her when he said:
"Thank you for agreeing to see me on such short notice."
She led him into the living room and offered him a cup of coffee or a drink and he'd said, "Just coffee please, black."
When she had given him the coffee and sat down in the chair opposite she had said, "And to what do I owe the pleasure of this unexpected visit?"
Matt had taken a sip of his coffee and then he put the cup down on the coffee table, "I need some help in closing a million dollar deal. I have a customer that I need to wine and dine. I need to see to it that he has such a good time that he would never, ever take his business to anyone else. In short, I need to turn a sexpot loose on him, someone who will fuck him damn near to death and leave him begging for more of the same. After the way you worked me over the other night I knew you were the woman for the job."
Tina had not expected that and she sat there with a look of incredulity on her face. "You can't be serious," she'd said.
Matt had replied, "Oh, but I am. There is no doubt in my mind that you loved every second of what happened the other night."
Tina had said, "That was the other night and I did that to save my husbands career. The fact that I enjoyed it doesn't mean that I'm going to make a habit of it."
Matt had looked at her for a moment before saying, "Honey, Bob's career was never in jeopardy. That was just a story I used to get you into my bed. It was rotten of me and I know it, but I had wanted you for so long that when the opportunity presented itself I had to take it. And" he continued, "I am glad that I did. It was the most memorable night of my life. But in order for Bob's career to flourish the company has to flourish and it is deals like the one I'm trying to close that will ensure the company's continued success. I could fix this guy up with a high-class call girl and she would suck his cock and fuck him, but then she would straighten her make-up and leave. He would be sexually content, but he would know that he'd just spent time with another high dollar call girl. I want him to be left exhausted and hoping to God it might happen again. I want him to feel that if he keeps giving his business to me that it could happen again. For that I need the woman who fucked my brains out the other night - I need you."
Tina had said, "I'm flattered that you think so highly of me, but I'm sorry. This is just something that I can't do."
Matt had shaken his head, "I was afraid that was going to be your answer and I had hoped that I wouldn't have to do it this way." He'd gotten up and had taken videotape out of his coat pocket and had handed it to her. "Here. Play this."
Tina had taken the tape and had placed in the VCR. She sat down just in time to see Matt rub his cock over her lips and then she saw her mouth open and engulf Matt's cock. She had looked at Matt; "You promised me that Bob would never find out."
Matt shrugged, "What can I say, I lied. But he doesn't have to find out, does he? All you have to do is what I'm asking you to do and Bob never sees the tape."
Tina had not answered him. She'd watched the tape of her letting herself go so completely in Matt's bed and by the time the tape ended she had wanted to fuck. She'd stood up, let the robe fall from her shoulders and had headed for the bedroom. Half way there she had turned to see if he was following - he was. When Matt had left, some three hours later, he left knowing that Tina would do what he wanted.
+++++++++++++++
Matt arranged for Bob to be out of town on the night that Tina was to meet Matt's customer and the night had proven to be everything that Matt had hoped for. The customer, his name was Dan, had wined and dined her and then had taken her to his hotel room. She had done a slow strip for him and then had sucked his cock until he had exploded in her mouth. She has swallowed every drop and then she had licked him clean and in the process had gotten him hard again and then she had fucked him. And then she had done it again and again until he was exhausted and waved her away when she went to suck on his cock one more time. She'd had so many orgasms that her legs were a little rubbery when she got up to go to the bathroom to clean herself up. As she was letting herself out the door Dan had said:
"Wait. When can I see you again?"
She had smiled at him and said, "Ask Matt."
It was only in the elevator on the way down to the lobby that she had realized what she'd just done. When she had said "Ask Matt" she had willingly accepted her new position as the company whore.
++++++++++++++++++++++
And now, here she was again, getting ready to cement another one of Matt's deals. She wondered what tonight's client would be like. He would be the tenth one since Matt had blackmailed her into doing the first. Tina had fond memories of the first nine; there hadn't been a loser in the bunch. Oh, a few had seemed sexually inexperienced, but she had corrected that problem before she was done with them. She'd even had her first, and she sincerely hoped not her last, threesome, and she had gloried in the feeling of superiority when she had left them both lying exhausted on the bed.
There had been no more talk of blackmail since then, only Matt calling and saying, "Honey, I need a favor" and away she went to practice her whorish ways. Matt came by two or three times a week and they would spend all day in her bed and when Bob came home that night she would attack him like some demented sex fiend. It seemed like the more she fucked around on him the more she wanted to fuck him. Once she'd left an afternoon meeting with one of Matt's customers and had gone directly to Bob's office and she had sucked his cock as he sat at his desk, relishing the splash of cum that hit the back of her throat and then slid down into her belly to mingle with the customers cum.
She finished her makeup and slid into the black cocktail dress. She checked her purse to make sure she had everything and then she headed for the front door. This was going to be an all-nighter so Matt had shipped Bob out of town again. Matt said that the client would send a car for her and she had stepped outside expecting to find a cab and instead she found a long black limo. The driver got out and opened the door for her and as she settled into the plush interior she wondered what other surprises the night might hold for her. She didn't have long to wait. A tall, slim black man with wide shoulders answered her knock on the door to room 1216.
"Well, well," shed thought, "I've never had a black man before. This should be interesting" and she stepped into the room.
To be continued...
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Bob was halfway to the airport when he realized that he'd left a folder full of information that he would need on this trip on his desk at home. He looked at his watch and saw that he still had enough time to get home, get the papers, and still make it to the airport in time for his flight. He turned onto his street just in time to see Tina come down the front steps and get into a long black limo. What the hell is going on he thought as the limo pulled away from the curb and he followed, all thoughts of the folder on his desk gone from his mind. He was surprised when the limo pulled up at the Hilton and Tina got out. He looked for a place to park and found one close by, but then he hesitated. The limo was still there - waiting for Tina to come back out? He decided to sit tight and see what would happen.
Five minutes passed, then ten and just as Bob thought that he might have guessed wrong, Tina came out of the hotel on the arm of a tall black man that Bob instantly recognized. John Wright was one of the company's biggest customers and his company was responsible for a good twenty percent of Bob's company's bottom line. But what was he doing with Tina, or better yet, what was Tina doing with him? He followed them to Carl's ChopHouse and then one hour later to one of the many nightspots that dot the Lower East Side. He couldn't take a chance on getting caught spying on his wife so he had to be content with waiting outside and keeping an eye on the limo.
But he didn't have to be inside to know what was going on. Tina would be drinking and dancing and after several drinks he knew that Tina would stop pushing Wright's hands away. Two hours later they came out of the nightclub and Bob followed the limo back to the Hilton. Tina and Wright went inside the hotel and the limo pulled away. With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach Bob knew that Tina would not be coming out until morning, and with that realization came the certain sure knowledge that Tina and Wright had not met accidentally. There was only one way the two of them could have gotten together.
Matt Brown stumbled groggily to the front door wondering who in hell could be ringing his doorbell at two in the morning. He opened the door to find Bob Brandt standing on his doorstep.
"Bob! What are you doing here? You are supposed to be in Atlanta."
Matt was so surprised at seeing Bob that he never saw the right cross that sent him tumbling to the floor. Bob stepped inside and kicked the door shut behind him.
"Why am I supposed to be in Atlanta Matt? To take care of legitimate business or to get me out of the way?" Bob reached down to help the older man to his feet.
"Who is it Matt?" a voice called. In a voice slurred because of a fat lip Matt said, "It's Bob sweetheart. He's here about a business matter."
Matt turned and walked toward his study and Bob followed. Matt went straight to the wet bar and fixed two drinks. He handed one to Bob and then he touched his jaw, "Why did you do that?" he asked.
"You know damn well why! What I want to know is how did you get her to do it?"
Matt smiled a rueful smile, "Quite simple. I blackmailed her. She's done quite well for the company. I would imagine that your bonus alone on the deals she has closed for me will be in excess of a hundred thousand."
Bob was stunned. "How long has this been going on?"
"Since the night of your promotion party. I taped my little romp with Tina and then I told her I would show it to you if she didn't cooperate."
A voice behind Bob said, "He's quite good at that" and Bob turned to see Laura Brown walk into the room. "Quite good at getting women to close his business deals I mean. He used to have me doing it until he thought I was getting too old and too fat."
Bob looked at the ample curves barely hidden behind the almost transparent black nightie and thought "old and fat my ass."
Laura went on, "He didn't have to blackmail me though, I did it willingly and loved every minute of it. I've always suspected that the real reason behind his making me quit was that I was liking it too much. Now I have to satisfy myself with the pool man, the TV repairman and whomever else I can find to scratch the itch." She turned to her husband, "Run along Matt. I'll handle this and then I'll be up."
Matt smiled at her and left the room. Laura turned to Bob and said, "He loves to fuck me when I'm full of another man's cum. We aren't going to disappoint him, are we?" She noticed the look on Bob's face. "What? Are you going to tell me that you didn't dive right into Tina's wet pussy as soon as you could after Matt fucked her?"
From the sheepish look on Bob's face she knew that she had hit home. "I'll bet you are sorry now that you missed out on fucking her all the times she's worked for Matt. Well, if you are good to me I'll see to it that you are home in time to fuck her in the morning. She will still be full of John's cum for you. Don't you worry. Tina is having a good time with John tonight. I know I did when John fucked me." She saw the look on Bob's face and said, "Of course I know all about it. Matt and I are partners and we have no secrets from each other. You might be surprised at how full your life can become if you and Tina adopt the same philosophy."
The whole time she was talking she had been undoing his pants and as his cock sprang out of confinement Laura said, "Ooh, that's a nice one" and she bent to take him in her mouth. Although Bob had no way of knowing it, at the exact instant that he sent the first of several loads into a willing Laura, across town his wife Tina was receiving her first load of many.
+++++++++++++++++
Tina was surprised to find Bob on their bed when she got home and she was even more surprised when he got up and pushed her onto her back on the bed. He pushed her dress up and pulled down her panties:
"Did you clean up or is he still in you?"
It took a second for what Bob had just said to register, "You know?" Bob nodded. Tina said, "There's probably a pint of him still there" and at those words Bob thrust himself inside her.
For the rest of the day they went at each other like animals in heat and it wasn't until late in the evening that they were too tired to continue. They lay in bed, side by side, and Tina told Bob of her sexual escapades and how much she had enjoyed them. Bob told her about how he found out, the trip to Matt's and his interlude with Laura. The only hostility surfaced when Bob told Tina about his promotional talk with Matt and how he had agreed to let Matt try and seduce her. Tina's anger went away when he convinced her that he only agreed because he knew that Matt wouldn't be able to do it.
"I guess I was wrong about that."
Tina, somewhat embarrassed at how easily she had given in to Matt, changed the subject back to Laura. Tina asked, "Was she as good as me?" and Bob had smiled at her, "Honey, no one is as good as you." They fell asleep in each other's arms.
Two days later Tina was awakened by Bob who was dragging his tongue up and down the slit between her cunt lips. The bedside phone rang and Tina picked it up. It was Matt, "Tina honey, I need as favor."
"Hang on" she said, "I'll have to ask Bob."
Bob looked up from what he was doing and nodded his head yes as he continued work on her pussy. "Matt? Bob says it's okay, but listen, he needs Laura to take care of someone, okay?" She listened for a few minutes and then said, "Thanks. I'll have Bob call her with the details." She hung up the phone and giggled, "God, are we wicked" and then she twisted so she could sixty-nine with her hubby.
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It had been one hell of an eighteen month roller coaster ride. I was living in my own soap opera. Me? I'm Robert Courtney Abbott. A forty-eight year old successful business man, married for twenty-six years to Beverly Abigail Abbott, nee Sterns and with two children; Robert Courtney Abbott, Junior (affectionately called Deuce) and Stephanie Anne Abbott.
My wife Beverly is a Vice President at a large advertising agency and it is that agency that I blame in large part for the current situation. Well, it is easier than taking the blame myself and besides; it is so much more comforting to put the blame elsewhere.
The Abbott's are a tad more than "slightly" well off, but I do so dislike the term "rich" so I settle for saying that we are 'comfortable." Bev does not need to work, but she informed me early on that she intended to have a career and laid out my choices - a career oriented Beverly or no Beverly at all. I do have to admit that if I knew back then that her career would put me in the situation that I now find myself in I would still have chosen Beverly.
The Abbott's are health Nazi's. We eat right, exercise religiously and as a result the four of us are in fine physical form, Beverly at forty-seven looks every bit of thirty-four and it pleases me that most people think that I'm not a day over thirty-six when in fact my half century mark is fast approaching.
Deuce is a recent college graduate with a degree in Electrical Engineering and he has chosen to go off and do his own thing rather than join the family business as I had hoped. I am disappointed, but it is his life so it gets to be his choice. Deuce lettered in every sport he put his hand to in high school, including some that I'd never even heard of, and still maintained an A average. He was offered athletic scholarships to a dozen well known colleges and universities, but he turned them all down. He said he had enjoyed his childhood, but that it was now time to grow up and prepare for his future as a man and he buckled down and went to work on a degree in Electrical Engineering at the college close to home.
Stephanie Anne is in her final year at Smith and I believe that she is majoring in Economics, but I can't really be sure since she has changed majors so often. Deuce says that the only major that Steph really pursues is popularity. I think the boy is a tad jealous. Steph has been surrounded by swains since she was thirteen. She is drop dead gorgeous just like her mother, a straight A student and she lettered in track in high school and plays soccer and field hockey now that she is in college.
All of the above to offer just the briefest of glimpses of the Abbott's and now to the current situation that I find myself in.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We need to go back eighteen months to set the stage. We own a summer house on the lake and every August we go there for a three week vacation. That particular August there were four of us at the summer house. Stephanie Anne was off backpacking in Europe with some friends. Deuce had brought along his fiancée Amber and then there was Bev and me.
Amber was a gorgeous young creature and an absolute joy to the eyes when she wore her bikinis - especially her "wicked weasels" - and my ribs were still sore a month later from all the elbows that Bev kept jabbing in my ribs whenever she caught me looking at Amber. Of course Bev looked just as fantastic in her bikini so between Bev and Amber I was in an almost constant state of erection and I was more than happy to share those erections with my lovely wife.
Two weeks went by and then one Tuesday Bev received a phone call from her agency. There was a major problem with one of their largest and most important accounts and they needed her to return to work as soon as possible. Forty-five minutes later she was gone and there I was with no one to share my Amber generated erections with.
Wednesday Deuce and Amber hooked up with some kids on the other side of the lake and went to a party. I spent part of the day out on the lake fishing and the rest of it lounging around. I went to bed around ten with a book and half an hour later I was asleep.
According to the bedside clock it was two-thirty in the morning when the hot mouth on my cock woke me up. That was one of Bev's favorite tricks when she was horny and I was asleep. She would wake me with a blow job and once I was stiff enough to suit her she would attempt to turn me into a ruined wreck. Obviously she had just gotten back from the city and was horny. Once I was awake I grabbed her and maneuvered her over me in a sixty-nine and went to work on her pussy. She moaned as my tongue delved into her and she pushed her pussy down at me. I munched on her muffin and she moaned around my cock in her mouth. I worked on her pussy for several minutes and was surprised when she had an orgasm. Bev rarely has an orgasm when I eat her so I guessed she must have been super horny.
She was still shaking from her climax when I moved behind her and eased my cock into her. Bev shoved back at me which told me that she wanted me to go fast and hard so I gripped her hips with both hands and drove into her. Because of the time she had spent on my cock I was only able to go five or six minutes, but it was long enough for me to bring her off once more. I pulled out and fell to the bed next to her and put my arms around her expecting some snuggle time, but she pulled away from me, swung around and went for my cock again. She moved over me in a sixty-nine and I dawned on me what was happening.
It wasn't the first time that it had happened and when it did it made her extremely horny. Bev was a hot looking babe and she got hit on a lot. Every once in a while a really hot guy would make a determined run at her and while she deflected the pass it nonetheless made her horny as hell. While she was in the city some one must have made a move on her.
I dug into her pussy and worked on it and damn if I didn't give her another orgasm. By then I was stiff again so I fucked her for about ten minutes giving her two more orgasm's before I had mine. This time when I pulled her to me she moved in tight and we fell asleep.
Daylight was coming in through the window and I was in that half awake- half asleep state when I heard "Oh shit!" I opened my eyes and saw not Bev, but Amber. She was looking at me wide-eyed.
"What are you doing in Bobby's bed?" (she was the only one who called Deuce Bobby).
"This isn't Deuce's bed, it's mine."
"Oh God, how did I get here?"
"I don't have a clue. I was sleeping and then you were here."
"Did we...Oh shit, of course we did!"
She scrambled off the bed, gathered up her clothes and rushed out of the room. I watched her go and thought of the shit storm to come. My first thought was to get on the phone and call Bev. Better that she get it from me than Deuce. A glance at the clock told me that she would already have left for the office. She never turned her cell phone on in the car claiming that she needed the quiet time of the drive to organize her thoughts for the day. It would be an hour before I could reach her.
I swung out of bed, took a quick shower and then headed for the kitchen and several cups of strong coffee before I had to face Deuce. I was reading the Wall Street Journal and was on my third cup of coffee when Amber came into the kitchen. She got a cup of coffee and sat down across from me.
"Bobby is still zonked out. I don't think he even missed me." She was silent for several moments and then said, "You going to tell?"
"If Deuce doesn't know? Hell no I won't tell! My God, I can't even imagine what my wife would do if it got out, let alone Deuce."
Another several moments of silence and then, "Our little secret?"
"Absolutely."
She took a few more sips of her coffee and then got up and headed out of the kitchen. When she got to the doorway she stopped and turned back towards me.
"I liked it. What you did I mean. Bobby won't do that for me."
And then she turned and was gone. I sat there staring at the spot where she had been standing and wondered what the hell she had been saying. It took about thirty seconds before it hit me. She liked my eating her pussy! Deuce wouldn't do it for her? I shook my head at that and briefly wondered if the boy were really mine. Wouldn't eat pussy! Next thing they would be telling me was that the lad was light in the loafers. Wouldn't eat pussy. I was going to have to find some time to have a man to man with the boy.
My mind at ease over not having to call Beverly about last nights accidental (but extremely pleasurable) interlude I grabbed my poles and bait box, got in the boat and motored out to a spot near the spillway. I spent two hours there but caught nothing but the rays of the sun (I'd long ago come to believe that there were no fish in the lake) and then went back to the house.
I saw Amber in her bright yellow "wicked weasel" taking the sun out on the patio and the scrumptious sight and the memories of the previous night gave me an instant erection which I was able to hide as I walked by her by holding my tackle box in front of it. I put my fishing gear away and headed for my bedroom intending to take a very cold shower in an effort to drive Amber out of my mind.
I was just taking off my trousers when I heard a soft "plop" on the bed next to me. I glanced down and saw two small pieces of yellow fabric. It took a couple of seconds before it registered that I was looking at Amber's bikini. I turned and saw her standing in the doorway just as naked as the day she was born. I don't know what kind of expression I had on my face, but Amber smiled at me and said:
"I meant it when I said I liked what you did. I liked it a lot. I want to do it again."
She started walking toward me. I said, "Amber, we can't. Last night was a mistake and luckily no one else knows." As I was saying it I stepped back to keep some distance between us, but my trousers were still around my ankles and I tripped and fell back on the bed.
Amber giggled and said, "Part of you is interested and she pointed to my erection.
"But Deuce could wa..."
"Bobby has gone over to the other side of the lake. He is going to a Hot Rod show with some of the guys we met yesterday. I told him I had a headache and I wanted to stay here and rest. He told me to tell you not to expect him for dinner. Bev is still in the city so it is just you and me daddykins; you and me and your magic mouth."
She went to her knees in front of me and started pulling my pants off of me. I made a feeble attempt to stop her.
"This isn't right Amber. You love Deuce and he loves you. We can't do this."
"I do love Bobby, but he won't lick my pussy so until I can talk him into it you are "my go to guy." Keeping it in the family so to speak."
She leaned forward and captured my cock with her mouth and I stopped protesting. There is something to be said for the enthusiasm of youth. Amber brought out the best in me. Age had slowed me down some and two and sometimes three times a week was the best that Beverly had been able to get out of me (although I did occasionally go two or three times on those nights) over the last couple of years, but Amber got me to go four times that afternoon and between each time I had to eat her pussy.
She said I had a magic mouth, but what that girl could do with hers defied description. She sucked me, I ate her pussy and we fucked. We went sixty-nine and we fucked. We napped. She woke me with a blow job, I ate her and we fucked. We had a bite to eat, had a few drinks and then she sucked my cock, I ate her pussy and we fucked. Then we sat on the patio and sipped cocktails until Deuce got home.
As soon as he got there I got up and went up to my room. I didn't want to have to face him. I just knew that my face would be full of guilt and that he would spot it right away. I avoided Deuce and Amber as best I could until Bev got back and then of course she wanted to do all sorts of things as a family so we were all thrown together. I guess I worried for nothing as neither Deuce nor Beverly seemed to have any idea what Amber and I had done. But every time I looked at Amber I saw her looking back at me with an expression on her face that I couldn't read.
The vacation ended and we returned to the city and I thought that my pleasurable dalliance with Amber was behind me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had been back at my desk one week when my secretary came in and told me that my future daughter was there to see me. Amber breezed into the office and said:
"Hi daddykins. I'm here to take you to eat."
It was lunch time and I had no other plans so I stood up and told my secretary that I was going to lunch. As we left the building Amber said:
"I'm parked right here in front so I'll drive."
Five minutes later she pulled into the parking lot of a Super 8 and I looked over at her.
"I didn't say one word about having lunch daddykins, I said I was going to take you to eat. I'm working on Bobby, but he is still balking and I do so want to keep things in the family. Besides, you seem to like this hot body the last two times."
What could I say? She was right. She gave me some marvelous head, I ate her pussy and we fucked. She wanted more but I told her that I had to get back to the office. That lunch period was just the first of many and Amber and I managed to get together about twice a week for the next four months.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When the wedding march began to play I looked back and saw her coming down the aisle on her father's arm. She was a vision. Deuce was beaming as she took her place next to him and the ceremony started. I didn't hear the words since my mind was on what had happened only hours ago.
"You can't fuck me daddykins. I won't give Bobby sloppy seconds on his wedding day, but I'll suck you off while you eat my pussy so I can go to my wedding bed with a big smile on my face."
I thought for sure that would be the end of it, but the day after they returned from their honeymoon Amber showed up at my office at lunch time.
"I'm here to take you to eat daddykins."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I stood in the family room and looked out at Amber sitting on the patio. I saw her glance at me and I knew that I was reading her expression right. Deuce was out of town on a project for his company and Bev was in Atlanta visiting one of her agency's big clients. Amber smiled at me, stood up and started unbuttoning her blouse as she walked toward me and I could not get over how sexy she looked being seven months pregnant. She positively glowed and my cock was suddenly hard and aching. She glanced at my bulge and giggled and I glanced at hers and wondered if I was going to be a father or a grandfather.
To be continued
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My mother was a slut and a whore. My earliest memory is of my mother and some guy fucking on our kitchen table. I was about six at the time. Mother saw me watching and did nothing to shoo me away. The guy saw me and said:
"She sure is a cute little thing; how much to be her first?"
My mother had laughed and said, "You never will have enough. She isn't for sale."
I remembered that every time she brought one of her johns home with her - which was almost every night - and wondered if that would be the night that she forgot that I "was not for sale" and took the man's money. She never did though and I was still a virgin when I turned sixteen. My presents that year were a couple of party dresses, a pendant on a gold chain and a pair of high heels. After the ice cream and cake were gone and my friends had left my mother sat me down and said:
"I can't make you be better than I am Amber, all I can do is make you want to be better, but you will have to be the one to do it."
Then she told me everything that she had learned about men and told me that the secret was to give them what they wanted:
"But only after they give you what you want. Don't put it out there like I do and hope for the best. Make a plan and work through it and get what you want, not what some one else decides to give you."
I kind of knew what she was telling me, but I was still a little young to get into it. I studied hard, got excellent grades and earned some scholarships and I went off to college. I managed to land a job waiting tables at a fairly decent restaurant where the tips were good and then I settled in determined to make something of myself
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
College is where it all changed for me. In high school most of the kids were from the same social level I came from, but in college I was exposed to people who had it all. People who had money, people who came from people who had money and I saw their lifestyle and I wanted that life style for me. I remembered what my mother had told me about coming up with a plan and working through it. I planned on hooking my wagon to some rich guy and then living happily ever after in the lap of luxury.
I carefully looked over the boys available and picked out one. Jeffery Marshall came from "old" money. He was good looking, had a certain charm to him and I put myself in situations where he would notice me and one day he did and he asked me out. I of course said yes and five months (and twenty-seven dates) later I gave Jeffery my virginity. Jeff was overwhelmed by the fact that he was my first and when I told him that I gave it to him because in my heart I knew he was the one I was supposed to live my life with it blew him away. Two months later he proposed and I said yes.
Jeff belonged to one of the best fraternity's on campus - he was a legacy - and one night he took me to a party at his frat house. The liquor was flowing and every one was having a good time. I had let myself get pretty looped, but I wasn't worried because I had Jeff there to look out for me. Several hours into the party a couple of guys pulled me into a room and before I knew what was happening I was on a mattress with a cock pushing at my mouth and one forcing its way into my pussy. I was struggling to break free when I saw Jeff look into the room. I begged him with my eyes to save me (I couldn't holler because my mouth was full) but he turned and walked away.
I don't know how many had me that night, but I do know that after the first three or four I just laid back and let it happen. When they were done with me and everyone had gone, leaving me lying on the soiled mattress and looking like hell, a guy came into the room, looked down at me and said:
"You look like you could use a little help."
He helped me stand up and then he helped me to a bathroom and helped me clean up. He found my clothes, got me dressed and then said:
"We need to get you out of here. Where should I take you?"
I was numb and all I could do was mumble and shake my head so he said, "Okay. I'll just take you to some place where you can rest."
I woke up the next morning in a strange bed and to the smell of fresh coffee. I struggled up from the bed and noticed that all I had on where my bra and panties. I saw my dress folded neatly over the back of a chair and my shoes on the floor in front of the chair. I dressed and walked out into the kitchen. He was working at the stove when I walked in and without turning around he said:
"Coffee is hot, cups are in the cupboard, cream is in the fridge and the sugar is on the table. How do you like your eggs?"
"Scrambled" I said as I got a cup and poured myself some coffee. "Who are you, where am I and how did I get here?"
"My name is Jason, you are in my apartment and you are here because I couldn't leave you at the frat house and you wouldn't tell me where I could take you."
"Did you...were you one of the ones who..."
"No I was not. I prefer my ladies to be willing and I don't like crowds."
I couldn't think of anything else to say so I just sat there staring down into my coffee cup and occasionally taking a sip from it.
"For what it is worth however, when I stood there looking down at you last night I was hard put to behave myself."
I gave him a weal smile and he set a plate down in front of me with eggs, bacon and toast on it. Conversation stopped while we ate and when I was done I asked him if I could take a shower. He said yes and showed me where to find soap, a wash rag and towels. I was naked and pulling the shower curtain open when suddenly I turned around and headed back into the kitchen.
"Will you scrub my back for me?"
I saw his cock for the first time when he climbed into the shower with me. I'd seen large cocks before. My mother, especially if she was bombed and had run across a well endowed lover, would come into my room and say, "Honey, you just have to see this one" and then she would show me her latest lover's equipment. I'd seen one or two that were longer than Jason's, but I'd never seen anything as fat as what he had.
I had the soap and wash rag in my hand and I reached for Jason's cock and I started washing it.
"I thought I was supposed to be scrubbing your back?"
"All in good time" I said as I washed his balls.
Jeff and the guys who rode the train the previous evening were the only men I'd ever had in me and none of them were the size of Jason. I knew from the hundreds my mother had gone through and the few that she brought to show me that size like Jason's was not common and believing that my reputation was already shot because of the frat party I decided to experience "size" while I had the chance. I handed the soap and wash rag to Jason, turned and leaned against the wall and spread my legs wide. He asked:
"Are you sure about this?"
"Just do it!" I exclaimed and braced myself with one hand and reached down with the other and took hold of his cock. I lined it up and he pushed and it felt like a baseball bat was pushing into me. It took him six strokes to get all of him in me and then he slowly started to fuck me. The initial discomfort caused by his size faded and I started pushing back at him. I finally knew why my mother was always so happy when she found a john who had a huge cock. It was exquisite!
Jason had fantastic staying power and he fucked me for over fifteen minutes and gave me three orgasms before he came himself. We left the shower and dripping wet we headed for his bed. I just had to get him hard again because I NEEDED him back inside me. I needed that stuffed full feeling. I went after his cock with my mouth and quickly found that small mouths and fat cocks do not go well together. I couldn't get him in my mouth so I had to settle for licking him like a lollipop and stroking him by hand until he started to come erect again. When he was stiff enough I got on top of him and impaled myself and then I rode him until he rolled me over onto my back and fucked me hard until he came for the second time. Along the way he got me off three more times. I snuggled up next to him and cuddled until I looked at my watch and saw that I needed to get moving if I was going to get to wok on time.
"What will you do now?" he asked as I dressed.
"Get rid of Jeff, see how much damage has been done to my reputation and if it can be fixed and then get on with my life."
"Your reputation should be fine. The boys at that fraternity are not going to want it to get out that there was a gangbang at one of their parties. I have no clue as to why it happened to you. As far as I know there hasn't been a train pulled at that house in the last five years, but the fact remains that the sons of too many prominent and important families belong to it and they will want to keep things quiet. What will happen is that you will be asked out a lot by the guys who did you and who want more."
"Well, they are going to be disappointed. I will not have anything to do with any one from that fraternity ever again."
"I hate to say this, but toward the end you were really getting into it. Are you sure that you can go without sex if you give up Jeff and turn down his frat brothers?"
"They aren't the only men on campus. And, there is always you. It hasn't been mentioned, but do you have a girlfriend?"
"No. I'm not a believer in relationships. Maybe some day, but not right now."
"Would you turn me away if I showed up at your door from time to time?"
"No. No I wouldn't."
"Then my problem is solved, isn't it?"
I kissed him goodnight and headed back to my dorm. There were a dozen messages from Jeff and I tossed them into the trash and then went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I was sitting in the reference section of the library when Jeff came up and sat down across from me. I gave him a nasty look and said:
"What do you want?"
"Where have you been? I've called all over trying to find you. Why haven't you returned my calls?"
"I haven't returned your calls because I don't want anything to do with your worthless ass." He looked hurt when I called him a worthless ass and I went on, "How could you walk away from me at that stupid party and let those animals keep doing to me what they were doing? You saw that I was struggling and trying to get up. Why didn't you help me?"
He looked away and mumbled, "They were my brothers, my fraternity brothers."
"And I was your fiancée. Get away from me you worthless piece of shit."
"Are you calling off our engagement?"
"No asshole; you called it off when you walked away from me and left me at their mercy."
"Then you will have to give me my ring back."
"Fuck your ring!"
"You don't understand. It is a family heirloom. It was my great, great grandmother's ring and it has been passed down through the family. If you are breaking up with me I have to have it back."
I had taken off the ring and put it in my purse meaning to throw it in his face - literally - but as soon as I saw how important it was to him I said:
"Good luck in getting it. I threw it off the 14th Street Bridge. Go bob for it. If it didn't sink into the muck on the bottom of the river you just might be able to find it. Now get the fuck out of my sight."
He sat there and whined about the ring so I got up and walked away from him and that afternoon I hit a pawn shop and got $2300 for the ring.
That night when I knocked on Jason's door he let me in and that started an on again off again affair that is still going on to this day.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I set my plan to hook up with a rich boy off to the side and for the next six months I concentrated on my studies and then fate stepped in. I was in the college book store looking for the text I was going to need for Business Law II when the strap on my book bag broke. The bag fell to the floor and everything spilled out of it. I knelt down to pick things up and a voice said:
"Here, let me help you with that."
"I looked up and into the clearest blue eyes I had ever seen. A quick look showed that the eyes belonged to an extremely attractive guy. He helped me pick my things up and then he said:
"I'm Robert Abbott. My family and friends call me Deuce. I've seen you around, but never have had a chance to meet you. So pardon me for being impulsive, but I might not get another chance to meet you so I need to take advantage of this opportunity. Will you have dinner with me?"
"I think that Amber Pryce would love to have dinner with Robert Abbott."
"Please call me Deuce. I've never cared much for Robert."
"Deuce makes you sound like a gambler - a card shark - so if you don't like Robert I'll call you Bobby."
I had my dinner date with Bobby and before it was over I was hooked. I was on my elbows and knees and Jason had just finished fucking me for the third time when he said:
"You almost seem like you're somewhere else tonight."
"I was just wondering if this might be our last time together."
"Oh yeah? And why is that?"
"I met a guy. I've gone out with him six times now and tomorrow night I'm going to let him go all the way. I think he's the one Jase. I'm going to have to toss my plan to marry a rich guy into the trash. I don't think I can let this one get away."
"And just who is this wonderful guy who is going to cut in on my recreational activity?"
"His name is Bobby Abbott. He is an Engineering student."
"Bobby Abbott? As in Robert Abbott? He wouldn't by any chance also be called Deuce would he?"
"Yes. Do you know him?"
"No, but I know of him. He wasn't born with a silver spoon in his mouth; his spoon was diamond and ruby encrusted platinum."
"What does that mean?"
"That your plan to get yourself a rich kid is right on track."
"Bobby? Bobby is rich?"
"I can tell that the idea sickens you."
"Oh my. My Bobby wealthy. I never would have believed it."
"Poor baby. You thought you were just going to have to settle for love and now you are being forced to take love and money. Sometimes life just sucks."
"I don't know what to think."
"Think about this" he said as he pushed his cock at my mouth.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next night I took the biggest gamble of my life. I told Bobby about Jeff and about what happened at the frat party. He pulled me close and kissed my nose.
"I know about the frat party and I also that it was more of a rape than anything else. I didn't know that Jeff took your cherry, but I hate him because he got to do it instead of me."
"No baby, you didn't want to be first. The first time was "icky" and I wasn't even sure that I liked it."
"And now?"
"It took me a couple of times, but I finally did get into it. Of course there has only been Jeff and those assholes from the frat party so I'm not all that experienced at it."
"Why are you telling me all of this?"
"I've decided that I want to try it while looking up into those fantastic blue eyes of yours."
"Are you sure?"
"I've never been surer of anything in my life."
I found out that there was a major difference between fucking and making love. Jason fucked me. Bobby made love to me. Jason was hot, hard and fast. Bobby was slow and easy. Bobby took his time and searched my body for places that he could touch, lick and suck that would bring me to a constant state of arousal and keep me there. He spent as much time on foreplay as Jason took to get himself (and me) off. Jason made me scream and beg for him to fuck me harder, but Bobby made me soar and plead with him to never stop and that was before he even entered me. The difference between Bobby and Jason was like night and day and it bears repeating - Jason fucked me and Bobby made love to me.
Bobby and I made love three times. I sucked his cock and he ate my pussy and once we went sixty-nine. It was perfect. Looking up into his blue eyes I knew that I had found where I belonged.
"Well, what do you think? Think we might be onto something here?"
"What I think is that the eyesight of every girl on this campus depends on you. If I catch you with any other girl I'll scratch her eyes out. Once more?"
"I don't know if I can."
I scooted down and just before I took his cock in my mouth I said, "I guess we will just have to see."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My legs were up on his shoulders and he was driving down hard into me. I'd already had two orgasms and he finally came, pulled out and let my legs down. He laid down beside me and I snuggled into him as he put his arms around me. We cuddled for a bit and then I said:
"Bobby proposed to me last night."
"And what did you say?"
"I said yes."
"And yet you are here."
"I can't help it. I need what you give me."
"Deuce not up to the task?"
"Bobby is marvelous in bed, but making love with him is different from being fucked by you. With you it is hard coupling, almost animalistic, but with Bobby it is soft, tender, very long lasting and I love it. But every once in a while I need to be taken and used and you don't seem to mind doing it."
"So I'm your part time fuck-toy?"
"Don't you take that tone with me. You know full well that you never wanted anything permanent with me. What we have right now suits you just fine."
"True, and while we are on the subject of fuck-toys yours is ready to play again."
I giggled and reached down to grasp his hardening cock and I stroked it a time or two before saying, "Okay fuck-toy, let's play."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next six months Bobby and I made love four and five times a week and I saw Jason at least once a week - twice if I thought I could do it without making Bobby suspicious. One night I called Jason and asked if I could come over and he said:
"Not tonight sweetie."
"Have I been replaced?"
"You are irreplaceable my love, but yes, I am seeing someone else tonight."
"Serious?"
"Not really. She is married, but is pretty much in the same boat you are in."
"How is that?"
"She loves her husband, he is good in bed, but every once in a while she just needs a good hard fucking. Some of that animalistic sex you were talking about. I've been seeing her for about six months now and I've still managed to fit you in. Tomorrow maybe?"
"Can't. How about Thursday?"
"You got it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Bobby took me to meet his family and they seemed to like me. I know his father did. He couldn't seem to take his eyes off of me. Every time I looked his way he glanced away and I knew he had been watching me. He was a pretty good looking man and if he was any indication of what my Bobby was going to look like at that age I had picked a winner. His mother and sister were both gorgeous. I had seen his sister around campus and she said she had seen me a time or two. All in all I really liked Bobby's family.
I went shopping with Stephanie one Saturday and we sat in a café and made girl talk and I flat out asked her why a girl who had so much going for her didn't have a swarm of guys hanging around her. She said guys her own age seemed so immature and she had yet to meet an older guy who could hold her attention. I wished her luck.
The next night after Jason had fucked me damned near to exhaustion I asked him what he was looking for in a girl. He said he didn't know, but would know her when he saw her and then he asked me why I wanted to know.
"I think I've found the right girl for you. All I need to do is find some way to get the two of you together."
"Why? What makes you think that she is the right girl for me?"
"She is gorgeous; she comes from money, is intelligent, has a good sense of humor and thinks guys her own age are immature. You are four years older than she is and there is definitely nothing immature about you."



"Why would you ant to set me up with this wondrous woman?"
"She's Bobby's sister and it would be a way of keeping you close."
"What if things click between Bobby's sister and me? Wouldn't you be afraid that I would have no time for you?"
"Oh no lover, you'll always have time for me, won't you?" I asked as I stroked his cock.
"You sexy bitch you" he groaned as he pushed me on my back and entered me.
The problem was how to get Stephanie and Jason together and keep me out of it. I didn't want to chance Bobby knowing that I knew Jason before I met Bobby. In the end it cost me a tire, but it worked. Steph and I met for lunch and when it was over we went back to get into my car and drive back to the campus. As we approached the car I saw that the right rear tire was flat (not surprising since I'd had Jason shove an ice pick through the sidewall). I went to get the spare and a male voice said:
"Let me help you with that."
I turned and said to Jason, "Why thank you sir."
He changed the tire, introduced himself and I could see the interest in his eyes as he looked at Steph. What's more, I saw the interest in her's. He said:
"Could I buy you girls a cup of coffee?"
I was all set to say sorry, but we just finished eating, but before I could Stephanie said, "I'd like that."
Not being stupid I said, "I have a class in fifteen minutes so I have to go."
"Go ahead" Steph said, "I'll find a ride" and I took off and left the two of them there together.
Three nights later when I got together with Jason for an evening of playing he said:
"How did you know that Stephanie would be right for me?"
"I didn't know; it was just a feeling that I had. Things going well?"
"We've been out twice and I'm hooked, but I can't speak for her. But if things work out for us it is going to mean less time for you."
"As long as you don't say you have no time for me" I said as I reached for his cock.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things did get serious between Jason and Stephanie and my times with him dropped to about three times a month. By then I was busy planning my wedding with Bobby's mother Beverly and Stephanie. The only family that I had, my mother, was not to be found. She had taken off with one of her lovers shortly after I started college and I had not seen nor heard from her since. But I remembered her advice "to get what you want and not what someone decides to give you." I'd been dirt poor and I hadn't much liked it and I would do whatever I had to do to avoid going back to it.
Whatever else I was, I was a realist. I loved Bobby and I wanted to spend my life with him, but I also loved what Jason could do to me and I did not want to give him up. I wasn't sure how Bobby would take it if he ever found out about Jason, but it was a good bet that he would not take it well. With that thought in mind I began looking for a way to take out some insurance.
Graduation came and Bobby surprised everyone by not going into the family business. He said he wanted to make it on his own and not have things just handed to him. His dad was upset and I jokingly said:
"Not to worry. I graduate next year and by then Bobby and I will be married so I'll be family and I'll go into the family business."
I saw the way Bobby's father looked at me when I said that and what I think I saw was approval. I think he liked the idea.
August was approaching and every August the Abbott family spent two or three weeks at their vacation home at the lake. I was asked to join them, but I had to say no.
"I can't get out of work for that long."
"So quit your job" Bobby's father said.
"I can't. I need the money. The tips are good and my scholarship money only goes so far."
"I'm serious. Quit your job. You can come to work for me as an intern and I'll pay you twenty percent more than you make at that restaurant. It will be good for you. You planned on coming into the business after you graduated anyway, didn't you?"
"It will still mean three weeks of lost wages."
"I'll give you those three weeks as a signing bonus. It seems to work for pro athletes so why not for a business?"
So I said yes and gave two weeks notice at the restaurant which surprised the hell out of them. They were used to people leaving with no notice, but I had learned a long time ago not to burn any unnecessary bridges. You never knew. I could be looking for a job again some day and it wouldn't hurt to have them think well of me.
There were only four of us going to the lake since Stephanie had gone off to Europe on a class tour. In a way it upset me because with Steph gone I could have spent more time with Jason, but I had locked myself into going to Sunnyvale before I knew that Steph wouldn't be there.
My first day at Sunnyvale (that's what the Abbott's called their summer home) Bobby handed me a box and said:
"This for you to wear while you are here at the lake."
I opened the box and found the skimpiest bathing suit that I had ever seen.
"It's called a "wicked weasel" Bobby said, "and I'm dying to see you in it."
"Are you sure you want me parading around in this thing?"
"Absolutely positively."
I'm not ashamed of my body and I do have a streak of the exhibitionist in me so I put it on and wore it out onto the patio. Beverly whistled and said:
"My God! I have to get me one of those so I can compete."
Bobby's dad didn't say a word - the 'boner' in his trousers said it all. The weather was perfect and I spent a lot of time in bathing suits - both my regular bikini and the 'wicked weasel' and every time I looked towards Bobby's dad I saw him looking at me and I saw the outline of the hard lump in his trousers.
I'm not sure that what happened would have happened if Bobby hadn't gotten drunk out of his mind. We were out in the speed boat and had pulled into the marina on the other side of the lake for gas and met some other couples our age. We ended up partying with them and Bobby got blitzed. So blitzed that some of the other guys thought they could make a run on me and get away with it. I went along with it up to a point, but only a point. Bobby was my man and I wasn't going to cheat on him (forget Jason - that was a special circumstance). I teased; I flirted and I swapped some tongue and let them get some cheap feels, but just when they thought they were going to get some I loaded Bobby into the boat and headed home to Sunnyvale. I managed to get him into the house and into bed, but I was still awake and horny from the messing around I had done.
I was sitting out on the patio and looking out at the lake when the idea came to me. Beverly was back in the city taking care of some problem or other that had come up. Stephanie was on the other side of the big pond and Bobby was passed out in the bedroom. That left Bobby's dad and me and I remembered how his dad kept watching me and I remembered the stiffies he always seemed to have when he looked at me. The more I thought about my idea the more sure I was that it would work. And if it didn't? Who would tell? It certainly wouldn't be me and I somehow didn't think that my future daddy in law would say anything either.
I quietly entered daddy in laws bedroom and saw in the light from the hallway before I closed the door that daddy slept naked and on top of the sheets. I was careful not to wake him as I got into bed with him. I didn't want him aware of anything until it was too late and he was committed. I took his cock in my mouth and started giving him a blow job. After about a minute he moaned:
"Oh Bev, that feels great."
He thought I was Bev and that was even better than what I'd hoped for. I swung over him in a sixty-nine and lowered my pussy toward his face. I was totally surprised when he worked his way into position and stuck his tongue out to lick my slit. I pushed my pussy down at his face and he went to work on me like a starving man. It was a new experience for me. Bobby would eat my pussy, but he didn't really like to do it. He did it more to get blow jobs than to satisfy me and of course Jason never got to do it to me because all we ever seemed to do was fuck. Bobby's dad sure didn't hesitate. He gave me an orgasm! He actually got me off with his mouth! I was still trembling from the strength of my climax when he moved behind me and entered me doggie.
I was hot and I wanted a hard cock in me in the worst way and so I slammed my ass back at him and felt his cock drive up into me. He fucked me hard and gave me a second climax and then a third before he shot his cream deep inside me. No way I wanted to quit then so I got into another sixty-nine and went for his cock. He dug into my pussy with his mouth. He had cum in me and he still went after me with his mouth! I couldn't believe it! I pushed my pussy down hard against his mouth and he sucked himself out of me as I brought his cock up erect and then he fucked me to two more orgasms before I'd had enough and snuggled up next to him.
I set the alarm on my watch for five-thirty and when it went off I reached for my future father in laws cock and worked on until he started to stir and then I went into my act. "Oh shit!" I exclaimed loudly. He opened his eyes and saw me.
"What are you doing in Bobby's bed?"
"This isn't Deuce's bed, it's mine."
"Oh God. How did I get here?"
He said he didn't know and I scrambled out of bed, gathered up my clothes and ran from the room. Bobby was still out of it when I got to our room, as I knew he would be. Whenever he gets bombed he never gets up before nine or ten unless someone wakes him up. I slid into bed next to him, napped for a bit and then woke him with a blow job at eight. We made leisurely love until I reminded him that he had agreed to go to a hot rod show with some of the guys we met yesterday. He put on a burst of speed, got us both off and then hurriedly dressed. I told him I wasn't feeling well and was going to stay home so he kissed me and took off.
Leaving me alone with his dad.
It was funny the way his dad kept saying that we couldn't and that it wouldn't be right and that we shouldn't be doing it while all the time his hard cock said that he didn't know what he was talking about. We fucked all afternoon and by the time Bobby got home I had his dad wrapped around my little finger. Daddy didn't know it, but he was going to be spending a lot of time in his future daughter in laws pussy.
The vacation ended and we went back to the city. I started my new job working for my future father in law and after I had been there a week I showed up in his office at lunch time. We ended up in a motel for a long lunch and after that Bobby's daddy and I got it on at least twice a week.
The night of Bobby's bachelor party I was having a bachelorette party with Bobby's daddy and then to cement things I sucked daddy's cock two hours before I walked down the aisle to marry his son.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The honeymoon was great and I'm sure that Bobby will never forget how I fucked him into total exhaustion every night we were on Maui. I'm sure that he thought he had worn me out also. I wonder how surprised he would be to find out that I had enough left to fuck his dad into a ruin on our first day back and then destroy Jason on the third.
And then my plan came together. Five weeks after returning from our honeymoon I told Bobby I was pregnant. I swear, that boy acted like he'd just won the Nobel Prize. What I didn't tell Bobby was that the baby wasn't his. I went off the pill two months before the wedding, but whenever I made love to Bobby or fucked Jason or Bobby's father I had my diaphragm in. Until after the honeymoon. Then only Daddy Abbott got to plow my fertile fields without protection.
Bobby would father all the rest of our children, but my first born would be my insurance against ever living poor again. If Bobby ever wanted to get rid of me - and he might since I wasn't going to give up Jason and I could possibly get caught - I'd have a little talk with Daddy Abbott who would no doubt see to it that I did not walk away empty handed. I was sure that he wouldn't want his wife and son to see the DNA test or know about his dalliance with his son's wife. Which by the way is still continuing. Daddy Abbott just loves fucking his pregnant daughter in law.
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I watched Stephanie Anne come down the aisle on the arm of her father and I had mixed emotions. I was happy to see my baby girl so happy and I was sad for myself. I was angry at Jason and I wanted to scratch his eyes out. As much as Stephanie loved him I knew that he wasn't right for her. Lest I be accused of being one of those mothers who doesn't think that any man is good enough for her daughter let me say that that is not the case here. I know many, many young men who I would like to see Steph married too, but Jason isn't one of them. My own marriage would be ending before I would let Jason marry my daughter.
I thought back on the previous eighteen months and shook my head over what I had allowed to happen. How could I, Beverly Abigail Abbott, have let this happen? I had the world as my oyster. Married to a good, but somewhat gullible husband, with the job of my dreams and the freedom to do what I chose and when I chose but I had still managed to put myself in a position where it could all fall down on my head and leave me in ruins.
I met Robert Courtney Abbott in my third year of college. I was majoring in Marketing and he was going for a degree in Business Management so we shared several classes. He was very good looking, intelligent, had a pleasing personality and, although I didn't find out until much later, he was extremely rich. We hit it off and started dating and following our fifth date I invited him into my bed. He was a very capable lover and I enjoyed my time with him very much.
It came as no surprise to me when he proposed, but he seemed surprised when I seemed hesitant to say yes. When he pressed I told him that I thought we needed to be more established in our careers before thinking of marriage. That is when he told me the extent of his family's wealth and that I would never have to work for a living and that his career was already established. He would be going into the family business and would be taking it over when his father retired.
I didn't want that. I had been planning my career for years and I knew where I wanted to be by the time I was thirty-five. I told Robert that marriage was out of the question if it would interfere with my career and while it was a struggle for him he finally accepted it. Once he accepted that I was going to have a career I said yes and we were married.
Children would not be a hindrance in my quest for a career because we had the money for nanny's and whatever day care we would need so in rapid succession I had Robert junior and Stephanie Anne and following the birth of Stephanie I had my tubes tied.
Robert was a health nut and "eat right and exercise" were his mantra. I always thought he was a little over the top on the subject until one day I looked at myself in the mirror and saw what two kids had done to my body. Then I looked at all the young hard bodied sluts who were my competition at work and decided that maybe hubby had the right idea. It took almost a year to get back to where I had been before having the kids, but once there I felt better, looked better, and had more energy and confidence in myself and after that I became a bigger fanatic on eating right and exercising than Robert. In a way I guess what happened could be blamed on Robert. After all, it was his health fanaticism and his converting me to it that caused what happened.
His name was Jake.
I was at a conference in Denver and he was one of the speakers. I was feeling good about myself. I had been hit on at least a dozen times and I was full of confidence and at the top of my game. I liked what Jake had to say and I asked if he would join me for a drink so we could discuss his ideas farther. I didn't mean for it to happen, but we ended up in his room and we spent the rest of the evening fucking up a storm. It was way out sex for me. Robert was a marvelous lover and he played my body like a violin and God but could that man eat pussy, but I wasn't passive with Jake the way I was with Robert. With Jake it was like two animals tearing at each other. I soared! I got so wound up with Jake that if he would have said:
"You are too much for me babe; I'm going to get some help" I more than likely would have just said, "Hurry back."
There was another difference between Jack and Robert. With Robert I just settled back and let him take me to wherever he wanted and I gloried in all of the orgasms he gave me on the way. With Jake I took what I wanted. If I wanted my pussy eaten I grabbed a handful of Jake's hair and pushed his head down between my legs. If we were in a sixty-nine and I was ready to fuck I pulled away from him, swung over him and jammed myself down on his cock and I fucked him. I FUCKED HIM! Not the other way around.
The next morning Jake and I parted and I never saw him again, but I remembered the way I was with him and I wanted to be that way again. I thought about trying something like that with Robert, but then decided that I'd better not. I had no idea how it might change Robert and I was unwilling to give up what he did to me. I wanted what Robert gave me AND I wanted the wild, get down and get dirty sex that Jake had shown me.
I made the conscious decision to have both.
If I was careful, and I would be, I could take lovers and Robert would never know. I would never give Robert any less than my best and of course he would always have one hundred percent of my love.
At first I only played when I was on out of town trips. One and sometimes two night stands with men I never saw again, As the years went by and my career blossomed I traveled less and less so I started looking for my lovers closer to home. I worked a lot of late nights on ad campaigns so an occasional night spent with a lover went unnoticed. On those nights I would hit one of the downtown hotels where a convention was taking place and take a seat in the lounge. It was never more than ten minutes before I had some guy making a move on me. We would talk and if he was from out of town I would end up in his room and do my best to fuck his eyes out.
As I moved up at the agency I went back to traveling more and on some two and three day trips I would spend all night in bed with my lover of the moment. I had the best of both worlds. Slow fantastic love with Robert and wild hot sex with my assorted lovers. Then the AIDS scare came along and I put a halt to my indiscriminate couplings, but the need was still there so I decided to look for steady lovers. I'd pick one and stay with him for three or four months and then move on to someone else before any emotional involvement could occur.
This went on for years. There was never any shortage to choose from. As an advertising agency we worked with designers, studios and a whole assortment of other creative companies and I had to interface with them. I was a good looking woman, in great shape and I was always being flirted with and I was always the recipient of soft and hard passes. I was pretty much able to pick and choose.
I was just coming off of a four month affair with a fashion photographer when I met Jason Catron. He was an assistant director for a company that specialized in filming automobile commercials and one of the auto companies that my agency handled picked Jason's company for a specialty shoot. I met Jason on my first day at the storyboard conference. He was an extremely good looking guy with a pleasant personality and when he invited me to have lunch with him I accepted. We talked about this and that and then went back to work and before the afternoon was over he asked me to have a drink with him at the end of the day. The drink turned into three or four and we ended up taking a room in one of the hotels. I called Robert and told him I was going to be working really late and that I would probably stay overnight in the city.
Jason had something going for him that none of my other lovers had ever been able to offer. He had a huge cock! It was almost ten inches long and was very fat and it filled me like I had never been filled before.
It was a long and very pleasurable night for me and by the time Jason finished with me in the morning I was in lust with his fat piece of meat. He had fucked me four times and had given me more orgasms than I could keep track of. He wanted to butt fuck me, but I told him no way in hell was I ever going to let that monster inside my anal cavity. He smiled and said:
"They all say that, but some day you will let me."
That night was the start of the longest affair that I'd ever had. Jason and I got together two or three times a week for the next eleven months and then one day he told me that he had met a girl and had fallen in love and he was going to have to end it with me. I was pissed! Not only because I would miss that huge piece of meat and the magnificent way Jason used it, but also because it was the first time any of my lovers had ended it with me. Before Jason I was the one who called the shots; I was the one who got to say it was over. It took me almost a month to get over my funk and start looking for a new playmate.
I was on my second week with Paul when I got a call from Jason wanting to know if I would have a drink with him after work. I was on the edge of saying "no thank you" when curiosity got the better of me and I agreed to meet him. I was sitting in a booth at Andre's when Jason came in and slid onto the seat across from me.
"You are looking as gorgeous and sexy as ever Beverly."
"I'll bet you say that to all the girls you want to fuck."
He laughed and said, "Of course I do, but I always mean it."
"So why have you decided that you want to have a drink with me?"
"You just said it Bev; I always flatter the women I want to bed."
"You dumped me as I recall. Something about a new love in your life as I remember it. What's the matter? True love not running smooth?"
"Oh the true love is there, but the hot sex isn't."
He saw my face cloud over at that, but before I could explode on him for thinking I would be his on call fuck toy he said:
"Oh come on Beverly. You know the only reason you spent time with me was for the sex. You love your husband, but you needed someone to fuck you like a slut and I was more than happy to oblige."
"And your sweet young thing is planning on going down the aisle a virgin?"
"Just the opposite. She loves to make love. Make love Beverly, not fuck, but make love. I love the way she makes me feel, but every once in a while I need to fuck. She doesn't like it when I get that way. Tells me to stop, that she doesn't like it hot, hard and fast. She wants it slow and easy and taking a long time."
I sat there and listened as he basically outlined my relationship with Robert. "I love what I have with Her Bev, but I need what I had with you. Flat out and up front - can you fit me in?"
I looked at him for several seconds and then said, "Have you got a room?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
What it amounted to was that I was seeing two lovers. I continued my affair with Paul, but was pretty much on call for Jason. There were two more lovers after Paul and they both unknowingly shared me with Jason. Between Robert, Jason and my current lover I was an extremely well fucked woman.
Vacation time was coming up and every August the family would take two or three weeks vacation at our summer house on the lake. Steph was off to Europe with some classmates so there would just be Robert, Deuce, his fiancée Amber and me. I saw an opportunity to have more than just two or three hours in an evening with Jason and I asked him how he would like to spend three or four days with me.
"I'd jump at the chance."
"How about your honey?"
"She's off doing something that her school set up. She'll be gone almost six weeks."
"Good. During the second week of my vacation I'll get a call telling me that I need to return to work to deal with some crisis or another."
We set it up and when the time came I left Robert, Deuce and Amber and met Jason in the city. For three glorious days Jason and I fucked in a sexual frenzy. It was an absolute wonder that I wasn't a bit bow-legged when I went back to the lake house. I'll admit to being a little bit miffed since it didn't seem to bother anyone that I'd been gone although Robert did seem to be a little different - not out of sorts or anything like that - but different.
Another eight months went by and I happily juggled my lovers and my life with Robert. It was good to be me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was mid-April and at dinner one night Steph told us that it was about time that we met the man she intended to marry and she said she would like to bring him to the house for the weekend. Neither Robert nor I had any objections since I think we both were interested in meeting the man who had stolen our baby girl's heart. We set it up so that she could bring her young man to dinner on Friday evening and then we made sure that Deuce and Amber would be there so the entire family could take a look at Steph's guy. Well, technically Amber wasn't actually family yet although her wedding to Deuce was only a month away.
Anyway, Friday came and at exactly six-eleven - the exact time is stamped into my brain - Steph led her beau into the family room and said:
"Everyone, I'd like you to meet Jason."
And then she introduced him individually to everyone in the room. I'll never know how I managed not to scream or faint or do something else totally bizarre, but I managed to hold it together and I shook his hand and said, "Nice to meet you."
"And I you. I've heard so much about you that it is almost if I've known you for a while."
If looks could have killed that would have been the end of Jason right there. It was two hours before I got a chance to be alone with him. Steph was in the bathroom and Jason had gone outside on the patio. I followed him out and keeping my voice down as best I could I lit into him.
"How could you be so low as to be fucking me while seeing my daughter?
"How the hell was I supposed to know that she was your daughter? Her name is Abbott and yours is Sterns."
"I kept my maiden name at work."
"So how was I supposed to know?"
"Well now you do know and you will have to find some way to end it with Steph."
"I will do no such thing! I love Steph and I intend to marry her."
"How can you possibly marry her given what we have been doing?"
"Get real Bev. It is no different than what you do. Does what you and I do keep you from going home to your husband? By the way, I like him. He seems like a great guy."
"He is a great guy, but don't go changing the subject."
"I'm not changing the subject. You get something from me that you don't get from him, but you don't love him any the less and it is the same with me and Steph. You fill a need that she doesn't, but I don't love her any the less because you take care of that need. If she were ever to open up sexually I wouldn't need to go elsewhere to get what I have to have. If she ever turns it loose neither you nor any other woman will ever see me again."
Just then Steph came out onto the patio.
"There you are. Getting to know each other?"
"Yes indeed. I just found out your mother's agency uses our film company for special projects. I'm surprised we haven't run into each other before now."
Steph moved to him and tucked in next to him and he put his arm around her and I said, "I'd better get back to your dad" and went back into the house and then did my best to avoid Jason for the rest of the weekend.
The rest of the family seemed to approve of Steph's choice. Amber even joked that had she met Jason before she met Deuce she and Deuce might never had gotten together. As Jason was leaving on Sunday and saying his goodbyes he shook my hand and said:
"It was good meeting you. Now that we know our company's have a tie maybe we can get together for lunch or a drink."
I kept my response to a short, "Thank you for coming."
After he was gone and Robert and I were alone Robert asked, "Well, what did you think of him?"
"I didn't care for him. Something about him just doesn't ring right."
"So far my love, you seem to be in the minority. Deuce and Amber think that Steph did just fine for herself and I do have to admit that I like the lad also. Are you sure that what you think of him isn't colored by a mother's natural aversion to giving up her child? You know, the "no man is good enough for my baby" syndrome?"
"Of course I don't think that. It is just that I sense something about him. Something just isn't right."
"Well my love, you are entitled to your opinion, but it is obvious that Steph doesn't share it. That aside, I'm feeling just a tad amorous. I know it is a bit early, but what say we go up to bed?"
"You do know my soft spot don't you?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I shouldn't be doing this: I said as my bra hit the floor, "It just isn't right and on so many different levels."
"I think that you are protesting too much" he said as his mouth sucked on my left breast. "Just look at it from the standpoint that you are keeping it in the family."
"It still isn't right" I said as my hand found his rock hard cock and I pulled away from his mouth and went to my knees in front of him.
"Same time Wednesday?" Jason asked as I dressed.
"Yes lover, same time."
I kept seeing Jason for the next six months and I had lain beneath him only two days ago as he thrust his hard cock into me while I screamed and begged him to fuck me harder. As we dressed he said:
"I'll be gone two weeks on the honeymoon. Will you be able to wait that long for me?"
"Have I a choice?"
"I'm not the only man whose cock gets hard when I see you."
True I thought to myself, but you are the only one I've ever run across with ten hard inches. "How will we manage it" I asked him.
"We will find a way. After the wedding can I call you mommy?"
"Don't you dare!"
"Just kidding."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I watched Steph walk down the aisle on the arm of her father toward a waiting Jason I wondered if I could summon the courage it would take to do what I knew I must. If I did it I would earn the hatred of Stephanie Anne and it would destroy my marriage to Robert. I sat there and waited for the minister to reach the part where he would ask:
"If there anyone here who knows of any reason why these two should not be wed speak now or forever hold your peace."
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"Nervous baby?" my daddy asked me.
"Isn't every girl before she takes the long walk down the aisle?"
"Not being a girl I can't answer that. I was nervous when I married your mother, but it was different with me. I had to stand there with the minister and my best man and hope and pray that your mother would really walk down that aisle to me. I was scared to death that she would change her mind and not show up. You at least get to peek through the curtain and see Jason standing there waiting."
I had no reason to worry. I already knew that Jason was a perfect fit for me and I was crazy in love with him. And I didn't need to be nervous about our wedding night since Jason and I had been bed buddies for months (although my daddy - bless his heart - thought that his little girl was still a virgin). No, the real reason I was nervous is that I was scared to death that the wedding would be called off. I was terrified that when the ceremony reached the part where the minister asked if anyone knew of a reason why Jason and I should not be joined in holy matrimony some one would leap up and say that the wedding shouldn't take place because I was a slut! And why would they do that? Because it was true. I was a slut.
The music started and daddy offered me his arm. I took it and we started down the aisle. As we moved toward a smiling Jason I scanned the assembled guests and saw a good half dozen faces who could do just what I was afraid of. Just as we reached the end of the aisle I glanced at my mother hoping for a reassuring smile and I saw her looking at me and frowning and then my attention was taken up by the minister as he began the ceremony.
As the minister droned on I thought back over the past few years, actually the four since my eighteenth birthday, and the things that I had done that had me in so much of a sweat.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had promised myself that I was going to be a "good girl" and walk down the aisle at my wedding a virgin. I promised and I meant it. I fought hard from the time I was fifteen to hold the boys in check and it wasn't at all easy. I liked to kiss and I got into some pretty hot necking sessions where I almost let things get away from me, but I always managed to regain control.
All my good intentions went up in smoke on my eighteenth birthday. It was on a Friday. I was already in college and my sorority sisters took me out to a party to celebrate my birthday. We hit half a dozen parties and ended up at the Pi Kappa Alpha house where they had a kegger going. I wasn't used to drinking, but the girls told me not to worry, that we had a designated driver and what the hell, you only turn eighteen and legally become an adult once in your life. I placed myself in their hands and by the time we got to the kegger at the Pi Kappa house I was feeling no pain.
I had more beer at the frat house and the last thing that I remember with any clarity was dancing on the make-shift dance floor with a couple of Pi Kaps. The rest of the evening was a bit murky. I have vague recollections of pushing a guys hands away from my naked breasts and a guy picking me up and carrying me. I remember bits and pieces of dialog like "...hot assed bitch" and "I'll flip you to see who goes...." I remember a sharp pain and I remember loud moaning, but not much else.
I woke up in the morning naked on a bed between two guys and when they saw that I was awake one of them said:
"Good morning Sunshine. Happy day after your birthday" and before I could say "Who are you?" and "Where am I" and "How did I get here?" he rolled over on top of me and pushed his cock into me. I started to protest but as soon as I opened my mouth to speak the other guy on the bed with us pushed his cock into the open hole. I struggled against them for a bit and then I became aware that my body liked what was happening to it. The urge to fight disappeared and I became a willing participant. The first guy came and pulled out and the second guy moved down and took his place in my pussy. The first guy left the room and was back a few minutes later with two more guys. Another guy stepped forward and pushed his cock in my mouth and after that it seemed like cocks came at me from everywhere. I always had two cocks in me at a time and I didn't even fight it when one guy said:
"Hey! She's got a hole that ain't being used."
My first anal hurt like hell at the beginning, but before the first load was deposited there I was pushing back and loving it and that led to my being what the guys called "air tight" - a cock in all three holes!
By the time they were finished with me I was a dyed in the wool cock loving slut. I remember asking them how many of them did me and when I was told "six" I said:
"If you guys can keep it quiet so that my reputation doesn't get trashed we can do it again."
And they did keep it quiet and we did do it again. We did it at least two times a week until the end of my freshman year and only stopped because we all left school for summer break.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My new found love of cock did not go away just because I left college for the summer. I tried to be discrete about it and I think I was fairly successful about it as I fucked my way through a good dozen or so men over the summer.
The first one was an accident of sorts. My dad had volunteered me to work in the office of a friend of his as a summer intern. On my second day there I'd stayed late to finish something and had gone to use the conference room table since I didn't have a desk of my own. I opened the conference room door and saw Harvey, my dad's friend, fucking his secretary on the conference room table. Both of them were married only not to each other. As soon as I opened the door both of them looked over and saw me before I quickly closed the door. I ran and got my purse and hurried out of the building.
The next morning when I got to work my section supervisor told me that I was wanted in Harvey's office as soon as I got to work. When I got there Stella, his secretary, gave me a long appraising look and then told me to go right in. Harvey pointed to a chair and I sat down. He asked me if I had told anyone of what I had seen the night before and I told him no. Then he asked me if I was going to tell anyone. I might have been young, but I wasn't stupid. I knew I was in the driver's seat and I also was smart enough to know that I had an opportunity to get what I wanted and still hang onto my untarnished reputation. I told Harvey that I wouldn't tell a soul what I'd seen as long as he made it worth my while. He looked at me for a moment or two and then asked me how much I wanted. I smiled and told him that I wanted some of what Stella was getting. He smiled at me and told me to plan on a long lunch hour. As I left his office Stella looked at me and I saw the question in her eyes and I just smiled at her and got to work.
My "long lunch" with Harvey took place in room 407 of the downtown Hyatt-Regency. We were no sooner in the room than he took me in his arms and kissed me. I let my hand slide down until I got to his zipper and I tugged it down. I reached inside and grasped his already hard cock and started to work it out into the open. We broke the kiss and I knelt in front of him and while he was busy shedding his suit coat, shirt and tie I was sucking his cock. He reached down and pushed me away and told me to get my clothes off and:
"Get your marvelous ass over onto the bed."
After that it was a straight suck and fuck afternoon. He ate me and then fucked me. I sucked him hard and then I climbed on top of him and fucked him. We went sixty-nine and then fucked each other. A shower together put us right back on the bed and we started over. We never did make it back to the office that afternoon.
Over the next two weeks I became intimately acquainted with Harvey's desk, the conference room table, and various rooms at the downtown Hyatt. Then one day Harvey told me that he needed to entertain an out of town visitor and he asked me to go along to make up a foursome for dinner. There was Harvey, Stella, Tom (the out of towner) and me. After dinner, drinks and some dancing the four of us ended up in a hotel room.
There was one large king sized bed and within minutes the four of us were naked and on it. Tom was fucking me and Stella was fucking Harvey right next to me. Tom came first and Harvey only seconds later and as Tom pulled out of me Stella said, "I want me some of that" and she climbed off Harvey and started sucking Tom's cock so I went over and started working on Harvey's limp pecker. After that we swapped back and forth until Stella looked at her watch and said that she needed to get home to her husband and kids. Harvey left to take her back to the office so she could pick up her car. Tom asked me how long before I would have to leave and I giggled and said:
"About one minute after you can't get it up any more."
That proved to be about two hours later.
After that night I "entertained" several of Harvey's customers, clients and suppliers. One extremely memorable evening Stella and I entertained seven of them while lying side by side on a king size bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I returned to school in the fall I found that my six Pi Kaps were gone. Two had gotten married over the summer, two had gotten engaged, one dropped out of school and the sixth was in jail for trying to sell coke to an undercover cop. I remembered thinking "Thank God he didn't try to get me to use that stuff." There were a couple of cute Pi Kaps that I would have liked to try out, but I decided that if I kept putting out for frat rats and pulling the occasional frat house train the word would get out that I was a slut. I was, but that didn't mean that I wanted it to become common knowledge.
I needed a sex life, but I needed to stay away from college boys. The solution to my problem was simple. I called Harvey and let him know that I was available. All through my sophomore year and the summer that followed I took care of Harvey and whomever he asked me to and that gave me enough of a sex life to keep me happy.
Shortly after the start of my junior year my bother Deuce (his real name is Robert Courtney Abbott., Junior but we started calling him Robert the Second and then Deuce) brought his girlfriend Amber home to meet the family. She was a student, like me, and I liked her. We did a sort of pre-sister in law bonding and this led to us spending some time together when we went back to school. It was because of Amber that my life changed.
One day Amber asked me to have lunch with her between classes. We ate and talked about everything under the sun and when it was time to leave we found that her car had a flat tire. As Amber was getting her spare out of the trunk of her car and absolute 'hunk' walked up and said:
"Let me help you with that."
I'd never in my life believed in that "love at first sight" stuff, but love, lust or whatever I took one look at him and I wanted him. He was gorgeous! While he was changing Amber's tire for her I was trying to think of some way I could hook up with him. He finished changing the tire and then he introduced himself (his name was Jason) and then he asked us if he could buy us a cup of coffee. Amber - God bless her - said she had a class to get to and she took off and left me with Jason. We went inside the restaurant and for the next half hour we sipped coffee and chatted. I told him about myself and then hung on every word as he told me about himself. I was praying that he would ask to see me again and it was all I could do to keep from leaping up and shouting "YES!" when he asked me to have dinner with him.
We went on three dates and he treated me like a virginal princess. He behaved like he was afraid he would scare me off. Outside of some kissing (and he was a damned good kisser) he behaved himself. So I took the bull by the horns. On our fourth date he asked me what I wanted to do and I said:
"I'd like to see your apartment."
"That doesn't sound like much of a date."
"Can you think of a better way to get some insight on a guy than to take a look at his cave?"
As soon as we walked in the door I asked for a tour and after seeing the kitchen/dinning room area (surprisingly neat for a bachelor) and the second bedroom that he had turned into a home office and den he showed me to his bedroom. He opened the door and then stood there as if expecting me to glance inside and move on to the living room and start digging through his CDs. I think I caught him by surprise when I walked into the room, turned to face him and asked as I started to take off my blouse:
"Is the bed comfortable?"
"Are you sure about this?" ha asked.
"I've never been more sure of anything in my life."
As he moved toward me I lied to him and said, "I'm not a virgin, but I have only done it twice. Be patient with me."
He stepped forward and said, "Here, let me" and then he undressed me. When he was done I said, "My turn" and I undressed him. I was on my knees in front of him and I'd taken his trousers off and my eyes were on the same level as his groin. I was looking at the huge bulge in his boxers and thinking "Is he deformed in some way?" I pulled his boxers down and almost fainted. His cock was huge! Not just big, but huge! I'd had dozens and dozens of cocks, but I had never seen one that big and I gulped and said:
"I had no idea. I don't know if I can take it."
He lifted me to my feet, kissed me and said, "You can. I'll be gentle and go slow, but you will take it. You have to because I don't ever intend to let you go and it would be very difficult to be married to a woman I couldn't make love to."
"I've never been proposed to by a naked man before."
"I mean to see to it that no other naked man will ever get the chance."
Bending forward at the waist he tongued my erect nipples and my hand moved down his body and took hold of his huge cock. It was by far the biggest I had ever seen and it was as stiff as an iron bar. I laid back and spread my legs wide and said:
"I need you lover and I need you now."
He moved over me and held me tight as he started to slowly work his hard cock into my already dripping pussy.
"Oh God" I moaned, "You feel so fucking good."
He pushed my legs back to where they almost touched my shoulders and then after several slow and easy strokes he pushed himself in as deep as he could. His strokes started out nice and easy and then they began to get faster as he drove himself into me. I was gasping and moaning and pushing up at him and I had several very strong orgasms - almost like they were one long continuous one - until finally I heard him say that he was about to cum and I felt him start to pull out.
"No" I cried as I clutched him to me, "In me, I want you in me."
He grunted and I felt his hot wetness coat my insides. My pussy clamped on his still rock hard cock as I exploded into one final massive orgasm. When he was soft he pulled out of me and I pulled him down and we kissed.
I saw the stars and the exploding fireworks, heard the bells and whistles as I had orgasm after orgasm and I knew in my heart that I had found my perfect man. I had somehow managed to find the man I was supposed to have.
As we cuddled he murmured in my ear, "Why?"
I knew what he was asking and I answered, "Because you were treating me like a fragile glass figurine or porcelain doll. I've known from the moment you offered to help Amber with her tire that you were the one for me. But the way you were behaving toward me made me think that it would be months and months before you made a move and I decided that I just couldn't wait that long."
My fingers toyed with his cock and I felt it twitch. "Again? Can we do it again?"
I was catching my breath after the second time we made love and I was thinking that I had indeed found my perfect man, but the question was could I keep him? I didn't think that I could if he found out what a slut I was and that meant that I had to tone back on some things. Until we were married I would have to keep things low key. All I would do is make love - have regular intercourse - with Jason. No letting him eat my pussy. No giving him head and no anal, not that I might ever go there anyway because of his size. I didn't believe there was any way in the world that I could accommodate his huge cock in my butt. After the wedding, maybe on the honeymoon, I would tentatively try to suck his cock. I'd make sure to do a poor job of it, but I would gamely keep trying and slowly get better at it and then I might let him talk me into letting him eat my pussy. Slow and easy would be the way and I would let him think that he was the one turning me into a slut for his cock.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I saw Jason two or three times a week for the next two months and the love making was fantastic. It damned near killed me to keep pushing him away when he wanted to try oral sex and I resisted him trying to get me to do doggie or cowgirl. Several times I had to tell him to slow down and just make love to me and not try to bang the shit out of me like some cheap whore when getting banged is what I really wanted.
But I missed getting my pussy eaten, my butt fucked and swallowing a delicious load so I usually said yes when Harvey called me and asked me to take care of him or one of his friends.
One night after a fantastic love making session Jason handed me a small velvet covered box.
"I sort of proposed the first night we did this, but I thought that it was time to make it official."
The box held a beautiful sapphire cut diamond engagement ring. I put it on my finger and held up my hand and looked at the ring sparkle in the light.
"I guess this means that I have to take you home to meet my parents."
Now that was an interesting night. Mom and dad were there and Deuce had Amber over. The way that Amber looked at Jason made me want to scratch her eyes out even though I knew that she was hooked on my brother. I knew she was teasing, but it still pissed me off when she said that it was a good thing she had already met Deuce when Jason came on the scene or she would have gone after him herself.
Dad and Deuce seemed to like him, but for some reason my mother seemed cool towards him. I got the distinct impression that she did not approve of him and I couldn't for the life of me think why. All I could think was "Too bad mom. He's mine and you have no say in the matter."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd signed up for a school sponsored tour of Europe before I met Jason and the departure date for the trip was fast approaching. I was trying to find some way to get out of going and still get my deposit refunded when Jason told me that I should go. He told me that it might be my only chance to visit foreign countries and that he would probably be busy doing location work and I wouldn't see much of him anyway.
There were sixteen of us in the group that had signed up for the tour; nine guys and three girls. I knew what was in store for me when we all assembled at the airport. One of the guys was Stan. Stan was one of the six Pi Kaps that I'd spent so much time in bed with. I asked him which one of the other five girls was his fiancée and he told me none of them. It seems he and his fiancée had had a falling out and had broken up and then he said:
"I'll be able to devote all my time to you sugar. This is going to be a real fun trip."
I hadn't been looking forward to three weeks without sex anyway and we would be on the other side of the world so what the hell.
Stan screwed me three times in London, four times in Belfast and twice on our first night in Edinburgh. It was in Edinburgh that things changed. When I heard the soft knock at the door I opened it to let Stan come in and saw that he had Rick, another guy on the tour, with him. Before I could say "What the hell?" Stan moved into the room followed by Rick. Stan told me that Rick had been bugging him to set me up with him and Stan told me he knew how much I had loved the gangbangs at the Pi Kappa Alpha house so he decided to bring him along. When I asked how Rick knew to ask, Stan broke out laughing and said:



"You really think that the rest of the kids on the tour don't know what we are doing? Rick isn't the only one of the guys that would like a bit of your time. I only brought Rick because of the special circumstances."
"Special circumstances? What special circumstances?"
"You tell her Rick."
Rick took a deep breath and said, "I want to go to bed with you because you are screwing my dad."
"Your dad?"
"Harvey Gladding. I came down to his office one night when he was supposed to be working late and saw him screwing you on the conference room table. I thought it would be kinky to screw the woman who was screwing my old man."
"How about it Steph" Stan asked me, "Are you kinky enough to want to do both father and son?"
I started to pull off my sweater and said, "I guess I am."
I pulled my sweater up over my head, unsnapped my bra and revealed my breasts and my already stiffening nipples. I slid my skirt down and let it drop to the floor and as I kicked it away I ran my hands over my breasts, tweaked my nipples and asked:
"Who's first?"
Stan said that since he had me all the time Rick should be first. Rick quickly stripped and I went to my knees in front of him and opened my mouth to accept his cock. I sucked and licked it for a minute or two and then I stood up, took Rick by his hard dick and led him to the bed.
The rest of the night Rick and Stan took turns fucking me in almost every position that you could imagine. I always had a cock in my mouth as I worked at making a soft one hard again. The other cock was either in my pussy or my ass.
About three in the morning they were both whipped and couldn't get it up any more and I was left wishing that Stan had brought a couple of more guys with him.
In Paris Stan and Rick brought Glen in. Joey joined us in Germany, Mark became one of my posse in Spain and Ralph rounded out the group in Italy. The last week of the tour I was being gangbanged by the six of them almost every night.
I was back a week before I called Jason to let him know I was home. I needed that week for my pussy to tighten up a bit. Although I don't know why I bothered. The guys from the tour kept calling me and I kept letting them talk me into pulling trains for them. I even took all six of them on five days before the wedding, but at that time I told them that it would never happen again and I meant it.
It was following one of those gangbangs that one of my troubles raised its head. Rick kept calling me. He told me he was in love with me and that he wanted to marry me. I told him I was already engaged and he told me that I was too much of a slut to marry any one but him. He said he wanted a slut for a wife and that we were made for each other. He kept after me until I finally told him to leave me alone or I would tell his father about us. He stopped bothering me, but I saw him sitting with his mother and father. Would he be the one to stand up?
I saw Marsha Coleman and I wondered if she might be the one. She had seen me walk into a hotel room on the arm of one of Harvey's friends. Would Amber do it? She had called my hotel room while I was in Madrid and Rick had answered the phone just as I had screamed out "Oh God yes, fuck me!" while Glen was pounding my ass.
Then there was Stan. He had also decided that I was the girl for him. As soon as we had gotten back from the tour he had managed to hook up with Deuce and they had become great friends. He freely admitted to me that he had done it as a way of staying close to me so he would have time to work on me. Would he be the one? Would he try to stop the wedding hoping that with Jason out of the picture he could eventually get me?
Toward the back of the church Sam Taylor sat watching. He was there as a friend and co-worker of Jason's. I didn't know that he knew Jason when Harvey talked me into being the entertainment at Sam's bachelor party. Imagine my shock when Jason introduced me to the man, who along with eight others had fucked me senseless. Hell, image the look on Sam's face when Jason introduced me as his fiancée. Would he stop the wedding or let his friend marry a whore?
As I listened to the minister work his way toward that fatal question I prayed that no one would stop the wedding. I promised that I would be a fantastic wife to Jason and that from the "I do" on no man other than Jason would ever touch my body. I knew that there would be dozens who would want to and who would try. Even Harvey a week ago told me that I was too big of a slut and that no one man would ever be enough for me. He told me he was looking forward to setting up a gangbang for me as soon as I got back from my honeymoon, but it was not - WAS NOT! - going to happen.
And then it was there.
I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth as the words:
"If there is anyone present who knows of any reason that these two should not be joined in holy matrimony speak now or forever hold your peace."
To be continued?
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It can be quite a blow to your ego when you find out just how dumb you really are. Then again maybe I'm not being fair with myself in using dumb as a description instead of words like unobservant or gullible. I just found out that my wife is fucking around on me and has been for quite some time and I'd not had an inkling of it.
It was only by accident that I found out that Sally has been fucking around on me and I do mean by accident - literally. Sally is an executive in a small electronics firm and one of her perks is a company car. I drive a pick up as my personal vehicle and one day Sally asked me if I would let her use the truck. One of the corporations branch office was in a building that had just been sold and the new owners were not going to renew her corporations lease. Sally needed the pick up to move things and she had gotten permission to let me drive her company car. As a sweetener they also let me use her company credit card for gas for as long as they needed the truck.
I had stopped at the local Safeway on the way home and when I came out of the store I found a crowd around the car. While I'd been inside a couple of teenagers had hit the car and had then attempted to run, but some people had seen it happen, had stopped them, and had called the police. When the dust had settled I was left with a crushed rear fender and a flat tire. I opened the truck and got out the tire iron, which I used to pry the fender off the flat tire, and then I put the spare tire on. I looked for a rag in the trunk to clean my hand, but I couldn't find one. I did find an over night bag and I opened it hoping to find something that I could use. What I found were two pair of high heels, some sexy lingerie and a carton of condoms. I also found an envelope that contained several pictures of a naked Sally and two pictures of Sally having sex with someone. The man's head was not in the photos so I had no idea who it could be.
To say I was upset wouldn't even be close to what I felt. Actually murderous rage would just about cover it. The pictures were dated on the back and according to the dates Sally had been fucking around on me for over seven years. Seven years! Almost the entire time of our marriage. How in the hell could that happen without me noticing something that would make me suspicious? I must have had my head up my ass. Now the question was "what to do about it."
Knowing definitely presented me with more problems than only suspecting. Should I confront her with what I'd found in the trunk or should I dig a little deeper and come up with more information before I faced her. For that matter did I want to confront her at all? A confrontation would have a major effect on our marriage, possibly even leading to a divorce. Did I really want that? We had a good marriage, or at least I thought we did. I certainly hadn't detected any loss of affection over the seven years we had been married and she had been fucking someone else. Our sex life hadn't suffered. In fact, as far as a sex life was concerned mine was definitely a whole lot better than the sex life of many of my friends. Most of them were always whining about only getting laid on the average of twice a week, but Sally was still jumping my bones five and six times a week. I decided that I'd better find out more about what was going on before I did anything. The first thing I needed to do was find out who, how, when and where. The why could come later, after I knew more. That night I told Sally about the accident, but said nothing about what I'd found in the trunk.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I'm salaried and while I put in a good deal more than forty hours a week I don't get paid overtime. I do, however, get comp time for my extra hours. I had about two weeks coming to me and the next day at work I arranged to take five days off. Monday morning I left the house at my usual time, drove to where I could watch the house and settled in to wait. About twenty minutes later Sally came out, got in her car and drove off. I followed her all the way to work and then I found a place where I could park and watch her car. It was the most boring eight and a half hours of my life. Several times I almost nodded off, but I always caught myself. At five fifteen Sally came out, got in her car and drove home. At dinner that night I kept waiting for Sally to ask me why I had followed her to work, or why I had sat all day and watched her place of employment and then followed her home, but she never mentioned it.
The next two days were the same as Monday and I began to think that if something didn't happen soon I might have to hire a private detective. I had more comp time coming, but I couldn't afford to take that much time off work especially at that time of the year - it was my company's busy season. Ten minutes into Thursday's surveillance it was obvious that that something different was going to happen that day. Instead of turning right to go to work she turned left. I made the turn after her and followed her. She turned into the parking lot of the Shangri-La Motel and went into the office. A few minutes later she came out and drove down to the end of the building and parked. She got out of her car, got her overnight bag out of the trunk of the car and then went into unit 116. Five minutes later she came back out, got in her car and drove away. I found a place where I could park and keep an eye on 116 and I sat back and waited. Since Sally rarely came home late I didn't figure that I would have to sit there until five-thirty and I was right. At one-thirty Sally pulled up in front of 116 and went inside. Ten minutes later a Ford F-350 that I knew very well pulled up beside Sally's car and parked. The door to 116 opened and Sally stood there in high heels, nylons and s black bustier as she waited for my best friend to get out of his truck. Once the two of them were inside 116 and the door was closed behind them I started up my truck and drove on home.
I'd known Bobby since the third grade. We grew up three houses from each other and had gone to school together all the way through college. It was Bobby who had introduced me to Sally during our junior year at Michigan State. He had dated her for a while, but when he got serious and asked d Sally to marry him she told him that she wasn't interested in a long-term relationship with him. Not long after that he had introduced me to her. After just being friends for a while I asked her out, she accepted and soon after that I was somewhat surprised to find myself in a torrid relationship that was still going strong a year and a half out of college. It was a relationship that I was very comfortable with and remembering what had happened to Bobby when he proposed I kept my mouth shut. That is I kept it shut until the day she told me to shit or get off the pot.
"If you don't ever intend to marry me you need to tell me now so I can get on with my life."
The wedding took place the following June and Bobby was my best man.
+++++++++++++++++
At home I sat in front of the TV and channel surfed, not because I was looking for something to watch, but because I was trying to keep myself occupied while my mind wrapped itself around Bobby's betrayal and Sally's infidelity. I spent the entire afternoon trying to decide how to bring up the subject and what to do about it. In the end bringing up the subject was no problem - Sally did it - but I was still left with the what to do about it part. Sally got home at her usual time and made no comment about my beating her home. She got busy in the kitchen and fixed dinner and then we sat down to eat. Dinner was a very quiet affair and it wasn't until I started to clear the table that Sally spoke:
"Now that you know what are you going to do?"
I looked at her and she said, "Don't quit your day job sweetie, you won't make it as a detective. I've watched you following me all week. I'd been expecting it ever since I saw the dirty hand print on my over night bag when I got the flat fixed on Saturday. I could have skipped my meeting with Bobby today and waited until you weren't following me any more, but I'm tired of hiding it and sneaking around behind your back."
I was a bit taken back by her bluntness and didn't know what to say so I just put the dirty dishes in the sink and walked out of the kitchen. She followed me and said:
"That's it? You just walk away?"
I turned to face her, "Just what do you want me to do? Want me to slap you around and call you an unfaithful, cheating whore? Maybe I should grab my shotgun and go after that asshole who is supposed to be my best friend. Is that what you want? You want me to be like most other men who find out that their marriages are just a fucking sham? Sorry Sally, I'm just not built that way" and I turned away from her and headed for the bathroom.
I was undressing to take a shower when she came in and asked, "Don't you even want to know why?"
I shook my head no and said that it didn't matter. I was surprised at the anger in her voice when she said:
"Of course it matters damn it. Do you think I have been pretending to love you all these years? Do you think I don't care about you and our marriage? Of course I do."
I made no reply, I just got in the shower and pulled the curtain closed. I had just started shampooing my hair when the curtain slid back and a naked Sally got into the shower with me. She didn't say a word, just grabbed the bar of soap and started to wash my cock. The traitorous thing began to rise and Sally said:
"I see that not all of you hates me" and she went to her knees in front of me and started to suck my cock.
I might have been mad, but I was also only human and I responded to her hot mouth being wrapped around me. I put my hands on the back of her head and began to fuck her face and she pulled away from me and turned around. She bent forward and put her hands on the wall and I knew what she wanted and I slid my cock in her from behind. It was only after I was in her and had started fucking her that I realized that I had slid into her so easily because I was getting sloppy seconds. As fast as that thought came to me I remembered the condoms. If I wasn't sliding in Bobby's cum, what was I sliding in? Was she so hot to fuck me that her own juices were running like water out of a faucet? I didn't know and at that exact instant I didn't care. All I wanted to do was get myself off and to that end I fucked Sally as hard and as fast as I could. When I finally came and my dick got soft Sally turned around and went back to soaping my cock:
"You know you love my mouth on your cock and you know you love fucking me. Are you really willing to throw all that away rather than talk to me?"
While she was talking her hands were busy with my cock and it started to get hard again. I turned the water off, opened the shower curtain and got out of the tub. I picked Sally up and carried her over to the bed and threw her down on it. She was smiling up at me as I pushed her legs apart.
"That's it baby, that's it. Fuck me baby, fuck me."
When it was over I collapsed on the bed next to Sally and after I had caught my breath I asked "Why? Why did you do it to me?"
Sally rolled up onto her elbow and looked into my eyes, "Because he does something for me that you can't."
I looked at her and waited for her to tell me something like "He has a bigger cock that you, way bigger" or "His tongue is really long", but what she said was a total surprise.
"You don't know, mostly because I won't let you do it, how much I get off when I'm fucked in my ass. I won't let you do me there because your cock is just too damned big and fat. The three times we tried back when we were first married, you tore me and caused me an awful lot of pain and I bled for days. Bobby's cock isn't any longer than yours, but it is really skinny. It isn't any bigger around than your middle finger and it fits into my ass just fine. That's all he does for me sweetie, honest. I don't suck his dick and I don't let him fuck me anywhere except in my ass. My mouth and pussy belong to you sweetie, my ass would too if you weren't so damned big."
It took me a moment or two to think on that. I remembered how much pain I caused her when we first tried anal sex and I remembered her bleeding for days afterward, but I never knew that she loved being fucked anally.
"How long has it been going on?"
"Long before I met you sweetie. I've never really stopped. The reason Bobby and I broke up was because his cock couldn't satisfy me anywhere but in my ass, but when he was up my butt he could really ring my chimes. We stopped seeing each other when you and I got married, but up until the week of the wedding he fucked my butt three or four times a month. I didn't start seeing him again until I found out that I couldn't handle you in my ass. One day I ran into him at Sam's Club, we started talking, and an hour later we were in a motel and he was pounding me in my ass and I've been seeing him about once a week ever since. Honest to god sweetie, I love you to death and I don't want to be married to any body but you, but I love anal sex and you can't help me there. I'm not giving Bobby anything except what I physically can't give you. Please sweetie, please say you understand. Say you don't hate me."
Through the crack between the bedroom door and the door frame I watched as Bobby slowly pushed his cock up Sally's poop chute. She was on her knees with her head on a pillow and her face turned toward me, and she winked and blew me a kiss just before crying out, "Oh God yes Bobby. It feels so good baby, fuck my ass baby, fuck my ass."
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We had been to my cousin's wedding reception and were on our way home when my wife Catherine slid over next to me and put her hand on my leg. I knew what she wanted; hell, she'd been wanting it all night. She had wanted it as we were getting ready to go to the wedding, but I had put her off because we were running late. She had been 'antsy' ever since. Twice during the reception she had tried to maneuver me into an empty room for a quickie, but instead of thinking of her steaming hot pussy I thought of the consequences of getting caught so I put her off again. I knew that she had to be so horny that she wanted to scream, but I had to put her off one more time because there just wasn't any way to take care of a wife who was eight months pregnant on the front seat of a pick up truck. I told her to hang on just a little bit longer and we'd be home soon. She had giggled and said, "Give me something to hang on to" and her hands had gone to my zipper.
I don't know if it is the same with all women – my experience was limited to Catherine – but when she got pregnant she became a sex fiend. We went from three or four times a week to six and seven times a week and the farther along she got the more insatiable she became. There were mornings when I couldn't wait to get out of the house and get to work just so I could get some rest. I couldn't get away from her at the house. Taking a shower the curtain would be suddenly pulled aside and there would be Catherine smiling at me. She would get in the shower with me and I would end up taking her from behind while she leaned against the wall. I would be working in the basement and she would come down the stairs in nothing but high-heeled pumps, sweep whatever I was working on off the workbench and then lay back on it and make 'come here' gestures with her fingers. One Saturday I was in the garage changing the oil in my pick up and she came in and slid up on the hood of her Accord, lifted her skirt and started fingering herself.
"Hey lover, why are you putting fluid in that old thing when you could be over here putting fluid in me. Come on baby, don't make me settle for fingers."
The pregnancy caused some other changes in Cath. Where she used to be a shy, conservative and very private person, she became very outgoing and even a little outrageous in her behavior. Before her pregnancy Cath was embarrassed to kiss in public, but the pregnant Catherine didn't hesitate to drop a coat over my lap and give me a hand job in a movie theatre. I never knew what she was going to do from one moment to the next. One night I had some friends over for a poker game and Cath caught me in the hall on my way to the bathroom and tried to pull me into the bedroom for a quick piece. I held her off and told her no.
"But I need it baby, I need it now."
"Not now Cath, not while the guys are here."
"I'll bet none of them would say no to me. Maybe that's what I should do, offer them some of what you don't want. They would probably all want some."
I saw a change in her eyes and she said, "Ooooh, and wouldn't that be fun. Which one has the biggest cock baby, I want to go tease him."
I couldn't honestly tell if she meant it or not and I spent the rest of the night keeping a close eye on her whenever anyone of the other guys got up to use the john.
She tugged at my zipper and as it started down I kicked back the seat a couple of notches to give her some room. She reached inside my pants and worked my rapidly expanding cock out into the open. She stroked it half a dozen times and then lowered her head. She licked the pre-cum out of the pee hole and then her hot mouth closed around me. I concentrated on my driving as her head bobbed up and down and her tongue licked. We had covered about ten miles when I heard a honking horn and I looked to my left to see a car full of Latinos cruising alongside us. The one on the front seat passenger side was making 'roll down your window' motions and thinking that he was going to yell at me that my tail lights weren't working or something like that I rolled the window down.
"Hey man" he hollered over at me, "Can we be next? We can show her a good time. How about it baby, want to swallow some hot Mexican salsa?"
There was a lot more hooting and hollering and I muttered "assholes" as I rolled my window back up. Cath took her mouth off me just long enough to say, "Ignore them honey, they are just jealous."
Another five miles rolled by and by then she had me ready to pop. I told her it was on the way and she took me as deep into her throat as she could and when I came she swallowed it all. When I was limp she sat up and her left hand started fondling my limp noodle and she said, "Think I can get you up again before we get home?"
I hit the button on the garage door opener a half block from the house, turned into the drive and pulled into the garage. I heard car doors slam and heard Cath say, "Oh shit!" at the same time. I looked and saw five men walking into the garage and I heard the 'snick' of knives being flipped open and a voice said, "Be cool man and no one gets cut. All we want is a little bit of what the bitch was giving you. Five quick blow jobs and we're outta here."
It was the ones who had gotten me to roll down the window. They had followed us home with their lights off. Catherine was out of the car and was only three or four steps from the connecting door into the house and I yelled to her to get into the house, lock the door and call 911. She looked at me, looked at them and then looked back at me before what I'd told her to do registered and that little bit of hesitation was all it took for two of the men to rush forward and grab her. One of them said, "Hey, she's got a bun in the oven" and the man who had said that all they wanted was a little head said, "That's good. I'm sure that will make hubby think twice about doing anything rash. Wouldn't want momma and the baby hurt, eh? Get her into the house." He pointed his knife at me; "You follow them in and behave yourself and it will be over quickly. Any trouble from you and you, the wife and the kid could get hurt bad." He turned to one of the men standing next to me and said, "Ramon, find rope or something we can tie him up with." He motioned me toward the door into the house, "You – inside, nice and easy now. Don't make us do something we will all regret."
Inside the house I found that the two men who had taken Catherine inside had already stripped her naked. She was standing in the middle of the living room while one of them played with her huge milk laden tits while the other stood ready with his knife in case I tried something. God knows that I wanted to smash them into mush; I could do some damage, but in the back of my mind I knew that I couldn't take five men, some armed with knives. I was failing in my duties as a husband and a father, but I could do nothing, not at the expense of possibly getting Catherine and the baby hurt.
Catherine was strangely calm standing there and letting the Latino grope her. She looked over at me and she must have known what I was thinking because she said, "I'm not going to fight it Harv. I'll do whatever they want if it will keep my baby safe." The one called Ramon laughed and said, "Hey man, hear that? What ever we want. All I was planning on was a blow job, but I ain't never fucked a pregnant Anglo before and it might be kinky."
"Shut up Ramon and tie him to that chair."
Three sets of hands forced me into a straight backed chair that someone had gotten from the dining room and I was securely tied to it and the one who appeared to be the leader took of his pants and sat down on the couch. His erection towered up out of his lap and he said, "Okay momma, get over here and give me some of what you were giving your hubby."
Catherine looked at his cock and then she looked over at me and then said, "I can't, not with him watching."
"Why not? He might be one of them weirdo's who gets turned on watching his wife."
"Please, not in front of him."
"Where is the bedroom?"
Catherine pointed down the hall that led to the back of the house and the man said, "Okay momma, we'll do it your way. Take hold of my cock and lead me to your bedroom." Catherine took one last look at me and I saw the resignation in her eyes and she turned back to the man, took hold of his cock, and led him down the hallway.
I didn't see any of it, but I heard it. I sat tied to that damned chair, tears running down my cheeks, ashamed of myself for not being able to protect my family, and I listened as they slowly, but surely, turned Catherine into their willing slut. It started out with only the sounds of the five men who were in the room with Catherine.
"That's it momma, deep throat me. Hey dudes, she's got a hot mouth."
"Hey man, she swallows. I didn't even have to tell her, she just did it."
"Hurry up Juan, I want to get my cock in her face."
"Whatcho doin Luis?"
"I'm gonna see if I can suck some milk out of them tits."
"You sick, man."
And then the moans started and I knew what was happening. Cath has very sensitive nipples and some one, Luis probably, was working on them.
"Play with my balls momma. That's it baby, you got the touch. Work your mouth mamma, that's it honey, that's it, here I come."
"Okay bitch, my turn. Deep throat this one if you can."
More moans and then a muffled scream. "Man, you hear that? I made her cum just sucking on her tits."
"We got us some prime pussy Miguel. I want more of this than just a blow job."
"Okay, go ahead and fuck her, but no rough stuff, we don't want to hurt the baby."
Several loud moans and then, "Damn it dude, be careful, she almost bit my cock off."
"Sorry Jorge, but the bitch is tight,"
"Spit in your hand and lube it up man, I can't go home to Maria with my cock gone."
More moans and, "Damn man, look at her go after my cock. I think she likes hot Mexican salsa."
"She's getting into it, look at her push back on his cock. We got us one red hot momma here."
Five minutes later I heard, "Hot damn that was good. Who wants next on her pussy?"
Cath must not have had a cock in her mouth when the next man pushed into her pussy because I heard her say, "Oh yesss, oh Jesus yessss,' and then things got repetitious. For the next hour I heard lots of oh yessses, oh yes just like that's, fuck me harders and lots of oh god, oh gods. The one that killed me was when Cath moaned, "Oh God, Oh Jesus you're big, you're big. I've never been so full. I've never had one this big. So good, oh God so good. Fuck me, oh yes, oh sweet fucking Jesus yes." Another hour of moans, sharp little cries as she had orgasms, muffled moans as she sucked cocks and got fucked and twice more, "God but you're big" and a "God help me, but I love your huge cock."
Then, to make my degradation complete one of them came out of the bedroom and walked over to me. He was naked and his hard cock bounced as he walked and I hoped to God he wasn't planning on using it on me.
"She's really having a good time in there. Are pregnant woman always that horny? I'm going to have to check out more of them. Not much fun for you though, is it? Maybe I can help. I'm BI sweetie and I like cock just as much as I like pussy. Let's see what you have in there."
He knelt in front of me and took my cock out of my pants and I'm ashamed to say that it was hard as a rock from hearing and imagining what was going on in the bedroom.
"Get away from me you fucking faggot" I hissed at him as he stroked my cock.
"Be cool jim, you ain't in no position to be getting belligerent. I can just as easily stick my cock in your mouth as take yours in mine."
He looked me in the eyes, "You'll like it jim, I can promise you that" and he bent and took my cock in his mouth. I was so charged up that I came almost as soon as his hot mouth closed on my cock. He just swallowed and kept on sucking on me until he got me up again. He got up and straddled me, lined up my cock and then sat down on it. "Oh yes" he hissed as my cock slid into his ass, "God that feels good." He took my head in both hands and looked into my eyes as he said, "I'd kiss you lover, but I don't like to kiss guys without having my lipstick on. I look real hot when I'm dressed up lover. With make up, my wig, high heels and a dress you can't even tell I'm not a girl. Next time we come over maybe I'll dress up for you and we can have some fun while the guys fuck your wife. You do know that there will be a next time, right? You hear her gushing over Miguel's cock? We'll be back sweetie, lots of times, and I think it only fair that you should have some fun too. I'll be good to you lover. I'll take your mind off that slut you are married to."
He bounced on my cock and talked like that to me for almost five minutes and then I blew my nuts in his ass. He patted my cheek, "Thanks baby, that was good, but I've got to run. I've got a throbbing cock that needs to be taken care of. You want to do it?" He looked into my face and then said, "No, I guess you don't. That's okay baby, your wife will take care of it." He got up, tucked my cock back in my pants and headed back to the bedroom.
Dawn was peeping in the window when the orgy in the bedroom finally broke up. The men filed out of the bedroom and Cath was walking next to the last man and she was holding his hand. At the front door the man turned to face her, "I'll call you" and Catherine said, "Okay" and he turned and left. Catherine stood at the door and watched them drive off and then she turned to me, "You heard?"
"Yes."
"I'm sorry Harv, but I didn't have a choice."
"I know honey, I know and somehow we will work it out, but hurry up and untie me so I can call the cops."
"No, I can't let you do that."
"You going to leave me tied up forever? As soon as I get loose I'm calling the police."
"Then I can't untie you until they've had a chance to get home and off the streets."
"You know what this means?"
"I'm sorry Harv. I love you, I really do, but I don't want Miguel in jail."
"That's right; you can't fuck him if he's in jail, can you?"
"I'm sorry Harv, I really am" and she walked out of the room leaving me tied to that chair.
It was almost four hours before she finally cut the ropes holding me to the chair. It took twenty minutes for the first cop car to get there and the detectives got there eight minutes after that. When they did get there Catherine would not cooperate. When pressed she said she did it willingly and when she said that I said, "Yeah, but I didn't" and I described what the one named Luis had done to me. One of the detectives called some one he knew who worked Vice Squad and the man he called knew of a cross dressing Mexican named Luis. Luis was picked up and I identified him in a line up. He was offered a deal and he rolled over on his buddies and gave a written confession of what the five of them had done. I was called to come down to the Justice Center to look at a line up to see if I could identify any of the others. Just before I left the house to go down and do the line up Cath asked me not to do it.
"Forget it Catherine. If I can send those animals away I will."
"Please Harv, I don't want to see Miguel go to jail."
"Why, because he couldn't fuck you anymore if he's in jail? I'm supposed to be a party to your infidelities? Not on your life Catherine!"
"That isn't it Harv. I know it disgusts you to think about it, but Miguel gave me the most sexual pleasure that I've ever had in my life and I would feel guilty if he ended up in jail because of it. Please Harv, let it go and let's get on with our lives."
"Not a chance Cath, he's going to jail."
"If you do this Harvey I don't know what it will do to our marriage."
"Our marriage was over when you left me tied to that fucking chair. The only reason I haven't tossed your sorry ass out onto the street is the baby."
Her face paled when I said that and for the first time I realized that she really expected that our life wouldn't change and that she thought that I probably loved her enough to forget about what happened.
I picked the other four out of the line up. Two of them went for a deal and that gave me three confessions to work with along with the police report where Cath told the cops she did it willingly. Cath contested the divorce and she vowed to fight tooth and nail over custody of our newborn son. The divorce was a slam-dunk for me when I produced the police report and the three confessions. My lawyer used Catherine's own words against her when he addressed the Court.
"No woman who willingly let five men have repeated sexual intercourse with her while she was eight months pregnant could possibly be a fit mother for a child. The chance she took that night with the life of her unborn baby is alone enough to prove her unfit."
Catherine not only didn't get custody, but she wasn't even given visitation rights. I do let her see little Anthony from time to time, but only after she begs sufficiently enough to satisfy my need for revenge. She has begged for forgiveness; she swears she loves me and only me and she desperately wants to get us back together, but it is never going to happen. I will never, for as long as I live, forget that she left me tied to that chair for four hours and I will never forgive her for doing it.
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Dave Valerta stared at his wife sitting across the room from him, stunned by what she had said. How could his wife of eighteen years and the mother of his children say something like that to him? "Don't look at me like that Dave. It's your own damned fault.
It had happened the night of Diane's sister's birthday party. At the last minute a problem had come up at the plant and Dave couldn't get away from work until the problem was solved. He had called Diane and told her she would have to go alone and that he would meet her there when he could get away. Diane had gone off on him because she was sure he was making a phony excuse so he could get out of going. It didn't help that he and Diane'' sister couldn't stand each other and did their best to avoid being in the same place at the same time. But there wasn't much Dave could do about it. As production manager he had to be there when there were production problems. It was past midnight when Dave finally left the plant and since he figured that it was way too late to go to Donna's party he went on home. He was not surprised that Diane was not home yet. His parents had taken the kids for the weekend and Diane would stay at the party until the last dog was hung, if for no other reason than to spite Dave. He had gone to bed knowing that Saturday was going to be a bitch even if Diane didn't talk to him. She had a way of turning the house into a huge deep freeze when she was pissed.
When he'd awakened Diane was not in bed with him. He checked the kid's rooms, the spare bedroom and the living room couch and it was apparent that Diane had not come home. He figured that she must have spent the night at Donna's rather than try to drive home with a snoot full. Well, at least that would put off the confrontation a little while longer. He spent the morning changing the oil in his car and rotating the tires. When Diane still wasn't home by two he decided that he better call Donna. Not that he was worried, but because he could already hear what Diane would say if he didn't, "You don't even care enough about me to try and find out if I'm alright." When Donna answered the phone and he'd asked to speak to Diane Donna had laughed at him, "She's not here dickhead."
"What time did she leave?"
"About one last night."
"But she never came home."
"Might not have come home to you, but she went home with somebody. Not bad looking either, and she spent quite a bit of time swapping tongues with him before they left. Face it dickhead, you've been replaced."
Donna's laughter rang in his head as she hung up on him. Diane had left the party with another man at one o'clock? That's the last thing that Dave would have expected from Diane and he had a very bad feeling about where his life was now headed.
It was seven-thirty that evening when Diane's car pulled into the driveway. Dave was sitting in the kitchen eating some left overs that he'd fixed for himself when she walked in. He looked up at her briefly and then took his plate to the sink, rinsed it and put it in the dishwasher. The he took another brief look at Diane and walked out of the room. He went into the living room, turned on the TV and settled in to watch the war news on CNN. Operation Iraqi Freedom seemed to have bogged down in a sandstorm. Diane came into the room and sat down in the easy chair across from him, "Aren't you even going to ask me where I've been?"
Dave hit the mute button on the TV; "I know where you've been. Your pig of a sister couldn't wait to tell me that you left the party with another man at one o'clock last night. Being a fairly intelligent person it wasn't at all hard for me to figure out what you have been doing. The where you did it doesn't really matter, now does it?"
"It might not matter, but I'm going to tell you anyway. When you gave me that phony excuse about problems at the plant just so you could get out of taking me to Donna's party I got mad. As the party went on and you never showed up I got madder and madder and of course I had a lot to drink. Donna introduced me to one of the men she works with and we hit it off. The party started winding down and you still hadn't come and Stan asked me to have a drink with him. I followed him to a bar and we sat and talked until last call. I was having such a good time talking to him that when he invited me over to his place to finish the conversation I said yes. I wasn't going to do anything but sit and talk, but things got out of hand and I ended up letting him make love to me. I liked it. I liked it so much that I did it again, several times. He wants to see me again and I just might let him. Don't look at me like that David, it's your own damned fault."
David stared at his wife in stunned disbelief at her statement that it was his fault that she was a cheating whore. "I would be interested in knowing how your being a cheating slut is my fault."
Diane winced at the word 'slut' but Dave really didn't care about her feelings at that point.
"It's your fault for using that phony excuse to avoid my sister. If I hadn't been there alone and in a pissed off mood it would never have happened."
"Is that it? You have anything else you want to say?" Diane shook her head no and Dave turned his attention back to the TV and clicked the mute button to get the sound back.
Diane said, "You seem to be taking this well."
"What's to take? You cheated on me, which tells me that our marriage never meant shit to you. Okay, now I know and I can get on with my life."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that I'll see a lawyer on Monday."
Diane got a panicked look on her face, "A lawyer, why?"
"You don't think that I'm going to stay married to a cheating whore, do you?"
"But I don't want a divorce David. I love you and I want to be with you."
"You didn't want to be with me from one o'clock last night until fifteen minuets ago."
"It was a mistake David. I'd been drinking, I was in a rotten mood, I was upset with you and things happened and I'm sorry. I didn't mean to David, I honestly didn't mean for it to happen."
"But it did happen Diane. And when it happened you didn't jump out of that assholes bed remorseful and guilt stricken and run home hoping to save your marriage. You stayed there with the asshole for eighteen hours and then you came home and told me how much you enjoyed it. And then, if that wasn't bad enough, you tell me he wants to see you again and that you just might let him."
"I didn't mean it honey, I was just trying to shake you up."
"Well you did it Diane. You managed to shake me right out of this marriage."
Dave got up and got the day's paper off of the coffee table and handed it to Diane. "My phony excuse is on page three" and then he watched Diane's face lose some color as she read about the power failure that shut down the XYZ Company and idled over one hundred thirty-five workers for over seven hours. "There is a bright side for both of us in this Diane. You can call your sister and give her the good news that I'm out of your life now. The bright side for me is that I'll never have to see or talk to the bitch ever again. Call her now and after you give her the good news ask her if she has room for you because you are not staying here with me. I'm not about to put up with the stink of your asshole lover."
"Please David, don't do this to me."
"I didn't do it to you Diane; you did it to yourself. Now live with it" and he left the room.
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I got up to go to the bathroom and I noticed that the bedside clock read 3:15. The light from the full moon was coming in the window and it showed her long blond hair fanned out across the pillow. She had kicked the sheet off and the little dangly thing that was pierced in her skin at the navel reflected the light of the moon across her flat stomach as if from a prism. I gazed at her clean shaven pubes and then at the half inch nipples on her 34D cup breasts and wondered how in the hell we had we ended up in bed together.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It started in the twelfth grade when my assigned seat in English Composition was right next to Maxine Barber. Maxine, she preferred Maxi, was eighteen going on twenty-five and she wasted no time in letting the rest of us know that we were nowhere near being her equals. She hung with the seniors and was a cheerleader and that made her just so much better than the rest of us lowly peons.
Mrs. Harbauer was a no nonsense teacher and as far as she was concerned whatever she said in her classroom was 'law' and that was the name of that tune. We were halfway through the semester when she broke the class into teams of two and assigned each team a topic to research and do a seventy-five hundred word paper on. Lucky me, I was given Maxine as a partner. Maxine promptly protested being placed with me and Mrs. Harbauer promptly let Maxine know where the bear shit in the woods.
Well! You couldn't tell Maxine what to do so she solved the problem by not working with me at all which did not bother me in the least because Maxine's attitude toward her peers sucked and I didn't want anything to do with the bitch anyway. So I set off on my own, did the research and started the on the paper. The paper was almost done when Maxine found out that the grade on the paper would count as sixty percent of the final grade for the course. No paper meant that Maxine would fail the class and that would lead to her being dropped from the cheerleading squad because of failure to maintain a 'C' average in all of her classes.
Suddenly Maxine decided that not all of us were losers and that I just happened to be one of the winners. She came to me and wanted to know what I wanted her to do as her part of the paper. I laughed at her and told her that her name would not be appearing on the paper. I told her that I had done all the work and the paper was three-quarters typed and she could kiss my ass and go back to running with the seniors. That kind of set her back on her heels. She was not used to being told no. She said a few unkind words about my parentage and stalked off.
The next day she was back apologizing and then she asked me what she could do to get her name on the paper.
"You don't have that much money Max."
"I don't like being called Max."
"Tough shit Max."
"Come on Henry, there must be something I can give you to put my name on the paper."
"I don't like being called Henry. I prefer Hank."
She was on the ragged edge of giving me back my "tough shit" when she caught herself.
"How about we go out on a date or two?"
I laughed.
"Come on Hen...Hank, help me out here."
"I have no reason to help you Max."
"Would a couple of hand jobs change your mind?"
I laughed at her again. "You can't be serious Max. I can do that for myself."
"Can you give yourself a blow job?"
"No, but so what?"
"How about head for my name on the paper?"
I did not want to put Maxine's name on the paper, but I wasn't stupid. I was like every other guy my age -- I wanted sex! I was not a virgin -- hadn't been for two years -- but pussy wasn't all that easy to come by when you were sixteen. I'd gotten some, but not near as much as I would have liked. Maxine wanted her name on the paper? I'd just have to find out how bad.
"A blow job won't do it Max. The price is two dates with you to take place on the two days prior to when the paper is due."
Her face lit up and then I gave her the rest of it. "And on both of those dates you will suck my cock and give me your pussy and your ass."
"No fucking way!"
"Okay, your choice" and I walked away and left her standing there and as I walked I wondered what she would do next as the paper was due in one week.
Two days later she was back. "You have me over a barrel Hank. I guess I'll have to do it, but I have something going every night for the next week. How about we do it on the sixteenth and seventeenth?"
I laughed and shook my head no. "Tell me something Max. Why would you want to put your name on a paper prepared by some one as dumb as you think I must be? The sixteenth and seventeenth are a week after the paper has to be in. Once that paper is turned in I have no leverage and when I tried to collect on the debt you would laugh at me and tell me to piss off. It happens before the paper is due. If you have something pressing for the two nights before the paper is due pick any other two days. Just make sure that they are before the paper is to be turned in."
She was looking at me with pure hatred in her eyes and I laughed and said:
"You know what I really should do? I should find out who the next girl on the junior varsity cheer squad to be moved up to varsity is and then see what kind of deal I can cut with her to see to it you get bumped of the squad so she can take your place. Yeah. I think that's a hell of a good idea. See you around Max" and I turned and started to walk away.
"Okay, okay, you win. Tuesday and Wednesday of next week."
A wise man once said, "When it comes to pussy there is good and there is bad and the worst I ever had was wonderful" and that was true when it came to Maxine. Her blow jobs were half hearted, but I enjoyed them anyway especially since it was Miss Better Than Thou who was giving them to me. She pretty much laid there for the two times I pounded her pussy, but I could tell she was making a huge effort not to give me the satisfaction of seeing her respond. It was a different story when it came to her ass. She got really active when I pushed my way up her dirt road. She yelled and screamed and tried to pull away, but I wasn't about to let that happen. When it was over she said:
"You are a real bastard Henry."
"Hank not Henry. I don't like being called Henry."
'Tough shit. You are still a bastard."
"Maybe, but this bastard will see to it that you get to stay on the cheerleading squad and every game I go to I'll see you there and know that you wouldn't be there if it wasn't for me and you know what? Every time you look up into the stands and see me there you will know it too. You may hate it, but you will still know it."
I turned the paper in and got a B+ on it and it would have been an A if I would have spent the two nights I spent fucking Maxine on proof reading.
++++++++++++++++++
The semester ended and I celebrated my nineteenth (I was still in school due to missing a year due to an accident that broke both my legs) birthday on the first day of summer vacation. I got a job with a landscaping company cutting grass and I spent my days working and my nights running with my buddies. One night we were in Harry's Malt Shack and Norm Prince said:
"Did you hear the latest? Maine Barber is pregnant. She told Dick Spaulding that he was the daddy and he told her to piss off. Then she went to Bert Ellsworth and told him the same thing and he laughed at her. I wonder how many other seniors nailed her and could be the daddy?"
Billy Holbrook laughed and said, "Almost all of them would be my guess."
The next day when I got home from work I saw my dad's car and a car I didn't recognize in the driveway. I wondered what was up since my dad didn't usually get home that early.
When I went into the house I found my parents and Maxine and her parents sitting there. I started for my room and my father called out:
"Get in here Hank."
I walked into the room and he pointed to a chair and said, "Sit."
I sat down and my dad said, "We have a situation here that needs to be taken care of. The young lady is pregnant and she says that you are the father."
"Bullshit! Oops, sorry for that, but it is garbage. She told Dick Spaulding that he was the father and he told her to get lost so she went to Bert Ellsworth and told him the same thing and he laughed at her. She went to a couple of others and got the same treatment. She has been spreading for most of the seniors for the last year. No way am I the father of her baby."
"Did you have intercourse with her Henry?"
"Yes sir."
"Well she says that you are the father of her child so there it is."
It was as shotgun of a wedding as there ever was and my dad turned the basement into an apartment for us. Our first night as a married couple Maxine said:
"I'm sorry Hank. I didn't want this any more than you."
"Then why did you tell them that I'm the one who got you pregnant?"
"Because they were yelling and screaming at me and all the guys I'd had sex with had told me to fuck off and die and I had to tell my parents something. Besides, it could be yours. The timing is close to being right."
I shrugged and said. "This is totally fucked."
"We will just have to make the best of things Hank" and she started to unbutton my shirt.
"What are you doing?"
"Making the best of things. We have a marriage to consummate."
It was totally different from our first time. She clutched me, pulled me to her, dug her fingernails in my ass, wrapped her legs around me, moaned, begged me to go harder and faster and pleaded with me to make her cum. When it was over she went down on me to get me back up again and her blow job that time was light years ahead of the first two she had given me. When she had me hard she pulled me on top of her and we did it again and then a third time.
After that we did it on the average of twice a night for the next month or so and then it slacked off to once every night and twice a night every once in a while. That part of married night agreed with me. The other part sucked. I had to leave my summer landscaping job and get a full time job at the box factory. Mom and dad gave us free room and board so every cent that I made had to go into the bank against Maxine's coming medical bills. There was no more running around in the evening with my buddies.
Maxine got a part time job at a boutique in the mall and when she wasn't working she helped mom around the house. Married Maxine was nowhere near where high school Maxine had been. It seemed that being pregnant and having to get married changed her personality one hundred and eighty degrees. When summer vacation was over I couldn't leave my job at the box factory so I had to settle for going to night school. Maxine held onto her part time job for the weekends, but she went back to school. She stayed on the cheerleading squad figuring that it would be okay for a couple of months.
I was not at all pleased with the situation. I might have only been nineteen, but I was not a brain dead nineteen. Maxine was back in the environment (she was still in school because she had flunked the eighth grade) where she had been a punchboard for Spaulding, Ellsworth and several others and now those assholes knew that she was pregnant and they also knew that they couldn't make her any more pregnant and she had been easy before, right? And from Maxine's point of view it would be pretty much the same. She couldn't get any more pregnant and she had taken care of them before, right? No indeed, I was not a happy camper at all, but there was nothing that I could do about it. Both sets of parents were in agreement that Maxine should stay in school until the last minute and then after the baby was born they would take turns watching the baby until she could graduate. Me? Keep working to provide for mother and child and hopefully get my diploma from night school. Once I had that diploma my dad said he would get me into the tool and die apprentice program where he worked.
For a month and a half after school started I barely saw Maxine. I got off of work at five, went home, changed clothes, got a bite to eat and then headed off to night school where I had classes from six-thirty to nine-thirty. Sometimes Maxine was there when I got home from work and sometimes she wasn't because of 'after school activities.' When I got home from school I usually had some homework so our time together consisted of an hour or so before bedtime and the weekends and I couldn't help but notice that our lovemaking slowed way down. This cutback in sex combined with her 'after school activities' and my thoughts of Spaulding, Ellsworth and the rest fed my doubts and one Saturday morning it bubbled over.
I woke up with 'morning wood' and Maxine reached for it. I pushed her hand away and got out of bed. She got up and followed me and asked me what was wrong so I told her.
"I'm tired of putting in fourteen hour days between school and work while you are spending your days at school fucking around with the same guys you fucked around with before. One of whom could very well be the father of the kid that I'm going to be saddled with. What you are doing with them during school and during your so-called 'after school activities' has me so pissed off I could scream, but thanks to you telling your parents I'm to blame and your parents running to my parents I'm fucked and there isn't anything I can do about it."
She teared up and said, "I don't believe this. You really think I would have anything to do with those assholes after what they did to me? Not that they refused to admit that they were the father, but how they treated me when they did it. Dick told me to piss off and die and Bert laughed and called me a fuck pig and said I deserved to be pregnant and you think I'm seeing them? I'm a married woman now Hank. I may still be a teenager, but I'm not single any more. As for after school activities? They are part of going to school. You had them too when you were going. I don't know what is bothering you honey, but you have nothing to worry about."
"Then why has our love making gone to pot?"
"We do plenty on weekends."
"What about during the week?"
"You come home so tired from work and school that I don't want to bother you. If you want it all you have to do is let me know."
"I want it."
"So do I" she said as she reached for my cock."
She convinced me that I was wrong and things went well for a couple of more weeks and then one Friday night I showed up at school and there was a note taped to the door that evening classes had been cancelled so I decided to go to the football game. They were five minutes into the first quarter when I got there. I took a seat and looked at the cheerleaders for Maxine, but I didn't see her. I was sitting next to a couple of my classmates from when I was in regular classes and I asked them if they had seen Maxine that night.
"Not since school this afternoon."
"She didn't come out with the cheer squad tonight?"
"No, but why would she. She quit the squad a month ago."
I felt a cold fist in the pit of my stomach. I looked all around the stands and I didn't see Maxine anywhere. According to Maxine she was still a cheerleader. According to Maxine she had been at last Friday's game cheering on the Red and Gold. Suddenly I had no interest in the game and I got up and left. Maxine wasn't home when I got there and according to mom she hadn't come home from school.
"It's a game night honey; you know she goes right from school to the game."
I gave her a bleak look and didn't say anything. The game should have ended around eight so Maxine should have been home no later than eight-thirty if she intended to keep fooling everybody, but nine-thirty came and she still wasn't home. At ten the phone rang and my mom answered it. After about twenty seconds she turned to me and said:
"It's the hospital. Maxine has been in an accident."
I hurried down to the hospital and as soon as I got to the emergency room I had to pee so I ducked into the men's room just next to the nurses station. As I came out I heard one of the nurses say:
"I sure hope that I'm not on duty when her husband gets here."
I have no idea why I suddenly stopped and stood where I was, just out of sight of the nurses, but something told me that I would want to hear what was going to be said.
"That wasn't him in the car with her?"
"Not according to the IDs."
"So why don't you want to be here?"
"You kidding? Hubby comes in, finds wife was in an accident with a man and according to the EMTs on the scene his cock is out, her panties are on the floor of the car, her shirt is open, her bra is off and her boobs are hanging out there in the wind? The last time something like that happened we had to call the cops to come and restrain the husband."
"So you are saying that we should be somewhere else when he shows."
"You got it."
"What's his name? Who should I be looking for?"
"Wilcox, Henry Wilcox."
I stepped out of the doorway to the john and said, "Too late ladies; I'm already here, but you won't need the cops. Is she alive?"
"Yes Mr. Wilcox."
"Is she going to stay alive?"
"You will have to ask the doctor that."
"No I don't. You know and I know you know. Tell me what is going on and I'll walk out of here with no fuss."
"They looked at each other and then the older one said, "She will be all right, but she lost the baby."
I picked up a piece of paper and a pen and wrote a short note. It said:
"Don't bother bringing your cheating, lying ass home" and I signed it and asked the nurse to give it to Maxine. Then I walked out of the hospital.
Of course that was not the end of it. I don't know if the nurse gave Maxine the note or not, but Saturday I got a call from Maxine asking me why I hadn't come down and when I didn't answer she asked me to come and get her.
"Walk, hitchhike, or get whoever picks up the guy you were with last night to give you a ride to your parents house. You aren't coming back here. I'll put all your shit out on the driveway and your dad can pick it up" and I hung up on her. Twenty minutes later the phone rang and my mom took the call. She covered the mouthpiece with her hand and said:
"Its Maxi's mom. She said you told Maxi you wouldn't pick her up and that she couldn't come home."
"I did and I meant it. She can go live with her parents or the guy she was cheating on me with, but she isn't coming here."
I got up and left the room. About two hours later I was in my basement room working on some homework when my dad came down and asked me to come upstairs. I came up and found Maxine and her parents sitting on the living room couch. My dad went right to it.
"What is this nonsense about you not going to the hospital to get your wife and where do you get off telling her she could not come back here? In case you have forgotten this is not your house and you do not get to issue the orders around here."
"Okay. So what have all of you planned for me this time?"
My mom jumped in with, "What is wrong with you Henry? Your wife was in an accident and she is hurting. How can you be so cold to her?"
"I' glad you asked." I proceeded to tell them everything that I'd found out at the game and at the hospital. "You all ganged up on me and railroaded me last time, but it isn't going to happen again. She is running around just as she did before we were forced to get married and even though I'm not even eighteen yet I do know that I do not have to put up with a cheating wife."
I turned to my dad and said, "You are right. This is your house and you get to make the rules, but she is not living with me any more. You bring her back into this house and I'll move out. If she needs a place to live it can be with her folks or with the guy whose car she was half naked in last night, but she is not living with me."



Her dad started to get up off the couch saying, "You can't call my daughter names like that."
"I damned sure can. I told you back when you ran me through that shotgun wedding that she had accused half of the senior class of being the father of the baby she managed to lose last night while she was out cheating on me. She was a whore then and she is a whore now. All you have to do is check the EMT and police reports on her accident and a call to the school can verify that she quit the cheer squad a month ago. A month ago! A month of her telling us that she has been going to the games and cheering every Friday night when she isn't here. I'm not making any wild accusations here. You can check on everything I've said and see for yourself."
He sat back down, turned to Maxine and said, "Is any of what he is saying true?"
"No daddy. I didn't quit cheer squad. They dropped me because I was slowing down because of my pregnancy, but I told everyone I was still on the squad because I felt guilty for letting them down so I kept quiet about it."
"So where did you spend your Friday nights?"
"I still went to the games."
"And your after school activities?"
"I was working with the girls on the JV squad helping them get ready to move up to varsity."
"And Friday night?"
"I got sick during the game and Ralph offered to give me a ride home. We were on the way when some drunk hit us."
Maxine's mom said, "See Henry? There is a perfectly reasonable explanation for it. I think you owe Maxi an apology."
"I don't believe you people. She lies through her teeth and you tell me to apologize. First, I was at the game Friday night. I got there just after the first quarter started and I looked all over for Max and she was not there. I sat with Donny, Paul and Bev and they told me that Max had quit the cheer squad and had not been to a game since quitting. Secondly, the accident she was in happened at Thornhill and Martin Drive which is ten miles west of the school. In case you have forgotten, we live six miles east of the school. That is a hell of a way out way to be coming home from the game sick. Lastly there are the EMT and police reports."
I was fudging on that since I hadn't seen the reports either -- if there even were any reports at all -- and I was just going on what I'd heard from the nurses.
"We are expected to believe that the impact of the accident was so hard that it made Max's panties fall off of her and land on the floor of the car? The hit was so hard that it made Max's shirt come unbuttoned, her bra to unsnap, and release her breasts out into the open? The collision caused Ralph's pants to unzip and his penis to jump out? Yeah! I can see how that might happen."
I looked around the room at everyone and then said, "I don't care what you do with her cheating ass. Just keep her away from me" and then I walked out of the room and went back down to the basement. Ten minutes later my dad came down and told me that Maxine was going home with her parents and that Monday he would check around and find a councilor that Maxine and I could sit down with to try and work things out. He obviously wasn't going to pay any attention to whatever I said so I just nodded my head and said nothing.
Monday after work I stopped at the bank and took out all the money I had been saving to take care of Maxine's and the baby's medical expenses and then rented myself a room at Bailey's boarding house. Tuesday I took half a day off work and moved all of my things to the boarding house.
It took three days for my dad to figure out that I had moved out and wasn't coming back and I found him leaning on the fender of my car when I got off work on Friday. He told me how disappointed he and my mother were in me because of my failure to accept my responsibilities as a husband and then I told him how disappointed I was in him for not listening to a word I'd said.
"She is a whore and a cheat. She has always been a whore and I am done with her. If you and mom can't accept that then go on home and leave me alone and I'll make sure to stay out of your way so you don't have to look at me and feel disappointed."
I got in my car and drove off leaving him standing there.
For the next four months I went to work, went to my night classes and hung out with my buddies on Saturday nights, I never saw Maxine or heard anything of her, but then I wasn't asking about her either. I never heard a word from my parents so I didn't bother contacting them. Why remind them that they had a son they were disappointed in.
Just before spring break I was served with divorce papers and I tossed them in the trash without reading them. I kept working and going to night school and then it was June and my eighteenth birthday. I had enough regular and night school credits to take the test for my GED so I took the test and then I took my birth certificate and GED certificate down to the recruiting office and three days later I was on the way to Fort Knox, Kentucky to begin basic training.
++++++++++++++++++++
I served my three years and then let myself be talked in to reenlisting for three more and pretty close to the end of my second enlistment -- just when I was contemplating going for twenty -- a new lieutenant was assigned to our unit. The man was a flaming asshole and for some reason he picked me to pick on. I received two Article 15s in a six week period and when the first shirt called me into his office and handed me the reenlistment papers I handed them back and told him no way. He tried to talk me into signing and told me that Lt. Mullins wouldn't be around forever and then I pointed out that Mullins had already given me two totally underserved Article 15s and if I stayed in all I had to look forward to was a summary courts martial or worse. Mullins would be around for at least a year and that would be more than enough time for him to railroad me into Leavenworth.
"Thanks top, but no thanks."
My last night on post I snuck over to the BOQ and poured sugar in Mullins gas tank and the next day I was riding the big gray dog on my way home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I found a job at Wayman Industries in the shipping and receiving department and in six months I was the loading dock foreman. One year later I was chosen to fill the manager's slot. It helped that my Army time was spent in the Quartermasters and moving and handling material was what I did. I was able to find a civilian computer program that I was able to adapt the Army's inventory control program to and that saved Wayman's a lot of time and money.
When I got home I hit all of my old haunts and reconnected with some of my old buddies and started getting together with them on Friday and Saturday nights. One day I ran into my uncle Ray in Wal-Marts and he asked me if my parents knew that I was back in town and I told him probably. Two of dad's lodge brothers worked at Wayman and they had more than likely told dad that I worked with them.
"Aren't you going to get in touch with them?"
"Probably not. Don't want to remind them of the irresponsible son they were so disappointed in."
"That was years ago Hank."
"Maybe so Uncle Ray, but they have made absolutely no attempt to talk with me since I walked away from Maxine. They want to talk to me they know how to do it."
He shook his head and walked away.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Saturday night and I was at Riley's Roadhouse waiting for a couple of friends. I was sitting at the bar watching the TV mounted up on the wall and nursing a Pabst Blue Ribbon when someone took the stool next to me and a voice said:
"Buy a girl a drink?"
I looked over and saw Maxine. She looked damned good and as I was looking at her and wondering what to say the bartender set a vodka tonic down in front of her. She smiled at me and told the bartender to put it on my tab. He looked at me and I shrugged and nodded a yes.
"How have you been Hank?"
"Pretty much okay Maxi."
"That's the first time you've ever called me Maxi."
"It is the first time I've heard you say Hank without a sneer in your voice."
"Can we take a booth and talk?"
I didn't see any of the guys I was waiting for so I said okay and we moved to a booth. We sat down and she said:
"You are looking pretty good."
"You aren't looking to shabby yourself."
"No sense beating around the bush here so I'll get right to it. I'm sorry for what happened."
"Sorry for doing it or sorry for getting caught?"
She smiled at that and said, "A little bit of both." She hesitated for a moment and then said, "No, this is a time for honesty so make that seventy thirty with the seventy being the sorry for getting caught."
"So why did you do it?"
She sat there quiet for a bit and then said, "I did it because I was young and dumb. I did it because I was rebelling."
"Rebelling? Rebelling against what?"
"Against being in the situation I was in."
"I don't understand that."
"I didn't want to be married any more than you did Hank. I was forced into it the same as you were. My parents may have acted like they didn't think their little girl was a slut, but they knew the truth. I went to them, told them I was pregnant and asked them to help me get an abortion, but they refused. They made me tell them who I had been with and then they went to the parents of the guys I'd named and the guys admitted to screwing me, but said no way the baby was theirs and their parents stood behind them and told my parents to take a hike. You were the last name on the list and I hoped that your parents would stand behind you like the other parents stood behind their sons and that would force my mom and dad to arrange for the abortion, but your parents caved and we were forced to get married.
"It was just wrong Hank. We had nothing to build a marriage on. I didn't love you and you didn't love me. All there was to cement us was a baby that we both knew only had a one in seven chance of being yours. I liked you Hank. I liked being able to make love to you every night and for what it is worth none of the others was any better than you. I liked the way you stepped up even though you doubted that the baby was yours, but although I liked you I didn't love you. I did love screwing around and I loved making it with other guys.
"I was a slut Hank and I loved being a slut. I wasn't ready to stop being a party girl and go into a life where I could only have one man. I managed to be a one man woman for five weeks after we were married and then I was back to being what I was before I got pregnant. Actually it was better because I got a kick out of cheating on you and there was no shortage of guys who wanted to screw the married pregnant slut. A couple of guys were already planning a gangbang for me when I got to my eighth month and I was telling them who I wanted there and then that accident happened and everything went to shit. You walked, my parents pretty much became jailers until I graduated, got a job and moved into my own place. What about you? What have you been doing?"
I told her about my time in the service and my job at Wayman. About then the guys I was waiting on showed and I told Maxi I had to go join them. She took a piece of paper out of her purse, wrote on it, handed it to me and said:
"Call me."
I looked at the paper and saw that it was a phone number. I put it in my pocket and went to join my friends. I forgot about that piece of paper until I found it while doing my laundry. I looked at it for a few seconds, then muttered "nah" and tossed it into the wastebasket with the lint from the dryer's filter.
++++++++++++++++
The next year flew by. The job was going well. I was dating a lot, getting laid a lot and even had two fairly long term relationships -- long term if four months can be considered long term. I found a small three bedroom house with a two car attached garage that I could afford and I took on a thirty year mortgage. I turned one of the bedrooms into a home office and den and started spending my week ends improving the place.
I saw Uncle Ray every so often and he always asked if I'd seen my parents and I always said no. He kept telling me that I needed to talk to them and I kept telling him they knew where to find me.
It was another Saturday night and I was at Riley's Roadhouse with two guys I worked with. Tom and Phil were sitting across from me in the booth and I saw both of them suddenly look past me and smile just as I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned and saw Maxine standing there. The reason for Tom and Phil's smiles was obvious. Maxine looked drop dead gorgeous.
"You haven't come over and asked me for a dance so I decided to come to you."
She extended a hand and I said to myself, "Why the hell not" and I got out of the booth and we moved out onto the dance floor. A waltz was playing and as I took her in my arms for the very first time on a dance floor she said:
"You never called."
"What would be the point?"
"Who knows? It was years ago Hank and I was a wild dumb bitch then. I've grown up since then. You might even like the me I am now."
"Yeah! Right! I can see it now. I take you out on a date and your dad comes looking for me with that shotgun again."
"No fear of that. Dad was killed in an auto accident about a year after you left."
"Sorry to hear that. How's your mom getting along?"
"Good I guess. I haven't talked to her in a while. She remarried two years after dad died and she and her new husband moved to Canada."
I couldn't think of anything to say to that so I changed the subject. The song ended and she asked me to join her and I begged off saying that I was with friends and we had plans for the evening. She gave me a disappointed look and then said:
"Call me Hank, please?"
"I didn't keep your number."
"I'm in the book."
"I don't know your last name."
"Sure you do. You gave it to me."
I took her back to her table and was halfway back to my booth when her "You gave it to me" hit me. She still had my last name! That was something to think about. I would have thought she would have gotten rid of it and gone back to her maiden name. Then something else occurred to me. If she still had my last name it would seem that in the eight years since I walked out of my parent's living room leaving her sitting on the couch she had never remarried. Why not? She was gorgeous. She had to have at least half the single guys in town after her (and probably some of the married). Curious. Curious indeed.
When I got back to the booth Phil asked, "Who was that fox?"
"My ex."
"You had a girlfriend like that and you let her get away?"
"Wife."
"What?"
"Not ex-girlfriend, wife."
"That's even worse. I have to seriously question your judgment and sanity son."
"Looks aren't everything Phil. Remember that. Words to live by."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Of course I thought about the things I'd thought about and curiosity being what it is it hung around and finally got to the point where I wanted to find out the answers. I didn't know any of Maxine's current friends and I couldn't think of any mutual friends that we might still have so the only way I was going to find any answers was to talk to Maxine and that meant calling her and asking her out.
Did I really want to do that? Was I really that curious?"
I looked her up in the phone book and gave her a call.
I was there to pick her up at six sharp and she asked me in. She apologized for not being ready to go, but her baby sitter was running late.
"Baby sitter?"
"Well sure. I can't leave Merrily here alone. She's only seven."
"Oh. I didn't know that you had gotten married again."
"I didn't."
"Oh."
Jut then the door bell rang and it was the sitter. Maxine told her that Merrily was in the bath tub and to make sure that she was in bed by nine and we left. The plan for a night was dinner and a show. After dinner was over and we were having an after dinner drink Maxine said:
"Go ahead Hank"
"Go ahead."
"It is written all over your face. You are dying to ask questions so go ahead and ask."
I sat there trying to think of what to say and Maxine said, "Okay, I'll start the ball rolling. Merrily is seven going on eight and I am a single mom, but not by choice. Her father couldn't marry me so he finally packed up and left."
"He couldn't marry you? Why, was he already married?"
"No. I was"
"You remarried a guy with the same last name as mine?"
"Not exactly."
"I'm confused."
"Think about it Hank. He couldn't marry me because I was already married. I haven't remarried and I still have your last name. Put the pieces of the puzzle together Hank."
I sat there staring at her as what she was getting at finally dawned on me. "You can't be serious. I saw the divorce papers. You had them served on me."
"But you never signed them and sent them back."
"No way Maxi; no way are we still married."
"Way Hank. You never signed the papers and daddy, who was paying for the divorce, died and I couldn't afford the lawyer by myself so things sort of petered out. By the time I had a decent enough job and was making enough money to go back and pursue the divorce Merrily came along and I suddenly had more important uses for the money. Being a single mommy means you have to budget and a divorce was way down on the list of priorities. I have a question for you. Did you ever get married again? Did you unknowingly commit bigamy?"
"Thank God no! I came close once, but never did it. Damn. This does complicate things."
"Why? It just means that if you ever decide to get married again you will have to divorce me. Until then it doesn't really matter."
"What about you? What if you want to get married again?"
"I'll cross that bridge when I come to it. The line in front of a single mom's door is never very long and it is even shorter when the single mom has a reputation."
"You still doing that?"
"Good God no. I finally woke up to the fact that it was self destructive behavior, but the town isn't all that big and people have long memories. I never lack for dates. Guys are always asking me out hoping that I'm still the same old Maxi, but most of them end up disappointed."
"Most of them?"
"Don't act dumb and surprised Hank. I may not spread it around like I used to, but I still have needs. How about you Hank? Do you have needs?"
I just looked at her because, quite frankly, I was at a loss for what to say. She reached across the table and touched my hand and said:
"We can skip the show and go to your place." She giggled and then said, "After all you are my husband and husbands do have certain rights."
She was every bit the sexual athlete she had been the night of our wedding which is to say that she was fucking insatiable. As fast as I came she was on it working to get it up again. Fortunately for me it had only been a couple of days since I'd last gotten laid or my first time could have measured in seconds. She managed to get it done three times which was no mean trick given she only had three hours in which to get it done.
I had her home by midnight and at her door she kissed me long and hard and said:
"Don't forget hubby dear, you have rights so call me....soon, okay?"
I drove home in a highly confused state. I was still married to Maxi? Cold it really be true? Then I remembered that I had dropped the divorce papers unread into the trash can. If I was supposed to sign them I never did. Now what the hell should I do? When I woke up the next morning I had no better idea than I'd had before going to bed, but one thing I did know; pussy was pussy and as pussy Maxi was head and shoulders above what I'd been getting since I got home. I was going to take advantage of the fact that she had told me that I had 'certain rights.'
I called her Monday and we had dinner and ended up at my place. I had something to do Tuesday night, but I made a date for Wednesday. When I picked her up I met Merrily for the first time. She shook my hand when Maxi told her to, but she didn't smile and when I tried talking to her she scooted over next to Maxi and hugged her leg while staring at me. When we left I asked Maxi where she would like to go and she said:



"Your place."
"I don't have enough in the fridge to make dinner."
She laughed and said, "You never used to be this slow Hank."
"Oh. Oh yeah. Of course. My place. We can go to my place."
When we got there Maxi headed straight to the bedroom and she was half undressed by the time I got there. Remembering the past with Maxi I had loaded up on condoms and hoped that I hadn't been unlucky on Saturday and Monday. Maxi watched me take a condom out of the bedside stand and told me:
"You wasted your money Hank. You won't need those with me."
"Oh yes I do. I seem to remember a wedding because I didn't use one."
"That was then Hank. There were complications when I had Merrily. There are no babies in my future."
I dropped the condom back in the drawer and climbed on the bed and moved between Maxi's spread legs.
++++++++++++++++
Over the next six months I spent more and more time with Maxi, but one thing never changed. Merrily would always say hello to me, but only when Maxi told her to. I mentioned it to Maxi and she told me that Merrily wasn't used to being around adult males and that eventually she would come around. I would take Maxi and Merrily out on a Saturday or Sunday, but the kid always stayed as far away from me as possible. And I never -- not once- got a smile from the kid.
One night when I was having dinner at Maxi's place she seemed down in the dumps and I commented on it.
"It's my job. I like the work, but I don't like the people I work for and I can barely stand the people I work with."
"So leave and get another job."
"It isn't that simple. If I leave I lose my health insurance."
"So? Find a new job where they have health insurance."
"I'd be without insurance while I was looking and then when I got a new job there would be a waiting period before I would be eligible to sign up for coverage. With a daughter Merrily's age you can't be without medical insurance unless you have deep pockets and I don't."
When dinner was over we played cribbage -- no hanky panky because Merrily was in the house -- and then I kissed her goodnight and headed home.
To this day I do not know why I did what I did considering that it was for a kid that didn't like me, but I called Maxi the next morning and asked her to meet me for lunch. At lunch I told her if she as willing to tell a couple of small lies I could help her out with her insurance problem.
"How can you do that?"
"We are still legally married, right?"
"Yes."
"So I can put you on my health insurance at work. All I have to do is say that we were separated and going for a divorce and that you had insurance where you worked so I had never added you to mine."
"You said a 'couple' of lies. What is the other one?"
"We have to say that Merrily is our daughter."
"Can we get away with that?"
"I don't see why not. We are married and can produce a marriage license if they ask for it. The only problem we might have is if they ask for Merrily's birth certificate."
"Why would that be a problem?"
"It will have her father's name on it."
"So?"
"It will have the name of the guy who got you pregnant down as the father."
"No it won't."
"Why not?"
"Because by the time Merrily was due to pop out he was already in the wind and I knew he wouldn't be back. I didn't want his name on the birth certificate and I wasn't going to put down 'father unknown.' I never expected to see you again so I put your name down so that her birth certificate would match the marriage license."
I just looked at her for a bit and then asked, "Were you ever going to share that with me?"
"I hadn't planned on it. I saw no need to. I didn't expect that you and I would ever be in a position where you would need to know. Why are you suggesting this?"
"It will cover you while you are looking for another job."
"I know that, but why are you doing it?"
I had to consider that for a moment before truthfully answering, "I don't know. It just seems like the thing to do."
If I had stopped to think it through the outcome was predictable. Maxi and Merrily went on my insurance; Maxi quit her job and found a better one and six months later she and Merrily were living with me.
++++++++++++++++++++
Maxi and I did much better the second time around. Maxi fell into the role of working wife and mother as if it was designed for her, but the relationship between Merrily and me remained cool. It didn't help any that the first time I had to get after her for making a mess and not cleaning it up she hit me with:
"I don't have to do what you say; you aren't my father."
Maxi quickly straightened her out, but all that did was make her resent me for getting her in trouble with her mother. Merrily and I never did bond on any level and as she got older she got a little more rebellious where I was concerned. She was openly defiant whenever Maxi wasn't around and I gave up going to Maxi about it.
One day when Merrily was fourteen she sassed me over something that I can't even remember and it was the proverbial "one time to many" and I lost it and gave her an open handed slap across her mouth and told her that I was not going to put up with any more of her shit and that as long as she lived in my house she would damned well behave.
Three weeks later I caught a boy climbing into her bedroom window. Maxi had finally had enough and she committed Merrily to the Mount Airey Psychiatric Center in Denver. It was almost five months before Maxi would sign off on letting Merrily be released and only then because Merrily's case worker said she had seen major improvement in Merrily's behavior.
Three weeks after her release she ran away. It took the cops a month to find her and one month after that she was gone again. It took three months to find her that time. Personally I had hoped that they never would. Two months after her return she told Maxi that she was pregnant. By then she was over sixteen which was the age of consent where we lived. The boy she said was the father was seventeen and he owned up to it and said he was glad because "now she has to marry me." They both wanted it so Maxi let it happen and Merrily and her new husband moved in with his parents.
We found out later that Merrily wasn't pregnant. It turns out that she and the boy had made up the story so the parents would let them get married. Maxi wasn't all that happy about the way she had been played, but I could not have cared less. The troublesome little bitch was out of my house and life and that is all I cared about.
+++++++++++++++++++++
All of the shit with Merrily wasn't the only problem I had. My Uncle Ray kept asking me if I'd talked to my folks and I kept telling him no and that if they wanted to talk to me they could find me easily enough. It finally reached the point where I told him if he didn't get off of the subject I wouldn't even talk to him any more.
Another thing was that about five years after Maxi moved in with me I began to suspect that she was cheating on me. I didn't see any of the so-called obvious signs, but I still suspected. I didn't have much to go on. All I had was a feeling. She just didn't 'feel' right if you know what I mean. I mean I know what she felt like when we made love, but all of a sudden it didn't feel 'that way' anymore. It didn't 'fit' as snug or at least I didn't think it did. It felt a little bigger, as if something larger had just been there, or maybe something the same size had recently been there and she hadn't tightened back up yet. I'm probably putting it down wrong, but what it amounts to was just that I 'had a feeling.' That feeling, coupled with my knowledge of her behavior back when we had gotten married started me watching her closely to see if I could come up with anything factual to back up that feeling.
A couple of years went by and I never came up with anything. I even followed her a couple of times. I thought about hiring a private detective until I found out what it would cost. It would have been reasonable if I knew for sure Maxi was cheating and all I needed was proof I could use, but what if I was wrong? What if my 'feeling' was just me being insecure -- not that I thought I was insecure. If I was wrong the detectives could have followed her for days, weeks or even months with nothing happening except that the meter would still be running. Nope! No way could I afford that.
There was no change in Maxi's behavior toward me. She was affectionate, attentive and our love making held steady at three or four times a week. I had no complaints. All I had was that stupid 'feeling.'
++++++++++++++++++++
The years slipped by and one day I came home from work and saw Merrily's car in the drive. I debated just driving on by and going to a bar to drink beer and kill time until she left, but then decided that I could just go down in the basement and work on the book case I was making. As I pulled in and parked Merrily and Maxi came out of the house and got stuff out of Merrily's car and Merrily carried what she had into the house as Maxi walked over to me. Before I could ask her what was going on she kissed me on the cheek and told me that dinner would be a bit late.
"I'll start it as soon as I get Merrily moved back into her old room."
"Moved in to her room?"
"She caught David in bed with the next door neighbor and she left him."
"The next door neighbor? They live next door to a couple of guys."
"Yes indeed."
"Oh" I said as the light bulb came on above my head.
"Don't worry baby; it will only be until she can find a job that will pay enough for her to get a place of her own."
"Right" I thought to my self, "And just how likely is that for a twenty year old that dropped out of high school when she got married." I just shrugged, got a beer from the fridge and headed for the basement. A month went by and Merrily and I avoided each other as best we could and then one day her moving back in paid dividends.
Before hearing aids were invented deaf people used to use a small funnel held up to their ear to help them hear better. In our house the stairwell that led down from the kitchen to the basement acted like those old funnels and as a result when you were in the basement you could hear what went on in the kitchen and I don't think that either Maxi or Merrily knew that. Usually I don't pay much attention to what goes on upstairs when I'm in the basement but I was down working on a project when I heard Maxi and Merrily come into the kitchen and they were talking as they walked in and I heard:
"....like you talking about him that way."
"I don't even know why you stay with him."
"I stay with him because I love him."
"Bullshit! If you loved him you wouldn't be such a slut."
"My personal life is none of your business young lady. Nothing that I'm doing is hurting that man and in fact when I get home I am so sex crazed I practically destroy him. I will not have him hurt Merrily and you had better understand that. And while we are on the subject you will start to show him the respect that he deserves. I do not want you upsetting him. Do you understand me?"
There was a brief period of silence and then Maxi said again, "I said do you understand me?"
"Yes mother."
"Good. Now let's get dinner started."
Well, there it was. "You wouldn't be such a slut" and "nothing I am doing is hurting that man. In fact I am so sex crazed when I get home I practically destroy him" pretty much spelled it out to me at least. I had what I needed to justify hiring a detective and I pretty much knew where to point him. I knew what Maxi's work hours were and she was always home on time so whatever she was doing had to be done on her lunch hour.
But did I really want to hire a detective? Maxi's "I stay with him because I love him" came through loud and clear and her forceful "Nothing I am doing is hurting that man" did show some concern for me. I did find it interesting that Merrily knew what Maxi was doing while I hadn't had a clue, only a feeling. Maxi was loving and affectionate to me and God knows she gave me all I could handle in the bedroom. Maybe she was one of those women who no one man could satisfy. Whatever, I had it good and I decided that what I didn't know for certain wouldn't hurt me and I let it go.
++++++++++++++++++++
Funny thing about humans; they are born with a brain that has a million little compartments that hold all kinds of things. One of those small compartments stores a thing called 'curiosity.' I was able to keep the door to that compartment closed for almost a year, but all the time curiosity was inside kicking and beating on the door demanding to be let out. It kicked so hard that the door came off its hinges and what had been stored in that compartment got out.
The PI report had it all. Dates, times, places and names. That's right, not name, but names. The names were all attached to men she worked with in her office and the times were all long lunches. Some of those lunches were pretty long and in fact some of them lasted all afternoon. I guess when your boss is one of the ones you are playing with you can get away with doing that.
If it had only been one lover things might have been different, but seven lovers was enough to make me visit a doctor. I tested clean at that moment, but the HIV results would be a while in coming back. One thing was clear to me however and that was that with seven men dipping into the well sooner or later the water was going to become contaminated and if I kept drinking from that well I was going to get sick.
During the year that curiosity had been trying to break down the door Merrily was being her usual. She would only speak to me when spoken to; she would leave the room when I walked in and in general she let me know -- silently -- that she didn't care for me the least little bit. She never found a job that would pay her enough to get a place of her own and it didn't look like she ever would. Maxi paid for Merrily's divorce and her ex was ordered to pay alimony, but he never did and he eventually left town without leaving a forwarding address. It looked like I was going to be saddled with the spiteful cunt for the rest of my life.
I sat there and read the PI report for the fifth time as I thought about what I should do. I kept trying to tell myself that I should just let things be. My life was rolling along and things were good between Maxi and I so just don't rock the boat, but even as I had those thoughts I knew that I couldn't do it. Regardless of Maxi's saying that she loved me and that nothing she was doing was hurting me it just wasn't true. It didn't hurt me when I didn't know, but that wasn't the situation anymore.
Maxi was stabbing me in the back. She was hanging horns on me and that knowledge did hurt. Even though I hadn't known it at the time she was humiliating me every time she took me with her to her company picnic, her company Christmas party or other company social functions and sat me down in the company of her lovers. She might not have thought of it that way, but it was none the less true.
My problem was that I was happy with my life. I was happy with Maxi. Even knowing what she had been doing I was still not wanting to end things, but I wasn't a guy who could sit and suffer in silence either. And then of course there was the "tainted well" thing. If nothing else that had to be addressed. I decided to approach the problem obliquely and see what would happen. If things could be worked out fine; if not and things cratered so be it. I put the PI report in my desk, closed up my office and went home.
That night when we went up to bed Maxi got on the bed naked which was a sure sign that she wanted to play. I smiled and went to the night stand and took out a condom and began to unwrap it.
"Why are you doing that? You know I can't get pregnant."
"Condoms have other uses besides birth control."
Maxi wasn't stupid and she understood right away what I'd just said.
"How long have you known?"
"About a year now."
"A year? You haven't used one of those during the year so why now?"
"Because I thought that you just had a lover, but now I know different. One long term lover I could take a chance on, but finding out that there are at least seven changes things. Makes me want to take precautions. I tested clean by the way and I intend to stay that way."
He didn't say anything, just lay there watching me roll on the overcoat. When I got on the bed she spread her legs wide and waited. when I pushed into her she gripped me with her legs, dug her nails in my butt cheeks and hissed:
"Fuck me lover. That's it lover, just like that; fuck your whore lover, fuck your whore."
When it was over and I was sitting on the edge of the bed tying off the rubber she said:
"If you have known for a year why haven't you done something about it?"
"Why rock the boat? Home life was fine; I had no complaints in the sexual department and you seemed to care for me so I let it be until my curiosity finally got the best of me and I hired a private detective to find out whom, when and where."
"I was so careful. How did you find out?"
"You and Merrily told me."
She looked at me blankly and so I told her abut the 'feeling' that I'd had and how she and Merrily had confirmed things with their talk in the kitchen.
"You have known for a year and you did nothing? You didn't care that I was with other men?"
"Oh I cared all right, but I convinced myself that I had a good life so why screw it up. I did my best to try and ignore it, but eventually my curiosity drove me to hire a PI and I'm glad I did. Like I said, one long term lover didn't worry me too much, but once I found out that you had at least seven I had to take steps to protect my self."
"You were safe. They all knew each other and they all knew that if one of them gave me something that I would end up giving it to all of them. They policed themselves. They are all married and didn't want to be carrying any surprises home with them."
"You don't seem overly concerned that I know."
"Of course I'm concerned Hank. I worked very hard at making sure that you would never find out what I was doing. I knew if you found out it would change things for us and I did not want that to happen. I love you and the last thing I wanted was to hurt you. But you do know now and I don't know what to do. I have no plan because it was never supposed to happen. I was so careful."
"Not careful enough. You should have remembered the last time Max. I wasn't supposed to find out then either. Last time it was an auto accident you hadn't planned for. If it hadn't have been the freakish way the stairwell acted as a noise funnel it would have been something else. It doesn't matter how hard you work at hiding something Max. Something that you have no control over or even know about will always trip you up."
"You know I don't like to be called Max."
"Tough shit Max. Why Max? Why did you do it? What did I do that made you go looking somewhere else?"
"It wasn't anything that you did baby. You are super in bed and always have been."
"Then why Max? Just tell me why."
"I was after something that you couldn't give me Hank."
"You just said I was super in the bedroom."
"That had nothing to do with it lover. The one thing I could not get from you was the God awful rush I got from cheating. The sex I got from the others didn't even come close to what I got from you, but the cheating gave me orgasms you wouldn't believe. I'd lay there and look up at whoever's turn it was and think, "That's it, fuck my married pussy. Drive that cock into my cheating cunt" and I'd have one hell of an orgasm. I'd say things like "You get off knowing you're fucking another man's wife don't you?" and when they would say "Yes you fucking slut, I do" I would cum buckets. It was the same when I ran around on you just after we got married. The rush, the charge, the high all came from knowing that I was cheating."



She stared at me in silence for several seconds and then asked, "So what happens now?"
"I don't know Max. I do doubt that you will ever hear the words "I love you" come from me again, but as long as you are willing to keep sleeping with me and fucking me we can probably hang on."
"You want to make love to me even though I'm screwing other guys?"
"No Max; I won't be making love to you -- I'll be fucking you - and you won't be screwing other guys any more. Unless of course you are lying to me."
"What does that mean?"
"You were only fucking them because of the charge you got out of cheating, right? It isn't cheating behind my back now that I know about it so since I know there won't be any -- what did you call it, rush? -- when you fuck them so unless you just lied to me there is no sense in doing it any more."
I waited a second or two and then said, "Why don't you go down on me and get me up again."
She looked at me as if I had two heads, grabbed her pillow and left the room. I watched her go, shrugged and went to bed.
When I got up in the morning Maxine had already left for work and when I got home that night I found that she had moved out. She took everything of hers. Well almost everything; she left Merrily behind.
+++++++++++++++++
I made no attempt to find out where Maxine had gone and for the next week and a half Merrily stayed out of my way. It probably would have been better for all concerned if she hadn't avoided me because during that time period I felt more and more shit upon and a rage was building in me that was just looking for something to set it loose.
It was Merrily who did it.
I hadn't seen Merrily in the week and a half since Maxine split and then one evening she came into the living room where I was drinking beer and watching TV and in her usual snippy manner she said:
"I suppose that now mom isn't here to make you let me stay you are going to kick me out."
Wrong thing to say and the wrong tone of voice to say it in. It was just enough to let the rage out and Merrily took the brunt of it.
"In the first place your mother never made me do anything. I let you stay because even though you were a bitch most of the time you were still family. But now that your mother is gone we aren't a family any more are we? I won't throw your miserable ass out, but it will cost you to stay."
"Cost me what?"
"Glad you asked. Two things and you either do them or you get out."
"What two things?"
"Two things that you will absolutely hate, but they are the price of your room and board. First you will go and put on nylons, garter belt, high heels and a sexy dress and then come back here and do a slow and sensual strip tease until you are naked except for the heels, stockings and garter belt. Then you will spread your legs as wide as you can and ask me to eat your pussy."
I looked at my watch. "It is now seven-ten. You have one hour in which to do those two things. Get them done by eight-ten or get out."
She stared at me for about a minute and then with a pure look of hatred at me she turned and left the room. I smiled for the first time since I'd read the PI's report. Merrily would be packed and out of the house within twenty-four hours. I chuckled to myself as I imagined her throwing clothes in bags and boxes in her rush to get away from me.
I was working on a fresh beer, watching the TV and congratulating myself on riding me of the bitchy cunt when I heard:
"Well?"
I looked over and saw Merrily standing there. She had on nylons and heels, a short skirt that came to about three inches above her knees and a low cut blouse. She looked hot! She looked sexy as hell! It was not supposed to be happening. She as supposed to hear my conditions, give me the finger and get the hell out of Dodge, but she stood there giving me the first hard on she had ever given me. I sat there stunned and didn't know what to say. She smirked at me and said in her usual bitchy tone of voice:
"You want I should start?"
I took a deep breath and said, "What kind of music do you want?"
"I don't need music to take off my clothes."
Okay then; get with it."
She spun around a couple of times as she undid the buttons on her blouse and then she slid it off and tossed it in my direction. A couple of dips and twists and the bra landed at my feet. She had a very nice firm set of tits. Some spins, dips and a few other moves and the skirt was in a puddle around her ankles. A little kick and he skirt landed in my lap. All she had left on were her thong, hose, heels and garter belt. She danced over and stood in front of me.
"You want to take my panties off with your mouth?"
"No thanks; I want you to do it all."
She did a little shimmy, took off the thong and held it under my nose for a second and the dropped it in top of my head. She danced over to the easy chair, sat down, spread her legs wide and put them up on the chair's arms. She looked at me, smirked (she obviously knew the condition she had me in -- rock hard) and said:
"Come on over here stud and eat my pussy."
I couldn't believe that she'd done it. She was not supposed to, but she did everything I told her to do. I just could not believe it. I just couldn't. I looked at her spread out and waiting for me to get up and bury my face in her pussy and I thought "what a waste." I got up and she smirked again. I didn't see if the smirk disappeared as I walked by her and said "Goodnight."
I went to my bedroom, undressed and took a shower (a cold one but it didn't help) and then got in bed. I propped myself up with a couple of pillows, took the book I was reading off the nightstand and tried to get back into it. I say tried because I was distracted. I still had the hard on that Merrily had given me and every time it started to go down I would think of her spread out in the easy chair and it would stiffen back up. After about an hour I finally gave up trying and put the book down.
I was reaching over to turn off the bedside lamp when the door opened and Merrily walked in. She still had on the heels, hose and garter belt and she walked over to the bed and looked down at me.
"You didn't eat my pussy."
"I never said I would. I just said that you had to ask."
"You wanted to. I could see it on your face. You wanted to slip your tongue into me; you wanted to lick and suck my clit and taste me. You still want to. I can see the proof sticking up there. If you never intended to do it why did you make me go through with all of that?"
"You weren't supposed to do it."
"What? You expected me to say "fuck you" and leave? And go where? I have no idea where mom is and I damned sure wouldn't go back to that faggot I divorced even if I knew where to find him. I don't make enough waiting tables at the café to get my own place. It was a no-brainer! If I want a roof over my head I have to do what you want and right now what you want is to taste my pussy."
Before I could say anything she caught me by surprise. She got on the bed, swung over me in a sixty-nine and pushed her pussy down into my face even as her mouth swallowed my cock. There is a time to protest and a time to fight to stop things, but that time is not when a hot mouth is working on your cock. I never had any intention of doing anything with her or to her, but there I was with my cock in her mouth and her hot, wet pussy on my lips. Add to that I had been used to getting sex from her mother on an almost daily basis and I'd just gone almost two weeks without any and what was going to happen was a foregone conclusion.
I came rather quickly, but Merrily kept her mouth on me and kept working on me to get me up again. Meanwhile my mouth was busy on her box and she was doing a lot of moaning so I must have been doing something right. When she was satisfied with what she'd built she reversed herself, swung over me, impaled herself on me and started riding me. She came twice before I was ready and then I rolled her over on her back and pounded her pussy. I gave her one more orgasm just before I blew my load into her. I pulled out and fell to the bed next to her and then it hit me. I hadn't used a condom.
"Oh shit!" I muttered.
"What's wrong?"
"I didn't use a condom."
"So what? I'm on the pill."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why did you just do what you did?"
"If I'm going to stay here I'm going to have to pay my way." She reached down and started fondling my cock. "I've just paid part of today's rent and as soon as I can get some cooperation out of our little buddy here I'll pay the other half."
She did get cooperation from 'our buddy' and I ended up falling asleep exhausted. And that is how we ended up with me looking down at her in the moonlight.
++++++++++++++++++++++
She woke me up with a blow job which turned into a fuck session and I went to work with a smile on my face for the first time in a while. Just as I was leaving the house Merrily said:
"Your bed is so much more comfortable than mine. Unless you object I'm going to move into your room with you."
I just kind of nodded okay and left.
For the next week Merrily did her best to fuck me blind. At least twice a night every night and she was wearing me out. She was a carbon copy of her mother -- she was insatiable. It must have been in Maxi's genes and was passed on to her daughter. I asked her if she was trying to fuck me to death and she said she was only trying to build up her account. When I asked what she meant by that she said:
"Aunt Flo will be paying me a visit soon so for a while I won't be able to pay the days rent so I'm trying to pay a little in advance."
The day Aunt Flo did arrive Merrily had dinner ready when I got home from work and I managed to get the better part of a bottle of Merlot into her and I finally asked her how she went from hating me or despising me to being my bed buddy overnight.
"You were a man."
"Well, yeah."
"I didn't trust men. A couple of the men that mom brought home with her tried to do things with me when they woke up and she was still sleeping. One of them tried to put his cock in my mouth and I bit him."
"Wait a minute. You were only six or seven when I started seeing your mom and she wasn't seeing other men while she was going out with me was she?"
"No. It all happened before you."
"Oh God, you poor kid. What did your mom do about it?"
"Nothing, because I never told her."
"Why not?"
"I was afraid to. Don't ask me why I was afraid, because I don't know. There was more. Once when I was on the swings in the park a man came over and watched me for maybe five minutes and then he opened his over coat and stood there so I could look at his hard on. I got off the swings and ran. Another time a man offered me candy to get in his car and go for a ride with him. I ran away from him also. I got to where I was nervous around adult males. I stayed clear of them as much as I could. All of that transferred onto you. Mom brought men home and they tried to get me. Mom brought you home ergo you would try too."
"I never did anything like that."
"No, but I was waiting for you to. I just knew it was going to happen. Then things gradually changed and I started thinking that you were trying to take my mom away from me. We used to do all kinds of things together and when you came along we stopped doing stuff together. Again, you were the bad guy. I resented you being in our lives and it showed in my attitudes towards you. You would tell my mom things and I would get hollered at or punished so I blamed you.
"There was a whole lot more to it and it fed on itself. Things like my being sent to Mount Airey. They were some really fucked up kids there. I mean really fucked up kids. One girl used to piss in a glass and set it next to her bed in case she woke up thirsty in the middle of the night. Another kid would drop his pants and shit on the floor. Didn't matter where he was, he would drop and dump then he would stick his fingers in it and write stuff on the walls. I didn't belong in there with them, but I was there. I was there and I knew, just knew, that my mother would never have done that to me so it must have been you who made her do it. You couldn't do anything right in my eyes. Anything that was bad, anything that was wrong, was because of you."
"If men were bad why did you marry David?"
"David wasn't a man; David was a boy, a kid like me and I married him just so I could get out of the house and away from you. And boy did that turn out well. Living with David reinforced the idea in my head that the male of the species needed to be eliminated. Tom and Mark, the two next door neighbors, came over one day when David was gone. I guess they weren't pure homosexuals, probably were Bi, and told me to take my clothes off. They said David told them they could fuck me whenever they wanted. They grabbed me and started to take my clothes off of me, but I managed to grab a lamp and smash Tom in the head with it and when he went down I went after Mark and he ran from the house. I told David about it when he got home and the asshole just looked at me and shrugged. It wasn't long after that that I caught him with Mark in his ass."
"I guess I can see why you didn't trust men."
"There's more. I moved back in here and I got the job as a waitress at the café and there wasn't a day that went by that some asshole didn't grab my ass when I walked by his table or try to cop a feel of my boobs when I bent over to put his food on the table. In short, as far as I was concerned all men were pigs.
"Not too long after that I caught mom fucking around on you. Here you were, the man that she just loved so much, and she was fucking around on you. If she really loved you how could she do that? Bear in mind here that this is what was going on in my head, and we both know I was prejudiced against you anyway. Anyway, she is fucking around on you and not with just one man, but several so obviously she didn't really love you, but for some reason couldn't break away from you. She must have known that you were bad just as I did or she wouldn't be doing that."
"How did you know she was cheating on me with those seven guys?"
"Seven? I only know of three. I was downtown one day around lunch time and I thought I drop in on her and have lunch with her. Just as I came up to her building she came out with a guy. They were hand in hand and being curious I followed along behind them. They went across the street to the Hilton, got a room and went up to the sixth floor. That made me even more curious so I was there at lunch time the next two days and each day she went across the street to the Hilton with a different guy. That night I got on her about it, but she told me that it meant nothing, that she loved you but was just using them. I never did understand it."
"Well babe that makes two of us"
"Bottom line, to me anyway, was that it just reinforced what I had always believed about you."
"So what changed?"
"What happened last night. When you gave me your conditions in my mind I went "Aha! Just what I thought. Another fucking pig!" But a pig that I needed unless I wanted to move into a cardboard box under the 12th Street overpass. I sat in that chair, spread out for you, seeing the look on your face as you looked at my pussy and smiling inside at having been finally proved right about you. When you got up and moved toward me I was thinking, "Come on motherfucker, I've waited years for the chance to prove that I was right and that you are a piece of shit like all the others." When you walked by me and said goodnight I was stunned. It couldn't be. You had to eat my pussy. You just had to prove me right. But you didn't. I sat there in that chair for what must have been an hour trying to figure out what had just happened.
"I'm not sure why I got up and came into the room. No, that's not true. I came in here because I had gotten myself so horny doing that stupid dance that I needed to get off. I knew from the look on your face when I danced and then spread my pussy for you that you were just as horny and as much as I hated doing it I was going to give you what we both wanted. I was surprised when you didn't get out of bed and grab me when I walked in. I saw your hard cock sticking up and you were a man so you were supposed have your way with me. All the other men in my life had. But you just laid there looking at me."
"All the other men in your life?"
"I haven't been a virgin since I was twelve sweetie. I enjoyed the sex, but I could barely stand the boys and men who gave it to me. They got off and got me off, but they all treated me like dirt while they were doing it. But you just laid there and kept your hands to yourself. Be honest with me sweetie; if I had not have taken things in my own hands would you and I be here now?"
"Honestly? No. Make no mistake honey, I wanted you -- I wanted you bad -- but you were Maxi's daughter and as such you were off limits. I would never have touched you on my own, but thankfully you took care of that."
"You do know that I was only going to use you to get myself off, right? But something happened. About half way into it I realized that it felt, I don't know, I guess the best way to say it is that it felt right. I didn't get much sleep that night. I laid there watching you sleep and wondered about what had just happened. I was thoroughly confused. I'd never felt that way before. I'm not talking about the orgasms, but the way I felt about the act itself. It was the first time I didn't want to just get up and leave when it was over. When you stirred in the morning and I woke you up with that blow job it was the first time in my life that I had ever done something like that. And again, it just felt right. I don't understand it; it doesn't make any sense, but it felt right."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning we went to the Village Inn for breakfast and over pancakes Merrily suddenly said:
"She does love you."
"What?"
"My mom. She does love you. Always on me to make sure that I didn't upset you. Always hustling around to make sure that everything was just right for you when you got home. She never bought a piece of clothing without asking me first if I thought you would like it. I could never figure out, given the way she was always gushing about you, how she could screw all those other guys."
"As I said honey, that makes two of us."
"Kind of puts me between a rock and a hard place."
"Why?"
"Because she loves you and it is plain to see that regardless of what you say you wish she was here."
"How is that a rock and a hard place?"
"Because I want my mom happy and that means back with you, but I'm happy with the way things are right now and I don't want it to stop. So here I am wanting her to come back, but not wanting her to come back and that's the rock and the hard place."
"I doubt you need to worry. She's been gone a month and hasn't bothered to try and get in touch with either of us."
"I wonder if something happened to her."
"Nothing as of last Thursday afternoon."
"How do you know that?"
"I call her at work a couple of times a week and when she answers I hang up."
"Why don't you just talk to her?"
"She knows where we are if she wants to talk to us."
"If that's the way you feel why do you bother to call?"
"To make sure that she is all right."
"That doesn't make any more sense than what mom was doing."
I didn't have an answer to that so I took another bite of pancake.
+++++++++++++++
Another two weeks went by. Satisfied that Maxine was okay I stopped calling her at work. She made no attempt to reach either Merrily or me and I had no idea what I would say if she did. I doubted very much that it would be "Hurry home, I've missed you" and I said as much to Merrily over dinner one night and she laughed and said:



"Right! That's why you kept calling to check on her."
Friday night when I got home from work and as soon as I was in the door I heard Merrily call out:
"In the living room Hank."
Hank? She had always called me sweetie. Why the change? I walked into the living room and saw Maxine sitting next to Merrily on the couch. She gave me a nervous smile and said:
"Hello Hank."
"Hello Maxi."
"At least you didn't say "hello Max."
"What brings you around after so long?"
"You probably won't believe it, but I missed you."
"You are right, I don't. How could you have time? A full time job and seven lovers should keep you so busy that you wouldn't have time to think of me."
"There aren't any lovers Hank. I haven't been with a man since I left."
She saw the look on my face and said, "I don't blame you for not believing that, but it is true. I want to come home Hank."
"Why? I assume that you left because you didn't like the position I took when I found out about your seven bed buddies. That position hasn't changed any."
"What I want and what I'm asking for Hank is a chance to try and change it."
"Again, why?"
"Because I loved what we had. I know it was me who ruined it, but I was still happy with it and I would like the opportunity to try and get it back. I promise that if I get it back I will never again do anything that will screw it up."
"Why in the world would you expect me to take another chance on you Maxine? Haven't you ever heard that saying, "Fool me once, shame on you; fool me twice shame on me?"
"Yes Hank, I've heard it, but I've also heard the one that says, "Three strikes and you are out. I have two strikes against me Hank and I don't want to be out so I'm not taking that third strike."
I was silent for a bit and then I took a deep breath and said, "It doesn't matter anyway Maxine. There have been some changes since you left."
"I know and it won't be a problem."
"You know? How?"
"She told me."
I looked over at Merrily and she looked back at me and shrugged.
"How can that not be a problem?"
Merrily stood up, walked over to me and handed me the day's paper and then went back and sat down beside her mother and said:
"Turn to page three."
I opened the paper to page three and saw it was a full page ad for a local furniture store. In bold letters across the top of the page it said:
"Three days only!" and the copy underneath read, "Every king sized bed must go. You can not beat these prices anywhere. With every king sold we will include a set of sheets, pillow cases and a comforter. Do not delay. Hurry down while we still have a large selection in stock. At these prices they won't last long."
I looked up from the page and looked over at Maxine and Merrily and they were both smiling at me.
And FYI -- My parents still haven't tried to get in touch with me.
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The odds were ten thousand to one against it happening, but I got caught with another woman. Not caught in the act, but close enough and the sad fact was that it was not my doing or my fault. Well, that isn't exactly true, there was a small window of time when I could have stopped things but I didn't.
What happened was that I had flown to New York for a business meeting. There was a company that was trying to get my company's business and while I was there they put on a full court press. I was wined and dined, saw presentations and was pumped full of bullshit about their product lines. On my second night there they took me out drinking and I guess I did more than my fair share because I woke up in my hotel room the next morning with an aching head and a bedmate. I didn't remember her from the night before, but when I woke up she was sucking my cock. It naturally responded to the attention it was getting and when it was hard enough to suit her the redhead climbed aboard and used me to get herself off. And I do mean "used me".
I was lying there with a pounding head and I was looking up at the redhead in confusion trying to remember who she was, how she had gotten there, and just what in the hell had happened the previous night. I'd never in ten years of marriage cheated on my wife and what was happening wasn't supposed to be happening. But I'm only human and the redhead had given herself an orgasm using my dick and had gotten me charged up in the process. I shifted my weight and rolled her over on her back and then I started working to get myself off. I didn't know if the redhead was a hooker that the guys had set me up with, but if she was she definitely gave good value. She kicked and cried and begged me to make her cum and I did my best. A couple of more minutes and she cried out that she was cumming and her legs tightened around me and she gave a series of short, sharp cries just as I spilled inside her.
I fell down on the bed next to her and was just getting ready to ask her her name when she looked at her watch and said, "Oh shit. I didn't realize what time it was. I have to get home and get the kids ready for school." She jumped up and quickly dressed in a black mini, stuffed her nylons in her purse and stepped into her four-inch heels. She looked over at me, "Thanks baby. I had fun and I sure hope that you did. I promised my hubby I'd fuck your eyes out to help him get your business and I hope I did a good enough job. Maybe we can do this again the next time you come to town."
She headed for the door and I got up to follow her. "Wait" I said, "I was so screwed up last night that I don't even remember your name."
"It's Marsha sweetie, I'm Tom's wife."
She opened the door, stepped into the hall and then turned to face me and said, "Thanks lover, until next time" and then she leaned forward and kissed me and just then two women walked down the hall and past my opened door and they turned to look. I saw the looks of astonishment as they took in the naked man and the obviously just fucked redhead and I'm sure that they saw my astonished look as I recognized one of them as a friend of my wife Randi. I quickly closed the door, but the damage was done.
At my meeting the next morning nothing was said about what had gone on the previous night. Tom was all business and if Marsha hadn't told me that she was Tom's wife I never would have known it. I didn't doubt for one second that she'd told me the truth because a picture of her with two kids was sitting on his desk. I can honestly say that that Marsha had nothing to do with the contract that I signed that morning since I had already decided to do business with her husband's company before we even headed out drinking. I caught an early flight out and was home by seven in the evening. I entered the house to find that bad news indeed travels fast. Randi was waiting for me when I walked in the door and the look on her face was not one of welcome. Before I even set my briefcase down she said, "I had a phone call from Wanda this morning. Is what she told me true?"
"I don't know, what did she say?"
"She said she saw you standing naked in the doorway to your room saying goodbye to some redhead. Is it true?"
Well, I had never before cheated on Randi and I'd never lied to her either. There wasn't anything that I could do about the cheating part, but I could make sure that I didn't make things worse by lying. "Yes" I said, "What she told you is true."
Randi burst out crying and ran from the room. I put down my briefcase and followed her up the stairs and to our bedroom and I got there just as she slammed the door and locked it. I could have opened the door by using a dime on the little button in the handle, but I thought it would be best if Randi opened the door on her own. I spent five minutes trying to get her to open it and then I gave up and went back downstairs.
I spent the night on the couch and I didn't get much in the way of sleep. I was up at six. I put the coffee on and then went upstairs, unlocked the bedroom door and went in. Randi was sleeping, or pretending to sleep, and I walked quietly to the closet and got the clothes that I would wear to work. I debated going downstairs to get dressed, but then I decided not to. Randi and I had to talk sooner or later. If I dressed for work downstairs and then left for work that would leave Randi to stew over what had happened all day. She still might not want to talk to me, but I was going to wake her and give her the chance. I thought that the shower running might do the trick so I slammed the closet door and dropped the seat on the toilet to prime the pump and then I climbed in the shower and turned it on. Randi wasn't in bed when I came out of the shower so I quickly dressed and headed downstairs.
Randi was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee when I came into the room. I poured myself a cup and sat down across from her. Her eyes were red from crying, lack of sleep, or both, and I knew that I had been right in trying to force the issue. If she were this bad in the morning it would be ten times worse by the time I got home from work.
"Are you willing to listen to me now?"
"Why? What can you say that will change the fact that you cheated on me?"
"I didn't cheat on you."
"Damn you, don't you dare lie to me. You admitted it yesterday."
"No I didn't. I admitted that what Wanda said was true. You ran away before I could finish." Then I went on to explain what had happened, all of it, including my active participation toward the end. "Did I cheat on you? No, I don't think so. I did not set out to find a woman and I have no idea of what happened before I woke up with Marsha's mouth on me. But I swear to God that I did not set out to be unfaithful to you."
"And you expect me to believe that?"
"It is true Randi. I've never lied to you and you know that. I could have lied to you yesterday, but I didn't. We both know that Wanda hates my guts and I could have said she was lying and trying to make trouble for me, but I didn't. I've never lied to you and I won't start now. The only question on the table now is can we get by this?"
"I don't know. I really don't know. Regardless of how it happened I feel betrayed." She got up from the table, "You had better go or you will be late for work."
"That's it? You just get up from the table and there is nothing more to say?"
"What do you expect? You tell me this story and I'm supposed to say, "Oh goodie. I'm glad that that is all there was to it" and then go on with life? I don't think so. Regardless of how it happened it did happen and now I have to figure out how to deal with it." She walked out of the room leaving me to watch her back and wonder if my life would ever get back to where it had been.
I got pretty busy at work and my problems with Randi, big as they were, slipped to the back of my mind and I didn't think of them again until I was on my way home that night. When I got home Randi wasn't there. Nothing of hers seemed to be gone so I didn't think that she moved out, but when she wasn't home by nine I began to worry. At nine-fifteen the phone rang and it was Randi. "I'm over at Wanda's. I'm going to stay with her for a few days. I need some space - some time away from you - to give me time to think."
This was not good news to me. Wanda did not like me one little bit and for her to spend a couple of days with Randi with Randi's mood being what it was did not bode well for me.
I was able to lose myself in my job for the next two days although I did spend my evenings wondering what was going on with Randi. The third night Randi's car was in the drive when I got home. When I walked in the house I heard the shower running so I headed for the wet bar and made myself a drink and then headed for the bedroom. When I walked into the bedroom I saw that Randi had clothes laid out on the bed - party type clothes. A few minutes later the shower stopped running and Randi walked into the room with a towel wrapped around her. I pointed at the clothes and asked, "Are we going out?"
"Not we, me. I've decided what I'm going to do about your infidelity."
"And that would be?"
"You had extra-marital sex and Wanda and I have decided that I should have sex with someone else to even the score. So tonight I'm going out on the prowl."
"You and Wanda decided? Wanda, the woman who hates my guts and who would love to see us split up is giving you advice on how to save your marriage?"
"You don't have any say in this. What you have to do is accept what is going to happen as your punishment. That's the price you will have to pay if you expect us to stay together."
I shook my head in disbelief and left the room. I could not believe that my wife would deliberately go out and pick up a man just to get even with me. The more I thought about it the more I didn't believe that she would do it. I was still trying to convince myself that she was bluffing when she came down the stairs. She was wearing a short cocktail dress and high heels. "You really going to do this?"
"Yes I am. You have to know that I won't tolerate what you did. You have to know that there are consequences when you do stupid things. Once we are even we can see if we can save our marriage."
"Don't do this Randi."
"What? You can do it, but I can't?"
"I told you how it happened Randi. I did not set out to cheat on you. You are deliberately going out to cheat on me and that isn't the same thing. You need to think long and hard about this Randi. You need to ask yourself if you really want to kill off our marriage."
"Well here's the thing sweetie; even if I believed your story about how it came to happen you did not push the slut away when you became aware of what was going on. Bottom line sweetie is that you let her have my cock and now I'm going to let someone have your pussy" and with that she was out the door.
I still didn't believe that she was serious. She was going to go out and have some drinks and stay out late and then come home and say something like "See how it feels?" At least that is what I hoped she was doing.
Sleep was out of the question. I was so keyed up that even trying to go to bed would have been a waste of time. I sat on the couch and flipped channels looking for something to take my mind off what Randi might be doing. I never found anything that could capture my attention for more that a few seconds so I turned off the TV and tried to read, but I couldn't concentrate so I tossed the book aside and went out into the garage. I had a 1965 Mustang that I was trying to restore and I got busy trying to work a small dent out of an otherwise cherry right front fender. Not even that could hold my attention. I was putting the shot bag and body hammer back in the toolbox when a car pulled into the drive. I cleaned my hands and walked into the house just as Randi came in the front door.
She was not alone.
He was about six foot one, his head was completely shaven, but what grabbed me by the throat and shook me down to the soles of my feet was that he was black. I don't mean black in the politically correct way of designating a Negro, I mean he was black! Black as coal. So black that his skin had an almost bluish sheen to it. Randi smiled and said, "Oh good, you're up. I was afraid I was going to have to wake you up and chase you out of the bedroom. This is Jamal and Jamal wants to spend the night with me and I told him that I thought that would be a marvelous idea. It won't be the first time you've had to use the couch. Come on Jamal, I'll show you where the bedroom is."
Jamal looked at me with a smirk on his face that I was aching to wipe off, but I didn't because I suddenly realized that Randi wasn't trying to save our marriage, she was trying to end it. In that instant I realized how much Randi hated me and I made the decision to give her what she wanted. She wanted out and I was going to help her and to do it I needed an undamaged Jamal.
How did I suddenly know all this? I had been born and raised in a small town in Georgia. From the time I was old enough to walk it had been bred into me that Negro's were sub-human. In short I had been raised as a racist. Oh I got over it. Once I got out into the outside world and began to interact I came to realize that the racist pap I'd been force fed was just so much bullshit, but you don't erase attitudes built over the years overnight. I had come to accept blacks as equals, but I had never become comfortable around them and I did have one hang up that I never did get rid of. I was against the mixing of the races. White man and black woman, black man and white woman, made no difference to me. I was against it and Randi knew this about me. That she took up with a black man slammed the coffin shut on our marriage and bringing the smirking asshole home with her drove all the nails in the lid. Well okay, if that was what she wanted I'd damn well see to it that she got it.
I gave the two of them a ten-minute head start and then I went into the hall closet and got out the camera equipment and then headed upstairs. The door to the bedroom was open and I looked in and saw a naked Jamal was sitting on the edge of the bed. An equally naked Randi was on her knees in front of him and her head was moving up and down on his cock. For a second I felt a pang of regret; I was going to miss Randi's talented mouth.
Neither one of them noticed me as I set up the video camera on the tripod out in the hallway. I focused in on the two of them, adjusted things so that it would capture all the action on the bed and then I turned it on. Then I moved out of sight and loaded a fresh roll of film into the 35mm Nikon and made sure that the flash was fully charged. As I worked I listened to Jamal talk as his cock was sucked.
"That's it baby, just like that. Oh so good. God but you do give great head. Suck it baby, suck it. Make me cum baby, make me cum in your pretty mouth. Did I tell you that I fell in love with your mouth? I've been in love with it since that first night at Wanda's. I can't make up my mind what I love most, your mouth or your tight pussy."
That first night at Wanda's? I guess that told me all that I had to know. Back in the room I heard, "That's it baby, that's it, swallow it all. Don't lose a drop baby, get it all."
Then Randi said, "God you taste good. Now let's see how quick I can get you up again."
"You going to try and beat your record? We did it five times the other night. You want to go for six?"
"If you can get it up sweetie we can go as many times as you want."
"You think your old man is going to stand for it?"
"He will, if he wants to keep me around."
I went downstairs and made myself a drink and while I sipped it I made a mental list of what I would have to do the next day. Cancel credit cards, close bank accounts and the like. After giving Randi enough time to get Jamal hard again I headed back for the bedroom. I peeked around the doorframe and saw that Jamal was buried to the hilt in Randi's cunt. He had her legs up on his shoulders and he was pounding into her. I checked on the video camera to make sure that it was still cranking away and then I set the Nikon on Auto Focus and moved into the bedroom. They still hadn't noticed me and I lined up my first shot. I got three shots before either of them realized what was happening. Then I got a "What the fuck?" from Jamal and a "Barry, what in God's name are you doing" from Randi.
"Don't stop on my account," I said as I circled the bed snapping shot after shot.
Randi and Jamal were trying to untangle and the smirk was gone from Jamal's face and had been replaced by anger. I knew what he intended and I said, "If you come off that bed it had better be to put your pants on."
"I'm going to take that camera and shove it up your white ass is what I'm going to do."
Well, I had just warned him. As he lifted himself off the bed I hit him right on the jaw. The punch had all the anger and rage that had built up in me behind it and it lifted him off his feet and he fell back on the bed. All the while Randi was screaming, "Stop it you two, stop it, stop it right now." Jamal was still lying on his back on the bed so I said, "Okay, I'll stop." I took one last shot of her leaning over Jamal to see if he was all right and then I left the room, collected the video camera and went down to the home office I had set up next to the dining room.
I was busy transferring the video cartridge to a VHS tape when Jamal barged into the room.
"We ain't done yet you honky motherfucker."
I had been expecting him so I picked up the Glock I had setting there and pointed it in his direction, "Just how done do you want it Jamal?"
His face turned as pale as a black man's could and he put up his hands and put them in front of him as if they could ward off a bullet and he started backing up. "Hey man, be cool, no need to be busting caps over her" and then he hurried away and a moment later I heard the front door slam. About five minutes later Randi came into the room.
"Well that was certainly entertaining. Just what did you hope to accomplish?"
"Just gathering material for the divorce."
"What do you mean divorce? This was supposed to even things up between us so we could get on with our lives."
"You can't possibly be that stupid Randi. You can't possibly believe that I would accept what you did tonight. There might have been a chance for us if you had taken the asshole to a motel and at least left me with the illusion that you really didn't do it, but tried to make me think that you did. But to bring a man home with you and do it in front of me? And to do it with a black man when you know how I feel about that? No way Randi, no fucking way."
"Of course I knew how you would take my having a black man. That's why I did it. This was meant to be punishment Barry, and punishment is meaningless if you don't make it harsh enough to make an impression. Anyway, it's over now and we can start to put our relationship back on an even keel."
"No we can't Randi, because your black lover had a motor mouth. I heard him tell you how much he has loved your mouth since that first night at Wanda's. I was listening when he said that he couldn't make up his mind as to whether he preferred your mouth or your tight pussy. I heard all about the five times and would you like to try for six. I'm giving you the benefit of the doubt in assuming that the first night he was talking about was three nights ago when you called to say you were staying with Wanda and not a week, a month or a year ago. That means tonight wasn't the first time Randi. That means you have been cheating on me and not evening things up. It is over Randi. You and your good friend Wanda have managed to end your marriage and I can't help but believe that is just what you intended from the start. So get the fuck out of here Randi and leave me alone."



She paled a little at that, but she got up and left the room.
I slept on the couch again that night and left for work before Randi got up. I guess what I'd said to her didn't really register because I got a phone call from her that afternoon.
"What is going on Barry? I'm at the mall and they are saying that my credit cards are being declined."
"No mystery there Randi. Canceling credit cards is what one does when one is going about getting a divorce."
"Barry please. How about we stop this foolishness and get on with our lives."
"That is just what I'm doing Randi, getting on with my life. Now if you will excuse me I have to get back to work" and I hung up on her.
She was waiting for me when I got home that night and she did her very best to try and convince me that she loved me and didn't want to lose me. She admitted to some errors in judgement, "But you hurt me Barry and I had to strike back."
"Sorry Randi, but it won't wash. You were already fucking Jamal before you and Wanda came up with your revenge plan and even if you hadn't been I'll never be able to look at you again and not see him between your legs and hearing you tell him how good he was fucking you. We are done Randi. I saw a lawyer today and you should be served papers by the end of next week. If you are wise you won't contest it. If you do the photos and video that I took of you and Jamal will be entered as evidence and I'll make damned sure that every one in your family gets their own personal copy."
"Can you really hate me that much?"
"Yes I can Randi, especially after you brought that black man into my house, took him on my bed and fucked him in front of me."
The divorce was final six weeks ago and the last I heard Randi was sharing an apartment with her good friend Wanda. Rumor has it that the apartment has a revolving door where black men are concerned and rumor also has it that money changes hands. I can only hope that money isn't the only thing that is being exchanged. It would do my heart good to find out that one of Randi's male "friends" has given her a little extra something that she in turn can pass on. Am I bitter? Yes I am. Am I vindictive? Yes, I am that too. Am I glad that I'm rid of her? You can bet your sweet ass on that.
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It started six months ago and even though I've had chances to stop I haven't. I probably never will. It will cost me my marriage because eventually my husband will find out. It won't matter how hard I try to keep it hidden or how many believable lies I tell him he will find out. I'll slip up somehow and it will be over.
I love my husband and I love being his wife and I can't see me living out my life with anyone else, but I'm going to end up losing it all. I know it, but I just can't stop what I'm doing.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Terri, Sue, Katie and Elsa when I pledged Sigma Sigma Delta. For the next four years we were known as the Gang of Five as we partied our way through school. If you saw one of us, you saw all of us. About the only place you wouldn't find the five of us together was in the bathroom and that was only because most bathrooms were not big enough to hold the five of us at one time.
Graduation slowed us down some, but we still got together almost every Friday and Saturday to drink and dance at the local clubs and crash on each other's couches. Then the group started breaking up as one by one we got married and started families. Our nights out together became less frequent, but we still got together for a girls night out occasionally.
It had been almost five months since our last GNO when Elsa called me. She had caught her husband doing a file clerk on his desk at work and had kicked him out.
"I need to get out and let loose Char. I called Terri, Sue and Katie to see if we could get together on Friday and they are up for it. How about it Char, the Gang of Five needs you."
I told her I would call her back and then I went out to the garage where Steve was working on the lawn mower.
"Honey, do we have any plans for this weekend?"
"Not that I can think of. Why?"
"Elsa just called and she is trying to get the group together Friday for a girl's night out. I told her I would check with you and call her back."
"Go ahead. You could probably use a night out."
I called Elsa back and told her to count me in and we arranged to meet at the Starlight Lounge at seven on Friday. Friday I arrived at the Starlight to find that all four of the others were already there and sitting at a table next to the dance floor. The band was starting up as I sat down and then we performed the "ritual." We played Rock, Paper, and Scissors to see who would end up being the designated driver for the night. Only four of us played since the loser from the last time was exempt. Sue got to be the unlucky one. Sue would still party with us but she was limited to soft drinks. The way it worked was the designated driver would drive us all home at the end of the night and we would go back for our cars the next day.
The waitress came and I ordered a Cosmo. I was halfway through my drink when the band started to play and the guys started showing up to ask us to dance. It was nothing new; it was what happened whenever we got together to go out. After the first drink we rarely had to pay for a round other than to pay by dancing. The wolves would work to separate the herd with parking lot romance on their minds, but it wasn't ever going to happen. We were there to party and have a good time, but we were not interested in picking up guys. We wouldn't get upset when they felt us up and pushed their erections into us because that the price we paid for all the free drinks, but none of them would ever score.
We stayed at the Starlight for a little over and hour and then Sue drove us over to the Black Mushroom. We found an empty table and sat down and the waitress took our drink order. She wasn't even halfway back to the bar when guys showed up asking us to dance.
I couldn't speak for the others, but I was feeling pretty mellow from the drinks and the male attention I got at the Starlight and when the guy I was dancing with pulled me in close I molded myself to him. I wasn't teasing him; he was the one who pulled me tight and if he got himself worked up it was no concern of mine. Granted, I wasn't pushing him away, but I wasn't leading him on either. He didn't know it, but all he was doing was winding me up for my hubby.
We stayed out on the floor for two songs and when we went back to the table I found that three tables had been pushed together and that there were five guys sitting with Terri, Sue and Katie. Elsa was out on the dance floor with a guy. It turned out that Elsa knew two of the guys and she had invited them to join us. They said that they would like to, but they were with friends so Elsa told them all to come on over and join us. The guy I had been dancing with looked at me and I could see that he was hoping for an invitation to join us, but I just said "Thanks for the dance" and sat down. He hesitated for a moment and then he walked away.
Over the next hour and a half the six guys took turns dancing with us girls and somewhere along the line it came out that Sue was our designated driver. The guys also had a designated driver and it turned out that he was always the designated driver since any kind of alcohol made him sick. Since he couldn't drink anyway Sue was talked into drinking. At the time I don't think that anyone gave a thought to the fact that one designated driver and eleven people didn't compute.
Talking as we drank between dances it came out that the two guys that Elsa knew were guys that she worked with and she had told them that she and some friends were going to be at the Mushroom that night. The two guys that she knew grabbed some buddies and they were waiting for us when we got there.
We took turns with the guys and the drinks flowed. Elsa seemed to have hooked up with one of the guys she worked with and most of her dances were with him. It was getting close to last call and everyone was still in a "party hardy" mood and Dave, the guy Elsa was spending her time with, told he knew where there was a party going on that usually lasted until the wee hours of the morning. Katie asked what he meant by "wee hours" and he said daylight.
"We can do that!" Terri and Sue said almost at the same time. Katie and Elsa looked at me and I shrugged and nodded a yes. It was when we got up to go that eleven people and only one designated driver registered on us. Sue was in no shape to drive and neither were any other members of the Gang of Five. The only one stone cold sober was the guy's designated driver Jim. Charlie was the least inebriated of the guys so he was elected to drive one of the cars.
Elsa and I ended up in the car driven by Jim. Elsa sat in the front between Jim and Dave and I was in the back with Sean and Harry. We weren't even out of the parking lot when Dave and Elsa started necking. When Sean saw that he put a hand on my leg, but I pushed it away. Then Harry put his arm around me and as I was trying to push him away Sean put his hand on my leg again. Up in the front Elsa stopped kissing Dave and her head dropped down out of view. The angle of the rear view mirror was such that I could see that Dave had his cock out and Elsa's head was heading right for it. I could see Jim slip his hand up under Elsa's skirt and then I was too busy fighting off Sean and Harry to pay any more attention to what Elsa was doing.
I had been drinking pretty heavily and I was in a giddy mood. I was still aware enough to remember that I was a married woman, but I was just far enough along that I was giggling as I tried to fight off two sets of hands. My "stop that, I can't do this" was ignored as I pushed one hand and then another away from me. I said "come on guys, this isn't right. I can't do this" as I pushed Harry's hand away from my right breast and he said:
"Of course its right. A hot bitch like you was made for fucking."
My protest was smothered when he put his mouth on mine and pinned my head against the backseat. He had one hand on my head to keep it from turning and the other had my arms pinned so I couldn't fight off Sean. Sean got his hands up under my skirt and pulled my panties down. I squeezed my legs together to try and stop him from pulling them off of me, but he stopped pulling on my panties and his fingers went to my pussy. I was squirming as he worked a finger into me and then he hit my clit. My clit is very sensitive and as soon as he touched it my body did what it always did when my husband touched my button. My legs automatically spread to give better access and I instinctively pushed up at the hand. It all took place in an instant and as soon as I realized what had happened I tried to clamp my legs closed again, but they had been open long enough for him to get his entire hand against my pussy and a couple of fingers in me.
And then the worst thing that could possibly happen happened.
Sean had long fingers and one of them hit my "G" spot and it was all over. The fight went out of me and I was humping at his hand. Harry was still kissing me and I began kissing him back. He released my arms, unzipped himself and took out his cock. He took my right hand and put it on his meat and held it there until I gripped his cock and started stroking him. Sean's fingers had me moaning into Harry's mouth and I had my legs spread wide and I was shoving my pussy hard at his fingers.
I didn't hear Dave tell Jim to find a place to pullover, but Jim did and the back door opened. Without removing his fingers Sean and Harry man handled me up onto my knees. I might have fought, but at that point I was in the middle of an orgasm as Sean's fingers worked all of my hot buttons. I felt Sean's cock lance into me and I cried out. The cry hadn't even faded as Harry pulled my mouth down onto his erection. All sense of right and wrong and all thoughts of my husband were gone as Sean drove into me. Sean's cock did the same thing that his fingers had done and rubbed my clit and hit my "G" spot. I was shaking with small climaxes and moaning:
"Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh God."
Then Harry found my other hot button. My nipples are extremely sensitive and he started rolling the right one between his fingers. With Sean hitting my clit and "G" spot and Harry working my nipples I was a total sexual being and I pushed back at Sean and did my best to deep throat Harry. My mind was on nothing except getting off as much as possible.
Other things going on around me didn't even register. I didn't know until later that Elsa was doing the same thing on the front seat that I was doing on the back. Dave was fucking her while she sucked Jim's cock. I did hear Sean moan:
"I can't hold it. Oh fuck, she is so fucking tight."
I felt him spurt into me and I felt him pull out and then another cock pushed into me. I heard Harry exclaim "Hey! I'm next" and Jim say "You can have her while I'm driving. I need to get off so I can get back to driving."
I wanted to take my mouth off Harry and yell at Jim to "shut up and fuck me" but Harry was close to cumming and he was holding my head in both hands. I felt Jim drive into me just as Harry came in my mouth. He scooted out from under and Dave took his place and pulled my mouth down on his cock. It wasn't surprised to taste Elsa on his root. It wasn't the first time I'd tasted her. During our sophomore and junior years the Gang of Five had also been known as the Slut Sisters and what Elsa and I were doing in Jim's car was something that the two of us, along with Katie, Sue and Terri, had done in other cars and frat houses.
While Jim fucked me and I sucked Dave's cock Harry was busy plugging Elsa while Sean fed his dick into her mouth. Jim came and moved back under the steering wheel and Sean, whose cock Elsa had resurrected, got in back and took Jim's place. Jim started up and drove while Elsa had her head in his lap and Harry was trying to fuck her which wasn't all that easy in the cramped space of the front seat.
Sean finished in me and then he and Dave went through some contortionists moves to swap places and then Dave poked me and I really felt him and to me anyway that meant that he had a fairly good sized tool. He had to if I could feel him after taking deposits from Sean, Jim and Harry,
Jim got us to where we were going, but I was so close to an orgasm that I didn't want to get out of the car and I told Dave to keep fucking me. Dave didn't listen to me and he pulled out and then he helped me walk on wobbly legs into the house where -- surprise, surprise -- there was no party. Unless you wanted to call Sue and three guys a party.
I found out later that Katie and Terri quickly figured out what was going on and demanded that they be taken back to their cars at the Starlight. Either Sue was too out of it to know or she was ready to relive her Slut Sister days. Whatever, when she and the two guys got to the house they found a third guy watching TV. The four of them were at it when we walked into the house. In all the time that the Slut Sisters had played together I had never seen one girl doing three guys, but Sue was doing it and when I saw it I couldn't help but wonder what it was like. I wouldn't do it because I didn't do anal, but I still wondered.
I was whining over being left hanging when Dave pulled me out of the car so as soon as we got into the house Dave pulled me along behind him to a bedroom and pushed me, still in my clothes, down onto the bed and mounted me. As he climbed on the bed I saw that he was indeed bigger than average and if he hadn't already been in me I would have doubted that my pussy could have handled him. Dave pushed into me and started pounding and Harry climbed on the bed and pushed his cock into my mouth.
Things got hectic after that. Over the next three hours all seven of the men did me, sometimes two at a time, and I had so many orgasms that I was pretty close to being a mindless piece of meat being used as a sex toy. Almost mindless, but not totally unaware. It still registered on me when one of the guys said:
"No one has tapped her ass yet."
No, they couldn't mean me I thought. They were probably talking about Elsa. They had to have been because I didn't do anal. I'd never done it and I never wanted to do it. Steve (my husband) had wanted to try it once, but I had said:
"No way! My hole is way too little to take on anything that big."
I heard "There is some KY in the other room that they used on the redhead (that would have been Sue) and I'll go get it." I didn't know if Elsa had ever done anal or not, but I didn't hear her saying "no." I was on my hands and knees with my mouth sliding up and down Ralph and somebody was doing me doggie when a voice said:
"Here, I got the KY."
The cock that had been sliding back and forth in me was pulled out and I felt a finger coated with something cold touch my butt hole. "No!" I thought and started to take my mouth off Ralph's cock to tell them "No way! I don't do that" but Ralph didn't want me to quit the blow job he was getting and he grabbed my head with both hands and held me on his cock and my protests came out as "omphglak orghmp." I struggled to get free and I heard a voice say:
"She wants it. I ain't even in her yet and she's going nuts."
A KY coated finger pushed into my butt and then maybe two or even three and as they worked on my little hole I struggled as the guys were laughing and saying "Look at the little whore go. She really wants it. Look at the way she is shoving her ass back at Marv's fingers. She's trying to get his whole hand in her."
I was thinking why can't they see that I don't want this and Ralph had to know that the "Orghmphack" coming from my mouth meant that I wanted to say something and let me pull my mouth off of him. I didn't think until much later that all I needed to do was bite down on his cock, but that thought didn't come to me until it was much too late.
The fingers pulled out and just as I was thinking that they had finally figured out that I didn't anyone in my butt I felt something larger than a finger push at my hole. My eyes went wide as I realized what it was. I frantically tried to break loose, but all that got me was:
"Damn, she is hot for it."
I felt a hardness push against my butt hole and then pain -- lots and lots of pain.
Orgasms feel great, but they take something out of you and I'd had so many I was exhausted. Harry was in my pussy, Mark was in my ass and Dave was in my mouth when I passed out. I don't know what time I faded out, but it was daylight outside when I woke up.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke to a strange sound and a somewhat familiar sound. I sat up and saw that I was on a bed next to Elsa and the familiar sound was her lightly snoring. The strange sound was coming from Sue. She was sitting in a corner of the room, hugging her knees to her chest and crying. I started to get up and then stopped. My body ached all over and sudden moves hurt. I slowly got up and as I did I brushed against Elsa and she snorted and started to wake up. By the time I had worked my way over to Sue Elsa was awake and asking what was wrong. It took a little bit to get Sue to stop crying and tell us what was going on.
"How am I going to face Gary? How am I ever going to explain what I did last night?"
"You don't" Elsa said. "You tell him you had too much to drink and you crashed at my place rather than to try and drive back home. Since I kicked Sam out there won't be anyone who can tell Gary different."
"But how can I face him?"
"You just have to put it behind you and suck it up. It won't be the first time you've had to do that. Remember Herb? You pulled that train at the Phi Delta house while you were going steady with him and you managed to get by that."
"It's not the same. I wasn't married to him."
"But at the time you were planning to marry him, but you still hid that train from him."
"But..."
"No buts honey. If you love Gary and want to hang onto him and your marriage you will smile and lie your head off. Keep it simple. We partied, you got blitzed and spent the night at my place,"
Elsa turned to me and asked, "What about you Char?"
"You just wrote my game plan. I spent the night on your couch."
"There you go Sue. Char and I will back your story."
Elsa was still talking to Sue when I went off to find a bathroom. After using the facilities I came out and heard voices and I headed for them and found Dave and Harry sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee. I pointed at Dave's cup and said:
"I need some of that and then we are going to need a ride to our cars."
"Cups are in the cupboard on the left, cream is in the fridge and the sugar is over there on the counter."
As I poured myself a cup I said, "I should hate you guys for what you did to me last night, but for some reason I can't bring myself to do it."
"Probably because you loved every minute of it" Harry said.
There wasn't anything that I could say to that since he hit the nail right on the head. Dave said, "And I'm betting that you are going to want to do it again."
"No way Jose! The only thing I want to do is make sure that my husband never finds out. Knowing him as well as I do he will come looking for you with a gun after he kicks me to the curb and the last thing I want to see happen is him going to jail for murder."
Before Harry or Dave could say anything to that Elsa came in and said that we needed to get going so Sue could get home. Dave drove us to the Starlight and as I was getting out of the car Dave handed me a piece of paper with a phone number on it. I should have wadded it up and handed it back to him, but I didn't. I slipped it into my pocket fully meaning to toss it in the trash when I got the chance.
Sue and I followed Elsa home and while Sue took a shower I called my husband (so he could see from caller ID that I was at Elsa's) and apologized for not calling him and letting him know that I got too wasted to drive home and had crashed at Elsa's. He told me that he figured that that is what happened and I told him I would suck down a gallon of black coffee and then head home. Sue was out of the shower by then and she called her hubby and gave him the same story that I gave Steve and while they were talking I hit Elsa's shower.



While I cleaned myself I thought of what I was going to have to do to keep my body from Steve. We didn't do anal so he would never notice how loose I was there. But my pussy lips looked inflamed -- all puffy and reddish -- and I would need some time for that to clear up. My monthly was due in a couple of days. I could plead throbbing headache for that night and say that my period started the next day and that should give me enough time to recover from the gangbang. I would make it up to Steve with blow jobs until I could let him in me again and then everything should turn out fine.
When I got home Steve was out in the front yard cutting the grass and as I got out of the car he shut off the mower and asked:
"How is your head?"
"Fells like a bunch of guys are in it beating on metal trash cans with hammers."
"Go take some Tylenol and lie down. I'll try to be quiet."
"I'll be okay. Besides, I've got a lot to do today. I've got laundry to do and a house to clean. If I don't do it this weekend I'll have twice as much to do next weekend. If I suffer a little it will just remind me not to overdo it next time."
I went into the house, changed into sweats and got to work. I was putting a load into the washing machine and doing what I always did before putting an item in the washer -- going through pockets. I was going through the pockets of the jean skirt that I had worn the previous night when I found the piece of paper that Dave had given me. I looked at it and got a small smile on my face as I remembered what led up to my being given that phone number. I also remembered what Harry had said that morning -- "You loved every minute of it" -- and I also remembered Dave saying that he would be willing to bet that I was going to want to do it again.
Both of them had been right.
Once we had gotten into it I had loved it and I did want to do it again. Once past the initial pain I'd had some of my largest and strongest orgasms ever from being screwed in my butt and the almost continuous orgasms I'd had as my butt and pussy were used at the same time were mind blowing. I most definitely DID want to do again what I did that night, but I wouldn't. As much as I would have loved to do it again I knew that I couldn't. I loved Steve, I had a great marriage and I did not want to do anything that would screw it up.
I looked wistfully at the piece of paper with the phone number on it and then wadded it up and threw it in the trash can to keep the lint from the dryer's lint screen company.
The plan worked. I faked a headache, lied about my period and kept Steve happy with blow jobs until my period was over and then I gave Steve some of the best sex he had ever had while wondering how I could get him to bring up the subject of anal sex. I couldn't do any of the threesomes or foursomes that I craved, but anal was something I could do, but only if Steve brought it up. I'd already said no to him a couple of times and he had stopped asking. I couldn't go to him and say "I've decided that I want to try anal" without taking the chance that he might start thinking "Hmmm, I wonder what brought that up." No, if it happened it would have to come from him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Six weeks went by, but the memory of the night of my gangbang didn't fade. In fact it came back in spades every time that Steve and I made love or I talked with Elsa. She apologized at least a dozen times for getting me into the situation and I never did let her know how much I had ended up liking what happened.
According to Elsa Sue had managed to get herself under control and was able to lie convincingly to Gary. That took a load off of my mind because I had no doubt that if s Sue confessed to Gary he would have been on the phone to Steve in a heartbeat.
One morning my boss called me into her office and asked me how the illustrations I was working on for the Meyers account were coming along. I told her that I was almost done with them and then she told me that Jack Swanson, the guy from Meyers we dealt with, had a new idea and he wanted to discuss it.
"I made an appointment for you to see him at two this afternoon."
Meyers was a block from where Elsa worked and I called her and asked her if she was free for lunch. She said she was and I told her I would pick her up at eleven-thirty. I got to her building a little early and decided to go up to her office instead of waiting in the lobby and I rode the elevator up to the third floor. The first person I saw when I walked off the elevator was Dave. He smiled and walked up to me.
"You didn't have to come in person. You could have called and I would have met you somewhere."
While he was talking he took my arm and steered me into an office and as I was saying "I came to take Elsa to lunch" he locked the door.
"No sweets, you came here to see me. If it was just lunch with Elsa you would have waited in the lobby for her to come down."
I started to tell him he was wrong, but he kissed me and stopped the words. He backed me up against the desk and his tongue slipped into my mouth as his hands went to my breasts. It was so sudden that I was caught off guard and I kissed him back before 'waking up' and pushing him away.
"Don't fight it sweets. You want it; you know you do. It was written all over your face the last time I saw you."
I just shook my head "no" and said "Elsa is waiting for me; I have to go."
He stepped aside and said, "I'll be waiting for you at the Landing Strip Lounge tonight. I usually get there around six."
He unlocked the door and then held it open for me as I left the room and headed for Elsa's office. I didn't mention the encounter to Elsa, but it stayed in my mind for most of the day. I thought about Dave's telling me that he would be waiting for me and the thoughts of what would happen if I went made my pussy wet. But I had no intention of meeting Dave.
So why was I walking through the door of the Landing Strip at ten after six?
I'd like to be able to blame "The Brown" (UPS) but I really couldn't. Steve called me at four-thirty in the afternoon and told me he wouldn't be home until really late. In fact he said he might even sack out on the couch in his office. He had an important presentation to make the next day and UPS had either lost or misplaced the parcel that had the materials he needed. It was supposed to be there at ten in the morning and when it wasn't there by eleven-thirty he called UPS and gave them the tracking number. They found the package and got it to him by four, but he needed at least eight hours to put the presentation together once he had the materials.
I didn't feel much like going home and spending the evening alone so I called Elsa and asked her if she would like to meet me after work for dinner and drinks, but she told me that she already had a date "and he's a hunk Char so I have to keep it." I called Katie and Terri, but neither one of them could make it. I debated calling Sue, but then thought better of it. As wiggy as she had gotten on the night of "our party" I felt that maybe seeing me might get her to thinking guilty thoughts again which might lead to God only knew what if Gary picked up on her mood. So I resigned myself to going home and spending an evening with the TV set.
I was actually surprised when I found myself pulling into the Landing Strip's parking lot. I walked in and when my eyes adjusted to the low light level I saw Dave sitting in a booth in the back. He wasn't alone. He had Harry with him. I should have turned around and walked out.
But I didn't.
I joined them in the booth and before the waitress even got there to take my drink order Dave said:
"Do you really want to sit here and drink and talk or would you rather get right to it?"
He sat there looking at me and waiting for my reply. There was no sense pretending that I didn't know what he meant by "getting right to it" because I understood that was where I was going when I made the decision to join him and Harry in the booth. I didn't waste the time to stop and think about the 'right' or 'wrong' of it, I just remembered how I felt when my ass was being taken and the strength of my orgasms when I'd had a cock in my pussy and one in my ass at the same time. Dave was still watching as I picked up my purse and said:
"Let's go."
As I showered I Dave's bathroom I thought about what I had just done and I knew that I was going to want to do it again. And again and again and again. No, I wasn't going to want to -- I was going to.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in bed showered and douched when Steve got home. When he walked into the bedroom I lifted my head from the pillow and said:
"Hurry baby. I've been as horny as a goat all day and I need you."
As he drove into me I dug my nails into his butt cheeks and urged him to fuck me harder. My plan was to fuck him to exhaustion as often as I could. If I could keep him worn out he might never get around to wondering if I was cheating on him. That was my hope anyway.
Wish me luck.
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She sat at the kitchen table, softly crying, and wondering why her husband of only nine months was doing this to her. My God, only nine months since he promised to love her and keep her above all others, to be faithful and true, and now the bastard was fucking his secretary. It had broken her heart when she'd sent his suit to the cleaners and found the charge slip from the hotel in his pocket. The son-of-a-bitch was even going to try and put it on his expense report. The words printed on the slip were burned into her brain, "Marla - Room 316. Must have room for her by 6p.m." She had checked the date on the charge slip and it had been for one of the nights that he hadn't come home until late. The tears would not stop.
At noon the phone rang and she almost didn't answer it, but at the last minute she picked it up, "Hello?"
"Jesus, what's wrong with you, you sound like you're crying" said her best friend.
"Oh God, Donna" and she started crying again. She heard a click and she knew what it meant - Donna lived less than five minutes away - she was on her way over. In a little less than five minutes she heard the front door open and close, and then Donna came into the kitchen.
"Baby, what's wrong?"
And then it all came out in a flood. Donna listened to the whole story and then she said:
"I hate to be an 'I told you so', but I told you not to marry that asshole. I've never liked him."
Donna took her in her arms and gave her a hug.
"What am I going to do?" she asked her friend.
Donna gave a little laugh, "What you are going to do baby, is get even."
+++++++++++++++++++
It was two days later when she showed up at Donna's for lunch. She had followed Donna's instructions and was wearing crotchless pantyhose, high heels, mini skirt, and a sheer blouse over her bra-less breasts. She'd taken two stiff drinks before leaving her house and she still wasn't sure that she could go through with this. She walked into Donna's kitchen and found Donna drinking beer with two guys. Donna introduced her to Mike and Dave and said:
"Mike is yours baby. Dave and I are going upstairs and leave you two to get aquatinted."
She and Mike made small talk, and both knew why they were there, but Mike was unsure of how to approach her and she still wasn't sure she could do this. Mike finally decided that they both needed a drink and then they had another and then another and then he took her hand and led her into the living room. They sat on the sofa and he began to kiss her. She did not respond, but she didn't try to stop him either. And then her blouse was open and he was kissing her breasts.
A few minutes later and her skirt was up around her waist and then his fingers were in her. She still had not responded, but neither had she resisted. Mike had his penis out and his cockhead was poking at her pussy lips and just as he was about to push home she suddenly knew this was wrong and that she should not do this thing. She put her hands against his chest to push him away and she started to say, "No! We can't!" but of course by then it was too late as with one hard shove he was in her.
She was surprised to find that after several minutes she was responding to his thrusts and even more surprised when he brought her to an orgasm. When he'd cum in her they got up and went upstairs to a bedroom. She lost track of how many times he used her; she only remembered that every time she'd had an orgasm. She couldn't even remember at what point Mike and Dave had switched. When both guys had gone Donna had come into the room.
"There" she said, "Don't you feel better now? You had fun and paid the asshole back at the same time."
But she'd told Donna that she didn't feel better, "I just feel cheap" she said.
"Okay" said Donna, "We'll just have to do it again and keep doing it until you finally feel that you've gotten even with the bastard."
++++++++++++++++
For the next week she'd gone over to Donna's everyday and everyday Mike and Dave were there and she'd let them have her. The following week when she'd gone to Donna's on Monday she found Dave, Mike and Tony. And then there was Vic, Sam, and Ralph. By the end of the third week she was servicing anywhere from three to six guys a day. She was always reluctant at first, but as soon as the first hard cock was inside her she became a willing participant.
The day of reckoning was coming she knew, because she'd made up her mind that when the credit card bill came in on the tenth she was going to confront her husband, tell him how she'd gotten even, and then walk out on him. The ninth was a busy day for her. She and Donna had shared nine guys from noon until five and she thought that would be a nice number to hit her husband with.
As the guys were leaving Dave asked her if she would do him a favor. It seems that one of his buddies was having a bachelor party on the tenth and the girl they had lined up for the evening had to cancel at the last minute:
"There will be at least sixteen guys there. Can you help me out?"
She had smiled at that. Her first night of freedom and what better way to celebrate.
"Sure" she said, I'll do it."
+++++++++++++++++++
She watched from her window for the mailman and as soon as he'd put the mail in the box she headed out to get it. The Visa bill was there and she opened it and checked and sure enough the charge was there. That night she had waited until her husband had finished his dinner and then she asked him:
"What's this charge on the statement from the Marriott?"
He looked at her, "What's the date?" She told him and he got his Day Timer from his briefcase. He checked the date:
"Yeah - that's what I thought it was. That's the day that Marla's husband had open-heart surgery. I got her a room so she could be close in case anything happened."
She stood there, stunned. No! That couldn't be! He was cheating on her - he had to be!
"Why didn't you tell me about it?"
"I thought I did" he replied.
She went to the phone and hit the speed-dial for Marla's number and when Marla answered the phone she said:
"My husband has just now gotten around to telling me about your husbands surgery. Is he alright now?"
"Yes" Marla, said, "The operation was a success, thanks to your husband."
"Thanks to my husband?"
"Honestly" Marla said, "Sometimes men can be such a pain. Didn't he tell you anything?"
"No" she'd said.
"Well, he got me a room at the Marriott so I could be close to Tom and then he stuck around to see if there was anything else he could do. There were complications and Tom needed blood and the hospital had screwed up their records and they didn't have enough of Tom's blood type on hand. Luckily your husband had the same blood type and he donated two pints. The doctors didn't want to take more than one, but your husband insisted that they take two. He's one in a million honey - don't let him get away."
She said goodbye to Marla and had no sooner hung up the phone than it rang. She picked it up and said hello.
"You ready?" asked Dave. "I'll meet you around the corner. The guys are really looking forward to seeing you."
She placed the handset in the cradle and the tears started flowing down her cheeks.
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Author's note: If the "N" word upsets you give this one a pass.
*
These afternoon card games are getting out of hand thought Karen as her fingers slipped under the table, her cards forgotten. First one finger, then two as listened to her friend Becky. The fingers slid in easily, her pussy already wet from the visions that Becky's story conjured up. She could just see it happening to Becky as Becky described it.
"I looked him up and down and saw the tent in his trousers and then I just said, "Sure honey, why not. I've never fucked a nigger before."
"Oh my god, you didn't really say that, did you?" squealed Alice.
"Damned straight I did. A guy so bold as to walk right up to you and say, "I want to fuck you" needs to be set back on his heels a little and if you want to shove back at a black man you call him a nigger."
"Is...is it true?" asked Connie from across the table. "I mean about how black guys are supposed to be hung?"
"Oh yeah, at least in his case it was true. His cock was every bit of nine inches long and it felt great in my pussy, but he didn't know how to use the thing. It was get on, get off and then pull out and wait for me to say something like "Oh god, you are just so masterful and thank you for giving me your cock." I guess I was supposed to be grateful. It was tasty though."
"Tasty?" asked Collette.
"Sure. I went down on him. He was such a lousy fuck that I had to do something to get myself off. I took that huge piece of meat in my mouth and gave him a blow job he'll never forget."
Sweet Jesus, thought Karen as the image of a large black man with an enormous cock appeared in her mind. It didn't even matter to her if Becky was lying or not. Just the thought of going down on a man, any man, was enough to make her cum.
The card games had started out innocently enough. Just a bunch of women with little to do and trying to find a way to make the day pass a little faster, but they had quickly deteriorated into bitch sessions. They started in on their husbands - how the men climbed on, fucked until they had cum and then rolled off and fell asleep. Then someone, Karen couldn't even remember who, had started talking about her extra-marital affairs. Then the other girls, one by one, had started telling of their extra curricular activities. Karen had lied. She had never been fucked by any man other than her husband George, but for some strange reason she was ashamed to admit that to her friends. She had made up a story about a steamy affair that she'd had when Jack was out of town. Even though the story was fiction Karen still got wet when she thought about it and wished to God that it had been true. She had lied so it was possible that the other girls were lying also, but that didn't change anything. The tales, true or false, made her horny and made her long for the real thing. Karen had been fairly content for the first few years of her marriage, but the last four years had been frustrating for her. She needed more that just simple in and out fucking. She loved the feel of Jack driving furiously into her pussy, but he never gave her enough.
Driving home Karen's mind kept replaying Becky's story in her head. She wondered what it would be like to give herself to a stranger; to go to her knees in front of a black man and suck him off the way Becky said she had. Jack didn't like oral sex - giving or getting - and he would never give in to Karen's entreaties to try it at least once. Once he had tried anal sex, but had decided that it was too degrading and he would never do it again. Karen wanted to experiment. She had read all the books - the sex manuals and the so-called marital aids - and they had fired her with a need that she just could not get Jack to fill. Sexual hunger grew inside her and sexual frustration threatened to drive her crazy. She had almost snapped during the card party when Becky started talking about how the bold black man had accosted her and had asked for sex. She had almost run from the table into the bathroom to get herself off with her fingers. She had been so lost in sexual desire that she hadn't heard Cassie the first time that Cassie reminded her that she had to leave at three to get home and let the washing machine repairman into her house. Cassie had actually had to reach over and shake her shoulder to get her attention. As she pulled into her drive she wondered if she had time to use her dildo before the repairman arrived.
She was just taking the large rubber dick out of her dresser drawer when the doorbell rang. "Shit, shit, shit" she cried as she threw the rubber cock across the room. She composed herself as she headed for her front door and hoped that the repairman would be quick. She desperately needed to get herself off. She opened the front door and her eyes took in the tall Afro-American standing there tool box in hand. Her knees went weak.
"Hi. Mrs. Cleary? I'm here to look at the washing machine."
Wordlessly she stepped aside to let him in. "Ri...rig...right this way" she stammered as she led the black man to her laundry room. Thoughts and images were running wild in Karen's head. She saw herself ripping off her clothes in front of this man. She saw herself on her knees sucking his black cock. She saw herself being taken on the floor as she looked up at the huge black man looming over her. Then she noticed him looking at her with a weird expression on his face. "What's the matter?" she demanded, frightened, yet strangely turned on by the thought.
"Uh...nothing lady, nothing" and as he turned his attention to the washing machine she hurried back up to her bedroom. She picked up her dildo from where she had thrown it, hurriedly stripped off her clothes and laid down on the bed. As she worked on herself with the large fake rubber cock she imagined that it was the black repairman's dick. She closed her eyes and in her mind she saw her legs clamped around his hard body, his rich chocolate skin glistening with sweat as he sought to gain his pleasure by giving her pleasure. "Oh shit" she moaned as she took the fake cock out of her pussy and dropped it on the bed. As if in a trance Karen got up from the bed and went downstairs.
The man heard her coming and he turned to face in her direction. His eyes got big as they took in the sight of her naked white body walking toward him. She read the nametag on his uniform shirt and asked in a voice fairly dripping with sex, "Do you work on anything besides washing machines Jason?"
The man was too surprised to answer. He'd heard about things like this from other repairmen, but he had never believed them. Karen saw the tent in the man's trousers. He had a hard on and she had given it to him. She walked up to him and rubbed her naked leg against the lump in his pants and even as Karen's fingers moved to Jason's zipper she couldn't believe that she was doing it. She was a loving wife - a good girl, not some slut - and she knew that she wasn't the kind of woman to do such a thing, knowingly commit adultery. This wasn't her, this was a dream, and a fantasy and she would wake up any minute now. Then she had his fly open and her feverish fingers reached inside and took hold of his hard cock.
"Fuck me" she moaned into Jason's ear.
"Right here, right now. Take me, make me your bitch."
"Hey, whoa up lady, I..." and Karen hissed at him, "Do it damn you, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me scream."
Karen was stroking his shaft and then suddenly he put both hands on her shoulders and pushed her to her knees. "You want it lady, you got it, every fucking inch of it."
He grabbed her head with both hands and shoved his boner straight into her mouth. Karen gagged. She'd only had a cock in her mouth twice before and neither of them had been half as big as the one now fucking her face. She struggled and pushed him away, "Not that" she gasped, "I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me hard and make me cum."
Jason reached down and with his powerful black hands he picked her up and set her down on the dryer. He pulled her legs apart and with one powerful stroke he plunged his hard cock into her pussy. As his hard cock lanced into her Karen realized that this wasn't part of any fantasy, this was real. She panicked. She had never cheated on her husband before, this couldn't be happening to her, "No, wait, this is wrong, we can't, I'm married" she cried as she tried to push the big black man away from her. She couldn't budge him and he continued to slam his hard cock into her.
"Tough shit lady. You should have thought of all that before you unzipped me."
And then, suddenly, Karen wouldn't have stopped him even if she could have. His rough fucking of her body had started a fire in her; a level of sexual arousal she had never before experienced flowed through her body. She hadn't felt this hot in years. Karen's hands reached up and grabbed Jason's shoulders and she hissed, "Oh yes, oh God yes, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum."
Jason laughed. "Like this big black dick? No more this is wrong, we can't and I'm married bullshit? You just another white whore who likes black cock, ain't you?"
"Yes" Karen moaned, "I'm a white whore. Fuck me, fuck me hard."
"You love my black cock, don't you?"
"Oh God yes. I love your cock baby, just keep fucking me. Make me cum baby, make me cum."
Jason grinned as he looked down on the face of the little white housewife who was begging him for his cock and he wondered how much he could charge his buddies for some of her tight white pussy. Karen, unaware of the plans Jason was making concerning her future was lost in the intensity of the strongest orgasm she had ever experienced. She moaned and her head whipped from side to side as she came so hard she cried. Then she felt a small degree of sanity returning and with it came the horror of what she had just done. She had just engaged in un-protected sex with a man not her husband and a black man at that. Oh sweet Jesus, what if she got pregnant? Then she realized that Jason hadn't cum yet. She shoved at him, "Get off me. Please stop and get off me."
Jason laughed at her. "No way honey. You wanted this and you just got off and now it's my turn."
"No, you can't! You can't cum in me. I'm not safe."
"Tough shit lady. You should have thought of that before you decided to act like a slut."
"Then pull out and cum on my stomach or cum on my tits or face, but please, please pull out and don't cum in me."
"Sorry honey, but I kind of like the idea of a sweet looking white bitch walking my kid to school in the morning."
Jason started pounding into her faster and harder as if insistent on getting his seed planted deep inside her. The friction of his hard cock rubbing her clit set her on fire again and she wrapped her legs around the black stud who was giving her the fuck of her life. She came and then she came again as the black man furiously fucked her. He was grunting with every stroke into Karen's hot welcoming hole and then she felt his cock start to grow in her and she knew what that meant, but lost in the mindless sex of the moment she no longer thought of an unwanted black baby; her only thoughts were to make it last, to get her one great fuck before having to return to the so-so sex she had with her husband. Jason's cock erupted like Mount St. Helens and his hot cum sprayed the inside of her pussy. His blast sent her off into one more mind numbing orgasm. When Jason's cock finally died and slipped from her cunt like a limp noodle Karen was exhausted. Exhausted and ashamed of herself for letting a moment of weakness destroy her vows to her husband. Would she be able to hide this from Jack or would he look at her and know instantly what she had done. And what if she had gotten pregnant? Oh sweet Jesus how could she have been so stupid? She felt Jason pulling her up from the dryer and she opened her eyes to see Jason grinning down at her. "Come on sweetcheeks, we got the quickie out of the way, now let's go and do it right."
"Wha...what do you mean?"
"We're going to take it to the bedroom."
"You can't! My husband will be home soon."
"Sooner or later he's going to find out you are a whore for black cock so we might as well get it over with now."
"No! No, I am not a whore for black cock. This was a mistake, a stupid mistake and you have to leave now."
"You can say you ain't a whore honey, but what you just did on the dryer proves that you are a liar."
Jason picked her up and started for the stairs to go up to the bedroom. "No, no" Karen cried as she beat on him with her tiny fists.
Jason stopped and set her down on her feet and looked down into her eyes and grinned. "I ain't fixed your washing machine yet honey. Tell you what. We either go upstairs now or I come back around noon tomorrow to fix your machine and scratch your itch. What's it to be?"
For Karen it was a no brainer; anything to get him out of the house before Jack got home.
"Okay, tomorrow at noon. Now hurry please, please go before my husband gets home."
"Sure sweetcheeks, tomorrow at noon, and sweetcheeks? I like to fuck my ladies while they wear high heels. If you don't have any, get a pair by noon tomorrow."
As Jason left Karen's house he was smiling. He'd be back the next day all right, but he wouldn't be alone. A few massive doses of hard black cock would turn the little white housewife into his black cock-loving slut and he was looking forward to all the things he could do with her and to her. Oh yes lady, you are in for one wild ride.
Through the living room window Karen watched as Jason got in his truck and drove off. Stupid, stupid, stupid she thought, how could I have been so stupid. Not only did I cheat on my husband, but I did it with a black man and I let him cum in me. Oh shit! Maybe a quick douche and a good wash can help and she hurried up the stairs to the bathroom. Working the nozzle of the douche bag past the still tender and tingling pussy lips she remembered how good that black cock had felt and how she'd had so many orgasms and she wondered how many more she might have had if she had let Jason carry her up the stairs to her bedroom. She closed her eyes and let her mind bring back the image of being on the dryer while that hard black cock pumped into her. It was the best fuck she'd ever had and the memory of it began to make her feel all warm and tingly. She snapped out of it. Stop that, damn you. It was wrong! It was worse than wrong! It was a despicable thing for her to have done that to her husband. Okay, so Jack wasn't a great fuck compared to Jason, but Jack was a good man and she loved him. The only thing she knew for sure was that she wasn't going to be at home when Jason cam knocking on the door.
Thoroughly douched, she put the douche bag away and got into the shower. As she washed herself the steamy hot water made her relax and when the wash rag rubbed across her pussy lips she moaned and once again remembered how full her pussy had felt as Jason had stuffed his cock in her. The memory of the large black man taking her caused her pussy to clamp on her finger and she fingered herself to a small orgasm. She thought of what she would tell Jack when he came home and found that the washing machine wasn't fixed. She'd just tell him that the repairman didn't have the part he needed on his truck and he would be back tomorrow to finish the job. Then she wondered which of her many pairs of high heels Jason would like the best.
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Foreword:
I know that a lot of people think that the letters sent in to magazines such as Penthouse Letters are phony and are actually written by the magazine's staff. On that I can't say for sure one way or another. I do know that a lot of the letters sent in are fantasies and I also know for sure that when the magazine receives letters the editors change them for one reason or another. How do I know this? Because it has happened to me. In the fall of 1996 I sent a letter to Penthouse Letters that was published as The Letter of the Month in December 1996 under the title of Coming and Going. The letter had been changed so much that the original "flavor" had been lost. In fact, from my standpoint, they butchered it. I was doing a hard drive cleanup last week and I pulled up the original that I had sent in and thought it would be a kick to post it in its original form and see if anyone remembered it and could see the changes made by the Penthouse Letters staff. The title that I had originally given the story was The Wedding and The Funeral.
++++++++++++++++
I'd led a pretty active sex life when I was in high school and as a result my reputation wasn't very good. Determined to turn things around, I made a vow that I was going to be a 'good girl' in college, stay away from boys and just earn my degree. It was a vow that lasted all of two months. Two months into the term I met Henry and fell absolutely head-over-heels in love. Henry had, at least in my opinion, one major flaw - he was determined to remain a virgin until he married. No matter how hard I tried I could not get Henry to fuck me. I would give him handjobs and blowjobs and when he got hot I would pull off my panties and try to mount him, but he would always push me away and tell me to be patient. As a result I was always super horny and considerably frustrated. Several boys from my hometown, who had in the past shared my favors, were always sniffing around, but even though I was sorely tempted, I figured if Henry could wait until the wedding, so could I.
The day of our wedding I was extremely antsy, wanting to get all the ceremonial bullshit out of the way so we could get to the bedroom, but with both family and friends all over the place we had to go through all the motions. By the time the reception was almost over I was hotter than a firecracker thanks to all the 'feels' I received while dancing with men who had at one time or another fucked me or been the recipients of either one of my blowjobs or hand jobs. One guy even cornered me on the way to the bathroom and asked me to kiss the head of his dick for old times sake (after looking both ways to see if anyone was around, I did it). All of the attention, plus my eager expectation of finally getting fucked after a full year of going without, had me more than ready.
Fate has a way of fucking you over though and on that night fate got me good. It was time to leave the reception and Henry was falling down drunk. I don't mean 'tipsy', or 'mellowed out', I mean he was in a stupor. I had to get Charlie, the best man, and a couple of the guys who had been ushers to help me carry Henry up to our room. They dumped Henry on the bed and the ushers left while Charlie stayed to help me get Henry out of his clothes. We got him undressed and we were standing there looking down at him when Charlie turned to me and said:
"There is no way that a sexy lady like you should have to spend her wedding night without being made love to."
And with that, he put his arms around me and pulled me to him and kissed me on the lips. He caught me by surprise and while I didn't return the kiss, I didn't push him away either. His tongue probed my mouth as he gently turned me and bent me backwards and I suddenly found myself lying on the bed next to Henry with Charlie on top of me. Charlie had the fastest hands of any man I ever met because before I could push him away he had my wedding dress up around my waist, the crotch of my panties pulled aside and at least two fingers in my pussy. As his tongue worked in my mouth and his fingers probed my cunt I tried to push him away and when he pulled his mouth off mine I told him to stop.
"We can't do this, its not right. Please don't Charlie, please don..." but it was too late, for with one quick move he rolled just a little, the head of his cock touched my pussy lips and with one little shove - he was in. I kept saying, "No, we can't, we can't do this. Its not right, we can't" but of course we were doing it and by the time he had pushed into me four or five times I was starting to fuck back. I pulled my legs back until my knees were almost touching my ears and levered my pussy back up at him and took him in as deep as he would go. He hadn't plunged his cock into me more than a dozen times before I went into my first orgasm. I reached up and grabbed the cheeks of his ass with both hands and pulled him to me and started urging him on.
"Fuck me, fuck me, come on fuck me harder" and Charlie listened and obeyed.
He was pounding into me and I had forgotten all about Henry. The only thing I had on my mind was Charlie's beautiful cock as a second orgasm washed over me. I was making all kinds of noise by now, moaning, groaning, and begging Charlie to fuck me. I was thrashing around on the bed like a woman possessed (which I suppose I was) and I'm only surprised that I didn't dump us all on the floor. When I felt Charlie tense up and I knew he was going to cum I tried to get him to slow down just a bit because I felt another orgasm building in me and I didn't want him to finish and leave me hanging, but he was too far gone and as he pumped his hot sperm into me I was crying "Don't cum baby, don't cum -stay with me - I'm almost there - hold on."
Charlie got up, bent over and kissed me and told me to hang on for a minute or so and then he got up and left. He was gone for two or three minutes and while I waited for him to come back I masturbated myself and looked over at Henry - he hadn't moved.
When Charlie got back he walked up to me and put his cock in my face, "Get me hard baby, get me hard again."
I opened my mouth and went to work on it while still fingering myself. I had Charlie hard in less than two minutes and he wasted no time in getting me on my hands and knees and climbing on the bed behind me. I was already pushing back at him before his cock even touched me. Charlie proceeded to fuck me as hard as he could and in less time than it takes to tell about it I had my third orgasm of the night. Charlie slowed his strokes and I fell forward and as I lay there wondering whether or not to push my luck and let Charlie fuck me to another orgasm or to hustle him out the door I felt him ease out of me and get off the bed. But in less than a minute he was back behind me and I felt him drive into me again. He started fucking me hard and fast and I wondered where he got all of his stamina.
Pretty soon I felt another orgasm coming on and I was driving back on his cock in frenzy when all of a sudden I felt something hit my cheek. I opened my eyes and saw a hard cock aimed at my mouth; it took a few seconds to register that there was a cock in my face at the same time a cock was pounding my pussy. I looked up and saw the cock in my face belonged to Tony, one of the ushers from the wedding, and a quick glance back behind me showed that George, another one of the ushers, owned the cock that was doing such a good job fucking me. That same backward glance saw that Charlie was sitting on the couch with two other guys from the wedding party. Charlie just smiled at me.
"Baby, you were so hot when I first fucked you that I knew I couldn't cool you down by myself."
I opened my mouth to protest and that gave Tony the opening (no pun intended) he needed and he pushed his cock into my mouth and held my head with both hands so that George's thrusts pushed my mouth to the base of his cock.
That's how I spent my wedding night. On a hotel bed next to the passed out bridegroom while the best man and four of the ushers took turns with me. Even though I had screwed around a lot before going to college, I'd never made it with more than one man at a time so the experience was a first for me. They all fucked me twice, a couple of them took me three times and one guy even managed to get it up four times. I lost count of how many times I had a dick in my mouth. When they left me I was one completely fucked out woman. It took me half an hour to clean up the mess - there were cum stains everywhere, even a few on Henry's arm. Henry was very apologetic when he woke up the next morning, but considering how I'd spent the night I figured the thing to do was just smile and say, "That's alright Honey. We have the rest of our lives to make love."
Naturally, I heard from "The Wedding Night Five" quite often after that night. They all wanted a repeat performance, but I was determined that I was going to be a faithful wife to Henry and in my own way I guess I was. No one ever got a cock into me during my marriage, but the 'good-time girl' in me eventually surfaced one night when I was at a party with some friends while Henry was out of town. After several drinks, a lot of close dances, and after being felt up by every man I danced with, I found myself in the back seat of Tony's car giving him and a friend of his blowjobs. Over the next couple of years I swallowed gallons of sperm as I handed out blowjobs and handjobs like they were party favors, mostly to 'The Five', although they were not the only ones. My boss was getting two and sometimes three a week from me (how that came about was a story in itself), but no one, except Henry, ever got a dick in me except for my mouth.
The only time I would give head (with two exceptions - one being my boss) was when Henry was out of town. The second exception was a memorable occasion. Charlie had been after me for some time to get together with 'The Five' on our fifth anniversary. At first I refused every time he brought up the subject, but, when two days before the date, Henry told me he would have to work late that night and we would have to celebrate some other time I got pissed. I called Charlie and told him to set it up, the only conditions being that it would have to be done on my lunch hour and there would be nothing but oral sex. He agreed.
When the day arrived I arranged for a long lunch hour and headed for the motel. When I got there I found all five men waiting for me, naked and with hardons ready to go. They had a cake with five candles on it, some champagne on ice, and each one gave me an anniversary card. It may sound silly, but I was touched - I thought it was very sweet of them. I excused myself and went into the bathroom where I changed and freshened up my make-up (I put on the brightest shade of red lipstick I could find). I walked back into the room wearing my wedding dress, veil, white nylons and white high heels.
What was supposed to take only an hour or so ended up taking all afternoon. The guys just kept getting hard and I was determined not to quit until they could not get it up anymore. When we finally stopped I was covered in cum. I had swallowed a lot and a lot was splashed on me by guys standing around watching me and jacking off and then shooting all over me when they came. The boys behaved themselves for the most part and settled for blow jobs, finger fucking me, and sucking on my tits, but at one point in the festivities, while George was tit fucking me and I was giving handjobs to Tony and Charlie, I felt my legs being moved apart and I looked to see John getting ready to fuck me. At the last minute Al pushed him away and reminded him of the agreement. I have to admit I had mixed emotions at that point. I was determined that my pussy remain Henry's only, but at that particular moment in time I was very very ready for a hard hot cock.
Fate almost got me again. I'd just gotten home and was in the shower when Henry walked in. He had hurried to finish the job he was on and had rushed home. Five minutes earlier and I don't believe I could have explained what he would have seen.
There is one last chapter to this story. After seven wonderful years with Henry I came home from work one day to find him dead on the kitchen floor. He'd had an embolism and it reached his brain. Following the funeral, at which Charlie and three others of 'The Five' acted as pallbearers (Tony had moved out of state) everyone came over to the house for the wake. After a night of drinking the inevitable happened and I once again found myself as the centerpiece of a gang-bang. This time, however, I wasn't totally aware of what was happening. It started with my 'Five' and went from there. I know that all of the pallbearers fucked me and I vaguely remember another woman sucking my tits while I was being fucked and then she was beside me getting fucked herself. I was told later that fifteen men had me that night, some of them more than once, and that both of Henry's brothers and one of his uncles were among that number.
I thus had the dubious distinction of being gangbanged in both my wedding dress and my widow's weeds.
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Typical story; married almost ten years, thought I had a good marriage and then I found out I didn't.
I met Sandi when she was hired and put in the cubicle next to mine. Charlie walked her into my cube and said:
"Rob, this is Sandi Gilpin. It is her first day so you show her around, okay?"
Like I would have said no to the boss, right? If Sandi had been four feet tall, weighed three hundred pounds and had warts all over her face I would have said:
"Sure Charlie."
But Sandi wasn't any of those. She was about five foot six and maybe one hundred and twenty well proportioned pounds. She had blond hair and the bluest eyes I had ever seen. I still said, "Sure Charlie" and my mind immediately began making lists of things I could show her that would keep her in my company for the next week. Hell; make that months. No, better yet, years and years. A quick glance at her left hand and I saw that she wasn't wearing a ring and when I looked up at her face I saw a small smile that told me that she had noticed me checking her out.
"Okay then," Charlie said, "Welcome aboard Sandi and I'll leave you in Rob's capable hands" and he walked off and left us.
As soon as he was gone Sandi asked, "Are they?"
"What?"
"Your hands; are they capable?"
In that instant I knew that I was going to do my absolute best to make her mine and I looked right into her eyes and said:
"Very."
She gave me a "We will see" smile and I got up from my desk and began showing her around. I asked her to join me for lunch and she accepted and over cheese and onion enchiladas at Los Mesos we got acquainted. She had finished college and then had sent out a bunch of resumes and our company had called her in for an interview, offered her a job and she had accepted. Her fiancée, who wasn't working at the time, told her that no way was he going to move to Colorado so she slipped off her engagement ring, dropped it in her lap and three days later she was in Denver.
"You could drop him that easy?"
"What can I say? We all make mistakes and he was one of mine."
"And you've been in Denver how long?"
"Five days."
"I guess that gives a whole new meaning to my telling Charlie that I would be glad to show you around. How about dinner tonight so we can sit down and map out a plan to show you what this part of the world has going for it."
Sandi and I dated off and on for the next six months. I say off and on because she dated other guys also. I wanted to make it exclusive, but she said no:
"I just got out of a relationship and I don't think I'm ready to tie myself down again, at least not just yet."
We made love on our sixth date and in retrospect I wish that we hadn't. Not because it wasn't good because it was. Sandi was fantastic in bed. That was the problem. If she was doing me she was probably doing her other dates as well and that thought bothered the hell out of me. I didn't know that she was - we didn't talk about things like that - but it followed that if she was doing me she was probably doing them.
It bothered me. It bothered me so much that I started pulling back from her. Where it had been hardly a day went by that I didn't ask her when I could see her again suddenly I wasn't asking. I went three days without saying anything to her and then on Thursday morning she stuck her head in my cube and asked:
"Are we still on for Joan's party Friday?"
I looked up from what I was doing and said, "Oh yeah, Joan's party. Sure, we're still on."
She gave me a strange look and then went back to her cubicle.
Joan's party was fun and for the most part I had a good time. The parts where the time wasn't so good were the parts where Sandi would be talking to other guys. I found myself wondering if any of them were ones that she had dated and if she had taken any of them to her bed. By the time the party was over I had convinced myself that I couldn't live like that. I wanted Sandi, but I couldn't handle the thoughts I was having when I saw her talking to other guys.
When I took her back to her apartment after the party I could tell she was surprised because we usually ended up at my place when we went out. When I walked her to her door at her place she said:
"You're coming in, aren't you?"
"Not tonight" I said and I kissed her on the cheek. "See you at work" and I walked back to my car. As I pulled away I saw her still standing at her door watching me go.
++++++++++++++++++
For the next week I saw Sandi at work every day and we shared a coffee break or two and a couple of lunches, but I didn't ask her when we could get together again. That Friday as I was leaving work she called out to me and I waved at her and said:
"Have a nice weekend" and then I stepped into the elevator and the door closed.
I went to a party that night and ran into a girl I used to date. She was there with another guy, but she slipped me a piece of paper and said:
"Call me. Anytime after eight in the morning, but call me" and then her date claimed her and pulled her out onto the dance floor. She had been a fun date and I had enjoyed her company, but we had gotten into an argument over something so damned important that I couldn't even remember what it was, never patched up the quarrel and had drifted apart.
I called her the next morning around nine and we talked and made a date for that evening. We went to Bogart's for dinner and we talked about what had happened between us and why. We laughed at how stupid it all seemed when we looked back on it and then we went to the Grotto for drinks and dancing.
As we danced I realized that even though she wasn't Sandi she was a very nice armful and quite possibly just the lady I needed at that time to get my life back on track. When I took her home she invited me in and it was like we were never apart. I remembered where she liked to be touched and what she liked to do and we did it and it was good. It was good several times and then we fell asleep together.
The rude awakening came the next morning when I asked her when I could see her again.
"You can't lover. I'm getting married next Saturday and you are my last fling. I can give you the rest of today and all night tonight if you want, but that will be the end of it."
I took what she offered and when I stumbled home Monday morning to shower and dress for work I was exhausted. At ten I was sipping coffee in the break room, trying to get enough caffeine in me to keep me awake the rest of the day when Sandi slid onto the chair across from me. As she added sugar to her coffee she said:
"Have I developed a bad case of body odor or bad breath?"
"Not that I've noticed. Why do you ask?"
"I don't seem to interest you any more and I wondered why."
"Simple. Your lack of interest in me has finally convinced me that I need to put you out of my mind and get on with my life."
"What makes you say that I lack interest in you?"
"Let us just say that it isn't the kind of interest that I want."
"Can you explain that?"
"I'm not interested in being one of many. I'm not interested in asking you out only to be told, "Sorry, but I have a date that night. Maybe next time." And to be perfectly honest about it I'm not interested in possibly sharing what your other dates may have shared with you."
"That's cold Rob; that hurts."
"You wanted to know Sandi. You asked and I answered."
I finished my coffee and got up and went back to work.
I was surprised to find Sandi sitting on the tail gate of my truck when I got off work. "Can we talk" she asked as I walked up.
"Over coffee or over a drink?"
"Neither. Right here is fine. You hurt me Rob. That remark about sharing what my other dates may have shared with me was totally uncalled for. If you have anything of that nature I can guarantee that you did not get it from me."
"You are that sure of the protection you used?"
"There was no need for protection Rob."
"What are you saying Sandi? That with all the dating you do I'm the only guy you have sex with?"
"That is just what I'm saying Rob. I am not a promiscuous slut. If you have anything you got it from someone else. Maybe that woman you were out with Saturday night."
"Wendy? No, I don't think so. How do you know about Wendy?"
"I was there at the Grotto and I saw you."
"What is this all about Sandi? Just what is going on here?"
"I need to clear the air between us Rob. This morning you said that I lacked interest in you and you are wrong. The reason I asked if you had lost interest in me is that I was worried that you had. You haven't tried to be with me for weeks now and then Saturday night I saw you with that woman and I saw how close you danced with her. It was a wake up call for me. This morning I had intended to ask you to come over and have dinner with me, but things didn't go right."
"What do you mean - a wake up call?"
"When I saw you with that woman Saturday night it dawned on me that I could lose you to someone else."
"Lose me? You didn't want me so how could you lose me to someone else? If you wanted me you wouldn't be dating others. You wouldn't be turning me down when I asked you out and if you wanted me you damned sure wouldn't be turning me down and telling me it was because you were seeing others."
"Of course I would. What would it look like if I told you I couldn't go out with you and then you saw me with someone else? I had to be honest about it Rob."
"Sandi, you are not making sense to me here. If you wanted me I would be the only one you would be spending your time with."
"Try to understand me here Rob. When I met Walter I fell head over heels in love with him. He was good looking, intelligent, witty, had a promising career and we had a ton of things in common. He was a perfect fit for me. We dated for nine months and when he proposed to me I felt like I had won the lottery. My life was perfect and then Walter lost his job. He was having trouble finding a new one and soon he was behind on his rent and he had to move out of his apartment.
"I had a small inheritance from my grandmother and that allowed me to have my own apartment while I worked on my degree. Naturally I told Walter that he could move in with me. He did and at first it was like we were newlyweds. Walter couldn't seem to find a job and soon I was supporting both of us. After a month or so I began to notice things. Walter always seemed to be at the apartment no matter what time I got home. He said he spent the day job hunting, but half the time he was unshaven and who goes job hunting needing a shave?
"I always seemed to be picking up after him and he never did anything to help around the apartment. I started missing money from my purse and at first I thought I had miscounted or had been given the wrong change at the store and hadn't caught it. Then one night I stopped at the bank because I had no cash and I took two hundred dollars out of my account. I went straight home from the bank. I knew exactly what I had in my purse; nine twenty dollar bills, one ten and two fives. When I had lunch at the school cafeteria the next day and took my money out to pay the cashier the ten was gone and there was only one five. I counted the money I had and found that I was missing thirty-five dollars and there was only one person besides myself who had access to my purse. I confronted Walter on it that night and he just shrugged and said he was sure I wouldn't mind. After all, it was only thirty-five dollars.
"To shorten the story I was relieved when Walter said there was no way he was going to come to Colorado with me. Remember Rob, Walter was my dream man, my perfect fit, the man meant for me and my Prince Charming. My prince turned out to be a toad. I promised myself I'd be very careful the next time.
"By our sixth date I was pretty sure that you were the one Rob; pretty sure, but don't forget that I was certain with Walter. I was sure enough that I made love with you, but I was still skittish and I decided that it wouldn't hurt for me to date a few others to make sure that I got it right the second time.
"What I did Rob was take you for granted. You wanted me and we were making love so I thought I had you and that you would be there when I was finally certain. But then suddenly you weren't talking to me and asking me out and then I saw you with that other woman and it looked like I was losing you."
"So what is it you are trying to say Sandi?"
"What I'm saying Rob is that I don't want to lose you."
Three months later we were married.
++++++++++++++++++
We both agreed that we didn't want children so to eliminate the necessity of messing with condoms, birth control pills and diaphragms I had a vasectomy. With no children to get in the way Sandi and I were able to put our full energies into each other and our careers. The marriage hummed along for eight years with only the minor glitches that every marriage suffers through.
It was two weeks after our eighth anniversary when my brother Tom came to me and asked me to go in with him in a start up company. Sandi and I talked it over and decided that it had great potential and that being in on the ground floor could be very lucrative. Her salary and our savings would carry us until the company was up and running so I took the plunge.
After a year the company caught on and finally took off, but it took a lot of hard work, many late nights and some weekends to make it work. Those late nights and long weekends took a toll on my home life. Sandi was constantly irritable over my lack of attention to her and our love life suffered. We went from three or four nights a week down to two and sometimes only one. No lack of desire on my part; I was just too damned tired and worn out when I got home. I kept promising Sandi that if she would just be patient with me it would get better.
"I'm doing this for our future Sandi."
"I know Rob, but I'm young and I have needs; needs you are supposed to be taking care of."
The hard work finally paid off. The business took off and the late nights ended except for an occasional emergency. Things mellowed around the house and Sandi and I were back to making love three and four times a week again.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks before our tenth anniversary I was sitting at my desk at work when I received an e-mail from "infospreader" at xxxxx.net. I opened it and what I read turned my world upside down.
"Did you know that while you were busting your ass your wife was giving hers away? Noon to two on Tuesdays and Thursdays at the Super 8 Motel on 14th Street. Check it out."
I sat there staring at the screen not wanting to believe it; hoping that it was someone's idea of a joke, but at the same time knowing that it would be so easy to check out and "infospreader" would know that. Still, it could be a sick joke being played by some one who didn't like me - or Sandi. Maybe the asshole was hoping I'd go home, confront Sandi and end up poisoning our relationship. If that is what his plan was it wasn't going to happen. Before I said a word I would have to see it for myself.
I didn't have to work late that night, but I stayed late hoping that Sandi would be in bed asleep when I got home. I knew that if she saw me she would know that something was bothering me and Sandi was the type who would badger me until she found out what it was. I wouldn't tell, but she might read enough into my behavior that if she was doing what the e-mail said she might stop until she felt that the heat was off. She was asleep when I got home and I made sure that I was up and out of the house before she got up in the morning.
I was parked in a borrowed car at the Super 8 at eleven-thirty. At ten to twelve Sandi pulled into the parking lot and sat in her car waiting for something or some one. At five to twelve Jason Catron, a guy who worked with Sandi, pulled in beside her. They rolled down windows and talked and then Jason got out of his car and went into the office and five minutes later Jason and Sandi were in room 214. I didn't stick around to see if they stayed there until two. The fact that they were there at all told me everything that I needed to know.
I suppose I could have done what I did next while I was at the motel, but I wanted maximum humiliation. I was sitting in my car which was parked next to Jason's in the lot where he and Sandi worked. I saw him come out the door of the building and I let him almost get to his car before I got out of my car and stood between him and his car. He must have known what was coming because his eyes got big and he tried to turn and get away from me. I grabbed his shoulder and turned him around and then I smashed him in the mouth as hard as I could. His knees buckled and I grabbed him and pushed him against his car and then I beat the shit out of him. I broke his nose, dislocated his jaw and then I kneed him in the balls and let him drop to the ground. I started kicking him and I'm almost sure that I heard a rib snap before a couple of guys pulled me off of him.
I knew both of them from the company parties I had attended with Sandi. "What the hell Rob" one of them said, "Have you gone crazy?"
"Not at all Tom. That's what I do to guys who fuck my wife."
They let me go and as I turned to walk back to my car I saw Sandi standing in the doorway, face pale and with a hand over her mouth. I gave her a look that would curdle milk and then I got in my car and drove home. Forty-five minutes later the doorbell rang and when I answered it there were two cops standing there. I was arrested, taken to jail and charged with assault and battery. I couldn't make bail until the next morning and when I got home I saw that Sandi had apparently moved out.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I spread the word that Jason's beating made us even as far as his fucking Sandi was concerned, but that if I spent so much as one day of jail time over it his next beating would leave him in a wheel chair. Three days later my lawyer told me that Jason refused to press charges and that the charges were going to be dropped. Then some asshole assistant district attorney trying to make a name for himself said he was going to invoke a little known and almost never used law that allowed authorities to bring charges if they thought someone was a public menace. I spread the word that it didn't matter who did what; one day of jail time and Jason would be the one paying. Two days later Jason told the ADA that he had thrown the first punch and all I had done was defend myself. The matter was dropped.
Jason had been taken care of, but there was still Sandi. I made an appointment with a divorce attorney and set things in motion. Two weeks from the day I settled up with Jason Sandi called me and asked me if it was safe for her to come talk to me. I told her that she had nothing to say that I needed to hear or wanted to hear. I told her all I wanted from her was for her to sign the divorce papers when they were ready.
"You may not want or need to hear Rob, but I need to get it off my chest. Please Rob, it won't take any more than fifteen or twenty minutes."
I really didn't want to do it, but I told her she could come over Wednesday after I got home from work, but that I would have my brother Tom and Reverend Thomas there as witnesses.
"Is that really necessary Rob?"
"It is as far as I'm concerned. You have already stabbed me in the back once and I'm not going to give you a second shot. No telling what you might tell people or accuse me of if I don't make sure that some one has got my back."
"Please Rob, just you and me?"
"No dice Sandi. If you want to talk to me those are my conditions. We do it my way or we don't do it at all."
On Wednesday evening I was sitting at the kitchen table with my brother and Reverend Thomas when Sandi arrived. I pointed at a seat and told her to get on with it. She looked from me to Tom, to Dan Thomas and then back to me.



"You mentioned divorce papers. Is there any way we can avoid that? I love you Rob and you know I do. I screwed up. I screwed up big time and I know it, but I love you Rob and I don't want to lose you."
I didn't answer her question. I just stared at her for several seconds and then I asked:
"Why Sandi? Why did you do it?
"I didn't mean to do it; it just happened. You were working late all the time and since I knew you wouldn't be home anyway I started stopping after work for drinks with the people I worked with. After a couple of weeks I had loosened up enough to where I was moaning about how your late hours were ruining my sex life. Jason started telling me that it wasn't normal for a guy your age to cut back on sex even if you were working late and coming home tired. He kept hinting that you were probably getting your sex from some one else, that you had a girlfriend on the side. Some of the other girls there were telling me the same thing.
"When I had enough liquor in me it wasn't hard for them to convince me that there could be some truth to what they were saying so I called you at work a couple of times and got no answer. When I put that together with your always telling me no when I tried to get you to make love to me I started believing what they were telling me.
"One night I had a few too many and I wasn't thinking clearly and the next thing I knew Jason had me on the back seat of his car. I knew it was wrong and I made a half-hearted attempt to stop him, but I had been without sex for so long that I didn't fight all that hard and finally I gave in."
She looked at me like she was expecting me to say something, but I just sat there looking at her. I don't know what she saw on my face, but she looked away and then went on with it.
"After that first time it got easier and easier. I kept telling myself that you were cheating so I could too. One night some friends of ours saw me getting out of Jason's car straightening my clothes and Angie asked me what in the hell was I doing. I told her that you were running around on me and that I was just getting even. She laughed at me and told me to get real; that you would no more cheat on me than you would rob a bank. I decided that I had to prove it to myself so I drove over and parked down the street from your office and watched you. I did it for two weeks and every night you worked late and when you did turn the lights out you went straight home. That's when I realized that I had fucked up big time. Excuse me Reverend."
"That's all right my child, I've heard the word before."
"I tried to end it with Jason, but I couldn't. I don't know how to explain it. Jason wasn't that good of a lover, but the illicit nature of what we were doing was a major turn on. I guess you could say I was a "cheating sex" junkie. You were still working late and I still wanted sex so I told myself I would keep seeing Jason until you stopped working late."
"Sandi, I haven't worked late for six months now."
"I know Rob, and I've tried to stop seeing Jason, but even though you and I were back to normal in the bedroom the excitement of cheating kept me seeing Jason. I rationalized it by saying that you would never find out and I was giving you all the love and attention you could handle so as long as I was taking care of you it wouldn't matter. I love you Rob; honest to God I do love you. It was only sex with Jason. Please Rob, we can work it out. You know I love you."
She looked at me expectantly, but what she was hoping for wasn't going to happen; no way, I just wasn't wired that way.
"Sorry Sandi" I said, "But you should have known me well enough to know how I would take your cheating on me. Your argument that it was just sex with Jason and not love cuts no ice with me. You betrayed me. You betrayed my love for you and you kicked what we had into the gutter just so you could get laid when I couldn't do it.
"Did you ever stop to think that I like sex as much as you, but I was doing without while I worked for our future? No you didn't! You didn't even give me a thought as you hurried to fall into bed with Jason. You are used goods now Sandi. You are unclean as far as I'm concerned and I could never bring myself to touch you again. You said that you rationalized it by thinking that I would never know, but I do know now Sandi and the thought that you could do that to me - to us - disgusts me. No Sandi, there is no forgive and forget in me. You and I are over and done. It was over when I saw you pull into the parking lot at the Super 8."
"How did you find out about that? I was so careful."
I told her about the e-mail that led to my being at the motel and I saw her lips tighten and something change in her eyes.
"No chance Rob? No chance at all for us?"
"None."
I saw a tear run down her cheek and then she stood up and left without another word.
++++++++++++++++++++++
There was no divorce. Sandi and I are still man and wife and I see no reason to pay an attorney and all the other costs of a divorce when it doesn't really matter. If I meet someone and like her enough to get serious maybe then I'll go for a divorce.
Sandi won't be going for a divorce either, at least not for about fifteen or twenty years. The night she got up and left our kitchen she went to find Jason. He was in the bar where they had always stopped for drinks after work. Witnesses say that she walked up to him, called him a rotten bastard and then said:
"You just couldn't let it be could you? You just had to ruin my marriage and cost me the man I love. Well fuck you asshole" and she pulled a gun out of her purse and shot him. She put all six shots from the revolver into his chest - the last two when he was already lying dead on the floor - and then she spit on him and walked over and sat down in a booth and waited for the police.
The story that came out was that she and Jason had gotten careless and Sandi had gotten pregnant. She told Jason she was going to have an abortion and then she wasn't going to see him any more. He tried to talk her out of it. He wanted the baby and he wanted her to have the baby and marry him. She told him that she didn't love him and never would; that she loved me and would never leave me. Jason sent me the e-mail expecting me to throw Sandi out and then they could be together. When I told Sandi about the e-mail she knew instantly who "infospreader" was and she went looking for him.
Even though I wouldn't take her back I did get her a very good defense attorney and when it was over she ended up sentenced to twenty years for something that she should have gotten her the death penalty. I'm told she could actually be out in ten to twelve years if she keeps her nose clean in prison.
She had the baby in prison and gave it up for adoption. She sends me a letter a month asking me to come visit her on visiting days. I have never gone and I don't ever intend to. What would be the point?
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My sex life pretty much sucked. My wife and I hadn't been getting along all that great recently. Hell, not just recently, but for the last six months! Constant squabbles over money, specifically the lack of it, always seemed to lead in to other areas and we would end up going for days without speaking to each other which translated into no sex. For me it was a no win situation; if I worked a straight forty hours I didn't bring home enough money. If I worked the available overtime or took on a part time job I caught hell for never being home and for leaving her to raise the kids on her own. One day I'd finally had enough of her bitching and I told her that if she wanted money so god damned bad to get her ass out of the house in the evening and get a job and I'd watch the kids. She started job hunting the next day and the day after that she found one as a tele-marketer - she was going to be the one who interrupted your dinner.
Things got immediately better. I was having a good time being a father to our kids, not that I wasn't one before, but now I did not have to share time with mom, it was just me. Rae was in a much better mood and I think it had as much to do with her being able to get out of the house for a while as it did the money. And with the constant arguments out of the way I began to have a sex life again.
Rae had a small base salary, most of her pay came from commissions and she apparently had a knack for selling on the phone. Some of her checks for working part time were bigger than I got for working full time and I did make good money. Our money problems from before were not because I didn't make enough money to support my family, but because I couldn't buy Rae all the things she wanted and desired. She loved buying new clothes, jewelry, and gadgets. We had a pretty good VCR, but when the new ones came out with four track heads we just had to have one. Couldn't wait until the old one went bad and then get the new one - no sir - get the new one right now! Wide screen TV, DVD, HDTV, you name it and if it was the newest thing we just had to have it and right now. Well, with her new job she was in her glory; so much new stuff was finding it's way into our house that I began to think I would have to build an addition to store it all. But Rae was happy, I was getting laid again - life was good.
The next months passed quickly by and I began to notice a change in Rae. It was so gradual that it hadn't registered right away, but one day I noticed that Rae always seemed to be horny. As I mentioned, our sex life got better when she went to work, but by that I meant we went from zip to twice and some times three times a week. Somewhere over the course of the last six months it had gone from two or three times a week to three and sometimes four and then from four and sometimes five to six and sometimes seven times a week. She would come home from work and if I were asleep she would wake me up to make love. If I were awake and watching the TV she would walk over and turn it off and nod toward the bedroom. And she was always hot and wet when I slid into her. Like I said, it was a gradual thing and it really didn't register until one day I stayed home from work to get some jobs done around the house. Those few jobs never even got touched. The kids were in school, Rae and I were home alone, and she couldn't keep her hands off me. We made love five times before she went to work and twice after she got home. She wasn't that passionate on our honeymoon and at that time I'd thought she was a wild woman. I wondered what had happened to her to turn her into a sex maniac, not that I really cared because I was loving it.
Rae had gone from working six hours a day, four days a week to six or seven hours on five days a week with an occasional Saturday thrown in. There were times when she would go in early because they were short handed, but she was almost always home by ten. Some times she would stop after work to have drinks with her co-workers and didn't get home until midnight, but I didn't think anything of it and life would have gone on being good if one of the guys I worked with hadn't hit the lottery.
Jimmy won 1.3 million after taxes and he invited the whole crew to go out and celebrate with him. It was a spur of the moment thing and Rae had already gone to work so I had to scramble to come up with a sitter for the kids. Jimmy took us to a place called the Palomino Club, which was an upscale strip club that he liked to frequent.
"They got the best looking babes in town dancing here and most of them make pretty good money on the side if you know what I mean" and he gave a big wink.
Jimmy said the night was on him, "Babes, booze, whatever, you don't put your hands in your pockets for nothing."
The booze part was all right with me, but I had no intention of taking him up on the babe's part, at least not when we first got there. Jimmy spent lavishly and got several tables put together right down in front of the stage, arranged for a tab, and we settled in to enjoy ourselves. He was right, the place did have some great looking women dancing there and when the girl would finish her set she would get down off the stage and mingle with the crowd. She would sit with customers or give lap and table dances to whoever was willing to pay for the privilege and every once in a while the girl and a customer would disappear into a back room for a private performance. We had seen three girls since we had arrived and according to Jimmy there were six in the rotation.
"Wait until you see the next one" he said, "She's the hottest babe here. Fucks like a mink and can suck a tennis ball through a garden hose. You can have which ever one you want and I'm paying, Marla is mine."
Just then, as if on cue, the voice over the loudspeaker system said, "And now here she is, The Marvelous Miss Marla!" The music started playing and she was everything that Jimmy said and I sat there rooted to my seat as she pranced around the stage wearing high heels and two pieces of imagination which some people might call a bikini and others might call shadows caused by the stage lights. My cock got rock hard immediately and I sat there open mouthed and stared at her for all of her three songs. When the music was over she came down off the stage and headed for our table. She sat down on Jimmy's lap and said:
"Been missing me sugar?"
"You know I have baby. I'm ready for some private time, are you?"
She smiled at him and said, "Let me have a drink first lover. It gets awfully hot up there with those stage lights on my body. Give a girl some time to catch her breath, okay?"
She started looking around the table and when her eyes met mine Rae knew she was busted. We held each other's gaze and I could read the emotions that passed over her face. First surprise, then guilt. followed by resignation. and then determination. She might be going down in flames, but she would damn well do it with her colors flying. She downed her drink, took Jimmy by the hand, and looking me straight in the eye said:
"Come on sugar. Let's get you your private show" and she led him over to the door that went into the back.
Other girls came out and danced, but I didn't see them because my eyes never left the door that Jimmy and Rae had gone through. It was twenty minutes before they came out and Jimmy headed for the table while Rae went back stage. About five minutes later The Marvelous Miss Marla danced another set and, as the first time, my eyes never left her. When she was done she headed for our table again. This time she walked up to me and said:
"Got room on your lap for me sailor?"
I moved my chair back to make room for her and she sat down on my hard on. Her eyebrows went up and she stole Mae West's line "Is that a roll of quarters in your pants, or are you just happy to see me?"
The guys at the table all cracked up and Rae said "You like watching Miss Marla dance" and I said that I did. "Would you like a private showing?"
I looked at my watch and saw that it was almost nine o'clock. "Normally I would say yes, but I need to be home when my wife gets there so I need to be leaving."
I looked around the table, and to this day I don't know why I did it, but I pointed to Billy Neubert, "He looks like he might be willing to kill for the privilege." Rae gave me a long look and then she got up and took Billy by the hand and led him to the door. Jimmy looked at me and said:
"Are you nuts? Turning something like that down?"
I shrugged my shoulders, "Jimmy, my wife would kill me if she found out that I did something like that, and believe me when I say she would find out."
I thanked him for his generosity and I headed on home.
Once home I paid the sitter, put the kids to bed and then I waited. For what I wasn't sure, but I waited. Would Rae come home at her usual time, or would tonight be one of her late nights? Would she even come home? And if and when she did what was going to happen? She obviously wasn't tele-marketing like she told me. Why had she lied? There was nothing wrong with being a dancer, if that's all she did. I may have been a little naïve, but there were laws about not being able to touch the dancers. True, Jimmy did say that she fucked like a mink, but Jimmy was one of those 'good ole boys' who liked to brag about what studs they were and it could have been all bullshit.
The only thing that I knew for sure was that The Marvelous Miss Marla wasn't the Rae Ann Keifer that I had married. Rae Ann Chotin nee Keifer wouldn't even wear a bikini at the beach; she wore a one-piece suit that covered everything. My wife Rae Ann didn't even own a pair of high heels, let alone a pair of the 'come fuck me' pumps she danced in.
I'd watched other girls while they had been doing table and lap dances, and while there was lewd and suggestive behavior I hadn't seen any actual touching. But what went on in those privacy rooms? At ten after ten I heard the garage door opener start up and a couple of minutes later Rae came into the living room. She was still wearing her 'come fuck me' heels and her dancers costume:
"Miss Marla wants your cock sailor. You going to help her out?"
She started walking toward the bedroom and every question I wanted to ask was forgotten as I watched her walk toward the bedroom in those high heels. It was the most intense sex I'd ever experienced. I fucked The Marvelous Miss Marla five times that night. Every time I thought I was done and couldn't possibly get it up again I thought of her sitting on Jimmy's lap and then going through the door to the privacy room with him and with Billy and I was on her again. I finally fell into an exhausted sleep at two in the morning.
When the clock went off to get me up for work in the morning Rae was snoring so I let her sleep and got ready for work. This was Rae's day off and our talk would wait until I got home from work. It was a bad day at work. Every time I saw Jimmy (he wasn't going to quit his job just because he hit the lottery) or Billy I saw Rae walking into the privacy room with them and as much as I wanted to I could not bring myself to ask them what had happened in the room. I was a wreck when I punched out to go home. I walked into the house to find a note on the kitchen table:
"Sailor - One of the girls called in sick and they asked me to come in and cover for her. Should be home by ten." And she signed it MMM. There was a PS: "Those heels seemed to do something for you. I'll wear them again tonight."
The kids got home from school and I fixed them an early dinner and then found a sitter for them. At six-thirty I was sitting at a table in the back of the Palomino Club. The MMM was on stage when I got there and when her set was over she came down to mingle with the customers. I saw her take some money from a guy and then give him a lap dance. She left that table and went over to another and after a couple of minutes she took a guy by the hand and led him to the back room. Ten minutes later they came back out and she went back stage to get ready for her next set. All in all she danced four sets while I sat there and watched. She did five more lap dances and made three more trips to the back room before I had to get up and leave. Rae got home at ten-twenty and walked into the living room wearing only her high heels. That night was a repeat of the previous night except I only fucked her four times before falling asleep.
The morning was also a repeat of the previous morning, but even though Rae had to work that night the next day was Saturday so I wouldn't have to get up and leave. Just before I left the bedroom she gave a loud yawn and I saw her eyes open. I looked at the clock and saw that I was running late and I bent down and kissed her and she rolled over and went back to sleep.
That afternoon Jimmy offered to take us to the Palomino Club again, but only Billy and I took him up on his offer. I made some quick calls to arrange for a sitter and five o'clock found us sitting at a table down front. When we got there TMMM was performing a lap dance at a table with three guys and soon one of them got up and followed her to the back room. When she came out twenty minutes later Jimmy got her attention and she waved at him before going back stage. Five minutes later she did her set and then came to our table and sat down on Jimmy's lap:
"Been missing me sugar?"
Jimmy told her not to be wasting her time on the other tables that night, "I'm playing big spender tonight baby and we want you all to our selves. Ain't that right boys?"
Billy said, "That's right Jimmy" and I just sat there with my eyes on Rae as she smiled back at me. Two minutes later she led Jimmy off to the back room. After the next set she took Billy and then it was my turn. She came down off the stage, walked over to me and sat down on my lap:
"You have to rush home again tonight sailor, or would you like a little bit of privacy with Miss Marla?"
Jimmy laughed and said; "You'd better go. It ain't all that often that I'm going to be paying for your fun."
Rae smiled at me, "You want some fun sailor? It might be a kick for you to visit Miss Marla on somebody else's nickel."
I didn't resist when she pulled me out of the chair. I felt all the eyes in the club on me as Rae led me to the back door. Once through the door I saw that it actually opened onto a long hallway and that there were several doors on either side of the hallway, each with a girls name on it. The door at the very end had Marla on it and once inside I saw we were in a room that was 7' x 7' and all that was there was a chair and a rather substantially built table. There was a loudspeaker mounted on the wall and the music that the girls danced to was coming out of it. Rae pointed at the chair and I went over and sat down on it.
"Unbutton your fly sailor, and take out your cock."
I did as she said and she stepped out of her costume, such as it was, and started doing a lap dance. As she wriggled and moved over my lap the hairs of her pussy brushed the head of my cock and her nipples touched my face.
"Like it sailor? Like the idea that The Marvelous Miss Marla is so close that you can almost put yourself in her?" and she pushed down so that briefly her mound touched the head of my dick. Did I want my dick in her, hell yes I did and I told her so. Rae giggled and said:
"It's against the rules for me to let you do that sailor, but if you can keep a secret I might just break the rules for you. Would you like that? Would you like Miss Marla to break the rules for you?"
I said yes and she said, "Enough to tip Miss Marla two hundred if she was to suck your cock? Or would you rather tip her three hundred for her hot wet pussy?"
"I want both" I said and she laughed, "That's good sailor, lets spend Jimmy's money."
She went to her knees and took my dick in her mouth and in less than two minutes I shot my load down her throat and she just kept on sucking until I had a hard dick again.
"Come on sailor" and she pulled me up and I found out why the table was so sturdily built. She laid down on it and said, "Come on sailor, help Miss Marla break the rules."
When it was over she put her costume back on and left me there in the room. She made two more trips to the room with Jimmy and one more with Billy and then she came up to us following her last set and sat down on my lap.
"My car isn't running right sailor. Give a girl a ride home? You can stay and play for a while if you want, Jimmy's paying, right Jimmy?"
And Jimmy didn't know what to say. Finally he stammered, "That's what I said, that the night was on me."
Rae got up and said, "Meet you out back sailor."
As she walked away Jimmy said, "What you got that so special? I've been trying to get her to leave with me for six months now and she keeps she's not allowed to date customers."
I shrugged, "Just my natural charm I guess."
My mind was in turmoil as I went around to the back of the building to meet Rae. Until tonight I had convinced myself that Rae was just a dancer and that the privacy rooms were just a place for a more blatant form of lap dance, like what mine started out to be. And now I had to face the fact that Rae was selling herself for money. Or was she? Did I get sucked and fucked because I was her husband, but every body else got the blatant lap dance? There were only two ways to find out -ask some one who went in there with her or ask Rae herself. But would she tell me the truth? Would she tell me that everybody got to break the rules with Miss Marla, or would she say that every one else just got the X-rated lap dance and let my imagination run wild?
Rae was waiting for me at the back door, "Nothing wrong with my car sailor. I just thought it would be a kick to have Jimmy pay me for fucking my own husband. Race you home."
As I drove home I reflected on what Rae had said and to me it sure sounded like she was fucking for money, and that gave me a whole new set of questions that I needed to ask.
To be continued.
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The Internet has caused major changes in the lives of many people, making it easier to find things, making it easier to communicate with others, and making it easier to gather information. It can do a host of other things that I haven't found out how to use yet, chat rooms and bulletin boards on almost every subject under the sun, and sex - oh yes, the sex! I admit it. The only reason I have an Internet provider is so I can cruise the porno sites, and God knows there are plenty of them. Someone once estimated that there are over ten thousand sites out there on the net dedicated to sexual topics. I have thirty-one book marked that I visit regularly and a whole bunch more that I hit every once in a while.
What can I say? I like looking at the naked ladies. And I especially love the sites dedicated to amateurs. To me, there is nothing sweeter than looking at real women and by that I mean the truly amateurs; the sweethearts and wives of guys just like me. I've tried to get my wife to let me send her photo in to one of the sites, but I have a better chance of winning the lottery. My wife just shakes her head in disgust when I park myself in front of the monitor and start drooling, but I have noticed that she never chases me away when I go looking for her with my brand new 'woody' courtesy of some sexy housewife or girl friend of a contributor to one of the sites. Like I said, the net sure has changed a lot of lives, but I never expected it to change mine, at least not in the way it did.
I was on a site looking at the photos of a very well put together 46-year-old housewife and mother of four. It was a series of eight photos, but it was the last photo in the series that I was staring at when my wife came into the room and looked over my shoulder. It was a shot of a well-fucked pussy covered in cum. The man must have just pulled out and shot his wad on the outside of her snatch because I could still see where the hole hadn't quite closed up yet. My wife said:
"What in the world do you see in something like that?"
"I don't know," I said, "It just turns me on. I guess it's just the way my brain was hard wired at the factory."
I knew she wouldn't be satisfied with the answer and she wasn't, "But why look at something like that? I can understand a man wanting to look at naked women, but what could possibly be the draw in looking at that?"
I told her I didn't know (and that's the truth), and said, "There is just something about her that turns me on. After seeing all the photos in the series I can honestly say that that is a pussy that I would be willing to eat."
She gave me a look of disgust and said, "You are sick! You can't seriously mean that!"
"Yep" I said, "I'd eat her even with all that cum on her," and my wife walked out of the room. This conversation or variations of it took place for several months, always with my wife leaving the room in disgust.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Perhaps a few words are in order here on my wife. Sarah is a walking contradiction in terms as far as sex goes. She is the most sensual and sexual woman that I have ever known. She isn't anywhere near being the most beautiful woman in the world, but she has an aura that draws men to her and makes them think, "God, but I would love to fuck that," and she loves sex. She is ready and willing to fuck absolutely anywhere and at any time. Coming home from grocery shopping one night she suddenly said, "Turn here," and when I did she had me pull over and park next to the curb and then fuck her on the front seat of the car - and we were only two blocks from being home!
We have been married over ten years and we still have sex five or six times a week. We went for a walk one night and she had me fuck her on a park bench - under a full moon! And yet as sexual as she is the only sex that is acceptable to her is straight sex. No anal, no oral, just straight intercourse. Anal and oral sex are disgusting, perverted, and unnatural. Sex with someone you are not married to is immoral. Which is why I was knocked on my ass when she came up to me one night while I was looking at a photo of a woman with spurts of cum all over her belly and legs and said:
"She really is a very good looking woman, isn't she?"
I didn't know what to say so I just nodded my head.
"Did you really mean it the other night when you said you would eat that woman's pussy with her husband's cum still in her and on her?"
I had to think back to remember the photo in question, but when I did I told her, "Yeah, given the chance I would have."
She looked at me with a strange look on her face and asked, "You would really eat another man's cum?"
I laughed and said, "Not directly, but out of a good looking woman, sure!"
Sarah gave me a long look and said, "I don't believe you. You can't possibly be that depraved."
"Well," I said, "The only way that you can prove that I won't is to bring me someone freshly fucked and call my bluff."
"Okay" she said, "I will!" and I watched in amazement as she walked away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
A week went by and one night I was looking at a series of photos showing a forty-nine year old woman who had just given her husband a blow job. She was smiling into the camera and had a glob of cum hanging off her chin and I remembered the conversation that I'd had with Claire. I called her into the den and when she came in I pointed to the picture and asked, "When are you going to bring me my cream pie?"
She said, "I'm still trying to work up the nerve," and walked out of the room. I wondered which one of her girl friends she was working up the nerve to ask, but then I thought, "Yeah! When pigs fly." From then on, at least once a week, I'd ask her where my cream pie was and she would give me a dirty look. I said it to her once and she snapped at me:
"Honestly, I don't know why you are carrying on like this and keep bringing it up. We both know you won't put your face down there when another man's cum is all over it."
I gave her my biggest grin, "Prove it!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Another month went by and I finally gave up kidding Sarah about it and then one day Sarah called me at work, "I just want to make sure that you come straight home from work. I'll have your freshly fucked pussy here for you tonight."
I sat there staring at the phone not believing what I'd just heard. Sarah had actually done it! She had talked one of her girlfriends into doing it. I didn't get shit done for the rest of the day. I mentally cataloged all of Sarah's girlfriends and tried to figure out which one it would be. There were a couple that I hoped it wouldn't be, but if it was one of them I'd grit my teeth and do it anyway - there was absolutely no way I would give Sarah the satisfaction of seeing me back down. There were also a few of her friends that I prayed it would be and thinking about what I'd be doing to them sent me to the bathroom three times. I doubted Sarah would sit still for my fucking her friend so I wasn't concerned about being able to get it up that night.
Sarah met me at the door, put her arms around me and gave me a passionate kiss. "There is still time for you to back out of this without being embarrassed," she said.
"No way! When do I get to see what you're bringing me?"
She looked at her watch and said, "Now is as good a time as any. Follow me." I followed here into the bedroom and looked around, "Where is she?" I asked.
"Where is who?" Sarah asked.
"The girl you were bringing me."
She looked at me with an amused grin on her face and said, "I didn't tell you I was bringing you a girl. I told you I'd bring you a freshly fucked pussy," and she started to undress.
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I looked down at the legal pad on the desk and rolled the pen between my fingers as I tried to organize the words in my mind. It would have been much easier for me if I was at a keyboard in front of a computer. When at the computer my thoughts seemed to flow right to my fingers and the words would quickly appear on the screen. Hit 'print' and it would be done. Neat, single spaced lines of 11 point Times New Roman that would say it all, but to me that would be too impersonal. I needed for this to be personal; I needed what I was going to say to be an expression of "me" and so I would do it in my own handwriting. As one part of my brain tried to organize what I was going to say another part was busy remembering what it was that led to my need to say it.
++++++++++++++++++++
I had known Grace since the fourth grade. She moved in two doors down from me and we were the same age so we ended up in the same class at school. Even at nine there was something about Grace that pulled me to her. At that age most boys were still thinking of girls as "yucky" but I never felt that way about Grace.
We didn't see much of each other when we weren't in school. She was busy playing with dolls with her girlfriends while me and the other guys my age were playing "cops and robbers" or "cowboys and Indians" or sandlot baseball. It wasn't until I was twelve that I started noticing girls and Grace was the one I seemed to notice most of all.
It was the eighth grade when things changed. Our school wasn't all that big and the boys and girls had to share the gym for the physical education period. Usually the guys would have the gym one day and the girls would have the swimming pool and the next day the girls would have the gym and the guys would have the pool.
It was the boy's day for the gym, but when we got there the gym teachers had a surprise for us. The boys and girls were going to share the gym that day. They were going to teach us to dance! Boys and girls were paired up, a record player started playing and they started teaching us the waltz. I was paired up with Susan Jaffery and Grace was paired up with Dale Harding. I didn't know why, but I got upset watching Grace dance with Dale. At the end of the period it was announced that for the rest of the school term the boys would have the gym on Mondays and Thursdays and the girls would have it Tuesdays and Fridays. Wednesdays would be dance class and that we would keep the same partners. That news upset me a lot. Not that dance class was bothering me, but that I was stuck with Susan and Dale would have Grace.
And that was the start of it. Dale had Grace and Dale kept Grace from then on. The two of them were inseparable. By the tenth grade I was eating my heart out over Grace. What made things really bad for me was that Grace, probably unwittingly, led me on. Dale's parents were both teachers and they always traveled on summer vacations and were usually gone for two and a half to three months. While Dale was gone Grace asked me to take her to a party that Dale was supposed to have taken her to. We had a good time and when I asked her for a date she said yes. I dated her for the entire time that Dale was gone. She was receptive to my kisses and our necking got pretty hot and heavy at times. After two months I asked her to go steady with me and she said:
"Oh come on Rob; you know I'm Dale's girl."
That didn't stop her from necking with me though and she kept dating me until Dale got back from vacation.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Three months into the 11th grade Dale and Grace got into an argument over something or other and they broke up. Grace asked me if I would be her escort to a couple of parties she wanted to go to over the holidays and I of course said yes. We dated right up to Christmas and then one night when I went over to her house to pick her up to take her to a party her mother answered the door.
"Grace isn't here Rob. She left with Dale about half an hour ago."
I went to the party alone and when I got there I saw Grace and Dale dancing. I went up to them and tapped Dale on the shoulder to cut in and he turned and told me to go away.
"Not until Grace and I talk."
"She's not going to talk to you so beat it."
"Okay; I wanted to do this quietly and not make a scene, but if a scene is what you want then a scene is what you'll get." I turned to Grace and said loud enough for everyone to hear, "Would it have killed you to call me and break our date instead of letting me show up at your front door and have your mother tell me that you had already gone?"
Grace looked away from me and Dale pushed me and said, "Get the fuck out of here Rob."
"Keep your hands to yourself Dale."
"Oh yeah? What are you going to do about it" and he shoved me again.
"This" I said as I hit him as hard as I could. It broke his nose and blood sprayed all over Grace's green dress as he went to his knees. "Hey, red and green" I said as I pointed at Grace's dress. "Very Christmassy." And I turned and left the party.
Grace called me around noon the next day. "How could you embarrass me like that? And my dress is ruined. I can't get the blood stains out."
"Your own fault Grace. What did you think was going to happen when what you did was leave me standing on your front porch? You think I was going to worry about how you felt when you couldn't have cared less about how I was going to feel when I rang your doorbell and you weren't there? Thanks for calling Grace" and I hung up on her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
About three weeks into the spring term I came out of Burger Heaven where I had a part-time job and found Dale waiting for me by my car. He had eight or nine people with him, including Grace and a few other girls. As I walked up to my car Dale said:
"You and me have some business to settle. You sucker punched me that ni..." and I hit him. He wasn't expecting it. I guess he thought I'd just stand there and listen to him spout off until he decided to swing, but I wasn't having any of it. I stepped up and hit him again and broke his recently reset nose again. His hands flew up to his face and that left him wide open and I hit him three more times and was going for more when I was pulled away from him.
"Sucker punching is when someone hits you from the blindside when you aren't expecting it. I was facing you at the party and after pushing me the second time you should have been expecting me to do something. You came here tonight looking for a fight so you should have been expecting it tonight too. Stay away from me Dale. Your nose can only be broken so many times before it starts looking like a pancake in the middle of your face."
I looked over at Grace, but she looked away. I got in my car and drove on home. Dale did stay out of my way from then on and eventually Grace stopped looking away whenever I glanced her way.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Just before the end of the term I was sitting at a table in the library doing some research for a paper that was due when Grace sat down at the table with me. I looked up from the book I was reading as she looked at me. Didn't say a word, just sat there and looked at me. I waited a few seconds and then I shrugged and went back to reading the book. Maybe thirty seconds later Grace said:
"What happened to us Robbie? We used to be such good friends."
I looked up and answered, "You know what happened to us Grace and you also know that it was your fault. A phone call could have prevented it, but you didn't make that phone call."
"I'm sorry Robbie, I really am. I can't even give you a good excuse. I was just so glad when Dale called and told me that he missed me that I just didn't think of anything else. It was wrong of me not to call you." She stopped talking for a second or so and then she said, "Actually, it was wrong of me not to have told Dale that I had a date for the party and that I would see him the next day. I'm sorry Rob and though it is a little late, I apologize."
I looked at her a bit and then I said, "Want to walk over to the Shack and get a milkshake?" It wasn't a magical moment by any stretch of the imagination, but Grace and I were talking again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The term ended. Dale went off with his parents on their long summer vacation and that left Grace at loose ends so I was not surprised when one day she called me and asked me if I would take her to a party the next night.
"I don't want to go alone."
That was the start of it. I started keeping steady company with Grace, but I was a little older and just a tad wiser that time. I knew I was just standing in for Dale and I knew that if I was sitting on her front porch swing kissing her and Dale pulled up in the drive she would push me away to make room for him to pick up where I left off.
Grace was using me only this time I knew it. But she still caused my heart to beat faster when I looked at her so I dated her and hoped that Dale would get struck by lightning or get run over by a train.
Toward the end of summer I started slacking off on calling Grace for dates. I had gone a week without calling her or seeing her and she called me and asked me where I'd been.
"Just working at Burger Heaven and working on my tan in the backyard."
"Why haven't you called me?"
"Dale is due home anytime now and I don't want to be in the middle of something and have you walk away."
"Bullshit Rob! That will never happen again and you know it. I want you to take me to Hillary's birthday party tomorrow. Please?"
I was a sucker where Grace was concerned so I said I would. I really did not want to go to Hillary's birthday party. I expected that it would be very uncomfortable. I had dated Hillary and one night after a party and some pretty heavy necking Hillary had willingly given me her cherry and after the initial pain and discomfort Hill had really gotten into it. So much so that there had been a second, third and fourth time. The fourth time just one block from her house as I was taking her home.
I fully expected that Hill and I would be doing a lot more of it in the future, but when I called her the next day she hung up on me. I called her seven more times over the following week and six times she hung up on me. The seventh time she said:
"Will you stop bothering me?" and hung up.
Maybe three weeks later I ran into her at a party. I did my best to ignore her and stay out of her way, but near the end of the party she came up to me, called me a pig and slapped my face. She started to do it again and I grabbed her wrist and said:
"What the hell was that for?"
"You know damned well what it was for. You are just another one of those "wham, bam, thank you ma'am" assholes who gets what he wants and then takes off never to be heard from again."
"Bullshit Hill. I called you for a week and you wouldn't talk to me. The last call I made you told me to leave you alone so I left you alone."
I let go of her wrist and walked away from her. I hadn't talked to her since and now here I was going to her birthday party. Only Grace could have gotten me to do something like that.
Before going to pick up Grace I ran to the store and got a card for Hillary and a pair of hoop earrings and some gift wrap. When we got to the party I gave Hill the card and the gift and then left her to go and mingle with the crowd before she could go off on me.
Maybe an hour after I got to the party I was standing off to the side, sipping a Coke and watching Grace talk to three other girls when Hillary came up to me.
"Does Dale know that you are nailing his private stock?"
"I am not having sex with Grace Hill; we are just friends."
"You do know that the only reason she is with you is that no other guy will be seen with her, don't you? They are all afraid of Dale."
"Not my problem."
"Why aren't you having sex with her? She isn't a virgin. Dale has been screwing her for over a year now and he's been gone for almost three months so she has got to be wanting it."
"What is it with you and sex Hill? For someone who got so bent out of shape over getting laid you sure talk a lot about it."
"Call me and I'll tell you all about it."
She wandered away leaving me wondering what was with her.
On the ride home Grace said, "What is up with you and Hillary?"
"Nothing. Why?"
"You didn't notice that she wore the earrings that you gave her all night? Gail gave her earrings, Brenda gave her a necklace and Bill and Sue gave her a matching set of bracelet, necklace and earrings, but the only jewelry that she wore tonight were your hoops. Am I losing you to her?"
"How can you lose me Grace? I'm not yours. Dale is yours as you so often remind me."
She was silent for a moment and then she said, "Pull over."
"Why?"
"Because I can't kiss you while you are driving."
I pulled over and parked and she slid over next to me and we started making out. Ten minutes into it Grace put her hand on the hard lump in my trousers and rubbed it.
"Take it out" she said.
"What?"
"Take it out Robbie; I want to see it."
"Grace, I don't think it would be a good..."
"Please Robbie, I want to see it."
I didn't know what to think, but I wasn't stupid. The girl I wanted wanted to see my equipment and I was going to say no? I unzipped and worked my hard on out and she took it in her hand and started stroking it. I was torn between wanting to put my hands on her breasts and my fingers in her pussy and taking the chance that it might break up whatever mood it was that she was in or leaving her alone so she wouldn't stop what she was doing.
The previous summer, just before I asked her to go steady I went for her tits one night when we were necking hot and heavy and she said "no" and pushed my hand away. Ten minutes later I tried again and she slapped my hand away and yelled, "Damn it Rob, I said no!" and then she had pulled away from me and told me to take her home. So with that in mind I decided to just sit there and enjoy what she was doing.
She slowly stroked me for a minute or so and then she stunned me. She bent her head and took my cock in her mouth. I wasn't a virgin, but I wasn't all that experienced either. I'd only had sex eleven times split between three different girls and I'd never had a blow job. Add to that the fact that it was almost four months since my last time so I was ready to cum ten seconds after Grace closed her lips around me. I didn't know what I was supposed to do. Jerk it out of her mouth? Tell her I was cumming? Or just let it go in her mouth. I did not - repeat NOT - want to pull it out, but at the last second I decided to err on the side of caution and I started to push Grace away. I was too late. I erupted just as my cock came out of her mouth and she caught the full discharge on her face. She was not happy.
"What did you do that for? God Robbie, it got all over my blouse."
"I didn't think I was supposed to do it in your mouth."
"It would have been better than going all over my clothes. I can't go home looking like this. If my parents are up and see me like this they will ground me until I'm eighty. Do you have enough money for a motel room?"
"I think so."
"Head for the Super 8 over on Melrose and stop at the Safeway just up the street from it."
On the way she asked me why I'd done what I had and I explained it to her including the part about never having had a blow job before.
"Never? But you dated Sandy Beeler and I've been told that she gives the best head around here."
"I never had any sex with Sandy, let alone head."
"Oh you poor baby. I wish I had known. I'd have done you by hand to get the first one out of the way and then the blow job would have lasted longer."
As I drove I was thinking that it was obvious that Grace had a lot more experience than I did and then I started wondering what was going on. Why was Grace suddenly bestowing her favors on me? I stopped at the Safeway and she had me run inside and get her some spot remover and then I got a room at the motel.
In the room Grace took off her blouse and used the spot remover on her blouse and then she hung it up on the shower curtain rod to dry.
"What should we do while we are waiting for my blouse to dry" she asked as she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. "Any ideas" she asked as she stepped out of her skirt.
"Oh my God" I thought as I looked at her naked body and then I hurriedly started to undress. When I was naked Grace pushed me back on the bed and said, "Lets try this again" and she bent and took my cock in her mouth. She worked on me for several minutes while I laid there and thought I'd died and gone to Heaven. The feeling was incredible and I quickly came to understand why guys talked about blow jobs with such reverence.
My cock was throbbing when Grace took her mouth off of me and lowered herself down on my hard cock. She rode me cowgirl - sliding up and down and rocking back and forth - and moaned as she took my dick. She was the fourth girl that I'd ever been with and there was a major difference between the way I felt with her and the way I had felt with the others. I didn't understand it at the time, but later I figured out that it was the difference between having sex and making love. I had sex with the others, but with Grace I was making love.
Grace emitted a little cry as she had an orgasm and seconds later I had my climax. When Grace got off of me and fell to the bed next to me I sat up and looked down at her.
"You went down on me and I'd like to return the favor, but I never have done that before either. Tell me what to do."
"But you just came in me."
"So? You said that I should have let go in your mouth and if you were willing to let me do that I should be willing to do whatever I need to do to give you pleasure."
Grace gave me what amounted to "Eating Pussy 101" and surprisingly I enjoyed it. I enjoyed eating pussy so much that I dug in and was able to give her an orgasm with my mouth. By then my cock was hard again and Grace pulled me up on top of her and I made love to her for the second time. I lasted longer the second time - a lot longer - and I was able to give Grace two more orgasms before I had mine. I was just pulling out of her when she exclaimed:
"Oh shit! Look at the time. You need to get me home."
The first five minutes of the ride home I was silent, but then I had to ask. "What happened tonight Grace? Not that I'm complaining mind you, but why did you do what you did tonight?"
She stared out the passenger window for maybe ten seconds and then said, "I did it to get back at Dale for cheating on me."
"When and with who?"
"I don't know her name, but it happened in San Diego. When was last week. Belinda was there visiting her aunt and she saw Dale kissing some Spanish looking girl. She watched while Dale ran his hand up under the girls skirt and then they got up and walked down the street to a motel."
I stared out the window at the road in front of me while I argued with myself over whether I should do the right thing or keep my mouth shut. Like an idiot I let the "right thing" win.
"You or Dale ever do anything to Belinda to make her want to even with you?"
"I don't think so. Why?"
"You know that my mom and dad are good friends with Dale's parents, right?"
"Yeah. So what?"
"Mom and dad keep an eye on their house while they are gone. Dale's mom and dad call and check in with my folks about once a week. They called the middle of last week and one of the things they told my mom when she talked with them was that they had made a last minute change in their summer travel plans. They didn't go to California. They went up to Canada instead. They called from Quebec. Dale was never in San Diego. Dale was never in California at all. Belinda lied to you."
Even in the dark car I could see her face pale as the realization of what I'd just said hit her.



"Oh my God" she moaned, "What am I going to do?"
I was silent for a moment or so and then I said, "You won't do anything. Tonight never happened. When you get up in the morning treat it as a weird dream that you had. Only two people know and I won't be telling anyone and I see no reason for you to tell anyone either."
"But I cheated on Dale."
"So what? You aren't married and you haven't taken any vows of fidelity. Besides, how do you know Dale hasn't played around while he is gone for the summer? Just let it be Grace. Pretend that it never happened."
Under the circumstances I didn't try for a goodnight kiss and as I watched her walk into her house I cursed myself for telling her what I had. I could have kept quiet and maybe kept Grace for myself, but in a way I would have been lying to her if I got her that way. Besides, how would she end up feeling if she threw what she and I had done in Dale's face when he got home and then found out that he wasn't guilty as charged.
After that night Grace didn't avoid me, but she didn't go out of her way to be around me either. Dale came home and as far as I know Grace never told Dale about our evening at the motel.
+++++++++++++++++
Senior year was busy and I had so much going on that I didn't think too often about Grace. No more than two or three times a day. I dated some and I scored some, but I always ended up mentally comparing the girls I made it with to Grace and they all came up short. The only ones who held my interest with Rita Martin and Hillary. Rita was willing to suck cock as long as you were willing to eat pussy and when Rita found out that I was very willing to do it she told me that I could call her anytime and if she already had a date she would break it just to go out with me.
I did call Hillary a couple of days after her birthday party and she asked me to meet her for lunch. I met her at Anderson's Steak House and she apologized for the way she had acted after the night I had taken her cherry.
"It wasn't you Rob; it was me. I was disgusted with myself. I had promised my mother and myself that I would walk down the aisle at my wedding as a virgin. I was down on myself for giving it up to you so easily and every time you called it just reminded me of how weak I had been. But I got over it and started looking forward to doing it with you again, but you never called and that pissed me off even though I was the one who told you to stop bugging me. And then I went and made an ass of myself at Sally's party."
"So what are you trying to tell me Hill?"
"What was it that you said at my party? That when it comes to sex I sure talk a lot about it? Well, as the old saying goes, "Talk is cheap." I've taken a gamble Rob. Before meeting you here I stopped and got a room across the street at the Marriott."
She slid a room key across the table to me and then watched to see what I would do. I looked from her to the key and then back at her and then I picked the key up and said:
"What are we doing wasting time here?"
From then on I shared my time between Hillary and Rita.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Prom was coming up and I was planning on asking Rita to be my date, but one evening the front doorbell rang and my mom hollered up at me:
"Rob honey; Grace is here to see you."
We went up to my room and then Grace asked, "Do you have a date for the prom yet?"
"Not yet. I plan on asking Rita Martin."
"You haven't asked her yet?"
"No. Why do you want to know?"
"Dale broke his leg in three places yesterday and so I was going to ask you to take me."
"I'm flattered Grace, but the thing is that Rita and I have something going."
"You and a half dozen others."
"What does that mean?"
"What it means is that on nights Rita isn't with you she is with someone else. You don't need to worry about Rita having a date for the prom. I'll bet that by now a couple of guys have asked her to be their date."
"I don't think so Grace. I'd end up in bad shape. I'd be holding you, dancing with you and that would have me remembering the last time we were on a date and I'd be praying that it would happen again and knowing that it wouldn't."
"Please Rob. No one else is going to ask me because of Dale. If you don't take me I won't be able to go. I don't want to miss the prom Robbie. Please?"
She was easily the best looking girl there and I know that a lot of guys there wished that they were me. The night went just like I knew it would. Holding Grace as we danced constantly brought back memories of what we had done and those memories kept my dick hard most of the night. I did my best to keep from poking Grace with it, but it still happened several times.
We hit two after prom parties and then I drove us home. On the way Grace slid over next to me and put her hand on my leg.
"Let me see it Robbie. Take it out for me."
"I don't think so Grace."
"All right then, I'll do it myself" and she pulled down my zipper. As she reached in for my cock she said, "I know what you gave up to take me to the prom tonight and I want to make it up to you. You seemed to like it the last time."
I pushed her hand away and said, "No thanks Grace; I don't need charity. If you wanted me for me I'd be all for it, but I'm not interested just because you think you owe me."
I zipped myself back up, but Grace didn't slide away from me. She sat next to me with her head on my shoulder the rest of the way home. I walked her to her door and she turned and put her arms around me and kissed me.
"Thank you Rob; thanks for being who you are" and then she kissed me again and went into her house.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Grace, Dale and I all attended a local college and while we ran across each other from time to time we each had different majors so we had very few shared classes outside of some of the basics like Intro to Calculus and English Composition 121. I did see and talk to Grace from time to time - we still lived two doors away from each other - but Dale didn't go on vacations with his parents anymore so I never had a chance to date Grace again.
In our junior year Dale proposed to Grace and she accepted and even though I'd known that some day it would happen I was crushed when it did. I went off on a two day toot that left me with a hurting head and the knowledge that it was my own fault. I could have prevented it by not telling Grace that Dale couldn't possibly be guilty of what she thought he was and letting her rub what we had done in his face when he got home. But I didn't do that so I would have to live with it.
I pined for Grace, but I knew that she would always be Dale's so I didn't bother to become a hermit where the ladies were concerned. I dated a lot, scored a reasonable amount of times and even had some relationships that lasted for several months, but I never found anyone I wanted to make things permanent with.
Graduation came and I got a job with XYZ Corporation. Grace landed a position with a local brokerage house and Dale went to work for Apollo Industries. Six months later and about two months before the wedding Apollo transferred Dale to the San Francisco office and he dropped off the radar screen. I found out later that he called Grace and had her postpone the wedding and then no one heard from him again. He never called Grace and when she called him she only got his voicemail. After three months she got on a plane and flew out to San Francisco and three days later she came home. There was no more talk of weddings and Grace, the few times I talked to her, never mentioned Dale at all.
Several months went by and then Grace and I were thrown together when Sissy Meyers and Dave Sampson got married. Grace was one of Sissy's bridesmaids and I was Dave's best man. I danced several times with Grace at the reception and just before the party broke up she came up to me and told me that she'd had too much to drink to drive safely and she asked me if I would give her a ride home. On the way to her apartment she slid over next to me and put her hand on my leg.
"Remember the last time I did this?"
"Indeed I do."
"Are you going to push my hand away this time also?"
"Is this some more of rubbing Dale's nose in it?"
She looked at me for a couple of seconds and then said, "Dale is history."
I made no move to push her hand away and she pulled my zipper down and worked my hard cock out of my pants. She lowered her head and just before she took my cock in her mouth she said:
"Don't pull it out like you did the last time. I don't have any spot mover at home and the stores are closed."
I didn't pull out -- I damned near hit a tree -- but I didn't pull out. Hours later as we lay next to each other trying to recover from three very active sessions I asked:
"How did this happen?"
She didn't have to ask what I meant and she said, "I've gone six months without what I used to get five and six nights a week. I needed this. I've only had sex with two men in my life and I didn't want to take pot luck. I wanted a known quantity and that would be you. If it had not been for Sissy's wedding I would have found some other way to make it happen."
"Any chance that this could turn into something?"
"I don't know Rob, could it?"
We started dating and six months later I asked Grace to marry me and she accepted. Four months after that we were married. I never did find out what happened between her and Dale and the one time I came right out and asked she told me that it was a subject that she wasn't prepared to discuss.
"It is a closed chapter of my life Rob and I plan on keeping it that way."
++++++++++++++++++++
We decided early on that we didn't want to have children and so I had a vasectomy so we wouldn't have to mess with birth control pills and diaphragms and the like.
The next ten years rolled by and for the most part they were good years. There was only one major problem. With no kids and both of us working we were living large. About six years into the marriage the firm that Grace was working for was bought out by another firm and when the dust all settled Grace's job was one of the ones eliminated. We needed her income if we were to maintain our lifestyle. I suggested we find a smaller house, one that we could afford on just my salary, but Grace would have none of that. She didn't want to give up anything so she sent out resumes and started going on interviews. She came home one evening and told me that she had a job offer.
"Its decent money and it has god benefits."
"I can tell from your voice that there is a "but" in there somewhere."
"It is with Apollo Industries."
"So?" I asked and then it dawned on me. "Just don't accept any transfers to San Francisco."
The next four years went by and then about three months before our fifteenth anniversary things went to hell. Along with deciding early on to have no children we also decided that we each needed a night out alone to give each other a chance to talk to other people, keep a fresh perspective and to give each other a little breathing room. My night was Monday and I bowled in the men's house league at Starlight Lanes. Grace's night was Wednesday and she spent it stopping for drinks with the people she worked with.
One night as we sucked down a couple of beers after the game Dave Sampson asked me how Grace and I were getting along.
"Okay. Why would you be asking that?"
"No reason bud, just curious."
"And why would you be curious about that?"
"Well, she and Dale did have a thing going for eight or nine years."
"So?"
"So I was just curious as to how things have been going since he moved back to town and is working in the same office as Grace."
A cold chill went down my spine when he said that. Dale was back and working in the same office as Grace? She had not mentioned that to me. I wasn't going to let Dave know that I didn't know so all I said was that everything was fine. The next morning I called Harv Yohann who worked in shipping and receiving at Apollo and asked him how long Dale had been back and Harv told me that Dale had been back for a little over six months. Six months! Six fucking months and not one word from Grace. The chill was back sliding down my spine.
I spent all day thinking about it and human nature being what it is I naturally thought the worst. Dale's back over half a year and Grace wasn't mentioning him. Did they have something going? I thought back over the last six months and some things that I had noticed, but hadn't paid much attention too suddenly shot to the forefront of my mind. Grace's Wednesday nights had been getting later and later. She used to get home around eight-thirty or nine, but for the last several months she hadn't been getting home until ten-thirty or eleven.
I'd always heard that one of the signs of a straying wife was an increase or decrease in sexual activity; the theory being that the decrease was because she was feeling guilty over cheating her husband and couldn't face him on the nights she had been with her lover and the increase was because she got turned on giving her husband sloppy seconds or cuckolding him.
Grace and I had always had what I considered a good healthy sex life. Three times a week on the average and if one of the times was on the weekend we sometimes made it two or three times. Our sex life had increased. Four and five times a week and always - ALWAYS - on Wednesdays and on the other nights it would usually be twice and once in a while three times. In the car she would slide over and fondle my cock and sometimes even take it out and suck on it and she hadn't done that in years. I asked her about it and she said she thought we were getting in a rut and she was trying to liven things up. I had no reason not to accept that as gospel. But that was then and this was now and now I was having doubts. I had never once given a thought to the possibility that Grace might cheat on me and God knows that I didn't want to believe she was, but I wasn't the kind to say, "Oh no! My wife would never do something like that" and ignore it. I was a believer in the old adage that "where there is smoke there is fire." I hoped that Grace wasn't playing around behind my back, but 'hope' wouldn't cut it. I had to know!
The first thing I did was check out Grace's Wednesday nights. Her group always stopped at the Landing Strip Lounge so I took my car to the dealer for service, got a loaner and was sitting in it at the back of the lot at the Strip five minutes before Grace got off work. I saw her pull into the lot and sit in her car until a red Lexus pulled in and parked beside her. Dale got out of the Lexus and Grace got out of her car, the two of them kissed briefly and then walked hand and hand into the bar. They came out of the bar at ten after ten and sat in Grace's car talking. They kissed twice - both times long and steamy - and I looked at my watch and saw that if Grace was going to be home by eleven she wouldn't be doing anything with Dale on that night so I went home. I was in bed when Grace got home at five to eleven. When she saw that I was still awake she said:
"You're up. Good, because I'm horny."
She climbed onto the bed and reached for my cock and it did what it always did when Grace reached for it - it shot up erect. She opened her mouth, took my cock inside and sealed her lips around me as her head started bobbing up and down. After a couple of minutes she took her mouth off me and asked me if I wanted to cum in her mouth or her pussy. "Pussy" I moaned and she rolled over and onto her back and spread her legs wide.
"Fuck me hard baby; fuck me hard and make me cum."
I mounted her and thrust inside her as hard as I could. Because of the blow job I was close and I only lasted about three minutes, but it was three minutes of hard, fast fucking and I did manage to give her one orgasm before I blew.
As I pulled out she pulled me down, rolled me onto my back and went down on my limp cock. She sucked my cock and played with my balls until she had me up again and then she swung over me and drove herself down on my cock. She put her hands on my shoulders and then rode me until I shot into her for the second time that night. She laid on top of me until my cock was as soft as a cooked noodle and then she rolled off of me, snuggled up against me and in minutes she was asleep.
I stared up at the ceiling and wondered if her passion was fueled by guilt; guilt over what she had done or guilt over what she was going to do.
++++++++++++++++
I checked out Grace's Wednesday nights for three weeks in a row and all I saw were Dale and my wife holding hands and kissing. It seemed that if they were doing anything it was happening at some other time. Since I could account for most of her nights and weekends it had to be either during the day when they were supposed to be at work or on the Monday nights I bowled.
I had some comp time coming so I told the boss I needed to use some of it, then I called Dave who was the captain of my bowling team and told him I was going to miss a couple of weeks and he should arrange for a substitute for me. I was parked and waiting on Monday when Grace and Dale got in Dale's car and went to lunch. I followed them to a Denny's and watched as they went inside holding hands. They came out about forty-five minutes later and sat in Dale's car talking for about five minutes and then Grace slid across the seat and they necked for another five minutes after which they went back to work.
I was parked and waiting again when they got off work that evening. They each got in their own car and I followed them to Mario's. Dale got out of his car and got into Grace's and they talked for about five minutes and then necked for ten more before getting out of the car and, holding hands, they headed for the restaurant. Two hours later they came out, got in Dale's car and necked for about fifteen minutes and then Grace got in her car and drove home. I killed another hour and then I went home at the same time I normally got home from bowling. I found Grace waiting up for me.
"Hi baby. Can I welcome you home with a blow job?"
++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two months I spot checked Grace at her lunch time, on my bowling nights and on her Wednesday night out. She always had lunch with Dale and they went straight back to work. Dale spent Wednesday evening with her at the Landing Strip and they had dinner together on Monday nights. I never did see them doing anything other than talk, hold hands and neck. But they could have left work early and gone somewhere when I wasn't around watching. I did notice that the necking sessions were getting hotter and lasting longer as time progressed. The other constant was that Grace was damned near insatiable on Monday and Wednesday nights and I could never figure out why. Guilt over what she was doing maybe?
At the end of a couple of months it was obvious to me that, unless they had found some way to do it at work, that physically Grace had not cheated on me. But it was equally obvious to me as evidenced by the longer and hotter make out sessions that she eventually would. I spent many sleepless nights lying there in our bed and thinking about it. Confrontation was not an option for me. Confrontation would force things out into the open and I did not want that. I had to know what Grace would choose and that meant that I had to let her run free. All I could do was watch and wait and hope that she chose me. Easier said than done.
As time went by and I saw the kisses getting longer and longer it was obvious to me that Grace was making her choice and it wasn't going to be me. For me it boiled down to confrontation or just walking away. But what if confrontation made her feel guilty and she stayed with me because of that guilt? What if she stayed with me, but forever held it against me for keeping her from what she would have really preferred? There were so many of those damned "what ifs" and the bottom line was that I couldn't stay with some one who didn't want me and the longer and longer make out sessions between Grace and Dale told me that she would rather be with him than me and she just hadn't yet got to the point where it was time to tell me.



++++++++++++++++++++++++
I looked down at the legal pad in front of me, clicked the pen to extend the point and then began writing.
"Dear Grace,
By the time you read this I will be gone. It is a difficult decision for me, but one made necessary by your actions. It is all the more difficult because you did give me the best fifteen years of my life, but I do have to say that this last year has sucked big time.
I have loved you since the eighth grade and the happiest day of my life was the day you said "I do" and I slid my ring on your finger. That happiness blinded me to one simple fact. I was second best. You made a choice when you were in the eighth grade and that choice wasn't me. I was in the background as you and Dale started your journey. True, you did occasionally turn to me, but it was only temporary because you wanted company when Dale wasn't around, but I was still only second best even though I never thought it or even considered it.
But in the last nine months you have made it clear that I was only second best. Imagine, if you will, my surprise when Dave told me that Dale was back and working in the same office as you. Imagine my surprise when I found out that he had been back and working with you for six months. You never once mentioned to me that he was back. But then you never mentioned a lot of other things either. Things like having lunch with him almost every day. Things like having dinner with him every Monday night. Things like spending your "girl's night out" with him every Wednesday night at the Landing Strip. And oh yes, not to forget that you never mentioned the kissing and hand holding that you did every time the two of you were together.
There could have been more, much more I suppose, but I never had the heart to dig any deeper than I already had. What I have already listed here was enough to crush me. I doubt I could bear knowing anything else.
I love you enough to want you to be happy so I am getting out of the way and freeing you up to go with your first choice. The house is yours. I have taken the few things that I want and the rest is yours. I have taken half of the savings and checking accounts and five of the nine certificates of deposit that were in the safe deposit box.
I am going to leave it up to you to handle the divorce.
I hope you and Dale will be happy together.
Rob
++++++++++++++++++++
The company had been asking me for over a year to move to Baltimore and take over the office there. I had always turned them down because Grace and I were settled in and happy where we were. However, given the circumstances vis a vis Grace and Dale I no longer wanted to stay in town and I told my boss I would take the transfer.
I told the receptionist that I was getting divorced and that if Grace called not to tell her that I had transferred to Baltimore and then to tell her that she had been directed to not take any more of Grace's calls. I cancelled my cell phone service, signed up with a new provider and got a new phone number and then headed for Baltimore.
I was in Baltimore almost five weeks before Grace found out where I was. One morning my secretary rang me on the intercom and told me that I had a call on line 3. I picked up the phone and said:
"This is Rob."
"You are a hard man to find."
"Apparently not hard enough. What do you want Grace?"
"We need to talk Rob."
"No we don't Grace. It is -- what did you call it when I asked you about what happened between you and Dale all those years ago -- "A closed chapter in my life and I plan on keeping it that way?" That is where things are now Grace. It is a closed chapter."
"You don't understand Rob. What you saw isn't what you thought it was."
"Grace, there is no doubt that what I saw is exactly what I saw. Nice talking with you Grace. Bye."
I punched the button on the intercom and told Marge not to take any more calls from Grace and she laughed. "You have bigger problems than that boss. Apparently she called on her cell from here inside the building. Unless you plan on jumping out your fourth floor window to leave your office you will have to come out your office door and she is sitting right here."
I sighed and said, "You might as well send her in."
The door opened and Grace walked in and seeing her took my breath away. She was still the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. As she closed the door behind her I said:
"Why are you here Grace? What do you want?"
"You."
"What happened? Dale bail out on you?"
"Dale was never in a position to bail out on me. If you had taken the time to talk to me you would have known that."
"If I had taken the time to talk to you? The talk should have happened a year ago and it should have gone something like this. "Hey honey, guess what? Dale just moved back to town and he will working in my office with me." But that isn't what happened is it Grace? He was back six months before I heard about it and even then it wasn't from you. Then there were three more months without a word from you, and God knows I got nothing from you on what you were doing with Dale for those nine months. No Grace, don't you dare come in here and hit me with that I should have talked with you shit! You had nine months to talk to me and you never said a goddamned word. Now, why are you here?"
"I need your address and a key so I can move my stuff in."
"Move your stuff in?"
"Yes Rob, move my stuff in. You live here now and I'm your wife so I need to move here too. I quit my job, put the house up for sale and here I am."
"I don't understand. What about you and Dale?"
"There is no me and Dale. There never was a me and Dale. If you had come to me when you found out what you found out and had asked me what was going on I would have told you. The reason I never told you that Dale was back and in my office was that I was afraid that if you knew I wouldn't be able to do what I wanted to do. Our being there in the same office would have had an effect on your feelings and attitudes and knowing my past with Dale would have had an impact on what you thought.
"You are human Rob, and it would have been human nature for you to wonder and worry and some things might have happened that you might have read the wrong way. You might have gone looking for Dale to remind him that I wasn't his any more. You might have started stopping by my office more often or started coming down to the Strip on Wednesdays and I didn't want that. I needed to be able to go after Dale without any interference."
"You aren't making any sense here Grace. First you say that there was never was a Dale and you and now you are saying that you needed to be able to go after him without me getting in the way. From what I saw Grace, you got him. Or were all those necking sessions' just figments of my imagination?"
"No Rob, they weren't, and that's when you should have come to me and asked me just what I was doing."
"And that would have been?"
"Getting even Rob. Getting back at that asshole."
"Those were some pretty hot make out sessions with some one you think of as an asshole."
"Well he was an asshole Rob. Actually he still is an asshole. What else would you call someone who deliberately sets out to seduce another man's wife?"
"This conversation is not making any sense at all Grace. First there is no Dale and you and then it is I need to be kept in the dark so you could go after Dale. Next, he is an asshole, but I saw you in some pretty steamy make out sessions with the asshole and that is just what I saw. I have no idea of what went on that I didn't see, but nothing you have said so far adds up."
"I didn't do anything else Rob."
"That's what you say Grace, but given the circumstances I have no reason to believe you. In fact, I have every reason to doubt whatever you tell me. But that is neither here nor there. Right now I am at work and I have things to do so I don't have time for this."
"Fine. Give me your address and a key. I'll have dinner waiting when you get home and we can talk over dinner and a bottle of wine."
"I don't think so Grace. I made a clean break when I left. I said all I had to say in the letter that I left you. If you want to talk I'll give you that, but not at my place. There is a restaurant just down the street and I'll meet you there when I get off at five-thirty. I'll listen to what you have to say, but based on your actions of the past year don't be surprised if I don't believe much of what you say. Now if you will excuse me I really do have to get back to work."
She sat there and looked at me for several seconds and then she got up and left. As I watched the door close behind her I wondered what it was that she really wanted? The fact that she found me wasn't surprising because so many of our mutual acquaintances knew where I was, but why did she bother? I gave her what she wanted. I left and gave her and Dale a clear field.
Grace was sitting in a booth when I got to the restaurant and as I slid in across from her Albert, our waiter, asked me, "The usual Mr. Roberts?"
"Yes Albert, thank you."
"Still drinking vodka tonics with a twist of lime" Grace asked.
"Some things don't change."
Grace was silent for a couple of seconds and then said, "Why did you leave me a letter instead of just talking to me?"
"Why talk? I wouldn't have believed anything you would have said."
"I've never lied to you Rob."
"Sure you have Grace. You lied to me for nine months. Not outright maybe, but what you were doing behind my back was a lie. A lie of omission rather than commission, but a lie none the less."
"Even if you did feel that way you still should have talked to me instead of sneaking away."
"You can call it sneaking away if you like, but I left without facing you because I didn't think I could bear the pain of seeing the joy in your eyes when I set you free to be with Dale. I set you free Grace so you could be with Dale. Now, why are you here?"
"I'm here because this is where you are. That little matter of "till death do you part" that we agreed to eleven years ago."
"What about the "hold only unto you" part or are vows selective in your eyes?"
"I held to that part too Rob. There was nothing going on between Dale and me except in Dale's mind. I didn't tell you about Dale being back because I knew that you would never go along with what I wanted to do. You probably would have understood why I wanted to do it, but human nature would have gotten in the way of your letting me do it. There wasn't any way that you would have let me spend as much time with Dale as I needed without starting to worry that instead of my getting revenge I might end up back with Dale. You would wonder if I was really doing what I said I was or was I just using the revenge story as cover to be with Dale. Human nature Rob; no one is immune to it."
"Revenge? Revenge for what?"
"You remember when I flew out to San Francisco? Well, I didn't tell Dale I was coming. I found him shacked up with a big titted blonde. I asked her who she was and she told me that she was Dale's fiancée. I noticed that she wasn't wearing a ring and I commented on it and she told me that they just hadn't gotten around to picking it out yet. I took mine off and handed it to her, spit in Dale's face and came home. I carried a lot of anger around with me when I got home. Nine years of my life were spent believing that Dale and I were forever and then I found out that I had been replaced in less than three months. I buried my anger and then got on with my life.
"Then Dale came back. I saw him get out of his car from my office window and the sight of him brought all that buried anger back and I started thinking of ways that I could get back at him. I knew he was an arrogant asshole and I knew that as soon as he saw me he would try to convince me that the big titted bimbo was a mistake and that he was sorry and so forth and that's when I decided to stick it to him."
"And you couldn't tell me that?"
"No I couldn't. I was going to let him think that he could seduce me. I was going to lead him on and send him home with blue balls every chance I got and I knew that you would never go along with it so I never told you that he was back."
"And I'm supposed to believe that this seduction took nine months and that for nine months all you did was make out?"
"No Rob. In the first place it didn't go on for nine months. It was three weeks before Dale even knew that I worked there and when he came back he didn't come to my department. It was three and a half months before he started working in my office. Once he found out that I was there it took him three months before I was even civil to him and then another month and a half before I agreed to have lunch with him. He did know where we stopped on Wednesday nights for drinks and he started stopping, but I wouldn't have anything to do with him. I knew that he would keep trying so I made him work for it. I ignored him until he got me to have that first lunch with him.
"It went just as I knew it would. He'd made a big mistake. It was just that I had been the only one in his life and he wondered what other women were like and blah, blah, blah. By the time he realized that I was the one all along it was too late; I'd found out and walked out on him. He'd thought of me every day since and could I ever forgive him and on and on and on. After that first lunch it was two weeks before I let him dance with me at the bar and then after a couple of more lunches I agreed to have dinner with him on a Monday night.
"I let him think that he was slowly winning me over and we had just reached the light kissing and hand holding stage when you apparently found out that he was back. I'm guessing that is when you started watching to see what was going on."
"And all of that was supposed to be leading where?"
"He thought he was going to get me to cheat on you and I let him think that it might happen."
"Go on."
"I let the necking get gradually hotter and hotter. I let him play with my covered boobs and I let him get a hand up my dress a couple of times. I let him get as far as being able to touch my pussy through my panties with a finger before pushing his hand away. I even rubbed his erection through his trousers a couple of times. I kept saying no, that it wouldn't be right, that I was married and couldn't, but I never said it forcefully enough to drive him away. I led him on and on and I would have liked another month to mess with him, but I came home one night to find your letter and that changed everything. I needed to put him down right away and get to work on finding you. The night after I got your letter I nailed him."
"You nailed him?"
"I told him that you went out of town on business and that I couldn't fight the attraction anymore. I told him that I missed him and his strong arms and then I told him to get a motel room and call me with the room number and I would meet him there. Then I drove over to 12th Street and paid one of the street walkers to go meet him at the room. I told her that when he asked who she was she was to tell him that I had changed my mind and that I just couldn't see cheating on my husband with a guy who had a small cock, but that I'd felt guilty over making him pay for a room so I sent her instead.
"The next day he came into the office livid and before he could say anything I told him to fuck off and leave me alone or I'd file a sexual harassment complaint against him. Then I started looking for you."
"And I'm supposed to believe all of this?"
"Why not? It is all true. Think about it Rob. You were watching me so you know that I didn't do anything except make out with Dale. You could account for all of my time when I was at work, at the bar, at lunch time and on Monday nights and all the rest of the time I was with you. When could I have done anything else? Add to that the fact that the more time I spent with the asshole the more I appreciated what I had in you and that appreciation led to a renewed and very active sex life for us. You were way wrong in your letter Rob. Yes, you were second choice, but you were never second best Rob - never!"
I sat there looking at her and I wanted to believe her, but I still had doubts. True, I didn't see her do anything but kiss and hold hands, but then I really didn't watch her full time. After the first two weeks of watching I only checked on her at lunch time maybe one day out of five. Did I know what she did on the other four? I only watched her have dinner with Dale on a Monday four times and true, she did nothing but hold hands and kiss while I was watching, but what of the other nights when I wasn't there watching? Same with Wednesdays. I know what I saw on the nights I watched, but what about the others? Did I know that on the nights I wasn't watching they didn't go to the Strip, but went somewhere else?
What about the time she wasn't at work and was at home. Did she really go shopping when she left the house for four or five hours? When she left at eleven on Saturday to get her hair and nails done did I know that she didn't also squeeze in a visit with Dale and do him before she came home? I wanted to believe what she told me, but the doubts were there and she had planted those doubts when she hid from me the fact that Dale was back.
I told Grace what I'd just been thinking and then said, "Once you plant doubt it never goes away. It will sit in the back of your mind and just wait for something to trigger it. I don't know that I can live like that Grace. I've loved you for what seems like forever. I loved you enough to want you to be happy so I got out of the way so you and Dale could go forward. But I don't know that I love you enough to spend the rest of my life living with doubts. Something happens and you are a few hours late coming home and doubt is going to go to work and make me think "I wonder if she is with Dale." It won't matter what you tell me the cause was, I will still have had the thought. Phone calls with no one saying anything when I pick up will have me wondering if it was Dale. I get those kinds of calls now even living alone and they don't matter at all, but they will if we get back together and all because you didn't tell me about Dale.
"You leave the house to go shopping and when you come home I'll be looking at what you bought and thinking, "Did it really take her as long as she was gone to get that much or was some of the time spent doing something else and maybe with Dale." That isn't me Grace. That isn't the man I was before Dale came back, but that is the man I might become thanks to the doubt that you have planted in my mind. I really don't know that I can live like that Grace."
Grace reached across the table and took my hand in hers. "I'll just have to make damned sure that I don't do anything to wake that doubt up. I want you Rob. I need you. I need to be with you and I'll do whatever I have to do to prove it, but I guess I'm going to have to give you some time to think about it."
Dinner arrived and we ate in silence and when all the plates were cleared off the table and we had finished our coffee she reached for her purse.
"I need to find me a room for the night. Where is the closest motel?"
I was going to tell her where the Quality Inn was, but at the last second I said, "You can stay at my place."
She followed me to my apartment and when we were inside I told her to take the bedroom and I'd take the couch. "Nonsense" she said, "This is your home. I'll take the couch" and I didn't argue with her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The bed shifted and it woke me up and I started to sit up, but an arm went across my chest and Grace's voice came at me out of the darkness.
"Relax baby, it is just me." She snuggled up next to me and said, "This is where I'm supposed to be baby; this is where I need to be."



She kissed my shoulder and minutes later I heard the relaxed, easy breathing that told me that she had fallen asleep. I laid there looking up at the ceiling and thinking:
"This feels right. This just feels so right" and I drifted off to sleep.
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She looked at herself in the dressing table mirror and wondered why she was wasting her time with putting on makeup when it didn't matter. A short skirt, a low cut blouse and high heels was all it was going to take. She could have a bag over her head and it wouldn't matter one little bit; she knew she would be hit on before the waitress even got there to take her drink order.
As she prepared herself for going out to get laid she wondered what her husband was doing at that very moment. Would Jake be sitting in a motel room flipping channels on the TV, would he be wining and dining a client, or would he be sitting in a lounge waiting for someone like her to walk in the door? The bastard better be staying faithful she thought even as she herself prepared not to be. If Jake would stay home and take care of business she would be staying home. If his sales trips would take him out of town on Monday and bring him home on Friday she would stay home. As much as she loved and craved sex she could still get by with a Friday night, a Saturday and a Sunday, but staying away for two, three and sometimes even four weeks when all she got was a phone call? No fucking way. Shit, sometimes she didn't even get the phone call. It didn't make sense to her, not even a little bit. Jake made good money and there was no reason for him to be cheap, and that's all it was -- Jake was cheap!
"Long distance phone calls cost money babe and I don't need to call you every night just to tell you that I sold sixty-five widgets that day and that I love you and miss you. Christ babe, you already know what you mean to me and how much I love you."
"Coming home every weekend is a waste of money babe, money that we can use for other things. The cost of coming home comes out of my pocket sweetie, but if I stay on the road the motels and meals are a business expense and I can write them off."
When she complained about their not spending time together he had said, "Plenty of time for that later sweetie. Right now we need to be putting money away against a rainy day."
She had tried, she really had. When Jake had taken the job she had managed to be good for almost six months, but it had been hard, very hard. She had been a virgin when she had met Jake and he had taken her cherry on their fifth date and she had become a fuck crazy little slut for him. He had gotten her used to having sex two or three times a day, five and six days a week. He had turned her into a fuck bunny that craved sex and then he had put her in a position where she only got laid when he was home from his sales trips. She went from a hell of a lot to very little almost over night, but she had managed it. She had coped with it right up till the night he called her to tell her he wouldn't be home for another week. He had already been gone for three weeks and she was climbing walls waiting for him to get home that Friday. She planned on fucking him to within an inch of his life. She was going to fuck him so hard and so much that he would quit the traveling job and get one that would keep him in bed with her every night. When he had called and told her he wouldn't be home for another week she had hung up the phone and then she had sat down and cried.
When the tears were done she had said to herself, "I am not going to sit here and feel sorry for myself and I am not going to sit here and stare at the TV for another week." She had showered, dressed and then she had gone out for dinner and a movie. On her way home she had passed by a lounge that had a huge lighted sign out front that said, "Live music Thursday through Saturday." She decided to stop and have a drink and listen to the music. The place was busy and all she could find was a seat at the bar. She sat down, ordered a Screwdriver and turned to watch the band. They were pretty good and she sat there tapping her feet to the music.
The man sitting to her right said, "Haven't seen you in here before."
"First time for me."
"Any special reason?" he asked as he checked out her hand for rings. "Like a husband in the band maybe?"
"No, no special reason. I just needed to get out of the house."
"I see that you are bouncing around on your seat in time to the music. Could that possibly be an indication that you might like to dance?"
The dance led to a few more and the man, Hal or Harry or something like that had bought her drink after drink. He gradually held her closer and closer as the evening progressed and she felt his hard cock press into her leg and her tummy. When they gave last call he had simply said, "Your place or mine?" and she hadn't hesitated to say, "Mine. I need to be home in case my husband calls.
Just that quickly she had become a 'fallen woman' not that she regretted it. It had been just what she needed, a night full of sex with no emotional involvement. In the morning he had asked if he could see her again and she had said no.
"It was nice, but it was a mistake. I was pissed at my husband and you were in the right place at the right time and you got lucky, but I don't plan on making any more mistakes like last night."
She had walked him to the door, kissed him goodbye and then had closed the door determined never to be unfaithful to Jake ever again. That determination had lasted all of two days and then she went out to find another one night stand.
Since then she had been to bed with so many men that she had lost count, but none ever more than a one-night stand. She didn't want a relationship, she just wanted sex. And sex she had gotten; sometimes more than she was looking for. She remembered the night she had gone out after talking to Jake on the phone and had gone to the apartment of a man she had met in a bar. They had been bouncing on the bed when the man's roommate had come home and it was seven in the morning before the two men couldn't help her any more. Sexually it was one of her favorite memories because it was one of the few times that she had been fully satisfied. The other time brought back fond memories also, but had scared her enough that she had never let it happen again. It had been the only time she had done it on the back seat of a car in a parking lot and it was only supposed to be a quickie as she had to get home so she would be there if Jake called. But a line had formed and it was three hours and seventeen men later before she got home. She had often wondered what it would have been like to have those same seventeen men in her bedroom for an entire night. She wondered, but she never intended to find out. Maybe some night she might try three or four, maybe.
She stepped through the door and paused long enough to let her eyes adjust to the low light conditions. She looked around and spotted an empty horseshoe shaped booth against the back wall and she headed for it. She smiled to herself at the knowledge that every male eye in the place was on her as she made her way across the room and she put a little extra sway in her shapely ass. She ordered her Screwdriver and was not in the least bit surprised when the waitress brought it back to her and told her that it had been taken care of "By the table over there" and she pointed at a table where two men were sitting and looking her way. She smiled at them, raised her glass in salute and then took her first sip. Then the ritual began.
"Would you care to dance?" and of course she did, first with one and then the other, several times.
"Can we buy you another drink?" and again the answer was "Of course."
"The place is filling up. How about we join you in your booth and free up our table for someone else?"
She found herself between the two men in the booth which put her where they could both put their hands on her which of course they did. Several more drinks and several more dances and several sessions of "busy hands" had her hot and ready. During the course of the evening two more men had joined the three of them in the booth and she remembered her earlier thought -- "Maybe three or four" -- and decided why not? It was a Friday night and she didn't have to work the next day and Jake wouldn't call before noon.
The heavy necking began. Hot, hungry kisses, hands inside her blouse, hands up her skirt and fingers in her pussy, her hands on hard throbbing cocks under the table as the men took turns sitting next to her.
"Christ" one said, "I think she would do us right here in the booth. How about it honey? You want it here and now?"
She had smiled at him and had raised herself up off the seat. "Can you get under me? If you can I'll sit on it."
"Yeah, right" another one had said, "And then we all go to jail for public indecency. No, I've got a better idea. Let's get out of here and find a good, strong bed."
The Bide-A-Wee motel wasn't much more than a 'hot sheet' joint, but the bed was strong and it was six in the morning before the men called it quits. She had tried to get one more time out of each of them, but she had worn them out. When they had gone she debated taking a shower and cleaning herself up -- she had cum all over her body, on her face and in her hair -- but she decided to wait until she got home. She looked at herself in the cracked mirror and saw all the love bites on her tits and on her neck. Damned good thing that Jake wouldn't be back for a week, she thought, those are going to need some time to go away. Her nylons were ruined so she tossed them in the wastebasket. She pulled on her panties to keep the cum from leaking out and staining the car seat and then she pulled her dress over her head and slipped it on. She stepped into her heels, picked up her bra and put it in her purse and took one last look around the room to imprint it in her mind.
She would remember this night. Her first triple penetration, her first anal gangbang as the four men had used her butt-hole one right after the other, and it was also the first time she had had two cocks in her pussy at the same time. She winced at that memory, definitely something that she would not do again. But it had been pretty much a fun night and very sexually satisfying. She decided that she would definitely do it again, maybe next Friday. No, not then because Jake would be home. Maybe the Friday after.
Once in the front door she kicked her heels off and headed for the laundry room. She took off her dress and tossed it on the floor and then she took off her panties, wiped her crotch with them and then dropped them down on top the dress. She headed up the stairs toward the bedroom while debating on whether to take a shower or soak in the tub. It wasn't until she reached the top of the steps that the premonition that something wasn't quite right hit her. The house did not "feel" like it had when she left to go out. Something was different, but she couldn't quite put her finger on it. She felt an 'unease' and then suddenly something clicked in her brain and she turned and went back to the head of the stairs and looked down into the living room. There was a briefcase sitting on the coffee table and as soon as she saw it a cold hand clutched her heart. Almost in a trance she turned and walked to the bedroom and looked in at Jake who was just swinging his legs over the side of the bed.
"I heard you come in," he said as he looked her way and whatever else he was going to say died in his throat as he got a good look at her.
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It was just another Christmas party and I wasn't even sure why I had come. Probably just tired of sitting at home and watching the TV. I hadn't expected her to be there and truth be told I wouldn't have come had I known she would be around. Our eyes meet across the room and she quickly turned away and I thought fleetingly of "The Road Not Taken."
It was my junior year in high school when Sandra moved into the neighborhood. We met and introduced ourselves at the buss stop and from then on we were almost inseparable. She gave me her virginity on prom night and everyone in our circle of friends knew we would be getting married eventually. We graduated and moved on to college were we rented an apartment and lived together. Nothing was said of marriage; there was an unspoken agreement that college had to be finished first. No relationship is perfect and we had our ups and downs. A couple of times we fought and she moved out; we made up and she moved back in. I never knew for sure, but I thought it likely that during our separations she went to bed with other guys, but so what, my bed didn't stay empty either.
In our last year Sandy started making marriage noises. What kind of wedding should we have, should we keep it small, would it be best to wait until we were established in our new careers and stuff like that. I don't know if Sandy noticed my silence on the subject or not, but the truth was that I really wasn't ready for marriage. I'd seen what had happened to a lot of my friends who had tied the knot early and I did not want that for myself. I didn't want to be tied down with a wife and kids by the time I was twenty-five. I wanted to experience some things, enjoy myself, go places and do things before taking on the responsibility of a family. So I made appropriate noises when Sandy talked, but I never committed to a thing. Senior year flew by and suddenly there I was, sheepskin in hand, and Sandy was starting to press me on the wedding plans issue.
"I think we need to wait until we get established honey. Let's give it a year or so."
We both found work in our career fields and the marriage talk was forgotten as we submerged ourselves in our new jobs. Some things didn't change just because we were no longer in school. We still had arguments and Sandy would move out and then we would make up and she would move back in. We both developed new interests and did a lot of new things without the other being involved, but we stayed together. Two years went by and then the wedding talk started again, but I was no more ready to commit then than I had been in college. This time however Sandy picked up on my reticence and after a couple of months she said, "What's the matter Paul, you don't want to marry me?"
The truth was that I didn't want to marry anybody, at least not at that time, but how to put it off gracefully? I decided to tell Sandy the truth and surprisingly she seemed to understand.
"It isn't me, right? You just want to wait?"
"Yes honey, I just want to wait."
Another year went by and then one night at dinner Sandy hit me with, "It is time to shit or get off the pot Paul. I want babies, but I don't want to be the forty year old mother of a two year old and looking to go to the kid's high school graduation looking like a grandmother."
I still didn't want to get married and I knew that it wouldn't be until I was in my thirties that I would be. I decided that it wasn't fair to Sandy to keep her hanging around especially now that she had told me how she felt. It was time for me to bail out, but I didn't want to be the one who broke us up so I gave her what I thought she could use to put an end to our relationship.
"Sandy, you are a beautiful woman and a lovely person, and you know how much I care for you, but I don't think that we are right for each other. The woman I spend the rest of my life with has to have just a touch of the slut in her."
"You are shitting me. You want a slut for a wife?"
"No, not a slut, just a woman with a touch of slutishness. I don't want someone with round heels, but I do want someone who will cut loose once in a while, let it all hang out."
"Oh wow Paul, I never knew that about you."
And that is as far as it went. I had expected Sandy to pack up and go storming out, but all I got was an, "Oh wow."
A month went by with out any more wedding talk and then one night Sandy and I attended a party given by some good friends. As the night progressed I saw that Sandy had imbibed a little more than usual and that for some reason she was in a dancing mood. She stayed out on the makeshift dance floor and danced with guy after guy and not just any old dancing either. What she was doing with her partners could only be called 'dirty dancing' as guys were grinding into her and she was grinding back. I saw several guys cop a feel and I saw a couple of them kiss her and she kissed them back. The party started to lose steam around two in the morning and Jeff, the host, came to me for a favor. I know you don't drink Paul so I know that you are sober. But I have a bunch here who are so sloshed that I have taken their car keys away from them. Could I talk you into giving them a ride home?" I told him I would and he went off to round them up. I tried to put Pam and Jack in the back seat with either Chris or Tony, but Jack wasn't having any of it.
"Those drunken assholes are just waiting for a chance to get their hands on Pam."
So I loaded Jack and Pam in the front with me and Sandy got in the back with Tony and Chris. We were about ten minutes from the party when I heard giggling from the backseat. I adjusted the rearview mirror and I saw that Chris and Tony had Sandy's blouse open and her bra pushed up and each one was sucking on a tit. Sandy saw me watching in the mirror and she winked at me and blew me a kiss. I was stunned and the sight held me frozen until a honking horn brought my attention back to my driving. Then I was going through a construction zone and the road took my full attention. When next I was able to look Sandy had her head back on the seat and she was moaning as both guys munched on her tits, but this time she had Tony's cock in one hand and Chris's cock in the other. My attention bounced from the road to the mirror and back all the way to Jack and Pam's house. By the time I pulled into their drive the guys had Sandy's skirt up to her waist and Tony was finger fucking her.
I helped Pam and Jack get into their house and when I got back to the car Sandy had her head in Tony's lap sucking his cock while Chris was on his knees behind her fucking either her ass or pussy. I was so stunned by the turn of events that I didn't know what to do. Sandy's moaning distracted the hell out of me on the drive to Tony's apartment and I'm surprised I didn't wreck us by not paying more attention to where we were going. I was looking in the mirror as Tony came in Sandy's mouth. I saw cum leak out of the corners of her mouth as she tried to swallow it all. She kept on sucking him until he grew hard again and by then Chris had cum so Sandy spun around and started sucking Chris while Tony entered her from the back. I pulled up in front of Tony's apartment about ten minutes later and stopped and he said, "A minute more man, I'm almost there, almost there" and then he grunted and Sandy moaned "Oh yes" and then Tony pulled back and said, "Awesome pussy man, totally awesome." He fell getting out of the car and I got out to help him up and supported him as he staggered up to his apartment door.
When I got back to the car Sandy was on her back, legs kicking in the air, and Chris was between her legs and pounding her pussy hard. All the way to Chris's place I got to listen to, "That's it baby, fuck me, fuck me hard. Like that baby, hard, just like that, oh yes, oh yes, harder baby, harder." When we got to Chris's place I had to sit and wait for almost five minutes until he got his rocks off. When he got out of the car Sandy got out of the back and slid onto the front seat next to me. She put her hand on my cock and said, "Well lover, was that slutty enough for you?"
The memory of that night came back to me as I looked across the room at Sandy. I had shoved her away from me, "Get the fuck away from me you fucking whore!"
Sandy had gotten a stricken look on her face, "What's the matter baby?"
"You know damned well what's the matter. How could you do that to me? How could you do what you just did to those two guys?"
"But honey, I just did what you wanted. You said you wanted some one who could be a slut once in a while."
"No I didn't! I distinctly said that I didn't want a round-heeled slut, just some one who could be a little slutty once in a while. Where a shorter skirt, a higher heel, a lower cut blouse; some one who would act like you did on the dance floor tonight. I didn't say a fucking thing about being a whore."
Her face had turned pale, "But you...., oh my God, what have I done."
"You killed us Sandy, that's what you did."
She moved out while I was at work the next day.
It was a year before I saw her again at a party. She was three months pregnant and holding hands with her new hubby of five months. We barely acknowledged each other and I avoided her for the rest of the evening. From time to time I hear about her from mutual friends. She has three kids now and seems to be very happy. As for me, I finally reached the point where I was ready to settle down. Funny thing though, I couldn't find anyone to settle down with. I looked and I looked, but the only one that was a fit for me was gone.
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"You miserable, rotten son of a bitch! You did that and then you had the nerve to come home and climb into bed with me? Did it even enter that fucking head of yours that she could have given you something and that you could have brought it home and given it to me? Jesus Ryan, you are so disgusting that you make me want to puke."
"Oh come on Joyce, it didn't mean nothing. So I got drunk and got a little carried away. It wasn't cool and I'm sorry."
He stepped forward to put his arms around me and I shoved him away. He tripped going backwards and fell on the floor as I yelled at him, "You keep your filthy fucking hands off of me." I was so god damned mad at him that I looked around for a lamp or something to hit him with, but nothing was in reach. I stood there looking down at him and then I turned and ran from the apartment. When I got to the parking lot I realized I'd run off and left my purse on the table and my car keys were in my purse. I damned sure wasn't going back into the apartment – the mood I was in I was liable to kill Ryan. There was a park about twelve blocks away and I decided to go there and sit on a park bench and think of some way to make Ryan pay.
It was supposed to be a glorious weekend for us. It would be the first time in over three months that our work schedules gave us a weekend off together. It didn't start out well. I expected Ryan to rush home from work so we could get busy catching up on our sex life, but at six-thirty, after I'd been tapping my foot impatiently for an hour, he called and said he'd gotten hung up and would try and be home around ten. He tried to make it sound like he was stuck at work, but from the noises I heard in the background I figured that he was in a bar somewhere. Probably stopped with the boys after work for a drink or two and was having a hard time breaking away from them. I was pissed, but I'd been there and done that with the girls that I worked with.
He came home at nine-thirty, a very happy drunk, and he pulled a John Wayne impression as he came in the door. "Woman of the house, I'm home."
"I'm in the bedroom playing with your dinner" and I got busy stuffing a couple of fingers in my quim.
He came into the room shedding clothes and hollering, "Lass, have you no shame? To play with a man's dinner is a high crime. Cease and desist this very minute and let me have that which is mine by right."
It was a fun filled night, if you consider a lot of sex fun (which I do) and we fell asleep exhausted and in each other's arms.
The trouble started in the morning. I got up and went into the kitchen and put on the coffeepot and then I went and took a shower. Ryan was still asleep when I finished toweling off so I dressed and decided to throw a load of laundry in and get it done early. I picked up the trail of clothes that Ryan had left behind him on the floor on his way to the bed. I went through the pockets and put what I found on the dresser and then I went to throw the clothes into the laundry basket. I didn't see it until the clothes were falling toward the basket, but as soon as I saw it I knew what it was and a cold hand clutched at my heart. I reached down into the basket and pulled them out for a closer look. No mistake – none – there was lipstick on Ryan's underpants. My first impulse was to grab something and go over to the bed and wail on Ryan and probably the only reason I didn't was that if he was in the hospital I couldn't get the story. I took his briefs with me and went into the kitchen where I sipped coffee and waited for Ryan to get up.
I am not a patient person. I was on my fourth cup of coffee and Ryan was still in bed so I soaked a dishrag in cold water and went back into the bedroom. Holding the rag over his head I squeezed it and watched the water fall on him and then had the pleasure of seeing him sit up sputtering. "What the ---, God damn it Joyce, what did you do that for?"
"For the fun of it asshole. Get your sorry ass out of bed; you and I have some talking to do."
I went back into the kitchen, sat down and waited. It took him about five minutes to collect himself and get to the kitchen. He poured himself a cup of coffee and then sat down at the table across from me. "What the hell is wrong with you Joyce? That ain't no way to be waking me up."
"Stop your bitching Ryan. I could have, and probably should have, done it with a cast iron frying pan."
I tossed his underwear on the table in front of him and said, "Tell me all about the lipstick you stud you."
He hemmed and hawed and tried to pretend he was too drunk to remember, but I didn't let up. Then it wasn't really his fault, his buddies put her up to it, he tried to fight her off, but his buddies held him down, yadda, yadda, yadda.
"So you fucked her."
"It wasn't like that Joyce, I didn't know what I was doing."
"You fucked her you miserable bastard and then you came home to me with her stink still on you" and then it got loud and here I was walking down the street and away from our apartment.
I sat on the park bench looking up at the sky and trying to put names on the different cloud formations as they passed over. I didn't have my watch so I had no idea how long I'd sat there. I was lost in thought when I heard a voice say, "It ain't natural for a pretty girl like you to be so serious on such a pretty day."
I looked over and saw an old black man sitting on the other end of the bench. I had been so lost in thought that I had never noticed him sitting down.
"I beg your pardon?"
"I said it just ain't natural for a pretty girl like you to be sitting here and being so serious on such a pretty day."
I looked around and said, "It is a beautiful day, isn't it. Too bad life sucks and it keeps you from enjoying it."
"Oh come on now Missy, what in your young life could possibly be so bad?"
I don't know why I did it, I had no real reason to, but I lied to the man. I told him that I was new in town, that my purse had been snatched, that I had no money and no place to go and I didn't have any idea what to do. I couldn't even call home because no one would be there until later in the evening and even then I couldn't call because I didn't even have a quarter to initiate the call from a pay phone. He gave me a long look and then he said, "Maybe old Otis can help you out. You don't have nothing to do until you can call home, right?"
I nodded my head yes.
"Maybe I can help you earn some money."
He saw the look that came over my face and noticed the way I sat up and drew back from him and he chuckled. "No, no Missy, nothing like that although a pretty girl like you could do real well at it. No Missy, what I have in mind is a little more menial. I live alone and I guess I never learned how to keep my place clean. Never had to, always had Martha and the two girls to do it. Even now the oldest, Lucy, comes over every other week and sees to the place, but she and her husband been visiting down to Georgia three weeks now. So if it wouldn't be beneath you I'd be willing to pay you seventy-five dollars to clean my place."
Well, what the hell. I had no money, no car, no credit cards and I didn't want to go back to the apartment, at least not just yet, and I couldn't spend all day sitting on a park bench. "Sure, I can do that." I stuck out my hand, "I'm Joyce, your new maid."
Otis lived two blocks from the park in a second floor apartment. I don't know why, but I was expecting to walk into an apartment that was a disaster area. I was surprised to find the place as neat as a pin. It slowly dawned on me that the old man didn't need anyone to clean his apartment, he was just trying to help someone in trouble without making it look like a hand out. Suddenly I felt like a shit for lying to him, but I couldn't back up so I did the next best thing – I attacked his apartment with a vengeance. I dusted, I mopped, I vacuumed and I polished furniture. I did two loads of laundry and I was in his kitchen doing the dishes while he sat at the kitchen table, sipping iced tea and watching me. Something about the way he was looking at me made me ask, "Why are you looking at me like that?"
"Oh no Missy, we don't want to go there."
I grinned at him, "What's the matter Otis, you think you can shock me. I'm the girl who just finished handling your dirty underwear."
"That might be Missy, but they is still some things old Otis needs to stay shy of."
Suddenly I understood. "How long has it been since you've had a women Otis?"
He chuckled, "You pretty sharp for a young girl Missy, but that ain't really it either."
I knew what it was then; I had suspected, but now I was sure. The question then became, "What now Joyce?"
I suppose that if I wasn't pissed at Ryan I never would have considered it, but I was pissed at Ryan and that is why I was in this old black man's kitchen in the first place. Two thoughts flowed through my mind bumping into each other. One was that I wanted to do something to get even with Ryan and the other was that this kindly old black man had extended his hand to me in what he thought was my hour of need. How do you repay something like that? Any other time I wouldn't have done it, but then any other time I wouldn't have been in that kitchen.
"Let me rephrase the question Otis. When was the last time you had a white woman or have you ever had one?"
I could tell by his eyes that I'd hit the nail right on the head. "Well?" I asked.
He eyed me silently for several long moments and then he said, "I ain't never."
I forgot about my need to get back at Ryan and the only thought in my head at that moment was that Otis deserved something nice for being so nice and so I pulled my sweater up over my head, unsnapped my bra and stepped out of my shorts and panties. I walked over and knelt down in front of Otis and reached for his belt buckle as I said, "Come on Otis baby, let Joyce see what you got."
What I had planned on being a slow, leisurely 'thank you' fuck turned into something else. I was a slut! I was an absolute wanton slut! I fished his cock out and then I licked, sucked and stroked it until I thought he was close to cumming and then I stood up and straddled him, still sitting on the kitchen chair, and lowered myself down onto his cock. He came quick that first time and then I pulled him into the bedroom and sucked his cock until he was hard again. I sucked him, I fucked him, and I even gave him my ass. I wrung that old man dry and then I fell asleep next to him on his bed.
I hadn't planned on spending the night. The plan was for me to go home and let Ryan think that I had spent all day walking around pissed and not tell him about Otis. When I woke up to Otis fingering my pussy while daylight streamed in the window it became obvious that I was going to need a new plan. I spread my legs and Otis moved between them and proceeded to start the day off right. Otis and I made love three more times that morning and both of us would have liked to continue, but I needed to get home before Ryan called the cops and reported me missing. He might have already done it, but I doubted it. He would still be feeling guilty over what he had done and pissed over my pushing him onto his ass.
My new plan was to go home and let Ryan see the cum running down my leg and then say, "Okay, now we are even. If you ever do it to me again I know right where to go to get my revenge."
Not that we were or ever would be even. The last thing I did before I left Otis was to tell him the truth and give him my phone number. "The next time you need maid service call me. I'm pretty good at cleaning and polishing. I did do a good job of cleaning your pipes and polishing your knob, didn't I?"
No, Ryan and I would never be even because I would probably be fucking that old black man for years to come, but I'd damned sure make sure that Ryan knew that if he ever cheated on me again I'd make his life a living hell.
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I guess, unless you are a total dumb shit, that you can pretty much figure that your marriage is over when your wife comes home trailing three black guys behind her and the four of them head straight for the bedroom. It is a rather blunt way of saying, "Fuck you dear." But I guess that I had asked for it. Well, the marriage was dead but I still had my pride and it was my house. I went into my den and unlocked my center desk drawer. Taking out the Colt 1911A1 I slid a magazine in and racked the slide back. I tucked it between my belt and the small of my back and then I headed for the bedroom.
One of the men was sitting on the side of the bed with his trousers down around his ankles and Mary Kaye was on her knees getting ready to take him in her mouth. All eyes turned to me when I walked into the room and I said, "I guess I can't stop the bitch for being a whore if that is what she wants, but it ain't going to happen in my bedroom. Take your little party down the hall to the spare bedroom."
The man on the bed said, "No white boy. You get your ass out of this room and you won't get hurt."
"I was sure that you were going to say something like that so I brought friends to the party." I reached behind me and brought the .45 out. "There's one in the pipe and six in the magazine. That makes it eight of us and only three of you. If you want to avoid the leakage of bodily fluids you'll either take it down the hall or get the hell out of the house – your choice."
"If you didn't have that gun I'd whip your white ass. Why don't you put it down and fight for your woman like a man."
"If you were alone I'd kick your sorry black ass from here to the city limit sign and back, but you aren't alone and I'm not stupid. Besides, where I come from white women who fuck niggers are called pigs and a man doesn't fight over a pig. Now take your pig and get out of my bedroom."
The other two blacks looked at the man on the bed as if asking what they should do and he gave me a hard look which I sent right back at him. Finally he looked away and pulled up his pants. As the four of them were leaving the room I said, "When your guests leave Mary Kaye, start packing. I want you out of here no later than tomorrow afternoon."
"Hey, it's my house too."
"That's for the lawyers and a judge to decide. Now get your sorry ass out of my sight."
I guess a man in the house with a gun made them nervous because instead of moving to the spare bedroom they left the house. I had a couple of stiff drinks and then I went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I knew that our marriage was in trouble, but until that night I guess I didn't realize just how bad I'd let things get. Mary Kaye and I had been married twelve years and as marriages go it was probably like most marriages. We had our ups and downs, but it seemed to be working. The ups always outnumbered the downs. The trouble started when the company I worked for went bankrupt. I spent a month looking for a new job before finally admitting to myself that I wasn't going to find anything in the area. I called my folks and had them send me the want ads from my hometown newspaper. I answered several and three weeks later Mary Kaye and I put our house on the market and moved back to our hometown.
The first thing Mary Kaye did when we found a place to stay was call all her girlfriends and let them know that we were back in town. Once back in the bosom of friends and family Mary Kaye was happier than I had seen her in a long time. Before long she was back in the swing of things. It seemed that not a week went by when there wasn't a Tupperware party, an Avon party, wine tastings and the like. Mary Kaye joined the Tuesday night women's bowling league and at least every other week the girls had a card party. Mary Kaye was happy and when she was happy she kept me happy.
A year went by and one night at a party celebrating my parents thirty-fifth wedding anniversary I was sitting on the patio sipping a beer when my brother Frank came out and sat down with me. We were making small talk and he said, "Every thing okay between you and Mary Kaye?"
"Now that's a strange question for you to be asking. What's on your mind?"
"Oh nothing really. I just wondered if you've noticed any changes in her lately."
"No, why?"
"Probably nothing."
"Oh no you don't Frank. You have something on your mind. Spit it out Frank."
"Well, I just wondered if you knew about the crowd she's running with."
"Hell yes. We all went to school together and Mary Kaye has known most of them since grade school."
"That was then. Things have changed a lot since you've been gone. They aren't the happy go lucky bunch that you knew when you were here."
"You going to explain that to me?"
"Janice has been married four times since high school and each divorce came about when the current hubby found her in bed with some one else. Mary Ellen has been married three times and her first two divorces happened because she ran with Janice and played the same games. Helen is pretty much the town slut. She hangs out at the Landing Strip and goes home with a different guy every night. Sally's husband is in Iraq right now, but her bed hasn't been empty since he shipped out. The worst of the bunch, at least to me, is Barb. She has been known to pull trains in the pool hall over in Darktown. She actually had the gall to tell my wife that she hadn't lived until she tried a black man. This is the posse that Mary Kaye is running with right now. I'm not saying that Mary Kaye is doing anything wrong, but was I you brother, I'd keep a close eye on my wife and be ready to jump in with both feet if you see her getting too close and chummy with that bunch."
Frank got up and walked back in to the party. What absolute and utter bullshit! No way Mary Kaye would let that bunch corrupt her. She liked to party and have a good time, but I knew my wife and she was not slut material.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Bullshit or no, I did find myself keeping closer track of Mary Kaye and her comings and goings. Not that I was suspicious or anything like that, but if Frank was thinking things like that then other people were too and I wanted to be able to step up and defend my wife's reputation when the time came. But as soon as I started watching I began to notice some things that I hadn't noticed before. Mary Kaye seemed to be leaving earlier and coming home later on her nights out with the girls. It might have been my imagination, but on a couple of nights she came home late and I was still awake and I got what might have been a 'guilty look' as Mary Kaye headed for the bathroom to "wash off the stink of cigarette smoke."
I started paying closer attention and I noticed that when she came home her makeup all looked like it had been freshly put on. One night she left wearing nylons and came home with bare legs and on another night she left home wearing a bra and although I didn't see her take her sweater off when she came home I saw the way it sagged and I'd swear in court that she wasn't wearing that bra when she came home. The night that sent me into spy mode was the night she went bowling, came home, and we made love. She smelled fresh and clean and when I sucked on her tit I tasted Irish Spring soap. This after supposedly spending five hours in a bowling alley and a bar that was filled with heavy smokers. No cigarette stink, no body odor, no taste of the traces that sweat would leave behind. She was like she had just come out of a shower. I fell asleep that night with a very troubled mind.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next night when I got home from work Mary Kaye had dinner on the table ready for me. She was dressed up to go out and I asked her what was up.
"Nothing much. Barb is having a lingerie party and I thought that I would run over and pick up a little something that might light your fire."
"What time are you going to be home? You know, just in case I might want you to model it for me."
"It should be over by ten-thirty so I should be home by eleven."
I gave her a five-minute head start and then I headed for Barb's place. I parked down the block and I had no sooner turned off my engine than Barb and Mary Kaye came out of the apartment, got in Barb's car and drove off. I gave them a two-block head start and then I followed them. They drove to a mall and Mary Kaye got out and ran inside while Barb waited in the car. Ten minutes later Mary Kaye came out with a shopping bag, got in the car and they drove off with me close behind. It took them fifteen minutes to get where they were going – it was Darktown. Darktown was not the official name of the area, just what people called the section of town where most of the colored lived. Barb's car turned into a parking lot next to a building and I pulled over to the curb and waited to see what would happen. A minute or so later the two women came out of the parking lot and went around to the front door and went inside. I pulled away from the curb and slowly drove past the building. The neon sign in the window read Grady's Billiard Parlor and I remembered Frank telling me that Barb was known to pull trains at a pool hall in Darktown.
There was a department store across the street that was closed for the night and its parking lot was half full, probably from the overflow from Grady's. I pulled in and found a slot that would let me keep an eye on the pool hall. Trying to get out of the car and look inside was out of the question. A white man down there would stick out like a sore thumb. I settled down to watch the entrance. An hour went by and then Barb, Mary Kaye and three black guys came out and walked to the parking lot. The five of them stood and talked for a minute or so and then Barb and two of the men headed for a car toward the back of the lot. Barb and one man got in the back and the other man got in the front and turned so that he could look over the seat into the back. Two minutes later Barb's legs came up in a wide "vee" that left no doubt as to what was going on. Meanwhile Mary Kaye and the third black guy were still standing there talking. Mary Kaye looked over where Barb had gone and saw her legs come up. The man said something to her and I saw her shake her head no. He said something else and I saw her look again at where Barb was and then she shrugged and the two of them walked to Barb's car and got in the front. They talked for a couple of minutes and then the man pulled Mary Kaye to him and they started necking. About three minutes later the man put his hand behind Mary Kaye's head and pushed it down out of sight. A couple of minutes later the dome light of the car Barb was in came on and I looked over to see the man she had just fucked get out of the car and the man in the front seat get in back to take his place. A minute later Barb's legs came up again and the black man who had gotten out of the car stood there and watched for a minute or so. He then turned away and walked over to Barb's car and got in on the passenger side.
Another two or three minutes went by and them Mary Kaye's head came up and the man she had just sucked off got out of the car and walked over to get in line for Barb. I looked back at Barb's car and saw that Mary Kaye's head had disappeared again. For the next thirty minutes it was musical cars as Barb got fucked and Mary Kaye sucked. I looked at my watch and saw that things were going to have to break up soon if Mary Kaye was going to be home on time.
I saw Barb and her last fucker of the evening get out of the car and walk over to Barb's car. She and the man said something and then the man headed back into the pool hall. Barb stood there watching Mary Kaye give her blow job until Mary Kaye's had came up and Barb tapped her watch to indicate that it was time to go. The man in the car with Mary Kaye went back into the pool hall and Barb got in her car and started it up. I saw Mary Kaye smile and say something and then wipe her mouth with the back of her hand. The backup lights came on and they backed out of their parking space and headed for Barb's apartment. I headed home to wait.
At eleven fifteen Mary Kaye came in carrying the shopping bag I'd seen her carry out of the mall. I was sitting on the couch and she grinned at me and said, "If this little number doesn't light your fire you are dead and beyond help. Be right back."
She hurried to the bathroom and was back in three minutes wearing a black something that would have give a stone statue a hard on.
"Like?" she asked as she twirled in front of me. I just sat there watching. When I didn't respond she gave me a questioning glance and then came over and sat on my lap. She felt my hard dick and said, "Oooh, you do like." She took my head in her hands and went to kiss me, but I put my hand in the middle of her chest and shoved her away. She landed on the floor with a thump.
"What the fuck did you do that for?" she yelled.
"You haven't brushed your teeth yet."
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"It means that you should at least brush your teeth and gargle with something before trying to kiss me after sucking off three black assholes in Grady's parking lot."
"What are you talking about?"
"I followed you tonight Mary Kaye. To the mall where you bought that rag and then to Grady's Billiard Parlor. I saw the whole sorry mess Mary Kaye, right down to your wiping your mouth with the back of your hand when you were done."
Mary Kaye turned white as a sheet, started to blubber and then got up and ran for the bedroom. I got up and turned out the lights and headed for the spare bedroom. With the uncertainty now gone I didn't have any trouble falling asleep.
I was up first and was sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee and reading the morning paper when Mary Kaye came in, poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down across from me. I didn't look at her, just kept reading my paper and drinking my coffee. A couple of minutes went by and then she said, "I'm sorry." I ignored her and after a couple more minutes of silence she said, "Will you please put that paper down and talk to me?"
I put the paper down and said, "I don't have anything to say Mary Kaye."
"Well then, just listen to me. I'm sorry about last night. I don't know how I let Barb talk me into going with her and I'm not even sure how I ended up in the car with those men. I know it was stupid, but at the time it seemed so wicked and exciting that I got carried away. That was the first time I've ever done anything like that. I knew it was wrong, but I just couldn't help myself. They all wanted to fuck me but I wouldn't let them and somehow giving head just didn't seem so bad. I'm sorry honey. I thought that I could do it just the one time and that you would never know."
"Just the one time Mary Kaye? What about ..." and I named off all the things that had made me suspicious in the first place.
Mary Kaye dropped her eyes, "Okay, I did some fooling around when I was out with the girls. I wanted to fit in. I had no idea that they had gotten so wild. I did some necking in parked cars and had to touch up my makeup before coming home and one time I let a guy get my bra off and feel my boobies and he kept the bra as a souvenir. Another time the necking got so hot that I had to get the guy off before he raped me so I gave him a hand job and he came all over my nylons, but no man except you has ever fucked me honey, I just wouldn't do that to you."
"But sucking off black men in pool hall parking lots is okay?"
"No, no it wasn't. I shouldn't have let Barb talk me into going with her. When we came out of the pool hall I told her that I changed my mind and that I wasn't going to do anything and that I'd go sit in her car and wait for her. One of the guys told me he would sit with me and keep me company. We were sitting there talking and then he reached over and pulled me to him and started kiss me while he pulled his cock out. Then he pushed my head down into his lap and told me to suck him off and do a good job if I wanted to get back to my side of town unhurt. He scared me, scared me bad. I was out of my element there and I was frightened and so I did it and then the other two wanted it too. When it was over and Barb got back in the car she asked me if I'd had fun and I smiled at her and said as sarcastically as I could that a good time was had by all and then I just stared out the window and tried not to cry as we drove back to Barb's. It was my fault. I shouldn't have been there and if I hadn't been nothing would have happened, but it did and I can't change anything now. All I can do is ask you to forgive me. I love you honey and I'll find some way to make it up to you. I promise."
"Yeah Mary Kaye, sure you will." I put down my coffee cup and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night when I came home from work Mary Kaye met me at the front door wearing a pink teddy, come fuck me pumps, and a smile.
"Dinners ready, but maybe you would like desert first?"
"Go put some clothes on Mary Kaye, I'm not interested."
We ate dinner in silence and after dinner I went up to the bedroom and started moving Mary Kaye's stuff to the spare bedroom.
"What are you doing?"
"Moving you to the spare bedroom."
"But why?"
"You know why Mary Kaye. I don't trust you any more. I don't believe your story. I was watching and you didn't fight it, not one little bit, and I don't buy your stories about the other times either."
"I'm not lying damn it! Everything I said is the truth."
"Yeah Mary Kaye, sure it is.
She watched me move her stuff for about five minutes and then she said, "What do I have to do to make you believe me?"
"You can't Mary Kaye. The problem is that right now I can't afford a divorce so we are stuck together in the same house for a while. We will just stay out of each other's way and try and be civil to each other until I can get enough together to hire a lawyer. Look on the bright side, you're free to spend all your time with Barb now. You can go down to the pool hall with her when she goes to pull trains and you can suck all the black cocks you want and you won't have to hide it anymore."
"Can't you get it through your thick head that I don't want anyone else but you?"
"No I can't Mary Kaye, that's the problem here, I can't."
The next two months went by and Mary Kaye spent all the time we were in the house together trying to convince me that she loved me, that she was sorry for what she had done and would do anything to make it up to me. She dropped her circle of friends, quit the bowling league and just stayed home. One night I came home from work to find that she had moved all of her stuff back into our bedroom.
"I belong in here with you and I'm staying here and if you move to the spare bedroom I'll just follow. Get used to it. We are married, I love you and I'm not letting you go."
And for two months I ignored her.
One day on my way home from work I stopped at a bar and had a few drinks and as I sat there, knocking them down and feeling sorry for myself, I suddenly realized that I was letting my stupid pride get in the way. I loved Mary Kaye and that should have been enough for me to put what she had done behind us and to allow us to get on with our lives. Whether I believed her or not she obviously regretted what she had done, wanted to make it up to me and wanted to try and get the marriage going again. I put my drink down, left my change on the bar for the bartender and headed home. On the way I stopped at a flower shop and picked up a dozen red roses and then stopped at a liquor store and got three bottles of Mary Kaye's favorite wine.
I was all smiles when I came into the house and called out for Mary Kaye, but I got no answer. I went looking through the house for her, but she wasn't there. I put the roses in a vase, put one bottle of wine in an ice bucket and the other two in the fridge and then I waited for Mary Kaye to come home. I'd waited just a touch too long to forgive her. She came home all right, but she wasn't alone.
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About an hour from now, Larry, one of my coworkers is going to pay me a visit. I will greet him with a passionate kiss (lots of tongue - he likes that) and then I will take him upstairs to my bedroom. I will do a sexy strip for him (leaving on only my high heels) and then I will help him take off his clothes. I will push him back on the bed, kneel between his legs and give him a slow sensuous blow- job until he comes in my mouth. I will swallow every drop of his sperm, I will lick him clean and I will suck him until he is hard again at which time I will climb into bed with him and spend the next hour or so trying to fuck his brains out. When I have totally satisfied him he will dress and I will walk him down to the front door where he will ask if he can see me again soon. I will smile and tell him that my pussy is his whenever he wants it and I will kiss him goodbye. The door will be barely closed behind him and I will be running up the steps to the bedroom where my husband will be waiting with a rock hard cock, providing, of course, that he didn't jack off in the closet.
How did a thirty-eight year old loving wife and mother of three become such a cock hungry slut? Just pure dumb luck, I guess. It all started last December when my company threw its annual Christmas party. I'd only been with them for three months and I was really looking forward to the party so I could get to know my coworkers better. At the last minute my husband Danny decided to throw cold water on my plans.
"I've been looking forward all year to see these two teams play each other and there is no way I'm going to miss the game for a stupid Christmas party!"
"That's fine," I said, "but I'm going, with or without you!"
The night of the party I didn't bother going home since Danny wasn't going to come; instead I stayed and helped decorate the office. Those of us who were doing the decorating got started sipping the booze right after work and as a consequence we already had a glow on when the rest of the people started arriving.
For the rest of the evening, every time I turned around someone was putting a drink in my hand and I was having a hell of a good time. I danced with several of the men and because of my 'tipsy' condition most of them thought they could get away with grabbing a feel or pushing their hard cocks into my leg or belly, but I pretended to ignore it which only made them bolder. Even when I got caught under the Mistletoe and the kisses got a little heated, I didn't care. After all, I would be going home to Danny and he would be getting all the benefit of the sexual heat that the guys were generating in me. And they were causing me to become hot and bothered; I hadn't had so many hands on my private parts since high school, but I was a big girl now and I knew I could handle these guys.
I'd had quite a bit to drink, but I did not consider that I was drunk, or even close to being drunk so when Larry caught me in the hallway as I was coming back from the ladies room and tried to kiss me I just giggled and let him. He gave me a little tongue and I gave him a little back. It turned into a passionate embrace and I barely registered that he was walking me backward into the break room. The next thing I knew Larry had me lying on a table with my dress up around my waist, my panties hanging from an ankle and he was between my legs and working his cock into me.
I started to yell but he put his mouth on mine, his tongue was in my throat and then he was fucking me. I struggled, but it wasn't long before my body started to react to what was happening to it. My struggles ceased and my legs came up and locked behind Larry's, my arms went around his neck and then I was pushing back up at him. I don't know how long we were locked together, but eventually I felt him stiffen; I knew he was going to come, but I wasn't ready - I could feel my orgasm coming on - and I begged him to stay with me, but I felt his warmth flood my insides.
"Nooo", I cried as he pulled out and I heard voice say, "Don't worry baby, help is on the way" as a hard cock slid in me. I opened my eyes and saw Don, one of our salesmen, over me and as he began to fuck me hard I went over the edge. I started down from my high just in time to find Don bringing me right back up. It was the first time in my life that I'd had two orgasms in one session of fucking, but I wasn't finished yet. Don came in me and as soon as he pulled out someone else entered me. I
lost count of how many men fucked me that night and how many times I had orgasms. I do know that I was not alone; at one time I looked to my left and saw Alice, our receptionist, being fucked on the table next to me and not by her husband. I found out later that it was her husband who was fucking me while I watched her. Rita, the boss's secretary, was sitting in a chair while Sammy from the mail room ate her pussy and I was vaguely aware of other activity going on in the room. I know Jerry, the forklift driver, came over to my table while someone was fucking me and asked me if he could put his cock in my mouth. I smiled at him and said, "Be my guest" and he was just the first of a half dozen or so who also fucked my face.
All good things come to and end and eventually it was time to go home. In the ladies room I found out from the other girls that all the company parties usually end up the way this one did. Apparently everyone knows what is going to happen and those who don't want to participate leave early and those who stay are assumed to be willing. Not knowing this I had apparently stayed past the point where the unwilling usually left and everyone had assumed I was fair game.
Even after cleaning up I was a mess when I got home. I had trouble walking from my car to the front porch and as I opened the front door I prayed Danny would be in bed asleep. No such luck. He was waiting for me in the living room, naked and with a hard on. I looked at him and said:
"Not tonight Danny. I've had a hard day and I need to get to bed."
"Bullshit! It wasn't a hard day you had - it was hard cocks! The game sucked so I turned it off at the end of the first quarter and drove down to your office to be with you at your party. I got there in time to see the guys lining up on you and I watched you for over an hour as you fucked and sucked them all. Know what? I got turned on watching and it's my turn now!"
And that's how it started. Two or three times a week someone comes over while my husband "is away on business" and we fuck up a storm and when my lover leaves my husband returns from his trip to the closet and we fuck like minks. Oh, and at work? I work directly 'under' the boss now. The fringe benefits are mind blowing.
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Note to readers -- There are no sexual situations in this story where the participants are under eighteen.
Also, I am well aware that the National Guard the way I describe it here is not the way that it really is at this time. The way I have described it is the way that it was in my time and that is the way it works best for the story. If it bothers you just think of this story as taking place in an alternate universe.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I don't know where I should start. There are several places where I could begin. The place where things started to go bad would be one, the place where the whole story started would be another and there were several places in between the two that could be a jumping off point. The day we met, the day I proposed, the day I deployed to Afghanistan or the day I returned are but a few. Then there would be the day we were married or the day she went to work at Cutter and Sons. Maybe even the day I went to work for XYZ and my subsequent promotions. But the more I think on it I guess that in order to grasp the full picture I need to start at the beginning.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I was six years old at the time. A new family had moved in next door to us during the summer vacation and my parents went over the day they moved in and introduced themselves. They invited the newcomers to dinner since they probably had not unpacked their pots and pans yet.
The new couple came over for dinner and they had a five year old daughter with them. Allison was introduced to me and my mother said:
"Isn't it great Frankie? Now you have a playmate right next door."
Being a typical six year old boy I grimaced and thought to myself, "But she's a girl." Allison was shy and spent most of her time looking at me while hiding behind her parents.
We never did play together that summer although we did get thrown together several times. Our parents became the best of friends and one Saturday at a cookout Allison's parents asked if my parents knew a good babysitter. It seemed that they had something to go to the next evening and my mom said:
"You can leave her here with us. She and Frankie can keep each other company."
"Oh no; we couldn't ask you to do that."
"Sure you can. Some day you can do the same for us."
After that the only time I saw a babysitter was when both sets of parents went out together and then of course the sitter watched both me and Allison.
Allison and I were at odds from the start. She played with dolls and I played with toy cars and trucks. She wanted to move furniture around in her dollhouse and I wanted to build things with my erector set. She couldn't understand why I wouldn't help her dress her dolls or play "Mommy and Daddy" and move things around in her dumb old doll house. Like I said earlier, "she was girl." Girls didn't know nothing about trucks, cars and plastic soldiers. She wouldn't play "Cops and Robbers" or "Cowboys and Indians" with me. She was just a dumb old girl.
++++++++++++++++++
Summer ended and school started and I was told that I had to walk Allison to school. She was starting kindergarten and hadn't been to any kind of pre-school so she was scared and the closer we got to the school the more scared she got and somewhere along the way she grabbed my hand for comfort. I tried to shake it loose, but she held on for dear life. As a result we arrived at school holding hands and all the guys saw it.
"Stay away from Frankie. He's holding hands with a girl so he probably caught cooties" and other stuff like that filled the air.
After school I had to wait for her so she could walk home with me and again it started. "Frankie's gonna get cooties" and the dreaded "Frankie's got a girlfriend, Frankie's got a girlfriend." I was red with shame as we walked home.
The next day Allison wasn't scared so she didn't try to hold my hand, but our parents were firm in their insistence that we should walk to school together and walk home together so I was stuck with it. Stuck with it maybe, but I didn't have to arrive with her next to me. As soon as school was in sight I picked up the pace and was a good ten feet in front of her when I went up the school steps. After school I waited for her and when she came out the door I started walking and I didn't slow down and let her catch up until we were out of sight of the school.
+++++++++++++++++++
As we got older I was relieved of the duty of being Allison's escort to school and by the time she was seven she was walking alone or with some girlfriends. Since we left our houses about the same time each morning I sometimes walked with her and her girlfriends. Our arriving at school that first day was in the past and forgotten by the kids who had tormented me over it.
Things were normal until one day she wore her hair in pigtails to school. As I remember it she was ten at the time and I was eleven, almost twelve. School let out for the day and as I came down the front steps I saw Allison and two of her friends surrounded by four or five guys. At first I thought nothing of it, but then I heard Allison yelp and it sounded like she was in pain. I headed over and I saw that Bert Ellsworth had his hands on Allison's pigtails and he was jerking her head back and forth. He was laughing and saying "Gee" and Haw" as he pulled her head this way and that. "Good little horsey" he said as he jerked her head to the right and Allison yelped again. I walked up to Bert and told him to leave Allison alone and he sneered at me and said:
"And if I don't?"
I hit him and he dropped Allison's pigtails, took a step back and I stepped forward, put both hands against his chest and pushed. He staggered backwards and fell on his ass. He started crying, got up and ran off. While that was going on Allison and her two friends hurried off toward home.
When I got home my mom was waiting for me and she was pissed.
"I just had a phone call from Sally Ellsworth and she told me that you had beaten up her son and she wanted to know what I was going to do about it. Did you? Did you get in a fight with him?"
I started to tell her what had happened, but she cut me off and said, "I won't have it Franklin! I just will not tolerate it. No child of mine is going to be a bully. You hear me? I won't have it! Get up to your room and stay there until your father comes home!"
I ran to my room crying and whining that it wasn't fair; that all I did was what they told me to do which was watch out for Allison. I went to my room, slammed the door behind me and threw myself don't on the bed. "It isn't fair, it isn't fair" I kept saying over and over to myself.
I'd been in my room maybe five minutes when I heard Mrs. Ames (Allison's mom) come in the house.
"Where is he? Where is that young man?" and I thought "Now what did I do?" I'd only ever heard "young man" when I was in trouble for something like the time I tripped and stumbled and tried to catch myself by grabbing the table. The lamp fell off the table and broke on the floor and my mother came into the room, saw the broken lamp and said:
"And what do you have to say for yourself young man?"
Apparently mom told Mrs. Ames I was in my room because I heard feet running up the steps. My door flew open and Mrs. Ames said, "There you are" and she walked over to me and hugged me. Then she kissed me on the cheek and said:
"Thank you Frankie. Thank you for being Allison's protector."
My mom was standing in the door watching and I was thinking, "What the fuck?" (Yes -- I knew the word -- I was eleven you know). I have one adult hugging me and kissing me and one yelling at me and sending me to my room and for doing the same thing. Grown ups didn't make sense.
My dad came home and asked me what happened and after I told him he and Mr. Ames went to see Mr. and Mrs. Ellsworth and I never heard another word about it, but Bert stayed clear of me for the next couple of years.
There was another outcome, but it didn't surface for another five years and when it did it was coupled with something else from the past. Once (and I was told this years later) when my mom and Mrs. Ames were in the kitchen making salads for a backyard cook out they were jokingly making plans for Allison and I to be married when we grew up. Allison was in the kitchen and she heard them, but she was only six or seven at the time and while she heard it she didn't really know what it meant -- then!
+++++++++++++++++
The next five years went by and because of all the time the two families spent together Allison and I grew closer to each other in a brother/sister sort of way. I was long past where I thought that girls gave you cooties and I was starting to pay closer attention to them. The truth of the matter is that I 'was sweet' on a couple of them. I couldn't seem to keep my eyes off of Nancy Wilde or Beverly Abbeg.
One day as we were leaving school Nancy dropped one of her books and I picked it up and ended up carrying her books and walking her home. That started me walking her home every day after school and one day I asked her to go to the movies with me and she said yes. It was just after my third date with Nancy and the day after my sixteenth birthday when Allison asked me what I was doing dating Nancy.
"What kind of question is that?"
"You aren't supposed to be dating other girls; you are supposed to be mine."
"I'm supposed to be yours? Says who?"
"Your mom and my mom are planning the wedding."
"Get serious Allie."
"I am serious. I overheard them planning our wedding."
"We aren't old enough to get married Allie."
"Maybe not, but when we are it is supposed to be you and me; not you and Nancy Wilde."
I started laughing and walked away from her.
The next day when I got home from school I found my mom and Mrs. Ames waiting for me.
"Why did you send Allison home crying yesterday? What did you do to her?"
"I didn't do anything to her."
I told them about what Allie had said and my mom asked me what I did then.
"I laughed at her."
I saw both mothers look at each other and then my mom asked, "Why did you laugh at her?"
"Cause it was just so dumb. Me getting married to Allison? Come on; give me a break here."
"Why? What is wrong with Allison?"
"She's only fourteen."
"She will be fifteen next week."
"So?"
"She's a beautiful girl Frankie and she's obviously stuck on you. Give her a chance Frankie. It wouldn't hurt you to take her out on a date."
I looked from one to the other and it hit me. "It's true. You are trying to hook us up. She wasn't kidding when she said that you guys are already planning the wedding."
"She probably overheard us once when we were joking around, but that's beside the point. Why don't you take her out on a date?"
I let them brow-beat me into it and the next day I asked Allison for a date.
"Why do you want to go out with me?"
I wasn't about to tell her that our mothers were behind it so I said, "I finally stopped looking at you like a sister and woke up to the fact that you are a beautiful girl."
"Beautiful? Me? You really think that?"
The truth was that I did. I HAD stopped looking at her like a sister and saw that indeed she was a damned good looking girl. We went to the movies Saturday and after the movie we went over on Elk Street and played miniature golf. We ended the day at Harry's Malt Shop and we were holding hands when we walked home.
We kissed on the third and fourth dates and on Sunday after that fourth date our parents went somewhere together and Allie came over to my house and we made out on the living room couch. From then on we were a couple. By the time I was seventeen our mothers were jokingly asking if they could start planning the wedding and I was saying "not quite yet" and Allie was saying "Spoil sport! Let them get an early start on it."
++++++++++++++++++++
I was a good student in that I had good attendance and got good -- but not great -- grades, but I hated school so I knew that college was not in my future. I did know that I was going to need a trade so I looked around and tried to guess what would be a good thing for me to try. I decided that computers were here to stay and a little checking showed that the best training in computers and other electronics could be gotten by joining the service.
The only problem there was that I wasn't interested in giving up three years of my life just to learn a trade. Then a friend told me about the National Guard. After basic training and schooling I only had to give them one weekend a month and two weeks every summer. There were no wars going on and there didn't look to be any on the horizon so I signed on the dotted line and as soon as I graduated from high school and turned eighteen I would be off to Camp Bonner for training. I told Allie that I would be back in time for her prom and by the time she graduated high school we could see where we were.
"What do you mean by that? I'm yours and you are mine and that isn't going to change just because you are going to be gone for a while. But I'm holding you to your telling me that you will be back in time to take me to my prom."
++++++++++++++++++++++
I did my basic with no problems and did well enough in the Electronics Technician course that they offered me a place in the advanced electronics course. With training over I was back home in time to take Allison to her senior prom, but she told me that she already had a date and that it was too late to break it.
I wasn't happy with it and I was even less happy when I found out that for the entire time I was gone she had been dating the guy she was going to the prom with. I found that out when I stopped in at Harry's Malt Shop the second night I was back and ran into some guys that I had gone to school with. I also heard that the guy she was dating was bragging about popping her cherry and telling everyone how good she was at giving blow jobs.
The next day I started job hunting and the first place I hit, XYZ Industries, hired me. When Mr. Acker's, the interviewer, asked me what kind of experience I had I told him no actual work experience, but that I had just finished Electronics Technician training.
"What school" he asked me and I told him. "Basic and Advanced?" he asked.
"Yes."
"What was your class standing?"
"Third in Basic and Fourth in Advanced."
"In Advanced was Tim Worthman your instructor?"
"For the last half of it. The first half was taught by Sgt. Parkman."
He asked me to have a seat in his outer office and twenty minutes later he called me back into his office and told me I was hired and could start work the next day. I found out later that Ackers was Sgt. Worthman's cousin and that Acker's had called him and asked about me.
My parents offered to turn the basement into an apartment for me until I could set enough money aside to strike out on my own and I took them up on it. I borrowed enough from my dad to buy a fairly decent Ford F-250 and then I settled in to start my life as an employed adult.
I'd been back a week when my mom asked me why I wasn't going out with Allison and I told her that Allison had a boyfriend and that it wasn't me. She told me that I was being silly and that Allison wouldn't do that to me. I told her what Allison told me about her prom and I told her about what I had found out from my friends (I held back the 'cherry popping and blow jobs) and pointed out the fact that Allison lived right next door and had made no attempt to see me or call me.
"Oh come on Frankie; you know better than that. She isn't supposed to have to come after you. You're the guy Frankie; you do the calling and visiting."
"I did that mom. That's how I found out that I wasn't going to be taking her to the prom. She made me promise that I would be back in time to take her and she told me she was going to hold me to that promise. I kept the promise mom. Here I am and she told me that she had a date for the prom and couldn't break it. As far as I'm concerned Allison is history."
"I'm sure you are mistaken Frankie. It must just be a misunderstanding."
"No it isn't mom and I would appreciate it if you and Mrs. Ames would not try and 'fix it'. Please leave it alone."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday evening I got a call from Marv Pallister asking me if I wanted to go to a party on Friday and I told him I'd love to go. Marv had gone from high school to college and had joined a fraternity. It was my first time at a frat party and I was surprised. Most of the people there were in their late teens, but beer and stronger alcohol were readily available. They had a keg of Miller and both alcoholic and non-alcoholic punches. I was no stranger to beer since I was able to get it at the Enlisted Man's Club while I was in training.
I knew several people there so I got a cup, hit the keg and then walked around and socialized. After I'd been there about an hour I noticed a girl with several guys around her. I didn't recognize her and I mentioned to Marv that she seemed to be pretty popular.
"They are probably feeding her booze to get her drunk enough to pull a train."
"She's done it before?"
"Don't know. I've never seen her here before."
"You don't find that wrong?"
"What's wrong with it? Girls who come to frat parties alone have a pretty good idea of what to expect."
"If she does it sober yeah, but if you have to get her drunk to make it happen?"
"Not my problem. I don't participate. Girls that have multiple partners pick things up. I don't want them sharing with me."
"What if she hollers rape when it is over? You want to be known as a member of this fraternity if she brings the cops and the administration down on the place?"
"You are sweating over nothing."
I just shook my head and walked away from him. I'd known Marv for a good many years and for the most part he was a good guy so I did my best to hide my disgust from him.
I kept my eye on the girl and it wasn't hard to do. Five five and a hundred and ten with long brown hair and a very sexy body topped by a beautiful face. Once when a guy brought her a drink I thought I saw him drop something in it, About ten minutes later the guys with her left her alone while they went to get more drinks or to find an empty room, but for just a bit she was all alone.
I walked over to her, took her by the elbow and walked her unresistingly out of the house. She squinted at me and in a slurred voice she asked me who I was. I told her that I was a friend and that seemed to satisfy her. I got her in my truck and drove away from the house.
It wasn't until I was two blocks away that I thought to ask myself, "Okay; now what?" I couldn't take her home with me and I didn't know who she was or where she lived and even if she was coherent enough to tell me did I want to be the one to take her home in the condition she was in? I would get the blame and I had no doubt about that. I finally decided to check in to a motel.
By the time I got the key and got back to the truck she was passed out and I had to carry her into the room. I pulled the covers down on one bed and put her on it and pulled her shoes off of her. I arranged her on the bed and pulled the covers over her and then sat down on the other bed and asked myself why in the hell I hadn't just minded my own business. I sat there looking at the passed out girl for a bit and then I fell back on the bed and tried to get some sleep.
Slamming car doors woke me in the morning as people loaded up their cars to leave. I looked over at the girl and saw that she was still out. I got up, walked to the windows and moved the drapes aside and looked out and in the daylight I saw a McDonalds across the street. I looked over at the girl and saw that she still hadn't moved so I thought it would be okay to leave her alone for a few minutes.
I walked over to McD's and got two Egg McMuffins and two coffees and went back to the room. She was awake when I got back and when I walked into the room and she saw me she jumped off the bed, ran into the bathroom and I heard the lock click. I walked over to the door and said in a voice loud enough for her to hear:



"You'll notice that you are fully dressed and if you check yourself out you'll see that nothing happened to you. There's a coffee and an Egg McMuffin on the vanity counter for you. You need to do whatever it is that you are going to do so that I can run you home or to wherever you left your car."
I turned on the TV and was watching the news and weather and working on my coffee when the bathroom door opened and she cautiously came out. She looked at me and then the food on the counter and she picked it up and sat down on the edge of her bed. She took a bite of the McMuffin and asked:
"Who are you and what is going on here?"
I didn't tell her my name, but I told her what I had observed and what I'd done.
"I am so in trouble" she said' "My parents must be frantic right now. I'm going to be grounded until I'm eighty-five."
"It could have been worse."
"How?"
"You could have woken up naked on a mattress in a frat house bedroom."
"Oh God; don't say that."
"Do I take you to your car or drive you home?"
"I don't have a car. I was with a date last night."
"What happened to him? How did he let you get into the situation that you were in?"
"He got drunk and was passed out before we were even there an hour."
"Well we need to get you home then. The sooner we do that the less likely your folks will have the cops out looking for you."
She gave me her address and told me how to get there. When I pulled up in front of the house she hesitated for a few moments and then started to get out of the truck.
"You're coming in to tell them what happened, right?"
"Oh no. I'd be the guy closest to hand and I'd be the one to get all the blame. No thanks. Good luck."
I put the truck in gear and pulled away. As I drove off it occurred to me that I didn't know her name. No matter; she didn't know mine either and that is what counted. No way for her parents to get to me. Or so I thought.
++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday afternoon I got a call from Gloria Buggins telling me that a bunch of kids I'd graduated with were having a skating party at Skate City and she asked me if I wanted to come. There were maybe eighteen kids from my class there and Gloria attached herself to me and stayed my skating partner pretty much the entire evening. I did skate with Harlina Collins and Nancy Neubert a couple of times each, but Gloria took up the majority of my time.
When things broke up we all headed for the Sonic Drive In. Gloria had ridden to the rink with Pauline French, but Pauline had left the party early and Gloria asked me if I would give her a ride. There was a full moon out that night and when we got ready to leave the Sonic Gloria asked me how long it had been since I had been out to Steven's Point to see the full moon reflected off the lake. Steven's Point was the local 'make out' spot so I had a pretty good idea of what Gloria was interested in and I also had a pretty good idea of the reason why.
Something had happened between Allison and Gloria several years back and the two of them despised each other. I would have bet a month's pay that a trip to The Point with Gloria would reach Allison's ears by noon the next day. It didn't take any thought on my part at all. After all, I didn't owe Allison a thing.
Gloria was not shy in letting me know what she wanted. After ten minutes of making out Gloria said:
"I've been on the pill since I was sixteen Frank."
I looked her right in the eye and said, "And Allison finds out how? You going to tell her yourself or do you have someone else set up to do it?"
"Why honey; how could you possibly think that of me?" and then she laughed and said, "I'm going to do it myself."
I unbuckled my belt, pulled down my zipper and said, "Go for it."
Gloria laughed and said, "I never thought it would be this easy. Pull your zipper back up. My folks are gone for the weekend and I would much rather use a bed than the seat of a truck."
I drove to her place and she led me to her bedroom. As I undressed I asked:
"If it wasn't for Allison would I even be here?"
"If it wasn't for Allison you would have been here a long time ago."
"How is that?"
"There were several girls besides me that were interested in you, but Allison stuck to you like glue and we couldn't get to you. I was surprised when you came back that the two of you didn't get back together. I decided to make my move before Allison got her head out of her ass."
"Head out of her ass?"
"She's been hanging with Tony Spears and he is a prime twit and a total asshole. She is going to realize that sooner or later and by then I hope to have you firmly under my spell."
By then she was naked and she spun around in front of me and asked, "You like?"
Yes indeed I did and I spent the next four hours showing her just how much. Gloria had no limits and didn't hesitate in asking for what she wanted. She sucked my cock and then asked me to eat her pussy. I'd only done it once and I told her I might not be very good at it and all she said was:
"Good. I can teach you how I like it done."
She had me work on her for about ten minutes before she told me "Enough, at least for now. Get up here now and drive the nail home."
It had been a while for me and so I came quick and I'd no sooner pulled out than she went down on me to get me hard again. As soon as I was up again she mounted me cowgirl and then she did most of the work until she got us both off again and then she said:
"Eat me again Frankie."
"But you have cum in you,"
"So what? It's yours. It won't kill you. Swing around into a sixty-nine and we can do each other."
I hesitated and she said, "Come on Frankie; you've got a good thing going here if you don't screw it up."
I took that to mean that we were going to be together for a while if I went along with her program and I got to thinking that eating her might be a small price to pay for steady pussy and so I prayed that I wouldn't upchuck and ruin things and I bent to the task. It didn't kill me and when Gloria got me up again she said:
"Good boy. Are you ready for your reward?"
"My reward?"
"Yes Frankie; your reward."
She got up on her hands and knees and said, "Do my ass Frankie; fuck me in my pooper."
When we were done she led me into the bathroom and washed my cock and then she went down on me for the fourth time that night, but I was done and she couldn't make anything happen. I got up and went over to my clothes and she asked:
"Where are you going?"
"Home."
"Oh no you don't. You are going to wake up here and then I'm going to fuck you and feed you breakfast."
I looked at her for a moment and then said:
"And Allison gets a blow by blow account of the whole thing?"
"What do you care?"
She was right. What did I care.
It happened like she said. I woke up and she fucked me and then fixed breakfast while I took a shower.
"My parents will be home sometime today so we won't be able to do it here tonight so why don't you get an air mattress for the back of your truck and pick me up somewhere around four. I'll let you take me to a movie and by then it should be dark and we can go out to the Point. Sound okay?"
I picked Gloria up at four and we caught the six-twenty showing at the Rialto. When the movie was over I took her to Harry's for burgers and fries. As we sat there eating and talking I saw some of Allison's friends eyeing us and I wondered how long it would take for Allison to hear about it not that I cared.
After eating we left and I turned right out of the parking lot and Gloria said:
"Where are you going? The Point is the other way."
"I'm not in favor of truck beds in the dark and out in the open. I got paid Friday so I've got enough for a motel."
Gloria was quiet for a few moments and then she said, "I'm not doing this just so I can rub Allison's nose in it and I won't even tell her if you don't want me to."
"I don't care if she finds out about it or not."
There was another silence and then Gloria said, "You aren't my first Frankie; you aren't even my tenth, but if things break right Frankie you could be my last."
It was my turn to be silent for a bit and then I said, "It is a little early to be talking like that. We need to know each other a lot better than we do right now."
I pulled into the parking lot of the Starlite Motel and told Gloria to sit tight while I got a room. Once in the room we stripped quickly and spent the next three hours repeating what we had done the previous night in her bedroom and then it was time for me to take her home.
"Tomorrow?" she asked when I walked her to her door.
"What time?"
"Six?"
"I'll be here."
++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a good day at work and I was looking forward to a good evening with Gloria, but the good mood disappeared when I got home and walked into the house. My mom, Mrs. Ames and Allison were sitting on the living room couch.
"Oh Frankie" my mom said, "We were just talking about you. Come on Jan; lets leave the youngsters alone."
Mom and Mrs. Ames got up and headed for the kitchen. I looked at my watch and saw that I'd have to hurry to be at Gloria's on time. I nodded at Allison and headed off to get ready for my date. Five minutes later my mom came into the bathroom where I was shaving and said:
"What is wrong with you Frankie? You were rude to Allison. I know you were raised better than that."
"If I wanted to talk to Allison I would have called her. You and Mrs. Ames need to stop trying to push us together. I have a date tonight and I need to be there by six. I'm tight for time and I don't have any to waste on Allison."
"What happened to you when you went into the Army? You never used to be this way."
"Nothing happened to me. Allison chose to get another boyfriend while I was gone and she chose to stay with him when I got back. That was her choice. I had nothing to do with it. Now if you don't mind, I'm running late and I walked out of the bathroom, went to my room and finished dressing. When I went to leave Allison and Mrs. Ames were gone.
+++++++++++++++++++
I saw Gloria two or three times a week for the next three weeks and then one Wednesday when I got home from work I found Allison sitting on my front porch waiting for me.
"Hi Frankie. Do you have time to talk?"
I didn't have a date that night so I said okay.
"What happened to us Frankie? You don't call me anymore and you are running around with that whore Gloria."
"What happened to us Allison was that you took up with Tony Spears before the tail lights of my bus were out of sight. Then when I get home in time to take you to your prom like I promised -- and remember you told me you were going to hold me to that promise -- you tell me that you already have a date for the prom and it is too late for you to break it. All choices that you made Allison."
"But Tony means nothing to me. I needed dates for a lot of school events and you weren't here. I picked Tony because he was harmless."
"Horse crap Allison. In the first place you did break a date to go to the prom. You had a date with me and I came home in plenty of time to do it, but you broke that date with me and if you could break a date with me you could have broken a date with Tony. Secondly, you say he means nothing to you? He meant enough to you that you gave him your virginity. The most you ever let me do was play with your tits through your top. I never even got a hand inside your bra"
"That is a lie Frankie. I don't know where you got the idea that Tony got my virginity, but that is just plain bullshit!"
"Don't tell me Allison; tell everyone else. Tony is out there telling anyone who will listen that he popped your cherry and that you give the best blow jobs ever."
"He's lying! It isn't true Frankie; I swear to God it isn't true."
"Doesn't matter Allison. You stuck with Tony so I started seeing Gloria."
"She's only dating you to piss me off."
"It doesn't matter why she is doing it Allison; she is doing it and I'm satisfied with it."
"You are wrong Frankie. I did not stick with Tony after you got home. I told him I would go with him because it didn't look like you were going to be home in time, but I haven't gone out with him since the prom."
"Makes no difference Allison. You made your choice when I got home and you told me that you had a date for the prom and that you wouldn't break it. After I found out that you started dating Tony as soon as I was gone we were done. Anything else?"
"You aren't being fair Frankie."
"Probably not, but that's life" and I went into the house and left her on the porch steps.
+++++++++++++++++++++
For the next three months, with the exception of my Guard weekends, I kept steady company with Gloria and then it was time for me to go off to my two weeks of Guard training camp.
It wasn't what I expected. I thought I'd be sleeping in a pup tent, crawling around in mud and going through field exercises, but what I ended up doing was taking refresher courses in my specialty. The two weeks went by quickly and then I went home.
As soon as I unpacked I called Gloria, but her mother said she wasn't home so I decided to run down to Harry's and see if there was anyone around that I knew. There was. Through the window I saw Allison and two of her friends sitting at a table so I got back in my truck. I decided to try the penny arcade next to the theatre and just as I was pulling into the parking lot I saw Gloria come out of the theatre with Ronny Belson. He had his arm around her and she was smiling up at him. Just then Gloria saw my truck, recognized it and shoved Ronny's arm away from her. I continued through the lot and drove on home.
I was not thinking good thoughts about girls. First Allison and now Gloria. I was just pulling into my driveway when my cell phone chirped. It was Gloria.
"Hello?"
"Hi Frankie. When did you get home?"
"About three hours ago."
"Why didn't you call?"
"I did. Your mother told me that you had gone out. Have a good time with Ronny?"
"I was lonely and he asked me to go to the movies with him. That's all it was baby; just a night at the movies."
"Must have been one of those 'feel good' movies. You sure seemed to be feeling good when you came out. All smiling at Ronny with his arm around you."
"It was nothing baby, we were just in a good mood."
"If it was nothing why the quick pushing of his arm away from you? Figure that it wouldn't pass the boyfriend test? Well I've had a long day and I'm tired. I'm going to bed" and I disconnected. I didn't call Gloria the next day and she didn't call me.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was home two days from training when I came home and found mom and Mrs. Ames waiting in the living room for me.
"Frank honey" my mom said, "Can we talk to you?"
"As long as it isn't about Allison."
"What is wrong with you Frankie?"
"Allison and I are done mom. I'm going with Gloria now and I have no plans on changing that."
"We have talked with Allison Frankie and we are sure that it is all just a misunderstanding."
"I said we could talk mom, as long as it wasn't about Allison" and I left the room.
She followed me.
"I won't have this! I am your mother and as long as you are living in my house you will not disrespect me by walking away from me while I'm talking to you."
"You are right mom and I apologize. I'll start looking for a place of my own tomorrow" and then I turned and left the house as my mom called after me, "Wait ; I didn't me..." and the closing of the door cut off the rest of what she was going to say.
I headed for Harry's and on the way I stopped at a newsstand and got a copy of Apartment Finders Magazine and over a cheeseburger and fries I looked for a place that I could afford. Gary Kinson came in and saw me sitting there and he came over to join me. We talked for a bit and I saw him as he kept glancing over at a table in the corner. I looked over and saw Tony Spears and a couple of other guys and looked back at Gary. He had noticed me checking and said:
"I was just curious. I know you were with Allison before she started going out with Tony and I wondered if there was going to be trouble and I should get out of the way."
It turned out that there was indeed trouble for Tony, but not from me. I was looking past Gary and saw Allison come walking in the door. She walked straight back to the table where Tony was sitting, picked up the milkshake that was sitting in front of him and poured it on top of his head as she called him a lying mother-fucker. Then she looked around the room and said loud enough for every one to hear:
"This worthless piece of shit is a lying mother-fucking bastard. He did not take my virginity and I have never given a blow job in my life much less one to this worthless piece of shit!"
By then Tony had worked his way out of the booth and had stood up which turned out to be a bad move on his part since it gave Allison a clear shot at his crotch and she rammed her knee into it. He fell to the floor and she proceeded to kick him until Harry pulled her off. She looked my way and gave me a look that clear as day said "Fuck you!" and she walked out of the place. Gary looked at me and said:
"I'm betting that it will be a long time before Tony talk's trash about a girl again."
I just shrugged. Gary got up and left and I went back to the apartment guide. I found half a dozen and I made a list of places that I could check out after work the next day.
I was just finishing when Gloria walked in and sat down with me.
"You haven't called."
"I didn't want to cause problems for you and Ronny."
"I told you; Ronny and I just went to the movies and that's all."
"All I can say is that it didn't look that way to me."
"Look baby; I told you when we first started that you weren't the first or even the tenth. Remember that?"
I nodded my head yes.
"Well Ronny was one of the first ten and we have remained friends and that's all, just friends. If you also remember I told you that if things worked out right you would be the last and you have been. I have a lot of friends Frankie, both female and male and if you are going to get bent out of shape every time I see old friends and enjoy myself around them I guess you are right in ending it between us."
She got up to leave and I said, "Stay Gloria. You are right. I'm sorry. My only excuse is that Allison stepped out on me when I was gone and when I got back and saw you with Ronny I said "Shit! Not again! I jumped to conclusions and I'm sorry."
"Want to make up? It's been two weeks for me too."
And we did.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day after work I went apartment hunting and I decided on the third one I looked at. It was reasonably close to work and so I put down the first and last months rent and a security deposit.
I went home and started to pack. My mom wouldn't talk to me and my dad asked me what was wrong. I told him that I was tired of being ambushed by mom, Mrs. Ames and Allison whenever I came home.
"I've told mom several times now that I'm not with Allison anymore and that I'm dating another girl, but she and Mrs. Ames are dead set on pushing me and Allison together and I'm tired of it. The only way I can see that will put an end to it is to move out on my own."
Dad shrugged and said, "I guess I can see your point."
I hit Goodwill for some furniture and moved into my new digs. It was a Friday night and Gloria's parents had gone somewhere for the weekend so Gloria spent her first night there to christen the bedroom. Saturday we christened the living room. And the dining room table. And the kitchen counter.
I invited mom and dad over for dinner Sunday and dad came but mom didn't.
"Give her time" dad said. "She's just a little upset right now."
"Why? I'm grown. I wasn't going to live at home forever."



"It's just the way you left."
I dropped the subject. Both mom and dad knew what caused me to leave and going back to it would serve no useful purpose. Dad and I talked jobs and sports as he dried the dishes that I washed and then he said goodnight and went on home.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was the first weekend in October and I was just back from my weekend with the Guard. I was in the shop testing a unit that had just come out of assembly when I was paged to report to Mr. Backman's office. I walked into the outer office and his secretary told me to go right on in. The first thing I saw when I walked in was a tall stunningly beautiful woman. When I opened the door it blocked what was to my left and when the door closed I saw a girl sitting on a chair against the wall. She looked vaguely familiar and when she lifted her head and looked at me I saw that it was the girl from the frat party.
Russ stood up from behind his desk and indicating the woman he said:
"This is my wife Evangelina and I believe you already know my daughter Sarah."
"Actually I don't."
"Don't what?"
"Know her."
"She says otherwise. Some time back she came home one morning with a highly improbable story about where she had been. A week ago she came in to see me, saw you out in the shop and told me that you were the man she woke up with in a motel room. And you say you don't know her?"
"I never knew her name and as far as I know she never knew mine."
Mrs. Backman said, "What kind of man are you to behave like that?"
"Like what? I saw a situation that I didn't like, stuck my nose in it and got her out of it. I actually felt pretty good about what I did and under the same set of circumstances I would do it again."
"Why don't you tell us your side of it" Russ said.
I told them what I'd seen and what I'd done.
"Sarah was out of it due to whatever it was that they slipped into her drink and she was still out of it when I put her to bed. I couldn't bring her home because I had no idea where she lived, she couldn't tell me and her purse was somewhere back at the frat house. When she woke up in the morning she was terrified so we never got around to introductions. She was still leery of me when I dropped her off in front of your house. I didn't stick around because I knew I was going to be the one dumped on because I would be the only one handy."
There was silence and then Mrs. Backman said, "I'm sorry for what I just said" and then she walked over to me, hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you for watching out for her."
I turned to Russ and asked, "Is that it?"
He looked at me for a couple of seconds and then said, "For now." I left the office and went back to work.
Twenty minutes later I saw Mrs. Backman and Sarah leaving and Sarah left her mother and walked over to me.
"I never thanked you for what you did for me." She handed me a piece of paper and said, "Call me" and then went back to join her mom.
I looked at the piece of paper and saw that it was a phone number. I looked at it, then at the retreating figures of Sarah and her mom and then I dropped it in the open top of my tool box and forgot about it.
That night I got the bad news. Gloria had been taking classes at the local community college and when she came over to my apartment that night she was in a great mood.
"Guess what?"
"Do I get a clue?"
"Why bother; you'd never guess anyway."
She took a piece of paper out of her purse and waved it at me. "I got accepted at Baylor. I start fall classes in two weeks." She stopped and said, "You don't seem to be too happy for me."
"Baylor is in Texas right?"
"So?"
"So that will pretty much kill us off."
"No it won't. You can come down on weekends and I'll be home on holiday breaks and stuff. Plus my dad works for an airline and I can get passes and fly home on some weekends."
"Be serious Gloria. I'm going to drive like hell to get there so I can spend half an hour with you and then drive like hell to get back home in time to go to work? I don't think so."
"We will work it out Frankie; you'll see."
But of course we didn't.
She hadn't been gone two months and I was just starting to look forward to her Thanksgiving break when she called me.
"I didn't want to do this in a letter, but I've hooked up with a guy here. Sorry baby; don't think bad of me. Bye baby."
++++++++++++++++++++++
The two months between Gloria leaving for school and her phone call I'd not been idle. I joined a bowling league on Friday night and was taking some night computer classes at the local community college and things had gotten really busy at work and I was putting in a lot of overtime.
The job was going good, but I was concerned over what might be going on in the bosses head. It always seemed that whenever I looked his way Russ was watching me. Did he not believe what I'd told him about what happened with his daughter? I felt that his wife did, but I also remembered what he'd said in his office when I finished the explanation and asked if that was it. His "For now" was said in a tone that suggested that he wasn't satisfied. I wondered if my playing the Knight in Shining Armor was going to cost me my job.
Thanksgiving was fast approaching and things had mellowed out a touch between mom and me. I was invited to Thanksgiving dinner with the aside that "Allison and her parents will be here." This wasn't big news because for years Mr. and Mrs. Ames and Allison had been sort of an extended family and had celebrated the holidays with us.
"I know you have issues with Allie" my mom said, "but there is no reason that you can't be friends."
On Thanksgiving I showed up at my folk's house with pies that I had picked up at the Village Inn the day before. Allison and her parents were already there. I hadn't seen Allison for a while. She was going to college and usually only came home every other weekend or so and when home she didn't seem to frequent any of the places I did. I was surprised when I saw her. Her hair was shorter and she was wearing none of the makeup that usually caked her face and she looked damned good.
The conversation around the table was fairly general. Mr. Ames wanted to know about my job and I told him. Mom asked Allison how her studies were coming along. Dad and Mr. Ames started talking sports and mom and Mrs. Ames talked about curtains, drapes and things like that.
When dinner was over the men-folk did the clean up. It was a tradition from way back. The women prepared the meal and the men did the dishes while the women retired to the living room and socialized. Dad, Mr. Ames and I talked sports until we were done and then dad and Mr. Ames went out onto the patio to smoke. I didn't smoke so I went out to the living room, but the women were talking fashion and recipes and I had no interest in that so I headed for the family room and turned on the TV. There wasn't anything interesting on worth watching except football and I had zero interest in the two teams playing and I got up to go shut off the TV. Just as I stood up Allison walked into the room.
"Can we talk?" she asked.
"I don't see why not."
"I'm sorry; I was wrong. You were right when you said that I should have broken my prom date with Tony when you got home. The only reason I didn't was because I didn't think that it would be fair to Tony. It was his prom too and I would have left him without a date one week from the prom. There was no way he could have come up with a date that late. It wasn't fair to you, but it wouldn't have been fair to him either I know you promised to be there, but three weeks before prom and you weren't home and I hadn't heard from you so I said yes when Tony asked me. I'm sorry; I never meant to hurt you."
I just looked at her for a couple of seconds as I thought about what she had said. I remembered how much going to my prom had meant to me and I knew that Allie's would have meant as much to her. And she was right. The prom was Tony's also and finding a date a week from the prom would have been damned hard if not impossible. Plus, I'd had some time to get past the whole mess.
"I would like to get us back to being friends."
"I don't have a problem with that Allie."
She walked over and gave me a hug and said, "Thank you."
She turned to go and I said, "Allie?"
She turned back to me and I asked, "Would you like to catch a movie with me tomorrow evening?"
She smiled at me and said, "Of course I would."
"I get off work at five so why don't I pick you up around six?"
++++++++++++++++++++
Somewhere around the middle of the movie I noticed that Allison was holding my hand and I've no idea how it happened. I started to move my arm, but her hand tightened so I let it go. By the end of the movie her head was resting on my shoulder.
I knew where Allison wanted to take things, but did I really want to go there? Allison and I did have something good once, but could we get back to it? Should we? I decided just to let things flow. Allie would be going back to school on Sunday so there was no time to get anything going anyway.
Silly me!
As we left the theatre Allison said, "It is still early and I don't want to go home just yet."
"What would you like to do?"
"I've never seen your apartment. Want to show it to me?"
Why not I thought, what could it hurt? She checked the place out and mentioned how cozy it looked. She excused herself to use the bathroom and I sat down on the couch and turned on the TV. I jumped channels for a while and then started wondering where Allison was. I got up and went to the bathroom and knocked on the door as I asked:
"Are you okay Allie?"
The door swung open to show that the bathroom was empty. Allison hadn't come back to the living room so there was only one place she could be. I walked over and looked in the bedroom and what I saw took my breath away. Allison was naked and lying in the middle of the bed. She didn't say anything, just looked up at me and waited.
"What are you doing Allison?"
"Oh come on; you can't possibly be that dense."
"But why?"
"I read your face when I told you that Tony was lying when he said he took my virginity. You thought I was lying. I figured that the only way I could prove it was to give it to you."
"Jesus Allie, you do..."
"Shut up! I always planned on giving it to you, but I always thought it would be on the night we married. That doesn't seem likely now, but I'm still going to give it to you."
"You ne..."
"Shut the fuck up and get over here!"
I stood there staring at her and she got an exasperated look on her face and got off the bed. She came over to me and her hands went to my belt. I didn't fight it as she worked my jeans and briefs down and my hard cock leaped up as it was freed. Allison looked up at me and said:
"I am a virgin, but I am not totally inexperienced. I've been fingered and I have given a hand job or two, but you are the first one to get this" and she took my cock into her mouth.
I had an unkind thought maybe, but I had to believe that she was telling the truth about never having had a cock in her mouth. She was terrible at it. I'd see to it that she got better at it, but that would be later. Right then I needed to get my cock out of her mouth before her teeth did some serious damage.
I pulled her up and pushed her back on the bed and then I went down on her.
"Don't do that; its nasty!"
I took my mouth off of her and said, "And taking my cock in your mouth isn't?"
I went back to what I was doing and heard no more protests, but after a couple of minutes I got a low moan and ten seconds later her fingers were in my hair and holding my head in place. After a few more minutes I moved up on Allison and did the deed. Not being very wise in the way of women and having no experience with virgins I still had to believe that Allison hadn't lied when she denied giving up her cherry to Tony. She was extremely tight and I met resistance a couple of inches in. I stopped and Allison cried out:
"Push damn it, push!"
I did, she cried out and several pushes took me all the way in. I stopped and held still and Allison said:
"It hurts. Oh God does it hurt, but the other girls tell me it gets better if we don't stop,"
I started to slowly make love to her and after several minutes she moaned:
"Better, much better."
I kept going slow and soon her legs came up and she clamped my body with them.
"A little faster honey; a little faster please?"
I didn't want to go faster because it would make me cum sooner and I was afraid that I would leave Allison unsatisfied and that wouldn't be good for her first time. At least that was my thinking. Allison's hands clutched my ass cheeks and she pulled me to her as she cried:
"Faster Frankie, faster."
I gave in and started fucking her faster and harder and a minute later she moaned "Oh God," her body shook and she went limp just as I gave one last hard push and came. Concerned I started to pull away, but Allison clutched at me and cried:
"No, no, don't go. Just stay there; please Frankie, just stay there."
We lay there and she held me and after a couple of minutes or so she asked:
"Can we go again? How soon can we go again?"
"As soon as I get hard again."
"How long Frankie? The girls told me I should make sure to do it several times the first time. If I suck it will that make it quicker?"
"Probably, but you have to make sure that you don't use your teeth on me."
"Did I hurt you? I'm sorry Frankie; I didn't mean to. Just tell me how to do it."
I pulled out of her and it was then that I noticed the blood. "I guess I need to wash before we go any farther."
Allison looked down and said, "Oh yuck, me too" and we got up and went into the bathroom together. We showered together and then went back to the bed. Her second blow job was much better as was her third. The third was monumental in that it was totally unexpected. We had just finished making love for the second time and she wanted to go again. I decided that I would eat her pussy while I waited for 'Frankie junior' to recover. I'd only been working on her for about a minute when she twisted around and went for my cock and we ended up in our very first sixty-nine.
After our third session she noticed the time on the bedside clock and cried:
"Oh shit! I've got to get home!"
We hurriedly dressed and I drove her home. When I walked her to the door she said:
"If you pick me up earlier tomorrow we will have more time."
We spent Saturday and Sunday at my apartment and I was actually glad to see her go back to school. One more night with her and I might not have been able to get out of bed and go to work on Monday morning. As I dropped her at the house on Sunday she said:
"I'm coming back every weekend from now on. Keep them open for me."
As the door closed behind her I had the thought that I might have created a monster.
To be continued...



            Rae Goes For The Money Ch. 02

            Jimmy pays me to let my own husband fuck me.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/rae-goes-for-the-money-ch-02

Title: Rae Goes For The Money Ch. 02

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Jimmy pays me to let my own husband fuck me.

Tags: cheating

Series: Rae Goes For The Money


Rae's words bounced around in my head as I drove home:
"I thought it would be a kick to have Jimmy pay me to let my own husband fuck me."
Was that an admission that she was fucking for money or was she jerking my chain? And if she was selling herself, what did that say about me? The thought was certainly on my mind the first night I saw her go into the privacy rooms with Jimmy and Billy and yet when she came home I had fucked her until I was exhausted. The very next night I had sat in the back of the club and watched as after each dance set she had gone into the privacy rooms with somebody and that night again I couldn't keep my hands off of her.
My next thought was mind boggling - at the cheapest rate (according to what Rae had quoted me, two hundred for a blow job) she had made at least a grand that night. No wonder she always seemed to be able to go out and spend to her hearts content.
She was waiting for me in bed when I got home. She was naked except for her high heels and she was running a finger in and out of her pussy.
"Hurry up sailor, Miss Marla's pussy is hot, wet, and hungry for a cock."
For the third night in a row I could not keep my hands off her and finally we both fell asleep exhausted. I awoke with a warm mouth on my cock and I looked down to see Rae looking up at me. As soon as she saw that I was awake she stopped sucking and climbed up and sat on me. She looked down at me:
"So baby, how do you like being married to a whore?"
I looked up at her face and was silent - mostly because I couldn't think what to say.
"Come on baby, tell me what you're thinking. You know what I'm doing when I go back into that room. I'm a slut, a whore, and I love it. Come on baby, talk to me, talk to your whore. Do you like fucking me when I come home after fucking strangers?"
I twisted my body and rolled on top of her and started slamming my cock into her.
"That's it baby, fuck me, fuck your slutty wife. Harder baby, fuck me harder" and I pounded into her as hard as I could and when I came I collapsed on top of her, rolled of and started up at the ceiling.
"Why? Why are you doing it?"
She came up on an elbow and looked at me:
"Because I love it baby. I love it and I just can't seem to get enough cock. No matter how much I get, I always seem to want more."
I asked her how long she had been doing it and how she got started and she told me the story.
She had gone out and got the job with a telemarketing firm and for three months she'd sold time-shares in condominiums over the phone. One day she had was called into the boss's office and he had asked her if she would like to make twice as much money for doing the same kind of work. Naturally Rae was interested and when she'd said yes he had handed her a script and asked her to read it out loud. She read it to herself and said:
"I can't read this to you, I'm a married woman."
He had explained to her that she didn't have to mean it, just sound like she did. She was hesitant, but eventually he had talked her into doing it.
"Oh God, you have me so hot that I wish you were here so I could suck your cock."
The boss told her that it wasn't bad and to try it again putting emphasis here, lowering her voice a little there, and after a half dozen tries he said:
"Good! I think that's got it. Let's field test it" and he dialed a number. "Morty? I think I've got something here. Give a listen."
He handed the phone to Rae and told her to read the line just the way they had settled on to the guy on the phone. She did and so started her career as a 900 number girl - "I'll suck you dry. 99cents a minute, call 1-900-760-SUCK. Must be 18 or older."
She was a natural at it and there was a by-product - she got so horny talking to the callers that she came home and took it out on me. A couple of months went by and the boss called her into his office again. He had a couple of friends that he used as quality control. They would call in acting as customers and see how the girls were doing. One of them had called in and had talked with Rae and her voice had, as he had put it to her boss, made his spine tingle and he wanted to meet her. When Rae had looked confused her boss had said:
"What he wants is to have sex with you."
Rae had gotten indignant and her boss had told her to calm down, "I'm not saying that you have to do it and your job doesn't depend on it, but most of you girls are here for the money and George gave the last girl who tingled his spine a thousand bucks for six hours of her time. You do what you want to do; all I'm doing here is passing on information."
Rae agreed to meet the man for coffee; they met, talked, and the next day, which was her day off, she spent from noon until ten that night with him. He was partial to blow jobs and she had sucked him off several times, fucked him several times and had come home with twelve hundred dollars in her purse. She had enjoyed it so much that when George had called her two weeks later she had done it again. For the next two months she had seen George once every two weeks or so and had never left with under a grand in her purse.
"And it wasn't just the money baby, I was loving the hell out of the sex."
One night when she had gone to meet George there was another guy there and George told Rae that the other guy, Tony, wanted to offer her a job at his club. She talked with Tony and decided to take the job and before she left she had fucked both of them several times and had come home with fourteen hundred dollars. She gave her notice and her boss had tried to talk her in to staying with him, but she had made up her mind. He told her he was sorry to lose her and had been so nice about it that she had given him a blow job and then fucked him on his desk.
Her job at the Palomino Club was suppose to be as a hostess, serving drinks and taking care of Tony and George who was Tony's partner. One night two of the dancers hadn't showed up and Tony talked her in to dancing and the rest was history. For the last six months she had been taking turns fucking Tony and George with the other girls, dancing and making trips to the privacy rooms with guys who turned her on. Not just anyone who asked, but with the ones who grabbed her interest:
"Believe it or not baby, but there have been nights, a lot of them, when I haven't gone into the back room."
For example, she said she never would have gone back there with Billy because he just didn't appeal to her. I had pointed at him and in affect had said to her, "Fuck that one" and so she had. The first time with George was for the money, but then she found that she liked fucking other men. The fact that she was cheating on me didn't bother her because she knew I'd never find out about it. I just wasn't the kind of guy who went to paces like the Palomino and besides, wasn't she already fucking me to death when she got home?
I had to ask, "Why, if you are having so much fun fucking all these other men and making all that money are you hanging around here? Why haven't you dumped me for somebody like Jimmy? He's a millionaire and he's crazy about you."
She got a hurt look on her face, "I would have thought you wouldn't have to ask that."
"Why's that?" I wanted to know.
"Because asshole, I love you and I like being married to you. As far as Jimmy and his money are concerned I'll be getting it from him a thousand dollars at a time." She saw the look on my face, "What? You expect me to stop just because you found out? After the way you have behaved these last three nights? If you wanted me to stop why didn't you do it that first night just before Jimmy took me into the back room. You're not stupid baby, you knew, even if you didn't want to admit it to yourself, what was going on in those back rooms. You knew what was going to happen when you pointed at Billy and you knew you were going to be fucking a freshly fucked wife when I got home that night and you loved it! You couldn't leave me alone.
"I saw you the other night, sitting in the back of the club and watching what I did and you couldn't keep your hands off me that night either. Last night you knew for sure what was going on and you still came after me like a sex maniac. Why should I quit now? I'm loving every minute of what I'm doing and so far so do you."
She had me there. For the last three nights I couldn't leave her alone and I was already hard again from just talking about it and Rae noticed. She reached over and started stroking me:
"Tell the truth baby, hasn't the fact that your wife is a cock loving slut made you want me more?" I was silent, trying to get my thoughts together and she said, "Come on baby, talk to me."
Finally I said, "Well, working with Billy and Jimmy every day while knowing that they are fucking you is not easy. Every time I see them I picture you walking into the back room with them and I end up walking around with a hard dick all day."
Rae giggled, she actually giggled, and said, "That's just the way I want you baby. I want you with a hard dick waiting for me to come home to you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The Marvelous Miss Marla still works at the Palomino Club four and sometimes five nights a week and I'm still waiting for her with a hard dick when she comes home. Jimmy still takes the crew to the club once a month or so and when he does The Marvelous Miss Marla always asks me to take her home and as a result I'm looked upon as some kind of stud to the rest of the guys. It does bother me a little to help Rae spend the money she makes from her job, but I'm starting to get used to it, but we do have a problem coming up in the near future. The company Christmas party is fast approaching and Rae is expecting me to take her, but she won't tell me if she is planning to go as The Marvelous Miss Marla or as Mrs. Rae Chotin. Should be an interesting night either way.
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The next three weekends Allison came home and we spent seventy-five percent of that time in my apartment and a goodly portion of that time was spent in the bedroom.
Then it was Christmas break and Allison was home for three weeks. She was waiting at my apartment every night when I got home from work. I'm sure that my mom knew what was going on and I wondered if Mrs. Ames also knew and if the two of them were back in their wedding planner mode.
The week before Christmas Mr. and Mrs. Ames and Allison flew out to San Diego to visit some relative and I almost thanked God for the reprieve. Allison was flat wearing me out. She had been gone for two days and I had just gotten home from work when the doorbell rang. I answered the door and found Gloria standing there.
"Hi lover. Surprised to see me?"
"As a matter of fact I am."
"May I come in?"
I stepped back and she walked in and went over and sat down on the couch.
"So what brings you here?" I asked.
"You."
"Me? What happened to the guy you hooked up with at Baylor?"
"He turned out to be a flaming asshole. After him I dated a couple of others, but none of them measured up. I woke up to the fact that I had what I wanted and I'd let him go."
"What's this all about Gloria?"
"I'm here to ask you to give me another chance."
"I'm sorry Gloria, but I'm in a kind of relationship with someone."
"A kind of relationship? What does that mean?"
"I'm seeing someone."
"Have you proposed? Are you engaged or going steady or something like that?"
"No, nothing like that; at least not yet."
"Then I have a chance" she said as she stood up. "Can you say no to this lover?" she asked as she unbuttoned her coat, let it slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor. She was naked under the coat and had I been older and wiser I might have been able to say no, but I wasn't older and wiser and when the alarm clock woke me the next morning she was lying next to me with one arm lying across me.
I moved slowly so as not to wake her up and after I was on my feet I looked down at her and thought "You fucked up Frank. Allison will be back in the middle of next week and then what the fuck are you going to do."
Gloria was awake when I came out of the shower. While washing I thought about the situation and the more I thought about it the more I realized what I had to do. Gloria had the coffee made and as I poured myself a cup Gloria said:
"Tonight lover?"
"I don't know Gloria. It will depend on you and what you feel like doing, but you need to know up front that in six days the girl I'm seeing will be home and when she gets here she gets my time."
"I don't know who she is lover, but I do know that she can't possibly take better care of you than I can."
"Did you quit school?"
"Of course not."
"Then you will be going back to Texas as soon as the holidays are over. Last time it only took you – what? – four weeks to replace me? I can't count on you Gloria. If you want to play for the next week fine, but after that no. When you graduate and come home if we are both still single and not in solid relationships maybe we can try again."
"You are dumping me?"
"No Gloria, you dumped me. I'm just not taking you back other than as a friend with benefits. If that isn't something you can live with I guess that is your choice. I need to leave for work. You can let yourself out."
I put my cup in the dishwasher and headed out for another day in the salt mines. Gloria wasn't there when I got home and she didn't show up after I got home so I guessed she wasn't interested in what I proposed.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week passed by quietly and then it was Friday and the night of the company Christmas party. I debated not going, but the last five years the company had handed out bonus checks at the company party and with Christmas fast approaching and presents to buy I decided to go. I would have gotten the bonus anyway when I went to work on Monday, but if I got it that night I could put it into the bank Saturday morning and shop over the weekend.
I knew that Allison was going to be gone so when the sheet asking for a headcount circulated through the shop I put down that I would be attending alone. The party was being held at the downtown Hilton in one of the banquet rooms and when I got there I found a surprise waiting. Never having been to a company party before I wasn't aware that they set up tables with place cards.
I wandered around looking for where I was supposed to be sitting when a hand tugged on my arm. I turned and found Russ's daughter Sarah standing there.
"You're at our table. Its right over there" she said and she pulled me along behind her. She led me to a table where her mother and father were sitting. As we neared the table I saw Russ looking at me with an unreadable expression on his face. His wife however was giving me a beaming smile. Russ stood and shook my hand and his wife stood and gave me a hug.
I sat down and we socialized. The talk was general in nature with Sarah's mom doing most of it. How had I been, what was I doing, etc., etc, and then it was time to eat. It was buffet style and after we had finished eating the company CEO got up and made a speech about how proud he was of us for making XYZ the industry leader and how he hoped that we would all continue to help the company grow. Then the company president got up and said similar stuff and then he said:
"And now the part of the evening you have all been waiting for" and the curtains parted behind him to show a band. "I give you Johnny and The Bluetones." There was a drum roll and then the president said, "Oops, I forgot something." Another drum roll and he said, "Your section heads will take it from here."
Russ stood up, took some envelopes out of an inside coat pocket and then he walked around the room handing the envelopes to the men who worked for him. When he got back to the table he handed me one and I took it and put in my coat pocket.
"Aren't you going to look at it?" Sarah asked.
"Of course I will, but it would be rude of me to do it at a table of people who don't have anything of their own to open."
I saw her mother's lips curl in a small smile at that and I wondered what it meant. After several minutes the band began to play and Russ and his wife stood up and moved out onto the dance floor. As they walked away Sarah looked at me expectantly. I knew what she wanted so I asked her if she if she would like to dance and she smiled and stood up. As we danced she said:
"You never called."
Given the circumstances I decided that honesty would be the best policy so I said:
"Two reasons Sarah. The first is that I had a girlfriend and the second is from the way your father acted I don't think he believed me. I think he still thinks I took advantage of you. Working for him while he is thinking that has been difficult. I didn't need to make it worse by getting in contact with you and giving him even more to be pissed at me over."
"Daddy doesn't think that at all. When he came home that night he apologized for doubting me when I told him what happened."
"He might have apologized to you, but I still see him looking at me from time to time and I can tell from his face that he is thinking about me."
The song ended and I started heading back to the table, but Sarah held me back and when the next song started she moved into my arms and we started dancing again.
"You said you had a girlfriend. "Had" is past tense."
Oh oh, I said to myself; shaky ground here. Since she is the boss's daughter best be careful.
"It's complicated. I may or may not still have a girlfriend. I don't know. She's out of town right now and things were a little tense between us when she left. I don't know how things will go when she gets back."
"When is she due back?"
"Next week."
"So you might be girlfriend free come next Friday?"
"I have no idea."
"When would you know?"
"Again, I have no idea and I won't have one until she gets back and we talk."
None of it was true of course. Things hadn't been tense between me and Allie, but I didn't want to just tell the boss's daughter that I wasn't interested. God knows what she might have gone home and told daddy.
"I would really like to take you out to dinner some night to thank you for what you did for me. Even if you stay with your girlfriend wouldn't she understand a simple platonic 'thank you' date?"
"Knowing Allison as well as I do I'd have to say no; not a chance in hell."
Before she could say anything else the band ended the number and I started us back to the table. We no sooner sat down than Mrs. Backman said she had to make a trip to the ladies room and Sarah said she needed to go too. As they walked away Russ said:
"I want you to know that this wasn't my idea. This is all my wife's doing. Are you okay with it?"
"I'm kind of nervous about it."
"Why?"
"I haven't been in the shop as long as most of the other guys. I don't want them thinking that I'm sucking up to the boss."
"Yeah, I guess there is that, but we can defuse it a little."
"How?"
"Let the word get out that you are dating my daughter. That you met her at a party and dated her a couple of times before you found out she was my daughter."
"But that wouldn't be true."
"It isn't true that you are sucking up to me either. So take Sarah out a time or two and take her some place where at least one of the guys in the shop can see you."
I didn't say anything and after a couple of seconds he said, "Something wrong with my daughter that you don't want to be seen with her?"
Shit! This was getting way to out of hand. Best stick with honesty I thought.
"Nothing wrong with Sarah, but I already a girlfriend, but even if I didn't I'm not sure I would want to get involved with the boss's daughter. It just doesn't seem like the thing to do."
"Why would you say that?"
"What if things didn't go well and she comes to you and says I've been mean to her or something like that. You will react as a father and not as my boss. I just don't think that it makes good sense to have a connection between my work life and personal life."
"You are probably right about that, but what you don't understand is that there are higher powers at work here."
"Higher powers?"
Before Russ could explain that one to me the women were back. Russ got up to go to the bathroom and Mrs. Backman said:
"My turn for a dance with you Frank."
We moved out onto the floor and while I tried to hold Mrs. Backman at what I thought should be the proper distance she moved right into me.
"My Sarah seems quite taken with you young man and I must say that for just about the first time ever I approve of her choice. When are you going to ask her out?"
Shit I thought, more dangerous waters. I was beginning to wish that I had minded my own business and had let Sarah be gangbanged. I liked my job and I was happy there, but Sarah's family was like a mine field. One wrong step and my job could be gone.
"Sarah is a nice girl and some guy will be lucky to get her, but I already have a girlfriend."
"Why isn't she here tonight?"
"She is out of town until next week."
"That means that you have a week with her not here. Why not spend some of that time with Sarah?"
"That would be cheating on my girlfriend."
"Oh come on Frank; you are too young to tie yourself down. You need to spend some time with other girls; make absolutely sure you find the right one for you."
While she was talking she was dancing close to me. I smelled her perfume and her tits touched my arm and the predictable happened and her leg came into contact with it. She raised an eyebrow and pulled back and looked at me. Then she smiled and moved back into contact and as her leg touched my third leg for the second time she said:
"Oh oh, now I see. My Frankie likes the older ladies. I'm flattered, but I do have to give my baby first chance and then maybe we will see."
Fuck me!!! I was not only in a mine field, but the fucking thing stretched out miles and miles in all directions. How the hell was I going to get out of it! But, I thought, as I watched Mrs. Backman's ass move as we walked back to the table, did I really want to?
I needed to get away from Sarah and her mother so when I took Mrs. Backman (please call me Vangie) back to our table I grabbed my drink and went to say hi to the other guys I worked with. I spent the next hour moving from table to table saying hello, meeting wives, girlfriends and daughters and in general steering clear of the Backman ladies.
A lot of guys would kill to be in my shoes right then. Both Sarah and her mother were drop dead gorgeous and radiated sex appeal and in other circumstances I wouldn't even think of running from them. But I had the perfect job for me. I loved the work, I liked my co-workers and the company had been great to me. My Christmas bonus (I looked at it when I went to the bathroom) was equal to one months pay and as far as bosses go Russ was a good man to work for. It all could be history if I got involved with Russ's daughter and anything went wrong. Russ would be husband and father first and boss second and I knew it.
I eventually ran out of co-workers and had to return to the table and face the Backman family. Just as I sat down Mrs. Backman and Sarah got up for another trip to the ladies' room and when they were out of earshot Russ said:
"Remember earlier when I said that higher powers were at work here?"
I nodded a yes.
"When you get married son you will quickly come to know what "pussy whipped" means. You can be as macho and as 'manly-man' as you want as long as you don't mind a bedroom that feels like the inside of a freezer. Or you can learn to say things like "yes dear" and "whatever you want my love" and have a bedroom like a furnace. You get my drift?"
"I think so."
"You have impressed my wife and that is no small thing when it comes to boys that Sarah shows an interest in. My wife has made it clear to me that she feels that you are a more than suitable prospect for our daughter and Sarah herself has shown quite an interest in you. My wife has asked me to use whatever influence that I have with you to get you to take Sarah out. It is one of those "Yes dear" moments. I of course can't order you to take my daughter out on a date and I will not threaten you with a piss poor performance review if you don't, but I can ask you to take her out on a date at least once or twice as a favor to me. Understand?"
"Yes sir."
The woman came back and Sarah asked her father to dance with her and as they headed for the floor Mrs. Backman smiled at me and offered me her hand. I took it and led her out onto the floor. As we danced Mrs. Backman asked:
"Did Russ ask you what I asked him to?"
"Yes he did."
"Are you going to do it for him?"
I hesitated to answer and she moved close and deliberately pushed her leg into contact with my cock which was hard as a rock and held it hard against me and said:
"Or maybe you'll do it for me?"
I gave up! I couldn't fight it any more and I pushed my cock into her and said, "Okay; I'll do it for you" and moved my hand down and squeezed her ass. She giggled and said, "Good boy Frankie; I knew I could count on you" and she kept her leg against my cock for the rest of the song. Before we could leave the floor Russ and Sarah walked up and Russ said, "Time to switch partners" and he took his wife in his arms and they danced off as Sarah moved into mine.
As I took her into my arms I was wondering about the contradictions Mrs. Backman had presented me with. Based on the way I'd rescued her daughter Mrs. Backman thought I was just the kind of guy she wanted for her daughter – the same guy who had said okay when she had given him a blatantly sexual (or so I thought anyway) come on. Where was the sense in that? Didn't the cock/leg push and the ass squeeze show me to be an untrustworthy asshole? And that's what she wants for her daughter? Like I said; makes no sense at all.
As we started moving to the music Sarah said, "Have you given any more thought to having dinner with me?"
"I have" I said remembering her mother's leg pressing into my erection, "and I will do it, but it has to be before my girlfriend comes back and I expect that will be next Wednesday."
"How about tomorrow?"
"Are you sure that you want to do this?"
"Yes I am."
"Okay then, tomorrow it is."
When the party broke up and we were leaving it just happened that I was walking out with Russ and his family. He and Sarah were several feet in front of me and Mrs. Backman was by my side. She leaned over and whispered:
"Thank you Frankie" and then she licked my ear and said, "I owe you one and I always pay my debts."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Thanks to Sarah and her mom – most particularly her mom – I went home with a case of 'blue balls' and was resigned to a furious session with my right hand once I got home. I was surprised to find Gloria sitting in the parking lot waiting for me. She got out of her car and walked over to me as I got out of my pickup and put her arms around me and kissed me.
"I'll take it" she said as she broke the kiss.
"You'll take what?"
"Your deal. Your friends with benefits deal. Can we start now? Tonight?"
If it hadn't been for Mrs. Backman, and to some degree Sarah, and the shape they had put me in I might have said no, but I was horny as a goat and so I didn't. Gloria wanted to make up for lost time and somewhere around four a.m. I fell asleep exhausted.
When I rolled out of bed at nine I smelled coffee and a trip to the kitchen showed me that Gloria was working at putting together a breakfast. She smiled when I walked in and said:
"I was going to wake you when I finished making the pancake batter."
She walked over to me and kissed me and went back to making pancakes. Over her shoulder she asked:
"Who is Sarah?"
"What?"
"Who is Sarah? She called about thirty minutes ago. She said figure on Delmonte's. What does that mean?"
"I guess that is where we are having dinner tonight."
Gloria gave me a look that I couldn't read and then went back to making pancakes. As she set a plate with three hot cakes on it in front of me she said:
"I guess I need to leave. I'm sure you won't want me here when you bring her home with you."
"It isn't that kind of date. She's my boss's daughter and I let myself be conned into taking her out by both her mom and dad."
"She attractive?"
"Honestly? She's hot, but it is strictly hands off. Bad things can happen to me at work if I get on the wrong side of her daddy and I don't need that."
"So it wouldn't upset you if I was here? I mean if your date is all that hot you might come home needing some relief."
"I wouldn't do that to you."
"Do what?"
"Make love to you while thinking about the girl I just left."
She looked at me in silence for a couple of seconds and then said, "Well there is that I guess." Another second or two of silence and then she said:
"I might as well get this out. I screwed up baby. I never should have started dating that asshole when I got to Baylor. I had what I wanted right here and I let it get away from me. I'm going to do whatever I have to do to get you back and that means that I need to stay close to you whenever I'm home from school and if that means I have to be your stand-by designated reliever then that is what I will be. I have a week and a half before I go back to school and I'm hoping by then I'll have you back and waiting for me to come home on weekends. Don't forget my dad works for an airline and I have pass privileges so I can easily get home. I'm going to fight for you baby. Now that I've fed you I'm going to fuck you."
She stood up, dropped the robe to display her naked body and then she walked to the bedroom. I wiped my mouth with a napkin and got up to follow her.



++++++++++++++++++++++++
My dinner date with Sarah was a revelation. After dinner we went to the movies. About halfway through the movie Sarah leaned over to me and said:
"Get me out of here. Please?"
I didn't think much of the movie anyway so we got up and left. Once outside the theatre I asked her what she would like to do.
"I want to go out to the lake and neck."
"You what?"
"You heard me. I'm tired of this pussy-footing around. I've done everything except send you an engraved invitation. Hell Frank; I've even tried using my dad to get you. Well, this isn't engraved, but it is a flat out invitation. Give me fifteen minutes out at the lake and I'll own you."
I was stunned! Where had the young innocent girl that I thought was Sarah gone? Fifteen minutes and she would own me? Most of me wanted to speed out to the lake and see what Sarah had to offer, but there was a small part of me that was screaming "Danger Frank, Danger!" As I stood there looking at Sarah I was thinking I was in a lose/lose situation. Take her to the lake and do what she apparently wants and her daddy finds out I'd be toast. Don't do what she wanted and she goes crying to daddy and I could very well be toast.
"Well?" she said as I stood there seeing my job go down in flames. Then something snapped in my head and I thought:
"Fuck it! If you are going down in flames anyway you may as well get something out of it."
I opened the door of the truck and as she got in she asked, "Where are we going?"
"To the lake."
I got in and she slid over next to me and put a hand on my leg as she said:
"You won't be sorry Frank; I promise you that you won't be sorry."
Miss Sarah was nowhere near the sweet innocent young girl that I'd thought she was. As I turned onto Hess Road Sarah's fingers found my zipper and an eighth of a mile later she had my cock in her hand and was stroking it.
"Surprised?" she asked.
"Extremely so."
"Why?"
"I don't know. I suppose it is because what little I've seen of you led me to believe that you were what some would call 'a nice girl' and nice girls don't do what you are doing."
"Looks can be deceiving sweetie and when it comes to being nice I can be very nice."
A half mile from the parking lot just off the swimming beach Sarah scooted sideways and then lowered her head into my lap. I was way past being surprised so I reached down and tripped the seat bar so the seat would move back and give Sarah more room. I pulled into the lot, parked and then leaned back and ran my fingers through Sarah's hair as she ran her tongue around my cock and moved her lips up and down on it.
After several minutes she took her mouth off of me and said, "I thought I would try to get the quick one out of the way so the next one would take a while."
"I told you I had a girlfriend."
"But you said she has been gone."
"She took very good care of me before she left."
"You need to know that I plan to take you away from her."
"Why would you say something like that? You don't even know me."
"I know you are the kind of guy I want. You didn't know me at all and yet you went out of your way to help me and keep me safe. That's the kind of man that all girls want. Add to that you are kind of cute and that is a package that I want. I don't know if we are a fit and can make it work, but I do want to try."
"And you don't think that I'm going to think that you are coming on pretty damned strong? First date and you have my cock in your mouth?"
"All I can say Frank is that you did not rescue an innocent young lady at that frat house. If my boyfriend of the moment hadn't gotten drunk on his ass I would have spent several hours at his apartment and he wouldn't have been my first. One of the things that I learned early on is that if you are not sexually compatible the relationship is going nowhere. I've spent months dating a guy and enjoying his company before giving it up only to find out that we were lousy in bed together. After several of those I decided to find out about the important part up front. It saves a lot of wasted time."
"Your boyfriend the night of the party didn't measure up?"
"Actually he did, but he failed the 'take care of Sarah' test when he got shit-faced and left me at the mercy of his frat brothers. Where you are concerned we already have that test out of the way."
"And if I fail the compatibility test?"
"Then I will have at least thanked you for coming to my rescue and I won't try to steal you from your girlfriend."
"Besides the compatibility test and the take care of Sarah test how many more tests are there?"
"Just one and it is a biggie, but we don't get to that one until we have been a couple for a while. Do you have a blanket for the beach?"
I am pleased to be able to say that, at least by my yardstick, Sarah and I were extremely compatible sexually. As I was driving her home she said:
"Now all I have to figure out is how to cause you and your girlfriend to break up."
"Only one problem with that."
"What?"
"I'm not sure that I want to break up with her."
"What does she have that I don't?"
"Don't know, but I've known her for years and I barely know you. I don't know anything about you other than you are sort of a 'free thinker' where sex is concerned."
"I explained that to you."
"I know you did, but you were explaining it from your standpoint based on your outlook and experience, but I don't see things the same way. I want to know a person a whole lot better before getting intimate. I agree that sexual compatibility is probably important, but there is a whole lot more that needs to be there for a relationship to be solid. Your way of looking at things may be valid for you, but it isn't for me. I'd have to know you a whole lot better than I do now and really like what I've learned about you before you could even come close to being my girlfriend."
"Then why did you let tonight happen?"
"Don't blame me. Tonight was your idea. You knew I was seeing someone else, but you still pushed for me to just have a thank you dinner with you. The way the night progressed is wholly on you. I made no moves to have anything other than a simple evening out with you."
"Then why didn't you push me away and say "Sorry, but I have to stay true to my girl" instead of letting me do what I did?"
"Two reasons. The first is that we are not engaged and have made no promises of fidelity to each other and the second one is that I'm a guy and I have a dick and my dick will not let me pass up free pussy."
"Is that all I am to you?"
"No, but unless something bad happens between Allie and me you won't be anyone other than a girl I have dated."
"No chance huh?"
"I didn't say that. What I said is that there isn't much chance unless Allie and I break up for some reason."
I pulled up in front of her house and before I could get out and get the door for her she said "Goodnight" and got out of the car and walked briskly into the house. I hoped that her dad wasn't looking out the window. The way she bailed out of the car and left me would have him asking questions that I could do with out.
I was going over the evening in my mind and wondering about possible outcomes, especially those that might happen at work, when I walked into my apartment. With all that I had on my mind I had totally forgotten that Gloria said that she would be waiting to take care of any blue balls I might bring home.
When I walked into the apartment I found her waiting on the living room couch – naked and smiling. She got up, came to me, put her arms around me and kissed me. She stepped back and said:
"You didn't bring it home did you? The bitch got to you. I can smell it on you." I shrugged and Gloria said, "She had better have left some for me and she took my hand and pulled me into the bedroom.
Luckily Sarah had left just enough.
++++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I woke up to a new day and with a problem that a lot of guys would have loved to have. I had three hot girls who wanted me. Allison considered me hers; Gloria was determined to take me away from Allison and Sarah had outright told me she was going to take me away from my girlfriend (that might have changed given the way she'd gotten out of my truck so God only knew what she might do) but either way I couldn't allow myself to forget who her daddy was or what he might or would do for his little girl.
The day did start out well. As I went to get out of bed Gloria grabbed me and pulled me down saying:
"We have to start the day out right baby."
And so we did. At ten Gloria left to go to see her parents and I figured that it would be a good time to go over and see mine. I was surprised when I walked into the kitchen and found Mr. and Mrs. Ames having coffee with my mom and dad. I hadn't expected them back until the middle of the coming week. Mrs. Ames smiled at me and said:
"I didn't expect to see you here this morning. I thought Allison would have you tied up for hours telling you about the trip."
"I haven't seen Allison."
"That's odd; she left to go over to your place almost forty-five minutes ago."
I poured myself a cup of coffee and sat down and socialized for about an hour and then I got up and headed back to my place. When I got there I saw Allison's car and we both got out of our vehicles at the same time. She walked over to me and I opened my arms to hug her and was totally unprepared for the slap she delivered to my face.
"You miserable fucking hypocrite! You made my life a hell because I dated a guy while you were gone, but you can spend the night with that whore Gloria while I'm gone? And don't bother denying it asshole; I saw her walk out of your place this morning. Well fuck you you bastard" and she turned and stalked to her car, got in and slammed the door. She started the engine, looked my way, gave me the finger and drove away.
What could I say? She was right. The surprising thing to me was that I gave no thought to chasing after her and asking her to forgive me. "Oh well, I thought to myself, I still have Gloria and maybe Sarah. That thought caused my mood to darken a little. Gloria would be going back to school in a week and that would leave just Sarah and because of her father I didn't know if that would be good or bad. Then I remembered how Sarah and I had parted and I didn't know if Sarah would want to see me again or not. Merry fucking Christmas Frank!
The next day was Christmas and I had committed to having Christmas dinner at my parent's house and I was not looking forward to it. Mr. and Mrs. Ames would undoubtedly be there and most likely Allison would be there also.
I arrived early to help mom in the kitchen and found Mrs. Ames already there. She was cordial when she said "Good morning Frankie" but there was no smile on her face and that told me that Allison had talked with her. My mother was in a good mood so that told me that Mrs. Ames hadn't shared with my mom whatever Allison had told her mom. It was still going to be an awkward day.
Mr. Ames and Allison showed up about an hour later. I had already decided that I would let Allison set the tone. If she ignored me or gave me nasty looks I would steer clear of her, but if she was talkative I would be sociable and follow her lead.
Allison was cordial if a bit standoffish so I only spoke when spoken to which wasn't all that often. We had dinner and then retired to the family room where the tree was set up for the giving of gifts. Allison opened the gift I'd placed under the tree for her, glanced at the pearl necklace that had cost me a weeks pay, and then set it aside without a word. I saw the look on the face of Mrs. Ames and I knew that Allison was going to catch hell as soon as she got home for not even offering a simple thank you.
After Allison and her parents had gone home my mom said, "You and Allison having problems?"
"Some."
"Bad problems?"
"As far as she is concerned. While she was gone I dated another girl and she's mad at me because of it."
"I would have been too if I was her. Boyfriends shouldn't do things like that."
"I'm not engaged to Allison. Technically we are not even going steady; we just date each other a lot. And unlike you and Mrs. Ames I have not decided that Allison is the girl I should spend the rest of my life with. While I am single I'm going to see what else is out there and if Allison doesn't like it that's just too bad. She is free to do the same."
Mom gave me one of those "Whatever am I going to do with you" looks and got up and went into the kitchen.
When I got back to my apartment I found Gloria waiting for me. She was sitting on the couch naked except for a pair of heels and a big red bow tied around her waist.
"I've been waiting baby; come here and unwrap your present."
I spent the rest of the weekend lounging around the apartment with Gloria and making frequent trips to the bedroom. We talked and she kept insisting that she was determined that we were going to be a couple and she kept pushing for me to give her a token that she could take back to school with her; something that would show that we were going steady. I told her what I'd told her before; that if neither of us was in a committed relationship when she got out of school we could give it a try.
"You are going to be gone for the better part of the next two years and I know your sexual appetite and I know that you are not going to go without. The chance of me getting another one of your phone calls is too great. If I'm not with someone when you come back to town on the weekends and school breaks I'd love to keep you company, but that is as far as I'm willing to commit."
"Not even if I promise to come to come home every weekend??"
"That's only two days Gloria. There are still the other five and I don't think you can stay away from the guys that I know will be constantly hitting on you. You can say that you won't have anything to do with them and you might even mean it when you say it, but I don't think you can do it. To be absolutely honest about it I'm not sure that I wouldn't be tempted to see other girls while you are gone. Better for both of us to keep our options open."
"I'm still going to come back every weekend."
"Then I'll keep the weekends open, but I'm not making any promises over how I'll spend the week."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday was a busy day at work and I didn't notice any change in my boss's behavior toward me. The surprise came when I got off work. I walked out to the parking lot and found Sarah sitting on the tailgate of my truck. She stood up as I approached and said:
"Hi."
"Hi yourself."
"I'm here to apologize for the other night."
"No apology necessary."
"Yes there is. You were up front with me right from the beginning about seeing another girl. I had no right to get pissy when you reminded me of it."
"I wasn't exactly being the 'true blue' boyfriend if I remember the evening rightly. I suppose you did have some right to expect a little something after what we did."
"Can we start over? I mean can we be friends? I know you have a girl right now, but can we be friends?"
"I don't see why not. Want to get a cup of coffee?"
"Yes, I'd like that."
+++++++++++++++++++
Gloria had to return to school on the 29th so she did her best during the four days after Christmas to fuck me to death. The week was pretty much work, go home and deal with Gloria and try to get some sleep.
Twice during the week Sarah came to visit her father at work and both times 'just happened' to be at lunch time and both times it 'just happened' that Russ couldn't get away so Sarah asked me to join her for lunch and I did.
I'd not seen or heard from Allison since Christmas day. I hadn't tried calling her because there was nothing I could say. She had been right. I was a hypocrite. I did shun her for dating while I was away for training and I did get with Gloria when Allison was gone. I had done exactly what I had been pissed at her for doing. I had no defense.
What I did have was a New Years party to go to and no date. Gloria would be gone and Allison wasn't talking to me. The solution occurred to me during my second lunch with Sarah. I asked her if she had plans for New Year's Eve and she said no so I asked her out and she said yes.
The night of the party I showed up at the Backman house to pick up Sarah and when I rang the doorbell it was Sarah's mother who opened the door. I went instantly hard. She was dressed and ready to go to a party and she was stunning! A fairly low cut 'little black dress' that showed some mind boggling cleavage and ended just high enough to show off her fabulous legs. High heels made of thin leather straps completed the outfit and I forgot myself and muttered "Wow!" Mrs. Backman beamed and said, "Why thank you young man."
She stepped aside and told me to come in. She led me into the living room and told me to have a seat on the couch. She sat down on the easy chair across from the couch, crossed her legs and said:
"Sarah is still getting ready and Russ is in the shower. I'm so glad that you are taking Sarah out."
I heard her words, but I barely processed them since most of my attention was on the sexy leg display in front of me. Mrs. Backman laughed and said:
"Maybe we should switch dates. Let Sarah go with her dad and I'll go with you."
I tore my attention away from her legs and moved my gaze toward her face and said "Ma'am?"
She laughed again and said, "Russ doesn't look at me like that any more. I like it. I could stand an evening of it."
I blushed and she said, "Don't get all flustered on me Frank. It's natural. A woman loves to hear compliments and she loves to see them too" as her gaze fell to the tent in my trousers.
I sat there looking at the sexy display, but was saved from saying anything stupid by Sarah coming into the room. She looked like a carbon copy of her mother in her LBD and heels. The difference was that Sarah's mom radiated an earthy sexiness whereas Sarah's aura was more of an innocent sexiness. I had to admit to myself that if given a choice as to who I wanted that night mom would have won hands down. And mom knew it! I could see it in her eyes.
As soon as we were in the truck Sarah slid over next to me and put her hand on the lump in my trousers.
"Mom got to you huh? She does have that effect on guys."
I of course said, "Don't be silly" and Sarah laughed.
"You're a guy Frank and it is only natural. I just hope that I have the same effect on you when I get to be her age."
I turned and looked at her and she said, "That's right Frank; I expect us to be together twenty years from now."
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am. You passed the compatibility test and the take care of Sarah test. I am sure that you are the one Frank. I know we haven't known each other all that long, but I'm pretty sure that you are the one I'm looking for. All I have to do is make it happen."
"I thought there was another test I had to pass. When do I find out what it is?"
"When it happens."
"I don't get a clue?"
"Nope. It will happen on its own and when it does I'm pretty sure that you will pass it. No more talking about it. We are out to have a good time tonight, not plan our future. Tonight is dance, dance, dance."
We had a very good time for the first hour of the party and then it turned a bit sour. Allison showed up at the party. Seeing her there with a date didn't bother me and there was no reason why it should have, but it soon became apparent that Allison's purpose was to try and get me pissed. She plastered herself to her date on the dance floor and ground her body into her partner and he responded by dropping his hand to her ass and pulling her tight against him. Allison looked at me and gave me a nasty smile.



After about a half hour Sarah asked me, "Why is that tramp constantly looking at you?"
"Remember back to the time when you said that surely my girlfriend wouldn't mind you and I going out for a simple thank you dinner?"
"Yes, and you said something to the effect that there wasn't a chance in hell that she wouldn't mind."
"Well she certainly did get pissed when she found out I'd dated another girl while she was gone (of course I didn't tell Sarah that the girl was Gloria) and she called me a rotten bastard and hasn't spoken to me since."
"So?"
"That's her and I guess she is speaking to me now."
"I don't understand."
"The way she is behaving in front of me is her saying "Fuck you Frank." She keeps looking at me to make sure I'm not missing the show she is putting on."
"Okay then; as long as she keeps looking at us I think we need to put on a show of our own."
She moved in tight against me and said, "Put your hands on my ass lover" and then she pulled my head down and kissed me. Her tongue darted into my mouth and out of the corner of my eye I saw the nasty smile disappear from Allison's face to replaced by a pissed off look. I smiled inwardly and returned Sarah's kiss with a little tongue of my own.
For the rest of the evening I kept my back to Allison so I didn't see anything she was doing. When the count down to midnight came Sarah moved in tight against me and at the stroke of midnight she gave me a kiss that should have melted the nails in my shoes. When she broke the kiss she said:
"I want to get out of here Frank. We need to get somewhere where we can start the New Year out the way it should be. Take me to a motel."
As we left I saw Allison starring at me and if looks could kill I'd have been a corpse.
I headed toward my apartment as Sarah slid over next to me and unzipped my pants and worked my cock out into the open. She stared at it for a second or two and then she bent and took it in her mouth. About halfway to the apartment I thought better of going there. Sarah didn't know where I lived and once she found out she might take it in her mind to drop by from time to time and if Gloria had meant what she said when she told me that she was going to come home every weekend I didn't need Sarah and Gloria running into each other.
I hung a right on Wilcox and headed for motel row. There were nine motels on Wilcox between Baker and Union and the first six I came to had the "No Vacancy" signs lit so I pulled into the seventh. Once in the room Sarah said:
"I'm not an easy slut Frank. What I am is a girl who goes after what she wants and when I go after it I go full speed ahead."
As she spoke she undressed and I stood there and watched.
"Come on Frank; get a move on. I don't want to be the only naked one in the room."
I hurriedly undressed and then the night got physical – extremely physical. Sarah blew me and then pulled me on top of her and after we both came we went sixty-nine until I was hard again. Then it was doggie followed by another blow job followed by cowgirl.
It was a quiet Sarah who sat next to me in the truck as I pulled up in front of her house. I got out, opened her door and walked her to her front door. She turned to me and said:
"I will see you again, won't I?"
"Of course you will" I said and she came up on her toes and kissed me.
"Call me. Soon" she said and went into the house.
When I got to the apartment I undressed and fell into bed exhausted.
The doorbell ringing woke me up and I glanced at the bedside clock and saw that it was just after eleven and I wondered who would be at my door on New Year's day. I got up, put on my robe and walked to the door and opened it just in time to see Allison's car pull out of the parking lot. I shrugged and started to close the door and then noticed a paper bag sitting just in front of it. I bent down and looked inside and saw several pieces of cloth. I carried the bag to the kitchen table and dumped the contents of the bag on it. There was a pair of thong panties, a pair of thigh high nylons and a brassiere and they were all cum stained. I picked them up to toss them into the trash and underneath them I found four filled and tied off condoms. It seems that Allison had found a rather unique way of saying "Fuck you!" I looked at the pile and then shrugged. I had to admit that I deserved it.
To be continued.
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The next week was a quiet one as far as having females in my life was concerned. All the girls had gone back to school so it was pretty much work, go home, watch some TV and read books. It did not come as a surprise when Gloria ("I'm coming home every weekend from now on") didn't show up, but I was kind of surprised when Sarah didn't, especially after telling me that she was going to do a full court press to land me.
Allison did come home and she made sure that she and her date (not the same guy from New Year's Eve) showed up everywhere I went that weekend. I think it pissed her off when I ignored her. I don't know who did what the following weekend because that was the weekend I owed the Guard and I wasn't around.
I had some time to think during that weekend and I decided that what I needed to do was pick one girl and stay with her regardless of whether she was in town or away at school. Allison was out. She was busy rubbing my nose in what she was doing, not that I didn't deserve it, but I just wasn't built right to allow myself to crawl to her and beg forgiveness. I did what I did and it was wrong, but it was also a done deal and couldn't be changed.
That left me with a choice between Gloria or Sarah and I didn't trust Gloria not to do what she had done when she first went off to Baylor. The process of elimination brought me down to Sarah, but did I want to go there? The fact that she was the boss's daughter meant that there was always going to be the possibility of danger if the relationship went wrong. Maybe the wise thing to do would be to date some others and find someone new. On the other hand, turning away from Sarah could promote the same danger that a relationship with her going bad could cause. It was another one of those "Damned if you do; damned if you don't" situations.
Sarah was smart, sexy and seemed to really want something to happen between us. I liked her a lot, but the question was could I come to love her. Gloria was also smart, sexy and had said she wanted me and I did like her a lot, but there was the trust issue (look at me – talking about trust!). My feelings for Allison were strong; stronger than my feelings for either Gloria or Sarah, but I wasn't at all sure that those feelings were love.
Shit!!! Why couldn't life be simple?
In the end I took the coward's way out. I wouldn't do anything and just wait. I'd do the equivalent of flipping a coin. The first one to make the move would be the one I would go with. Allison and Gloria had a slight edge because they both knew where I lived and Sarah only had my phone number, but Sarah had the option of showing up where I worked if only to say hi to daddy. All three knew where I usually spent my free time so all I was going to do was follow my usual pattern which was basically go to work, go home, and on some nights go out to my favorite haunts.
+++++++++++++++++
It was the fickle finger of fate that did it. It was a Friday afternoon and an hour before quitting time when Russ called me into his office.
"I need a favor Frank."
"Sure boss; what do you need?"
"Sarah was on her way home for the weekend and her car broke down just outside of town. She called me to come and get her, but I have a meeting with Phelps (CEO of the company) in ten minutes. I've made arrangements to have the car taken care of. Can you go and get her?"
"Of course I can."
He told me where she was and told me to go ahead and take off and he would sign me out at the end of my shift. When I got there Sarah was standing next to her car watching a tow truck hook up to it. When she saw me pull up she got a big smile on her face and hurried over to me. She got in the pickup, slid over next to me, gave me a big kiss and said:
"This worked out better than I expected."
"What does that mean?"
"I was trying to get to the plant so I would be there when you got off work. I tried calling you last night to let you know that I was coming, but I kept getting a wrong number so I thought my best bet would be to catch you at work."
"Your dad must have ESP because he grabbed me and asked me to come and get you."
I took her back to the plant and turned her over to her father after making arrangements to pick her up later to take her out to dinner
And from that point on Sarah and I were a couple.
When I arrived at six her mother met me at the door. My cock went instantly hard as she stood in front of me in a tank top and a pair of white shorts. She obviously wasn't wearing a bra and she also obviously knew that I was coming. Was it intentional? If so, why? I remembered the way she had acted at the Christmas party and again when I had picked Sarah up for the New Year's Eve party and I wondered what was up with that.
"Sarah will be down in a minute Frank. How have you been?"
Before I could say anything Sarah came down the stairs. She told her mother that she might be late and as I helped her into her coat I saw her mother looking at the tent in my trousers. She looked up, saw me looking at her and she smiled at me and licked her lips. Needless to say that when we left I was already primed for what I expected to be doing with Sarah before the night was over.
After dinner I asked Sarah what she would like to do and she said, "I want to see your apartment especially the bedroom and the sooner the better."
When we got there I found a note taped to the door and I opened it and read:
"I was here; where were you? Call you in the morning" and it was signed "Gloria."
"What's that?" Sarah asked.
"A note from a neighbor saying he has a package UPS left for me. I'll get it in the morning."
It was nasty of me, but I had occasional thoughts of her mother as I made love to Sarah for the first time that night, but Sarah burned those thoughts out of me with the second and third times and she barely left me with enough energy to drive her home. As I pulled up in front of her house she said:
"Next weekend I won't tell my parents I'm coming home and I can spend the whole weekend with you."
She kissed me goodnight, told me she would see me Saturday afternoon and went on into the house.
I woke up to the jangle of the phone and as I reached for the bedside cordless I saw the digital read-out on the clock. It was only eight o'clock and I wondered who the hell would be calling me so early. It was Gloria.
"Just calling to make sure that you are there before coming over."
"Don't bother coming over Gloria. I'm going to be busy all weekend. In fact I'm going to be busy every weekend from now on."
"What? What do you mean?"
"I'm dating a girl and she is keeping me pretty busy."
"Why? I told you that I would be coming home on weekends."
"You told me every weekend, but I don't believe I've seen you since you went back to school on the 29th."
"I'm sorry Frank; something came up and I couldn't make it."
To me that meant that she hadn't come back during my duty weekend either, but she didn't know that.
"Does that something just happen to have a male name attached to it?"
"It wasn't like that Frank."
"No matter. You weren't here so I went out by myself and while I was out I met a girl and we clicked."
"That's not fair Frank."
"Hey, I'm not the one who made promises and then didn't keep them. Got to go. I have to get ready to go pick her up. Take care Gloria" and I hung up.
I looked at the clock again and then rolled over and went back to sleep.
++++++++++++++++++
The next three months took on a sameness. Work during the week and Sarah every weekend. One weekend out of three Sarah would come home and stay with her parents and I would pick her up there for our dates and then take her home. The other two she came straight to my apartment and never let her parents know she was in town.
I took up bowling to give me something to do on Wednesdays and I started taking evening classes at the community college. I was happy with my job, but the longer I was there the more I saw that if I wanted to move up in the company I was going to need more than just being technically proficient. I started taking business classes and I was even thinking of going all the way and getting an Associate's Degree in Business Management.
My weekends with Sarah boiled down to dinners, movies, occasional parties thrown by either her friends or mine and a lot of time in my bedroom. Some nights we just stayed in and played cards. I could whip her almost every time we played cribbage, but she got back at me when we played gin. It was almost as if she could get inside my head and use my eyes to see what cards I was holding.
One constant was that on the weekends Sarah stayed with her parents and I rang the bell when picking her up her mother was always the one who came to the door. And her mother always seemed to flirt with me and sometimes that flirting almost seemed like she was actually coming on to me.
There was another constant. It didn't matter what parties we went to Allison would either be there or would show up shortly after we got there. It had to steam her that I just ignored her.
Sarah and I eventually reached the point where we were starting to discuss our future. Sarah was working on a degree in education and she intended to be a school teacher when she graduated. She didn't want to get married until after she graduated, but she thought that it was time to start to prepare her mother. When I asked why she said the more time her mother had to plan the wedding the better and while Sarah didn't say it outright telling me that it was time to prepare her mom was also her way of telling me that it was time for me to shit or get off the pot. I knew what she was saying so during the week while she was in school I picked out a ring and that Friday evening when she came home I proposed.
Of course telling her mother also meant telling mine.
I'd taken Sarah home to meet my parents and while my dad gave me a big smile and a 'thumbs up' my mom wasn't as enthusiastic. She was cordial, but it was obvious that she was disappointed in me and I knew it was because I wasn't with Allison. Telling my mom that I was now engaged, and not to Allison, was difficult for me. Mom took it like I expected. I could tell she wasn't happy, but she accepted it.
+++++++++++++++++++
Two weeks after Sarah informed her parents I had a visitor. It was on a Monday about an hour after I had gotten home from work. The door bell rang and when I opened the door Mrs. Backman was standing there. She was wearing a mini-skirt, a low cut blouse and four inch heels. I went instantly hard.
"Surprised honey? Going to invite your future mother-in-law in?"
I stepped aside and she walked in. She walked over to the couch and sat down and patted the cushion next to her in invitation. I sat down and she gave me an appraising look for a couple of seconds and then she said:
"You are probably wondering why I am here; am I right?"
I nodded a yes.
"Like most mothers I want what is best for my baby. Sarah thinks that is you, but Sarah is young and impressionable. As a concerned mother I need to be sure that she isn't making a mistake. You do understand that, right?"
I nodded a yes.
"You know what I've learned over the years? I've learned that you can trace the reason for marriages that fail to the bedroom."
As she was saying this she leaned toward me and her blouse gaped open a bit and I saw that she wasn't wearing a bra. My cock was threatening to rip through my pants. In a breathy voice she said:
"I don't want my daughter's marriage to fail Frank honey and the best way to see that it won't is to make sure she gets the right man."
She put her hands on my head and pulled me toward her. Her lips touched mine and her tongue darted into my mouth. Her hands let go of my head and went around me and she kept her lips against mine as she pulled us closer together and when we were chest to chest her right hand went down to the tent in my pants. She stroked the tent pole a couple of times and with her tongue working in my mouth her hands went to my belt buckle and then my zipper. As one hand worked my cock out into the open the other took my right hand and carried it up under her skirt. Not only was she not wearing a bra, she didn't have on any panties. She got my hand against her pussy and then let go of it. I knew what was expected of me and my fingers went to work.
Did I think of Sarah as all this was happening? Sarah who? Mrs. Backman had my cock out and pointed at the ceiling. She ran her hand up and down it a couple of times and then she broke the kiss, swung over me and guiding me with one hand she sat down on my cock.
"Oh yeah Frankie baby" she moaned as she took me in, "Fuck me baby, fuck your mommy in law."
I pushed up, but I didn't fuck her – she fucked me! She rode me up and down and the entire time she moaned in my ear:
"Fuck me baby, fuck me, fuck mommy, do mommy good baby, oh yeah Frankie baby, fuck mommy."
Her mouth found mine and her tongue fucked my mouth while she fucked herself on my cock. I'd spent the weekend with Sarah trying to fuck me to death and it hadn't been eighteen hours since she went back to school so it was taking 'mommy' a long time to get me off, but I didn't think getting me off really mattered to her. She was getting off and I was guessing that is all that really mattered. She got me to where I needed – really needed – to get my nut so I pushed her off me and she screamed:
"What are you doing? Fuck me damn you, fuck me!"
I pulled her down on the floor and onto her back. I moved between her legs and pushed into her cunt and then I pounded her. I was nailing her hard and fast and she was crying, "Oh yes, oh God yes, fuck me fuck me fuck meeee..."
I did and I did it as hard as I could.
"Oh yes baby yes; fuck mommy baby, fuck mommy."
I was on the ragged edge of cumming, but was still in control enough to say:
"I'm gonna cum; are you protected?"
"In me baby, I want it in me. Cum in mommy baby, cum in mommy."
As I pumped my sperm into her I had a weird thought. What if she wasn't protected and I got her pregnant and then married her daughter and got her pregnant right away. Wife and mother-in-law carrying my babies at the same time. How far out would that be?
When I was drained I started to pull out, but Mrs. Backman clutched me and held me in place as she worked at catching her breath. Finally, when I was a soft as a cooked noodle, her arms and legs fell away. I got up and looked down at her as she looked up at me. She smiled.
"Not bad baby, not bad at all. Surprised to find out your new mommy-in-law is a cock loving slut?" Before I could answer she said, "Of course you aren't. You knew it when you pushed your cock into my leg at the Christmas party and I didn't pull away. The question is can you handle the two of us? Sarah and me?"
She got up on her knees and reached for my soft cock. It twitched as her hand wrapped around it and she giggled. "I think it likes me. I think it likes mommy." She leaned forward and took me in her mouth. A she licked and sucked on me I had another weird thought. If Allison and I had stayed together would Mrs. Ames ever do to me what Mrs. Backman was doing?
"Mommy" got me up again and then said, "Can we try a bed for the next one?"
As she slipped her clothes back on she said, "Russ bowls on Monday and Thursday and on Wednesday he goes to meetings of the Fraternal Order of Eagles. I have to be home to have dinner ready for him, but I'll be here by six-thirty. Now give mommy a kiss."
She tried to touch the backside of my belly button with her tongue and then she was out the door and gone.
When she was gone I poured myself a stiff drink and sat down on the couch. As I sipped the drink I thought over what had just happened. There was no denying that Vangie (she told me that she was either Vangie or 'mommy' to me when we were alone) had turned me on from the day we met, but never in my wildest dreams, fantasies or flights of imagination had I ever expected what had just happened to occur. And if I understood correctly what she had said it was going to happen again on Wednesday and Thursday. Oh man!
As I finished my drink I had another thought. As much as I had sweated over what Russ might do to me because of his daughter now I had to sweat over his wife too. But damn! The woman was a major turn on and superb pussy.
And there was one more disturbing thought as I lay in bed staring up at the ceiling trying to fall asleep. It was the realization that I was a dyed in the wool asshole. I had screwed Gloria while Allison was gone; I had screwed Sarah while Gloria was gone and now I had screwed around on Sarah behind her back and with her own mother no less. Add to that I was also stabbing my boss in the back by fucking his wife. I fell into a troubled sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday morning as I was walking to my test bench Russ stuck his head out of his office and said:
"I need to see you Frank."
Can you say panic? He knew!
He knew what had happened at my place the previous night. I hesitated. If I went into his office the best he could do was fire me and the worst would be killing me. I thought of running for the door and avoiding either outcome, but then I thought "You might be an asshole Frank, but you don't have to be a cowardly one." I took a deep breath and then went into his office to face him.
Russ pointed at a chair and told me to take a seat. I sat down and looked at him. He sat on the other side of his desk looking at me and the one thing that registered was that there was no anger in his face. I didn't see any murderous intent.
"You have been a good technician Frank and I hate to lose you, but, and I'm sure that you will understand, we just can't work together any more."
I was amazed at how calm he was taking it. I went bananas over Allison just dating another guy when I was gone and here was Russ being calm even though I had fucked both his wife and his daughter. I sat there waiting for him to tell me to go to personnel and pick up my final check when he said:
"You have some time yet before you have to make your move. The Policy and Procedures Manual doesn't say anything about relatives working for the company it only says that a relative can't work under the supervision of another relative and we won't be related until you and Sarah are actually married so you have months yet to go through job postings on the company's internal website to find something that you might want to put in for."
Sweet Jesus!! He didn't know! Relief flooded through me as he went on:
"I figure that by telling you now you will have some time to pick and chose instead of having to take what's there when the wedding comes and you have to move."
Feeling a whole lot better knowing that I wasn't going to be fired or killed I jokingly said;
"Or I can stay here and you can change jobs. You would make a good division manager or go big and try for VP."
"Wise ass. Get out of here and get to work."
The day flew by and I don't think I got much out of my classes that night because I wasn't thinking of much other than Vangie and wondering if she would actually come to my place again on Wednesday.
Wednesday was a difficult day for me. I had a lot to do during the day and I tried to get it done without looking at the clock every five minutes to see how closer I was to quitting time. Would Vangie really come over? I half wished that she wouldn't and half prayed that she would. It was a weird feeling wanting and not wanting at the same time. I knew I was flirting with disaster if by some chance we were ever found out and God knew I didn't want that, but she was a woman – a sexy, beautiful woman – and she wanted me! Why? I had no idea, but the fact that she did made me feel like the world's greatest stud. Vangie could have had any man that she wanted and she could have gotten him with the mere crook of a finger, but she wanted me! I know I was cheating on Sarah, but I didn't care. Sarah was a beautiful and sexy young girl, but Vangie was a WOMAN!



I was first in line at the time clock for the first time since I had been hired and I left the parking lot like I was competing in the Daytona 500. When I got home I showered, put on some cologne that I had gotten on my birthday or maybe at Christmas but had never worn and then put on a robe and waited to see if Vangie would show up.
As I sat waiting I suddenly remembered that I was supposed to go bowling. I dug around until I found the number for my team captain and called him to let him know I couldn't make it and that he would need to find a substitute for me.
I sat down in front of the TV and flipped through channels while watching the clock. Finally at six-twenty the doorbell rang and I rushed to the door and opened it to find Vangie standing there in low cut top, mini skirt and four inch 'come fuck me' heels. As I took in the instant hard on generating sight I would have bet my next paycheck that there was no bra or panties under the outfit.
"Hi baby" she said as she walked into the apartment, "Are you ready for mommy?"
I no sooner closed the door and she had me in her arms and her tongue was pushing at the back of my throat. I returned the kiss and when she ran her hand down my stomach and started to rub my hard cock I slid a hand inside her top and began rolling a nipple between my fingers. She broke the kiss and said:
"Oh you naughty boy. When guys play with my tits it makes me think they want to do nasty things to me. Do you want to get nasty with mommy?"
"I want to fuck mommy. Right now! Here!"
Vangie laughed and got down on the floor in front of me. She pulled her skirt up and I saw that I had been right about her not wearing panties. I've always been turned on by nylons, garter belts and high heels, but just then I thought Vangie's bare legs and four inch come fuck me's were the sexiest thing ever.
"Come on baby, kiss it. Kiss it and then you can fuck it."
I stood there looking down at her as I let my robe fall from my shoulders to the floor and she whispered:
"Hurry baby, hurry. Mommy needs it. Mommy needs it bad."
I got down and kissed her pussy and then I licked it.
"Oh yeah baby; eat mommy's pussy. Eat mommy baby, eat mommy."
I licked and sucked her pussy until she moaned, "Now baby, now. It's time to fuck mommy." I moved up and lanced into her and she cried out, "Fuck yes! Fuck mommy baby, Fuck mommy hard."
She had at least one orgasm before I came and as soon as I was out of her she had me in her mouth. As soon as she had me hard she panted:
"Bed! Now!"
We fucked three times before she had to leave and I honestly didn't want her to leave. I wanted her to say "I'm yours from now on and I'll never leave you" even though I knew it was the biggest of all pipe dreams. I got one last hot kiss before she left with:
"Same time tomorrow baby. Be ready for mommy. We don't want to waste time on unnecessary things like undressing. Mommy's got something special in mind for you tomorrow baby. Take your vitamins."
I almost told her that we couldn't get together tomorrow because I had class, but then I decided that I would cut classes for another night with Vangie.
When she arrived Thursday night I greeted her naked. She was dressed the same as the previous night and she went from the front door straight to the bedroom and I followed along behind her like an eager little puppy. She shed her top and mini skirt and got down on the bed.
"Come here baby; lick mommy's pussy and get mommy ready."
I did it and worked on her for several minutes and then she got up on her hands and knees.
"You know what mommy wants baby. Do it; give mommy what she wants."
I fucked her hard and gave her two orgasms before I came and then she spun around and took me in her mouth. When I was hard again she told me to hand her her purse from the dresser. She took something out of the purse and handed it to me. It was a bottle of KY Lotion.
"Mommy wants her butt fucked baby" and she got back on her hands and knees. Using the KY I worked on her butt hole until I could work two fingers into her easily and then I lubed my cock and pressed against the target.
"Do it baby, do it! Fuck mommy's ass. Push your hard cock into mommy's tight ass." I worked it in as she moaned, "Yeah baby, yeah. Push baby, fuck mommy's ass. Fuck mommy's tight ass."
I buried a load in Vangie's butt and then she took me into the bathroom, washed my cock and then got down on her knees and sucked me hard again. The last time was missionary with her legs up on my shoulders and with her screaming at me to "Fuck mommy."
As she was getting ready to leave she said, "Russ has something going on this Saturday and I may be able to get over here for a couple of hours. Will you be home?"
Sarah would be coming home on the weekend and her parents still didn't know that she came home every weekend so I said:
"I have something going all weekend and I won't be home until late Sunday."
"And you won't give it up even for mommy?"
"I can't; not on such short notice."
"Maybe next weekend?"
"Sarah will be home that weekend."
"Oh pooh! I guess you will just have to take a lot of vitamins so you can keep up with me on Monday, Wednesday and Thursday."
I'd already made up my mind to give up bowling if Vangie was going to keep coming over, but I couldn't give up classes. I was two thirds of the way through the courses and too close to being finished to drop out so I took a deep breath and said:
"I can't do Thursday, at least not until the end of this term. If I dropped out now I'd lose the tuition and the credits."
She gave me a look that I couldn't decipher and then she left without another word. I wondered if she would be back or if I'd just had the last of her fantastic pussy and tight butt.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday morning Russ called me into his office. "About what we talked about earlier; you know, having to change jobs? I was having lunch with John Corkle yesterday and he told me he has an opening in Division Three that he hasn't posted yet. I told him about you and our problem and he said to send you over to see him."
I went and saw Corkle and then I went back to my work area and told Russ that I had the job and told him that Corkle said that he would call Russ and discuss the mechanics of the transfer. At four Russ told me that I would start work in Division Three on Monday and he wished me luck.
When I got home from work I found Sarah waiting for me and I thought that maybe it was time to give her a key. She was hungry so I took a quick shower and we went out to get a bite to eat. After a leisurely meal we went back to the apartment and watched some TV until she reached over and ran her hand up my leg. I took her by the hand and led her into the bedroom which is pretty much where we stayed except for meals showers and a little card playing until she left for school on Sunday.
Monday I was in the middle of fixing myself some dinner when the doorbell rang. It was Vangie and she was dressed in what I had come to call her "slut suit" which was a low cut top, mini skirt and CFMs. She walked in and said:
"You aren't ready for me baby?"
"To be honest I didn't expect you to be here."
"And why would you think that?"
"The rather cool look you gave me and the way you left when I said I couldn't do Thursday or the weekend."
"Of course I was upset baby. You said no to mommy and mommy doesn't take rejection well. Why do you still have your pants on?"
"Let me turn off the stove and I'll correct that."
Vangie stayed until ten and when she left I was famished. Keeping up with her helped me work up an appetite and as I ate I wondered about Vangie and what was going on. Why was she doing it? I know what she told me the first time, but if that was true why was she still doing it after finding out I could perform well enough to be suitable for her daughter? And how long did she intend to keep on doing it? To be honest I wouldn't mind if she never stopped. To be brutally honest if she wasn't married and I had a choice between Vangie or Sarah I'm sure that I would have gone with Vangie if she wasn't a cheater. Even though I was young and not all that worldly I'd still heard that "Once a cheater always a cheater."
And then I stopped and pondered that. What did that say about me? I'd cheated on Allison and now I was cheating on Sarah. Did that mean I would always cheat if the opportunity presented itself? Was I capable of being faithful once I was married? Fuck!!! I was too young to be weighted down with thoughts like that.
I was naked and waiting when Vangie arrived on Wednesday and as usual just the thought of her going to be there had me hard as an iron bar. A fact that she noticed as soon as I opened the door and she used it as a leash to lead me to the bedroom where we engaged in hot sex until she had to leave. As she was dressing she said:
"Russ is going to a symposium on semi-conductors next week. He will be gone all week and won't be home until Friday sometime. Mommy will be all alone. Any chance you could spend the night with me? It will have to be at my place. I need to be there because he calls every night. Please say yes baby."
"What night?"
"Why not all of them? Make mommy happy and say yes baby. Please?"
The rest of the week went fast and I spent a very good weekend with Sarah. It was an odd thing. The more time I spent with her mother the closer I seemed to come to Sarah and the more I wanted to be with her. Since it was her official 'home' weekend she spent Friday and Saturday nights sleeping at her parent's house, but we still spent a significant amount of time at my place and a good part of that time was spent in the bedroom. I couldn't seem to get enough of Sarah. I just couldn't understand the pull that Sarah and her mother had on me.
+++++++++++++++++++
Monday I rang the bell at Vangie's and it was like she wanted to establish a tradition. Just as I met her at the door naked when she came to my place she greeted me in nothing but her 'come fuck me' heels and she met me that way all four nights.
Waking up in the morning with Vangie was an experience in itself. She woke up before I did and then she woke me up by either fondling my cock or sucking on it. When I was hard enough to suit her she mounted me and rode me cowgirl until we both got off and then she pulled me into the shower with her. Doing each other's backs – and fronts – always seemed to lead to a resurrection of my cock and once that happened 'mommy' always wanted it and when in the shower 'mommy' always wanted it in her ass.
Each night I was there Russ called and when he did, no matter where we were or how close to cumming we were, Vangie made me stop and pull out and sit quietly on the bed until the call was over. There were a lot of "I love you's" and "I miss you's" and several "I wish you were here with me now's" and Vangie seemed like she was meaning every word she said. If that was the case why was I sitting on the bed? Why was she coming to my apartment?
As I was getting ready to leave Vangie asked, "Any chance you can fit mommy in for an hour or so tomorrow around two?"
I was all set to lie to her and tell her I would be out of town, but at the last minute I decided that it would be best to be straight with Vangie. If I kept trying to juggle her and Sarah it was bound to blow up in my face sooner or later. I could just see Vangie swinging by my place on a weekend when I told her I would be gone and end up with her seeing me with Sarah. If her mother wouldn't keep quiet about it Sarah would be pissed at me, but I figured I could work by it. So I sucked it up and told Vangie about how Sarah scheduled her weekends.
"I'm sure she doesn't want you to know because she doesn't think knowing that she sleeps with me on weekends will sit well with you and Russ."
I could pretty much tell from the look on her face that what I'd just told her in fact didn't set well with her, but all she said was:
"I knew you were probably having sex with her when you dated, but I didn't know it was that often."
There was a slight pause and then she said, "So I won't see you until Monday?"
I nodded and she shrugged, kissed me and left.
I had a great weekend with Sarah, but did occasionally have a thought or two about what my relationship with Vangie was going to be like when Sarah and I were married. Would Vangie expect that we would keep on going - finding some time here and there? As Sarah was leaving she told me that she would see me next weekend and I had to remind her that it was my weekend with the Guard.
"How long do we have to put up with that crap?"
"Two more years."
"What in the hell made you get into that in the first place?"
I shrugged and said, "It seemed like the thing to do at the time."
I didn't tell her that I'd been thinking of staying on when my current enlistment ended. I might have to rethink that after we were married.
Monday and Wednesday with Vangie were as hot and nasty as ever and there was no mentions of my weekends with Sarah.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday night Vangie was waiting for me in the parking lot when I got home from work and we had another night of hot and nasty sex.
Tuesday I skipped school and got together with some friends and we shot some pool and then ended up at Harry's Malt Shop. While we were sitting there Allison and two of her girlfriends came in. Allison noticed me and took a seat where she could see me and then tossed nasty glances at me until my friends and I got up and left.
Wednesday was more hot and nasty sex with a lot of "Fuck mommy baby" and "Fuck mommy's ass baby, fuck it hard" bouncing off the walls.
Thursday was mid-terms and Friday I left work and drove to Camp Forester to do my monthly weekend with the Guard.
Monday I rushed home from work, showered and put on a robe that I could discard as soon as I saw Vangie pull into the parking lot. For the next two hours I kept walking to the window to look for her, but she never showed up. She didn't show up Wednesday either. Oh well, I thought, it had to end sometime, but I would have liked it to last at least until Sarah and I were married.
Friday I fixed dinner and waited for Sarah to arrive. We would eat in and then play some cards or watch TV until Sarah let me know it was time to head for the bedroom. I did feel a little guilty knowing that Sarah would be taking care of the sexual frustration caused by her mother not showing up during the week.
Eleven p.m. arrived without Sarah showing or calling and I wondered if something had happened to her. If it was car trouble I was sure that she would have called. Sarah had a key so I went to bed thinking that she would be there in the morning when I woke up. She wasn't, but she did show up at ten,
She wasn't smiling and she turned her head when I went to kiss her and when I tried to hug her she pushed me away.
"What's wrong Sarah?"
"You are what is wrong."
I looked at her confused and she said, "Remember back when we discussed tests? I told you that you had passed the 'take care of Sarah' test and the 'sexual compatibility' test and you asked if there were any more and I told you there was one more. Remember?"
I nodded my head yes.
"Well you failed that test Frank."
"I don't understand. What test?"
"My mother is one sick lady. Every boyfriend I've ever had has been hit on by my mother. And she always – always Frank – tells me about it. Sometimes she tells me that she does it because most marriages fail in the bedroom and she doesn't want that to happen to me so she checked the guy out to make sure he was suitable. Sometimes she does it to see if he will cheat on me because once a cheater always a cheater and if he will cheat on me with my own mother he will cheat with anybody once we are married. That was the test Frank. You needed to shut down my mother and you didn't."
She took her ring off of her finger and dropped it on the floor and then she took the key I had given her to the apartment off of her key ring and dropped it on the floor next to the engagement ring. She turned and headed for the door. She opened the door and turned to face me and said:
"On the plus side mother did give you rave reviews on your bedroom behavior. Too bad you are a cheating asshole."
She turned and walked out closing the door behind her. I never saw her or her mother again until the company Christmas party where they both pointedly ignored me although Sarah did throw some nasty looks at my date, but if Gloria noticed she didn't say anything about it.
Gloria? Yeah; she was back.
To be continued.
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About a month after Sarah kicked me to the curb I was sitting in a booth at the Denny's at Fourth and Hamilton when Gloria walked up and asked if I was alone and when I said that I was she asked if she could join me.
I told her to take a seat and we talked. I found out that she was home for a week because of a death in her family and when she asked where my girlfriend was I told her that Sarah and I had split. I asked her how her love life was going and she told me that she didn't have a steady boyfriend and then she asked if I still had my apartment. I told her that I did and she said:
"Then why are we sitting here wasting our time talking?"
"I can't think of one good reason for it" I said and we both stood up to go and Gloria followed me home.
It was a Friday night so I didn't have to work the next day and Gloria and I stayed in bed until almost ten and then I got up and fixed us breakfast. Gloria had nothing that she needed to do before returning to school Sunday afternoon so we spent the weekend together. We went to a couple of movies, ate in and screwed like sex crazed rabbits. When she left for school she told me that she would be back the next weekend and to keep it open for her. Unfortunately I had to tell her that it was my Guard weekend.
"Well from now on I want all your weekends that aren't claimed by the Guard."
Why not I thought. I could keep myself busy through the week with school and bowling and it would be nice to have my weekends covered and not have to sweat finding a date. If Gloria did come back every weekend. I hadn't forgotten her previous promises. I'd just have to wait and see.
She did come home and so it was that all my weekends except my Guard weekends were taken up by Gloria. It was inevitable that on some of those weekends Gloria and I would end up some place where Allison also was and I sure that Allison was confused by suddenly seeing me with Gloria instead of Sarah or at least she was until she found out from her mother who would have been told by my mother that Sarah and I had broken up.
I was eating lunch in the employee cafeteria on Friday and Russ came over to my table and sat down with me. He asked how I was doing and how my new job was going and then he asked:
"What happened between you and Sarah? One minute everything was going fine and the next minute it wasn't."
I would have bet my next years wages that neither Sarah or Vangie would have told him the real reason, but I decided that it would be best to keep things as close to the truth as possible so I said:
"Sarah got the idea that I was cheating on her while she was away in school. She told me that she couldn't stand cheaters and she broke up with me."
"Were you?"
"Was I what?"
"Cheating on her."
"No. I did hang around with a group that I went to school with and a couple of them were girls and one of the girls was the one that Sarah accused me of cheating with, but there was nothing going on between us. We just happened to be at the same place at the same time several times and someone must have thought that something was going on between us and told it to Sarah."
"You don't seem too broken up over it."
"I was at first, but after spending a week trying to get Sarah to talk to me with no luck I got to thinking that if she was going to get so warped out of shape over nothing while we were still single what would she be like when we were married? I decided that I didn't need to be tied to someone who could so readily believe that I was cheating when I wasn't."
"Too bad it didn't happen before you changed jobs. If it had I could have kept you in my department."
I shook my head and said, "To be honest about it I would rather not be working for you and still be with Sarah, but I guess part of life is not getting what you want."
"Amen to that. No chance you can work it out?"
"It was her choice and I'm not going to hang around and whine about it. If there were to be any chance it would all have to be up to Sarah and I don't see that in the cards."
Lunch period was over so I got up and went back to work.
++++++++++++++++++++
Time slid by. I went back to bowling and took some additional classes so I was going to school Monday, Tuesday and Thursday. My weekends were spent with Gloria or the Guard and suddenly Thanksgiving was upon us.
Gloria had gone with her parents to visit her grandmother so I did Thanksgiving dinner with my parents. I figured that Mr. and Mrs. Ames would be there, but I didn't expect to see Allison. I thought she would be spending the day with her boyfriend's family, but I was wrong. She was there and my mother, meddlesome as ever, made sure that we were seated at the table next to each other. It was awkward to say the least.
Conversation buzzed around the table, but despite efforts to draw me into the conversation I stayed silent and I could see that mom and Mrs. Ames were upset that Allison and I made no attempt to speak to each other. Those two would go to their graves still trying to push Allison and me together.
The ritual at my parent's house was that the women prepared the meal and the men did the cleanup. As I scraped the plates prior to putting them into the dish washer my dad said:
"Would it hurt you to at least throw your mother a bone and try to be friendly with Allison?"
Mr. Ames was right there scrubbing pots in the sink so he heard it when I said:
"Allison wants nothing to do with me and she has made that perfectly clear."
"Nonsense" Mr. Ames said, "She talks about you all the time."
I was tempted to say "Oh sure" and then tell him about the paper bag full of used condoms that she gave me, but I of course kept my mouth shut.
When we were done in the kitchen we moved to the family room where we would have Bailey's Irish Cream and conversation. I would have put a damper on things with my silence so I thanked mom for a great dinner, said my goodbyes and left. When I got to my truck I saw something under the windshield wiper. It was a note. "Please call me" and it was signed by Allison. I read it twice and thought about it and then decided that no good would come of it so I crumpled up the note and dropped it to the ground.
Gloria came back from her visit and we spent the rest of the weekend together and three weeks later we attended my company Christmas party where Sarah and her mother cast nasty looks at Gloria and for what reason I couldn't figure.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It wasn't until New Year's Eve that Allison and I crossed paths again. We ended up at the same party, me with Gloria and Allison with some guy I'd never seen before. I noticed that every time I chanced to look her way she was looking at me and Gloria. I wondered what she was thinking.
About an hour into the party I headed off to the bathroom to take a whiz and when I came out I found Allison standing there waiting. I thought she was there to use the facilities so I stepped to the side to let her enter, but she moved with me and said:
"You never called me."
"What would be the point?"
"We need to talk Frank."
"No we don't Allison. Your paper bag and its contents said all that needed to be said. The message was clear and unmistakable."
"I was pissed Frank; I was upset and I lashed out without thinking. I should never have done what I did."
"And when did you realize that?"
"A couple of days later."
"That is when you should have tried talking with me Allison, before I said "screw it" and moved on."
"We belong together Frank and you know it. We've had a few rough spots, but nothing that we couldn't get by. All we need is to sit down and talk."
"It would be a waste of time. I'm with Gloria now and I'm happy with our relationship so sitting down and talking would accomplish nothing. Now if you will excuse me I need to get back to my date."
+++++++++++++++++
It was the end of August when Gloria dropped the bomb on me. The previous eight months had been fairly routine for me. Work during the day, classes and bowling in the evenings and the weekends with Gloria. Gloria was taking summer classes, but she had no classes on Friday so she was usually at the apartment when I got there.
I stopped on the way home and picked up a pie for dessert. Gloria usually had dinner ready when I got home and that night was no different. After eating we did the dishes together – I washed and she dried – and it was while I was scrubbing a pot that she said:
"I'm pregnant."
No lead in, no "I have something to tell you" just a flat out "I'm pregnant."
I kind of froze for a couple of seconds and then asked "When?"
"When did I get pregnant? I don't know. Sometime in the last month or so."
"No, I mean when is it due?"
"No idea. I haven't seen a doctor yet. I haven't been feeling good and my period was late so I got one of those self-test things and it says that I'm pregnant."
I went back to scrubbing the pot.
"Aren't you going to say anything?"
"What's to say?"
''What are we going to do?"
"That's up to you."
"What do you mean?"
"Just that, what happens is up to you."
"Why me? You are in this too."
I finished the last of the dishes in the sink and said, "I've never heard you say that you wanted kids. In fact, all you have talked about is your career after you get your degree."
"What about it?"
"Can you handle a career and a kid? Will a kid slow you down?"
"That's a cold way to look at it."
"Not cold, just practical. I don't care one way or the other. It has to be your decision."
"Oh sure; just dump it on me."
"Of course I'm dumping it on you. It's your body and you get to make the decisions where it is concerned. You get to be the one to decide if you want to be a mother or not."
"You bastard!"
"Hold on there. Just why am I a bastard?"
"Dumping it all on me."
"Well little girl I have news for you. It is all on you. I don't have to decide anything. You are pregnant so I need to marry you. Everything else is up to you. You have to decide where, when and how. You want a quickie at city hall or you want to set up a church wedding? You have to decide if you want to be a mother or not. If you decide to be a mother you will need to decide if you will be a full time or a working mom. You have to decide if you are going back to school or not. All the decisions that have to be made are yours."
"What if I don't want to get married?"
"Then we are right back where we started when I said that what happens is up to you."
"I always planned on marrying you, but not for a while. I'm not ready to be married."
"Your choice."
"I'm not ready to be a mother either."
"Again, your choice."
"Damn it Frank; you aren't any help at all."
"I'll support you in whatever you decide, but it is up to you to make the decisions where your life is concerned."
She threw the dish towel at me and stormed out of the room. I finished cleaning up and then dropped down in front of the TV to veg out. I wasn't able to get into anything that I watched because of what Gloria had dropped on me. I would of course step up to the plate and do what was right, but that didn't mean that I really wanted to. I had expected to get married some day and quite possibly to Gloria, but I was far from ready to be a husband and even farther from being ready to be a father.
Even when I had been engaged to Sarah I hadn't been ready, but it didn't matter then because we had decided not to tie the knot until she graduated and at the time that had been two years away, but regardless of what I thought I was ready for it appeared that "ready or not here it comes."
I heard the bedroom door close and a moment later Gloria walked to the front door and left the apartment without a word and I wondered what the hell I'd done wrong now as far as she was concerned. I did my part. I accepted the responsibility and said we would be married. What else was I supposed to do? She wasn't back when I went to bed at eleven and she wasn't there when I woke up in the morning. To hell with it I said and I went out and got myself some breakfast.
Gloria never came back or called over the rest of the weekend and I guessed she went back to school on Sunday afternoon as usual. I didn't hear from her during the week and she wasn't at the apartment when I came home Friday night. When she hadn't shown up by noon on Saturday I accepted an invitation to spend the rest of the weekend out at the lake with some friends. When I got back late Sunday night I could tell from the look of the place that Gloria hadn't been there and there were no messages on my answering machine.
I was having a hard time figuring out what was going on. I always thought that when an unmarried girl got pregnant the big push was to get married as soon as possible so the time between the marriage and the arrival of the baby would look pretty close to normal. It didn't look much like Gloria cared about appearances. Well, if she didn't care I wasn't going to worry about it.
+++++++++++++++++++
When I went into work Monday I had no idea that the week was going to cause a major change in my life and the lives of many, many others.
I suppose everyone knows where they were and what they were doing at 8:41 a.m. on Tuesday, September 11th, 2001. I was at work and I had just pulled five units at random from the final assembly marshalling area and was bench checking them as part of our Quality Control program. I'd finished two and was hooking up a third to the oscilloscope when Jerry Petulkas came running into the shop and saying:
"You need to get down to the break room and see what's on the TV. You ain't going to believe it. Couple of planes flew into some buildings in New York. The news people are saying that it was deliberate."
At the time I didn't realize that it would have an impact on my life, but Gloria did. She called me two days later just after I got home from work. After saying hello she said that she had thought things over and decided that we needed to get married since she was going to keep the baby.
"I can get my blood test here and if you can get yours in the next day or so I'll come up a day early or stay over Sunday night and skip Monday classes and we can get the license. Then I think we have to wait three days. We can find out for sure when we apply. Then I can either come back early or stay over and we can get married at city hall."
"Why the rush now? It has been almost two weeks since you have talked to me."
"We have to get it done before you leave."
"Before I leave? What does that mean?"
"You're in the Army right? We need to get it done before they send you somewhere."
"Before who sends me where?"
"Before the Army sends you off to fight."
"What have you been smoking Gloria?"
"Nothing Frank."
"The Army isn't going to send me anywhere."
"That's not what I'm hearing here in Texas. The people who know the Bush clan say that George junior is just looking for a way to show his daddy that he has a set of balls. He will use the Army to do something about the attack in New York."
"Nonsense Gloria. It was just a bunch of terrorists that attacked us not some country. And even if he did do something he would use the Regular Army, not the Guard."
"Remember what his dad did when Saddam invaded Kuwait? He used the Guard and the Reserve and junior will do the same. You can bank on it."
"Not a chance Gloria; not a chance in hell."
Nine days later Gloria and I were married in a civil ceremony, six months later I was in Afghanistan and two months after that I was in Walter Reed recovering from wounds.
Gloria gave birth to Jessica Marie while I was hospitalized. I told everyone not to waste the money on a visit since I was told I would be released in four or five weeks. Released from Reed and the Guard. My trip to Afghanistan had resulted in my receiving a slight limp that would be with me for the rest of my life. It wasn't a bad limp, just bad enough to keep me from passing an active duty physical.
I talked with Gloria and my mom a couple of times a week and between the two of them I got the sense that all was not well back home. For one thing my mother always seemed to change the subject every time I kidded her about being a grandmother and I figured that it was probably because she and Gloria didn't see eye to eye on how to raise a kid. And I thought that because mom and Gloria didn't seem to see eye to eye on anything. Mom had never cottoned to Gloria and I naturally assumed that it was because Gloria was my wife instead of Allison.
Talking to Gloria was strange also. She seemed a bit distant when we talked and as I got closer to being released she became even more distant. I would have thought as I came closer to my release date she would get more excited about my coming home. Sometimes I thought from the way she sounded that she wasn't looking forward to my coming home at all.
And then I found out why. Mom and Gloria were not the only ones I was having phone conversations with. I received several calls from well meaning friends who told me that Gloria was spending a lot of time in the company of a man that no one seemed to know and that he had been seen leaving our apartment in the morning. That no one seemed to know him was an indication that the man wasn't from our town and that led me to believe that he was either a student where Gloria went to school or some Texan she met while staying at Baylor during the week.
What surprised me the most about the situation is that I wasn't surprised. Since the first time she dumped me back when she first went down there to attend Baylor I'd always suspected that she dated during the week. I had expected it to stop when we were married and I was disappointed that it apparently hadn't. We would be having a long talk when I did get home and divorce was definitely not out of the question.
The information about her apparent boyfriend changed things. I told Gloria that my release date was two weeks farther out than it actually was which led to me being in a rented car in the apartment parking lot at 6:40 a.m. one Wednesday morning when a tall red headed man came out of the apartment and got into a late model Toyota with Texas plates. I was also there at 6:21 p.m. when the same guy went into the apartment not to depart until 6:48 a.m. the next morning.
I followed him to an apartment complex on the other side of town. He got out of the car and went into apartment 3B. I sat and waited to see if he would come back out and he did at 7:36. I followed him to Anderson's Lumber and twenty minutes later he pulled out of the yard driving a truck loaded with building materials.
I waited until he was out of sight and then I checked out his car. I was in luck and it wasn't locked. I found the registration in the glove box. The car was registered to a Reginald Barrington. I was parked where I could watch the car when Barrington got off work. He came out, got in the car and drove back to his apartment, changed clothes and then drove to my apartment getting there at 6:23. I didn't bother to be there in the morning when he left since I already knew more than I wanted to. I drove to my motel and got some sleep and when I got up I made my plans.
Timing was the key.
I had to make my move during the time period between Barrington leaving his apartment and arriving at mine. At 6:12 I used my key and let myself into the apartment. Gloria was in the kitchen with her back to me when she said
"It's about time you got here lover."
"Way, way, way past time my love."
She turned around, dropped the dish she was holding shocked at seeing me and before she could say a word I said:
"They moved my release date up and I thought I would surprise you."
I opened my arms and said, "Come here baby; I've missed you."
I saw her make a quick glance at the wall clock and then the phone before coming to me. I hugged her and was kissing her when the door to the apartment opened and Barrington walked in. I looked at him in pretend surprise and said:



"Who are you and what are you doing in my apartment?"
I saw fear flash across Gloria's face. Barrington was quick; I'd have to give him that. He took a step back and looked at the apartment number on the door and said:
"Oops; I guess I wasn't paying attention. I'm one door off. Sorry to disturb you" and he backed out and closed the door behind him.
I didn't say anything except, "Where is the baby? I want to see my child."
I felt some of the tension leave Gloria and she took my hand and led me to the back bedroom. The baby was asleep in a crib and Gloria eased the blanket down so I could get a good look at the baby. The child woke up and looked up at me and as I looked down at her several things suddenly became clear. Things like the way my mother behaved when talking about Gloria. Things like why mother was always quick to change the subject when I kidded her about being a grandmother.
The baby had red hair and green eyes.
No one in my family had red hair or green eyes. Gloria's hair was as black as a raven's wing and she had brown eyes. Barrington was red headed and I would bet that he also had green eyes.
My plan to sit down and have a long talk with Gloria about whether or not we could get past her having an affair while I was gone went right into the trash can. Without looking at her I asked Gloria:
"Does Barrington have a cell phone?"
"What are you talking about? Who is Barrington?"
"Give it up Gloria. You're busted. The fact that I know the name should tell you that."
"I don't know what you are talking about. I don't know anyone named Barrington."
"Unless he is driving someone else's car he is the man who walked in the door a couple of minutes ago. He is also the man who entered this apartment Tuesday night and didn't leave until 6:40 the next morning. The same man who came in here Wednesday night at 6:21 and didn't leave until 6:48 Thursday morning. Whatever his name is you need to get in touch with him and get him to come back for you and his kid. I'm going over to my parent's house and spend the night. I will come back here tomorrow afternoon after three and you and your kid need to be gone. I'll see an attorney in the morning and start the end to this sorry mess."
"You aren't making any sense here Frank. I don't know anyone named Barrington."
"Jesus Christ Gloria; are you fucking brain dead? I just told you I have been sitting out in the parking lot watching that red headed asshole spend the last three nights in this apartment. Maybe his name isn't Barrington. The car he is driving is registered to a Reginald Barrington and maybe this Barrington guy loaned his car to the red headed asshole who just walked in the door. What about when I walked in the door? Your back was to me and you didn't know it was me and you weren't expecting me so where the fuck did that "It's about time you got here lover" come from? And are you going to tell me that it is just a coincidence that your bed buddy and this baby both have red hair and green eyes? Well I ain't buying it Gloria.
"You want to know my take on this? No, of course you don't, but I'm going to give it to you anyway. Way back when you first told me that you were pregnant you were just priming the pump; setting me up for the fall in case you couldn't get the red headed asshole to marry you. I always wondered why you went back to Baylor and didn't talk to me for almost two weeks after hitting me with the pregnancy shit. It was because you were busy trying to talk Barrington or whoever the fuck he is into marrying you and I guess he told you to fuck off and so it was back to Plan B – me! I'll even go a step farther and guess that the reason he wouldn't marry you is because he knew he wasn't the only guy fucking you while you were down there going to school and he didn't think the kid was his.
"No matter. Bottom line is that you are busted and we are done. Be gone when I get back here tomorrow."
I left the apartment and went straight to a phone and cancelled the two credit cards that we had and arranged for a new card in my name only and with a different account number. The bank would have to wait until the morning.
I received a joyous welcome at my parent's place and after things settled down mom said:
"I know that your first stop would have been your apartment, but I see that you have your bags with you."
"Yes indeed and I'm betting that you know why. Why didn't you tell me?"
"You had enough to worry about and there wasn't anything you could have done from where you were so why add to your load? Besides, you might have been able to get by it. She might have been able to show you or convince you that there was red hair and green eyes in her family."
"Maybe, but there wasn't anyway she could explain away the red headed asshole she was sleeping with when I got home."
"Oh my; I didn't know about that. What are you going to do?"
"See a lawyer and go for a divorce or maybe an annulment. She obviously lied to me when she said we had to get married because I was the father of the child."
"I'm sorry honey. Gloria wouldn't have been my choice for you, but I had hoped that things would work out for you."
I spent the night in my old room and mom fed me breakfast in the morning and then I headed for town and was standing at the door when the bank opened. I cleaned out the savings and checking accounts and closed them. I opened a new checking account in my name only and filled out the necessary paperwork to have my direct deposits go to the new account. That done I headed over to Home Depot and got a new locking door knob and dead bolt.
When I got there Barrington or whatever his name might be was loading suitcases into the back of the car he was driving. I looked him over and thought that even with my gimpy leg I could take him; maybe teach him that fucking another man's woman wasn't a good thing and then I thought maybe it wasn't that way at all. Maybe he saw it as me fucking his woman. Maybe she was cheating on him with me when she came home for the weekends. Fuck it! It wouldn't be worth the effort.
In the apartment Gloria was looking around to make sure she hadn't forgotten anything. When she was done she headed for the door and I stepped in front of her and held out my hand palm up and said:
"Keys to the apartment and truck."
She dug through her hand bag, came up with them and handed them to me. I stepped aside so she could leave and she said:
"Don't I even get a kiss goodbye?"
"Your boyfriend out there might not approve."
I turned and walked away from her and she left the apartment and pulled the door closed behind her. Even though I had gotten her keys she might have a spare so I got busy and changed the locks with what I'd picked up at Home Depot. That done I had the rest of the weekend to get through and I visited a couple of my old haunts and said hello and visited to old friends that I ran into.
Monday morning I called an attorney and made an appointment to see him that afternoon. I told him my story and he told me that getting an annulment would be the way to go, but if she fought it things would probably devolve into a regular divorce and at that point we would need tests to determine the paternity of the child in order for me to avoid having to pay child support. I told him to go ahead with the paper work and gave him Barrington's address as the place to serve Gloria.
I left the attorney and drove over to XYZ and paid a visit to the HR office and filled out the necessary paperwork for returning to work and then I went back to my parent's place for dinner. I told them about what had gone on and about my visit to the lawyer and then my mom said:
"You really should say hi to Allison now that you are home."
Some things never change. I wasn't even out of my marriage to Gloria and mom was trying to get me back with Allison.
++++++++++++++++++++
I went back to work and back to school. I had one semester remaining to get my Associates Degree in Business Management. I rejoined the Wednesday night bowling league and surprisingly my average went from 160 to 175. It seems that my limp slowed down my approach to the foul line and gave me a better delivery.
I didn't do any dating because I didn't want to give Gloria anything she could use against me in case she might want to fight the breakup so it was just work, bowl and school for me while I waited to see what happened.
At work Randy retired and Melvin moved up to take his spot and then John surprised the hell out of me and moved me up to take Melvin's spot. I had hoped to move up in the company; that is why I was taking classes, but I hadn't expected anything to happen for a couple of years. The frosting on the cake – the end to a great day – came when I got home from work and got my mail out of the mail box. My annulment came through.
I went out to celebrate that night with some old classmates. We ended up at a party and by the end of it I had a date for Saturday with Bev Holbrook. I didn't even have to work for it. Bev came up to me and said:
"I hear that you finally found out about Gloria and Reggie and tossed her out on her cheating ass."
"That pretty much sums it up."
"You know I divorced Al right?''
"No, I didn't know that."
"Dumped him for the same reason you got rid of Gloria. I caught him sliding between the sheets with Nancy Neubert. I guess we are both single now."
My daddy didn't raise no dummy and I saw Bev's comment as an invitation so I said:
"As both of us are single I guess I'm free to ask you if you would like to go out some time."
"I don't have anything going for Friday."
"Well then, how about we get together Friday and do something?"
Friday was dinner and a movie and after the movie we hit a party that she knew about. When we left the party we had no sooner gotten in my truck when Bev said:
"You know what I miss most about not being married? The sex. I miss having a sex life."
Again, my daddy didn't raise a dummy so I looked her right in the eye and said:
"Your place or mine?"
"Yours. My sister moved in with me when I kicked Al out."
When we got to my place I warned her I might be a little quick as it had been almost a year since I'd last had sex.
"So what? Unless you have something else to do we have all night."
The first time was pretty quick, but the second time took a bit longer and the third time I managed to get her off twice before I finished, Bev was one hot lady in bed and her blow jobs were state of the art.
As I was driving Bev home she said, "I don't know about you, but I'm in no hurry to get into another serious relationship right now, but I enjoyed tonight. I don't want to be running around just taking on anybody to have a sex life. Have you ever heard about a friends with benefits relationship?"
"I have."
"Interested?"
I didn't even have to spend two seconds thinking on it. "I certainly am" I said and that was the start of a relationship that got me laid at least twice a week for the next four months. Then one Tuesday night after a very energetic and sweaty encounter Bev told me that it was our last time.
"I met a guy I think I might get serious with."
I wished her good luck and told her that there would always be room on my bed for her if things didn't work out. She gave me a hot kiss, told me that she would hold me to it and then she was gone.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Two weeks after Bev said goodbye it was Thanksgiving and I was invited to my parents for dinner. I expected to see Mr. and Mrs. Ames there and probably Allison, but I was surprised to see that Allison wasn't there. From the table talk I gathered that Allison was spending the day with her boyfriend and his parents. I also gathered from the conversation that Mr. and Mrs. Ames didn't think highly of Allison's choice, but at least for the first time in years neither my parents nor Allison's said anything about me and Allison needing to hook up.
The talk in the kitchen as my dad, Mr. Ames and I took care of the clean up stuck mostly to what Bush was doing in the Middle East and sports. Both my dad and Mr. Ames worked on me to join veteran's organizations and they argued – good naturedly – about which one's were the best. My dad was American Legion and Mr. Ames was Veterans of Foreign Wars, but I wasn't much of a joiner and wasn't interested in either one, but I kept my mouth shut and let them talk away while I would occasionally nod my head as one or the other made a point about something.
After clean up I thanked mom for a wonderful dinner, complimented Mrs. Ames on her mince-meat pie with rum and raisin sauce and said my goodbyes. When I opened the door of my truck and the interior light came on I saw Allison sitting on the passenger side. I hesitated for a moment and then got in.
"Surprised?" Allison asked.
"Very. I was told you were spending the day with your boyfriend and his parents."
"I did, but I got away as soon as I could."
"Why are you here?"
"God Frankie; you sure can be stupid sometimes."
"Yeah? Well I guess that it comes naturally to me."
"Duh Frank. I'm not with my ex-boyfriend, I'm sitting in your truck waiting for you so you figure it out."
"Sorry Allison; my mind doesn't seem to be working right now. You spell it out for me."
"It is simple Frank. You have been wasting my life. First it was that cunt Sarah, then that whore Gloria and when you finally get smart and get rid of her you hooked up with Bev Holbrook before I could get to you. I didn't get home from school until yesterday or I'd have been at your door the day after you broke up with Bev. I'm in this truck to make damned sure I get you before you find some other worthless bitch and make another mistake. We have wasted enough time Frank. Start the truck, drive to your apartment and let's get this show on the road."
I turned the key, pulled away from the curb and as soon as we were out of sight of the house Allison slid over next to me and her hands went to my zipper.
"Don't you dare hit anything" she said and then she lowered her head, took me into her mouth and sucked me until I pulled into the parking lot at my apartment. She sat up, opened the passenger door and said:
"You might have to call in sick tomorrow because I don't intend to leave you enough energy to get out of bed in the morning."
She was damned near as good as her word. The only thing that got me out of bed in the morning was my strong work ethic. As I was getting dressed for work Allison said:
"I'll be here when you get home from work tonight. Plan on a strenuous weekend."
And it was. We never left the apartment and Sunday as she was dressing to leave she said:
"I will be back every weekend and I expect you to be here waiting for me. I graduate in May and I would like a June wedding. We will talk about it next weekend so between now and then you need to think about when we should clue in our parents. It shouldn't take them all that long to set things up, God knows they have been planning it for fifteen years." She paused for a moment and then asked, "What are you thinking?"
"I was just wondering when you started being such a take charge person."
"When I woke up to the fact that I wasn't going to get what I wanted if I sat around and waited for it to come to me. You are the perfect case in point. Given our past history if I just sat and waited for you to come to me what are the odds that you would have shown up?"
"Not good."
"See what I mean?"
She came over and kissed me and then said, "Run me home baby. I need to say goodbye to my parents before I head back to school."
++++++++++++++++++++
They might have started planning the wedding fifteen years ago, but that was then and this was now. Mrs. Ames greeted the news with less than enthusiastic joy. She didn't say or do anything to indicate disapproval or approval, but I got the distinct impression that she could have done without the news. Later I asked Allie about it.
"She thinks I'm making a big mistake."
"I guess I can understand that. I haven't exactly been the poster boy for good relationships."
Allie gave me a funny look and then she said, "It isn't you baby, it is me."
"You?"
"I went a little crazy back when. I went off on an "I'll show him" binge after that day at your apartment. I changed boyfriends as often as you changed socks and I won't lie to you baby, I fucked every one of them. My mom thinks I'm a slut and she thinks I'll always be a slut even after I marry you. She just doesn't believe I should be getting married at all."
"Just how big a slut were you? How many?"
"None of your business baby. I'm not interested in your sex life before our engagement and I'm not telling you anything about mine other than to say that all of it was to spite you."
She was right. What happened before was in the past and none of my business. Except that it was. At least once anyway. It happened at a party we attended two weeks before Christmas. Allie was off talking with a couple of girls and Bert Ellsworth (yes – the pigtail puller) came up to me. Bert had probably had a few beers too many to watch his mouth and he said:
"I hear you and Allison are getting married. Any truth to it?"
"That's the plan."
"You are one lucky son of a bitch. She's the best piece of ass I've ever had. I won't bother her after you are married, but I'm going to fuck her as much as I can before you get married."
It took four guys to pull me off of him, but it would be months before his reproductive equipment would be well enough for him to use for anything other than taking a piss. Several guys heard what he said to me before I stomped his ass and two of them swore that Bert tossed the first punch and I'd only defended myself. After that little fracas the word must have gone out that if you had boned Allison it would be best not to let me hear about it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The following week was my company Christmas party and of course I had Allison with me. The first people I saw when I walked into the hotel ballroom were Russ and Evangelina Backman. I didn't see Sarah with them and I breathed a sign of relief. The last thing I wanted was for Allison to be asking "Why are those two women staring daggers at us." Not that I cared what the female Backmans did; I just didn't want to explain.
Russ waved me over and invited us to join them, but I told him that I had already committed to sharing a table with some guys from my shop. I introduced Allison to Russ and Vangie and I noticed that Vangie checked out Allison the way women check the competition and I had to wonder about that.
After dinner and the usual speeches the band started to play. I danced with Allison for a couple of tunes and then danced with the wives and girlfriends at the table and their husbands and boyfriends danced with Allison. Maybe an hour after the music started I got up to go to the bathroom and when I came out I found Vangie waiting in the hallway for me. I tried to move by her but she grabbed my arm and said:
"I need a favor Frank."
"You fuck up my life and you want me to do you a favor?"
"I didn't, as you put it, "Fuck up your life." I did you a favor, but that's neither her nor there. I gave you some good times baby and now I need a favor."
"What?"
"I need you to dance with me at least once."
"Why?"
"Because Russ has commented on it. You've danced with me at other parties and he is wondering why you haven't come over and asked me."
"I didn't dance with you at the last Christmas party."
"That's because Sarah was with us and your breakup was too fresh. Come on baby; do me this little favor, please?"
"I'll see" I said as I broke away from and went back to the party. I danced a couple of more times with Allison and then I asked her to excuse me while I took care of a duty dance.



"A duty dance?"
"The boss's wife."
I walked over to where Russ and Vangie were sitting and asked Russ if I might have the pleasure of a dance with Vangie. As we moved out onto the floor Vangie whispered a husky "Thank you" in my ear. The woman had shafted me, but she was still a stone fox and the sexiest woman I'd ever known and having her in my arms gave me the hard on I always got when I saw her. It touched her leg and she whispered:
"It looks as if I haven't lost my touch."
"You are one fucking evil bitch."
"Oh come on baby; you don't really mean that."
"Of course I mean it. You fucked up my life."
"How can you say that?"
"I was all set to spend the rest of my life fucking the two sexiest women I'd ever met and you ruined it for me. Why the hell did you tell Sarah about us?"
"You aren't going to believe it, but I did it to save you."
"Save me?"
"Yes baby, to save you. You would not have been happy married to Sarah."
"How can you possibly know that?"
"I know my daughter baby and I know she is a much bigger slut than I am and not only that, but she is a two-faced hypocrite."
The music stopped and she said, "You have my cell number. Call me. We can have lunch and I'll explain it all to you."
When I got back to Allison she said, "You seemed awful friendly with her."
"Hey, she was almost my mother-in-law and she still thinks Sarah screwed up when she broke us up. So you had better watch your P and Qs because she still wants us to get back together."
"She in that much of a hurry to see her daughter dead?"
"What?"
"You are mine Frank and I'll kill to keep you if I have to. Understand?"
"Yes dear."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I put Vangie's invitation out of my mind, but two weeks later I saw Sarah walking across the parking lot on her way to see Russ. Seeing her triggered the memory of the Christmas party and Vangie's invitation to call. Curiosity being what it is I finally gave into it and gave Vangie a call.
We met for lunch at Alphonso's. I got there first and when she came in and walked toward the table I got my usual instant hard on and I noticed every male eye in the place was on her. I stood up to greet her and her eyes immediately checked me out and she smiled as she said:
"Good boy. You do know how to let a girl know she is appreciated."
"I only have an hour so why don't you give me that explanation."
"Wait until we order."
The waitress came, took our order and as she walked away Vangie said:
"I told Sarah about us so she would break up with you. I came after you so we would do what we did and I could tell Sarah."
"But why?"
"For the same reason I went after everyone of her other boyfriends. To cause the breakups. I knew that once she knew I'd had you she would call you a cheating asshole and cut you loose."
"Again, why?"
"Remember I told you she was a two-faced hypocrite? Well baby, while you were fucking me she was out fucking around on you. She has a full-time lover – an older man she has been fucking for years – and she has also been fucking two of his friends. In addition to her three lovers she pulls trains at frat parties. During every one of your Guard weekends she was on her back at the Phi Delta house taking on all comers. Check it out if you don't believe me. I'm sure you must know some guys who belong to the fraternity. I don't know if she did it before the night you stepped in and stopped it or if that night got her curious to try it, but however it happened she is doing gangbangs. She did them the entire time she was your intended and she is still doing them. But you of course are the cheating asshole."
"And you know all of this how?"
"Ever since I found out about her older lover I've kept a close eye on Sarah. I've even put a private detective on her from time to time. He was on her the night you rescued her. I knew all about you taking her to room 128 at the Motel 6. I assumed that you were in there fucking the little whore's brains out until you told me different."
"If you knew why wasn't Russ trying to kill me?"
"He didn't know because I didn't tell him."
"Why would you keep it to yourself? He had to be worried sick when she didn't come home."
"If I had told him he would have known about the detective and I couldn't have that."
"But why....." and then it dawned on me and Vangie read it on my face.
"That's right baby. No way could I let him know."
"They don't care that you know?"
"They don't know that I know. Why do you think I make it a point to seduce all of her boyfriends? It is my way of getting even. I tell her I'm doing it for her; to prove to her that the guy is a cheater and once a cheater always a cheater or I give her some bullshit about what happens in the bedroom is seventy percent of a good marriage and I just want to make sure she is getting a good man. And just so you know I gave you rave reviews. What I was really doing was getting even with her and making sure that you didn't get stuck with the little whore.
"She was really pissed when I told her I'd gotten you. They had big plans for you. You working with daddy meant they could always be sure of where you were."
"No they couldn't. It was Russ himself who told me that I couldn't work for him once I married Sarah."
"And who was it who pointed you at the perfect job to put in for?"
"But that still took me away from him."
"But still in the building, right? Remember I told you she was fucking her older lover and two of his friends? Care to guess who one of those friends is?" She saw my facial expression and said, "That's right baby. Between John, Russ and the Guard they always knew where you would be and they could schedule their time accordingly and then mommy had to go and screw things up for them."
"There are things I still don't understand, but I need to get back to work. Thanks for telling me all this. I'm not sure that I really needed to know it, but least now I don't feel so bad about the breakup with Sarah. Knowing that she didn't love me and was only planning on using me changes the way I was seeing things. Got to run. Take care" and I hurried back to work.
I left Vangie with the impression that what she'd told me changed things for me and the way I looked at things, but that wasn't true. Sarah was in the past and while I did miss her some she was still in the past and I only concerned myself with the present and the future. To be honest about it I missed Vangie as much, or more, than I missed Sarah. To be totally honest if I had been given a choice over who I'd want to spend my life with there is a very good chance I would have chosen Vangie over Sarah. The only bad part was knowing that if Sarah and I had hung together I would have had primo job security. I would never have known why, but I would have had it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't have class that night so I went straight home from work. I got some leftovers out of the fridge, but before I could put them in the microwave and nuke them the doorbell rang. I opened the door and there stood Vangie in low cut top, mini-skirt, and high heels and I went instantly hard.
"It is Wednesday night baby; Fraternal Order of Eagles night for hubby."
Before she could say another word I steeped aside and let her come in.
"Glad to see mommy baby?" she asked as she reached down and ran her hand over the steel bar covered by my trousers. "I guess you are."
"I don't understand Vangie. Why are you here? After all of this time why are you here?"
"Several reasons baby, but most of all because I want to be here. I had to stop seeing you to keep my cover story intact – that I only sampled you for the reasons I gave Sarah – even though I really wanted to be here. When you left lunch today you said there were still some things that you didn't understand, but I also needed to show you something. So let's start with the things you still don't understand."
"None of it makes sense to me. Why are you still with Russ knowing what you know? What kind of relationship do you have with Sarah that you can screw her boyfriends and then talk about it with her? I assume from the way you tell the story that Russ doesn't know you do Sarah's guys; why hasn't she told him?"
"I'll take them in the order you asked. I haven't left Russ because I understand what is happening between him and Sarah. I had the same kind of relationship with my father and it continued until he died. It continued even after I married Russ. The relationship, as good as it was, was always a tense one because of the fear that mother would find out. That tenseness added to the relationship and made it more exciting. I want Russ and Sarah to feel that same tenseness so I've never let them know that I know.
"The situation with Sarah is a little more simple. When my father died he left me a great deal of money. I have the money in the family and both Sarah and Russ like the life style that the money gives us. Sarah believes that if she told Russ what I do with her boyfriends it would lead to a divorce and she and Russ would be out on their butts and living in an apartment somewhere. To be honest, I've led her to believe that. The truth is that I love Russ so it would never happen, but Sarah doesn't know that.
"I know it sounds strange to hear me say that I'm doing what I do to get even with Russ and Sarah for what they are doing and in the same breath say I'm okay with what they are doing, but what the hell, I'm only human so I guess I can be as fucked up as any other human."
The last thing" she said as she took a cassette out of her purse "is this. When you left me at the restaurant you thanked me for letting you know that Sarah didn't love you, but was only out to use you. I don't know why, but I couldn't let that go. A long time ago when I decided I needed to know what was going on I had the house wired for audio and video."
Ashe got up, went to the entertainment center and turned on the TV and VCR. She slid the cassette into the VCR and pushed the 'play' button.
"I've forwarded the tape to the part I want you to see."
On the screen I saw a naked Sarah lying next to her naked father and fondling his cock as he was saying:
"Are you sure that you want to marry Frank?"
"Of course I'm sure. I love him daddy."
"Aren't you afraid we will have to stop once you and Frank are married?"
"Don't be silly daddy. If we can hide if from mom we can hide it from Frank. In fact it will be easier hiding it from him. He will be gone one weekend a month so we know where he will be and as long as he works for you we will always know where he is."
"When you get married he will have to leave my section. Company rules say that people related can't work together in the same area."
"So get him moved to Uncle John's division. That way the two of you can keep an eye on him."
"It would be a lot easier all the way around if you would just find another guy."
"No way daddy. Frank is perfect for me and I love him daddy; I really, really do love him."
Vangie hit the stop button and said, "She might have been going to use you, but she did love you."
"Then why did you break us up? She and Russ could have had their thing on the side and you and I could have had ours."
"If it was just Russ that is the way I would have gone, but there was Russ and his two friends – John and Larry – and by then Sarah was doing her gangbangs at the fraternity house. No way was I going to let you get stuck with what Sarah had become. But that was then and this is now and I'm not wearing anything under this skirt. Does that give you any ideas?"
It did and it wasn't long before "Oh yes, oh fuck yes, fuck mommy baby" was ringing through the apartment as I pumped into her clutching pussy. When I pulled my soft cock out of her pussy she said:
"I've missed that baby. It's been so long for me."
"Oh come on Vangie; as hot and as sexy as you are you can get all you want. Walk into any place where males congregate and you would have your choice of dozens of guys wanting to hook up with you."
"Not so baby. I only do my husband and whoever Sarah dates, anything else would be cheating, but since Sarah isn't dating and I still feel the need to get even I have to cheat. What I'm doing now is cheating."
"I'm sorry."
"I'm not. I missed you baby. Would you like to stick your dick in mommy's ass? Please?"
"As soon as it is able."
"I'll help" she giggled and took me in her mouth.
When she dressed to leave she said, "Ross doesn't go to the Eagles on Wednesday and he doesn't bowl either. Those are the excuses he uses to get out of the house and meet Sarah at motels, John's house or Larry's apartment. Can mommy come back and visit on those nights?"
I know it was wrong and that I was cheating on Allison, but I couldn't say no to Vangie. I know it sounds stupid when I say it, but it was like Vangie had cast a spell over me. She owned me and had since the very first time she had cried out "fuck mommy baby; fuck mommy hard" and I just could not say no to her. I swear that if she said to me "Follow me home and fuck me while Russ and Sarah watch" I would have done it. I can't explain it, but there it was. Again, the woman owned me. I told her she could come to me whenever she wanted. She gave me a passionate kiss goodbye and went home.
After she was gone and I had gone to bed I lay there and thought about how Vangie's coming back into my life was going to change things. We had no real future. She loved her husband and she was as old as my mother (actually I found out later she was three years older than my mother) but she seemed to like spending time with me and I loved having her on my bed. Then I said "Fuck it!!! She's back and that is all that matters."
At work the next day I couldn't help but look at John and wonder why in the hell Sarah was fucking him. He was fifty, thirty to forty pounds over weight and wore a horrible looking wig to cover his bald head. All I could think of was that he must have a twelve inch cock. Whatever! He had my unspoken thanks since he was part of the reason that Vangie had come back to see me.
+++++++++++++++++++
Vangie was back again the next night and after draining my balls for the third time she asked me if I thought I could get away to spend the weekend with her. Russ was going somewhere and so was Sarah and Vangie knew from her surveillance system that even though they were heading off in opposite directions they were going to end up in the same place.
"I want to do you on Russ's bed again. I want to do what we did the last time and screw on Sarah's bed and all over the house. I want you on the kitchen table where Russ usually sits. I want to be nasty where ever Russ and Sarah usually sit or do things."
I was tempted and did not immediately say yes and after a moment or two Vangie said:
"What's the matter baby? You don't want a kinky weekend with mommy?"
I sucked it up and told her that I really did want to do it, but there was a problem. I told her about my relationship with Allison and that Allison would leave school and show up at my apartment Friday night and would be with me until late Sunday afternoon. When I finished Vangie said:
"I hate her. I don't even know her, but I hate her. I hate that she is stealing my kinky weekend from me, but I don't want to come between you and your girlfriend. You need a normal relationship with someone your own age. I guess if you can live with the fact I'm sleeping with Russ I can handle you sleeping with your girl. But I still get you when she is at school, right?"
"Absolutely, although I don't how I'll handle it when she graduates this coming May."
"We can cross that bridge when we come to it."
She was silent for several seconds and then she said, "You have my cell number. If she breaks down or something else happens to keep her from getting here this weekend give me a call."
She kissed me and left me wondering if there was some way to keep Allison away for the weekend. Try as I might I couldn't think of a thing.
Allison was at the apartment when I got home from work Friday and we went out for dinner and then to a movie. It wasn't nice of me and I know it, but I spent the entire weekend with Allison thinking about what I could be doing with Vangie. Allison left at three on Sunday and I immediately called Vangie and asked if she knew what time Russ and Sarah would be back.
"I don't expect either of them before seven, but I can't gamble on it. There will be another time baby. We will still have a chance to make it happen.
To be continued.
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For the next four and a half months I saw Vangie at least twice a week and Allison on the weekends. One day in mid April the inevitable happened.
"Have you given any thought to when the wedding should be Frank?"
"No Allie; I guess I was leaving that up to you."
"Why me?"
"Because we have never discussed what you wanted. I don't know if you want to wait until you get established in your career or get married right after graduation. Once you told me you wanted a June wedding, but you never mentioned weddings again. Other than joking about our moms planning a wedding you have never said whether you want a small wedding or a large one. For all I know you may only want a witness or two and a quickie ceremony at city hall."
"That would work for me, but you and I both know we would never be able to face our mothers again if we did that. No baby; we have to let the moms do their thing even though it may only be half-hearted on my moms part now. She still isn't too keen on you being stuck with me."
I thought that her mom might have a point. Not about me being stuck with Allison, but that the two of us shouldn't marry. I wouldn't be stuck with Allie; she would be stuck with me and even though Allie didn't know it I knew I'd be lying when we got to the 'forsake all others' part of the ceremony. I knew I'd never give up Vangie. Vangie might give me up, but I was hooked on her and would never willingly give up hearing "Fuck mommy baby; fuck mommy hard."
Allison interrupted my thoughts. "So when do you want to do it?"
"Doesn't matter to me Allie; I'm the guy. All I have to do is show up and be standing there when you come down the aisle. The women do all the planning and shit so pick what you want and get with the moms. All you need to do is let me know when to be there."
"I want a June wedding so pencil in the month at least. I'll get with the moms and see what date will work for us."
Allison and the moms huddled and after a bunch of phone calls to see who, what, where and how they came up with a when of the third Saturday in June.
I told Vangie about it during our Thursday night get together and she said:
"Should I try to get Sarah to do your bachelor party? She could give you a lap dance, a blow job and then take on all comers. Isn't that what strippers do at bachelor parties?"
"She still doing frat parties?"
"I don't watch her full time, but the last time I had someone on her was about six weeks ago and she was doing them then."
"I think I'll pass. For my bachelor party I want you."
"Sorry lover, but I don't play the railroad game."
"The railroad game?"
"I don't pull trains lover."
"That's not what I meant. What I meant was that all I want for a bachelor party is you."
"Oh lover; that is just so sweet. You love mommy's pussy?"
"You know I do."
"Like my ass a little?"
"I like your ass a lot."
"What do you like best about mommy; her ass, pussy or mouth?"
"What I love most is the package that all three come in."
"What a nice thing to say. Just for that I think I'll let you fuck me in the ass. Are you ready?"
I was.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks before her graduation, just before she left me to go back to school, Allison told me that she wouldn't be coming home the following weekend.
"I've got some parties to go to with my schoolmates. You want to come up and go with me?"
"No thanks. I don't know any of them so I'd just end up standing around looking lost."
Monday night I told Vangie that Allison wouldn't be coming home and asked her if there was anyway she could get free so we could spend the weekend together.
"Maybe. Russ usually finds some place to go when my period comes and I get bitchy. I'm a week away from it, but if I start being a bitch on Wednesday he may be tired of it enough by Friday that he will find something to do over the weekend. With him gone we could get together. What I would really like to do is find someway to get Sarah to go somewhere. I do love you doing me on my bed and in my own house. I'll see what I can do."
Wednesday she told me that she had started being a bitch that morning. "I should know by Friday morning if it will work. Come on baby; show mommy what she has to look forward to this weekend."
Thursday night she told me that Russ had mentioned that he, John and Larry were thinking of going fishing over the weekend.
"I'll start laying in groceries so we won't have to leave he apartment."
"Hold off on that for a bit. If Russ, John and Larry are going to get together there is a good chance that Russ will work on Sarah to join them. If that happens we will spend the weekend at my place."
"Call me as soon as you know. Either way I'm ready for it."
The call came at noon on Friday. I was in the break room eating my lunch and it just so happened that Russ joined me about two minutes before the call came in on my cell.
"Hello?"
"Hi baby. We are on for my place this weekend. Russ is going fishing and surprise, surprise, Sarah is going to spend the weekend visiting a friend from school."
"Wonderful. See you at six?"
"Better make it eight. Want to give them time to leave and make sure that they don't come back for something they forgot."
"You got it. See you around eight."
When I dropped my cell back in my pocket Russ asked, "You talked to Sarah lately?"
"No. She has stayed clear of me ever since we broke up."
"For someone who won't talk to you she sure talks about you a lot."
"Nothing good I'd bet"
"On the contrary. She is always asking about you and how you are doing. Why not give her a call. It can't hurt."
"Wouldn't help either. I'm getting married in June."
"Oh? Sarah isn't going to take that well."
"Why would she care? Don't forget, she is the one who told me to take a hike."
"You remember back when I told you about "Yes dear" and "Whatever you want my dear?"
I nodded a yes.
"There were a couple of others that I didn't mention. One of them is you are supposed to crawl to them and say you are sorry and you will never again do whatever it is that you did that pissed them off. I'll bet you a dollar to a donut that Sarah was expecting you to do that."
"Water under the bridge boss. Too late now."
"Do I know this girl?"
"I introduced you to her at the Christmas party."
"Oh yes; lovely girl. Oh well, if you break up between now and the wedding you really should give Sarah a call."
By then lunch period was over and we both got up and went back to work. While finishing my shift I thought about what Russ had told me. I highly doubted that Sarah was waiting for me to crawl back and beg, but I knew from the tapes that Vangie had shown me that Russ and Sarah did talk about me. But that was before Sarah dumped me. Did she still talk about me with her dad? Was she asking about me? And if so why? I'd have to ask Vangie. Not that it would matter at this late date, but I was curious.
I rang Vangie's doorbell promptly at eight and she opened the door to greet wearing a smile and her CFM heels. Damn! I would never get tired of looking at that woman. I stood in front of her wearing an overcoat and I opened it and she burst out laughing as said:
"Excuse me lady, but I'm the neighborhood pervert. Can I use your bathroom?"
I had cut the legs off of an old pair of pants and duct taped them to my knees so it would look like I was dressed under the overcoat. Still laughing she said:
"Fuck no. I don't let perverts in my bathroom, but I can always find a place for a pervert in my bedroom."
She reached out and took hold of my 'leash' which was in its usual condition when around her and she led me into the house.
The weekend was just like the last time I spent a weekend in her house. We made love in every room in the house and on every piece of furniture that would support us. Saturday evening I called out for a pizza and as we ate it I told her about my conversation with Russ at lunch and she told me that Russ was right.
"No way! She was very clear and forceful when she ended it. You had to know it. It was your telling her about us that set her off and she was most definite as to why she was breaking things off between us. She made it absolutely clear that having anything at all to do with you was the kiss of death as far as she was concerned."
"Oh come on baby; you know that it is a woman's prerogative to change her mind."
"So she expected me to try and get her back?"
"Maybe not at first, but later yes, she did. The only problem was that she never expected you to be so popular that others would quickly move in to fill the vacuum."
"I can't believe that."
"Her daddy helped."
"Now I know you are pulling my leg."
"Hang on a minute; I'll be right back."
She got up and left the room and it was almost ten minutes before she came back with two video tapes.
"Sorry, but I had to dig through some tapes to find this."
She led me out to the living room, turned on the TV and put a tape in the VCR and began to fast forward. She stopped and restarted a couple of times until she came to the place she was looking for.
"Here we go; watch this."
On the screen Russ and Sarah were lying naked on a bed. Russ was playing with her left breast and she was stroking him trying to get him up. Russ was saying:
"You seem a little distant. Thinking of Frank again?"
"I can't help it daddy; I love him, but he is a cheating asshole. How could he do that to me?"
"I think you made a mistake in breaking up with him."
"You think I should have stayed with someone who was unfaithful? Are you nuts?"
"Look little girl; you love him and he loved you. Did you give him a chance to explain? Did you give him a chance to ask you for forgiveness? He's a guy and he was still single and there may have been a good reason for what you saw. You say you saw her leave his apartment, but you never saw what went on inside. Maybe she was an old friend who needed a place to stay for a night. Maybe she slept on the couch. You don't know."
"But daddy, I kno...."
"And how can you bitch at him little girl? What are we doing? Talk about being unfaithful. You are pissed at him for what you think he may have done, but what about what you are doing and have been doing since before you even met him? What about John and Larry? If you love him you should be with him. Look at it this way. If he gets a little on the side so what? You can look at him and smile and know that while he may be getting a little on the side you are getting a lot on the side."
Vangie pressed the 'stop' button and ejected the tape. "Of course Russ has no idea of who you were playing with to cause Sarah to end things. I don't think he would feel the same way if he knew."
She slid the second tape into the VCR as she said, "I think you'll like this one."
On the screen I saw me pounding my cock into Vangie's ass as she was bent over the dinning room table screaming:
"Fuck my ass baby, fuck mommy's ass."
"You taped us?"
"You bet. Some day I'll put them all together so you can have proof that you are a porn star, but right now that picture on the screen is giving me ideas. How about it lover? Want to tap mommy's ass?"
Silly question.
As I was dressing to leave on Sunday I told Vangie that I didn't know how we would arrange to get together after the wedding, but that I'd find a way.
"You are still going to want mommy even though you will have a brand new bride?"
"You know the answer to that. Leave Russ and the wedding would be off and I'd have you living with me."
"That's sweet Frank, but I do love Russ and I'd never leave him."
"Unfortunately I know that, but I can still wish."
As I drove home I wondered how a woman old enough to be my mother could have such a hold on me. I also wondered about Sarah and that she was saying she loved me even after she kicked me to the curb.
+++++++++++++++++
The weeks went by quickly and then Allison's graduation was upon us. I was sitting with her parents watching as she walked across the stage to be handed her degree. We all went out to dinner afterward and the conversation was mostly about the upcoming wedding and what Allison intended to do with her degree. Allison surprised us all by telling us she had been offered a job at Cutter and Sons and that she had decided to take it and would start the first of next week.
Mr. and Mrs. Ames decided to take a motel room and spend the night rather than drive home, but Allison didn't want to stay so we started out on the three hour drive home. We were maybe forty minutes into the drive and had just been talking about the wedding when Allison said:
"There is one thing we have never discussed Frankie; we've never talked about children."
"What's to talk about?"
"The fact that I don't want any. I didn't bust my butt to earn a degree just so I could sit at home and raise kids."
"Okay, so you work until you feel ready for kids and then we will have them."
"That's not what I'm saying Frankie. I'm saying that I don't want kid's period. None. Never. Not ever."
"Don't you think you should have brought this up a little sooner? Say maybe before jumping in feet first to plan a wedding?"
"You have never given me any indication that you wanted kids."
"I never realized I had to. To me getting married and raising a family is the natural order of things."
"Well I'm sorry Frank, but I don't want my life to revolve around kids. I only want to have to concentrate on two things -- my job and my husband."
"In that order?"
"What?"
"The way you just put it; my job and my husband. Is that your list of priorities? The job and then me?"
"Don't be silly Frankie; I haven't spent most of my life trying to hook you just so you could play second fiddle to my job."
I sat there and steered the truck in silence for a couple of miles and then Allison said:
"Talk to me Frankie."
I took a deep breath and then said, "It's on you Allison. You get to be the one to tell the moms that they are never going to play with grandchildren and why and I expect you to do it before the wedding."
"Why before the wedding?"
"Because I think that if I don't push you to do it you won't and a couple of years from now I'll be the one bearing the brunt of "What's wrong Frankie. Why can't you give me a grandchild." I've put up with seventeen years of the two of them pushing and shoving the two of us together and I am not going to go through twenty years of "Where are my grandbabies." You just dumped it on me so you get to be the one to dump it on them. I'll accept it, but I want it out in the open right at the start."
I don't think she expected me to take the stand I took and the rest of the trip home was made in silence.
But she did it. She told both mothers and when the two of them got after me to "talk some sense into that girl" I just shrugged and said:
"It is her body and if she doesn't want to use it to make babies it is strictly up to her and you need to take it up with her and not me."
Three days before the wedding some buds of mine threw me a bachelor party. It started at nine, but I spent from six until eight-thirty in a motel room with Vangie. As I was dressing she said:
"You will miss mommy won't you?"
"You have to ask? What is most on my mind right now is how we are going to manage when I get back from the honeymoon. I've got to come up with some way we can get together."
Vangie giggled and said, "Ask your wife if you can have one night a week to go out and play."
"I just hope that I don't have to settle for one night a week. It isn't too late Vangie. I can skip the wedding and you and I can set up housekeeping."
"You already know the answer to that one lover."
++++++++++++++++
After a couple of more discussions on the subject of children I finally accepted that Allison wasn't going to change her mind and my wedding gift to her was a vasectomy.
The wedding went off as planned and the honeymoon in Aruba was fantastic and then Allison and I settled in to begin our new life as man and wife. We decided what we wanted in the way of a house, got a price range for it and then started saving money for a down payment.
I took all the overtime I that was offered which meant that I worked late several nights a week and I put all the overtime money in the 'house fund". Usually two, but always at least one of those late nights was spent in a motel room with Vangie.
The first night that Vangie and I got together after getting back from my honeymoon she told me that Sarah had been crossing her fingers that something would happen and the wedding would be cancelled, but when it finally dawned in her that I was no longer available she hooked up with some guy named Melvin and they had eloped to Las Vegas and had gotten married.
"How is Russ handling it now that he has been cut off?"
"She hasn't cut him off. She hasn't cut off John or Larry either. Poor Melvin is getting all the sloppy seconds he can handle. Not that he knows it of course."
"And you didn't play your little game with him and then rat him out?"
"I never even got to know him before they eloped, but I wouldn't have gone after him anyway. I didn't like him and besides, I've settled on you for my full time lover. You need to get used to it. You won't ever share me with anyone but Russ."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Two years slid by and my marriage to Allison hummed right along. She was doing well in her job and I was doing fine in mine. I averaged six nights a month with Vangie and wished it could be more even though Allison and I made love three or four times a week.
The money in the down payment fund grew and finally reached a point where we could seriously start looking for the house we wanted. We finally found one; a three bedroom ranch with a two car garage and a full basement and it was in an area that we liked. We made an offer and it was accepted, we arranged financing, closed and moved in.
Three months after moving in to the house Allison came home from work one night and said:
"We need to talk Frank."
What the fuck did I do now I thought as I said, "About what my love?"
"I've been offered a promotion and I have to talk it over with you before I either take it or turn it down."
"Why do you have to talk to me about it' it's your job, not mine."
"It's a great move. It is eighteen hundred a month more than I'm making now and it comes with a company car and a company credit card for gas and upkeep."
"So what's to talk about? Take it."
"There is a drawback Frank. I'd have to travel."
"What does that mean?"
"Several times a month I would have to travel and meet with vendors. It would mean I would be traveling anywhere from two to three days a week every other week or so."
"A fixed schedule? Something like a route?"
"No. I would depend on which vendors Quality Assurance wanted looked at and when. It could be leave on Monday and be home by Tuesday or Wednesday or it could mean leave on Tuesday and come home on Thursday or Friday. Every once in a while it might mean fly out Sunday night and not get home until Friday although Amos (her boss) says that won't happen all that often."
"So where do I come in?"
"It is time we will be apart Frankie and you should have some say in that."
"It is your job Allie. I have no problem with it as long as it does not have a major impact on our life. By that I mean things like you being gone two, three or four days and then coming home and telling me that you are too tired and worn out to do this or that. I know that it will happen occasionally and I'll do my best to be understanding, but not if it becomes a habit."
"I won't let that happen Frank; I promise you that."
I knew she was whistling in the dark on that one; I knew too many people who had traveling jobs and I knew what was likely to happen, but I could live with it. Why? Vangie of course. It wouldn't matter if Allie came home from a trip and told me she was too tired to do anything more than go soak in the tub, because I would be getting all I could handle every Monday, Wednesday and Thursday that Allie was out of town.



Allison took the job and I have to give her credit; she did not let the job interfere with our home life other than being gone a lot.
Maybe a year after the wedding Vangie started asking me how the marriage was going. I told her fine and asked her why she was asking.
"Just wondered."
"Come on Vang; there has to be more to it than that."
"You will laugh at me."
"Probably."
"You know that Sarah got so upset at your getting married and not to her that she lost her mind and eloped to Vegas and got married."
I nodded a yes and she said, "Even married she still talks about you a lot with her dad. She asks how you are doing. She asks if he has heard how your marriage is doing. He asked her why and she told him if it went bad and you suddenly became free she would be on you like a duck on a June bug."
"You have to be kidding. It has been almost four years since she cut me loose. And what about her hubby? How is she going to come after me if she is married?"
"I get the impression that her marriage to Melvin isn't all that great. If you were available I bet she would drop him like a hot rock."
"I don't believe it."
"I know, but I know from the surveillance tapes that she misses you and knows she made a bad mistake in letting you go. If your marriage went south I could still end up as your mother-in-law."
"Never happen. I would have to give you up and I won't do that."
"Why would you have to give me up? I'd be willing to bet she won't give up her father."
"There is a major difference. She knows what we were doing and she knows I know she knows. She has no clue that we know about her and Russ. Knowing our past she would watch me like a hawk when I was around you while working her ass off to hide what she is doing with Russ. Not to mention John, Larry and the frat house boys."
"She hasn't done the frat house thing in over two years."
"But she is still doing John and Larry, right?"
"Still doing them."
"Only way I could end up your son-in-law would be for Sarah to come to an agreement with me that I could stay your lover in return for me not saying anything about John and Larry. I wouldn't let her know that I know about Russ, but I would find some way to 'discover' John and Larry."
"All I can say lover is that stranger things have happened."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
About three months after that conversation I saw a side of Vangie I didn't know existed. Allison was on a two day trip to Chicago and it was Wednesday evening -- Russ's Fraternal Order of Eagles night -- and Vangie was resting after giving me her ass. She seemed a little distant and I asked her what was wrong. She said "nothing" but I knew something was there so I kept after her.
"It's Sarah. Someone got her pregnant and she got rid of it and had her tubes tied at the same time."
"So?"
"So it means that I'm never going to have grandbabies. I've always looked forward to having grandbabies."
I found that surprising. If that was the case why had she gone out of her way to break up every romance that Sarah got into? If you wanted grandchildren you needed for your daughter to get married so she could have kids. But I kept my mouth shut. I wasn't about to say something that might cause Vangie to leave and not come back. Still, she did seem down on knowing that Sarah wouldn't give her grandchildren. But not so down that she didn't ask me to butt fuck her a second time."
+++++++++++++++++++
My willingness to work all available overtime and tackle any problem that came up was seen as 'go gettedness' by management and I was give a promotion to section manager and it was a promotion that had far reaching effects.
Three months after the promotion all management level personnel had to attend a management seminar. It was being held in one of the meeting rooms at a local hotel and since it was being held during regular working hours I didn't bother to mention it to Allison. About two I left the room to use the restroom and as I was coming out of the bathroom I was looking in the direction of the elevators when the elevator doors opened and I saw Allison in the elevator with her boss. They were kissing. They walked out of the elevator holding hands and headed for the entrance.
I walked over to the registration desk and asked the woman behind the counter if my uncle had checked in yet.
"His name?
"Amos Campbell."
She tapped a few computer keys and then said, "Yes; I have him in room 346."
I went back to the seminar, but I'm not sure I got much out of the session since my mind seemed to be elsewhere. When the session was over I stopped for drinks at the hotel bar with several others more to delay going home that for any other reason. I had a couple beers while we dissected the seminar and we all seemed to have reached the same conclusion; that the 'so-called experts' who put on the seminar had no idea of went on in the real world.
I called it quits after the second beer and got up to head for the house. I had no idea what I was going to do or say when I got there. Not that it mattered. When I got home Allison wasn't there, but in the center of the kitchen table was a six pack of Bud Light with a note leaning against it. The note read:
"I thought you might need the beer." Interesting I thought; no "Dear Frank" or any other type of salutation. The note continued:
"I'm pretty much of a coward so I'm taking the easy way out. I saw you this afternoon and I know what you saw. I was also outside looking in when you went to the front desk so I know that you know. I'm sorry. I hoped that you would never find out although after my visit to the doctor on Monday it is inevitable that you would. Amos and I got careless and I'm pregnant. So as I said, I'm taking the coward's way out and you get this note instead of a confrontation. Again, I'm sorry Frankie, more than I can say" and it was signed Allison.
That changed everything. Given what I had going with Vangie there was no way I was going to be hypocritical and go all Attila the Hun on Allison. We would have talked it over and worked by it somehow (without my mentioning my long term affair with Vangie of course) and our marriage would have gone on.
But her being pregnant changed all that. I reluctantly went along with what she wanted where children were concerned even to the extent of putting myself under the knife and she lets another man knock her up? Well fuck her! I went instantly from the "We can work it out" mode to the "Scorched Earth" mode and my first step in the process was to call my mother-in-law. When she answered the phone I said:
"Congratulations grandma."
"Frankie? Is that you?"
"Indeed it is. Just calling to let you know you are going to be a grandmother after all. Allison is pregnant."
"I thought you weren't able to do that."
"I'm not, but her boss was able to do it. She packed up and left me so if you can find out where she is maybe you can get to her before she decides to get rid of it. Got to run. Bye."
A quick check of the house showed that all of her clothing and personal items were gone. I debated calling a locksmith and having the locks changed, but by then I had calmed down. Allison had as much right to the house and what was in it as I did so I wasn't going to lock her out although I did hope she wouldn't come by anytime soon.
I opened one of the beers Allison had so thoughtfully provided, sat down and thought about what I needed to do. There would be a divorce, but we lived in a no-fault state so everything would be divided up equally so I didn't bother with cancelling credit cards, but I would do something about our money to make sure I didn't get put into a bind. I had a separate account that my Guard pay had been put into by direct deposit and I had never closed it out.
I got on the phone and did some electronic banking. I transferred all the money in our savings into our joint checking and then I figured out what he next month's house payment and utilities would be and subtracted that from the total in checking and then I took that amount and half of the remaining balance and transferred it into my Guard account. I don't know what a lawyer would say about it, but the house was in both of our names and the payments would still need to be made until the divorce was settled so all I had done was to insure that the next month's payment would be available and I doubted that the courts would find anything wrong with that.
Thinking of money reminded me of something and I went to the bedroom that we had made into a home office and opened the safe in the closet. All six of the certificates of deposit were there so either Allison had forgotten about them or she was intending to play fair in the breakup. To be on the safe side I took three of them and left the other three in case she came back for them. I'd take my three and get me a deposit box at the bank for them.
I finished the second of Allison's beers while I fixed myself some dinner. I was just sitting down to eat when the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"That was a rotten thing for you to do."
"And good evening to you to Allison."
"Why did you call my mother?"
"You didn't want me to share the good news with her? You know how much she wanted to be a grandmother. I just wanted her to know that she had gotten her wish."
"That was a mean and nasty thing to do."
"Probably. Just as mean and nasty as what you did to me. However, on the bright side, at least as I see it, I can do even more mean and nasty stuff. I can sue Amos for alienation of affections. I can sue your company for not enforcing the morals clause in your company policy and procedures manual and allowing a relationship between a supervisor and some one who works under his direct supervision.
"I think it is ironic that the baby you wouldn't let me give you because it would interfere with you career was given to you by some one who was part of that career and that the baby he gave you will end that career."
"What the hell does that mean Frank?"
"When I sue Cutter and Sons do you honestly think they won't fire both you and Amos?"
"You wouldn't!"
"Of course I would Allison. Right now I'm pissed off enough to do almost anything."
"Don't do it Frank; please don't do it. If you sue Amos his wife will leave him."
"So what you are saying is that it is okay for him to fuck up my marriage, but not okay for me to screw up his? Sorry Allison, but I'm not buying it."
"Don't do it Frank; please don't do it. I'm begging you."
"Goodnight Allison" I said as I hung up the phone. It started ringing almost immediately and I took it off the hook and went back to eating my dinner.
I drank the third of Allison's beers while I ate dinner and thought about the situation. I had no intention of suing Amos or her company, but she didn't know that. It would be a useful club to hold over her head to insure that she didn't give me a hard time over the divorce, but I was right when I said that a suit would most likely cost her her job and I saw no real reason to do that to her. She would need that job after the divorce.
My anger wasn't over what she was doing with Amos. God knows my skirts weren't clean when it came to marital fidelity and I'm sure that we would have been able to get by what she did with Amos, but there was no way to get by the pregnancy.
After I had cleaned up my dishes and was on the fourth beer from the six pack when the door bell rang. I went to the door, opened it and found Allison standing there. I turned and walked back into the kitchen, sat down at the table and picked up my beer. Allison walked into the house, closed the door behind her and followed me into the kitchen.
"What the hell did you ring the bell for? You have a key to the house."
"I didn't think I would be welcome."
"If you thought that why the hell are you here?"
She sat down across from me and said, "When you started talking lawsuits I knew I had to get over here and try to talk you out of it."
As she was talking she reached for one of the two beers left in the six pack and I snarled:
"Get your hand away from my beer. They were given to me so I could use them to morn my failed marriage and I'm not going to share them."
Allison snatched her hand back like she had touched a hot stove.
"And why would you think that you could talk me out of lawsuits?"
"I don't know if I can, but I have to try. If you divorce me I'm going to need a job."
"If I divorce you? You have doubts?"
"No, I guess I don't."
"Tell me why I should spare Amos, and for that matter why would you worry about his wife leaving him? If she did you could be together and wouldn't have to sneak off to hotels during the day."
"I don't love Amos. It was a mistake that we let carry us away. It was a fling that would most likely have ended in another couple of weeks."
"Until you slipped up. How is Amos going to explain his new little one to his wife?"
"I doubt he will ever tell her. She will never know unless you sue him and it comes out."
"Okay, so we are back to why I should give a shit about Amos's marriage after he fucked up mine?"
"Because it isn't his fault. I seduced him. He didn't come after me; I went after him and don't look at me like that. It had nothing to do with love and you should know that. At least you should. I've been in love with you since I was six or seven. I didn't screw Amos because of love, but because I was horny. I love you Frank; always have, always will."
"Whatever Allison. Love or lust; it just doesn't matter at this point."
"It matters to me Frank. I love you and I need you to know that. I need you to know that it wasn't anything you did that made what happened happen. It was on one of those rare week long trips I went on. Amos and a couple of others were on the trip also. Every night we would go back to the hotel, have dinner and a few drinks together before going to our rooms and one night I had a few more drinks than I should have. The hotel lounge had a live band and I drug all of the men in the group out onto the dance floor. The guys had drunk enough that they were in a good mood and the dances got a little raunchy. I got felt up some and by the time it was Amos's turn to dance with me I was just a little bit horny from all the touching. While dancing with Amos his cock accidently poked me a time or two and it tripped a switch in me somewhere and I seduced him.
"Don't blame him Frank. He's a man and he has a dick and when a man's dick is hard his dick does all of his thinking. That's true of all men Frank, even you, and once a man's dick starts doing the thinking a woman -- any woman -- can take him down. Six weeks later we again ended up on a trip together and on the second night I was horny so I said "why not, it didn't hurt anything the first time" so I went after Amos again. After that every time we were on a trip together -- maybe once every three months or so -- we did it. Until today it was only on trips."
"What was different today?"
"I found out I was pregnant and had to let him know and talk about what to do." There was a short pause and then she said, "It had nothing to do with you Frank. I swear to God that nothing you did or didn't do caused me to do it." Another pause and then, "So I'm asking you Frank; no, I'm begging you. Please don't start any lawsuits."
I stared at her for a bit and then said, "I'll think about it, but as long as you are here there are some things you need to know." I explained what I'd done money-wise and then said, "I'm going to open a new account at the bank and call it the household account. This is the cost of maintaining the house for a month."
I slid a piece of paper with the numbers I'd come up with across the table to her.
"From now on you need to put half of that amount into the account every month until the divorce decides who gets what. Tomorrow I will make an appointment to see an attorney and after talking to him I'll let you know about what I'm going to do lawsuit wise. Now, if you don't mind I have two bottles of beer to finish before I go to bed. This is still your house until the final decisions are made and you can have the spare bedroom if you would like. All I ask is that you do your best to avoid me when we are in the house together."
"I can't do that. I can't be around you and not want to be close."
She got up and headed for the door and when she got to it she turned and said:
"I'm sorry Frank. I'm really, really sorry" and then she left the house. I finished the six pack that she had provided and then I went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I called and made an appointment with an attorney and he informed me that I was correct in what I'd thought about no fault divorces. Assets and liabilities would be split fifty-fifty; each side would be responsible for their attorney fees, but that since I was the one filing I would be responsible for court costs. I told him to go ahead and write it up and I'd let him know where he could have Allison served.
The phone calls started around three. The first was from my mother asking me to stop by the house after work. When I asked why she gave me a song and dance about how it had been a while since she had seen me and wouldn't I like one of her home cooked meals.
The second was from my mother-in-law asking me if I could stop by and see her after work. I knew what was going on so I told her I would be at moms after work "and you both can take your shot at me there."
The third was from Amos. He said he realized he was not on my 'favorite persons list', but he would like to meet me for a drink so he could personally apologize to me and he said there was also something he wanted to discuss with me. He had balls I'd give him that. It took some pretty big stones to call the man you had fucked over and ask him to see you for a drink. I told him that the anger and rage that was boiling in me at the time would almost guarantee that I would go for his throat if I came within fifty feet of him so a meeting between us would not be a good thing and I hung up on him.
Five minutes later the phone rang again and it was Allison. "I understand you hung up on Amos."
"News travels fast."
"I was sitting across the desk from him when he called you. Actually I put him up to it since I didn't have the guts to do it myself."
"What do you want Allison?"
"I want you to meet with Amos and me. We need to talk to you."
"What could we possibly talk about? I know what the two of you did and I know the outcome. I can't see what else you could tell me other than the details and I can assure you that I don't want to hear those."
"It's none of that. Please Frank, it won't take up much of your time and I promise you I'll leave you alone after we meet."
I really didn't want to sit down with Allison and Amos, but there is just something about curiosity that pulls you into things you don't want to get into.
"All right. The Denny's on Hawthorne at five."
"We don't get off until five and then it takes ten minutes to get there."
"I'll be there at five and if I'm still alone three minutes later I'll be leaving."
"Oh come on Fra..." I hung up the phone, called my mom and told her I'd be there around six and then I made the most important call of the day.
"Hello?"
"Hi. It's me. I'm sorry, but something has come up and I won't be able to see you tonight."
"Damn baby, mommy was so looking forward to seeing you."
"Well I do have some good news for you. We will be able to see each other more often starting tomorrow."
"Oh? What's going on?"
"I'm about to be single again. I'll tell you all about it tomorrow."
"I can't wait to hear about it. Kisses lover."
"Back atcha. Bye"
I got to the Denny's at three minutes to five and saw that Allison and Amos were already there. They were sitting in a booth opposite each other. No way I was going to sit next to either of them. I wanted to be looking at both of them when they brought up whatever it was they had in mind. When I got to the booth I pointed at the other side of the table and said to Allison:



"Move."
She got an annoyed look on her face, but then she took notice of the look on mine and she got up and moved. I sat down and looked at the two of them and then said:
"Okay. Let's hear it."
"First" Amos said, "I want to..."
"Save it! It wouldn't matter to me any way. What is this about?"
The two of them looked at each other and then Allison said, "We are asking you not to sue Amos and the company, but there is more. We want you to stay married to me until after the baby is born and to allow your name to be put on the baby's birth certificate as the father."
"Are you out of your fucking mind?!!"
"Please Frank; hear me out on this. Amos's wife wants another child. Because of complications when she had her last one she can't have another. She and Amos have been looking at adoption, but there are so many hoops to jump through and long waiting lists they aren't making much progress. I want to have the baby and then let Amos and his wife have it. For obvious reasons we can't put Amos's name on the birth certificate without his wife finding out about it. If I put down 'father unknown' it will create problems when I go to give the baby up. We would have to pretend to be making an attempt to find the baby's father to get his permission. It could take up to a year before they would accept that the father wasn't going to show up. If we stay married and then you sign off on the adoption things will go much quicker."
"Give me one good reason why I should go along with what you want."
"Because we can make it worth while for you."
"How do you plan to do that?"
"We did some checking on our own and we found that alienation of affection suits rarely succeed in this state unless there are some really bad aspects to the case. At best you might get ten thousand out of it and typically a third of that will go to your attorney. Secondly, to be successful in a suit against our company you would have to prove that management knew about the affair and did nothing about it and I can assure you that Amos and I kept what we did very quiet. All your suit would do is cost us our jobs. If you do what we have just proposed we will divorce after the baby comes and has been given up for adoption. In the divorce I will voluntarily give up my share of the proceeds from the sale of the house. Given the current market you should be able to get two hundred and fifty thousand for the house and our current equity is about sixty thousand and that's almost forty thousand more than you would be likely to get if you filed suit. Also, if I lost my job you would end up paying me alimony.
"You aren't a stupid man Frank. You can see that this is a winning situation for you. What do you say Frank?"
"I don't know. When I talked to the attorney all we talked about was the divorce. I think I'm going to want to check out what you've told me with my own lawyer. I'll get back to you on it."
I got up and walked out of the restaurant.
++++++++++++++++++
I was right. When I walked into my parent's house I found both sets of parents waiting for me. My dad started it out.
"How about bringing us up to speed on what is going on. Your phone call to Martha upset a lot of people."
"Not much to tell. Allison had an affair with her boss and he got her pregnant. I found out."
"What are you going to do?" Mr. Ames asked
"Divorce her."
"What about the baby?" Mrs. Ames asked.
"Not my concern. You need to discuss that with Allison."
"Is there any way you can work things out with Allison and avoid a divorce?
"There might have been a chance if it was only the affair, but not a chance with her being pregnant. She made it absolutely clear before we were married that she didn't want kids -- not ever! She even encouraged me to get a vasectomy so she wouldn't have to mess with birth control pills, diaphragms, spermicides and the like. I did it and then she goes and gets knocked up by her boss. So no, not a chance. Not even a smidgen of a chance."
"Maybe you should take a little time to think about it" my mother said. "Not rush into it. Okay, she made a mistake, but you two are young and you have been together for so long. It would be a shame to see it end now over a simple little mistake -- an error in judgment -- that I'm sure that she regrets. Maybe you should think about giving things a chance."
"I don't believe you people. My wife is walking around carrying another man's child -- a child she denied me -- and you are all acting like what she did is no more serious that putting a ding in the car door in the grocery store parking lot. Well it is a hell of a lot more serious than that to me. As far as I'm concerned a divorce is going to happen"
I got up and headed for the door. "Where are you going" my mother asked, "We haven't eaten yet."
"I'm not hungry. I've lost my appetite. Goodnight."
I left the house and as I climbed into my truck I was thinking that they would never give up trying to tie Allison and me together. "Can you work it out?" God but I had to laugh at that.
+++++++++++++++
First thing in the morning I called and made another appointment with my attorney. He gave me the same information that Allison had gotten from whoever it was she talked to only my attorney said that Allison's pregnancy would work in our favor as a special circumstance in an alienation of affection suit and the fact that Amos was Allison's direct supervisor would be a major factor in a suit against Cutter and Sons. He said that either one would be a gamble, but we probably had a better than even chance to prevail in both suits. O f course he would say that I thought. It would increase his fees by handling the suits. As for the offer Allison made concerning the house it was not legally enforceable. She could renege on it and I'd have no recourse. I told him to put the divorce on hold until I could think things out.
I went back to work and around two in the afternoon I called Vangie and arranged for her to meet me that evening.
"Tell me about being single again" she said when she walked into the motel room. I filled her in on what was happening and she said:
"You poor baby. Let mommy cheer you up."
After two hours of being cheered up Vangie started to dress and as she was dressing she said:
"What is your situation going to mean for us?"
"It means that we can see each other whenever you want."
"Are we going to use your place?"
"No. Too great a chance that Allison would find out about you. I don't want to give her anything to use against me. I want to keep her on the defensive until the divorce is over."
"Then I'll see you Monday?"
"Absolutely."
+++++++++++++++++
Friday at lunch I called Lou Marks. Lou had been in the Guard with me and he worked in real estate. I got him to agree to meet me at the house on Saturday and give me some idea of what the house was worth and what it would be likely to go for if I put it up for sale.
Allison was a bit off on her idea of what the house was worth. Lou told me that I could probably put it up for sale for three hundred thousand and move it quickly. I told him to start the mechanics of putting it on the market.
I spent the rest of the weekend working on the house getting it ready for sale and Monday I called Allison on her cell.
"My attorney doesn't agree with your attorney, but I have decided not to take the chance that your lawyer might be better than mine or that the jury, should it go to trail, might be full of dumb shits. But what my attorney did tell me was that the deal you offered me would not be legally enforceable and come time to do it you could say you changed your mind and I would be hosed so here is what I have come up with.
"I'm going to hold off on the divorce until your baby problem is solved, but I'm putting the house up for sale now and I'm going to price it to sell. At closing they will give us a check for our equity and we will take it to the bank where you will endorse it and I will deposit it into an account that is in my name only. After that the money will disappear. Gambling debts most likely. A couple weekend trips to Vegas should see to that. That way there won't be any bullshit at divorce time about me hiding assets from you."
"You don't trust me Frank?"
"Of course I don't trust you. You are walking around carrying another man's kid, right? Anyway, the sale goes off, you endorse the check and I hold off on the divorce and forget about the lawsuits. You give me any problems at sale time and all bets are off."
"Thank you Frank."
I hung up without saying anything else.
At eleven I got a call from Vangie. "Looking forward to seeing mommy tonight?"
"You know I am."
"Tonight I want you to meet me at 402 Wilcox."
"Why? What's up?"
"It's a surprise."
I pulled up in front of 402 Wilcox at six and found Vangie sitting in her Porsche waiting for me. 402 was an apartment house and I wondered what was up as Vangie got out of her car to walk over to me as I got out of my truck.
"Not a word" she said, "Just follow me."
She used a key on the front door and led me down the first floor hallway and stopped in front of Apartment 1 D. She handed me a key and told me to unlock the door. I did it and we walked inside.
"What are we doing here Vangie?"
"It's our love nest. I rented it furnished. Now that I can have you whenever I want I decided that since we can't use your place and motel rooms would bankrupt you I got us a place to play. You would like to play with Mommy wouldn't you?"
"You know the answer to that."
"I took a one year lease on it and I can renew. It should do for us until you can get your divorce out of the way."
"How can you hide the expense from Russ?"
"You forget what I once told you lover. I have the money in the family. My father left me oodles and oodles and I don't have to account for any of it except to myself. Want a new truck lover? Treat mommy right and who knows."
"My truck might be eight years old, but it runs great and best of all I don't have any payments to make."
"What? You think I'd give you a truck and then make you pay for it? Well, maybe, but I'll bet you would like making the payments I have in mind. Maybe I'll put one under the Christmas tree for you."
"All I want under my tree is you."
"And what would you do with me lover? You only see me three times a week as it is and I leave you a wreck. If you had to keep up with me full time I'd put you in an early grave."
"But what a great way to go."
"You know why I keep you baby? It is because you say the sweetest things. But enough talk. We need to test the bed."
The bed held up under a very rigorous test.
Resting between bouts Vangie surprised the hell out of me when she said:
"Would you still like for me to be your mother-in-law?"
"What?"
"Sarah's marriage is over. She and Melvin finally decided to call it quits. She should be available by the time your divorce is over."
"Why is their marriage ending?"
"Melvin is a jealous, possessive and suspicious man and he is constantly accusing Sarah of cheating on him and she finally got tired of it and told him she was done with him."
"Has she?"
"Has she what?"
"Has she been cheating on him?"
"Of course she has. She is still doing her dad, John and Larry only by now it has been going on so long that I'm sure she doesn't think of it as cheating. It is just something that she does that he doesn't need to know about."
"Given that why would I want to marry her?"
"Why wouldn't you? I seem to remember your being just a little upset with me after I told you about what she and Russ were doing. If I remember correctly your exact words were:
"I was all set to spend the rest of my life fucking the two sexiest women I've ever met."
"I guess I did say that didn't I."
"So what has changed? Remember what Russ said in the video? About you having something on the side and her having something on the side?"
"You're serious about this?"
"Best way I can think of to keep us close. What would happen to us if you met someone else and got married and we couldn't find a way to get together? Think about it while mommy sucks your dick."
To be continued...
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I put the house on the market for 310 thousand and it sat for two months before I got what I considered a serious offer. I had several offers of 280 and 285, but I didn't pay any attention to them. I got one for 295, but the bidder wanted a new roof on the house as part of the deal so I passed. I finally got an offer for 300 and I took it. Closing was to be in thirty days so I started looking for another place to live. I started looking at apartments and Vangie asked me why.
"I don't want another house. A single guy living in a house doesn't make any sense to me."
"You need to stop thinking about what makes sense and start thinking about dollars and cents. If you don't take what you get out of your house and roll it over into another piece of property you will end up paying capital gains tax on the money. You don't want another house; look for a condo. You should know by now it is better to pay for something you will end up owning than pay rent and end up with nothing but rent receipts."
"I need to be out by closing and until we close I won't have the money for a condo, but I do have enough to get into an apartment."
"Sometimes I have to wonder about you."
"What does that mean?"
"Where are you right now?"
"In your apartment."
"Well duh!!"
"Oh. You mean I should move in here?"
"He gets it! My baby finally gets it. Now that we have that settled maybe you can follow mommy into the bedroom and show me some thanks."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
A week before closing I called Allison on her cell and told her she had three days to pick out what she wanted out of the house and get it out.
"What are you going to keep?"
"Whatever is left when you finish. Three days Allison. Anything still there after three days I'll be moving out and into storage."
For those three days I stayed at the apartment so I wouldn't run into Allison. Two days before closing I moved all my clothes and personal items to the apartment and moved everything else into storage.
Allison met me at the title company on the day of closing and then she followed me to the bank where she endorsed the $74,881.64 check and I deposited it into my Guard account. We didn't talk even though it was clear that she wanted to and I left the bank and went back to work.
That weekend I took nine thousand and went to Vegas for the weekend and when I came home I put $7800 in cash into a safe deposit box in a different bank. Over the next two months I took trips to Vegas and Central City in Colorado and at the end of those two months I had $69,400 in the safe deposit box and a pile of receipts for hotel rooms, meals and airfare from places where they had legal gambling. If anyone wanted to know where the money from the sale of the house went I'd just have to admit to being the worst gambler ever. Just couldn't catch a break at the tables.
++++++++++++++++++
The months rolled by and in early October I got a surprising phone call. It was from Amos's wife and she asked me if I could meet her for lunch. Again, curiosity won out. We met at the Red Robin on Fairfield. She told me I would recognize her because she would be wearing a Raider's sweatshirt and a Giant's ball cap.
I spotted her as soon as I walked into the restaurant. She was a damned good looking woman and as I walked toward the table I wondered just what she could want to talk with me about. I introduced myself and she told me her name was Becky and she motioned for me to take a seat. She waited until we had ordered and then said:
"I'll bet you are wondering why I wanted this meeting."
"It is a bet you would win."
"I just wanted to meet Allison's husband. I wanted to find out just how you feel about giving up your baby."
I wanted – really, really wanted – to tell her that it wasn't my baby, but held my tongue.
"I guess my feelings are ones of relief."
"Relief? Why would you feel relieved that your wife is giving up your child?"
"I am a firm believer in a woman's right to do what she wishes as far as her body is concerned, but I am still somewhat of a 'right to life' person. I would rather see the child given up for adoption than for the alternative to happen."
"That doesn't answer my question. I guess I need to put it more plainly. Why don't you want the child?"
"Because I would be a lousy father. I don't want kids in my life and I made that perfectly clear to Allison before we got married. I was going to get a vasectomy, but Allison begged me not to. She felt that a few years down the road I might change my mind about having kids. She said she would take care of the birth control so I wouldn't have to get snipped. Her birth control methods failed. I did not react well when she told me that she was pregnant."
"Fascinating! You managed to say all that and still keep a straight face."
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"It means that I know that Amos is the father of the child and I know that you know it. The real purpose behind my wanting to see you was to try and find out just how bad you intend to screw up my life when you go after Amos to get your revenge against him."
"And how pray tell can you know a thing like that?"
"Because I have had a private investigator on Amos off and on for almost a year now. He just happened to be on Amos the day you saw your wife with him at the hotel and he saw you go to the front counter to check on them. He gave the counter person a twenty to tell him what you asked about and since we know Amos isn't your uncle it wasn't hard to figure out."
"That just means that I caught them cheating and just because Allison was cheating on me doesn't mean that the baby isn't mine."
"Some investigators are willing to bend or even break the rules to get the client what she wants. My guy bribed some one at Cutter to slip a bug in your wife's purse. I have her on tape telling Amos about their little mistake and I have her on tape confessing to you. That means I also have you on tape telling her about the lawsuits you are going to file. It also goes without saying that I have your meeting at Denny's on tape. What I don't have is your response to the offer they made you. I need to know what you are going to do."
"I decided to accept it. There will be no lawsuits. Now I have a question; a couple of them actually. The first is if you know all this why haven't you kicked him out? The fact you have an investigator on him indicates to me that you are building a case against him and that being so brings up the second question. What is all this about adoption if you are dumping Amos?"
"I have no intension of getting rid of Amos. He is a good husband, if a trifle weak, and he is an excellent father and I love the man. The adoption is because we really want another child and I can't have one. I have a detective on him because I got suspicious. His behavior changed and he seemed unsettled. My intuition told me that there was a woman involved and I decided to find out if I was right and if I was would she be a threat to me and my family. What I found out is that your wife is no threat. It was just a fling that would have died in another month or so. Amos and Allison had already started talking about ending things before you and I could somehow find out."
"I don't understand the adoption part. Why would you want Allison's baby?"
"Why not? It will have Amos's DNA and that is something no other adopted child would have."
"But won't it be a constant reminder of what Amos did?"
"It will, but I can handle it. Amos will never know that I know the truth so it won't be on his mind."
"Not that I need to know, but I am curious about the adoption. Is it legal for Allison to have a baby and just give it to you?"
"No, she can't just hand it to me and walk away. There are some legalities involved and there are attorney's that specialize in cases like this. That's why they wanted you to give your name to the baby; so you could sign off on the paperwork and speed up the process."
"Well all I can say to you is good luck."
+++++++++++++++++
Months past and for the most part it was work and spend three evenings a week with Vangie. I still had two classes remaining to get my degree and I was taking them during the summer term on Tuesdays and Fridays. There was an occasional Saturday or Sunday with Vangie and there was one full weekend which we spent at her house doing everything we had done the previous two times I had been able to spend time here.
We had another conversation about Sarah on that weekend. "Sarah's divorce will be final in December."
"I'll be just starting mine. Allison's baby is due around the first of December and as soon as I sign off on the adoption I'll be filing."
"Sarah intends to make a play for you. She doesn't know about your upcoming divorce; she just plans on being a home wrecker. Seduce you and make sure your wife finds out and kicks you out then she will move in."
"Still taping her?"
"I never took the system out. The cameras are motion activated and they come on any time someone walks into the room where there is one. I checked the recorders once a week just to see if Sarah stops by when Russ is home and I'm not. Now that she has moved back in while going through her divorce I'm back to checking them daily. She told her dad she is going to get you back."
"And how do you feel about that?"
"You already know lover. She will have her extracurricular activities and we will have ours."
+++++++++++++++++++++
With Allison gone and me only seeing Vangie three times a week I had a lot of time to myself on the weekends and I spent a lot of it thinking about life in general and how it pertained to me. I considered myself an average guy. I didn't have movie star good looks and looking at things honestly I didn't see that I had all that much to offer and yet look at what had gone on and was going on in my life.
Actively pursued by four beautiful and sexy women at one time or another and they had all gotten me. I'd married two of them and had almost married a third and all three of them cheated on me after they got me. The fourth didn't cheat on me (unless you want to consider what she did with her husband as cheating on me), but we cheated when we were together. The question could be asked "What was wrong with them?" but it was a question that I couldn't ask because I was no better and I knew it. Never mind what was in them – what was it in me? I cared for the three – the two I married and the one I almost married – but did I love them? I honestly don't know.
I'm not even sure that I know what love is unless it is the way I feel about Vangie. I can't wait to see her again and I hate it when she leaves after spending time with me. I willingly cheated on Sarah and Allison with Vangie and I knew I would always cheat with Vangie no matter who I was with. A married woman older than my mother and all she had to do was crook a finger for me to come and I went. I've said it before – the woman owned me and always would. God only knows why she spent her time with me. She says that she does it to keep the scales balanced between her and her husband and I guess I can understand that, but why with me? That's the part I'll never understand. The woman was a sex Goddess; she could have any man she wanted so again, why me? I'd probably never know, but I was going to hang on and ride it till the end.
+++++++++++++++++++++
On December 3rd Allison had her baby. It was a boy and he came in at eight pounds seven ounces. For appearances sake I was at the hospital when she delivered and I wasn't at all surprised to see Amos and his wife there also. Not knowing we had already met Amos introduced me to Becky. She smiled and said how excited she was and that she couldn't wait to hold the baby. Then she got a worried look on her face and asked:
"You haven't changed your mind have you? I mean now that you have seen your son?"
I assured her that I hadn't and since Amos was looking the other way I winked at her and she gave me a half smile and winked back at me. I mouthed "Everything all right?" and she nodded a yes and then I excused myself to go and take care of the paperwork. Once I had signed everything and had made sure all the information on the birth certificate was correct I split. Five days later I met with Allison, Amos, and Becky at an attorney's office and signed a ton of paperwork and it was done.
At least a dozen times during her pregnancy Allison had called me and tried to get me to sit down with her and discuss trying to work things out so we could stay together and I always said no. She followed me out into the hallway as I left the attorney's office and made another attempt to talk with me. I didn't want to and I knew it would be a waste of time, but as long as her parents lived next to mine Allison was going to touch on my life in some way or manner and there would always be the constant pushing and prying of the parents. I decided to give her the sit-down she wanted and let her know for certain sure that there was no way in hell that we would ever be getting back together.
There was a Starbucks on the ground floor of the building where the attorney had his offices and we got coffees, found a table and took a seat. I sat there, looked at her and waited. She took a sip of her coffee and then looked at my face and what she saw there told her everything she needed to know. The look told her that her quest was hopeless. She started crying, set down her coffee and got up and ran out of the place.
I watched her go and when she was gone I took out my cell phone, checked the contact list for the number I wanted and made the call. I told the attorney to serve the divorce papers that he had been sitting on for almost a year.
+++++++++++++++++++++
That evening I told Vangie that I had finally filed and that if Allison didn't fight it I would be single in six months. Allison had promised as part of the deal that kept us married until the baby was born that she wouldn't contest the divorce, but I had a certain amount of distrust where she was concerned. She might have meant it when she said it, but there had been nine months go by; nine months where both moms would have been working on her.
When I gave Vangie the news she said, "That means that you and Sarah might just be able to squeeze in a June wedding."
"Are you back on that again?"
"I already told you that she was going to take a shot at you. As soon as she hears that you are getting a divorce she will definitely come after you."
"And just how is she going to find that out? You can't tell her because that would let her know that we are still in touch."
"You say that Russ sometimes joins you in the break room. Next time he does and asks you how thinks are going tell him not so good and then tell him about your breakup and divorce. He will tell Sarah. Then Russ and I will tell her she needs to get out of the house and socialize some and try to get her to come to the company Christmas party with us. Knowing that you will be there I'm betting that she will jump at the chance. Just don't bring a date."
"You really think she will do that?"
"I just said that I'd bet on it."
"You do realize that my hooking up with Sarah will crimp our style."
"Why would it?"
"She is going to want to spend time with me. How do I tell her that I can't see her on Monday, Wednesday and Thursday?"
"You won't have to. Don't forget those are the nights she spends with Russ, John or Larry or (giggle) all three. She will be the one telling you that she has things to do on those nights."
"Got it all figured out have you?"
"I try."
"Okay, but to make it work you will need to get me some information."
"What do you need?"
I told her.
++++++++++++++++++
It was like Vangie wrote a script and then gave each of us a copy to follow. Russ joined me for lunch on Friday and asked me how things were going. I told him things were great on the job, but my personal life sucked. He asked what was wrong and I told him about divorcing Allison. By the time lunch period was over he had heard the entire sad story. I called Vangie and told her about the lunch. That night she told Russ she had some things to do on Saturday and would be gone most of the day knowing full well that Russ and Sarah would take full advantage of her being gone. She came over and spent most of the day with me.
Monday Vangie pushed a tape into my VCR and I listened to Russ tell Sarah about what I'd told him and then to them making plans to try and convince Vangie that Sarah was going nuts sitting around the house after work and it might be good for her to get out and socialize so how about taking her to the company Christmas party with them?
I say I "listened" because Vangie only played those parts of the tapes for me that were conversations. Although I did see Russ and Sarah fondling each other while they talked I never did see them in action and that was fine with me.
The company party was on Friday and Thursday Vangie told me about the show of reluctance Sarah put on while Vangie and Russ tried to convince her to go to the party with them.
"The little bitch finally caved in and agreed to come with us. It was all I could do to keep from laughing. Later she got me off to the side and told me that she thought it would be too awkward with me being there and her knowing about me and you. I told her not to be silly and reminded her that I had already given you my stamp of approval. When she kept going back to it being awkward I told her that you had danced with me since her break up with you and that there had been no hard feelings between us, except this one" she said as she held my hard cock in her hand. Play your cards right lover and you will get laid tomorrow night."
"Oh? You coming home with me? Won't Russ wonder what's up?"
"Smart ass. Come on baby; fuck mommy again."
+++++++++++++++++++
The Backman's were there when I arrived and I waved at them as I made my way over to sit with the people from my shop. When the band started I danced with the wives and girlfriends of the guys at our table and then I walked over to where the Backman's were sitting. I saw Sarah get ready to get up as I approached. She just knew I was going to ask her to dance and I loved the look on her face when I asked Russ if he would mind if I danced with his lovely wife. On the floor Vangie said:
"That was mean."
"You are the one who told me that she was going to come after me. I intend to make her work for it. I ain't gonna be no pushover. I'll remind her that she kicked me to the curb. We will see just how serious she is about latching onto me."
"I know it's coming, but I'm not at all happy that you are going to do her on our bed."
"I won't. If it goes anywhere I'll take her to a motel. I'll flat out tell her that I don't want her to know where I live and then I guess we will see how things go from there."
The tune ended and I walked Vangie back to her table and as we neared it I could see the expression on Sarah's face. It was saying, "Will he ask me next?" I held Vangie's seat for her as she sat down and then I turned and went back to my table.
I danced some more with the wives and girlfriends and about an hour and a half after the music started I had to take a break and go to the bathroom. When I came out I found Sarah standing there in the hall waiting for me.
"You haven't asked me to dance."
"Why would I? I seem to remember that the last time I saw you I was more or less told to fuck off and die."
"I was pissed; could you blame me?"
"Of course I can. You were being a two-faced hypocrite."
She hadn't expected that and her brow furrowed in confusion, but before she could say anything I went on:
"You never asked me why I had a fling with your mother. If you would have I would have said, "Why not? Why shouldn't I have a hot time with a sexy woman while you were fucking a guy named Larry Melrose and pulling trains at the Phi Delta house? After all, what's good for the goose is good for the gander, right?"



Her face paled and she said, "I don't know what you are talking about."
What I said next I made up on the spot, but she wouldn't know it.
"Get off of it Sarah. Did you honestly think you could do gangbangs at a frat house where guys I knew were members? Harry Goddard told me about it and when I called him a liar he showed me the pictures of you that he took with his cell phone. One of them was a nice clear shot of you with a cock in your left hand while my engagement ring sparkled in the light. I figured that if that was how faithful you were to me I could take your mother up on the pass she made at me."
She looked down at the floor and using the information Vangie had given me I went on.
"I found out about Larry by accident. A guy in one of my classes needed a ride home and I got him to his place on Lewis Court just in time to see you and Melrose pull up, kiss and get out get out of your car. I watched you walk hand in hand into his place. Gary, the guy I gave the ride to, told me that he had seen you there a lot and that sometimes there was another guy there also. I was curious since I'd already found out about your frat house trains so I stuck around and waited for you to come out. I waited three hours and when you came out you had that "well fucked look" that I remembered from the times you were with me. So yes Sarah, of course I blamed you for being pissed at me. Anything else?"
She looked up from the floor at me and asked, "Dance with me?"
I gave her a long look and then offered her my arm. As we danced she said, "I admit it. There was a period where I was a bit of a slut, but even though I wasn't true to you I did love you. I guess I was sowing my wild oats before I got married and had to settle down. I would have you know. Settled down I mean. I probably wouldn't have gotten pissed at you if it had been anyone but my mother. Anyone else and I would have chalked it up to you doing some wild oat sowing of your own.
"But my mother? I just lost it and I stayed pissed for a while and then I woke up to the fact that I'd let the man I really wanted get away. By the time I woke up to that you were already with someone else. I kept waiting for you to break up with her so I could try to get you back, but you never did. I've never gotten you out of my system Frank. I hear through the grapevine that you are getting divorced. Any truth to that?"
"I'm afraid so."
"Maybe we could try again?"
"You, me, Larry and the frat boys?"
"Larry's been history for years" she lied, "and I haven't been to a fraternity house since I broke up with you."
Another lie, but I hadn't expected any less. The frat house parties were a thing of the past, but they did go on for quite a while after she broke up with me and according to Vangie Sarah had been with Larry and John the previous Wednesday. I knew if I hooked back up with Sarah that she would come with Russ, John and Larry, but I could live with that because I would be bringing along Vangie.
On the plus side Sara was almost as good as her mother and I had cared for her enough at one time that I had put a ring on her finger. She would be coming into any relationship we entered into as a cheating slut and with the intention of staying one, but at least I'd know it going in and not have it come as a surprise like it had with Gloria and Allison. And I always would have to keep in mind that I was no better.
The music had stopped when she'd said, "Maybe we could try again" and she had turned to go back to her table, but I held her arm until the next number started and as we moved into the next song I said:
"Are you really serious about trying again?"
"I am and if you get me out of here right now I'll prove it."
"I can't leave my group until the party is over, but if you still mean it by then I'll give you the chance."
"I mean it and as of right now I am your date for the evening so I'll join you at your table." She paused "Unless you don't want me there."
"Why wouldn't I want one of the two best looking women here tonight at my table?"
"Best two?"
"Can't forget your mom Sarah; I don't think either of us wants to forget your mom."
She gave me a look, but she understood what I'd just said. As far as she knew it was her cheating that put her mother into my bed once before and if she wasn't careful???
We walked back to her table and she got her purse and she told her parents that I would see to it that she got home. Russ and Vangie smiled, but each for far different reasons I'm sure.
Sarah joined me at my table and I introduced her to those who didn't already know her. She danced with one or two of the guys, but mostly with me and when the party broke up we left together. Once in my truck Sarah said:
"You aren't going to take me home I hope."
"Are you sure you know what you are doing?"
She slid over next to me and her hands went to my belt and zipper as she said:
"I'll show you that I know what I'm doing."
There was no way she was going to get me off quickly; not after the night I'd had with her mother only twenty-four hours before, but she gave it a good try. When I pulled in at the Super 8 motel she said:
"We aren't going to your place?"
"Not this time. I'm still a little gun shy after the last time and I'm not ready for you to know where I live until I know where this is going."
She gave me a dirty look, but when I came back with a room key she followed me into the room. She was so much like her mother that it was scary. She damned near destroyed me. When I walked her to her front door three hours later she asked:
"Will I see you tomorrow?"
"Around four?"
"It's a date."
Saturday was dinner, dancing and a bed at the motel. Sunday was an afternoon movie, dinner and a motel. Sunday night when I took Sarah home I tested Vangie's theory and found that she was right gain.
"What time should I pick you up tomorrow?"
"Oh I'm sorry baby, but I'm going to have to work late tomorrow."
"I've got something going Tuesday so how about Wednesday?"
"My bridge night with the girls from my sorority at school."
"Maybe I can get out of what I was going to do Tuesday and if I can should I give you a call?"
"Please. I'll cross my fingers."
+++++++++++++++++
Monday night I told Vangie that I was going to have to get an apartment after all.
"I can't let Sarah know about this place and renting motel rooms for six months will cost me a ton."
"You have the money out of your house so find a condo."
"I don't dare. I don't trust Allison. I get a condo before the divorce is final and she could try to claim it as community property."
"You would be buying it after separating from her."
"But with money from the sale of our house which she could also claim as a joint asset. Besides, I'm not supposed to have that money. I've set it up so it looks like I gambled it all away."
"Okay then. I'll buy the condo and you can buy it from me after the divorce is final. That way it will look like you are just renting the place."
I looked at her stunned.
"Don't look at me like that. I told you I have oodles and oodles of money and I can use it however I want. Besides, I'll only be putting up the down payment and you will be paying me back when you buy it from me after your divorce is final. Now come on. You have time to do mommy once more before she has to go home."
Tuesday I called Sarah and told her that I couldn't get out of what I'd told her I had to do. Let her sit on pins and needles wondering if I would call her Thursday or Friday.
Wednesday Vangie told me not to make any plans for during the day on Saturday because "We are going condo shopping."
I didn't call Sarah and ask her out for Thursday because I knew it would be awkward for her to have to say no to me for the third time in a week, but I did set something up with her for Friday.
Saturday Vangie showed up at seven in the morning and caught me in my bathroom. "Oh goodie" she said, "I was afraid we would have to waste time undressing you." She took my hand and led me toward the bedroom as she was saying:
"Mommy wants her butt fucked lover. Do a good job and I'll have a surprise for you."
The "Oh yes, oh God yes, fuck my ass baby, fuck mommy's ass" that rang through the room seemed to indicate, at least to me, that I was doing a good job. After a quick shower – not together or we would have never gotten out of the apartment – I fixed us some breakfast and after we ate we set out to look at condos.
Vangie had apparently done some 'pre-shopping' as she had a list of four places that she wanted us to look at. We took her Porsche, but our first stop wasn't a condo, but a Chevy dealer.
"What are we here for?"
"I told you if you did a good job on my butt I'd have a surprise for you. Wait here" she said as she got out of the car. Five minutes later she came back and drove us over to the other side of the lot and stopped.
"Come on" she said as she got out of the car. She came around to my side and took me by the hand and walked me over to a new black Chevy Silverado extended cab four wheel drive pick up. She handed me a set of keys and said:
"Merry Christmas lover."
"You have got to be shitting me!"
"Not at all. I can't stand my lover driving around in a ratty old truck. Besides, I want my daughter to be able to ride around in comfort."
"This is way too much Vangie."
"No it isn't lover. When I kick the bucket you and Sarah are going to inherit so why not enjoy some of the money now. Take the keys, drive over to the office and sign your name where the man tells you and then we can go looking for a condo."
We looked at the four units on Vangie's list and both of us liked the third one we'd looked at the best. Vangie spent a half hour with the agent and when all was said and done Vangie had agreed to buy the four bedroom condo. Why four bedrooms? I wanted one to use as a den and home office and I though Sarah also might like to have a room of her own and then there would be one for company. As we drove back to the Chevy dealer to pick up Vangie's car she told me she would get the keys on Wednesday and I could move in any time after that.
At the time I wondered about the quick occupancy, but I later found out that Vangie didn't put down a down payment. She wrote out a check for the full price that she had dickered the agent down to. It would be weeks before the paperwork would all be finished, but it was a done deal and as long as Vangie's check cleared the bank she could have the keys.
At the Chevy dealer's lot she gave me a hot kiss, told me that she wished she didn't have to go home and then got in her car and drove off. I drove home, changed and then got into my shiny new Chevy to go and pick up Sarah for our date.
When I picked up Sarah she commented on the truck and I told her that since we were beginning anew I felt she deserved to ride in a new vehicle.
"Oh how sweet Frankie. I think I'll keep you."
It wasn't all that hard of a night on me. Sarah had just started her 'monthly' and I had to settle for a couple of blow jobs in my brand new truck. They were great, but I couldn't help but think that Vangie should have been the first one to have sex with me in the truck she had bought for me.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Monday night after wearing me out Vangie asked me if I could take a vacation day or a sick day on Wednesday and I told her I had plenty of vacation time coming so it shouldn't be a problem. Wednesday at nine Vangie showed up and found me naked and waiting for her. She laughed and said:
"Down boy. Later. Right now we have important things to do."
Now that got my attention. It was the first time ever that Vangie had shown up and not wanted to go straight to sex. I dressed and we drove over to the condo. She handed me the key and I opened the door and then stopped dead. When we had looked at the place on Saturday the place had been empty. Now it was furnished.
"Come on" Vangie said as she closed the door behind her. "We need to break in the bed."
The new king sized bed held up under the workout that took place on it and when it was over Vangie said:
"I have to be home by four so we have until then to get started on me marking the territory. We have to make love in every room in the place and on every piece of furniture that will hold us up and on all the floors. At four I have to run home and fix dinner for Russ, but I'll be back around six and we will work on it some more and then there will also be tomorrow night. Anything we don't get to by the time I leave tomorrow we will get to next week. Sarah doesn't get to walk in that door until I have claimed the place because once she starts visiting I won't be able to come back except as an invited guest. I'll keep the apartment as our love nest."
"Why? Why have you done all of this?"
"Truth time?"
"Truth time."
"I've done it because you love me."
I started to say something, but she held up a hand to stop me.
"I came to you to do to you what I did to all of Sarah's other boyfriends, but you turned out to be different. To the rest of them all I was was another piece of ass; a damned good piece of ass, but a piece of ass just the same. I am more than that to you and it shines through and I am more than just a little fond of you, but I love my husband so what you want can never be. I can't return the love you show me, but I glory in your love and I need to show you how much it means to me so I am giving you things. Not things to buy you with, but things that you will always associate with me. Things I have shared with you. Whenever you go somewhere in your truck you will remember that I was the first one to sit in it with you and the first one to kiss you at a stop light.
"Whether you are on this bed alone or with someone you will remember sharing it with me. The same goes for every piece of furniture and room in this condo. You will have shared them with me. I know it doesn't come anywhere close to the love you show me, but it is at least something I can give to you. Probably doesn't make much sense to you but it does to me. I'm giving you as much of me as I can. So. Let's do the living room couch next and then maybe the dinning room table."
We managed the couch, the dinning room table and the shower before she had to leave and when she came back at six-fifteen we christened the washer and dryer and the bed in one of the spare bedrooms. As she dressed to leave she said:
"At this rate it is going to take us two weeks to get to everything. That gives you two weeks to give this place a lived in look before you bring Sarah here."
Actually it took three. By the time I brought Sarah to it for the first time I had it looking like I'd lived there for six months. Within a month of her first visit Sarah was living there part time. She usually had to work late a couple of times a week – usually Monday and Thursday and Wednesday night was her card night with her sorority sisters. I of course knew where she really was on those nights and on those nights she usually went home to stay with her parents. I was betting that she did that so I wouldn't be able to tell that I wasn't the first that night if she came to my place and I wanted to make love.
Me being me I did try to throw her off her stride one Friday night. I asked her why she always had to work late on Monday and Thursday. How come she never had to work late on any of the other nights of the week. She told me that Monday was a zoo because of everything that had gone on from noon Friday until the end of business Sunday had to be dealt with. Thursday was because payroll had to be done so checks could be issued on Friday and they also had to get everything set up and out to the stores that would be needed for the weekend. I wondered if she came up with that on her own or if it was Russ's brainchild.
Vangie still taped things and randomly put a private detective on Sarah so I knew that John and Larry were still tapping Sarah and I began to use the detective's information to build a file against the day I might need it. Vangie and I also had long talks about what to do if Sarah ever found out that Vangie and I were still lovers. I would come unglued on her for lying to me about dropping Larry and if push came to shove I might even throw John under the bus, but under no circumstances could I let it be known that I knew about Russ.
To cover myself on how I knew what I knew about John and Larry I would tell her that I was suspicious of her late nights and I had put an investigator on her and then use the details from the reports that Vangie got from her investigator. I'd need to be careful and only use reports that covered Larry and, if necessary, John. I couldn't use any report that included Russ. Fortunately there were times that Sarah only saw John or Larry and a couple of times she saw John and Larry together. My defense would be, "You are fucking others and so I decided that I could too and we both know I have a history with your mom."
Russ would never come into it unless the worst case scenario took place. That would be Sarah telling Russ that Vangie and I were lovers. If that happened things would get very, very nasty and messy.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The months went by and Allison kept her word and didn't fight the divorce. I still caught a ration of shit about how I was overreacting and not being fair every time I went over to see my folks and once Mrs. Ames caught me alone and begged me, actually begged me, to give Allison another chance. I almost – only almost – felt like an asshole when I told her it just wouldn't be happening.
Fortunately for my health Sarah didn't want to make love every night she spent at my place. No way in hell I could handle three night a week with Vangie and four nights a week with Sarah. Sarah never said no if I wanted to make love and she was the aggressor more often than not. She was getting her fill on Monday, Wednesday and Thursday the same as I was. In truth I didn't do Vangie three nights a week either. There were nights when she couldn't come by and she was still young enough to get visits from her 'Aunt Flo' and of course the same could be said of Sarah.
Suddenly June was upon us and it was fish or cut bait time. The divorce would be final on June 14th and Vangie casually mentioned once or twice that it looked like Sarah and I could squeeze in a June wedding. Then one Wednesday night she cut to the chase.
"Are you going to marry Sarah?"
"I don't know babe. Everything is going so smoothly now and I'm asking myself why do something that might change it."
"Why would you think that things might change? As long as Sarah keeps on doing what she is doing she won't be interfering with us. Besides, as long as my tape system keeps on working we will always know what is being planned. They will keep thinking that Russ and John are keeping track of you at work; that John watches you when Russ slips off to meet with Sarah and Russ keeps an eye on you when it is John's turn. Both of them watching you if she is with Larry.
"And there is something else. You like being married. It showed through when we were getting together even though you were married to Allison. You loved being married until things went to hell on you. You need a wife to be complete and deep down inside you know it. There are other girls out there and I am certain that you can find one, but you won't find one that is as good a fit for you as Sarah."
"Why would you say that?"
"Because you want me. We both know it, but we also both know that it can never happen. Sarah is almost a carbon copy of me. Granted, she is a cock hungry slut, but so what? I am too. She needs more than you can give her and that is no slam on you. You know damned well that she gives you more than you can handle so what if she has to pick up a little extra to hold her. It is the same with me. Russ never says no to me, but even though I love the man I still need a little extra to keep me satisfied. Then there is the fact that you know what she is and it hasn't bothered you a bit."



She paused as she thought about something and then she said:
"But there is one more reason why I want you to do it. Actually there are a couple more. The first is that she needs a husband like you and we do know from the tapes that she does love you and that by itself should count for something. Another thing is something that I really don't want to talk about, but it is something that has to be said. I'm twice as old as you are lover and I'm not going to be around forever, but for as long as I'm here I want you to be around. The best way to see that you are is to have you as a son-in-law. The last reason is that when I go I want to go knowing that my baby is going to be taken care of and I know that you will do that. Think about it lover, but do your thinking later. Right now mommy wants your cock."
++++++++++++++++++
I did think about what she'd said. She was right; I had liked being married. I'd liked it when I was with Gloria and I'd liked it when I had been with Allison. I did have feelings for Sarah, but was the feeling love? Given my track record I couldn't really say one way or another. The question was "Did it really matter?" I wasn't at all sure that I had 'loved' Gloria or Allison but until both marriages went 'boom' I was happy being with them.
Unlike with Gloria and Allison I would know exactly what I was walking into with Sarah and Vangie was right when she said that I had shown I could handle what Sarah was doing. And in a way wasn't that a good thing? If Sarah didn't have her three lovers and I had to take up the slack wouldn't I go to an early grave? I know that it sounds silly when put that way given all that I was getting from Vangie. With me and her three lovers Sarah was getting laid seven days a week and with Sarah and Vangie I was getting laid seven days a week. You would think that with Vangie and Sarah's lovers out of the picture it would still be seven days a week for me and I'd handled it so far, right?
Not so! I was managing because Vangie brought out the very best in me. She had that certain something that made me always rise to the occasion; that certain something that made my blood boil and flow into my cock even if I was only talking to her on the phone.
I could spend days thinking about it, but the bottom line was that Vangie wanted me to do it and I could never say no to Vangie.
++++++++++++++++++
I told Sarah that she needed to skip her Wednesday evening card game because there was something important that we had to do. She told me that she couldn't cancel because they depended on her. I shrugged and said:
"Okay Sarah; if card playing is more important to you than I am just go ahead and play cards."
The tone I used when I said that registered on her and she quickly backed up.
"Of course card playing isn't more important to me than you are. I'll call them and tell them I can't make it."
Wednesday evening I had dinner ready when she got there and a bottle of chilled Merlot sitting on the table. We ate dinner and sipped the wine and after we had finished eating we went into the living room and sat down on the couch I took her left hand in mine and slid a ring on to her ring finger and asked:
"Will you accept this Sarah?"
She held up her hand and looked at it. "Oh God Frankie; of course I will" and she threw herself at me and cried into my shoulder. After a while the tears stopped and she said, "I hoped, but I never really expected. Oh shit!" and then she was crying again. Tears of joy she told me later.
In the morning over breakfast she held up her hand and looked at it and said:
"It is a perfect fit Frank."
"It should be. You've worn it before."
"You kept it? All these years and you've kept it?"
"Maybe something told me that some day I would need it again." She burst into tears again, got up from her chair, came over and dropped into my lap.
+++++++++++++++++++
The wedding was held on the last Friday in June at City Hall with Russ and Vangie as witnesses. The reception was held in Russ and Vangie's backyard on Saturday and on Sunday we flew to Cabo san Lucas for a two week honeymoon. I don't know how John and Larry handled the two weeks Sarah was gone, but I would bet that Vangie stayed busy trying to fuck Russ's eyes out.
We had moved all of Sarah's things into the condo before the wedding, but most of it had never been unpacked so we spent the day after getting back from Cabo getting Sarah situated and then we embarked on our married life.
Some things didn't change. And that came as no surprise. Sarah went back to work and back to working late on Mondays and Thursdays and playing cards on Wednesdays and of course Vangie and I made use of our love nest on those three days.
I am incapable of just ignoring things so every once in a while I had to throw some shit into the game. I had decided that I need to keep track of Sarah and I knew I couldn't always depend on Vangie's set up to catch everything that Sarah might be up to so before the wedding I had the condo wired with the same system that Vangie had in her house.
Three days after returning from our honeymoon I reviewed the previous day's tapes and learned something that I hadn't know before. If Vangie had mentioned it I either didn't pick up on it or didn't hear her say it. Of course I never thought to ask either. All I knew was that Russ, John and Larry were Sarah's lovers and I knew that John and Larry were good friends of Russ's. The tape I was watching had happened the previous day at twelve forty-five and it explained a lot. It explained why John and/or Russ had to keep an eye on me at work and it explained why Sarah, even though she had planned to be a teacher when she graduated, had taken a job at Arman Enterprises.
As I watched the tape Sarah and Larry came in the front door and walked into the living room. They went into a clinch, kissed and then Larry sat down on the couch while Sarah stripped for him. Once naked she went to her knees, unzipped him and took out his cock. It quickly became apparent why Sarah was seeing him. He was big! He wasn't any bigger around than me – in fact I might have even had an inch on him there – but he was long. His ten and a half inches dwarfed my six and three quarters.
Sarah took him in her mouth and worked on him while he loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt. He took off his shirt and tie and she let go of his cock and he stood up and undressed. As he stepped out of his pants he said:
"Which way to the bedroom?"
"We won't be using a bedroom this time."
"Why not?"
"Because the bedrooms have beds that are my husbands."
"Oh come on Sarah."
"No Larry. We will not do it on the bed I share with my husband and we won't do it on the beds in the spare bedrooms until I can buy sheets of my own. I won't fuck you on sheets my husband bought."
"Nonsense Sarah. Using that logic we can't even do it here because everything here was bought by your husband."
"You want this body Larry?" she said as she stood in front of him and cupped her tits in her hands. Larry's face gave her the answer and she said, "Then we will do things my way, understand?"
She got down on the couch and spread her legs and Larry wasted no time in getting between them. He fucked her once missionary and then after she got him up again he did her doggie. As they were dressing Sarah said:
"Now that I'm married we need to do something about my pay."
"Do what?"
"Sooner or later Frank is going to see one of my paychecks or paycheck stubs. He isn't stupid so he just might notice that I'm not being paid overtime for all those nights I tell him I'm working late."
"That's easy enough to fix. I'll just change you from hourly to salary and kick it up five hundred a month to make it look better."
"Thank you. Next time I'll have one of the spare bedrooms ready."
"Still doesn't make sense to me."
"Doesn't need to Larry; as long as it makes sense to me."
There it was; the missing piece of the puzzle. Larry was her boss so she was able to get away from work during the day and that's why John or Russ needed to keep track of me.
So, like I said, every once in a while I feel the need to stir the pot. I kept an eye on Russ and John and one Monday just after lunch I saw John slip away from his office and I guessed he was on his way for some early afternoon fun. I gave him a half hour head start and then I called my lead technician into the office and told him to keep an eye on things while I ran an errand. I was parked up the street from the condo when John hurried out, got in his car and took off. Ten minutes later Sarah came rushing out. I smiled and went back to work.
When I reviewed the tape I found out something that I had long suspected. I'd always hard a hard time understanding why Sarah would waste time on old, fat and bald John. I'd once told myself that maybe it was because he had a twelve inch cock. I said it in jest, but it actually did look like it was a foot long on the tape. Like Larry's it was no bigger around than mine, but the fucking thing was huge. I could not believe that it would go all the way inside Sarah, but I was wrong. She took every inch of it.
Anyway, I was watching the tape and Sarah's cell phone rang. She had it next to her on the bed and I'm guessing that it was because it would be quickly to hand in cases like this.
"Hello?"
"Okay. Thanks for the heads up."
She was pushing John away as she dropped the phone on the bed.
"Frank just left work" she said as she tried to push John off of her.
"We have time" John said, "It takes thirty-five minutes to get here from the plant."
"Get off me John; I'm not taking any chances. Move it! I need to get dressed and make the bed."
"I'm close baby; let me finish."
"Get the fuck off of me and get out of here!!!"
I told Vangie about it Wednesday night and we got a big laugh out of it. I only did it two more times. Once I interrupted Russ, but the other time John either met Sarah some place else or he had a doctor's appointment or something.
+++++++++++++++++
The week after I returned from the honeymoon I told Vangie that it was time for me to buy the condo from her.
"No need. It is your wedding present."
"The trip to Cabo was your was your wedding present."
"That was the present from Russ and me to you and Sarah. The condo is my wedding present to you."
"I can't let you do that Vangie."
"How you going to stop me lover? It is a done deal. I transferred ownership to you before you married Sarah so that she could never claim it as community property if things don't work out for the two of you."
"Damn it Va..."
"Just hush up Frank. By now you should know I'm going to do what I want. Any time you spend arguing with me is time that could be put to better use giving mommy what she wants."
As her mouth closed around my cock I gave up trying to reason with her.
++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next year I learned that Sarah was a bit of a control freak. Maybe that's not the term that best describes her actions; maybe she just like to have things organized in a certain way. Whenever she did John or Larry in the condo she always did them in the front spare bedroom. The rear spare bedroom is where she took care of Russ. John and Larry were never allowed in the back bedroom and Russ, Larry and John were never allowed in the master bedroom, but she did occasionally do Russ in the front spare room. I learned that only Russ (and I) got to tap her ass. Larry and John kept trying to get it, but she told them no, that it only belonged to me.
If you overlooked her outside activities (and I did) Sarah was a perfect wife. I had no complaints. Things had pretty much worked out as Vangie had predicted. Sarah had her 'bit on the side' and I had mine and for five years we slid along with no problems and then one Monday came the day that I had always been expecting.
To be continued.
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I came home from work to find Sarah sitting at the kitchen table drinking a beer. That alone told me something was up because she was normally a wine drinker. I bent down to kiss her and she jerked her head away and said:
"Don't you dare touch me you fucking asshole."
I stood up and went to the fridge and got myself a beer and then sat down across from her and said:
"And just why am I a fucking asshole?"
She picked up a manila envelope from the table in front of her and threw it at me.
"Read that!!" she snarled.
It was a report from a detective agency and it covered my last two meetings with Vangie.
"What have you got to say to that?"
I looked at her for a couple of seconds as she stared back at me and then I stood up and said:
"Don't go away. I'll be right back."
I went to the bedroom that I had made into a home office/den and opened the safe I'd never told Sarah about. It was hidden behind a removable panel inside the closet. I removed two envelopes and went back into the kitchen. I sat down and tossed one of the envelopes to Sarah and said:
"I'll see your report" and then I flipped the other envelope to her and said, "and I'll raise you one."
One report covered one of her visits to Larry's place and the other covered a visit to John's.
"And I have more. Want me to dig them out?"
She had opened the first one and her face had gone pale and I knew she was wondering if I had one of her and Russ. I went on.
"Remember back to that company Christmas party where we got back together and I made the "two best looking women in the place" comment? Remember your response and then what I said to you? I expected you to get the message, but you apparently missed it. You lied to me then when you said you were done with Larry. Of course I didn't know about John then, but I do now."
Then I paused for a moment and then said in a harsh tone of voice, "So where the fuck do you get off getting all belligerent with me?!! At least with your mother I'm keeping it in the family."
She was already pale, but when I said "keeping it in the family" she went totally white-faced.
"I'm going out for a while and while I'm gone I want you to get your shit out of our bedroom and move into one of the spare bedrooms" and I got up and left.
I hadn't even started the car and I had Vangie on her cell phone. I told her what had gone down and she asked me what I was going to do.
"It will depend on Sarah. I'm in attack mode so I'll be going after her. I need to find out why she put a PI on me and what she intended to do when she found out whatever she was trying to find out. I've burned Larry and John and I will of course keep Russ out of it, but I'm going to hint at knowing a lot more than what I've hit her with. Right now I have the edge because she didn't expect me to come firing back at her. I will not let her know that I let you know and in fact I will tell her that I have no intention of you ever finding out that she knows."
"You going to divorce her?"
"That will depend on her. I won't go for one, but if that is what she had in mind when she hired the detective it might end up in a divorce."
"What are you going to do right now?"
"I'm going down to Riley's Tavern, have a few and let her sit home and stew for a while."
"Should we cool it for a bit?"
"No. She knows about us so there is no reason to stop. Unless you want to?"
"No lover, I don't. See you Wednesday?"
"You bet."
I had three beers at Riley's and shot a game of eight ball with Billy Holbrook and then headed on home. Sarah was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a beer when I walked in. I got myself a beer and leaned on the kitchen counter. I took a pull on the Bud and then said:
"Why in the hell did you put a detective on me?"
"I thought you were cheating on me."
"What made you think that?"
"I smelled perfume on you and one night I saw a trace of lipstick on your neck."
I almost laughed at her, but held it in. "Let me see if I understand this. You come home and smell perfume on me, right?"
She nodded her head yes.
"Since the only nights I spend with your mom are the nights you lie to me and say you are working late or playing cards you are saying that you came home after rolling around on one of your lover's beds getting all sweaty and smelly, ready and willing to give me sloppy seconds if I wanted to make love to you and you smelled perfume on me and got upset? That about sum it up?"
She looked away and down at the floor. "And just what were you going to do if you found out that I was doing what you were doing?"
She didn't look at me and she didn't answer. "Speak up Sarah. What is going to happen is going to be decided in this kitchen right now. When I leave the room I will have decided what I'm going to do. You want any say in the matter you had better speak up right now. It is the only chance you will get."
She looked up at me and said, "I was going to threaten you with divorce if you didn't stop seeing whoever it was you were seeing."
"Basically you are saying you would be giving me a second chance, but I would be under your thumb from then on. In other words I was to stay home and behave while you kept on cheating on Monday, Wednesday and Thursday. That about right?"
She looked away again. I sat there and looked at her without saying anything for almost a minute before I said:
"The fact you weren't going straight for a divorce changes what I was thinking." I gave her another minute of silence and then said, "Here is the way it is going to go. You don't have to agree of course, but if you don't we will turn it over to the lawyers. Your mother, next to you, is the hottest, sexiest and most fantastic piece of ass I've ever known (not true of course, in fact it was just the opposite, but I wasn't going to say that). I am not going to stop seeing her as long as she is willing to see me. Since I will continue to see your mother I will let you continue with one of your lovers. One Sarah. You chose which one and since I don't trust you I will periodically put a private detective on you just to check up on you to make sure that it is just one.
"You will not tell your lovers that I know about them and I will not tell your mother that you know about us. One other thing. I am not stupid and I'm well aware that you may have more lovers than just John and Larry and my investigators just might not have been on duty when you met those lovers. I haven't had you watched in over a year, but starting now, if you accept my terms, you are going to be watched a lot more often. One lover Sarah; only one. I don't care who you chose, but only one. Have I made myself clear?"
"And if I don't agree?"
"Then the lawyers get involved and things get very messy and nasty. Think on it and let me know by tomorrow morning."
I got up and went into the living room and turned on the TV. About twenty minutes later Sarah came into the room and sat down on the couch next to me.
"Can we negotiate?"
"On what?"
"On the one lover issue."
"No."
"You haven't heard my proposal. You just may be okay with it."
"Okay; what do you want?"
"To keep them both, but only one at a time. One for three months and then the other for three and keep on rotating them."
"You love them that much that you can't bear to give one of them up?"
"I don't love either of them, but they both have something that I want."
"And what would that be?"
"Big cocks."
"Oh goody; my ego really needed that shot. I always thought I did a pretty good job for you."
"You do an excellent job of making love to me, but what they have and you don't is a few more inches. They touch places inside me that you just can't reach. I love the feeling that those extra inches give me."
I looked at her for several seconds and then said, "Six months. You can change every six months."
Her face clouded up a bit and she got up and left the room.
Sarah stayed out of my way for the rest of the evening and around nine-thirty I went to bed. I hadn't been in bed five minutes when Sarah came into the room and got into bed with me. She was naked.
"I thought I told you to take one of the spare bedrooms."
"Fuck you Frank. I saw the dates on those reports you gave me. You have known what has been going on for years and you never made a move to stop me or kick me out. If I hadn't gotten stupid things would have gone on for years with no change. I love you and I belong in this bed with you. You told me how it was going to be as far as you were concerned and now I'm going to tell you how it is going to be as far as I am concerned.
"I'm keeping my lovers and my Mondays, Wednesdays and Thursdays. I will continue trying to fuck you to death and if I do a good enough job I won't leave you enough to give my mother any. If you can still handle her after I get done with you I'll live with it. I will give this. Get on the Net and pull up some of those adult sites and see if you can find one that sells those things that they say can make your dick bigger. If you can find one and it works I promise I'll drop my lovers the day you reach ten inches. Am I clear on this?"
While she was saying all that she had been stroking my cock until it was hard and then she swung over me and guided me up into her. I knew I wasn't going to give her up, but I also knew that I couldn't let this become one of those "yes dear" moments that Russ had once told me about so I said:
"Are you willing to gamble?"
"On what?"
"It is only fair that if you have more than one lover I should also have more than one. The thing is I don't want to have to go through all that game playing seduction nonsense. My mom keeps telling me that Allison still wants me and would get back with me in a heart beat. Of course she would try and win me back so do you feel like gambling?"
She laughed and drove herself down on me. "The only woman alive who could steal you from me is my mother and as long as my dad stays alive that ain't never going to happen. You feel the need to keep the numbers even? Have at it! Between my mother and me you won't have enough left to do anybody else any good. Face it Frank. You belong to me and I'm keeping you. Now fuck me Frank; fuck your slut."
Shit!! She never even gave me a chance to say "Yes dear."
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I should have known disaster was on the horizon the night my wife told me that she'd had a call from Monica. It was at the dinner table and my first tip off should have been the fact that everything on the table was from my list of favorites. Meat loaf, scalloped potatoes au gratin, French style green beans and sourdough bread hot from the oven. Midway through the meal Audrey said:
"Guess who I heard from today. Monica Speers. She moved back to town and wants to get together for lunch."
"Moved back to town? XYZ doesn't have offices here. Did Tom quit them?"
"I guess she and Tom are divorced."
I knew what I wanted to say to that and I knew that it would not go over well so I kept my mouth shut. I would have bet that it was because Tom finally caught her cheating. I did not like Monica and I had never liked Audrey associating with her, but if there was one thing I knew it was that there was no way you could come between two girls who had been best friends since the second grade.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't meet Audrey and Monica until high school and it was a case of 'instants.' I instantly fell ass end over tea kettle for Audrey and I instantly disliked Monica. There was just something about her that did not ring right.
I would like to be able to say that Audrey was as instantly attracted to me as I was to her, but that wasn't the case. I tried a dozen times to get Audrey to go out with me but with no luck and I always felt that it was because of Monica. Monica hit the ground running when she started high school. She was a hot looking freshman who looked like she was twenty and the juniors and seniors flocked to her and as a result she was dating them from almost her first day. It always seemed that the guy she was dating had a friend he wanted to double date with so Monica would set up the friend with Audrey. So what I got whenever I asked Audrey out was:
"Sorry Rob, but I already have a date for that night."
Eventually I added Audrey to the list of things I wanted, but could never have.
Two weeks after the start of the eleventh grade I was sitting in a booth at Harry's Malt Shop, a student hangout, when someone slid into the booth opposite me. I looked up from the Civics text book I was reading and saw Audrey. She smiled and said:
"Hi Rob."
"Hello Audrey."
"How have you been?"
"Okay. You?"
"Pretty good. I see you are studying Civics. Who do you have?"
"Anderson in second period."
"I've got her in fifth."
She was silent for a second or two and then said, "It has been a while since I've seen you."
"Well you know how it is. You get busy and things kind of slide."
A little more silence and then, "There is a party at Nancy Neubert's this Friday. Would you like to go with me?"
That caught me flat-footed. I had tried for two years to get a date with her with no luck at all and here she was asking me. It took me a couple of seconds to come up with a reply.
"I haven't been invited."
"I have and I can bring a date. Would you like to go?"
"Yes, I would."
"Okay then; meet me tomorrow at lunch in the cafeteria and we can discuss the details."
"Details?"
"What time to pick me up, where we are going and things like that."
"Oh sure, details. Right."
As she walked away I sat and wondered just what the hell had happened. And then it dawned on me. All the juniors and seniors that Monica and Audrey had been dating had graduated and had moved on to college where there were plenty of girls and they didn't need to mess around with high school girls any more. That meant that if Audrey and Monica wanted dates they were stuck with their previously ignored classmates. Whatever the reason I wasn't going to complain.
My mother let me borrow her car on Friday and I drove over and picked up Audrey. When we got to Nancy's we found that the party was spread all through the house. The garage had been cleared out so there would be a place to dance and the Neubert's had turned their basement into a rec room with a pool table, a ping-pong table and an air hockey table.
When Audrey and I went into the garage the first person we saw was Monica. She was with four guys at the back of the garage where there was a table with a reel to reel tape player on it. The tape was playing dance tunes and Monica saw us just about the time we saw her. She came over to us and said to Audrey:
"Glad you could make it."
Audrey asked me if I would find out where the refreshments were and get her a Coke or a Pepsi and that is where I made my first mistake. I should have kept her with me. I found the refreshments in the kitchen and by the time I got back to the garage Audrey was dancing with one of the guys who had been with Monica when we arrived. Because my parents had taken the time to teach me manners I stood off to the side and waited for the song to end and that was my second mistake.
As soon as the song ended the next song on the reel began to play and another one of the guys who had been talking with Monica stepped up and started dancing with Audrey. I saw Audrey see me standing there with a Pepsi in my hand for her, but she didn't pull away from the guy and come to me. About half way into the dance Monica came over to me and reached out for the Pepsi I was holding for Audrey and said:
"I'll take that. You might as well find something else to do. She's going to be busy for a while."
While she was saying that the music stopped. I started toward Audrey and she was standing there looking at me starting toward her when the next song started. A third guy took her arm and she let him start dancing with her. She saw me walking towards her with the soft drink she had asked me to get for her and she let herself be pulled into a dance and then to add insult to injury she never looked my way again.
I let Monica take the Pepsi and I walked over and tapped the guy on the shoulder and said:
"Cutting in."
"Screw off jerk."
"She is my date and I'm cutting in."
"Beat it asswipe" the guy said and he reached out with his left hand to push me away. When he pushed at me I grabbed his hand and jerked. It pulled him off balance and I just kept pulling until I ran him into the wall. His head bounced against the wall and it stunned him and he slid down to the floor. While all that was going on Audrey was saying:
"Stop this Rob; stop this now. You are embarrassing me."
I looked at her and said, "I'm embarrassing you? Well we sure wouldn't want that" and I left the garage, got in my car and went home.
Monday morning I was at my locker getting ready to go to first period when Nancy Neubert came up to me and said:
"I should be pissed at you for creating a disturbance at my party, but I'm not. Doug is a real butt head and I'm glad someone stepped up and shut him down."
"Sorry. It was poor manners on my part."
"You don't need to apologize. Doug wasn't even invited but your date was a little pissed that you went off and left her."
"She left me first. It seems she was more interested in the guys Monica was with than me."
"Aud would be okay if she could just break away from Monica."
"Maybe I'll have better luck next time."
"Good luck" she said as she moved off to her first class.
I didn't have any shared morning classes with Audrey so I didn't expect to see her until out one o'clock calculus class. I guess it shouldn't have been a surprise (given that Nancy had already told me how upset Audrey was that I'd gone off and left her) that she sat down across from me in the cafeteria at lunch time. I looked up at her and she sat there and said nothing so I went back to eating my lunch and reviewing my notes from Civics. After maybe a minute Audrey said:
"Are you just going to sit there?"
"What do you expect me to do, dance?"
"I expect you to tell me why you acted like a total ass and then I expect an apology for the way you behaved toward me."
"You expect to live to be a hundred?"
"What?"
"Easy question Audrey; do you expect to live to be a hundred? Because it will be your hundredth birthday before you get an apology from me for what your behavior caused me to do last Friday."
"My behavior? Are you out of your mind?"
"No, but you must have been if you thought that I would put up with what you did."
"What I did?"
"Yes Audrey, what you did. We no sooner got to the party and you send me off to get you a Coke and then you busied yourself with all the guys who were hanging with Monica when we got there. You even sent Monica over to tell me to take a hike."
"I never did that!"
"You deny sending Monica over to tell me to bug off?"
"She would never do something like that."
"The hell she wouldn't. I came back with a Pepsi for you and she came over to me and said she would take it and hold it for you. Her exact words were "You might as well find something else to do. She's going to be busy for a while." When she said that I tried to cut in and remind you whose date you were and the asshole you were dancing with got mouthy and tried to get physical and when I got physical back you told me that I was embarrassing you. That was a laugh. Me embarrassing you? How about the embarrassment you caused me? How do you think it looked to everyone there when as soon as we get to the party my date abandons me for a bunch of Monica's assholes? It will be a cold day in hell before you get an apology out of me. Now if you don't mind I'd like to finish my lunch" and I went back to eating.
She sat there silent and watching me for maybe a minute and then she got up and left.
I saw her again in the two afternoon classes we shared and she ignored me which didn't bother me at all.
Three weeks went by and then one Thursday I was again sitting in Harry's Malt Shop when Audrey sat down across from me. I looked up from the notes I was reviewing, saw that it was Audrey and went back to my notes. Maybe a minute passed and then Audrey said:
"I'm here to eat crow Rob." I looked up at her and she said, "You were right. My behavior was uncalled for and I can't offer any good excuse for it other than I was asked to dance and you weren't back yet so I said yes and then things got out of hand. After talking with you in the cafeteria and thinking about it I was all set to apologize until I asked Monica why she said what you said she said. She denied it and said you were lying to cover up for being an asshole so I stopped thinking about apologizing. It wasn't until last Sunday that I found out that it was Monica who lied. Gail Luoma told me that she heard Monica say it to you. It has taken me until now to work up the courage to face you. I'm sorry Rob. Can we get by this and maybe try again?"
I looked at her for several seconds and then said, "What do you have in mind when you say "try again?"
"Well, since our first date didn't go too well I thought maybe we could give it another try?"
"You have anything planned for Saturday?"
"No."
"Would you like to go to the movies with me?"
"I'd love to."
The date went well and it led to a second one which in turn led to a third and suddenly Audrey and I were a couple. The only fly in the ointment was that Audrey sometimes had us double dating with Monica and her butt-head of the moment. I say that because Monica seemed incapable of dating a guy who wasn't an obnoxious asshole. On many a date it was all I could do to keep my mouth shut and not create a scene. What amazed me was that Audrey never seemed to notice or care.
Things were good between Audrey and me until two weeks before senior prom. Audrey and I had a date to attend a concert on Sunday and Saturday evening she called me and told me that she had to cancel because of a family emergency. Those things happen and so I thought nothing about it. I didn't feel like going to the concert alone so I called a couple of guys I knew and we went over to check out a new arcade that had opened on the west side of town.
The first thing I saw when I walked into the arcade was Audrey, Monica and two guys standing in line to buy game tokens. I debated going over to her and saying something about 'family emergencies' but decided against it. She would see me sooner or later and know that I'd seen her. Hopefully the knowledge that she was busted would ruin her night. Actually it would do more than ruin her night. It would cast a pall on some other things also. For one, although she didn't know it yet, she was going to need a date for the prom since she damned sure wouldn't be going with me.
I happened to be looking at her reflection in the glass panel on the back of the pin ball machine I was playing when she saw me. Her hand flew up to her mouth and she hurriedly turned away, said something to Monica and then she, Monica and the two guys split and I didn't see them again that night
Audrey wasn't in school Monday and I didn't call her. Tuesday Audrey walked up to the table I was sitting at during lunch period and sat down. She said:
"Can we talk Rob?"
I said no and got up and walked away. She tried to get me to talk to her following both afternoon classes and I simply walked by her without saying a word. Wednesday she again approached me in the cafeteria.
"We need to talk Rob."
"About what?"
"About what we are going to be doing on prom night."
"I have no idea what you will be doing. I'll be going stag."
Her face went pale and she said, "You aren't taking me?"
"No Audrey, I'm not. You can go with the guy you went out with Sunday night. Or maybe you can give your good friend Monica a call. She always seems to be able to come up with dates for you."
I got up and walked away leaving her sitting there with tears running down her face.
Saturday Harlina Collins called me at home. After some small talk she said:
"Something happen between you and Audrey?"
"You could say that. Why?"
"She is running around frantically trying to find a date for the prom. I take it that she isn't going with you?"
"No she isn't."
"Who are you taking?"
"No one. I'll be going stag."
"Would you like a date?"
"It is a little late to be looking for a date. By now everyone will be spoken for."
"Not necessarily. I need a date."
"You? What happened between you and Toby?"
"Nothing happened between us. Yesterday he went to the hospital with a burst appendix and he is going to be off his feet for at least two weeks. No way he can make it to the prom next Friday."
"Will you going with me create problems between the two of you?"
"No. I already asked Toby and he said he was okay with it."
"Then you have a date."
Harlina and I had a great time at the prom and at the two after prom parties we attended. I do have to say that the kiss she gave me when I took her home would not have passed the 'boyfriend test' but other than that we behaved ourselves.
Audrey did manage to come up with a date or more likely Monica found her one since the guy wasn't someone who went to our school. Audrey did not seem like she was having all that good of a time, but hey! Not my problem.
Audrey and I pretty much steered clear of each other for the rest of our senior year. Me because she had lied to me and did what I considered as stabbing me in the back and her because, as I heard through the grapevine, she blamed me for ruining her senior prom.
Graduation came and my parents gave me a three year old Mustang convertible as a graduation present and that made my summer dating much easier. I dated a lot, but I never hooked up with anyone steady. I spent the summer working for the landscape company I had worked for the previous two summers and then in the fall I was off to college.
As fate would have it Audrey and I were thrown together on our first day of classes. We were both Business Management majors and had four shared classes. We avoided each other for most of the first term, but then in Introduction to Production Management the instructor split the class up into eight groups of four students each and assigned group projects. I ended up in the same group as Audrey. There was no way around it; we had to socialize because we had to research together and work together with the other two in the group in order to complete the project.
One afternoon when all four of us were supposed to meet at the library I got there first and was sitting at a table in the reference section when Audrey showed up. She sat down and we pretty much ignored each other for a couple of minutes before Audrey said:
"This is just stupid. We are supposed to be adults now so why are we acting like children. We have known each other for years so we should be able to talk to each other. How have you been Rob?"
"Not bad Audrey. You?"
"I've been better. I could have done without being put on this project with you."
"Sorry you have to put up with me, but it wasn't my choice."
"It's not the putting up with you Rob; it is the being around you and knowing that you don't like me."
Before I could say anything the other two showed up and we got busy on the project. When the group broke up I asked Audrey if she would like to have a cup of coffee with me. She hesitated slightly before saying that she would like to and I told her I would meet her at the student union in ten minutes and then I went over to the check out desk and checked out a couple of books.
Audrey was sitting at a table when I got to the cafeteria and I joined her after getting a cup of coffee and a piece of pie. As I sat down I said:
"Where did you get the idea that I don't like you?"
"From the way you dumped me just before the prom and then would never talk to me after."
"That had nothing to do with me liking you Audrey. Do you honestly expect me to believe that you don't know why it happened?"
"I didn't do anything to deserve that Rob."
"In my mind you did. You broke a date with me so you could go out with another guy."
"But I didn't do it because I liked the other guy. I only did it because Monica needed me to help her out. She wanted to go out with this guy, but he had a friend visiting and he couldn't go off and leave him alone so Monica asked me to double with her. The guy meant nothing to me. It was just one date and I never saw him again."
"Then that is what you should have told me instead of lying to me about a family emergency. You should have been up front with me. I wouldn't have liked it and it would have probably pissed me off, but I would have gotten over it, but to catch you in a lie? No way could I accept that."
"I guess you are right. I shouldn't have lied, but I knew you didn't care for Monica so I didn't want to bring her into it. I thought I could do it and you would never know so things would be okay. I'm sorry Rob; I really am sorry."
I said nothing and she was silent for maybe twenty seconds and then she said:
"I've missed you Rob."
"I've missed you too Audrey."
"Can we get back to being friends?"
"I don't see why not."
From that point on we were back talking although I made no attempt to ask her out. For one thing I'd already been burned twice by her, with Monica's help, and Monica was still around. I did date though and at various parties and other activities I'd see Monica, Audrey and the guys they were with. I never did seem to see Monica or Audrey with the same guy twice in a row.
Audrey and I lunched together often in the cafeteria and since we shared many of the same classes we met after class at the library to study. During one of those study sessions Audrey asked:
"Are we ever going to get back to the way we were?"
"What do you mean?"
"Are you ever going to ask me out again?"
"I don't know Audrey. To be honest about it I was pretty much stuck on you, but twice you burned me because of Monica and you still run with her. I don't feel much like setting myself up to get dumped on again."



"Do you really think I would do that to you?"
"You already have Audrey; twice."
"I was younger and a little more flighty then Rob. I have grown up a lot."
I took a chance and asked for a date and, as the last time, one led to two which led to a third and then we were keeping each other company again. On our fifth date we made love for the first time. There previously had been a lot of hot and heavy necking, but we had never gone all the way. Neither of us were virgins and though I knew it was unreasonable of me I was really pissed that Audrey wasn't. Mostly because she had probably lost it to one of the guys Monica was always setting her up with instead of me. However we seemed to fit well together and after that first time we made love three or four times a week.
As it had been before a lot of our dates were double dates with Monica and her taste in guys hadn't improved any, but also as before I kept my mouth shut and bore up under it as best I could.
We made it through our freshman and sophomore years without any more problems and I was beginning to think of our future after graduation. I was even to the point of stopping and looking in jewelry store windows at rings. One month into our senior year the Monica Monster raised its ugly head again.
It was a Thursday and we were having lunch at the cafeteria in the student union and Audrey asked:
"We don't have anything going this Saturday do we?"
"Not that I can think of. Why?"
"Monica wants me to do her a favor."
"What kind of favor?"
"This guy she is seeing has a friend coming to town for the weekend."
"Are you the only girl that Monica knows? Why is it always you that has to be the one that she sets up with her boyfriend's friends?"
"I'm sure that she knows other girls, but I'm her best friend and she just feels more comfortable when it is me with her."
"Well I'm not comfortable with it. I thought we had something working for us Aud, but you going off and dating other guys makes me wonder."
"Don't be that way Rob. It doesn't mean a thing. We will go to dinner and maybe a movie. Probably stop for a drink or two and some dancing and then I'll go home. It is just a favor to Monica and you just said that we don't have anything planned. It will be okay."
"I don't own you Audrey, but I'm going to say that I don't like it. I'm not happy with it at all" and I got up and walked away from the table.
I had hoped the way I left would give her pause and make her rethink things. I didn't see her again until lunch the next day. We talked about classes and things and after I finished eating I said:
"You want to do something this weekend?"
"Did you forget I'm going out with Monica?"
"No, but I had hoped that you would have thought it over and decided not to do it."
"We doing anything tonight?"
"I don't know about you, but I'm going to call around and see if anybody has a sister or a female cousin or female friend coming to town who needs a date" and I got up and left her sitting there.
She tried to talk to me after our afternoon class, but I didn't stop to talk. She called me twice that night. The first time she told me that I was being unreasonable and I told her not to my way of thinking and I hung up on her. The second time she gave me a ration of shit for hanging up on her and I hung up on her again.
Saturday I called around and found a couple of guys to go out drinking with. Mike had heard of a new place out on the turnpike and so we went out that way to check the place out. We had been there maybe an hour when Ben said:
"Isn't that Audrey?"
I looked and sure enough it was Audrey, Monica and two guys. One guy had his arm around Audrey and she was looking up at him and smiling. They took a table at the other end of the room from us and ordered drinks. The guy who had his arm around Audrey leaned over and said something to her and she laughed and then they kissed. They got up to dance and moved so close together that I doubt you would have been able to slide a sheet of paper between them. Audrey had both arms around his neck and he had both hands on her ass pulling her into him.
I watched for an hour as they danced and kissed and then I'd had enough. I told Ben and Mike that I needed to move to some other place to do my drinking or I would probably end up in jail for creating a very nasty disturbance. We got up to leave and I stopped at Audrey's table. When she saw me I saw her face change to an "Oh shit!" look and I leaned down and said to Audrey's guy:
"She is a great piece of ass, but make sure that you use a condom. The last time I fucked her she gave me a bad case cock rot. Took damned near a month to clear up."
Then I looked Audrey in the eye and said, "Nice seeing you again Aud" and then I walked away.
Mike, Ben and I went over to the Landing Strip Lounge near the airport and saw Harlina Collins, Nancy Neubert and Bev Holbrook sitting at a table and they waved us over to join them. We danced and drank with the girls until closing and then hit the Denny's on Wayne Road for an early breakfast. Harlina was riding with Bev and as we finished eating Harlina commented on the fact that she lived close to me and could I give her a ride home since Bev lived in the opposite direction so I told her no problem. Bev took Mike with her since they only lived two blocks apart. Ben and Nancy had been making eyes at each other all night so they left together.
Once in my car I asked Harlina why she wasn't out with Toby on a Saturday night.
"Toby is history."
"Oh? When did that happen?"
"When I caught him screwing Helen Liss."
"I didn't know. Sorry."
"I'm not. Better to find out he is a cheating asshole now rather than later. Why aren't you with Audrey tonight?"
"Pretty much for the same reason you aren't with Toby."
"We can sure pick them."
I didn't say anything to that and after maybe a minute Harlina looked over at me and said:
"You know what I'm the most sorry about?"
"No idea."
"I was so looking forward to giving up my cherry on prom night, but then Toby ended up in the hospital. I almost talked myself into letting you do the deed, but at the last minute I decided to stay true to Toby. Too bad that I didn't know then what I know now." She was silent for a bit and then she said, "Any interest in seeing what we both missed out on?"
After what I'd seen Audrey doing I owed her nothing so I looked over at Harlina and smiled.
The hot kiss that Harlina had given me on prom night had hinted at the passion inside her waiting to be released. If what she gave me was even half of what she'd had inside her waiting to break out on prom night I'd missed out on the experience of a lifetime. She was hot and she was damned near insatiable and she took me to my absolute limits. At six in the morning she was trying to get me to respond again and I just could not answer the call. We'd made love four times and I just didn't have a fifth in me.
"Maybe tonight" I told her, "but no way I can go again until I've had some rest."
"Tonight is out because it is my parent's twenty-fifth wedding anniversary and I have to be at their party, but I don't have anything going tomorrow."
I was just a touch slow in answering that and Harlina said, "It is too soon for me to be thinking of Toby's replacement Rob, but I would like to have someone around to help me get over him."
"My last class is at three."
"I get home from work at five."
"Six o'clock?"
"I'll be ready."
At two that Afternoon I got a call from Audrey.
"That was a rotten thing to say to Kyle and why were you following me anyway?"
"What's the matter Audrey? He didn't have a condom or did he have one and wouldn't take a chance? And I didn't follow you Audrey. Mike, Ben and I were there an hour before you got there and I sat there and watched you and your dickhead date for another hour before I stopped by to say hi. Think back on everything you did from the time you walked in the door until I stopped by your table and you will know what I saw. Should what I saw have made me happy Audrey? Goodbye."
The phone rang again almost immediately and I took it off the hook and left it off until I left to go to the movies two hours later.
The next day I was taking my lunch break at the student cafeteria when Audrey sat down at my table. I looked up at her and said in a slightly unfriendly tone:
"What do you want?"
"I want to know what the hell you thought you were doing the other night. I'm here because you can't hang up on me here and if you get up and walk away I'll just get up and walk with you. I'm not letting you tune me out."
"You would be better off tuning me out me out than hearing what I have to say."
"I can't refute it until you do."
"You can't refute it anyway. I saw what I saw and there is absolutely no excuse – none! – for a woman to behave that way with a man when she already has – make that had – a steady boyfriend. If you behaved that way in public there is no doubt in my mind about what you were going to do in private. When I stopped at your table and said what I said I did it in the hope that it would ruin your evening because God knows you had already ruined mine."
"You honestly think I would have done that? You have that low of an opinion of me?"
"Actions speak for themselves Audrey. You did everything but fuck him while I sat back in the corner and watched. He played with your ass and your tits and he had his tongue so far down your throat that it probably touched the backside of your belly button. You made absolutely no attempt to shut him down. All you did was smile and I'll say it again; if you were doing that out in the open in public there is no doubt in my mind at all about what was going on in private."
"I swear to you Rob that nothing was going to happen. Okay, maybe I did go a little overboard, but we were having a good time and I was just going with the flow. I told Kyle ahead of time that I had a steady boyfriend and not to expect anything."
"He obviously didn't believe you or he wouldn't have been taking the liberties he took and your allowing those liberties pretty much told him that you didn't really mean what you said."
"God damn it Rob, nothing happened. Nothing was going to happen. After you left the table Kyle asked me if you were my boyfriend and when I said yes he told me I should get up and go after you. The only reason I didn't is because I was pissed at you because I thought you were following me. Please Rob, you have to believe me. Nothing happened and nothing was going to happen."
"I don't know Audrey. It seems to me that I'm only your boyfriend until Monica gives you a call and then I'm not until she doesn't need you. I don't think I want that kind of a relationship. Three times we have had a problem and all three times were because of Monica. I'm a realist Audrey. There is no way I can come between two people who have a fifteen year friendship. No way can I say Monica or me, your choice. I think it is best that we just call it quits and move on. Sorry Audrey, but that's the way I see it."
I got up and headed for my next class.
Over the next three weeks I saw Audrey almost every day at school, but we didn't talk. Over the same period I got together with Harlina seven or eight times as we worked on our friends with benefits relationship. Then two things happened within three hours of each other that changed things.
The first was Harlina bumping into me at the student book store and telling me that she and Toby were going to give things another try and asking me if I would please never let him find out about what we had done together. I promised silence and wished her good luck.
The second thing happened at the end of my last class of the day. I found Monica waiting for me in the hall outside of the classroom. She stepped up to me and said:
"What the hell is wrong with you? Why are you being such a dickhead toward Audrey? That girl is in love with you and you are treating her like shit."
"What? You are pretending that you don't know what went on?"
"I know what went on. Nothing! That's what went on. I was with her the whole time from the time we picked her up until we dropped her off and outside of some touchy-feely shit nothing happened. Okay so the girl had a drink or two too many and got a little loose, but Kyle knew she was spoken for and Tom and I weren't going to let anything happen."
"If everyone knew she was spoken for why the hell were you asking her to date another guy?"
"Because I didn't know until you kicked her to the curb how she really felt about you. To me you were just another guy she was dating. I didn't know you were special to her until we picked her up and she told Kyle that all she was going to be was company and why. At that point Tom and I appointed ourselves as her babysitter.
"We hit the Aladdin and had several drinks and waited for the band before we found out that their van got in an accident on the way to the lounge. We probably could have done with a few less drinks, but what the hell; we were out to have a good time. Nothing happened and nothing was going to happen. Kyle even told Aud to run after you after you left our table.
"The poor girl is a wreck. She comes to school and then goes home and sits and cries. If you have any feelings at all for her give the kid a break. You need to do something soon or you are liable to lose her. She is a lot tougher than she looks and sooner or later she will suck it up and move on. Think on it. Think on it hard."
She gave me a hard look and then she walked away.
I spent a day or two thinking about what Monica had said and it might have been true that nothing was going to happen. What it all came down to was that I had been hung up on Audrey since the ninth grade – over six years – and I missed not being with her.
When I got to the student union on Friday I saw Audrey sitting alone at a table and I took a deep breath, sucked it up and went over and sat down with her.
"I'm sorry Audrey. I overreacted and I apologize for the things I said."
"No need Rob. I've been over that night in my mind a dozen times and I can see why you thought what you thought. My behavior was inexcusable for someone who had a steady boyfriend."
I started to stand up and she asked, "Where are you going?"
"I just stopped by to apologize."
She pointed at the chair and said, "Sit! This is the first time you have talked to me in weeks and I want to keep it going. How have you been?"
We talked in general while we ate and just before I needed to leave for my next class Audrey asked:
"Do you have any plans for tonight?" and looked at me expectantly and just like that we were back together.
I proposed in October of our senior year, she said yes and we began making plans for a June wedding following graduation.
As it had been in the past we did double date with Monica and her beau from time to time. She had finally settled on Tom and for a change he wasn't a dick head like most of Monica's previous guys and I actually liked him.
On June sixteenth Audrey and I took our vows with Monica acting as her Maid of Honor and one month later Audrey stood with Monica as she and Tom were married.
The first six months of our marriage were trouble free and then there was another 'Monica Moment.' It was a Saturday night and Audrey and I had gone to dinner and after eating Audrey said she would like to go somewhere for a few drinks and some dancing so I drove us over to the Starlight Lounge. We had been there about forty-five minutes when Monica, Tom and two guys I didn't know arrived and took a table at the other end of the room from us. Naturally Audrey had to go over and say hi and I expected her to come back and tell me that we were going to move over to their table and join them.
That isn't what happened. Audrey was there for almost ten minutes and then she got up and danced with one of the guys I didn't know. After the dance she went back to Monica's table and two minutes later she got up and danced with the other guy I didn't know and after that dance she went back to Monica's table. I gave it another five minutes and then I got up and moved toward her. I was about halfway to her when she got up to dance with the first guy she had danced with. Was I pissed? Take a wild guess.
I got my wallet out and took out a twenty. I walked up to Audrey and the guy and grabbed Audrey's arm as I said:
"Excuse me for a second." I handed Audrey the twenty and said, "Here's cab fare" and I turned and walked away.
I had the car started and was just taking it out of 'park' when the passenger door opened and Audrey got in. She slammed the door and said:
"What the hell is wrong with you Rob? You were actually going to leave me there?"
"Me? There is nothing wrong with me Audrey. It is all on you."
"What the hell do you mean by that?"
"Every time you get near Monica your brain short circuits. You went over to say hi to Monica and twenty-five minutes later, after dancing with two guys I've never seen before I'd finally had enough and I came over to tell you goodbye and leave you with who you obviously wanted to be with. It sure wasn't me. You forgot that I was even there."
"Get a grip Rob. All you ha..."
"Can it Audrey. I don't want to hear it."
"Damn it Ro...."
"Just shut the fuck up Audrey!!!"
The rest of the ride home was made in silence.
Things were cool around the house for the next three days and then on Tuesday Audrey woke me up with a blow job and when I was hard enough she moved over me and rode me cowgirl until we both came. She leaned forward and lay on my chest and said:
"I'm sorry baby."
I wisely didn't say a word.
Over the next couple of months I saw some things that disturbed me especially in the light of the time Audrey spent around Monica. One day as I was driving home from work I was passing the Motel 6 on Danbury and for some unknown reason I looked to my right just in time to see Monica come out of one of the rooms with a man who was most definitely not Tom.
Three weeks later I was having lunch with my boss at the downtown Hilton and I was sitting where I could see the lobby. I saw Monica come in with a man and they went to the check in desk. Five minutes later they got into the elevator and I knew the Hilton well enough to know that there was nothing above the first floor but rooms.
I debated telling Audrey what I'd seen, but decided not to. She knew I didn't care for Monica and she would probably think I was trying to make something out of nothing. I didn't know Tom well enough to go to him and for all I knew he and Monica had one of those open marriage type things going.
Two months later Tom took a job at XYZ Industries out in California and I breathed a sigh of relief that Monica was gone from our life. And now here was Audrey telling me that Monica was back. Oh Joy!
++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next month Audrey met Monica a half a dozen times for lunch and then came what I knew was coming.
"Honey if it is all right with you I'm going to stop after work tonight for drinks with Monica and a couple of girls that we grew up and went to school with. There are plenty of leftovers in the fridge so you can micro-wave yourself something for dinner okay?"
I was going to say no? Best friends for two-thirds of her life and I was going to say "I'd much rather you didn't" to her? I could just imagine what things would be like around the house if I did that. I didn't say a word, but I did give her a long look that told her that I had reservations based on previous experience and I hoped she would take those reservations to heart. Silly me. I should have told her exactly what I was thinking and taken the heat.
She was home by eight-thirty and told me she'd had a good time talking with her girlfriends and being brought up to date on the happenings in their lives. Then she took me to bed and did her level best to turn me into a total wreck. It was not our normal way. We usually made love three or four times a week, but normally it was some foreplay, some mutual oral, do it one time and then cuddle up and go to sleep. That night we went three times and Aud was doing her best to try and get me up for a fourth, but I just could not answer the call. As we lay there cuddling I asked her what had gotten in to her.



"I wanted to show you how much I appreciate you." She was quiet for a moment and then said, "In talking to the girls tonight I came to realize that you are a treasure. Mary Sue has been married and divorced twice. Betsy is divorced and Carol is separated from her husband and it will probably end up in a divorce. Their husbands cheated on them; Mary Sue's first had a habit of coming home drunk and using her for a punching bag and there was a host of other faults that their ex husbands had. I on the other hand seem to have the perfect husband so I thought I should do something to let you know how special you are."
I pulled her to me, kissed her and we fell asleep in each other's arms.
+++++++++++++++++++
In the morning over breakfast Audrey told that the girls had such a good time that they were going to do it on a monthly basis. For the next two months Audrey met with her friends on the third Thursday of the month and she was always home between eight and nine. During the same period she had lunch with Monica on the average of once a week. Then the monthly meetings turned into every two weeks or so, but Audrey was coming home between nine and ten and she always wanted to make love when she got there.
I started wondering when the get togethers started taking place weekly and Audrey's time getting home went to between ten and eleven. The night she came home at ten forty-five was the night I finally decided that I needed to look into things.
The next Thursday I was parked down the street where I could see Audrey's car in the employee parking lot and when she got off work I followed her to the Gold Dust Lounge. I parked on the street so Audrey wouldn't see my car if she came out of the lounge for some reason. I gave her a half hour before I followed her in. I never wear a hat and I have 20/20 vision so my disguise was a windbreaker that I had bought that afternoon and that Audrey had never seen, a Cubs ball cap and a pair of horn-rimmed glasses with the lenses pushed out. And just for insurance I had on a fake mustache.
I walked in, saw Audrey at a table with five girls – one being Monica f course – and I moved to a table on the other side of the room and settled in to watch. Until seven all that happened was that the girls sat and talked while nursing their drinks. At seven a band came in and set up and as soon as they started to play guys started approaching the table and asking the girls to dance. Audrey said no to the first couple of guys, but after the band came back from their first break – and she'd had a few drinks – she got up and danced. Around nine one of the guys she danced with let his hands slip down to her ass and she didn't do anything about it.
Also around nine o'clock guys had joined every woman at the table except for Carol and Audrey. When the tune ended the guy who had put his hands on Audrey's ass walked her back to the table and she said something to him and he sat down and joined the group. About that time Carol picked up her purse and left. Audrey sat and talked with her guy and got up and danced with him two more times and both times he had his hands on her ass and was pulling her into him.
One by one the girls and the guys they had paired up with got up and left until only Monica, her guy and Audrey and the guy she had been dancing with were still at the table. That sat at the table and talked for maybe ten minutes and then the four of them got up and headed out of the lounge. I followed them out and saw Monica and her guy get in a car and drive off. Audrey and her guy got in his car and started to neck. I wanted to see what would happen so instead of storming over and breaking things up I watched.
For twenty minutes they necked, talked and necked some more. Then I saw the man get a nasty look on his face as the dome light came on as the passenger door opened. I ran for my car and hurried home and got there just about ten minutes before Audrey showed up. She walked in and saw me and said:
"Oh good! You're up. I was afraid you would be asleep and I'm horny."
As we made love I was wondering who she was thinking of; me or the guy she had been with at the lounge.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next Thursday I was again in place to watch and the scene was the same except for the cast of players. There were the same women, but the guys were all different. Audrey danced with a couple of different guys before one of them joined her at the table. The only thing different was that this time the guy didn't put his hands on her ass. The group broke up around ten and as happened the previous week Audrey ended up in her guy's car. They made out. I couldn't tell what their hands were doing, but their mouths stayed busy. When the dome light came on I saw an astonished look on the guys face just before I turned and ran for my car.
I again beat Audrey home by ten minutes and as she had been the previous week she was glad to see that I was still up to take care of the condition that her make out session had gotten her into. The third Thursday was a repeat of the first two. Audrey had never done anything but dance close and do some necking. At least she never did that I knew about, but I had no idea if she exchanged phone numbers and met any of them later.
Except for Thursdays she was always home a half hour after she got off work so if she was doing anything it was being done during her lunch breaks or maybe she was taking off from work during the day. I really doubted that she did either since she obviously could have left the bar earlier or have gone to meet someone right from work. I was not all that happy about what she was doing and I needed to let her know that and I decided to do it in a way that would get major attention.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Harlina had come to work where I worked and since we were old friends and one-time lovers we often had lunch together. I knew she was between boyfriends (her marriage to Toby had ended) so I asked her if she was up for doing me a big favor. I told her what was going on with Audrey and what I wanted to do. She laughed and told me to count her in.
The next Thursday I again followed Audrey to the Star Dust only this time I waited until she had parked her car and had gone inside. I pulled into the lot and parked just to the right of her and then I sat and waited. At seven-ten Harlina, who had gotten there before Audrey and had taken the table where I usually sat, called me and told me that Audrey was out on the dance floor.
Without a disguise this time I walked in and walked directly over to Harlina's table and sat down with my back to the dance floor and asked Harlina if any of them had noticed me. She said it didn't look like anyone at the Audrey's table had. We sat and nursed our drinks while Harlina kept me up to date on what was going on behind me. Finally Audrey started dancing with the same guy and when he joined her at her table I put my plan into action.
The next time Audrey and her guy got up to dance Harlina and I got up and moved out onto the floor. I made sure that I kept turned so I wasn't looking at Audrey and let Harlina be my eyes.
"Okay, she has just seen you. Her face went a little pale. She just maneuvered her guy so her back is to you. I think she thinks you haven't seen her yet. She just said something to the guy and they are dancing back toward their table. She still has her back to us."
"We need to get out of here before she has a chance to get out first."
We went back to our table, Harlina got her purse and without looking at Audrey's table we left the lounge and went to my car. As soon as we were in the car Harlina slid over next to me and we pretended to be making out. Harlina was looking over my shoulder at the door to the bar and about two minutes after we got into the car she said:
"She just came out. She's alone. She's scanning the parking lot. Oh oh; she just spotted us and she looks pissed. She's walking to her car. She's in the car, but she is just sitting there watching." Harlina was silent for a couple of minutes and then she said, "She started the car. There she goes; she's out of the lot."
"Thanks sweetie. I owe you one."
"Keep me in mind lover. If things don't work out for you give me a call. As I remember it we were pretty good together way back when."
She got out and went over to her car and I drove over to Denny's and had a burger and some fries. I went home at ten-thirty and Audrey was sitting on the couch when I got there.
"Oh good! You're up. I was afraid you would be asleep and I'm horny. Come on Aud; let's go to bed and have some fun."
"You bastard!! How could you do that to me?"
"Do what Aud?"
"I saw you with that tramp Harlina so don't you be asking me "what." You know damned well what you did."
"Was there something wrong with it?"
"You know damned well there is something wrong with it."
"Wait a sec here Aud; I need to see if I understand what is going on here. You go out every Thursday evening, dance with guys and then go out in the parking lot and make out with them in their cars and then come home and tell me that you are horny. At least that is the way it has been for the three weeks I followed you."
Her face lost all of its color.
"If it was good enough for you to do Audrey, it should be good enough for me too; don't you think? Come on Aud; let's go have some fun."
I got up and headed for the bedroom, but Audrey didn't follow. About fifteen minutes later I heard her come up the stairs and go into the spare bedroom so I rolled over and went to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got up in the morning I found Audrey sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee. She didn't look like she'd had a good night. I poured myself a cup of coffee and was fixing myself a bowl of cereal when she said:
"Why were you following me?"
"Because you were with Monica and you have a history of being stupid when you are around her. When your night out with the girls went from one night a month to weekly and your come home times went from eight o'clock to ten-thirty I thought it was time that I check things out. It seems that I was right. Unfortunately even though I followed you I wasn't able to get answers to all of my questions."
"Questions?"
"Yeah Audrey, questions. Things like did you exchange phone numbers with the guys and then meet up with them later on your lunch breaks or take time off from work during the day to have a little afternoon recreational sex? Also, while watching I couldn't see anything below shoulder level so I couldn't see if you were giving the guy a hand job or if he was finger fucking you. I kind of suspect that they were since you always were so horny when you got home. I guess I'll need to put a private detective on you to find out about the lunch times and leaving work."
She was silent as I ate my cereal and then I went up showered and dressed for work. When I came out of the bedroom Audrey was still sitting at the table and when I took my car keys off of the hook on the side of the cupboard she said:
"What are you going to do?"
"That should be obvious Audrey. As long as you have your Thursday nights I'm going to have mine. See you tonight" and I headed off to work.
Normally Audrey and I get off work close to the same time, but I usually get home first, but when I got home that night Audrey was home and dinner was ready to be put on the table. Knowing that I had the high ground I was a little on the sarcastic side with her.
"Have a good day Aud? Take a long lunch maybe?"
She gave me a nasty look and snapped "No! I didn't even leave the building."
I shrugged and spooned some mashed potato onto my plate as I said, "Too bad I can't be sure of that. I haven't had time to get the private detective yet."
We ate the meal in silence and when we were done Audrey said, "I want to answer your questions."
"What questions?"
"The ones you asked this morning. I never gave anyone a phone number. I have never met anyone during my lunch periods and I have never taken off from work during the day to meet anyone. It doesn't matter that you couldn't see what was going on below shoulder level because nothing was going on down there. As for the question you didn't ask – what was I doing – I was being a bitch!"
"I didn't ask that question because I don't care why you were doing it. I have already come to accept that you become a brain dead zombie whenever you come within three feet of Monica."
"You might not want to know, but I'm going to tell you anyway. I said I was doing it because I was being a bitch. Every one of those guys saw my wedding rings and knew I was married, but they came after me anyway. I got a kick out of letting them buy me drinks and then leading them on until they thought they were home free. I went out to their cars with them; let them get all hot and bothered and then I left them with a case of blue balls. Think about it Rob. Did you ever see the same guy twice come on to me? In fact, did you ever see one of the guys I did it with back at the bar the next week? No you didn't."
I remembered the look on the face of the first guy I'd seen her with when she got out of his car and the astonished look on the face of the last guy I watched her with when she left him.
"I told you why I was always horny when I came home to you. It is the God's honest truth Rob; you are a treasure and I was always glad to come home to you after being exposed to assholes."
I looked at her for maybe a minute and then said, "And how were you going to explain it to me when one of those guys you teased didn't take no for an answer and just took what he wanted? Did you expect that I would accept "I was just kidding Rob and it got out of hand?"
She looked ashen and said, "I never thought about that."
"That's the problem Audrey. You never think when you are around Monica."
She was quiet for a bit and then said, "What now?"
"Simple Audrey; I said it last night. You do Thursdays; I do Thursdays."
"No Rob; I mean right now?"
"Right now?"
"I feel an obligation. You were horny last night and I didn't do anything about it. I don't know about you, but with me the horny's linger."
I smiled and said, "It's the same with me."
We left the dirty dishes on the table and headed for our bedroom. We were exhausted when we finished and as Audrey snuggled up to me she said:
"No more Thursdays baby, no more Thursdays" and seconds later there was the soft breathing of a sleeping woman.
+++++++++++++++++++++
A month went by and Audrey didn't go out on Thursdays and then one Wednesday morning my secretary buzzed me on the intercom and told me there was a Miss Torpin there to see me. It took me several seconds before I remembered that Torpin was Monica's maiden name. I told Jill to send her in.
I stood as Monica came in and I asked her to have a seat. She looked as hot and sexy as she always had and as she sat and crossed her magnificent legs I wondered, as I often had before, why I had never cottoned to her. She saw where I was looking and she smirked and then said:
"The Evil Bitch is here to ask you for a favor."
"Evil bitch?"
"Audrey and I have no secrets from each other. She has told me all about how you believe I cast some sort of spell over her whenever she is around me."
I just sat there and looked at her.
"I think the world of Audrey and I would never let anything happen to her that would cause her pain. I always have her best interests at heart. I know what she was doing on her nights out with the girls and I didn't interfere because I know Audrey; I know how she feels about you so I know that she would never do anything that would cost her your love. She belongs to you totally and I believe I told you that in a high school hallway once upon a time."
"What is this about Monica?"
"I want you to let Audrey out of jail."
"Out of jail? What the hell are you talking about?"
"The girls miss Audrey. She was part of our group, but she won't leave the house because of what you might think she was up to; because of what you think happens to her when she is near me. That girl would no more cheat on you than I could stay celibate for a week. Besides, if I thought she was leaving the bar to do you dirt I would grab her arm, pull her back and slap some sense into her. Unlike the rest of the girls in the group she has it made. She has what the rest of us want and she knows it."
"That's part of the problem Monica. The three weeks I followed her you and all the others left the bar with a different man every night. You are setting an example."
"So what Rob? Every girl at that table except Audrey is single or in the process of getting single. They have no vows that need to be honored and looking for a life partner is part of the human condition. Two of them have met guys at that bar that they think they have a good chance of having a stable relationship with. I play the field because, to be absolutely honest about it, I have never found any one man who can handle me and my appetites. I have often thought that you might be the one, but alas, you belong to Audrey. Anyway, I'm asking you to let Audrey come join us on Thursdays. You don't have to worry about her Rob and deep down inside you know that. Think about it okay? Nice seeing you Rob. Take care" and she got up and left.
I watched the sway of her ass as she walked out of my office and I was human enough to wonder if indeed I was the man who could handle her.
+++++++++++++++
I spent most of the day and a good part of the evening thinking about Monica's visit. Audrey and I made mad, passionate love that night and afterwards as I lay there in the warm after glow I admitted to myself that Monica was right. I loved Audrey and I knew that Audrey loved me and that she was mine. Part of love is trust.
In the morning over breakfast I casually asked Audrey what time she would be home that night and she said:
"The usual. Sometime between five-thirty and six."
"That won't even give you time for one drink."
"What are you talking about?"
"It is Thursday isn't it?"
She sat there and stared at me for almost thirty seconds while I sat there and waited for a reply. Finally she said:
"Are you sure?"
"You are a big girl now. You know how to handle yourself."
She got up and came over and sat down on my lap. She kissed me and asked:
"Got time for a quickie before going to work?"
I did.
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I was sitting in my office getting a blow job (door locked of course) from my secretary when suddenly she stopped, looked up at me and asked, "Does your wife run around on you?"
"I don't know, I don't think so, why?"
"Do you think she would if the circumstances were right?"
"I doubt it. She isn't into sex all that much, that's why I started chasing you. Again, why?"
"Well, I know that my husband thinks that your wife is one hot chick. I was just wondering if there was some way that we could get the two of them together. If they got a hot romance going it would free the two of us up to have more fun. We waste a lot of time just trying to keep the two of them from finding out about us. Just imagine how it could be if they were the ones wasting the time. They would be so busy trying to hide their affair that they wouldn't have time to be suspicious of us."
I wiggled my dick and she got the message and went back to sucking my cock. As I leaned back and enjoyed Pam's expertise I wondered about the question. Rhonda in an affair? No, I just couldn't picture it. I could understand Pam's husband looking at Rhonda and thinking that she was hot and sexy because that is just what I did. But dear Rhonda was far from hot and sexy. The package had been exquisite, so much so that I had been willing to wait until marriage before having sex with her. Big mistake that! Oh, she was responsive and willing - twice a week on Tuesday and Saturday - but only with the lights in the bedroom off, night gown on and lifted to the waist, condom AND diaphragm in place and even then only in the missionary position. Oral sex? Oh no, much too disgusting. Care to try a touch of anal? Get away from me you disgusting pervert! No, Rhonda looked great on my arm, kept a clean house and was a better cook than my mother (and that's saying something) but in the bedroom Rhonda was a zero. Rhonda and I hadn't been married a year before I started looking for a playmate to take care of me sexually.
++++++++++++++
Personnel had sent me Pam to replace my old secretary who decided that she would rather be a stay at home mom (my trying to seduce her might have had a hand in her decision) and I immediately started chasing Pam. It took me six months before she finally caught me. It was at a sales seminar that was being held at a local hotel and we had attended the cocktail party following the seminar. Pam had a few drinks too many and she had come up to me, "Time to fish or cut bait boss. You have been after my ass for six months now so what you need to do is get us a room here, take me to it and fuck my brains out."
"Don't be silly. I can't take advantage of you in your condition."
"You better because if you don't I'm going to my knees and I'm going to suck your cock right here in front of everybody. Then they will all want some. Get us a room and you get to keep me all to yourself." She giggled, "Except for my husband of course."
That had been five years ago and Pam and I were still going strong. We were an interesting pair; she loved her husband, but he didn't want or need anywhere near the amount of sex she needed and I was in the same boat. I wanted one hell of a lot more that Rhonda was willing to give me, but except for that I was happy enough with her. Oh well, all right - I loved the silly bitch.
Pam's question intrigued me. What if Rhonda had an affair? Would it loosen her up a little? I honestly didn't think it could possibly happen, but the more I wondered, the more I thought and the more I thought the more curious I became. Finally I asked Pam how she thought that we might make it happen.
"Well, Jared doesn't want sex as much as I do, but I happen to know that he does like variety. He doesn't know that I know that he's sneaking around so I figure all we have to do is point him at Rhonda, make him think she sleeps around and then turn him loose. The problem is to put Rhonda somewhere were she might be susceptible and where Jared can get to her. Does she loosen up any when she drinks?"
"Some, but not a whole lot."
"Well lets start thinking about ways to get them together."
Over the next month or so we came up with over a dozen plans to put Rhonda and Jared together in a situation where something might happen, but it didn't matter which of came up with the plan the other would find the fatal flaw that would shoot it down. Meanwhile Pam had been priming Jared with tales of how big a slut Rhonda was when she was running around on me. But try as we might Pam and I could not come up with a way to get Rhonda and Jared together. We finally gave it up as a lost cause. Not that I ever thought the plan would work anyway.
++++++++++++++++
In January I had to attend some meetings in Seattle and I decided to take Pam with me. Rhonda greeted that with a raised eyebrow and to defuse the situation I said, "Why don't you come along too. You've never seen that part of the country" knowing full well that she would say no since she never goes on trips with me.
"I'd love to" she said, "What should I pack?"
I told Pam about it next day and her response was pretty much what I expected, "Shit!" I laughed and said, "You are looking at it all wrong. It's an opportunity. Ask Jared if he wants to go along. The two of them will be together all day while we are in meetings. All day for three days; think Jared could break through the Ice Queen's shell with that much time to work with?" It didn't matter though because Jared couldn't get off from work to go with us.
The trip was a successful one from a business standpoint and an interesting one from a sexual perspective. Rhonda actually made love to me two nights in a row - on the second and third nights - and even more amazing (at least to me) on the second night she did it with the lights on and on the third night it was with the lights on and she was naked.
The other amazing thing that happened was that Rhonda and Pam apparently bonded during the trip. Rhonda had always been slightly 'cool' toward Pam until that trip, but once back they talked on the phone three or four times a week. The Seattle trip may have changed some other things too. All I know is that coinciding with the trip Rhonda started changing her sexual attitudes. Maybe it had something to do with Seattle's damp air.
We began making love more frequently and with the lights on and all of our clothes off. One night she even told me I didn't need to use a condom. But the biggest change came one night two weeks after we had gotten home from the trip. We had just finished making love and Rhoda said:
"I think I would like to try oral sex at least once. Would that be all right with you?"
Not wanting to give her a chance to reconsider I dove right in and she loved it. It became a regular part of our love making which was by then up to four times a week. She still hadn't gone down on me, but not wanting to push my luck I did not mention it. About a week after I started eating her pussy she asked:
"Why don't you ever ask me to return the favor?"
I of course knew the politically correct answer to that one and I said, "Because my love, even though I would love it, it has to be something that you do because you want to do it."
"Well, I would like to try it at least once, but please don't cum in my mouth."
She did it, and while it left a little to be desired she did show promise. Rhonda got better at it over the next month and finally reached a point where she asked me to cum in her mouth. I've seen wine tasters that didn't go through the motions that Rhonda went through the first time I spit down her throat, but the final call was that she did not dislike it and she began to do it regularly. I wondered what other surprises my previously reluctant bride might have in store for me.
++++++++++++++++++++
I had to fly back to Seattle for a meeting with a supplier and when I told Rhonda I would be gone a day, two at the most, she asked if she could come along. Remembering how our sex life had changed after the last trip I said yes. The first night in Seattle I came back to the hotel following my meeting and found Rhonda lying on the bed waiting for me. She got up and spun around in front of me and said, "What do you think?" She must have found a Victoria's Secret type shop somewhere because she was wearing the skimpiest and sexiest underwear that I had ever seen complete with garterbelt, nylons and high heels. I showed her what I thought by getting out of my clothes in record time. We were supposed to leave the next evening, but Rhonda talked me into staying one more night. That night she told me that she wanted to try anal sex at least once to see if she liked it. She did and it became a regular part of our love making. God, but I was beginning to love Seattle. I had no idea why it had the effect on Rhonda that it did, but I began to see Seattle as a vacation spot at least one week a year.
Back home the friendship between Rhonda and Pam grew and we got to the point where two weeks never went by without Pam and Jared having dinner with us or us having dinner at their place. They barbecued with us on Memorial Day, we picnicked together on the Fourth of July and we burned meat at their place on Labor Day. It was on the second Thursday of September that I found out that Pam and Rhonda weren't the only ones who had gotten close. I had a customer flying in from Detroit and I was going to have a late evening dinner meeting with him and then he was going to catch the first flight out in the morning. I told Rhonda not to expect me before ten, but at three-fifteen the customer called me and had to cancel because of a death in the family. Not having anything else pressing I decided to go home early and surprise Rhonda. I ended up being the one surprised. The long and short of it was that when I got home I recognized the car in the driveway and I watched from the bedroom doorway as Jared fucked Rhonda from behind. From where I was standing I couldn't tell if he was nailing her tight little ass or her cunt, but where ever he was she was loving it. Their backs were to me so I quietly slipped away, got in my car and headed for the closest bar. I ordered a drink and then I called Pam.
"Are you aware that your husband is fucking my wife?"
She laughed, "You're kidding me?"
I told her what had happened and she said, "I had a hunch he had a new girlfriend, but I had no idea that it was Rhonda. What are we going to do about it?"
"Nothing. Isn't it what we wanted?"
"Yeah, back when the Ice Queen wasn't giving you any, but from what you have been telling me lately I thought you might have changed the way you are looking at things."
"I have, only not in the way I would have imagined. What if it is what she is doing that has changed her? Do I want to do anything to stop it, or wait to see if more change is to come?"
"I see what you mean. Well, you aren't due home until after ten and Jared told me he would be playing cards with some buddies until late. That give you any ideas?"
As a matter of fact it did and neither Pam nor I got home until well after mid-night.
++++++++++++++++
The next couple of weeks slid by with Pam and I taking every advantage of Rhonda's and Jared's affair. What Pam had thought would happen had; they were so busy hiding what they were doing that Rhonda wasn't giving any thought to what I might be doing and Jared didn't think about what Pam might be up to. It was a Friday night and I was watching Rhonda dress. We were going out to dinner that night and Rhonda was standing in front of the mirror in one of her Victoria's Secrets outfits, looking so fuckable that I was seriously considering skipping dinner and going after her right then. Then she spun around and looked at me:
"Don't you love me any more?"
That caught me flat footed and it was a second or two before I answered her, "Of course I do. Why in the world would you even ask me such a question?"
"If you love me why are you letting other men fuck me?"
Other men? Plural? As in more than one? Before I could answer she said, "I saw you that day when you came home and Jared was here. My head was turned to the side and I saw you in the mirror. I've been expecting you to blow up on me ever since, but you just ignored it so I figured you didn't care enough about me anymore to even get mad at me."
It took me a couple of moments to get my thoughts together, "Do you remember our sex life before our first trip to Seattle?" She nodded a yes. "Our sex life now has no comparison to our sex life then. I decided when I saw you with Jared that it was you fucking other guys that was causing you to free up and become more like the woman I wanted. I decided not to do anything to upset the apple cart."
"You were going to let me go on fucking other men?"
"Sweetie, fucking other guys got the lights turned on in my bedroom, it got you out of your night gowns, it got me blow jobs and it got me into that tight little ass of yours. I might not be overjoyed that I didn't get your first blow job or that I wasn't the first one to put my cock up your butt, but the bottom line is that I am getting all those things now and it's because you have been fucking other men. But now that you have brought up the subject satisfy my curiosity; when and how did it start and how many am I competing with?"
She looked down at the floor and quietly said, "Three, but you're not competing with any of them. Two of them are in Seattle and I'm only with Jared because of the novelty of it. You are much better in bed than he is, but he has a huge cock and fucking him is different from fucking you - not better, just different." Then she proceeded to tell me how it all started.
It happened during the first trip to Seattle. She had gone shopping during the day while Pam and I were at our meeting. Rhonda had taken her purchases up to the hotel room and then had decided to go down to the bar for a drink and when she got there she found that she had left her wallet in the room. She had just enough loose change in her purse for one drink and she had just about finished it when the bartender said that the gentleman at the end of the bar wanted to buy her a drink. She wanted another drink, but didn't really want to run back up to the room and get her wallet and then come back down so she had accepted. He joined her, they talked and he bought her another drink. They talked some and he bought her another drink and he casually put his hand on her leg. It suddenly dawned on her that he was trying to pick her up and instead of upsetting her it excited her - made her feel wicked. She knew she wasn't going to let it happen, but she would play along until she felt it was time to break things up. He bought several more drinks and then she made up her mind that it was time to get out and so she excused herself to use the restroom, intending to use the potty and then head for the room. When she came out of the bathroom he was waiting for her and he took her in his arms and kissed her. It had surprised her, but not as much as when she returned the kiss.
She did leave the bar and return to the room, but she didn't go alone. When they got to the room he didn't give her time to think about what was happening; he pushed her down on the bed, pushed aside the crotch band of her panties and took her. When he was done he pulled out of her, pulled down her panties and then he knelt between her legs and brought her to orgasm with his mouth and then he mounted her and fucked her for the second time. He came, pulled out and moved into a sixty-nine and began sucking on her cum filled pussy and brought her to another orgasm. His cock was dangling over her face and she had stared at it for a bit and then out of curiosity she had opened her mouth and taken it in. When he was hard again he had fucked her one more time and then had gotten up and said that he had to go. Then he had asked if she was still going to be there the next day and when she has nodded yes he told her he would meet her in the bar at noon and then he had gone. At no time had he asked her for anything or if he could do this or that, he just took her and did what he wanted with her. He didn't even ask her to meet him the next day - he told her he would meet her there.
"It was wrong of me to do what I let him do, but it was also so exciting that I couldn't help myself. I love you sweetheart, probably more than you will ever realize, but I couldn't stop myself. It was wicked, it was exciting and I loved it."
She had spent the rest of that night and most of the next day feeling guilty over cheating on me and having let him have things that she had never let me have, but no matter how guilty she felt she was in the bar at noon the next day. He was a local and he had taken her to his apartment and they had spent the entire afternoon fucking and sucking and she had liked it so much that she had returned to the hotel determined to make it up to me for all the times she had said no. The third day she had cabbed over to his apartment as soon as I was out of the hotel room and they had fucked all day. When she left he gave her his phone number and told her to call him the next time she was in town. At that point in her story I interrupted her:
"He never used a condom, did he? That's why you let me fuck you without a condom on the third night. It was insurance against what he might have caused, am I right?"
She looked sheepish and nodded her head yes, "But I did use my diaphragm after the first day."
I had never known that Rhonda could be such a schemer.
"You called him when we made the second trip?" She nodded a yes. "That's when he fucked you in the ass?" Rhonda looked down at the floor and in a low voice said, "No, no really."
"What does that mean?"
"That's when I found out that I liked anal sex, but it wasn't him, it was his friend."
They were in bed fucking and a friend who was staying with him had come in. To make a long story short Rhonda had ended up doing them both, several times, and during the course of the day the friend had taken her anally and she had liked it. She had also sucked one's cock while the other fucked her and she had liked that too. I asked her if she was going to do two again sometime and she said she wanted to, but thought she would have to wait until she could go to Seattle again. "Maybe" I said, "But then again, maybe not." She gave me a look, but before she could say anything I said, "Tell me about Jared."
It was at the Labor Day barbecue. She had gone into the house to use the bathroom and had walked in on Jared while he was taking a whiz. She had started to back out of the room when she got a good look at his cock. "It was limp and it was still twice as big as yours." She had stopped retreating from the room and had just stood there staring at Jared's cock and he had walked over to her and had taken her by the arm and had pulled her into the room, this time remembering to lock the door. He had pushed her to her knees in front of him and she had stared at the cock in front of her face and had watched it grow to its fully erect size and then, without even being asked, she had taken it in her mouth. Before the barbecue was over the two of them had managed to sneak away twice more and fuck. Since then they had been getting together three and four times a week. When she was done with her story she just stood there and waited for me to say something. After a minute or so, during which I hadn't said a word, she spoke and said:
"What now?"
"Well for starters you can forget going out for dinner, at least for now. Right now I'm going to fuck you and then you are going to get my dick hard so I can fuck you in that nice, tight little ass of yours. After that, we'll see."
++++++++++++++++++
Jared is still fucking Rhonda only he doesn't know that I know and he still doesn't know about Pam and me. Rhonda doesn't know about Pam either and Pam doesn't know that Rhoda and I had our little talk and that Rhonda keeps me informed of when she and Jared are going to get together. The day after Rhonda and I talked I came home from work and handed her an envelope. She opened it to find a round trip ticket to Seattle:



"That's so you can go enjoy your threesome again. Stay as long as you want."
She was surprised, "Why are you doing this?"
"Because I love you and I want you to be happy and Seattle seems to agree with you. When you get back you should try to maneuver Jared into bringing someone else into your affair. That way you won't have to be gone from home so much."
"Don't you want to be one of the men?"
"Maybe someday I might try, but I'm not mentally ready to be in the same room with you while you fuck somebody else. For right now I'll settle for reaping the rewards of your being my own little slut."
She had blushed at that, but I noticed that she didn't say anything like, "Oh no, I couldn't do anything like that." I was being truthful when I said I wasn't mentally ready for a threesome with her, but maybe a couple of sessions of watching from the closet can cure me of that.
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The best piece of ass I've ever had -- without a doubt -- was a grudge fuck brought on by my being stupid and yes, there is a story behind it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The story starts in the seventh grade on the playground after school. A bunch of us got together to play a pick up game of softball. It was the fourth inning and I was on first when Norm Snieder hit a single to center. I took off for second and saw Harry Sort pick up the ball and throw it toward Phil Reed who was playing second base. I saw that it was going to be close so I slid into second and when Phil tried to tag me he moved into my way and my slide took his legs out from under him. As he went down I saw the ball drop and roll toward right field and I got up and ran to third just barely beating the throw.
Two innings later Phil was on second when Billy Neubert hit one to center and when Phil saw that Mike Liss wasn't going to get to it in time he broke toward me at third and even though the throw went to home to keep him from scoring Phil slid into third with his feet high intending to take me down. I stepped aside, but then Phil deliberately rolled sideways to hit me. I saw it coming so I pulled up my legs and dropped onto Phil with one knee going into his stomach and the other going into his crotch.
From that day forward Phil and I were not even close to being friends. From that day forward Phil always tried to get back at me one way or another. A month later on Halloween he soaped the windows on my dad's car and toilet papered the tree in front of our house, but my dad caught him and made him clean up the mess while I sat on the front porch and laughed at him.
We went out for basketball and in every drill or practice game Phil would get on the other side and foul me every chance he got. The coaches caught on and as a result he didn't make the team as a starter, but he did ride the bench where I smiled at him every time I made a basket or blocked a shot.
When we went out for football it was the same. He was always on the other side when we scrimmaged and we had many a collision. He got in a few good licks, but knowing him like I did I knew what he would probably do and I was usually ready for him and managed to get in a few licks of my own. The coaches saw it, but unlike the basketball coaches they saw it as good aggressive behavior and they let it go on. We both made the team, Phil on defense and me on offence, but I got to have a laugh at his expense when we were elected co-captains. It was the first time in school history that the team didn't have just one captain and it ground on him that he didn't have the honor solo.
Academically we were about equal. He was a little better than I was in English and History, but I had him in Math and Science. It didn't surprise me that when I joined the chess club he followed suit. Whenever I was matched up with him he was as intense as could be, but he didn't really have the mindset for chess and he was never able to beat me.
I did have to give him his due. I joined the debating team and he followed along. Every time we went head to head he trashed me although no one else ever did.
++++++++++++++++++++
Naturally the animosity carried over into our social lives. If I showed interest in a girl Phil also went after her. We were about fifty/fifty in that area although I did one up him at prom time. I knew who I wanted to take and I knew that as soon as it became known Phil would be after her also so I let it slip in his hearing that I was going to ask Nancy Wilde and sure enough he went right after her and as soon as Nancy said yes and Phil was committed I asked Beverly Holbrook and she said yes.
I got the last laugh on that one. At one of the after prom parties that we attended Nancy kneed Phil in the balls, called him an asshole and asked Punky Baggett to give her a ride home. Bev and I proceeded to give each other our cherries and started a relationship that lasted until our second year in college. By then we both realized that although we liked each other a lot we were not really meant for each other. From the time I took her to the prom Phil kept coming onto Bev every time he caught her alone. She told me about it and I explained my relationship with Phil. Bev said:
"I can have some fun if you don't mind."
"What do you mean?"
"He doesn't know that we have decided to just be friends."
"So?"
"So the next time he hits on me I'll say yes and go out with him. If you are right he will brag about stealing me away from you and when he does I'll shoot him through the grease."
And that is just what happened. Phil caught her alone in the student cafeteria, took his shot and Bev said:
"I suppose one date won't hurt as long as you promise to never let Rob find out."
They dated four times and on the fourth date after a heavy make out session Bev gave him a hand job. Phil responded just like we thought he would. One night he took Bev to a party that I did not attend and he bragged to a couple of people that he had taken her away from me and that she had the screaming hots for him. One of the girls who had heard him bragging asked Bev if it was true. Bev laughed and said:
"Hell no. Rob and I had an argument and I dated Phil to spite him. Rob found out about the date with Phil and told me he didn't want any more to do with me. I'm only with Phil until something better comes along. I doubt Phil could take any girl away from anyone. He's not a bad kissed, but he is a bit lacking if you know what I mean."
"Lacking?"
"I felt sorry for him one night and gave him a hand job or I guess I should say a finger job."
"A finger job?"
Bev giggled and held up her thumb and forefinger and made an up and down jacking motion. The other girl laughed and in twenty-four hours the story had made the rounds that Phil came up short in the joystick department. It wasn't true of course and any girl that Phil had scored with would know it as would the guys who had shared the showers and locker room with him. He was about the same as ninety percent of us -- just average. Did I feel bad about sort of being part of starting the rumor? Not at all. Given all of the shit I got from Phil I didn't feel bad at all.
Phil never approached Bev again. Bev and I still got together from time to time until one day she told me that she had met a guy and she thought that he might just "be the one" and I wished her well.
+++++++++++++++++++
The last two years of college I dated maybe a dozen girls and scored with four of them before settling into a relation ship with Pauline French. The one constant during those two years was that Phil tried for every girl I dated, but with no success. At least not until Pauline.
Pauline and I were getting along really well and I began to think that we might have something that would last. That is I thought it until I had to leave town to attend a funeral. I got back a day early and headed over to Pauline's to let her know I was back and see if she wanted to do anything that night. I got there just in time to see her get into Phil's Firebird. I followed them to the Landing Strip Lounge and watched as they drank and danced and I was parked two rows behind them as they tongue wrestled. I don't know if it went any farther because I left. Point to Phil, but I guessed I was still ahead where points were concerned.
I was back two days before Pauline called and asked me why she hadn't heard from me.
"You were so busy with Phil Reed that I didn't want to bother you. Take care Pauline" and I hung up on her.
She didn't let it go at that and a day later she caught me in the student book store and asked me what was wrong. I told her about my coming back early and seeing her with Phil.
"So what? It was just a date."
I explained my relationship with Phil and told her that once she had allowed Phil to touch her she was history.
"That's not fair Rob. All we did was neck a little. Nothing else happened."
"That's not what Phil is saying. See you around Pauline."
Of course Phil had to rub it in. One day he asked me how Pauline and I were getting along and I snarled at him:
"As if you didn't already know."
"Hey Rob; don't use that tone of voice with me. It isn't my fault that you can't hold onto your woman."
I gave him a nasty look and walked away from him.
Graduation came and finally Phil was out of my life. I took a job with XYZ Industries and they moved me to their Chicago office. Last I heard of Phil he had moved to Boston to take a job.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Five years went by and while I dated a lot I never met a girl who made me want to consider a long term relationship.
I had always been into cars. Not racing or muscle cars or anything like that, but I liked working on them. I bought older cars and worked on them to get them in good shape and then sold them to get the money to buy the next one. I would put twenty-five percent of the sale price into savings and when I had enough I would buy a CD. I had a pretty comfortable nest egg built up against the day I might find that 'special lady' and get married.
Needing a place to work on the cars I decided to buy a house with an attached garage. I found a nice three bedroom with an attached two car garage that I could afford and I took out a thirty year mortgage and became a home owner. So my life was pretty much work, date once or twice a week and work on my car of the moment.
I did have one other activity. Every Wednesday night I played poker with four of the guys I worked with. It was a progressive game in that the antes and bets rotated weekly. One week it would be nickel, dime and quarter and the next week it would go to dime, quarter and half. The third week it would be half, dollar and two dollars and then it went back to nickel, dime and quarter. Don't ask me why it was that way; it just was the way it was when they invited me to join them. The deal rotated and there was a three raise limit.
We rotated hosting the game so once every five weeks the game was held at my place. The host provided the refreshments which usually consisted of beer, chips and dips. There were never any big winners because all five of us were conservative players.
+++++++++++++++++++
I had just celebrated my fifth year with the company when Phillip Reed came back into my life. XYZ bought out the company Phil worked for. His position was eliminated, but he was offered a spot in Chicago if he was willing to move. He chose to take the move and fate put him in the same division I was in.
His first day on the job he spotted me and came over smiling. "Hey Rob, good to see you" he said as he extended his hand. "How have you been?"
A little on the wary side I took his hand and shook it and said, "Pretty good and you?"
"Could be better. Hated being uprooted in Boston and having to make the move, but you know how it is. Mans got to do what a mans got to do."
"You two know each other?" Frank Corbin asked.
"Hell yes" Phil said, "We went to grade school, middle school, high school and college together."
"Great" Frank said. "That will make settling in a lot easier for you. It's always nice to have some one around that you know when you are starting out."
I did not take Phil's greeting and glad handing at face value because I doubted that his feeling toward me had changed. I didn't worry about it though because there wouldn't be any competition between us. We were in the same division, but in different departments. He was in Procurement and I was in Quality Assurance so we would not be competing for promotions and I didn't date any of the women where I worked so he couldn't do anything there. Besides, I saw the wedding ring on his hand. I might have to worry about him sticking a nail under one of my tires in the parking lot, but I didn't really think that likely. With no areas to compete in I figured that I had no worries.
I had forgotten about the poker games.
How Phil found out about them I had no idea, but he did find out and he found out I was a member of the group. He started dropping hints to Dave, Frank, Mel and Sam about how much he liked to play poker and eventually Mel mentioned that it wouldn't hurt to have some fresh blood in the game and one night Mel asked the rest of us if it would be all right to invite Phil to join us. I wasn't in favor of it, but I kept quiet because everyone else was okay with it.
It was obvious to me from the first night he joined us that I was his target. While I and the others played conservatively Phil was a little on the reckless side when he got into a hand where I was betting. If I bet he would call regardless of his hand and try to outdraw me. He never seemed to understand that if I bet or called a bet I had a good hand. If I didn't have the cards I folded. If the game was five card draw, jacks or better to open and I didn't have at least jacks and some one else opened I threw in the hand.
He did manage to outdraw me occasionally and of course it was in the cards (no pun intended) that he would be dealt good hands with the same frequency as the rest of us.
The fifth night he played with us I was the host. As always happened before the game started the guys wanted to see my latest project. It was a Honda Prelude with a clean interior and an absolutely cherry body. The problems with it were a seized engine and four bald tires. I found a new engine, still in the factory crate, on craigslist.com and had picked up four new tires from the Goodyear dealer. The tires were already on the car and the engine was on my engine hoist ready to drop into the car.
"What do you think you can get for it" Sam asked.
"I've got thirty-six hundred into it and I should be able to get five and a half out of it."
Frank said, "Let me know when you are done with it. I'm looking for a good car for my daughter. I would get the 'good friend' discount, right?"
"I'll let you have it for five."
The game that night was typical. If I bet Phil would always call. In seven card stud he would stay until the last card if I was still in the hand unless he had absolutely nothing to work with after the first five or six cards. In five card stud he would stay until the fourth card if none of the cards he was holding would beat what I had showing even if he might have paired up and in five card draw he would always stay until after the draw and even then he wouldn't drop out unless he couldn't beat jacks since it was always jacks or better to open.
He did have his good nights, but the night at my place wasn't one of them. He never won a hand against me and as I remember it he never won a pot all night. The next day at work Frank asked me what was it with Phil.
"He says he loves to play poker, but he doesn't play for shit. If I didn't know better I would think he was just playing to try and beat you."
"He always was a little weird back in school. We competed against each other in almost everything. I guess he is just trying to relive those days. It's no big deal."
The next week the game was at Phil's place. We were introduced to Phil's wife Sherri and we sat down to play as Sherri set out the refreshments on a long folding table and then she disappeared.
I had a lucky night. I won an average of one out of every three hands and in every hand that I won Phil stayed with me all the way to the end. One hand I bet, he raised and I just called. It was five card draw and I two cards. He took one. I bet, he raised, I raised him back and he took the third raise. I called and he smiled as he put down two pair -- aces over jacks. The smile disappeared when I put down my three sevens. Another hand, seven card stud, he bet and I called. I had a seven of spades and a five of clubs showing and he had a pair of queens up. I had a six of spades and an eight of diamonds in the hole and with three cards to go I had a damned good chance to pull a straight or a flush. The fifth card was a nine of hearts which gave me my straight. My sixth card was a jack of spades so I had nothing worth spit showing. My last card was a three of spades which also gave me a flush.
Phil only had the queens showing along with an eight and a two so it was possible that he could have had a hidden full house, but I doubted it. I knew he didn't have four queens because Sam had a queen in his hand and between the five hands still showing I could account for almost all of the eights and at least two of the deuces. He could have had a pair in the hole from the git go and matched them on the last card, but knowing Phil as well as I did I knew that he would have been betting his ass off if he had two pair in the first four cards.
I know Phil was figuring me for two pair so when Frank checked and I bet Phil raised. Sam called and every one else folded. I raised Phil and he raised me right back. Sam threw in his hand and since three raises were the limit I could only call. Phil turned over the third queen and then I decided to be an asshole. I said:
"Help me out here guys. I don't know what I should do." I laid all seven of my cards out and said, "Should I used the straight to beat him or should I use the flush?"
The guys all laughed and Phil snarled, "Fucking asshole."
By then it was a quarter to ten and our rule was that since we all worked the next day ten o'clock was quitting time for the game. Frank was dealing and he called five card draw, jacks or better progressive. In progressive you start out needing jacks or better to open and if no one has jacks then the next hand dealt requires queens and if no one has queens it goes to kings and if no one has kings it goes back to jacks and it just keeps on going until some one can open. The pot builds because you have to ante for each hand.
It was on the third time for queens or better that I caught a pair of kings and opened. Every one called and I took three cards on the draw. Sam took one, Dave took one, Frank drew three and Mel threw his hand in and Phil drew two. I caught a third king and a pair of fours. Since I opened I bet, Sam called, Frank and Dave threw their hands in and Phil raised. I raised him back and Sam folded. Phil made the third raise and I called and then Phil laughed and said:
"I've got you this time Rob. Care to make it really interesting?"
"I called your raise Phil; just put your cards down."
"What's the matter Rob? You never used to back down from me."
"What do you have in mind?"
"The car you are working on against a weekend with my wife."
The rest of the guys looked at him stunned as I said, "You have to be kidding."
"I'm not."
Frank said, "Are you nuts? This is just supposed to be a friendly penny ante game not a high stakes casino."
This is between Rob and me Frank. How about it Rob. You going to back down?"
I looked at him and made two quick decisions. I looked at the guys and said:
"This asshole has been a thorn in my side since the seventh grade. I thought when I graduated from college and moved away I was done with him forever, but I guess fate just likes to fuck with me."
I looked at Phil and said, "I'll take your bet, but win or lose this is the last time I play cards with this group as long as you are in it."
I looked at the others and said, "Sorry guys, but I just won't put up with this shithead any more."
I turned back to Phil and said, "Okay fuck face I called you. What have you got?"
He laughed and laid down four sevens. I shook my head in disgust, tossed my hand into the discard pile and said:
"You can pick up the Geo on Saturday."
"Geo? I was playing for the Honda Prelude."
"No you weren't. You were playing for, and these are your exact words, "The car you are working on." I finished the Prelude last Friday and sold it to Frank for his daughter on Saturday. Monday I bought a trashed out Geo for a hundred bucks and started tearing it down yesterday. You'll need a trailer to pick it up because you damned sure aren't going to be borrowing mine."



I stood up and told them I'd see them at work the next day and I left Phil's house.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next morning Dave came into my office and said, "After you left we told Phil that he was no longer welcome. The game is at my place next week and we expect to see you there. Okay?"
"Okay. And Dave"
"Yes?"
"Thanks."
He smiled gave me a small wave of the hand and left my office. Phil never talked to me Thursday or Friday and he didn't come pick up the Geo on Saturday. Sunday morning I loaded the car on my trailer, drove over to Phil's house, backed into his driveway and pushed the car off the trailer. When it rolled down the ramps it ended up rolling into his front yard. I put the paperwork under the windshield wipers and went on home.
I left the trailer hooked and read the Sunday classifieds and by nine that night I had a 1993 Mustang convertible for my next project. I started tearing down the pony on Monday after work. I removed the crushed left fender and the damaged hood and started on the front clip. I found out that the front clip also included the headlights and headlight fairings for both the left and right front fenders so I called it a night.
I had just started on the car Tuesday evening when a car pulled into the drive and through the window I saw Sherri Reed get out of the car. I hit the garage door opener and she walked up the driveway and into the garage. She looked at the Mustang and then at me and said:
"I came over to thank you for my new yard ornament. I can't say that I care much for the color though. Can a girl get a drink here?"
"As long as it's beer."
"That'll work."
I closed the garage door and led Sherri into the house and into the living room. I told her to have a seat and asked her if she would like to have a glass for her beer and she said just the bottle would be fine.
I went to the kitchen and got two PBRs and went back to the living room, handed her one and then sat down in the chair across from her. She took a pull on her bottle and then she said:
"Have you ever heard the saying that hell hath no fury like a woman scorned?"
"A time or two."
"Well it is also true that hell hath no fury like a woman who is totally pissed off."
I raised my eyebrows at that and she said, "I was in the kitchen and I heard Phil make that final bet with you. I want you to know that had you won I would not have honored that bet. I have no idea where Phil got the idea to pull such a bone-headed maneuver or even why he thought he could get away with it. When I braced him on it he laughed and said it didn't matter because he knew he had you beat. I reminded him that he was sure he had you beat when he laid down his three queens and you waxed his ass."
"Phil has always been stupid when it comes to me."
"Why do you say that?"
I told her the story of my past with her husband.
"What would you have done had you won?"
"Nothing. Phil is the asshole; not me."
She looked at me for several seconds and then she asked, "Are you the kind of man who could help a girl do something that she wants to do?"
"I guess it would depend."
I caught Phil cheating on me two years ago and I filed for divorce. He begged me to give him another chance and I got weak minded and took him back. I have no proof, but I'm sure that he is doing it again with a waitress from the Red Lobster. No matter because it was over for us when I heard him make that bet. It is clear to me that he doesn't value me at all. We are done, but he doesn't know it yet. I want to break it off in his ass. Would you like to help me?"
"What do you have in mind?"
"I've just heard you tell me that he was always trying to take your girls from you. How would you like to take me away from him?"
"Again, what do you have in mind?"
She stood up and started taking off her blouse as she said, "I'm sure that you will figure it out."
Phil had to be a brain dead moron to have to have done anything to risk his marriage to Sherri.
She was fantastic!
She was an insatiable sex maniac. I don't know if Phil was cheating on her or not, but if he was he was a fool. I led her to my bedroom and she walked right to the bed and got on it. She spread her legs and then just looked at me as if to say:
"Why the hell aren't you over here by now?"
I got on the bed with her and reached out to caress her right breast and she said:
"No. Just fuck me. Don't go slow and don't tease. Just ram it into me."
I did as she asked and pushed my cock straight in as hard as I could. She cried out and I thought that I'd hurt her and I began to pull back and she moaned:
"Don't you dare! Fuck me, fuck me hard; please God fuck me hard."
I did what she wanted and I fucked her hard and at the pace I was going I came in about five minutes. Sherri hadn't even come close to hitting her stride so she was crying:
"No, no, no, not yet, please not yet."
But when the cock dies it dies and there isn't jack you can do about it. Sherri scrambled to change position and her mouth swallowed my cock and she went to work on it.
Oh yes indeed; her husband was a fool.
While Sherri was sucking my cock she was moving around and I suddenly found myself looking at her dripping pussy. It was obvious what she wanted and while I was no stranger to eating pussy I had never eaten a pussy with cum seeping out of it. Once Sherrie was in position she pushed her pussy down toward my face and it was decision time. I could scramble out from under or stay. If I stayed I would have a gooey pussy shoved into my face, but I would be getting a world class blow job. If I got out from under Sherrie I could avoid the messy pussy, but the odds were pretty good that the blow job would stop.
The blow job won.
Sherri's pussy pressed into my face and I began licking her slit. She pressed down harder and my tongue found the hard little nub that was her clit. I licked it and she moaned. I started sucking on it and she squealed. As I licked and sucked away she was squealing, moaning and her body was twisting around and smearing her pussy all over my face. At the same time her head was bobbing up and down on the cock that she had gotten hard. She took her mouth off my cock and I was on the verge of screaming "Don't stop damn it; don't stop" when she lifted her pussy off my face, changed position and slammed -- and I do mean slammed -- her pussy down on my cock.
"Oh God" she cried, "So good, so fucking good" and she started to ride me. Her hands pushed down on my shoulders as she raised herself up and then drove her pussy down at me. Her moans were interspersed with groans as she fucked me. That's right; she fucked me. I pretty much lay there as she did all of the work. Having already cum once and hardly doing any of the work I was lasting a long time and I probably would have lasted a lot longer if I could have just lain there, but I had reached the point where I had to get off.
I put my arms around Sherri and rolled her over putting her on her back and then I started driving into her. She screamed and her hands clawed at my back as she pushed up at me. I pounded her harder and faster and she hollered out "Oh Fuck Yes!" as she had an orgasm and seconds later I had mine. I fell to the bed next to her and she rolled onto her side and snuggled in next to me.
"That was awesome lover" and she reached for my cock and started fondling it. I wondered if I could stay up with her. It took her almost ten minutes, but she did get me up and I moved over her and we made it for a third time before I got us both off. She cuddled up to me, tucked her head into my shoulder and in less that a minute she was asleep. I was still contemplating on what had just happened when I nodded off.
I woke up in the morning with a hard on and Sherri already had it in her hands. As my eyes opened she said:
"Wakey, wakey sleepy head. We need to start the day out right" and she bent her head down and swallowed the head of my cock. This is the way God meant for a man to be woken up I thought as Sherri worked her magic on me. After a minute or two she pulled me on top of her and we made slow easy love until we both got off and then we showered. Separately or we never would have gotten out of the house.
As she dressed I asked, "Now what will you do?"
"Depends on how far you are willing to go with me."
"How far do you want me to go?"
"Would you like a house guest for a while?"
"I hate to keep asking the same question over and over, but what do you have in mind?"
"When I get home he will demand to know where I've been all night and I'll tell him I spent the night with my lover. Then I'll tell him I'm leaving him for my lover. I won't name you, but I'll remind him of the first time I caught him and then I'll mention the waitress at the Red Lobster and tell him that I decided that if he could cheat so could I and it was just plain bad luck for him that the guy I cheated on him with was so much better in bed that I decided to move in with him. And you know what? It is the truth."
For an answer I got up and went over to the dresser and got the house key off my key ring and gave it to her. She smiled and said:
"I'll be here when you get home tonight."
"I'll be late. Its poker night and the game is at Dave's."
"I'm not worth you skipping a poker game?"
"Of course you are, but by the time the guys go to work tomorrow they will know of my good fortune and I'm sure that they will enjoy finding some way to let Phil know what I let them know. Are you good with that?"
"Oh yes. It is exactly what I want."
"You need to know that the guys are a fun loving bunch and the next time the game is here there will be a lot of joking and clowning about me betting you on a hand. It will just be joking, but can you handle it?"
"You will be surprised at what I can handle."
++++++++++++++
That night I told the guys what happened and they all laughed and the consensus was that Phil deserved it. I asked them if somehow over Thursday and Friday they could find a way to let Phil know that his wife had moved in with me and they told me that they would find some way to 'accidently' let it drop.
I don't know how they did it, but Friday at eleven Phil came storming into my office and called me a rotten son of a bitch.
"What the hell is wrong with you Phil?"
"You know damned well what is wrong. You and my wife; that is what is wrong."
"Hey Phil, don't use that tone of voice with me" I said repeating the exact words he'd said to me after the deal with Pauline, "It isn't my fault that you can't hang on to your woman."
He made as if to come across the desk at me and I stood up and said, "Do it Phil; please do it, please please do it."
He stopped, backed up and walked out of my office.
++++++++++++++++++++
That happened three years ago. Sherri divorced Phil and Phil couldn't handle knowing that everyone he worked with knew that his wife had left him to come and live with me so he quit and moved out of state.
And Sherri? She is still living with me only now she is living there as my wife and I'm pleased to say that she is seven months pregnant with twins.
The guys do kid her when we play at my place. Just last night Sam asked her if was okay for me to bet her on a hand and she said:
"It is okay with me," and then she paused briefly before saying, "As long as he is holding a Royal Flush."
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For me, the day started out bad and got progressively worse. The clock didn't go off when it was supposed to and when I woke up I was already half an hour late for work. I skipped breakfast and with only a cup of black coffee for sustenance I jumped in my car only to find that the battery was dead. It cost me $55 to get the service station to send over a guy to give me a jump-start and when I finally got down town I couldn't find a place to park. I had to settle for one of the rip-off parking lots that hosed me $30 for the day. In the elevator on the way up to the 16th floor I rehearsed my excuses for being late, but I fully expected to have my butt reamed regardless of what I said so I was pleasantly surprised when my boss caught me coming off the elevator and greeted me with:
"John! Thank God you're here. Come into my office."
As I followed him to his office I thought things might be looking up, but that hope was dashed as soon as the door closed behind us.
"The client called and is very unhappy with the proposal we sent. You have to fly out there this afternoon and see what we can do to salvage the account. Mellisa has your tickets and itinerary, and John - don't fuck this up. If we lose Johnson heads will roll."
Great I thought, just fucking great! If we lose the account, and it sounds as if we already have, and I'm the last guy to have talked to the client, guess who will get the blame. Add to that the fact that I'm terrified of flying and that my wife has been waiting two months to see the play I'm supposed to take her to see tonight, and I could see my entire life going to hell in a hand basket.
I found Mellisa, the bosses' secretary, and got my tickets and travel schedule and noticed that my luck was still running true to form - coach instead of business class or first class. Mellisa noticed my expression and said:
"Sorry John. That is all that was available on such short notice."
I gave her a weak smile and said, "Don't sweat it Mel. I'll let you make it up to me some time. You can buy me a drink if I survive this mess."
I sat down at my desk and grabbed the phone and called home knowing that the conversation I was about to have was not going to be pleasant. When Sally answered I told her what happened and asked her to pack me a bag and meet me at the airport.
"John, you can't do this to me," she yelled, "It took me three months to get the tickets for tonight's show and I've waited for the last two months for tonight to get here."
And then I did a bad thing. The day's frustrations had built up in me and I lost it.
"I don't give a rat's fuck about that goddamn play! My fucking career is on the line here and if I don't pull this off I'm going to be out of a job and I'm here to tell you that jobs that pay eighty grand a year don't grow on trees. Now please pack me that fucking bag and meet me at the airport."
There was silence on the other end of the phone for several moments and then in a very controlled voice Sally said, "You'll get your fucking bag and maybe a few other things you didn't bargain for" and she hung up.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was at the gate nervously pacing back and forth because it was only ten minutes until flight time and Sally hadn't shown up yet. She arrived just as they made the last call for boarding and without a word she tossed me the bag. I went to kiss her, but she stepped back and said:
"We don't have time for things like that, you have to rush off and save your precious job."
This pissed me off and so instead of trying to reason with her I just turned and boarded the aircraft. As luck would have it, bad luck of course, I got a window seat on the terminal side of the aircraft and I could see Sally watching from the window as the plane pushed back. I saw a man I didn't recognize walk up next to her, put his arm around her and then the two of them turned and walked away. With a sinking feeling in my heart I settled into my cramped seat and wondered what else God had in store for me. I didn't have long to wait to find out as the speaker system came alive.
"This is the Captain speaking. We are experiencing some erratic indications on our engine instruments and we are returning to the gate. I apologize for the inconvenience, but your safety is our primary concern. I'll keep you informed."
Five minutes after getting back to the gate the speaker squawked:
"This is the Captain. The problem is a little more serious than we thought and the aircraft is going to have to be taken to the maintenance hanger. Operations tells us that there will be another aircraft available in forty-five minutes so we are asking you to deplane at this time."
Once off the airplane I got to a pay phone and called the office to let them know the situation and then I decided to get myself a drink. I entered one of the small airport bars and was just about to sit down when I saw Sally and the man who had put his arm around her sitting at a table. I probably should have just gone over there and surprised them, but something made me move to where I could keep an eye on them, but where they might not notice me. I ordered a scotch on the rocks, but before the drink arrived Sally and the man got up to leave. I threw a five on the table and got up to follow them. I don't know if my tailing techniques were all that good, or they were just too wrapped up in themselves to notice me, but I was able to follow them out to the rear corner of the short term parking lot where they got into a late model Ford Taurus.
I didn't see Sally's Mustang anywhere so I figured that the man must have driven her to the airport. I stood there aware that they were about to drive off and I would be unable to follow and I had just about decided to step out in front of them when I saw Sally lean over and disappear from view. From the way the man's head went back and his hands gripped the steering wheel I guessed that Sally was sucking his cock. With both of them distracted I gambled that I could move closer without being noticed and I eased my way forward until I could see Sally's head bobbing up and down in the man's lap. In only a few minutes (Sally is very good at giving head) the man took his hands from the steering wheel and put them on the back of Sally's head and held her in place while he came in her mouth. A minute later Sally sat up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, the man started the car, and they drove off. Some where along the way my decision to step out in front of them and stop them had flown away and I just stood there and watched the taillights disappear.
+++++++++++++++++++
Back in the terminal I was informed that my flight would be leaving in five minutes and that I'd better hurry on board. I spent the entire flight sitting in my seat and staring out the window and seeing Sally's head bobbing up and down in the man's lap and wondering how long she had been screwing around on me. I'd always thought we had a good marriage and had cared for each other. Sure we had problems, but what marriage didn't? The sex was still good for both of us, or at least I thought it was. I know it was good for me, but had she been faking it? Was that what this was all about?
I stumbled around in a fog the whole time I was in Boston. I don't even remember what I said to the client, but what ever it was it was good enough to save the account. The only thing I remember about the trip was my phone call to Sally when I arrived at the hotel, actually two phone calls, mine to her and hers to me. As soon as I'd checked in at the hotel I'd called Sally to let her know where she could reach me and then I asked her what she was doing.
"I'm getting ready to go to the play tonight," she said.
I said, "I thought that you didn't like to go to those things alone?"
There was a moment's silence and then Sally said, "I'm not going alone."
This time the silence was on my end of the line and then I asked, "Who are you going with?" Sally told me that she was going with someone she worked with and I asked; "Do I know her?"
Another moment of silence, this one longer than the first, and then she said, "It's not a her, it's a him. His name is Sam."
I don't know why I said what I did, it just rushed out of my mouth like it had a will of it's own, "Is he the same guy you sucked off in the parking lot?"
This time there was a very long silence during which the image of Sally with her head in the man's lap, and her wiping her mouth with the back of her hand danced in my head. And then, almost defiantly, Sally said, "Yes!"
No 'how did you know?" or "I'm sorry" or anything else, just a defiant "Yes!" Stunned, by both my question and her answer, I just held the phone without speaking until I was finally able to utter a single "Oh" and hang up the phone. I spent the next four hours staring at the walls of the hotel room and wondering why God had chosen that particular day to shit all over me. The phone rang, dragging me out of the pit of despair I was wallowing in, and I answered it to find out that he wasn't done fucking over me yet.
"Hello" I said and then I heard Sally say, "Oh good. I was afraid you might have gone to bed and turned off the phone."
I looked at the bedside clock and saw that it was just past midnight, "What is it Sally?"
"You hung up on me earlier before I could say anything and I wanted to know what your slavish attention to your job cost you. When you let me know you weren't going to take me to the play I started calling around to find someone who would. Sam is the only one I could find who was free for the evening and when I asked him if he would take me he laughed and said he couldn't. He said I was a married woman and he only dates women he can take to bed. Since you had just screamed at me that you didn't, in your own words, "Give a rat's fuck about that goddamned play" and I was in a pretty pissed off mood I told him that if that were his price, I'd pay it. He didn't believe me and so I told him that if he drove me to the airport I would give him his first installment as soon as you left. Here, listen."
I suddenly heard a squish, squish sound.
Sally said, "What you just heard is the sound of Sam's cock sliding back and forth in my hot, wet pussy. This is the second time he has fucked me tonight and since he is staying over he may even fuck me a few more times. I know for sure that it will be at least once more - when we wake up in the morning. Also, he has asked me out for dinner tomorrow and if you are not home by then I'll probably go out with him and he'll fuck me again. Work hard John. Suck up to your boss and the client. Save your precious career" and she hung up.
+++++++++++++++++++
As I said, the rest of my stay in Boston is a bit hazy and I don't even remember getting back on the airplane to fly home. That I might have done something right did not begin to dawn on me until I walked into the office to the cheers and hand clapping of my fellow workers. I'd gone straight to the office from the airport more because I couldn't face going home than for any other reason. The boss took me into his office, shook my hand, and thanked me for my efforts in saving the account, "You're the only one who could have done it" he told me and then he said there would be a sizeable bonus on my paycheck. Then he said:
"Go on home. Take a couple of days off and you and Sally can spend some time chasing each other around the house."
Yeah, right, I thought.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I turned onto our street just in time to see Sally get into the same Ford Taurus I'd seen at the airport and drive away. Once inside the house I dropped my bag on the floor and headed for the liquor cabinet and made myself a strong drink. Sally had figured as much because there was a note taped to the door of the cabinet;
"John - If you get home before I get back call me on my cell phone and let me know you are home."
Why, I thought, so you can let me listen in again as you cheat on me? I read the note twice and then I wadded it up and threw it into the wastebasket. I spent the next couple of hours nursing a scotch on the rocks and wondering what I was going to do. Just after eleven a car pulled into the drive and parked behind my car and I watched through the bedroom window as Sally started to get out. The driver reached over and grabbed her and pulled her back in. A couple of minutes passed as they sat there, probably talking, and then Sally again started to get out of the car. Again the driver grabbed Sally and it looked like she was struggling to pull loose and I almost talked myself into going out there, but at the last moment I said:
"Fuck it. She made her bed, let her lie in it."
I took a sip of my scotch and continued to watch. Sally stopped trying to get away from the man and a moment later her head disappeared below the dash. It was almost five minutes before her head came back up and I watched as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand just as she had in the airport parking lot. There seemed to be some more talking and then Sally and the driver got out of the car, but instead of coming toward the house they got in the backseat of the car. I saw Sally lay back and both she and the man disappeared from view and a minute later I saw both of her legs come up and began to kick in the air. I turned and walked away from the window and headed for the bed. Tomorrow was going to be a very bad day at our house.
Sally was going to find out that she was history.
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Tizzy stared at the cock that bobbed back and forth in front of her face and asked herself how she had managed to get herself in such a predicament. "Just lucky" she thought as she opened her mouth and went for the cock in front of her. Her lips closed on it just as she felt the other cock part her other set of lips and drive deep inside her. She moaned with pleasure as the two men gave her their undivided attention. She marveled at the circumstances that had brought the three of them together and she hoped to God that nothing would happen to separate them.
It had started with her husband's announcement that his brother was coming to visit. Tizzy had never met any of Danny's family; they lived almost a thousand miles away and neither she nor Danny had ever been able to take time off work to go and visit. She and Danny had meet when he had come to work at the same company that she worked for. It had been love at first sight, on her part anyway, and after a whirlwind courtship they had been married at city hall by a magistrate. At first she had been overjoyed at the prospect of meeting part of Danny's family, but the joy slowly faded as she began to worry. What if he didn't like her? What if she didn't like him? Tizzy wasn't very good at family relationships; not that she'd had any to speak of. Her parents had died when she was very young and she had been raised by a series of foster parents, most of who were only interested in the payment they received for taking her in. Either that or in fucking her. One of her foster fathers had taken her virginity and he had fucked her three or four times a week for over a year until his wife caught him and threw Tizzy out of the house. She hadn't been in the house of the next set of foster parents a week before the husband pulled her into a bedroom and fucked her. She lasted six months there before they were caught and she was thrown out.
Her last set of foster parents had been the most depraved bunch Tizzy had ever seen. The husband had her on her back before she was even unpacked and he did it in front of his wife who had smiled at Tizzy and had said, "You're gonna like it here honey, the boys will keep you busy" and then she had left the room.
Tizzy had wondered at that remark, but it didn't take her long to find out what Velma meant. Harold had no sooner cum in her and gotten off when a young man came in and took Harold's place. Harold and Velma had two more sons and it seemed like all the Harold and the three boys ever did was fuck Tizzy. Tizzy couldn't even remember how many times she had been on the bed next to Velma while Harold fucked her and the boys took turns on Tizzy. And so, given the types of families she was used to, she had no idea what to expect from Danny's family.
She worried about the impression the apartment would make on Danny's brother; would it be clean enough? Would he like her taste in the way she decorated it? Too much to worry about, she thought, best to just take it as it comes. After all, he was only going to be here for a couple of days and then she and Danny would be alone again. And then she thought of something else. The apartment was so small that she and Danny wouldn't be able to make love while his brother was here. She was very vocal in her lovemaking and Danny's brother would be able to hear it all. The thought caused her to frown; she and Danny had not gone one day without making love since their marriage eleven months ago.
"Oh well" she giggled, "I guess I'll just have to fuck him to death before his brother gets here."
The big day arrived and Tizzy hurried home to put the finishing touches on the apartment and start dinner. She walked in the front door and heard the shower running. "That's odd" she thought, "Danny is supposed to be picking up his brother."
She walked into the bedroom just in time to catch him coming out of the shower. The sight of his cock hanging there made her giggle. Too good an opportunity to pass up, she thought, as she went to her knees in front of him; this might be my last chance for a few days. She took his cock in her mouth and started sucking him. His hands went to the back of her head and he tensed as a squirt of cum hit the back of her throat. Damn, she thought, that was quick as she stood and pulled off her panties. She pushed him back on the bed and licked his cock until he was hard again and then she straddled him and lowered herself onto his hardness. She began rocking back and forth, loving the feeling that Danny's cock gave her and in less than a minute she came.
She began talking to him, "Fuck me baby, fuck me harder. Give it to me, harder, harder."
He grabbed her shoulders and rolled her over onto her back. Raised above her he began to pound his cock into her pussy, "Yes" she cried, "Oh God yes fuckmefuckmefuckme."
She locked her legs behind his and pushed up at him as he erupted and she felt the hot splash of his cum inside her.
She still wanted more so she swung around and captured his cock between her lips and in what seemed like only seconds she had him hard again. She turned again and got on her elbows and knees and said, "My ass baby, I want you in my ass."
She grimaced as he worked his way into her butt, but she knew the slight pain would disappear as soon as Danny started stroking in and out. "Yes, oh yes" she moaned as her husband fucked her tight little ass. Her eyes were closed and she was concentrating on the pure pleasure of her ass fucking when she felt something rub her cheek. She opened her eyes and saw a cock head just inches from her mouth. She looked up into the face of her husband and he smiled down at her, "I see you have all ready met my brother Donald."
She looked back at the man pounding her ass and then back at her husband. They were the same! Danny's brother was his twin and he'd never told her that. Panic grabbed her and she tried to pull away from the cock in her ass, but Danny put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her back and said, "Suck my cock Tizzy, suck my cock" and Tizzy moaned as another orgasm hit her.
Several hours later, as the three of them lay exhausted on the bed, one of them (she had not yet learned to tell them apart) said, "So, which one of us is the best?"
Tizzy thought for a moment and then she said, "I don't honestly know. I guess I'll just have to keep the both of you."



            Sabrina Gets Hers

            A cheating wife story.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sabrina-gets-hers

Title: Sabrina Gets Hers

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A cheating wife story.

Tags: cheating wife




I used to think that the more love you showed, the more attention you paid, the more you catered to her every wish and desire the woman in your life would realize how lucky she was to have you. I don't think that anymore. Now I believe that all those things just make her take you for granted, they make her think that there isn't anything she can't do that you won't overlook or excuse her for.
++++++++++++++++++++
Sabrina and I met during our junior year in college. We started dating and for the rest of our junior year we had an on again off again relationship. We both seemed to really like each other and we loved the sex that we had, but neither of us was where we wanted to settle down into a steady relationship. Halfway into our senior year we hooked up again and that time we stayed together. Six months after graduation we were married.
Shortly thereafter my parents celebrated their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary and during the party I caught my dad alone and asked him how he and mom had managed to stay so happy with each other for so long. I pointed out several couples that we knew who could seem to go a week without fighting over something.
"How do you and mom manage not to be like everyone else?"
"The secret son is to tell them that you love them every day, to show them everyday that you love them. Never let yourself get to the point where you take it for granted that they know it. Always show it. Every day of your marriage show it. It is that simple."
I took his advice to heart and for the next seven years I made sure a day didn't go by that I didn't tell Sabrina that I loved her. I never forgot a birthday, an anniversary or any other special event and I even had a list of 'nonsense' anniversaries that I used for excuses to give cards, flowers and other special gifts. I sent Sabrina flowers to celebrate the anniversary of the first time she made meat loaf and the first time she used our new washer and dryer. I gave her a card on the anniversary of her first promotion at work. No event was too big or too small for me to write it down and use it. She got flowers and candy on the anniversary of the time we first had anal sex. She got diamond earrings to celebrate the first time I ate her pussy. I sent flowers to her at her office for no other reason than to get a card to her during the middle of her day that said, "I love you."
I did everything I could think of to show her how much she meant to me. I followed my dad's advice, but dad was using his relationship with mom as an example. He didn't allow for the fact that different women would look at the same thing in different ways. Where my mom looked at it as a sign of my dad's continuous love for her, Sabrina saw it as a sign of my insecurity and that I was doing it as a way of begging her for her attention. Somehow my desire to show her my love cheapened me in her eyes. I didn't know that of course and I continued on secure in the knowledge that I had a happy and loving marriage.
++++++++++++++++++
Sabrina and I were doing well in our chosen fields. We both climbed the corporate ladder and as we moved up the jobs required more time, more energy, quite a few late nights and some occasional business trips. There were some nights when we didn't even see each other. I would work late and Sabrina would be sleeping when I got home or it would be the other way round. I accepted it as the price we paid for success and I assumed that Sabrina did too.
When we were together I did my best to make up for the time we were apart. The sex was awesome. There were weekends when we never got dressed. Sabrina smiled, told me that she was mine forever and I of course believed it. I found out different at her company Christmas party. It was held at a downtown hotel. Her company had rented the ballroom and a couple of rooms to use as hospitality suites. The party was held on a Wednesday night and I told Sabrina that I would meet her there. The party started at seven, but I had an out of town client that I had to put on an eight o'clock flight so I told Sabrina not to expect me until eight-thirty or so. At the last minute the client decided to stay another day and do some sight-seeing so I got to the party at seven-thirty.
I walked into the ballroom just in time to see Sabrina with a man I didn't recognize, but then I didn't really know most of the people she worked with since I only saw them at company picnics and Christmas parties. What struck me as odd was that Sabrina had her arm around his waist. I headed for the room that I'd seen them enter and when I went in I found that it was kind of a vestibule that had three rooms off of it. I wondered which of the rooms they had gone into so I tried the one closest to me and found it empty and so was the room next to it.
I was just getting ready to close the door and go to the third room when I heard giggling. It seemed to be coming from the room even though the room looked empty so I went back inside to take a closer look. I heard another giggle and I saw that it was coming from an air vent in the ceiling. It dawned on me that I was hearing what was going on in the room next door. I was moving toward the door to go over to the next room when I heard Sabrina say:
"Careful now, you don't want to tear the dress."
"Well how in the hell am I supposed to get to your tits?"
"Here, let me show you."
"Damn Rina, I never get tired of looking at those beauties. Let me lick those fantastic nipples."
"Oh no lover, not until you get my toy out. You can't play with my tits until I can play with your cock."
There was the sound of a zipper being worked and then Sabrina said, "Now there is something that I never get tired of."
"Are you sure that we don't have time to run up to one of the hospitality suites for a quickie? I need that hot pussy of yours. I need it bad."
"Oh come on lover, you just had it at lunch and you had it for three hours on Monday night. You can go till tomorrow."
"No I can't."
"Well you will just have to. Bob said he would be here around eight-thirty and I need to be here when he walks in. If he gets here early and I walk in with a 'just fucked' look on my face he just might get suspicious and start checking up on me and we don't want that now do we."
"Come on Rina, if he is the wimp you say he is we could fuck in front of him and it wouldn't matter."
"I know lover, I could just tell him to go home and we would talk about it when I got there and then I could convince him that we were just kidding and trying to play a joke on him and he'd believe me. But just because I know I can doesn't mean I want to open that particular can of worms."
"Are you sure we can't run upstairs for a quick one?"
"I don't want to take the chance lover, but I can take the edge off for you."
There was a pause and then the man moaned, "Oh God Rina, you are so good at that. Your mouth is pure magic. I've never been sucked off this good before."
There was a minute or two of moans and 'slurping' sounds and then, "I'm cumming Rina, I'm cumming." A moment or two of silence and then, "You know what's best for me Rina? That you swallow. My wife always spits it out."
"I swallow because you taste good lover."
"Mark is going to be so pissed when I tell him you sucked me off and he will have to wait until tomorrow."
"Maybe not."
"I thought you said we couldn't tonight."
"I said we couldn't go up to the hospitality suites. I didn't say anything about not sucking a cock."
"How can you do that? Mark probably won't get here until after your husband."
"Blow jobs don't take long baby. I'll introduce you to Bob and then get up to go to the ladies room and while you and Bob guy talk I'll sneak back here with Mark for a quick suck."
"God Rina, you are one wicked woman."
"I know lover, that's why you like me."
"You going to rinse your mouth or kiss your hubby with my cum coating your tongue?"
"It won't be the first time he's tasted you."
"Evil Rina, that's what you are, wicked and evil."
"Come on lover, we need to get back to the party."
++++++++++++++++++++++
It is just amazing how quick a love can die. I went from undying love and affection to absolute hate in just seconds. The entire time that had been going on I had been warring with myself. Should I kick the door down and then kick ass or sit back and use what I'd just found out to make plans. Should I strike while the iron was hot or wait and get names, dates and places. If I jumped them now it would be a he said/she said situation in divorce court. I could say what I'd overheard and she could flat deny it. I needed more information. Also, if I kicked the door down I might never find out who Mark was or even if there might be more men besides Mark and the guy in the next room with Sabrina.
No, I'd eventually get around to kicking ass, but it wasn't going to be that night. I hurriedly left the building and went and sat in my car until it was close to the time I'd told Sabrina to expect me.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I entered the ballroom I saw Sabrina sitting at a table with two couples and a single man. Sabrina is five foot eight and the guy she was sitting next to was about four inches taller so unless he had real short legs I guessed him to be about six feet. Black wavy hair and a pencil thin mustache made me peg him as a real grease ball before I even got to the table. Sabrina saw me approaching, stood up and backed away from the table. She opened her arms to greet me with a hug and moved to kiss me with her cum soaked mouth, but at the last second I turned my head and took the kiss on my cheek. I noticed the surprise on her face and I said:
"I think I'm coming down with something sweetie, I don't want to give it to you."
She accepted that and then introduced me to the people at the table. The grease balls name was Ron and when he stood up to shake my hand I saw that I was close in my guess. I'm six foot and we were about eye level with each other. It was only important in that I wanted to know his 'reach' when I went after him.
We sat down and I started to socialize with my wife's co-workers. I sensed that the two couples were a little uneasy, almost as if they were expecting something to happen. I danced two numbers with Sabrina and during the second one she whispered in my ear:
"This thing you are coming down with isn't going to get in the way of you jumping my bones tonight is it? I've been horny as hell all day just thinking about you."
Yeah, I'll just bet you have I thought. What I wanted to say was, "No Rina, I don't think so," but I didn't. I had never called her Rina like Ron had and I wasn't ready to do anything to alarm her just yet so what I said was, "We will just have to wait and see how things go and what I feel like when we get home."
Sabrina didn't know it yet, but she was never going to have sex with me again. When the music stopped and we returned to the table there was another man sitting there talking to Ron and Sabrina introduced me to Mark. About five foot ten and maybe one-eighty. He had soft looking hands and a weak chin and I filed that information away.
About ten minutes later Mark got up to go visit some people at another table and I kept track of him out of the corner of my eye. I wasn't surprised to see him go through the door that led back to the room where Sabrina had sucked off Ron. Obviously Ron had primed him while Sabrina and I were out on the dance floor. A couple of minutes later Sabrina got up, kissed me on the cheek and told me she was going to the bathroom. Ron let her get a few feet from the table and then he asked me what I thought of the Bronco's chances to get to the Super Bowl. Obviously Sabrina had told him I was an avid football fan and he would use that to keep me occupied while Sabrina snuck off to see Mark.
As I talked football with Ron I had one corner of my eye on the door Mark had gone through and less than a minute later Sabrina went through it. It was almost fifteen minutes before Sabrina came back to the table and I kept talking to Ron and acted as if I hadn't noticed how long she was gone. I wondered if Ron picked up on what I did – Sabrina had been fucked – Mark had gotten a bit more than a blow job. I don't know if anyone else at the table picked up on it, but after ten years of marriage I could tell the signs. I don't think Sabrina even knew that I knew her that well.
After she returned to the table I danced with her again and she molded herself to me.
"I'm horny baby, really, really horny. Please don't let me down tonight. I'm so horny that my panties are soaking wet. When I went to the bathroom I was positively dripping. I need you lover, I need you bad. If this party weren't so fucking political I'd drag you out of here right now."
The "So I can give you sloppy seconds" went unsaid and I wondered if kissing me with a cum soaked mouth or having me push my cock into another man's cum was a turn on for her. When we got back to the table Mark asked Sabrina to dance and as they moved out onto the floor I saw a smirk on the face of one of the women at the table as she looked in my direction. I thought of that old cliché, "The husband is the last to know." Mark brought her back and then Ron took her out and I saw the two women at the table smile knowingly at each other. I filed it away. If it was common knowledge with the people she worked with it shouldn't be too hard to find out what I needed to know.
Sabrina danced with several of the people she reported to and then she spent fifteen minutes sitting at her boss's table talking with him. When she came back to our table she whispered:
"Okay lover, I've been seen and I've danced with who I had to dance with. Race you home lover. Be ready for me, I need it bad."
We were in separate cars and I gave her a good head start. I wanted her home, undressed and on the bed when I got home. That way she could experience the full effect of what I had planned. I drove slow to make sure that she had time to be like I wanted. When I got home I rushed upstairs and through the master bedroom to the toilet where I faked heaving my guts out. I stayed in the bathroom making the appropriate noises for several minutes and then I went to the sink, ran the water and wiped my forehead down with a wet rag. I went into the bedroom toweling my face off and found Sabrina lying naked on the bed.
"Sorry baby, I don't know what it is, but I'm not going to give it to you. I'll sleep in the spare bedroom tonight and call the doctor in the morning."
I could see that she was pissed as I left the room.
++++++++++++++++++
I was up before Sabrina in the morning and I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee trying to look like someone who was ill when she came into the room.
"Feeling any better," she asked.
"Not really. I hardly slept at all."
I looked at my watch, "Doctor's office doesn't open till eight-thirty. I'd better call work and let them know I won't be in today." I reached for the phone as she poured herself a cup of coffee and then went to get ready to go to work.
"Don't forget I'll be late tonight," she said. "We are still working on that damned budget proposal that has to be finished by next Tuesday."
Yeah, I'll just bet you will I thought as I hung up the phone without making a call. After Sabrina left for work I dressed and went into my office and cleaned up work that I couldn't let hang then I told my secretary that I had a doctor's appointment and would be out the rest of the day. I left the office and headed for the public library. I dug into the reverse directories and soon had addresses and phone numbers for Ronald Bragg and Mark Trevail. Then, using the library's computers I dug into the information on the company Sabrina worked for.
I pulled up the names, addresses and telephone numbers of all the corporate officers and of all the board members. I checked into the backgrounds of the top officers and the chairman of the board to try and get some idea of how they might react to scandal and was pleased at what I found. If I was right in my read even the barest hint of scandal would get Sabrina and her two fuck buddies thrown out on their butts.
That evening I was parked just down the street from Sabrina's place of employment and when she came out at ten after five I followed her as she drove across town. She pulled into a motel parking lot, got out of her car and walked to room 131. She knocked and the door opened and Mark stood aside and let her in. Twenty minutes later Ron pulled in, got out of his car and went to room 131. I could only assume that he was there to attend the budget meeting too. I wondered if Sabrina's company appreciated the fact that their employees worked on the budget on their own time and at their own expense. I could have been wrong, one of them could be turning in an expense report for the meeting. Yeah, right! I wrote down the make, model and license plate number of Ron's car and then I went on home.
As I drove I pondered on what else I'd found out about Ron and Mark. Both were married, but I had no way of knowing whether they were happily married or not. All I had to go on was that neither was at the company party. I would need to find out more about them and possibly get them involved in my plot to break it off in Sabrina's, Ron's and Mark's ass.
I also thought about some things I had never paid attention to before. Things like Sabrina always working late on Monday and Thursdays. I never doubted her when she told me that Monday ran long because they had to take care of all the problems that surfaced on the weekend. Thursday she worked late because that was the day they had to finish all the reports that had to be turned in on Friday. Why would I doubt her? I was stupid with love where she was concerned. I was only just finding out how stupid.
I was in bed reading when I heard her come home. I turned off the light, put the book down and pretended to be asleep. She opened the door, looked in and then closed the door and went into her bedroom and a few minutes later I heard the shower running.
Sleep did not come easy that night. I lay there, staring up at the ceiling, and tried to think of some way that I could take down the three of them at the same time and ruin them. It had to be all three at once because I didn't want any one of them to see something happen to the others and take steps to protect themselves. After it was done I would let them know who did it and knowing that they would know why.
And then it came to me. I sat up and turned on the light and picked up the book I was reading. It was a murder mystery about a man framed for murder. He had been convicted based on planted evidence and a lawyer and a private eye were working frantically to prove him innocent before he could be executed. That would do it I thought as I put the book down and turned off the light. Now that I knew what I was going to do I fell asleep and slept like a baby.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday morning I told Sabrina that the doctor said I had a touch of intestinal flu and that with medication it should clear up in a couple of days.
"I'm still a little weak, but he says I should be strong enough to go to work on Monday. He doesn't want me to do anything but rest this weekend."
Sabrina touched my cheek and said, "Rest up and get your strength back lover, you are going to need it. I've been deprived and I need to play catch up" and then she left for work. I got dressed and left the house to do more research. By the end of the day I knew that Ron's wife was a legal secretary and that she hadn't been at the party because she was out of town visiting a sick mother. Mark's wife sold real estate and she had missed the party because she was trying to close a deal on a two million dollar property. Both marriages seemed stable, but I guessed that was because neither woman knew about what their hubby's were up too. I would correct that and soon.



I spent a quiet weekend at home and told Sabrina that I felt up to going to work on Monday.
"I'm still a little weak, but I should be okay as long as I don't overdue it."
Monday evening I again followed Sabrina to the same motel, but it was room 146 and Ron met her at the door and let her in. Five minutes later Mark pulled up and went into the room. I wrote down the info on Mark's car and drove home.
I was still sleeping in the spare bedroom and I faked being asleep when Sabrina got home. I was going to have to find a new excuse for staying away from her; I couldn't use the flu as an excuse forever and I was going to need at least another week to put my plan together. I decided to keep it simple. I would use one of Sabrina's own tricks against her. Whenever we argued over something or fought over something Sabrina's response was always to cut me off until she decided to make up with me. As much as she liked sex it never bothered her to cut me off for as much as six months, but of course now I knew why it never bothered her. She only cut me off, not her lovers.
When I got home from work on Tuesday Sabrina was waiting for me.
"How are you feeling baby?"
"Pretty good."
"Up for some fun in the bedroom?"
"After dinner. I need to build up my strength a little bit more."
I'd thought about it all day, about how to get Sabrina so pissed at me that she would cut me off as far as sex was concerned. It wasn't until quitting time that the idea came to me. I was walking to the elevator and one of the file clerks was walking in front of me. She was wearing slacks and I was admiring her ass and suddenly I smiled - I knew what I was going to do.
We finished dinner and I helped clear the table and then Sabrina washed the dishes and I dried them and put them away.
"Ready to make up for lost time lover?"
"Lead the way."
She was undressing and dropping clothes as we headed for the bedroom and I wondered how she could be so hot for me to fuck her when she obviously didn't give a rat's ass about me. She thought I was a wimp and she told her boyfriend I was. She held me in contempt so why the big push to get me to make love to her? Well, she wouldn't push after I was done with her this time.
She was naked when we got to the bedroom and she got right onto the bed. I told her to get on her hands and knees and she ginned at me as she did it. Doggie was her favorite position. She wiggled her ass and said:
"Hurry baby, hurry. I need it bad. I've gone almost a week without you and I'm going crazy."
I moved up behind her and ran a finger into her cunt to loosen her up and I found that she was wet, really wet and I knew then that she'd had a nooner with one or both of her boyfriends. Was that what her wanting to fuck me was all about? Seeing to it that I got her lover's sloppy seconds? No matter, their juices were going to help me. I took my cum covered finger out of her pussy and slid my cock into her. I started slowly fucking her and then I took my wet finger and shoved it into Sabrina's ass.
"What the hell are you doing?" she cried as she tried to pull away. "You know I don't like that."
Of course I knew it, that was the whole point. She tried to scoot away from me but I held on and scooted after her. She got to the head board and couldn't go any farther in that direction and I had too firm a grip on her for her to turn and move to the side. I pulled my cum coated cock out of her pussy and then I drove it into her ass. She screamed as I started slamming my cock into her:
"Stop it, stop it" she sobbed, "I don't like this, you know I don't like this."
"How do you know that Sabrina, you have never let me try it before. How do you know you don't like it if you've never tried it," I said while thinking "at least you have never tried it with me. Maybe you found out you didn't like it when you did it with one of your boyfriends."
Sabrina buried her head in a pillow and her sobs turned into moans and I smiled as I listened to them and fucked her. I hadn't had sex in over a week and I wasn't able to make the grudge fuck last as long as I would have liked, but it had lasted long enough to accomplish my purpose. I blasted a load into her, pulled out and started to get off the bed.
"Damn, that was fun. I'll go wash my cock and then you can suck me hard. I feel like I can go all night."
Sabrina scrambled to get off the bed, "You bastard! You rotten fucking bastard!" she screamed at me as she ran out of the room. Sabrina didn't talk to me for the rest of the week and didn't that just break my heart.
+++++++++++++++++
My plan was not without some risk to me. If I got caught doing what I had to do I would be the one ruined. The fact that I was willing to take the chance showed just how badly I wanted my revenge. It was expensive, but if it did what I wanted it would be the best money I ever spent. Phone calls to friends who had friends who knew people got me in touch with the man I needed and a midnight meeting in a parking lot got me what I had to have. By the following Sunday I was ready and when Sabrina went to work Monday morning the die was cast.
That night I again followed Sabrina to the motel and when she and her two lovers were inside room 136 I got out of my car and went over to Ron's. I found it unlocked and I popped the trunk and planted the half-pound of marijuana behind the spare tire. Mark's car was locked and so I had to use the Slim Jimmy that I had purchased from a Snap On tool man to break into the car. I opened his trunk and planted a pound of grass in it and then locked the car up after sprinkling an ounce of the grass on the back bumper to give the police probable cause for a search.
I drove half a block away and called the cops from a pay phone and reported seeing a drug buy taking place in room 136 of the motel and then I gave the plate numbers of Sabrina's, Ron's and Mark's cars. They asked me for my name and I quickly said: "No way man. I ain't setting myself up to get whacked by no bunch of Colombians" and I hung up.
I drove to another pay phone and called all three local TV stations and gave them the same information I had given the cops. There had just been an election and the new mayor had campaigned vowing a war on drugs and I knew the cops would react quickly. The TV stations knew the same thing and they would get there to get the story.
I drove another block to a third pay phone and called and called Ron's and Mark's wives and told them that their husbands were in room 136 at the Sea Breeze motel with a woman and then I drove back and parked out of the way where I could watch without anyone wondering about me.
It only took ten minutes for the police to get there, but it took them another half-hour to get organized. First a couple of squad cars showed up, then the SWAT van followed by two unmarked cars full of plain clothes detectives. By the time the cops were ready the news reporters were on the scene and the TV vans had arrived and set up. I watched as two SWAT cops took down the motel room door with a ram and let four other SWAT cops go bounding in with guns at the ready.
God, but I do wish I could have been a fly on the wall and have seen Sabrina's face when that door crashed down. Three minutes later Sabrina, Mark and Ron were led out of the room in handcuffs. Mark and Ron had their under shorts on, but Sabrina was naked under the blanket thrown over her shoulders. I hit a preset on my cell phone and called the president of Sabrina's company. When he answered I said:
"Are you aware that three of your middle management people are running a drug ring out of your corporate office?"
I told him who they were and what was going on at the Sea Breeze even as we were speaking. I made the same phone call to all five members of the board of directors and then I drove on home. When the cops searched Ron and Mark's cars the cops would find the planted grass and in Sabrina's purse they would find an ounce of cocaine. Under the front seat of her car they would find four more ounces. Not knowing what Ron and Mark's wives looked like I don't know if they were in the crowd that had gathered or not, but I certainly hoped that they were there.
The story was on the ten o'clock news on channels two and seven. I had to laugh when the anchorman on seven said:
"Mayor Jones started keeping his campaign promise today as the police took down a major drug ring operating out of one of the city's motels. No news yet as to how much was seized."
There was footage of the three arrested "drug kingpins" and we were encouraged to "stay tuned for more breaking news." I turned off the TV, unplugged the phone and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I laughed when Sabrina asked me to put the house up as security so she could get bail. She finally talked her parents into putting up the money and when she got out of jail and came home she found the all the locks changed and all of her stuff piled in boxes in the driveway.
"Why are you doing this to me" she asked.
"Because you are a whore and I don't want anything to do with you any more."
"But you don't understand. If you would just let me explai..."
"I got all the explanation I needed when I saw you on the news being led naked out of a motel room" and I shut the door in her face.
I did help her father load all of her stuff in a U-Haul, but I refused to talk with him about his daughter. Sabrina called two or three times a day, but I would never talk to her and when she showed up at my office one day I had security remove her from the building.
She, Mark and Ron just 'happened' to be caught up in a downsizing at their firm. And the three didn't fare too well when it came to their legal problems. Even though they were first offenders, because of the mayor's anti drug stance they did not get the probation that a lot of other first offenders received. They didn't help themselves by continuing to protest their innocence even though they were caught with the goods. Sabrina hurt herself big time when she demanded a blood test to prove there were no drugs in her system. The test showed her as clean as the driven snow which allowed the prosecutor to claim that it was proof that the drugs found in her purse and in her car were for sale and not for personal use.
Because the mayor wanted to show immediate results of his war on drugs the three were offered a deal. One year jail time and two thousand hours of community service. With good behavior they could be out in nine months. Their lawyer told them they were toast so they took the deal. While Sabrina was locked up I filed for divorce as did Ron's wife and Mark's wife.
The three of them did their time and when they got out I kept track of them. When the time was right I went calling on Mark. I heard later that he had three broken ribs and a broken arm when he got to the hospital delivery room. I suppose he could have pressed charges, but I was willing to take my chances in front of a jury. A man stomping the man who was screwing his wife would get me sympathy from the men on the jury anyway. Either Mark apparently figured it would go that way or he felt guilty for what he'd done so he let it drop.
Ron and Sabrina were staying together and I caught them coming out of a bar one night. After I had finished with Ron and had kicked him in the nuts for the sixth time I turned to Sabrina and said:
"Not bad for a wimp huh...RINA? Remember the Christmas party where you sucked off Ron in that little back room? Remember him saying, "If he's the wimp you say he is we could fuck right in front of him and get away with it? Remember that... RINA?"
I saw her face change as it all came together for her and I laughed. "That's right RINA, the wimp got back at your cheating ass. Better call an ambulance for your boyfriend here. He don't look so hot."
She was still staring at me as I got in my car and drove away.
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You often hear the phrase that "Life isn't fair" and I'm living proof that it is true. But every once in a while life gives you a gift that helps ease things somewhat. Again, I'm living proof.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was an indifferent student. Not a poor one – I maintained a B average – but I just didn't care for school so college wasn't in my future. I'd never been more that fifty miles from the town I was born in so one of the things I wanted to do was travel. Travel meant money and money meant a good job that paid well and while there may have been plenty of jobs in our town none of them paid well enough for me to do what I wanted to do. The day after graduation, diploma in hand, I was waiting at the front door to the Army recruiting office when the recruiter unlocked the door. I filled out a bunch of forms and when asked what I would like to do I put down Airborne, Infantry, Armor and lastly Artillery. Three days later I was on a bus headed for Fort Knox, Kentucky and Basic Training.
After Basic the Army consulted my list of choices, decided that I didn't really want any of those things, so next on my travel itinerary was a trip to Fort Lee, Virginia where I learned the basics of keeping the Army supplied. I learned how to build crates, pack supplies, and drive the forklifts that loaded the stuff on the trucks and rail cars that would move it to where it was needed. At the end of the course I was given a list of places where my MOS (Military Occupation Specialty) was needed and asked to mark my preferences in the order I would like to go. I chose Britain (two places), Germany (three places), France (one place), Spain (one place), Italy (two places) and Hawaii. Naturally the Army being the Army looked at my choices and decided that I really didn't mean it when I made those choices and they shipped me off to Korea.
I spent the next sixteen months as a Supply Handler at the 55th Quartermaster Depot in Pusan, Korea. That included a six week TDY (temporary duty assignment) to Yokohama, Japan and a three week TDY to Seoul.
Next on my world tour was a twelve month assignment to Fort Lewis, Washington which is where I would be stationed when my enlistment ran out. Two months before the end of my enlistment I was not surprised when the first sergeant called me into his office and tried to sweet talk me into considering the Army as a career. I told him honestly that I didn't really think I wanted to do that and he asked me why. I gave him chapter and verse on how I ended up in Supply instead of the choices I'd made when I enlisted and in Korea when I had selected the other side of the world when they gave me a list to choose from. I told him that the Army just didn't seem to give a shit where I was concerned.
"Besides, I can't see packing and moving boxes for the next twenty years."
"I guess I can see how you are looking at it, but you have to realize that the Army needs to put people where they are needed. They needed people in Supply and they figured that you could do the job so that is where they put you. Same with duty assignments. They put you where they think you will be the best fit. There is more to Supply than packing stuff and loading trucks. Someone has to manage the warehouses. Someone has to schedule the movement of material, keep track of inventory and order what is needed and see to it that it gets to where it is needed in a timely manner. Someone has to supervise the people. The list goes on and on. You made corporal in two years and most, if they make corporal at all, don't get the rank until near the end of their enlistment so higher obviously thinks you have the goods. If you reenlist now I can guarantee a slot in the next Supply Management training class and you should be a shoo in for E-5 by the end of the course."
The man could have sold sand to an Arab and after another half hour of talk Uncle Sam had me for another three years. The first shirt tried hard to get me to take six, but I was just a tad leery. He made some promises, but I had already seen that once you sign on the dotted line the Army does what it feels like. I'd just wait and see what happened before committing to a twenty year career.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Sergeant Ebers was straight with me. I received orders for the eight month Supply Management course at Fort Lee and after a thirty day leave I reported in. The course didn't prove to be hard and I breezed through it and finished in the top five of a class of thirty-two. Next on my world tour was a twelve month assignment to Fort Hood, Texas and six months into my stay there I was promoted to E-5 (buck sergeant). Next I was posted to Stuttgart-Mohrigen in Germany for a year and on leaves I was able to visit England, France and Spain. Then it was back to the US for a tour at Fort Leonard Wood. Again, two months from the end of my enlistment I was in the office of the first shirt where he did his best to convince me that my future was with the Green Machine, but he was fighting a losing battle because that time I wasn't buying it.
I'd had six years to discover one of the Army's basic truths and that was that the majority of officers major and under (with the exception of ninety percent of West Pointers) were incompetent, screaming assholes or both This might not be true of line officers, but it damned sure was true of the idiots in the Quartermaster Corp. I firmly believe that Supply was the dumping ground for officers that couldn't cut it in other branches.
I'd seen dozens of my fellow grunts go up on chicken shit Article 15 hearings and Summary Courts Martial's usually because some brain dead officer fucked up and laid the blame off on the closest enlisted man. I watched guys whose only crime was being in the wrong place at the wrong time while serving under an incompetent clown get sent of to the stockade for anywhere from ninety days to a year. Over a year and you got an all expenses paid trip to Leavenworth. I could see that it was only a matter of time until it happened to me. I told the top "thanks, but no thanks."
I did my last two months, being called in to the first sergeant's office once a week for the sales pitch (he even promised me E-6 within six months) which I resisted, and then I took my discharge and headed home.
++++++++++++++++++
I spent the first two weeks getting reacquainted with people I knew and looking for an apartment. Once I was settled in I went looking for a job. Surprisingly I was hired by the first company I applied to. XYZ Industries just happened to need a man in their shipping and receiving department and one look at my Army experience got me the job.
I had gone to school with two of the guys who worked in shipping so I wasn't an 'outsider' when I started. At the end of my first day Sam and Dave asked me if I wanted to stop after work with them to have a drink or two at the Landing Strip and shoot some pool. I had nothing better to do so I went. There were another three or four there who I had gone to school with so it was a mini-reunion of sorts. After that I stopped at The Strip once or twice a week.
One night Abe Costico asked me if I was doing anything on Wednesday nights and when I told him no he told me that the mixed league he bowled in needed substitute bowlers. Wednesday evening I went over to Starlight Lanes and signed up. I subbed for about two months and then one of the guys on the Wilson Jewelers team got transferred out of state and I was asked to take his place.
The team consisted of Joe and Mary Moore, Phil and Sandy Barnes and me. I'd gone to school with Joe and Mary although her name had been Ostermann back then. Phil and Sandy had moved to town after I'd departed on my world tour.
I was amazed at the change in Mary. Back when we had been in school she had been stand-offish and even a bit timid. Now she was loud and outgoing and had a bit of the raunchy in her. She was always on me about my love life, which sorry to say, was non-existent. I was dating some, but hadn't gotten to the point with any of my dates where 'intimate behavior' was going to occur. Mary kept laughing and telling me that if I wanted to bring my average up (158 if anyone cares) I needed to get laid more often. I'd look at Joe and he would just shrug as if to say "Hey, it's Mary; it's the way she is. What can I say?"
One night when I stopped at The Strip after work with Sam and Dave I saw Joe there shooting eight ball with Arnie Miller. When Joe lost Sam was the next one to take on Arnie and Joe came and sat with me. While we worked on our beers curiosity got the better of me and I asked Joe about the change in Mary. How had she gone one-eighty from the way she used to be?
"I married her."
"You are that much of a magician?"
"No, but marrying me got her away from her family. Her father was an abusive drunk and her mother was just a plain drunk with no spine and she didn't keep daddy from abusing the kids. I got her out of that house and she blossomed."
Bowling ended and I signed up for a summer men's house league and in the fall I went back to the mixed league as a member of the Wilson team. Three weeks after the fall season began Joe and Mary showed up with a very beautiful young girl and I was introduced to Mary's younger sister Kathy.
"I'm trying to get her to take up bowling" Mary said, "And I brought her down here tonight to watch."
It was a good night for us. We took the first and third games and total pins and as we were putting our balls and shoes away Mary told me she was going to teach Kathy to bowl starting the coming Saturday and she asked me if I would like to join them. I said I'd like to and to shorten the story some I asked Kathy for a date and even though I was six years older than she was she said yes. Six months later she said years again when I proposed and three months later we were married.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Kathy was a virgin when we tied the knot, but happily I wasn't. I'd had sex nearly every place I had been and between the American, Spanish, French, German, English and oriental girls I'd been with I had learned a lot and I rejoiced at being able to teach my bride everything that I knew. Kathy took to sex like a drunk grabs a bottle of booze – eagerly! The only thing she refused to even consider was anal, but there was so much of everything else that I didn't care.
At work one day I was asked to report to Jason Riley's office. Jason was the manager of Shipping and Receiving and as I sat there waiting to be admitted to his office I was running through my trying to think of what I might have done to get me called on the carpet. It turned out to be nothing bad. XYZ had purchased a program that was remarkably similar to the one the Army used for inventory control and to track purchasing.
"As I remember from your original interview you were well versed in the use of the Army's system and while what we have just purchased isn't the exact same system we were told that it was developed based on the Army's system. How would you like to move out of the warehouse?"
Just like that I had a significant raise and a title. I was the Supervisor of Inventory Control. I got a huge ration of shit from Sam and Dave who accused me of being a suck ass, but I could tell that it was good natured.
Kathy wanted to wait for a while before having kids, but she didn't want to sit at home all day and watch soap operas until I got home from work so she got a job waitressing at the Town and Country Restaurant. The next five years were pretty good at work and on the home front.
It was shortly after our fifth wedding anniversary that Kelly began to lose interest in making love. She never said no to me, but she never initiated it any more. The days of her waiting for me at the front door in nothing but high heels were long gone, but Kathy had usually come after me a couple of times a week, but that wasn't happening any more. I was racking my brain trying to figure out the change when Kathy finally told me. We had just finished dinner and Kathy said:
"I want a divorce Frank."
"A divorce? Why in God's name do you want a divorce? What have I done?"
"It isn't anything that you did Frank; I just don't love you any more and I'm sorry to have to say it, but I don't know that I ever loved you. I like you a lot, but I think I only married you so I could get out of the house and away from my father and mother."
I sat there looking at her and I remembered what Joe had said about Mary getting away from her folks.
Then the 'unsaid' occurred to me.
"What you are really saying is that you have found someone else who you think you do love."
She looked away from me and I asked, "How long has it been going on?"
"It doesn't matter Frank."
"It matters to me Kathy. How long have you been cheating on me? How long have you been stabbing me in the back? And just who is the asshole? And don't try telling me he isn't an asshole. Men who go after married women are assholes."
"Don't make this any harder than it has to be Frank. I don't love you and I want out. I could have just moved out while you were at work and had you served, but I wanted to be upfront about it and tell you face to face."
"Bullshit Kathy! If you wanted to be upfront you would have told me before you started fucking the asshole. You want a divorce? Fine! Go get one, but now that I know what a whore you are I want you out of the apartment now. Right now! Right this minute! I'll box and bag all your stuff and you can come by and get it tomorrow when I get home from work."
"Be reasonable Frank. Where am I supposed to go on a moments notice? We can co-exist. I don't hate you Frank; I just don't love you."
"Get out Kathy. Go live with the asshole you are fucking."
"He is out of town until next week. You can put up with me for that long."
"I could, but I won't. Live on the street until he gets home. I don't care if you need to get a cardboard box and live under the 12th Street underpass; just get out now before I physically throw you out."
"Please Frank, I....."
"Out Kathy! Now!!"
She started crying and saying, "Please Frank; don't do th..." and I stood up, took her arm and drug her to the door. I opened it, pushed her outside and then closed the door and locked it. I went and found her purse, took the apartment key off her key ring, took all of the credit cards and ATM cards out of her wallet and then went and opened the door and tossed her purse out after her. She was standing there begging me to let her back inside and I closed the door in her face.
Was I being unreasonable? Probably. But she wasn't just leaving me; she had cheated on me and there was no forgiveness in me for that. I cleaned up the kitchen and then, making sure that Kathy wasn't outside waiting, I went to Home Depot to get a new locking front door knob and a keyed alike deadbolt. Then I hurried home to install them against the possibility that Kathy had a spare key somewhere.
Two hours later the doorbell rang and I looked out the spy hole and saw Mary and Joe standing there. I invited them in, offered them a beer and then waited for what I knew was coming. Mary took a pull on her beer and then said:
"Kathy called me and told me that you threw her out. Is it true?"
"Did she tell you why?"
"Then you did throw her out."
"Yes I did, but did she tell you why?"
"Just that you threw her out and she had no place to stay."
I told Joe and Mary the story and Mary's face showed anger. For a second I thought it was at me for kicking her sister out, but then she said:
"That stupid, stupid little bitch. I'm sorry Frank. I came over here to raise hell with you over the way you treated Kathy and now all I want to do is wring her neck. Any chance that the two of you can work past this?"
"None. For one she said she didn't love me and wasn't sure that she ever had so there is nothing to build on to help get by it and secondly she cheated on me with another man. That is something that I can't forgive let alone forget."
After Joe and Mary left I finished off the three bottles of beer left in the fridge and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++
Things moved quickly after that. I didn't wait for Kathy to file for divorce. I got an attorney and filed. The state was 'no-fault' so I couldn't claim infidelity even if I wanted to (which I did). Everything was to be split equally which was no big thing since we had nothing of consequence. We hadn't been married long enough for Kathy to have any claim on my pension or 401(k), but I did have to pay her $126.00 a week alimony for two years or until she remarried which ever came first. What really pissed me off was that I had been putting money into a special savings account for the down payment on a house and I had to give Kathy half of it even though she had never put a dime into it from what she made.
The week after I pushed her out the front door she moved in with a guy named Raymond Rydell. Being a somewhat vindictive sort, one night about a month after I had filed against Kathy I was waiting outside the Town and Country when Kathy got off work. Ray worked afternoons at the box factory so Kathy had shifted her hours from days to afternoons. Ray got off work at eleven-thirty and Kathy got off at midnight so Ray would come to the restaurant and drink coffee until Kathy got off work.
When they came out and walked to his car I came out of the shadows and stood in front of him and said, "I owe you motherfucker" and I hit him as hard as I was able. He was stunned and I moved in and beat the living fuck out of him while Kathy cried and tried to pull me off of him. He was laying in a heap on the ground and after kicking him in the nuts a couple of times I bent down over him and said:
"This is the price you pay for going after another man's wife. If you are smart, and I'm betting that you aren't, it ends here. You've just paid the price for fucking Kathy while she was still married to me. Take the beating, accept that you earned and deserved it and walk away. Call the cops and if I end up in jail, even if it is only overnight until I can make bail, I'll come back when I get out and break both of your arms. If I go to jail for that I'll come back and break both of your legs. A third trip to jail will see me putting you in a wheelchair for the rest of your life. Understand me here Ray; I am as serious as death."
I stood up and looked at a crying Kathy and said, "Okay cunt! Now you can kiss him and make it better."
I walked away and went home. I fully expected the police to show up at my door and had in fact already set things up so I could get bailed out, but the cops never came. I guess Ray either accepted that he had it coming or he had believed my threats which, by the way, I had meant every word of.
A month after the divorce was final Kathy moved out of Ray's place and I wondered if she had suddenly decided that she didn't love him either and had picked another lover to replace him as she had with me. I wondered, but not enough to try and find out. Kathy dropped out of sight and even Mary didn't have a clue as to where she might have gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Three years went by and my work life was great. Jason had retired and I was promoted into his job. Personal life was okay. I dated a lot and got laid some, but never found that one 'special girl' to hook up with.
First night of the fall league Mary showed up without Joe. She went over to talk to the league secretary and when she came back to the alleys we were on I asked her where Joe was.
"Joe is gone."
I raised my eyebrows at that and she noticed and said, "I owe you an apology."
"What for?"
"For thinking you were an asshole for throwing Kathy out. I just couldn't understand how you could so suddenly turn on someone you had lived with for as long as you had. Now I know how you were feeling at the time."



"He didn't."
"Yes he did and with my best friend."
"I'm sorry Mary."
"So am I. Eleven years flushed down the drain. At least you didn't have kids."
After bowling Mary and I hit the bar for a drink and while we were talking she said:
"I don't know if this will make you feel good or piss you off, but I heard from Kathy last month. I said nothing and she went on, "She is miserable and she knows that it is her own damned fault."
"Oh?"
"She told me that her life hasn't been worth a shit since she lost you. She said it was a case of not realizing what she had until it was gone."
I shrugged and ordered us another round.
A month later when we hit the bar for a beer after bowling she asked, "Can you do a girl a favor?"
"I suppose."
"I need to get out of the house. Care to take me out to dinner?"
"I guess I can do that."
I took her out to dinner on Saturday and then she wanted to go to The Black Mushroom for a drink and then of course she wanted to dance and we ended up closing the place. As I pulled out of the Mushroom's parking lot Mary said:
"You know what would be a perfect ending for this night?"
"What?"
"A guided tour of your bedroom."
I didn't say anything, but my face must have read "You can't be serious."
"I'm nowhere near ready for a serious relationship Frank, but I really, really do need to get laid."
"Your wish is my command."
Mary and I fell into a friends with benefits relationship that lasted for almost six months. While pursuing our FWB relationship Mary would occasionally bring up Kathy and tell me that Kathy had asked about me and how I was doing every time she called.
"She knows she fucked up Frank. You should give her a call."
"No thanks Mary; once burned twice shy. Besides, I don't even have a number for her and I have no idea where she is."
"I have her number."
"Thanks, but no thanks."
And then one night Mary said that it would be our last time.
"I feel guilty as hell messing around with you after talking with Kathy and finding out how she feels about you."
A month later her company opened a new office in Dallas and she moved there to be the office manager.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was having lunch with Dave one day and he asked me if I had ever been to a gangbang.
"No. Why do you ask?"
"I just wondered what one would be like."
"I saw a porn film once where a girl did three guys, but that probably doesn't count since they were all faking it."
"How do you fake a hard on?"
"The guys weren't. A hard cock and a warm hole and they could do what needed to be done, but I got the feeling from watching the woman that the only reason she didn't just lay there and chew gum while they did her was because she didn't have any. Why the wondering? Going to one?"
"I'd like to, but I don't dare. My wife can read me like a book. If I did something like that she'd see a change in me and she would badger me until I spilled the beans. I don't think that finding out what a gangbang would be like would be worth ruining my marriage over. You're single. You could do it."
"I wouldn't know how to find out where one would be."
"A friend of mine is setting one up for a girl he knows who wants to celebrate her birthday with a gangbang. If you are interested I could tell my friend. Okay to give him your number?"
I thought about it for maybe a second or two before telling him to go ahead.
Two days later I got a call from Dave's friend Norm. He asked me if I had a real interest in joining in. I asked if he could tell me a little more about it.
"Not much to tell. She wants a gangbang on her birthday which is next Thursday. We will be doing it at my place. She wants five guys. She isn't a skank. She's a damned fine looking woman who is curious about sex with more than one or two guys. She prefers bareback, but doesn't care if the guys want to use condoms. All three holes are available and she will go until none of the guys can get it up again."
The part about all three holes being available interested me since I'd never had anal even though I'd often tried to get it. I used to ask Kathy for it once a week, but she would never let me touch her there. I told him to count me in.
"Not that easy. Dave vouches for you, but she was very specific in the kind of guys she wants. I need you to email me a couple of pictures. I need one of your face and a full body shot showing your equipment. She won't see the photos and won't have any idea of what the guys look like until the night of the party. I'll also need something from a clinic or a doctor telling that you are drug and disease free."
I did what he wanted and two days later I got a phone call telling me that I'd made the cut.
"Funny thing. You are almost exactly what she described as wanting."
He gave me his address and told me that the party would start at seven. I had something going the day of the party so I told him I'd be a half hour late.
"One other thing" he said. "It is her birthday and we will have a cake. Bring her a birthday present of some kind. She doesn't know about that part so it will be a surprise."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got there at seven-twenty and rang the bell. A naked man answered the door, introduced himself as Norm and then said to follow him down to the basement where the party was going on. We were almost to the bottom of the stairs to the basement when I heard:
"Okay. Who wants to go next?"
I stopped dead in my tracks absolutely stunned. I grabbed Norm's arm stopping him. Keeping my voice low I said:
"I have a problem here."
"What?"
"I recognized the voice when she asked who was next. That's my ex-wife Kathy in there. My problem is that I don't want to ruin your party, but I don't want to pass up this chance either. She would never let me have her ass. I've never had anal and the reason I wanted to be here was that you said all three holes would be available so I would be able to try it. Now, knowing that it is Kathy, I want it more than ever. I'm just afraid that when I walk in there and she sees me she will freak out and that will kill things for everybody."
He looked at me for several seconds and then he asked, "Did you love her?"
"Yeah; I did."
"See the flashing light bulb over my head?"
"What?"
"It just dawned on me why she was so specific in describing the kind of man she wanted here and why you are a perfect fit for that description. She isn't over you."
"Bullshit. We've been divorced for over four years and I haven't seen her in over three."
"Then explain to me why the men she wanted here had to be like you?"
"I can't."
"Okay, here is what we are going to do. I'm going to get her on her hands and knees facing away from the stairs. You come into the room, move in behind her and then tap the ass she would never let you have. I'm betting that when she sees it is you she will go nuts, but not freaky nuts. I'm betting she won't leave you alone for as long as you are here. I don't think you will ruin the party at all. I think that you are going to make the party for her. Give me five minutes."
I gave him six and went I went into the basement Kathy's head was in Norm's lap and some guy was fucking her doggie. Norm put both hands on Kathy's head and said:
"That's it baby, suck it. Deep throat me baby; take it all."
That must have been a signal because the guy fucking Kathy moved out of the way and waved me forward. I moved up behind her and slid my cock in her pussy to get it wet. I noticed that I wasn't going to be the first one in her ass, but that was okay because it meant I wasn't going to have to spend a lot of time trying to work myself in. I pulled my cock out of her pussy and placed it against her butt hole. Kathy felt it and knew what was coming and she pushed back at me. An inch of my cock popped into her ass and I grabbed her hips and started slowly fucking.
Norm took his hands off of her head and Kathy took her mouth off his cock to moan, "Oh yes, oh yes, fuck my ass honey, fuck my ass" and she went back to sucking Norm while pushing her ass back on my dick. I fucked her until ready to blow and then I said:
"Damn it Kathy. Why wouldn't you ever give me this when I did everything but beg you for it."
Her head shot up from Norm's dick and she looked back over her shoulder. There was shock on her face as she exclaimed "You!!"
"Yes Kathy, me. It is me in your tight little ass."
"Shut up and fuck me damn you, fuck me!"
I went back to pounding her and in less than a minute I blew my load deep in her ass. I held my cock there for a bit as it softened and started to pull it out.
"No!" she cried, "You can't stop. Don't you fucking dare stop!"
"Sorry, but you need a stiff cock to keep going."
Kathy surprised me and probably everyone else in that basement when she pulled off my soft cock, spun around and took my cock in her mouth. Straight from her ass and coated with my cum, the cum of whoever had gone before me and whatever else was in there and she took it in her mouth with no hesitation.
"Whoa dude" one of the guys said, "She must really want what you got."
I noticed that Norm was smiling and had an "I told you so" look on his face. All I could do was shrug. A guy moved in behind her and slipped his cock into her – ass or pussy, I couldn't tell – and she pushed back at him as she reached up, gripped my ass cheeks and held on as if her life depended on it. Her mouth had predictable results and when I was hard she kept blowing me until the guy fucking her pulled out. Before anyone else could take his place she pulled her mouth off of me and turned around so she was on her hands and knees and facing away from me. She looked back at me over her shoulder and moaned:
"Please?"
I only hesitated a moment and then I took her ass again. Everyone watched as she slammed herself back at me and kept begging me to do her harder and faster and to never stop, but of course I had to after pumping my second donation of the night into her. I pulled my soft cock out of her ass and was immediately replaced by someone else. A guy stepped in front of her and fed his cock into her mouth while I went over and sat down on a chair and watched. Kathy squirmed around to where she could look toward me and her eyes never left me as she sucked and was fucked.
The guy fucking her finished and backed out of the way and the guy in her mouth moved to take his place, but Norm stopped him and asked:
"Pussy or ass?"
The guy said ass so Norm lay down and pulled Kathy over him and shoved his cock up into her pussy and the other guy moved behind her and eased his cock into her ass. Her eyes never left me as the two men fucked her. I would have never thought it possible, but watching Kathy's double penetration caused my cock to rise and Kathy saw it.
The guy in her ass finished first and pulled out. Norm rolled her over on her back and fucked her hard until she came and when he was soft Kathy got off him and came over to me. She straddled me and my cock slid up into her pussy and then she fucked me. She rode me up and down and had at least two orgasms while she moaned "Yes, yes, yes, yes." I just sat there and let her do all the work until she got me close to where I just had to get off. I lifted her off me and as I stood up she cried:
"No, no, please don't stop, please."
I pulled her down on the floor and moved between her legs and as my cock sank into the hot, wet swamp that was her pussy she moaned, "Love me baby, love me" and her legs came up and clamped around me. I pounded her hard and got myself off and when I tried to get off of her she wouldn't let loose of me.
"Don't leave me; please don't leave me" she cried.
"I'm not going anywhere" I said and I wasn't. Her face softened and I had no idea how she had taken what I'd just said, but I wasn't going anywhere until I felt what it was like to double penetrate her. I'd already cum three times and I knew that at best I only had one more in me, but it was going to take some time before I could get it up again.
I watched as Norm and the other three guys double and triple teamed Kathy and the entire time Kathy kept her eyes on me. I was sitting on a chair watching as three guys finished in her. My cock was half hard and Kathy crawled over to me on her hands and knees and her head went toward my lap. Her mouth went around my semi-erect cock and she went to work on it. While she was sucking on me Norm came up behind her and I felt her body shudder as he slid into her. She pushed back at him and I was amazed that she still wanted to be fucked after all the cock I'd seen her take.
She finally got me hard and I asked Norm where he was.
"In her ass."
"I want her cunt while you fuck her ass."
"Consider it done" he said as he pulled out of her and pulled her away from me. Kathy started to protest until she saw where things were going. I got down on the floor and pulled her on top of me. I slid into her cunt and Norm moved back into place behind her and pushed back into her ass. I don't think I have ever felt anything as weird as our two cocks rubbing against each other as we plowed her. Kathy was bent forward and her face was buried in my neck. I was so into fucking her with Norm that it didn't register on me that Kathy was kissing my neck and moaning:
"Love me Frank; love me, please love me."
Norm came and another guy came over and took his place. Then a third guy came up, put his hands on Kathy's head and lifted it so he could push his cock into her mouth.
There I was. Engaged in three holing my ex-wife. It was an incredible rush. She left me because she didn't love me and here she was riding my cock while taking on two more – one in her ass and one in her mouth.
Norm came over and said, "When you guys finish up we will break for the cake and ice cream."
The guy in her ass came first and the guy in her mouth moved to her ass. I wasn't being all that active. I was letting Kathy do all of the work so the guy in her ass came next and when he pulled out I rolled Kathy over onto her back and pounded her until I came. As before, she clutched me and tried to keep me from getting up, but I managed to break away. Norm helped her up and started to lead her upstairs. I looked for my clothes and as they moved away from me Kathy looked over her shoulder to see if I was following and when she saw I wasn't she tried to pull away from Norm and come back. Not wanting to ruin the party I started to follow along.
As we entered the room from the top of the stairs the guys started singing Happy Birthday and Norm led Kathy over to the table where there was a cake with several lit candles. Kathy blew out the candles and cut the cake. She looked over at me as she made the cut and then put the first piece on a paper plate and brought it over to me. She looked into my eyes as she handed me the plate and when I took it she bent her head and kissed my hand. She went back and finished cutting the cake and handed out the pieces, but she didn't kiss anyone else's hand. Once the cake was distributed she socialized with the others while all the time keeping her eyes on me.
Talk about weird. Five naked guys and one naked woman standing around eating birthday cake. Can you picture it?
Norm said it was time to open the gifts and he had Kathy sit on a chair and we stood in front of her in a semi-circle. One guy gave her a panty and bra set from Victoria's Secret and another gave her a bottle of some expensive perfume. Norm gave her a full day of special treatment at a spa and the fourth guy gave her a gift certificate to the most expensive restaurant in town. When it was my turn I was embarrassed because what I'd gotten her was totally out of step with what the others had given her. I almost went for my wallet to take out a hundred dollar bill to give to her, but of course I couldn't really do that. It would make it look like I was paying a hooker for sex. I sucked it up and said:
"I spent a long time thinking of what to get for a woman I didn't even know and finally decided that maybe what I needed to get was something in keeping with the birthday and also in keeping with the kind of birthday party it was."
I handed Kathy the gift wrapped box and she opened it, looked at me and then back at what was in the box and said:
"It's perfect. It is just so perfect."
She got up and came over to me and said, "Put it on me." I took the silver chain with a silver number 5 pendant hanging from it and put it around her neck. "Now the other" she said as she walked back to her chair and sat. She lifted her right leg and stretched it out in front of her and I knelt, took the silver ankle bracelet out of the box and put it on her. The bracelet had five little charms and four letters hanging from it. The charms were little cocks and balls and the silver letters SLUT. As I stood up Kathy leaned forward and captured my soft cock with her mouth and Norm laughed and said:
"I guess the party isn't over yet."
I honestly did not think I could get it up again, but Kathy proved me wrong even if it did take her ten minutes to do it. When she got it up she looked up at me and asked:
"Where do you want to put it?"
"Where do you want it?"
"Where I can hold onto it forever."
I said nothing and she looked away.
"My ass baby; I want you in my ass."
It took me a long time to get off and while I worked at making it happen she sucked off whoever stepped in front of her. When I finally did get off I doubt that anything other than dust came out. As I pulled out she cried:
"Don't leave me baby, please don't leave me."
I moved away from her and two guys moved in and one took her pussy and the other her ass. I sat down and watched as they finished and another guy rolled her on her back and pushed into her pussy. Her legs were on his shoulders and I saw the charms on her ankle bracelet dance as the man fucked her.
Norm came over and stood next to me and watched. After a bit he said:
"I'm going to miss her."
"Miss her?"
"After tonight I doubt that she will want to stay with me."
"She your wife or girlfriend?"
"No. She lives with me. Sort of a friends with benefits thing."
"You tossing her out because of what she is doing tonight?"
"No, of course not. She has never done anything like this before and I sincerely doubt that she will ever do it again. It was a fantasy that she wanted to live out. She just isn't the type to want to do this more than once."
"So why are you going to miss her?"
"You really don't know? You honestly don't know?"
"Afraid not."
"She's yours Frank. Everyone here tonight knows it. From the moment she saw you he rest of us didn't exist for her. She knew we were here on the physical plane, but mentally no one else was here but you."
"Hogwash! That is the woman who looked me right in the eye and told me that she didn't love me and, wasn't sure that she ever really had and then left me for another man."
"I don't know about any of that, but I do know when she told me what type of man she wanted here tonight she described you to a T. And I also know that she hasn't been able to keep her eyes off of you since you got here. Look at her Frank. Ben is fucking the shit out of her, but she isn't looking up at him she's looking over here at you."
It was true. She was looking at me and I had already noticed that she'd looked at me a lot during the evening.
"I don't think that means anything Norm. I think that it just bothers her that I'm here. She's probably worried that I'll tell all her family and friends about what she is doing tonight."
"No way. I know her pretty well and I can read her. She belongs to you Frank. Whether you realize it or not she is yours."
I knew it was bullshit. I could still remember the night when she'd said:
"I just don't love you anymore and I'm sorry to have to say it, but I don't know that I ever loved you."



No, she was just worried about what I might say and to who.
The party started breaking up around two. I dressed, but before I could leave Norm grabbed me and asked me to help him pick the place up a bit.
"The others got out before I could ask them and I don't think Kathy should have to clean up after her own party."
I helped him straighten the place up and then he said he had something he wanted to show me in the basement. I followed him down and asked him what he wanted me to look at."
"Nothing really. Kathy asked me to stall you until she could get dressed."
"Whatever for?"
"I already told you."
I just shook my head and went back up the stairs. When I walked into the kitchen Kathy was standing there.
"Can I go home with you? Please?"
I stood there staring at her and not knowing what to say.
"Please Frank, please?"
Norm came up behind me and said, "Do it man. What have you got to lose?"
Kathy stood there looking at me hopefully. Don't ask me why because I honestly don't know, but I said "all right." In the car Kathy slid over next to me and put her head on my shoulder, but didn't say a word on the ride. I was silent because I was busy asking myself if I knew what the fuck I was doing. When we got to my place she followed me inside and went straight to the bedroom. When I got there she was already naked and on the bed.
"Sorry, but I don't have anything left."
"I don't care. What I want is to be held. Please Frank; hold me?"
What the hell I thought, in for a dollar, in for a dime. I got on the bed, took her in my arms and we fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up in the morning with a warm mouth on my cock. When Kathy saw that I was awake she moved over me and guided my cock into her pussy. She sank down on it and leaned forward, put her hands on my shoulders and then slowly rode me. She was looking down into my eyes as she said:
"Could you get used to this?"
I looked up at her and wondered what the hell was going on with her. First the way she acted the night before; the wanting to come home with me and now the question of "Could you get used to this?" She read the look on my face and said:
"Tell me baby. Would you like all your mornings to start like this?"
Stupid question I thought. What man wouldn't like to start his day out like that? She had me close and she must have been getting close also because she picked up the pace. I was where I needed to get off so I rolled her over onto her back and drove hard and fast into her. Her legs came up and clamped me as her nails dug into my ass and she gave a sharp cry as she came and seconds later I came too. She held me so that I couldn't pull away, looked into my eyes and asked in a plaintive voice:
"Can I stay?"
"Can you stay? Why in God's name would you want to stay? As I remember it Kathy, you couldn't wait to get out of here."
"And it was the biggest mistake of my life."
"I don't know what to say Kathy, but whatever, I have to go to work now" and I pulled away from her and stood up. She was still lying on the bed when I came out of the shower and when I started getting socks and underwear out of the dresser she said:
"Can I stay and at least talk to you when you get home tonight?"
I remembered all the things Mary had said and what Norm had told me at the gangbang and curiosity did get the best of me so I told her she could stay until then and then I headed off to work and spent the day wondering why the hell I'd said yes.
When I got home I was surprised to find that Kathy had fixed dinner and had it waiting. She even had a bottle of Merlot chilled and ready to be poured. We watched each other while we ate and then I couldn't hold it back any more. I put my fork down and said:
"What is going on here Kathy? What are you doing?"
"I want to come home Frank."
"This isn't your home Kathy and it hasn't been for years."
"In my mind it has always been my home, just a home I couldn't return to because I let myself become stupid."
"I don't understand Kathy."
"I wasn't out of here two weeks before I knew that I'd screwed up. I left not because I didn't love you, but because I didn't think you loved me."
"Why in the hell would you have thought that?"
"I overheard Mary and Joe talking one night about how they would like to get me away from my parents and I heard Joe tell Mary that they could probably con you into doing it. Joe told Mary that you were the kind of sap who could be depended on to rescue puppies and little kittens. He told her all she had to do was put us together, tell you how crappy things were for me at home and you would be soft-hearted enough to do the rest. They set us up at the bowling alley and you did just what Joe said you would do."
"You honestly thought I'd marry you even if I didn't love you just to save you?"
"You did. You did just what Joe said you would do. I was the puppy of the moment. I loved being married to you, but after a while I started feeling guilty about tying you down to someone you were only with because you saw a need to rescue her. When Ray came after me I thought he really cared for me and I liked him okay, but I didn't love him like I loved you, but he seemed to love me so I went with him so you could be free of me."
"I don't believe this. Why didn't you tell me this instead of telling me you didn't love me and wanted a divorce?"
"I wanted to do it quick so I could start getting over the hurt."
"Your not talking to me fucked up my life Kathy. I have no fucking idea where you got the idea that I didn't love you. The only part of your story that is true is that Joe and Mary brought you to the bowling alley. Mary never told me about your life at home with your parents. I married you Kathy because I loved you not because I was saving puppies or kittens. You ripped my heart out when you told me that not only didn't you love me, but that you didn't think you ever had. You ripped my heart out and threw it on the ground and then you drove a stake through it when you let me know you were already cheating on me with Ray."
"That wasn't true. I'd not yet done anything with Ray. I only let you think that I did so you wouldn't fight me. Ray was a mistake too. All he wanted to do was screw me. By the time I figured that out and realized how stupid I had been to leave you it was too late for me to try and come back. I've spent five years trying o find what I had with you and have never even come close. I would see you from time to time and I would go to pieces. I even moved away so I wouldn't keep seeing you."
She was silent for a bit and then she said, "I'm begging you to take me back Frank."
"I don't think so Kathy. I loved you and in truth I probably have never really gotten over you, but the woman I loved and have missed is not the woman I saw last night."
"I'm not really the woman you saw last night. That was my first time ever and with the exception of your part in it I didn't care for it all that much. I like sex and I enjoy sex with some one who sees to it that I get something out of it too, but last night I just felt like a piece of meat that a bunch of dogs were working over."
"Then why did you do it?"
"Because I'd never done it and I was curious. I have two girlfriends who had done it and they both told me that it was the best sex ever and that I owed it to myself to try it. Norm also thought I might like it and I let him talk me into it. I told him to go ahead and set it up for my birthday."
"Would it have made a difference if I hadn't been there? Did you seeing me seeing what you were doing change it for you? Would you have liked it more if I hadn't been there?"
"No. I'd already had four guys before you got there, a couple of them twice, and I was already feeling like a piece of meat just being used."
"I got there at twenty after seven and the party only started at seven. How did you do so many so fast?"
"The party started at six when Joe and Ben got there early. Al showed at six forty-five and by seven I'd had them all."
"Why did Norm think that you would like to pull a train?"
"I'd had some three ways with Norm and I'd liked them."
"Three ways?"
"Two guys and a girl once and twice two girls with one guy."
"And you didn't feel like a piece of meat?"
"No, because Norm always saw to it that I got what I needed out of it."
"What have you got going with Norm?"
"Not a lot. We live together and he keeps asking me to marry him, but I don't love him so I always say no. I do like him; I like him a lot, but a marriage without love won't last and I know it. I had what I needed and I threw it away. Now I'm asking if there is anyway I can get it back."
"I don't think so Kathy. Too much water under the bridge."
She drank the last of her wine, stood up and left the table. A minute later, purse in hand, she walked out the front door. It wasn't until five minutes later that I realized she didn't have a car. She had ridden with me from Norm's place. I grabbed my keys and went to give her a ride, but she was nowhere in sight. I drove around looking for her, but she had disappeared.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day as I was doing my dinner dishes the doorbell rang and when I went to the door I found Norm standing there. I showed him in, pointed at the couch and went and got two beers from the fridge. I gave him one and took the chair opposite him and waited. He took a pull on his Bud and then asked:
"You ever been in love?"
"Once."
"What happened?"
"You know the answer to that. You were at her birthday party."
"How long did it take you to get over it?"
"Never have."
"Yet you won't give her a shot."
"Too much behind us now."
"Like what?"
"The way she left. What has gone on since."
"By "gone on since" you talking about her sex life?"
I shrugged.
"You never had another piece of ass after she left?"
I gave him a nasty look, but before I could say anything he said, "So she tried to find some one else, but then so did you. Am I right? Or is it more recent? Like maybe the night before last? Why were you there Frank? It was because you were curious and wanted to see what it was like. Given that how can you hold it against her for doing the same thing? All she was doing was satisfying a curiosity that Bev and Darla gave her. I don't know if you liked it or not, but she didn't. When she came home last night I asked her if she wanted to do it again and she said "Not in this lifetime." But talking about her birthday party is not why I'm here.
"I've asked Kathy five times to marry me and she always says no. She says she can't marry me because she doesn't love me. She says she has loved only one man in her life and she stupidly let him go and he won't take her back. Why the hell not Frank? You still love her. I could see that in the way you looked at her at the party. She has made no secret of the fact that she loves you. I've got to tell you Frank that it is killing me to be here talking to you to try and talk you into giving her a chance. I want her so bad it hurts, but she doesn't want me; she wants you. I care for her Frank. I care enough to want to see her happy. Give her a chance Frank. Here is her cell number. Give her a call. What have you got to lose? Thanks for the beer" and he got up and left.
I stared at the door as I finished my beer. I thought about what he'd said for a bit and then I got up and finished cleaning the kitchen.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next two days I didn't think of much else. I thought of Kathy and what she's said and I thought of what Norm had said. I remembered what Mary had said. I remembered the life I'd had before the day Kathy left and I thought about the life I'd led since. The one thing that kept coming back to me was something that Norm had said.
"Give her a chance Frank. What have you got to lose?"
I took the piece of paper Norm had given me with Kathy's cell number on it and I stared at it for maybe a minute and then I reached for the phone.
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I should have known better. I should have known that it was a stupid thing to do, but I did it anyway and now I get to pay the price.
It all started the day my wife came to me and said, "Honey, I need a favor."
"What do you want?"
"Don't go through the roof on me when I ask, okay?"
"Spill it Francine, what do you want?"
Carl is going to be in town for a week and he needs a place to stay. Can we put him up in the spare bedroom?"
"Are you out of your fucking mind? Why in God's name would I want to let your ex-husband stay under my roof?"
"Why would it bother you? The two of you don't have a history. I didn't meet you until two years after our divorce."
"History, smishtory, do you have any idea how uncomfortable it is going to be for me? And for him too probably."
"It would only be for three or four days. I wouldn't ask except that he doesn't have the money for a motel or hotel."
"Why in the world would you want to do this Francine? For Christ's sake, you divorced him over the way he treated you."
"We did have some issues, but all in all he really wasn't all that bad a guy."
"Damn Francine, I just don't know about this."
"I feel I owe him a little something baby. For nine years he never missed a child support payment and he was always good to the kids when he had visitation."
"I don't like the idea Fran, not even a little bit. No, no I don't think I can do that."
Fran worked on me for three days and finally, against my better judgement, I told her she could do it.
Actually Carl seemed like a nice enough guy. The worst part of it for me was sitting at the dinner table listening to him and Fran go through all that "do you remember" stuff. It was all innocent stuff like, "Remember Marge and Billy Crenshaw and the night that...", but it served to remind me that the man on the other side of the table used to sleep with my wife. Shouldn't be a biggie since I knew she had been married before when I met her. But knowing that I hadn't been there first and that I was sitting across the table from the guy who had been was a little unsettling.
The next morning when we got up Fran said, "Now that wasn't so bad, was it? He'll be done with his business and will be gone in three or four days and you won't even remember that he was here."
And in fact it was like he wasn't even there. For the next two days Carl was up and gone before Fran and I got out of bed and he came home after we had already retired for the night. It looked like Fran had been right -- I worried over nothing.
Thursday night was my bowling night and after dinner I kissed Francine goodbye and headed for the bowling alley. For a guy with a 168 average I had a beautiful night. My first game was a 158, but I got hot in the second game and shot a 226 which was good enough for the second game jackpot. The third game was a 207, not enough to win a jackpot, but enough to help give us the game and total pins. The rule was if you won a jackpot you had to buy a round for the team and it was almost one in the morning when I got finally got home. Sometimes Fran waits up for me so we can knock off a piece, but that night she was in bed asleep.
Friday morning at breakfast Fran seemed to be a little nervous and apprehensive and when I asked her if something was wrong she said no, that she just didn't feel well. She didn't seem much better when I got home from work that afternoon. Friday night is the night that we usually go to the Fraternal Order of Eagles. I am the Sergeant At Arms and Fran belongs to the Ladies Auxiliary and we usually go together and then stay and play cards until around one in the morning. That night Fran decided she didn't feel well enough to go and she told me she was going to stay home.
"You go and have a good time honey. Win a lot of money at cards so you can take me out tomorrow night."
The meeting was over by eight-fifteen and I decided that I wasn't going to stick around and play cards. If Fran wasn't feeling good I figured that I needed to get home and take care of her. The house was dark when I got home and I figured that Francine had gone to bed early to sleep off whatever it was that she had. So as not to wake her I was very quiet when I entered the house through the garage door, but once inside the door I found that I was the only one being quiet.
"God but she is tight" I heard a man's voice say.
Then I heard Carl say, "She was tight when I fucked her last night. Her old man must not be taking very good care of her. I'd ask her, but it isn't polite to talk with your mouth full."
Then I heard both men laugh and then I heard Carl say, That's it sweetie, suck my cock and make me cum just like you did last night. Swallow it all baby, swallow it all."
The other man said, "She sure looks like she loves to do it."
"Oh she does, she does. Her hubby wasn't ten minutes gone last night when she crawled over to me, took my dick out and started sucking it. Got me off with her mouth three times last night she did. Come on baby, god but I have missed your magic mouth."
I almost went charging in to the room, but at the last second I held back. I'd only heard two voices, but that didn't mean that there weren't a couple of more in there. I was mad, but I wasn't stupid. I figured that I'd better find out what I was up against before I went storming in. I left the house as quietly as I had entered it and moved around to the back of the house. The blinds were not completely down and there was enough of a gap on the bottom for me to look into the room and see what was going on.
Carl was sitting on the bed with his back against the headboard and Fran had her face in his lap and her head was bobbing up and down on his cock. Behind her and feeding his cock into her cunt or ass, I couldn't tell which from my angle, was a guy I had never seen before. There were a couple of things that caught my attention right away. One was that Carl was not holding Fran's head down on his cock; she was sucking away at him all on her own. Then I noticed that she was fucking back at the man behind her. But the thing that I noticed that was most telling was that Fran had on nylons, garter belt and high heels -- not the sort of attire that you would expect to find on a woman who had stayed home because she was sick. After seeing that there was no real need for me to charging in to save her from her "assaulters."
While I was standing there the guy fucking her pulled out and I saw him take a rubber off of himself, tie it off and toss it on the bedside table. Then Carl said something and Fran got up and went over to the dresser and got something and headed back to the bed. Carl sat up and Fran went to her knees in front of him and I watched her roll a condom on him. Then Fran got on the bed on her back and spread her legs and waited for Carl to climb between them. While he was climbing on the bed he said something and Fran laughed. Carl took her legs and lifted them up onto his shoulders and then he shoved his cock into her.
The second man picked up a camera and started walking around the bed taking pictures of the action and while he was doing that I saw Fran's hands come up and grab Carl's ass cheeks and grip them tight. The other man put down the camera and walked up to the side of the bed and said something and I saw Fran smile and say something and the guy put one knee up on the bed and dangled his cock over Fran's face. Her head rose up and her mouth captured the head of his cock and that point I had seen enough.
I walked back around the house and let myself back in. I went down into the basement and opened my gun safe, took out the Model 870 and slid three shells into the magazine and headed back upstairs.
I stood in the bedroom doorway for almost a minute and none of the three noticed me until I racked the shotgun to feed a shell into the chamber. There is just something about that CLACK, CLACK that grabs attention. The guy that Fran had been sucking jumped back and threw his hands up in the air, "Don't shoot, for god's sake don't shoot."
Fran screamed and tried to scramble out from under Carl. Carl jerked away and peed himself which blew up his condom like a helium filled balloon and it must have been tight because it didn't just shoot off the end of his cock, but blew up and broke and his piss flooded all over Fran's stomach.
As calmly as I could I said, "You guys have three minutes to get clear of this house. If you are still here in three minutes I won't kill you, but I will blow both your kneecaps away and you will never walk again. And take the whore with you when you go."
Fran said, "Honey, I can explain" and I cut her off with, "Maybe some day, but it sure ain't going to be tonight."
"Honey, please don't do this. They ma..." and I cut her off again.
"Not tonight Fran. Just get your cheating ass out of here. Maybe in a few days when I've had a chance to cool down I'll listen, but not now. If you expect to have a ride you had better hurry because two minutes have gone by and they are almost ready to leave."
"I can't go like this" she said with piss dripping off her, "I need to take a shower."
"No Fran. Grab a housecoat or an overcoat but get you ass gone right now."
Carl grabbed her hand and pulled her along as he headed for the door, "Come on Frannie, this ain't no time to screw around."
She stopped at the hall closet long enough to grab a coat and then the three of them were gone. As soon as they were out the door I pulled the wet sheets off the bed and tossed them into the laundry room and then I went down into the basement and put the 870 away.
It cost me a bundle but I got a twenty-four locksmith to come out and change all the locks on the house. I set the clock for six in the morning so I could be at the bank when the drive-in window opened at seven-thirty. I cleaned out the checking and savings accounts and then I went home and got on the phone and started making calls to cancel all of our credit cards except for the one that was in my name only.
At eleven the phone rang and it was Fran. "Are you over your mad yet? Can I come home and talk to you?"
"You can if you want to, but it will be a complete waste of time."
"Honey, you don't understand, they forced me to do it."
"Give it up Fran. It won't do you any good to lie. I saw and heard too much."
I told her about coming home and hearing them and then going outside and looking in the window. "I heard Carl tell the other guy how tight you were when he fucked you on Thursday. I watched you laughing and joking as you rolled the rubber on Carl's cock and I watched as you smiled and spread for him. Then there is the little matter of why the sick lady had on high heels and hose. Face it Fran, you have been busted."
"Okay, so I fucked up. I didn't realize that I still had some feelings for Carl and I let him get lucky. The other guy was a surprise. I did a few things that I shouldn't have, but we can work through it baby. We have a good marriage. Look at it as an excuse for you to do some playing around on your own. Come on baby, you know that I love you. Don't let one stupid mistake kill it for us."
"No thanks Fran. I'll never believe that you didn't intend to do what you did right from the first day you asked me to let Carl stay with us. Okay, you got him back and he's welcome to you. By the way, thank the other guy for leaving his camera here in his haste to leave. The photos he took will be a big help when I go see the lawyer. Drop me a line to let me know where to send the divorce papers."
"Please baby, we ca..." and I hung up on her.
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Things had not been going well between me and my wife Valerie. It had been a little over a month since we had made love or even snuggled up together in our bed. Our daily interaction toward each other was cool and I didn't see an end to the situation in sight.
The problem was that we were both hard headed and neither of us was going to be the one to give in. I wasn't going to give in because I wasn't in the wrong. What had happened wasn't my fault and Valerie knew it, but she'd had one too many Screwdrivers and it had made her stupid and she had done something stupid. I caught her at it and then she said she was just getting even with me so in effect it was my fault. I wasn't buying it and I called her a fucking slut and now we weren't talking.
++++++++++++
It had been a Saturday and we were at Rosie's Roadhouse. We were sharing a table with a bunch of friends, actually it was three tables pushed together, and we were all having a pretty good time. There were eleven of us at the table and we were all pretty good friends and had been for years. Valerie and I had partied with most of them since high school so it wasn't any big thing when Valerie danced with Joe, or Bill or Donnie or any one of a half dozen others. And it didn't mean beans when I danced with Becky, Tina or any of the other wives or girl friends. But for some reason, which I still don't understand, Valerie got pissed when I danced with Donna Sue.
I have no idea why. I've danced with Donna Sue at least a hundred times since we graduated high school and Valerie has danced with Donna Sue's husband at least that many times, but for some reason my dancing with Donna Sue on that Saturday night pissed off Valerie. I wasn't holding her any closer than I normally did, my hands didn't wander to any place they shouldn't have, but something got to Valerie and it pissed her off, or at least that is the excuse she used.
I had no idea how long she had been gone from the table before I noticed, but a half-hour from the time I noticed she still wasn't back to the table so I got up and went looking for her. I looked all over the place and couldn't find her. I even had someone go into the women's bathroom and see if she was there. I went outside and looked around to see if she was getting some fresh air, but I didn't see anything. I had turned and was headed back inside when I heard a noise from the rear of the parking lot -- the far, dark corner -- and I decided to check it out.
Not knowing what was going on and not wanting to butt in and ruin somebody's fun I circled wide around the parking lot so I could come up behind them. That way I wouldn't be backlit by the lights from Rosie's parking lot and I wouldn't be seen. If what was happening was none of my business I could turn and leave and they would never even know I had been there.
It turns out that it was my business. Valerie was leaning back against a car with her sweater up around her neck, her bra hanging loose and Ronnie Wilkins was sucking on her tits. Ronnie's cock was out of his pants and Valerie had it in her right hand and she was jacking him off. I was half tempted to go back into the bar and get Ronnie's wife Bev and bring her out to see what was going on, but the two of them might be finished before I could get back and so I just stood there and watched. I wanted very much to go charging up to them and pound Ronnie into mush, but the desire for information overcame my anger.
In the ten years that Valerie and I had been married I had never had any reason to suspect her of being anything other than faithful, but hey, what is it they always say, the husband is always the last to know?
Ronnie was chewing away on Valerie's right tit and trying hard to get her pants down and Valerie was using her left hand to push his hands away.
"Come on Val, just give me a taste. I just know you have to have the sweetest pussy in town. Just a taste babe, please?"
"If you don't keep your hands above my waist Ronnie Wilkins I'll have to take my right hand away from what it's doing so I can use both hands to keep your hands away from where I don't want them."
"Come on Val, you let other guys."
"Do you want what you are getting or not?"
"Oh all right, but I really want to fuck you Val."
"Sorry Ronnie, but my husband wouldn't like that."
"What, you think he'd like you jacking me off?"
"He'll never know I jacked you off. I sure won't tell him, will you?"
"No, but I wouldn't tell him I fucked you either."
"You wouldn't have to; he would know as soon as we got home and he slid his cock into sloppy seconds."
"What did he say when he slid into you after Dean, Sam and Donnie?"
"He never did."
"Yeah, but only because he was out of town."
"Do you want me to finish what I'm doing Ronnie?"
"Of course I do."
"Then shut up."
Ronnie went back to working on Val's tits and after another minute or so she said, "Tell me when you're going to shoot Ronnie, I don't want any on my clothes."
Another minute went by and then Ronnie said, "I'm gonna cum Val, I'm gonna cum" and Valerie pointed his cock in my general direction and finished him off. As she and Ronnie got their clothes arranged I hurried back to Rosie's and was sitting at the table when Val came in and sat down. I pretended not to notice she'd been gone and a half-hour later they gave last call and the party started breaking up.
++++++++++++++++++
As I pulled out of Rosie's parking lot I asked, "What am I going to find when we get home?"
"What do you mean by that? What would you expect to find?"
"Did Ronnie leave a love bite on your tits. Anything on your hands or did you wash then after you jacked him off?"
"I don't have a clue what you are talking about."
"No matter. I'll go see Ronnie tomorrow and when I pick him up with both hands around his throat and shake him like a dog shakes off water he'll tell me all I want to know and probably a lot more that I'd just as soon not know."
There was a good five minutes of silence and then Valerie said, "Okay, Ronnie and I fooled around a little in the parking lot. I was mad at you over the way you and that whore Bonnie Sue were acting out there on the dance floor and I felt the need to get even with you."
"Fooled around a little? He had your bra off, was sucking your tits and you were working on his cock with your hand. That's what you call a "little fooling around?" And, near as I remember Bonnie Sue and I had all of our clothes on the whole time we were on the dance floor and she never had her tits in my mouth or my dick in her hand."
"Okay, okay, I had a bit too much to drink and I let things go farther than I should have, but it never would have happened if you and Bonnie Sue had behaved yourselves out there on the dance floor."
"Bullshit Valerie! We didn't dance any different than we have any other time we have been at a party. Besides, I watched what you did and it looked like something that you've done before. You want to tell me about the others Ronnie was talking about? What was it he said, "Come on Val, you let other guys." How about the part where I never got sloppy seconds after Dean, Sam and Donnie because I was out of town?"
"Oh come on Harv, you can't possibly believe that shit."
"Why not? Until tonight I never would have believed that you would do what I saw you doing to Ronnie so believing that you have done a lot more at other times is no great stretch."
"You know those boys Harv and you know that they are loud mouthed braggarts. Every one of them has wanted to fuck me since the eight grade and they keep trying and they probably say that they got me and Ronnie believed them."
"Maybe Valerie, but then again maybe not; all I know is that I saw you be a slut tonight and any trust that I had in you is gone."
The rest of the ride home was silent. When we got home and got in bed Valerie tried to snuggle up next to me and I moved away from her. She reached over to take my cock and I grabbed her wrist and stopped her.
"Come on baby; so I was a little bad tonight, so what? I love you and you know it, so come on, be nice."
"I can't believe that you have the fucking gall to reach for my cock with the same hand you used to jack off Ronnie Wilkins less than an hour ago."
Valerie giggled, "Okay baby, I'll use my left hand."
"You think it's funny you fucking slut? Well I don't! Keep your fucking hands to yourself."
That pretty much set the tone for the next six weeks.
+++++++++++++
I wasn't about to get over what Valerie had done, at least not anytime soon, and maybe not ever. I did have a burning curiosity about the things that I'd heard said, especially the "You let others" and the part about Dean, Sam and Donnie and I set out to find out more.
First stop was Duke's Bar and Grill, which is were you could usually find Ronnie when he got off work. I slid onto the barstool next to him and cut right to the chase.
"I know what you and Valerie did last night at Rosie's and I'm willing to forget about it if A, it never happens again and B, you truthfully answer a few questions. The alternative to not going along with A and B is pain, lots and lots of pain."
Ronnie spilled his guts and it turns out that all he knew was what he had heard from others. What I did get were a few names. Ben had told him that Charlie had overheard Dean telling Harry that Valerie was the hottest piece of ass he'd ever had. He had mentioned hearing that to Sam and Donnie and they both had said, "Yeah, we know." Ronnie took that to mean that they had drilled Valerie also, but he admitted that they could have been saying that yeah, they had heard about what Dean had told Harry."
"Remember A Ronnie" I said when I got up to leave, "And it might be wise if you were to forget that it ever happened. We wouldn't want me to hear it being talked about, would we? I would be pretty sure where it came from and that would be bad, very bad,"
No obvious need to talk to anyone else since all they were were people who had heard things so I went straight to the one that mattered. I couldn't treat Dean the way I'd treated Ronnie. Dean and I had known each other since grade school and we had been friendly and not so friendly rivals for years. We'd fought on numerous occasions and the score card was pretty much evenly split as far as wins and losses was concerned. With Dean the only way to go was straight at him.
Dean owned a one man appliance repair business and I found him in his shop digging through the guts of an old Kenmore washing machine.
"Hey Harv, what can I do for you?"
"You can put my mind to rest Dean. Either that or confirm something for me."
"Like what?"
I gave him the story that I had gotten from Ronnie and he surprised me by giving me a big smile and saying, "Yeah, I remember that."
"So you admit that you are fucking my wife?"
Instantly the smile was gone and he stood up and I could see that he was getting set for me to attack.
"No, that wasn't what I said. What I said is that I remember the conversation with Harry. Yes I did say that Val was the hottest piece of ass I'd ever had, but we were talking about the fun times we'd had in high school and about the girls we had chased back then."
"Nothing since we got married?"
"Sex? No. Have I tried? Yes I have and so have a lot of others, but as far as I know she has never kicked over the traces. Oh she sometimes can get a little wild at a party when you aren't around and do some heavy necking and I've even heard if you catch her at just the right time you might get a hand job out of her, but she keeps her pants on."
"Hand jobs?"
"That's what I hear. What's this all about Harv, you tossing her out? Going to put her back on the market? If you do, call me and let me know first. I'll put a ring on her finger so fast she won't even have time to notice yours is gone."
I braced a few more guys and asked some more questions and every indication was that Valerie was telling the truth when she said the "others" the Ronnie had brought up were just loud mouths trying to make themselves look studly to each other. But I was still left with the disquieting information (and visual proof) that my wife was giving guys sexual gratification with her hands when I wasn't around (or when I was around and she was pissed at me). To some that may not seem like cheating, but to me it did. To me it was only a short step from a hand job to a blow job and only a hop, skip and a jump from there to being on your back with your legs spread.
+++++++++++++
I was not a happy camper when I went home that night and Valerie read my mood and didn't even try to talk to me. My problem was that I couldn't make up my mind what to do. On the one hand I had loved Valerie since the third grade, but on the other I saw her as a cheating slut and I did not believe that I would ever forget the matter of fact way she aimed Ronnie's cock in my general direction and stroked him off until he shot his wad. I know that there are some men who would have been turned on by it and who would even want to see it again, but I wasn't one of them. To have seen it with my own eyes and then to have found out that Ronnie wasn't the first just upset the hell out of me.
Weeks went by with no thaw between Valerie and me. She was not about to apologize or try to explain and I could not bring myself to forgive and forget. I don't know how long things would have gone on that way, but one day Valerie apparently had had enough.
"Harv, I'm young and healthy and I need sex. You need to get your head out of your ass and decide what you are going to do. Either get back to doing your husbandly duties or get out so I can find somebody else. Right now you get to decide, but if you don't make your decision pretty damned quick I'll make it."
"Just what are you saying Valerie?"
"Gee Harvey, I thought I made it pretty damned clear. Either you fuck me or I will find someone else to do it. I am not, repeat NOT, going to go without sex too much longer."
I just sat there and stared at her in total disbelief for almost a minute and then she said, "What, no comment?"
"What are you expecting me to say Valerie?"
"How about, come on Val, lets take this to the bedroom and we can try and fuck each other to death. That would be what I would prefer, but you could also say Valerie, our relationship is over. Let's flip a coin to see who moves out. It is going to have to be one or the other and soon."
"Easy answers for you Val, but how am I supposed to get over seeing you with Ronnie's cock in your had and your tits in his mouth?"
"You deal with it Harv. You deal with it the same way you deal with your disappointment when your beloved Lions lose to Chicago or Green Bay. You deal with it just like you dealt with seeing the promotion you wanted go to Al Meyers. You deal with it and you move on."
"It isn't the same thing Valerie."
"Well here is a news flash that might help you make up your mind Harvey. Ronnie wasn't the first and he probably won't be the last. Do you realize Harv, that of the last fifty-two weekends you have spent thirty-nine of them with your buddies? I like to party and I won't stay at home and stare at the walls when you take off with your buddies. I go out Harv and I go to places where they have music and I can dance. Sometimes I feel like I owe a guy something when he buys me drinks, dances with me and shows me a good time. I don't suck him and I won't fuck him, but I don't mind giving him a helping hand.
"The way you stop me from doing that Harv is reduced the number of hunting trips, fishing trips, NASCAR weekends and the like that you are always taking off on and spent some time at home with me. When you are home with me I don't go out.
"Know this Harvey; I love you and I dig being your wife. I have three holes in my body and there hasn't been a cock except yours in any one of them since the day I said, "I do." And there will never be a cock except yours in any one of them as long as you are willing to use them. But use them is something that you damned well better do Harvey, and soon, because I'm dead serious when I say I am not going to go without too much longer" and then she got up and left the room.
+++++++++++++
Being who I am Valerie's speech just pissed me off even more. All of a sudden I'm the bad guy. She only does it because I go out of town on some weekends so it is my fault. The "Ronnie wasn't the first and probably won't be the last" didn't set well with me either. All her little speech accomplished was to get my back up a little more than it all ready had been.
Another chilly week went by and then it was Memorial Day weekend. For sixteen years I had not missed an Indy 500 and as I was packing my bag to go Valerie said, "I hope you have a marvelous time Harv, because I plan to."
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"It means that I'm going to get myself laid this weekend."
"Well Valerie, I can't say that it isn't what I expect from a slut. For your own safety I'd suggest that you buy a carton of condoms. There is a lot of disease around and I also understand that in the current economy unwed mothers are having a hard time making it."
A horn honked outside and I picked up my bag, "There's my ride" and I walked out the door.
++++++++++++++
I'd been looking out the side window thinking of Valerie and I hadn't heard a word that the other three had said. An hour out of town it hit me.
"Sweet fucking Jesus, what the hell is wrong with me" I said.
Bennie, who was driving said, "What was that?"
"I just woke up Bennie, pull over."
"Damn it Harv, you know you're supposed to use the head before we leave."
"That's not it Bennie, pull over."
I got out of the car and took my ticket out of my wallet and handed it to Ben. "Sell it for my share of the gas or give it to some honey. I got business at home to take care of and I'll see you guys when you get back."
I crossed to the other side of the highway and put out my thumb. I just hoped to God I could get back in time.
+++++++++++++++
The house was dark when I got there and Valerie's car was gone. I got my truck out of the garage and went looking for my wife. Two hours later I had hit every watering hole we had ever been to and I hadn't found her. I turned around and headed back to the house. With any kind of luck at all I could be there when she brought her conquest home. If she brought him home. She could go to his place or a motel. If she brought him home I could stop it and if I could stop it we had a chance, a slim one, but a chance. His place or a motel would mean that our relationship was over. I had convinced myself that I could live with knowing she had given out a hand job or three, but I knew myself well enough to know that I could never live with the idea that she had fucked another man. As I turned onto our block my heart sank. My prayers had been answered -- Valerie had brought him home, but they were already there and I had no idea for how long.
As I walked up the driveway I heard the 'snap, crackle, pop' of the engines of both cars cooling down which was an indication that maybe they hadn't been there that long.
They were in the bedroom. Valerie was naked and sitting on the side of the bed. The man was also naked and standing in front of Valerie with his cock about six inches from her mouth and she had one hand caressing his balls while she slowly stroked him with the other. She was just moving her head forward to take him in her mouth when he saw me.
"What the fuck!" he exclaimed as he stepped back away from Valerie."
Valerie looked up in surprise and then she noticed me. She still had her hand on the man's cock and she didn't let go of it as she said, "Don't sweat it lover. It is only my husband and I doubt that he will bother you. No reason why he should. The only reason that you are here is because he doesn't want me, right Harv? Why are you here Harv, isn't a weekend at the races supposed to be more exciting and more important than me?"



"About an hour out of town I suddenly realized that it wasn't. I had Bennie let me out and I hitch hiked back home to try and stop you from doing what you were going to do. Got here too late it seems. Sorry for the interruption buddy" and I turned and left.
+++++++++++++++
FOR THOSE WHO LIKE HAPPY ENDINGS.
"Harvey? Damn it Harvey, get back here."
Curiosity more than anything else is what turned me around and had me walk back to the bedroom.
"Where are you going?"
"Leaving you two alone. I'll come back tomorrow after your guest is gone and pack."
"Why did you come back Harv, to claim what was yours, or just to keep someone else from getting it? Truth time Harvey, not the time to play word games."
How do you answer a question like that with a naked man standing less than a foot away from your naked wife? Valerie saw my hesitation and read it for what it was.
"I meant what I said Harvey. I'm yours and only yours for as long as you want me, but you have to use me. This is an awkward situation for all three of us, but the fact is he hasn't fucked me yet. What's it to be Harv?"
I cleared my throat and said, "I came home to make love to you."
She gave me a long look and then she looked at her naked guest and then back at me. "Could you leave us alone for a minute Harvey? Why don't you go downstairs and make me a screwdriver and I'll be down in a minute or two."
It was more like ten minutes before the two of them came down, him dressed and her in a robe, and she walked him to the door and let him out. She came over and sat down next to me on the couch, took a sip of her screwdriver and then she snuggled up next to me. Her hand reached for my zipper as she said, "Sorry baby, it took longer than I thought."
"What took longer than you thought?"
"Getting him off."
"What!" I cried as I pulled away from her, "You did what?"
"I gave him a hand job Harv, I owed him at least that."
"You owed him?"
"Yes Harv, I owed him. I picked him up, I led him on and I told him I was going to spend the weekend fucking him into an exhausted ruin. I swapped tongues with him in the bar parking lot while I fondled his cock and he finger fucked me. I was a tenth of a second from swallowing his cock when you showed up. I'm the one who got him all hot and bothered Harvey, and I'm not bitch enough to take a man that far and then send him away with a case of blue balls. I created the problem so I took care of it and I'm not going to apologize. Now are you going to fuck me or not?"
I stared at her for what seemed like a lot of very long moments and then I said, "No Valerie, I'm not going to fuck you."
She pulled away from me and I saw her shoot a glance at the front door and I knew she was wondering if she could catch him before he pulled out of the drive. I grabbed her arm and pulled her back to me.
"No Val, I am not going to fuck you, but I will make love to you."
She looked at me and he face softened and she gave me that bright smile that I had loved since grade school and she said, "Come on lover, let's take it to the bedroom."
+++++++++++++
AND FOR THOSE WHO DON'T.
Why are you here Harv, isn't a weekend at the races supposed to be more exciting and more important than me?"
"About an hour out of town I realized that it wasn't. I got out and hitch hiked back hoping I could get here in time to try and stop you from doing what you were going to do. Got here too late it seems. Sorry for the interruption buddy" and I turned and started back down the hall.
"Harvey? Damn it Harvey, get back here."
I was at the bottom of the stairs when I heard her running down the hall yelling, "Wait Harvey, damn it, don't you go anywhere, wait."
I had my hand on the knob to the front door when she ran up to me and grabbed me, "Where are you going?"
"Stupid question Valerie. Out of here so you and your friend can have at it. Out of your life so you can get on with handing out hand jobs like party favors, although it is obvious that you won't be limiting yourself to hand jobs from now on."
"Harvey, we haven't done anything yet. I meant what I said Harv, I'm yours and only yours for as long as you want me, but you have to use me."
"You might not have done anything yet Valerie, but you were going to and that's all that matters."
"Don't be that way Harv. Come on baby, we can work this out."
"No we can't. We could have if after my catching you and Ronnie you had made an effort. But you couldn't be bothered. I caught you with Ronnie and your attitude was, "So what, live with it Harv." You didn't do anything except stomp around and tell me it was my fault. You ran around issuing ultimatums, "You better do this Harvey, or I'm going to do that. If you don't do that Harvey, I'm going to do this." Not once did you say, "Oops Harv, I think I might have messed up, can we sit down and talk about this?" No Valerie, what you did was act like it was no big thing and that it was my entire fault anyway.
"Well jacking off other men when you feel like it may be no big thing to you, but it was one huge fucking thing to me. I told myself that if you could so casually hand out hand jobs it wouldn't be any problem for you to one day say, "Hell, sucking him will get him off faster" and then once you had done that spreading your legs wouldn't have been any problem for you either. And that ate at me Valerie; the whole time you were running around acting like it was all my fault it ate at me.
"Then you made your little 'deal with it" speech and that made it even worse -- just tightened my jaws a little more -- but I did start thinking that maybe I was going to have to learn to deal with it. I loved you, I couldn't imagine life without you so maybe I was going to have to suck it up and deal with it. And I was all set to do that. I convinced myself that I could put what you had done behind me and that we could go on. I was going to try Valerie; I was going to swallow my manly pride and bury the fact that what you did was so totally wrong and I was going to try and make our marriage work.
"That is why I came back Valerie, to try and save our marriage, but the second I looked in that bedroom door and saw the two of you naked I knew that there wasn't any marriage to save and I realized that there hadn't been since the first time you handed out one of your hand jobs. You don't love me Valerie, I'm just some one you kept around to pay the bills. No, you don't love me or there wouldn't be a naked man in our bedroom. If you had put half the effort it took to hook him tonight into trying to save your marriage we might have had a chance. Now we have none."
I opened the door and walked out.
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It was intense! It was by far the strongest orgasm I'd had in quite a while and I wasn't even on a bed. I was bent over the back of the couch in my living room and the hard cock was driving into me from behind. My feet weren't even touching the floor and I had my wadded up panties in my mouth and I was biting down hard on them to keep from screaming out and waking the baby.
He gave one last push, muttered "Oh fuck!" and I felt the hot wetness of his discharge. He stood behind me not moving as his cock lost its hardness and when he was limp he stepped back and his cock flopped out of me. I scooted back until my feet were touching the floor and then I stood and turned to face him and asked:
"What was your name again?"
To understand why a nameless man was plundering my pussy you need to know only that I'm a girl who was raised by a father whose basic philosophy was:
"Don't get mad, get even and after you are even go a little farther and get ahead."
I heard that all my life and I remembered it on the day I found out what my husband Tony had been up to.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The story starts on the day that Tony said, "I think we are ready for children now; what do you think?"
I stared down at my coffee as I thought about the question. Tony and I had been married just short of five years. We decided even before taking our vows that while we did want children we did not want them until we had done some traveling; done a few things that we wanted to do and were financially stable. Apparently Tony thought we were at that point. I wasn't all that happy with my job as a legal secretary and becoming a stay at home mom had a certain appeal for me and so I said:
"I guess that it is as good a time as any."
I took myself off the pill, put my diaphragm in storage and four months later I was, as my mother so quaintly put it, with child and that is when the problems started. Actually, the problems started when I started showing. At the first sign of my enlarging tummy my sex life started going to hell. Our four and sometimes five times a week fell to three and sometimes four and then to two and on a rare occasion three and that was followed by maybe once a week.
My hormones were raging and I wanted to make love two and three times a day and I wasn't getting it. Finally Tony stopped making love to me altogether. He told me that he was afraid that making love would hurt the baby. I pointed out that the doctor said we could keep going until the eighth month or until it got uncomfortable for me, but Tony said that doctors have been known to be wrong and he wasn't going to take any chances.
And then, as if the lack of sex wasn't bad enough, Tony came home and told me he was in line for a promotion at work and he was going to have to start putting in longer hours. Just when I was feeling my worst I was being left home alone almost every night of the week. I had my job to keep me occupied during the day, but sitting home alone watching the pap that had on TV just wasn't getting it. I put up with it for about a month and then I started looking for something to do that would get me out of the house in the evenings.
I was at the public library one Monday checking out some books on child rearing when I saw a notice on the bulletin board about a Tuesday night book discussion group. Tuesday night I showed up, had an interesting time, met some nice people and decided to continue attending. The next Tuesday I ended up sitting next to a woman about my age and in talking I found that we had a lot in common. After the meeting the two of us went to the Waffle House for coffee and to get to know each other better. I found out that Julie's reason for starting to attend the discussion group was the same as mine. She started attending because she also was tired of being home alone while her husband worked late hours.
"Of course it didn't take me long to figure out that what Frank was really doing was boffing his secretary."
"Oh my God! What did you do, leave him?"
"Hell no. I decided that what was good for the gander was good for the goose so I took a lover."
"Did your husband find out?"
"He hasn't yet."
"I don't know how you can do it. If I caught my husband cheating I'd be gone so fast that it would take my shadow a week to catch up to me."
"It is easy to say that and it was what I almost did, but I thought about what it would be like living as a single mom and I decided "no way." Why should I give up my comfortable life just because the dipshit was banging the blond bitch that worked for him? Better that I let him support me while I go out and do what he was doing."
"I suppose that is a reasonable way to look at it. I don't know that I could do that though."
"Sure you could honey. You are a sexy looking lady and the guys would flock to you."
"That's sweet of you to say, but I am starting to look like a cow."
"Doesn't matter girl. There are a lot of guys who think that pregnant women are the sexiest thing going. Oh damn; look at the time. I have to meet my boyfriend over at the saddleback. See you next week?"
"Yes, I'll be there."
Driving home I thought about Julie and her situation. No way could I stay with a man who cheated on me. I wondered how she could do it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next Tuesday I was running late, but when I got to the library I found that Julie had saved me the seat next to her. After the meeting we again hit the Waffle House for coffee and conversation.
"I won't have to rush off tonight" Julie said as we sat down in a booth. "My current boyfriend is out of town for two days. Although this would probably be a good time to start looking for his replacement."
"His replacement?"
"It doesn't pay to keep one for too long a time. They start to get possessive and the last thing I want or need are emotional entanglements. I usually keep one for about six weeks and then I find me another one."
"You just pick one, use him and then dump him? Don't they get mad or upset?"
"Nah! Most of them don't want long term relationships any more than I do."
"Sometimes I think that I should find a lover."
"Hubby been bad?"
"In a way I guess you could say that."
"In what way?"
"He hasn't made love to me since I started showing. I'm climbing walls, but he says he's afraid that he'll hurt the baby."
"Oh you poor kid. I know just how you feel. My hormones kicked in and turned me into a nymphomaniac when I was pregnant with Kevin. Fortunately for me asshole wasn't doing his blond, big titted bimbo at the time and he was able to keep me from going too crazy. Have you tried a vibrator?"
"I don't have one."
"There is an adult book store just up the street. Stop and get one on your way home."
"I'd be too embarrassed to go into a place like that."
"Balderdash and poppy-cock! It would do you a world of good to go in there. It would be great for your ego."
"How would be going into an adult book store be great for my ego?"
"There will probably be half a dozen guys in there and every one of them will want to take you into the back where the booths are. One or two may even straight out ask."
"Oh God; now I know I can't go in there."
"I'll go with you."
"Why would you do that?"
"To protect you and keep you from doing something foolish."
"What do you mean by doing something foolish?"
"If you are as horny as I think you are you just might get weak minded and let yourself be led into the back."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
"The key" Julie said as we stood in front of the display of vibrators, dildos and strap-ons, "Is to get something as close in size to hubby's as you can. Get one bigger and you will end up constantly comparing him to the toy and wishing he was larger. Believe me when I say you don't want to go there."
I was looking nervously around the store as Julie was talking. There were seven guys in the store, not counting the guy behind the counter, and they were all looking at Julie and me the way I imagined hungry wolves would look at a baby lamb. A couple of them were fairly hunky looking and I actually did wonder what it would be like to let them take me back to the arcade area. Suddenly:
"Earth to Rachel, come in please" brought me back to the task at hand.
Julie was smiling at me and she said, "Yep! Damned good thing I came along with you."
I'm sure that I must have blushed because she laughed and then said, "Go ahead and pick one." I looked back over to the hunky looking guys and she laughed again. "Vibrators silly; pick a vibrator."
I settled on a pink one close to Tony's size and went up to the counter and paid for it and the man behind the counter took my money, smiled at me and nodded his head slightly toward the entrance of the arcade. I knew what he was asking and I blushed again and hurried away from the counter.
In the parking lot Julie asked me if I was able to get away at any time during the day and I told her that the only time would be my lunch hour from work and then she asked me if I had to rush home from work and I told her that I didn't have to on Monday, Tony's bowling night, or Wednesday which was the night Tony went to his Fraternal Order of Eagles meetings. We made a date for lunch on Thursday and then I headed home. I stopped at a 7-11 and bought batteries for my new pink toy and was looking forward to using it as soon as I reached the house. I thought maybe Tony seeing me use it might make him want some, but I was disappointed in that. When I got home he asked me what I had in the bag and I showed him. He said:
"Good. Now I don't have to feel so guilty."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
My lunch date with Julie turned into a weekly thing with us getting together once or twice a week. Julie had a warm and bubbly personality and she had a way of making me laugh even when I was down in the dumps. I started meeting her after work for coffee and occasionally we would stop at a bar or lounge for drinks. Because of my pregnancy I stuck to ginger ale while Julie drank margaritas. If the place had some music - live band or juke box - and a dance floor it was inevitable that the two of us were asked to dance. At first I was hesitant, but Julie said:
"You need this honey. Because of your idiot husband you are feeling unwanted and unloved. Most of the guys asking you to dance are doing it because to them you look sexy as all get out."
"No I don't; I'm getting fat."
"I told you once before that there are plenty of men who think that pregnant women are the sexiest thing going. I guarantee that you could get laid in the next ten minutes if you wanted to."
That was the problem - I did want to. The pink toy had helped a little, but it still left me almost as horny as I was before I used it. It didn't help any that Julie kept up a running commentary on the guys who were there. "Oh look" she said as she pointed out a guy, "Doesn't he have a nice tight looking ass?" She pointed at one guy and said, "Damn, he sure is ugly, but he has big feet and big hands and they do say that big hands and big feet are a sign that he has a big cock. Wouldn't you like a big cock right about now?" And "Don't look now, but that blond over at the juke box is eyeing you and if that bulge in his jeans is any indication he likes what he sees."
I did break out of my shell a little and I did dance with some of the guys who asked me, but it was a mixed blessing. It was very nice to be held - to have a man's hands touching me - but the stiff cocks being poked into my leg only made me hornier than I already was. I received several invitations to go out to the parking lot and play; to go to a motel and play or to go to his apartment and play, but even as I wished like hell that I could I always remembered my vows to be only Tony's for better or worse. Damn him anyway! The doctor said there would be no problem, but Tony still had the irrational fear that making love to me would somehow hurt the baby.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Tuesday evening and as the discussion group was breaking up Julie asked me if I would go to the Saddleback lounge with her and keep her company until her current boyfriend met her there. Tony was working late again and we usually stopped for pie and coffee at the Waffle House anyway so I said yes.
I was nursing my ginger ale and Julie was on her second margarita and commenting on the men in the place when I heard her say:
"Oh shit!"
"Oh shit what?"
"One of my ex-boyfriends just came in."
"So why the "Oh shit." I thought all of your affairs were short term and you parted friends?"
"Almost all of them were, but he is one of the rare ones I dropped because he made me nervous."
"Nervous how?"
"I don't know. Something about him just didn't seem right. He was lying to me about something - I don't know what - but I sensed it and I don't like being lied to. I'm up front with the guys I play with. They know I'm married and they know why I play. I expect the same honesty from them. He was good in the sack, but he just made me nervous."
"That doesn't answer the question; why the "Oh shit?" If he's gone, he's gone."
"When I broke up with him he didn't take it well. He called me a whore, a slut and some other names. I just hope he doesn't see me and come over and make a scene."
I looked over my shoulder and asked, "Which one is he?"
"Over by the door to the kitchen. The guy sitting with the redhead."
I took a look at her ex and said, "He won't come over and make a scene as least not if he plans on hooking up with the redhead."
"They are probably already hooked up. They came in together."
"How long was he your lover?"
"Just short of a month."
"Recently?"
"He was the one just before the one I'm seeing now."
"So you broke up with him within the last couple of weeks?"
"Three weeks ago."
"Let me make a wild guess here. You saw him mostly on Mondays and Wednesdays."
"How did you know that?"
"Monday is supposed to be his bowling night and Wednesdays is the night he supposedly attends the meetings of the Fraternal Order of Eagles."
Julie's face went pale as what I had just said registered on her. "Oh my God; you don't mean..."
"Fraid I do. That asshole sitting with the redhead is my loving husband. Funny; she doesn't look like work to me."
Julie gave me a confused look and I said, "He is supposed to be working late tonight."
Julie started to say something, but just then a guy walked up to the booth and said, "Sorry I'm late sweetie. I had a flat tire."
Julie introduced me to Chuck and after he sat down I said, "I need to leave you two love birds alone, but how do I get out of here without asshole seeing me?"
"You aren't going to go over there and confront him?"
"Oh no. I'm not sure yet what I'm going to do, but confronting him isn't on the list. At least not right now."
"There is an exit at the end of the hall that leads to the bathrooms" Chuck said, "If you get up and keep your back to him and walk toward the restrooms you should be okay."
I stood up, looked at Julie and asked, "We still on for lunch tomorrow?"
"Are you sure?"
"You didn't know so no harm, no foul. See you tomorrow."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home the anger I was feeling was causing me to grip the steering wheel so hard my hands hurt. I thought about what I had just discovered about my loving husband and I wondered just how long it had been going on. Was it before I got pregnant or did it start when he couldn't do me because of the baby? Or was the baby the excuse he used because he just didn't want me? But most of all I thought about how I had been home climbing walls because of a lack of sex while that miserable bastard was out fucking whatever he could get his hands on.
The big question was "What was I going to do?" Ideas from murder to just plain castration flowed through me head. In my mind I had a vision of Tony waking up in the morning tied to the bed and seeing me standing there with the knife I used for boning chicken while I reached for his dick, but by the time I pulled into the driveway at the house I knew a couple of things. I knew that Julie was right in that life as a single mom would suck and that giving up a comfortable life would be senseless. I didn't know if I could take on lovers like Julie, but even if I did what could Tony say about it if he found out?
By the time I set my purse down on the table I had decided that I was going to do nothing for the time being. I would behave as if I had no clue as to what Tony was doing. It wouldn't be all that difficult. I wouldn't flinch when he touched me in bed since he hadn't done that in weeks and if he noticed any change in me when I was around him I would blame it on hormonal changes brought on by the pregnancy. I made sure that I was in bed pretending to be asleep when the asshole got home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Julie was already sitting at a table when I entered Spiro's and I could see a touch of concern on her face. I sat down across from her and asked:
"You finding this difficult?"
"I don't know how to behave. I've never had lunch with the wife of one of lovers at least not knowingly."
"Like I told you last night, you didn't know so I'm not holding it against you, but even so it is what I want to talk about today. I want to know everything. What, when, where and how. Not the details of what you did in the sack obviously, but where you met him and things like that."
"Why would you want to know all that?"
"Because one of these days we will have it out and I'm going to want all the ammunition I can get."
"Well, let's see. It was about five weeks ago and I had just dumped Ivan. It was a Wednesday night and I was having a drink after work at The Front Page with some of the girls I work with. There was a live band and men were coming over to our table and asking us to dance. Tony asked me to dance several times and I knew what he was looking for and by the fourth or fifth dance I decided to take a chance on him. We used the Quality Inn on Westin and 43rd. He knew my story and why I was playing around. It was on our third or fourth date when he started in with a bunch of macho bullshit about making Frank cuckold, about being more of a man than Frank was that I started feeling uneasy with him. That and I sensed that he was lying when he talked about his own marriage."
"Why? Just what did he say?"
Julie looked away and I said, "Come on, give. You won't upset me. You have already admitted that you believed he was lying to you."
"He said you were a cold fish in bed. He said you always wore a flannel night gown and would only pull it up to your waist when you had sex. There was no foreplay because you thought sex for fun was dirty and the only reason for having sex was to produce children. He said you would only have sex with him when you were in your fertile period and that as soon as you got pregnant you cut him off. He said you put him in a position where in order to have any sex life at all he had to cheat on you."
"Did he tell you why he would marry someone like that?"
"He said he didn't know how you were until after the wedding. He told me you were a virgin who wouldn't give it up until you were married. He expected you to be a firecracker in the sack based on the hot make out sessions you had while you were dating. He said he felt you deliberately led him on to get him to marry you."
"Then why on Earth would he stay in a marriage like that if he felt that way?"
"According to him he was already planning on a divorce, but then you got pregnant and he felt that he had to stay with you and be a father to the child."
"That certainly is mighty big of him."
"Hey! He's an asshole and we both know it. Know what you are going to do yet?"
"No. I'm like you in that life as a single mother living in an apartment somewhere doesn't appeal to me, but it chaps my ass that he is getting laid and I'm climbing walls because I'm not."



"You can always do what I'm doing to get back at Frank."
"That's the problem Julie; I don't think I can do something like that."
"Bullshit honey. If I had not been with you the night you bought that vibrator you would have been in the back of that arcade doing all the guys who were in the store that night. I saw the way you looked at them."
I thought back to that night and I think that I might have blushed because Julie giggled.
"I wasn't looking at all of them; just one of the hunkier ones."
"Rachel honey, I don't know if you have ever pulled a train before, but believe me when I tell you that if the hunky one would have gotten you in the back you would have pulled one that night."
"Doesn't matter anyway. I'm starting to look like a beached whale and I couldn't attract a lover."
"Bet me! I can see two guys in here right now who haven't taken their eyes off of you since you walked in. I keep telling you that there are tons of guys who think pregnant women are sexy. I'll bet you anything you would care to bet that if you meet me when you get off work tonight I can have you laid by eight o'clock."
"You really think so?"
"Honey, I don't just think - I know! Come on and give it a shot. You don't need to hurry home. Tonight is his lodge meeting night, right?"
"Yeah, but he normally comes home for dinner before he goes out."
"So for one night he can do leftovers while you pull on him what he pulls on you. You call him and tell him that you are working late tonight."
I thought about it. I didn't really think I could attract anyone being in the condition I was in, but right then I really wasn't in the mood to go home and have to look at the cheating bastard I had married. I was about to say, "Okay, lets do it" when I had a thought.
"How do we know we won't run into Rob? Tonight is one of his cheating nights and he will be out on the prowl. How do we know we won't both end up at the same place?"
"Do you care? Do you really care? He is supposed to be at a meeting exchanging secret passwords and secret handshakes and whatever other nonsense they do. If you run into him you get your confrontation sooner rather than later. But you do stop with your co-workers after work for a drink every now and then and he knows the places you stop, right? I'm betting that he never goes to any of those places because he is afraid he will run into you or someone who knows him and who might tell you. What do you say? We going to do it?"
"I'm not sure Julie. I don't know if I can do it."
"Okay, so you don't do it, but you still need to stop with me so the guys have a chance to take a shot at you and show you that you are a sexy and desirable woman. Come on Rachel, if for no other reason than your ego needs a boost."
I thought Julie was just being nice to me, but I really didn't want to go straight home after work and face my cheating asshole of a husband so I told Julie I would stop with her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a mouthful of pillow and was biting down hard to keep from screaming as the hard cock pushed deep into me from behind. I had already cum twice and a third time was fast approaching. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Julie on the other bed sucking Chuck's cock trying to get him up again and I wondered if I had enough time to do the same thing to my guy. After such a long dry spell I certainly wanted to keep going, but I did need to beat Tony home. If I was going to do more of what I was doing I needed to keep Tony from even remotely considering that I might be getting what he wouldn't give me someplace else. That meant that I was going to have to maintain the appearance of a happy housewife which in turn meant that Tony had to believe that I was sitting home fat, dumb and happy while he was out catting around.
And I was going to do more of what I was doing. A lot more!
"Ready baby?" my lover asked. "Want me to pull out?"
"Don't you dare" I moaned as he gripped my hips, drove hard and fast into me and I felt the hot liquid heat of his discharge. He pushed into me until he started to soften and then he pulled out. I rolled over onto my back and looked up at him looking down at me.
"You are one hell of a hot lady" he said and I grinned at him and said, "You aren't too bad yourself."
I glanced at my watch and then said, "I've got time for one more if you have a fast recovery time."
"With a little help I don't think it would take too long."
"An invitation if I ever heard one. Bring it to me."
He moved so that his cock was next to my mouth and I started giving him head. As my mouth worked on his dick I thought back to earlier in the evening. Julie and I had no sooner sat down and placed our drink order than two guys moved in on us and asked us to dance. I was not ready for how fast the guy I was dancing with made his move. He said that he had noticed my rings and the quick way I had said yes to his asking me to dance made him think that I might just be on the prowl and then he flat out asked me if I would like to go to a motel with him. I was caught a little flat footed and said:
"It is a little early in the evening for me to be making major decisions. Why don't we wait and see."
"Okay then, may I join you at your table? If I don't stake my claim early I'm going to be just one in a long line of guys trying to get you."
"That was a sweet think to say to an old, fat married lady."
"A very sexy married lady."
His name was Curt and I did let him join me at the table. By then Julie had already informed Curt's buddy that she didn't mind dancing with him or letting him buy her drinks, but she had a boyfriend who would be coming along latter on. The guy said no problem and he would keep her company until her boyfriend arrived.
By the time Chuck arrived dancing with Curt had me horny as a goat. It was obvious that he wanted me and that was all it really took although the hard cock that kept poking me did help some. As soon as Chuck had downed one drink and had danced once with Julie she announced to the table that the dancing and drinking were over.
"It is time to get my girlfriend laid."
Ten minutes later we were in room 213 of the Quality Inn on Westin and 43rd and I thought it only fitting that I was about to have my first extramarital affair at the same motel where Tony had his first time with Julie.
I got Curt hard and he fucked me one more time. When it was over and I was dressing he asked if he could see me again.
"You really want to?"
"Oh yeah!"
"I can only do it on Mondays, Wednesdays and on nights my husband works late."
"That will work for me. I'll give you my cell number so you can call me when he works late."
"Why? Why is a good looking guy like you wanting to waste his time on a fat married woman?"
"Honestly?"
"Of course."
"It is the fact that you are married and pregnant that is the major turn on. I think pregnant women are sexy and there is something just so cool about making it with another man's woman."
"Well that certainly is romantic."
"You wanted honesty; I gave you honesty. My reading of you is that you aren't looking for romance. You are getting even with hubby for something and I was in the right place at the right time. I think you are one hell of a hot lady and I'll take what I can get for as long as I can get it, but I don't see you in this for the long haul. Am I wrong?"
I smiled at him and shook my head no and then said, "You pretty much summed it up." I exchanged a pretty passionate kiss with him and told him I would see him on Monday. He got in his pick up truck and drove off and as I watched his tail lights disappear I was thinking:
"Okay girl; you are now officially an adulteress which is something that you never ever expected to be."
I had been a bit of a 'wild child' before I met Tony. I'd done a threesome or two and once I even pulled a four man train when I'd gotten high at a party at a frat house, but I thought that when I said "I do" those days were history. I smiled a little as I thought about the four man 'train' and wondered how Tony would take it if his pregnant wife were to pull a train and he were to find out about it.
"Is that the smile of a sexually satisfied woman or are you smiling for some other reason?"
"Both" I said, and then I told Julie what I had just been thinking.
"Oh my. I never would have thought that sweet, young and innocent looking you could have done such things. Maybe I should have you go in the back of the arcade that night."
"I wonder if they are still there."
"Maybe not the same ones, but I'll bet there are some others there. Why? Are you thinking of going back and playing."
"It is a thought. Tonight was as much about sticking it to Tony as it was about getting me laid. I can just imagine his face if I were to smile and tell him "You wouldn't make love to me because you were afraid to hurt the baby, but nothing happened to the baby when I was gangbanged by ten guys." He would just shit!"
"You would do ten?"
"Probably not that many."
"But you would do a gangbang?"
"Yeah, I probably would just so I could throw it in Tony's face."
"I've never even done two guys at once, let alone a gangbang. If I set one up for you could I watch?"
"You've never done one, but you know how to set one up?"
"Don't forget I've been hanging horns on Frank for over two years now. I've stayed on good terms with a lot of my ex-lovers and I'm sure I could get some of them to do it."
"I'll keep it in mind, but I don't think I'm quite ready for something like that just yet.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Curt after work on Monday and we spent three hours in his apartment. That was the start of my three week affair with him. It ended on a good note. He met a girl he was interested in and we parted friends. He was followed by Tom who was followed by Jack who was replaced by Travis.
I was just starting my eighth month when Julie asked, "Are you still interested in a gangbang?"
"I haven't thought much about it. Why?"
"I just thought that if you were going to do it while you are pregnant you are almost out of time."
She kept glancing away and suddenly it clicked. "Bullshit! This isn't about me at all. It is about you. You want to see a gangbang and you see me as your best chance."
She shrugged her shoulders and I said, "But you are right about my doing it while I am pregnant. I will want to be able to rub Tony's nose in it when we finally have it out. You said you could set one up. Make it for next Monday."
"How many?"
"Six to eight, but no more than eight."
"Why that number?"
"You'll see. And make sure that the ones you get won't mind being video taped or having their pictures taken."
"Why?"
"Because I want a visual record of the event for down the road."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I was a little nervous as I looked around the room and at the seven men who stood there watching me. I wanted to do it and didn't want to do it at the same time. I didn't want to do it because I was married and in my mind this was something that a married woman shouldn't be doing. On the other hand I wanted to do it, tape it and show the tape to Tony and say:
"Here; watch this you cheating bastard!"
I took a deep breath and then said, "There are some rules that need to be followed guys. No rough stuff, no marks on me and no double penetrations except for vaginal and oral."
"How about your ass if it isn't part of a double?" asked a hunky looking redhead.
I didn't like anal sex and I never let Tony have any even though he was always asking for it. But then I had the thought that what this was all about was sticking it to Tony, wasn't it? And I was going to get it on film to show him some day so why not suck it up and let it happen?
"I don't usually do anal, but this is a special occasion. If you use plenty of lube and go real slow and easy I'll allow it."
"What's your preference, Astroglide or KY" the redhead asked.
"Doesn't matter as long as you use plenty."
"Be right back" he said as he headed for the door.
While he was gone the guys cut cards to set up the rotation. Julie cut for the redhead and then we laid out the sequence. Number one would be first in my pussy while I sucked on number two. When one came two would take his place in my pussy and number three would move to my mouth and so on until everyone had gone one time and then the redhead (whose name was Asa) would do my ass and then after that we would see.
Julie moved to where she had a good angle and she started videotaping as the action started. While I sucked on Steve (#2) John (#1) slid his cock into me and fucked me to two good orgasms before he came. He moved away and Steve took his place in my pussy while Mark (#3) moved to where I could get my mouth around his cock. After that I didn't bother to keep track as the men moved in to use me.
I was not surprised when I saw Steve with the video camera in his hands and taping the action. I had known all along that Julie would not be able to just watch. Over on the left I saw her on her hands and knees as John took her from behind while sucked Mark's cock.
I was surprised that I didn't have more orgasms than I had. I guess that it was because I really wasn't into doing the gangbang. I was only doing it to spite Tony and so that I could shove the tape of the affair up his nose and not because I had any huge sexual hunger that I needed to have satisfied. Don't get me wrong - I enjoyed it - but it just wasn't a hot sexual turn on.
When Jim (#7) was done Asa (who had been #5) was hard again and ready to try my ass. I concentrated on sucking Jerry's (#4) cock while Asa worked on my butt hole with the KY jelly. He started with one finger and then two and finally three. When he touched the head of his cock to my butt hole I took my mouth off of Jerry because I knew it was going to hurt and I didn't want to bite Jerry's cock off when the pain hit and I clenched my teeth.
I told Mark who had the camera at the time to stop filming until I got the pain part out of the way. Asa went slow and easy as he worked his cock into me. I kept from screaming and hollering by biting down on the pillow that I had in my mouth. After several minutes the pain faded to discomfort and I told Mark to start filming again and I made sure that the camera caught me looking as if I loved being butt fucked even though I didn't. By the time Asa was ready to shoot his load in my ass the discomfort had given way to a pleasurable sensation. However, the pleasure I experienced was not worth the pain it took me to get to that point, but having reached that point it made it easier to take on the next three who wanted to try my ass.
Then I set up the final shot on the tape. The camera caught the cum dripping from my mouth as Hank (#6) pulled his cock out of it and then the camera panned to show the cum dripping from my ass as John pulled out. After that the camera was set aside and for the next two hours the seven took turns fucking Julie and me. The high point for me was watching Asa, Hank and Jerry making Julie "air tight."
As we showered I said, "Now you know why I wanted so many."
"You knew I'd get pulled into it?"
"I would have bet money on it."
"It was wild. I think I'd like to do it again."
"Well honey, you already have the list of guys willing to do it."
"When do you want to do it again?"
"I don't. This was a one time thing for me so I can rub Tony's nose in it when the time comes. I'll be there for moral support if you want me there, but I'm not interested in doing it again. Besides, in three weeks I'm going to have the baby and then I'll be out of commission for at least six weeks."
"What happens then? Will you still be with the asshole?"
"I don't know. But I do know one thing. If we are still together on the day the doctor clears me to have sex again the first person to do me will not be Tony. He may not even get to be second or third."
"I don't know girl, but to me that sounds like gangbang."
"Maybe a mini one. We will just have to wait and see."
++++++++++++++++++++++
I was on my knees in front of Travis licking his cock when my water broke. Travis rushed me to the hospital and when I got there I called Tony on his cell. He wanted to know how I got to the hospital and I told him I took a cab. Before Travis left I apologized for not finishing him and promised him he would be my first when I was cleared to have sex again. The last thing I did before things got really busy for me was call Julie and let her know where I was. She couldn't visit because I never wanted Tony to see the two of us together, but at least she would know why she couldn't get in touch.
During the pregnancy we had all the tests and checks done, but we told everyone that we didn't want to know the sex of the child - we wanted it to be a surprise. Tony kept betting me that it was a boy because of how big I got and I kept letting him believe that. Lisa Anne came into the world at eight pounds even and I felt that the Gods were smiling on me because Tony had his heart set on a son. But even so he couldn't wait to start handing out cigars. He kept telling me that we built beautiful babies and that the next time we would have a boy.
I was home after a two day stay at the hospital and since Tony was at work Julie was able to stop by the house for coffee on her way to work or on her way home. We talked about everything under the sun, but the one thing that Julie kept coming back to was the gang bang. I told her to go ahead and set it up and I'd be there to offer moral support and that is why I found myself in a hotel room with her three weeks after Lisa was born.
She had five guys there and things were moving along nicely as Julie was being triple penetrated while the other two stroked their cocks and waited their turn. I was sitting in the easy chair holding Lisa Anne when she started to fuss and fret. I didn't even think about it as I opened up my clothing and offered her a fat, milk filled breast to suck on. She latched onto the nipple and went to work and I stopped paying attention to what Julie and her playmates were doing. That is I stopped paying attention until I felt hot breath on my neck and opened my eyes to see that one of the two waiting guys with his face almost down to where Lisa's was. His name was Hank and I knew him vaguely since he had been at my gang bang and I was surprised when he asked:
"Could I have a taste?"
"I don't think Lisa would like it if I pulled her loose right now."
"There's the other one. I'd just like a taste."
He was serious and the more I thought about it the more I thought, why not? One more thing I could tell Tony about when the time came. I popped the other breast out and Hank went to work on it. With two mouths on me it was inevitable that I was going to get horny and I did. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the chair and thought of fucking Travis in another couple of weeks. I was moaning and I felt something touch my lips and I opened my eyes and saw the other waiting guy, Tom something, with his cock against my lips. I moaned and his cock slid into my mouth.
What a sight it must have been. One man sucking on my right tit, my baby nursing on the left and a cock sawing in and out of my mouth. Tom came and I swallowed what he pushed out and after him it was Hank and then a couple of the other guys. I sucked six cocks while I sat there and held Lisa and swallowed what they produced as the guys used me as a "fluffer" to get them back up so they could get back to Julie. It made me feel guilty because I had promised Travis he could be first when I got back to doing it. Julie said she was stunned when she looked over and saw what I was doing.
"You can't kid me Rachel. You might have said no more gangbangs but if the doctor had cleared you for sex before you got here today you would have put Lisa in her tote, stuck a bottle in her mouth and you would have been right in there with me."



At that exact instant I couldn't have denied it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
From the day of Lisa's arrival Tony was a changed man. He hovered over Lisa and me and spoiled us rotten. It was "what can I get you baby" and "what do you need honey" and "what can I do to make things easier." Monday night arrived and he didn't leave for bowling and when I asked him what was going on he said he had arranged for a substitute to fill in for him so he could be around until I got back on my feet. The same thing happened on Wednesday.
"I'm not one of the officers so I can miss a few meetings and it won't hurt."
The fifth week he went back to bowling and his meeting. Of course he didn't have a clue that I knew bowling and the Eagles were bogus. Well, the Eagles weren't totally bogus. He was a member and we had attended several of their Saturday night dances, but he never went to meetings.
My six week check up was coming up and Tony was getting antsy. I finally had to tell him that it wasn't automatic that I would be given the go ahead at the check up.
"Some women have had to wait as long as three months before the doctor let them go back to playing."
I was fairly certain that I would be given the green light so I called Travis and told him to keep Wednesday afternoon clear. Wednesday came and Dr. Wilkins told me I was good to go so when I left his office I went straight to see Travis. On the way I called Tony on his cell.
"Didn't want you to get your hopes up before you came home. I'm sorry baby, but the doctor says it will be at least one more week. I'll tell you about it when you get home."
I put Lisa in her tote and gave her a bottle and then I stripped.
"You have to go slow and easy with me lover" I told Travis, "I need to get used to it again."
Travis did me twice and I finished the blow job I owed him and then I gathered up Lisa and headed for home. On the way I called Julie and gave her the good news.
"I've decided to do a mini gangbang. Can you get me three guys for Monday?"
"Any particular ones?"
"No, just any three of the guys we used before, but if one of them is Asa make sure that you tell him that my butt is off limits."
"Will do."
"Coffee tomorrow?"
"Denny's at ten?"
"That will work."
I was fixing dinner when Tony got home and the disappointment on his face would have made me smile if I wasn't trying so hard to pretend to be just as disappointed as he was. Knowing that all most men knew about a vagina is that it was where you inserted a dick and that some women got happy if you licked it I spun Tony a tale about distended vaginal walls and swollen membranes and that the doctor thought it would be another week before he would okay intercourse.
"Don't forget baby, I'm only five one and that was an eight pound bundle that came out of that little hole down there. I'm just as disappointed as you are sweetie; it has been a long time for me and mentally I am more than ready."
Then all of a sudden it was get me off my feet and make sure I got plenty of rest. He did the dishes and cleaned the kitchen. He did a load of laundry and gave Lisa her bath and changed her. When he left for work the next morning he told me not to do anything except care for Lisa and leave everything else for him. I was shaking my head in disbelief when he left the house. It was just so unreal!
I decided to do just what he said and leave everything for him which gave me enough free time to go over to Travis's apartment for three hours in the middle of the afternoon. It was sure nice having a boyfriend who worked out of his house. It made things so much easier. I wasn't surprised when Tony called me and said he would be working late. He did tell me again not to do anything except take care of Lisa and make a list for him if I had things that needed to be done.
I spent Saturday and Sunday being pampered by Tony and at eleven on Monday morning I entered the motel room that Julie had gotten and found seven guys there. I looked at Julie and she giggled and said:
"The others are mine."
I looked at the seven and tried to decide which three to choose then decided to hell with it. I ended up doing all of them once and Steve and Mark twice. The most surprising thing about it was that Lisa, who almost never went more than a hour without fussing, was quiet the entire time I was in that motel room.
Tony skipped bowling and stayed home with me that night and again he did everything while I rested on the couch. Tuesday I went over to visit Travis for two hours and Tuesday evening I left Lisa with Tony and I went to the book discussion group. Over coffee at the Waffle House I asked Julie if she could get me three guys for eleven o'clock the next morning and she said she could handle it.
"Just three kiddo! None of that 'extra for you' stuff. I have something special in mind and three guys twice each is all I want."
"I can watch, can't I?"
"You will be watching through the viewfinder sweetie."
I arrived at room 222 and found that Julie had lined me up with Mark, Jeff and Mike. After setting Lisa up with a bottle I had Jeff, who had the skinniest cock, work on my asshole with a lot of KY and then I let him fuck me there to open me up while I sucked off Mike. Once Jeff had cum in my ass I had all three of the guys move off to the side so the camera wouldn't pick them up and I arranged my naked self on the bed and got out my cell phone. I pointed at Julie and she started taping. I put the cell on 'speakerphone' and called Tony.
"Hello?"
"Good news sweetie. The doctor says I'm good to go. You want dinner or dessert first when you get home tonight?"
"Dessert baby; most definitely dessert."
"Any chance you might be able to get home a little early? I don't want to sound eager, but it has been a while for me."
"Sorry honey, but no way can I get out of here early today, but I will break the speed limit coming home."
"I'll be waiting."
I disconnected and tossed the phone aside and then said, "Okay guys, who gets to be first?"
For three hours it was solid suck and fuck. I did my first ever triple penetration and I let all three guys have my ass. When it was over I showered and as I toweled dry I watched Julie as she picked up where I left off. She was being three holed as I was heading for the door and I told I'd call her the next day and I think she said "okay" but it is hard to understand what someone is saying when they have a cock in their mouth.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
His "Baby, I'm home" was met by "I'm in the bedroom honey." When he walked in he was greeted by the flickering light of a dozen candles and the sight of me lying on the bed in a black lace night gown and 'come fuck me' pumps. He stripped and climbed into bed and I moaned:
"Get it wet baby, get it ready."
He lowered his head and licked the pussy that had been well used by three other cocks only hours before. I just wished I had been brave enough to have left some of their juices in me. He licked and lapped for a couple of minutes and then I moaned:
"Enough lover, I want you in me now. Hurry baby, it's been so long."
As he moved up on me I said, "Be careful and go slow honey, I'm still just a little sore and I'm still a little loose. It takes a while for that little hole to close up after a bundle the size of Lisa comes out of it."
Tony made slow and easy love to me and when he came he fell to the bed next to me and asked:
"Think we could go a second time?"
"Let's not rush things honey. It may take us a while to work back up to more than once every two or three days."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was a year ago. It took Tony almost six months to get up to three times a week and usually only once on those times. My lovers do a lot better than that. They might only average three times a week, but they usually average three times when we do get together.
Travis met a girl and we kissed goodbye. He was replaced by Jeff who was replaced by Dale and Dale has been my squeeze for the last four months. It turns out that Tony does bowl on Mondays - at least sometimes. He isn't on a team, but he is on a list of substitutes. I've not done any more gangbangs, I do do a few DPs when Julie and I and our dates end up in the same motel room on nights that Tony has to "work late" or following our book discussion group on Tuesday.
I have adopted Julie's philosophy. Better to hang in there and let the asshole support you than go off and be in a small apartment trying to make it as a single mom. I give Tony a good home and I give him an adequate sex life. He has good meals, clean clothes, a clean house and with the exception of the sex life he could have had his life is no different than that of his many married friends.
We go out and party, we play cards with friends and our married life is indistinguishable from a million others except that he is a cheating husband and I am a wife who spends a good deal of her time getting even. I will sit on the tapes for I don't know how long - maybe forever. I know that I won't show them to him unless we break up and it won't matter whether it is his fault or mine.
There is one other piece of revenge that I've taken. On Lisa's first birthday Tony asked if it was maybe time for us to try for a boy and I laughed at him:
"No way honey. No more kids for me. I like my sex too much. I'm not about to forget the seven months I went without when I was pregnant with Lisa. It got so bad there for a while that the mailman almost got lucky. I'm not going through that again."
He wants a son and he keeps after me and I know that I could still be well fucked during a pregnancy even if not by Tony, but I won't ever give in on that one. That is my ultimate revenge on him. Julie tells me that I'm wrong. She says the ultimate would be to have some other guy's baby. Just pick some guy who looks a lot like Tony. It's a thought, but I don't think I'm ready for something like that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Which brings me to the nameless guy pounding my pussy. Tony had left for work and Julie had called me and told me that Frank was out of town and that she had hooked up with two guys the night before and they had kept at her all night.
"Sam had to go home, but Tommy still wants to fuck and I have to go to work. I hate to see a hard on as nice as his go to waste. You doing anything right now?"
"What you are telling me is that he is very good, right?"
"Exceptional."
"Send him over."
He arrived at eight-ten and I answered his ring as naked as the day I was born. I led him into the living room, bent over the back of the couch and then turned and smiled at him and when he was done I asked him what his name was.
"Tom."
"Well Tom, lets take this to the bedroom and find out how much staying power you have."
On the way I made a mental note to call Julie and give her a "thank you."
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The story started several years ago. After having three kids I was not the slender sexy wife I had been when Jerry married me. I had put on some weight and I admit to having a somewhat 'beaten down look' after spending all day trying to handle three kids all under the age of five.
There were times that I was so whipped that I didn't have the energy when Jerry got home and wanted to play. It wasn't his fault and I don't really think that it was mine. It was just life the way life was. There were also times when I wanted some bedroom play and Jerry played the 'too tired' card. Whatever the reason we drew apart and it seemed like Jerry had lost interest in me.
One night at a party at his brother's house I overheard Jerry tell his cousin Ralph that he was sorry that he had married "that fat cow." I was hurt. I ran outside and I cried for a good ten minutes before I managed to get myself together and go back in the house.
I was a 'fat cow' because I'd had three kids that he had insisted on and he wanted another one. We had three girls and he wanted a son 'to carry on the family name' but after hearing what he'd said to Ralph the asshole was going to have to find another woman because I damned sure wasn't going to carry it for him.
Even though our sex life wasn't all that great, maybe once or twice every two weeks or so, I went on birth control pills, was fitted for a diaphragm and laid in a supply of spermicides.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next two years our sex life dropped off to nothing and I started wondering if Jerry might be getting it some place else.
One Saturday I was doing the laundry and I picked up a shirt of Jerry's to drop it into the washer and I noticed a smudge on the collar. It was lipstick. I debated on confronting Jerry right away or waiting to see what else I could find. Over the next month I found another shirt with lipstick on it and in a pair of trousers I found the partial remains of a condom wrapper in one of the pockets. The two shirts and the wrapper were in a plastic bag and hidden where Jerry wasn't likely to find them. The day would come when the 'fat cow' would take them out of hiding and shove them up Jerry's ass.
By the end of those two years all three kids were in school so I decided to go back to work. Jerry told me he didn't want me going back to work and I basically told him, "Tough shit! I'm going." I called my old employer to see if he had any openings.
"I've got one."
"Is it something I could do?"
"I don't see why not. It is your old job."
"I'll be right down to apply."
"No need. When you left I anticipated your coming back and your file is noted that you are on a leave of absence. When can you start?"
"Monday."
If Jerry was pissed that I was going back to work he would be really steamed at my going back to my old job because my old job had me traveling two or three times a month. Sometimes it was only over night and sometimes it could be two or three days. No, Jerry would not be pleased.
I called my mom and sister and worked it out so that the kids would be watched until either Jerry or I got home from work and my mom agreed to stay with them if I had to go on a trip. That night over dinner I told Jerry that I was going back to my old company, but I didn't tell him it was back to my old job. Time enough for that when I needed to go on my first trip. Jerry grumbled and then he stomped down into the basement where he stayed until after I'd gone to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++
My first week back on the job I played catch up. I met those who had been hired after I left, renewed acquaintances with those I'd worked with before and who were still there and learned all about new products, redesigned products and pricing.
One of those hired after I'd left was Hal. I saw the interest in his eyes when we were introduced, but thought nothing of it. Until two days later when he came into the little luncheonette across the street from our office and saw me sitting alone. He asked if he could join me and I of course said yes and after he sat down he said:
"I could have done without you coming back to work."
"Why in the world would you say something like that?"
"Because you are my ideal woman and here you are. But, and it is a very big "but," you are wearing wedding rings."
I smiled at him and said, "But, and it is a huge 'but, so are you."
"True, but the marriage is pretty much dead. I'm just too cheap to waste the money on an attorney. It doesn't make a whole lot of sense to me to spend all that money just to change an address. We are in separate bedrooms and avoid each other as much as possible so all a divorce would accomplish is cause one of us to move out and get an apartment. Like I said, a lot of money just to get a change of address."
"That's interesting, but it skates by an obvious fact."
"And that would be?"
"Even if I didn't have on wedding rings you still would."
"Just what I need. My perfect woman is a nit-picker."
"No matter; it is all bullshit anyway."
"I beg your pardon?"
"I'm thirty pounds overweight. Hardly what you could call a perfect woman."
"Not so. Not every man cares for the anorexic runway model type. There are a lot of us who like our women to have some meat on their bones."
"Yeah! Right!"
"Hey lady; go look at yourself in the mirror. Don't look at yourself below the neck. Concentrate on the neck up. You have a beautiful face and your hairstyle frames it perfectly. And I'm here to tell you that there is absolutely nothing wrong with your legs although four inch heels would make them look even better than they already do."
"Yeah! Right!" I said for the second time. "My lunch break is over. See you back at the office."
That was the start of it. Hal flirted with me every chance he got and even though I thought he was full of bullshit (don't forget I was still carrying around Jerry's "fat cow") I played along. One day when we were alone in the copy room he said:
"One of these days I'm going to make you mine."
I laughed and said, "Maybe some day, then again, maybe not." As soon as the words were out of my mouth I was aghast. I'd actually suggested that some day it might happen. And then came the thought that stayed with me for days – had I really meant it? It didn't take long for me to get an answer to that question. Thursday at work I was told that Hal, Mike and I would be flying to Denver the coming Monday for a two day visit to Apollo Aerospace. We would be flying home Wednesday morning.
I waited until Friday at dinner to drop the bomb on Jerry. He went into the absolute funk that I knew he would go into and he stormed off to his basement work shop. I cleaned up the dishes, helped the kids with their home work and then we played Monopoly until their bedtime. I took a shower and then climbed into bed. Naked, I turned on the bedside lamp and started reading a book I'd been working on. I was laying there, an open invitation, for Jerry when he came up. He ignored me, undressed, got on his side of the bed and rolled so his back was to me. I got up, put on a robe and went down to the couch to read.
Jerry found things to do Saturday that kept him out of the house and Saturday night he ignored me again. Sunday was pretty much the same except Sunday night I told Jerry flat out that I wanted to make love and he looked at me and said, "I don't." For the first time in our marriage the word 'divorce' entered my mind.
Monday I got ready for work, fixed the kids their breakfast and packed their lunches. Then I kissed them and sent them off to school. I was on my way out the door with my suitcase when Jerry came into the kitchen and asked me where his breakfast was. Fix it yourself" I said as I walked out the door.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Apparently our reservations had been made last minute and Hal, Mike and I didn't end up sitting with each other. The first time we had to talk was when we deplaned in Denver. Mike had been the most recent to Denver and he talked us into staying at a hotel that he knew had a decent restaurant and a lounge with a live band. We checked in, put our bags in our rooms and then headed out to Apollo.
We had lunch with the honchos at Apollo and when the day ended we headed back to the hotel and agreed to meet in the restaurant for dinner at seven. After dinner we went to the lounge and had a few drinks and I took turns dancing with Mike and Hal until Mike said he was going to turn in early and headed off to his room.
Another hour of drinking and dancing put me in one hell of a good mood. The mood was helped along by Hal's hard on poking into my leg when we danced to slow numbers. It seemed that he really meant it when he said I turned him on.
It was almost ten-thirty when Hal said, "You know I want you, right?"
I'd had just enough to drink and was still pissed at Jerry for his attitude toward me that I lifted my face, kissed Hal and said:
"Then why are we here wasting valuable time?"
"Your room or mine?"
"Mine. I need to put my diaphragm in. Do you have any condoms?"
"No need to on my account. I've had a vasectomy."
"Maybe, but who else have you slept with lately?"
"The last one was my wife nine months ago."
"No offense, but I don't know you all that well yet so until you can show me something from a doctor or a clinic and I find out what to look for to make sure that you are telling the truth about the vasectomy it is diaphragms and condoms."
"I'll have to get some. Meet you in your room in fifteen?"
"I'll be ready."
And I was.
When the knock came and I checked through the peep hole that it was Hal I opened the door and stood there in front of him in only nylons, garter belt and high heels.
"My God!" he exclaimed, "I told you that you were my ideal woman."
He took me in his arms and gave me a passionate kiss which I returned before leading him to my bed and helping him undress. He told me that he wanted to eat my pussy and I told him no, that it wouldn't be fair unless I sucked his cock and I wouldn't do that until I knew he was STD free.
"I don't care. You can owe me one and pay me back later, but right now I have to feast on my sexy goddess."
Hal ate my pussy and he was very good at it. Jerry would eat me from time to time, but only halfheartedly because he didn't like doing it. The only reason he did it at all was because if he didn't use his mouth on me I wouldn't use mine on him.
Hal had a nice body and was in pretty good shape. His cock was about the same size as Jerry's, but the cockhead looked a little bigger. Jerry's cock was straight and the length terminated in a cockhead the same circumference as the cock, but Hal's cockhead looked like a plum on the end of his cock and I looked forward to having it in my mouth.
I was amazed at how easy it was for me to be intimate with another man. Hal ate me to an orgasm and then mounted me and fucked me to another one. When he softened I held him to me and kissed him with plenty of tongue until I felt him start to stiffen in me and then I laid back and let him fuck me to another climax. I wrapped my legs around him, clutched his ass with my hands and fucked back up at him until he came. Still holding him in me we cuddled while we both rested.
After a while I loosened my grip and he got up. When he reached for his pants I asked him where he was going and he told me he was going to his room so I could get some sleep.
"Oh no you don't. You will wake up in this bed, understand?"
"If I stay here I won't wake up in this bed because if I stay I doubt that we will ever fall asleep."
He was all most right. It was two in the morning before we could go any farther. I woke first and really wanted to wake him with a blow job, but I passed until I could see that he was okay medically. I did fondle him until he was awake and hard and then I did him cowgirl before sending him off to his room.
As I was showering I was thinking, "Fat cow huh? Well fuck you Jerry!!!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I admit to feeling a little guilty as I made it through the day. Luckily Hal was in a different part of the building because I'm not sure of how I would have been had he been close by.
I took my lunch with three girls I had worked with on previous visits to Apollo before leaving my company to become a housewife and mother. Two of them wanted to know about Hal and Mike.
"They are hot Steph. Which one are you playing with?"
"Me? Oh no ladies. This girl is a married woman and a mother of three."
"So am I Stephanie, but it wouldn't keep me from playing if I could go on a business trip with a pair like that. Hell! I'd probably even do them both."
"Get serious Wanda."
"I am Steph; I most definitely am."
And she must have been because she met Mike in the lounge that evening and it wasn't long before the two of them headed for Mike's room. As they walked away Hal said:
"That give you any ideas or would you rather drink and dance."
The guilt I had carried around all day disappeared as I stood up and said;
"Let's go."
I had my hand inside his pants ten seconds after the elevator door closed and then the rest of the night was a repeat of the previous night. I don't know why, but I didn't feel any guilt the next day. Not even a smidgen!
We spent half a day at Apollo and then headed for the airport to catch a flight home. Hal and I sat together on the flight and he asked if we were going to be able to get together when we were at home and after giving it some serious thought I said no. As we put up the tray tables and seatbacks for landing I told Hal that I didn't think it would be a good idea. Too much chance of getting caught and I didn't want that, but if we were ever on another trip together I'd be willing for a repeat.
Things were on the cool side around the house after I got home. Jerry went out of his way to ignore me and I returned the favor. By Friday I was regretting telling Hal that I wouldn't play unless we were on trips, but not enough to back off. The chances of getting caught were too great and while I was rapidly reaching the point where I wouldn't mind seeing the backside of Jerry I didn't want to put my kids through a divorce. Jerry was proving to be a piss poor husband, but he was a great father and he loved the kids as much as they loved him. Since all we were doing was co-existing in the house anyway and it wasn't causing any nasty scenes I figured that we could just continue on.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Two weeks went by and then I was off on another trip. This one a two day and one nighter to San Diego. The team this time was made up Mike, Hal, me and Gloria from accounting. Gloria and I were sitting together. Gloria had been with the company when I worked there the first time and we were pretty friendly with each other. In fact, we had double date several times back before I met Jerry. Gloria was a tad wild back then and on one of our double dates she had fucked her guy on the back seat while I was busy fighting of my date on the front. We were almost to San Diego when she said:
"Which one do you want?"
"Which one do I want? What are you talking about?"
"Hal or Mike? Which one do you want?"
I looked at her and she said, "Don't look at me like that sweetie. You know how much I like sex."
"But you are married now. What about your husband?"
"He's at home. I'm not. I'm going to fuck one or the other on this trip and maybe even both if you don't want one."
"Still the same slut that I came to know and love?"
"Yep! That's me. When I'm home no one touches me except for hubby, but when I'm away from home all holes are open for business."
"In that case I'll take Hal."
"Bitch! He's the one I really wanted."
"Too bad. I told him last time I would only do him on trips and he has been looking forward to this trip for weeks."
"But you are married now. What about your husband?"
"He's at home" I said, "And I'm not" and we both laughed.
Before we boarded the flight Hal handed me a slip of paper and when I read it I saw it was from a clinic and it stated that he was disease and drug free. I smiled at him and said:
"I guess this means that we can do whatever you want as long as it doesn't hurt or leave marks on me."
"I'm going to hold you to that."
When we got to the hotel and got our rooms I told Hal to put his bags in mine since I didn't expect that he would ever see the inside of his.
"Why didn't you tell me that before I wasted money on a room?"
"Because I don't want anyone back home to know what we are doing. If you didn't have a room on your expense report it would raise a red flag and invite questions I'd just as soon not be asked."
When we were in my room Hal asked me if we had time for a 'quickie' and I told him no, but we did have time for me to pay him back.
"Pay me back?"
I smiled and went to my knees in front of him. "You did me last time so I owe you one" I said as I unzipped him. I pushed him back on the bed and knelt between his legs and took him in my mouth. I gave him the best blow job I was capable of and when he came I swallowed all of his discharge. I think he liked it. I licked my lips clean and said:
"We'd better hurry. The others are waiting for us in the lobby."
The rest of the day was spent taking care of business at Excel Products and at four-thirty we returned to the hotel. We made plans to meet in the restaurant for dinner and went to our rooms. As soon as Hal and I were through the door to my room we both started shedding clothes and as soon as I was nude I got on the bed and Hal was there seconds later. I pulled him on top of me, took hold of his cock, rubbed it up and down against my pussy lips and then guided him into me.
We made love twice and then showered and went down to join the others for dinner. After dinner Hal suggested we have a few drinks in the lounge and Gloria laughed and said:
"I don't need to waste time on seduction. Come on Mike" and she took his hand and they got up and left.
Hal looked at me and I shrugged and said, "When she's right, she's right."
We didn't make a big deal out of getting undressed when we got to the room I just got naked and got on the bed and Hal joined me. We enjoyed our first sixty-nine together and then I swung around and mounted him cowgirl until he rolled me over and slammed it into me. He pounded me through two orgasms and when I felt the splash of his discharge it triggered my third climax.
As soon as I had my body under control I slid down and took his cock in my mouth. When I got him up I got on my hands and knees and he took me from behind. I love it from behind and I don't know which of us worked the hardest – him fucking me or me shoving back at him.
We both got off and then snuggled up until it was time for me to call home. I made Hal go sit in a chair while I talked to the kids and when I was done with them I asked if their father wanted to talk to me and after a couple of seconds Jerry came on the line.
"Just checking to see if things are okay."
"If you really cared about things here being okay you would be here making sure that they were."
"Not going there Jerry!" I said and I hung up.
After I put the phone down Hal said, "Earlier you said I could do whatever I wanted so long as it didn't hurt. Does that include anal?"
I had loved anal before I met Jerry, but Jerry thought that it was disgusting. He tried it once and when we were done he pulled his cock out, saw some shit on it and ran into the bathroom and tossed his cookies. I hadn't had anal since then.
"Promise to take it slow and easy until I get used to it?"
"Whatever you want is what you'll get."
We had to use some of my hand lotion for lube, but it got the job done.
We showered together and once his cock was clean I tried to suck him hard again, but given the BJ when we first arrived and the three times before the shower he was done. We fell asleep snuggled up with each other.



He was able in the morning and we got it done before meeting Mike and Gloria for breakfast.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Gloria and I sat together on the flight home and she told me that we needed to spend more time together now that I was back to work.
"Oh yeah, just what I need. You would be trying to line me up so I could be on my back on the bed next to you."
"Would that be so bad?"
"Yes it would. I have almost no chance of being caught if I limit myself to out of town trips. Screwing around at home is like begging to be caught."
"Oh no girlfriend. I already told you that no one but hubby touches me when I'm not on a trip. I just think we need a girl's night out once in a while. A few drinks, dance with a couple of guys, tease them a little and then leave them with a case of blue balls."
"Why would you do that?"
"Because they would be assholes. They would see the rings, but would try to hook up with us anyway. It doesn't bother me to burn assholes. Besides, doing it makes me horny and I go home and practically rape my old man."
"Which is why I couldn't do it."
"Why not?"
"Because it would send me home horny."
"So?"
"So I wouldn't be able to do anything about it" and I told her the sad story of my relationship with Jerry.
"He said that? He actually called you a fat cow?"
"He did."
"Well fuck him then! Get rid of him."
"No can do. I can't do that to the kids. I'll suffer with Jerry and let Hal take care of the rest when we travel."
"That's no good. You could go weeks without getting laid. I don't know about you, but I can't go three days without getting laid, let alone weeks. We have to figure something out for you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things were a little on the cold side between me and Jerry when I got home. I'd known they would be, but then again before my going back to work they hadn't been any better.
I was doing the laundry on Saturday and as I was separating the whites from the coloreds I found a pair of Jerry's briefs with lipstick on the front next to the opening. I stood there staring at them when the light bulb went on over my head came on. Jerry wasn't stupid and Jerry wasn't careless. The shirts with the traces of lipstick, the remains of the condom wrapper and now lipstick stained underwear? I could see maybe one shirt being accidentally overlooked, but the rest of it?
I was meant to find them! I was being set up!
I was supposed to find them and go storming after Jerry and confront him. Faint traces of lipstick on shirts didn't do the trick so let's try a condom wrapper. Shit! That didn't get the job done so let's make it a little more blatant with lipstick on my underwear. Oh no Jerry. Oh no. I put the briefs in the plastic bag with the rest I was saving and wondered what would come next. A full tied off condom where I couldn't miss it? No way Jerry! No fucking way!
I've no idea why Jerry wanted me to confront him, but it wasn't going to happen. Whatever game he was playing he was playing alone because he wasn't going to get a confrontation from me. If he wanted to force the issue then he would have to do it because I was going to be wearing blinders as far as he was concerned.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was two weeks before my next trip; a three day, two nighter to Boston. Hal wasn't on the trip this time. It was just me and Mike. We went right to Wayman Technologies from the airport and didn't get to the hotel until six. We arranged to meet in the hotel restaurant at seven and as I unpacked and freshened up I wondered if Mike would make a pass at me before the night was over. And then I wondered if I would be receptive if he did.
We ate dinner and after we were finished Mike asked me if I wanted to have a drink or two in the lounge and that led to a dance or two and during a slow number he 'accidently' touched my leg with his erection and I pretended that I didn't notice. After a couple of more drinks Mike asked:
"You and Hal have a thing going or do you just like to play when you are away from home?"
I had expected the question or one like it and I'd had all day to think about it, but still hadn't made up my mind so I said:
"Hal and I don't have a thing going, but as far as just wanting to play when I'm away from hubby I don't know. Hal is the first since I got married."
"Maybe you need to try someone else."
"Maybe I don't want to get a reputation."
"Hey sweetie; what goes on out of town stays out of town."
"What about my out of town reputation?"
"What do you mean?"
"I'm not dumb Mike. I know what you are asking. What if I say yes? What happens the next time you, me and Hal are on a trip? You going to arm wrestle for me. Or do 'rock, paper, scissors' while I stand there and watch? What about my working relationship with Hal back home when he finds out?"
"Hal is cool with it."
"Oh?"
"When he hooked up with you I told him how much I envied him. He said I should be patient; that some day I might get a chance. When I found out that we would be alone on this trip I asked him if I would be upsetting any apple carts if I tried with you and he wished me luck. Told me that if I could make it happen I'd be in for the time of my life."
I'm sure that I had a nasty look on my face when I said:
"Oh he did, did he?"
"Don't go having bad thoughts. He also told me he would marry you in a heartbeat if you would leave your husband, but he knows you never will because of your kids. In fact, he told me that he hoped I would get to spend the night with you because it would help lessen the emotions he was feeling where you were concerned."
"He said that?"
"Scout's honor."
That is what made up my mind for me. Emotional entanglements were the last things I needed and as much as I liked Hal I didn't need him stuck on me. Maybe if Jerry got run over by a bus so separating him from the kids wouldn't be a problem and Hal and I could work things out, but not until.
"What the hell" I said to myself as I stood up and dropped the key to my room on the table in front of Mike.
Mike was every bit as good in bed as Hal and he had something that I couldn't get enough of. He had a skinny dick! I was maybe seven and a half inches long, but it wasn't very big around. It was perfect for anal sex and fortunately for me Mike liked anal as much as I did. He did me once in my pussy, but three times in my ass. He had the cleanest cock in town by the time we were done because I kept having to wash it and get it clean so I could suck him hard again.
We made it again in the morning just after the front desk gave us our wake up call. The next night was a repeat and on the flight home Mike said:
"If you would like I'll tell Hal I struck out."
"No. Let him know. It will be much easier for all concerned if the three of us go on a trip together and he knows."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Jerry was his usual sour self toward me, but the kids were happy to see me. The next day I talked to my mom and she told me that both nights Jerry stayed out late and didn't get home till after eleven. Out with 'lipstick girl' was my thought. I had to smile at that. He thought he was putting something over on me. I might have been a 'fat cow' to him, but he was a stupid asshole to me.
When I did the laundry that weekend I found another pair of briefs with lipstick on them and I also found a shirt that had a couple of blond hairs that had 'somehow' gotten wrapped around a button. "Keep trying Jerry" I thought, "Just keep trying." I put the underpants and the shirt in the bag with the rest of his planted items.
I made a decision that weekend. While Jerry was off doing something or other I moved Becky into Alice's room and then I moved all of my things into Becky's old room. Becky and Alice both whined, Becky because she had to give up her room and Alice because she now had to share hers. I shut them up by promising to increase their weekly allowances and then of course Cindy whined that it wasn't fair that they got an increase and she didn't so I had to give her one also.
Jerry didn't notice the changes in the bedroom when he went to bed.
I was in the kitchen was in the kitchen fixing breakfast when he got up in the morning. He got a cup of coffee out of the pot and sat down at the table.
"I got up in the middle of the night to pee. You weren't in bed."
"I was in bed."
"No you weren't. Your side of the bed hadn't even been turned down."
"I was asleep in my bed."
"Your bed?"
"I moved into Becky's room."
"Why the hell did you do that?"
"You haven't had anything to do with me for months so I just decided that since you didn't seem to want me around I'd move and get out of your way."
He just shrugged, got up and refilled his coffee cup and went out into the living room to watch the morning news on the TV.
++++++++++++++++
Tuesday Gloria asked me to stop for a drink after work. We drank margaritas and talked about work and the people there and then she said:
"I hear I might be going on a trip with you next week."
"I knew I was going, but I haven't heard who with."
"What I hear is that it will be you, me, Hal and Mike."
"Could be. Either Hal, Mike or both are usually with me."
"If it is true can I have Hal this time?"
"That isn't up to me honey; you need to work that out with Hal, but I think I can safely say that he won't be averse to it."
"Just checking. I thought you might have something going on and I didn't want to intrude."
"Nothing except that he has been an out of town bed buddy."
"You won't lose anything on the deal. Mike is pretty damned good in bed."
"I know."
She looked at me with surprise on her face and said "You slut you!"
I just shrugged and smiled.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The trip was a three day and two night visit to Baltimore and Gloria had no trouble in getting Hal to give her a try. The first night Hal spent with Gloria and I played with Mike and the second night I got Hal and Gloria had Mike.
Hal was softly snoring and I was leaning on an elbow looking at him as thoughts danced through my mind. I wondered why I could turn on men like Hal and Mike – turn them on so much that they couldn't leave me alone when we got naked. They acted like they couldn't wait to get me naked and they kept trying to get me to play with them when we were home from the trips. Why did my own husband, the man who had pursued me and practically begged me to marry him, find me so repulsive?
It wasn't just Hal and Mike either. Since I had gone back to work there had been a lot of men checking me out and coming on to me and yet to my own husband I was a fat cow. I began to wonder if I shouldn't just leave Jerry. I might suffer some guilt at taking his children away from him, but he would have visitation rights. I wouldn't try to keep him away from them.
Did I really want to wait the twelve years before the youngest was ready to move out before getting a life for myself? I fell asleep with those thoughts still bouncing around and those thoughts were never very far away over the next days and weeks.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was three weeks before my next trip. A one day, one night jaunt to Detroit. There were three of us – Hal, Mike and me. We spent the day at Excelsior and then met for dinner in the hotel restaurant at seven. The lounge was next and I danced a couple of numbers with each of them and even though we seemed to be enjoying ourselves things seemed a little strained. It took three drinks before I figured out why.
The two boys were trying to figure out how to bring up the night's sleeping arrangements.
I should have been a little pissed that they had just assumed I'd be going to bed with one of them, but I wasn't. The 'fat cow' was feeling pretty damned good knowing that two healthy good looking males wanted her. Then I had a wicked thought. I was a bit of a wild child before I'd met and married Jerry. I'd done a threesome or three and I'd even once pulled a train at a frat house kegger, but I had put all that behind me when I had said "I do." It had been a long time ago and I'd not thought of it in years. I looked at them seated across the table from me and said:
"Both."
"Both?" they asked almost in unison. "What do you mean "both?"
"You are both walking on eggshells trying to figure out how to bring up what will be happening when we leave here. I've just made the decision for you. Both."
"You're kidding, right?" Hal asked.
"Not in the least" I said as I stood up. "We have a long night ahead of us so we'd best get started."
It was an exhausting night. Their cocks were very busy. Two holes had cocks in them at all times. Ass and mouth; pussy and mouth and pussy and ass until they couldn't get it up anymore
The evening had not only been memorable, but it had helped me make a decision. I decided that I wasn't going to wait twelve years to get on with my life. On the flight home I decided to put an end to the farce that was my marriage to Jerry. I'd give him as much visitation with the kids as he wanted, but I was no longer going to stay tied to someone who didn't want me just for the sake of his relationship with his kids.
After checking the laundry on Saturday for any more of his 'accidental' overlooks I'd give him the confrontation he was apparently looking for.
I didn't have to wait for Saturday.
Friday evening as I was doing the dinner dishes Jerry said, "I'm short a couple of shirts and some underwear. I've looked in the laundry room and they aren't there."
I dropped the pan I was scrubbing into the sink and left the kitchen. I was back in a minute with the plastic bag that had all of the lipstick stained clothing in it and I tossed the bag to him.
"I was saving it up until I had a full load for you to take to your bimbo so she could launder them for you."
I went back to the sink and back to scrubbing the pot. With my back to him I said:
"What's the matter Jerry? Cat got your tongue?"
There was a minute of silence and then Jerry gave me the biggest line of bullshit I'd ever heard.
"There isn't any bimbo. I sensed you pulling away from me so I faked those things hoping that they would make you fight for me."
"Me fight for you? That's a laugh Jerry. Why would I fight for an asshole who tells his cousin that he is sorry, and these were your exact words Jerry, "That I married that fat cow!" The only reason that I haven't already divorced you is that I didn't want to separate you from the kids, but that has changed. I've decided that I'm not going to put my life on hold until the youngest turns eighteen. I'll be seeing an attorney as soon as I can make an appointment."
"I don't want a divorce."
"Tough shit Jerry because I do and I'm going for one."
"I won't let you take my kids away from me. I'll fight a divorce."
"Fight it all you want. All you can do is waste money on a lawyer to slow it down or stall it, but you can't stop it. I am not staying with you just so you can have the kids around. You can have all the visitation you want. Besides; I need to be gone so you can find another woman to give you the son you want to carry on the family name because I sure as hell won't be doing it."
I finished the dishes and then went to help the kids with their homework. After putting them to bed I took a shower and when I came out I found Jerry sitting on the bed waiting.
"We need to talk."
"No we don't. I don't need to hear anymore of your bullshit. You not having a bimbo might or might not be true, but this 'fight for me' bullshit is just that – bullshit! If that is what you wanted you would have been doing your damndest to make it happen, but you have totally ignored me for the last two years and I'm finally done with it."
I walked to my bedroom and closed the door on him. Jerry kept trying to get me to talk with him over the weekend and I refused to discuss anything with him. Finally, after dinner on Sunday he said:
"Okay, don't talk with me, but understand this; I will fight a divorce tooth and nail."
"It would be in your best interest not to. If you accept it and sign the papers with no trouble I won't ask for alimony and I'll agree to maximum visitation where the children are concerned and I'll agree to a fifty/fifty split of the assets. You fight me on it and I'll go for alimony, as much child support as I can get and use of the family home until the last child turns eighteen. You want to make house payments for the next twelve years while you also have to pay to live in an apartment somewhere?
"I'll get custody Jerry; any good lawyer will tell you that. The courts always give custody to the mother unless there are some really nasty circumstances and I'll tell you this right up front. You fight this divorce and no matter what visitation the courts give you it will amaze you to find out how many things I can do to see that you don't get to see them. I don't want to use them as a club Jerry; but use them I will if you fight me on this.
"If you fight it you will have to get an attorney and they aren't cheap. You will be paying him and all he will be able to do is stall things. Once I file, unless I withdraw the filing, the divorce will happen. Sooner or later it will happen. I don't want you Jerry. I haven't wanted you since you told Ralph I was a fat cow. Accept it Jerry; it will happen."
+++++++++++++++++++++
As I was leaving the house to go to work on Monday I noticed the soiled shirts and underwear on the floor of the laundry room and I decided to hang onto them and maybe use them if jerry did fight the divorce. That afternoon I made an appointment with an attorney for Tuesday afternoon. When we talked I told him that all I wanted was custody of the children, an even distribution of assets, reasonable child support with Jerry getting ample visitation.
I gave him the bag of Jerry's dirty laundry to possibly use if Jerry did decide to fight. I told him that if Jerry fought the divorce I wanted the attorney to pursue a scorched earth policy. He told me he could have the papers filed by Thursday and Jerry served on Friday and I told him to do it.
Wednesday I told Hal and Mike I had filed for divorce and that there would be no more playing on trips until the divorce was final.
"If Jerry fights the divorce he might just decide to hire someone to see if he can catch me doing something he can use against me. Even if he doesn't fight it I need to be careful."
Hal asked me to have lunch with him and since Jerry hadn't been served yet I said okay. Over lunch Hal said:
"What are my chances once you are single again?"
"As good as anyone else's."
"Can't you give me any more encouragement than that? If I have a better than even shot I'll file on my wife and with luck we will end up free around the same time."
"I can't give you any encouragement because I have no idea what I want to do. I just might want to stay single for a while. And then of course there is Mike."
"Mike?"
"Yes, Mike. He has also expressed an interest."
"No fair. I got to you first."
"What has fair got to do with it? We dance well together and we are pretty good in bed together, but other than that I don't know all that much about you and you don't know much about me. You don't know my likes, dislikes or anything. All you know is that we have fun once or twice a month while on business trips. I need to know a hell of a lot more than that about someone before I get serious about them. And back to Mike. Do you have any idea how much I enjoyed what happened on our last trip. Why would I want to get married again and have to give that up?"
"Maybe you wouldn't have to."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I'm a fairly open minded guy. I like what we did on our last trip too."
"Just how open minded are you? Bear in mind I have no intention of giving up my job and you already know that you don't always go on all my trips with me. Could you handle seeing me go off for two or three days with Mike or someone else from the department knowing full well what would likely happen? How about once I'm divorced and I don't have to limit myself to out of town trips? What if neither of you went with me and I wanted to pick up some guy in the hotel lounge?"



"That I wouldn't care for. I know Mike and I trust him, but a lounge pick up? I'd probably want you to be tested when you got back home."
"But you wouldn't object?"
"Would you if I went on a trip without you and Gloria was along?"
I looked at my watch and then said, "Lunch is over. All I can tell you Hal is that I need to know you a lot better before I can tell you that you have an honest shot."
"So when can we start dating so you can learn about me?"
"Don't know. Haven't even served Jerry with the papers yet."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Mike solved our "Jerry might be watching" problem the next time we were out of town. On the assumption that anyone watching would be watching me he got us rooms with a connecting door. We had dinner and then moved to the lounge for a couple of drinks and then Mike took off and went to his room.
I hung around the lounge for a half hour and let a couple of guys buy me drinks and dance with me. Then I left and went up to my room. Five minutes later Mike came through the connecting door and never went back through it until it was time for breakfast in the morning. I left my room and went down to the hotel restaurant and that should have drawn off whoever was watching me and twenty minutes later Mike came down and joined me.
The next trip had me, Gloria, Hal and Mike visiting Amalgamated in Salt Lake and Mike arranged for rooms with connecting doors for me and Gloria and regular rooms for him and Hal. After dinner Gloria, Mike and Hal left and went up to the rooms and I did my stick around the lounge bit for half an hour and then went up to my room.
As I rode up in the elevator I wondered who would have come through the connecting door and be waiting for me. It was Mike. Not that it mattered because he and Hal went back and forth through the door for most of the night. Gloria and I both had large smiles in the morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Jerry didn't fight the divorce and after the divorce was final Hal put on a full court press to get me to marry him. He must think he has a good chance because he moved out and filed for divorce and his wife didn't contest it. His divorce will be final in a month.
There is a pretty good chance that I will hook up with him, but it won't be anytime soon. The 'wild child' that I'd been before marrying Jerry was back and she was enjoying herself. I'm having too much fun to settle back down right away.
Besides Hal and Mike there is a new hard cock in my life right now. Jack was hired four months ago and the company gave him to me to train. Jack is at least ten years younger that I am and for some strange reason he has the hots for me.
I took Jack on his first trip and besides the two of us Gloria and Mike went along. The first night after the usual dinner, drinks and dancing Gloria and Mike got up and hand in hand walked to the elevator. Jack watched them go with a wistful look on his face and I asked:
"Is it Gloria or what they are going to be doing?"
"What?"
"The look on your face. Is it because of Gloria or because what the two of them will be doing in about ten minutes?"
He blushed and said, "I guess what they are going to be doing."
"Why?"
"It has been a long time for me and I guess I'm jealous of Mike."
I laughed and said, "Your dry spell is over honey" and I stood up, offered him my hand and said, "Come on lover, let's go."
The stunned, confused look on his face almost made me laugh, but he quickly realized what I'd just said and what it meant and he stood up so fast that his chair fell over.
You just have to love the rejuvenating powers of youth. For the first time I was the one who had to call it quits.
I came out of my room in the morning just as Gloria came out of hers. She grinned at me and said:
"You are such a slut."
"Now what did I do?"
"Not what you did – who you did. I can't believe it. You – robbing the cradle."
"What are you talking about?"
"I came out of Mike's room the same time Jack came out of yours. Can I have him tonight?"
"Now who is being the slut?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And Jerry? Jerry and the bimbo he didn't have?
One week after our divorce was final he married a young blonde who was obviously pregnant and whose hair color was a match for the hairs I'd found on his shirt. She had the baby six months after they were married and it was a girl. Poor Jerry will have to try again for the son he wants. I wonder what she will look like after her third or fourth kid and whether Jerry's Cousin Ralph will hear about:
"Another fat cow I wish I'd never married."
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Fan-ta-sy 1. The realm of vivid imagination, reverie, depiction, illusion, and the like; the natural conjurings of mental invention; the visionary world; make-believe. 2. A mental image, especially a disordered and weird image; an illusion; phantasm. 3.A capricious or whimsical notion; conceit. 4.a. Literary or dramatic fiction characterized by highly fanciful or supernatural elements. b. An example of such fiction. 5. An imagined event or condition fulfilling a wish.
It is funny how two people can look at the same word and get two totally different meanings from it and how that one word can change your life. Lorrie and I have been married for going on twenty years now, and by and large it has been a very good marriage. We married young, had children, raised them and saw them on their way before turning forty. We were at our sexual prime, no kids at home to get in the way, but our sex life was boring, boring, boring! Lorrie, who reads every woman's magazine that gets published, said that one of her magazines (McCall's or Woman's Day - she couldn't remember) had a series of articles on how to put spice back into a marriage and that two of the suggestions were role playing, and acting out your fantasies. We decided to give those ideas a try and, believe it or not, they worked.
In fact, they worked too damn well.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We started out trying role-play and things went great for the first few months; the trouble started when Lorrie asked me what my biggest fantasy was. In fact, I had several, hitting a hole-in one, bowling a three hundred game, hitting the lottery, but I had no sexual fantasies - none, nada, zip. Lorrie kept pressing me to give her a sexual fantasy so finally I picked one out of the air - watching her with another man. Now I had never had such a fantasy, in fact the only sexual fantasies I'd ever had were the ones you had when you were young and stupid, like screwing Marilyn Monroe or having Ann-Margaret chasing you. But I had to tell Lorrie something so I choose wife watching (refer to definition at start of story, especially the part underlined make-believe).
I did not know it at the time, but Lorrie's definition of fantasy was different (refer to definition at start of story, especially the part underlined fulfilling a wish). Lorrie then told me that her favorite was two men at the same time - me and somebody else. I was stunned - I had never imagined that my sweet, innocent, church-going wife could have such ideas. Our role-playing took on a new dimension; now when ever we made love Lorrie would ask who I was imagining her in bed with while I watched from the closet. I didn't know what to say to that so I always said "just some guy you picked up at a bar."
She would constantly ask, "Do you think of me with-----? (fill in the name of someone we knew) and I would tell her no, it was always a stranger. Still, all in all, our sex life was 100% better than it had been.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When the last of our kids left home Lorrie went back to join the work force and landed herself a job as a buyer for a large chain of dress shops. She loved the job, enjoyed the work, and I loved the extra income, but the job had a draw back, she spent too much time away from home to suit me. There was the introduction of 'The Fall Line" in New York, the Grand Opening of this or that in L.A., the introduction of some new designer in East Bumfuck and the list went on and on. Even though I didn't care for all her traveling I was able to adjust because she was only gone for maybe ten or twelve days a month and the sex when she got home was fantastic. While she was gone she called me every night and brought me up-to-date on what she was doing, told me how much she missed me, etc., etc., etc. Sometimes these calls were from her hotel/motel room phone and sometimes she would call on her cell-phone.
It was the cell-phone that brought on our crisis. She had been gone two days on this trip and just before I went to bed I got her nightly phone call. It was the usual conversation - " I love you, I miss you. Etc., etc.," - but there was something different about this call, it seemed hurried and then when she said goodbye I could still hear her moving around in her hotel room. She had not turned off her cell phone! I was just about to holler loudly into my phone to try and get her attention when I heard a male voice say, "Does he have any idea of how big a slut you are?"
"Not yet" I heard Lorrie say, "but when I tell him I don't think he will care."
"You're going to tell him? About everything - me, Joe and Sandy?"
Lorrie laughed, "He would like to watch - I'm just waiting for the right time to tell him. Now hush up and get that marvelous cock out here for me so I can have some fun while we wait for Joe and Sandy."
And then all I heard was comments like, "Damn, you're good" and "That's it baby, suck me." I heard a knock at her door followed by several more male voices, two, maybe three, I couldn't tell, and then it got real noisy as they all got down to some serious fucking. From what I heard I believe that Lorrie was taking on at least two, and maybe even three at a time. I have no idea how long it went on because I hung up after listening for about twenty-five minutes.
I do have to admit that listening to Lorrie being fucked by those other guys gave me a hard on and that even though I had never before considered being a wife watcher the thought now is never very far from my mind. But now I also have a question. Did Lorrie leave her phone on by accident, or was that her way of telling me at the 'right time'?
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It started one Saturday morning during summer vacation when I woke up to noise in front of my house. I looked out my bedroom window and saw a moving van parked in front of the Martin's house although I guess that it wasn't really the Martin place any more. They had moved out months ago and there had been a For Sale sign in their yard for a long time.
I noticed that the For Sale sign was gone and men were carrying furniture into the house. Then I saw a girl about my age (10) watching the movers. She had the longest blond hair I had ever seen on a girl; it fell to below her waist and while I was looking out the window she looked toward our house and our eyes met and though I was too young to understand what happened something passed between us.
I quickly dressed and ran downstairs, out of the house and across the street. I walked up to her and said:
"Hi. My name is Frank and I live just across the street."
She looked at me, gave me a dazzling smile and said, "Hello Frank. I'm Regina and we are moving into our new house."
+++++++++++++++++++++
That was the start of it.
The rest of the summer she was at my house or I was at hers. We walked to school together on the first day of school and we walked home together. We were pretty much inseparable all through middle school and into junior high.
Even though we pretty much spent all of our time together she was still my first 'official date' when we went to our first high school dance together. The number of guys who asked her to dance that night should have prepared me for what was to come. Soon a lot of guys were asking Regina out and what killed me was that she said yes to a lot of them. That bothered the hell out of me because I'd always looked on Regina as mine.
Several times I asked her to go to the movies or the penny arcade with me only to be told that she had a date with someone else. Stupid of me and I knew it, but I started looking at her going out on dates with others as 'treason' and decided to turn my back on her. No more walking to and from school together and I started avoiding her. If I saw her heading my way I changed direction and walked away from her.
"To hell with her" I thought, there are other girls I can date and I didn't even have to look hard for them. For some reason Regina didn't get along with several of the girls in our class and two of them -- Sally Maples and Marge Haight -- started sitting with me at lunch period and from the way they talked and acted they wanted me to ask them out. I didn't realize it at the time (I was young and naïve) but Marge and Sally only wanted me because I was considered Regina's and me going with them would be the equivalent of them saying "Fuck you Regina."
After Regina's going out with other guys finally pissed me off I asked Sally out and she said yes. I took her to the amusement park and for me the best part of the evening was that Regina was there with Norm Miller and when she saw me with Sally she got a pissed off look on her face.
I took Sally out a couple of times and then one day Regina asked me why I hadn't asked her out lately and I bluntly told her that I was tired of being turned down.
"Don't be that way Frank. We're young and we need to date other people to see what things are like. You know you are my best boyfriend."
That made me feel good and Regina and I went out a half dozen times and then one night when I asked her to go to the movies with me she said sorry but she was going out with Phil that night. The next time I asked it was Rich and the time after that it was Tim. Fuck it I thought and I asked Marge out. I dated Marge for a while and then Sally and then I kind of fell into a rotation -- Marge then Sally then Marge and on and on.
It was coming up on junior prom night and I was home working on homework when my mom called up the stairs and told me that Regina was there. I didn't say anything and a minute or so later Regina walked into my room, said "Hi" and sat down on my bed. I said "Hi" back to her and kept on working on my homework. She watched me for a bit and then she said:
"You haven't asked me to the prom."
"So?"
"Aren't you going to ask me?"
"Why should I? Maybe I don't want to hear you say no because you are going with Tim or Phil or Harry or whoever."
"You know better than that Frank. You know that I'd never do the important stuff with anyone else."
"No I don't know that Regina and don't give me any of that "You are my best boyfriend" crap. If that was true you would have fit me in somewhere. A date with Tim, a couple with me and then maybe a date with some other guy and a couple with me, but that isn't the way the way it has been has it? "Your best boyfriend" has been turned down the last nine times he has asked you out so you shouldn't be shocked when he finally says "screw it" and stops asking."
"Does this mean that you aren't going to ask me to the prom?"
"I don't know Regina. I've seen a lot more of Sally and Marge lately than I have of you so one of them might be expecting me to ask them to the prom."
"They are only going out with you to spite me."
"Maybe Regina, but whatever the reason they are going out with me and you haven't. The question is do I risk them not going out with me any more because I didn't ask one of them to go to the prom? That would leave me with no one to go out with since I don't seem able to get on your list."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Think on it."
"Fine!" she snarled and got up and left my room. I smiled as she left and thought I'd let her stew for a day before I asked her.
The next day during lunch period Regina stopped by the table where I was sitting and said with a smirk:
"No need to overwork your brain cells thinking about whether or not to ask me to the prom. I'm going with Tim."
Without even looking up at her I said, "Have fun" and kept eating my lunch. Regina stood there for five seconds or so and then she stormed off. Two minutes later Marge and Sally sat down with me and Sally asked:
"What the hell did you just say to Regina? She was severally pissed as she stomped off."
"I told her I wasn't taking her to the prom. In fact, I might not even go."
"Why not?"
"I can't make a choice."
"A choice on what?"
"I've been dating both you and Marge and I just don't think I can pick one of you over the other."
They looked at each other and something seemed to pass between them and then Marge said:
"Then I guess you will just have to take us both."
"Both?"
"Yes" Sally said, "Both."
I had a great evening. I took turns dancing with Sally and Marge and on four really slow numbers the three of us danced in kind of a group hug. As an added benefit I got to watch Regina as she threw nasty glances my way most of the night. I had the additional satisfaction of watching her not be able to dance with her date. Tim had twisted his ankle during football practice and he could barely walk let alone dance.
Marge, Sally and I had so much fun together at the prom that for the rest of our junior year we dated as a threesome. I was in the unique position of being able to give back to Regina some of what she had been giving me. A couple of times she actually asked me if I would take her out and I was able to say sorry, but I already had something going with Marge and Sally on that night.
I knew it couldn't last and it didn't. Marge's dad got transferred and she had to move away. It was just Sally and me for a month or two and then one weekend she went to visit some relatives and when she came back she told me she couldn't see me any more.
"I met a guy when I was at Aunt Mildred's and as soon as our eyes met sparks flew. Sorry Frank. I had a great time with you and I hope you will always be my friend."
I remembered the connection the first time Regina and I had looked at each other and I assured her that I would and I wished her well and then she was gone."
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was summer vacation and I had taken a job working for a landscaper and I had no energy to go dating when I got home even if I would have had someone I could have asked. As the summer progressed and I got more used to the hard labor I was less and less tired and started thinking of dating again.
My parents had told me that if I kept my grades up they would help me buy a car and as soon as I had saved up a fairly large amount from my paychecks (not hard to do when all you do is go to work and then come home and die) we went looking and found a very nice 1993 Mustang convertible. It had the 5.0 engine and a five speed and at first my dad thought that it was too much car for me, but after a lot of begging and pleading he gave in.
I started cruising the spots where the kids I knew hung out and I was able to hook up with a girl or two. One evening, three weeks after I got the car, I came home from work and found Regina sitting on the front porch steps waiting for me. "Hi" she said as I walked up to her. "Hi back" I said and then waited.
"Can we stop all the stupid game playing Frank?"
"What game playing?"
"You know; me dating guys to piss you off and you dating girls to rub my nose in it. We belong together Frank and we both knew that on the day we met so no more games Frank, please?"
And there were no more games. We were exclusive from that evening on the rest of the way through high school and college and seven months after we graduated from college we were married.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next twelve years were good ones. We had wanted kids, but after trying like hell to have one we found out that Regina was unable to carry. We didn't let the news crush us. We decided that it meant that we were to have more time to spend with each other.
There was one problem, but it was mine and it was all my own doing. I had never been very athletic and I had never competed in sports in high school or college. The only time I had ever been in great shape was when I had worked for the landscaper and that was twelve years in the past. My job was a desk job and a lack of exercise and a steady diet of client lunches and dinners were putting the pounds on me and I knew I needed to do something about it.
I joined a gym and started working out. At first it was three times a week on Monday, Wednesday and Friday and as I got into the routine I moved it up to five times a week. Usually I was there when the doors opened at five in the morning, but then Regina decided that it was something we could do together. She asked me if it would be okay with me and I of course said yes. I was still at the gym at five on Tuesday and Thursday, but I started going in after work on Monday, Wednesday and Friday to work out with Regina. Once Regina got in the grove she started hitting the gym on her lunch hours since it was only five minutes from where she worked and I went back to my five days at five in the morning.
I need to point out that I wasn't hitting the gym for building strength. I was there for the exercise and to keep the pounds off.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a tooth that brought about the situation. Specifically it was a filling coming out of a tooth. I called my dentist and she told me could get me in right away so I left work and headed on over to her office. By the time she had finished I saw no sense in going back to work just to finish out two hours so I went home.
Regina's car was in the driveway which I found odd since her quitting time was the same as mine although she usually beat me home because where she worked was fifteen minutes closer to home. I couldn't imagine why she would be home at that time of day.
I didn't need imagination when I walked into the house. You didn't need to be a Sherlock Holmes to deduce what the trail of women's and men's clothes from the front door to the steps leading to the upstairs bedrooms meant. With a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach I made my way up the stairs and down the hallway to the open bedroom door.
Regina was on her hands and knees and Stan, one of the fitness instructors from the gym, was behind her and fucking her hard. She was clutching the sheets with her hands and moaning:
"Yes, yes, yes, oh God yes."
I stood there frozen, too stunned to move or even think. "Need to nut bitch" Stan said and he pulled out of Regina. She promptly fell on her back and spread her legs wide and as she did that she saw me standing in the door. Her face paled and she cried out:
"Oh no! Oh God no!"
Stan saw where she was looking and he turned his head and looked over. He smiled and said:
"She is a damned fine piece of ass. How about giving us some privacy."
His words vaguely registered and I clenched my fists, but even as I did it reason prevailed. No way I would accomplish anything by going after him. He was six inches taller, heavier and more muscular. He would turn me into a grease spot on the floor in seconds. For the first time in my life I regretted not having a gun although it was probably a good thing that I didn't or I'd likely spend the rest of my life in jail.
I stood there rooted to the floor staring in sick fascination at my naked wife lying on the bed with her legs spread wide and her pussy gaping open.
"I asked you to give us some privacy" Stan said as he got off the bed and moved toward me. I don't know what was wrong with me. I was frozen in disbelief. That was my wife on the bed. What was going on here? This couldn't possibly be. Stan put his hand in the middle of my chest and pushed me backwards and then slammed the door in my face. As the door closed I looked past Stan and saw Regina still lying there with her legs spread wide waiting for Stan to come back. I couldn't be sure, but I thought I saw tears.
The noise of the door slamming in my face caused me to come out of the funk I was frozen in. I shook my head to clear it and started thinking about what I could do. Calling the cops wouldn't help since it was obviously not rape. I tried to think of what I had the might give me some kind of parity in the physical sense. There was nothing that came to mind. I thought of a butcher knife from the kitchen, but quickly forgot about it. The six inch advantage he had in height meant he had longer arms than I did and he could keep me from getting close enough to inflict any damage. It wasn't all that great an idea anyway since if I could get to him and did the job right I could spend life in prison. No, I had no options, at least not then, but I would get the son of a bitch. It might take me a while, but I would get him.
There were things I needed to do so I left the house and drove to the bank. I cleaned out and closed all of our accounts and emptied the safe deposit box. I stuffed everything under the seat of the car until I could get to another bank and open an account in my name only. I drove back to what used to be my happy home, but now was just a piece of property that would be going up for sale.
The trail of clothes had been picked up, but I could hear voices upstairs so I knew Stan was still in the house. I went into the kitchen and got the bottle of Crown Royal out of the cabinet and made myself a stiff drink. I sat down at the kitchen table and took out my wallet and started going through my credit cards. The American Express was in my name only and I had a Visa in my name only that I used for business travel. The Discover Card and MasterCard were joint and I wrote down the customer service numbers so I could call and cancel them.
As I sat there making notes I heard them come down stairs and I heard Stan say, "Tomorrow? Same time?" and I heard Regina reply. "I'll be here."
A couple of minutes later Regina came into the kitchen. She seemed to be surprised to see me there. She stopped in the doorway, hesitated, and then said:
"I don't know what to say other than I'm sorry that you saw that. I'm sorry that I hurt you. I didn't mean for that to happen. You were never supposed to know."
"What are you most sorry about Regina? Sorry for cheating on me? Or sorry that your cheating ass got caught?"
I looked at her and she stood in the doorway and silently looked back at me.
"You know what I'm not hearing right now Regina? I'm not hearing "Please forgive me. It was a huge mistake and it will never happen again."
She looked away from me and said, "I can't do that."
"You telling me that you aren't going to stop fucking Stan? Why didn't you just ask me for a divorce and get me out of the picture?"
"I don't want a divorce."
"That makes no sense. You don't want a divorce, but you aren't going to stop fucking Stan. I am reading this right?"
"Yes. Look baby, you don't have anything to worry about. I love you Frank. Stan means nothing to me. It is just sex with him. Damned good sex and I don't mean to cut you when I say this, but it is the best sex of my life."
"So I don't satisfy you is what you are telling me."
"Yes you do satisfy me baby, but Stan does so much more. He is strong, he can go forever and he has a huge cock."
"How can you tell me that you love me and don't want a divorce and then tell me that you are going to keep on fucking that asshole? You expect me to be that much of a wimp?"
"You aren't a wimp baby and I know it. Please baby, just give me a little slack here. Stan won't be around forever. He's just a fling. I swear to God he is no threat to you. Come on baby; lets go upstairs and I'll prove it to you. You are my main man."
"Oh goody! Just what I've always wanted -- sloppy seconds from my wife. Sorry Regina; it just doesn't work that way. I don't know what I'm going to do just yet, but touching your defiled body isn't on the list. You are a grown woman and as such you get to make your own choices. I can't keep you from seeing your lover if that is what you choose to do, but if you see him again and I find out about it there will be a divorce for sure. There might be one anyway, but I don't know. One thing though; if you do fuck him again it had better not be here in my house. Do you understand me?"
"I already told him we couldn't do it here" she lied.
"And the way you just said that tells me that you are going to fuck him again. So be it. I'll see an attorney as soon as I can get an appointment."
"Damn it Frank! I don't want a divorce!"
"And I don't want a cheating whore for a wife!"
I got up and left the house and drove to work. The place was closed and everyone was gone for the day. I used my key to let myself in and went into my office. I turned on my computer and went on the Net to look for information. I found a ton and after reading and researching I made a decision. I Googled and got the address of a local company that sold what I wanted and I gave them a call and found out that they were open until nine and a half an hour later I walked in their front door.
Regina had lied to me when she told me that she had already told Stan they couldn't do it at the house any more. She didn't know that I'd heard him say "Tomorrow? Same time?" and her reply that she would be waiting. Well I was going to be there waiting also. I made my purchase and drove home.
++++++++++++++++++
Regina was sitting in the living room waiting for me and as soon as she saw me she said:
"We need to talk Frank."
I ignored her and went upstairs, took a shower, turned out the light and went to bed. Ten minutes later Regina came to bed and moved over next to me and snuggled up against me. Her hand reached for my cock and I grabbed her wrist and pushed her away as I snarled at her:
"Don't you dare touch me you fucking whore."
She started crying, got out of bed and left the room. She was sleeping on the couch when I got up and left for work in the morning. I stopped at the Village Inn for breakfast and at eight I called work and told them I wouldn't be in. Not knowing what time "Same time" was I waited for Regina to leave for work and then I went home. I parked one block over from the house and then walked home.



I went down into the basement and worked in my shop until noon and then I went upstairs and sat where I could watch the driveway. At one Regina pulled in and parked and a couple of minutes later Stan pulled up and parked across the street. I went out the back door and over the fence into the Miller's backyard and walked to my car. I waited five minutes and then I drove home and parked on the street in front of the house.
I entered the house and climbed the stairs as I moved toward the room where the "Oh God yes, fill me up" was coming from. I walked up and waited in the open doorway and watched Stan as he drove his cock into Regina. Regina saw me and moaned:
"Oh god no; not again."
Stan turned and saw me. "Look little man" he said as he pulled out of Regina and got off the bed. "We have already had this conversation. Don't make me physically remove you from your own bedroom. I'll be done in a little while and you can come back and have a sit down with your wife and talk things out."
"I don't think so. I warned the bitch yesterday that there would be trouble if she brought you back into the house. You are the one who is going to be leaving and the whore will be right behind you."
He laughed and said, "And just who in the hell is going to remove me, you?"
I said "Yes" and he laughed again and reached for me. I brought the StunMaster stun gun out from under my suit coat and pressed it into his arm. The 300,000 volt charge overwhelmed his neuromuscular system and he fell to floor like a puppet with his strings cut. As he laid there shaking and twitching I started kicking him in the nuts. I got in seven hard ones before Regina could get off the bed to try and pull me away. She grabbed me and pulled as she cried:
"Stop it Frank! Stop it before you hurt him!"
I pushed her away and snarled at her, "I'm trying to hurt him you stupid bitch!" and I went back to kicking him.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Regina pick up the table lamp from the bedside table. What she planned on doing with it I don't know because she never had a chance to do it. I still had the stun gun in my hand and I stepped over to her and touched her with it and pulled the trigger. She fell to the floor and flopped around like a fish out of water.
I stood there looking at the booth of them and suddenly had a change of heart. My original plan had been to zap Stan, throw him out of the house and then have a long talk with Regina, but all that changed when she picked up the lamp. I quickly replaced the nine volt battery in the stun gun to make sure that I had a full charge if I needed it again. Then I went out to my tool box in the garage and got a Magic Marker and went back to the bedroom. One Regina's forehead I wrote "Frank's wife" and on Stan's chest I wrote "What happens to you when you get caught fucking Frank's wife." The letters weren't all that even and looked a little sloppy, but it was the best I could do with the two of them flopping around and twitching.
I drug Stan's twitching body out of the house and across the front yard and dropped him on the sidewalk next to my car. According to the literature the effects of the gun were only supposed to last for from five to ten minutes and it had already been over five for Stan so I gave him another 'touch' and left him lying there as I went back in and got Regina. I carried her out and dropped her on the ground next to Stan.
By the time I got there with Regina Stan had drawn a small crowd. Harvey, who lived in the last house on the end of the block on my side of the street asked:
"What's going on here? Should I call the cops?"
"No need Harv; I caught him fucking my wife and I handled it."
I saw the neighbors all look at one another and then Mrs. Welch said, "Oh my. I never would have thought that about Regina."
"Neither would I have Mrs. Welch, but she did and I caught her at it."
I loaded Regina and Stan onto the back seat of my car and drove down to the gym and pulled up out in front. Stan and Regina were both showing signs of recovery so I gave them both another touch from the gun and then I pulled them out of the car and dropped them on the sidewalk in front of the gym. I got back in the car and drove off. In the rear view mirror I saw them draw a crowd as I headed for home.
I went to the bedroom and took the bed apart and carried it out of the house and stacked it in the driveway. Because it was a king I struggled getting the mattress out, but didn't have any trouble with the two box springs. Using the same Magic Marker I used on Regina and Stan and a large piece of cardboard I made a sign that read:
"The bed that Frank's wife cheated on. Free to anyone who wants it."
I put the sign on the pile and went back into the house to make sure I hadn't left anything behind and then I called work and told them I had a family emergency and would be off for a couple of days. Next was a call to Tom Osbourne who was a good friend and also my attorney. I filled him in on what had happened. I told him that there was a good chance the police might get involved and I arranged for Tom to go my bail if necessary.
Once I had all bases covered I did the last thing that anyone would expect of me. I grabbed my work-out bag and went to the gym. There was no crowd on the sidewalk when I got there and Regina and Stan were gone. I went in, signed in at the front desk and headed for the locker room to change.
I was on the seated leg press when Bill came up to me. Bill was the manager and we had always gotten along. In fact, it was Bill who had talked me into joining the gym. I suppose that in a way that made him the one to blame for the situation. If he hadn't talked me into joining I would never have brought Regina to the gym and she would never have met Stan. I smiled to myself as I thought "now there is some fuzzy thinking for you." She wouldn't have met Stan here; she would just have met someone else somewhere else.
Bill waited until I finished my set and then he said, "I don't suppose you happen to know anything about what took place out front earlier would you?"
"I might."
"Mind filling me in?"
"I walked into the house and found the two of them going at it in the bedroom. I didn't want them in the house so I brought them here. Seemed fitting since this is where they first got together."
"You could have let me know what you were going to do so I might have had a chance to minimize the notoriety."
"In a way I did you a favor if you play it right."
"What does that mean?"
"You terminate the asshole and let it be known that you will not tolerate your employees doing such things. That will give the rest of your employees a wake up call and the word will go out to men that they won't have to worry about their wives and girlfriends if they join and do their workouts here."
"There is that I guess."
"What happened to the loving couple?"
"The cops showed up, wrote them up for public indecency and then took them away. I don't know where to; probably the emergency room at the hospital or maybe the jail. Am I going to have a problem with you?"
"Like what?"
"Suing me for some shit or other because one of my employees took up with your wife?"
"No, you don't have to sweat that, but if you don't fire Stan and he is here when I come in to work out there could be trouble. I doubt that he is going to take kindly to what I did to him and if he comes after me it isn't likely to be pretty."
"No sweat. He's gone. I've had other complaints about him and the attention he pays to some of the women who work out here."
"Oh; one last thing. Cancel Regina's membership and if there is any refund coming apply it toward the renewal of mine."
+++++++++++++++++++
After my work out I headed for Antonio's for the self service salad bar. As I ate I thought about my options and decided that I didn't have all that many. They boiled down to kicking Regina out; keeping her with some major changes on her part or keeping her and living with the "new" her. Option three got a half second of consideration before being rejected and option one was ahead on points, but I decided to wait before making a decision. When I finished eating I took out my cell and called the customer service numbers I'd written down earlier and cancelled the credit cards.
When I got home I figured I'd have to park on the street because of the bed in the drive, but the bed was gone. I pulled into the drive and parked. I considered putting the stun gun and holster in the glove box, but decided not to. I had no idea how fast Stan might have recovered and gotten his strength back and I had to allow for the fact that he might come looking for revenge. And there was also the chance the cops would pay me a visit and I might look better if I had it in a secure place.
I walked in the front door and something slammed into the wall next to my head and fell to the floor. As I looked down and saw the heavy glass candy dish that usually sat on the coffee table I heard:
"You rotten son of a bitch!"
I looked to see Regina picking up the ceramic cat from the end table. She snarled "You miserable bastard" and cocked her arm to throw it at me and I snatched the stun gun out of its holster and pointed it at her. She didn't know that it had to be touching her to work and she cried out, ""No! Not that! No Frank, not that. Please Frank, not again!" and dropped the cat and it shattered as it hit the floor.
I pointed at the candy dish and said, "Pick that up and put it back where it belongs and then clean up that mess at your feet." I put the stun gun back in its holster and walked by her into the kitchen and got myself a beer out of the fridge. I opened it, took a pull and then went down into the basement to work on the entertainment center I was building.
Frankly I was surprised that Regina was even home. I would have thought she would be at her mother's or sister's. About a half hour after I went into the basement Regina came down the stairs, sat on the bottom step and looked at me. I ignored her and after maybe a minute she said:
"How could you do that to me?"
I looked over at her and noticed the "Frank's wife" was still visible on her forehead and I said:
"Do what to you Regina?"
"Shoot me with that thing and then do all those things to humiliate me. Do you have any idea how I felt lying naked outside with the neighbors looking at me and Stan? How it felt to have a bunch of strangers looking at me in front of the gym like I was part of some freak show? Any idea how I felt when mom brought me home and I saw some people loading our bed into their truck and the woman loading it thanked me for it? I didn't have a clue what she was talking about until I saw the sign on the ground and realized that she'd read the words on my forehead.
"Damn it Frank I love you and I know you love me so how could you do all that to me? And you could have killed Stan."
"Still might have to."
"What?"
"I still might have to kill him. You said you wouldn't give him up so the next time he is here I might have to escalate things."
"He won't be back. When I left the hospital they were taking him into surgery. He is going to lose one or both of his testicles."
"Couldn't happen to a more deserving guy, but that just means that he will probably come looking for revenge."
"How could you do that to him Frank? You aren't the violent type so how could you do that to another human being?"
"It was easy Regina. All it took was for me to find him fucking my wife and then for the two of you to call me a wimp and dismiss me like I didn't matter one little bit."
"I never called you a wimp."
"Maybe not in words Regina, but your actions sure enough told me what you thought of me. But why don't I answer your questions. Why did I shoot you with the stun gun? Because you were getting ready to cave in my skull with a table lamp."
"I was not. I was going to hit you and make you stop kicking Stan."
"That's another thing Regina. Why the concern over Stan? I'm the only one you love, right?"
"I was afraid you would kill him and I didn't want you to go to jail."
"Bullshit Regina. Where was your concern for me when Stan got off the bed and came for me? Where was the "Stop Stan, don't hurt him" or maybe "Don't Stan; leave him alone." You just laid there with your legs spread wide and watched and waited for him to throw me out so he could get back to fucking you."
She started to say something, but I cut her off. "Don't interrupt Regina, I'm on a roll. You want to talk about humiliation? How about the humiliation I suffered when you told me I wasn't worth spit in bed and you had to fuck another man to get off? How about the humiliation I suffered at being told to get out of my own bedroom so your lover could continue to fuck you without having me there as a distraction?
"How about the humiliation I suffered when those same neighbors that were looking down at you and Stan were thinking "Frank can't take care of his wife and she has to look elsewhere. I wonder what's wrong with him." I could go on and on Regina, but there is no sense in beating a dead horse. What you got is a hell of a lot less than you deserved, but not to worry; it isn't over yet."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I don't know what I'm going to do yet. I've loved you since the fourth grade and it isn't something that I can't just turn off because you decided that you wanted to be a whore and a slut. I need to decide if this marriage is worth trying to save or if you have changed so much that it won't be worth the effort."
I looked at my watch and decided that it was time to call it a night. As I put my tools away Regina said:
"You threw the bed away. Where are we supposed to sleep?"
"We won't be sleeping anywhere. I'll be sleeping in the spare bedroom. I have no idea where you will sleep. Maybe on the seat of your car in the garage or possibly the couch in the living room. Hell, you can even sleep on the floor in what used to be our bedroom for all I care."
I turned off the light, stepped around her and went up the stairs. I showered and got into bed and about five minutes after I turned out the light Regina came into the room and tried to crawl into bed with me. I sat up and pushed her and she fell on the floor.
"What the hell are you doing in here Regina?"
"I belong in here with you Frank. I love you and you know I do. Let me show you Frank; let me show you how much I love you."
"You already showed me Regina. You showed me just how much I meant to you when you told me you were going to keep on fucking your stud whether I liked it or not. Just get out Regina."
"Stan wasn't about love Frank; Stan was about size. He was huge Frank and he made me feel like no one else ever had. It wasn't love Frank; it was sex, just sex. Let me prove it to you Frank."
"I don't know if we will ever have sex again Regina, but I do know that if we do it won't be until after you can prove to me that you aren't carrying around some disease that fuckhead might have given you. Get out of here Regina. I don't want to look at you or hear your voice."
She started crying and stared to say, "Please Fra..." and I screamed "Get the fuck out of here Regina before I get out of bed and physically throw you out!"
She got up and still crying she left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I got up early the next day and saw that Regina was sleeping on the couch in the living room. That she wasn't already up told me that she probably didn't intend to go to work that day and I thought, "Good! She can lie around the house all day and stew."
I left and hit the IHOP for breakfast and I was standing outside Western Arms when they opened at eight. Half an hour later after filling out some forms and handing over my Visa I walked out of the store with a receipt for a Berretta 92F. I had to wait for a background check to come through before I could pick it up and the salesman told me it usually only took forty-eight hours.
I called the man whose name the salesman had given me and for a few dollars more than he usually charged I was given a crash course in the course that was required to get a concealed carry permit for the 92F. I carried the paperwork to the sheriff's office and applied for the permit and then I headed for the hospital.
I had timed things so that I could get there during visiting hours and when I entered Stan's room he was facing away from the door so I was able to get close to the bed before he saw me. When he saw me I saw his face screw up in anger and he moved as if he was going to get off the bed and come at me. I pulled the stun gun out of the belt holster and stood there ready as I said:
"I don't think you really want to do that fuckhead."
He sank back down on the bed and I holstered the stun gun. Then I said:
"I assume that even though you are stupid enough to fuck around with other men's wives you were still smart enough to learn to read." I handed him the receipt for the 92F and said, "The fact that you are in this hospital and on this bed should show you that I'm not going to fuck around where you are concerned. You need to read that and understand what it means. You have to be close enough for me to touch for the stun gun to work and I don't feel much like gambling that you won't come after me with a baseball bat or something that will keep me from getting close enough to use it. So I've gotten something I can use if you ever get within twenty feet of me.
"Why am I telling you this? Because I expect that you are stupid enough to come after me for revenge. I've already said it, but I'm going to repeat it just to make sure that you heard. I'm through fucking around with you. You come anywhere near me and I will assume that you mean to do me harm and I will kill you. I will not fire a warning shot and I will not try to wound you. I will empty the clip into your worthless ass and then I will spit on your body. Believe it Stan. Believe it!!"
I took the receipt from him and left the room. I hit Denny's for a bite to eat and then I went home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Regina was sitting in the kitchen with a wine glass in front of her and an almost empty wine bottle on the table. She looked up at me when I walked in -- took a drink -- not a sip, but a drink of her wine and then said:
"I didn't know if you were coming home or not so I didn't fix dinner."
"I've already eaten."
I grabbed a beer from the icebox and headed for my basement workshop. Ten minutes later Regina came down and sat on the steps and watched me work. After several minutes she asked:
"What are you going to do Frank?"
"Don't know. I guess it depends."
"Depends on what?"
"What happens when the police finally show up. Whether or not I have to kill your lover. How I feel tomorrow, the day after or next week."
"The police? Why would they come?"
"Why wouldn't they? Didn't you and dickhead tell them why you were naked and on the sidewalk?"
"We told them that it was a practical joke that was taken wrong and that we weren't going to press any charges."
"Was that before lover boy had one or both of his nuts removed? If it was before he might change his story. Then of course there is how he may have taken my visit today. It might have upset him enough to give the cops a call."
"Your visit?"
"I stopped by the hospital today and showed him the receipt for the gun I bought this morning. I told him that if he ever comes within twenty feet of me I'd kill him."
"You didn't!"
"Oh yes I did and I meant it."
"I don't understand why you would do something like that. I don't understand why you did what you did do. Stan was no threat to you. I told you that. I told you that it was just a fling and wouldn't last. Why did you have to go and get all macho?"
"That is it in a nutshell Regina."



"What does that mean?"
"Getting macho. How do you think I felt after what you and your lover did to me? "Just go away Frank and when I'm done fucking him I'll let you know." That told me that as far as you were concerned I was some kind of fucking wimp that would put up with shit like that. Like I was supposed to go sit in the corner and suck my thumb and wait for your call. I was not going to let that stand! What is the opposite of wimp? Macho! For my own mental health I could not let you get away with it.
"Physically I didn't stand a chance against your asshole fuck buddy so I did what they did in the old west when a big man fucked with the little guy. I got an equalizer. In the old west it was a six gun; in this day and age it is a Taser or a stun gun. And this morning I bought a hand gun and I stopped by the hospital to let your fuck buddy know that if he comes after me for revenge I'll kill him."
She was silent and I ignored her as I set up the table saw to cut the boards for the shelves. Finally she said:
"What about us?"
"Us? Were you thinking about "us" when asshole was pounding you and you were screaming "yes, yes, yes" or was "us" somewhere miles away? Where we stand right now Regina is that I have to decide if I even like you enough anymore to keep you around. You are right when you say that you know I love you, but that isn't enough any more. Loving you didn't keep you from stabbing me in the back. You say that you love me, but that didn't keep you from stabbing me in the back either and the thought is there now that you did it once so what will keep you from doing it again? Along with that thought is the thought "Was this the first time or just the first time you got caught?" How many might there have been before Stan? How quick will she be to do it again the next time she runs across a guy with a big cock?
"Those are questions that only you can answer Regina, but there is no trust now. Whatever your answers to those questions might be won't matter because I don't have any trust in you any more. You might be telling the truth or you might be lying. How would I know? Right at this moment all I can say is that in the "What Is Going to Happen Sweepstakes" divorce is the odds on favorite at 2 to 1. Co-exist and see what happens is at 10 to 1. Put it back together is a long shot at 70 to 1 and there are a half dozen others in the race with odds of anywhere from 8 to 1 to 60 to 1. It is just too soon to tell, but I will say this -- a rosy future for us is not looking good."
She started crying again and ran back up stairs.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I went into work and explained things to my boss. I told him that I didn't think I would need any more time off, but that if I did I would try to give him as much advance notice as I could. He told me not to worry and take whatever time I needed.
"I know what you are going through Frank. Been there, done that and lost the T-shirt in the divorce."
I spent the day doing my job while thinking about what I was going to do. It should have been a simple decision. She was a cheating slut so kick her ass out of your life, right? The problem was that I loved her and I had loved her for damned near forever and as stupid as it made me seem I did believe that she loved me.
But was love enough? Would love overcome the way I felt when Regina told me that it didn't matter what I said she was still going to fuck Stan? Would love get me by the fact that her actions told me as plain as day what she thought of me as a man -- that I would be wimp enough to just crawl off and wait for her to call me? Could love win out over all? I didn't know. I just didn't know.
After work I stopped at Denny's again for my evening meal and when I got home there was a truck from a furniture truck store parked in the driveway. And two men were carrying stuff into the house. When I went in Regina was directing them to carry the stuff to the master bedroom. I checked things out and saw that it was a bed. Regina saw me and said:
"You could have told me that you cancelled all the credit cards and took all the money out of the bank."
I nodded at the furniture and said, "It doesn't seem that it slowed you down any."
"I had to take the money out of the savings account that I set up to pay for a Caribbean cruise."
"Oh? When were you and studley planning on doing that?"
"It was for us Frank. You and me. It was going to be an anniversary surprise."
"Yeah! Right! I'm sure that I believe that."
She gave me a disgusted look and then said, "I hit the gym at lunch and they told me that I didn't have a membership there anymore. That your doing too?"
"I'll be damned if I'm going to pay for the place where you meet your lovers."
"Damn it Frank! I don't have lovers. Stan was my only mistake."
I shrugged, got my evening beer from the fridge and headed for my basement work shop. When the furniture men were done and had gone Regina came down to the basement and said:
"How long before we sit down and talk it out Frank?"
"Nothing to talk about Regina. Nothing you can say is going to change anything. I still don't know what I'm going to do, but you will be the first to know when I finally decide."
"We have to talk Frank. I need to convince you that you are wrong in what you are thinking."
"How am I wrong Regina. I saw you with him on our bed. You yourself told me that you were going to continue fucking him. How have I got that wrong?"
"You think that because of what I did I was thinking you were a wimp. You are thinking that because of what I did that you weren't man enough to satisfy me in bed and you are thinking that because of what I did I couldn't possibly love you. All of that is wrong Frank. I love you and I have spent years showing you that I do. I do not think you are a wimp and I have never thought that. Okay, so maybe by not saying anything at the time I led you to believe it, but it had to more to do with the situation at the time.
"I never expected to get caught and I was stunned and confused when suddenly you were there. I said nothing when Stan said what he said because I was too scared to open my mouth. Too scared and afraid I would say the wrong thing. As far as satisfying me? You are a marvelous lover Frank and you have never failed to satisfy me when we make love."
"Then what the fuck were you doing on my bed with asswipe?"
"I don't know if you will understand Frank, but I'll try. There isn't a woman alive who has spent time talking with her girlfriends who hasn't heard about large cocks and how great they feel. As a result I doubt that there is a woman alive who doesn't want to experience one. Most never get the chance. I probably never would have either except that one day I was at the gym to work out and I got to see Stan's.
"Stan and one of the other trainers were playing grab-ass while they were working out and they didn't see me standing off to the side. Joe grabbed Stan's gym shorts and pulled them down. Stan was commando under his shorts and I saw his cock hanging down. Even soft it was huge. I gasped when I saw it and Stan heard and he looked over and saw me. Seeing me looking triggered something and his cock began to grow. When it was erect it looked like it was a foot long. I found out later it was ten and a half inches. Any way, I tore my eyes away from his cock and I saw him leering at me and I ran for the locker room, dressed and hurried back to work.
"I couldn't put the sight of Stan's cock out of my mind and it was only natural that I would wonder what it would feel like. I never intended that it would happen, but I thought about it. The next time I was at the gym Stan came up to me and asked me when we were going to get together. I told him that I didn't know what he was talking about and he laughed and said he'd seen the way I looked at him and he knew I wanted it. I told him he was crazy and he laughed again and said that it was only a matter of time and he could wait. Every time I went into the gym he would hit on me and I kept telling him no, but I never stopped wondering what a big one like his would feel like.
"It took him six weeks, but I finally decided I needed to know what it would feel like at least once. I convinced myself that you would never know and it wouldn't matter because I loved you and a big cock was not going to take me away from you. Of course it turned out that once was not enough. The first time blew my mind and I had more and bigger orgasms than I'd ever had before in my life so I did it again. The day you walked in on us was the third time. It would have ended in a little bit because Stan was the kind of guy who just had to make more conquests and he would have dropped me for the next woman he wanted to hustle. I knew it so I thought I'd just hang on for the ride until he ended things. I would have had the experience and you would have been none the wiser. He couldn't have taken me away from you Frank. No man could take me away from you."
"You are wrong there Regina. He did take you away from me. That is why we are in the situation that we are in now. Stan and his big cock did take you away from me and you acknowledged that fact when you flat out told me to my face that you were going to continue fucking him whether I liked it or not. And your little story just now did not make things any better. He gave you more and larger orgasms than you had ever had? You think that isn't a kick in my teeth? You think that it makes me feel good to hear that I didn't get the job done in the bedroom?"
"Damn it Frank; I told you that you are marvelous in bed. You took care of me just fine. You are mechanically minded so let me see if I can explain it in terms you can follow. You know all about mechanical and electrical devices, right? You know how a rheostat works, right? Picture a rheostat that goes from zero volts to twelve volts. You turn the dial to the number one and you get one volt applied to the circuit. You move the dial up to the number six and the circuit gets six volts. With me here?"
I nodded a yes and wondered where the hell she was going with it.
"Okay, so imagine my pussy as a rheostat, but instead of a round meter with a dial it is a twelve inch tube and inside the tube at one inch intervals there is a toggle switch and each time one of those toggle switches is moved it applies voltage. Now substitute pleasure for voltage. Instead of the meter reading zero to twelve volts imagine it reading zero to twelve units of pleasure.
"You push your cock into the tube and the head of your dick reaches the first toggle switch and pushes against it and turns it on and I feel one unit of pleasure. Your cockhead reaches the second toggle, pushes against it and I get a second unit of pleasure. The same thing happens as you trip toggles three, four, five and six. The pleasure keeps increasing until you are all the way in me and then as you pound me you go just a little bit deeper and your cockhead keeps bumping against the seventh toggle switch and I'm crying at you to fuck me harder and faster to try and get you to hit that seventh toggle more and more. All the while you are making me cum, the pleasure meter is reading an average of six and half to seven units of pleasure and I'm loving it. You are doing a great job of keeping me sexually satisfied. Can you picture what I'm trying to say?"
I nodded my head yes.
"Okay, now imagine the same tube with a ten inch cock going in. Now switches seven, eight, nine and ten are triggered and the hard pumping occasionally bumps toggle eleven. I was perfectly satisfied at six and a half Frank. All Stan did was get four more inches into me to touch places that you couldn't get to and those places caused a higher reading on the meter. It was different Frank; that's all it was. It was just some added physical pleasure brought on by turning on a couple more switches. It wasn't love; it wasn't affection or even like. It was just sex Frank. Great sex, but just sex. With Stan I had damned good sex, but that's all. With you I had sex, love and physical and mental emotion.
"I was brain dead when I told you I was going to keep having sex with Stan. I knew that you loved me as much as I loved you and I was sure that I could convince you that he was no threat to us and that you would love me enough to have my little fling. I did not think you were a wimp and that I could just ignore you. I was so into what Stan's cock was doing for me that I wasn't thinking straight. I honestly did think you loved me enough that you would give me the room to experience what Stan could give me.
"There is no way to go back and reverse things, but believe me Frank when I say that I would if I could. Yes, I loved the feeling I got from Stan's extra inches, but the pleasure I got out of it wasn't worth losing you over. I'm sorry Frank. I never meant to hurt us. I'm just so sorry."
She got up and went upstairs to the bedroom and started putting her new bed together.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day things weren't any clearer for me. I did know that until I made up my mind -- or had it made up for me -- I needed to keep a close eye on Regina. I couldn't afford to hire a private detective since I wasn't a rich man and I needed to work so I couldn't follow her myself.
I got on the Internet and went looking for information and found a great deal of "how to" information. I found out how to tap a phone using items that could be purchased at Wal-Mart or Radio Shack and I found sites that sold spy cameras disguised as books, clocks and smoke alarms. I found places that sold 'bugs' that could be hidden in purses, shoes and even in pieces of jewelry. It was expensive, but still cheaper than hiring a private eye.
When I was done the phone had a tap on it; her car had a GPS tracker, and a digital voice activated recorder installed. There were two spy cams in the house -- one in her bedroom and one in the living room -- and the lining in the purse she used most often had a bug planted in it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next month went by with me doing my best to avoid Regina while she was doing her best to try and get me to sit down and try to work things out.
I made an appointment and saw an attorney and he pretty much told me what I already knew. We lived in a no fault state so assets would be divided equally. We didn't have kids so child support wouldn't be an issue. Regina and I had comparable incomes so alimony wouldn't be a factor. The sticking point would be the 401(k) s and pensions. We both had pension plans and a review would need to be done to see who got how much when we retired and an adjustment made to see that we both benefited equally. I had a 401(k) and Regina didn't so I would lose part of that.
Since I would be the one filing I would be responsible for court costs and if Regina fought it I might even -- if we got the wrong judge -- have to pay her attorney's fees. I told him I would think on it and get back to him.
I still didn't know what I was going to do and it looked like I had wasted a bunch of money on my 'spyware' purchases. I checked every day and there was nothing out of the ordinary. I'd almost decided that checking on Regina was a waste of time and money when suddenly Regina got a phone call from Stan on her cell phone as she was driving home from work. I could only hear her side of the conversation, but I knew it was Stan because she said his name.
"Hello?"
"What do you want Stan?"
"No. I'm on my way home and I'm driving and I don't like to talk on the phone when I'm driving."
"No Stan. I'll be home in five minutes. Call me there."
"No. He won't be home for another hour."
"All right."
The call to Regina at the house was interesting as I got to listen to both sides of the conversation.
"Hello?"
"Hi sexy lady."
"What do you want Stan?"
"Is that any tone to use with the guy who rings your chimes?"
"I asked you what you wanted."
"You. When can we get together?"
"I thought they had taken both of your testicles? At least that is what I heard."
"It was touch and go there for a bit, but I've still got the magic wand. When can we get together?"
"We can't. I'm fighting to hang onto Frank."
"Why? He can't do for you what I can."
"He comes damned close. Close enough anyway and he can do things for me that you never could."
"Yeah; like I'm ever going to believe that."
"Doesn't matter if you do or not. All you are is a big cock. Frank is the total package and I was stupid for ever risking losing him."
"Well you are going to lose him. I owe the son of a bitch and when I get done with him he won't be any use to you or any other woman."
"Don't do it Stan. He's expecting you to try something and he has a gun. He told me if he sees you within twenty feet of him he will kill you."
"He has to see me first and I don't plan on letting that happen."
"Leave him alone Stan. Please, just leave him alone."
"Maybe. Maybe if you make it worth my while."
"What do you want?"
"Oh come on sexy lady; what the fuck you think I want?"
"And if I do you will leave him alone?"
"Cross my heart, hope to die."
"Frank plays cards with some friends and he won't be here tomorrow. Call me about this time tomorrow and I'll see what we can work out."
"You got it. Till tomorrow."
Well, there it was. One of the things I'd thought about while trying to decide if I wanted to try and save things with Regina was would she likely go after a big cock again if she got the chance. It seemed like I had my answer. If she didn't tell me about the phone call it would mean that she couldn't be trusted. She still hadn't said anything by the time I knocked off working in the basement and went up to take my shower. I had my answer.
+++++++++++++++++++
I decided to end things with a bang. I'd wait until she set up her next meeting with asshole and interrupt it the same as I had the last time only with a slight difference. I had my 92F now.
The next day I left work early, parked a block away and walked home. I was in the basement when Regina got home and ten minutes later the phone rang. I crept to the stairs and listened so I'd know when she hung up and then I went over and listened to the conversation on the recorder that taped the house phone calls.
"Hello?"
"It's me."
"Frank goes straight from work to his card game so he won't be home until eleven. How soon can you get here?"
"Three minutes. I'm parked a couple of blocks away."
"The door is unlocked. Just come on up to the bedroom. I'll be naked and waiting."
I smiled as I thought "And so will I. Maybe not naked, but I will be waiting"
A minute or so later I heard the front door open and close. I gave him enough time to get upstairs and undressed and then I pulled the slide back on the Beretta and released so it slammed forward chambering the top cartridge in the clip.
I started up the stairs and just before I reached the top I heard someone coming. I wanted to catch the two of them in bed going at it so I hesitated. I peeked around the corner and saw Regina getting something out of one of the kitchen drawers. I was confused. She said she would be on the bed naked and waiting, but she was fully dressed. She turned and headed back to the bedroom and I gave her a minute and then followed.
The bedroom door was open, but I didn't hear the sounds of sex. I looked in the bedroom, but didn't understand what I was seeing. Stan was lying on the bed fully dressed. He was shaking and twitching and Regina was busy tying his hands to the headboard. Her back was to me so I slipped into the bedroom across the hall and left the door open just enough so that I could look through the gap and into the room across the hall.
Stan's thrashing was fading and Regina left the room and came back a minute or so later and I could see that she was putting something into her shirt pocket. It was small and I couldn't tell what it was. I heard Stan say:



"You fucking bitch! I'll get you for this!"
Regina got up and walked over to the dresser and picked something up. She turned back to Stan and said:
"You want another shot of this?" and showed him what she had in her hand. I recognized it. It was a stun gun similar to the one I had.
"After Frank showed me how effective these little suckers could be I got one to carry in my purse for self defense. Works great doesn't it. Want another shot?"
"No."
"Then lay there and stay still."
She took his shoes off of him and then undid his belt and pulled his pants and boxers off and dropped them on the floor.
"Why Stan -- what a disappointment. I'm not a sexy lady any more? Your dick is just lying there. Can't have that baby. Need you hard for the next step."
She fondled his cock and after a minute she bent and took him in her mouth. A couple of minutes later Stan's cock was pointing up at the ceiling. Regina slowly worked his cock with her hand and said:
"Now I want you to tell me exactly what you are planning to do to my husband."
"Fuck you bitch."
"Oh dear; I had hoped that we could do this civilized, but if we can't, we cant."
She got up and walked to the dresser and picked up a knife that had been sitting there. Going back to Stan she started stroking his cock with her left hand while holding the knife in front of his eyes with her right.
"The way this is going to go Stan is that you are going to tell me exactly what I want to know or I am going to shorten your cock one inch at a time." She placed the edge of the knife against his dick and said, "Start talking."
He was silent and Regina's hand moved just a fraction and Stan screamed. Regina said:
"You think I'm joking?" She held a finger in front of his eyes. "That's your blood Stan. Start talking or I cut deeper and you lose your first inch."
"Okay, okay; just put the knife down."
"Talk Stan. Just what have you planned for my husband?"
"Catch him not looking and smack him in the head with a baseball bat and then use the bat to turn his cock and balls into mush."
"Why would you want to that Stan?"
"Because of what he did to me."
"So he caused you some pain, so what? You don't think you earned it by screwing his wife?"
"The son of a bitch got me fired too. Not only that but Bill told me not to expect a favorable reference if anybody called for one."
"So you believe that you are supposed to be able to go through life fucking other men's wives and girlfriends and they are just supposed to shrug it off?"
"No, but he could have fought me like a man instead of what he did. It just shows how much of a limp dicked wimp that he is."
"No Stan; what it shows is that he is a very smart man. He knew he couldn't fight you because of your natural advantages."
"Bullshit!"
"No it isn't. You outweigh him by fifty pounds and you are a good six inches taller and that means your arms are longer. That means you could start hitting him before he could even get close enough to land a blow. He knew that so he evened things up. You earned what you got Stan. Whether you accept it or not you got what you had coming for fucking his wife."
"I wasn't in it alone. I don't see you limping around."
"I got hurt a lot worse than you Stan. I've lost him. You want to know real hurt lose the one you love. But we don't need to go there."
She took something out of her shirt pocket and I saw it was a small digital tape recorder. She hit a button and waited a few seconds while it rewound and then she hit play and Stan heard "smack him in the head with a ball bat." She turned the recorded off and said:
"Here is how we play this Stan. If anything bad happens to my husband this goes to the police. If somebody sneaks up on him and hurts him the tape goes to the police. If he is the victim of a hit and run this goes to the police. Anything bad Stan and I do mean anything bad and this tape goes to the police. Understand me?"
I didn't hear him say anything, but he must have nodded a yes because Regina said:
"I'm going to cut your right arm free and leave you the knife so you can cut the left free while I go outside and sit in my car and watch the front door. If you aren't out of here in five minutes I'm calling the cops. I'll tell them I'm being stalked and that the stalker is inside my house. I might even tell them that you are armed and I fear for my life."
She cut his right wrist loose and then dropped the knife on the bed. I closed my door so she wouldn't see it open when she came out of the room. I heard her leave the house and a couple of minutes later I heard Stan leave the bedroom and go down the stairs. When I heard the front door open and then close I hurried down the stairs and went out the back door. I moved around to the side of the house and carefully peered around the corner. Regina was sitting in her car watching Stan get into his. She sat there until Stan drove away and then she got out of her car and went into the house. I ran to the fence, climbed it, dropped into the Miller's backyard and then hurried to my car.
I spent the next two hours in Duffy's Tavern nursing a couple of drinks and thinking about what I had just seen. My mind wasn't computing all that well. There was just so much shit in there bumping in to each other. Regina's claims that she loved me were bouncing off the memory of her telling me that she was going to keep on fucking Stan. Her actions when I caught the two of them that first time pushed against her defense of me as she had Stan tied to the bed.
It all boiled down to half of me saying, "She loves you and you love her and you know it so give her a chance." The other half was saying, "She let you down once even though she says she loves you so you can't trust her not to do it again." When I finished the drinks in front of me I got up and headed for home.
As I drove a few things jelled in my mind. The phone calls I'd listened to and what she had done to Stan convinced me that Regina did care for me so the only questions that really had to be answered were:
"Could I eventually get past it if I kept her?" and "If I keep her can I trust her never to do it again?"
The problem was that there was no way to get answers. The answers could only come with time so my decision came down to "Do I give the time for those answers to come or not."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Regina was watching TV and she looked over at me and asked if I'd eaten yet. I told her I wasn't hungry. I stood there for a second or two, but I couldn't get the words to come so I went into the kitchen and got my nightly beer and went down into the basement. I was there maybe five minutes before Regina came down and sat on the steps and watched me work. After a minute or so she said:
"I heard from Stan today."
"Oh? And when are you going to get together?"
"We aren't Frank. I let him know in no uncertain terms that we would never see each other again."
"So why tell me?"
"I won't hide anything from you Frank. Not ever again. I don't blame you for not believing it especially after what I did, but it is true. I don't know what you are finally going to decided to do, but if you do decide to keep us together I will do everything humanly possible to get your trust back and keep it."
I set aside the dove-tail jig I was getting ready to set up, looked at her and said:
"Do you understand that earning back that trust can be every bit as corrosive to our relationship as what you did to lose that trust?"
"What do you mean?"
"Think about it Regina. I would be watching you like a hawk. I'd be watching for just the slightest hint that you were screwing around on me again. Be a half hour late coming home from work and I'd be wondering where you were and with who and doing what. You call and say you have to work late. Oh sure. You bet. I'd buy that. With who and where?
"Go shopping and come home with nothing and tell me it was because you didn't find what you wanted and I'd be thinking "Oh yes you did get what you were looking for" and I'd wonder if it was Stan or with some other guy you found out had a big cock."
She started to interrupt, but I held up a hand to stop her.
"If you are on the phone with someone I'll be hovering close by with one ear cocked to catch your side of the conversation and I'll be listening to catch anything that will make me think you are talking to a lover. Your job has you going on trips several times a year and you know what I'll be thinking about how you spend your evenings at the hotel. When you get home I'll be scrutinizing you, your clothes, and your suitcase and probably going through your purse if you set it down where I can get at it. I'd be looking for the proof that would tell me that you were stabbing me in the back again.
"Tell me Regina; could you live like that?"
"I could if it would keep us together."
"Well I don't know that I could Regina. Being that kind of a person is not me. I don't believe I could live like that and I don't know that I can ever get over the way I felt when you told me that you were going to keep on fucking him after I caught you."
"I'll get you over that baby and I'll never give you any reason to doubt me ever again. I just need a chance frank. Just give me a chance."
"I'll think about it Regina. No promises, but I will think on it."
She reached into her pocket, took out a piece of paper and handed it to me.
"What is this?"
"It is what you said you would have to have."
I looked at it and saw that it was from a clinic and it said she was drug and disease free. I read it, folded it and put it in my pocket and went back to work. Regina watched in silence for a couple of minutes and then she went back upstairs.
Actually I'd already thought on it and I had decided to give the marriage a chance, but I also felt the need to make Regina sweat -- at least for a while.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I waited two days and then gave her the first sign of a thaw. I hadn't eaten at home since the day I dumped Stan and Regina on the lawn so on Friday morning, just before leaving for work I asked:
"We have anything for dinner or do I need to hit the store on the way home?"
"We don't need anything that I can think of."
"Okay. See you tonight."
When I got home Regina was in the kitchen and when I walked in she told me dinner would be ready in ten minutes. We ate in silence and then I went down into the basement. When I finished cutting the grass Saturday morning and was washing my hands Regina asked me what I'd like for dinner and when I said, "I thought we would go out to eat" I caught the trace of a smile as she walked away.
She wore her sexiest dress and heels that evening and after we ate I took her to the Boom Boom Room for drinks. She wanted to dance, but I wasn't quite ready to take her in my arms. Actually that wasn't true. I was more than ready, but I was still in my "make her suffer" mood and I let most of the evening go by before I got up and moved out onto the floor with her. The results were predictable and I caught her smile when she moved her leg into my erection.
In the car on the way home she slid over next to me and placed her hand on the lump in my trousers and waited to see what I would do. When I didn't do anything she unzipped me and worked my cock out into the open and began stroking it. When I still didn't do anything she lowered her head and took me in her mouth. It had been a while for me so it only took her minutes to get me off and when I blew she swallowed it all and kept me in her mouth. She had me erect by the time we got home.
As the garage door came down behind us Regina took her mouth off my cock and said:
"We have a new bed that hasn't been properly broken in. Are you ready?"
I was.
+++++++++++++++++++
It has been three years now and Regina hasn't given me any reason to be suspicious. I still have a tap on the phone and the recorder and GPS tracker in her car. I have bugged three more of her most used purses and I check regularly, but have found nothing.
I won't say that it has been easy. Every once in a while when we make love she will cry out, "Yes, yes, yes, oh God yes!" and my mind returns instantly to the day I heard those same words when I caught her and Stan and my cock starts to wilt. It is only supreme will power that allows me to stay hard and finish and I've never let her know how close we came to disaster.
Regina does her best to spoil me rotten and I'm liking it, but I also have to admit that there is still a small spot in my brain where the thought still lives that some day she is going to want to see if a big cock can still trip those extra switches. However she does know that if it ever happens and I find out she is history and I really do think that she doesn't want that to happen.
Time holds the answer to that. All I can do is wait and see and hope that it never happens.
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It was almost seven years ago when I told my wife that my biggest fantasy was to watch her have sex with another man. As you might expect she was outraged, disgusted, disbelieving and in general pretty much told me not only no, but fuck no! It was the response I had expected and so I put it out of my mind (the part about her actually doing it anyway) and kept my fantasy alive by reading magazines that catered to the idea. I would read the letters and stories and in my mind I would always picture my wife as the woman in the story. The increase in sexual activity following my reading of the latest issue always pleased Mary even if she never knew what caused it.
So imagine my surprise lo these many years later when she said to me, "How come you've never mentioned your fantasies to me again?"
I replied that given the reception I got the last time and the week of icy silence that followed more or less led me to believe that it would be in my best interest to keep my mouth shut.
"Why are you bringing it up now?" I asked.
She looked at me with her cool gray eyes and said matter of factly, "Because now I have one."
"And?" I asked.
"And I have a chance to live it out."
"So why tell me?" I said, "As I recall you were pretty straight forward about your opinion of fantasies.
She continued to look at me as she said, " That was then, this is now."
I smiled at her, "What you mean is that was your fantasy, this is mine, right?"
She flinched at that one and said, "I guess I deserved that." I just sat there and watched her. "Look" she said, "You sprang that fantasy on me when we had only been married three years. I'd just had Gina, I thought I looked fat and unappealing, and I was sure that the only reason you brought it up was so you would have an excuse to go after other women if I would have said yes. After I got my figure and confidence back I wondered why you never brought it up again. When I was working out at the gym I used to look at the guys there and wonder if any of them would be interested in me or what they might be like in bed. But you never brought it up again. The problem was that you had planted the idea in my mind so I ended up with a fantasy of my own - having sex with other men! So for the past several years every time I saw a guy that appealed to me I would wonder what it would be like to fuck him. I've waited for you to bring up your fantasies again, but you haven't, so I'm bringing them up. Do you still dream about me in bed with other men?"
What can you say to a question like that when it is all you have thought about for the last seven years?
"All the time lover, all the fucking time!"
"Well" Franny said, "There is a guy at work who has been hitting on me for the last six months or so and I've decided to let him fuck me."
My eye brows went up at that one, and Franny continued:
"I was going to take my time and approach you slowly on it, but the situation just took a rather quick turn and now I need to hit you head on with it. The company is sending me and two others to Denver next week for a three-day seminar and it just so happens that one of the other two going is Kenny. It's the perfect opportunity for me. We will be out of town and away from anyone who could see us and gossip about it. I can arrange for adjoining rooms, and I'll have three nights to seduce him or let him seduce me. Everything has fallen into place and all that's left is to let you know about it."
I gave her an amused grin, "Letting me know about it? By that do you mean you are asking for my approval - my blessing? Or are you telling me what you are going to do, live with it?"
Again I got the cool look from her gray eyes:
"Baby, I'm sorry that you never tried to bring your fantasy up again. I've been waiting for you to do it, but you planted the seed and I've carried it for over five years now. I love you, I want to spend the rest of my life with you, and regardless of what happens with Kenny I'm yours for as long as you want me, but I'm going to do it. When I get home I'll give you your fantasy if you still want it, but I'm going to do mine."
"It doesn't look as though I have any choice then, does it?"
++++++++++++++++
The next couple of days were not good ones around my house. I was not in the best of moods and Franny was wise enough to give me a wide berth. I wasn't mad that she was going to screw some other guy, I was pissed at the way she had dumped it on me and told me to like it or lump it. But even though I was moody about it I am not stupid, so on the day she left I gave her a big hug and kiss, told her to enjoy herself and to hurry home to me.
It really sucks when something that you have always wanted happens and you are not there. For seven years I'd thought about Franny and other guys and now it was happening and I'm sitting at my desk in the den and staring at the wall. I looked at the clock and it said eight-ten, well past the dinner and cocktail hour. Was Kenny already between those lovely long legs? Did he spend any time eating her pussy like I would have? God, the thoughts of what might be happening were driving me mad. The phone rang and when I answered it Franny's voice came over the line to me:
"Remember baby, I love you. Enjoy."
And then I heard her say, "Come on Kenny. Get out of the bathroom and get in here. I need to be fucked again."
Franny had called me on her cell phone and then left it on! I sat there and listened for the next hour or so as Kenny fucked my wife, as she sucked his cock, and as he fucked her again. Sometime during their love making session I'd taken my cock out and I was stroking it and after several minutes of listening to Franny begging Kenny to fuck her harder I'd cum all over myself. I was just about to hang up and go clean myself up when I heard:
"Hey Kenny. Are we going to.....Jesus Christ! Sorry guys, I didn't know" and then Franny's voice, "Wait Tony. Don't go. Kenny needs some help here."
All thoughts of hanging up the phone and cleaning myself up were gone as my dick got hard again. I spent another two hours listening to my brand new slut wife getting fucked by two guys (when she got home she told me that Kenny and Tony were sharing a room and that she and Kenny had forgotten to lock the adjoining door). Finally, all three had gotten enough and the guys had gone.
Franny picked up her cell phone, "Are you still there lover?"
I croaked out a yes.
"Did you enjoy it?" she wanted to know.
"God yes. You need to hurry up and get your ass home. I'm going crazy with desire."
She laughed, "Patience lover, patience. I've still got two more days here."
The next night was a repeat of the previous night, but the third night she'd gone out and picked up a stranger. She fucked him to a standstill and when he'd gone she went looking for Kenny and Tony. When she came back to the room with them she had two other guys with her too. The five of them spent the rest of the night together, but I missed a lot because Franny's cell phone battery went dead.
She will be coming home tonight and I don't expect to get much rest for the next couple of days and I'm already working on Franny's "next time". She is going to have a very busy " little hot box" in the days to come. She doesn't know it yet, but I now have a brand new fantasy - watching her get gangbanged. I don't think I'm going to have any trouble in making it happen, and best of all, this time I'll be there.
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I watched her skirt tighten over her tight round ass as she bent to put some papers in the lower drawer of the file cabinet. Everything about Candace made me hard and it tore me up that I would never be able to do what I wanted which was to spend hours, days, weeks and months making love to her. She knew I wanted her and I was pretty sure that she'd had a few licentious thoughts about me, but I was cursed. A wicked spell had been cast over me and that spell prevented me from having Candace. The spell had a name - marriage.
As I looked at Candy's tight ass I wondered why I was so different from most of the other men that I knew; men I worked with, socialized with and played various sports with. I watched them run around on their wives and girlfriends like it was the most natural thing in the world to do. Was it natural? Were they normal and I was the oddball?
I had been married to Mildred for twenty-four years and not once had I been unfaithful to her. I'd had chances galore - some that I would dearly loved to have taken - but I had given my word when we stood in front of the assembled guests. I had promised that Millie would be my one and only and I had been raised in a family where you were taught that your word was your bond. For better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, till death do you part, or quite simply, "Once in never out."
Unfortunately, as I had come to find out, Millie wasn't raised with the same set of values; or if she had been she had cast them aside.
+++++++++++++++++++
I met Mildred Pierce Byrns on my first day at college. My first class was English Composition 101 and I was sitting in a seat in room 114 in Seaforth Hall when I felt a hand tap me on my shoulder and I turned to see a very good looking brunette standing there. Dark hair and green eyes always got to me and she had them both along with a very trim and athletic looking body.
"Excuse me" she said, "but you are sitting in my seat."
Good looking girl or not, the tone of her voice pissed me off. I looked around the half empty, but filling classroom and said:
"I don't think so. It is the first day of class and the instructor isn't even here yet to make a seating chart."
"You don't understand" she said in a patronizing tone of voice as she pointed at a guy sitting to my left, "He is my boyfriend and the girl to your right is my best friend Annie and the girl in front of you is Gloria and we always sit together so you have to move."
By that time I was slightly pissed at her "I'm me and you have to do what I want" attitude so I said:
"This ain't high school honey; this is the real world and in the real world you don't always get what you want." I pointed at a section of the classroom that was still empty and said, "If you all have to sit together I'd suggest you get over there before it fills up."
"Hey dude, just get up and give her the seat" the guy said. I took a good look at him. A beefy looking guy with one of those buzz cuts favored by football players. He'd once had the initial of his high school shaved in his hair and it was filling in as he let his hair grow out. Fairly bulky, like he was the product of the weight room, and I pegged him as a guy attending on a football scholarship. I met his eyes and said:
"Sorry, but I'm not moving...DUDE!"
He tensed and I could see he planned on showing me the error of my ways. He was bigger than me, but I had lettered in wrestling and physical contact was something that I was used to so I got myself ready for what would have to be done if he pushed it. The brunette with the green eyes saw it coming and she said:
"No Brad, let it go."
He gave me a look that said, "This isn't over by a long shot" and I smiled at him. He got up and he and the three girls moved to where they could sit together and a minute or so later the instructor arrived and the class got underway.
I noticed that the brunette kept glancing over at me and at any other time I might have taken it as a sign that my attentions wouldn't necessarily be refused, but under the circumstances I put that thought out of my mind. The instructor did make a seating chart so the four of them were locked in place for the balance of the term and I didn't expect that I would have any more to do with them. The class met Monday and Thursday and I didn't have any of the four in any of my other classes so I basically only saw them two hours a week and I ignored them and they ignored me.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was the Thursday of the fifth week of the term and I had come out of an off campus pizzeria with a large pepperoni and was getting in my car when I heard:
"Hey you! Wise ass!"
I turned and saw Brad standing there with the brunette, who I'd learned was Millie and her girlfriend Annie.
"You and me got unfinished business."
I put my pizza on the back seat and then turned to the three of them. I looked him over and said:
"You got three inches and probably sixty pounds on me, but you are obviously a bonehead so I guess we are pretty evenly matched. Bring it!"
"What?"
"You want a piece of me asshole, so come and get it."
His face got red - I'd challenged him in front of his two females - and he rushed at me. When big guys go after littler guys they never expect a problem so when I executed a letter perfect take-down on him he was totally surprised. His head smacked down on the sidewalk and he was temporarily dazed. Being a firm believer in the old adage, "Once you get them down, keep them down" I kicked him hard in the stones, twice in the ribs and then once more in the stones. As he lay there in the fetal position, moaning and with both hands cupping his hurting genitals, I looked at the two girls and said:
"You both are obviously intelligent because stupid people rarely make it into college and you are both gorgeous so attracting males can't be a problem. So the question has to be why are the two of you hanging with a meat-head like him?"
I got on my car and drove off leaving the two girls standing there looking down at the guy on the ground. The following Monday Brad wasn't in class and I never saw him again. I heard later he was cut from the football team and he dropped out of school.
++++++++++++++++++++
That Friday I was sitting at a table in the cafeteria when Millie, Annie and Gloria walked up and asked if they could join me. A quick glance around showed that there were plenty of empty tables available so I guessed they had a reason for wanting to sit with me and I motioned for them to sit down. They were nervously looking back and forth at each other so I took the bull by the horns and asked:
"And what can I do for you ladies?"
There were more nervous glances and then Millie said, "We wanted, no - not we, I - I wanted to apologize for my behavior on the first day of class. I was having a bad day, but that doesn't excuse my being such a bitch. But I was a bitch and you responded to it. That brought out the worst in Brad. Annie and I had no idea that Brad was going to do what he did the other day. If I had known I would have tried to stop it."
She looked at me expectantly and I knew what was expected of me so I said, "Apology accepted."
She and Annie glanced at each other and then she said, "There is one other thing. What you said about us being with such a meat-head. Brad wasn't always that way. He changed when he made all-state as a defensive tackle. The four of us" and she waved toward Annie and Gloria and I guessed that the fourth was Brad, "grew up together in the same neighborhood and Brad was always like a brother to us. I just wanted you to know that is why we were with him."
Gloria looked at her watch and then said, "Hey guys, we need to go or we will be late for class." The three of them got up and I sat there and watched them go and wondered what was the real reason behind their little visit.
I got some inkling of it when all of a sudden I started running into Annie wherever I went. I began thinking that the apology was just to clear the air and distance Annie from the 'meathead' so I would see her in a different light. Don't ask me why I had that thought because I don't honestly know. God knows it wasn't because I was a sought after guy and was used to being pursued. Far from it. I'd only had one fairly long term relationship in my young life and that one had ended badly when Sarah dropped me for the starting full-back on our high school football team. I did have the satisfaction of seeing him drop her for one of the cheerleaders, but that was small comfort.
I pretty much stayed away from girls after that. I planned on waiting until I got to college before getting in the dating game again. I suppose I was thinking that the girls would be a little older and more mature. They probably were, but I'd not found one yet that I cared enough about to ask out. But even though I was just a normal guy, not special in any way, there was no denying that Annie seemed to show up everywhere I went. It could have been a coincidence, but I didn't think so. When I did run into Annie some place she always said hi and then made conversation with me. She did give me several openings to ask her out, but I never did. The fact of the matter is that I had no interest in Annie. None.
It was the week before the Christmas break and I was again sitting at a table in the cafeteria when Millie walked up to the table, said hi and then sat down. Although I had seen her around I'd not spoken to her since the day of her apology so I was not really prepared for what she hit me with.
"Can I ask you a question?" I nodded a yes and she asked, "Are you gay?"
"Good Lord no! What the hell brought that on?"
"Well, no one has ever seen you with a girl and poor Annie has done everything she can think of to get your attention, but you ignore her so we wondered if you were gay. I decided to ask you straight out so that if you were I could tell Annie to stop wasting her time."
"Sorry to give you the bad news, but the reason Annie isn't getting anywhere with me is because I'm not interested in her."
"Why not? She's a great looking girl; she's smart, witty, has a great sense of humor and has a ton of personality."
I don't know why I said it; to this day I don't know, but I was looking Millie right in the eye when I said the seven words that changed my life.
"But she doesn't have flashing green eyes."
I saw Millie's green eyes get big as the import of what I'd just said hit her. "Oh my" she said, "Oh my God. Oh shit; how am I going to tell her? She's my best friend. Oh Jesus. What am I going to do? Why haven't you said something before now?"
How could I tell her that I didn't even know until she sat down across from me and I looked into her eyes.
Her friendship with Annie survived and Annie was her Maid of Honor at our wedding.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Fast forward twenty-four very good years and three children. Our son James had graduated from West Point and was currently serving in Iraq. Daughter Marlene was married and had just presented us with our first grandson and daughter Marion was six weeks from graduating from the University of Michigan with a degree in Electrical Engineering. The children were gone and Millie was now an empty nester with a lot of time on her hands.
God alone knows why, but she started to feel down about herself. She was still able to light my fire and I told her so, but the fact of the matter was that she felt the only reason I was saying it was because I was her husband and I was expected to say things like that. As far as she was concerned when we went to parties the men didn't hover around her the way they used to; they didn't flirt with her any more, didn't ask her to dance as much as they used to. There were a lot of reasons for that, but not one of them was the one she thought it was. She felt that she was unattractive, that she had lost her looks and her desirability.
I would have bet my life that Millie had never been unfaithful to me, but she was used to receiving the attention that beautiful women take for granted and when she perceived that she wasn't getting that attention any more it bothered her. It bothered her big time. She lost confidence in herself and that caused some changes in her. The biggest being that she seemed to lose all interest in sex. This of course had a major impact on me. Even at the age of forty-seven I enjoyed making love to Millie three and four times a week, but it slipped to twice a week and then once a week.
I knew what the problem was and I tried to talk to her; to convince her that she was still sexy and desirable, but she wouldn't listen. I was her husband and I had to say things like that. I bought her sexy clothes and took her places she could be seen and admired and she did attract attention, but when I pointed it out she pooh-poohed it saying the people were our friends and were just being nice. Nothing I said or did seemed to get through to her.
When our sex life dropped to once every two weeks or so I decided that I was going to have to do something. I had a five day business trip coming up and I decided that I was going to take Millie along. We could spend the evenings going out to dinner and then drinking and dancing. There would be no friends or acquaintances there so she would not be able to discount the attention she got as just friends being nice. I had a plan; a plan that would re-kindle the fire in our love making, a plan that would give Millie her confidence back.
++++++++++++++++++
We got to Atlanta Sunday night and checked into our hotel. When we got to the room I stood off to the side with a big smile on my face as I watched Millie open her suitcase to unpack it. The look on her face was priceless as she took in what was there. I had switched suitcases on her and the 'sensible' clothes she had packed had been replaced with every sexy piece of her clothing that I could fit into the bag. She turned to look at me and I smiled at her and told her that I planned on having a good time every night we were there.
Monday morning I kissed her goodbye and headed for my first meeting of the day. I told Millie to expect me back by five-thirty and to be ready to go out for dinner. When I got back to the room at five twenty-five Millie wasn't there, but five minutes after I got there she came rushing in. She was wearing flip-flops and a robe and she said:
"Sorry darling, time got away from me. Let me take a quick shower and then I'll get dressed for dinner. As she headed for the shower she dropped the robe and I saw that she had on a bikini that I had never seen before. The suit I had packed had been a one piece tank suit. Oh well, I thought, progress of sorts since she certainly looked sexy in it. I commented on the suit over dinner and Millie told me that she had bought it that afternoon.
"I felt so ridiculous being the only one at the pool in a one piece so I bought a two piece so I would fit in."
"Well sweetie, you sure looked great in it."
Dinner was followed by dancing and some drinks and when we got back to the room Millie, for the first time in six months, initiated the love making and she wasn't satisfied with only twice. She worked very hard to get four times out of me.
Tuesday I again told her I would be back by five-thirty. It was five-thirty on the dot when I walked into the room and once again Millie wasn't there. Ten minutes went by and I was starting to get just a little bit upset when I heard the key in the door and Millie rushed in and breathlessly said:
"Sorry baby, but it won't take me long to take a quick shower and get dressed."
I was a little pissed at her for not being there and ready to go at the time I told her that I would be back. Not only that, but she could have at least left me a note so I would know where she was. As I listened to the shower running I shook off my bad mood. What the hell, I'd brought her along to give her a chance to relax and enjoy herself so why was I getting upset because she was doing just that.
We had dinner and then moved to the hotel lounge to have a few drinks and to dance to the live music. The band was big into the music of the sixties and seventies and played a lot of slow tunes. After about an hour or so I got up to use the bathroom and when I finished my business and started back to our table I saw two guys standing there talking to Millie. For a brief second I felt myself starting to get territorial, but then I realized that what I was watching was what I had hoped for when I brought Millie along. The two guys were not "friends just being nice" but two horn-dogs trying to pick up a beautiful woman. Millie had to know that and that meant she had to realize she was still a sexy and desirable woman. I decided to give things a few moments before I went back and my presence put a damper on things.
I took a seat at the end of the bar, ordered a drink, and then sat and watched. After a couple of minutes the two guys sat down with Millie and waved a waitress over. Another couple of minutes went by as the two men talked to Millie and then the waitress returned with the drink order. I noticed that there were four drinks placed on the table instead of three and that told me that Millie had let them know she was not alone. That was my signal to get back.
As I came up to the table the two men stood up and Millie said, "Rob honey, these two gentlemen are Pete and Tony" and the two men offered me their hands and I shook with them as Millie said, "I asked them to sit down with me while we waited for you to get back."
"What it is" said the one named Pete, "Is that we saw her sitting here alone and we came over to ask her to dance."
"I told them I'd have to ask you if you minded so I had them sit with me while we waited. They bought us a drink" and then she waited to see what I was going to say.
I figured that she was flattered by the attention and wanted to dance with them or she wouldn't have invited them to sit. Well, it was what I wanted - for her to get her confidence back - so I said:
"Of course I don't mind. We came in here to enjoy ourselves and have a good time so if you want to dance, you should dance."
Pete stood up and offered her his hand and said, "May I?" and Millie got up and took his hand and they moved out onto the dance floor. Tony and I talked as Pete and Millie stayed out on the floor for three numbers and then the band took a break. The four of us talked until the band started again and Tony stood and asked, "My turn?" and then he and Millie headed out onto the floor. I deliberately sat with my back to the dance floor so I wouldn't make Millie self-conscious.
For the next hour the two men kept Millie on the floor and then I exercised my rights. The band had just started to play a nice slow tune and Pete was just starting to ask for the next dance, but I said:
"Sorry guys, but it is my turn now."
As we danced I asked Millie if she was having a good time and she moved in close and said:
"Yes I am baby and thank you; I needed this."
I pulled her closer and kissed her and the song ended and we went back to the table. I thanked the two for an enjoyable evening and then told them I had an early morning meeting and we needed to be heading up to our room.
"You could leave Millie with us" Pete said, "We would see to it that she gets back to your room safely when the band quits."
I'll just bet you would I thought as I said, "Thanks for the offer, but I don't think so. Goodnight."
It might have just been my imagination, but I thought I saw disappointment in Millie's eyes as I led her toward the elevators. We were no sooner in the room than Millie started dropping clothes on the floor.
"Hurry Rob, hurry" as she headed for the bed. "Yes indeed Rob" I thought, "Bringing Millie on this trip was a stroke of genius. Millie flat wore me out and when I fell asleep I slept like a baby.



++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I woke up to Millie fondling my dick and as soon as she saw that I was awake she slid down and took my cock in her mouth and sucked on it until it was hard and then she moved over me and lowered herself down on my cock. She bounced up and down on me until I got close to cumming and then I rolled her off of me and onto her back and fucked her as hard as I could until I came.
As I dressed I told Millie that the days meeting would probably run late so it could be after six by the time I got back to the room. She told me she would probably go shopping and spend some time around the pool and then I kissed her and headed for my first meeting of the day. At eleven-thirty I received a message from the man I was supposed to meet with that afternoon. His computer system had crashed and things at his plant were in chaos and he had to cancel. So, when the morning meeting ended I headed for the hotel. I would be able to take Millie to lunch and then maybe we could do some sight seeing.
Millie wasn't in the room when I got there so I decided to see if she was by the pool. She was, but she wasn't alone. As I came down the hallway that led to the pool patio area I saw Millie lying on her stomach on a chaise lounge and Pete and Tony were with her. Tony was rubbing lotion on her back and Pete was rubbing on lotion further down. From where I was I saw that his hands were on her ass, her legs were spread wide apart and I knew that the fingers rubbing the lotion into her skin were also brushing against her pussy. And she wasn't doing anything to stop it!
I backed away from the door that led out onto the pool area and then headed for the hotel bar. The bar had windows that looked out onto the pool area and I took a seat at the bar where I could see Millie, Tony and Pete. I nursed my beer and watched the three of them for maybe five minutes when a voice said:
"She sure is something isn't she?"
I turned and saw Phil, the bartender, standing there. "I hadn't noticed" I said.
He laughed. "Right! You haven't taken your eyes off of her since you walked in here and sat down on that stool."
"I didn't know I was being that obvious."
"Hey, you ain't the only man who has been in here this week who wished it could be him out there with her."
"This week?"
"Yeah. She showed up Monday. At first I thought she was a hooker trying to attract business, but Tony says she is just a housewife having a fling."
"Tony?"
"The dark haired guy out here with her. He says she is here with her husband who spends all his days in meetings so him and Pete, that's the other guy out there, offered to keep her from being lonely during the day."
"And keeping her from being lonely means?"
"All I know is that the three of them leave here and go up to one of the hospitality suites and spend most of the afternoon there. What goes on inside I can't say."
"They ever leave her alone?"
"They haven't since they moved in on her Monday. Why you asking? Want to try your luck?"
"Wouldn't you?"
"Good point."
He moved away to take care of another customer and I sat there and thought about what he'd just said. Tony and Pete had moved in on Millie Monday, but Tuesday night when they joined us at our table they acted like they had never met. He said they went up to a suite and spent most of the afternoon there and Monday and Tuesday Millie had rushed into the room late and had hurriedly taken a shower. Was it to was the chlorine from the pool off or had it been to wash off something else entirely.
Out on the patio I saw Pete lean down and kiss Millie and I watched as she returned it. It was almost one when Tony offered her his hand and she took it and he helped her up from the lounger. Tony said something and she laughed and stood on her toes and kissed him and then the three of them headed for the door that would take them to the elevators.
I waved the bartender over, took out five twenties and handed them to him. "What can you tell me about Tony and Pete?"
He looked at the money and asked, "Why?"
"Because I know the woman. I do business with her husband back in Kansas City. I've always wanted a taste, but she has always acted like the faithful and loving wife. I may just be able to use what I've just seen to my advantage, but before I can do that I will need to have all my ducks lined up in a row."
"Well, Tony is an assistant manager here. Pete is his best buddy and he owns a real estate company. It must do pretty well because he always seems to have the time to play with Tony whenever Tony scores."
"You sure that Tony scores? Could he be one of those guys who brags to make people think he is more of a stud than he really is? Could maybe he and Pete be in the suite playing Monopoly or some other board game with Mildred?"
"Oh no; if Tony says he is nailing her you can take it to the bank. He has more pussy on the line than you can shake a stick at. Wanda, the waitress with the big tits on the restaurant side? She usually gets it on with him on the days that she works and she is pissed at him right now because he is spending all his time on this new one. Now I ask you - you going to waste time on something you ain't nailing when Wanda is ready for you?"
"I guess you have a point there. So I can take it as a given that if Tony and Pete have her in a room with a bed they are both doing her?"
"I'd bet on it."
"Taking turns, or both at the same time?"
"I don't know."
"Does Tony ever brag about what he does?"
"No, but he will tell you about it if you ask."
There is another hundred in it for you if you can find out for me everything you can about what Tony and Pete are doing to Mildred and how she is taking it. I especially want to know if she has any birthmarks, scars or tattoos that are normally hidden when she is dressed. Something I can say to her to prove to her that I know about Tony and Pete. I want to be ready for her the next time I run into her back home. Can you do it?"
"For another hundred? Damned straight I can."
++++++++++++++
I left the bar and headed for our room and I wondered if I would find Millie there. She wasn't so I opened my briefcase and reviewed the presentation I would be giving the next day, but I couldn't seem to concentrate on it. I was not stupid and I was not going to go into denial. There was no doubt in my mind about what Millie was doing with Tony and Pete. What I had a hard time believing was how fast it had happened. I would bet my life that Millie had never once been unfaithful to me before the trip so how had a faithful wife turned cheat in less than half a day? Faithful and loving wife when I left for my first meeting on Monday and a cheating slut by two in the afternoon. And with not one, but two men.
Like I said, I'm not big on denial, but I do like to be certain of things and that's why I primed Phil when I mentioned scars, birthmarks or tattoos. Millie has a strawberry shaped birthmark on her right butt cheek, a small half-moon shaped scar just below her right breast and on our fifteenth anniversary she had surprised me with a tattoo. She has always shaved her beaver and two inches to the left of her opening she had a heart-shaped tattoo with "Forever yours" inside it. If Phil mentioned any one of those three I'd have all the proof I needed to know that Millie had indeed been naked with Tony and Pete and if she was naked in a hotel room with them they sure would not have been playing gin rummy.
I'd told Millie I wouldn't be back until after six so I was not surprised when she didn't get back to the room until five to six. She was surprised to see me and I saw a touch of worry cross her face.
"I didn't expect you until after six. How long have you been here?"
"Maybe ten minutes."
"I'll hurry and get ready" she said as she turned to head for the shower. As she turned her robe gapped open just a touch; just enough for me to see that she was naked under the robe.
"Millie?" She looked over her shoulder at me and I said, "You are spending a lot of time at the pool." I hesitated a beat and again saw a touch of worry on her face and then I said, "Maybe we should put one in at the house."
I saw the worry replaced by relief and she said, "No, I don't think so. At home I have too much to do to lie around a pool. Here I don't have anything better to do while I wait for you.
When we got off the elevator Millie started to turn into the hotel restaurant, but I told her we weren't staying at the hotel that night. I thought I saw a trace of disappointment in her eyes and as we passed the lounge I glanced in and saw Tony and Pete sitting at a table. I wondered if Millie was getting a charge out of spending time with her lovers in front of me. And they were her lovers - I had no doubt about that. No proof, but no doubt.
We had dinner and hit a hot spot for drinks and dancing. We got back to the hotel around eleven and Millie suggested we stop in the lounge for a night cap. I saw her scan the room looking for Tony and Pete and I saw her lips get tight when she spotted Tony in a booth with Wanda and he had his arm around her and was kissing her.
Millie led me to a table and she took the chair that would let her look past me and keep an eye on Tony. We had our drink and talked and if I hadn't known what was going on I'd never have tumbled to the fact that she wasn't sitting there talking to me, but was watching her lover with another woman. We had the one drink and when I asked her if she wanted another she said:
"No more booze baby. I want to get up to the room. I'm horny and unless you want to do me here on the table we need to get to a bed."
She seemed a little surprised and was a little put out that I didn't eat her pussy like I usually did - no way was I going to eat her after Tony and Pete had fucked her - but she got over it when I fucked her to her first orgasm. She went for my cock to try and get me hard again and tried to get me to go sixty-nine, but I told her I just didn't feel like it so she shrugged and sucked me. She did get me up and we fucked one more time and as I looked down into her face I wondered if it was me she was thinking of as she moaned and cried or was it Tony and/or Pete.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday I hit the bar when I got to the hotel, took a seat at the end of the bar and waited for Phil to wait on me. He set my beer down in front of me and when I put a ten down on the bar to pay for it he looked at it for a couple of seconds and then looked up at me without picking it up. I smiled, took out my wallet and gave him five twenties. He took the money and then said:
"What I did was comment on the woman and say that I wished I could land one like her someday and then I asked how she was and the flood gates opened. According to Tony she is a nymphomaniac in the sack. He says she does it all. She sucks cock, fucks in any position you can get her in and she even likes taking it up the butt. He says the only thing she won't do is DPs."
"DPs?"
"Yeah, you know, double penetrations. She will suck one of them while the other fucks her, but she won't let them do her cunt and ass at the same time."
"Did you find out anything I can use to prove to her that I know she was naked and fucking a guy other than her old man?"
"Oh yeah. What I did was ask if she had a kinky side. Did she have pierced nipples or a clit ring or something like that and Tony said nothing like that, but that she did have a heart shaped tattoo next to her pussy."
Well, there it was. Proof that my wife was a cheating slut. I thanked Phil for the information and headed for my room. For a change Millie was there, dressed and waiting for me when I got there.
"Where would you like to go tonight" I asked. I fully expected her to say the hotel restaurant and then the hotel lounge, but she surprised me and said:
"Let's see if we can find a good place in the Underground."
We did and as I sat across from her eating dinner my head was full of all kinds of shit. I had the anger of a man who was being cheated on, curiosity as to why she cheated and how it had happened so fast, resentment at her seeming desire to socialize with her lovers in front of me and then stir in the fact that I loved the woman and she had kept me very happy for almost a quarter of a century. Take it all and when it was thoroughly mixed pour it in a glass and hold it up to the light and see if you could read it like tea leaves and it would tell you what to do.
Millie noticed my silence and said, "You are quiet tonight."
"A lot on my mind."
"Like what?"
"The outcome of this trip." I saw a touch of worry on her face and said, "A lot has happened these last few days while I was in my meetings. Her eyes widened. "I'm not pleased with some of the things I've found out." Her face paled a little as I added, "We will have to see what happens when we get home. There is a very good chance that what happened here this week will have a large impact on my life."
Millie lowered her head and picked at her food the rest of the time we were there. When the meal was over I asked her what kind of mood she was in - what kind of music she'd like to dance to - she told me that she would rather just go back to the hotel and make love. As we drove back to the hotel I wondered if she had spent any part of the day with Pete and Tony and just wanted to give me used pussy one more time before we went home.
Once in our room we both undressed and when we got on the bed Millie took hold of my cock and as she stroked it she said:
"You do know that I love you, don't you?"
"I know that you once did."
"Why would you say something like that? I've always loved you Rob. I've never stopped and I never will."
I gave a non-committal grunt as I slid my cock into her pussy and started fucking her. She was extremely passionate that night and we fucked two more times. I can't speak for Millie, but for my part it was "fucked" and not "made love." As I rolled over and tried to fall asleep I still had no idea of what I was going to do.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I told Millie that my morning meeting would be a short one and that I would be back to the hotel by eleven-thirty to check out and catch the hotel courtesy van to the airport. I didn't have a morning meeting. The hotel bar opened at eight and I was the first customer. Phil came over and set a beer down in front of me and I asked him:
"What has our girl been up to lately?"
"Nothing that I know of. She was by the pool for a couple of hours yesterday and both Tony and Pete talked to her, but she didn't go anywhere with them." Looking over my shoulder he said, "Speak of the devil."
I turned and looked and saw Millie getting ready to sit down on one of the lounge chairs. She was wearing the one piece tank suit that I had packed for her instead of the sexy bikini. She hadn't been there twenty minutes when Tony showed up. They talked for a good ten minutes during which time I saw Millie shake her head no several times. Finally Tony shrugged his shoulders, stood up and took something out of his shirt pocket and handed to Millie. She looked at it as he walked away and when he was out of sight she wadded it up and dropped it on the ground.
I sat there sipping beer and watching her and an hour and a half later she got up and headed for the elevators. I gave her a ten minute head start and then followed her up to the room.
On the way to the airport Millie asked me what I'd meant by the things I had said over dinner the evening before. I tried to make it sound like I wasn't telling the truth when I said:
"My presentations didn't seem to be well received and I might have lost a customer or two."
She was quiet for the rest of the flight home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was two years ago and in the end I did nothing. I never told her what I'd found out. I believed her when she said she loved me and always would. I still have no idea of how or it happened and happened so quickly, but I have accepted that I was partly responsible. I packed all the sexy clothes in her bag which told her I expected her to be sexy on the trip; that I wanted her to loosen up, and she did, only not in the way I expected.
The one thing the trip did accomplish was it rekindled our sex life. On any given night I can expect to find Millie waiting for me when I get home from work. She will be standing just inside the door wearing only high heels with a drink for me in one hand while the other hand fingers her pussy - getting it warmed up for me she says.
She had a fling and I've accepted that that is all it was and I've put it behind me. I can do that because I keep a very close eye on her now and she has done absolutely nothing that would make me even slightly suspicious that she is cheating on me now that we are back home.
I stare at Candy's ass and think, "I'm owed a fling" and God knows that I am tempted, but there is that evil spell that has been cast over me and the fact that I come hard-wired from the factory unable to do anything to defeat it. I watch Candy walk away and wonder again why I'm not like most of the other men I know.
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Her nylons were a mess, runs and ladders all over, but she still had her high heels on. Her bra and panties were nowhere to be seen and it was obvious from the dried (and wet) cum stains all over her face and pubic area that more than one guy had taken advantage of her. I knew from experience that when she woke up she wouldn't be able to tell who or how many. I also knew that she would be contrite, beg forgiveness and promise that it would never happen again and that she would mean it at the time. But I also knew it would only be two, maybe three days before it would happen again. Still, she did look sexy lying there on the floor, legs spread wide and ready for the next man to come along. Her tits, not at all saggy considering that she was forty-one, looked real inviting with their half-inch nipples and I shook my head in disgust as I got ready to perform the final indignity on her. I undressed and climbed between her outstretched legs, lined my cock up with her cum filled pussy, grabbed her hips and pulled her to me. I fucked her for almost ten minutes as she moaned and tossed, loving the feel of her sloppy, wet pussy and finally I spit out my sperm to commingle with all that the unknown others had left behind. When my cock was limp I leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead and said, "Thanks Mom" and then I gathered my clothes and went to my room.
Stella wasn't really my mother - she was my stepmother. Dad had married her a year ago, two years after my mother died in an accident. What dad didn't know until after the wedding (several months after the wedding) was that Stella was an alcoholic. She had apparently been on the wagon when she and dad had met and had been able to stay on it until about six months after the wedding. When Stella did fall off the wagon it changed my life. I went from being an overweight nerd to being a creep. A harsh thing to call myself, but totally justified considering my behavior and my refusal to stop what I was doing.
The first day Stella fell off the wagon was the day I lost my virginity. My dad works swing shift, usually leaving home around two-fifteen in the afternoon and not getting back home until twelve-thirty or one. It was summer and I was home from school and working part time at Wal-Mart, but on that particular day I was off. Stella got in her car and left just after my dad went to work. I was in my room, which has a window that overlooks the driveway; my lights were out because I had my telescope trained on the full moon and I was trying to find the craters that were on a chart that I had.
Stella's car pulled into the drive and another car pulled in behind her. A man got out of the driver's side of Stella's car and started to walk around to the passenger door. Another man got out of the other car and joined the first man and helped him get Stella out of the car and carry her to the house. I heard them come in the front door and when after five minutes or so and the men hadn't left I went to see what was going on. As I approached the head of the stairs I heard a voice say:
"She's not bad looking for a drunk" and another voice said, "God, but she's tight. She must not get fucked much."
Being curious I stupidly walked to the banister and looked downstairs to see that they had Stella on the couch, dress up to her waist, panties pulled off and one of the men was fucking her. Her eyes were open and her head was rolling from side to side and she was moaning, but if I had to guess I would have said that she didn't have a clue as to what was going on. The first guy got off of her and the second guy got on and I stood there and watched. I must have made a sound because one of the men looked up and saw me.
"Hey" he called, "Get your ass down here."
I was frightened and wanted to run, but there wasn't anyplace I could run to and he was between me and the door downstairs.
"Come on kid, get your ass down here." I went down and he said, "Take your pants off." I just looked at him and he said, "I said get your god damned pants off, now!"
I took them off.
"The jockeys too" he said.
I was standing there naked when the man fucking Stella got off of her. "Okay kid, your turn." I didn't understand what he was saying and the other man said, "Get on her kid and put your dick in her." The first man said, "Yeah, once you do her you won't be able to say shit about us without burning yourself. Go ahead, fuck her."
I shook my head no, "I can't. It wouldn't be right."
"Oh yes you can and you will. Do it on your own and get some pleasure out of it or I'll punch your lights out and we will set you on top of her and take a picture. Either way, you will put your dick in her." I hesitated and he moved toward me and pushed me toward the couch, "Do yourself a favor kid; fuck her and save yourself some pain. Hell, she ain't gonna know that her own kid fucked her anymore than she knew we did."
I looked down at Stella on the couch, legs spread and inviting. I'd had a hard cock ever since I looked over the railing at what was going on; I looked from one man to the other and then I crawled on Stella and gave up my virginity. When I was done the two men fucked her one more time each and then they left. As they were going out the front door one of them turned and said:
"If she keeps coming down to Al's Bar and getting sloshed you'll probably see us again." Then he grinned, "Don't do nothing we wouldn't do" and he left.
I looked at Stella lying on the couch and then I went over and fucked her again. I decided that I couldn't let my dad find her like that so I wrestled her up stairs, undressed her, cleaned her up and put her to bed. I went back to my room and thought about what I had just done. I didn't really have a choice in the matter, at least the first time, I wasn't big enough or strong enough to have fought off those two guys. Then I wondered what the consequences would be if Stella wasn't totally out of it and told my dad what I had done. He wouldn't care why, just that I had. The more I sat there and thought about it though, the harder my dick got. I realized that dad could only kill me once and so I went back and fucked Stella one more time.
When I was done I stood off to the side of the bed and watched her, tits rising and falling as she breathed and damned if I didn't get hard again. I fucked her for the fourth time that night and that time she moaned a little and I thought I felt her hips pushing up at me and I wondered if she was waking up. I got off of her and ran to my room and finished myself off by hand. I was awake when my dad got home and I layed there in my bed expecting him to come barging through the door at any minute. He didn't and nothing was said the next day either. I kept a close eye on Stella to see if she would act any different toward me, but she didn't.
++++++++++++++++++
The next day I worked until nine in the evening and Stella was gone when I got home. Around ten-thirty I was again looking through my telescope when two cars again pulled into the drive. One was Stella's, but the other one wasn't the same one from the night before. There were two men, but neither one was familiar. This time they didn't bring Stella inside, just fucked her on the back seat of her car and then they left her there with the door open and the dome light on. I had no desire to see my dad go to jail and he was going to kill her if he came home and found her like that. I went down to see if I could manage to get her up to bed before he got home. It wasn't easy, but I managed to get it done. I got her dirty, cum stained clothes off of her and tossed them into the dirty clothes and then I got a wash rag and cleaned her pussy up as good as I could. That was a mistake because it gave me a hard on. I tweaked her nipples and she moaned, but gave no other indication that she knew what was going on so I took off my pants and fucked her and as I banged away I wondered what she would feel like if I was the first one to get to her. I had no frame of reference because I was a virgin when the men had made me fuck her, but I did know that I liked the feel of her. I fucked her three times before cleaning her up one last time and going off to my own room.
The next night when I got home from work I pulled into the driveway just as three men were bringing Stella home. Two of the men were from the first night and I worked up enough courage to approach them and in a quavering voice I asked them if they would please carry her up to the bedroom.
"I have to get her up there and clean her up before my dad gets home or he'll kill her. I almost couldn't do it when she got left in the car last night."
One guy laughed and said, "Sure kid, we would rather have her on the bed anyway."
They got Stella upstairs, undressed her and put her on the bed and then they took turns on her for the next two hours. Stella moaned and thrashed about under them, but I was sure she didn't really know what was happening to her. When they had finished and were leaving one of them said, "She's all yours kid, enjoy" and they all laughed as they headed for the front door. I looked at the clock and saw that I had enough time so I fucked her twice before doing the usual cleanup and going to my own room.
+++++++++++++++++
This went on for the next three weeks and sometimes I fucked her and sometimes I didn't. Of course Stella was good on the weekends when my dad was home, but as soon as he was gone on Monday she went down to Al's Bar, got shit faced and was taken advantage of by anywhere from two to five guys. Then one Thursday while I was sitting at home watching the TV the phone rang and when I answered it a voice said:
"That you kid?" I recognized the voice and said that it was. "We ain't bringing her home tonight. There are too many guys here for us to argue with. They're doing her out in the parking lot so you may want to come down and get her."
When I got to Al's half and hour later I found one guy fucking her and five guys lined up waiting. I looked at my watch and saw that I had two hours before I absolutely had to get her home so I stood and waited. When they were all done I drove her home, got her upstairs and undressed and got her on the bed. I remembered what the man had said, "Too many to argue with." I wondered how many that was which led to my wondering what she felt like which led to my fucking her to find out. I sure hoped my dad didn't want to fuck her when he got home. He might wonder why he couldn't feel the sides.
I was off the next day and when dad left for work and Stella started getting ready to go to the bar I told her not to leave without me. She looked at me and said, "What?"
"I said don't leave without me. I need to pick up my car."
"Where is your car?"
"It's down at AL's Bar."
"At Al's Bar? Why would I be going down to Al's Bar?"
"I don't know. To get drunk or laid or both, but that's where I had to go and get you last night in order to get you home and into bed before dad got here."
She looked at me with shock and surprise, "You put me to bed? You undressed me and you've seen me naked?"
"You really don't know?
She sat down on the side of the bed and looked at me like I was crazy, "You have actually undressed me and put me to bed and seen me naked?"
She was either a damned good actress or she really didn't know, so I told her about everything she'd done (and had done to her, omitting my getting my share) and how I had been getting her cleaned up and into bed before dad got home.
"You watched me? You saw them do..." and he voice trailed off.
"I couldn't do anything else. There were always more of them than me and besides, they were all grown men and I'm just a kid so I couldn't fight them. I couldn't call the cops because then dad would find out and I didn't think you would want that. All I could do was clean you up and get you in bed so dad wouldn't find out."
Then she surprised me, "Oh you poor baby. To have had to watch and then cleanup the mess. Oh baby, I'm sorry" and she came over to me and hugged me. I was very much aware of her tits pushing into my chest and of my erection rising up. She felt it too, the erection I mean, and she pulled away from me. "Let me get my purse and we will go and get your car.
She dropped me at my car and as I drove away I saw her going into Al's. I wondered how much longer this could go on before my dad found out. Two hours later Stella came home. She had a couple of shopping bags with her and she set the bags on the counter and started emptying them; two bottles of vodka, two of Seven Crown and a half a dozen bottles of mix. She opened up a bottle of vodka and a bottle of tonic water and made herself a drink - a big one. I went on up to my room and fifteen minutes later Stella walked into my room, drink in hand, and sat down on my bed.
"Daniel, tell me again about the last three weeks."
I described each time and she would interrupt and ask me things like how many were there, what did they say, what did they do and things like that. When I finished telling her the previous nights story she said:
"And you have no idea how many?"
And I told her that I had only seen the six that were there when I got there. "Are you sure that your father doesn't know?"
I shrugged. She was quiet for several moments and then said, "When the men were gone Daniel, did you do anything to me? Besides clean me up and put me to bed?" The denial was on my lips, but before I could get it out she said, "Of course you did. I suppose it was only fair considering what you were doing for me. Still, it probably wasn't very good for you, being last in line. You never got to be first, did you? No, of course not." She looked at her glass, "Oops, empty. Be right back" and she got up and left. Five minutes later she walked back into the room, fresh drink in hand and not one stitch of clothing on her body. She sat down on the edge of the bed:
"Today Daniel, you get to be first. Actually, today you may get to be first and only. I don't think I'm going to Al's anymore. Daniel, have you ever eaten my pussy when the men were done with me?" She saw the look on my face, "Pity, some men really seem to like it. Come over here Daniel. I'm going to teach you how to eat pussy."
The rest of the afternoon went from there. Stella had me eat her pussy (a first for me), she sucked my cock (another first) and then she fucked me. Then we started all over and did the same stuff again. By the time we quit Stella was almost bombed (she had been drinking all afternoon) and I expected that I was going to have do the cleanup and put her to bed routine. But she managed to get up and started toward her room, but then stumbled, "I guess I'm going to need your help again baby." I helped her to the bedroom and she turned and put her arms around me and kissed me, "Thanks for taking care of me baby" and I set her down on the bed and left the room.
The next day when I got home from work Stella wasn't there and I wondered what this night would bring. At nine I heard a car pull into the drive and I peeked through the blinds and saw that it was Stella and she was alone. She was having trouble getting out of the car and so I went out and helped her into the house.
"Thank you baby, help me upstairs, will you?"
I got her upstairs and onto the bed and then I undressed her. I turned to go and she said, "What's the matter Daniel, don't you want me any more?" I turned to look and she spread her legs, "Come here baby. Eat my pussy, please?"
She looked so sexy and inviting that I went over and did what she'd asked me to. As soon as my tongue touched her I knew that she had been fucked. I looked up at her and she giggled:
"Only two baby, only two in the parking lot and then I hurried home to you."
I had eaten her the day before after I had cum in her and it hadn't killed me and I was curious so I went back to licking her pussy. It wasn't bad, maybe just a little saltier than mine had been. I licked and sucked her pussy for several minutes and then Stella said:
"Enough Daniel. I need you to fuck me now. Come on baby, put your cock in me."
We fucked three times and she sucked my cock once before I went to my own room. I layed on my back, staring up at the ceiling, and wondered what would happen when I went back to school the next week. Who would clean her up and put her to bed before dad got home and who would drive down to Al's after the gangbang to bring her home.
++++++++++++++++++++
Stella was saved by the economy. Things got slow where dad worked and he was laid off which meant that he was around all the time and Stella couldn't go to the bar. Dad had a lot in savings and he decided to do handyman type work to make a few bucks on the side and to collect his unemployment until he got called back. He still wasn't back to work when I came home for the holidays. Things were a little awkward between Stella and me when we didn't have an alcoholic haze between us. On my third day back Stella came to my room.
"Miss me Daniel? Miss my lips closing on your cock?" She started shedding clothes, "Miss my pussy baby? We have four hours before your dad gets home. Let's not waste them."
The rest of the time I was home when my dad left to go somewhere Stella would come looking for me. The same pattern repeated itself at Spring break and again during my summer vacation. Stella was still an alcoholic, but she managed to hide it from dad; she had a vodka bottle in a pair of boots in the closet, one hidden behind the washing machine and God only knew where else. I could have cared less. As long as she was sucking my cock and fucking me she could do anything she damn well pleased. I almost hated going back to school in the fall and leaving all that good pussy behind.
Dad's being out of work had no effect on my going to school. My mother had taken out an insurance policy with me as the beneficiary and it was paying for my car, my schooling and my living expenses. I had an apartment half a mile from campus and one night about six weeks in to the fall term I was in my apartment working on a term paper when there was a knock on the door. I opened it to find Stella standing there. I stepped back and let her in and she walked over and sat down on the couch.
"You helped me before Daniel, can you help me again?"
I asked her what was up and she told me that my dad had been called back to work, she had gone to Al's for a couple of drinks and dad had come home to find her on the living room couch with cum all over the place.
"He threw me out Daniel. Just pushed me out the front door and threw my clothes out after me. Can I stay with you Daniel? At least till I can find a job and a place of my own?"
I couldn't very well say no to the only piece of ass I'd ever had so I told her yes, but that she could never, ever answer the phone, "The last thing I need is for dad to call and for you to answer the phone."
Stella never did find a job or a place of her own. She stayed with me, fucked me all I wanted and then some. Then one day some buddies of mine stopped by while I was out, but Stella was there and she had been drinking. After a couple of hours of taking turns on her they left and took her with them back to the frat house. I didn't find out about it until three hours later when I came home and found a note on the kitchen table. It's been that way ever since. Sometimes I have to go to the frat house to get her, other times I come home to find like she was that night, and still other times I'll come home to find her waiting in bed for me. The guys all think she's my mother and I haven't told them otherwise, for shock value more than any other reason. But there is something very weird going on that I don't understand. Girls that never had any thing to do with me before have started showing an interest in me and I know that most of them have heard about my "mother." I wonder what that is supposed to mean. Whatever, I don't know how long I'm going to have my very own resident drunken slut, but I do hope it is at least until I graduate.
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It was a conversation that I was not meant to hear. It was a Saturday morning in July and normally I would have been on the golf course, but two of my regular foursome had cancelled so the other guy and I had decided not to play. I was working in the basement on some home projects when I heard the back door open and a voice call out, "Maxine? Are you here?" and I heard my wife holler back, "Pour yourself some coffee Sandi, I'll be right there."
The visitor was the next door neighbor, Sandi Grossmann, who also happened to be my wife's best friend from all the back to the second grade. Before I get to the conversation I need to say a little bit about Sandi. Even though she is Maxi's best friend I was not too fond of her. She just wasn't the sort of person I was comfortable around and I was not happy to have Maxi associating with her, but there wasn't any way that I was going to be breaking up a twenty-five year friendship. Sandi was on her fourth husband and all three of her previous marriages had ended when the husband of the moment caught her having sex with another man. In short, Sandi was a round-heeled slut and I would just as soon Maxi have nothing to do with her. Anyway, the conversation went something like this:
S: Is John home, or can we talk?
M: You know he always plays golf on Saturday.
S: I've just got to tell you about last night. Maxi, he was gorgeous and you wouldn't believe the size of his cock. He was every bit of ten inches long and as big around as a can of Pledge. And could he use it. He had more staying power than the Energizer Bunny. It's a good thing Harry (her fourth) was out of town last night because I was bowlegged when I staggered home and I left a trail of cum all the way across the floor.
M: Sandi, you are going to get caught and Harry's a nice guy. He doesn't deserve what you are doing to him.
S: Chill out Maxi. I know he's a good guy, but he wasn't home last night and I needed a cock bad. And Tony sure had a nice big one. I'm going to see him again tonight and get some more of that monster between his legs. He's got a friend, why don't you join us?
M: Get serious Sandi.
S: I am serious girlfriend. You have been Little Miss Goody Two Shoes long enough. You need to get out of the house and kick up your heels a little.
M: (laughing) You mean spread my legs and point my heels at the ceiling, right?
S: It would do you good Maxi. For once in your life you need to try a really big cock.
M: You forget, I had my share of big cocks in college (Hello? I thought, she told me she was a virgin when we got married).
S: Hell Maxi, you forget! I fucked every one of those guys that you fucked and I'm here to tell you that those college boys were half the size of Tony. And Tony says his friend is just as big as he is.
M: Sandi, I'm happy with my husband and I'm happy with my marriage and I don't want to do anything that might screw things up.
S: (laughing out loud) If that's true honey, explain the blowjob you gave the stripper at Georgette's bachelor party. And what about the handjob you gave Mike in his car at the Elk's dance last year (Now that got to me - I always thought that Maxi was true to me).
M: I'd had too much to drink and you know it, and besides, I didn't let them fuck me so I wasn't really being unfaithful to John.
S: Honey, you let the stripper cum in your mouth - and you swallowed it all! You think John wouldn't call that being unfaithful?
M: I had to swallow it all. It would have gotten all over my dress otherwise and how would I have explained that?
S: Maxi, you are something else. You can say what you want, but I know you want to let yourself go. You really shouldn't pass up this chance at Tony's friend.
M: Honestly, just because I had a couple of drunken indiscretions doesn't mean I want to go out and spread my legs for some stranger.
S: Yes you do baby, yes you do! You just won't admit it to yourself.
M: Well, even if you are right, there is no way I'm getting out of the house tonight, not with John home.
S: Leave it to me baby. Just put your diaphragm in and wait for my call. Got to run. Got to go to the store and get some really sexy underthings for tonight.
M: I don't know.....
S: (interrupting) No backing out Maxi, this might be your best chance at a big one. Don't miss out on it. I'll call you later, be ready.
I heard chairs scrape on the floor and then the back door close. I sat on my stool, stunned by what I'd just listened to. Sucking off a stripper? Hand job in a car while we were at a dance? Had her share of cocks in college? Obviously I did not know Maxi near as well as I thought. And now, was she really considering going out with Sandi, just to try on a guy with a big cock? I wondered just what the hell I was going to do about what I'd just heard. I couldn't go upstairs and confront Maxi because then she would know that I had sat there and deliberately listened to her conversation without letting her know I was home. She would consider that a breach of trust on my part, an intrusion on her right to privacy. After all, I didn't know that she would really do it. Maybe she was just making girl talk to placate Sandi. I couldn't bitch about what she'd done in college - that was before we met - and God knows I'd done my share of fucking around in college. As far as the as the two drunken incidents were concerned, I had to stay away from them too. There was a time, a couple of years back, when I'd had an affair with one of the next door neighbors. I'd broken it off when I finally realized that Maxi was the best thing to ever happen to me and I didn't want to take a chance at losing her. I was pretty sure that Maxi didn't know for sure, but I think she had been suspicious. If I threw up her drunken episodes and she fired back "What about you and Martha?" we would find ourselves in a real sticky situation and where would we be then? No, what I had to do was come up with a way to keep her from going out with Sandi.
I spent another hour puttering around in the basement and then I went upstairs and into the kitchen were Maxi was busy making up a shopping list. I saw worry on her face when she saw me, "How long have you been home?" she asked. I told her that I'd never left and then I told her about my two partners canceling. I knew she was worried that I'd overheard her conversation with Sandi, but I gave no indication as I walked over to the fridge and got a soda. I turned to her and said:
"I thought we might go out to dinner tonight and then take in a movie. Is there anything in particular that you might like to see?"
I couldn't decipher the look that came over her face, but she caught me completely flat-footed when she said:
"Oh I'm sorry honey, I told Sandi I would go with her tonight to visit her mother in the nursing home."
It seemed that Maxi had already made up her mind about meeting Mr. Big Dick and wasn't going to wait for Sandi to call. Shit! Now what do I do?
+++++++++++++++++++++++
In the end, I did nothing. I realized that the only thing I could do was tell her that I didn't want her going out with Sandi and then I would have to tell her why and I could just hear her response to that:
"You don't trust me? You honestly think I could do that to you? What do you take me for anyway?"
Sandi called at four and I heard Maxi tell her that she would be ready to go by six. When Maxi made no effort to shower and change clothes I began to think she had changed her mind about going out with Sandi, but then I remembered that they wore the same sizes and were always swapping outfits. Leaving dressed as she was was probably supposed to keep me from becoming suspicious and I would have bought it if I had not heard the conversation.
At six Maxi kissed me on the cheek and went next door to Sandi's. Before she left she told me that dinner was in the microwave, "Just punch in ten minutes and it will be ready."
As soon as she was gone I ran upstairs and checked the medicine cabinet - her diaphragm was gone! I ran down stairs and went out the back door, climbed the back fence, and went to where I had moved my car earlier that day. I was parked down the block when Sandi's garage door opened and her car drove out. I followed the car across town and saw it pull into the parking lot of one of the local lounges. Sandi and Maxi got out and I could see that both of them were in short skirts and high heels and at that point there was no doubt in my mind what was going to happen that night and I was powerless to stop it. Oh, I could have gotten out of the car and confronted them, but that would have driven a wedge between Maxi and me every bit as big as the one that her being unfaithful would. My only hope was that she wouldn't go through with it and that she would come home to me with nothing worse having happened than some harmless kissing and necking. All I could do was go home and wait.
++++++++++++++++++
It was a long and hard night for me. I tried to read a book, but I couldn't concentrate on it; the image of Maxi on her hands and knees taking a big cock from behind jumped off the pages at me. I went down to the basement and tried to work on the cabinet that I had been making and as I cut the joints to fit the drawers together and fitted the pieces I thought about how the big cock was fitting into Maxi. I gave up on the woodworking project and went upstairs to watch TV. It seemed like every channel I selected had a scantily clad, big busted young lady in some humorous sexual situation or other. I finally gave up all pretense of trying to occupy my mind with other thoughts because thoughts of Maxi and big cocks always superimposed themselves on whatever I was thinking.
I headed for bed, but ended up staring at the ceiling and seeing Maxi there, like she was on a big screen TV, and always there was a big dick there with her. I finally fell into a fitful sleep in which I dreamt that Maxi was inside a circle of guys with big cocks and she was touching each one while going, "Eeny, meeny, miney moe. Which one will get in this ho?" I jerked awake and found my right hand wrapped around my erect cock.
I broke into a cold sweat as the meaning of the dream and my erection hit me - I was turned on by the thoughts of Maxi and her large dicked male friend. Did this mean I wanted her to take on a big cock? Or was it just that the thought that other men wanted her made her more desirable to me? Once again I fell asleep and once again I dreamed of Maxi with a large cock sliding into her and once again I awoke to find that I was gripping my erection. This time however, I closed my eyes and imagined Maxi sucking the cock of a male stripper and in less than a minute my cock erupted. I got out of bed and went to the bathroom to clean myself up and as I looked into the bathroom mirror I saw Maxi looking back at me. She was with three guys and they all had huge cocks and Maxi asked me, "Which one do you want to see fuck me?" I splashed water on my face and went back to bed. I tossed and turned as image after image of Maxi being fucked by other men raced through my mind; Maxi with a big cock in her mouth, Maxi with a big cock in her pussy, Maxi with a big cock sliding into her tight asshole, and Maxi with a cock in all three holes and one in each hand. I finally fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++
The slamming of a car door woke me up. I glance at the bedside clock and saw that it was two o'clock in the morning and as I waited for Maxi to come up I glanced at my dick and saw that it was hard as a rock. Would Maxi have any hickeys or love bites on her. Would she have gone to Sandi's and cleaned herself up, or would she come to me freshly fucked and full of another man's cum? There was no doubt in my mind that I was going to fuck her as soon as she got in the bed. Would I be able to tell I wasn't the first one in her tonight? What would happen when she saw my face as I slid into her and realized that I knew?
I had the light on when Maxi came into the room and I saw that she was dressed in the same sweatshirt and jeans she had been wearing when she left and just looking at her told me nothing. She was surprised to see me up and waiting for her and she asked me why. I told her, quite truthfully, that I had been thinking of her all night and that I was horny as hell and I moved out from beneath the covers so she could see my erection. She smiled and said, "Good. I've been thinking the same thought," and she began to undress. I watched carefully, but saw no sign that she had been fucked by anyone else that night. No hickeys, no stains in her underpants, nothing. She climbed into bed and I began with our usual foreplay. We swapped tongues for a while and then I began kissing my way down her body. Surely, I thought, if she's had some one else tonight she will stop me before I get to her pussy, but as I licked her navel she spread her legs in anticipation of my tongue parting her pussy lips. As my tongue searched for the little man in the boat my nose was in Maxi's bush and I inhaled, but the smell was no different from any other time I'd eaten her pussy. Was it possible that even though she'd dressed up and gone out with Sandi that she hadn't taken on Tony's buddy? I concentrated my efforts on Maxi's clitoris and she pushed herself up at my mouth. There! That little bit of flavor, was it another man's juices? Had she showered and douched at Sandi's and missed that little bit? Or was it just my imagination working overtime. I pushed my tongue inside of her as far as I could get it, looking for the evidence of her unfaithfulness, but I found nothing that could convince me one way or the other - and I was disappointed!
At some point, between hearing the conversation that morning and Maxi's walking into the bedroom, I had gone from one extreme to the other - from jealousy and anger over her possible unfaithfulness, to wanting to eat her pussy and fuck her after she had been taken by another man. The sudden letdown did not, however, make it down to my cock. I pulled my mouth away from Maxi's pussy and I mounted her. She gave a cry when I drove into her with one hard push instead of working my way into her slowly, a little at a time as I usually did. There was no slow, soft lovemaking, just the fast, hard fuck of a man driven to get his nuts off. I pounded into Maxi as pictures of her being fucked by some guy with a huge cock flashed through my head. I've no idea how many orgasms Maxi had during that frenzied fuck, but from the claw marks on my back and ass cheeks I'd have to say that it was more that a few. When I finally blew my load it was the most intense orgasm I'd ever had. After I collapsed on the bed next to Maxi and she'd caught her breath, she said;
"That was awesome baby. You've not been that demanding in all the time we have been together. What happened to set you off? I want to know so I can make it happen again."
I don't know why, but I felt the need to tell Maxi the truth, or part of it.
"I know this will sound sick and perverted to you, but for some time now I've had fantasies about fucking you right after you have given yourself to some big cocked guy. I laid in bed all night imaging that you were out running around with Sandi and getting fucked by some stud with the cock of a horse and how I'd eat his cum out of your pussy when you got home and then take sloppy seconds."
Maxi sat up in bed and looked at me, "Are you serious? The thought of me fucking other guys with big cocks turns you on?"
I nodded a yes.
"And you want to eat me while their cum is still in me?"
Again I nodded yes.
"A big cock huh?"
Again the nod.
"One about eleven inches long and as big around as your wrist? One that shoots out cum like a fire hose, that stretches my pussy to the limits?"
"Yes" I croaked out, "Just like that."
Maxi gave me a big smile as she reached for my stiffening cock and suddenly I knew ...or did I?
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I pulled into the lot and parked and as I got out of the car I thought back to the last time Hal told me he was running late and that I should drive to the hotel and meet him there. I had to smile as the events of that night came back to me vividly.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was looking at myself in the full length mirror and thinking, "Not too bad for a thirty-six year old with three kids." Hal would not be ashamed to have me on his arm. I had the perfect 'little black dress' with the perfect sexy strappy high heels to go with it. The outfit was guaranteed to turn Hal on and their bedroom would be noisy tonight. Not that she would need the outfit to get him going. He had been gone for two weeks and if he was feeling half as horny as she did they might not even get out of the house to go to the company dinner.
I was doing my hair when the call came. Terri, my sixteen year old daughter, called up the stairs:
"Mom; its dad."
I picked up the bedside phone, "Hi honey."
"How's my little sexpot?"
"Feeling sexy and horny and expecting you to do something about it."
"I had hoped to be home early enough that we would both have a nice rosy glow when we got to the dinner, but it isn't going to happen. My flight has been delayed."
"Oh shit!"
"Not cancelled baby; just delayed a bit. What I need for you to do is go on to the dinner and I'll meet you there. The hotel is only twenty minutes from the airport, but it would take me an hour to get home and then another half hour to get from the house to the hotel. The dinner would be over before we got there. I'll call Darrel and get him to look after you until I get there. I should be there before the cocktail hour is over and the dinner starts."
"I suppose I could do that, but there will be a price."
"What?"
"A building with rooms to rent, a two week absence, I'm horny as a goat and you have to ask what?"
"Okay, okay; get a room. Can you get a baby sitter on such short notice?"
"No need. Terri is old enough to ride herd on Jimmy and Norm. And we will only be half an hour away."
"Okay baby; see you there. Love you."
"Love you too sweetie. See you soon."
++++++++++++++++
When I got to the hotel I stopped at the reception desk and rented a room for the night. I smilingly told the desk clerk that I didn't expect to be in any condition to drive when the party was over and the clerk smiled and said:
"We get a lot of that."
As I walked into the meeting room where the dinner was being held I heard a voice say:
"Oh my God; would you look at that! Me want!"
I gave no sign that I'd heard, but inside I beamed as I thought "You still got it girl."
I saw Hal's boss Darrel at the same time he saw me and he got up and came over to me.
"Hiya gorgeous. I guess I get to be your pretend date until Hal gets here. Too damned bad it's only pretend. You are looking hot tonight lady."
"Why thank you sir."
He led me over to the table where he was sitting and pulled out a chair for me to sit on.
"Until Hal gets here you get to sit at the bachelor's table."
I looked around and noticed that there were no other women at the table. I was a little nervous knowing that until Hal arrived I was going to be the center of attention. Besides Darrel there were five other men at the table. Three of them, besides Darrel, I knew from other company functions and two of those three were why I would be nervous. Sam and Phil were both a little on the crude side when they were sober. After a few drinks they got worse. Ben wasn't bad, but the take on Ben was that he was gay and just hadn't come out of the closet yet.
Darrel introduced me to the two that I didn't know. Al was a marketing director for Excel and Bill was vice-president of Sales at Apollo. Darrel got me a drink and I sat there and made small talk with the men while I sipped my drink.
I wasn't blind and I wasn't naïve. I could see the interest in the eyes of Al and Bill and I already knew about Phil and Sam. Both had crudely hit on me several times in the past. I'd never told Hal because he would have gone after them in a heartbeat and the resulting mess would not have done his career any good.
Darrel bought me another drink and while Ben, Sam and Phil talked business Al, Bill and Darrel tried to keep me from becoming bored. I was on my fourth drink when it was time for dinner. I looked at my watch and wondered where Hal was. He'd said he would be there before the end of the cocktail hour.
I had another drink with dinner and then one more during all the speech making that followed. Finally my cell phone rang and when I answered it Hal said:
"By now you have noticed that I'm not there."
"You didn't miss much. Same old rubber chicken and steak like boot soles. The speeches sounded just like last years. In fact they probably just dusted off last years and reused them."
"I'm not going to make it tonight. The delay turned into a mechanical which turned into a cancellation. Soonest I can get out of here will be noon tomorrow. Sorry I got you down there for nothing."
"It got me out of the house, but I'm not looking forward to being alone in a hotel room."
"You don't have to stay. Go on home."
"No thank you. Expecting you and not expecting to have to drive I've had several drinks and with the DUI crackdown that has been going on I'm not going to chance it."
"Try to get plenty of rest because I'm not going to let you have any when I get home."
"Promises, promises."
"See you tomorrow baby. Love you."
"Love you too honey. Dream of me."
"I will. Bye."
As I put the phone away Darrel asked, "Hal?"
"Cancelled flight. Won't be home until sometime tomorrow afternoon."
"Oh well, I knew my pretend date had to end sooner or later. You going home now?"
"No. I've taken a room here for the night. Too many drinks to take a chance on driving."
"That might be good news for me."
"How would that be good news for you?"
"It might mean that my pretend date with you isn't over yet. There is a pretty good band in the lounge. Maybe we could go have a few drinks and listen to them."
"Why not. Since I won't be driving a couple more drinks won't hurt."
We got up and moved to the lounge and I was surprised when Al and Bill followed along. We took one of the large booths and several minutes later Sam and Phil joined us. We ordered drinks and listened to the band and Darrel had been right – they were pretty good.
It wasn't long before my foot was tapping and my fingers were drumming the top of the table in time to the music. Darrel noticed and asked me to dance and I was in the right mood to say yes. Darrel held me close and as we moved around the dance floor he said:
"I'll have to thank Hal for this."
"For what?"
"Asking me to look after you. It isn't often I get to have a gorgeous woman like you in my arms."
"Keep up the flattery and I might just keep dancing with you."
The song ended and we went back to the booth and I ended up sitting between Bill and Darrel. A fresh drink arrived by then and after a few sips Bill asked me to dance. Then Al wanted a dance followed by Darrel again and of course Sam and Phil wanted a turn. And in between dances there were drinks. There always seemed to be a fresh one when I came back from the dance floor. I admit that I was drinking too much, but I was having a great time. I had five males doing their best to keep me happy and it didn't matter because I didn't have to drive and my room was only two floors up and minutes away.
I wasn't the least bit naïve. I knew what they wanted. They wanted my hot tight body. They weren't going to get it, but I was the only one who knew that. I'd let them buy me drinks and dance with me and yes, push their hard cocks into my leg, but they were all going to end up the evening with blue balls.
Sam and Phil were as crude as ever. During one slow number Sam was holding and holding his hard cock against me when he said:
"When are you going to break down and give me a taste?"
The answer was never, but I decided to have some fun and string him along.
"Not until either you or Hal change jobs. Can't be doing you if you and Hal are working together."
"So there is a chance?"
"There is always a chance honey."
Phil was even cruder. He was holding me tight against him and I could feel his bulge against my body when he said:
"I want to fuck you and Hal isn't around so how about tonight?"
I decided that with Phil I'd be just as crude as he was. "I only fuck men with ten inches or better."
"Bullshit! I've seen Hal's dick in the locker room when we play racquet ball and he ain't got no ten inch cock."
"I know. That's why I only fuck guys with ten or better. Why would I want to waste my time fucking guys the same size as my hubby?"
"So you do fuck around?"
I didn't, but he didn't know it.
"Fuck AND suck honey."
The music stopped and we went back to the booth. Me just a little unsteadedly because of all the drinks. The band announced that it was time for them to "take a pause for the cause" and said they would be back in fifteen. The seating in the booth kept changing as guys got up to go to the potty and when I came back from the dance floor I never ended up in the same place I was in when I left for the floor. This time when Phil and I got back Al, Bill and Darrel were sitting on one side and Sam was just coming back from the bathroom. Phil slid in and I sat next to him and Sam sat down on my right. I took a sip from the fresh drink in front of me. The drink was in my right hand and Phil leaned over and whispered in my ear as he took hold of my left hand:
"Here's your ten incher sweetie."
He moved my left hand over and held it against his hard cock. He had taken it out and it was jutting up out of his lap. He used his other hand to open my fingers and place my hand so it was around his cock. I couldn't get my fingers around it! I moved my head and glanced down and damned if it didn't look like ten inches. I sat there with a drink in my right hand and a dick in my left and wondered how I was going to get out of the situation without creating a scene. Then to add to my problems Sam put his left hand on my right leg and started inching it upwards. While Sam's hand crept up Phil was moving my hand up and down on his rigid pole. What I needed was to get out of the booth, but I couldn't use the bathroom as an excuse because I'd just gone before dancing with Phil. I had at least ten more minutes before the band would be back and someone could ask me – or I them – to dance.
I took another long slug of my drink and set the empty glass down on the table just as the waitress brought us a fresh round. It was then that I noticed two things. One was that Phil was no longer holding my hand on his cock and moving it up and down. I was jacking him off on my own. The second thing was that Sam's hand had reached my crotch and the legs that I had been holding clamped closed to deny him access were wide open. The surprise was that once I noticed those things I did nothing to stop them. I kept stroking Phil and instead of using my right hand to reach down and stop Sam I used it to pick up my fresh drink.
The first pull on the drink covered the gasp as one of Sam's fingers entered me. My mind and my body were not functioning together. The mind was busy trying to find a way to get out of the mess I'd gotten myself into, but my body was telling the mind to shut the fuck up. Two weeks without and being horny as hell the last three days along with the anticipation of what was supposed to happen when Hal got home that night had the body aching for attention and the body wanted the attention that it was getting.
Sam's fingers had tingles running up and down my spine and my mind finally said:
"Okay body; if that is what you want lets go for it."
I was almost at the point where I was going to move over and sit on Phil's lap and let that hard ten inch pole travel up into me and fuck me while the other four men in the booth watched. Then – thank God – the band started playing and Darrel asked me to dance. I of course said I'd love to and I let go of Phil and started to slid out of the booth so Sam had to stop what he was doing. Once on the floor Darrel asked:
"Are you alright? You look a little flushed."
"Too many drinks I guess."
"You want to call it quits for the night? I did tell Hal I'd look after you."
Afraid of what might happen if I sat back down in the booth again I said that I'd better call it a night. When the song ended we went back to the booth and I picked up my purse and said goodnight to everyone and thanked them for a fun evening. I almost laughed when I saw the looks on the faces of Sam and Phil when I said that. They had been so sure that they had been home free.
"I'll walk you to your room" Darrel said.
"No need."
"Oh yes there is. You are not too steady on your feet right now. You are my pretend date for the evening and I always walk my dates to their doors when I bring them home."
When we got to my room he held out his hand and I handed him the key card. He swiped the lock and pushed the door open and I turned to thank him for the evening and when I did he took me in his arms and kissed me. He slipped me a little bit of tongue and I didn't fight it. He broke the kiss and said:
"When I walk my dates to their doors, pretend dates included, I always kiss them goodnight."
Our eyes met for a second and then he kissed me again and with a lot more tongue. Why I don't know, but I gave him some back. I honestly have no memory of what happened between my sending my tongue to play with his and finding myself looking up at him as he drove his cock into me, but there was no doubt that I was into it. My legs were clamped around him, my nails were dug into his ass and I was moaning "yes, yes, yes" as he pounded into me. I had a huge climax as he cried, "I can't hold it; I can't hold it" and I felt his hot splash inside me. I thanked God I was on birth control.
Darrel kept thrusting even though his cock was going soft. He didn't want to stop and neither did I. I wasn't thinking of Hal or my kids just then; all I was thinking was "more, more, more." Darrel pulled out, spun around, and with me on top he went for my pussy with his mouth. I was looking down at his soft cock when his mouth found and locked onto my clit and I cried out and lowered my head and took his cock in my mouth.
We worked feverishly on each other and his cock twitched a couple of times and then started to grow. Darrel's mouth worked on me and I rewarded him – and myself – with an orgasm. His mouth moved away and his cock speared into me again. I shoved my ass back at him to take him in deep and then suddenly, like a bucket of cold water had been thrown on me, my eyes shot open. How could he be pushing his cock in me while I still had it in my mouth? I lifted my head and looked over my shoulder and saw Bill's smiling face as he drove his cock into me.
"How the hell did you get here?" I started to say and then a cock pushed into my mouth and hands grabbed my head. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Darrel stand up as he said:
"I dropped your key card on the floor just outside the door so he could use it."
"And aren't you glad he did?" Al asked as he fucked my mouth. With him holding my head in his hands and my mouth full I couldn't answer, but my body was screaming "yes, yes, yes" in unison with every stroke of the cock into my pussy.
I was climbing the heights of another orgasm when Bill grunted and I felt the hot splash of his discharge in me. I cried out, "No, no, not yet, not yet, don't leave me hanging, please don't leave me hanging" but with my mouthful of Al it came out as an unintelligible mumble. I shouldn't have worried because no sooner was Bill was out of me than another cock slid in and a voice said:
"Sweet Jesus; I have wanted this forever."
It was Sam's voice and even though I couldn't see behind me because of Al's hands holding my head I knew that if Sam was in the room fucking me Phil was bound to be there also. Even as Sam's cock drove into me I was wondering what a ten inch cock was going to feel like. There were no thoughts about how wrong it was for me to be in a hotel room with five men; there was only my body crying out "more, more, more" and five cocks willing to give it to me.
Sam must not have gotten any for a while and he came quickly. Al pulled out of my mouth and took Sam's place and then suddenly there it was right in front of my face. A ten inch cock. I stared at it and Phil laughed:
"I know what you are thinking sweetie. You don't think that there is any way you can take it inside you, but you can. Trust me sweetie; you will take it all and you will love it."
He leaned forward and I opened my mouth to receive him.
Because of the time spent in my mouth Al didn't last long and Darrel took his place. While Darrel fucked me Phil just stood still and let me fuck his cock with my face. I could only get two or three inches of him in, but I tried and tried to get more. Darrel came and when he pulled out Phil said:
"My turn now sweetie."
He rolled me over on my back, lifted my legs up onto his shoulders and eased his monster cock into me. He started fucking me and I went nuts! Phil's ten inches touched places I don't think my gynecologist ever saw during my check ups. I cried, I begged and I screamed at him to never stop and Phil ate it up.
"If I promise not to stop can I do your daughter?"
"Yes damn you, yes. Fuck the little whore just don't stop fucking me."
"Will you both carry my babies?"
"I will if you just don't stop fucking me."
"Can I be in your bed fucking you when Hal comes home?"
"Yes damn you, yes. Just don't stop; please God don't stop."
"Are you my bitch now?"
"Yes, yes, your bitch. Fuck me, please, please fuck me."
"I can have you any time I want?"
"Oh God yes. Anytime, anywhere just don't stop" but of course he finally had to after he blew a load in me that I thought would force its way up into my throat. Even when he went soft he felt huge and I tied o keep him from pulling out. He laughed and said:
"I'm not done yet sweetie; not by a long shot. Give me about ten minutes and I'll be back."
He pulled away from me and Bill pulled me on top of him cowgirl. I pushed down on him and Sam got in position for me to suck his cock. I leaned forward and took it and a minute later he grabbed my head in his hands and held it and a second after that I knew why. I felt a cock pushing at my butt hole and Sam was keeping me from screaming "No!" It hurt like hell at first, but the pain eased off and pleasure started to take over as the three men used me. And then three more followed by three more.
I have no idea how many loads were pumped into me or how many orgasms I had. I do know that Phil never got to use my butt and I found out later that it was only because Darrel, Al and Bill told him he couldn't and wouldn't let him. He did fuck me two more times and I was just as stupidly nuts those times as I had been the first time. Phil did tell me that the next time he was going to do my butt. Bill and Al were fucking me when I passed out exhausted.
I woke up to find two men in bed with me. Bill on my right and Darrel on my left. A glance at the bedside clock told me that it was eight forty-five. I stared up at the ceiling and wondered how in the hell I would be able to face Hal after what I had just done. Shit!! He would be expecting sex when he got home and there was no way he wouldn't feel how loose I was and wonder why. What was I going to do?
The answer to that question, at least in the near term, was given to me by Darrel. He felt me move and said:
"Oh good; you're awake."
He rolled over on top of me and was driving into me before I knew it and I was thinking "This is wrong, this is just so wrong. You need to stop it right now" but Bill was also awake and he said "Roll over" and Darrel rolled over to put me on top. My ass was loose and Bill pushed right into it with no trouble and when the two of them had a rhythm going I stopped thinking about anything but my next orgasm. They both came at about the same time and as Bill was washing his cock I was sucking Darrel's.



When Bill came out of the bathroom he slid into my pussy and Darrel took my ass. They were working me hard when the room phone rang and I told them to stop.
"It is probably Hal and I need to take the call."
I picked up the phone. "Hello?"
"Hi baby. Did I wake you?"
"No. I've been up for maybe thirty minutes."
"Sleep okay?"
"About as well as can be expected when you are all alone in a hotel room."
At the "all alone in a hotel room" Bill and Darrel 'high fived' and began to slowly fuck me. Nothing that would make my voice give away anything over the phone, but just a slow in and out.
"I just wanted to let you know my flight leaves in ten minutes. I should be home around one-thirty. Can't wait to see you."
"The same goes for me."
"Got to go. I love you. Bye."
"Love you too baby. Bye."
I hung up the phone and snarled, "You bastards! Fuck me damn it; go ahead and fuck me."
And they did. They swapped back and forth until ten-thirty when Darrel called a halt to things. Bill wanted to go one more time, but Darrel told him no which was good because I probably wouldn't have.
"She has got to be home when Hal gets there and that means that she needs to shower and get going."
Bill grumbled, but he dressed and left. He was no sooner out the door than Darrel had me on my back and was fucking me and I had my legs around him and was fucking back at him. We both came and then Darrel said:
"You are one hell of a pretend date."
"You going to let me move in with you when Hal tosses me out on my ass?"
"Why would he do that?"
"You have to be kidding me. He's been gone for two weeks. You think he isn't going to want to make love when he gets home?"
"So fuck his brains out."
"After what the five of you did to me last night? You don't think he won't know that something isn't kosher when he puts his cock into the loose sloppy hole you guys have given me? Fuck!!! I still don't know how it happened. I've never cheated on Hal and I've never wanted to. I've never even thought about another man let alone five."
"Simple. We decided that we wanted you and kept filling you full of booze so your resistance was down and then we took you. You never had a chance. I knew when I saw you strut into the dinning room last night that you were on fire and ready to fuck. We both know it was supposed to be Hal, but when he called and said he wouldn't make it we decided that with some luck we could get you."
"Yippie! It's good to know I'm an easy slut, but that still won't help me with Hal."
"How close are you to your period?"
"A couple of days."
"Does it ever come early?"
"Once in a while."
"Then let this be one of those times. Does Hal ever make love to you when you are having your period?"
"Never has yet, but I don't believe we have ever gone two weeks without making love before so I don't know what he might do."
"Ever done anal with him?"
"No. He thinks it is too dirty."
"You mean....."
"Yes indeedy. Last night was the first time."
"So convince him that your period has started and then tell him that since you are both so horny that maybe you should try anal to relieve yourselves."
"But I'm just as loose there."
"Maybe, but if he has never done you there he won't know that it isn't your natural state. Or you could take care of him orally. You are extremely good at that by the way."
"Oh gee thanks. That is just so good to know coming from someone not my husband."
"Look babe; be as pissed as you want, but the bottom line is that you loved everything you did last night. It shone through. You spent most of the night begging and pleading for more and wanting it faster and harder. You got so into it with Phil that you told him that he could have both you and your daughter and you would both have his babies. At the same time."
"I have to be pissed damn it! I've never cheated on Hal before. I never expected that I would. Did you stop to think when you did what you did that Hal might show up at your office with a gun looking to do bad things to you, Sam and Phil?"
"He will never know."
"Don't bet your life on it. Oh wait – you already have. I just might end up breaking down and confessing. I honestly have no idea of how I am going to be able to face the man and be able to look him in the eyes after last night."
"Self preservation babe. You love him and don't want to lose him so you will suck it up and get on with life. Last night will just be a memory that you will keep to yourself. Right now all you have to do is convince him that your period came early."
"Easy for you to say."
"Yes it is. You use Kotex pads or tampons?"
"Depends on the situation."
"Just get whatever you use and stain it with some red food dye and when he sees it he will accept that you started. He might not be happy about it, but he will accept it. Now go take your shower before I get hard again and drag you back down on the bed."
I reached for his cock as I said, "I'm going to have to go for a week or more without so I guess one more won't hurt. After all, I am a begging, pleading slut, right?"
Hal did buy the early period story and wouldn't go along with trying anal which was a shame because now that I had done it I liked it. He did settle for head and – bless him for the thought – was sorry that he couldn't do something for me to relieve the hornies that he thought I still had. When my actual period was over – and Hal never did wonder why it was a bit longer than usual – we made up for lost time. I did actually try to fuck him to death as a way to ease the guilt I felt over the night at the company dinner.
+++++++++++++++++++++
A month went by and I had pretty much put the night of the dinner behind me when I got a phone call from Darrel. He told me that he needed to talk with me about Hal and would I meet him for lunch. Hal was on a three day trip to Dayton so I asked Darrel if Hal was okay and Darrel said:
"Yes and no. That's what we need to talk about and I don't want to do it from here on the phone. I don't want anyone to accidently overhear. Anton's at twelve?"
He was sitting there waiting for me when I got there. He smiled as I came up to the table and leaned forward to kiss me on the cheek. I was going to lean away to prevent it, but at the last second I decided that it would be wise to go with the flow until I found out what Darrel wanted to talk about. He waited until after we ordered and then he said:
"Bill Thomas will be in town tonight and he wants to see you."
"Absolutely not! What the hell does this have to do with Hal?"
"An awful lot as a matter of fact."
"What the hell is going on Darrel? You told me we needed to talk about Hal, not Bill Thomas."
"I'm guessing that Hal doesn't talk to you about work or you would know what Bill has to do with this. Bill is one of Hal's customers and Hal has been working on Bill to increase his business with us. Bill's company was giving us 20% of their orders and Hal was trying to get it up to 40 or even 50%. Al Meyers is another one Bill was working on. The night of the company dinner they were there because they had come to town to sign contracts that Hal had negotiated. Bill had upped his order to 35% and Al had decided to give us some of his business. After the night with you Bill agreed to change his contract from 35 to 60% if he could get another shot at you and Al said we could have all of his business if he could see you the next time he came to town. I told them they had a deal.
"Hal doesn't know that of course; he thinks he did a hell of a sales job on the two and of course he did get a raise out of the deal and he did get the commissions even though you were the one who earned most of them. To be fair he did get Bill to go from 20% to 35 and he did get Al to commit for 25%, but it was you who took Bill from 35 to 60% and Al from 25% to all of his business."
"And you got all that by promising them me? Where the fuck do you get off you fucking asshole. You meet Bill. Suck his dick and let him fuck your ass. Maybe if you do that he will let you keep his business."
I started to get up and Darrel caught my arm and held up his cell phone and said:
"Before you stomp off you had better look at this."
One the screen was a video clip of Phil fucking me.
"I don't have the speaker on so you can't hear it, but this is the part where you tell him he can have your daughter if he will just keep fucking you. I could be wrong, but I don't really think you would like Hal to see it."
I sat back down, but if I would have had a gun I would have killed the son of a bitch where he sat and damn the consequences.
"You need to know that all five of us took cell phone videos and pictures of you during the night and I have them all. There are no other copies. I worked out a deal with the other four and in exchange for all of their videos and pictures I agreed to see to it that they would all get to spend time with you. With Sam and Phil it wasn't easy because they are here in town and they wanted you right away, but I convinced them they needed to be patient until I could manage to set things up. It was easier with Bill and Al since they are from out of town.
"I've waited until it was the right time to make my move and the right time is now. Bill will be here tonight and Hal is out of town. Your kids will be in school all day tomorrow so Bill can have you for most of the day. He wanted you all night, but I convinced him that you had to be home in case Hal called and he couldn't be there because of your kids. So. You will take care of Bill tomorrow and you will do it willingly and happily. He does not know that you are being blackmailed into it and you had better not let him find out.
"Once you have taken care of Bill we will sit down and work out a schedule that will accommodate Phil, Sam and me. We will probably never have to worry about the looseness issue again because I doubt that the five of us will ever get together with you again although we had better, to be on the safe side, schedule Phil for times when Hal is out of town. Any questions?"
"Yeah. How did you get to be such a low life bastard?"
"It is all your fault."
"Mine?"
"Yes baby, yours. If you had not walked into that company dinner looking hot enough to fuck every hard cock in that room what happened probably wouldn't have, but it did and you loved every minute of it and if you doubt that I'll show you all the videos and pictures. You might have been high from all the alcohol that lowered your inhibitions, but you still loved every fucking second of it. By the time that evening was over every man in that room wanted you for his own. Every man in that room wanted to take you home with him and keep you for himself and himself alone."
"Every man? Even you?"
"Bet your magnificent ass sweetie. By the time I pulled my cock out of you for the last time and sent you off to shower I was ready to kill Hal just so I could get him out of the way and make you mine. As bad as it makes me sound every time he is on a trip I am hoping for a plane crash so I can move in on you. But back to what is going on here now. I am a company man. I have given my life to the company and when two huge customers say they will give me most of their business if I will just see to it that they can tap that sweet pussy of yours I am going to find a way to make it happen."
"So now I am the company whore?"
"Yes and no."
"Yes and no? What does that mean?"
"You are a whore for the five of us from the night of the dinner party and that is all."
"Why do I have to do Sam and Phil?"
"Because that is the only way I can keep a lid on things. I can't have them doing anything that might cause problems with Bill and Al. They have both been warned that I will fire both of their asses if they do anything to cause me to lose Bill and Al, That means they stay away from you except for when I schedule time for them. They are to do nothing that will give Hal anything to think about. Besides, given what I saw the last time you were with Phil I don't think you will mind spending time with him at all. My only worry is that his ten inch rod will have you agreeing to see him more often that I think safe. Face it sweetie; you did go nuts every time he did you.
"In a way it is ironic. I've heard about wives who have fucked to get their husbands a raise or a promotion, but you are the first I know of who fucked her husband out of a promotion."
"What are you talking about?"
"Hal was going to be made VP of Sales, but I can't give it to him now."
"Why not? He's earned it."
"That he has, but I need to keep him where he is for now. I need to be able to send him out of town when I need you to be free to take care of business."
"You bypass him for VP and he might just say fuck you, quit and go somewhere else. He might even take his customers with him."
"Not to worry. I'll just say that the economy is making me hold back on filling the position. I'll raise Hal's commission rate and see that he gets enough bonuses to keep him happy. All I need is for you to keep Bill and Al happy and Phil and Sam happy enough to not upset the apple cart."
Darrel had me over a barrel and he knew it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did spend the next day with Bill and I did enjoy it. So much so that the next day I spent from nine until he had to leave for the airport with him. Two days later it was Sam from nine until noon and then the following Monday it was Darrel from nine until two. I was fucking Hal so much to assuage my guilt that I finally had to cut back to keep him from wondering why I was practically raping him every night.
Darrel was right on the money where Phil was concerned. Phil was an asshole, but his ten inch cock made me sit up and beg. I went into every session with him determined to just fuck him and leave, but it never worked out that way. When he was in me he could get me to agree to anything as long as he would keep on fucking me. Fortunately it was only when he had those ten inches buried in me that I made those promises. When the session was over I could wait to get away from the slimy asshole.
Sam was always a little on the crude side, but he always treated me like I was doing him the greatest favor in the world to even let him touch me. He was so sweet about it that once I even arranged to spend an entire night with him as long as he never let Phil or Darrel know about it.
I had 'long lunches' with Darrel once a week and twice I spent all day with him when Hal was out of town. I did Bill and Al whenever they came to town which was usually every other month. Once they were in town at the same time Hal was out of town and I spent two days with them in threesomes.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Things went on that way for a little over a year and then changes started occurring. Al got married and surprisingly he wouldn't cheat on his wife. Cheating with me behind Hal's back was apparently all right, but things changed when he got a wife of his own.
Bill's company was acquired in a hostile take over and I never saw him again. Fortunately Darrel's company had such a good record with Bill's company that Hal was able to negotiate an even better deal with the new owners including picking up some additional business from some of their other holdings.
There was one other thing of note that took place. During one of my 'long lunches' with Darrel he asked me if I ever missed Bill and Al. If I had been at all smart I would have exclaimed "God no!" but for some stupid reason I was honest and said:
"Yeah. Sometimes I do. Why?"
"I'm sure that you have been expecting this to happen at some time so here goes. Would you consider spending a day with someone to help me get a contract?"
He could see I was ready to go off on him and he quickly said, "No pressure sweetie. No blackmail. I'd like you to do it for me, but it has to be because you would like to. Saying no is an option."
"Nice guy? Not an asshole?"
"I think you might enjoy the day."
"I'll think about it and get back to you. When?"
"Next Wednesday."
And so it was that at nine twenty Wednesday morning I knocked on the door of room 216 at the downtown Marriott and then spent the next five hours with the second largest cock that I'd ever seen. Jason had eight and a half very thick inches and did that man ever know how to use them. I enjoyed them more that Phil's ten because Jason's didn't come with all the bullshit that came with Phil's. The outcome of that Wednesday was that I saw Jason every time he came to town which was usually once a month.
There was a second outcome of course. Once Darrel found out I was willing he began to ask me if I would mind seeing this customer or that client and more often than not I said yes. Yes indeed, I was the company whore and I was honest enough to admit to myself that I liked it. The only bad part was that the more sex I got the more I wanted and it killed me to have to force myself to keep my hands off of my husband. Hal and I had a great sex life and we went at it an average of four times a week and that was after eighteen years of marriage. Some of those nights we went more than once or even twice, but I had heard that one of the signs of a cheating wife is that she either cuts back on sex with hubby or increases it. So even though I wanted more I had to limit the man I loved to what he was used to getting and that sucked!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I left the reception desk after getting a room for the night I wondered what the night held in store for me. As had happened the last time Hal had said that Darrel would look after me until he got there. I walked into the banquet room and in the immortal words of Yogi Berra. "It was déjà vu all over again. I saw Darrel at the same time he saw me and he got up and came over to meet me. Behind him at the table he had been sitting at I saw Phil, Sam and instead of Bill and Al I saw two men I'd never seen before and I knew as sure as god made little green apples what my night was going to be like if for some reason Hal didn't show up.
And I smiled at the thought.
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My wife Zoe had a hysterectomy a few years back and all of a sudden her body chemistry went crazy. Hormonal imbalance caused mood swings that ranged from euphoria on one side of the scale to almost homicidal depression on the other. Her doctor had to pretty much experiment on her to try and find a combination of hormone pills and other drugs that would bring her to a balance. Whenever he found something that seemed to work things would be great for a month or two and then they wouldn't work anymore and he would go back to experimenting again. I never knew what I was going to find when I came home.
I had just come home from a three-day business trip and found the house empty. That was strange because I'd called Zoe and told her what time I would be home and she always had dinner waiting for me. By eight o'clock Zoe still wasn't home and I hadn't heard from her. I got on the phone and started calling around, but no one I talked to had any idea of where she might be. Her mother told me that she had talked to Zoe that morning and that Zoe had told her that she had a doctor's appointment for that afternoon. I called Zoe's doctor and got his service and they told me that he was out of town for a week and that Dr. Thomas was handling his cases until he came back. Dr. Thomas called me back twenty minutes later and told me that he had not seen Zoe that afternoon and that if she'd had an appointment it hadn't been with him. I made up my mind that if I didn't hear from Zoe by ten I was going to call the cops.
At nine forty-five the phone rang and I grabbed it. "Zoe?"
"Is this Mr. Thomas Martin?"
"Yes."
"Mr. Martin, do you have a wife named Zoe Evangaline?"
"Yes. Who is this?"
"Mr. Martin, your wife apparently had a fainting spell. We found her unconscious in the elevator in our building. She is resting comfortably now, but you need to come and get her."
I got directions to the Statler Building and rushed out to the car. On the way I wondered why she had been in that particular building since I couldn't think of anyone we knew who had offices there. I caught the elevator up to the sixth floor and went down the hall looking for room 606. The man had told me that the door would be unlocked and to just walk right in. I walked into a small, dark waiting room, but there was no one there.
"Anyone here?"
"Were in the back."
I headed toward the voice and came to a half open door on a lighted room and I pushed it open and walked in. Hands grabbed me from both sides and held me even as I saw Zoe. She was naked and lying on a leather couch and she was not alone. There was a black man between her legs and he was fucking her as hard as he could. Her legs were locked around his waist and I could see the nails on her hands biting into his ass as she held him tightly to her. At the head of the couch I saw an Asian working his cock into her mouth. I tried to break free and a voice that I recognized as the man who had called me said, "Settle down hoss. Take a look around you. Even if you broke free all that would happen is that you would get hurt."
I glanced around and saw for the first time that the room was full of men, nine altogether, two holding me, two fucking Zoe, and five others. Two were getting dressed, apparently after having their turn, two were naked and stroking themselves while apparently waiting for their turn and one was standing off to the side videotaping the scene. "Just behave and we will be done soon and you can take her home. Nod your head that you'll be cool about this and I will let them turn loose of you."
I really had no choice. I could have had the satisfaction of hurting one or two of them, but sheer numbers would prevail and I would end up accomplishing nothing. It would have been different if I was going to try and prevent what was happening from happening, but Zoe was already being fucked and it didn't seem to be bothering her at all. I watched as man after man shoved his cock in one of Zoe's holes and made a deposit in her. They took her in the pussy, mouth and ass and Zoe was an active participant. Her "oh yes, fuck me" and her "That's it baby, fuck my ass, fuck it hard" left no doubt in my mind that she was enjoying it. I swallowed my pride and nodded my head. It occurred to me while I watched that Zoe was servicing a mini United Nations. There was on Arabic looking man, two Orientals, two Latinos, a white man who spoke with a German accent and four black men. The men took her two and even three at a time and Zoe sucked, humped, bounced, begged and did everything that the men told her to do.
Finally they were done with her and then one of them said to me, "Get down there and clean her up."
"What?"
"You heard me white boy. You ain't taking her out of her until you get down there on that pussy and clean her out and you better hurry up about it too. The word has gone out that we have a white slut up here who digs fucking black men and is taking on any cock that walks in the door. That's how most of these guys found out about it. If you want to get her out of here before the next group arrives you better get busy man."
Zoe looked up at me, "Please Tom, get me out of here. Please honey, I want to go home."
Zoe's tone was pleading so I swallowed my pride for the second time and went down on her. Her cunt was a mess. Fluids were running down her leg. Her cunt hairs were soaking wet and when my tongue parted her pussy lips the stuff just ran out of her. The taste was salty and bitter, but I licked and sucked and did what I had to do to get us out of there. Then an amazing thing happened. Zoe had a massive - and I really do mean massive - orgasm. The entire time I had watched her being fucked she had never had so much as a small climax, but my eating her triggered the biggest and longest orgasm that I had ever seen her have.
"Sweet Jesus, look at that. The dude is one serious pussy eater."
"No, the honky just likes the taste of a black man's cum."
They all laughed and then Zoe's clothes were tossed onto the floor next to us. "Get her out of here dude. I hear there's a bunch coming over from Spike's Pool Hall and them's a bunch of nasty niggers. You don't want to let them get to her."
As I was helping Zoe out the door one of them called to me, "Hey man, if I was you I'd be cool about this. The edited video will show her willing and begging for it. It will show you standing around and watching it and then eagerly going down on her when we finished with her. Before you involve the fuzz think about how the tape will play to your relatives, friends and neighbors if the tape got out."
Zoe wouldn't talk on the way home. She stared out the passenger side window and in a teary voice moaned "I'm sorry" over and over and over again. When we got home and I had her in the house I asked her for an explanation and she started crying and ran from the room. I made myself a stiff drink and then sat down on the couch. Better to let her get a nights sleep and maybe I could find out from her in the morning just what the hell had happened that had happened that had turned my wife into the whore that I had watched happily take on all comers. I sipped my drink, made another and then another and fell asleep on the couch.
I woke up in the morning to find Zoe sitting in the easy chair opposite the couch watching me. She must have been crying all night because she looked like hell. She saw that I was awake and the tears began again. "I'm sorry, oh God I'm sorry. I didn't mean for it to happen. I didn't want it to happen, but I couldn't stop it. I tried - honest to God I tried - but I couldn't stop it." I sat up on the couch and looked over at her and I couldn't make up my mind what to do. She was the woman I had loved and lived with for the past fifteen years, but she was also the slut who had been begging a bunch of black assholes to fuck her. Did I take her in my arms and comfort her or throw her ass out onto the street. In the end I took the middle ground. "Perhaps you better tell me about it." She wiped the tears from her face, blew her nose and began to talk.
She had gotten depressed and found out that she was out of the latest batch of hormone pills that the doctor had prescribed. She called the doctor'' office to get him to call the pharmacy to get a refill authorized, but found out that he was out of the office. She had always considered Dr. Thomas "creepy" and she didn't want to go to him so she called a girlfriend and got the name of her doctor. She called for an appointment and was told to hurry down as there had been a cancellation. She had taken the last of her medication and had gone in to see the doctor. Apparently Zoe didn't give him a thorough enough description of her past history and drug usage and the doctor had given her a prescription for some drugs for depression and then he gave her some office samples. She went into the bathroom and took one of the samples with some water and then had headed for the elevator. Then she either had an allergic reaction to the sample or it had reacted with her regular medication and the next thing she knew she was lying on the floor of the elevator looking up at the ceiling. She could see and she could hear, but she couldn't move or speak coherently.
The elevator stopped at the sixth floor and a tall black man had gotten on. He saw her and bent down and asked her if she was all right. He saw her eyes moving and saw that she was trying to talk, but he couldn't make out what she was saying. He picked her up and carried her back to his office and put her down on the couch. While he was going through her purse looking for information on who he could call another black man came into the room.
"What you got there?"
"I found her lying on the floor of the elevator. She can't talk and doesn't seem to be able to move. I'm trying to find a number that I can call to see what I can find out. Otherwise I guess I'll have to call 911."
"Oh man, don't be doing that."
"Why not?"
"Don't you see man? See be a gift from the god of pussy."
"What do you mean?"
"Look at those eyes man. She be aware of what's going on, but she can't talk or move. How long have you wanted to try white pussy?"
"I hadn't thought of that."
"Think about it man. A good looking white woman who can't say no. Hey man, if we don't do nothing else, lets at least strip her, stick our dicks in her and take a picture or two."
And that's just what they did. At first the two of them just posed with her. Both of them stuck their cocks in her mouth and took Polaroid's. Then one of them worked his cock in her. "God man, she is one tight bitch." A picture was taken and then the other guy pushed his cock in her. Another picture was taken and then the guy who was in her said, "You're right. I ain't never been in a pussy this tight. I don't want to pull out."
"Shit man, you don't have to. You're in her bro, go ahead and fuck her."
For the next hour the two men had taken turns fucking her. Then one of them picked up the phone and called a friend. The friend showed up with a friend and the four of them took turns fucking her. The effects of the medication had begun to wear off, but to Zoe's horror as she got feeling back she found that her body was responding to what the men were doing to her. Another man arrived and she was moved to her hands and knees and the new man took her ass. He didn't do any preparation, but it hadn't hurt much because Zoe didn't have her full feelings back yet, but by the time he was ready to cum she was pushing her butt back at him. One man left, two more arrived and by the time the second one of the new men was fucking her she was pushing her pussy up at him and begging him to make her cum. After that she lost count as men came and men left. Her body was one raw sexual nerve ending that demanded more and more attention. By the time that the drugs had totally worn off all she wanted was more and more sex and she got it.
She heard them call me, hoped that I wouldn't come and see her like that, see her begging a bunch of black men using her as their fuck toy. She begged them to let her go before I got there, but they just laughed and stuck dicks in her mouth to shut her up. Even when I got there she couldn't stop. Her body had total control and was telling her mind to shut the fuck up. When they stopped fucking her and told me to eat her it was the first time since the first black man had entered her that she hadn't had a cock in her. The break gave her mind just enough time to overcome her body and she had asked me to get her out of there.
I believed her of course, probably because I wanted to - had to in fact - if I wanted to keep my marriage. I took the day off work and stayed home to do the best I could to comfort her and settle her down. That afternoon the doorbell rang and I opened the door to find a special messenger with a package for me. I signed for it and took it into the house. I opened it and found a videotape inside. No label on it and without thinking I pushed it into the VCR and hit play. I heard Zoe's intake of breath before I even saw the screen and when I looked I saw Zoe with a cock in her mouth, one in her ass and one in her pussy. She was being held up by two guys and she had a cock in each hand and was doing her best to jack them off while she was being fucked. I quickly punched the stop button, but the damage was done and Zoe got up and ran crying from the room. She slept fitfully that night, but was sound asleep in the morning when I got up to go to work.
I came home that night to an empty house and fear grabbed at my heart at the thought of what that might mean. As if to confirm it the phone rang and I answered it, "Hello?"
"Hey Tom. Just calling to tell you not to worry. She's with us and we will take good care of her and see to it that she gets home safely."
She came in the door at one-thirty in the morning and saw me on the couch waiting. She was wild eyed and shaking and she was shedding her clothes as she came toward me. She was talking in a rush, "Help me baby, help me. I need to get off baby, do me like you did the other night baby, please help me."
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Diane looked up from her computer screen when the APC started to chirp and noticed that the second hand on the clock wasn't moving. "Not again" she groaned as she shut down her computer. It was the third time in six months that the power had gone down. When was the landlord going to get his head out of his ass and do something about the problem?
She got up from her desk and walked down the hall to Mike's office. He was on his cell phone and she waited for him to disconnect. He finished his call and he looked up at her and answered her unasked question:
"I don't know. He says he called the electrician and the electrician said he couldn't get here for at least an hour. It took them three hours to fix the problem last time so figure three, maybe four hours minimum. Three hours would make it what, two-thirty? You might as well take the rest of the day off."
"Okay. I'll be on my cell if anything changes."
Diane walked back to her office and got her purse. She looked at her watch and saw that it was eleven-forty. That was just enough time for her to get over to the Bachmann Building before Rob went to lunch. She rarely got to have lunch with her husband; their work places were fifteen minutes apart so that amounted to thirty minutes travel time round trip and with only an hour for lunch it wasn't feasible. Today, thanks to a penny-pinching landlord, she would have the time.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She stepped off the elevator on the fifth floor and turned left to go to room 512. As she entered the office she saw all the empty desks and she looked at her watch. Unless it was slow she was there before the noon lunch hour. She saw several balloons pinned to the bulletin board and she walked over and saw the poster that announced the luncheon in the cafeteria to say good-bye to Brenda who was going on maternity leave.
She turned to head for the basement cafeteria and then she checked herself. She would check Rob's office before going down to the basement. Rob wasn't a baby shower, bridal shower, going away party kind of guy. He would give generously for a gift, but he would usually avoid the get togethers. She walked up to his office and was reaching for the doorknob when she heard it. It was a moan, but it was not a moan of pain, a moan from someone hurting or in trouble. She heard it again and she put her ear to the door.
"Harder baby, harder. You have to get me there baby, make me cum."
Diane very carefully and quietly turned the doorknob and opened the door just a crack. "Fuck me baby, fuck me" she heard and she opened the door a little at a time until she could see what was happening in the office. There was a woman laying on her back on Rob's desk and her legs were up on the shoulders of the man who was fucking her. The man's back was to Diane, his trousers in a puddle around his ankles, but even though the man's back was to her she knew the man was Rob. There was no mistaking the birthmark on his right butt cheek. She backed up and pulled the door closed until only a crack remained and then she stood there and listened as her husband pounded into the woman lying on his desk.
"Come on Rob honey, make me cum, hurry baby, hurry."
Diane cringed as she listened to the 'slap, slap, slap' of flesh smacking into flesh.
"Come on baby, come on. Fuck me hard, make me cum baby, make me cum."
"Hurry up sweetie" Rob said, "I'm almost there, hurry, I don't want to leave you hanging. Cum with me sweetie, cum with me."
"Oh, oh, oh, oh, Oh God, oh God yessssss" the woman shouted as she had her orgasm and seconds later, "Let me up Rob, I need to get down to Brenda's luncheon. Tonight? After work?"
"You bet."
"Get a couch in here Rob, will you please. Either that or an air mattress for the floor. This desk is hard on my back."
Rob was saying, "I'll get something" as Diane quietly closed the door and hurried from the office.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Diane wasn't surprised at what she had discovered. She had hoped it would never happen, but deep down inside she had been expecting it. She thought back to the barbecue she and Rob had attended nine years ago. He had been working for McIlhenny's at the time and old man McIlhenny had thrown a huge barbecue and pool party for his customers, suppliers and employees. Diane loved to swim so she had spent a lot of time in and around the pool. Rob, on the other hand, had no use for water except for showering and drinking. He spent most of his time drinking beer and socializing.
Three hours into the party she had gone into the house to use the bathroom. She had just come out of the bathroom when she heard, "Oh Rob honey" and some giggles from a room just across the hall. There may have been some other Rob's at the party, but her curiosity was aroused and she had opened the door to the room and had found her husband with his hand inside the bikini top of a dishwater blond. The dishwater blond had her hand inside Rob's fly.
She was mad, extremely pissed, but she had been raised with manners and a scene in someone else's house was just something she couldn't do. She stepped into the room and said:
"Excuse me for interrupting, but I need the keys to the car."
The blood had gone from Rob's face and he looked pale and ashen as he fumbled in his pockets for the keys, came up with them and handed them to her. Only after she had taken them from him did he recover enough presence of mind to ask her what she needed them for.
"I'm going home."
"Wait up. I'll say my good-byes."
"You aren't coming with me."
"How am I supposed to get home?" he whined.
"I don't care if you ever come home asshole."
She was turning to leave when the blond had asked who she was.
"I'm the wife of this asshole."
"You never told me you were married," the blond was saying to Rob as Diane walked out the door. She was only ten steps down the hallway when she heard a yelp of pain and the blond came running after her.
"I'm sorry, but I didn't know he was married. He wasn't wearing a ring."
"What was that yell about?"
"I kneed him in the balls."
"Good for you."
Rob had come home that night all contrite and begging for forgiveness. He had blamed it on too much to drink and some flirting that had gotten a little out of hand. In the end she had forgiven him, but she had put him on notice that a second mistake would not be tolerated.
When she had delivered that ultimatum her meaning had been clear. Fuck up again and she would throw him out on his ear, but things had changed since then. Then they had lived in an apartment, now they had a house. Then they were childless, now they had two children. Then they were just starting out and money was tight, but now Rob was making six figures. She had gone back to work to have something to do when her kids both started school, but she wasn't the least bit interested in becoming a single mother of two living in an apartment somewhere.
No, divorce was not an option, at least not at that time, but she had to do something. She had to get back at Rob if for no other reason than her own peace of mind. She wondered how many times in the last seven years Rob had cheated on her and then she realized that it didn't matter; the one she knew about was one too many.
Her cell rang and she answered it. It was Mike. The power was back on and he wanted to know if she could come back in.
"I know I told you to take the rest of the day off, but Steven's called and would like our proposal by tomorrow. That's a week ahead of when it was supposed to be due. I hate to ask Di, but I need help."
"Sure Mike, I'll see you in a few."
As she dropped her phone back in her purse she smiled; she knew just what she was going to do to get back at Rob.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She checked her make up one last time. Her panties and her bra were in her purse and the top three buttons on her blouse were undone. She had stopped at a shoe store on the way back to work and had bought a pair of high heels to replace the flats she had worn to work.
When she had come to work for Mike a year ago he had spent the first six months trying to get into her pants before finally accepting that she was a faithful wife and he was wasting his time. She hoped her open blouse and bra less breasts would invite comment. All Mike had to do was give her an opening and she would take it and run with it.
The thought of Rob licking her pussy after another man had been in it made her loins tingle. She had no idea how many times he had come to her in bed after being with another woman, but tonight Rob would have the experience of not being the first one in her even if he wouldn't know it. And it would happen. If Mike wouldn't play she would stop at a bar on the way home and pick someone up; she was determined that Rob would have sloppy seconds that night.
One last adjustment to her blouse and she left the ladies bathroom and headed for Mike's office. She walked in and said:
"I'm back. What do you need me to do?"
"I need you to double check these figures and make sure that they are accurate."
She leaned forward to take the papers from his hand and her blouse gapped open a bit and she saw his eyes lock onto her breasts and they stayed on her chest as she stood up. She knew his eyes were on her ass as she walked out the door and she knew how the high heels made her hips sway. He was primed now; all she could do was wait and see if he would make a move. If he didn't, she would. She would prefer to let him make the first move; she didn't want to because she thought that it might make her look too much like a slut. She liked her job and didn't want to leave it and if she came across as too slutty to Mike she didn't know if she could stay.
She worried about it as she went over the numbers on the proposal and then it suddenly dawned on her that it wouldn't matter. If she fucked Mike he would want to fuck her again. It wouldn't matter how big a slut he thought she might be; if she continued to do her job AND continued to fuck him he wouldn't complain. She had only intended it to be a one time thing, but it didn't have to be. Rob and his bimbo were talking couches and air mattresses, which meant they were going to keep on going, she could too. Why the hell had she thought that one time would make her even with Rob? Her fears put to rest she buried herself in checking the numbers.
It was an hour later when she walked back into Mike's office and put the papers down in front of him. "The numbers check out," she said as she saw his eyes stare at her breasts. "What now?"
Mike didn't answer right away so she said, "Earth to Mike, come in please."
He jerked his head up and his face turned red. She smiled at him and said:
"I don't mind if you want to look at my tits. I'll even take my blouse off and let you play with them, but we need to get the Steven's proposal out of the way first."
"If those figures are correct, we are done."
She straightened up and walked over to the door and locked it and then turned back to face him. She slowly unbuttoned her blouse, slipped out of it and let it fall to the floor. Next she unfastened her skirt and let it slide down to pool around her ankles. She stepped out of it and kicked it to the side and then stood in front of Mike in only high heels, nylons and garter belt.
"What's your pleasure Mike? Want to eat my pussy? Want me to suck your cock? Or do you just want to bend me over your desk and fuck me?"
Mike was so caught by surprise he just sat behind his desk and stared at her open mouthed.
"Come on boss, do something. Don't make me do it all."
Mike finally got over his shock and he got up and moved to her. "Not that I'm going to question a gift from the gods, but what is going on?
"I've just decided that I don't need to stay faithful to an unfaithful husband."
Mike took her in his arms and bent his head to kiss her and she parted her lips and let his tongue probe her mouth then hers began to dance with his. She felt his hand slide down her body and knowing where it was headed she parted her legs a little. The hand reached its goal and rubbed her pussy and then a finger parted her pussy lips and started working into her warm hole. She gasped as a second finger joined it and probed what until then had been only Rob's.
Her hands went to Mike's waist and her fingers quickly unfastened his belt and undid the top button. She pulled his zipper down and his pants fell in a heap on the floor. She broke the kiss and went to her knees in front of him. She pulled his boxers down and then worked his clothes from around his feet and pushed them off to the side.
She took Mike's cock in her hands and looked at it. It was only the second one she had ever touched. It was about the same size as Rob's, maybe an inch longer, but no bigger around. She slid her hand along it and felt the veins throb. Her tongue flicked out and licked the helmet and then she licked the top of it to the base and then the bottom of it back to the head. She swirled her tongue around the head and then she opened her mouth and took him in. Her head bobbed back and forth and she took a little more of him in each time.
"Oh God yes" Mike moaned, "You are so good at that."
Her hands played with his balls as she mouth fucked him and she felt them tighten and she shoved her mouth on him and took in as much of his cock as she could. She felt his cock hit the back of her throat just as his first spurt of cum blasted out. She gulped and she swallowed as three large spurts hit the back of her throat and started to slide down into her belly. She pulled back a little and used her tongue to clean his shaft and then she began sucking on him to get him back up.
It took her a couple of minutes, but she got him hard and he pulled her to her feet and kissed her. His tongue danced in her mouth as he tasted himself and then he picked her up and carried her to his desk and sat her down on the edge.
"I'm torn" he said, "I want to eat that luscious cunt, but I've wanted to fuck you for so long that I'm afraid if I don't do it right this minute I might never get another chance."
"Do it" she said, "Do it, fuck me now. You can eat me next time."
She spread her legs wide and Mike stepped forward, took her ankles in his hands and then he pushed into her. She was hot, wet and ready for him and he slid all the way in on his first thrust and then for the next five minutes he fucked her through two orgasms until he finally had his own. He pulled his softening cock out of her and went to kneel in front of her, but she stopped him.
"No lover, not this time. Everything in me is going to go home with me so I can give it to that cheating asshole I'm married to. You sit on your chair lover so I can get you up again."
Mike sat down on his desk chair and she went to her knees and took his cock in her hand and fondled it for a bit and then she licked it a couple of times before taking it in her mouth and sucking on it. She worked on it with her lips and her tongue until he began to harden and then she stood up, spread her legs wide and leaned forward over the desk.
"From the back this time lover. Fuck me hard and make me be happy that I'm your new slut."
Mike fucked her a third time before she told him that she needed to get on home. "I need to fix the asshole his dinner and then feed him his dessert."
"You really going to let him lick up my cum?"
"I might as well get him used to it. He is going to get a lot of your leavings from now on, isn't he?"
"For as long as you let me Diane."
"What's retirement age here?"
"That long?"
"Until you get tired of me. One thing though."
"What?"
"Can you get a couch in here, or maybe an air mattress for the floor? The desk is hard on my back."



            Saving the Family

            A bad choice on her part.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/saving-the-family

Title: Saving the Family

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A bad choice on her part.

Tags: 




Note: If the "N" word upsets you give this one a pass.
*
Her husband had left for work and the kids had been hustled off to school and Cheri was just finishing the breakfast dishes when the doorbell rang. She had no idea of who could be calling this early in the morning and since she was only in her bathrobe she made a quick check to make sure that nothing was showing and then she went to answer the door. She looked through the peephole in the door and saw a large black man. The man backed up a step and rang the doorbell again. She was surprised to see that the man was John Wheaton. John was her husbands boss and she couldn't ever remember John coming to her home, let alone at ten in the morning. She opened the door.
"Good morning Cheri. May I come in?"
Nervously she said, "Sam's not here, he's already left for work."
"I'm not here to see Sam Cheri, it's you I need to talk to."
Cheri clutched her robe tighter around her, "Me? What could you possibly want to talk to me about?"
"It's about Sam Cheri, we need to talk about Sam, and I'd just as soon not do it out here on your front porch.
Cheri hesitated a moment and then she stepped aside to let the short, fat, balding black man into her house.
Cheri led him into the living room and as soon as he was seated on the couch she said, "I'll just run upstairs and put something on. Would you like a cup of coffee while you wait?"
"No, and there is no need for you to go and change. This won't take long, I'll just say what I have to say and if things don't go the way I hope they will I'll be leaving."
Cheri sat down in the easy chair across from the fat black man and waited.
"What kind of woman are you Cheri? Are you a loving wife, a devoted mother, a woman willing to do whatever is necessary to protect her family?"
"What is this all about John?"
"It was a simple enough question Cheri. Are you the kind of woman who will do whatever has to be done to protect her family, or are you one of those women who think only of themselves?"
Cheri stared at him for a moment and then she stood up, "I think you had better leave Mr. Wheaton."
"I think you had better sit down and hear me out Cheri. If I leave now your whole world will go to hell before dark tonight." Something in his tone of voice caused Cheri to look at him and then sit back down. "That's better. I suppose the best way to do this is just lay it out for you. Sam has been stealing from the company."
Cheri stood up, anger on her face, "That's a lie, get out of my house. Get out of here now."
"If I get up and leave now Cheri you can kiss your nice comfortable life goodbye. I have all the proof I need to prove that Sam has stolen from the company and if I get up now and leave the first thing I will do when I get back to my office is call the police. Do you want to have to sell your house to come up with Sam's bail? To get the money to pay the lawyers? With Sam in jail and no paycheck coming in will you be able to feed and clothe your children? You had better sit back down and listen to me Cheri.
"I don't believe you."
"Of course you don't. Sam is your husband and as far as you are concerned he can do no wrong, but he did, and I have all the proof I need to prove it and get him tossed into prison for the next ten years."
"If that's true, why are you here telling me instead of being in your office calling the police?"
"Because I see this as an opportunity."
"An opportunity? I don't understand."
"It is really very simple Cheri. I have wanted you since Sam introduced us at the company picnic and I see this as my one chance at getting you."
Cheri's face lost most of its color as what the fat, balding nigger was saying registered on her. Before she could speak he went on, "We are back to my question about what kind of woman are you. One willing to do what is necessary to protect her family, or not. Here is the deal. It is a one time only offer and it will keep your family together. Sam will be laid off because of the economic downturn and he will be given a glowing letter of recommendation. I will sweep everything under the rug and no charges will be filed. Sam doesn't know he has been discovered and he will think he got away with it. To make things go that way all I want is a few hours of your time. It is up to you Cheri. Sam goes to jail, your comfortable life disappears and your children grow up with the knowledge that their father is a convicted felon and that he is in prison. Or not. It is your choice."
Cheri just sat there stunned, not only by what John said that Sam had done, but also by what she was being asked to do. It was preposterous to think that Sam had stolen from the company, but John said he had the proof. Good God, what if it were true? What would happen to her and the children?
"I need an answer Cheri and I need it now. I need to get back to the office so I can do what I need to do to keep what Sam did a secret. If it goes to the end of the day without being buried it will show up on the end of business printouts and once that happens there is nothing I can do."
Cheri just sat there staring at him and finally John said, "Okay, I guess you have made your choice and he got up and headed for the door. He was almost to it when he heard, "Wait!" He turned and looked at Cheri and she said, "What do I have to do?"
It wasn't as if it was something that she had never done before. She'd had several lovers before meeting Sam and she had strayed several times since they had gotten married, but before it had always been her choice. This was different. This time she was being coerced into fucking a fat, bald nigger who smelled of stale cigar smoke. Still, a cock was a cock and she was due for some strange, but it would have been nice if it could have been someone a little more appealing. The idea of the camera bothered her. John had explained that it was for his protection.
"I do not want to look up and see the police coming into my office to arrest me for rape. This tape will prove that you are willingly doing this. It is my insurance policy against you getting suddenly remorseful."
He had taped her putting on her high heels and nylons and then he had her move to the bed. "Play with your pussy Cheri. Look into the camera and finger fuck yourself."
She had done as he instructed and was not surprised after several minutes of working on her clit to feel her body start to tingle. She saw him standing by the camera taking out his cock and she was disappointed. She'd always heard that niggers had big cocks, but his was only half the size of Sam's. He dropped his pants to the floor and she had said the words that he'd given her to say.
"Come over here baby. I need more that fingers in my pussy John, I need your hard cock. Come on baby, get over here and fuck me."
She had watched him walk toward her, short stubby cock leading the way. Too bad. Since she had to do it anyway it would have been nice if John could have had something exceptional. Oh well, something is better than nothing and she opened her mouth as John walked up to the side of the bed and offered her his dick.
Cheri hated to admit it, but she had enjoyed the two hours she'd spent on her marriage bed with John. There was something to be said about short, stubby cocks when it came to ass fucking. She still couldn't believe that she had buried her head in a pillow and squealed like a pig when John had stuffed her ass. She had been thoroughly satisfied when he finally left her, but the most important thing was that her family was safe.
She was napping contentedly when the phone woke her up. "Honey? I've got great news. See if you can find a sitter for tonight because I want to go out and celebrate."
"Celebrate what Sam? What's this all about?"
"Remember when we talked about my going into business for myself? Well, I took the plunge. John started to give me a ration of shit this morning when I got to work this morning and I'd finally had enough. I told him to fuck off and then I quit. I left and called my three biggest customers and they are leaving John and going with me. I've spent most of the day renting office space, arranging for phones and setting things up. Tonight I want to celebrate so find a sitter, okay?"
"Yeah, sure Sam, I'll see what I can do."
Cheri hung up the phone and stood there staring at the wall when suddenly the phone rang again. "Hello?"
"Hi there honey cunt, miss me?"
"You bastard! You lied to me."
"Well technically I didn't. Sam did steal three of my accounts."
"But you led me to believe it was money he took and you were going to call the police."
"What can I say sweet pussy, I lied. I lied to you, I tricked you and then I fucked you. Sam might have taken three of my accounts, but I took his wife so I guess it evens out. Besides, with your help I should be able to replace those accounts in no time."
"What do you mean?"
"What I mean is that you are now my company whore. You will fuck who I tell you to, when I tell you to and where I tell you to. I have a lot of prospective customers who would love to fuck a hot piece of ass like you and I'm sure that they will be very grateful to me for setting them up with you. Then there are all my friends. Do you have any idea how much black men love to fuck white pussy? I'll see to it that you have so much black cock you might never want to look at a white one again. And then of course there is me. You will have to take very good care of me."
"You must be mad! You're crazy if you think that I will do any of that."
"Not crazy my little fuck bunny, just the guy who has a tape that I'm pretty sure that you don't want anyone to see."
Cheri stood there, phone to her ear and staring at the wall as the import of what John had just said hit her.
"Cheri? Cheri? Come on honey cunt, talk to me."
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It all began on a Saturday afternoon when I came home from playing golf with three of my girlfriends. I guess I must have been fairly quiet when I walked into the house because Ben didn't know I was there until I walked up to the spare bedroom that he had turned into an office and den. I saw him give a start when he heard the word "What" when I started to ask him:
"What would you like for dinner?"
When he heard my voice he quickly cleared the screen on the computer, turned and said:
"It doesn't matter to me. Whatever you decide."
"That ones easy then. I have decided that we will go out for dinner. I suddenly have a taste for the barbecued ribs at Luther's. I'm all sweaty so I'm going to take a shower."
As I headed for the master bedroom I wondered what it was that Ben had so quickly cleared on the computer so I wouldn't see it.
By the time I was showered, dried and dressed Ben had gone outside and I knew from the sound of the lawnmower that he was in the back yard. I went into the den, found the computer in standby mode and brought it up. I checked the history and saw that the last site visited was something called "slutwives.com." There were several others with names like "cuckoldsunlimited.net", "hotwives.com" and "desperatewives.com."
I got a pen and a piece of paper out of the desk drawer and wrote down all the addresses so I could check them later when Ben wasn't around. Curiosity had a grip on me and I wanted to take a look at whatever it was that Ben didn't want me to see. I was just closing the desk drawer when I heard the lawnmower stop. I tucked the list in my pocket and went downstairs.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday morning Ben left the house at seven for the golf course where he had a seven-forty tee time. He played with three guys he worked with almost every Sunday and I knew he wouldn't be home before one-thirty.
When I finished the breakfast dishes I went into the den and brought up the computer. I typed in the address for "cheatingwives.com" and a box popped up asking for a user name and password. Ben had used the same user name and password for everything since we started using computers ten years ago so I typed them in and they worked.
The site was a collection of stories about wives who cheated on their husbands. I read several and they were a mix of wives writing about how they cheated, got away with it and loved it, men who caught their wives cheating writing about how they found out and what they did about it and men writing about encouraging their wives to go out and do other men.
I backed out of that site and tried "cuckoldsunlimited." Mostly the same as "cheatingwives" except the men encouraged the wife to fuck other men while they watched or wives who did it, rubbed hubby's face in it and treated him like a wuss while he just sat there and took it.
I checked three other sites and found them all basically the same in that the husband usually watched the wife make it with other men and got turned on while they watched.
Why was Ben reading this stuff? And then I suddenly thought "Oh My God! Could Ben possibly want or wish that I would do those things?" The thought stunned me!
++++++++++++++++++++
I started reading the stories whenever Ben wasn't home and I did have to admit that some of them really got to me. It wasn't the 'watching' or the 'cuckolding' that got to me, but the sex that the women had. I had only been with one man – Ben – in my life and I was reading about women who did it with two or three men at the same time. I tried to imagine myself with two or more men and I couldn't. Even when reading the descriptions I couldn't see that it was possible, but did it ever turn me on.
The more stories I read the more I thought about what Ben might want. Did he imagine me as the woman in the story he was reading? What was his interest? Did he want to watch? Was he thinking of being the cuck and having his face rubbed in it? Could he actually be thinking of eating my pussy after another man used me?
The more stories I read the more I wondered if I could ever do the things the women in the stories did. I could identify with some of them. I had often wondered what making love with another man would be like. I think most women who have only been with one man have had that thought at one time or another. I wasn't a bad looking woman and when I was out and about I could see men (and boys) checking me out and I had to admit that occasionally I did wonder what one of them might be like.
I wondered, but that's all. I loved Ben and I loved being married to him so I never did anything more than occasionally wonder.
But the thoughts started to creep in. What if Ben really wanted me to be like the women in the stories he was reading? Could I do it? I really didn't think so. Even though some of the stories really turned me on I didn't think I could do it. Then I had one of those "Be honest with yourself" moments. It wasn't that I couldn't do it; it was I didn't think I could do it with Ben watching.
+++++++++++++++++++
A couple of months went by and I was spending more time in front of the computer monitor than Ben was. I kept checking the history and when I saw that Ben had added another site I went there and checked it out. More stories along the same line – cheating wives and husbands that got off on it.
I was reading ten or fifteen stories a day and I was beginning to wish I could be some of the ladies in the stories. The amount of time I spent reading stories – especially the ones that had my fingers working on myself – were slowly changing things in my mind without me being aware of it. I'm not even sure when I started thinking "I could do that" or "I'd like to do that at least once" but one day the thoughts were there. And after that it was only a hop, skip and a jump to "I want to do that at least once to see what it is like." From there, because I was a faithful wife, the thoughts went on to how to let Ben know that I'd like to try and do what he seemed to want.
I started thinking up scenarios where I could broach the subject, but then when I came up with a plan I thought would work I had another thought. Even if I wanted to do it I didn't know if I could do it. Could I actually make love to another man? What if I couldn't bring myself to do it? What if I got it all set up and had Ben in the closet, but then couldn't do it? What if I just couldn't let another man touch me? Then I would have one man hating me because I'd led him on and then said no. He would be standing there naked and would have a hard cock and I'd be telling him to leave; to go away and leave me alone. That I could probably live with, but could I live with the disappointment in Ben's eyes after getting him all built up to get what he wanted? I didn't think I could do that.
There was only one way I could find out about that, but it was against everything that I believed in. I would have to cheat on my husband. I would have to have sex with a man not my husband behind my husband's back in order to find out if I would be able to have sex with another man at all let alone with Ben watching. Doing another man with Ben watching wouldn't be cheating, but without Ben's involvement it would be. It was the proverbial rock and hard place. Do it or don't do it? Cheat to see if I could give Ben what he seemed to want or don't cheat and go ahead and set it up for Ben to watch and have it be a disaster.
There were other things to consider too. How did I go about lining up another man? I had no doubt that many of our male acquaintances would leap at the chance to do me, but I didn't think I wanted to do it with any one we knew. What if it didn't go right and then I had to see that person on a regular basis? What if it went great and Ben decided that he didn't like it while the other man did and wanted more of me? How would that work out? Not well I supposed if it was someone we knew. When I did it the man would have to be a stranger. And then I realized what I'd just thought. I'd thought "when" and not "if."
Ben would never know and it would be a secret that I would take to my grave. If I was able to make love with another man I'd be a step closer to giving Ben what he wanted. That decision made I needed to figure out how to set myself up with another man in such a way that I wouldn't get caught doing it.
I went back to the stories on the computer and familiarized myself with all the ways that cheating wives were discovered. I discounted all the home surveillance stuff because that stuff only went into play when the husband suspected cheating and since I hadn't cheated I wasn't giving off any of the signs and it wouldn't matter anyway since I wouldn't be doing it at home and I wouldn't be using the home phone.
The next most common was being seen either because hubby was in the wrong place at the wrong time and saw you with the other man or someone who knew you saw you and clued in hubby. The hubby problem could be avoided by making sure hubby was where he was supposed to be when it came time to do it and a simple phone call to him at work would cover that. Not to his cell, but to his work phone.
The 'someone who knows you both' would be more difficult. I'd need to find some place where there was no likelihood that there would be anybody there who knew me or at least some place where if anyone did see me I'd have a legitimate reason for being there. Since I worked out of the home I had most of the day that I could use. Get it done and be home fixing dinner when Ben came home.
The third most common way of getting caught was to screw up and bring something home that hubby would see and make him think. The way around that would be to take a change of clothes and make sure to shower before coming home. Cum stained panties could be pitched into a trash can at the scene where the deed took place and not brought home and put in the laundry basket. Even better, wear a Kotex pad after having sex so the panties don't get stained.
The next most common way to get caught was to change the way you acted around hubby after you had been bad. I'd need to work on keeping things the same so no change in attitudes or actions would give a clue that I was doing something that I shouldn't.
++++++++++++++++++++
Researching the stories for information got me hot and bothered and I had to put my fingers to work. As I read a story about a woman who had driven two towns away from hers to find a lounge where she could pick up a man and not likely be seen by anyone who knew her I put myself in her place. I imagined that it was me walking into that lounge and....
I looked around and saw several men there. Some that looked fairly interesting. I decided to take a seat at the bar and not take a table. The men might take my sitting at a table a sign that I was waiting for someone to join me. I asked the bartender for a glass of white wine. The glass was almost empty when a man took the stool next to me. His intent was obvious in that there were seven empty stools to my left and five to my right.
"Buy you a drink?"
I smiled and finished what was in the glass in front of me, turned to him and said:
"Yes you may."
He waved the bartender over and ordered another white wine for me and a Coors for himself. When the drinks arrived I thanked him and he said:
"It isn't often that we see a classy lady like yourself in here, but when we do it is usually because of only one thing."
"And that would be?"
"Do we have to play silly games?"
"What else do we have to do with our time?"
"How about I just be blunt. If you aren't here after what I'm here after just say so and I'll get up and leave you alone."
"That's not the most romantic thing I've heard today, but I guess it will do, but you should know that I don't do back seats."
"Neither do I. I've got an apartment right across the street."
I picked up the wine glass, drained it and then stood up as I said, "Shall we go?"
He had a nice cock and as soon as we were undressed I went to my knees in front of him and took him in my hand. I stroked his cock a few times and then I licked the head. I ran my tongue down his length to his balls and then back up to the tip. I looked up into his eyes as I took him in my mouth and he said:
"Damn baby, but does that ever feel good."
I worked him for a little bit and then I stood and moved to the bed. Once on my back he moved to me and took my left breast into his mouth and licked and sucked on it. My nipples are sensitive and I arched my back and pushed hard against his mouth. One of his hands went to my right breast and the other slid down my body to my pussy. I moaned as a finger and then two worked into me. I spread my legs as wide as I could to give him better access and cried out as he found my clit and began working on it. In only minutes I was moaning:
"Fuck me, please, no more playing, just fuck me."
He moved up and I reached down took hold of his hardness and guided it to where we both wanted it to go. He thrust and I was so wet and ready that he was all the way into me with only two pushes. He lifted my legs up onto his shoulders and I reached with my hands and gripped his butt cheeks and pulled us tightly together.
"Oh yes, oh God yes" I cried as he drove deep. "Fuck me; fuck me hard and make me cum" I moaned and he started fucking me and fucking me and fucking me as I moaned and whimpered and fucked him back. I felt the tide beginning to build and he pounded harder and suddenly I was there!
"Oh fuck" I thought as I pulled my eyes from the screen and the story I had been reading and my elbow hit the keyboard as I furiously used my fingers on my pussy as I had an orgasm. I slumped down and then I did something that I had never done before. I took my fingers out of my pussy and licked them clean. A look at the clock told me that I needed to turn off the computer and get dinner started.
That night when I went to bed I let Ben know that I was interested in a little 'bump and tickle' and he obliged me. Ben does a pretty good job on me, but that night I imagined that he was the man from the afternoon's story and that added a bit of excitement to the act and I came for him harder than I had for quite a while.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I was busy most of the morning taking care of business, but by two I was caught up and I sat down at the computer and brought up a story site and went looking for more ideas on how to safely hook up with another man without Ben or anyone else knowing.
The 'two towns over" from yesterday's story sounded like it would work, but two towns over from us was a hundred and ten miles away. I could do it, but I'd rather find something closer if I could.
I stumbled on a story about a woman upset with her husband who was dissatisfied with her in bed. He told her she might as well be dead since all she did was lay there. She was on her way to visit her mother who lived a half hour out of town when she saw a young man hitchhiking. Normally she never picked up hitchhikers, but that day for some reason she stopped and gave him a lift.
He was a nice looking kid, maybe eighteen to her thirty-four, and she noticed that he kept glancing over at her legs. She had on a skirt and it had ridden up. She didn't know what came over her, but she suddenly pulled off into a rest area, parked in the back where there were no other cars, got out of the car and moved to the back seat. She pulled up her skirt and I closed my eyes, my fingers went to my pussy and I became her as....
I pulled off my thong panties, settled back on the seat, spread my legs and waited to see what he would do. He sat there looking at the split between my legs and didn't move. He looked up into my face and I smiled at him and started fingering myself. He dropped his eyes to watch my fingers move in and out of me and in a voice husky with passion and need I asked:
"Does this give you any ideas?"
He looked from my fingers to my face and then back to my fingers and then he quickly joined me on the back seat. He pushed his pants down around his knees, crawled forward and pushed his hard cock into me. My legs came up and clamped him as he drove deep into me.
"Oh yes baby, fuck me" I said into his ear. "Fuck the shit out of me. Fuck me hard and make me cum."
As he rammed his hard cock into me I thought to myself, "Dead in bed am I? Well fuck you asshole."
I dug my nails into his ass cheeks and screamed, "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" And he did. He drove hard and deep for several minutes and then he moaned, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming" and as I felt the hot splash of his discharge against the inner walls of my pussy....
I came hard as my fingers got me off and as I settled back down I thought I could do that. I could pick up a hitchhiker. Maybe that was the way I should go. As I stood up to go put a load of laundry in the washer I had second thoughts. Although I had never made love on a backseat I didn't think that I was a backseat kind of girl. I needed a bed to play on, but if it came down to it a backseat would do. I read a half dozen more stories without getting and ideas so I shut down the computer and started dinner.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next two days I was busy taking care of clients and it was Thursday before I could get some personal computer time. I pulled up the history and saw what sites Ben had visited. The last one was "creampieeatingcuckolds.com" and I pulled it up. The stories were different from the cheating wife stories he had mostly been reading. It was stories about wives having sex in front of their husbands and humiliating them. Ben couldn't want something like that, could he? Could I do what Rita (the women in the story I was reading) was doing? I tried to picture it in my mind and put myself in her place as the doorbell rang and.....
"He's here" I said.
Ben shrugged his shoulders non-committedly and I said, "You will do this Ben. You have ten seconds to give me a "yes dear" or pack your bags and get out. It will happen if you are here or not, but if you are not going to do what I tell you just leave. Just remember Ben, if you leave there is no coming back."
He started at me for maybe five seconds and then he lowered his head in defeat as he said "yes."
"Yes what?"
"Yes dear, I will do what you say."
The doorbell rang again and I said, "Answer the door Ben. Greet him politely and invite him in. Then escort him to the bedroom." I smiled as he said "Yes dear" and went to answer the door.
I walked to the bedroom and dropped my nightgown to the floor as I stood and looked at myself in the full length mirror. Satisfied that I wouldn't be a disappointment I moved to the bed and sat down. Minutes later Ben arrived at the bedroom door and said:
"There is a Mr. Jason Catron here to see you."
"Show him in please."
Ben turned to look behind him and said, "Right this way sir."
Jase entered the room and we smiled at each other. Ben had never met Jase and didn't know that I knew him. Ben thought Jase was just a man I'd arranged to meet through an internet site, but Jase and I were old friends. Jase had taken my virginity two days after my eighteenth birthday. I hadn't seen him in over ten years, but those years appeared to have been kind to him. I looked at Ben and said:
"Undress him for me Ben."
Ben gave me a sick look, but then said "Yes dear." I watched as Ben undressed Jason and when Ben went to his knees in front of Jason to pull down his trousers and briefs he was on eye level with Jason's partially hard cock.
"Jason needs to be harder than that for me Ben. Use your mouth and get him hard."
Ben wouldn't look at me, but he said "yes dear" and took Jason's cock in his mouth. I could not believe how hot I got watching my husband giving head to one of my old lovers. I let Ben suck on Jason for a few minutes and then said:



"Now bring him over to me."
Ben stood up and holding Jason's cock in his hand he led him over to me. Jason got on the bed and moved over me and I looked up at Ben.
"Put him in me Ben; guide his beautiful cock into me."
Ben said nothing as he lined Jason's cock up and helped it into the slit that was waiting to receive it.
"Pull up a chair Ben and watch how a real man does it. Pay close attention; you just might learn something."
Ben sat down on the prepositioned chair and watched as Jason fucked the living hell out of me. Jason didn't fuck me any better than Ben did, but I'd never tell Ben that.
"Here it comes baby" Jason said as I felt his spurts inside me. When he was finally soft he pulled out and I looked over at Ben, smiled at him and then crooked a finger as I said:
"Come over here and clean me up now."
Ben sat there looking at me without moving and I sternly said, "Get over here right now or get the fuck out! Your choice!"
He sat there for several seconds and then he got up and came over to me and I smiled when his mouth started working on my pussy.
"We are going to go again aren't we?" Jason asked.
"As many times as you want lover and Ben and Ben will lick you clean after each and every time. Right Ben?"
He was silent and I raised my voice to just under a snarl and said, "Right Ben?" It was begrudging, but it was there. "Yes dear."
I backed out of the site and thought "No way!" Even if that is what Ben would like I wouldn't do that. No way!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
In a stroke of irony it was Hal who gave me the idea on how to do it. Not directly, but by way of the computer. He had been in the den supposedly working on some papers he brought home from work when the phone rang. It was the plant and they had a problem that was slowing the production line down. After a brief conversation Ben was up and hurrying out the door. Figuring that he would be gone for a while I went to the computer to pull up a story or two to read for ideas.
Ben had been on the computer reading a story and he had hurried out so fast that he hadn't backed out of the site and the story he was reading was up on the screen. It looked like he was in the middle of the story so I had to back up to the beginning. It was as if the story had been written with me in mind.
The woman had a husband who wanted to watch her have sex with another man, but she kept telling him no. She would really have liked doing it because she had always wondered what other men would be like, but she had the same problem that I did. She didn't know if she could actually bring herself to make love to another man. She usually flew out of town on business once a month and on one of those trips she decided that while she was out of town she would try to pick up a man and have sex with him. If she could do it she would go home and the next time her husband brought it up she would tell her husband that if he was absolutely sure that it was what he wanted she would do it.
I read the story three times and memorized what she did. Once every three months or so I flew to Detroit to see my mother and spend a couple of days with her. Ben and my mother didn't get along so he usually stayed home. I'd be almost fifteen hundred miles away with zero chance of anyone who knew Ben and me seeing what I was doing. My next trip would be in two weeks and while in Detroit I'd see if I could really do another man.
+++++++++++++++++++
The two weeks flew by and I couldn't believe the anticipation I was feeling. I read a dozen more stories and I was primed for the trip. By the time I kissed Ben goodbye and left for the airport I had reached an honest place in my mind. Thanks to all the stories I'd read what had started out as me wondering if I could make love to another man while Ben watched had changed to me wanting to know what another man (or men) would be like. I was no longer doing it for Ben; I was now doing it for me.
As the flight leveled off I leaned back in my seat and thought of the things I might try. Could I do two men at a time or maybe even three? Would I luck out and find a man with a huge cock? Could I actually let a man have my pussy while another man was taking my ass? I had liked anal the few times I'd tried it, but Ben hadn't. He told me the only reason he had done it was to see what it was like. After trying it he said said:
"I don't like the thought of shit on my dick."
I couldn't understand his thinking since it would wash off when we were through. It wasn't like his skin would absorb it, but after those two times he wouldn't do it any more. I hoped that whoever I picked up wouldn't have the same hang ups.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I had an enjoyable visit with my mom. I had planned a four day trip, but at the end of three I kissed mom goodbye and headed for the airport. I took a room at the airport Marriott, changed into something a lot sexier than what I wore at mom's, and then headed down to the lounge. I remembered the story where the woman didn't sit at a table because she felt that the men might think she was waiting for someone and I went over and took a seat at the bar. When the bartender came I ordered a margarita and sat there sipping as the place began to fill up and a band came in and started to set up.
I had almost finished the margarita when the bartender set another one down in front of me. I hadn't ordered it so I looked at him questioningly.
"It's from the gentleman at the end of the bar" and he pointed at a good looking man in a suit. I raised the drink in a "thank you" salute and was not surprised when he got up and move to the stool next to me. He offered his hand and said, "Barry." I took his hand and said "Regina."
"I'm not usually so forward" he said, "but I've been sitting down there watching you and it didn't look like you were waiting fore anyone."
"I'm not. Just a traveler stuck here for the night."
"That's my situation also. Thing is, I saw the band setting up and I like to dance. There are very few women in here right now and when the band starts you are going to be very popular as far as the other men in here are concerned. I thought I'd try to beat the thundering herd to you."
"You want to keep me all to yourself? What if I'm a girl who likes variety and the attentions of lots of men?"
"Then I'll just have to crawl off into a dark corner somewhere and cry."
"Oh good Lord no; I can't have that on my conscious."
"Would you like to move to a table?"
I said yes and we moved to a table just off the dance floor and when the band started playing we got up to dance. I felt good in his arms and I was looking forward to my first extramarital sex. Two dances later during a very slow number he held me tight against him and I felt his hard cock touch my leg. I smiled and moved to keep in contact with it. His right hand moved down my back and rested on my ass. I said nothing.
The song ended and we went back to our table and I saw him look around. He picked up both of our drinks from the table and led me to an empty booth against the far wall. I slid in and he slid in beside me. He slipped an arm around me and our lips met. I sent my tongue searching and his responded. He turned and his right hand moved to my breast.
"Yes!!" I thought. "It is going to happen!"
I dropped my hand to his lap and rubbed his hard cock. The waitress appeared with drinks and we separated long enough to take a sip and then our mouths were together again. His hand went to my leg and I spread my legs wide to give him access to where he wanted that hand to go. I broke the kiss and whispered:
"Unzip and take it out."
As my mouth went back to his he did what I asked and I reached down and took hold of his maleness. His hand moved up my leg to my soaking wet panties as I slowly stroked him. I felt so goddamned deliciously wicked as I swapped tongues and stroked the cock of a man known only as Barry; a man I had not even known a half hour ago. His fingers pushed aside the crotch of my panties and I gasped as one of them slid into me. I wanted him right then. I wanted to get up on the table or lay back in the booth and say:
"Take me! Fuck me! Make me your slut!"
But of course I didn't. What I did was ask him what his room number was. He told me and I looked around and saw that no one was watching so I scooted sideways a little, bent down and took his cock in my mouth. I licked it with my tongue, bobbed my head up and down on it a few times and then sat up.
"Get up and go to your room" I said. "I'll sit here for ten minutes or so and another man is bound to ask me to dance. I'll dance with him once or twice before I get up and leave. That way if my husband is having me watched it will throw the watcher off. I'll take the elevator up to eight which is my floor in case the watcher, if there is one, checks out the floor indicator and then I take the stairs down to your floor. Be ready to open the door as soon as I knock."
He got up to leave and I said, "Be ready when you open the door." I quickly pulled off my panties and handed them to him. "They are very wet. The aroma should keep you hard until I get there."
He smiled at me and left. The watcher story was made up of course, but some inner sense told me to take no chances so that if by a million to one chance there was someone around who knew me they would see me leave the lounge alone. If they saw the kissing in the booth I could pass it off as just some teasing to get me free drinks and a dance partner.
Barry wasn't two minutes gone before I was asked if I would like to dance. Two partners, a drink and closer to twenty minutes later than ten I was in the elevator on my way up to my floor. I got off the elevator and turned right toward the stairwell. With the thoughts of how Barry's cock had felt in my hand and in my mouth I ran to the stairwell door and thoughts of Barry's cock being pushed into my pussy and hopefully my ass had me running down the stairs to his floor.
I WAS GOING TO GET FUCKED!!! I was going to give myself to a man I'd not even known an hour ago. My pussy was leaking so much I felt it running down my leg. I was ready! Oh God I was so fucking ready! I grabbed the door handle to the eighth floor and then I hesitated as I became aware of a titanic battle taking place inside me. Half of me was screaming "Do it! Do it! You want it. Do it!" The other half was yelling and fighting for me not to. That voice was yelling "You can't! You know you can't. It is wrong and you know it is wrong!"
I stood there holding the door handle as the warring factions had it out. I dropped my hand from the door handle and my shoulders drooped. I couldn't do it. I couldn't cheat on Ben. As much as I wanted to go to room 612 I couldn't do it. Maybe if Ben knew, but not behind his back. I wanted to. God knows I wanted to, but I couldn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd been home two days before I finally got up the nerve to do what I should have done weeks ago. We were at the dinner table and talking about plans for the coming weekend when I gave the conversation a sudden change of direction.
"How long have you been wanting to see me have sex with another man?"
He choked on his mouthful of pot roast and when he got control of himself he said "What?"
"How long have you been wanting to watch me with another man?"
"Why in God's name would you be asking me that?"
I confessed to being curious when I saw him try to hide what he was reading from me and I told him how I'd looked up the history to see where he had been.
"Since that night I've followed along behind you and read the stories on the sites you go to. All of the sites are about cheating wives, men who like to watch them and men who seem to enjoy being a cuckold so how long Ben?"
"You had no right to invade my privacy like that" he snarled at me.
"I had every right" I snapped back at him. "When my husband tries to hide things from me and keep secrets from me you had better damned well believe I'm going to find out what is going on, It is out in the open now Ben so tell me. How long have you wanted to see another man do me?"
He stared at me with fury written all over his face as he stood up, wiped his mouth with his napkin and then threw his napkin into the center of the table.
"Never! I've never wanted to see you with another man! I've never even thought about you doing another man and if I ever caught you fucking another man you would be gone so fast that it would take your breath a week to catch up with you" and he stomped out of the room.
"That certainly went well" I thought as I cleared the table and got ready to do the dishes.
When I was done in the kitchen I went into the living room and tried to watch television, but couldn't find anything on worth watching so I grabbed a book that I had been meaning to read and started on it. Maybe twenty minutes later Ben came into the room and sat down on the love seat opposite the couch and watched me. After a minute or so I put down the book and asked "What?"
He hesitated and then said, "You want to do it don't you?"
"Do what?"
"Fuck other men. I could read it on your face when you brought the subject up at dinner. You want to do it."
"No I don't" I lied, "but I would have if it was what you wanted."
"That doesn't make any sense. If you don't want to do it why would you do it if I wanted it?"
"The honest answer to that is complicated. You are the only man I have ever been with and after readying all of those stories I do have to admit to being curious as to what other men might be like. But being curious isn't worth losing a marriage over so it is something that I don't want to do. On the other hand if it was what you wanted I would do it for you and use the opportunity to satisfy my curiosity."
"And if you liked it?"
"Who knows? The opposite of that is what if you didn't?"
"I already know that I wouldn't like it."
"Then why do you read all those stories?"
"I fantasize."
"I don't understand. If you fantasize about it wouldn't that mean that it is something that you would like to do? Would like to do, but can't because of some circumstance or other?"
"That is it in a nutshell. It is something that I would like to do, but can't. I can't because I'm not the type of guy who would ever find himself in the situations to make it happen and even if by some weird stroke of luck I did find myself in the right situation I couldn't do it because I'm not the kind of guy who can cheat on his wife."
"How would it be cheating if you were with me watching it happen?"
"You read my motivation wrong sweetie. In my fantasy I'm not the guy watching his wife with another man. I'm the other man."
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This is a wimp story in that the wife cheated, the husband found out and did nothing about it. If you don't like this kind of story just move on to the next one and save yourself from turning purple with rage and wasting your valuable time writing silly comments that will be ignored anyway. That won't stop Harry, but who pays any attention to him anyway.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Nancy and I have been married a little over nine years and they have been damned good years. Nan is a great mother to our three children, and excellent housekeeper and cook and she spoils me rotten. Our sex life has slowed down some since we were married. The hot monkey jungle sex that we enjoyed for our first four years has tapered off to three times a week, but occasionally on some of those times we do mange to get it on two or even three times. I have no complaints -- not a one.
When I asked Nancy to marry me she was reluctant to say yes, but I kept pressing her and finally she said that she didn't want to saddle me with a girl who had a history of being a slut. When she told me that I wasn't too surprised since she had given it up to me on our first date, but in all honesty that is why I had asked her out in the first place. The word was she was an easy piece and I hadn't been laid in a while so I asked her out.
I was surprised when I felt a spark when we kissed and before the night was over the little whore pretty much had me wanting her for my own. There are those who will smirk and say I was young and stupid and that all it was was my dick saying:
"Hey bud, got some easy pussy here so lets keep her around for as long as we can."
It wasn't that way. I felt that we had really connected and I was sure that she felt that way too since she didn't date anyone but me after that night. Anyway, when I told her I didn't give a rat's ass about anything she had done before me she insisted that I know the full story before she would give me an answer to my proposal. I know she expected me to run screaming from her when she unburdened herself, but I knew that it wouldn't happen.
Her story started on her eighteenth birthday. Her parents threw a party for her and one of the guys who came to the party managed to get her alone and he had taken her cherry. She had liked it so much that she had snuck away with him an hour later and they had done it again. After the party broke up he took her out for a ride and she told him to find a place to park because she wanted to do it again. He told her okay, but that he would need help in getting it back up and she asked what she could do. He told her and Nancy gave her first blow job. She liked it and after that there was no holding back and she developed a reputation as a "fantastic cocksucker" among the guys she dated.
The guy who had taken her cherry was home on leave and they screwed like sex crazed rabbits until his leave was up and two days after he had returned to duty a guy asked her out and she gave it up to him before the end of the date. He fucked her every time they could get together until they graduated in May and he went off to the Navy. Before going he told a buddy how great she was at giving head and how easy it was to get her panties off so the buddy moved in screwed her through the summer until Nancy went off to college in the fall.
Over the next three years she went through so many guys she couldn't even remember them all. Along the way she tried some threesomes, foursomes and several gangbangs. She loved to fuck and she loved to suck cock. Three nights before she went out with me for the first time she did a gangbang with nine guys. When she finished telling me that I smiled and said:
"I guess you have done a few more than I have, but that probably means you learned a lot more so you will have to spend the early part of our marriage teaching me what I don't know."
"Are you serious? You still want me knowing all that?"
"Is it over?"
"Oh God yes. You are all that I need."
"That's good enough for me. Pick a date."
Nine years later and I was pretty damned sure that Nancy had never broken her wedding vows. No, that isn't right; I was certain that she hadn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Her parents lived three hours away and every six weeks or so we would drive over to visit and let them spend some time with their grandkids. We never spent time visiting with others so after nine years of marriage I knew very few of her friends that she had grown up and gone to school with.
A month ago Nan got a phone call from her mom. Her mom had decided to organize a family reunion and she gave Nan the date that she had chosen. It was on a Saturday and we decided to drive over on Friday night after I got off from work and stay until Sunday afternoon. We pulled into Clintonville around nine and Nan had me stop at a liquor store to pick up a case of beer and a couple bottles of wine. While I was looking through the wine selections I heard:
"Oh my God! Is that you Nance?"
I looked over and saw a fairly good looking redhead run up and hug Nan. They started talking and Nan introduced me to Sarah who was one of the girls she had grown up with. The outcome of the little meeting was that we were invited to a party at Sarah's on Saturday night. When I reminded Nancy that we were committed to a family reunion on Saturday she said there was no problem because the reunion was an all day affair and would probably break up around six and we could hit Sarah's party at seven.
I met a lot of Nancy's relatives on Saturday and a pretty goods time was had by all. Nan was right and the party did start to break up around five-thirty and her folks agreed to babysit so Nan and I could visit with her old friends.
The party was in full swing when we got there and it looked like some of the people there were already in the bag. Sarah introduced us to her husband Tim who apparently had not gone to school with Nan and Sarah. Almost immediately there was a swarm of girls around Nan telling her how great she looked and asking her how she had been. I was introduced to all of them and from the looks I got from some of them I got the impression that they thought she had done okay for herself.
I sort of felt like I was intruding on their little reunion so I wandered away and found a group watching a ball game. Tim was one of them and he introduced me as Nancy's husband and I thought I detected a curious look from a couple of them. I figured they knew her past and wondered if I did. I got into watching the game and drinking beer and talking baseball with the guys.
Maybe an hour later I felt the crying need to use the bathroom and after getting directions I headed for it. I took my whiz and when I came out into the hallway I hesitated just long enough to make sure I'd zipped up my fly and it was then I heard:
"You guys are just so bad."
It was Nan's voice and it came from the room just across the hall from the bathroom. I went to the door and, very quietly and carefully, tried the door knob, but it was locked. While doing that I heard Nan say:
"You know we shouldn't be doing this. My husband wouldn't like this one little bit."
A male voice said, "I'm damned sure not going to tell him. How about you Hank?"
"I don't even know who he is" said another male voice.
"See?" said the first voice. "He'll never know unless you tell him."
"I can't believe I'm doing this" Nan said.
I had a choice. I could beat on the door until someone opened it. What then? What I'd heard indicated that something I wouldn't like was going on in there, but if they opened the door and were fully clothed they could come up with some lame assed, but slightly plausible explanation and what could I do besides letting them know just how pissed I was. The other choice was to try and find out what was going on in the room.
I studied the layout of the house to orient myself and then went outside. I checked things out and decided where the window to the room would be and I circled around the house to the one I thought it would be. Luckily all the partying was going on inside the house so there was no one else around to see what I was doing.
The window was too high for me to see into so I looked around for something to stand on and just short of the front of the house I saw a wheelbarrow with a shovel leaning on it. It looked like Sarah and Tim were putting in a flower bed. I pushed the wheelbarrow over and set it down under the window and stood on it. The blinds were down but there were a couple of gaps that I could see through and I looked into the room.
I saw a fully clothed Nan sitting on the edge of a bed. It being summer even thought the blinds were down the screened window was open so I could hear what was going on as well as see it. Two men were standing in front of Nan and booth were unzipped and had hard cocks sticking out of their flies. Nan was leaning forward and sucking one of the cocks and after a minute she switched to the other guy and sucked his. I stood there with rage building up inside of me. I could have broken it up by yelling through the screen, but why bother. What was done was done. I decided to watch and listen to see if I could learn anything that would help me in the coming divorce.
For the next ten minutes Nan switched back and forth between the two dicks spending a minute or so on each one before the switch. Finally the man in her mouth said:
"I'm cumming Nan; I'm gonna shoot."
Nan grabbed his ass and pulled his cock deep into her mouth and I saw her throat move as she swallowed. Near as I could tell she didn't miss a drop. She kept him in her mouth until he was soft and then she switched to the other guy. As she leaned forward to take him in her mouth he pushed her head away from his cock and pushed her down on the bed on her back.
"What are you doing" she asked.
He said nothing, but quickly reached under her skirt, grabbed her panties and pulled them off her before she knew what he meant to do. As her panties fell to the floor she understood what he intended and she said:
"No damn it, no. I said blow jobs only and you agreed."
He laughed and said, "I lied. I'm invoking the cherry popper rule."
"What the hell is that?"
"The rule says that the guy who got your cherry gets to fuck you whenever and wherever he wants."
"But you can't. I'm married and I love my husband."
"Oh yeah? Then what are you doing in here sucking cocks?"
"I just wanted to relive one of my fond memories. I've never screwed another man since I married Frank and I don't intend to start now."
"Tough shit Nance. The cherry popper rule says I can have your sweet pussy whenever I want it and that would be now."
While he had been talking he had been inching forward so he was between her legs and when she said, "No damn it; I'm not going to do it" and tried to close her legs she couldn't. His hands were on her shoulders pinning her to the bed and he moved forward with his cock getting closer and closer to her pussy.
"I'll scream John. I'll scream rape at the top of my lungs if you don't stop this right now."
"Go ahead and when everybody including your husband rushes in they will all want to know what is going on and I'll have to tell them that you were giving out blow jobs and it got a little out of hand. Is your hubby an open minded kind of guy? Will he be happy to know that you were only supposed to be giving blow jobs?"
"Damn it John; I don't want this."
"But I do Nance, I most definitely do" and he pushed the head of his cock into her.
She might not have wanted it, but the excitement of giving two of her old lovers blow jobs apparently had gotten her wet because he slid right into her. Nan beat on his shoulders, called him a motherfucker, a bastard and a rotten son of a bitch, but he ignored her and pounded her pussy. Again I could have broken it up by yelling through the window, but I was pissed that she was in the room passing out blow jobs in the first place so if he was doing her against her wishes that was just too fucking bad. I just watched as I made mental list of the things I would have to do in divorcing her.
Given Nancy's sexual nature I should have expected what happened next, but I didn't. I was standing there watching and thinking "Serves you right you cheating whore" when her legs came up and clamped him and her hands grabbed his ass and pulled him to her. She started fucking back up at him and he said:
"That's it Nance, that's it. Fuck me like you used to baby; give up that sweet pussy."
Nancy was moaning, "Fuck me you bastard, fuck me."
The guy still had his pants on and I prayed that Nancy's pussy hairs would get caught in his zipper and cause her some pain, but it didn't happen. After five minutes of hard pounding the guy said:
"Here it comes Nance; here it comes" and he apparently blew his load.
Nancy was crying, "Not yet, not yet damn it, not yet. Get me off damn it, get me off."
The guy said, "Sorry Nance; no can do."
While cherry popper had been fucking Nancy the other guy had taken off his pants and watching had gotten him up again. He stepped up behind CP and tapped him on the shoulder. CP looked back and smiled and quickly stepped away from Nancy as she cried out "God damn you!" Before the "you" was out of her mouth the second guy plunged into her. Nancy's eyes shot open in surprise and for maybe a tenth of a second, according to her facial expression anyway, she thought of telling him to get the fuck off of her, but then the legs came up and clamped and the hands grabbed and she cried:
"Make me cum; get me off, fuck me and get me off."
Less than a minute later Nancy had and orgasm. The guy had already cum down her throat so he was lasting a while and soon had Nancy working up to her second orgasm. She and the guy came together and as the guy started to pull away from her she grabbed him and tried to hold him in her. Cherry popper said:
"She's on fire. Go get Sam and Bill."
Cherry popper climbed on the bed as the guy pulled out of Nancy, dressed and quickly left the room. CP pushed his cock at Nancy's mouth and said:
"Get me up again Nance. Us your magic mouth to get me up while Al goes to get some help."
Nancy took CP's cock in her mouth and just as he said, "Damn Nance; you give the best head ever" she bit down on his cock -- hard!! He yelled and pulled away from her and she rolled to the right, stood up and grabbed the table lamp off the bedside stand and slammed it up against cherry popper's head. He hit the floor and Nancy ripped the lamp cord out of the wall to free the lamp and then she smashed it into his crotch three or four times as she screamed at him:
"I said "no" you motherfucker. I told you no. You made me cheat on my husband you fucking asshole and you have to pay for that." She smashed him two more times in the family jewels and said, "The next time a girl says no you had better fucking listen to her."
She tossed the lamp aside, picked up her panties and put them on. She headed for the door, stopped and came back to the moaning man on the floor and kicked him hard one more time in the crotch. "That one is for my husband you low life shit" and she left the room. I got off the wheelbarrow and hurried back to the guys watching the ball game.
++++++++++++++++++++
I rejoined the group watching the game and it didn't seem like I'd been missed. Maybe five or so minute's later Nan came up to me with a glass of wine in her hand and asked me if I was getting along okay and I said I was. She apologized for abandoning me:
"But I haven't seen some of these people in ten or twelve years and God only knows when I might get to see them again."
I tried to keep the tone of my voice from sounding sarcastic when I said:
"No problem. Just go ahead and enjoy yourself."
"You're the best baby" she said as she kissed me. Thank God her mouth tasted like the wine she was drinking. I don't know what I would have done if the kiss would have had the salty taste of sperm. I assumed, or maybe hoped, that when she left the bedroom she went straight across the hall to the bathroom and cleaned up. I would know for sure when we left and got back to her parents house. I knew she would be horny and want to play, but she wouldn't want me to feel the two loads of cum in her snatch. So, if she put me off I'd know that she hadn't cleaned herself up and if she didn't put me off I would know she was clean. Of course all that overlooked the fact that I just might not want to have anything to do with the cheating slut anyway.
I kept an eye on her for the rest of the party. Cherry popper never made an appearance, but I saw that the other guy was still there. Once I saw Nan heading toward him and he saw her coming and hurried away in the other direction. I guess he had returned to the room and seen what Nan had done to CP and he didn't want a taste of it. She did disappear a couple of times, but never for more than a couple of minutes so I doubted that she'd had enough time to do anything.
I did a lot of thinking while I pretended to watch the ball game. I wasn't all that upset that she had fucked the two guys because I knew that it had started out as non-consensual sex. I couldn't really call it rape because she had started things by sucking their dicks in the first place. The fact that it went from non-consensual on her part to her being an active participant was also something I couldn't hold against her. I knew that with her sexual nature that once CP got her going her body was going to take over and she was going to get into it. I guess I knew how that went. One time before Nan and I got together I'd had sex with a girl and she decided at the last second that she didn't want me to cum in her and she tried to get me to stop, but I was so into it, so close to cumming that there was no way I was going to stop. I just kept pounding to get my nut.
No. What had me the most upset is that she was in that room giving them blow jobs to begin with. A funny thing though. The more I thought about my life with Nan the more I wondered if I really wanted to toss those nine damned good years and a possible thirty or forty more into the trash over two blow jobs she did for old times sake. Reliving a fond memory as she had put it. She had admitted to me that she was, and had been, an avid cocksucker before she met me and that she really loved doing it. I guess I could somewhat understand her wanting to relive the experience with the man who had started it all. From the way she treated CP when the fucking was over there was no doubt in my mind about how she felt about having cheated on me.
Over the course of the evening I saw two guys -- one who had been introduced to me as Sam so I guessed the other was Bill -- approach Nan and whatever was said didn't seem to set well with them and they walked away from her with sour looks on their faces. Again I was guessing, but I figure that the guy CP sent to fetch them told them what he and CP had done and that Sam and Bill wanted a taste also. From the way they left Nan I'm also guessing that she told them to take a hike.
Once I noticed her off in a corner with Sarah and they were giggling as Nan held her hands about a foot apart. Was she telling Sarah what she had done and was showing Sarah how big the cock of one of the men was? I didn't think that either of them had a dick that big, but then again I hadn't paid all that much attention to the men. I had concentrated on Nan. Sarah laughed and held up a thumb and forefinger about three inches apart and Nan laughed and said something and then she looked around and saw me. She smiled and headed my way. As I watched her walk my way I couldn't get over how sexy she looked and I again wondered if I really wanted to give her up and in an instant the answer came to me.



No I didn't.
I believe she was telling the truth when she told CP that she loved me and she had never screwed another man since marrying me and didn't intend to. I decided that a couple of blow jobs on old boyfriends to relive a memory weren't worth throwing away nine years of a pretty good marriage. I wasn't brain dead however and I would keep a closer eye on Nan in the future just in case her 'reunion indiscretion' lit a fire she decided that she wanted to feed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
"You doing okay?" she asked when she came up to me.
"I'm fine. Having a good time with your old friends?"
"I am. I'm sorry that I haven't kept in closer touch with them. I think that in the future when we come to visit mom and dad we should plan on getting together with some of them."
"Any in particular? Like maybe those old boyfriends you told me about?"
"I can't avoid them baby. There are seven of them here tonight."
"You sneak off with any of them?" I asked in a joking tone of voice and I saw something quickly flash across her face and then she giggled and said:
"I could have. Several asked me. I still can if you want to see what sloppy seconds from me would be like."
"I don't think so. One of them might make you decide not to come home with me."
"Yeah! As if! You are stuck with me baby. I remember what I did with all those guys and not one of them could hold a candle to you."
I looked around and asked, "So who are the seven?"
"Oh no you don't. We agreed that what happened before we got together didn't matter. I'm keeping it that way."
"At least tell me which one had the foot long dick."
"I never said that one of them was a foot long."
"Then who were you talking about with Sarah when you were holding your hands about a foot apart?"
"You saw that?"
"I did."
"I was talking about you."
"About me?"
"Sarah knew how big a slut I was and how much I loved to screw and give blow jobs. She wanted to know what was so special about you that I gave up trying to suck and fuck every man in the state. I told her you had a ten inch cock."
"But I don't have a ten inch cock."
"Yeah, but she will never know that. At least I don't think she will. She might come after you just to see if I was telling the truth."
"She would do something like that?"
"She might. Back in the day she was as big a slut as I was. She might not have changed."
"She was a slut?"
"Remember me telling you about the gangbang I did just before meeting you?"
I nodded my head yes.
"She was lying on the bed next to me."
I looked over at Sarah and saw that she was looking our way and when she saw me looking at her she smiled. She was a pretty sexy looking lady. I wondered what I would do if she did come after me. After all, I did have a 'get out of jail free' card thanks to what Nan had done.
"What was the deal with her holding her fingers three inches apart?"
Nan laughed and said, "After I told her how big you were she told me I was lucky and that she had to settle for three inches."
"She was probably lying too."
"Probably. I do have a confession to make."
I braced myself to her out herself over her visit to the bedroom with her old boyfriends, but what she said was:
"Seeing my old boyfriends and remembering some of the things we did has me horny as hell. You need to get me out of here and fuck my brains out."
We hadn't even pulled away from the curb when Nan slid over next to me:
"Pay attention to your driving" she said as she worked my cock out of my trousers
She didn't have enough time to get me off on the short drive to her parent's house and we rarely made love when we visited because the walls were so thin in the house so she had me pull over on a side street and then she got on the back seat and pulled off her panties as she cried:
"Hurry up baby, hurry. I need it. I need it bad."
She was soaking wet, but then she always was so I didn't know if she had cleaned herself at Sarah's and I was getting her natural wetness or if I was getting sloppy seconds, but I didn't care. We fucked like a couple of crazed animals in heat.
Oh yeah! No way I was going o get rid of her over a couple of blow jobs, but I would be watching her just in case and you could take that to the bank.
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She was hot! She was hot and she knew it. The table had been 'guy central' as guy after guy made the pilgrimage to the shrine to ask for her to bestow even the smallest amount of attention on them. She danced with a few, but turned three times as many away.
Some things never change.
++++++++++++++++++++
She was hot! She was hot and she knew it. The two girls with her weren't bad, but they didn't even come close to her. A steady stream of guys made their way to her table and after a moment or two of conversation she sent them on their way. Football players, baseball players and all of the other types of jocks wanted to sit with her at her table in the school cafeteria, but she turned them all away.
I sat and watched and wished I had the nerve to try, but if she wouldn't have anything to do with the school's elite what chance did a bookworm like me have. None I thought; not a chance in hell. Bobby the bookworm. That was me. The kid with the worst case of acne on the planet. The kid who sat in the back of the class room. The shy guy who kept to himself.
++++++++++++++++++++
Two years went by and Bobby he bookworm had filled out some. The acne had faded, but my face was so covered with scars and pits that it looked like a golfer with spiked shoes had walked across it. I was still the shy guy and I still sat in the school cafeteria and looked across the room to the table where she sat with her two friends and held court.
And then the strangest thing happened. She looked my way, our eyes met and she smiled at me. I knew it as sure as I knew my own name. She didn't smile in my direction, she wasn't smiling as she looked off into space -- she was smiling at me. The buzzer rang announcing the end of lunch period and breaking the spell and we all got up and shuffled off to our next class. I didn't have any shared classes with her in the afternoon so I didn't see her again my first two classes the next day. I thought I saw her glance my way once or twice, but I was probably mistaken.
I was sitting in the cafeteria alone at a table which is how it usually was when she and her two friends came through the serving line. I, along with every other male in the place, watched as she paid the cashier. Next she would look around for an empty table and we would all watch as she and her two friends walked to it. It was the walk that we all wanted to watch. It was the sexiest sight in the world. Even if you couldn't see the rest of the package the walk alone would give you the hard on of all hard ons.
The cashier gave her her change and she looked around the room. There were several empty tables on the east side of the room and none on the side where I was sitting although there were three empty seats at my table. She turned and headed toward the empty seats at my table and behind her I saw her two friends look at each other in confusion before following along behind her. She walked up to my table, looked at me and said:
"May we join you?"
I was too stunned to say a word, but she knew the likelihood of my saying no was on a par with the moon being found to really be a big blob of cheese and so she sat down. She looked at me and said:
"Robert right?"
I nodded a yes.
"So tell me Robert, why do you sit here every lunch hour and watch me like a hawk?"
Her friends looked from her to me and then back to her and "what the hell is going on here" was as clearly on their faces as it was in my mind. I was shy, but it was the kind of 'shy' that prevented me from approaching people, not the tongue-tied kind of shy when people started talking to me. I smiled and said:
"Beauty attracts the eye. Extreme beauty attracts the eye and holds it."
She appeared surprised at that. The doofus was not a slack jawed clown? I had no idea what she was thinking at that moment. I wasn't the kind of guy who was privy to the way a goddess thought. She gave me a dazzling smile and asked:
"If that is true why have you never come over to talk to us?"
"What? Me? A commoner approach the throne?"
She laughed and said, "We could stand a steady diet of that kind of flattery, right girls?"
Her two friends, Carol and Bev, gave half assed smiles that clearly indicated that they had no idea of what was going on.
"Seriously" she said, "Why haven't you ever spoken to me before?"
"I can turn that back on you. We have been classmates for over three years now. Why haven't you ever spoken to me?"
"Because I am the queen bee and all the males are supposed to approach me, not I them" and then she laughed and said, "The truth of the matter is that I have been pretty much a superficial stuck up twit. I'm so used to all of the good looking guys fawning over me that I have never paid much attention to guys who look like you."
There was a sharp intake of breath from Bev and Carol when she said that and she laughed again and said:
"I'm the queen and the queen can say what she likes." She looked me right in the eye and said, "You know what you look like so you are not surprised that I see you the same way right?"
I shrugged and said, "No, not really."
"Good. We start off with no illusions."
"Start off?"
"That's right bubba, start off. Meet me after school and you can carry my books home."
"Carry your books?"
"A figure of speech Robert. I usually go out the east door."
Then she switched subjects to who to vote for for the prom king and queen and we talked while we ate lunch. When the buzzer went off she said:
"East door at three. See you there."
She walked off leaving me sitting there wondering what the hell had just happened. Befuddled yes, stupid no! At three I was on the steps outside the east door when she came out. Bev and Carol were with her and when they saw me waiting I saw the look that passed between them. Each was soundlessly asking the other "Do you know what is going on here?" There was no surprise on her face when she saw me because she knew that I would be there.
She handed me her book bag and I took it. At the bottom of the stairs she turned right, but I took her arm and steered her to the left. She gave me a questioning look and I said:
"Bear with me my queen. All will become clear soon."
I walked us into the student parking lot and up to a 1993 Ford Mustang convertible. I unlocked the passenger door, opened it as I bowed low and said:
"Your chariot awaits my queen."
None of the three had ever seen the car before which wasn't all that odd since I'd never seen it myself before the previous night. It was my eighteenth birthday, but the decision had been made that we would celebrate it on Saturday so I wasn't expecting anything until then. Mom had told me to take out the trash while she got dinner ready and dad got out the plates and utensils to set the table. I went out the door to the attached garage where the garbage cans were and stopped in my tracks when I saw the Sea Green Mist Mustang with the white convertible top. It had a huge red bow on it and a streamer that said "Happy Birthday Rob."
I just stood there and stared at it. Mom and dad came up behind me. Mom said, "Happy birthday honey" and my dad said "The color is kind of yucky, but you're young enough that it can grow on you."
Mom punched him and said, "Shut up you. It is beautiful and I'm pissed you didn't give it to me and give Rob my clunky looking van."
"Couldn't give it to you" dad said. "You go out driving in that and I'd be beating guys off of you with a stick and I'm too old for that shit."
Mom laughed and said, "You are kind of old a decrepit. Maybe Rob will loan it to me some night and I can go cruising and find me some stud who can keep up with me."
Dad said, "I'll show you old and decrepit" and he picked her up, put her over his shoulder and carried her in the direction of the bedroom as she laughed and told him to put her down.
I held the door so Bev and Carol could get in the back and then she climbed in the front and settled into the white leather seat while I put the top down. I started it up and turned to her and said:
"Where would my queen like to go?"
That was the start of my relationship with Melissa Anne Courtney.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
She directed me to Bev's house and then to Carol's and told them that she would call them later. Once we were alone she said:
"Why don't we go through the drive-thru, get a couple of Cokes and then drive over to the park?"
"I hear and obey my queen."
She laughed and said, "I should have found you sooner."
"I've been here all along."
"Tell me about yourself."
"Nothing to tell. I'm a bit shy and I keep mostly to myself except for a half dozen really good friends. Mostly I go to school, study and spend time at the library three or four times a week."
"Why so much time at the library?"
"I belong to a chess club that meets there on Tuesdays and a book discussion group that meets there on Thursdays. Wednesdays I read books to a group of four, five and six year olds."
"I notice that you don't participate in any sports."
"Don't care much for them. I'm not into physical competition. I do play tennis with my mom on weekends and bowl with my dad sometimes, but I get most of my exercise in the gym that my dad set up in our basement. But enough about me. Why has the queen deemed this lowly commoner worthy of her attention?"
She was silent for a moment and just as she was getting ready to say something we arrived at the Burger Barn and pulled into the drive-thru. I ordered two value meals and then drove across the street to the park, got out and went to a picnic table and sat down. She took a bite of her burger and a sip of her Coke and then said:
"The truth hurts Robert, but given the way you accepted my comment on your looks I believe you can handle it. I also said that I was a superficial, stuck up twit and it is true, but I had never been aware of it. I didn't have to be because I was too busy being adored and fawned over. Boys have been flocking to me since I was twelve and I had my pick. If the one I picked turned out to be a toad so what? Just dump him and pick another.
"I never lacked for a date and I didn't have a care in the world and it might have gone on that way forever if I hadn't overheard a conversation between my mom and dad. I wasn't supposed to be in the house. I was supposed to be at a sleep-over at Carol's, but she got sick and so I went home. Apparently my parents didn't hear me come in and they were talking about me. My dad was worried about my future if I didn't change my ways. He commented that all of my boyfriends were empty headed jocks and if you took the last five I'd gone out with and lumped all their brains together they still wouldn't be able to come up with the sense that God gave a grape. He said that they only reason that any of them spent any time at all studying was because they had to maintain a 'C' average or they couldn't play sports.
"My mom said it wasn't really that bad and besides I was young and having fun like you were supposed to when you were my age. My dad said that was true, but he was afraid I'd take my taste in boys with me when I went off to college this fall and I'd end up with some meathead whose only ambition was to play pro ball.
"I went up to my room and thought about what he'd said and I realized he was right. The only guys I had ever dated were good looking jocks. A lot weren't as dumb as my dad depicted, but they were almost all interested in sports and it seemed like that was all they talked about. When I studied it was never with the guy I was dating at the time; it was always with Bev, Carol or a couple of other girl friends. I tried to remember the last time I'd had a meaningful conversation with one of my boyfriends and I couldn't remember even one. My dad was right. I picked my boyfriends on appearance alone and it dawned on me that the reason I went through boyfriends so fast was that except for looks they didn't have anything going for them that would capture and hold my interest.
"I thought about it for a couple of days and decided that I needed to see how the other half was. I looked around and there you were. This is the truth may hurt part. I wanted to get away from jocks. I wanted to get away from yummy looking hunks. I wanted someone who my daddy wouldn't think of as just another meathead and like I said, there you were. Even at that you were the luck of the draw.
"It was night before last that I finally decided to do it and I spotted you yesterday sitting alone at lunch and I thought, "Whoa Lissa, there he is, the perfect guy. Not the best looking and not a jock and he is on the honor roll every semester so when I saw you sitting alone at lunch today I headed for your table and here we are. So what do you think of your queen now?"
"So I am a social experiment?"
"Why don't we say that you are part of a project?"
"A project?"
"Yes. The project is to try and change the self important, stuck up superficial twit into something else. Are you up to the task?"
"Probably not."
She lifted an eyebrow at that and I said, "You said it yourself about four hours ago when you told me that you never paid much attention to guys who looked like me. The problem is that you are not the only girl with that attitude. I'm eighteen and have never been on a date with a girl and not from the lack of trying. I wouldn't have a clue as to what I could help you do as part of your project."
"You are pulling my leg right?"
"Not in the least. Never found a girl who wanted to go out with a guy whose face looked like it had been worked over by a cheese grater."
She sighed and shook her head. "Last weeks Mellissa would have been one of them. I guess there are two projects to work on now."
"Two projects?"
"Yep. Me and you. You get to work on the re-invent Mellissa project and I get to work on the turn Robert into a social butterfly project. Maybe they will compliment each other. Can you dance?"
"My mom made me take dance lessons when I was in the seventh grade."
"Done any since then?"
"With my mom at home. She and my dad used to compete in ballroom dancing events. When he is gone on business trips she wants to dance to fill in her evenings."
"Okay then. The first step in what I shall refer to as the "Bobby Project" will be to get you out into the company of others on dates. The goal will be to have you ready to shine at the prom."
"The prom? I don't have a date for the prom. I don't even know anyone I can ask to the prom. Every girl I have ever asked for a date has turned me down."
"Of course you have a date silly. You just haven't formally asked me yet."
"You? You are going to be my prom date?"
"Depends."
"On what?"
"A silly little requirement known as "asking."
I looked at her stunned and she said, "Repeat after me Robert. Will you go to the prom with me Mellissa?"
I stared at her in total confusion. How could this be happening? That the best looking and most popular girl in the school was sitting on a park bench and talking with me was mind boggling in itself. That she was telling me to ask her to the prom defied all logic.
"Come on Robert; you can do it. Just follow along with me. Will you go to the prom with me Mellissa?"
I pinched myself and felt the pain so I knew it wasn't a dream. I took a breath and asked:
"Miss Courtney; would you do me the honor of allowing me to be your escort to the senior prom?"
"I thought you would never ask. Of course I will. Now that we have that settled we need to go and see your mother."
"My mom? Why?"
"If she competed in ballroom dancing competitions she knows how important it is for you to be in sync with your partner. We need to have her see us together so she can make comments and suggestions. As you point out Robert I am the queen and the queen will need to reign supreme on the floor at the prom. When would be a good time?"
"I'll have to ask when I get home."
She looked at me and I found that she was pretty good at reading facial expressions.
"What are you thinking Robert?"
"I find it hard to believe that this close to the prom the best looking and most popular girl in the senior class doesn't already have a date, but mostly I find it hard to believe that you want to go to the prom with me."
"I have been asked by a half dozen guys and I have put them off since I was having a hard time trying to pick between them. I've already told you why I've never dated any one guy for very long and all the guys who asked me were the same as the ones I kept changing. There were all cut from the same cloth; out of the same mold so to speak. Your senior prom is supposed to be special and I was hoping for something better to come along. Then I did the re-evaluation thing and here we are. As your queen I'm going to lay a quest on you. It is up to you to see that your queen's senior prom is special. Accomplish this and your queen may grant you a knighthood or kiss you and turn you from a frog into a prince. Fail your queen and she may leave you a frog forever."
"I hear and obey my queen."
She laughed. "You big doofus. I should have checked out frogs sooner."
I drove her home and walked her to her door. She kissed my cheek and told me she would see me at school the next day.
Over dinner I told my mom that I had a date for the prom and told her what Mellissa said about getting some pointers on our dancing and mom told me to bring her home with me after school. I called Mellissa and she told me she had no plans for that afternoon and that she was looking forward to dancing with me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Mellissa and I shared two classes and they were both in the morning and at the end of the second one she told me to make sure that I saved her a seat at my table during lunch. When I sat down in the cafeteria I thought I saw people looking at me and I wondered what was up with that.
I found out when Mellissa and the ever present Bev and Carol joined me at my table. Mellissa had told the guys who had asked her out that she wouldn't be going to the prom with them. She told Carol, Bev and a few others that she was going with me and the school grapevine spread the word. After some small talk about what Mr. Anders had covered in third hour Mellissa asked me if it would be all right if Carol and Bev could come with her to my house and I said that it was okay with me.
At three I was waiting for them at the east door and we drove to my house. Mom and Mellissa seemed to instantly connect and after a bit of conversation mom said:
"Okay you two; let me see what you got."
We went into the family room which had a hardwood floor and mom put on the CD that we usually danced to and started it playing. The first number was a waltz and it became immediately apparent that Mellissa couldn't dance. I mean she could dance like most teenagers, but she wasn't up to ballroom dancing standards. I was making her look bad. Not at all what I wanted for my queen. Mom was not the soul of discretion. She flat told Mellissa:
"You need some work honey. Let me show you what it should look like."
She held out here hand to me and hit the play button again and I took mom around the floor until the tune ended. Then mom said:
"We need to do one of two things here. Either Bobby has to tone it way down or we need to bring you up."
Mellissa said, "I vote for bringing me up. How do I do it?"
"Hard work honey. Hard work and time. How much can you give me?"
"Every minute I'm not in school. That includes weekends."
"What do we have? Two weeks until prom?"
Mellissa nodded a yes.
"Okay then. Every night after school and all day on Saturday. If we make good progress we can skip Sundays." She turned to me and said, "It means that you will be responsible for having dinner ready when your dad gets home. That all right with you?"



"No problem."
Mellissa said, "He cooks too?"
"My Bobby is a man of many talents. Sooner or later some very lucky young lady is going to realize what a catch he is."
I blushed and mom told me I wouldn't be needed for the day's lesson, but to be prepared to work hard the next day. As I headed for the kitchen I heard Bev ask if she and Carol could sit in. I didn't hear what mom said, but I was pretty sure it would be okay with her.
As I drove the girl's home they talked about dresses and other prom related things and when I got Mellissa home I walked her to her door. I got another kiss on the cheek and she told me to remember to save her a seat at my table next day.
I was late getting to lunch the next day and when I got there Mellissa, Carol and Bev were already at a table, but the fourth seat was occupied by Ray Hendricks so I found a seat on the other side of the cafeteria. That afternoon at three Mellissa showed up at the east door alone and as we drove to my house she apologized for not saving me a seat at the table.
"Ray sat down before I could tell him that I was saving the seat for you. He started talking to Bev about their prom date so I couldn't chase him away."
I shrugged and we pulled into my driveway. We were just walking into the house when I found out why Carol and Bev hadn't been with Mellissa when she came out of school. Ray pulled up in front of the house and he and Bev got out of his car even as Carol and Steve Miller pulled up behind him. I looked at Mellissa.
"Your mom said she would also work with Bev, Carol and their dates."
I just shrugged and said, "I guess the queen's court should look good to" and we went into the house.
Mom was in her element. She had to be a dance instructor just waiting to come out of the closet. She spent the afternoon going through the basics using me as a visual aid until about and hour before dad was due home and then I had to hit the kitchen and start fixing dinner. When dad got home he worked with mom on the lesson and around six-thirty things broke up and mom came and told me that Mellissa was staying for dinner.
Dad pretty much dominated the dinner table conversation asking Mellissa all about herself, her family, what she was going to study in college and what were her goals in life. When dinner was over he said he would handle the clean up so I could work with mom and Mellissa. At nine I drove Mellissa home and as soon as we pulled away from my house she said:
"Okay Robert, give."
"What?"
"Why the long face earlier when Ray and Steve showed up with Bev and Carol?"
I was silent for a moment and then said, "I've spent most of my school years with girls having little or nothing to do with me and then my fairy godmother took pity on me and waved her magic wand. The fairy dust settled and there you were. That is the only possible explanation for it. And like the fairy godmother only gave Cinderella until midnight I know that I am only going to have a short time with you and I guess I don't want to share what little time I will have with anyone else."
She didn't say anything to that, but then what could she say? She knew it was true. I walked her to her door and she turned to face me with a strange look on her face as she said she would see me at school the next day. She leaned forward and kissed me. Not on the cheek, but on the lips. Then she turned and went inside.
When I got home dad said that he would order pizza for the next day's dinner and then take over the kitchen chores on Saturday to give me more time to work with Mellissa.
"I think you got a good one there sport and we need to do what we can to see to it that you keep her."
"Yeah! Right" I thought. Like that could ever happen.
++++++++++++++++++++
Friday at lunch all the talk was about dancing and prom dresses and my only part of the conversation came when I was asked what dances I thought were likely to be played. I said is was more that likely that half would be waltzes and the rest fast numbers based on current popular tunes and I speculated that there would be at least one each tango, cha-cha and samba.
"Do we have time to learn those?" Carol asked.
"Maybe some of the basics" I replied.
Of course that night Carol had to bring it up and equally of course mom took it as a challenge.
"How hard do you want to work?" she asked. "We can work late tonight and then a full day tomorrow. You will need to be here Sunday most of the day and next week work a couple of hours later than we have been. We have tonight, all of this weekend and all of next week and weekend. I think we can do it, but you won't have time for much else."
I could tell that Ray and Steve were not all that interested in doing it, but Mellissa, Carol and Bev were all for it so Ray and Steve got dragged along. It was either that or possibly losing girlfriends thirteen days before the prom. We worked until ten before calling it a night and then I took Mellissa home. We were almost to Mellissa's house when she said:
"Your queen is pissed."
"And what pray tell has this lowly one done to upset his queen?"
"We haven't been on a date yet. We have spent all this time together and have yet to go on a date."
"This lowly one apologizes, but at the risk of incurring the wrath of his queen he must say that it was the queen who made the decision to fill up all of her available time with dance lessons."
She looked at me for a moment before saying, "I guess I did didn't I."
Before I got to her house she told me to take a left on Jerry Street.
"Why are we doing that?"
"Be patient; you'll see."
She had me make a right on Paris and I looked questioningly at her because Paris was a dead end. At the end of the block she told me to pull over and park. I did as she said and then she said, "Get in the back" as she got out on her side and moved to the back and I followed.
"It doesn't look like we are going to be able to squeeze in a date before prom and I'll be damned if I'm going to wait thirteen more days to do this. We can't do it up front because of the bucket seats, center console and gear shift so we will have to do it back here. Kiss me."
I was going to argue? She broke the kiss and said, "You weren't joking when you said there hadn't been any girls in your life were you? If there were they sure didn't teach you how to kiss. Here, let me show you."
And she did. After a couple of minutes she said, "Not bad, but we will have to spend some time working on it" and then she sought my lips again. It was another half hour before she told me that it was time for me to get her home. The goodnight kiss at her front door was a little on the intense side and I drove home giving my fairy godmother effusive thanks. It might not last long, but I was going to have some very nice memories.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next ten days took on a sameness. We spent twelve hours a day on Saturday and Sunday working under the task master that my mother had become. Monday through Friday was school and then after school four more hours of lessons. The following Saturday and Sunday were also twelve hour days. Each night when I drove Mellissa home there was a make out session. Sometimes I got the feeling that Mellissa was waiting for me to do something, but I didn't know what.
When I got home after taking Mellissa home following Sunday's session mom told me that she thought that Mellissa and I were almost good enough for competition.
"You've always been ready baby, but Mell does need just a little more work. Carol would be too if she had a better partner, but I'm sorry to say that Bev and Ray don't have what it takes. They will shine at the prom, but that will be because most of the other kids won't have had the benefit of lessons."
"You really think that we are that good together?"
"You bet baby."
I went to bed that night feeling pretty damned good.
++++++++++++++++++++
That good feeling was with me right up until the end of fourth hour. At the end of our second hour class Carol asked me to meet her outside the east door before going to the cafeteria for lunch and then she took off for her next class without giving me a chance to ask why or even agree to meet her. Curiosity being what it is I was there waiting when she came out. She walked up to me and hesitated. She wanted to say something, but it seemed she either didn't know what to say or how to say what she did want to say. I tried to help.
"Go ahead Carol. As you might imagine I'm used to hearing bad things from girls. I can handle it."
She took a deep breath and then she said, "Mell is my best friend and I usually don't butt into her business, but over the last couple of weeks I've discovered what a great guy you are and what a great family you have. I don't want to see you hurt Rob, but I'm afraid that Mell is going to hurt you. I know why she is spending time with you, but I know her Rob. I know that you aren't the kind of guy who will hold her interest for long. She is using you to satisfy some need she feels she has and then she will drop you like she has a dozen others.
"I see the way you look at her Rob and I know how you are going to feel when it happens. I guess I hoped if I prepared you for it that it might help some."
"I appreciate your concern Carol, but I'll be okay. I've always known that it wouldn't last. At least I will have had prom and that is something that wouldn't happened before Mellissa took an interest in me for whatever reason."
"That brings up the other thing. You do know that you will only be able to spend part of the prom with her right?"
"What do you mean?"
"She is bound to be elected prom queen and Dick Harbor will more than likely be named prom king and they will have to spend some time together. The there is the queen's court and tradition says that she has to dance with all the male members of her court."
I shrugged and said, "At least in the record books I will have been her date and our picture will be in the class year book. That is something I'll always have. Come on; were late for lunch."
That night after our dance lesson I drove Mellissa home and as soon as I pulled out of the drive Mellissa said:
"I saw Carol talking to you today. What was that all about?"
I hesitated and she said, "Come on sweetie; you can tell me. Carol and I are too tight for whatever you tell me to affect us."
"She says she likes me and doesn't want to see me hurt."
"So?"
"She more or less told me not to let myself get too close to you."
"Why would she do that?"
"The idea was that if I didn't get too close it wouldn't hurt as bad when you dumped me and moved on to your next conquest."
"And you think that is going to happen?"
"Given my history with the opposite sex why wouldn't I? You are the queen and I am a lowly serf and we lowly serfs know better than to try and climb too high."
"Pull over."
"What?"
"Pull the fuck over!"
I'd never heard a profane word from her so I was shocked, but I did pull over next to the curb. She turned and climbed over the center console and shift lever, turned off the ignition and then she kissed me. The kiss turned into a hot make out session. She lifted her sweater, grabbed my right hand and put it on her breast and then she placed one of her hands on my hard cock and rubbed it.
"I've never done this with any other guy. Not one of the studs and hunks I've dated have ever gotten this. You are special Robert and you are my guy. You are stuck with me asshole so get used to it!"
It was a nice thought for me to carry around even if I didn't believe it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday and Wednesday went by quickly and it was prom night. My mom had picked out the corsage and she handed it to me as I started to leave. I was headed for the garage to get the Mustang when my dad said:
"Where are you going?"
"To get my car."
"Your ride is out in front."
I went to the front door and saw a stretch limousine sitting at the curb. He handed me two one hundred dollar bills and said, "Have fun." When I got to Mellissa's house and she came down the stairs to greet me she was so beautiful that I almost lost my breath. If I didn't get to experience anything else I at least got to see that vision walk toward me.
I had to pose for pictures as Mellissa's mom took twenty or thirty shots with her camera and she told me that she would make a set for my mom as I walked Mellissa to the door.
"You might want one of my queen getting into her chariot" I said as I opened the front door and Mellissa walked out onto the porch and saw the limo.
"Hopefully it won't turn into a pumpkin before I get you home."
Mellissa turned and kissed me with a kiss that made me weak in the knees and her mother got a shot of it.
"Would you please make me a thousand copies of that one" I asked and her mother laughed.
All eyes were on us as we walked in. Half of those watching were probably thinking "What the hell is she doing with him?" and most of the males present were drinking in her beauty and wishing they were me.
Mellissa, Carol, Bev, Ray, Steve and I dazzled the rest of the attendees as we dipped and swirled around the floor. Mellissa was indeed installed as Prom Queen and Carol and Bev ended up as part of her Court. The biggest surprise was that Dick Harbor didn't make it as King. The honor instead went to Mike Ashell who was one of Mellissa's old boyfriends.
The biggest shock of the night came when it was time for the King and Queen to dance. Mike had this big grin on his face as he walked up to Mellissa while the band started playing a waltz. The smile disappeared when Mellissa reached up, took the crown off his head, walked over to me, placed it on my head and then led me out onto the dance floor.
Just the two of us, alone on the floor with every eye in the place on us. If we had been in a dance competition during that dance we would have swept the floor with the other contestants. We were that good together. When the music finally stopped Mellissa and I bowed to each other as the place erupted in thunderous applause. I found out later that the band leader played the waltz an extra three minutes because we were doing so good he didn't want to stop us.
Mellissa took the crown from my head and took it back to Mike and then led him out onto the floor for the next dance. Carol walked up to me, elbowed me in the ribs and said:
"Show off. My turn now."
I danced with Carol, Bev and several other girls that night because there was no way I could keep Mellissa to myself for the entire evening, but I did have her for more than half the night.
There were one or two other highlights. When the band played a cha-cha mom's students were the only ones out on the floor and when a half hour later they played a second one mom's students each grabbed a partner from the crowd and led them out onto the floor and tried to lead them through the dance. The same thing happened when the band played two tangos. The first was just mom's crew and the second was mom's crew pulling partners from the crowd.
During the second tango I pulled Nancy Neubert out onto the floor and as I tried to lead her through the dance she said:
"Damn Rob. Where the hell have you been hiding?"
I almost laughed in her face. I had asked her for a date at least a half dozen times since we were in ninth grade together and she had always shot me down. I just smiled and kept my mouth shut.
The last dance was a waltz and all was well with my world as I moved around the floor with Mellissa in my arms. As the last note faded she kissed me and said:
"You are a frog no more my Prince."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
My reverie was broken as she sat down beside me.
"Having second thoughts?" she asked.
"Not at all. Just thinking back to the senior prom."
"I could tell. That's why I asked you if you were having second thoughts."
"Not a one. It was just a paving stone on the walkway that led us here."
"More like two or three."
"Want another drink?"
"I don't think so. I told the sitter we would be home by eleven."
"Okay. I just need to make a quick trip to the bathroom."
When I came out I saw Mellissa talking to Carol. Carol said something and Mellissa laughed and then Bev said something and Mellissa laughed as Carol stuck out her tongue. They all hugged and I marveled at a friendship that had lasted for over eighteen years; from the sixth grade until now. I've had friends and good buddies galore, but I couldn't think of even one that I've been as close to as Mellissa, Bev and Carol were to each other.
I walked up and put my arm around my wife. "Goodnight all" I said as Carol and I turned and walked out of the Landing Strip Lounge and headed for home.
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Hi. My name is Melannie. I'm 34 and married to a wonderful man, and have a story to tell that is not what you might expect to find on this site.
First, a little about me. I'm 5 feet tall, weight 101 pounds and measure out at 34-22-33. My hair is brown and of shoulder length and my eyes are hazel. I'm not in bad shape for a thirty-four year old with four children and there are men out there who also think so judging by the wolf whistles I get when I'm out and about. My husband is my high school sweetheart and we have been married fourteen years. It would have been seventeen, but he went into the Army right after graduation and we waited until he was discharged before getting married. I'm both proud, and sad, to say that I was a virgin when we married. Proud, because I held myself to a higher standard than most of the girls I grew up with and went to school with. Sad because recently I've spent a lot of time wondering what I have missed.
It all started one Saturday morning at the beauty parlor while I was having my hair done. The beautician, Sandy, was a girl I had grown up with. Also in attendance were Tina and Bobbie who I also grew up with. While Sandy worked on me Bobbie and Tina were looking through an 'adult oriented' catalog that Bobbie had gotten in the mail. They were laughing over some of the items.
"Oh my God - look at the size of that one," cried Tina. "If Harv had one like that I never would have divorced him."
Bobbie took the catalog from her and looked at it. "That's not so much. Stan had more that that."
"You're kidding me," said Tina. "If I'd have known he had that much I would have been after him in a flash.
Sandy said, "Here - let me see that." She looked at the catalog. I turned sideways so I could see it too. I saw what looked like a rubber penis with a measuring stick next to it that showed it to be nine inches long. It looked like it was twice as big as my husband Sam's.
"That's not so big," observed Sandy, "Dwight (her husband) beats it by two inches."
"Ooh, lucky girl" said Tina.
"Yeah, but can he use it?" asked Bobbie.
"He's a great lover," said Sandy, and the conversation went off on another tangent. They discussed their love lives and when Bobbie asked me about mine I told her I had no complaints.
"Sam is a kind and considerate lover."
Tina snorted, "Mellie - what would you know? You were a virgin when you married and you've never had anyone but Sam!"
And then they were off comparing current husbands and lovers to ex husbands and ex lovers.
I paid no more mind to the mornings talk, but some reason that nine-inch penis popped into my head while I was driving home. It popped up again while I was fixing dinner and still again while Sam and I were watching TV. That night when Sam and I made love I could not help but wonder what a large penis would be like.
The trouble was that it stayed in my mind. Whenever Sam and I made love I found myself thinking about large penises and I was always comparing him to what the other girls had said about their husbands and boyfriends. My curiosity was overwhelming me. The next Saturday at the beauty parlor the same group was in attendance and as usual the topic was sex and men. Also, as usual, I had nothing to contribute. I just sat there and listened and went home even more curious.
Monday I had lunch with Connie who is my oldest and dearest friend. We have been telling each other everything since the second grade and each of us knows the other's deepest and darkest secrets. Over coffee I told her about my preoccupation with large penises and the thoughts I'd been having while making love to Sam. Connie laughed and said:
"Mellie - you need to get laid by a strange cock!"
"Connie, you know I could never do that!"
"Sure you can honey; it's a lot easier than you think. See those three guys over there?" and she nodded in their direction. "They haven't taken their eyes off you since you came through the door. You could leave here right now with any one of them."
"I couldn't do that. My God, what if Sam found out?"
"Aha!" cried Connie. "See? You said 'what if'. You might not admit it to yourself, but in the back of your mind you are thinking it."
"Even if I wanted to I wouldn't know how to go about it. I mean, finding out what it would be like could cost me my marriage if Sam ever found out."
Connie smiled at me, "What if he wanted it?"
"What?"
"What if Sam wanted you to fuck another man!"
"Don't be insane!" I said.
Connie said, "Tell you what. Follow me home and I'll show you something."
I followed Connie home and as we sat in her kitchen she showed me a scrapbook and some magazines. She took one of the magazines and opened it up to where she wanted me to read. It was Penthouse Letters and the section she had turned to was "Some ones Watching." The letters were about husbands who liked to see their wives with other men. The scrapbook was full of letters that had been cut out of magazines and they were all about wife watching. I looked at Connie in confusion.
"What you are looking at is Ronnie's (her husband) biggest fantasy. He wants to watch me with another man. I haven't made up my mind yet, but I probably will do it for him."
I shook my head in amazement. "Why would you do something like that?"
She smiled, "Why not? Anyway, what you do is take these books home with you and leave them on the kitchen table. Then get out of the house so Sam will be alone with them for an hour or so. When you get home and he asks you what they are tell him that I came over to ask your advice about what I should do. Sam thinks I'm a slut anyway so he won't even question it."
"What good will that do? I asked.
"It will plant the idea in his head and if I know men Sam will take it from there."
+++++++++++
Everything went just as Connie predicted. In only two weeks I noticed Sam bringing home magazines like Penthouse Letters, Galley, Forum, and Variations. He never said anything to me, but every once in a while I noticed him looking at me with what I thought were speculative looks. Sam and Ronnie are very close and Connie told me that Sam had mentioned her visit and talk with me to Ronnie. Ronnie told Connie that Sam was asking all kinds of questions about how someone would go about doing something like watching a wife with another man.
"Cross your fingers Mellie," she said, "It looks like Sam is taking the bait."
It was probably wrong of me, but I actually felt my pussy tingle at the prospect of a different cock.
Sam started bringing home adult videos. When I asked why he said he thought our lovemaking was getting a little too predictable and he wanted to put some spice back into it. He started commenting on the cock size of the actors and one day he asked me if I thought I could handle a particularly big one. Knowing what he hoped I would say, I said it.
"I probably could, but we'll never know, will we?"
The questions became more frequent and covered a lot of subjects. What did I think when I saw two men and one woman.
"It looks interesting," I would say.
"Can a woman really take on three guys at a time?"
"It looks like it" was my answer.
Gradually I let him see me getting 'hot' during certain scenes. Once he asked me what I was thinking when he caught me fingering my pussy while watching a tape. Knowing that this might be the 'make or break' question, I said:
"I was thinking about what one of those cocks would feel like."
I could tell that my answer was the right one. Two days later Sam said to me:
"Mellie - the other day when you were wondering what one of those cocks would feel like. Were you serious? Would you really like to know?"
I had to be very careful here. I had to seem both willing and reluctant at the same time. "I would really like to know, but it is just a fantasy. It could never happen."
Sam looked at me for several seconds. "Mellie - what would you say if I told you that my biggest fantasy is to see you make love to another man?"
"I would say you are crazy. How could you expect me to do such a thing?"
"Mellie - think about it. You are curious and I want to watch. We both get what we want and we don't have to sneak around to do it."
"I don't know Sam. It seems like an exciting idea, but I don't really think I could do it. After all, you are the only man I've ever been with."
For the next week I let Sam try to talk me into it. I finally gave in and agreed to do it, but I voiced some concern about who we could get to do it. I did not want it to become common knowledge that another man was screwing me, it would have to be someone 'safe'. Sam told me he had someone that we could trust and the added bonus was that the person he had in mind had a large cock. I asked who he had in mind and was shocked to my toes when he said:
"Ronnie. He told me he has wanted to fuck you since ninth grade and you know how close he and I are. We can trust him!"
"You can't be serious" I said, "Connie is my best friend! I can't just go and fuck her husband!"
Sam said, "She doesn't have to know and it is only going to be a one time thing."
"I don't know Sam. I've got to think about this."
First thing the next morning I called Connie. "Your plan has worked like a charm, but you are not going to believe what Sam wants me to do."
Connie laughed and said, "Let me guess. He wants you to fuck Ronnie."
"How did you know?"
"Because Ronnie is keeping me informed of everything. The two of them have been trying to figure out how to do this for a month now. The plan is that you fuck Ronnie and that I never know about it. Then Sam fucks me and you never know about it."
"Sam is going to fuck you? That lowlife bastard. That unfaithful son-of-a-bitch. I'm going..."
I was interrupted by Connie's laugh. "Get ahold of yourself girl! We started this to get you fucked by another man and its going to work. You better hope Sam never finds out that this whole thing is really your idea. Leave it be. You're getting what you want. Sam gets what he wants. Ronnie gets to see me fuck another man. It's a no lose situation."
"You don't care that Ronnie is going to fuck me?"
"Hell no, Mellie. I would rather it be you than some slut that might send him home with a disease."
So that's the way it went. Sam invited Ronnie over to watch the Super Bowl and I flirted with him, teased him and when Sam left the room to get more beer I stroked his cock through his jeans. When Sam came back Ronnie and I were sitting on the couch kissing passionately and running our hands over each other's body. Sam had a surprised look on his face, I don't think he thought things would move so quickly.
By half time I had Ronnie's cock out of his pants and was slowly stroking him and he had my tits out and was kissing and licking them. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Sam sitting across from us with his cock in his hand while he stared intently at us. I felt gentle pressure on the back of my head as Ronnie indicated that he wanted me to suck his cock. I turned my head and looked down and got my first good look at his cock. I was a little disappointed that it was not the nine incher that I had been dreaming about, but still, it was a good inch and a half longer than Sam's and about twice as big around. I wondered if I could get something that fat in my pussy. As my mouth closed over the head of Ronnie's cock I felt his fingers spear into my pussy. I couldn't believe how wet I was. I only spent a minute or so sucking his cock. I was hot and I wanted his cock in me! I pulled away from him and rolled over onto my back.
"Fuck me" I begged him.
He did not even take his pants off; he just pushed my legs apart and started to work himself into me. He was not at all like Sam in his lovemaking. Sam was always slow and gentle, but Ronnie behaved like a mad bull. He wanted in and he wanted to 'root' around. His fat cock felt absolutely marvelous. I had spent too much time fantasizing about what we were doing and I was so hot that my orgasm was only minutes in coming. Ronnie was fucking me hard and fast and in no time I had a second orgasm. I turned my head sideways and saw Sam rapidly jacking off his cock. Ronnie tensed and cried "I'm cumming" and I felt the hot splash inside me. Sam made a loud moan and I looked over in time to see the cum shoot out of the head of his cock.
Ronnie pulled away and stood up. He started taking off his clothes and it took me a minute to realize what that meant. He wasn't through! He was going to fuck me again! That had never happened to me before, Sam had always cum and rolled over to go to sleep. I got a smile on my face and stood up and stripped off what I was wearing. I took Ronnie by the hand and led him to my bedroom. We never did see the last of the Super Bowl and although I know the Ravens beat the Giants I have no idea what the score was. The score board in Mellie's bedroom read Mellie - six orgasms, Ronnie - four cums, and Sam - three cums (and not all by hand either).
After it was all over the three of us agreed we would do it again. When I go for my regular Saturday appointment at the beauty parlor and the girls start talking about men and their love lives Mellie is going to sit there silent as always, but with a very big smile.
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My wife and I are pretty open minded about things and the one basic rule in our house is that if you have something you want to talk about, or do, just bring it up and we will talk about it. This includes sexual matters too. For instance, she asked me one day why I never tried to fuck her in the ass and the answer was that I had never thought about it. But she was curious about it and so we tried it; she liked it and now it is a regular part of our sex life.
We are both the products of broken homes and have seen first hand what the lack of trust can cause. On my side of the equation my mother had remarried twice after having been divorced by my dad and all three of her marriages had ended because of sexual problems, mostly because my mom was not a one-man woman. My mother never hid this from me and as a result my attitude toward sex was a lot more open than that of most people my age and I had a fairly active sex life before getting married.
My wife Molly had a similar background, but Molly came to the marriage bed a virgin. Having only my mother (and Molly's) to use as a yardstick I assumed that someday Molly was going to want to sample forbidden fruit and, since I loved her and did not want to lose her, I told her early on in our marriage that she had my blessings if she wanted to try another guy. All I wanted in return was that she be above board with me when it happened. I didn't want any of the sneaking around and lying that had destroyed my mother's marriages and would end up ruining ours. Molly of course said that I was the only man for her, she had no need to try anyone else but, "Thank you for trusting me enough to tell me that."
Five years later I began to see signs that Molly was getting restless. A lot of it had to do with her circle of friends, girls that she had known since high school and a few she had known in college. A lot of them had become divorced and every time Molly got together with them the topic of conversation always seemed to be about current and ex boyfriends and how they were in bed etc., etc. Molly heard all of this talk and it made her wonder what she had missed by being a virgin bride and a happily married woman. I noticed her eyeing other guys, no doubt wondering what they might be like in bed and there was no doubt in my mind that the day was coming when Molly would want to experiment. I only hoped that she would remember that she had my prior approval as long as she didn't sneak around and try to hide things.
It was early in the fall when Molly surprised me at the dinner table by asking, "Is it true what they say about cock size?"
I asked her what she meant and she said, "Some of the girls say the bigger the better and I was just curious."
I laughed and said, "Honey, only a woman can answer that question for you."
Then she wanted to know if I was average, smaller that average, or bigger than average. I told her that I honestly didn't know, but that I guessed I was about average, "Why? You thinking of trying on a couple of others for size?"
She blushed, "No silly, I'm just curious is all. You are the only one I can relate to when the girls are talking."
So I told her to fire up the computer and search the net for a site that had naked males and see what most of them had. Several days went by and then one night she said:
"You were right. You are about average compared to the men I've found on the net. You wouldn't believe how big some of them are. There were a couple of really huge ones out there, but I'd be afraid that something that big would hurt me."
"Oh?" I said, "Thinking of trying on a different one?"
She smiled a little smile and said, "There are days when I think I want to, but I don't think I'll ever have the nerve to try."
"Well," I said, "Just remember that you can do whatever you want, wherever you want, whenever you want as long as there is no sneaking around."
"I know sweetie," she said, "And that's why I'll probably never do it."
That was not an answer that I expected and so I had to ask, "Why is that?"
"I'm not sure," she said, "It's like if I came to you and said I had done it, or was going to do it with someone else it would be like telling you that you were not enough for me, that I needed more. It would be like I was putting you down."
I thought about that and then I said, "That doesn't compute. You're wanting to see what it might be like; you have the go ahead from me to do it if you ever want to, so how is that putting me down?"
She just shrugged and we left it there.
++++++++++++++++
The following weekend we were invited to a party and I told Molly that I wanted her to wear her highest heels, her shortest skirt and not to wear panties or a bra. She started to ask why, but I cut her off:
"I'll explain everything when we get to the party."
When we got there I asked her to point out any three guys that she might be interested in if she wasn't married to me. She picked out three (two of whom were married) and then I told her:
"I'm going to abandon you until its time to go home. I don't care which one of the three you get to do it with, or for that matter if you do it with all three, but before you go home tonight I want you to at least get kissed and felt up. If you want to get fucked do that too, but at least get a finger or two in your pussy and get your hand on someone else's cock. I'll see you when the parties over," and I walked away from her.
I saw Molly from time to time during the party and she was always in the company of one of the three guys she had selected. I made sure that I didn't make any direct eye contact because I did not want to distract her. I wasn't in the least bit interested in her fucking another man, but I did want her to get whatever urges she might have out of her system. If it turned out that she liked fucking other guys, well, I could live with it as long as there was no sneaking around and lying and she always came home to me.
At the end of the evening I went to find Molly, but she wasn't around. I went outside to see if she might be out there getting some fresh air and I was still looking for her when I saw the dome light of a car go on and I looked that way to see Molly getting out of the car. I stepped back into the house and waited for her to come in. She came in the door and I could see she was looking for me so I went over to her.
"We need to get out of her baby," she said, "You have to get me home and fuck me, right now!" In the car I asked her how the night had gone and she said, "Not now. Not until we get home."
Once inside the house she grabbed my arm and pulled me to the bedroom and once there she stripped off her clothes.
"Look at my tits baby," and I looked and saw the hickeys on them and she said, "Fuck me baby, fuck me right now. I need you in me, hurry."
As soon as I entered her I knew that someone had been there before me, "Fuck me hard baby, " she said, "Fuck me like the slut that I am," and the knowledge that I was soaking in another man's cum drove me wild. I fucked her harder than I ever had before and when I came it was awesome. She pulled me close to her and then she described her evening.
Tom was the first guy she set her sights on and he picked up on her interest right away. Within fifteen minutes of her walking into the party he had maneuvered her out onto the dark patio and he had kissed her. When she returned the kiss he got bolder and before long he had his hands on her tits and when he discovered she had no bra he pulled down her blouse and started sucking on them. While he was doing that he unzipped his fly, pulled out his dick and put Molly's hand on it. Molly had stroked it a couple of times and he had cum, just missing her skirt. He kept sucking her tits and she had pulled away from him and gone to her knees; she wanted to see his dick since mine was the only one she had experienced before. She stuck out her tongue and touched the head and it had jerked. She slid her tongue down the top to the base and then up the bottom to the head and Tom's cock had started to stiffen again. Tom pulled her to his feet and led her to his car and then he had fucked her on the back seat.
"He was awful quick and wasn't nearly as good as you," she said, "but the wickedness of it fired me up and I sucked his cock and got him hard again. The second time he fucked me he lasted a little longer, but he had no finesse. He didn't care if he got me off or not."
They had gone back into the party and Molly decided that she had done what I had asked her to do and now she would just circulate and socialize until it was time to go home. But Tom told Barry, another of the guys she had picked, about what he had done and Barry had come looking for her. It was almost an exact replay of what she had done with Tom:
"But Barry was a much better lover. He actually held off cumming until he got me off and the second time he fucked me he seemed to go on forever. I had two more orgasms before he finished his second time and he wanted to go again, but I told him we had to get back to the party before you missed me and came looking for me."
By then my cock was hard again and I mounted her and began to fuck her while she urged me on, "Oh yes baby, oh yes, fuck me hard, punish your slut of a wife, fuck my unfaithful ass."
When I came the second time it was not near as hard as the first time, but then I was surprised I still had anything left in me after the first go around. Molly continued her story, "When we got back to the party I decided that since I was being such a slut I might as well try and fuck the third guy too and so I went looking for Dave. He was talking to his wife when I found him so I just hovered around until she left and then I walked up to him and told him that I'd heard he had a big cock and I asked him if he would show it to me. He was shocked, but he soon got over it and I led him out onto the patio, knelt in front of him and pulled out his cock. It was bigger than Tom's but not as big as yours or Barry's, but I told him that it sure looked nice and I asked him if I could suck it. His hands went to the back of my head and I took that to be a yes so I sucked him off until he came and I swallowed every bit of it. I thanked him and we went back into the party.
"I hadn't been back inside five minutes when Tom came up to me and asked me if he could fuck me again. Why not, I thought, and I followed him outside to his car and found Barry waiting there for us. They both fucked me on the back seat of Tom's car and I got to suck the cock of one while the other fucked me and then they switched. God I felt like such a slut! We went back into the party and about ten minutes later Dave came up to me and told me he needed to talk to me. We went out on the patio and he told me that he was dying to fuck me and he asked me to go to his car with him. He was the last one to fuck me and then I came looking for you. Did I do all you wanted me too?"
For an answer I fucked her for the third time since we got home. I couldn't cum, but I kept fucking Molly till it hurt. When I finally stopped she said, "There's more."
"What?" I croaked.
"They all wanted to see me again and they asked for my phone number and the best time to call."
I looked at her and she gave me an evil grin, "I gave it to them."
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If you don't like cream pie stories give this one a pass.
*
We were up against it. Credit card debt was eating us up and we always seemed to be on the verge of not being able to make the house payment. It was our own fault of course, I'd had a good paying job, the money coming in was more that enough to cover our bills and like a lot of people we lived at the level of our income. But my good job had disappeared when the company I worked for was bought out and 183 of us were let go. The only jobs I could find paid a good one third less than the one I'd had so we were automatically on the slippery slope toward bankruptcy. Finally Velma told me that she was going to get a job to get some extra money coming in. This was pretty much a kick in the teeth to me as I had been brought up to believe that the man supported the household and the woman took care of it, but that would be a moot point if we lost the house.
Velma had become a housewife without ever having had a job. Her parents had given her a good allowance and she went from high school to college to marriage so she had no saleable skills, but she was determined to try. After two months she had nothing to show for her efforts except several call backs from Burger King, McDonalds and the like, all wanting her to work 24 hour weeks with split shifts which of course she wasn't interested in. Then one of her girl friends told her about a lounge that was looking for a few good cocktail waitresses and the only job qualifications were the ability to be able to handle yourself around a bunch of rowdy men and woman and to look good in the uniform that was supplied. I wasn't too keen on the idea, but we did need the money so I told Velma that she could look into it.
Velma went to the lounge and applied for the job and when she came home that afternoon she said that the job was hers, but only on the condition that I would never come in to the lounge while she was working - any other time was okay, but never while she was on duty. The owner, a man named Cliff, told her that he did not like to hire married women because of all the trouble he'd had with jealous husbands. The uniform she would wear showed a lot of cleavage and the skirt was short and showed a lot of leg (I had a quick image of Velma in a uniform like that - slim, narrow waisted and with 38 C cup breasts she would be an attention getter). The whole marketing strategy was to hire good-looking waitresses to attract male customers who would then sit and drink while enjoying the scenery. The problems happened when a husband would come into the lounge and then get pissed at a customer who he thought was paying too much attention to his wife. It had happened so often that Cliff had just about made up his mind to not hire any more married women. I could see that getting this job meant a lot to Velma and I'd never been much for spending time in bars anyway so I told her she could tell Cliff I'd stay away unless invited by him.
Velma started the next day. Her shift was from noon until nine, Tuesday through Saturday and she got Friday, Saturday, Sunday and Monday off on every fourth weekend. Seven months went by with Velma making some very good money, mostly in tips and then her days started to get longer and longer. At first it was until ten, then eleven, then midnight, and finally she was working until closing on some nights. She said Cliff was having a hard time finding good help and she was making good money working the extra hours to cover the shifts. I wasn't happy about her long hours, but the money was good and we were digging ourselves out of the hole. By the end of the seventh month we had paid off two credit cards, were two months ahead on the house payments, and actually had two grand in savings. Also on the plus side our sex life had greatly improved.
We went from twice a week to sometimes five and six times a week. And the way we had sex changed too. Velma had never liked having her pussy eaten, but now almost every session started with us doing a sixty-nine. Many were the nights that I'd be in bed asleep when she would get home and she would wake me up by sucking my dick and then move into a sixty-nine position and push her hot, wet pussy into my face. Hot and wet - that was the part I couldn't figure, her pussy was always very wet when she came home. Velma told me it was because of all the sexual tension at work; the guys always hitting on her and making propositions, and all the "accidental" touching had her hot by the end of her shift. Hey! Who was I to complain? I was getting great sex, we were climbing out of debt and things couldn't have been better. And then a developer started building houses on the vacant field behind our house. All of the construction and earth moving disturbed the field mice and so they all went looking for a new home. Several had invaded out house and for weeks I'd been setting traps and trying to control them. One day I saw one of the little rascal's dart into Velma's sewing room and I went in after him. I saw him go under the closet door and when I opened the door he ran behind some shoeboxes in one corner. I took the top off one of the shoeboxes and dumped the contents on the floor and then I turned it upside down and managed to trap the little bugger under it. After disposing of the mouse I went back to pick up the stuff I'd dumped on the floor. One of the items was a bankbook for a savings account. Out of curiosity I opened it and was surprised to see that it was for a current account and that it had a balance of $33,618.12 and that the date of the last deposit was one week ago. The rest of the papers were bank statements, addressed to Velma at the lounge, and they showed that in addition to the savings account, Velma had a checking account with a balance of $3,287.62. I knelt there stunned by the discovery and wondered just what the hell was going on. I put everything back where I found it and went into the kitchen, made myself a stiff drink and tried to figure out what to do.
That night I was parked outside the lounge at what was supposed to be Velma's regular quitting time. At 9:15 she came out the front door dressed in her street clothes and stood waiting by the curb. She waited about two minutes and then a car pulled up, Velma got in, and the car drove away. I followed it at what I hopped was a safe distance and I was not all that surprised when their destination turned out to be a motel. It was three hours before she came out of the motel room and was driven back to lounge to get her car. I beat her home and was in bed pretending to be asleep when she got home. She undressed and came straight to bed and I felt her lips fasten onto my cock. When she had sucked on me enough to insure that I would be awake she swung over me and pushed her hot, wet pussy into my mouth. Hot and wet, only now I knew why - the wet had come out of the head of another man's cock. Knowing that did not stop me from eating Velma out and why should it? I'd been doing it for over six months now and it hadn't hurt me yet. The sex we had that night was intense. I just could not get enough of Velma and it seemed to be all right with her.
For the next two weeks I waited outside the lounge and every night but two were the same. Velma would get off work and go to a motel with some guy and when she came home that night her cum filled pussy would always be shoved in my face. The other two nights were a different story. On one of them she got into a van and was driven to the motel, but when she got out, four guys got out of the van with her, not one. That night when she got home a veritable river ran out of her and into my mouth. The other time was the only time I got to see her in action. She came out of the lounge and walked out to the parking lot and got in one of the parked cars. I got out of my car and made my way to a place were I could see what was going on. Velma was in the front seat, naked from the waist up and she was sucking a guy's cock while he played with her 38C tits. After about five minutes she pulled her head back and I saw the guys cum squirt out of the head of his cock, then he and Velma got in the back seat and I watched as he fucked her. The image of her high-heeled feet waving around in the air as his ass kept moving up and down between her legs still makes me hard. It has been eight months since I found her savings book and once a month or so I check the balance and it continues to grow. I wondered what she was going to do with the money and how she was going to explain it to me some day. Then last Friday I noticed a withdrawal from her savings of $31,000. Yesterday I came home from work to find a brand new Ford F-350 Super Duty Crew Cab parked in the driveway. It had a big ribbon tied around it and a card under the windshield wiper. It read:
Happy Birthday Baby
Love,
Velma
P.S. Don't worry, I'm making enough in tips to make the payments
I don't know, and I'm not ready to ask her why she is so hot to fuck me after being fucked by one of her customers, or what need of hers is fulfilled by having me eat their cum out of her. I only know that I am extremely turned on knowing that she is fucking other men and coming home to me. And, for right now at least, I don't want it to stop.
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It started about six months ago when Frank came home from a six day business trip and I found a pair of women's underpants in his dirty clothes. I didn't think anything of it because when he is on his trips it is with a crew of three others and two of them -- Chad and Jerry -- are practical jokers and I figured that they were setting Frank up for a ball busting from me.
Three months ago when he got home from another equipment installation trip I found a brassiere in his dirty clothes. I again just smiled and tossed it in the trash. I hadn't bitten on the panties so Chad or Jerry tried it with a bra. On his next trip I found another pair of panties in his dirty clothes only this time the crotch gusset was still wet. I held it to my nose and took a sniff and it definitely had the smell of sperm.
I stared at the panties and my anger started to build. In ten years of marriage I had never suspected Frank of cheating on me. Hell, in the two years we spent together before getting married I'd never had any cause to doubt that he was true to me, but something was surely starting to look rotten in Denmark.
I thought about it for two days before I finally jumped Frank about it and he denied knowing anything about the panties and he told me that he had never cheated on me or even thought about cheating on me. I thought that the look in his eyes was telling me that he was lying and I decided right then and there that two could play that game. And I didn't expect to have a hard time doing it. I'm not bragging, but I've been told that I'm 'pretty hot' by men and women alike. One hundred and fifteen pounds distributed 36x25x34 on a five foot seven inch frame has caught many an eye when I've been out and about. I keep my figure through regular trips to the gym and a home exercise program so I didn't expect any problems at all in getting even with Frank.
I'd given him a chance to explain and I know we could have worked past it, but he chose to keep lying. Whatever happened from that point on was his own doing.
Of course saying that you are going to get even and actually getting even are two different breed of cat. Even though in my mind I was ready to get back at Frank there was still a nagging doubt in the back of my mind that I could really do it.
That doubt was kicked to the curb during a barbecue at our house on Saturday. And there were a dozen couples there. I was in the kitchen fixing a tossed salad when Frank came up behind me. His hands came around me and cupped my breasts and I giggled and pushed my ass back at him and felt his hard on. I quickly turned and kissed him before I realized that it wasn't Frank. It was Chad Rice. He broke the kiss and said:
"You told me to keep wishing."
He turned and went back outside and as he walked away I felt the heat go through me and I felt moisture on my pussy lips and I remembered that night a year ago when we had been at a party, I'd had a lot to drink and was feeling pretty loose. I had gone to the bathroom and when I came out Chad was waiting to use the facilities. He stepped back and looked at me and said:
"Damn girl. You are one sexy looking lady. When are you going to give me a taste?"
I giggled and then said, "Who knows stud. Just keep wishing and your wish might come true some day."
It was only flirting on my part then, but I knew that if Chad and I had been alone now I would have started my payback on Frank.
I took the salad out into the yard and set it on the picnic table and looked over at Chad who was talking to Frank and a couple of other guys. He was looking at me and he winked. I smiled and blew him a kiss. From that point on every time I saw Chad he was looking at me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day Frank, Al, Stan and Sam played golf like they did every Sunday and I was left to clean up the backyard. It was a hot day and all I had on was a skirt, flip flops and a T-shirt. I didn't even have a bra on. I was scrubbing the top of one of the picnic tables when the doorbell rang. When I answered it I found a grinning Chad standing there. I remembered his hands on my breasts from the night before and my nipples got hard and since I was braless and in a T-shirt it was evident when the pushed against the fabric.
"Just stopped by to see Frank" he said.
I knew it was bullshit because he knew that Frank went golfing every Sunday come rain or shine. I was pretty sure I knew what was on his mind and what he was hoping for especially after blowing him that kiss, but I played dumb and invited him in.
"Frank isn't here right now. He is out playing golf, but he should be back shortly."
Chad knew it was my turn to bullshit because he knew that after golf Frank and the rest of the foursome stayed at the club for dinner and drinks. Chad knew damned well that Frank wouldn't be home for at least another four hours and he knew that I knew he knew it. I was sure he was thinking that I invited him in knowing Frank wouldn't be home for hours because I was going to make his wish come true. And I fully intended to, but that wasn't the only reason. Chad was one of the guys who traveled with Frank and I wanted to pump him for information. We went out to the back yard and I got Chad a beer and we sat down at one of the picnic tables. I went right at it.
"How close are you to Frank?"
"What do you mean?"
"Are you like best buddies or best friends or anything like that?"
"Not really. We are pretty much just friendly co-workers. Why?"
"So you don't owe him any great amount of loyalty?"
"I guess not. Why are you asking me this?"
"You travel with Frank on most of his trips so I want to ask you something."
"What?"
"I think Frank is cheating on me when he is out of town. What can you tell me about it?"
Chad looked away in a move that told me he knew things, but was going to lie about it. He looked back at me and said:
"I don't know anything about anything like that."
I looked at him for several seconds and then I pulled my T-shirt off over my head and tossed it into the middle of the table between us. I sat there with my twins on display and said:
"Does this help your memory improve any?"
He looked at my breasts and I could read his face. It was saying as clear as day:
"What can I get away with? How much do I really have to tell?"
I scooted back on the bench, reached under my skirt and took off my thong. As I tossed it onto the middle of the table to join the T-shirt I said:
"I want it all Chad. I've seen the evidence so I know he is cheating. What I want are the particulars."
"The particulars?"
"Yes. Is he drunk and acting stupid and not really aware of what he has done until he wakes up the next day?? Do you all go out looking for ladies? Go to places like bars and strip clubs looking for targets? Does he take the easy way and go with hookers or escorts? I want to know Chad."
"You want an awful lot for just a look at your tits."
"You can't be that dumb Chad. You think my thong is in the middle of the table just for show? You once asked me when you could have a taste and I said to keep wishing. Right now you are as close to having your wish come true as you are ever likely to get so you need to decide if you want to make it happen."
"How do I know you aren't just stringing me along?"
"The only thing between you and me right now is a skirt. How bad do you want to see the skirt in the middle of the table? You aren't selling out Frank. I already know he is cheating on me. I just want the details."
"You haven't said anything about what you are hinting at. You are hinting that if I tell you what you want to know you will give me that taste I said I wanted. No more hinting. Spell it out for me."
"You give me what I want and I'll give you what you want. Clear enough for you?"
"I don't know I can trust you. It's not like I can do anything about it if I give you what you want and then you tell me to leave."
I looked at him for a bit and wondered about him. We both knew why he 'stopped by to see Frank' and just what he was hoping to get so why was he fighting so hard when he would have it if he would just tell me what I wanted to know?
"Take your cock out and bring it over here to me."
He looked around and I said, "Don't sweat it. The reason we have a six foot privacy fence is so the neighbors can't see what we do in the yard."
He still hesitated and so I said, "He cheated on me and I know it and I intend to get even with him. You lucked out because you showed up here today and don't think I don't know what you were hoping for. We both know Frank's Sunday schedule and you knew that I would be here alone. There are four of you who travel with Frank and one of you is going to get lucky, but only if I'm told what I want to know. Is it going to be you or one of the others?"
"You are serious?"
"Bring your cock over here and find out."
He stood up, unzipped and walked over to stand in front of me. He took out his cock and I reached for it. I stroked it for maybe half a minute and then said:
"In order for it to go into my mouth I need to hear something come out of yours."
"What do you want to know?"
"I have plenty of physical evidence that he cheated, but I want to know what, who and when."
"I can't tell you the who, but the when was every trip."
"Why can't ....."
"I'm not saying anymore until you show me that you are going to do your part."
I stroked him a few more times and then I leaned forward and took him in my mouth. As I sucked on him he said:
"All I can tell you is that every night after we have dinner he disappears and we don't see him until the next morning. Three times I've seen women leaving his room in the morning and near as I could tell it wasn't ever the same woman. He never talks about it or brags about the hot broad he is fucking. That is all that I know."
I took my mouth off of him and said, "It is enough. We need to take this into the house. The fence keeps the neighbors from seeing, but not from hearing and I'm a pretty noisy fuck."
I took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom. When we got there I dropped the skirt on to the floor and he took me into his arms. My breasts pressed into him and I looked up into his face.
"I've wanted this for years" he said as our lips met. His tongue slipped into my mouth and I felt the heat spread through my body. I kissed him back and sent my tongue into his mouth to wrestle with his. His hands went to my breasts and he rubbed and pinched my nipples. He broke the kiss and lowered his head. He sucked the right nipple and then the left and I felt myself getting wet. His right hand went down and he parted my pussy lips with a finger and then pushed the finger inside.
I moved my legs apart and put my arms around him as he pushed a second finger into me and I moaned. A third finger joined the first two and he found my love button. His sucking my breasts and fingering my pussy plus the illicit excitement of cheating on Frank brought me to an orgasm. I went limp and Chad carried me over and sat me down on the bed. He started to undress and I said:
"Let me do that. Let me unwrap my present."
I unbuckled his belt and hooked my fingers in the waist band of his trousers and boxers and pulled them down. I got off the bed and went to my knees in front of him and as his cock bobbed in front of me I had the passing thought that he wasn't as big as Frank. I captured his cock with my mouth and I sucked on it as I got him out of his shoes and socks and then worked his trousers over his feet.
I ran my tongue around his cock and it wasn't long before I had all of his cock in my mouth. His hands gripped my head and he started fucking my face. I could feel his cock expand just before he came and I swallowed all of his discharge. I pulled my mouth off of him and licked his cock and balls clean.
"Your turn" he said as he got me back up onto the bed and on my back. He pushed my legs apart and lowered his head to my pussy. I felt his tongue lick me and slide up and down the fold. I moaned and he tongue fucked me to a climax. I reached for his cock and fondled it. I felt it twitch so I turned so I could get my mouth on it and then I started working on it to get him up again. In only minutes he had me on my back with my legs up on his shoulders. He placed his cock at my opening and then with a steady push, aided by my extreme wetness, he entered me. He gave a hard push and I screamed out:
"Yes damn it, yes! Fuck me. Take me, use me, fuck me!"
Chad started fucking me and as he pumped in and out I wondered if the excitement I was feeling at cheating on Frank was why he had cheated on me? Did he get that deliciously wicked feeling when he was fucking strange pussy that I was feeling as Chad fed me his cock? If he did I could almost understand why he had cheated.
Chad fucked me hard and fast and I felt an orgasm start to build. I fucked back at Chad, moving my hips up to meet to meet his in strokes and I moaned:
"Cum with me lover, cum with me. I'm cumming cum with me."
He pounded me hard and I felt the hot splash of his cum as he shot into me and my entire body shook as I came with him. He held himself in me until he was semi-hard and when he pulled out I moved and started cleaning his cock with my mouth.
"Keep that up and I might never leave this room."
I took my mouth off of him long enough to say "Promise?" and went back to sucking on him. He pushed a finger into my cum filled pussy and finger fucked me while I worked at getting him hard again. He added a second finger and started rubbing my clit and I began to squirm and then cried out as his fingers gave me another orgasm. I kept sucking him and then felt a twitch as he started to firm up again. He pulled himself out of my mouth and got me up an my hands and knees and then he moved behind me and drove his cock into me and started fucking me hard and fast. I came again and again before he finally gave one last hard push and pumped another load into me.
He held himself in me as I rested with my head on the bed and my ass in the air. He started to pull out and I moaned:
"No lover, leave it in. It feels so damned good."
He held himself in me until he was totally soft and then he pulled out. I rolled over and looked at him. There was a string of cum hanging from his cock and I looked over at the bedside clock. I pointed at Chad's cummy cock and said:
"I can't clean it for you this time. If I did you might get hard again and we don't have enough time. Frank will be home in about half an hour and I need to change the bed and get myself cleaned up before he gets here.'
"Can we do this again?"
"I don't think so. I only did it this time to get even with him for cheating on me."
"This doesn't make you even. I've been on seven trips with him so to be even you will have to do this six more times."
I thought for a moment and then said, "I'll have to think about it."
We got dressed, went downstairs and I walked him to the door. He took me in his arms and we kissed and then he left. I hurried upstairs and stripped the bed and remade it with fresh bed linens and then headed for the shower. As I climbed into the tub and pulled the shower curtain closed I noticed Chad's cum running down my leg. It was then that I remembered that I had gone off the pill because Frank had decided that it was time for us to start a family and a chill ran up my spine as I realized that I was in my fertile period. I was going to have to make damned sure that Frank got some loving that night and for the next couple also. I got out of the tub and douched and crossed my fingers and then got back in the tub.
I did fuck Frank that night and the next and while he did get me off both times I didn't feel the same sexual high I got from cheating with Chad. I even tried thinking of Chad while Franked made love to me to see if that would help, but it didn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next couple of days I thought about what Chad had mentioned. He had gone on seven trips with Frank and Frank had disappeared every night, but Frank had made sixteen trips over the last two and a half years. That meant that to date Frank could owe me fifteen 'get out of jail free' cards (if I decided to get even on a one for one basis and he caught me).
But did he cheat on those nine trips when Chad wasn't along? The only way to find out was get with the guy who had gone on all sixteen trips with Frank and that would be Jerry. I would then have to make the decision that I was going to get even one for one. The more I thought about my afternoon with Chad and how damned exciting it was to fuck one of Frank's friends behind his back the more I thought that I did indeed want to get totally even.
I decided I was going to fuck Jerry, Mike, Stan and Jack who were the other guys who, along with Chad, were on the crews that usually went on trips with Frank. I made Jerry my next target because he was the one who would know about the trips that Chad hadn't been on. I was going to be fair about it. If Frank had cheated on me sixteen times then I was going to get back at him sixteen times. Well, fifteen really since I'd already marked off one when Chad had done me. If Frank had only cheated on me nine or ten times then I would only get even for those amounts.
One for one would be the plan.
Of course when I started thinking like that I began to wonder if Frank had ever cheated on me before he started traveling for the company. How would I ever know? Would I need twenty or thirty times to get even? I finally had to say "Whoa up girl; slow down and just go with what you know."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday I found out that I might have been lied to by Chad when he told me he didn't know any of the women that Frank had cheated with. I had gone shopping for a dress to wear to a party and I stopped in at the TGI Fridays on Elmont. I was on my way to a seat when Caroline Bevers waved at me and motioned for me to join her. Caroline was the wife of Frank's boss.
As we lunched she told me how happy Mark (her husband) was with the job Frank was doing and that because of his leadership and managerial ability his team was the most effective and efficient in the company. She told me the Mark had thought that Frank had lost his mind for making his secretary as part of the team, but that it had turned out to be a great move because all the reports were more detailed and timely and allowed for the billing for the job to be processed a good month sooner than it used to be. I didn't know that Gloria traveled with Frank because he had never mentioned it. I asked Caroline when Gloria started traveling with the crew.
"Oh goodness, let me think. It must have been about a year ago."
That would have been at least eight trips. And Frank had never mentioned it. Warning bells were ringing. I remembered the last time I saw Gloria. I'd been out shopping and I'd stopped in to see if Frank wanted to have lunch with me. I walked into his office and found Gloria bent forward over his desk going through some papers and pointing out things to Frank who was sitting on the other side of his desk and smiling. Gloria was about the same size as I was, but she did have larger breasts. When she stood up and turned I could see that the top two buttons of her blouse were undone and when she walked out of the office the way her breasts swayed made it obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra.
I knew Frank was a tit man so with her bent forward over the desk the way she was with her blouse partially unfastened Frank would have been able to see all the way down to her belly button. No wonder he was smiling. At the time I thought nothing of it, but after Caroline told me that Gloria traveled with Frank it all came back to me and I just knew that Gloria flashing her tits at Frank wasn't an accident and it probably wasn't even the first time. I certainly had questions for Chad the next time I saw him and questions I would be asking Jerry when I seduced him.



We would be having a barbecue on Saturday and Jerry would be there and I decided that I would try and get something going with him. Mike and Stan would also be there so if things didn't go well with Jerry I'd give one of them a try. Chad would also be there and I was going to corner him about his not mentioning Gloria and maybe -- just maybe -- set up another meeting with him.
++++++++++++++++++
The guests started arriving around two and Chad was one of the first to get there. Frank was busy loading charcoal onto the grill so I pulled Chad off to the side and said:
"You got some splaining to do asshole."
"What did I do?"
"Its what you didn't do and what you lied about."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"You said that you didn't know any of the women Frank was cheating with and that was a lie. What you didn't do was tell me about Gloria. What do you have to say about that?"
"So Gloria was with us; so what?"
"Why didn't you tell me that she was who Frank was cheating with?"
"I don't know that she was. I never saw them together."
"Are you telling me that my husband, a dyed in the wool tit man, never had anything to do with that top heavy bimbo?"
"No. I'm just saying that I never saw them together."
"So he could have been doing her?"
"I suppose. Are we going to be able to get together again?"
"I don't know. I'm thinking on it. We will talk about it later, but right now I've got to tend to the other guests" and I walked away from him.
I started thinking on how best to approach Jerry, but I never had the chance. He approached me.
"Chad tells me that you finally found out about your hubby. He also said you have a plan for revenge. I'm volunteering to help."
"If I accept your offer you need to understand that the price to be a player is information."
"Whatever you want to know."
"Frank has a ten o'clock tee time tomorrow and he won't be home until around seven in the evening. Why don't you stop by and we will talk."
"What time?"
"Depends on how long you want to talk."
"I can do from ten to seven."
"Are you bragging? Can you really go for ten hours?"
"With a sexpot like you? Hell yes!"
I smiled at that as I got back to the other guests. During the day I did notice that Mike, Stan and Jack kept looking at me more than was usual. They were the other three men that traveled with Frank. It was always four men (and woman come to find out) that always had Frank and Jerry on it, but Chad, Mike, Stan and Jack rotated through the other two positions. I wondered if Chad had also told the others what he had told Jerry?
Twice before the party broke up Chad caught me alone. The first time I was in the kitchen and he pulled me to him and kissed me. He gave me some tongue and I gave him some back as one of his hands ran over my breasts.
"When can we get together again? You know I want to help you with your one for one plan."
"Soon I'm thinking. I'll let you know."
The second time was mind blowing; at least it was for me. I'd gone into the house to use the bathroom, but there was someone in it so I stood in the hall and waited. I heard the toilet flush and the door opened and it was Chad. He grabbed my hand, pulled me into the bathroom and closed and locked the door. He took me in his arms and kissed me. We swapped tongues and he started feeling me up. I put a hand on his bulge and squeezed and that set things into motion.
He spun me around and bent me over the sink and his hands went under my skirt. He pushed the gusset of my panties aside and pushed fingers into my wet pussy. I was wet from thinking about what Jerry and I would be doing the next day while Frank was out golfing. I heard Chad's zipper go do and I knew what was coming so I spread my legs wide and seconds later Chad's cock took the place of his fingers and I moaned as he pushed into me. I glanced in the mirror over the sink and I saw that Chad had his eyes closed as he concentrated on fucking me hard.
I could only stand there and take it as my position didn't allow me any way to fuck back, but I would have if I could have. My mind was on the fact that on the other side of the bathroom wall - just fifteen or so feet away -- Frank was flipping burgers on the grill while Chad was drilling my pussy. Frank cheated on me while he was fifteen hundred miles away from me, but I was cheating on him when he was only fifteen feet away. It was hot! So hot that Chad got me off in only minutes. He pounded me hard and I had to grab a wash rag and bite down on it so my screams of pleasure wouldn't be heard out in the back yard. It felt so good that I wished we could have kept it up for hours, but of course we couldn't.
Chad hissed, "I gotta go, I gotta go, oh fuck yes" and I felt his cock pulse as he shot into me and it triggered another orgasm in me. He pulled out and said, "Thanks babe; I needed that" and he pulled out of me and left the bathroom with me still bent over the sink. I went potty and that drained some of Chad out of me, but to be on the safe side I wadded up some toilet paper and stuffed it up inside me. It just wouldn't do to have Frank see cum running down my leg when he had fucked me since the night before.
As I left the bathroom it occurred to me that I'd had unprotected sex with Chad twice and the first time I had been at my most fertile. The second time I was past my most fertile period, but only by a few days. I'd gone off birth control because Frank had said it was time for us to start our family. The Monday after my first romp with Chad and my decision to get even one for one I'd gone to my doctor to be fitted for a diaphragm, but I didn't expect anything to happen at the barbecue so I didn't have it in me. I would just have to cross my fingers and hope that Chad hadn't gotten lucky. That night I made sure that Frank got his share. If I did end up pregnant I wanted to make sure that Frank had a better chance of being the daddy than Chad did.
I was both ashamed and incredibly turned on when Frank started our love making by going down on me because I knew that there still had to be some traces of Chad still in my pussy. I should have snuck away from the party long enough to douche to make sure that I'd flushed all of Chad's residue out of me before making love to Frank. I wanted to get even with the man, not humiliate him.
++++++++++++++++++
Jerry was eager. He showed up five minutes after Frank left for the golf course.
"I was parked down the street waiting for him to leave."
"Did Chad tell you the ground rules?"
"Only that you intended to fuck around on Frank as many times as he fucked around on you."
"There is that, but the price of getting on the list of those who want to help me get even is information."
"What do you want to know?"
"First of all how many times did Frank cheat on me while you were on trips with him?"
"Every time."
"Every time?"
"First trip we made together he hooked up with some woman in the lounge at the hotel we were staying at. After that he managed to find a honey every time we went on a trip."
"When did he start fucking Gloria?"
"He never has as far as I know."
"Can you be sure?"
"Pretty much."
"You have gone on sixteen trips with Frank so what you are telling me is that he has cheated on me sixteen times so I need to cheat on him sixteen times."
"Not really."
"What do you mean?"
"Some of those trips were two and three days and Frank never did the same woman twice that I could see. That means if you plan on getting even on a one to one basis the number you should be working toward is probably thirty-five or so."
"That complicates things for me."
"Why?"
"Thirty-five different women? I can't see myself screwing thirty-five guys to get even."
"No problem. You can just do me thirty-five times."
"No. Even if I went that way it would only be thirty-three because I've already scratched off two of them with Chad. No, I don't think I want to limit myself to one or two guys. Too much chance of getting emotionally involved, but by the same token I can't see myself doing a lot of different guys."
"Can I make a suggestion? How about just doing it with the guys who travel with Frank on trips? Wouldn't that be some kind of poetic justice? Cheating on him with the guys who were with him when he cheated on you?"
I'd already thought about that at the barbecue when I'd seen Mike, Stan and Jack looking at me.
"It is something to think about, but I can do that later. For now I think we should take things to the bedroom."
Jerry lied. He wasn't able to go the ten hours from ten till seven, but I didn't hold it against him because he was able to go four times and he did do some pretty good mouth work on my pussy. Like Chad he wanted to know when we could do it again and I told him that I'd have to get back to him on that. I walked him to the door, gave him a pretty passionate kiss goodbye and then got busy cleaning the bedroom and myself up before Frank got home. I made sure that I douched well. I wasn't going to give Frank anyone else's leavings. And I did remember to put my diaphragm in before Jerry got there.
++++++++++++++++++++++
A week went by and when the weekend came I skipped my regular golf outing with Carol, Meg and Susie and instead went to a Motel 6 for five hours of get even time with Chad.
While I was riding him cowgirl he told me that there was a trip coming up on Tuesday and that he wouldn't be going on it. It was supposed to be a three day trip so it meant that it would be at least two nights.
"Wouldn't you like to be on your bed cheating on him while he is in Dallas cheating on you? Wouldn't you like to be doing what you are doing right now when he makes his nightly phone call to you? Imagine sliding up and down on me as you talk to him on the phone. What do you say? Is it a date?"
The idea did have a certain appeal. Chad rolled me over on my back and fucked me to an orgasm and then we showered and left the motel. As he walked me to my car he said:
"You never did say. Yes or no on next week?"
"Sure. Why not."
Sunday, while Frank was out enjoying his weekly foursome Jerry was keeping me company. I told him what Chad had told me and asked him if he could maybe get me a cell phone picture of Frank and whoever he picked up or arranged to meet and he said that he would try, but wouldn't promise anything.
"We never see him out with them. All we've seen is different women leaving his room in the morning and we've only seen that maybe three times."
We had just finished fucking so I slid down and took his cock in my mouth and after sucking on it for a minute or so I took my mouth off of him and asked:
"Isn't what we are doing worth the effort of trying to get me what I want?"
"I swear I'll try."
"Enlist help."
"What do you mean?"
"Ask Mike, Stan and Jack to give you a hand. Who schedules the rooms?"
"Usually Gloria. Why?"
"Have her get them together all on the same floor. Find out from the front desk when Frank wants his wake up call and then all three of you be at your doors with them open just a crack so you can each take a picture when she leaves. One of you should be able to get me a good picture."
I went back to sucking his cock while he said, "That just might work."
I took my mouth off of him long enough to say, "Tell Mike, Stan and Jack what you and Chad are doing with me and tell them if they want in they need to help you. One or two of you might even give up going out drinking and stay in your rooms and get a picture of Frank and his slut going into his room."
"Mike, Stan and Jack get to play even if we don't get photos through no fault of our own?"
"I'll leave it up to you. If you think they helped you enough let me know and I'll let them join in. But remember this. I'm only going to do this as many times as Frank has. One for one is the way I'm playing it. If you say that Mike, Stan and Jack deserve to be let in even though they didn't help and you are just being their buddy by telling me to let them join in they will be using slots that could have been yours. The number you gave me was thirty-five. Between you and Chad that number has gone down to thirty-one. That could mean that you and Chad have at least fifteen times each. If you bring Mike, Stan and Jack into it the number drops to around five times each. It's up to you" and I went back to sucking on him.
When he was hard he got me up on my hands and knees and fucked the shit out of me. I came twice before he did and as we rested and I fondled his limp cock he said:
"You do realize that the thirty-one number isn't the right one don't you?"
"How is that?"
"The number will always keep growing as Frank goes on trips."
"Not so. On this trip Chad will not be going so he will be on my bed while some bimbo is on Frank's. The next trip after that if Chad goes someone else will stay home and that person will be on my bed the nights that Frank is gone. I'll be staying even with him on a current basis and I only need to work on the arrearage."
"That's not fair. I have to go on all the trips so I'll never get to be the one to spend a night with you while Frank is gone."
By then his cock was twitching so I slid down and took him in my mouth and just before my mouth closed on his cock I said:
"We'll work something out."
I made sure to remove my diaphragm and douche really well after Jerry left and then cleaned up the bedroom. When Frank got home I was still horny so I pulled him up to the bedroom and screwed his socks off before going down to the kitchen and starting dinner. I got a charge out of going to him after fucking one of his buddies. I got an even bigger charge out of him eating my pussy after one of his buddies had heated it up, but I made sure that no trace of them was there for Frank to inadvertently taste.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday morning Frank kissed me goodbye and left for the airport. Chad got off work at five and by five forty-five we were naked on my bed and fucking up a storm. He had eaten my pussy, I had sucked his cock and we had fucked twice before the phone rang. Chad and I were in a sixty-nine with me on top and I got off of him and reached for the bedside phone.
"Hello?"
"Hi my love. Just calling to let you know that I'm in room 213 at the Best Western."
While he was telling me that Chad had worked me into the doggie position and was easing himself slowly into me.
"The number here is 555-555-4756 in case you need to reach me. How are you doing?"
"The usual when you are gone. Lonely and wishing you were here."
"Of course if you were here right now" I was thinking, "all you could do was stick your cock in my mouth because the other end is already full."
Frank sighed and said, "I'm sorry baby, but it is the job and it pays too damned well for me to leave it."
"I know, but I still miss you" I said as Chad fucked me.
"It might not last too much longer baby. They are talking about opening a new office in Denver and I might get the job of running it. If that happens it will cut way down on the travelling I'll have to do."
"I'll cross my fingers honey" I said as I realized I needed to end the call. Chad was picking up speed and I was getting close to the point where I got noisy when being fucked. "I need to go honey. I've got to go to the potty."
"Okay sweetie; I'll call you tomorrow. I love you."
"I love you too. Bye."
I put the phone down and moaned as Chad started fucking me harder and then I cried out:
"Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me cum lover, make me cum" and he did. In fact he did several times before he crawled out of my bed and headed for work the next morning.
Wednesday night was a repeat of Tuesday except when Frank called Chad was buried to his balls in my ass. I was crying out for him to fuck me harder and I was driving my ass back at him so I let the phone ring. It rang two minutes later and I was still screaming, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck my ass, fuck me" so I didn't answer it that time either. The next time it rang Chad had just cum and was pulling out. I picked up the phone as Chad fell to the bed next to me. I held the phone in one hand and talked to Frank as my other hand fondled Chad's slimy cock. It was covered with his gunk and spots of brown stuff that I knew was shit, but it was a turn on to be playing with Chad's dick while talking to Frank on the phone. Frank told me that things had gone better than expected and that he wouldn't have to stay over on Thursday night.
"I should be home by six."
"I'll be waiting. What are you going to want first? Dinner or dessert?
"What are you planning on for dessert?"
"Hot pussy pudding."
"Then I think we will go with dessert first."
"Good choice."
"I love you sweetie. Bye."
"I love you too. By baby; see you tomorrow."
I did love him, but I was brought up by parents whose philosophy was don't get mad, get even and they distilled that in me and there was no way that I was going to let Frank cheat on me and not make the attempt at getting back at him. If he had been up front with me and owned up to it when I confronted him we could have worked past it without my going on my one for one campaign.
I put the phone down and Chad said, "Suck me hard and we can go again."
"Get serious! Not until you clean that filthy thing. And I need to wash my hand."
We did two more times between that night and a morning wake up. As Chad went off to work I was already planning the weekend. What I would be doing depended on what Jerry could tell me about the trip they would just be coming home from. I'd do Jerry on Saturday and either Mike, Stan or Jack on Sunday if Jerry said that they had helped.
Thursday at five in the afternoon I got a call from Jerry. "We just got in and Frank is over at baggage claim. We have something for you, but I don't know if I will help any."
"The Motel 6 on Martin Saturday at 10?"
"See you there."
That night I rocked Frank's world the way I usually did when he got home from a trip and I had to admit that I was getting off on making love to Frank with a pussy that Chad had used and used well on the previous two nights.
+++++++++++++++++++
Friday night we went out for dinner and dancing and Saturday morning I told Frank that I was going to spend the day hitting antique stores looking for a roll top desk. I met Jerry at the motel and as soon as we were in the room he showed me a picture that had been taken with a digital camera. It showed a young woman just outside the door to room 213.
"It isn't conclusive because she came out of the room and was walking away before Jack could get a shot of her coming out of the room. Frank had a six o'clock wake up call and Jack opened his door to get ready at five fifty-five and she was already coming out of the room. Before Jack could get his camera up the door had closed behind her and she was walking away. Both Mike and Jack helped even though we don't have much to show for it. They split it up between them with Jack taking Tuesday morning and Mike taking Wednesday. Either Frank didn't have one on Wednesday night or she slept in and didn't lave until we had already left for work. Or maybe she left really early. Mike was set up and waiting at five forty-five and he didn't see anything."
"Okay then; since Jack got the picture we need to get in touch with him and see if he can come visit me tomorrow. I'll figure out how to do Mike later."
Jerry took out his cell and punched in some numbers and after a few minutes said:
"It's me. Are you free to morrow?" He looked at me and nodded a yes.
"Tell him to be here at ten and he can stay till five."
Jerry passed the message, put away the phone and started to strip. It was an energetic session and Jerry did get me off three times, but as we were getting dressed I realized that most of what I was getting emotionally out of meetings with Chad and Jerry was because of the excitement of cheating. I was getting off more on the thought of fucking other men behind Frank's back than I was from the sex itself. Frank was a much better lover than either Chad or Jerry. Why couldn't he have just kept his pecker in his pants?



At ten on Sunday morning the doorbell rang and when I went to the door and opened it I found Jack standing there with a big smile on his face and a bouquet of flowers in his hand. I wasn't expecting that and I was touched. The simple act of handing me a bunch of flowers changed things from simply drawing a line through a number on The Get Even Sheet to something else. I wasn't sure what, but definitely something else.
In addition to the floral bouquet he brought another surprise. Jack was big! Chad, Jerry and Frank were pretty much all the same size and all three of them were roughly the same size as the three men I'd had sex with before meeting and marrying Frank, but Jack was big! He was at least three inches longer and at least an inch bigger around than any of the other cocks I'd ever seen.
It took him some time to work his way into me, but once he was in I got the fuck of my life and I had so many climaxes that I lost count. He was awake and leaning on an elbow looking down at me when I awoke in the morning and I smiled at him and reached for his cock.
As I walked him to the door he asked me if we could do it again and I told him he could count on it. For the first time since I started my quest to get even I was glad that Frank had cheated on me. If Frank had never cheated I would never have gotten to experience Jack. I knew in my heart that if Frank hadn't cheated I never would have. I knew that even if some weird circumstance had occurred like maybe Jack exposing himself to me at some drunken party I would never have gone after that big cock. I would have wanted to, but I knew that I wouldn't have. So thank you very much Frank! Jack was going to be a frequent visitor until my 'one for one' campaign ended.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was three weeks before Frank took another trip, but I still used my weekends to mark numbers off my list. The weekend after my first time with Jack Jerry set me up with Mike for the Sunday. That gave me four to help me zero out my list. It was supposed to rotate among Chad, Jerry, Jack, Stan and Mike, but I didn't want to wait three weeks before I saw Jack again so I swore him to secrecy and started to see him for a couple of hours on random days during the week. It was good in that I enjoyed the hell out of every time Jack was able to sink his ten and a half inches in me (I measured it. I felt silly doing it, but I just had to know). It was bad in that the list was getting shorter a lot faster and when the 'one for one' campaign was done so would be Jack.
There was a bad side to my campaign. One that I had not even considered. I missed my period, the self test showed positive and a trip to my doctor confirmed it. Even though I had gone off the pill because Frank had felt that it was time to start a family the pregnancy was not necessarily good news. While I had always used my diaphragm with my partners in crime there were the two times with Chad when I'd not had any protection. The timing was right so I was looking at the possibility that the child wasn't Frank's but Chad's. Nothing I could do about it short of abortion and I wouldn't do that. I could only cross my fingers and pray that the baby was Frank's.
++++++++++++++++++++
Frank's next trip was when he wheels came off the wagon. The trip was scheduled for four days and three nights and this time Chad was going and Jack, and Stan would be the ones who would be staying home. I talked with Jack on the phone and asked him if he would like to play house with me for two nights and he jumped at the chance. To be fair I set one of the three nights up for Stan.
Frank stopped by the house after work, packed a bag and I kissed him goodbye as he left for the airport to catch the six-forty flight to Miami. As soon as I saw Frank back down the drive I went up to the bedroom and put on fresh makeup and some very sexy lingerie and a pair of high heels. I didn't bother with the diaphragm since I was already pregnant. I hurried downstairs and used the phone in the kitchen to call the airport to make sure that Frank's flight got off on time.
Stan rang the doorbell at eight and by eight ten he was buried to the hilt in my pussy. We fucked and sucked until he couldn't go anymore and then we cuddled up and fell asleep. In the morning I fed him breakfast and sent him off to work. That night Jack showed up and things were a repeat of the last time we were together and as I fell asleep I was thanking Frank for making it possible for me to experience Jack's magnificent cock.
I had no emotional attachment to Jack; I just loved that big cock fucking me and as long as Jack was around and available I wouldn't mind terribly if Frank kept on cheating. In the morning I asked Jack what he would like for dinner and he said he would like to take me out to eat. I thought about it and then said:
"No. If we are seen together it might get back to Frank and I can't have that. I know it might sound strange to you given what we are doing, but I love Frank and I don't want to lose him. I'm only doing you and the others to get even with Frank for cheating on me. If he had never cheated I wouldn't have either."
Jack left for work and I got busy doing my housework. I made meat loaf for dinner and baked some potatoes. I made a tossed salad and put a bottle of Merlot in the fridge to chill. I greeted Jack at the door in what I called my 'slut suit' -- naked except for heels -- and I gave him a blow job just inside the front door before taking him into dinner.
Jack was pretty silent during the meal and it seemed like something was troubling him. I asked him if he was all right and he took a sip of his wine and then said:
"Not really."
"Tell mommy what's wrong and I'll do my best to make it better."
"It's too late for that."
"Come on baby, out with it. What's troubling you?"
"What we are doing."
"Why? I'm okay with it."
"That's because you don't know the truth."
"The truth about what?"
"About what is taking place. You are fucking us because you think that Frank is cheating on you and he isn't."
"Of course he is. Chad and Jerry have told me all about it."
"They lied to you and are continuing to lie to you."
"I don't understand."
"I guess it goes back to before I hired in. According to Chad and Jerry you have always been a cock teasing slut and they have always wanted to fuck you."
"A cock teasing slut? Me? Where the hell did they ever get that idea?"
"I guess from the way you dressed for company dinners and parties. Short skirts, tops that showed plenty of cleavage, 'come fuck me pumps' and whatever."
"That wasn't cock teasing. That was me making my husband proud to have me on his arm. I dressed for Frank, not for anyone else."
"That isn't how they saw it. They have always wanted to fuck you and then Gloria gave them the chance."
"Gloria? What does Gloria have to do with it?"
"You probably don't know it, but Gloria is an absolute slut. She has screwed every one on the crew except Frank. There have been times she did them all at once in a gangbang. She got pissed at Frank because he wouldn't have anything to do with her outside of work. She kept trying and he kept turning her down so she tried to get him in trouble. She slipped a pair of her panties into his suitcase and you were supposed to find them and go after his ass, but you didn't so she waited a while and then did it again. Chad saw her do it and asked her what was going on. She told him and he said he would help and he jacked off into the panties before she put them in the suitcase."
"If Frank wasn't having anything to do with Gloria how did she get into his room to access his suitcase?"
"She didn't do it in his room. When we checked out of the hotel we put the bags in the back of the rental car and drove to the client's to finish the visit. While Frank was busy Gloria slipped out to the car."
"So all this time while I thought I was getting even I've been the only one cheating?"
Jack shook his head yes. "Then why the confession? You had a guaranteed source of pussy as long as I didn't know what was going on."
"After talking with you this morning I felt guilty all day. I didn't know that you loved Frank as much as you indicated and that you didn't want to lose him. I didn't know you hardly at all and so I accepted what Jerry and Chad said when they told me you were a cheating slut and were just using the excuse that Frank had cheated so you could fuck around. They led me to believe that you had been leading them on and teasing them for years and had finally decided that you wanted some strange cock and used what they told you about Frank for justification. According to Chad once you thought Frank was doing it you decided that you had a 'get out of jail free' card if Frank ever found out what you were doing."
"What in the hell ever made him think that?"
"He said that you gave him a 'come on' at a party and when he stopped by to see you when Frank wasn't there you took your clothes off and told him he could fuck you if he told you about what Frank was doing on his trips. So he told you what you wanted to hear so he could fuck you."
I sat there stunned at it all. I had done just that. Because of the panties I was so sure that Frank had cheated that I had offered myself up to Chad if he would just confirm it. It never occurred to me that he would lie to me just to get me to open my legs for him. I sat there across from Jack knowing that I was what Frank wasn't -- a cheater.
As he started to get up Jack said, "I'm sorry for what I've done. I really am."
He turned and started to leave and I asked, "Where are you going?"
"Now that you know the tru..."
"Now that I know it makes no difference. I owe you for what you just told me and I'm already a cheating slut so one more time isn't going to matter. I'm going to need a few favors and I want to put you in a good enough mood to say yes to them. Besides, I've been looking forward all day for you to join me on my bed and I don't want to be alone on it tonight."
Knowing that I'd never enjoy Jack's large cock again after he left in the morning I didn't leave him alone. I sucked him and then fucked him. We went sixty-nine and fucked again. I sucked him hard for a third time and then after another sixty-nine there was a fourth time, but try as hard as I might I couldn't get a fifth time out of him. Still, it wasn't bad. Four times in six hours was nothing to sneeze at.
Exhausted, he fell asleep next to me and I laid there next to him, staring up at the ceiling and plotting my revenge. I was awake most of the night and a half hour before the alarm clock was to go off I slid down and took Jack's cock into my mouth. It took him a minute or so to wake up and another minute after that to get him hard enough. I moved over him and used my right hand to guide him into me and then I fucked him. Oh yes, I fucked him! All he had to do was lie there as I gave myself a couple of climaxes and then I finally told him to fuck me hard. He rolled me over onto my back and pounded my cheating cunt hard until he got off -- giving me one more orgasm along the way -- and then I cleaned his cock with my mouth.
"I'm going to miss this" I said as I kissed the head of his cock and then got off the bed. "I almost wish Frank was cheating so I could keep seeing you. Maybe when Frank kicks me out we can get together once in a while."
"Why would frank kick you out? He doesn't know and since you are quitting he'll never find out."
"That brings us to the favors I mentioned last night."
To be continued....
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"That brings me to the favors I mentioned last night."
The first was for him to call Chad and Jerry and tell them what a great time he'd had and tell them that I was looking forward to seeing them over the weekend.
Frank came home Thursday night and I did my level best to fuck his brains out. Actually I did it for me because after Sunday Frank was going to be too disgusted with me to ever look at me again and I wanted to get as much out of the man I loved as I could before he ended things with me. Friday was a repeat of Thursday night and I may have overdone it a bit because I was afraid that I didn't leave him enough to go again Saturday night.
Saturday when Chad knocked on the motel room door I opened it and greeted him in nothing but high heels. I stepped aside and told him to hurry up and get naked and on the bed. Once he was on his back I sucked his cock until it was as hard as an iron bar. When I had him pointing straight up at the ceiling I reached under the bed and brought out my little surprise.
He screamed in agony when the pepper spray hit his eyes and he clawed at his eyes as I stuffed my panties in his mouth to deaden his screams some. I reached under the bed for the half inch drive ratchet handle that I'd gotten out of Frank's tool box in the garage and proceeded to beat the shit out of Chad's cock and balls.
I don't know if he heard a word I said through the pain, but as I beat him I called him every thing I could think of except a friend of Jesus. He lay there crying and clutching his groin as I dressed and before I left I said:
"You wanted a taste so I hope you enjoyed it you fucking sack of shit!"
I left and drove home. I'd paid cash for the room and had registered under a false name and address so if the police got involved they wouldn't know who did it to Chad until he recovered enough to tell them. Hopefully I would have one more night with Frank before the shit hit the fan. If I was really lucky I would get Sunday morning too, but after that the chickens would be coming home to roost.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Frank left for golf and I waited to see if Jerry was going to show up. I'd called and set him up for Sunday after leaving Chad a quivering wreck in the motel room. I was hoping that Jerry wouldn't have heard about Chad and would show up for a hot time. Luck was with me and he showed up at nine-fifteen.
I met him the same way I'd met Chad and things moved to the bedroom where I gave Jerry the best sexual day of his life. I sucked him and I fucked him and I just kept repeating it until it was time for him to leave and then I did the pepper spray and ratchet number on him.
I left him a bloody mess on the bed and then I got in my car which I'd already loaded with what I would need for the next couple of weeks and drove around the block and parked on the corner where I could watch the house.
I saw Frank arrive and four minutes later my cell phone went off and I saw that it was Frank. I turned the phone off and waited. Six minutes later the ambulance with the EMTs arrived and maybe five minutes later Jerry was carried out of the house on a gurney, loaded into the ambulance and then they drove off. I started up the car and went looking for a motel for the night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Having killed my marriage I didn't sleep all that well. In fact I doubted that I got as much as an hour as I relived in my mind what I had done. For the first time I saw how stupid I'd been. Ever since I was twelve and attracting boys I'd seen that a good many men were led by what their dicks thought and wanted and Frank was a man. A man yes, but an idiot no! If he was cheating the first pair of panties might have been a slip up, but something every trip? No way! If he were cheating he would have been a lot more careful. I should have known that. I really should have known that.
Frank was smart enough to be more careful than that. It was a set up and I'd been too stupid to realize it and what did that say about me? Maybe I didn't want to believe it so that I'd have an excuse to play? God knows that I didn't waste anytime in giving it up to Chad and the rest of them. No, it couldn't have been that. I wasn't that way or at least I didn't think of myself that way. I did know that I was the type to get even. I thought that I needed to and it seems I was willing to do it blindly. What made it even worse was that I truly loved Frank and my marriage and I knew Frank well enough that I should have trusted him. But I didn't so there I was in a cheap motel room.
When I finally did drag myself out of bed and turn on my phone I saw that I had nine messages from Frank. I cleared the phone, took a shower and headed for the IHOP on Federal. As I was working on my bacon and eggs the phone rang and I saw that it was Frank. I was going to have to talk with him sometime so I decided to get it over with.
"Hello?"
"Where the hell are you?"
"Hiding from you."
"What the hell is going on? Why was Jerry lying on our bed all bloody and crying?"
"The fact that he was in our bedroom naked should tell you something."
"Damn it Shirl...."
"Go to work Frank. I'll call you at four and if you still want to talk to me we will set a time and place" and I disconnected and turned off the phone.
Before the end of the day the word should be out about what happened to Chad and Jerry. The second favor that I had asked of Jack was that as soon as he heard about what had happened to Chad and Jerry he should tell Gloria, Mike and Stan that they were next.
"Hear what?"
"You will know when you hear it. Don't worry about it. You are out of it as far as I'm concerned. Just please do me the favor."
"Okay; you got it."
By four that afternoon Frank should have a pretty good idea of what had gone on and if he wasn't too disgusted with me and still wanted to talk I'd meet him. I owed him that much.
After breakfast I hit the gym and worked out for an hour. After my work out I got the morning paper and started looking for both a job and a place to live. At four I called Frank.
"Where are you?"
"In a motel."
"Why? What the hell is going on Shirley?"
"You haven't figured it out yet?"
"Will you stop beating around the bush and tell me what this is all about?"
"I guess I'll have to. Meet me at Bud's Bar when you get off work."
"Why not just talk at home?"
"I need a public place Frank. I need people around to pull you off me if you come across the table after me and go for my throat."
"My God Shirl; I'd never do something like that and you know it."
"You haven't heard what I have to say Frank. It could change you drastically. See you at Bud's."
I was in a booth when Frank got there. He stopped at the bar and got a drink and then came over to the booth and sat down opposite me.
"What the hell is going on Shirl? Why was Jerry in our bedroom and what happened to him?"
"Oh come on Frank. You know damned well why a naked Jerry was in our bedroom. As for what happened to him and why I guess that's the story. Please don't interrupt me until I'm done. This is going to be hard enough as it is and I'm not sure I can get through it if I have to keep stopping and restarting."
I told him the entire story from start to finish only leaving out Jack. If Frank learned about Jack's participation it wouldn't be from me. Yes Jack did take advantage just as the others had, but he had come clean and apologized. He had also given me the full story about what had happened and I'd have never known otherwise.
"In my defense I did confront you and you denied it, but when Chad told me that you had cheated on every trip and Jerry backed him up I believed that your denial was a lie. Why wouldn't I? Physical evidence and two eye witnesses? Why wouldn't I believe that you were lying when you denied it? Anyway it is water under the bridge. I did what I did to Jerry and left him there for you to find because I had to confess and I didn't have the nerve to do it face to face. A naked Jerry in the bedroom should have told you enough. Enough to set the mood so I'd be able to face you and tell you about what had gone on."
Frank was silent for several seconds and then he said, "Your story does clear up some of the things that happened today. Chad wasn't at work and no one seemed to know why. Jerry wasn't there either, but I'm sure that I'm the only one who knew where he was. Mike asked for a transfer to Atlanta and stayed clear of me all day and Stan just up and quit without giving notice. Gloria quit too, but she gave two weeks notice. Half an hour before quitting time she came up to me and said she was sorry, but took off before she could tell me why. Now I know why, but I don't understand how they could have found out."
"Maybe Chad recovered enough from what I did to him to call them and warn them."
"The only thing you haven't told me is how you found out."
"I can't tell you that. I promised them I would keep them out of it."
"Them?"
"Let it go Frank. I'm not saying. I will say that I'm sorry for what I've done to you and to us. I love you and I had planned to spend my life with you. You will never know how sorry I am that I screwed it up for us."
I got up to leave and Frank asked where I was going.
"I've got a lot to do. I need to find an apartment and a job."
"I've got more I want to talk about. Meet me at home in half an hour. I'll stop and get some take out. You okay with Chinese?"
"Not tonight Frank. I'm emotionally exhausted. We can do it tomorrow night."
"Chinese good for tomorrow?"
"Chinese will be fine."
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was another bad night for sleeping and in the morning after an IHOP breakfast and an hour at the gym I got back to the morning paper. I made some calls and set up two job interviews for the next day and then I went looking at apartments. I found a couple that I thought I could afford, but couldn't make up my mind which one to take. I decided to sleep on it and make a decision the next day.
As I drove to the house I wondered what Frank could want to talk about. I thought I'd covered all except for the details of what I'd done with the guys and as up front as I was with Frank I wasn't going to go there.
When I got to the house I opened a bottle of wine to go with whatever Frank brought home with him, poured myself a glass and sat down at the kitchen table to wait for Frank. When I heard the garage door opener start to run I poured a glass for Frank and refilled mine. When he walked into the kitchen he wasn't alone. With him was a very attractive redhead.
"Shirley, this is Alice. Alice, this is my wife Shirley."
He pulled out a chair for Alice and when she sat down he pushed the glass of wine I'd poured for him over to Alice, got another glass out of the cupboard and filled it. He took a sip and then sat down. He took a deep breath and then said:
"There are probably a hundred ways I could have used to slide into this a little easier, but after last nights talk at Bud's I thought it best to jump in feet first. I don't know if you can understand or even believe it, but it is possible that a man can love more than one woman and I'm sure that there are women who can love more than one man. I have been in that position for over a year now. I love Alice, but I also love you and as you said at Bud's that you intended to spend your whole life with me I intended to spend my whole life with you.
"I've never told you much about my life before I met you, but Alice was my girlfriend all through high school and my first year of college. She was two years behind me and she was still in the eleventh grade when I went off to State. We planned to marry when I got my degree, but just before the end of my freshman year at State her parents up and moved and I never heard from Alice again until a year ago. I did an equipment installation at Monson Industries and Alice was working there. We had a tearful reunion and I found out that I had gotten Alice pregnant and her parents had moved so they wouldn't be shamed in front of their friends and neighbors.
"Her parents pretty much controlled her and prevented her getting in touch with me. She had a baby boy and against her parents wishes she named him after me. When she finally was able to break away from her parents I'd moved and changed schools and with my parents dead she couldn't find anyone who could point her in the right direction to find me. It turns out that she had never forgotten me and was still in love with me. I discovered that I was still in love with her. I loved her, but I also loved you and I wasn't going to leave you. Alice knew that and all we were going to be was very good friends, but that didn't last long and for the last six months Alice and I have been having an affair.
It got started because I spent a lot of time visiting her to see my son and one thing led to another and we ended up in bed. What it boils down to is that even though Chad and Jerry lied to you I have been cheating on you so I can't hold it against you that you decided to get even with me. I don't know that anything would have changed if you hadn't gone on the warpath against Chad and Jerry. So where we are now is at a place where I guess that it is all up to you.
"My affair with Alice was never going to split us up. I love you and Alice both, but I had no intention of leaving you for Alice and she understands that. Because of what I've done I can't hold what you have done against you. I'm still your husband for as long as you will have me. The question now is what are your feelings on it?"
I was silent for a while as I thought about what I'd just learned and then I said:
"Obviously you are going to continue seeing Alice because of your son, but are you going to keep sleeping with her?"
"I want to, but if I do I'm going to want to be fair about it. How would you feel about having a 'friend with benefits relationship' with someone? If I see Alice a couple of times a week you could see your FWB a couple of times a week. Could you live with that? After all, you did hook up with Chad, Jerry and the others to get and stay even. Can we keep things going that way?"
"I suppose we could." I turned to Alice and asked, "What are your feelings on it?"
"To be perfectly honest I wish you weren't in the picture so I could have Frank all to myself from now on, but I'm smart enough to accept the reality that it isn't going to happen. That said I still want as much of him as I can get so I'm willing to go along with anything that will give me that."
I looked at Frank and I could see that he was really hoping that I'd go along with his proposal and I thought that it would be as good a time as any to drop the bomb on him.
"I don't know if this will complicate things, but I'm pregnant. If you don't mind your pregnant wife having sex with another man I guess I can go along with it."
A whole flood of emotions flashed across Frank's face and I was praying that one of them wasn't the question "Is it mine?" He jumped up from his chair, came over and pulled me out of mine and hugged me.
"Oh God, I can't believe it. I'm going to be a daddy. I mean I already am a daddy, but now I'm going to be a daddy and be able to watch the child grow up. Oh God, I don't know what to say."
I glanced over at Alice and saw the sadness on her face as she realized that any chance to get Frank all to herself was gone. Believe it or not I sympathized with her and I said:
"Even if you decide that you don't want your pregnant wife screwing other men I won't cut you off from Alice."
She beamed and she got up and came over and hugged me. The three of us stood there in a group hug until Frank pulled back and took out his cell phone. He punched in a number and when the call was answered he simply said, "We're good to go" and he disconnected and put his phone away. Two minutes later the front door bell rang and Frank said, "That's for you. I went to the front door, opened it to find Jack standing there. Frank and Alice walked up behind me and Frank said:
"I'm going to run Alice home and it might take me awhile so why don't you two spend the time talking or whatever. I'll see you later" and then he and Alice walked out of the house. I stood there staring at Jack and he said:
"May I come in?"
That broke the spell and I stepped aside to let him enter.
"What...how...why..." I sputtered and Jack laughed and said, "Later. Right now I have this overwhelming urge to get naked and bounce on a bed."
"Follow me" I said as I headed for the bedroom shedding clothes on the way. I was naked by the time I reached the bed and so was Jack. He ate my pussy until I pushed him away and spun around so we could go sixty-nine for a while and then he fucked the hell out of me. After we had both cum and were lying there recharging our batteries for another go around I said:
"Okay give. What is going on here? Obviously Frank knows about you – us – so what's the deal?"
"Well, just like guilt made me confess to you it also made me confess to Frank. I hadn't intended to, but after leaving you last week I thought and thought about it and it ate at me. First thing Monday I passed your messages to Mike, Stan and Gloria and then on Tuesday guilt finally drove me to go see Frank. I went into his office and locked the door behind me. I told him the whole story and then I waited for him to come over his desk at me and stomp my ass. He surprised me. He just sat there silently and then told me that you had confessed everything to him the night before, but that you had left my name out of it. Then he did something strange. He smiled at me and said:
"So you are the 'them' she wouldn't tell me about."
He told me to go on back to work and then at two he called me into his office and told me about his old girlfriend and his son. He told me that because of the boy he couldn't walk away from the girlfriend and that he was finally going to have to tell you about them. Then he asked me if I would be willing to help if you still wanted to follow your policy of getting even and staying even. I'm not a fool so I said yes and here we are."
"Yes we are" I said as I was stroking him back to hardness, "And it looks like you are ready to help me again."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next six months Frank saw Alice a couple of times a week and I spent an equal amount of time with Jack. We even double dated a half dozen times with Frank going off with Alice and me going off with Jack when the evening ended.
Frank brought his son home with him to meet me and I seemed to connect with the boy. He was a well adjusted kid. When he was old enough to understand Alice had explained his parenthood to him and made sure that he understood that his fatherless condition wasn't the fault of his father so that when Frank did come on the scene there was no bitterness. Frank junior started spending time with us and soon it was like he was my adopted son.
Then one weekend after I had my baby (a boy and thank God he looked nothing at all like Chad) Frank had a barbecue. Both Alice and Jack were there and they spent some time talking with each other. Not long after that Alice stopped seeing Frank and Jack stopped visiting me.
Too soon to tell what is going to happen where Alice and Jack are concerned, but Frank and I have survived and are going strong. Something that I wouldn't have believed possible when I left a beaten and bloody Jerry on our bed for Frank to find.
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I came into the bar and when my eyes adjusted to the light I looked toward the table in the back corner and saw what I expected to see. She was there with seven of her co-workers. Not counting her there were three females and four males. She had always maintained that there was no dating going on in the group and that all they were were co-workers stopping for a few drinks after work, but I knew better. I'd seen too many of them leave in pairs for me to believe that story and after seeing it too many times I wasn't ready to believe that she wasn't doing the same thing.
I headed over and took a seat at the bar with my back to the table, but I was able to see them in the mirror behind the bar. Melody came up and set a Pabst Blue Ribbon down in front of me as she said:
"Back to do it again I see."
"Yep."
"I'll never understand why."
"Of course you do. Joe doesn't make me pay for my drinks and doing it keeps me off the streets and out of trouble."
"You probably already noticed that she's here."
"Yep. I saw here back there with her group."
"Why does she keep coming in?"
"Her sister says that she does it so that when I see her I'll be reminded of what I'm missing by not going back home to her. What she apparently doesn't realize is that every time I see her with that group I'm reminded of why I'm no longer with her."
Just then, Joe Lambert, the owner of the Landing Strip Lounge, stepped up on the platform that the bands used on Fridays and Saturdays and spoke into the microphone.
"Good evening ladies and gentlemen and welcome to open mike night at The Strip. It is good to see such a large turnout for our would be stars so without further ado I'll turn the microphone over to our home grown master of ceremonies Bobby Denton."
I took the stage and Joe handed me the mike. "Good evening and welcome to what I expect to be a good night here at The Strip. We have some pretty good talent here for you tonight and as always anyone who wants to give it a try only needs to walk up and tell me and we will give you your shot.
"For those of you who are new to this the way it works is that Joe picks a topic and our performers take Joe's topic and ad-lib their performances. Tonight's topic is President Obama's health care plan. Our performers are allowed to go off topic, but only if they have a blond joke to tell and tradition has it that I start off the show with a blond joke in honor of my wife who is blond and who detests blond jokes.
"There was this blond who married a Catholic. On their honeymoon the blond bride slipped into a sexy nightie and, with great anticipation, crawled into bed only to find that her new Catholic husband had settled down on the couch. When she asked him why he was apparently not going to make love to her he replied:
"It's Lent."
"In tears she sobbed. "Well that is the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard. Who did you lend it to and for how long?"
As I finished the joke I looked at the table where Bree was sitting and the look on her face made me smile.
"Having touched on Catholics I'll bring up one Catholic's alternative to Obama's health care plan. A man suffered a serious heart attack while shopping in a store. The store clerks called 911 when they saw him collapse on the floor. The paramedics rushed the man to the nearest hospital where he had emergency open heart bypass surgery.
He awakened from the surgery to find himself in the care of the nuns at the Catholic hospital he had been taken to. A nun was seated at his bedside holding a pen and a clipboard with several forms on it. She asked him how he was going to pay for his treatment.
"Do you have insurance?" she asked.
The man relied in a raspy voice, "Ain't got no health insurance."
The nun asked, "Do you have money in the bank?"
The man replied, "Ain't got no money in the bank."
"Do you have a relative who can help you with the payments?" asked the irritated nun.
The man said, "I only have a spinster sister and she is a nun."
The nun became agitated and loudly announced, "Nuns are not spinsters! Nuns are married to God!"
The man replied, "Perfect. Send the bill to my brother in law."
When the laughter died down I said, "Thank you and now for our first performer of the night. Bud Philbrick is an auto mechanic by day and he spends a lot of his day tuning up cars. Tonight he is going to try to tune you up. Let's give a big welcome to Bud."
I passed the mike to Bud and went back to my seat at the bar. Melody set a fresh PBR in front of me and asked:
"Why do you do that?"
"Do what?"
"Do the blond joke thing when you know how she feels about it?"
"Maybe I'm hoping that it will make her get up and leave. Get up and go back to the Top Hat. The only reason that she and her group left there to come here is because I'm here."
"Did you ever stop to think that maybe she is here because she is hoping that you will talk to her and she can talk you into coming home?"
"I'm sure that is one of the reasons she is here, but it isn't going to happen."
"Why not? Haven't you ever stopped to think that maybe you were wrong?"
"Nope. Not even for a second."
My mind flashed back to the night two months ago when my six year marriage to Breanna came crashing down. I bowled in a men's house league every Thursday night and Bree used that night to stop for drinks with the people she worked with. I usually had a beer or two with the guys when we finished and then I headed for home usually getting there around eleven-thirty. Bree was normally in bed and already sleeping when I got there. That had been the schedule for the past three years with only short breaks between the fall/winter leagues and the summer leagues.
Two months ago when I showed up at the bowling alley the parking lot was filled with fire trucks and other emergency vehicles. There was a major gas leak in the building and there wasn't going to be any bowling that night. I decided to go over o the Top Hat Lounge which is where Breanna and her group stopped after work. The first thing I saw when I walked into the Hat was Breanna on the dance floor. The guy she was dancing with, Frank Miller, had both of his hands on her ass and she had her arms around his neck and her body pressed tightly into him as they swayed to the music.
I was pissed, but I'm the kind of guy who doesn't lose it when upset and I decided that I needed to see what I could find out. Breanna's back was too me and Frank was looking down into her face. A glance over at the table where her friends were sitting showed that no one was looking my way. I took a quick look around and saw that a corner of the bar was in a dark area so I went over and took a seat at the bar. I ordered a Pabst Blue Ribbon and then sat there and watched.
The number ended and Bree and Frank kissed. Not a quick peck, but a hot kiss on the lips and then they walked back to their table hand in hand. They sat down and Frank put his arm around her and she leaned into him. They talked for a bit with the others at the table, kissed a couple of times and then a fast song played and they got up to dance. They did some 'dirty dancing' and at one point Frank was behind Breanna grinding his body into her and she was laughing and pushing her ass back at him. The tune ended and they went back to the table.
More talk and a couple more kisses and then Marge Holbrook got up to dance with Vern Lacaro. They had been sitting opposite Bree and Frank so when they got up I could see under the table and what I saw was Bree with her legs spread wide and Frank's hand up her skirt. Bree's hand was in Frank's lap and was moving in a manner that suggested she was stroking his cock.
A slow dance started playing and they got up and moved out onto the floor. It was a repeat of what I'd seen when I came in. I took the time to check out the goings on at the table. Marge and Vern were doing the same things that Bree and Frank were doing as were Nancy Neubert and Bill Jason. Sally Meyers might as well have been fucking the guy that she was out on the dance floor with and the thing that got me was that Marge, Nancy and Sally were all married and not to anyone who was there that night.
Around eight I saw Marge and Vern leave hand in hand and ten minutes later Sally and her guy left. If I was right, and I was sure that I was, it was motel or backseat time so they could get it done and still get home to their husbands on time. Next to leave were Nancy and Bill and that told me that Bree and Frank wouldn't be far behind. Bree got up to use the bathroom and Frank was talking to the cocktail waitress so I took the opportunity to get up and leave. I got outside just in time to see Nancy and Bill climb into the back seat of a car.
I got in my car and sat and watched the door. At eight-fifteen Bree and Frank came out, got in a car and drove off the lot. I debated following them, but decided not to. I'd already seen enough. I drove over to the Strip and had a couple of brews while I thought about how I wanted to handle things. After kicking half a dozen ideas around, including a couple that could see me jailed; I decided that the simplest thing to do was to just walk away. To hell with a divorce. I wasn't going to waste good money on a lawyer. If Bree wanted a divorce she could be the one to bring it and pay for it.
I left the strip and drove home and parked at the end of the street and waited. At ten-thirty, two full hours after she had driven away from the Hat with Frank, Bree pulled into the drive and then into the garage. I wasn't a rocket scientist, but I'm pretty sure that I knew what took place during those two hours. I waited until the garage door closed and then I went back to the Strip to kill time until my normal coming home time.
Bree was asleep or pretending to be when I slipped into the bed. Not that it mattered because if she was awake I wouldn't have touched her anyway. Sloppy seconds wasn't one of my things. Even if she had stopped somewhere and cleaned herself it still would have been seconds. Maybe not sloppy, but seconds just the same.
My thoughts were interrupted by applause and I saw that Bud had finished. I got up and went to the stage and got the microphone back.
"Thanks Bud. If these great folks are any judge you have a future as a stand-up comic. And now, direct from daily appearances at the King Soopers on Clairmont we have Eddie Foxton. Put your hands together a give a big Landing Strip welcome to Eddie."
I passed Eddie the mike and went back to my seat at the bar. In the mirror I saw Bree start to stand up, but Sally pulled her back down. I'm not the world's best lip reader, but it looked like Sally said:
"Now isn't the time. Wait until later."
My mind went back to 'the night.' I slipped into bed next to Bree, but made no attempt to snuggle up like I normally did. Surprisingly enough I had no trouble falling asleep.
Bree didn't need to be to work until nine, but I needed to be to work by seven so I was up and gone before Bree woke up. When I got to work I told my boss that I'd caught my wife slipping around on me and that I was going to have to take part of the day off to handle some things. He told me to take as much time as I needed and I left work and headed for home. I stopped at a U-Haul place and rented a trailer and in three hours I had everything that I wanted out of the house. I found a storage unit that was reasonably priced and unloaded the car and trailer into it and then returned the trailer.
I found a motel that was close to work and checked in. I figured I could find an apartment during the week. I hit the bank and took all the money out of savings and half of the money in checking and then, paying the penalty, I cashed in the five certificates of deposit. I took the money and drove over to a bank close to work and opened a new checking account and put all the money in it.
I went home and sitting at the kitchen table I called and cancelled all of our joint credit cards and got the payoff numbers and using the money in my new checking account I paid them all off. I ended up with more – much more – in my new checking account than I left her in our old joint one, but I figured that since she was responsible for my leaving she could help pay for my moving into an apartment. I called the phone and utility companies and had my name removed from the accounts and then I opened a beer and waited for Bree to get home.
While waiting I opened the daily paper and started looking for an apartment. I circled several likely ones and by then Bree was home. She came over to kiss me and I turned my face away from her. She gave me a funny look, but before she could say anything I said:
"I don't need you kissing me with a mouth that has probably just sucked some other guy's dick."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"I received an interesting phone call at work this morning. I was brought up to date on what you and Frank Miller have been doing on your Thursday nights. I didn't like what I heard so I'm out of here. You wanted this house so you can be the one to pay for it. I'm not paying for a divorce so if you want one so you can be with Frank or whomever you can be the one to pay for it. The lights, phone and gas are in your name now so if you want them to stay on you had better make sure that you pay the bills."
I stood up, said, "It's been nice; most of it anyway, but I hope I don't see you around" and as I headed for the door Bree was crying:
"We have to talk Bobby; you can't just walk out."
"Oh yes I can Bree" I said as I closed the front door behind me.
My thoughts were interrupted by a chorus of boos and catcalls and I hurried to the stage and took the microphone as Eddie fled.
"Come on folks; you have more class than that. If you don't care for the performer don't laugh or applaud, but it takes guts to get up here and let it all hang out so let's not be too hard. Got to give them something for effort. To warm you up for our next performer I want to share this with you. It isn't on topic, but I'm the master of ceremonies so I get to have some license. A young engineer was leaving the office at five forty-five when he found the CEO standing in front of the shredder with a piece of paper in his hand.
"Listen" said the CEO, "This is a very sensitive and important document and my secretary isn't here. Can you make this thing work?"
"Certainly" said the young engineer. He turned on the machine, inserted the paper and pushed the start button.
"Excellent, excellent!" said the CEO as the paper disappeared inside the machine. "I just need one copy."
Lesson: Never, never ever assume that your boss knows what he is doing."
I got a big laugh out of that and then said, "The next man to climb into the meat grinder is no man at all. Put your hands together for Joyce Campbell who comes to us after a hard day of chasing four little ones around the house. Take it away Joyce" and I handed her the mike and left the stage.
I saw Bree start to get up and head me off on my way to my seat at the bar, but Marge grabbed her arm and pulled her back into her seat. I wondered why a couple of unfaithful sluts like Marge and Sally were trying to stop Bree from talking to me. Not that I wasn't thankful since I didn't want to talk to Bree anyway.
I remembered the last time we talked. It was just a little over two weeks ago. She had called me a dozen times a day during the first three weeks after I walked out, but I didn't take any of her calls. She decided to try a more direct approach. I got off work one night and found her sitting on the hood of my car. I walked up to her and said:
"What the fuck are you doing here Breanna?"
"We need to talk Bobby. I need to know why you left me."
"I told you why Bree. It was because of you and your lover."
"What the hell are you talking about Bobby? I don't have a lover."
"Lover, fuck buddy, friend with benefits, I don't care what you want to call Frank Miller, but your fucking him is what sent me out the door."
"I am not having sex with Frank. I have never had sex with anyone but you. Where in the hell did you get that idea?"
"Someone I trust with my life gave me a call and filled me in."
I told her everything I'd seen, but attributed it to my anonymous friend. "He didn't follow you when you left in Frank's car, but given what he had just seen there was no doubt that you were going to a motel or to find a more private place to park. I don't even care about where you fucked him. Just what you did with him in the bar was more than enough for me."
"Damn it Bobby; I didn't do any of those things. I can't believe you would take the word of some asshole over mine. I love you Bobby and I have since the day we met. You have to know me better. You have to know that I wouldn't do anything that would cost me you."
"You didn't think that what you were doing would cost you me because you never figured on getting caught. But you did get caught. If my information had come from anyone else I might have taken it with a grain of salt although I probably would have put a private detective on you to check you out. But like I said earlier; I'd trust the person I got the information from with my life. If he tells me something I can take it to the bank.
"He also told me about Marge and Vern. Does Marge's husband know she is fucking Vern? Like do they have one of those open marriages? How about Sally's hubby? Does he know she leaves the bar with guys? Does Nancy's husband know about Bill? My friend saw Nancy and Bill on the back seat of Bill's car. Fine group of people you hang with Bree. My friend was only in the Top Hat one night so he couldn't tell me about other nights. Like maybe Frank was just your guy for that night. Maybe on other nights your guy was Vern or Bill or some random pick up. Doesn't matter Breanna. We are done. Now get off the hood of the car or I'm going to drive off with you as a hood ornament."
I unlocked the car, got in and started it as Breanna cried, "He lied to you Bobby. I don't know who he is but he lied to you. I never did any of those things. I love you Bobby; I swear to God I love you. Come home to me Bobby; please come home to me. I need you Bobby; I need you."
I put the car in gear and started to move and Bree slid off the hood and then stood there crying as I drove away.
Up on the stage Joyce was rocking. She had the audience roaring with laughter and every time she tried to finish they called for more, but I had two more hopefuls to give a shot to. I walked up on the stage and took the mike from Joyce and said:
"I know you want more of the marvelous Joyce, but she has a babysitter who has school tomorrow so she needs to hurry home. If you give her a big enough hand maybe she will come back next week."
That got Joyce a standing ovation and I looked at her and she nodded a yes. "You did it people. She says she will be back next week. While our next performer is getting his thoughts in order I'll share this one with you.
"This blond was cleaning out the trunk of her car preparing for a trip and her new boyfriend was helping her. Inside her trunk he noticed a bag labeled "Emergency Repair Kit" and looking at it closer he noticed that it contained a stick of dynamite. Thinking that was a bit strange he asked her what the dynamite was for. She looked at him like he was crazy and said;
"It is part of my emergency repair kit."
The boyfriend said, "I can see that, but why?"
"In case I have a flat and need to blow up the tire."
I glanced over and saw the look on Bree's face as the laughter rang out. Kind of made the night worthwhile.
"Next up for your entertainment we have Jerry Oskham. Tonight's topic is a fitting one for Jerry as he is a pre-med student at Hoskins. Let's have a big welcome for Jerry."
I handed the mike off to Jerry and walked over and took my seat at the bar. Instead of looking in the mirror I swiveled around on my stool so I could check out the crowd. As I looked out over the patrons Melody came up behind me.



"You know she hasn't taken her eyes off of you since you got here. I think there is something there Bobby. It might be to your benefit to give her a chance. After all, you really don't know for sure that she did anything. Hit her with all of it and see where it goes. You don't have anything to lose."
"After what I saw? I don't think so."
"What you saw could have been no more than drunken flirting that got a little out of hand. Maybe it was the first time. Maybe it had never happened before. Maybe she has a legitimate excuse for what happened after she left the Top Hat. You need to put an end to it Bobby. Get the confrontation out of the way and get it settled one way or the other."
I turned and looked at Melody. Breanna and Melody had gone to school together, but even though they hadn't run with the same crowd they still talked from time to time. Melody knew my story. After I walked out on Bree I spent a lot of my evenings at the Strip and one night after a few too many beers Melody had asked me why I was so down and I was just wasted enough to tell her the whole story.
"She got to you?"
"She has talked to me a time or two. Enough to convince me that she does love you. I haven't told her what you told me, but I think it would do the both of you a world of good to sit down and have it out."
I shrugged and turned back to survey the crowd. It was Breanna who was responsible for my being at the bar doing what I was doing. I'd known Joe for over twenty years and one day I was sitting at the bar trying to bury my sorrows with alcohol Joe sat down next to me. He had already heard my sad story so he occasionally sat down with me and tried to pull me out of my funk by getting me to talk about other subjects. After some general talk about my parents who had introduced me to Joe he started talking about finding ways to build up business during the week.
"I do great on Friday and Saturday when the band is here, but things are slower than I like during the week."
The previous weekend I had gone to the Comedy Works to see one of my favorite comics perform and I'd had a good time so I said:
"Why not have an open mike night during the week. Say maybe midweek on a Wednesday. A local talent show. Any one who wants to give it a try can get up and do it. It won't cost you anything since they will be doing it for free. Plus they will tell all their friends and relatives they are going to do it and some of those friends and relatives will come to see and they will buy drinks while they are here. If the idea catches on the word will go out and other drinkers will come in to get the free entertainment with their booze."
And so open mike night at the Landing Strip was born. Joe asked me to run it and I told him that I would, but that my price was going to be high. He asked what it was and I said:
"I drink for free from now on."
He smiled, said "Done!" We shook hands on it and there I was.
Joyce had wound the crowd up and it carried over to Jerry. He didn't have that edge that Joyce had, but he was pretty good. He reached the end of his monolog, thanked the crowd and handed me the mike when I got up on the stage.
"Thanks Jerry. I'm sure that when you complete your education and start taking care of patients that you will keep them in stitches."
I got a loud groan from the crowd at the pun. Last on the schedule is Gene Ellsworth. Gene is a landscaper by day and he hopes to be able to dig up a few laughs here tonight."
That got me another bad pun groan from the crowd and I said, "Cut me a break people. I'm up here doing this for free."
"And we are getting our money's worth" a voice cried out from the back and he got a laugh from the crowd.
"Okay, okay. You get the mike after Gene" and that got me a laugh as I handed off the microphone.
I saw Breanna watch me walk all the way back to my barstool and I gave some thought to what Melody had said. We did need to put an end to it. Maybe if we talked Bree would finally understand that it was over between us. That would put a stop to the "I love you" notes under my windshield wipers every morning and the mushy "I love you" cards that were in my mail box when I got home every night. Maybe I could even start getting a decent nights sleep. I was still deep in thought when melody nudged me and I saw that Gene was done.
I took the stage, thanked Gene for his efforts and then said, "Okay people. Now is the time. Anyone want to step up here and give it a shot?"
No one took me up on the offer so I said, "Next weeks topic is the possible government shut down because of the budget crisis. Good or bad? For my part the good would be if they shut down. The bad would be if they started back up." That got me a good laugh and I said, "And while on the subject of the economy I want to tell you about my twelve year old niece's solution. She has written a letter to the president that she is going to send him sometime this week. It says:
"Dear Mr. President,
Please find below my suggestion for fixing America's economy. Instead of giving billions of dollars to big companies that will squander the money on lavish parties and unearned bonuses, use the following plan. You can call it the Patriotic Retirement Plan.
There are about 40 million people over fifty in the work force. Pay them one million apiece severance if they will retire with the following stipulations:
1. They must retire. Forty million job openings – Unemployment fixed.
2. They must buy a new American made car. Forty million cars ordered – Auto industry fixed.
3. They must either buy a house or pay off their mortgage – Housing crisis fixed.
It can't get any easier than that. Forty million – not billion – and things are fixed.
P.S. If more money is needed have all members of congress pay their taxes. While you are at it make Congress retire on Social Security and Medicare and see how fast those programs get fixed.
"Now I ask you. If a twelve year old can come up with an idea to fix things in Washington, why can't a bunch of adults do it?"
Someone started chanting, "A twelve year old for president" and the crowd took it up and after a minute I waved them silent.
"Now for my trade mark finish. A blond teenager, wanting to earn some extra money for the summer, decided to hire herself out as a 'handy woman' and started canvassing a nearby well-to-do neighborhood. She went to the front door of the first house and asked the owner if he had any odd jobs she could do.
"Well, I guess I could use somebody to paint my porch" he said. "How much would you charge me?"
Delighted, the girl quickly responded. "How about fifty dollars?"
The man agreed and told her the paint, brushes and anything else she would need was in the garage. The man's wife, hearing the conversation, said to her husband:
"Does she realize that the porch goes ALL the way around the house?"
He responded, "That's a bit cynical, isn't it?"
The wife replied, "You're right. I guess I'm starting to believe all those dumb blond jokes you have been getting in your e-mail lately."
Later that day the blond came to the door to collect her money.
"Done already?" the startled husband asked.
"Yes" the blond replied, "and I even had paint left over so I gave it a second coat."
Impressed, the man reached in his pocket for the fifty dollars and added a ten dollar tip.
"Thanks" the blond said and then added, "By the way, it's not a Porsche, it's a Lexus."
When the laughter died down the place started clearing out until there were only about twenty customers. Eight of them were sitting at Breanna's table. They were talking and a couple of them kept glancing over at me. Finally the group started breaking up and I noticed that they all left separately. Bree must have told them about my knowing that they left the Hat as couples.
Soon the only one left at the table was Breanna. I took my seat at the bar to finish the beer I had sitting there after which I would head home to my apartment. In the mirror I saw Bree get up and hesitatingly move toward me. As I watched her come I debated getting up and leaving before she got to me and then I thought about what Melody had said and I decided that she had a point. I should lay it all out on the table and get it over with. I didn't turn toward her when she took the stool next to me. When she said:
"Hi Bobby."
I turned to face her and acknowledged her presence with a simple "Breanna."
"Are you ever going to talk to me Bobby?"
"I honestly don't know what we have to talk about Breanna. I can not accept what you were doing."
"I keep telling you Bobby; I didn't do any of that. I don't know why your friend lied to you, but I have never cheated on you. I couldn't Bobby; I love you too much."
"It is no good lying to me Breanna. I didn't get the information from a friend. I was there that night. I didn't go bowling. I went to the Top Hat to join you and your friends. What I told you that a friend told me was what I saw myself. Me Bree. My own two eyes. I didn't follow you when you left the bar at eight-fifteen because, quite frankly, by then I was disgusted with you, but I was parked at the end of the block watching when you drove into the garage at ten-thirty. Where did you and Miller spend those two hours between when I saw you drive away from the Top Hat and when you got home? You wanted to talk Breanna, so go ahead. Explain it all to me."
Her face lost all of it's color as she said, "You saw it? Oh my God. I'm so sorry Bobby, but it wasn't what it looked like."
"What was it then Bree?"
"It was flirting Bobby. Just some flirting. A little strong maybe, but only flirting. I was trying to get on the good side of Frank and I went a little overboard."
"Why were you trying to get on Frank's good side?"
"Angela Coombs quit and I wanted her job. Frank has the final say on who gets it. If I could have gotten the position it would have meant a five thousand dollar a year raise and a company car. Frank intimated that the job could be mine if I was a little nicer to him. I knew what he meant by "being a little nicer" but I swear I never would have done it Bobby. I thought I could lead him on until I got the job and then once I had it there wasn't anything he could have done about it."
"I saw his hand up under your skirt Breanna. I saw you had your legs spread wide to let him get his hand up to your cunt."
"But he didn't get there Bobby. Something must have blocked your view when it happened, but when he was only a couple of inches away I clamped my legs together to keep him away."
"What about your hand in his lap? It sure looked like you were jacking him off to me."
She looked away and then back at me. "I didn't jack him off, but I did rub it through his pants."
"Even if I buy that Breanna how do you explain the two hours you spent with him after you drove out of the Top Hat parking lot?"
"We drove over to the Denny's on Fourth and Terry to talk because we didn't want any more alcohol since the next day was a work day."
"That took two hours?"
She looked down and was silent for a bit and then she said, "When we drove back to get my car we sat in his car and made out for a while. But I didn't let him have me Bobby; I swear to God I didn't let him have me."
"I'm having a hard time believing it Bree. You hang out with a bunch of cheating sluts and I'm supposed to believe that you aren't doing what they do, especially after seeing what I saw?"
"Marge doesn't cheat. She and Ralph have what they call an 'open marriage' and Sally doesn't consider what she is doing as cheating. She caught Tom with his secretary and she says all she is doing is getting even."
"What's Nancy's excuse?"
Breanna shrugged and said, "She saw the others doing it so she wanted to try it. She said that she found it exciting to cheat. She says her husband gets the benefit because her cheating fires her up and she goes home and takes it out on him."
"And I suppose that when she tells you that it makes you wonder if maybe you should try it."
She couldn't meet my eyes as she said, "I did think on it. I thought maybe I should try it once just to see what it would be like, but I just couldn't ever bring myself to do it. Nancy said it wouldn't hurt me to do it once and that you would never know, but I just couldn't. I have danced with some guys when we stopped and I have been felt up and propositioned, but I never did anything except what I did with Frank and I only did that so I could get Angela's job. I swear to God Bobby I have never cheated on you. I need you Bobby. Please come home Bobby, please."
"I don't know that I can Bree. I don't know if I can believe you or not. After what I saw I have way too many doubts. Even after I confronted you and let you see how I felt about the adulterous group you work with you still hang with them. Knowing what they are doing and seeing what you did I have serious doubts."
"I'll quit stopping with them Bobby. I'll quit my job altogether if it will get you back to me."
"You would quit a job that you wanted so badly that you did what you did with Frank?"
"I didn't get the job. I wouldn't do what Frank wanted. I guess Becky Adams did though because she got the job."
"But you still go out drinking with him?"
"I'm with the group from work and he stops with the rest of us."
"I'm sorry Bree, but it just doesn't ring right with me. The guy who said cheat on your husband with me and I'll give you a promotion and the woman who keeps telling you that cheating is sexually exciting – enough that she has you thinking about it – and you still hang with them? You still hang with them even though I made my opinion of them clear as day when I walked out on you?"
"They are my friends Bobby. They are all I had when you walked out on me and they aren't all bad. Marge told me to do whatever I had to do to get you back even if it meant not stopping with them anymore. I mean it Bobby. I'll quit the job tomorrow if you will just come home."
I was silent for a bit and then said, "I'll think some on it Breanna. Maybe give you a call Friday after I get off work."
I saw tears forming in her eyes as I got off my stool and headed for my apartment.
++++++++++++++++++++
I thought a lot about what Breanna told me and even though I had doubts I wanted to believe her. I'd dated a lot of girls and had been involved in several intense relationships before meeting Bree and I never felt with any of them the way I felt with Bree. I did love her and I did miss being with her, but I had a thing where infidelity was concerned. I despised anyone who did it. I had lived though it with my mom and dad and I knew first hand the hurt it brings to the injured party and the others in the family. I thought that I had made my feelings on the subject perfectly clear to Bree before we got married, but by her own admission she had considered it after hearing Nancy talk about how exciting it was.
Even if she hadn't been truly unfaithful – though some might think what she had admitted to was being unfaithful enough – the thought was still in her mind. But would it always stay there or would what she had been going through since I walked have driven it away? There was no way of really knowing.
By the time I got off work Friday I had an idea of what I was going to do. I called Bree at work and told her to meet me at the Strip when she got off work.
I was sitting in a booth when she got there. I'd already stopped at the bar and given Melody our drink order and as soon as Bree sat down Melody brought our drinks over to us. Bree looked at me hopefully when she slid onto the seat across from me. I looked at her for a few seconds and then I said:
"I'm not happy with what you have been doing Breanna. I'm not happy at all, but I'm willing to overlook it for now."
"Oh thank you Bobby, thank you."
"I'm not done yet Breanna. I have my doubts, but I'm going to give you a chance to lay some of them to rest."
"I'll do anything Bobby; anything at all."
"There are three things you have to do. First is that you will file a sexual harassment complaint against Miller and when you file it you will spell out in detail what Miller said and did. You will also say that the reason Becky got the job was because she apparently did what you refused to do."
"But it will just be a 'he said, she said' thing as far as the company is concerned."
"So what? It will go in his file and you never know what might happen. They may talk to Becky and scare her into ratting Miller out and he might even have done it before and already have something in his file."
"But companies don't like whistle blowers. They may let me go for some reason or other."
"What does it matter? You said you were willing to quit if I would come back to you. Quit or being let go, what's the difference? The second thing you have to do is call Marge's husband and tell him that Marge told you all about the open marriage thing and you think you want to try it. Ask him if he has any hints on how best to approach me on it. If they do have an open marriage he will be cool with it. If Marge is lying he will know that she is cheating on him.
"The third thing you will do is call Sally's husband and Nancy's husband and tell them what their wives are doing on your nights after work. You know my feelings on infidelity Breanna. You do those three things and I'll come home."
"Why don't you call Sally's and Nancy's husbands? That way if I do hang onto my job I can still work with them and they won't hate me."
"The reason you have to do those three things is because it is your punishment for what you did with Miller behind my back. There is no give here as far as I'm concerned. You do it and I come back home. You don't do it and I don't come back home."
+++++++++++++++++
"Good evening ladies and gentleman and welcome to open mike night at the Landing Strip. We have five hopefuls for you entertainment tonight and one back due to popular demand and yes, for those of you who were here last week and remember, Joyce will wow you again.
"Tonight's topic is the possible government shut down due to the budget battle going on in Washington. Those of you who were here last week know my position on it. There is both good and bad. The good would be if the government shut down and the bad would be if they started it back up.
"While on the subject of government I got this story from Ben Rogers who owns the Rocking Horse ranch east of here. A DEA officer stopped by and talked with him. He told Ben that he needed to inspect the ranch for illegally grown drugs and Ben said:
"Okay, but don't go in that field over there..." as he pointed out the location.
The DEA officer verbally exploded saying, "Mister, I have the authority of the Federal Government behind me!" Reaching into his pocket he pulled out his badge and proudly displayed it to Ben. "See this badge? This badge means that I am allowed to go wherever I wish...on any land. No questions asked and no answers given. Have I made myself clear?"
Ben just nodded and then went about his chores. A short time later Ben heard loud screams coming from the field he had told the DEA agent not to go into. He looked over that way and saw the agent running for his life as he was being chased by Ben's big Santa Gertrudis bull. With every step the bull was gaining ground and it seemed likely enough that the agent was going to be gored before he could reach safety. The agent was clearly terrified. Ben threw down his tools and ran over to the fence and yelled at the top of his lungs:
"Your badge, show him your badge!"
I got a good laugh out of it and when it died down I said, "Tonight will see a change in the festivities. It has been tradition for me to start the show by hitting the crowd with a blond joke before turning the mike over to the first performer, but my wife, who is blond by the way, has finally managed to get me to give that part of the night up."



I looked to the back of the room where Bree sat with Marge, Sally, Nancy and the rest of her usual group minus Frank Miller and saw Bree giving me a big smile.
So since blond jokes are out any redheads here tonight? No? Okay then:
"There was this redhead who called her neighbor and asked him to please come over.
"I have a killer jigsaw puzzle and I can't figure out how to get started."
Her neighbor asked, "What's it supposed to be when it is finished?"
"According to the picture on the box it is a rooster."
The neighbor decides to go help her with the puzzle. She lets him in and shows him where she has the puzzle spread out on the table. He studies the pieces for a moment, then looks at the box, then turns to her and says: "First of all, no matter what we do, were not going to be able to assemble these pieces into anything even remotely resembling a rooster. Why don't we go out on the porch, sit in the swing and enjoy the sunset. Then we can come back in here and put the corn flakes back in the box."
When the laughter died down I said, "And now to start us off I'm handing the mike to Josh Barnum who comes to us directly from Andy's Automotive where he appears from eight to five every Monday through Friday."
I passed the mike to Josh and instead of taking my usual seat at the bar I joined Bree and her group. I saw smiles and not hostility when I sat down which I thought was a bit strange since Bree had done what I'd told her she had to do. She did go into work and file sexual harassment charges against Miller and it turned out that he did indeed have things in his file from other female employees. He had gotten away with it before because the Human Resources manager had been his cousin and his cousin had managed to bury it. But Cousin Ralph wasn't there any more and his replacement was a 'brook no nonsense' woman who immediately called Becky into the office. Becky tearfully confessed and two hours later Frank was looking for a new job.
Becky was allowed to keep the job, but was informed that she was on sixty days probation and was going to be closely watched to make sure she could really do the job. Bree was transferred to a different department and was assured that coming forward wouldn't affect her job or chances for promotion.
Then Bree made a pretty gutsy move or at least I thought it was. She had a sit down with Marge, Sally and Nancy and spelled out what I had demanded of her and then she told them she had to do it in order to save her marriage. The three said they understood and only Nancy was upset over it.
A call to Marge's husband found that he and Marge did indeed have an open marriage and he did give Bree some pointers to use to try and convince me to give open marriage a try. When Bree asked me if I wanted to hear them I laughed at her.
A call to Sally's husband was a waste of time as Sally had gone home after her talk with Bree and had told hubby dear that she knew he was cheating and that she had gotten even with him a couple of times over. Then she asked him where they were going from there and I guess they are trying to work things out.
The call to Nancy's husband got an unexpected response.
"She what? I'll be damned! Thanks for the heads up. I've been wanting to tap my secretary for a year and now I can do it without feeling like a guilty asshole."
I guess that Nancy accepted that as her due and the two of them are still together. Where their marriage is going is anybody's guess, but Nancy does spend a lot of time talking with Marge about the open marriage thing.
The cheers and applause signaled the end of Josh's routine and I leaned over and kissed Bree before getting up and going back to the stage.
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I was just carrying the last of my things into Sarah's bedroom when I heard the garage door opener start to run. I glanced at my watch and saw that it was only ten-thirty and I thought "That sure didn't take long. Only three and a half hours to wreck a marriage that had lasted twenty-three years. Actually, it had taken less than five minutes.
I heard the door from the garage into the utility room open and then close and then I heard her high heels clicking across the tiled kitchen floor and then across the hardwood floor to the stairs. The heels made no noise on the carpeted steps, but I could still hear her coming.
As she made her way to what used to be our bedroom she had to pass the open door to Sarah's room and she noticed the light on and stopped to look in. She saw me putting my socks in the top drawer of the dresser and said:
"What are you doing Rob?"
"Putting my stuff away."
"Putting your stuff away? Why are you putting your stuff in Sarah's dresser?"
"It's my dresser now Beverly. This is my room now. At least it is until I can figure out what I want to do and where I want to move to."
"Move to? Have you lost your mind Rob?"
"No Beverly; that is what you did about four hours ago."
I thought back to almost four hours ago when I'd come home from work to find my Bev in her 'little black dress' and her sexiest high heels. I took in her get up and asked:
"What's up? I don't remember anything about us going somewhere. What did I forget?"
"You didn't forget anything. I'm going out. Your dinner is in the microwave. Just punch in three minutes."
"You are going out? Dressed like that?"
"What's wrong with the way I'm dressed?"
"That's how you dress when you expect that we will end up in bed making whoopee."
"I just wanted to look nice."
"Where are you going that you want to look that nice?"
"I'm just going to have dinner with a friend."
"What friend?"
"You don't know him."
"Him? Him? What the hell is going on here Bev? Why are you going out to dinner with a 'him' looking like that?"
"I didn't dress sexy. I just wanted to look nice."
"Look nice for him? What the fuck is going on here Beverly?"
"It's nothing Rob. One of the guys in the office asked me to have dinner with him and he is a nice guy so I thought it might be fun."
"Let me get this straight. A man you work with -- a man who presumably knows that you are married -- asked you to go out with him and you said yes? And you put on one of your sexiest outfits to wear when you go out with him?"
"Oh for God's sake Rob; its only dinner and maybe a few drinks."
"No Beverly; it isn't just dinner. It is a date with another man. A date with a man who knows that you are married. A date with a man who is thinking that a married woman willing to date is going to be an easy conquest and you dressing sexy is going to make him think that he is right."
"Damn it Rob; you are making this sound like I'm planning on cheating on you."
"Why wouldn't I think that? The way you are dressed for your date leads me to believe that you are considering doing just that. The fact that you are going out with another man leads me to believe that."
"Are you saying that you don't trust me?"
"I guess that is just what I'm saying."
"I have never given you a reason not to trust me."
"You are a grown woman Beverly and I don't own you. I can not tell you what you can and can't do, but I can say that I am absolutely against it and if you do it there will be consequences."
"Get a grip Rob; it is just dinner with a friend."
"I've said my piece Beverly. It is up to you now."
I walked away from her and went into the den and put my briefcase on my desk. I hung my suit coat on the clothes tree and was on my way back to the kitchen when I heard the garage door start to operate. I shrugged, looked into the microwave and decided that what was in didn't look all that appetizing. I grabbed my car keys and headed out.
I had dinner at a Burger King and then I hit Home Depot on my way home and bought a lock set. When I got home I had to decide which room I wanted to move into. Billy was in the Navy and wouldn't be coming home until the cruise he was on was over and he could come home on leave. Sarah was married and would only be using her room when she and her husband came to visit and that only happened once or twice a year and always after plenty of notice so Sarah's room was my choice. By eight I had the lock set installed and had started moving my stuff.
Bev stood there watching me as I put the last of my socks in the drawer and then closed it.
"You are being stupid Rob. You are acting like a baby over nothing."
I was more that a little pissed with her so I decided to screw with her. I lied and said:
"Nothing? That's not the way I heard it. At least one person we know saw you with your date and called me. She said she was sorry to hear that we had broken up and I told her we hadn't and then asked her why she thought that we had. She said she saw you with another man holding hands and looking all dreamy eyed."
Bev didn't react with "That's a damned lie" so I went on:
"You should have at least touched up your lipstick before coming home and letting me see you. Now if you don't mind it is late and I need to get to bed."
I closed the door in her face, tripped the lock and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I couldn't believe that he closed the door in my face. That was so not Rob. The man did not have a rude bone in his body so why had he done it? I may have badly misjudged things.
My Rob was not acting at all the way he was supposed to. He never fought me over what I did or wanted to do. That was one of the reasons I selected him to be my husband. God knows that I had plenty of other applicants for the position and quite frankly many of them were much better equipped than Rob, but I could tell that I wouldn't be able to control them after we got married.
Rob, while not overly well endowed, had enough to do an adequate job in the bedroom and he did have an added plus in that he did seem to really like eating my pussy. Another benefit was that he didn't get all bent out of shape when I wouldn't let him cum in my mouth. I swallowed for most of the rest of the guys I let bed me, but that was mostly because they were insistent on it and if they had any size to them I gave in so they would come back. I didn't dislike the taste of cum -- in fact I really liked the taste -- but it was a matter of control, By being able to refuse I was left with the feeling of being in charge and that was important to me.
The same thing went for my ass. Most of my lovers liked my ass and I enjoyed them playing there, but Rob never pushed when I told him no and I like that about him. It told me that I could be the one in charge and that Rob would go along with it.
I wasn't surprised when Rob asked me to marry him and I had pretty much already decided to lead him into doing just that when he did it on his own. I didn't say yes right away -- the control thing again -- and I planned on making him sweat a little before giving him the good news, but then Billy Neubert and Harry Short fucked that up for me. I was upstairs in a bedroom at a frat house with them and Billy was deep in my pussy while Harry was banging my ass when Harry said (as if I weren't even there):
"We need another cock for her so we can make her airtight" and Billy said (again -- as if I weren't even there) "Lets get a bunch of guys together and gangbang her tomorrow."
"Hell of an idea. Who can we get?"
"I know Sam wants a piece of her and I'll bet Frank, Joe, Larry and Stan would want in on it."
"Go ahead and set it up."
I should have protested, but they wouldn't have listened. Between them they had twenty-one inches of cock that they knew I couldn't say no to so they were sure that I would go along with whatever they wanted. At that particular moment, given all the orgasms I was having, I probably would have agreed except for one thing. Rob!
Word seemed to get around about girls who pulled trains in frat houses and the last thing I needed was for Rob to find out about me and the extra boyfriends that he knew nothing about. I had to keep Billy and Harry from going out and asking a bunch of guys to gang fuck me. It also convinced me that I'd better lock Rob in sooner rather than later.
Three hours later when neither Harry nor Billy could answer the call any more I thanked them for a marvelous evening (and Oh God was it!) and then told them I wouldn't be seeing them any more. They did not take it well, but so what! I called Rob as soon as I left the frat house and told him that yes, I would marry him.
After accepting Rob's proposal I was a good girl. Well, as good as I was capable of being. I only did a half a dozen guys, but I was very selective and only did the deed with the ones I knew would keep their mouths shut. I mean I was single and a girl needs to have her fun before she settles down right? However I doubted that Rob would see it that way.
I fully expected that the stripper at my bachelorette party was the last guy, except for Rob, that I would ever screw because I really did plan to honor my vows once I said "I do" and became Rob's wife. However, being the girl I was I did backslide a few times, but by and large I was a good girl. They were mostly one night stands when Rob was out of town on business although one was a pretty hot affair that lasted almost a year and I was pretty sure that Sarah was the product of it. Not that I ever let Gary know about it of course.
Just remembering Gary made my pussy tingle. A guy with eleven inches can do that to a girl. It happened at Rob's company Christmas party. Rob didn't pay much attention to his drinking and managed to get himself blotto and pass out. I'd had a few more than I should have and it made me loose and I was having fun dancing with Rob's co-workers and even let a few of them get a good feel of me when they got me under the mistletoe and kissed me. Gary, Rob's boss, was one of them. He managed to get me under the mistletoe three times and the third time he slipped me some tongue and I gave him some back.
By the end of the party I was hot enough to pull the train I'd never pulled at the frat house, but by then Rob was out of it so I was resigned to going home with the female version of blue balls. Gary volunteered to help me get Rob out to the car and after we had laid Rob on the back seat Gary pulled me into his arms and we kissed. We kissed passionately for several minutes before Gary said:
"It is a crying shame that a hot sexy woman like you has to go home from a fun party with no chance of finishing the night properly."
"Properly?"
"This is a night when you should have hot passionate love made to you. Obviously Rob won't be able."
"You're right. I guess I'll just have to go without."
"Not necessarily."
"What does that mean?"
"I'd be willing to volunteer."
I had been drinking, but not enough to cheat on Rob, especially with his boss, so I laughingly said:
"Sorry, but I only cheat on Rob with guys who have ten inches or better."
I expected him to say something like "I guess that leaves me out" or maybe "Damn it! Just my bad luck!" but instead he unzipped and pulled out his cock. Soft it was huge. "Will this do?" he asked as I watched it grow.
"You said at least ten and I have eleven when it is hard."
I was still watching it grow when he pushed me back on the front seat and pulled my panties off me. He did me right there on the front seat while Rob was passed out on the back. I came twice before he did and when he was done he pulled me up and said:
"I've got to have me some more of this. Rob will be okay where he is" and he took me by the hand and led me back into the hotel where the party had been held, got a room and fucked me three more times before I left and drove Rob home.
For the next year Gary sent Rob out of town frequently. There were others he could have sent, but he needed Rob gone so he could fuck me. I don't know how long it would have gone on if he hadn't been promoted and moved to corporate headquarters in Los Angeles. I was three months pregnant at the time, but wasn't showing so I never got to have the "Is it mine?" conversation with him.
I liked Rob a lot when I married him. It wasn't love, just a very strong like and again the only reason I married him was because I could control him. I quickly learned that I'd made the right choice. I could get whatever I wanted from Rob. He always gave in to me.
Over time the 'strong like' turned into love and we were happy together. True, I was a bit of a slut when he was out of town, but that didn't have any affect on the love I had for him. What I did on the side was for fun, not love.
As I climbed into bed I wondered if there was maybe some other way I should have gone about having my evening with Sean. I was so used to Rob giving in to me that I acted without thinking things through. What was really stupid about it was that nothing happened. Nothing was going to happen. At least not that night. It was an exploratory type thing to see if maybe I wanted to play with him.
Sheila from Accounting was telling the girls what a great time she'd had with him. "He is hung like a horse" is what she said and that of course piqued my interest. I hadn't played with a big one for several years and I was more than ready for some fun with someone who had some size to him so I flirted with Sean off and on and then the personal assistant's job opened up and I put on a full court press until he asked me to have dinner with him.
All it was supposed to be was me sounding him out and deciding whether or not he could be discrete. Curse the bad luck that I was seen holding hands with him although I sincerely doubt that I was looking at him 'dreamy eyed.' Not touching up my lipstick was a major mistake, but I only kissed Sean once when he walked me to my car so I didn't expect that my make up would be all that smudged. But it was a hell of a kiss and it had me up on the toes of my high heels. I was probably going to have to cancel my long lunch date with him; at least until I got things squared away with Rob and getting him past his snit fit.
As I fell asleep my last thought was that dinner with Sean hadn't been worth the crap I was getting from my husband.
++++++++++++++++++
She was dressed for work and was fixing breakfast when I came into the kitchen. The coffee was made and I poured myself a cup and added cream and sugar.
"Don't make any for me. I'll catch a bite at the diner near work."
"You are being silly Rob; there is no need for you to go to a diner and spend money when we already have breakfast here."
"At the diner I won't have to sit on the other side of the table and look at you. Don't bother on figuring on me for dinner either. The less of you I see the better I'm going to like it."
"Damn it Rob; you aren't being fair. All it was was dinner with a friend."
"Then you can have dinner with him again tonight since I won't be here."
"God damn it Rob; be reasonable. It was only a dinner date with a co-worker."
"The trouble Beverly is that I have been too damned reasonable for too damned long."
I left the house and headed for the diner. I got to work forty minutes later and since I was a half hour early I got on the Net and started looking for apartments close to work. I found several in my price range and I made a list. I'd start checking them out on my lunch hours. My goal was to be out of the house in two weeks.
Bev could have the house. I never wanted the damned thing to begin with. It had too much yard, was in what I considered the wrong neighborhood and was more than I could really afford. It was just one more thing that I had given in to Bev on. I loved the stupid cunt and wanted her to be happy so she usually got what she wanted. She could have the stupid fucking Lexus that she 'just had to have' and all the other shit she had talked me into getting. She could have it all as long as I got what I wanted -- OUT!
AT lunch time I hit the bank and cleaned out the savings account and took half of the checking account. I cashed in the nine certificates of deposit that were in the safe deposit box. I knew we would end up fighting over the funds and that she would probably get half, but I decided that I'd rather have the money and have her fight me for it than for her to have it and it being me fighting for it.
Back at work I got on the phone and called the credit card companies. I found out that it would be simpler to cancel the cards outright and have new ones issued in my name only than to have our current ones changed to my name only. It meant being without cards for a couple of days while waiting for the new ones to arrive, but I could live with that.
Just before I left work that day I stopped by the boss's office and told him I was going to be going through a divorce and that he could expect that I'd be taking some time off of work to see attorneys, go to court and the like. He was understanding and only asked that I give him as much advance notice as I could as to when I'd be off.
I left work and hit the Outback Steak House for dinner and then stopped at Bud's Bar for a beer or two. Brandy set the PBR down in front of me and asked:
"Why the glum look Rob?"
Brandy and I went way back. We had gone to school together and I was very good friends with her and her husband Sam and I got to be the shoulder she cried on when she lost Sam to cancer. As I sipped my PBR I told her the story or at least as much of it as I was willing to share.
"Any chance the two of you can work it out?"
"I very much doubt it."
"So I might get my chance after all?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Oh come on Rob; you have to know I had a crush on you all through school. It killed me when you never looked my way because you were so gaga over Beverly."
"Really? I guess you are right. I never noticed."
"Well keep me in mind if and when you cut loose from Bev."
Another customer called for her and she moved down the bar to take care of him. As she walked away I was smiling for the first time since Bev walked out the door to go to her dinner date. What Brandy had said was a big shot in the arm for me. Face it. What happened with Bev was a downer as far as my feelings of self worth were concerned. To have a beautiful woman tell me that she is interested in me was a hell of a pick up for the ego. The only problem was that Brandy had said "When you get loose from Bev" and I didn't see it happening for a while. I had decided against going for a divorce. Why waste the money on legal fees and court costs. I'd just walk away and move into an apartment or condo. Would Brandy still be interested in me under those circumstances?
I had one more beer and then headed on home or as it should now be called -- the place where I was currently staying.
++++++++++++++++++++
Beverly was sitting there waiting for me when I got there.
"Are you over your snit yet?"
"It isn't a snit Beverly. It is me deciding that I don't want anything to do with you."
"You are making a mountain out of a mole hill Rob."
"I don't think so Beverly. I'm looking at it as taking a bulldozer and cutting the mountain down to ground level."
She looked at me as if she didn't understand what I was saying, which she probably didn't, and then she said:
"I tried to use my Visa today and it was declined so I gave them my Discover card and it was declined also. I called and they told me the cards had been cancelled."
"Yep. It is one of the things to do when you separate."
"Separate? For God's sake Rob, it was only a dinner!"
"So you say, but I don't believe I and you are wasting my time and yours by continuing to say it. Now if you will excuse me I brought some contracts home that I have to review" and I walked away from her and into the den.



I was sitting at the desk going over the Snelling contract and making notes on some things that needed to be changed or clarified when Beverly came into the room.
"We have to have a serious talk Rob. Things are getting way out of hand here."
I put the contract down and turned to face her.
"You want a serious conversation Beverly? Well just sit your ass down and we will have one. I'll start it by saying that you are a lying, cheating slut and I have always known it. I knew it when I married you. Did you think that I didn't know what you were doing when we were dating? I damned sure did, but I put it down as you spreading your wild oats while you were still single. I thought, or maybe hoped, that you would get it out of your system and settle down and be a faithful wife, but we both know that wasn't the case don't we?
"You have no idea how many of my friends and even some people that I didn't know very well tried to talk me out of marrying you, but I was in love and I thought you loved me enough to honor your vows once we were married. Again, we both know how that worked out. You are probably not aware of it, but you have a certain aura about you when you have been fucked. I always knew when you cheated on me because I could see it on you. I put up with it because you never did it except when I was out of town. When I was home you were affectionate and loving so I convinced myself that you did love me, but were some kind of a nymphomaniac and needed more than I could give you. I figured that I could live with it as long as you loved me.
"Then along came Gary. Oh yes Beverly; I knew all about Gary. I don't know how it started, but I knew it was happening. Did you know that Gary liked to brag about the women he was fucking? Well he did and it eventually got back to me and for the first time I began to doubt that you loved me. As your affair with him went on and on I decided that you were going to leave me for him so I didn't call you on it. The commissions I made on the trips he sent me on to get me out of the way so he could fuck you went into an account at another bank and they were going to be my slush fund when you left me. Confronting you over Gary would have ended those trips and I needed those commissions.
"I was surprised when Gary left and you didn't go with him. Did you know that he was a victim of a hit and run? He was walking down the street and a car jumped the curb and hit him and then drove away. He lost both legs and is confined to a wheelchair. I think it happened about the time I went out to LA to visit my sister.
"It wasn't until after Gary was gone that I found out about his large cock. One of the guys in the office wondered out loud if Gary was still able to use his large cock now that he was stuck in a wheelchair. It was then that I decided that maybe you were one of those size queens I'd heard about. I decided that you probably loved his dick and not him and I relaxed. You were still loving and affectionate and life fell back into the familiar pattern of you only fucking when I was out of town.
"And just so you know, since Sarah was conceived during your affair with Gary I had a DNA test done and just for giggled and grins I had one done on Billy too. I'm sure that you will be surprised to know that both of them are mine.
"I've lived with it all these years Beverly because I have loved you since the day we met and I thought you loved me. Right now you are asking yourself "If that is the way it has been and he has known all along why is he so bent out of shape now?" The reason is simple Beverly. Before you thought you were being discrete and making sure that I never found out. Kind of like living a separate life when I wasn't around, but this time was a flat out, in your face "I'm going out with another man." The total disrespect you showed me in doing that showed me what you really thought of me. You never loved me. I was just someone to fill up your time between lovers; a clueless twit that you felt safe having around.
"You didn't even try to hide what you did the other night. You could have dressed down and told me that you were having dinner with some of the girls from work, but you didn't do that. Oh no! You dressed your sexiest and let me know that it was a man you were going to be with. Then when I let you know how I felt about it did you reconsider? Hell no. Basically what you did was say:
"Fuck you Rob; I'm going!"
"I hope you enjoyed your date Beverly because I would hate to think you didn't considering what it cost you. You pissed your marriage away Beverly. The clueless safe husband that you used to have is now history. Okay Beverly. You wanted to have a serious talk so go ahead. What do you want to talk about?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I was stunned. I didn't know what to say. Rob wasn't supposed to know any of those things. I'd been so careful to hide things so he would never find out. I could see now that dinner with Sean was a huge mistake. I'd taken Rob for granted for so long that I didn't think things through. What the hell was I to do now?
Regardless of what Rob thought I did love him and I didn't want to lose him, but unless I could convince him of that he was gone. Given how much he seemed to know I knew that the truth was my only chance. If I could make him see that it wasn't lack of love for him that had me doing what I did I might have a chance. After all, he did stay with me even knowing what he knew. I took a deep breath and then said:
"You are absolutely wrong Rob. I do love you and I do respect you and I'm sorry that it has gotten to where you don't think I do. I know it is my own fault that you are thinking that, but nothing is farther from the truth. Yes, I have done all the things you mentioned, but none of it was done because I didn't love you. I only did it when you were out of town and not just because I thought that it was easier to hide things from you, but because when you were home you were all that I wanted.
"You are right in both of your assumptions. I am somewhat of a nymphomaniac and I am a size queen. Gary was never a threat to you. All he had going for him was eleven inches and you would have to be a woman to understand the attraction to that large of a cock. None of the men I spent time with were anything more to me than human dildos. It was sex they gave me.
"Your trips are always a week long. When you are home do we ever go two nights without making love? No we didn't and it was because I couldn't go that long without it. There wasn't anyway I could go a full week without it. Think about it Rob. Almost thirty years together and we are still making love three, four and five times a week. Ask our married friends how their sex lives are and I'll bet once or twice every two weeks is the best they do. So yes, I am some kind of nympho.
"Sean was a mistake. I could have -- should have -- handled it better."
Even though I had already decided that the truth would be my best shot I did have to tell Rob a small lie.
"I did not leave the house planning on having sex with Sean. He is the VP of Sales and he is looking for a personal assistant. I want the job and I let him know it. He asked me to have dinner with him so we could talk about it in a social setting instead of in the office where we would be constantly interrupted. I dressed my best to show him a side of me that he's never seen in the office. I felt that necessary since part of the job as his assistant would be to attend meetings and social functions with him when he called on clients and I wanted him to know that he wouldn't have to be ashamed of being seen with me.
"Was I trying to entice him? No lies here Rob; I was. I wanted that job. Would we have ended up in bed if I had gotten it? Very likely. He is reputed to be very large, but I wouldn't fuck him to get the job. After I had the job and had settled into it it very likely would have happened. To be perfectly honest about it even if I didn't get the job sooner or later if probably would have happened. After all, I am a girl who likes size and I would have eventually wanted to see what he had, but again, no way would I go to bed with him just to get the job.
"Honest to God Rob, it was only dinner and it was never meant to be anything but dinner. I do love you and disrespecting you was the farthest thing on my mind."
"So did you get the job?"
"I doubt it. He did hint that my being accommodating would go a long way toward helping him make a decision in my favor. I let him know that I wouldn't do anything inappropriate just to get the job."
"But you also let him know that somewhere down the line he might get lucky?"
"I may have hinted at it."
"So you are going to fuck him eventually."
"Of course not. I can't now."
"What makes you say that?"
"The fact that you know what you know. I don't know if I can hang on to you or not, but I have to try and that means I'm going to have to change."
"Bullshit Beverly! You have already said it yourself. You are a nymphomaniac and a size queen. Even if we stayed together sooner or later the opportunity to try out his big cock would be there and you would convince yourself that since I've known what you have been doing for years once more wouldn't hurt. Besides, you would convince yourself that you could hide it since I still take trips for the company. You would do it on my first or second day gone figuring that the aura I told you about would have faded by the time I got home."
"No I wouldn't Rob. I'll do whatever I have to do to keep you even to the point of quitting my job if I have to. I'll change Rob. I swear to God I will change."
"Twenty-three years of marriage, four years of college and the last two years of high school add up to twenty-nine years of being a cock hungry slut and you want me to believe that you can instantly change? No way Beverly; no fucking way!"
"I can do it Rob. Give me a chance. I know I can do it."
I looked at her and wondered if she could. I loved her; always had and probably always would. I'd lived with what she was for the entire time I'd known her so could I take the chance?
"I don't know Beverly. I'm going to have to think on it."
"Just give me a chance Rob. That's all I'm asking, just give me a chance."
"I'll think on it, but for now I need to get back to reviewing this contract" and I turned back to the desk. She sat there and quietly watched me for a few minutes and then she got up and left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I did think about it over the next couple of days and it always came back to the fact that I loved Beverly and I always would. Could she change? Could a leopard change its spots? I knew that if I gave in Beverly would cheat again. It was in her makeup -- it was part of who she was. She might try; she might try hard, but there was no doubt in my mind that down the road the Sean guy with the reputed large horn was going to get a taste of Beverly. She would try to hide it, but I'd know. I always knew. I'd known it for over twenty-nine years and I'd lived with it just so I could have Beverly. I'd only blown my stack because I'd seen what she had done as a slap in the face; a "Fuck you Rob. I don't care if you like it or not I'm going to do it."
After a couple of days of rolling it over in my mind I made a decision. Maybe not the best one, but one I could live with. The question was could Beverly live with it? She was used to my being accommodating to her every wish and whim and I do admit to being a bit of a wimp where she was concerned. I loved her so much and wanted her to be happy so I gave in almost anytime she wanted something. After so many years could she accept that it wasn't going to be that way anymore if I stayed?
When I got home from work Friday I found Beverly dressed basically the same as she had been dressed on the night of her 'date' with Sean. I was a bit sarcastic when I said:
"Another date with Sean?"
"No Rob; not this time. You said that this is the way I usually dress when I expect us to end up in bed making love. I'm dressed this way because I want to go out and celebrate my new job and then come home and show you how much I want you."
I had decided to come home and lay down the new ground rules of how things were going to be if I stayed, but her news changed that. I didn't want to ruin her happy mood so I said:
"Give me a minute to change and I'll be right with you."
We had dinner at Antonio's and I let her monopolize the conversation. She had talked to Sarah that afternoon and she brought me up to date on what was going on with my daughter and she told me all about what she would be doing in her new job. We left the restaurant and went to the Black Mushroom for drinks and dancing. There was more general conversation when we sat and drank between dances, but neither of us touched on our current situation.
On the drive home she happily told me what she planned to do with the increase in her paycheck that the new job would bring. Things didn't get tense until we got home. Obviously she wanted me to join her in the bedroom and just as obviously she was on pins and needles to see what I was going to do. She was hoping that I wouldn't say "Goodnight" and head for Sarah's bedroom. She was surprised when I told her to have a seat on the couch while I paid a visit to the bathroom. When I came into the living room she was sitting there looking apprehensive. I sat down opposite her and said:
"Over the last few days I've spent a lot of time thinking on our situation and on where I wanted to go and what I wanted to do."
Her face fell as she braced herself for bad news.
"It hasn't been easy coming to a decision because regardless of which way I go there are too many things over which I have no control so I have decided that I'm going to stay with you."
Her face brightened at that and I went on.
"But there are going to be some major changes to the way that things have been. I am no longer going to be a doormat for you. The days of me letting you have your way just so I could see you happy are gone. There are some things that I've always wanted to do but didn't because you didn't want to and again I didn't push because I wanted you to be happy and also -- to be brutally honest -- because of all the fucking around you did I wasn't all that secure and I was afraid that if I pushed you might leave me for one of your lovers. Now that I've found that I'm strong enough to walk away from you that is no longer a worry.
"You do have some say in the matter, but I'll tell you up front that a "no" from you will have me heading suitcase in hand for the door. It shouldn't be any big thing for you since I'm willing to bet all that I have that you have done it for your lovers. From now on when you suck my cock you will let me cum in your mouth if I want to and you will swallow. Understand?"
She nodded a yes and I said, "The other thing is that you are going to let me tap that ass you have kept me away from since we first started having sex. These things are non-negotiable. As I said, you do have a choice in the matter. You can say no and that you don't want things to go that way and you already know what the consequences will be if you refuse. So, the choice is yours. What's it going to be?"
She sat there looking at me and I wondered what was going on in her head and then she smiled and said:
"We don't have any KY, but there is Crisco in the pantry. I'm going up to the bedroom. Do you want me to leave the heels on or take them off?"
The Crisco was a little messy and I made a mental note to get some KY. Maybe a gallon to start.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The one thing we never discussed was her penchant for extracurricular sexual activities. I was a realist. She either would or she wouldn't, but if she did and it wasn't an "In your face" occurrence and she hid it from me (or tried to) I probably wouldn't say anything. What the hell, she'd done it for the entire time we had been together and I'd known and lived with it.
Sometimes what you are willing to do for love sucks.
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I suppose that the best way to start this is to tell a little bit about how I look at things. I have always believed that sex is a basic human need. Not a want, but a need. As far as needs go – in my mind at least – sex is every bit as necessary to human health, physical and mental, as air, water and food. That belief carries with it the belief that sex and love – while complimentary – are not the same thing. My belief is that you can have sex without love and you can have love without sex.
Why this explanation? Because it is the foundation for the story that follows.
++++++++++++++++
I was a late bloomer where sex was concerned. I knew about it. I'd had friends tell me how great it was and I'd thought about it a lot. I had also donated gallons of the milky white stuff to handkerchiefs and towels while perusing Playboy, Penthouse and other men's magazines, but at eighteen I was still a virgin.
Not for lack of trying to correct the problem, but I had horrible luck with girls. A friend would tell me about what a hot fuck__________ was and that she'd put out for anybody and I'd take her out and not even get a kiss. Another friend would tell me that I should take__________ out because she would give it up in a heartbeat. I'd take her out and get a slapped face to go along with "What kid of girl do you think I am!" I dated a dozen sure things that weren't.
All those dates had unintended consequences. Girls I wanted to date because I was interested in them wouldn't give me the time of day because the word was out that all I was interested in was one thing and one thing only – getting laid. Not true, but it didn't matter. That's what they thought so that was the way of it. I resigned myself to not having a girlfriend until I started college and met girls who didn't know my history.
But back to my quest to get rid of the odious title of 'virgin'. I was actually considering finding me a prostitute when the chance came to me instead of my going to it. It was at a barbecue at my Aunt Martha's. It was a family affair and the place was overrun by relatives. It was a nice affair and I enjoyed myself because I liked most of my relatives. Catch the "most"? Aunt Martha had twin daughters, Staci and Traci, and they were two years older than me and they belonged to that class of females whose main belief was that their shit didn't stink. They also believed that anyone younger than they were was beneath their notice. As you may guess we did not get along; not even a little bit. I spent most of the day avoiding them. They both had boyfriends there that day so they were too busy to notice me and I liked it that way.
It was close to eight and I was getting ready to leave. I hit the bathroom to relieve myself before getting in my car and driving home and as I came out of the bathroom Staci, who was storming down the hall ran into me and snarled:
"Watch where you are going you stupid oaf!"
I resisted the urge to say, "You ran into me you stupid cunt!" and instead I turned and headed for the front door. Staci grabbed my arm and said "Come with me" and she pulled me along to her room. She was talking to herself and saying:
"Asshole thinks he's special. He's just another dick. Thinks he can treat me like that? No fucking way. I'll show the dickhead. I'll show him he isn't the only hard cock around.
By then we were in her room and she closed the door and locked it.
"Get you pants off" she told me in a commanding tone.
"What?"
"Your pants; get them off."
While she was saying that her skirt fell to the floor and she hooked her fingers in the waist band of her panties and started to push them down. I stood there not having a clue and she snarled:
"Get your fucking pants off! You can't fuck me with them on. I'm not having my hairs getting caught in your fucking zipper."
"When the words "fuck me" registered I shook off my confusion and stripped. By then Staci was naked and the sight had my cock standing tall. Staci glanced at it and said:
"Not bad. Not bad at all. Get over here."
By that point I was hers to command. I was going to lose my hated virgin status and whatever she said I was going to do. I moved over to her and she laid back on her bed and spread her legs wide and then looked up at me as she waited for me to take my place.
I knew what to do. What the hell, it comes natural right? Besides, I'd seen hundreds of pictures. But I hesitated. I was scared. I'd heard stories about guys whose first time was over in seconds and I was afraid that if I came too quick Staci would make nasty comments and our relationship, which was not all that good to begin with, would get worse. Much, much worse. I could just imagine the distain she would show me in the future, but the little head was screaming "Do it fool, do it!"
I know what you are thinking. You are thinking that I shouldn't do it. You can't do it. It would be wrong. It would be incest and that is morally and legally wrong, but that wasn't the case. Staci and Traci were Aunt Martha's by a previous marriage and the twins were two years old when Aunt Martha married my Uncle Mike.
"Don't just stand there damn it" Staci snarled.
I moved between her legs and she grabbed my cock and guided it (pulled it actually) to her pussy. My fears proved to be groundless and I managed to give a good account of myself or at least I thought I did. Maybe the session I'd had the night before with Playboy and my morning wake up with Penthouse had something to do with it. Whatever it was that helped wasn't on my mind at that moment. All I was thinking was that I had to give Staci what she wanted.
"Fuck me harder" and I tried.
"Fuck me faster" and I tried.
"Make me cum" and I tried and tried and tried.
Not having any experience I don't know if she got off or not, but I did. I was surprised that I had the presence of mind to pull out just before I came. I shot all over her tummy and she exploded on me.
"What the fuck did you do that for? Look at the mess you made."
I stammered that I didn't have a rubber on and I didn't want to get her pregnant.
"Idiot! If I was worried about that I wouldn't have let you in me without one on. I'm on the pill. Grab my panties and clean that mess up."
I did as I was told and in the process of doing it I was looking at her pussy. It glistened with her juices and the lips were puffy and reddish and I started getting hard again. Staci noticed and said:
"Want more huh? You got lucky the first time. Usually you have to eat me if you want to fuck me, but I was in too much of a hurry to make you. You want more you have to eat it before you can fuck it."
She saw the look on my face and read it wrong.
"What's the matter? Not man enough?"
I shook my head and said, "Its not that. I've never done it. I don't know how."
"Then I'll talk you through it."
She did and I think I got her off before she said, "Enough. Fuck me now."
When we were done she said, "I need to get you out of here. You better keep your mouth shut about this." She paused and then said, "If you can do that we can do it again sometime."
When I heard that my natural response was "When?"
"Mom and dad have a dinner to go to on Tuesday and they will both go straight from work. My last class is at four and I'll be home no later than four forty-five, but you had better keep quiet about this. If I hear the slightest thing about it being talked about not only will you never get it again, but I'll cut your dick off. You understand me?"
I nodded a "yes" as I pulled up my zipper.
"Good. Now get out."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The time between that Saturday barbecue and four forty-five Tuesday drug along and it felt like years. I arrived at Aunt Martha's at four thirty-five. I don't know about other families, but in mine we never bothered to knock or ring the bell when going to a relatives place. You just walked in and hollered out:
"Hello? Anybody home?"
Usually some one would holler back "We're in the kitchen" or whatever. I knew the twins were home because their cars were in the driveway so I went looking for them. I went into the family room and through the window I saw both of them sitting out on the patio. I went to the patio door and started to open it. I had it open just a crack when I suddenly stopped. Staci wouldn't want Traci to know what we were doing so I decided to go back outside and ring the doorbell. That would give Staci time to do whatever. I was just closing the door when I heard:
"The big doofus will be here pretty soon. I told him four forty-five. You want to hide in the closet and watch?"
"Fuck no! Watch you get your pussy eaten? No fucking way! I'd have to come out, pull him off of you and sit on his face. I can't believe that you lucked out and found a guy who will eat your pussy."
"He's a clueless doofus and doesn't seem to know that most guys think pussy eating is just too, too nasty. I think he was a virgin and would have licked my asshole if I would have told him that was the price of fucking me."
"How long are you going to do him? Aren't you afraid it will get back to Brad?"
"No chance. Only the two of us – three counting you – know and I've already warned him that the pussy stops if he lets anyone know. As for how long? As long as he eats me when I tell him to. I might even get kinky and have him go down on me after Brad does me."
"You'll never get away with it."
"Sure I will. He never ate a pussy before mine so all I need to do is tell him that he has me so hot that my natural juices are flowing."
"You can't believe that he will go for that."
Staci laughed and said, "I keep telling you that he is clueless."
"At least let me know when you get ready to dump him. I'd like to get my pussy eaten too."
I quietly closed the door, went back outside and rang the doorbell. There was no sign of Traci as Staci led me to her bedroom and I wondered if she was in the closet. If she was it didn't matter because I was going to get me some pussy. At that point I didn't give a rat's ass about anything other than sliding my cock into Staci's wet hole. I didn't care that Staci thought I was a clueless doofus. The only thing I cared about was getting my dick in her.
I ate her and then I fucked her. I ate her a second time and then fucked her again. I wanted to go a third time, but she said that I needed to get out before her parents got home. As I drove away I thought about the conversation I'd overheard. So Traci wanted her pussy eaten did she? I'd have to see about that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the summer Staci and I got together maybe a dozen times. If I ate her after Brad fucked her I never knew it. Her taste was always the same. There was no love or affection involved. We never once kissed and she never offered to suck my cock. The one time I asked her to she flatly said "I don't do that." It was always "Hurry up, get undressed and eat me."
That fall I started college and I would see Staci and Traci around the campus and the girls pretty much ignored me although in private Staci was still giving me 'orders'.
"My place tomorrow at four."
She never waited for me to say "Okay" or "Sorry, I can't make it tomorrow." She knew that "Clueless" would be there. Why did I put up with it? Because it was a steady piece of ass that I didn't have to work for. You know what I mean when I say "work" for it. The dance you go through to get the date, trying to get something going and trying for he first kiss. The second, third and however many more date before she takes up with another guy or gives you the "What kind of girl do you think I am" speech. All that time, money and effort expended for nothing so no surprise that when Staci said, "My place at four" I was there at three fifty-nine.
One thing that I never understood is that Staci would never come to my apartment. I suppose here is where I should let you know that I am what is referred to as a 'trust fund baby.' My grandparents set up a trust fund for me when I was born. It wasn't millions, but over the years with interest and all it had grown to a little over six hundred thousand, but the fund was set up so that I could only access it once I started college and draw on it as long as I stayed in college as long as the money drawn was for college related expenses. I would receive the full amount when I graduated with a degree, but if I didn't go to college or if I started and then dropped out I wouldn't get the money until I was thirty years old. I was told that it was set up that way so I would be influenced to get a college education. The fund saw to it that I had a car, an apartment on campus (anywhere else and the fund wouldn't cover it) and that I could concentrate on my studies since I wouldn't have to work. Anyway, Staci flatly refused to ever set foot inside of my apartment and I could never figure out why.
But things change. Staci stopped putting it out there for me. I found out later that she had given Brad an ultimatum.
"You eat my pussy or you don't get any more of it."
I guess he decided that he wanted to hang on to her. They eventually got married and while I didn't give them five years (Staci was a real bitch – at least to me) they are still going after twenty. At family functions she still treats me like she barely knows me, but what the hell; she did serve a purpose at one time in my life.
But I digress. When Staci dropped me I was upset because my steady supply of pussy was gone and I didn't have anything else going at the time. I was dating a couple of girls, but wasn't having any luck as far as the sexual sweepstakes went.
The one day at school I saw Traci sitting alone and I remembered her comment from way back and I thought, "What the hell; why not" and I went over to her table and sat down. She looked up from the notes she was studying, saw it was me and got a "Why the fuck are you sitting there?" look on her face. I didn't have anything to lose so I just said:
"Had your pussy eaten lately?"
Her face screwed up and she was a nano-second from exploding on me when I said:
"Don't go getting all pissy on me. I heard what you told Staci that day when I came over and she asked you if you wanted to watch from the closet. You asked her to let you know when she was ready to dump me because you wanted your pussy eaten also. Staci dumped me so the question is have you had your pussy eaten lately. If not do you want to have it eaten? Think on it and give me a call."
I started to get up and she said, "Wait." I sat back down and Traci said, "Are you serious?"
"Absolutely. Same deal I had with Staci. If I eat it I get to fuck it. No strings attached."
She looked at me like I was from another planet. "You are! You are serious!"
"Like I said – absolutely."
"I have something I need to do after class, but I'll be home by seven."
"See you then."
Staci and Traci shared a two bedroom apartment off campus and they had some kind of arrangement where they let each other know when they were 'entertaining" so I'd never seen Traci when I'd stopped by to do her sister. There system must have broken down because when I got there at seven and rang the door bell it was Staci that opened the door. She saw that it was me and said:
"What the fuck do you want?"
Traci walked up behind her and said, "He's with me" and she took me by the arm and led me to her bedroom. We got naked and Traci got on the bed and spread her legs wide and said:
"Do it!"
I did it until she said, "Enough. Fuck me now."
It was uncanny how alike the sisters were. Not just in looks but in temperament. Traci had the exact same attitude that Staci had. I was nothing more than an instrument for their satisfaction, but what the hell, it worked for me.
When Traci and I were done and I walked out of the bedroom Staci was on the couch reading and she glanced up at me as I headed for the door. Her facial expression fairly screamed "Asshole!" and I just smiled at her, licked my lips and left.
I got together with Traci on the average of twice a week for the next four months and then she stopped telling me to come over, but by then it didn't matter.
I'd found Amanda.
When I walked her to her door after our first date she turned and offered me her lips for a kiss and then her arms went around my neck and the kiss had steam coming out of my ears. When the kiss ended Mandy touched my cheek with her hand, said "Call me" and then went inside.
The second date we made out for nearly a half hour and fogged up the windows of my car. On our third date she slid over next to me when we got out of the movie and put her hand on my leg as she said:
"How long are we going to dance around what we both really want to do?"
She was surprised when the first thing I did was go down on her. It was only natural for me since it was the way of it with Staci and Traci and by then it was just habit. Then Mandy surprised the hell out of me when she said, "My turn" and went down on me. There aren't words enough in the dictionary to describe your first blow job so I won't even bother trying. Suffice to say that Mandy earned my undying gratitude and the guarantee that I would never lose her phone number.
We made love and then Mandy introduced me to the magic number – sixty-nine. Mandy and I hit it heavy for three weeks and by then I was starting to act like she was my steady girl friend which is when she pulled me up short.
"I like you a lot sweetie, but we are not forever. I like variety and sooner or later I'll be moving on to someone different. I'm not a girl who can ever be happy with just one man. Let's be happy with what we have while we have it."
We lasted another three months before she told me that she was moving on.
So there was the first part of what came to be my beliefs on the subject of love and sex. Staci, Traci and Mandy all proved to me that you could enjoy sex without love. The sex that I got from the three of them also demonstrated to me that sex was a physical need. I got irritable and frustrated if I went too long without.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Agatha solidified the second part; that you could have love without sex. I first saw Aggie at a frat party. For me it was the classic case of love at first sight. As soon as I saw her my heart started beating faster and I knew – absolutely knew! – that she was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.
The problem was that she was someone else's date. We weren't introduced, but I never let myself get to far from her and I rarely took my eyes off of her. I didn't think she noticed, but of course she did.
Maybe three hours into the party I had to go to the bathroom and when I came out she and her date were gone. I asked several people who she was and all any of them could say was that she was Phil's date. I seriously thought of asking how I could get in touch with Phil so I could ask him about his date, but good sense prevailed and I settled for finding out as much about Phil as I could. I found out what classes he took, some of his likes and dislikes and what his extracurricular activities were. My plan was to try to be where Phil was and hope to see him with Aggie and then try and find some way to meet her. I spent days gathering information and in the end it was all a waste of time. I was sitting at a table in the cafeteria when a voice said:
"May I join you?"
I looked up and into the eyes of Agatha Marie Cornwell. I stood and stammered out a "Please do."
She smiled at me as she sat down and then she said, "My name is Aggie and you are the guy who stared at me for hours at the frat party."
"Guilty as charged. I'm Rob."
"I know. I've asked around about you. So, what is it about me that had you staring at me?"
Well, she wanted to know so I told her. She laughed at me. "You can't be serious. That is an old wives tale; nothing like that ever happens for real."



"Trust me. It did happen and I was devastated when you left the party and I thought I'd never see you again."
"Well okay, but I have to be honest with you. I didn't feel a spark pass between us, but you are kind of cute so maybe I'll take a chance and see if there is something there. When is your last class?"
"Three. It lets out at three forty-five."
"Meet me here at four" and she got up and walked away.
I was at a table at three-fifty and praying that she wasn't pulling my leg. When she hadn't arrived by four oh-one I was gloomy and sure that she was just having some fun at my expense. At four oh-two the sun came out as she walked into the room. Over coffee we talked and I found out that she was one of five kids and was attending school on a handful of scholarships. Her major was Business Management and she was carrying a 3.85 GPA. She shared an apartment with three other girls and she couldn't wait until she graduated, got a decent job and could finally live alone.
I told her all about me and then asked her out. She looked at me for several seconds and then said:
"Know this about me Rob; I'm a no bullshit girl. I won't put up with any and I won't give out any. If your "Love at first sight" is just a line that you hope will lead you into my pants I'm telling you up front that it isn't going to happen. I don't know if we are going to develop a relationship or not, but this girl is going down the aisle a virgin."
"Fine by me as long as I'm the guy you are walking down the aisle toward."
We started dating and we clicked. On the fourth date I got my first kiss and by the sixth date we were an acknowledged couple. Aggie might have declared she was going to be a virgin when she married, but she was no prude. I could feel her up as long as I didn't put my hands inside her clothes and she would rub my cock as long as I didn't take it out. Our make out sessions were hot and heavy and many were the times I went home with a set of aching nuts, but I was hopelessly in love and Aggie insisted on staying pure and since I loved her enough to give her anything she wanted I went along with the program and suffered.
Earlier I said that sex was a physical need and that I got irritable and frustrated when I had to go without so how did I handle not having any sex with Aggie? Not well. Not well at all. I hit an adult bookstore and loaded up on porn material and then gave my right hand and arm all the exercise they could handle.
At Christmas break during our senior year I proposed and Aggie accepted. As I slid the ring on her finger I told her I wanted the wedding the day after graduation and she laughed and said:
"My mom will have some say in that. She might not think that it gives her enough time to plan."
"She doesn't need to plan. We can find a justice of the peace or get married at city hall."
"Oh no you don't! You are not robbing me of my chance to walk down the aisle."
The next day she kissed me goodbye and left to spend the holidays with her family.
I never saw her again.
A semi driver fell asleep at the wheel, crossed over into the wrong lane and ended my future with Aggie. I was heart broken and not fit to be around for months. I didn't even attend graduation and instead I had them mail me my degree.
It took me a long time to get over the loss of Aggie, but my time with her taught me that you could have love without sex. I could only dream about what love and sex would have been like with Aggie.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I moped around for almost six months and then my mom convinced me to come to a family party. I'd been there about an hour when Traci came in with Staci and Brad.
"Just what I need" I thought, "Two bitches to make me miserable."
Half an hour after the three of them got there Traci came up to me, grabbed my arm and pulled at me to follow her. Curious, I followed along as she led me out to the patio. She turned to me and said:
"I need it. Your place or mine?"
I thought about it for all of a tenth of a second and said "Mine" and I walked away from her and went out to my car and drove to my apartment. I wondered if Traci would actually show. I'd never been that abrupt with her before and I wasn't sure how she would take it. I wasn't even sure that she knew where I lived since I had changed apartments when I graduated.
Ten minutes after I got home there was a knock on the door and I opened it and let Traci in. Still giving back some of the attitude that she and Staci had so freely given me I just said, "Back here" and led the way to the bedroom. We undressed without words and when we were naked I said:
"New rules. The old way was I had to eat it before I could fuck it. The new way is that you suck before I eat."
Her face screwed up in a grimace, but before she could say anything I said:
"Them's the rules. If you can't handle it get dressed and get out."
She glanced at her clothes that she had tossed on a chair, shrugged and went to her knees in front of me. As blow jobs go it wasn't bad. I could tell that she had done it before, but not often. I thought back to the way she and her sister had treated me and in line with the attitude I'd shown since she first grabbed my arm at the party I decided that she was going to go all the way whether she wanted to or not. When her hummer had me very close to cumming I grabbed her head with both hands and fucked her face until I came and hen I kept a grip on her so that she was forced to swallow. When I released her she pulled back and sputtered:
"You bastard! You miserable fucking bastard!"
I ignored her, pushed her back down on the bed and then went down on her. She stopped being indignant and then it was her hands gripping my head. I ate her until my cock was hard again and then I moved up and fucked her. It was a hard, no frills fuck and it was just what I needed to pull me out of the funk I had been in. I fucked her hard and fast and after I came I held myself in her until I was completely soft and then I pulled out.
I couldn't decipher the look on her face, but whatever it was that I saw pissed me off and I moved up and stuck my limp cock in her face. She started to turn her head away and I grabbed it and pushed my cock against her lips. She kept her mouth clamped shut until I pinched her nose and she had to open her mouth to breathe and when she did I pushed my cock into the open hole. I held her head and moved my cock around until it started showing signs of life. I felt her tongue start to work on me and I let go of her head, spun around and went into a sixty-nine. Once I was fully hard I fucked her for a second time. It was another no frills fuck and when I'd cum I pulled out and fell to the bed next to her. She didn't move and she didn't say a word and I slipped off to sleep.
I was as surprised as all get out when I woke up in the morning and she was still on the bed beside me. She was cuddled up next to me asleep with one leg thrown over mine and her right hand was on my cock. My cock reacted predictably and I pushed her over onto her back and went down on her which woke her up. When she was awake and my cock was fully hard I fucked her hard and fast until we both got off and then, without a word yet to be spoken between us, I got up and went to shower.
Maybe a minute after the water started running Traci got into the shower with me. She said, "Do my back" and turned away to give me her back side. I washed it and then she turned and took the rag and did my back. Her hand slipped around to the front and she started washing my cock and I ended up fucking her from behind as she leaned against the wall.
She was dressed before I was and then she surprised me again when she said:
"You should give me a key."
I had treated her with total indifference and fucked her for my pleasure only and she wanted to come back? What the hell; why not. I gave her a key and she left. That night around nine I heard a key in the door and it opened and Traci walked in.
"I had a date tonight and it took me until twenty minutes ago to shake him."
As she said that she was walking toward the bedroom shedding clothes.
Traci came by two or three times a week for the next four months and then one morning after a strenuous night she handed me her key.
"I've met someone who might just be the right one. If it doesn't work out I may ask for it back."
Apparently the guy was the 'right one' and she married him. I never got to fuck her again. There had been no love or affection between us and we had never – not once – kissed, but we satisfied each other and in the end I guess that was what counted.
The time with Traci did help me get past the loss of Aggie although her memory would stay with me for years and years. With Traci out of the picture I started dating again. I scored enough to keep me happy, but I never found a woman who interested me enough to set up house with her.
Until I met Samantha.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was at a family barbecue held at – of all places – Staci and Brad's house. Staci and Brad had a Koi pond in their back yard and I was standing next to it watching the fish when a voice behind me said:
"I want one of these some day only I want to have a waterfall with mine."
I turned to see an absolutely stunning redhead with hazel eyes. She offered me her hand and said:
"I'm Samantha, but most people call me Sam."
I took her hand and introduced myself and she asked, "Friend or family?"
"Family. Staci is my cousin."
"Your wife here with you?"
"Don't got me one of them things. Your husband going to get upset with you for talking to strange men?"
"Don't got me one of them things and just how strange are you?"
"I've been know to go totally bonkers over gorgeous redheads."
We talked and I found out she was a sorority sister of Staci and Traci's and that they had stayed in touch.
"Ouch!" I said.
"What means this ouch?"
"Neither of my cousins will have anything good to say about me. I'm shot down before I even have a chance."
"Actually both of them speak very highly of you and in fact that is one of the reasons I came over to talk to you."
"Are you serious?"
"Absolutely. I've known the two of them forever and they rarely have anything nice to say about most guys so their speaking highly of you intrigued me and here I am."
"Does this "being intrigued" mean that you might accept an invitation to have dinner with me?"
"Well it won't be tonight because we are here to eat barbecue, but I have nothing planned for tomorrow night."
For the rest of the evening she stayed by my side and one time I saw Staci looking at us and smiling. Before she left I made arrangements to pick her up the next night at six. That first date started a relationship that had me taking a knee in front of her seven months later and asking her to be my wife. She accepted my proposal and six months later we took our vows. What amazed me then and still has me shaking my head sixteen years later is that Staci was her maid of honor and Traci was one of her bridesmaids.
Sam did not come to our marriage bed a virgin an in fact, her virginity was long gone before she even met me, but so what? Mine was just as long gone. While we dated I treated Sam with kid gloves and was extremely careful not to do anything that might scare her off and this meant that all I did was make out with her and keep my hands to myself. We had been dating just a little over four weeks when one night as I was kissing her goodnight on her front porch she said:
"Are you ever going to do it or am I going to have to?"
"What?"
"You know damned well what you big oaf. We are both adults and we both know what we want." She paused and then said, "To hell with it; come on" and she grabbed my tie and pulled me inside her apartment with her.
We went after each other like starving wolves going after meat. I was surprised the bed survived. When I ate her pussy her hands dug into my hair and I thought that she would never let go. She gave me the best head I'd ever gotten and we made love four times – a personal best for me – before falling to sleep exhausted next to each other. Sam woke me up with a blow job which led to another session followed by a shower that almost led to us playing again. As I was dressing Sam asked:
"You aren't sorry are you?"
"Yes, I guess I am. Sorry that I didn't do it sooner."
"Don't be. If you had pushed like some others I dated we might never have reached this point. The fact that you wanted to be with me bad enough that you didn't want to risk being too forward is what convinced me to do what I did tonight."
After that night we made love three or four times a week. Some times at her place and some times at mine. There was no doubt in my mind that I was going to ask her to marry me, but I held off because she didn't give any indication that she wanted to get married. It was another case of not doing anything that would scare her off. As it had been with our making love it was Sam who got things started. One night at dinner she asked:
"Are we going anywhere or are all we are is friends with benefits?"
I got up from the table, went down on my knees and in front of forty other diners in the restaurant I proposed. When she told Staci and Traci they looked at me and Staci said:
"It took you long enough."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Several years went by and things were great. I was doing fine at work and Sam was doing exceptionally well where she worked. She'd had three promotions and was a regional manager. Her region had nine offices and she had to visit them on the average of once a month. Six of the nine were far enough away that she would have to spend the night. Two were located so that she could visit one, drive to the next at the end of the day, check into a motel for the night visit the office the next day and be home that night. The other two were located far enough away that she would be gone two nights when she visited each one. The traveling didn't cause any problems for us because it only meant that there would be six or seven nights a month that she wouldn't be home.
At home our life was great. Our sex life was marvelous with us making love three, four and sometimes five nights a week. Sam was a very sexual woman and had a huge sexual appetite and she liked it all. It was Sam who gave me my first anal sex. It was about a month before our wedding and we had just finished making love when she asked:
"How come you have never asked for my ass?"
"I've never thought about it. It isn't something that I've ever done and it has never entered my mind."
"Well, just so you know, I like it in my butt."
After that anal sex became a regular part of our sex life. I point out Sam's sexual nature to set the stage for what happened a month after our sixth wedding anniversary.
The manager of one of her far away offices had a death in the family and had to go back east. He would be gone at least a week and there was no one in the office qualified to step up and run things while he was gone. Sam was going to have to go and run the office until he got back.
Over dinner she said, "I don't know how I'm going to handle it."
"Nonsense. You ran your own office before becoming a regional."
"Not that part. I don't know how I'm going to handle a week or more without making love."
"So don't."
"Don't what?"
"Go without sex."
"What do you mean by that?"
"When you get randy go to one of the local hot spots, pick out a stud and make his night."
"You can't mean that. You can't possibly think that I would do something like that."
"Why not? You have already heard my views on love and sex."
And she had. One night about three months after we started making love and after a very strenuous evening that had exhausted me she had casually asked:
"Do you ever miss what you were doing with Staci and Traci?"
I had looked at her in surprise. How in the world had she known about them? She recognized the look and had said:
"Don't act so surprised. I've already told you that I've known them forever and that we are close. They both told me how good you were at eating pussy and that was the main reason I approached you at that barbecue. I'd never been able to get a guy to go down on me. I had expected to leave the barbecue with you and get my itch scratched, but you seemed so nice that I decided to back off and see if something might develop between us and now I'm glad that I did."
That's when I told her how I looked at love and sex.
"The twins were just sex and there was no love or affection involved so no, I don't miss them. Why should I? I'm getting more from you than I can handle."
She just shook her head and went to work to try and get me up again. Now, years later, I said it again:
"Sex is a physical need. You just said that you didn't know if you can handle going without for a week or more so don't. If you feel the need go ahead and take care of it. As far as I'm concerned it isn't cheating if you are honest and up front about it. It is only cheating – at least as far as I'm concerned – if it is done behind my back and you try to hide it. I wouldn't want names or details. A simple "I got horny, went out for a drink or two and I met a guy and he took the edge off for me" is all that I would need to know."
"I couldn't do that. I couldn't step out on you like that."
"Your choice my love. I'm just giving you the option. Just remember that the offer is there if an occasion should ever arise that might make you want to change your mind. All I'm asking for is honesty."
"I appreciate that you love me enough to offer to let me do something like that, but I couldn't. I just couldn't."
"Sweetheart, you can't go two days without trying to drag me into the bedroom. I know damned well that you are hurting when you are out on your trips and gone for a couple of days. I know you stop in at the hotel or motel bar after work for a drink or two and I know damned well that you get hit on a lot. All I'm saying is that you have blanket permission if you find some one you think you might want to try."
"It doesn't matter Rob; I'm never going to do it."
She was gone nine days and never said a word to me about any 'itch scratching' so I doubted that she did anything. It became somewhat of a habit that whenever she would be gone for a couple of days I would say just before she left:
"Make sure that any stud you hook up with knows that you are coming home to me" and she would say something like "Yeah; like I would find a stud."
And as far as I knew she never did.
Once she did say something that made me think that she might be considering it. She asked:
"Do the same rules apply to you when I'm gone?"
"What do you mean?"
"You say that sex is a physical need so you must get horny when I'm gone for a while. If you go out and find some honey do I get the same honesty you talk about?"
"Of course you would, but in my case it isn't likely to happen."
"Oh? And why not?"
"You have a much greater sex drive than I do. I can go a week or two without climbing walls. You are different. You went nuts when I pulled that muscle in my back and had to go six days without. I won't say that I'd never do it, but it would take something like you being gone for a month or so."
That was true. I got so much from Sam that I'd never even considered having sex with another woman and I didn't expect that I ever would. As far as I knew Sam never did take me up on my offer to let her play if she needed to even though I was absolutely okay with her doing it as long as she was honest about it.
And then things changed and not for the better.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sam had left the house early to have a breakfast meeting with two of her managers and as I was putting my breakfast dishes in the dishwasher I noticed her day planner on the counter. I didn't know if she would need it or not, but I had to drive right by her office on my way to work so I thought I would drop it off.



As I walked through the building I waved at several of the people I knew from attending office partied with Sam and I walked into her office just as her telephone answering machine was giving out the "leave a message" announcement. I'd just placed her day planner on her desk when I heard:
"Good morning sexy lady. I got in last night and checked into room 127 at the Super 8 on Foster. I get out of training at four and should be in my room by four-thirty. Looking forward to seeing you. I'll be ready and waiting. Bye."
As I listened to the message I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. There could have been a hundred different ways to take that call, but unfortunately I'm not much for practicing denial. I knew what the message meant and it damned near killed me.
At ten I got a call at work from Sam telling me that she was stopping after work for drinks with some of the people from her office.
"I won't be late. I should be home by eight. Love you."
"Love you too. Have fun."
At four I was parked where I could see the door of room 127. At four-twenty a Honda Civic pulled up in front of 127 and a man got out and went into the room. I recognized him from Sam's office Christmas parties. His name was Tom Ashley and he worked in one of Sam's far away offices. One of the ones where she had to stay overnight. At four fifty-five a 1993 Ford Mustang convertible that I knew very well pulled up and parked next to the Civic and Sam got out. She walked up to room 127, knocked on the door, it opened and she and Ashley embraced, kissed and went into the room. I sat there and watched that fucking door until seven-thirty and then I drove on home.
I was sitting on the couch with a glass of Jack over ice in my hand and watching some meaningless drivel on the TV when Sam got home. I looked at my watch and saw that it was eight o'clock on the dot. She walked into the living room, saw me and said:
"Hi honey."
"Hi yourself. Have fun in room 127 with the people from work?"
Her face lost all of its color as I said, "I think that maybe you should move your things into the guest bedroom for now."
"Why? I didn't do anything wrong. You've told me for years I could do it."
"That's only half true Samantha and you know it. Yes I did say that it would be okay, but only if it was above board and by that I meant that I knew about it. Otherwise it would be cheating and you knew that. From the message I heard when I dropped your day planner off at your office it was obvious that today wasn't the first time so that means that you have been cheating on me and lying to me for some time now."
"You aren't being fair Rob. You know my sexual appetite and you have always said that I could do something about it if I needed to. The fact that I didn't let you know shouldn't be a factor. So I didn't tell you; so what? You still told me it was okay for me to make it with another man. You have to look at it from my point of view. I love you and the last thing I want to do is hurt you.
"Do you have any idea of the war going on inside my head? One part is saying "Rob says it is okay so go on. You are horny so take care of it. Another part is saying "Don't do it. Rob doesn't really mean it. He only tells you it is okay because he knows that you would never do it. A third part is saying "He said you could do it, but if you do how will he really take it? What happens if you do it and he finds that it really bothers him? What happens if he feels threatened by it? What if he takes it to mean that he isn't man enough for you? Can you take the chance? The answer was no I couldn't.
"I couldn't tell you since in my mind that meant taking a chance on losing you and that is one chance that I wasn't going to take. Today was a mistake and I know it. I should have stuck to only doing it when I was out of town and really, really horny, but I don't really like the idea of picking up men in bars. You never know what you are getting and that could be bad. I decided that if I did do it I needed to do it with someone safe, someone there would be no emotional entanglements with. A friend with benefits as it were.
"Tom filled the bill. He works in the Walton office and one night I was in the hotel bar having a drink when he came in. I waved him over to join me and we talked. His wife is pregnant and refuses to make love and he was as horny as hell and so was I and we ended up in my room. I agreed to meet him when he came here for training because I wanted to keep him on the string. He is perfect for what I wanted. Sex with no entanglements. He loves his wife and has no intension of ever leaving her. I do not consider what I did when out of town cheating since you have always told me to go for it.
"Was I dishonest in not telling you? In a way I guess I was, but I only kept quiet about it because I was afraid how you would really take it. Face it Rob; telling your wife that it okay for her to have sex with another man is not normal behavior. I only did it because I had your permission and it wasn't until it was over that I started worrying about how you really might react when I old you what I'd done. I wasn't willing to take the chance of losing you."
"That's just you rationalizing Samantha. The fact still remains that you knew the conditions that were attached to that permission. Without you honoring those conditions what you did was cheating. You need to move your things out of what used to be our bedroom and into the guest bedroom until I decide what I'm going to do."
"What do you mean until you decide what to do?"
"I'll need an attorney's advice on what I should do and then I'll have to decide what to do about the house. Buy out your half and keep it, let you buy me out or put it up for sale and split the proceeds."
"Oh no Rob; there isn't going to be any divorce over this. I will not allow it."
"You have no say in it Samantha. This is a no fault state and I can divorce you without giving a reason. You can fight it and maybe slow it down, but you can't stop it. I'm going out for a bit. Please be moved by the time I come back."
I drove to Bud's Bar and plopped myself down on a stool and for the next hour I drank to the stupidity of it all. It was just so fucking unnecessary. All she had to do was be up-front with me and there wouldn't have been any problems. Sam could rationalize it any way she wanted to, but the bottom line was that she went behind my back and in my book that was cheating.
When I got home the house was dark and I headed up o the bedroom. I turned on the light and saw that Samantha was on the bed.
"I thought I told you to move to one of the other rooms."
"You did."
"Then why are you here?"
"Because this is my bed as well as yours. This is where I belong and I'm staying right here."
I shrugged, walked over to the bed and grabbed my pillow and started out of the room.
"Where are you going?"
"To another bedroom. The whole point of telling you to move was because I didn't want to be anywhere near you. That hasn't changed."
I walked across the hall and went into the bedroom we usually used for her family when they visited. I had just started nodding off when the door opened and Samantha came into the room. She moved to the bed, got in beside me and reached for my cock. As soon as her hand closed around it I came fully awake and gave her a hard shove and she fell off the bed.
"Get the fuck away from me!" I yelled. "It is bad enough that you cheated, but now you want to give me sloppy seconds? You really think I'll touch you coming to me from another man's bed?"
"It wouldn't be sloppy seconds Rob. I've showered and I've douched. There isn't a trace of him on me and you can't say that you don't want me. I only had my hand on you for a few seconds and you were getting hard."
"I get hard looking at clothed pictures of Catherine Zeta Jones but that doesn't mean that I'll fuck her. The fact remains that you are only off the bed you cheated on me on for less than four hours. Get out of here Samantha and just stay the hell away from me."
She got up off the floor and left the room.
I woke up in the morning with Samantha wrapped around me. I stirred and she knew I was waking and she slid down and took my cock in her mouth. By the time I was fully awake I was fully hard and Sam's mouth had me going. My cock didn't give a rat's ass about how I felt about what Samantha had done. She was working on him and the 'little head' was in temporary charge. Sam took me all the way and swallowed when I erupted and when my cock was soft she let it fall from her mouth. She moved up and tucked her body in next to mine.
"I'm sorry baby; I'm really sorry. I was afraid to tell you because I honestly didn't want to take the chance that it might hurt you. I swear to God I just didn't want to hurt you. Please baby, please forgive me. I'll never do it again. I promise you that I will never do it again."
To shorten things I did forgive her and after a couple of 'trying' months we got back to where we had been before.
A year went by and Sam still made trips to her regional offices, but she was never gone for more than a couple of days and as far as I knew she never got horny enough on any of those trips to look for help. The only change was that I never again joked about her making sure that any stud she hooked up with knew that she would be coming home to me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Then the planets aligned themselves into just the right position to cause changes in our lives. I was promoted and my new position required that I do some traveling. I would be on the road an average of once a month and be gone anywhere from three to ten days. At about the same time the powers that be at Sam's place of employment decided to reorganize and Sam's region was changed. She kept all of her old offices, but was given three more on the other side of the state. Those three could be covered in one trip, but that one trip would take all week.
Predictably the changes played hell with our sex lives. Sam, having a much larger sex drive than I had started getting irritable and pissy because she wasn't getting what she was used to getting. Things came to a head after a particularly bad spell. I had been gone for a week and Sam damned near destroyed me on the weekend I was back. The next week was her one week visit to the other side of the state and when she came home we had another exhausting weekend and on Monday I left for a three day trip. When I got home Thursday I was too damned whipped to do more than go with her one time on Thursday night and her frustration finally boiled over.
"God damn that fucking job of yours. Why did you have to take that damned job anyway?"
"You know the answer to that. The money and the perks."
"Fuck the money and the perks! I need you in our bed. I'm going nuts over the lack of a love life."
"So take care of it."
"Oh no! No fucking way! You know what happened last time and I'm not going there again. Besides, I promised that I'd never do it again."
"As far as I'm concerned what you promised is that you would never do it again without telling me. You need it and you know it. You get all pissy when you go without too long and that doesn't need to be. When you need it get it. It doesn't even have to be only on your trips. If you need it bad and I'm on a trip get the itch taken care of. I'd much rather come home to a happy and smiling wife instead of an irritable bitch."
"You mean that? You are really okay with it??"
"As long as it is just sex yes. No emotional entanglements, just straight up get rid of the hornies sex. One thing though. If you do it at home while I'm on a trip you don't do it here. Never in our house."
++++++++++++++++++++++
It didn't take Sam long to take me up on my offer. Two weeks later I was on a five day trip and on the third day of the trip I made my nightly phone call to check in and didn't get an answer. I called three times before I gave it up and went to bed. In the morning I got my six o'clock wake up call from the front desk and I'd just hung up the phone when it rang again.
"Hello?"
"Good morning my love. I just wanted to call and tell you that I love you."
"I love you too baby. I tried to call you last night, but never could get you."
"I stopped after work with a couple of the girls from the office. I got hit on by a cute guy and after several drinks and dances I went home with him."
"Have a good time?"
"You will be coming home to a smiling and happy wife." There was a slight pause and then, "Are we all right honey?"
"We are fine my love. I need to get going, but I'll call you tonight."
There was another pause and then Sam said, "If it is all right with you I may not be here."
"This 'cute guy' going to cause a problem? You know my position on getting entangled."
"It isn't that baby. He wasn't the only guy who came on to me and you know me and sex. The more I get the more I want. I'd like to be smiling and really, really happy when you come home."
"Okay. A change in routine then. Instead of me calling you, from now on you call me when you are home."
"Thank you lover. I do love you."
"I love you too Sam. See you in two days."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was like letting the genie out of the bottle. From that time on any time I was gone for more than two days Sam would stop after work with her friends from the office and she would usually end up with some 'cute guy'. They were always 'cute guys' even though I'm sure that most of them were not all that cute.
If Sam was gone on one of her trips for more than two days I'd get a call saying, "I was bad last night honey." When Sam was sexually satisfied she was happy and when she was happy she kept me happy. It was a truism that the more she got the more she wanted and as a result I got more than I could handle. I actually had days when I went home hoping that she would leave me alone that night.
It was one of those nights – a night I hoped that I could rest – that the next step in our evolving relationship took place. Sam called me at work and said that if I didn't mind she was going to stop for a few with the people from work. I told her to go ahead and enjoy herself and then I went home and fixed some leftovers for dinner. I was watching TV when the phone rang. It was Sam.
"Can I ask for a big favor baby?"
"What?"
"I'm really, really horny and there is this cute guy who is doing his absolute best to land me. Can I have him baby?"
The first thought that flashed through my mind was to say "Fuck no you can't. Get your butt home" but if I said that the house would be a deep freeze for the foreseeable future so I said:
"I don't know Sam. We are both home and our arrangement has always been to do it when I'm on a trip or you are."
"I know baby, but I would really, really like to do this."
It was probably a mistake on my part, but I told her to go ahead and have fun. My thinking wouldn't have appeared all that rational to some one looking at it from the outside, but I was tired and hoping for a restful night and if she was as horny as she said she was she would be coming home and taking it out on me. Besides, I was already letting her play around outside the marriage so what was one more time?
I went to bed around ten and I guess I fell right to sleep. Something woke me up and I rolled over and looked at the clock and saw that it was almost one in the morning and what had woken me up was the shower running. Sam came into the room wiping herself off with a towel and she saw that I was awake.
"I didn't want to wake you. I'm sorry baby, but I didn't want to snuggle up against you with his smell still on me."
I told her it was okay and then she said, "As long as you are awake anyway" and her hand went to my cock. I may have wanted an evening of rest, but it had always reacted to her touch and it did again. She slid down and took me in her mouth and worked on me for a while and I reached the point where I needed to get off. I'd never been able to get off getting head so I pulled Sam up and rolled her over on her back. She tried to push me away as she said:
"No baby; not now. I showered, but I didn't douche."
I knew what she was saying. If I made love to her I was going to feel him – sloppy seconds – but I was too far gone to stop. To be honest about it she didn't feel any different – not wetter or sloppy – and I pounded away until I got my nut and then we cuddled and fell asleep.
She was kind of quiet in the morning over breakfast and I finally had to ask:
"Something wrong?"
She looked away for a couple of seconds and then said, "I'm worried that what I did last night was out of bounds and that you might not too happy with me."
"I will admit I almost told you that I didn't want you to do it, but then I thought about the fact that you seem to need way more than I can provide. What you have been doing for the last year hasn't hurt us so I decided to let you do it. We're okay babe."
I wasn't thinking when I said that. If I had been thinking I probably would have said:
"We are okay this time, but from now on let's hold it down to when one of us is out of town."
But I didn't say that and Sam took my "We're okay" to mean that she could do it more often on her girls nights out.
Over the next six months when she wasn't on the road she would stop with the people from work once a week and I would get a call maybe three out of every five times asking if I'd mind if she'd be a little late. It did bother me a little, but I was the one who opened the door to the cage and set her loose. On the other hand our home life was fantastic. I had all the love and affection that any man could ask for and I had more sex than I could handle. I have heard it said that there is no such thing as nymphomania, but I had come to believe that Sam, if not a nymphomaniac, was as close to being one as you could get. I doubt that our life style would work for many other husbands and wives, but it was working for us.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next step in the evolution of our marriage came one Thursday after one of Sam's nights out with her group from work. I had a feeling that something was coming because Sam had set out wine with our dinner and that was something that rarely happened except for weekends and holidays. After dinner Sam asked:
"Can I broach a ticklish subject with you?"
"Of course."
"First let me say up front that I'm with you one hundred percent on your feeling about entanglements with those I play with. That said I want to ask your permission to see a guy more than once."
I guess a change must have come over my face because she quickly said, "I isn't any one particular guy honey. It is just that it is such a hassle doing the same 'meeting dance' with a guy every time I go out. If I find a good one I'd like to be able to keep on with him for a couple of weeks or so. Besides, I feel like such a slut leaving the bar with a different guy each week. I mean I am a slut and we both know it, but I would like to try it."
I thought about it for a bit and then said, "I don't know Sam; it sounds like it has the potential for some emotional attachment and I couldn't have that."
"It wouldn't be that way baby. You are the love of my life and that will never change and you should know that."
"There is another thing. You start seeing just one guy and he is going to press for more of your time. He isn't going to want to be limited to just one night a week."
"He would have to accept it. He would know that I'm married and that I couldn't get out of the house all that often without making my husband suspicious, but there is something else. There are times I know you wish I would leave you alone. Don't bother denying it; I can always tell when that happens. When you are in one of those periods I could call my current boyfriend and tell him that I could sneak away if he was interested. It is just a thought baby."



"I don't know Sam. I'm not comfortable with it and I'm going to have to think on it."
I did think about it and the bottom line was that I had been trusting Sam all along so there didn't seem to be any reason for not trusting her in what she wanted to do and so I gave her my permission.
Over the next eight months Sam hooked up with a guy, kept him for three or four weeks and then dropped him. In the second month she did start seeing her new guy about twice a week and then twice a week became the norm.
At home nothing changed. Well I guess that wasn't really so. One thing changed and it surprised both Sam and me. The thoughts about what Sam was doing started getting to me and turning me on. I was so wound up one night that when she came home I grabbed her, bent her over the back of the couch and took her from behind. It happened a couple of more times and then Sam stopped taking showers as soon as she got home and before getting in bed with me. She would suck my cock, but I wouldn't go down on her. I drew the line at that.
And then......
++++++++++++++++++
It was the eighth month since she started doing the same guy for weeks at a time and one Thursday night Sam surprised me by asking if I would mind terribly if she went away for a weekend with her current boyfriend. She had never done that before. I'd thought she was almost done with him since she had never stayed with one of her lovers for more than four weeks and this guy was going on five. I didn't answer her right away and she quickly told me to never mind, but I knew she would spend the whole weekend pouting and being in a pissy mood so I told her to go ahead. The tone of my voice told her how I really felt about it, but it didn't stop her from going.
I spent a very bad weekend thinking about Sam and what she was doing and she still wasn't home when I went to bed Sunday night. When she did get home she was so quiet that she didn't wake me up and she was sound asleep when I got up to go to work in the morning.
Sam managed to avoid me for the next two days and it wasn't until Thursday that we talked. She apologized for her behavior and asked me to forgive her. She knew I wasn't happy with her spending the weekend with her toy, but it was something that she felt she had to do. She was getting ready to dump him because he was starting to get possessive, but she wanted one last time with him. It seems that he had a very large cock. Bigger than anything she had ever seen before and she doubted that she would ever see one that big again and she wanted one last full and stuffed feeling. She promised that she would never do it again.
What could I say? I'm the one who opened the door to all of it so it was mostly on me. I don't know what Sam saw on my face, but whatever it was she misread it and she got up and ran from the room crying. I followed her up to the bedroom and tried to get her to stop crying and tell me what was wrong. It took me a while to get her quieted down and then she said, "I'm sorry. I know I've ruined it for us. I know you hate me for going off on that weekend" and then she started crying again and I couldn't get her to stop. I decided to let things be until she could talk without crying.
The next night we sat down when I got home from work and hashed things out. She felt that she had let me down and that now I wouldn't trust her any more. I was honest with her and told her that I did indeed feel that she had let me down. I told her that the concept of letting her have her fun was based on her always coming home to me and that her weekend getaway actually had me wondering if I hadn't lost her. I told her that I had actually wondered if she would be coming home from her weekend. At that she burst out crying and ran up to the bedroom. I didn't follow and when I went up to go t bed she was already asleep. The next morning she work me up with a blow job, told me that I would never have to worry about her coming home to me and that she would never again give me reason to doubt her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
After that came two months of Sam not stopping with the people from work and she had gotten back to the irritable and pissy stage. Her 'infamous' weekend was still on my mind so I didn't say:
"For Christ's sake go out and get laid and stop being a miserable bitch!"
Finally she asked if I would mind if she stopped after work with the crew. After a moments hesitation that I'm sure that she noticed I said that it would be okay with me. That girl's night out turned out to be different than any of the other previous ones. She did hook up with a 'cute guy' but he was with a group and when the people that Sam worked with had gone she joined the 'cute guy's' group. They left the bar and went to some one's house to continue the party. The next morning she told me:
"I was really, really bad baby. I did three guys at the party. It was a first for me and it was wild."
I wasn't all that happy when I heard that. Letting her play was one thing, but becoming a train puller wasn't what I had in mind when I let her run, but then it was only sex right? She met with her cute guy a couple of more times over the next couple of weeks, but never went to another party, At least not that I knew of.
Sam bonded with a couple of girls at that party with the result being another rocky period in our lives. One Sunday after a lazy afternoon of sitting on the patio drinking margaritas Sam asked:
"Can I ask you for a really huge favor?"
"You can ask, but I won't promise that you will get it. What is it?"
"Don't laugh and don't get pissed at me okay?"
"Go ahead Sam; what is it?"
"I feel guilty about my having my sexual fun while you don't. Actually it's more like I'm uncomfortable knowing that I'm playing outside the marriage and that you don't. I know you say that it is okay and that you don't mind, but I'd feel a lot better if you got yourself a piece of strange. I can't explain it honey, but it just doesn't set well with me and it makes me nervous and uncomfortable. My favor is that I want you to have another woman."
I laughed at that and then said, "Don't think I can do that sweetie. I'm just not the kind of guy who can go out and try to pick up a woman. I wouldn't know how. I mean I never even did that when I was single."
"That's okay. Just say that you will do it and I'll do the rest."
"You'll do the rest?"
"I'll take you to a party and introduce you as my cousin from out of town. I know there will be a couple of girls there who will take a shot at you."
"And just how do you know this?" I asked.
It turns out that the group she fell into when she hooked up with her current 'cute guy' invited her to a party. She told them she wouldn't be able to sneak away from her husband and they laughed and said to bring him. She told them she couldn't because she didn't want her husband to know that she screwed around.
"If you will go I can call Fred (her 'cute guy') and tell him I've found a way to get out of the house. I'll tell them that my cousin is visiting and I can use him as an excuse. I'll say that hubby doesn't like my cousin so he won't want to come along when I take my cousin out to show him where the night life is in town. Please baby? Please do it? I'll feel so much better about what I'm doing if I know you have done it too."
"I don't know if I can watch you with another man. Letting you go out and do your thing and sitting at home knowing that you are doing it is a hell of lot different from actually seeing it. I have no idea of how I might react."
"You won't have to see it. The party is at a home and there will be more than one room. I'll be in another room so you won't see a thing."
To be completely honest about it I really didn't want to go. I had no interest in having sex with another woman. Sam was more than enough for me, but she kept after me and I finally gave in and went to the party with her as her cousin.
It turned out that when she had called Fred to say she would be coming she set up a blind date for me with one of the girls who she had partied with the night she fell in with the group. I was introduced to Laura and then Fred took Sam by the hand and led her off.
I had a few drinks and talked a while with Laura and then she said:
"I love parties like this. Everyone knows why they are here. It is so much better than going to a bar and hoping you can hook up with a decent guy. I'm ready sweetie; are you?"
I set my drink down and said, "I'm new here. Where do we go?"
She laughed, took my hand and led me to a bedroom that had a king sized bed in it. We quickly undressed, got on the bed and then she swung around and went down on me. I was looking at her pussy and I knew what she wanted and I thought "In for a penny, in for a pound" and I grabbed her hips and pulled her down to me. After several minutes of mutual munching she swung around and mounted me cowgirl.
We were humping away when a naked Sam and Fred came into the room and got on the bed with us. So much for Sam's telling me that I wouldn't have to see her with another man.
I didn't like it!
Fred was a trash talking asshole and he was spouting a lot of crap like, "I'll bet your loser husband doesn't fuck you this good" and Sam went along with him and shot me through the grease with a bunch of stuff like "He has a wimpy little dick" and "He can't fuck for shit." I knew that she was playing along with Fred and didn't really mean it (or at least I hoped she didn't) but I still didn't care for it. I think Sam picked up on my feelings because when we were both finished with our respective partners she said:
"I've always wanted to try a little incest cuz. Want to switch partners and see if we get struck by lightening?"
I'd followed others into Sam since she started 'dating' and it hadn't killed me so I said okay. I think she did it to make it up to me for her trash talk and when we were done she told Fred that he was a better fuck than her husband, but that I was a better fuck than Fred was and she thought she might just keep the fucking in the family from now on. I got an ego boost from Laura when she said:
"Oh no you don't. He's mine" and she went down on me and got me back up for another go. She also gave me her phone number before I left and told me to give her a call.
On the way home Sam asked me if I was going to call Laura and I said, "Probably not."
"Why not? You had fun and a little strange every now and then would do you good."
"Have you forgotten how we got into this? It was because I wasn't able to give you all you needed. I need to save what I do have for you."
"Nonsense. We do just fine and it won't upset me if you give a little of what you have to Laura or one of the others that attend the parties. I liked it and I'd like to do it again."
"I don't know if I want to do it again."
"Think on it baby? Please think on it. It was so much more fun for me having you there with me."
A week later Sam wanted me to go to another party with her. I'd thought on it and decided that I didn't really care for it so I said no. Sam pouted for days and kept working on me and I finally, albeit reluctantly, gave in. She told me that she had talked with Laura and that Laura really was looking forward to seeing me again.
"Just remember the rule; no entanglements. Laura may want you, but you are mine and I do not intend to lose you to her."
We went to the party and after a bit Laura and I headed for a bedroom and Sam and her guy for the evening - a guy named Jay – came along behind us. I said that Laura and I would like a little privacy, but Sam wouldn't have it. We had to do it on the same bed just like the last time. Unfortunately, like the last time, her date was a trash talking asshole and the bastard shot me through the grease the entire time we were there and Sam went right along with the program.
I didn't speak to Sam on the ride home. Every time she started to say something I snarled:
"Shut up Sam. I am severally pissed and it would not be a good thing for me to say anything right now."
When she slid over next to me and reached for me cock I pushed her hand away and told her to leave me alone.
All during the drive I was thinking "Does she go along with the trash talk because she really means it and it is her way of putting something over on me while making me think she is just doing it to go along with the flow?" I didn't used to feel insecure, at least not until Sam took off for her weekend. I don't know that I'll ever get over that. That and how I felt while she was gone. Had I not been getting the job done and Sam had been faking it all along? I remembered the movie "When Harry Met Sally" (or was it When Sally Met Harry?) when Sally demonstrated how easy it was for a woman to fake it. Was Sam's going along with the trash talk how she really felt?
Then I had a nasty thought. Did those guys trash talk because they knew I was Sam's husband and not her cousin? Was it their way of rubbing my face in the fact that they were fucking my wife in front of me? The more I thought about it the more I began to think that the people at both parties were aware that I was Sam's husband. What were the odds that Sam would end up with a trash talking partner two parties in a row?
When we got home I was primed. I leaped into her shit with both feet. I flat out asked her if the guy she was fucking knew that I was really her husband and not her cousin and she looked away from me and didn't answer which of course was all the answer that I needed. Then I asked her if the people we had gotten together with the first time knew the truth. Again I got no answer and she wouldn't look at me. I screamed at her to answer the fucking question and she started crying and finally admitted that every one knew who I was.
I just stared at her in disgust and then said, "So tell me Sam; did you have a good time humiliating me? Or maybe all the shit you said in response to what those two assholes were saying was how you really feel about me huh?"
She tried to run out of the room, but I grabbed her and pushed her down on the couch and told her she wasn't going anywhere until after she had answered all of my questions. It turns out that it was a turn on for her to do it. She said that I knew it wasn't true so there was no harm done.
I was pissed!!!
Seven people at the first party and eleven at the second one and all laughing at me behind my back. Then I unloaded on her. I told her that I was the one who freed her up so she could do what she was doing so I had no bitch coming over that part of it, but she was NEVER to tell me about anything she did from then on and she was NOT EVER to ask me to have anything to do with what she did from then on. Then I told her I was too pissed at her to be anywhere near her and that I would be staying in one of the spare bedrooms and then I stomped out of the room.
Things were cold around the house after that. Sam tried to 'make nice but I wasn't having any of it. I was just too fucking pissed. Sam kept trying to smooth things over, but I was too bent out of shape for her to get anywhere. I had given her permission to play as long as it was all above board and I knew and then she goes and cheats on me behind my back. We worked through that, I put it behind me and let her go play and then she pulled that weekend shit on me. We got by that and then she goes and pulls this party shit. I love the stupid cunt, but I'm now at the point that I just don't trust her any more.
Three weeks went by with me not saying any more than I had to to Sam. She was trying hard to 'make up' but I was still way too pissed. I couldn't get it out of my mind that her trash talk was real; that she meant what she said and that she knew she could get away with it by saying that she was 'just playing the game' and going along. I will admit that I probably wouldn't feel the way I was if it wasn't for the fact that she played me for a fool by letting every one know I was her husband and then making me believe that every one thought that I was her cousin from out of town.
Those three weeks went by with me still in one of the spare bedrooms. Sam hadn't gone out since our blow up so that meant she hadn't been laid in three weeks so she had to be going crazy. The down side was that I hadn't been laid either so I did something that I had never done before. I still had the phone number that Laura had given me so I called her. We talked and then arranged to meet after work for a drink. After one drink Laura said:
"Why are we wasting time sitting here? We both know what we want to happen."
To answer her I took my cell phone out and called home. Sam answered and I said "I won't be home tonight and disconnected.
Laura said "That was short and to the point. I think I detected a touch of "and if you don't like it tough shit" in it."
"That pretty much sums it up."
"Things not so hot on the home front?"
"Haven't been since that last party we went to."
"Why? You seemed to enjoy it. You liked it enough to give me a call."
"Things just didn't set well with me."
"Why not?"
I told her how humiliated I felt after what Sam did to me.
"So what. All it was was sex. So she got off playing her little game. It doesn't change the fact that she loves you. Everyone at those parties is playing a game of some kind. You were playing a game pretending to be her cousin. Fred was playing a game when he trash talked. It was a turn on for him to be able to say that stuff in front of the woman's husband knowing that he wouldn't get the shit beat out of him. I've had Fred a dozen times and he has never trash talked with me.
"I play my own game. Did you know that Steve is my husband? No one at the parties knows it. He watches me and when we get home he goes down on me and cleans me out. It is what turns him on. It turns me on to look down at him and see him play vacuum cleaner. I get so turned on that I almost fuck the poor man to death. Sex is fun lover and different people have different ideas of what fun is. You have to realize that. Sex and love are not the same. Enough of this stuff. Take me somewhere and fuck me."
As I drove home what Laura had said reminded me that my stance had always been sex is sex and love is love and they didn't necessarily have to go hand in hand. In fact that was the main reason for my being able to let Sam go out and play. Was I being too much of an asshole toward Sam? I did say "Go ahead, it is okay with me and by going with Sam to the parties with her wasn't I giving her my stamp of approval?
The car was suddenly jarred as I hit a pothole and it got my attention back on my driving and off my mushy thoughts. Yes I did say okay and yes I guess my attendance at the parties did give my approval, but it was only approval for sex outside of the marriage. It was not an okay to humiliate me and play games on me. According to Laura every one was playing their fun games and every one had different ideas when it came to 'fun games' but to me a game was something you played – not something to be played on you.
When I got home Sam was waiting up for me. "We have to talk Rob."
"Not now Samantha. I've just spent an exhausting evening with Laura and I need to get some sleep. Can't go into work all worn out."
"That's not fair Rob. We haven't made love in over three weeks. It should be me and not Laura."
"I didn't see it that way Samantha. Laura hasn't lied to me and humiliated me in front of others. I feel comfortable around a woman like that."
"Damn it Rob! Why won't you see that it doesn't mean anything? It was just fun. You know that none of what those guys said is true. I got off, they got off and I know that you got off with Laura. As for humiliation? So fucking what! Does anything that those people might think of you matter? You don't know any of them and other than at the parties you never have any interaction with any of them. Do you care what the mailman or the garbage man think of you? How about the check out clerk at the grocery store? Those people mean nothing to you so why do you give a fuck about what they think!



"You think that they think all that highly of me? Of course they don't. To them I'm just a married woman who fucks around. A slut as far as they are concerned. Do I care? Fuck no! They serve a purpose. They give me fun sexually and that's all. Once I leave the party I don't even think about them so what the hell do I care about what they think. The only important thing is that I love you. I love the fact that you love me and trust me enough to let me go out and play, but it isn't working. No matter how much fun it is and how much I enjoy it it isn't worth what we are going through because of it. I'm not going to do it any more. I'm not going to kill my marriage because of it. Now please take me to bed and make love to me? I've never had sloppy seconds from you before."
++++++++++++++++++++
Six months went by and Sam made no attempts to go out on dates. She turned down several invitations to parties put on by the group and I know it was hard on her. Our travel schedules were pretty much the same as they had been and I knew there were times that the lack of sex was driving her up the wall, but she never said a word and soldiered on.
It was the first week in June and she came home on a Tuesday and told me that the manager of the Wagner office had died of a heart attack and she was going to have to go and run the office until she could make a decision on who to promote as a replacement. She told me she would be gone a week to ten days at the minimum and it might be as long as three weeks.
The Wagner office is the office where Tom Ashley worked and he was the guy I had caught her cheating on me with way back when. As she was packing to go I asked her what she was going to do and she asked me what I meant. I mentioned Ashley. She told me that nothing was going to happen and I asked her why not.
"For one thing the only reason we ended up together was that his wife was pregnant and not letting him make love. He was horny; I was horny and it happened. I'm sure that his wife is back to taking care of him now. For another thing I don't want the grief that always seems to come out of me playing around."
"Face facts Sam. You will be as horny as a billy goat by the third day you are there so go ahead and enjoy yourself. Just follow the rules and we will be okay."
"Are you really sure you are okay with what you are telling me I can do?"
"I am sure. As long as you hold to our original agreement we will be fine."
I didn't flat out say that this was her last chance, but I'm sure that she got the message.
She was gone all week and she came home Saturday morning while I was still in bed and she got in with me and did her best to ruin me. We got up around noon and went out for breakfast and over French toast she told me about her week in Wagner.
She got to the office around ten and then stopped after work for drinks with the people from the office. She danced a few times with the men who worked in the office, including Tom, and when the group started breaking up to go home she and Tom ended up sitting alone at a table. She playfully asked if his wife was taking care of him now and he told her that he didn't have a wife. Seems that when the baby came it was obvious from the baby's skin color that Tom wasn't the daddy.
She found out that Tom hadn't been laid in the nine months following his divorce becoming final so she took him to her room and they spent the night doing 'nasty things' and the next day she checked out of the hotel and spent the rest of the week at his apartment. Then she said if I had no objection she was going to skip getting a hotel room when she went back and just stay with Tom. I reminded her of how upset I got when she went off on her weekend and she told me I needn't worry; that Tom was just a good fuck and she had absolutely no interest in him other than using him to 'scratch her itch' when she was in Wagner.
She spent the next week in Wagner and when she got home she told me that she had appointed a new manager so she wouldn't have to go back except for her normal monthly swing through her region. Then she started telling me all about her week with Tom, but I cut her off and told her that I had no interest in hearing the details.
"The only important thing for me is that you let me know when you are doing it. As long as there is no hidden shit we will be all right."
She shook her head and said, "You are a strange man Robert. Okay then, if I can't tell you I'll just have to show you" and she pulled me along to the bedroom where she did her best to fuck me to death.
++++++++++++++++
Another couple of months went by with Sam only 'scratching her itch' when she was on one of her overnight trips and one time when I was gone for a week she called me at my hotel and asked if it would be all right for her to go out and play.
A couple more weeks went by and then one Wednesday she called me and told me that she wanted to stop after work for a drink or two with the girls and would it be all right and I told her the same thing I'd told her when she went to Wagner for a couple of weeks. Basically I reminded her that she knew how I viewed things and as long as she kept that in mind she was a big girl and could make her own choices.
She called me at ten and told me that she wouldn't be home that night. I hung up on her, took a shower and went to bed. Half an hour later she came home and got into bed with me and I got up and went to the guest bedroom.
She was waiting for me in the kitchen when I got up in the morning and promptly got in my face over the way I had acted the night before. I asked her what she expected. She said that I wasn't making any sense. I'd let her spend the better part of two weeks with Tom so why was I so warped out of shape over the previous evening. I told her to think about it and I left for work.
When I got home she was waiting and told me she had thought about it all day and still didn't have any idea of why I was acting the way I was. I had to point out the differences.
"With Tom I said go ahead and have fun. Last night you simply called and told me what you were going to do. You didn't ask. You didn't wonder if it would be all right with me. You just told me what you were going to do and in a tone of voice that had a touch of "And if you don't like it tough" and I did not like it. I did not like it one bit. The difference was in the tone of voice and the words used. A phone call saying "Something came up and would it be all right if I don't come home tonight" would have gotten you a no problem sweetie; have fun and I'll see you tomorrow. Even something like "There is this cute guy and he is trying really hard, but if I let him I might not get home tonight" would have gotten you a "Good luck sweetie" but a flat "I won't be home tonight" delivered in a tone of voice that suggested "tough shit if you don't like it just isn't going to work for me on top of the other shit you have pulled on me."
I got up and went out into the garage and changed the oil in my truck. When I came back into the house she said we still needed to talk so I told her to go ahead.
"I appreciate the freedom you have given me, but it just isn't working. All it seems to be doing is driving a wedge between us and I don't want that so there will be no more playing around."
"You don't have to stop. All you have to do is realize how I see your actions. As long as I see no threat to me and my relationship with you you can have all the fun you want. To me that means keeping me as a part of the process. All you had to do last night was tell me what you wanted to do and see that it was okay with me. Just telling me what you are going to do just didn't get it for me especially after I told you how you taking off for that long ago weekend affected me."
She started crying, came over and sat down on my lap and then swore that I would never have to worry about her coming home to me and then she took my hand, led me to the bedroom and damned near fucked me to death.
++++++++++++++++++
The next couple of weeks Sam made no effort to go out and play and then I had another bad day. I got home and there was a message on the answering machine from Sam telling me that she was stopping for drinks with one of her girlfriends who had a guy that she wanted Sam to meet.
"If you are not okay with it call me on my cell and let me know otherwise I may be a little late in getting home so don't wait up."
I was pissed at that. What was she hiding that she had to leave a message on the answering machine instead of calling me on my cell and talking to me in person. I stewed over it for maybe an hour. I didn't call Sam on her cell because I knew whatever I said would lead us into another pit. I'd sit on it until she got home and maybe then I'd have cooled down some. Then it occurred to me that I hadn't gotten a single call on my cell all day. I took it out and looked at it. The fucking thing was turned off! I'd turned it off when I was at the dentist's office and had forgotten to turn it back on.
I guess it just shows how easy it is for some things to get to you when you have lost complete, absolute trust in someone else.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I need to stick a few things in here that haven't been mentioned because until this point in the tale they weren't a factor. Sam is in damned fine shape and she stays that way by regular trips to the gym. There is one two blocks from her office and when she is in town that is where she spends her lunch hour.
The second thing is that we own a cabin up in the mountains. It isn't much; just a small one room building with a loft that is used as a bedroom, but the view from the small attached deck is spectacular. There is no electricity or running water, but there is an outhouse for taking care of the necessaries. It is only a weekend getaway type place and we only get up there maybe once every five or six weeks on average.
Anyway, at the gym Sam met another woman and they became friends. The woman, Jan, was divorced and eventually Sam and Jan reached a point in their relationship where Jan started confiding in Sam. The reason Jan was divorced was that she was a cock hungry slut. She told her husband that he wasn't enough for her, but that she did love him and she did want to stay with him. BUT! He would have to share her with others. He said no thank you and so she left him.
I'd met Jan a time or two and she seemed nice enough. Sam told me Jan's history and I could see it going down that way. At least she was up front with her husband about it and gave him the choice to keep her or not. Jan's opening up to Sam eventually led Sam to tell Jan about our relationship. Jan said she wished her husband would have been more like me, but it was water over the dam.
About six months after Sam and Jan got close Jan started asking Sam if she wanted to get together some evening and go out on the prowl. Sam kept saying that she didn't think it would be a good idea and that she would pass, but Jan kept after her.
One morning over breakfast Sam asked me if I would mind if she went out with Jan after work.
"For dinner and drinks or something else" I asked.
"She has a guy she is interested in, but his brother is visiting from out of town. Jan says he is a total hunk. She wants me to go with her and keep the brother occupied so she can work her magic on the guy she is interested in."
I shrugged and said I didn't mind. She was home by eight and she told me that the guy was indeed a hunk, but he was also a twit so she bailed.
Agreeing to go out with Jan just opened the floodgates and Sam started going out with Jan more and more often. One night after an evening with Jan Sam came home to find me in a horny mood and when I tried to pull her down on the bed she pushed me away. It was the first time ever that she had refused me. She saw the look on my face and said:
"It isn't that I don't want you baby, but I'm afraid you won't like it. I'm pretty sloppy down there."
"I've had sloppy seconds from you before."
"Not like this. I'm really, really sloppy."
Again the look on my face made her continue. She and Jan had hooked up with two guys who were roommates and had gone with them to their apartment. Sam did her guy and when he finished he got up to go to the bathroom. While he was gone Jan's guy came into the room and she ended up doing him and then her guy came back and she did him again. She did Jan's guy a second time and things got busy. The guys had a third roommate and he came home and joined in. She started to give me the particulars, but I shut her off and told her I didn't want to hear it. By then my hornies had disappeared and my cock was as limp as a boiled noodle. I rolled over and tried to go to sleep.
In the morning over breakfast Sam said, "You didn't seem too happy with me last night."
"It isn't that I'm unhappy with you; more like I'm not happy with the situation and the way things are going."
"What do you mean?"
"You are more highly sexed than I am. I know it and I know how frustrated you get when you don't get enough so I told you that you could go outside of the house and get what you needed to take the edge off. I saw it as you going out when I was gone or when you were on one of your trips. I did not envision sex parties, taking off for weekends, going out two or three nights a week even when we are both home and I most definitely did not envision gangbangs."
Sam was pretty quiet for a bit and then she said, "I guess I have been getting pretty carried away haven't I."
I nodded a yes.
"You and our marriage are the most important things in the world to me and I do not want to do anything that will screw things up. I'll quit. No more. I can't take the chance."
"You don't have to quit. Just slow it down. I'd rather have you happy than frustrated and irritable which would in turn make me miserable, but try to keep it reasonable."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next three months Sam did keep her legs together while she was at home and only spread them twice while visiting her region.
That brings us up to where we are now.
A month ago we went up to our cabin for a weekend. Saturday night we decided to drive the twenty miles to the nearest town for dinner which was something that we rarely ever did. In fact I could only remember us doing it once before in the all the years we had been coming up.
After we ate we hit a country western bar for some drinks and some dancing. We had been there about an hour when a guy came over and asked me if he could have a dance with Sam. I looked over at her and she nodded a yes and so I said okay. She stayed out on the floor with him for three dances and when he brought her back Sam asked me if he could join us and I said it would be all right. For the next hour we took turns dancing with Sam and then we he got up to go to the bathroom Sam said:
"I've been a good girl for over three months now. Can I have him?"
I told her that we didn't have room at the cabin for him and she said there was a motel just down the street.
I shrugged and just then the guy returned to the table and I got up to go. While I was peeing I was thinking that I really didn't my weekend ruined by sharing Sam with some guy she'd only met two hours ago and in my mind I was framing what I would say to her when I got back to the table, but when I got there they were both gone.
I was a little on the pissed side and was gulping my beer rather than sipping it when a cute redhead came up to ma and asked me to dance. I danced with her and a couple of other ladies there and I was somewhat mellowed out when ten minutes before last call Sam came back into the bar with that 'well fucked' look about her. We had one more drink and then danced the last dance and then we headed back to the cabin.
It was a quiet ride and I'm sure that Sam sensed that I wasn't all that happy with her. When we got back to the cabin Sam asked me if I wanted sloppy seconds or did I want to wait until we got home so she could clean up (we didn't have running water at the cabin). I took the 'seconds'. What the hell; it wasn't the first time.
I was not a happy camper, but I kept my mouth shut since I didn't want to spend a couple of weeks coming down from the argument we would have if I said what I was thinking.
Another six weeks went by and I decided that it was time for another weekend at the cabin. We arrived Friday early in the evening and sat on the deck as we sipped wine and looked at the stars. There is nothing like a cloudless night on the top of a mountain for looking at the stars.
Saturday was a quiet and peaceful day at least until four in the afternoon. Sam said that she would like to go into town for dinner and maybe a few drinks and some dancing. I told her I didn't feel like it and I saw something come over her face. It took me a minute, but I suddenly realized what was going on. She had gotten the guys number the last time we were up there and she had called him, told him we were coming up and had arranged to meet him.
I gave her a dirty look, said a few things I probably shouldn't have and then I took the truck keys out of my pocket and threw them at her.
"Take the damned truck and go, but don't bother waking me up when you get home and from now on you can come up here by yourself."
I stormed out of the cabin and went for a walk to cool down. When I came back about two hours later she was still there. She didn't go into town, but she was pouty the rest of the time we were there. When we went to bed that night she reached for my cock and I pushed her hand away.
"I'm not in the mood. I don't want to do it thinking that you are thinking of not being with him while we do it."
"That's a rotten thing to say."
"I'm having rotten thoughts right now."
She started crying and got out of bed. She spent the night sleeping on the front seat of the truck. I just don't understand how she can not grasp that I don't mind her playing around, but not at the expense of humiliating me.
The next morning she made the mistake of asking, "What the hell is wrong with you? You have always let me play if I wanted to."
"Yes I have and it is turning out to be one of the biggest mistakes I've ever made. You just can't seem to understand the fact that I'm not happy when you humiliate me. You did with those fucking parties and you did it again the last time we were up here. It is one thing if you go out and meet a guy on your own, but it is something else again if you are with me and you take off with another guy. I get to sit there and wait for you to come back with everyone looking at me and knowing that my woman took off with another man to get fucked. Then you come back with that "I've just been fucked" look on you, sit down with me and everyone in the room is looking at me and thinking "What a sorry ass wimp."
"That's not fair. I asked and you didn't say I couldn't."
"I didn't say you could either. I had to take a leak and had planned to talk it over when I got back, but you were gone when I got back. If I had agreed there were ways it could have been handled without making me look like a fool. He could have left and then a bit later we could have left and you could have met up with him.
"This time really grinds me. Did we talk about it ahead of time? No we didn't. You set it up and were just going to drop it on me. I will not be humiliated Samantha. I just will not! This asshole you were planning to meet has had plenty of time to tell all his buddies about the hot married woman he fucked while her husband sat in the bar and waited for him to bring her back. You can bet that he has told all of them that her wimpy assed husband is bringing her back up so he can fuck her again and you can bet everything that you own on the fact that some of those buddies are going to be sitting there in the bar just to see if he is telling the truth.



"I'd get to sit there and be laughed at until he brought you back and I won't have it Samantha! I won't put up with it. I just will not put up with it!"
She sat there and stared out the window and was quiet all the way home. Once at home we avoided each other for most of the day and then at dinner she said:
"I'm sorry. I've never thought of it from your point of view. You said I could so when I wanted to I did. I just didn't think about anything except doing it. It won't happen again. I promise you that it won't ever happen again."
And since then it hasn't. Sam has limited herself to her trips and to any of mine that run over two days and once she asked me if she could stop with the girls to celebrate a birthday and of course some 'cute guy' got a present that night.
+++++++++++++++++
I have never considered myself a violent person so what happened this weekend came as a surprise to me. And to Sam also I might add.
Every year we have a series of barbecues. Sam has one for all of her managers and some of the other people she works with. I have one for the people that I work with and we have a neighborhood get together. This past Saturday was when we had Sam's. As you might remember one of Sam's managers is Tom, the guy I caught her cheating with some years back. She had given him the promotion to run the Wagner office and he made the trip for Sam's barbecue. To the best of my knowledge (at least on Saturday) he did not know that I knew he and Sam had sex when she visited his office.
When he arrived Sam introduced me to him and the asshole actually SMIRKED when he shook my hand and for the rest of the afternoon every time I saw him looking toward me he had the same smirk on his face. He didn't know that I was able to read his expression. It said, as plain as day, "I'm fucking your wife you stupid doofus." It ground on me for several hours and then I finally lost it.
When I saw him go into the house to use the bathroom I followed him. When he came out of the bathroom I was waiting for him and I hit him in the face with every thing I had. I broke his nose and left him bleeding there in the hallway. I went back out to the party and told Sam that one of her guests had had an accident and was in the house bleeding. She rushed in while I went and got myself another beer.
Twenty minutes later Sam came out and said, "Now wasn't that a grown up thing to do." I told her why I did it and then I told her that the next time she trotted one of her lovers into my presence she should warn them to mind their manners and behave. Apparently while she was in the house she doctored him and he decided that it was time for him to leave.
She told me later that night that she wouldn't be seeing him again.
"He knows that I have your permission and that you know what I'm doing so his behavior is unacceptable to me also although I wouldn't have acted as drastically as you did."
+++++++++++++++++
Our lifestyle isn't likely to change any time soon. As I get older my sexual urges seem to be slowing down while Sam's seem to be getting stronger. I'm expecting that she is going to want to play more and I'm also expecting that she will be doing it again while we are both home. If and when it happens I will remind her of her promise that she would never again humiliate me and hopefully she won't. If she does I'm not sure our marriage will survive.
I let her know how I felt about it when she pulled me along to the parties and again over the trips to the cabin. I guess you could say that they were first two strikes and you know the saying – three strikes and you are out.
I pray that it doesn't happen because I do love Samantha, but I will not allow myself to be humiliated and laughed at. I hope to God that Samantha understands that.
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The gate clicked closed behind me and I started walking toward my sister's car. I took a deep breath. The air where I was walking was the same air that was on the other side of the wall, but some how it smelled fresher and sweeter. Marci gave me a hug and said:
"Before I take you home is there anything you want to do? Any place in particular you want to go?"
"Yeah. I guess there is. I'd love to have a cold beer."
"You got it. Bud's Bar do it for you?"
"You bet."
As we drove away from the gray stone walls I thought back to what put me there. It was a divorce. It was a very, very nasty divorce; an event you would never have imagined on that beautiful July day when Amy walked down the aisle toward me on the arm of her father.
+++++++++++++++
Amy and I were a pair since the second grade. There was no doubt in any ones mind that wouldn't end up married. We were forever. It was a storybook romance that was supposed to have a fairytale ending – "and they lived happily ever after" – attached to it. We agreed to wait until after we had graduated college to get married and we also agreed to hold off on having kids until we were thirty. We wanted to go places and do things before we settled down.
It wasn't all 'pure story book' of course. Twice, once in eleventh grade and again in our sophomore year in college, Amy felt that she should know what other guys were like. The period in high school only lasted three weeks. Amy came back and said she was sorry and what she did was dumb."
"I dated five guys and they were all assholes. I had the best and I almost screwed it up."
I was so busy with classes and sports that I gave no thought to going out with other girls.
Both times it hurt, but when she did it again in college I got my back up and said to myself, "Okay! You want to find out about other guys I'll just go out and find out what other girls are like." I quickly found out that a lot of other girls were not as insistent as Amy that they walk down the aisles as virgins.
In a five week period Bev Holbrook relieved me of my virginity, Nancy Neubert introduced me to the joy of blow jobs and Harlena Collins introduced me to anal sex. Pauline French taught me the proper way to eat pussy and then demonstrated how best to do 'sixty-nine' (woman on top according to her). The only fly in the ointment was the thought in the back of my mind that Amy was receiving the same education. It was 'double standard' thinking and I knew it, but I still felt that I should have been the first one to do those things with Amy.
One night, about six weeks after Amy went off to see what other guys were like I came home from class and found Amy sitting on the front porch steps. It was a repeat of the high school episode.
"I had the best all along and didn't realize it. Forgive me?"
I loved her – had loved her damned near forever – so of course I forgave her. We never spoke of what we had done while apart, but when I tried to 'get sexual' with her she told me she wanted to wait until we were married and I didn't push it. Still, it was no surprise to me when she didn't turn out to be a virgin when we went to our marriage bed. I didn't mention it, but I could tell that she was aware that I knew I wasn't her first.
+++++++++++++++++++
We both found good jobs in our chosen fields and the next four years were pretty good ones. I had to travel some with my job, but it wasn't all that often and the trips were never longer than three days.
It was the day after her twenty-sixth birthday when Amy told me that she was pregnant. I was surprised since we had agreed to wait until we were thirty to start our family. She told me that according to her doctor the drugs she took when she had the flu had negated her birth control pills. Nine months later Brian Louis joined us.
Amy was only off work six weeks. The place she worked had a day care center in the building so she started back to work and took Brian with her. Nine months later she said that now we had started the family she wanted to have the next one so the two would be close together and easier to raise. I didn't much care so I said okay and six weeks later she told me I was going to be a daddy again.
In her eighth month she said that she thought two kids were enough and would I mind if she had her tubes tied. My attitude was that it was her body and if she didn't want to spend nine months walking around pregnant who was I to say she had to. A month later we were blessed with Susan Marie. As with Brian Amy was only off work for six weeks and then she went back to work taking both babies with her.
++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next six years Amy and I were both promoted twice and we were making pretty good money between us. We seemed to be the perfect couple. We rarely argued over anything and we were still pretty active in the bedroom. We were averaging three times a week which I was led to believe was pretty good when compared to other couple with children married the same length of time. We had similar likes and dislikes, enjoyed going places and doing things with each other and were happy to see each other when we got home from work every day.
But the happy home life/loving couple thing was a lie as I found out one day in July.
I had flown to Denver to visit one of our suppliers and see if I could find out why they were having trouble making their delivery dates. It was scheduled as a three day trip, but when I got there I found that the company had been seized earlier in the day by the IRS for non-payment of payroll taxes. It turned out that the company had been in financial trouble for some time.
I turned around and headed back to the airport and caught the next flight home. It never occurred to me to call Amy and let her know I was coming home early which was a good thing because if I had called I might never have found out what I did.
I got home at five-twenty and Amy wasn't home from work yet. I thought about starting dinner, but then decided to take Amy and the kids out for dinner. I was in the room that we had set up to be a home office when I heard the garage door opener start to run and that told me that Amy was home. By the time I went through all of the motions to save my work and then back out of the computer program I was in Amy was coming into the house. I was just opening the office door when I heard Amy say, "Stop that!" and a man's voice say:
"You don't want me to stop it and you know it. Matter of fact I don't even want to wait until we can get to the bedroom. I think I want to do you over the back of your couch."
"Jesus Hal; you have to be the horniest man I've ever known."
"Yeah sweetie and you love it."
"Well, it is kind of nice. Over the back of the couch? Do I get to take my panties off or are you just going to push them to the side?"
"Take them off. I almost rubbed my dick raw the last time when I just pushed them aside."
"We definitely don't want to hurt your dick."
There was a break in the conversation and then, "Oh yeah! Oh God yes that feels so good" followed by, "You know what I love about you? You are always soaking wet when I slide my cock into your sweet pussy."
"That's because thinking about your cock makes me start to drip."
And then there was the sound of flesh smacking flesh along with all the moans and sounds from Amy that I was so familiar with. Sounds that had me dying inside. I took out my cell phone and set it for taking pictures and then headed toward the living room. I knew who I was going to see when I walked in on them. Hal was Amy's supervisor at work and I'd met him and his wife at Amy's company Christmas parties, picnics and other company social events.
Amy had no way of knowing that I was home. I had dropped my car off at the dealership for a factory recall on the brakes on my way to the airport and it wouldn't be ready until the next day so I had cabbed home from the airport. They were going to be very surprised when I walked in on them.
I got five good pictures of them before they realized that I was in the room and I got three more as they frantically pulled apart. I dropped my phone into my pocket and headed for Hal. He read what I planned to do on my face and unfortunately, at least from my standpoint, I wasn't between him and the door. Fortunately, at least for him, he hadn't taken off his pants to fuck Amy and instead had just unzipped, taken it out and shoved it in her. Thus he was able to turn and race for the door before I could get to him. I still might have gotten my hands on him, but as I went by Amy she stuck out her foot and tripped me. By the time I regained my balance Hal was out the door and gone.
I turned and walked past Amy into the kitchen and got the phone book out of the cupboard where we kept it and paged through it until I came to Harold Bartram. I picked up the phone and was punching numbers into it when Amy walked into the room and asked:
"What are you doing?"
"Calling Janet Bartram so I can share the news with her."
Amy hurried over and pulled the phone cord out of the wall socket as she said:
"Don't do that. You will just cause problems."
"You don't think that we don't already have problems?"
"I mean between Hal and Janet."
"It is okay for Hal to fuck up my life, but I have to be careful to not fuck up his?"
"It isn't that. There is no need to hurt Janet. She is an innocent party here."
"I don't see it that way. She is married to a cheating asshole and she needs to know it. If she accepts it fine, but starting now I intend to make his life a living hell. I'll start by telling Janet and offer to show her the pictures if she would like to see them. Then I'm going to get a lawyer and go after him at work. I'm sure that you company has a Policy and Procedures Manual and I'll bet there is something in there about a supervisor having sexual relations with a subordinate and then I'm going looking for him and when I catch him I'm going to beat him half to death."
"You don't want to do any of that because it will cost you too much."
"How do you see that?"
"You go to Janet and she kicks him out and I'll kick you out and move him in here with me and our kids. You file suit against our company and I'll end up getting fired along with Hal and with no job that just means that I will rape you in the divorce and get huge alimony and child support. You go find him and beat him up you will go to jail for assault. The best thing for you to do is forget all that and we just get on with our lives."
"You have to be kidding! Get on with our lives after what I've just discovered?"
"Why not? Hal and I have been getting together for a long time and it has never hurt us. We have a good life. I've been a great wife for you, we get along great and I do love you."
"You can fuck that asshole and then tell me you love me?"
"Why not. It is true. All Hal is to me is sex. Damned good sex, but just sex."
"Nothing like adding insult to injury. I catch you cheating and you tell me I'm no good in the bedroom."
"I didn't say that you are no good in the bedroom."
"Then why are you fucking other men?"
"I'm not fucking other men. I've only been with Hal since we have been married."
"You know what I mean."
"Look honey, you are a great guy. You are a great husband and father and you are okay in the bedroom, but Hal gives me something that you can't."
"Marvelous, simply marvelous. I'm a great husband and father, but I'm only okay in the bedroom. That is just so good to know."
"I didn't mean for it to sound that way. There is nothing wrong with you in the bedroom. We have a great sex life."
"Not good enough apparently."
"You are fine baby; I swear to you that you are just fine, but Hal offers me something I need that you just can't give me."
"Oh yeah? And just what would that be?"
"Size. Hal has eleven inches and those eleven inches do things for me that you just can't do. It shouldn't matter honey. We've had a perfect life right up until today. There is no reason that we can't continue to have a good life."
"As long as I don't mind you playing with eleven inches from time to time."
"It hasn't hurt us honey and it has been going on for years. We will be okay; I promise."
I just shook my head and said, "You are unreal Amy; just totally out of it if you think we can continue after what I saw. But I do have to admit to some curiosity. You say it has been going on for years. Just how many years and how did it start?"
"It started before I met Hal. It started when I was in college and we split up because I wanted to see what other guys might be like. One of the first I hooked up with had ten inches and it drove me wild. Apparently guys with big cocks share information and the guy with ten inches told some other guys about the girl who went wild over his big cock. I went through five of them and loved every bit of what I got from them before I decided that you were the one I needed to be with."
"That brings up two questions. First, why didn't you marry one of them if you were so hung up on big dicks?"
"Because they were all assholes. They all seemed to think that a big cock was all that they needed and the girl should be grateful that they allowed her the experience. I needed more than a stuffed feeling and I loved you so I walked away from them."
"The second question is why, after you had given up your cherry to a big dicked asshole and fucked several of them for almost six weeks did you tell me we couldn't have sex until we got married?"
"I loved you and I knew I loved you, but I was down on men in general after my experience with the five. I just didn't feel like having sex. It wasn't fair to you, but that was my thinking at the time.
"Things were fine until one of the company Christmas parties you couldn't make because you were on a business trip. To Seattle I think it was. Anyway, I had a few more drinks than I should have and I was feeling a little playful when Hal danced me under the mistletoe and kissed me I felt his hard cock poking into my leg. Like I said I was in a playful mood so I did a Mae West impression and said:
"Is that a roll of quarters in your pocket or are you just glad to be with me?"
"Hal said, and remember that he had been drinking also, that it was a lot bigger than a roll of quarters and I laughed and said, "That's what all the guys say." He said they might say it, but he could prove it. I laughed again and told him to prove it. He did and I spent the next two nights with him.
"We hit it hot and heavy until he met and married Janet. We still flirted with each other, but it wasn't until Janet got pregnant and started saying no to sex that we started up again and then we just never quit. Again honey, it hasn't hurt us a bit. I've got to run over to my sister's and pick up the kids."
"You even have your sister covering for you while you cheat on me?"
"Don't be silly Rob. She thinks I'm working late. I asked her to watch the kids when they got out of school. They went right from school to her house and now I have to go get them. When I get back I'll show you that nothing has changed."
I stood there and stared at her in disbelief as she went out to get in her car. Hadn't hurt us? Only because I never knew. Going to show me that nothing has changed when she got home? She expected me to take sloppy seconds after her coupling with Hal? Not bloody fucking likely! I plugged the phone back in and called Janet. She was not pleased to hear what I had to say and she asked me when we could meet so she could see the pictures that I had taken and we made arrangements to meet for lunch the next day. She asked me not to tell Amy that I had called because Amy would be sure to call Hal and let him know.
"I'm not going to do anything until I have the evidence and then I'll confront him."
I went upstairs and started moving my things out of the bedroom into the guest bedroom. I was hanging my suits up in the closet when a very bad thought came to me. When Amy said that she would kick me out she had said:
"He can move in here with me and our kids."
It didn't register when she said it, but thinking about it after the fact it sounded like she was saying the kids were hers and Hals. Could it be? I thought back to when she told me that she had started up with Hal. My trip to Seattle had been about a year before she told me she was pregnant with Brian so Hal could very well be the father of my kids. God help the both of them if I found out that he was.
I was just putting the last of my things away when Amy came home with the kids. She came looking for me and when she found me setting up in the guest room she asked:
"What are you doing?"
"Putting space between us."
"Why? I told you that when I got back I'd show you that nothing has changed."
"Have you forgotten what I witnessed two hours ago? You expect me to take Hal's sloppy seconds?"
"Oh for Christ's sake rob; it has never hurt you before, but okay, I'll take a shower first."
"You just don't get it do you. I don't want to have anything to do with your cheating ass."
"You are being stupid over this Rob. I don't love Hal; I love you. I have sex with Hal, but I make love with you."
"You sure didn't sound like you loved me when you told me you would kick me out and let Hal move in and I didn't detect a whole lot of love when you were telling me how you were going to rape me in a divorce."
"I didn't mean it. I just wanted to make you stop and think before calling Janet."
"Well I did do some thinking Amy and that's why I moved to this bedroom."
"We are adults Rob and we can talk this out and get by it. Nothing has changed. I still love you."
"Just not enough to keep from hanging horns on me. Just leave me alone Amy."
I left the room and went to see the kids. I helped them with their homework and then played with them until their bedtime. Once they were tucked in I went into my new bedroom and got ready for bed. I heard the shower running as I turned out the light and thought back to what Amy had said.
"It has never hurt you before."
God, what a stupid bitch!
I was just nodding off when the door opened and Amy came into the room. She got into bed and I felt her naked body move against me as her hand took hold of my cock. I quickly sat up and pushed her away from me so hard that she fell off the bed and onto the floor.
"What part of "I don't want anything to do with your cheating ass" didn't you understand? Stay the fuck away from me Amy!"
"Damn it Rob; I love you. We can work this out. I know we can."
"No we can't Amy. Not a fucking prayer! Now get the fuck out of here."
She got up off the floor and left the room and I tried to go to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++
I had a rotten night and was a bit groggy when I got up in the morning. Amy was up and had breakfast ready, but I just walked past her, got my car keys off of the pegboard and left the house. I had breakfast at a Village Inn and then went into work.
At ten I called Mike Hooper, a good friend who was also an attorney and told him my sad story and then asked if I could make an appointment to see him and talk divorce. He told me he would meet me at Bud's Bar at five-thirty. I plugged my cell phone into my computer and transferred al the photos I had taken of Amy and Bartram and then I printed three sets and put them in envelopes.
At noon I arrived at Mario's and saw that Janet was already there. She rose to meet me and I kissed her cheek and said, "I wish we were meeting under happier circumstances." We made small talk until after we ordered and then I described what happened the previous day. I passed her an envelope with the photos I'd taken and she took them out and looked at them. I was surprised at how calm she was as she went over them. She slid them back into the envelope and said:



"What are you going to do?"
"Divorce her."
"No chance of fixing things?"
"Not after seeing it with my own eyes."
"Well I guess I'm going to have to do the same. This is not the first time his large penis has gotten him in trouble. The last time it happened I forgave him, but did tell him if it happened again he would be history."
"You may not get the chance to kick him out. I'm going to be looking for him and when I find him I'm going to beat him half to death. He could end up in a hospital. You could take all of his stuff and stack it up in his hospital room."
"If you do catch him kick him a couple of times in the balls for me."
I told her I would and then we got up and left.
My meeting with Mike only confirmed what I already knew. We lived in a no fault state so everything would be split fifty-fifty. Amy would get the kids and I would end up paying child support, but since our incomes were pretty much equal I wouldn't have to pay alimony, or 'separate maintenance as it was called in our state. I told him I was concerned that the kids were not mine and he told me to have a DNA test done. I gave him two sets of the photos and told him I wanted Bartram sued for alienation of affections and the company where they both worked sued for not enforcing their CP&P where it said that there could be no fraternization between supervisors and their subordinates.
"Are you sure you want to do that? It could cost Amy her job and then you would more than likely end up paying separate maintenance."
"I don't care Mike. Just do it."
We discussed a few other things and he cautioned me against moving out of the house and giving her possession. I couldn't throw her out because of the kids so I should just do my best to co-exist until the situation regarding the divorce firmed up and the court gave directions. Let the courts decide who stayed and who went.
"But be aware that the courts in this state almost always side with the wife if there are children in the equation. You are in for a rough ride bud. Are you sure that you and Amy can't work things out?"
"Just look at the pictures. They don't have the sounds that I heard when I watched the two of them, but the visual and the sound are burned into my brain so no, there is no chance that we will be getting back together and working things out. Just get the ball rolling and serve her as soon as you can. Have her and Hal served at work if you can arrange it."
++++++++++++++++++
Amy was not smiling when I got home.
"You just had to do it. We could have worked things out and gotten by it, but you just had to go and tell Janet. She kicked him out of the house and all because of you."
"Not because of me Amy; because of what you and he were doing. And I'm sorry that she kicked him out. It will just make it that much harder to find him and when I do I can promise you that that huge cock you are so in love with isn't going to be working at that well for a while."
"Just remember that I warned you Rob."
That night I got up at three while everyone else in the house was sleeping and using Q-Tips I swabbed the cheeks of my sleeping children. I dropped the swabs off at a local lab on my way to work and offered to pay extra if there was anyway that the tests could be expedited.
Something in the way that Amy had said, "Just remember that I warned you Rob" got to me and I was at the bank when the doors to the lobby opened at nine. I cleaned out all of the accounts and the safe deposit box and went down the street t another bank and opened an account in my name only. I'd have to account for it later on in the divorce, but at least I would have the funds to make the house payments and take care of the kids.
Back at the office I had another thought and I called up and cancelled all of our joint credit cards so Amy couldn't run up the balances getting cash advances.
It was a good thing that I'd done all of that because when I got home that night a man walked up to me, handed me an envelope and said:
"You are served and I would suggest you move at least five hundred feet from this house because there is a temporary restraining order in that envelope."
I opened the envelope and there was indeed a restraining order saying that I couldn't come within five hundred feet of the house, Amy or the kids. Her attorney obviously worked a hell of a lot faster than Mike, but I guess in his defense he didn't know that speed was required and for that matter neither had I. I looked up at the house and saw Amy standing there smirking at me.
I backed the car out of the drive and drove down to the corner and called Mike on his cell. I brought him up to date and asked how I could go about getting into the house to get my things and he told me he had some friends in the sheriff's department and he would see what he could do and call me back. While I had him on the phone I told him to change the divorce from irreconcilable differences to adultery and to go after Bartram and Amy's and Bartram's company with a vengeance.
"Burn them Mike; burn them bad."
He called me back in fifteen and told me that two deputies would be there within a half an hour and would see to it that I gained access to the house, but that until he could get to someone from the court to make further arrangements all I would be able to remove from the house would be my clothes and toilet articles.
Twenty minutes later two patrol cars pulled up in front of the house and I started up my car and drove and parked behind them The introduced themselves and told me to stay where I was until they called me and then they walked up to the house and rang the bell. Amy answered and after a moment of talking the deputies waved me forward. They cautioned me that I could only take clothes and my toiletries and then I followed them into the house.
As I was walking toward the stairs I glanced into the kitchen to see if the kids were there. They weren't, but Hal was. He was sitting at the kitchen table with a beer in front of him. A beer that I had bought and paid for. It was all I could do to keep myself from going after him, but it would have been stupid with two deputies' right there.
Amy followed us upstairs and stood in the doorway and watched me pack. It was childish of me, but I couldn't resist so I lied and said without looking her way:
"You blew it Amy. You really fucked up this time. I spent most of the day at the office thinking about us and I finally decided that we could sit down and work things out. After all you did swear that you loved me. Some love Amy. Mental cruelty? A restraining order? No chance for us now Amy. Think about that after I leave. We were hours away from staying together, but you fucked it up and Hal sitting in the kitchen drinking my beer put the nail in it."
I closed the suitcase, turned and walked out of the house.
The next day Amy called me at work. "In light of what you said at the house last night I'd like to sit down and talk with you."
"Not a chance in hell Amy. What you did to me yesterday plus Hal sitting in the house you locked me out of put an end to it and killed any chance for us. Besides I can't sit down and talk with you. You set it up so I can't come within five hundred feet of you, remember? Goodbye Amy.'
Two days later I was back at the house with two people from the court who would supervise the removal of my things from the house. The entire time I was there Amy kept after me to sit down and talk with her, but I ignored her right up until I was taking the last load out to the U-Haul. We were in the bedroom and she was babbling that we could work things out if I would just talk with her. I motioned her over and when she came I pointed into the master bedroom bath area. She saw what I was pointing at and her face fell. On the counter were a man's toiletries and they weren't mine. I didn't use Old Spice or Mennen Speed Stick.
"Goodbye Amy. Just remember that what is coming you brought on yourself and it could have been avoided."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things moved quickly after that. Amy was served at work with papers counter-suing her on the grounds of adultery. Hal was served, also at work, with papers suing him for alienation of affections. Their employer was sued for not enforcing the portion of their policies and procedures manual pertaining to relationships between supervisors and subordinates the result being the dissolution of my marriage.
Three days later both Hal and Amy were fired. Hal, being Amy's supervisor, was screwed, but Amy fought her termination claiming that Hal threatened to cost her her job if she didn't give in to him. The company didn't buy it and upheld her termination so Amy got her lawyer to sue them for wrongful termination. She and Hal must have agreed that Amy's claiming what she did was the way to go because while all of it was going on they were still living in our house.
Three weeks after having me served we had the hearing on extending the temporary restraining order and the judge denied it and chastised Amy's lawyer for even filing it. A week later we had the preliminary hearing on the divorce. Mike warned me that things were not going to go in my favor.
"They will almost certainly give Amy temporary custody of the children and full use of the house until the terms of the divorce can be worked out and you will be required to keep up the house payments and pay the utilities. You will also likely be hit with temporary alimony and child support. Her attorney is also pressing to get the money you took out of the accounts and I'm sure that the judge will bring that up."
I handed him an envelope and said, "This might have an effect on the child support issue."
He opened it, read what was inside and said, "Shit Rob; I'm so sorry for you. Any idea who the real father is?"
"I'd bet Amy's life that they are Hal's."
"It may have no effect on this hearing because it is just a preliminary hearing and Child Protection Services is going to want to verify the authenticity of the documents, but it will definitely affect the final decree."
"Will I get a chance to talk?"
"Yes, but I'd be very careful about what I'd say if I were you."
It went pretty much as Mike had said it would. Amy was given the house, the kids and temporary alimony. I was ordered to pay Amy half of what I'd removed from checking and savings, but somehow the five certificates of deposit got overlooked and I sure didn't mention them. Amy's attorney tried to get the judge to order me to pay his fees, but Mike objected.
"This is not a case of my client suing for divorce and his wife having to respond. In this case she sued my client and he only responded. Since his wife initiated the action she should be responsible for her own legal costs."
The judge found for us on that one and it brought a bit of a smile to my face. When the judge, following the advice of Child Protective Services set the child support Mike objected and presented the DNA test document showing that I was not the biological father of the kids. I was ordered to pay temporary child support pending CPS's verifying the document.
"If in fact the documents prove to be true any support you will have paid will be deducted from your wife's share of the distribution."
I was watching Amy when Mike brought up the paternity of the kids and she didn't register any surprise. The bitch knew all along. When it came to the end the judge asked me if I fully understood the orders of the court.
"I understand what you said, but I don't understand why. Why is my adulteress wife being allowed the custody of the children? Surely it is not beneficial to them to be living with a women who moved her lover into the house the very day she sued me for divorce. What kind of an example does that set for them? We haven't even been separate for six weeks and she already has another man in her bed. Also, why should I have to maintain a house just so the man my whore of a wife cheated on me with has a roof over his head?"
All the judge did was order the CPS to investigate my claims and submit a report to him within ten days. As we were leaving the courtroom Amy moved close to me and said:
"How could you do that to your children?"
"They aren't mine Amy and I saw your face when Mike brought up the DNA issue. No surprise on your face Amy. No surprise at all. You've known it all the time. Just one more thing that I owe you for."
"Yeah right, whatever; just make sure that I have the money tomorrow" and she walked away.
She didn't know it, but she could suck eggs as far as getting a dime of that money was concerned. At least anytime soon. I figured that I could stretch it out for weeks before they hauled me into court and threatened me with contempt of court if I didn't pay. Even then I could probably hold off another week or two.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The day after the hearing Mike called me and told me that Amy's ex employer had offered a settlement.
"It is a little on the low side and I think we can do better."
"I'll leave it up to you since you are the expert in these things although to be honest the only reason I sued them to begin with was to fuck over Amy and Bartram. I was satisfied that they got canned."
"While we are on the subject you know we won't get anything out of Bartram especially since he is out of work and what little he can come up with will go to his wife for child support and alimony."
"No matter. Keep on it and force him to have to pay an attorney. If we win we can get a judgment against him and it will always be hanging over him like a big black cloud."
Mike's mention of Hal having to pay alimony reminded me that I hadn't talked to Janet in a while. I gave her a call and asked how things were going.
"Not well. Things are a little tight with Hal not working and not paying what the court ordered him to pay. Luckily I emptied out the bank accounts before kicking him out."
"I hate to tell you this, but things are likely to get worse. It turns out that both of my kids share Hal as a biological father and he is very likely going to have to pay Amy child support by the time my divorce is final. Or maybe not since they are living together."
"They are? I didn't know that."
"How are you coming with your suit against Hal's old company?"
"I don't have a suit against them. Why would I?"
I explained it to her and she thanked me for the information and said she would have her attorney look into it. Then I said:
"If I can be of any help just let me know."
"I hope you aren't suggesting what I think you are."
"What would that be?"
"Just because Hal screwed your wife doesn't mean that I'll do you to get even."
"That is a rotten thing to think or say. Sorry to have bothered you" and I hung up on her.
What she had said at the end of the call left a bad taste in my mouth and put me in a foul mood and I stayed in that mood all day. By the time I got off work I wanted to hurt someone and I decided that it was time to settle up with Hal. Working on the assumption that since he was out of work he would be looking for a job I arranged to take the next day off work and at six in the morning I was parked up the street from the house.
The kids left for school at seven-twenty and at eight I saw Hal's Chevy Blazer back out of my garage and head off down the street. I followed him to a downtown parking garage. I parked three spaces down from him, got out of my car and ducked down. I was between him and the elevator and when he got to where I was crouching I stood up and said:
"Good morning Hal. At least it is for me, but I'm not so sure that it will be for you."
He turned and tried to run, but I grabbed him, spun him around and slammed him into one of the concrete support pillars and then I proceeded to beat the living shit out of him. I ended things with six very hard kicks to his crotch and then I left him laying on the concrete floor whimpering. It came as no surprise when the next day at work two cops showed up and arrested me for assault and battery.
I sat in jail overnight and was taken in front of a judge the next day. The charges were read and I was asked how I pled and I said:
"Not guilty."
"Are you sure that you want to plead not guilty? Mr. Bartram is quite positive that you were his assailant."
"Oh I stomped his ass sure enough, but I'm not guilty of assault and battery."
"No? What would you call it then?"
"Seeing to it that justice was done."
"I don't understand your thinking."
"He screwed my wife behind my back for years. He fathered the two children that he and my whore of an about to be ex-wife led me to believe were mine and he had to pay for it."
"That may be, but in this state here is no law against adultery."
"And that is why I had to seek justice on my own."
"The law..."
"I don't care about the law. The legal systems sucks when it comes to cases like mine. My wife cheats on me for years and sticks me with her lover's kids and what do the courts do? They reward her. She gets the home and I'm ordered to pay for it and its upkeep and while I'm doing it she moves her lover in and I end up paying for him to have a roof over his head. I have to pay her cheating ass alimony and when the divorce becomes final she will get half of everything, She cheats and the courts reward her and the wronged party – me! – gets it broke off in him by the same legal system that you are touting. If the law won't do right by me then I have to do it myself."
"You still broke the law and by your own admission you acknowledge that."
"No I am not. I am admitting to seeking the justice that I am owed. I'm perfectly willing to let a jury hear my story and decide."
"You may be willing, but I have no intension of allowing the courts resources to be wasted on trying the case. You have admitted in open court that you, as you put it, "Stomped his ass" so I have no choice but to find you guilty and sentence you to six months in the county facility at Fairmont."
"Thank you."
"I beg your pardon?"
"You just helped me get some justice where my wife is concerned. For six months she will receive no alimony or child support. The house payment won't be made by me and since she was fired from her job she has no money and won't be able to make a house payment. The house will go into foreclosure and she and her lover will be kicked out onto the street. And that six months in jail means that I'll lose my job so she won't be able to get any money from me when I get out, so yes, thank you."
"You would throw away the equity in your house?"
"What equity? We took out a second to put in central air conditioning and a swimming pool, If we sold it we would get enough out of it to cover costs and commissions with may a couple of thousand to split between us. I'd rather see that she loses even that much. I wouldn't get anything out of it anyway. By the time I get out of jail I'll owe her six months of back alimony and I'm sure that this wonderful legal system of yours would see to it that my share of the proceeds would be seized and given to her to cover the arrearage."
The judge just shook his head.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I spent four months in the county jail. Mike came to visit me once a week and on his third visit he said he had an offer from Amy's old company that he thought we should take so I told him to take it.
"Cash the check as soon as you get it and put the money somewhere where Amy can't get to it."
At the end of my first month I had a surprise visitor. Amy came down to see me. When you are in jail they don't let just anyone visit you. You have to give them a list of people you are willing to see and if anyone not on that list comes to see you they come to you and ask you if you want to see that person. Amy was not on my list, but curiosity made me agree to see her.



I took a seat the seat across from her with the visiting room partition between us and Amy smiled and said:
"Orange is not your color."
"My wardrobe in here is somewhat limited. What do you want Amy?"
"I want you to arrange for me to get some money. The house payment is due and the utility bills need to be covered. I haven't had much luck in finding a job and things are getting tight. It is a struggle to put food on the table for the kids."
"So? If your asshole lover had taken his beating as his just due for fucking my wife instead of filing charges against me I wouldn't be in here and your money worried wouldn't be so bad. But he did put me in here so take your money problems to him. As far as food on the table for the kids goes? They are his kids; let him feed them."
"How can you say that? True, he was the sperm donor, but you are their dad. You are the only father they have ever known. They don't know anything about Hal."
"They know that he is in our house and that you are fucking him while, by the way, you are still married to me."
"What I'm saying is that you are their father Rob. You have been there for them since day one and you loved them to death right up to finding out about Hal and me. You can't just turn that love off Rob. They did nothing to hurt you. Hate me, but don't take out what I did on them."
"The problem Amy is that if I give you money for food it won't be just the kids eating that food. I'd be feeding you and Bartram as well. I've loved you too long to ever raise my hand against you and do what I did to Bartram, but it won't bother me at all to watch the both of you starve."
"You don't care that we will lose the house if you don't help?"
"You mean the house you locked me out of? The house you fucked your lover in whenever you could? That house means nothing to me since you moved Bartram into it. You need to look harder for work Amy and you need to push Bartram to step up since he is now the head of your household."
"He is having trouble finding work and what little he does come up with Janet manages to get."
"Well at least he has that big cock that you are so in love with so things aren't a total loss for you."
"That's a laugh Rob. It hasn't worked all that well since you worked him over."
"Gee Amy, I'm so, so sorry I messed up your life. What is it they always say? Life's a bitch?"
I got up and walked away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My only other regular visitor was my sister Megan. She came once a week and on one of her visits, about three weeks after Amy's, she told me that Amy had called her and had asked her to intercede and try to get me to give her some money.
"She swears she will only use it for the kids. I think you ought to do it Rob."
"I don't want to see the kids suffer, but my plan is to go for full custody when I get out and my only hook is to be able to show that she can't take care of them properly and that she is setting a bad example for them by living in sin with Bartram. If she and their asshole of a biological father can't even feed them the courts will have to give me a look. The fact that I want them even though Bartram is their sperm donor should show how much I care for them. If I give her any help it will defeat my purpose.
"Besides, I don't care what she says because I don't trust her. She stabbed me in the back with a smile on her face for over six years so there is no way I'll ever believe a word she says."
"Are you going to get upset with me if I help them?"
"I'm in jail Megan; I can't stop you from doing anything you want to do."
Megan did help them, but not with money. She bought the kids some clothes and maybe once a week she took some groceries over to them. From Megan I found out that Amy had finally managed to find a decent paying job and I also found from her that things were not going all that well in the household. It seems that since Bartram couldn't find a job 'worthy' of him he stopped looking altogether. There were jobs out there, but apparently they were beneath him or didn't pay enough to suit him. From visits with the kids Megan found out that Bartram and Amy argued a lot about his sitting around the house on his butt all day. I got a huge smile out of that.
In my third month I received another surprise visitor. Janet showed up on visiting day. Since she wasn't on my list of visitors they asked me if I was willing to see her. As with Amy curiosity got me to say yes. I remembered our last conversation and wondered why she wanted to see me.
There was a touch of déjà vu when I sat down across from her and she said:
"Orange is so not your color."
"I've been told that. What brings you here?"
"Guilt."
"Guilt? What are you guilty of?"
"Treating you shabbily."
"Oh? When was that?"
"The last time we talked on the phone. I was in a rotten mood and down on men in general, but that was still no reason for me to say what I said to you and I apologize for it."
"Well I do admit that it pissed me off, but no real harm done."
"Also I wanted to thank you for one small pleasure that you gave me."
"I gave you a small pleasure?"
"You didn't know it. But you did. One of my sorority sisters from college is a nurse at our doctor's office and Hal still goes to that doctor. Marsha tells me that Hal has been in several times to talk to Dr. Marlin about erectile problems he is having. It seems that you did a number on his genitals and he is having a hard time getting it up and keeping it up. It does my heart good to know that he can't use the thing he used to cheat on me with. You might find some pleasure in knowing that your wife isn't getting any pleasure out of what she cheated on you for."
"It does. Oh yes indeed it does."
We talked a little more before she left and she made me promise to call her when I got out.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent four months in the county jail and was released early when over crowding became a problem. I qualified because I had already served two thirds of my sentence and even thought I was in for assault which was a violent crime I was not considered a danger to society.
Mike was waiting for me to give me a ride when I was released. He drove me to a motel that had weekly rates and I took a room until I could find me an apartment. On the drive he brought me up to date on things.
"Amy isn't fighting the divorce, but she is going to fight for custody of the kids, alimony and she is even going to try for child support even though I don't believe she has a chance in hell of getting it. Now that you are out I'll petition for a hearing and after that it will just be a matter of time. Have you decided what you are going to do with the settlement check you got from Amy's employer?"
"Just put it somewhere out of Amy's reach until the divorce is final."
"Now that you are out you can expect to be dragged back into court over the funds you were ordered to pay Amy."
"No biggie. My excuse will be that I couldn't very well get the money for her while I was locked up."
"They will say that you could have made arrangements."
"And let the bitch know where I bank? No fucking way. She would find a way to get at all of what was there and given the way courts in this state bend over backwards for women they would probably help her. The whore stabbed me in the back and lied to me for years. No way would I trust her not to fuck me if she could."
The next morning I swung by work and asked Frank if he had any openings and he told me to get my ass to work and not bother him with stupid questions. That afternoon I called Amy and told her that I wanted to see the kids and she laughed at me.
"When I see some money you can see the kids."
I hung up on her and called Child Protection Services. I told them that I wanted to see the kids and Amy refused to let me. I was informed that was her right. If she didn't want me seeing them she could refuse.
"We checked out your documentation and it was correct. You are not the paternal parent and she is the maternal parent so she is in control. Your visitation rights, if any, will have to be decided by the courts."
"So I'm not required to pay child support?"
"That is also something to be decided by the court. You are currently under a court order to pay support so you will need to go to court to get that order lifted."
"I guess that I can take it from your attitude that my chance of getting custody of them is unlikely?"
"I am not at liberty to discuss what our recommendations to the court might be."
I thanked her for her time and hung up. I called Amy back and told her I would be over to see the kids at seven and I'd have money with me.
"I'm not leaving you alone with them. I'll be there during your entire visit."
I hit the bank and got five hundred and put it in an envelope. I rang the doorbell at exactly seven and Amy opened the door. I handed her the envelope and she opened it, saw the cash and stepped aside to let me come in.
I almost lost it when I walked into the living room and saw Bartram sitting there. I don't know what my face showed, but whatever it was he took one look and got up and hurriedly left the room. Brian and Susan were sitting on the couch looking at me. I hadn't seen them in over four months and I had expected that they would get up and come running to me yelling "Daddy, daddy" but they just sat there and then Susan said the words that eventually put me in prison.
"Why did you hurt our father?"
"I thought I was your father."
"Mommy told us that you aren't and that Daddy Hal is our father."
I looked at Amy and saw her smirking at me. I turned away from the kids and headed for the door. Amy laughed and said, "Hurry back." As I passed her I snatched the envelope out of her hand and snarled:
"Eat shit and die you worthless cunt!"
+++++++++++++++++++
After that things moved quickly. I was hauled into court and ordered to pay Amy what the courts had originally ordered plus back alimony and child support. I told the judge I'd die before I gave the cheating whore a dime. He told me to do it or he would hold me in contempt of court and I told him that was the first time that he was right that day. His gavel fell and he said:
"Five hundred dollars or thirty days."
I took the thirty. On the twenty-ninth day I was taken back in front of the judge and he asked me if I had reconsidered my position and I said:
"Somewhat."
"Would you care to explain that?"
"I refuse to pay child support and back child support on kids that even the court knows aren't mine and CPS can back me up on the fact that I'm not the children's father. As far as alimony goes I'm willing to pay that, but I absolutely refuse to make house payments as long as the woman that I'm still unfortunately married to has her lover living in the house with her. I will not pay to have a roof over that man's head. Move him out and keep him out and I'll make the house payments."
"You are saying that CPS knows that you are not the father of the children?"
"They do."
"I will continue this hearing until tomorrow and until I can check out your statement with CPS."
As I was led out of the court room I saw the look on Amy's face. She knew that the child support ruling was going to go in my favor and she was pissed. She was so sure that she was going to be able to stick it to me again.
I was back in court the next morning, but the outcome was less than satisfying. The CPS investigation report showed that I was not the father of the children and that Hal was indeed living with Amy. The judge threw out the child support and reduced Amy's alimony by a third (which he made retroactive) but I was still ordered to pay the arrearage and the house payments. Then he surprised everyone, especially Amy, when he said that:
"In as much as Mrs. Ludke has taken in a boarder she can be responsible for all the utilities and the insurance on the house."
Until that moment I had been prepared to say "Fuck you" and take another thirty days, but I suddenly decided to pay up. My thinking on it was a little on the weird side. Amy would be pissed at what the judge had done, but seeing me go back to jail would cheer her up and I decided that I needed to deny her that. On the other hand knowing that she would be getting some money out of me would cheer her up some, but my paying a third less than what she expected (on top of no child support) and smirk I would give her as we left the court would lessen that cheer.
The judge ordered that the funds be in the hands of the court within forty-eight hours or he would issue a bench warrant for my arrest. The smile and smirk that I gave Amy as I left the courtroom seemed to piss her off and that made my day.
I was taken back to the jail and out-processed and then I headed for a restaurant for a decent meal. After eating I stopped by my sisters to pick up my belongings that she had retrieved from my motel when I went to jail. We talked for a while and I brought up the way Amy had brain washed the children. Megan told me not to take it to heart.
"They are just kids and since you weren't around the only one talking to them was Amy. Young kids are impressionable. You will get a chance to talk to them."
But I never did.
At the final decree hearing I was rocked back on my heels. Amy was given full custody and I was not even given visitation rights. The CPS report stated that the mother and the biological father of the children felt that I would be too much of a disruption in their lives and since the biological father was going to marry the mother and create a family unit the children's interests would be best served by not having me in their lives.
Then the judge ordered that Amy be given the use of the family home until the children turned eighteen at which time the house could be sold and the proceeds split between us. There was a stipulation added that if Amy married the home could be sold. The reduced alimony was left in place and I was required to pay it for three years or until Amy remarried whichever came first. I was livid when I left the courtroom and as I passed by Amy she smiled at me and gave me the finger.
I stewed over it for about a week and finally I snapped and began making plans. I'll freely admit that I wasn't thinking clearly, but I'd been fucked over enough by Amy and I just lost it. I cancelled the home owners insurance and began watching the house waiting for my opportunity. Four days after I cancelled the insurance I got a phone call from Amy.
"The mortgage company called and said you cancelled the insurance."
"I did. You have hosed me so badly that I am trying to find ways to cut my expenses. I can get a better rate on the same coverage from Allstate."
"The mortgage company said they need a policy on the house within five days or they will obtain a policy and bill you for it. The woman I talked to said it would be to our benefit to get the policy in place since the insurance company that they use tends to be quite pricey."
"I'm on it."
Two days after that phone call I got the opportunity that I had been waiting for. Amy left for work a half hour after the kids left for school and at eight-thirty Bartram came out of the garage in his Blazer and drove off. As soon as he was out of sight I drove up the garage door and hit the button on the garage door opener. Surprise, surprise, it worked. I drove into the garage and closed the door behind me. Taking both of the five gallon cans of gasoline out of the trunk of the car I went into the house. I doused the inside of the house real good and then I backed my car out of the garage. I went back into the house and set it on fire. I drove to the airport and parked my car in long term parking and caught a flight to Panama City.
I spent a month lying in the sun and chasing girls. I even caught some of them. My last day in Panama City I stopped at a bank and rented a safe deposit box and paid for it ten years in advance. I had cleaned out all of my accounts before leaving for Florida and I put the money into the deposit box. I knew that I would likely be doing some time for what I'd done, but I didn't care because I'd fucked Amy royally. She would have lost everything in the fire and there was no insurance to replace any of it. She would probably come after me to get it, but she couldn't get a dime out of me if I was locked up and even when I was released she would play hell getting even one penny out of me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got back to town I stopped in at the shop to pick up some of my personal things that I'd left there and while there I apologized to Frank for leaving him in the lurch. He told me that he understood since he had gone through a pretty bitter divorce himself. Then he asked me if I had it all out of my system and was ready to come back to work. I had to tell him no, that I'd probably be going to jail for a while. He asked why and I told him. He laughed and said he wished he had the balls to do something like that to his ex.
I called Mike and invited him to lunch. He met me at Mario's and when he sat down he said:
"You have really stepped into it this time. Everybody wants a piece of your ass. You would have been better off staying wherever it was that you were. The judge took what you did as contempt of court since he had ordered you to maintain the house. The DA wants you for a bunch of charges ranging from arson to destruction of private property. Amy wants you nailed to a telephone pole so she can come by two or three times a day and use a bullwhip on you. However you will probably be pleased to know that as soon as Amy couldn't keep a roof over his head Hal split."
"How can they make arson stick? It was my house and I didn't defraud the insurance company. In fact I cancelled the insurance so they wouldn't get stuck for anything. The mortgage company is probably pissed because they don't have any collateral on the loan, but I'm still liable for the loan and I sent them this month's payment just last week. As long as I make the payments they have no bitch coming. It was my house. I could do with it what I wanted."
"In your mind maybe, but I can assure you that the court will not see it that way."
He was right of course and after a month of dicking around I worked out a plea agreement that saw me in the state correctional facility at Albian serving three years. After serving half your sentence you became eligible for parole and when it was offered to me I turned it down. I didn't want to put myself under the control of the legal system that I'd come to hate and have to go through the "Do this or I'll have to send you back" or "You can't do that or you will be violating your parole.
I was out in two and a half with time off for good behavior.
While in I had regular visits from Mike, my sister and even Frank who kept making me promise to come and see him when I got out. Janet even came to see me a couple of times and made me promise to call her when I was free. Also while I was in I managed to file for bankruptcy and was able to dump all the judgments against me except for the one from the IRS. It seems that my claiming the interest on the house when I filed my taxes (Yes boys and girls – even in prison the IRS requires you to file if you had any income for that year) violated one of their rules since the house didn't actually exist any more.
++++++++++++++++++++
As Megan and I sat at the table in Bud's Bar and I drank a cold PBR Megan asked me what was next.
"Go see Frank and get back to work. Find an apartment and see what I can do to start having some kind of social life."
"You going to see the kids?"
"Probably not. Amy did a pretty good job of brain washing them and seeing them would involve seeing Amy and my automatic reflex would be to wrap my fingers around her throat and squeeze."



"She doesn't want to see you either. He still wants to cut your head off for burning up everything she owned, but she has changed in the last couple of years. She is really sorry for the way things turned out. She really thought she could have her cake and eat it too. She swears she loved you and Hal was only sex and you were never supposed to find out about him. Anyway, she has indicated that she wouldn't be against your having a relationship with Brian and Susan."
"Well isn't that big of her especially after telling them that I wasn't really their father."
"Give her some slack Rob. What she was doing is what you were doing. You were both acting out of spite and the kids were caught in the middle. They have spent several weekends with me and I can tell you that they miss you. You need to reconnect with them."
"I don't want to see Amy. If you can arrange with her to pick them up and take them to your place we can see how it goes."
I stopped in and saw Frank and he told me I could start back whenever I was ready and I told him to give me a week to get used to being out. I flew down to Panama City and got my money out of the safe deposit box and flew back home. I settled up with the IRS, found an apartment and called Janet and asked her out to dinner.
+++++++++++++++++
EPILOG +++
I did reconnect with my kids and I started seeing them every other weekend. Janet and I dated several times, but it was obvious that all we were ever going to be was friends.
I did find a girlfriend and it looks like I will be saying "I do" in the not too distant future. She has to be a great person to be willing to saddle herself with two kids just to be with me.
Yes, I have the kids now. Amy found a guy and got married, but two years into the marriage he came home early and caught Amy in bed with another guy. Unfortunately for Amy and her lover her husband wasn't one to grab a cell phone and take pictures like I did. Hubby grabbed a gun and killed them both. We don't have capital punishment in our state so he got twenty to life. I send him a carton of cigarettes every month along with a thank you card.
With Amy gone I petitioned the court for custody and it was granted and now they are living with me.
I guess what they say is true. All is well that ends well. At least for some of us.
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It is said that "The husband is always the last to know" and it may or may not have been true in my case, but the one thing that was true was that I did know.
I didn't discover it by accident or get clued in by some friend of mine or an enemy of my wife's. No, I got it from the horse's mouth so to speak. It was at breakfast after a night of hot sex and I was on my second cup of coffee when my wife Iris said:
"My boss took me to lunch yesterday. We ended up in a hotel room and spent most of the afternoon there. I liked it and we will probably do more of it."
It set me back and I was silent for a few seconds and then I asked, "Why last night? You get a kick out of giving me sloppy seconds?"
"I didn't give you sloppy seconds. I cleaned myself up pretty good when we were done."
"Still, you spread your legs for me only hours after he pulled his cock out of you. To me that means seconds, sloppy or not."
"I guess I was just feeling a little guilty and I figured that if I did you right after doing him....Oh shit! I don't know what I was thinking. I just felt the need to make love to you. I guess I wanted to see if it changed anything and it didn't. I still like making love with you."
"Make love? You just told me that you fucked your boss and that you will be doing it again. Where's the love in that?"
"It was a figure of speech Frank. Anyway, I'm telling you to give you time to figure out what you want to do in case you don't want me around you any more."
"Why would I want you around if you can so casually pull shit like this on me? I'm going to have to think about what I want to do and you need to move into one of the kid's bedrooms."
"There is no need for that Frank. I just told you that I like making love with you."
"Maybe so. But I don't have any idea of what other whores your boss is fucking and I want to make damned sure that you don't give me anything that he might have given you. I just hope that it isn't too late. You might have given me a gift from him last night."
Her face blanched when I said "Other whores" with the clear implication that she was one and then she said:
"He wouldn't do anything that would give him a disease. He has to be careful because of his wife."
I shook my head in disgust and got from the table to get ready to go to work. When I came out of the shower Iris was sitting on the bed.
"When I told you that I was telling you so you could figure out if you wanted me around I was hoping that you would say that we needed to talk about it."
"What's to talk about? You cheated on me and then casually threw it in my face. If you could be that casual about it I have to ask myself if this was the first time for you or just another in a long line. How do I know that you were really working all those nights you called me and said you had to work late? You said that you spent most of the afternoon in a hotel room with Ted so how do I know you don't spend hotel room afternoons a couple of times a week? How do I know that Ted is the only one?
"No Iris; we have nothing to talk about. Well that isn't totally true. We will have to decide how to let Dave and Marci know. And then of course there is your family and mine. We will need to let all of them know and more than likely we will have to tell them why since I have no intention of everyone thinking I'm the bad guy in this. Everyone is going to have to know that I'm not the one who wrecked our marriage."
"It doesn't have to be that way Frank. I love you and other than yesterday with Ted I've never been unfaithful. Yesterday just happened. It was a spur of the moment thing. I did it just to do it. I wanted to be something other than just the mother and housewife I've been for the last twenty-four years. I just wanted to do something wild and wicked for once in my life. I did it and I liked it. It had nothing to do with any feelings for Ted. He was just in the right place at the right time. It was exciting and one hell of a turn on, but it did not diminish my feelings for you one iota."
"Maybe not Iris, but it damned sure diminished my feelings for you. And I'm not forgetting the part where you said you would probably do it again. I have no idea what I'm going to do until after I've talked to an attorney, but you can consider our marriage over. No amount of talking will ever get me to the point where I could ever trust you again."
I finished putting the Windsor knot in my tie and left the room and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
My mind wasn't on work and the company did not get it's moneys worth out of me that day. I did let my fingers walk through the Yellow Pages looking for an attorney close to the office and I found one and gave him a call. The soonest he could see me was the next afternoon and I made an appointment. As I made a note in my day planner I noticed the date. It was one week before what would have been our twenty-fourth anniversary. Well, I thought, I won't have to waste money on a card and a gift this year.
After work I headed for home because, quite frankly, I had nowhere else to go. A trip to a bar to drown my sorrows in alcohol didn't appeal to me and I wasn't about to go find a friend whose shoulder I could cry on.
Iris usually got home before I did and had dinner ready when I got home and that night was no different. She had the table set and she even had a bottle of wine open. I didn't know what she was hoping for, but whatever it was she wasn't likely to get it. I suppose given the way I was feeling I should have just gone into the den and ignored Iris and the dinner she had prepared, but I had to eat and it was there.
I poured myself a glass of wine and sat down at the table. Dinner was meatloaf, gravy, mashed potatoes and salad. I ate in silence. I could see that Iris was trying to work herself up to say something and I hoped that she wouldn't get to that point before I finished my meal. It would be more satisfying for me to be able to stand up and walk out of the room on a full stomach when she started to talk.
It wasn't to be. I had just put a forkful of salad in my mouth when Iris said:
"Would it make a difference if I were to tell you that it will never happen again?"
I was not one for talking with my mouthful so I said nothing as I chewed on the salad. She fidgeted and then said:
"It was a mistake Rob; a huge mistake that I deeply regret. One bad thing in twenty-four years of marriage Rob. Can't you bring yourself to forgive me for doing one bad thing in all our marriage? Does what we have shared for twenty-four years have to be lost – thrown away – just because I made one stupid mistake?"
I'd finished chewing my salad by then and had swallowed it so I said:
"There was more than one mistake Iris. The first was when you let another man screw you and I don't even know that Ted was the first one. Nor do I know that fucking Ted yesterday was the first time you fucked him."
I put emphasis on the word 'fuck' every time I used it and every time I used it Iris flinched.
"The second mistake was in telling me. If you had kept your mouth shut we wouldn't be sitting here in these strained circumstances. Your third mistake and it was a biggie, was telling me that you liked it and would probably do more of it. So the answer to your question is yes; what we have shared over the last twenty-four years has to be thrown away because of what you did. You have completely lost my trust Iris and a marriage can not exist without trust. At least not a marriage that I'm in."
She got up from the table and was crying when she left the room. I took a sip of my wine and finished me dinner. When I was done I cleaned up the kitchen and then went into my den to play on the computer for a while.
When I went upstairs to go to bed I saw that Iris had moved her things into Marci's old room. She probably chose Marci's room because Marci wouldn't be using it any time in the near future. Marci had married and had moved out to California and only used her room when she came back to visit. Dave still did use his room when he came home on leave so he could be back at any time.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't see Iris in the morning and I stopped at a Village Inn for breakfast. When I got to work I waited until nine which was when the day started at Wallish and Tilden and then I gave them a call. When the receptionist answered I asked for Ted Haarbauer and when he came on the line and said hello I said:
"This is Rob Meyers Ted. Iris told me about your afternoon romp at the hotel and I thought I'd call and let you know that I'm kicking her out and she is all yours. Also, while on the subject, you should know that I'm pissed and I am going to be looking for you. Make sure that your health insurance is paid up because you are going to need it."
I hung up on him without giving him a chance to say a word. I would go looking for him in time, but I was in no hurry. Let him sweat it. Let him spend time looking over his shoulder and wondering if the shadows he saw had me hiding in them just waiting to jump him.
That afternoon at three I got the bad news. Our state was a no fault state so everything would be split evenly. Iris and I made approximately the same money so there wasn't likely to be any alimony. The kids were grown and out on their own so child support wouldn't enter into it. There might be some issues on our respective retirement plans and we each had 401(k)s through work, but the attorney thought they would cancel each other out.
All in all it would be a pretty straight forward divorce as far as divorces went. Then the attorney brought up the fact that we could probably go after Haarbauer in an alienation of affections suit and we might even be able to go after Wallish and Tilden if they had a company policy and procedures manual that prohibited sexual misconduct between employees. I nixed that. To me it didn't seem right to hold W&T responsible for what Ted and Iris did. Besides, if we did that they would probably both lose their jobs and we wouldn't be able to get anything out of Haarbauer and I'd end up paying Iris alimony. I told him to go ahead and prepare the divorce paperwork and the paperwork for the suit on Haarbauer and then have them both served.
It was after four when I left the attorney's office so I decided that there was no sense in going back to work. On the ride home I pondered the asset split. We had quite a bit of equity in the house and in fact it would be paid off in three more years. Did I want to buy out Iris and keep the house? I thought not. What would a single man do with a large four bedroom house? Not only that but every thing in the house would be a constant reminder of what life had been like in that house before Iris spread her legs for Haarbauer. So the options were Iris buying me out or putting the house up for sale.
When I got home Iris had dinner ready so I sat and ate. I could see that she had something she wanted to say, but couldn't bring herself to say it. I finished eating and was getting up from the table when Iris said:
"Ted told me that you called him and threatened him today."
"Not true. I didn't threaten him; I made him a promise."
"You will just get yourself in trouble Rob. You could end up in jail."
"Why would you care? I'd be out of the way and you would be able to spend more hotel afternoons with lover boy. Providing of course that I leave him with anything to play with."
"Please don't do it Rob. Please? For me?"
I laughed and said, "For you? I'll tell you what I did for you. I saw an attorney today and told him to start the divorce paperwork rolling. You can tell your lover that he isn't going to be able to hide behind your skirts."
"I wasn't thinking of him. I don't want to see you go to jail because I was stupid."
"I wouldn't mind. I could sit inside and smile thinking about how you were feeling knowing that you were responsible for my being there. Imagine how good it would feel for me to be able to tell Dave and Marci that you were the reason their dad was locked up in jail."
"Don't even talk like that Rob."
"Why not? I've already told you that I'm going to make damned sure that everyone knows that I'm not the reason that this marriage went into the trash can. Get yourself ready for it Iris. You are going to have a lot of people asking you why you threw your marriage away. Another thing for you to think about is what you want to do about the house. I don't want it so if you do you are going to have to buy me out. Otherwise it will have to be put up for sale."
"Sell the house? Oh God Rob, no. We can't do that."
"Then you need to figure out how to go about buying me out."
I left her sitting in the kitchen and went into the den to play on the computer.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was up and gone before Iris got up. At work I told my Barney (my boss) what was going on in my life and that I might have to take some time off here and there for attorney meetings, court appearances and the like. He wished me luck and told me to take whatever time I needed.
Iris wasn't home when I got there so I micro-waved some leftovers and then watched some TV for a while. The phone rang and I answered it and it was my daughter Marci.
"Mom called me to tell me that you were leaving her."
"She tell you why?"
"She just said that it was all her fault. What happened?"
"Lets just leave it at it was all her fault. I had intended to call both you and Dave and let you know what happened because I didn't want people thinking that I was the bad guy in this, but if she has already admitted that it was her fault that's good enough."
"Any chance that the two of you can work through it?"
"No chance at all."
"Why dad? You two were so much in love with each other."
"The operative word there kiddo is 'were'. How are things going with you?"
"Good. I'd come home to see if I could help, but I'm involved in a critical project at work and I can't get away."
"That's okay honey; there isn't anything you can do anyway."
"You don't need to call Dave. Mom called him too and then he called me to see what I knew about things. You take care daddy. I love you."
"I love you too sweetie. I'll be talking to you."
Three minutes later Dave called and the conversation went pretty much the same as my conversation with Marci had gone. I'd just hung up the phone when Iris came in.
"Late evening with Haarbauer" I asked sarcastically.
"Fuck you Rob. For your information I've spent the time since getting off work visiting your parents and mine. I told them about the coming divorce and I told them that it was all my fault. I didn't give them specifics. I just told them that it wasn't because of anything you did. Now if you don't mind I'm going to go up to my room and lose it."
I saw tears running down her cheeks as she left the room and headed for the stairs. A week ago the sight would have had me rushing to her to take her in my arms and to try and comfort her.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning at work Barney called me into his office.
"Is this divorce thing you are going through a definite thing? Is there any chance that it won't happen? You know, the two of you working it out and stuff like that?"
"No chance of its not happening. Why?"
"Kids all grown and out of the house? Nothing really tying you here?"
"Other than my parents and sister living here not really. Why?"
"I've just been told that O'Brian is retiring. I need some one to replace him in the Santa Monica office. How would you feel about living in California? The job is yours if you are okay with the move."
"You're kidding. There are guys here senior to me who would kill for the job."
"Maybe, but just being senior doesn't mean that they can do the job. I've looked at everyone closely and you are my pick."
"I'll take it. When do I have to be there?"
"O'Brian gave a month's notice effective yesterday. I would like you out there for his last week so he can fill you in on everything."
"I'll start making arrangements immediately."
The first thing I did when I got back to my office was call the attorney and ask how the move would affect the divorce.
"Depends on whether or not she fights it. If she fights it you could be ding a lot of flying back and forth for meetings, hearings and the like. Shouldn't any problem at all if she doesn't fight it."
"How can she fight it? I thought that was the whole purpose behind no fault divorces – to eliminate all the crap."
"Normally true, but that's if both parties are okay with the divorce. If she doesn't want the divorce she could say that the marriage could be saved with counseling and the court could so order. She can't stop the divorce, but she can delay it and make it more expensive and sometimes that's enough to make the party suing drop things."
"Well I'm not stopping it. When are you going to serve both her and Haarbauer?"
"The papers are ready. All I need is your go ahead."
"Do it. This afternoon if possible."
"Consider it done."
He called me at three that afternoon and told me that the papers had been served at two thirty-five. Iris was sitting in the living room when I got home from work and it was clear to me that she had been crying. She looked up at me when I came into the room and said:
"You did it. You really did it. I can't believe that you would throw away twenty-four good years over one mistake."
"You still don't get it do you? It wasn't the fact that you fucked Haarbauer. It was the way you threw it in my face and looked me right in the eye and said that you liked it and you were probably going to do it again. Get it straight in your head Iris; I didn't throw away twenty-four good years – you did! You need to figure out what you want to do as far as the house is concerned because two weeks from now I'm going to be out of here."
I left the room, went into the kitchen and got some leftovers out of the fridge. After eating I went into the den and called Marcie out in California. After exchanging greetings I said:
"I don't know if it is good news or not, but I'm going to be coming out there to live. Should be in about two weeks."
"You and mom?"
"Just me. I served her with divorce papers today. I need you to do me a favor."
"Anything dad; you know that."
"Check out apartments and condos within a reasonable distance of Santa Monica and find me a hotel or motel in the same area where I can stay when I first get out there."
"Not on your life pops. You will stay with me. No way I'm letting you stay in a motel."
"Won't that inconvenience you and Alan?"
"Not a bit. Don't worry about Alan."
"Okay then; if you are sure."
"I am pops. I'm looking forward to seeing you."
"Me to kiddo; I'll call you as soon as things are more definite."
In the morning Iris was up and sitting at the kitchen table when I came downstairs. "Good morning" she said and I said nothing as I poured myself a cup of coffee.
"I've decided that I don't want the house if I don't have you to share it with me."
"I'll call a realtor this morning and get the ball rolling."
"It doesn't have to be this way Rob."
"I'm sorry Iris, but yes it does."
I poured my coffee into a travel mug and headed off for work. I called a real estate agent from work and arranged to meet him at the house at one and by three the process was in work.
I had stopped at a U-Haul place on the way home and purchased a bunch of boxes to start packing my stuff in. When I got home Iris wasn't there, but there was a note on the kitchen table saying that she would be staying at her sisters for the next couple of days.
I spent the evening packing and moving boxes out into the garage. By bedtime all that was left to pack was the stuff in the den and the clothes that I would need for the next two weeks.



+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day my attorney called me and told me that he had heard from Haarbauer.
"He says we can go pound sand in our ass because we have no proof. All we have is what your wife told you and he said he will deny it. I hate to admit it, but he is right."
"Don't stop the suit. I'll see if we can get something that we can use."
"How can you do that?"
"I don't know. Let me think on it."
I spent the next two days doing what I needed to do to get ready for the move. Iris was still at her sister's so when I got home from work I called her sister and asked to speak to Iris. When she came on the line I told her we needed to talk and I asked her to come home so we could sit down at the kitchen table and do it. She said she would come over, but she wouldn't stay.
She arrived at seven and I had coffee made. We sat down and I told her about my move to the coast. I gave her the real estate agent's card and told her that she was going to have to handle the sale and I would be back for the closing when the house was sold. I told her I would be staying with Marci until I could find a place of my own and that she could reach me there. Then I asked her the sixty-four thousand dollar question.
"Why Iris? Why did you cheat on me and with Ted Haarbauer of all people?"
"I told you Rob; it just happened. It was spur of the moment."
"I don't understand Iris. How could it just happen and be spur of the moment."
"I don't want to talk about it Rob. It was a stupid thing to do and it cost me you."
"You might not want to talk about it Iris, but I really do need to know. Was I that bad of a husband that you could do that to me? Was my performance in the bedroom so bad that you had to go somewhere else to get taken care of?"
"It wasn't any of that Rob. I can't really explain my mindset when it happened. All it was supposed to be was Ted taking me to lunch. When he hit on me it came as a complete surprise since he had never indicated he thought of me in a sexual way. Maybe it was the way he came onto me. He asked me if I had ever cheated on you and I said no and I asked him why he had asked that question. He told me that he had always had the hots for me and since we were eating in a hotel restaurant and there were rooms upstairs he thought that he would take a shot. If I'd cheated before maybe I would again with him. I think I surprised him when I told him to pay the bill and get us a room.
"I know it makes no sense to you, but like I told you before I wanted to be something other that a wife and mother for once. I just wanted to do something exciting and wicked for once in my life and Ted coming on to me gave me the chance."
"But why with Haarbauer?"
"It just happened to be the right place at the right time and he was the one who asked."
"Why did you tell me that you liked it and were going to do it again? Was Haarbauer that much of a better lover."
"No, Ted wasn't any better. It was the wicked feeling that I got from having sex with another man. It was exciting and a huge turn on. I had one of the biggest orgasms of my life and it wasn't from the sexual act. It was from the wicked feeling that I got from cheating. I said I'd probably do it again because I wanted more of those fantastic orgasms. Telling you about Ted and me was another stupid move on my part. Talk about being mixed up. On the one hand it was the cheating that made me go off so hard, but it was the guilt from the cheating that made me confess.
"I thought when I confessed we would have the conversation we are having now and I could convince you that my having sex outside the marriage wouldn't hurt us. It would only be sex with Ted and you and I would still have the love that we'd shared for twenty-four years. I was sure that you would realize how much I loved you and that you would let me get the wicked and wild thing out of my system. And it would have you know. Ted wasn't all that great in bed. It was the cheating that made it so good and I'd have gotten over it after a couple of times.
"I know now that I should have kept my mouth shut and let things with Ted die a natural death. If I'd have kept my mouth shut I'd still have you because you would never have known. Does this talk indicate that you might change your mind?"
"Not a chance Iris. I've already told you why. All this talk did was ease my mind. Now I know that it was nothing that I did or didn't do that drove you to it and knowing that will help me sleep better."
Iris left and I got up and shut off the tape recorder that I had hidden on the kitchen counter.
The next day, after making a couple of copies of the recording I stopped by the attorney's office and gave him a copy. I earmarked a copy for Haarbauer's wife, but I'd hold off on giving it to her until after the suit with Haarbauer was settled.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next week was hectic as I brought my replacement up to date and got everything ready for the move. The house had gone on the market and we had already had two couples look at it. Hopefully that was a good sign as far as getting it sold went. On my last Friday the people in the office held a going away party for me at the lounge just down the street from the office and the next afternoon I was in a U-Haul truck and on my way to California.
An hour out I called Marci and got directions to her place. She must have been watching out the window for me since she was out the door and running to me as I pulled up and parked. I got a big hug and then she helped me unload the car off the trailer I had towed. Next was a drive to a storage facility where I put the stuff from the truck into a rented unit. From there it was to a local U-Haul dealer to turn in the truck and trailer and then we went back to Marci's place.
"Your first night here we are going out to dinner" Marci said, "And then I'll show you around."
"What time will Alan get here?"
"Allen won't be getting here. I kicked his ass out when I caught him doing the woman who lived next door."
"No chance of the two of you putting it back together?"
"About as much of a chance as you and mom putting it back together."
I gave her a strange look and she said, "No one told me pops. I know my daddy and the kind of man he is. There is only one thing that would make him walk away and mom did call me and tell me that the two of you breaking up was all her fault. Besides, the woman next door had a husband and when he got through with Alan there wasn't much left."
"Why didn't you let us know?"
"Embarrassed or maybe ashamed. You two had over twenty years and I couldn't even make it to three."
We went out and had an enjoyable dinner and then Marci drove me around to familiarize me with the area. We ended up at a place called The Blue Grotto. It was a fairly nice place and had a really good live band. Marci was apparently well known in the place and we no sooner sat down than several guys and gals stopped by to say hello. I was introduced to several of the ladies and Marci made a point of telling several of the girls that I was available.
"Why did you do that" I asked.
"If you are going to hang with me pops you can't be a wallflower. I'll spend a lot of time on the dance floor with some of the guys in here and it won't be right to leave you sitting at the table alone. Don't worry; you won't have to figure out what to do. The girls here are pretty forward and they will come after you."
"I don't know sweetie. This really isn't my kind of scene."
"Maybe it wasn't, but this place is just what you need right now. It will put a little life back in you."
As if on cue a rather good looking blond came up to the table and said:
"Can I steal your dad for a dance?"
Marcie laughed and said to me, "See what I mean?"
Before the evening was over I'd danced with five different women and two of them had given me their phone numbers and had asked me to give them a call. I have to admit that it was one hell of an ego boost after what Iris had done to me. I know that she told me that I wasn't lacking, but in the back of my mind there was a little doubt. After all she did go to another man.
On the drive home to Marci's place I asked her if she'd found any suitable apartments for me and she said that she had found several, but I wasn't going to need them because I was going to be staying with her.
"I don't think that's going to work sweetie."
"Why not?"
"I saw the way you danced with some of those guys tonight and I wouldn't want to put a crimp in your love life."
"Don't be silly daddy. Those guys have their own places."
"Yes sweetie, but what if I decide that I want to spread some pollen?"
"We are adult's pops and you have your own room. We will manage."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next week was a busy one as I settled into my new job and got to know the people that would be working for me. Barney must have said something to Pat O'Brian and Pat had spread the word. There were three single women in the office and I could see that two of them were interested, but even though both of them were foxes they were out of bounds as far as I was concerned. No way was I going to open myself to a work place romance to say nothing about possible sexual harassment charges.
I did go back to the grotto with Marci on Friday night and I do have to admit that I had a great time. Anna, one of the girls who had given me her number joined us at our table and asked me why I hadn't called her. I told her I was still moving in and getting used to my new job and the area and:
"I almost didn't let Marci talk me into coming in here tonight."
"Well you are here and so we will pretend that you called me and we agreed to meet here."
Marci laughed and said, "You are on your own pops. If I were you I'd just surrender and go along with it."
I took her advice and had a very enjoyable evening with Anna. When last call came Marci handed me her car keys and said:
"Don't wait up. Tomorrow is Saturday and I don't have anything to do so I may not see you until around noon."
As Marci walked away with one of the guys she had been dancing with Anna said:
"It sounded to me like she was telling you that you wouldn't be interrupted if you catch my drift."
I caught her drift alright and it was causing a small war in my head.
"You can't; you are still a married man" was fighting it out with "You are separated and going through a divorce so you are as good as single" and on the sidelines, jumping up and down and screaming for attention was "You haven't been laid since finding out about Iris."
I don't know why I was so hesitant. My own daughter was encouraging me to do it and there was also the fact that it could be considered that Iris by breaking her marriage vows had released me from my mine. In the end "You haven't been laid..." tipped the scale in Anna's favor.
Was I ever glad that it did!
I hadn't been fucked since the day I met Iris – we made love – but Anna tried to fuck my brains out and she damned near succeeded. She blew me and I ate her. We did sixty-nine and we screwed three times and the last time she took me in her butt. She tried to get me up for a fourth time, but wasn't able. We fell asleep cuddled up against each other.
In the morning we had a sweaty good morning fuck followed by showering together which ended up with me buried in her butt again as she leaned against the shower wall. Over pancakes and bacon at the IHOP Anna casually let me know that she wasn't marriage material.
"I don't have the temperament to live with anyone else. I've tried it and it doesn't work out. On the other hand I can be a great Friend with Benefits."
"If last night was any indication I would have to say that the benefits are worth it. May I apply?"
"Actually, you had your interview for the position last night and you got the job."
I took her home and went back to Marci's place. When I walked in she was there and she smiled at me and with her eyes raised in question she mad the 'okay' sign with her thumb and forefinger and I smiled back and said "Very."
Over the next two months I saw Anna two or three times a week and each and every time she tried her best to reduce me to rubble, but somehow I managed to stay with her. And then one Sunday morning she told me that the night had been our last one. She had taken a promotion and it was going to have her moving to Atlanta. It was a huge disappointment for me. I had gotten used to our relationship and I had hoped that it would go on for a long, long time. Marci told me that even though I would miss Anna there were replacements waiting in the wings.
"Anna has been telling all the girls how great you are and if I had the money I would bet it all on your having a new honey before the week is out."
She was right. The next Friday we had no sooner sat down at a table at the Grotto when women were coming up to ask me to dance. One of them, a hot little brunette named Mellissa – Mel to her friends – asked me four times. The last time was the last dance of the evening. The song was "Nights in White Satin" and as we slowly moved around the floor she pressed herself into my erection, looked me in the eye and said:
"I want to be bad tonight. Can I be bad with you?"
Marci had left an hour earlier and had told me not to expect her before noon so I told Mel:
"You can be as bad with me as you want."
Mel was a new experience for me. She was a nasty little bitch. She liked to have her nipples pinched and she even asked me to bite her clit when I was eating her pussy. She encouraged me to call her a cunt, a bitch, a cock sucking whore and other things. "Fuck me! Use me like the slut I am" she cried as I fucked her. She wanted me to hurt her and I of course said "No way!"
"Please? I love it. Take my ass and don't go slow and easy. Drive it in and fuck me hard. Please lover?"
I let her talk me into it and when I did it I got some idea of what rodeo cowboys went through when they were trying to hang on for a ten second ride on a bull or a bucking bronco. She went wild as I pounded her ass and I had to keep a firm grip on her hips to keep from losing her.
Just how nasty was Mel? When I'd shot my wad in her ass and pulled out she spun around and took my dick in her mouth and she wouldn't let go until she had me up again.
"I want it in my ass again" she said and I obliged her. The second ride wasn't as wild as the first, but it was still memorable. When it was over she had me set the clock for seven.
"I have to be home before nine so I can take care of my mom."
When I asked she told me that she still lived at home with her parents and her mother was an invalid and needed a lot of care.
"Next Friday night? Please?"
"Absolutely."
Mel was my friend with benefits for the next two months. I could only see her on Thursdays and Fridays because she worked afternoons and Thursday and Friday were her days off. We had to play at Marci's because of Mel's mother.
"If I brought you home with me she wouldn't understand lover."
As wild as Mel was twice a week was more than enough. Playing with Mel came to an abrupt stop one Monday night near the end of our second month. I got off work and headed for my car and when I got there I found a man leaning against it. He straightened up as I walked up and said:
"About time you got here."
"Do I know you?"
"No, and you are going to be sorry that you ever met me."
"What's this all about?"
"I aim to tear you a new asshole."
I looked him over and then said, "It might not be all that easy for you. Care to tell me why you want to try?"
"Because you have been fucking my wife, that's why."
"Bullshit! I'm not screwing anybody's wife."
"You deny you are fucking Mellie?"
"Mel? Mel isn't married."
"The fuck she ain't! She's been married to me for ten years."
"If you are telling the truth and she is married I sure didn't know it. She isn't wearing rings and nobody at the Grotto ever told me that she was spoken for, but I'll tell you this. You kick her out and I'll take her in."
"Why the hell would you do a stupid thing like that? If she cheats on me she'll cheat on you."
"Have you asked her why?"
"She doesn't know that I know."
"You need to find out why. All I know is that if I take her I damned sure won't give her any reason to cheat. But I will say this. Now that I know that she is married I'll keep my hands off of her until the two of you have it out. But I do have a question for you. How can she go out every Friday and Saturday and stay gone all night without you knowing?"
"I drive a truck and I'm gone from Thursday to Sunday."
He stared at me as I prepared for his charge, but he surprised me and turned and walked away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the next week thinking about who I'd get to replace Mel. I stopped in at the Grotto on Friday and about half an hour after I got there Mel came in, saw me, and came over to join me. She sat down and said:
"I understand that you've met Royce."
"If Royce is your husband then yes, we have met."
"Is that going to keep us from having fun?"
"That depends on what happens."
"In what way?"
"I told him that I would stay away from you unless he got rid of you. Has he kicked you out yet?"
"No and he won't because he loves me."
"Then we can't play."
"Why not?"
"Because you are married and if I had known that up front I never would have started with you. I would never have knowingly done to another man what my wife and her lover did to me."
"I don't see it that way. I'm only doing with you what Royce refuses to do with me. I love the man, but I need more than twice a week and only in the missionary position. Maybe if I had been a virgin when I married Royce it would be different, but I love anal and oral. I like doggie and cowgirl. Royce makes love to me, but I need to be fucked every once in a while and he won't do it so I look for guys who will. You and I have a great thing going lover. Let's not stop."
"Sorry Mel, but unless Royce tells me that he has kicked you out we are history."
She stared at me for a moment or two and then she got up and moved to another table and within five minutes she had a guy sitting with her. I danced with several other ladies who were there, but made no move to take up with any of them. An hour before closing the guy sitting with Mel went to the bathroom and Mel got up and came over.
"Last chance" she said.
"Sorry Mel, but you know my position on it."
"Your loss" she said and she went back over to her table. When the guy came back they left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night did cause a change in things other than in my relationship with Mel. A loud banging on my bedroom wall woke me up around four in the morning. It was the wall between Marci's bedroom and the one I was using. I heard:
"Oh God yes, yes, yes! Fuck me hard, oh God, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
The banging on the wall was the headboard of Marci's bed as whoever she had with her did his best to do what Marci asked of him.
You want weird? Try listening to your baby girl in the throes of passion. It took me a half hour to fall back to sleep and in the morning when I woke up my plan for the day was to find me an apartment.
Marci was fixing breakfast when I walked into the kitchen. As I poured myself a cup of coffee she smiled at me and asked me if I had slept well. I decided that she didn't need to know that she had woken me up so I just told her that I'd slept like a log.
It was a Saturday and I spent most of it looking for an apartment and I found one that I liked and I filled out the paperwork. When I got back to Marci's she said:
"Mom called. You need to give her a call."
"Why?"
"She has a contract on the house."
"So? I'll mail her a power of attorney."



"Call her daddy. It won't kill you to talk to her."
I hadn't spoken to Iris since moving to the coast and I wasn't sure that I wanted to hear the sound of her voice. No contact with her made it easier to put what she had done in the back of my mind. I had loved the stupid bitch. Hell, I still loved her and I thought about her all the time. I even thought about her when I was making love to Anna and Mel. No; I really did not want to hear the sound of her voice.
But Marci was on a mission and she brought me the phone and said, "Call!"
I should have said "No!" and then got up and left the room, but I didn't. I punched in my old home number. It rang four times and then:
"Hello?"
"Hello Iris. Marci said you called and needed to talk to me."
"How are you Frank?"
"I'm okay Iris. What did you need to talk about?"
"I miss you Frank."
I don't know where it came from; Lord knows I didn't mean to say it, but "I miss you too Iris" was out of my mouth before I had a chance to think about it.
"Oh God Frank; do you mean it?"
"What did you call for Iris?"
There was a bit of silence and then she said, "We have a buyer for the house. I waited to call until they had their financing in place. The closing is set for the 12th at 2 p.m. Can you make it?"
"I don't know. That's only six days away. Kind of short notice, but I'll see what I can work out and call you back."
"I hope you can make it Frank."
"We'll see Iris. I'll call you tomorrow."
As I hung up I was wondering why I hadn't just said that I'd Fed-Ex my power of attorney to her father or her brother. Marci saw the look on my face and said:
"What's the matter pops? Whatcha thinking?"
I shrugged and said, 'I'm trying to make up my mind on whether to go back or just send my power of attorney."
"Why wouldn't you want to go back?"
"Just the sound of your mother's voice upset me so how would I handle seeing her? I don't know if I can do it."
"When are you going to start being honest with yourself pops."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I saw the look on your face when you were talking to mom. You miss her. I have no idea of what on between you two other than at the time it hurt you badly, but not being with her is taking a toll on you. I never intended to tell you this, but mom calls a couple of times a week asking about how you are. She is miserable pops. She misses the hell out of you. It's been months now pops and maybe you have healed enough to sit down with her. You need to go back daddy; it won't kill you."
"While we are on the subject of what I need to do you need to know that I'm looking for a place of my own."
"Why? What we have here is working."
"For the most part it has, but it is time for me to give us both some space."
I saw the sudden understanding register on her face and she blushed and said, "I need to check on dinner" and she hurriedly left the room. After a silent dinner Marci asked:
"Are you going to the Grotto tonight?"
"No. I think I'll just park myself in front of the TV for a while."
"The ladies will be disappointed. I know a couple of them who are just itching to take Mellissa's place."
"You aren't making any sense her little girl. On the one hand you are telling me to go back home and get with your mom and on the other you are trying to line me up with your friends at the Grotto."
"That's not what I said. I don't know if it is even possible for you to put things back together with mom. What I was getting at was that you need some kind of closure."
"I'm still staying in tonight. I need to pack. I found a place and all I'm waiting on is for them to do a credit check. I will probably move in on Monday or Tuesday."
+++++++++++++++++++
Monday I got a call at work telling me that I had been approved so that night I started moving into my new place. I rented a two bedroom intending to make the second bedroom into a home office. Marci insisted on coming along with me and as I moved stuff in she was saying things like, "I have the perfect curtains for this room" and "Yuk! This carpet is a simply horrid color. You should ask them to replace it." She helped me set up the kitchen and then she left for home leaving me to spend my first night in my new place.
The next day was 'settle in' time and then the day of decision was upon me. Did I go back for the closing or did I fax or Fed-Ex my power of attorney?
I wrestled with it and in the end I decided to go back. I picked up the phone and called.
"Hello?"
"It's me. I've decided to come back for the closing instead of sending a power of attorney. Where is the closing?"
"In the conference room at the First Bank on Sheppard at two. I'll make up the spare bedroom for you."
"I don't think that would be a good idea. I'll stay at the hotel just down the street from the bank."
"Don't be silly Frank. No need to waste money on a hotel room while you still own a four bedroom house."
"I'll think on it. See you at the bank. Bye."
+++++++++++++++++++++
I'd done a lot of thinking since my final talk with Mellissa and I did more thinking on the flight back. Did Iris do what she did for the same reason that Mel stepped out on Royce? Was I too milk toast in the bedroom with Iris? We made love, but had we ever fucked? I couldn't remember ever being with Iris the way I was with Anna and Mellissa. Had she needed to be fucked every once in a while instead of being made love to all the time? Iris had said that the reason she did what she did was not because I was inadequate in the bedroom, but that she wanted to do something wicked and wild for once in her life. Was that a lie because she didn't want to hurt my feelings? Was the real reason she turned to Haarbauer was because she needed to be fucked? I doubted that I'd ever really know the truth of that.
Iris was already in the conference room when I got there. She smiled when I walked into the room and stood up and started to move toward me. I quickly put the table between us and the smile faded a little. I did notice that she looked great and it was obvious that she had dressed for me. She was wearing my favorite dress and her sexiest heels and had her hair just the way I liked it.
Before Iris could say anything other people came into the room and we got down to the business of getting all the paperwork done. When it was over I had a check in my pocket for eighty seven thousand, three hundred and sixty-two dollars. There was also thirty-six cents, but who was counting. As we were leaving the room Iris asked:
"Are you staying at the house? We don't have to be out until the fifteenth."
"I think not. I have some other business to take care of and then I'm going to try and catch the late flight back to the coast."
I saw the disappointment register on her face and she said, "Are you ever going to forgive me Frank?"
"I don't know Iris. You hurt me; you hurt me bad. Maybe it will fade in time, but I don't know. I need to be going. Goodbye Iris."
She stood there and watched me walk away. Walking away was hard and I'll admit it. I had wanted to take her in my arms. A voice in my head was saying:
"Lighten up Frank. She fucked a guy and then admitted it was a mistake. You are still married to her and yet you fucked Anna and Mel. One washes the other. You want her and you know you do."
It was hard to ignore that voice but I forced myself to do it.
+++++++++++++++++++
At five I was parked down the block when Haarbauer came out of the building and got in his car. As I waited I was thinking about what my lawyer had been telling me about the suit against Haarbauer. Haarbauer had refused to settle and had said if we pushed it and he lost in court he would just file bankruptcy and fuck us out of any payoff.
When Haarbauer pulled away from the curb I fell in behind him and followed him. He pulled into the parking lot at The Apollo Lounge and I pulled in right behind him. I found a parking place between his parking place and the door of the lounge and then I got out of my car and waited. He came walking toward the door and I stepped out in front of him, smiled and said:
"Hi there Ted. Long time no see."
He tried to turn and run, but I grabbed him, spun him around and hit him in the face as hard as I could. Blood spurted from his nose and his knees buckled. He hit the ground and I kicked him eleven hard times in his balls and then I got back in my car and left. I drove from the lounge to 1384 Meadow Brook Lane and rang the doorbell. When Janet opened the door I just handed her a copy of my conversation with Iris and said:
"I hate to ruin your day Janet, but you need to hear what is on this tape. I'm sorry Janet. You don't deserve this" and then I turned and walked away.
Two hours later I was on a plane flying home.
The next morning I called my attorney and told him to drop the suit against Haarbauer.
"After hearing what he said to you I decided to give his wife a copy of the tape and let her fuck over him."
"Wise decision since we might not have won anyway. The courts have been kind of soft on these kinds of actions lately. The final hearing on your divorce is a week from Friday and you don't need to be here for it. Sixty days after that you will be a free man."
Some how that news didn't fill me with Joy.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I banked the check from the sale of the house and made a mental note top start looking at condos in about four months. I had signed a six month least on my apartment so I was locked in there, but toward the end of the lease I needed to be looking for a more permanent place to live.
The week went by quick and on Friday night I hit the Grotto. I danced with several of the ladies there, but I didn't feel like making a move on any of them. Not to say that I would pass up on them the next time, but that night I just didn't feel like doing anything. I saw Mel and she waved at me and I had a moment of regret that I'd found out she was married. I called it a night and headed on home around ten.
Saturday night I was back at the Grotto and twenty minutes after I sat down Marci came in and sat down with me. Then some of her friends came over and joined us and we had to push a couple of tables together. The one thing that always amazed me about the Grotto was that most of the women who came into the place were self-assured and they pretty much went after what they wanted. I was asked to dance a hell of a lot more than I asked. There were three women at the table besides Marci and all three of them asked me to dance. I danced a couple of times with each of them and around eleven as I was dancing with Ruby she moved in tight against me and felt the erection that I was sporting and in a husky voice she said:
"Anna once told me that if I ever got the chance I'd be a fool not to grab it. How about it Frank? Do I have a chance?"
"I would be a fool if I said no."
"Any reason why we can't leave right now?"
"None that I can think of. Your place or mine?"
"My place. I'm much more comfortable in my own place. At least for the first time."
She wasn't as wild as Mel had been, but she still wore me out. When Ruby couldn't get me up again I got off the bed and reached for my trousers.
"Where are you going?"
"Home so you can get some sleep."
"Nonsense. Get back down here. We haven't got to the good part yet."
"The good part?"
"The cuddling, snuggling and falling to sleep together. And then of course there is the waking up together."
She was right. The waking up together was awesome.
For the next two months Ruby and I got together two or three times a week. It was strictly a FWB relationship and Ruby and I were both aware of it. The one night Ruby almost destroyed me and as I was lying on my back gasping for breath she dropped it on me.
"Tonight was our last night lover. I'm getting too attached to you" and just like that it was over. I was disappointed because I had gotten quite comfortable with Ruby.
+++++++++++++++++++++
While I was with Ruby things imploded between Mellissa and Royce. Royce had gone after Mel's current boyfriend and had hurt him so bad that he put the guy in intensive care. Royce got locked up and Mel not only refused to go his bail, but had divorce papers served on him while he was in jail.
Two weeks after Ruby turned me loose I got a call from Mel.
"You said you wouldn't see me until Royce and I were history. Can you fit me in on Friday?"
"Are you sure? What about the other guys you have been seeing?"
"They are not up to your standards. Yes or no?"
I was going to say no to an ego boost like that? "Want me to pick you up?"
"Say seven? And be prepared for the possibility that we might not even leave my place."
We didn't and we never fell asleep until after two in the morning. We had a morning wake up bout followed by a shower and then we headed out for breakfast at the Village Inn just down the street. We spent the weekend together and made a date for Tuesday.
Monday my attorney called me and told me that the divorce was final.
"I've mailed the papers and they should get to you by Thursday. You going to come back and celebrate?"
"Not just yet, but maybe by the end of the month."
As I hung up I realized that I had nothing to celebrate. All I felt was a sense of loss.
The next two months were filled with work, condo hunting and Mel. Royce had been found guilty of assault with malicious intent and was serving a nine month sentence at the county work farm and Mel's divorce was moving along. She was starting to talk about what we would do when she was free and it was apparent that she was hoping I'd put a ring on her finger. I didn't say anything, but it wasn't going to happen. She was a great bed buddy, but she had freely cheated on Royce and with more than one guy. I'd be willing to keep her for years and years and years, but I'd never marry her and sooner or later I was going to have to tell her that.
++++++++++++++++++++
Sooner came a lot quicker that I expected and I didn't have to tell her. It was more of a 'show her' than anything else.
It was a Saturday night and Mel and I were at the Grotto. We were on the dance floor and I happened to be looking at the door when Marci came in. She wasn't alone.
She had Iris with her.
To say that Iris looked great would be one hell of an understatement and I must have tensed up because Mel felt it and asked if something was wrong and I told her no, that I had just felt a sudden chill. We had been sitting at a couple of shoved together tables with some of the other regulars and naturally that was where Marci headed. By the time the band had finished the number Mel and I were dancing to and announced that they were going to take a break Marci and Iris were sitting at the table. Over Mel's shoulder I saw Marci introducing Iris to the others at the table and she must have introduced her as "my mother" because I saw several quick glances my way.
Mel and I made our way back to the table and Iris saw me coming and her face broke out in a big smile that quickly faded when she realized that the woman walking next to me was in fact with me and not just walking across the floor near me. Mel and I sat down and Iris said:
"Hi Frank. How have you been?"
"Not bad Iris and you?"
"I've been better, but not for a while. You going to introduced me to your friend?"
"Certainly. Mel, this is Iris and Iris, this is Mellissa although she prefers to be called Mel."
"Oh come on Frank; surely you can do better than that."
"Okay. Mel, this is Iris my ex-wife – heavy on the ex part. Iris, this is Mel. My main squeeze."
Mel laughed and said, "Oh goodie. Maybe we can get together and exchange stories."
From the look on Iris's face I figured it would be a cold day in hell before that happened. There was general chit chat at the table and Iris studiously avoided looking in Mel's direction and when the band returned and started the first number of their next set I grabbed Marci by the hand and pulled her out onto the dance floor.
"What the hell is going on here?"
"Mom called me and asked me if she could stay with me now that you have moved out and into a place of your own. I was going to say no to my mother?"
"You don't think that maybe I should have been given some warning before you brought her in here?"
"Probably, but she wanted to surprise you."
"She did that all right. Damn it Marci! How could you do this to me?"
"It was not hard pops. I happen to love both of my parents and it is easy for me to see that both of my parents still love each other and don't bother denying it. I saw your face light up for a few seconds when you first saw her walk in and God knows I've listened to her enough over the last few months to know that not being with you is killing her. If I can do anything to get the two of you back together I'm going to do it. Bringing her here tonight is just the first step."
"You are meddling Marci."
"I know, but like I said, I love you both and I want to see you back together."
"No chance of that little girl – no chance at all.
"We'll see" she said as the number ended.
The next number was starting as we made our way back to the table and I saw a man ask Iris to dance. They moved out onto the floor as Marci and I sat down. Iris and her partner stayed out on the floor for three numbers and about half way through the third number I felt a sharp jab in my ribs. I turned and saw Mel looking at me.
"You are supposed to be here with me not out on the dance floor with your ex."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"You haven't taken your eyes off of her since she went out on the dance floor and if the look on your face is any indication you want to go out there and kill the guy she is dancing with."
I realized that she was right. I did want to go out there and tell him to get his hands off of my wife. My wife? Where the hell did that come from? She wasn't my wife any more.
"Call me when you decide what you really want" Mel said as she stood up. "Right now it is obvious, at least to me, that your heart is out there on the dance floor."
She walked away and left me sitting there.
Out on the dance floor I saw the man's hands slide down to Iris's ass and I felt a sudden rage that I didn't know I was capable of. I exploded out of my chair and was on him before he even saw me coming. I grabbed his shoulders and jerked away from Iris and said:
"Get your filthy fucking hands off of my wife!"
He gathered himself to come at me, but one look at my face made him think better of it and he turned and walked away. I looked at Iris and saw a bemused expression on her face.
"Aren't you forgetting something Frank? I seem to remember a legal thing that says I'm not your wife any more."
"He had his hands on your ass."
"Maybe I wanted them there."
"You want hands on your ass?!! I'll give you hands on your ass" and I grabbed her arm and drug her along as I headed for the parking lot. She stumbled and lost one of her heels, but I wouldn't stop and let her pick it up. She was saying:
"Stop this Frank! Stop this right now. Damn it Frank, let go of me. My purse. My purse is at the table. Damn I Frank, stop this right now."
I ignored her and pulled her outside and over to where I was parked. Fortunately it was in a dark part of the lot. I bent her over the fender of the car and pulled her dress up.
"What are you doing Frank? Damn it; I don't want this!"
"Tough shit Iris, I do."
I grabbed her panties and tried to rip them off, but they wouldn't tear so I just pushed them to the side. I held her bent over the fender with my left hand in the middle of her back while I used my right to unzip and take out my cock. I pushed the head of my cock at her asshole and pushed.
"No Frank, no! Not there Frank, not there. Please Frank. Not there."



"Why not? You wanted something on your ass didn't you? Isn't that what you said? Maybe you wanted his hands on your ass?"
"I've never done that Frank."
"Always a first time for everything Iris. Aren't you the girl who said she wanted to do something wicked and exciting? What could be more exciting than being fucked in your ass in a bar parking lot where people can walk by and see it happening."
"If you want my ass take me to your place and do it right. Do it Frank, but not here and not like this."
"Get in the car Iris."
"I need to get my purse and my other shoe."
"Marci will take care of that. Get in the damned car."
"Yes Frank."
She went around and got in on the passenger side and as soon as I was in the car she slid over next to me and took hold of my cock which was still sticking out of my fly.
"Move your seat back a little Frank."
I did and she bent and took my cock in her mouth. She tongued it and then took her mouth off of me long enough to say:
"Drive Frank, drive."
She sucked on me all the way to my apartment and while doing it she managed to work her panties off. When we pulled up and parked at the apartment and I shut off the motor she said:
"Want to do me on the back seat Frank? You've never done me on a back seat."
"How many have?"
"None Frank. I haven't had a man since my last time with you."
"No backseat this time Iris; not with a perfectly good bed less than a minute away."
I opened my door to get out and Iris giggled and grabbed my arm. "A flag pole needs a flag Frank" and she hung her panties on my erect cock.
I fucked her! For the first time since I met her I fucked her. I did not make love to her; I fucked her and then I made her suck me hard and I took her ass. I was slow and gentle until I was all the way ion and then I fucked her hard. When it was over I pulled her into the bathroom and made her wash me and then suck me hard again. I fucked her hard one more time and then I fell to the bed next to her totally exhausted. She snuggled into me and whispered, "Thank you Frank" and then she fell asleep. A minute later I zonked out too.
++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning Iris was awake sitting up in bed and watching me. When she saw that I was awake she asked:
"Why Frank?"
"Why what?"
"Why last night? You couldn't wait to get rid of me, but last night you were jealous. It was all over your face Frank. I could read it and so could anyone else who was paying attention. The look fairly screamed out "That's my woman you have your hands on asshole." Am I Frank? Am I your woman?"
"I don't know what happened last night Iris. It just happened and I don't know why."
"Well I am glad that it did Frank. I only wish that it had happened sooner."
She got off the bed and said, "If you'll tell me where everything is I'll fix us some breakfast."
"There isn't anything here. I haven't gone grocery shopping yet this week. We will go out to the Village Inn, but first you had better call Marci. She might be worried."
"I don't think so. I think what happened last night is what she was hoping would happen when she took me with her to that place. I think that you are the one who needs to make a phone call."
"Me? Who do I need to call?"
"The young lady you were with last night."
"Why do I need to call her?"
"I'm hoping that it will be to tell her that you won't be seeing her any more. I want more nights like last night Frank. Maybe another twenty or thirty years worth."
I laid there and looked at her and suddenly realized that I wanted it too.
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I saw the couple back in the dark corner acting like they were out for a quiet evening together, but they were anything but. They had followed us in, taken a seat where they could watch us and hadn't taken their eyes off of us since we sat down. The might as well have been wearing signs that said "Private Detectives at Work." The 'us' they were watching? Me and my secretary Kathy.
Actually Kathy was more of a personal assistant than a secretary and she always traveled with me when I went out of town on business. My wife's boyfriend thought that Kathy was much more and he was trying to find out for sure. He was trying to get information that he could give to Jean so she could divorce me and get a big pot of money. She obviously hasn't told him why she can't do that.
Kathy and I had flown into Dallas/Fort Worth airport that morning to attend meetings with people from Millgard Industries and we expected to be there over night. I was sure that I recognized the blond in the watching couple from the baggage claim area at the airport. Jean's boyfriend was laying out some big bucks if he was having us followed when we were out of town, but what he didn't know was that he was wasting his money. If I fucked Kathy on the table in front of the PIs and they took pictures and he gave those pictures to Jean she would raise holy hell with him and would probably kick him to the curb.
Kathy and I finished our dinner and I waived the waiter over and asked for the tab. Kathy got up and headed for her room and I moved to the bar. I had a few drinks and gave my watchers something to put in their report. I asked a couple of ladies to dance and I even joined one at her table for a drink. We talked for a bit and it turned out that she was a business traveler also and was just killing time in the lounge because there wasn't anything worth watching on TV. She made it plain that she wasn't there to hook up and that was okay with me because I wasn't there for that for that either. I danced twice more with her and then headed for my room.
Once there I took a little black box out of my suitcase, switched it on and then walked around the room with it. It was a device that I'd gotten from a friend who owned a company heavily involved in security work. What it did was pick up electrical and wireless signals – a bug finder as it were. My room showed clean so I walked over to the connecting door to the next room and knocked on it three times. Thirty seconds later the door opened and there stood Kathy wearing only high heels and a smile.
I wasn't worried about the private detectives. Kathy was registered in room 212 and I was in room 516. The connected room, 518, was rented in the name of Frank Bowers and Mr. Bowers did not exist. My lingering in the hotel lounge kept the PIs on me and allowed Kathy to go up to her room, wait fifteen minutes and then go up to room 518. If anyone would have followed her they would have seen her go into her room alone and we expected that once she was in her room they wouldn't waste any more time on her since I still had a crew on me. Kathy also had one of Alan's little black boxes and she swept her room and room 518 before I came up to my room. Why were we jumping through all those hoops? Just because! I knew for certain that the private eyes were not hired by my wife and while I assumed that their employer was Jean's boyfriend I wasn't sure. It could be a little industrial spying by one of my competitors. Either way my stance was to be better safe than sorry.
Why was I so sure that it wasn't my wife behind the private detectives? I guess that is the story.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It started as so many other tales of woe started – by accident. I had finished my breakfast, had kissed Jean goodbye and headed off for work. Jean called after me and said:
"Don't forget we are having dinner with Pat and Andy tonight so try and get home early. I've arranged for mom to take the kids tonight."
As I entered the garage I hit the button to activate the garage door opener and the door opened. I got in my car and backed out of the garage and down the driveway. As I backed out onto the street I reached up and hit the button on my remote garage door opener, but the door didn't close. I hit the button a couple of more times and the door still didn't close so I pulled to the curb, got out and went back into the house. I had some nine volt batteries in the basement and from experience I knew that when the remote didn't work it was usually a dead battery.
I went through the garage to the door into the house and as I opened it I heard Jean laugh and say:
"The big doofus is gone. You have time to stop by for a quickie before you have to go to work?"
"Want me in my sexy heels?"
"I'll play with it and get it warm for you."
"We still on for dinner tonight?"
"Good. I love sitting with you, Frank and Pat knowing that we have just put another one over on them."
"Okay lover; see you in fifteen" and then I heard the 'click' of the handset being put back in its cradle.
My initial impulse was to rush in and confront Jean over what I'd just heard, but a small voice in the back of my head said:
"Hold on hoss; best you find out all you can before you jump into her shit."
I quietly closed the door, got in my car and drove to work. I didn't need to park down the block to see who would arrive in fifteen minutes. From what I'd overheard it had to be Andy. Andy was the husband of Jean's best friend Pat.
I thought about the situation all the way to work and "the big doofus" worked out a plan of action. The first thing I needed to do was gather more information and I knew just how to get it. As soon as I got to the office I called Alan Audett at Audett Security Services. Alan and I had grown up together and he was the closest thing to a best friend that I'd ever had. My dad had fronted Alan the money to start his company when Alan had been discharged from the Army. In the Army Alan had been assigned to the ASA (Army Security Agency) and he had learned a lot that he thought he could use in civilian life. He told me his ideas and I had talked my dad into helping him.
When I got through to Alan I told him what I had just found out and what I wanted to do and he said:
"No problem. Get her out of the house and keep her gone for about two hours."
"We are having dinner with Pat and Andy tonight. We will probably go to Duke's Steak House and it will be at least three hours before we get home."
"I'll swing by and get a key. And Frank? I'm sorry man. I always thought you and Jean were great together."
"I thought that too Alan; I thought that too. My problem is going to be keeping myself from going over the table after Andy and getting my hands around his throat."
"There will be plenty of time for that later bud. Just play it cool. Earn yourself an Oscar tonight."
Yeah I thought as I hung up, a lot easier said than done. I took up a pen and a legal pad and outlined a plan of action. First was to get more information and I'd just taken care of that with my call to Alan. Next was to protect assets and that included protecting my credit. At some point I'd have to something about the credit cards that had both Jean and me on them. I'd have to get another safe deposit box in my name only and move some things like the certificates of deposit from the box that both Jean and I had access to. I wouldn't touch the checking account, but I would close the savings account and move the money.
We would end up splitting most of our personal assets evenly, but my largest asset couldn't be touched. When we married Jean had to sign an ironclad prenuptial agreement that precluded her from ever receiving part of the family company. My great grandfather had started the company and passed it to my grandfather who in turn passed it to my father. It was privately held and would eventually come to me. The intent of great grand dad, grand dad and my father was that the company would always remain in the hands of the family and that is why Jean had to sign the prenup.
Item three was one word. Revenge! I didn't list anything under that heading. I had time to think about it; but it would be draconian. I promised myself that. It would indeed be draconian.
I was putting my list away when Kathy came in and reminded me that I had a lunch meeting with John Crossfire of Crossfire Manufacturing.
"Do you want me to go with you?"
"I think so. Take good notes. Crossfire could turn into a good thing for us."
As she walked out of my office I watched the way her ass moved and as always it had an effect in my lower regions. I had to admit it; I loved the ladies. I was completely faithful to Jean, but I liked to look at beautiful women so I hired a lot of them. When Kathy came in for her interview she was hired the minute she walked through the door. I didn't care if she could type or even spell. She was a walking wet dream and I wanted her in my office where I could look at her all day. Luckily Kathy was a whiz at everything and she quickly became my right hand.
After two years with me there was no doubt in my mind that Kathy could step into my shoes and take on my job if the need arose. I smiled to myself as I thought she could easily step into Jean's shoes and assume Jean's duties also. Kathy was the one girl who could have tempted me to cheat on Jean, but fortunately cool heads had prevailed. At least until now. I quickly put that thought out of my mind. Jean's being a slut didn't mean that I had to act the same way.
I managed to get through the day and left work a half hour early as Jean had asked. I was greeted with a kiss when I got home and Jean was already dressed and ready to go. I thought about the award winning performance I was going to have to put on at dinner that night and that led me to think of the performance Jean was putting on. She played the part of loving wife to perfection. I'd no idea that she thought that I was a 'big doofus' and it certainly hadn't shown in the bedroom. Our love life had been great. I'd seen absolutely no loss of love or affection and that prompted another thought. How many times had I followed Andy into Jean? How many times had she given me sloppy seconds? How many times had she kissed me with the taste of Andy's cock still in her mouth?
Was I going to be able to have sex (not make love) with her knowing what I now knew? I was going to have to if I didn't want her to start thinking that I might know something. I needed everything to appear normal until I got the information that I wanted.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Dinner was the same as it had been the dozens of other times that the four of us had gotten together except this time the 'big doofus' was aware of what Andy and Jean were up to. Knowing changed things a little. Now I was looking for the subtle signs that I knew would be there. As always Jean sat beside me in the booth and Pat and Andy sat on the other side with Andy opposite Jean. Out of the corner of my eye I noticed a slight moment of Jean's leg and at the same time a trace of a grin flashed across Andy's face. I wondered if Jean's foot was playing footsie with Andy or if maybe it was higher up and in his crotch. It was something that I would never have noticed before overhearing that phone conversation.
After dinner we went to the Black Hole for drinks and some dancing. Andy danced with Jean and they kept it circumspect probably because Pat and I were there. I danced with Pat and as I held her I wondered if she had any inkling that Andy was cheating on her. If she did I would bet she would never even give a remote thought to the idea that it would be with her best friend. Jean and Pat had been best friends since meeting in the second grade and I wondered how Jean could stab Pat in the back. It would be interesting to see what Pat would do when she found out about Jean and Andy and she would find out. I would see to that.
We called it a night and headed home and on the way Jean slid over next to me and started rubbing my crotch and the predictable happened. Jean laughed, unzipped me, took out my cock and started playing with it as she said:
"I hope you can figure out what I want to do when we get home."
I figured it out all right, but I wondered why. Was it because she had already fucked Andy earlier in the day and got a kick out of giving me seconds? I'm sure that they wouldn't be sloppy, but I would still be the second man in. Maybe when I hadn't been looking she had turned into a nymphomaniac. Nah! I'd bet on it being a kick for her to be giving me Andy's leftovers. I got semi-confirmation of that when we pulled into the garage. Jean let go of my cock and said:
"Do you know you haven't kissed me all night?"
The bitch wanted to kiss me with the mouth that had been sucking Andy's dick. I didn't want to do it, but I had to play the game and keep her from thinking I might know something that she didn't want me to know. I screwed up my mental capabilities to fight the urge to barf and I kissed her. I didn't taste anything odd so I guessed it was just the idea of my kissing her mouth after she'd had Andy's cock in that she wanted.
She was a tiger in bed that night and while she might have thought I was making love to her I wasn't. What I was doing was fucking a slut. I fucked her as hard as I could while thinking of all the other women I had looked at and wished that I could have had sex with. My mind was filled with images of big titted Wendy Potter when I pushed my load into Jean.
Jean let me rest a bit and then she slid down and took my cock in her mouth and as she worked to get me up again I wondered if she had ever kissed Andy after having my cock in her mouth. She got me up again and moved into the doggie position which was her favorite. As I pushed into her I was looking down at her 'brown eye' and I had a mean thought. Jean didn't care for anal (from me anyway - who knows about Andy) but she never refused me if I wanted it. Knowing that she didn't care for it I never pushed for it, but that was before me finding out that she was a back stabbing slut.
I pulled my cock out of her cheating cunt and stuck my thumb in it to get some juice on it and then I plunged my cock back into her and as I fucked the cheating bitch I worked my thumb into her ass.
"What are you doing Frank" she panted.
"Getting your sexy ass ready."
"I don't want that Frank."
"But I do Jean" and I pulled my cock out of her cunt and pushed it at her asshole.
"No Frank. No!"
"Yes Jean, yes" and I pushed into her butt. It wasn't easy since I hadn't spent much time at all getting it ready, but I was in and that was all that mattered, at least to me. Jean gave a sharp little cry and tried to pull away, but I held her fast as I started plunging away. Not being a total asshole I reached under and started manipulating her clit. After a bit she started moaning and fucking back at me. Several minutes later I sent my load deep into her poop chute and then pulled out and went into the bathroom and washed my cock. When I came back she was under the covers which I guess was her way of saying that we were done for the night.
As I moved under the covers Jean asked, "Why did you do that?"
"Do what?"
"What I told you I didn't want."
"You don't want to know."
"Yes I do."
"You won't like it."
"I didn't like what you did so it won't matter if I like it or not."
"Lately I've gotten the feeling that there is something different between us. Almost like something else is taking my place in your life. I just thought that maybe it was time for the Alpha male in me to come out and reassert itself."
"Alpha male? You are kidding me right? Besides, there isn't anything wrong or different between us. If you think there is it is just your imagination at work."
"I don't know babe; I just have a feeling that something, I'm not sure what, is different."
"So just because you have a feeling you get to brutalize my butt?"
"Hey! You got into it. Toward the end you were pushing back harder than I was pushing in."
"That doesn't change the fact that I didn't want it."
"But the Alpha male did and every once in a while he is going to get his way. And speaking of a feeling. Did you get the vibe that something isn't right between Pat and Andy?"
"No, of course not and believe me Pat would certainly tell me if there was. We have no secrets from each other."
I almost choked when she said that, but I held it in and said, "You want to go to the lake this weekend?"
"That would be nice. The kids love it there."
"Okay then, plan on it."
She was still a little too pissed at me to snuggle up, but I was just as happy that she didn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to the office in the morning Kathy called me and told me that Alan had called and that he would like me to call him as soon as I got in.
"We got a bonus last night" Alan said when I got him on the phone. There was a cell phone on the kitchen counter being charged and since I know you are never without yours I figured it was Jean's. I put a bug in it so now her cell, your house phones and her car are covered. I need to show you where the hidden switch to the master bedroom camera is so you can have some privacy when it is you in there."
"Have they been tested?"
"Of course they have you nasty Alpha male you."
"You caught that?"
"Oh yeah. They are wireless and are motion and sound activated. They send to a remote that in turn sends them to the machines in my shop. If anything goes on in your house it is covered."
"Thanks Alan."
"No problem bud; glad I could help."
"Unless something earth shattering comes up why don't we plan on lunch every Friday so you can bring me up to date."
"You got it. Talk at you later. Bye."
The rest of the week flew by and I did a credible job of acting as the loving husband. We fucked (making love was a thing of the past) on Thursday and on Friday I met Alan for lunch.
"Nothing earth shaking bud" he said as he slid me an envelope containing the evidence so far collected. "Even as we speak she is having lunch in your bedroom with the asswipe. From what we have gathered it looks like it has been going on for years. How many I've no idea, but it is obvious that it isn't a recent thing. Maybe something on the CDs will trigger something that will give you a clue as to how long it has been going on. On the good side they haven't been plotting your death although they have been planning on divorces for the both of them. There haven't been any specifics yet, but it sounds like they are waiting for something financial to happen."
"They won't be getting anything from me. I've got an ironclad pre-nup covering the most important things."
"Don't know bud. Maybe it will come out in the next couple of weeks. They are pretty sure that they are covering their track and that neither you nor his wife have a clue although you did give her a bad moment on your Alpha male night. When she talked to him the next day she told him about what happened and said she was worried that you might be suspicious of something. He convinced her that all it was was you being an insecure husband who felt the need to assert himself. You decided what you are going to do yet?"
"Not yet. I want a hell of a lot of information before I make a decision. I want you to keep collecting, but is there some way you can set it up so I can access the information without waiting for the Friday lunches?"
"No problem. I can give you the feed from the cameras in the house, but not the product from the phone bugs and the car bug. You want it at home or the office?"
"The office. I don't want to risk her finding anything that will clue her in to the fact that I know what she is doing."
Alan slid a small box over to me. "These are bugs that you can put in her purses. If she is like most women she has one or two favorites that she always tends to use."



I went back to the office and since I had a clear schedule I went down to the conference room and got the audio-visual cart and pushed it to my office. The cart was set up with a large screen TV and the necessary equipment to play cassette tapes, CDs and DVDs. I told Kathy I didn't want to be disturbed unless it was a catastrophic emergency and then I settled in to watch the CDs Alan had given me.
There was nothing of interest on the phone taps other than Jean's worries following my Alpha male performance. Most of it was setting up times for meetings and exchanges of "I miss you" and "I can't wait to see you again."
The visuals were uninspiring. Frankly I'd seen better porn and after watching the two of them I thought that I fucked her a hell of a lot better than he did. There was one thing that pissed me off severally. It seemed that Jean only disliked anal with me because she gave it up to Andy almost every time they got together. In fact she apologized to him for my getting something that was only supposed to be his.
The one thing I expected to see that I didn't was me being trashed. After hearing myself being referred to as "The big doofus" in the overheard conversation I expected that I would be shot through the grease by them. I learned nothing from that week's batch that told me anything about the why and when they got started.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The weekend was sex free as Jean, the kids and I slept in the tent at the lake. Monday I was too busy to check on the camera feeds from the house and Tuesday I took a quick one day trip that didn't allow me to check in on Jean's doings. I checked the feed from time to time on Wednesday, but didn't catch anything.
It was going to be hit and miss because Andy sold real estate and could leave his office and visit Jean whenever he felt like it and I couldn't stay glued to the computer all day. Thursday I managed to catch them finishing up and getting dressed, but I'd have to wait for my Friday lunch date with Alan to find out what they talked about.
Jean wanted to make love Thursday night so I came to the conclusion that she enjoyed giving me Andy's leftovers. If I was right she fucked Andy on Tuesday because she wanted to make love Tuesday night.
When I had lunch with Alan he told me that the weeks take was pretty lackluster. They had met Tuesday as I had surmised and of course there was the day before.
"How long do you want to keep going? You have enough by now to burn her."
"I probably do, but I'm hoping for some information that will give me an idea of when and why they started and I'm curious about the financial thing they are waiting on before they go for divorces. Lets give it a couple of more weeks and if we don't have anything by then I'll end it."
Jean wanted to make love that night and I was beginning to see a pattern. She wanted to make love on the nights she had spent the day with Andy. I obliged her with a hard and fast fuck and then fell asleep.
Saturday she told me she was going to do some shopping for clothes and asked me if I would mind watching the kids. I of course didn't and we had a fun day together. Jean got home around seven with a bunch of shopping bags and packages so I guess she did do some shopping, but she wanted to make love that night and that told me that she hadn't spent all of her time in stores.
Since I'd found out about her and Andy – with the exception of my 'Alpha night' – I'd made no moves to start the sexual dance with Jean; I just followed her lead. I wondered if sooner or later she would notice that and if she did would it make her wonder. I decided that I needed to be the one to start things every once in a while so Sunday night I made overtures and got:
"Not tonight honey. I've had a bad day and I just want to go soak in the tub."
It was a first. She had never refused me before.
That night I did something I'd been putting off because quite frankly, I wasn't sure that I really wanted to know. After Jean and the kids were asleep I got out of bed and went to the kids rooms. I gently opened their mouths and swabbed the insides of their cheeks. I dropped them off at a lab the next day so DNA tests could be run and told them I'd pay extra for expedited results.
That night Jean wanted to make love so I assumed that she had been with Andy earlier in the day. That was confirmed the next morning when Alan called me.
"We've got something. They met yesterday and I think you need to see it before Friday. I'll messenger it over to you."
At ten fifteen I had a CD in my hand and I headed for the conference room to use the audio-video set up. As usual the sex was uninspiring, but the conversation as they were dressing was enlightening.
"How much longer until we can pull the plug" Jean asked.
"It hasn't changed any since the last time you asked. Pat doesn't come into her trust fund until she reaches thirty-five and that's still two years away. Anything on your end? Frank's dad any closer to handing the company over to Frank?"
"Doesn't seem likely. The old fart is as healthy as a horse."
"Well then, since you won't be able to suck anything out of Frank we are stuck waiting for Pat to turn thirty-five."
"Why don't we just say to hell with it and do it? I'll get the kids in the divorce and I'm sure the courts will give me the house until they turn eighteen. I'll get a nice chunk of alimony and half of our assets and that's a lot."
"I'm not walking away from a chance to get half of Pat's five million. It is only two more years – nineteen months actually – and we have already waited six years so what's two more?"
"We've been lucky and I'm just afraid that our luck won't hold. I want to end things on my terms and not Frank's."
"So cross your fingers and hope that Frank's dad kicks off or retires in the next couple of months. The pre-nup keeps you from getting any part of the company, but once Frank takes control of the company his net worth goes up and your half of the assets could double."
"I still think we need to do it now."
"You worry too much love; we are going to be okay."
I clicked it off and then heard "You poor guy."
I turned and saw Kathy standing there. "I'm sorry boss, didn't mean to intrude, but the door wasn't locked and I needed to remind you of your afternoon appointment with Gilmer over at Apex Products."
"How long have you been there?"
"Almost from the beginning. You were so rapt on watching that I guess you didn't hear me come in. When I saw what you were watching I should have quietly left, but I couldn't tear myself away. How long have you known?"
"Far longer than I've wanted to. This stays between us right?"
"You know me boss. You know I've got your back. What are you going to do?"
"Not sure yet. I need a little more information before I decide."
"Anything I can do just let me know okay?"
"Thanks Kathy."
As I ejected the CD the beginnings of a plan began to form in my mind. There were problems with it, but if they could be worked out it just might work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next week went by and on Thursday I stopped by the lab to see if they had the results of the DNA tests and they did. According to the tests the kids were mine. That made a difference in the plan I had been working on and the information gave me the boost I needed to get something going. I was going to attack through the back door if I could manage it. I'd sink them and they wouldn't even know it was me that did it.
The hard part was going to be sitting down with Pat and not have Andy and Jean know about it. The only way I could do that was catch Pat alone. Fortunately I had a way I could do that. Pat was a mid-level manager in a company we did business with and I called on them occasionally. When I did I usually swung by Pat's office and offered to take her to lunch. I hated to do it to her, but she needed to know what kind of an asshole she was married to and she needed to know about his plan to screw over her.
I hit Milford Manufacturing at 11:15 and talked to Marv, the purchasing agent, and then I looked in on Pat.
"Got time for lunch?"
"With you? Anytime."
We got in my car and drove off. When she saw I was heading away from where the restaurants were she asked where we were going and I told her it was a surprise. She looked at me in confusion when we pulled into my assigned parking space at work and I told her it would all be clear in just a few minutes. I led her into the conference room after telling Kathy that we were not to be disturbed for any reason. I locked the door and said:
"I hate to be the one to do this to you and you might never want to speak to me again, but this has to be done."
"Why wouldn't I ever want to speak to you again?"
"They used to kill the messenger who brought the bad news."
"Bad news?"
"The worst; the absolute worst."
I pushed a CD into the audio-visual unit and hit play. The screen lit up and Pat could see Andy fucking her best friend. She stood there stunned and then said:
"This is some kind of a joke right?"
I shook my head no. I ejected the CD and inserted another. That one had Andy and Jean in a sixty-nine and I said:
"I have three weeks worth of this trash and I probably wouldn't have let you know about it until I decided what I was going to do, but yesterday this happened and I felt you needed to know so that you could decide what you wanted to do."
I ejected the CD playing and inserted the one that Alan had messengered over to me. She watched it and then said:
"That miserable motherfucking son of a bitch. That rotten two-faced scum sucking bastard! And that bitch!! I would have died for her" and then she broke down and started sobbing. I took her in my arms and tried to comfort her even though I knew it was impossible. I'd just destroyed her world and I knew exactly how she was feeling.
"It sucks sweetie and I know it, but the question now is what do we do about it?"
"What are you going to do?"
"I had considered doing nothing and just letting things ride until the kids turn eighteen. If I divorce the cheating whore she will get the kids and I'll end up being a part time dad and your asshole husband will be living with them and be a major influence on their growing up. Once I heard their plan for you I had to rethink things. I had to let you know while you still had time to do something."
"What do you mean?"
"You have almost two years before you get your trust. I don't know what is in your mind. You might love the worthless bastard and want to fight for him for all I know. But my showing you this CD gives you ample time to divorce him before you come into your money. So like I said; you have time to do something."
"If I divorce him that brings Jean into it so you can no longer pretend you don't know what's going on. That means a divorce for you and you lose your kids."
"Maybe, but then again maybe not."
"What does that mean?"
"If you don't use the material I've already gathered Jean won't know that I know. We can put a private detective on Andy and use what he finds out. I know that Jean leaves the house on the weekends to go shopping and that she meets Andy. The next time they do it the detective will be on them and we can use his material to go after Andy. You can spit in Jean's eye and then tell her that you aren't going to tell me because you don't want to hurt me or the kids. That way I could sit on my material until I'm ready to burn her. Of course it may not work that way. She just might say "Fuck Frank; I want to be rid of him anyway."
"I just don't know. It's a crap shoot. She might run to me and confess and beg me to forgive her and tell me a bunch of lies about how she never really meant to yadda, yadda, yadda. If she did I'd probably pretend to forgive her at least until the kids were old enough to leave home. I just don't know. There is no way to predict what will happen. I don't know how long I would have sat on it if I hadn't heard Andy's plan for you."
"How did you ever get onto them in the first place?"
I told her about the overheard phone conversation and what I'd done after hearing it. She shook her head in disgust and said:
"I just wish I knew how long it has been going on."
"I have one recording that says six years."
"I just want to know how long that two faced bitch has been pretending to be my best friend while stabbing me in the back."
She looked at her watch and told me that she had to be getting back to work. On the drive back she told me that she was going to go the private detective route and that she'd be in touch and I told her if I got any further information I'd see that it got to her.
++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next three weeks everything pretty much stayed the same. On two weekends Jean asked me to watch the kids while she went shopping and on both nights she wanted to make love. There was only twice during those three weeks that we had sex when she hadn't been with Andy earlier in the day and both were because I pushed for it. Both times I was told that she really didn't feel like it and both times I said, "I guess I'll have to go into Alpha male mode again" and she gave in. I guess she figured that 'Alpha male mode' meant that I'd take her ass and she had to keep that just for Andy.
At the end of that three week period I got a call from Pat.
"I've got all I need to go after Andy. You were right. They did get together on weekends and while my PI didn't get any bedroom footage of them at the motel he did get pictures of them holding hands, hugging and kissing and going into and coming out of motel rooms together. He did get some good footage through your living room windows though. I'm going to see an attorney this afternoon and hopefully I'll have him served in a couple of days. I'll call you and let you know when. You should get some pretty interesting audio out of it after it happens."
That conversation prompted the next move on my part. That night over dinner I told Jean that we needed to start watching our finances.
"Because of the bad economy the company is having to make some moves to insure survival. My pay has been cut by a little over a third so we are going to have to start pinching pennies and watching what we spend. We will have to cut back on some things. I talked to the bank this morning about taking out a second on the house to help us get through this. I don't know how long that pay cut will stay in place and there might even be further pay cuts before it is over."
That night for the first time since I'd found out about Andy Jean didn't want to make love even though she had spent three hours with Andy that afternoon.
Two days went by and I got a call from Pat.
"Today is D Day. I had a friend call Andy and make an appointment to discuss selling her house so he will be pinned in place at three which is when he will be served. Also at three I'll be stopping by your house to pay the whore a surprise visit. I'm going to make her an offer she'd be smart not to refuse. If she takes it you might be able to hang on for a while."
I called Alan and told him what was going down and told him that I was going to stay late at the office and I wanted him to messenger me whatever he picked up on the phone taps after three. It was Thursday and I could have waited until our Friday lunch, but I didn't want to wait. I could watch Pat's visit live, but I wanted to hear the phone conversations that would take place after Andy was served.
At three I was on my computer monitor watching Jean putter around cleaning house. The door bell rang and she went to the door, opened it and smiled when she saw Pat standing there. The smile disappeared when Pat slapped her so hard that Jean staggered backwards and almost fell down. Pat stepped into the house and screamed:
"You worthless backstabbing two-faced cunt! How could you pretend to be my best friend while fucking my husband and don't even bother trying to deny it. I've had a private detective on Andy for two weeks and I've got both of your Saturday motel visits on film along with the six times he was here. You really should close your curtains or blinds if you are going to fuck in your living room. It would have kept my detective from being able to take pictures.
"It goes without saying that you are dead to me and when I leave here I don't ever want to hear your voice or see your face again. By all rights I should hang you out to dry, but apparently I think more of your husband and kids than you do so I'm going to give you one chance to keep from ruining your husbands and your kid's lives. When you talk to that worthless piece of shit I'm married to you had better convince him not to fight the divorce. If you don't convince him and he fights I'll see to it that Frank gets a copy of everything that I have."
She stood there staring at Jean for several seconds and then she said, "I still can't believe that you did this to me" and then she turned and walked out. Jean rushed to the window and watched Pat get in her car and back out of the driveway. I could see the anguish on her face as it dawned on her that she had just lost her best friend and I couldn't help but wonder at her thinking. Surely she had t know she would have lost Pat as her best friend when she hooked up with Andy after Andy's divorce from Pat. If she was going to get upset at losing Pat's friendship why had she started playing with Andy in the first place?
I turned off the live feed and got back to work. If I'd have kept watching I'd have only heard her side of any phone conversations she might have had. I'd just wait until I could hear both sides.
I didn't have long to wait. At four-forty Alan called and said that he had something good and would be sending it right over. Twenty minutes later I was listening to Jean and her lover.
"Hello?"
"It's me. We have a problem."
"I know."
"You do?"
"Pat was here half an hour ago. She knows about us."
"I know. I was just served with divorce papers and a restraining order. I guess you need to get ready to face Frank because I'm sure that she will clue him in."
"Maybe not. After she hit me she told me that she wouldn't tell Frank if I could convince you not to fight the divorce."
"How could I fight her? She's got me cold. Pictures and everything."
"I don't know. All I know is that she told me if I talked you into not fighting she wouldn't tell Frank."
"I'm not going to fight especially when I know I can't win so it looks like you are safe. As long as Pat was telling you the truth."
"Why would she lie?"
"Woman scorned and all that. Maybe lull you into a false sense of security so it would be a big shock to you when Frank hit you with it. Anyway, this changes things."
"How?"
"We don't have to wait until she gets her trust fund now. What we need to do now is concentrate on your getting as much out of Frank as you can get."
"That might not be too easy. Right now according to Rob we are in financial trouble. The economy is so bad that the company cut Frank's wages by a third and he is talking to the bank about refinancing the house to keep things going. What are we going to do?"
"I don't know. I was counting on what I could get from Pat and what you could get from Frank to set us up. I don't have a fall back plan. I'm going to be barely able to take care of myself on what I'm making at the agency. The economy has really killed the real estate market. I guess you will have to hang in there with Frank until the economy improves or I can think of something. I'll call you later."
"Will I see you tomorrow?"
"I don't know. Now that I don't have Pat's income to supplement mine I'm going to have to work a lot harder at trying to get listings and sell houses. I won't be able to get loose during the day the way I have been. We will work something out. Just give me a little time to figure it out."



I was smiling when I turned off the CD. Time for the next step. One of the things that I learned from Alan was that in his business he met and made friends with some pretty shady characters. By shady I meant that some of the things they did were not legal and above board and some of them would do almost anything if the money was right. I called Alan and told him what I wanted and he told me that it was doable and that he would get back to me. Two hours later he called me back with a name and a phone number. Three hours later in the back room of a bar on the east side of town a deal was struck and I left the place two thousand dollars poorer. I called Pat on my cell and gave her a heads up and headed home.
When I got home, knowing that Jean hadn't seen Andy that day, I pushed for sex and got what I usually got on days when she hadn't fucked her lover.
"Not tonight Frank. I've had a really bad day."
"You know Jean; I'm getting pretty tired of hearing that from you lately whenever I want to make love. Tell you what. You keep it and let it grow shut for all I care" and I grabbed my pillow off the bed and went down to my home office to sleep on the leather couch. I'd go back to sleeping in the bedroom the next night, but sex with Jean was as good as over. She would have to beg me before I'd do her again. But I wasn't going to go without. No sir; I was not going to go without.
The next morning on the way to work I stopped and bought one of those alternative newspapers. You know the ones. The kind loaded with ads for strip clubs, adult theatres, adult bookstores and the like. I was going to make a list of escort services, check a few of them out and see if I couldn't work out something with one of them. I was making the list when the phone rang. It was my dad and he asked me to come up to his office. I went up to the fourth floor and walked into his large corner office. Myrna, his secretary, waved me on in. I was surprised to find my mother in the office with him.
"You ready to try your hand at running the company?"
"Why? What's up?"
"Your mother and I have decided to go on a three week cruise and depending on how things go it could stretch out to five or six weeks or maybe even longer. You have been left in charge when I've taken a weeks vacation, but that was more of being a caretaker than running things. This time you get to do it all. Make all the decisions. Put out all the fires. You up to it?"
"When do I start?"
"We fly out to Florida Friday night so it is in your hands when I leave the building on Friday."
"Okay. While you are both here I need to bring you up to date on a few things."
I told them all about my situation with Jean and I told them about the lie I'd told her about taking a pay cut and maybe even having to take a bigger one.
"Whenever she is around either of you I need for you to back me up on how bad the economy is hurting the company."
"But the company is doing fine."
"I know, but I'm trying to make her think that she won't come out of a divorce with much. A divorce would cost me the kids and I don't want that. I'll try to keep us together until the kids are old enough to choose which parent they want to stay with or until they are old enough to strike out on their own."
"We will help any way we can" my dad said.
"I can't believe that Jean did that" my mother said. "I've always thought well of her."
"Who do you want to run your department while you run the company?"
"I think I'll give Kathy a chance at it."
"Do you think that's wise? She hasn't had much – oh the hell with it. I did say that you would be in charge so I'm not going to interfere."
When I got back to my office Kathy followed me in. She pointed at the center of my desk and asked:
"What's this?"
She was pointing at the page of the newspaper advertising escort agencies and my list lying next to it.
"She cut you off and you are looking for a replacement?"
"That's half right. I cut her off not the other way around."
"Why are you looking for a professional to take her place?"
"I have needs and I'm not the type to prowl bars looking for one night stands."
"There is a solution to your problem a lot closer."
"Oh? And what would that be?"
She started unbuttoning her blouse as she said, "I'm sure that you will figure it out."
I did and in less than a micro second. It took me a little longer than that to get up and lock the door. By the time I got the door locked Kathy was lying on her back on my desk, panties off, legs spread wide and a 'come hither' smile on her face. She was hot, she was wild and she wrapped herself around me and fucked my socks off. I came in her harder than I had ever come in my life. As we straightened ourselves up I asked:
"Why?"
"I've been hung up on you since the day I started working for you. I've wanted you so bad I could scream, but you were happily married and I'm no home wrecker. It was going to be a case of unrequited love until the day I saw that CD you were watching. Since then I've just been waiting for my chance; waiting for an occasion when I could make my desires known and today that paper on your desk gave me that. You might want to get a couch for your office since your desk isn't all that comfortable."
"You mean that this isn't just a one time deal?"
"I sure hope to God not."
"You see yourself as the next Mrs. Englewood?"
"No, at least not yet. I think we would be a hell of a good fit, but outside of work and our interaction here I know nothing about you or you me. Based on what just happened I'd say that we are sexually compatible, but there is more to a relationship than good sex. I am interested in seeing if there is anything else there."
"Well don't get your hopes up. It may take a while for me to get rid of the first Mrs. Englewood. Ten years in fact. My current thoughts are to stay married to the bitch until my kids are grown. I don't want to lose them in a divorce."
"Ten years? That should give us enough time to see if we are compatible. When can we do this again?"
"I don't think we want to make it a habit of doing it here at work and I'll need to get a few things in place before we can do it some place else. Also, you may be too busy for us to get together again for a while."
"Why would that be?"
"Because this Friday at four p.m. you will be in charge of this department" and I went on to explain what was going to happen.
"You really think I can handle it?"
"I wouldn't give you the chance if I thought you couldn't. If you do as well as I think you will you will get the job full time when my dad finally decides to retire and I move up."
"Damn! I never expected something like this to happen. Isn't it going to piss off some that think they should have gotten the job?"
"Probably, but so what? They might think they should have gotten the job based on seniority or whatever, but the simple fact is that no one else in the department has what it takes to do the job. If they give you any problems handle it and I'll back you."
She was silent for a couple of moments and then she said, "You have never been to my apartment. Would you like to come over and see my etchings?"
"You have etchings?"
She just smiled and I said, "How about I take a look at them tomorrow. Maybe we can leave work early so I can take more time to look at them."
"You got it boss man."
When I got home Jean had dinner ready and we didn't speak much to each other. Table conversation was mostly the kids telling us about their day at school. After dinner I helped Maryanne with her homework and then I spent some time down in the basement workshop working with Jamie on the model aircraft carrier he was building. After the kids went to bed I spent an hour in my home office going over some contracts that I'd brought home to study.
Jean was already in bed when I got there and after pulling the covers over me I rolled over and put my back to her. That had to get her attention because even on nights when we never made love I always snuggled and cuddled. I knew that she wouldn't initiate sex because Andy hadn't stopped by that day. If things went as planned it would be a long while before she ever tried to initiate sex especially if having been fucked by Andy is what it took to trigger it. For my side I never, ever intended to try to get something going.
The next day Kathy and I left work an hour early and we went to her apartment. She had lied to me. She didn't have any etchings, but she did manage to show me some things and those things kept me busy until eight at which time I had to head on home. I'd called Jean and told her I would be working late and not to bother holding dinner for me.
When I got home I played with the kids until it was their bedtime and then I watched some TV for an hour or so before going to bed. It was a repeat of the previous night – no snuggling or cuddling – and even though I hadn't watched any of the live feed from the house that day it was obvious that Andy hadn't been by since Jean made no effort to start anything.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
At ten the next morning I got a call from Pat. "Thank you Frank; it did my heart good."
"Of course I have no idea of what you are talking about, but you are welcome."
"Call me. Maybe we can have dinner some night."
"I'd like that. I'll be in touch."
Half an hour later Alan called and said simply, "It's done."
"I know. His wife just called me."
"The hospital must have called her."
"I'd like to ask, but I think I'll wait until I hear about it through normal channels. Don't want to seem like I know too much too soon."
"Bullshit! That could take weeks. Seems like he got mugged and decided to put up a fight. Bad move on his part. Two crushed knees, a fractured elbow, a broken nose and a couple of missing teeth and from what I hear whoever mugged him did a number on his crotch bad enough that he will probably lose at least one testicle."
"Oh my, what a shame."
"Yeah, right!"
When I got home that night over dinner I said. "I talked to Pat today." Jean's face lost some of its color and I went on. "I stopped by Milford to talk with the purchasing agent and while I was there I asked Pat to lunch. I also asked her if she and Andy would like to come over for a barbecue on Sunday. Why didn't you tell me that she had kicked him out?"
She was silent for a moment and then she said, "I thought that I had."
"I must have been doing something else and missed it. I can't believe it. Why would Andy cheat on a woman like Pat? She's smart, witty and sexy looking. I'd be interested in seeing what he thought might be better. Anyway, I asked her over and told her that we would cheer her up, but she said no. Odd that. She has never, at least in my memory, turned down an invitation from us. She must really be hurting if she can do that. She give you any idea of who the other woman was?"
"No. She was too upset to talk about it."
"Oh well, it will come out sooner or later."
After dinner I played Monopoly with the kids until it was their bedtime and then I read for a while before going to bed. I was in bed when Jean joined me and when she got in beside me she reached over and put her hand on my leg and started moving it upward. I rolled away and put my back to her as I mumbled "goodnight."
In the morning I told Jean that Eldridge from TPM would be in town for contract negotiations and I'd probably take him to dinner so not to look for me until late. There was no Eldridge of course and it was Kathy I took to dinner. We had dessert – lots of dessert – at her apartment later. I got home around eleven and found Jean waiting up for me.
"We haven't made love in more than a week and I'm more than ready. Come on baby; make love to me."
I'd said that Jean would have to beg to get me to fuck her and while that wasn't actually begging it was close enough and I decided to do her, but I had an ulterior motive. I was fresh from doing Kathy and I hadn't showered yet so Kathy's dried juices were still on my dick. Given all the times I had been given Andy's leftovers I thought that it was only fair that I rub Kathy's residue off inside Jean's cunt.
I really wanted Jean to suck my cock and get a taste of Kathy, but sanity prevailed. She just might have noticed the taste and wondered about it. I didn't want Jean getting suspicious. Kathy hadn't left much in me, but I had enough to get Jean off once before I rolled over and went to sleep.
In the morning over breakfast I said, "Pat got to the husband of the woman that Andy was fucking." Jean's face tightened and I went on, "The hubby must not have had much of a sense of humor. He put Andy in the hospital. Really did a number on him." I saw concern on Jean's face and I forged ahead. "I hear that he is in traction because of all the broken bones and that they had to remove his testicles. Guess he won't be going after any other married women. Did you talk to Pat yesterday? Did she tell you who the woman is?"
"She hasn't told me."
"Oh come on Jean. She tells you everything and you tell her everything. I'd be willing to be that you have even talked about your husbands cock sizes. Am I right? How do I compare to Andy?"
"That's disgusting Frank."
"Jesus Jean; what's come over you? You used to have a sense of humor."
I got up from the table and headed for work.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was Friday and I met with Alan for lunch and he gave me a single CD.
"Not much on it. A dozen phone calls from the house and her cell to the asswipe. She wanted to know when he would be coming over and he kept putting her off. The last two days she couldn't get him at all and of course we know why. She called the real estate office a half dozen times and all they would tell her was that he wasn't in. She tried calling his cell, but of course he doesn't answer."
"She knows why now. I told her over breakfast that I'd heard that he was in the hospital and hurt pretty bad. I told her that Pat must have gotten to the husband of the woman Andy was fucking and the woman's husband went after Andy."
"I guess that's basically true." He chuckled as he said, "It was the husband behind it."
We both laughed and Alan asked, "What now?"
"That's up to Jean. I don't plan on letting her know that I know. I'll hang with the bitch until the kids turn eighteen and then kick her out. Of course she might have other ideas. She was so dissatisfied with me that she took up with Andy so she might just pull the plug and end it. If that is the way it goes I'll threaten to let everyone in the world see the audio and video we have collected unless she agrees to my terms in the divorce. I've no idea how things are going to bounce. It will be a just wait and see thing.
"All I can do is wish you luck bud. Should I pull the equipment?"
"No. Leave it in place. I'm still going to want to know what she does. Just let me know if anything interesting comes up otherwise we can wait until our Friday lunch date."
I spent the afternoon with my dad being brought up to date on some of the things I needed to know when I took the reins. At five he stood up and said:
"Its all yours Frank. See you when your mother decides that she's had enough and just to give you a bit of a heads up that might never happen."
He left and I called down to my old office and asked Kathy to come up. Myrna had gone home at five so Kathy's coming up wouldn't get any gossip started not that there should have been any anyway. After all, I was in charge and Kathy was one of my department heads. It would be perfectly reasonable for me to call those reporting to me up to my office.
Kathy came in and said, "You rang boss?"
"Yes I did. There is something lacking in this room and I thought that maybe a woman's view could tell me what's wrong. I already think I know but I want a second opinion – a woman's opinion."
She looked around and then said, "The color on the walls needs to be brighter."
"That's it? That's the best you can come up with?"
She shrugged and I said, "I'm disappointed in you Kathy. The first thought to enter your mind should have been "I've never been laid on that desk."
She smiled and started to unbutton her blouse.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Jean seemed out of sorts when I got home and I figured that it was because her lover was in the hospital and in pretty bad shape. She had to be thinking "If Pat could do that to Andy what is she going to do to me? She said she wouldn't tell Frank, but she never said that she wouldn't take some kind of revenge against me."
I acted like I didn't notice. After dinner I played with the kids and we made plans to go to the amusement park the next day. Jean was in bed when I went up and when I slid in beside her neither of us made any attempt to snuggle.
The next day Jean begged off going to the amusement park with us claiming that she didn't feel well. The kids and I had a great time at the park and when we got home Jean wasn't there. She came in about an hour later with a couple of pizzas that she had picked up on her way home.
"I just didn't feel like cooking tonight. I'm not feeling all that great so I'm going up to bed."
The next five days slid by with Jean and I basically just existing in the same house. Neither one of us made any effort to talk to the other other than to say things like "What would you like for dinner" and "Don't forget to put the garbage out." On Friday when I had lunch with Alan he pushed a single CD across the table to me.
"Nothing much. She visited him in the hospital on Saturday. I don't have any visual, but the audio from her purse bug shows she was crying when she left. They mostly talked about how they hadn't realized just how bitter Andy's wife would be and they wondered where she found the guys who did the damage. The good news, at least I think you will think that it is good, is that he told her that unless she can divorce you and get a big chunk of money they weren't going to be able to follow through on their plans.
"It seems that Andy doesn't have health insurance of his own. He was covered under his wife's policy from where she works and she took him off her policy when she filed for divorce. He is on the hook for his medical bills and they are considerable and growing every day. There is some video of her sitting around the house crying, but other than that there isn't anything."
"I guess they are shit out of luck then because she isn't going to be getting any 'big chunk of money' out of me. In fact tonight I'm going to tell her that the household budget is going to have to be cut by a third or she can give up her car. It will be her choice, but it will have to be one or the other. I've already told her that my pay has been cut by a third because of the bad economy and that more cuts may be coming."
"How long are you going to keep it going?"
"That's up to Jean. She can bail anytime she feels like it and there isn't anything I can do about it. The no-fault divorce laws in this state don't give me any leeway, but unless Jean jumps ship I intend to hang in there until the kids are old enough to go out on their own or are old enough to choose which parent they want to live with if a divorce does happen."
"Well I've said it before and I'll say it again, good luck bud."
When I got home I asked Jean if she'd talked to Pat and she said no.
"Isn't that strange? I don't remember a day when the two of you didn't talk. She must be really bummed over what Andy did to her. I'll give her a call and see if I can't get her over here so we can cheer her up."
"I don't think you should. Right now I think she needs to be left alone and don't forget I know her much better than you do."
"Okay, if you say so. We have enough problems of our own right now. We are going to have to reduce the household budget by a third until things pick up at work."



"I don't see how."
"Well I'm going to let it be your choice, but it is either reduce household expenses or give up your car. The payment, plates and insurance are about the same as a third of the household budget. You decide what you want to do."
"That's not fair. I need my car."
"Then trim the budget. The bottom line is that we have a third less coming in that we used to have and we have to deal with it."
"I don't se...."
"God damn it Jean! It has to be done. Get used to the fact we will not be living high on the hog anymore. Just fucking do it and stop arguing about it and pray that things don't get worse. There is still a chance the company could fold and then we would really be in deep shit."
I left her sitting there and went down in the basement to work on a few things. I went back upstairs an hour later and asked what was for dinner.
"I was hoping that we could go out tonight."
"Jesus Christ woman! Are you fucking brain dead? I just finished telling you that we are in financial trouble and need to trim the budget. Get the words in your head Jean. Budget, budget, budget!"
She ran out of the room crying and I smiled and got busy fixing dinner. When it was ready I called the kids in from playing and as we ate we talked about their day at school. They asked where their mother was and I told them that mommy wasn't feeling well.
"Something didn't agree with her so she is in the bedroom resting."
After dinner I played with them until their bedtime and then I headed for the bedroom. Jean was awake when I came into the room and she looked up at me and said:
"You didn't need to talk to me that way."
"Yes I did. That go out for dinner garbage showed that you are not taking it seriously when I say we have less money coming in now and we have to adjust accordingly and that brings us back to the household budget or your car. Make your choice by Sunday night and let me know or Monday I'll make the choice."
I slid under the covers, rolled over with my back to her and fell asleep with a smile on my face. There was no doubt in my mind she would chose budget over car, but I had a small hope that she wouldn't say anything to me by Sunday night and Monday I would get rid of her car.
She was quiet at breakfast so the table talk was between me and the kids. I asked them what they wanted to do that day and when they didn't say anything I said:
"How about we go to the park?"
Jean, thinking by 'park' that I meant amusement park spoke up and said:
"I thought we had to budget?"
That gave me an opening to take another shot at her.
"The park is free Jean. You don't have to pay to use the swings, slide or the jungle gym."
I spent half a day at the park with the kids and then we went home and I did some yard work until dinner time. Dinner was a quiet affair. The kids were worn out and Jean apparently had nothing to say. After dinner I watched some TV until I felt ready for bed. Jean was already there and asleep or faking it which suited me just fine.
Sunday morning I said I needed to go into the office and go over the books to see if there wasn't some way to cut our costs and stay competitive. An hour later I was buried in Kathy and she was crying out for me to do her harder and I sure tried.
That night Jean gave me the answer that I was expecting. She would keep her car and work at trimming the budget. She was cool toward me and I guessed she wasn't over my calling her brain dead and I was okay with that. As long as she was cool toward me she wouldn't be trying to have sex and I wouldn't have to make excuses as to why I couldn't or didn't want to.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday morning I stopped at the bank and opened a new account in my name only. We had direct deposit at work for our paychecks and I moved the check deposit from our joint account to my new account and then made arrangements for an automatic transfer of two thirds of my check deposit to the joint account I held with Jean.
That afternoon Kathy and I attended a meeting at the Hilton with representatives from Matheson Manufacturing and after the meeting we went upstairs and spent a very pleasant hour before going back to work. Just before quitting time I got a call from Alan.
"I've got something that you need to hear right away. Can you stop by on the way home?"
"I'm on my way. See you in ten."
When I got to his shop he took me into his office and told me to have a seat.
"What I have is all from her purse device. She visited him Saturday and yesterday, but their conversations were mostly him pushing her to get money and her telling him she couldn't because of your pay cut and you putting her on a budget. She saw him again today and the conversation moved onto a different plane. You aren't going to believe this."
He pushed some buttons on his desk and from the speakers on the credenza behind him I heard:
"We have another option. How much life insurance does he have?"
"About a million. He has a five hundred thousand dollar policy that he pays into and another five hundred thousand dollar policy from work."
"Any of them double indemnity?"
"Both of them I think."
"So an accidental death would get you two million?"
"About that I'd guess."
"So we need for him to have a fatal accident."
"How do we do that?"
"We will have to give it some thought, but I'm sure with both of us thinking on it we can come up with something."
"I wouldn't even know where to begin."
"Put your mind to it; something will occur to you. Maybe nothing workable, but maybe your idea will trigger something in my mind or maybe something you think of will work with something I think of."
Alan switched it off and said, "I'll give you a copy so you can listen to the entire conversation later, but I felt that you needed to hear that part right away."
I sat there silent for a bit and then said, "This changes things. The Russians used to have something the KGB called 'wet work' and right now I would dearly love to know someone who could do that kind of stuff."
Alan looked at me for several seconds and then he picked up a pen and wrote something on a pad of paper and slid it across the desk to me. I read it and looked up at him in amazement and he stared back at me with no expression on his face. The pad said:
"Twenty thousand each."
I reached over and picked up the pen and scratched out the each and wrote "Andy." Then I slid the pad back to him and said "Go." He smiled and said, "Consider it done."
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was hard for me to act normal around Jean that night when I got home. Dinner was mostly me and the kids talking about their day. After dinner I helped them with their homework and then we watched their favorite DVD – The Lion King – and when it was over it was their bedtime. Jean was in bed waiting for me on top of the covers and she was naked except for a pair of super sexy high heels. There was a time when the sight would have had me tearing off my clothes and ravishing her, but I just looked at her, slowly undressed, got in bed and slid under the covers. I rolled onto my side with my back to her and closed my eyes. After about five minutes she got off the bed and a couple of minutes later she got back in bed, got under the covers and we fell asleep.
I didn't sleep all that well and I got up early. I was dressed and gone before Jean woke up. I had breakfast at the IHOP and then headed into the office. Around ten I called Pat and asked her to meet me for lunch. Over taco salads I told her that I was going to tell Jean that I knew about her and Andy.
"I know you don't care about her anymore, but I thought I should let you know."
"You're right; I don't care, but what about you trying to keep your kids?"
"I think I can keep them. Jean likes her lifestyle too much to walk away from it especially since Andy isn't going to be able to do much for her. She can stay and be the mommy, but it will mean separate bedrooms and pretending to be a loyal and loving wife in public. I think she will go along with it. I have a club I can use on her if she doesn't."
"Oh? What is that?"
"All the video and audio tapes I have of her and Andy. She plays my game or the world will get to see what kind of a whore she really is. How is your divorce coming?"
"He isn't fighting it so it should be final in about three months."
I wished her well and went back to work. I called Jean and told her that I had to work late and not to hold dinner for me and after work I took Kathy out to dinner and we ended up at her place for dessert. I got home at midnight and Jean was in bed asleep. Once again I was up and out of the house before Jean woke up. When I got home that night Jean was red eyed from crying and I found out why the next morning when Alan called me.
"Just wanted to let you know that I heard that your wife's friend's husband died yesterday afternoon. The story I got was that someone, one of the nurses probably, didn't clear the air out of a needle when they changed one of his IV bottles. An air bubble reached his heart and it just stopped beating. Some people have all the bad luck. You might want to let your wife know so she can call her friend and offer support."
"I'll do that. Thanks for letting me know."
When I got home that night Jean was not in a good mood at all. I was a half an hour later getting home than usual and when I walked in she said:
"Would it have killed you to call me and let me know that you'd be late?"
The tone of her voice was just what I needed to set up what I was going to do.
"Don't get snappish with me! I've about had it with you. After the kids go to bed you and I are going to sit down and have a little talk and get a few things straight."
I walked away from her to wash up for dinner and left her standing there with a stunned look on her face.
Ten minutes after putting the kids to bed I told her to meet me in the den. She was sitting on the leather couch when I walked in and I took the chair at the desk.
"First off, I know why you and Pat aren't speaking and I know who Andy was fucking around on her with."
I saw surprise and then anger wash over her face and I was pretty sure I read it right.
"Pat didn't snitch you out. She said she wouldn't tell me if you talked Andy into not fighting the divorce, She didn't tell me; I told her" and as I said that I hit the play button on the VCR and Jean got her first look at the material I had been gathering. I let her watch a minutes worth and then I fast forwarded to the place where they talked about Pat's trust fund.
"It was when I saw this that I told Pat about you and Andy and showed her this footage. Why I have been sitting on this and doing nothing about it is none of your business. All that matters is that I have now decided to act. You have three options and only three.
The first is that you pack and leave and I'll go for a divorce with you getting nothing and me getting custody of the kids.
"The second is that you can stay here and be a mother to the kids and a housekeeper for me. You will move all your things into the guest bedroom. As far as friends and family are concerned we will continue to appear as a loving couple, but there will be no, and I repeat – no – sexual contact between us.
"The third option is that you can say "Fuck you Frank; I'm taking the kids and I'll fight to get everything out of you that I can." If you go that route I'll take this little snippet to the police" and I hit the play button again and she got to listen to herself discussing my upcoming accidental death with her lover.
"That is called 'conspiracy to commit murder' and in this state it will get you up to twenty-five years in prison. While you are locked up I will divorce you, get custody of the kids and they will be grown up and out on their own before you ever see them again. Those are your choices and I want your answer before I leave for work in the morning. One last thing. Tomorrow you get your ass down to the hospital and tell Andy when he is released he had best catch the first plane, train or bus out of town because I'll be coming after him. If you care for him as much as it seems it may help you decide on either option one or two because option three puts him in the jail cell next to you."
"I can't."
"Can't what?"
"Tell him. He died in the hospital."
"When?"
"Sometime late yesterday afternoon."
That's too damned bad. I was looking forward to putting him back in the hospital when he got out. You know what upset me the most? Not you fucking Andy, although that did really piss me off, but what really was the pits for me was that when he proposed my death you didn't say "We can't do that" or "I won't be a party to anything like that." You just went along with it. Get out of here and move into the guest room and don't forget I want an answer by the time I leave for work in the morning."
She got up and left and I ejected the CD from the player and put it in my briefcase which I took upstairs and into the bedroom with me. I wrestled the dresser over to block the door so that I wouldn't get a visit in the middle of the night while I was sleeping and then I went to bed and slept well.
++++++++++++++++
In the morning I found Jean sitting red eyed in the kitchen. I poured myself a cup of coffee and then said:
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"What's your answer?"
"You already know and don't pretend that you don't. I can't give up my kids and I don't want to go to jail."
"Okay. We will go over the details when I get home tonight. Don't hold dinner because I'll be working late. One thing to keep in mind. It should be obvious to you that I having you watched. The first time there is any indication, however slight, that you are planning on taking the kids and running I will drop the hammer on you. Understood?"
"Yes."
I had a great day at work and of course my 'working late' was a euphemism for spending time in Kathy's apartment. I got home around nine and found Jean watching TV. I just looked at her and said "kitchen" and walked into the den and put my briefcase down on my desk. When I got to the kitchen Jean was sitting at the table. I sat down opposite her and said:
"The rules are simple. You will continue to be the mother that you have always been. You will maintain the house as you always have and you will act normal where I am concerned when the children are around. When we are out in public or with friends and family you will play the part of an attentive and loving wife. The excuse for our separate bedrooms will be that I snore so loud that you can't sleep.
"As far as you having a sex life is concerned I'll leave that up to you, but you will never bring another man into this house. Whatever you do you will make sure that it does not become public and cause me humiliation. That shouldn't be a problem for you since you have had plenty of practice. You managed to keep me and Pat in the dark for over six years. You follow these rules and nothing will change for you. You will still have your credit cards, access to the checking account and you will still have your car. The only change in fact is that you will no longer have a loving husband, but that shouldn't matter because you didn't want him anyway. Any questions?"
"Just one. How long?"
"Until the kids are eighteen or set out on their own."
"What then?"
"Who knows? That is ten years away and a lot of things can change by then. You can also choose to take option one any time you decide you want to. I will even soften it some. I give you five grand for every year you stick it out and if you make it for at least five years I'll throw in a new car for you to drive away in."
+++++++++++++++++++++
That was seven years ago and things have worked out well. To all observers Jean is a devoted wife and mother. She has had a series of boyfriends, but she has kept them all under the radar and I doubt that any of our friends and family know about it. Except for my parents of course. I told them all about her affair with Andy and I've told them about my current relationship with her, but I've never told them the story about how I got her to agree to the relationship. Her current boyfriend is serious enough about her to put a private detective on me, but how serious she is about him is something that I don't know and I'm not about to ask.
Dad has announced that he is going to step down next year and turn the company over to me. When that happens I might make some changes. Maybe cut Jean loose and give her ample visitation. Another option, and one I'm leaning to, is that there is a house on five acres that has a guest cottage next to the four car garage. I could buy it, get a quiet divorce from Jean and let her live in the cottage so she would be close to the kids. I think Kathy might like that. She hasn't said anything, but I know she would like a more permanent relationship and for that matter so would I.
Oh well, in a year we will see.
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I met Cookie in the seventh grade. Her parents had moved to town just in time to enroll her at the start of the school year. I was walking up the steps to the west entrance of the school and I saw her by the front door. She was blocked by three guys who were making fun of her pigtails. She kept trying to get by them, but they kept moving to keep themselves between her and the door. One of the guys was Oscar Walls and he and I had gone at it a couple of times. Once on the playground at the elementary school during recess and once at the city swimming pool. Both times there were no clear winners, but both times had established that I wouldn't put up with his shit and since then we had steered clear of each other. I walked up to the little group and said:
"You're in the way Oz. The lady and I want to go in that door."
"You can go, but we ain't done with Miss Piggy."
"Miss Piggy?"
"Yeah. What else would you call a girl her age who runs around in pigtails."
"Maybe you could ask her what her name is and call her by that. Move."
"You going to make me?"
I turned to the girl and asked her if she would please hold my books. I could see that she was scared, but she nodded her head "yes" and I handed them to her and turned back to Oz.
"Yes Oz; if I have to I will."
He sneered at me and looked at Dick Reed and Phil North and back at me and I could see that he was thinking "Three against one – a piece of cake" but when I stepped toward him Phil and Dick beat feet into the school. They didn't want any part of a fight on school grounds.
Oz was a bully, but he wasn't stupid. He had fought me before and he knew I wouldn't quit and that it was likely that the fight would still be going on when some teacher came to see what all the commotion was about. Without Phil and Dick to help make it a quick short fight he knew we could easily end up in the principals office and with the girl telling her side of the story he could end up being expelled. I could too for that matter, but I thought that I might get points for stepping up to help the girl. Oz decided that it wasn't worth it and he turned and walked into the school. I turned to look at the girl and she was looking at me wide eyed.
"You were really going to fight him?"
"He's a bully and the only way you can handle a bully is stand up to him and let him know you aren't afraid of him."
As I took my books back from her and the crowd that had gathered to see what was going on dispersed I said:
"I don't think I've seen you here before."
"It's my first day here. We just moved here from New York."
"My name is Frank and let me be the first to welcome you to Hadley Middle School."
"Pleased to meet you Frank. I'm Cookie."
That was the start of it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Cookie and I were good friends all the way through middle school. I asked her for a date to go to the movies a couple of times, but her parents wouldn't let her date until she was sixteen. I made her promise me that I would be her first date when she reached that age and she promised.
I was glad I had that promise because when summer vacation ended and we started the tenth grade a brand new Cookie appeared. She had spent the summer visiting relatives in New York and while she was gone she had bloomed.
Until that time I'd pretty much had her to myself, but suddenly other guys were paying her attention. A couple of times I had to jokingly remind her that she had promised her first date to me. Her birthday was on the 10th of October and around the middle of September I asked her if her parents would allow her to date on her birthday or would she have to wait a day. She told me that it wouldn't matter because she had a restriction in that she couldn't date on school nights. She could only date on Friday, Saturday and go on a daytime date on Sunday providing she was home by seven. The 10th was on a Wednesday so I asked:
"Will you go out with me Friday the 12th?"
"I don't know if I can. My parents told me that they would probably set something up for the weekend since my birthday was in the middle of the week."
"Let me know as soon as you can okay? I've been waiting almost two years to take you out on a date."
On the 3rd of October Cookie told me that her parents had made plans for the weekend following her birthday. That meant that it would be the weekend of the 20th before we could have our date, but that was the weekend that I had to go to Chicago with my parents to celebrate my grandparents 50th wedding anniversary. I was going to have to see if I could get out of going somehow.
There were distractions during the two weeks leading up to Cookie's birthday. We always sat together in the school cafeteria for lunch, but one day Cookie got there before I did and when I got there I found her sitting with Jason Medved. I joined them and got a nasty look from Jason. A kind of "Why the fuck are you horning in on us" look. I ignored him, but he kept butting in whenever I tried talking to Cookie and when he finally left Cook said:
"That was pretty rude of you."
"What was rude?"
"Sitting down without asking if you could join us."
"How was that rude? You and I sit together every day and everyone knows it. If any one was rude it was Jason."
"Still, you should have asked."
Lunch was over before it was taken any farther and nothing was said about it by either of us the next day. Two days later I got to the cafeteria and found Cookie and Jason sitting together at a table so to mollify Cookie than anything else when I walked up to the table I asked:
"Mind if I join you?"
"Yeah, as a matter of fact I do" snarled Jason.
I looked over at Cookie and she just shrugged so I walked away. The next day I got there first, but when Cookie came through the line she was with Jason and when the paid the cashier she looked around and saw me and headed for my table. Jason took her by the arm and steered her to another table and she went without protest. They sat at a table not far from me and even though Cookie was sitting facing me she never once looked my way.
That day when classes were over – for the first time in ages – I wasn't waiting outside the school to walk Cookie home. Around six the phone rang and my mom answered it and then said the call was for me.
"Hello?"
"Hi. Where were you after school? I waited and waited and you never showed up."
"I figured that you would probably be with Jason so I came straight home."
"Why would you think that?"
"Why wouldn't I? Think about it. I've got to go" and I hung up on her. Childish of me maybe, but what the hell; I wasn't a grown up yet and I was pissed.
The next day, even though I shared two morning classes with Cook I avoided her. I was at the cafeteria first and was at a table when Cook got there and she was alone. No Jason lurking by. She got her change from the cashier and came over to ma and said:
"Mind if I join you?"
"Why would I mind?"
"After being an asshole and hanging up on me yesterday I wasn't sure that you would want me here."
I motioned for her to sit and she put her tray down and took the chair opposite me.
"What is wrong with you Frank?"
"You and the way you have been these last few days."
"What do you mean by that?"
"The way you have been with Medved."
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Sure you do. You rip me for being rude when I joined you at the table the other day when we have been sitting together since the start of high school. My place was at that table and I was not rude in taking my place. Did you say anything to Jason for the rude response I got when I followed your lead and politely asked if I could join you?"
I could see from her face that she hadn't and I said, "I thought so. And yesterday when he steered you away from sitting with me did you protest? Did you say "I always sit with Frank" and again I could tell from her face that she hadn't.
"I've gone through the last four years thinking that you were my girl, but I guess that I was wrong."
"You are being silly Frank."
"I don't think so. If you were my girl you would have let Jason know. You would have told him that you always spent lunch period with me and then invited him to join us if he wanted. You know what bothered me most about yesterday? You sat in a chair that was facing me, but not did you look my way and meet my eyes and to me that said that you knew what you were doing wasn't right, but you did it anyway."
"Oh come on Frank; it isn't like we are going steady or anything."
"That isn't because I don't want to Cook; it is because your parents won't let you until you are sixteen. On your sixteenth birthday I had fully intended to ask you to go steady."
"You say that like you don't intend to any more."
I looked at my watch. "Got to run. Can't be late for Calc."
"You walking me home tonight?"
"If you want me to."
"I do."
That afternoon when I left school I saw Cookie standing and talking to Jason and I walked up to them and stood there waiting for their conversation to end so I could leave with Cookie. Jason turned to me and said:
"Beat it ass wipe. We're busy."
It wasn't cool of me; not in the least, but I dropped my book bag and punched Jason in the face with everything that I had and he dropped to his knees as blood flowed from his nose. I bent down, got my face inches from his and said:
"If you ever talk that way to me again I swear to God that I will beat the living hell out of you and you had best believe that!"
While that was going on Cook was saying, "Jesus Frank; are you going crazy? You had no call to do that. Why are you being a jerk?"
"I'm being a jerk? You were supposed to be waiting for me or did you forget that earlier today you asked me to walk you home after school? When I walk up this shithead calls me "Ass wipe" and tells me to beat it and I'm the jerk? I'm supposed to just smile and say "Excuse me" and leave? You remember your first day of school? I didn't put up with any crap then so why would you expect me to now?"
I turned to leave and Cookie said, "Where are you going?"
"Home."
"You aren't going to walk with me?"
"Why would you want to walk with a jerk? Tell you what. You go over there to Jason and tell him he was being a jerk when he said what he said and then we can walk home."
She looked from me to him and then back at me, but didn't move to do it. I turned and walked away and she didn't try to catch up with me.
Friday I again avoided Cookie during our morning classes and I was again first to the cafeteria. Cookie was with Jason when they came in and she never looked my way as she and Jason went to a table on the other side of the room. Needless to say I did not walk Cookie home from school.
++++++++++++++++++++++
At dinner that night my dad asked me if I had any plans for Saturday and when I said no he told me not to make any.
"Your mother and I have decided to give you your Christmas present early so tomorrow we are going to hit some used car lots and see if we can't find something suitable for you."
I was stunned and didn't say anything and my dad went on, "It is going to cost you though. You will have to find a part time job so you can pay for your gas, oil and maintenance. I'll carry your insurance until you are eighteen, but after that you will have to pay it. Okay?"
"Wow, yeah, sure" was all I could get out.
The next day we found a 1965 Mustang that was in pretty decent shape. It only had a six cylinder engine in it and not the 289 that I would have liked, but maybe I could save up enough money for an engine change farther on down the line.
I spent most of Sunday washing and waxing the car and Monday I went to the school offices and got a parking permit for it. At lunch time I was in the cafeteria when Cookie came in. She looked around, saw me, and headed for my table, but just before she got there I got up and left. That afternoon I didn't wait around for Cookie after school and I have no idea of if she even looked for me when she got out.
When my dad got home from work he told me that the Mustang was insured so after dinner I took it out for its first spin with me behind the wheel (my dad drove it home from the car lot). I'd no sooner gotten home than the phone rang and my mom answered and then told me the call was for me. I took the phone from her and said:
"Hello?"
"Hi. It's me. Can we talk?"
"Isn't that what we are doing now?"
"No Frankie; I mean face to face."
"Why?"
"I don't like what is happening to us. I think we should talk about us."
"What's happened Cook is Jason. He seems to be at the bottom of everything we argue about lately."
"I can't help it that he is interested in me."
"No, but you could shut him down and you aren't doing that."
"Please Frankie; can we talk at lunch tomorrow?"
"I suppose."
"See you I school. Bye."
As I hung up the phone my mom said, "You and Cookie on the outs?"
"Sort of. Another guy is trying to cut in and she seems okay with it."
"You are still young Frankie and you will meet a hundred more girls by the time you get out of college. I know you really like Cookie and she is the only girl you've spent time with for the last four years, but you need to know what other girls are like."
That was true enough, but I didn't want to spend time with other girls. Cookie is the one I wanted and I'd known that since the day I met her.
The next day I was sitting at a table when Cookie came into the cafeteria. Jason was already there too and sitting at a table on the other side of the cafeteria. As Cookie left the cashier Jason called to her and waved her over to his table, but she turned and headed for me. I had to smile at the scowl on his face.
Cookie sat down and after the first bite of lunch she said, "What is going on between us Frankie? Why have you avoided me?"
"I told you that last night. Jason is what is going on between us. As far as you was concerned it was rude when I sat down with you that one time, but Jason wasn't rude when he told me I couldn't join you the next time. He of course had the right, but his tone and attitude were rude as hell, but that was alright with you. You called me a jerk when I punched him, but as far as you were concerned there wasn't anything wrong with him insulting me in the first place. In every case you chose Jason over me even to the extent of ignoring me the next day and having lunch with Jason instead of me.
"I don't own you Cook and I have no say in who you want to spend your time with, but if it isn't me don't blame me for staying away from you."
"There is nothing going on between me Jason and me, but yes, I have spent a little time with him. You have to realize Frank that you are the only boy I've had anything to do with since I moved here. When another boy shows interest in me I want to get to know him. It is only natural. Will you walk me home tonight?"
"No."
I saw her face change and I said, "I don't walk home anymore. I have a car now. So I'll drive you home."
She gave me a big smile and told me she would be waiting for me after school. She was outside waiting when I came out, but Jason was standing there with her. I transferred my book bag to my left hand to free up my right just in case Jason decided to start something like "ass wipe" again and then I walked up to them.
"Ready to go" I asked and before Jason could say a word Cookie said, "I'm ready. Let's go' and we walked off leaving Jason standing there.
On the rides home I told Cook that she was the first girl to get a ride in the car and she said, "And I'd better be the only one." I just smiled.
Wednesday was Cookie's birthday and it was also a repeat of Tuesday with me and Jason both being in the cafeteria when Cookie got there. Jason again tried to get her attention, but she came over and sat with me. He was again with her when I came out at the end of the day and she again immediately left with me.
I pulled over to the curb a block from her house and parked. I reached under the seat and brought out a gift wrapped box and a birthday card and handed them to her as I said, "Happy Birthday." She read the card and then unwrapped the present. When she opened the box she found a gold heart shaped locket on a golden chain. She put it on and then leaned over and kissed me.
"Thank you Frank. It is beautiful."
"You are sixteen today Cook so it is legal for me to ask you to go steady with me."
Her face changed and she said, "I really don't want to tie myself down Frank. Now that I can date I want to spend time with other guys. My mom says that I need to meet and date different guys so I'll have a better idea of what I'm looking for when it comes time to settle down."
"In other words no, you don't want to go steady with me."
"I'm sorry Frank, but I really don't want to go steady with any one right now."
I was disappointed, but I could understand what she was saying. Her mother told her the same thing that my mother told me and even though I had intended to ignore mine she wasn't going to ignore hers.
"Okay then, but don't forget you promised me your first date. So keep the 27th open for me."
"The 27th?"
"Yeah. You can only date on weekends and you've already told me that you are spending this weekend with your parents. The following weekend I'll be in Chicago for my grandparent's anniversary so October 27th is the day."
"Okay. I did promise."
She sat with me during lunch and I drove her home On Thursday and Friday. Both times we stopped short of her house and necked a little and I went home feeling pretty good. We weren't technically 'going steady' but we did have something going. At least I thought we did until Saturday evening.
+++++++++++++++++++
Three of my buds and I decided to meet downtown at the arcade. We were no sooner in the door when Reed said:
"You old dog you. Now I know why you wanted to come down here tonight."
"What?"
"Why didn't you tell us you were going to meet your girl here" and I looked in the direction he was looking and I saw Cookie. She was laughing and playing one of the pin ball machines. Standing right next to her and laughing along with her was Jason. So much for her promise that I would be her first date to say nothing of the fact she had lied to me about having plans to spend the weekend with her family.
I was debating my choices – confront her or just say "Fuck it" and leave when she turned and saw me. She smiled at me and then she noticed the look on my face. I saw her lose the smile as I opted for my second choice, turned and walked away. Fortunately we had come separately so I didn't have to worry about leaving Reed, Sam, and Dan stranded.
I almost got in trouble going home. I was so steamed that I wasn't paying attention to what I was doing until I hit a pothole and it shook the Mustang enough that I automatically looked at the gauges. I saw that I was twenty miles over the posted speed limit and I hit my brakes and slowed down to forty. Two blocks later I passed a police car parked on the other side of the road. If it hadn't been for that pot hole I would have been dead meat and my dad would have taken the Mustang away from me. I learned two lessons that night. Don't trust lying cunts and don't let your emotions control you.
Sunday morning I was helping my dad do yard work when my mom called out that I had a phone call. I went inside and she handed me the phone.
"Hello?"
"Hi" Cookie said and I hung up on her and went back to helping my dad. That evening, around six, the phone rang and I answered it. "Hello?" "Please don't ha..." and I missed the rest of what Cookie was going to say because I hung up the phone.
I avoided Cookie during our two shared morning classes and when I went to the cafeteria at lunch time I saw her sitting with Jason. I found an empty table on the other side of the room and as I sat down I saw Cookie pick up her tray and head for me. Jason tried to catch her arm and stop her, but she ignored it. She reached my table and sat down, but before she could speak I said:



"What happened to your sudden concern for manners? According to your attitude lately aren't you supposed to say "Mind if I join you" or something like that? Or is it just me that has to do it when you are with Jason?"
"What is wrong with you Frankie? Why are you behaving like you are?"
"As if you didn't know."
"I don't know Frankie; I don't have a clue."
"Did you not tell me that we couldn't date on the weekend because your parents had plans for you?"
"Yes."
"And did you not promise me that I would get your first date when your parents started to let you date?"
"Yes, but what has that got to do with the way you are acting?"
"You can't possibly be that stupid Cook. I walk into the arcade and what is the first thing I see? It wasn't you and your parents. It was you and Jason. So much for your first date promise."
I got up and walked away leaving my lunch and Cookie sitting there. When I got to the parking lot after school I found Cookie standing next to the car on the passenger's side. As I walked up she said:
"We have to talk Frankie."
"No we don't."
"Okay then; I'll do the talking and all you have to do is listen. I was not on a date with Jason Saturday night. I was with my parents and if you had stuck around instead of tearing off in a snit you would have seen them. I can't help it that Jason was there. His dad and my dad work together and between the two of them they thought that it would be a great idea to get Jason and me together. I was surprised when I got to the arcade and found Jason there with his parents. It wasn't a date and I had nothing to do with it. It surprised both dads when they found out that Jason and I already knew each other.
"Because we knew each other it was only natural that we were around each other as we played the machines. He was not a date Frankie. Now don't you feel silly for acting the way you've been?"
"No I don't Cook. By now it should be crystal clear to you that I do not like the asshole, but every time I turn around I see you with him. You told me that you didn't want to go steady because you wanted to be able to date other guys, but the only guy I see you with is Jason. You know how pissed I was at seeing you with Jason on Saturday, but that didn't keep you from sitting with him in the cafeteria today."
"I can't help it that he just sits down with me."
"No? What happened to your new requirement that whoever joins you has to first ask politely if it is all right if they join you? Did he? And even if he did how hard would it have been for you to say "Sorry, but I'm waiting for Frank?" I have no right to be picking your friends for you or telling you who you can sit with, but you should be smart enough to know that if I see you with that asshole I'm not going to be coming around."
"You aren't being fair Frankie."
"Of course I am Cook. Life is about the choices you get to make. You know my feelings where Jason is concerned so if you choose to spend time with him you are at the same time choosing to not have me around. It is that simple."
She was silent for a bit and then she asked, "Are you going to give me a ride home?"
"Of course."
As soon as we were off the school grounds she slid over next to me, took my right arm and put it around her. It was a quiet ride until we got two blocks from her house and then she told me to pull over to the curb. As soon as I shut off the motor Cookie said:
"You are my best friend Frankie and I can bear to have you mean to me" and she kissed me. We made out for a bit and then I took her home.
Tuesday and Wednesday we had lunch together and I drove her home. We made out both times. Thursday Cookie and I went through the cafeteria line together and took a seat at a table. We had been there about three minutes when Jason walked up and said:
"May I join you?"
I so wanted to tell him the same thing he had told me the time I'd attempted to join him and Cookie, but I really didn't want to deal with an upset Cookie so I just said:
"It's up to the lady."
Cookie already knew how I felt about Jason and it should have been crystal clear that I didn't want him there, but she said, "Of course you may" and he sat down. I was civil as we talked about the candidates running for class president and what a jerk Mr. Ames our Civics teacher was. When lunch period ended and we stood to leave Jason said, "Call you tonight?" and I saw Cookie throw a quick glance at me as she nodded her head yes.
That nod and quick glance bothered me all afternoon, but I didn't say anything as I drove Cookie home. She gave me a look when I drove past our make out spot without stopping, but she didn't say anything. I dropped her at her house and said I'd call her as soon as I got back from Chicago.
++++++++++++++++++
I didn't go to school on Friday because we had to be at the airport at two for our flight. As we were getting ready to leave the house we got a phone call that grandma had suffered at stroke and was in the hospital and the anniversary party had been cancelled. Mom decided that she still needed to go so dad drove her to the airport.
It was probably a little cold hearted of me since I did love my "Grams" but I thought that now I can call Cookie and we can have our date. I was going to call her as soon as she got out of school, but dad came home from the airport and had me help him do some things so it was just a bit after six before I could get on the phone. I called and the phone was answered by her mom.
"Hello?"
"Hi Mrs. Thacker, its Frankie."
"Oh hi Frankie. Are you in Chicago all ready? I thought you didn't leave until three."
"We didn't go. My grandma had a stroke and the party was called off so I'm still here. May I speak to Cookie?"
"She isn't here Frankie; she and Jason just left."
"Oh? Do you know when she will be back?"
"I've no idea Frankie. Her curfew is eleven and being that this is her first date I'd bet that she won't be home until one minute to eleven."
"Please tell her that I called."
"I will and Frankie? I'm sorry about your grandmother."
"Thank Mrs. Thacker."
I hung up the phone. So I was Cookie's best friend and she couldn't bear to have me mad at her? Well I guess she was just going to have to learn how to bear it.
++++++++++++++++
Apparently her mom gave her my message because she called me at noon the next day. As son as I heard her voice I hung up the phone. She called twice more on Saturday and three times on Sunday and each time I hung up as soon as I heard her voice.
Monday I wouldn't even look at her during our morning classes and when she tried to catch me between classes I literally ran from her. I didn't go to the cafeteria at lunch time and instead I sat in my car out in the parking lot. After my last class I ran for my car so I could avoid having Cookie standing there waiting for me, but it did no good. She was there when I got there. As I walked up she said:
"Why are you being so mean Frankie? Talk to me."
"Why? So you can tell me more of your damn lies?"
I unlocked the car door and as I was getting in she said, "Please Frankie, don't be tha...." and I think I shocked the both of us when I snarled:
"Just shut the fuck up! I don't want to hear another word out of your goddamned lying mouth."
Her face went pale at my outburst since I had never, in all the time I'd known her, used profanity in her presence. I started the car and drove off leaving her standing there.
From that day forward whenever I saw Cookie she was with Jason and it was only one week after my blow up that I heard that Cookie and Jason were going steady. I chalked it up as another lie she'd told me.
Several times over the rest of the school year Cookie tried to talk tome, but I hung up when she phoned or walked away if she came up to me. She sent me a card on my eighteenth birthday, but I threw it away unopened.
I did get some childish satisfaction out of the situation.
I ran across Jason in the park where I went to run in the mornings. He unwisely sneered at me and told me that I was a loser who couldn't even hang onto to his girl. I told him I was well rid of the lying cunt.
"You can't call my girl that."
"I just did asshole. Want to hear it again? You're welcome to the lying cunt."
He swung at me and I beat the snot out of him. It was seen by a couple of kids from the school, but they hadn't heard what had been said and had assumed that I'd busted his ass because he had stolen Cookie from me. The word went around that you shouldn't mention Cookie or Jason around me.
+++++++++++++++
With Cookie out of my life I looked around and noticed a bunch of girls that I wouldn't mind dating. Getting dates was easy since I was one of the few guys in our class that had a car and I rarely had a weekend that I didn't have something going. My part time job at Burger Barn did get in the way some, but I did have to work to earn the money that kept the car going.
The thing was that every time I took my date somewhere Cookie and Jason would be there or would get there shortly after we got there. Jason made sure to keep the width of the room between us and Cookie would have a look on her face that fairly screamed out "What are you doing with HER?" It almost seemed like she was jealous.
By the middle of the eleventh grade I had settled into a steady relationship with Pauline French and every time Pauline and I ran across Jason and Cookie Pauline would get nasty looks from Cookie. I thought it was funny. Pauline said it was because Cookie wanted me and I had to laugh at that.
"She had me and she dropped me for the asshole she is with."
"I think she regrets it."
"Tough shit. She made promises and she broke them and she lied to me."
Pauline shrugged and said, "Her loss and my gain."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Just before Christmas I got some good news. Jason's dad got transferred and Jason ended up having to move. It was good news to me not because it meant that Cookie was now free to date, but because it meant that with all of the holiday activities coming up her steady boyfriend was gone. She could probably scare up some dates, but it wouldn't be the same.
The day after Christmas I ran into Cookie's mom at Wal-Mart and she asked me why I never came around any more.
"You and Cook were always so close and then overnight you were gone."
"Unfortunately she made me a promise and then broke it and then to add insult to injury she lied to me and that ended it for us."
"She did what?"
I told her the story and she looked shocked. "My Cookie did that?
"Yes she did."
"I'm so sorry Frankie; I thought I'd raised her better than that."
The next day when I got home from my shift at the Burger Barn I found Cookie sitting on the front porch steps. As I came up the walk she said:
"Why did tell my mother what you did?"
"Because she asked me why I didn't come around anymore and since I'm not a liar like some people I know I told her. What's the matter? You don't like people knowing that you are a lying bitch?"
"When did I lie to you?"
"The day I asked you to go steady was one of them. You told me that you weren't going to go steady because your mother wanted you to date other guys to see what they would be like and yet not two weeks after telling me that you were going steady with Jason.
"I guess another lie was your promise to me that I would be your first date. You knew you were going to go out with Jason when I was supposed to be in Chicago. You think I didn't catch it when he said "Call you tonight" and you nodded your head yes when we had lunch that last day? You had already set it up and to hell with your promise to me. So fuck you Miss Thacker; just keep your lying ass away from me" and I walked by her and into the house.
Ten minutes later my mom came into my room. "Why is Cookie sitting on the front steps crying?"
"Don't know and I don't care."
"No Frankie; that won't do. It obviously has something to do with you so what is it?"
I explained it to my mom the same as I had explained it to Cookie's mom and then my mom said:
"You go out there and apologize Frankie. She was wrong, but she is still a young teenager and still hasn't grown up and learned how to handle life. You are the same. You need to learn that life isn't always fair and people make mistakes. You have to learn to deal with those mistakes without anger dictating what you do. You and Cookie have been friends way too long for you to treat her the way you have."
"But she lied to me. She broke her promise."
"Just because you feel that strongly about her doesn't mean that she has the same strong feelings for you. You have to accept that she may only have ever viewed you as a friend and not a boyfriend. It happens to all of us Frankie. When I was in high school I fell madly in love half a dozen times and none of them lasted. I went through a dozen boyfriends before I met your father. You and Cookie had a great friendship. Too great of a friendship to let it be ruined by a case of puppy love. Now go out there and mend some fences."
I got up and went downstairs and out onto the porch, but Cookie was gone. I spent the rest of the week thinking about what my mother had said. During the same period I attended a couple of holiday parties with Pauline and we never ran across Cookie.
One party brought about a milestone in my life. The loss of my virginity. Pauline's eighteenth birthday was on December thirty-first and as we danced at a New Year's Eve party she whispered in my ear:
"When we leave here tonight we are going to usher the New Year in in style. Can you afford a motel room?"
It just so happened that I could.
We were both virgins, but some things come natural to you. There was a lot of foreplay before we settled into the missionary position and I do have to say that even though my first time was embarrassingly quick it was still wonderful. The second time took a little longer and the third time seemed to go on forever and I didn't want it to end.
Pauline said she wanted to see what having her pussy eaten would be like so I got down there and went after it. I had no clue as to what to do, but Pauline directed me. If it felt good she said to keep on doing it and if I did something that didn't feel right she told me. After a while she pushed me away and said that it was my turn. She had never given a blow job and I'd never had one so it was more uncharted territory for us. It was great except for at one point she used her teeth and got an "Ouch" from me and after that she was careful not to use teeth. I loved being in her mouth and I told her she could do it to me any time she wanted and she told me that I could munch on her beaver any time I wanted to.
By six in the morning we had made love four times and done oral on each other twice. I left that motel one very happy camper.
After that night Pauline and I managed to do it on the average of three times a week and it would have been more if it wasn't for my job at the Burger Barn or her job at the Dairy Queen.
++++++++++++++++++++
The first day of school following the holiday break I entered the cafeteria at lunch time and I spotted Cookie sitting alone. I walked over and sat down. She looked up and started to say something, but I cut her off.
"No, I'm not going to ask if I may join you. I'm only here long enough to ask you if you would like a ride home from school. We need to clear the air between us. If you are at the car when I get out of class I'll know you want to talk. Now if you will excuse me Pauline is waiting for me."
I got up and went over to sit with Pauline who quite naturally wanted to know what I'd been doing at Cookie's table. I told her and she asked:
"Am I going to end up having to fight for you?"
"Not hardly. You have me for as long as you want me."
"Good."
Pauline's last class ended an hour before mine and she was supposed to spend the last hour of the school day in study hall, but she usually skipped it and went in early for her shift at the DQ so I didn't have to worry about her and Cookie together at the car although I did kind of wonder at how that would have gone.
Cookie was waiting at the car when I got there. As we pulled out of the parking lot I just flat out asked Cookie why she had done to me what she did and she told me that she hadn't meant to do it.
"I didn't lie to you when I told you I wasn't ready to go steady. I meant it at the time and if it wasn't for Jason I would have dated other guys, but when I met Jason I felt a spark and it just went from there."
"And your promise to me?"
"I'm really sorry about that Frankie, but I was between a rock and a hard place. Jason was my guy and he wanted my first date. I know it wasn't honest of me, but I thought with you being out of town I could go out with Jason and you would never know and then I could go out with you when you came back and you would have thought I'd kept my promise. I know it wasn't right Frankie, but I felt that strongly about Jason. I never meant to hurt you Frankie; honest to God I never meant to hurt you. You have been my best friend forever and it has been killing me that you won't have anything to do with me."
I was silent for a bit and then I said, "You have never seen me as a boyfriend have you?"
"No Frankie I didn't. I suppose that if Jason hadn't come along or I'd never felt that spark with anyone else I dated that you and I would probably have ended up a couple, but I don't really know."
I told her what my mother had said "And I guess she was right. We have been friends forever and I guess I can't hold it against you that you didn't have the feelings for me that I had for you."
"Does this mean that we can be friends again?"
"Yes, I guess it does" I said as I pulled up in front of her house. She slid over next to me and gave me a hug and a kiss and said, "Thank you Frankie, thank you."
+++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of our senior year slid by and I saw Cookie often and gave her rides home from school on days when Pauline skipped study hall and went into work early. Pauline and I even double dated a time or two with Cookie and whoever her boyfriend of the moment was.
One day, a month before graduation, Pauline asked, "You going to try and get something going with Cookie when I leave for college?"
"You tossing me back into the dating pool?"
"Just being realistic Frankie. I'm going to be fifteen hundred miles away and I probably won't come home except on holiday breaks and summer vacations."
"No problem babe; I can wait."
"Maybe you can sweetie, but I won't. I'll date when I'm there and if the right guy comes along I'll probably give it up. Face it sweetie; I like it too much to go without. If you are unattached when I do come home we can get together. When I graduate and come home maybe we can pick up where we leave off. The thing is I don't want you sitting here waiting faithfully for me. Date, have a good time and try to get laid because that is pretty much what I'll be doing."
That was a bit of a blow because I thought Pauline and I had a bit more going for us than it seemed. Pauline knew I was disappointed and she did her best to bring my spirits up by fucking me half to death until she left for school.
+++++++++++++++
Cookie and I were staying at home and attending the local community college with the idea of transferring to a four year school down the line. We shared some of the introductory classes like Introduction to Computers and English Composition 101, but we had different majors so we didn't have all that many classes together. We did see each other almost every day at school and occasionally we found ourselves in the school cafeteria at lunch time and when that happened we sat together.
For the first few months I was in a bit of a funk knowing what Pauline was probably doing while she was at school, but I eventually shook it off and started dating. It was easier now that I was working part time at my Uncle Mike's Just Brakes franchise and didn't have to work evening anymore. The money was better too.



I felt a little guilty the first time I took one of my dates to bed. It was like I was cheating on Pauline, but it didn't take me long to reason it out. Pauline had no doubt started within a month of getting to school so I really wasn't being unfaithful to her but still, the first couple of times I didn't feel right about it.
When I did start dating I would occasionally run across Cookie and her date of the evening and I noticed that she was never with the same guy twice. I chalked it up to her still pining away for Jason and not being able to come up with a guy who gave her the same feelings he did.
I did hook up with a couple of girls that I had short term relationships with, but no one who even came close enough for me to consider a long term relationship with.
Pauline did come home for the holidays and she called me the day she got home and I guess you could say that we picked up where we left off. Our first evening together was supposed to be dinner and a movie, but as soon as she got in the car she slid over next to me and reached for my zipper as she said:
"To hell with dinner baby. Take me somewhere and fuck my socks off."
That set the pattern for the next week, but even though I was loving all the sex something didn't feel right. Something was different. I'm not the swiftest guy in the world, but I finally figured it out. The day after Christmas as we were showering after a sex filled five hours in room 127 of the Marlowe Ave Motel 6 I said:
"You found someone at school didn't you? Someone special?"
She looked away from me and said, "Yes."
"Then why aren't you with him right now instead of being here with me?"
She was silent for a few seconds and then she said, "Because I promised you that if you were unattached when I came home we would get together and I know how you feel about promises. Besides, I always keep my promises."
"That's dumb Pauline. You didn't promise me anything. As I remember it all you said was that if I didn't have anything going we could get together. That wasn't a promise. If you have strong feelings for the guy you need to get the hell out of here and spend the rest of the holidays with him."
"You don't want me any more?"
"Of course I want you, but the important thing here is that you don't really want me. You want him. You need to understand that I stopped thinking of us having a life together when you told me what you would be doing while you were away. All we are now Pauline is friends with benefits. I'll take it as long as you want to give it to me, but if you have found a guy that you feel strongly about you need to be with him."
She called me that evening and told me she had called him and he had invited her to come and stay with him.
"I'm going honey, but I'm always going to have a place in my heart for you."
I wished her well and then I thought about how I had managed to screw myself up. Pauline was gone and so was my date for the New Year's Eve party at Jeff's.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was having lunch at Denny's when Cookie walked in. The place was full so I waved her over to join me. We chatted while we ate and Jeff's party came up in the conversation. I mentioned that since Pauline and I had broken up I wouldn't be going.
"Why not?"
"Because those kinds of parties are couples affairs and singles don't really fit in."
"What you are saying is that you would be going if you had a date."
"Pretty much, but this close to the party finding a date would be near impossible. I have what? Seven hours to come up with a date?"
"No problem. What time do you want to pick me up?"
"Pick you up?"
"I don't have a date and I was going to go to the party and I was going to go single. You said you would go if you had a date so what time do you want me ready?"
It was the first time I had ever danced with Cookie and I was surprised at how well she fit into my arms and how easy we moved together. We had a good time, but the biggest surprise came when the count down to midnight began. I expected a quick peck on the lips to honor the tradition, but on the stroke of midnight Cookie grabbed the back of my head and gave me a kiss that left me weak in the knees. When we broke the kiss I looked at her in astonishment and she said:
"We'll talk later on the way home."
The party broke up at three and as I pulled away from the curb Cookie said:
"You have always been my best friend Frankie. We have always been close. Close enough that I can ask you for a big favor. A really, really big favor."
"What?"
"Will you make love to me tonight?"
I couldn't have been anymore stunned if she asked me to help her rob a bank. I sat there with both hands on the wheel staring forward at the road we were travelling. I couldn't think of a thing to say.
"What's wrong Frankie? Why won't you talk to me?"
"You caught me by surprise Cook. I don't know what to say."
"Just say yes Frankie. Please?"
"What is going on here Cook?"
"I like sex Frankie. Actually I love it, but I haven't been laid since Jason left. I've dated a lot, but I never liked any of them enough to do more than some heavy make out sessions. You're my best friend Frankie. Help me out please?"
It was unreal. For years I had thought of her as 'my girl' only to find out that she didn't have the same feelings for me. Now, after I'd adjusted to being just her friend in a big brotherly sort of way, she was offering me her body. Part of me wanted to say no just out of spite, but even as I had that thought the larger part of me was saying, "You have always wanted her so you damned well better say yes."
I had a few bucks in my pocket so hung a left on Mayhew and headed for motel row on the outskirts of town. Cookie was taking off her clothes before I even had the door closed. I thought Pauline was hot, but Cookie made Pauline look like a total beginner. Cookie had said that she loved sex and she spent all night proving it. She did it all. She even wanted anal which was something that I had never done before. She had my cock in her mouth trying in vain to get me up again when I drifted off to sleep.
And that was the start of it.
As we drove away from the motel in the morning Cook said, "I have a family thing to do tonight, but I'm free tomorrow. From then on it was sex two or three times a week. We had making love for over a month before we went out on an actual date. By the middle of the year we were considered a couple and by the time the next New Year's Eve party I was thinking of buying a ring and proposing. As it turned out I never did get to actually propose.
It was on New Year's Day – one year to the day since our first time – when she hit me with it.
"We have a problem Frankie."
"What?"
"I'm pregnant."
"How? I mean I know how, but I thought you were on the pill."
"I am, but remember that cold I had back in November? The antibiotics I took messed up my system and apparently negated the birth control pills. What are we going to do?"
"We have to get married."
"How can we do that? We can't afford it."
"I'll have to quit school and go full time at Uncle Mike's. We can make it. Others have done it on less."
"God Frankie, what am I going to tell my parents?"
"The truth Cook. It isn't something you can hide, at least not for more than a couple of months."
"I didn't want this Frankie. God knows I didn't want this."
"But we got it Cook and now we have to live with it."
Our parents took it surprisingly well. My parents surprised me with something that I had never known. They had gotten married for the same reason I was marrying Cookie. My dad did say:
"This is one case where I wish it wasn't a "like father, like son" situation, but what is is."
According to Cookie her dad just shrugged when he got the news and her mother told her that she felt guilty over not warning Cookie about the effects that some medications had on birth control pills.
The ceremony was a civil one with just a few friends and family in attendance. Our parents got together and for a wedding present they paid for a one year lease on an apartment and gave us enough furniture for it. I went full time for Uncle Mike and we settled into married life.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Being pregnant seemed to make Cookie horny all the time and since we now lived together instead of just dating our sex life moved up from two or three times a week to five and six and that frequency held right up to two weeks before Frank junior arrived on the scene. When JR, which is what we called Franklin Michael Malone junior, was six months old Cookie's mom took over as babysitter and Cookie found a job as a secretary at a real estate office and we started saving money for a down payment on a house.
A couple of years went by and we were finally able to come up with the down payment on a house we could afford and we moved in. The only other thing of note (as related to my life anyway) was that we were invited to Pauline's wedding and then I got to be her wingman/babysitter when she went out and got drunk following her divorce when she caught him cheating. We stayed good friends and surprisingly Cookie showed no jealousy over the fact that I was so close to an ex-girlfriend.
Pauline had gotten a real estate license and was working for the same agency that Cookie worked for and Pauline was helping Cookie study for taking the licensing exam so Cook could get her license.
Cook and I had been married a little over five years when life got complicated. Uncle Mike bought a Jiffy Lube franchise and since it was taking up a lot of his time he made me the manager of the brake franchise. After six months he decided that he really couldn't handle them both so he made me an offer. He would lease the brake franchise to me with an option to buy and the lease payments would go toward the purchase. For me it was a no brainer and I jumped at it.
The thing that I hadn't noticed while working for Uncle Mike was the amount of time he had to spend on the business and my hours became longer. I had to get there early to open, stay late to close and then take care of the paperwork generated during the day. Some nights I was there two or three hours after closing just taking care of the payroll, filing tax reports for city, county, state and the federal government. Just making sure payroll taxes got paid on time and were accurate took a chunk of time.
About the same time I noticed a change in Cookie. She would go through periods of being happy and then sad. She would get 'snappish' with me and then a day later she would apologize. I put it down to the pressure of being a fulltime secretary and trying to be more than a part time mom with out me being there to help as much as I had before I took over the brake shop. It went on for over three months before I found out what was happening.
Pauline had brought her car in for some brake work and while she was waiting we decided to go to lunch. We talked as we ate and we were almost finished when Pauline asked how things were going with me and Cookie.
"Great. Why do you ask?"
"Just curious. I know how hung up she used to be on Jason. I just wondered if it had any effect on your marriage."
"Why should it?"
I saw a funny look come over her face and she said, "No reason. No reason at all."
"Don't give me that sweetie; I know you too well. You have something that you just decided to keep from me. What is it?"
"I just wondered how the two of you were getting along now that she is seeing Jason."
"Cookie is seeing Jason? I didn't even know he was back in town."
"He isn't. The company he works for has an office here and he comes to town for a couple of days every two or three weeks. When he is here he calls her and they have lunch."
"That's it? They have lunch together?"
"I don't know what she does when she is gone, but some of those lunches are pretty long ones. You really didn't know she was seeing him?"
"Didn't have a clue."
"I hope I didn't just make problems for you."
"I hope you didn't either, but things aren't sounding too good. How long has it been going on?"
"Two or three months."
"Two or three months and Cookie has never mentioned him at all during that time? No sweetie; things are definitely not sounding good."
I asked Pauline to call me the next time Jason was going to be in town and she said that she would.
That afternoon as I sat in the office reviewing the time sheets it occurred to me that Cookie's mood swings could be because she was seeing Jason. Her 'happy' periods were when he was in town and her 'down' periods and irritable times were between his visits. I never would have thought that Cookie would cheat on me, but what else could her failure to tell me about Jason's visits mean? If they were just innocent lunch dates with an old friend why would she hide them from me? And of course the big question – what was I going to do about it?
It was two weeks before I got the call from Pauline, but I really didn't need it. I got home from work to find a very happy Cookie and I guessed that it meant she had either seen Jason that day or had at least gotten a call from him telling her that he was coming to town.
Pauline verified it the next day when she called me at work.
"I was out showing a house and I didn't know Jason was here until I got back to the office. I got there just as Jason dropped her off. Then I had a couple come in about a house and I forgot to call you until this morning."
"What time does Cook usually leave for lunch?"
"Between eleven-thirty and twelve."
"Thanks for the call sweetie. I owe you one."
"Careful lover; I just might call in the debt."
I laughed and said goodbye. I couldn't afford a private detective so it was going to have to be a 'do it yourself' thing. I called Harry into the office and told him he was in charge until I got back and then I headed for the real estate office. At eleven-fifteen I was parked just up the street where I could see the front and side door and parking lot and I settled in to wait.
At eleven-thirty Cookie came out the front door, looked both ways and then moved up to the curb and stood there. A minute or so later a Ford Focus pulled up and Cookie got in. She slid over and kissed the driver and the car pulled away. I followed along behind them and pulled to the curb and parked when they pulled into the parking lot at Antonio's. It was Jason who got out on the driver's side and he and Cookie entered the restaurant hand in hand. Forty minutes later they came out, got in the car and then sat and necked for about twenty minutes and then he drove her back to work.
That night Cookie was in a great mood which of course did not put me in a good mood. One of the things about Cookie's good moods was that she never – NEVER – wanted to make love when she was in one. She always had an excuse why she couldn't on that night, but she always did promise to make it up to me and she usually did. I guess she thought she would be cheating on Jason if she had sex with me when he was in town. Either that or she couldn't stand to have me touch her after she'd spent time with him.
I slept fitfully that night as I spent some time wondering about the situation and what I ought to do. My restless night was apparently noticeable as Cookie mentioned it in the morning.
"You didn't seem to sleep well last night. Something bothering you?"
"Yeah, I guess there is."
"Any thing I can help you with?"
I couldn't have asked for a better opening, but I didn't take it. I wanted to know more about her meetings with Jason before I confronted her. At eleven-twenty I was again parked where I could watch the real estate office. Cook came out at eleven-thirty on the dot and less than a minute later Jason pulled up and she got in the car and she leaned over and kissed him. I followed them to a Denny's and the entire thing was a repeat of the day before only this time they necked for over a half hour before Jason drove her back to work.
I went back to work and again spent the afternoon thinking about what was going on. They didn't appear to be having sex, but they could have been. I'd only followed them for two days and they had been meeting for three months and who knows what they did on all the times I never knew about. She was always home when I got there so unless it was on nights I stayed late to do paperwork they weren't meeting after Cook got off work. I remembered what Pauline said about the fact that some of their lunch meetings being long ones. I needed to know more before I got on her about it.
I loved the dumb bitch and I was happy with my marriage and my family and if I didn't handle it right I could screw things up pretty bad. If things weren't all ready too bad. I mean why was she seeing him? What did they talk about? Was she thinking of leaving me for him? Was my marriage all ready in the toilet and I just didn't know it yet? I'd just about made up my mind to let things ride and wait and see what she did the next day or maybe on Jason's next trip when Cookie brought things to a head.
She was in another of her happy moods and over dinner she told me that she would be late the next evening.
"I'm stopping after work with the girls from the office for a girl's night out. I won't be too late, but you will have to handle dinner for you and JR."
A little bell rang in the back of my head. Cookie had never before stopped after work with the girls from the office. While Cookie was doing the dishes I went into the bedroom that I had turned into a home office and den and I called Pauline and asked her about the planned girl's night out.
"What girl's night out? I don't know anything about it."
I told her about what Cookie had told me and Pauline said, "The girls have never stopped for drinks after work and if they were going to start I'd be one of the fist ones to know. In fact I tried to arrange one a couple of months ago and no one was interested."
There was a slight pause and then "Oh shit! Jason's in town."
"Exactly."
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know yet, but I could very well end up divorced."
"Oh goodie!"
"Oh goodie?"
"Divorced puts you back in circulation. I fucked up once and let you get away and I've regretted it ever since. I'd love another shot."
As I hung up the phone I was already thinking of how I was going to handle it.
When we went to bed Cookie wanted to play and I had to wonder about that. She usually wouldn't have anything to do with me on the days she spent with Jason, but she was going to fuck me and then go to him the next day? I didn't understand it, but understand it or not Cookie was offering and it could very well be the last time for us so I was going to take it. It was an exhausting night as we made love three times and as I drifted off to sleep I wondered if we would be sharing the same bed after the next day.
Over breakfast the next day Cookie reminded me of her girl's night out and that she would be late.
"Just make sure in your mind that your night out is worth the price you will have to pay for it."
"What on earth do you mean by that?"
"What I mean is that your husband is not the dumb clueless doofus you apparently think he is. I know a lot more about things than you think I do so like I just said, make sure that your girls night out is worth the price that you will pay for it."
"I don't have a clue as to what you are talking about."
"You have all day to think about it. Maybe by quitting time you will have figured it out. Then again maybe you have all ready figured it out and you are willing to pay the price." I got up as I said, "Got to get going or I'll be late in opening the shop. See you tonight. Or not."
I left the house to Cookie's "Come back here Frank! You can't just..." and the closing door cut off the rest.



I was just up the street from her office when she came out at lunch time. She got in her car and drove to the Burger King and went through the drive thru and then drove back to her office.
I went back to work and spent most of the afternoon wondering about how the evening was going to go. I'd made up my mind that if Cookie went on her girl's night out we were done. She would come home and find all of her things in the spare bedroom; the bedroom that was supposed to be for our next child. The one we wouldn't be having.
I let everyone go and closed the shop a half hour early and drove over to the mother-in-laws to pick up JR and then drove home. Cookie wasn't there, but I hadn't expected her to be since I was home early. If she did come straight home she wouldn't get there for another half hour. I parked JR in front of the TV to watch Sponge Bob Square Pants while I started dinner. I worked with one eye on the clock and when Cookie wasn't home a half hour after her usual time I fed JR and then started moving Cookie's things out of our bedroom and into the spare bedroom.
I was carrying an arm full of dresses out of our bedroom when Cookie came up the stairs and saw me. I hadn't heard her come in the house. She saw that my hands were full of her clothes and she asked:
"What are you doing Frank?"
"Moving you out of our bedroom" I said as I walked across the hall and dropped the dresses on the bed. "Since you are home now I'll let you hang them up while I finish moving the rest of your stuff."
"What is wrong with you Frank? Are you out of your mind? First there was all that nonsense this morning and now this?"
I looked at my watch and saw that it was five after nine so I said, "You got off work four hours ago Cook; where have you been?"
"I told you that I was stopping after work with the girls."
"And I told you to make sure that you were willing to pay the price if you went. The price is the end of our marriage. You will be staying in the spare bedroom until I can work out the finances for one of us moving out and into an apartment. I'll be seeing an attorney in the next day or so and get the divorce paperwork started."
"Are you fucking insane?!!! A divorce over me stopping for drinks after work?"
"Come off of it Cook. I told you this morning that I knew a lot more than you thought I did. I know about your seeing Jason for the last six months (Pauline said two or three but I was going for shock value) and I know for a fact that there was no girl's night out tonight with the girls who work in your office. What you did tonight was meet Jason after work and I can guess what you did with him for four hours. Face it Cook; you are busted.
"I gave you a chance to hang on to your marriage this morning when I said what I said. You should have been smart enough to figure out that I knew what was going on from the things I said. It isn't all bad though. In six months or so you will be free and you and Jason won't have to sneak around. Hell, now that you are busted and we are through you don't have to wait six months. In fact, why don't you go call the asshole and tell him to come pick you up? You can spend the night with him and not have to sleep in the spare bedroom. But I will tell you one thing. If he ever sets foot in this house I won't be responsible for what I do to the both of you."
I left her standing there as I went back to what used to be our bedroom for another load of her stuff. When I got back to the spare bedroom she was sitting on the bed and she looked up as I came into the room.
"We have to talk about this Frank."
"The time for talking is long past Cookie. The time to talk was six months ago. It should have started with a "Guess who is back in town" but I never got that did I? Instead you have been seeing him behind my back. No matter. It is over now so you just go and do whatever."
I went downstairs and pulled JR away from the electronic babysitter and told him it was time to get ready for bed. Cookie was still sitting on the bed in the spare room when we walked by it on the way to JR's room.
"Why is mommy crying?"
"She got some bad news tonight and I guess it has upset her."
I got him put down for the night and headed back to my bedroom. Cookie had moved from the spare room into what had been our bedroom and was sitting on the bed. She looked up as I came into the room.
"We have to talk Frank. I didn't do anything wrong. It isn't what you think. You have to listen to me."
"Why should I listen to you Cook? All you are going to do is lie to me."
"No I won't. Honest Frank; I didn't do anything wrong."
"See Cook? There's your first lie right there."
"No it isn't Frank. All I've done is have lunch with Jason a couple of times and I had dinner with him tonight. I never told you about Jason coming back to town because I knew how much you disliked him. I wanted to see him, but I didn't want to cause problems between you and me so I didn't say anything. Okay, so maybe it was wrong of me to do that, bur Jason and I haven't done anything wrong. I swear to you Frank, nothing happened between us. I haven't done anything wrong."
"No? Well all I can say is that your definition of wrong is a lot different than mine. To me a wife kissing another man is wrong. To me a wife making out with another man is wrong. To me a wife lying to her husband is wrong and you have done all of those things Cook. And those are just the things I know about. God only knows what you have done that I don't know about."
"But I...."
"Get off of it Cook. I told you that I know more than you think I know."
I decided to keep Pauline out of it because I might need her to play spy again so I said, "I was in town at the bank seeing about a larger line of credit and I decided to stop by your office and take you to lunch. I got there just in time to see you get in a car with Jason and slide over next to him and kiss him. It was on the mouth Cook; not a good friend peck on the cheek, but on the mouth and you didn't break it off in any hurry either. I followed you to Antonio's and I was watching when you came out, got in the car and made out like a couple of teenagers for the next half hour. I didn't see what your hands were doing below window level, but I have a pretty good imagination.
"Being the curious guy that I am I was back yesterday to see what you might be up to and I'm sure that you can remember just what I got to see and after seeing that I'm pretty sure you can figure out what I think you did tonight. All of that adds up to "wrong" in my book Cookie. You can say you did nothing wrong until you are blue in the face, but again, what you consider wrong and what I consider wrong have nothing in common so if you don't mind get on over to your room because I need to get to bed."
"This is my room too. I belong in here with you."
"I don't see it that way. I don't want to touch you or have you touch me after what you have been doing with Jason."
"Bullshit Frank. You made love to me last night after seeing me with Jason at lunch."
"True, but all you did was neck at lunch. I suspect that you did a lot more than that tonight."
"Damn it Frank; I told you that it was just dinner."
"True Cook, that is what you told me, but I don't trust you anymore so I am not going to waste any of my time believing anything that you say. Now lave the room so I can go to bed."
"No Frank, this is my room too and I'm staying."
I grabbed her, picked her up and carried her across the hall to the spare bedroom and tossed her on the bed. I went back to my room and pushed the dresser over to block the door and then I went to bed and tried to fall asleep. It was hard to do until Cookie stopped beating on the door demanding to be let in. Eventually she did stop and I fell asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning she was sitting at the table in the kitchen when I came down. She looked like she had been crying all night. JR was sitting there eating his cereal so nothing was said between me and Cookie regarding our new circumstances. I poured myself a cup of coffee and toasted a bagel and then sat down and talked with JR about what he would be doing in school that day. Then I poured myself a cup to go and headed off to work.
It was a busy morning in the shop and it was almost noon before I had a chance to sit down with the Yellow Pages and scan the listings for divorce attorneys. I was looking for one close to the shop and there were a couple. I was wondering if I should ask around for some recommendations (since I did know several divorced guys) when the phone rang. It was Cookie.
"I made arrangements for mom to keep JR overnight. We need to sit down and talk things over Frank. I taking off early from work and I'll have dinner ready when you get here. We can eat and then talk without being interrupted or having to worry about what JR hears."
"What would be the point Cook? I'm pretty sure I made my position clear last night. Also there is the fact that I'm not likely to believe anything that you say."
"It won't kill you to talk with me Frank. I'll see you tonight" and she hung up.
I put the pone down, stared at it for a couple of seconds and then went back to making my list. I looked at he finished list and decided to ask my divorced friends about the names on the list.
Dinner was waiting when I got home and Cookie even had a chilled Cabernet on the table. We ate in silence and then Cookie cleared the table and put the dishes in the dish washer. She sat down, took a sip of her wine and said:
"I love you Frank. Don't ever doubt that. I don't want a divorce. I belong with you."
"Then why were you doing what you were doing with Jason?"
"I had a special relationship with Jason. At one time he meant the world to me and I fully expected that I would spend my life with him. Circumstances split us apart and for one reason or another we were never able to connect again. You and I also had a special relationship and I cared for you deeply, but even though I did love you it wasn't a love as deep as the love I had for Jason.
"I'm not sure that we would have ever gotten married if it wasn't for JR, but JR happened and we did get married. In the years that followed I began to realize what a treasure I had in you and I came to love you as deeply as I had loved Jason. Three months ago, and it was only three months ago and not the six that you said, Jason called me and asked me to have lunch with me and I did. We talked about what happened in the past and brought each other up to date with our lives. I enjoyed myself so I said yes when he asked me to have lunch with him the next day. I did and I enjoyed his company.
"He told me about his wife and his twin girls and I told him about you and JR. He left and then three weeks later he was back in town and he called me again and asked me to have lunch with him. This set a pattern. He would come to town every two or three weeks and he would call me and ask me to have lunch with him and I always said yes. I never told you about it because of your past history with Jason and all I could see was trouble if you knew. All that it was was two old friends getting together for lunch once in a while. After the second time I kissed him on the cheek the same as I usually do with old friends. You've seen me do it.
"Anyway, the third time I went to kiss him on the cheek he turned his head so that I hit his mouth and he grabbed my head and held it as he gave me tongue. When he let me go he said he missed me terribly and that everything was wrong. It should be me he was married to. Then he said that he knew I felt the same and he asked me to come up to his room in the hotel. What was your favorite term for him back in high school? Asshole? Well that is just what he is; an asshole. A wife and two kids at home and he was trying to get me to go to bed with him. I realized if things had gone differently I would be married to him and the asshole would be out cheating on me.
"I was pissed. He missed me terribly? Then why no phone calls or letters after he moved. Why no attempt to contact me at all? And he had such a poor opinion of me that he thought I'd leap at the chance to cheat on my husband with him. I decided to fuck with him. I decided to lead him on and make him think I would eventually do it. I would go just far enough that he thought he was going to score and then back off. The make out sessions got a little hotter each time and he was sure that he was going to get me. He told me he would leave his wife and that we could be together like it was always meant to be.
"When I agreed to have dinner with him he thought for sure that I was going to end up in his room before the evening was over. I told him that you were out of town for two days and that my mom had JR and was keeping him overnight. I could see that in his mind he was already undressing me and planning on me spending the night. Halfway through dinner I got up to use the bathroom and while in there I called my mom and told her that I was in a meeting I wanted to get out of and I asked her to call me in twenty minutes. When she called I pretended the call was about something that happened to JR and that I had to leave. I could tell he was pissed that his prize for the evening had gotten away from him and it made me smile inside."
She got up and went over to the counter and got her purse and came back to the table. She reached into her purse, came out with a piece of paper and handed it to me.
"What is it?"
"The post office receipt for the package I sent Jason's wife. I sent it 'Return receipt requested."
"You sent his wife a package?"
"When I decided that I was going to fuck with Jason I started carrying a voice activated cassette tape recorder in my purse. I sent her the recordings of what he said when we were together along with a note explaining who I was and I ended the note saying that I thought she should know what the asshole she was married to was up to when he was away from home. I very much doubt that Jason will be calling me the next time he comes to town."
I looked at her and was silent for a bit and then I said, "I'm not sure that I can believe that story Cook. There are still things that happened that make me doubt it."
"Like what?"
"Every time you met him you came home happy as hell and you would never make love with me on those nights and then after he had gone back to wherever he lived you were snappish with me and irritable as hell for a day or two. That doesn't add up to being pissed at Jason. To me that meant you were happy as hell when he was around and you could be with him and moody and upset when he left and you had to come home and be with me. And the fact that you always turned me down for sex on the nights after being with him during the day told me that you were either afraid of me finding out I was getting sloppy seconds or you saw it as cheating on Jason."
"You can't possibly believe that of me!"
"Of course I can. All I have to go on is what I saw with my own two eyes and what I saw was a married woman making out with an old lover. Making out is all I saw on the two times I followed you, but who knows what you did on all the other times I wasn't watching. How do I know that those other times didn't end up being long lunches in a motel room somewhere? No Cook; your actions have put you in a position where I don't trust you enough to believe a word you say."
"That's not fair Frank. If I felt that strongly about Jason why would I have sent that package to his wife?"
"It could be that after I moved you into the spare bedroom and confronted you you decided that you needed to cover your butt. Maybe you really didn't believe him when he said he would leave his wife for you and you decided to force the issue. You sent her the package so she would kick him out and then he could be with you as soon as you could dump me."
"Jesus Frank; you can't possibly think that. It just isn't so. How can you believe that I would do something like that after what we have had since we got married? You love me Frank and you and I both know that. I love you and you should know that too. You have to believe me Frank, you just have to believe me."
I just sat there and looked at her. I wanted to believe her, I really did. I had loved her for so long that a part of me was screaming "Believe her you idiot" but another part of me was hollering "Believe your eyes Frank and remember how she was when Jason came into your lives."
Finally she said, "What can I do to prove it to you Frank?"
"I don't know that you can Cook. For one thing I notice you didn't respond to what I said about being happy when Jason was in town and pissed off and irritable when he left and all you had was me."
"That's because I had no idea I was that way. If I had to guess I'd say it was because I really appreciated you and was happy to be with you after spending time with an asshole like Jason. As for the irritable part? Probably because I was upset with myself for going behind your back no matter how good I thought my reasons for doing it were."
"And your refusal to make love?"
"That had to be just coincidence. I must have had some legitimate reason for not wanting to make love on those nights. Help me out here Frank. Tell me how I can prove to you that I love you and I was just messing with Jason's head?"
"I don't have a clue Cook. If you are able to do it you will have to be the one to figure it out."
"Will you at least hold off talking to a lawyer to give me time to think of something?"
"I guess I can for a while, but it won't be a long while so you will have to come up with something quick."
I got up and went out to the garage to do some work on my truck. As far as I was concerned Cookie and I were history. I didn't think there was any possible way she could prove to me that she was just screwing with Jason's head and not doing what I thought she was.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
There would come a time when I would have to face Cookie's parents over our split and I had no intension of coming out of it the bad guy so I had to get something that I could use to show them it was their daughter's actions and not mine that caused our marriage to end. I didn't see how I could do it though since I never knew when Jason would come to town so I couldn't hire a private investigator to be in place waiting.
We had two phones in the house so I went to Radio Shack and got three voice activated tape recorders and hid one near each phone and put one under the seat in Cookie's car. It was a wild shot and I didn't really think I would get much from them because I figured that Jason probably called Cookie at work, but I had to try something.
I called Pauline and asked her to meet me for a drink after work. I told her what was going on and asked her to keep me up to date on anything she came across and she said she would. Two days later she called me and said:
"I don't know if this means anything, but she just got a phone call that upset her. I heard her say "Fuck you asshole" as she hung up."
I of course wondered what that was about. That night when I got home I collected all the recorders and listened to them. There was nothing on the one from the bedroom phone or from the one under the seat of her car, but there was something on the one from the one by the phone in the kitchen. I had no idea what time the call came in, either after I left for work or just after Cookie got home from work, but the call was obviously from Jason's wife. After saying "Hello" the conversation went:
"This is she."
"Yes, I sent it."
"The note I enclosed should have explained it."
"He's lying to you. There is no way I went after him. I had no idea where he has been since he moved from here. I hadn't seen or talked to him until he showed up where I work and asked me to have lunch with him."



"Look honey; the tapes speak for themselves. You want to believe the asshole feel free, but keep in mind that this isn't the only place he travels to. You might want to consider what he is up to at the other places he visits."
"No. I doubt very much he will be looking me up after my sending you the tapes."
"Well fuck you too you stupid cunt!"
Then there was the sound of the phone being slammed down on its cradle followed by, "What a stupid bitch!"
Then followed the sounds of Cookie fixing dinner. I rewound the tapes and then put the recorders back in their hiding places. The call didn't prove anything one way or the other. All it proved was that Cookie had indeed sent Jason's wife some tapes, but the question was still there. Did she do it to force a wedge between Jason and his wife so Jason would be free Cookie to hook up with or was she really trying to burn him?
++++++++++++++++++++++
Another week went by and I decided that it was time for me to start checking out the attorneys on my list. I talked to a couple of divorced friends of mine and found out that they had both used the same lawyer and neither one had anything good to say about him so I crossed him off the list. Both friends told me that their ex-wives lawyers were pretty damned good and one of them was on my list so I put a check mark next to his name.
Once I decided that I was going to go for the divorce I started thinking of how to protect my business so I didn't lose it in the divorce. I talked with Uncle Mike about it and he came up with the solution to the problem. Since I was buying it from him and making payments to him he wrote me several letters and back dated them. The gist was that I was behind on my payments and if I didn't catch up by such and such a date he would take the business back. The last letter said he was sorry, but since I was four months behind in my payments he was taking the business back. I could stay on as manager, but at a reduced salary.
Everything was back dated to before I found out about Cookie and Jason. Since the original deal was between me and Uncle Mike and no other parties had been involved there was no way Cookie and her lawyer, whoever he turned out to be, could prove different.
The business secure I turned my attention back to my list of attorneys. After talking to several people I had narrowed the list down to two names, but before I could contact one of them circumstances changed. It was ten in the morning when Pauline's call came.
"Just keeping you up to date sweetie. Cookie was hauled off to jail about ten minutes ago."
"Hauled off to jail? You've got to be kidding."
"Not in the least."
"What did she do? Steal the office petty cash?"
"A little more serious than that. She put Jason in the hospital."
"What?!!"
"Jason came storming in here, called her a stupid fucking bitch for fucking up his marriage and told her that she would pay for it. I didn't see it happen myself, but a couple of the guys said it looked like Jason was going to hit her. One of the guys hollered at him and when Jason looked to see who yelled Cookie picked up the paperweight off of her desk and bashed him in the head with it.
"He fell to the floor and while he was down there she kicked him in the balls a couple of times and told him he was a cheating lying bastard and that he deserved whatever he got. Jason's head was bleeding pretty badly and someone called 911. That got the cops involved and they took Cookie away."
As I hung up the phone I was thinking that the question of the two of them getting together if Jason and his wife were to split was answered. Maybe, just maybe, Cookie had been telling the truth. I debated rushing down to the police station or waiting for Cookie to call me. I decided to sit tight. If I rushed down there she would want to know how I knew and if I told her it would also tell her that I was in touch with Pauline and I wanted to keep that a secret for a while. Always nice to have a spy in the other camp if you know what I mean.
Three hours later I got a call to come down and pick her up. The police had investigated and the people in Cookie's office all swore that Jason was about to hit her and she had defended herself so she was released on her own recognizance.
An asshole of an assistant district attorney decided that even though she was defending herself kicking a helpless man when he was lying on the floor bleeding was uncalled for and he charged her with simple assault. If she had gone for a jury trial she would have beaten it, but she opted for just appearing in front of a judge. He found her guilty, fined her three hundred dollars plus court costs and two hundred hours of community service.
She got a thank you card from Jason's about to be ex-wife with a short note enclosed saying that she should have used the paperweight on Jason's head a few more times.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
And the two of us?
We are putting it back together, but it is going slowly because I am still pissed over what she did and it flares up occasionally. Cookie knows that there is still a small kernel of doubt in my mind over what she did. Did she sleep with Jason? Was everything she did after I confronted her done because she was telling me the truth or because by then she had come to the realization that Jason had no intension of leaving his wife and so she did her best to make me think she was telling me the truth.
We are back in the same bedroom and Cookie's way of trying to make me forget is to try fucking my brains out. I'm willing to try to forget her actions, but I honestly doubt that I ever will. It might fade away for a while, but sooner or later something will happen that will bring that small kernel of doubt back Some one will say something, I'll see a picture of something or an old classmate will mention that he saw Jason somewhere and it all comes back. I think Cookie realizes that and so she goes out of her way to spoil me rotten.
Cookie still works at the real estate office and Pauline still works there also. Pauline and I have lunch every once in a while. She is still my eyes and ears at the office, but it has been almost eight months now and she has had nothing to report. I think Cookie and I are going to be okay, but I'm going to be a lot more vigilant from now on. Cookie knows that she has had her "One time shame on you" and that from now on I am never going to be in the "Two times shame on me" position and if she loves me as much as she says she does she will make sure that it never happens.
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Author's note: This has absolutely no redeeming value. It has precious little in the way of a plot or character development. Most, if not all, of the characters are not even remotely likeable. In short, it is pretty much what you have come to expect from me. Also I should add "Don't bother reading this Harry; you will hate it as much as you have everything else I have done."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'll start with a confession. I am a slut. I know I'm a slut and furthermore I enjoy the hell out of being a slut. All it took for me to become a slut was to graduate from high school and go off to college.
I was a good girl all through high school. I dated a lot and I did make out with my dates. There was a lot of touching and feeling, but it was all with clothing between the hand and what it was touching.
The closest I came to 'being bad' was in high school on prom night. For a couple of years I had been listening to my girl friends telling me how great sex was and how much they loved the orgasms they got. I'd been dating Ralph Mellon for three months and when he asked me to the prom I accepted and decided that on prom night I was going to experience what my friends were telling me about. I was ready. I was more than ready. I'd even swiped some condoms from my parent's bedroom in case Ralph didn't have any of his own.
The night started out great. The prom was fantastic. I looked great in my prom dress and Ralph looked like a total hunk in his tux. We hit an after prom party and that is where the night went to hell. Ralph got blind, stinking, shit faced drunk and I ended up having to take a cab home. I had to wake my dad up to get the money to pay the cab driver. My dad was not pleased. I was forbidden to date Ralph anymore, not that it mattered because I was so pissed at Ralph I wouldn't have dated him again anyway.
+++++++++++++++++++
I made it halfway through my freshman year in college before I met a guy I wanted to date more than once. I dated Ryan a half dozen times and I finally decided to give him my 'pearl of great price.'
We had gone out to dinner and then had gone to a party that he knew about. After some drinks and a lot of dancing I flat out asked him if he could afford a hotel room. "I can do better than that" he said and he took me by the hand and led me to a bedroom toward the back of the house. Once inside he told me to leave the lights off or they would show under the door and people would know someone was in the room and make a pretty good guess as to what was going on. They might even stick around to see who would come out. He told me to lock the door and that he would be right back and would knock three times. A couple of minutes later I heard the three knocks and I let him in. He came in and handed me a fresh drink and then we undressed each other.
I was nervous. I knew what was about to happen and I wanted it, but it was my first time. I closed my eyes, took a sip of my drink and a deep breath and then I kissed Ryan. Our tongues played with each other and his hand went down to rub my pussy. I moaned and he said:
"You are ready for this aren't you? You ready for me to fuck you?"
"Yes baby; I want you" I moaned.
He kissed my neck and rolled my nipples between his fingers and I reached with my hand and took hold of his cock. I ran my hand along it and he said:
"Put it where you wanted baby."
I spread my legs wide and pulled his cock until the head of it touched the entrance to my pussy and moaned:
"Do it Ryan; do it!"
He pushed a little and I felt him ease into my soaking wet pussy. I pushed up at him and he went in a little deeper. I had expected my first time to hurt a little, but it didn't. The hairbrush handles and other hard things I'd used to masturbate with must have opened me enough. Ryan pushed slowly at first and I told him to go faster. He began fucking me hard and I was pushing back up at him and it felt so god damned good that I was kicking myself for not doing it sooner.
I felt the heat building up inside of me and I began to shake.
"Oh yes baby, oh yes! Fuck me" I moaned as I clawed at his back. I was moaning and shaking and then I felt it. My orgasm came crashing down on me as I felt his cock pulse inside me. I clung to him as he filled me with his cum.
I was lying there panting and loving the warm feeling that an orgasm leaves you with when Ryan said that he had to go pee and would be right back. Three minutes later he was back and he moved over me and pushed his dick into me. I was amazed that he had gotten so hard again so fast. He did me much harder and much faster than he did the first time and he got me off twice before he finished. I was kicking myself for not having started back when my girl friends told me how great it was.
He got up to use the bathroom again and I wondered (remember -- this was my first time and I had no clue how men were after sex) if having sex did something to the male that made him have to go to the bathroom. A couple of minutes later he was back and ready to go again.
As his hardness slid into me and I wrapped my legs around him I started thinking that something wasn't right. I didn't know much about boys, but I had heard that it takes some time for one to recover. I was stretching to reach the light when my fourth or fifth orgasm hit me and I wrapped myself around him and hung on. When he softened and pulled out I sat up and turned on the light and saw that the guy who had just fucked me wasn't Ryan.
"Who the hell are you and what are you doing in here?"
"I'm Joe and Ryan told me that there was a girl in this room pulling a train and so I joined in."
"Get the hell out of here" I yelled as I stood up and pulled on my thong.
"Okay, okay; no need to get pissy. You enjoyed it as much as I did."
I grabbed the table lamp off the table and he turned and headed for the door. The problem was that I had indeed enjoyed it as much as he did. A minute after Joe walked out Ryan walked in with a fresh hard on leading the way. I put the lamp down, smiled at him, and told him to lie down on the bed so I could give him my first blow job. He lay down, stretched out and smiled up at me. I grabbed up the table lamp and smashed him right in the crotch. He howled and grabbed his genitals and I hit him another three or four times as I called him every name I could think of.
I dropped the lamp and walked out of the room to find a half dozen people there who had been attracted by Ryan's yells. I looked at them and then I said:
"If any of you are friends of that piece of shit give him a message when he stops crying. Tell him if he ever comes with in five feet of me again I'll cut his cock off with a dull knife."
I saw Joe standing behind the crowd and I walked over to him and said: "I need a ride home."
He looked at me for a couple of seconds and then said, "Let's go."
Once in the car he said, "What's the deal? Ten minutes ago you were ready to brain me with a lamp and then boom, you are asking me for a ride."
I told him what Ryan had done to me and how pissed and upset I was to find him with me instead of Ryan.
"It was only supposed to be Ryan; not Ryan and others."
"Wow! Your first time. I never would have guessed it from the way you were with me."
"I just can't believe that Ryan would do that to me."
"Ryan has been trying to get into the Phi Delta Theta fraternity and there were a bunch of Phi Delts at the party and I guess he was trying to make points with them. It will probably backfire on him on him though."
"How?"
"They are a pretty uptight group and when I tell them what he did and that you weren't a part of it they will probably blackball him and if they do no fraternity on campus will touch him."
"You will tell them? Are you a Phi Delt?"
"No, but my brother and two of my cousins are. Where do you live? You need to point me in the direction."
I looked at him without speaking for a couple of seconds and then said, "Did you mean what you said earlier? The part about enjoying it I mean?"
"Of course I did."
"Then maybe you could take me someplace other than home because to tell you the truth I did enjoy it very much."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was the start of my off again on again relationship with Joe. We would date and fuck like bunnies for a couple of months, get in an argument and split up. We would date others and then somehow end up together again. Since I liked sex I was putting out for those I dated when Joe and I were apart.
I had a reputation as 'easy' but even though I'd had a bunch of different guys I hadn't reached 'slut' status yet. That came in my junior year. I was back with Joe and we were double dating with his brother and his brother's fiancée. We had gone to dinner and then to a movie and after the movie we decided to go back to the three bedroom house that Joe shared with his brother and one of his cousins and play some cards.
We played four handed poker for a while and maybe an hour into the game there was a hand were I and Joe's brother Mack folded and dropped out. Joe bet and Francine (Mack's fiancée) said:
"I've got you beat, but I'm out of money."
"So put up a blow job instead of money and call."
"Okay. One blow job" and she turned over her cards to show four sevens. Joe stood up, unzipped and took out his cock and then he turned over his cards. Four jacks! Francine looked at Joe's meat and shrugged. "A bet is a bet" she said as she got up and went over and went to her knees in front of Joe and took his cock in her mouth.
I looked over at Mack with an incredulous look on my face. Mack saw the look and said:
"What?"
"She's your fiancée."
"And he's my brother."
"But she's your fiancée."
He shrugged. If I was in the right frame of mind I would have gotten up and walked out of the place, but I wasn't in the right frame of mind. I was pissed! That was my date that Francine had her lips wrapped around and the asshole was feeding his dick to her like I wasn't even in the room.
Did I mention that I was pissed?
"Fuck this" I said as I turned to face Mack. "She's not the only one in this room who can give blow jobs" and I stood up and moved over to him. He already had his cock out by the time I got to him and I bent at the waist and took him in my mouth and started to work on him. After about a minute Mack said:
"Blow jobs are nice, but I would much rather put my cock in a pussy instead of a mouth."
I stood up and said, "This is your place so you know where the beds are. Lead the way."
Five minutes later Mack and I were naked and fucking up a storm. He got me off just before he came, but I was wound up and I wanted more. I swung around and went down on him and went to work. He was just starting to show signs of life when my hips were grabbed and a cock started to push in me. I turned to tell Joe to get the fuck away from me and saw that it wasn't Joe. It was his cousin Dave. Well, I'd wanted more so I let Dave continue what he was doing and went back to work on Mack.
From the doorway I heard Joe's voice. "Damn it Dave; get away from her. That's mine."
I took my mouth off Mack long enough to say, "Ignore him Dave. You are doing just fine" and I went back to sucking on Mack.
Joe came over and started to pull Dave off of me and I took my mouth off of Mack again.
"Leave him the fuck alone Joe. You were in such a fucking hurry to get your dick in Francine's mouth so you can just go back to her. It will be a cold day in hell before you get anymore of me."
I looked at Dave and said, "Ignore him baby. Fuck me. Fuck me hard."
I went back to working on Mack's cock and Dave did just what I'd asked him to do. He came in me and then he and Mack traded places. I don't know how many times I came, but I hoped that Joe saw every one of them and realized what he had given up for a blow job from Francine.
Mack shot his load in me and then got up and said he needed to go and check on Francine. Dave pulled his cock out of my mouth, rolled me over on my back, put my legs up on his shoulders and then he fucked me hard. While he was pounding me Mack came back with Francine and they got on the bed beside us. Francine started sucking Mack's cock and when she got him up she moved over him and his cock slid right up inside her as she started fucking him cowgirl.
Dave came in me and then rolled me over on top of him and held me while his cock went soft. We laid there and watched Francine fuck Mack. When Dave became so limp that he fell out of me he rolled me over again and offered his soft cock to Francine's mouth and she wrapped her lips around him with absolutely no hesitation. I leaned on an elbow and watched the three of them as I wondered what the hell I had gotten myself into.
Whatever it was, I liked it.
Mack finally came in Francine and she got off him and pushed Dave down on his back. She had gotten him back up and she mounted him and rode him. Mack laid there watching, his limp dick lying on his leg. I saw it twitch and I moved over to him and took him in my mouth. I wanted more and I tried like hell to get him up, but Mack was done. He didn't have another fuck left in him and I knew that when Francine got done with Dave he wouldn't be worth much either.
I was really, really, really tempted to get up and go looking for Joe, but I'd told him that it would be a cold day in hell before he ever got any more of my pussy and I'd meant it. I ended up playing with myself while I watched Dave and Francine.
When they were done I told Dave that I needed a ride home. He told me that he would do it in the morning and then he took my hand and led me to his bedroom. I had been right. He didn't have anything left and we fell asleep together.
When he dropped me off in the morning he said, "I had a great time last night. Any chance we can do it again?"
"Just you and me or all of us?"
"However you want it."
I thought about it for a moment or two and then said, "Tonight. All of us."
"Including Joe?"
I thought about it for another couple of moments and then said, "Including Joe."
And just like that I was a slut.
For the rest of my junior year I pretty much lived at the house and Dave, Mack and Joe kept me busy. Most nights it was me and Francine on the bed next to each other as the three guys moved between us. It was almost always two of them on one of us while the other took care of the third man.
A month before the end of my junior year Chris, another cousin, joined us. It got really nasty when Francine or I had our 'time of the month' because whoever wasn't flowing had to satisfy four men. I'd been doing anal with Joe, Dave and Mack, but the first time I had to take care of all four while Francine was having her period was the first time I ever had three in me at the same time. It was awesome!!! I loved it.
Mack, Dave and Chris were members of the Phi Delta Theta fraternity and they talked me into going to a frat party with them one night and what a party it turned out to be. There was drinking and dancing and I was having a hell of a good time. Mack took me into one of the bedrooms and he fucked me and then Dave and Chris took a turn. While Chris was doing me some other guys came into the room and one of them stuck a cock in front of my mouth and after only a second's hesitation I took it. It was the start of my first train. I was told later that fourteen guys enjoyed the hell out of me enjoying myself.
After that I pulled a train at the Phi Delta house once every couple of weeks. When I asked Joe about it he looked at me and said,
"What do you mean?"
"You told me that they were a straight-laced bunch and would blackball Ryan for what he tried to do to me way back when."
"What I meant was that they are not a group to use underhanded methods to get girls. A willing girl is something else entirely."
"Thank God for that."
When the summer break came I convinced my parents to let me take summer classes so my senior year would be easier on me. The real reason was that I didn't want to go home for the summer and give up what I had going with the group. How in God's name I never got pregnant I'll never know, but I somehow managed to avoid it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The first day of classes in my senior year my life was turned upside down. The class was Strategic Management and the guy who took the seat beside me was a guy I had never seen before. He turned to introduce himself to me, our eyes met, and I swear to God a spark jumped between us. People say that there is no such thing as love at first sight, but something happened that day. Professor Holcolm passed around a seating chart and when the guy passed it to me I saw that he had printed Glen Morris in the space for his seat. I filled in my space and passed the sheet on and then turned to him and said:
"So tell me Glen Morris, where are you taking me on our first date?"
"Anywhere you want to go blond girl whose name I don't know."
I offered my hand and said, "Andrea Simms, but my friends call me Andi. Dinner and a movie to start?"
"Tonight work for you?"
"Absolutely."
That was the start of a relationship that ended up with me saying "I do" the following June.
My meeting Glen put and end to my activities with Joe, his brother and his cousins. Not that I really wanted to stop mind you, but because of Glen I had to. He wouldn't want a cock loving slut for a girlfriend and I fell for him hard enough that I wasn't going to do anything that would scare him away.
As far as scaring him away? I wanted to pull his pants down and fuck him silly on our first date, but I didn't. I wanted him bad, but I decided that the best thing to do was let Glen set the pace. I just hoped that he wasn't one of those "We have to wait until we are married" guys.
I needn't have worried. He didn't try to kiss me at the end of our first date, but he did ask me for a second and I did get kissed on that one. There were several kisses on the third and we spent half an hour steaming up the windows of his car on the fourth. He put a hand on my breast on the fifth and that was the trigger. I put my hand on his cock which was rock hard and straining to be set free from his tight jeans.
He said, "Are you sure?"
"I'm so sure that I don't even want to waste time looking for a bed. The back seat will do fine."
"That's tempting, but I wasn't expecting this and I'm not prepared. I need to get some condoms."
"I don't care about that. I intend to marry you and have your babies anyway so what if we get an early start. Besides, it is the wrong time of the month for me for anything to happen."
"Still, I don't want our first time to be on the back seat of my car."
He drove to a motel and got us a room.
I wanted him in me as soon as we entered the room, but he wasn't having any of that. He believed in foreplay and he was damned good at it. He kissed me from the head on down. He spent time on my breasts, licked my belly button and then ate me to my first orgasm of the night. When I went to repay the favor he held me off.
"Right now all I want is to feel your body surrounding me" and he gently pushed into me. Once he was all the way in he made love to me slow and easy until I started to moan and then he picked up the pace and fucked me through two orgasms before he had his. He eased out and settled down beside me and put his arms around me. It just felt so right and so perfect.
We cuddled for a while and then I moved down and took his limp cock into my mouth and went to work on it. In five minutes I had him ready and I moved over him and took him into me.
We made love four times that night and I got off each time. That was something that had never happened to me before. I'd had plenty of orgasms with Joe and the group, but I'd never had an orgasm each and every time we fucked.



From that night forward Glen and I made love five or six times a week.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd run into Joe, Mack or Dave from time to time and they always asked me when I would be coming back and I always told them never, that I'd met the man I was going to marry and that my slut days were over. They always laughed and said:
"You'll be back. Sooner or later you'll be back."
"No way. No fucking way!!"
Francine even called me once and asked me to please come back and help her out.
"They are wearing me out Andi. I need some help."
I kept saying no, but did I want to go back? Bet your buns I did, but I knew with a certainty that if Glen ever found out he would be in the wind and I was not going to let that happen. So no way was I going to do the threesomes and foursomes that I so loved and that I really missed.
A girl with my sexual appetites should never, ever say "No way!"
Glen had a death in the family and he had to fly back to Baltimore. He would be gone for anywhere from a week to ten days. On his third day gone I was sitting at a table in the Student Union cafeteria when Francine joined me at my table. I held up my hand and said:
"No way Francine; don't you even ask."
"I need a favor and it isn't that."
"What is it?"
"My car broke down and I had to have it towed to a shop. Can you give me a ride to the house?"
I hesitated and she said, "Don't worry Andi. There is no one there. Joe and Mack have classes and Dave is working."
"I guess I can do it then."
"Thanks a lot Andi; I really do appreciate it. I need to make a quick trip to the ladies and then we can go."
When we got to the house Francine said, "Come on in and have a cup of coffee with me. We haven't talked much lately and I want to hear all about this wonderful guy that you caught."
I figured that a half hour of conversation over coffee wouldn't hurt so I said okay and went into the house. I sat in the kitchen and watched as she set up the coffee maker to brew. She hit the switch to start the process and then turned to smile at me.
"Welcome back" she said and from behind me I heard, "And it's about damned time that you came back."
I turned and saw Joe, Mack, Dave and Chris standing there as naked as the day they were born and all four were sporting fully erect cocks. I wish I could say that I fought my way past them and fled the house, but of course I didn't. It was a long night and I promised myself that when I left for class in the morning I wouldn't ever be back and that I'd never speak to Francine or any of the guys ever again. If I saw them I would turn and run -- not walk, but run -- the other way as fast as I could.
I spent every night at the house until two days before Glen was due back. I wanted to give myself time to tighten up because I knew Glen would be horny as hell when he got back and five nights with Joe and the crew had to have opened me up a little.
I must have recovered enough as Glen didn't seem to notice anything when he got back. He wasn't back ten minutes and he was leading me into the bedroom.
I did manage to avoid Joe and the guys for the rest of the year and then Glen and I graduated and were married three weeks later.
++++++++++++++++++++
Glen and I decided that we didn't want children until we were thirty and more established. We both found jobs that we liked and the next three years slid by.
Things changed somewhat when Glen got a promotion that required him to travel. He would be gone anywhere from three to five days maybe once every three weeks or so.
The first thing to change was our love life. We usually made love five or six times a week and I suffered when he was gone. The second thing was that when he was gone I didn't want to sit at home and stare at the wall or watch the drivel that was on TV. I started stopping after work for drinks with some of the people that I work with. They usually stopped at the Alhambra Lounge which was just down the street from our offices.
The lounge had a live band Thursday through Saturday and a juke box loaded with music to dance to when the band wasn't there. My first night stopping with the crew was the first day of a four day trip that Glen was on. I found that several of my coworkers were party animals and that a couple of the girls were as big of a slut as I used to be. It came as a surprise to me since both Marge and Judy were supposed to be happily married.
We had only been there about forty minutes when Marge went out into the parking lot with a guy who had asked her to dance. The next one to make the trip to a back seat was Judy and I do have to admit that the 'well fucked' look they both had when they came back into the lounge had me remembering my wilder days. Judy had gone out with Jim from the parts department and I couldn't help but wonder -- given Judy's well fucked look -- what he was like as a lover.
I got hit on by a couple of guys I worked with and by a couple of guys who asked me to dance and I did get hard cocks pushed into me on the dance floor and it did turn me on, but I behaved myself. I had a good time and decided to do it again on the next night.
The next night it was Marge who took Jim out to the parking lot and Judy went out for some backseat time with Fred from Sales. I was asked to dance by several coworkers and lounge patrons and I said yes to anyone who asked. I was felt up, fondled and poked with cocks and I did get turned on, but I again behaved myself.
The third night it was Marge and Fred and Judy with some guy who had asked her to dance. I was dancing with Jim when Marge and Fred left and Jim said:
"I can tell from the look on your face that you are thinking about what a trip outside would be like. Want to find out?"
"No thanks. I'm happily married and my husband takes very good care of my needs."
"But your husband isn't here to take care of those needs right now. Besides, both Marge and Judy are happily married, but they still like to have fun."
While he was talking he had his hands on my ass and was pulling me into his hard cock. I again wondered what kind of lover he would be. I liked the attention I was getting and I did want to keep it coming so I pushed hard into his erection, lifted my face and kissed him. As I pulled my lips from his I said:
"Maybe someday."
The next night was Glen's last night away and I was as horny as a billy goat when I stopped at the lounge. I hadn't gone four days without making love since Glen and I had gotten married and I mean that. Even when Aunt Flo came to visit Glen and I still made love. So I guess you could say that I was primed and ready when Jim asked me to dance. As soon as we hit the floor and he had me in his arms he said:
"You are ready. I can smell it on you."
"Hubby will be home tomorrow. I can hang on that long."
"Maybe I can take the edge off for you."
"I told you I can wait for Glen."
"Okay, but I could still get you off without having sex with you."
"How in the world could you do that?"
"With my fingers and maybe my tongue. Take a trip out to my van with me and I'll show you."
"Oh no. You'll get me out there and I'll have to fight you off. Don't want to be in a position where I have to scream for help."
"No you won't. It wouldn't do my reputation any good for that to happen. I promise to keep it in my pants unless YOU unzip me and take it out and I won't even take your panties off."
"Bull hocky!! No man has that much self control."
Except that he did.
I did go out to the lot with him and we necked a bit to warm things up and he worked my boobs out and sucked on them as his hand moved up my leg. He pushed my panties aside and began finger fucking me. One hand working my pussy, the other working my right breast and his tongue fucking my mouth did indeed take the edge off. He got me off and he kept his cock in his pants. He was true to his word that it wouldn't come out unless I brought it out.
I've never been a cock teaser and I knew damned well that he was going to go home with a bad case of blue balls after what he had just done to me and I wasn't going to have that on my conscience. I worked his cock out of his pants and gave him a hand job. I almost turned it into a blow job, but at the last second I thought better of it. It would be bad enough if the word got around that I had given him a hand job and as it was I would be willing to bet that those who saw me walk out with Jim would think we were fucking.
As I drove home I was wondering why I hadn't. I was ready. I was more than ready and Glen wouldn't ever know. I guessed that the real reason that I didn't fuck Jim was because I knew that once I started I would never stop and that would be just asking for Glen to find out. Having that thought shook me a little. Basically what I'd just thought was that I would have done it if I could have been sure that Glen wouldn't find out. Was the slut that I had banished still around waiting for a chance?
+++++++++++++++++++++
Glen came home to an exceptionally horny wife who did her absolute best to fuck his brains out over the weekend and the next three weeks. At the end of those three weeks Glen was off on another trip, but he would only be gone two nights on it. I stopped after work with my coworkers on both of those nights and despite Jim's best efforts to get me to go out to the lot I managed to behave myself.
Well, kind of sorta. I did let the guys I danced with be a little free with their hands and if a cock pushed into me while dancing I pushed back. I wasn't being a cock tease, at least not in my mind, I was just being practical. When I first started stopping I'd had to pay for my own drinks, but once I loosened up I never had to pay for another drink. That was both good and bad. The good part was that it was easy on my pocket book. The bad was that when I wasn't paying for my own drinks I didn't pay too much attention to how much I drank.
It was on one of Glen's rare five day trips. He left on Monday and wouldn't be back until Saturday and by day three of his trip I was horny as hell. I stopped with the group and had my usual kind of night. I was felt up on the dance floor, had cocks pushed into me and had several invitations to visit the parking lot.
That particular night I wasn't paying any attention to how much I was drinking and I drank too much. Too much to drive home anyway. Fred offered to drive me home and I wasn't thinking too clearly and so I said okay. If I had been thinking clearly I would have called a cab. We turned in to my driveway and I turned to give Fred a kiss on the cheek and thank him for the ride, but he turned his head and the kiss meant for his cheek ended up on his lips. His tongue darted into my mouth and instinctively I sent mine into his.
His arms went around me and we started making out. The kisses got hotter and more passionate and then my bra was undone and Fred was working on my breasts and their super sensitive nipples. I didn't resist when he took out his cock and put my hand on it and I eagerly spread my legs when his hand went after my pussy. I moaned as his fingers entered me and as he finger fucked me I stroked his cock.
I didn't really think about what I was doing. I'd had too much to drink and that combined with my being super horny had me on autopilot. I was humping against Fred's fingers and moaning around his tongue as I worked his cock. Fred broke the kiss, put a hand on the back of my head and ever so gently pushed it down toward his cock. I was just opening my mouth to accept it when he chuckled and said:
"I always knew you were a slut and that I'd eventually get you."
Those words tripped a switch somewhere in my brain and I sat up, grabbed my purse and got the hell out of his car. I was cursing myself all the way into the house for almost fucking up.
At work the next day Fred stopped by my office and said, "Why did you run off last night? It was just getting good."
"Just get away from me Fred and stay away."
"Don't get pissy with me lady; you were enjoying the hell out of it."
"I'd had too much to drink and wasn't thinking clearly. Thank god you called me a slut and woke me up to what I was doing. Too bad for you Fred because you were home free until that comment. Now get your ass out of here and leave me alone and by that I mean from now on. Don't even ask me for a dance when we stop after work. He turned and left. I didn't stop with the group after work that night or the next and when Glen got home I did my best to reduce him to a puddle of jelly.
It was two weeks before Glen went out of town again and I stopped again with the group. I was my usual 'loose' self, but I watched how many drinks I had. I had several bought for me, but I didn't drink all of them. During one dance Jim said:
"Fred said he almost got you. It almost broke my heart. I always expected that I'd be the one you would give it up to."
I was feeling playful and so I said, "That's why Fred only almost got me. Had to save myself for you right?"
"Tonight?"
"No, not tonight, but maybe some day."
"You are bad. Just plain bad."
Fred took what I'd said to heart and he never again asked me to dance.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next nine months went by and it was pretty much all the same. I stayed home when Glen was there and stopped with the group when he was gone. I stayed pretty much a good girl; I say pretty much because twice when Glen was gone on five day trips I did end up out in the parking lot for some 'minor misbehaving.' Once I jacked off Jim while he finger fucked and french kissed me and once a really cute guy managed to talk me outside and we did the same thing that Jim and I had done.
It was two weeks after my one year anniversary with the company when my section head called me into his office and asked me how I felt about taking a road trip. The company was forming a team to visit customers and handle service problems, evaluate systems, make recommendations for upgrades and the like.
"We want you on the team. It will mean a raise of twelve thousand a year plus bonuses and you will go on an expense account. The down side is that some of the trips you will be going on will be going on could run as long as two weeks and I know that you are married so what do you think?"
"I want it, but I guess I'll have to talk it over with Glen. Do you need an answer right this minute?"
"No, but I would like to know by the end of the week."
Glen was luke warm to the idea, but we were saving up money for a down payment on a house and I pointed out that the raise and any bonuses I received could go into the house fund and that once we had the house I could quit the job or take a transfer to a different job inside the company. I also pointed out that with any luck my trips might coincide with his so we wouldn't miss much time together. He reluctantly agreed and I took the job.
++++++++++++++++++++
It worked out that my first two trips did coincide with two of his. The first one was a three dayer at the same time Glen had a two dayer and there was a three day trip at the same time Glen was on a four day one.
It was on my third trip that my life changed. It was a five day trip to Memphis. The team consisted of Jim, Judy, Mike, Mark and me. Every evening after leaving the customer's facility we had dinner together and usually hit the hotel lounge for a couple of drinks before calling it a night. Judy being Judy rarely spent a night in her own room. She was either in Mike's room or Mark's room and on the third night she left the lounge with both of them.
The evenings were no different for me than the nights I stopped with the group when we were home. I drank, danced, got felt up and even swapped tongues a few times. The forth night I was as horny as a billy goat and when Judy left with Mark Jim said:
"Some guys have all the luck."
I laughed and said, "Bullshit! You could have been the one she left with and you know it."
"Maybe, but I'm saving myself for you. Come on; let's dance."
Mike hooked up with some woman who was sitting at the bar and that left Jim and me alone to drink and dance. A couple of more drinks and dances with Jim's hands all over me and I was ready to take him on on our table with everyone watching, but I had just enough sense left to tell Jim that I needed to call it a night before I got stupid and cheated on Glen.
Jim's room was next to mine and so we went up together. I ran the key card through the slot and pushed the door open and Jim said:
"Don't I even get a kiss?"
I turned and offered him my mouth and his tongue snaked in and I automatically responded. It wasn't the first time I had tongue wrestled with Jim and he was a great kisser. How I got from that doorway to my bed with Jim driving hard into me I honestly don't remember, but I do remember pushing back up at him and crying:
"Harder, fuck me harder."
He got me off twice before he came in me. I felt him pulsing in me and I pushed up at him, wrapped myself around him and took him as deep as I could. When he pulled out I was still so horny that I immediately took his cock in my mouth and worked to get him back up. We screwed twice more before falling asleep.
In the morning when I woke up and found a man in bed with me I almost panicked until I remembered what happened. I was in the shower when the wake up call from the front desk came and woke Jim up. The first I knew that he was awake was when he climbed into the shower with me. He took the rag from me to do my back and ended up somehow doing some of the front which ended up with me getting it from behind while I leaned against the shower wall.
As we dressed I asked him to please keep what we had done to himself as I didn't want to get the same kind of reputation that Judy and Marge had and he promised me that no one would ever hear about it from him. That took a load off my mind that lasted all of ten minutes. We walked out of the room and into the hallway just as Judy and Mark walked out of Mark's room and saw us. Jim said:
"Sorry babe; God must not like you this morning."
I saw Mark's face light up and I could tell what he was think -- "I'm next."
At lunch time I saw Mark and Mike looking at me and talking and they were both looking at me the way wolves look at a lamb who had somehow managed to escape the safety of the pen. Our flight home didn't leave until 6 a.m. on Saturday so we had one more night to stay and that evening in the lounge when Jim asked me if I was ready for bed I knew what he was asking and I shrugged and said, "Let's go." What the hell; the horse was already out of the barn. It was a very active and enjoyable night and I'm sorry to say I felt no guilt when I boarded the plane to fly home to Glen.
I felt no guilt, but I did feel the need to make it up to Glen and so I didn't leave him alone for the rest of the weekend.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was two weeks before Glen's next trip and I never stopped with the group when Glen was in town, but not being at the bar didn't stop Mark and Mike (oh yes, Mark blabbed) from constantly hitting on me. They must have figured that since Judy and Marge were married and still put out and that I was married and had given it up to Jim that I was just like Judy and Marge and would take on any one. Wrong!!! Even Jim kept asking me when we could do it again and I had to keep telling him never; that the first time was a huge mistake that I could not afford to repeat.
Anyway, Glen's trip was a four day five night jaunt to San Diego so his first night gone found me with the group in the lounge. The first two nights were like most of the others. I drank, I danced, I got felt up and even kissed a few times, but unlike Judy and Marge I made no trips to the parking lot.
The third night I was a bit on the horny side so I did respond to some of the more blatant groping by pushing back into the hard ons that were poking my leg. Mark was the most persistent and at one point I thought he was going pick me up and carry me out to the lot. I wanted to fuck in the worst way, but I had promised myself that I wouldn't. I'd play a little, do some tongue swapping, get finger fucked and maybe, just maybe, give a hand job occasionally, but that was all I was going to do. Mark kept pushing and so I finally told him I'd give him what he wanted if he was willing to pay the price.



"What's the price?"
"I'll give you the nastiest blow job you have ever gotten and I'll even swallow your cum, but then I get to bite your cock off and spit it out onto the parking lot. If that works for you lets go; otherwise leave me the fuck alone."
We didn't even finish the dance because he couldn't get away from me quick enough.
Jim had been out of town for the first three nights, but he was back in time for the fourth. The night started out as usual. Drinks, dancing and some touchy-feely and about two hours into the evening as I was dancing with Jim I had an idea.
"Can I ask you for a big favor?"
"Depends. What is it?"
"Ever since that morning in Memphis when Mark and Judy saw you coming out of my room Mark and Mike will not leave me alone. Would you pretend to be my boyfriend and tell them you want them to leave your woman alone?"
"I could do that, but in order to make it believable you would have to act like my girlfriend."
"What do you mean?"
"Lots of necking, some trips to the parking lot, touching and stuff like that at work."
"I can do most of that, but I told you that after our last trip I don't want to cheat on Glen again so I don't know about trips to the parking lot."
"You never used to think of finger fucking and hand jobs as cheating."
"I suppose. I guess I could do that."
"Okay; come on and let's give the folks a show."
He put an arm around me and walked me out to his car in the parking lot. We got in on the front seat and started necking. Our tongues fought and he played with my breasts while I unzipped him and eased out his cock. I was stroking him as he worked his fingers into my pussy. Bear in mind it was the fourth night of Glen's trip and I was as horny as all get out and Jim's fingers had me squirming and panting when Jim said:
"Judy's coming out with Mark. Bend down like you are giving me head."
I did what he said and m face ended up about four inches from his cock and just about that time his fingering brought me to an orgasm and without even thinking about it I opened my mouth and took Jim's cock into it and started sucking. He must have been hot and ready because within seconds he came. I swallowed (I always swallowed) and when he stopped pulsing I looked up and saw Mark, Judy, Marge and Mike looking in the window. Jim chuckled and said:
"I guess they will buy the boyfriend story now."
Maybe it was because they were standing there watching or maybe it was the slut in me that I had been trying to deny, but whatever the reason I bent my head and took Jim's cock in my mouth and began working to get him up again. Jim said:
"You do know that if you get it up again we will end up on the back seat."
I took my mouth off of him long enough to say, "Good! We'll give them a hell of a show."
It was my first back seat screw since college and Mike and Judy stayed for the whole thing. I was looking into Mike's eyes as Jim pumped his load into me and caused me to climax and I smiled at Mike when he gave me a 'thumbs up.'
That night ended the pretense of my behaving myself when Glen was gone. Jim actually became my boyfriend and took care of my hornies when Glen was gone. There was no more parking lot play though. We would stop with the group for drinks and some dancing and then after a while we would head for Jim's place, but I always had to be home by ten in case Glen decided to call. He never had, but I wasn't going to take any chances. Jim said we should just go to my place and play and then after the phone call we could continue playing, but I said no. I would not do it in Glen's place and on Glen's bed. I was a cheating slut, but I did have a few lines I wouldn't cross.
+++++++++++++++++
There must be a Goddess of Sluts and she must have thought that I wasn't living up to my full potential so she decided to do something about it.
My team was sent to a small manufacturing plant in Romulus, Michigan. It was a six night, five day trip with us flying out on Sunday night and scheduled to fly home the following Saturday morning. Normally I would have got a ration of crap from Glen over a trip that long (he had been luke warm on me taking the job in the first place) but fortunately this turned out to be one of the times that we both took trips at the same time.
The team consisted of Mike, Mark, Ralph (a new guy who had only been with the company a short time) and me. It was a typical trip. We checked into the hotel Sunday night late and spent the next day at the customer's facility. We had dinner and then some drinks and did some dancing. I was at a table with three guys who kept me out on the floor. They were also feeding me drinks, but I wasn't watching them since I didn't have to worry about driving home.
The first two nights there was the usual 'touchy-feely' and dick poking into my leg that sent me to my room horny. The third night was the night the Goddess of Sluts was setting me up for. I'd been without sex for four days and I was naturally horny and the touching, feeling and dick poking just made it worse. I finally had to call it a night before I lay down on a table and took on all comers.
Mark, Mike and Ralph all decided to call it a night also and we were in the elevator and on the way up to our floor when Mark grabbed me and kissed me. His tongue shot into my mouth, I responded and the kiss got passionate. He broke the kiss and Mike's mouth found mine. Another passionate kiss and then it was Ralph's turn. My legs were like jelly when we reached our floor and the elevator stopped and the door opened. Mike pulled me into his arms and kissed me while Mark pulled my purse away from me. Mike carried me down the hall with my arms around his neck, my feet not touching the floor and with his mouth and tongue still working on mine. He walked me right into my room that Mark had opened with the key card from my purse.
Mike was still holding me up with my feet still not touching the floor as he continued to kiss me. While I was held in the position Mark or maybe Ralph reached up under my skirt and pulled my panties off me. A hand moved up my leg and fingers pushed into my pussy -- again maybe Mark or maybe Ralph -- and suddenly I didn't care. Three or thirty, I was ready and I pulled my mouth away from Mike's and said:
"Fuck me! Somebody fuck me!"
Mike walked me to the bed and set me down on it and I rolled over on my back, pulled up my skirt, spread my legs and waited. Mike unzipped and he must have been afraid that I would suddenly come to my senses and stop things so he didn't even undress. He just pulled out his cock, moved between my legs and mounted me while Mark and Ralph stripped. My skirt was up above my waist and my nylon covered legs were up on Mike's shoulders with my high heels pointed up at the ceiling as Mike pounded into me.
I was pushing up at him with my fingers dug into his ass when Ralph moved to put his cock in my mouth. I had it open to receive him when Mark pushed him out of the way claiming 'seniority.' I wrapped my lips around Mark and he started face fucking me. Mike came and Mark quickly took his place which gave Ralph his chance at my mouth. When Mark got off Ralph moved to take his place and moved me up onto my hands and knees so he could take me doggie.
Mike had undressed and he lay down in front of me and I lowered my head and took him in my mouth. While Ralph was fucking me he was working my butt hole with his fingers. I was pushing back at him trying to get his cock in deeper and he thought I was telling him I wanted him in my ass so he pulled out of my pussy and started working his cock into my butt. When Mark saw that he said:
"Damn guys; I bet she'll let us make her airtight."
If I hadn't had my mouth full of cock I probably would have screamed out "Yes! Do it!" Ralph pounded my butt until he shot off and when he pulled out Mike moved to take his place. I rolled over and panted:
"Not until I get undressed."
I started stripping and Mike said, "Leave the nylons and heels on. Nothing sexier than fucking a woman wearing heels."
I got down to heels and hose and said, "How do you want me?"
"I want your ass. How do you want it?"
"Doggie. Always doggie for butt fucking."
Mike was rooting around in my root cellar and Mark had moved to face fuck me and as my mouth close around his cock he asked:
"Have you ever been three holed?"
I pulled my mouth off of him and said, "Yes" and went back to sucking his cock. "You like it?" I did my best to nod a "yes" without losing his cock. He pulled his cock out of my mouth and said, "Let's do it" and the three of them arranged things to suit them. Mark got on his back and I mounted him cow girl and then leaned forward so Mike could move in behind me and get back in my ass. Ralph moved next to me so my mouth could get to his cock and then the three of them worked me. I lost count of how many times I came.
I don't much remember who went where and in what order; all I know is that at three in the morning I still wanted to fuck and the three of them were shot and couldn't get it up to save their lives.
The next day after we had finished at the customers and had finished dinner Ralph said:
"Any one up for some drinks and dancing?"
I said. "I'm going up to my room" and I stood up, picked up my purse and then looked at the three as I said, "And I hope that I'm not going alone."
It was a repeat of the previous night except that the three didn't make it past eleven-thirty. The fifth night Ralph said:
"We could skip dinner and get an early start."
"Okay by me" I said and we headed for my room. I had spent some time during the day thinking about the situation so when we got to the room I said:
"Ass and mouth only guys. Hubby almost never uses my butt so I need to give my love box a rest so when hubby goes there Saturday night he will be able to feel the sides."
They had somehow gotten some stamina back and they were able to make it until almost one-thirty. As we were breaking up for the night I told them I needed to taper off before going home so I'd only do one of them Friday night and I'd leave it up to them to see who it would be. They did 'rock, paper, scissors; right there and Mike won. I reminded him that it would be mouth and ass only and he said:
"No problem. I love your ass and your mouth is pretty damned good too."
Friday night Mike gave a good account of himself, but I was still craving more. Three nights of being fucked by three men had me wishing that Mike had a half a dozen guys helping him. I'd just given up trying to get him hard one more time when he said:
"This has been one hell of a week and I doubt that I will ever forget it. Are you okay? I mean you aren't too upset over what we did to you?"
"Have I acted upset? I seem to remember begging for it more than a couple of times."
"Yeah, but I mean the way we got you to do it."
"What do you mean?"
"That first night Mark dropped something into one of your drinks. I think it was Ecstasy or something like that. It was supposed to make you super horny and want to fuck all night."
I smiled at that. I didn't need a pill to make me want to fuck all night. I guess the right response to Mike's confession should have been:
"That rotten no good fucking bastard! I'll cut his fucking cock off the next time I get my hands on it" but what I said was, "I'll have to thank him for that."
"Will we be able to do it again sometime?"
I thought about it for a couple of seconds. The slut had come out of her hiding place and there was no sense in trying to deny my true nature any longer so I said:
"Probably, but only on trips away from home."
I spent the weekend making Glen happy. I almost think he was glad to be able to go to work on Monday just so he could get some rest.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
First thing Monday morning I grabbed Jim and told him what had happened on the trip before he could hear it from some one else and he said:
"Does this mean that I'm not your boyfriend anymore?"
"No silly. You are still my man when Glen is gone."
"Am I going to have to share you with them?"
"Maybe on trips, but at home I'm just yours. And Glen's of course."
I could tell he was upset so I did something that I'd not done before. I talked him into a long lunch and I spent two hours sucking and fucking him. It was the first time I had ever done it when Glen was in town and I promised myself that it wouldn't happen again.
It was three weeks before Glen went on another three day trip and I spent all three nights he was gone with Jim, but every night I was wishing it was with Jim, Mike, Mark, Ralph and maybe a couple of others.
Two weeks after Glen got home it was my turn to take a four day three night trip. There were only three of us that time -- Jim, Mike and me. The first night at dinner Mike asked if we were going to party in my room. It always had to be my room in case Glen should call. He almost never did, but I wasn't going to take chances. I looked from Mike to Jim as I thought about it and then remembering how upset Jim had been when I confessed my gang bang and said it probably would happen again on trips I said:
"It is up to Jim. If he wants to share it is okay with me."
It was Jim's turn to think about it and he took a minute before saying, "I think I want her for myself tonight, but I'm open to sharing for the next two nights."
Mike showed disappointment, but he had a least two nights to look forward too and believe me when I say that he made the most of them when he got them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next seven months Glen made five trips and I made four. On Glen's trips I pretty much lived with Jim until Glen came home. On two of my four trips there was me and three guys, including Jim, and he always took the first night alone and on the other nights it was gang bang time. On the other two trips Judy was along and I had to share the guys who were with us.
And then things changed again. Glen and I had finally saved enough for a good sized down payment on a house. We found one that we both liked, closed on it and moved in. We were no sooner moved in than Glen decided that it was time that we should start a family. I put the diaphragm away and went off birth control pills. The only other change was that I limited Jim and the other guys I went on trips with to mouth and butt only until I got pregnant. They didn't seem to mind.
It took Glen three months to get me with child and the positive test and the doctor's visit to get confirmation coincided with one of Glen's three day trips so Jim got to bury himself in my pussy for the first time in a while.
Three weeks later I had a three night, four day trip to Albany, Georgia and the team was the same team that had been with me for my first gang bang as a married lady. When we sat down for dinner that evening all four of us knew what was going to follow the meal and it wasn't going to be drinks and dancing.
It started in the elevator when Ralph pulled me to him and kissed me while Mark was unbuttoning my blouse. He had my blouse open, my bra unsnapped and my breasts out in the open when the elevator stopped and the door opened. There were three women about my age standing there waiting for the elevator and one of them laughed and said, "You go girl" as the three men hustled me off the elevator and down the corridor to my room.
It was not a repeat of the first time. The first time it was a while before we got around to the 'airtight' business, but this time we went right to it. We were not in the room five minutes before Mike was in my pussy, Mark was in my ass and Ralph was in my mouth. For the next three hours it stayed the same. Two of them were fucking me while I was trying to get the third back up again with my mouth. There were a few slack periods when two were limp at the same time and my hands had to work on one while my mouth was on the other, but there was always at least one hard enough to keep me going.
The next night was a repeat of the first night and on the last night I limited them to mouth and butt hole and it didn't slow them down one bit. On the way to the airport Mike said:
"You love what we do on these trips so why don't you ever do it when we are home? Why do you limit yourself to just Jim?"
"Because the likelihood of getting caught when I'm on a trip is almost nil, but the odds go way up when you start doing it at home."
"We would be careful right guys?"
Both Ralph and Mark said, "Hell yes" and I said, "Sorry guys, but I just won't take the chance."
I was in my sixth month and I looked like I had swallowed a basketball and I was as horny as a woman could be. As my pregnancy progressed I seemed to want more and more sex and Glen some how got it in his mind that he needed to back off so as not to hurt the baby. The result was that there were times I wanted to just grab the first man I saw and fuck his brains out. I was in that condition when Glen flew out on a five day six night trip. He flew out Sunday night and wouldn't be back until the following Saturday.
I went into work Monday morning feeling ready to fuck Jim on the break room table and only the knowledge that Jim would be fucking me that night kept me from dragging some one -- any one -- into the supply closet. Then I got the bad news. There had been a death in Jim's family and he had flown back to New York and would be gone all week. I wanted to scream when I heard that.
About an hour after I got that news Mark walked past my office and I called out to him. He came in and I asked him if he had any plans for the evening.
"No. Why do you ask?"
"Jim is out of town and I need some one to fill in for him."
"You serious?"
"Dead!"
"Then I guess I do have plans. Want to leave early?"
"I can't leave early because I have a meeting with Cargill at four. It should be over by four-thirty and then we can get out of here. How about a long lunch?"
The nice thing about having some one that you fuck regularly is that you don't have to waste a lot of time on seduction or foreplay. You walk into the room, strip and get right down to things. I was on the bed and with my legs spread wide within three minutes of walking into the hotel room and Mark was only seconds behind me. He fucked me, I sucked him hard and he fucked me again. I got him up a second time and he was just about to slide his cock into my asshole when he saw the clock and said:
"Oh shit! We have to get back to the office."
I was so hot and ready for his meat that I almost cried when he got off the bed and started dressing.
The nooner had just whetted my appetite and the meeting with Cargill seemed to go on and on and on. When the meeting was over I raced over to Mark's and I was unbuttoning my blouse as I walked up his front steps. My tits were on display when he answered the doorbell and saw me.
"Just a little eager are we?"
"Shut the fuck up and get me to a bed."
I was so wet that he slid right in and then I wrapped myself around him, locked my ankles behind him, dug my nails into his ass cheeks to pull him in deep and urged him to fuck me and fuck me hard. He did me hard for several minutes and brought me to a shuddering orgasm and I was just coming down from it when I heard:
"My turn next."
I looked over Mark's shoulder and saw Mike standing there naked. Mark said:
"You were so hot at lunch that I knew that there would be no way I could handle you on my own so I called for back up."
"Bastard!" I said, but even as I said it I was spreading my legs wide for Mike. As Mike pushed in to my wet hole and Mark presented his limp dick to my mouth Mark said:
"Ralph should be here any time now."
By then I didn't care and I had my legs wrapped tight around Mike. Ralph arrived just before Mike spilled his cum in me and when Mike pulled out Ralph pushed right in. After that it was one after the other, two at a time and three at a time until none of the three could get it up again. As Mike and Ralph dressed (I was staying the night) Ralph asked me:



"Are we going to do this again tomorrow night?"
"It is our poker night" Mike said.
"So what?"
"There will be three other guys here and she doesn't know them."
Ralph turned to me and said, "What do you think?"
I thought about it for a minute. I had never intended to ever do anything at home like what I'd just done. I didn't do what I should have done when Mike walked in -- got up and left -- but I didn't and what was done was done. I looked at the three of them one at a time and then said:
"I'm still wanting it and you three are out of service. Maybe six could stay with me."
"Are you sure about this" Mark asked.
"As long as your three friends don't mind fucking a fat broad count me in."
Mike laughed and said, "You are sexier pregnant than most women when they are not."
The next night was reminiscent of my days in college when I pulled trains at the Phi Delta house.
I was there with Mark when the players started to arrive. In addition to my three studs there was George, Sam and Harry. When the game started I hustled around keeping the beer bottles and the baskets of chips full. As I moved around the table Mike, Mark and Ralph would reach out and fondle me and I saw the three new guys look at each other and I wondered if they had been told what my real reason for being there was. It didn't take long for them to find out.
Ralph called me over to him and showed me his cards. "Good hand huh?"
"Pretty good."
"Kiss me for luck" he asked as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. I bent at the waist and took his cock in my mouth and swirled my tongue around it a couple of times and then stood up as he called Harry's bet. When the hands were laid down Ralph's full house took the pot. Ralph called me over, had me lean down so he could whisper in my ear.
"Take your panties off and sit on my cock."
I giggled and said, "I don't have any panties on."
I swung over him and eased myself down on his cock and slowly began to ride him as Mike dealt out the next hand. Mark picked up his cards, looked at them and then said:
"Fuck this shit!"
He threw his hand in, got up and walked over to me as he unzipped and then presented his cock to my mouth. I opened wide and took him in and the card game was over and the gangbang was on. An hour into it George was fucking me in the ass and he asked me if I did this sort of thing often. I laughed and said:
"As often as I can."
With six guys to take care of there was a lot of three hole action going on and as usual I was loving it. This party was like most of the others in that it was over before I was and as the party broke up Mike said, "Tomorrow night again?"
"You betcha, but make sure that you take your vitamins. I want it to last longer than tonight."
George and Sam asked if they would be welcome and I told them to make sure that they also took their vitamins. The third night was a repeat of the second night minus one man. The fourth night was just Mike and Mark because Ralph had someplace he had to go and as was becoming usual I limited things to ass and mouth only in case Glen wanted to play when he got home. The last two nights I stayed home and just soaked in the tub.
It was a good thing that I had done as much as I did during the week since Glen made no attempt to play when he got home and when I tried to start something he told me he was too tired.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two weeks Glen didn't seem like he wanted to make love at all. He was either too tired or his back hurt or he just didn't feel good and up to it. I was so horny I was ready to climb walls. Then it was my turn to go out of town for a three day two nighter and the trip changed my life yet again.
I climbed on the plane ready to fuck one of the guys in the lavatory. I wanted to but I knew I wouldn't. The one certainty was that Jim, Mike and Ralph were going to have their work cut out for them when we reached Saginaw. Fifteen minutes after the captain made the announcement that cell phones and other electrical devices could be turned back on Jim, our team leader, received a phone call telling us to return home as the customer had just filed for bankruptcy.
We got off the plane at the Tri-City airport, went to the ticket counter and got set up on the next flight back home. While we waited for the flight I listened to the guys bitch because they weren't going to get to play with me after all. They were not near as disappointed as I was.
I got home about a half hour later than my normal time and I saw that Glen was already home. I smiled as I thought of how surprised he was going to be when he saw me. The surprise was all mine. I walked in and saw a woman's purse on the kitchen table and it wasn't one of mine. There was no one downstairs so I headed for the stairway to the second floor and at the bottom of the stairs I saw a high heeled shoe and three steps up I saw its mate. Again, they weren't mine. I retraced my steps to the kitchen and went into the purse on the table, took out the wallet and opened it. Celia Foster is what the driver's license said.
Celia Foster was Glen's secretary.
I kicked off my shoes and moved as soundlessly as I could up the stairs and down the hall to the bedroom. I was about five feet away from the door when I heard:
"Oh yeah baby, like that. Just like that. You feel so good in my pussy."
"Your pussy feels so tight. I like being in your pussy."
"Better than your wife's?"
"She's not tight anymore since she got pregnant."
"Is that why after four years you started coming on to me?"
"Can you stand honesty?"
"Sure I can."
"I wanted you the first day you came to work for me, but you were off limits because I was married and wouldn't cheat on my wife."
"Yet here we are and I'm so glad. Oooh yes; that's it baby, just like that. Why now?"
"Because I'm horny as hell and I can't get turned on by my wife. She looks like she swallowed a watermelon and I can't get a hard on when I look at her."
"Well I'm glad you feel that way. I've wanted you since the day I started working for you and I didn't think I'd ever get you. God knows I've tried. I've gone braless with low cut blouses and bent over in front of you a hundred times but you never gave me a tumble until three weeks ago. Enough talk lover; this bed is so much more comfortable than the desk in your office so fuck me on it. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard."
There was more, but I'd heard enough and I backed away and went back downstairs. I was pissed! The rotten bastard was cheating on me! And no, there wasn't any double standard thing going on here. I was cheating on him, but I gave him everything that I had. Even after being gang banged I'd fuck him into exhaustion and still be trying to get him up again, but he was fucking his whore of a secretary and he wouldn't fuck me?
That sucked!!!
Even though I was pissed I kept myself under control. I wouldn't go storming in on them screaming and hollering at them in a rage. I'd just file it away and use it if Glen ever found out about me. You know, the old:
"Why are you upset Glen? I'm only doing what you do. I never did it until I came home one day and found you fucking Celia on our bed. I figured if sex outside the marriage was okay for you it would be okay for me."
What could he say to that?
I went back to Celia's purse and looked in her wallet. She had a hundred and twenty-six dollars in it and I took a hundred. If she was going to fuck my husband she was going to pay for the privilege even if she didn't know it. I smiled as I thought of how she would be when she went to get the money out of her purse and it wasn't there.
I quietly left the house and as soon as I was down the street I called Mark.
"Would you like a house guest tonight?"
"Of course I would. What's up?"
"Tell you when I get there. Mind calling the guys and seeing if they want to play?"
"I'll just bet you that they will."
I didn't call Jim because my 'boyfriend' liked to keep me for himself, but I was at a point where I needed a hell of a lot more than one guy could give me. When Jim found out he would be pissed, but it couldn't be helped.
Mike was already there when I got there and Ralph showed up before I got my coat off. I had already fucked Mark and Mike and Ralph was buried in my ass making me squeal with delight when the doorbell rang and Sam and George -- two guys from the poker party -- joined us. I looked at Mark and he laughed.
"Don't look at me that. You know damned well that you would like four or five more if I could have found them on short notice."
He was right, but I couldn't tell him that because Mike was in my mouth. Then it got busy and I lost track of who and in what combinations until we called it quits around midnight. When everyone was gone Mark cuddled up behind me, slipped his cock into my ass and we fell asleep like that.
The next morning at work I told Jim what had happened and then I asked him if he still wanted to be my boyfriend.
"Of course I do. Why would you even ask?"
"Because of last night and the fact that it wasn't you that I called. You tend to want to keep me for yourself and last night there wasn't any way you could have kept me satisfied. It is probably a hormonal problem, but the longer my pregnancy runs the hornier I seem to get. There are times I really, really, really need more than one cock and I need to know if you can handle it."
"You are right; I do want you all to myself. I keep hoping that your husband catches you and kicks you out so I can have you full time, but I am a realist so I'll take what I can get when I can get it."
"That's a sweet thing to say, but I love my asshole of a husband and I'll hang on to him for dear life. Want a house guest for tonight? I'm still out of town as far as Glen is concerned."
"Can we both call in sick tomorrow?"
"Sure. Why not."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
From then until my eighth month every time Glen was gone for more than three days his first night gone was gangbang night. The second night would be taper down night with usually only two and once in a while three and the third night would be just Jim. A short two night trip would have me with only Jim. Glen did have one six night trip during that period and the first three nights were gang bang nights. The second night of that trip I did nine guys and for the first time since I started cheating I was fucked into exhaustion. After my seventh month I stopped taking trips so I had to rely on Glen's trips to give me what I seemed to have to have.
Glen was still fucking Celia or at least I think he was. He was working late a lot more and he had started going in to work on the occasional Saturday which are things he had never done before I got pregnant.
I was in my eighth month when I discovered something. It started with me finding several long red hair strands on one of the pillows. The only person I knew with red hair was Celia and since I had washed the sheets and pillow cases the previous Saturday the hairs had to have been left recently. That told me that Glen and Celia were sneaking home during the day while I was at work. I left them there and the next day there were a couple more. Again I left them there and the next day I found a small trace of lipstick on one of the sheets.
It dawned on me that it was not accidental. Celia wanted me to find her signs. She wanted my Glen and she was setting things up so I would confront him and kick him out of the house and then she could move in on him. If I needed confirmation I got it on Saturday when I did the laundry. There was a pair of panties in the laundry hamper that were not mine. Celia knew that I'd find them and that I would know that they weren't mine.
Monday Glen left on a two day trip and at lunch time on Tuesday I dropped by his office at noon and invited Celia to join me for lunch. Her curiosity got her to accept and we went to the diner across the street. There was some general chit-chat until our order had been taken and then I said:
"How are you and Glen getting along? Got a good relationship?"
"What do you mean?"
"To be a really good secretary you have to be in tune with your boss so I'm just wondering if you and Glen have a good relationship."
"Yes. I think we do; it does seem to be working."
"Good. Good relationships are important in the work place. Of course it goes without saying that they should be kept there" I said as I took a bag out of my purse and slid it across the table to her. She opened the bag and found an envelope and her panties. She was staring at the envelope and I said:
"Go ahead and open it."
The envelope contained the hairs and the piece of sheet I'd cut out that had the lipstick smudge on it. As she opened the envelope I said:
"The hairs and lipstick smudge were kind of subtle, but the panties were kind of blatant don't you think?"
She looked up at me quickly and I said, "Don't waste time on denials. I came home early one day about two months ago while you and Glen were playing in the bedroom. You can say you have no idea of what I'm talking about, but it was your purse on the kitchen table and your voice that asked him if your pussy was better than mine."
"So that's were my money went."
I smiled and said, "I felt it only fair that if you wanted my man you should pay for the privilege."
Just then our order came and after the waitress was gone I said, "The fact that I know this and haven't kicked him out should tell you that you are wasting your time trying to get me to do it now. I heard him tell you why he can't get it up around me and that little problem will go away in another two weeks or so. Six weeks after that the doctor should clear me to have sex again and I can promise you that I will keep my hubby so worn out that he won't have any left for you.
"But I'm not heartless. Glen obviously has needs and I love him enough I don't want to see him suffer so you can keep on keeping him satisfied until I'm able to take over. Just understand that I'm not giving him up. Do we understand each other?"
"Why are you doing this?"
"Easy. Because I love him and I recognize that he is just a man and all men are basically weak creatures. Sometimes, especially if you have a good one, you need to make allowances. Also I know my man. Once I resume my wifely duties the guilt he will feel over what he did while I was pregnant will have him doing anything that I want. I didn't lose anything on the deal. The pregnancy scrambled my hormones (and here I told a whopper) and I lost all interest in sex so Glen didn't give you anything that I wanted for myself. So enjoy the next eight weeks."
I smiled at her and I got up and walked away from the table. She was so shocked that I don't think she realized that I'd stuck her with the check.
Would she tell Glen about our little meeting? I didn't think so, but so what if she did? He would be guilty and contrite and I would be forgiving and if he ever found out about my playing I'd just say I felt a powerful need to get even.
I don't think she told Glen. I saw no change in him over the next two weeks and during that period he 'had to work late' four times and he went into work on one of the Saturdays.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Wednesday and Glen had called me at work to tell me that he had to work late so not needing to rush home I was at Jim's apartment and in the middle of sucking hi cock when my water broke. It wasn't supposed to because my due date was still eight days away. Jim drove me to the hospital and I finished his blow job on the way. I wondered how many other pregnant women had arrived at the hospital to give birth with the cum of a man other than their husbands in her mouth. Oh yeah! I was most definitely a slut.
I called Glen at his office when I got to the hospital and was not the least bit surprised when all I got was the recorded message. After the beep I left a message. I called his cell and didn't get an answer there either so I left him voicemail message.
If you ever wanted to see what pure unadulterated guilt looked like you needed to be in my hospital room to see the look on Glen's face when he rushed in. Just imagine it. Buried in his secretary's pussy when his wife was in labor needing him. He was full of apologies and I just listened to him and never once asked him why I couldn't reach him. I could just imagine how it would hit him when he went into work and got my message. He would know that I knew he wasn't at work which is where he told me he would be. I wondered if he would ever bring it up and offer some excuse. I would never bring it up. Let him worry about it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The six weeks between Glen junior's birth and the doctor's clearing me to have intercourse again were an absolute hell for me. I can't even begin to describe how horny I was. I was on maternity leave and not around my four studs not that I could have done much with them anyway. I could suck cock and if they were slow and gentle I could take it in the butt. It would at least have been something and I would have settled for it, but I couldn't even get that.
Glen had arranged it so he wouldn't have to take any more trips until I was back on my feet. He wanted to be home so he could hover over me and take care of me. It was really sweet of him to be that way, but the help I needed I couldn't ask him for. I could -- and did -- suck his cock, but he wouldn't even lick my pussy until the doctor cleared me for sex and there was no way I could ask him to tap my ass. He had only done it once and when it was over and he pulled out and saw shit on his dick he almost barfed and said that he wouldn't do anal ever again.
The big day finally came and on a Tuesday morning the doctor cleared me to resume sexual activity. The problem was that twenty-four hours earlier Glen had left on a five day four night trip. I really, really wanted Glen to be my first, but he was gone and as horny as I was there was no way I could hold out for another four days.
I called Jim to see if he was free that night and lucky for me he was. My problem was that I couldn't leave the house because since Little Glen had come on the scene Big Glen had started doing something that he had never done before. He started calling home every night he was away so I had to stay home. That meant that I was going to have to break my long standing rule of never doing it in Glen's house. I was able to avoid doing it on Glen's bed (why it mattered I don't know since Glen was doing Celia on it) by using the guest bedroom.
Jim arrived as I was breast feeding Little Glen. He sat and watched the baby suckle and the look on his face told me what he wanted to do. It was something else I couldn't get Glen to do. I smiled at Jim and said:
"Come on. He's only using one of them."
A couple of minutes later the phone rang. I had the cordless sitting next to me for when Glen called. I answered the phone and after exchanging greetings Glen asked me what I was doing.
"I'm breast feeding" I said as I looked down at the two mouths working on my breasts.
"I wish I could be there with you."
"I wish you could be here too" and I really did mean it. I would rather have had Glen there with me than Jim, but it hadn't worked out that way.
After Glen hung up I burped Little Glen, put him down to sleep and then led Jim to the guest room where we proceeded to make up for lost time. We took it slow and easy the first two times, but after I sucked him hard and got him up for a third time I told him that I needed him fast and hard. I woke Jim up with a blow job in the morning and sent him off to work freshly fucked.
The next night Jim was there again when Glen called only that time my legs were up on Jim's shoulders as he pushed his cock deep into me. I made Jim quit while I took the call. He didn't want to because he thought it would be a hell of a kick to be fucking me while I was talking to Glen, but I wouldn't allow it. It the morning Jim called in to work and told them he was taking a personal day and he spent the entire day with me. I made Jim go home that night and I didn't have him over the last night Glen was gone.



I was well broken in when Glen did get home and I spent the weekend trying to turn him into a worn out wreck.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
My ego took one hell of a shot three days later when Glen called me and told me he had to work late. He didn't know that I knew that "working late" meant that he was fucking Celia. That wasn't supposed to happen. I'd told Celia that I would keep Glen so worn out that he wouldn't be able to give Celia any. She was probably on her knees sucking his dick and laughing at me when he called.
Anyway that was the picture that I still had in my mind two weeks later when Glen left on another trip. He had 'worked late' three times and had gone in to work on one Saturday and each time he called I just knew that his cock was either in Celia's mouth or pussy so on Glen's first night gone when he called I had Jim's cock in my pussy and I didn't make him take it out as I took the call. I did tell him to slow down and take it easy so Glen wouldn't hear anything that would make him suspicious.
The next night when he called I had Jim in my pussy, Mark in my ass, Ralph in my mouth and I was jacking off Mike. The only one I had stop was Ralph. I couldn't very well talk with my mouth full now could I?
How did it happen that my entire crew was there with me that night? Jim told Mike I was back in operation and Mike called and asked when he could come over and play and I told him that he could come over the next time Glen took a trip. He told Mark and Mark called and said "What about me?" When Ralph heard that Mark and Mike were coming over he called and said, "Don't you love me any more? How come Jim, Mike and Mark, but not me?" Anyway, Jim took his 'only me' stance on the first night and the other three got to join in on the second and third nights. The fourth night was 'taper off' night with Just Jim and the last night was soak in the tube night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
There was a day care center in the building next to the one I worked in and when Little Glen was four months old I went back to work. My trips were a thing of the past, but it didn't matter too much. When Glen was home I didn't need my 'crew' and when he was gone I had my four man team to keep me occupied.
What constantly amazed me was that as much as I was giving Glen he was still doing the "Have to work late tonight honey" thing and he was still working the occasional Saturday. I began to think that he wasn't screwing Celia -- that he really was working late. That is I thought that until one night when Glen was out of town and 'my crew' hadn't yet arrived and I got a phone call from Celia. Basically she called to gloat. After I said "Hello?" I heard:
"Hi there hot stuff."
"Who is this?"
"The other woman. You know, the one you said wouldn't get any more of Glen because you wouldn't leave him with enough to give her? Just calling to let you know you need to step up your game. If you are doing the best you can do I'm here to tell you it ain't good enough girl."
Naturally the call was pissing me off and, naturally, I wasn't going to let her know that. As sweetly as I could and without sounding sarcastic I said:
"Well if he still has enough to take care of you when I'm done with him I guess we should sit down and talk about sharing him. Work out some way that between the two of us we don't screw the man into an early grave."
"Are you freaking serious?!!!
"Of course I am. I've already told you that I love the man and I'm not going to give him up. If he needs what you have to offer I love him enough to let him have it. You doing anything tonight?"
"No. Why?"
"Why don't you come over and have dinner with me and we can discuss how best to share Glen."
"I don't believe this. Normally I'd laugh and hang up, but this is just too bizarre. What time?"
"Say seven?"
"Okay, you're on."
I gave her directions and five minutes after she hung up my guys started to arrive. All except Mark were against the idea, but when I not so subtlety let them know that there would be no more pussy from me unless they did what I wanted they all fell into line.
Celia rang the doorbell at seven exactly and I smiled warmly at her as I invited her in. With the door open she couldn't see the four naked men behind it, but after she stepped in and I closed the door behind her she saw them. I had cut up two pair of my panty hose to make stocking masks for the guys and the sight of four naked men in masks stunned her long enough for Ralph to stuff a rag in her mouth as Mark and Mike grabbed her.
"Take her to my bedroom" I said, "As I remember it she likes being fucked on my bed."
Celia struggled, but the four men had her stripped in less than a minute and after that it was a pure assed one after another gangbang. What I had hoped would happen did as the third cock, which was Mike's, speared into her clean shaven pussy. Her arms and legs came up and grasped him and she started fucking back. I nodded at Mark and he pulled the rag out of her mouth.
As soon as the rag was gone she started getting vocal saying things like, "Oh God yes!! Fuck me; please fuck me" and as soon as she started that I started taping with the video camera, I got footage of her being put on her hands and knees and then going eagerly after Jim's cock while Ralph fucked her doggie. I got her taking three cocks at once. The first time it was reverse cowgirl with Mark in her ass, Jim in her pussy and Ralph in her mouth. The second time it was doggie with Ralph in her ass, Mark in her pussy and Mike in her mouth.
Just watching the action through the view finder had me so fucking hot I wanted to scream! But as hot and horny as I was I had to sit out and play a part. Several times during the festivities the guys tried to talk me into joining them and I always said:
"No way! You guys know that I don't cheat on my husband" and other words like that.
It went on until two in the morning. The guys finally go to where they couldn't answer the call any more. As things were breaking up Mark said:
"This was wild. I'll do favors like this for you anytime, but I sure wish that you would have joined in."
"I'm glad to know I can still excite men, but like I told you; I just don't cheat on Glen."
Celia laid on the bed a fucked out mess, but she had a happy look on her face. I saw the guys to the door and then went back and checked on Celia. She was zonked out and I guess that was some sort of validation for me. She had said that the best I could do didn't seem good enough, but when the guys finished up with me and went home I was still awake and wishing that there had been two or three more in the group. I threw a blanket over her and then I went over and sacked out in the guest bedroom.
In the morning I was in the kitchen making pancakes when she came into the room. I pointed at the coffee pot and told her there was cream in the icebox. She poured herself a cup and then sat down at the table.
"Why did you do that to me?"
"If you are going to fuck my man you are going to have to pay for the privilege. The first time it cost you a hundred bucks. This time you allowed me to repay some favors. I'm not sure what it will be the next time, but I'll think of something good."
"I've a good mind to call the cops on you and those guys."
"And tell them what? That you called me to rub my nose in the fact that you are fucking my husband and I invited you over to talk about how best to share him? They will laugh at you. You have no idea who the guys were and since I will deny that it happened I won't be giving up any names. You going to tell Glen? Yeah, I can just see that. Then you would have to tell him about the meeting we had when I was pregnant and I'm sure he will want to know why you kept it from him.
"You don't want to give me any grief girlie. I've got videos of you begging for it as the guys fucked all three of your holes. I was careful to frame things so nothing in the footage will show it is my bedroom so when copies get mailed to all of your coworkers all they will see is you being an absolute slut. You behave and no one will ever see it.
"No honey; all you are going to do is wonder about what I'm going to do next if you keep on fucking my husband. You can keep on, but just remember you will end up paying for the privilege. It shouldn't bother you all that much. God knows you got into it and enjoyed the hell out of it last night. Now eat your breakfast while I shower. I want to do the dishes before I go to work."
Celia was dressing when I came out of the shower. "You won't need to do the dishes. I did them when I finished. What you said about my paying for the privilege. Does that mean I might have to face more nights like last night?"
I laughed and said, "I was right. You did get into it and enjoy it. To answer your question I don' really know. All the guys last night owed me and even then two of them were reluctant, but I managed to talk them into it. I don't know if I can ever get them to do it again, but don't you worry your sweet little buns; I'll come up with something."
++++++++++++++++++++++
The day went god awful slow. I hadn't gotten any the previous night and having to watch what happened only made me hornier so I was watching the clock. The guys would be over again this night and I was going nuts just waiting and the hands on the clock didn't seem to be moving. Finally it was quitting time and I rushed home to get ready.
Mike was the first to arrive and I was on my knees sucking his cock when Jim got there. Ralph walked in on Jim butt fucking me while I still had Mike in my mouth. I was facing away from the bedroom door when I heard Mark say:
"Looks like we are a little late."
"We" I thought? I took my mouth off of Ralph and turned and looked. Mark was standing there with Celia and they were watching Mike fucking my pussy and Jim doing my ass. Celia was smiling as she said:
"Don't stop on our account."
As she said it she and Mark were undressing. There was no sense in stopping and asking questions so I turned my head and went back to sucking on Ralph's dick.
With Celia and me both to play with the night ended a lot earlier than I wanted it to. Two girls and four guys was not a good mix especially for a girl like me who liked a lot of three hole action. Six or even eight guys would have been better. The high point of the evening as far as Celia was concerned was when Glen called and I took the call with Ralph fucking my butt. "Oooh you are such a nasty girl" she said when I hung up.
After the guys were dressed and gone Celia said, "Since you were so willing to share Glen with me I was sure that you wouldn't mind sharing your posse with me too."
"How did you know?"
"Oh come on girl. You didn't have enough time between inviting me over and my getting here to set up things and that, at least to me, meant the guys were already here or were on the way, I didn't buy for one second your protestations to the guys that you didn't cheat on your hubby. You aren't that good an actress sweetie.
"As for tonight? I gambled that you did it whenever Glen was out of town so I gambled on your doing it again tonight and I parked up the street and was watching when your herd started arriving. I walked up and joined Mark when he got here and told him that you had invited me."
"But why?"
"Your fault honey; totally your fault. What you had done to me last night woke up something inside me that I never knew was there. When do we do it again?"
"Glen is due back tomorrow so the next time won't be until he goes on another trip" I said and then I explained my schedule to her.
"You mean it could be two or three weeks before it happens again?"
"For me yes, but for you? You are free to do it whenever you want."
"Well Mark and I did exchange phone numbers. I guess I'll have to give him a call. I don't want to wait two or three weeks."
"You need to build up your own herd. I need all four of mine just for me when Glen is gone. Sharing them with you left me just a little on the unsatisfied side."
"But I can use yours when Glen is home?"
"That is up to them. I have no say in what they do."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Celia was a fast worker. I was surprised the next afternoon when Mike and Ralph asked for my permission to see Celia. They actually asked me if it would be all right for them to fuck another woman. That blew me away! Jim told me that he was still waiting for Glen to catch on and kick me out so he could have me, but he hoped I wouldn't mind if he saw Celia every once in a while. Mark didn't say anything to me, but then again he didn't have to. Celia had to have gotten the phone numbers from the other guys from him.
It has been a year now and things seem to be working out. My boys see Celia from time to time when Glen is home and she has worked on building her own stable. Mark got her in touch with the guys who joined my crew at our first poker party and she has come up with one or two of her own.
In a move that caught us all by surprise Mark and Celia married and it hasn't stopped him from joining me with the rest of my guys when Glen is out of town. He will sometimes bring Celia along and when he does she will usually bring along one or two of her crew.
Glen still occasionally 'works late' and he still does put in an occasional Saturday and Celia always lets me know so I can arrange a visit to Jim's on those times.
That is where things set right now. Who knows what will happen next? I don't, but I am looking forward to it.
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It started when my cousin Tom set up a bachelor party for his brother, my cousin James. I was invited and I of course accepted and said I would be there. This did not set well with my wife Doris. Doris had an extremely low opinion of bachelor parties because of what she had seen on her side of the family.
Her brother Sam had attended one, had partaken of the offer made by the hired stripper to 'entertain' anyone with the proper amount of cash and had ended up with a case of VD which he was unable to adequately explain to his wife. Her cousin Ron had left his wife and two children and had run off with the hired entertainment at a bachelor party that he had attended. Her father had gotten drunk at a bachelor party and had wrecked his car and put himself in the hospital for a week. No indeed, Doris was not at all happy with me for accepting the invitation.
I pointed out that she had gone to a bachelorette party or two where they had male strippers come in and she said that was different.
"In what way?"
"There is no way a male stripper can do what a female stripper does at a man's bachelor party."
"Explain that to me please."
"A female stripper can take her panties off, lay back and take on every man there until they are done. So guys are more likely to take advantage of the opportunity. A male stripper at a girl's party can only go once or maybe twice so since they can't all be helped girls tend to behave themselves."
"Do you have any idea of how stupid that sounds?"
"It is a well known fact that women can control themselves and men can't."
"Do you know just how stupid THAT sounds?"
"I don't want to fight over this Frank. I don't want you going to Jim's bachelor party. Take him out to dinner or something, but I don't want you going to that party."
"What you are saying Doris is that you don't trust me. After two years of going together, two years of living together and eight years of marriage you don't know me any better than that? Well I'm going Doris and that's final."
It wasn't of course. There were still nine days to go before the party and Doris used those nine days to do whatever she could to get me not to go. Things were pretty chilly around the house as she pretty much ignored me. Her big gun of course was her control of the little furry patch between her legs. We normally made love three or four times a week, but for nine days all I heard was:
"Not tonight Frank. I'm not feeling well."
There was also the perennial favorite, "Not tonight; I've got a headache."
It was clear to me that if I did go the dry spell could continue long after the party was a memory, but I can be just as stubborn and pig headed as Doris and I was going and that was final. We lived in a state where spousal rape was not a crime and I could have just taken what I wanted, but the aftermath of that wasn't worth contemplating.
I was able to strike back all be it in a limited way. Every Friday night I always – without fail – took Doris out to dinner. Friday when I came home from work Doris was dressed and ready to go out. I went into the bedroom that I had turned into a home office/den, sat down at the desk and turned on the computer. When I didn't come down dressed for dinner Doris came looking for me. She came into the room and said:
"What are you doing? Why aren't you getting ready for dinner?"
"I'm too busy cruising the Internet looking for some good porn sites.
"You are what?"
"Looking for some good porn. I'm horny as hell since you cut me off and I'm looking for some good material that I can use to masturbate to. You can watch if you'd like."
The slamming of the door as she left pretty much told me that she wasn't interested in being a spectator.
Saturday I was up and out of the house before Doris woke up. I had a standing golf date with three friends every Saturday and our tee time was ten after six and Doris wouldn't get up until eight or so. She had a standing appointment at the beauty parlor at eleven and she would usually just be coming home as I got in from my round of golf at Red Ridge. Doris was going to miss her appointment that morning because I took her car instead of my pick up. Her car had an automatic transmission and my truck was a stick and Doris couldn't drive a stick shift. I know it doesn't sound like much in the way of fighting back, but when you are 'game playing' you have to take what you can get.
To say that Doris was pissed off when I got home would be an understatement. I ignored her and got ready to go to Jim's bachelor party. I got one last "Damn it Frank; I told you I don't want you going to that party" and I ignored her as I walked out of the house, got in my truck and headed for the party.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was your typical bachelor party. There were seventeen guys there and I knew and liked most of them. I say most because Mel Timmonds was there and I didn't like him one little bit. He had always had the hots for Doris and he had tried several times to break us up before we got married.
There were three tables set up for poker. It was nickel, dime, quarter, dealer's choice with a three raise limit so no one was going to get hurt. Two hours into the game (which was being held in Jim's apartment) the doorbell rang and Tom answered it to find two female cops standing there. One said:
"Your neighbors are complaining about the noise. Whose place is this?"
Tom pointed to Jim and the two walked over to Jim and quick as a wink one of them slapped handcuffs on him as she said:
"You are under arrest."
The cuffs were real and not fake. One of the cops began to read Jim his rights, the "You have the right to remain silent" and all that jazz. Until that point everyone thought the girls were strippers. I could tell from the look on Tom's face that he hadn't been expecting it and a close look at their uniforms seemed to tell that they weren't fake. Everyone was starting to worry about what was happening until the one reading Jim his rights said:
"You have the right to have a hard cock when Missy gives you a lap dance" and as she said that she took a mini cassette recorder out of her pocket and stripper type music began the play as the other lady cop started peeling off her uniform. From that point on it was just the kind of bachelor party that Doris had envisioned. The two girls took on every guy there who wanted to play and a couple of times both girls were doing three at once. I'd heard of 'airtight' and I knew what it was, but I had never seen it. It was wild and I'm not going to say that I wasn't tempted.
But I didn't take it. I just watched the action and allowed myself to get all steamed up even knowing that my only outlet was going to be my right hand when I went home. I was watching Tom, Jim and Mark doing the one named Missy when Mel came up to me and said:
"You aren't going to play?"
"Nope. No way! If I did and Doris found out she would throw me out on my ear. You know, the marriage vow thing and all that."
"Tough luck guy; these are two choice ladies and they know what they are doing. I've never had better."
He went over to the other girl, Donna was her name, and since she had an open hole Mel promptly filled it. As I watched I had to wonder why I didn't just say "To hell with Doris" and join in. I mean I was a man and I needed sex and Doris wouldn't give me any and I was in an apartment with two girls who would. It wouldn't be 'love' and there would be no emotional involvement. It would just be sex for the sake of sex so why not? A couple of times I caught myself reaching for my zipper or belt buckle, but at the last second I stopped myself.
Shortly before the party started breaking up both girls came up to me and Missy said:
"What's the matter honey; don't either of us appeal to you?"
"Just the opposite. I'm dying to take on both of you, but unfortunately I have a character flaw."
"A character flaw?" asked Donna. "What kind of character flaw?"
"There is this silly thing inside my head that says I have to stay faithful to my wife."
"Really" Donna said, "I didn't think there were any good guys left out there. I'm going to have to give you my number in case your wife is ever silly enough to let you get away."
"That goes double for me honey" Missy said, "I would love to have a guy who thinks like that."
Tom and am came up and took them by the arm and led them away and as I watched two delightful asses walk away from me I was thinking, "You do gangbangs at parties and you want a guy like me? Go figure."
The party started breaking up and soon it was down to just Tom, Jim, the two girls and me. I was reasonably sober so I stuck around to help with the clean up. Donna and Missy came up to me and Donna said:
"You have to at least give us a kiss sugar" and Missy giggled and said, "No charge of course." They both kissed me and both of them did slip me a piece of paper with their phone numbers on them. Donna said:
"I meant what I said sugar. If your wife is dumb enough to let you go call me."
The two of them left and Tom, who had been the money collector for the two said:
"I should have been born a sexy looking babe. Those two just spent four hours thoroughly enjoying themselves and they walked out of here with twenty-three hundred dollars to split between them and that doesn't even count the four hundred they got for coming here to do the strip tease. That's almost three hundred and forty dollars an hour."
We cleaned the place up and I left, but the night wasn't over for me yet. When I got outside I found the two girls standing in front of a Ford Focus with the hood up. I walked up and asked:
"Got a problem?"
"It won't start."
I went to my truck, got the flashlight from the glove box and came back to take a look.
"You girls are out of luck tonight" I said. "Your positive battery cable terminal is corroded and split in half. There aren't any parts houses open at this time of night so the car is dead until tomorrow."
"Shit!" Missy said. Now what?"
"We call a cab" Donna said.
"At this time of night? We will be here for hours."
"No you won't" I said. "I'll run you to where you need to go. I don't work tomorrow so I'll hit a parts store, get what is needed to fix it and we can come back and get it going."
"Oh God; you are a life saver sugar" Donna said and we got in my truck and I ran them home.
It turned out that it was Donna's car, but they were roommates so I only had one place to drive to. When I got them to their place I made arrangements to swing by and pick Donna up in the morning at ten.
When I got home I found the bedroom door locked. I remembered a John Wayne movie where his wife had locked him out of the bedroom and he had kicked the door down as he yelled, "There will be no locked doors in this house" and I briefly contemplated doing the same thing, but reason prevailed. If I kicked it in I'd be the one repairing or replacing it and unless I was going to commit spousal rape there wasn't anything on the other side of the door for me except the bed and the living room couch was just as comfortable.
Comfortable couch or not I was not in a good mood when I got up that morning. Doris was still in bed so I fixed myself some breakfast and I was sitting at the table eating when Doris came into the room. She looked around and then said:
"Where's mine?"
"You haven't fixed it yet" I said as I got up and put my dirty dishes into the dishwasher and headed for the door to the garage.
"Where are you going Frank?
"To pick up Donna and then go over to Jim's place and fix her car."
"Who is Donna?"
"One of the strippers from last night."
"You are going to pick up a stripper? I suppose you fucked her last night huh? Going back for more?" she sneered.
"What do you care? You don't want to give me any so what's it to you?" And then, because I'm male and males can be inherently stupid around females I let my mouth run away. "And it brings up a thought Doris. You like sex as much as I do so you must be hurting just as much as I am. Or are you? Maybe you aren't suffering at all. Maybe you have a boyfriend on the side to keep you happy while you are keeping me miserable. Is that it Doris? You been hanging horns on me?"
I could see the shock on her face as I unloaded and it did my heart good.
"Got to go. Donna expects me at ten."
I headed for the door.
"Frank? You get your ass back here. We need to talk. We need to settle this now."
"The only thing we need Doris is for you to apologize for being an absolute bitch for the last two weeks."
I walked out into the garage and got my cable cutting tool and my cable swagger from my tool box and then went to pick up Donna. We hit a parts store and got the terminal end we needed and then drove over to Jim's place to fix her car.
On the way she asked me why I looked so sour and I was just in the right mood to tell her the entire story.
"So on top of her disliking bachelor parties she thinks you strayed last night?"
"That pretty much sums it up."
"You want me to call her and tell her what actually happened?"
"God no! That would only make it worse. She would figure that I put you up to it and that you were lying for me. As it is she thinks I with you now to have more sex."
"All I can say sugar, is that if things go south between the two of you give me a call." She looked at me for a second or so and then said, "But you won't, will you. I'm just a whore and who wants anything to do with a whore, right?"
"Don't be stupid Donna. You are a lovely woman and you seem likeable. I'm betting that we could be real good friends, but as long as I'm married it can never be any more than that. That includes any split that comes between me and my wife. I will not break my wedding vows as long as I'm still legally married to my wife. If a divorce does happen and you are still around you will be one of the first I call."
She gave me another long look and then said, "I do believe that you mean that."
"I do sweetie; I do."
She leaned over and kissed me. "I haven't met very many really nice guys in my life sugar, but you go to the top of the list of the few that I know."
We got to Jim's and I fixed her car and waited until she started and drove off before heading home. When I got home Doris wasn't there. I went out to the garage and did an oil change on the truck and when Doris still wasn't home I fixed myself some leftovers, ate and then settled down in front of the TV.
Doris came in about seven and didn't say a word as she walked through the house and into the kitchen. I heard her rattling around as she fixed herself something to eat and about twenty minutes later she came into the living room and stood there with her hands on her hips as she said:
"Want to know where I've been?"
I looked over at her and said, "No."
"Maybe I've been out looking for a stud since you have a stripper."
You need to understand my mindset at that moment. She had been a bitch to me for almost two weeks and had cut me off to try and force me to do what she wanted. I was pissed and I'd had enough so I said:
"I doubt that you were looking. Most likely you were just out fucking the guy that you have been fucking ever since you cut me off."
I looked back at the TV as she yelled, "You bastard! How can you think that of me?"
"It is just as easy for me to think that of you as it is for you to think that of me. Besides, didn't you just say you were out looking?"
She turned and left the room and I went back to watching TV. I decided to get to bed early to avoid the locked door again and I was in bed reading when Doris came into the bedroom.
"I don't want you in here with me" she said.
"Tough shit Doris. I slept on the couch last night so if you don't want to be in here with me you can sleep on the couch tonight."
She left the room and slammed the door behind her.
I was up and gone to work before Doris woke up and I rather liked the fact that I could start my day without having more bad words with her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home from work that evening as I pulled into the drive I saw a bunch of stuff scattered across the front yard. When I got out of the truck I could see that it was my clothes. My clothes!! In fact, it looked like all my clothes were on the lawn. What the fuck was Doris doing now?
The door was locked so I pt my house key in the lock and it wouldn't work. I went around back and tried that door. Same thing. Doris had locked me out of the house. That was it!!! The straw that broke the camel's back. I went back to the truck and got the tire iron from behind the seat and walked back up on the porch. Since it was Doris who was going to have to clean up the mess I used the tire iron on the large picture window and then I went into the house. I grabbed a bunch of garbage bags and went out and gather up all my clothes and put them in the back of the truck.
I went through the house and took everything that I wanted. I had a separate savings account that I put ten percent of my pay into every payday to save money for vacations so before I unhooked the computer I went online and transferred everything out of our savings and checking accounts into the vacation account that Doris didn't have access to. I used the phone to call and cancel all of our credit cards and I only kept the American Express that was in my name only that I used for business travel.
I don't know what Doris thought she was doing, but she should have known that I wouldn't sit still for it. Lock me out of the house will she? Let's just see how she likes living alone with no credit and no money except for what she made at her job.
I drove away from the house and headed for a motel close to work. I was just carrying the last of my stuff into the motel room when my cell phone rang. I looked at the display and saw that it wasn't Doris so I took the call.
"Hello?"
"Frank? This is Ray Hendrickson. I may be sticking my nose into something that's none of my business but I thought I'd let you know that Doris is at The Hitching Post with Mel Timmonds and they are being pretty chummy."
"Define chummy for me Ray."
"They are sitting side by side in one of the back booths. Mel has his arm around her and he was nuzzling her neck. She wasn't doing anything to fight him off."
"Thanks for the heads up Ray. I appreciate it."
So the cunt was finally giving Mel what he had always been after. Well fuck her!
++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to work the next morning Stella, our receptionist, had several messages for me. Three of them were from Doris and I dropped them in the trash without reading them. I told Stella that I didn't want to take calls from Doris and to tell her I was in a meeting or out of the office.
"Then again you can just tell her that I told you that under no circumstances did I want to hear her voice and I told you not to put her through."
"Trouble on the home front?"
"Not for much longer."
About ten o'clock things slowed down enough that I could get on the phone and call a friend who had just gone through a divorce and I got the name of the attorney he used. I called and made an appointment for the next day. I wasn't quite ready for the divorce yet, but I did want to know what I was looking at if push came to shove.
There was a bar across the street from the motel and before going to my room I stopped in and had a few beers and watched the basketball game that was on their TV. I had no interest in either team, but it did give me something to do.
The next day I got the bad news from the attorney. We lived in what was called 'a no fault' state so any divorce was going to result in an even split of assets and since I made almost twice what Doris did I was going to have to pay her alimony. Also, since I would be the one filing I would, along with my attorney's fees be responsible for all court costs. In addition to that if Doris fought the divorce I could, depending on the judge, get hit with having to pay her attorney fees. The only thing I had going for me was that we had no kids.



That information kind of cooled me down. In the long run it would be cheaper to just stay married, but not live together. If Doris didn't like it then she could file and at least then I wouldn't get stuck with court costs and her attorney fees. I left the attorney's office determined to find a reasonable apartment close to work and move on with my life.
++++++++++++++++++
"Good morning. Thank you for calling Benton and Associates. How may I direct your call?"
"Dorie? This is Steph."
"Hi Steph. What's up?"
"Is every thing okay with you and Frank?"
"Why do you ask?"
"You know I work in the Marston Building right? This morning I saw Frank coming out of Tucker Davidson's office."
"Why call me about that?"
"Tucker is a divorce attorney."
"Oh shit!"
"Not good huh?"
"Not good at all. I've got six lines blinking so I have to go. Can you meet me for lunch at Maxine's? Say noonish or there about?"
"Will do."
After the waitress had taken their order Doris asked, "Does this Tucker guy do anything else besides divorce?"
"No. His practice is strictly family law and that pretty much means divorces. You and Frank having problems."
"Kind of."
"It has to be a little more than "kind of" if Frank is talking to Tucker."
Doris told Steph about what had been going on."
"You have to be kidding me Dorie. As long as you have been with Frank and you don't know him any better than that? Frank would no more take part in something like that than you would pull a train at a frat house.
"But he did. Mel Timmonds called me and told me."
"Mel did what?"
"He called me and told me what Frank did."
"Why would he do that?"
"He was always trying to get with me, but I was with Frank and when I married Frank Mel told me that some day I would be sorry that I picked Frank over him. He called me to gloat. Told me that my so called loving husband was making it with two strippers."
"And you believed him?"
"Frank confirmed it the next morning. He told me he was going to meet one of the strippers and he walked out of the house."
"That doesn't sound like the Frank that I know."
Doris told Steph just how things had gone that morning and Steph said:
"And you didn't give him the benefit of the doubt that what he was telling you was true? That he was just helping some one with a car problem?"
"Why would I after hearing what Mel had to say?"
"So after a phone call you tossed Frank under the bus."
"It was more than a phone call Mel said he had pictures. After Frank left to go to the stripper I met Mel at Denny's and he described the entire evening to me. There were two strippers and Frank did both of them a couple of times. Mel must have believed that I didn't believe him so he told me had pictures and if I would meet him at the Hitching Post the next night he would show them to me."
"Why didn't he show them to you at Denny's?"
"He had put his phone on the charger and didn't have it with him. Frank was home when I got back from seeing Mel and I made Frank wonder if I was late coming home because I was out looking for some one to get even with. I shouldn't have done that because then Frank accused me of cheating on him for weeks. I ended up sleeping on the couch that night and I was so pissed in the morning I tossed all of Frank's clothes out onto the front lawn and then called a locksmith to change the locks on the house."
"How did Frank take that?"
"Not well. He broke a window to get into the house, took everything he wanted and left."
"What did he say to you?"
"I haven't been able to get in touch with him. He won't take my calls. I called a company to come and fix the window and when I paid the man with my credit card he told me it was declined and so I had to write him a check."
"I hope you were smart enough to call the bank before you wrote the check. If Frank was pissed off enough to cancel your credit cards he might have cleaned out the bank accounts too."
"Oh shit! This just keeps getting worse and worse."
"What about Mel's pictures?"
"I met him at the Hitching Post and he showed me two pictures. They showed Frank watching a couple of guys doing the stripper doggie. The only face you could see was Frank's. When I asked him if that was his proof he said no, but he wanted something before he would show me the good stuff."
"Don't tell me; let me guess. He told you that you should let him help you get even with Frank and then he would show you the photos."
"Well yes, I guess that is what he wanted."
"And did you?"
"Good Lord no! I did get a little touchy-feely with him to lead him on and get him to show me the rest of the pictures he had."
"And did he?"
"No. I wouldn't leave with him and go to his place so he wouldn't show them to me."
"Did it not occur to you that he didn't show them to you because he didn't have any more? If he did he would have shown them to you to get you even more pissed off at Frank so that you would want to get even."
"I didn't think of that."
"Did you also not think about what you were doing? The Hitching Post is the hangout for most of Frank's friends. Did you not consider that one of them might see you getting all touchy-feely with Mel and call Frank and tell him? No wonder Frank was seeing Tucker. What it is Dorie is that I think you have managed to toss your marriage into the trash can."
"I can't believe that Frank would do that."
"Dorie honey; I'm not a man so I have no idea how a man would think after going through what you have just told me you've put Frank through, but if it had happened to me I'd be signing the divorce papers even as we speak. If I were you girlfriend I'd be finding some way to get to Frank before things get any more out of hand. Assuming that you want to keep him that is."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The intercom buzzed and I hit the button and said, "Yes?"
"I know you told me not to take messages from your wife or put her through to you" Stella said, "But there has been a development that makes that impossible."
"What development?"
"She is standing here in front of me and she says she isn't leaving until she talks to you."
"Tell her I'm busy and I'm not going to talk to her on company time."
There was a pause and then Stella said, "She said to tell you she brought a book and she will sit here and read it until you are done for the day."
I looked at my watch and saw that it was three hours until quitting time. What I was doing wasn't pressing and I could have gotten away early, but the mood I was in wasn't going to allow me to cut Doris any slack. I did need to take Stella out of the middle of things and I was going to have to talk to Doris sooner or later so I told Stella to tell Doris to enjoy her book.
At four-fifteen I received a phone call from Doris' cousin and best friend Stephanie.
"How are things going Frank?"
"They have been better Steph. What can I do for you?"
"I had lunch with Dorie today Frank and the girl is a mess. She told me what has been going on and while I agree that she has done some stupid shit I don't think it has reached the level of divorce."
"Why do you bring up divorce?"
"I saw you leaving Tucker Davidson's office and divorce is what Tucker does."
"When she told you what has been going on did she mention the cheating part?"
"She didn't cheat on you Frank. Timmonds told her he had compromising pictures of what you were doing at the stag party and he was trying to convince her that she should get even with you by screwing him. She led him on trying to get him to show her the pictures. She swears she never did anything with him and I believe her. You two need to sit down and talk Frank."
"Maybe Steph, but there is more going on than whatever she might have done with Timmonds and I'm not sure that talking is going to do anything. But you are right; I am going to have to sit down and have it out with her sooner or later. Thanks for the concern Steph, but I'm busy and need to go."
"Bye Frank. Good luck."
"Thanks Steph."
At five I saved my work, shut down the computer and went to face Doris. She looked up from her book as I entered the reception area and I noticed the worried look on her face. She stood up and I said:
"I'll meet you at the Hitching Post. We can sit in the same booth where you were making out with Timmonds and have our talk there" and I walked on by her. I stopped at a gas station on the way and filled up so Doris beat me to the bar. She was sitting in one of the back booths and I remembered that Ray said that he had seen Doris and Timmonds in one of the back booths and I wondered if she was in that booth because she took me literally when I said we could talk in the booth where she had been with Mel.
I walked over and sat down opposite Doris and when Alice came over to get our order I ordered a Bud and said:
"Separate checks Alice."
The look on my wife's face when I said that helped make my day. As Alice walked away I said:
"Okay Doris; you called this meeting. Speak your piece."
"Why did you cancel our credit cards and clean out our bank accounts?"
"Oh come on Doris; you aren't stupid. You threw all my stuff out of the house and then had the locks changed to keep me out. That told me that you didn't want me around anymore. I can take a hint so I left and as long as I was going I wasn't going to support you and pay your bills so I cancelled the cards so you couldn't run them up. As for the money in the bank? You threw me out of the house so as far as I was concerned you get to help pay for wherever I end up living. Your share of the cash that was in the bank can help pay for my move.
"Besides, you have the house and it is worth more that what was in the bank. Of course you also get to make the payments on it from now on and also you get to pay all the utilities. Might be tight on what you make, but what the hell, it is what you wanted right?"
"No Frank, it is not what I wanted. I over-reacted to your going off to see that stripper after going to that party that I didn't want you to go to in the first place. It turned out just like I knew it would. A drunken orgy."
"So what does that have to do with me? Just because it happened and I was there does that mean that I had any part of it? How about when you stop for drinks after work with the girls you work with? I know for a fact that Linda Bliss and Joyce Baker go out to the parking lot with guys they meet at the bar and spend time on back seats. Because you are there with them does that mean you do some back seat playing too?"
"That's different."
"No it isn't Doris. You are saying that I am guilty because I was there when it happened so that means that you are guilty if you are there when Linda and Joyce do their thing. I didn't do a damned thing with the two strippers that were there other than give them a ride home when their car wouldn't start. I went back the next day and fixed her car for her. All I got out of it was a kiss on the cheek and a thank you and that was fine with me because it was all I expected. And before you asked I did it because they were in trouble and I was there and could help. I've done the same for other people. Just because they were strippers I should have turned my back on them?"
"Why didn't you explain that to me?"
"Why would I waste my breath Doris? You haven't listened to a word I've said for the last two weeks so why would I expect you to listen to me explain anything to you."
"Okay Frank; I'll eat crow and admit I was wrong to do what I did."
She opened her purse, took out an envelope and slid it across the table to me.
"What is it?"
"A key to the new locks so you can come home."
I pushed it back to her and said, "I don't think so Doris. The bachelor party and the thing with the strippers is only part of the problem. There are other things I am not happy about. One of them is that I'm sick and tired of you withholding sex whenever you want to try and make me bend to your will. Another is that I'm not sure I want to live with a woman who I think cheats on me. I meant what I said Sunday morning. You like sex as much as I do and you didn't seem to be suffering after not giving me any for two weeks so I have to wonder if in fact you were going without. I think I know the answer to that after hearing about you and Mel Timmonds. And I have not forgotten that you strongly hinted at the fact that you were out looking for cock when you came home late Sunday evening and as far as I know you managed to find one before coming home. I really don't see any reason for me to come home Doris."
"Damn it Frank! You should know me better than that. I was pissed at you and I was jerking your chain. I would never cheat on you."
"That's not what I hear. My information is that Mel Timmonds helped you 'get even with me' for what you believed that I had done at the bachelor party."
"I didn't do a damned thing with Mel. Well, maybe I did do a few things to lead him on. He said he had pictures of you fucking the girls at the party and asked me if I wanted to see them and I of course said yes."
"And did you see pictures of me fucking some girls?"
"All he had were two pictures of you standing there watching. He said he had some that were a lot more explicit, but I wasn't willing to give him what he wanted to show them to me. I did kiss him twice and I didn't slap his hands away when he copped some feels, but that was all."
"You have any way to prove that Doris?"
She thought for a moment and then said, "I think I do. Your friend Ronny Thomas and his wife were there and I stopped and said hi to them as I was leaving. They can tell you that I left alone and that Mel was still there when I left."
"How do I know that you didn't meet him later? How do I know that you didn't leave alone just to throw my friends off? You know what I'm saying. "I'll leave first Mel so no one sees us leave together. I'll meet you at your place." How do I know that isn't the way it went?"
"God damn it Frank! What do you want? You want me to take a lie detector test? Fine! Set it up and I will do it."
"So tell me Doris; how does it feel to deny that something happened and not be believed?"
"It sucks Frank."
"A minute ago you said that I should know you better than to believe some of what I said. Shouldn't you have known me better also? All the years we have been together and you didn't trust me any more than you did?"
"I'm sorry Frank and looking back from this point I can see that I wasn't being very rational. There was every thing that I knew about the disastrous results that bachelor parties had on people that I knew and I just didn't want you to go. Yes, I should have known you better, but in the back of my mind there was the thought that any man, even a good man, would lose it when exposed to a naked woman willing to take on any one there. When you said that you were going to see that stripper Sunday morning it just confirmed all my fears. All I could think about was Ron leaving his wife and kids and running off with that stripper he met at a bachelor party. I was crushed Frank and you didn't make it any better. When I snapped at you you should have known how I felt. Why didn't you tell me to go with you if I thought you were going to do something wrong? Why didn't you say "Come and see for yourself" instead of taking off and leaving there thinking what I was thinking?"
"So now it is my fault Doris? I'm not buying it. Everything that has happened has been because of your actions. The fact that you pushed and pushed and it finally forced me to get my back up and push back does not make it my fault."
"Can't we just put all this behind us Frank? I love you and I need you with me. Please Frank, take the key and come home" and as she pushed the envelope with the key in it back to me she looked up and said:
"Hi Brenda."
I looked back over my shoulder and saw my favorite stripper standing there. She smiled at me and said:
"Hi Frank."
Doris looked from me to Brenda and then back to me and asked, "You two know each other?"
'Yes" I said, "And I take it that you know each other?"
"Brenda works with me. Actually that isn't really true. I work for her since she is the office manager."
I motioned for Brenda to join us and she sat down next to Doris and opposite me.
"I didn't mean to intrude, but when I came in and saw two of my favorite people sitting together I just had to come over and say hi."
"Frank is one of your favorite people? How is it that you know my husband?"
Brenda looked at me in surprise. "You and Dorie?"
I nodded a yes. The "How do you know my husband" hung in the air between us and my mind went into overdrive. Obviously Doris did not know Brenda worked nights as a stripper which told me that Brenda probably didn't want Doris or anyone else in the office to know so how to answer the question? I really didn't know Brenda or enough about Brenda to chance telling a lie that might easily be seen through so I decided that Brenda was going to have to field the question. I looked at Brenda with what I hoped was "Answer the question" on my face and I guess she caught it or had arrived at the same conclusion I had and decided that it was the way to go.
Brenda laughed and said, "I tried to steal Frank from his wife and he wouldn't give me a tumble. Here I am thinking that I'm one of the most beautiful and sexy women in this state and he wouldn't even let me give him my phone number."
"You tried to steal my husband?"
"I didn't know he was your husband. In fact he was wearing gloves so I couldn't see a ring and so I didn't know he was married. What happened was that Marsha and I were in here for drinks and some stupid idiot who had too much to drink decided that he was God's gift to women and me in particular and he kept trying to get me to dance with him. I kept saying no and he finally got verbally abusive. He said a bunch of really upsetting things and I finally got mad enough to throw a drink in his face. He raised his hand to hit me and Frank just happened to be walking by on his way out and he stepped in, grabbed the guy, subdued him and walked him out the door and into the parking lot. I heard him tell the guy that if he tried to come back in he would hurt him and then stuff him in the dumpster.
"Then he came back in and offered to walk Marsha and me to our cars to make sure that the idiot wouldn't bother us when we left. So there he was. A Knight in Shining Armor doing good deeds for a damsel in distress and he just happened to be an absolute hunk besides so I threw myself at him and he just smiled, said he was glad to help, wished me a good night and left. He did let me buy him a drink the next time I saw him in here, but try as I might that was as far as I was able to get with him. Of course it was probably a good thing he turned me down because Marsha wanted him too and we would have ended up fighting over him and would probably have ended up not being roommates any more."
"Marsha wanted my husband too? I guess I'll have to pour water on her head at work. You get a pass because it wouldn't be smart to screw with the boss."
"Good thinking girlfriend. Now that I see you two together I can see why I couldn't entice him so I don't feel so bad at being turned down."
While we were talking the band was setting up and when their first number started Brenda asked:
"Mind if I dance with my hero?"
I was pretty sure that Doris minded, but I guess she didn't want to say no to her boss so I was not surprised when she said she wouldn't mind. When I took Brenda in my arms to start the waltz I said:
"Nice save Donna, or is it really Brenda?"
"It is Brenda. I don't use my real name when I'm working parties."
"I guess that means that Missy is really Marsha?"
"That's right. Jesus Frank; I had no idea that you were Dorie's husband."



"Why would you." You have never seen us together."
"As much as she talks about you I should have recognized you just from her descriptions. Things any better between you since we last talked?"
"Actually things are worse" and I told her what had gone on since I last saw her and she was shocked.
"That's not the Doris I know. Believe me on this Frank; she would never cheat on you. When she talks about you at work it makes all the other girls mad."
"Why in the hell would the other women get mad?"
"Because according to Dorie you can do no wrong. According to her you can walk on water."
"Why would you be talking about me anyway?"
"It usually isn't about you. During one of our breaks a girl will be bitching about something her husband and boyfriend did and the other girls will jump in and talk about their men folk. Then Dorie puts in her two cents worth. That girl thinks you hung the moon and stars Frank. No way she would ever cheat on you. Get pissed and pull your chain? Probably, but cheat? Not in this lifetime."
"I don't know Brenda. Her tone of voice and the way she said what she said didn't sound at all like she was trying to pull my chain."
"I don't stop very often with the crew after work because I usually have an appointment if you take my meaning, but when I do stop with them all of us girls get hit on and Dorie has never danced more than once with any of the guys who have asked her. A few of the girls have even made trips out to the parking lot and Dorie gives them disgusted looks when they do. She won't even talk to Joyce and Linda because Linda and Joyce cheat on their husbands. There is no way that woman would cheat Frank. Absolutely no way. Whatever problems you are having Dorie's cheating on you isn't one of them."
The music stopped and as we were walking back to the booth Brenda said:
"I'm going to piss your wife off when we get back to the booth. And when I do I want you to think of this. Dorie is my friend, but if you can't work things out with her I was dead serious when I told you to give me a call."
We got to the booth and she did give me a kiss on the lips and then she picked up her purse and said she had to be going and then she said to Doris:
"Take good care of my hero. I'll see you at work."
I sat down and Doris said, "You turned her down? She was kidding when she said she was one of the most beautiful and sexy women in this state, but the fact is that she is just that and you turned her down?"
"Of course I did. I'm a married man and I made some promises in a church and in front of a hundred people and I honor my promises even if some others don't."
"God damn it Frank! I told you I would take a lie detector test if I have to. I did not cheat on you!"
"Here is my take on it Doris. You created this mess so if it gets cleaned up you get to be the one to clean it up."
I got up to leave and she said, "What do you mean Frank? Where are you going? We need to settle this Frank. You need to come home."
"Think on it some Doris; maybe you will figure it out."
I left the bar and went to my room. As I was emptying my pockets onto the dresser I saw that I had picked up the envelope with the key in it that Doris had tried to give me. Was it a sign?
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next two days were busy ones for me. I had to fly to Denver for a series of meetings and they were very productive. The outcome could lead to a nice bonus for me. I was in a good mood when I flew back home and I decided to treat myself to a celebratory dinner at my favorite steak house.
I had been there about ten minutes when Brenda, Marsha and two men came in and were seated on the other side of the room from me. Brenda looked around the room, saw me, gave me a big smile and turned and said something to Marsha. Marsha looked over, waved and gave me a smile. I thought that the two men had to be the luckiest guys in the world to get to have those two and I wondered at why I was internally wired they way I was. I could have had both of them and had taken a pass. That thought reminded me that it had almost a month since I had been laid and it looked like it was going to be a good bit longer for me.
I was just finishing my dessert when Brenda got up and came over to my table. "Come on over and join us Frank."
"I wouldn't want to intrude on your dates."
"They aren't dates Frank. It is more of a business meeting. They are setting up a bachelor party and we are having dinner with them while working out the details. I pointed you out as a satisfied customer and they asked me to invite you over. I think they want to ask you if we are worth what we gave them as far as price is concerned."
"I didn't partake of the delights Brenda so how would I know?"
"You saw it all Frank. Did you see disappointment on anyone's face?
"No, not even a little bit."
"You don't have to tell them you didn't play. Just say that everyone there had the time of their life."
"I suppose I could do that."
I joined the group, answered the questions I was asked and apparently the men were satisfied. One of them picked up the check and they both stood up to leave. The one named Don said as he shook hands with Brenda and Marsha "We will see you Friday at seven" and then both men left.
"Okay Frank" Marsha said, "Now you are alone with two hot babes who want your body so what are you going to do?"
"Go back to my room and cry."
"Why would you do that?"
"Look ladies; if I was single I'd kill to be able to have either one of you, but I'm married and it is something that I take seriously. Cheating on my wife is something I will not do."
I saw Marsha give Brenda a look that I couldn't decipher and Brenda said:
"You can at least sit with us and have a drink or two."
"Yes, I can do that."
I had two drinks with them and then called it a night.
++++++++++++++++++++
I spent some time thinking about the situation with Doris and by the end of the next day I decided to swing by the house and talk some more with Doris. I was pretty sure that she was telling the truth about Timmonds, but we still needed to talk about her bad habit of cutting me off whenever she didn't get her way.
I used my new key to let myself in and as I came through the front door I heard Doris talking in the kitchen. I hadn't figured on there being any one there with here and I was all set to turn and leave when I realized that she had the phone on speaker which was something she sometimes did when she was working in the kitchen. The voice on the other end of the phone sounded like Brenda so I stopped where I was and listened.
"If you and Marsha couldn't tempt him I doubt that the strippers at that bachelor party got to him."
"I guess that it is confession time girlfriend. The story I gave you the other night about how I met Frank was pure bullshit. The truth is that Marsha and I were the strippers at that party and the story that Frank gave you was one hundred percent true. Our car wouldn't start and he gave us a ride home and then he came back the next morning and fixed the car. Marsha and I pretty much threw ourselves at him and all he would let me do was kiss him on the cheek. He was in a downer of a mood and I asked him why and I guess he felt the need to unload and he told me about how things were going between him and his wife. I did tell him that if he couldn't work things out with his wife to give me a call. Of course then I didn't know you were his wife. You have gold there girlfriend and you need to do whatever it takes to keep him."
"My problem is that I painted myself into a corner and now I'm screwed."
"How so?"
"I told him I would take a lie detector test to prove I wasn't lying when I told him that I hadn't cheated on him with Mel. I expected that he would say no need. I mean why would I offer if I had anything to hide right? The thing is that he told me that since I was the one who made the mess that it was up to me to clean it up. I took that to mean that I should set things up and take the test."
"So do it."
"I can't. It would show that I wasn't lying when I said that I didn't do anything with Mel, but you can bet all the money you have that one of the questions would be "Have you ever cheated on your husband" and we both know I couldn't get by that one."
"Why not?"
"Have you forgotten the three parties I worked with you way back when?"
"Oh wow. Yeah, I had forgotten them, but they were over six years ago."
"But I was married when I did them and the question would be "Have you ever cheated on your husband." I've backed myself into a corner. Now Frank is expecting me to take a test and I don't dare. I lose either way. If I take it I can't pass it and if I don't take it Frank will assume that I haven't because I knew I couldn't pass it. I'm screwed either way I go."
"I never did ask at the time, but why did you stop? You were definitely a hit with the men and you seemed to enjoy it."
"I did more that enjoy it. I loved it. I loved it so much that I wanted to do more of it, but I knew if I kept at it sooner or later Frank would have found out. I didn't matter how much I loved it and wanted it. It would have cost me Frank and I couldn't let that happen. He means the world to me."
"If you feel that way why did you do a party in the first place?"
"Frank had been gone for over three months on a project and wasn't going to be coming home for another two or three months and I was horny as hell. I was climbing walls and hearing you and Marsha talk about the fun you were having at the parties that you did made it worse. You made it sound so exciting I volunteered to help. It was mind blowing Bren and I still think about it and wish I could do it, but it was a choice between it and Frank and Frank is always going to win when I have choices to make. Oh God Bren; what am I going to do? I can't lose Frank. I just can't."
"You aren't going to like hearing this girlfriend, but you are right; you have backed yourself into a corner and the only hope I can see for you is to confess. I haven't known Frank all that long and I obviously don't know don't know him well, but he strikes me as the kind of guy who appreciates honesty. I also get the feeling from the way he acted when I threw myself at him that he loves you one hell of a lot. If I were you I would sit down with him and tell all. You are where you have nothing to lose by trying. If there is anyway I can help you let me know. Got to go. I'll see you tomorrow at work."
I quietly left the house and returned to my motel room.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My Doris doing gangbangs at bachelor parties? I would never have believed it. Not in a million years! It certainly changed things. Doris apparently had not cheated on me with Timmonds, but she had cheated on me and big time at that.
When I had gone back with my new key it had been my intention to try and repair the breach between us, but that overheard conversation changed it. Suddenly I didn't know what I was going to do. To hell with it! I wasn't going to sit in my room and go crazy thinking about it. I grabbed my keys and drove over to the Hitching Post.
Two beers and three games of pool later I saw Mel Timmonds come in with a good looking redhead and I decided that I would try and ruin his evening. I waited until he and his lady took a seat and had their first drink delivered and then I walked over to their table.
"What's up sperm breath? I understand you told my wife you had some pictures of me doing bad things at Jim's bachelor party. She said you told her that if she would fuck you you would show her the photos. How about you show them to me? I won't fuck you to get a look at them, but the mood I'm in I'm willing to fuck you up."
"Buzz off Frank. I'm not scared of you."
"That's good dick breath. If you were afraid of me you would avoid me and I wouldn't be able to get my hands on you. Win or lose Mel it doesn't matter as long as I can put some hurt on you."
"Let's do this some other time Frank. I'm with some one now."
I turned to look at the woman and said, "Let me tell you a little story. Dirt bag here has been trying to get into my wife's pants for years. Last week we were at a bachelor party for my cousin Jim and when it was over fart face here called my wife and told her he had photos of me cheating on her with the two strippers who were at the party. He told her that if she would screw him to get even with me he would show her the pictures. As a result we are now separated. Is this the kind of guy you want to spend your time with?"
She looked at Timmonds and then back at me and said, "No, but I've got no way to get home if I walk away from him."
"Sure you do. I'll be more than happy to give you a ride, but if you don't want to chance it with me I'll give you cab fare."
"The problem is that I just got here and I've been looking forward to a night out."
"Do you shoot pool?"
"Yes."
"Then come on over and join us at the pool tables. You can shoot pool with us and when the band gets here I think Dave, Jim and I can keep you on the dance floor until you feel like leaving."
Without a word to Mel she stood up and said, "Let's go."
I looked at Mel and said, "It isn't over between us Mel. Sooner or later we will manage to get together in a place where we don't have to worry about the cops being called and one other thing. Every time I see you in here with a girl I'm going to do the same thing that I just did."
I turned and followed the redhead to the pool tables. Her name was Hanna and she was a lot of fun. Not a bad stick at the tables either. We shot pool until the band started and I asked her to dance. As we danced she asked me how much of what I'd said about Mel was true and I told her "All of it."
"You and your wife work things out yet?"
"Not yet and I don't know that we will."
"So hooking up at me is getting back at Mel and you are hoping to get lucky to get back at your wife?"
"Not at all. Screwing things up for Mel? Yes indeed, but regardless of what my wife has done I don't cheat. I meant what I said. A no strings attached ride home or if you want I'll pt you in a taxi. I will say that if I was divorced or at least separated and going for a divorce I would be after you like a duck after a june bug."
"I think I believe you and that's weird, because I really haven't trusted married men all that much."
The tune ended and for the next two hours Dave, Jim and I kept Hanna out on the dance floor and I noticed Mel off to the side taking pictures with his cell phone. I guessed that Doris would be getting a phone call from him.
Around eleven Hanna said that she needed to be going as she had to work the next day.
"Should I call you a taxi?"
"No, I'll take you up on your offer of a ride."
We talked as I drove her home and I learned she was a legal secretary and she had met Mel when he had come in for a consultation with one of the attorneys at her firm.
"He seemed like a nice enough guy. Guess I'm not too good at spotting the bad ones."
"I don't know. I'm prejudiced because of what he tried to do to my wife, but to be honest about it there are not too many guys who wouldn't try if they thought they could get lucky."
"She's that hot?"
"Don't forget I'm prejudiced."
When I got her to her place she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and handed me a piece of paper with her phone number on it.
"I might not be too good at spotting the bad ones, but I'm dead on when it comes to spotting the good ones. If things don't work out for you give me a call."
I drove off feeling pretty good. The feeling stayed with me until I got to my room. My cell went off just as I was opening the door. The display said it was Doris. I flipped it open and said:
"Yes?"
"I need to talk with you Frank. Can you come over after work to morrow?"
"No. Can't make it tomorrow."
"How about the day after?"
"Yeah; I can do that."
"Seven? I'll make dinner."
"No dinner Doris, but I'll be there at seven."
I could have made the next day, but I had an idea that I knew what Doris was going to say and I had something that I wanted to do before talking with Doris. I dug through my wallet and found the piece of paper I was looking for. I stared at it for several seconds as I asked myself if I really wanted to do it and decided that yes, I did. Even though it was kind of late to be making a phone call I dialed the number. When she answered I said:
"I need a huge favor Brenda."
She was waiting in a booth at the back. As I sat down she said:
"Okay Frank, you have my undivided attention. You said that I might be able to help you put things back together again with Doris. I'm all ears sugar. What can I do?"
"You can tell me everything that you know about Doris. Skip all the good stuff; I just want to hear the bad. It's the bad that I have to get by."
"I don't know about that kind of stuff."
"Of course you do Brenda and you aren't going to help by lying. I know for a fact that you know about the three gang bangs she did at bachelor parties when I was up in Alaska for five months."
Her face turned white. "You know about that?"
"Indeed I do, but what I want to know is what is there that I don't know? What other things are there that I don't have a clue about. If I am going to get back together with Doris I'm going to have to grant amnesty, but I want to know just what I am pardoning. There will be no second chances. If she confesses like you suggested I want to hear it all and not just part of it. If she confesses and I find out later that there was some other stuff she didn't confess to we are done. I walk away and I don't look back. And if there is something else I'll find out sooner or later just like I found out about the bachelor parties."
"How do you know I suggested she confess?"
"Trade secret. Bottom line is that if she does confess I need to hear it all. If I grant forgiveness for what she tells me and find out later there was more it is over. So tell me about the bachelor parties and whatever else there is that you know."
"What's to tell? You saw the one where we met and they are all pretty much the same. The only thing that changes is the faces."
"How did she get involved?"
"All the girls at work know what Marsha and I do. We never intended them to know, but Sandi's husband attended one of the parties and he took some pictures on his cell phone. Sandi discovered the pictures and recognized us. She showed the pictures to the girls in the office and our secret was out. The reaction was totally unexpected. Instead of treating us like freaks all the girls wanted to know what it was like. How did we get started? Why were we doing it and things like that. A couple of them even said they would like to try it so Marsha and I set them up. Both did it once and both said that once was enough.
"Dorie was one of the ones who wanted to know all about it. She was always asking about what we did, how we did it and I could tell she was interested in trying, but just couldn't quite get up the nerve. One day during lunch break Dorie sat down with me and asked me why I was so down in the dumps that day and I told her. Marsha and I were set up to do a party that night and Marsha had gotten sick. I was looking at having to do twelve to fourteen guys by myself and I wasn't looking forward to it. Dorie told me that she would sub for Marsha. I asked her if she knew what she was letting herself in for and she said no idea, but that it was something that she had wanted to try since first hearing about it.
"I asked her why she was willing to risk her marriage and she told me that you had been gone for three months and wouldn't be back for at least two more and that she was horny enough to fuck a hundred men. You would never know so she wasn't risking anything. She went with me that night and she liked it. She liked it enough to do it two more times and then she said she couldn't do it any more and as far as I know she hasn't."



"I'm having trouble believing that she could go from faithful wife to pulling trains overnight. In my mind there has to have been a transition of sorts. A parking lot romance or two or maybe a short affair. I just can't see a faithful wife on Tuesday doing a gang bang on Wednesday."
"I don't know what to tell you Frank. I didn't stop every night that the girls stopped so I don't know what went on when I wasn't there, but I never saw her doing anything on the nights I was there except dance with guys that asked her and other than that I wouldn't know."
I hadn't really expected to get anything from Brenda. If she did know anything I doubted that she would tell me because she was Dorie's friend and she barely knew me. What I did expect was that she would tell Doris about our meeting and suggest that Doris hold nothing back if she was indeed to follow Brenda's suggestion and confess.
I was of a mind to try and put things back together with Doris. One thing was clear in that overheard speaker phone conversation. Doris loved me and didn't want to lose me. Yes, she had cheated on me, but it was six years ago and she had quit as soon as she realized that what she was doing could somehow get back to me and cost her me and her marriage.
I was pissed that she had cheated and extremely pissed at the way she had done it. Bachelor party gang bangs for Christ's sake! But again, it was six years ago and it hadn't hurt us any. In fact, I suppose you could even say that some good came out of it. Before I went to Alaska Doris would suck my cock, but would never let me cum in her mouth. I couldn't eat her pussy and anal sex was strictly forbidden. She wouldn't even do doggie.
After I got back from Fairbanks that had gradually changed. Doris wanted to try other positions and decided that she liked cow girl and doggie. She started swallowing and told me she would like to see what it was like to have her beaver munched on. When I asked why the sudden change she told me about some articles she had read in Cosmopolitan and some other magazines like that about how to spice up your sex life and she decided to try them. Then she told me that after hearing some of the girls she worked with talk about anal and how great it was she wanted to try it at least once. All three then became a regular part of our love making. At the time I accepted what she said, but looking back at things it was easy to see that the real reason was that she had done those things during her gangbangs and had liked them. So I was already in a 'forgive' mood when I showed up at the house for my meeting with Doris, but I guess it was really more of a 'see if you can forgive' mood than anything else. There was still one other issue that was going to have to be addressed if we got by Doris' confession if indeed that is what our meeting was all about.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I rang the doorbell and waited. I rang it a second time and waited some more. I was getting ready to ring it a third time and then said, "Fuck it!" and turned and headed for my truck. I heard the door open behind me and Doris call out:
"Where are you going Frank?"
"When you wouldn't answer the door I figured that you changed your mind about talking so I'm leaving."
"I didn't answer the door because this is your house. All you had to do was open the door and walk in."
"This isn't my house Doris. Have you already forgotten that you tossed all my stuff out onto the lawn and locked me out?"
"Let's not fight Frank. Please, just come on in."
Once inside she asked me if I wanted to sit in the living room or the kitchen and I chose the kitchen. I sat down at the table and Doris went to the fridge and got two beers. She opened them and set one down in front of me. I took a pull on the bottle, set down on the table and then said:
"Okay Doris; you called this meeting so have at it."
She stared at her beer bottle for a few seconds and then she looked at me and said:
"I need you to believe me when I tell you that I love you. I do Frank; I do love you and losing you is going to kill me. I have pretty much accepted that I've lost you and I have no one to blame but me. I did myself in the other night when I told you that I would take a lie detector test to prove to you that I didn't have sex with Mel Timmonds. I would have passed that test Frank. That is I would have passed it if the only question would have been "Have you ever had sex with Mel Timmonds." But the next day while I was looking for some one to give me the test it dawned on me that there would be more questions than just that one and that one of the questions would probably be "Have you ever cheated on your husband?" I couldn't get by that one Frank. I have cheated on you, but it was a long time ago. I put it behind me and in truth it didn't hurt our marriage at all. If anything it helped make it better because it showed me how much I stood to lose if you ever found out. I know that it probably sounds stupid, but cheating on you actually made me a better wife to you. It even sounds dumb to me when I say it, but it is the truth. I did become a better wife or at least I think I did."
She looked at me as if she expected me to say something, but I just sat there, drank my beer and waited for her to get back to talking. When she realized I wasn't going to speak she said:
"It happened six years ago when you were in Alaska on that temporary assignment. I was so used to us making love four and five times a week that going without sex was pretty much killing me and after about two months I started thinking about having an affair. I thought long and hard on it. I decided to do it since you were way to hell and gone up in Alaska and would never know. I dated a couple of times but when it came time to fish or cut bait I backed away from it. I know myself pretty well Frank and I knew that if I got into a relationship I would become emotionally involved and I didn't want that. I wasn't looking to replace you; I just wanted to get laid. I did do some heavy necking and a couple of times I did get a little carried away. I gave one guy a hand job while he sucked my tits and another guy got a blow job while he finger fucked me. I just could not bring myself to go all the way.
"I was in a bad place. I wanted it. I needed it. I craved it, but I could bring myself to take the last step and do it. I could not trust myself not to become emotionally involved. Then a chance to get laid without any possibility of emotional involvement came up. Not only would there be no chance of emotional involvement, but it would allow me to live out a fantasy that I'd had for a while."
She looked at me expectantly, probably waiting for me to say something about fantasies, but I just sat there so she went on.
"You have met Brenda and while you would never suspect it of her she works evenings as a stripper and she does bachelor parties. One of the girls found out about it and we all stared asking her about it. The more I heard her say about it the more I wondered what it would be like. I started having fantasies about it. I sounded so damned exciting, but all they were Frank were fantasies. I fantasized that I was dancing naked in a room full of men who were all trying to get their hands on me. I fantasized pulling a train and being fucked by a room full of men. I never expected to ever do something like that, but I was thinking about it all the time.
"Becky and Karen wanted to try it and they talked Brenda into setting it up for them. They both said it was mind blowing and that they loved doing it, but once was enough for them. Even as horny as I was I doubt that I'd have ever gotten up the nerve to ask Brenda to set up one for me, but one day she was in a downer of a mood and I asked her why and she told me that Marsha, another girl I work with, who worked parties with her was sick or something and couldn't make it to one of their scheduled parties. Brenda was upset because she was going to have to handle at least twelve guys all by herself and she wasn't looking forward to it. To this day I have no idea what prompted me to do it but I volunteered to take Marsha's place for the party. It was just like Becky and Karen had said. It was mind blowing and I loved it. I loved it so much that I did it two more times and I wanted to do even more, but I suddenly woke up to the fact that I wouldn't be able to hide doing things like that. If I kept on doing it you would have eventually have found out and I knew what you would do when it happened.
"I couldn't take the chance. I couldn't lose you Frank; I just couldn't. You were my world. I have never loved anyone or anything as much as I love you. So I walked away from the parties even though I loved doing them. What I saw at those parties is also the reason I was so against your going. I saw how men reacted in that kind of environment. It has been years since then, but I still think about the three I did and wish there was some way I could have both."
"Both?"
"Be able to do the parties and still keep you. But here we are six years later and the damned parties have ended up costing me you and I have only myself to blame. If I hadn't done that garbage with Mel and then pulled that stupid move of trying to make you think I went out to get even with you I wouldn't have put myself in the position of having to take a lie detector test. A test that I couldn't possibly pass. I'm sorry Frank. I am so sorry for what I've done to us."
I looked at her long and hard and then I said, "Take the test Doris. If you can show me that your three parties and the hand job and blow job you say you gave are the only times you have cheated I'll come back and we can talk some more."
I got up and left the house. I believed her, but even though I believed her I felt the need to make her suffer. I was as horny when I was in Alaska as she was here at home, but I kept my dick in my pants and behaved myself because I had a loving and faithful wife at home waiting for me or so I believed at the time. Letting her sit alone in the house thinking that she had lost me would be at least a little payback. Some might have said, "Okay, she owes me so I'll just call up Brenda and Marsha and even the score" but I just wasn't made that way. Curse the rotten luck!
++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at four Stella buzzed me on the intercom. "You still ducking calls from your wife?"
"No. Go ahead and put her through."
The phone rang and I picked it up. "Yes?"
"It's Doris Frank. I've found someone to give me the test. He wants to talk to you so you can tell him what you want to know so he can ask the right questions. His name is Josh Barnham and his number is 713-555-1863. If you call him by noon tomorrow he will be able to set up the test for 10 a.m. Thursday and have the results ready by mid to late afternoon."
"All right Doris. I'll call him as soon as you hang up."
"I love you Frank. I really do."
"Sure you do Doris, sure you do" I said as I disconnected.
I called Barnham, explained the situation and what my concerns were and what I needed to know and when I was done talking with him I called my cousin Lou who was a cop and asked him to find out what he could about Barnham. He called me back at six and told me that the department used Barnham a lot and that he had a pretty good reputation. I went to my room feeling that I was going to get a legitimate test. If Doris passed it I'd have another meeting with her. And if she didn't? Well, I was already moved out.
The next two days went by quickly and at noon on Thursday I received a call from Doris telling me that she had taken the test and had signed a release so that Barnham could give me the results. She had to sign the release since she was paying for the test and not me. I didn't expect to hear from him until Friday since Doris had told me the results wouldn't be available until mid to late afternoon so I was surprised when Barnham called me at two-fifteen.
"The results were conclusive. Other than the instances that she told you about she tested as truthful when it came to any other instances of unfaithfulness. I hope that this does help to ease your mind."
"It does. Thank you for the call."
I had no sooner walked out of the office when my cell went off. It was Doris.
"You get the results?"
"Yes."
"You coming home?"
"I'll stop by tomorrow and we'll talk."
"Tomorrow? Why can't you come tonight?"
"I still have some things I need to think through. Tomorrow at seven?"
"No way I can talk you into tonight?"
"No way. I'll see you tomorrow" and I hung up. I spent the night in my room thinking on what I was going to say to Doris. She wasn't out of the woods yet. True, she had passed the lie detector test, but I had one other problem with her that would have to be worked out before I got back with her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I was walking up the front seeps at seven and I wasn't to the top step when Doris opened the door. "Kitchen?" she asked and I nodded a yes and we headed that way. She got two beers out of the icebox and we sat down at the table. I took a drink of the Bud and then said:
"You passed the lie detector test, but the fact still remains that you did cheat on me while I was in Alaska. I listened to you give your reasons, but I have to tell you that those reasons cut no ice with me. I was suffering from the same lack of sex that you were, but I kept my dick in my pants just like I promised I would when I took my wedding vows. I don't know what pisses me off the most, the fact that you cheated or the way you cheated. I have spent a lot of time thinking about it and I have decided that I can get by it since you never did again and the last six years for the most part – the most part Doris – have been good years and until recently I've had no reason to doubt your love for me and I will admit that I've gotten some benefit out of your cheating gangbangs. I've gotten better blow jobs and I've gotten to do anal and I know that they are because you did them during your gang bangs and either found that you liked them or at least decided that you could put up with them.
"Did you catch that "For the most part" Doris? There have been parts of those years that have sucked and what I have to decide now is whether or not I want to put myself back in a position where those things that sucked can happen again. We can go back to my Alaskan trip. I stayed true and you didn't. I was hurting from the lack of sex as much as you were, but I suffered and kept to my vows. The thread between then and now Doris is that I suffer when there is a lack of sex. I man up and tough it out. There have been several times over the past few years, most recently the bullshit over Jim's bachelor party, where you have used sex as a weapon against me. Whenever you have done that I have suffered in silence when every atom in my body was screaming out "You don't have to take this shit dummy; go out, find a woman and get laid" but I never have because I believe in the vows I took.
"I am sick and tired of you using sex to punish me or to try and get me to do what you want. I admit that your body is yours and you get to be the one who determines what to do with it. I know that there are going to be times I'm going to want to make love and that you aren't going to feel like it. I realize that there will be times you won't be feeling well or will have a headache and won't feel like making love. I can accept that, but I am done with you using your cunt as a weapon against me.
"So that's where we are now. You know my position and you need to give some thought to how you want to proceed."
'I'll never do it again Frank. I swear to God I'll never do it again."
"No Doris, that won't work. I don't want you saying that just after I've hit you with it. I want you to take some time and really think about it. Make sure that you can make the commitment and stick with it because if we do get back together and you pull that shit on me again I'll be gone and they will not be any more talking. So think long and hard on it Doris. I'll give you a call in a couple of days and we will talk again."
"I don't need time to think on it Frank."
"Maybe you don't think you do, but I think you do and I'm the one who is going to have to take the gamble on whether or not to get back with you. I pay for my motel room by the week and I'm paid up until Sunday. I'll call you sometime Sunday" and I got up and left.
I was being an asshole and I knew it. I didn't need to stall her until Sunday, but I needed the satisfaction of seeing her suffer a little given all the shit she had put me through. I left the house and headed for the Hitching Post. I drank beer and shot some pool until I felt it was time to call it a night.
++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday I ran some errands, hit a laundromat and washed my dirty clothes. That evening found me back at the Hitching Post. I was drinking beer and shooting pool when a voice behind me said:
"Why are you over here playing this silly game when you could be dancing with me?"
I turned and found Hanna standing there.
"Good question" I said and handed my pool cue to Sam and said, "You win Sam" and then I led Hanna out onto the dance floor.
"I was surprised when you never called after taking me home the other night."
"Why? I told you my situation."
"Yeah, but I thought that it was just a line you fed girls to get them to let down their guard."
"Sorry, but it was the truth."
"I've been watching since you got here and I haven't seen a woman. Still haven't worked it out?"
"Getting close. Maybe tomorrow."
"Okay then; I've got you until tomorrow."
"Till tomorrow?"
"At least until this place closes or either of us decides to leave."
The song ended and I walked her back to her table and joined her. We danced a couple more dances and we had just sat down after a waltz when she said:
"Do you know those two women over there? They haven't taken their eyes off of us since they got here."
I looked toward where she was looking and saw Brenda and Marsha sitting at a table. When I looked they both waved and I waved back.
"Just two more members of my fan club. With you that makes a total of three. Now that I've seen them you are going to have to share me with them."
"Why?"
"Because they work with my wife and if we don't join them they will assume that I'm dating you and I wouldn't want them telling that to Doris."
I got up ands walked over to Brenda and Marsha and asked them if they would like to join me and Hanna at our table.
"Won't that cramp your style" Marsha asked.
"No style to cramp. Just a girl I know who asked me to dance."
"You here alone" Brenda asked.
I nodded a yes and then said, "I came in to shoot some pool and drink some beer and Hanna decided that she wanted to rescue me."
"I take it you haven't worked things out with Doris yet" Brenda asked.
"We've talked and we might be making some progress. I'll know in a day or two."
Brenda raised her eyebrows and I said, "She took your advice. I know all about it now and yes, I can get by it, but we still have an issue that needs to be worked out."
"What advice" Marsha asked Brenda. "I'll tell you later" Brenda said.
"So how about it? You going to join us?"
Brenda looked at Marsha and Marsha shrugged. Brenda said, "I guess we will have to if only to keep you out of the girls clutches and protect Doris' interests."
"Bullshit" Marsha said. "I'm doing it to make sure that she doesn't have a clear field if Frank doesn't work things out with Doris. As far as I'm concerned we have first dibs on Frank."
The three of us went over and joined Hanna and I made the introductions. I spent the rest of the evening dancing with the three of them. When I danced with Brenda she naturally wanted to know what was going to happen between me and Doris.



"The odds are that Dorie and I will be back together when you see her at work on Monday. It isn't a hundred percent certainty, but it is close. I may be wrong. I gave her an ultimatum and if she accepts it we will be back together. If she doesn't, we won't."
"You do know that there will be several upset women if you and Doris do get back together don't you?"
"That doesn't seem likely."
"Oh but it is. Marsha likes Doris, but she is hoping that the two of you don't get back together so that she might have a chance at you. The young lady you just introduced us to is obviously smitten with you and then of course there is me. Doris is a good friend and I'd never try and steal you from her, but if the two of you were to split up I'd be after you in a heart beat."
"Well just between you and me, if Doris and I do break up and Marsha, Hanna and you are still available you will be the winner."
She smiled, kissed me and we went back to the table when the song ended. Shortly after that I called it a night and went back to the motel.
+++++++++++++++
I slept late the next morning and when I got up I went up the street to the IHOP for breakfast. I went back to the hotel room and debated packing, but then decided not to take anything for granted.
At noon I called Doris.
"Hello?"
"It's me."
"When are you coming home?"
"What did you decide?"
"Damn it to hell Frank; you damn well know what I decided. It will never happen again. I swear it. Please come home."
"Look for me around five. I've got some packing to do."
"I'll have dinner ready."
As I packed I wondered if she could do it. Women are hard-wired to use sex to get what they want, but I had meant what I'd said. I guess only time would tell.
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It started out as a great day. I made every light on the way to work and when I got there – wonder of wonders – there was an open parking place right by the front door.
An hour after I got to work Natalie, my secretary, came into my office and told me that Tom Snelling was on line two for me. I picked up the phone, said good morning and then listened as Tom told me that after thinking things over he was going to sign the contract and go with us. It was a deal that I had been working on for almost two months and it was a contract worth over six million for my company. Tom said that the signed contract was being faxed to me even as we spoke. I thanked him profusely and after he had hung up I went over to the fax machine and sure enough the contract was there.
I took the contract and walked over to Barry's office (Barry is my boss and the owner of the company) and I asked his secretary if she would see if Barry could spare me a few minutes. She checked and he could so I went inside his office and told him I was there to brighten his day. I handed him the contract and he looked at it and smiled. He told me that he'd never thought for even a minute that I would get anywhere with Snelling. Several others had tried and had gotten nowhere. He smiled at me and told me that my bonus based on the deal was going to be obscene and then he told me to get back to work.
At eleven Stella (Barry's secretary) called me and told me that Barry needed to see me ASAP. When I entered his office I started for a chair and he told me not to bother sitting down since I wasn't going to be there long enough to get comfortable. Then he told me that as of noon that day I was the new vice president of sales and that one of my first duties as VP of Sales was to get on a flight to Dallas and smooth the ruffled feathers of Mike Thomas who was one of our biggest customers. He told me that Stella had all the particulars and sent me on my way. As I was getting things from Stella she asked me if I wanted her to make my travel arrangements and I thanked her for the offer, but told her I'd handle it myself.
When I got back to my office I tried to call my wife Teri to give her the good news, but was told she was away from her desk so I left a message that I would call back later.
I headed home to pack a bag and when I got home I saw Teri's car parked in the drive. Odd I thought as I pulled in and parked behind her. As soon as I opened the door of the house I knew what was going on.
"Oh God Yes!!! Fuck me; fuck me lover, make me cum!" rang through the house. I walked to the bedroom door and saw my wife of fifteen years being fucked by Randall Cunningham who was her supervisor where she worked. They were so into it that they never even noticed me standing there in the doorway and they were making so much noise that they didn't hear the clicks that my cell phone made as I took pictures of them. I did a quick review of the photos to make sure I had clear photos of the two of them and then I quietly left the house.
It took me twenty-five minutes to drive to Samson and Sons and when I got there I asked if I could have a minute with Bart Samson. We knew each other fairly well and he rose to greet me and offered me his hand when I walked into his office.
"Good to see you Rob, but if you came to take Teri out to lunch you wasted a trip because she isn't here."
"I know exactly where she is and I also know with whom. I'd like to show you something" and I showed him the pictures on my phone.
"When did you take these?"
"About a half an hour ago."
"Where?"
"My house. They didn't even notice me when I took the pictures."
"They are supposed to be having lunch with one of our clients."
He consulted a card file on his desk, read me a number and asked, "Teri's cell phone number right?"
I nodded a yes and he picked up his phone and made a call. We waited and finally his call was answered.
"Teri? Your husband is here in my office and he has just shown me some very damning photos of you and Randall that he took about a half an hour ago. You both need to get back here and pick up whatever personal belonging you have here and stop by HR and get your final check. I don't want a trace of either one of you still in this building come five o'clock this afternoon." There was a pause and then, "No Teri, we have nothing to talk about. Goodbye."
He hung up and said, "I'm sorry Rob. I had no idea. What do you intend to do?"
"Divorce her."
"No, I meant as far as my company is concerned."
"Nothing. Even if you have a CP&P that prohibits what they were doing you would have to know what they were doing in order to enforce it and it is obvious to me that you had no more idea of what they were doing than I did. We're cool. I'm just sorry I won't be seeing you at company picnics and partied any more."
I stood up and we shook hands and I turned to leave, but before I got to the door he said:
"One thing before you go Rob." I turned to face him. "I've never done business with your company because your wife worked here and I was always concerned about a conflict of interest. Teri doesn't work her any more so give me a call some time next week, okay?"
I smiled at him and said, "I'll do that" and I left to go find a store where I could buy what I needed for my trip to Dallas.
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I saw her when she walked in from the parking lot and nothing had changed. My heart still did flip flops and my blood started racing. I was surprised to see her alone and then I thought he had probably dropped her off close to the group and then went to park the car. I knew she would be there and I knew how I would react to seeing her and that is the main reason that it took my twin brother Rich so long to talk me into coming. For some reason that I didn't understand he attached great importance to me being in attendance.
I watched as she walked over and joined us at our table. She looked at me and gave me a 1000 watt smile and I just nodded to acknowledge her. She immediately started talking with Bev and Nancy. Beverly Abbeg, now Rich's wife, Nancy Wilde and Michelle had been thick as thieves all the way from the third grade through high school graduation. College split them apart because Bev was going to attend the local community college and Nancy had a scholarship to EU. Michelle had opted to attend State and I found out later that she chose State because that is where Stan North was going. Stan North! A bigger asshole never lived and I spent years killing him in my imagination. I honestly believe that I would have done it in real life if I could have been sure of getting away with it. Stan had been the quarterback on our team and was going to State on an athletic scholarship and every one expected that he would end up in the pros. He was that good.
As I watched Mickey exchange cheek kisses and hugs with Bev and Nancy my thoughts wandered back to a much happier time. It was in the ninth grade that it started. I had been classmates with Mickey, Bev and Nancy since the sixth grade and I guess you could say that we were friends. We didn't hang together or anything like that, but we saw each other every school day and we got along.
I was your typical kid. Played vacant lot baseball and football with my friends, rode our bikes all over town and got in trouble doing stupid shit on Halloween and did just about everything that you did as a kid. It was gradual -- it didn't happen over night -- but I became aware of girls. You know what I mean. I stopped seeing them as classmates and began to get interested in them. The one I got the most interested in was Michelle Coachman. I don't even know why. Does anyone really know why you fall for a certain girl at that age? All I know is that Mickey was the first one I looked for when I got to school in the morning. I found reasons to be around her.
I finally got brave and asked her if she would like to go to the movies with me on Saturday and I was surprised when she said yes. It was a double feature and I can't even remember the two films that were playing. The entire time I kept glancing over at Mickey. I do remember that around the middle of the second film I discovered that we were holding hands and I don't even know how that happened. It just did.
After the movie we stopped at The Soda Shoppe for cherry Cokes and we held hands as I walked her home. Unfortunately I didn't get brave until the last day of school and when I got her home and asked her to go out with me again the following Saturday she said that she wished that she could, but she was leaving the next day to spend the summer at her grandparent's farm. She promised me that she would call me as soon as she got back and then we could have that movie date. I didn't realize at the time that a teenaged girls promises were about as valid as a TV weatherman's five day forecast.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I stayed busy that summer playing pick up baseball with my buddies, going camping and mowing lawns for spending money. Two weeks before school was supposed to start me, Richard and a couple of my friends went to the Rialto to catch the afternoon double feature and when we got in line to buy our tickets I saw Mickey, Bev and Nancy at the head of the line. When we got inside and were waiting in line at the refreshment stand for popcorn I asked Mickey when she had gotten back and she told me that she had been home for almost a month. She'd forgotten all about her promise to call. It upset me a little because I had walked away from that first date thinking that we had something going, but I wasn't going to say anything in front of Rich, Sam, Dave, Bev and Nancy.
The seven of us sat together and after the movie we all walked over the Soda Shoppe for cherry Cokes. We talked about what we had done over the summer and then we split up and went home. The next day I called Mickey and reminded her that she said she would go out with me again when she came back to town. I did not mention her promise. I asked her to the movies the next Saturday and she said yes.
Saturday I walked over to her house to get her and as we walked toward downtown her hand took hold of mine and we held hands all through the double feature. We held hands as I walked her home and then she surprised me and kissed me on the cheek when I got her to her door. I asked her if she would like to go roller skating with me at Skate City the next day and she said that she would love to.
By the time school started we had dated five times and I was starting to consider Mickey 'my girl.' A week after school started I found out that even though I was thinking of Mickey as 'my girl' she was a long way from thinking of me as 'her guy.' I asked her what she would like to do on Saturday and she told me that she thought Tommy was taking her to the amusement park.
"Tommy?"
"Yes. Tommy Reed asked me to go out with him on Saturday."
"Oh. Have fun" I said as I turned and walked away from her.
Walking home from school Rich asked me why I was so quiet and I told him why.
"You didn't know that she's been dating other guys?"
"No. I thought that I was the only one."
"Maybe on the weekends, but she's gone out during the week with a half a dozen different guys. Last night when Mark and I were at the arcade she was there with Phil Ackers."
"I didn't know. I guess I'm just dumb."
"No Rob; just blind. There are other girls you can date. You don't have to stick with her."
I thought about it and I realized that Rich was right. The next day at school I asked Carol Wright if she would like to go skating with me on Friday night and she said yes. We had a good time and I asked her if she would go to the movies with me on Saturday and she said yes.
We were standing in line for popcorn when Mickey came in with Norm Snyder. She saw me standing there with Carol and I saw a strange look come over her face. I ignored her and when we had our popcorn and sodas Carol and I went in and sat down in the middle of the theatre. I got up to use the bathroom about halfway through the second feature and I saw that Mickey was sitting two rows directly behind us and I saw her eyes follow me as I walked up the aisle. "Weird" I thought. Why would she watch me?
I walked Carol home and she told me that she'd had a good time and when I asked her if she would like to go to the arcade with me after school on Tuesday she said that she would love to.
++++++++++++++++++++
Monday at school third period was gym and the way it worked was that boys and girls alternated weeks. One week the boys had the gym and the girls had the swimming pool and then the next week it reversed. Monday it was the boy's week for the gym, but when we got there the girls were there too. Mr. Hoffman, our gym teacher, announced that the school was sponsoring a dance in two weeks and the boys and girls were going to spend the week together learning to dance. He told us to choose a partner for the week and I looked for Carol and when I saw her I started heading her way, but before I got there Mickey stepped in front of me and took my arm.
"This is just going to be so much fun Rob. I just know that we will be good together."
It caught me by surprise and I stopped and was just about to tell her that I wanted Carol to be my partner and when I looked toward Carol she gave me a nasty look and turned away and I saw Jerry Dobbs walk up and take her arm. Mickey said:
"What's the matter Rob? You don't seem pleased."
I wasn't all that experienced with girls, but even I knew that the look I'd gotten from Carol probably meant that we were toast and since I had always been hung up on Mickey I said:
"Of course I'm pleased. I'm just a bit surprised is all."
"Why would you be surprised?"
"The last two times I asked you out you weren't interested so I thought..."
"Just you hush Rob Dalton; it doesn't matter what you thought. Come on now, let's get in line."
She was right and we were good together and I think that is the first gym class that I ever enjoyed even though I did get several not so nice looks from Carol.
I caught up with Carol at the end of sixth period so I could confirm our date the next night and she said:
"Just go away and leave me alone."
"Why? What did I do?"
"You know what you did."
"No I don't."
"You chose that bitch Michelle to be your dance partner instead of me. How could you do something like that if you wanted to go out with me?"
I usually thought of myself as a straight up kind of guy, truthful and like that, but even I knew that there were times you had to fudge a little so I said:
"I was on my way to ask you to be my partner when Mickey stepped in front of me and asked me to be her partner. I started to tell her no when I saw you go off with Jerry. I suppose I could have come after you and told Jerry to get lost, but it probably would have created a scene and then you would have been pissed at me."
"That's what you say now, but I saw the way the two of you were when you were dancing. As far as you were concerned there wasn't anyone else in the room but the two of you. Just go away Rob" and she turned and walked off.
I was standing there watching her walk down the hall away from me when a voice from behind me said:
"My goodness Rob; what did you say to her. She looks pissed."
I turned and saw Mickey standing there. Without thinking I said, "She broke a date with me because I danced with you instead of her."
"Oh? Is that all? Well you don't need her anyway sweetie because you have me."
"I have you?"
"Of course you do silly. You've always known that."
"I have? Then why have you been going out with all those other guys instead of me?"
"Because they asked me and you didn't."
"You aren't making sense Mickey. I don't "have you" as you put it if you go out with other guys. If I "had you" I wouldn't even have to ask you for a date; all I would have to do is ask you what you wanted to do or where you wanted to go."
"True, but that's your fault not mine."
"What is my fault?"
"That you have to ask me for a date instead of just asking what I want to do."
"I don't get it. How is it my fault?"
"Just because I've always considered myself yours it doesn't mean anything. You have never asked me to be yours and until you do I'm not going to sit at home and stare at the walls if some guy wants me to go out with him. In fact I was hurt when you didn't make a big fuss over my going out with Tommy. All you did was tell me to have fun and then walk away."
"What about all the guys you dated during the week?"
"They asked me, you didn't."
I was having trouble buying what she was saying because to me it didn't make any sense. If she was mine -- if I'd always had her -- wouldn't she have said:
"Tommy asked me to go out Saturday" and given me the chance to say "I'd rather you didn't and would go out with me instead."
I was still struggling with the concept in my head when Mickey asked, "When was your date with Carol and what were you going to do?"
"We were supposed to go to the arcade tomorrow."
"Okay. What time are we going?"
It took me a second to realize that she had just told me we were going out the next day and then I said:
"Five o'clock."
"Okay, I'll see you at five. You might spend some time between now and then thinking on what you need to do if you don't like me dating other guys" and then she walked away.
Walking home with my brother Rich after school I told him about the thing with Carol and Michelle and told him that I just didn't understand girls. He laughed and said:
"Who does? I've tried to get Beverly Abbeg to go out with me a half a dozen times and she always says no, but every time she sees me and I'm with another girl she gives me dirty looks. Chicks are weird man, but I'll tell you this. It sounds like Mickey is telling you that you need to ask her to go steady."
"You think?"
"I'd bet on it."
Mickey and I had a great time at the arcade and when I walked her to her door after stopping for milkshakes at The Soda Shoppe I asked her if she would be my steady girlfriend she said:
"It's about time you got around to it. Of course I will" and then she took my head in her hands and kissed me. I put my arms around her and kissed her back. I don't know how long we might have stood there kissing if the porch light hadn't come on and made us pull apart. That was the start of Mickey and me keeping steady company. Rich finally got Bev to say yes and Mickey and I double dated with Bev and Rich a half a dozen times.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I went out for football and turned out to be a pretty good tight end. Practice and games cut into my dating time with Mickey, but she didn't seem to mind. I made junior varsity and Mickey and I started hanging out with my team mates and their girlfriends.
Everything ran smooth until the Christmas break. Mickey and her parents went back to the grand parent's farm for Christmas. Before she left Mickey said:
"Now you be sure to stay away from other girls while I'm gone. Don't let me be hearing that you took some dolly to a Christmas party. You're mine and I'm not sharing."
It was a two week visit and during the second week she called Bev and it just happened that Rich was with her. Due to a freak of atmospherics or something Rich was able to hear part of Mickey's side of the conversation. He didn't let on to Bev that he could hear so she didn't hold the phone closer to her ear or even tell Mickey that Rich was in the room.
"How's it going?" Bev asked.
"Great! I've met the cutest boy and I've seen him almost every night since I've been here. He's a great kisser. He could give Rob lessons."
"Sounds like you might not want to come back home."
"Never fear girlfriend; I'm coming back. This place is Dullsville. There isn't anything to do here except ice skate and go on sleigh rides. How are things back there? You keeping an eye on Rob for me?"
"I am, but why do you care? Sounds like you have found a replacement."
"I have to admit he is yummy, but he isn't a keeper. All he wants to do when he gets out of high school is help run the family farm. Can you see me getting up to milk the cows at five in the morning?"
"Now that's something that I'd like to see."
"Oh no, not this girl."
"Not much new here. Nancy is seriously thinking of going steady with Billy Holbrook. They have been going to parties together."
There was more, but nothing that concerned me. When Bev hung up Rich didn't let on that he'd heard anything and that night he told me about the call.
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know. I'm pissed, but it is more because she made me promise to stay away from other girls than because she is seeing some guy."
In the end I did nothing other than remember that Mickey couldn't really be trusted.
Mickey came back the day after Christmas and she called me. We went to the movies that night and had a steamy make out session during which she kept telling me how much she missed me. We still had a week before school started up again and we were able to attend a couple of holiday parties together. They all ended with heavy make out sessions. We doubled with Bev and Rich to go to a New Year's Eve party and a couple of times I saw Bev looking at me with a look that I read as "You poor boob."
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next five and a half months flew by and then it was summer vacation and Mickey was off to spend part of it at her grand parent's and, I suspected, with her cute boy who was such a great kisser. Again she told me to behave while she was gone, but this time I knew the game plan.
Mickey had been gone two days when I ran across Bev at the mall. We went to the food court and I bought us Cokes and we sat down. She and Rich had broken up a month early because she wanted to date other guys besides Rich. She said he would be her main squeeze, but Rich wasn't interested in that kind of a relationship. Bev asked me about Rich and I told her that he was dating Shelly Spears and that seemed to upset her a little. Then I flat out asked her:
"Are you keeping an eye on me again for Mickey?"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Sure you do Bev. I know all about the guy she was seeing over Christmas and that she had you keeping an eye on me to see if I did the same thing. All I'm asking is has she got you doing it again?"
Bev looked away from me and said, "Yes."
"You have any idea of what she is going to do if I do date other girls while she's gone?"
"She said she would drop you in a heartbeat if you cheated on her."
"Let me see if I've got this straight. She is cheating on me, but she will kick me to the curb if I do the same?"
Bev looked at me and shrugged.
"How would you like to play a trick on her?"
"What do you mean?"
"How about you go out with me and don't tell her?"
"I couldn't do that. Mick is my friend."
"Okay; I just thought it would be fun. Take care Bev. See you around."
I got up and went to J.C. Penny's for the tennis shoes I'd come to the mall to buy.
When I got home I sat down and made a list of girls that I knew who were not in relationships and I planned on calling them. The next day I called the first three on the list and was politely turned down by all three. That afternoon my mom sent me down to Rexall Drugs to pick up a bottle of hydrogen peroxide and Bev was there.
"Can we talk?" she asked me.
"Sure."
"Meet me at The Soda Shoppe when you leave here, okay?"
"I'll be there."
Over cherry Cokes Bev said, "Were you serious about what you said the other day?
"Of course I was."
"You wouldn't tell Mickey?"
"Why would I do that? I'm just trying to stay even with her. I don't have a doubt in the world that she isn't seeing that guy she met up with the last time she went to Cartersville or maybe some other guy. You are my watcher. Would you tell?"
"Of course not."
"Okay. How about the movies tonight?"
"Okay."
"I'll pick you up at six."
When I got home I told Rich what I was doing and asked him if he had a problem with it.
"This way I can stick it to Mickey and if I'm lucky I can get Bev to keep me up to date on what Mickey tells her."
"I don't mind. It won't bother me at all, but have you given any thought to what will happen if Mickey finds out?"
"Frankly I don't much care. If she finds out what's she going to do? Accuse me of being a cheat? I'll laugh and throw it right back at her and if she doesn't find out I'll have a steady date while she's gone."
"Good luck."
Bev and I had fun on our first date and she kissed me on our second. On the third we had a hot steamy make out session and they got hotter and hotter over the next weeks. After our seventh or eighth date I asked Bev why she changed her mind and started to date me. She hesitated for a couple of seconds and then she said:
"You promise that you won't tell anyone? Cross your heart?"
Who would I tell?"
"I don't want you telling Richard."
"What does Rich have to do with it?"
"Just promise me."
"I promise."
"I got curious."
"About what?"
"You and Rich are twins and you look and act alike and I wondered if you guys were the same in everything."



"The same in everything?"
"Yeah, you know; do you kiss the same and make out the same way."
"Do we?"
"No."
"Which one of us is better."
Bev giggled and said, "I'll never tell."
I didn't press it because for one thing I really didn't care and for another I wanted to stay on her good side. She was keeping me up to date on what Mickey was doing which was pretty much what I was doing. Every time Mickey called Bev she asked if I was staying true and every time Bev gleefully lied and said that I was. She got me the guys name and told me that it was the same guy that Mickey had gone with on her last trip to Cartersville.
Two days before Mickey was due to come home Bev and I had our last date and she told me that she was sorry that it had to stop.
"I've kind of gotten used to you."
"I can always break up with Mickey."
"Yes, but then I couldn't date you without hurting my friendship with Mick."
"Well there is always Christmas break if she goes back to visit."
"I don't think so. We have been lucky so far in keeping what we are doing from every one else. I don't think I want to chance it again."
"Well it was fun while it lasted and I'm not sorry one little bit that we did it."
"I'm not either."
Mickey called me the day she got back and I went over to see her. The first thing she asked me was did I miss her and I assured her that I did and then I asked her the same question and then listened as she lied to me and told me that she had missed me terribly. She told me that it had been pure hell being stuck at her grandparent's with nothing to do. I don't know why I didn't laugh at her, tell her that I knew she was lying and go on home.
No, that's not true. I do know why I didn't. She was still the best looking girl around and I was hung up on her. I guess I couldn't blame her for finding something to do when she visited her grandparents, but why was she so insistent that I do nothing when she was gone. I doubted that I would ever know the answer to that question.
++++++++++++++
When school started and football got going I made varsity and Mickey promptly claimed my letter sweater. It was around that time that I decided that I wasn't going to go to college. It may seem like the eleventh grade is a little early to be thinking like that, but I didn't like school and I didn't see the relevance of half of what I was being made to learn when you applied it to the real world. I didn't think college would be any different. Even though I'd made the decision I kept it to myself.
When Christmas break came Mickey told me that she was again going to her grandparent's for a week and she asked me if I was going to behave while she was gone. I thought for a moment and then said:
"Probably not."
She got a shocked look on her face and she said, "You would go out on me?"
"I'm thinking on it."
She looked like she was going to cry and I said, "We are almost to graduation and some of our classmates are already planning for married life after graduation. You haven't indicated that you are interested in anything other than a high school romance so I'm thinking that maybe it's time for me to start looking for someone for the long haul."
There were actually tears running down her face when she said, "I thought you knew I was yours and always intended to be yours."
I almost laughed and said, "Except when you are out of town" but I didn't. Her tears and her statement actually got to me and I said:
"I didn't realize that you felt that strongly about it. Given that I of course will behave myself while you are gone."
She threw her arms around me and said, "I love you Rob."
That was the first time that she had ever said that to me and I hugged her and told her that I loved her too. And it was true. I did and I always had, but I never realized that it was returned.
If it really was.
There was a question mark in my mind. If it was really true what was with the out of town boyfriend?
++++++++++++++++++++
Mickey left and I gave Bev a call. "Are we still buds?"
"Of course."
"Can you do me a huge favor?"
"If I can."
"Mickey is off to Cartersville again and I'm guessing that she asked you to keep an eye on me again. Can I ask you to keep me up to date on what she tells you?"
"She's my friend Rob and I love her to death, but even so I have to ask you why you don't dump her. I know things always seem fine when she's here, but if she really cared for you she wouldn't do what she does when she goes out to the farm."
"I know and I'm thinking about it. Back to the question I asked. Are you my watcher again?"
"Yes Rob; I've got the duty again."
"You know that the best way to keep an eye on me is to spend time with me. That way you will know everything that I'm doing."
"I don't think so Rob. We got away with it last time and I don't think I want to tempt fate."
"Why don't I come over and we can talk about it?"
"I can't tonight. How about tomorrow night?"
"I'll be there. Six good for you?"
"That will work."
I got there at six and after she let me in she told me that her parents had gone away for the weekend so we could talk freely.
"I don't really want to talk" I said. She looked me in the eye and said, "Neither do I" and she stepped forward and I took her in my arms. We were on the couch making out when the phone rang. It was Mickey. Bev held the phone so I could hear and after exchanging greetings Bev asked:
"How are things going? Have you hooked up with Ryan yet?"
"No and I'm not going to."
"He do something to upset you?"
"No. I'm going to behave this trip. At least I'm going to try to."
"Why? What's different this time?"
"I had a talk with Rob before I left. From what he said I think he wants to take things from going steady to engaged. I think I want that too so I'm going to try and be a one man woman. I still want you to keep an eye on him for me."
"No problem."
There was some girl talk after that about nothing that interested me. When Bev hung up she asked:
"Was she right? Are you seriously considering getting engaged?"
"I honestly don't know." I told her about my telling Mickey that I probably would date when she was gone and then I told Bev what had happened after I had made that statement. "But I have my doubts about her. That's why I want to know what she does on this trip. If she goes out with this Ryan guy after telling me what she told me I'll know that I'll never be able to trust her."
Bev shrugged and we went back to making out. When it was time for me to leave Bev told me that her parents wouldn't be home until late Sunday night.
"If you come over there won't be any chance of someone seeing us together since we won't be going out where anyone could see us. What do you think?"
"Like I said; the best way to keep an eye on me is to keep me close."
I was with Bev on Sunday when Mickey called again and again Bev held the phone so I could hear Mickey's side of the conversation. After Bev told Mickey I was behaving she asked:
"How are you and Ryan getting along?"
"We aren't. He has called me a couple of times, but I told him that I can't see him any more. He's a nice guy and dating him was okay until I found out how serious Rob was about us. I think Rob is going places so I'm going to stick with him."
"Going places?"
"Oh yeah. My dad is friends with Coach Robinson and the coach told my dad that there are a couple of colleges really interested in Rob and he thinks Rob has a really good shot at being recruited and then drafted into the pros. Pro football players make big money."
"That's it? You are sticking with Rob because he is going to make big money?"
"No silly; I really do love the guy, but it is nice to be in love with someone who is going places. How about you? Your love life getting any better?"
"I'm dating some, but I don't have anything going with anyone particular." She smiled at me as she said that and then went on, "Nothing has changed since you've been gone."
"Well hang in there girlfriend. Your guy will turn up one of these days."
"I hope so."
There was more but none of it concerned me. When the call was over Bev said:
"I guess she's yours Rob. Now that you know maybe you should leave."
"Oh no. I'm here and I'm not forgetting that she is one up on me."
"One up on you?"
"The last time she was doing it with that Ryan guy I was here with you, but the first time, the summer she met him, I stayed true to her so she's one up on me."
"Well okay, but this is our last time. Now that I know how she feels about you we have to end it."
I had plenty to think about as I headed home. It was news to me that my playing had gotten the interest of college coaches and that they were interested in recruiting me, but I had already decided that college wasn't in my future and not because my parents couldn't afford to send me because they could. I just didn't like school enough to want to go. There was also the fact that I liked playing football, but it was only a game to me and not a job. I wasn't the least bit interested in playing football for a living. Besides, I'd seen and read about too many pro football players who ended up with career ending injuries and a lot of that happened in their first year before they even got going good. No thank you!
That thought prompted another thought. Would Mickey still be interested in me when she found out that high school was going to be the end of my educational phase? No matter. I'd find out sooner or later.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Mickey came back the day after Christmas and gave me a call. We got together that night and made out as she kept telling me how much she missed me. The big surprise for me was when we went to a New Year's Eve party. Ten minutes after Mickey and I got there Rich showed up with his date. It was Bev. About an hour into the party I asked her to dance and when she was in my arms I said:
"I guess I got the answer to my question."
"What question was that?"
"Back when we first dated I asked you why you changed your mind after saying no. You told me that it was because you were curious about what might be the differences between me and Rick. When I asked which one of us was better you laughed and said that you would never tell."
"And I never will."
"You just did. You are here with Rich."
"Don't read anything into that baby. I didn't have a date for tonight and he asked."
There were some changes after we started back to school. I got a part time job as an apprentice mechanic at the local Ford dealership and it cut into my dating time. Mickey wasn't too happy about it, but on the plus side she did seem to enjoy the things we did now that I had a steady supply of spending money.
Bev and Rich did become a couple again and they double dated with us a time or two. Maybe six weeks before summer vacation started Mick started asking me what I was going to do after college and asked:
"Are we going to get married after graduation or wait until after college?"
"I'm not sure that I'm going to college. When I finish the apprentice program I might just stay there. Mechanics make real good money. As far as getting married is concerned I'm fine with getting married right after graduation. Mickey's facial expression changed, but I couldn't read it.
The rest of the school year was going to school, work and spend every free minute with Mickey. When summer vacation came and Mickey went on her annual trip to Cartersville I was secure enough in my relationship with Mickey that I didn't bother to ask Bev to keep me up to date.
During the summer I worked full time at the dealership and banked my money to buy a car. The week Mick was due home she called me and told me that her visit was going to run a little longer. Her grandmother had fallen and broken her hip and she was going to stay and help out. She might not be back until time for school to start. I told her that I missed her and that I was behaving myself and she laughed and said:
"You had better be. You're mine baby and I don't believe in sharing."
The week before school started the general manager of the dealership took me aside and offered me one hell of a deal on a pretty clean 1984 Mustang. I had just enough in savings to swing the deal and pay for plates and insurance. All of a sudden girls who had never paid any attention to me were saying:
"Hi Rob. When do I get a ride in your car?"
I was under no illusions that I was suddenly a great catch. It was that I was one of a few guys my age that had a car. If I wasn't behaving myself and keeping myself for Mickey I would have been in hog heaven. One of those girls was the third member of the triumvirate; the 'tri' being Mickey, Bev and Nancy Wilde. Knowing how tight Mick, Bev and Nancy were I guessed that she was just being friendly, but also I had the thought that she might be my 'watcher' this year and she was under orders to test me. Whatever the reason it didn't matter because I was being good. I did take Nancy on a couple of rides and on one of them I saw her watching me with a pensive look on her face and I wondered what was up with that.
Mick came home three days before school began and called me.
"Are we going to celebrate?"
I knew just what she was asking. We had both turned eighteen while she was at Cartersville and we had agreed that we would both wait until we were eighteen to make love. I asked her what time I should pick her up and we agreed on six. I rang her doorbell right at six. She opened the door, embraced me and gave me a monster of a kiss.
"God baby; I missed you so much" she said after she broke the kiss.
"Not as much as I missed you."
"I hope you mean that. Where are we going?"
"Anywhere you want."
"I want to drive out to Steven's Point and start making up for not seeing you all summer."
As I drove toward the point Mickey said, "A little birdie told me that I'm not the first girl to ride in this car."
Bev or Nancy? I'd probably never know.
"You weren't, but the little birdie should have also told you that the only thing that those other girls got was a ride."
"Yeah. She told me that too, but I'm still just a tad pissed I wasn't the first."
"You'll never know how close I came to making the six hour drive to Cartersville just so you could be the first."
When I said that I thought I saw something come over her face. It looked something like fear or maybe relief and I wondered about that. Once at the Point the hot, steamy make out session and what followed drove all other thoughts out of my mind.
DESC++++++++++++++++
As we were putting ourselves back together I said, "I've been thinking. I'd like to get married right after graduation. What do you think?"
"You mean it? You really mean it?"
"You bet I do."
"I'll have to talk to my parents to see if they will want to do a big wedding. Oh God, this is great" and we ended up going at it again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
School started, football season opened and I did get scouted. I had a great year catching sixty-seven passes and turning twenty-one of them into touchdowns. When it came time to sign the letter of intent Mickey asked me where I was going.
"I'm going to State and it will be so cool to have you there with me."
"State was one of the schools interested in me, but I had already made up my mind that I wasn't going to go to college and I guessed it was time to let Mickey know.
"I'm not going to go to college Mickey. I'm going full time at the dealership when I graduate. It's a very good job, pays well and it has the benefit of security. No matter how things go with the economy there will always be the need for someone to work on vehicles. Cars are always going to be around and even in bad times people will need their cars running so they can get to work or look for work."
She was not happy to hear that, but she didn't make a big issue out of it.
The first weekend in December Mickey called me and cancelled our date for the next night.
"My grandmother is in bad shape and I need to go to the farm and take care of her while grandpa is away on business. I should only be gone a week or so."
She was gone a month. She called me the day she got back and that night and I picked her up and we went out for dinner. She waited until we were seated in the restaurant before saying:
"I have bad news. We can't get married right after graduation."
"Why not?"
"Because I'm not going to graduate with you. I missed too much school while I was at the farm. I'm going to have to go to summer school to make up the time I missed. I don't want to be a married woman going to high school."
"So we will just have to wait until after summer school. A few more months won't kill us."
"We going to the point after dinner?"
"No."
She gave me a hurt look and asked, "Why not?"
"I can afford a motel room now."
She broke out in a thousand watt smile that lit up the room. She did her best to reduce me to ruin.
DESC++++++++++++++++
I lay there trying to catch my breath and she said, "We have to make up for a whole month."
"At one time?" I wheezed.
"You saying that you want to quit" she asked as she took my limp cock in her hand. It twitched and I pulled her down on me.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the school year went on. I could only afford a motel room maybe once every two weeks, but we managed to find places to play. We doubled with Rich and Bev and one night as I was dancing with Bev she asked me how I was going to like her as a sister in law.
"Rich has asked me to marry him."
"You going to?"
"Yeah, I am."
"I'm happy for you."
"We going to be all right? Considering our past and all?"
"It might be difficult for me at times when I look at you and remember that past. I do have fond memories of it you know."
"I would hope so."
"When?"
"When what?"
"When are you getting hitched?"
"Sometime after graduation."
"May be you and Rich can hold off until after summer school is over. Maybe we can make it a double wedding."
A strange look came over her face and then she said, "That would be nice."
The rest of the school year flew by. There was prom and parties and then I graduated and started full time at the dealership. The last day of summer school I asked Mickey if she was ready to set a date for the wedding and she looked away from me for a moment and then she said:
"I've been dreading this, but I guess it is time to get it out. My parents have talked me into not getting married until I finish college. They say that if I get married I'll end up not finishing."
"I don't see how that makes sense. We get up in the morning and I go off to work and you go off to school. End of the day we both come home."
"I'm going to State Rob. That's three hours away. A six hour commute every day? I don't think so."
"So don't go to State. EU is right here in town."
"EU doesn't have the program I want. Besides, all my scholarships are to State and my parents can't afford to send me to college without the scholarships to help. We will just have to wait. It won't be so bad. I'll be home most weekends."
"So we will get married and you will come home on weekends."
"No Rob; it won't work. I said most weekends, maybe three out of every five or maybe six. I'll have to stay at school to have access to the library and the labs on weekends to work on assignments and projects. Even when I'm home on weekends I'll have to spend time studying. We will get married, but I won't be until I graduate and have my degree."
I had a bad feeling about it, but I could see that I wasn't going to change her mind so I dropped it. The third week in August Mickey was Bev's Maid of Honor when Bev and Rich were married. As they left for their honeymoon I watched the limo disappear down the road and felt sorry for myself because it wasn't Mickey and me.



A week later she was off to State.
+++++++++++++++++++
The week she left I checked my bank balance and saw that I finally had enough for the first and last months rent and security deposit for an apartment and I found one close to work.
The first weekend Mickey was gone she didn't come home, but then I hadn't expected her to. I knew she would be busy settling in and getting acclimated to the place. I was a little pissed when she didn't come home the second weekend and didn't call to let me know that she wouldn't be there. She called me the Thursday of the third week and told me that she would be home around six on Friday. We made arrangements for me to pick her up at seven.
When she got in the car she asked me where we were going and I told her I was taking her to dinner. When I pulled into the apartment complex parking lot she looked at me confused and said:
"What are we doing here?"
"I said I was taking you to dinner. Come on" I said and got out of the car. She followed me and I led her to my apartment and ushered her in. She looked around and said:
"What is this?"
"This is where I live now."
"I thought you were taking me out to dinner?"
"I said I was taking you to dinner, not 'out' to dinner."
I walked to the oven and took out the meatloaf I'd made and the baked potatoes. I set them on the table that was already set with plates and silverware and then I got the salad out of the fridge and set it on the table. Then I said:
"Of course if you would rather go to the bedroom and have desert first I guess I could accommodate you."
She chose desert.
From then until her holiday break she came home on the average of three out of every five weekends. When her parents went to Cartersville for a week over the holidays she didn't go with them and for the entire week she stayed with me at my apartment. It was a taste of what married life would be like with Mickey and I liked it. Mick went back to school in January and then it was back to her coming home two or three weeks out of every four. Then it was summer and she was home.
Mickey's dad had thirty years with his company and was entitled to six weeks vacation every year. He and Mickey's mom were always traveling and when they were gone Mickey lived with me and then in September it was back to school for her. She came home three out of four in September and October, but in November it dropped to two or three out of every five or six. She told me that it was because the class work was getting harder and her professors were into assigning more projects than her freshman professors did.
Holiday break did get me a week of living with her when her parents went to the farm. In January she didn't come home for any of the weekends and in February I only saw her on two of them. In March she casually told me that she was going to Panama City with some girlfriends over spring break. I wasn't happy about it, but what could I do?
When spring break was over she went back to school and it was another three weeks before I saw her again. The weekend following spring break since Mick didn't come home I went out with some friends and we ended up at a party. There were a couple of guys I went to school with and one of them, Wendell Haight, came up to me and asked me how I was. We talked for a while and then Wendell asked:
"Any girls in your life now that Mick is gone?"
From the look on my face Wendell figured that he'd just said something that I didn't understand and he said:
"Oops. I'm guessing you don't know."
"Don't know what?"
"You and Mickey are still together?"
"We were until thirty seconds ago. Come on Wendell -- give. Why did you think Mick was gone?"
"Don't shoot the messenger Rob, but she has been going hot and heavy with Stan North for the last six months. She even went on spring break with him."
"On spring break with him or as part of a group that he was one of?"
"There were a bunch of kids there, but she and Stan were a couple."
"A couple? How? Sharing a room or something like that?"
"I don't know what went on behind closed doors, but they didn't room together."
"What about the 'hot and heavy' before spring break?"
"They were dating and keeping steady company. Again, I have no idea what went on behind closed doors, but they did an awful lot of hand holding and hugging and kissing and a couple of time I saw them at dances and his hands were all over her body and she didn't fight him off."
I rolled that over in my mind for a bit and then said, "Thanks Wendell. I didn't know. I thought Mick and I were strong, but it seems that I'm wrong. Do me a favor please? We never had this conversation. I don't want Mick to know that I know."
"You got it."
My party mood was shot and so I headed home. The next morning I called Rich.
"Bev and Mickey still on the phone all the time to each other?"
"Almost every day. Thank God I've got unlimited long distance."
"Can you do me a big favor?"
"Sure. What do you need?"
"Without sounding like you are digging for me try and find out what Bev knows about what Mick is up to at State."
"What's up?"
"I'm hearing some things that are not making me a happy camper."
"I'll do what I can."
"Thanks bro."
I started thinking how I would handle what I knew when Mickey came home for the week end, but she didn't come home that weekend. Wednesday of the following week Rich called me.
"I couldn't get anything out of Bev so I got sneaky. When she was talking with Mickey I listened in on the basement extension. I don't want to talk on the phone. You going to be home for a while?"
"I don't have any plans on going anywhere."
"I'll be right over."
Twenty minutes later we were sitting at the kitchen table. "Nothing but bad news Rob. Apparently Mickey has a steady boyfriend up at State. You remember Stan North don't you?"
"He was our quarterback in high school and I hear he is going to be State's starting quarterback this year."
"Well he is also Mickey's boyfriend. The good news is that she isn't putting out for him. According to what she told Bev she has Stan convinced that she is still a virgin and won't give it up until they get married."
"She is talking marriage with Stan?"
"Her exact words to Bev were, "I think I have him about ready to propose. What have you been hearing that made you want to check things out?"
I told him what I had gotten out of Wendell. "What I don't understand is why she comes home, acts like we are forever, fucks my brains out and then goes back to school and her new boyfriend."
"She's a female Rob and us mere men are never going to understand them."
"Well I understand one thing. Mickey and I are going to have an interesting conversation when she comes home."
"I'll keep listening in and if I hear anything that concerns you I'll be on the phone ASAP."
"Thanks Rich. I appreciate it."
That weekend Mickey came home on Friday and called me. I picked her up and asked her where she wanted to go and what would she like to do.
"How about we go to your place and do whatever occurs to us."
I fully intended to confront Mickey but I wasn't dumb. I'd do it after our last love making session before she left for school on Sunday afternoon. Hey -- I hadn't been laid in over a month and after the confrontation I probably would be getting any until I hooked up with another girl. We got to my place and Mick left no doubt about what she wanted to do. She started undressing as soon as she was in the front door.
DESC++++++++++++++++
She woke me with a blow job and then I had to return the favor which ended up with us making the beast with two backs after which we showered and I fixed us some breakfast. I was going to miss weekends like that.
That night we attended a party and we had a good time. Wendell was there and when he saw us together he gave me a raised eyebrow and I gave him a small smile and a small shrug. When we got back to my place it was a repeat of the previous night and Sunday morning was a repeat of Saturday morning except that it continued off and on until two when she started dressing to leave for school.
I wondered about Mick's sexual appetite when she came to me on the weekends and I decided that it had to be because everything she did with North during the week got her all hot and bothered and since she wouldn't go all the way with him she was horny as hell when she got to me. Another thing I decided was that I wasn't ready to confront Mickey about what she was doing with North. I figured that since she had been playing me I would play her. I'd take all the weekends I could get until I could find a replacement for Mick and then I would break it off with her before she could dump me. At four Michelle gave me a passionate kiss, told me that it was so I wouldn't forget her until she came back and she headed off for school.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It didn't take me as long to find a replacement as I thought. Tuesday Bill Marks, the dealerships general manager asked me if I would like to make a few extra bucks and I said sure. His sister was moving and she needed some help. After work we drove over to her place and he introduced us. Her name was Alicia and she was a stone fox!!! Not that I ever expected to have anything to do with her.
The story I got from Bill was that Alicia had gone through a divorce and had gotten the house until her two kids turned eighteen and then the house had to be sold and the proceeds shared with her ex. The son had turned eighteen two years before and had joined the Navy. The daughter had turned eighteen three months ago and had left for college. The house had been put up for sale and had sold so Alicia was moving to a condo.
I spent two evenings helping Alicia move. The last night, after we had moved the last of her things she told me to have a seat while she made us dinner.
"This will be my first meal in this place and I don't want to eat it alone."
We made conversation as we ate and when she asked me if I had a girlfriend I said:
"Sort of."
"What does sort of mean?"
I explained to her the situation and she asked me what I was going to do.
"Find a girl to date and then break it off with her before she can dump me. Knowing her like I do I know that it will severely torque her off to be the one dumped."
"Have you started looking yet?"
"Not yet. I'll probably hit some parties this weekend and see who is unattached."
"Does it have to be a girl?"
"Oh yeah! I'm not into guys."
"That's not what I meant. What I meant was does it have to be a girl or would a woman do?"
I just sat there and stared at her. Was she...? Nah! No way. And then she surprised the hell out of me and said:
"I know what you are thinking and the answer is yes that is exactly what I'm doing. If I understand what you just told me is that you are going looking for a bed buddy to give you what you were getting from your girlfriend. Something to hold you over until you find someone who might be marriage material. Am I right?"
She was right of course and I shook my head "Yes."
"I'm looking for the same thing. I'm not a bad looking broad and I could have gone out and found a bed buddy to give me what I used to get from my ex, but I didn't. My kids adored their father and the one time I dated after he was gone neither one of them would speak to me for over a month. I put men out of my life for the three years it took for the two of them to leave home.
"Jessica left for school three months ago and my plan was to find a bed buddy as soon as I was moved into this condo. I am as horny as a billygoat and I'm more than ready. What I need now is a partner for sex, not for life. Maybe down the road I'll go looking for a new hubby, but right now all I want is someone who can help me play catch up and here you are. Plus you have the added benefit of being young and able to recover quickly. How about it Rob. Want to play around with an older woman?'
Talk about stupid questions!
DESC++++++++++++++++++++++++
++++++++++++++++++++++
I stopped by Alicia's place every night for the nest two weeks and also the two weekends since Mickey didn't come home on them. Three times we went out to dinner and once we went to a movie. We were friends with benefits and nothing more and we knew it. The big thing is that we were both getting what we needed out of the relationship.
The third weekend Mickey came home. She called me Thursday and told me that she would be home Friday and said:
"We need to talk Rob."
"Sure Mick. What time you want me to pick you up?
We agreed on six and I got there to pick her up at ten after six. My being late would piss her off and that was my intent. As soon as Mickey was in the car she said:
"What's this I've been hearing about you being seen with a woman? I thought I could trust you to behave when I was gone. I guess I was wrong."
"Once I found out about you and North I figured if you could have a guy while you were away I could have a girl while you were gone. Actually she isn't a girl she's a woman and one hell of a woman at that."
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Get off it Mick. There are over twenty of our high school classmates who are also going to State. Didn't you ever stop to think that a couple of them might clue me in? I know all about you and North and that includes your trip to Panama City and what you and North did while you were there. Face it Mick; you have been busted."
She gave me a long look and then said, "I'm sorry Rob, but you just don't have the get up and go that I need in the man that I marry. I want more out of life than you can give me as a mechanic. If you had gone to college and kept up your level of play you could have made it to the pros, made big money and we could have been very happy together."
"So you never saw me as anything more than a ticket to big money?"
"Don't be stupid Rob. I love you and I always have, but love isn't always enough. My family is what you might call comfortable. We don't lack for much, but we have to budget like hell. I don't want to have to budget for everything that I want to do. I want to go places and do things and I don't want to have to pinch pennies to do it. Stan is going to go to the pros and I'm betting that he will be a first round draft pick. I don't love him like I love you, but I do like him a lot. Like I said; sometimes love just isn't enough. Stan can give me the life I want. I'm sorry Rob, but that's the way it is."
"If that's the way it is why have you been keeping company with me?"
"I just told you that. I love you Rob and I wanted as much time with you as I could get. Can we go to your place now so I can show you just how much I love you?"
"Get serious Mick. After what you've just told me? I'm supposed to say "Oh goodie; she loves me" and overlook the fact that you are going to kick me to the curb as soon as North marries you? Just get out of the car Michelle.
"Please Rob; let's go to your place."
"Michelle I have loved you since forever and I probably always will love you, but if you don't get out of the car right now I'll get out, come around to your side and drag you out. You just killed me and I need to get away from you. Get out!!!"
She looked at me for several seconds and then she got out. As I pulled away leaving her standing there it was all I could do to keep from crying. I had loved her; I still loved her and I probably always would love her, but to hear her tell me that she loved me but that I was too poor to suit her ....shit!!! Life sucked!
But I did know what would help me get by Mickey's statements. Alicia told me to call her if my weekend with Mickey didn't go well and call her I did and that night we only left the bedroom to eat and rest up for the next time.
As I dressed on Saturday Alicia asked me if I was going to be all right.
"I'll get over it especially if I have you to help me."
"I'll help you during the coming week, but you are on your own for next weekend. Jessica will be coming home so I'll have to cool it. It might do you some good to go out and see if you can't find someone your own age. You are going to have to start sometime."
"I don't know about that. A certain older woman has kind of spoiled me. I don't know that a girl my own age can offer me much."
"Don't go getting all that serious on me lover. You know that all we are and that all we are ever going to be is friends with benefits."
"I know that, but I don't mind telling you that I'm hoping that the arrangement will last another thirty years or so."
"You say the sweetest things. I think I'll have to reward you when you stop by tomorrow night."
"You could reward me tonight after I take you to dinner."
"You haven't had enough of me yet?"
"I doubt that I'll ever have enough."
"There you go saying sweet things again. What time?"
"Say six?"
"I'll be ready."
It was pure assed luck and it made my day. We entered Duke's Steak House and we were ushered to a table. As we sat down I saw Rich, Bev, Nancy Wilde and Mickey sitting on the other side of the room. I saw the look on Mickey's face when she saw me with Alicia and the expression on her face was priceless. I gave a little chuckle as we sat down and Alicia asked:
"What's that all about?"
"Don't look right this moment, but my ex-girlfriend is sitting on the other side of the room and if looks could kill the one she just gave us would have both of us stone cold dead."
"Which table?"
"Directly across from us against the wall on the other side of the room."
Alicia waited a minute and then she casually checked out the room. Her gaze swept by the table in mention without slowing down or stopping and then she asked:
"Which one?" All three are beautiful."
Mickey is the one in the blue sweater. The guy is my brother Rich, the girl in the white blouse is his wife Bev and the other girl is Nancy."
"Your brother? Shouldn't we go over and say hi? Wouldn't that tweak her nose a bit?"
"I never knew that you had an evil streak in you."
"It is called 'being catty' dear."
As she said it I saw Rich get up and head our way. He walked up to the table and said:
"I didn't know that you were going to be here tonight. Would you and your lovely lady like to join us?"
Before I could say "No thanks" Alicia said, "We would love to wouldn't we Robbie." There wasn't anything I could do except say yes and introduce her to Rich. The four of them were sitting at a table for six so there was room for us. I seated Alicia and then made the introductions. I could see from Michelle' face that she hadn't been in favor of Rich extending us the invitation and I knew that Alicia could read Mickey's expression as well as I did and I also knew that she was loving the situation.
Bev got the ball rolling with, "How did you two become a couple?"
"Oh my goodness" Alicia said, "We aren't a couple, just good friends right Robbie? Very good friends. My brother got Robbie to help me move from my old place to my new one. Since then he has helped me with several things. I do have to say that if I was a bit younger I'd give that couple thing some serious thought."
From the way she was putting emphasis on what she was saying there wasn't anyone at that table that didn't know we were bed buddies. It was written all over us. I saw Bev give a knowing smile as she said:
"Well Rob would be a good catch for someone."
Mickey's facial expression when she heard that almost caused me to laugh. During the conversation it came out that Nancy knew Alicia's daughter Jessica and she asked how Jessica was liking the school she was going to. While Nancy and Alicia were talking Rich and Bev were inviting me to a barbecue at their place the next day. Bev gave me an evil grin and said:
"Make sure that you bring your very good friend."



"Are you trying to cause a war woman? You know Mickey will be there."
"I know. Believe me I know."
"I don't know if Alicia can make it."
"Of course I can silly."
She had finished her conversation with Nancy and had turned to me and heard the invitation. To be honest about it, knowing that Mickey would be there I wouldn't have gone by myself, but with Alicia at my side I wouldn't miss it. I acted reluctant and got an "Oh come on Rob" from Bev and an "It will be so much fun" from Alicia so I said that we would be there. Of course Mickey heard the entire conversation and I could tell that she was pissed and that fact alone warmed the cockles of my heart.
Our food came and as we ate the conversation was general. Occasionally Alicia would touch me in a way that left no doubt in anyone's mind as to the true nature of our relationship and I knew that she was doing it to tweak Michelle. When dinner was over Alicia and I said our goodbyes and left. In the car Alicia said:
"Your ex is not very happy to see you with another woman."
"I don't know why she would care. She didn't want me."
"Yes she does lover. Believe me; a woman knows about these things."
"She left no doubt in my mind that she was dumping me for Stan North."
"I don't think she intended to dump you. I think you forced her hand when you confronted her about the football player. I think she wanted her cake and to eat it too."
"Wouldn't have worked. Eventually she would have married the engineer of her gravy train and I'm not the kind of guy who would hang around as a lover on the side."
"All I'm saying is that she is not happy that she lost you."
"She didn't lose me; she threw me away."
"I'll tell you something else that you probably don't know. There was another young lady at that table with a strong interest in you."
"No way! Those three girls have been the tightest of friends since the first grade and Bev is married to my brother and that leaves Nancy and she would cut off her right hand before she would do anything to upset Mickey and if what you are saying about how Mickey feels is so there is no way that Nancy would have anything to do with me. Besides, I'm not interested in her."
"Why not? She is every bit as good looking as the other two."
"What can I say? I've gotten accustomed to steak so I'm not interested in hamburgers and hotdogs."
"You say the sweetest things. I guess I'm going to have to reward you."
And she did. I was barely able to walk the next morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Over breakfast the next morning Alicia asked what time we needed to be at Rich and Bev's and I said that we should get there about two.
"Do we need to bring anything?"
"They have a pool so a bathing suit would be good and a case of Pabst Blue Ribbon would probably be well received."
She looked at the digital clock on the microwave and said, "We have six hours before we need to be there. Any ideas on how we can fill in the time?"
I did.
We arrived at two and found that we weren't the first. There were already ten or twelve people there. I saw Mickey talking to Bev and Rich and I carried the case of beer over and gave it to Rich. Mickey gave me a nasty look and stomped off.
"She's not happy with you Rob."
"Why? She dumped me for another guy so why should she be unhappy with me?"
"I don't think she is too happy with how quick you replaced her."
"Tough doo doo. As far as I'm concerned she was history long before she dumped me in person. I was looking for her replacement as soon as I heard about her Panama City jaunt with the guy she is replacing me with."
"I think she feels that you should have tried a little harder to keep her."
"Bull hockey Bev! She was blunt and to the point. I was a loser who couldn't give her all the material things she wanted so she was going to upgrade. Enough of this. I need to get back to Alicia before someone else grabs her. Bev laughed and said:
"I thought you weren't a couple?"
"I'm working on it."
"Isn't she a little old for you?"
"We are not forever Bev; just helping each other over a rough spot in our lives. I don't see it lasting too long."
"However in the world did the two of you get together?"
"Told you last night. Her brother, my boss, was looking for someone to help her move. It just went from there."
"You do know that there are plenty of girls your own age who would love to pick up where Mickey left off."
"Yeah, but the only one of them I would want up and married my brother."
He laughed, punched me on the shoulder and said, "Flattery won't get you a damned thing, but seriously honey there are girls who are interested."
"Name one."
"Nancy."
"You can't be serious. As tight as she is with Mickey? She knows that Mickey would never speak to her again if se took up with me."
"You might be surprised Rob; you might just be surprised."
I headed for the pool and more nasty looks from Mickey. Why? Because Alicia was there in a bikini and lordy did she look fantastic. There were a lot of people there that I had gone to school with so I spent some time catching up on what had gone on with them since graduation. A lot of them were dying to ask me about Alicia, but managed to hold it in. I did notice that when I wasn't with her Alicia spent a lot of time talking to Bev and Rich.
It was a fun afternoon and after we left and were driving to Alicia's place she said:
"There were two or three girls there who were very much interested in you."
"And you are telling me this why?"
"You know we aren't going to last lover. Sooner or later I'm going to look for a man to settle down with and it wouldn't hurt for you to have a pool of replacements to choose from."
"Why are you going to look for a man when I'm perfectly willing to be your guy?"
"Because other than a crying need for sexual satisfaction we have nothing in common. I told you up front that I wanted your youthful recovery powers to help me get over several years of going without. I like you a lot Rob, but I don't love you. You are a great guy and I'm sorry that I took up with you."
"Why would you say something like that?"
"Because you are just the kind of guy I'd like to see my Jessica end up with, but now that we have become involved I can't introduce you to her. It would be just too awkward to have a son in law that I'd had so much sexual fun with."
I was silent for a bit and then I asked, "Just how much time do I have before you ease me out the door?"
"Not too much longer I think. There is a man in my office showing some interest in me and I think I'd like to explore the possibilities."
I was silent for the rest of the ride and as we pulled into the parking space in front of her condo she said:
"Don't go getting all pouty on me now lover. You knew we weren't going to have a long term relationship. Come on baby; lets go inside and I'll do my best to cheer you up."
She did and I wasn't pouting when I left, but I was a little on the down side knowing that I was a short-timer where Alicia was concerned. I had known that it wasn't long term when we started, but another year or two would have been nice.
+++++++++++++++++
I didn't get another year or two, but I did get another three weeks before she told me that we were over and even then I think that it was probably my fault. It was a Friday and I had just gotten off work and I decided to swing by Alicia's and see if she wanted to have dinner with me.
I rang the doorbell and it was opened by a girl my age. I had totally forgotten that Alicia had told me that her daughter Jessica would be home that weekend. She was beautiful. A younger version of her mother and she looked at me and said:
"Yes? What can I do for you?"
Before I could answer Alicia called out, "Who is it Jess?" and then she came around the corner of the living room wall, saw me and said:
"Rob? What are you doing here?"
Thinking fast I said, "Hi Mrs. Roberts. I couldn't find my checkbook and I was wondering if it might have dropped out of my pocket when I was here helping you move stuff."
"I'm sorry Rob, but I haven't seen it."
"Okay. I'll go check with Bill. I might have lost it in his car when he drove me over here. Sorry for the interruption" and I turned and beat feet.
I spent the weekend doing laundry, cleaning my apartment, working on my car and watching TV. Monday at work Alicia called me.
"Are you coming over tonight?"
"I would very much like to."
"See you at seven for dinner okay?"
"I'll be there."
I got there right at seven and saw that she had the table set for a romantic dinner. There were candles and wine glasses and as she led me to the table she said:
"I wanted tonight to be special."
As we ate she talked about her job and a promotion that she had gotten. I found out that her son had been selected for officer's candidate school and that Jessica had made the dean's list. After eating she poured me a Bailey's Irish Cream and then she hit me with it.
"One of the men at work has asked me out to dinner and after thinking it over I've decided to accept his invitation. I'm not the kind of girl who can keep a string of guys at the same time so what it comes down to is that if I start to see Phil I have to stop seeing you. Also there is the fact that Jess is going to be coming home more often and if I kept on seeing you she would inevitably see us together. I can already tell you that your checkbook ploy for stopping by didn't fool her a bit. She doesn't know for sure, but I can tell what she is thinking and the family dynamics are such that I can't have her finding out that I'm seeing a guy her own age. Given the way she feels about her father I may even have trouble selling her on a man my own age, but a younger man? Never!
"We have had a lot of fun together lover, but we both knew it had to end sometimes I hope I helped you get over what Michelle did to you and I know that you did me a world of good. I hope we can stay friends. Okay?"
What could I say? She was right. I picked up my glass of Bailey's and gave a toast.
"Here is to what we had and our continuing friendship."
She raised her glass and said, "And here's to a damned good goodbye sex session."
She put down her glass, stood and offered me her hand and said, "Dessert will be served in the bedroom."
DESC+++++++++++
As I was dressing to leave Alicia said, "You are going to be all right lover. I had a long talk with your sister in law and according to her the girls are lining up to see who can get you now that the old broad is out of the picture."
"Maybe, but how can you expect me to walk out of here and take up with one of them. It would be like giving up a Cadillac to start driving a Geo."
She laughed and said, "Get out of here before I drag you back to bed."
"I guess I'd better stall then."
She pointed at the bedroom door and said, "Go young man; get out of here now."
I went over, took her in my arms and kissed her. "I'll never forget you" I said as I let her go and turned to head for the door. "I know" I heard her softly say as I left the room.
As I drove home I wondered what was wrong with me. That was two women who had kicked me to the curb. It wasn't rational for me to think that way and deep down inside I knew it. Mick dumped me so she could go after some one with a ton of money and Alicia dropped me because of the age difference, but I still felt like a reject.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The week flew by with me doing nothing but going to work and then going home to watch TV or read a book. I didn't even go out Friday or Saturday night. Sunday morning I got a call from Bev asking me over for dinner. I was tired of my own cooking so I said yes. When I got to Bev and Rich's place I found that they had also invited Nancy. If there had been other people there I wouldn't have thought a thing about Nancy being there, but with her and me being the only ones invited I was pretty sure that Bev was trying to play matchmaker.
I guess Bev didn't realize that Nancy was too close to Mickey for me to be interested in her. I was trying to forget Mickey -- to put her behind me -- and being with Nancy would be a constant reminder of Mickey. I didn't think that way about Bev because of the relationship we had way back before she married Rich.
Not a reasonable thought when you think about it. If Bev didn't remind me of Mickey because I'd screwed Bev wouldn't it follow that the same thing would happen if I bedded Nancy? I did have the thought that I should bed Nancy just to torque Mickey, but I wasn't asshole enough to do that to Nancy. Also there was the fact that Nancy just didn't appeal to me. She was a nice enough girl and a damned fine looking one, but there was no attraction there.
If there was any doubt about Nancy and I just being simply dinner guests it was dispelled at the end of the meal when Bev told Rich to help her with the dishes and the two of them left me and Nancy sitting alone at the table. I tried to make conversation by asking her what she was doing and then listening intently as she told me all about her job. I asked her what she did for relaxation and I heard about the book club she belonged to and that met every Wednesday night at the library. Then she told me about the women's league that she bowled in on Thursdays.
In return I told her about my job and that I mostly stayed home and watched TV. Then she said that I needed to get out and about and that I might enjoy bowling and there was a mixed league forming and that maybe we could join it. I caught the "we" but let it pass without comment. Finally Bev and Rich came back into the room and Bev suggested we play some cards. I looked at my watch and said that I had an early day the next day and that I had to be going. I thanked Bev for the dinner and then I got the hell out of there.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next week was nothing but work and go home to read or watch TV. Thursday Bev called and said they would be barbecuing on Sunday and would I like to come. Remembering her attempt at matchmaking I asked who all would be there and she named off half a dozen people that I knew so I said I'd be glad to come.
I wasn't there five minutes when Nancy appeared by my side and attached herself to me for the rest of the day. I was friendly and cordial, but I didn't offer her any encouragement. On the other hand I wasn't discouraging either which was probably a mistake on my part. At one point -- and I have no idea how it happened -- I found that we were holding hands and I happened to look over at Bev and she was smiling. I let go of Nancy's hand and told her that I needed to go to the bathroom.
I found Rich and told him that I needed to leave. "And Rich? Tell Bev to stop with the matchmaking. Nancy's a nice girl, but I'm just not interested."
"She isn't going to stop bro. She is too tight with Nancy and Nancy keeps telling her how much she likes you. You aren't going to shut down Bev so what you are going to have to do is shut down Nancy."
Yeah, sure and how was I going to do that without looking like a prime asshole. I was heading for the front door when Bev caught me.
"Where are you going?"
"I need to get out of here before things get bad."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I have to get out of here before I hurt Nancy's feelings."
"I don't understand. It looked like you guys were getting along fine."
"Look Bev; she's a nice girl and I like her, but not in the way she wants. I'm not attracted to her in that way. I've got to go" and I left.
Tuesday after work I decided I didn't want to cook for myself so I hit the Denny's on Fairfax. I was sitting there reading the menu when someone sat down in the booth across from me. I looked up and saw that Nancy had joined me.
"Why did you leave the party without saying goodbye to me?"
I sat there trying to think of something to say when she said, "Look Rob, I know that you are hurting from what Michelle did to you, but you shouldn't. She's my friend and I'd die for her if I had to, but even though she is my friend I'm not blind to her faults. She is very materialistic and she is always looking for the guy who can give her what she wants. She loved you and I know that she did, but she was never going to marry you because you would never be able to give her what she wants.
"Every time she went to Cartersville she dated a guy whose father owned several farms, a feed store, grain elevators and a whole bunch of other stuff. She was trying to hook him the entire time she was dating you. He even went so far as to get herself pregnant so he would have to marry her. When she told him he laughed at her and told her he would never marry a slut like her. He told her that if she would cheat on you with him she would cheat on him sooner or later. When she went back to Cartersville to help take care of her grandmother? It wasn't to help out poor old granny. She was having an abortion. You need to get over her Rob. You need to find someone else. Some one who will treat you the way you deserve to be treated."
I knew that she was offering herself to be that some one and I sat there trying to figure out how to get myself out of the situation. I decided to do some play acting.
"Abortion? She had an abortion? Oh my God! What if it wasn't his? What if it was mine? Oh my God. I'm sorry Nancy. I don't feel well. I think I need to be alone."
"You don't have to go through this alone Rob. Call me; I'll be glad to help."
"Thanks Nancy, I appreciate your offer, but not now. I need to be alone."
He stood up, bent over, kissed me on the cheek and then left the restaurant. So Mickey had had an abortion? Well it wasn't mine. I always used a condom and none of them ever broke on me. Nancy had totally misread me. I wasn't down in the dumps over Mickey; I just didn't want Nancy, but I couldn't tell her that. It was true that I wasn't over Mick and probably would never be, but I was far from being crushed and devastated because we weren't together.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Another couple of days went by and I was again sitting in a booth at Denny's when someone sat down across from me. It wasn't Nancy. It was Alicia's daughter Jessica. She smiled at me and said:
"Hi. Did you ever find your checkbook?"
It took me a second to remember that I'd used the lost checkbook as an excuse when I'd stopped by Alicia's. I shook my head no and said:
"No, I never did find it. I thought for sure that I'd lost it helping your mother move or in your Uncle Bill's car, but I never did find it."
She laughed and said, "You're cute, but you can't lie for beans."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that you are busted dude. The girl I ride to school with had a family emergency a while back and had to leave school a day early. I had a choice. Come home with her a day early or end up stuck at school for the weekend. I opted to skip a day of school and ride home with her. I must have been really quiet when I came in the house because you and mom didn't hear me. You really should close bedroom doors when you are being naughty. Anyway, once I saw what was going on I quietly left, spent the night with a girlfriend and then showed up at the house at my regular time. What happened to you two? You don't come around any more and she isn't near as happy with the dweeb she is seeing now as she was with you."
"A short sad story."
"I've got time to listen."
"I don't think I can tell you."
"Sooner or later you will. Now that I know where to find you I'll dog you until you tell."
"You know where to find me?"
"Well duh! You are wearing a uniform shirt with "Rob" over one pocket and a Ford logo over the other and there is only one Ford dealer in town."
"It is personal between your mother and me."
"Balder-hockey! I've already told you that I'm going to haunt you until I find out and I am one very persistent female."



"Why is it important for you to know?"
"Oh come on Rob. It is Rob, right? You aren't wearing some other guys shirt?"
I nodded a yes and she went on.
"I find my mother making passionate love with a guy my age and I'm not going to be curious? Besides, I don't want there to be any secrets between us when we start dating."
"When we start dating?"
"Oh yeah. A guy my age so hot my mother snaps him up? I just have to find out the attraction."
"No missy; I don't think so. Your mother would come after me with a sharp knife and do some serious cutting on a certain portion of my anatomy."
"I seriously doubt that. Look; two things here are certain. I'm going to dog you until I know why you and mom gave it up and I'm going to be in your face until you break down and date me. So what say we just get it over with now?"
I looked at her and decided that it wouldn't be worth the aggravation so I told her the story of how I'd gotten together with her mother and why it had ended.
"So now you know that it was your fault that your mom and I no longer see each other."
"That is just so much bull. That was years and years ago and Brian and I were too young to know what was going on. Besides, at the time we didn't know that dad was the one who caused the divorce because he got caught cheating. All we knew at the time was that mom kicked him out and we were pissed at her because of it. But we got over it. I wondered why she stopped dating. I didn't know it was because of me and my brother."
"I don't know anything about all that. All I know is that your mother was dead set against you finding out about us."
"Okay then, that's out of the way so now all we have to do is work on the dating part."
"Not going to happen. It would be just too damned awkward dating my ex-lover's daughter. I parted friends with your mother and I want to keep it that way."
"She doesn't have to know."
"She would eventually find out."
"Why? She has never met or even seen half the guys I've dated."
"That's because you are in school away from here. Here she would eventually see us somewhere. I've run across her a dozen times since we ended things. Restaurants, the movies, twice in a gas station and a couple of times at Safeway. No, dating would not be a good idea."
"We can get around that. On nights we dated I can always ask her what her plans for the evening are and then we just don't go near any place she is going to be."
"Hasn't it entered your mind that I don't want to date you because I have a girlfriend?"
"No and it doesn't matter and that's the long and short of it. Might as well get used to the idea because I'm going to dog you until it happens."
"All I can say is dog away girl, but it isn't going to happen."
I picked up my check from where the waitress had placed it, stood up and headed for the cash register. I paid, got in my car and headed on home. As I drove I hoped that Jessica wasn't serious about haunting me. She looked so much like her mother that it was damned hard to say no to her, but I was sure that Alicia would not be pleased in the least if I hooked up with her daughter.
When I pulled up and parked at the apartment I found out that Jessica had meant it when she said that she was going to dog me. When I got out of the car a Honda Civic pulled up next to me. I recognized the car. It was Alicia's. The window rolled down and Jessica said:
"Now I not only know where you work I know where you live. Ready to give up yet?"
"No, but I'll tell you what you can do. Tell your mom what you want to do and if she calls me and tells me that she has no objections I'll take you out. Have a good night" I said and then I went inside my apartment.
Jessica's showing up at my apartment should have shown me that that she was serious, but for some reason I didn't think that she would really follow through. That notion took flight the next day when I got off work and found her sitting on the fender of my car. As I walked up she said:
"Hi Rob. Where are we going tonight?"
"We aren't going anywhere."
"Sure we are. Even if it isn't together in the same vehicle we will be together wherever you go because I'm going to follow along behind you. Get used to it Rob. I'm going to be your shadow until you give me what I want."
"Why aren't you in school?"
"End of term break. I have two weeks off and I'm going to spend them following you until you date me."
"I told you what you need to do to get me to date you and so far she hasn't called me."
I got in the car and headed off. I decided on Bob's Big Boy for dinner and I was no sooner seated than Jessica joined me.
"This is a waste of money Rob. I'm a pretty good cook and we could be at your place and I could be fixing us a very good dinner."
I was just ready to tell her to go away and leave me alone when I saw Bev, Nancy and Mickey sitting at a table on the other side of the room and all three were looking at me and Jessica. Bev had an amused look, Nancy looked down cast, but the look on Mick's face made me smile. She was pissed at seeing me with another girl. Whether she was upset because I could so easily replace her or because she still had feelings for me I didn't know, but the look did make me smile. Jessica saw the smile and said:
"The idea of me cooking for you appeals to you?"
When she said that it occurred to me that I could use her to help me accomplish a couple of things. Being seen with her would put a stop to Nancy's trying to make us a couple. The other thing was that since she was on term break it stood to reason that Mickey was also on break and she would be around. Being seen with Jessica would provoke more of those nasty looks and pissing off Mick was high on the list of things I liked doing.
The decision made I took one of Jessica's hands in mine and said, "If you can promise me that your mother will never know I'll consider it."
"No problem. Like I told you the other day I'll find out what her plans are and we will just make sure that we go in the opposite direction."
I didn't want to appear to be in a hurry especially after emphatically saying no up to that point so I just said:
"I'll think on it, but on it, but it won't be tonight because I have all ready made other plans."
"Tomorrow night then?"
I thought of the party that Earl was having the next night and I knew -- or at least hoped -- that Mickey and Nancy would both be there so I said:
"Okay, tomorrow it is."
We ordered and as we ate we went over the logistics. I couldn't pick her up at home for obvious reasons so we arranged for her to meet me in my apartment parking lot at six-thirty.
The entire time we sat there I kept glancing out of the corner of my eye at the table where Mickey was sitting and every time she was shooting daggers our way and it caused me to smile inside.
+++++++++++++++++
Earl's party was a blast. There were lots of kids from my class there, among them Rich, Bev, Nancy and Mickey. Jessica and I danced and in an unplanned moment about two hours into the party I was in a slow dance with her and she kissed me and as I felt her tongue flick into my mouth I saw both Mickey and Nancy watching. The look on Mick's face made the night for me.
At one point while Jessica was using the bathroom Bev came up to me and asked:
"What happened to the older girlfriend?"
"I didn't have an older girlfriend Bev. She was just a woman that I helped and she bought me dinner a couple of times to thank me."
"Bull crap buddy; I know you too well for you to be able to lie to me. Besides, I had a long talk with her at our barbecue and while she never admitted it she didn't deny it either when I asked her. You do know that it destroyed Mickey to see the two of you together right? And this one you are with tonight has her wound up also. She looks familiar. She from around here?"
"No and I don't believe that garbage about what my being seen with other girls is doing to Michelle. She didn't have any trouble replacing me when she went to Cartersville or went away to school. If I meant anything to her it wouldn't have been that easy for her to replace me."
"You are wrong on that Rob; she does love you and I know because I am her closest confidant. I'm not saying that she isn't a little mixed up where her priorities are concerned, but she does love you. She honestly expected you to be there for her even after she got married to some other guy for financial reasons."
"Tough shit Bev, but I'm not made that way. I'm not the kind of guy who can be some woman's sex toy behind her husband's back. She had a choice. She could be an auto mechanic's wife or the wife of some guy with money and she didn't choose the auto mechanic."
Jessica walked up and said, "Am I interrupting?"
"No sweetie, Bev just wanted to know where I found you."
"And what kind of outrageous lie did you tell her?"
"Just that I turned around one evening and you were there and that I haven't been able to get rid of you."
"That's pretty close to the truth at least the you can't get rid of me part."
"So is there some romantic story behind your meeting" Bev asked.
"Not really. I met him when he helped my mother move from our old house to her new condo."
I saw Bev's face as she made the connection.
"You are Alicia's daughter?"
"You know my mom?"
"She was at a barbecue at my place one Sunday."
Bev gave me a look that said, plain as day, "Mother AND daughter? You dog you."
The evening's entertainment, at least for me, wasn't over yet. I took a bathroom break and when I came out Michelle was standing in the hallway. She put a hand in the middle of my chest and tried to push me back into the bedroom as she said:
"We need to talk Rob."
I spun around and pushed her into the bathroom as I said, "No we don't Michelle. I'm just a lowly car mechanic who is never going to amount to anything and I have no business having anything to do with upwardly mobile people like you" and I headed back to the party.
I danced a few more dances with Jessica and then Bev grabbed me and said, "My turn." As we danced she asked:
"What did you do to Mickey? She ran out of here crying."
"And somehow it is my fault?"
"She was fine until you showed up here with your new girlfriend."
I told her what happened at the bathroom and she said, "Why are you being so mean to her Rob?"
"Oh come on Bev; you more than anybody knows how she fucked over me."
"Your skirts aren't all that clean Rob."
"True, but I didn't start until I found out what she was doing when she went out of town and you know that. I don't owe her anything Bev. She made her position clear to me and so I said "Fuck it" and I have moved on."
"She loves you Rob and you could at least talk to her."
"No way Bev. I've heard all from her that I can stand."
At that point Jessica came up and said, "May I cut in? I'd like one more dance before we have to leave."
Bev gave up her place in my arms and Jessica moved in.
"On more dance before we leave?"
"I could tell from your facial expression that you were not liking whatever you were talking about so I thought I'd come to your rescue. What was it anyway?"
I told her and she said, "You want me to tell her I'm not giving you up so she can stop wasting her time?"
"You aren't giving me up? Did I miss something somewhere along the way? Maybe the part where I somehow became yours?"
"Just offering to help baby cakes; just trying to help. She isn't the only one here that wants you. I was talking to Nancy. I know her from church school and she was asking if we had anything going and I told her I was working on it and I swear the girl almost cried. When did you first realize that you had this magical power over us girls?"
I just shrugged. We finished the dance and then made our way around saying our goodbyes. Rich told me to call him in the morning and I said I would.
When we got to my place I started to walk her to her car and she said:
"Aren't you going to ask me in?"
I spent a quick two seconds thinking about it and decided that it would come to no good so I said:
"I don't think so."
"Why not? Afraid for your virtue?"
"Look Jess; I had a great thing going with your mother and it would be too damned awkward."
"You want me to stop dogging you? Take me inside, give me a cup of coffee and listen to me. After you hear what I have to say if you tell me to leave I'll go away and leave you alone."
When she put it that way I thought "Why not? What do I have to lose?"
She took a seat on the couch while I fired up the coffee maker. While waiting for it to start dripping I went and sat down with Jessica. She looked at me and said:
"Truth time. I'm not a virgin and I haven't been for some time. I'm not a slut, but I've been with maybe ten or so guys that I've made it with. I like sex and I enjoyed it with all of the guys I've been with. When I walked into the house the night I saw you guys she was screaming and begging. She had two orgasms in the time I watched and I could tell she was having the time of her life. She was never that way with my dad.
"The thing is that none of the guys I did it with ever made me act the way my mom acted with you. Ever since I saw you and mom I've been asking myself why no guy I've been with has made me scream. Was it because they didn't know what they were doing or is it me? Was I not capable of feeling what my mom felt? Then you were gone and mom was dating some guy she works with. When I saw you at Denny's and knowing mom was seeing another guy I decided that I'd take a shot at you. If I could get you to go out with me I could eventually get you into bed and see if maybe you could make me feel the way you made my mom feel.
"It could be that mom is super sensitive and easy to light up, but then again maybe it is you. I want to find out. How about it Rob? One night and regardless of how it turns out I'm out of your life."
I sat there looking at her and digesting her story. I was under no illusion that I was a super stud. The one thing I had going for me was that I believed in foreplay. My partner and I were usually fired up and ready when we got down to it because of everything we did leading up to it. I did of course wonder if I could give Jessica what she wanted, but I really didn't think that it was me that got her mother going. If anything it was because she was getting it after going so long without. I did have to admit that I was curious enough to want to try.
"One night and that's it?"
"That's it."
"Okay, but it won't be tonight."
I explained my theory of building up to it and said, "There is a party tomorrow at Sylvia Larson's. Meet me here at 6:30 and we will see what happens.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was turning out to be the usual thing. We got to the party and sure enough Mickey, Nancy, Bev and Rich were there. At least this time both Mickey and Nancy had dates, but even so they spent a lot of time watching me and Jess. There were a few other guys there that Jess knew and she asked me if I would mind if she danced with them and I said no. Hey, maybe one of them would say or do something that would cause her to stop messing around with me.
While she was dancing with one of them and I was sipping a beer watching Mickey came up to me and asked:
"Are you ever going to talk to me again?"
"Why? What's to say? You pretty much covered everything the last time we had a talk. I didn't like what I heard then so why would I like hearing it again? No thanks Mick; talking to you leaves me feeling bad and I don't need that."
The music ended and Jess left her partner and headed my way. "Here comes my date. Got to go" and I walked away from Michelle.
For the rest of the evening I said no whenever some guy wanted to dance with Jess. She asked why the sudden change of heart. "I told you my theory of foreplay right? Well dancing is part of it so from this point on we will be working on building up heat."
A bit of a change when only an hour ago I was thinking that maybe one of the guys she was dancing with might get something going with her, but Mickey was watching and I felt a crying need to wind her up.
My dances with Jess from then on were slow and sensual. I molded myself to her and we rubbed. My cock into her and her tits into me. My hands stroked her body and she ran her hand over the bulge in my pants. After a while she said:
"I see what you mean. I'm ready to do you right here on the floor with everyone watching."
A quick image of that with Mickey standing there watching shot through me and my cock twitched. At the time it was pressed into Jess and she felt the twitch and giggled.
"Oh ho; the idea excites you. Want to do it? I will you know."
"You are evil."
"And you are going to love it."
Bev and Rich walked up to us and Bev said, "You two need to get a room."
Jess laughed and said, "I'm working on it."
Rich just looked at me and gave me a bemused smile as Bev said, "Barbecue at our place Sunday?"
"I wouldn't miss it" Jess said.
As Rich and Bev walked away I said, "I thought that tonight was the end. You said no matter how it turned out you would be out of my life. So why did you commit us to Sunday?"
"In the first place what I said was that IF you wanted me gone after tonight I would leave you alone. I plan on making your night so good you won't want me gone. In the second place I didn't commit us. I said I wouldn't miss it, but I'm betting that we end up going together."
I just shook my head.
When we left the party she slid over next to me and her hand went to my zipper. "We know what is going to happen when we get to your place so no reason that it can't start now."
DESC+++++ She begs, screams, orgasms, long night ^#
I woke to sounds from the kitchen. I found Jess at the stove.
"You don't have much here, but I did find some eggs and cheese so I'm making cheese omelets and you have bread for toast. You should be hungry after last night"
I was and I wolfed down what she made as she ate and watched me. When the food was gone she said:
"I need a shower. You want to scrub my back? And maybe my front?"
DESC+++++++++++++++
She rolled up on an elbow and looked at me. "Okay lover; it is decision time. Do I stay or do I go?"
"The truth of the matter is that from the standpoint of being nothing but bed buddies I would say stay, but other than that it would be a waste of both of our times. I like you and can see being friends, but there is no spark there Jess. Other than on a sexual plane there is nothing going for us."
"Ouch! That's pretty cold."
"Sorry Jess, but you deserve to know where you stand where I'm concerned."
"Okay then, friends it is. Friends with benefits right? At least till I go back to school?"
What the hell I thought, why not. If I stayed with Jess until she went back to school that would give Mickey more chances to see us together and since Bev told me that it pissed Mick off to see me with another girl I'd milk it for all it was worth.
"Okay. Until you go back to school."
"Goodie! I guess we are going to Bev's barbecue together after all. Now, what are we going to do for the rest of the day?"
"Not what we did last night and this morning or you'll have to take me to the hospital."
"Phooey; you're no fun."
We took in a movie that afternoon and went roller skating that evening. The night however was a repeat of the previous night and it was a very exhausted Rob who fell asleep around one in the morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Knowing Bev as well as I did I knew what I was going to find when Jess and I got to her place for the barbecue and sure enough Mickey was there with some guy and Nancy and her date showed up about ten minutes after Jess and I got there.
"Why do you do this to me" I asked Bev and Rich when I got them alone. Rich just shrugged and pointed at Bev and she said, "Because I know, even if you don't, that you and Mickey belong together. And if I can't make it happen the second best girl for you would be Nancy."



"Give it up Bev. I've told you several times that I want nothing to do with the money grubbing bitch that Mick has shown herself to be and I have no interest in Nancy. She is a nice girl and I like her as a friend, but other than that there is nothing there. No attraction at all."
"That's because you haven't given her a decent chance."
"I'm going to stop coming over here if you keep it up Bev. I'll handle my love life without your help."
I walked away and went looking for Jess. I found her talking with Nancy so I stayed clear of them.
Either Mickey had finally accepted that I wasn't going to talk with her or she changed tactics and decided that trying to make me jealous was the way to go. Every time I saw her she was in a clinch with her date and twice when she saw me looking her way she pulled the guy to her and kissed him. Did it make me jealous? Yes it did. Denial was a river in Egypt and I couldn't deny that I loved Mickey. I had loved her since the day I heard the first words come out of her mouth. I'm sure that anyone reading this realizes that I couldn't spend so much time and thought thinking about ways to tweak her if I didn't have strong feelings where she was concerned. But that didn't change the fact that she wanted a man with money instead of me so my still loving her didn't mean jack shit!
If what she was doing was meant to torque me off it backfired on her because I decided to go tit for tat. Every time I saw her looking my way if Jess was near I kissed her. Take that Mick I thought to myself as I did it.
When Jess walked away from Nancy to us the bathroom I got us fresh drinks and was waiting for her when she got back. I handed her a drink and asked:
"What were you and Nancy talking about?"
"You."
"Me?"
"Yep. You. She wanted to know if we were going to become a steady couple and I told her the truth. That I was working on it but that you were proving to be difficult."
"Why did you tell her that? You know when you go back to school we are over."
"That remains to be seen. I have almost a week and anything can happen. You may decide that you can't live without me, but as far as Nancy is concerned she wants you baby so I gave her some hope. If you are resisting me you must have some other girl on your mind and since we all know how you feel about Michelle that leaves Nancy to think that maybe it is her that is on your mind. From what I've found out God knows that Bev is putting the two of you together often enough."
"Why do I have to keep telling every one that I have no interest in Nancy?"
"Maybe because everyone thinks you are perfect for each other. Might not be so, but you can't stop people from thinking it."
"One way to stop it is to let them see that I already have a woman" and I took her in my arms and gave her a kiss that should have had steam coming out her ears. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Bev, Nancy and Mickey watching.
"Now let's get out of here and find something fun to do."
"Oh goodie."
"Oh goodie?"
"Something fun means going back to your place and getting naked right?"
"Is that all you ever think of?"
"I've only got a week lover and I need to make the most of it."
"What are you telling your mother?"
"That I'm staying with a girlfriend so that mom can play with her boyfriend."
"And she buys that?"
"Hook, line and sinker."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Except that she didn't.
Four days later when I got home from work I found the familiar Honda Civic parked in the parking lot in front of my place. I hadn't been expecting Jess because she had told me that she needed to pack to be ready to leave for school the next day. It wasn't Jessica who got out of the Civic -- it was her mother. She was not smiling when she walked up to me and said:
"We need to talk Rob."
"Here or would you like to come in?"
"Inside would be better."
We went inside and I asked her if she would like something to drink and she said no. I motioned her to the couch and she said:
"I won't be here that long. You have been seeing my daughter Jessica."
It was a statement and not a question and that meant she knew so there was no sense in trying to duck it or evade.
"I have."
"How could you do that to me?"
No sense in hiding it so I told her how it came about and how it had progressed. She looked at me with a shocked expression on her face and said:
"She saw us? She saw us doing it?"
I nodded a yes and she muttered, "Oh my God" and she went over and sat down on the couch.
"Do you have anything stronger than beer?"
"Afraid not. I'm not much of a drinker and beer is all I bother with. Want one?"
"Yes, please."
I got her a Bud and she took a long pull on it. "She saw us. She actually saw us and heard me?" I nodded again. "Oh my God" she said again.
"For what it is worth she knows that it is over when she leaves to go back to school."
"Are you sure about that? You just told me how persistent she was in getting you to go along with what she wanted. You might say it is over, but what if she has other ideas?"
"Won't matter. I've already told her that other than as a friend I have no feelings toward her."
"Why not? What's wrong with my baby?"
"Nothing. There just isn't any spark between us. Besides, I was spoiled by her mother. In fact, her mom pretty much spoiled it for other girls. I've not been able to find any who could hold a candle to her mom."
She looked at me and said, "Damned if I don't believe that you really mean that. But that is just so much bull. You are young yet and there are tons of girls you haven't even met yet that will make you forget this old broad. But back to Jessica. What are you going to do if she keeps chasing you? The girl does have a stubborn streak and once she decides she wants something she goes all out."
"I doubt that I'll be her target. Some guy at school will get lucky and she will teach him what to do. If he does what she teaches him he will make her respond like I made her respond and once she realizes that other guys can make her feel that way she will forget all about me."
"Don't sell yourself short baby. She won't forget about you any more than I have."
I raised an eyebrow at that and she said, "How about one for old time's sake" as she stood up and started pulling her sweater off.
DESC+++++
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
With Jessica and Mickey gone back to school things slowed down a little for me. I dated some, scored a few times and probably could have scored more often if I would have really tried. Bev kept trying to set me up with Nancy and I kept avoiding it.
Finally one evening Nancy cornered me while I was having my dinner at Denny's. She took the seat across from me in the booth and said:
"Hi Rob. How have you been?"
"Fine. How about you?"
"Not bad, but I could be a lot better if I could get you to pay some attention to me. I know Bev has let you know that I'm interested you so why don't you ever call and ask me for a date?"
It was the perfect opportunity to just tell her that I just wasn't interested in her, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. I just couldn't be that cold so I lied.
"The reason Nance is that you are just too damned close to Mick and I'm trying to put as much distance between Michelle and myself as I can. You would not only be a constant reminder, but whenever she comes home from school you hook up with her and the absolute last thing I want is to have her anywhere near me."
"That's nonsense Rob. She's just as close to Bev as she is to me, but you don't have any trouble being around her."
"That's different Nance and you know it. She's married to my brother and short of cutting myself off from my family there is no way I can avoid her, but Bev is a case in point. The last time Michelle was home from school Bev invited her to a couple of barbecues that I was also invited to. It was like putting fire and gasoline together. Both times did not work out well. The first one Michelle got seriously pissed at me over something I said to her. She was so pissed that it upset Bev. The second time Michelle ran from the party crying. No Nance, I just don't need that crap going on in my life. I'm sure that you would be a fun date and that we would get along fine, but the fact that you are one of Michelle's best friends is always going to be in the way and I just will not put myself through that."
"That's not fair Rob."
"Not to you Nance, but it is to me."
The look on her face got to me and I sighed and said, "Tell you what. You call Michelle and tell her that you are going to date me and that you just wanted to let her know so she would know why you were avoiding her when she got home from school. If you two can stay apart I might be able to do it."
I reached for my check and stood up to go. "There are a lot of nice guys out there who would love to be with you Nance. You need to find one that's a keeper. Goodnight."
I walked to the register, paid my bill and then headed on home. I was sure that I'd just put an end to my 'Nancy' problem because there was no way in hell that Nancy was going to make that call. Then I suddenly remembered that I'd said basically the same thing to Jessica when I'd told her to call her mother and I remembered how well THAT had worked.
Three days later I was again having dinner at Denny's when Nancy sat down across from me.
"I did it."
"You did what?"
"I called Mickey and told her I was going to start dating you."
"You didn't!"
"Yes I did. She was not happy to hear that and she told me that if I said so much as hello to you in passing she would never speak to me again. So, when is our first date?"
"You are serious? You would throw away a great fifteen year friendship with one of your best friends just to go out with me?"
"I'm not throwing it away, she is. She is the one who dumped you so what gives her the right to decide who can date you once she walked away? I think there could be something there for us Rob and all I'm asking for is a chance to find out."
I was rapidly being pushed into a corner and to the point where I'd have to flat out tell Nancy I just did not have any interest in her. Stalling for time I said:
"I'm in sort of a relationship with Jessica (which I wasn't) and I'll need to do something there before I can date someone else."
"The last time I talked to her she said that she didn't have anything serious going on with you."
"Well I don't know when that was, but the day she left to go back to school we more or less promised each other that we would be exclusive. I did promise and so I have to keep my word unless she releases me from the promise or I find out that she didn't honor hers.'
She gave me a long look and then said, "I know some kids where she is going to school and I'm going to ask them to check up on her. I'm as serious as death about wanting us to get together Rob. Don't doubt it. Don't doubt it even for a second."
When I got home the little red light on the telephone answering machine was blinking. It was a message from Bev asking me to call her. I did and as soon as she heard my voice she asked:
"What the hell have you done to Mickey now?"
"What do you mean?"
"She just called me and Jesus was she mad. Ranting and raving about you and Nancy dating."
"Nance and I are not dating, but what if we were? Isn't that what you were pushing for? I can't even count the times you have tried playing match-maker with Nancy and me."
"I guess I didn't think it through. I never thought Mickey would take it like that."
"Well Nancy and I are not dating. What happened is that I told Nancy if she really wanted to date me she would have to call Michelle and let her know why she would be avoiding her when she came home from school."
"Oh my God; you didn't!!"
"I did and Nancy did it and that's what wound up Michelle."
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't have a clue. I never expected Nancy to make the call. I figured after I told her to do it she would stop and think about it and decide not to toss out her friendship with Michelle over a date with me. Guess I was wrong."
"Now what?"
"I'm using my relationship with Jessica to hold Nancy off."
"You said you didn't have a relationship with Jessica."
"I don't, but Nancy doesn't know that."
"Jesus Rob; what a mess."
"Yes indeed Bev; a mess is just what we have."
The next day as I was replacing the oxygen sensor on a Taurus it suddenly occurred to me that with the weekend coming up it was likely that Jessica would be coming home and I'd almost bet that Mickey would be coming home just to see what was going on with me and Nancy. Of course they might not come home. Neither of them had come home over the last two weeks, but that didn't mean anything other than they were due to come home.
I didn't care if Michelle came home or not, but if Jessica came home there was a chance she would run across Nancy and Nancy would wonder why I wasn't with Jess and she might even ask her. If that happened she would know that Jess and I were NOT in a relationship and that I had lied about it. Shit!!! It seemed like everything I did just made my hole deeper.
I worried about it until quitting time and as I was washing my hands before leaving work I finally said to myself "Fuck it!!!" What happens happens and if it means that I ended up hurting Nancy's feelings because I'm not interested in her so be it.
That night was my parent's anniversary and the family gathered for dinner and a party. Bev came up to me and asked me if I had decided what I was going to do and I told her that I had decided to just let the chips fall where they may.
"Have you considered getting together with Mickey and talking it out? Maybe that would make things easier for you and Nancy."
"Don't you ever listen to me Bev? I don't need to make things easier for me and Nancy. I have no interest in Nancy. I don't want to date Nancy. I don't want anything to do with Nancy."
"Okay, okay Rob; I get the message, but I still think you should sit down with Mickey and have a talk. She must have something to say or she wouldn't keep trying to get you to talk with her."
"I've heard all I want to hear from her Bev. What's she going to say? I'm sorry I hurt you Rob? Or maybe I was only kidding Rob. I really didn't mean it. It was just a joke that backfired on me? No matter what she says Bev Mick and I are over with. Whatever we had is dead and it ain't going to come back to life. No Bev, Mick has nothing to say that I want or need to hear."
"Would you please do it for me then? Mickey is still my best friend and I'll have her over a lot and you are family so you will be over a lot also. It will make it a whole lot easier on me if the two of you can be here at the same time with no problems. Let Mickey have her say and get it out of the way."
"I'll think on it Bev. No promises, but I will think on it."
And think on it I did and my thinking didn't run to me talking with Mickey, but instead I was thinking more along the lines of not going to events at Bev and Rich's place unless they were family events. That would not only let me avoid Mickey, but it would also let me avoid Nancy.
The weekend came and if Mickey and Jessica came home I didn't see them.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On Monday Bill called me into his office and asked, "Anything tying you down to this place Rob?"
"Other than I like my job? No, not really."
"I don't mean here at work; I mean here in this city."
"No. All my family is here, but that's all. Why?"
"Mr. Blankenship is going to open another dealership in New Mexico and he wants a few people from here to help him get it up and running. I thought that since you are single and don't own a home that it would be easy for you to pick up and make the move. We would pay for the cost of the move and pay the first three months rent on where you choose to live when you get there."
I didn't have to spend any time al all thinking on it. It would take me away from Michelle, Nancy and any possible problems with Jessica and her mother. It would make dating easier because the pool of prospective dates wouldn't be tainted as was the pool here. By 'tainted' I mean the attitudes of a lot of the girls I wanted to date. There were a lot I asked out who turned me down because I was 'Mickey's guy" or because they knew that Nancy had set her sights on me. Some of them even thought I was not 'stable enough' to be considered because of the way I had treated poor Michelle and taken up with that tramp Jessica.
A move would be a fresh start. "When do I leave?"
"We need to work out the details, but I'd say next Monday."
"I'll start packing."
I spent the rest of the week after work doing what needed to be done like telling the apartment manager that I was moving out, arranging to shut off the phone and electricity and putting a hold on my mail pending forwarding it to a new address. I called Rich and asked him to meet me after work for a beer and when we met I made him promise not to tell Bev and then I told him what was going on.
"I don't want Bev to know until Sunday because I don't want to give her time to get with Mick or Nancy and let them know or give her time to set something up. I'll stop by your place Sunday afternoon and tell you both what's happening. I'll tell mom and dad tonight and swear then to secrecy also."
"Aren't you being a little extreme? Just talk to Mickey and Nancy. No need to move."
"I need a change Rich. It won't matter if I talk to Michelle and Nancy or not; they would still be around and I'd always be running into them. And then there is Alicia and her daughter Jessica. There could be a problem there that I can avoid by being gone. Plus there are some other reasons. One is the job itself. They must think well of me to consider me for this and that might play into something. I just think that it is the thing to do right now. I can always move back if things don't work out."
Mom and dad weren't all that happy, but they understood where I was coming from and why I felt I needed to make the move.
By Sunday noon I was all packed and ready to go. I called Alicia and told her what was going on.
"So you don't have to worry about anything happening between me and Jess. You take care and remember me okay?"
"When do you leave?"
"First thing Monday morning."
"Where are you going to spend tonight night?"
"In a motel."
"Oh no you won't! I'll have dinner on the table at six. Be here."
I swung by Rich's and pretended that I was telling Rich for the first time that I was moving. Bev asked:
"How long have you known you were going to be leaving?"
"Since Friday afternoon. They asked me last Monday, but it took me until Friday to make up my mind to do it."
"Why didn't you tell us Friday so we could have set up a going away party for you?"
"Didn't think of it. I had so much to do to get ready to go that time kind of got away from me. As it is I didn't get everything I needed to do done until around noon today. I have to be there in the morning so I'll need to leave in about an hour. Wouldn't have had time for a party any way."
Half an hour later I hugged them both and headed for Alicia's.
DESC++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I kissed Alicia goodbye and an hour later I was in a U-Haul truck loaded with everything I had and pulling a trailer that had my Mustang on it.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next two years went by in a rush. The first six months were taken up in setting up the dealership and getting the service department up and running smoothly.
I found an apartment fairly close to work and it had a pool and an exercise room so I was pretty much set. There were several single girls who lived in the complex and I met quite a few of them in the exercise room and around the pool. I dated a few of them, bedded a couple, but never found one that made me want to pursue her. There were five women working at the dealership; three married and two single and I did date both of the single ones, but again, no spark that made me want to develop anything long term.



The closest I came to anything long term was a friends with benefits relationship with the barmaid at the Hitching Post which was a country/western bar a few blocks down the street from the dealership. It started when I stopped in there one night for a beer before going home to watch Thursday night football on the TV. I'd been in there a dozen or so times and Becky knew me and knew where I worked.
On that particular night she asked me what I did at the dealership and I told her then she told me that her car made a terrible screeching sound when she hit her brakes.
"Any idea what it might be?"
"Most likely worn out brakes. Sounds like they are so bad that they are making metal to metal contact."
"Rats! Just what I need; another damned problem that I can't afford to fix."
"Give me your keys and I'll take a look at it."
Her brake pads were so worn that the metal backing was eating into the rotor. I don't know why I did it other than I liked her, but I gave her the keys to my car and told her I'd fix her car on my lunch hour the next day. I got the parts at cost and it only took me forty-five minutes to do the brake job and when I was done she had new pads and rotors. That night when I gave her back her keys she asked: "How much do I owe you?"
"Nothing. Consider it a tip."
She gave me a long look and asked, "How long has it been since you have had a home cooked meal?"
"Quite a while."
"I'm off Monday and Tuesday so how about you planning on having dinner at my place and after dinner we can watch Monday Night Football."
"Sounds good to me."
Becky was a very good cook, but we never got to watch football. After I'd finished eating she asked:
"Ready for dessert?"
"I patted my stomach and said, "I don't believe I left enough room in there for dessert."
"Oh I think you can handle this" she said as she walked over to the fridge and got out a can of Cool Whip. She unbuttoned her blouse, unsnapped her bra and pull some Cool Whip on each nipple and then stood there looking at me with a "Come and get it "smile on her face.
DESC++++++++++++++++++++
Becky made it clear that she was not looking for a husband.
"I've been married twice and it never worked out. I guess I'm just not the marrying kind. However I do like sex, but I'm not interested in a bunch of one night stands. Could you stand having a bed buddy who is never going to be any more than a bed buddy?"
Indeed I could and from then on Becky and I got together two or three times a week.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I called my folks once a week and maybe once every two weeks or so I called Rich and he brought me up to date with what was happening at home. Nancy found a guy and got engaged. They saw Jessica from time to time and never with the same guy twice.
I got an invitation in the mail to attend Mickey's graduation and I tossed it into the trash can.
I took a weeks vacation after my first year and went back to visit. Rich and Bev had a barbecue for just family and I almost didn't go until Rich assured me that it would be just family. I went and it was.
I called Alicia while I was there just to say hi and she told me that she was engaged to be married to a pretty nice guy and I wished her well.
I'd been back to work three months when I got the word that made me smile. I know that it isn't nice to be happy over some one else's misfortune, but I just couldn't help it. North had been drafted in the second round by the Arizona Cardinals and in his very first practice scrimmage he had blown out his knee. I wasn't so much glad that his pro career was over before it started or that he was hurt as I was happy to hear the Michelle's gravy train had been derailed.
It was on the second anniversary of my move that Rich called me and told me that our graduating class was organizing a picnic as sort of an impromptu five year reunion and he wanted to know if I could make it. I told him that I didn't think so, but over the course of a week and two dozen phone calls from him and Bev I finally caved and said I would attend. I knew that Mickey would be there, but it had been two years since I'd last seen her and I was pretty sure that she had moved on since then. I doubted that I'd have to be ducking her to avoid talking.
Rich and Bev offered their spare bedroom, but even though I expected that Mickey had moved on I wouldn't have put it past Bev to meddle and invite Mickey over while I was staying with them so I opted to stay with mom and dad.
When I arrived at the park there were all ready twenty or thirty from our graduating class there. I helped Rich drag three picnic tables together and I was sitting there with Bev, Rich, Tom, Sally, Ralph and Wanda when Nancy showed up with a guy I'd never seen before. Five minutes later Mickey arrived and joined the group. I was at the east end of the table and she took a seat at the west end. I was surprised when after about ten minutes no one had joined her.
About a half hour later I was in a friendly argument with Tom and Ralph over vehicles. I was a Ford mechanic, Ralph worked for the local Chevy dealer and Tom was a dyed in the wool Dodge man. I wasn't paying any attention when someone sat down on my right. Suddenly I felt something cold and metallic on my right wrist and heard a click. I looked to my right and saw Mickey sitting there and then I looked at my right wrist and saw that she had handcuffed herself to me.
"You can't run away from me now Rob. You have to talk to me if you want the key."
I looked around and saw Bev, Rich, Nancy and a couple of others smiling at me. I had been set up. I could have ranted and raved and created a scene that would have disrupted the affair, but I decided that it wouldn't be worth it,
"So go ahead Michelle and talk. I can't get away, but that doesn't mean that I'm going to listen."
"I'll take my chances. It is kind of private so can we go sit in your car or mine?"
"I don't think so. I don't want to go that far handcuffed to you."
I looked around and spotted an empty picnic table about a hundred yards away with no one close to it and said:
"That will work for privacy."
She shrugged and said, "Let's go." We walked over to the table and sat down and I said:
"Okay Michelle, go."
"The one thing I want you to keep in mind as you hear me out is that I love you and I always have. Please Rob, don't ever doubt that. That said I have to say that I have not always been a very nice person. I have always been selfish; always a 'me first' person. A person who wanted her cake and to eat it too. And I am kind of possessive. I always considered that you were mine and I wasn't ever going to share you with anyone, but at the same time I felt free to do what I pleased.
"You didn't know it, but every time I went to visit my grandparents I had some one watching you to make sure that you were true to me while at the same time I dated one of the local boys. Don't ask me why I thought it was all right for me but not you because I don't honestly know. It was just a case of your being mine so no one else could have you.
"Another bad thing about me is that I was very materialistic. My dad worked his ass off to take care of us and while we never went without we never did have much extra. We were having to watch what we spent. It was always having to scrimp for what we wanted. Always pinching pennies, looking for sales so we could save a dime here and a quarter there. I wanted more out of life than that. I didn't want to sweat and worry about watching every dime when I wanted something.
"I thought I had the best of both worlds with you. A person I loved and who was going to make big money playing pro ball. Then you dropped the bomb on me about not going to college and instead intended to be a mechanic. All I could see in front of me was a life that was the same as I had been living and wanted to get away from. I decided that I was going to have to look for someone who had more ambition and who was going to amount to something. At the same time I wanted you because I loved you. I knew that you loved me so I assumed that even though I was going to marry some one for money that you would still be there for me. To repeat myself; I would have my cake and get to eat it too.
"There was a boy I dated when I went to Cartersville and he was from a very wealthy family so I set my sights on him. We went at it hot and heavy and I thought for sure I had him when I got pregnant. It wasn't supposed to happen because I was on the pill and we always used condoms. No matter, he got me pregnant so he had to marry me right? Wrong! He laughed at me and said it wasn't is and that it must be the kid of one of my other lovers. When I asked what other lovers he said he had no idea, but if I was cheating on you with him I was probably cheating on you with others also. Anyway, I ended up having an abortion.
"When I went away to college Stan started trying to date me and when I saw that he had a damned good shot at making the pros so I started dating him. Again it was a case of me expecting to always have you regardless of me hooking up with someone else. Unreasonable I know now, but back then I was full of myself and my attitude was that if I wanted it to happen then that is the way it was going to be.
"Then you confronted me and I made my stupid speech about not wanting to tie myself down with someone who wasn't going to be going anywhere. You shocked me when you dumped me and started going out with other girls. It wasn't supposed to happen that way. You loved me. You were always going to be there for me.
"It took me a bit to realize that Stan was an asshole and losing you over him was just plain stupid and that I'd rather have you and live the life my parents lived than not have you. I tried to get you to talk to me so I could tell you that, but you would never let me. Bev tried to get us together but you always ran. She was supposed to let me know when you were coming home, but you never told anyone ahead of time you were coming and by the time Bev got to me to let me know you were here you had already gone back. I was getting desperate so Bev and I cooked up this five year reunion thing and prayed that you would come back for it. The hand cuffs to keep you from running were Rich's idea."
When she finished talking I said, "So just what are you expecting out of this?"
"I'm hoping that we can pick up where we left off."
"I don't see how Mick. I live seven hundred miles away and I'm not going to be driving back two or three times a week to date and I just can't see a relationship working if I only come back once a month or so."
"You won't have to Rob. I'll move to you."
"You would leave your job, your friends and your family?"
"They are here Rob; you aren't. Yes, I would leave everything behind to be with you."
I didn't know what to say. I had loved Mickey for what seemed like forever, but I had tried hard to put her behind me. Now here she was offering herself to me on a platter. If I took her up on her offer could we make a go of it or would all the bad thoughts I'd had about the things she'd done stay with me and get in the way. I didn't know what to do. I just didn't know.
"What are you thinking" she asked and I told her.
"What if you give up everything here, move and then things don't work out what then?"
"It is a chance that I have to take Rob."
I looked at her and then over at the table where the others were sitting watching us expectantly. It would be a gamble, but then wasn't all of life a gamble?
I looked at her and said, "How soon can you be packed?"
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Chuck put his clubs in the back of my pickup and then said, "Oops, I forgot my wallet" and he hurried back into the house. That gave me my chance. I opened the bag cover, pulled out his putter, closed the bag back up and put the putter behind the seat. He came out f the house with his wallet in his hand and said:
"I probably won't need this since I expect to beat you turkeys and you will have to buy the beer."
"In your dreams" I said as I pulled out and headed for the Singing Hills golf course.
I smiled inwardly as I anticipated the look on his face when he discovered that his favorite putter was missing. He considered that putter his 'lucky club' since he had beaten Sam, Phil and me three out of every five times we had played since he bought it. Taking his putter wasn't about keeping him from beating us; it was all about fucking with his head. I'd been doing a lot of that lately and as I drove toward the golf course I thought back on what I'd done to him over the last several months.
One night I snuck over to his house after dark and loosened the lug nuts on all four wheels of his car. He couldn't figure out why his steering wheel was vibrating until the right front wheel broke the wheel studs and fell off. All four wheel hubs were ruined and had to be replaced at $119.86 per wheel. Also three of his tires had abnormal wear on them and had to be replaced at another $102.67 per tire.
Two weeks later I found a jagged piece of metal on a job site and I again paid him a visit after dark and put the piece under his left rear tire. It tore up the tire bad enough that it couldn't be repaired and he had to buy another one.
Then there was the night we met at the Landing Strip for drinks. I had my usual two beers and was ready to leave, but he wanted to stay a while longer so I left him there and headed for my truck. As I went by his car I took out my keys and gouged his paint from front to rear. I don't know how much the body shop charged him, but he was without his car for three days.
When we got to the course Sam and Phil were already there and were practicing on the putting green and we had about ten minutes till our tee time so Chuck and I joined them.
"What the fuck?" was heard from Chuck when he went into his bag to get his putter.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"My putter isn't here."
"Good" Phil said, "Maybe all your luck is gone too and we can wax your ass today."
There was some more talk about where did you see it last and did you take it out to polish it and leave it in the garage. Sam hit closer to home than he knew when he said:
"Maybe Rob paid someone to sneak into your garage and steal it."
As our tee time approached Chuck hurried into the pro shop and bought another putter. The one he bought definitely wasn't lucky for him. He three putted the first hole and four putted the next two. The day gave me one more chance to fuck with him. On the sixteenth hole he sliced his drive into the trees on the side of the fairway. We went looking for it and I found it. I looked around and no one was looking my way so I stepped on the ball and drove it down into the soft soil and kicked a few leaves over it. After a few minutes Chuck had to take the drop and the penalty so we wouldn't hold up the foursome behind us.
Sam, Phil and I beat Chuck badly that day and he had to buy the beer. I'm normally only a two beer guy, but that day I had five because it made Chuck have to dig into his wallet. As I drank the beer that Chuck was paying for I thought about another shot I'd taken at him. I belonged to the Eagle Rest Country Club and Chuck wanted to join. I made a big thing out of putting him up for membership. Voting was done by secret ballot and the vote had to be unanimous. When his application was voted on there was one "no" vote cast and yes I was the one who cast it.
As I drove him home I thought about the best thing that I had done to fuck with him. It was at a barbecue at his house about two months ago. I'd been there about an hour nursing my first beer when his wife Francine came up to me. I'd known Franny for as long as I had known Chuck. When she was thirteen she was a gawky, gangly plain looking girl. Her dad got a promotion and they moved out of town. They came back five years later and the ugly duckling had turned into one hell of a sexy looking swan. I dated her a couple of times and tried to get into her pants, but never made it. There wasn't any spark between us so all we were was friends.
Franny was one of those sexy looking girls that guys looked at and wanted to fuck at least once just to see if she was as hot as she looked. Anyway, I'd always wanted to fuck her at least once and she knew it. I flirted with her even after she married Chuck knowing that it wouldn't go any where, but what the hell, miracles did happen occasionally. I wasn't thinking affair; just one time to see if she was a hot as she looked.
But back to the barbecue.
Franny came up to me and asked me how I was doing.
"Okay."
"How is the love life going?"
"Haven't got one."
"Oh come on Rob; a hot looking guy like you just has to be fighting the girls off."
"I'm saving myself for you Franny. I just know in my bones you will come to realize that you don't want Chuck and that you want me."
"You are so full of bull hockey. All you want to do is get in my pants and do what I wouldn't let you do when we dated."
"And that makes me all bad?"
"At least you're honest and that's more than I can say about some."
As she said that she was looking over at Chuck who was talking to Sylvia Martin while trying to see down inside her cleavage and to her belly button. The look that came over Franny's face told me that not all was well in the Maxwell household.
"Look at that cow" she said, "If she didn't have those 40DDs no guy would even give her a second look."
She turned to me and said, "You know don't you."
"Know what?"
"That the asshole is cheating on me."
I didn't answer, but the look on my face told her that I was indeed aware of it."
"I thought you were my friend Rob. Why didn't you tell me?"
"And cause you to go through the same pain I went through when I found out about Shelly? No way Franny. I wouldn't do that to some one I didn't like let alone to some one I do."
"I forgot about Shelly. You were a bear to be around for quite a while after she was gone."
She looked at me for several seconds and then said, "You have always wanted to fuck me haven't you."
I was stunned at what she said. I'd never heard Franny use a curse word in all the time I'd known her so the "fuck" was a huge surprise. And then there is what she'd said. It wasn't put to me as a question, but as a statement. I recovered quickly and said:
"You know I have Franny."
"Would you? Even though Chuck is your friend?"
"Stupid question Franny. I'd do you right here and now in front of God, all your guests and your husband."
"I don't think I could do that, but I would love to see Chuck's face if you did. Would you do me even knowing it was only me getting some revenge and not because I found you sexually fascinating?"
"Franny I can honestly say I'd do you even if I knew you were only going to lay there, chew gum and stare out the window while waiting for me to finish."
"Wow Rob; I didn't know that you were such a romantic."
She looked over at Chuck and he still had his eyes buried in Sylvia's cleavage. I couldn't say that I blamed him. I'd seen those babies close up and personal and Franny was dead wrong about no guy paying attention to Sylvia if it wasn't for her huge tits. Sylvia was one hell of a hot fuck or at least she had been before she married Max. I hadn't heard that she played around on him so Chuck was probably just engaging in some wishful thinking.
I felt a punch on my arm and turned to see Franny staring at me. "You too? You're like Chuck and like to stare at huge tits?"
Thinking fast I said, "No. I was just trying to figure out what he is seeing in her. She hasn't anything going for her except those huge udders. I'll bet that when she takes her bra off those things hang down to her knees."
Maybe they would in years, but the last time I saw them uncovered they stood out straight and proud.
"Go circulate" Franny said, "and meet me at the downstairs bathroom in ten minutes. If the door is locked knock three times quickly" and then she walked away.
I decided to be mean and I walked over to Chuck and Sylvia. I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek and said:
"How you doing sweetie? Ready to leave Max for me?"
She smiled at me and said, "Not just yet honey. Give me just a little more time."
"I'll give you all the time you need as long as you promise me that my name will be at the top of the list when you get ready to bail."
"I promise honey."
"Hey! What about me" Chuck asked.
"Sorry Charlie, but Franny would cut my tits off if I had anything at all to do with you."
She said it in such a manner and tone that Chuck knew right away he was never going to get anywhere with her and he turned and walked away.
"He's such an asshole" Sylvia said, "Always trying to look down my cleavage. Like I would ever have anything to do with him."
"Give him a break sweetie. He's a male and you know damned well that every man who sees you wants you."
"Still, it's his house and his wife is here. He's got to be an asshole to behave like that in front of her."
"I don't know about that. I seem to remember casting lustful glances at you when you were at parties at my house and Shelly was there."
"That was different. Shelly was a pig and deserved to have you checking out other girls in front of her."
"You knew about her didn't you?"
"Everybody knew about her honey."
"Then why didn't any of you ever tell me?"
"Because you are one hell of a nice guy and no one wanted to be the one to bring the hurt on you. You loved the stupid cunt so much you wouldn't have believed the messenger anyway and you would have just stopped being the friend of whomever it was that spilled the beans."
"I hate to admit it, but that is probably the truth."
Sylvia was silent for a bit and then she said, "Max and I aren't getting along too well right now. I don't have the proof yet, but I believe that he is the male version of Shelly." She leaned forward and kissed my cheek and said, "Your name is at the top of the list honey."
As she walked away I remembered my last time with her and hoped that she would get the proof that she was looking for.
I arrived at the downstairs bathroom at the appointed time. The door was locked so I knocked three times and the door opened and Franny stepped aside and let me in. She closed the door and locked it and then said:
"We don't have much time. This is just to prove to you that I'm serious. Take it out please."
I unzipped and took out my rapidly hardening cock and she took it in her hand and stroked it a couple of times. Then she leaned forward and took it in her mouth. I'd had plenty of blow jobs over the years and some of them were great, but I'd never had one as good as the one Franny was giving me. Chuck had to be an absolute idiot to play around on her. I'm usually not a quick shooter, but Franny was so good that she had me at my peak in no time.
"I need to pull out baby; I'm going to shoot."
I started to pull back, but her hands gripped my ass and pulled me forward and I blew my wad in her mouth. She sucked and swallowed and she didn't take her mouth off me until my cock was limp. When she pulled back she looked up at me and smiled and then she went back to my dick and licked it clean.
"That was a preview of coming attractions" she said. "Chuck goes out of town the day after tomorrow and he'll be gone for two days. Think you can wait that long?"
"I will if I have to, but I am still willing to do you right now in front of Chuck."
"I thought you were his friend."
"There is friendship Franny and then there is you and I've wanted you since the first date I had with you. I never cheated on Shelly, but if you had made me this offer while I was still married to her I would have leaped at the chance."
"You sure know the right things to say to a girl, but I'll pass doing it in front of Chuck. I intend to do it more than once and doing it in front of him would put an end to that. He makes damned good money and I like the lifestyle I have and I don't want it to change so I intend to cuck him for years."
"For years? I'm just going to be the first of many or dare I hope for exclusivity?"
"I'm only going to do one at a time Rob and how long it is going to last is up to you."
"Then you will never be doing it with anyone else."
She gave me a long look and then said, "Tuesday night then. What time should I be at your place?"
"I get off work at five and I'm usually home by five-forty."
"See you at six" and then she unlocked the door and went back to pay attention to her other guests.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday Fran rang my doorbell at six on the dot. I opened the door and stepped aside to let her in. She had been to my house plenty of times before and she knew the layout.
"Not going to waste the time on small talk" she said as she headed for the bedroom."
Yes indeed, Fran was as hot as she looked and once again I thought that Chuck had to be a screaming idiot to be wasting his time on other women. Fran did it all. She gave great head and she loved it up her butt. Before she left she asked me for a key and I gave her one. When I got home from work Wednesday Fran was already there and she had dinner fixed and waiting. In addition to Fran being a fantastic piece of ass she was an excellent cook.
Chuck was usually out of town on business one or two times a week and over the next two months whenever he was gone Franny was at my house. She didn't have to worry about being at home when Chuck called because they didn't have a home phone. They hadn't seen any sense in having a home phone since they never used it. They had cell pones and that is all they figured that they needed.
Maybe three out of every five nights that Franny was with me Chuck called. Her biggest turn on was taking his call while my cock was in her. One time he called just as she was undressing and she told him to hang on for a minute because she had her hands full. She finished undressing and got on the bed and whispered:
"In my ass lover; I want you in my ass."
I worked my cock into her butt and she went back to talking to Chuck again. I had to take it slow and easy so we wouldn't give anything away. The hard and fast part came when she closed the phone and dropped it on the floor and said:
"Now lover, fuck me hard now."
Yes indeed, fucking Chuck's wife was the best thing I'd done so far in fucking over him and I was still seeing her once or twice a week. Why was I fucking over the guy who was supposed to be one of my best friends? I'm sure that by now anyone reading this has already figured out why.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Shelly came into my life slowly. My daily routine was to wake up at three forty-five, put on the coffee and then check my computer for emails. Then I pulled up the National Weather Service and checked the weather for the day. Monday through Friday I was at the doors of the gym when they opened at five and on Saturday and Sunday I was there when they opened at seven.
One morning as I was doing my reps on the seated leg press a woman walked into the circuit training area and started doing stretching exercises. She was a damned good looking woman, very easy on the eyes and about as close to being my ideal woman as any other woman I'd ever seen. I enjoyed watching her work out.
In any other place I would have made a move on her, but not at the gym. For a lot of people there is a mental component to their workouts and their workout time is private time for them so I wasn't going to intrude on her. I did notice an absence of wedding or engagement rings, but that might mean nothing since a lot of people took off their rings when working out.
One Sunday I was soaking in the hot tub after my workout when I saw her come in and head for the steam room. She saw me in the hot tub and she changed her direction and came over and slipped into the 105 degree water with me. She sat on the other side of the tub (it was big – it held sixteen people) and after settling in she said:
"You're Rob right?"
I nodded a yes and she said, "I'm Shelly."
"Nice to meet you Shelly."
She sat there for maybe thirty seconds and then she said, "I see you watching me when I work out."
"Guilty as charged."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why do you watch me?"
"Because I'm the male of the species and I'm hardwired from the factory to appreciate beautiful women plus you have the added attraction of appearing to be what I consider my ideal woman."
"And what, pray tell, makes up your ideal woman?"
"A tall woman and I would put you at about five eight."
"Five nine actually. What else?"
"Long legs, but that usually goes along with being tall. Next is long hair. I've never seen yours in anything but a pony tail but it has to be long because even in a pony tail it is down to the middle of your back. Next, you look great without make-up."
"That's it? That's all it takes to be your ideal woman?"
"No, there is more, but I've not seen you in circumstances that would allow me to check off those boxes on the list."
"Tell me what they are and I'll tell you if you can check off those boxes."
"Wears short skirts and dresses to show off her legs. Likes wearing high heels; again to show off the legs."
"You can check both of those off. I don't have any long skirts or dresses and I have at least a dozen pair of heels and none of them are shorter than four inch. I have three pair that have a five inch heel and one pair that has six. What else?"
"Likes to dance."
"Got that one too. Ballroom, salsa and I'm really into country western."
"Western swing and line dancing?"
"Both. That it?"
"There are a couple of more, but I'd have to know you an awful lot better before I could even bring them up."
"Okay, when?"
"When what?"
"When are we going out so you can get to know me well enough to tell me the rest?"
And that is how my life with Shelly got started.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I showed up at her door for our first date she met me at the door in a mini-dress and wearing five inch heels. Instant hard on and she noticed and smiled. She was a great date. Besides being stunningly beautiful she was smart, witty and had a great sense of humor. Shelly was the total package.
She hadn't lied about her dancing. She could have won dance competitions if she had a decent partner which, by the way, wasn't me. I liked to dance and I was fairly good at it, but I was nowhere near being in Shelly's class.
When I got her home she said, "I don't normally kiss on the first date, but a girl does have to make exceptions sometimes" and she gave me a hot passionate kiss.
"Can we do this again" I asked her.
"Call me" she said. "Soon."
As I walked back to my car I was already picking out the ring I was going to give her when I proposed.
When I brought her home following our fifth date I kissed her and she pushed me away and said:
"Enough of this silly playing around. We both know what we really want to do" and she grabbed my tie and led me into her apartment and then into her bedroom. We undressed and Shelly sat on the edge of the bed and motioned me over.
"I want to taste you first."
She took me in her mouth and sucked on me for a couple of minutes and then she pulled off my cock and lay back on the bed.
"I've been waiting for this since our first date so come on baby and ring my chimes."
We made love for a good fifteen minutes before I had to let loose and I started to pull out and she said:



"Where are you going?"
"I'm ready to shoot and I don't have a rubber on."
"I'm protected and I want you to cum in me."
I let loose and held myself in her until I was limp and then I pulled back. Shelly asked me how long it usually took for me to be able to go again and when I told her fifteen or twenty minutes she said that she would try to speed things up and she changed position and took my cock in her mouth. She got me up in ten and then got on her hands and knees and asked me to do her doggie. I gave her three orgasms before I came the second time.
I was lying on my back, looking up at the ceiling and wondering how in the hell I could be so lucky as to have found this woman when she said:
"I think you know me well enough now to tell me what the other boxes on your 'perfect woman check list' are."
"You have already filled in those boxes."
"What are they?"
"Must love sex is one and being good at giving head is the other."
"Nothing on the list about liking butt fucking?"
"I guess 'loving sex' covers that."
"Well I think it should have its own box on the list so let's get you ready again so you can check that one off also."
She went down on me and she did get me up again and we did indeed check off that box.
We were married six months later.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next five years were glorious. We fit. Everything we did together felt just right; like it was pre-ordained. We shared most of each others interests, but not all. She didn't like bowling and I did. I bowled in two men's house leagues; one on Tuesday and the other on Thursday. Shelly used those nights to do a couple of things that I had no interest in. She was an avid bridge player and I couldn't stand the game so she played on Tuesday. She was a big reader and always had a book handy. She had one in her car, one in her purse and one at the house. No TV for that girl. I had a few programs that I liked to watch and she would sit next to me on the couch and read while I watched. She used my Thursday bowling night to attend book club meetings at the library and was forever coming home with a new book signed by the author who was the night's guest and featured speaker.
Shelly was a great cook and she was fantastic in bed. Even after five years of marriage we were still at it like sex crazed teenagers. Five nights a week was common. We gave up going to the gym on Saturday and Sunday because we would rather lie in bed and have glorious morning sex. Life couldn't be better than waking up with Shelly. I didn't think my life could be any more perfect.
It all came crashing down three days after our fifth anniversary. I was scheduled to fly to Salt Lake City for a three day training session with one of our customers and I left for the airport from work. When I got to the airport I was told that the airport at Salt Lake was shut down because of weather conditions and I was rebooked on the first flight out the next morning. It never occurred to me to call Shelly. She'd told me that she wouldn't be going anywhere when I left to go to work in the morning.
I turned onto our street just in time to see Shelly get into a car parked at the curb. I caught enough of her to see that she had on a short skirt and heels. She slid over next to the driver, they kissed and then the car pulled away from the curb. I stayed well behind them and followed along. They went to Duke's Steak House and when they got out of the car I saw that the driver was a guy she worked with and if I remembered correctly he was married.
I sat outside and watched his car and an hour or so later they came out and drove to the Grotto which was a bar dance hall kind of place. I didn't follow them in because I didn't want to chance their seeing me. I was just a tad bit in denial. It could just be a platonic friendship. The kiss could have been just one of the types that friends exchange and the sexy way she was dressed could have been no more than her wanting to look and feel good. As I remembered it his wife travelled for her job and it could simply be two friends keeping each other company while their spouses were away. Whatever it was I wanted to know more before I jumped in with both feet.
It was eleven when they came out and got in his car. Denial went into the trash can when Shelly slid over next to him as they pulled out of the parking lot. Half a block later Shelly disappeared from view and I knew that she was sucking his cock. God knows she did it to me often enough while I was driving.
I followed them to the Motel 6 on Fairmont and Shelly popped back up into view when they pulled into the motel parking lot. Five minutes later they were room 106. I'd seen enough. I drove across town and checked into a motel for three days. Next morning I called my boss and told him I was going to reschedule the training session because of a family emergency.
My wake up call came at six and at seven-thirty I was parked where I could see the parking lot and front entrance of the place where Shelly worked. She arrived at ten to eight which told me that she either hadn't spent the night at the motel or that they had gotten up early enough to drive her home to get her car. As soon as she was inside I drove off and two hours later I was in the offices of Spenser Investigations. At two I met one of Spenser's reps and by four the house was wired for sound and video.
At five I was again parked where I could watch Shelly's building. She came out at five-thirty and I followed her to the Starlight Motel on Hancock. She got a room and when she came out of the office she took out her cell phone and made a phone call as she walked down to room 102. Twenty minutes later a man I had never seen before knocked on the door to the room Shelly was in and the door opened and he went in. Two hours later they were still in there so I headed on back to my motel. I had dinner at the Village Inn across the street and then went to my room and settled in with the latest Robert Parker novel.
I didn't bother watching Shelly arrive at work the next morning. I drove to our neighborhood, but didn't go to the house. I parked one block over and called a number that the Spenser people had given me and then punched in a code that allowed me to listen to all the phone calls that had taken place since Spencer had installed the system. There were several junk calls and the:
"Hello?"
"Hi sweetie; it's me" Shelly said. "Rob is out of town again and I get so damned lonely in that bed alone. You think you can help me out?"
"What time?"
"I'll be home by six so what say we make it for seven?"
"You got it."
"Just remember to park a block over and come in the back door. I don't want the neighbors to see anything they might tell Rob about."
"The back door? Is that the only back door I'll be coming in tonight?"
"Silly man. You already know the answer to that one. Got to go. Need to get ready for work. See you tonight."
I hadn't recognized the voice, but at six-thirty I was parked a block over when a black Dodge Ram pulled up and parked. A guy I'd never seen before got out and walked up the driveway of the house where the Makin's use to live. They had moved out and the house was empty and up for sale. I couldn't see my back door from where I was sitting, but I had no doubt that I had just seen Shelly's seven o'clock appointment.
I headed on back to my room and spent some time wondering how long Shelly had been fucking around on me. I usually made about one business trip a month and sometimes two and I had been doing it ever since we married.
The next day I saw an attorney and found out my options and that evening I showed up at the house at the time I would normally get back from a trip. Shelly met me with a passionate kiss and said:
"Dinner is ready, but wouldn't you rather work up an appetite first?"
We had made love the night before I left and she had fucked every night I was supposedly gone. I know that I said that one of the things that made up my perfect woman was a love of sex, but Shelly was taking it to extremes. Never the less I wasn't ready for a confrontation so I let her lead me into the bedroom where I did indeed work up an appetite.
Over dinner I listened to her tell me how much she missed me when I was on trips and how much she wished I wouldn't have to take them. That's when I broke the news to her that I would be gone on another three day trip the next week. She wasn't happy about it, but said I'd best be prepared to be worn out when I left and then she spent the weekend doing her best to make it so.
I didn't bother to pull up the video of Shelly and Dodge Ram guy as I really didn't want to see it yet. I decided to wait until I got back from my trip and then watch it along with whatever else the cameras picked up.
Monday morning I kissed her goodbye and took off on my trip. I had already set it up with the Spenser agency to have Shelly under surveillance on the three days I would be gone and I wondered what they would have for me when I got back. It was about what I had expected. She got fucked every night I was gone. The big surprise for me was that one of the two who fucked her was my very good friend Chuck Maxwell and he did her on Monday and Wednesday.
Shelly took Chuck on our bed and the other guy got his in room 230 of the Shangri-La motel on Paris Street. I had audio and video of Chuck and to be honest I'd seen better porn. I had audio of some phone conversations. One of the guys she did called her Tuesday and said:
"Pete told me that your old man is out of town again. Think you can fit me in?"
"You already know you fit baby. You've put it in me often enough."
That told me that what Shelly was doing was something that she hadn't just recently started. I had audio of Shelly calling Chuck and the conversation was pretty much the same as the one she'd had with Dodge Ram guy.
I took off work early so I could watch the CDs of what Shelly had been up to. I really wasn't interested in watching Shelly getting fucked. What I was interested in was the bedroom talk. I was looking for some idea of why Shelly was doing it. All watching did was leave me confused. I had expected to hear myself being shot through the grease and ridiculed, but it was just the opposite. The first one I watched was of Shelly and Dodge Ram guy or Pete as I came to find out. At one point Pete asked:
"Would you be fucking me if my cock wasn't bigger than your husband's?"
"Probably not" was Shelly's reply.
That surprised me because from what I could see I had him beat in both length and girth yet Shelly was telling him she wouldn't be fucking him if he wasn't bigger than me. Once he asked her why she "Didn't leave the little dicked twit" and marry him and she said:
"Because I love the little dicked twit and I don't love you. All you are to me is a big cock to keep me satisfied when he isn't around."
"If you like big cocks why settle for less?"
"I'm not settling for less. There is a major difference between you and my hubby. You fuck me, but he makes love to me and I'll take making love over fucking any day. Now did you come here to fuck me or to talk because if talking is all you want to do you can leave and I'll give Brian a call."
"On your back bitch" Pete growled and Shelly fell back on the bed and spread her legs as she smiled up at him.
I learned later that Brian was the guy she had fucked the second night that I had followed her.
I was again surprised when Shelly and 'my good friend' Chuck got together. Several times Shelly commented on how much she loved his large cock and again, like with Pete, I had it all over Chuck in cock size. Neither Chuck nor Pete seemed to fuck Shelly any better than I did, but she still praised them to high heaven telling both of them that no one had ever fucked her better. My 'good friend Chuck trash talked me one day and Shelly quickly shut him up and told him that if he ever said a bad thing about me again he'd never ever get another taste of her pussy.
I didn't understand it. Why was she defending me while at the same time stabbing me in the back?
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Armed with the videos of Chuck, Pete and the third guy whose name was Riley and the information I had gotten from the attorney I had talked with I was sitting at the kitchen table with a piece of paper in front of me when Shelly got home from work. Shelly walked in, came over and kissed me on the cheek and then asked:
"What are you doing?"
"Going over my "Perfect Woman" list."
"Whatever for? We have already established that I'm your perfect woman."
"I always thought you were, but I guess I was wrong."
"What do you mean that you were wrong?"
"Here; look at the list. See the unchecked box at the bottom of the list?"
She took the list from me, read it and I saw her face lose some of its color. The unchecked box was "Must be faithful always."
"I don't understand."
"Sure you do Shelly. Over the last two weeks I was gone from home six nights and every night I was gone you were on your back being fucked. Five different guys over the course of six days. I sure can't consider that being faithful, can you?"
The fact that I'd just told her that I knew about the five should have told her that I had her cold, but she tried to tough it out.
"I don't know what you are talking about Rob."
"Then you must have the memory of a gnat. They only live twenty-four hours so I guess you can't remember anything that happened before last night."
I pushed a CD across to here and said, "You can look at this and it might help refresh your memory, but before you do that I need to tell you a few things. I've seen an attorney and I've found out that this is a no fault state so everything we have will be split fifty-fifty. We make the same money so there will be no alimony and of course since we have no kids there is no child support to sweat. We have no savings since we used what we had to get into this house so as far as assets go the house is it.
"We haven't been in the house long enough to build up much equity and what little we have will be eaten up by sales costs and commissions. I'll be the big loser since I'll be paying the attorney's fees and court costs. The big question is do you want to be served at work or here at the house?"
"Served? I don't want a divorce. I love you Rob and you know that I do."
"You have a funny way of showing it Shelly. How long have you been stabbing me in the back?"
She looked away and I said, "It doesn't matter. I really don't need to know. The five I know about are five too many. You want to move out or do you want me to do it?"
"I don't want either of us to move Rob. We belong together."
"Sorry Shelly, but I can only live with my perfect woman and that isn't you anymore."
"You have to let me talk Rob. I need to explain that what you are thinking is wrong."
"No I don't need to let you talk Shelly. What is on that CD says it all and none of your words can erase any of what I sat through and watched.
I stood up and Shelly said, "Sit down Rob. We can't discuss this if you won't sit here and talk with me."
"Have you not listened t what I've just said? There is nothing you can say that will erase what I've listened to, seen and now know and I can't live with a person who could do that to me. We are through Shelly. Face it. You have fucked our marriage away. Accept it and move on."
I walked away and headed for the basement where we kept the suitcases. Half an hour later I had most of what I'd need for the next two weeks packed and sitting by the front door. There was more that I needed to get, but I'd have to rent a trailer since most of it was too big to get into my car. Shelly watched me set the bags down and said:
"Please Rob; just sit down and let me explain. You'll see that it isn't what you think it is."
I ignored her and went into the downstairs bedroom that I had turned into a home office and got my laptop. Shelly kept following me and kept begging me to sit down and talk with her and I didn't bother to respond. As I opened the door to leave I said:
"I'll be back Monday or Tuesday to get the rest of my things."
"Please Rob; for God's sake let me explain."
Without a word I carried my stuff out to my car and drove away.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I checked into a motel and spent Saturday and Sunday looking for an apartment. I found a nice one not far from work that had everything I wanted. A pool, an exercise room and a laundry room. I chose a two bedroom as I wanted to set one up as a home office. I wrote a check for the security deposit and the first and last months rent. I wouldn't be able to move in until they did a credit check on me, but there wouldn't be any problems there.
Shelly and I had separate credit cards so I didn't have to make any calls to cancel any and the check would clear because I had taken the attorney's advice and taken half of what we had in the bank and opened new accounts in my name only.
I advised Sheila, our receptionist, of my status as far as Shelly was concerned and asked her not to put any calls from Shelly through to me.
"Just tell her I'm out of the office or in a meeting or something."
"Why don't I just tell her not to bother calling because you have instructed me not to put her calls through?"
"That works for me."
She smiled and said, "When you start making up the list of girls you would like to date after your divorce is final could you put my name close to the top?"
"How about the list of girls I want to date as soon as we are legally separated?"
"What is legally separated?"
"After she is served either today or tomorrow I consider myself a free agent."
"Maybe to you, but not to me. I won't date a married man and that would be you until your divorce is final."
That's a refreshing attitude I thought. I could stand knowing a girl who has ethics.
"How about lunch dates so we can get to know each other a little better? That way we would have some idea if we wanted to take it further when the divorce is final?"
"I'd like that."
I took Tuesday afternoon off and I rented a trailer and called around until I found two friends that were free and who could help me move the heavy stuff like my tool boxes and air compressor. When I got to the house I found a note on the door.
"Rob – I've changed the locks. I'll give you a key to the new ones when you sit down and talk with me. I love you. Shelly."
"Stupid cunt" I thought as I walked around to the back of the house. I kicked in a basement window, walked through the house, unlocked the doors and then Mike and Sal and I carried out what I wanted and loaded it into the trailer. I left the front door standing wide open when we headed for the storage unit I'd rented.
After unloading the trailer we took the trailer back to the rental place and then drove over to Danny's Bar and Grill to have a few beers. We had been there about two hours when Mike, who was looking past me, said:
"Uh oh, incoming."
I looked back over my shoulder and saw Shelly coming towards us. I turned back to Mike and Sal and told them they might want to find a table.
"This could get ugly."
Sal said, "Roger that" and the two of them got up and went looking for a booth or a table. Shelly came up and sat down on the stool that Mike had just vacated and said:
"I thought I'd find you here." I just looked at her and took another pull on my beer. Did you have to break the window?"
"Yep. Needed to get in."
"All you had to do was give me fifteen minutes and listen to what I have to say and you could have had a key."
"Rather kick in a window than listen to you."
She looked at me for several moments and then said, "You took the computer."
"Yep."
"I had stuff on it that I need."
"I'll go through it and pull your stuff off of it and send it to you."



"Why are you being such a hard ass over this Rob? Why can't you let me explain that it isn't what you think it is?"
"Why can't you understand that what I think isn't the problem here? The problem is what I know, not what I think. I know that you have been cheating on me wholesale and while I don't know exactly how long you have been doing it I do know that it has been at least a year."
Then I had a thought. What was done was done and while my temperament didn't usually run toward things like revenge and I hadn't given any thought to going after the men Shelly had fucked. True, they did know she was married, but I couldn't blame any man for wanting Shelly and I couldn't blame any man for taking her if she said "Come and get it" and she had done just that. I'd heard her on the phone taps calling guys and asking them to come and keep her from being lonely on our bed. But Chuck wasn't just any guy. Oh no, Chuck was 'my very good friend' and very good friends shouldn't fuck your wife so Chuck was going to have to pay. To make him pay the way I wanted I had to make sure that he didn't know that I was coming.
"Okay" I said, "I'll listen to what you have to say, but there is a price. If I listen to you then you have to promise me that you will not let Chuck Maxwell know that I know about the two of you."
"Why?"
"Because he was supposed to be my friend and friends don't fuck their friend's wives. He has to pay and for that to happen I can't have him looking over his shoulder trying to see me coming."
"Why? It wasn't his fault. I went after him. All he did was not look a gift horse in the mouth."
"Doesn't work that way with me. Being my friend he should have said no. Being my good friend he should have told me about you going after him and he didn't, did he."
"That's not being very realistic Ro..."
"That's my price for listening to you. Yes or no! I don't want to hear how you went about getting yourself fucked. I don't know what you feel you need to tell me about, but I do not want to hear a blow by blow or step by step description of how you got yourself fucked. Is that clear?"
"Yes Rob."
"So Chuck never finds out right?"
"Okay Rob; he never finds out."
"Okay then, go ahead and speak your piece."
"You know I love sex and God knows that I give you all you can handle and you never ran from me when I wanted it which I'm sure that you'll remember was often. What you probably never realized is that I wanted it all the time. When you started traveling for your job I'd get so horny I'd be climbing the walls. As long as your trips were only two or three days I was able to fight off my urges and wait for you to get home.
"But then you made that five day six night trip to Akron and I was going crazy sitting in the apartment doing nothing so one night I went out for drinks with some of the girls from work. I didn't go out meaning to cheat, but after some drinks and some flirting I ended up in a motel room. The next night I said what the hell I've already done it so I called the guy I'd gone to the motel with and we did it again.
"I felt guilty as hell when you came home, but nothing changed. I still loved you to death and it didn't seem to hurt us any. Your next couple of trips were two and three day ones and I was able to hang on. Then you went on a four day one and on the third night I ended up in a man's apartment. Again, it didn't hurt us any.
"The next time you went on a trip I decided that since it wasn't hurting us any why fight it while you were gone and I started doing it every night you were gone. So you see Rob? I wasn't doing it because I didn't love you. I wasn't doing it because you weren't man enough for me. I was just getting the sex I needed when you were not there to take care of me."
"The Akron trip? My God Shelly, that was over four years ago."
"My point exactly Rob. Four years and we have been a happy and loving couple all that time. What I did when you were gone didn't hurt us at all. I'm still crazy in love with you and you know it."
"So you only did it when I was gone and you needed sex badly?"
"That's right Rob. If it upsets you so much I'll quit it, but there isn't any need for us to be apart Rob. I love you honey and you know I do."
"That's it? That's what you wanted me to sit down and listen to? That's all of it?"
"Yes honey; now will you please come home?"
"No. Besides being a cheater you are a liar. You only did it while I was gone and you needed relief? Bullshit! I know all about the book club meetings and bridge games you skipped to fuck your boyfriends even when I was home. I know all about the times you fucked your bed buddies while I was here in town but out playing golf. You have cheated on me with God knows how many men and that makes you a whore in my eyes and there is no way I can live with a whore.
"Plus that you have put me in the position of wondering if every friend I have has fucked you like my friend Chuck did. You have any idea of what it is like for me seeing a friend and having the first thought on seeing him be "Have you been fucking my wife?" No Shelly, you fucked away our marriage and I will not be coming home. Don't forget your promise" and I got up and left her sitting there.
Whether or not she would keep her promise not to tell Chuck only time would tell. Face it; she wasn't very good with promises. She obviously didn't keep the ones she made during our wedding ceremony. I did spare her the embarrassment of being served at work. She was served as she left the house to go to work. I copied all of her stuff on the computer onto a thumb drive and mailed it to her and received an email back asking me how I could walk away from her when I knew full well that she loved me. I sent her a photo that I had pulled from her video with Pete. It showed him buried in her ass and she had a look of rapture on her face. I enclosed a note that said:
"This is why."
I guess it finally got through to her since she stopped trying to get in touch with me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The divorce was final in six months and I kept my promise to Sheila. The day my divorce was final I told her that I was officially a free man and I asked her if she would go out with me and she said yes. We had been having lunch together a couple of times a week and we talked and so we knew quite a lot about each other and so there wasn't any of that first date awkwardness. When I took her home after a 3 D date (dinner, drinks and dancing) she kissed me goodnight and it was a scorcher.
I stepped lightly with Sheila because of our workplace relationship. A wrong move on my part could have made for strained working conditions. She must have thought that my being cautious meant that I was shy or something and she took the initiative. When I took her home following our fourth date she kissed me and then said:
"Would you like to see me naked?"
After six months I thought we had something good going and I started thinking that maybe we should make things permanent. Sheila put an end to those thoughts the night that I proposed.
"I like you Rob; I like you a lot, but I don't love you. I can't marry a man I don't love even though I like him a lot and he is a great bed buddy. Can we just stay friends with benefits?"
I said sure, but it was never the same after that and while we did remain friends the benefits part slowly began to fade. Sheila understood. Once she asked me why we were getting together less and less and I told her the truth.
"I liked being married and I want to get married again. You made it clear that it wasn't going to be you. I need to start looking for a permanent mate and that means less time spent with you."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was looking and I was dating, but I wasn't finding anyone other than Sheila that I wanted to make the long haul with. I wasn't missing the sex part of marriage because I was getting plenty. I was seeing Franny once or twice a week and Sheila once or twice a week and I had one more bed buddy that would have filled up all my other nights if I would have allowed it.
It was a Tuesday evening and I had been home from work for about twenty minutes when the doorbell rang. When I opened the door I found Shelly standing there. Before I could ask her what she wanted she said;
"Do you know what today is Rob?"
"Tuesday."
"It is our anniversary Rob and we have always celebrated our anniversary by trying to recreate the first night of our honeymoon."
I stood there looking at her and remembering that night.
"Come on Rob; what have you got to lose? You know I'm the best piece of ass you've ever had. Let's take a walk down memory lane."
She was right. She was the best I'd ever had and truth be told I still loved the cunt and I missed her, but – and it was a big but – I couldn't be married to or live with what she had become. Still, she was the best.
"No stings attached?"
"No strings."
I stepped aside and let her in.
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I'd been a bit down in the dumps and Chuck, Dave and Ben decided that what I needed was to get out, have a few drinks and basically get over my funk and get on with my life.
They had a point and I knew it. It was time for me to stop feeling sorry for myself. The three of them picked me up and we drove into town. I was a little surprised when we pulled into the parking lot of the Landing Strip Lounge.
"Why here?" I asked.
"It is open mike night" Ben said, "And we think it is just what you need to drag yourself out of your shell."
I shrugged and we went inside, found a table and ordered drinks. Shari, the waitress, smiled when she saw me and asked:
"Where have you been Wally? We've missed you."
"Been busy Shari. Haven't had time for a night life."
Up on the band stand Bobby Denton was telling one of his blond jokes while his wife sat at a table in the back with some of her friends. She was a platinum blond and she hated blond jokes and I often wondered if Bobby got any pussy from her on open mike night.
He finished the joke and introduced a guy who wasn't all that good, but I still clapped for him for no other reason than it takes a lot of nerve to stand up there in front of lots of people and let it all hang out. After the guy finished Bobby told another blond joke and then said they were at that point in the evening when the mike was open for anyone who wanted to give it a try. Chuck, Dave and Ben were pushing me to get up and I figured what the hell, why not.
I stood up and Bobby saw me and said, "It looks like Wally Taylor is going to throw himself on your mercy" and as he handed me the mike he said, "Good to see you Wally. We've missed you."
I took the mike, looked out over the crowd, took a deep breath and then said:
"I was reading in the paper today about the increase in concealed carry permits being issued and I wondered about the love affair that men have with guns. Some even to the point that they preferred their thirty-eights to have steel jackets rather than bras. I thought about it for a bit and I came up with ten good reasons why some men prefer guns over women.
Number ten -- You can trade and old 44 for a new 22.
Number nine -- You can keep one gun at home and have another one to take with you on the road.
Number eight -- If you admire a friend's gun and tell him so he will probably let you try it out a few times.
Number seven -- Your primary gun doesn't mind if you keep another gun for back up.
Number six -- Your gun will stay with you even if you run out of ammo.
Number five -- A gun doesn't take up a lot of closet space.
Number four -- Guns function normally every day of the month.
Number three -- A gun doesn't ask, "Do these new grips make me look fat?"
Number two -- A gun doesn't mind if you go to sleep after using it.
And the number one reason why some men prefer guns over women is
You can buy a silencer for a gun."
I had gotten several small laughs for the numbers as I listed them, but got a really big laugh for the last one so I decided to hang in there for a while.
"Jesus and Satan were having an on-going argument about who was better on the computer. They had been going at it for days and frankly God was tired of listening to their bickering. Finally fed up God said:
"THAT"S IT!!! I have had enough. I am going to set up a test that will run for two hours and from the results of that test I will judge who does the better job. So Satan and Jesus sat down at their keyboards and started typing.
They moused.
They faxed.
They e-mailed.
They e-mailed with attachments.
They downlo..."
Suddenly I stopped and stared at the back of the room where the door to the parking lot had opened and a couple had walked in. The crowd was wondering why I had stopped and you could hear the low voices asking each other what was going on. I took a deep breath and pulled myself together.
"Ladies and gentlemen" I said, "I apologize, but I have to stop at this point and get the hell out of here. My wife and the asshole she has been cheating on me with just walked in from the parking lot."
Heads turned to look toward the back of the room and I said:
"Wave to the nice people Julie so they can get a good look at what a lying cheating whore looks like. As I said I do apologize for this, but if I don't get the hell out of here I'll end up in jail for putting the whore's lover in the hospital."
I hesitated for a second or two and then said, "Fuck it! It will be worth going to jail over" and I jumped down from the bandstand and started toward Julie. The guy with her turned and hurried out the door leaving Julie standing there looking like a deer caught in the headlights of an on-coming car.
Chuck, Dave and Ben grabbed me and wrestled me into the kitchen and then out into the parking lot,
"Settle down Wally. They ain't worth it" Ben said. They got me in the car and Chuck drove us over to the Red Fox Inn. When we were inside and seated Chuck ordered our drinks and Dave told the waitress to make mine a double. Chuck said:
"Sorry Wally. I really thought a night out would do you some good. It was just dumb assed luck that the cunt picked tonight to show up at the Strip."
"She wasn't the problem" I said, "If she would have shown up alone I could have just ignored her, but she didn't show up alone. She showed up with him. I wish you hadn't stopped me. I fully intend to get that bastard one of these days."
"Maybe bud, but not in front of a hundred witnesses. Take your time and plan it out. Make sure that you do it with no witnesses around and make sure that we know when so we can all have our stories straight when we swear that you were playing cards with us when it happens. We can help you out bud. The asswipe doesn't know any of us and we can follow him around and see what his routine is and find out when would be the best time for you to do your thing."
As I sipped my Jack over ice I reflected on my choices. I'd made some damned good ones in choosing my friends, but a pretty bad one when it came to picking a wife. I knew what I was getting when I got Julie; I was just too stupidly in love to let what I knew get in the way.
+++++++++++++++++
I met Julie in our freshman year at State. We were in the same Introduction to Planning class and Reynolds had broken the class up into five person teams and assigned each team a project. Julie and I were put on the same team and ended up spending a lot of time together at the library doing research for our project.
To say that I was smitten would be to make a gross understatement. One look into those green eyes and the sexy redhead owned me. I asked her out and she accepted. Julie kissed me at the end of that first date and that first date led to several more and the kisses escalated into steamy make out sessions and on our seventh date we spent the night in room 122 at the Fantasy Isle Motel.
The next three months went by and Julie and I couldn't keep our hands off of each other. We were making love three and four nights a week and then one day near the end of those three months we got into an argument over something so vitally important that I can't even remember what it was. The upshot was that Julie told me that she didn't want to see me any more and she stomped off.
"Well fuck you!!!" I said to myself. The only problem was that over the course of the next couple of months I saw her with different guys and it ground on me. I was hung up on her and it was driving me crazy that she wasn't with me. I tried calling her several times, but never got in touch with her. I left messages with her roommate, but she never returned my calls.
Three months after she walked away from me she sat down across from me as I was having my lunch in the student cafeteria.
"Hi Wally."
"Hi yourself Julie."
There was dead silence for a couple of beats and then she said, "I've missed you Wally" and just like that we were back together and couldn't keep our hands off of each other.
Four months later there was another argument and Julie stomped off and just like the first time I saw her around with different guys and it pissed me off, but there wasn't a thing I could do about it. Two months went by and then she approached me and told me again that she had missed me. Once again we were back together.
It happened four more times before we finished our senior year. Each time the separation lasted two or three months and then Julie would do the "I've missed you Wally" thing. Sooner or later I had to wise up to what was going on and I did. I caught on to the fact that some guy would catch Julie's eye and she would manufacturer an argument, storm off and date the guy and maybe one or two others and then she would come back and tell me she missed me and expect that I would welcome her back with open arms. Which is pretty much what I did.
There was a slight change to the program however. I started dating other girls and while I was relatively successful in getting my ashes hauled none of the girls I hooked up with made me want to get into a long-term relationship with. I was too hung up on Julie and I think Julie knew that which is why she never came running back when she saw me with other girls. I wasn't all that happy about the situation, but I did take some comfort in the fact that she always came back to me.
+++++++++++++++++++
We had four months to graduation when she pulled it on me again, but I knowing the score I had prepared for it. I had a cousin that Julie had never met and in exchange for my working on her car she agreed to be my pretend girlfriend. I made sure that every time Julie saw me I was with Mary. Mary and I made a big show of it and did some pretty heavy necking whenever we were where Julie could see it. We even went so far as to let Julie see my hand up under Mary's skirt while Mary pretended to hunch her pussy against my hand.
When Julie would go off the time period that she was gone ran anywhere from two to four months, but all of a sudden Julie was back doing her "I miss you Wally" after only two weeks. I'm guessing that she thought she was in danger of losing her good old fall back position and figured that she had better get back to 'home base' before it was too late.
For once things did not go according to plan for her. As usual I was sitting in the student cafeteria having lunch when she sat down and launched into the "IMYW" speech and I answered:
"I can't say the same Julie. In fact Mary has kept me so busy that I barely knew you were gone."
I looked at my watch and said, "Got to run or I'll be late for my next class. See you around Julie" and I got up and left her sitting there.
I knew what would happen next. Julie knew my schedule and she knew I'd be at the library studying that afternoon after classes. Sure enough she showed up and sat down at the table with me.
"What do you want Julie?"
"I'm here to eat some crow Wally."
"Eat some crow?"
"Yes Wally, eat some crow. The last argument that we had was just me being pigheaded. It was all my fault and I wanted to make up almost immediately, but my stupid pride got in the way. You know the old saying -- "Don't apologize, it is a sign of weakness" -- well that is what was bouncing around in my head."
"So why now?"
"Because I don't want to lose you to some other girl."
"You might be a little too late there Julie. Mary and I seem to have a very good thing going."
"Don't say that Wally. You're my guy. You were put here on this earth for me and I know it. We are meant to be Wally. We are soul mates and you know it."
"I don't see any reason to get back with you Julie. I'm a student of history and history always repeats itself. Three or four months from now you will be gone again and I'm tired of the roller coaster ride. Three or four months with you followed by two or three months without you and then the cycle repeats. I need a more stable relationship than that and I think Mary will give it to me."
I looked at my watch and said, "Time to pick Mary up for our date tonight. See you" and I got up and walked away from her for the second time that day.
The next day at lunch Julie plopped down across from me and I looked up at her and didn't say a word. She took a deep breath and then said:
"Do I have to beg Wally?"
"Beg? Beg for what?"
"For you to take me back."
"I know that this is going to came as a surprise to you Julie, but I am not dumb. I know full well that you fake arguments with me for the sole purpose of being able to go with other guys and that you only come back to me when you get tired of them. In four months I'll have my degree and I'll be starting on my career and I'm going to need to concentrate on it. I'm not going to have time for these silly games any more."
She looked away and said, "Okay, you are right, but it wasn't because I didn't love you. I'm young and single and I wanted to experience some things before settling down, but I couldn't very well do those things while I was still going with you. It wouldn't have been right. No more games Wally. I'm dead serious about making sure that some other girl doesn't latch onto you."
"I want to believe that Julie; I really want to, but I don't know if I want to take the chance of trusting you not to keep on doing what you have kept on doing."
"I swear to God Wally; no more games."
++++++++++++++++++++
We did get back together and a year later we were still together and Julie started making noises about wanting to get married. I pretty much ignored those noises until one day Julie flat out asked:
"Are you going to marry me Wally?"
"The honest answer to that question Julie is that I don't know. Every time I consider it I think back to all those times you went off to play with some other guy and I have to ask myself if I want to take the chance of it happening again. If it happens when you are single it is one thing, but if it happens when you are married it is something else again. Happening while married leads to a divorce and they can be not only expensive, but quite bitter as well."
"Oh come on Wally; I've made it perfectly clear that you are my guy and I'm never going to do anything that will cost me you."
I let her break me down and talk me into it even though in the back of my mind there was still a small kernel of doubt. I did make sure that she understood that I had a zero tolerance policy as far as other men were concerned. Not even flirting!
We both found work in our chosen fields and started living the American dream. We saved up a down payment and bought a very nice three bedroom ranch style home in a good neighborhood. We each had our own car and we had all the other bells and whistles like a big screen TV, the latest and greatest in home computers, modern space age appliances and of course the top of the line in I-Phones.
Julie and I were still making love three and four times a week even after having been married for seven years. We had a very good social life. We had a close circle of friends that we had over for barbecues and who we went out and partied with. One of our favorite things to do was go to the Landing Strip lounge on open mike night.
One night we were there with Ben and Wilma Farmsby, Chuck Morris, his wife Bea and Dave Bennings and when Bobby Denton, the master of ceremonies, said it was time to turn the mike over to anyone who wanted to give it a try Ben dared me to get up and do it. The others all egged me on and I'd had just enough of a snootful to take the dare.
As I walked toward the bandstand I thought of some of the jokes I'd heard recently and decided to go with a kind of fish story. I took the mike introduced myself and then said:
"A woman goes into Cabela's to buy a rod and reel for her grandson's birthday. She doesn't know which one to get so she just grabs one and takes it over to the counter.
"The clerk was standing behind the counter wearing dark shades and the woman said to him:
"Excuse me sir, can you tell me anything about this rod and reel?"
"Ma'am, I'm completely blind, but if you will drop it on the counter I'll tell you everything from the sound it makes."
She doesn't believe him but she drops the rod and reel on the counter and the clerk says:
"That's a six foot Shakespeare graphite rod with a Zebco 404 reel and ten pound test line. It's a good all around combination and it is on sale this week for only twenty dollars."
As she is digging into her purse for her credit card she says, "That is amazing that you can tell all that just from the sound it makes just falling on the counter."
The credit card slipped and fell from her fingers and hit the floor and the clerk said:
"That sounds like a MasterCard."
The woman bent down to pick it up and she accidently farted and it was a really ripe one. At first she was embarrassed, but then realizes that there was no way the blind clerk could tell that it was her who tooted. Being blind he wouldn't know that she was the only person around. She handed him her card and as he rang up the sale he said:
"Your total comes to $34.50."
The woman was confused by this and she said, "Didn't you tell me that the rod and reel were on sale for twenty dollars? How did you get $34.50?"
"Yes ma'am, the rod and reel are only twenty dollars, but the duck call is eleven dollars and the Catfish bait is another three fifty."
The woman paid the bill and left without a word.
I got a lot of laughs on that one so I decided to try another.
"Murphy showed up at Mass one Sunday and the priest almost fell down when he saw him. Murphy had never been to church in his life. After Mass the priest caught up with Murphy and said:
"Murphy I am so glad that you decided to come to Mass. What made you come?"
"I got to be honest with you Father. A while back I misplaced me hat and I really loved that hat. I know that McGlynn had a hat just like mine and that he comes to church every Sunday. I also knew that he had to take his hat off during Mass and I figured that he would leave his hat in the back of the church. So I was going to leave after Communion and steal McGlynn's hat.
The priest said, "Well Murphy, I notice that you didn't steal McGlynn's hat so what changed your mind?"
"After I heard your sermon on the Ten Commandments I decided that I didn't need to steal the hat after all."
With a tear in his eye the priest gave Murphy a big smile and said, "After I talked about "Thou Shalt Not Steal" you decided that you would rather do without your hat than burn in hell, eh?"
"No Father, after you talked about Thou Shalt Not Commit Adultery" I remembered where I left my hat."
That seemed to get a good laugh so I was emboldened to try some more.
"I've got some fight stories I'd like to share with you. My wife sat down on the couch next to me while I was sitting there flipping through the channels. "What's on TV" she asked. "Dust" I said and then the fight started.
My wife was hinting about what she wanted for our upcoming anniversary. She said "I want something shiny that goes from zero to 150 in about three seconds."
I bought her a bathroom scale and then the fight started.
And lastly, Saturday morning I got up early, quietly dressed, made my lunch, grabbed the dog and slipped quietly into the garage. I hooked the boat up to the truck and proceeded to back out of the garage into a torrential downpour.
The wind was blowing fifty miles an hour so I pulled back into the garage, turned on the radio and discovered that the weather was going to be bad all day. I went back into the house and quietly undressed and slipped back into bed. I cuddled up to my wife's back now with a different anticipation and whispered:
"The weather out there is terrible."
My loving wife of ten years replied, "I know. Can you believe that my stupid husband is out there fishing in that?"



And that's how the fight started."
I got a lot of laughs, but the biggest thing for me was the kick I got from standing up in front of everyone and performing. I liked it so much that I started doing it almost every open mike night. It got to the point where Bobby would say something like:
"I see that Wally Meyers is here tonight. Got anything you would like to share with us Wally?"
I always did. I didn't write or make up my own jokes, but I did search them out and then used the ones I really liked. It wasn't always good. Some times a joke I liked enough to tell was a real stinker as far as the crowd was concerned. The crowd let me know when they didn't like a joke, but all that did was make me more determined to make sure that I had them rolling in the aisles the next time.
So from my point of view life was good. Right up to the night when Julie changed everything.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It started at the dinner table. We had just finished eating the meal and were starting on dessert -- strawberry shortcake if it matters -- when Julie said the seven words that usually cause as man's asshole to tighten up as he gets ready to hear something that he knows he isn't going to like.
"Honey, you know I love you right?"
The correct response to that is to get up and run from the room, but the correct response isn't an acceptable response so I said what was expected of me.
"Of course I do Julie. You should know that by now. What brings up the question?"
"I don't believe I've ever mentioned Jake Holder to you. No reason to really. He is just a guy who works in my office. Anyway, Jake is pretty much the office Casanova. He has dated all the single girls in the office and even a couple of the married ones. The thing is, according to the girls he has gone out with, he has an extremely large member. Gail said she measured it and it is eleven inches long."
"And we are talking about Jake's huge member at our dinner table because?"
She was silent for a couple of seconds and then she said, "The thing is that it's my turn."
"Your turn to what?"
"To go out with Jake. He wants me to have dinner with him Friday."
I just stared at her. After several seconds I said, "Having dinner with him is a euphemism for fucking him right?"
She looked away and didn't answer.
"So let me get this straight. You are telling me about this because you intend to do it or you are bringing it up to see if I will give you permission? Which is it Julie?"
She wouldn't look at me as she said, "It won't hurt us Wally. It would only be the one time and it would only be sex. There wouldn't be any love or affection involved. I love you and I would never leave you for anyone else. I would just be satisfying my curiosity."
"And what curiosity would that be?"
"I've never had a really big one."
"I can't believe this."
"I swear it won't hurt us Wally. It never did any of the other times."
"Other times? You have been cheating on me?"
"I mean before we got married. Every time we broke up it was so I could satisfy my curiosity and once I'd satisfied it I always came back to you."
"All those fake arguments were just so you could satisfy a curiosity? Just for the hell of it why don't you tell me about them?"
"Why? They are all in the past."
"You satisfied your curiosity and now I want to satisfy mine."
"I don't want to go there Wally."
"So what you are saying is that it is okay for you to satisfy your curiosity, but not okay for me to satisfy mine?"
"It isn't that Wally. I'm just not all that proud of what I did."
"And what you did was?"
"I just wanted to try other guys Wally. I didn't want to get married and settle down and then wonder what others might have been like. I decided to satisfy my curiosity while I was still single. But I always came back to you Wally. I was always yours."
"I guess it didn't work."
"What didn't work?"
"Getting all your curiosity out of the way before getting married."
"I don't understand."
"Sure you do Julie. Here you are, married seven years, and wanting to fuck this Jake guy because you are curious. You never did answer my question."
"What question?"
"I asked if you brought it up at the dinner table to ask my permission or if you were telling me what you intended to do."
She didn't answer me.
"Come on Julie; not a hard question. Are you asking or telling?"
She still wouldn't look at me as she said, "I might have led him to believe I would have dinner with him."
"That wasn't so hard now, was it?"
I got up to leave the table and she asked, "Where are you going?"
"To the bedroom. I need to move my things into one of the spare bedrooms. I'll stay there until I can find an apartment."
"No Wally, no!"
"Yes Julie, yes. I told you before we got married that I had a zero tolerance policy where other men were concerned. I even said that under my policy flirting wasn't allowed. You have gone way beyond flirting Julie. Making a dinner date with the office Romeo because -- how did you put it -- it was your turn to have his huge cock was way, way over the line."
"But I didn't make a dinner date with him. I just led him to believe that I might be able to. I wasn't going to do anything without talking to you first."
"Bullshit Julie. If you led him to believe it that tells me that you want to do it and if you want to do it sooner or later you will. If not at Friday night's so called dinner then at some other time. And just where in the hell did you get the idea that you could bring this up to me and I would say, "Oh sure Julie; just go ahead and have a good time." What the hell did I ever do to give you that low of an opinion of me?"
"I don't have a low opinion of you Wally. I just thought th..."
"No you didn't Julie. If you had given it any thought at all you would have known better. If you had given it any thought you wouldn't have brought it up and would have gone ahead and cheated on me behind my back. Well look on the bright side Julie. I'm out of your life as of now so you are free to go ahead and have your turn with the man with the big member."
I walked away and left her there, went upstairs and moved into one of the spare bedrooms.
++++++++++++++++
It took me two days to find an apartment that I liked and for those two days I avoided Julie and her attempts to get me to sit down and talk with her. The night I moved my stuff out of the house Julie cried and begged me not to leave. She grabbed my arm and held on to it and tried to pull me back into the house until I shrugged her off and left.
The next morning I hit the bank and cleaned out all of our accounts. We lived in a no fault state so Julie would get half of everything in a divorce, but there wasn't going to be a divorce at least not one initiated by me. We each had our own credit cards so I didn't have to do anything there. I'd taken myself away from Julie and that is all that I was going to do.
I moved into my new apartment and into a self inflicted exile. I was in too rotten a mood to have anything to do with anybody so all I did was go to work and then go home to watch TV or read books I'd gotten from the library.
Julie called me at work two or three times a day, but I never took the calls. I told Marsha, my secretary, to just tell Julie I wasn't going to take her calls and to stop calling. Marsha smiled at me and said:
"If I did that I wouldn't be able to tease her."
"Tease her?"
"Last time she called I told her that when you and I were at lunch I'd try to get you to call her. Yesterday the last call I got from her was around four and I told her that you and I would be stopping for drinks after work and if there was an opening in the conversation I'd mention to you that she was anxious to talk with you."
"Why would you do something like that?"
"To prepare her for when you and I get together."
"We are going to get together?"
"We will if I can make it happen."
"What am I missing here?"
"I've wanted you since the day I came to work for you, but you were married and I'm not a home wrecker so I just put you down on the list of things I wanted, but could never have. Suddenly you and the wife are on the outs so I'm thinking I might just have a chance after all."
"You are serious?"
"You bet."
Before we could go any farther the phone rang and Marsha answered it.
"It's Barton. He wants to see you in his office."
As I walked away from her desk I was thinking that I just might give her the chance she wanted.
Besides calling me at work Julie called my cell several times a day, but as with the calls to the office I never took any of them.
We had a security guard on the front desk and he was a good friend of mine. Danny had gone into the Army right out of high school and had lost a foot to an IED in Iraq. He was having trouble finding work and I had gotten him the security guard job. I told him about my split with Julie and that she might attempt to come up to my office and that I didn't want to see her. He told me that she wouldn't get by him and I knew that he meant it.
Three times she tried to get past Danny, but wasn't able to do it. Danny even went so far as to watch the parking lot and let me know when she was there waiting for me to get off work. Being forewarned I was able to avoid her.
Three weeks later I was having lunch at Mario's with my boss when Julie and a guy came in and took a table up toward the front. I was sitting in the back and she didn't see me. About a minute later two more guys came in and joined Julie. I knew one of them from her company Christmas parties and picnics and when Sam got up to use the bathroom I got up and followed him in. Sam recognized me and said hi and I asked him who the guy was that Julie was sitting with.
"His name is Jake Holder. Why?"
"Just curious. I don't really like the way he is looking at her."
I finished taking my whiz, washed my hands and went back to my table thinking that Julie had hooked up with the guy with the huge cock and satisfied her curiosity. Sam apparently mentioned seeing me in the men's room and Julie looked around and spotted me. Fortunately Barton and I were done and were ready to leave. Julie got up and headed our way and I told Barton I'd see him back at the office and then I got up and headed for the back door.
Julie caught up with me before I could get out of the restaurant and she grabbed my arm as she said:
"Damn it Wally, talk to me. I didn't do anything Wally; honest to God I didn't do anything."
"Maybe you didn't Julie, but then again maybe you did. I don't know. What I do know is that you damned sure wanted to and with me gone there wasn't anything to stop you. Why did you get up from your table to chase me? Isn't Mr. Huge Member going to be pissed at you for getting up and leaving him there?"
"Jesus Wally; we are only here for lunch."
"And it was only going to be dinner the last time we talked except we both know that it wasn't, don't we."
I jerked my arm away from her and took off running knowing that she wouldn't come running after me while wearing high heels.
That was the last time I'd seen her until she had shown up at the strip that night. We had one more drink at the Red Fox and then the guys took me home.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next day at eleven-thirty Marsha came into my office and said, "I think you should take me to lunch and we can talk about what we want to do tomorrow night."
"Tomorrow night?"
"It is Friday and Friday night is party night."
"So?"
"I told you that we would be getting together if I could make it happen and since you haven't made any attempt I decided that it was going to be up to me."
"Have you forgotten that I'm a married man?"
"Who is not living with his wife and who won't take her phone calls or have anything to do with her?"
"I'm sill married and until I'm not I will honor the vows I took at my wedding. A little old fashioned maybe, but that's the way I'm wired."
"You can still take me to lunch and we can talk and get to know each other better so when you are single again we will have a good idea of whether or not we want to take things farther."
It was an enjoyable lunch and I learned enough about Marsha that I would indeed be interested -- very interested -- in seeing her when I started dating again.
I survived the weekend with the help of Ben, Dave and Chuck. We played golf on Saturday and went out bar hopping that night. Sunday I took care of all the housekeeping chores like cleaning the apartment, doing my laundry and grocery shopping.
I took Marsha to lunch again on Monday and was in a pretty good mood when I got home from work. The good mood only lasted until I got out of my car and saw Julie sitting on the front steps of my apartment.
"How in the hell did you find me?"
"I followed you home from work last Thursday. I sit out here in the lot most nights trying to work up the nerve to ring your doorbell."
"You had nerve enough to tell me that you were going to fuck another man and that took a hell of a lot more nerve than ringing a doorbell. Why the hell are you here Julie?"
"I'm here to beg you to come home. My life sucks without you Wally. I need you."
"You need me? What happened to Mr. Huge Member?"
"There was nothing going on with me and Jake."
"So seeing you at lunch with him and seeing you come into the Strip with him were just figments of my imagination?"
"In the first place I wasn't having lunch with Jake. I was having lunch with Sam, Alex, Mary Ellen, Alice and Jake. Mary and Alice just hadn't shown up yet. Secondly I was not out on a date with Jake that night at the Landing Strip. You wouldn't take my phone calls and you were ducking me at work so I asked people that we know to call me whenever they saw you some place. Alma Beeker called me and told me that you were at the Landing Strip and I called Jake and arranged for him to meet me there and then we were going to talk to you. Jake was there to tell you that nothing had happened between us. Honest to God Wally, nothing happened."
"That's not the problem Julie. The problem is that you wanted it to happen. The problem is that you had so low an opinion of me that you even harbored the thought that I'd just smile and tell you to go ahead and have fun. All our time together and you don't know me any better than that?"
"Okay. I'll admit to some fuzzy thinking and yes I wanted to, but not behind your back. I told you that Jake had done most of the single girls and two of the married ones right? Glenda was one of the married ones and one morning during our coffee break Jean asked Glenda how she could cheat on her husband with Jake. Glenda said she didn't cheat. She told her husband about Jake and said she wished that she would have had a chance at trying out a big cock before she got married and settled down. Her husband asked her if she loved him and she told him of course she did and then he told her to go ahead and play with Jake, but make damned sure that she came home to him.
"I thought about that for a couple of days and then I decided that it wouldn't hurt us if I brought up the subject and sounded you out on it. You know damned well that I love you and would never leave you. I know you love me -- at least you did until that night -- and I was going to see if you would let me go and play like Glenda's husband let her. You got up and stormed out before I could make my case."
"And just what was your case?"
"That it would only be sex to satisfy my curiosity. That it wouldn't change how I felt about you. I wasn't going to do it unless you were okay with it."
"That's bullshit Julie. You had already set up a meeting for Friday night."
"No I didn't. I led him to believe that I would, but I told him that it all depended on you. I told him that if you did what Glenda's husband did I would have dinner with him. I did lead him to believe that you would probably go along with it, but I wouldn't commit until I knew for sure."
"You led him to believe I would go along with it?"
"I had hopes Wally. You knew about all I'd done before we got married and you married me anyway. I had hopes that you loved me enough and were secure enough in our love for each other that you might have told me to go ahead and enjoy myself and hurry home."
"And just suppose I did Julie. What would happen then? What if this Jake character and his huge member turned you on so much that you would be willing to throw your marriage into the trash just so you could stay with him?"
"I'd never do that Wally. How could you even think of such a thing?"
"That's one of the problems Julie. I don't know that you would never do such a thing. Neither do you. You say that you have never had a big cock so how do you know how you would react? Another problem is how would things be with us if you did do it. I'd be making love to you never knowing if you were wishing it was Jake or not. Never knowing if you were imaging it being Jake fucking you. Never knowing if you would rather be with Jake instead of there with me. Wondering if I was able to satisfy you after you had tried a big one. Never knowing if you were faking orgasms because my cock just didn't do it for you any more after having Jake's big one in you.
"You can pooh-pooh those things all you want Julie, but the fact of the matter is that you can't know for sure. If any of those things happened it would change the marriage Julie. It would change it in ways we have no idea about. Think about this Julie. I have curiosity also. My secretary has a marvelous looking ass and I've often wondered about what it would be like to tap it. What if I did and she was so damned good that I decided to stick with her rather than come home to you? Or what if I did it and then came home to you. Would you wonder if it was you I was making love to or would you wonder if I was thinking of Marsha?"
"I'd scratch the bitch's eyes out!"
"Whoa up there Julie. You are trying to convince me that fucking Jake would be okay and that it wouldn't hurt us, but me doing the same thing would have you going after Marsha? Got some idea now of how I feel?"
"All of this talk is just wasting time Wally. I haven't done Jake and I'm not going to do Jake. Yes I wanted to, but not at the cost of losing you. Please Wally, come home to me. Please."
"I don't know Julie. I just don't know. You have put the thoughts I'm having in my head and I doubt that they will ever go away"
"What thoughts?"
"Now that you know my position I'm thinking that the next time your curiosity rears its ugly head you won't bring it up. You will just go ahead and do it behind my back and trust that I will never find out. I don't think you want to live a life where I'm constantly watching you and what you do to see if maybe you are doing something you shouldn't be doing."
"I'll just have to make sure that you always know where I am and what I am doing."
"That just works against you Julie. I'll be wondering what you are doing that you are working so hard to hide. What you did Julie was kill my trust in you and you can never get it back. There will always be something that happens that will make me wonder. A simple thing like a flat tire on the way home from work that makes you later then usual. Was it really a flat tire or did you stop at a motel for a quickie with Jake? Or maybe not even a motel, but a quickie on a desk at work after every one else has left the office. Even if you take me out to the car and show me the flat tire in the trunk I'd wonder if you let the air out just to give you cover. That's what life would be like for you Julie."
"I can live with it Wally as long as I'm with you."
"The problem Julie is that I don't know that I can live like that."
"We have to try Wally. Please. We have to try."
"I don't know Julie; it is something that I will have to think on."



"Please Wally; I'm begging you."
"No promises Julie, but I will think on it and give you a call some time next week."
"Next week? But..."
"Next week Julie. Take it or leave it!"
She was crying when she got in her car and left, but I didn't feel sorry for her since she brought it on her self.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I did think on it and I thought on it long and hard and in the end I decided to give it a try. Did Julie try on Jake while we were apart? I don't know and barring a confession from either of the parties involved I would never know, but the one thing I did know was that I was going to be watching Julie very closely. One of the things that I did know about Julie is that she never gave up on what she wanted.
After putting things back together Julie did just what she said she would. She made sure that I knew where she was and with who. She was home from work on time every night and she even went so far as to ask me to go with her every time she went shopping and I did go with her occasionally. Just often enough to get her acclimated to the idea that I would go likely as not so that she could never set up a meeting with Jake to take place on her shopping excursions.
As I said, one of the things that I knew about Julie was her determination. I knew that once she gets it in her head that she wants something or wants to do something she will most likely work to get it. She may have already had 'her turn' with Jake's huge cock, but it was possible that due to the emotional upheaval I put her through by walking out on her that she backed off. Now that she had me back and was feeling a little more secure would she go ahead? Or maybe she already had tasted what Jake had to offer and wanted more. If so she would have to do it during working hours or maybe on long lunches.
It was expensive, but Julie paid for it in a way even if she didn't know it. Only fair since she was the one who started things. I had a savings account that Julia didn't know about. For years I'd put money in it every payday and it was going to be used for a surprise cruise on our tenth anniversary, but I pulled the money out and used it to hire Spenser Investigations to watch Julie at work. That wasn't as hard as it sounds. They didn't have to stay on her the entire day. They were outside the building watching for Julie from a half an hour before her lunch time until a half an hour after and if she never came out for lunch they discontinued surveillance for the day. If she came out they followed her. They did this until they were able to get someone into the building as part of the cleaning crew and bug Julie's work area and Jake's work area and then all they had to do was monitor the bugs.
It was three weeks after I had moved back into the house before Julie felt that she could make her move. It didn't come as a surprise because of the office bugs. Typical of the stuff the bugs came up with were:
On a Tuesday.
Jake -- "You about ready sweet stuff?"
Julie -- "Not yet stud. I still need to get back into hubby's good graces."
Jake -- "I'll hang in and wait sugar. I know you will be worth it."
On a Friday.
Jake -- "It's been a week sugar."
Julie -- "Just one more lover. Hubby is starting to get comfy around me again."
Jake -- "Lets just do it. Wait until everyone is gone tonight and we can get it on."
Julie -- "Where?"
Jake -- "On a desk. Hell, on the copy machine so we can take a picture."
Julie -- "Hell no Jake. No pictures. Nothing that can ever get out. Besides, I want to do it on a bed. Plan on a long lunch toward the end of next week."
Jake -- "Why next week?"
Julie -- "Because that is when my period is due and I'll have an excuse for why I can't make love to Wally. I need that excuse because if you stretch me out the way the other girls said you stretched them and Wally made love to me he would know right away that I'd been bad and I can't have that."
Wednesday a week later.
Julie -- "Plan on a long lunch tomorrow lover."
Jake -- "How long?"
Julie -- "We leave an hour early and come back an hour and a half late. That gives us two and a half hours. Set it up so we don't have to waste any time checking in."
Jake -- "You got it sweetie. How many condoms should I bring?"
Julie -- "None. I'm on the pill and I want the full experience of your juices flooding me."
Forearmed with the knowledge of when it was going to happen Spenser had the people in place to follow Jake and Julie when they went to lunch. The two were followed to the downtown Marriott where they went up to the third floor and entered room 316 and they were in the room for two hours and fifteen minutes.
According to the operative from Spenser's Julie did not look happy when she came out of the room although Holder had a smug satisfied look on his. The office bug gave us the story on that. The following is a conversation that took place between Julie and Glenda who is one of the women that Julie works with.
"Go away Glenda. I don't want to talk to you right now."
"Why not? You should be in a mellow mood after your long lunch with Jake."
"Mellow? The man's a fucking pig! I can't for the life of me imagine how all of you could tell me how great sex with him was."
"He is pretty bad isn't he."
"You knew? You knew but told me he was great? You hate me that much?"
"I don't hate you at all, but you did manage to piss off Joan and me."
"How did I do that?"
"Looking down your nose at us because we were married and we gave it up to Jake."
"I didn't look down my nose at you. I was envious for Christ's sake."
"It didn't look that way to us. Anyway, we decided to push you along until you did it with him too. It wasn't hard. All we had to do was talk up how great it was and how it was a once in a lifetime experience and stuff like that."
"Everyone in the office was in on it? All of you were lying about how great the dick head was?"
"Not all of us. Just me and Joan. The single girls haven't had much experience so to them a poke from a big cock was something. We could tell from the look on your face as you listened how much you would have liked to have the experience, but we never expected that you would do it because everyone here knows how hooked you are on your hubby. We decided to try and push you into it."
"Thanks a lot. You got me to risk my marriage for a shit head who isn't even as good as my cheapest vibrator. I did learn one thing though. Size isn't worth shit when it is hanging on some one who doesn't know how to use it."
"You mean you aren't going to play some more with him? You are going to turn your back on all that fun?"
"Fuck you Glenda!"
And then there was the sound of laughter as Glenda walked away. A short time later there was another short conversation.
"What do you want Joan?"
"I came to apologize. It was a rotten thing to do and I just needed to tell how sorry I am for being part of it.
"Apology accepted. In a way you did me a favor."
"What favor?"
"You showed me that even though the grass looks greener on the other side of the fence it is probably full of weeds. I've got solid gold in Wally and I'm never again going to risk what I have in him. Never!"
"I feel the same way. I was stupid to risk what I have with Avery over the greener grass that wasn't."
Well, there it was -- decision time.
She had gone ahead, cheated and satisfied her curiosity, but it hadn't turned out the way she had expected. In her conversations with the girls in the office she admitted that she had stupidly risked her marriage and she did seem sincere in her feelings for me. I loved her, always had, but could I live with knowing that she had been unfaithful?
She said she would never again risk it, but would she hold to that or would curiosity rear its ugly head again? She was curious about holder's big cock and it hadn't turned out well. What if she somehow stumbled across another guy with a huge cock? Would she wonder if maybe he knew how to use better than Holder had? Would her curiosity drive her to try and find out?
I had no way of knowing. I also couldn't afford to have her watched full time. Was I willing to take the chance? That was the question. Was I willing to take the chance. After much thought and soul searching I decided to keep what I'd found out to myself and give Julie the chance to prove herself. I put the material I had in a safe place and hoped that I'd never have to take it out and drop it on Julie.
I worked out a deal with the Spenser people o leave the office bugs in place and send me a tape of the week's conversations that took place in her work area. It cost me a hundred bucks a month, but I felt that it was worth it. Some time on the Internet and a trip to Wal-Mart gave me what I needed to put a recorder on our home phone. It might have been a waste of money, but to my mind "Trust, but verify" was still a valid position to take.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Wednesday night and there was a group of us at the Strip sitting at two tables pushed together. Ben, Dave, Chuck and their wives and Julie and me.
There were some in the place watching out table with curiosity on their faces and I assumed that they had been in the place the night I had put the spotlight on Julie and were wondering at our being together.
Up on the bandstand Bobby Denton was announcing that it was time for anyone in the audience that wanted it to try to come on up and take the mike. Julie nudged me and said:
"Go on Wally. You owe them the ending to the joke you were telling the night that Jake and I walked in."
There was a chorus of "Go ahead and do it Wally" from those at the table so I got up and headed for the bandstand. As Bobby handed me the mike he asked:
"You aren't going to melt down on me his time are you?"
"No sweat Bobby. Everything is cool."
I took the mike and said, "I was reminded that I owe those of you who were here the last time I was up here an ending for the joke I was telling when I lost it in a fit of temper and anger. There are undoubtedly patrons here tonight who weren't here on that night so the ending wouldn't make any sense to them so I'm going o have to tell it from start to finish.
"Jesus and Satan were having an on-going argument over who was better on the computer. They had been going at it for days and frankly God was tired of the bickering. Finally fed up God said:
"That's it! I have had enough. I am going to set up a test that will run for two hours and from the results of that test I will judge who does the better job."
So Jesus and Satan sat down at their keyboards and typed away.
They moused.
They faxed.
They e-mailed.
The e-mailed with attachments.
They downloaded.
They did spreadsheets.
They wrote reports.
They created labels and cards.
They created charts and graphs.
They did some genealogy searching.
They did everything that you can do on a computer.
Then, ten minutes before their time was up lightening suddenly flashed through the sky, thunder rolled, rain poured and, of course, the power went down.
Satan stared at his screen and screamed out every cuss word known in the underworld.
Jesus just sighed.
Finally the power came back on and each of them restarted their computers. Satan started searching frantically while screaming:
"It's gone. It's all gone. I lost everything when the power went out."
Meanwhile Jesus quietly started printing out all of his files from the past two hours of work. Satan observed this and became irate.
"Wait" he screamed. "That's not fair. He cheated. How come he has all his work and I don't have any?"
God just shrugged and said "You should know the answer to that. It is on bumper stickers on half the cars in the world."
Satan looked at God with confusion on his face and God said:
"JESUS SAVES."



            The Trip to Rancho Mirage

            He stopped for gas and his life changed.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-trip-to-rancho-mirage

Title: The Trip to Rancho Mirage

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Non-Erotic

Description: He stopped for gas and his life changed.

Tags: drama




The sign read "Harpersville – 1 mile" and just beyond it another sign listed the restaurants and other services available at the exit. I needed gas and there was a Conoco station at the exit and I had a Conoco card so I pulled into the right lane and slowed for the exit.
As I filled the tank I looked around and saw that there was a restaurant across the street. It was a little early for supper, but what the hell, I was already stopped. After I topped off I drove over to the restaurant and went inside. It had a nice 'homey' atmosphere and there were some nice aromas wafting through the place.
I took a seat in a booth and had no sooner sat down when an extremely attractive waitress came up, handed me a menu and asked:
"What would you like to drink hon?"
I smiled at the "hon" and thought "Don't I just wish I could be her honey." I told her coffee with cream and when she went to get it I looked over the menu and settled on the liver and onions with mashed potatoes and green beans. The waitress, Joyce was the name on her tag, took my order and I watched her ass move in her jeans as she walked toward the kitchen to turn in my order.
It was a little early for supper so the place wasn't really busy, at least not busy enough to keep the two waitresses fully occupied. Joyce, apparently with nothing better to do, came over and said:
"I've not seen you in here before."
"Never been in here before. Just passing through."
"That seems to be the way it always is. The good looking guys are always just passing through."
"Pickings that slim around here?"
"Worse than slim. There are some nice looking guys, but almost all of them are losers. Only interested in hunting, fishing, car racing and drinking."
"Then why stay here?"
"Where would I go? I never finished high school so I doubt I could get a good enough job to be on my own. At least here I can still live at home."
"Good enough job? A good waitress can get a job anywhere. Most of the waitresses I knew back home did real well."
"I do okay here."
"Then you could do okay anywhere."
A bell rang and a voice called out "order up." And Joyce said, "That'll be you hon" and she headed for the kitchen. She was back in a minute with my meal. She left and came back a minute later and topped off my coffee cup. She walked through the place and topped off everyone else's coffee and then went back behind the counter where the cash register was.
I noticed as I ate that she was watching me. I wondered if maybe it might be to my advantage to linger a few days in Harpersville. I could make Rancho Mirage in two days and I didn't need to be there for another nine days. Joyce saw me finish my meal and she came over and asked me if I would like dessert and I took a pass on it. She started to leave and then she hesitated.
"You said that you were just passing through. Where are you headed?"
"Rancho Mirage in California. I have a job waiting for me there."
"California? I'd like to see California some day. I'm twenty-two years old and I've never been more than a hundred miles from this place."
"So go. Just pack your bags and go."
She had a wistful look on her face and I have no idea why I said it, but I looked into her eyes and said:
"Pack your bags, throw them in my truck and you can keep me company on the ride."
"I couldn't do that. What would I do when I got there? Where would I go? Where would I stay?"
"As for what you would do I've already told you that a good waitress can get a job anywhere. As for where you would stay you can stay with me until you find a place of your own. I'll be staying with my brother and his wife and they have plenty of room."
"You make it sound so easy."
"I don't know about easy, but I do know that you can sit around and wish for this or that, but you aren't likely to get it if you don't get off your butt and go for it."
She laughed and said, "That's true, but I don't know you. I don't know anything about you. For all I know you might be an axe murderer."
"I know just as little about you. For all I know there is a jealous husband watching us talk and he might be out in the parking lot waiting to kick my ass when I leave."
"No fear of that. There isn't a man living in this county I'd let myself be caught dead with."
"Tell you what. I don't need to be there for another nine days. I can stay over here for a day or two and you can get to know me better. Where is a good motel?"
"Take a left out of the parking lot and three blocks down on the left."
"What time do you get off work?"
"Nine."
"I'll pick you up at nine and we can go somewhere for a drink and get to know each other."
"You are serious?"
"Absolutely."
I paid my check and drove over to the Bide-A-Wee motel and took a room for a night. Then I drove around the town looking the place over to give me something to do until nine. At nine when I got to the restaurant Joyce was already standing outside waiting. She got in the car and I asked:
"Where to?"
"There is a bar on the south end of town called Baxter's. It is a lot quieter than the Texas Roadhouse on the other end of town."
As we drove to the bar she said, "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"What?"
"Thinking of taking you up on your offer."
"Oh come on Joyce; you have had to want to leave this place at one time or another. You must have wanted to see other places."
"Oh I have; I've just never had a chance. First pa had a stroke and mom needed help taking care of him. Then he died and mom had a stroke and I had to quit school to take care of her. Six months ago she passed and I just haven't seemed to come up with any ambition."
By then we were at Baxter's and we went inside and found a table. Joyce said:
"I've wanted to leave here, but I never had any idea of where to go. I don't have any family left here and I don't have any family any place else. I guess I'm just afraid to go off on my own."
"So you have no preference? North, south, east or west; it doesn't matter?"
"No. I'd just like to leave here."
Some one fired up the juke box while we were talking and a guy walked up to the table and said:
"Come on Joyce baby; dance with me."
"I'm with some one Clint."
"So what? He won't mind will you buddy."
He said it as a statement and not as a question. I didn't know the lay of the land so I took the safe way out and said:
"It's up to the lady."
"See Joyce? Come on babe."
He reached for her arm and she jerked it away from him. "I don't want to dance with you. Go away." She turned to me and said, "It was a mistake to come here. We can go back to the restaurant and talk there."
She got up and I followed as she headed for the door. The guy grabbed her arm and said:
"Don't you walk away from me slut!"
She jerked her arm away from him and he reached for her again and I grabbed his arm and said:
"Keep your hands to yourself bud."
He pulled his arm away from me and said, "Butt out asshole; this is between me and the slut."
"The lady doesn't appear to want your attentions."
"Look asswipe" he said as he poked me in the chest and I hit him in the face with my right and I put my full two hundred pounds into the punch. He went down like a pole-axed steer. Blood was spurting out his nose as he struggled to get up, but I moved over and put my foot down on his throat and pushed down. He grabbed my ankle and tried to push me off, but I put my weight on it and said:
"Best you stay down buddy. If you stand up and try to carry on I'll put you in the hospital and you can take that to the bank."
He let go of my ankle and said, "Fuck it! The slut isn't worth it."
Joyce tugged my arm and said, "Come on. We'd better get out of here."
As we pulled out of the parking lot Joyce said, "I guess you won't want me travelling with you now."
"Why? Why would what just happened with that loud mouth matter?"
"Because what he said is true. I have been a slut. I stopped a year ago, but before I stopped I was pretty much a round heeled tramp."
"So? That is in the past right? So what does that have to do with today or tomorrow?"
She shrugged and said, "Nothing I guess. God, but I do hate this place."
"So when you get home start packing."
She was silent for a bit and then she said, "You need to leave. I know Clint. He isn't going to take what you did to him lying down. He's probably on the phone to his brothers and a couple of cousins right now and they will be looking for you."
"No problem. I can leave right now. How fast can you pack?"
"You mean it? You really mean it? You would take me with you?"
"Of course I meant it. I wouldn't have brought it up if I wasn't going to follow through on it."
"Turn here" she said and then she pointed. Third house on the left."
I pulled into the drive and parked. "Come on" she said, "I'll make a pot of coffee and then pack. How much can I take?"
"I've got plenty of room as long as you don't want to take any furniture."
Four suitcases and three garbage bags later we were on our way to my motel.
"Do we need to stick around until tomorrow so you can do things like see to the house?"
"The house belongs to the bank. They took it when mom died and I couldn't make the payments. They have been letting me stay there and pay rent."
"Need to stop by the bank or anything?"
"No. I don't have any bank accounts. What money I have I keep in a coffee can. I don't have any ties here at all. I still have a week's pay coming from the restaurant, but payday isn't until Friday. I'll call and have them mail it to me."
We were nearing my motel when she said, "Oh shit!" and ducked down. "What's the matter?"
"That pickup on the corner at the light. That's Clint's brother Carl and the two guys with him are Clint's cousins. They've never seen you, but if they see me they will know who you are."
I drove through the intersection without looking over at the truck and three blocks later I pulled in at the motel. I backed up to my trailer, got out and hooked up to it and then hurried into my room, grabbed my stuff and got back to my truck. I pulled out of the motel and headed down the street that would put me on the Interstate. I was three blocks from the entrance ramp when a pickup came flying up behind me and pulled out to come up on my side.
It was a two lane street and the pickup was in the oncoming lane and as it came up beside me I saw Clint and two guys in it. He obviously intended to pull up alongside me and force me to the curb, but I wasn't going to play his game. I cut hard left and caught him by surprise. Instinct made him cut left to avoid me and he ran up on the sidewalk and into a tree. I got back into my lane and a minute later we were headed down the on ramp and were moving west.
I looked over at Joyce and saw that she was quietly crying. "What's wrong" I asked.
"Everything I touch turns to shit. You could have been hurt and all because of me."
"Nonsense."
"No it isn't. If I would have just done my job and served you we never would have ended up at the bar and getting mixed up with Clint."
"But you didn't just serve me and because you didn't I now have a beautiful travelling companion and I'm not sorry about that at all. Now stop the crying and look out the window. You wanted to see places other than Harpersville and that is what is outside that window."
We drove in silence for about an hour and I began to get tired. I took the next exit that showed that there was a motel there. I drove into the motel and got a room for the night. The room had two beds and I told Joyce to pick one. She eyed me with what I thought might be suspicion and I asked, "What?"
She shrugged and said, "Nothing"
"Oh no you don't Joyce. We are going to be together for quite a while so let's get things out in the open."
"I thought maybe that you expected we would use the same bed."
I looked at her for a couple of seconds and then said, "I didn't invite you along to be a sex partner Joyce. You pick a bed and I'll take the other one. You want to shower now or in the morning?"
"The morning I guess."
"Okay. You get the bathroom first to change."
She went into the bathroom to change into whatever she slept in and I stripped down to my briefs and got into bed. When she came out I said goodnight to her and she said the same to me and got in the other bed.
I was in no hurry so I didn't leave a wake up call, but noise woke me up. It was the shower running. I looked over at the clock and saw that it was seven-thirty. I got up, put on my pants and a shirt and walked up to the front office. They had a continental breakfast set up and I grabbed two sweet rolls and two cups of coffee and went back to the room.
Joyce was out of the shower and dressed when I got there. She hadn't put on her make-up yet and quite frankly she didn't need it. The girl was absolutely beautiful. I gave her a roll and a cup of coffee and went in to take my shower. When I came out she was on a cell phone talking to some one. She hung up when I came into the room and said:
"That was Stella; the owner of the restaurant. I called her to let her know I wouldn't be in any more. She wasn't all that happy at my lack of notice, but she knew how unhappy I was and she wished me luck."
"You ready for breakfast?"
"No thanks. The coffee and the roll will do me until lunch time."
I was a touch hungry, but I wasn't going to eat in front of her so when I turned in the room key I grabbed another sweet roll and we hit the road. As we drove west I noticed the way she was looking at me and I asked her:
"What are you thinking?"
She was silent for a couple of seconds and then she said. "I'm just thinking about what is happening here. I'm sitting in a truck with a man that the only thing I know about is that his name is Rob. I've just spent a night in a hotel room with a man and all I did was sleep. I've been expecting a move and there has been no sign of one. This just doesn't fit the picture I have of men. In my experience all men are pigs, but you don't seem to fit the mold.
"There is a white band of skin on your ring finger so my first thought was that you took off your ring to make it easier to score with chicks, but you haven't even given me a lustful look. None of this fits in with what I expect from the male of the species."
"The ring is gone because the marriage is gone. The reason I'm moving to California is so I can start my life fresh."
I was silent for a few moments and then I said, "You must have had some really bad times with the guys in Harpersville if you have such a lousy opinion of men."
"It was bad, but I have to admit that I pretty much asked for it."
"You asked to be treated badly?"
"In a way. Billy Denton and I were childhood sweethearts and we grew up knowing that we would get married and live happily ever after. We set a wedding date for a week after graduation. Then my mom had her stroke and I quit school to take care of her. Billy said no problem; she could live with us after we were married. Taking care of mom cut into the time I was able to spend with Billy and there were some weeks when we didn't even see each other. Then graduation came and the day after Billy joined the Army. He didn't say a word to me, just joined and left town and I never heard from him again.
"Six months after that Billy's sister Irene was telling people that Billy was getting married to some girl he met where he was stationed. I lost it. I started dating Billy's friends. If you were a friend of Billy's you could get a date with me and all the sex you could handle as long as you wrote Billy a letter telling him all about it and then gave it to me to read and then mail. I did his brothers, all four of his cousins and his best friend in the first month he was gone.
"By the time I woke up to the fact that Billy didn't give a damn and all I was doing was hurting myself I was the town punchboard. I stopped cold, but it was already too late. No guy with any self respect at all would have anything to do with me. The only guys who would have anything to do with me were assholes like Clint. The thing was that all of Billy's relatives and so called friends didn't hesitate to climb on board. So yeah, my opinion of men in general isn't all that good."
"Well maybe I can turn that opinion around."
"Yeah. Maybe you can."
We made general conversation as the miles churned by and I found out all sorts of things about Joyce. Her favorite color was red, she preferred cats to dogs, she had never driven a car and she didn't like pork. Except for bacon. She could eat a pound of bacon at a sitting, but couldn't stand the thought of pork chops, pork loin or sausage. She liked her hair long (and so did I) and would rather go braless than wear one. That is one fact that I was very aware of as she sat next to me. Painfully aware of if you get my meaning.
We stopped for lunch and I called my brother to let him know I was a day and a half out and that I had company with me. He told me not to sweat it as he had plenty of room. I asked him to check around and see if there were any places looking for a good waitress and he said that he would.
Joyce took advantage of the stop to make a few calls of her own. She called the bank and let them know that she had moved out and then told them they could keep the furniture and rent the place out furnished or call the Salvation Army or Goodwill to come and get it. She got my brother's address from me and called her cell phone provider and arranged to have the bills sent to Jake's place. Then she called Stella at the restaurant and arranged to have her final check sent to her at Jake's.
"That's it" she said when she disconnected the call. "No more ties to Harpersville. I sure do hope that I'm not going to regret this."
"I think that you are going to love it. Everything from now on is going to be an adventure for you."
"You think?"
"I do."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
We stopped early that evening and had dinner at a place called – believe it or not – Mom's Diner. The food was good and the size of the servings was awesome. And as if to prove my point that a good waitress could always find a job there was a sign in the window that said "Waitress wanted."
Joyce said, "Maybe it is an omen telling me to apply."
"No you don't girl! You signed on to keep me company all the way to California."
"Yeah, there is that."
There was a motel just across the street so we drove over and I checked us in. The room was a surprise. I was so used to every motel room I stayed in having two beds I never asked, but the room that Joyce and I entered only had one bed. It was queen sized, but only one bed.
"I'd better go back and see if they have a room with two beds" I said as I started to leave the room.
"Don't be silly" Joyce said, "There is plenty of room. We won't crowd each other."
"That's not my fear girl. You are a beautiful and sexy looking lady and I'm not all that sure that I can trust myself being that close to you."
"Oh bull crap Rob. You sleep on one side and I sleep on the other and there will be almost a foot between us. In twin beds there would only be three or four feet between us. If you were going to do something one foot or four feet what's the difference? Besides, maybe you need to worry about what I might do. I'm a healthy female and I've gone almost a year without and you are a very attractive man."
"Maybe I should let you have the bed and I'll sleep in the truck."
"Don't you dare! Dibs on the shower" she said and started pulling off her clothes. I did mention that she was not wearing a bra right? She turned to face me, smiled and said:
"Still thinking truck?"
She headed for the bathroom leaving me standing there with an unbelievably hard cock. I might have read her wrong, but I didn't think so so I quickly undressed and followed her into the shower. When I slid the curtain aside and got in with her she smiled and handed me the wash rag and the bar of soap and turned her back to me. I washed her back and then reached around and started washing her front. She reached back, found my stiff cock and started stroking it. She bent at the waist and picked up the shampoo and handed it to me.



"Use this" she said. "There hasn't been anything but a hairbrush handle in there for over a year and it might be tight."
She leaned forward against the wall and I lathered up my cock with some shampoo, used some on my thumb to open her a bit and then I put the head of my cock between her pussy lips and started to slowly work it in. She was right. It was a bit tight, but I made steady progress until I was all the way in. She helped by fucking back at me and pretty soon we had a rhythm going and she was starting to moan. The moans turned into gasps of:
"Yes, yes, yes, so good, oh God so good, don't stop, oh sweet Jesus don't stop."
She was pushing back at me as hard as I was pushing into her and after about five minutes I felt her cum and seconds later I emptied into her. We stood there unmoving as we caught our breath and then she pulled away and turned to face me. In a husky voice she said:
"If you fuck me you at least have to kiss me" and our mouths found each other. Tongues intertwined and pushed at each other and then she broke the kiss, pulled back and went to her knees in front of me. Her mouth captured my cock and she began working on me. When she had me hard again she stood up and said:
"We need to hurry up and finish showering so we can take this to the bed."
She rode me cowgirl to a second orgasm and then I pushed her over on her back and fucked her hard until I got off and then I fell down beside her and we cuddled together and fell asleep.
I woke up in the morning with a hand slowly stroking my already hard cock. When I opened my eyes Joyce said:
"Good morning lover."
She released my cock and swung over me and as my cock entered her she looked down into my face and said:
"I love to start the day like this. Do you mind?"
To answer her I gripped her tightly, rolled her over onto her back, lifted her legs up onto my shoulders and began fucking her hard. Her hands gripped my ass cheeks and I felt her nails bite in as she pulled me to her. I'd already cum twice in the last eight hours so I wasn't going to be finishing in any hurry. I fucked her through two orgasms before I finally got to where I could release. When I pulled out she said:
"Now I need another shower, but this time you need to stay out or we might never get out of this motel room."
She got out of bed and padded into the bathroom and I heard the shower start. I lay there looking up at the ceiling and thought about what had happened in the last eight hours. I thought about what she'd said and then I smiled as I remembered that I still had eight days before I actually had to be in California. I got up and followed Joyce into the shower.
++++++++++++++++
At check-out time I debated staying another day, but decided against it. We could always stop early in the evening and it would give me time to recharge my batteries. We had lunch at Mom's and as we ate Joyce said:
"I guess I'm still a slut. I was pretty blatant last night when I undressed wasn't I?"
"Did I look like I seemed to mind?"
"You are a guy. Guys go after pussy. I offered and so you took it."
"I guess I did didn't I? But in truth I'm not sure that I could have spent too many more nights in a room with a beautiful and sexy looking woman without trying something. And to be fair about it you yourself said you were a healthy female who had gone without for a long time. I just glad you chose me to be the one to end your long dry spell. I need to warn you though. Now that I've had a taste I'm going to want more, but if you don't you need to let me know otherwise I'm liable to take things for granted."
"Do you really think that?"
"Think what?"
"That I'm beautiful and sexy?"
"Of course I do. Why do you doubt it? Haven't you looked in the mirror lately?"
"That's different. All I see is me, but I don't see myself as others see me."
"You can take my word for it; you are both beautiful and sexy.' She smiled and said, "I think I'll stick with you. You are good for my ego."
We were on the road by twelve forty-five and we weren't ten minutes into the drive when she slid over next to me and felt for my bulge with her hand. "Have to keep you interested" she said as she found my cock and rubbed it.
"Good God woman. Can't you at least let us get a couple of hours on the road? You keep that up and I'll be pulling into the first rest area we come to."
She giggled and said, "I guess maybe I can wait that long, but if we don't come up to one soon maybe we can cut off on a side road and find a place?"
We did hit a rest area an hour later and I did pull in and park well away from anyone else. It was intense! Probably the risk factor had something to do with it. Anyone could have walked by and seen what was going on on the front seat, but I didn't care and Joyce sure didn't either. When we pulled out of the rest area Joyce slid over next to me again and I pushed her away.
"Stay on your side and at least let me drive until six or seven tonight."
"Spoil sport" she said, but she did move back to her side. After a couple of miles she took a book out of her purse and began reading it. As I drove I kept looking over at Joyce and wondered at my good fortune. What were the odds of my finding a beautiful and sexy nympho willing to pull up stakes and take off with me after knowing me less than eight hours? With luck like that I needed to stock up on lottery tickets.
We stopped at seven, checked into a motel and Joyce was peeling off her clothes before the door was fully closed. I laughed and said:
"Can't you at least wait until we have had dinner?"
"Nope. Got to work up an appetite."
We never did get to eat that night. At least not dinner.
++++++++++++++++++++
For the second day in a row I woke up to Joyce stroking my all ready hard cock and like the previous day as soon as she saw that I was awake she mounted me cowgirl. When it was over I wisely decided not to follow her into the shower. If I would have we wouldn't have gotten out of the room until noon and besides being hungry from missing dinner I really wanted to get some miles in. I still had seven days before I needed to report in to work, but I needed to get to my brother's place, settle in and start looking for a place of my own.
Joyce came out of the bathroom and said, "You didn't want your back washed?"
"I was more afraid of what would happen to my front if I would have followed you in."
"You're no fun" she said and she pouted.
I laughed and said, "We can stop early tonight, but right now I need food. I need some fuel in me if I'm going to try to keep up with you."
After eating we got in the truck and as soon as the doors closed I said:
"You stay on your side. I need to put some miles behind us today. We could make it to my brother's by nine, but I think I'll stop somewhere for the night and drive to his place in the morning."
"No rest area stop?"
"Not today sexy lady. I'll try to make up for it tonight."
"Well okay, but you better follow through on that promise."
She took out her book and started reading. We were about two hours down the road when she put the book down and said:
"You are going to dump me when we get to California aren't you."
I looked over at her in surprise. "Why in the hell would you think that?"
"I don't know. Maybe it is because I've never been able to trust men. I'll grant you that you are a cut above the guys I've known before you, but..."
"Hush up sweetie. You are every man's dream woman. A beautiful, sexy nymphomaniac and I'd be a fool to let you get away. I'm afraid that I'm the one who will get dumped when we get to California and get settled in. Guys are going to flock to you and you are going to be able to take your pick."
"I'm not a nymphomaniac. I'm just a deprived girl making up for lost time. Sooner or later I'll get it down to once or twice a day."
I just shook my head as I continued on down the road.
We pulled into Palm Springs at seven and took a room at the Westward Ho. I called my brother and told him that we would be in sometime in the morning and he told me he was looking forward to seeing me. He also told me that he'd found three places that were looking for a waitress.
Over dinner I told Joyce about the three possibilities and then said, "I'm hoping I can find us a place close to whichever job you take."
"Us? You are going to find a place for us?"
"Unless you don't want me to.'
"Oh no; I'm fine with it. I just wasn't expecting it. I was expecting to have to find a place of my own."
"I told you this morning that I'd be a fool to let you get away and I meant it."
She smiled at me and then attacked her top sirloin.
When we got to the room she said, "I don't know how things will go at your brother's place so I had better get while the getting is good" and she started shedding her clothes. I didn't have any idea of what the sleeping arrangements would be at Jake and Mary's either so I decided that Joyce had the right idea and I got with the program. It was an exhausting night and in fact it was a night that saw me reach my personal best. Five times! In five years married to Beverly – including our honeymoon – three was the best that I could do.
+++++++++++++++++++++
We had a leisurely breakfast and then headed for my brother's place. Joyce got a warm and friendly greeting from both Jake and Mary and Mary, being the outgoing and outspoken person that she was, cut right to the chase.
"What's it going to be? Separate bedrooms or do you have an arrangement?"
I looked at Joyce and she smiled back at me and said, "We do have an arrangement."
"Okay" Mary said, "Follow me and I'll show you where you'll bunk."
We followed Mary down the hall into a room that had a queen sized bed in it. "This is the guest bedroom. The two across the hall are vacant at the moment. We are waiting for a couple of blessed events so we can fill them. Have you eaten yet?"
"We had breakfast in the Springs" I said.
"Well make yourselves at home. I have to run to my Pilates class, but I should be home around one. If you are hungry by then I'll whip up some lunch."
She left the room and Joyce said, "I may have to stuff some socks in my mouth so I don't embarrass you too much."
I just smiled.
After we had unpacked I went out and turned the truck around and backed up in the driveway and dropped the trailer and then Jake, Joyce and I got in his car and he drove us around and showed us the three places that were looking for a waitress.
"Most waitresses get a small hourly base wage and most of their income comes from tips" I said. "How would you rate the three as to the cliental and their tipping habits?"
Jake thought for a moment and then said, "Alberto's would be my first choice, The Gardens would be my second and the China Café would be the third."
I looked at Joyce and asked, "What do you think?"
"I'll follow Jake's advice."
"Want to do it now? You don't need to go back and dress for an interview; you look great just as you are."
"You really think so?"
"You know I do."
"Let's do it then."
We went to Alberto's and Joyce asked the woman behind the cash register who she could talk to about the waitress job. The woman smiled and said:
"That would be me honey."
She looked over and saw Jake and said, "Hey Jake; you want a table or a booth?"
"Doesn't matter Alice. We are only going to be here long enough for you to talk to Joyce."
Alice looked at Joyce and said, "You are with that reprobate?"
"Kind of."
"Kind of? What does that mean?"
"The man with Jake is his brother and my boyfriend."
Alice looked over at us and raised and eyebrow and Jake introduced me. Alice said, "Take a booth and have some pie and coffee while I talk to this young lady."
"As we sat down Jake asked, "Boyfriend?"
I smiled and said, "It is news to me too, but I think I like it."
I told him the story of how Joyce and I came to be together and he said,
"Sort of sudden isn't it?"
"True, but I can use a little good fortune in my life. She's growing on me, but whether or not it is going to go anywhere I have no idea. She seems to like me, but she is young and she is out of what she has considered as her self-appointed prison for the first time in her life. She is eight years younger than I am and she just might meet someone closer to her own age that she might get interested in. I just don't know. I'll just take it one day at a time and see how it goes."
"Beverly called two days ago and wanted to know if we'd heard from you."
"What did you tell her?"
"Just what you asked me to. I told her I hadn't talked to you in months. She asked me to call her if I heard from you and I of course told her that I would."
"But you won't, right?"
"Of course I won't. You are blood. Family sticks together right?"
"Right."
We drank coffee and ate apple pie and talked about places available in the area and he told me about half a dozen and I made a list so I could start checking them out. We had just finished the pie when Joyce and Alice came over to us.
"I need your address and phone number" Joyce told Jake. He gave it to her and Alice wrote it down and said, "I'll be in touch" and she walked away. Joyce sat down and said:
"I think I got the job, but she wants to call Stella for a reference. If Stella isn't too pissed at me for leaving without giving notice it should be all right."
I picked up the tab and when I got to the register Alice took it from me and said:
"It's on the house sweetie."
"Are you sure?"
"Call it a finder's fee. I think you brought me a good one. Besides, you are new in town and maybe being nice to you will make you a steady customer.
As we drove back to Jake's place Joyce told us that she liked Alice and she thought that she would like working there. Mary was home when we got there and she offered lunch. Jake and I passed since we had just eaten pie, but Joyce said she could stand a sandwich if it wasn't too much trouble and Mary said:
"Follow me sweetie. It will give us a chance to talk. I want to know all about how you managed to connect with Rob."
While Joyce was eating her sandwich and talking to Mary the phone rang. Mary answered it and then handed the phone to Joyce.
"It's for you."
"For me? No one knows I'm...oh wow, is it Alice?" She took the phone and said "Hello?"
"You bet. What time?"
"How should I dress?"
"Okay. See you then."
She handed the phone back to Mary and said, "I just don't believe it. I'm in town less than four hours and I have a job. She wants me to start at six tomorrow morning. Six till two for two weeks until I learn the menu and how things work and then I go to afternoons."
She looked at me and I shrugged and said, "I told you that a good waitress could always find a job. Now we have to go to work on a few things."
"Like what?"
"We need to find a place close enough for you to walk to work or I'm going to have to teach you to drive and then find you a car."
"I had Drivers Ed in the classroom, but I had to quit school before we got to the actual driving part."
"I'll put the DMV down on the list of things to do tomorrow."
We spent the day socializing with Jake and Mary and after dinner we played cards until bedtime. Joyce and I made slow and easy love and nodded off cuddled up together.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I drove Joyce to the restaurant and had breakfast there while I made out a list of what I needed to do. First on the list was to find a place. I hit six different places before I found one that I liked. It wasn't close to the restaurant so I added "find Joyce a car" to my list.
I stopped by the DMV and got the booklet on getting a California drivers license. Actually I got two; one for Joyce and one for myself. I was going to need to familiarize myself with California laws since sooner or later I was going to have to swap my Michigan license for a California one.
At two I picked Joyce up at the restaurant and drove her over to the place I'd picked out so she could see it. She liked it too so I signed the lease. I paid with American Express travelers checks so I didn't have to wait for a check to clear. They handed me the keys and I told them I'd move in the next day.
We were in the middle of dinner when the phone rang and Mary answered it. After saying hello she said:
"No I haven't, but let me ask Jake."
She put her hand over the mouthpiece and said, "It's Beverly. Any change?" I shook my head no and she said, "Jake hasn't heard from him either."
"I will."
"Yes, I have all your numbers; work, home and cell."
"Okay. Bye."
Joyce had seen me nod my head no when Mary asked me if there was any change so she asked:
"Who is Beverly?"
"My ex-wife."
"Well if she is calling because she wants you back she isn't going to get you; at least not without a fight."
Jake laughed and said, "So much for just giving a girl a ride to California."
We played cards again after dinner and later it was slow and easy love making. After I'd gotten Joyce off and had my own climax Joyce asked:
"Do you believe in love at first sight?"
I smiled and said. "I believe that it is possible."
"I don't know if it is love at first sight or not, but I felt an instant attachment to you when you came into the restaurant. I couldn't take my eyes off you the entire time you were there. I meant what I said at dinner. I'll fight to keep you."
To be honest I didn't really know how I felt about that. I was quite taken with Joyce and the more time I spent with her the more comfortable with her I became. She said she would fight for me, but would that mind set last? I had been burned before by two women who had professed undying love for me. An undying love that had died. I snuggled up next to Joyce and fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++
I drove Joyce to work in the morning and then Jake, who had taken a day off work, helped me move into my new place. I didn't have all that much to move in. A bed and a dresser for the one bedroom and a desk, chair and computer for the second bedroom. A couch, table and TV for the living room and a table with two chairs for the kitchen/dining room area. I had some dishes, pots and pans, a coffee maker and a microwave and that was about it except for my mine and Joyce's clothes. I was going to have to do some furniture shopping, but I'd put that off until Joyce could go with me.
I picked Joyce up when she got off work and we drove over to the DMV so she could get her learner's permit and then I drove to our new place. When we got to the door she stopped and stood there after I'd opened the door and stepped in. I turned to see her standing there and said "What?"
"You have to carry me over the threshold."
I laughed, picked her up and carried her inside and kicked the door closed behind me. I didn't put her down, but carried her into the bedroom and set her down on the bed. I started taking off my clothes and she laughed and started peeling off hers. It was an exhausting night. Joyce wanted to make love in every room to make the place "ours" and fortunately for me that only amounted to five rooms. Unfortunately I wasn't able to go five times so the bathroom and spare bedroom shared one bout and the kitchen/dining room area shared another. The only room that got a full bout was the main bedroom. Joyce vainly tried to get me up one more time, but I didn't have anything left in me.
The next morning after dropping her off at work and having breakfast there I hit the DMV and turned in my Michigan license for a California one and then drove over to the office I'd transferred to and checked in with them. I was shown around and introduced to my new co-workers and took care of some paperwork. I told them I'd report in the following Monday and then I headed over to the restaurant to pick up Joyce when she got off work.



I drove to a large parking lot that was two-thirds empty and I stopped the truck. Joyce asked what I was doing and I told her it was time for her Driver's Ed hands on practice. We spent an hour with her driving around, pulling into and backing out of parking spots and then I let her drive us home. She was doing a pretty good job and I didn't think it was going to take much time at all to have her ready to take her drive test.
When we got home she said, "Tonight is going to be a first for you."
"In what way?"
"I've never cooked for you before so tonight you get your first home cooked meal from me. Go sit down while I break in our kitchen."
I went into the spare bedroom, fired up the computer and sent off some emails to people I knew and wanted to keep in touch with and whom I trusted to keep my whereabouts to themselves. Joyce called me to dinner and I got up and went out to the kitchen. She had made spaghetti with meat sauce and had toasted some garlic bread. It was pretty damned good and I told her so.
"When mom had her stroke I ended up having to do all the cooking so I'm not half bad at it."
After we ate we went out and Joyce practiced her driving for an hour and then we went home. I told Joyce to walk through the place and make a list of what we needed or should have to make the place more livable and then I went off to shower. I half expected that Joyce would join me, but she didn't. When I was done I put on a tee-shirt and a pair of shorts and went out into the living room. Joyce was sitting on the couch and she was looking sad. Before I could say anything she said:
"I wasn't snooping and I didn't mean to do what I did, but who is Boots?"
"How do you know about Boots?"
"I went to use the computer while you were in the shower and while I was there an email came in. I'm not all that computer savvy and I was trying to use Google and I hit the wrong key or something and the email came up on the screen. It said, "Where are you Rob and why did you run out on me?" It was signed Boots."
I thought about it for a couple of seconds and then said, "I guess you were going to find out sooner or later. Boots is my wife's nickname."
"What does she mean when she says that you ran out on her?"
"It is what I did. I packed up and walked out one day while she was at work."
"You told me that you were divorced."
"No I didn't. What I said when you brought up the white band of skin on my ring finger was that the ring was gone because the marriage was gone and that I was going to California to start over. I didn't divorce Bev; I just walked away. My thinking was that why should I have to pay for a divorce when she is the one who ended the marriage. Let her get the lawyer and pay for it."
"I don't understand how you could just walk away."
"It was a lot easier than you would think. I suppose to be fair to you I should tell you the whole story so you can decide if you want to stay here or not."
I thought back on it and said, "It all started when I was thirteen. The house next door to us had been sitting empty for almost a year and one morning I heard a lot of noise outside so I looked and saw a moving van trying to park so they could unload."
My memory danced as I told Joyce the story.
"A new family was moving in and I wondered if they had any kids my age. I'd no sooner had the thought when a car pulled into the driveway. A man and a woman got out and they were followed by two girls who looked my age. They looked the same and I found out later that they were identical twins. Mom and dad went over to welcome the new neighbors and knowing that it might be a while before the pots and pans could be unpacked they invited the new family to dinner.
"That evening I met Beverly and Belinda. They were exactly alike. They dressed alike, they sounded alike and they even had the same mannerisms. My dad commented on it and Mr. Ferris laughed and said that even after thirteen years he still had trouble telling them apart.
"You asked me earlier if I believed in love at first sight and I told you that I believed that it was possible, but the fact was that I did fall in love with Beverly Ferris at first sight. I can't explain it and I doubt that anyone else could, but even though the girls were identical in every way I fell in love with Beverly. Maybe her parents occasionally had trouble telling then apart, but I instantly knew which one was Beverly and just as instantly I knew that my heart belonged to her.
"Over the next couple of months I got to know Beverly and Belinda better and the two of them couldn't believe that I could always tell them apart when no one else could. They started testing me. Bev would ask me to come over and do something for her, but it would be Belinda who met me at the door and then started telling me what she needed help with and I would ask her where Bev was. I'd make a date to take Bev to the movies and when I got to the house to pick her up it would be Belinda who would say that she was ready to go. Not once in all the years that I knew them where they able to fool me like they fooled others. If they had been identical quintuplets I would still have been able to single Bev out of the bunch.
Over the years Bev and I grew closer and closer. I asked her to go steady on her sixteenth birthday and she said yes. A month before high school graduation I asked her to marry me and she said yes, but not until after we finished college. All was not sunshine and roses along the way. We argued and broke up, dated others, but we always got back together. Bev gave me her virginity the day after her eighteenth birthday and after that we made love two or three times a week.
"Things were fine until our sophomore year in college. We had a big fight over Bev wanting to go to Panama City with Belinda over spring break. I was against it because I didn't want her to be with Belinda. Belinda had turned into a round-heeled slut in our junior year in high school and I didn't like being around her. I had a part time job and I couldn't get off to go on spring break and I just did not want Bev to go. It wasn't that I didn't trust her; I just didn't want her exposed to the kind of people that I knew Belinda would hook up with. Bev and I had a huge argument over it and she told me to stuff it, that she was going and that was that. It turned out that I had been right to worry.
"She'd been back a week and I hadn't made any attempt to call her or see her and in fact I went out of my way to avoid her. Her "Stuff it!" still rankled me and I was in no mood to be around her. She called several times but I never took the calls. It wasn't easy avoiding her since she lived right next door, but I managed. Twice I saw her coming up the front walk and I quickly left the house by the back door.
"She finally cornered me in the Student Union and asked me where I had been and why hadn't she been able to get in touch with me. I told her flat out that I was avoiding her. As far as I was concerned when she told me to stuff it she was kissing me off. She told me that I had taken it wrong and she really hadn't meant it that way. She was just mad because I was fighting with her over going. I let her sweet talk me into going out with her that night and we ended up making love.
"The next day as I was leaving my first class in the morning Eddie Wooters, who was my best friend, caught me in the hall and asked me how things were going:
"Okay I guess, but I'm not looking forward to Fisker's class. I know he is going to hit us with a pop quiz and I didn't study last night."
"I know. I saw you out with Bev. It ain't really none of my business bud, but I got to tell you. I wouldn't be a friend if I kept quiet. You might already know, but I've got to make sure."
"Sure of what?"
"That you know about what Bev did while she was in Panama City."
"I don't know anything about what went on down there."
"Bev and Lindy hooked up with some guys and to put it bluntly she fucked around on you."
"You're serious?"
"Saw it myself. I was staying at the same motel. Bev and Lindy spent five days sharing a motel room with seven or eight guys. I didn't see it happen in person, but the third night there I saw one of the guys coming out of the room pulling up his zipper and wearing an "I just got some" look on his face. I got curious so I went up to him and said:
"Hey man; I know we don't know each other, but I got to ask you something personal" and he told me to go ahead. I told him that I had been watching him and his buds with the twins and I was curious. I told him that I had been trying to score with either one of them for years, but couldn't anywhere and then I straight out asked him if he was getting any off of one of them. He laughed and said he was getting it from both of them.
"From the look on my face he must have thought I didn't believe him so he pulled out his cell phone and showed me a couple of pictures. He had one with one of the girls - I don't know which one cause I never could tell them apart – on her knees with a cock in her mouth. Another one had one of them getting it doggie while she had a cock in her mouth, but it was the third picture that told the tale. It was of both girls lying on the bed next to each other and they were both being fucked.
"Sorry to be the one to tell you bud, but I thought that you needed to know if only for your health."
"My health?"
"I didn't see no rubbers being used in the pictures. Could have been and I just didn't notice, but I didn't see any. Anyway, seven or eight guys and you know what they say. When you are having sex with someone you are having sex with everyone that that person had sex with. Who knows where those guys had been dipping their wicks. I was you bud I wouldn't be having sex with Bev until you can find out if she's clean."
"Too late for that. We got it on last night."
"Oh shit! Cross your fingers bud and pray for good luck. Got to run or I'll be late for Reynolds."
"As he walked away I was standing there thinking that I had been right all along and I should have insisted that Bev not go and have been more forceful in saying that we were through if she went. Even as I had the thought I knew that I couldn't have done that. I loved her too damned much. But love or not Eddie was right about my health.
"I didn't get much out of my classes that day because my mind was on what Eddie had told me and what it meant to me. By the end of classes I knew what I was going to have to do. I was supposed to go out with Bev that night and when I got home I called her and told her that I was cancelling our date.
"Why" she asked.
"Because I found out today what you did in Panama City. I warned you not to go with your slut of a sister, but you wouldn't listen and what I was afraid of happened."
"Nothing happened Rob."
"Bullshit Beverly!" and then I lied to her. "I've seen the pictures. The one of you lying on the bed next to your sister with both of you being fucked was pretty telling. Anyway, after you fucking God only knows how many guys I'm not having anything to do with you until you can bring me a lab report showing me that you are disease free and even then I'm not sure that I'll be having much to do with you. As it is I'm going to have to go in and get myself tested to see if you gave me any gifts last night."
"I hung up on her and ten seconds later the phone rang and I hard Bev say, "You've..." and I cut her off with, "Not until I know you are clean and not until I know that you haven't already given me something" and I hung up on her. It rang again almost immediately and I didn't bother to answer it. I knew what was going to happen next so I went to the front window. Sure enough Bev came rushing out of her house and headed for mine. I grabbed my coat and beat it out the back door.
"I managed to avoid her for the next three days, but on Friday when I got home from class I found Bev sitting in the living room talking with my mother. I wanted to walk right on by the living room and go up to my room, but I couldn't do it. My mom would get after me for being rude and I really couldn't tell her why I wanted to stay away from the girl she knew I was in love with. I joined them and after a couple of minutes of small talk my mom got up and said:
"I'll leave you two to socialize and go and start dinner."
She was no sooner out of the room and Bev said, "We have to talk Rob."
"About what Bev? The wonderful time that you had on break? I've already seen the pictures of that so there isn't anything you can say that I need to hear."
"Yes there is Rob. First of all I have to admit that you were right. I should have known better than to have gone with Belinda. I knew what kind of crowd she would hang with, but I thought that it wouldn't matter to me because all I was going to do was lie on the beach and work on a tan. I screwed up. I went out with her one night and we had a great time drinking and dancing with all the guys who bought us drinks. I didn't pay attention and I got drunk. I was so drunk that I didn't know what I was doing. I got screwed. I got screwed several times.
"I woke up in the morning between two guys and as soon as they saw that I was awake they went to work on me and we ended up spending most of the morning on the bed. I'm not going to lie to you here Rob. I liked it. I liked it a lot. I liked being the center of attention and having two hunky guys doing their best to see to it that I had a great time. Of course I know that they were doing it for their own gratification and not mine, but that didn't take away the fact that the two of them were giving me almost continuous orgasms.
"After that it was a case of not worrying about the barn doors because the horses were already out of the barn and running. I gave in and went with the flow. The thing Rob is that it was only sex. I had no emotional ties to any of the guys in the group that Lindy and I ended up sticking with. All they were to me was what I was to them – meat! All I was to them was a hole to fill and all they were to me were hole fillers who got me off.
"I said I wasn't going to lie to you and I won't. It is a memory that I will treasure, but it is not something that I ever want to do again. None of those guys meant anything to me Rob. In fact I can only remember the names of two of them. I didn't feel anything about any one of them the way I feel about you. I love you Rob and I want to spend my life with you. I'm asking you to look at what I did as a young woman sowing her wild oats and getting some things out of her system while she was still single.
"Please Rob; don't let one stupid, drunken mistake ruin what we could have."
I listened to what she had to say and I believed she meant it when she said that she loved me and wanted to spend her life with me. God knows that I loved her and had since the day I had first set eyes on her. I was quiet for a bit and then said:
"I can't promise you that I will get by it, but before I even try I'll need to see a clean bill of health from a doctor or a lab before I'll have anything more to do with you. I was tested yesterday and if I test clean and you test clean we can sit down and talk again, but until then I'd like you to stay away from me. I have a lot to think about and it will be easier if you aren't around as a constant reminder of what I'm having to think about."
"We did both test clean and after several long talks and a ton of promises we managed to put things back together although Bev never did get back to the level of trust I had in her before she went on spring break. We finished school and were married three weeks later. The next five years were good ones and we both found jobs that we liked.
"The trouble started in the sixth year although I didn't realize it at the time. Bev and I had what I thought was a pretty good sex life. We made love three or four times a week and we enjoyed the many various positions. We did a lot of oral on each other and Bev was particularly fond of anal. Bev started asking me if I had any fantasies and even though I did have a few I was smart enough to keep them to myself. I mean what wife really wants to hear you say that there are other women you fantasize about? And the other side of the coin – what man wants to hear that his wife is thinking of other men while she is making love to him? She laughed when I told her I didn't have any.
"Everyone has fantasies lover so come on and tell me yours. I can't make them happen if I don't know about them."
"You couldn't make them happen anyway. They are things I fantasize about, but would never even consider doing because the actuality might change my life in ways that I can't even begin to imagine. What's with the sudden interest in fantasies?"
"I was reading an article in Cosmopolitan that said that one of the ways to keep a marriage exciting is to satisfy some of your fantasies. I was talking to Lindy about it and she said even if we didn't really do the fantasy maybe we could role play them."
Oh great, I thought, just what we need; sexual advise from the biggest slut in the state. She and the twit she married were swingers and belonged to a wife swapping group.
"I take it from this conversation that you have fantasies that you want to live out?"
"Of course I do and I know you do too. When we are making love haven't you ever imagined you were between those long legs of Marsha Moss?" Haven't you ever wished you could have Jenny Mellman's 44Ds in your mouth?"
I had. Many times in fact, but I wisely said no. Then I said, "But from what you just said I'm guessing that when we make love you are imaging some other guy's dick in you."
She glanced away and then just as quickly glanced back and said, "Of course I don't."
"Am I that bad that you have to pretend that I'm someone else? Maybe you are even faking the orgasms you have when we screw."
"I said that I didn't imagine other guys."
"You did and you were lying through your teeth."
I got up and went out to the garage to find something to do to keep me busy. I was pissed! I did fantasize about fucking other women when I was making love to Bev, but I wasn't crass enough to tell that to Bev and possibly upset her. It wasn't that Bev wasn't getting the job done because she was. I thought about some other women when making love to Bev because of curiosity. I did think about Marsha's long leg because I wondered if they would wrap around me and she would be able to lock her ankles behind my back. I wondered that because Bev's legs weren't long enough to do it. I never wondered if Marsha would be a better fuck than Bev because Bev was great. I could never tell Bev that I fantasized about Marsha and why because it would – or so I believed – cause her to think she was lacking and couldn't give me what I wanted. In other words, it would hurt her.
What would have happened to her is what just happened to me. Finding out that she fantasized about other men while fucking me made me start to wonder if I was somehow lacking. Was I not doing my job? Was she fantasizing about some big cocked stud because I wasn't big enough for her? Was she pretending to be with someone who could fuck her all night? It was one thing to imagine she was doing what I was doing, but to bring it out in the open was something else. I mean in the one case it was real and in the other it wasn't. Face it. The next time I made love to her I would be thinking:
"Who does she wish she was fucking now?"
Those were not the kind of thoughts you should be having while making love to your wife. I was going through my tool box straightening up the drawers when Bev stuck her head into the garage and said "I'm going over to Lindy's." No "Miss me?" No "I love you" just a flat "I'm gong over to Lindy's." I could tell she was pissed at me, but in the mood I was in I thought "So fucking what!" She wasn't home by the time I went to bed and I was asleep when she did get home and she was quiet enough to wake me.



For the next week things were kind of cool around the house as Bev avoided me. I'd about had enough of it by Friday and I was just getting ready to tell her to sit down and that we needed to talk when she said:
"We need to talk Rob and maybe you should get a beer or have a stiff drink first. "I'll meet you in the living room in a couple of minutes."
"Sounds serious" I thought so I poured myself two fingers of Wild Turkey, chased it with a beer and went and sat down on the couch. A minute or so later Bev came in and sat on the easy chair. It was 'telling' that she didn't sit next to me on the couch.
"Rob, you know that I love you right? At least I hope you do. I do not believe that there is another man in the world who could ever mean as much to me as you do. You are as perfect as anyone man can be. But that is my problem Rob. You are only one man. Please don't misunderstand what I'm going to say now. You are a marvelous lover and you have never failed to get me off when we make love, but it isn't enough for me honey."
I started to say something, but she said, "Please wait and let me finish. You know what happened when I went on spring break to Panama City with Lindy. What you don't know is that I loved it. I loved having multiple partners. I loved having more than one man working on me. When I left Panama City I put it behind me as a one time experience. Something to be remembered, but never done again. But I couldn't. I had to experience it again. Maybe a dozen times before we got married I got together with Belinda and her friends and did it again.
"I did put it behind me when we got married. I told myself that I had sown my wild oats and it was time to settle down. But it hasn't turned out to be that simple. I think about it all the time. I'm craving it. I was talking to Belinda about it and she said that the solution was simple. Just join the wife swapping group she belongs to. I laughed at her and said that there was no way I could get you to go along with that and she said that I probably could if I worked it right. All I had to do was find out your fantasies and work on them.
"She told me that at one time or another every man has wanted to have two or three women fussing over him. All I had to do was slowly lead you along with some role play until I had you in the right mood to mention the swingers group. I knew the night that I asked you about your fantasies that getting you to go along was a pipe dream so I'm falling back on Plan B. I'm asking you to let me have one night a month when I can go out and get my fix as it were.
"It has nothing to do with love honey; it is just sex. You won't lose anything by it and in fact I'll probably come home so charged up that I'll leave you n ruins. I need this Rob. Please baby; work with me on it."
I sat there stunned and speechless and stared at her. Finally I shook it off and said:
"You can sit there and ask me that? As long as we have been together and as well as you know me and you can ask me that? Absolutely not Bev!! Absofuckinglutely not!!! You are a grown woman and you get to run your own life. I don't own you and I can't tell you what you can or can't do, but I can tell you what you can't do if you want to keep your marriage. If you ever fuck one any one other than me we are through. Zero tolerance Bev. If you are ever with Belinda and those clowns she hangs with and you flirt or maybe even just neck with one of them and I find out we are done. My position – and I want to make it absolutely clear – is that my wife is mine and no one else's. Are we clear on this?"
She got up and ran from the room crying. I sat there and watched her go and I was pissed! She cheated on me a dozen times before we were married? I didn't what pissed me off the most. The fact that she did it or the fact she did it and I didn't have a clue. How the fuck could I have missed it? Was I so stupidly in love with her that I just ignored the signs? There had to have been signs. Once or twice I could see not noticing, but a dozen times?
For the first time since we had gotten married I slept in one of the spare bedroom so I wouldn't have to be with Bev. When I work up the next morning Bev was in bed with me. When she saw I was awake she put her hand on my cock and started fondling it as she said:
"I'm sorry baby; I should have known better. I don't like it when we argue. I'm yours baby. Don't ever worry about that. I'm yours forever."
My cock did what it always did when Bev touched it or even looked at it for that matter, and she slid down and took me in her mouth. When I was stone hard she moved up and mounted me and as my cock slid into her pussy she moaned:
"I was a slut baby, but I've always been your slut and nobody else's."
She rode me for a few minutes and then she got off me and laid there with her legs spread wide and said:
"Fuck me baby; fuck me hard."
I moved between her legs, pushed into her and then fucked her as hard as I was able.. She came twice before did and as soon as my soft cock was out of her she went down on me and worked to get me hard again and when she did she said:
"I want you in my ass this time baby. I was a slut before I married you, but I'm your slut baby. Treat me like your slut baby. Pound my ass. Fuck me hard."
I slid my cock back in her pussy to get it wet and then I pushed my cock into her ass. No working on it to get her ready, just shove and go. I did mention that I was pissed right? She gave a sharp cry and buried her head in the pillow, but she didn't try to pull away and after a minute or two she was pushing back at me. It took me a while to bust my nut and Bev got off at least once before I ran out of steam.
++++++++++++++++++++
We went out for breakfast and when we got back home I cut the grass and did some other yard work. When I went into the house to get a soft drink out of the refrigerator Bev came into the kitchen, bent over the table and said:
"Do me honey; I need it. I need it bad."
I took her over the table and when I was done she knelt down in front of me and cleaned my cock with her mouth. As she did it I was thinking, "She can't have her multiple partners so is she trying to make up for it by getting me to fuck her as much as a couple of guys could?" If that was so I could learn to live with it.
Three hours later she was in the laundry room doing laundry and as I passed by the laundry room door when I came into the house Bev reached out, grabbed my arm and pulled me into the room. She had me do her on the washing machine and there were some very interesting sensations when the washer went into spin cycle.
The rest of the weekend was pretty much the same and we had more sex on that weekend than we'd had during the previous three weeks. I wasn't complaining a bit. Things slowed down some the next week. We made love on Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday and Sunday and I thought we had put the unpleasantness behind us.
Monday at work the boss asked me to run over to one off our accounts and pick up a check. It was close to lunch and I was going to be near my neighborhood anyway so I decided to stop at the house for lunch. There were unfamiliar cars in the driveway and I wondered what the hell was going on since Bev should have been at work and there should be nobody home.
I knew as soon as I opened the door what was going on because they were that noisy. I walked toward the back bedroom and I heard a man say:
"Damn she sure has a tight cunt. Her old man must hardly ever fuck her" and another man's voice said, "No matter. We will give her all she can handle."
I approached the bedroom and reached a point in the hallway where I could see past the door jamb and see the dresser mirror without having to move into the doorway. In the mirror I saw Bev on her hands and knees taking a cock in her asshole while sucking on the man in front of her. A third man was standing beside the bed slowly stroking himself while he waited his turn.
There we no thoughts of an angry confrontation. I'd made my position totally clear to Bev and there wasn't any more to say. I took out my cell phone and took a couple of pictures although I wasn't all that sure of how they would turn out being that I was taking pictures of what was on the mirror and then I turned and quietly left the house.
I picked up the check and went back to work I told my boss what I had seen and told him that I would be leaving town. I asked if the company had any openings in other cities as I would like to stay with the company if possible and he told me he would look into it and let me know. That evening as I was getting ready to leave work he called me into his office and told me that there were openings in Toledo, Ohio. Atlanta, Georgia and in El Rancho Mirage in California. I told him I would take the Rancho Mirage slot since I had a brother living there. He said he would start the paperwork and asked me when I wanted to leave and I told him as soon as possible and he said I could take off as soon as I brought Henderson up to date on the projects I was working on. I told him that I could have it done by Wednesday and we decided that Wednesday evening would be when I'd leave.
When I got home that night I acted as if nothing was wrong. I did have a sick curiosity to see what my Bev felt like after being gangbanged, but she must not wanted to chance me feeling something different so at the dinner table she said that she wasn't feeling well and she went to bed early.
Tuesday I called my brother Jake and filled him in on what was going on and he said he had plenty of room and I could stay with him when I got to Rancho Mirage. I spent Tuesday and Wednesday bringing Henderson up to speed on my projects and I spent some of the time working on a list of what I wanted out of the house. Wednesday I rented a trailer to be picked up Thursday morning and arranged with a couple of good friends to help me move my things and then I made a couple of phone call and put a few things in motion for my own piece of mind.
Tuesday Bev felt better and we had sex, but she didn't feel any different and that made me wonder if she had been doing her multiple partner thing all along and that's why she didn't feel any different. No matter. I fucked her and I fucked her as many times as I could on Tuesday and Wednesday because God only knew when I might get laid again. Wednesday I screwed Bev three times only she didn't know that they were the last times she was ever going to get it from me.
Thursday morning I kissed her as I left for work and then I drove over and picked up my rented trailer. By two I had everything out of the house that I wanted. Before I unhooked the computer I printed off the pictures that I had transferred from my cell phone to it and I left them on the kitchen table with my wedding ring and a power of attorney so she could sell the house if she wanted to. The equity was more than what I was going to take from the bank so I figured that we were even moneywise. On the way out of town I hit the bank and cleaned out all the accounts and the safe deposit box and by four I was on the Interstate and headed west and you know the rest."
"You didn't even talk to her?"
"What was there to talk about? I'd made sure that she knew my position, but she ignored what I'd said. Add to that she had cheated on me when she went to Panama City and she admitted to cheating on me right up to the day we were married. Given as much time as she spent with her whore of a sister could I even believe that she didn't cheat on me after we were married? No Joyce, there was nothing more to talk about. She did what she did and it killed the marriage."
"Did you start the paperwork for the divorce before you left?"
"No. I figured that I'd let her do it when she finally realized that I was gone and that I was not coming back. She was the one who cheated so let her be the one to pay for the attorney and the court costs."
I saw Joyce frown and I asked, "Does this change things where we are concerned?"
"Some. I was thinking of you as husband material, but that idea just flew out the window because you are married."
"True, but I don't expect that the condition will last forever. Sooner or later Bev will end it and even if she doesn't I can always bite the bullet and do it. The big question is still the one I posed back before I told you the story. Knowing what you know now do you want to stay or not?"
"That doesn't even deserve an answer. I told you that I would fight to keep you and I meant it. What you just told me doesn't change a thing. It just means that the picture I have in my mind of you sliding a ring onto my finger is one that my mind is going to have to try and delete. No Rob; I'm not going anywhere. You are stuck with me."
+++++++++++++++++
The next six months passed by with few problems and none of them big. I taught Joyce to drive and bought her a used Ford Taurus. After working nine days at the restaurant and learning her way around Joyce moved to afternoons and worked from three to eleven. I was usually in bed when she got home, but she never hesitated to wake me up for some loving. The woman was damned near insatiable.
Things at my job moved along fine. I got on well with my coworkers and Joyce and I even went out with some of them and attended pool parties and barbecues at their homes.
Bev called Jake about once a week to see if he'd heard from me and he always told her no. Then what I realized was inevitable finally happened. I got home from work one afternoon and when I got out of my pickup the door of a parked car opened and Bev stepped out. She was between me and the door so there was no way to avoid her. She walked up to me and I knew her well enough to know what to expect and I caught her wrist when her hand was about six inches from my face. I squeezed hard and saw the grimace of pain on her face.
"What the hell are you doing here Beverly? The way I left should have told you that I never wanted to see you again."
I let go of her wrist and then stepped back in case she wanted to try again and she said:
"Yes, you left you asshole and I want to know why."
"You know full well why. I left the photos on the kitchen table for you to see when you got home."
"Screw a bunch of pictures. Why didn't you talk to me?"
"About what? The night you told me that you wanted me to let you go out one night a month and fuck around I told you were I stood on that nonsense. You knew going into your little fuckfest what my reaction was going to be if I caught you fucking around so why are you here wasting my time?"
"That wasn't me you took pictures of Rob; that was Belinda."
"Nice try Beverly, but you forget that I've always been able to tell the two of you apart."
"Bullshit Rob! You can tell us apart when the three of us are together or you are in the physical presence of one of us. There has to be physical proximity in order for you to tell us apart."
She pulled an envelope out of her purse and took something out of it and handed it to me. It was a picture of Belinda and Beverly standing next to each other.
"Which one is me Rob?"
Of course I couldn't tell and she knew it.
"That was Lindy you saw and took pictures of and not me and if you would have walked into the room and into Lindy's physical presence you would have known it right away."
"That of course brings up the question of how you know that I didn't go into the room."
She gave me an exasperated look and said, "Duh!! Lindy told me. She, Danny, Phil and Sam said that they never saw you the entire time they were there."
"On a first name basis with the three guys?"
"I've spent enough time with Lindy to know who she hangs with."
"What was Belinda doing in our house with her boyfriends?"
"She had a bug problem at her place and a company was there fumigating. She couldn't stand the smell of the chemicals so she called me and asked if she could use our place until they were done. I knew you wouldn't be home for hours so I told her it would be all right."
"So why are you here Beverly?"
"To drag your ass back home where you belong."
"Not going to happen. I've put you behind me and I see no reason to change my life now."
"Damn it Rob; I love you and I want you home with me."
"But not enough to keep your legs closed to other men."
"God damn it Rob, I told you that it was Lindy and not me that you saw."
"Maybe it wasn't you fucking Danny, Phil and Sam that day, but you did fuck Danny, Phil and Sam and you know it."
She started to deny it and I said, "Save your breath Beverly. I knew that this day was going to come sooner or later and so I prepared for it. I hired a detective agency to watch you for a week and they also wired the house with survielence cameras. I left on Thursday. Thursday night you called Belinda and told her that I was gone and told her about the pictures I had left on the table. Then you said, and this is verbatim from the tape:
"He'll be back in a couple of days, but right now would be a good time for me to sample some of that cock you are always pushing me to try without me having to sneak around to do it. We don't have to wait for that fake Tupperware party that we set up for Monday."
"You sampled Danny, Phil, Sam and three other guys Friday, four guys on Saturday and another four on Sunday. In the week that the private detectives were on you you fucked fourteen different men. You can deny it all you want Beverly, but I have the detective's report and the audio and visual proof. And don't give me any of that bullshit that I was gone and you were lonely and pissed off. I wasn't even gone eight hours and you were setting up your little fuckfest. Also we wouldn't want to forget that even if I hadn't left you had already planned on cheating on me at that fake Tupperware party."
"You knew all along that it was Lindy?"
"No I didn't. I didn't know until a week later when the private detectives gave me all the taped phone conversations between you and Belinda. Face it Beverly; your marriage was over the minute you told me you wanted me to give you one night a month to fuck around on me. You wasted a trip in coming here Beverly. Just go home, get an attorney and get yourself a divorce. Make it for irreconcilable differences and without me fighting it it should go straight through in no time. You got the house and it is worth more than what I took from the bank Keep it simple and there won't be any problems. Try to get cute and I'll countersue for adultery and let everyone you know and work with see the video I have of you."
I walked away from her and she called out to my back, "Please Rob; it was only sex. I love you and you know that I do."
I turned and looked at her. "That may be Beverly, but I don't love you any more and I don't want anything to do with you. Goodbye!"
I went into the apartment and closed the door behind me.
+++++++++++++++++
EPILOG
Beverly returned home, got a lawyer and did get a divorce. As a parting shot at me she didn't use irreconcilable differences, but used abandonment as a reason. She didn't ask for anything so I didn't raise a stink over it with her.
Bev continued to party with her sister until Belinda turned up positive with HIV. Beverly stopped partying and since she played with the same crowd that Belinda had played with she now sits at home waiting to see if she also has the virus.
Two days after hearing that the divorce was final Joyce and I were married in a simple civil ceremony with Jake, Mary and Alice as witnesses.
At work I did well and I was promoted twice. After three years I was made regional director and have eleven offices in three states under me.
Joyce did well at the restaurant. After a year she was moved to days and a year after that she was made manager after Alice decided that it was time for her to get away from the place and travel. She had to cut short her world tour and come back and run the place when Joyce had her babies. Yes, babies. She had twins, a boy and a girl. They are fraternal and not identical for which I gave thanks. No way I wanted to go through what Beverly and Belinda's parents went through.



Joyce went back to work after she gave birth since there was a day care center a block down from the restaurant. After Joyce went back to work Alice offered to sell Joyce the place so she could get back to her world tour. The financing was arranged and we took ownership six months after the birth of Dennis and Darlene.
Life is good.
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I was sitting on the patio drinking a beer and looking at the snow capped mountains in the distance. It was my favorite place to sit and I was wondering how I was going to be able to keep the house in the divorce that was coming. It was going to take some creative thinking on my part, but fortunately I had time to work on the problem.
Kathy didn't yet know that she was going to be divorced. When I did drop the hammer on her I wanted to have all my ducks in a row. Fortunately, at least for me, we didn't live in one of those states that had those stupid no fault divorces. I could file using adultery as grounds and come out of the divorce on the plus side as far as division of assets was concerned.
I knew for a fact that the local courts did not look kindly at adultery and given what I'd seen in the few divorces for adultery that took place with people I knew I could expect, as the injured party, to come out of the divorce with roughly two-thirds of the assets. My problem where the house was concerned was that I couldn't afford it on my salary alone. It took my pay and Kathy's to maintain the standard of living that I enjoyed.
I could do it alone, but I would have to sacrifice to do it. I'd have to give up bowling in two leagues; I'd have to give up my membership at Rolling Hills Country Club and probably – no, not probably, but almost certainly – give up my Cadillac Escalade and get an old beater of a used car.
There was another problem that had to be faced also. To sue for adultery I had to have proof and even though I knew for a fact that Kathy was cheating on me my going to court and saying that I knew just wasn't going to cut it. Without proof it would simply be my word against Kathy's and I had no doubt, absolutely none, that she would deny it. She would fight me tooth and nail on it.
She might not fight me if I went for Irreconcilable Differences, but on Adultery she would fight me to the death. She would have to fight and win if she wanted to stay on the good side of her family. Her father and both brothers were ordained ministers and her grandfather was a deacon. Her mother and her sister were also very actively involved in church affairs. The lot of them were already down on her a bit because she married me. It seems that good church going people don't care much for agnostics. Her family would be glad to see the last of me, but they would be more likely to burn Kathy at the stake than welcome her back into the family if my going was because of Kathy's infidelity.
I couldn't use a private detective because all he would be able to do was chronicle Katy's comings and goings and that wouldn't get us anywhere because we would not have audio and video proof of her adultery. All we would have is pictures of her going into a building where she had a legitimate reason to be going. My best bet would be to get her best friend Audrey on my side. After all, it was Audrey who told me that Kathy was cheating on me and asked for my help in stopping it.
I don't really think that she thought things through before coming to me to ask me for my help. I don't think she even considered that I might go for a divorce. I honestly believe that Audrey thought I might do something like tell Kathy to stop doing what she was doing or I'd spank her or something like that. Maybe, "Stop it Kathy! Stop it right now or I won't take you out dancing on Saturday."
I hate to say it because Audrey really is a sweetie, but I don't think she is too bright. Why did Audrey tell me that her best friend was cheating on me? I guess that's the story.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I work four tens so unless there is a crisis requiring overtime I only work a four day week and I am off Friday, Saturday and Sunday. It was a Friday and I was in the garage sharpening the lawnmower blade when a crying Audrey walked into the garage and asked me if she cold talk to me. I told her she could and she asked if she could have a glass of water and so we went into the kitchen and she sat down at the kitchen table while I got her the water.
I gave her the glass and then sat down across from her. Audrey and Kathy had gone to school together and after graduating they both went to work for the same company. They are extremely close and quite often stopped after work for a drink or go shopping. I don't think that there was ever a three week period that went by without us having dinner or a barbecue with Audrey and her husband Carl.
Audrey gulped the water and then told me that I probably wasn't going to like hearing what she had to say, but she was desperate and needed my help. She took a deep breath and then told me the tale.
One of the nights they stopped for drinks Audrey, after having a few more than were good for her, told Kathy how big Carl's cock was and that she couldn't take it all because it hurt too much. Kathy asked how big it was and Audrey told her that it was exactly eleven inches long when hard. Kathy had laughed and told Audrey that she was exaggerating; that no cock could be that big. After that when ever they stopped for drinks the subject of Carl's cock size always seemed to come up and Kathy always said that Audrey was making it up.
One day when I was working overtime Kathy and Audrey stopped for drinks and after a few they decided to go shopping. Audrey and Carl had just put in a swimming pool so the girls decided that they needed new swim suits. They bought a couple of bikinis each and then went to Audrey's place where they had a couple of more drinks and then modeled the new suits for each other. They were doing it in the living room and not worrying about it because Carl was supposed to have gone to a night ball game with some of the guys he worked with.
The girls were more than a little sloshed and were laughing and giggling and so they didn't hear Carl come in. Kathy had just taken off her suit and was standing there naked when she became aware that Carl was standing there watching. She quickly tried to cover her tits and pussy with her hands and then she ran into the bathroom. A minute later Kathy came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her and started picking up her clothes. Audrey was giggling and she walked over to Carl, unzipped him and pulled out his cock. It wasn't even hard yet and it was huge. Audrey laughed and said "Now tell me I'm exaggerating." Audrey said that Kathy stood there like a stone statue as she stared at Carl's cock which by then was expanding. Kathy finally shook off whatever it was that was holding her still and she started heading for the bathroom to get dressed. Audrey grabbed her arm and said:
"Oh no you don't. You've called me a fibber too many times" and she grabbed Kathy's hand and put it on Carl's cock. Kathy tried to pull her hand back, but Audrey held it in place and then started moving it back and forth. As she used Kathy's hand to stroke Carl's cock she was saying things like, "See how hard my figment of imagination is" and "Still think no cock can be this big?" Then she let go of Kathy's hand and Kathy surprised her by not letting go of Carl's cock. She just looked at it and kept slowly stroking it. This went on for maybe thirty seconds and then Kathy surprised her again and went to her knees in front of Carl, took his cock in her mouth and started licking and sucking it. Audrey laughed and said, "I told you he was big."
Kathy had dropped her towel and Carl started shucking off his clothes and then he got down on the floor and pulled Kathy into a sixty-nine. After a couple of minutes Carl turned around and started easing his cock into Kathy and she moaned as he worked into her. Kathy took it all! Audrey couldn't believe it. She had never been able to take it all and most of the time she and Carl made love it had hurt unless Carl had taken it easy, but Kathy had taken it all and was fucking back up at Carl as he drove in. Audrey said Kathy had come two or three times before Carl said he was coming. He had asked Kathy if she was protected and when she said no he pulled out and shot all over her stomach. Then Kathy dressed and headed on home.
I remembered that night. I wanted to make love when she got home, but she said that she didn't feel up to it. That was the first time ever that Kathy told me no and now I knew why. She was too stretched from Carl's cock and she knew that I'd notice. I was just a tad pissed that my wife had cheated on me. I asked Audrey why she hadn't stopped it.
"I didn't think anything of it at the time. Carl and I have a pretty open marriage and we both get together with others and sometimes we do it in the same room and at the same time."
"If that's the case why are you here? If Carl was doing what you let him do what is your problem? I mean at least as far as you are concerned. I seem to be the only one with a problem here. I'm the one that you, Kathy and your husband turned into a cuckold."
"There's more" she sniveled. "Remember the night Kathy called you and said that we'd been out drinking and she was going to spend the night with me because she was too loaded to drive home?"
I nodded a yes.
"It was a set-up. We stopped for a drink after work and then we went to my place where Carl was waiting for us. We watched a porn tape and then Carl took out his cock and Kathy went down on him. I got up to go into the kitchen and get more beer and when I came back into the living room Carl and Kathy were on the floor fucking. The phone rang and when I answered it it was Tony. He was a guy that Carl and I had played with before and he wanted to know if I was up for some fun. Carl was going to be busy with Kathy for a while so I told Tony to hurry over. He got there about fifteen minutes later.
"By then Carl had cum in Kathy and I was sucking his cock to get him hard for my turn. The door bell rang and I got up to let Tony in and when we got to the living room Kathy was riding Carl cowgirl so I took Tony into the bedroom. Tony fucked me and after we came I was sucking him to get him hard for another go when Kathy and Carl came in and got on the bed next to us. Tony fucked me again while Kathy worked at getting Carl back up again.
"By the time Tony and I finished Kathy had Carl up again and was riding him. Tony got up and put his cock at Kathy's mouth and told her to get him hard again and Kathy turned her head away. Then Carl told her to do it or he would pull out of her and she would never get his cock again. Kathy took Tony in her mouth and started sucking him. When he was hard Tony got off the bed and went to where we keep the KY jelly and when he came back he moved in behind Kathy. Carl knew what Tony wanted so he pulled Kathy down to his chest and Tony worked some KY onto his cock and rubbed a little in Kathy's ass. Kathy yelled out that she didn't do that and Carl told her that she damned well would or she could get off of him and go home. Kathy cried and whimpered for a bit and then she slowly started getting into it. Pretty soon she was fucking back at Tony while trying to take all of Carl's cock.
"Carl came first and then Tony. I started sucking Carl to get him up and Tony was trying to get Kathy to do the same, but Kathy was reluctant until Carl told her to do it if she expected to get any more of his cock so she went to work on Tony while I worked on getting Carl hard enough to have my turn with him. Kathy got Tony hard and he pushed her on her back and fucked her. When Carl finished with me I was beat and said I was going to bed. When I left Tony was fucking Kathy and Carl was kneeling by her head feeding his cock into her mouth.
"When I woke up in the morning I was alone in bed and so I got up and went looking for Carl. I found Tony asleep on the couch and I found Carl and Kathy in the spare bedroom. Carl was fucking Kathy doggie and I stood there and watched until Carl got off. I was a little pissed and I said it was about time for Kathy to go home. She dressed, thanked me for a fun evening and then left.
"After she was gone Carl told me that she was "one great piece of ass" and that he and Tony had taken turns fucking her all night long. One would come in her and then rest while the other one fucked her and then Kathy would suck the rested one hard so he could fuck her."
I sat there listening to the weeping woman and trying to figure out what her problem was. She and her husband had turned my wife into a cheating slut and she was in my garage telling me that she needed my help? I'm sitting there finding out that the woman I had loved for the last ten years is cheating on me with not one but two guys. I'm trying to get my head around what she is telling me and then I asked her why she was telling me. She sobbed and told me that there was more.
"I told you that Carl's cock was so big that I couldn't take it all without it hurting me right?"
I nodded a yes.
"Carl couldn't quit talking about what a great fuck Kathy was and he wanted me to bring her home with me again. I told him it was time to put Kathy behind us and move on and he blew up on me. He said, and his exact words were:
"To hell with that Audrey. I finally found a woman who can take all of me and beg me to fuck her harder and there is no way in hell that I'm not going to see more of her."
"Then I told him that it didn't matter because I wasn't going to bring her home with me any more. The next day at work Kathy told me how great the night had been and she was looking forward to doing it again. I told her that Carl and I had talked it over and that we decided not to do it again. Kathy was disappointed and I thought everything was okay after that. That is I thought everything was okay until today. I called Carl at work and was told that he went home at one. I didn't think anything of it until I went to Kathy's office to ask her if she would like to stop for a drink after work. Kathy wasn't there. She had gone home sick at one. I remembered that Kathy had gone home early three days in a row and I got suspicious, told the boss I had a family emergency and headed for home. When I got there Kathy's car was in the driveway. I went into the house and as soon as I was in the door I heard Kathy crying at Carl to fuck her harder. I left the house and came right over here. You have to help me" Audrey sobbed, "I need my husband back. I can't compete with Kathy when she can take all of Carl and I can't. You have to get your wife away from my husband."
I almost laughed at her. The stupid cunt had pushed my wife into cheating on me with her husband and now she wanted ME to put a stop to it. I didn't laugh though. What I wanted to do was scream at her for ending my marriage, but I couldn't because I was going to need her. As soon as Audrey told me about the first time Carl dicked Kathy at her place Kathy was history. The rest of the story didn't matter. No matter how many times Kathy fucked Carl the first time was the bullet that killed our marriage. I needed a plan and the one I was roughing out in my mind was going to need Audrey's cooperation if it had any chance at all of working.
I told her to be cool, give me a day or two to come up with a plan and then I'd call her.
"Another couple of days of them fucking themselves stupid won't hurt as long as we can end it for good right?"
"If you say so."
"Trust me on this Audrey. I'll take care of Kathy."
Audrey had been gone about twenty minutes when the phone rang. It was Kathy.
"I'm sorry baby, but something big has come up and I'm going to have to work late. There should be plenty of leftovers in the fridge for you to microwave."
"I'll find something."
"Love you baby; see you later."
I had to laugh at that "Something big has come up." I wondered if she had deliberately phrased it that way while looking at Carl's eleven inches getting hard. Love you baby? I'll just bet I thought.
++++++++++++++++++
I fixed myself some dinner and then went out and sat on the patio with a beer. It had only been three hours since Audrey's visit. Three hours since my marriage ended and for some strange reason I didn't feel bitter about it. Angry yes, but not bitter. At least I now knew why I hadn't been laid in the last week. As I sat there I tried to think of ways to end things and still keep the house I knew I was going to have to give an Academy Awards performance until I could lower the boom on my loving wife.
Not trying to get laid wouldn't be much of a problem. I could try secure in the knowledge that as long as she was fucking Carl every day she would find ways to put me off because she wouldn't want me wondering why she was so loose. On the other hand when I kicked her to the curb it might be a while before I could find another woman. I just might have to pretend not to notice that I couldn't touch the sides if she ever decided to give me any.
As I sipped my beer and watched the sun go down behind the mountains I mentally worked on the rough plan that. It just might work. It all depended on how naïve Audrey was. Or maybe not naïve, just upset at the thought of losing her man. Upset to the point where she wasn't thinking straight.
I was still sitting on the patio, six empty beer bottles sharing the space with me when I heard:
"I'm home baby. Where are you?"
"On the patio."
She came out and bent to kiss me and it was an inner struggle to not turn my head since I knew where her mouth had been earlier, but I managed.
"You must have been out here for a while" she said as she noticed the beer bottles.
"Been sitting here thinking."
"About what?"
"About us."
"About us? What about us?"
"Wondering if something is wrong."
"Wrong? What could be wrong?"
"I don't know, but our sex life has dropped to nothing lately and I wondering why. You've told me no for almost a week now and that has never happened before."
"Oh baby; I'm sorry. I should have told you but I didn't think it was important. I have a yeast infection. I'm treating it and it should clear up soon. I hadn't realized what it might be doing to you. I can make it better" she said as she knelt in front of me and pulled down my zipper.
I will have to say her time with Carl and probably her night with Carl and Tony had improved her blow job skills. If she blew me as regularly as we used to make love I could go along with her yeast infection bullshit. When we went to bed she snuggled up next to me like she usually did and I had to wonder what was going on in her mind. How long did she think she could go on fucking Carl and using the yeast infection story?
I got a partial answer Saturday morning. I woke up to Kathy sucking my cock and when she saw I was awake she handed me our tube of KY lotion and said:
"The yeast infection won't stop us from using my butt."
That took me totally by surprise. Kathy didn't like anal sex at all, but here she was telling me to do it. She must have really been feeling guilty to make me the offer so I took her up on it.
I was cutting the grass when she came out of the house and told me that Audrey had called and asked her to come over and give her some advice on some wallpaper that Audrey was thinking of putting up. As I watched her walk away I knew that Audrey hadn't called and that she was on her way to visit Carl. I wondered if I would get some more 'guilty' butt time that night and it turned out that I did. Her butt did seem a 'little less tight' that night, but it could have just been my imagination.
I found out later that it wasn't. Kathy had indeed gone to visit Carl and Tony happened to be there also. According to Audrey my loving wife had spent four hours being DPed.
Sunday Kathy stayed home and I got a blow job just before dinner and another one just at bedtime. She said she wanted to give her butt a rest.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
At work I spent some more time working on the plan that was rolling around in my head and I thought that I could pull it off, but I realized I needed some expert information and advice. At lunch time I got out the Yellow Pages, found what I wanted and called Spenser Investigations. I made an appointment to see them when I got off work and then I called my friend Mark. He had gone through a divorce and had come out of it pretty well. I asked for the name and number of his attorney and I called and made an appointment for the next day.



It came as no surprise when Kathy called me at three and told me that she had to work late again.
"I know it will mean leftovers again, but I will make it up to you. Keep the KY handy."
That told me as well as anything that Kathy didn't plan on giving up her visits to Carl anytime soon. I've already mentioned that Kathy wasn't overly fond of anal sex and I only rarely got any. Usually she had to be half drunk to give up her pooper. She said it made her feel dirty and yet here she was basically telling me I would get a steady diet of it while she had her 'yeast infection.'
MY visit with Gavin Nichols of Spenser Investigations was fruitful. He told me that what I wanted to do was doable, but only if I got Audrey on board with it and to make sure that she was he gave me a consent form for her to fill out. Once she signed it we could go ahead. That was going to be the trick. Getting Audrey to go along with it. Not only to get her to go along with it, but keep her from finding out the real purpose of it. She was looking to get Kathy away from Carl. I was looking to get rid of Kathy. I'm not sure that Audrey would go along with my plan if she knew I was going to use what I came up with to divorce Kathy.
That evening I was again on the patio watching the sun go down as I made a list of the things I needed to do when it was time. How to handle money, credit cards and things like that. I had to decide how to retain the house pending the divorce and I supposed that the attorney could advise me on that. I intended to keep the house no matter what so finding a locksmith who could respond quickly was put on the list. I heard Kathy call out:
"I'm home baby. Where are you?" and I looked at my watch and saw that it was almost eight-thirty. I didn't bother to call back and tell her where I was and a minute later she came out, bent over to kiss me and I had to fight the urge to turn away from the lips that had been sucking Carl's cock. She kissed me and asked if I had eaten and I said yes. She said that she hadn't and she reached for my zipper.
"Can we go inside? The cement is hard on my knees. Besides, we need to be where the KY is."
I finished my beer and we headed for the bedroom. Kathy sucked me off, swallowed and then stayed on me until I was up again and then she handed me the KY.
I was surprised when I woke up with my cock in Kathy's mouth for the second day in a row. Either Kathy was feeling really, really guilty over fucking Carl or giving me Carl's leftovers was a huge turn on for her because even though we did occasionally have sex in the mornings on a work day it was almost never initiated by Kathy. Two days in a row and both started by her? Oh yeah; definitely guilt or a turn on.
++++++++++++++++++++
I saw an attorney on Tuesday afternoon and he basically told me what I already knew. I would do well in a divorce based on adultery, but I would need solid proof otherwise it would be a "You did" "I didn't" situation and while the divorce would eventually be granted it would be on a roughly fifty-fifty basis. I told him to start the paperwork and that I'd get the proof needed.
When I left the attorney's office I looked at my watch and saw that it was three-thirty. I called Martin Industries and asked for Audrey and when she came on the line I asked her if she had any plans for after work and she told me no and then began to cry.
"Kathy left early and we both know why. You have to do something Dean; you just have to do something."
"That's why I'm calling. I think I know a way to do it. Meet me at Bud's Bar when you get off work and we can talk about it."
I was sitting in a booth when she got there and I had already ordered a white wine for her and Suzie brought it over as soon as Audrey sat down. She took a sip and then said:
"You think you can stop them? Really?"
"I'll need your help."
"I'll do it! I'll do whatever I have to to get her away from my man."
"I hope that you really mean that because what I want to do won't work without your help. We not only need to break them apart, but we also need to do it in a way that will keep them apart. Stop them from sneaking off and using motel rooms and the like. There is a way and it is a little drastic, but it should work."
"What do I need to do?"
"You need to let me put a couple of surveillance cameras in your house. If I can get Kathy and Carl on tape I can show the tape to Kathy and tell her if she doesn't stop cheating on me I'll show the tape to all of her relatives. You know what a bunch of self-righteous religious fanatics they are. They would completely disown Kathy and she knows it. Plus I can tell her I'll keep the tape in a safe place and if she ever gets caught cheating on me again I'll see that her family gets the tape."
"You think that will work?"
"You have known her and her family a lot longer than I have. What do you think?"
"You are right about the fact that they will totally disown her."
"Can you hold out for another week?"
"I don't know. I'm afraid that the longer it goes on the harder it is going to be to split them apart. I've never minded Carl having sex with other women just like he doesn't mind me spending time with other men, but this is the first time he has latched onto one particular woman and won't let go. I don't want to lose my man. We have to stop them."
I handed her a piece of paper and said, "Sign this."
"What is it?"
"A consent form allowing me to put cameras in your house."
"When can you do it?" she said as she signed.
"The sooner the better. Can you go into work late tomorrow?"
"I could. Why?"
"Since Carl and Kathy are leaving work early to go to your house and play the morning would be the best time to place the cameras. If we tried it in the afternoon they might come home and catch us."
"Okay. What time?"
"Say nine?"
"Okay."
I called Gavin Nichols at Spenser Investigations and told him I had the signed consent and he said he would have a man meet me at Audrey's place the next morning.
I went home and since Kathy hadn't called to say she would be working late I expected her home at her usual time. Keeping up pretenses I decided to act the loving husband and fix dinner so she wouldn't have to after her 'hard day at work.' I was on the patio when she breezed in and called out that she was home. She came out onto the patio, kissed me and asked me what I would like for dinner and I told her that it was ready. That got me another kiss and she said:
"I'm going to have to reward you for that because to tell the truth I really don't feel like cooking."
We ate and then watched some TV until she said, "I'm beat baby; how about we go to bed early?"
Once in bed she said, "I'm really beat baby, but not to beat to give you your reward."
She went down on me and after several minutes she said, "Where do you want to cum lover; in my mouth or in my ass?"
Ever the loving husband I said, "You're tired sweetie. We can leave your sexy butt for next time."
She went back to her hum job and a minute or so later I erupted and she swallowed it all. She snuggled up next to me and we fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Where do you want them?" the man from Spenser's asked.
I turned to Audrey and asked, "Where do they usually do it?"
"The living room and the bedroom."
The man walked through the living room and picked out two places where mini-cams could be placed without being noticed and then he did the same in the bedroom. The cams were wireless and sent their product to a recorder that we hid in the garage attic. After he was gone I gave Audrey a small remote control device and told her that it would turn off the recorder when she and Carl were making love.
"We want to catch Kathy and not intrude on your privacy."
It was bullshit of course. The remote was from my Canon Rebel digital camera and wouldn't do anything where the recorder was concerned, but I wanted Audrey to be relaxed.
"We want a couple of day's worth and it would be great if we could get film of her with Carl and with that Tony guy. She really, really wouldn't want her family seeing that."
Audrey said, "It will probably happen. In fact, I can make it happen. I can probably get her gangbanged if you think that might help."
"Do it. The raunchier the better. We have to make it so bad that she would die before letting her family see the tape."
Kathy called me that afternoon and told me that she would be a little late.
"I'm going to stop for a drink or two with Audrey after work."
"Don't over do it and have to sleep at her place like the last time."
"I won't. Have the KY handy when I get home okay?"
"You got it."
She giggled and said, "Oh no lover; you are going to get it."
Kathy got home at ten and true to her word as soon as she got on the bed she got in the doggie position and I reached for the KY.
The next morning Audrey called me at work and told me that Tony had come over and that he and Carl had both fucked Kathy.
"The slut took Carl in her pussy and Tony in her ass at the same time."
"You don't sound pissed at her doing it. It sounds like you are more upset that it wasn't you."
"I am upset that it wasn't me. Ever since Kathy came along I haven't been getting near as much as I used to."
"Then set yourself up a gangbang for a time when you know Kathy will be there. You can get your fill and at the same time we will get Kathy on tape and then we will have enough to approach her about ending it with Carl."
"Good idea. I'll try for tomorrow night and if not then probably the next night."
"Good. We both want to get this over with."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Kathy was home at her regular time that night and after dinner we sat out on the patio for a while watching the sun disappear behind the mountains and then we played cribbage until bed time. As we got ready for bed I asked her how her yeast infection was coming along.
"It isn't clearing up as fast as it should. I'm going to see the doctor tomorrow and maybe change my prescription. What's the matter? Getting tired of my pooper?"
"No, but you never used to want to do anal and I'm feeling a little guilty over having you do so much of it lately."
"Don't worry about it lover. The important thing to me is to keep you happy and satisfied. Let me know if you start to get short of KY and I'll stop and get more. Can I start you with a little head?"
"That's one of the things that I'm missing. Not being able to return the pleasure."
"I miss it too lover, but hopefully things will clear up soon."
"Yes they will" I thought as she took my cock in her mouth, "Only not in the way you expect."
Audrey called me at work and told me that she had lined up three guys for that night and two of them said that they would try and bring a friend or two.
"I'm going to talk Kathy into having a drink with me after work and then tell her Tony is coming over and that I can't handle Carl and Tony together. Then I'll tell her to take care of Carl for me since I can't take all of him. If I can get her there Carl will see to it that she plays. He will do the same thing he did with Tony. You know, the do it or you won't get any more of my cock thing. If she does it we will have what we need to end it. If she comes home right after work we will try again, but if she does go to the house with me I'll call you in the morning and let you know what happened."
I spent most of the day wondering if Kathy would do it or come home. I got the answer at ten to five.
"Hi lover. Just letting you know that I'm stopping with Audrey and some of the girls for a drink and then we may go over to Harrelson's. They have a half price sale on shoes. Okay with you?"
"Sure sweetie; have fun."
I resigned myself to no sex that night. If Kathy got gangbanged that night and the gangbang was anything like the ones I'd been to when I was in college Kathy's ass would be as loose as her cunt after Carl had been there. I might get a blow job but even that was doubtful because it would be a good bet that her jaw would be as sore as her ass and cunt would be loose. And, I thought, she will obviously look like she was rode hard and put up wet. In her mind I expect that she would expect me to comment on it and I didn't want to chance that going where I wasn't quite ready to go. The more I thought on that the more I figured that this was going to be another 'had too much too drink to drive home' night and I turned out to be right. At ten after ten Carl called me and told me that both Kathy and Audrey were blitzed and he had put them both to bed.
"She will probably call you in the morning all sorry and the like, but not to worry; she's in good hands."
Yeah, I thought; I'll just bet!
I got a call from Kathy at seven in the morning. "I'm sorry baby. I wasn't paying attention and I had way too much to drink and Carl wouldn't let me drive. I'm going to go to work from here and I'll see you tonight."
At nine Audrey called. "She didn't want to, but Carl did just what I thought he would do and told her to get with the program if she wanted to keep getting his cock. She was reluctant at first, but then she really got into it. She most definitely isn't going to want mommy and daddy seeing her with a cock in her mouth, ass and pussy at the same time. What do we do now?"
"I need to meet you at your place and get the stuff off the recorder so I can look at it and make sure that we got what we need. Once I'm sure that we have the goods I'll confront Kathy and we will go from there."
"Could you meet me there at lunch time? I really, really want to get Kathy away from my husband."
"I can do that. Meet at your place at twelve-fifteen?"
"That works for me."
I met Audrey, got the DVD out of the recorder and went back to work. I told my secretary that I didn't want to be disturbed by anyone except my boss and then I went down to the conference room where there was audio/visual equipment. I locked the door, fed the DVR into the equipment, muted the sound and then sat down to watch my wife fuck her marriage away.
I saw Kathy with Carl, I saw her with Carl and Tony and I saw her with Carl, Tony, Audrey and another woman I didn't know. Audrey had never mentioned that she and Kathy went sixty-nine on each other. She had also never mentioned that she sucked Kathy's tits while Carl buried himself in Kathy's cunt. And there was never any mention of Kathy eating Audrey's pussy while Tony took Kathy in the ass. I hadn't even got to the gangbang yet, but decided that I'd seen enough for the time being. I'd watch the gangbang at home.
I called Audrey and told her that we had enough and I would confront Kathy in a couple of days, but first I needed to make copies and put them in a safe place.
"Hang in there a couple more days Audrey and it will be all over."
"Okay, but hurry please."
I'd been thinking on it for a bit and I decided that I wanted to know what went on at Audrey's place even after I had it out with Kathy. It was a good bet that she would run to Carl and I really wanted to know what was said. I called Spenser's and told them what I wanted and they told me it could be done, but that it would be expensive. It would be expensive because I would actually have to buy the equipment and I might end up losing it if things went wrong. I decided to bite he bullet and do it.
I called Audrey and told her that we had to meet at her place so the mini cams and the recorder could be removed. We met and the man from Spenser's made a show out of taking out the equipment. He didn't take it out though. While I distracted Audrey he moved it and instead of taking out the recorder he replaced it with a wireless recorder/repeater that would send it's product to a unit in my car. All I had to do was get five hundred feet from the repeater, press a button on a remote control and what was on the recorder would be sent to the unit in my car and then I could take it home and review it. The best part was that if things worked the way I hoped Carl would be picking up the expense.
Carl was always bragging about how his house was almost paid off and that was the lynch pin that I based my plan on. As long as he wasn't lying and as long as he valued his job my plan should work. Carl was a well paid division manager where he worked. The chairman of the board of his company was a deacon in his church and the president and CEO was active in several church functions. I had no way of knowing how they would react to getting copies of the DVD, but the important thing here was that Carl didn't know how they would react either.
They might shrug and say that it was his personal business and they might not. If they did tolerate it would they still go along with it if I turned it into a local scandal? If I hit Carl with a highly publicized Alienation of Affections suit? How many of the men who were at the gangbang were married and their wives didn't know what they were doing? Who was the woman I saw on the DVD and was she married and if so did her husband know that she played?
I was gambling that I could get away with a little blackmail.
To make it work I would need to try and get the names of the players from Audrey before I unloaded on Kathy.
++++++++++++++++++++
Kathy came straight home from work that night and fixed dinner. After dinner she was in a lovey-dovey mood so I took advantage of the situation and got a hum job and some anal sex. She woke me in the morning with a blow job and went all the way and swallowed. I was going to miss her when she was gone.
I called Audrey from work and asked her if she could meet me for lunch and she said she could. Once we were seated and had ordered I cut to the chase.
"Got a problem Audrey and I need your help."
"Does it have to do with Carl and Kathy?"
"In a way. We still need to split them up, but the problem I have is that the film I have of Kathy turns me on something fierce. The gangbang blew my mind. And watching Kathy with that other woman was mind boggling. What I want to do to show Kathy that I still love her even after she cheated on me with Carl is set her up with a surprise gangbang. One in which I'll take part. I want it to be a surprise. You know; have her come home some night and find us all waiting there. I'd love to be there when she and that other woman play.
"My problem is that I don't know people that I could ask to bang my wife and then there is Kathy needing to be comfortable with whoever is there. I'm thinking that the best way to go about it is use the people she already knows. The ones that were at the last gangbang. Can you give me the names and phone numbers so I can set it up?"
"You? Mr. Straight Arrow?"
"What can I say? That gangbang turned me on like nothing ever has before. I just have to do one with Kathy. I'll wait until after we break Kathy away from Carl, but I really want to make it happen."
"Could you maybe set it up for when Carl is on one of his business trips? I'd like to be there too."
"I don't know about that Audrey. You are one sexy lady and if you were there I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off of you."
"I wouldn't want you to."
"But I would have to Audrey. If I did you after splitting Kathy and Carl apart they would say if we could do it so could they. And you know Kathy would tell him about it as soon as he got home from his trip."
"There is that. Oh well, it would have been fun, but you are right; we don't want to give them any reason at all to start up again. Maybe you could film it and let me see it? It would be a kick for me to see Mr. Straight Arrow using his straight arrow on Kathy and Gloria."
"Gloria?"
"She's the girl you want to see Kathy with. You will need to make sure that her hubby is out of town though. He is the jealous type and he would go ballistic if he found out that Gloria played around."



"So can you give me the names?"
I was hoping that she was so hell bent on getting Kathy away from Carl that she wouldn't stop to think about it. If she was thinking straight she would ask me to tell her when and then she would make the calls and set it up for me and I didn't want that. I wanted names and numbers so I could find out who they were. She didn't disappoint me.
She opened her purse, took out a small notebook and gave me all the names and phone numbers that I'd asked for. A nice girl and sexy as hell, but not too bright. But then I was counting on that.
My boss was out of town so I let my work slide and used the afternoon to go through the phone book and by quitting time I had the addresses for all eight of the ones who had been at the gangbang and I had found out for sure that five of them were married or they were according to the phone book. I assumed that if the entry said, "Smith, Jane and John" it meant that they were married. I hoped that some time at the library using the reverse directories would give me the information on the other three, but if I couldn't find them no sweat. The five I had would serve my purpose.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had everything I needed to put the plan I hoped would work into action. I called the lawyer and told him I had the audio and visual proof I needed and he said he would file the papers the next day.
I took the next step over dinner that evening. "We haven't had Carl and Audrey over for a barbecue in a while. Why don't you see if we can set something up for this Saturday?"
I saw a small change come across her face as she thought about having her husband and her lover in the same place at the same time. Would anything give them away? Could she chance it? But then she must have decided that not to invite them over would make me wonder why and she didn't want that either.
"I'll ask Audrey at work in the morning."
That night she didn't offer any sex and I didn't try to get any and we fell asleep cuddled up next to each other.
At ten in the morning Audrey called and told me Kathy had invited her and Carl over for a barbecue on Saturday.
"Do you think that's wise?"
"We want them thinking that everything is cool and that I'm clueless as to what they have been doing. What better way to keep them thinking I'm in the dark than for me to invite her lover over to the house?"
"He is not her lover!!! He's just using her."
"Whatever. I just want to keep her thinking everything is fine until I hit her with the ultimatum. By Tuesday it should be all over and done with. That is it will be done with if she is more worried about her relationship with her family than losing Carl's cock. That has always been my biggest worry in this; that she will say that her family can go to hell and that there is no way she is going to give up Carl's big dick."
"Oh shit! I never thought of that. What will we do then?"
"I'll tell her I'm going to divorce her if she sees Carl again and then if she doesn't give him up I will do it."
"Then she will be free to spend even more time with him. What will I do then?"
"I don't know Audrey. Just cross your fingers and pray that one of the threats will work."
I wasn't surprised when at four-ten Kathy called me and told me that the Hillman's would be coming over for a barbecue on Saturday.
"I told Audrey two; is that okay?"
"Just fine."
"I'm going to be a little late tonight so why don't you go ahead and microwave some leftovers. I'll make it up to you tonight. Have the KY handy okay?"
"I can live with that" I said knowing full well that I wouldn't be living with it soon.
I was in bed when Kathy got home. I had the KY handy on the bedside stand and I was sitting and reading when she came into the bedroom. Kathy laughed when she saw the KY and said:
"Ready and waiting I see."
"You did tell me you would make it up to me for having to suffer through heated up leftovers again."
She stripped and got into bed and said, "How do you want me?"
"Doggie. I think you like it better that way."
She moved into position and I worked on her butt a little with KY coated fingers and I even slipped one into her pussy and it went in with no resistance. Either Kathy didn't notice the finger because she was used to Carl's big cock or she decided that it would be best to just keep quiet. If she were to say something it might lead me to asking why a pussy I hadn't used in weeks was so easily penetrated. Knowing that it was going to be my last time ever with Kathy I should have said to hell with it and just taken her cunt, but I needed her to be in a good mood for the barbecue so I greased up my cock with the KY and eased it into her ass.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Audrey and Carl arrived at two and I looked into Carl's face as we shook hands, but I didn't see any smirk or an "I know something you don't know" sneer. We went out onto the patio where I already had the charcoal going. I had a pitcher of margaritas on the table and I poured a glass for each of my guests.
We made small talk for a bit and then I got up and put the steaks on. I fed Audrey, Kathy and Carl margaritas while barely sipping the one I had. I wanted them 'well oiled' by the time the meal was over.
When the steaks were ready Kathy brought out the potato salad she'd made and we ate and talked. When we finished eating I gave everyone a fresh drink and then said:
"I had an ulterior motive in asking you over for this barbecue. I have a problem that I hope you can help me with Carl."
"Whatever buddy; you know I'll help you if I can."
"My problem is this house. I love this patio and the view I have of the mountains and I don't want to give it up."
"Give it up?" Kathy said. "Why on earth would we give it up?"
"Be patient my loving wife and let me finish. I will get the house in the divorce, but..."
"What divorce? Have you had too much to drink? You are acting weird and..."
"Yes dear Kathy, you are partly right. I have been acting for a while now. Acting like the clueless husband you thought I was. Now shut the fuck up and let me finish what I have to say. As I said, I will get the house in the divorce, but I won't be able to keep it without Kathy's paycheck to help. What I need to do is refinance and get the payments down to where I can handle them on my own. I've looked into it and it can be done if I can get the principal down some.
"That's where I need your help Carl. You are always saying that your house is almost paid off so you should be able to take out a second on it and give me forty thousand so I can pay down the principal on this house."
"What the fuck are you smoking? No fucking way am I going to do that!"
"You of course don't have to do it that way. I can just name you in the divorce and then sue you for alienation of affections. Who knows? I may get even more out of it if I go that route."
"Are you fucking mad?" Kathy yelled. What divorce and why are you threatening Carl?"
"To answer your questions my loving wife the divorce is the one I filed for yesterday. The grounds by the way are adultery. The suit against Carl would be for fucking you."
"You are out of your fucking mind" Kathy snarled and Carl was close behind with "No way. No fucking way!"
During all of this poor Audrey was sitting there with a shell-shocked look on her face.
"Too bad" I said, "I had hoped that Carl would have said that he would be happy to help me, but I guess not. I guess we all need to go into the living room so I can show you something."
I got up to go into the house, but no one got up to follow so I said to them:
"You really should come and see what is going to go out in the mail on Monday if we don't reach some sort of agreement this afternoon."
I went into the house and was sitting on the couch with the TV on and the remote for the DVD player in my hand when they came in.
"Have a seat and get comfortable" I said as I hit the play button on the remote. On the screen the footage of Kathy fucking Carl showed. I gave it a minute and then fast forwarded to the footage of Katy sucking on Carl's dick while Tony fucked her in the ass. I gave it thirty seconds or so and then fast forwarded to the gangbang. I glanced at Carl and his face was livid. Kathy was sitting there with her face in her hands crying and Audrey just sat there stunned.
"Now that you see what I have there are some decisions to make. Kathy, you have to decide whether or not you fight the divorce. If you decide to fight it a copy of this DVD will go out to every member of your family. They are already down on you for marrying an agnostic. How do you think they will behave when they find out that you are an adulteress? Don't fight it and you can tell them that you divorced me for cheating on you and if asked I won't deny it. I'll be gone, but you won't have lost your family."
I stopped the DVD and turned to Carl. "You have to decide how I get my forty grand. Voluntarily or through an alienation of affections suit. Or of course you can tell me to fuck off and die. If that is the case copies of the DVD will go to the chairman of the board and the president and CEO of your company. In addition a copy will go to all the wives of the men who were at your gangbang (and I named them all off) and they may come looking for you for causing problems in their marriages. Not to forget Gloria's hubby. I hear that he is a mean motherfucker and is very possessive where his wife is concerned. I'll need a decision before you leave."
"You really are a low life son of a bitch aren't you."
"Me? I'm not the one fucking another man's wife behind his back. I'm not the one who told Kathy that she had to fuck your friends or you wouldn't give her any more of your big dick. Oh no Carl; if anyone here is a low life son of a bitch it is you."
I stood up and said, "That was thirsty work. I believe I'll have another margarita. You decide what you want to do and let me know before you leave. I wasn't joking about mailing out stuff on Monday. By the way; you can have the DVD in the player. It is only a copy and I have lots more."
I went into the kitchen and used the blender to make some fresh margaritas and I was sitting on the patio sipping on one when Carl came out.
"You will have to give me some time to come up with the money."
"I'll give you two weeks."
"It will take longer than that to refinance and you know it."
"Okay. It took me five weeks to close on this house. I'll give you five weeks, but I'm not a trusting soul anymore Carl; not after the number that you and Kathy did on me, so I'll tell you up front that arrangements have been made to see that the DVDs get mailed out if anything happens to me. You best pray that I don't hit by a bus or have some other fatal accident,"
He left and I sat there for another half hour drinking my margaritas and enjoying the view before Kathy came out and sat down. She was red eyed from crying and she wouldn't look at me as she said, "I'm sorry."
"You are just sorry that you got caught Kathy."
"I don't want a divorce Dean. I love you. It was only a fling. A chance to experience something that I'd never had and wasn't likely to ever see again. It didn't cost you Dean. I took care of you. You didn't go without."
"I was doing without until the night you came home and saw those empty beer bottles and then all of a sudden it was I'd better take care of Dean or he might wonder why I'm not. You have been giving me what you have out of guilt or because it turns you on to give me sex after Carl has used you. Either those or a desperate need to keep me away from your cunt so I wouldn't find out how loose you were down there."
"That was part of it. I couldn't let you feel what he had done to my pussy, but the other wasn't out of guilt. I love you Dean; honest to God I do and I don't want a divorce."
"All I can say Kathy is that is just too bad, because you are getting one. As I told you in the living room your only choice in the matter is whether we go the easy way or the hard way. You can fight it, but you can't stop it. My attorney says that the DVD I gave him makes it a slam dunk for me. What you need to do now is go pack. You can sleep in the guest bedroom tonight, but tomorrow you need to find another place to stay."
"You really are going to do it? You really are going to kick me out even though I love you?"
"Yes I am."
"Where will I go?"
"Go live with Carl. You seem to prefer him to me anyway. Or you could go home to your parents. They will greet you with open arms when you tell them you have left your cheating agnostic husband."
"Don't make me leave Dean. Please don't make me leave."
"Sorry Kathy, but you made that choice the first time you spread your legs and gave it up to Carl."
I got up and left her sitting there crying.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog.
Kathy was served and she didn't fight the divorce. She did go home to mom and dad and they did welcome her although she had to hear "I told you so" ten or fifteen times a day. She did what I told her to do and told them she left after catching me cheating on her. When one of her brothers saw me at Wal-Mart he came up to me and asked me how I could have done that to his sister. I just shrugged and said I was weak and couldn't resist a girl who was throwing herself at me. He just shook his head and walked away.
The divorce went through with the asset split being sixty-eight percent in my favor and I did get the house. The judge did rule that Kathy was to get ten percent of the equity in the house. Our equity was $62,165.00 so I had to give Kathy $6,217.00.
Carl did come through with the 40K although he did try to get out of it. I drove through his neighborhood once or twice a week and got downloads from the repeater hidden in his garage attic so I knew what was going on. I had the satisfaction of hearing him tell Kathy to "Fuck off and die" for being the cause of his money problems, but the most interesting conversation was the one he had with Audrey. He called her a stupid, dumb cunt for allowing me to put in the cameras. She told him that it was all his fault for the way he was behaving with Kathy.
"I was losing you to her and I had to stop it."
"Well you might just have lost me anyway. What you are going to do is go over to Dean's place, knock on the door and tell him I kicked you out because of what you did and that you have no place to stay. He's a sucker so he will take you in. You work your way into his good graces and find out where he keeps those damned DVDs. When you have them you can come home, but not until."
"You can't mean that."
"Oh yes I can."
I was not surprised when Audrey showed up at my door. She told me her sad story and Dean, the sucker, took her in. I told her she could have the guest bedroom until she could find a place of her own.
The night after I'd gone to bed Audrey made her first move to 'get in my good graces' as Carl had told her to do. She came into my room and got in bed with me.
"I hate sleeping alone" she said as she reached for my cock.
Audrey fucked me every night and every morning for the next three days. On the fourth she asked if she could watch the DVD that I had.
"I especially want to watch the gangbang part."
She watched me closely as I went over to the book case and pulled out a book. Knowing her game plan ahead of time I'd cut several pages out of the book and had put the DVD in their place. I put the DVD in the player and then sat back and watched it with Audrey.
"That is so fucking hot" she said as she unzipped me and took out my already stiffening cock. She stroked it while watching Kathy eat Gloria while one of the guys at the gangbang took her dog fashion. I couldn't tell if he was in Kathy's cunt or ass, but Audrey, who had been there, knew and she got down on the floor on her hands and knees and said:
"Do me like Kathy while we watch. Fuck my ass baby just like Howie is taking Kathy's."
"I'll go get the KY."
"Don't need KY baby. Just go slow and be gentle at first. You'll know when to pick up the pace."
I eased into her and slowly worked it back and forth for a couple of minutes and then she started pushing her butt back at me. A minute later she cried:
"Now baby, now! Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass."
I started pounding her butt and she moaned, "Oh God yes, yes, harder, fuck my ass harder, OH GOD YES!!!"
I fucked her as hard as I could and she screamed out "YESSSSS" as she had an orgasm. It was a first for me. As often as I'd fucked Kathy in the pooper she had never had an orgasm from it. Thirty seconds after Audrey screamed out I pumped what felt like a gallon of sperm deep into her bowels. I stayed into her until I was limp and then I fell to the floor beside her and as I tried to catch my breath Audrey said:
"I love it in my ass, but I don't often get it so thank you baby."
"I would think with all the playing around you did with Carl and his friends that you would have gotten all the butt fucking that you wanted."
"I didn't. Carl is way too big and the first time he did it to me in the butt he hurt me bad. Since then I don't let him have my ass and his position is that if he can't have it no one can have it and he sees to it that no one goes there. If you wash it and I get it back up can we do it again?"
"Absolutely!"
I got up and keeping my body between Audrey and the DVD played I pretended to eject the DVD and then I walked over to the book case and pretended to put the disc away. Using the old 'hide in plain sight' trick I left the DVD in the player. Not that it mattered since it was only one of many copies. I put the book back on the shelf, but left it about a half inch out of line with the rest of the books. I'd know if Audrey pulled the book out.
I did wash my dick. She did get me hard and I did do her ass again after which we went to bed, cuddled up together and fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day when I got home from work Audrey had dinner waiting and saying I needed to wash up I left the kitchen, but stopped by the bookshelf and saw that the book had been moved. I wondered what Audrey thought when she found the book empty. I also checked out several tell tales that I'd left in various places and it was obvious that Audrey had been doing some searching.
I debated telling her outright that she was wasting her time and that there was no way she could get into the safe deposit box at the bank where the original and all the copies were. Then I thought, Nah! She is a good cook and a fantastic bed buddy and I'd keep her around until Carl decided to let her come home.
A week went by with Audrey asking several times to watch the DVD and I always pulled it out of its most recent hiding place and played it. It almost always led to sex on the living room floor while we watched. Her favorite scene was Kathy eating out Gloria while the guy behind Kathy fucked her ass.
One night Audrey asked me if I would like for her to invite Gloria over so we could reenact the scene with her taking the part of Kathy and me being the guy in her butt. I was sorely tempted because Gloria was one hell of a hot looking lady, but if I played with her I'd be fucking a married woman behind her husbands back and I just wasn't made that way and I told it to Audrey. She gave me a funny look and then said:
"I once laughingly called you Mr. Straight Arrow, but you really are one aren't you?"
I shrugged and then she said, "How do you justify me? I'm married."
"Yes, but your husband kicked you out and that changes your status. You might be married, but you are separated and Carl has made no move to get you back. To me that makes you a free agent."
Then, on impulse, I ejected the DVD and gave it to her. "You can watch it if I'm not around and you are horny enough to use your fingers or your hairbrush. It's a copy and I have plenty more."



She was silent for a bit and then she softly asked, "You aren't really going to send off those copies are you?"
I got up and said, "Follow me" and I led her into the downstairs bedroom that I had turned into a home office. I showed her the box full of mailers that was on the floor next to the desk and then I pulled one out and handed it to her. She read the name and then said:
"Oh my God. His wife will kill him if she finds out."
"Let us hope that it doesn't come down to that. I wasn't bluffing Audrey. If Carl doesn't come through those mailers will be sent out."
"You don't care about the misery that it will cause their families?"
"Did they give a shit about me when they gangbanged my wife? I'm going up to bed. You coming?"
She followed me to the bedroom and then both of us did.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was still driving by Carl's house a couple of times a week and down loading from the repeater. I saw Carl with Gloria and several other ladies and I saw a couple of gangbangs, but I never saw Kathy there. She still called a couple of times a week begging me to let her come home. Always promising to make it up to me, but I always said "No thanks" and hung up on her.
Several times I heard the one sided conversation when Audrey would call and ask if she could come home. Carl always said, "Not until you have the DVDs that you are responsible for him having."
I decided to cut Audrey a break and I told her where the DVDs were. She called Carl and told them they were beyond reach and he told her:
"Tough shit! You don't get them; you don't get to come home."
After that I never again caught a one sided conversation between Audrey and Carl.
The weeks went by and then the five weeks that I'd given Carl were up. I called him and asked if he had the money and he told me that he was closing on the second loan in two days. I told him I'd give him three, but then I was done waiting.
"You'll get your fucking money" he snarled and hung up. Two days later at four in the afternoon a special messenger walked into my office and handed me an envelope. Inside there was a cashiers check for forty thousand. I left work, hit the bank, deposited the check and got the DVDs out of the safe deposit box.
Audrey had dinner ready when I got home and after we ate I told her I had stopped to get dessert on the way home. I went out to the car and got the box of DVDs and took them in the house and gave them to her.
"What's this?"
"Your dessert. It's all there. The original and all the copies. You can go home now."
She stared at me and then she said, "You know. You've known all along. But how?"
"We just pretended to take the recording devices out. They are still there. I wanted to know what Carl was plotting and planning. Believe it or not I'm going to miss you Audrey. I wish you the best."
I got a beer out of the fridge and headed out to the patio. As I took the first pull on the PBR I heard Audrey's car start. Oh well, it had been fun while it lasted.
I was watching the sun slowly disappear behind the mountains when I heard:
"I kept one for myself."
I turned to see Audrey standing there holding a DVD.
"Want to watch it with me? Interesting things happen when we watch it together."
"What are you doing here?"
"On my way to the house it occurred to me that Carl never did intend to let me come home if I didn't have the goods for him. If he could be that way he obviously didn't love me and even though I loved him I couldn't stay with someone who could treat me like that. I rang the doorbell and when he came to the door I handed him the box and told him he would hear from my lawyer when I got one and then I hot-footed it back here. I know you don't love me, but we are good together. Want to watch this with me?" and she held up the DVD.
I did.
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I was sitting at a table in the student cafeteria eating lunch and reviewing the notes I'd taken during Mallory's Business Law III when someone pulled out a chair and sat down across from me. I looked up and into the most startling blue eyes I had ever seen. They belonged to a girl I'd never seen before. Actually she wasn't a girl, she was a woman. I'd guess maybe twenty-four or twenty-five.
"Harold right? She asked.
"No," I replied, "Its Herman."
"Sorry. I'll have to thump the person I got my information from. I wonder what else I got wrong from my source. May I call you Herm?"
I nodded my head yes and she said, "You are a Business Management Major, you live in the dorms, are here on a half a dozen scholarships, work in the school cafeteria for spending money. Again, right?"
"Not completely. I don't live in the dorms. I have a house. The rest of it is right."
"No car and don't have enough money to date much. That about right?"
I nodded another yes and then asked, "Who are you and what is this all about?"
"My name is Samantha and I want to offer you a job."
"What kind of a job?"
"An actor in a porn flick."
"What?!!!"
"You heard me right. An actor in several porn films with me. They are specialty films and as such they require a certain feel to them and you are perfect for what I need. I'll need you maybe two nights a week for about six weeks and I'll give you five hundred a week. Think about it. I have a one o'clock in the Harris Building so I have to run, but if you are interested meet me at O'Malleys at seven tonight. Hope to see you there" and she stood up and left.
As she walked away I scoped out her marvelous ass as I rolled the "I want you to act in several porn films with me" in my mind. I hadn't been laid in a year and the though to of me being buried in that ass, even if it was being filmed, did appeal to me.
She disappeared through the cafeteria doors and as I turned back to my lunch and my notes I wondered who the asshole was who was playing jokes on me. I put it out of my mind and concentrated on my notes on contract law.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Even knowing that I was going to be the butt of a practical joke I still showed up at O'Malley's to see what the next part of the joke would be. I walked into the place expecting to see half a dozen of my friend waiting for me with big smiles and waiting to say "Gottcha" and laugh. I didn't see a soul that I knew except for the girl who said her name was Samantha.
She was alone in a booth toward the back and there were no people in the booths around her. As I took the seat across from her she smiled at me and said:
"You came. Does that mean you are interested?"
"To be honest I'm here because I was thinking that I was being set up for a practical joke and I was curious to see what the next part of it would be."
"No joke Herm. I was dead serious about what I said to you in the cafeteria. I need some one just like you to work with me in a series of porn films."
"Some one just like me?"
"No lies here Herm, and I don't want you to take this wrong, but you have the look that I'm looking for. You are attractive enough to have drawn the attention of a girl like me, but you also look a little on the wimpish side and that's what I need. A guy that it would be reasonable to believe that he could have a girl like me, but who also looks like he could be bossed around. Pussy whipped I believe is the term used."
"Pussy whipped?"
"Have you heard the term "cuckolded husband?"
I nodded a yes.
"There is a big demand for cuckold type photo galleries and films. I can give you the addresses of a dozen sites that follow that genre. I want to make a series of those types of films and galleries and I need some one to play the part of the cuckolded husband."
"You want to pay me five hundred a week to pretend to be your husband and fuck you?"
"No Herm, I don't want to mislead you on this, but I'll be paying you to act as my husband, but you won't be fucking me."
"I don't understand."
"You do know what a cuckold is right?"
She saw from my facial expression that I wasn't sure so she went on, "One definition of a cuckold is a man who knowingly lets his woman fuck other men. A good cuck will watch and even help out."
"Help out?"
"Guide the other men's cocks into his wife. Clean her out after it is over."
"Clean her out?"
"You know; go down on her and suck all the goo out of her."
"Sorry. Don't think I can do that."
"You don't have to. That's why it is called acting. You get down into place and then the camera is positioned so that it looks like you are doing it."
"I don't know. It doesn't sound like something I could do."
"Sure you can. You will do maybe four hours worth of work and get five hundred. That's one twenty-five an hour and you can't beat that with a stick."
"I still don't understand what I'd have to do."
"Basically you stand around looking like a wimp while I treat you like my personal servant. I'll give you an overview of one of the first films in the series. You are having a poker game at the house. I was supposed to go out for the night, but things fell through and I decided to stay home and act as hostess. A couple of hours into the game and after every one has had several drinks one of the guys will say something like "You look good enough to eat Bonnie." Bonnie is my screen name and I'll say something like "You any good at it?" The guy will say that he has never had any complaints and then I'll say that I'm just going to have to see for myself."
Every one at the table will look at look at you and then I'll say, "Bobby won't mind, will you honey?" Bobby is going to be your screen name by the way. You will look like you want to puke, but you will say something along the lines of "Of course not dear. Whatever you want" and the guy and I will leave the room. The other guys at the table will say things like, "She do this often?" or maybe "You let her get away with shit like this?" You will mumble something like "I can't stop her." They will look at you disgusted and then the camera cuts to the bedroom where me and the guy are getting it on.
One by one the other guy's will leave the table and come to the bedroom to watch. Then they will start asking if they can join in and I'll say "Maybe next time. I'll need a little time to prepare Bobby for it" and that will set up the next film in the series."
"And I get five hundred for just that?"
"And you will have to pretend to be cleaning me with your mouth when the fucking is done."
"Just pretend right?"
"That's all Herm, just pretend."
"When would this start?"
"Next week Tuesday if you say yes. I'll get together with you Monday and go over the script so that we can hit the ground running on Tuesday. When can you let me know yes or no?"
"Right now. Count me in. One thing though. This is all under the table right? No taxes or any of that crap."
"You'll get the full five Herm. In cash. Let's exchange phone numbers so we can stay in touch."
"I don't have a phone. You will just have to catch me here at the cafeteria" and I gave her my work schedule.
"Maybe when you get your first five hundred you can get a cell phone."
"I would like to know something."
"What?"
"Just who you were getting your information about me from."
"You will see on Wednesday when you show up for filming."
"So I know him then?"
"Yes you do and I think you are going to be surprised."
"Why?"
"Think of every one you know and then try to figure out which one might be working in porn." She stood up and said, I'll catch you Monday. See you then."
As she walked away I did what she said and tried to think of who I knew that might do porn films and I couldn't think of a one. Then I smiled as I thought how many of them would have ever figured me for a male escort. Thinking of that took me back in time to a place where things had been a whole lot better.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I never knew my father. He caught the wind the day my mom told him that she was pregnant and she never saw him again. She went to work and raised me as a single mom.
We never wanted for anything. We had a nice home in a good part of town and mom always had a new or fairly new car. She traded her old one in every three years. She always had nice clothes to wear and so did I. She told me that she worked in an office as a personal assistant to the owner of the company.
I guess she didn't miss my father all that much, if at all, but she never married. She did date a lot, but I guess no one caught her fancy.
I was your typical kid. Ran around with my friends, played sports and chased girls. I was a better than average student and I lettered in football, baseball and basket ball. Mom gave m a good allowance and life was good for me and the only bad spot was when my appendix ruptured and I ended up falling back a year in school.
The day after my eighteenth birthday I found out what my mom did for a living. It was one of those spring days when spring fever grabbed you by the throat and knowing that mom wouldn't be home I skipped school and went home. I'd been there maybe an hour when the phone rang and without thinking "Hey, you aren't supposed to be here" I automatically answered it.
"Hello?"
"Is Jan there?"
"No she isn't."
"Who are you, her manager?"
"Her manager" I said and it was supposed to have come out as a question, but to the caller it must have sounded like a statement.
"This is Tony B and I need her for the day on Thursday. There will be two of us and Carl is really into anal sex. I know Jan charges extra for anal so make sure that she knows. Tell her nine at the Four Seasons in the restaurant. Whoa, I didn't ask. She is free for Thursday right?"
"Yes sir, she has nothing scheduled for Thursday" I said not knowing if she did or didn't. He said goodbye and hung up.
I sat there as the call bounced around in my head. Mom charged extra for anal sex? That could only mean one thing. My mom was a prostitute! The next thought wasn't one of disgust, dismay or even disillusionment. I looked at the house and what we had and the new cars and thought:
"She is a prostitute, but she must be a damned good one to make the money that gave us the standard of living that we had."
I was no different from any other teenager with raging hormones. My mom was a sexy looking woman and I had accidently seen her naked a couple of times and the sight of her naked body had fueled many a masturbatory session and like a lot of other guys I'd even entertained the thought that I'd like to make love to my mother. The thought of my mom taking Carl in her ass gave me a raging hard on and I took my cock out and stared beating my meat as I imagined mom on her hands and knees sucking Tony B's cock while Carl was pumping her ass.
I was sitting there, eyes closed, imagining and whacking away when I heard:
"My God Herman; what's gotten into you?"
I opened my eyes and saw my mom standing there looking at me. If it had been a minute or so earlier I would have dropped my cock and hastily tried to cover up, but I was a nano-second from getting my nut and there isn't a guy alive who doesn't know that at that time all that counts is the release. Your mind at that exact instant in time isn't all that clear either and it isn't working all that well. When I heard "What's gotten into you?" I said without thinking "You" and just as I said it I came and I'll swear that it went a foot straight up and then of course what goes up must come down and it did all over my lap.
My mom stood there looking at me stunned. "Me? You were doing that because of me?"
I still wasn't thinking clearly and I said, "You and Carl."
"Me and Carl? Who is Carl?"
By then my mind was starting to think a little more clearly. I realized that Tony B, whoever he was, would sooner or later talk to mom and she would find out about the phone call so I figured that I might as well tell her. When I was done she shook her head and I could see that she was about to cry.
"You were never supposed to know. Oh my God; you were never supposed to know. Whatever are you going to think of me now? And jerking off to an image of me and some guy named Carl who I don't even know. "Oh my God!" And she ran off to her bedroom crying.
I cleaned up my mess and then headed to my room. As I passed mom's room I heard her still crying and, doing something that I had never done before, I went into her room without knocking. She looked so pitiful lying on the bed sobbing that I got on the bed with her, took her in my arms and held her. She cried into my shoulder until she was all cried out and fell asleep. I eased away from her, covered her up and went to my room.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning mom was in the kitchen making breakfast when I got up. When I walked into the room she pointed at a chair and said "Sit!" I sat down and she said:
"I'm sorry that you found out about me. I never intended that you would know. Now that you do know I have to make a couple of things perfectly clear to you. I am not ashamed of what I do. I've made a damned good living for us doing it. The second thing is that even though what I do may make you think less of me and lead you to believe I am some one with low or no morals there are lines that I will not cross. Yesterday when I caught you doing yourself you told me that it was because of the image of me having sex. Get that thought out of your head. You can imagine having sex with me all you want, but it is never going to happen! You are my son and I love you to death, but not in that way. Never in that way! Are you clear on that?"
"Yes ma'am."
"That out of the way I supposed that you have some questions for me. Ask them and I'll do my best to answer them."
Of course I had questions. Why? When? How long had it been going on? I sat there and listened as she told me the story.
She was in love with Charlie Snyder and they were going steady. They were seniors in high school and Charlie had said he was going to marry her when they graduated. He convinced her that since they would be getting married anyway they could start making love immediately. Mom got pregnant, told Charlie and two weeks later he was gone and his parents wouldn't talk to her.
She finished high school, had me and my grandmother baby sat while mom found a job. I was a year old when my grandparents went to a party one night and they died in an accident on the way home. Grandpa got drunk at the party, ran a red light on the way home and got t-boned by a beer truck. There was just enough insurance to bury them. Mom couldn't afford to keep up the house payments and the bank foreclosed.
Next she lost her job, fell behind on her car payments and apartment rent and was a hairs breadth away from being evicted and having her car reposed when the apartment manager offered her a deal. She could pay for the apartment with sex and he had friends who would pay well for a hot looking young chick. Mom was desperate so she took the deal. She did well at it and in a year she had paid off her car and had money in the bank.
One of her customers asked her to go to a party with him and she met a man there who knew what she was doing and asked her why a hot number like her was hooking out of her apartment instead of working as an escort and making much better money. He put her in touch with a man he knew who had an escort service and she went to work for him. In two years she had an established following and was constantly booked so when the owner of the service had a heart attack and died she struck out on her own She had more than enough repeat customers to maintain her standard of living and she was always getting referrals from her steady customers.
Mom told me that we were financially well off and that she had plenty of money set aside to pay for my college education. Then she asked if now that I knew what she did did it change my view of her. I told her no, and that in fact all that it made me think of was that I could never be one of her customers. She gave me a funny look when I said that, but didn't say anything.
Nothing changed between us other than I was now aware of what she was doing when she was at work that I wished I could also be doing. Not fucking her, but fucking. I was still a virgin and it didn't seem to matter how hard I tried I couldn't get rid of my cherry
One night, about six months after mom told me her story I was at home and horny. Mom was on 'a date' and I didn't expect her back for a couple of hours. I was sitting on the couch beating my meat when mom walked in on me. She looked at me, shook her head and said:
"I hope you aren't thinking of me while you are doing that."
The truth was that I was thinking of her. I'd never gotten the picture out of my mind of her that I had gotten after the phone call from Tony B. I still saw Carl pounding her ass while she sucked on Tony B and I whipped off to it a couple of times a week. I knew it made mom uncomfortable thinking that I was jacking off to her so I lied and told her I was fantasizing about one of the cheerleaders at school.
She asked me why I jacked off so much and I told her that until I could finally get rid of my cherry that whacking off was my only sexual relief.
"You are still a virgin?"
"I'm afraid so."
"But why? You are a good looking young man and I was sure that you were getting plenty."
"Don't know ma; I just can't seem to get a girl interested."
"I never would have guessed it. Well, we can't have that. We will just have to do something about that."
I smiled and waited for her to start taking off her clothes, but it didn't happen.
Two days later when I got home from school she sat me down and said:
"I'm going to ask you to do something that you are going to think is weird. I want you to go on a double date with me."
"A double date? I don't understand."
"I have a client who always comes to town with his wife. She goes off to find a sweetie for the night while Bob and I do our thing. They are coming to town and I want you to take care of Linda while I take care of Bob."
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am. I've already talked to Linda and she knows that you are a virgin and she can't wait to get her hands on you."
A chance to lose the hated title of virgin? And it was set up by my mother? How hinkey was that! Of course I said yes.
"When?
"Tomorrow night. We will meet them in the restaurant at the Hilton at six-thirty. Sports coat and tie. Okay?"
They were already there when we arrived. I was introduced to Bob and Linda, but not as mom's son. I was supposed to be the kid from next door who had the obvious hots for her, but she was too friendly with my parents to do me. Later Linda told me that mom said that I had confessed my virgin status and almost begged her to take my cherry. One night Linda had told my mom that she was tired of the hit or miss bar scene and she just wished she could find some hot young stud she could 'go steady with' when she was in town and that's when mom told her about me. Like I said, I found that out later.
As we were introduced I saw that Linda was about mom's age and that she was a sexy looking lady. I wondered why her husband wanted to fuck other women when his wife was to die for. Whatever, she was going to cure the malignant disease I had. You know, virginity.
We had a pleasant meal and mom and Linda chatted about girl type stuff while Bob and I talked sports. After coffee and dessert Linda said:
"You two have fun. Herm and I need to be going."
She stood up and offered me her hand. I looked at mom and she winked at me. I stood up, took Linda's hand and she led me to the elevators.
I can't even begin to describe the trip to paradise that Linda took me on that night. She had me undress her slowly and then she undressed me. She told me not to be embarrassed because the first couple of times would be quick, but my recovery time would also be quick. She went to her knees and sucked my cock and I'm embarrassed to say that I was indeed quick. She swallowed my output and as she stood she said:



"That got the first fast one out of the way. Now I'll show you how to return the favor when a girl does that for you."
She led me through how she liked her pussy eaten and cautioned me that other women might like it done differently, but what she was giving me was the basics.
"If you want to impress them ask them what they would like and don't just munch down."
After several minutes of eating her pussy (and I will admit to some trepidation when she told me I had to eat her -- guys didn't really do that did they?) she said she was ready. I mounted her and then started slamming into her, but she stopped me and told me to slow down.
"Take it easy and go slow at first and then pick up speed after both of us are settled into a rhythm."
Again, I came too fast, but she told me not to worry and that it would get better. And thank God that it did. We went four times that night and the fourth time lasted almost fifteen minutes.
I met mom in the coffee shop at six and as we had breakfast she asked me how things had gone and I told her that I hadn't wanted to stop. She smiled at me and said:
"Maybe you won't have to."
"What does that mean?"
"We'll see."
When we got home mom handed me five one hundred dollar bills.
"What's this?"
"I don't do it for free kiddo, and you aren't going to either."
"Five hundred for doing what I would have been willing to pay to do?"
"With any luck sweetie that won't be the last. Linda and Bob will be in town for another two days. I won't be seeing Bob again, but Linda wants to see you again on both days. Are your grades good enough that you can miss two days of school?"
I was wrung dry when Linda left town. She taught me cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, doggie and what she called the rear leg lift. We did anal and sixty-nine, but I balked when she wanted to try water sports. Luckily she didn't hold that against me. She spent a lot of time teaching me how to treat a woman properly and it was to stand me in good stead.
A week later mom asked me if I wanted to have a date that night and of course I said yes. Her name was Helen and she was close to fifty and I guess she was apparently happy with me because before the night was over she told me that she would be using me more often. I also found out from her that she thought that I was from an escort agency that she and her husband often used. I came to realize that my mom was the agency she was referring to.
From then on mom set me up on the average of once a week and I never got less than five hundred dollars for doing what I would happily done for free or even have paid for. I saw Linda on the average of once a month and once she even offered to set me up in an apartment to be her full time boy-toy and while I was sorely tempted I didn't want to move to Chicago.
++++++++++++++++++++
Things went great for over a year and then disaster hit me. Mom was run down by a hit and run driver and died at the scene. So there I was at nineteen and a half still a senior in high school and orphaned. I had no other living relatives and I was totally on my own.
I had to make the arrangements for my mom's funeral and all of that. I didn't think I needed to worry about money because mom had led me to believe that we had plenty. She had told me that we had enough to carry me all the way to a PHD if that was what I wanted and the house was paid for, but when I started digging I couldn't find it.
I did find that she had set me up with a trust fund that would pay me five hundred thousand when I turned thirty, but there wasn't much else. She had thirty-two hundred in savings and eleven hundred in checking, but mom had no will that I could find so I ended up having to hire an attorney to get me access to her accounts. She had a ten thousand dollar life insurance policy in my name and it took all of that plus the four thousand that I had saved up to buy a car to pay for mom's burial expenses.
I thought that I'd come out okay because I would have mom's car, but that didn't work out either. I found out that she didn't buy a new car every three years -- she leased cars. Mom's car had to go back to the dealership and I even owed some fees on it.
When the dust cleared I had my name on the house and six hundred in the bank. The lawyer's fees ate up what was in mom's checking and savings accounts. My career as a male escort was over because it had all come through mom. Basically I was stone broke. I was able to start college because I had scholarships and I was able to get a job in the student cafeteria that included my meals. I put the house up for sale, but because of the economy it wasn't moving.
Samantha's offer of five hundred for acting in her movies was a godsend.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Samantha caught me during my shift at the cafeteria and we arranged to meet Monday after I got off work. She handed me several pages stapled together and it wasn't quite what I expected. I was expecting a script that described each scene complete with dialog, but what I got was a description of what would be going on. The dialog was strictly ad lib according to the circumstances and situation.
"Is this it?" I asked.
"What did you expect? This isn't some Hollywood big budget epic. It's a fuck film and all that the people who are paying to watch it or buy it want to see is a sexy looking slut taking some dick. I try to make it look real instead of fake, but that's as far as I go."
She went on to explain what would happen and what I would be expected to do and say. My dialog was going to be "Yes dear," "Whatever you say dear" and "Whatever you want dear." I was to say it with a hang-dog look and that I should try and make it look like even though I was agreeing I was hating it.
She ran through how the series was going to go and then she told me that if the series went as well as she hoped she might add to it and I could have even more pay days if I wanted. She gave me an address and told me to be there by six and I told her I couldn't make it before six forty-five because my shift at the cafeteria wasn't over until six-thirty. She thought for a minute and then said that six forty-five would work.
When I got to the address I found that it was a private residence. I rang the bell and Samantha answered the door. She was wearing nylons, high heels and a bathrobe.
"Good. You are here and we are ready to shoot our first scene."
She led me into a large bedroom where there were several people and a couple of cameras set up.
"This is going to be different than what I told you about. The guy for what was supposed to be shot tonight had something come up and he couldn't make it. We will do his scene tomorrow and do the poker game tonight."
She took off the bathrobe and I got instant wood. She was incredible! Firm tits that stood out from her chest like the heads of torpedo's and tipped with nipples that looked to be about an inch long. Her shaved pussy looked mouth-watering and I was immediately sorry that I wasn't going to be one of the guys fucking her.
"This is the last scene in the second of the series. Abe has just finished fucking me and I've called on you to do your duty and clean me out with your mouth."
There was a bowl of stuff on the dresser and as she picked up a turkey baster she said:
"This is a mixture of KY lotion, egg whites and cornstarch. It looks just like cum."
She filled the baster, lay down on the bed and put the baster inside her pussy and pumped the baster's contents into her. She pulled the baster out, handed it to one of the guys in the room and then squeezed her muscles until some of the stuff ran out of her. It did look like cum leaking out of her pussy.
Ignore the camera's Herm. Just pretend there is no one but the two of us here in this room. Can you do that?"
"No problem."
I could say that and mean it because I was used to having people watch me. Bob used to like watching me and Linda and in fact he did do a lot of what I was going to pretend to be doing with Samantha.
"We ready guys? Roll them."
"Rolling" the two guys with the cameras said and then Samantha called out "Get in here Bobby" which was going to be my screen name. I walked up to the bed and Samantha smiled up at me.
"He fucked me good Bobby. He came a lot. See?" she said as she spread her legs and pointed to the mixture running out of her. She drug a finger through it and held the finger up to me. "Taste it Bobby." I hesitated and she said, "I said taste it Bobby" in a forceful tone. With obvious reluctance I bent my head, took her finger in my mouth and as I sucked it clean Samantha said:
"That's a good boy. Now do your duty Bobby."
I let go of her finger and stood there looking down at her. I made no move to do what she wanted.
"Don't make me ask you again Bobby. You know what I expect. Now do it!"
"Yes dear" I said as I got on the bed. Still I hesitated and she grabbed my head and pulled it down to her pussy and said:
"Eat you little mother fucker, eat!"
I ate her pussy while the cameras moved in and got a close up of me slurping up the mixture. After two minutes or so Samantha said:
"Good boy Bobby, but you didn't do it when I first told you to do it so no pussy for you this week. Now go and run a bath for me."
I stood up and said "Yes dear" and then one of the guys on the cameras called out "Cut" and Samantha sat up and asked:
"How did it look?"
"Perfect" one of the camera guys said. "I don't know where you found him, but he is a natural at this."
"You been holding out on me Herm? Have you done this before?"
I smiled at her and said, "A guy's got to have some secrets."
She gave me a long look and then said, "Okay guys, let's move it to the dining room."
In the dining room the table was set up for cards and there were five guys sitting there talking. I was introduced to them as the cameras and lights were set up and then Samantha said:
"Okay guys; let's make it look real."
I looked around the table and then said, "Same as always. Dollar, five and ten. Three raises, no check and raise and dealers choice. Pony up gents."
The guys each gave me a hundred and I gave them poker chips and then we cut the cards for the deal. We played four hands, I won two of them, and then Samantha walked into the room in heels and a little black dress. I looked at her and asked:
"What are you doing here? I thought you were going out with the girls."
Barb and Sue called and cancelled so I decided to stay home. I can play hostess. Any one need another beer?"
Every one said yes and she left the room and came back with six beers. As she set them down on the table the one named Abe said:
"Damn Bonnie (her screen name) you look good enough to eat tonight."
"You guys are always saying garbage like that, but when it comes time to do it you all run."
"Not this guy. When I say it I mean it."
"You any good at it?"
"I've never had any complaints."
"I guess we are going to have to find out if I'm going to be the first to have to do that. Come on; let's take it to the bedroom and see if all you are is a braggart or if you are telling the truth."
Every one at the table looked at me and Samantha said, "Don't look at Bobby. He won't mind. Right Bobby?"
I tried to look dejected as I said as I said, "No dear."
The camera followed Bonnie and Abe as they headed for the bedroom and then cut back to me sitting there looking dejected. With my head down I said:
"My deal. Five card draw with jacks or better to open. Ante up."
As the guys threw in their chips I started dealing the cards. As the cards fell on the table one of the guys said:
"You let her get away with shit like that?"
I looked down and mumbled, "I can't stop her."
The guys picked up their cards and were looking at them when one of them said, "Fuck this shit! I gotta see this" and he threw in his hand and got up and headed for the bedroom. The other guys looked at each other, tossed in their cards and got up and followed him.
I watched them go and then said, "I guess I win" and I raked in the pot. One of the camera guys called out "Cut." One of the camera guys came over to me and said:
"You have done this before haven't you?"
It was a statement and not a question so I gave him an honest answer and said "No."
"You sure can't prove it by what I've just seen."
The crew all moved to the bedroom and set up for the next scene. When things were set one of the guys called out "Ready to roll" and a few seconds later another of the camera men said "Rolling." The cameras caught Abe and Bonnie walking into the bedroom. Abe moved to take Bonnie in his arms and kiss her, but she pushed him away and said:
"None of that. I only kiss Bobby."
"You only kiss Bobby, but you fuck other guys?"
"We aren't here to talk about Bobby."
She lifted her dress, pulled off her panties, laid down on the bed and spread her legs. Abe started to undress and Bonnie said:
"Don't bother with that. You don't need to take your clothes off to eat me."
Abe hesitated and it was clear that he had expected to fuck Bonnie, but with everyone crowding into the room to watch he had to back up his boast. He got down and went to work. I don't know if he was any good at what he was doing or Samantha was a great actress, but it sure looked like he was getting her off. After several minutes she gasped:
"Get your fucking clothes off. I need you in me. I need you in me now!"
Abe stripped in record time and was on the bed and in her in a flash. They fucked for a while and Samantha (or Bonnie if you prefer) moaned, clutched and grabbed. Then Abe pulled out of her, got her up on her hands and knees and rammed it to her. She got very vocal at that point and the room rang with:
"Fuck me! Goddamn you fuck me. Fuck meeeeeee."
The camera panned to the group standing just inside the door watching and one guy said "God this is hot" and another one said, "She's hot. I want some" and a third guy said, "Think she'll do all of us?" and the fourth guy said, "We can ask."
The camera moved back to the bed where Abe was pounding away.
"Get ready you hot little bitch. I'm going to pump you so full of it that it will come out your ears."
"Do it damn you, do it!"
The camera moved up to Samantha's face and when it did Abe pulled out and came on the far side of Samantha's leg -- the side away from the camera -- and Samantha either had a real orgasm or faked a really good one. The camera panned over to the watching group. I wasn't supposed to be there -- my part was done when the group left the table -- but when the camera swung our way I lowered my head, looked sad and shook my head in a "How could you do this to me" way.
While the camera was on the group of watchers a guy ran up to Samantha with the turkey baster and filled her up. The camera cut back and zoomed in on the ooze running out of her pussy. Samantha laughed and said:
"Looks like Bobby has a big wet spot to sleep on tonight."
One of the guys watching asked, "Can I be next?" and another guy said "I want some too" and a third guy said "Hell, we all want some."
Samantha looked at them for a couple of seconds and then said, "Maybe next time. I'll have to prepare Bobby for something like that."
"Prepare? He's a fucking wimp. Just do it."
"He may be a wimp, but he's my wimp and if you expect to fuck his wife you had better be nice to him."
One of the cameramen, I found out later that his name was John and he was the chief cameraman, called out "Cut" and the group started to disperse. Samantha sat up and said:
"How did it look?"
One of the camera guys said, "I've seen and shot a lot of porn in my time, but this is some of the best I've ever seen. We definitely have a winner here."
Then she noticed me and said, "You still here?"
"No way I could leave after seeing how hot you looked in your heels and that little black dress. Some where in this six film series you just have to fuck your poor hubby at least once."
"Ya think? We'll see. It is an idea with possibilities. Tomorrow, same time and place and tomorrow you will find out that your job has some fringe benefits."
"Benefits? Like what?"
"Wait and see. You will be surprised."
She told me the basic scenario for the next days shoot and then I went home and with the image of Samantha in my mind I exercised my right hand -- twice!
+++++++++++++++++++++
Samantha had been right. When I got to the house the next evening there were two other women there and I knew both of them from shared classes. Ivy and Fran smiled when they saw me and Ivy said:
"Am I forgiven for steering Sam to you?"
"You were the one?"
"Guilty."
"No wonder I could never get you to date me. I guess I'd seem a pretty tame guy to a porn star."
"I'm not a porn star. All I d..."
"I see you've met my two jewels" Samantha said as she walked up to us. "I told you last night that your job had benefits and this is them."
"Benefits?"
"You ever heard the term 'fluffer?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact I have."
"Ivy and Fran are my fluffers. These two are the weirdest girls I know. They are both virgins and swear that they will walk down the aisle as pure as the driven snow, but they both love to suck cock. If you smile sweetly at them they will take care of you. You don't have time now though. We need to go over the scenario for tonight's shoot and then we will be ready for you to do your part.
"Tonight" Sam said, "My steady boyfriend will drop by for a visit. He has been here many times and he is familiar with the house and you. He will treat you like the wimp he thinks you are. Are you one of those 'manly men' or are you somewhat open minded?"
"I don't understand what you are asking."
"Okay. It will add a touch of realism to the scene tonight if my wimpy cuckold husband would take hold of Mike's cock and guide it into me. A 'manly man' would never be caught dead doing something like that, but a fairly opened minded guy might. It is something that a thoroughly cuckolded husband would do. What I'm asking is would you do it? You don't have to, but it would definitely add believability to the film if you would."
I thought about it and then said, "I'll do it, but there is a price."
"What?"
"I get to make love to you at least once before we are done. On film or not -- at least once."
"You really think that I'm that hot?"
"We both know the answer to that and you also know damned well that you are."
She contemplated me for a couple of seconds and then said, "Deal! You know where the bedroom is."
As she walked away I looked at Ivy and said, "She's joking right?"
Fran laughed and said, "Not a bit Hermie, not one little bit."
I looked from one to the other, shook my head and then headed for the bedroom.
It was a repeat of the night before. The mixture and the turkey baster and then the:
"Get over here Bobby. You know what to do. Do a really good job and I might change my mind about you not getting any pussy this week. Would you like that Bobby? Would you like a chance to fuck your wife?"
"You know I would."
"Then get down there and clean me out."
"Yes dear."
When it was over she said, "Very good Bobby. You can have an hour on Saturday night. Make sure that you have condoms."
"You don't make the others wear condoms."
"If you want my pussy Bobby, you WILL USE A CONDOM!"
"Yes dear."
The next scene was me answering the door bell and letting in her steady boyfriend.
"What's up Bobby" the man said when he walked in. "Here to fuck your wife again. You going to watch and cheer me on?"]
I gave him a nasty look and said, "She's in the kitchen" and then I walked away from him. As I walked away he said:
"Hey ass wipe! It isn't my fault that you can't do the job and your wife has to come to me to get what she needs."



Without turning back around I gave him the finger as I walked away. He walked into the kitchen and a minute later Bonnie hollered out:
"Get in here Bobby!"
I walked into the kitchen and Bonnie gave me a hard look and said, "Mike said you were disrespectful to him when you let him in. You know I won't stand for that. Now apologize to him."
I took a deep breath, looked down at the floor and said, "I'm sorry Mike. I didn't mean to be disrespectful."
"Look him in the eye when you say that Bobby."
"Yes dear" and I repeated it while looking into Mike's face.
"Good boy Bobby. Now go and turn down the bed and get the strappy high heels that Mike likes out of the closet. Then you can help me get ready."
I went into the bedroom and while the cameras set up Ivy showed me the high heels I was supposed to get. When the guy on the camera said ready I went out of the room and when he called out "Rolling" I walked into the bedroom, turned down the bed and got the high heels out of the closet and set them on the bed.
Bonnie and Mike walked in. "Get me ready Bobby" Bonnie said as she walked over to me. I slowly undressed her and when she was naked she sat down on the bed and said:
"Put my 'fuck me' shoes on me Bobby."
I picked up her heels, put them on her feet and then buckled the straps. Bonnie got on her hands and knees and Mike walked up behind her with his stiff dick leading the way. Bonnie looked at me and smiled as she said:
"You know what to do Bobby" and I walked over and took hold of Mike's cock with my left hand as Bonnie said, "Guide him into me Bobby. Good boy" she said as Mike pushed into her. "Go sit in the chair Bobby and watch a real man fuck me."
I went over and sat down on the chair. After a couple of minutes watching the two on the bed I decided that it was time to do some adlibbing. The cameras were on the couple on the bed and I waved to get John's attention. When he looked over at me I pointed at the tent in my pants and he smiled and nodded. The camera panned over to me and zoomed in on the obvious erection under my pants and then I surprised him and took it out and started jacking off while watching Mike fuck Bonnie. All the while two guys with regular cameras were walking around taking still pictures for the gallery portion of the porn site.
I make no excuses here. Samantha was one of the sexiest women I had ever laid eyes on and undressing her and putting her 'fuck me' shoes on her feet while staring at her shaved pussy got me going. Watching her tits sway as she turned her head from side to side sending her long hair swirling as Mike boned her had me hard as a rock.
After some footage of me sitting there and jacking off while watching my wife getting fucked the camera swung back to the action on the bed. John motioned for me to leave the room and I put my cock away, got up and left. I found Fran and Ivy waiting for me. I watched as they did 'rock, paper and scissors' and Fran won. Fran went to her knees in front of me, took my cock out and then stared at it.
"My God Herm; you should be in the other room being the star. How big is it?"
"One girl measured it and said she got twelve inches, but she measured from the base. From the top it only measures ten."
"It's just beautiful Hermie" she said and then she took me in her mouth and started sucking me off.
Ivy was smiling at me and she said, "I'm next."
The thing with Bonnie had me so hot that I only lasted a couple of minutes and Fran swallowed every last drop I spit out. She pulled away letting my limp dick fall from her mouth and Ivy went to her knees in front of me and took my dead dick in her mouth and went to work to make it alive again. It was just starting to come up when I heard "Cut" from the bedroom and then John's voice saying:
"Okay guys, set up for then next shot. Herm, we need you back in here."
I hesitated and Ivy said, "Go. I'll be here waiting when you get back."
I went back into the bedroom and John, the head cameraman pointed at the chair and I went over and sat down. John motioned for me to unzip and when I pulled out my half-hard cock he yelled:
"Ivy? We need you in here."
Ivy came into the room and saw what was needed and went to her knees in front of me. She captured my cock in her mouth and went back to working on it. It took several minutes, but she got me still and then left the room. John said:
"Do what you were doing okay?"
I nodded a yes and started stroking myself. On the bed Bonnie and Mike had apparently gone from doggie to missionary while I was out of the room and as soon as I started beating my meat for the camera it panned back to the bed where Mike was dicking Bonnie. Mike sped up and said:
"I'm coming you hot sexy bitch" and Bonnie cried out, "Give it to me; give it to me and fill me up."
The camera came back to me still whipping away and while the camera was on me Mike pulled out and Ivy dashed in with the turkey baster and filled Bonnie up. Mike pushed back into Bonnie and the camera went back to the couple on the bed. Mike pulled out and a bunch of fake cum oozed out of Bonnie's hole.
"Bobby" Bonnie said, "Be a dear and let loose of your thingy long enough to get us something to drink."
"Yes dear" I said as I stood up and put my dick away. I left the room and Fran handed me two glasses of water. I waited a minute or so and then went back into the room and gave Mike and Bonnie their drinks. Bonnie said:
"Thank you Bobby. You are just such a sweetie. Mike wants to do my ass next. Help me get ready for him please?"
John called out "Cut" and Bonnie got up from the bed. She gave me a funny look and then said:
"Why didn't you tell me that you were hung?"
"No need. You told me right at the start that I was only going to be playing a bit part and that I wouldn't be fucking you."
"I guess I did didn't I. Oh well, a subject for later. This next scene you are going to use KY lotion and your thumb and fingers to get my butt ready for Mike. It will no doubt get you stiff so Ivy or Fran will take care of you when you are done."
She got back on the bed in the doggie position and John handed me the bottle of lotion. He said:
"Places everyone. Okay. We are rolling."
"Come on Bobby. Get me ready for Mike's big beautiful cock."
I moved up behind her and went to work on her butt hole. After a minute or so I decided to adlib again. While working on her butt hole with my right hand I used my left to unzip. I took out my cock and rubbed it against her ass-cheeks. She felt it and she let me continue while she decided on how she wanted to play it.
"God damn you Bobby; get the fuck away from there. You know you can't have my ass."
In as whiney a voice as I could manage I said, "Why not Bonnie? You let everybody else have it. I'm your husband so I should be able to have it too."
"We have had this talk before Bobby and you know full well why you can't have my ass. I'm upset with you Bobby and I'm going to have to punish you for trying something you know you are not supposed to do. You will sleep in the spare bedroom for the rest of the week. Maybe no snuggling and cuddling for a week will make you think twice before doing something like this again. Now get away from me. Maybe Mike can take my mind off of what you just tried to do."
I slunk out of the room and found Ivy waiting for me. "Ready for me?" she asked.
"You bet. It's a shame though."
"Why?"
"Because now I can't ever date you. I mean you never would say yes before, but I planned on keeping on asking. I can't do that now."
"Of course you can" she said just before she took my cock in her mouth. I've had head plenty of times and it was always good, but Ivy's blow job was damned near state of the art. She brought me to the edge and then backed off only to bring me back to the edge again. Finally I couldn't take it any more and I grabbed her head and held it while I erupted. She swallowed every bit of it and then licked my cock clean. She stood up and said:
"You want to date me you have to kiss me. I mean right now."
I didn't understand what was going on, but I did want to date her so I took her in my arms and kissed her. She slipped me some tongue and I gave her some back. She broke the kiss and smiled at me.
"I know what you are thinking Herm and it is simple really. I'm a cocksucker and the taste of cum is always likely to be in my mouth. I make no excuses Herm. I love sucking cock and I love the taste of cum and any guy who spends time with me is going to have to kiss me and that means that he is going to taste other men and he is going to have to be able to handle it."
"Why have you always said no when I tried to get a date?"
"Because dates are always trying to get in your pants and I won't let them. I could just suck them off, but before long I would have reputation and I don't want that. I know that would happen because that is what happened to me in high school. I haven't dated anyone since high school because I don't want it to happen to me here. Sam is a sorority sister and we roomed together during one term. She knows about my not giving up my cherry until I'm married and she knows how much I love to have a cock in my mouth so when she went into porn she brought me along as her fluffer. It gives me all the cock I could possibly want. Nights when they shoot gangbang scenes I've had the cum of as many as twelve men in my mouth. Now that you know that about me you might not want to date me knowing that when you kiss me you might be tasting other men."
"I wanted to date you before finding out you suck cocks, so why, especially after finding out how good you are at it, wouldn't I want to date you now? You can always brush your teeth and gargle before we go out."
"That's the sticking point Herm. I don't suck cock because I love throbbing meat in my mouth; I do it because I love the taste of sperm. I walk around all day savoring the taste of what's coating my mouth and I don't brush my teeth until the taste fades."
"No problem. We can time our dates so that you will have time for the taste to fade."
"You still aren't getting the picture Herm. Sam has three porn sites up and running. This one you are in will be her fourth. She uses me on the average of four times a week. If we date there are bound to be times I haven't brushed my teeth or gargled. What I'm telling you is that if we date you will eventually be tasting some other guy's goo. That is why I said that any guy I date has got to be able to handle it."
"I still want to date you. I don't know if I can handle what you say I'll have to be able to handle until it happens."
Just then a call came from the bedroom. "We need you in here Ivy."
She went into the room and John said, "We need to get Mike back up sweetie."
Ivy went over to Mike and I saw that his cock was slick with the juices of him and Samantha. Ivy took him in her mouth and I remembered that Mike had been fucking Samantha in her ass when I left. I wondered if he came in Samantha's ass or had he pulled out, cleaned his cock and then went back to her pussy. While Ivy was working on Mike Samantha walked over to me. Watching her sexy naked body walking toward me with cum or the turkey baster mixture running down her leg got me instantly hard again. When she got to me she said:
"I won't be needing you again until next Tuesday, but I'll want to get together with you again before then to go over how the rest of the series is going to go. What day would be good for you?"
"Any day except Thursday or Friday. Those are my late days at the cafeteria."
"Saturday good for you?"
"Any time after three-thirty. I'm at the cafeteria until three and then I'll need a half hour to clean up and change."
"How about I pick you up at your place around four?"
"It will work for me."
She went back into the bedroom and a couple of minutes later Ivy came out. "This would be a good time to see if you can handle kissing me while I have another man's juices in my mouth."
"No thanks Ivy. When I left the room Mike was fucking Samantha in her ass. I might have been able to handle kissing you after your sucking a cock that came out of a pussy or that had cum in your mouth, but no way I'm kissing a mouth that sucked a cock that was just pulled out of a shitter."
She gave me a long look and then shrugged and said, "Whatever. Your loss. Get your fluffing from Fran from now on."
She walked away from me and I looked over at Fran who was sitting on the couch. She shrugged and said:
"If you want to date me the same rules apply, but even though I will fluff a dick that's been in an ass I won't do it until it has been washed clean. And I will brush my teeth and rinse out my mouth before a date."
"Thank God for that. I guess I'm done until next week. See you at school."
Fran smiled and said, "I've got nothing going on for the rest of the week."
"That an invitation?"
"Bet your ass it is."
"How about we have lunch at the cafeteria tomorrow and talk about it?"
"Eleven-thirty good for you?"
"That will work fine."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"So how did you get involved with Sam" I asked Fran.
"Ivy is a good friend of mine and she told me about what she was doing and I knew Sam so I told her that if she ever needed another girl to give me a call. I'm just like Ivy. I love the taste of sperm. I know I'll love the hell out of actual intercourse, but I made my mom a deathbed promise that I'll go into my wedding night a virgin and it is a promise that I'll keep."
"But if you promised to be a virgin how did you find out that you like the taste of sperm?"
"Where I went to high school if a girl didn't put out she didn't get asked out very often. I found out that if I wanted to go out on dates I had to do something. I got real good at giving hand jobs and then one guy that I really, really liked talked me into giving head. I did, he came in my mouth and the rest is history. I never got a reputation because I only did it with guys who went steady with me and only after we had been going together for a while. Enough about me; what about you?"
"Nothing to tell. Just a guy working his way through school. Never knew my dad and my mom died in an accident last year. No other living relatives. Just a pretty dull guy."
"Hardly dull. There has to be more to you than that. You took to what Sam has you doing pretty easily."
"An older woman relieved me of my virginity and then taught me everything she could. She and her husband were a little on the kinky side and he liked to watch so I'm used to being seen in sexual situations and sometimes he even told me what he wanted me to do. It was almost like he was being a director at times."
"She taught you?"
I nodded a yes.
"She teach you to eat pussy?"
Again I nodded a yes.
"You any good at it?"
"She never complained."
"I guess then that the only question is when are we going out?"
"Any days except Thursday and Friday. Those are my late shift nights at the cafeteria. And of course I won't be able to on the nights I have to work for Samantha."
"That would only be on Tuesday and Wednesday. She edits the film and puts it together on Thursday and Friday so she can post them to her sites on Saturday."
"That leaves us Saturday, Sunday and Monday and I guess we could have a late date after I get off my shift at eight so which one do you want?"
"I'll take tonight."
It was a fun date. Fran had a very bubbly personality, she was easy to talk to and she was very, very easy on the eyes. We went to dinner and then took in a movie before I took her home with me. Once I saw Fran naked I was sorry that all I was going to get were blow jobs.
DESC+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I drove her home I kissed her goodnight and she slipped me some tongue and went we broke the kiss she asked me:
"Can we do this again?"
"As often as you want" I said and we made a date for Friday. It was a repeat of our first date and I decided that I could be very happy with just Fran's blow jobs.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday Samantha picked me up at the house and drove us to the downtown Hilton. When I saw where we were going I thought of all the times I'd met Linda and all the other ladies my mom had set me up with at that very same place. Something must have shown on my face when I had that thought and Sam misread it.
"Don't sweat it Herm. This is a business dinner and I'm picking up the tab."
When we were seated and after we had ordered Sam asked, "So tell me Herm; how do you like being in porn?"
"The money comes in very handy."
"You have impressed John and he wants to use more of you. I have three other sites up and running and I can always use fresh talent. When I saw the size of your package I thought that maybe I could offer you more work. More active work if you know what I mean."
"What would that do to your cuck series? I'm guessing that your sites are linked so how is the viewer going to take my being a stud in one and a wuss in the other? Won't that kill the realistic feel that you are trying to get in the cuck series?"
"Well there is that, but after the cuck series has been up for a while I can use you in others and it shouldn't matter. That's something that we can come back to later. What I really wanted to talk with you about is the cuck series. Like I said, John is impressed with you and your instincts. Your doing the jack off thing was unexpected and added a lot to the feel of the film. Also your adlibs on the use of condoms and using my ass were just right for the situation.
"What I want to do tonight is give you an overview of the series and get your input as to what we can do to make it better. Also the more you know about what is coming the more you can think about what to add to it if you do decide to do more adlibbing. Make sense?"
"It does."
"Okay, you already know the start. I did my boyfriend in front of you to establish that you are a wimpy and subservient husband. The poker game is the third in the series. We had to shoot it when we did because of the availability of the players. Number two in the series is Mike and a friend of his. Then the poker game. The fourth one will be me and a couple of guys I picked up on a girl's night out. After which I'll tell you that I have decided to do all the players at the next poker game. The fifth will be the poker game gangbang. There will only be you and four other players and Abe won't be one of them. At the end of the gangbang I'll say that it is too bad that there weren't a few more guys. One of the guys will say that he has a friend that likes to play poker and that Abe will be at the next game and then ask me if six will be enough and I'll say that it will do.
"The sixth is another poker game gangbang and Abe will have brought a friend so there will be seven and when it is all over and I'm laying there a fucked out mess I'll look over at you sitting on the chair where I made you watch and I'll say something like you might as well come over Bobby and get some too. Then I might say something like "Just make sure that you put on a condom. You of course be upset because I'll be lying there with cum pouring out of me so why should you have to use a rubber. I'll say something like "If you want any pussy this week you will stop your whining and get over here."
"Then depending on how well the series is received we may do a couple more to extend the series. That's what I have in mind. Do you have any ideas?"
"A couple. These guys at the poker game are obviously guys I work with or friends of some sort so it would be natural for one or two of them to take me aside and ask me why I put up what you do. I can say something like I love you, can't live without you and the only way I can keep you is by letting you have your way. Another would be for Bobby to get some pussy behind your back. It would be normal, at least to my mind, for Bobby, even though he is in love with you, to resent what you are doing and strike back even if you don't know he is doing it. Have him get laid some night after work and before the game starts so he comes home in a good mood. Then of course you will tear that mood down during and after the game."



"Those are good ideas and I think that we will use them to extend the series. How about you start an affair with a girl and after a while she, knowing what I do to you, decides she is going to take you away from me. She confronts me, we fight, I subdue her and then turn her against you and the both of us treat you like a servant. Another gangbang maybe with the two of lying next to each other on the bed as we take on the guys. Damn Herm; I'm so glad that Ivy steered me to you."
She wiped her mouth with a napkin and said that she needed to use the ladies room. As soon as she was out of sight I felt a tap on my shoulder and a familiar voice said:
"How have you been stranger?"
I turned and saw Linda standing there.
To be continued...
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Sam wiped her mouth with a napkin and said that she needed to us the ladies room Sam wiped her mouth with a napkin and said that she needed to use the ladies room. As soon as she was out of sight I felt a tap on my shoulder and a familiar voice said:
"How have you been stranger?"
I turned and saw Linda standing there.
"I don't want to intrude, but I do want to talk to you." She hand me a slip of paper. "My cell phone number. Call me, okay?"
"Tomorrow morning good?"
"Anytime after nine."
She walked away just as Samantha came back.
"Who is the foxy lady?"
"A friend of my mother's. She saw me here and came over to say hi."
"I was afraid she wanted to take you away from me tonight."
"Take me away from you?"
"I told you I wanted to use you in some of my other films. Can't take fresh talent and put it to work without seeing how they perform. I took the liberty of getting us a room here for the night. How about it Herm? You ready for your audition?"
The woman flat wore me out. If it could be done we did it and more that once. I thought Linda had taught me well, but Samantha taught me things that were probably against the law in most states. She would not quit until she couldn't get me up any more. Talk about being rode hard and put up wet. That was me.
As we dressed Samantha said, "I definitely want to use you in some of my other films. Of course that assumes that you are interested."
"I'll have to think on it some. I'm not sure that I want to be a porn star. What I have done so far isn't going to make me to noticeable. I'm more like background than anything else. But I do have to say that I could stand a steady diet of you and what we just experienced."
"You weren't so bad yourself. Think on it. I really would like to use you in some of my other projects."
She dropped me at my house and I set the clock for eight and hit the sack.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was up at eight, showered and dressed and on my way to my shift at the cafeteria at eight forty-five. My meals were a fringe of the job so I ate breakfast and then looked at my watch and saw that it was ten after nine. I got up, cleared the table and then went in the back to use the phone to call Linda.
"Where have you been baby? I've called and called and I've never been able to get in touch with Sarah. I miss seeing you on my visits to your fair city. I'm here till Monday. Can I see you tonight?"
I saw my boss giving me an impatient look so I said, "I'm at work and my boss is giving me nasty looks so I've got to hang up and get back to work. Tonight? Same time and place?"
"I'll be the woman with the big smile on her face. See you then."
I was at the Hilton at seven and when I walked into the restaurant I saw her and she did indeed have a big smile on her face. When I got to the table I bent and kissed her on the cheek and then took the chair opposite her. She said:
"I thought that I would never see you again. I called and called and could never reach Sarah. Why wouldn't she ever return my calls?"
Mom was gone so I figured that it wouldn't hurt to let Linda know the truth. "Mom was killed and everything I did was set up through her. She didn't keep a client list so I had no way to get in touch with the ladies she set me up with."
"Your mom? Sarah was your mother? Oh wow! I'll bet there is one hell of a story behind that."
The waiter showed up at that point and we ordered and after he was gone I told Linda the story that had eventually led me to her.
"Wow! Your mom. I'd never would have guessed it. So what do you do with yourself now that you don't have all of us old ladies to play with?"
I told her about school and my job at the cafeteria. I didn't tell her about my gig with Samantha. Then she asked me what my major was and I told her it was Business Management.
"How long have you got to go?"
"I'm just finishing my sophomore year."
"What are your plans for when you graduate?"
"Find a job and get on with life."
Our order came and we made small talk as we ate. She asked me if I had a girlfriend and I told her no. She asked why not and I told her I couldn't afford one on what I made at the cafeteria. At the end of the meal and over Bailey's Irish Cream Linda said:
"I once offered to set you up in an apartment, but you said no."
"I didn't want to move to Chicago."
"What if I set you up in one here?"
"I don't need an apartment here. I'm still living in our house until I can sell it."
"How much are you asking for it?"
"Two hundreds thousand."
"I'm not leaving until tomorrow. Any chance I could see it before I go?"
"If I'm right you didn't ask me to be here tonight just for dinner so unless there is some reason that you need to use your room here we can go to the house instead of your room."
"Let's do it."
When we left the Hilton I asked the door man to get us a cab and Linda said:
"You don't have a car?"
"Can't afford one on student cafeteria wages. What I make is just enough to keep the gas and lights turned on at the house."
Linda told the doorman to cancel the cab and told me that we would take her car. We walked to the Hilton's parking garage and got in what looked like a brand new Escalade and I gave her directions to the house.
At the house I took her on a tour of the place. "You are only asking two hundred thousand? I would guess it to be worth around two forty."
"It was appraised at two thirty-six, but I priced it to move because I needed the money. I need a car and I've still got two years of school left to pay for and I would dearly love not having to work at the cafeteria. Unfortunately the housing market is flat right now and I've only had a half dozen people even look at it since I placed it on the market."
We were in mom's bedroom when Linda said, "You never gave me a direct answer when I asked if I could set you up in an apartment. You just said that you had a house, but what if you sell it? Come on Hermie, we both know what I'm asking here."
As she was speaking she was unbuttoning her blouse. No dummy I, I immediately said:
"I know what you are asking and the answer is yes."
I was surprised I was able to take care of Linda after the wringer that Samantha had put me through the night before, but she seemed satisfied when we fell asleep.
Linda woke me in the morning with a blow job that led to a love making session that led to a joint shower which turned into another love making session. I didn't have much in the way of food in the house so Linda drove us to the Village Inn. After we ordered she said:
"Here is the deal. I come to town every other week. I usually get in on Thursday night, take care of business on Friday and then spend the weekend getting my needs met and then fly out on Monday morning. I'd want you available from seven p.m. on Thursday until I leave on Monday. Sound okay to you?"
I nodded a yes.
"Instead of setting you up in an apartment I'm going to buy your house."
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am Hermie. My company is an investment company and I see your house as a good investment. I pay two hundred for it and use it instead of staying at the Hilton. That alone puts me ahead almost fifteen hundred a month and when the market turns, and it will, I'll sell for what the house appraised for. In addition I'll have my weekends covered. Sound good to you?"
"I'd be an idiot to say no."
"There is more. My car sits in the Hilton garage when I'm not here. You can use it and park it in your garage. You will need to pick me up at the airport when I fly in and take me to the airport when I leave. I'll hire a maid service to come in once a week and I'll stock the pantry so I don't have to eat all my meals in a restaurant. That's what I'll do. You all ready know what your part will be. Do we have a deal?"
"If you are really serious about this then I'm in."
"Good. Give me the name of your real estate agent and I'll get the ball rolling when I get back to Chicago. The rest of the deal starts now. You get to drive me to the airport and then keep the car until the next time I come back which will be the week after next. Do you have a cell phone?"
"No. I can't afford one."
"You can now."
She opened her purse and took out her wallet. She handed me five one hundred dollar bills and then gave me a business card.
"Get a phone -- a good one -- and then call me with the number. I'll need to keep in touch with you. Unless you have any questions I need to be headed for the airport."
"I'm sure that I'll think of several, but none occur to me right now."
On the way to the airport I said, "I imagine that you and Bob will use mom's bedroom for yourselves. Anything you want me to do to get it ready?"
"Oh God; I'm sorry, I didn't tell you. Bob had a heart attack and passed away eight months ago. It will be just you and me in the room. It will be your room when I'm not here and our room when I am. One thing I am going to do is order a king size bed for that room. I don't know how Sarah could stand to sleep on that waterbed. It has to go."
I dropped her off at the Delta departure area and headed back to town. As I drove I thought on how my life had changed in just twenty-four hours. It seemed too good to be true so I was going to treat it that way. I wouldn't be giving up my cafeteria job until the deal on the house went through. I didn't doubt that Linda meant what she said since she had given me the keys to the Escalade, but the impression I got was that she was a very busy lady and might not get to it right away. She might get busy and not remember about it until it was time for her next visit.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I had two classes that morning and then a four hour shift at the cafeteria followed by two more classes so it wasn't until five-thirty that I could get to the AT&T store on Fourth Street. I bought a phone and called the number on the card that Linda had given me. My call went to voice-mail so I left a message with my new phone number and then went on home.
Now that I knew that I wouldn't be moving anytime soon I decided to start moving from my room into mom's old bedroom. It was twice the size of my bedroom and it had its own bathroom. Before I could move in though I needed to get the full sized waterbed out of the room. I set it up to drain into the bathtub and got the process started.
While it was draining I started cleaning out mom's walk-in closet and bagging all of mom's clothes to give to Goodwill. I was putting the last of mom's shoes in a bag when my new cell phone made the noise that passed for ringing. I answered with a "Hello?" and heard Linda say:
"Hi baby; miss me?"
"You know I do."
"Just calling to tell you to call your realtor to give him your new number so he can reach you. My manager of Acquisitions will be calling him tomorrow. Also I need to know when you will be home so I can set up delivery of the new bed and when you can be there so the girl from Merry Maids can look at the place. You will also need to get a couple of keys made. One for the maid service and one for me."
"Just give them my phone number and have them call me."
"I have a dinner meeting that I need to get to so I'll talk to you later. Bye-bye sweetie,"
So much for my thinking that she wouldn't get to buying the house right away. The bed was still draining so I went to make myself a sandwich and as I was spreading the Mayo it occurred to me that I should call Samantha and give her my number. As soon as she heard my voice she said:
"I hope you aren't calling to cancel on me. I need you Herm. The response from the first video has been fantastic and I have over four hundred emails asking for more. I've never gotten a hundred on any of the other stuff I've put up on my sites."
"No fear dear lady. After Saturday night I've got to hope and pray for more and that means I have to stay on the good side of you. I'm just calling to let you know I now have a cell phone and I wanted to give you the number."
"Good. That will make things easier. Tomorrow at seven? Same place."
"I'll be there."
By the time I finished my sandwich the mattress had drained so I wrestled it down into the garage and went back to the bedroom to take the rest of the bed apart. I'd put it up on Craig's List and see if I could make a buck on the deal and if I didn't I could always donate it to Goodwill or put it out on rash pick-up day.
When I lifted the plywood up off of the slats I saw a gray metal box about 12x12x12 and I wondered what was in it and how mom got access to it. It would have been a huge pain to try and lift the mattress and the plywood to get at it and then I mentally smacked myself for being stupid. No way would she do that. I bent down and took a close look at the bed skirting. There were what I thought were carved decorative panels along the length of the base and the one just in front of the box popped out when I pulled on the edges.
I picked up the box and opened it. It was packed full of hundred dollar bills and there was also a key chain with a key on it. I counted the money and it came to $118,600 dollars. I wondered why mom hadn't put it in the bank and then I realized that she couldn't. That much money would have raised questions about where it came from and I'm sure that mom wouldn't have wanted people to know what she did to earn it. Also if she didn't want to pay taxes on it she wouldn't want to put it into a bank. I wondered about the key and then it occurred to me that it might be a key to a safe deposit box.
I set the box on top of the dresser and finished taking the bed apart and moving it to the garage with all thoughts of selling it gone. I didn't need the money anymore so I'd give Goodwill a call. I took six hundred out of the box and then put the box in the bottom drawer of my dresser under my underwear and socks.
I had Tuesday off at the cafeteria so after my last class I drove downtown to the bank that mom had kept her accounts in. I asked for Mr. Byrns who was the man who had handled things when mom died and I had to get access to her accounts. He confirmed that the key I had was to one of their safe deposit boxes and since he had been the one the attorney had dealt with he knew I had the legal right to the box. He turned me over to a woman who took me to the room where the boxes were and then left me in private.
I opened the box and found more money. A quick count showed that there was over a hundred and fifty thousand in the box and there were also several gold coins and a few small gold bars. I had no idea what the gold was worth, but with the box I found under mom's bed and what was in the safe deposit box I had over a half a million dollars and I still had 200K coming from the sale of the house. Talk about a turn-about in circumstances! I put everything back in the box and treated myself to a steak dinner before going to meet Samantha.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to Samantha's she said, "Tonight we will shoot the episode where Mike brings over a friend of his with him. We will start with you eating me out after the two men finish with me. I've made a change in the way we are going to shoot the actual threesome scene. They are going to ridicule you and I'm going to lay there smiling as they do it. Then one of them will say something about you not being man enough or maybe not having a dick big enough to satisfy a woman like me.
"I treat you like shit because you are mine and I can, but you are my husband and I have to draw a line on how others treat you so I will tell you to drop your pants and show your package which is bigger than Mike's and his friends. Then I'll call you over to me and take you in my mouth and then say that you taste better too."
She was silent for a moment and then said, "No. Never mind the taste thing. I'll do that the night I pick up the two men at the bar. Do you think you can do the cock insert thing tonight?"
"I did it before and it didn't kill me."
"I'll want you to prep my ass for one of them. We good to go?"
"Can do."
We shot the scene where I had to suck the goop out of her and then we shot my opening the door and letting Mike and his friend in. I did put Mike's cock in her and I prepped her ass for the guy playing Mike's friend and I even guided him into her. Then I went and let Fran take care of my hard on. I got nasty looks from Ivy, but I ignored her.
Then Fran and Ivy had to go to work on Mike and Ralph (the guy playing Mike's friend) and get them up again so they could finish the shoot. While that was going on I went and saw Samantha to give her the bad news.
"I'm not going to do any more after the cuck series. I've finally got a buyer for the house and I'm not going to need the money."
"You are going to stay with me until we finish the series right? I mean even if we go beyond the original six?"
"I'll sty until the end. I have an idea for the girl's night out episode."
"What is it?"
"I assume you have other female actors?"
"I do."
"Bring one of them home with you from the girl's night out. Her and maybe three guys instead of two. She does one while you do the other two. She finishes hers and wants more. She sees me leave the room and while you aren't looking she follows me out to where I'm sitting on the couch. She tries to seduce me and I fight it and make a big speech about how I can't cheat on you."
"Okay, but how about this. She listens to your speech, but then gets aggressive. You put up a token resistance and she gets your cock out and starts sucking it. You let her get away with it for a while before pushing her away and getting up and running out of the room. We can use it to set up your affair. Your thinking will be that if Mimi could get you up and into doing it even after your speech some other girl could do it also, but you would have to do it away from the house where I wouldn't know about it. Then you rationalize it believing that the only reason you ran away from Mimi is because you were afraid that I would come into the room and catch you."
"That will work."
"I don't need you any more tonight, but see if you can come over and hour or so earlier tomorrow. I have some things I want to talk about, but right now I have to get back to work. The envelope on the dresser has your five hundred for this week in it."
I got the envelope and on my way out I stopped and asked Fran if she was doing anything Friday and she said she wasn't so I asked her out and she said yes. We set a time and I left.
The next day after my first two classes I went to the cafeteria and gave them a weeks notice. They weren't upset because it happened all the time as a student's circumstances changed. Also they had a waiting list of students who needed financial aid.
I was on my way to my next class when my phone rang. I answered it and it was Tony from Empire Realty.
"I've got an offer on your house and it is for the full asking price."
"All I've got to say to that is when do we close?"
I had to turn the phone off before I went into my class and I didn't remember to turn it back on until I was on my way home after my last class. I had two missed messages and a voicemail. I listened to the voicemail first and it was from a furniture store wanting to set up a delivery date. They were also one of the missed messages. I called and set up a time for them to make their delivery on Thursday. I called the other missed message and found that it was from Merry Maids and I set up a time to meet their representative at the same time as the furniture delivery.
Wednesday after classes and my cafeteria shift I went over to Sam's place and got there an hour and a half early. She greeted me in a bathrobe and I could see that she had on high heels and nylons. When the door closed behind me I heard her say, "Herm?" and I turned to look at her and saw that the bathrobe was on the floor.



"I don't have anything to talk to you about Herm. I just want to ask you for something."
"What?"
"I want you to make love to me. I don't want to be fucked. I want to be treated the way you treated me that Saturday night. Please Herm? Make love to me?"
I was going to say no?
As we dressed and got ready for the crew to arrive I had to ask, "What just happened here?"
"I told you. I'm paying my way to my PhD by fucking on film, but that's all I ever get is fucked. I'm just a piece of meat to the actors and I'm no different from most other women in that I want some tenderness, some sort of emotional connection. I got that from you our first time and I wanted more."
Just then we heard, "Anyone home?" from the front room. The crew had started to arrive. I got another surprise that night. The girl who was going to be the one to come home with Sam from the girl's night out was Diane who was a girl who was in two classes with me. I had asked her out several times and she had always politely turned me down. She was as surprised to see me as I was to see her. I wondered how many of my other fellow classmates Sam had on her payroll.
The first scene was done quickly. Bonnie told me that she was going out for the evening with her girlfriends.
"I probably won't be coming home alone so don't go to bed early. I might need you."
"Yes dear" I said and the scene was over.
The next scene was me sucking the goo out of Bonnie after she had fucked the three guys who came home with her. I was getting used to the mixture from the turkey baster, but it was never going to become a favorite of mine. The next scene was the five coming home from the night out and then the five of them undressing. When Bonnie was naked she told me to:
"Come on over here Bobby and get me ready for Rod."
"Yes dear" I said as I knelt and licked her pussy for a minute and then she said, "Put him in me Bobby and then go sit on your chair."
I did it and then sat on the chair as Bonnie and Mimi (Diane's film name) and the three guys played on the bed. Watching did get me hard and I got John's attention and pointed at my crotch. He got the message and the camera swung toward me as I took out my cock and started to beat my meat.
Bonnie was doing two and the third guy was doing Mimi. The two guys on Bonnie came and when they got off of her she said:
"That was nice wasn't it Bobby? Did you like watching?"
"Yes dear."
"Be a good boy Bobby and get us some refreshments. I'll have a white wine and I suppose Mimi will want one too and you can get the men some beers."
She put emphasis on the words 'boy' and 'men' and I meekly said, "Whatever you wish dear" and I left the bedroom. I came back with a tray that had two glasses of white wine and three Pabst Blue Ribbon on it. The five sipped their drinks and then Bonnie started sucking one guy and another moved behind her and started taking her doggie. Mimi was trying to get the third guy up, but the camera angle made it look like he wasn't responding.
I got up and left the room and went into the living room and sat down on the couch. The crew came in and started setting up and while they were doing that Sam was explaining to Diane what was supposed to happen in the scene. While all that was going on Fran and Ivy were working on the three guys in the bedroom. John looked at me and asked if I was ready and I nodded a yes and he called out "Rolling."
Mimi, still naked came into the room and sat down beside me on the couch. She reached over and ran a hand over the bulge in my trousers as she said:
"My guy left me hanging baby. Can you help me out?"
"Help you? How?"
"You've got a stiffy under those pants honey and I've got a nice warm place where you can put it."
"You mean have sex with you?"
"Good idea huh?"
"Oh no; I couldn't do that. I can't cheat on Bonnie."
"Get serious! She's in the next room cheating on you wholesale and you are telling me that you can't do a little of what she is doing? She's married to you and fucking other guys honey and that's called cheating."
"But it isn't cheating. It is her way of testing my love for her. Letting her do what she wants without complaint shows her how much I love her."
"So she should let you do what she does so that you can see how much she loves you right?"
"Oh no. She told me that if I really love her I'll never look at another woman."
"So don't look at me honey. Just close your eyes and I'll do the rest."
She pulled my zipper down and reached in for my cock, but I pushed her away and said:
"No! I can't" and I got up and rushed out of the room. Just as I cleared the doorway I heard John call out "Cut!"
I went back into the room and John came up to me and said, "Sam tells me that you are bailing out on us."
"Not until this series is done."
"You won't reconsider?"
"I might. I just don't know. I only got involved because I needed the money, but I don't need it any more."
"I hope you change your mind. You are a natural and you have a feel for it. Got some damned good ideas too."
Diane, the girl playing Mimi came up and said, "I saw you sitting on the chair whacking off. It looked good to me. Will I ever get the chance to try it?"
"I've asked you out a half dozen times over the last year and a half, but you have always said no."
"That was then. You are part of my life now. I hold myself to only dating guys I work with. I love sex and if I didn't hold only to guys I work with and who I know aren't going to be running around and blabbing about me I'd have reputation that no girl in her right mind would want. So, what do you say?"
"Can I have a rain check? Right now I've got so much going on that I don't know what night's I'm going to have free."
"Just keep me in mind sugar."
"I will. I promise."
And I would, but I'd already committed to Fran for Friday and I was hoping that Friday night would lead to Saturday, but then I thought with Fran I'd only be getting blow job. With Diane I would be able to get some pussy. I asked her for her phone number and she gave it to me.
The next night was the poker night gangbang and it went pretty much like the first poker game only with some differences. We did the usual eat out Bonnie after her being fucked scene and then as we played cards the guys talked about how hot my wife was and how lucky I was to have a babe like that. About five hands into the game one of the guys asked where she was and I muttered:
"In the bedroom."
"Why is she there? She should be getting us some beers."
Just then Bonnie walked in wearing a bathrobe. "You want beers?" she asked. "I thought I'd offer you a different kind of refreshment" and she let the robe fall to floor and stood there naked except for high heels. I got a stricken look on my face and said:
"Please Bonnie; don't d......"
"Stop whining Bobby. You keep whining and I'll start getting the idea that you don't love me. Deal each man a card Bobby. High man goes first and then the rest according to their cards."
I sat there staring at her until she snapped, "Do it Bobby!"
I kept my head down as I dealt out the cards. "Hot damn!" one of the players said. "An ace and I thought I wasn't lucky at cards." He got up and Bonnie led him to the bedroom. Then the other guys all got up and followed to watch.
There was a short break while the crew set up in the bedroom. One camera stayed on me and after everyone had followed Bonnie into the bedroom she came back alone and said:
"I'm going to need you in the bedroom Bobby."
"Why are you doing this to me Bonnie? I work with these guys and I have to face them every day."
"Get in the damned bedroom Bobby or you won't be getting any pussy for a month!"
She turned and headed for the bedroom and when she was out of the room I muttered:
"Maybe not from you."
I stared at the door for a minute and said out loud to myself, "I'm beginning to wonder if you love me at all" and then I got up and followed her.
All the guys were naked and Bonnie and Bonnie said to me, "A couple of these guys aren't sure that you are okay with this Bobby. Show them that it is all right with you."
"How?"
"You know how Bobby."
I stood there and stared at her until she said, "Don't you love me any more Bobby?"
I swallowed, walked over to the guy who had drawn the ace and who was standing by Bonnie. I took a deep breath and then took his cock and guided it into Bonnie. Once he was in her and stroking Bonnie told me to go sit on my chair until she needed me to do something. I did as I was told, but this time I didn't pull out my dick. I sat there and tried to have an unhappy look on my face.
The first guy finished and the second guy took his place. Halfway through the second guy's turn a guy said:
"She can do more than one. How about we make her airtight?"
The second guy finished and joined the first guy in the living room where Fran and Ivy went to work on getting them ready to come back for more.
On the bed the other three guys worked an unresisting Bonnie into position and then they took her ass, mouth and pussy. I decided to do some play acting and I sat on my chair and watched and tried to look like I was crying. Trying to fake crying isn't easy, but I think I managed to at least look like it was what I was feeling.
The five guys rotated between Sam, Fran and Ivy for the next hour and then we wrapped for the night. Sam asked me if I had any plans for Saturday and I told her no.
"Care to have dinner with me? Maybe a few drinks and some dancing?"
"I'd like that."
"Meet me at the Hilton?"
"No. I'll pick you up here at seven."
"I thought you didn't have a car."
"I do now."
"Okay. Seven it is."
++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday my last class was at two so I was home by four. At five the furniture company arrived with the new bed and a matching dresser and vanity table. While they were carrying things into the house two women from Merry Maids showed up and I took them through the house. After they had looked over everything they told me that they would be doing the house every Wednesday and then one of them took a list out of her purse and went looking through the kitchen cupboards and refrigerator. She saw the curious look on my face and said:
"I've got a list of what Mrs. Baxton wants in the way of groceries and I'm looking to see if you have any of it so I don't have to buy it."
After everyone was gone I went up to the bedroom and set things up the way I thought Linda would like it and then I went and worked on my homework until it was time for bed.
Friday I worked my last shift at the cafeteria and when classes were over I went home and dressed for my date with Fran. I picked her up at seven and we had dinner and then went to the Brass Rail which was a country western place. We had a good time and we were there until the place closed.
In the parking lot before I even started the car Fran was next to me and pulling my zipper down. I decided to sit there and enjoy it rather than get a hummer while driving. The girl did know how to please a man with her mouth. When I took her home we made another date for Sunday night.
Saturday I did yard work around the house until it was time for me to get ready for my date with Sam. I picked her up and we went to Duke's Steak house for dinner. I intended to take her dancing, but when I asked her where she would like to go she said:
"To bed."
"To bed?"
"I can't help it baby; I like making love with you."
"Okay then; to bed it is."
I drove to the house and we went inside. Sam looked around and said, "Nice. Do you think we might be able to shoot the episode where you cheat on me here?"
"I guess we could."
"Where is the bedroom?"
"In a hurry?"
"Damned right I am."
I led her upstairs and just before I was getting ready to take her into the master bedroom I had the sudden thought that I shouldn't. Linda had purchased that king sized bed and she should be the first person to make love on it so I steered Sam into what used to be my room. Sam noticed and asked why we hadn't gone into that room.
"That's Linda's room."
"Who is Linda?"
"Tell you later. Right now I can't wait to see that black dress hit the floor."
I slowly undressed her and then as she sat on the edge of the bed and watched as I undressed. When I was naked she laid back, smiled and waited for me to join her. We made slow, easy love three times before falling asleep snuggled up to each other.
In the morning after a shower following some wake up love making Sam asked:
"Okay, so who is Linda."
I explained Linda to her and she looked at me incredulously. "You are a male escort?"
"Used to be, but not any more. Starting next week I'll be a kept boy toy."
"I can't believe it. It is just too wild."
I shrugged and asked, "Where do you want to have breakfast?"
"Some place close so we can hurry back. I'm not done with you yet. An escort; oh wow!"
Over breakfast she pumped me for the story and I told her how it started. "Your own mother was your pimp?"
"I guess you could call her that, but it was more like she was the owner of an escort service."
Then she wanted to know many women I'd slept with as an escort and when I told her around fifty she exclaimed:
"Oh my God. No wonder you were so at ease doing porn with me. So this Linda got your cherry?"
"She did indeed."
"And she was the one who taught you how to take care of a woman?"
"Indeed she did."
"If I ever meet her I've got to remember to thank her."
We finished eating and went back to the house where Sam insisted that I show her more of what Linda taught me. It was a thoroughly exhausted Herman that took Sam home that night. I walked her to her door and she kissed me. The kiss turned passionate and Sam led me into the house where I found out that I wasn't as exhausted as I'd thought.
It wasn't until I was almost home that I remembered that I was supposed to have taken Fran out that night. I thought of calling her and telling her some story that might get me off the hook, but then I realized that she and Sam talked and Sam just might mention our date. I decided on a half truth and called her and told her I'd been in a meeting with Sam over the series and we had gotten so into the planning that I'd forgotten the time. I promised to make it up to her later.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I was home from class around three and I sat down at the kitchen table to work on a paper I had to turn in for my Strategic Management class. At four forty-five my phone made the weird noise that passed for ringing and it was Linda.
"Hi lover. Miss me?"
"You know it."
"Just touching base with you. I'm going to be very busy the next couple of days and may not be able to get back to you so I thought I might give you a heads up now. My flight gets in at six-forty on Thursday. You can park in the waiting area and I'll call you as soon as I have my bags. Pick me up at the United arrival area. Okay?"
"Will do."
This is a hell of a time to bring it up, but it never occurred to me to ask before. I know you said no when I asked you if you had a girlfriend, but who was that lovely thing I saw you with at the Hilton?"
"Samantha? I guess you could call her my boss."
"Really? What kind of work are you doing for her."
What the hell I thought, she knows I was basically a male prostitute so why not tell her? So I did.
"Oh dear. Can you get out of it?"
"I suppose I could, but why?"
"Because I have plans for you baby. When you graduate I want to bring you in to my company. In fact I was going to offer you a summer internship in my office there."
"So why would that make me want to leave Sam?"
"Because you will be dealing with the public and someone who watches that stuff might recognize you and that wouldn't be good for your business reputation."
"Well the damage is done. I've already made five and they have been aired. Besides, I did promise Sam I would stay until the series was finished."
"Try to get out of it baby. Limit the damage."
"I don't think I can Linda. I gave Sam my word and I always stand behind my word."
"I've got to go honey; we can talk some more on Thursday. Looking forward to seeing you lover. Bye."
As I closed the phone I thought about it. Was risking a job working for Linda worth going back on my word? I knew the answer before I finished the thought. No it wasn't. A man's word had to be worth something if he was to have any self respect at all.
The phone rang again at six-twenty and it was Sam wanting to know if I'd eaten yet and when I said no she invited me over to her place.
"I made spaghetti and as usual I made more than I can eat by myself. Besides, I want to talk about the next two episodes."
"What time?"
"As soon as you can get here."
Twenty minutes later I was sitting at Sam's kitchen table eating spaghetti with meat sauce and garlic bread and as we ate we talked about the next episodes in the cuckold series. The next was going to be an eight man gangbang instead of the seven that had originally been planned. Sam had gotten some emails from subscribers asking if she was racist because none of the actors in her films were black so two of the studs in the gangbang were going to be black. What was going to make it different than the poker gangbang was that there wasn't going to be a poker game. It was going to be set up by phone by Abe who was going to call, say he had heard about what had happened at the last game and ask her if she would like to do another one with a few more guys.
"Can you think of a way to make it work as far as the image of you is concerned?"
I' given her my word that I would stay with her until the series ended, but that didn't mean that I couldn't try to end it. I bit the bullet and told Sam about my talk with Linda.
"I promised you that I'd stay with the series, but I see Linda's point about how it could affect my career in her business. I'd like to end the series with just two more episodes after the gangbang."
"You don't have to do any more at all Herm. I see where she is coming from and she is right. If your career is dealing with the public you should do what she said and limit your exposure."
"I know, but I can't go back on my promise to you. I want to finish the series, but I'd like to suggest a few changes."
"Okay, let's hear them. Your instincts have been good so far."
"Use the gangbang to set up the episode where I cheat on you. I'll overhear you talking to Abe and you will disparage me. Call me a wimp and say that you only put up with me because it turns you on to fuck over me. Say something like "If I could find a real man I'd move him in and kick Bobby out on his ass." We do a split screen thing so both sides of the conversation can be seen and heard. Abe might say something like "I thought you loved him" and you'll say "I don't love him; I love fucking over the wimp shit." I chop up a bunch of onions so that when the camera cuts to me I'll be crying. I'll suck it up and not let you know that I overheard you.
"When we do the gangbang I'll refuse to do some of the things you'll ask me to do and then you will snarl at me and tell me to get out of the room and say something like "Get used to your hand. It will be a long, long time before you get another taste of my pussy."
"The next episode will be all me and another girl. We will make it look like it has been going on for a while. The bedroom at the end of the hall is set up as a home office and we can make it look like a work place. We can so it so that it looks like I'm setting up a date with a girl I work with. We can make my patio look like a sidewalk café where the girl and I have lunch and I tell her my woes and have it go from there.
"We can do the sex scenes at my place and make it look like the girl and I have gotten it on several times -- changes of clothes and things like that -- and that will set up my confrontation with Bonnie. The last episode will be the confrontation between the two of you. If we do it right the series will end with me looking like I've got a set of balls. That way if while working for Linda I ever deal with some one who has seen the series they won't think of me as a hopeless wuss."



"Sounds good. We can make it work. Speaking of making things work would you like your dessert here on the kitchen table or in the bedroom?"
"Silly girl. The bedroom of course. If I had it on the kitchen table it would just be a fuck and you and I don't do that. Right?"
"Oh you are a silver tongued devil aren't you?
I ended up spending the night and waking up snuggled up to Sam felt real nice. I had to make a mad dash to my place to get my books and then rush to make my first class, but I did feel that it was worth it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday the first thing we did was shoot the scene where Bonnie talked to Abe. It went pretty much as Sam and I had talked about. She shot me through the grease and the camera cut to me where I was standing and listening to the phone call. Because of what I'd done with the onions I did have real tear or two on my face.
The next scene shot was me answering the doorbell and letting Abe and his two black friends in.
"Hi Bobby" Abe cheerfully said, "Meet Jason and Terrel. Bonnie asked us to stop by. Where is she anyway?"
"In the kitchen" I said in a tone that left no doubt about how I was feeling.
"You are okay with this right?"
"Oh yeah Abe; it just makes my day" and I walked off and left them there."
Next two scenes were me answering the doorbell to let the other players in and then a scene were Bonnie called me into the kitchen.
"Fix the drinks for our guests Bobby while I go and get ready for them."
"Yes dear."
While I was making the drinks Jason came up to me and said, "You are sure one fucked up white boy to put up with this shit."
I looked at him, shrugged, and then said, "You are just so right."
I handed everyone their drinks and then left the room. The next scene was Bonnie calling me into the bedroom and saying:
"A couple of these guys are pretty big Bobby and I know you don't want me to hurt so loosen me up down there. Eat my pussy and get me ready for them."
I ate her pussy for a couple of minutes and then she pushed me away and told me to go sit on my chair. I got up and walked right by the chair and out of the room.
"Bobby!! You get back in here. Now!!! Right now Bobby. Get your ass on that chair!!!"
I turned around and went back and sat on the chair and did my best to look sullen. On the bed Bonnie had a cock in her pussy, a cock in her mouth and she had her eyes on me. As she sucked and fucked she winked at me and I just sneered at her and sat there. The guy fucking Bonnie came and the guy in her mouth moved down to sink his hard cock into her snatch. While the movements were taking place Bonnie said:
"See how real men handle a woman Bobbie? Don't you wish you could do it?"
I said nothing and just sat there and stared at her. About twenty minutes later as one of the black guys moved up to take his turn with her Bonnie said:
"I want him in my ass Bobbie. Come on over here and get me ready for him."
I went to the dresser and got the bottle of KY and went over and started working my thumb and fingers into her butt hole. While I was doing that she was sucking Abe's cock. I very quietly pulled down my zipper with my left hand while working on her ass with my right. I got my hard cock out and then before anyone knew what was happening I leaned forward and pushed my cock into Bonnie's ass. I didn't ease it in; I just shoved it in. I wasn't afraid of hurting her because I'd had her ass several times and she was used to it and my thumb and fingers had her ready.
My adlib movement registered and Bonnie took her mouth off Abe's cock and yelled at me. "God damn you Bobby! You know you aren't supposed to do that to me. Get off me Bobby! You hear me Bobby? You get off me right now!"
I reluctantly pulled out of her as I said, "At least now I can say I've been there."
"Get your ass on that chair you shit. You are going to pay for that little stunt." I moved back to my chair with a smile on my face and sat there and watched the rest of the gangbang. The men were dressing to leave as one of the black guys was finishing fucking her and when he pulled out Bonnie said:
"Get over here and clean me out Bobby."
I got up from my chair and walked over to her as she spread her legs wide. When I got to her I adlibbed again and said:
"You know that chocolate gives me hives" and I walked past her and out of the room.
Bonnie yelled "Get your ass back in here Bobby. Right now or you will be sorry you were ever born." I didn't go back and she yelled, "You hear me Bobby? Get your worthless ass back in here" and then I heard John call out "Cut."
Fran was taking care of my hard on when John came into the room and asked:
What happened in there? What happened to the happy wimp?"
Fran hummed away as I said, "Didn't Sam tell you about the change to the end of the series??"
"Not a word."
"You need to get with her."
As I said that I felt my knees go weak and I said, "Excuse me, but I have something I have to take care of" and I grabbed Fran's head with both hands and held her as my load pulsed out of my cock and into her waiting mouth. I felt her mouth and throat movements as she swallowed. When I was limp she let my cock fall from her lips and then she stood up and kissed me.
"I hope you noticed that I made an exception for you." I gave her a confused look and she said:
"I once told you that after sucking a cock that came out of an ass it had to be washed before I would suck it and before I would kiss someone."
I hadn't given it any thought, but she was right. I had been in Sam's ass and hadn't washed my cock before Fran sucked it and she had kissed me when she finished.
"Why" I asked.
"Why what?"
"Why did you do it?"
"You are becoming special to me Herm and I wanted to see if I was special enough to you that you would overlook it."
"If you hadn't told me I doubt that I would have even given it a thought. What do you mean when you say that I'm becoming special to you?"
"Oh come on Herm, you can't be that dense. I feel that there could be something between us. You are the first guy I have ever been with that I've had thoughts about making the long hall with."
I didn't know what to say to that. I liked Fran, but not in that way, but how do you tell a girl that when she is giving you some pretty damned good blow jobs. I decided that the easy way out was for me to lie.
"I thought you knew that I'm engaged to be married."
"Then why are you always trying to date girls?"
"Sandy goes to UCLA in California and we both like sex so we have an understanding. We are each free to play around until she graduates and comes back here."
I saw disappointment register on Fran's face and then she turned and walked away.
"Is that true?" I heard from behind me and I turned and saw Sam standing there.
"No, but it was easier than telling her that I wasn't interested in being her special guy."
"Why not? She is a pretty sexy looking lady. She's smart and when she gets her degree she is going to do well in her field. Those are all pretty good things to have in a woman and there is the plus that she is obviously interested in you."
"Yes there is all that, but there is also an insurmountable obstacle in the way."
"And that is?"
"She made a promise to her mom that she intends to keep. I understand that, but I can't buy into it."
"What does that mean?"
"I won't marry a woman unless I know that we are sexually compatible and that means that the woman I marry isn't going to be a virgin when she walks down the aisle. I may be a bit young to be such a cynic, but I've seen several marriages crater because of sexual issues. A lot of my clients back in the day were survivors of such marriages."
"So tell her that."
"Can't. What if she decides to throw away her promise to her mom and we don't click? No; I think it best not to start anything."
Sam shrugged and then said, "We need to talk about the shoot tomorrow. Stick around and we can talk after everyone leaves."
I picked up a magazine from the coffee table and read it until everyone was gone and I heard Sam say:
"I don't really want to talk about tomorrows shoot."
I looked up from the magazine to see her standing in the doorway naked except for a pair of strappy 'come fuck me' heels.
"I don't know how you feel about being the last man to ride the train, but I did douche and brush my teeth. I need what you give me Hermie. Especially tonight. I've never felt more like just a piece of meat than I do tonight. I need some loving baby; not some fucking."
As he held out her hand to me and I stood up and took it and she led me to the bedroom.
It was another morning when I had to make a mad dash to get to my classes on time.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday night the shoot took place at my house and I met Shayna. Shayna was going to play the part of Celia who was the girl I would have my affair with.
We shot several scenes that looked like we were at work talking. Celia was supposed to be my secretary and she had a crush on me. There were a couple of scenes to establish that we had a work relationship and once that was set up we moved on to other scenes.
In one scene she came into the office and found me crying and she rushed to put her arms around me and comfort me. I broke down and told her about Bonnie and what she was doing to me.
"That bitch! You need to get rid of the slut and get someone who will love you and appreciate you."
There were a couple of scenes shot on my patio which had been made to look like a sidewalk café and in one of those scenes Celia said:
"The next time she pulls that crap you leave and come over to my place. You don't have to stay there and put up with that shit."
I had a three car garage and we put three cars in it and filmed from an angle that made it look like a parking structure in the city and Celia and I sat in the Escalade and necked. The entire evening was shot setting up the scene where Celia and I would first make love.
When we were done and people were leaving Sam stuck around and when every one was gone she just looked at me and asked "Please?"
"Okay, but it will only be once. Linda will be here tomorrow and I need to be able to take care of her."
"You sound like you have feelings for her."
"I do. She is one hell of a lady and I owe her a lot."
"I do too. Owe her a lot I mean. I'm serious. I want to meet the woman who built you. Come on baby; take me to bed."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday I cut my last class so I could make it to the airport on time to pick up Linda. On the drive home I told Linda she had a fan who she had never met her or seen her.
"You have to explain that one to me."
I told her about what Sam had said.
"Really? She wants to meet me? I think I'd like to meet her. I've never met a porn star. Invite her to join us for dinner Saturday."
"You are serious?"
"Of course I am."
We talked about the cleaning service and the job they did on Wednesday. I told her I couldn't find fault with what they did:
"But what do I know. I'm a guy and house cleaning isn't something that I'm up on. They did bring a lot of groceries though which brings up the question. Have you eaten yet? Should we stop someplace?"
"No, if they stocked the place like I asked them to there should be the makings of a small salad. Will that work for you?"
"As long as there is Bleu Cheese dressing."
"There should be. That is my favorite also so it was on the list I gave them."
I told her about shooting scenes at the house and how Sam agreed with her about limiting my exposure and I told her why I wanted to stay with the series and how I wanted to finish it.
"The damage has already been done in the first three episodes which have been posted for viewing. If I finish the series that way Sam and I agreed on it may mitigate some of the damage and I'll come out of it looking like a stud with some balls."
"Silly boy. You are a stud and I'm rather fond of your balls."
When we got home Linda whipped us up a small salad and when we finished eating Linda asked:
"Is it too early for dessert?"
As we headed to the bedroom she asked, "Did I guess right on the mattress? It isn't too hard or too soft is it?"
"I don't know."
"What do you mean you don't know?"
"I've not slept on it yet. You bought it so I have been waiting for you to break it in."
She gave me a funny look and then said, "I never knew that about you."
"Knew what about me?"
"That you had a sensitive side when it came to things like that. That is just so sweet of you."
Break it in we did and I'm surprised we didn't break it while breaking it in. It was two in the morning before I finally fell into an exhausted sleep and as I faded away Linda was still trying to get me up again.
I didn't really want to get up in the morning, but Reynolds was notorious for hitting the class with pop quizzes and they accounted for twenty-five percent of your grade so I forced myself out of bed.
Linda was already up and in the kitchen. "Coffees ready and the French toast will be ready in about five minutes. Sleep okay?"
"Like the dead. Explain to me if you can how a woman your age can take a man my age -- I'm supposed to be in my prime after all-- and reduce him to a worn out husk."
"Easy. Mine doesn't shrink and quit like yours does."
She handed me a couple of pills and said, "Here; take these."
"What are they?"
"Vitamins. You need them. Last night was just the preview of coming attractions. What are your plans for the weekend?"
"Didn't make any. I kept the entire weekend open for you."
"In that case I think we will stay in. Don't forget to call your lady friend and invite her over."
"My lady friend?"
"The one who wants to thank me."
"Oh. You mean Sam."
"I'll drop you off at school since I'm going to need the car all day. I probably won't get in until seven or so. Rest up lover; you are going to have a busy night ahead of you."
I knew that Sam had a nine o'clock in Harris Hall so I was waiting for her outside the classroom door when she got there. I told her Linda wanted her to come to dinner on Saturday and she was surprised, but said she wouldn't miss it. I told her six and she said she would be there and then she kissed me.
"Why did you do that?"
"A couple of clowns in this class keep hitting on me. They are looking at us right now and I just let them know that I'm all ready taken."
"All ready taken?"
"They won't know any different. Just play along."
I took her in my arms and planted a long passionate kiss on her lips and when I broke the kiss she gave me a look I couldn't decipher and then turned and went into class as I took off and headed for Stafford Hall and my next class.
I had dinner ready when Linda came in at a quarter to seven. It was just scalloped potatoes and ham with green beans, but Linda behaved like it came from a four star restaurant.
"I'm not used to a man who can cook. Bob, bless his heart, could barely boil the water her made his tea with."
"Mom insisted that I learn to cook. She felt that I might never get married to a girl who could cook and I'd end up starving to death."
We ate and when the dirty dishes were in the dishwasher she said, "Okay lover, you know what I want for dessert."
It was another exhausting night and thankfully I didn't have to get up and go to class the next day. Linda had a morning meeting that she had to go to so she was gone when I got out of bed. I worked on a paper that was due until four-thirty and then I started dinner. Linda got home at five and asked me what I was doing and I told her I was getting dinner ready.
"I planned on cooking tonight."
"I didn't know what time you would be getting home and I told Samantha dinner at six. You can do the cooking tomorrow."
"We have time for a quickie?"
"When have we ever done it quick? Non-stop is how I remember it."
"Poor baby. I'll take it easy on you."
We had just finished showering and dressing when the doorbell rang. I answered it and Sam took one look at me, grinned, and then said:
"I know what you were doing."
I blushed and stepped aside to let her in as Linda came up to us. I introduced them and we all walked into the kitchen with the two of them talking like they were friends who hadn't seen each other in a long time.
When we got to the kitchen Linda asked me when dinner would be ready. I looked at my watch and said:
"Half an hour."
"Fine. That gives us enough time for you to run to the liquor store and get a nice red wine to go with dinner. Maybe a Merlot or a Cabernet Sauvignon."
She turned to Samantha and asked if she was a wine drinker and Sam said yes so Linda said:
"Maybe you should get two or three bottles."
I said okay and left. I wasn't dumb and I knew the wine thing was to get me out of the way so the girls could talk and as I drove to the store I wondered what Linda was going to talk about that she didn't want me to know about.
When I got back to the house with six bottles of wine I found the two women in the home office on the computer. They were watching Samantha's "I Make My Husband a Cuckold." They were watching the latest gangbang episode that Sam had either put up Friday or earlier that day. I'd never pulled up the web site so I'd never seen any of the episodes, but then I wasn't really interested in seeing them anyway. As I walked into the room Linda was saying:
"That looks wild. I've never done anything like that. I wonder if I would like it."
"Want to try it?" Sam asked. "I could set it up for you."
"Damn girl; the idea does turn me on, but I don't know that I could actually do it. The kinkiest I've ever been is to do Herm while my husband watched and told us what he wanted to see us do."
"Well I do have to admit that gangbangs aren't for everyone, but if you ever want to try let me know and I'll make it happen."
Sam noticed me and said, "What do you think Herm? Want to see your lady pull a train?"
"Not really."
"Why not" Linda asked, "Don't you think I could do it?"
"No doubt in my mind that you could do it; I just wouldn't want to watch."
"Why not?"
"Because I'd want to ride the train, not watch it go by."
Linda laughed and said, "You nasty boy you."
"Me nasty? I'm not the one thinking of doing a gangbang. Come on you two; dinner is ready."
Over dinner the conversation was general and covered topics like what Linda did and what Sam's plans were when she finished school. I don't know why it came as a surprise to me when Samantha said:
"Find a job in the field of my studies, find a good man and start making babies."
"What about your company" I asked.
"My company?"
"Your adult entertainment company."
"I don't have a company. It is just me. You don't need to be a company to put up a web site and post things to it."
"So what happens to it when you stop making films?"
"I just shut it down or sell it to someone. It isn't like it is my life's work. I only do it because I make enough money off of it to support myself and pay for my schooling. PhD's don't come cheap."
The Linda asked, "What are you looking for in a husband?"
"Someone with an open mind. He will have to know about what I've done to get me through school and be able to handle it."
"Why tell him?"
"Because sooner or later he would find out about all of the porn I've done and if he wasn't the right kind of guy we would end up in a divorce. Knowing up front and accepting it before saying "I do" will prevent a ton of problems. Ideally he would even want to sit on the couch and watch me perform on the screen."
"What are the odds on finding a man like that?"
"Pretty good. I think I have already found him."
"You have? Tell us about him."
"I can't just yet. I think he is the perfect man, but I need to find out a little more about him before I'm sure."



The talk switched to Linda's company and what she had in mind for me. Linda said she didn't yet know exactly where she was going to put me.
"Herm has a year and a half of school yet and things could change between now and when he graduates. Where I'm going to put him will depend on where the economy is when he is ready to go to work." She turned to me and said, "You are going to intern with me over your summer break aren't you?"
"I don't know" I said. "I'm seriously considering taking a full load over the summer term so I can move up my graduation date."
"I can understand that" Linda said, "But I think you would get more out of interning in the office so that when you come on board you will already be up to speed on the place."
"Maybe. I still haven't made up my mind. I've only recently come into the financial shape that will allow me to go to summer classes."
After dinner we polished off another bottle of the Cabernet and talked until Sam looked at her watch and said she needed to be going. She and Linda exchanged hugs and cheek kisses and I walked Sam to her car. She kissed me and said:
"I like her. Can I see you Monday?"
"Sure. What time?"
"I'll have dinner ready by seven, but you can come as early as you would like. You can always have dessert first you know."
She kissed me again, got in her car and drove off.
"I guess I'm going to have to start looking for another stud" Linda said to me when I went back into the house.
"Why would you say that?"
"Because I already know who Sam's perfect man is."
"Who?"
"You. She was looking right at you as she laid out what her perfect man had to be. Besides, I could tell from the way she looked at you all night that she has you in her sights. You are the target lover. Women know these things and you can trust me on that."
"I doubt it. She is a couple of years older than me and besides, she hasn't shown any interest in me other than I fit the profile of what she needed for her cuckold series."
"Trust me lover; that girl has you down as her intended when it comes time to mail out the wedding invitations, but until then I still have you. Ready for an early turn in?"
As Linda and I made love I wondered if she was right. Was Sam thinking of me as her ideal husband? No, I couldn't see it. I did have the right mindset as far as accepting what she was doing to pay her way through life, but me as a husband? Nah! I couldn't see it. Linda was dead wrong on that.
We were in bed until nine on Sunday. After making leisurely morning love we got up and Linda fixed us breakfast. Linda wanted to see the Museum of Modern Art so we spent the afternoon there, stopped at Griego's for dinner and drinks and then headed home. Linda's flight was at six so we went to bed early, made love twice and then fell asleep cuddled up next to each other.
There was a moment of awkwardness when we reached the airport and Linda gave me an envelope with cash in it for my 'weekend services' and I wouldn't take it.
"I'm living rent free in your house and eating groceries that you stocked the place with and I'm driving your car all the time you aren't here. That's enough for me."
"It is still your house Herm. We haven't closed yet."
"I'm not going to quibble with you Linda. Keep the envelope."
She looked at me without speaking for several moments and then leaned forward and kissed me.
"See you in two weeks lover" and she got out of the car. A porter took her bags and she waved just before disappearing into the terminal.
To be continued...
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I'd had a thought over the weekend concerning the money I'd found under mom's bed I'd had a thought over the weekend concerning the money I'd found under mom's bed. Figuring that some people are just naturally nosey and if the cleaning crew that came in on every Wednesday had someone like that I'd best move the money.
Just before leaving the house to take Linda to the airport I'd stuffed what was in the metal box into a backpack. After dropping Linda at the airport I headed for a different bank than the one where mom had her safe deposit box and opened new checking and savings accounts and rented a safe deposit box. I felt relieved as I left the bank and headed for my first class of the day.
I rang Sam's doorbell at six-ten and she greeted me wearing high heels and an apron. "Just in case you wanted dessert first" is what she said as I entered the house.
I pulled her into my arms, kissed her and said, "I'll have dessert after dinner, but I think I will have an appetizer before dinner" and I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. It was the start of a long night and Tuesday was another day when I had to run to make my first class on time.
Tuesday evening was a very tiring experience for me. I had to shoot three different scenes making love to Celia. The first time was on the desk in the home office so that it looked like we were making love at work. The next two were n the bedroom on the king size bed. There was a quick clothing change between scenes so it would look like different days.
Making love to Celia was hard work. There was concern on Sam and John's part that I wouldn't be able to fuck three times in just a couple of hours so I had to stop just before cumming and pull out while someone ran in and did the turkey baster thing. Believe you me it is hard -- damned hard -- to quit just as you are getting ready to bust your nut. Sam and John's strategy backfired on them. The third time Celia and I made love I was so ready that I came a minute after I slid into her. Then the call went out for a fluffer and that was another trip. Fran had taken the day off and so Ivy had to do the fluffing and she was not happy about it at all, but she had to suck it up (pun intended) and do her job. It took her a while before I got up again and got the shoot over with.
Sam wanted to stick around after every one left, but I was too exhausted to do her any good and I told her so. She understood.
"Making love under the hot lights isn't as easy as it looks is it" she said. "But I know that you can use a good morning wake up so I'll stay if you don't mind."
Her good morning wake up consisted of waking me up with a blow job and then leaning against the shower wall while I took her from behind. She gave me a passionate kiss when she left after telling me that she would see me that night.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night I was sandbagged!
The way it was supposed to work was Celia, after falling madly in love with me, was going to confront Bonnie. They would get in a cat fight, Bonnie would subdue Celia and turn Celia into her bitch and then they would both laugh at me. I would make an impassioned speech about how wasn't going to put up with Bonnie's shit any longer, tell her that she was welcome to Celia, that I would be seeing an attorney the first thing the next day and then walk away.
In previous scenes we had established that Celia and I were falling in love and that we would both tell Bonnie that I was leaving her for Celia. Celia wanted to drive the message home so we decided that the confrontation would take place when Bonnie came home and found Celia and I making love on our bed.
Celia and I made love only this time I didn't have to stop and pull out. I came in her and when I was limp and pulled out I fell next to her on the bed. She reached for my cock and was playing with it when Bonnie came into the room. She took in the scene and then yelled:
"What the hell is going on here?"
"I knew from what Bobby told me that you were a stupid bitch, but I never thought that you were so stupid that you couldn't figure out what you are looking at."
"Who the fuck are you?"
"I'm the woman who is going to take your husband away from you and treat him like the treasure he is."
"Over my dead body!" Bonnie exclaimed.
"My pleasure" Celia said as she jumped off the bed and went for Bonnie. The two put on a pretty good show, but then instead of Bonnie subduing Celia per the script I thought we were following Celia got Bonnie down on the floor in a hammerlock and said:
"You want more bitch? All I have to do is add a little more pressure and I'll end up breaking something."
"Enough. Enough!! Stop hurting me."
Celia got up and left Bonnie lying on the floor and then said to me, "Get dressed Bobby and lets get out of here. You can come back for your things later."
We both dressed and as we were heading for the door Bonnie cried out:
"Don't leave me Bobby; please don't leave me. I love you Bobby; please don't go."
I had no idea why Sam had made the changes, but I did know that the episode was supposed to end with me showing some balls so I adlibbed.
"You don't love me Bonnie and I doubt that you ever did. What you loved was shitting all over me knowing that I would take it because I loved you and didn't want to lose you."
"No Bobby, you're wrong. I only did what I did because I thought it was what you wanted. If you would ever have just said "Stop this Bonnie" I would have done it in a heartbeat."
"Bullshit Bonnie. No way you could have believed that I wanted to be shamed and humiliated in front of my friends and the guys I work with. And if you really loved me there is no way that you could constantly deny me what you so freely gave to everyone else. I overheard your phone conversation with Abe the other day. I heard you tell him that if you ever found a "real man" you would put me out on the curb with the rest of the garbage on trash pickup day.
"I loved you Bonnie and you will never find anyone else who will love you more than I did, but you killed that love. You drove a stake through it and killed it and I'm out of here."
I took Celia by the arm and we walked out of the room as Bonnie cried out:
"Please Bobby; please. Please don't leave me."
I heard John call "Cut and that's a wrap" and I turned and walked back into the room.
"What happened here Sam?"
"The series ends without you in it so I just decided to change the ending a little. This way you showed that you had some stones and you got the girl. A happy ending for you." We can always re-shoot it the other way if you want."
"No; I'm cool with it. I was just curious."
"Another reason is that it leaves open the possibility of your coming back if circumstances change. We can play it that you loved me so much that you couldn't stay away. I'll be all sweetness and light, but gradually get you back under my thumb. The difference will be that you are only a wimp with me. We can have you punch out a couple of guys to show that you are not a wuss except with me."
"Not likely Sam. Linda was pretty definite in her wanting me to quit and I have to agree with her thinking."
"I do too. I would have stopped when you first told me about it."
"I know, but I promised you I'd stay through the series and to me a promise made is a promise kept."
"Are you satisfied with the ending? We can change and have you punch out someone to make you appear more macho."
"No need. I'm good with it."
"The series ends with this episode, but I do hope I'm going to see you from time to time."
I remembered what Linda had said and I decided to be a little bold.
My mom was forever telling me about a woman's intuition and that "Women know these things." I've gotten the same from Linda. Especially the "women know these things" part. Just before she left she asked me if she was going to have to look for a new bed partner when she comes to town and when I asked her why she told me that she "just knew, just immediately knew" that when you were talking about your perfect mate that you were talking about me. I told her that she was crazy and she gave me the "women know" bit. Was she right?"
Sam was silent for a bit and then she said, "Would it be so bad if she were right?"
"You mean that she is?"
"Yes. She is right on the money."
"But why me? You could have your pick of guys who would kill to have you. Why me?"
"I've already told you. I need someone who will accept me for not only who I am, but who can also accept me for who I was. I can accept you knowing that you were a male prostitute and I believe that with that background you can accept me. Am I wrong?"
"No, but what about love? I like you Sam; I like you a lot, but I don't know that I love you."
"Bullshit Herman If you can make love to me the way you have been doing you can love me. I know that I'm falling in love with you."
"I don't know what to say."
"Don't say anything baby. We will just take it as it comes. You know my schedule and what nights I can date. I'm betting by the time I finish my program and have my degree that you and I will be what is called 'an item' and once I have that degree I am done with porn. I will be ready to live a normal life and I want to live that life with a guy who treats me the way you do. Let's just play it by ear, okay?"
No way was I going to say no. Sam was a great bed buddy; she was smart, witty, was a damned good cook and I did like her. I liked her one hell of a lot and I knew I could do worse -- a lot worse -- when it came to picking a mate for life. I couldn't throw stones at her for what she did given what I'd done before I met her so I said:
"Okay Sam; one day at a time.
Over the next two months I dated Sam between Linda's visits and we got along fine. I closed on the house and put the money in the bank. I had a year to do something with it to avoid having to pay capital gains on it.
Linda invited Sam over every time she was in town and the two of them talked about me like I wasn't even there. Sam told Linda she was going to marry me as soon as she got her degree and Linda asked me if that was true and I just shrugged. Sam laughed and said:
"He just hasn't gotten used to the idea yet."
Every time the two of them got together they talked about gangbangs and I was beginning to believe that Linda was actually going to do it.
Summer break came and I decided to work for Linda's company as an intern rather than take summer classes. The work was interesting and I got some real world experience to compliment the classes I took for my major.
Sam and I got together two or three nights a week and at least one of those nights ended up in a sleep-over at either Sam's place or mine. Sam was done with her degree program and all she had to do was submit her dissertation and defend it. I picked her up one Monday night and she told me that she could start seeing me every night of the week from then on.
"I posted my last film on Saturday. I'm all yours now baby."
That night's sleep-over lasted until Thursday and I did have to admit that waking up next to Sam every morning and then starting our day together was very nice. That night when I picked Linda up at the airport she asked me if I had missed her and I said:
"You know I have."
"Really? Sam hasn't been keeping you too busy to even think of me when I'm not here?"
"I do spend a lot of time with Sam, but you are never far from my thoughts."
"That's a sweet thing to say, but I know that my time with you is short. Sam is determined to marry you and now that school is over for her she is going to put on a full court press. The two of you are perfect for each other."
"The problem is that even though I like her a lot I don't know that I love her."
"So what? There are more people out there than you realize who weren't really in love when they married, but love grew between them. Bob and I weren't in love when we got married. It was a marriage of convenience, but by the time he died I would have killed for the man. You and Sam have unique backgrounds that make you a perfect couple. I know it and Sam does too.
"Let me put your mind to rest on something. You dumping this old broad to marry Sam isn't going to change my plans for you. I'm still going to expect you to come work for me."
"What's with this 'old broad' crap? You are one hell of a sexy lady and what surprises me the most is that you are wasting your time on a young dude like me when you could have your pick of dozens of men who would like to put a ring on your finger."
"The problem is that most of those men who want to put a ring on my finger want to do it more for my money than for me. Oh I'm sure that there might be a couple who want me for me, but do you have any idea how many I would have to wade through to find those guys? And what happens if I choose wrong? No lover' I'll stick to you young dudes. You have fast recovery powers. More to the point I'll stick with you as long as you'll have me. I've grown real fond of you."
"As long as I'll have you? I've got news for you sexy lady. I'm yours until you tell me goodbye. I won't be the one who ends what we have."
"Oh? What about Sam?"
"To be bluntly honest Linda; I can't choose between you. I want you both."
"Oh dear; this could get sticky."
She was silent the rest of the way to the house. When we got there Linda helped me make dinner and after we ate we sat on the patio and had margaritas while we watched the sunset. After a bit Linda said:
"I like Sam."
"So do I."
"I really do think the two of you make the perfect couple."
"I've heard it said by some who have seen us together that you and I look like the perfect couple."
She laughed and said, "I know bullshit when I hear it, but thank you for the thought."
"It is not bullshit Linda. I look older than I am and you look years younger than you are and while we may be a May-December couple there doesn't appear to be all that many years between us."
"I'm older than your mother was."
"And I had the hots for her too."
"Oh Hermie; whatever am I going to do with you."
"Keep me around is what I am hoping for."
She reached over and patted my leg. "Come on baby; I need to show you how much I like what you say."
She tore me up that night and I did not want to get out of bed in the morning, but she had put me to work at her company and I did need to carry my weight. We rode into work together and on the way she told me that we would be going out that night after work. "Where" I asked.
"It is a surprise sweetie. You get to spend the day trying to think of what it might be."
Work was so busy that day that I didn't have time to think about it. At work our relationship was strictly business and I rarely saw her as she went from meeting to meeting. She had lunch with a client and I didn't see her again until quitting time. As we settled into the Escalade she asked:
"Ready for your surprise?"
"I don't know. Is it a good surprise or a bad one?"
"You haven't an idea of what it might be?"
"Not a clue."
"Good. That means that no one spilled the beans."
She changed the subject to things from work and I was so busy talking that I wasn't paying attention to where I was going. "We're here" she said and I looked up and saw that we were in front of Sam's place. I looked at her questioningly and she said:
"Can you figure it out now?"
I looked at her blankly and she said, "You have a choice. You can be the engineer who starts the train moving or just a passenger along for the ride however I do expect you to be the brakeman riding in the caboose."
It finally dawned on me. She was going to do a gangbang. "Are you sure about this?"
"I am. I've wanted to do it ever since I saw the films of Sam. I think about it all the time. The kinkiest thing I've ever done was make love to you while Bob watched and I decided that I wanted to do something really wild before I'm too old to enjoy it. You are going to be part of it right?"
"Your wish is my command."
"Good. I want you to be the engineer and the brakeman."
"What does that mean?"
"I want you to be the first and the last and as many times in between as you can manage."
Sam answered the door when we rang the bell and she gave Linda a big smile.
"Good. I was afraid you would chicken out and I'd end up having to take care of the guys."
"How many?"
"You said six counting Herm so I have five here for you."
We went in and I was surprised to see John and Terry there behind all ready set up cameras. I turned to Linda and asked:
"Are you sure about this? What are your clients and customers gong to think if they see you on a porn site?"
"This isn't going up on a porn site sweetie. Sam assures me that here will only be one copy and I'll have it. It will be something for me to look at when I'm old and gray and need to be reminded that once upon a time I had what it takes."
She turned to Sam and asked, "How do we do this?"
"Just get naked and get it on."
"No" I said. "We will take it slow. I'll undress you and when you get down to stockings and heels I'll go down on you. While I'm doing that one of the others will step up and present his cock to your mouth. When I think I've gotten you ready I'll make love to you and whenever I'm done whoever is in your mouth will take my place and from there things should take on a life of their own."
I undressed Linda and she undressed me and then I went down on her. I knew what buttons to push and I ate her to an orgasm while she sucked Stan's cock. After she came I mounted her missionary and was able to give her another climax before I came. After I pulled out Stan moved to take my place and Ray moved to her mouth. As soon as Stan started banging away Sam pulled me into the living room and said:
"She wants you to be the first one in her ass and she wants you as many times as you can get it up tonight so tonight I'm your fluffer."
She went to her knees in front of me and took my cock in her mouth. As soon as she had me up she told me to go and tap Linda's ass so the three holing could start.
"That's what turned her on the most when she watched me. She wants to be 'airtight' so go do your duty sailor."
"Aye aye ma'am."
When I walked back into the room Stan had finished and Roy had moved from Linda's mouth to her pussy and Mike had had taken over Linda's mouth. I had the guy's pull out of her and I had Roy lie down on his back and had Linda climb on his cock and lean forward to take Mike in her mouth. I walked over to the dresser where Sam kept her KY, got the tube and went back to Linda. I worked on her butt hole with KY on my thumbs and finger for a couple of minutes and then I eased my cock into her ass. Mike and I worked up a rhythm and I fucked Linda until I came. I pulled out of her ass and George moved into take my place.
I went to the bathroom, washed my dick and then went into the living room and 'my fluffer' got me up again. I got Linda two more times before backing off to just watch. Sam wanted to get me up again, but I told her no.
"Linda wants me to be last so I have to save up enough to be able to do it."
Then came the biggest surprise of the night. John put down his camera and joined in. I'd never seen him take part before. He actually went three times on Linda. The first time he took her ass and the second time he went in her pussy. I was watching him plow Linda's pussy when Sam came up to me.
"I don't believe it" she said. "In the three years I've worked with John he has never taken part before."
John's third time was the shocker. The guys began to fade and they started to dress and leave. Soon there was only Sam, Linda, John and me. Linda called Sam and me over to the bed and said:
"I need a very big favor from you guys."




"Sure" Sam said, "What do you need?"
"Can Herm stay here with you tonight?"
"No problem; right Hermie?"
Before I could answer Linda said, "Please Herm? I know I said I wanted you to be first and last, but now I want John to be last and he wants to take me home. Please?"
I shrugged and said, "You know I'll do whatever you want." I bent and kissed her and said, "Take care and have fun. Call me when I can come home."
As Sam led me to her bedroom she said, "I hope you have enough for me. I got real horny watching Linda live out her fantasy."
"I can give you once, but that's about all. I saved myself to be Linda's last, but that's all I have in the tank."
"Betcha I can get a little more out of you."
"I sincerely doubt it."
Naturally she just had to prove me wrong, but it took her almost thirty minutes to do it.
When I was lying exhausted next to her I said, "Care to speculate on what happened tonight?"
"I haven't a clue. Like I said, in the three years I've worked with John he has never taken part in anything we did."
We fell asleep shortly after that. At noon the next day Linda called and told me that I could come home.
"John drove me home so the car is still there."
I told Sam I was going to leave and she said, "Linda told you she would explain when you got home. You make damned sure you call me and clue me in. I'm dying of curiosity."
"I need to know something. Does John know who she is? I mean does John know about our relationship?"
"As far as I know all he knows is that she is a very good friend of mine that I helped live out a fantasy. He knows she came with you and from hearing what she told you he knows that you expected to be going home with her. Why do you ask?"
"Because Linda is extremely wealthy and she has men coming after her for her money and not her."
"I doubt that John knows that. He'd never seen her before last night at least as far as I know. What are you going to do?"
"It isn't what I'm going to do; it is what is Linda going to do? Don't forget that all I am to her is her kept boy toy."
"You are more than that to her Herm."
"Another one of those "Trust me, a woman knows these things?"
"Precisely. Call me" she said as she stood on her tip-toes and kissed me.
+++++++++++++++++++
When I got to the house I found Linda sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and working the New York Times crossword puzzle. I poured myself a cup and joined her at the table. She put down her pencil and said:
"I guess I owe you an explanation."
"No you don't. We both know what our relationship is."
"Oh? And just what is our relationship?"
"I'm your every other weekend boy toy. We are friends with some damned good benefits."
"Is that what you really think?"
I shrugged and she said, "You are much more than that to me Herm. You know that I used you exclusively up until you dropped out of site. I've used an escort service every weekend I've come to town and I've had dozens of escorts. Some of them more than a couple of times, but you are the only one I've ever offered to set up in an apartment. If you were fifteen or twenty years older I would have been trying to get you to marry me. To be absolutely honest there have been times when I thought seriously of putting the age thing aside and asking you to marry me anyway.
"Don't misunderstand me here Herm; it has nothing to do with love. I'm very fond of you and we fit well together and at my age that would usually be enough. At my age I never expected to find love again at least not like the love I had with Bob, but things changed last night."
I didn't say anything. I just sat there, sipped my coffee and waited.
"Last night something happened that I've read and heard about, but never believed. Last night while you were buried in my ass I happened to look over at John; our eyes met and I swear to God that an electric spark jumped between us. He felt it too. When he came over to make love to me I felt it again. Something clicked between us Hermie. When he brought me home he made love to me two more times and it felt right Herm. That's the only way I can describe it. It just felt so right."
"So I guess I need to find another place to live."
"Oh no you don't baby. I need you to be here for me if things don't work out with John. No changes other than I'll probably be dating John when I come to town. And I need you to babysit the house until the market improves. If necessary I'll take a hotel room for when I'm dating John or ask you to stay with Sam. I have a strong feeling that Sam would like that. In fact I'll bet she would like you to move in with her permanently. If you do decide to do it give me enough notice so I can make arrangements to have the house taken care of."
"I'm here and I'm yours until you tell me to hit the road."
"I don't know if I could do that baby."
"Sure you can. What's more is that you will have to if the connection you feel to John stays with you."
"I don't know about that lover. After all, he did meet me at a gangbang."
"Speaking of which was it what you thought it would be?"
"And more. I'll be doing more of them. Maybe one a year when I feel the need to give myself a special treat."
"And if your new man doesn't approve?"
"I'll cross that bridge when I come to it. But again I'll point out that we did meet at a gangbang. I do want to show you how much I appreciate your giving up your place last night, but my little party and the rest of my evening with John has tired me out so you will have to wait until tonight for your reward. You want to go out to dinner or stay in?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two weeks slid by filled mostly with my job and some evenings with Sam. She would usually call and invite me over for dinner saying that made too much and hated eating alone. Dessert was always served in the bedroom and most nights I never made it home.
Sam's days were filled with mailing out resumes and going for interviews. She had successfully defended her dissertation and was now entitled to add the word "Doctor" in front of her name and in fact I did start calling her "Doc" and "Doctor Sam" even though she kept telling me not to.
Wednesday night I got a call from Linda telling me that John would be picking her up at the airport on Thursday and she would be spending the weekend with him. She said it would probably be at his place, but would I mind staying with Sam just in case? I told her I'd find some place to stay and then I told her to have fun and enjoy herself. I called Sam and she told me that I should know by now that I was welcome at her place anytime and then she said:
"You can move in if you want."
I spent from Thursday to Sunday evening at Sam's and around six on Sunday I got a call from Linda telling me that I could come home.
That set the pattern for the rest of the summer. I basically house sat from Monday to Thursday and then stayed with Sam Thursday night to Sunday evening while Linda and John did their thing.
At one point I told Sam that I didn't think it was fair that I tied up her weekends.
"You need to get out and date."
"I don't need to date. I've already found my guy. I'm just waiting for him to get his head out of his ass."
"Do I know him?"
She threw a dish towel at me and told me that I could be such an ass sometimes. Actually I didn't have my head up my ass. I knew what she wanted and I wasn't totally opposed, but I just didn't think I was ready to tie myself down.
Two things happened the week before school started back up and one of them was life changing. Linda was back in town for her weekend and I was staying with Sam. Doctor Sam had found a position that she liked at a local company and since I got off work and was at her place before she got home I fixed dinner. She was all bubbly and happy when she got home and she came up to me and gave me a scorcher of a kiss.
"I'm out of the porn business baby. I sold my site and all rights to the product today. Will you call Linda and ask her to have dinner with us tomorrow?"
"Why?"
"She is in the investment business and I want some advice on what to do with the money I got from the sale."
I called Linda and she accepted the invitation saying, "John and I have something to share with you so tomorrow works fine for us."
When Linda and John arrived and after I'd fixed all of us drinks Linda said:
"Since you were both in on the beginning we wanted you guys to be the first to know. John has asked me to marry him and I've said yes."
That prompted Sam to give both Linda and John hugs as she congratulated them. Then Sam said:
"I just wish someone we all know would offer to make an honest woman out of me."
Three sets of eyes looked at me as I lifted my glass and said, "Here is to the two of you" and then I took a large gulp of my drink.
The two women set off for the kitchen leaving me and John alone in the living room. "Why haven't you asked her" John wanted to know.
"Asked who what?"
"Asked Sam to marry you. It has been plainly obvious to everyone from the start that from your first day on the set Sam has had eyes for only you. I'll admit that it took some time before she admitted it to herself, but that girl is yours Herm. All you have to do is be smart enough not to let her get away."
"Oh come on John. She is beautiful, smart, sexy and three years older than I am. All I am is a school boy with a year of school to finish. I don't have a thing to offer her. She can do so much better than me."
"The fact Herm is that she doesn't want to do better than you. Again, it is plainly obvious that she has set her sights on you."
Just then Sam called us to dinner. Over dinner Sam said she had given Linda the proceeds from the sale of her porn business and that Linda was going to invest the money for her.
When Linda and John were gone Sam handed me a fresh drink and then said:
"It is time to shit or get off the pot Herm. I've done everything but tie you down and brand you or get down on my knees and beg. Am I wasting my time? Should I just push you out the door, not let you back in and get on with my life? Come on Herm; talk to me."
"Truth time?"
"Absolutely."
"You are one hell of a woman Sam. Sexy, beautiful, brainy -- you are the total package. That's the problem. I don't think I'm good enough for you. You have a PhD for Christ's sake and I'm barely holding a B average as a Business major. You started up and ran a successful business while still going to school and at best I'm just a flunkey where I work. I'm just a kid compared to you."
"That is absolute and utter bullshit Herman. You have the aptitude. I'm violating a confidence when I tell you this, but Linda told me that you took to your job like a baby duck takes to water. She told me that you would probably be her local manager within two years of your finishing school and going to work full time.
"You mention my successful business. It would probably have been even more successful if I'd had you from the beginning. You made the cuckold series Herm. I had the initial idea, but it was your feel for what should be done and your input that made the series as good as it turned out to be.
"You haven't even mentioned the important stuff Herm. I don't know how you feel when you are with me, but when I'm with you I don't want you to go. I want you to stay with me. I look forward to our weekends together. I want more than weekends Herm. You know that I'm no inexperienced virgin, but I've never met any other man who makes me feel the way you do. I want to feel like that twenty-four seven Herm. I want you Herman. I can't say it any stronger than that. I want you."
"That's the physical and emotional side of it Sam, but you aren't looking at the practical side. There is the age difference. You are out in the workforce and you will be wrapped up in your job and the people you work with and yes, maybe even meeting new and interesting men. I'm going to still be in school and doing the things that students do. I'll be spending my time in classes and at the library. I'll be in study groups that I'd be bring home with me so we could work together. I'll be working on projects and papers with kids even younger than I am; the kinds of people that you won't be able to relate to.
"Thankfully, due to the sale of the house I have enough to pay for school without having to work. The point being that I won't be able to play the part of the man of the house."
"You don't have to be the man of the house Herman; you only have to be the man in my life. It is silly to even bring up the age gap. The gap between you and Linda is even wider that the gap that you say exists between us, but that didn't stop you from setting up house with her."
"That's different."
"Bull! The only difference is that I would be twenty-four seven instead of every other weekend."
"You are serious? You really feel that strongly about it?"
"I do Herm; I really, really do."
"I can't believe that you want to saddle yourself with me, but I guess I'd have to be a fool not to go along with it."
"You mean it? No bullshit, you really mean it?"
"I do."
She grabbed me and hugged me and it occurred to me that the word "love" had never been mentioned. I really liked Sam, but I didn't know if I loved her and she had never said that she loved me, but what did I know about love? I remembered once as a kid and mom had put peas on my plate at dinner time and I kept pushing then to the side as I ate. When I asked to be excused from the table mom said:
"You aren't finished yet. You haven't eaten your peas."
"I hate peas."
"Eat your peas Herman. You can learn to love anything. You just have to work at it."
Could it be that simple? Just work at it? Maybe I did love her, but just didn't know it because I didn't know what love was. I loved my mother; I knew that for sure and I had pretty much the same feeling of affection for Sam that I'd had for mom. Was that love?
In my mind I put Sam up against all of the other girls I had been interested in and Sam came out on top every time. Love? I didn't know. I had some pretty strong feeling for Linda, but even there if it had come to making a choice there was a better than average chance I'd have gone with Sam.
I guess that it all came back to what Sam saw in me. I sure didn't think I was anything special, but I wasn't going to argue with her. We would just have to go with the flow and see what happened. There were some things that were going to have to be addressed and so I brought them up.
"Linda was counting on me to babysit the house and I'm going to have to let her know that I won't be able to. Then there is the money I got from the sale of the house. I need to put a good chunk of it into another place or I'll end up having to pay capital gains tax on the money."
"That's easy to take care of. I want to get rid of this house. I only bought it because it had five bedrooms and a full basement and I needed all the room for making my films. I'll sell it, put the money with yours and we can buy a house that we like. I'd like to get a house on a really large lot and with a swimming pool. How about you?"
"It would have to have a room that I could use as a home office or a den and a full basement that I can use part of for an exercise room. And I suppose I'd like a two or three car garage."
"Why? You don't even have a car."
"Not yet, but when I turn the Escalade back over to Linda I plan on buying a Mustang convertible."
"Okay then, we have all of that covered and all that's left is a trip to the mall."
"Why a trip to the mall?"
"Because there are three jewelry stores there and you need to buy me a ring."
"A ring?"
She paused and looked at me for a couple of seconds before she said:
"You do understand that we have been talking about marriage here right?"
Actually I hadn't. I was thinking 'live together' not marriage, but in for a penny in for a pound so I said:
"Oh yeah; sure. It is all happening so fast that my mind hasn't caught up with things. Trip to the mall tomorrow. Got it."
"Help me do the dishes and clean up and then we can head for bed and practice what we will be doing on our wedding night."
Of course it was what we were already every night I stayed at her place, but I was going to complain?
There was a bit of a rough spot though. We had just finished our second go round of the night and I was lying beside her leaning on an elbow and looking down at her. She looked up at me and asked me what I was thinking. Insensitive of me to pick that moment and I knew it as soon as I opened my mouth, but you can't pull the words back once they are spoken.
"I was thinking about you. I've watched you in action and I've seen how you respond and I was just wondering f I'm going to be enough for you."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"I've watched you doing more than one man at a time and even though you say you feel like all you are is a piece of meat to the men it is obvious to me that you were into it. So I wonder if just me is going to be enough for you."
"I ought to slap your face for that. I had sex with several men at one time and sex is enjoyable. Did I like it? Damned straight I did. Do I crave it? No I don't. It was just business to me. Enjoyable business, but just business. I put that business behind me when I got my degree. The only multiples I'm interested in now are babies. At least two and you will damned well be their daddy. The answer to your question is yes; you are going to be enough for me. More than enough."
She reached for my limp cock and started fondling it. "I like this guy. I like him so much that I'll never do anything that might make him not want to be my very good friend."
+++++++++++++++++++++
After pancakes at the IHOP on Demming Place we hit the mall and she found the ring she wanted at Zales. It didn't need to be sized so in front of every one in the store I took a knee in front of Sam and asked:
"Samantha Marie Croakly will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"
She said "I will" and I slipped the ring on her finger as the rest of the people in the store clapped their hands and cheered. I stood up and Sam took me in her arms and gave me one hell of a scorcher on the lips.
We went back to her place and made slow leisurely love. Linda called at six and told me that I could come home. Sam told me that she wanted to go with me and when I asked her why she told me.
Linda was surprised when I showed up with Sam not that Sam would be in the way of anything since Linda and I hadn't had sex since she took up with John. I guess the surprise was mostly because Sam had never come with me before. Sam kissed Linda on the cheek and said:
"I'm here to share some good news and deliver some not so good news. The good news is that I have a new decoration on my body" and she flashed her ring at Linda. Linda looked at it and then over at me and Sam said:
"Yes; he finally got his head out of his ass."
That got Sam a hug and me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then Sam said:
"Maybe we should sit down for the not so goods news."
We moved to the kitchen and sat down and then Sam said, "I thought long and hard over this and I had just about decided to mind my own business and then Herm told me about a conversation he had with you. The one where you told him why you preferred young studs instead of pussy hounds that might just be after you for your money. He didn't tell me this until after you and John were over for dinner and gave us your news.
"I've known John for a little over four years. How we hooked up is immaterial, but we have worked together on my porn business the entire time I've known him. John has money. Not serious money like you" she said to Linda, "but he has a lot. What he told me was that when his parents died he ended up with over five million in life insurance and money from a wrongful death suit against the company whose drug impaired driver had killed his parents. He didn't go out on a spending spree, but invested a good part of it.



"Two days after your gangbang I was in John's home office and I was working with him on the sale of my porn business. John was my partner and owned twenty-five percent of the business. I noticed a magazine on his desk. It was a two year old issue of Investment Digest and it had your picture on the cover. It could well be that he knew who you were when he joined in on the gangbang."
Linda's face was showing the shock she was feeling over the news.
"Oh my God" she said, "I can't believe it. What am I going to do?"
I stuck my oak in the water at that point.
"What you do is be careful. You said that you felt a spark when your eyes met John's. You said that he said he felt it also. Maybe he did. Obviously on your side it has developed into something you feel great about and it could be that he feels the same way. He might have dug the magazine out after he saw you because he thought you looked familiar and he finally remembered the magazine. We don't know how it went down. What is the bottom line here is that we felt that you needed to know. Easy way to check out if John's 'spark' is real is tell him who you are and that you will need a pre-nup before you can get married. If he balks you will have your answer. Looking at it from a darker perspective he might just say it doesn't matter because he is not marrying you for your money and sign it while planning your accidental death so he can inherit. You can lie some and tell him that the money isn't actually yours, but a foundations that Bob set up and that when you die the money will go to a bunch of charities.
"The 'spark' you felt and what it grew into may be enough that you just don't give a damn about his motives and that you want him regardless. Sam just felt that you needed to know and remembering the conversation that you and I had I felt that she was right."
"It is a lot for me to think about, but you are right. It is something that I needed to know."
"There is one other thing. You are going to lose your house sitter. Now that I've gotten -- as Sam has so succinctly put it -- my head out of my ass I'll be moving in with her until she can sell the house and then we will be looking for a place."
"Not a problem. I'm sure that I can rent it. When are you guys going to tie the knot?"
Before I could say anything Sam spoke up and said, "As soon as we get the blood tests and license out of the way and find a justice of the peace."
"No big wedding?"
"To me a big wedding is a colossal waste of money that can be put to better use buying new furniture and appliances for the new house."
Linda looked at me and I shrugged and said, "I'm with her on that."
Sam said, "I will take him home to meet my family, but it will be more of a rub their faces in it kind of thing. They always told me that I wouldn't amount to much and that no good man would ever have me. It will do me a world of good to wave my PhD in their faces. That will be extremely rewarding since none of the rest of my family made it any farther than high school and my mom didn't even finish that. And there is my being able to show off my stud and a half to them.
Linda laughed and said, "Only a stud and a half? He must not be giving you all that he gave me. I'm going to miss him."
Sam snorted and said, "Bullshit! You pushed him out of your bed to make room for John. Not that I'm complaining mind you since pushing him out of yours just pushed him into mine."
"Come on girls" I said, "Lighten up. You are embarrassing me."
"Horseshit!" they both said in unison and then Linda said, "Your ego is sucking it all in and you are loving it."
Sam looked at her watch and said, "We need to go baby. I need a good nights sleep before I go to work and you have some business to take care of before I can go to sleep."
We stood up, gave Linda a hug and I told her I would start moving my stuff out during the week. She kissed me, gave me another hug and then whispered in my ear:
"I meant it lover; I will miss you."
Epilog
Sam and I were married in front of a justice of the peace with John and Linda present as witnesses. Sam sold her place and we pooled our money and bought a five bedroom house on two acres. It has a detached four car garage, a swimming pool, hot tub and a tennis court.
I bought a Mustang convertible and Sam, who loved Linda's Escalade, bought one for herself. We turned one of the bedrooms into a home office for Sam and one into a home office/den for me and we are busy decorating another one for Jessica Marie who will be joining us in another three months.
I finished school and went to work for Linda's company full time and just a little over two years after going full time I was promoted to manager.
Linda never did confront John. She didn't have to. One day he told her that he knew who she was and he wanted to turn all of his money over to her to invest and HE insisted on a prenuptial agreement. Sam was Linda's matron of honor and I was John's best man.
In John Linda had found another Bob in that John loved to watch her with other men the same as Bob had. Linda meant what she said following her first gangbang -- that she was going to do more of them -- and just recently she asked me if I wanted to take part in one and I do have to admit that I was giving it some thought when Sam said:
"No fucking way!!! That part of our life is behind us and behind us is where it is going to stay. Do you understand?"
All I could do was shrug and say, "Yes dear."
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I've found out that my wife is cheating on me and so far she and Josh don't know that I know. Josh by the way is – or was – my best friend. I know, I know, it is a cliché, but clichés get to be clichés because they happen so often.
I had no idea of how I was going to handle it. The thing was that I couldn't understand why he was fucking my wife. Don't get me wrong here; my wife is definitely a hottie. She is in her mid-thirties and even after three kids she looks hot as hell in a bikini, but his wife Carla is just as hot if not hotter. She was fairly tall at five foot seven, has red hair that hangs down to the middle of her back and has green eyes that seem to be able to look deep into your soul. I found out that she comes in at 36-23-34 and I won't deny that she turned me on.
I let things slid for a couple of weeks after finding out about Josh and Heather as I tried to make up my mind about what to do. I loved Heather and I wondered if there was some way to save our marriage. It didn't seem likely, but I couldn't know for sure until we talked. On Friday I made up my mind to confront her on Monday. Why the two day wait? Heather had gotten a call from a very sick friend who had needed some help and she had rushed off to help her.
I knew without a doubt that if I called Josh to ask him if he wanted to play golf on Saturday I'd get Carla and she would tell me that Josh wasn't there and was off doing something over the weekend. My parents had taken the kids up to their cabin on the lake for the weekend so no wife and no kids meant that I was going to spend a quiet weekend alone and it could very well be the last quiet weekend I would ever have.
On the way home I stopped and got a case of beer and I fully intended to see that all twenty-four bottles were empty by Sunday night. When I got home I put on a pair of shorts and a tee shirt and went into the kitchen. Dinner that night was going to be simple. I opened a package of hot dogs and put them in a pan to boil, chopped up an onion and got a can of baked beans out of the pantry. I dumped the beans in a pot and put it on a burner and then opened my second beer.
I was digging through the fridge looking for the mustard when the doorbell rang. When I opened the door I found Carla standing there. She was wearing a tank top and it looked like she wasn't wearing a bra. She had on a pair of Daisy Dukes and a pair of flip flops on her feet. Her nipples were pushing hard at the tank top and I got instant major wood.
"You doing anything important?" she asked.
"Batching it. Working on dinner and drinking beer."
"Mind if I join you?"
"No in the least. I could use the company" I said as I stepped aside and let her in. We walked to the kitchen and she sat down at the table. I knew she didn't drink beer so I opened a bottle of Merlot and I poured her a glass.
"Dinner is nothing fancy" I said. "Hot dogs and baked beans. Pretty simple stuff."
"I can do simple."
The hot dogs were boiling and the beans were bubbling so I turned off the heat and moved the pans to he cold side of the stove and got two plates from the cupboard. I handed Carla one and told her to help herself. She fixed herself two hot dogs and spooned some beans on her plate. We sat down to eat and I asked:
"What brings you over?"
"You have any idea where Heather is?"
"She went to help a sick friend."
"I wonder when it happened?"
"When what happened?"
"When Josh got sick. He looked pretty damned healthy to me when he left the house. You do know that Josh is fucking Heather right? And that right now they are in room 130 at the Arrowhead Lodge?"
"I didn't know that they were at the Arrowhead, but I've known for a couple of weeks now that she has been cheating on me. How did you find out?"
"I found part of a condom wrapper in his pants pocket when I was doing the laundry. He doesn't use them with me because we have been trying to get me pregnant. I decided not to have his baby if he was cheating on me. I didn't want to end up as a single mother if there was going to be a divorce so I used some of the inheritance from my dad to put a private detective on him. They get together for long lunches and when he calls and tells me that he is working late he is usually working on Heather. How did you find out?"
"I was in the basement working on a bookcase I'm making. The phone rang and I picked up the basement extension. Heather must have picked up the upstairs phone a second or so ahead of me and I heard her say the word "lover" just as I put the phone to my ear so I quietly listened while Josh told her they would have to skip their usual long lunch at the Marriott because on an important meeting he had to go to. I got to listen to her tell him that she would miss his cock and that he was going to have to work hard to make it up to her the next time."
"You haven't done anything about it?"
"I haven't been able to make up my mind as to what to do. I did decide this afternoon to confront her when she gets home and see where it goes from there. What are you going to do?"
"Hopefully I'll be doing it in a few minutes."
I gave her what must have seemed to her like a confused look and said, "Do what?"
She got up and came over and sat down on my lap. "I've seen the way you look at me and I know damned well that if we weren't married you would have been after me. We might both still be married, but we don't owe Josh and Heather any more fidelity that they have given us."
She hugged me and her hand slid up my leg, under my shorts and to the leg band of my briefs. I shifted to get a little more comfortable and her hand went under my briefs and touched my cock. I looked at her in amazement and she leaned into me and her lips met mine. She slipped her tongue into my mouth and her hand gripped my hard cock. No silly fool me I kissed her back and swapped tongues with her. She broke the kiss and said:
"I'm going for the ultimate in revenge. Even though we decided to have a baby I've managed to come up with excuses not to have sex during my fertile times and to be on the safe side I went to my doctor and was fitted for a diaphragm. How bad do you want revenge on Josh?"
"Why do you ask that?"
"It is my ultimate revenge. I'm at my most fertile right now and my diaphragm is in my purse."
"You mea..."
"That is exactly what I mean."
Carla was right. It would be the ultimate revenge to have Josh raising my kid thinking that it was his. I smiled and moved a hand up under Carla's tank top and discovered that I had been right when I guessed that she was braless and I felt her right nipple. It was as hard as a pencil eraser and when I pulled on it Carla moaned. Her mouth fastened on mine and I sent my other hand under her Daisy Duke's and discovered that she was not only braless, but she wasn't wearing any panties.
I slowly worked a finger into her wet pussy and she moaned and whispered, "Oh yes" as I worked my finger. I broke the kiss and said:
"On Heather's side of the bed. That's where I want you; on Heather's side of the bed."
She got off my lap and said, "Let's go."
We both hurriedly stripped when we got to the bedroom and Carla naked was spectacular and she had something that I had never seen before except in men's magazines – she was completely shaved! I have already mentioned that Heather was a hottie, but why Josh was fucking my wife when he had a woman like Carla made absolutely no sense to me. Carla was apparently thinking along the same lines. She was looking at my naked body with a puzzled look on her face and when I asked her what she was thinking she said:
"I just don't understand it. Your cock is both longer and thicker than Josh's so why in the world would Heather want to fuck my husband when she has you and that cock at home and ready to go. Makes no sense to me."
"Doesn't matter. You are here now and for the time being those other two people don't even exist."
"You are so right. Take me to bed and do it now."
I pointed at Heather's side of the bed and she smiled and said, "You do me on Heather's side of the bed and then we can go to my place and I'll do you on Josh's side of the bed."
"Deal." I said as she laid back on the bed and spread her legs. I moved between them and she lifted her legs and told me to fuck her and fuck her hard.
"Can't do it. Not until I've had a taste."
I put my mouth on that hairless pussy and lapped at it until Carla cried out "Enough! Fuck me."
I moved up and pushed forward and my cock spread her lips slid into her hot wet hole.
"Oh yessss" she hissed, "Fill me lover; fill me and fuck me hard."
I did what the lady asked. I was grunting and she was moaning as we went after each other like two animals in heat. The sound of my balls slapping her ass as I drove into bounced off the walls of the room. She begged me not to stop and to keep fucking her forever. Her words were driving me crazy with lust and I wanted to do what she wanted me to do. I did want to keep fucking her forever. I pounded and pounded and pounded. I needed to get her off before I got mine. I was close, damned close and luckily Carla started cumming and I felt her pussy clamp down on my cock and I couldn't hold it back any longer. I came and pumped what felt like a gallon of cum into her fertile womb.
Both of us were sweaty and gasping for breath when I pulled out of her and fell to the bed beside her. Carla rolled up on an elbow and looked down at me.
"I can't believe this. I just can't believe this. Heather can have this and she wants my husband?"
Her hand reached for my wet cock and she started to fondle it. My cock twitched and Carla said:
"Good boy. Showing signs of life and that's a good thing 'cause we ain't even close to being done yet lover. I've got two more holes that you have to claim by cumming in them. We have the rest of tonight, all of tomorrow and part of Sunday and when I'm through with you you won't give a rat's ass if Heather ever comes home."
She moved down and started licking my cock and then her mouth captured it and she began to work on it. A cock that had been limp only minutes before quickly became iron bar hard. She pulled her mouth of off of me and then she moved up and mounted me. "My turn to ride" she said as she started fucking me cowgirl style.
Carla rode me to the point where I just had to get off and I rolled her over on her back and fucked her hard until we both climaxed and as we rested she said:
"You aren't going to make me go home tonight are you?"
"Silly girl" I said as I pulled her to me. We fell asleep wrapped around each other.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke before Carla did in the morning and as I lay there looking at her I couldn't help but think that what I had done with Josh's wife didn't make me any better than Heather. Granted that I could rationalize it by saying that Heather cheated on me and that released me from my vows. She did so I could right? What's good for the goose is good for the gander right? Turn about is fair play right? But for me the bottom line was that I had cheated on my marriage. I couldn't claim the high ground when I confronted Heather. True, she didn't know that I had done it, but I knew.
I hadn't noticed that Carla was awake until she said, "You look deep in thought. What are you thinking?"
I told her and she said, "I made the same promises you did when I married Josh so I guess that makes me a cheater also, but I don't look at it that way. Josh made the same vows as I did and then he broke them. To me that meant we had a contract and if we were dealing in law, if I remember rightly from my Business Law classes, Josh would be in breach of contract and the contract could be declared null and void. I know marriages aren't handled that way, but it doesn't change the fact that Josh and I had a contract and he broke that contract with me That means, at least to me, that I no longer have to honor that contract unless I so choose. You need to look at your marriage the same way. You aren't cheating lover; you are only doing what her breach of her contract with you has freed you up to do. Enough of this stuff. Take me out and feed me and then we need to go to my place and rededicate Josh's side of the bed and work on getting me pregnant."
Her hand started moving down my body and by the time she reached my groin area I was already starting to rise and then we were off and running. If she wasn't pregnant by the time we fell asleep at her place it wasn't because we didn't try hard enough. I don't think that the last two times we made love did any good because I don't believe much more than dust came out of the end of my cock.
In the morning she asked me what time the kids would be home and I told her around six. She fed me steak and eggs for breakfast saying that I'd need my energy if I was going to do her any good that day.
We called it quits around four so I could head home and be there in case my parents got there earlier than expected. Before I went home Carl asked me if I had made up my mind as to what I was going to do and I admitted that I hadn't.
"Are you a good enough actor to pretend that everything is fine?"
"I don't know. Why?"
"Because to my mind the best revenge is for us to keep doing what we spent the weekend doing. I want to keep on doing it until I'm pregnant. Also you need to think about your kids. A divorce will cut you off from them because around here the courts always give custody to the mother. You would maybe get to see them every other weekend and that would only be if Heather wasn't pissed off enough at you to find some excuse that you couldn't have them that weekend. My advice would be to put up with the bitch. Life as usual except that you and I would be fucking up a storm every chance we could get."
"I don't know about that Carla. Sooner or later cheaters will get caught. If they catch us it reduces our chance to hold the high ground in any talks we have."
"They got caught because of stupid mistakes. You found out about Heather because the two of them were dumb enough to use the home phones to communicate. I found out because Josh was so sloppy that he brought the evidence home in his pants pocket. We won't take those kinds of chances. We will get a couple of Tracfones from Wal-Mart and use them to keep in touch and so that our spouses won't accidentally find them and wonder about them we will leave them in our desks at work. We will always know when they are getting together so we will get together at the same time."
"No, we won't be able to do that. If Heather calls and says she has to work late I'll have to babysit and if they are doing it on their lunch hours we won't be able to because I can only rarely take long lunches."
"You can sometimes work late can't you? When you do she will have to be home to watch the kids. I play cards with some sorority sisters from college every Wednesday night and I sometimes stop for drinks after work with the people I work with and Josh is used to that. Another thing we can do is put a tap on our phone lines so we will know what they are talking about. Are you game?"
"You've thought it all out haven't you."
"Maybe I've missed something, but with both of us working together I think we can cover all the bases."
"You are sure you want to do this?"
"Absolutely sure. Like I told you in the beginning I want revenge on Josh. I gave him everything I have and he stabs me in the back. I spoil that son of a bitch rotten and fuck his eyes out three and four times a week and he cheats on me? No damned way I'm going to let it slide. My idea of the perfect revenge is to let him raise another man's kid and what could be sweeter than having the husband of the woman he is cheating with being that father of that child."
"I can see the need for revenge and I guess I can get behind seeing that asshole raise my kid, but I'm not all that sure that I can pull off pretending to be a loving husband to a wife who is cheating on me."
"You have incentive lover."
"I do?"
"Over the last forty-eight hours you seemed to love the hell out of what I gave you. You can have as much of it as you want, any time you want and for as long as you want."
"You do know that's a damned hard offer to refuse."
"I would certainly hope so and there is more. Josh wants two kids, a boy and a girl and I am going to want the both of them to have the same daddy. It could be even better than that. What if I get the first two and they are both girls? I know he is going to want a son. You up to keeping on trying?"
"I am as long as we don't get caught."
"We will just have to make sure that that doesn't happen. Oh, and one last thing. Can you act natural around Josh?"
"It will be hard not to smirk knowing that I'm going to be trying my best to give him a kid to raise, but I think that I'll be able to handle it."
"I think Tuesday will be my next night to stop after work with the girls."
"What a coincidence. I'll be working late on Tuesday."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
My folks dropped the kids off at six-thirty and told me that they hadn't eaten yet so I took them out to Mickey Ds and wasn't the least bit surprised when they told me that they wanted Happy Meals. After we ate we went home and found Heather there and she asked where we had been and when I told her she said in a snippy tone:
"Why didn't you call me and see if I wanted to go to dinner with you?"
"You didn't tell me when you would be back and you didn't call my cell and tell me you were back" I answered in the same snippy tone.
She gave me a nasty look and then went to say hi to the kids. While Heather put the kids to bed I went on line and did a search. I found out how to tap a phone line using a voice activated tape recorder and decided to buy one or two on my way home from work the next day. I'd buy two so I could put a tap on not only my line, but one on josh's line also. I'd have to call Carla and set it up.
I noticed that Heather didn't shower before coming to bed. She might have showered before coming home, but then again maybe she didn't and I had no intentions of taking sloppy seconds. I probably had in the past, but I didn't know it then. When Heather made overtires I pleaded an upset stomach and told her maybe the next day.
Monday at three-twenty my secretary told me that there was a Mrs. Carla Marvis who would like to see me and I told Shelly to send Carla in. Carla came in and closed the door behind her and came over to me and kissed me.
"Too bad you have a secretary sitting right outside your door. If she wasn't there I'd lock the door and you could do me right here on your desk."
'If you can kill ten minutes she goes home at three-thirty."
"Oh wow! I was just kidding, but I can easily kill ten minutes."
She opened her purse and took out a cell phone and handed it to me and told me that she had already programmed her number into it.
"The plan for tomorrow is that at lunch time I'm going to run over to the Marriott and get a room. I picked the Marriott because you have to go inside and go down a hall to get to the rooms. No outside doors that some one could see us go into. I'll call you and give you the room number. I'll get off work at four-thirty and go right to the room. When you get there go into the bar and have a drink and if anyone there knows you and sees you they will think that you just stopped in for a drink on the way home. After your drink you come to the room where I will be naked and waiting. Okay?"
"Sounds like a plan to me. On the way home I'm picking up what we need to tap our phones. When would be a good time for me to come over and do it?"
"It is already done. I went online and found out how to do it and I already had a recorder that I could use."
At that point Shelly stuck her head in the door and said, "I'm leaving Mr. B and I'll see you in the morning."



When the door closed Carla got up to lock the door and when she turned back to me I already had my pants and briefs off and was clearing the desk. Carla laughed and said:
"Eager? I like that in a man" she said as she lifted her skirt and took off her panties.
It was a quick no frills fuck and we both got off and as Carla was putting her panties back on she said:
"That will hold me till tomorrow, but you had better come to the room prepared for a long and energetic evening. Maybe you should load up on vitamins."
I debated washing my cock before I went home. If I fucked Heather that night it would be a kick to do it with Carla's juices – probably dried by then – still on my cock, but Heather usually started me out with oral and she might just question the taste. Better safe than sorry I thought and headed for the men's room to clean up.
I stopped at Radio Shack on the way home and bought two recorders and six extra tapes. I got the second recorder so I could listen to the tapes in my office. I would save any tape that had something on it from the two lovers against the day I would be telling a judge why I wanted a divorce.
Heather had dinner ready when I got home and she had wine out which was a good sign that she was in an amorous mood and I wondered at that. She had spent the weekend fucking her lover and she comes home wanting more? Was she turning into a nymphomaniac or did she just get off on doing her clueless (or so she thought) husband after being with her lover. Maybe some day I'd find out the answer to that one.
Sex was always good with Heather and she liked to do it all. She gave pretty good head – not as good as Carla – and she liked anal. If Carla had been honest and not just playing to my ego when she said I was bigger than Josh I had to wonder what he had that Heather thought that I was lacking. Another question that I might someday get an answer to.
When dinner was over and the kids were parked in front of the electronic babysitter and we were doing the dishes Heather said:
"You do know that you have your work cut out for you tonight right?"
"Oh?" And why's that?"
"You have to make up for last night."
"I'll do my best."
"Your best is always spectacular my love."
I wanted to say, "Then why are you fucking Josh" but I kept my mouth shut.
While Heather read to the kids I went down into the basement, found where to phone line came into the house and put a tap on the phone. Heather didn't leave for work until an hour after I did and I guessed that is when she and Josh would do most of their talking. I could be wrong about that. Heather had a cell phone and of course they could possibly talk on her work phone while she was at work. I was gambling that the call I'd overheard was a sign that they talked when she was at home.
We went three times that night which was a rare event for us. We had sex three or four times a week, but usually only once although on occasion we did go twice. One more thing to wonder about. The warning bell went off just after we had finished our third time. We were lying next to each other when Heather said:
"Have you given any thought to us having another child?"
"Not really" I said as I thought especially not Josh's. "In fact I have been flirting with the idea of getting a vasectomy so you could give up birth control pills and we could still be safe."
"Why wouldn't you want another?"
"We had Mike and Anna so soon after our wedding that we never had a chance to go places and do things. As it sits now we will still be young enough to do some things when Mike and Anna strike out on their own. More kids would prevent that. Besides, right now we need the income from your job. We would be pinched if you had to leave work because of a pregnancy."
In my mind I was thinking some real bad thoughts. Heather and Carla talked and I'm sure that Heather knew that Carla and Josh had decided to try and have a child. Did Heather want to get Josh's first child before Carla could get it? Was there something that Heather had against Carla or was it just Heather trying to stake a claim to her lover? Either way it didn't make me think I could follow through on Carla's plan. In my mind I was going to have to dump Heather pretty damned soon.
Then I had a very, very bad thought. Were Mike and Anna even mine? I was going to have to find out. I fell into a very disturbed sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next afternoon after an exhausting session in room 202 of the downtown Marriott I voiced my concerns to Carla.
"I can't even make a wild guess as to what you should do" Carla said. "Confront her about Josh now before he can get her pregnant? Of course she could already be pregnant and is getting ready to drop it on you. I know what I'd do, but I'm not a man and I'm not you."
"What would you do?"
"I'd just tell her that I want no more kids so to be safe I would start wearing a condom until I could get a vasectomy. If she does come up pregnant that is when I would have the confrontation. I'd say that I guess we need a DNA test to see if it was mine or Josh's. That should rock her back on her heels."
"If I get a vasectomy it will blow our revenge plan."
"Just don't get it until you get me pregnant. It will be a shame because I do so want all my kids to have the same father. We might get lucky. Maybe Heather was only sounding you out on having another and you saying you didn't want another will make her drop it. We just won't ever know unless she comes up to you and says that the rabbit died."
She looked at her watch and said, "We have time for a couple more chances for you to make me a mommy."
I stopped on the way home and got a bunch of condoms and that night when heather wanted sex I got one of the condoms out and started to put it on.
"What's that for?"
"I've decided to use them until I can get a vasectomy. I really don't want anymore kids."
"Well take it off. I hate the feel of those things. I'll stay on the pill and use spermicides until I can get fitted for a diaphragm. That should keep us plenty safe."
"Hated the feel of them?" I thought as I finished rolling it on. Heather was a virgin when we got married and I had never used a rubber with her. When did she learn that she didn't like the feel of them? And with who? Whatever! It just reinforced my decision to find out about the paternity of my two children. Then I remembered that it was because of Josh using rubbers when he fucked Heather that had clued Carla into the fact that Josh was cheating on her. I was still going to get the tests done.
I finished rolling it on and said, "Unless you already have the spermicide I'll use the raincoats that I bought today."
"I don't, but I'll get some tomorrow and make a doctor's appointment for the diaphragm. I don't want you getting a vasectomy. I want to keep the option open in case you ever change your mind."
I left the rubber on, got on the bed and went down on her. When she reached the point where she grabbed my head and tried to pull it inside her I pulled away from her and then slid my cock into her. She came quickly and then I took my time bringing her to another climax before picking up the pace and getting my nut. I held myself in her until I was soft and then I pulled out, removed the cover and went into the bathroom to dispose of it. When I got back to the bed Heather was lying on her side asleep.
I figured that it was a good time to head down to the basement and check the recorder. A couple of junk calls and then:
"Hello?"
"Good morning sweetie. Miss me?"
"Of course I do."
"We still on for lunch today?"
"Yes, but I think our lunch meetings are about over unless we can find some place where it won't cost so much. Those motel rooms are killing my family budget. I can't keep pulling from it. Sooner or later I won't have enough in it to feed my family and I damned sure don't Bob asking why."
"I'll try to come up with something. Wednesday night is the cunt's card night. You figured out a way to get out of the house yet?"
"Not yet, but I'm working on it."
"I'll cross my fingers. I need more of you than I get on a forty-five minute lunch break."
"Me too lover."
"Talk to you tomorrow?"
"Of course."
"Till then."
"Bye baby."
I almost puked when I realized that I had eaten Heather's pussy after she had let Josh use it that afternoon, but I managed not to. I found it interesting that the whore was not only cheating on me, but she had to pay for the room to do it in. I wondered how Carla would take it when she heard that she was a "cunt" according to her hubby. The only thing I knew for sure as I climbed the steps up out of the basement is that Heather was not going to be able to get out of the house on Wednesday night.
Tuesday when I got to work I took the Tracfone out of my desk drawer and called Carla and when she answered I said:
"Good morning cunt."
"What? Who the hell is this?"
"You have forgotten the voice of the father to be of your children already? And besides, who else has this number?"
"Bob? What are you doing calling me a cunt?"
"Give a listen to this" I said as I held the recorder up to the phone and hit play. After "The cunt's card night" had played I said, "See? On good authority I have it that you are a cunt. A husband knows these things about his wife right?"
"When the time comes I'll kill the fucking asshole."
I played the rest of the tape for her since she obviously hadn't checked the recorder that she had put on her home line and after she listened to it she asked me what I was going to do.
"I think I'll have to work late Wednesday, but I won't let her know until it is almost time for her to get off work. Hopefully it will be too short a notice for her to line up a baby sitter. Did you catch the part where Heather says she is paying for the room they cheat in?"
"Doesn't surprise me. Josh has always been cheap. I guess if you are going to work late I'll skip my card night and we can get together."
"I'll call you tomorrow and set it up"
Wednesday over breakfast Heather did ask me if I had plans for the evening and I told her no and asked why she wanted to know.
"The girls from work have been talking about stopping after work to have a couple of drinks and socialize away from work. I can't do it unless you are here to watch the kids."
"Shouldn't be a problem."
I kissed her and headed off for work. I stopped off at the Marriott and got a room and when I got to work I called Carla and gave her the room number. Heather gets off work at five so at four-forty I called her and told her that I had to work late.
"There are some problems with the Henderson contract and they have to be taken care of before Nathan goes to his meeting with them in the morning. Sorry for such short notice, but I really can't get out of it. I may be really late so don't wait up for me. Love you. Bye."
I spent an exhausting time in room 333 and Heather was asleep when I got home. If she had been up and had wanted to play I'm not sure that I could have gotten it up for her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next five weeks Carla and I were able to get together on the average of twice a week and it helped to always know ahead of time by way of the phone taps what Josh and Heather were up to. It was during that fifth week that Carla said:
"Congratulations daddy. How about fucking the eyes out of the mother of your child?"
"How does Josh feel about it?"
"He doesn't know yet. I needed to tell the baby's father first. Then I can tell Josh."
"You know" I said, "The one thing we haven't done that they have is go off for a weekend together. I think we owe it to ourselves to have one to celebrate your pregnancy. We just need to do it without the two of them putting two and two together and coming up with the right answer."
"Funny that you should bring that up at this exact time. Josh has to fly to San Diego to handle some detail or other with his father's estate. He is going over this weekend so he can visit with some relatives before going to see the attorney on Monday. If you can come up with a way to get out for the weekend we can go someplace and neither one would have any reason to think about it.
"I think I can do it."
I got off the bed and got my cell phone and called my brother who lived in Akron. When I got him I asked him to call the house just after I left for work in the morning and to tell Heather that I need to come home for a family emergency of some type over the weekend. I told him I'd call him later and clue him in as to what was going on. He said he would take care of it and we said goodbye.
I turned to Carla and said, "All that's left is to decide where we want to go."
The next morning Heather called me on my cell about five minutes after I left the house.
"You need to call Bill as soon as possible. There is a family emergency and he needs to talk with you."
"I'll call him as soon as you hang up."
I waited until I got to work and then called Bill.
"I told her that Brian (his son) needs a kidney transplant and I needed to see if you would be willing to donate a kidney and if so would you come back and be tested to see if you would be a good match. What's up?"
I explained the situation to him and he told me that I could count on him to help any time I needed it. I knew I could count on him because he hated cheating sluts. He was a single father because his wife had cheated on him. He had kicked her out and had ended up with the kids when Martha had died in an auto accident.
I called Carla and told her the set up and we made arrangements to take off for the weekend. I got on the phone and called the Arrowhead Lodge and was even able to reserve room 130. Only fitting I thought. At two I called Heather and told her that I was flying back to Akron.
"I'll stop by the house and pack a bag. My flight leaves at eight and I need to get their at least a half hour early to check in."
"I hate to sound selfish, but I do hope that you aren't a match. I need you to have all your parts to ensure we make it all the way to old age together."
"Damn Heather; the way you say that makes me think you might actually love me."
"There better not be any doubt in your mind about it buster. Not even a smidgen."
If you only knew I thought as I said goodbye and hung up the phone.
When I got home Heather was waiting for me in what she called her "Fuck me" suit. Naked with 'come fuck me' pumps on. "Got time to give me something to hold me until you get back?"
Since I really didn't need to hurry to catch a non-existent flight I said that I had the time.
Heather was lying on the bed with my cum leaking out of her pussy and as I dressed she said:
"On the phone you almost sounded like you doubted that I love you."
"Just kidding babe. I know full well how much you love me."
You show me just how much every time you fuck Josh.
"I don't want you to ever doubt it lover. Not ever."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The weekend with Carla was exhausting. Make love and go to bed. Wake up in the morning, make love and then go to breakfast. Go back to the room and make love until lunch time. Eat and then go back to the room and make love. Go out and sit by the pool for a while and then go back to the room and make love. Go out to dinner, have a few drinks and dance a little and then go back to the room and make love. Repeat the next day and then once more when we woke up Monday morning. We promised each other that we would do it again and then headed home.
Heather was at work when I got home so I went to the basement and checked the recorder. The first call on Friday morning was Bill. A couple of minutes after she hung up on Bill she got a call from Josh.
"You figure out a way to get loose for the weekend? I'd love to spend a couple of uninterrupted days with you."
"No Josh; I haven't been able to think of a way and the truth of the matter is that I don't want to come up with a way."
"What's the matter? Why not?"
"The guilt over what I've been doing has finally caught up with me. I love Bob and he deserves better than to have a cheating wife. The next time we got together I was going to tell you that it was over. I need to devote myself to Bob."
"Oh come on Heather; you have been making love with me for almost a year. How could you do that if you love him as much as you say?"
"First off I need to correct something that you just said. I've never made love to you. I have fucked you, but never ever made love with you. The only man I make love to is Bob."
"Bullshit!"
"No Josh; not bullshit. I love the man and I try to show him that I love him every chance that I get."
"If you love him so much why have you been doing me?"
"The excitement of it. The thrill of doing something illicit and forbidden. It was a major turn on for me to go home and make love to Bob after I'd fucked you. It gave me some humongous orgasms."
"It turned you on to give him sloppy seconds? If that's the case why not keep on going?"
"I have never given him sloppy seconds. I was always clean when I made love to him."
"Bullshit Heather. You never showered before we left the motel rooms."
"I keep a travel bag at work and it has every thing that I needed to douche with. Bob has never even come close to feeling even a small trace of you.' No Josh; I'm ending it before we get caught. I love Bob and I don't want to lose him. Just be happy that you managed to get me drunk and take advantage of me the first time."
"Maybe so, but you weren't drunk all the other times."
"Depends on what you mean by drunk. I was drunk on the thrill I got from making love to Bob after you had fucked me. I wanted to see if the thrill and excitement would be there if I did it sober so I let you do me a second time and it was and that is the only reason I kept on doing it. We've gotten away with it for a little over a year, but I've just woken up to the fact that the feeling I get going to Bob after being with you isn't worth what it would cost me if we got caught and I lost Bob. Have fun in California Josh and when you get home don't call me. Bye."
Interesting I thought as I pulled the tape and inserted a fresh one.
I unpacked and headed to work. Around eleven I called Carla and when I said "Hi" she said, "Miss me all ready?"
"You know it sexy. I've got something I want you to hear."
"If it is Friday's phone conversation I've already heard it."
"What do you think?"
"It sounds like she got her head out of her ass and realized that she could lose you. What are you going to do?"
"I'd already made up my mind to hang in there until the kids turned eighteen and I can't see anything that would make me change my mind. If she meant what she said to Josh it will make it easier to stick it out, but the trust is gone. Even if she does break it off with Josh and they never get together again how do I know that somewhere down the line she won't start missing the thrill and excitement of cheating and hook up with some new guy?"
"You could always hit her with "If you are really through with Josh maybe we can move on, but you get no second chance."
"No I couldn't. That would give up the information that I have a tap on the phone and like I said, the trust is gone. I'm going to need a way to keep track of what she is up to. Besides, she knows me and she would know that if I knew I would have shared it with you. She might tell that to Josh and that might get him to thinking and we don't want that."
"Is that your roundabout way of saying that we are going to keep on going?"
"You heard the tape. They've gotten away with it for a little over a year and you and I have only been at it for a couple of months. They owe us another ten or twelve months and then of course there are the penalties and interest that could make it even longer."



"I'd like that."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog.
Carla and I continued to see each other on the average of twice a week until her seventh month. She wanted to keep going, but she was so big with the babies that I didn't I could make love to her without hurting her. That's right – babies. The ultrasound showed that Carla was going to have twins. She gave birth to two beautiful little girls.
True to her prediction Josh wanted a son so two years after the birth of the twins I got her pregnant again and this time the ultrasound said it was a boy. We made love until her eighth month and then we called it quits. We both felt that we had gotten away with it long enough and to get caught at that point would turn Carla into a single mom with three kids to raise and neither of us wanted that. As Carla put it on our last time together:
"The object was to get revenge on the cheating bastard by giving him another man's kids to raise. I need to stay married to him for that to happen."
Josh received a promotion that required him to move and I haven't seen or talked to Carla since they moved however I do think of her often and fondly.
It has been six years now and as far as I know – at least according to the telephone tap – Heather hasn't hooked up with anyone else, but then she and Josh had gotten away with what they were doing for over a year before I found out about them and I hadn't a clue. She could have possibly gotten smart enough to stop using the home phone, but I keep a close eye on her and so far I haven't seen anything that would indicate that she is fooling around.
She has been doing her best to spoil me rotten and I have been rethinking my plan to bail out when the kids hit eighteen and that will be four more years for Mike and five more for Anna.
I'll just have to wait and see.
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Once upon a time in the land of OOH Blah Dee there lived an aircraft mechanic who worked for an airline. One day the mechanic met and fell in love with a beautiful stewardess and he pursued her. Eventually the beautiful stewardess succumbed to the aircraft mechanic's charm and they were married and lived happily ever after. The story of my life? Not!!
++++++++++++++++++++
I'd been working for North Central Airlines for just a little over three years when I met Patti Anne Manis. One look at her smiling face and I fell ass over tea kettle in love with her. I asked her for a date and she said yes and we set it up for her next day off which was two days away.
For the next two days I was walking on clouds in anticipation. I showed up at her door only to find a note taped to it.
"Bob -- I was called in to cover a DTW to ORD overnight. Sorry. Call you when I get back."
I had worked at the airline and had known stews long enough that I should have been prepared for it, but I wasn't. Patti was only four months out of training so she was on what was called 'reserve.' What that meant was that she didn't have enough seniority to bid for regular trips -- called blocks -- so she was basically a substitute and would cover for anyone who called in sick, went on vacation or couldn't cover their own block for some reason.
The next evening she called me to let me know that she was back and we made a date for my next days off which were three days away. Again I found a note taped to her door telling me that she had been called in. We made four dates before we were able to connect. The night was magical for me. We talked over dinner and danced a lot and I was absolutely lost in her deep blue eyes.
Given her reserve status and the fact that I worked the afternoon shift with rotating days off made it hard for us to connect. For those who don't understand rotating days off they way they work is one week you have Mon/Tues off and the following week your days off are Tues/Wed and then Wed/Thurs, Thurs/Fri and so on.
Anyway, with my day off schedule and Patti's reserve status we were only able to date eight times over the next five months. With each date I fell deeper and deeper in love with her. Then we hit a spell where we were able to see each other two or three times a week for a couple of months and Patti seemed to feel towards me what I felt for her.
We had been making out since our sixth date and while I wanted more I sensed that Patti didn't so not wanting to scare her off I had pretty much behaved myself. One night in the middle of the two and three times a week period I was fixing dinner for Patti and myself in my apartment. I was at the sink rinsing the pasta for the Linguini Alfredo I was making when Patti came up behind me and put her arms around me. I turned around to kiss her and found her standing there stark naked. Before I could say a word she put a finger to my lips, whispered "Shush" and then led me to the bedroom.
Patti was not a virgin, but then neither was I. She helped me undress and then knelt in front of me and captured my cock with her mouth. She worked on it for a couple of minutes and then stood up and got on the bed. She spread her legs wide, smiled up at me and said:
"Come on baby; I've been wanting this for months now."
I got on the bed and surprised her by going down on her instead of just climbing on. I worked on her for several minutes until she grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled me up while saying:
"Fuck me damn it; fuck me!"
She was wet and I had no trouble in getting in. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and hung on while I did my best to get her off before I got myself off. It was close but I managed and then I rolled over and had her on top as I slowly went limp. When she got off me she asked:
"Why did we wait so long?"
"I was just stupid I guess."
"We have to make up for lost time" she said as she moved down and took me in her mouth. We never did get back to the Linguini.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
From that night on Patti and I made love every time we got together. Six more months went by and I asked Patti to marry me and she said no. She said she loved flying for a living and wasn't ready to give it up just yet.
"Maybe" she said, "After I've gotten some seniority and have held a block of my own for a while I'll be ready to settle down."
I was bummed, but at least she had left the door open for later.
A year went by with the two of us getting together every time we were off at the same time. I asked her to move in with me and she said no. She said that the off the wall hours when they called her for trips would keep me from getting rest. It was reasonable so I accepted it. Another year went by and because of resignations and retirements Patti moved up the seniority list until she was finally able to bid and hold a block of her own.
It was the beginning of the end for Patti and me.
The block she had overnighted in Chicago and at first there was no change in our relationship, but gradually I began to see less and less of her on our shared days off. Then one day she asked me to meet her at the Landing Strip Lounge which was a bar close to the airport.
She was already there sitting in a booth when I got there. I leaned in to kiss her and she turned her head away.
"What's wrong" I asked as I sat down next to her.
"This is hard Bob and I'm really sorry, but I can't see you any more. I've met someone, fallen madly in love with him and I'm going to marry him."
I did the only thing I could think of under the circumstances. Without a word to her I got up and walked out of the bar. It would be six years before I saw her again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Six months later I was sitting in the employee cafeteria in the main terminal building when Alice Dean sat down at the table with me. Alice had been one of Patti's two roommates. She asked me how I was doing and I told her I was getting along okay. She asked if I was seeing anyone and I told her that I didn't have anything going; that I dated some but wasn't seeing anyone on a steady basis.
"It was a shame what Patti did to you and Marsha (Patti's other roommate) and I wanted to tell you, but we could never work up the courage to do it."
"Tell me what?"
"That Patti was just using you until she could get what she really wanted."
"Using me? What did she really want?"
"To marry a captain or a first officer about to become a captain. She said that was where the money was. That they made more than a lowly mechanic ever would."
"A lowly mechanic?"
"She was talking money Bob. A mechanic doesn't make near what a captain does. She did care for you and more than once she said that she would marry you in a heartbeat if you could give her the life she wanted."
"Gee Alice, that sure is good to know."
"Just don't let it sour you on stews Bob. We all aren't like Pat."
"We?"
"Not me Bob; I'm more than happy with Allen, but Marsha would say yes in a New York minute if you were to give her a call and Barbra Brick has said more than once that she wished she could find a guy like you. I'm having a party Friday night. How about you coming over?"
I went to Alice's party and I had a good time. I did ask Marsha for a date, she said yes and we did have a good time, but after a half dozen dates we realized that although we liked each other there was no real spark between us.
Next I dated Barbra Brick. She gave it up on the second date and we saw each other for a little over a year. She let me know, when she sensed me getting serious, that she wasn't the marrying kind.
"If I was Bobby I'd snap you up in a second, but the sad fact is that I'm pretty much a slut. I like cock, but I like different cocks. I've already stayed with you longer than I have with any other guy, but I'm starting to crave something different. The man I marry would have to be a very understanding guy who would put up with my straying as long as he knew that I would always come back to him. You and I both know that you aren't that guy and it's a crying shame because in all other respects you are the kind of guy I want."
"So how long have I got?"
"A couple of weeks, a month or maybe two. I haven't met him yet, but he is out there."
I actually made it three and a half more before she told me that she had found my replacement. I wished her well and moved on with my life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next girl I hooked up with was also a stew low on the seniority pole. I went through the same kind of relationship with Carol that I'd had with Patti before Patti finally got a block of her own and one night when I showed up for a date with Carol and found the note on the door I said "Fuck this shit! No more stews!"
Working afternoons and getting off shift at eleven-thirty didn't leave much of an evening to do anything with so I had gotten in the habit of stopping at The Landing Strip after work with a couple of the guys I worked with.
There were three girls working there at the time. Karen was the barmaid and Cookie and Tina were the waitresses. All three were hard on generators and all were constantly being hit on, but I never did see anyone get anywhere with any one of them. I got along well with all three and on slow nights Cookie or Tina would sit and talk to me.
One night about a week after I had found the note on Carol's door I was sitting at the strip and I guess I must have looked a little out of sorts because Tina sat down with me and said:
"Why so glum chum?"
I don't know why I did it, but I told her about my lousy luck at having a love life. She laughed and said:
"You should have talked to me sooner. I would have warned you to stay away from stewardesses."
"Why would you have done that?"
"Because I used to be one sweetie. Four years for Ozark. The job was supposed to be fun and exciting and maybe it was if you years and years of seniority, but if you were on the low end of the totem pole you couldn't have a life for shit. Even if you built up enough seniority to bid and hold your own trip section someone with higher seniority could bump you off of it if they decided that they wanted it."
"That doesn't sound like it makes sense. If they had the seniority why didn't they bid for it in the first place?"
"Flight crews bid on a different schedule and sometimes stews follow certain captains or first officers. Say I bid the Memphis to Dallas run on the first of September and got it and on the fifteenth Captain X or First Officer Y bid that block and Sue Smith had a thing going with one of them. If she had seniority she could bump me off the block and I'd end up going back into the reserve pool until the next stew bid cycle. I finally got tired of it and quit. You need to find a girl with a steady job and steady days off."
"How do I do that working afternoons three to eleven-thirty? Not many places to find girls in the mornings and by the time I get off work at night all the girls have gone home."
"What am I? Chopped liver?"
"You? Why would I hit on you? I've seen you turning down guy's right and left ever since I started coming in here. I don't believe that there has been a night I've been in here that some guy hasn't tried to hook up with you."
"And all of them have a snoot full and half are married and are out looking to cheat and the other half are single and are looking for one night stands. Neither of which I am interested in. I will not allow myself to go out with some clown who flirts with me and tries to cop a feel whenever he can. Face it Bobby; very few of the men who come in here are the type I'd be interested in."
"That brings up the question that given what you've just said why would you consider me?"
"You have been coming in here now for almost three years and not once in that time have you made a lewd or suggestive remark; you have never been anything other than nice and polite and even though I have seen you looking at me appreciatively you have never stepped over the line." She laughed and then said, "Plus, you tip better than average."
"Aha!" I said, "You want me for my money."
"Don't be silly. You are an aircraft mechanic. You make good money, but a Daddy Warbucks you ain't."
"You got me there. I might not be in the bucks, but I'm not stupid. You just opened a door I'd be a fool not to walk through. Would you like to go out with me on your next day off?"
"That would be this coming Sunday."
"Rats!"
"What does that mean?"
"My days off this week are Friday and Saturday. I won't have a Sunday off until the weekend after the one coming up."
"That's right; I'd forgotten that you blue duck guys have rotating days off."
"Blue duck guys?"
"That's the tail emblem on your planes right? A blue duck in a circle?"
"I've never heard us called blue duck guys before."
"Yes."
"Yes what?"
"I'd love to go out with you Sunday after next."
+++++++++++++++++
It was on our third date that Tina set me straight.
"I want a steady boyfriend Bob, but at this point in my life I'm not interested in getting married. I became a stewardess because I have a bad case of wanderlust and I'm always wanting to go places and do things and flying all over met that need. I don't fly anymore, but I still have that urge.
"I don't know if you have noticed or not, but I occasionally disappear for a month or so. I'm a damned good cocktail waitress so Joe always holds my job open for me. Plain and simple Bob I am not a settle down and be a wife and mommy kind of girl. Can you handle a friends with benefits relationship with a girl like that?"
"Friends with benefits? What benefits?"
"That comes when you take me home tonight."
If I had any doubts that I might not be a friend's with benefits kind of guy the night with Tina cured me of that. The woman flat out loved sex! We undressed each other and then she went down on me. I returned the favor and then she pulled me up and told me:
"Do me hard bobby; do me hard."
I got us both off and she swung around into a sixty-nine and when she had me up she had me do her doggie. I got us both off again and then she went down on me again. It took her a while to get me serviceable and when she did she said:
"Anal this time Bobby; fuck my butt."
She rode me hard that night and put me up wet. No way was I not going to be her FWB from that night on.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tina and I settled into our FWB relationship and for the next three years we kept steady company. It wasn't always easy with her days off being Sunday and Monday and me only having Sat/Sun, Sun/Mon and Mon/Tues every four weeks, but I did pick her up when she got off work two or three nights a week.
I got tired of renting an apartment and getting nothing but a collection of rent receipts so I went looking and found a nice three bedroom house with an attached three car garage and became a home owner. I asked Tina to move in with me, but she said no.
"I like my independence Bobby. What we have is perfect for me and I don't want to change any part of it."
Every six or seven months or so Tina would disappear for anywhere from two weeks to a month and when she got back she would tell me all about where she had gone. I kept telling her that we could go on trips together since as an airline employee I had pass privileges, but she always told me that she needed her alone time and her trips gave her that.
And then, almost three years to the day when we first got together, Tina came back from a month in Tempe, Arizona and told me that we couldn't see each other any more.
"I met a guy Bobby and I swear to God sparks flew when we looked at each other. I'm moving there to be with him. I know its sudden Bobby, but I'll do my best to ease the pain."
She gave her two weeks notice and then spent the two weeks trying to fuck me to death. And then she was gone.
+++++++++++++++++
For a couple of weeks I just worked and went home. I just couldn't work up any interest in going out and looking for female companionship. I still stopped at the Strip for a few brews with the guys and Gloria, the girl who took Cookie's place when she got married and quit, and who knew of my relationship with Tina let me know, subtly, that she wouldn't mind being Tina's replacement. Gloria was a very sexy looking lady and I was considering taking a shot when out of the blue my life took a sudden turn.
Three guys I worked with and I closed the Strip, stopped at the Town and Country for a bite to eat and headed on home. When I got there I found a car parked in my driveway. It was a top of the line Lexus SUV and it was parked in the middle of the drive. I couldn't get around it to get in the garage so I parked in the street. As I was walking up the driveway the car door opened and Patti Anne stepped out.
I stopped and looked at her and wondered what she was doing in my driveway at four in the morning. She walked up to me, threw her arms around me and kissed me. She stepped back and said:
"Surprised?"
"And then some" I said.''
"Invite me in for a cup of coffee or a drink and some conversation?"
I was half tempted to say "Fuck no!" but she still looked as good to me as ever and I was curious so I told her to come on in. I offered her coffee or a beer and she chose coffee so I put a pot on and while we waited for it to brew I asked her what brought her to my driveway.
"I wanted to stop by and see if I could correct a huge mistake."
"A huge mistake? And what would that be?"
"My leaving you for the ass wipe that I married."
"Ass wipe? You said you met someone and fell madly in love with him. You fell in love with and married an ass wipe?"
She took a deep breath and then said, "I didn't actually tell you the truth there. I wasn't madly in love with him. I liked him; I liked him a lot, but I didn't love him like I loved you. The thing was that he was a high seniority captain making almost a hundred thousand a year. I grew up poor and getting by on hand me down's from my two older sisters and I wanted the good life. To be blunt about it I wanted the life you could never give me on a mechanic's pay. Jim was hot for me and tried like hell to get me so even though I loved you and only liked him I let my greed lead me away from you."
"And you are back here why?"
"Because I've never forgotten you. When I divorced Jim and came home I found out that you weren't married and after several months of trying to work up the courage I finally managed to get myself over here."
"So just what is it you are after Patti Anne? Forgiveness for shitting on me?"
"Frankly I was hoping for more than forgiveness. I want a chance to get you back."
"Why? I'm still a lowly mechanic making lowly mechanic's wages and I don't see that ever changing."
"I found out that living the good life with an asshole didn't even come close to what we had before I let greed get in the way. All I'm asking for is a chance Bob, just a chance."
Call me stupid, call me and idiot, call me a sucker, but I had been hopelessly in love with Patti Anne and I'd never forgotten her or completely gotten over her. Every place I went I'd been there a time or two with Patti and when I went there I would remember having been there with her.
I gave her the chance she asked for.
++++++++++++++++++++
We didn't just jump back in bed, but dated as we worked at reconnecting. On our third date Patti told me:
"I didn't tell you earlier because I didn't want to scare you into not giving me a chance, but I come with baggage. I have two children. Roberta and Rachel. They are twins and yes, before you even have a chance to think about it Roberta is named after you."
"Your husband stood still for that?"
"He didn't know. I never told him about you. He thinks I picked out the name because I liked it."
"Why would you want to name one of your children after me?"



I know it will sound stupid after the way I left you, but I wanted to have something of yours with me and your name was all I could come up with."
"You have never said, but how did this captain you didn't love but really liked become an ass wipe?"
"He played around on his overnights and brought me a case of gonorrhea. We worked through it and he swore that he would never cheat again and nine months later he brought me home another STD and that's when I called it quits."
Two weeks later I met Roberta and Rachel. They were identical twins and I could barely tell them apart. They were cute little girls and fairly well behaved for three year olds. I took an immediate liking to them and they seemed to like me.
Patti Anne and I reconnected and our seventh date ended up in my bedroom. I remembered all of her buttons and managed to push them and she remembered mine. After that night our dates on my nights off always ended up in that bedroom. We rarely got together when I got off work at eleven-thirty because Patti couldn't find a babysitter that could stay that late.
At the sixth month mark the inevitable happened and I asked Patti to marry me and she said yes and we set a date.
In her divorce Patti had gotten primary custody of the girls and her husband got ample visitation rights. He did care for the girls so he did take them often even though he had to fly in from Minneapolis to do it. He got them for one weekend a month, every other holiday and for three weeks during the summer although Patti let him have them whenever he wanted them.
"You know how flight schedules used to be for me" she explained, "and he has the same limitations so a set schedule to take the girls isn't possible."
He would fly in, take the girls for three or four days and then he wouldn't see them again for maybe a month. Patti somehow managed to get him to take them for two weeks so we could honeymoon in Cabo San Lucas. We had a glorious time and hated to head back home.
+++++++++++++++++
We settled in and began our life as a married couple. It was great! I loved waking up with Patti next to me and as with most newly weds we made love like a couple of very horny rabbits. She would be waiting and ready for me when I got home from work and three or four times a week we would wake up in the morning and go at it again.
Things went along smoothly and then the twins were old enough to start school. With them gone Patti looked for a job that would allow her to be at home when the girls got home from school. She found one and the next five years slid by.
North Central was a union shop and one of the things that the union had worked into its contract was overtime rules. The way it worked was that a list was made up in order of seniority and when overtime came up it was offered to the first man on the list if he accepted it or turned it down he was charged with the hours and the next time that overtime came up it was offered to the next man on the list and then so on until the last name on the list worked overtime and then you went back to the top of the list and started over. This kept the overtime equal between everyone.
Overtime wasn't a regular thing and the airline tried to avoid it since it was time and a half for the first four hours and double time for anything over four. While it was avoided if possible there were times when they had no choice. One day I got a call at home. I was on my first day off and I was next up on the overtime list. One of our Convair 580s was on the ground at Traverse City and needed an engine change. Traverse City was not a maintenance station so a crew was being sent from Detroit. I took the overtime, packed a quick bag, left a note on the kitchen table for Patti and headed for the airport. I'd be gone overnight and would get back on the 3:15 flight the next afternoon.
The truck with the engine and the engine and propeller slings had already gone and would be there by the time I and the other two mechanics got there. I took my camera with me so I could take some pictures to show my dad. He was a bit of an aviation buff and I thought he might like to see how an engine change went.
It was a problem free engine change and we were done with it by eleven that night and the three of us checked into a motel. At six the next morning I got a call from the station manager (I was senior so I was the acting lead). The Convair had been scheduled to fly to Minneapolis, but a change had been made and it was going to go to Detroit Metro instead. If we got to the airport by seven-thirty we could fly home on it instead of waiting for the afternoon flight. I called the other guys and they opted for the quick trip home and at seven thirty-five we were in the air.
Patti would be at work and the kids would be in school so I would have a quiet morning when I got to the house. It was about eleven in the morning when I got home and I was surprised to Patti's car in the driveway and a rental car parked behind it. I walked into the house and didn't see Patti so I walked toward the kitchen and as I walked through the kitchen door I looked out the kitchen window and saw Patti and her ex out on the patio. They had their arms around each other and were locked in a passionate kiss.
I saw Jim paw one of Patti's tits through her blouse and when he did it she laughed, unbuttoned her blouse, unfastened her bra and let her tits fall free. Her ex bent his head and took the left tit in his mouth as he pushed his hand down inside of her skirts waistband and went for her pussy. Patti spread her legs to give him access and he took his mouth off of her tit and said something. Patti smiled and shook her head yes and then she headed for the door to the kitchen with her ex right behind her.
I'm not stupid and I knew what was going to happen so I quickly ran to Roberta's bedroom which was right across the hall from our bedroom. I left the door open just a crack so I could see across the hall and into the bedroom. I still had my camera with me and I checked the flash to make sure that it still had enough juice left in the batteries.
The two of them walked into the room hand in hand and then they slowly undressed each other. I was surprised when I saw the size of his cock. It was two or three inches longer than mine and I had always thought that at seven and a quarter inches I was fairly respectable. I had no idea that Patti didn't think I was enough. Once they were both naked there was another passionate kiss and then Patti knelt in front of him, leaned forward and took him in her mouth. As her lips closed around him he said:
"Oh God baby, you have no idea how much I look forward to this every time I come back to town. She kept sucking his cock and after a couple of minutes his hips flexed and Patti's head stopped moving and Jim hoarsely said:
"Swallow it baby, swallow it all" and as near as I could tell she did. There was enough light that I didn't think I needed the flash so I took a couple of shots of Patti on her knees with Jim's cock in her mouth.
He pulled her to her feet and told her how great she was and he was sorry he only got to see her when he came to get the kids or bring them back. Patty giggled and told him that she missed his cock as much as he missed her mouth.
"I love Bobby, but I still miss your big cock and wish I could have it more often. I wish you could move here."
"I don't think I can sell that one to my wife. Why don't you try and talk Bob into transferring to the maintenance base in Minneapolis? There are always jobs opening that he could bid. Get him to bid the next Lead Mechanic opening in Minneapolis."
"I can try, but I think he likes it too much here."
While they were talking she was fondling his dick and pretty soon he was erect again. She lay back on the bed, spread her legs wide and told him to hurry up and fuck her. He moved over her, pushed his dick in her, her hands grabbed his ass and pulled him to her and then they fucked. He fucked her hard and after about five minutes she had an orgasm and soon after he got his nuts off. He pulled out and the lay there catching their breath and then Patti moved down and took his cock in her mouth and went to work to get him up again.
I watched and took a couple of shots as he fucked her for the second time. They both came again and rested for a bit. He asked her if they had time for one more and she looked at the bedside clock and said:
"Bob won't be here for another five or six hours and I don't have to pick the girls up at my mom's until four. That give you enough time?"
"I have a flight to catch at three so I only have time for one more. Can I have your ass this time?"
"No you can't and you know it. Only Bob gets my ass."
"You used to let me have your ass all the time."
"That was back when I was yours. I'm Bob's now."
It was too good of an opening and I couldn't let it go by so camera clicking I walked out of Roberta's bedroom and into our bedroom as I said:
"Go ahead and give him your ass Patti because you damned sure aren't mine any more. I'm going to leave now and I want you gone when I get back."
I turned and headed for the front door. I heard Jim say "I've got to get that fucking camera" and then the sound of him running after me. I stepped around the corner into the kitchen and as soon as I heard him near the corner I stepped out and hit him in the middle of his face with all two hundred pounds of me behind the punch. Blood exploded from his nose and he went down like a heart shot deer. Patti came running up.
"Oh my God Bobby, what did you do?"
"Stopped the asshole from getting my camera. I know I told you to be gone when I got back, but I think you owe it to me to at least clean up the blood before you go."
I turned to leave and then as an after thought I turned back and kicked Jim in the nuts as hard as I could.
"You had no call to do that Bobby. He was already down."
"Just thank God my momma raised me right Patti Anne. She raised me to never raise my hand against a woman, but I got to tell you that right now I'm having a damned hard time trying to follow her teachings. I'll be back in the morning. Be gone!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I had to decide what to do. Go to a motel or go stay with my folks. Mom and Dad thought highly of Patti and I didn't really feel up to telling them why I wanted to spend the night so I decided on a motel. I pulled into the first one I came to and checked in for a night. There was a Meyer's just across the street so I went over and got myself some soft drinks, snacks and a couple of magazines to read and then went back to my room.
At six I headed over to the Town and Country for a bite to eat and then since it wasn't far to the Landing Strip I headed over there to have a beer or two. There wasn't anyone there that I knew except for Karen behind the bar and the two cocktail waitresses Gloria and Marsha. Gloria had gotten married about eight months after Patti and I tied the knot and Marsha hadn't started until just a month or so ago.
As I drank my beer and watched Marsha walk around I considered trying to get something going since I no longer considered myself a married man, but then decided that even though I considered myself not married I actually still was and going after Marsha would make me no better that Patti and her ex. I would be taking steps to get a divorce and once I had it I would give Marsha a try. I finished my third beer and then headed back to the motel where -- surprisingly -- I had a good nights sleep.
The first thing I noticed when I walked into the house the next morning was that the blood that had been on the floor where I had dropped Patti's ex was gone. Then I heard a noise from the kitchen. When I got there Patti was sitting at the kitchen table having a cup of coffee.
"I didn't see your car" I said, "And I expected you to be gone."
"I parked a block over so you wouldn't see it and drive on by and I'm still here because we need to talk."
"Talk about what? What I walked in on yesterday was pretty self-explanatory."
"That's what we need to talk about. Yesterday wasn't what you thought it was."
"Oh? It was just my imagination that you were on our bed fucking your ex-husband?"
"Of course not, but that is all I was doing. I was fucking him, not making love."
"And that distinction is supposed to mean something?"
"Yes. I love you Bob and I always have. Even when I married Jim you were always in my thoughts. I couldn't stay away Bob. When Jim and I divorced you were where I came. The last six years have been the happiest of my life. I love you and you know it. Yes, what I did with Jim was wrong, but it has been going on for five years and it hasn't hurt us."
"Five years? Am I that bad in bed?"
"You are marvelous in bed Bobby. You ring my chimes every time we make love. What I did with Jim was not because of anything you did or didn't do. To put it as simply as I can what Jim has is size. He is bigger than you and he fills me up like you can't. Jim isn't better Bobby; he is just different and I like the different feeling I get when he does me. I never realized how much I missed that feeling until he started flying in to pick up the girls. Every time I saw him I thought about it and every time I saw him he tried to get me to go to bed with him. I finally gave in. Other than the physical he means nothing to me Bobby."
"So now that you have told me that what are you expecting? That I'll say that it is okay for you to keep doing him when he comes to town? That I'll accept that it is just physical and you don't love him and will always be mine? I'm supposed to say have fun sweetie and it is okay as long as you always come back to me?"
"Of course not Bob. Now that you know it has to stop. What I'm hoping for is that you will accept my explanation, forgive me, and let me show and prove to you just how much I love you and want to grow old with you."
"I'm sorry to have to say that you are out of luck Patti. I'm just not made that way. I'm old fashioned I guess. My wife is supposed to be mine and no one else's. I seem to remember that there was even a part of our marriage vows that addressed the issue. Something about "hold only unto him" and as I recall you did say yes to that. Then there is the other thing."
"The other thing? What other thing?"
"How the fuck could I stay with a stupid cunt that plays Russian roulette with my life."
"Russian roulette? What does that mean?"
Remember the story you told me about why you divorced old ass wipe? You told me that you divorced him because he kept bringing venereal diseases home to you or was that a lie?"
"No, it was the truth."
"And yet here you are happily fucking the ass wipe and opening yourself up for more disease which you would then pass on to me. No thanks Patti; don't want none of that. That reminds me. One of the things on my 'to do' list needs to be getting myself tested to find out if you have already given me a gift."
"That's not a worry Bob. He swore to me that he had stopped playing around."
"He did did he? This is the same guy who promised you that he wouldn't ever cheat on you again and then nine months later gave you another disease? And you believed him this time? You ain't too bright Patti. I believe that I'll still get myself tested."
"Give me a chance Bobby. I love you and you know I do. Please give me a chance to make it up to you. I'll never do it again. I promise I'll never do it again."
"I gave you a chance when you first came back here Patti and look how that turned out. Sorry Patti, but one time was once too many."
I left the kitchen and headed for the bedroom to change my clothes and I was standing naked at the dresser getting a clean pair of briefs when Patti walked into the room naked except for high heels. She struck a pose and said:
"Are you sure that you don't want this anymore?"
There is just something about a sexy naked woman in 'come fuck me' heels that gets to me so I immediately went stiff.
"I thought so" Patti said as she walked over and went to her knees in front of me. Her hot mouth surrounded my cock and she went to work. I let her blow me for about two minutes and then I pulled her up and pushed her to the bed. She fell back on it, spread her legs wide and smiled up at me as she waited.
Our normal way of making love was for Patti to start sucking me and then I'd go down on her for a while before sliding my cock into her, but this time I just moved between her legs and speared into her. I fucked her as hard as I could until I got my rocks off and along the way she did have a climax. Once I'd cum I pulled out and moved up so that my cock was at her mouth and she opened it and took me in.
It took her a bit to get me hard again and when she did I told her to get up on her hands and knees. She did it and I moved behind her and put my cock against her asshole.
"Aren't you going to use some KY and get me ready?"
"I heard you tell ass wipe that your ass was mine and I want it now" I said as I pushed hard.
She gave a cry of pain as I drove myself into her, but I ignored it and started fucking her. He whimpered for a bit and then she started pushing back at me and moaning. I'd just cum in her cunt so it took me almost ten minutes to reach the point where I was ready to blow. I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back as I said:
"Here it comes slut!"
I drove hard into her and erupted. When my cock went soft I pulled out and then did something that I had never done before. I still had her hair in my hand and I pulled her head around. As she opened her mouth to say "Ouch" I shoved my shit and cum covered cock into her mouth and said:
"Suck it clean slut!" and I held her head on me until she did it. When I was satisfied I let her hair go and she pulled back, jumped off the bed and ran for the bathroom and I smiled as I heard her tossing her cookies. I was dressed when she came back into the room.
"God damn it Bob; why did you do that? That was disgusting."
"That's the way you treat whores Patti and cheating wives are whores as far as I am concerned. Now would you please pack your shit and get out of my house?"
"But we just made love."
"That wasn't love Patti; that was just me getting a piece of ass since I don't know how long it will be until I can hook up with a woman again. Now please get out."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took seven months for the divorce to become final and for seven months I got two or three phone calls a week from Patti asking me to stop the divorce and take her back. I do have to admit that a time or two I remembered her standing there in the bedroom in her 'come fuck me' heels and I almost weakened and gave in, but I didn't.
I did take a shot at Marsha and kept taking them for maybe a month before she gave in. It was another month and a half before I scored and then we went at it hot and heavy for two months before she told me that it was over.
"My fiancé will be home from Spain next week. You were my final fling -- my last wild oats -- before I get married, settle down and start having babies."
At the same time she cut me loose she stopped working at the Strip and I found out later that she had given two weeks notice. In a way I was glad that I hadn't known that. Being with her and knowing that I would be history in two weeks would have sucked big time.
Three days after Marsha dropped me I came into the Strip with three guys from work and we took a table back in the corner as far from the juke box as possible so we could talk without shouting. I had my back to the dance floor when a familiar voice behind me asked:
"What are you having guys?"
I turned and saw Tina standing there. She looked at me and winked and I said:
"I'll have a PBR and an order of FWB."
She smiled at me and said, "You got it."
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Love is something that I have a hard time understanding. Love is only an emotion right? So how can an emotion make you stupid? How can love cause you to do things that no man in his right mind would even consider? It was a little late for me to be asking the question. The damage has already been done.
++++++++++++++++++
I met Stella in middle school. I started dating her in the ninth grade and we were going steady by the time we started tenth. We had an argument and broke up for a while, but were back together at the beginning of the eleventh. We broke up twice in the eleventh but we together at the start of the twelfth.
While we were apart we dated others and it was that fact that always got us back together. I'd get pissed off and jealous whenever I saw her with anyone else and that was even if I was with another girl when I saw her. It was the same with her. She would get angry if she saw me with another girl even if she was with another guy. It usually led us to running into each other somewhere and the "How could you..." would start followed by "And just what were you..." and we would make up and be back together again.
We celebrated our eighteenth birthdays a week apart and on the night of the senior prom we surrendered our virginities to each other. Following that night every time we found ourselves alone together the clothes would come off.
We separated again after we graduated, but only because she went to Michigan State and I went to Eastern Michigan. We still got together on weekends and breaks and always the clothes would come off as often as we could make it happen.
In our sophomore year I was at a party one weekend when Stella didn't come home and a couple of guys from our high school graduating class who were going to State asked me how in the world I could have been stupid enough to let a sex crazy girl like Stella go. I asked them what they meant and they told me that Stella was known as a "Three date fuck" and when I asked them what that meant they told me that if you made it to the third date with Stella you were sure to get some pussy.
That of course was news to me because I thought that Stella and I were a couple and staying true to each other. When Phil and Ralph finished telling me about Stella I just said:
"That's why I let her go. She just couldn't keep her legs together."
Of course that was a lie because I had known no such thing, but I didn't want them thinking that I was a clueless twit where Stella was concerned.
The following weekend she was home and I confronted her with my new found knowledge and she said:
"So what? I like sex and you are here and not there. Besides, you don't own me. You haven't proposed and put a ring on my finger and it is your fault anyway."
"My fault?"
"Yeah Frankie; you took my cherry and got me used to having sex. What about you? You going to tell me that after all the loving we did and that you so obviously loved that you have been keeping your peter in your pants while I'm gone?"
"Yes Stella; that is exactly what I'm going to tell you. I considered us a couple and there wasn't any way that I was going to cheat on you."
"You wouldn't be cheating Frankie because we aren't an engaged couple. We are damned good friends who make love whenever we can and if you ask me to marry you I will say yes, but not until after we finish college. Until then I'm going to sow my wild oats and you should be doing the same. I'm all yours when I'm here at home, but as long as we are separated I'm going to date and you should also. Get curiosity out of your system before we get married and then we won't have to worry about that seven year itch that people talk about. Now – do you want to make love or waste more time talking?"
I didn't know it at the time, but I made the first of several bad decisions where Stella was concerned. I decided that she was right and that I should do what she was doing and over the rest of the time we were in college I dated when Stella wasn't home and made love to Stella when she did come home.
++++++++++++++++
I discovered a lot dating other girls. I found out that Helen Liss and Roberta Price both gave better head than Stella. Carol Wilder liked having sex where there was a possibility that we would be caught and while I was scared to death that we would be caught it was still one hell of an exciting turn on.
Samantha Crown introduced me to anal sex and Beverly Holbrook took me to a gangbang where I shared her with six other guys. Nancy Neubert's big thing was to be pissed on after we were done fucking and Beverly Abbeg was into having threesomes with her best friend Pauline French. All in all I had to say that I had a very full and rewarding sex life when Stella wasn't around and I even caught myself wondering if I was going to be able to stay true to Stella when we got married.
Stella never questioned me about what I did when she wasn't at home and even though I was aware that she was 'sowing her wild oats' while she was gone I never mentioned it.
I was a little peeved over a few things. Things like when she first asked me to do her ass. That told me that someone else had already been there and that she liked it. She was my girl and I felt that I should have been the first to go there. Whatever. We somehow managed to get through those years and two months after we graduated we took our vows in front of eighty-three family and friends.
++++++++++++++++++++
The first couple of years went by and I thought that Stella and I had a good solid marriage. Our sex life was very fulfilling as we both put what we learned while sowing our wild oats to use with each other.
I talked Stella into trying sex in places where we might get caught and she loved it. She got me into trying some positions that I'd never tried before and I found that I especially liked reverse cowgirl and one that she called the rear leg lift. There was another thing that she wanted to do that I wasn't interested in. She wanted me to sit in the bath tub while she peed on me. Even though I had done it to Nancy Neubert I wasn't the least bit interested in having it done to me. No double standard here – Nancy wanted it so I obliged her, but I didn't want it so I said "No way!" In fact I said "No fucking way!" Stella didn't want to take no for an answer and she kept after me.
"It turns me on something fierce Frankie. I don't know why, but I can sometimes cum when I do it. It won't hurt you and it does so much for me. Come on baby; that's what making love making is supposed to be all about – giving your partner pleasure. Don't I give you everything that you want? Come on Frankie; do it for me."
"I notice that you aren't asking me to pee on you."
"I don't like it. It doesn't do anything for me and from the way you are taking my asking you to do it to me I'm guessing that it won't do anything for you. Of course I'll do it if you want; just say the word. Please baby, let me do it to you. I get such a charge out of it."
She was right in that making love was as much about giving your partner pleasure as it was about getting your own so eventually I gave in and let her do it. It wasn't all that bad and when she was done all I had to do was stand up and turn the shower on. She got in with me, scrubbed my back and then I took her from behind as she leaned against the wall.
After that she peed on me about once a week always followed by me taking her as she lent against the wall. I never did get the urge to pee on her although once or twice I thought about telling her I wanted to do it just to see what she would say. I almost put a stop to it the night she asked me to let her pee in my mouth.
"Absolutely not!"
"Just one time so we can see what it is like."
"You want to see what it is like then you get in the tub and I'll piss in your mouth."
"I wouldn't like it, but I thought you might."
"Why in the hell would you think that?"
"You don't mind my peeing on you."
"I only do it because you say it really turns you on, but I get nothing out of it."
"If that's the case let me pee in your mouth and let me see if it turns me on just as much."
"No Stella and I mean it. Take what you are getting and be satisfied with it."
She never brought it up again.
++++++++++++++++++++
In our third year Stella came home from work one night and told me that she was signing up for a couple of night classes at EMU.
"They are classes that will help me get a promotion and John (her boss) says that if I have them on my resume I'll be a sure thing to get Marsha's job when she leaves at the end of the year. They are on Tuesday and Thursday at six-thirty so you will be on your own as far as dinner is concerned because I'll go to school straight from work."
"How long?"
"Just one term and the best part is that the company will pay for it."
She took the classes and got the promotion and things were fine for another year and then our life was disrupted again. One of the girls Stella had gone to school with at State moved into town and got in touch with Stella. Stella started stopping after work for drinks with Anna and she invited Anna and her husband over one Sunday for a barbecue.
Have you ever met someone you took an instant dislike to? That was me with Anna. I hadn't yet heard the first word out of her mouth and I didn't like her. She was brassy and bossy and she treated her husband like he was her personal servant. All I heard from the poor bastard while he was there was "Yes dear," "Whatever you say dear" and "Here, let me do that for you."
I couldn't even imagine what his life must be like living with Anna. But as much as I didn't want to be around Anna I knew I couldn't get away with telling Stella to keep her friend away from me so after they left when Stella asked me what I thought of them I just said, "They seem like a nice couple" and let it go at that.
About two months later at another weekend barbecue my life took a drastic turn. I had turned the grill over to Dennis (Anna's husband) and had gone into the house to use the bathroom. The weather was mild and so the bathroom window was cracked open about eight inches and as I was shaking the last couple of drops off my dick Stella and Anna walked by the window and I heard Stella saying:
"....won't matter because Frank is a clueless twit. I can..." and then they were out of range of my hearing and I didn't hear the rest of what Stella was saying.
So I was a clueless twit was I? I wondered what other marvelous things my loving wife had to say about me. I stewed over it for a couple of days and then I finally did something I never would have thought I'd ever do. I went on the Internet and found out how to put a tap on my home telephone line. I wasn't looking to catch Stella being unfaithful because quite honestly that thought never entered my mind, but I did want to know what else Stella thought of me.
Stella didn't leave for work until an hour after I did so that gave her time to talk without me being around and I bowled on Tuesday and attended my lodge meetings on Thursday (Fraternal Order of Eagles if anyone cares). That gave Stella ample time to be on the phone with me not being where I could over hear things. I put the tap in on Sunday while Stella was out grocery shopping and then waited to see what I would get.
I didn't get a chance to listen to anything until Wednesday. Stella called me at work and told me that she would be a little late so when I got home I listened to what the recorder had picked up on Monday, Tuesday and that day. All I got from Monday's conversations was that Stella would be going over to Anna's house while I was bowling.
"I'm looking forward to it" Stella said.
"It will be a blast honey" Anna said, "And after you see it you are going to want to do it."
"Got to go. Don't want to be late for work. I've got to make sure that I give John a good start to his day."
Anna laughed and said, "You go you slut you."
Things to wonder about. Anna calling my wife a slut? What did she know about my wife that I didn't? What was it that Stella was going to want to do after she saw it? And what the hell did "I've got to give John a good start to his day" mean. Tuesday morning's talk only told me that Stella and Barb (I've no idea who Barb was) would be to Anna's around six-thirty. Wednesday's take was a little more enlightening, but left me with even more questions.
"I still don't believe it. I saw it, but I still don't believe it. When you ordered him to lick my feet and he didn't even hesitate to do it I just couldn't believe it. Barb and I both couldn't get over him bending over and letting you beat his ass with a whip without any protest at all. It was unreal. Men aren't supposed to be like that."
"Dennis didn't used to be that way, but I trained him well. If you think last night was something wait until you see what I have him do Thursday night."
"Give me a clue."
"Just get your hubby fired up tonight and tomorrow morning. You are going to want him to jump your bones as soon as you get home and walk in the door Thursday night."
I had no idea what it was that Stella was going to see Thursday night, but she followed Anna's advice and spent Wednesday night trying to fuck my brains out and then woke me up with a blow job Thursday morning. She stopped just short of getting me off and said:
"I want you primed for me when I get home tonight."
I had some things to do after work and she was home before me and when I got there she met me at the door in only high heels and thigh high nylons.
"I hope you didn't tire yourself at work because tonight you have your work cut out for you."
I've no idea what fired her up, but we made love three times that night which was highly unusual for us. We averaged three times a week and maybe twice on a Friday, Saturday or Sunday night was the norm. It was Saturday before I could listen to Thursday and Friday's conversations. Stella was at the beauty parlor for her regularly scheduled hair work and I was able to listen to the recorder without her being around.
There was nothing on Thursday except a conversation between Stella and Barb where Barb said she couldn't make it that night because her husband was making her go to some company function with him.
"We need to learn more about how Anna does it and then we won't have to put up with men making us do anything."
Our men making us do anything? I never made Stella do anything and in fact the opposite was true. She was always getting me to do things.
Friday's first call was an eye opener and the first indication that Stella and I were in trouble. Barb called Stella to ask what had happened at Anna's the night before.
"You thought Tuesday was wild? Last night was over the top compared to Tuesday. It would be like comparing first grade to grad school. I hadn't been there two minutes when the doorbell rang and Anna went to answer it. She came back with two guys named Eddie and Jared. She asked if the two of them were ready to do it and they both smiled and started to undress. Anna told Dennis to strip and he did and then we all went into the bedroom.
"Anna laid down on the bed and Eddie got between her legs and then Anna told Dennis that he knew what to do. Dennis came over, took hold of Eddie's cock and guided it into Anna. Jared got on the bed and knelt next to Anna's head and she told Dennis to go sit on his chair. Dennis sat down on a chair next to the bed and played with himself as he watched Anna suck Jared while being fucked by Eddie.
"When Eddie came she told Dennis to get to work and do his job. Dennis got on the bed and sucked Eddie's cum out of her. Then Jared moved in and Dennis guided him in like he had Eddie and then while Jared screwed Anna Dennis cleaned Eddie's cock with his mouth and worked at getting him up again. Jared came and Dennis cleaned him out of Anna and then Eddie got back on the bed and started screwing Anna again while Dennis cleaned Jared's dick and worked at getting him up again.''
"They each screwed Anna three times and Dennis did the clean up without any protest the first two times. The third time Eddie was in her pussy and Jared was in her butt. When Jared came Anna told Dennis to clean him up and Dennis finally refused. No way was he going to suck a shit covered dick is what he said. Anna ordered him to do it and told him that he knew what she would do to him if he didn't do what he was told and he started crying and ran from the room. Just after that I left so I don't know what she did to Dennis for disobeying her. Now all I have to do is figure out how I can get Frank to do something like that."
"How are you going to do that?"
"I've no idea, but I'm thinking on it."
"Frank doesn't seem the type to do that."
How would she know that? I didn't even know a Barb so how could she know what type I was?
The next words told me what my wife thought about me.
"Frank's the type all right. I boss him around all the time. I even make him get in the bath tub so I can piss on him."
"That's nasty!"
"What can I say? Being able to dominate him that way turns me on. Got to go if I'm going to get to work in time to start John's day off right."
There it was again. What did she have to do to start her boss's day?
I played golf on Saturday morning so there was a morning conversation between Anna and Stella and it was that conversation that changed our marriage. Stella told Anna that she was thinking of ways to get me to be like Dennis.
"I don't know if you can Stel. Dennis is a born submissive and that is the reason I married him. I knew I could boss him around and make him do what ever I wanted. Frank doesn't strike me as the kind of guy who would willingly do what I make Dennis do."
"I don't know how submissive Frank is, but I think I can make it happen. I told you that he lets me piss on him and I think that there is a little bit of the cuckold in him. He has to know that he is sucking another man's cum out of my pussy. I make sure that I have sex with him every time after John fucks me and our sex always starts out with Frank eating my pussy. He has to have noticed that I taste different after John makes love to me."
"And he never mentions it to you?"
"He did once, but I told him that it was probably some residue from the douche that I use."
"He's that gullible?"
"You bet. That's one of the reasons I married him. I knew I could control him when he bought my reasons for fucking other guys while we were at State. He even bought my story about my taking evening classes to get a promotion at work. It was true that I was using the time to get a promotion."
"You never told me the story behind that."
"John's wife was pregnant and wouldn't make love with him. He told me that if I would be his sexual outlet until she had the baby and was cleared to have sex again he told me that he would promote me and give me a nice sized raise. At first it was only supposed to be blow jobs, from there and we kept on doing it even after his wife had her baby. It has gotten to where I have to give John a blow job every morning to start his day out right and that's in addition to the long lunches we take."
"And Frank hasn't a clue?"
"I told you he was a clueless twit."
"Well I guess you know him better than I do, but I would work up to it slowly. Very, very slowly."
I had put in the tap because after hearing what I heard through the bathroom window I was curious about what else Stella had to say about me. Well, I certainly did find out. To her I was a clueless twit and a wimp that she thought she could turn into a subservient cuckold. She didn't have a chance in hell of making it happen and I was already working on a plan in my head that might make her think I could possibly go along with what she wanted. I would have to wait until she started her campaign to get me to be like Dennis, but she would be in for one hell of a huge surprise.



+++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't at all surprised that she started on me Saturday after she got back from her hair appointment.
"I'm super horny for some reason so how about a late dinner after we work up an appetite?"
"Gee Stel; I don't know. Maybe if you twisted my arm or something like that."
"Asshole" she said as she took my arm and led me to the bedroom. It started out the same as always. She started sucking my cock and after a couple of minutes I pulled her into a sixty-nine and after several minutes of mutual munching Stella moved into her favorite position, doggie, and I fucked her to an orgasm and then I had mine. She got up to use the bathroom and when she came back she sucked me hard again and then she told me that she wanted it in her butt. After we had both climaxed for the second time and were lying cuddled up she asked:
"Are you happy with me frank?"
"Very happy."
"Do you ever feel you are sorry you married me because it cut you off from playing with other girls?"
I knew instantly where the conversation was headed so I helped it along.
"No, I'm not sorry that I married you; but I do confess that there are some other women I've had lustful thoughts about, but I've never acted on it. I wouldn't do anything that would jeopardize our marriage. Why he question?"
"Promise me you won't hate me?"
"I could never hate you and you should know that by now."
"The reason I was super horny when I came home? It was because I saw one of the guys I had sex with in college and I remembered how exciting it was to have a different guy every once in a while. I just wondered if you had thoughts like that."
"When you say you saw one of your old lovers were you saying that you met him and had sex with him?"
"Oh no, nothing like that. I was early for my appointment so I went to the Starbucks just up the street. Kevin was there having coffee and we said hi and talked about what we had been doing since school. He asked me if would like to get together some night."
"And you said?"
"I said no of course. Like you I won't do anything that would put our marriage at risk."
"I can tell from your tone of voice and the look on your face that you wanted to say yes."
She looked away from me for a couple of seconds and then said, "You're right. I did want to say yes."
"Correct me if I'm wrong here, but from the way this conversation started and your confession just now I'm getting the feeling that you would like to get a little strange now and then. Is that it?"
She was silent for a bit and then said, "Yes. Seeing Kevin reminded me of how much I enjoyed making love with different guys. There is just something exciting about going to a new man and wondering how he will compare to others I've been with. Is he bigger or smaller? Does he have stamina? How good is he at this or that? It isn't about love or affection. It is all about sex."
"Going with Kevin wouldn't be like that. You've already had him."
"True, but have things changed with him over the years? It would be like going to a new man. You know; not knowing what you would find."
"Be honest with me here Stel. If there was no way I could have ever found out would you have agreed to meet Kevin some night?"
"Honestly?"
I nodded a yes.
"Yes; I would have, but only if there had been absolutely no way you could have ever found out."
"That tells me that you would love to be able to sample other men as long as your marriage stayed safe. Am I right?"
She looked at me and didn't say anything for several seconds and then she said:
"If it didn't cost me you and our marriage."
"Okay. We know where we stand. I haven't chased any of the women I have lusted after because I didn't want to risk losing you and our marriage and you haven't gotten together with other men for the same reason. What that all tells me is that we are in a situation that makes us prime candidates for what is called an open marriage."
"An open marriage? What is that?"
"Where we each have the other's permission to engage in sexual fun with others as long as it is open and above board and we always come home to each other."
"You would do something like that?"
"To be honest about it? Although there are several women who I fantasize about I would probably never act on it even if I had the chance."
"You are saying that you wouldn't but I can?"
"I'm saying that it isn't likely that I will, but you never know about things like that. But yes, you are free to do what you would like as long as you always come home to me."
"Why on earth would you let me do it if you aren't?"
"Because I love you and want to see you happy and also because I know you love me and that means I don't have to worry about it. There is a rule though. If you ever bring a lover home you have to call me ahead of time and let me know so I can decide on whether I want to stay home or go out."
"Why would you stay home?"
"I don't know that I would, but I've heard hat some men like to watch their wives have sex with other men. Who knows? I might just like it."
"You really mean what you are saying?"
I reached over and shoved a finger in her pussy and said, "Just thinking about it is getting me hard."
Stella laughed and spread her legs.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday I told Stella that I was going to be gone for a couple of hours looking for a new lawn mower at Home Depot or Lowe's. It was a fib. I just wanted to give her some time alone so she could call Anna or Barb. I already knew what I was going to do, but I needed to know as much about what Stella was going to do as I could find out and I was trusting my phone tap to get me the information.
Sunday evening while Stella was in the shower I checked the phone tap. Stella had done just what I expected and had called Anna.
"You are not going to believe it. I didn't even have to work for it. I told him a cock and bull story about running into Kevin Butler. I told him Kevin was one of the guys I'd had sex with in college."
"Kevin Butler? Wasn't he the guy who had you pulling trains at the Phi Delta house?"
"Oh yeah! Those were the days weren't they? Anyway I pulled that into a conversation about having thoughts about making it with other people and the twit came right out and proposed that we have an open marriage. Can you believe it? He was the one who brought it up. He even said he might watch."
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to bring a guy home and see what happens. If Frank watches and doesn't run screaming from the room I'll know that eventually I can turn him into a copy of Dennis."
"Who are you going to do it with?"
"At first I thought John, but then I decided it would be better to keep what John and I do separate. Do you think I could get Eddie to do it? He is quite a hunk and has a decent sized cock."
"I'm sure he would. His big thing is fucking married women in front of their husbands. I'll put you in touch. When do you want to do it?"
"Wednesday I think. Tomorrow would make Frank think I had already set it up before our talk and Tuesday he bowls. He might think Wednesday is quick, but I'll just tell him I wanted to do it before he changed his mind."
"You do know that Eddie will trash talk in front of Frank right?"
"Yeah and if Frank takes it I'll know I'm one step closer to making him into a Dennis clone."
There it was. Wednesday would be the start and if I played my part right Stella would set herself up for the final act and hopefully it would be over in a week, two at most.
++++++++++++++++++
That night in bed after we'd made love Stella said, "I need a super huge favor baby."
"Name it my love."
"There is a guy at work who has been hitting on me for age. I'd like him to be the first under this open marriage thing, but the thing is that I'm scared. I'm afraid that if I really do it you will throw me out. I really do need to know that you are okay with it."
"So what's the favor?"
"I want you to be here with me when I do it."
"I told you I'm alright with it Stel."
"I know you did, but I would feel a lot better if you were here."
"I suppose I could do it, but what if this candidate of yours doesn't want to do you if I'm around?"
"He's been after me for so long that I'm betting that he will go along with whatever I say."
"I suppose that it will be as good a time as any to see if I'll like watching. When do you want to do it?"
"You bowl on Tuesday so I'll try for Wednesday okay?"
"I'll have to miss my lodge meeting, but keeping you happy is more important than that so I guess so."
"Thank you baby" she said as she lowered her head to my cock to see if she could bring it to life again.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I got what I expected over dinner on Monday.
"Eddie jumped at the chance to do me even if it is in front of you. He did ask whether you would be hiding in the closet or in the room with us."
"In the room with you of course. In for a penny in for a pound. I'll put a chair off to the side where I can get a good view. If it turns out that watching you with another man isn't a turn on I can get up and leave."
"I'm horny just thinking about it. Come on baby; let's go to the bedroom for desert."
I couldn't get over how thinking that she was putting one over on me could make her so horny. Twice that night and again on Tuesday morning. As I was leaving for work she told me that she was going over to Anna's after work, but that she would be home by the time I got there. She didn't manage it and I got home first. I gambled that I had enough time to listen to Monday's and Tuesday conversations.
All I got from Monday's take was that Anna had talked with Eddie and he was all for it. She gave Stella Eddie's number and said that he was expecting her call. Stella said she would call him when she got to work. Tuesday's call was another nail in Stella's coffin.
"I talked to Eddie yesterday afternoon and we worked out the details for Wednesday night. He said he and Jared were going to see you tonight. How do you feel about sharing your toys?"
"One or both?"
"Both if you wouldn't mind."
"I don't mind at all. For me it isn't the sex I get from them it's what I can do to Dennis that's the driver. If you want I can make Dennis eat you out after they fuck you. I love making him suck up another man's gunk."
"That would be so cool. It would give me a taste on what I plan on having Frank do."
There was a little more, but I'd heard enough. I was in bed when Stella got home and when she got in bed she went for my cock.
"I need it baby. Go down on me and then fuck my eyes out."
No way was I knowingly going to eat her pussy knowing that she had just fucked two guys and probably more than one time each, but not having sex with her when she offered might make her wonder and I didn't want that. I rolled over, moved on top of her and pushed my cock at her hole. It slipped in with no resistance and I said:
"I guess you are hot. You are so hot and wet that I slipped right in."
She moaned, "I'm always hot for you baby."
Lying bitch I thought as I fucked her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I was up and out of the house before Stella woke up and I spent the day steeling myself for the evening. It wasn't going to be easy, but I was going to have to make myself behave like Stella wanted me to. I was going to have to watch her fuck some asshole and make like it turned me on. At some point I would have to take my dick out and stroke it while I watched. The hard part, actually the first of two hard parts, was going to be listening to this Eddie fuck-head trash talk me and not get up and wax his ass. The second hard part was going to be acting like I loved fucking Stella while her cunt was still full of Eddie's leavings. I'd have to do it though if I wanted my plan to work.
That evening when I got home from work Stella had a light supper all ready on the table. She opened her house coat and said:
"What do you think? Will this turn him on?"
She was wearing some lingerie that I had never seen before. A cut-a-way bra, crotch less panties, garter belt, nylons and a pair of sexy strappy heels.
"Any man it wouldn't turn on is already dead and waiting for burial" I said as I thought "You fucking bitch! You never dressed like that for me."
Eddie arrived at seven and he smirked when Stella introduced us. Stella gave him a long passionate kiss and then said:
"I can't wait. Let's get to the bedroom" and we all went there.
My biggest surprise was that I did get turned on watching my unfaithful cunt of a wife fuck another man. I didn't have to fake sitting there and pretending. I did take out my cock and I did beat myself off as Stella sucked his cock, fucked him, sucked him hard again and then took him in her ass. All the time he fucked her Eddie was spouting off.
"Don't you wish you could fuck her like this? Don't you wish you could make her scream like I'm making her scream? When was the last time she begged you to fuck her ass? Look at how she loves it. See her fucking back at me? She is one fine bitch and I'm going to fuck her a lot from now on. Face it dude, she's my bitch now ain't you Stel baby."
"Oh yes; I'm yours, all yours, just don't stop. Fuck my ass lover, fuck my ass."
It went on like that for three hours and then Stella called a halt to things. "I've got to get some rest before I go to work tomorrow."
As Eddie dressed he looked me in the eye and said, "She's my bitch now and I'm going to fuck her whenever I want. Understand?" I looked down at the floor and shook my head yes and then got ready for bed as Stella walked him out. When Stella came back she was all smiles.
"You liked it! I saw you watching and stroking yourself. You have to make love to me now. You just have to." She plopped down on the bed, spread her legs and said, "Come over here and eat me baby and then fuck my lights out."
"I don't think so Stel. I don't think I'm quite ready yet to taste another man, but I will fuck you to see what it is like to have sloppy seconds."
She ran a finger into her cunt, pulled it out and licked it. "It doesn't taste bad baby. Please?"
"I don't know Stel; that's a pretty big step for me to take. Maybe I'd better ease into things. I mean I wasn't even sure that that I'd like watching."
"Please baby, please? Do it for me."
I hesitated and the said, "Maybe just a small taste" and I got down and ran a finger into her cunt, wiggled it around and then pulled it out. "Here goes nothing" I said as I brought my hand up to my mouth and sucked on my thumb which I had kept clear.
"Not too bad" I said "But it is definitely going to be an acquired taste."
"Oh baby; I do so love you" and she pulled me down on top of her. Sloppy seconds was no big thing to me as I'd had them before in college. My fraternity had a mattress room where some girls were known to pull trains. I'd never had them from my wife before though. I'd obviously followed others into her, but she must clean herself after she fucks John and Tuesday night she must have cleaned up at Anna's because even though I'd slid right into her she didn't feel like most sloppy seconds that I'd had. No matter. It would soon be over.
She hadn't lied. She was horny. I fucked her, she sucked me hard and I pulled her into the doggie position and fucked her in the ass. She snuggled in next to me and as I was falling asleep I was thinking;
"I'm going to miss the bitch."
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was Friday morning before I could listen to the phone intercepts. Wednesday's call was about what she had done Tuesday night and what she hoped for on Wednesday night. Eddie and Jared both fucked her and Anna had made Dennis eat Stella out after each one of them. Then she blew Eddie while Jared took her ass. Then Eddie took her ass while Dennis sucked Jared hard. As soon as Jared was hard Eddie and Stella changed positions so Jared and Eddie could fuck her in her cunt and ass at the same time. As for what she hoped to happen Wednesday night? It didn't happen. She wanted me to eat her after Eddie had left and she figured that if I would do that the next time she could get me to hold Eddie's cock and put it in her.
Thursday's call was all about what had happened when Eddie was over.
"He sat there and took Eddie's trash talk while watching us and beating his meat. He is going to be like Dennis before I'm done. I just know it. I couldn't get him to suck Eddie out of me, but he did stick a finger in me and then lick it. That's a first step I guess. Before it's over I'll have him sucking cum out of my ass just like Dennis did."
"You'd better take it slow honey" Anna said.
"I'm not worried. I told you he was clueless and now I know he's a wimp also. He actually sat there smiling and jerking off while Eddie was putting him down. No real man would have put up with that shit."
There was more, but it was all the same and it left no doubt in my mind what my wife really thought of me.
Friday night over dinner Stella asked me if we could do it again.
"I suppose. Eddie again?"
"Probably. He is a known quantity. Is it okay with you?"
"If it keeps you happy my love."
"You're the best rank. I don't know what it was that I did to deserve you, but you are the absolute best."
We made love that night and I probably would every chance I got because I had no way of knowing when I'd get any after things were over.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday and Sunday were quiet days and aside from playing golf Sunday morning I was mostly around the house and except for a couple of hours when she went grocery shopping Stella was home too. Monday while Stella was showering I listened to what was taped over the weekend. There was nothing on Saturday, but Sunday while I was out playing golf she talked to Anna.
"He's okay with me doing it again so I'm going to set us up for Wednesday. This time I'm going to get him more involved."
"What are you going to do?"
"Try to get him to put Eddie's cock in me. If I can get him to do that I'll try to get him to suck Eddie out of me. I bet I can have Frank cleaning Eddie's cock with his mouth in three months."
"You plan on making Eddie your steady lover?"
"No, I was just using his name. I have no idea who I'll be screwing in three months. I do know I'm going to do Eddie Tuesday while Frank is bowling. I hope Eddie doesn't find out he will be getting sloppy seconds because I will do John sometime during the day."
"You are a real slut aren't you."
"I guess, but what the fuck Anna, I like it. I get a big charge out of fucking a guy and then letting Frank have some."
"Be careful honey. You push too hard and you could end up losing Frank."
"No way! He loves me and I have him wrapped around my little finger."
Wrapped was I? Boy was she ever in for a surprise.
++++++++++++++++++++++
That night she told me that she had set Eddie up for Wednesday and I decided that I should throw a little shit into the game.
"I don't know Stel. Wednesday is my lodge meeting night and I missed last weeks for you."
"Please Frank? I've already told him that Wednesday would work for us. Just this time. I won't do it on Wednesday anymore. I promise."
"I'll think about it. I'll have to call Bob Morgan and see what I missed last Wednesday and if there is anything that will require me to be there this Wednesday."
I saw the disappointment on her face and I would agree to do Wednesday, but I was going to make her sweat a bit first. I finished dinner and then went into the den and pretended to do some work that I'd brought home with me and after a while I pretended to make some phone calls. An hour and a half after I'd gone into the den I came out and told Stella that I would give her the coming Wednesday but to schedule her fun for other days from then on. She rewarded me with an exhausting night before we fell asleep.



Tuesday when I came home from bowling Stella was waiting for me in my favorite outfit – naked except for 'CFM' pumps. I could tell I was getting sloppy seconds, but I acted as she expected me to – clueless.
Wednesday over breakfast Stella said, "You do know that I love you right?"
"Of course I do."
"I love you so much that I would never do anything that would upset you, but I have a request that might upset you."
"What is it?"
"I want you to be an active part in what you are letting me do."
"An active part? How?"
"Eventually I would like you to eat Eddie out of me after the first time he does me to sort of get me ready for the next time, but I think you will need some time to build up to doing something like that. What I'd like you to do tonight is take Eddie's cock in your hand and guide it into me before you sit down and watch."
"God Stel; I don't know if I could do something like that."
"Think about it baby. It would really show me that you are okay with what I'm doing."
"I'll think about it Stel, but I'm making no promises that it will happen."
As distasteful as it was going to be I was going to have to do it. I needed Stella in the right frame of mind in order to make what I wanted to happen work the way I wanted it to.
The evening with Eddie started out with Eddie lying to me.
"I told you when I was last here hat your wife was my bitch now right?"
I nodded my head yes.
"I fucked her in the supply closet at work on both Thursday and Friday and she loved it and begged for more. We took a long lunch Monday and I fucked her three times and last night I fucked her four times while you were rolling that stupid ball. Twice in the ass. I really like that tight ass of hers."
Stella was on the bed on her hands and knees waiting to be fucked and smiling as Eddie said:
"Time to prove that you know she's my bitch. Take my cock and put it in her."
He stepped up behind her and they both looked at me and waited. I took a deep breath and said to my self, "Suck it up Frank" and then I walked over to them, took Eddie's cock in my hand and put it in Stella's cunt. Then I moved to my chair and watched as Eddie fucked the bitch. Eddie fucked her hard and after he came she sucked him hard again and then I took out my dick and beat my meat while I watched Eddie take her ass. After he shot off into her he pulled out, looked at me and said:
"She needs to suck me hard again, but she doesn't want to suck on a shitty dick. Help me wash it."
I hadn't planned on that, but I couldn't see any way around it if I was to stay in the part I was playing so I followed him into the bathroom. I did the best I could not to barf as I washed and dried his cock. We went back into the bedroom and he told me to hold his dick out so Stella could suck it. I didn't see any reason not to after washing and drying the fucking thing so I did it. Just before Stella took him in her mouth he said:
"Maybe you want to do it. You are already a cuckold so maybe you should learn how."
"Maybe next time" I said. "I'm new to this stuff and I need to ease into it."
"You'll like it. You like getting them right?"
I nodded a yes and went back to my chair and watched him fuck Stella one more time. When he was done he looked over at me and said:
"You want to lick me clean? Kind of give you a taste of what sucking a dick might be like?"
"I'll need to talk it over with Stella. Maybe a little bit down the road."
He gave me a smirk that said, "You'll do it. You're a fucking pussy whipped wimp and the bitch will have you sucking cocks in a month."
Stella licked him clean and then walked him out while I showered and in bed. When she came back into the room she asked:
"Are you going to eat me before you make love to me?"
"Not this time love. I've got to get used to the idea that I just handled another man's cock. I never thought that there would ever come a day when I would do something like that."
She got into bed with me and before I realized what she was going to do she kissed me and shoved her tongue in my mouth. She broke the kiss and said:
"See? I had his cum in my mouth and it didn't kill you did it? Come on baby; please lick him out of me."
"Don't push it Stel. I'll work up to it, but I'm not ready yet. These are major changes that I'm going through and I need time to come to grips with them."
"But you will take sloppy seconds won't you? I need to make love to you when we do these things. You're my man and I have to make sure that I prove it to you."
I did fuck her and she sucked me hard for a second time and again I thought about how much I was going to miss that part of our marriage.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Friday Stella had a baby shower to go to, or so she said, and I used her absence to listen to the Thursday and Friday morning phone calls.
"Oh my God Anna, I swear that Frank is almost ready to be a Dennis clone. He actually put Eddie's cock in me; not once, but twice. He even washed Eddie's cock after Eddie fucked me in the butt. When I walked Eddie out he said he would bet me a hundred bucks that Frank would be sucking his cock before the month was over. Then he said he'd bet me another hundred that he would be fucking Frank's ass within a month of getting Frank to suck his dick. I didn't take the bets because after seeing Frank wash Eddie's cock I believe that it will happen. God Anna, I can't wait. Just the thought of Frank squealing like a pig when Eddie corn holes him had me masturbating in the shower. I'll even bet that Eddie will convince Frank to clean Eddie's shit covered dick after he fucks me in the ass."
"You better slow down girl. You keep using Eddie and your hubby might start thinking he is being replaced by a steady boyfriend."
"You're right. I'd better see if I can get Jared to play my game with me. I'm so close Anna; I'm just so damned close to having my own submissive slave." Then she laughed and said, "I'm even having thoughts about dressing him up in a dress, nylons and high heels for the times Eddie or Jared fuck him in the ass. Got to run if I'm not going to be late for work. John gets real cranky if I don't give him his morning blow job before the rest of the employees show up."
I'd thought I'd need a little more time to prep Stella, but it was obvious to me from that phone call that she was ready.
I was still awake and waiting for Stella when she got home. She was an unfaithful whore, but she was superb pussy and I wanted as much of it as I could get before I dropped the hammer on her. We fucked – I had stopped thinking of it as making love – Friday, Saturday and Sunday and while Stella was showering for work Monday morning I listened to the weekend's phone conversations. Nothing on Saturday, but on Sunday Anna gave Stella Jared's phone number and told Stella that he was expecting her call. Stella said she would call him from work later that day. That evening over dinner Stella asked me when we could do it again.
"Tuesday, Wednesday or Thursday, take your pick."
"But you bowl on Tuesday and have your meetings on Wednesday."
"The fall winter league ended last Tuesday and the spring summer league doesn't start up for another six weeks and there is no Wednesday meeting this week because all of the Aerie officers are at a state meeting of some sort."
"Wednesday then?"
"Okay by me."
"Can I do someone else or does it have to be Eddie?"
"What's wrong with Eddie?"
"He is getting to get too possessive. He is starting to think of himself as my steady boyfriend."
"Well we certainly can't be having that. Have you got a replacement picked out?"
"One of the guys who works on the loading dock. His name is Jared and he has hit on me several times. I think I'll surprise him and take him up on it."
"After you explain the situation to him he might not be all that eager."
"I'll just have to see."
"Don't be silly Stel. Any man alive and breathing is going to want you any way he can get you even if it is in a room full of people watching."
"You say the sweetest things baby. I think I'll keep you."
I almost laughed at that. I was already gone and she just didn't know it.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday over dinner Stella told me that Jared was willing. "It was just like you said baby. He told me that he would screw me on the court house steps in broad daylight and give me an hour to draw a crowd. I hate to sound like a one track record, but will you eat me out after Jared fucks me? It would be such a great turn on for me. I even get myself off in the shower thinking about it."
"I still get a little queasy when I think about it, but if it means so much to you I guess I can try it. I just hope I don't ruin your night by jumping up and running to the bathroom to toss my cookies."
"It will be okay baby. You've kissed me when I've had Eddie's cum in my mouth and you did get a taste of him off your finger that time."
Tuesday morning Stella told me that she would be stopping after work for drinks with Anna and that they might go over to Anna's place to play some cards.
"We set it up before I knew that bowling was over."
When I got home from work Stella wasn't there so I checked to see if there was anything on the recorder.
"I called Jared and he is going to do it. I'm meeting him tonight to go over the scenario I want to play Wednesday night. No doubt that I'll end up fucking him before the evening is over. I hope Jared doesn't mind sloppy seconds because John told me yesterday afternoon to plan on a long lunch today. The big news is that Frank told me that he will eat me out after Jared fucks me. I can't wait. I'm going to try and get him to lick Jared's dick clean, but that might be a hard sell this early. Wish me luck girlfriend. The day we can lay on a bed next to each other, get fucked by a couple of studs and then have Dennis and Frank do clean up is getting close."
I just shook my head. How could she have been with me as long as she had and not know me any better than she did? Stella wasn't usually stupid. She had to know – just had to know – that the way I was behaving lately wasn't the real me. She had to know that something about the whole scene didn't ring right as far as I was concerned. Oh well, she would find out soon enough.
Wednesday morning Stella told me that Jared would be there at seven and she was looking forward to the evening. I just smiled and told her that I was too. That evening at five-forty I called Stella and told her that we'd had an emergency at work and I would be late. Possibly very late.
"But what about Jared?"
"Just enjoy yourself sweetie. I'll make it up to you the next time."
I went down to the sports bar and had a few drinks while I watched the Redwings play the Avalanche. I got home at a quarter after ten and found Stella waiting up for me.
"I haven't cleaned myself baby. I saved all of Jared for you to lick out of me."
"Not tonight Stel. After the mess at work I'm just not in the mood and truth be told I would have needed to be here and seen things to get me worked up enough to do it. I'll make it up to you on Friday."
"On Friday?"
"Yes sweetie, on Friday I'll see to it that you get what you deserve."
"Will you at least take sloppy seconds?"
"I can do that Stel. You know I can never turn down your hot pussy."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday morning over breakfast I told Stella, "Friday night I'm going to go all out for you baby. I'm not stupid and I know what your plan is. Don't bother denying it because I know better. What you are trying to lead me into is sucking a cock while you watch. All this "eat me out after Eddie fucks me" is just the lead up to you finally asking me to lick a cock clean after it comes out of you."
She looked at me in opened mouth astonishment as I continued.
"You probably even want to see me on my hands and knees taking your lover's cock up my ass. Well I have a surprise for you. I've always wondered what it would be like to suck a cock and I've always wondered what it feels like to get ass fucked so tomorrow night I'm going to give you what you want."
"Oh my God! I would never have believed it. You are right and those are things I would love to see. I'd cum buckets watching that happen. Who do you want? Eddie would do it for sure, but you've never met Jared."
"Neither of them. Once I figured out what you were really shooting for I began to make plans to see that it happened. I don't know Eddie at all and as you have pointed out I've never seen Jared. The last thing I want to happen is walk into some place where Eddie or Jared are with some friends and have them point me out and snicker. He'd tell them what a wimp I was to let him fuck you and then suck him clean and his friends would see me around and point me out their friends and pretty soon every one would know and I wouldn't be able to walk around and hold my head up in public. No, I've come up with a better way.
"You have never met him, but I'm sure that you've heard me speak of Phil Martin. He is one of my lodge brothers and I'd trust him with my life. Come to think of it I am trusting him with my life. He has agreed to do it and I trust him to never tell a soul. He will be here at seven. Between now and seven tomorrow evening you need to think of everything you want me to do and I'll do it no matter what."
She looked at me stunned.
"I don't know what to say. You've caught me totally off guard with this."
"What you can say is "Thank you my love."
"I can do better than that. I'll call in sick and spend the day fucking you to death to thank you."
"I would really like that, but I'll have to settle for a hot night tonight instead. Owning the business means I have to be there even if it is only to unlock the door and let the help in."
"Then you better plan on tonight and take plenty of vitamins because I don't plan on your being able to walk when I'm done with you."
And she damned near did it. I fell asleep totally exhausted at one-thirty.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I spent a good part of Friday doing the necessaries and I was home at seven when Phil rang the door bell. I had Stella naked except for her 'come fuck me' pumps and I had her lying on the couch. After Phil got a good eyeful of the slut and I had introduced them I said:
Let's take it to the bedroom and do what we are here for."
Stella was all smiles as she got up from the couch and took Phil by the hand and led him to the bedroom. When we got to the bedroom I said:
"You two go ahead and get started. Knowing what I'm going to be doing later is going to take some courage and fortunately I have a bottle of it downstairs. It is labeled Jim Beam and also fortunately for me it is almost full."
"Hurry back lover; I can't wait" Stella said and I replied, "Neither can I sweetie. It is going to be a memorable event."
I left the room and went down into the basement. I got a PBR out of the mini-fridge next to my work bench. Opened the cabinet just above it and turned on the equipment inside. I got a folding chair and sat down to drink my beer as I watched the output of the spy cam in the bedroom.
Stella was undressing Phil and when she got all of his clothes off of him she went to her knees in front of him and took his cock into her mouth. She licked it from tip to base and then back up to the tip and then she started fucking him with her mouth. After a couple of minutes of that she stood up and led him to the bed.
She laid down, spread her legs and waited for Phil to climb on board. Instead he got down and started eating her. Her hands came up and she ran her fingers through his hair. After a couple of minutes he pushed a finger into her ass and her eyes shot open and she gasped. Her hands gripped his head and she tried to pull his head inside her pussy. He kept eating her and finger fucking her ass.
Another two minutes of that and he pulled away and mounted her. Her legs came up, wrapped around him and her hands grabbed his ass and pulled him to her. He fucked her hard and fast as she moaned and cried out in pleasure. Stella was so into it that she either didn't notice that I wasn't in the room or she didn't care. After several minutes of hard fucking he pulled out of her cunt, got her up on her hands and knees and then speared back into her pussy.
As he fucked her he worked on her ass with his thumb and fingers. When he was ready, or thought she was, he pulled out of her pussy and pushed into her ass. The bitch was into it all right. She was pushing back at him as he drove into her. As I watched Phil fuck the slut I had to laugh at the situation. She was fucking three guys besides me for free and here I was paying Phil a hundred bucks to fuck her.
Stella's "Fuck my ass, fuck my ass" came through the speakers loud and clear and while I watched Phil plunder her ass I ran a mental checklist to make sure that I hadn't forgotten anything.
Cleaned out checking and savings? Check
Cleaned out safe deposit box? Check.
Cancelled all joint credit cards? Check.
Final meeting with attorney to insure all paperwork done? Check.
Apartment rented? Check
Clothes packed and loaded in the car? Check.
Yep, I had it all covered. The only thing I would still need to do was come back with a trailer to get the big stuff like my tool box, air compressor, floor jack and jack stands. And probably a few other things I might have forgotten. Stella would probably make it difficult, but my attorney assured me that it would be no problem getting a court order and a deputy to go with me to serve it and keep and eye on Stella while I got my things.
On the screen I saw Phil grab Stella's hips and pull her tight against him as he emptied his balls into her. She looked around as Phil pulled out and finally noticed that I was not there. Phil walked over to his clothes and got an envelope out of his suit coat pocket and walked back over to Stella. He handed her the envelope and she looked up at him with a confused look on her face as she asked:
"What's this?"
"You have been served" Phil said and walked back to his clothes and started dressing as Stella was saying:
"Served? What do you mean "served."
"Open the envelope. All your answers are in there."
As she opened the envelope she asked, "Why did you give this to me?"
"It's my job although I do have to admit that this was the most pleasurable service I've done. I even got an extra hundred out of it."
"An extra hundred? What does that mean?"
"I get a flat fee for a service, but your husband paid me an extra hundred to do it this way."
"Frank? Frank gave you a hundred dollars?" She looked around. "Where is Frank?"
"Don't know. He paid me to fuck you and then serve you. My guess, given the circumstances, is that he is gone."
By then Stella had the envelope open and saw what was inside. "Noooo" she wailed, "this wasn't supposed to happen."
"Sorry" Phil said as he left the room and headed for the front door.
In the bedroom Stella was frantically getting some clothes on. She was crying as she pulled on slippers and headed out of the room. I could hear her moving through the house calling out:
"Frank? Frank? Where are you?"
It sounded like she was going room to room and her "Frank?" was sounding more and more panicky. She would eventually get to me and I set things up to be ready for her. The door at the top of the stairs opened and she called down:
"Frank? Frank? Are you down there Frank?"
I didn't answer and I heard her start down the steps to look for herself to see if I was there or not. She got to the bottom of the stairs and saw me.
"Frank? I've been calling for you. Why haven't you answered me? And what's this nonsense about a divorce?"
I pushed the 'play' button on the recorder. Color drained from her face as she heard:



"Frank's the type alright. I boss him around all the time. I even make him get in the bath tub so I can piss on him. Being able to dominate him that way turns me on."
As the rest of the taped conversations played on Stella seemed to deflate like a balloon that the air slowly leaks out of. She looked away from me and started crying when she heard:
"I make sure that I have sex with him every time after John fucks me and our sex always starts with Frank eating my pussy."
I just looked at her and said, "Come as a shock to you that I'm not the clueless doofus that you thought I was? Have any more questions about why I'm getting a divorce?"
I got up and said, "See you around Stel, or maybe not."
I picked up the tape recorder and the video recorder that had just taped her fuck session with Phil and also had the footage of her fun with Jared and then I left the house and headed for my apartment.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent Saturday making up another list of things to do. I needed things to make my apartment more homey and livable and I needed to look into putting the house up for sale. Stella was going to have to get with the utility companies and set up accounts because item number two on my list was to have everything shut off and taken out of my name. If I put a good enough price on the house it should move quickly. Of course Stella could decide that she wanted to keep it and then she would have to buy me out.
Thank God we didn't live in one of those dumb assed states that had those stupid no fault divorce laws. I filed listing adultery as the cause and my attorney had assured me that I would come out of the divorce well ahead of a half and half split. He told me that even the one female judge that we had would be upset at the humiliating way Stella talked about me in her recorded conversations. The video of her with Jared and Phil would just be icing on the cake.
After golf I stopped at the TGI Friday on Lamont to get a bite to eat and while I was eating a very good looking redhead came up to the table and said:
"Frank Marly right?"
I said yeas and she said, "You don't know me Frank; I'm Barbara Collins and I want to thank you for saving my marriage."
"I saved your marriage? What did I do?"
"It's what you did to Stella. It opened my eyes to what Brian might do to me if I'd have let myself get sucked into that crap that Anna was spouting about how to control a man. I admit that the thought of being able to do it was a turn on, but it wouldn't have worth losing Brian. When I heard what happened to Stella it was a wake up call. I'm sorry about you and Stella, but some good did come out of it. It saved me and Brian. You take care now" and she turned and walked away.
I wasn't at all surprised at getting half a dozen calls from Stella on my cell phone and I deleted them as soon as they came in. I left the cell in the apartment when I went to play golf on Sunday and I wasn't surprised to find a dozen more missed messages from Stella when I got home. I knew I was going to have to talk to her sooner or later and probably the next day as I couldn't have her calling me at work a dozen or so times a day.
+++++++++++++++++++
Her first call came just after I had unlocked the door. When the phone rang the caller ID said it was the home phone so I answered and asked:
"What do you want Stella?"
"I don't want a divorce Frank. You don't understand what was going on and we need to sit down and talk so I can explain it to you. I love you Frank and you know I do. We just need to talk it out."
"You love me? Really? You sure have a funny way of showing it. You tell me that you are taking night classes so you can get a promotion while what you were really doing was spending two nights a week being your boss's fuck toy. Yep, I can see the love for me in that. And after the promotion you kept giving him a blow job every morning, fucking him on lunch hour and then coming home to me and letting me eat your pussy. Yep, you bet, the love comes shinning through there. And you sure showed me lots of love when you fucked Eddie and Jared over at Anna's and I wouldn't want to forget all the love for me that I heard in your voice in the month's worth of phone calls between you, Anna and Barb that I taped. Oh yes indeed Stella, I am well aware of just how much you loved me."
"You don't understand Frank and that's why we need to sit down and talk. Please come home. I don't want a divorce and I'll fight it. I'll make it so expensive for you that in the end you'll drop it."
"Ah, there's that love shinning through again. Tell you what Stel; you just go ahead and fight it. You will have to get an attorney and they don't come cheap. You are going to need every cent you have to make the house payment, and pay for the gas, phone and lights which, by the way, I've had taken out of my name and which will be shut off at the end of the month. That's two weeks away so you need to be thinking about how to keep them turned on.
"Now let's see how you can hurt me. No kids so no leverage there. You take home as much as I do so no alimony to worry about. I filed using adultery as grounds and I have the evidence to back it up. Also one little thing that you probably forgot about. The business is family owned and my father explained to you that a prenuptial agreement that guaranteed that the business would remain totally in family hands had to be signed by you before we could get married and you signed it without even reading it. One of the clauses in that pre-nup specified that in case of a divorce because of adultery the offending party would leave the relationship with only what they brought into it.
"So go ahead Stella. Get an attorney and fight it. Look on the bright side. You will be free to find some sick fuck who will suck your lover's cock and smile up at you while your lover fucks him up the ass. Got to get to work. Bye Stella."
++++++++++++++++++++
That wasn't the end of it though. The next day when I left work Stella was parked behind my car and since I was parked nose in to the building I couldn't just ignore her and leave.
"What do you want Stella?"
"Quite simply, you. I do not want a divorce. I know you don't think I love you, but you are wrong."
"Bullshit Stella. I told you the other day that I have over a months worth of phone calls between you and Anna that tell me exactly how you feel about your clueless twit of a husband."
"That's just it Frank. You don't have anything that shows you that. What you have is a bunch of rubbish that I said to Anna because that is what she wanted to hear. Anna hates men. It was something that she let me know during the first week I met her. One of the biggest surprises of my life was when she moved back here and I found out that she was married. It turns out that she married Dennis because she found out that she could do to him what she wanted to do to all men. I can't say that I blame her. I'd probably have felt the same way if my life had been like hers."
"Again Stella – Bullshit!! If she hated men why was she fucking at least two that I know of and by that I mean Eddie and Jared."
"She fucked them, but she didn't like them. She fucked them to torment Dennis. It was sort of like religion. You know, the "Christ died for your sins" thing? Dennis was paying the price for what men had done to her. Her own father raped her every time he came home drunk. When he was killed in an accident her mother remarried. The man she married had two sons. Her mother went into the hospital for some reason or other and while she was in there the stepfather raped Anna. Her two step brothers saw it happen and decided that they wanted some and then the three of them took turns on her all the time her mom was gone.
"The assholes knew they were toast if she went to the cops and so they taped themselves doing her and then edited the tape to eliminate the part where she fought them and made it look like she was willing. All that showed was the part where her body betrayed her and actually got into it. They showed her the tapes they had made of her responding and told her if she ever told anyone about what they had been doing or called the cops and hollered rape they would spread the tapes all over town. One night when they were sleeping she took a ball bat to them, cleaned out their wallets and left. Since then she has hated men in general. Everything I told her what was what she wanted to hear. I didn't mean a word of it Frank, not one word. Think about it Frank. Have I ever shown you any disrespect?"
"Yeah Stella; as a matter of fact you have."
"How and when?"
"Every time you came home from work after fucking John and let me eat your pussy."
"I've never done that to you."
"Bullshit Stella! I've listened to you tell Anna all about it too many times."
"And I've told you that everything I've told Stella is what she wanted to hear."
"I suppose the next thing you will tell me is that you never fucked John and all that you told Anna about starting his day with blow jobs is baloney also."
"No Frank; I'll admit to that, but you never ate him out of me and I never kissed you with his taste still in my mouth. I keep a travel bag with a douche bag and wash in my bottom desk drawer and I always, and I do mean always Frank, washed, douched and brushed my teeth before I came home to you."
"You admit to cheating on me with your boss?"
"Yes Frank, but it never hurt us. Did you ever see a lack of love or affection from me? Did I ever short you in the love or sex departments? No, I never did."
"But you did cheat on me with your boss."
"I didn't see it as cheating. At least not at first."
"Not at first?"
"We needed money Frank. If you'll remember business wasn't all that good and you were talking about maybe having to close the doors. We were behind on some bills and my getting a promotion would have meant another thousand a month coming in so when John made me the offer I took it. It was only blow jobs and to me cheating meant giving up pussy and I wasn't going to give up any of that. It was only supposed to be blow jobs until his wife had the baby and was cleared to have sex again."
"Not that I don't consider blow jobs as not cheating, but what changed?"
"The size of his cock. It was huge! I measured it once and it was almost eleven inches. You know I wasn't a virgin when I married you, but I had never seen a cock that big. I fought it Frank. Honest to God I did fight it, but after two weeks of giving John head I just had to see what a cock like that felt like. Once I started it just seemed natural to continue on until Linda had the baby and John could go back to getting his sex from her. I knew it was cheating, but I also knew that you would never know and the money from my promotion got us out of the hole. And it never interfered with us Frank. I gave you all the love and sex you could handle. There was no love between me and John; it was more or less a business arrangement. I love you Frank; honest to God I do and I did everything I could think of to make sure that you knew it."
"As far as I know his wife had her kid six or seven months ago and yet you are still fucking him."
"They are going through a divorce. The baby's father was obviously an oriental so he kicked her out. He asked me to keep on doing what I was and I told him that I couldn't so he sweetened the pot. He gave me a five hundred dollar raise and the company car that I've been driving for the last six months. He also gave me a company credit card to pay for the gas and upkeep. Again, you would never know so I gave in. To make sure that you would never find out I never let him do me anywhere other than work. He wanted to do me on a bed and I refused because going to a hotel or motel would be just asking for someone to see us and maybe tell you. He ended up buying a couch for the office that turned into a bed, plus he had that large motor home that he started parking at work. I was so careful to make sure you would never find out. How did you?"
I told her about overhearing her comment to Anna at the barbecue and how that got me to wondering what else she had to say about me and how that led me to finding out everything.
"So even if I bought into your affair with John as helping us financially that doesn't excuse what you did with Eddie and Jared. That was flat out cheating and you know it."
"No it wasn't. I didn't do Eddie until after – after Frank – you had given me permission and to me that open marriage thing you talked about WAS giving me permission and I did bring them home with me once I knew you were really good with it. As far as you were concerned you were setting me up, but from my side I believed what you were telling me. I never would have done it with Eddie and Jared if I didn't believe that you were okay with it. Your exact words to me were that it would be okay as long as I came home to you. I did Eddie and Jared at Anna's and then I came home to you and gave you every bit as much as I gave them. I'll quit my job Frank. I'll never talk to Anna again. Don't divorce me Frank. Please. I couldn't bear losing you."
"If you loved me so much why were you so set on turning me into a willing cuckold? I fail to see where there was any love in you wanting me to hold another man's cock in my hand and guide it into you and I sure as hell didn't see any love in you wanting to see me sucking another man's cock or watch him fuck me in the ass while – what was it you said to Anna? – while I squealed like a pig?"
"In the first place Frank I never wanted you to do any of those things if you didn't want to. It is like my peeing on you in the tub. It was a major turn on for me and you didn't mind doing it because when I got turned on I rocked your world. What Anna did with her husband was a turn on and when I came home from Anna's I did my best to fuck your brains out. So I wondered if it would turn me on to see you doing it. The only way I could find out was to try. It was no different than when I wanted to see what it would be like to pee in your mouth. You shut that down immediately and I expected that you would do the same to anything else I wanted to try and you didn't.
"Why wouldn't I try? You sat there and got turned on when Eddie fucked me in front of you and don't you dare try to deny it. Your cock was as hard as I've ever seen it as you jacked yourself off. After seeing that why wouldn't I try to see what else you might do? The squeal like a pig comment and talking about you sucking another man was just more of telling Anna what she wanted to hear.
"Back to the pissing in the mouth thing; I knew that you would never do what you didn't want to do, but I had no way of knowing what you would or wouldn't do without trying to see. I can tell you that seeing you suck off another man or seeing you take it in the butt wouldn't do a thing for me. I watched Dennis do it and it was obvious that he hated doing it. It was one of the few things that he did that wasn't a turn on, but a turn off.
"I really did want you to suck another man out of me, but I had no interest in seeing you clean another man's cock with your mouth, but again I had no idea of what you might or might not want to try. The night you set me up for Phil I honestly believed what you told me about what you had always wanted to do. Why wouldn't I have? I have a head full of things I've always wanted to do but was afraid to try. Why wouldn't I believe that you did to?
"John was a major mistake, but I honestly had us in mind when I did it. I really did do it for the promotion and what the money would do for us. I let myself get carried away and I'm sorry, but again Frank it didn't hurt us and I always came home and gave you more than I gave him. I made a mistake and I'm asking you – no, I'm begging you – to forgive me. Don't leave me Frank; please don't leave me."
"It is a nice fairy tale that you are spinning here Stella, but the fact of the matter is that you are still a cheating cunt. It doesn't matter what your rational is for putting out for your boss it was still cheating."
"Then what can I do to pay for my crime that doesn't include my losing you? I love you Frank. Honest to God I do and I always have."
"Maybe you do. I really don't know, but what I do know is that what you have done has made it pretty much impossible for me to stay with you. I could never trust you again. Who knows when you might fuck some other guy because you just knew that I'd never know about it. You know what they say Stella; once a cheater always a cheater."
"I swear to you Frank that I'll never do it again."
"You swore to God to be a loving and faithful wife in front of eighty-three family and friends, but you broke that vow so I see no reason to believe that you won't break the one you just made. We are through Stella. There is nothing that you can do that will ever make it right. Now please move your car so I can leave."
"Please Frank; I'll die without you."
"Then I guess I'd better make sure to keep your life insurance paid up to date."
I turned and started to walk away.
"Where are you going Frank?"
"Since you won't move and let me out I'm going inside to use the phone to call a cab."
"Please Frank, please don't leave me."
I didn't turn back. I went into the building and called for a taxi.
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I really didn't know why I was there. I didn't feel like drinking, but I needed to get out and do something. Sitting around the house and whining about how life had treated me wasn't getting me anywhere. I used to enjoy open microphone night at the Landing Strip and maybe a few laughs would help.
I looked around as I came in and I saw that there were some people there that I knew. I saw Angie Springer sitting at a table with three other girls. Wally Taylor and his wife Julie were there which was a surprise. The last time I had been in the Strip on open mike night he had publicly accused Julie of being a cheating whore. Seeing them together caused me to frown. The last thing I wanted to think about on that night was cheating whores.
Up on the platform that served as a stage on mike night and a bandstand on Thursday, Friday and Saturday Bobby Denton was telling another one of his blond jokes.
"Recently, when I went to McDonald's I saw on the menu that you could have an order of 6, 9 or 12 Chicken McNuggets. I told the teenaged blond behind the counter that I wanted a half dozen Chicken McNuggets and she looked at me and said
"We don't have half dozen nuggets."
"You don't?" I replied.
"We only have six, nine or twelve" the blond said.
"So I can't order a half dozen, but I can get six?"
"That's right" the young blond girl said.
"So I shook my head and ordered six McNuggets."
His wife Bree was sitting in the back with some friends and fuming. Every one knew that Bree hated blond jokes, but Bobby didn't seem to give a shit if she liked them or not. He turned the mike over to the next hopeful and went over and sat down at the bar and talked to Melody the barmaid. I wondered why Bobby never went back and sat with his wife at her table.
Shari brought me my PBR and I sat, sipped and listened and my mood lightened. There was some pretty good talent there that night. There was a time once when I'd had a few too many in me and I was dared to get up and take a shot at it. I still remembered the joke I told that night.
"A man was sick and tired of going to work everyday while his wife stayed home. He wanted her to see what he went through so he prayed:
"Dear Lord, I go to work everyday and put in eight long hours while my wife stays at home. I want her to know what I go through so please allow her body to switch with mine for a day."
The Lord, in his infinite wisdom, granted the man his wish. The next morning, sure enough, the man awoke as a woman. He arose, cooked breakfast for his mate, awakened the kids, set out their school clothes, fed them breakfast, packed their lunches and then drove them to school. On the way home he dropped off some clothes at the cleaners and stopped by the bank to make a deposit.
He went grocery shopping and then went home and put away the groceries, sat down and paid the bills and then balanced the checkbook. He cleaned the cat's litter box and then gave the dog a bath.
By then it was 1 P.M. and he hurried to make the beds, do the laundry, vacuum, dust, sweep and mop the floors. Ran to school and picked up the kids and got into an argument with them on the way home, set out milk and cookies for them and got them organized to do their homework.
He set up the ironing board and ironed clothes while watching some TV and at 4:30 he began peeling potatoes and washing vegetables, breaded the pork chops and got dinner on the stove. After dinner he cleaned the kitchen, ran the dishwasher, folded laundry and bathed the kids and put them to bed. At 9 P.M. he was exhausted and he went to bed where he was expected to make love which he managed to get through without complaint.
The next morning he awoke and immediately got down on his knees beside the bed.
"Lord, I don't know what I was thinking. I was so wrong to envy my wife's being able to stay home all day. Please, Oh Please let us trade back. Amen."
The Lord, in his infinite wisdom replied:
"My son, I feel that you have learned your lesson and I will be happy to change things back to the way they were. But you will have to wait nine months before I can do it. You got pregnant last night."
I was booed off the stage. I never had the nerve to try it again.
I was applauding the accountant who had just finished his stand up routine when Angie Springer sat down at my table.
"Hi stranger" she said, "Buy a girl a drink?"
I looked over at the table where she had been sitting when I came in and saw that it was empty. She saw me look and said:
"They all had to get home to their husbands."
I raised an eyebrow at that and Angie noticed and read the unsaid "But you aren't in a hurry to get home to yours?" that the look implied.
"Gary is out of town and the kids are spending the week with my parents. I don't need to hurry home."
I waved Shari over and Angie asked for a Tom Collins and Shari went to the bar to get it.
"So how have you been?" Angie asked.
"So so; yourself?"
"About as well as can be expected. I've been wanting to talk to you for a while now, but have never had the chance."
"Talk to me? About what?"
"I want to know why you let Gary slide."
"What?"
"Please don't play stupid with me Rob. I'm not some empty headed clueless broad. I know what happened and I want to know why you let Gary slide when you burned all those other assholes."
I looked at Angie and it all came flooding back to me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It started with a raffle at the Fraternal Order of Eagles. I had purchased five tickets with the expectation of not winning anything. I never had and I never expected to. The prizes for the raffle were all donated and the money from the ticket sales went to various charities that the Aerie supported so I always bought a few. The night of the drawing one of my numbers was called and I became the owner of a new state of the art security system.
I really didn't want it or need it and I tried swapping it for some of the stuff the other winners won. I was trying to convince Toby Martin that he would get more out of the security system than he would get out of a two week cruise when he told me that I wasn't looking at it in the right way.
"You know how much you like watching the porn tapes at our poker games. Use the system to make your own."
"What do you mean?"
"Put the system in and don't tell Beth about it. After you've made love a couple of times tell her that you are having sex with a porn star. She will probably come unglued on you and then you can laugh at her and show her the tapes of the two of you going at it. Also there is the monetary part."
"Monetary part?"
"Call your insurance man and tell him you have installed a security system. Most insurance companies will give you a reduced rate if you have one."
The idea appealed to me and I decided to keep the system. I made an appointment to get the system installed and then took a day off work so I could be there and watch the installation and get trained on its use.
The system came with two outside cameras and five inside cameras along with motion detectors and some other bells and whistles and the first six months of service were free, the second six were half off and then I would have to sign a yearly contract. The technician installed the outside cameras -- one to cover the front of the house and one to cover the back -- and then he asked me where I wanted the inside ones.
He suggested the living room because anyone who broke in would go for where the TV, DVD player and other expensive items were and that was usually the living room. Also the intruder would have to pass through the living room to get to the stairway that led upstairs. He also suggested that one be put in the basement in case the intruder gained access by breaking out a basement window.
All good ideas and I took them, but I wanted one in the bedroom and I didn't want him to know the real reason why so I told him I had a safe in the bedroom closet and I wanted a camera in the master bedroom. We had two more bedrooms and I had turned one of them into a sort of home office/den and we put the fourth one in there. The last camera went into the kitchen for no other reason than I couldn't think of where else to put it.
I had him put the keypad in the front vestibule closet and then he showed me how to operate the system. There was a recorder in one of my workshop cabinets in the basement that captured the cameras output and most important, to me anyway, was that the camera's output didn't go to the security company. No one from the company would ever see what was on the recorder unless there was a break in and then they along with the police would want to see what the cameras captured.
That night I gave the system a trial run. After dinner and an hour or so of TV I started making out with Beth on the living room couch and that led to us heading for the bedroom where we made mad passionate love. The next day while Beth was making dinner I went down into the basement and checked the recorder. It had captured our session perfectly.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next two weeks I made love to Beth eight times and then one Saturday while she was out grocery shopping I pulled the DVD out of the recorder and put it in a safe place and inserted a fresh DVD into the machine. I began making plans for the night I was going to let Beth see herself as a porn star.
I decided that I would do it on Halloween. We were going to have a party that night and when everyone left at the end of the party I would pour Beth a glass of her favorite wine and we would watch the DVD. Her costume was going to be a very sexy Cat Woman outfit with stiletto heels and I was going to love peeling it off of her as she watched herself perform.
Three days before Halloween I had to take a sudden overnight trip to call on a client who was having trouble with one of the machines we had sold him. I was able to correct the problem and then headed on home. I went straight home from the airport since I didn't see any sense in going in to work for only forty-five minutes and since my commute home from work was almost forty minutes I was going to get home a good hour and a half before I was expected. As a result I got home before Beth.
Since Beth wasn't home yet I decided that I had time to check the recorder and see if it had captured our last love making session which had been the night before I left on my trip. The recorder had captured the last love making session perfectly. There was only one problem.
The last love making session captured was of Beth and our next door neighbor Jim Case.
I say that the last session was captured, but it was a little more than that. Beth sucked him off as he sat on our living room couch and then she led him upstairs and fucked him on our bed. After cumming in Beth and pulling out he said:
"You need to get me up again lover. There is still one place in this house that I haven't marked as my territory."
"Where is that" my loving wife asked.
"His den. I want to take you on his desk."
Beth laughed and said, "You are evil" and Jim said, "And you love it."
"I love your cock too" Beth said and then went down on him. She got him back up and when he was hard they went into the den and Jim fucked her in the ass as she laid on her back on my desk with her legs up on Jim's shoulders.
"I don't think I'll ever get enough of this ass" Jim said and Beth moaned and said, "I never get tired of giving it to you."
That really ground on me because Beth wouldn't give me her ass. We had tried anal sex a couple of times, but she said it hurt too much and she didn't really like doing it.
When they finished they went downstairs and had a drink at the kitchen table. Jim said:
"Hal wants to know when he can get together with either you or the both of us again."
"Were you able to get the stuff?"
"I pick it up tomorrow."
"Okay then, tell Hal it will be at the Halloween party on Saturday. I'll put the stuff in Rob's drink and that will knock him out. Once he is in bed and out of the way we can party."
"You need to be careful there. If you give it all to him at once he might conk out quickly and then wonder about it. Put a little bit in each drink you give him and it will seem to him that he drank too much and got drunk. Any chance I can get another taste before the party?"
"Maybe. How do you feel about climbing through basement windows?"
"What?"
"Rob will be home tomorrow, but I usually do laundry on Thursday. He never comes down into the basement when I'm doing laundry. Would it turn you on to fuck me with Rob right upstairs over our heads?"
"Are you serious?"
"You betcha lover."
"Okay then; I'll do it."
"I'll unlock the window on the north east end and be waiting."
I sat there stunned and outraged to my very core. Stunned because my wife of ten years was fucking our next door neighbor. Outraged because he could have her ass anytime he wanted it because she never got tired of giving it to him, but I couldn't have it? And from the sound of it she had been doing it for some time. Where the hell had I been? I thought Beth loved me and that we had a solid marriage. How could I have been so wrong? She was going to drug me so she could fuck him at the Halloween party? Why? What was so special about the party? They were obviously managing to get it done at other times. And who the hell was Hal?
The sound of the garage door starting to run pulled me away from what I was watching and I headed upstairs and as I climbed the stairs I was trying to make up my mind as to what to do. Confront or wait. I decided to wait. I wanted to know more. I wasn't interested in watching Beth cheating on me, but I did want to hear what was said. I wanted to know how long it had been going on and I wanted to know why.
The hardest part for me was going to be trying to act normal around Beth. We were through as far as the marriage was concerned, but she didn't need to know that until after I'd taken some steps to protect myself. We didn't live in one of those states where no fault divorces were the only way you could go and what I already had on DVD would make a divorce with adultery as grounds a slam dunk, but a court would still be making the decisions on asset distribution and I needed to make sure that Beth wasn't rewarded for her treachery.
Also, I needed more information that I might be able to use in taking my revenge on Jim. He was going to pay for fucking my wife in my house. Part of the revenge would be seeing to it that Carol, his wife, got a copy of the DVD, but that alone wouldn't satisfy my need to hurt him physically. I just needed to make it happen without putting me in jail.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Beth came in the door from the garage carrying two bags of groceries and she set them on the table and came over, put her arms around me and kissed me.
"I'm glad you're home baby. I hate waking up and not having you there beside me."
"Yeah, right" I thought as I wondered when she had given up on our marriage and why. And she had given it up and she should have known it. She knew my views on fidelity. My parents had split up because of my mom cheating on my dad. She had remarried and that marriage had failed when her new husband cheated on her. Beth had to know what the outcome was going to be if I caught her cheating on me. Apparently she didn't care.
"I stopped at the store on the way home because I needed bleach for when I do the laundry tonight and while I was there I decided to pick up the stuff to make you the stir fry you like so much. Go sit down and relax while I make dinner.
As I headed for the living room I thought about what was going to happen after dinner. The mention of bleach reminded me of what was going to take place in the basement later on in the evening. I had a decision to make. I always made love to Beth when coming home from a trip. Not to do it would probably raise questions in her mind and besides, when I dropped the hammer on her God alone knew when I would get laid again so even though she was a cheating whore I was going to take what I could get while I could get it. The decision I had to make was whether to send her to the basement to give Jim sloppy seconds or have to take them myself after Jim paid her his visit.
It turned out that Beth got to make that decision for me. I tried to get something going after dinner, but she put me off.
"I need to get the laundry done honey and if we start playing I'll never break loose from you to get it done. I'll take good care of you when we go to bed. I promise."
From the way she was smiling at me when she said it I got the impression -- from what I now knew -- that she was looking forward to giving me sloppy seconds. I wondered how many times she had already done it which thought pulled something out of my mind. Our love making, or fucking as I was now looking at it, included a lot of oral. Had the bitch let me eat her before cleaning up after Jim's visits? I was not thinking good thoughts as Beth went down to the basement to do the laundry. I would know what when on because of the camera in the basement, but I sure would have liked to hear what was being said that night instead of having to wait until I could get to the recorder.
I decided to tell Beth I was going into work late because of a dentist's appointment so I could check the recorder after Beth left for work. I had to fight the urge to quietly sneak outside and peek in the basement window, but I knew I couldn't risk being seen. I couldn't let them know that I knew about them. I debated doing a few things that might make them think I was going to come down into the basement, but then I decided that I needed to know what they talked about more than I needed the satisfaction of disrupting what they were doing. I needed to know more about this drugging that was supposed to take place.
I couldn't get interested in anything on TV and the book I picked up couldn't hold my attention either. I finally headed into the den and got on the computer, but that didn't do me any good either because all I could think of was what had taken place on the desk while I was gone.
Two hours after Beth had disappeared into the basement she came up and told me that she was going to take a quick shower and then:
"I'm going to rock your world baby."
I was surprised. I'd thought for sure that she was going to give me sloppy seconds. When she came out of the shower and got in bed with me she spread herself wide and said:
"Eat me lover. I got so wet in anticipation that I'm more than ready."
I would have found some reason to refuse if she hadn't showered, but since she had I bent to the task. As I munched I noticed a little redness around her asshole and it almost pissed me off enough to stop what I was doing and get up and go to the spare bedroom. But only almost. When I kicked her ass out it might be a long time before I'd get laid again so I needed to get what I could while I could. It wasn't as if I craved her ass anyway. Beth would let me have her butt occasionally when she had been drinking and was in a good mood, but she claimed she hated it so I didn't push all that hard for it. Face it; the main reason I wanted it was because she wouldn't give it to me very often. I ate Beth to an orgasm and then I moved up and fucked her. I didn't make love to her; I fucked her and there is a difference. I came; we snuggled up and went to sleep.
In the morning Beth woke me up with a blow job and when I was awake and as hard as I was going to get Beth moved over me and rode me cowgirl until we both got off. I had to wonder about that because we almost never had sex in the morning and when we did it was usually me who started it. Was she feeling guilty over what she planned to do to me at the party and was trying to make herself feel less guilty? I'd probably never know.



When we finished she kissed me and said, "Time to get up and get going. Got to get out and earn our daily bread."
"I'm going into work late this morning. I have a dentist appointment at nine."
"Something wrong?"
"No, just my regular check up and cleaning."
As soon as Beth's car backed down the drive I went down into the basement to see what the recorder had for me. I watched as Beth went over and unlocked the basement window and then go over and begin sorting things and loading them into the washer. I watched as Jim came in the window and I watched as he sat on the dryer and Beth sucked his cock. I watched him bend Beth over the washing machine and fuck her from behind. I watched as she sucked him hard again and then got up on the washer and gave him her ass. When the washer went into the spin cycle I almost wished I were Jim so I could feel the sensations that he must have been feeling, but the worst of it was not the watching -- it was the listening. Jim had just finished fucking her bent over the washer and as he eased out of her cunt he said:
"You going to fuck dickwad tonight?"
"Hell yes. I really get off on letting him have seconds."
"Sloppy seconds?"
"Just a little."
"What do you mean just a little?"
"He always eats me before we make love and if I still had all that you shoot still in me he would likely catch on. What I do is take a spoonful of your stuff out of me and then I shower and douche and put the spoonful back in me. God, but it is such a turn on for me knowing that he is tasting you and then knowing that his little dick is sliding around in what little of you that I do have in me."
"I wish you would give him the full experience some day."
"Maybe after the party. He will be so groggy that he probably won't notice."
"You have the timing figured out yet?"
"It will depend on how quick the drugs knock Rob out. I figure the party will start breaking up around ten-thirty or eleven. If Rob is out by then we can get started."
As I shut off the unit my hand was trembling because of the anger surging through me. The bitch had deliberately fed me her asshole lover's cum. It was at that moment that my anger and outrage turned into full blown burning hatred. I knew I was going to have my work cut out for me as I tried to hide what I was feeling from Beth.
I managed to get through the evening without revealing anything to Beth although she might have wondered why I didn't try to screw her that night. I told her I pulled a muscle in my back at work and she seemed to buy it.
The next day was spent getting the house ready for the party and then at seven the guests began arriving. First to show up was Jim and his wife Carol. I wondered how that was going to work out. Were they going to leave and then Jim would sneak back or maybe she was going to get drugged also. Ten minutes after Jim got there Beth brought me my first drink. I pretended to take a sip and when Beth didn't see me make a face at the taste she smiled and went to talk to some of our guests.
Beth brought me nine drinks that night, but I didn't drink any of them although I did start acting like I was taking on a load after the third. By the time Beth gave me the ninth I was slurring my words and staggering.
"Poor baby" she said, "I think you have had too much to drink. I think you should lie down for a bit. Let me help you up to bed."
I let her lead me down the hall, but she surprised me by taking me into the guest bedroom. I pretended not to notice and got down on the bed. She left me there and went back to the party. I looked at the bedside clock and saw that it was just after ten. If I had it figured right she would be back to check on me in about twenty minutes. She was back in fifteen.
"You okay baby?"
I pretended to be out. She shook me a couple of times and I didn't respond. She put her mouth down by my ear and loudly said:
"Are you okay Rob?"
"I didn't move.
"Thank you God" she said and left the room.
Ten minutes later it was Jim. He shook me while saying, "Rob? Rob?" and I acted like I was totally out of it and then I heard Beth ask:
"What do you think?"
Jim laughed and said, "He is so far out of it he may not wake up until sometime late tomorrow afternoon."
"Good. Most of the guests have left and we can get started."
I gave it fifteen minutes and then I cracked the door open enough to see out. The master bedroom was just across the hall and the door was open. What I saw almost made me want to rush into the room and start kicking ass and taking manes, but I wisely didn't. No fucking way that I wouldn't have ended up in the hospital if I tried. I can give a pretty good account of myself in a scrap, but no way I could handle six or eight guys. Beth was being gangbanged. She had a cock in her ass, a cock in her cunt and one in her mouth. All thoughts of burning Jim by showing his wife the video I had of Jim fucking Beth went out the window. Carol was next to Beth on the bed and she was being spit roasted.
Standing around and waiting for an open hole were three other guys that I could see. There might have been more, but if so they were off to the side where I couldn't see. I knew most of the assholes I could see. Four were neighbors and two of them worked with me. I closed the door and then shook my head in disgust. I walked over to the window, opened it and climbed out. I walked down to the end of the block and walked up to a parked car. The passenger window came down and I looked in as I said:
"Anything else I need to do?"
"No. We have it all bagged and tagged. When we get the report from the lab we will move on it. Just be careful and don't do anything silly that might get you locked up. No taking the law into your own hands stuff."
"Don't worry. I won't do anything that might give them a chance to lessen the hammer blow that is coming."
"We should have the proof by noon on Monday. I'll give you a call" Detective Sergeant Thomas Callings said as he rolled up the window and his partner started the car.
I went back to the house, went back through the window and settled in for a long night. As I laid there I though back on what I had done on Friday afternoon. I'd gone to the City and County building and asked for the district attorney. They gave me to an Assistant District Attorney and I played him the video of Jim and Beth talking about drugging me. He called Detective Callings and we set things up so that Callings could come to the party as a friend of mine. Callings would observe Beth and Jim handing me drinks and then I would pass them to him and he would bag and tag them and then turn them over to a lab. When the lab report came back showing that the drinks were laced with drugs Beth and Jim would be arrested.
While Beth was in jail I would divorce her cheating ass and she wouldn't get a fucking thing as far as asset distribution was concerned. I think I fell asleep with a smile on my face.
The next day I acted like I had the hangover to end all hangovers and Beth stayed clear of me until late afternoon when I started acting human again. As we ate dinner Beth said:
"You over did it a bit last night."
"I don't understand it. I didn't think I drank that much, but given the way I felt when I woke up I must have."
"You left me hanging."
"I did? How?"
"You know how horny I get when I drink. I was expecting you to take care of my itch after the party. You will have your work cut out for you tonight."
"I'm afraid I'll have to let you down again. The way I feel right now any exertion at all would probably kill me. I'll do my best to recover in time for tomorrow night."
After seeing what I saw the previous night there was no fucking way I was going to let my dick anywhere near her fucking cunt. I'd probably not even be able to feel the sides.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday at eleven I got a call from Callings. "The lab report came back positive. We are getting the warrants even as we speak. Would you like to be there when we do it?"
"Yes and no. Do Beth where she works, but do Case at his home around six tonight. That way I can be on my porch watching as you take him away."
Before I left work I told my boss that I'd caught my wife cheating and I was going to need to take a couple of days off to take care of things. Then I told him that two of the men she cheated with were coworkers and when I got done with taking care of Beth I'd get to them so he should be prepared to lose Fred and Alvin to sick leave for a while. He asked if I was sure and I told him I had it on tape. When I got back to work three days later both were gone. My boss reasoned that if my coworkers could have done something like that then they were untrustworthy in other areas also and so he did some checking. Alvin was fired for cheating on his expense accounts and Fred, by then aware that I knew about him, had resigned and left town.
I was sitting on the porch and thinking of Beth's phone call to me when the police car pulled up in front of Jim's house. As the police walked up to Jim's front door I rolled over in my head the conversation I'd had with Beth.
"Rob honey; I don't know what is going on, but I'm in jail. They say it has something to do with drugs. I don't do drugs. There has to be some mistake. They won't let me go until I go in front of a judge. What do I do Rob?"
"Well Beth; I've always heard it said that you shouldn't do the crime if you can't do the time" and I hung up on her.
Next door the police were putting the cuffs on Jim and as they walked him to the police car he looked over at me and I waved 'bye bye' at him. Carol was on the porch and she saw me do it. When the police car pulled away she came over.
"I saw you wave at Jimmy. Do you know what is going on?"
"I guess it is against the law to drug somebody."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that you should have waited until I was out of town to have your gangbang instead of drugging me and stuffing me into the spare bedroom to get me out of the way."
I saw understanding register on her face. "You bastard! You are responsible for this."
"No Carol, you, your husband and Beth are the ones responsible. I don't recall raising my hand and saying "pick me" when the question "Anyone here want to be drugged?" was asked.
"He could go to prison."
"Yes he could and that is what I'm hoping for. Maybe he and Beth can share a cell."
"Beth?"
"She was arrested at work around four this afternoon."
"You could do that to your own wife? What kind of man are you?"
"A very pissed off one. Did any of you assholes bother to find out if I was allergic to the shit you tried to feed me? What if I had gone into shock and died while you were in my bedroom fucking and sucking every cock you could get your hands on. You, your husband and my cheating whore of a wife are damned lucky I don't own a gun or the police would have been here for me for committing multiple murders. Now why don't you get your slutty whorish ass off my front porch."
She left and halfway to her house she turned and gave me the finger. I just laughed at her and blew her a kiss. I finished my beer, went into the basement and got busy. By noon the next day a copy of the video of the gangbang was on the way to the wives and girlfriends of all the men who took part. Except for one. I just couldn't bring myself to send one to her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
At ten the next morning I got a call from the Public Defender's office. An attorney named Andrew Morris was representing Beth and he called me to tell me that her bail had been set at twenty-five thousand and if I would make the necessary arrangements she could be home that afternoon. I think he was shocked when I laughed at him and told him that she could sit in jail and rot for all I cared and then I hung up on him.
As soon as I hung up I realized that I hadn't thought things through. Beth had her checkbook and credit cards. Once she knew I wasn't going to help she could get cash advances and drain the checking account to bail herself out. I quickly called the credit card companies and cancelled all of our cards and requested new ones. It would take maybe a week to get the new ones, but I would be able to get by until they arrived. Then I rushed to the bank and cleaned out all of our accounts and closed them.
I stopped and had dinner at the Outback Steak House and then I went on home. I spent the next morning going through the house and gathering up everything of Beth's that I could find. I packed it all in boxes and garage bags and moved it out into the garage. The locksmith showed up at eleven and changed all the house locks.
I had a three-fifteen appointment with an attorney to get the divorce going and I debated going out for lunch and then going to my appointment or just making a sandwich. Before I could make the decision the doorbell rang and when I opened the door I saw Jim standing there.
"You owe me twenty-five hundred dollars cocksucker and I want it now."
"Why do I owe you twenty-five hundred dollars?"
"Because that is the ten percent I had to put up to go your wife's bail."
"Well gosh Jim; I certainly want to see that you get what you have coming. Come on in."
He stepped into the house and I hit him as hard as I could right in the face. I must have broken his nose because there was blood everywhere. He staggered and I hit him again as I said:
"I'm damned sure going to see that you get what I owe you."
I hit him a third time and he slumped to the floor. I proceeded to tire out my foot kicking him in the head, ribs and crotch. Then I got on the phone and called the police station and asked for Detective Callings. When he came on the line I said:
"Case made bail and came after me. He said he was going to make me pay for what I did to him. He pushed his way into my house and I had to defend myself. What should I do?"
"You okay?"
"Yes. A little shaken up, but okay."
"Where is Case?"
"Lying on my floor. He doesn't look too good."
"I'll get a car to you right away."
Three minutes later a squad car pulled up and when the officers looked at Jim they called for an ambulance. As Jim was being carried out Carol came over and said:
"What the fuck have you done now?"
"Just defended myself."
"Bullshit Rob. He didn't come over to fight you. He just wanted the money he put up for Beth's bail."
"And he really thought I'd give it to him? She's your whore now. I washed my hands of her. Anything you do for her is between you and her. If you know where she is you need to call her and tell her to get in touch with me to make arrangements to get her things."
"She said she was going into work and explain why she wasn't there before coming home."
"Coming home? She doesn't live here anymore. But if she is coming I'll leave the garage door open so she can get her stuff. Tell her anything still here come trash pick up day will go out on the curb with the rest of the garbage."
"You can't mean that."
"Of course I mean it. Now if you will excuse me I have some blood I need to clean off my floor."
That afternoon after giving the attorney all the video that I had on what Berth had been doing I told him about Jim's visit and he said that along with filing the paperwork for the divorce he would get a restraining order against Jim and Beth.
"Have to include her. If she was willing to drug you no telling what else she might do."
I found Beth sitting in her car on our driveway when I got home. I parked in the street so I wouldn't block her and keep her from leaving. I could see that she was pissed as she walked up to me and when she got close she said:
"You bastard!" as she went to swing at me. I caught her wrist and squeezed hard and didn't let go until she said "That hurts. Let go." I let go and got ready to grab her if she tried it again, but she didn't.
"Why did you hang up on me when I called you from the jail and why wouldn't you come down and bail me out. And why can't I get in the house?"
"Let's take the last one first. You can't get in the house because I don't want you there and I had the locks changed. Next, I didn't go your bail because I hoped that you would rot in that jail. Finally, I hung up on you because I was pissed at what you did to me that put you in jail."
"What I did to you? I didn't do anything to you."
"That's true, but you tried."
"Tried what?"
"To drug me so I would sleep through your gangbang."
"Have you been drinking Rob? You aren't making any sense."
"Give it up Beth. I have you and Jim on tape planning what you were going to do to get me out of the way. I have your laundry night fucks on the washing machine on DVD and I have your Gangbang on DVD. Face it Beth; your cheating ass is busted. Your clothes and other things are in the garage. You need to get them out by next trash pick up day or they will go out on the curb with the rest of the garbage."
I walked away from her toward the house as she said, "Wait Rob. We have to talk about this."
"Tell you what Beth. I'll send you a copy of what I gave the divorce lawyer and after you watch it you still think we should talk give me a call."
"Divorce? I don't want a divorce Rob."
"Maybe not Beth, but you are going to get one just the same."
I unlocked the front door, went into the house and locked the door behind me.
++++++++++++++++++++
When Jim was released from the hospital he went in front of a judge with the new charges against him and the judge revoked his bail and then denied bail on the new charges. He will have to sit in jail until his trial. Beth moved in with Carol and I saw her on most days, but never had anything to do with her. She tried to talk to me a couple of times even after I sent her copies of the DVD showing what she had done, but I managed to avoid her except for one time when she caught me getting out of my car in the driveway.
"You have to talk to me honey. You don't understand and I need to explain things."
"Of course I understand Beth. I understand that the ass you rationed out to me was Jim's anytime that he wanted it. I understand what a turn on it was for you to fuck Jim on my desk in the den and I understand the charge you got out of fucking Jim on the washing machine with me being right upstairs over you. You are the one who doesn't understand. You don't understand how disgusted I am with you and what you did. Get away from me Beth and stay the fuck away from me."
When Beth's trial came up she pled not guilty, but the security system footage was damning and she was found guilty on all charges and was sentenced to a year and a day. While she was doing her time the divorce became final. All she got in the distribution of assets was ten percent of the value of the house at the time of divorce. I had the house appraised and then took out a second mortgage for ten percent of the appraised value and then opened a savings account in Beth's name and put the money in her account. That hopefully put an end to her being in my life.
Jim was found guilty on all charges, both in connection with the attempted doping and attacking me in my home. Because he was the one who obtained the drugs he got three to five on the doping charges and a year on what happened at my house.
I was in the court for his sentencing and Carol came up to me and said:
"I hope you are happy now."
"Not really. I was hoping that he would get at least ten years."
"Asshole!" she snarled. "Whorish cunt" I said with a smile and then I went back to work.
The packages I sent out to the wives and girl friends of the gangbang participants caused six divorces and two break ups of engaged couples and two of the guys tried to get even with me for causing their problems. One ended up in the hospital and the other almost beat me until I picked up a rock and smashed him in the head with it. I left him lying behind a dumpster and I don't know what happened to him.



++++++++++++++++++
Now here I was six months later with Angie bringing it all back to me.
"How did you find out what happened? I went out of my way to keep it from you."
"I still want to know why you let Gary slide while you went after the others."
"Oh come on Angie; you have to know the answer to that. Remember that old Ford Galaxy 500 station wagon of my dad's with the air mattress in the back? Remember Steven's Point?"
"God no. A girl never forgets her first time. You let Gary slide because of me?"
"A guy never forgets his first time either. I didn't want to see you hurt. How did you find out?"
"Gary told me."
"He told you? You have one of those open marriages I've been hearing about?"
"Not hardly. He got to feeling guilty and he confessed to me and begged me to forgive him. Since it was partially my fault I ended up forgiving him."
"Partially your fault?"
"Gary has always wanted to try anal sex and I would never let him. I couldn't make the party because my mom was in the hospital so Gary went alone. He didn't go there to screw Beth. He was just going to have a couple of drinks and then leave. A show of the flag so to speak. You know, put in an appearance to show we appreciated being thought of when guest list was made up. Anyway, when he was ready to leave he went looking for you and Beth to say goodbye and thank you for inviting us. He couldn't find you, but he did find Beth. When he found her she was naked and being used by three guys. The guy in her butt finished and when he pulled out Beth pulled her mouth off the guy in front of her and said:
"Somebody hurry and get in my ass."
Another guy stepped up and pushed in her. Gary had always wanted to try anal sex and Beth was giving it up so Gary undressed and the next time her ass was open he stepped up and took it. He liked it. He liked it enough to let her suck him hard again so he could have another shot at it. He did her ass three times before leaving and would have gone a fourth if he could have gotten it up again.
"On the drive home he started feeling guilty. He was upset for cheating on me and he was upset because he betrayed your friendship. It ate at him all day Sunday and Sunday evening he confessed. He was going to confess to you also, but I wouldn't let him."
"You wouldn't let him?"
"A minute ago you asked if I had an open marriage. Well, I didn't know but that you and Beth had one. Even if you did have one and Gary confessed it would still leave the thought in your mind that Gary didn't know and since he didn't know what he did was stab you in the back. I convinced him that the best course was to keep quiet and wait and see if you and Beth would invite him back for more or if nothing ever came of it. Of course days later when Beth was hauled off to jail we knew that you didn't have an open marriage. Gary still wanted to confess, but I still wouldn't let him."
"Why not?"
"Because you would have most likely ended your friendship with him and that would mean that by association you would have ended your friendship with me."
"Never Angie. I have too many good memories of our time together."
"I have those same memories Rob, but one of them was not so good. In a way it is ironic that you fucking my butt is what led to Gary's fucking Beth's."
"How so?"
"You never figured out why I broke up with you?"
"No. I was crushed that the girl I wanted to marry wouldn't even talk to me anymore. I tried for months to get you to talk to me and you never would so I finally put it behind me and got on with my life."
"You never associated what we did the last time we were together with my not talking to you?"
"No I didn't."
"It was the night you talked me into having anal sex. It hurt like hell and I kept telling you to stop and you ignored me. It got to the point where it hurt so bad that I was screaming at you to stop and you never did until you got your rocks off. I was so pissed at you when you took me home that I swore I would never have anything to do with you ever again. I eventually got over it, but by the time I was ready to talk to you it was too late and you were already with Beth. I kept waiting for the two of you to break up so we could get back together, but it never happened."
"I never knew. I'm sorry about the anal thing. The guys all told me that it hurt at first, but that if you stayed with it the girl eventually got into it. It probably sounds stupid now, but I was so into it I really thought those later screams were screams of pleasure."
"Well they weren't. Anyway, after that session with you I swore that I would never do anal again so Gary never got any and that's what led him into fucking Beth when he got a chance to finally do anal."
She was silent for a bit and then she said, "You never had any urge to get some revenge on Gary?"
"Human nature being what it is of course I've wanted to get back at him, but I couldn't find a way that wouldn't let you know why and I didn't want to hurt you."
"What if I gave you a way that wouldn't hurt me?"
"Why would you do that?"
"Revenge. I did forgive Gary, but it was forgiveness with a price. I told him I wouldn't throw his ass out, but that he owed me one."
"Owes you one?"
"I told him that some day I might want to try on a different guy and if that day ever came and I did take advantage of it he wasn't to bitch about it. He would have to chalk it up to our being even."
"Are you suggesting what I think you are?"
"You betcha!"
"This sucks!"
"Why?"
"I just kicked a woman to the curb for cheating on me. If I take you up on your offer I'll be cheating with you behind your husband's back and that would make me no better than Beth."
"You are looking at it the wrong way."
"How so?"
"You aren't cheating with me behind Gary's back. Gary knows I'm going to fuck some guy to get even with him so I'm not cheating and therefore you aren't cheating."
"Are you sure that you aren't a lawyer?"
"It gets better. I want you to screw me in my butt. It would be the most fitting revenge I could think of. Giving you what I won't give him."
"You just said that you hated it and would never do it again."
"I have some girl friends who like it and say that it is great if it is done right. How about it? Have you learned to do it right since our last time?"
"I thought you said you were trying to keep me friends with Gary. That won't be likely once he finds out."
"He won't find out unless you tell him. I'm going to tell him that we are even, but I'm not going to tell him who I got even with or what I did to get even."
"It is very tempting Angie, but I don't think I can do it. I want to; God knows I want to, but I would still be screwing another man's wife behind his back. That's just not me Angie. I can be friends with Gary. Now that I know the story and that he hadn't been fucking the slut all along like the others I can cut him some slack. I will say this. If you and Gary ever break up you have my number."
+++++++++++++++++++++
A week later I was kicking myself for not taking Angie up on her offer. I hadn't been laid in months and I was hurting. I was thinking of calling around to see if anyone knew of a good escort service that had girls who 'would go the extra mile' if you take my meaning when the answer to my problem rang my doorbell.
When I opened the door I found Carol standing there. Remembering the acrimonious parting of our last meeting I just stood there and looked at her without saying a word. She looked me in the eye and said:
"The whorish cunt wants to ask the asshole for a favor."
"And that would be?"
"I need to get laid and I'm hoping that by now you do too."
"Why me? Why not one of the herd that you and Beth were taking care of?"
"I don't like any of them and I was only there because Jim was making me do it."
"Making you do it?"
"I don't want to talk out here on the porch. Let me come inside, fuck me and then I'll tell you the whole sad story."
I was just a tad leery of it and I looked around to see if anyone else was lurking about. Seeing no one and being more than a little curious I stepped aside and let her come in. She walked straight by me and headed for the bedroom shedding clothes as she went.
I did have to admit that the way her ass moved as she walked toward my bed in her high heels had my cock straining my pants. I started unzipping as I followed along behind her. She laid down on the bed, spread her legs wide and said:
"I don't need any stinking foreplay; just do it!"
I hadn't gotten a real good look at her on the DVD of the gangbang because of all the male bodies blocking the view, but there wasn't anything blocking my view now and what I was looking at was sex personified. You would never know it from the way she dressed, but Carol had a body that was made for male appreciation. And she had a shaved pussy. I had tried to get Beth to shave hers, but she never would. I got on the bed and my face went for that bald crotch.
"I don't want foreplay" she said.
"Don't care what you want. My bedroom, my rules, and one of my rules is that a shaven pussy has to be eaten before it gets fucked."
It was an exhausting evening. I ate her until she screamed at me to fuck her and then I fucked her. She went down on me and got me up and I did her doggie. We went moved into a sixty-nine and she rode me cowgirl and then followed it up with a blow job that just couldn't get me up no matter how hard she tried.
"If I'm still here in the morning do you think you might be rested up enough to go again?"
"I would certainly hope so."
"Not going to kick me out?"
"Shit girl; I may never let you leave."
"Promises, promises; all I ever get is promises."
We fell asleep together and I slept good for the first time in a long while. I woke up in the morning with a female hand fondling my cock and it responded. When I was hard Carol mounted me and rode me cowgirl until we both got off. We showered and then I took her out to breakfast. Over pancakes and bacon I reminded her that she was supposed to tell me a story.
"It isn't pretty."
"Maybe not, but you said you would tell me all about it if I laid you. I did my part and now you have to do yours."
"I was an inexperienced young girl working as a waitress in a small café when Jim came in for lunch one day. I felt all tingly inside when I first saw him and he must have liked what he saw in me because he came back for breakfast and lunch the next day. He asked me out and I accepted and over the course of the next month he seduced me and got my cherry. I took to sex like a moth to a flame. I became Jim's steady girl and for six months we lived together.
"Then one day he told me that he needed me to help him out with a business deal. He wanted me to party with three guys that he wanted to get on the good side of. I told him no way so he drugged me and gave me to them anyway. The three used me for the entire weekend and I won't lie; they got me going and they kept me going with sex and more drugs. The problem is that they were black and I'm from a family that is one hundred percent racist. I was filmed doing things with those black men that would have made my mother's hair fall out and looking at the film after Jim had edited it you would think that I was doing it all willingly and to be honest, for the most part I was because once they got my body going I did get into it.
"Sunday night Jim picked me up and took me back to our place and I hit the bed and slept for almost twenty-four hours. When I woke up I started to pack and when Jim asked me where I thought I was going I told him that I was going as far away from him as I could get. He laughed and told me that I wasn't going anywhere; that I was his personal whore and I needed to get used to the idea. I told him to fuck off and die and that's when he showed me the tape he had of me and the black guys. He told me to behave or my parents and all of my other living relatives would get their own personal copy of the tape. I couldn't let my family see that tape. None of them would ever talk to me again.
"Over the next year he used me to sweeten some of the deals he made. He only taped me when he had me doing black guys and he held those tapes over my head to keep me in line."
"If he was that big of an asshole why did you marry him?"
"We aren't married. He just told everyone that we were."
"You should have been glad to see him go to jail so why were you always giving me a ration of shit for trying to send him there?"
"Because of the tapes he has of me. I don't know where they are and with him in jail he has relatives who are going to show up some day to grab his stuff. If they find the tapes, or worse yet Jim tells them where they are I'll never get free. My best hope was for him not to go to jail and hope that he slipped up and gave me some idea of where he has them. I've spent every day he is in jail looking for them with no luck. I'm running out of time."
"Running out of time?"
"I had a call from Jim's brother. He is going to be here in two weeks. He told me to be sure I was here when he gets here. He said we had lots to talk about. I'm guessing he knows where the tapes are and is planning on picking up where Jim left off."
"Are you sure that the tapes are at the house?"
"Jim is one of those guys who likes to keep things close. I don't know what the fuck I'm going to do."
"Sure you do. We are going to find those tapes, films or whatever before Jim's brother gets here."
"We?"
"Got to keep you happy girl so you'll stay close to my bed."
"Find me those tapes and I'll never leave it."
We finished breakfast and went back to the house. Carol was silent most of the way and we were almost there when she said:
"He drugged Beth too you know."
"I don't believe it. She wasn't drugged that night."
"No, but he did drug her and filmed her pulling a train. Told her she would fuck him or for him whenever he wanted or you would get the tape."
"When did it happen?"
Six, maybe seven months ago. You were on one of your business trips and Jim invited Beth over to have dinner with us. He drugged her and then called a bunch of guys to come over and do her. She really didn't have a chance Rob. When it was over she was sacred to death you would find out."
"Bullshit! Beth knew me better than that. She could have told me and I would have gone over and beat on Jim like a drum until he gave me the tapes. You can't blackmail someone who won't cooperate. Granted that Beth's situation was way different than yours, but Beth knew that I would fight for her. She knew if she told me she was drugged I'd believe it and go after Jim. She went along because she wanted to go along."
"You can't know that."
"Remind me to show you the tapes I have of Jim and her sometime. She was holding onto the "He drugged me and blackmailed me" so she could use it as a 'get out of jail free' card if I ever caught her."
When we got back to my place I went out into the garage and got some tools and then went over to her place.
"Are there any rooms where Jim spent a lot of time?"
"Just the den and the basement."
We went into the den and I saw that it was paneled.
"Jim owns the house right? Its not leased or rented?"
"No. He owns it."
"Good. We don't have to worry about damage."
I went over the walls with my stud finder and found three places that did not seem to read right. I took my crow bar and started ripping down the paneling over the questionable areas. There was nothing behind the first one, but as soon as I put the crowbar behind the edge of the paneling over the second section it popped open revealing a cavity between the wall studs. It was packed with video tapes, CDs and DVDs. I told Carol to find a box to put it all in and while she was gone I went over to the third questionable area. Again, as soon as I put the crowbar behind the edge of the paneling it popped open to reveal a cavity between the wall studs only this one was packed with money. Carol came back into the room with a box and I said:
"Looks like I found you some running money."
She came over and looked and said, "Oh my God. How much is there?"
"Don't know. We can count it as we take it out."
She left the room and came back with a suitcase. There was sixty-seven thousand dollars in hundreds and fifties, a small bag that held diamonds and twenty-six gold coins.
"What are we going to do with it" Carol asked.
"We?"
"Over breakfast you did tell me that we were in this together."
I reached over and picked up six of the gold coins and said, "I have always wanted to have some gold. As for the rest of it we can get you a safe deposit box at the bank. Do you have a checking account?"
"No. Jim gave me three hundred a week to run the house. Buy groceries and such, gas for the car and stuff like that. I kept it in my purse. He didn't want me to have too much. It might tempt me to run."
"Is the car yours?"
"No. It belongs to Jim."
"It's yours now. I'm pretty sure that the title is here somewhere in the house. When we find it I'll fake Jim's signature and sign it over to you. Next question. Is there anything in the house that you want? If so we need to get it out of here before Jim's brother gets here."
"There is some stuff."
"Go through the house and make a list and we will get it out of here and put it in storage. Since he fucked my wife I figure that he owes me so I'm going to go through his stuff and see if there is anything that I want."
We carried the money and the tapes over to my house and went through them. There were six with Beth's name on them and fourteen with Carol's and we set them aside. I started to go through the rest of them to make sure that Carol wasn't on any of them and she said:
"Why bother. If I'm on any of them I'm going to destroy them so let's just destroy all of them and be done with it."
"Maybe after I go through them. I want to see who else I know that he might have been blackmailing so I can let them know they are free of him."
"You really are a decent guy aren't you?"
"I try."
I found four women that I knew on the tapes and I set them aside and then we destroyed all the other tapes, CDs and DVDs. I had Carol call the four women and tell them that she had found the blackmail material and then ask them if they wanted the evidence or just wanted her to destroy it. All four of them said to just destroy the stuff and they thanked Carol for getting rid of the axe that been hanging over their heads. I cheated and held onto one of them. I'd had the hots for her all the way through high school and had tried to hook up with her several times when we were in college, but she always turned me down. Seeing her on three of the tapes gave me one hell of a hard on so I decided to keep one for myself without letting Carol know that I'd done it. We destroyed all the material except those that had Beth on them. Those I wanted to look at before destroying them.
"Now what" Carol asked.
"What do you mean?"
"What do we do now?"
"You can do whatever you want. You are free of Jim and you have plenty of money for a new start."
"Trying to get rid of me already?"
I looked at her with a "What?" expression on my face and after a couple of seconds she said:
"Earlier you told me that you would help me to keep me happy enough to stay close to your bed and I told you if you helped me find the stuff I'd never leave it. Did you not mean what you said, because I did mean what I said."
I just stared at her and she laughed and said, "Race you to the bedroom."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next three days we moved everything out of Jim's house that we wanted. Most of it went into storage, but all of Carol's clothes ended up in my house. We also went to my bank and opened checking and savings accounts for Carol and rented her a safe deposit box for the bulk of the cash, diamonds and gold coins. Most of the cash had to go into the deposit box because deposits of ten grand or more brought scrutiny from the feds.



I found the title to Jim's car in his desk and I signed Jim's name to it and gave Carol a bill of sale for the car also with Jim's name signed to it. Carol of course moved in with me and she left no forwarding address when she left Jim's house so Jim's brother had no way of finding her. Not that it would have done him any good if he had.
I wondered what he thought when he went into the house and found it pretty much empty. I also wondered how Jim took it when he was told about the almost empty house and what his brother had found in the den. I would have loved to have seen his face when he found out that all of his blackmail material, his money and Carol were gone.
I watched all the tapes that had Beth's name on them and they weren't half bad as far as porn went, but you could see that Beth was enjoying the hell out of it. Carol kept trying to tell me that I wasn't being fair; that once the guys got Beth wound up of course she got into it and enjoyed it. Carol kept telling me that I had to keep it in mind that everything was edited and that Beth's reluctance at the begging was edited out. Finally I got out the surveillance tapes that I had and showed them to Carol and after she saw them she never said another word about cutting Beth any slack.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Three months went by and Carol and I were living, for all practical purposes, as man and wife. I began thinking that I should make it real, but I hesitated to bring up the subject because I was afraid. Afraid of what might happen if I asked Carol to marry me and she said no.
I was comfortable being with Carol and I didn't want the relationship to end. I wasn't in love with her the way I had been in love with Beth and I knew it, but I had come to the opinion that love was highly overrated. I doubted that Carol loved me either, but we fit. We got along great. We made love three or four times a week and usually more than once. We went out and had fun. We shared the household chores and as I earlier mentioned we were just like a married couple only without all the legal stuff. I did try to work myself up to broach the subject with her.
Carol was a lot more in tune with me than I expected. I was just about ready to bring it up over dinner one night, but before I could say a word she said:
"I have a feeling that I know what is on your mind and I was afraid that this day would come."
"Afraid? Why?"
"Because you are getting ready to talk permanence and I can't go there. At least I can't go there with you."
"I thought we had something good going."
"We do, but only because we haven't made it permanent."
"I don't understand."
"Only because it hasn't happened yet. I told you once that even though Jim blackmailed me into doing it I got into it once they got me up to speed. I enjoyed the hell out of it. I enjoyed it so much I want to do it again, but of my own free will. The problem is that you just are not the kind of man who would go along with it."
"You got that right."
"In fact, I'm not even sure that if I lived in my own place and we were just friends with benefits you would have anything to do with me if I did it and you found out."
"If that's the case why haven't you done it before now?"
"I don't know that I ever will, but the fact is that I want to and if the circumstances ever arise that would set it in place I'd do it. I'm not sure that you are even going to want me around now that you know."
"I'm not that narrow minded. No way I would ever ask you to leave because of something you might want to do some day. You just told me that you don't know if it will ever happen so let's just play it by ear and we will see about crossing that bridge if we ever come to it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next nine months went by with no big problems. Anyone looking at us would think that we were the perfect couple and for he most part we were. My life with Carol was pretty much he same as my life with Beth had been only without the marriage license. The only blight was that having been forewarned by Carol I was waiting for the other shoe to drop. She said that it might never happen, but she also said that if the right circumstances presented itself then she would.
Unfortunately the situations where those circumstances could arise were plentiful. Once Carol was free of Jim she found a job at an advertising agency and she would occasionally stop for drinks after work with the girls she worked with and she also had a night out with them every once in a while. Carol admitted that they got hit on a lot and that she occasionally danced with the guys that bought the girls drinks and she also admitted to being felt up a time or two.
She went to baby showers and bridal showers and there were Mary Kaye, Tupperware and Amway parties. I didn't expect that anything would happen at those events, but what was constantly on my mind was the way some women talked and acted when there were no men around. I could imagine certain things being talked up and maybe leading to something. Something like a bachelorette party where a male stripper is brought in and things get out of hand and he calls his buddies for backup.
My problem was that I had liked being married when Beth and I were together and I wanted to go back to being married. And Carol suited me, but Carol had also been honest with me. There would be no going behind my back the way Beth did, but because of that honesty Carol wouldn't marry me. What I had was a teeter-totter. On one end was my relationship with Carol that I got more and more comfortable with every day on the other end was the knowledge that if the opportunity presented itself Carol would follow through on having her gangbang and we would be through as a couple. Hell of a deal. Hang in there and hope while at the same time setting myself up for the possible train wreck.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday at dinner Carol reminded me that she would be going to the bachelorette party for one of the girls she worked with and Friday at breakfast she told me she would probably be late and not to wait up for her so I was in bed asleep when she got home. When I got up at five for my Saturday morning golf date with Ben, Dave and Chuck it was pouring down rain so I got back in bed and went back to sleep. About nine the phone rang and Carol rolled over and picked it up off of the bedside table.
"Hello?"
"Carol."
"Yes he's here but he's asleep."
"No. I won't wake him up, but I'll take a message."
"I'll make sure he gets it."
"Bye."
She hung up the phone and I asked, "Who was that?"
"I didn't know you were awake."
"The phone woke me up. Who was it?"
"It was Beth. She wanted me to wake you up so she could talk to you."
"About what?"
"She didn't say. I think she was too surprised that it was me she was talking to. She asked me to give you a message. She wants to talk to you and she will call back at one."
"You should have told her not to bother. I don't want or need to talk to her."
"Not my place baby. That is something that you have to do yourself."
She nudged me and said, "Up lazy-bones; I feel the need for an IHOP breakfast."
"How about we stay here and indulge in some hot monkey sex?"
"Later. Right now my head hurts from last night. I don't want to do any bouncing around until the head feels a tad better. Come on lover; up and at 'em."
She got out of bed and headed for the shower. I debated following her, but I knew what that would lead to, but I'd been in the 'head hurting' condition a time or two myself so I didn't want to inflict any pain on her.
Over breakfast Carol said, "I wonder what Beth wants?"
"Doesn't much matter. She won't be getting it."
"Are you sure? You loved her deeply at one time and I know that she loves you. At least she did before you sent her to jail."
"That was then sweetie; this is now."
She changed the subject and started talking about going to Alicia's wedding the next weekend.
At one Beth called. She told me that she wanted to sit down with me and try to explain what happened and why. I told her that I wasn't at all interested in hearing about any of it.
"Please Rob; I need to do it. Maybe you don't need to hear it, but I need to say it."
Against my better judgment I agreed to meet her. I told her I would meet her at Bud's Bar at four. Beth was already there and sitting in a booth when I got there. She smiled when she saw me and started to get up, but figuring that she was planning on giving me a hung I motioned her to sit back down. I sat across from her and said:
"Your meeting Beth so get to it."
"Not even a hello Beth; how are you doing?"
"Let me make this absolutely clear Beth. When I was in court for your sentencing it was the last time I hoped that I would ever see you. I left the courtroom disappointed that you were only give a year and a day. I was hoping for five or even ten. Does that give you any idea where you stand with me? The only thing on my mind right now as far as you are concerned is my wondering what you are doing out of prison. It hasn't even been a year."
"I got time off for good behavior."
"You behaved? Too bad you couldn't have done that while we were married."
"That's what I needed to talk with you about. I didn't do it because I didn't love you Rob, because I do and I always have. Honest to God I do. I was doing what I did because I was being blackmailed."
"I know all about it Beth. Jim drugged you, got you gangbanged and filmed it and then he told you he would show me the film if you didn't do what he wanted."
"If you knew all that why have you been so hard on me?"
"Because it is all bullshit Beth and we both know it. Yes you were drugged and gangbanged and yes you enjoyed it, but so what? You know me well enough to know what I would have done if you had told Jim to fuck off and die. You know damned well that I would have ripped his head off and shit down his neck if you would have told me what he did. You know me well enough to know that I would have stood behind you. You could have laughed at him and told him to start running because you were going to tell me what he'd done.
"No Beth, you liked what happened and you wanted to do it again and so you did. You did whatever Jim told you he wanted you to do because you wanted to do it and I have the proof of that Beth. I sent you a copies of the videos I had Beth. Have you forgotten what they showed?"
"I never watched them."
"You should have. It would have saved you a trip to this meeting. They showed Jim fucking you on my desk in the den to mark his territory as he called it. Remember that Beth? He asked you if there was any chance that he could fuck you again before the party. Remember that Beth? You invited him to climb in the basement window so he could fuck you. You invited him. There was no "You will let me in the basement window so I can fuck you while Rob is upstairs and you will do it if you know what is good for you. There was no blackmail there Beth. None at all. It was all you Beth so don't give me any of this blackmail shit! You got anything else to say?"
"I love you Rob, honest to God I do and I want you back."
"People in hell want ice water Beth and they have a better chance of getting it than you have of getting me back. I'll never forget the scene of you fucking Jim in my house and on my bed and I'll never forget how easy it was for you to talk about drugging me to get me out of the way. I'm dead serious Beth. I wanted you to get a whole hell of a lot more time for what you did that a year and a day. You got anything else?"
She got up from the table and ran crying out of the bar and I got up and went home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked into the house and the first thing Carol said to me was, "Should I start packing?"
"The only time you need to pack is for when we go on our honeymoon."
"Okay. Where are we going? How should I pack?"
She caught me flat footed with that and I stood there looking at here without speaking. "Come on Rob, speak up. Those aren't hard questions."
"Sorry, but you surprised me. When did you change your mind?"
"Last night."
"Why? What happened last night?"
"A bachelorette party that turned into an orgy. The girls that set up the party brought in a male stripper about three hours after we started drinking. He did his thing and then one of the girls hollered out, "Take it off. Take it all off" and then some of the other girls picked up the chant and so he did. He danced around with his cock swinging and Annie reached out, grabbed it and pulled it to her mouth. Marge and Gail said, "Save some for us" and Betty took off her slacks and said, "I've got to have me some of that."
"The stripper broke free and got to his cell phone and made a call while Gail was sucking on him and twenty minutes later four guys showed up. By then Betty had fucked the stripper and Marge had sucked him hard again and had mounted him cowgirl. There was fucking going on all over the place and another three guys showed up. Bev was on her hands and knees sucking on one cock while another was fucking her from behind. I was thinking that all she was missing was one in her ass to make the picture complete and I was just the girl to show her the way.
"I had a mouth on my left tit and a cock in my hand that I was getting ready to go down on when suddenly a thought flashed through my mind. Did I really want to give up what I had in you for just some sport fucking? Just as quickly as I'd had the thought I knew the answer. I let go of the cock, pulled away from the mouth on my tit, grabbed my purse and got out of there so fast that my blouse was still open and my tits were there for all to see as I ran from the hotel room to my car.
"In a way it was stupid of me because I'd had way too much to drink to be driving, but I had to get out of there and get home where I belonged. I'm just praying that you will overlook that I did actually have a hard cock in my hand."
"It never went anywhere else?"
"No it did not."
"Okay then; I guess the question is where do you want to honeymoon?"
She smiled, grabbed my arm and started pulling me toward the bedroom.
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"Kids are great ain't they? You never know what the little buggers are going to say. A little boy was attending his first wedding and after the service his cousin asked him:
"How many women can marry a man?"
"Sixteen" the boy responded. His cousin was amazed that he had the answer so quickly.
"How do you know that?"
"Easy" the little boy said. "All you have to do is add it up like the pastor said:
4 better, 4 worse, 4 richer and 4 poorer."
A boy was watching his father, a pastor, write a sermon. "How do you know what to say" he asked.
"God tells me."
"Oh? Then why do you keep crossing things out?"
A little girl was in Sunday school class and the Sunday school teacher asked:
"Now Susie, tell me frankly, do you say prayers before eating?"
"No sir" little Susie replied. "I don't have to. My mom is a good cook."
And finally, a little girl was sitting on her grandfather's lap as he read her a bedtime story. From time to time she would take her eyes off the book and reach up and touch his wrinkled cheek while she was alternately stroking her own. Finally she spoke up and asked:
"Grandpa, did God make you?"
"Yes sweetheart" he answered, "God made me a long, long time ago."
"Did God make me too?"
"Oh yes indeed honey" the old man replied. "He made you just a little while ago."
Feeling their respective faces again she observed, "God's getting better at it isn't he?"
As I laughed along with the rest of the patrons I thought back on the series of evens that brought me back to the Landing Strip lounge on open mike night. It was here that it all started. Well no, not actually; it was here that it exploded on us. It really started the day that Jan came to work for the company where I worked.
Jan was a beautiful sexy looking woman with a husband and four kids. I fully admit that I fell instantly in lust with Jan, but I guess that I'm kind of a weird duck in that I won't go after married women no matter how many iron bar hard ons they give me, but on the other hand I'd fuck a married woman in a heartbeat if she makes the first move. Jan never made that move even though I flirted with her outrageously.
I met her family at the company picnic and her husband seemed nice enough, but he was overweight, balding and judging from the way he handled the beer at the picnic he was probably a bit of a drunk. Just didn't make sense to me, but then what did I know? Jan could have been a size queen and her husband might have a ten inch dick. Whatever. It didn't stop me from flirting with her.
At the company Christmas party he was two-thirds into the bag forty-five minutes into the party and it gave him three left feet if you take my meaning and Jan loved to dance so I elected myself to see to it that she got as much floor time as she wanted. There were lots of slow dances and during them I held Jan close. I did mention that she was sexy right? Well holding her close had the effect on me that you would expect and several times Jan came in contact with my hard on. She never said a word, but she didn't pull away either.
About two hours into the party I was dancing with her when the music ended. We stopped where we were and waited for the next number to start and while waiting she asked:
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"Look where we are."
I looked around and saw nothing out of the ordinary and she giggled and said:
"Look up."
I looked up and saw that we were standing under a clump of mistletoe. "Give you any ideas?" Jan asked. I looked over at our table and her husband was passed out.
"Don't be looking over there. I'm here."
So I kissed her. She surprised me by giving me some tongue so I gave a little back. Then the music started again and we went back to dancing. Twice she steered me under a clump of mistletoe and both times I kissed her I got tongue. I began to think that Jan was telling me that she wanted to play. Of course I couldn't do anything that night because her husband was there, but now that I had gotten the signal there would be other times and I just hoped they would be soon.
The party was on a Friday night and so it was Monday before I saw Jan again. About an hour after start time Jan and I were walking toward each other and we met almost in front of the door to the conference room. It was spur of the moment on my part and I grabbed her arm, opened the conference room door and pulled her inside. I pulled her into my arms and bent to kiss her, but she pushed me away as she said:
"Hold on there bucko; there isn't any mistletoe here in this room."
It suddenly occurred to me that I had misread what had happened at the party. Thinking fast I reached up and ran my hand through my hair and then said:
"Damn it! It must have fallen off. I knew I should have borrowed a hairpin to hold it in place. Now I have to go find where I lost it" and I got the hell out of the room.
I steered clear of Jan for a couple of days and then we gradually started flirting again.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Several months went by and then I was offered a position that came with more money and better benefits at another company. The group at my old company threw me a going away party at the Landing Strip Lounge. Why they chose the Strip on open mike night I never knew, but the night became so special to me that I've not forgotten any of the jokes I heard that night.
At the party Jan told me that she was going to miss me.
"I'm going to miss you too. The best part of coming to work every day was seeing you and spending time trying to think of ways to get you to be my girlfriend."
"All you had to do was ask."
"Really?"
"You bet. I've been wanting to be your girlfriend, but you never asked."
"No joking here girl; I'm serious."
"No joke. You never asked."
"Will you be my girlfriend even though I won't be working here any more?"
"You bet."
"My girlfriend would go to a motel with me if I wanted to go."
"Now or at the end of the party?"
"I'd say right now. Before you have a chance to change your mind."
"We can't Bob. This is your party and you need to stay and I'm not going to change my mind. But we won't be going to a motel. Dave is out of town and the kids are visiting my mom for the weekend."
"I can't believe it. I've wanted you since the day I met you and all I had to do was ask?"
"Yep. And it had to be you doing the asking. If I'd have done the asking all I'd have been in your eyes is just another married slut."
"I don't want to wait for the party to end. I want to get you out of here right now."
"No baby; we have all night. Sit back and enjoy your party."
She was right. I did owe it to the people who thought enough of me to throw me a party so I took a sip of my drink and turned toward the band stand. Bobby Dalton was the MC and as was his natural bent he told a blond joke before introducing the next wanna be stand up comic. His wife Bree was sitting at a back table with some of her friends and every one there knew that Bree hated blond jokes. I wondered if he ever got laid on open mike nights. Hell, I wondered if Bree gave him anything for days after open mike night. After a quick look back at his wife he began:
"A blond, out of money and down on her luck after buying air at a real bargain price, needed money desperately. To raise cash she decided to kidnap a child and hold it for ransom.
She went to the local playground, grabbed a kid at random, took her behind a building and told her, "I've kidnapped you."
She then wrote a big note saying, "I've kidnapped your kid. Tomorrow morning put $10,000 in a paper bag and leave it under the apple tree next to the slides on the south side of the park. Signed, A Blond.
The blond then pinned the note on the little girl's blouse and sent her home to show it to her parents. The next morning she checked and sure enough there was a paper bag sitting beneath the apple tree. The blond looked in the bag and found $10,000 along with a note that said:
"Shame on you. How could you do this to another blond?"
He finished, thanked everybody for the applause and then introduced Shelly Falken who was a hairdresser by day. She took the mike from Bobby and then said:
"Blond men aren't all that bright Bobby. A friend told a blond man that Christmas was on a Friday that year and the blond man said, "Let's just hope it isn't on the thirteenth."
Two blond men find three hand grenades and they decide to take them to the police station. One asked, "What if one explodes before we get there" and the other said, "We'll lie and say we only found two."
Blond man spies a letter lying on his doormat. It says on the envelope "DO NOT BEND" and he spent the next two hours trying to figure out how to pick it up.
A blond man's dog went missing and he was frantic. His wife said "Why don't you put an ad in the paper." He does, but two weeks later the dog is still missing. "What did you put in the paper?" his wife asked. "Here boy!" he replied.
A blond man shouts frantically into the phone, "My wife is pregnant and her contractions are only two minutes apart." "Is this her first child?" the doctor asked. "No" he shouts, this is her husband."
A blond hillbilly won a bass boat in a local raffle. He brought it home and his wife looks at it and then says to him, "Whatcha gonna do with that there thing. There ain't no water within two hunert miles of here."
He says to her, "I won it and I'm a-gonna keep it."
His brother, also a blond, came over several days later, saw the wife and asked where his brother was. "He be out there in his bass boat" she said pointing to the field out behind the barn. The brother looks out to the field and sees his brother in the middle of the field sitting in a boat with a fishing rod in his hand. He yelled out to him: "What in all tarnation are you doing out there?"
His brother replied, "What the hell does it look like I'm a-doin. I'm fishen."
His brother yelled back at him, "Its fools like you that give us folks from West Virginia a bad name and makin ever body think we're stupid. If I could swim I'd come out there and whip you."
She got a big laugh and about then the party started breaking up and people started leaving and finally it was just Jan and me. "Now?" I asked.
She laughed and said, "It does a girl good to know her guy is so eager for her. Let's go."
As soon as we were in my car I leaned over and kissed her. She kissed me back and my hands started to wander over her body. She was forty-one to my thirty-two and she'd had four kids, but you couldn't tell. I ran a hand under her sweater and worked my hand under her bra. Her nipples were hard and I took one and rolled it between my fingers. She moaned and pushed me away and hen reached over and unzipped me. She worked my hard cock out and bent her head and took me in her mouth. She sucked me and I slid a hand up her leg and my fingers found her soaking wet pussy. I started to work a finger into her, but she pulled away and said:
"Not here. Not in a parking lot. Get me home."
She sat next to me and stroked my cock as we drove and I told her that if she kept that up:
"I'm going to blow and it will get all over your clothes."
"No it won't. Just tell me when you're ready."
I got maybe a mile more down the road before I said' "Here it comes."
She bent her head, took my cock in her mouth just as I erupted and she swallowed every last drop. When she came up she said:
"That gets the first quick one out of the way. The next one should take you a while."
When we got to her front door she unlocked it, turned to me, giggled and said:
"Humor me. Pick me up and carry me over the threshold." I did as she asked and once in the door she said:
"Up the stairs and the first door on the right."
When I got her into the bedroom and set her down she said, "Race you" and started taking off her clothes. She beat me, but only because I told her to leave on her thigh highs and high heels. Once naked I moved toward her and she laughed and jumped on the bed and spread her legs wide for me. Just as she thought I was getting ready to stick my cock in her I slid down and buried my tongue in her pussy.
"Ooh" she moaned. "You shouldn't do that. No one has ever done that to me before."
I laughed and said, "As my girlfriend you will have to get used to it" and I kept on going. Soon after she was grinding her pussy into my face and her hands were pulling me head to her as she had an orgasm. Before she came down from it I moved up and slid my cock into her hot and very wet pussy. She wrapped her legs around me and I fucked her nice and slow. She climaxed twice more before I reached the point where I got mine and after I blew my wad I held myself in her until I was soft. When I pulled out she turned and changed position and took me in her mouth. I'd cum twice in the last hour so it took her a bit to get me standing tall and once up I moved her into position to do her doggie.
"You going to do my ass" she asked.
"Maybe next time. Right now I want that steaming hot pussy of yours."
I put the head of my cock at her entrance and she shoved back as I pushed and I slid all the way in with just one stroke. I fucked her hard and she came twice before I got to mine and when I shot off I was done for the night. She tried to get me up again and given and hour or two she might have been able to do it, but she wasn't into giving a two hour blow job even though she did want to go again. I was reaching for my pants and she asked what I was doing.
"Getting dressed to go home."
"Oh no you aren't. You are going to wake up next to me in the morning and hopefully you will be rested enough that we can play some more."
"I don't think that is a good idea. What if your husband comes home early and catches us?"
"He won't come home early and catch s because he already knows that you are here and what we are doing."
"He what!"
"He already knows. I told him not to come home without calling because I was going to try and get you to come home with me and that if I managed it I was going to try and fuck you to death."
"You are serious?"
"Absolutely. Ken has 'acute erectile dysfunction' and he hasn't been able to get it up for over two years now. He doesn't want to lose me so he gave me permission to take on a lover. I chose you, but it has taken a while for me to make it happen. I told you I wanted to be your girlfriend and I didn't mean for just tonight."
I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at her. It felt odd to know that her husband knew I was in his bedroom making love to his wife. I'm not a very jealous guy, but I couldn't image letting a young guy fuck my wife even if I couldn't do it myself.
In the morning I was indeed rested enough to play some more and then Jan fixed us breakfast. While we were eating the phone rang and she answered it. She put her hand over the mouthpiece and said:
"It's Ken."
Back on the phone she said, "I don't know. Let me ask." She covered the mouthpiece again and asked, "Can you get it up again in the next ten minutes or so?" I shook my head no.
"Yes; you can come home now."
"Of course I did. He is sitting on the other side of the table. You want to talk to him?"
"No matter. You need to know that I'm his steady girlfriend now so I'll be seeing him often."
"Don't be that way Ken. We agreed that if I was going to stay with you I was going to have a sex life."
"Whatever."
"Yes I do love you and you know I do. My being his girlfriend is not going to change that."
"Fine. I'll see you when you get home."
"I love you too. Bye."
She hung up and said, "I'd love to do it one more time, but I don't think we could do it and get you out of here before he gets here. He knows, but I don't want to rub his nose in it."
"I understand" I said. "You have my cell number and of course you can call me at work. Okay?"
"Okay."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next six months we got together two or three times a week. Several times she came to my office and let me fuck her on my desk while people milled around in the outer office.
We would meet in the parking lot and she would give me blow jobs and every once in a while she would drag me into the back seat for some risky loving. At least once someone walking by stopped to watch and when Jan noticed she blew him a kiss.
I decided to stop collecting rent receipts and start building equity so I bought a three bedroom ranch style and Jan decided that we needed to make love in every room. The master bedroom was on Monday followed by what was going to be the guest room on Tuesday and then on Wednesday the bedroom that I was going to turn into a home office was christened.
Thursday it was the dinning rom. Being a guy and not paying attention to some of the things a woman would have gotten to right away I had not yet put up curtains or blinds. For some reason or other Ken decided to follow Jan on that Thursday. He stood outside and watched through the window as we made love three times. He watched me eat her pussy and then fuck her. He saw her suck my cock and then fuck me cowgirl. He watched as we went sixty-nine and then as I took her doggie. Jan called me later that evening and told me that he had watched and that it had upset him greatly and then she said we couldn't see each other any more.
Two weeks later my doorbell rang and when I opened the door I saw Jan standing there.
"If you don't have someone in your bedroom right now I think you should take me there."
After a frenzied fuck she told me that she had told him if he wanted her to stay married tom he was going to have to accept that she was going to fuck me whenever the mood struck her. He finally bowed to her wishes.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next seven months flew by and Jan and I were averaging three times a week. Back seats in parking lots, on desks at work, at my place and at least a dozen times at her place and a few of those times he was at home, but went into another part of the house when I got there.
I'm probably a prime asshole for saying it, but fucking Jan while he was in the house and hearing her scream out in passion was one hell of a turn on and I told Jan that. She laughed and then said we should do it more often and we did. I never knew which part of the house he was in when it happened, but I fucked her on their bed, the kitchen table, the living room couch and floor, the washing machine and dryer and on the hood of his car out in their garage.
Ken finally called me up and asked me not to see her any more. I asked him how she felt about it and he said that he hadn't talked to her yet, but he didn't want to lose her and he felt that she was getting too attached to me and he decided that they needed to work some on their marriage. I don't know what happened when he talked to her, but she fucked me nine times over the next three days and then she stopped calling me.
I might be an asshole, but I'm not a flaming asshole and as much as I liked spending time with Jan and as bad as I wanted to keep making love to her (and it had reached the point where it was making love and not just fucking) I decided not to call her. I didn't want to wreck her marriage and destroy her family.
++++++++++++++++++++
Two years went by and I had gone through a couple of relationships that didn't take. To be honest, that they didn't catch fire and go was all on me. I never could get Jan out of my mind. And then one day at work Jan called me and asked me to meet her at the Landing Strip that evening. It just happened that it was a Wednesday and that was open mike night at the Strip. So there I was at eight drinking a vodka tonic with a slice of lime and listening to amateur comics as I waited for her.
Sarah was a housewife by day, but she was pretty funny. The jokes were kind of stale, but she had a great delivery. Her best one was:



"The woman went to the doctor and after the examination he sighed and said "I've got some very bad news for you. You have cancer and you had best put your affairs in order."
The woman was shocked and asked how long she had and the doctor told her maybe six to eight months. The woman composed herself and went out to the waiting room where he daughter was waiting for her.
"Well daughter, we women celebrate when things are good, and we celebrate when things aren't so good. In this case things are not well at all. I have cancer and not much time to live so let's go have a martini or two."
After 3 or 4 martinis the two were feeling a little less somber. There were some laughs and a few more martinis. They were eventually approached by some of the woman's old friends who were curios as to what the two were celebrating. The woman told her friends that they were drinking to her impending end.
"I've been diagnosed with AIDS."
The friends were aghast, gave their condolences and beat a hasty retreat. After the friends left the woman's daughter said:
"Momma? I thought you said you were dying of cancer. Why did you tell them that you were dying of AIDS?"
"Because I don't want them sleeping with your father after I'm gone."
And that, my friends, is what is called "Putting your affairs in order."
She got a roar of applause and Bobby Dalton stepped up to the mike, told the expected blond joke. Just as he was introducing the next hopeful I saw Jan coming through the door. She saw me, smiled and headed toward me as I wondered what was going to happen next.
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"An old farmer was pulled over by a young state trooper for speeding. The trooper, fresh on the job, decided to throw his weight around and he started lecturing the farmer about his speed. He did his best to make the farmer uncomfortable but eventually got around to writing the ticket.
As he wrote he had to swat at several flies that were buzzing around his head.
"Having some problems with circle flies there are ya?" asked the farmer.
The trooper stopped writing the ticket and looked up. "Well yeah, if that's what they are" he said. "I never heard of circle flies before though."
"Oh, they are pretty common on farms" said the farmer. "We call them circle flies because they are always circling the back end of a horse."
"I see" the trooper said as he continued writing the ticket. All of a sudden he stopped and looked at the farmer. "Hey...wait a minute; are you trying to call me a horse's ass?"
"Oh no officer" said the farmer. "I have far too much respect for law enforcement and police officers to even think about calling you a horse's ass."
"Well that's a good thing" said the trooper as he resumed writing the ticket.
After a long pause the farmer continued, "Hard to fool them flies though."
Why was I sitting in the Landing Strip listening to a want to be stand up comic? I was there more for the booze than the entertainment. That and it was the place where Darnell usually hung out. I wanted to see Darnell in an informal setting.
I thought back to the first time six years ago when I did this same exact thing. I wasn't absolutely sure, but I think the stand up comic was even the same one. As I waited for Darnell to show I remembered that first time.
Darnell was a Detective Sergeant on the local police force and Darnell owed me a couple of favors and I was where I needed to see if I could call one in. In a way Darnell owed his job to me. He had been accepted into the police academy and we had gone out drinking to celebrate. Dar had taken on board a little too much to drink and he drove into a parked car. A DUI would have gotten him tossed out of the academy so I swapped places with him and took the hit. Four points and a DUI on my driving record and loss of my license for a year, but Darnell went to the academy and graduated number two in a class of forty-six.
And why did I need some detecting? That's why I was at the Strip for booze and not entertainment. My wife Tracy had just informed me that I was going to be a daddy in nine months and it did not set well with me. Not that I was against kids and didn't want any, but because I knew I couldn't have any.
Tracy was born to be a mommy and one of the things she told me before we got married was that she wanted a big family. She thought four kids would be perfect. We had been married for three years and she wasn't pregnant yet so she began to worry that something was wrong so to calm her down I went and had myself tested. I found out that I was as sterile as it was possible to be. My problem was that I loved Tracy so damned much that it would kill me to lose her and I was afraid if I told her I could never get her pregnant she would leave me and find someone who could give her the kids she wanted. I did the only thing I could think of -- I lied. I told her that the test showed that I should be able to get half the women in town pregnant with just one drop of my superior baby making juice. Tracey had herself tested and found that she could pump them out if she could just get her eggs fertilized.
We redoubled our efforts. For a week before and a week after her most fertile times we made love at least twice a day and on her most fertile day we made love three times. Another year went by with no pregnancy and then suddenly a happy smiling Tracy giving me the great news. The problem of course being that if she was pregnant it was because SODDI. "Some Other Dude Did It" for those of you not up on the current lexicon.
Now I've already said that I loved Tracy so much that it would kill me to lose her and as wimpy as it makes me sound I loved her enough to keep my mouth shut and raise some other asshole's kid to keep from losing her, but -- and make that BUT in capital letters -- the asshole that fucked my wife was going to have to pay a very stiff price for doing it. I know that Tracy was just as guilty as the asshole, but I loved her and I already knew I hated the asshole whoever he might be.
I saw Darnell come in and I waved him over to my table. He sat down and said:
"What brings you to this place? I didn't think that you liked this kind of entertainment."
"It isn't bad; it just isn't my kind of thing. Mainly I'm here because I know that this is where you usually hang out. I need a favor bud; I need a huge favor."
"You name it, you got it."
I explained the situation to him."
"I know I owe you big Walt, but if it backfires on me I could lose my job."
"You know me well enough to know that no matter how things fall I'll keep you out of it."
"Okay bud; I'll trust you. I'll need a few days or so."
"Take all the time you need. I need the info, but I don't need it in a hurry."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
"My wife is from Minnesota and for some weird reason she thinks that it makes her better than me because I am from Iowa. Did you know that the toilet seat was invented by a Minnesotan? Two years later an Iowan invented the hole in it.
"There was this Swede from Minnesota who bought his wife Lena a piano for her birthday. A few weeks later Lars asked, Hey Ole, how is Lena doing with her piano?"
"Oh" Ole said, "I persvaded her to svitch to de clarinet."
"How come?" Lars asked. "Vell" said Ole, "Because vith a clarinet she can't sing."
The phone rings in the middle of the night when Ole and Lena are in bed and Ole answers. "Vell how da hell should I know. Dats two thousand miles from here" he says and hangs up.
"Who vas dat" Lena asked.
"I dunno. Some fool vanting to know if the coast was clear."
I was again at the Landing Strip on a Wednesday. Darnell had called and said he had the information I needed and he asked me to meet him there. He came in, saw me and headed for my table. I already had a beer setting there for him and he lifted it, took a pull and then slid me an envelope across the table to me.
"It's all there. Just be careful okay?"
"Careful is my middle name."
"Funny; all these years I've known you and I always thought your middle name was Randolph."
"Got me there."
"Just try real hard to make sure that this doesn't come back on me."
"You know I'll always have your back Dar."
"I know bud; believe me I know."
I opened the envelope, read the contents and then said, "Thanks bud."
"Any time."
Three days later Marv Pallister walked out of his apartment and was severally beaten and robbed. A good bit of the violence inflicted on Mr. Pallister was done to the area of his genitals and I understand that he lost both of his testicles. Such a pity for a man so young. I was just a little pissed that his wallet only had $186.00 in it. Tracy's pussy was worth a hell of a lot more than that. At least to me.
Tracy seemed a little out of sorts for a couple of weeks and when I asked if something was wrong she blamed it on mood swings brought on by the pregnancy. Being a bit of a cynic I didn't believe her and I put it down to her being upset at what happened to her lover. Things smoothed out between us and things were good between us until the baby was born.
The ultrasound had shown that the baby was as boy and we talked about possible names. Personally I didn't care much for any particular name, but when Tracy said she wanted to name the baby after her grandfather Marvin I dug in my heels and said:
"No! No child of mine is going to be named Marvin."
"But you don't understand. I promised my mother that I would name my first son after her father. I have to do it."
"No Tracy; no way."
I knew damned well that it wasn't her grandfather she wanted to name the baby after. She wanted to name the baby after the baby's father.
"Why are you so opposed?"
"When I was growing up there was an older kid in the neighborhood and he was a bully. He made my life miserable for almost ten years until his family moved away. I hated him with a passion and I've hated the name Marvin ever since."
It was a lie of course, but even though I would pretend to accept the kid as mine there was no way I was going to let her honor her lover. She pouted some and we finally agreed that the baby's name would have her father's first name and my father's first name as his middle name. He would be named Jason Louis Walton.
The child was born; a healthy eight pounder and when I picked up the birth certificate at the desk I found that Tracy had named the boy Marvin Walter Walton. I told them that a mistake had been made and that his name was supposed to be Jason Louis. They told me that they were sorry, but that is the name my wife told them to put on the birth certificate and I would have to discuss the matter with her. I went to her room, stuck the birth certificate under her nose and said:
"Just what is the meaning of this? You know my stance on the name Marvin."
"I promised my mother."
"Then you can call your mother when you are ready to leave so she can pick you up and take you home with her. I'll box up your clothes and things and send them over to her house for you."
"What are you saying?"
"I'm saying that no one -- absolutely no one -- with the name Marvin is ever going to live in my house with me. If you expect to come home and live with me you had best get that birth certificate changed to what was agreed on or you are going to find yourself a single mother with a child to raise and you will do it with no help from me. I won't spend a cent on anyone named Marvin. You can call me when you decide how you want to live the rest of your life."
I turned and walked out of her room. I loved her and I didn't want to live without her. I loved her enough to raise another man's child just to keep her, but her position on the Marvin issue was just too damned disrespectful for me to tolerate.
I stopped at a U-Haul place and bought some moving boxes to pack her stuff in because, quite frankly, I didn't see her giving up on the Marvin thing. I was certain that it was going to lead to a divorce and when that happened I would stun Tracy when I demanded a DNA test when she tried to get child support. I loved the bitch -- God did I ever love her -- but I would not let her humiliate me by giving me her lover's child to raise as mine and then naming the child after him.
The next morning when I got up I started to put the boxes together and was taping them when the phone rang. It was Tracy. They were releasing her at ten and I could come and get her.
"And the birth certificate?"
"It reads Jason Louis."
"I'll see you at ten."
I left the boxes in the living room for Tracy to see when she got home. I wanted her to know just how close she had come to pushing me over the edge. It might prevent problems later in life.
When I picked Tracy up before I let her get in the car I asked for the birth certificate. She gave me a nasty look, but handed it to me. It had the name on it that we had agreed on. I helped them into the car and then I drove Tracy and 'our' baby home. Tracy's eyes got wide when she saw the boxes in the living room and some of her clothes setting next to them.
Tracy was a little chilly towards me for a few days, but I ignored her and concentrated on Louie as I started calling him. He wasn't mine and I knew it, but to keep Tracy I had made the decision to take him to raise and by God I would do it to the best of my ability. None of it was his fault and I was determined to be the best daddy he could have ever hoped for. When Tracy saw how I was with Louie she mellowed and soon we were back on track as loving husband and wife.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next three years were great and then one night at dinner Tracy said:
"Remember back before we were married I told you I wanted a big family and said that I thought four kids would be about right?"
I nodded my head yes as I was spooning some mashed potatoes into my mouth.
"Well get ready daddy; number two is on the way. I saw the doctor today and he confirmed it."
I smiled and said, "That's great honey" but inside I felt like someone had swung a ten pound hammer and hit me right in the gut with it. She had done it to me again.
I called Darnell and he met me at the Landing Strip and I told him my sad tale. One week later he again met me at the Strip and slid an envelope across that table to me. Three weeks after that Bob Lappan was mugged and beaten almost to death. At least his wallet had over $600 in it and that was a lot closer to what Tracy's pussy was worth. He also lost his family jewels and I wondered if the cops would remember Pallister and consider that the same person might have done both. Not that it mattered because I'd done a damned good job of covering my tracks.
For a couple of weeks Tracy was out of sorts, but she again blamed it on mood swings. She finally settled down and things were good between us. Actually things were better than good. Tracy decided that she needed to fuck me to death and our normal two to three times a week stepped up to three and four times a week. Tracy said it was because the pregnancy had scrambled her hormones. I didn't care what the reason was because I was loving it.
The ultrasound showed that the second one was going to be a girl and I began thinking of what kind of lie I could come up with to use in the argument to prevent the baby from being named Roberta after her father. Tracy surprised me and didn't even bring the name up. Since Louie had been given her father's first name and my father's first name as his middle name we reversed things and gave the baby my mother's first name and her mother's fist name as the baby's middle name.
Elizabeth Marie was a seven pound bundle of joy and she quickly captured my heart. Tracy beamed at the way I was with the kids and a happy Tracy spoiled me rotten so naturally I did my best to keep her happy.
+++++++++++++++
But there was a dark spot in my head. Twice Tracy had said that four kids was the right size for a family. Was she going to do it to me again? Two more times? It was four years before I got the answer to that question. A couple of visits to the Landing Strip and shortly thereafter Warren Shirey was found in a dumpster behind a downtown restaurant that he frequented. Sad to say that his assailant had gotten a bit carried away and as a result Mr. Shirey had departed this vale of tears for what would hopefully be a better place.
Tracy was down in the dumps for almost a month before I finally told her to get her butt to the doctor and get something for her mood swings. She said she had already seen him and he had given her a prescription for hormone supplements but they hadn't kicked in yet. She made sure that I saw her taking them and that made me curious. One day when she wasn't around I checked the bottle and saw it filled with 1000mg Omega-3 capsules, but Tracy did get back to normal. Well kinda. Normal at that time in our life was twice a week, but Tracy came after me three and sometimes four times a week right up to her eighth month and then she backed off.
Marion Elise was a healthy seven pound five ounces when she made her appearance and I welcomed her into the family with the same exuberance I had shown the other two.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Outwardly I was the loving, doting father and ideal husband, but inside I was in turmoil. I couldn't get the number of Tracy's ideal family out of my head. She was obviously intent on having four children and I was starting to worry. Could I get away with doing a fourth lover? Was I pushing the odds too hard? I knew I would have to do it. It was the only way I could live with myself and stay with Tracy. Some one had to -- just absolutely had to -- pay for the cheating that my wife was doing on me. It just wasn't in me to go after Tracy so it had to be her lover who paid. I'd gotten away with it three times, but would a fourth be pushing my luck? I just had to hope and pray that it never needed to happen.
But of course it did.
There was a bit of a difference on the fourth one. As usual it was over the dinner table.
"Honey" Tracy said, "You know that I've always wanted four kids right?" I nodded a yes and she said, "I need a huge favor sweetheart."
"You know I'll do it my love. I'll do anything to make you happy."
"I know that Walt, but this favor is huge."
"What is it baby? You know I'll do it if I can."
She gave me a long look and then said, "I'm pregnant and I want you to leave the father alone."
I starred at her stunned.
"Don't look at me like that honey; I've known since Bob that you were the one who put Bob and Marvin in the hospital and Warren in the dumpster where he was found. No way it could have been a coincidence, but did you have to kill Warren?"
I let out a deep breath and said, "I didn't mean to kill him, but he was smarter than the first two. He knew who I was even though I was wearing a ski mask or at least he guessed who I was. He sneered at me and said, "Some man you are. Can't satisfy your wife so you pick fights with a man who can" and I lost it. I went into a blind rage and when I was done he was dead."
"You never had a bully named Marvin did you?"
"No, but there was no way I was going to let you humiliate me any farther than you already had by letting you name the baby after your lover."
"It wasn't to humiliate you Walt. At the time I didn't know that you knew and all I wanted was for the baby to have something of his real father besides DNA."
"So why didn't you try to name the second one Roberta?"
"Because by then I had put two and two together and I was pretty sure that you were behind what had happened to Marv and Bob. I wasn't positive until I found out what happened to Warren. I just don't understand why you did it."
"Of course you do Tracy. You cheated on me with those assholes and someone had to pay and there was no way on God's Earth that I could hurt you."
"But why such a savage beating? Why did you have to destroy their genitals?"
"So you wouldn't leave me for them."
"Good God Walter; why would you ever think I would do that?"
"Because they could give you kids and I couldn't."
"Walter Walton!! You can't possibly be that stupid! I love you and I always have. I would never leave you. Not ever!"
"Then why were you out taking on lovers?"
"They weren't lovers Walter. All they were to me were sperm donors. When we didn't have kids and I tested fine I began to suspect that you lied to me when you told me that you were fine. One night after we made love I hurried into the bathroom and spooned your sperm out of me and took it into a lab to be tested. I found out that you were as sterile as it was possible to be and I also knew why you lied to me about it. You loved me and were afraid I'd leave you for someone who could give me the kids I wanted. No way was I ever going to leave you Walt, but I gambled that you loved me enough to stay with me if I gave you some other man's child.
"They were never my lovers Walter. My fuckers yes, but never my lovers. I don't know if you even noticed, but every one of them was like you. Same hair color, same eye color, same height and weight. I picked them solely because they were close enough to you in appearance so the kids would resemble you. I repeat Walter, sperm donors is all they were and they didn't know that they were cheating on you with me because I never let them know I was married."
"Then why did you keep fucking them after you got pregnant?"
"Because I need to taper off with them. If I just dropped them they might have come looking for me to find out why and I couldn't have that. I couldn't let them find out that I was married and then have them interfere in our lives."



"Interfere?"
"What if when they found me and I was obviously pregnant and they wanted to know if it was theirs? What if they wanted a DNA test? And before you even ask not one of them was any better than you and only one of them was bigger and he wasn't longer just bigger around. And yes I enjoyed it. It was sex and I like sex and you know that from as much as I give you."
"You don't consider that cheating on me? You don't think you were stabbing me in the back?"
"No I didn't. You knew how much I wanted kids and you lied to me when you told me that you tested fine. As far as you were concerned you would have let me keep trying until we were old and gray. You were going to cheat me out of my kids and so I cheated and got them. When you accepted Louie I knew you loved me too much to kick me out so I went for number two and you accepted her so I went for number three and then four.
"I have my four kids now Walter and I'm through looking for sperm donors. I watched you with the kids Walter. You are a natural daddy. It is a role you were born to play and it is too damned bad that fate made it so you couldn't have any. We are blessed Walter. We have each other and we have three great kids and one of the reasons they are great is because of the way you have raised them. They may not have your DNA, but they have everything else of yours. They have your love and affection and guidance. They wouldn't be what they are without you and I know it. I hope you do too. So, will you let number four ride?"
"You aren't going to leave me for him?"
"Of course not you dummy. I love you with all my heart and I will never leave you. My biggest fear has always been that you would leave me. I took one hell of a gamble each time I got one of my babies. I was scared to death you would kick me out."
"I guess as long as I know that you are mine I can rein in my violent streak."
Tracy threw her arms around me and said, "I want you. Now!" and she pulled me up to the bedroom. Tracy reduced me to ruins that night. After the first time she got me up three more times and she was trying for a fourth when I fell asleep on her.
++++++++++++++++++++++
"I don't know about you, but when I'm alone and with nothing to do my mind goes to work wondering about things. Maybe you can give me some answers to these questions.
Can you cry under water?
How important does a person have to before they are considered assassinated instead of just murdered?
Since bread is square why is sandwich meat round?
Why does a round pizza come in a square box?
"What disease did cured ham actually have?
Why do people pay to go up to the top of tall buildings and the put money in binoculars to look at things on the ground?
How come we chose from just two people for president and fifty for Miss America?
Once you're in heaven do you get stuck with wearing the clothes you were buried in for all eternity?
Why do you have to put your two cents in, but it's only a penny for your thoughts? Where does that extra penny go?
How is it that we put a man on the moon before we figured out that it would be a good idea to put wheels on luggage?
Why is it that people say they slept like a baby when babies wake up like every two hours?
And the one that really gets to me...why do doctors call their work practice?"
I drank my beer and listened to the stand up comic and wondered what the draw for this place was for Darnell. Dar finally arrived. I saw him when he walked in and I waved him over to the table. I already had a beer sitting there for him and as he sat down he said:
"What? Again? Why don't you wake up Walt? The solution to the problem is to get rid of the cause."
"I can't Dar; I am hopelessly in love with her. The good news is that this should be the last time."
"What if it isn't?"
"Then she's gone. If it happens again she will have looked me in the eye and flat out lied to me. I know it sounds stupid to someone else, but to me there is a major difference between her cheating and her lying. Yes, cheating is lying in a way because you have to lie to hide it. You have to lie about where you are going; where you have been and what you were doing while you were gone.
"I admit I have wimped out as far as what she did to get the kids, but I'm a good deal to blame for it because after Louie I knew what she was doing and I didn't stop it. But yesterday she looked me in the face and said it was over and that there would be no more."
"Whoa up there bud. What did I miss here?"
I told him about my after dinner conversation with Tracy.
"You promised her that you would let the latest one ride?"
"I didn't promise; I just led her to believe that I would restrain myself this time."
"But you aren't going to right?"
"Right."
"She is going to be pissed at you."
"Tough shit. I bought what she told me and I understand her reasoning and I did abet things by accepting Louie in the beginning, but someone still has to pay for her cuckolding me and it just isn't in me to do anything to Tracy. It might have been different if she got up one morning and said, "I'm ready for number four" and then had waited for her most fertile time and then gone out and hooked up with someone that night and then come home and waited to see if it took or not, but that isn't the way it was. She found someone, stayed with it until she knew she was pregnant and then kept on seeing him.
"Hell Dar; the only reason we found out who the guys were was because she kept screwing them after telling me that she was pregnant. What does it take to find out you're knocked up? Five or six weeks or so right? That means she has been fucking the guy for three or four months and who knows how long it would have gone on if I hadn't stepped in and shut the guy down.
"Tracy said she needed to taper off to keep the guy from coming around and causing problems, but what the fuck does taper off mean? Three months? Six months? A year? I'll never know, but I do know this. She told me she had her four and she was done and if she lied she will be out on her ass. As wimpy as I have been with her over the kids I will not accept her looking me in the face and flat out lying to me."
"How are you ever going to know? If she meant it when she said she had her four kids and it was enough, but she keeps on cheating how are you going to know? The only reason that you know what you do know is because she tells you when she gets knocked up. If she never gets knocked up again how will you know she isn't out getting banged again?"
"I'm just going to have to keep a close eye on her from now on. Do some spot checking on the nights she goes with her friends or stops for drinks after work. Maybe even swing by the house during the day."
"I can show you how to put a recorder on your phone line if you would like."
"Yeah! I guess I would like to do that."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks later Dar called me and told me to meet him at the Strip. It was another Wednesday and I would almost swear that it was the same comic who had been there almost every other time I'd met Dar there.
""My wife was screaming at me: "Leave! Get out of this house right now!"
As I was walking out the door she yelled, "I hope you die a slow and painful death."
So I turned around and replied, "Oh, so now you want me to stay."
"Twelve signs that you are an EXTREME REDNECK.
You let your fourteen year old daughter smoke at the table in front of her kids.
You've been married three times and still have the same in-laws.
You think that a woman out of your league bowls on a different night.
Your wife's hairdo was once ruined by the ceiling fan.
The Halloween pumpkin on your porch has more teeth than your spouse.
Some one in your family died right after saying, "Hey guys, watch this."
You think that the last words of the Star Spangled Banner are "Gentlemen, start your engines." You have a full set of bowls and they all say Cool Whip on the side.
Your junior prom offered day care.
One of your kids was born on a pool table.
You think loading the dishwasher means getting your wife drunk.
The Blue Book value of your truck goes up and down depending on how much gas is in it.
You think that Possum is the other white meat."
I didn't see him come in and didn't know he was there until he sat down at the table with me. I waved Maggie over and ordered two more beers as he slid an envelope over to me.
"Are you sure you don't want to just kick her out and be done with it?" he asked.
"Why ask me that now?
"She has met him fourteen out of the last twenty-one days. Does that sound like tapering off to you?"
"No Dar, it doesn't. Not one little bit."
"What are you going to do?"
"Put in that phone tap you talked about and then wait a week or two and see what I can find out. I really don't want to push her out, but my wimpiness has limits. If I take a day off work tomorrow can we do it while she is at work?"
"Can do."
He gave me a list of what to buy and I hit a Radio Shack on the way home and purchased the stuff.
Dar met me at the house at ten and by ten-thirty I had a recording device on the phone line that was voice activated. The recorder was digital and could record up to thirty-nine hours before it would record over itself. I'd purchased two of them so I could pull what I wanted off of the phone device to have it on the other recorder without fear of losing it to being recorded over.
"Good luck bud" Dar said as he left.
Since I had taken the day off I decided to use some of the day to spot check on Tracy. Her job was only part time and started at nine so she could be home to get the kids off to school and she got off at two so she could be home by three-thirty when the kids started coming home. Marion Elise was still too young to go to school, but Tracy was able to take Elsie to work with her.
I was parked down the street when Tracy came out of the building at five after two. She got little Elsie settled in the car and then pulled out of the parking lot. She turned and headed away from our house and I pulled away from the curb and followed her. She drove to the Motel 6 on Parker and pulled up next to an F-250 pick up. Tracy got out of the car, got Elsie out and then followed the man who got out of the truck to room 113. They went into the room and the door closed behind them.
I sat and watched the door to that room until three- forty. Tracy came out with Elsie, got her strapped into the car and then opened her purse and touched up her makeup. Satisfied with what she saw in the mirror she started the car and headed for home. I waited until the man came out and I took a good look at him. He matched the description I'd gotten from Darnell and when he pulled out I saw that his plate numbers were the same numbers that Darnell had put in his report,
I didn't know what to think. Surely Tracy wouldn't be fucking the guy with Elsie in the room would she? If she had fucked the guy had she used the room's shower to clean herself up or was she going to shower when she got home. Or, and it was a disturbing thought, was she going to shower at all? Whenever Tracy and I made love she was always hot and wet and I had always assumed that sex made her juice a lot, but was that wetness really sloppy seconds and why hadn't that thought ever occurred to me before? I know that it was a little late for it, but I was staring to have bad thoughts about where my marriage was headed.
I decided to go on home and if Tracy asked me why I was home early I would tell her that something I ate for lunch had given me an upset stomach. It wouldn't be a lie because there was definitely something that didn't agree with me and it was sitting in the pit of my stomach and sending messages to my brain that said, "You've been played Walter."
I got home and heard the shower running when I walked in and that made me feel a little better. Tracy was surprised to see me when she came down the stairs and I gave her my story.
"I hope you feel better tonight baby because I feel super horny today."
"Why? What happened to light your fire today?"
"You know I get super horny when I'm pregnant."
"Yeah, but I've never understood why."
"I suppose it is a combination of two or three things. My hormones are scrambled by the changes in my body. I feel guilty for cheating on you so I'm trying to make it up to you. Plus I feel the need to reward you for being the man you are and for you putting up with me and my ways. And then there is the biggie of course; I am madly in love with you."
I listened to all that she said and I wanted to believe it. Oh God did I ever want to believe it. That night I did make love to her and she was as hot and as wet as ever. I knew she had showered and cleaned up when she got home from the motel so being hot and wet when she was horny was probably her natural state and I wasn't getting sloppy seconds. The relief I felt over finding that out was enormous.
It was a relief that didn't last long.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was two days before I was able to get to the recorder on the phone line. After a bunch of junk calls I heard a man's voice.
"Hello?"
"Hi baby; miss me?"
"You know I do."
"Meet me this afternoon?"
"I can do that. Same time and place?"
"For today, but we need to talk about finding some other way of doing it. Elsie is getting too big to keep putting her in the bathroom with coloring books and toys and closing the door on her. She is getting big enough to open the bathroom door and walk in on us."
"We can always use your place."
"No we can't and you know it. That would be the quickest way to get caught. Either Walt or one of the kids coming home early and we would be busted. Same reason you can't call me here. I can call you because there isn't anyone home, but we have no idea who might be here if you were to call me."
"Just leave him and live with me then."
"Don't be silly Boyd. We both know you aren't husband material and you damned sure aren't father material. You haven't shown any interest in any of our kids at all. You can't even be friendly with Elsie when we are together."
"So I don't like rug rats; so what! Leave them with doofus. What the hell Trace; he treats them as his anyway."
"Why would I leave my babies Boyd? Everything we have done was to get me those babies."
"Okay, okay, I give up. This afternoon, same time and place."
"See you there. Bye."
"Our kids" she had said to him. "Our kids" like all of the kids were his. Was that what she meant or was it just a slip of the tongue? Not husband material? Had she been considering him as a husband at one time? There was that voice from the pit of my stomach again.
"You are being played Walt."
Maybe I was, but one thing I knew for sure -- I was going to get some answers.
Three days later Boyd Mattingly was attacked and savagely beaten and left lying behind the dumpster in back of Bud's Bar. Severe damage was done to his genitals and a source at the hospital said he would lose one testicle and quite possibly both.
Tracy came home from work and found me in the kitchen drinking a beer and waiting for her.
"What are you doing home lover? More stomach troubles?"
"Sit down Tracy; we need to talk."
She sat down and asked, "Talk about what baby?"
"About kids and our marriage."
"I thought I already went over that with you."
"Yes you did, but I have learned a few things lately that make me question whether you told me the truth or not. Based on what I've learned I am going to ask you one time for the complete unvarnished truth. If I get it we may -- just may -- be able to put things behind us and move ahead. If I hear one lie or I even think I'm hearing one I'm going to pack and leave. One chance to be straight with me Tracy; that's all you get."
"I don't understand Walt. Be straight about what?"
"Everything since your finding out I couldn't father kids. I'm not telling you any more than that. I'm not going to say anything that you think might give you wiggle room in what you may say. I will say that I now know more than you think I do which is how I'll know if some of what you say is lies. One chance Tracy and I am as serious as death here. One chance to save your marriage. That of course is if you want to save it."
"Of course I want my marriage Walt. I love you and you fucking well know I do."
"Then the straight story Tracy. The truth and nothing but the truth. Go."
She looked at me and I could read it on her face. "What can I tell him? What can I hide? What can I get away with?" I sat there and waited.
"I told you everything Walt. I told you how I found out you were sterile and what I decided to do to get the children that I wanted."
"That's it? That's your story and you're sticking to it?"
"It's the truth Walt. I swear to God it's the truth."
I just looked at her for several moments and then said, "You can't say that I didn't give you a chance Tracy" and I stood up.
"Where are you going?"
"To pack. I told you one lie and I was out of here."
I went down into the basement and got a couple of suitcases and headed for our bedroom to pack. Tracy came in as I was emptying my sock drawer.
"You can't be serious about this Walt. I told you what happened. I told you all of it."
I took the recorder out of my pocket and pushed the play button.
"Hello?"
"Hi baby; miss me?"
Tracy's face sagged as the tape continued to play. I kept packing as it played out. By the time the conversation was over I had both suitcases packed and was getting ready to go to the kitchen and get some garbage bags for the rest of my stuff.
"That doesn't mean anything Walt. I told you I needed to taper with the guy I chose. That's all this was."
"Stop your goddamned lying Tracy! You just listened to the tape. Did you not hear the part where he said "Just leave them with doofus." He knows the kid in your belly is his and not mine. And what about the part where you said "You haven't shown any interest in any of our kids." Our kids? Our kids means more than one. And tapering off? You call seeing him twenty-one times in thirty days tapering?"
Dar had told me fourteen out of the last twenty-one, but that was weeks ago so I guessed at what had happened since.
"All I can say Tracy is run to Boyd. He may not be husband and father material, but he is all you have now because I'm out of here as soon as I get all my stuff gathered up."
"I don't want Boyd Walt. I want you. I love you!"
"No you don't Tracy. What you love is the fact that you had a dumb-shit busting his as to take care of you and your kids while you fucked around on him."
"That's not true Walt. I've done everything I can to show you that I love you. I have never given you any less than my best."
"Except when you are giving it to some one else. Some one like Boyd, Marvin, Bob, Warren and God only knows how many others. I gave you a chance top come clean with me Tracy and you didn't take it even after I warned you what would happen if you lied."
"I couldn't take it Walt. If I told you the truth you would despise me."
"Any other man would have despised you when you gave him his first illegitimate kid let alone three more."
"If I tell you the whole story will you promise not to leave me?"
"No promises Tracy. It will all depend on my believing what you tell me and right now you have put me in a position where I take everything I hear from you with a grain of salt."
She gave me a long look and then said, "It started just like I told you. When I found out you were sterile I knew that you had hidden it from me because you were afraid that I'd leave you for some one who could give me babies. I thought that if you loved me that much you might accept a child that wasn't yours to keep me. I gambled that you would, but if you wouldn't then we would get a divorce and get on with our lives. It was a huge gamble on my part because I love you and didn't want to lose you, but I wanted my babies.



"I looked around for some one who resembled you and settled on Boyd. I hid the fact that I was married and over time I let him seduce me. I say over time because I wasn't going to let him score until my fertile time. A week before my most fertile time I gave it up and then we kept at it until I knew I was pregnant. A couple of things happened during that time. I decided that I wanted all my kids to have the same father and that meant that I'd have to keep Boyd around and the only way I could do that was keep seeing him. So even after I got pregnant we still got together once or twice a week.
"The other thing that happened is I realized that even if you did accept the baby I knew you well enough to know that you would go looking for my lover. I needed to protect Boyd because I needed him for a couple more babies so just before I told you I was pregnant I broke up with Boyd, let Marvin pick me up and do me until I saw what you were going to do. When Marvin was attacked and beaten I was pretty sure that you were the one who did it. All the bull-crap over Marvin's name was to burn into your mind that Marvin was my lover and you wouldn't think of anyone else. After Marvin was out of the way I got back together with Boyd.
"When I started showing with Jason Boyd told me to forget about trying to get him to marry me because he couldn't stand kids. He did offer to pay for an abortion and that's when I told him that I was married and that the baby was yours. He got a kick out of screwing married women so even though we only got together two or three times a month he was okay with it. When I decided that it was time for the second one I didn't worry much about it because of the way you accepted Louie, but I was still gambling and I was scared that wile you accepted the first one you might not go for a second.
"Once I decided to tell you that I was pregnant again I remembered what had happened to Marvin so I went into my protect Boyd mode, broke up with him and let Bobby hook up with me. When he was assaulted I knew for sure that it was you. You accepted my second pregnancy and I waited two months and then got back together with Boyd. When I decided that it was time for number three was when Boyd figured it out. When I first let him seduce me we made it damned near every day until I knew I was pregnant and then I tapered off to two or three times a month. When I was ready for number two I wanted it every day until it took and then I tapered off. The same thing with number three. Frenzied fucking until I was pregnant and when I started tapering off Boyd asked:
"Is your husband really so dumb that he really believes all my kids are his?"
"I tried to convince him that he was wrong, but he wasn't buying it. Finally he said he could have DNA tests done. I asked him why he would bother since he didn't even like kids and he told me that he didn't want the kids, but he hated being played for a fool. So I told him the whole story and how it all came about. Then he wanted to know why I kept breaking up with him after I got pregnant and then getting back with him after two or three months so I told him how I went about protecting him. He got a big laugh out of it and life went on.
"And then I got number four. That's when I got stupid. I told you what I had guessed about Marvin, Bob and Warren and got you to promise me that you wouldn't go after the father of number four. Not that I was desperate to protect him since I had my four and wasn't going to have any more, but because I was afraid that the odds would catch up with you and you would get caught. You said you wouldn't bother him so I didn't bother to find a substitute like I did with the first three.
"Before you even bring it up I was tapering off with Boyd. He has been trying to talk me into leaving you and I am not going to do that, but since I don't need Boyd anymore I needed to force a big fight so I could break things off with him in a way that he won't expect me to come back to him and he wouldn't bother coming around. I thought that the more I saw him the more he would push me to leave you and finally he would push me just enough and I'd blow up on him, walk away and not look back. It probably would have happened tomorrow or next Monday at the latest."
"That's one hell of a story Tracy. Just way out enough to be believable, but I still have my doubts. I'm still thinking that all I am to you is a support system for you and your kids. Your story is one of those "Tell him anything to keep him here and paying the bills" kinds of thing."
"I don't need to tell you a story to keep you here paying the bills or at least just paying the bills Walt. If that was all that I wanted I would just tell you that you had better keep paying the bills if you knew what was good for you. Pay the bills or I'd go to the police and tell them what I knew about Marvin, Bob and Warren. They would reopen those cases and be after you in a heart beat. No Walt, I want to keep you around because I want you and no one else but you. But I guess I will understand if after hearing what I've just said you don't want me."
"I don't know Tracy. I've loved you since the day I met you and I've spent all of our married life being afraid that I'd lose you because I couldn't father your babies, but I've got to tell you that it set a whole lot better with me thinking that each of your kids had a different father than finding out that they all have the same father. To my mind on the one hand there were three guys who moved into your life and then were gone after three months or so, but now I find that on the other hand you've had a fourteen year affair with just one man. A man who didn't just fuck you when you needed to get pregnant, but who fucked you on a steady basis week after week, month after month and year after year. I don't know that I can get by that Tracy. I just don't know if I can accept that."
"It wasn't an affair Walt. I was only doing what I had to do to keep him available. Look at it another way. I was doing what you were doing. You were putting up with me and my ways to keep me around. I did what I did to keep Boyd around. Basically doing the same thing. Doing what we thought we had to do."
"I'm sorry Tracy, but I just don't see it that way. Fourteen years you were seeing a man behind my back and having sex with him as much or even more than you were having it with me."
"That's not true Walt. Yes he was getting it two or three times a month, but you were getting it three and four times a week. Anyway, it is over Walt. When I see him tomorrow I'll tell him that you know it all and that he and I are through."
"He already knows that I know and if you see him tomorrow it will be at the hospital and not the motel."
"What did you do Walt? You promised!"
"I didn't promise anything Tracy. What I said was that I would rein in my violent streak and all I meant by that was that I wouldn't destroy his cock and balls like I did the other three. I'd leave him his manhood, but he still had to pay for fucking my wife. That was until I heard the tape. After that all bets were off. It is a good thing that four was your limit because when I finished with him there wasn't a chance in hell that he could give you number five."
"Then I guess I don't need to tell him it's over, but that's not what's important to me. You are what is important to me. I can't lose you Walt; I just can't lose you."
"I don't know Tracy. I've got a lot of hard thinking to do and I'll tell you up front that things aren't looking to good for you."
"What about the kids Walt? Your leaving would devastate them. And how would you be able to be apart from them? They mean as much to you as they do to me."
"You don't get it do you? They are your kids and not mine. I am with them the way I am to please you and to keep you happy. Your staying happy enough with me to stay with me was my goal in taking care of the children. Only now I'm not so sure that I want you staying with me. Your long term relationship with the father of your children has changed everything. And given that relationship I'm hard put to believe that I'm anything other than support for you and your kids."
"Damn it Walter Walton I love you! What do I have to do to prove it to you?"
"I have no idea Tracy. All I know right now is that what you have done up till now has gone a long way toward making me doubt it."
"Where are you going?"
"I don't know Tracy. All I know is that right now I need to get away from here. I've got some thinking to do and being around you won't help the thought process. There is also the fact that Boyd knows who fucked him up and he also knows about the other three so he might point the cops at me."
"The other three?"
"Have you forgotten your story already? You told me that you told him how you had protected him and he laughed remember? So in addition to fucking him behind my back for fourteen years you also gave him the ammunition to get the cops to reopen the cases on Marvin, Bob and Warren."
"I didn't give him names. He doesn't know who or when so he can't give them anything."
"I'm not going to bet on it. I'm just not going to be here if the cops show up."
"Please don't go Walt. I'll do anything you want, but please don't leave me."
"I'll be in touch" I said as I walked out the door. I wasn't even out of the driveway when my cell phone started ringing. I shut it off and continued on my way.
+++++++++++++++++
Thinking that Tracy would figure that I'd find a motel close to work and that she would try to find me I drove over to the other side of town to find a motel. The Castle Inn had an attached restaurant so that is where I settled in.
As I unpacked I thought about the story that Tracy had told me. It was just way out enough to be true, but even if it was true I didn't think that it would make a difference in how I was feeling. A fourteen year relationship with one man was a bit more than I could handle. Most men wouldn't have put up with two or three month affairs that she supposedly had with Marvin, Bob and Warren, but I had been hopelessly in love with Tracy and I put up with what she did to stay with her. But fourteen years with one man?
Then there was the side of Tracy that I had never known existed. She had cold bloodedly set up Marvin, Bob and Warren to take the heat off of Boyd. I'd never known that cold, hard side of her which brought up the question "What else don't I know about her? What other cold and hard things had she done?
I went over to the restaurant to get a bite to eat. The waitress was a very sexy looking lady and as I watched her move around the room I pondered the differences in attitudes between Tracy and me. She had casually fucked four other men -- at least that I knew of -- during our marriage and I had never even thought of playing with another woman. I'd even had some ladies come on to me and I had never given playing with them a moments thought.
As I sat there and watched the waitress, Judy was her name according to her name tag, I had the thought that even if I did somehow manage to stay with Tracy she owed me four 'get out of jail free' cards and the mood I was in just then I'd damned sure use every one of them.
I'd finished my meal and was wondering what to do next when Judy came up and asked me if I wanted desert. I wanted to say, "Yes please. I'd like a double order of you" but I said:
"No thanks. Got to watch the waist."
"Bullshit Walt. You look just as fit as you did in high school."
"Do I know you?"
"No. You were two years ahead of me and seniors didn't pay any attention to us mere sophomores."
"I was that bad?"
"You all were. No biggie; that's just the way things were back then. You still married to that tramp Tracy?"
That one caught me flat footed and I just stared at her.
"You didn't know did you?"
I finally got my wits about me and said, "No I didn't, but yes, I'm still married to her although I probably won't be for much longer. Can I ask you for a favor?"
"You can ask, but no guarantees."
"When do you get off?"
"In an hour. Why?"
"Would you have coffee or a drink with me? I'd like to hear more about this 'tramp' stuff."
"I could do that. O'Malley's Tavern is just up the street. How about I meet you there in an hour."
I was sitting in a booth when she came in. She spotted me and came over and sat down. She was no sooner seated when the waitress set a drink down in front of her.
"I take it you come here often."
"My brother owns the place. I drink for free. So what do you want to know about Tracy?"
"I'm going through a very hard time with Tracy right now and your 'tramp' remark set off a few warning bells. I'd like to know why you called her a tramp because it might just have some bearing on my current situation."
"It is simple enough. While the two of you were dating she was seeing other guys on the side. She had a reputation as an easy piece if you could get a date with her."
"This just hearsay or do you know for sure?"
"I know for sure. Once at a birthday party at Jimmy Swenson's she took on Jimmy, Boyd Mattingly and Darnell Parsons at the same time and didn't seem to care that she was being watched. I think you were working that night. Anyway, I stood in the doorway and watched as she took Darnell in the back door, Jimmy in her vagina and Boyd in her mouth. Another time at another party I saw her pull a train. Nine guys and she did them two and three at a time."
"I know Jimmy and Darnell, but not this Boyd guy."
"No reason you would. He is Darnell's cousin and he didn't go to our school."
"Darnell's cousin?"
"Yeah. I was surprised when she married you instead of Darnell. I thought for sure that she would marry him. He was the one she spent most of her time with when you weren't around. From the look on your face right now I'd say that your troubles with her are because of other men."
"You would be right."
"For what it us worth I had a major crush on you back then and I'm single do if you dump Tracy give me a call. Maybe we can find out what we missed by not connecting in high school."
I looked at her for a few moments and then I smiled and asked her for her phone number. If what Judy had just told me was true my love for Tracy had just died a quick death. Darnell? My super duper A-One 'got your back' buddy banging my girl while we were going steady? His cousin Boyd the father of all of Tracy's kids? He turned his cousin over to me knowing what I was going to do? Something was really, really rotten in Denmark.
Then I remembered that it was Darnell's idea to put a tap on the phone. Did he and Tracy set up Boyd for some reason? Had Darnell been porking Tracy all along? I didn't know that I would ever find out, but I was damned sure going to try. One thing for sure, at least to my mind, was that Tracy knew about the phone tap. If she and Darnell hadn't set it up then she would know because of the tape I'd played her. I had some serious thinking to do.
The next day at work I arranged a shift change with Bennie Kotlarz. He would work my day shift for a week and I would work his mid-night shift. At lunch I hit Radio Shack and bought four more voice activated tape recorders. I had dinner that night at the motel restaurant, but Judy wasn't there. I asked and found out that she was on her days off.
The next day would be the day I'd start working the grave shift so I slept in late, had breakfast at the restaurant and at ten I drove over to the house. Tracy should be at work and the kids would be in school. Tracy's car was gone so I went into the house and headed for the basement. The recorder was gone so either Dar or Tracy had taken it off the line. I went up to the bedroom and hid one of the recorders I'd just bought and then I hid one in the kitchen. I placed the third in the living room and then I went outside the house to place the fourth one. I went to where the phone line went into the house and tapped the line. Even if Dar and Tracy thought I might tap the line they would be looking inside the house or at least I was gambling that they would. Being outside I didn't expect that it would hold up well if the weather turned bad, but I hoped that it would at least last a week. If I couldn't find out anything by then it wouldn't matter. I checked to make sure that I'd left nothing that would show I'd been there and then I took off.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I got off work the next morning I called Darnell and asked him to meet me at the Strip around eight. It was a Wednesday night again, but this time it was a different wanna be comic. This one was a foxy looking lady so I paid attention more to treat my eyes than to enjoy a laugh or two.
"Have you ever felt like strangling one of those loud mouth cell phone users who seem to sit near you in a restaurant or any other place and forcibly share their private call with you? I figured out all you have to do is take part in the call. It was just yesterday that it happened to me again. I'd had a hard day at work and I found a seat and settled in just as the bus departed. As the bus pulled out into traffic the guy sitting next to me pulled out his cell phone and started talking in a loud voice.
"Hi sweetheart. I'm on the bus."
"Yes, I do know that it is six-thirty and not four-thirty, but I had a long meeting."
"No, no honey, not with that floozie from Accounting."
"No sweetheart, you are the only one in my life."
"Yes I'm sure sweetie, cross my heart."
Fifteen minutes later he was still talking and I finally got fed up with it and I yelled:
"Hey Eric; Turn off that stupid phone and come back to bed."
I don't know what happened to him when he did get home, but I had a smile on my face for days."
She was just finishing when Darnell came in. Maggie saw him and had his PBR at the table when he got there. As he sat down he said:
"What is it this time? She can't get pregnant again until she has the one that's in the oven now."
"Nothing like that. Just down in the dumps and wanted the company of a friend. I took your advice. The solution to the problem was to get rid of the cause. I've left Tracy. This last one was just too much for me to take."
I told him the story that Tracy had told me and then said, "I was able to handle it when I thought that she was just hooking up to get pregnant with a different guy each time, but to find out that all along it was only one guy and that it had been ongoing was more than I could take. I'll probably end up paying alimony, but at least they won't be able to hook me for child support. Thank God they discovered a way to check DNA. I'll have to sell the house and split the money with her, but I don't want the place anyway. Too many memories of the cheating bitch in the place."
We talked and drank beer for the next hour and then I said that I needed to get back to my rooming house and get some sleep before going to work in the morning. As I left the Strip I wondered if he would tell Tracy I was staying at a rooming house instead of a motel. I smiled at the thought of her trying to find rooming houses so she could find me. Then I realized if she really wanted to find me all she would have to do was put Darnell on the case. He was a cop and he had the resources. Oh well, I thought, nothing I can do about it but hope that she didn't try.
++++++++++++++++++++
I worked my shift and then, because Thursday was one of Tracy's days off I went back to my room and slept until three. When I got up I took the car in for an oil change and tire rotation.
I had dinner at the restaurant and made a date with Judy to meet at O'Malley's when she got off work. We had a few drinks and talked. I found out that she had been married, but had lost her husband in Iraq. She had been pregnant at the time and the shock at hearing that he had been killed had caused a miscarriage. There were no men currently in her life:



"So you have a clear field" she said.
"Only one small problem with that. I'm still married."
"I've heard that there is a cure for that. It's called divorce."
"It is looking more and more like things are headed in that direction."
"If you would like to take me out on my next night off I can promise not to try and take advantage of you. I will respect your status as long as you want me to."
"Sounds like it might be fun, but I need to wait and see how things go for the next couple of days."
"You know where to find me."
The next morning when I got off shift I had breakfast and read the morning paper while I waited for Tracy to head off to work. At ten I swung by the house and checked the recorders. The one on the phone line had a bunch of calls and conversations that meant nothing, but there were three of interest. The first one was Darnell calling Tracy and telling her that he had talked to me and that I'd told him I was divorcing her. She broke down and started crying and said:
"He can't. I love him. He can't divorce me. I have to talk to him Dar. Find him for me. Please find him for me."
"I'll try babe, but I'm not making any promises."
The second call was from someone named Mel and wanted to know if things were still on for that afternoon and Tracy said that they were.
The third was from Darnell asking if he could stop by that evening and Tracy said yes. This normally wouldn't have raised an eyebrow because "Uncle Dar" was always coming over. What made this one different was that to my knowledge Uncle Dar had never come over when I wasn't at home. But then I was finding out that there seemed to be a hell of a lot I didn't know.
There was nothing on the kitchen recorder except cooking and cleaning noises and Tracy talking to the kids over dinner. They kept asking where I was and she told them I was on a business trip and would be away for a while.
The living room recorder was pretty much the same. Normal home life noises for the most part, but there was one interesting section. The door bell rang and a moment latter I heard Louie holler out that Uncle Dar was here. Then there was 'Uncle Dar" talking and playing with the kids until Tracy told them it was time to go to bed. There was the sound of the TV while Darnell waited for Tracy to put the kids down and come back to the room.
"They are in bed. We will give them a few minutes and then we can go into the bedroom. Have you seen him? Talked to him?"
"Not since the night at the bar. I'm having trouble locating rooming houses. Most are not businesses, just homes that have rooms for rent and there must be a thousand of them here in the city."
"You have to find him Dar. I have to convince him that I love him and don't want to live without him."
"I'm trying babe. That's all I can do is try."
"Come on. Let's go to the bedroom."
The recorder in the bedroom was a mine of information.
The sound of the bedroom door opening and then closing and then Tracy saying:
"Hurry up; I need it."
"I'm hurrying as fast as I can."
Then there was the sound of the two of them having sex with Tracy making all of the noises that I knew so well. Finally it was over and Darnell said:
"Things aren't looking too good babe. I guess we read him wrong. We thought that he loved you enough that he would take it and roll with it like he did with the first three. We shouldn't have tried to get cute. We shouldn't have done the Boyd thing. We should have stayed with the plan that worked so well the first three times. We should have just set up some other turkey for Walt to take it out on."
"How is Boyd?"
"He lost both testicles, but other than a missing tooth and a few loose ones he's okay."
"I'm so sorry for him."
"Don't be. He knew what was likely to happen when he agreed to the plan. Besides, the cancer is going to take him down in the next couple of months anyway."
"Still, it shouldn't have happened. All you had to do was tell Walt that I was being good and not seeing anyone after I told him about the pregnancy."
"We needed to put his mind at rest. As long as he was thinking about you and other guys he would always have wondered if you were going out and playing behind his back and he might have started checking up on you and we couldn't have that. Setting Boyd up as the father of all the kids should have taken care of that angle. We just miscalculated. We had no way of knowing how he would take one man being the father of all four. And it is all my fault. I was behaving like a best friend was supposed to behave and telling him stuff like he should get rid of you because of what you had done and how could he ever trust you. I only did it because I knew he loved you and wouldn't do it. I should have just kept my mouth shut."
"Now he is gone and it all just seems so stupid."
"Maybe, but what if he decided to get a private detective? How long would it have taken a detective to find out all about what we have been up to?"
"Not long I suppose."
"I always said that he should have been brought into it back in the beginning."
"Get serious Dar. You know him as well as I do. Can you really see him watching me do gangbangs and taking part? No way Dar and you know it. I love him and the only way I could keep him was to hide that part of me from him."
"That brings up something else. Do you want me to find a replacement for Boyd or will the five of us be enough?"
"No, we need six. I need three to be resting up and recovering. I can make do with five for a while, but I really do want six."
"I've got a guy who would be interested. He saw us having lunch one day and he told me that he thought you were hot!"
"Can he be trusted to keep quiet about it?"
"He's a cop and I know I can trust him. The only thing is that he is black. Are you okay with that?"
"I've never had a black man. If you are vouching for him I guess it will be okay."
There was a pause and then Tracy giggled and said, "Is it going to turn you on seeing black meat driving into my white pussy? Oh look! The thought does to turn you on. That or something has gotten you hard."
More sounds of sex and when it was over and resting Tracy said:
"What am I going to do Dar? I love Walt and if I lose him I'll die."
"No you won't and you know it. You have our four kids to take care of. You will miss Walt, but you will still have your babies."
"I don't want to miss him Dar. He belongs with me. What can I do?"
"Wait and see love. I know he loves you and if we give him some time he will realize it and come home."
"But what if he doesn't? What if he does divorce me?"
"Then I'll marry you like I've always wanted to. Then we will be a family. You and me and our four kids. I can finally be the daddy to them that I've always wanted to be."
"I love you Dar, but nowhere as near as much as I love Walt. I was meant to grow old in Walt's arms and that's what I want."
"All I can say love is that if doesn't happen I'm going to be around and I'll step in and help you pick up the pieces."
"I need to talk to him Dar. Find him for me. If he won't come home I'll go to him. I have to show him how much I love him. I've got to get him to come home."
"I'll try lover. But for right now I'm about ready to go again. Your magic mouth would hurry things up."
There were more sounds of sex, but I turned the recorder off. I had what I needed. I rewound all of them and then left the house.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't want Tracy to know where I was staying so I decided to finish things. I called Darnell and asked him to meet me at the house at six and then I called Tracy and told her I would be home to talk with her at six. I hit the bank and took half of the money out of checking, took all the savings, closed the savings account and then I drove back to my room and set the alarm for five.
I got up at five and showered and went to the restaurant to get a bite to eat. I asked Judy if she would meet me at O'Malley's when she got off work and she said she would be there.
I got to the house at five to six and Darnell was already there and he and Tracy were sitting at the kitchen table when I walked in. Tracy broke out in a smile and started to get up and I told her to stay seated.
"I'm not going to be here long. I have a short piece to say and then I'm out of here. Darnell, I've known you most of my life and I had always considered you the brother that I never had. I would have taken a bullet for you and in fact I did when I took the hit so you could go to the academy.
"Tracy, I loved since the since the seventh grade. I loved you more than life itself and up until a day or so ago I would have willingly died for you. I loved you so much that I let you stick me with another man's babies just so I could make sure that you would stay with me. Both of you meant the world to me and then I find out that I wasted years on a faithless whore and even more years on a back stabbing son of a bitch."
I pulled a recorder out of my pocket, set it down on the table in front of them.
"When I leave here I do not -- I repeat -- I do not want to lay eyes on either one of you again. I do not want to speak to you ever again. I don't want a birthday card, a Christmas card from you. I don't want an email or any other kind of communication with either of you. As far as I am concerned you are both dead to me and there is nothing that you can say or do that will change that. I pressed the 'play' button on the recorder and stood up, turned and headed for the front door. As I was opening the door I heard:
"Hurry up. I need it" and then I was out the door and gone.
+++++++++++++
Judy was in a booth at O'Malley's when I got there. I'd no sooner sat down than a PBR was set in front of me and the waitress said that it was on the house. I looked at Judy and she said:
"I told my brother that you were special to me. Stay on the good side of me and you will drink free in here. You look like you need it. Why the glum look chum?"
"I ended it with Tracy a half hour ago. I should be glad that I'm rid of her cheating ass, but it isn't that easy. I loved that woman to death and I thought that she returned that love and then I found out that she is a cheating slut."
I told Judy what I'd found out.
"It was a shock and it is going to take me a while to get over it. I know I said we would go out on your next night off, but I don't think I'm going to be good company for a while."
"Nonsense Walt. Right now is when you need someone to help you get by things. I'm here to help so let me, okay?"
I knew she was right so I nodded a yes.
"What will you do now" she asked.
"Get a lawyer and look for a place to live. A motel room is great for a couple of days, but I'm going to need to find something more permanent."
"There are some open apartments where I live. It is a pretty nice place and it has a pool and an exercise room."
I found out where it was and decided to check the place out the next day. We sat and talked until it was time for me to head off to work.
When I got to work I turned my cell phone back on and saw I had five voice mails and eleven missed messages. Eight of the missed messages were from Tracy and four were from Darnell and I cleared them off the phone and then listened to the voicemails. Four were from Tracy professing undying love and begging me to come back home and talk to her and the fifth was from Darnell and simply said that we needed to talk. Unfortunately for both Tracy and Darnell I'd meant what I'd said. I did not want to talk to or see either one of them ever again.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next day when I got off work I went over to Judy's apartment complex. I liked what I saw so I signed a lease and paid for the first and last months rent and the security deposit. It turned out that Judy's unit was just above the one I rented.
I rented a trailer and Judy went with me over to the house and helped me move out what I needed to furnish the apartment. The absence of what I took would drive home to Tracy that I was gone and that I wasn't coming back. The only thing I needed was a bed so we stopped at a furniture store and I bought one. By one I was moved in and Judy left to go to work.
I spent the rest of the day unpacking, setting up the computer and making a list of what I was going to have to buy. I needed pots and pans and some dishes and of course I was going to need some groceries.
I had dinner at the restaurant and Judy said we should skip O'Malley's that night and just go home. We talked and played cribbage until it was time for me to go to work. I'd had my cell turned off while at home, but I turned it back on when I headed for work. Six missed messages from Tracy and one from Darnell and there were four voicemails, three from Tracy and one from Darnell, and I listened to the same old shit before I deleted them.
I had two more days to work grave shift and then I would be going back to days and could consider taking Judy out on a date. The next day Judy went with me to Wal-Mart and we bought the items that I had on my list. We were just pulling out of the parking lot when I heard the "whoop whoop" of a police car and I looked in my rear view and saw the flashing lights. I pulled over and saw a black man in a suit get out of the police car and walk toward me. The suit was the giveaway and I turned my head and saw Darnell sitting on the passenger side of the cop car. I opened the glove compartment and got out the cassette recorder that I had there, turned it on, set it on the seat beside me and rolled down my window. The black guy walked up, bent down and looked into the car and then said:
"Please step out of the car sir."
"Why? What did I do? Spend too much money in the store?"
"Please get out of the car sir."
"I don't think so. I've already told Darnell I do not ever intend to speak to him again and a phony traffic stop isn't going to make it happen."
"Just make everything easier on everybody sir and step out of the car."
"You must be the cop that Darnell said he was going to recruit to fuck my about to be ex-wife."
"Are you going to step out of the car as I have requested?"
"No I am not" I said as I put the car in gear and stepped on the gas. I hung a right at the corner and then led the following cop car -- lights flashing and siren wailing -- toward police headquarters. I was not at all surprised when the cop car shut off their noise maker and attention getting lights about three blocks from the station and then drove on by as I pulled up and parked in front.
I told Judy to take the car, find a parking spot and wait for my call. I ran inside, turned and watched Judy drive away and then headed down the hall. I'd been there before to visit Darnell so I knew the layout and I headed for the closest men's room. I took a whiz, washed my hands and then called Judy and asked Judy if the cop car was still around. She told me that it had kept on going and so I told her to pick me up out front.
When Judy and I got back to the apartment I fixed us lunch and then told Judy about why what had happened had come down.
"Darnell and your wife? All of these years?"
"Yep and I'd never have known if you hadn't made that tramp comment the first night at the restaurant."
I went on and explained the entire sorry story to her.
"Four babies and none of them yours and you accepted it?"
"I was hopelessly in love with Tracy and I wanted her to be happy and having kids is what made her happy. That was before I found out about Darnell though. That killed everything. Still want to hang around with me now that you know how stupid I am?"
"Stupid isn't the way I would look at it."
"How would you look at it?"
"I see a man so devoted to and in love with his mate that he would do anything for her. Most women would kill to have a man like that and would treat him like he was made out of gold. The stupid one here is Tracy. How she could risk losing what she had in you is just plain out and out stupid."
She looked at her watch and said that she had to go to work and I asked if she would have breakfast with me in the morning when I got home from work and she said that she would.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
At the end of my shift in the morning the day shift supervisor asked me:
"You and the wife having problems Walt? Not talking to each other?"
"As a matter of fact we aren't talking. Why?"
"She was outside waiting in the parking lot for you at the end of day shift yesterday and the day before."
"I go back to days tomorrow so I guess I'll need to find a way to avoid her."
"Good luck on that."
I was in the kitchen making breakfast when the door bell rang. I was expecting Judy so I just opened the door with a smile on my face and found Tracy and Darnell standing there. I was shocked at how quickly they had managed to find me, but I quickly recovered and stepped aside to let them in. They walked into the room and then I stepped outside and pulled the door closed behind me and ran for the stairwell. I went up to the next floor and rang Judy's doorbell. When she opened the door I held a finger up to my lips so she wouldn't talk and I quickly stepped inside her apartment.
"I need a place to hide."
"Why? What's up?"
I told her and she laughed. "You do know you are going to have to have it out with them sooner or later."
"I'll settle for later. Much latter."
"I guess you won't be fixing me breakfast after all. I guess we will have to see if you can stomach my cooking."
While she worked in the kitchen I sat by her front window and watched the parking lot. I spotted Darnell's car, but didn't see Tracy's so I assumed they came together. Judy called me to the table and as we ate I asked her what she wanted to do latter on that evening.
"Tonight?"
"We did have a date for your next night off right? And that is tonight isn't it?"
"I'd forgotten, but yes we do. I'd like Mexican for dinner and country western dancing after."
"You got it. Come for you around six-thirty?"
"That will do nicely."
Darnell's car was still there when we finished eating breakfast so I shrugged my shoulders, took a deep breath and said:
"I guess I'll take your advice and get it over with."
"They still here?"
"Darnell's car is still sitting there. Call 911 if you hear gunshots."
"You're kidding right?"
"Never know. Darnell is a cop and he does carry a gun."
Judy walked up to me, hugged me and gave me a scorcher of a kiss. My first one from her.
"That's incentive for you to behave and not do something that will make him pull that gun."
I smiled at her said, "Six-thirty" and then headed for my apartment.
They were sitting at the kitchen table eating what I'd been fixing for me and Judy.
"Why don't you just make yourselves at home" I said sarcastically."
"Didn't know when you would be back and didn't want it to go to waste" Darnell said.
"What was it about I don't ever want to see or speak to you ever again that you didn't understand?"
"You were hot under the collar and pissed and we figured that you have had enough time to calm down."
"Why are you here?"
"To talk you into coming home where you belong" Tracy said.
"You would be wasting your breath. I meant what I said. As far as the two of you are concerned you are both dead to me."
"You can't mean that" Tracy said, "You know I love you and I know you love me. Okay, we do have some talking to do, but we can get by this."
"No we can't Tracy. Not after me finding out that you are a fucking punch board for a bunch of guys and have been since high school."
"I guess I miscalculated and should have brought you in back then, but I loved you and I didn't want to lose you and I thought that if I tried to get you to join in and you wouldn't I'd lose you. I couldn't take the chance Walt. I knew even in high school that you and I were meant for each other. I just couldn't lose you baby. I just couldn't."



"You might not have. I was young and not yet set in my ways and I might have gone along."
"The reason we are here" Darnell said, "Is to see if it is too late. You both love each other and it would be a crying shame to see the two of you split up."
"Please Walt" Tracy said. "I need you."
"Not a chance Tracy. Lying to me and cheating on me with groups of guys the entire time you were supposed to be mine is just more than I can take and you have to admit that I took a lot. Four kids not mine and I still hung in there, but no more. Finding out that all four have the same father and that my good buddy, my best friend and the guy I would have gone to hell for is that father killed it for me. I have an appointment to see an attorney tomorrow and I will be filing for divorce. I meant what I said. I don't want anything to do with either of you. Take your woman and leave Darnell."
"I'm not his woman Walt. I belong to you and I will always belong to you."
"Bullshit Tracy. You have been fucking Darnell since before I even put an engagement ring on your finger and that makes you his woman. Now please go."
"I won't give you a divorce Walt. I'll fight it."
"Then I'll have to get dirty. I'll bring up the fact that all of your kids aren't mine and I'll sue Darnell for child support starting the day Louie was born and I'll make such a stink that he will get kicked off the police force. I'll take the recordings I have of you talking about gangbangs and how you would rather have six men and not have to settle for five and I'll see to it that every one who knows the two of you gets their own personal copy. I'm sure that your mom and dad will love hearing that. If that won't do it I'll just walk away and not divorce you and save myself the expense of a lawyer, but either way I'm gone and I'm not coming back. Now please get the fuck out of my apartment."
"We can work it out Walt. We love each other too much not to try."
I just shook my head no, said goodbye, left the apartment and went up to Judy's. Twenty minutes later Tracy and Darnell left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did get an attorney and file for divorce. We were in a no-fault state so I really didn't need to give a reason, but I filed under Irreconcilable Differences anyway. Judy got an attorney and he told her up front that the best he could do was to try and get a sympathetic judge who might order us into counseling. When I showed her attorney what I had for evidence he told her she didn't have a chance. She said she would chance it, but when we went in front of the judge and her attorney asked for court ordered counseling I gave the judge what I had. The judge read what I had and after warning me to watch my language in his court room or suffer contempt of court charges he took my "Not a chance in hell will I ever get back together with that lying bitch" at face value and set alimony at two hundred and fifty dollars a week for three years or until she married again and ordered a fifty/fifty asset split. That of course meant that the house would have to be sold.
Through my attorney I made her an offer. She could keep the house and my share of the equity in it in exchange for the alimony and what I had taken out of the bank accounts and she went for it.
Six months later the divorce was final and a month after that she and Darnell got married. They sent me an invitation and I sent it back with a note wishing that all of their gangbang fucking would eventually give them both AIDS and they would die.
My date with Judy went well and it led to several more. There was a lot of heavy necking going on, but I wasn't pushing things because I was one of those weirdo's who believed in keeping his dick in his pants while you were married. Judy got tired of that shit and finally told me she wasn't going to wait on the divorce to be final and that she would tie me to the bed and rape me if I didn't get with the program. I wisely gave in.
Judy and I were married six months after the divorce was final and no, I did not send Tracy and Darnell an invitation.
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It was a surprise to me just as I suppose it was a surprise to every other man who finds out that his beloved isn't his alone. And, like most others who found out, I found out by accident.
I was in Chicago and had just closed the deal that was going to get me promoted to regional director. I called a good friend that I'd gone to school with and who lived in the Chicago area and whom I hadn't seen I quite a while. We had talked on the phone a lot, but hadn't had a face to face in ten years. I called him and asked if he be up to a drink or three and he said "Hell yes!"
I was at the Hilton and sitting at the hotel bar when he got there. I was working on a list when Barry walked up to me and I stood up to greet him and hug him and as I did the list fell to the floor. Barry bent and picked it up and saw that it was a list of girl's names.
"What's this you you old dog you? The list of honey's you are going to call tonight to get them to come out and party with us?"
"Not hardly. When I go back to Denver I'll be moving into the regional director's office and I have to pick a personal assistant and these are the names of the finalists. I have to decide on one of them, but the problem is that they would all be good in the position. There isn't anything that would set one above the others."
Barry climbed on the bar stool next to me and asked. "How are they sexually?"
"What kind of question is that?"
"You ever have any deals where a bit of a sweetener would help?"
"I don't know what you are getting at."
"Three months ago we were working on a deal to purchase a whole lot of machine parts. There were three companies in the running for the contract and all had about the same thing going for them as far as price, quality and delivery schedules and the like. I was the junior member of the team and while my input was wanted Cal and John were the guys who were going to make the decision. The guy from Martin asked what it was going to take to get the contract. Cal said:
"A night with your personal assistant."
"Cal was joking when he said it, but the guy from Martin said he would make it happen. Cal looked at John and John nodded a yes and Cal said make it happen and you have the contract."
"Did it happen?"
"Oh boy, did it ever. She was one hot babe for being in her forties. They were here for two days and she took us all on. One at a time, two at a time and even three at a time a couple of times. I can't wait for next year when it will be renewal time for the contract. I mean this babe was really hot. Even though I'm married I'd run off with her in a heartbeat."
"Martin you say? I know a couple of people at Martin. Do you remember their names? Maybe I know her."
"His name was Dale and hers was Sandi. I remember that because whenever she was introduced to some one she would say "That's Sandi with an i."
My pleasure in meeting up with Barry after so many years dimmed somewhat. My wife Sandi worked for Martin Industries and she was Dale Hartman's personal assistant.
Barry and I had several drinks together and then we had dinner and talked about old times, but my mind was on what he'd told me. Sandi made one or two trips a month with Dale. Had she been fucking people for contracts on all those visits? She had been with Martin almost twenty years and she had been Dale's assistant for the last ten of them. Jesus, what a bunch of questions that brought up. When did she start fucking around on me? Did she start after going to work for Dale or before? Did she limit her cheating for work or was she fair game for anyone? Had she fucked anyone that I knew? Any of my friends? Thank God we didn't have kids. At least the issue of who their father might be wouldn't have to be addressed. We had another drink after dinner and then parted company after promising to keep in closer touch.
I spent the night in my hotel room wondering if Sandi was sleeping alone while I was gone. On the flight home I thought about what I should do. Ignore it? Sandi and I had what I thought was a good marriage. She was very loving and affectionate toward me. Our love life was fine or at least I had thought it was. We averaged maybe three times a week and usually twice on a Saturday or Sunday and I didn't consider that to be all that bad considering we had been married for twenty-three years.
Should I ignore what I'd learned from Barry and operate on the principal that my life was good so don't do anything to change it? Even as I had the thought I knew I wouldn't go that way. Divorce? Did I really want to be single again at forty-five? I thought of all the women I knew in their early to mid-forties. That would be the pool I'd be fishing in for companionship if I was single and none of them appealed to me. They were all old ladies. Granted that Sandi was forty-four, but she looked like she was in her mid-thirties and as Barry had said -- she was hot!
Could a single guy of forty-five attract younger good looking girls? I didn't think so. I was fit, had all my hair and teeth and Doris my secretary was always telling me that she would leave her husband and run off with me in a heartbeat, but I knew that was just office flirting. She was in love with her husband and you couldn't separate her from him and her three kids with dynamite.
I realized I was wasting my time thinking of what to do. I knew me and I knew that what I was going to do was go straight at it and let the chips fall where they may.
+++++++++++++++++++++
After landing in Denver I stopped by the office and dropped off the paperwork and received congratulations from my boss. He asked me if I'd picked out my PA yet and I told him no and that I was having a hard time narrowing the list down. He laughed and said:
"Do what I did. I put all their names in a hat and drew one out. Patty has been with me ever since and I haven't regretted it at all."
I thought about for a second or so and then said, "I'll do that. I'll give you the name tomorrow."
And then I headed on home for the confrontation with Sandi.
I got home an hour before she did and I fortified myself with a couple of Jacks backed by water. I was sitting at the kitchen table when Sandi came in. She smiled, came over to me, bent and kissed me and then asked:
"How was the trip?"
"Fruitful. I signed the deal with Apex and starting tomorrow I move into the regional director's office."
"I'm glad for you honey. I know how hard you've worked. What's next?"
"I have to pick a personal assistant from a group of six. They all seem well qualified and I'm having trouble deciding. You're a PA; what should I be looking for? One good at giving head? One who takes it in the ass and likes to do gangbangs?"
Sandi's face lost its color and her voice turned cold as she said, "What kind of question is that to be asking me?"
"Just wanted your opinion of what I should look for. I mean what with you being a PA and experienced in all that."
"What the hell do you mean by that Robert?!"
"I had dinner with an old friend while I was in Chicago. Barry Watson. Name ring a bell?"
"No. Should it?"
"I would think so. It would seem reasonable to me that you would at least know the names of the men you fuck."
"This is not funny Robert."
"I know. I didn't feel much like laughing either when Barry told me about the Dale and Sandi from Martin Industries that came to town to get Barry's company to sign a deal. Remember Cal and John or did you not learn their names either?"
"I have no idea what you are talking about Robert and I'm not at all pleased at what you are implying."
"Come off it Sandi; you are busted. Unless you can somehow prove to me that there is another Dale who works for Martin and who also has a PA named Sandi and who was in Chicago three months ago to sign a deal with Amalgamated Machinery you are toast. Barry even remembered your little idiosyncrasy; you know the one, telling everyone you are introduced to that it is Sandi with an i? What I want to know is how long has it been going on? How long have you been Martin's corporate whore?"
She must have finally realized that the jig was up and she sat down across from me. Actually it was more like she collapsed onto the chair across from me.
"I am not a corporate whore. Yes I did do those things with the men from Amalgamated, but it was not done to get them to sign anything. They had already agreed to sign and we were out celebrating and things got out of hand."
"So you are telling me never before or since?"
She looked away and said, "Not exactly."
"What the hell does not exactly mean?"
"I've been having kind of an affair with Dale since then."
"Kind of an affair? Just what the hell does that mean?"
"I've been seeing him off and on since we got back from Chicago."
"Well ain't that just ducky. I've been getting sloppy seconds from my wife for three months now. Un-fucking real" I said as I got up from my chair and walked out of the kitchen and went out into the garage to work on my current project. A 1993 Mustang convertible with a 5.0 and a five speed. It had been wrecked and I got it for a song. It needed both front fenders, a hood and a front clip and even before the accident it hadn't been well cared for. The white leather seats were cracked and the top was in bad shape. I'd found the fenders on craigslist, but was still looking for a hood and a front clip.
I was bolting the right fender on when Sandi came out. She leaned on the door jamb and asked:
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know yet. Divorce is a sure thing, but I'm undecided on the rest."
"The rest?"
"Do I sue Martin for letting one of its managers have sexual relations with a subordinate? Do I sue Dale for alienation of affections? If I sued the company you would probably both be fired. If I don't sue Martin, but go after Dale it would soon be common knowledge and you might still end up getting fired. Balance that against the fact that our salaries are pretty close to being equal and if you still had the job I shouldn't have to pay alimony. Like I said, I'm undecided."
"Does divorce have to be a sure thing?"
"What? I'm supposed to say I don't mind you gangbanging customers? I'm supposed to go see Dale and thank him for making me a cuckold? Of course there is going to be a divorce."
"It wasn't like that. I didn't set out to do anything. I thought I was safe with Dale. I've been with him for ten years and he has never once made a pass at me so I trusted him. I thought he had my back so I partied more than I should have, got carried away and taken advantage of. I won't lie to you. Once they got me going I got into it and they did things to me that I never even imagined doing. The next day I was ashamed of what I'd done and when the guys wanted to resume I told them to go to hell. Then Cal showed me the cell phone pictures he had taken and told me that I was going to party some more or the photos would be made public. I couldn't have that so I partied."
"So there are photos of it out there hanging over your head?"
"No. At least I don't think so. When it was over Cal handed me his cell phone and told me to delete them. He my have downloaded them, but I don't think he did."
"I'm having a hard time believing that you could do what Barry said you did and as easily as you did unless you had done things like that before."
"I had never done it before and that's the God's honest truth. We had spent a day and a half with the guys from Amalgamated trying to convince them to sign with us. When they did Dale said we would have dinner and a couple of drinks to celebrate. He invited the three from Amalgamated to join us and they did. We were going to a restaurant on the other side of town and since neither Dale nor I will drive when we have been drinking Dale set us up with a limo.
"We drove over to the restaurant and then talked as we had dinner. I wasn't paying attention all that close and the guys kept my wine glass full and you know what a large amount of wine will do to me."
Indeed I did. Wine loosened Sandi up and made her horny as all get out.
"I didn't think anything of it because as I said earlier I thought that Dale had my back. We finished dinner and Cal said that there was a place just a couple of miles up the road that had a pretty good band and it seemed like a good night to have a few drinks and do some dancing because we were celebrating right? Dale said it sounded good to him and we all got in the limo and drove to the bar. The band was good and Cal asked me to dance. After Cal there was John, Barry and finally Dale. My wine glass was kept full and I was having a good time.
"Maybe half an hour after we began dancing the guys began to get a little 'touchy-feely' with me and by then the wine had me real loose and so I giggled and let it go. When I didn't fight them off they got bolder and started playing with my ass and tits. I was horny, but I didn't think much about it because when I travel I always take my vibrating dildo with me and I knew I could take care of myself when I got back to my room. Again, I was expecting Dale to look out for me so I let things ride.
"It went on until last call and then we all got in the limo for the trip back to the hotel. I was on the one seat with John on one side of me and Cal on the other. Dale and Barry sat on the seat opposite. As soon as the limo pulled out of the bar parking lot Cal put his arms around me and kissed me. The way he had his arms around me immobilized my arms and I couldn't push him away and I couldn't push John's hands away when he started playing with my tits. Barry moved in front of me, pushed my legs apart and pushed his fingers in my pussy.
I was already hot and horny from what had taken place in the club and when Barry's fingers pushed into me and started rubbing my clit I moaned and he pulled his fingers out of me, pushed my panties to the side and pushed his cock into me. Three strokes and I just gave it up. After that it was pretty much as you would expect. Barry fucked me while John sucked my tits and Cal pulled his mouth off mine and then shoved his cock in it. Barry finished, John took his place. John came and Cal took his place while Barry pushed his cock into my mouth. After that it was all repetition as the three of them used me over and over. Dale just sat there and watched.
"Cal told Dale we could have signed a lot sooner if I had been made available sooner. Dale laughed and said if he would have known I'd do it he would have offered me sooner. I was naked and Barry was fucking me when we got to the hotel so Cal told the driver to pull to the back of the parking lot until Barry could finish. When Barry came he had me right on the edge of an orgasm and when he pulled out I begged him to finish me. Cal told me not to worry and that they wouldn't leave me hanging. I had my eyes closed and was trying to push the climax when a cock was shoved in me. It caused me to explode and when I opened my eyes I saw that it was the limo driver who was fucking me. He fucked me hard and got me off once more before he got off and then they dressed me as we pulled out and drove up in front of the hotel.
"Dale and I got out and walked to the elevators and then we took the elevator up to our floor. Dale and I hadn't said one word to each other from the limo to our floor and when we came to Dale's room he grabbed my arm, unlocked his door and pulled me into his room. He took me in his arms, told me that he had always wanted me and then he kissed me. I had been on a sexual high for almost three hours and I was still up and when he gave me tongue I gave tongue back and then he took me to bed. He fucked me three times and then we fell asleep. When we woke up in the morning he fucked me again and then we dressed, had breakfast and went over to Amalgamated to finish up the paperwork, set delivery schedules and the like.
"While we were there Cal told me how much he had enjoyed the previous night and was looking forward to a repeat performance that night. I said no way. I told him that they had gotten me drunk and had taken advantage of me and it was not going to happen again. He laughed and told me that I had loved it and was one hundred percent into it and that we were going to do it again if I didn't want you to see what he had on his phone. One look at them and I knew I could never chance letting you see them those photos, especially not the ones of me and the limo driver."
"Why? What was so bad about those?"
"He was black. He was black and you are a closet racist. You can deny it, but I know the tone of your voice and see the look on your face when you see.... Never mind, it isn't important. I gave in and that night was a repeat of the previous night except that we used a bed instead of a limo seat. Dale and the three from Amalgamated spent almost the entire night fucking me. Except for what has happened with Dale since that trip to Chicago the Chicago trip is the only time I have ever been unfaithful to you. I am not Martin's corporate whore and have never been."
"But by your own admission you have been cheating on me with Dale ever since that trip to Chicago."
"I know and I'm sorry that you had to find out."
"Why the affair with Dale? You went ten years working with him and if you are to be believed you never had any sort of sexual relationship with him. I can somewhat understand the night of your gangbang, but why since?"
"You already hate me enough that you are going to divorce me so I see no need to go into it."
"You might not see the need, but I do. You owe it to me to tell me how I failed you."
"How you failed? You never failed me Bob; I'm the one who failed you."
"I had to have failed you somewhere along the line or you wouldn't be fucking Dale. I can see how Chicago happened and if you had come home to me and confessed and told me the story we could have possibly worked our way past it, but a three month affair with Dale since then? I must have failed you in some area. You don't just go off and cheat on your partner for no reason. I want to know Sandi. I have to know."
She looked at me steadily for about ten seconds or so and then she said:
"You never failed me Bob; I failed you. You have always wanted to try anal sex and I have always refused. I always said that it was dirty, disgusting and I would never do it. That second night they took my ass Bob. They didn't ask; they just took it. I was on my hands and knees and Cal was fucking me doggie while I was sucking on John. It was over an hour into the sex session and I was flying. I'd had a dozen orgasms and I was hot and into it. I was so into it that when Cal started used his thumb and fingers on my butt hole I barely noticed. It wasn't until he pulled his cock out of my pussy and put it at my butt hole that I noticed. I started to pull my mouth off John and tell Cal no, but at that point John was coming and he grabbed my head to hold it while he pumped his load down my throat and while I was gulping Cal pushed his cock into my ass and started fucking it. By the time John let go of my head what Cal was doing didn't feel half bad and by the time Cal came I was pushing back at him. I discovered that I loved anal sex. I almost prefer it to vaginal sex and I'm sorry as hell that I never let you do it to me. The problem was that I couldn't come home and say:
"Guess what. I found out that I love anal sex."
"All I could do was wait until you brought it up again and then pretend to reluctantly give in and then suddenly discover that it wasn't bad at all.
"It was an uncomfortable flight back home. Both Dale and I knew we had crossed a line and even though we had adjoining seats we didn't talk. When we got home I took three days off and considered resigning, but then said to hell with it. It was a one time thing and it would never happen again. Not only that, but you would never know.



"I went back to work and my working relationship with Dale was a little cool at first, but by the end of the week we were back on track. It was the Tuesday of the following week that everything changed. Dale and I had a working lunch with some people from the ad agency and I'd had a couple glasses of wine. Not enough to cause me to do anything like I had in Chicago, but enough to loosen me up. The people from the agency left and Dale said:
"I know that it is a sore subject for you, but I can't get Chicago off my mind. It was the most exciting and sexually satisfying thing that ever happened to me and I want to thank you for it."
"I couldn't believe it. He and Clara have been married for over thirty years and what we did was the most sexually satisfying thing he had ever done? I should have kept my mouth shut but I didn't. I said he had to be kidding me and he said no he wasn't. Clara had never let him have anal sex and the first he ever had was with me. It made him feel wicked and it excited him and he'd had one of the biggest climaxes of his life. I'd had enough wine in me that I told him I knew just how he felt. I told him it was the first time for me too. He told me that he couldn't believe it.
"That magnificent ass and Bob doesn't tap it?"
"I told him that it was my fault and I told him why and that I was hoping and praying that you would bring it up again. Then he said that we should take care of each other until it happened. I said he was joking right and he said not in the least. He said all I had to do was give the word and he'd get up and get us a room. I thought back to that second night in Chicago and how I'd loved taking it in the ass and how it might be a while before I could get you to do it and then I told Dale to go get the room. Once in the room I made it absolutely clear to him that it would be anal sex only and even then only until I could find some way to get you into doing it with me."
"You are telling me that you only had anal sex with him?"
She looked away for a second or two and then said, "That was all it was supposed to be, but once I got into it other stuff happened."
"Other stuff?"
"Damn it Bob! You already know the worst so why are you picking at the scab? Yes, other things! He got started, we both got off, but I needed more so I got him hard again. We both came again and I still wanted more so I got him up again and when he pushed me down on the bed and went for my pussy I didn't stop him. Since the first time it has been three quarters anal and a quarter of the others."
"How often?"
"When ever he wanted. I didn't go after him, but I didn't say no when he asked."
"How often?"
"Some weeks once, some weeks twice and one week it was three times."
"That's a lot of sloppy seconds to be giving someone you say you love."
"You never, not ever, got sloppy seconds. I always showered, douched and brushed my teeth before leaving the hotel room. You may not believe me, but I do love you and I would never disrespect you like that."
"Bullshit Sandi! Every time you were with him you were disrespecting me. Every time you brought your soiled body home to me after being with him you were disrespecting me."
"Now it is my turn to say bullshit Bob! I love you and you know I do. I've shown it everyday that we have been together. I fucked up and I admit it, but not once did I ever give my affections to another and before you even say it sex for the sake of sex is not affection. And it cost you nothing honey. What he got during the day was something you wouldn't have gotten anyway because you were working. If anything you came out ahead on the deal because I was still horny when I got home and I went after you."
"Yeah, and gave me sloppy seconds."
"I told you I alwa......"
"But I was still the second man in you that day. You may not have been sloppy, but I was still getting leftovers. Warmed up maybe, but still Dale's leftovers."
"I don't want a divorce honey. I may be flawed, but I'm still yours, heart, body and soul. Please don't let my being weak ruin what we have had for over twenty years. I'll do anything Bob; anything at all to stay your wife."
"I don't know Sandi. You are asking a lot from me and I don't know that I can give it. You let me down Sandi and I don't know that I can trust you never to do it again."
"I swear Bob, never again."
"Yeah Sandi; you say that now, but how am I supposed to know that you mean it? The trust is gone Sandi and it will never come back. You have planted the seeds of distrust in my mind and those seeds are going to sit there forever. Even if I were to somehow convince myself to stay with you those seeds will keep reminding me of what you did. The weekend in Chicago isn't the killer Sandi; it is the three months with Dale since that weekend.
"I'm going to trust that you never brought Dale into this house and into our bed so I'm not going to do anything drastic like burn the bed, but I am going to be sleeping in it alone. You need to move your things into one of the spare bedrooms until I decide what I'm going to do."
"Please Bob; don't do this. Let me prove to you that I love you and want to stay with you. Let me make it up to you."
"How? By giving me Dale's ass? And it is Dale's ass since you gave it to him, but never to me. Just move your stuff Sandi and try to stay out of my way for a while."
I got up and left the garage as she started crying. I had to do it. I had to leave. To see the woman I loved crying made me want to take her in my arms and comfort her, but I couldn't. I had to stay strong and so I left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had one of the bedrooms set up as a combination home office and den. Sandi referred to it as my man cave and I went into it and closed the door. I sat down at the computer, brought up 'favorites' and clicked on 'accounts.' I selected the bank and checked on our accounts. There were four of them and one of them Sandi had no access to so I left the bare minimum in the other three and moved the majority of the funds into the account Sandi couldn't use. I did not believe that I could hang on with Sandi and I knew her well enough to know what she was likely to do if she thought for sure that I was going to kick her to the curb. I'd do the credit cards in the morning. Then I reconsidered my movements and transferred enough back into the joint checking account to cover the monthly bills.
When I was done I sat there and stared at the screen saver as I thought about what Sandi had done. It amazed me that she thought she could do what she did and that I would accept it and forgive her for it. If I had so much as kissed another woman under the mistletoe at a Christmas party I would have been living in a deep freeze and exercising my right hand for months, but I was supposed to accept the fact that she'd had a three month long affair? Again, if she had told me about Chicago we could probably have worked by it, but an affair? Jesus, what a fucking mess.
I killed another half hour in the den and then went out into the kitchen and made myself a bite to eat. Sandi wasn't downstairs so I assumed that she was upstairs moving her things. I watched some TV and around nine I headed up to bed. Sandi was sitting on the bed and when I walked into the room she said:
"Please Bob, don't make me leave."
"Leave Sandi. Don't make me pick you up and carry to your new room."
"At least I'd have your arms around me."
"How about I just grab a handful of your hair and drag you? Get the fuck out of here Sandi and stay away from me. If you need to be held give Dale a call. After all, he is the one who has been seeing to your needs."
She got up and left the room crying. I didn't sleep all that well that night.
To be continued...
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The next morning I was up and gone before Sandi got up. I had breakfast at a coffee shop just up the street from work and when I got to the office I did just what Frank had suggested. I put the names of all six women on my PA list in a small box, shook it up and then reached inside and pulled out a name.
Pauline French was going to be my new personal assistant. Were the Gods fucking with me? Pauline is the only one of all the women on my list that I had lustful thoughts about. I imagined myself telling her that my wife was also a PA and then telling Pauline about how my wife took care of Dale and then telling Pauline that I wanted the same kind of PA. Then I saw myself in a sexual harassment suit and the thought faded fast.
Frank looked in on me and I told him that I had taken his advice and had pulled Pauline's name out of the box and that I'd offer her the position when she came in. He laughed and said:
"Keep it clean Bob. I've seen the way you look at her south side when she's walking north and what's more I've seen the way she looks at you when she thinks no one is watching."
"You can't be serious."
"Just keep it clean buddy. I'd hate to lose you over a bit of tail."
He left for his office leaving me with the thought "Pauline has been checking me out?"
Wanting to keep everybody as happy as possible under the circumstances I called all six women who had applied for the PA position into my office and then explained to them that they were all well qualified and so much so that I was having a hard time picking one of them. I told them what Frank's solution to a similar problem had been and that I had decided to do the same. I put a deck of cards and a box on my desk and said:
"I've put all your names into the box and to be fair I'm going to let one of you make the decision for me. High card will draw a name from the box and that will be the person I offer the position to."
Ann Marie was high with the ten of spades and she reached in the box and pulled out a slip. She went to hand it to me, but I told her to read it out loud. She did and while all the girls were congratulating Pauline and no one was looking I put the box with the slips that all had Pauline's name on them on the floor and put the box that had all the names but Pauline's on the desk in case any one wanted to take a look. After everyone had congratulated Pauline and had gone back to work Pauline sat down across from me and said:
"You seem to have overlooked something?"
"What is that?"
"You didn't offer me the position and give me a chance to say yes or no."
"You are right; I never thought of that, but to be fair to me you did apply for the job so why would I think I needed to offer it to you? You don't want it?"
"I did when I applied, but I didn't know about your wife at the time."
"Sandi? What does she have to do with this?"
"Maybe nothing, I don't know and that is what I guess we need to talk about."
"You have my interest Pauline. Just what do we need to talk about?"
"You had no way of knowing, but my sister works at Martin in the same department as your wife and her boss Dale. Pat, that's my sister, told me about three months ago that your wife and her boss were getting it on. She found out by accident. She was in the supply room getting a ream of paper for the copy machine and the supply room shares a rather thin wall with the men' bathroom and she overheard your wife's boss telling two other guys about the visit to Amalgamated and how your wife took care of the guys from Amalgamated and clinched the deal.
"One of the guys he was talking to asked if your wife was as hot as she looked and her boss said she was even hotter than she looked and then said that since she had done a gangbang in Chicago and had loved it maybe he could set up another one for them and they both said to count them in. This made Pat curious and she started watching your wife and her boss. She said they took a lot of long lunches together and a lot of times your wife came back from them with what Pat called a 'just fucked' look about her.
"One time when everyone was at lunch Pat came back early and had been walking by your wife's boss's office just as he heard:
"Oh God, but I do love this tight ass of yours."
Pat went and sat down where she could keep an eye on the door of the office and about twenty minutes later your wife came out with that 'just fucked' look that Pat had mentioned."
"So what does that have to do with me offering you the PA position?"
"I'm wondering if you are expecting me to be the same kind of personal assistant that your wife is?"
"God Lord no! Absolutely not! What my wife did destroyed our marriage. Why would I want that with you?"
"That's too bad."
"Why?"
"Because that's the kind of PA that I want to be."
"You can't be serious?"
"Of course I am. I've wanted you since the day I hired in and first saw you. I've fantasized being bent over your desk like your wife was probably bent over her boss's. When the position as your PA opened up I couldn't wait to apply. I imagined us on business trips and being in rooms with connecting doors that I would come through to you when our day was over. I saw myself sealing deals for you so you would get raises and promotions and become even more important to the company. I saw myself doing whatever it took to make my man need me enough to keep me around."
"Your man?"
"Yes, my man. I saw myself taking you away from your wife and then showing you that I would do anything for you. Absolutely anything!"
"You can't mean that."
"Oh but I do. I want you so bad I'll do whatever you want. Do gangbangs and pull trains to get you the deal? Done! Fuck the president and CEO of the company to get you promoted? Done! I'm yours to do with what you will. I'll fuck the world for you if you want me to, or I'll stay at home and raise your babies and no other man will ever touch me if that's what you want."
"I don't know what to say Pauline. No, that's not true. I do know what to say about part of it. If I have to provide sex to get a signature on a contact it will never happen and the customer can stick the contract up his ass. The same goes for providing sex for promotions or raises. I'll resign before that ever happens."
"Okay then; that leaves bent over your desk, connecting doors on trips together or staying at home and having your babies."
"None of that is going to happen Pauline. I'm a married man and until I'm not I won't cheat on my wife even though she has cheated on me. That's just the way I am."
"I know. That's just one of the reasons why I want you."
"That just doesn't compute Pauline. On the one hand you want me because I won't screw around on a wife who screwed around on me and on the other you say you will be a promiscuous slut."
"You didn't listen to me. I said I would do anything for my man. That was the key. My man. My man would be my life and I would do whatever he wanted. From being a saint to being a slut. I give myself to my man. Totally!"
"Well I can't be your man while I'm married to Sandi." I paused and then said, "And besides, I don't know you well enough to consider you as a replacement for Sandi."
"Then why do you stare at my ass and legs every chance you get?"
"I didn't say I didn't lust for you, just that I don't know you very well."
"You will know me well enough by the time your divorce is final."
"You are assuming that Sandi and I won't work it out."
"Not likely and for the same reason you previously mentioned."
"Previously mentioned?"
"You won't cheat on a wife who cheated on you. A man with a moral code like that won't stay with a woman who stabbed him in the back."
I had no answer for that so I said, "I'm offering you the personal assistant's position Ms. French. Please let me know your decision as soon as possible."
"You know I'm going to take it. I need to be as close to you as possible if I am going to have any chance at getting what I want."
"Okay then; your first job will be to get me a new secretary. Doris has given me two weeks notice. Her husband has taken a job in Boston. Get with Doris and she can give you a feel for what my secretary needs to be like. I require more of a secretary than she be able to answer a phone and type."
"You do know that any secretary I pick for you is going to be ugly as sin right? I'm not going to allow anyone that even remotely looks like competition to get close to you."
"Just don't get her too ugly. I do need to deal with her on a daily basis without my stomach becoming queasy."
We spent an hour gong over what her duties would be and what I'd be expecting from her. Then I began the process of moving out of my office and into the office that Dan Harvest, the previous regional director, had vacated when he retired. A small office with a connecting door was next to it and that is where Marsha Loomis, his PA, had worked. When Dan retired he took Marsha with him and they were married a week later. Pauline wasted no time in telling me that Dan and Marsha had set the precedent.
"What precedent?"
"That the regional director marrys his PA."
"Good Lord woman; am I going to have to put up with this daily?"
"Yep. I have to make sure that you understand just how serious I am."
I shrugged. What the hell! What red-blooded man wouldn't like to have a woman like Pauline after him? But that was something that was going to have to wait. Living in a no-fault state I already knew from hearing the horror stories of friends who had gone through divorces just what I could expect when I went for mine. It might not be quite as bad for me since we didn't have children and Sandi actually did make about the same as I did so alimony shouldn't be much as long as I stayed calm and didn't go after Dale or his employer.
I would have to talk with Frank about possibly making me an 'acting regional director' and hold off on any increase in pay until after the divorce was final and then give me the difference between my old pay and my new pay as a bonus once I was a free man. The last thing I did before leaving the office was call an attorney and make an appointment.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the drive home I thought about what Pauline had told me and I wondered if I was up to being 'her man.' There was a fifteen year age difference between us and that thought prompted another thought. What the hell did a twenty-seven year old fox see in a forty-five year old man? Well it did answer an earlier question that I had asked myself. I had asked myself if a forty-five year old single guy could attract younger women.
Sandi was home when I got there and she had dinner on. I grabbed a beer out of the fridge as she said:
"Now that you have had time to think on it do you still intend to go for a divorce?"
"Of course I am."
"But why Bob? Okay so I slipped up and did a stupid thing, but I love you and you know I do. Why throw away twenty-three good years? We are good together Bob and we always have been. We don't need a divorce honey. We can get past it; just give me a chance."
"No Sandi; we might, just might, have been able to get by it if you had come to me and told me about the Chicago business, but there is no way I can get by the three months that you have been giving it up to Dale. It is a done deal Sandi. I have an appointment to see an attorney tomorrow afternoon and you will probably be served with the papers by the end of the week."
"I don't want a divorce Bob and I'll fight it."
"Go ahead and fight Sandi. All it will get you is debt. You can stall it; slow it down some, but you can't stop it. We live in a state where no fault divorce is the law. I file and it happens. I don't even have to give a reason. I file and sooner or later it happens. Under no-fault we split everything fifty fifty. The house gets sold and we each get half of the proceeds and we each get half of all the other assets. I file and you don't fight and you will get enough money out of the deal to set yourself up in a condo and have some cash to fall back on. You fight it and you will be paying an attorney who can't do anything but slow the process down. Nothing he can do can make me stay married to you. I've made up my mind not to go after your company or go after Dale because as long as you are working I won't have to pay alimony."
When I said that I could see the sudden thought cross her face and I cut it off at the pass.
"You can quit thinking that I'll keep you rather than pay alimony, but that won't work. What will happen if you quit your job or fight the divorce is that I'll either sue Dale and your company and use that money to pay the alimony or I'll drop the divorce, move out and stop paying the bills. The phone, gas and electricity will get turned off and since I won't be making house payments the house will go into foreclosure. You lose either way. Face up to it Sandi; you have thrown your marriage away. Right now you need to be thinking of how to come out of it with something. That's the choice you have to make Sandi. Come out of it with something or come out of it with nothing, but either way Sandi, I'm gone."
Sandi started crying and left the room. I shrugged, got a plate and sat down to eat. When I was done I went out into the garage and worked on my Mustang.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I talked with Frank and he agreed to what I wanted pay-wise. As long as I didn't take the raise in pay until after the divorce Sandi and I would be making the same money.
Pauline was looking pretty good that day and I began thinking that I might have to change my mind on not having anything to do with her until my divorce was final. I'd begun thinking that once I filed and Sandi was served the marriage was as good as over and I should be free to play with Pauline.
That afternoon the attorney told me what I already knew and I told him to go ahead and prepare the papers and then have them served on Sandi Saturday morning when she would be at home.
When I left the lawyer's office I figured that there was no sense in going back to work for just an hour so I hit a Starbucks and went through the daily paper looking for an apartment to rent. I found and circled a couple and noticed that I had to go right by them on my way home so I decided to stop and check them out.
They were nice. Both had swimming pools, but one of them also had an exercise room, a steam room and a large hot tub. It was fifty bucks more a month than the other place, but to me it would be worth it. I signed up for a two bedroom unit, paid the requisite fees and headed for home.
As I drove I made a mental list of what I would need to furnish the place and I also made a mental note to find a storage place with a unit large enough to park the Mustang in and work on it.
Sandi was in the living room when I got home. She was reading a book and when I came in she looked up from it long enough to tell me that dinner was on the stove. I made myself a plate, ate and then went out to the garage to work on the car. At eight-thirty I went into the house and told Sandi that I needed to talk with her. We sat at the table in the kitchen and I told her that I had seen an attorney and that she would be served papers at the house on Saturday morning.
"You are going to do it? You are really going to do it?"
"Of course I am and I've already told you why. It will be a straight forward deal. Everything will be split fifty-fifty and our pay is about equal so there shouldn't be any alimony. We each keep our pensions and 401k's. The only thing that will need to be worked out is the house. If you want to keep it you can buy out my half otherwise it will be sold and we will split the proceeds equally."
"You don't want to buy out my half?"
"No. Too many memories. I don't want to live with constant reminders of what used to be."
"I think you are being foolish Bob. I love you and you know I do. We can work it out. There does not have to be a divorce."
"I'm sorry Sandi, but there is no way I can work by what you have been doing with Dale these last three months and you should know me well enough by now to realize that. I put a deposit down on an apartment today and I will probably move into it over the weekend. You need to decide what you want to do on the house. If you don't want it we need to get it listed."
I got up and headed for the bedroom. I took a shower and then lay in bed reading until my eyes got heavy and then I turned out the light and drifted off to sleep. Something tugging at my leg woke me up and when I opened my eyes I saw that the room light was on. I tried to sit up and couldn't because my arms were tied to the bed posts. I looked down and saw that the tugging on my leg was Sandi tying my legs to the bottom of the bed. I was tied spread-eagled on the bed.
Sandi was naked and when she saw I was awake she smiled at me and said:
"No need to panic. I don't want to hurt you. At least I don't think that it will hurt you. You do need to lay there and be quiet however since I really don't want to gag you if I don't need to."
"What the hell are you doing Sandi?"
"All in good time Bob. Just bear with me. I need to prep you first."
She climbed onto the bed and took my cock in her mouth. Even as upset and pissed off at her as I was there was no way my cock wasn't going to respond to her mouth and she had me up in no time. She worked on it for a while and then she got off the bed and went over to the dresser and came back with a tube of KY.
"I've already done me" she said, "I just need to get you ready."
She covered my cock with KY and then she got up on the bed and stood over me.
"This isn't the way I wanted it to happen" she said as she lowered herself down to me reverse cowgirl style, "But there is no way I'm not going to have you in my ass at least once."
She took hold of my cock, lined it up with her asshole and then pushed down so my cockhead pushed past her sphincter muscle. She took more of me in and then she fucked herself on my cock.
"Feel how tight it is baby? You could have a steady diet of it if you wanted. Are you sure that you want a divorce? Would you really give this up when you don't have to?"
At that particular instant the answer was "Hell no I don't want to" but I knew that as soon as I got off and my cock went soft the decision to divorce was still going to be there.
"Cum for me baby, let me have it; give it to me baby, give it to me" she cried and I did. Sandi kept riding up and down until I started to go limp and then she got off me. She laughed and said; "Don't go away now" and she left me and went into the bathroom. She came back with a wash rag and a towel and cleaned my crotch area. She dropped the rag and towel on the floor and said:
"Now let's see what we can do with this limp thing here."
She started fondling my cock and I didn't say a word; I just watched. After a bit of fondling she took me in her mouth again and went to work. By then I realized she had no intention of hurting me so I just lay there and waited to see what was going to happen next. It goes without saying that my cock responded. Once she had it standing tall she climbed aboard cowgirl style and took me in her pussy. As she rode me she looked down at me and said:
"Are you sure you want a divorce baby? You know I love you and I know you love this. Don't give it up baby."
She got off me, turned to reverse cowgirl and took me in her ass again. As she moved up and down she kept telling me that I could have as much of her ass as I wanted and whenever I wanted.
"It's yours baby; all of me is yours. I want you to take my ass doggie baby. I want you to puppy fuck my ass."
She went up and came down hard and made the sounds that she makes when she orgasms and moaned:
"So good, so good; oh yeah baby, so fucking good."



She kept going until I came and rode me until I started to soften and then she got off me and left the room.
She came back ten minutes later fully dressed and with a knife in her hands. I suddenly realized that my earlier thought that she had no intention of harming me might have been faulty and I guess it showed on my face as she said:
"Oh no baby; I couldn't hurt you. I could never hurt you."
I watched as she untied my right arm and then dropped the knife where I could pick it up with my right hand.
"We'll talk tonight baby" and she left. As I was cutting the rope tying my left arm to the bed I heard the garage door open and shortly thereafter close. I got myself loose, took a shower, dressed and then went to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove I wondered what Sandi felt that we needed to talk about. I thought that I had made my position perfectly clear. Her dalliance with Dale had ended our marriage. That was cut and dried. The fact that my cock had finally been in her ass wasn't going to change a thing. I briefly considered pretending to drop the divorce and fucking Sandi's ass until she was served, but I quickly put that thought out of my mind. I couldn't be that much of an asshole. The idea was tempting and I could rationalize doing it as revenge for what she had done with Dale, but the bottom line was that I would still have to live with myself. I just wasn't the kind of guy who could do it and not feel guilty afterwards.
The day flew by at work and the only time I thought of being in Sandi's ass was when I saw Pauline's back side and wondered how tight it might be as I eased into it. And once again I thought of changing my stance on what my status would be when Sandi was served and I moved out. The marriage would be as good as over right? Technically, if not legally I would be single again right? And of course there was the fact that Sandi had broken her vows so that released me from mine right? Even as I had the thoughts I knew I was going to have my work cut out for me if I was going to overcome my basic programming as far as my marriage vows were concerned.
I had a surprise for Sandi. She had said that we would talk that night when we got home, but I wasn't going home. When I got off work I checked into a motel and then turned my cell phone off. I had dinner at the Outback Steak House and then stopped at Bud's Bar for a couple of beers before going back to the motel.
I had arranged with Frank to take the next day off so I slept late and then had breakfast at the IHOP next to the motel. After eating I called Martin and asked to speak to Sandi and was told that she was in a meeting. I was asked if I wanted to leave a message and I told the receptionist that I would call back later. Knowing that Sandi was at work and not at the house I headed to the U-Haul place and rented a truck and a car hauling trailer. By four I had everything out of the house that I wanted. I left my wedding ring in the middle of the kitchen table and then I left.
I drove over to my new apartment and moved in and then returned the truck and trailer. The U-Haul place also had storage units and I rented a large one and moved the Mustang, my tools and all my shop equipment into it. I hit a Denny's for dinner and then stopped at a Wal-Mart to buy some of the things I needed to set myself up in my bachelor pad.
I slept pretty soundly that night and when I woke up in the morning I realized that it was the first day of a fresh start. Even so it started on a sour note. I turned on my cell phone which had been off for thirty-six hours and it was full of missed messages and voice mails and they were all from Sandi. I deleted them all and debated cancelling the phone and getting a new one with a different number, but decided that it would be too much trouble given all the people I would have to contact and give the new number to. Half of whom would want to know why and I wasn't up to telling them.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to work Doris was already there and she gave me a nasty look and said:
"You need to call your wife. She has called twenty-seven times since yesterday and she is accusing me of being a liar when I tell her that you are not here. She says that I'm just saying that because you told me to."
"I do not want to talk to her Doris. I've moved out and want nothing to do with her anymore. When she calls put her on hold and leave her there until she drops off."
That prompted another thought and I went back down to the lobby and told the guard at the security desk that Sandi was under no condition to be allowed in the building. He shrugged and said:
"I'll put it in the log so the other shifts will see it, but I can't promise anything. When things get real busy here people can and have slipped by."
Knowing he was right I said nothing and went back to my office. Pauline came in and said:
"Why the sour look?"
I told her and she said, "Even if she gets by security Doris and I will see that she doesn't get to you."
"How can you do that?"
"Stall her long enough for you to leave your office and go through mine to get to the back stairs."
"I guess I lucked out and got the right PA after all."
"And don't you forget it."
As she left the room and I watched her ass I wondered if she was wearing those tight slacks knowing what her marvelous ass was making me think? I slapped myself mentally. "Of course she knows you dummy."
At twelve I called Doris into the office and told her to get her purse as I was taking her to lunch as a way of thanking her for putting up with Sandi. Once we had given our orders Doris said:
"I'm not normally a nosy person, but I just have to ask. What's up with you and Sandi? I saw the two of you two weeks ago and you looked great together."
"That's because two weeks ago I didn't know what I now know. Sandi has been cheating on me for the last three months and I just found out about it."
"Sandi? Cheating on you? I find that hard to believe."
"This isn't a case of I think she is. I confronted her and she admitted it. She says that it was just a short fling and that we can get by it. I, on the other hand, don't see things that way."
"That's a shame. You and Sandi were so good together."
At that point our orders came. As we ate I asked her if Pauline had discussed with her what to do if Sandi showed up and she said that they had talked about it and that is what had prompted her question to me when we sat down.
"I'm butting in where it is none of my business, but I'd be careful where Pauline is concerned."
"Why would you say that?"
"When she was telling me what to do if Sandi showed up I could see that she was already thinking of how to take Sandi's place."
"Would that be bad? She is a damned good looking woman and smart too."
"Just be careful Bob. Call it woman's tuition for lack of a better description, but I'm not sure that Pauline would be good for you. There is something about her that to me just doesn't ring right."
I changed the subject and asked what she planned to do when she got to Boston and that carried us through the rest of lunch. When we got back to the office I bit the bullet and called Sandi at work. When she answered I said:
"I'm not interrupting anything am I? I mean I didn't catch you bent over Dale's desk or on your knees under it did I?"
She hung up on me and I had to smile. She had been trying to get in touch with me and there I was on the phone and she hung up on me. I called back and told the receptionist that Sandi had been too busy to take my call so I'd leave a message for her.
"Please tell her to make sure that she is at home Saturday morning to take delivery of the package. If for some reason she can't be there I'll have it delivered to her at work on Monday. It is important Cheri so please make sure that she gets the message."
I left work early and hit the bank. In the papers that Sandi would be served with was a breakdown of the household expenses and she was informed that half of that amount was what she needed to set aside from her paycheck. Actually it was a good deal for her as she was living in the home while I was having to maintain a separate residence. Like the attorney said:
"You always lose something in a divorce no matter who is at fault."
I called and cancelled all of our joint credit cards and got the payoff balances of all of them. I cashed in two of the certificates of deposit that were in the safe deposit box and used the money to pay off the credit cards. That left five CDs, six U.S. Government savings bonds and some personal papers in the box so I rented another one in my name only and took three of the CDs and my personal papers -- birth certificate, passport and the like -- and moved them to the new box. That done I had the weekend to look forward to and I expected it to be busy with my settling into my new digs.
Saturday morning I got up and had breakfast at the IHOP and then hit a couple of stores to get more of what I needed to make apartment living more comfortable for me. That afternoon I hit the exercise room and was pleased to see several leotard clad lovelies there working out. I noticed that only one of them was wearing a wedding ring and I had the thought that the extra fifty bucks that the apartment was costing me was worth it just for the scenery. That thought was reinforced when I went to the swimming pool and saw all of the lovelies there. When I did start to play it looked like I had a 'target rich environment' to work with. Providing of course that Pauline didn't get me.
Once back in my apartment as I was making myself dinner it finally hit me. I was without Sandi in my life for the first time in twenty-three years. It was upsetting because I did love her. Not that I had loved her, but that I still did love her. I probably always would, but I just could not accept what she had done and put it behind me. I just wasn't wired that way. I knew I was going to miss her in the coming months, but there was no going back for me.
To be continued...
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Sunday was a day of getting used to my new life. I spent time in the exercise room and at the pool and I spent some time at the storage unit working on the Mustang.
Monday morning when I got to work Doris, who had already been there for a half hour, told me that Sandi had called three times in the past fifteen minutes. I decided to get it over with and I called her at work. The receptionist told me that she was in a meeting, but had left instructions that if I called Cheri was to interrupt the meeting and get her. Thirty seconds later Sandi was on the phone.
"You did it" she said. "You actually did it. How could you just throw away twenty-three years away?"
"Me? I didn't throw anything away Sandi; it is all on you. Anyway, I am returning your three calls this morning. What do you want?"
"We need to sit down and talk Bob. This is getting totally out of hand."
"There is nothing to talk about Sandi. You did what you did and I can not accept it."
"Okay, okay, I made a mistake. A big mistake, but it doesn't change the fact that we love each other. We can get by this Bob. I know I'll have my work cut out for me, but we can do it. Just give me a chance Bob."
"Why would I want to do that when by your own admission you were going to keep on stabbing me in the back for years and years to come?"
"I never said that!"
"Sure you did. You told me that you were letting Dale have your ass until you could get me to tap it. Do you deny that?"
"Well, no but..."
"No buts Sandi. You have been giving Dale your ass for the last three months. In those three months did you do anything to start to ease me into thinking about trying to get you to let me have anal sex with you? No you didn't. You were going to keep fucking Dale until I made a move to try and have anal sex with you only I was never going to make that move. You said no to anal sex so many times that I came to accept that it never was going to happen and as a result I was never going to mention it again. That meant that you would keep on giving your ass to Dale for years and years to come.
"Barry told me that the boys were already making plans for the party they were going to have with you in nine months when you and Dale go back there to renegotiate the contract. And you would do it. After all, wouldn't you have been fucking Dale for a year and didn't you get into it the last time?"
"Damn it Bob; I will never do anything like that ever again!"
"The problem Sandi is that I don't believe you. If I hadn't found out and confronted you about it you would still be fucking Dale several times a week. I've got an in at Martin and my mole tells me that Dale is trying to set you up for a gangbang with some of the other guys you work with and why would Dale do that if he didn't think you would go along with it?"
"Your mole is right. He has been after me to do it, but your mole should be telling you that I have absolutely refused to even consider it. It is not going to happen Bob."
"That's what you say Sandi, but again, I don't believe anything you say any more. The ease with which you have been cheating on me these last three months has me thinking that you have done it even before that Chicago trip."
"Damn it Bob; I never ever did that!"
"How do you drive thoughts like that out of my mind given that I know what you have been doing? Those thoughts are there Sandi because your actions put them there and they will not go away. In fact, every time I see you or talk to you they come rushing back to the front of my mind. I'm sorry Sandi, but I can't live like that. I can't spend my time wondering where you are or what you might be doing and who you might be doing it with. Again, the ease with which you have cheated on me since your Chicago trip is always going to be on my mind."
"I'll quit the job."
"Won't matter Sandi. I'll still be working and since I can't be with you twenty-four hours a day seven days a week I'd always be wondering what you were doing when I wasn't around. Keep the job Sandi. It pays well and it is more than you would get in alimony."
"I'm not going to give up Bob. I love you and I know you love me and I know that we can work things out if you will just give me a chance."
"I do love you Sandi and I probably always will, but I can't live with you. I'm sorry, but I just can't. From now on all communication between us needs to go through my attorney. Goodbye Sandi."
I hung up and I heard "Life sucks doesn't it!" I looked over and saw Pauline standing in the doorway between her office and mine.
"Yes it does" I said, "but it still goes on."
"Can I offer to cheer you up? I make a pretty good meatloaf and I wouldn't mind company for dinner tonight."
I thought about it for a few seconds and then said, "Sure; why not. I'll bring the wine."
As soon as Pauline opened the door to her condo I saw that she was hoping for more than just a companion for dinner. Her blouse was cut low, her skirt was high and so were her heels. I did have to admit that she looked good enough to eat and I was sure that was the effect that she was aiming for.
She hadn't fibbed; she did indeed make a pretty good meat loaf. It was served with a baked potato, french style green beans and crusty sourdough bread. We washed it down with the Cabernet Sauvignon that I'd brought and then I helped her to do the dishes. As we left the kitchen for the living room Pauline said:
"I'm not a very subtle person Bob. I have a tendency to go after what I want so I think you should know that there is nothing underneath what I'm wearing but skin. That should tell you what I'm hoping to have for dessert."
"That's a very tempting offer, but I'm still a married man."
"Bull crap boss man. You filed for divorce and I heard you on the phone telling her there wasn't a chance in hell that you would change your mind. To me that means that your marriage is over and therefore you are as good as single."
As she said that she was taking off her blouse and dropping her skirt on the floor. She stood there before me naked except for her high heels and as I feasted my eyes on her she said:
"You really want to turn this down?"
What the hell; I was only human. I was sitting there with a cock so hard you could have split bricks with it while the voices in my head argued. "You can't!" "Yes you can." "It isn't right; you are still married." "No I'm not. I've moved out and I'm moving on."
Pauline interrupted my thoughts. "Come on Bob; you know you want to."
I stood up and she walked up to me and reached for my zipper and I stopped fighting it.
Pauline lived up to all that the package had promised. She was hot and she was damned near insatiable. She sucked me, I ate her, we made love, went sixty-nine and made love again. We showered together and I took her from behind as she leaned against the shower wall. As I was dressing she said:
"You don't have to go. I'd like to wake up next to you in the morning."
"If I don't leave now I wouldn't leave you alone and I wouldn't have enough energy left in me to drag myself into work in the morning."
"Get user to it lover; it is going to be your steady diet from now on."
As I drove back to my apartment I wondered if I was physically able to handle a steady diet of what Pauline promised. I also wondered if I wanted to jump into a new long term relationship when I didn't even have the paperwork that would end my last one. I fell into an exhausted sleep when my head hit my pillow.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next day Pauline was totally professional. No one seeing us together would have even thought that there was something going on between us. It wasn't until quitting time and after Doris had gone home that she asked:
"Are you stopping by tonight?"
"No, I don't think so."
I saw the disappointment in her eyes and I said, "I thought that since you cooked for me last night I would cook for you tonight."
Dessert at my place was every bit as exhausting as dessert at her place had been. The only difference was that she was still in my bed when the clock went off at six. Our morning shower had predictable results and we had to hurry in order to make it to work on time.
Every night for the next six weeks found me either at Pauline's place or Pauline at mine. At work everything was kept on a professional level and no one would suspect ever suspect up of being bad.
Sandi had stopped trying to get in touch with me and my attorney told me that she had gotten an attorney and was fighting the divorce.
"She can't stop it, but she can slow it down and make it expensive enough that you might decide to drop it."
"Let me think about it for a bit. I might be able to come up with something that will make her back off."
Just when I thought that life couldn't get any more complicated I got a phone call that proved me wrong. I was sitting in a booth at Duke's Steak House looking at the menu when I saw Pauline coming toward me. I wondered how she knew I was there, but then I noticed that she wasn't wearing the same clothes that she was wearing when I left the office. Since she didn't know that I was going to be here I concluded that she was meeting someone.
Wrong conclusion I thought as she headed right for me. She walked up to the table and I stood to greet her. Instead of just taking a seat she offered me her hand as she said:
"Hi. I'm Pat and I can tell from the look on your face that you didn't know that Paulie and I are twins."
"No, as a matter of fact I didn't know. Please sit down. What can I get you to drink?"
"A vodka tonic with a slice of lime would go good right about now."
The waitress was there as soon as Pat sat down and I ordered drinks for both Pat and myself. As soon as the waitress was gone I asked:
"So what is this really important thing that you need to talk to me about? All your phone call said was that it was important that you see me about Pauline."
"There is this thing about twins. They are either joined at the hip, know each others thoughts and they live and act as one or they hate each other. Maybe not hate, but they don't get along all that well. Paulie and I fall into that second category. We didn't start out that way, but when we reached middle school things started going bad between us. Paulie started wanting what I had. Before we started middle school we shared. What was mine was hers and what was hers was mine.
In middle school we discovered boys and for some reason if I had a boy Paulie just had to take him away from me. I never understood it because she could have had her pick of guys, but the ones she wanted were always the ones I had. In fact, if she had a boyfriend when I started seeing a guy she would drop her boyfriend and then start after my guy. She was always able to take them away from me because she would always give them something that I wouldn't. I wouldn't put out, but Pauline would and did. It went on all the way through junior high and high school and it only stopped after high school because we went to different colleges."
At that point our waitress arrived with our drinks and took our order. When she was gone I asked:
"What has that got to do with me?"
"I'm getting to that. I went to college here and Paulie went to college in Ohio so she wasn't around to intrude on my relationships. I met Brian and fell in love and it seemed that he loved me. I started planning my future with Brian. Paulie didn't know Brian and had never met him. When she came home on summer break between our sophomore and junior years he was back in Ohio working as an intern at his father's business.
"She finally met him during spring break in our junior year. Brian didn't go home for break and Paulie came home and they met. By that time Brian and I were already planning on being married the week after graduation. I didn't think anything at all about Paulie trying to take Brian away from me because Brian and I were in love and there was nothing Paulie could do about it. I should have been on my guard, but I wasn't.
"Paulie and I look alike, sound alike and act alike. If I hadn't told you I was Paulie's sister would you have known? I mean if I had just walked up and sat down and asked you to order me a drink would you have known I wasn't Paulie?"
I had to admit that I would not and then I asked for the second time what it had to do with me.
"Be patient with me for another couple of minutes. You have to know the story behind things before I let you know where you come in. It was a Tuesday night and I had a date with Brian to go to a play we wanted to see. I was running a little late getting home and I wasn't there when Brian got there. Paulie was and she pretended to be me and she and Brian left. There were gone when I got home and I hurriedly got ready for my date and then I waited and waited for Brian, but he never showed. I couldn't understand his standing me up. If something had come up surely he would have called. I went to bed pissed and I was asleep when Brian brought Paulie home.
"The next day when I asked him where he had been and why he hadn't at least called he asked me what in the hell I was talking about. That is when I found out what Paulie had done. I got into a big fight with Paulie over it and she said it was just a practical joke. I couldn't fault Brian over it because how could he have known?
"Things settled down and Paulie went back to school. Summer break came and Brian went back to Ohio to work in his father's business. Paulie didn't come home for the summer. She said she was taking summer classes so she could graduate early. A month into summer vacation I got to missing Brian really bad so I decided to go see him. I didn't call ahead because I wanted to surprise him. I was the one surprised. I caught Brian and Paulie together. To cut the story short Paulie put out for him on the date she stole from me. I had never put out for Brian because I intended walking down the aisle a virgin, but once he had a taste of Paulie he wanted more and he and Pauline managed to get it on a couple of more times over spring break. They picked up where they left off when Brian went back to Ohio for the summer.
I'm afraid that I wasn't very lady-like when I caught them. I called Brian every name I could think on and I kicked him in the balls a couple of times, told him I hoped he rotted in hell and then came home. Blood being thicker than water and family being family Paulie and I eventually got back on speaking terms. She even told me that she was doing it for me and that she intended to tell me about it at the end of summer vacation. She told me that Brian knew that it wasn't me when he took her out on that date and that he went after her so that after we were married he would be able to say he had slept with twins. I never spoke to Brian again so I have no idea if that was true or not.
"That brings us to your question. What does any of it have to do with you? I promised myself that some day I would get even with Paulie. It has taken years, but I can finally stick it to her."
"Again, I fail to see where I enter in to this."
"Paulie has set her sights on you. She is already seeing herself as your next wife. My goal is to keep that from happening and even though Paulie is not aware of it she is helping me reach that goal."
At that point our order came and the talking stopped as we ate. As we ate I was thinking about what Pat had said. I was thinking of Pauline as a second wife and why wouldn't I? Great looking, a good cook. Fun to be with and marvelous in bed. Her apartment was always spotless and she certainly seemed to care for me. I had a hard time believing that Pat thought she could prevent Pauline and I from getting permanently together and an even harder time believing Pauline would help Pat reach her goal even inadvertently.
Gail and I both said no to dessert and I said, "Okay Pat, I know why you want to sabotage Pauline's relationship with me, but what makes you think you can do it?"
"I'll let Pauline do it for me."
She reached into her purse and brought out a mini-cassette recorder and set it on the table between us.
"Paulie conveniently forgets how she has been where I am concerned and when she visits and gets a few glasses of wine in her she gets very talkative and I listen. I know Paulie and how she is and once she told me about her plans for you I started to secretly tape our conversations. This one is from last Tuesday. She pushed the 'play' button.
"So how goes your seduction of your boss?"
"I've got him wrapped around my little finger" Pauline said and then she laughed. "Or maybe I should say I've got his cock wrapped with my pussy."
"Just what is so special about this guy?"
"He's got money honey and he is going to make a lot more now that he has been promoted and I can see a couple of more promotions in his future. I'm going to be on easy street Pat. I'll be living the life I deserve."
"But do you love him?"
"Love smove; all that matters is that I like him enough to put up with him. He's not half bad in bed, but it doesn't matter. If I'm in the mood for a real fucking I've always got Randy to fall back on."
"You would cheat on him? Isn't that why he is divorcing his current wife?"
"I'm smarter than she was. The stupid cunt set herself up to be caught, Bob will never know about Randy."
"You would risk the good life you say you want just to screw an ex-boyfriend?"
"We are great together in bed. Why give up great sex if you don't have to?"
"So you are going to marry this guy for money and keep Randy around for sex."
"Yep. The best of both worlds."
Pat hit the stop button. Maybe you think her pussy is worth living with the cheating she is going to be doing. Only you know that, but I can at least say that you were warned."
"I guess you can. I suppose I should thank you, but...oh damn! I had two girls cheat on me before I met Sandi and then Sandi and now this. What the hell do I have to do to get a woman who will stay faithful?"
"She's out there. You'll find her."
I looked at her and then smiled. "How much like your sister are you?"
"What do you mean?"
"I was thinking along the lines of a re-enactment. Pauline pretended to be you to snag Brian so you tell her you pretended to be her to hook me. Say we arrived at the restaurant at the same time. I was surprised to see Pauline and before you could tell me that you were her twin sister I said we should skip lunch and go to my place and have a nooner. You saw the chance to get even with her for what she did with Brian and you took it."
"It would be perfect except for one thing. I'm not like Paulie that way. I don't just jump into bed with guys."
"Not even to get back at Pauline?"
"Not even."
That isn't what I wanted to hear, but I wanted to stay on Pat's good side so I said, "Good."
"Good?"
"I'm not the kind of guy who can just jump into bed with a girl, but Pauline doesn't have to know that we didn't do anything. I'll take the rest of the afternoon off and when I go into work in the morning she will no doubt ask me where I was and I'll look at her astonished and tell her that she knows damned well where we were and then say something like "Was my performance in bed so bad that you've already forgotten it?" Which ever way the conversation goes Pauline will end up knowing that as far as I knew I'd spent the afternoon in bed with her -- or someone who looked an awful lot like her. She's not stupid and she will figure it out and when she hits you with it all you have to do is say:
"Remember Brian? The scales are being balanced. I liked him and I'm going to do my best to see him some more."
"Just don't tell her about the recording. She is a pretty good PA and I want to keep her around. Also I'll let her keep my bed warm until she finally figures out that I'm not going to marry her."



"If you need a bed warmer why not let your wife do it? She would kill for the chance."
"How do you know that?"
"We have become friends since I told her what Dale had planned for her."
"What Dale had planned for her?"
"I know Paulie told you what I told her about overhearing what Dale, Jared and Tom talked about in the men's room. Well, after that every time I saw two or three of them go into the bathroom together I would go into the supply closet and listen to what they talked about. I heard Dale tell them he couldn't get your wife to do a gangbang and that your wife had cut him off. I heard both Jared and Tom tell Dale they had tried to get your wife to go out with then and she wouldn't.
"I heard Dale tell Jared that your wife told him to leave her alone and stop trying to get her to have sex with him or she would go to management and file sexual harassment charges against him and that Chicago would probably be brought up and they would both be out of work.
"The one that finally made me go to your wife was when Dale told Tom that the next time he had a working lunch with your wife he would slip her some date rape drugs, get her in a hotel room and then call Tom and Jared and they could have the gangbang they wanted. I went to your wife, told what I'd heard and since then we have become good friends.
"She knows what she did was wrong and she hates herself for it, but what is killing her is losing you. I know what she did and why and she did screw up big time, but are you a saint? Look back on your life and I'm sure that you will see times when you screwed the pooch big time and I'm sure that at those times someone had to forgive you. Why can't you find a little forgiveness in you?"
She looked at her watch and said, "I've got to get back to work." She opened her purse, took out a business card and handed it to me. "Call my cell and keep me up to date on what you tell Paulie so I can match your story when she jumps me over our 'afternoon dalliance" and then she was gone leaving me with a headful of questions and no answers. I remembered what Doris had said about Pauline and I wondered what it was that she saw in Pauline that I had missed.
I caught the afternoon matinee at the Rialto to kill the afternoon and then I went home. When my cell chimed I looked at the display and saw that it was Pauline so I let it go to voice mail. She called me twice more in the next two hours and I took the second call. After I said hello she asked if I was home and when I said yes she asked if she could come over.
"You didn't get enough this afternoon?"
"Enough what?"
"Oh come on Pauline; was my performance in bed so bad that you have forgotten about it all ready?"
"What are you talking about?"
"Skipping lunch and having a long afternoon in bed with you. What else would I be talking about?"
She was silent for a bit and then she said, "I just remembered that I promised my sister I'd stop by and see her tonight. See you in the morning okay? Bye."
As soon as I hung up I got out Pat's card and gave her a call. When she answered I said:
"Don't need to wait until tomorrow to talk to Pauline. She just called and wanted to know if she could come over" and then I told her how the conversation had gone. "If I'm right she is all ready on her way over to see you. Call me and let me know how things go."
"I'll do that. Bye."
I figured that I wouldn't hear from Pat until the next day so I watched some TV before going to bed. I was sitting up in bed reading Randy Wayne White's newest novel when my phone rang. I saw that it was Pat's number so I answered it. After my greeting she said:
"Paulie just left and she was fuming. Called me a treacherous bitch and I just laughed at her. Anyway, she came over like you thought and as soon as she was in the door she asked me where I had been that afternoon and I knew that she had figured it out. I told her the story you suggested and then said that it was so good that I was thinking of going after you myself. That's when she called me a treacherous bitch. I laughed at her and said:
"Remember Brian? I think this makes us even so now all you have to worry about is whether or not I'll settle for even or if I might want to get ahead."
"That's when she stormed out. Keep me up on what happens next okay?"
"You got it. Talk to you later."
I was smiling when I finished the chapter I was reading and then I turned off the night and went to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work Pauline was as professional as usual and just before quitting time she asked:
"Your place or mine?"
I thought of pulling her leg and telling her that I had something else going that night, but then decided not to push it. Pauline was good pussy and I saw no sense in messing up a good thing until I absolutely had to so I said:
"Your choice."
"My place then. I feel like cooking and I've always heard that the way to a man's heart is through his stomach."
"For some men maybe, but the way to mine is below my stomach and hangs down when it isn't sticking straight out."
"I'll try both routes then just to make sure I get where I want to go."
I just smiled and she told me that she would see me there. As she walked out of my office I watched her ass and thought that it was too damned bad that she was the way she was. If I hadn't heard the tape that Pat had made Pauline could have very well been my second wife. That thought caused me to think of my first wife and I thought about what Pat had told me. I made two decisions and both of them were going to cost me. One would cost me some money and one could cost me some time in jail, but I had to do them.
I got out the Yellow Pages and found what I was looking for and made an appointment for the next day and then I headed over to Pauline's to get fed and fucked. The next day Gavin Meyers of Spenser Investigations took my check and the information I'd given him and told me that I should hear from him in about two weeks.
The two weeks flew by and were fairly uneventful. I was spending the night with Pauline three or four nights a week either at my place or hers and we had sex almost every night and some times in the mornings. Half a dozen times during both weeks Pauline had me do her in her butt and I loved it. When Sandi had tied me to the bed and basically raped me I had loved the super tight feel of her ass and she had obviously liked my being in there. Pauline loved it too. She even had orgasms several times while I packed her fudge.
Two weeks to the day Gavin Meyers from Spenser Investigations called me and told me he had what I wanted. It was all there. The nights I hadn't been with Pauline she had spent with Randy McComb. I already knew about Randy from Pat, but I couldn't throw Randy in Pauline's face without her knowing that I got it from Pat so I had to have another source. I didn't intend to use it any time soon because as I had told Pat Pauline was a damned good PA and I was in no hurry to lose her. However I did see the time coming when I would have to use it.
The other information I got from Spenser would be put to immediate use. I called in some favors and then one night when Dale pulled into his driveway and got out of his car I was waiting and he never saw the first punch. It was not supposed to be a fair fight; it was supposed to be a beating so I didn't feel the least bit guilty about the sucker punch. I was wearing a ski mask so he couldn't see my face, but that wouldn't keep him from knowing who I was.
After that first punch I beat the shit out of him. He was lying on the ground and barely moving when I kicked him twice in the crotch. I bent down, grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his face up to mine. With my face only inches from his I said:
"This is only a sample of what will happen to you the next time you lay a finger on Sandi. Put all thoughts of Sandi, date rape drugs and gangbangs out of your mind. If I hear that you have been anything but professional with her I'll see you again and you have my solemn promise that next time I'll put you in the intensive care unit at the hospital."
I let go of his hair, kicked him in the family jewels one more time and then I left. Did I worry about the police? Of course I did, but the favors I'd called in were from five guys who would swear that I had been playing poker with them all evening. Could the cops break the alibi? Possibly, if they tried hard enough, but I was gambling that they wouldn't try all that hard. Maybe if I had killed Dale, but just for a beating? I didn't think so. Also there was the fact that I was sure Dale recognized who his assailant was and that if the cops dug deep enough and hard enough that the reason for the beating would come out and I was pretty sure that he didn't want that. Like I said; it was a gamble.
After I left Dale's I drove over to the south side of town. It was a night that Pauline and I weren't going to get together and out of curiosity I drove past 1343 Windsong Lane and I saw that Pauline's car was parked in the driveway. Just for a second I thought it might be interesting to stop, ring the doorbell and ask if I could have a few words with Pauline, but I quickly shook off the thought and headed for home.
The next morning I called Pat and asked her to keep her ear to the ground for me over the next couple of days and she said she would and then asked me why. I just told her that there had been some recent developments that might make things in her department at Martin's interesting and that if I was right there would be no more talk about date rape drugs and gangbangs.
That afternoon my attorney called me and told me that Sandi's attorney had asked for a conference to discuss voluntary counseling and that if I wasn't willing he would petition the court to order counseling. I told him that no way was I going to agree to that and to put to bed the bullshit about court ordered counseling I would just go ahead and stop the divorce.
"Just pull the papers and send me your bill. When she finds some other guy and decides to get married again she can bring the divorce."
"I hate to say it, but that's probably your best move at this point."
The next morning I was just walking into my office after a ten o'clock meeting when the phone rang. Gwen, my new secretary answered it and said it was for me. I picked up and it was Pat.
"Dale came to work this morning with two black eyes, a split lip and walking with a limp. I put that and your phone call yesterday together and came up with what I believe is the right answer. Care to comment?"
"Nothing other than to say that it couldn't have happened to a more deserving guy."
"The story he is putting out is that he was mugged and his wallet was stolen."
That pretty much told me that my gamble had paid off and I wouldn't be having a visit from the police.
"Thanks for the call. Keep your eyes open okay?"
"I will. Take care. Bye-bye."
That afternoon just after three Gwen told me that I had a call on line two. I picked up the phone, said hello and heard Sandi say:
"You still care. I know you do so why won't you give me a chance?"
"Because I don't want to get burned again."
"You don't have to worry about that. You know that it isn't going to happen again."
"I knew it was something I was never going to have to worry about when we said our vows, but it still happened didn't it?"
"I explained that Bob. You have to know that I will never let it happen again."
"I've already told you Sandi; we could have possibly have gotten by what happened in Chicago, but the three months after are the sticking point."
"I explained that too Bob. There was no love or affection involved. It was just something to hold me while I tried to come up with a way to get you to try anal."
"I don't seem to recall any attempt on your part to get me to have anal sex with you Sandi. Not once during the three months you were putting out for Dale do I remember you doing anything to even remotely suggest that you wanted me to try anal sex with you."
"I couldn't. If I would have you would have wondered why my sudden interest after always having said no. I had to wait for you to bring it up. Please Bob, give me a chance. I know you still care. What you did to Dale proves that."
"What I did to Dale? I don't know what you are talking about."
"Bullshit Bob. Deny it all you want, but I know it was you who beat him up. He has been walking on eggshells around me ever since he got to work this morning. I know you care so why won't you give me a chance?"
"I have to hang up now Sandi. I have a meeting to go to. Goodbye."
I didn't have a meeting to go to, but I needed to end the conversation. The fact was that I did care. Actually the fact was that I still loved the woman, but I didn't think that I could live with her given her three month affair with Dale. I sat there staring at the phone as I wondered about what I'd just thought. I didn't 'think' that I could live with her, but did I 'know' that I couldn't? That prompted the thought "Why not give her the chance she wanted and see?" My thoughts were interrupted by Gwen telling me that Frank wanted to see me so I got up and headed for his office.
When I got back to my office it was almost quitting time and I asked Pauline if it would be her place or mine that night.
"Neither sweetie. I promised my sister I'd stop by and visit her tonight."
I put a disappointed look on my face and she caught it and said, "I'll make it up to you tomorrow night lover. Take your vitamins; it could be a long night for you."
On a hunch I went into the men's room, took out my cell and called Pat. As I expected she didn't know anything at all about a visit from her sister.
"I haven't talked to Paulie since the night she stormed out of my place."
That told me that Pauline was probably going to be spending the night at a condo on Windsong Lane.
I left work and headed for Bud's Bar for a brew or two and while I sat at the bar nursing a PBR and watching the Bronco's beating the Raiders I again wondered if Sandi and I could make a go of it. On a whim I left the bar and headed for the house. As I turned onto the street I saw Sandi getting into a car parked in front of the house. I saw her slide over and kiss the driver. Not a quick peck on the cheek, but a solid kiss. When the car drove away from the curb I decided to follow. Ten minutes later the car pulled into the parking lot at the Texas Roadhouse. Sandi and the driver sat in the car and necked for a couple of minutes and then she and the man got out of the car and, then hand in hand, they walked into the restaurant. Once out of the car I recognized the man. It was Bill Neubert. He had been Sandi's boyfriend from the seventh grade until their second year in college. They'd had a big fight and had broken up and a week after their breakup I'd asked Sandi for a date and we had been together ever since.
Curiosity got the best of me and so I waited until they came out and then I followed them back to the house. They both went inside and an hour later the inside lights went out and after an hour wait with no one coming out of the house I headed on back to my place. As I drove back to my apartment I thought of a couple of things and decided to go ahead and do them. The house still had my name on the mortgage so I had the legal right to do what I wanted to do.
In the morning I called Gavin at Spenser Investigations and told him what I needed and the next day, after making sure that Sandi was at work, I met a man from Spenser's and by noon the house was wired for audio and video. When I first saw my attorney he had informed me that without direct physical evidence of adultery I would be hard put to come out of the divorce without being on the losing end financially. All I had was Sandi's confession and she could always deny it if it was in her best interests.
If Sandi and Neubert were doing what I was certain they were doing I would have evidence that I could use if I reinstated the divorce. Sandi and I were still married and it would be evidence of adultery. I knew I was just as guilty, but I didn't know if Sandi even knew about Pauline, but even if she did I doubted that she would put a private detective on me to gather evidence. Why would she? She wanted us back together. Curiously enough I was not angry or upset at what she was doing with Neubert. I realized she was a healthy female and had needs and I wasn't there to fulfill them. After all it was the same needs that were behind my taking up with Pauline. The difference between what she was doing with Neubert and what she had done with Dale is that while she was fucking around with Dale I had been there to meet her needs. It was no fault of mine that I hadn't been meeting her anal needs. That was strictly on her.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next three weeks went by and once a week I would stop by the house while Sandi was at work and get the DVD out of the recorder hidden in the garage and put a fresh one in and then I'd get the tape out of the recorder on the phone line and put a new tape in. I'd watch the discs at my apartment while waiting for Pauline or on nights when Pauline and I didn't get together. Neubert wasn't there every night, but he did average twice a week.
It wasn't the sex I was paying attention to although at times I did get a charge out of watching Sandi fuck. She wasn't any different with Neubert than she had been with me, but I was seeing things I'd never been able to see when I was doing her. I'd never seen her facial expressions when I had been doing her doggie or reverse cowgirl. I'd never seen her feet when I made love to her so I never knew that the toes on her right foot curled downward and the toes on her left foot didn't.
What I got out of the discs was what was talked about. Neubert wanted her to let the divorce happen so he could marry her, but she kept telling him that the only man she wanted to be married to was me and that she would never consent to a divorce. She said she would fight to the death to keep it from happening.
"As long as we are married I have hope that he will come back."
"How can you make love to me if you feel that strongly about him?"
"I am not making love to you. I am a healthy woman and I need sex and I'm getting what I need from you. That's all it is Bill; the sex I need. I only make love with my husband."
One of the things I heard that I couldn't understand was her position on anal sex where Neubert was concerned. He kept asking her to let him have her ass and she kept telling him that her ass was only for her husband. Why was she saying that when it was her desire to get butt fucked and her letting Dale do it that put us where we were?
At least once a week Pauline would ask me how my divorce was coming and I told her it was going slow because Sandi was fighting it and that she and her lawyer kept throwing up roadblocks.
Once a week I'd call Pat to see if she had picked up anything and she always said she hadn't.
"Your wife and Dale seem to be professional with each other and if they are doing anything it is away from here, but in my talks with her I get the impression that the only relationship she has with him is a working one. She tells me that you have stopped the divorce. Having second thoughts?"
"Maybe" I said and then wondered why I said it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Tuesday and Pauline wouldn't be over that night. Off 'visiting her sister' she said. I'd swung by the house and had picked up the latest from the recorder and I sat down and had a beer while I listened to the phone tape and watched the video. There was nothing on the phone tape -- there never was -- just normal calls and the occasional call from Neubert setting up a date. The video showed that Neubert had been there Sunday and I watched as they sucked and fucked and then it got interesting.



Neubert had Sandi on her hands and knees and was doing her doggie while he worked on her butt hole with his fingers. She kept telling him to stop, but she was pushing back at him and he mistook that to mean that she didn't really mean for him to stop. Even I, watching the video, knew that she was pushing back on the cock that was fucking her because that was what she always did when getting it doggie, but Neubert decided that it was his fingers in her ass that was making her respond that way.
He pulled out of Sandi's pussy, put his cock against her asshole and started to push. Sandi dropped flat on the bed, rolled onto her back and kicked Neubert square in the nuts.
"God damn you! I told you no! I've told you no all along and I've told you why. Get your ass dressed and get the hell out of here and don't bother calling me any more."
It was kind of funny watching him dress while trying to hold onto his balls and as Sandi rained curses down on him. He left and when he was gone Sandi came back into the bedroom. She sat down on the bed, opened the bedside table, took out the framed photo of me that used to set on the table on her side of the bed and hugged it to her chest. And then she started crying.
I shut off the player and sat there staring at the blank screen. I must have sat there for five minutes or so as a thousand thoughts raced through my mind. I wasn't even aware that I'd picked up the phone and made the call until I heard Sandi's voice say "Hello?"
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I picked her up at the apartment that she shared with two other girls and we went out for dinner, drinks and dancing. She seemed a little nervous when she got into the car and I put it down to the fact that this was the first time I had picked her up instead of meeting her some place. I got the feeling that from the way she was acting that she was afraid of being seen with me and I asked her about it as I pulled away from the curb.
"It's my dad. He has been asking Gwen and Harriet (her roommates) about what I've been doing and who I've been seeing. Gwen even told me that he is paying part of her rent to keep an eye on me. If he's paying Gwen he is probably paying Harriet also."
"Why would he do something like that?"
"He worries about me doing something stupid and ruining my life. He never wanted me to move out of the dorms in the first place."
"What have you done to make him think that you are going to do something stupid?"
"It isn't what I've done, but what my two sisters have done."
"And what is that?"
"They dropped out of school and got married to guys who my dad considers fortune hunters. He says that Amos and Jack only married my sisters because of their trust funds."
"Trust funds?"
"My grandparents set up trust funs for all three of us grandchildren."
"You have a trust fund? We have been dating over two months now so how come I've never heard of it?"
"I think dad is right about Amos and Jack so I don't tell guys about it because I want to be sure they want me and not the two million I'll get when I either graduate from college or get married."
"So what you are saying is that if your dad finds out about me he will assume that I'm just another fortune hunter? Is that why I've never met your parents?"
"Yes to both."
"Well I can put your mind and your dad's mind to rest. If our relationship gets to the point where I ask you to marry me, and I don't mind saying that it is extremely likely that I will, I will sign a prenuptial agreement that will satisfy your father."
"You would do that?"
"Sure I would. I don't need your money. I have a trust fund of my own that I get when I turn thirty. It is only half as big as yours, but it is enough."
"I never knew that."
"My dad clued me in real early about women who would come after me for the money so like you I've always kept quiet about it. I think that we are far enough along in our relationship to realize that neither of us is after the other for their money."
"I still don't want my dad to know about us. Because of what my sister's did he will try and split us apart."
"Ain't gonna happen kiddo; it just ain't gonna happen."
We had dinner at Duke's Steak House and then went to the Black Onion for drinks and dancing. We had been there about an hour and I'd had two drinks and Connie had consumed four as we danced and enjoyed ourselves when my cell rang. I answered it and then told Connie that it was a call that I had to take and I got up and went to find some quiet.
I went into the men's room and found Charlie waiting for me. "Ready?" I asked and he smiled and said, "We're good to go. See you in a few" and he left the room. I went into one of the stalls and sat down. I took the crossword puzzle that I'd clipped out of the daily paper out of my pocket and began to work it. It took me twelve minutes which I figured was enough time.
I headed back to my table and when I got there I saw Charlie and Connie out on the dance floor. I sat down at the table and waited. When the music stopped they came back to the table and Charlie scowled when he saw me.
"This is a private party bud. Scram!"
"It is indeed a private party and I don't recall inviting you. Did you invite him Connie?"
"No, but he was kind of pushy and it was easier to dance with him than cause a scene."
"Hey! I bought you two drinks."
"And it got you three dances which was more than you had any right to expect."
She sat down and I said to Charlie, "Thanks for keeping her occupied while I was on the phone. You can leave now and I'll take over."
"You bitch!" he snarled at Connie and I started to stand up and Charlie turned and hurried away.
I sat back down and said, "I apologize for taking the call and being gone so long, but they had a problem at work and it seems that I'm the only one that they could think of who might have been able to tell them what they should be looking for to fix things."
"I should be upset, but I'm not. I like to dance and he was a very good dancer."
"And he had very good taste when it came to his choice of prey."
"Yes, there is that."
We had one more drink and a couple dances and then she said she wasn't feeling well and I suggested that we call it a night. She was passed out when we got to my apartment. I got her inside, undressed the both of us and then I fucked her. Despicable of me I know, but when you are taking revenge things are not always going to be nice, neat and above board. I worked on getting myself hard again and then I fucked her a second time and twenty minutes later I fucked her yet again. After each time I put a pillow under her ass to elevate it and give my sperm a better chance of racing down to where I was hoping that they would find their target.
There was an element of luck needed here and I'd spent a considerable amount of money to improve my odds. That and a few lies. I'd put private investigators on both Gwen and Harriet with instructions to find out as much about them as possible. When I got the report I picked Harriet to be my target. She was from a poor family and was attending school on a handful of scholarships and student loans and she was ambitious. I sat down with her one day, told her a few lies and offered her five grand to help me and she had snapped it up.
I had taken a blue pill to help me and an hour later when Connie showed signs of waking I got back in the saddle and started slowly stroking in and back. After about ten minutes she started to respond and in fifteen she had her finger nails dug into my ass as she tried to pull me in deeper. The Ecstasy in the drug cocktail that Charlie had put in her drink had obviously kicked in.
Connie wanted it harder and faster and I did my best to give her what she wanted. I knew that because of my three earlier sessions that I wasn't going to be getting off anytime soon. It took me a while to send my fourth load into her, but I managed to get it done. She still wanted to go when I pulled out and she swung around and took my cock in her mouth. It took her (and the Viagra) a while to get the job done, but get me up they did and it took me almost twenty-five minutes to cum although I'm sure that nothing came out of my dick. By then I was through even if she wasn't. Not being a complete asshole I did what I could to help her out. Using my mouth and fingers I brought her off a couple of more times and then I called it quits.
I got up and left her on the bed and went out into the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee. Connie walked into the room twenty minutes later. She had put on her dress, but was barefoot. The look on her face wasn't the least bit pleasant.
"You bastard!" she snarled. "How could you do that to me? I thought that I meant something to you."
"Whoa up there little girl. I didn't do anything you didn't want. You were the one who slid across the seat to get next to me. You were the one who reached for my zipper. It was your hand that pulled my cock out into the open not mine."
"I did not!"
"The hell you didn't. It surprised the hell out of me, but I sure wasn't going to stop you. It is what I have wanted to do since the day I met you and I sure wasn't going to say no once you started it."
"I never..."
"Oh yes you did! You got my cock out, stroked it for a while and then lowered your head and took it in your mouth. I was so surprised I almost ran off the road. I'll tell you one thing. When we did it the first time it was obvious that you were no virgin so all that "I'm going down the aisle pure" that you have been feeding me was just so much bullshit. For what it is worth I finally figured it out during the second time we did it. That guy you were dancing with when I got back from my phone call bought you a drink didn't he?"
"Two actually."
"He obviously thought you were alone and hadn't figured on me. He slipped you a date rape drug and was planning on getting you out of there and having some fun. I came back and spoiled his plan and ended up getting the benefit of it. And I am not sorry. Not one damned bit. It means that I don't have to wait until we say I do to enjoy you."
She stared at me silently as she considered what I'd just told her and then she said:
"You need to get me to a pharmacy so I can get a morning after pill. I wasn't protected and I'm in my fertile period."
"You don't need a morning after pill. One of the things I needed to discuss with you when I proposed was how you felt about not having children. I can't have any because I'm sterile. That's the reason for my divorce. My wife found out that I couldn't get her pregnant and she left me."
"How did you find out?"
"When we hadn't gotten her pregnant after three years of trying we both got tested. According to all the tests I have no chance of producing offspring."
"I've never thought about having kids. I'd probably be a lousy mother anyway. So I guess I'll just say yes."
"Yes to what?"
"In a roundabout way you did just propose to me right?"
"Yeah. I guess I did didn't I."
She pulled her dress up over her head and dropped it on the floor. She had been naked underneath and she struck a pose and said:
"This give you any ideas?"
My cock surprised the hell out of me and stirred and I guessed one more time was going to be possible after all.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Connie was determined that she was going to graduate before getting married and that meant another year before it would happen and that suited me just fine.
Once we started making love Connie and I had sex two or three times a week which gave me that many more chances to make her belly swell. I had lied about being sterile and I had lied for it being the reason for my divorce. Actually I didn't get divorced, but Connie didn't need to know that.
Two months went by and then one night Connie called me and said we needed to talk. I asked her what about and she said she couldn't talk about it over the phone so I told her I'd meet her at the Village Inn three blocks from her place. She was there when I got there and I sat down across from her and asked:
"What's up?"
"We have a problem. I'm pregnant."
I looked at her in silence for about a minute and then I said, "I fail to see where WE have a problem. I'm sterile Connie so I guess you need to call one of your other lovers and lay the news on him"
I got up and walked out of the restaurant. It was a shame really because I did have some strong feelings for Connie. They were strong enough that under different circumstances I could very well have married the girl. The problem was that my hatred of her father was way, way stronger than the feeling I had for Connie and given his social standing in the community giving him an illegitimate grandchild would cause him major embarrassment. That sort of thing just did not happen to the Smythe-Barringtons. An unwed mother? Oh the shame of it all!
It hadn't been easy and it had been expensive to reach that point in time, but quality revenge is time consuming and expensive. I'd had to hire a private detective to find out all that could be found out about Constance Allison Smythe-Barrington and then using that information I had to arrange to meet her and get her interested enough in me to go out with me.
Once I had accomplished that and we had been dating two months I had to put the detective to work at finding out everything that he could about Connie's roommates. Once I settled on Harriet I had to talk her into giving me the extremely personal information about Connie that a private detective could not get.
One day when Connie was visiting her parents – whom I'd not yet met – I sat down with Harriet and told her that I desperately needed her help. I told her that I was hopelessly in love with Connie and even though Connie swore that she loved me I was wondering why she had never let me meet her parents. Harriet told me that Connie's parents always found some way to break up any relationship that Connie formed with a guy. Their stance was that none of the guys that Connie chose had the proper social standing and were not suitable for her. They were pushing her to form a relationship with the son of one of their friends, but Connie couldn't stand the guy.
"If I can get her pregnant she will have to marry me and her parents be damned."
Then I offered her five thousand dollars if she would help me. She had hesitated a few seconds before saying that she didn't like either one of Connie's parents and she would help me any way she could. I found out from Harriet that birth control pills gave Connie problems and so she didn't use them and figured that she didn't need them anyway since she had no intension of engaging in sexual activities until she was married. Harriet confided in me that Connie wasn't all that interested in sex anyway. She'd had intercourse with four different guys while she was in high school and hadn't gotten anything out of it.
The most important information that I got from Harriet was information about Connie's menstrual cycle. With that information I had been able to plot Connie's fertile times. I had used that information and the result was that Robert Conner Ellsworth Smythe-Barrington was going to be the grandfather of a child born out of wedlock. A stain on the Smythe-Barrington family name.
++++++++++++++++++++
The chain of events that led to Connie's pregnancy started almost twelve years earlier when I met Samantha Sue Catron on the first day of class at the start of the tenth grade. Tall at five nine and with hair as black as a raven's wing that fell to the middle of her back she instantly caught my attention. I'd no chance to talk to her that morning, but when lunch period came I saw her sitting alone in the school cafeteria. I walked to her table and asked if I could join her. She looked up at me and shrugged so I sat down and introduced myself. She looked around the room and saw at least a dozen empty tables and then looked at me and said:
"Why are you here?"
"In a nut shell? I'm here because you are here."
"Would you care to explain that?"
"I've lived here all my life and I've never seen you before and that means, at least to my way of thinking, that none of the other guys here have ever seen you before. You know what you look like and you know guys are going to flock to you likes flies flock to a pile of sugar. I wanted to be the first in line."
She gave me an amused look and then said:
"What makes you think that being the first in line will get you anywhere? Maybe the tenth guy in line is the one I'll go for."
"I know all the guys in the two classes ahead of us and in the class behind us and I'm here to tell you that I am head and shoulders above all of them."
"Pretty sure of yourself aren't you."
"Would you want your guy to be any less?"
"You have a point there, but I'm new in town and I don't know very many people yet. I think I'll wait a while before picking out 'my guy', but I will put your name on the list I end up choosing from."
"You will need to get to know those who make the list so how about we start the process by you going out with me this evening?"
"No can do. My parents only let me date on Friday and Saturdays."
"Okay then; would you go out with me this coming Friday?"
"I can do that."
We talked and I found out her dad had gotten a promotion that had caused them to move from Dallas to our city and they had only been in town for five days. She was an only child and she intended to go to college and become a lawyer. She learned that I was also an only child and I intended to go to college and become a civil engineer like my father.
Our date Friday was spent at the arcade and I had a great time and she also seemed to, but when I asked her to go to the movies with me on Saturday she told me that Phil Snyder had already asked her out and she was going skating with him. I was disappointed, but I asked her for a date the next Friday. Al Moore.
"How about Saturday?" Chuck Olsen.
"The Friday after that?" Billy Holbrook.
"The Saturday after that."
"I'd love to."
That set the pattern for the next year. I would take Sammi out, ask her out again and find out that her next weekend or two weekends were already booked. But I persevered. The other guys slowly fell by the wayside either not finding what they were hoping for or not being willing to wait two or three weeks for another date. By the start of the eleventh grade I was getting a date almost every week end and by spring break I was the only one she was going out with.
She went to Dallas to spend the summer with her grandparents and when we started the twelfth grade I asked her to go steady with me and she said yes. I reached into the bag I had with me, took out my letter sweater and handed it to her. Her smile was so bright when she took it from me that it could have been seen from the space station. I know that it is a cliché, but we exchanged virginities the night of the senior prom and from that night on we made love every chance we got.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Disaster struck during our second year of college. She told me that she was pregnant. Apparently some medication she took for a cold negated her birth control pills. The news did not upset me because to me that meant I got to marry her sooner rather than later. The down side was that I would have to drop out of college and get a job.
My parents were highly pissed at me as it had always been their goal that I would be the first on both sides of the family to get a degree. Sammi's parents just shrugged and gave her a hundred bucks to pay for the blood tests, the license and the justice of the peace and we were married.
I got a job at the gas company and it was decided that there was no sense in Sammi dropping out of college and getting a job because in seven months she would have to leave the job to have the baby. She was attending on scholarships so it wouldn't be a financial drain on us. I had a college fund that my parents and both sets of grandparents had been putting money into and they all agreed – my parents reluctantly – that I could take the money even though college was now out of the picture. I used it to get a two bedroom apartment and furnish it and it still left twelve thousand in the bank that I would sit on for emergencies.
Our goal was to get Sammi through college (both sets of parents agreeing to babysit) and then she would get a good job and then help put me through college and then, both of us college educated and with good jobs, we would start to live the American dream.
In an effort to get as many classes in as she could before the baby arrived Sammi started carrying a very heavy load including evening and some weekend classes. She was in her seventh month when God decided to shit on us.
I was in a deep hole with Burt Ellsworth replacing a gas main when my supervisor hollered at me to get out of the hole. I got out and he told me to hurry up and get in his truck. He started the truck and then told me he had to get me to the hospital.
"I just got a call from the office. Your wife was in an accident and is in the hospital."
"What happened? How is she?"
"I don't know anything kid. They just told me she was there and to hurry and get you there."
We got there and I rushed in and found that Sammi had fallen down a flight of stairs while hurrying to a class. She felt a sharp pain and started bleeding and she was rushed to the hospital. The fall caused her to miscarry and the doctor told me that there were complications and Sammi wouldn't be able to have any more children. It was a downer and it was driven home by the looks of pity that I got from all the nurses and orderlies.



+++++++++++++++++++++++
Everything changed. Sammi dropped out of school and just laid around the apartment and didn't do anything and by that I mean she didn't do anything at all. She didn't clean the apartment. She didn't cook any meals. She didn't take care of herself and she didn't have anything to do with me. She wouldn't talk to me and she kept herself as far away from me as she could which is no easy feat in a two bedroom apartment. I kept asking her what was wrong and she kept saying:
"Nothing is wrong with me damn it! Just leave me alone."
I put up with it for three weeks and then I decided we were going to have it out and I was going to get to the bottom of things. When I got home from work Sammi wasn't there. When she wasn't home by ten I started calling around and found out that she was at her parent's house. Her mother told me that Sammi didn't want to talk to me.
"What did you do to her?"
"I didn't do a damned thing" and then I told her about what had been going on.
"Give me a couple of days with her and I'll find out what is wrong."
It turned out that Sammi was suffering from post partum depression. My health insurance from work covered the treatment for us and Sammi slowly came around and life settled down for us. There were a few rough spots along the way, but we managed to work through them.
Sammi decided that she wasn't going to go back to school and she went looking for a job. She found one at Barrington Industries. She started out as a secretary and in six months she was promoted to administrative assistant to the director of marketing. The money was good, but I didn't care much for the job. It involved some late nights and an occasional Saturday as she had to attend some marketing function or other with her boss. I didn't like it, but I didn't feel that I could do anything about it at the time. It was still too close to her getting back on her feet and I didn't want to do anything that might cause her to take a step or two backward.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A year after her promotion my life turned to shit!
Sammi told me that she had to go to a weekend seminar on Marketing Strategies with her boss. It was being held in Dallas and she would be flying out Friday and would be home Sunday around seven. She said while she was in Dallas she would visit with relatives on Saturday night so I shouldn't be concerned if I called her hotel and couldn't reach her. She was real excited about it because it could lead to another promotion.
"And we could use the money baby. The transmission on my car is acting up and the last guy I talked to about it said it could cost anywhere from nine hundred to eighteen hundred to take care of it."
I wasn't happy about it and we didn't really need the money because I still had the twelve grand in the bank for emergencies, but again, I didn't want to take the chance that I could cause her to go back into depression.
She left for work on Friday morning after kissing me goodbye and saying:
"Miss me baby. Be ready for a very horny Sammi when I get home."
I kept busy while she was gone and when she got home Sunday evening she was indeed very horny and as a result I fell asleep exhausted and then she ruined me again on Monday night. Tuesday when I got off work I found a large manila envelope underneath my driver's side windshield wiper. I opened it and my heart almost stopped. There were six pictures of Sammi along with a note that said:
"You don't deserve this dude. Get rid of the whore."
The pictures were of Sammi having sex with four men. Two of the pictures showed her doing three guys at once. I recognized two of the men from meeting them at her company Christmas party. One was the marketing director and the other was the owner of the company – Robert Connor Ellsworth Smythe-Barrington.
I sat in the car for almost an hour looking at the pictures and remembering all the late nights and Saturdays that Sammi had worked with the marketing director. By the time I got home my blood was boiling. When I got there I found that Sammi wasn't home. The light on the answering machine was blinking and I played the messages. The first was from some group backing a ballot measure of some sort. No idea of what because I deleted it as soon as I realized what it was. The second one was from Sammi.
"Sorry for the short notice baby, but an important client flew into town unexpectedly and we are meeting with him. I'll be late, but there are plenty of leftovers in the fridge. I'll make it up to you when I get home. Take a vitamin or three. Love you. Bye."
Lying cunt I thought as I deleted the message. Fucking your boss again no doubt. Then I had a thought. Maybe it wasn't her boss she was fucking. Maybe it was the client. Maybe it was both. Then again maybe it was the four guys I had pictures of having another go round. Whatever! It just didn't matter any more.
I used the time to pack up everything that I wanted and move it out to my pick up truck and then I made myself a stiff drink and settled down to wait for Sammi to come home. Sammi walked in the door at ten to ten and found me, drink in hand, on the couch.
"Oh goodie; you're still up" she said as she came over, bent down and kissed me. She sat down next to me and I said:
"Take care of the client?"
My voice had a slight edge to it and she noticed and said, "Don't be that way baby. It's my job."
"Oh? Are you pretty good at your job?"
"I must not be too bad. I've had several raises."
"I know. I've seen some of them and a couple that I couldn't see were obviously there."
She looked at me with a confused look so I picked up the envelope and took out the pictures. I leafed through them and pulled out the one of Barrington standing there with a hard on while watching the other three men making Sammi airtight. I handed it to her and said:
"I can see Barrington raised and while I can't see the other three I know that they have to be raised in order to do what they are doing."
I handed her the one of the marketing director buried in her ass and said:
"I can't see this one either, but you and I both know he was raised up at the time."
I handed her the other four and said, "You can put these in the photo album right next to our wedding pictures. That way you will have something to remind you of tonight. Goodbye Sammi" and I stood up and walked out as she screamed:
"Wait Bobby. Don't go. You don't understand. It was just a job."
The closing of the door cut off the "Please Bobby; we have to ta..." I drove until I came to a motel and I checked in for a couple of nights. I'd start looking for a place to live the next day.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I had about two weeks worth of vacation coming so in the morning I called the shift supervisor and told him I needed three days off for a family emergency. I had turned my cell phone off while I was driving away from Sammi because it rang and I saw that it was the home phone and I knew she would keep calling until I answered. When I turned it back on to call work I saw I had fourteen missed messages and seven voice mails and they were all from Sammi. I deleted them all and then decided to turn the phone off and only turn it on every couple of hours or so to check for messages that weren't from Sammi.
I had a productive morning. I stopped at the bank and cleaned out the accounts. If Sammi needed money too bad and fuck her. I looked at two apartments and one was in my price range so I signed up for a one bedroom unit and headed for Goodwill to see if I could find a bed. I got lucky and found a bed frame, a kitchen table with two chairs, a recliner and a TV table at a good price. I hit Mattress Factory and got a box spring and a mattress and that gave me enough to be able to move in and get started. By six I had everything in the apartment and all I had left to do was get some groceries.
Along the way I checked the phone a couple of times and there was nothing on it except for stuff from Sammi which I deleted. I stopped at Village Inn for dinner on my way to Safeway and I checked the phone again. A bunch from Sammi and one from my mother. I returned mom's call and she wanted to know what was going on.
"Samantha has called here several times and the poor girl is frantic because she can't get in touch with you."
"She can't get in touch with me because I don't want to talk to her" and then I proceeded to tell her why.
"That can't be right Bob. There has to be some mistake. Sammi loves you and would never do something like that to you."
"I have pictures of her doing it mom. With four different men. Sammi and I are history."
I called the landlord and told him that I'd moved out and that I would not be renewing the lease at the end of the month. I told him he should get in touch with Samantha to see if she wanted to keep it.
I went to a different bank and opened an account using the money I had taken out of my old bank and then even though I was on vacation for three days I went into work long enough to take Samantha off of my health insurance and remove her as the beneficiary on my company furnished life insurance and listed my folks instead. I arranged for my check which was direct deposit to go to my new bank and then I went to have a bite of lunch.
A check of my phone showed a plethora of missed messages and voice mails and all of them from Samantha and I decided to return a call and get talking with her over with. The receptionist informed me that Mrs. Walton had gone to lunch with Mr. Barrington and Mr. Steadman (the marketing director) and she asked if I would like to leave a message. I chuckled and said:
"Tell her that her about to be ex-husband is pleased to know she is getting more of those raises she was telling me about."
I hung up and headed for Kohl's to get some things to make my new home a little more comfortable and then stopped at Wal-Mart and bought m self a big screen TV set.
That evening I fixed myself my first evening meal as a newly separated husband. A check of the phone showed that Samantha was still trying to get in touch so I gambled that she would be home and not out earning raises. She answered on the third ring.
"Hello?"
"What do you want Samantha?"
"We have to talk Bobby. You have the wrong idea of what was going on."
"I'm not blind Samantha. There is absolutely no way I could misunderstand what I saw in those pictures."
"But you don't know why Bobby. That's what we need to talk about."
"No we don't Samantha. The why doesn't matter. The only thing that matters is that you have been cheating on me. You have been fucking other men behind my back and lying to me wholesale. You aren't stupid Samantha. You had to have known how I would take it if I ever found out. You know it drove me nuts just to see you date other guys when we were in high school. Just what did you think I'd be like when I found out you were being a slut? Or maybe a whore would be a better description since whores do it for money and you were getting pay raises for spreading your legs.
"No Samantha; we have nothing to talk about. I have an appointment to see an attorney tomorrow and hopefully with his help I'll be able to get a quick divorce and get rid of your cheating ass."
"A divorce? Oh God no Bobby; not that. Please let me tal..."
I hung up on her and then turned the phone off.
My visit with Jared Hooper, attorney at law, was a shocker. I knew nothing about divorce so finding out that we lived in a state that had 'no fault' divorce laws and just what that meant was an eye opener. That Samantha could cheat with multiple men and that it didn't mean jack shit to the courts just blew me away. That I'd probably end up paying her alimony because she only made about half as much as I did seemed to me that she was being rewarded for her infidelity and I was being punished for taking exception to it.
That she would get half of everything in a divorce wasn't that much of a concern because we didn't have much. The furniture in the apartment, my truck, her car and of course the money that we'd had in the bank. Even though I'd stripped the accounts and had it in an account under my name only didn't matter. The courts would still order me to give her half. Then I was informed that the odds were seventy-thirty in her favor that I would end up paying her attorney if she fought the divorce. It just seemed so damned unfair.
The attorney did tell me that there was one bright side to it. There were no children so I wouldn't be saddled with child support. "Oh Whoopie!" I thought. The only good thing about it was that all the information was free. I'd made the appointment with Hooper because he had advertised that the initial consultation was free.
I decided to take some time to think it over and see if I had other options. I'd heard about quickie divorces in Reno so maybe there were some alternatives to a no fault divorce and I needed to look into it. Maybe, I thought, just don't get a divorce. Use the money a divorce would cost to go back to school. I liked my job with the gas company, but the best I would ever be able to do was maybe get to be a crew foreman or a shift supervisor and even then I was probably looking at ten to fifteen years before it could happen.
I stopped for lunch after leaving the attorney's office and checked my phone. There were the usual from Samantha and I deleted them, but there was one voice mail that intrigued me.
"Good morning Mr. Walton. My name is Rob Barrington and I would appreciate your giving me a call. I would like to discuss something that could be to our mutual benefit."
He gave me a number to call and then said that he hoped that he would hear from me soon. I do have to admit that I was very, very curious as to what one of my wife's fuckers wanted to talk to me about and I almost called him. Almost. But I didn't. I knew, in my mind anyway, that if I called he would want a 'face to face' and I knew that if I were to agree to meet him the first thing I would do after getting close to him would put me behind bars if not finding me being strapped down on the electric chair.
In the afternoon I went over to the college and checked into what I needed to do to re-enroll. When I sat down to dinner that night my mind was made up. I was going to go back to school. I would have to take evening classes to do it and that would mean giving up the overtime I was usually able to get to swell my paycheck, but it would have to be done. It wouldn't be too hard at first because I still had that twelve grand in savings that was left over from my college fund.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I went back to work and found that Samantha had called and left a dozen or so messages. I told Sarah at the front desk that my wife and I had separated and not to bother taking any more messages from Samantha.
I was still keeping my phone turned off and checking for messages a couple of times a day. I was getting anywhere from twelve to eighteen missed messages and voice mails a day from my wife, but occasional there were other messages too. There were two more from Barrington and a couple from Samantha's parents. I really liked them and I really should have called them, but if I did they would want to know what was going on and I couldn't tell them.
I got careless. I was constantly deleting every thing I got from Samantha, but I wasn't paying any attention to what other ways she might try to use to get to me so I didn't notice the car that followed me home from work. I pulled into the parking lot and parked. I got out and walked up to my door not realizing that I was being followed until I got to my door and stopped to get out my key. That is when I heard the footsteps behind me. I turned and found Samantha behind me. She smiled at me and said:
"Hi baby."
I ignored her, turned and unlocked my door and started to open it, fully intending to step inside and the close it in Samantha's face. I guess she anticipated that and she rushed forward and pushed me. I stumbled into the apartment and she quickly followed me in and closed the door behind her.
"Now we can talk" she said.
I said nothing and took off my coat and hung it up. I went to the fridge and got myself a beer and as I was opening it Samantha asked:
"Got one for me?"
"No. I've got just enough to get me through the tonight. I can't spare one for a whore."
"I am not a whore! I did what I did for us."
"How does your being a gangbang whore do anything for us?"
"Damn it Bobby; I am not a gangbanging whore."
"You are forgetting that I've seen the pictures of you doing three men at once and that by anyone's definition is a gangbang. And I fail to see how that was doing anything for us."
"I didn't mean to do it Bobby. Mr. Barrington took me to lunch one day and he put some date rape stuff in my drink then he let two other guys have me while he filmed it. He told me that he would send you a copy of the film if I didn't care of a few clients of his. The next day he told me that he thought I was sexy and if I would agree to be his girlfriend he would make sure the film was destroyed and he would give me twenty-five thousand dollars to use as a down payment on a house. I was going to tell you that I won the money buying lottery tickets. You were never supposed to find out what I was doing. It was for us Bobby. Our very own home."
"So you really are a whore. That's what whores do you know. Fuck men for money."
"I did it for us Bobby. To get us out of that small apartment and into a house where we could raise kids and be happy."
"You can't have kids anymore or did you forget that?"
"We would adopt Bobby. We could still have a family. I love you Bobby. Those men meant nothing to me. They were simply the means to get me to the end of the six months so I could get the down payment for our house. Honest to God Bobby; those men meant nothing to me. You are the man I love and want to be with."
"The problem Samantha is that I no longer want to be with you. Your story doesn't hold up. Six months and you would get money? You have been there over a year and a half. Seeing you with a cock in all your holes killed every feeling that I ever had for you. I can't stand even looking at you now. Just get the fuck out of here and leave me alone."
"You don't mean that" she said as she started taking off her blouse and skirt. She had come prepared. There was no bra or panties under her clothes. She stood there naked in front of me and she smiled as she said:
"Tell me that you can't stand looking at this."
I stood there looking at her for maybe half a minute or so and then I took my cock out and started walking toward her. Her smile got bigger and she opened her arms to me. Her smile quickly disappeared as I started pissing on her. She backed up to get away from the stream, but two steps put her with her back to the door. As she moved back I followed and kept the stream going until I was down to shaking the last drops off of it. I took her arm, pulled her away from the door and then opened it. She hadn't yet recovered from the shock of being pissed on so she hadn't realized what was coming. I pusher her naked body out the open door, reached down and picked up her clothes, damp from the urine that had fallen on them, and tossed them outside.
"Stay away from me you fucking slut! Just leave me the fuck alone!"
I slammed the door closed and locked it. I got my beer from where I'd set it down, chugged it and then set about cleaning up the mess I'd made.
I guess what I'd said and done had gotten through to Samantha because the calls from her to my phone stopped.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next three days slid by and then one evening as I was watching a TV program there was a knock on my door. Thinking that it might be Samantha I looked through the peep hole in the door. It wasn't Samantha; it was a cop. I opened the door and saw two of them standing there. One of them asked:



"Mr. Walton?"
"Yes."
"Is your wife Samantha Sue Walton?"
"Yes. What's this about?"
"I'm sorry to have to tell you this, but you wife was killed in an accident a short time ago."
I stood there stunned as he asked me to accompany them to the hospital.
"Hospital? You said she was killed."
"She was. She died in the hospital emergency room. We need you, as next of kin, to make a positive identification."
It was Samantha. I asked them what had happened.
"She came out of Farrell's Bar and Grill and stepped off the sidewalk in front of a truck. According to the blood work up the hospital did when she was brought in she was well past the limits of being legally drunk. Witnesses said that it didn't look like she knew what she was doing. Was everything all right between you and your wife?"
"Why do you ask that?"
"Two of the witnesses said that it looked like she deliberately stepped out in front of the truck.
++++++++++++++++++
Samantha's father was out of the country on business and her mother broke down and had to be sedated when she heard the news so it fell on me to make the final arrangements. Her dad get home in time for the funeral and Samantha's mother was there, but she was still a little drugged up.
After the funeral my dad reminded me that I needed to stop by his office and fill out the forms.
"What forms?"
"You have to file a claim to collect on the life insurance."
I'd forgotten about that. My dad was an insurance salesman and when Samantha and I had gotten married he had talked us into buying insurance on each other. We had a 125K policy on each other and it paid double indemnity in case of accidental death. That reminded me that I also had a 25K policy on her as part of the benefits package offered by the gas company. It also had a double indemnity clause for accidental death and I remembered Samantha telling me that she had life insurance on us as part of her benefits package.
The next day I went to the old apartment and moved all of Samantha's thinks into storage. I'd wait until her mother was back on her feet and then talk to her about what to do with the stuff. When that was done I headed over to my dad's office and I filed claims for the insurance.
The insurance that I had through the gas company and the insurance that Samantha had through Barrington Industries paid up, but the company that backed the insurance my dad sold us balked at paying. They said that there was cause to doubt that Samantha's death was accidental and that in fact it could have been suicide and the policy had a clause stating suicide was not covered.
I had 50k from my company policy and 30k from Samantha's company policy and I debated just saying to hell with it where the 125k policy was concerned, but my dad wouldn't hear of it.
"You get an attorney and go after those assholes. They have no proof or evidence that it was suicide. All they have is that two witnesses out of the eleven that saw it say that they 'thought' it looked like she stepped in front of the truck deliberately."
I did what my dad suggested and after two months the insurance company paid up. After the lawyer took his cut I got 195K out of the deal, but the lawyer went even farther. He went after the trucking company. It turned out that the driver had a blood/alcohol content of .04 which was well above the legal limit and the company settled and I ended up with another 65K.
Suddenly I wasn't just looking at going to school part time in the evenings. I could afford to quit my job and go to school full time. I went into work and gave two weeks notice. The shift supervisor looked at it and asked why and I told him. He asked what I was going to study and I told him I was looking to get a degree in Civil Engineering. He wished me luck and I left his office to work my shift.
Two days later when I got to work I was called into the shift supervisor's office and he told me that I needed to go upstairs and see Mr. Pearlman.
"About what?"
"Mr. Pearlman will tell you."
Pearlman was Director of Operations and what he had to say floored me. He offered to change my resignation to a leave of absence and told me that if I signed a contract to work for the gas company for three years after my graduation the company would pick up half of my books and tuition and I could work for the company as an intern on my breaks. It was a no brainer and I asked:
"Where do I sign."
To be continued.
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The next two years flew by. I was doing well in my classes and I made a lot of friends. I didn't join a fraternity, but I knew lots of guys who did belong and occasionally I would get invited to a party at a frat house. I was at one of those parties at the Phi Delta house when fate smiled upon me.
I was at the beer keg getting my cup refilled when Sammy Bealer said:
"Don't look now, but I think you have an admirer."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"I'm talking about that little honey at your three o'clock. She hasn't taken her eyes off of you."
I moved to fill my cup and took a look. I didn't know her name, but I recognized her. She was in two of my classes. She was looking our way, but that didn't mean that she was looking at me.
"Maybe it's you she is looking at Sammy."
"Nah! It is definitely you. Who is she?"
"No idea. I've seen her around. She's in two of my classes, but I don't know her. Besides, she has to be here with a date. Girls don't come to these parties alone. At least good girls don't."
"She might have come with someone else, but from the way she is looking at you I'd be willing to bet that she would leave with you if you wanted."
"Well I don't want. I'm staying clear of the opposite sex until I get school out of the way. Broads are too much of a distraction."
"What's wrong with you man? I can't go two weeks without wanting to get laid so how are you going to go another year?"
"In the first place I've only got six more months to go to have the hundred and thirty-five credit hours I need for my degree and secondly will power. Will power Sammy; supreme will power" I said as I was thinking "and a financial relationship with Mona from the Elite Escort Agency."
I didn't think the girl was looking at me, but as the party progressed and I moved around socializing I did notice that she always seemed to be close to where I was and she did seem to be always looking in my direction. She was a fine looking lady and in truth if I wasn't of the mind set that I wasn't going to have a woman in my life until I had my degree I probably would have gone after her.
However, where the female of the species is concerned nothing is ever set in concrete. I was at the keg refilling my cup again when Johnny DuBois walked up to get a refill and casually said to me:
"What's your secret Rob? You have a ten inch dick or a twelve inch tongue?"
"What? Are you drunk?"
"Not yet, but I'm working on it. Just wondering what the attraction is. CB hasn't taken her eyes off of you since you got here."
"Who? Who is CB?"
"Connie Barrington. Actually it is Connie Smythe-Barrington, but she doesn't use the Smythe part."
All of a sudden I was interested in the girl who was supposedly eyeing me.
"Why would she be watching me? Surely her date would have something to say about it."
"Her date was Barry Cross and Barry can't handle liquor. He's been passed out for the last two hours. Guys have been hitting on her ever since a couple of them carried him up to a bedroom, but you are the guy she seems to be interested in. You could do worse dude. Her family is loaded."
Smythe-Barrington? There couldn't be another family with that name. She had to be related to Robert Conner Ellsworth Smythe- Barrington and an idea began forming in the back of my mind. I had no idea of whether or not it would work, but I made the instant decision to try.
I set my beer down and walked over to the girl and said, "I've been fighting it all night, but I've decided that the British SAS have it right. "Who Dares Wins" is their motto and I've decided to adopt it where you are concerned."
I offered my hand as I introduced myself. She took my hand and said, "I was just getting ready to do the same thing only in my mind it was "Carpe Diem" -- seize the day."
"Who do I have to fight to get you to leave with me?"
"No one. He is already down for the count."
I offered her my arm and said, "Shall we?"
She took my arm and said "Yes" and seven months later Connie was pregnant and I was walking away. I won't pretend that it was easy because it wasn't. I had grown quite attached to Connie and I could see a future with her under different circumstances, but my hatred where her father was concerned was a great deal stronger than my feelings for his daughter. I admit that it was despicable of me to get at him through his daughter, but I couldn't see any other way to take my revenge without putting me in jail for assault with intent to kill or maim.
+++++++++++++++++++++
A week went by and it was reminiscent of my breakup with Samantha. A dozen calls a day on my cell from Connie that I deleted. I had finished school so I didn't have to worry about running into her on campus and I'd never talked about the gas company with her so she didn't know where I worked. But she did know where I lived so I had to keep an eye out for her in case she tried to catch me at home.
Twice I saw her car in the parking lot at the apartments and when I saw it I kept on driving. I knew that sooner or later, probably sooner rather than later, she would knock on the door while I was home, but I didn't plan to open the door to her.
The next week the number of calls increased and I kept deleting them until the day came that I had been waiting for. There were the usual dozen voice mails and I started deleting them until I came to the fifth one.
"Mr. Walton? My name is Rob Barrington and I need to talk with you. Would you please call me at" and he gave me a number to call and ended the voice mail telling me that it was very important to call him as soon as possible.
I smiled as I thought "Gotcha!"
I waited until the next morning and then I called the number.
"Good morning. Thank you for calling Barrington Industries. How may I direct your call?"
"Mr. Barrington please."
Two rings and then, "Mr. Barrington's office. This is Stella. How may I help you?"
"Mr. Barrington please."
"Whom shall I say is calling?"
"Bob Walton."
Two rings and then, "This is Marge. How can I help you?"
"I'm trying to reach Mr. Barrington."
"I'm Mr. Barrington's executive assistant."
"I don't care if you are Mother Teresa. I'm trying to reach Mr. Barrington."
"Mr. Barrington is a very busy man and it is my job to see that he isn't interrupted every time some one calls."
"God knows that I would never want to interrupt a very busy man, but Mr. Barrington called me, left his number and said that it was very important that I call him as soon as possible. Apparently it can't be all that important or he would have arranged to have me put right through. Good day" and I hung up. I was not surprised when my phone rang three minutes later and the screen showed that the call was from the number I'd just hung up on. I smiled and let it go to voice mail and then deleted it without listening to it.
I had three calls from that number over the next two days and I ignored them. I started parking on the other side of my apartment complex and then walking to my apartment thinking that if Connie didn't see my car she would think I wasn't home. Of course I did have to be careful and make sure she wasn't already parked where she could see me enter my unit. Twice I saw her sitting in her car and I had to go back to mine and go somewhere for dinner and a drink or two to wait her out.
The calls from Barrington stopped and I wondered what he would do next. He wasn't the type to just shrug his shoulders and give up. He was a Smythe-Barrington for God's sake. No lowly peon was going to be allowed to ignore him.
When it came I was surprised. I was at a job site going over the plans with the crew chief when what was obviously an unmarked police car drove onto the site. A man in a suit got out and asked one of the workers something and I saw Mike turn and point to me. The man in the suit came over to me and introduced himself as Detective Sergeant O'Conner.
"I'd like you to come with me please."
"What's this about? Am I under arrest?"
"No you aren't under arrest and I don't know what it is about. I was just asked to fetch you."
"Do I need an attorney?"
"No. I don't know what it is about, but I do know you do not need a lawyer."
"Do I follow you in my car?"
"No. I'll bring you back when it is over."
"At least that sounds like I'm not going to be locked up. Let's go."
During the ride my mind was busy trying to think of why the police wanted to talk to me. My only contact with the authorities had been when Samantha was killed. I'd never even had a parking ticket much less anything worse. I was confused when we didn't go to a police station or the City County Building, but instead pulled into a visitors parking place at Barrington Industries,
"Impressive" I said. "I knew Barrington was wealthy and influential, but to own the police department? I'm impressed."
O'Conner didn't respond to that. He got out of the car and I followed him. He led the way through the lobby to the elevators and walked up to the one on the left. He took a key card out of his pocket and swiped it through the reader next to the elevator door and the door opened and we stepped inside. There were only three buttons on the panel which I though odd since it was a six story building. One said up and that's the one O'Conner pushed. The other two said "Down 1" and "Down 2."
On the ride up I asked "Down 1 and 2?"
"Down one is the lobby where we got on. Down 2 is the basement parking garage."
The door opened onto a reception area and O' Conner said to the woman behind the desk:
"Mr. Walton to see Mr. Barrington."
The woman picked up the phone, pushed a button and a second later said, "He's here."
A minute later a smartly dressed and very good looking woman came into the reception area and walked up to me.
"Good morning Mr. Walton. I'm Marge and I'm sorry for the mix up the day you called. If you would please follow me?"
She turned and started walking and as I followed along behind her I couldn't help but notice her ass and think that I'd follow that ass any day of the week. She led me to a door, opened and ushered me in as she announced "Mr. Walton is here" and then she closed the door and left me facing Robert Conner Ellsworth Smythe-Barrington. He stood, offered his hand and said:
"Good morning Mr. Walton. May I call you Bob?"
I didn't take his hand and I didn't respond to the question. I just stood there looking at him. He pulled his hand back, shrugged and said:
"Please have a seat."
I sat down on a chair opposite him and he said, "I'm sure that you know why you are here."
"I guess that for some reason you wanted me to see that you own a police department."
He chuckled and said, "Hardly. Terry is one of my cousins. Family you know. I believe that you know my daughter Constance?"
"I do."
"She tells me that she has a problem and that you are the cause. I wanted to talk to you and see if we could come to some sort of an agreement to solve the problem."
"If it is the problem she mentioned the last time I talked to her I doubt that we will be able to reach any agreement at all."
"What kind of man are you that you can't step up and be responsible for your actions?"
"You are mistaken. I have no problem taking ownership of my actions, but I am not responsible for your daughter's condition. I am sterile. I can not get a woman pregnant."
"Constance swears to me that you are the only one she had sexual relations with and she has never in her life lied to me."
"Your daughter was not a virgin when we first had sex. I have no idea of how many that there were before me, but it is plainly obvious that there was some one else getting her while we were keeping company. You need to find out who that someone is and try to work out an agreement with him."
"Lets cut out the bullshit and get right to it shall we? Constance said it was you so as far as I'm concerned it was you. How much do you want?"
"For what?"
"To marry Constance and give the child a father."
"How much you got?"
He smiled. As far as he was concerned he was now on familiar ground. Money would take care of the problem. Now all he had to do was figure out how cheaply I could be bought.
"Constance says you know about her trust fund and that she will come into it when she marries. I won't insist on a pre-nup. Do we have a deal?"
"Are you seriously asking me to take on some one else's kid for that? I'm no legal genius, but even I know that in a divorce any judge worth his salt is going to look at that trust and say that it is hers and hers alone."
"Divorce?"
"Of course divorce. She was going with me and still managed to get pregnant with some other guy's kid and tried to pass it off on me. She would be cheating on me before our first anniversary. Sooner or later I would catch her and then divorce her."
"Constance says that the baby is yours and I believe her. She would not lie to me about something like that."
"Bullshit! If she would lie to me about it she would damned sure lie about it to you to get you on her side. I don't know who the father of her baby is other than it is not me. For all I know it could be yours."
"HOW DARE YOU!" he yelled as he leaned forward and banged his fist on his desk like a judge's gavel.
"How dare I? You are a low life asshole who fucks other men's wives so it isn't any great leap to think you might be creep enough to do you own daughter."
"That is an absolute outright lie!"
"Get off your high horse Bobby. I have pictures of you fucking my wife. You, Steadman and two others."
"You are out of your fucking mind!"
"Give it up Bobby. You can huff and puff and bluster all you want, but I have pictures of you fucking Samantha and I'm not the least bit afraid to paper this entire state with copies of them. Before she died she confessed to me that you offered her twenty-five thousand to take care of you, Steadman and certain select clients and customers."
He sat back in his chair, sudden understanding on his face.
"Walton. You are Sammi Walton's husband. I never made the connection."
Then his eyes got big as the realization hit him. "YOU BASTARD!!! It was on purpose! You got my daughter pregnant to get back at me."
"You are free to think that I seduced your daughter to get back at you for seducing my wife if you want, but the fact still remains that I am sterile."
"Seduce your wife? That's what you think? I've got news for you boy. Your wife was a grade A slut. She was a hot, sexy looking woman and men naturally hit on her. The problem was that when they hit on her she dropped her drawers and spread fore them. She wasn't here an hour and she was sucking Stedman's dick. He took her to lunch at the Marriott and spent the afternoon fucking her. She was that easy."
"Yeah! Right! Like I'm going to believe that."
He stood up and went to a credenza against the wall, dug around in it until he came out with a couple of CDs in his hand. He opened a desk drawer and took out a file folder and then said:
"Follow me boy. I've got a few things to show you."
Curious, I got up and followed him out of the room and down the hall to a conference room. It had a large screen TV against one wall and a VCR/CD player hooked up to it.
"I am a very careful man. I'm well aware that there are people always willing to try and separate me from my money and I make sure my ass is covered at all times. Pay attention to the dates that you see on these recordings."
He set things up and pushed the button that started things. On the screen I saw the same room that I was sitting in. There were four men sitting at the table I was sitting at and Stedman walked into the room followed by Samantha. The date on the tape was her first day on the job. Steadman said:
"Gentlemen, let me introduce our newest employee Samantha Walton. She prefers to be called Sammi. When I interviewed her for the open secretary's position I asked her what her qualifications were and after telling me about her typing and computer skills she got up and came around my desk, told me she had one more skill I might appreciate and then proceeded to give me the best blow job I've ever gotten. I told her that we were a very close knit group here and then I informed here that if I hired her I would be honor bound to share my good fortune and she said it would not be a problem. Please welcome her to our department."
What followed was a gangbang that Barrington said lasted until well after quitting time. "And that was in addition to the three hours she spent with Stedman at the Marriott."
He put another CD in the player and on the screen was Barrington sitting behind his desk. The door opened and Marge ushered Samantha into the office and then left. Barrington asked her to have a seat and then said:
"Marty (Stedman) tells me that you have a certain skill that could be useful to the company. To be blunt about it certain customers, clients and suppliers need an extra incentive to give us the best prices, priority on deliveries and to sign contracts that are beneficial to us. You are a beautiful and sexy looking young woman and I can see where most men who see you are going to want you. The time you spent in the conference room yesterday makes me believe that you might be willing to take on the job of -- shall we say -- accounts facilitator? How would you feel about that?"
Samantha looked him right in the eye and said, "I'm not about to fuck whoever you want for secretaries wages."
"Of course not and I wouldn't expect you too. Which would you prefer? A straight salary or a base salary plus commissions?"
I think a secretary's salary and commissions. I would want the salary to go as direct deposit into the joint account I have with my husband and the commissions to go into a separate account that I'll set up at a different bank."
"We can do that. I'll set you up with an apartment where you can entertain and an expense account for buying the clothes and whatever else is necessary for you to take care of business. Things like drinks and such. Are you willing to start today?"
"I am."
"Jason Willard will arrive at nine this morning on his flight from Dallas. You and Marty will have lunch with him to discuss the details of the contract we want him to sign. After lunch you will see to it that Jason enjoys his trip. Okay?"
"Don't you at least want to see what you are sending Mr. Willard?" she said as she stood up and went behind his desk. She knelt in front of him and proceeded to give him a blow job that included swallowing.
"As you can see there was precious little seducing going on where Sammi was concerned. So yes, I did fuck your wife, but I did not have to seduce her to do it. There is more. Even though I'm not above giving the people I do business with incentives I am very careful when it comes to what I do give them. I don't want things backfiring and coming back on me. I have an extremely good private investigator on retainer and I put him on Samantha to find out what he could about her. He went all the way back to her high school days and talked with anybody who would talk to him. What he found was that she pretty much liked to fuck."
He slid the file he had taken out of his desk and slid it across the table to me.
"Read that and then tell me again about how I seduced your innocent wife. I'll give you some time with that and then I'll be back. I've got some calls to make."
He left the room and I opened the file and saw that he did indeed have an extremely good investigator working for him. He had gone all the way back to high school. Samantha had been a round heeled slut. I had been so hung up over her that I had never noticed. I knew that she had dated several other guys before settling on me, but I hadn't known that she had fucked most of them. Even after starting to go steady with me she was fucking other guys. She fucked other guys after we were married and she fucked other guys all through her pregnancy.



It was all a shock to me, but the biggest shock to me was finding out something that never in my wildest imagination would I have thought. The baby that Samantha had been carrying was not mine. The baby had been black. Suddenly I remembered the looks of pity that I had gotten from the workers at the hospital. It wasn't because Samantha couldn't have any more children. It was because they pitied the poor clueless husband.
I was sitting there staring at the report when Barrington came back into the room. He sat down opposite me and then sat there watching me. After a bit he said:
"I'm sorry that I had to be the one to ruin your memories of your wife, but unfortunately I not the kind of person who when accused of something just shrugs and walks away. All I did where Sammi was concerned is take what was offered."
I sat there staring at the report and finally he said, "Are you all right?"
I looked up at him and said, "If it was your wife and you read this would you be all right?"
"Probably not."
"This comes as a total shock. I knew about what she was doing here and I'd all ready left her over it, but the rest of it? I had no idea. The part about the baby? She was playing me for a sucker even back then. We had to get married because she told me I had gotten her pregnant and all the time it was some other asshole."
"Maybe, but then again maybe not. Maybe she did think it was yours."
I stood up and he asked, "Where are you going?"
"I have some serious thinking to do."
"What about Constance?"
"I just said it; I have some serious thinking to do. Would you please have your secretary call me a cab?"
"No need. Terry is downstairs waiting for you."
I sensed he wanted to say more, but he kept silent.
Terry stood up when I got to the lobby and headed for the door. The ride back to the job site was silent and I stared out the passenger's side window and thought. The mornings events had blunted the hatred I'd felt toward Barrington. Finding out that he hadn't done what Samantha had said had changed things. Connie was pregnant because of my hatred of her father because of what I had believed that he had done.
By the time we got back to the job site I knew what I had to do. It wasn't going to be pleasant, but it would have to be done. After making sure that the crew chief was up to speed on the plans I got in my car and told out my cell and called Barrington. This time I was put right through. Once I got him on the phone I asked:
"How is your relationship with your daughter? Specifically, how would she take knowing that you were fucking my wife?"
"Why?"
"Just humor me."
"It would probably upset her, but it would come as no surprise. She knows that I haven't had sexual relations with her mother in over ten years and no, the why of it isn't any of your business."
"I don't need to know anyway. I need the CDs and the detectives report. Can I pick them up this afternoon?"
"Why do you want them?"
"If your daughter wants to marry me after I go over them with her you will have gained a son in law."
"Is that really necessary? That you go over them with her?"
"It is to me. I won't go forward with her until I have done it."
"I'll have the package waiting for you at the front desk. All I ask is that you.....never mind. The stuff will be there."
I took a deep breath and called Connie. I got her voice mail. I left the message that we needed to talk face to face and that I'd be home after six. I swung by Barrington Industries and picked up the package and went home.
At six I expected my doorbell to ring, but it didn't. Seven came and went without Connie showing up or calling so I decided that she didn't want to talk and I decided to go out and get a bite to eat. I was just opening the door when Connie walked up to it.
"Sorry I'm late, but I forgot and left my phone at home on the charger and I didn't get your message until twenty minutes ago. Why the rush now when you have been avoiding me for weeks?"
"It isn't a rush. If you hadn't shown up tonight I would have called you again tomorrow."
I stepped aside and said, "Please come in."
She came in and I led her to the kitchen table and pulled out a chair for her and then I got a glass and poured some white wine which was her usual alcoholic drink of choice. I popped the top on a long neck and sat down opposite her.
"I'm going to tell you a story. You are not going to like certain parts of it, but it has to be done."
I proceeded to tell her about Samantha and how she had cheated on me and how she had blamed it on Robert Barrington and what he did to her. I only covered the period that Samantha had worked for Barrington Industries and then I said:
"I promised myself that I would get even with the man who caused my wife to cheat on me. I believed that man to be your father and I set out to hurt him the only way I knew how given my limited resources. I knew how socially conscious he was and I figured he would be shamed in his social circles if he ended up with a pregnant unmarried daughter so I deliberately set out to woo you, impregnate you and then send you home to daddy.
"I probably never would have been able to do it without the help of the guy who fed you that date rape drug because I really believed you meant it when you said you wouldn't have sex until you were married. But he did prime you for me and I did get you pregnant on either that night or later ones."
"You bastard!! You did it to me on purpose."
"Yes I did. Today your father had me visit him at his office and while I didn't admit anything to him I accused he of doing something very bad and when he challenged my accusation I told him I had no trouble believing what I'd said because a man capable of seducing and then screwing another man's wife was capable of doing anything.
"He asked me what I meant by that and I told him what my wife had confessed to. He told me that I was wrong and then he showed me the proof. I want you to play these CDs and read this report. I'm going to go sit in the spare bedroom and when you are done and you still want to talk to me come and knock on the door."
Twenty minutes later there was a knock on the door and I opened it and we went back into the kitchen. I refilled her wine glass and she took a sip and then said:
"Why did you want me to see that?"
"It wasn't so you could see your dad doing things; it was so you could see what my wife was doing. When I found out what she was doing I confronted her and she told me that she was fed date rape drugs, given to friends of your father's and that he filmed it and threatened to send me the film if she didn't do what he wanted. I firmly believed that she was cheating on me because of your father and I set out to get revenge on him. I didn't have the money and power that your father had so I went after him the only way I could think of that wouldn't have me ending up in a jail cell. I went at him through you.
"As you saw from the report and how she behaved on the CDs she lied to me. She lied to me and I went after your father to take my revenge. It is important to me that you see why I did what I did. I do not expect you to accept my reasoning and what I did, but I do hope that you at least have some understanding of the why.
"That said and given what you now know it is time for you to think about making some decisions. I will step up and take on my responsibilities as the father of your child, but you will need to decide the form that responsibility takes. I will of course marry you, but you have to decide if you want to married to a man who could do what I have done. If you do decide to marry and give the child legitimacy you have to decide what kind of marriage it will be."
"What does that mean? What kind of marriage?"
"I honestly can't see where you would want anything to do with me under the circumstances so you might decide you only want to appear to be happily married in public and you might prefer separate quarters when we are at home. You may decide that you would rather be an unmarried mother than have to marry me. If we do marry you will have to decide how long you want it to last. Six months after the baby comes? A year? You might decide to marry me and then divorce me after two or three months. That way you won't be saddled with me and you will have avoided the tag of un-wed mother and the satin that goes with it. These are all decisions that you have to make."
"So you never cared for me at all. I was just the vehicle you used to get at my father."
"That isn't true. I did have feelings for you. Strong feelings. Unfortunately my feelings for you were overpowered by my hatred of your father."
She stared at me in silence for almost a minute and then she said, "I'll need a list of whom you want to invite to the wedding. I'm not quite sure how quick it will be, but I'm sure that my mother is going to want it to happen before I begin to show. You are going to need to clear your schedule. It will be necessary that we be seen in public as a couple. This Saturday there is a charity event that will be well attended by the social set that you intended to embarrass my father in front of. I will get you a list of other events we will need to attend. You will need a tux for two of them."
She stood up and said, "I'll call you tomorrow with the details for Saturday. No need to see me out. I know the way."
That of course was pure sarcasm as you could see the apartment door from the table where we were sitting. When she reached the door she turned and said:
"We will need to start looking for a suitable house. I'm afraid I'm just not an apartment person."
And then she was gone and just like that I had a fiancée.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I stopped by a jewelry store and bought the rings and when I got home I opened the Yellow Pages and found a place where I could buy a tux. They had a full page ad and it said "Call for a fitting" so I called and made an appointment. I'd no sooner got off the phone from talking to them when the phone rang. It was Connie calling with the details of the Saturday event.
"And I'll need your list as soon as possible. My mother picked a date six weeks away."
"I'll give it to you on Saturday."
I was surprised that she was still sharing the apartment with Harriet and Gwen. I would have thought that when she graduated she would have gotten a place of her own. Luckily neither one was there when I picked Connie up. I really didn't want to face Harriet after using her the way I had. Once in the car I handed her the engagement ring I'd bought her and she looked at it for a bit and then slid it on her finger. Not a romantic moment by any means, but there wasn't any romance in the situation to begin with.
I met Connie's mother for the first time and she seemed like a lovely lady. She was surprisingly friendly with me considering the circumstances and we discussed the coming wedding.
"The quickness of it will cause questions, but it won't be the first time a couple had to do things in a hurry. You must come see me some time when we can talk longer and in private."
I told her that I would, but I wasn't all that sure that I meant it. I knew that one of the things she was going to want to talk about was why I was marrying her daughter after going out of my way to deny paternity of Connie's child and I didn't want her to know why and I didn't want to make up some lie to tell her that I'd have to try and remember.
Her father acted toward me like we'd never had that conversation in his office. I met a ton of important people most of whose names I wouldn't remember come the next day. It was a pleasant evening and I didn't embarrass myself or Connie. Connie was well known and quite popular. She was asked a dozen times and she always looked to me to see if it was all right and I'd nod a yes.
On the drive home Connie said, "My mother likes you."
"I suppose there is no accounting for taste."
"You don't understand. My mother has never, and I do mean never, liked any of the guys I've dated and introduced to her."
"Your mother is well aware of the circumstances under which we are getting married and she has decided to make the best of it."
"Oh no; I know my mom and I can tell. She really likes you and I don't mind telling you that it surprises the hell put of me."
I made the turn to take her home and she asked, "Where are you going? This isn't the way to your place."
"My place?"
"I can't fuck you with my roommates around so yes, your place."
I glanced over at her and she said, "Don't look at me like that. You like sex and we are getting married and since you have already knocked me up and I like sex it is only natural that we get it on."
Get it on? Knocked me up? The word "fuck?" She never used to talk like that. I wondered what other surprises she had for me. I hung a u-turn and headed for my apartment. Connie was shedding clothes even as we walked in the door. She headed straight for the bedroom and was naked and spread out on the bed when I finally got my clothes off..
"Eat me" she commanded and I wondered about that. Before she had always followed my lead and she had never before told me what to do. I shrugged and got down to do it and found the next surprise she had for me. As soon as my mouth was on her pussy I knew that I was following someone else. I raised my head and looked at her and she had a smile on her face.
"Suck him out of me darling. It is your punishment for the hell that you put me through. Clean him out of me and then you can fill me back up."
It wouldn't be the first time for me and I knew that it wouldn't kill me. I remembered a gangbang at a frat house and a hundred dollar bet and a dare that I wouldn't eat the girl after she was banged. I took the bet and she had liked it so much that she had given me her phone number and made me promise to call, but I never did.
I looked into Connie's smiling face and then went to work. As I licked and slurped she told me how she had snuck away during the party and allowed herself to be fucked.
"Twice baby. I took two loads tonight." She paused and then said, "From two different guys."
She moaned and pushed her cunt up my face. "That's it baby; that's just right. Suck all of them out of meeeeeeee" she yelled as she came. She grabbed my head and held it tight against her until the shaking slacked off and she came down. I pulled my face away from her, pulled and pushed until I got her in the doggie position and then I rammed my cock into her cunt and started banging. No making love there. Oh no; it was just a hard cock plowing a slut to get itself off. As I pounded her she was pushing back and moaning out a long string of "Yessss, yesss, yessss" and she must have cum two or three times before I shot my wad into her.
I wasn't through with her though. I pushed her over onto her back and moved up and pushed my cock at her mouth. She had never sucked me before and she held her lips hard together. I reached out and pinched her right nipple and when she yelped at the pain I pushed my cock into her open mouth. I grabbed her head and held it tight as I snarled:
"Suck it whore and get it hard again."
And she did. She had never sucked me before, but when she started it was obvious to me that she had learned to give them on some one. When she had me hard I got her back on her hands and knees and rammed her cunt again. I stroked into her long enough to get wet and then I pulled out and before she knew what was happening I rammed my cock into her ass. I expected her to scream and try to get away as I popped in, but she surprised me again. There was no scream. She grunted and then said:
"That's just plain nasty. You could have at least prepared me."
"Fuck that shit! You act like a whore I treat you like a whore" and I fucked her hard.
She was shoving her ass back at me and she started talking. I'd never done her anally before and I got my next surprise.
"Like my shitter? Like fucking my shit hole? I've had bigger than you in there. Go ahead; pond my shitter. Pack my fudge. Be the big man. Make the little girl suffer. Do I look like I'm suffering? Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass hard."
I pounded her as hard as I could and I gave her an orgasm. It was a first for me. I'd done anal before, but I'd never seen a girl have an orgasm from butt fucking. Thirty seconds after Connie had hers I got mine, but I wasn't done with Connie yet.
I don't know how I knew it, but I knew that the evening was going to be a defining moment for us. As soon as my cock blasted its load into her bowels I pulled it out of her ass and quickly, before she had a clue as to what was coming, I grabbed a handful of her hair, jerked her head around and shoved my slime covered cock in her mouth. I held her head so she couldn't get away and then I fucked her face until my cock went soft. When I was limp I let go of her head and she scrambled off the bed and ran for the bathroom. I smiled as I heard her tossing her cookies. It was a good ten minutes before she came back into the room.
"You bastard!!! You rotten fucking bastard!! That was filthy and fucking disgusting! What kind of man are you?"
"The kind of man who isn't going to put up with your shit! It was an object lesson for you. You want to act like a slut -- a stupid whore -- go do it, but when you do I'll treat you like one. Call it setting the ground rules. You are your own person and you get to make your own choices as to what you want to do. If you intend to go into this marriage intending to play around on the side whenever you feel like it so be it. It is simple enough. Keep it discrete and don't do anything that will humiliate me or disrespect me in public or in front of people we know. Act like a fiancée and a wife and be treated like a fiancée and a wife. Act like a slut and a whore and I'll treat you like a slut and a whore.
"And you need to understand this. When you act like a slut the people you get slutty with are going to smirk and laugh at me behind my back. I will eventually find out who they are and I will take vengeance on them and that starts now. Who are the two who fucked you tonight knowing that you are my fiancée?"
She looked away and then said, "I lied. There was only one and I'm not telling you who he is. All you need to know is that he and I kept company for a while after you turned your back on me. Tonight was a thanks for being there for me goodbye fuck. Now what?"
"What do you mean "Now what?"
"It was my intention to wear you out tonight, but the mood has changed."
"Fuck a bunch of moods! You started us out on a slut-whore night so I'll keep it going. On your hands and knees bitch."
She looked like she wanted to or was going to say something, but then changed her mind and assumed the position. I nailed her twice more that night before I couldn't go again.
I started to dress so I could take her home and she asked me what I was doing so I told her.
"I'm not going anywhere. We need to get used to waking up together."
Waking up with her was an experience in itself. I didn't think she could get twice more out of me following our night, but she managed.
++++++++++++++++++
For the next three weeks she spent two or three nights a week at my place and we spent our week ends looking at houses. We found a few that I liked, but she didn't and a few that she liked and that I didn't. She was thinking big like where she had grown up and I was looking for something smaller and with in my budget. I wasn't worried much about the cost as I still had a lot of the insurance money in the bank, but the maintenance and upkeep on some of the houses Connie wanted would have wiped me out. I didn't need a four car garage, tennis courts, stables and lots of acreage. A simple three or four bedroom with an in ground pool and a hot tub was more my style.



At the end of the third week came the expected invitation. We were having dinner at my place when Connie said:
"Mom and dad would like you to come to dinner Friday."
"I know what it is going to be about so I might as well head your father off at the pass."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that your mother is going to want to talk weddings and plans and your father is going to get around to talking money."
"So what does heading him off at the pass mean?"
I got up from the table, got my briefcase and took a paper out of it. I came back to the table and handed the paper to Connie.
"What is it?"
"A pre-nuptial agreement. I've all ready signed it and had it notarized. All you have to do is sign it and when your father starts to talk money all I'll have to do is hand it to him."
She read it, shook her head as if she didn't believe what she was reading and then looked at me and said:
"Are you sure?"
"Positive."
"This is going to shock my dad. After what both my sisters did he just knows that any man I marry is going to have my trust fund on his mind and will try to find someway to access it."
The dinner went pretty much as I had predicted except for her father being a little pissy toward her for not coming to work for him when she graduated. She explained that she wanted to make it on her own and not have it said that she advanced because of favoritism. That didn't mollify him. Her mother talked about the wedding and I could see her father waiting for his chance to jump in, but I did just what I said I wanted to do and I cut him off before he could say a word.
"There is something that needs to be cleared up before the wedding takes place" I said and I took the envelope out of my sports coat inside pocket. I handed it to her father as I said, "It is quite clear and to the point. In the case of a divorce for any reason whatsoever both parties leave the marriage with what they brought into it. Any acquisitions during the marriage will be split equally. Simply put, Connie's trust fund, all of it, stays with her.
"There is one more item to take care of and I haven't discussed it with Connie yet, but it is my intention to draw up a will that will make sure that if Connie predeceases me -- God forbid -- her funds will go to our children and not to me and further, you two will be named as joint executors of the estate."
The look on Barrington's face was priceless, but Connie's mother was smiling as she nodded her head as if she knew something that the rest of us didn't. While the help (yes, the Barrington's had a butler, maids and a chef) cleared the table Connie and her mother went off to look at some material that Connie's mother had found for the wedding gown and the brides maid's dresses leaving me alone with Barrington. We retired to his den and he poured me a brandy and then said:
"You surprised me, but then that was your intention wasn't it?"
"Yes and no."
"Yes and no?"
"I knew it would surprise you, but it wasn't intended. Connie has told me about her two sisters and how you view their husbands so yes, I figured that you would be surprised to find out you were not getting another one like them in the family."
"Yeah? Well I was right about the both of them. Houses bigger than they need, new cars, expensive toys and the trusts are being depleted. Neither one of them has a job worth spit and when the trust money is gone they won't be able to continue living high on the hog and they will start losing things. When that happens they will be coming to me for a hand out which I will probably give them. After all, they are my daughters. I have to ask. Why did you do it?"
"No need to lie to you at this late date. We both know I deliberately got Connie pregnant and then walked away so you would suffer the social stigma of having an unwed pregnant daughter. It wasn't much, but it was the only thing I could think of to get back at you for what I thought you did to Samantha that wouldn't have me sitting in jail. Then I found out you had nothing to do with turning Samantha into what she was. That left me with the responsibility of seeing to Connie's child.
"I was totally up front with Connie and I told her what I did and why and then I told her that I would marry her and give the child a name. Connie surprised the hell out of me when she said okay. I thought for sure she wouldn't want anything to do with some one who could be asshole enough to do what I'd done. I'm going into this marriage fully expecting that it will end in divorce. Connie will have the baby and then six months or so later she will ask for a divorce. The child will have avoided being born illegitimate, Connie will have avoided being an unwed mother and she will be wanting to get on with her life.
"I've planned ahead. I'll buy a house before we get married so it will stay with me when the divorce happens. When Connie sues for divorce I won't fight it. She will have her trust and so I won't have to pay alimony. All I'll have to pay is child support."
"That's a pretty cold blooded way to look at it."
"Think about it. If you were Connie would you want an asshole like me for a life partner?"
"You aren't a complete asshole. Once you had all the facts you stepped up. You could have said "Fuck it! What's done is done" and walked away."
"That isn't the point. What I did I did deliberately and I don't believe Connie or any other woman for that matter would want to stay with a man who could do something like that."
"How about we change the subject? What are your plans for the future work-wise?"
"I'm happy where I am. I like the work, the money and benefits are good and they seem to like me. It has been suggested that I'll be able to climb the ladder after I've been there for a while."
"Never given any thought to going to work for a civil engineering firm? No thought to eventually starting your own company?"
"Not really. My father indirectly taught me a lesson where work was concerned. He got up every morning and bitched about having to go into "That damned place" again and every night over dinner I heard about all the stupid things that management, his foreman and his lead mechanic did. I once asked him why he kept working there if he hated it so much. All he could say was that it was a steady paycheck; had good benefits and he had too much seniority to get laid off.
"He pretty much convinced me that what I needed in a job when I grew up was a place I enjoyed going into every day and that is what I have right now. I'm happy there and they are happy enough with me that they paid for half of my tuition and books as long as I agreed to sign a three year contract to work for them after I graduated."
Before the talk went any farther Connie and her mother joined us and then all the talk centered on the wedding, the honeymoon and where we were going to live. We talked about how it Connie and I couldn't seem to agree on a place and while that conversation was going on it occurred to me that I was looking at things wrong. I'd just told Barrington that I was going to buy a house before we got married so that it would stay with me after the divorce that I saw coming. I needed to be looking at houses that I wanted and would be happy with when Connie and I split up. With that thought in mind I went back over the houses that we had looked at and two of them stood out. I decided to take a closer look at both of them.
When it was time to leave Connie's mother (please call me Maggi) cornered me and reminded me that she wanted me to call her and set up a lunch date or come see her so we could talk privately and I told her that I would.
As I was driving Connie back to her place she asked, "What's with this predeceased bullshit?"
"It isn't bullshit and it could happen. Just because you are young and healthy doesn't mean you are immortal. Look at Samantha. Young, vibrant, full of life and dead at twenty-three. The will takes care of the child and that is what this is all about." She sat silent for a few miles and then said:
"I don't want to go to my place."
Accordingly I steered the car toward my apartment and what followed was another exhausting night.
To be continued...
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Over the next two days I revisited the houses I was interested in and finally decided on a three bedroom ranch with an attached three car garage, an in-ground swimming pool and a hot tub. I put a hundred-fifty thousand down on it which just about knocked the socks off of the real estate agent. I had already arranged for the bank where I had my accounts to finance the house I picked and I figured that we would close in thirty days or so.
Samantha's mother told me that she didn't want any of Samantha's stuff so I went to the storage unit and dug through everything there to sort it out for Goodwill and a couple of other charitable organizations and in the course of digging I found out another lie that Samantha had told me. She said Barrington was going to give her twenty-five thousand for what she had been doing. I found two bank books with over eighty grand between them. Samantha told me she was trying to get the twenty five thousand so we could put a down payment on a house. If she was looking down or up from wherever she was she couldn't miss the smile on my face. She had just paid off my new house. I'd move into it free and clear.
I decided to get my meeting with Connie's mother out of the way. I called and we made a lunch date for one the next day. We met at the Hilton and Maggie was all ready there when I got there and she stood up, smiled and offered me her hand. I took it and then surprised her by kissing it in the continental fashion and then we sat down.
It is said that if you want to know what you wife is going to look like twenty years down the road look at her mother. Maggie was a fox! She was a forty-four year old woman who looked all of thirty and a quick glance around the restaurant showed that almost all of the males there were looking at her. A waitress appeared, took my drink order and then left.
"I'll just bet that curiosity is driving you nuts right? What on earth could Connie's mother want to talk to me about and in private, right again?"
"That's pretty much it."
"Well it is the last thing in the world that you would expect. Are you sure that you want to marry my daughter?"
That caught me flat footed and I said, "What?"
"A simple question that only requires a simple answer. Are you sure that you want to marry Connie?"
"It isn't a question of want. It is something that I have to do to make things right. Why would you ask such a question?"
"Because you are a very nice guy and I don't think that you know what you are getting yourself into. And don't pooh pooh the nice guy thing. I know why you did what you did and yes, it wasn't a nice thing to do, but once you found out the circumstances you manned up. That makes you special in my book. Robert of course put you down as another fortune hunter try to sieze the opportunity to get your hands on Connie's trust fund, but you very effectively shot him down on that subject. One more reason to see you as a good man."
The waitress showed up with our drinks and took our luncheon order and when she was gone Maggie said:
"I had to ask myself if I wanted to see a man with your good qualities saddle himself with Connie and the answer I came up with was that it wasn't any of my business, but I talked myself into at least giving you fair warning."
"I don't understand? What is wrong with Connie?"
"To put it frankly she is a slut."
"She told me about that. She said she did it to get back at me for dumping her. I was supposed to see it and. get pissed. The only problem with that is when I walked away I didn't look back so I never knew what she was doing."
"And you believed that?"
"Why not? She wasn't like that when I met her and she wasn't like that while we were together."
"That was then. It is now that counts."
"Now?"
"Are you aware that at your first public appearance with her after putting a ring on her finger and her telling all the people that she talked to at the event that she was engaged to you that she snuck off with Mike Bolla, Billy Sheppard and Jamie Ogden and screwed them in the coat room?"
I was of course aware that she had screwed someone, but she told me that it was only one.
"No, I wasn't aware of that" I said.
"And I'll bet that you aren't aware that even as we sit here and talk she is upstairs in room 407 with Mike Bolla and Jamie Ogden."
"I had no idea."
"I picked this restaurant and one o'clock for a reason. I also got here early enough to get this specific table. You will notice that you can see the elevators from here. If they stick to their normal schedule -- they take long lunches from work -- they will be coming down within the next ten to fifteen minutes. I figured that the best way to handle things would be to let you see for yourself."
Our meal came and as we ate and made small talk I kept one eye on the elevators and at one-twenty the doors opened and Connie and two guys came out. I recognized both of them from the charity event I had attended with Connie. I looked over at Maggie.
"It changes nothing. I still need to make my child legitimate and then a reasonable time after the child's birth a quiet divorce can be arranged."
"That is not the reaction that I expected."
"No? What did you expect?"
"Anger, rage or something like that. In fact that is what I was hoping for and not the calm acceptance that I'm seeing."
"Why were you hoping for anger and rage?"
"Because those emotions might have led you to go along with what I wanted to do."
"And that would be?"
"Go upstairs and do the same thing that your intended was doing."
"Why on earth would you want to do that?"
"Revenge."
"I don't understand."
"It is simple really. I am a healthy woman and I enjoy sex. I will not allow my husband to have sex with me so I take care of my sexual appetites by entering into affairs with the husbands, fiancées and boyfriends of the women my husband has sex with. That is my revenge."
"And he doesn't care?"
"He doesn't know. He thinks I lost all interest in sex after the last time he gave me gonorrhea."
"Connie told me that you and Robert hadn't had sex in over ten years. I didn't believe her."
"It is true. Robert gave me sexually transmitted diseases four times over a six year period and after the last time I refused to let him touch me any more. I told him that the last disease he gave me made me lose all interest in sex."
Why then do you stay married to him?"
"Money for the most part. Barrington Industries used to be Barrington Manufacturing. My family owned Stowe Industrial and my parents and Robert's parents wanted to see us married and the two businesses merged. It didn't hurt that I loved Robert and I thought he loved me. It was a convoluted deal that saw that when the two companies merged the new company was named Barrington Industries in exchange for my family receiving fifty-one percent of the stock.
"I'm an only child and when my parents died I inherited their stock. With the prenuptial agreements that are in place if Robert and I divorce for any reason whatsoever the company would end up being broken up, Financially I wouldn't be hurt, but a lot of good people would be put out of work. I couldn't let that happen just because Robert couldn't keep his dick in his pants. Besides, having affairs with different men is exciting and I get to experience a lot. Kind of a sexual smorgasbord."
"Why not just one full time lover? God knows you are beautiful and sexy enough to land any man you want."
"Yes, but where would be the revenge in that?"
"So this lunch was all about landing me to satisfy your need for revenge?"
"That and I really did think you needed to know what you are getting yourself into. As I said earlier; I liked the way you stepped up when you could have walked away."
"So it is about you getting revenge on your husband and not because you have something against your daughter."
"I am upset that my baby has turned into what she is, but no, I have nothing against her. She was just my way to try and hook you."
"Why have you been keeping an eye on her to begin with?"
"When she told me she was pregnant I put a private detective on her. I wanted to know what kind of man she was going to end up dragging home. I was afraid it would be another loser like both of my other daughters ended up with. Someone I'd have to find someway to break her away from. I was surprised that it was you. I've had private investigators on Robert since I cut him off so I would know who the men were that I needed to seduce for my revenge. I knew about your wife and Robert and the investigators found out quite a bit about you. I was already planning your seduction when your wife was killed and I dropped my plans."
"Why?"
"Two reasons. One, it would have been crass to try to move in on a recent widower and two; the fun part of the revenge is doing the man while my husband was doing the woman. When I found out that you were the one who got Connie pregnant and then found out what she was doing I decided to take a shot at you and so here we are."
"Indeed we are and I guess I need to see about finding us a bed unless of course you want to do it right here on the table."
"That easy? I thought for sure I would have to work harder."
"I see no reason to remain true to Connie if she isn't going to be true to me and then of course there is fact that I also owe your husband a little revenge. What better revenge than to do to his wife what he did to mine."
I got up and said, "I'll get us a room."
Once in the room we undressed and I told her to leave her high heels on. "Nothing sexier than a naked woman in high heels."
"My kind of guy. We are going to have so much fun together."
I went down on her and then fucked her. She sucked me hard and I fucked her a second time. When I finished she asked:
"Are you kinky enough to eat me with your cum in me?"
I smiled at her and said, "Spread 'em sweetie."
"Oh no lover; I'm thinking of one of my favorite numbers, sixty-nine."
When she had me tall again she asked me how many times I was good for and I said:
"With you for inspiration? Only God knows."
"I didn't realize you were a silver tongued devil. I may just have to keep you."
"I like the sound of that."
"How do you feel about anal?"
"I like everything when it comes to sex, but I don't often do anal because a lot of the ladies I've known didn't like it and wouldn't do it."
"I used to be that way. I would never let Robert do it, but once I hit the revenge trail I decided to do it. I needed to give my lovers something that Robert never got. After a bit I learned to like it."
"This your way of telling me what you want to do next?"
"Clever boy" she said as she got on her hands and knees and presented her heart shaped ass to me.
As we were dressing she said, "I do hope that this is not a one time thing."
"That will depend on how often you can get free to do it and on when you can do it. I can't always get free from work like I did this afternoon and I'm assuming that Connie is going to be keeping my evenings full."
"Long lunch hours? Working late a time or two each week? Get her in the mind set that it is part of the job? Plus I can always give her a task or two to take care of as far as the wedding is concerned that will get her out of the way for a while."
"How long do you usually hang on to your revenge lovers?"
"Until they get tired of me."
"I can't see any one ever getting tired of you."
"They usually want more than I can give so they fade away."
"What you are saying is that it is pretty much up to me."
"Pretty much."
"And if I never get tired of it? How will you handle your need to get revenge with the men of the women that Robert scores with if I never get tired of you?"
"As long as I'm with you I'll still be playing with a man whose wife Robert had sex with."
We exchanged a passionate kiss and then left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++
The next two weeks were busy ones. Connie was tied up getting everything done that needed to be done to make the wedding come off the way she wanted. I was able to get together with Maggie two or three times a week and she kept me up to date on what her investigators were reporting about Connie's activities.
Connie met with Bolla twice, once each with Sheppard and Ogden and twice with all three. The second time she met with all three was four days before the wedding and according to Connie what she had going that night was a bachelorette party given by the girls she worked with. A day later she thought that I was at a bachelor party thrown by the guys I worked with. She was half right. It was my bachelor party, but there were only two people there -- Maggie and me.
The wedding went off without a hitch and Connie and I left the reception, drove to the airport and headed off on our honeymoon. We got to our hotel in Aruba, checked in and unpacked. Connie put on something filmy and see through, struck a pose and said:
"Ready to consummate our union sailor?"
She was shocked and stunned when I said:
"Not tonight. We won't be able to consummate the marriage until I see something in writing from a doctor or laboratory stating that you are disease free. I have no idea who Sheppard, Ogden and Bolla have been fucking besides you and I'm not going to take a chance on catching anything they, or who ever else you have been fucking, might have given you. See the hotel doctor. Maybe he can clear you quick enough that we might be able to consummate before we have to head home. I'm going down to the bar and have a drink or two. You can join me if you wish."
I left the room and left her standing there opened mouthed in shock. She surprised me. I didn't think she would come down, but twenty minutes after I got there she slid onto the barstool next to me. The bar maid took her order and when she left us to go mix it Connie said:
"Why are we even here? Why did you waste the money on this trip if you never intended to do anything?"
"We are here for the same reason we got married. For appearances sake."
"You aren't making sense. You have been making love to me all along. What is different now that we are here?"
"I didn't know about your three bed buddies until the night of your so called bachelorette party. You have noticed that we haven't had sex since that night haven't you?"
"I thought that you were saving it up for a memorable wedding night."
"Well I guess, depending on your take, tonight will be memorable in a way."
"I don't understand what is going on here. You made it plain to me that you are only marrying me to give the baby legitimacy. What do you care what I do if you planned on leaving me after the baby was born anyway?"
"I never said that. What I said was that the decision on how the marriage was going to go and how long it would last would be up to you. I had no intention of ever going for a divorce. I told you up front that any decision to divorce would be on you. I also told you that if you were going to play around on me that you needed to be discrete. I told you I would not stand for people smirking at me and laughing at the poor, dumb cuckold. I also told you I would take vengeance on any one who exposed me to public or private ridicule.
"You were seen going into a hotel room with a man who wasn't me by some one who knows me so I put a private investigator on you and that's how I found out about your three lovers. I took care of Sheppard the day before the wedding and I'll take care of the other two when we get back home."
"What did you do to Billy?"
"I beat him so bad he had to go to the hospital emergency room."
"That wasn't fair! I told him you were okay with it. I told all three of them you were okay with it. You told me that it was my body and I got to make the choices as to what to do with it."
"I did, but I also told you to be discrete and not cause me any public humiliation. You could have gone into that hotel room and the guy could have followed you in ten minutes later or he could have gone in first and you could have joined him later, but that isn't what you did. You walked into that room hand in hand and you were seen doing it so now there are at least two people out there who know my wife is a cheating slut and that she has cuckolded me. I told you I wouldn't stand for it and I won't."
"So I'm in for a sexless honeymoon."
"Unless you show me that the guys you have been fucking haven't given you a disease."
"Why does that matter to you now? We have been making love for three months now and I have been seeing those guys for the entire time you and I have been together so if they did give me something I've already shared it with you."
"Maybe, but then again maybe not. Anyone of those three could have fucked some girl a week ago and picked up something that they gave you at your party. I had myself tested on Saturday and I'll call them Tuesday for the results. If I'm infected I had to have gotten it from you so if I'm already infected you are too and we can have sex after the phone call. If I'm not infected we don't have sex until you are cleared. If you aren't cleared we won't have sex until you can bring me proof that whatever you have is cured.
"We can still have a honeymoon. We can enjoy the beach, the nightlife, the sightseeing and whatever else the place has to offer."
"That's not good enough for me. I'll call home tomorrow and call the family lawyer. The moment I said "I do" I came into my trust fund. I'll have money transferred into my checking account so I can buy a ticket and fly home."
"No need for that. Just use the return portion of the ticket that got you here."
"I forgot about that."
She got up and walked away without touching her drink. I nursed my drink and watched one of the several TVs that were in the bar while I made plans on what to do the next day. I thought scuba diving would be a good way to start what was obviously going to be a two week vacation for me instead of a two week honeymoon for us.
Connie was back in thirty minutes or so. "I'm listed on the first flight out in the morning. It leaves at ten-ten. That gives you plenty of time to change your mind about consummation."
"No problem. If you can get tested and cleared by then we will be good to go."
"Okay then. I'll use the time until you get back to look for a suitable house."
"Don't waste your time. I've already found the one I want and I've put up the down payment. Should close in thirty days or so."
"What if I don't like it?"
"You probably won't. It is one of the ones that we looked at and that you decided against."
"How could you do that without talking to me?"
"Easy. Once I found out about your three playmates it was obvious to me that we are going to end up in a divorce so if I'm going to get stuck with a house it ought to be one that I want. What you can do when you get back is warn Bolla and Ogden I'll be coming after them when I get home. It will give them time to run and hide and I'll have to hunt them down. I like to hunt. You didn't know that about me did you? The thrill of the chase as I track them down one by one."
"No way I can talk you out of it?"
"You care that much about them?"
"Not really, but I feel responsible. I led them on and when they were reluctant I told them that you and I had an arrangement and that you were okay with me playing."
"I'll think about it. No promises, but I will think about it."
She got up and left and she wasn't in the room when I got there. I took a shower and went to bed. I slept soundly and didn't wake up when Connie came in, but she was in bed next to me when I woke up. She didn't wake up when I got up or while I was dressing. I left her ticket on the bedside stand and went down to have breakfast.
After breakfast I headed for the beach and the dive shop that the girl behind the reception desk told me about. It was close to two o'clock when I got back to the room and surprise, surprise, Connie was in the room.



"I thought you were gone."
"Changed my mind. I saw a doctor this morning and for a thousand dollars he promised me an expedited test. He said I should hear late Wednesday or early Thursday."
"Why did you change your mind?"
"I don't want a divorce. I only messed around with those guys because I was pissed at you for what you did to me. It wasn't even me you were pissed at. All I ever did to you was fall in love with you and then you deliberately knock me up and then take off on me. I owed you! It wasn't fucking those three that was important to me it was fucking you after fucking them. Fucking you while I still had a little of them still inside me. I felt that I owed you that. I had no intention of keeping on with them after the wedding. I fully intend to honor the vows I made."
I looked at her for a few moments and then asked, "What do you want to do this afternoon?"
Tuesday I called home and found out I had tested clean. Thursday morning Connie found out that she was clean and we spent Thursday afternoon and evening consummating our union. The rest of our time there was as good of a honeymoon as you could have hoped for.
The day we flew home I called Maggie and told her that I couldn't see her again, at least not intimately, and then I told her why.
"If Connie really means what she said and stays faithful I will too, but if she doesn't and you haven't already taken up with some other guy for revenge I will definitely give you a call."
"I always knew you were a good guy. I'll tell you this. If my daughter does back slide and you call and I am with some one I'll drop him in a heartbeat and we can get back to having fun again."
"Thanks love; I needed that."
"Needed what?"
"To know that some one really cares for me."
"You don't think Constance does?"
"I don't know love. I can only hope and then wait and see."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Three weeks after we got home Connie told me over dinner that she'd had lunch that day with Sheppard.
"He wanted to know when we were going to get together again. I told him never. I told him I was a married woman now and that I was going to honor my vows. He didn't take it well. He said I owed him for the beating you gave him."
"Why are you telling me this?"
"Because some one might have seen us and told you about it and I do not want it to look like I'm hiding anything from you. I will be occasionally seen with Billy, Mike and Jamie because I do work with them and I do end up having working lunches with them and others from time to time. Also I will sometimes stop after work for drinks with the people from the office and they will probably be there. I know how fragile our relationship is because of what I did before the wedding so I have to be completely open with you if I don't want things to go to hell."
"I can't ask for anything more than that."
The next day around noon I got a call from Maggie on my cell. After exchanging greetings she said:
"Constance had lunch with one of her old lovers yesterday."
"You still having her watched?"
"I paid for six months surveillance and it still has two months to go. When they aren't watching Robert they watch Constance and since Robert is out of town this week they are on my daughter. Anyway, the guy watching got the booth next to them and overheard most of the conversation. Constance shut him down and told him no way ever again. I thought you might like to know."
"Thanks. It is good to hear."
"Not to me sweetie. I was hoping that she would take up with him again."
"Whatever for?"
"So we would have a reason to make sweet music again."
"I can't believe that you would want to waste your time on me."
"I've got news for you lover. If I could have found some way to bump off Robert and get away with it you would not have become Constance's husband. You would have been her new step-father."
"Oh wow!"
"Yeah lover; and don't you ever forget it. Take care of my baby. Bye."
As I hung up the phone I began to think that Connie and I just might make it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The ultrasound showed that it was a boy and we started talking about names. Connie asked if I would mind if we named him after her father and when I asked why she said:
"He was the one who got us together."
I didn't care so the name she came up was a mouthful. Robert Conner Ellsworth Smythe-Barrington Walton. I had my doubts about giving the kid that name. I could just imagine the fights he was going to get into when the other kids started making fun of his name until I realized that it would rarely get used. When he started school he would register as Robert Walton and use one of the other names as his middle initial. And knowing kids since my name was Robert Walton he would probably get hung with the tag of 'Junior' and end up being called JR.
Robert C.E.S-B.Walton came into the world at a health eight pounds and nine ounces and immediately became the apple of his grand parent's eyes. Connie's sisters all had girls so Robby was the only male grandchild and he was doted on and I could see the poor kid being spoiled rotten.
Connie took a nine month maternity leave and then she went back to work. They had a day care center in the building so Robby went to work with her. A couple of times she called me and asked me to come by and pick Robby up so she could stop for drinks with the people from the office. And she always filled me in on what happened. Sheppard kept trying to get her to give in and once she had to throw a drink in his face to get him to back off. When the others from her office saw that they started to police things as far as Sheppard was concerned.
Things were going good for us and then came Connie's company Christmas party. We hadn't gone to the last one because it had taken place during her maternity leave. I wasn't looking forward to it because it was bound to be an awkward time for me. All three of Connie's ex-bed buddies were going to be there including Sheppard whose ass I had stomped so bad that he'd had to go to the hospital.
Connie didn't share my concerns.
"It is a big ballroom and we will sit as far away from them as possible. I admit that I expect them to try and tweak your nose a bit if they can by asking me to dance, but I will always ask you if you would mind when they do. Feel free to say no. I want to enjoy myself, but I do not, under any circumstances, want to do anything that will bother you or hurt us. I will be expected to dance with my bosses and it would be nice if you were to dance with their wives, but you don't have to if you don't want to."
"I'll behave. I'll do my best to be charming."
"Don't be too charming. Andy's wife is a stunner and I don't want her thinking of taking you for a test drive."
"She play around?"
"Not that I know of, but she hasn't met you yet."
It went pretty much as I expected. There was a cocktail hour followed by dinner which was followed by speeches and then the live band took over. I was introduced to a bunch of people whose names I promptly forgot. I met her boss Andy and his wife Jessica and she was indeed a stunner. If I had been in a girl chasing mood she would have been the one I would want to chase.
Sheppard, Ogden and Bolla sat together with their dates (and in Bolla's case his wife) on the other side of the ballroom from us. I did notice them looking our way from time to time and I would have to say that the looks were nasty and I wondered if the women at the table had a clue as to what was going on.
The dancing started and I danced the first three numbers with Connie and then Sam, her office manager, asked her to dance so I asked his wife Sarah. Then another guy she worked with asked her and she looked over at me and I nodded a yes. When she got back to the table we had another drink. I'd been drinking vodka tonics with a slice of lime and after two I'd slipped the waitress a twenty and told her to make sure all my future drinks were a glass of water and a slice of lime. I was in dangerous territory and I knew it and I wanted to keep my wits about me. I knew Sheppard had to be seething over the beating I'd given him and I expected that he would enlist Ogden and Bolla to help him get back at me (I'd bowed to Connie's entreaties to leave Ogden and Bolla alone). Whether or not they would try something at the party I didn't know, but I needed to be ready just in case.
I expected either Bolla or Ogden to ask Connie for a dance so it was a surprise when it was Sheppard who showed up at our table and asked Connie for a dance. He had bigger stones than I had given him credit for. Connie looked at me and I think I shocked her when I nodded yes. As Connie and Sheppard moved out onto the floor I noticed that Andy's wife Jessica sitting alone so I went over and asked her to dance. As she moved into my arms she said:
"You are a bit of a surprise."
"Oh?"
"I wouldn't have pictured you as a wimp."
"You say that as if you do picture me as one now. Care to enlighten me as to why?"
"The rather docile way you let her dance with one of her lovers."
"One of her ex-lovers. What she did prior to saying "I do" is not something I let bother me any more than I would expect my dalliances before we were married to bother her."
"Are you all that sure that he is an ex? My experience is that a girl who has done two or three at a time rarely gives them up."
"She knows that I know about them and she knows what will happen if they stop being exes. Might I ask why the interest?"
"Andy has the hots for Connie and he has been working on her. Without any luck I will add."
"You know this and it doesn't bother you?"
"We have an open marriage honey and we have been known to swing with certain select couples. I'm kind of hoping that Andy scores with her because then I might get a taste of you."
The music stopped and I started to walk her back to her table, but she stopped me.
"One more please?"
The music started up again and as Jessica moved into my arms I saw Connie move out onto the floor with Andy. I smiled as I said:
"Keeping me away from Connie to give your hubby a chance to try and work his magic?"
"Am I that transparent?"
"You must love him a lot to let him run free like that."
"Oh I do sugar, but I do have an ulterior motive."
"Oh?"
"He gets her I've got a shot at you."
"That's honest enough so I'll be straight with you. If Andy succeeds our marriage is over and I will consider that I have been released from my vows. At that point I'll be more than happy to give you your shot. That of course assumes you will still want a taste if I'm not part of a couple."
"I said we had an open marriage and that means I free to do what I want as long as I don't hide it from him and I always go home to him so yes, if you ever consider yourself released from your vows make sure that you give me a shout."
The tune ended and I escorted Jessica back to her table and then returned to mine. Connie was seated when I got there and the next tune started and I offered her my hand and we moved out onto the floor.
"Enjoying yourself?" I asked.
"Yes I am. How about you?"
"It has been an interesting evening for me."
"So has Jessica captured you yet?"
"Why would you ask that?"
"She is the only one here besides myself that you went out onto the floor with and stayed out there for two straight dances."
"She is an interesting lady and we had a very interesting conversation."
"About what?"
"About you for the most part."
"Me? Why would she talk about me?"
"I'll let you think about it for a bit. Maybe I'll tell you when we leave."
"That's no fair."
"Depends on the way you look at it. Am I asking you what you talked about with your dance partners?"
"No, but I'll tell you if you want to know."
"Well I don't. I am of course curious, but I'm not that nosy."
"There is something not being said here."
"You are right about that."
She cocked her head and gave me a look when I said that, but I just smiled and kept on dancing. When we got back to the table and sat down I noticed that Connie's drink was empty so I went and got her another one. When I got back to the table Bolla was there and he looked at me and asked:
"Mind if I have a dance with Connie?"
"Not all at" I said which surprised Connie and as they moved out onto the floor I decided that it would be a good time to go to the men's room.
As I was shaking off the last few drops Sheppard and Ogden came into the bathroom. I zipped up and turned toward them and Sheppard smirked and said:
"Its payback time mother fucker."
I put my hand in my pocket and said, "You really don't want to do this."
"Oh yes I do" he said as he moved toward me. I took my hand out of my pocket and gave him a shot of pepper spray in his eyes. As his hands went up to his face I kicked him square in the nuts and he screamed, clutched at his groin and fell to the floor. I turned to Ogden and made a big production out of putting the pepper spray away and then I smiled at him and said:
"I really like a good one on one fight don't you?"
I started toward him and he ran from the room. I stepped over the moaning Sheppard, washed and dried my hands and then went back to the party. I headed for the table where Sheppard, Ogden and Bolla had been sitting and saw Ogden's face lose color as I approached. Everyone else at the table, with the exception of Bolla's wife, looked a little nervous as I approached and I guessed they all knew what was suppose to happen in the bathroom. I stopped at the table and addressed Bolla's wife.
"I know we've never met, but since your husband is dancing with my wife I thought it only fair that I ask you to dance."
She looked me in the eye, smiled and said, "I'd love to."
She moved into my arms, told me that her name was Gwen and then said:
"You are a bold one aren't you."
"Why would you say that?"
"The way you walked up to the table after what was supposed to happen in the men's room. Poor Jamie was white as a sheet when he came back to the table and it was of course noted that Billy wasn't with him. Then here you come unruffled and smiling."
"Sorry to ruin everyone's evening."
"Not every one's. Certainly not mine. I can't stand Billy and I can barely tolerate Jamie, but they are Mike's friends so I have to grin and bear it."
"I was surprised that Mike didn't come in with them."
"Mike told them not to do it and told them he'd be no part of it. So why did you ask me to dance? Going to ask for quid pro quo?"
"What?"
"You know; he had yours so you have his?"
"It is tempting because you are one fine and sexy looking lady, but I am one of those weird ones. I made some promises when I said my 'I Do's and I keep my promises."
"She the same?"
"Only time will tell. Obviously you know. You have one of those open marriage things?"
"No. I caught him and made him an offer he couldn't refuse."
"Oh?"
"He is a marvelous father and dotes on his kids. I told him that if it ever happened again I'd leave him and take his kids so far away that he would never see them again."
"Effective. Very effective."
The music stopped and she said, "Don't take me back just yet." The next tune started and as we moved to the music she said:
"There's more. I told him that there was a price to pay for my forgiveness. I told him that he owed me one and that some day I was going to come home freshly fucked and he wasn't to say one word about it or the kids and I would disappear."
"Did you mean it or was it just a way to make him sweat?"
"Oh I meant it alright and when you asked me to dance I was hoping that it would be tonight."
"Sorry to disappoint."
"Keep me in mind if things don't work out with your wife. I'll hang onto my get out of jail free card for a while just in case."
As we walked to the car Connie said, "I guess it wasn't as bad as you expected. You seemed to have enjoyed yourself."
"I had a good time, Hell, anytime two good looking ladies offer to play with me is a good time."
"Who!! I'll scratch their fucking eyes out!"
"Bolla's wife for one. She knows about you and her hubby and she offered me a little payback if I wanted to even the score."
"How could she know? We were very careful to hide things from her."
"Not careful enough it appears."
"You going to do it?"
"That depends on you."
"Me? Why does it depend on me?"
"Simple. You honor your vows and I'll keep mine. You don't and that releases me from mine."
"I told you that I did all my playing before the wedding and that I had no intention of ever doing it again after the wedding."
"I know that is what you said, but can you do it? A rather experienced woman told me tonight that after a woman experiences threesomes and foursomes and has liked them she will always want to do them again and again and again."
"Who told you that?"
"Andy's wife Jessica."
"How in the world did you ever get in a conversation like that with her?"
"When she asked me how I felt about my wife dancing with her lover in front of me I said ex-lover and that is what got the conversation going. I had it right didn't I? Sheppard is an ex-lover right?"
"Of course he is." She paused for a second or two and then said, "He doesn't want to be. He spent the entire time we were dancing trying to talk me into seeing him again. I left him in no doubt that it was never going to happen. Jessica knew? I wonder how?"
"Guys talk and Andy works with your three ex studs. I'm sure that he found out from one or all of them."
"But why would he tell Jessica?"
"They don't keep secrets from each other. According to her they have an open marriage and each of them is free to go out and play as long as they don't hide it from each other and they always come home to each other. Andy told Jessica that he was going after you and she told me that she hoped he was successful."
"Why would she tell you that?"
"She thinks if he gets you she can get me."
"That bitch!!! She better stay away from you or I'll hurt her! I'll hurt her bad!!" She paused and then said, "Could she get you?"
"Only if Andy was to score with you."
"No way! And for a bunch of reasons."
"A bunch?"
"First is the fact that I'll die before I break my vows. Second there is the fact that I want to climb the ladder in the company and if I slept with Andy it would be assumed that I'm trying to sleep my way to the top. The opposite side of that coin, given the current atmosphere concerning sexual discrimination and sexual harassment, is that if I fucked Andy and got promoted some one who felt the promotion should have been theirs could file a complaint. Last and by no means least, I don't much like Andy. Of course that opinion was formed by the way he was always sniffing after everything in a skirt when he had something like Jessica at home. Doesn't change anything now that I know Jessica doesn't care. He still seems 'smarmy' to me."
She paused and then said, "Does that bother you?"
"Why would it bother me?"
"Maybe you were hoping I'd give you a chance to try out that sex bomb."
"I won't deny that she turns me on and for that matter so did Bolla's wife, but when it comes to sex bombs I already have one and she's enough for me as long as she stays my sex bomb and mine alone."
"Then you are never going to get to try on either one of them. I admit that I was a little loose before the wedding, but I felt that I owed you that for what you originally intended to do to me."
There was another pause and then she said, "I will tell you this. Jessica was right. Once you do threesomes and foursomes and like them you are always going to want to do them again. I do want to do them again, but the only way I ever will is if you are one of the men."
"Then you are shit out of luck my little sex bomb, because I am just not wound that way."



"You do of course realize that all this talk about sex has gotten me horny and you have your work cut out for you as soon as we get home."
"I can live with that."
And they lived happily ever after.
Or did they?
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As was my habit I stopped in at the "B" for my breakfast on my way home from my shift at the airport. It had been a hard night for me. I had to do a double brake change on a Boeing 727 and those suckers are heavy. I had to do them without the assistance of the dolly that we usually use because it was broken – both of them! Luckily I was in good shape thanks to daily visits to the gym and a three to five mile run every night so I was able to horse them into place without two much strain.
The tires and wheels weren't all that light either. Normally I would have had help, but because of one man being on vacation, two calling in sick and no one on swing shift accepting the overtime we were very short handed. As it was I had to work overtime in the morning to get the last of the overnight service checks out on time.
I was a little 'pooped' when I sat down in my favorite booth at the B&B Café. Mary brought me my coffee and I flirted with her as she took my order. I ordered the special for the day – two eggs, corned beef hash, hash browns and toast. As I ate I noticed a couple with two kids at a table near the front of the room. I noticed them because the man was being quite loud and was waving his arms and hands around as if he were trying to drive home some point or other. Then he got up from the table and stormed out of the place.
Gwen, who was the hostess that day, came by twice and refilled my coffee cup and I flirted with her even though she was five months pregnant. I told her she should run away with me and that she looked sexier pregnant than a lot of women that I knew who weren't and that got me a smile. The poor kid needed cheering up. The asshole who got her pregnant was in the wind as soon as she let him know he was about to be a daddy. I wasn't lying. She was sexy looking and there wasn't a doubt in my mind that I wouldn't take her up on it if she were to say:
"You think I'm sexy? Prove it. I get off at three."
In fact that were seven girls who worked the various shifts at the "B" and I flirted with and wouldn't say no to any of them.
I was at the register paying my tab when Mary came up to Shirley, who was the manager and who was in the process of taking my money, and said:
"We have a problem. The party at table seven can't pay their bill. The woman says that her boyfriend got up, took off and she doesn't have any money."
"She can go to the bank on the corner and use their ATM."
"I told her that and she said that she doesn't have a card that she can use."
"We can take her check."
"She doesn't have any. Everything is in her purse which is in the car that the boyfriend took off in."
"Then I guess we have to call the police."
As Shirley was handing me my change I asked if the woman they were talking about was the woman with the two kids sitting toward the front and Mary said she was the one. I told Shirley that I would take care of it and I handed her the money.
I was outside on the sidewalk heading for my truck when the woman from table seven came running up to me.
"Thank you so much. I don't know what I would have done without your help."
"You're welcome."
"Can I ask why you did it?"
"I've been in trouble a couple of times and someone stepped up to help. Call it karma. Paying back as it were."
"You've been so nice that I almost hate to ask, but could I get a dollar from you so I can get some quarters for the pay phone so I can call my dad?"
I took my cell phone out of the belt holster and handed it to her and she made her call.
"Hi daddy."
"Not so good. I should have listened to you. You were right all along."
"He took off and left me and the kids."
She explained what had happened and then said, "A small town in Colorado."
"No. Everything we had was in the car and I've no idea where he went."
"No. My purse was in the car. I don't know what to do daddy."
"I don't know. I'll ask."
She looked at me and asked, "Where is the nearest bank?"
I pointed and said, "Next corner. The Castle Rock Bank."
She relayed the information and then said, "But how will I pick it up? I don't have any ID; it is all in my purse."
"I got lucky. A nice man helped me."
"Yes. I'm using his cell phone to make this call."
There was a pause and then she handed my phone back to me saying, "He wants to speak to you."
"Hello?"
"To whom am I speaking?"
"Rob Dalton."
"Thank you for helping my daughter Mr. Dalton. Can I possibly ask you for a little more of your time?"
"I suppose."
"I'm going to wire Melissa some money until I can get there to pick her up. She has no identification so she might have trouble getting it from the bank. Could I wire it to you and then you give it to her?"
"I guess we could do that. I'll take her down to the bank and she can call you from there and you can set things up with the bank."
"That should work. Is there a motel close by? She will need a place to stay until I can get there. I'm coming from Liberal, Kansas so it will be a while. I can't leave right away and it might be tomorrow before I can get there."
"Not a problem. She can stay at my place. It's just me in a four bedroom house so I have plenty of room. Tell you what. Just skip wiring money. She won't need any until you get here anyway."
"Too bad Melissa didn't meet you before she hooked up with that asshole Ben. She could stand having a nice guy in her life."
I gave him directions on how to get to my place from I-70 and told him we would see him tomorrow.
I disconnected and then had a thought. "All of your things are in your boyfriend's car?"
"It isn't his car' it is my car."
"You any idea where he might be?"
"No. We were on our way to Santa Fe. He has a job there."
"Then we have one more thing to do. We have to report a stolen car. Go get your children. The police station is three blocks from here."
"I don't think he stole it."
"Of course he did. He went off and left you here. He took your purse, your car and all your things. If he is still here in town just sitting and cooling down after the argument you had in the restaurant maybe it can be said that he didn't steal it, but if he is outside the city limits when they find him he has stolen your car."
She went back into the restaurant and got her kids. She introduced me to them as she loaded them into my extended cab pick up. Billy was ten and Mary Lou was eight and other than saying hello when we introduced they were quiet kids.
I drove to the police station on Second and Perry and we went inside. Jack Mansell was behind the desk and I introduced him to Melissa and explained her problem. Melissa gave him her information on the car and trailer it was towing and Jack picked up the phone and made a call and a minute or so later John Coleman, who was a detective, came out, said hi to me and took Melissa back to his office to fill out the report. While that was going on Jack called dispatch and gave them the information along with the information that the suspect and vehicle were likely on I-25 and heading for New Mexico. When Melissa came back from John's office she told me that she had given them my phone number as a contact number and asked if that was all right and I assured her that it was.
I drove Melissa and her kids over to my house and on the way she asked me what my wife was going to say when I showed up with a strange woman and two kids.
"Don't have one of those things."
"Not married and you live in a four bedroom house?"
"Used to be married, but the house was given to me by my parents before I married her so she couldn't touch it in the divorce."
"Sorry. I didn't mean to bring up bad memories."
"I'm over it. Been over it for almost six months now."
It was true; I was over it, but every once in a while I wished I'd been a little less civilized when I caught Amy screwing a guy she worked with. All I did was take some cell phone pictures and walk away from them. I have always regretted that I didn't beat the snot out of the asshole and then physically drag Amy to the front door, toss her outside naked and then lock the doors on her. But I didn't do any of those things so it was water under the bridge.
When we got to the house I showed Melissa where every thing was and told her to make herself at home. I told her I worked mid-nights and slept during the day so she was going to be on her own for a while. I told her to wake me up if anything on her car came up and then I went into my bedroom, set the clock for four and went to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up from what I thought was a wet dream only to find out that it was Melissa sucking my cock. She saw that I was awake and took her mouth off of me long enough to say:
"It is the only way I have of thanking you for what you have done for me and the kids."
She went back to sucking on me and I laid back and enjoyed it. It was going to take her a while. The night before I'd spent two hours with Dawn Marie, a girl I'd gone to school with, and Dawn had given me my weekly allotment of sexual satisfaction. Dawn had lost her husband in Iraq and with three kids to take care of she had gone into the world's oldest profession and I had a standing weekly appointment with her.
Melissa was damned good at what she was doing and I wondered if I could keep her around for a while. When the time came I told Melissa so she could finish me by hand, but she ignored me and kept on going until I came in her mouth and then she surprised me by swallowing it all. No woman had ever done that for me before. When I started to go soft she surprised me again. She had come prepared. She had a wet wash cloth and she cleaned my cock and then dried it with a towel.
"I'm not a slut Mr. Dalton, but I needed some way to thank you for what you've done and I suspect that offering you money would be insulting to you. You told me to wake you up if the police called. They stopped Mark on the Interstate just north of Colorado Springs. They told me that I could pick up my car at the gas station located at I-25 and Woodman Road."
I felt that I would have made an awkward situation even more awkward if I would have tried to tell her that she didn't have to thank me in that way so I kept my mouth shut as I sat up and then swung out of bed.
"Give me a couple of minutes to shower and dress and then we can go pick up your car. You might want to see if you can reach your dad and let him know he doesn't need to come and get you."
When I was dressed and downstairs Melissa told me she had reached her dad on his cell phone and he was only two hours away from home so he was going to turn around and go back. I called the station and found out that Melissa's purse was at the station and I also found out that her boyfriend was being held by the El Paso County Sheriff's Department and would be transported back to Castle Rock the next morning. He claimed he hadn't stolen the car and was just too mad to think straight and he would have turned around and come back in another hour or so.
We drove over to the station and picked up Melissa's purse and then headed for Colorado Springs. As we drove down to pick up her car and trailer Melissa told me a little about herself. She was twenty-nine and a widow. Her husband's reserve unit had been called up and he had been killed by a roadside bomb in Iraq. She was a registered nurse and had quit her job when her boyfriend had taken a job in Santa Fe.
She didn't tell me what the argument she had with him was about and I didn't ask. All she said where her boyfriend was concerned was that he could rot in jail for all that she cared.
"You sure that you want that?"
"After the way he walked out on me and the kids? You can bet your butt that I want that."
"It won't be that simple. If you want him to stay in jail you will have to press charges and then stay around until the trial or at least come back for it. Maybe it would be best if you just walked away from it. It would save you a lot of grief and wasted time and if you don't intend to get back together with him it is about the cleanest and easiest break up you could get."
"There is that I suppose."
"Where are you going to go now? Still going to Santa Fe?"
"No. There isn't any thing for me there. I guess I'll head back home and see if I can get my old job back. I don't really want to though. Too many bad memories."
"Well Colorado is a pretty nice place to live and with all of the hospitals and medical centers being built here you shouldn't have any trouble finding work as a nurse."
We got to the gas station and I waited while she went in, showed her ID and got the keys to her car. It was a late model Tahoe and it was hooked to a mid-sized cargo trailer. When she came out we transferred her kids to the Tahoe and I made sure that she knew the way back to my place and then I headed home.
As I drove I thought about the days events and wondered if I should offer to let Melissa stay with me if she should decide to stay in Colorado. I had enjoyed the hell out of the blow job she had given me. I had especially enjoyed the part where she let me cum in her mouth and then swallowed. Amy would never do that. I always had to tell her when I was close and then she would finish me by hand.
Thinking of Amy brought back the bitterness I'd felt when I thought about what she had done to me. When I caught her in bed with the asshole she worked with he was fucking her in her ass which was something she never let me do. I wondered if she had swallowed for him also. Fucking bitch!! And then she had the gall to tell me that she loved me and that Chad was a mistake that she would never make again if only I'd give her another chance. I laughed at her and told her to rot in hell.
She told all our friends and relatives that she hadn't done anything wrong and that I was being unreasonable. After about the tenth person told me that I was over-reacting and that I should 'give the poor girl' another chance I downloaded the pictures from my cell to my computer and then I printed two dozen sets. After handing out those sets to everyone who told me that I should take Amy back I stopped hearing it from people and Amy suddenly left town. A month later I heard she'd been killed when the guy she was living with ran a red light and got hit broadside by a semi. I got the last laugh on that. I hadn't yet started divorce proceedings so I saved some money on that and I had two life insurance policies on her, one through work and one I'd taken out a year after we were married.
When I got home I decided to fix dinner for us and I gambled that Melissa and her kids would be okay with spaghetti with meat sauce and I set about fixing it. When Melissa didn't show up by eight I accepted the fact that she wasn't coming and that I was going to have enough leftovers for several days.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a fairly easy night at work with only a couple of service checks to work on. When I made my usual stop at the "B" for breakfast in the morning Gwen, who was waitressing that morning, asked me what had happened the day before.
"You paid that woman's tab, she ran out after you and then she got in your truck with you and you drove off."
I told her the story and then she asked, "Why did you do it?"
"I don't know. I guess it was just a case of KISA syndrome."
"KISA syndrome?"
"Yeah. Knight in Shining Armor syndrome. You know; see a damsel in distress and ride to the rescue."
"I wish I could find me one of those."
"Find one of those?"
"Yeah. I could really use a knight in shining armor."
"Things not good?"
"Not even close. I make barely enough to pay the rent on my apartment and keep gas in my car. It is a good thing that one of my benefits here is free meals or I'd probably starve to death."
"That bad?"
"It wasn't bad when Rory and I shared the rent on the apartment, but when he ran off things got really tight. My parents moved to Florida six months ago so they can't help. I've got applications in all over the place to try and find a decent job, but no one wants to hire a pregnant broad because they know I'll be leaving to have the baby in four months or so."
I looked at her and the thought came to me that if I could help some one I didn't even know I could certainly help someone that I knew and liked. The problem was that I wasn't sure I could keep my hands off of the sexy little thing, but I could at least try.
"You have a lease on your apartment" I asked.
"No. It is month to month. Why?"
"It makes things easier if you don't have a lease to get out of."
"Makes what easier?"
"Moving out?"
"Moving out? What am I missing here?"
"You said you could use a knight in shining armor so here I am. I'm living in a four bedroom house so I have plenty of room for you. You won't need to pay rent so you should be able to start saving some money."
"What's the catch?"
"There isn't any. Like I said, I have a four bedroom house and I live alone. You will have your own bedroom with a lock on the door to keep me from getting my hands on your sexy body."
She laughed and said, "My sexy body? You need your eyes examined."
"No I don't. I've already told you that even pregnant you are sexier looking that a lot of the women I know who aren't pregnant and I meant every word of that."
I grabbed a napkin out of the napkin holder and wrote my address down on it and handed it to her.
"Think about it. Stop by when you get off work and check out the place. This is a no strings attached offer sweetie. No strings at all."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I finished my breakfast and then headed on home. I set the alarm for three and sacked out. The alarm got me up and I put the coffee on and then started cleaning the house. A four bedroom house doesn't get all that dirty when you live there alone, but dust doesn't take a day off just because there is only one warm body in the house.
I was vacuuming and dusting when the doorbell rang and I answered the door and found Gwen standing there.
"You told me to stop by after work and check the place out so here I am."
I stepped aside and she came in. I took her on a tour of the house and when we got to the bedrooms I said:
"I told you that it was a four bedroom house, but there are actually only three. I've turned one of them into a den and library so you only have a choice of two. If you decide to move in pick the one you want and we will turn the other one into a nursery for your baby."
"You said no strings right?"
"I did, but there are some conditions."
I saw her face cloud over as she thought, "I knew it was too good to be true. The asshole expects me to pay rent by fucking him."
Before she could say a word I said, "I don't think you will find them too onerous. I'll buy the groceries, but I'll expect you to take turns with me when it comes to cooking. I'll expect you to help me keep the place clean. You know, dusting, vacuuming and things like that, but the big one is no boyfriends in the house if I am home. I work grave shift and I'm usually gone from ten-thirty till nine in the morning so if you can get them in and out while I am at work fine, but never when I am here. Can you live with those?"
"No problem. Especially with the last. I don't have a boyfriend and it isn't likely that I'll find one given my condition."
"Nonsense. I'm not the only guy in the world who thinks pregnant women are sexy."
"You are the only one I've run across so far. Besides, any guy that comes after me in the condition I'm in is only after one thing. He damned sure won't be looking for a committed relationship."
"So, do you think you want the room?"
"I'd be an idiot to say no. The money I'll save on rent will let me finally go and see a doctor."
"You haven't seen a doctor about the baby yet?"
"No money. When Rory split things got really tight for me."



"When do you want to make the move?"
"Tonight. I want to get it done before you come to your senses and change your mind."
"You need help?"
"No I don't have much. The place is rented furnished so all I need to move are some clothes and personal things. I should be able to get it all in my car."
"I'll go along and help you anyway."
By eight we had her moved in and I fixed us a light super after which she insisted on doing the dishes. She had to be at the restaurant by four-thirty to get it ready to open at six so she was in bed by nine. I watched some TV until it was time for me to leave for work.
In the morning I stopped at the restaurant for breakfast and when Gwen brought me my biscuits and gravy I asked her what she would like for supper that evening and she told me that she planned on cooking and asked me if there was anything that I didn't like. I told he no and that since I had some errands to run that morning I would probably sleep until six or so. When I got home I went to the bedroom that I used for a den, rummaged in the desk until I found what I was looking for and then I went to bed.
I awoke to some good smells coming from the kitchen and when I'd dressed and gone down I found Gwen busy setting the table.
"I gambled that you would want coffee when you got up so I put a pot on."
"You guessed right" I said as I got the cream out of the fridge. Dinner was meatloaf, baked potato, glazed carrots and crunchy sourdough bread. I thought that I made pretty good meatloaf, but Gwen's put mine to shame.
"Just this supper alone is reward enough for giving you the room."
"Wait until you've had my lasagna."
"You need to make me a list of what you need for the things you like to make. Most of what is here is for what I usually make."
"How about I buy the stuff that I use and you just buy what you use."
"Nope. I said I'd buy the groceries and that we would share the cooking."
Changing the subject I asked if she had a regular family doctor, someone she usually went to and she said no and asked why.
"You need to start seeing one before you get any farther along and it needs to be one who doesn't know you."
I took a card out of my pocket and skid it across the table to her.
"That's an insurance card. I never got around to taking my ex off my health insurance. Pick a doctor and when you see him give them that card and use Amy's name. That way it will only cost you the twenty-five dollar co-pay. When I get home in the morning I'll write up what you need to know to be Amy."
"I don't think I should do that. What happens when the insurance company gets bills from two different doctors? One for a pregnant Amy and one for an Amy who isn't pregnant."
"Won't happen. Amy has been dead for almost five months now."
Then of course I had to explain what happened and Gwen asked:
"You miss her?"
"Sometimes, but not often. She hurt me. Hurt me bad and I don't know that I will ever get completely over it."
"I guess I know a little about how you feel. I thought Rory and I had something really, really good and it hurt like hell to find out we didn't. Enough of the maudlin shit. Got to get the dishes done" and she got up and started clearing the table. I washed, she dried and then we watched some TV until she went off to bed at nine and then I sat and watched until I had to leave for work.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next three weeks went by as we settled into our relationship. Instead of every other night we decided the cooking chores should be divided by weeks. And she was right. Her lasagna was killer and she seemed to like my five cheese macaroni as much as I liked her lasagna.
She went to a doctor and was told that she was fine and that everything looked good. One night over supper at the end of the three weeks Gwen said:
"You don't date. Why not? You are a good looking man and a very nice guy so you shouldn't have any trouble getting a girl."
"Working grave shift with Wednesday and Thursday as days off doesn't really give me many options when it comes to meeting girls and asking for dates. How about you? You haven't been out since you've been here."
"Unfortunately you are the only man who thinks I look good."
"Be patient sweetie. He's out there and you'll find each other."
"Yeah! Sure!"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Wednesday and one of my days off so I stayed up and watched TV until ten-thirty before going to bed. Gwen had gone to bed at her usual nine. I'd been in bed maybe fifteen minutes when the bedroom door opened and Gwen came into the room. In a voice husky with want or need or both she put into words that thought that I'd had on the day I helped out Melissa.
"You think I'm sexy? I guess you are going to have to prove it."
I sleep naked so her hand had no trouble finding my cock and she could feel it grow as she said:
"I hope you like head and no need to get antsy when you are ready to shoot because I swallow."
By the time she finished that statement I was as hard as I've ever been and you can bet your last dollar on the fact that I didn't even mildly protest as she took me in her mouth. She did indeed swallow and she kept working on me until she had me up again and then she said:
"Let me do it."
She mounted me cowgirl. I'd never made love to a pregnant woman before so I let Gwen take the lead. It took a while since I didn't think I could roll her over, get on top and go fast to get my nut, but she eventually got me off. I know she had a couple of orgasms along the way.
When I started going soft she got off me and I took her in my arms and cuddled with her. After a few minutes silence she said:
"I'm sorry. I guess I'll have to move out now."
"Why in the world would you want to do that?"
"This wasn't supposed to happen. I'm only supposed to be rooming here."
"Nonsense! I'm glad you did what you did. I've wanted to do it all along, but I never saw any indication that you were interested. The problem we now have is that now you started it I'm going to want to keep on doing it."
"You mean that? You weren't just trying to make me feel good when you told me you thought I was sexy?"
"Now that you have opened the door I am going to prove it to you as often as you will let me."
That turned out to be once a day for the next three weeks and then it slacked off to four or five times a week until her eighth month and then it was a couple of times a week and very, very carefully. It was two weeks before she was due when I brought up the subject.
"How would you feel about getting married? I mean we might as well since for all practical purposes we already are except for the name change."
"You are kidding right?"
"Not even. We do everything a married couple does. We shop together, take care of the house together, share the chores and make love every chance we get."
"Are you serious? You really want to marry me?"
"Yep! And if we hurry we can get it done before the baby is born and he (we knew it was a boy from the ultra-sound) won't have to carry the stigma of being born illegitimate."
"But he isn't yours."
"Does he need to know that? Besides, even if I'm not his biological father I'll be his dad if I raise him."
"Oh wow. I don't know what to say."
"Yes would be the preferred answer."
"But why? Why would you want to do it?"
"Because I've fallen in love with you and I'm afraid that if I don't tie you down now some day you might just decide to move on."
"You love me? You really love me?"
"I do."
She jumped up from her chair on the other side of the table and ran over to me. She threw her arms around my neck, hugged me and kissed me.
"Yes you marvelous man I will marry you. I've had a crush on you from when I first started at the restaurant and I've been in love with you since the week I moved in, but I never let on because I was afraid."
"Afraid? Afraid of what?"
"I was afraid you would tell me that you didn't want that kind of relationship and you would tell me to leave."
"Silly girl. No way on God's green earth I could chase a way a lady as sexy as you."
"You need to call in sick tonight lover. I'm going to kill you with sex."
"You can't. You have to take it easy this close."
"Then I'll fuck you once and then suck your dick until you can't get it up any more."
++++++++++++++++++++++
We got everything done and a week before she was due we were married. The honeymoon would have to wait until after the baby was born.
Fortunately Gwen's water broke on my first day off so there wasn't any panic on getting in touch with me at work so I could race home. The boy came in at seven pounds and eight ounces and Gwen surprised me by naming the boy Robert Marshall Dalton Junior.
"Why not" Gwen said. "You are going to be the one who raises him. I sure as hell wasn't going to name him after the low life that ran out on me."
The next year flew by. JR was a healthy baby and Gwen and I felt comfortable leaving him with my Uncle Ralph and Aunt Mary and going off on our delayed honeymoon. We spent two glorious weeks in Cancun and when we came back Gwen told me that she wanted to go back to work.
"Why? We don't need the money."
"I know, but I'm looking ahead. I'll bank all of my pay and it can be our emergency slush fund and if we never need to draw on it we can use it for JR's college education. It won't interfere with our home life because as long as you are on midnights you will be sleeping while I'm working and I'll be home by the time you get up. Mrs. Davis down the block does day care and she says she has room for JR."
She got her job back at the "B" and she wasn't back a month and they had her doing the opening in the morning again. I would stop at the restaurant in the morning and Gwen would have coffee with me while I ate breakfast and we would use the time to plan the day and Gwen would ask me what I wanted for dinner. It was working out for us.
+++++++++++++++
About a year and a half after Gwen went back to work I came into the restaurant after my shift just in time to see Gwen heading for the back room with some guy right behind her. He grabbed her and I headed straight for them. The guys back was to me and he didn't see me coming. His hair was long and he had it in a ponytail and I grabbed the ponytail and jerked his head back as I said:
"Get your hands off of her asshole!"
He turned to face me and I saw it was Rory. He gave me a nasty look and said:
"Butt out old man. This is between my woman and me."
"She isn't your woman Rory. You ran out on her. She's my woman now and you had best keep your filthy hands off of her."
"Fuck you old man. You ain't coming between me, her and my kid."
"Show him Gwen."
She held up her left hand and showed him the wedding ring and said, "He came in and sat in my section and I wouldn't wait on him. I had Mary do it. He kept trying to get my attention and when I wouldn't have anything to do with him he grabbed me. I was just getting ready to scream for help when you got here and pulled him off me."
"I'm only going to tell you this once. Stay away from my wife."
"Oh yeah? What are you going to do old man? I'll kick your fucking ass."
I looked at Gwen and said, "Go open the back door Gwen."
She looked at me confused. "Just do it Gwen. Open the back door."
She gave me a long look and then she turned and headed into the back room. I looked at Rory and said, "You are going to kick my ass?" He smiled and I slapped him hard with my open hand and it stunned him long enough for me to grab him, put him in a hammerlock and then frog march him through the back room and out the back door. Once outside I pushed him away from me and he stumbled forward and almost fell. He got his balance and turned to me and said:
"I'll kill you you son of a bitch!"
"Sure you will. Come on and bring it asswipe and we will just see whose ass gets kicked."
He gathered himself to come at me, but then he took a good look at my face and looked into my eyes and decided that he didn't really want to go there. He back off a little and said:
"It ain't right keeping me from seeing my boy."
"He isn't your boy. You gave up all rights to call him your boy when you cowardly abandoned Gwen and ran off leaving her to face things on her own. You want to see him? No problem. I'll write up a bill for all the money I've spent on doctor's bills, hospital bills and what I've spent on him since he was born and give it to you. You pay it like you should have been doing all along and you can see him. You don't pay it you don't see him. If you are okay with that I'll see you here tomorrow at this time and I'll hand you the bill, but until you pay it in full you stay the fuck away from us. Understand?"
He sneered at me, spit on the ground and said, "I ain't forgetting this old man. You best watch your back" and he turned and walked away.
"Are you really going to do that?" Gwen asked.
"Sure I will. You think he will pay it? Not likely and I don't think he wants to see JR anyway. He was thinking that you would be silly enough to get back with him. He was surprised to see your rings. To his way of thinking who would be dumb enough to marry you with you being pregnant with his kid? Now that the baby has been born and he didn't have to do fuck all money wise he figured that he'd move back in and pick up where he left off."
"Still, I don't want him around JR so what do we do if he does pay the bill you give him?"
"Get serious sweetie. You know the kind of guy he is. You really think he would give up his beer and cigarette money just to see a kid he didn't want anyway? All JR is to him is a way to try and get back in your pants. I'm willing to bet he won't show up in the morning, but I will make out a bill for him just in case."
"But what will we do if he does what you don't expect and pays the bill?"
"I don't know sweetie; I just don't know. That's a bridge we will have to figure out how to cross if we ever get to it."
++++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't at all surprised when Rory never came into the "B" in the morning. I also wasn't surprised when Gwen came home and told me that he had come into the restaurant after I'd left to come home.
"He said he needed to talk to me and asked me to give him fifteen minutes. I was curious as to what he had to say and so I told him to come back when I went on my lunch break. He said he'd talked to a lawyer and the lawyer told him that he could get visitation rights if he petitioned the courts.
"Then he told me that he wouldn't do it if I would agree to meet him twice a week. His exact words were, "I won't derail your gravy train if you are nice to me. It won't be hard because your old man is gone at night anyway." To buy time until I could talk to you I told him I'd think about it. He said he would be back tomorrow for an answer and that it better be yes or he was going to go after his kid.
"Can he do that? Can he get the courts to give him access to JR. Would they really let a piece of scum who abandoned us to come into our lives?"
"I don't know for sure, but as fucked up as our legal system is I guess it is possible. The thing is I don't see him spending money on an attorney to get access to a kid he doesn't want anyway. I think he is trying to run a bluff on you."
"What are we going to do?"
"Give him what he wants."
"What?!!! Are you fucking insane?! You actually want your wife to fuck that low life son of a bitch?"
"Of course not. What you are going to do is tell him that starting tomorrow I'll be working swing shift and if he gets here at seven JR will have been put to bed and he can have four hours with you before I get home from work. You get him in the house and I'll do the rest. Just make absolutely sure that when you tell him no one else is close enough to hear."
The next day when Gwen got home from work I told Gwen what I wanted her to do.
"Just open the door and let him in. As he comes in back away from him and keep four or five feet away from him."
I went to the door and hooked up the safety chain and then went out the back door, walked around to the front, opened the door and pushed it until the safety chain kept it from opening any father and then I kicked the door hard. The chain base ripped out of the door frame and swung loose and I went inside and closed the door.
"What did you do that for?" Gwen asked.
"Just setting the stage sweetie. Don't forget what I told you to do" and I went upstairs to wait for Rory's visit.
When the door bell rang I moved to the top of the stairs and waited for Gwen to open the door and let Rory in. He walked in bold as brass and said:
"What the fuck bitch? I told you to be naked and waiting."
"Why would she do that asswipe? Even if she was naked and waiting it wouldn't do you any good what with you being dead an all."
He looked up at me and his eyes got big as he saw me standing there with the gun and then I shot him in the head. Gwen hadn't known it was coming and she screamed. I ran down the stairs and got her settled down and then I called 911. While I waited for the cops I put on a pair of rubber gloves and took an opened switch blade knife out of a plastic bag. I put the knife in Rory's right hand and clutched his fingers around it, touched his fingers to the blade and then I dropped it on the floor so it would look like he dropped it when I shot him.
Then I prepped Gwen on what to say when the police talked to her.
"The doorbell rang, you saw it was Rory so you put the chain on the door and opened it. You asked what he wanted and he told you to open the fucking door and let him and you told him to go away. He kicked the door in, you screamed and kept screaming as he came in with a knife in his hand. You heard a shot and you fainted. That's all you know. Can you do that?"
Gwen said she could and I told her to stick to the story and don't change it even a little bit.
"They will want to know if you have any idea of why he would come here so you will have to tell them the truth about your relationship with him up to and including what happened at the restaurant. My running him out the back door and what he threatened and his stop at the restaurant yesterday and today. All you tell them about yesterday and today is that both times he threatened you if you wouldn't let him see JR and you came home and told me. That's all. Don't embellish it. Keep it simple. He threatened you. Said he would fuck you up if you tried to stop him from seeing his kid.
If the cops keep pushing you and trying to get you to change your story just tell them you don't like the way things are going and you aren't saying anything else until you talk to an attorney. Okay?"
"I guess. But did you have to kill him?"
"Did you want to spend the next ten or fifteen years with him trying to get back in your pants and using JR as a club to get you to do it? And what if he did see a lawyer and try to get JR? No baby, he had to go. I wasn't going to spend every night at work worrying about what the asshole might do while you were here alone."
I didn't tell her that there was a thought in the back of my mind that she might give in to his threats to keep him away from JR. It wasn't that I didn't trust her, but I knew her well enough to know she would be like a momma bear and do what she had to do to protect her cub and might even give in to Rory if that is what it took to do it.
The police came and it went the way that I hoped it would. They separated Gwen and me and interviewed us. Gwen told me later that it never got to the point where she needed to ask for an attorney.
The main question for me was how did I just happen to have my Colt so handy that I was able to get to things before Rory was even ten feet inside the house. I explained that Rory had threatened me a couple of days earlier. I told them what happened at the restaurant when I caught him grabbing Gwen.



"I have been expecting him to do something, but I never thought I'd have to shoot him. I thought that just pointing the gun at him would scare him off, but when I saw him going after Gwen with a knife in his hand I didn't hesitate."
It didn't hurt that I knew half of the police force and had gone out to the range and shot with them. They all knew that I was pretty level headed. What the hell, I'd even been civilized and hadn't gone off when I walked in on Amy cheating on me.
It also didn't hurt that Rory had gone to jail seven or eight times for being drunk and disorderly, fighting in bars and pulling his knife on people. He actually cut one man when they got in a fight over a parking place. There were also a half dozen people who had heard him threaten me the day I ran him out of the restaurant.
The outcome was that I got away with it.
++++++++++++++++++++++
And then the Law of Unintended Consequences kicked in.
Gwen became nervous when she got close to me. She became withdrawn and one morning when I got home from work I found that she had moved her things into one of the spare bedrooms. I tried to get her to talk to me and tell me what was wrong, but she said things like, "Not now; I'm too upset" or "Later when I'm in a better mood." This went on for two weeks and finally I'd had enough. I brought it up again and when she said, "Not now" I said:
"Yes Gwen, now! I want to know what in the hell is going on and I want to know right now!"
"You want to know? Okay then. You killed Rory in cold blood. You had me bring him here so you could kill him. You used me to lure him into the house so you could deliberately kill him. He was never a threat to us. He wouldn't have hurt me. In the three years we were together he never once lifted a finger against me. He was an asshole when it came to me getting pregnant and his running out on me killed any feelings I ever had for him, but even then I didn't hate him enough to want to see him die.
"So he threatened to go to court to get rights to see JR, but so what? Even if he really did it do you think the courts would give him any rights given what he did and given the kind of man he was?
"And the worst part? You did it while he was right in front of me. I got to see the hole suddenly appear in his head. I got to see the blood and brain matter splashed against the wall behind him. I got to see him fall to the floor like a puppet whose strings were dropped. I got to see the blood puddle spread on the floor as he looked up at me with sightless eyes. I got to stand there and look at him knowing that I was the Judas goat that led him to his death. That's what is wrong with me Frank. That and the recurring nightmares I'm having as I get to remember every bit of it over and over and over again.
"Every time I look at you it all comes back to me. Every time I look at you I remember how you used me to lure Rory here so you could kill him in cold blood. That is what is wrong with me Frank and I do not know that I will ever get over it."
I looked at her for a bit and then nodded my head that I understood. Then I got up and went out and busied myself in the garage.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next two months went by and we basically just co-existed. We shared the cooking and housekeeping and not much else.
I stopped going into the "B" in the mornings except on Gwen's days off. I kept waiting for a change in Gwen's attitude, but it never came. I finally accepted the situation and did what I had to do.
It was Gwen's week to cook and when it was ready she called me to supper. We ate in silence and after we had eaten I handed Gwen an envelope.
"What is it?"
"Divorce papers. All you have to do is sign where the sticky notes are and I'll give them back to the attorney to file. There will be a hearing to set alimony and child support and in ninety days you will be free of me. Nothing has to change. We will simply go back to the agreement we had on the day you moved in. The only change will be that once the court has set alimony and child support I'll hold back half as payment for your room and board."
"I don't understand. If everything is going to stay the same why are you getting a divorce?"
"Because I am still a healthy young man and I have certain urges, wants and needs. I took my vows seriously and I will not break them so in order for me to fill those needs and satisfy those urges I need to be legally released from those vows. I am not willing to spend the rest of my life celibate because of something I did to protect my marriage.
"I know that you say Rory was no threat to us, but in my mind he was. One of the strongest forces in the universe is a mother's determination to protect her child and in the back of my mind there was the thought that you might eventually give in to Rory to protect JR. It might never have happened, but if by some set of circumstances it did happen and I found out about it our marriage would have been dead. I was not willing to take the chance.
"It is ironic that what I did to protect my marriage is what ended up killing it. Just sign the papers and put an end to it."
I got up and went out to the garage to do some work on my truck. About twenty minutes later Gwen came out into the garage. She stood there watching me work for a couple of minutes and then she said:
"You actually think so little of me that you think I'd cheat on you?"
"On the contrary. I think very highly of you. You read it in the papers or see it in the news all the time. Women who go off and leave their kids at home while they go party. Women who let their husbands and boyfriends abuse their kids and do nothing about it. Women who have their babies and then leave them on the doorstep of a church, fire house or police station or even worse, toss them in a dumpster while they are still alive.
"That isn't you. We both know that you would kill if that is what you had to do to protect JR. If you gave into Rory in your mind it wouldn't be cheating. It would be you doing what you thought you had to do to protect your baby. You would have done it and it would have killed us.
"We both know that Rory was never going to go away and we both know he was never going to stop trying to get his dick back into you. He didn't give a shit about his son, but to him you were his and he couldn't stand the fact that I had you and he didn't. He was determined to fuck you just to show me that you were really his. He would have used JR to try and make it happen. I wouldn't have put it past him to threaten JR with physical harm to get you to give in.
"I took steps to make sure that it would never happen. I regret that what I did put an end to us, but I don't regret killing Rory; not the least little bit. In my own way I was doing what I knew that someday you might have to do. I protected my home and family."
I climbed into the truck, pushed the button on the garage door opener and then backed out of the garage. It was too early to go to work, but I went in anyway. When I got to the hanger I caught the employee shuttle over to the terminal and browsed the book stores until it was time for me to go back to the hanger and punch in.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was an easy night with nothing but service checks and some components that needed to be changed for time. I stopped at the Village Inn for breakfast and I had some house work to do when I got home so it wasn't until one that I went up to bed.
The divorce papers were on my pillow and I picked them up and saw that Gwen hadn't signed them and I wondered what that meant. I tossed them on the floor and went to be and fell asleep almost immediately.
Something woke me up and I glanced over at the clock and saw that it was seven-twenty. There was enough light in the room from the street light outside by the sidewalk that I could see Gwen standing by the bedroom door. I sat up and looked at her and then she walked toward me. She got on the bed, pushed me down on my back and pulled down the sheet exposing me and her right hand reached for my cock. As she took it in her hand she said:
"I hate what you did and it will take me a while to get over it, but you are too good a man to lose. There will be no divorce" and then she bent and took me in her mouth.
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Have you ever hated someone so much that you would willingly risk going to jail just to get even with them for something that they had done to you? Well, I have and I did and now I'm waiting to see how things turn out.
Yolanda was a bitch! A miserable fucking bitch and she made my life a living hell for over ten years. Yolanda was my stepmother and from the day my father brought her home until the day I moved out we did not get along at all. She hadn't been in the house a week and she took over the running of my life. She bought my clothes, she chose my friends and she interfered in everything I did. She made me take piano lessons, she made me take dance lessons and she hauled me to church every Tuesday, Thursday and Sunday. Tuesday was bible study and Thursday was Youth Group. She gave me bible lessons and I had to have them letter perfect or I got sent to my room. She tossed out my video games, censored what I watched on television and even picked out the movies I was allowed to see. I was the only kid in the world who never saw Star Wars, but I had The Sound of Music and Mary Poppins shoved down my throat over and over.
It didn't get any better as I got older. She picked the classes I would take and she refused to sign the waivers I needed to be able to play sports. She did tell me that she would buy me whatever instrument I wanted if I joined the marching band. She made me join the Music Club, the Spanish Club and the Chess Club. She absolutely refused to let me get a part time job after school so I could save up money to buy a car.
"If you have a car you will just want to go out and run around in it instead of staying home and studying. Plenty of time for that foolishness when you are grown up and on your own."
Where was my father when all this stuff was going on? The pussy-whipped bastard sat in his easy chair and said, "Yes dear" and "You are absolutely right dear" and "Whatever you say dear." To me he said, "She's only doing what's best for you" or "She has your best interests at heart" and "She means well, you just need to meet her halfway." The one that made me gag and want to toss my cookies was "Some day you will thank her."
The day it all came to a head when she sat me down at the kitchen table and started laying out information about the college I was going to attend, what my major would be and what minors I was going to take along with it. I took my hand and swept all the papers off the table and onto the floor and said: "I'm not going to college. The only thing I'm going to do is get the fuck out of this house the day I turn eighteen."
"Don't you use those words and take that tone of voice with me young man."
"Oh yeah? What the fuck are you going to do about it? You going to toss me out of the house? Well please fucking do! The sooner I get out of this fucking place the happier I will be. What do you fucking think about that?"
Yolanda reached across the table and slapped my face. "You go to your room right now and we will see what your father has to say when he gets home."
I was going to say, "Fuck you" and leave the house, but then I decided that it was time that I had it out with my father. I was going to be eighteen in two weeks and graduation was one week after that and then I was going to be gone from the house and away from Yolanda so I didn't give a shit if I got tossed out or not.
I heard my dad come trudging up the stairs a little after six and he knocked on the door to my room. I hollered that it was unlocked and to come on in. He came through the door with his "Stern look" on his face.
"What's this that your mother is telling me about your behavior this afternoon?"
"In the first place, she is not my mother. What she is and has been for the past ten years is my jailer. Years when instead of being my father you were her lap dog. You completely turned your back on any part of raising me and instead you turned me over to that female Hitler. Today, when she sat me down and told me -told me mind you - what college I was going to go to and what my major was going to be I'd had enough. The only reason I came up here and sat in this room waiting for you was so I could tell you what a miserable excuse for a father you have been. I've already talked to the Army recruiter and when I turn eighteen I'm out of here and I don't care if I ever see you or that bitch again."
Then I got up and left the house. We avoided each other for the next three weeks and the day after my graduation I was on a bus headed for basic training.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was three years, seven months and fourteen days before I came back. Using the money I had saved in the Army's education program I enrolled at the local university, found an apartment and a part time job at a convince store. I was sitting behind the counter one night eating a bagel and studying when the dinger went off and I looked outside and saw Yolanda get out of a Grand Cherokee. Pay at the pump bitch, pay at the pump I prayed, but the gods were against me that day. I energized the pump and watched as she filled her tank. I was alone and couldn't get someone else to watch the counter while I hid in the back room so I was stuck with having to deal with the cunt.
My back to her when she came to the counter and when I turned and she saw who it was she showed me that she was still the Yolanda that I loved to hate. As she handed me her credit card she said, "My, my, we certainly have come up in the world, haven't we?"
I swiped her card and didn't say a word. I handed her back her card and the charge slip to sign and when she pushed it back at me she said:
"You should really call your father. He misses you."
"So?"
"Don't be that way, after all he is your father."
"No he isn't. He stopped being my father when he turned me over to you and then sat on his butt while you fucked over my life."
She gave me a long hard look and then she turned and left.
For the next two months every time the door would open I would look half expecting to see my father walking in, but either Yolanda never told him or he didn't miss me near as bad as she had said. Then one day the door opened and I looked up from the Managerial Economics text I was studying and saw Yolanda.
"Your father had a heart attack. He is in the Intensive Care Unit at St. Anthony's. He wants to see you" and she turned and walked away.
I cut classes that day and went to the hospital. He was on the bed with oxygen hoses to his nose and tubes and needles stuck in him everywhere. I stood next to the bed looking down at him and he must have sensed me standing there because he weakly turned his head my way, opened his eyes and stared at me. Then he reached out a hand and I took it and he said something, but his voice was so weak I couldn't hear him so I leaned down and put my ear to his mouth and he said, "I'm sorry," squeezed my hand and then he was gone.
The funeral was a dreary affair as most always are and afterwards, as was the family custom, every one went to dad's house for the wake. I was socializing with relatives I hadn't seen or talked to in ages. I was talking to my cousin Tom and he saw Yolanda across the room and said, "I wonder how long it will be before some lucky bastard snaps up Yolanda?"
"Why do you say that?"
"Shit cuz, I know you don't like her, but that shouldn't make you blind. That is one sexy looking lady."
Tommy was right, Yolanda was a fox and I suppose that is what hooked my dad and kept him hooked. Then Tom said, "I'd bang her myself if I could."
"What's stopping you?"
"The twenty year age difference. But if I was older and could get her to just have something as simple as lunch with me I would nail her."
"How can you be so sure?"
"DRD my man, date rape drugs. Just a touch of GHB, Special K or Roofies and she'd be mine." Then he laughed, "Hell, she'd be anybody's."
"And you have access to that kind of stuff?"
"Hell man, I never leave home with out it."
"Tell me more Tom, I want to hear all about it."
That night as I was leaving Yolanda stopped me and told me that I needed to come over in the next day or so to go over dad's affairs.
"Why? There is nothing there that I want."
"You might not want it, but it is yours anyway."
"What do you mean?"
"The house and everything in it belongs to you."
"Nonsense. The house goes to the wife."
"No it doesn't, at least not in this case. The house was paid for before your mother died. She paid it off using the money from your grandfather's insurance. The house was in her name and in her will she left it to you. Also there are some insurance policies and an annuity that go to you so you need to come by so we can sort things out."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I stopped by the house to see what Yolanda was talking about. I had stopped at the Wine Rack, a local liquor store, and picked up a bottle of Yolanda's favorite white wine and I poured us each a glass and then we went into dad's study and started going through his papers. About twenty minutes into it Yolanda set her wineglass down and shook her head as if to clear it. "Something wrong?" I asked.
"I all of a sudden feel dizzy and light headed."
I looked at my watch and then I smiled at her, "You'll feel better in about three or four hours, in fact, you will probably feel great by then."
Her words were just a little slurred when she said, "What did you do?"
"I laced your wine with something called Ketamine hydrochloride. The street name is Special K and it is a highly effective date rape drug. It doesn't knock you all the way out, but leaves you vaguely aware of what's going on. You lose motor control, but you can still feel sensations. The really nice part is that as that all of your nerve endings that are associated with sexual things will be at fever pitch as the drug wears off and as long as they are kept stimulated you will to all effects and purposes be a nymphomaniac."
When she asked me why I could barely understand her.
"Because Yolanda, paybacks are a bitch and I have ten years to pay you back for. For my revenge I decided that the most fitting thing I could do would be to give you to all those rowdy guys you would never allow me to associate with. You, my dear Yolanda, are going to a frat party."
I delivered Yolanda to the fraternity house and willing hands helped her up the stairs to the frat house mattress room. Almost every frat house has one - a bare room with one or two mattresses thrown down on the floor to accommodate girls who usually joyfully do what was about to happen to Yolanda. The deal I had cut with the frat rats was a little on the complicated side. They could only suck on her tits and finger fuck her until she asked some one to fuck her and that way they could avoid being accused of rape. Once she asked to be fucked the frat boys could only have her pussy and mouth until after I had taken her ass and then she was all theirs. And, of course, as long as I kept every face but Yolanda's out of it, I got to tape the affair.
I had never seen a gangbang and it certainly was an eye opening experience. I watched as man after man stuck his cock in Yolanda and banged away until he came. It got off to a slow start because it took almost thirty minutes of French kissing, finger fucking and tit sucking before Yolanda started begging some one to fuck her. Tom had said that her nerve endings would be on fire and that she would fuck like a mink as long as she was fed cock. If it were true, it would make for a very nice porno tape. I hadn't decided what I was going to do with the tape other than to make sure Yolanda knew I had it. Let her worry for a while about who I might send it to or show it to.
When it happened I missed it. I had gone to take a piss and then had stopped to look at the basketball game on TV. I was only gone seven or eight minutes, but when I walked back in the mattress room Yolanda had her legs wrapped around a guy and was moaning as the guy boned her. He came and pulled away from her and she reached up and tried to hold him, "No, no, please" but her cries stopped as the next man moved between her legs and slid into her and the low moan started again and her legs came up and locked around him. Another man stepped up and pushed his cock in her mouth and started to fuck her face and I moved around with the camera trying to get good, clear shots.
One of the guys came up to me, "You ready man? The guys are getting anxious to three hole this one, but a deal is a deal and you have to take her ass first."
I told him I was ready and as I was taking off my shoes the guy fucking her finished. She tried to hold him down when he got up to leave, but he got out of the way to make room for whoever was next. When no one moved between her legs Yolanda started working on her clit with her fingers while she looked around to see why with all the guys in the room no one was coming over to fuck her. Her eyes got to where I was, she saw my clothes coming off, and suddenly her face changed, "No, no, not you, you can't" and she started to get up. Two guys pushed her back down and I told them to flip her over and get her on her hands and knees. I moved behind her and pushed my cock into her cunt.
I had never gotten sloppy seconds before and I was surprised at how good it felt. I stroked into her a couple of times to get some lube on my cock, not to make it easier on her, but to make it easier on me. Then I put my cock at her puckered little rosebud and leaned down to whisper in her ear, "This is for ten years of hell" and I rammed my cock into her ass as hard as I could.
She screamed and I smiled.
Then I fucked her ass as hard as I was able. She cried, she moaned and groaned and she gave little yelps of pain until someone shoved a cock in her mouth. I kept pounding away for what seemed like hours, but in reality was probably only five or six minutes. It might have been my imagination, but just as I came I thought that I felt Yolanda pushing her ass back at me.
I spent the next five hours taping the action as guy after guy took Yolanda in each of her three of her holes. I taped her with two cocks in her pussy at the same time and I taped her with a cock in each of her three holes at the same time. Through it all Yolanda begged and pleaded for some one to fuck her as soon as a guy moved away and left an open hole. Finally the guys were done and Yolanda was left lying alone on the sweat and cum soaked mattress. I walked around her shooting down with the camera while she looked up at me with an unreadable expression and played with her cunt.
I hate to say it, but even after what she had just been through she still looked sexy as hell. Even with the cum of (if my count was right) twenty-seven guys all over her she looked good. I guess maybe at that point I began to understand how my dad had let himself get under her thumb. I put a raincoat on her that I had brought along for just that purpose and left the rest of her clothes lying on the floor for souvenirs. Two guys helped me get her out to my car and then I headed on home.
No words were said on the drive, but out of the corner of my eye I saw Yolanda glance over at me from time to time as she played with her pussy. When I got her home I wrestled her into the house, got her upstairs and dumped her on her bed. I got the coat off her and then I stood there looking down at her as she looked up at me. She didn't say a word, just looked me in the eye and slowly spread her legs and then waited to see what I would do. I was tempted, God knows I wanted to, but in the back of my mind I knew that if I did she would have won. It would have shown that she still had power over me. I did the only thing I could do - I took out my cock and I pissed all over her from her face down to her feet and then I turned and walked out of the house.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was two weeks ago. I haven't heard a peep out of Yolanda and every day I half expected a police car to show up at my apartment or at the store, but none came. I kept checking the papers looking for a story on a bust at a fraternity house, but nothing happened. I knew things were not finished between me and Yolanda because she was still living in the house that was now mine and we never did finish going through the papers that she said concerned me, but I wasn't in any hurry.
Two minutes ago I heard the dinger and I looked up from the Statistical Analysis text to see Yolanda getting out of her Grand Cherokee. Her eyes met mine across the expanse of concrete and I wondered if she was going to pay at the pump or come into the store.
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I met Tasha when my best buddy Tom called me and asked me for a favor.
"My cousin Natasha just moved to town and Gail (his girlfriend) and I want to show her around, but Gail thinks Nat will feel like a fifth wheel so she wants me to set her up with a date."
I was leery. I'd been on two blind dates and they both had been disasters. Tom and I being as close as we were he knew all about those disasters so he had to be desperate to call me. I found out later that because of what he knew he had called four other guys before having to resort to calling me. All four turned him down. I wasn't the only one leery of blind dates. I really, really didn't want to do it, but Tom was my best friend so I felt honor bound to help him. I figured that it wouldn't be too bad since it would be a double date with Tom and Gail. I resigned myself to a bad day and then I asked my mom to drive me over to Tom's. I had my license, but I didn't have a car yet and Tom's request came on too short a notice for me to arrange to borrow mom's car.
Mom dropped me of at Tom's and I took a deep breath and walked up to the door to meet my fate. Tom's mom answered the door and gave me a big smile.
"Hi Bobby. How are you?"
"Fine Mrs. Bagley."
"They are waiting for you in the living room. You kids have a fun time okay?"
"We will Mrs. Bagley" I said not expecting to have anything but a miserable time.
I watched her walk back to the kitchen and wished I was old enough to throw her over my shoulder and run off with her. She was the sexiest woman I'd ever seen and I'd beaten my meat with her on my mind more times than I could count. The Bagley's had a swimming pool and I'd seen Tom's mom dozens of times in a bikini and just remembering them gave me wood. I wasn't positive, but I think she knew it and made it a point to let me see her in her almost nothing suits. She turned as she reached the kitchen door and saw me watching her walk away and she gave me a wink and a smile. My cock almost ripped through my pants and I had to stand there until it wilted otherwise it would have been obvious to every one when I walked into the room.
I got myself under control and then I walked into the living room and got instant wood all over again as all thoughts of Mrs. Bagley disappeared. Sitting next to Gail on the couch was the most beautiful and sexiest looking female on the planet. Tom walked up to me and whispered, "Down boy" and then he introduced me to his cousin. I took her hand and I swear to God I don't know where it came from, but instead of saying "Hello" I asked:
"Will you marry me?"
Tom and Gail cracked up, but Natasha looked me right in the eye and said:
"I don't know. Are you a good kisser?"
"If I'm not I'll bust my ass working on it until I meet your standards."
She turned to Gail and said, "What do you think?"
"He's a nice guy and if I didn't already have Tommy I'd go for him."
Tasha turned back to me and said, "I hope you can handle a long engagement because I'm not getting married until I finish college."
"I'll get the ring as soon as you tell me your size."
"Enough of this heavy shit" Tom said, "Let's go show Nat around."
We left the living room with Natasha and I holding hands and I saw Mrs. Bagley watching us with a strange look on her face. Tom had his own car. He and Gail were both all ready eighteen. I was two months behind them as far as birthdays went. We got in the car; Tom and Gail in the front and me and Tasha in the back. Tom and Gail called her Nat, but I wanted my own name for her so I started calling her Tasha.
We drove all over town and pointed out things to Tasha. Where the high school was, the roller rink, the arcade and all the other places where kids hung out. She was particularly interested in the park, specifically the trails that led into the hills and fields behind it and the running track that ran around it.
"I run to keep fit" she said and then Tom piped up and said, "Then you and Rob have something in common. He runs track at school and runs all the time to stay in shape."
"Do tell" Tasha said. "We can run together then."
"You bet" I said, "The family that plays together stays together."
"The family?"
"Of course. We will have kids when we marry won't we?"
"I don't know. I'm sort of career oriented and I don't know if kids will fit in. I plan on being a lawyer like my dad and if the schedule he keeps is the same for other lawyers I might not be around much to raise them."
"Hasn't seemed to hurt you in any way."
"That's because my mom was a stay at home mom and she was there to see that I was raised right. You plan on being a stay at home dad?"
"No. I'm already slated to get a Business Management degree, go to work for my dad and then take over the business when he retires."
"Then it isn't looking to good for kids is it."
"It isn't a deal breaker, but I'll need to break it gently to my mom. She has her heart set on grandkids and since my sister and her husband found out they can't have babies mom is looking to me to provide them."
"Get off the subject you two" Tom said. "You have years and years before you start sweating that stuff."
Before the town tour was over I'd made a date with Tasha for the next day. Tom dropped me at my house and just before I got out of the car Tasha leaned over and kissed me. It was just a quick one, but it was on the lips and it was our first. The first of many I hoped.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home I was in a great mood and my parents commented on it at supper.
"I met your daughter in law today."
"You what?"
"You heard me right. It will be a little while yet because she says she has to graduate college before we will get married. I'm seeing her again to morrow night and I might bring her by and introduce you."
Naturally they didn't believe it for a minute. To them it was just a teenaged son babbling about his newest crush. To change the subject my dad asked if I'd decided on what car I wanted for my birthday.
"It is only a week away so we are getting short on time."
"I know what I want, but I'm afraid that when I tell you I might be banished to my room until I'm twenty-one."
"It can't be that bad."
But it would be and I knew it. My dad was a dyed in the wool one hundred percent Chevy man. To him Ford meant 'Fix or Repair Daily' and MOPAR meant 'Mostly Old People and Rednecks.' I hesitate to even mention how he felt about foreign cars. When he told me that he was going to buy me a car for my eighteenth birthday he told me to figure out what I wanted.
That weekend he took me around to a couple of car lots. All Chevy dealers of course. We looked at Cameros, Impalas, Blazers, Suburban's, Silverado pick up and even Corvettes. All used, but he'd already told me that I wouldn't be getting new. He told me to think on it and let him know.
So here we were at the supper table with him wanting to know my choice. I looked at mom and said:
"You might want to make him a stiff drink before I tell him or at least sit on his lap and hold him down."
Mom laughed, got up and went over and sat down on dad's lap and then I said:
"It is a convertible. It has a white top and the color is 'Sea Mist Green.'
"That doesn't sound like a Chevy color."
I took a deep breath and said, "It isn't. It's a Ford color and it is on a 1993 Mustang that has the 5.0 engine and a five speed tranny."
"What!!! No son of mine is going to be seen in a fucking Ford!"
"Watch your mouth dear" my mother said and then I said, "Fine. You pick out my present then" and I excused myself from the table and went up to my room.
I was digging through my closet trying to decide on what to wear on my date with Tasha when my dad came into the room. He watched me for a minute or so and then:
"Where is this piece of shit that you want?"
I told him and he shook his head in disgust, said "I thought I'd raised you better" and he turned and left.
Five minutes later my mom came in, smiled at me and said, "That was the most fun I've had all week. The only thing that could have made it more fun is if you would have picked out a Dodge Charger."
"I knew he wouldn't like it, but he did give me a choice."
"I know honey and it is mostly my fault. He intended to just buy a car, park it in the drive and toss you the keys on your birthday, but I talked him into letting you choose. Now you need to make some more choices. What kind of cake do you want and how many are you going to invite to your party?"
++++++++++++++++++++
Mom let me use her car for my date with Tasha and when I got to her house she introduced me to her parents. They seemed nice although I could read the expression on her fathers face. It pretty much said:
"You do anything to my daughter I rip off your head and shit down your neck."
I didn't think it was the right time to tell him that I was going to be his son in law. I promised to have his daughter home by her curfew and we left. As we pulled away from her house I said:
"I don't think your father likes me."
"He's like that with every boy I go out with. He is very protective of me."
I took her to the movies and we held hands as we watched. After the movie I took her to Harry's Malt Shop which turned out to be a mistake, but it would be four months before I realized it. There were half dozen kids there that I knew so I had to introduce Tasha to them. I saw the interest in Eddie Wooter's eyes, but I didn't think anything about it. As gorgeous and sexy as Tasha was she was bound to draw the eyes of the opposite sex. I was just glad that Tom had gotten me with her before any of the other guys knew she was in town.
I took her home and when we got there I walked her to her door and was hoping for another kiss and I got one. It was a scorcher! She gave me some tongue and I gave her some back. When she broke the kiss she said:
"Not bad. It will get better with practice."
"Tomorrow?"
"What time?"
"You set it. If it was up to me this date wouldn't end until school starts."
"Oh my. Whatever am I going to do with you?"
"Keep me is what I'm hoping for."
"How about noon?"
"If I didn't have to get my mom's car home I'd just sit out front until then."
"You're hopeless" she said and kissed me again. I was just putting my arms around her to make it last when the porch light flickered on and off three times. Tasha broke the kiss and said:
"I told you he was a bit protective. See you tomorrow."
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I drove Tasha to the park and we went for a run. I showed her the trails and later I drove her to my house to shower and then have supper with us.
Tasha and my mom took to each other right away and my dad eyed her like most men eyed a sexy gorgeous woman and not at all like a man should look at his son's girl. As my mom was walking into the kitchen she slapped the back of his head and laughed as she said:
"Stop that!"
Dad looked at me and said, "Are you sure that you want to drive a girl this nice around in a Ford?"
Tasha made my day when she said, "What's wrong with Fords? My dad has a vintage '57 T-Bird and next to a '65 Mustang it is the sweetest car ever built."
From the kitchen my mother yelled, "You go girl."
My dad looked at me and said, "And you plan on marrying her, bringing her in the family so I'll have three of you picking on me?"
"You bet."
Then Tasha asked, "What did I miss here?" and I had to explain about dad and Chevys.
"The poor man. He certainly doesn't look mentally ill" and my mom's laugh could have been heard half a mile away.
When I drove her home she had me stop a block away from her house.
"I don't want any flickering porch lights tonight."
We steamed up the windows and after a bit I let my hands move to her breasts and she didn't stop me so I slid a hand up her leg and she stopped me just short of my goal. She broke the kiss and said "No" and then went back to kissing me. She let me get her bra off and worship her breasts and so I tried the leg move again and again she stopped me just short of where I wanted to go.
"I said no!"
I finally accepted that "No" meant "No" and settled back to tongue wrestle and play with her breasts until she told me it was time to take her home. As I parked in front of her house she said:
"I'm a virgin baby and while I don't plan on being one when we get married I do plan to stay one until the senior prom. It is kind of a family tradition. Both of my sisters gave it up on prom night so that is when I will to. You will just have to be patient with me"
I keyed in the "When we get married" and resigned myself to the six or seven month wait until the senior prom. I had hoped not to be virgin by prom night, but it looked like Tasha and I were both going to have to be patient.
We made a date to go for a run in the morning and I walked her to her door, got one more kiss and then went home. Twenty minutes after I got there I got a call from Tom asking me to come over and lounge by the pool and I told him I'd have to call back and let him know after I talked to Tasha.
"I just got off the phone with her. She said she would drag you over after your run. All I'm doing is giving you a heads up so you'll have your suit with you."
++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked over to Tasha's and we jogged from there to the park. We ran the trails for an hour and then did sixty laps around the park on the running path and then we walked over to Tom's.
Mrs. Bagley, Tom and Gail were all ready by the pool when we got there and as usual the sight of Mrs. Bagley in her bikini gave me an erection. If she hadn't been there the sight of Gail in her suit would have done the job. At one time I had my sights set on her, but Tom made his move before I had a chance. I didn't realize it at the time, but it was a good thing that Tom got to Gail first. If I would have been with Gail when Tasha came on the scene it could have gotten messy as I had no doubt – none what so ever – that I would have dropped Gail and gone after Tasha.
All thoughts of Mrs. Bagley and Gail disappeared when Tasha came out of the house in her bikini. It was the first time I'd seen her in anything but jeans and a sweater or blouse and I was – as the Brits would say – gob smacked! I knew from the night before that Tasha had perfectly formed tits and her butt in jeans was mouth watering, but seeing her near naked in the bathing suit took my breath away. I was glad my bathing suit was the boxer type and not the speedo type because the speedo type would have shown only too clearly what seeing Tasha was doing to me. I was hard from Mrs. Bagley and Gail, but I would swear that my cock doubled in size from all the blood that rushed to it when I saw Tasha. I had to get right into the pool and stay there to keep everyone from seeing the state I was in. The time until the prom was going to be agonizing for me.
It was a little over an hour later that I had to go into the house to use the bathroom. On the way back I stopped inside and was looking out the window at Tasha standing on the diving board and my cock went rock hard. Without thinking I took my cock out and started stroking it. A voice from behind me said:
"You used to look at me that way."
It was Mrs. Bagley.
I was standing there, cock in hand, too stunned to move or say anything and Mrs. Bagley said:
"You poor boy. You obviously need to get off. I'll go away and leave you alone. It will be our little secret okay?"
She went out to the pool leaving me standing there mortified as my dick died in my hand. It took me ten minutes to work up enough nerve to go back outside. I tried to avoid looking at Mrs. Bagley for the rest of the time I was there, but when I did look her way I saw her watching me and she would smile and wink at me.
I managed to get through the rest of the day without embarrassing myself. And Tasha and I really steamed up the windows of the car when I took her home.
+++++++++++++++++
Tasha and I spent every day together during the week and then it was my birthday. After breakfast my dad told my mom that she had to drive me over to pick up my birthday present.
"I won't be caught dead near a Ford dealer even if it is only his used car lot."
At nine-thirty I was cruising over to Tasha's with the top down to pick her up for our daily run. That afternoon Tasha, Tom, Gail and a dozen of my other friends were at the house to help me celebrate my eighteenth birthday. We had a good time and as the party was breaking up Tom asked me if I would stop by his house first thing in the morning to help him move a few things for his mother. He told me that we would be done in plenty of time for me to take Tasha on our morning run. I of course said I would.
When I took Tasha home she had me stop a block away from her house and we began to neck. We tongue wrestled for about five minutes and then Tasha broke the kiss we were in and said:
"It is time for your special birthday present" and she reached for my zipper. She caught me by surprise and I sat there stunned as she worked my cock out and started stroking it. She worked on it with one hand while she used the other to take a hanky out of her purse.
"Tell me when you're ready. We don't want to make a mess" and then she went back to kissing me. Between the images of her and Mrs. Bagley that were constantly in my mind I usually beat off at least once a day so I didn't come all that quick for Tasha. Finally she got me to the point and I broke this kiss and told her that I was almost there. She got the hankie ready and then caught the discharge and cleaned me up.
"Do I get to return the favor?"
"No. I don't trust myself to stop things from going farther. Kiss me one more time and then I need to get home."
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I got to Tom's at eight-thirty and rang the bell. Mrs. Bagley answered the door in a housecoat and told me to come in.
"Tom had to run over and pick up Gail so I guess it will be up to me to entertain you until he gets back. Come on; I'll show you what we have to move."
She led me upstairs to her bedroom and pointed at her bed.
"We need to see if we can move that bed without lifting it."
"What?" I said and I turned to look at her with a confused look on my face. She was smiling at me as she said:
"I'm going to have so much fun teaching you" as she let her housecoat slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor. She cupped her tits in her hands and said:
"Happy Birthday baby."
I just stood there and stared at her. I didn't know what to do. She stepped to me and started to undress me. As she undid my belt I got my wits back and said:
"We can't. Tom will catch us."
As my zipper went down she said, "Tom won't come home until I call him and tell him to come home."
"I have to pick Tasha up in half an hour" I said as she pushed my pants down to my ankles.
"Tom and Gail will pick her up and keep her busy" she said as she pulled my boxers down. "Ooooh, a nice one" she exclaimed as my stiff cock was exposed. She captured it with her mouth and I was lost. At that point she owned me and I didn't care if everyone I knew walked in and caught us.
She got me out of my shoes and socks as she blew me and when she had me ready to cum I tried to pull away and she held me in place.
"But I'm going to cum" I said and she kept sucking. I made one last attempt to pull away and she dug her nails in my ass cheeks and held me there. I erupted and she sucked and swallowed until I was limp. She let my cock fall out of her mouth, told me to take my shirt off and then went back to sucking on me.
I got my shirt and t-shirt off and by then I was getting hard again and she pushed me back on the bed. She swung over me and guided my cock up into her pussy as she lowered herself down onto me.



"The object here baby is to fuck me so hard that it shakes the bed and causes it to move from where it now sets. Think you can do it?"
What was happening was all brand new to me. Outside of what my own hand had done for me my only sexual experience was the hand job that Tasha had given me the previous night. I had no idea how to answer the question Mrs. Bagley had just asked. Fortunately she must not have really been expecting an answer from me because she went on:
"I've been planning on this since the first time Tom brought you home with him. Every time you came over to use the pool I put on my skimpiest bikini to make you want me. It worked didn't it?"
I gasped out a yes and she rolled over and pulled me on top of her and said:
"Fuck me honey. Fuck me hard."
I did. I fucked her as hard as I could until I was ready to cum and then I tried to pull out but she wouldn't let me.
"I have to" I cried, "I can't get you pregnant."
"I know you can't baby cause I'm protected. Do it baby, do it. Give it to me."
I came hard and she held me until I started to go soft. I fell to the bed beside her and tried to catch my breath. She changed position and said:
"We have one more to do today. The rest of your lessons can wait until the next time" and she started to suck on me again.
It took her a while and I just laid there and looked up at the ceiling. I was in Heaven and the only thing on my mind was what she'd said, "Next time." There was going to be a 'next time.' "One more to do today baby. The rest can wait until the next time." I wondered what "the rest" was and then I wondered what the '"One more to do today" was. I found out when she had me up again.
She handed me a tube of KY jelly and said, "Put some on your thumb and fingers and then work on my butt hole baby. Get my ass ready for that beautiful cock of yours."
I did what she said until she said, "That's enough baby. Put your lovely cock in there and fuck me."
She was tight and she moaned when I pushed in. I thought I was hurting her and I started to pull out.
"Don't you dare!!" she cried. "Shove it in and fuck me!"
No way I was going to argue. I pushed until I had all of me in her and then I fucked her until I shot off for the third time. I pulled out and fell to the bed gasping for breath and she got up and went into the bathroom. She came back with a wash cloth and a towel and as she cleaned me she said:
"I wish we could do some more, but I have some things I have to do today. Can you come back tomorrow?"
"What about Tom? How can we hide it from him?"
"We aren't hiding anything from him baby. He knows what we are doing. In fact he has been waiting for you to turn eighteen so you could give him some help."
"Give him help?"
"He has a hard time taking care of me and Gail both."
I stared at her as what she had just said registered.
"Don't look at me like that baby. All you need to think about is when we can do this again. I need to call Tom and see where they are."
She got up and left the room and as I dressed I rolled over what she'd just said in my mind. She was fucking her own son. And Tom was fucking Gail. I knew they were a couple, but I hadn't known they were screwing. Mrs. Bagley came back in the room and handed me a cell phone.
"It's Tom."
"Hello?"
"We're at the park. The story is that you had to take care of some paperwork on plates and insurance on your car. Nat hasn't gone on her run yet. She's waiting for you to get here."
"I'm on the way."
I handed the phone to Mrs. Bagley and she said, "I know that my sister is going to take Tasha shopping for school clothes tomorrow. Give you any ideas?"
Not being totally dense I asked, "What time?"
"As soon as you can get here baby and the sooner the better."
She gave me a scorcher of a kiss and I headed for the park. As I drove I wondered about the mornings events. I was stunned by what happened and what I'd found out. Tom fucking his mother? Wow! And Tom expecting me to help him take care of her when I turned eighteen? Double wow! And why was a stone fox like Mrs. Bagley fucking guys my age? She could get any man she wanted. Tom's dad must have been terminally stupid to leave her and run off with a younger woman. Mrs. Bagley told me that Tom and Gail were getting Tasha out of the way so we could play. Did that mean that Gail knew what was going on?
Tom, Gail and Tasha were sitting at a picnic table when I got to the park. I said I was sorry for being so late, but I had to make sure I was legal to drive the car. Tom and Gail were grinning at me and Tom said:
"I know what you mean. I got stopped three days after I got my car and got a ticket for not having any insurance."
"I remembered that. That's why I made sure that I had it."
Tasha looked a little put out and I put it down to the fact that I hadn't called her. Tom said he had to be going.
"You two go for your run. I have to get home and clean the pool."
He and Gail got up and left.
"You could have called me and let me know what was going on."
"I did. Twice" I lied, "But no one answered. Which trail do you want to take?"
She didn't answer me. She just got up and headed for the Black Diamond trail and I got up and followed.
What ever it was that upset her was gone when we got in the car after the run and as I started it up I asked her what she wanted to do.
"Go over to Aunt Mary's and lay by the pool and work on my tan. Won't be too many more times I can do it since school will be starting up next week. I'm not looking forward to it."
"Not looking forward to what?"
"Starting school. I won't know anyone."
"You know me, Tom and Gail and you met several others at my party last night."
"You know what I mean. It is all going to be totally new to me."
"You will do fine. I'm the one who is going to have the problem."
"You? Why?"
"I'm going to have to try and keep all the other guys away from you."
"Don't be silly. You're my guy and you know it."
I did know it, but that didn't keep me from worrying. And now I had the added wrinkle of Mrs. Bagley. I knew Tasha was the one I wanted to spend my life with. I knew that eighteen was a bit young to be thinking long term like that, but the spark I'd felt when I'd walked into the Bagley's living room and first set eyes on Tasha told me that she was the one.
The question was how could I balance that with my newly discovered desire for sex that Mrs. Bagley had given me and who seemed more than eager to see to it that I had lots more? Tasha said that she wasn't going to give it up until the senior prom, but that was six or seven months away. I already knew that there wasn't any way that I was going to say no to Mrs. Bagley. I mean get serious! What teenaged guy who has just given up his virginity (and to a sex bomb like Mrs. Bagley) was going to turn away from getting more if he could get it?
I knew I was cheating on the girl I intended to marry, but I knew I wasn't going to stop doing whatever Mrs. Bagley would let me do unless she told me I couldn't have it any more. I could if Tasha would provide me with what Mrs. Bagley was promising, but that wasn't going to happen for another half a year unless Tasha went through a major mind change.
And what about my relationship with my best bud Tom? According to Mrs. Bagley both he and Gail knew that we were fucking while they were keeping Tasha busy. From what Mrs. Bagley told me I knew that Tom was fucking his mom and that Gail knew it and was sharing him with his mom. What kind of relationship was I going to have with them now? Fuck! What kind of relationship did they have with each other? Could I hide what I'd be doing with Mrs. Bagley from Tasha? Hell; would I be doing anything more with Mrs. Bagley? Maybe after tomorrow she wouldn't have anything more to do with me. Maybe all that it was is that she wanted to do something kinky once or twice in her life. It was weird. Just fucking weird.
Fuck!!! I was too young to have all that kind of stuff filling my head.
When we got to Tom's place we went inside and put our suits on and went out to the pool. Mrs. Bagley had on another of her almost non-existent bikinis. I got my usual instant wood seeing her and Tasha noticed.
"Stop that!" she whispered to me. "She's old enough to be your mother for Christ's sake."
"Maybe. But my mother never looked like that. Besides, I get the same reaction when I see you and you never tell me to stop it and I get it even when you are fully clothed. You don't even need a skimpy suit to light my fire."
She leaned over and kissed me and then we jumped into the pool. It was about an hour later when I went into the house to use the bathroom. When I was done and I opened the door to leave I found Mrs. Bagley standing there. She put a hand on my chest, pushed me back into the room and then followed me in and locked the door.
"Hurry lover" she said as she took off her bikini bottom, "We don't have much time."
I, being not all that far removed from virgin status and not having a clue, stood there opened mouthed and stared until she bent over the sink and put her right foot up on the toilet. It wasn't until she said, "Get those trunks off and fuck me" that I woke up and got with the program.
"Hard and fast lover; fuck me hard and fast."
I did what she asked and it was over too damned quick to suit me. She must have felt the same way because she said:
"There is always tomorrow lover. We need to get back before we are missed. Leave first and make sure that no one is around to see me come out."
By that she must have meant Tasha because the only others there were Tom and Gail and from what she had all ready told me they knew what was going on. I opened the door and came face to face with a smiling Gail.
"You two need to get out of there. I need to go bad."
Mrs. Bagley said, "You could have used the upstairs bathroom."
"No I couldn't. Nat had to go and I knew she would head for this one so I beat her to it and she had to go upstairs. Wouldn't do to have her standing here when the door opened now would it."
Gail went in and Mrs. Bagley and I headed for the pool. The phone rang and Mrs. Bagley went to answer it so when I got to the pool only Tom was there. I sat down on the lawn chair next to him, but before I could say a word he said:
"I know you are just bursting with questions, but not now. Here comes Nat."
I looked and saw her heading toward us. She took my breath away and even though I'd just made love to Mrs. Bagley my dick got hard all over again. And she noticed and smiled. I got up and jumped into the pool to cool down.
I had to take Tasha home at four. Her mom and dad were going out that evening and she had to babysit her two younger sisters. She'd all ready told me that the rule when she babysat was that she wasn't allowed to have company. All of her attention had to be on her siblings.
Over dinner I asked my parents what they thought of their future daughter in law. Mom said:
"She seems nice enough, but I expect that you will fall in and out of love a half dozen times before you finish college."
"You're wrong on that. There was a spark between us the instant I saw her. She's the one."
Mom just smiled that "Mother knows better" smile that mom's have and dad said:
"She sure is damned good looking, but there must be something wrong with her. Has to be or she wouldn't like Fords."
Mom piped up and said, "You are admitting that you did a poor job of raising your son?"
"What?"
"He loves his Mustang so you must not have raised him right."
"Oh no you don't! He got that from your side of the family."
As their good natured banter went on I excused myself from the table and went up to my room and started reading the owners manual that came with my car.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I got up, had a light breakfast and went for my morning run. Tasha had all ready informed me that she and her mother would be gone all day and she wouldn't be able to run with me. When I finished my rum I drove over to Tom's house and rang the bell. Mrs. Bagley answered the door and said:
"It is about time you got here." She was stark naked and she said, "Get in here lover and get your clothes off. We are wasting time."
As soon as we were in the bedroom and I was stripped I found out what "The rest" was that Mrs. Bagley had referred to the previous day.
"Today you will learn to eat pussy young man. Become good at it and you will be beating the girls off of you for the rest of your life."
I wasn't so sure that I wasn't going to get sick when I did it. Put my mouth where she peed? Gross! But before I could make an ass out of myself I remembered that she had done it – sucked on where I peed – and it hadn't bothered her so if a girl could do it I should be able to.
It wasn't bad and I sort of liked it. God knows she did too. I did what she told me, licked where she said lick and nibbled where she told me to nibble and sucked where she told me to suck. She moaned, she yelled, she cried, she clutched my head, pulled me against her pussy and begged me to never stop. Her body shook with what I assumed were climaxes and then she screamed out:
"Now lover, now!!! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!!!"
I did and after I'd gotten off and gone soft she did a one-eighty turn and took my cock in her hand.
"Your next lesson is to learn what my favorite number is."
"What?"
"Sixty-nine lover. You need to learn the number sixty-nine if you want to keep coming over here and playing with me. First time we will do it with me on top. Next time you will be on top."
She got me into position and I looked up and saw my goop right in front of me. I was a mini-second from telling her that I couldn't eat her for Christ's sake – not with my stuff there and then I remembered that she had taken my stuff straight from the source and swallowed it with no ill effects. Suck it up Bob I told myself (no pun intended), you have a good thing going here so don't fuck it up. I hoped I wouldn't barf and ruin things and then I stuck my tongue out and went to work.
I won't say that I liked it, but I damned sure liked what my doing it caused. Mrs. Bagley went crazy and gave my cock some sensations that I thought were going to take the top of my head off. We did it until she had me hard again and then she said:
"Yesterday we did it cowgirl so this time it will be reverse cowgirl."
She mounted me with her back to me and then she fucked me. Yes, she fucked me. I laid there and tried to time my pushing up to her pushing down, but I never did get the rhythm of it so she ended up doing most of the work. She rode me until I came and then she dismounted head toward my feet and told me that I got to be on the top. We munched till I was erect. She got on her hands and knees and said:
"You remember this position from yesterday?" I nodded a yes and she said, "This time do my pussy instead of my ass."
I'd cum twice in the last thirty minutes so it took me a while to get my nut. When I was limp I pulled out of her and lay down on the bed beside her. I was trying to get my breath back and Mrs. Bagley said:
"Well lover? How do you like your lessons so far?"
"I love it" I gasped.
Then I heard "Mom; I'm home."
"In the bedroom sweetie."
I sat up in a panic and Mrs. Bagley pulled me back down.
"He knows you're here lover. Just relax."
Tom opened the door and walked into the bedroom and I stupidly was trying to pull the sheet over my nakedness and Tom laughed at me.
"A little shy are we?"
"He just finished" Mrs. Bagley said, "And right now he is too pooped to participate for a while and I'm still needing."
"We can't be having that" Tom said as he undressed. It didn't take too long as all he had on were shorts, a tank top and flip flops. Mrs. Bagley spread her legs wide, I moved over a bit and Tom moved between his mother's legs. As his cock slid in to her I thought:
"This is just too fucking weird."
I got off the bed and left the room. I'd dropped the bag holding my swimming trucks on the floor just inside the door when Mrs. Bagley opened the door for me so I headed down to get them and then go out to the pool. When I got to the bottom of the stairs I saw Gail sitting on the couch and it suddenly occurred to me that I was naked. I covered myself with both hands and Gail laughed.
"Bring it over here Bobby; I want to see it."
I just stood there and stared at her.
"Come on Bob. I know what you've been doing and you know it. Don't go all bashful and shy on me now. I want to see Mary's new toy."
"You call her Mary?"
"Given the relationship we have Mrs. Bagley just doesn't cut it. Now get over here and let me see it."
What the hell! I was feeling the way Alice must have felt when she went down into the rabbit hole. I was in a strange new world. A woman over twice my age actually came after me and wants to keep fucking me. My best friend is fucking his mother as if it is the most natural thing in the world and now his girlfriend, a girl I've know since we were six and in the first grade together, is asking me to show her my dick. All that was missing was the Mad Hatter and the Cheshire Cat.
Gail got tired of waiting for me so she got up and came over to me. She went to her knees in front of me, grabbed my wrists with her hands and pulled my hands away from what I was trying to hide. Her face was six inches from my hanging cock and she said, "Very nice" and leaned forward and took it in her mouth. I froze for maybe three or four seconds and then I jerked away from her.
"What are you doing?"
"You are Tom's girl. We can't do that."
"Of course we can. Tom and I have an understanding. He can do Mary whenever he wants and it is okay with me as long as I get to do anyone I want. The only restriction is that my pussy belongs to Tom only."
"You mea...."
"Yes indeedy Bobby baby; I can suck your cock and you can fuck my butt and Tom won't care. The only thing you can do with my pussy is eat it. Now bring your poker back over here so I can finish my taste test."
"Taste test?"
"I know what Tom and Mary's juices taste like on his cock. I want to see if you and Mary taste different."
Again she got tired of waiting for me so she knee walked over to me and took my cock back in her mouth. I shrugged, said to hell with it, and then relaxed and went with the flow. Gail's taste test morphed into a blow job and I started to harden. Gail took her mouth off me, said "My knees can't take this hardwood floor" and she stood up and then using my cock like a leash she led me over to the couch. As we walked over she said:
"Different. Definitely different."
She pushed me down on the couch, sat down next to me and then bent her head and went back to work. She soon had me standing tall and thinking about how she had told me that I couldn't have her pussy, but I could have her ass and I was trying to think of some way of bringing it up (don't forget I was new to all that stuff) when I remembered one of Mrs. Bagley's 'lessons.'
"Always honey, always work to get her off first. You owe it to her for the pleasure she is giving you and as an added benefit if you make a habit of doing that the word will get around and you will never lack for feminine companionship."
I pushed Gail down on her back and said, "Now I get to return the favor." I got down on my knees between her spread legs, worked her panties off of her and then I went down on her. I did everything that Mrs. Bagley taught me to do and in a bit Gail was moaning and had her hands on my head holding me against her. Being new to it I thought I gave her an orgasm, but whatever I did she seemed to like it because she said:
"Oh Bobby honey; for that you get to have my ass."
As I stood up to claim my prize I heard Tom say, "Maybe, but not now." I looked and saw him coming down the stairs. "If you are hard enough to do Gail's butt you are hard enough to go back upstairs. Mom is still in her 'needing' condition."



It turned into a long and very enjoyable day. Make love, lay by the pool. Make love, lay by the pool. Make love, and then lay by the pool until I couldn't get it up any more. When I left at four I barely had enough energy left to operate the clutch in my car.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After dinner I called Tasha and asked her if she would like to go for a drive and she said no.
"I'd rather go for a park."
It took a second or two to register and then I said, "Yeah! Right! Park. I can do that."
We drove out to Steven's Point and parked. We necked and steamed the windows up, but after a while Tasha pulled back and asked:
"Is something wrong?"
"No. Why would you ask that?"
"You haven't tried to play with my boobs. You always try to play with my boobs."
I shrugged and said, "I've accepted the fact that you are going to hang on to your virginity until prom. I don't see any sense in getting both of us worked up for nothing."
"I took care of you on your birthday didn't I? I won't let you suffer."
"Maybe not, but it isn't right that it is only one way. I went home with a big smile on my face, but before I got there the smile disappeared because I realized that I'd left you hanging."
"You forget that I chose to be left that way. I told you that I didn't trust myself not to lose control."
"Maybe so, but I still felt like a jerk. And then there is also the fact that you don't trust me."
"Don't trust you? Where did that come from?"
"You said that the big day for you was going to be prom night. You don't trust me to respect that decision. You say that you don't trust yourself to stop things from going farther, but what you are also saying is that you don't trust me. You don't trust me not to take advantage of the situation if you start to let yourself go. So the way I see it the thing to do is not get in those situations."
I thought I was being perfectly logical, but apparently Tasha didn't see things the same way. She pulled back, straightened herself up and said:
"Take me home."
Not a word was said on the drive home and when we got there I started to get out of the car to get her door and walk her to the porch and she said, "Don't bother" and was out of the car and up the steps without looking back. I sat there and stared at the door she'd walked through for a couple of minutes and then I drove on home.
The next morning I called Tasha to let her know I was on the way to pick her up for our morning run and her mother answered and said that Tasha wasn't there.
"She left for the park to run about a half hour ago. You can probably catch her there."
I thanked her for the information and then I went out and did my daily run in the neighborhood. When I got home mom told me that Tom had called and wanted me to call him back. I called and he said:
"If you don't have any other plans for the day mom would like to see you."
"What's going on bro. You do know that I don't have a clue right?"
"Not on the phone bud. We can talk sometime today, but for right now just hurry on over. Don't bother ringing the bell and I'm sure that you remember the way to mom's playground."
When I got there I saw Tom and Gail sunning by the pool and I started to head that way, but then heard:
"Oh goodie; you're here."
I looked and saw Mrs. Bagley at the top of the stairs. She was naked and she smiled and held her arms out to me and said:
"Come to mama baby."
My cock went to instant iron bar hard and I forgot all about talking to Tom. Blow job, missionary, sixty-nine, doggie and then:
"We can work on our tans by the pool until you can regain some energy."
When we got to the pool we found Tom going down on Gail and she was moaning and had her hands in his hair. Mrs. Bagley giggled and said:
"I taught him well. He will make a lot of girls happy before he settles down."
"A lot of girls? He and Gail are all ready planning their marriage."
"Nonsense. They are teenagers. Teens fall in and out of love dozens of times before they settle in."
I didn't bother to tell her that I thought she was wrong. Maybe some did, but I knew Tom and Gail and I knew the depth of their feelings for each other. And then there were my feelings for Tasha. I'd known instantly that we were supposed to be together forever. No, Mrs. Bagley was wrong, but I wasn't going to argue with her.
I decided not to wait to talk with Tom. I'd get it from the horse's mouth so to speak. Mrs. Bagley and I stretched out on two chaise lounges and I said:
"Not to look a gift horse in the mouth, but what is going on? I mean why am I here doing what we are doing? I'm loving it, but it doesn't make any sense to me."
"It won't make any sense to you even if I tell you."
"Try me."
"I like sex. I like a lot of sex and I've found that men my age can't give it to me in the quantities I want. A man my age is good for maybe, just maybe, twice and then he is done for the night. Then there is attitude. Men my age are set in their ways and resist change. A lot of men my age, or close to it, don't like to eat pussy. They are all for having their dicks sucked, but the mere thought of returning the favor disgusts them.
"A lot of men, and not necessarily just my age group, think that a woman who likes and wants sex as much as I do is a tramp and a slut and they treat me accordingly. More than one man has come home with me only to have the door slammed in his face after making a remark like "I've been looking for a slut like you all my life."
"I have not made good choices when it comes to men. My husband turned out to be a pure dirt bag and I found out later that he had started cheating on me the week after our honeymoon. The two best things he did for me was give me Tommy and then run off with some ditzy blond and get himself killed in an auto accident. His half million dollar life insurance policy still had me as the beneficiary and it paid double in case of accidental death. There was also a policy that paid off the house and there was a settlement from the insurance company of the driver that hit Arnold. It left Tommy and me in pretty decent shape.
"But you don't care about any of that right? What you want to know about is Tommy and me and me and you. Right?"
I shook my head yes.
"It goes back to my poor choices in men. About five years after my husband died I met a man and I thought I'd fallen in love. After several months of keeping company I was waiting for him to pop the question. We went out and partied one night and he brought me home and we went to bed. He was only good for two times and I was trying to get him up for a third and not having any luck when he said and I'll never forget his words:
"I've got some good friends who are going to love helping me satisfy my slut."
"I bit his cock, grabbed the bedside table lamp and hit him with it and then chased him out of the house. I went back to my room, sat on my bed and cried my eyes out. I was still sitting there naked and crying with my bedroom door open when Tommy came home from a date with Gail. He came in to see what was wrong and he took me in his arms to comfort me and give me a shoulder to cry on. It just so happened that Tommy's relationship with Gail hadn't yet gone sexual and he'd come home with a bad case of blue balls. One thing led to another and by morning Tommy had lost his cherry and mommy was sexually satisfied for the first time in years. The recovery powers of a young man are astounding.
"Once we started we never stopped. Six months later Gail gave it up to Tommy and that led to the next step. Tommy had forgotten he had invited Gail over to lounge by the pool. She had gotten into the habit of just walking into the house and she walked in on Tommy and I making love. Instead of bursting into tears and running from the house she sat down and watched as she said:
"So this is where he learned it all."
Since then Gail and I have shared Tommy and that brings us to you."
"I don't understand. How did you and Gail sharing Tom lead to me?"
With Tommy also taking care of Gail I was only getting half of what I used to get. I started to get grumpy and irritable with Tommy and Gail noticed and asked me what was wrong and I told her. She told Tommy and he told me that I needed to get out and find a man. I told him I didn't want a man. I wanted some one like him. Some one young and with fast recuperative powers. He told me that the only one he knew that he could trust to keep the secret was you. We couldn't do anything until you turned eighteen because if something had gone wrong I could have ended up in trouble with the law for contributing to the delinquency of a minor and I could have been labeled a sexual predator. You turned eighteen and here you are. Between you and Tommy I'm getting what I need and that's the story."
By the time she was finished her tale Gail was riding Tom cowgirl and Mrs. Bagley said that watching them had gotten her juices flowing again and she pulled me down on an air mattress about three feet from them and started sucking my cock. From there it turned into an afternoon that most guys my age can only dream about.
At one point I was in a sixty-nine with Gail as Tom fucked his mom. Then there was the time that I fucked Mary doggie (she told me I could call her honey, baby, sweetie or Mary, but she didn't want to hear me say Mrs. Bagley ever again) while she sucked on Tom as he licked Gail's pussy and ass. The finale was Tom fucking his mom doggie while I fucked Gail in her butt as she and Mary were face to face and kissing each other (Tom and I actually 'high-fived' during it).
Tom left to take Gail home and I called home and told my mom I was going to spend the night with Tom and then Mary and I went to bed. I woke up in the middle of the night and found Tom and his mother going at it while she squeezed my cock in her hand and then of course I had to pick up where Tom left off when he came and then went to bed.
Mary fixed us breakfast and then went off to take a shower leaving Tom and me sitting at the kitchen table. I was quiet and Tom said:
"Whatcha thinking bud?"
"About how weird this is. Your mom and me is mind blowing all by itself, but yesterday was just way, way out there. I mean your mom is one thing, but I know how you feel about Gail and still you let me and her get together. Don't get me wrong here bro; I'm loving it, but I sure as hell don't understand it."
"Blackmail bud; plain old blackmail."
"Who is being blackmailed and who is the blackmailer?"
"The answer to the first is me and the answer to the second is Gail."
"I don't understand."
"When Gail first found out about mom and me she told me that I had to make a choice. I could have her or mom, but not both. I told her I couldn't make the choice. I didn't want to lose her, but I couldn't turn my back on mom. We broke up for a week and then she came back and said I didn't have to make a choice, but if I could have more than one woman she could have more than one man.
"It turned out that just like mom wasn't getting enough sharing me with Gail, Gail wasn't getting enough sharing me with mom. We talked it out and I asked her what she had in mind. Did she want to date other guys or what and she told me no. She said that since I had one other besides her she wanted one other also. I asked her if she had someone in mind and she said you. The problem was that we were both eighteen and you were only seventeen. Even though you were only a month younger mom convinced us to wait until you were legal because technically we were adults and you were a minor. Mom's fear was that something might come out and some chicken shit cop or district attorney might try and make something out of it. We agreed to wait for you to turn eighteen.
"Meanwhile I had to agree to let Gail go play if she felt the need, but only as long as no one else got her pussy. Ass and mouth were all she could give up. As far as I know she only played three times before you joined us."
"She chose me?"
"What can I say bud? She meant what she said that day you met Nat for the first time. That if she didn't have me she would have gone for you."
"Oh shit!!! Tasha. What am I going to do about her? We haven't been together that long, but I get the feeling from her that she isn't going to take kindly to my not being exclusive."
"Don't let her find out. What she doesn't know won't hurt her. Besides, it's not like you have anything really going with her yet. You aren't going steady and you aren't engaged or anything like that. If the two of you ever get to the point of deciding on a steady relationship then you will need to make decisions. Until then I suggest that you enjoy the ride that you are on."
He looked at his watch. "I need to go and get Gail. You going to be here when I get back?"
"I don't know. I've got to call Tasha and see what's going on."
I called her and her mother told me that she had all ready left for her morning run. I couldn't figure it out. She got pissed at me because I wouldn't play with her tits? And now two days in a row she had gone for her run without me and she wasn't returning my calls. I decided to go for my morning run and try calling her later that afternoon, but when I stood up I heard:
"Not leaving on me are you?"
I turned to see a very naked Mary.
"I got all clean and sweet smelling for you lover and I even put clean sheets on the bed. Come on lover; let's go play."
She turned and headed for the bedroom. I watched that marvelous ass as it walked away from me and then I followed along. Two exhausting hours later she had to go grocery shopping so I decided to get my run in and I headed for the park.
As I ran I thought about what was happening with Tasha. I could see it if she was saying no and I kept trying to get her clothes off of her, coping feels and trying to get my fingers or more into her pussy, but getting pissed off for just the opposite? Especially after telling me that nothing would happen until prom. It just didn't make sense.
I finished my run and went home. I gave Tasha a call and her mom answered and I asked for Tasha and she told me to hold while she went and got her. She came back and told me that Tasha was busy and couldn't come to the phone. Then she asked if I wanted to leave a message.
"Just tell her that I won't bother her any more."
I called Tom and asked if he wanted to run around that evening.
"Whatcha got in mind?"
"Arcade, miniature golf, Skate City; anything to get out of the house."
"Skate City is out. Nat doesn't skate."
"Natasha won't be with us."
"Natasha? What happened to calling her Tasha?"
"Short sad story. Tell you tonight."
"Gail loves to skate so Skate City. Good enough?"
"It'll do."
+++++++++++++++++++
"That just doesn't make sense" Gail said.
"Tell me about it.
"Mom will be glad to hear it. She was afraid that Nat would cut into her time with you. Mom can be real needy at times."
"We need to find your mother a boyfriend" Gail said. "I'm not going to be as liberal when we get married. I'm going to want us to be exclusive when that happens."
"I didn't really want to hear that" I said. I thought the three of us were forever."
I was joking when I said it, but I wasn't sure that Gail was when she said, "I'll always be able to fit you in Bobby" and from the look on Tom's face I guessed he wasn't all that sure either.
There were other kids there that I knew and I skated with Pauline French, Harlina Collins, Nancy Neubert and Bev Holbrook. Pauline and I had dated a time or two and she asked me why I hadn't called her and I told her that I didn't mess with a friend's girl.
"What does that mean?"
"You started dating Harry Short so that told me that you were taken."
"I haven't seen Harry since I caught him kissing Nancy Wilde at Beverly Abbeg's birthday party."
"Okay then; how about taking in a movie with me tomorrow?"
"What time?"
"Six?"
"I'll be ready."
"How do you think Nat will react to your going out with Paulie" Gail asked as we drove away from the rink.
"No idea, but it doesn't matter. We aren't talking and from her actions it is clear to me that she doesn't want to."
I dropped Gail off first and when I got Tom home he asked me if I was going to come in.
"Mom will be happy to see you."
I did what no other teenager in the world do when there was a chance for some pussy – I said no.
"I need to get home so that my parents can see that I'm still around."
+++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was up at eight and headed for the park for my morning run. I ran the Red Hawk that morning. It was a little more hilly than the Black Diamond and I felt that my legs needed to be stretched a bit. When the run was over and I was back in the parking lot and headed for my car I saw Natasha's mom dropping her off for her run and I ignored her, got in my car and drove off.
I spent the day washing and waxing the car and at six I picked Pauline up and we went to the Rialto. Somewhere during the movie I became aware that we were holding hands and I didn't even know when or how it happened.
After the movie I took her to Harry's Malt Shack and the first thing I saw once I was inside was Natasha sitting with Tom and Gail. Pauline and Gail were good friends so Pauline naturally headed for the table where Gail was sitting. We sat down and Gail introduced Pauline to Natasha and then Pauline, not knowing any better introduced me to Natasha.
"This is Bobby Marchant who, if I get my way, is going to be my boyfriend."
Tom, who was taking a sip of his milkshake, choked and spit a little bit of it out and Gail muttered, "Oh shit!" Then Natasha spoke up.
"I can understand you wanting him, but I don't think I'm quite ready to give him up." Then she looked at me and asked, "Are you taking back your proposal?"
"Given the way you have acted towards me the last couple of days I thought you ended the engagement."
"What is going on here" Pauline asked.
Gail stood up and said she needed to use the facilities and she asked Pauline to go with her. Pauline looked at Natasha, then at me and then back at Natasha and then realizing that Gail was going to explain things she got up and followed Gail. Natasha reached across the table, took my hand said:
"As the guy you need to understand that girlfriends, fiancées and wives will occasionally get pissed over something and that you will have to live with it and ride it out until she gets over it."
I looked at Tom and he shrugged and said, "Gail does sometimes get a wild hair up her butt, but it usually goes away in a couple of days."
"So" Natasha asked, "Is the bimbo going to get her way?"
"She isn't a bimbo and no she isn't going to get her way. I like her and she is a friend, but there isn't any spark there. She is a fun date and because of you I've had a couple of free nights that she helped fill, but there is nothing long term there."
"We going to run in the morning?"
"Pick you up at nine?"
"I'll be ready."
Gail and Pauline returned and the talk was general until Gail said that it was time for her to go. Pauline leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and said:
"Gail said she and Tommy would run me home so you can work things out with Natasha."
She stood up and told Natasha that it was nice meeting her and then I pulled her back down onto her seat.
"You are my date and I will be the one to take you home."
"He's right" Tasha said, "Where I come from you always go home with the one who brung you."
"Are you sure" Pauline asked.
"Yes" Tasha and I said almost in unison. Tasha stood up, leaned over and kissed me, said "See you baby" and left with Tom and Gail. Pauline watched them until they were out the door and then said:
"I should really dislike her because I did want to make you my boyfriend, but I kind of like her."



I had to think about the fickle finger of fate. If I had known about Harry two weeks sooner Pauline could very well have been my girl when Tasha came to town, I wouldn't have had my blind date and Tasha and I would have never happened.
When I got Pauline home I walked her to her door and thanked her for a fun evening. She stepped forward, threw her arms around me and kissed me. I felt her tongue probe and then she broke the kiss.
"Call me if things don't work out with her."
She turned and walked into the house.
As I drove home my head was full of typical teenaged thoughts. I'd meant it when I told Tasha that there wasn't any long term likely with me and Pauline, but I had misled her when I said that there wasn't a spark between us. I'd had the screaming hots for Pauline since the seventh grade, but then so had half of the other guys at school and a lot of them weren't as shy as I was so we had never managed to hook up. There was no chance for long term even if we had hooked up because it was already well known that Pauline was going to go back east to some big named women's college and then she planned to get into national politics. That meant she would most likely stay back east around Washington.
Given what was going on with me, Mary, Gail and Tom I did have to wonder if I could have fucked Pauline that night if we hadn't run into Tom, Gail and Tasha. I wondered what it would have been like. Harry had insinuated that he and Pauline had done the dirty and I had intended to try before the night was over.
That led to another thought that didn't make any sense. Why would meeting up with the three of them make me not try and fuck Pauline? I mean it really wasn't the three of them; it was Tasha. Tasha's reaffirmation that we had something going made me look at fucking Pauline as cheating. How stupid was that? What was I all ready doing with Mary and Gail? Why would Pauline be any different? Hadn't I been spending a good part of the day trying to figure out when I could get with Mary again? Was I fucked up or what?
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It didn't get any easier the next morning. Tasha looked mouth watering in her tank top and cut-off jean shorts. Running with a hard on isn't the easiest thing in the world to do, but I some how managed.
As we got in the car Tasha said, "I all ready told Tom and Gail we would be over to lie around the pool and work on our tans. That okay with you?"
I didn't really know the right answer to that one. It would very likely put me in the presence of Mary and while I knew I could behave while Tasha was with me I wasn't all that sure about Mary.
I needn't have worried. Apparently Mary and Gail had gotten together and between the two of them they had come up with a plan. After we had been there about an hour, during which Mary, Gail and Tasha talked while Tom and I swam, Gail came over and said:
"Nat and I are going shopping. You want to come along?"
Before either Tom or I could answer Mary said, "I'm going to need both boys to help me move some furniture."
Tom and I looked at each other and Tom winked at me. Ten minutes later we had Mary on her bed although it would be more accurate to say that Mary had us – Tom in her butt and me in her mouth. Then it was me in her pussy and Tom in her mouth followed by Tom in her pussy and me in her butt. Then we heard the girls come home and we had to quickly break up things.
Once we were all by the pool again Tasha told me that she had to be home by five to help her mom get things ready for her dad's birthday party. Gail asked me if I could drop her off at her place and an hour later the three of us left. Gail lived the farthest away so I dropped Tasha off first. I walked her to her door and made a date to run with her in the morning, kissed her and went back to the car.
As soon as we were out of sight of Tasha's house Gail leaned over to unzip me. I pushed her hand away.
"Hey!" she said, "My price for getting Nat out of there so you guys could play was getting to play with you."
She reached for me again and I again pushed her hand away. "It was in Mary's butt when you guys came back to the house and it hasn't been washed."
"So what? I can't suck it because of the center console. All I want to do is use my hand to make sure you are nice and hard when we get to my house. I can wash it and my hand when we get there."
"I'm sure your parents will love that."
"They aren't there. They have gone to visit my Aunt Ruth and won't be home until around midnight."
I stopped pushing her hand away and she had me standing tall and not far from shooting when we pulled up in her driveway.
"You will have to put it away until we get into the house, but I promise I'll have it back out as soon as the door closes behind us."
Once inside the house she led me to her bedroom and we quickly got naked. She took hold of my cock and led me to the bathroom where she washed it and then led me to her bed.
"Were you close to getting off in the car?"
"I sure was."
"Then you are still probably close and we should get the quick one out of the way."
She leaned forward to take me in her mouth and I pushed her away.
"What the fuck is wrong with you? What is with all this pushing me away shit? First in the car and now here?"
"Does the number sixty-nine resonate with you? I want you on top" I said as I lay down on my back.
"I like the way you think" she said as she moved over me.
She did get the quick one out of the way and then we worked on each other until she had me standing tall again. She got up and surprised the hell out of me. She swung over me and guided my stiff dick up into her pussy.
"You can't do that!" I tried to push her off. "You are only supposed to do oral and anal."
"Hush. I already told you. It is my price for getting Tasha out of the way. Tom knows that we are doing this. Now stop with the pushing me away shit and fuck me!"
I did what she asked – twice – with a sixty-nine in between. I was lying there looking up at the ceiling and Gail was next to me propped up on an elbow looking down at me and fondling my limp cock. She was trying to find some life in it, but even with the recuperative powers of youth she was fighting a losing battle. What I'd done with Mary coupled with what I'd done with Gail had wiped me out.
"What are you thinking" Gail asked.
"Trying to equate what I'm doing with you and Mary with my feelings for Tasha. I can rationalize it by saying that she won't do it so it is okay for me to do it with someone else until she will do it, but the bottom line is that I'm still cheating on her."
"As long as we are careful she will never know."
"But I will. And another thing. We are looking at six or seven months until the prom. What happens if by then I'm so hooked on what I'm doing with you and Mary that I won't want to give it up?"
"Then we will just have to get Nat to join us."
NO WAY!! NO FUCKING WAY!!! Were the thoughts that went roaring through my head. I wasn't going to share my woman with anyone! Given what I was doing how weird was that?
She finally gave up trying to resurrect my dead soldier and we got off the bed and dressed. She walked me to the door and gave me a scorcher of a kiss and then I went home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The last week before school started I was able to get together with Mary four times. Once with Tom and Gail, once with Tom and twice I had to try and stay with her by myself. I swear that woman could handle five studs at once if she wanted to.
The big thing that happened that week was that Tasha decided that she could trust me after all. It was a Saturday night and we had gone to the movies after which we stopped by Harry's Malt Shop. There were a bunch of kids there that I knew and on previous occasions I had introduced Tasha to most of them. Of course I introduced her as Natasha. Tasha was my pet name for her. Most of those there knew who she was and knew that she was my girl.
I got up to go to the bathroom and when I came back Eddie Wooters was taking to Tasha. He walked away when I walked up and as I sat down I asked:
"What did Eddie want?"
"Me?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"He wanted to know if I would go out with him."
I started to get up and Tasha grabbed my arm. "Where are you going?"
"To punch him in the mouth."
"Sit down baby. There is no need for violence here."
"Oh yes there is. Horning in on two people who are on a date to ask the girl for a date is horseshit. He needs to find out that it is not acceptable. At least it isn't to me."
"I said there is no need for you to do anything. I all ready put him in his place. Leave it be baby. I have plans for tonight and they won't work if you are sitting on the back seat of a cop car for fighting."
I looked over at Eddie and gave him a nasty look. A look I hope he took to mean that I wasn't through with him over what he'd done. I doubted that he took it that way because he smirked at me. I made a mental note to kick his ass the first chance I had to do it without bringing the authorities into it. I also told myself to start carrying a club since the asshole was six inches taller and sixty pounds heavier than me.
Tasha and I finished our malts and left. As soon as we were in the car Tasha said, "Watch this baby" and she took off her panties and hung then on my rear view mirror. Then she unbuttoned her blouse and unsnapped her bra and then said:
"As long as I'm going to play with yours I guess you should be able to play with mine."
I drove to Steven's Point, got the blanket out of the trunk and then, under a full moon and a sky overloaded with bright stars we made out. I sucked her breasts and finger fucked her to two orgasms while she gave me a hand job. She shocked me when she licked my cum off her hands and then said:
"Yum! I could learn to like a steady diet of this."
I sat there and stared at her. I didn't know how to respond to that. She giggled and said:
"Close your mouth sweetie. I promise I won't hurt you. I shouldn't be doing this. Tom and Gail areal ready accusing me of robbing the cradle."
Tasha was three weeks older than me.
She reached for my cock and fondled it and after a minute she said, "Screw this shit" and she lowered her head and took me I her mouth. I was stunned! It was the absolute last thing that I ever thought would happen. She was sixty seconds into the blow job before I got my act together. I pulled my cock out of her mouth and she looked up at me with a confused and bewildered look that quickly turned into a smile as I pulled her into position to go sixty-nine with her on top. Her mouth recaptured my cock as I started feasting on her pussy and we stayed with it until we got each other off.
We cuddled on the blanket looking up at the stars and she asked:
"Who taught you to do that?"
I lied and said, "Another young lady determined to walk down the aisle a virgin, but who still wanted to enjoy orgasms."
"Anyone I know?"
"Let us just say that you will be classmates when we start school next week."
No way I was going to tell her that it was her Aunt Mary who gave me the lessons and there was also no way I was going to ask her how she had learned to give such a super fine blow job. I didn't yet know that my saying "Another young lady" was going to come back and haunt me. After a few minutes Tasha said:
"Can we do it again?"
We could and we did.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
School started and for the next four months things were great. Under the guise of working together with Tom on homework I managed to get together with Mary on the average of three times a week. The weather was still decent so the pool hadn't been shut down yet so we did spend some Saturdays and Sundays lying about and soaking up sun.
Saturday during the day Tasha usually had something going on with her family so Saturday during the day I usually had something going with Mary, Tom and Gail. Friday and Saturday nights were date nights and a date night with Tasha almost always meant hot kisses and some sixty-nine. All in all I would have to say I was one of the most sexually satisfied teenagers in the state.
The weather near the end of October did what it usually did at that time of the year and since the pool wasn't heated or covered it had to be shut down until the next year. At first I was upset because it robbed me of a legitimate excuse to spend as much time at Tom's house as I had been spending, but Mary convinced me that it wouldn't cut down on our time at all. As long as Tom and I were classmates I could always come over for study sessions with Tom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things went to hell on me during the second week in November. It was on a Wednesday. I had to stay after school and talk with Coach Markham about an indoor track meet that was coming up and I told Tasha that I would meet her at the malt shop. When I got there I found her sitting at a table with Eddie Wooters. I walked up to them and Tasha stood up, snarled "You bastard!" at me and slapped my face. Hard!! I was so stunned that she was out the door before I could recover.
Looking back on it what I should have done was turn and smack the shit out of Eddie until he told me what he had done to cause Tasha to do it – and there was no doubt in my mind that it was something he had done to cause it – but what I did was go running after Tasha. I didn't catch her so I headed over to her house. When I rang the bell her father came to the door and I asked to speak with Tasha.
"She doesn't want to speak to you so just run along and don't bother her any more."
"But I have to speak to her" I said, but I was speaking to the door he had closed in my face.
The next day at school Tasha did her best to avoid me. Any time I got close to her she turned and walked away. At lunch time she was sitting at a table in the cafeteria with two other girls and I walked over to take the empty seat. When I got to the table she looked at me and said:
"Get the fuck away from me!!"
I snapped. I shouldn't have, but I did. I lost it.
"Well fuck you too you stupid cunt!"
I saw the shock on her face and I actually smiled as I turned and walked away.
The next day at school the shoe was on the other foot. Every time I saw Tasha heading my way I went the other way. She might not have even been coming to me, but it didn't matter. I wanted her to see that I was going out of my way to avoid her.
That afternoon as I was leaving school I saw Tasha outside waiting on the steps. Whether for me or some one else I had no idea, but I did a one-eighty and backtracked to the west entrance and left the school that way.
Friday was a carbon copy of Thursday and Saturday found me over at Tom's. Mary was out grocery shopping so it was just Gail, Tom and me. Gail asked me what was wrong between Tasha and me and I told her that I didn't have a clue.
"Wednesday she called me a bastard and slapped me and the next day she flat out told me, and this is an exact quote, "Get the fuck away from me" and so I'm doing what she wanted."
"That doesn't sound at all like Nat."
"I don't know and I don't care. If she can't talk to me when we have a problem fuck her!"
"Funny that you should bring up fucking" Tom said, "because that is what Gail has in mind."
I stood up as I said, "Well okay; I'll get out of here and leave you to it."
"Hold up there" Gail said, "We need your help."
"Help with what?"
"Gail has seen mom with both of us and she is curious."
"Curious?"
"She wants to know what it feels like to be taken by two guys at the same time and you have to be the other guy."
"Me?"
"Of course you. There isn't anyone else we can trust and you know it.
Not that I would have refused anyway, but Gail was already pulling down my zipper before I could have if I'd wanted to. Tom and I did Gail in all the ways two guys could do one girl and Gail loved it. Her favorite (but not mine – not by a long shot) was both Tom and I in her pussy at the same time. Rubbing cocks with Tom was just too way out weird for me. With one of us in her ass and the other in her pussy we rubbed cocks, but that was different because there was skin between us. Not so when we doubled in her pussy.
Gail had Tom's cock in her mouth and I was deep in her ass when we heard:
"I want to play too" and we looked over and saw Mary getting naked.
"You take care of her bro and I'll take over from you" Tom said as he pulled out of Gail's mouth.
I pulled out of Gail's butt and headed for the bathroom to wash my cock as Tom buried himself in Gail's ass. I turned on the sink faucet and reached for the soap and rag, but Mary's hand reached by me and she picked them up as she said:
"Let me do it lover."
She washed my cock and then started sucking it and that led to an absolutely exhausting day and when I got home my mom asked:
"What on earth did you do to yourself. You look like a wreck."
"Too much exercise trying to stay in shape for track."
"Track is not worth killing yourself over. You need to take it easier on yourself."
"Yes mom."
Sunday was going to be a say of semi-rest for me. Clean my room and then wash and wax the Mustang. I was just taking off my wet clothes when mom called me to the phone.
"It's Tommy."
"What's up bud?"
"You doing anything you can't breakaway from?"
"Not really."
"I could use some help bro."
"One or two?"
"Just the one. For some reason she is on fire today."
"You're going to have to feed me if I come over because I'll miss supper here."
"Whatever. Just get here. Please."
I hung up and told mom that Tom needed some help doing a couple of things for his mom. He said I could have supper with them."
"I just don't understand why Mary hasn't remarried. It can't be because she still has feelings for that skunk she was married to."
"Don't know. Maybe she just doesn't trust men any more."
"Well I'm glad she has Tom to help her and that he has good friends that he can call on."
It was a typical Bob, Tom and Mary night. Two holes always filled and thank God we didn't do the two in the pussy thing. My mom didn't see me when I got home and that was a good thing because I looked just as whipped as I had the previous evening when she told me that I needed to take better care of myself.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the week staying busy with track, school work and Mrs. Bagley. And avoiding Natasha. It wasn't all that hard because I'm sure that she was also trying to avoid me.
Saturday was another Mary, Gail, Tom and Bob day until four in the afternoon and then I went home to help celebrate my dad's birthday. After supper and cake and ice cream dad opened his gifts. I'd hit a Chevy dealer and had gotten him a black windbreaker with the Chevy 'bow-tie' on the back and as he tried it on I told him that I had searched all over town for one that said Ford on the front and Mustang on the back, but couldn't find one in his size.
"Damned good thing" he said, "Or you would be living in your car from now on."
"Now now boys, this is supposed to be a happy occasion" mom said as she handed dad a small gift wrapped box. "I had to go all over town to find this."
He opened it, looked in the box and then said, "You go live in Bobby's car."
"What is it" my Aunt Marge asked.
"Something slated for the landfill as soon as I can make it happen."
Aunt Marge took the box from him and took an item out of the box. It was a bright orange coffee mug with the picture of a Dodge Charger on it. Everyone broke out laughing, all sixteen of us, and dad mumbled:
"I'll get you for this. Just remember, paybacks are a bitch."
"Right!" mom said as she sat down on his lap and kissed him. Later that night I heard noises coming from their bedroom. Must have been some of that payback that dad had mentioned.



+++++++++++++++++
Another week that started out like the previous two, but on Wednesday things took a turn. I had arranged to meet Tom and Gail at Harry's after my meeting with Coach Markham and when I walked into the malt shop I saw them sitting at a table with Natasha. I almost turned and left, but curiosity made me go over and sit with them.
I ignored Natasha and started talking with Tom and Gail. We discussed the election for class president and then I saw Pauline French walk in alone. I decided to piss Natasha off even more and I started to get up and go over and join Pauline. Tom grabbed my arm and said:
"Whoa up there bro. We set up this little meeting so we could get to the bottom of what is going on between you two."
"She know I was going to be here?"
"No. We sandbagged her too."
"So what is going on" Gail asked.
"I've got no fucking idea. You will have to ask Tom's cousin."
"You know damned well what the problem is asshole. She just walked in."
"Pauline? What the hell does Pauline have to do with you slapping my face and calling me a bastard?"
"Oh come on Robert; you know perfectly well what that bitch has to do with it."
"Actually I don't have the faintest idea, but then neither do Tom and Gail so since they set up this little meeting why don't you go on and tell them."
"This asshole" she said pointing at me, "Was cheating on me with that bitch over there" she said pointing at Pauline.
"And you know this how" I asked.
"Eddie told me."
"Eddie? Eddie Wooters? The same dirt bag that came up to you while you were out on a dare with ma and asked you out?"
"The same guy I'm going out with now since he clued me in about you."
"And just when was I supposed to be going out with Pauline? When did Eddie see us together?"
"It was on a Thursday and it was right here. In fact it was in this very booth. Eddie saw you sitting here kissing the bitch."
"And what time was this supposed to have happened?"
"After school. You told me that you had a meeting with your track coach after school so I went on home."
"He told you that he saw me in her with Pauline around five. Is that right?"
"You know it is so don't be acting like it is some big surprise."
I looked at Tom and Gail and said, "What is it that we know about Eddie. He is on the football team right?"
Both Tom and Gail nodded a yes.
"Has he missed a game this year?"
"No" Tom said, "He hasn't missed a game and in fact he is having a very good year. He scored the winning touchdown in the last two games and in the one before them he set up the winning field goal with a thirty yard run."
"Okay then, changing the subject. What is it that we know about Coach Reynolds?"
"He is a strict disciplinarian" Tom said.
"In what way?"
"If you miss a practice or are even late for a practice he makes you sit out the next game. He won't even let you suit up for the game."
"Okay. Follow my thinking here. Eddie hasn't missed a game and we know Reynolds drops the hammer on you if you are late and miss a practice. Eddie told your cousin here that he saw me in here with Pauline at five on a Thursday. There is a thread here that I'm trying to pick up. Can either of you help me out?" I asked Tom and Gail.
They looked at me confused and then I saw the light bulbs light up over their heads.
"Shit! Tom said. "If he was here after school between four and six-thirty he would have missed practice and he would have been riding the bench and not playing in that last game."
"He played therefore he didn't miss or be late for practice" Gail said. "If he was at practice he couldn't have been in here to see anything and that means he lied to Nat."
"Thank you. For a minute there I was afraid I might have missed something."
I turned to Natasha. "I'm so glad that you are dating the lying asshole. You deserve each other."
I stood up and said, "I think I'll go over and see if Pauline would like some company" and I walked over to her table.
It turned out that Pauline did want some company and ten minutes later I smiled to myself when I saw the look on Natasha's face as Pauline and I left Harry's together.
To be continued.
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"Trouble in paradise?" Pauline asked when we got outside.
"You could say that."
"How much trouble? Enough to free you up? I meant what I said sweetie."
"What you said?"
"The night you took me home after my meeting Natasha. I told you that if things didn't work out to give me a call."
"Well I guess that things haven't worked out."
"You have anything planned for this weekend?"
"Not a thing."
"How about we go to the game on Friday and then maybe we can think of a way to fill the rest of the weekend."
"I'd like that."
Pauline was driving her parent's car so I told her that I would see her in school the next day and I went on home. I hadn't been there twenty minutes when I got a call from Tom.
"You really upset Nat when you got up and joined Pauline and then left with her."
"Tough shit bud; she's the one responsible. It will probably wind her watch even more when she finds out that I'm dating Pauline this weekend and probably beyond."
"Nat is in the mood right now that with a smidgen of effort you could fix things up with her."
"I don't think so. Did you not hear the venomous "fuck you" tone in her voice when she told me she was dating Eddie? She can just keep on dating the asshole for all I care."
"We still on for our regular Saturday morning?"
"Wouldn't miss it."
"I'll let mom know."
Thursday at school I had to work extra hard at avoiding Natasha because she had gone from avoiding me to trying to get to me. I was sitting at a table in the cafeteria during lunch period and she came up and asked if she could sit there. I told her to go ahead and when she sat down I got up and left.
When class ended I headed for the student parking lot and saw Natasha standing outside on the steps. She was talking to Eddie Wooters and I debated turning and going out the west entrance, but decided not to. As I walked out Natasha left Eddie and headed my way.
"We need to talk Bobby."
"Didn't any one ever tell you it wasn't polite to walk away from your main man to talk to another guy?"
"He isn't my main man."
"Now isn't that a coincidence. I'm not either" and I walked away from her.
I'd gone maybe five steps when I heard "Hey!" I turned and saw Wooters coming toward me. I had no idea what he wanted and I didn't care. I owed the asshole, but I wasn't stupid. He had me by four or five inches and at least sixty pounds so a fair fight was out of the question. When he got close he said:
"Where the fuck do you ge...ooof!!"
The last thing that he expected was that I would attack so when I drop kicked him in the nuts it came as a total surprise. While he was still stunned I kicked him again and he screamed and went to his knees. I kicked him a third time as Natasha came running over.
"Stop it Bobby; you're going to hurt him."
"That's what I'm trying to do you stupid bitch."
I kicked him a fourth time and then I grabbed a handful of his hair and jerked his face up to within inches of mine.
"You are bigger than me fuck face so I'm never going to fight fair with you. I owed you this for what you did to me and Natasha. You can accept it as your due or you can come looking for payback, but if you do know this. You will need to grow eyes in the back of your head because one day I will creep on you from behind and I'll open up your head with a baseball bat, a crowbar or a two by four and I'll keep doing it until you get the message."
While that was going on Natasha was trying to pull me away from him. I stood up and pushed her away.
"Remember what you said to me that day in the cafeteria? Well back attcha; get the fuck away from me!"
I got lucky. Apparently no teachers or other school officials noticed what had just happened and I walked away, got in my car and left.
I was helping my mom do the dishes when I got a call from Tom.
"You could very well end up being the least popular guy in school."
"Why?"
"You know why. What you did to Wooters."
"How does that make me unpopular?"
"We play the Braves tomorrow and if we don't beat them we don't go to the State finals."
"So?"
"What you did to Eddie caused him to miss practice and that means he will be benched for the game."
"Tough titty bud. I owed him for the shit he pulled on Natasha and me. I'm not the least bit sorry and if the rest of the school is upset about it fuck 'em. Besides, Reynolds may let him slide since he had a valid reason for missing practice."
"Can you get loose for a bit? Gail and I have some place to go and mom is alone. She can use some company."
"I'll see what I can do."
When the dishes were done I told mom that I was going over to Tom's to study.
"Say hi to his mom for me. I haven't talked with her in quite a while. Not since she kicked her husband out."
"Kicked him out? I thought he ran off with a younger woman."
"No. She caught him cheating and kicked him out. I guess once she booted him he hooked up with one of the women he cheated with and left town. If you think of it ask her to give me a call."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"I was hoping you would be able to come over" a naked Mary said when she answered the door. "Hurry up and get your clothes off. I want to play the numbers game and then fuck your brains out."
"The numbers game?"
"Sixty-nine silly; sixty-nine."
I was dressing to go home when I said, "My mom said to say hi and said that you should give her a call sometime."
"She did, did she?"
"I didn't know that you knew each other."
"A long time ago we were good friends."
"A long time ago? What happened that you aren't friends any more?"
"Albert Bagley happened."
"Albert Bagley?"
"My late unlamented husband."
"I don't understand."
"Simple enough. Beth and I were good friends until I found out she was fucking my husband."
"My mom? I don't believe it."
"It is true. She doesn't know that I know, but that is why I stopped speaking with and associating with her. She called me a couple of times wanting to get together, but I always told her I was too busy raising Tommy as a single mother to go out."
"Too busy raising Tom? That would mean she was doing it while married to my dad and raising me. I don't believe it. You have to be wrong. She would never cheat on my dad. Whoever it was who told you that she was cheating with your husband had to be lying to you."
"Think so? Wait right here."
She left the room and came back a few minutes later and handed me a folder.
"Go ahead. Read it."
I opened the folder and read the top sheet. The logo on the top of the page said Spenser Investigations and it was dated just a little over eleven years ago. The report described following Albert Stanley Bagley for the week and it showed that he met my mom on five separate occasions. Twice at our house and three times at the Red Roof Inn. There were photos of my mom kissing a man, holding hands with a man and entering rooms 113, 127 and 201 at the Red Roof Inn with a man. A man who was not my father and whom I could only assume was Albert Stanley Bagley.
I stared at the words in absolute disbelief. My mom cheating on my dad! I was shaking my head. It couldn't be. My mom loved my dad. I know she did.
"If it helps she had what she thought was good reason to cheat on your father. She caught him fucking his secretary and she was getting even. She just should have gotten even with a man who wasn't the husband of a friend. Like I said, she doesn't know that I know. When I finally confronted the asshole it was over another woman he was fucking and not your mother.
"Even though your mom doesn't know that I know I have always planned on telling her. In fact, I have a confession to make. The main reason I pressed Tommy to bring you in as his helper was so I could corrupt you and then throw it in your mother's face. It was going to be a "You fucked my husband so I got even by fucking your son" moment."
I looked at her alarmed and she laughed.
"That was then lover; this is now. To begin with I woke up to the fact that you could be pissed enough to blow the whistle on Tom, Gail and me and I couldn't have that. But the main reason I can't do it is because it would put an end to what I'm doing with you. I've grown fond of you lover and I'm hoping I can keep you around for a long, long time. Now give me kisses, run on home and look forward to our Saturday. Oh, and tell your mom I said hi."
I thought about what I'd found out all the way home. I still had a problem believing it. Mom cheating on dad? Dad cheating on mom? How could that be? I saw them every day and it sure seemed to me like they loved each other.
There was a change in me when I got home. I hoped that mom couldn't see it, but it was there. I had heard that most boys at sometime during their lives looked on their mother's with lust and had sexual fantasies concerning them and used those fantasies as mental sexual stimulus when masturbating. That had never happened to me. Until I got home that night.
Suddenly I saw mom in a new light and when I walked into the house and saw her I got a hard on. The first one ever that was caused by my mom. When I saw her in the kitchen I saw her entering a motel room with Albert and I began to imagine what she did inside that room. The image of my mother fucking a man who wasn't my father was in my head when I went to bed that night and was the cause of the first time I ever beat off while thinking of her. As I spurted into the hankie in my hand I even wondered if my mom might consider a little incest.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Friday Natasha was waiting at the west entrance when I got to school. I thought "Shit! Here we go; another damned scene" but then off to my right I saw Pauline coming. I slowed until she reached me and then I offered her my arm and we walked into school together. As we walked by Natasha she gave us a very, very nasty look.
Natasha tried to catch me between classes, but I was able to avoid her and during lunch period I sat with Pauline so Natasha didn't come anywhere close to our table.
"You sure you want to go to the game tonight" Pauline asked.
"Sure. Why wouldn't I want to go?"
"From what I've been hearing this morning you might possibly be hung from the goal posts. Is it true what I'm hearing about you and Eddie Wooters?"
"You mean my getting a little upset with him? Yeah. I guess I did."
"Whatever for?"
I told Pauline the story.
"He actually used me in his lie?"
"That's what I was told."
"The next kick in the nuts he gets will be from me." She paused and looked at me for a moment or two and then asked, " I guess the next question is how long do I have?"
"What do you mean?"
"How long do I have until she gets you back?"
"I don't see us getting back together, but one answer to your question could be nine months."
"Why nine months?"
"In nine months you will be off to college. Last I heard you are going to Vassar and since I'm staying here and going to State that puts about two thousand miles between us."
Just then the bell rang and we got up and headed for class.
Reynolds must have accepted that Eddie had a legitimate reason for missing practice because Eddie did suit up and play, but he wasn't at one hundred percent. He did contribute to our win over the Braves and I didn't get hung from the goal posts.
After the game we stopped at the malt shop and Tom and Gail were there and so was Natasha. Natasha was sitting with three other girls and Tom and Gail were sitting alone so we joined them. We talked about the game and Tom reminded me (for Pauline's benefit) that I had promised to help him in the morning.
"I don't think that it was a good idea to come here Bobby" Pauline said. "The looks I'm getting from the other side of the room should be able to kill."
"They are not aimed at you sweetie; there are being sent my way. I'm the one who asked you out and I'm the one who brought you here. Besides, the caster of the glances is the one who caused things to fall the way they are falling. I should be the one giving her the evil eye."
Just then there was a stir in the place and all eyes went to the door and then to me as Eddie and two of his team members walked in. Eyes bounced from Eddie to me and then back at Eddie. I saw Tom tense up and I said:
"Stay out of it if anything happens bud. I've already told Wooters what will happen if he wants to carry things any father. Just let what happens happen. No need for you to get messed up."
While I was speaking Eddie and his two team mates, Phil Reed and Gene Ellsworth, joined Natasha and the girls she was with. Gail reached across the table and grabbed my arm and when I looked at her she nodded to her left. I hadn't noticed her getting up, but I saw Pauline striding the floor toward the group. When she got there she reached over Gene's back and picked up a glass of water from the table and then she poured the water on Eddie's head.
"When you are going around telling lies asshole best you keep my name out of them. The next time it will be me kicking you in the nuts and I'll make damned sure that when I do it I'll make sure that the shoes I'm wearing will have the pointiest toes."
She turned and headed back to our table. Eddie watched her walk away and he had a murderous look on his face. He started to get up so I did too, but then Gene and Phil pulled him back down so I settled back down on my chair. I saw that Eddie's look was more at me than Pauline and it was at that moment I knew that Eddie was going to ignore what I'd told him and I knew without the slightest doubt that things were not over between Eddie and me. Some day I was going to have to follow through on the promise I'd made him.
Pauline sat down and Gail asked, "What was that all about? What brought that on?"
"I owed the asshole. I dated him once and after a movie and some time at the arcade he drove out to Steven's Point and I asked him why and he said it was so we could make out. I laughed at him and told him that it was our first date and I didn't even know yet if I liked him enough to give him a second let alone kiss him. Then he said that it didn't matter to him and that if I wanted to walk home it was up to me."
"He didn't!!"
"Oh yes he did."
"What did you do?"
"I laughed at him and asked him how he would like to go to jail for attempted rape. I told him to take me home right that minute or I'd get out of the car and run from it screaming for help because he was trying to rape me. He knew as well as I did that the cops knew what went on at the Point and turned a blind eye on it, but they still usually had a car in the area in case of trouble. He knew that if I hollered rape he would be in a world of shit so he called me a cunt and drove me home.
"That was as far as it went and I never did get to do anything to him for what he pulled. His lying to Natasha and using me in his lie gave me a chance to do something so I did."
On the other side of the room Natasha was staring daggers at us so I put my arm around Pauline, kissed her on the cheek and said:
"Remind me never to piss you off."
She turned, kissed my cheek and said, "Like you ever could."
Ten minutes later Eddie and his team mates left and a couple of minute's later Natasha and the girls she was with got up and left and Pauline told me that it was time for her to be getting home.
As soon as we were in the parking lot Pauline said, "I don't really have to go home right now. It is a full moon tonight so the view at the Point should be pretty good."
"If I take you to the Point you won't see the view and you know it."
"That pretty much depends on you doesn't it?"
She was right. The full moon shinning down on the lake was pretty, but I was right in that she didn't get to see much of it. I'd no sooner parked than she said:
"You sure didn't use much forethought when you bought this car did you."
"What do you mean?"
"The center console screws up using the front seat and the back seat isn't big enough. I hope you are smart enough to at least have some blankets in the trunk."
I was and we got out and spread the blankets on the ground and then we got down on them. We made out for a good twenty minutes and then Pauline broke the kiss we were in and said:
"I'm not a virgin Bobby."
That caught me by surprise and it was a couple of seconds before I said:
"That is a first for me. The girl asking instead of me working my butt off to try and score."
"I thought that I'd better make the first move because I doubted that you ever would."
"Why would you think that?"
"Because you are still hung up on Natasha. You might not admit it to yourself, but you are. You made sure that we sat where you could see her and you watched her the whole time we were there. If I'm going to have a chance with you I need to strike before you decide to try and get back together with her."
"If you want a chance with me?"
"I've wanted a chance with you since the seventh grade, but it just never worked out. You would be with some one so I'd date a guy and sort of go steady and then you would break up and by the time I got out of the relationship I was in and get to where I could take my shot you would be with some one else. I thought I'd finally made it the night we hooked up at Skate City, but then I found out about you and Natasha. Now you are on the outs with her so I'm taking my best shot before you have a chance to go back to her."
"That doesn't even make sense Pauline. Why would you want to make love with me if in the back of your mind you think I might get back with Natasha?"
"Truth time? If I'm fucking you and she isn't I think I can hang onto you. If you have been fucking her I'm hoping to be better than she is and that will help me keep you. And there is one more thing. If I'm fucking you she may give it up to some one else to spite you and that will piss you off enough to stay away from her."
While she had been talking she had also been working on my belt and zipper and she finally worked my cock out and - surprise surprise - it was hard. Then I surprised myself when I pushed her hand away.
"I like you Pauline; I have always liked you and we have always gotten along good together. I don't want to ever get to the point with you where we can't smile at each other and talk to each other and I'm afraid that might happen if we do this. If we do it and I do end up back with Natasha you will think I'm an asshole and I don't want that."
"You say that as if getting back with Natasha is what you want."
"It is what I want, but I'm not sure anymore that it is what she wants. The first time I saw her I knew she was the one I wanted to spend my life with. There was a spark that flashed between us and she said she felt it too. I still think that way, but I don't think that she still feels the same about me any more. Given what she has done and the way she has acted I will not chase after her, but that doesn't mean that we might not eventually get back together. It would depend on her and what she does and to be honest about it right now it doesn't look like she even gives a shit. I just don't know."
"It is a chance I'm willing to take Bobby. I have to take my shot while I can."
Well, I was up front about things and if she still wanted to do it so be it.
Pauline was only my third so I didn't have all that much experience, but I was aware that there were differences. I mean the mechanics were the same. Fucking was fucking and sucking was sucking, but it was still different. Mary was active, needy and pretty much take charge -- almost business like in getting it done. Gail was fun loving but, at least to me, there was no sense that it mattered if it was me or some one else doing it to her. I was just a body that was there to meet Mary's operational requirements and as a result I was there to be used by Gail while Tom was busy elsewhere.



Pauline sucked cock every bit as well as Mary and Gail and responded to being eaten pretty much the same as Mary and Gail, but she seemed more energetic in giving pussy than either Mary or Gail. With Pauline it was as if her life depended on seeing to it that I was satisfied with her. Probably a piss poor explanation, but what can you expect from a teenager not long from giving up his cherry. I guess the best way to put it is that Mary and Gail were takers and Pauline was a giver.
The only downside to the evening was that November nights can be pretty cold and making love outside on a blanket under the stars took a little something away from the experience. Not saying that the sex wasn't good; just saying it could have been better.
When I took her home Pauline and I made a date for the next day. She wanted an early start and wanted me to pick her up at noon, but I told her that I already had plans for the morning that I couldn't break and that the soonest I could pick her up would be around four. Of course I didn't tell her that my morning plans were to spend a fairly exhausting time with Mrs. Bagley.
Driving home I thought about how the evening had gone and what some of it had meant. Two things stood out to me. The first was the rage on Eddie's face when he started to get up after Pauline had dumped water on him. The look he threw our way was more at me than it was at Pauline and I'm guessing that it was in his mind that his public humiliation was as a result of my exposing the lie he told Natasha which in turn had brought Pauline's wrath down on him. He undoubtedly coupled that with what I'd done to him outside school. I knew that Eddie and I were not done yet.
The second thing was that it was Natasha who grabbed a bunch of napkins and started to dry him off and that did not bode well for our ever having a relationship again. It was one more item to add to the list of things to discuss if we ever started talking again.
That of course brought up another thought. We could have already been talking, but I was avoiding her. Why? I had to admit that I honestly did not know. There was just something inside me that wouldn't let me. A little voice in the back of my mind saying to me:
"She fucked over you now it is your turn to make her hurt."
Make her hurt? Was that any way to treat the woman I loved and wanted to spend my life with? I think what it was is that the little voice was telling me that if I let her get away with shit now she would try it again later. Stomp on it now to let her know that I wouldn't put up with it and hopefully I would never have to do it again. Of course that attitude just might prevent there being a later. Being a teenager sucked. I was too young to be thinking about stuff like that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday morning I got up and went for my run at Paint Brush Park. When it was over and I was getting into my car I saw Natasha's mother dropping her off. I saw Natasha heading for me, but before she could get to me I left.
When I got home dad had already gone off somewhere and mom was in the basement sorting clothes prior to putting them in the washing machine so I took the opportunity to go into my parent's bedroom and open the bottom drawer of my mother's chest of drawers. I 'borrowed' the item that was there. It was buried under some sexy lingerie that brought what I knew about mom to my mind and those thoughts gave me a hard on. I wondered what she would look like wearing them and then I wondered how she would look wearing them as Tom and I double teamed her. My hard on throbbed. God, but I was weird.
I was at Mary's at ten to eight and before I could ring the bell the door opened and a naked Mary was telling me to hurry up and get my clothes off. Tom wasn't there so I had to try and satisfy her myself. She was doing her absolute best to fuck me to death and she pretty much wore me out.
She was still trying for one more when I told her that I had to be home by four to help my dad with something in the garage. It was a lie, but I didn't think it would be wise to tell her the real reason. I didn't think telling her that I had to leave to go meet a girl would go over well and I was in no hurry to do anything that would end the weird relationship I had going with her. A horny teenager fucking up chances for pussy? No way. No fucking way!
I took Pauline to the AMC theatre complex for a movie and after the film we went to the arcade. We had a fun time right up until about nine. Eddie, Phil and Gene showed up with several girls and Natasha was one of them. It was an awkward situation. Gene, Phil, Bev, Marlene, Carol, Pauline and I had been classmates from the first grade on and we were friends whereas Eddie had only moved to town at the start of eighth grade. Gene and Phil were tied in with Eddie because of being teammates. They and the girls (except for maybe Natasha) wanted to socialize with Pauline and me, but because of being with Eddie and the rift between Eddie, Pauline and me we were all avoiding each other.
Adding to the problem was that the arcade wasn't all that big so we were always around each other. Eddie kept throwing nasty looks our way and it was obvious, at least to me, that he was spoiling for a confrontation. After about an hour I suggested to Pauline that we get out of there and she agreed so we left.
We were almost to my car when from behind me I heard, "Hey! Asshole!"
I turned and saw Eddie and his group.
"We got some unfinished business dickhead."
"I thought you were halfway smart Wooters" I said. "I believe I told you what would happen if you didn't stay clear of me."
"You don't scare me shit head."
Once again I did what he didn't expect. I attacked. The little guy doesn't go after the big guy right? He put up his arms and hands to stop my rush and that gave me what I needed. As I ran toward him I took an object out of my pocket and when I got to him I touched his bare skin with the object and he went down like a ton of rock had dropped on him.
A couple of years previous there had been series of muggings in town and my dad had purchased a stun gun and had given it to mom for personal protection. She hated the thing and wouldn't carry it and it had set in the bottom drawer of her chest of drawers until that morning. When Eddie had come into the arcade I had switched it on so the power charge would build up and be ready if I needed to use it.
I'd just given Eddie over eighty thousand volts and he was lying on the ground and thrashing around like a fish out of water. I walked over to my car, unlocked the trunk and got out the aluminum ball bat I had there and I walked back to where Eddie was flopping around on the ground. Phil asked me what I was going to do and I told him about the warning I gave to Eddie.
"I warned him and now I'm going to follow through on my promise."
"Hey man, no; don't do it Bobby. Not cool man, not cool at all."
"I made him a promise Phil. If I don't follow through on it and show the dip shit that I mean what I say I'll be putting up with his shit forever."
"Don't do it Bobby. Me and Gene will straighten him out. Right Gene?"
Gene nodded a yes and I thought for a moment and then said, "A promise is a promise. I won't smack his head, but he has to feel the bat" and I whacked his left knee.
"Make sure that he understands that if there is a next time I will not be talked out of it."
Natasha was standing there with the rest of the onlookers and she was staring at me with a look on her face that I could not decipher. Pauline took my arm, leaned in close and whispered in my ear:
"Get me out of here and take me somewhere and fuck me you wild assed caveman."
It was cold on the blanket at Stevens Point, but we managed to generate enough heat.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning when I finished my run I found Natasha sitting in my car waiting for me. I got in and before I could ask her what she wanted she said:
"We need to talk Bob."
"About what Natasha? About the way you let Eddie fuck us up? You knew he was an asshole when he tried to make a date with you while you were out on a date with me. So how did he, a known asshole, get a chance to sit down with you and talk? And what about the talk Natasha? You knew he was a dirt bag, but you believed what he told you anyway. Did it not occur to you that all you had to do was ask me if the drivel he fed you was true? Give me my day in court so to speak? No. I got slapped and called a bastard. What else can we talk about? How about the fact that after you were shown he was a lying sack of shit you still hung around with him? Well quite frankly if those are the things you want to talk about I'm not interested.
"I'll tell you what I'm thinking. That night he horned in on our date I wanted to go after him, but you told me to let it go and that you had handled it. What I'm thinking now is that your way of handling it was to give him your number and tell him to give you a call. That would go a long way toward explaining how easy it was for him to sit down with you so he could tell you his lies."
"You can't possibly think that of me!"
"Given your actions? I damned sure can. Get out of the car Natasha. I've got places to go and things to do."
"Please Bobby; we need to work this out. This is all wrong. We aren't supposed to be this way with each other."
"Not my doing Natasha. It is all on you and your boy Eddie. Now please get out of the car."
"Please Bobby."
"GET OUT!!"
She got out of the car and I drove away and as I drove I was calling myself an idiot. I wanted Natasha back and to have that happen we needed to sit down and talk. I knew that so why was I avoiding her. I'd just shot down the perfect opportunity to get us back on track. I knew why I'd done it. I felt the need to make her suffer a little for what she'd done, but I was suffering too so why didn't I talk to her? I knew the answer to that also. The image of her wiping the water off Eddie and her being with Eddie when he confronted me at the arcade were sitting right there in the front of my mind.
I knew just what I needed to pick up my spirits and so I headed over to visit my bud Tom. And his mom.
I had to leave at one because Mary's sister and her family (Natasha, her dad and sisters) were coming over for supper. I gave Pauline a call and asked her if she wanted to do something with me that afternoon and she said she did and told me to hurry on over.
When I got there I asked her what she wanted to do.
"See what it would be like with you on a bed instead of a blanket on the ground."
She laughed at the expression on my face and then she told me that her folks were gone and wouldn't be home until eleven or so. She did indeed seem to prefer a bed to a blanket on the ground. So much so that she kept me on the bed until ten o'clock that evening. I was pretty much exhausted when I got home and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday during sixth period Wanda, the woman who worked in the front office, came into the room, handed a slip of paper to Mrs. Harris and then left the room. As soon as she was gone Mrs. Harris called me to her desk.
"You need to see Coach Reynolds. He is waiting for you in his office."
As I headed for the gym office I wondered what was up. Reynolds was the baseball, basketball and football coach and he didn't have anything to do with the track and swimming programs I participated in. I knocked and went in and he pointed at a chair. I sat down and he looked at me for maybe a minute before saying:
"Why do you hate me?"
"What?"
"Simple question. Why do you hate me?"
"I don't hate you. I don't even know you. Why would I hate you?"
"I don't know. That's why I had to ask."
"I don't understand."
"I have been here almost twenty years now and I've seen my teams win the inter-city title twelve times. My teams have won the regional nine times, but in all the time I've been here I've never had a team play for the State championship. This year is the best chance I've ever had to get there and win it, but for some reason you are bound and determined to see that it that it doesn't happen."
"Me? How am I doing that?"
"You keep screwing up my best running back and I can't get it done without him."
"It has nothing to do with my hating you. I don't even hate him, but I will not allow him to fuck with me."
I explained the situation to Reynolds and then said, "If the asshole stays away from me we don't have a problem, but if he keeps fucking with me I will make him pay. Sine he is a lot bigger than me I'll use a ball bat or a crowbar to even things out and they tend to do damage if swung properly. Find some way to keep him away from me and there is no problem."
"I could always get you suspended from school."
"All that would do is piss me off and make me creep on Eddie and use the ball bat to make sure that he misses school also. That of course would mean that he wouldn't be playing football right?"
"How am I supposed to keep him away from you?"
"I don't know that you can. I've already warned him what would happen and I've already proven that I mean it. If he doesn't pay attention to me I would hope that he will pay attention to you. If not you are going to be short one running back."
"I'll see what I can do, but please try to stay away from him."
"I don't go looking for him, but I won't run and hide from him either. He leaves me alone and I'll leave him alone."
I guess that's the best I can ask for."
He must have gotten through to Eddie because Eddie stopped throwing sneers and nasty looks my way. The team did make it to the State finals and quite fittingly, at least to me, they lost the championship game in overtime when Eddie fumbled the ball and the other team recovered and managed to kick a field goal and win.
+++++++++++++++++++
Thanksgiving came and went and the run toward Christmas was underway. I was still getting together with Mary on the average of three times a week. Sometimes with Tom, occasionally with Tom and Gail, but mostly just Mary and me.
It wasn't official or anything like that (since I had never asked) but most people considered that Pauline and I were a couple. Natasha made several attempts to get me to sit down and talk with her and while I really did want us to get back together she was her own worst enemy when it came to trying to make it happen. Twice I decided to try and both times Natasha ended it before it could get going.
The first time I had talked myself into sitting down with her and seeing if we couldn't work things out. I made a date with her for Tuesday and Monday night I walked into Harry's with Tom and saw her sitting with Eddie in a booth. She looked up, saw me and her face lost color as I stood there and looked at her. Then I turned and left.
The second time was the week before Christmas. I agreed to meet her at Harry's and talk. I got there before she did and I was sitting there and looking out the window when Eddie drove up and Natasha got out of his car. As a result she was walking in as I was walking out. She sent me a Christmas card, but I tossed it without opening it.
The Christmas break was not a good one for me. Pauline and her family had gone to Tulsa to spend Christmas with some family and when she came home two weeks later she told me that she couldn't see me any more. She had met a guy in Tulsa and she said when they met sparks flew and she just knew he was the one meant for her. I knew what she was telling me because I'd felt that way when I met Natasha. I wished her better luck than I'd had and then I went into the new year as an unattached guy.
Not totally of course because there was still Mary. Mary was not at all unhappy that Pauline was out of my life because nights that I would have spent with Pauline I could now spend with Mary.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The new year did not get off to a good start. There was trouble in the Marchant household and it was because of my relationship with Mary. You would think that with all the sex I was getting from Mary and Gail I would be constantly drained, but it didn't turn out that way.
Like a lot (if not most) of teenagers I had an overactive imagination when it came to sex and its many forms. Mary had shown me the photos of my mom and Mary's husband Albert. Since then every time I saw my mom I was seeing her going into a room at the Red Roof Inn and imagining what she was doing in there. I imagined my mom sucking cock, having her pussy eaten, being fucked and taking it in the ass and I wondered what she felt like.
I'd gotten head from Mary, Gail, Pauline and even once from Natasha and while it was all great each one did it differently and I wondered how mom would compare. I'd imagine mom on her back with her legs spread and I wondered what it would be like to be the man between them. Mary and Gail loved anal sex, but Pauline didn't. Did mom like it and if so would she squeal like Mary, gasp like Gail or be totally different? I imagined being in mom's butt and pounding away while she moaned:
"Fuck mommy, fuck mommy's ass baby; fuck mommy hard."
There were times when my imagination worked overtime and it was one of those times that bit me on the ass. I was on my bed on my back, my eyes were closed and in my mind Tom and I were double teaming my mom. He was in her pussy and I was in her ass. She was screaming "Fuck mommy, fuck mommy" and I was seconds away from busting my nut when I heard:
"What in God's name are you doing?"
Mom had come into the room and had caught me with a pair of her dirty underpants on my face with my nose sniffing the crotch and another pair wrapped around my cock as I beat off.
"Are those my undergarments? Oh my God they are. This is disgusting. Wait until I tell your father."
Looking back I should have just shrugged it off. What was my dad going to do? He probably would have gotten a good laugh out of it. Knowing him he probably would nave said something like:
"What do you expect from a Ford man?"
Things would have been a bit uncomfortable around the house for a while since mom wasn't dumb and she would have realized immediately from my use of her panties that I was jacking off with her on my mind, but things would have probably eventually settled down and mellowed out.
At least that is the way it might have gone if I hadn't panicked.
But the fact is that I did panic and I said, "You tell him about this and I'll tell him about you."
"You'll tell him what about me?"
"About you and Tom's dad and your visits to the Red Roof Inn."
Her eyes got big, her hands flew up to her mouth as she moaned "Oh my God" and she turned and ran from the room. As she ran from the room I was already calling myself a stupid shit head. I'd had no need to say that. None at all. I had just fucked up royally and I knew it. Mom and I'd had a great relationship. We had been very close and I'd just gone and totally fucked it up.
I tucked my dick away, got up, took mom's dirty panties back to the laundry hamper where I'd gotten them and then I left the house. I felt weird. I really didn't want to be around anyone, but at the same time I didn't want to be alone.
I drove around some and eventually ended up in front of Tom's house. I sat in the car for maybe twenty minutes just staring out the windshield at nothing in particular and my mind almost a blank. I don't know how long I might have sat there if the opening of the passenger door hadn't grabbed my attention. Mary leaned in and said:
"I haven't done it on a backseat in years and while I might like to do it again I can't do it in front of my house. Besides, the backseat in this car isn't big enough. Come on lover; we need to get in the house."
Mary put me through the ringer and I didn't once think of my problem at home until it was time for me to have to go there. As I was driving home it occurred to me that at some point -- assuming that she ever talked to me again -- mom was going to want to know how I knew about her adulterous affair. I thought of various stories I could tell her. I could tell her that I was being nosy and snooping around Tom's house and found the pictures and the PI report, but that would probably result in her having an even lower opinion of me than the one I was sure she now had. She would think that in addition to being a pervert I was also a sneak.



If I told her the truth and told her that Mary had shown them to me she would want to know what kind of relationship I had with Mary that Mary would have shared that kind of information with me. I did not think it would be wise of me to let her know just what kind of relationship I DID have with Mary.
I was in a 'fucked if you do, fucked if you don't' situation and all because of a couple of seconds of panic. I finally decided to keep my mouth shut as to where the information came from. Of course mom could just deny that it happened and I could just shrug and let the issue die, but if she did deny it and pushed to know why I had thrown the accusation at her I did have a pretty good memory. I remembered the dates from the PI report and I remembered the room numbers that mom had been photographed going into. If I had to spit those out she would know without a doubt that I knew what I was talking about. I'd just have to wait and see what happened.
++++++++++++++++++
What happened was the one thing I never expected. Mom acted as if nothing had happened. The panty incident was never mentioned. My knowledge of her affair was never brought up and things around our house were pretty much business as usual although on occasion I did notice mom looking at me with a look on her face that I couldn't figure out.
There was one thing though and it was weird and nothing was ever said, but I started finding mom's dirty panties on my pillow. After the third time it happened I sort of tested the waters. I jacked off into them and dropped them on the floor before leaving the house. That evening when I got home the cum soaked panties were gone and there was another pair of dirty panties on my pillow.
On a hunch I picked them up and smelled the crotch and they smelled fresh, as if they had only recently come off of her. I guess mom must have a kinky side that she kept hidden until she caught me using her panties. Anyway, at least twice a week I would jack off into them and drop them on the floor. They would always be gone when I got home and another pair would be on my pillow. Around me mom was the same as she had always been before the panty incident and not a word was said about it and what followed. Weird!
Apart from the weirdness at home my life chugged along pretty much as it had been going since I took up with Mary, Tom and Gail. I was seeing Mary two or three times a week, sometimes with Tom, but usually without. About once a week Tom and Gail wanted me to play with them since Gail did want to be doubled every once in a while.
++++++++++++++++++++
Natasha made several attempts to get me to talk to her, but it never happened because Eddie was always seemed to be around. Things came to a head the first week in February. Prom was a month away and I was trying to make up my mind who to ask to the prom.
I was sitting in a booth at Harry's. Tom and Gail had just left me and I was sitting there going over a list of seven names. All were girls who I knew had not yet been asked to the prom and I was trying to figure out which one would be the least likely to turn me down if I asked her.
I was looking at the list when someone sat down opposite me and I looked up and saw that it was Natasha. I looked around the room and she noticed and said:
"He isn't here."
"It is pretty telling that you immediately knew exactly what I was looking for."
"Can we talk?"
"About what?"
"Us."
"There hasn't been an 'us' since you took up with Eddie. "Us" died the day you slapped me, called me a bastard and then refused to talk to me. There could have been an 'us' after we showed you that Eddie lied to you, but you chose to still hang with the asshole anyway. Every time I see you you are with him so why all of a sudden are you concerned about an "us?"
"I screwed up Bobby. You were right when you said I should have given you your day in court, but I was pissed. What Eddie told me all added up so I was pissed at you and I just struck out in anger. Then when I found out that Eddie lied I couldn't seem to find a way to get back to you. Part of that is your fault. If you would have just stayed at the table with Tom, Gail and me after exposing Eddie's lie we could have talked, but you got right up and went off with Pauline. Then you went out of your way to avoid me and I couldn't get close to you."
"What was it that all added up when Eddie told you the lie?"
"He said you and Pauline were sneaking around behind my back and I told him that you wouldn't do that to me and that's when he told me that he had seen you and Pauline making out on the backseat of your car and then later here in a booth. I put that together with what she said on the night I met her -- that she was going to make you her boyfriend - and then with what you said that night at the point when I asked you who had taught you oral sex. All together it added up to you cheating on me with Pauline.
"I was wrong in not confronting you with what he said and letting you have your say, but in my defense why would I even think that Eddie would tell me lies?"
"You couldn't have been that stupid Natasha. The asshole came on to you while you were out on a date with me. That should have told you he was a piece of shit."
"Why would I think that? I know I'm not a hag. I've had guys coming on to me since I was twelve. Some, like Eddie, were bolder than others, but so what? I can handle myself. Eddie wasn't a threat to us as far as I was concerned. It wasn't until he lied to me and I put two and two together and came up with five that things changed. I was wrong Bobby; I know I was wrong and I'm trying to get back to you."
"You have a funny way of trying. Eddie lies to you and breaks us up. We showed you that Eddie lied to you, but I didn't hear that you slapped his face and called him a bastard when you found out. On the contrary; you kept spending your time with him. Even when you were trying to get me to talk with you Eddie was always there somewhere. The last time I made a date to sit down and talk with you it didn't happen because you showed up for the date in a car driven by Eddie."
"That's as much your fault as mine."
"Oh? And pray tell how it is suddenly my fault?"
"You are a super nice guy and as a result you have a lot of friends. Friends that avoid me because you and I were on the outs. I'm young and want to enjoy life. I don't want to sit home on date nights and stare at the wall. Eddie was the only guy who would call and ask me out. Yes he did screw us up, but look at it from my view point. You wouldn't talk to me and Eddie wanted me bad enough to do what he did to try and get me. I have no romantic feelings for him, but he did want me and I didn't want to sit at home and watch horrible TV shows all the time. I don't want to go on that way Bobby. I want there to be an 'us' again and I need to make it happen now."
"You could have made it happen anytime just by staying away from Eddie and then talking to me so the question has to be why now?"
"Because prom is coming up and you have to be my prom date."
"I have to be your prom date?"
"Yes you do."
"And just why do I have to be your prom date?"
"Because of the promise I made you."
"You made me a promise? When?"
"I told you that you had to be patient with me because I wasn't going to give up my virginity until prom night."
"That wasn't a promise to me. That was a statement of intent. All that was was you telling me that your prom date was going to get lucky. You didn't promise me anything."
"Don't give me that bull hockey Bobby. You know damned well that I was telling YOU that YOU had to wait until prom night and as far as I'm concerned that was a promise. A promise to YOU."
"You are willing to break Eddie's heart?"
She stared at me for maybe thirty seconds and then said, "How about I just cut to the chase. You are going to be my prom date. You are going to be the one to take my virginity. I am not giving you a choice in this. I can't force you to be my prom date, but if you take some one else and I have to go with some one else I will ruin the night for your date and my date because I won't stay away from you. I will spend the night trying to pull your zipper down and get your cock out where I can work on it and I will do it in front of everybody. I'll follow you to any after prom party you go to and I'll pull your pants down and rape you in front of everybody if I have to."
"If you feel that strongly about it why has it taken you until now to do something about it?"
"Guilt."
"Guilt?"
"Guilt and circumstances. After what I did you took up with Pauline and I realized I was the one responsible for you being together with her. I felt like I pushed the two of you together through my stupidity. I didn't know how you really felt about her, but I did know how she felt about you and the guilt I felt was keeping me from breaking you up. The circumstances were that every time I tried to get together with you Eddie was around and I was too dumb to realize that if he was any closer than five miles away you weren't going to cut me any slack.
"Then all of a sudden it is prom time and for me it had to be "Damn the torpedoes' full speed ahead." So here I am Bobby, begging for a chance for there to be an 'us' again."
I sat there silent and wondering what to say or do when she ended the silence.
"It is a simple thing Bobby. I'm sitting here opposite you so all you have to do is look me in the eye and tell me that the feelings that you had for me that first day in Aunt Mary's living room are gone. If you can do that I'll get up, leave and never bother you again."
To be continued.



            A Weird One Ch. 03

            The highly improbable story of Bobby Marchant.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-weird-one-ch-03

Title: A Weird One Ch. 03

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: The highly improbable story of Bobby Marchant.

Tags: 

Series: A Weird One


Prom was a blast. My mom, God bless her, had made me take dance lessons when I was in the seventh and eighth grades and I spent the evening dancing with the three best looking and sexiest women there. If you had told me that a month earlier that Tasha and Pauline would someday sit at the same table and smile and talk to each other I would have laughed at you and suggested that you be committed. But it did happen.
When Tasha and I arrived Gail and Tom were sitting with Pauline and her guy who had flown in from Tulsa so he could be her prom date. Even though I fully intended to sit there with them I was surprised when Tasha pulled me toward the table.
"You behave" she said. "I know she is no threat to me. All she did was fill in for me until I got my head out of my butt. Make sure you dance with her. You hear me?"
"Yes dear."
Between Tasha, Gail and Pauline I was kept on the floor almost all night. I was having such a good time and was in such a good mood that when Eddie came over and asked if he could have a dance with Tasha I just smiled and said:
"Just make sure you bring her back."
As Tasha and Eddie moved out onto the floor I saw Gail, Pauline and Tom looking at me with disbelief on their faces and I just smiled at them. When Eddie brought her back he thanked me for allowing her to dance with him and as he walked away Tasha mouthed "I love you" and then even though it was against the rules she leaned over and kissed me. Luckily none of the chaperones were looking our way.
There were a couple of after prom parties, but the one we went to was the one at Tom's house. Mary had sprung for a keg and a lot of snacks and then had gone off somewhere after warning Tom not to destroy the house or allow anything that would bring the police to visit.
We partied and danced to CDs until the party started to break up around one thirty. It had already been set up with Tom so it was no surprise to him when I led Tasha to Mary's king size bed.
I'd seen all of Tasha's parts at one time or another. I'd had her breasts out and I had licked and sucked them and I'd had her pants down or her skirt up when I had fingered her or gone down on her and of course I had seen her in a bikini around the pool, but I had never seen the entire package naked all at once. It was breathtaking!
There of course was the initial pain and when I tried to pull back Tasha grabbed my ass and wouldn't let me do it. I took it slow and easy and after about ten minutes she had her first orgasm and mine came shortly after.
"I had no idea" Tasha said when it was over. "I'll be kicking myself for years to come for waiting. Again? How soon before we can do it again?"
I shocked her when I went down on her. I know she was thinking "How can he do that on a dirty pussy" but it didn't take long for her to be grabbing my head with her hands and pushing herself up at me. I got hand and moved her into position for some doggie and in only minutes she was slamming herself back at me. That time was a first for me. In all that I had done with Mary, Gail and Pauline I had never cum at the same time they came, but it happened with Tasha. She cried out "I'm cumming" and I felt her start to orgasm just as I let my load loose into her.
We laid there cuddled up to each other and suddenly I felt tears on my shoulder. I looked at Tasha and she said:
"I'm sorry baby; I'm so sorry that I deprived us of this."
I wiped her tears away with a corner of the sheet and then I pulled her to me and kissed her.
"Not to worry my love. We have a lifetime of this to look forward to."
I wanted to keep going, but the problem I had was that I had to have Tasha home by three. Her father had wanted her home by one, but Tasha and her mom had worked on him to get her a little more time to hit some of the after prom parties that were considered part of the prom night experience. Tasha was trying for six in the morning, but even her mom wouldn't go for that so Tasha had to settle for three.
I had her home at five to and I got a very steamy goodnight kiss. It lasted a bit because no porch light flashing took place.
"Tonight?" she asked when we broke the kiss.
"No" I said and she frowned until I said, "This afternoon. Say about two?"
She smiled and kissed me again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
After that first time Tasha wanted to make love all the time and she was frustrated when we couldn't always do it. She had a mom and two younger sisters at home so her place was out. My mom was a stay at home mom for the most part. She did occasionally go into work with my dad and fill in when some one in the office called in sick or went on vacation and she did do some volunteer work so we were able to use my house at times, but it was sporadic.
There was snow on the ground at Stevens Point so the blankets in the trunk were not practical and lastly, my weekly allowance while not small was not enough to allow me to rent a room. Tasha was occasionally able to borrow her mom's car and it had a big backseat and being able to use it helped some, but Tasha wasn't getting as much as she wanted. The worst part was that I didn't have a clue as to how to fix the problem.
The solution came from an unexpected source. As close as I was to Tom and Gail Tasha being with me made her the Fourth Musketeer. Tasha knew that Gail and Tom were sexually active and as she and Gail grew closer and closer Tasha opened up more to Gail. One day when she was with Gail she was in a cranky and bitchy mood and Gail asked her why. Tasha told her that it was a lack of sex and she ran the problem down with Gail. Gail got with Tom and the two of them talked about it and then the together the two of them went and talked with Mary.
I didn't know any of that at the time so it came as a complete surprise one Saturday morning when Mary offered the use of her place for me and Tasha to use. There was a price of course. Regardless of what Tasha might want to do or where she would like to go Saturday's were Mary's until four in the afternoon or until she released me whichever came first. Also I had to give her two times during the week. She would prefer four and she didn't much care if I came to her before or after being with Tasha.
"How you do it or how you manage it is up to you. Now hurry up and make love to me before I change my mind."
Tom, Gail and I discussed it and it was decided that the way to handle it would be to have Gail sound Tasha out on how she would feel making love with someone else around. Depending on what Tasha said Gail would tell her that she and Tom made love at Tom's house on the days Mary was out of the house attending committee meetings of the various charities she volunteered to work for. If Tasha didn't mind that she and Tom were also going to be in the house making love she thought she could talk Tom into letting Tasha and me also use the house when Mary was gone.
Gail ran it by Tasha and Tasha jumped on it. When she mentioned it to me I acted hesitant and then let her drag me into it. Tasha never saw Tom and Gail making love, but she sure did hear them and I'm pretty sure that there were times when they heard us. The arrangement worked although there were times when Mary grumbled and complained that she was being neglected.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The period between prom and graduation was a fun time, at least from a sexual perspective, but hard times were coming and I knew it. I would be staying at home and going to State for my degree in Business Management, but Tasha was going to be going to Western which was a four hour drive away. I'd only be able to see her on the weekends when she came home. Add to that my easy life style was going to come to an end.
Every year from my fourteenth birthday until the summer at the end of my junior year I worked part time at my father's business and that included some Saturday's. Mom talked dad into giving me the summer before my senior year and my senior year to be nothing more that a footloose and free teenager. The price was that following graduation I would work full time until I started college and then part time as my class schedule allowed. All breaks would be worked full time and of course after I had my degree I would be full time as I prepared to take over from my dad when he decided to retire.
In short, all the free time I'd had for fucking would be gone. I'd still have evenings and Sunday's and all holidays when the plant would be closed, but that was all. I would be going from a kid's life and schedule to an adults. Tasha was not happy about it.
"It is my last summer before I go off to college. I want to go places and do things, but you will be working."
Yes indeed, my lady was not at all happy. If that wasn't bad enough more got dumped on me. Tom was informed that his dream had come true. He had wanted to go to West Point since the eighth grade and one of our state senators had gotten him an appointment. It was his dream, but Gail's nightmare. She'd had her heart set on becoming Mrs. Thomas Bagley within the next year or so, but now that couldn't happen until he graduated and became an officer. To make it worse she was as needy when it came to sex as Mary was and Tom was going to be over fifteen hundred miles away.
"You have to take care of her for me bro" he told me over coffee. We were sitting on the patio by the pool watching Gail and Tasha in the water.
"She is highly sexed and you and I both know she won't be able to go without and I'm afraid of what might happen to us if she goes to other guys to get what she needs. I trust her with you Bobby; you have to have my back on this."
"What does she say about it?"
"I haven't brought it up yet."
"I don't know Tom. I don't know that I can do what you want. I mean I know I can make it with Gail, but I don't know that I can keep her away from other guys."
"Why couldn't you?"
"Jesus Tom; I'm only human. You had to bring me in to help you take care of your mom and Gail. If you needed help in taking care of the two of them how am I going to manage the two of them and Tasha all by myself?"
"You may have to give up mom. We both know she can get someone if she needs too. Of course we both know that Gail could too, but that is what I'm hoping that you can keep from happening."
"For four years? Get serious Tom."
"It won't be that bad. During the week Nat will be up at school and we both know that there will be weekends when she won't come home. I'll talk to mom. She knows how I feel about Gail and she will understand my fears. I'll get her to back off a little. Please Bob, you have to help me on this."
"All I can promise is that I will try, but you need to something for me first."
"What?"
"You have to get Gail to agree and then the two of you will have to sit down with Tasha and me and get Tasha to agree."
"What!!! Are you nuts?"
"Hear me out on this bud. If I do what you are asking people are going to see me with Gail and you know as well as I do that someone will tell Tasha about it. Just remember what we recently went through with Eddie. I do not need Tasha raining down on me for running around on her so she needs to know what it is that we are doing. She doesn't need to know about the sex, but she does need to know why Gail and I are spending time together. Besides, we don't even know that Gail will go along with it."
Gail did agree so she, Tom and I sat down and talked about how best to approach Tasha about it. It was decided to go straight at it. The four of us were sitting in a booth at Harry's and had just finished our burgers and fries. I wiped my mouth with a napkin and then said to Tasha:
"Tom has asked me for a favor and I need your input on it. I was going to talk to you alone, but Gail thought it would be best if she and Tom were part of the conversation. Simply put, Tom has asked me to go steady with Gail while you and he are gone."
Before Tasha could say anything Tom explained what he wanted. Gail said she was good with it and I explained that it would only be while Tasha was at college and not when she was home. Tasha looked from me to Tom, then at Gail and then back at me.
"I don't know what to say" she said.
"Would you at least think on it" Gail asked. "We have some time yet before Tom has to leave. It would help us Nat; it would really help us."
As we drove away from Harry's Tasha said, "I need a better idea of what this going steady means and why you needed to bring me in on it."
"To be bluntly honest about it Tom is afraid that he will lose Gail while he is gone. He knows that she isn't going to stay at home and watch TV while he is off learning how to be an Army officer. She will eventually date and he is scared shitless that she will hook up with some one and that the some one she hooks up with will steal her away. He figured that with you gone during the week I would be free to take her to movies and things like that and it would keep her away from other guys.
"The reason I had to bring you in on it was that I know that if I do it someone who sees me keeping company with Gail will take pleasure in seeing to it that you find out I'm cheating on you. I won't be, but that is what it will look like and I can't have that. That's why I have to have you on board before I agree to it. You say no way and I won't do it."
"It won't work you know."
"Why not?"
"The prime date nights are Friday and Saturday and I'll be home on those nights so on those nights she will be available for other guys. She might be able to hold off for a month or two, but she will get tired of staying home and eventually say yes to some guy who asks for a weekend date. Tom said it himself. She isn't going to sit home and watch TV."
She was silent for a minute or so and then she said, "Even though I know it isn't going to work it is okay with me. It probably won't even happen. It will probably be over before it can even start."
"Why do you say that?"
"One of my older sisters dated a guy who was going to go to West Point. They have a thing called Beast Barracks. What it is is basic training and it takes place the summer before they start their first year. Tom will have to report in near the end of June or the first part of July. That means that Gail is looking at most of the summer vacation with Tom gone. You already know what you will be doing during the days this summer and I'm damned sure not going to share what little time I'm going to have with you with some one else. The odds are pretty damned good that Gail will already be dating before I even come close to leaving for college."
I did not share Tasha's sentiments. I thought that she was flat out wrong. Even if it did eventually happen I figured that Gail would at least try to be good and figured that even if she did give in she would go six or seven months or so. Tasha was partly right. Tom did get notice that he had to report in by July 9th.
+++++++++++++++
Graduation came and with it came the big change in my life. I had to be at the plant by seven and I'd be there until five-thirty or thereabouts. The plan that my dad had set up for me was that I had to learn every job in the place from the janitor all the way up to dad's job. I learned the janitor and mailroom parts from when I was fourteen up until I was given my year off.
Now that I was back to working I was starting on the shipping and receiving end of the business. I learned to use a pallet jack and drive a forklift. I learned how to pack stuff and arrange for shipping it out. I learned to make damned sure that when I received something that I made sure that it was all there and undamaged and I learned how to break the received goods down and get them to the appropriate departments.
The plant closed at five-thirty if no overtime was worked. I worked shipping and receiving until three and then I went into the offices and Marge, my dad's personal assistant and Stella, the office manager, worked on teaching me office procedures. Things like how our computer system was set up and how the filing system was set up to handle the documents that had to be saved.
The plant ran six days a week and the work force was set up to work ten hour days with some working Monday through Thursday and the rest working Tuesday through Saturday, but I was lucky. I got to work all six days. Whoopie! But I only had to work half a day on Saturday.
The good thing about it was that I was getting a paycheck and I could afford to get us a motel room now and then. Tasha liked that part, but she wasn't all that happy about the amount of time I was able to spend with her. On the average of two nights a week I had to tell her I was working overtime and on those nights I had to call Mary and make sure that Tasha wasn't there lounging around the pool with Tom and Gail and then I'd stop by.
Mary was not a happy camper. Tom was spending all of his remaining time with Gail and she was only getting me a couple of times a week. I was the only one not unhappy. I was getting more pussy than I had any right to expect. Quality pussy at that!
++++++++++++++++++++++
July 8th arrived and after tearful farewells Tom was off to West Point. Then things got really complicated for me. Apparently Tom, Gail and Mary sat down and talked things over. It was agreed that until Tasha went off to school that Mary would share some of the time she normally spent with me with Gail.
I found this out on the first night I stopped to see Mary after Tom left. Mary and Gail were both there and between the two of them they flat wore me out. I know that it is the dream of most guys to have two sexy women to play with, but I'm here to tell you that no man -- unless he has a perpetual hard on -- can adequately take care of two sex hungry females. Can't be done. I tried. I tried like hell, but it can not be done.
Unfortunately for Tasha (but fortunately for me) Tasha's mom and dad had a lot of family plans for Tasha's last summer before she went off to college and entered adulthood. This eased the strain on me somewhat, but had the downside (or upside -- depending on your view) of Tasha doing her absolute best to fuck my brains out when were able to get together. There were actually times during that summer when my dick hurt.
In addition to my three ladies I still (and I don't know why) felt that I had to occasionally leave soiled panties on my bedroom floor for my mom to find, pick up and wash. It was weird, but I kept on doing it and my mom never said a word to me about it or the night she walked in on me.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was one very confused puppy. On the one hand I didn't want Tasha to leave me and go off to school. I knew she was meant to be my life partner -- the yin to my yang -- and I wanted her to be with me and close enough to touch at all times, but on the other hand I couldn't wait for her to go just so my cock could have some relief.
I could have gotten that relief by simply telling Mary and Gail that I was sorry, but I needed to give all my time to Tasha. Yeah! Right! Get serious! An eighteen year old (coming up on nineteen in three weeks) giving up pussy? I loved Tasha. I truly did, but I just couldn't give up my mini-harem especially knowing that Tasha was going off to college.
I did have some backbone though. It didn't make me any points with Tasha's parents, but I'd like to think it would have made me points with Tasha is she would have ever found out what happened.
It was the week before Tasha was to leave for school. I got a phone call at work from Tasha's dad. He wanted to talk to me and he asked me if I would meet him after work for a cup of coffee. Being naturally curious I said sure and he asked me to meet him at the Hilton when I got off work. I called Mary and told her that I had to take a pass on the evening because I had to work overtime. She told me that if I got off early enough I should stop by if only for a quickie.



Tasha's father was already there sitting in a booth when I got to the Hilton's restaurant. He stood up when I got to the booth and offered me his hand. I took it and we shook hands and then I sat down. The waitress showed up and I just ordered coffee.
"You are curious I would imagine" he said and I nodded a yes.
"I have a problem and I need your help in solving it."
"Of course I will help if I can."
"Natasha's mother and I have always had big plans for Tasha. Those plans are in danger of being derailed because of you."
"Because of me? How am I upsetting your plans?"
"Natasha is talking of changing her major and going to State instead of Western. She says she doesn't want to be apart from you. My wife and I want you to break up with Natasha. You do that and she won't want to be around you. She will go to Western instead of State where she would have to see you around."
That caught me totally by surprise and I sat there looking at him and trying to think of a way of politely telling him to go fuck himself. I don't know what my silence was telling him, but before I could say anything he smiled at me and said:
"I was young once and I know how it is. You will fall in and out of love a half dozen times before you finish college. I also know that young guys can always use money so I'll tell you what I'll do. You help me out here and I give you a check right now for a grand. Deal?"
I stood up, took out my wallet and pulled a five out of it and dropped it on the table. "That should be enough to cover my coffee. All I can say about your proposal is that it doesn't look like you are going to be any happier having me as a son in law that I will be for having you as a father in law" and I walked away.
As I drove away from the Hilton I wondered if I should tell Tasha about the meeting and then I decided not to. I couldn't see any sense in creating problems between her and her parents. I also thought about the fact that Tasha hadn't mentioned to me that she might change schools. My mood wasn't all that great so I thought I'd swing by Mary's to see if she couldn't cheer me up.
She did.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
My walking out on Tasha's dad wasn't the end of it. Four days later I received a call from Tasha's mother. Same thing. Same time and same place. She was there when I got there and after I was seated she said:
"I'm sure that you know what this is about right?"
I nodded a yes and she said, "My husband in his usual bull in a china shop manner managed to make a hash of his meeting with you. I want to talk about the same thing only differently. I know that your feelings for my daughter are strong and what I want to know is if they are strong enough for you to want the best for her? I'm not saying that you aren't the best man for her, but the two of you are young yet. You should experience some of what life has to offer before making any major decisions. If you and Natasha are meant to be it will happen as well after college as before."
"That doesn't even make sense to me. There is absolutely no way, at least to my way of thinking, that we can separate for four years and then get back together. Are you sure you aren't looking for a problem where there isn't one? She hasn't mentioned making any changes in colleges to me."
"She has mentioned it to me."
"It wouldn't make any sense for her to make a change. She already knows what my schedule is going to be like. She knows what she wants to do with her life and Western has the program she wants and State doesn't. Staying here and going to State won't give her any more time with me than she would get on weekends so why would she change?"
"My guess is that she is afraid that if she isn't around you might take up with another girl."
"If she has that little faith in me why would she want me anyway?"
"How about we stop the tap dance and get down to the nitty gritty. The bottom line in teenage romance is sex. I don't know if Natasha has given up her virginity or not, but even if she did she is an inexperienced girl. I am a very experienced woman. If you will break up with Natasha I will see to it that you get laid twice a week for the next three months or until you get a new girlfriend whichever comes first."
"Your husband is so desperate to break up Natasha and me that he will let you do that?"
"My husband doesn't know. This is strictly between you and me."
I smiled at her and said, "Between you, me and Natasha."
I took the tape recorder out of my pocket and showed it to her.
"I knew what this meeting was going to be about after meeting with your husband so I thought it would be wise of me to cover my ass just in case I needed to prove to Natasha that I didn't do something that her loving parents set me up for or accused me of."
I pushed the 'stop' button and stood up.
"What are you going to do with that tape?"
"That depends on you. If you and your husband try to break us up I will play it for Natasha and I might even arrange for your hubby to hear the part where you offer me sex. If Natasha breaks up with me on her own I'll give you the tape. The one thing that won't happen is that I will break up with her. Just to keep you happy I will share this little tidbit with you. Natasha has made it very clear to me that she is not going to marry until she finishes college and an awful lot can happen between now and then. If you are wise you will let nature and the fates follow their course. You invited me so I'll let you pick up the tab. Have a nice night" and I walked away.
I wished I could have found a way to take Mrs. Evans up on her offer without breaking up with Tasha because Mrs. Evans was one hell of a sexy looking lady. If Tasha and I managed to hang together I had a pretty good idea of what Tasha was going to look like when she was forty and I could live with that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I drove over to Harry's where Tasha was going to meet me. I walked in and my good mood turned dark. Tasha was sitting in a booth with Gail -- and Eddie Wooters. Tasha saw me and gave me a big smile and scooted over so I could sit beside her. I wisely hid the fact that I was pissed and a good thing too. I'd no sooner sat down than Gail said:
"We need to be going and leave you two love birds alone" and she and Eddie got up and left.
As they walked out the door I looked at Tasha and said, "You called it. You said that she would be dating before the tail lights on Tom's bus out of town were out of sight. But Eddie Wooters?"
Tasha just shrugged and asked if I would like to go out to the Point and commune with nature. "I need to stock up before I leave so I'll be able to get by during the week I'm gone."
The week was a busy one for me. I got together with Mary and Gail twice (I didn't mention Eddie to Gail) and the rest of the nights were all Tasha's. I even gave Tasha Mary's Saturday, but Mary didn't lose out on the deal. In exchange she got Tasha's Sunday because Sunday was the day that Tasha's parents were driving her up to Western.
The original plan had been for her to drive herself in the car that her parents had promised her for graduation, but they reneged on the promise. Their justification was that with a car she would be tempted to be out and about rather than studying. They told her to get good grades and show that she was applying herself and then they would get her the car.
I knew that the real reason was that they didn't want her to be able to drive home every weekend to see me. It was an attempt to split us apart even though Tasha didn't do what they expected and did in fact go to Western instead of going to State. I could have (and probably should have) followed through on my threat and played Tasha the tape of my meeting with her mother, but I decided not to. It was a ploy that I had already diffused. I'd given Tasha the money for a bus ticket home and when she went back to school she would be driving my Mustang. I hoped that when her parents found that out they would realize that their plan had failed and they would get her the car they promised.
I could do without my ride for a while. I could borrow mom's car and one of the perks of being the owner's son was that I could use any one of a half a dozen company vehicles if I needed to. The thought of an air mattress in the back of one of our vans came to mind. It would come in handy since Gail was expecting me to fill in for Tom.
My Sunday with Mary was exhausting and when I got home my mom looked at me and told me that I needed to slow down.
"You look totally worn out. You need to take it easier on yourself."
If you only knew I thought and then we sat down to dinner. Dad asked how work was going and I told him fine and then asked what he had in mind for me once school started and I went to part time. He said he thought he would have me work in the office. Mom asked if I'd heard from Tom and I told her no, but Mrs. Bagley asked me to tell her to call. I wondered what they would talk about if my mom did call.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was the first day of my last week as a full-timer and in the break room one of the guys I'd been working with asked what was next on my training tour.
"More time in the office is what my dad said."
"Lucky you" Ben said.
"Lucky me?"
"Hell yes Bob. The only woman in the office that I wouldn't plank is that old hag Grace. The rest of them are all prime pussy. Hell dude, I'd kill to be able to bone Marge."
"Most of them are married."
"Pussy is pussy dude. It feels just as good wearing a ring or not wearing a ring. Besides, Gloria and Tina are both single. One of them, or maybe both, might want to get their hooks into the guy who will be running this place someday."
"Yeah! Right! They are both older than me by several years and I can't see either one of them going after a kid."
It wasn't a bad thought. Both were hot, but both were in their mid-twenties and even if they weren't married there had to be plenty of guys their own age standing in line to get to them. And Ben was right. Every woman in the office (except Grace) was a looker, but nothing was going to happen there. I had Mary and Gail and it was all I could do to handle them. And then there was Tasha on the weekends. Nope! There wouldn't be any office affairs for me.
But I have already mentioned a teen's over-active imagination where sex is concerned right? Well, what happened was that I was in the end stall of a row of four in the men's bathroom. A couple of guys came in and used the urinals and as they were washing their hands one of them (it was Ben) said:
"Want to make a bet on when the explosion comes?"
"What explosion?"
"When Bob finds out that his daddy is fucking Marge damned near every day?"
"He won't find out. They will be careful when he is around."
"I wonder if Marge is kinky?"
"In what way?"
"Maybe she would like to do both father and son."
"Job suicide if she got caught so it ain't likely to ever happen."
"Yeah, but what if...." and I didn't hear the rest because they walked out of the john.
Marge and my dad? And damned if hearing that didn't do the same thing to me that hearing about mom and Mary's husband. All of a sudden I was seeing me doing Marge. I was imagining doing her like my dad might be doing her. Bent over a desk as I did her from behind. Banging her on the copy machine while the machine took pictures of my cock sliding back and forth in her pussy. Under my desk giving me a blow job while I was on the phone.
I was still thinking those thoughts when I stopped to see Mary that night. It was a good thing that mom didn't see me when I got home that night or she would have been worried about my condition. I didn't really need another 'take better care of yourself' lecture.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I hadn't seen Gail since the night at Harry's when she left with Eddie, but I felt that I owed it to Tom to check in with her. I called her not really expecting to get her. I figured that she would be out with Eddie or someone so I was surprised when she answered the phone.
"Haven't seen you for a couple of days so I thought I'd give you a call."
"I've been sick. I'm feeling better now and I'm about ready to need some of your attention."
"I stand ready to answer the call."
"Tomorrow?"
"You got it. What time?"
"As soon as you get off work."
"You have anything going for Thursday?"
"No. Why?"
"It is my birthday and birthdays are paid holidays for me. I'll have all day to give you if you want it."
"I do want it."
"See you tomorrow about six."
When I got there at six I asked her what she wanted to do."
"Fuck."
"That's it? No movie or anything like that? Just fuck?"
"I haven't been laid in over a week and I need it."
I didn't believe that, not for a minute. If that was true it would mean that she hadn't been screwed since her last time with me and I knew that she had been with Eddie, but I kept my mouth shut.
"Your desire is my command oh sweet and sexy one."
"We don't even need to leave the house. My parents are out and won't be home until after eleven."
Again it was a good thing that my mom didn't see me when I got home. I definitely looked like I'd been ridden hard and put up wet.
Wednesday I stopped to see Mary after work and we had a very energetic session after which she asked:
"What did you do to Pam?"
"Pam? I don't know a Pam."
"Sure you do. My sister. Natasha's mom. What did you do to her that makes her call you an asshole?"
"How did the two of you end up talking about me?"
"She knows you were tight with Tom and she was pumping me for information about you. She said she tried to talk with you about Natasha and that you were an absolute asshole about it."
"Hold on for just a minute. I need to get something from my car. Be right back."
I went out to the car and got my tape recorder and the tape of my meeting with Tasha's mom and went back into the house."
"Given what we have going for us I figure that I can trust you to keep this between us. Your sister can never know that you heard this" and I pushed the play button.
I watched Mary as she listened to the tape. She started to smile and then she laughed out loud.
"This is priceless. My straight-laced goody two shoes sister is a closet slut. Why didn't you take her up on it and then not follow through on the breaking up part?"
"She is going to be my mother in law some day and I would just as soon not have a lot of antagonism between us."
"Take your clothes back off lover. Just the thought of Pam slutting it up with you has my juices flowing again. I need your cock."
As I drove home I was thinking "Asshole?"
I could show her 'asshole' and she damned sure wouldn't like it. I could drop a copy of the tape in the mail to her hubby's office and then she would have a reason to call me an asshole.
Then my overactive imagination went to work and I imagined Mary and Pam taking turns sucking my cock. I imagined Mary laughing and calling her sister a slut as she guided my cock into Pam's pussy or ass. With those thoughts in mind I beat myself off and dropped another pair of mom's cum soaked panties on my bedroom floor.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday I was up early and headed out for my morning run. I wasn't running track or swimming for State, but I'd gotten in the habit of running and it was a pretty good way to stay fit. When I got home and went to shower I noticed that the panties were gone from the floor and another pair were on my pillow.
I couldn't figure it out. How could she be doing what she was doing and still act like the mom she was before she caught me jacking off? It was hard for me to pretend that nothing had happened and I was always wondering if that day was going to be the day that she brought it up. As she fed me bacon and eggs you would never have known that less than an hour before she had handled a pair of her panties soaked with my cum. Weird. Just fucking weird.
I picked Gail up at eleven and we drove out to the lake. We spent a couple of hours swimming, playing in the water and lying on blankets working on our tans and then I asked her what she wanted to do next.
"Fuck."
"Oh come on Gail. We have all day."
"Okay. I want to fuck all day."
"You know I can't go all day."
"I know you can go several times and we can spread it out."
"I guess I can't argue with that."
I drove us to the Starlight Motel and got a room. Once in the room Gail said:
"No foreplay baby. I'm hot and horny and I just want to fuck."
We were lying there resting and I was looking at her and she must have read something on my face that I didn't know was there.
"I didn't you know."
"You didn't what?"
"Have sex with Eddie."
"Why tell me that?"
"Because I know that you are wondering about it."
It was scary. That is exactly what I was thinking as I was looking at her. I was wondering why she was with me since she was running with Eddie. I could have probed for information, but I didn't. What I did was reach over and roll her right nipple between my thumb and forefinger and we were off to the races again.
We took a short break and I ordered a pizza. We took a shower and of course I ended up taking her from behind as she leaned forward against the shower wall. We dried off and then I went down on Gail and she swung around into a sixty-nine. After a bit we broke apart and I was just sliding my cock into Gail's ass when the knock on the door came.
I looked at my watch and saw that it had only been thirty-five minutes since I ordered the pizza and they had said it would at least an hour before I got it. I put on my pants and got out my wallet and opened up the door to disaster! The pizza delivery guy was Andy Golden who was a classmate from high school and the biggest rumor monger that I knew. I saw him look past me and smile and I turned and saw a very naked Gail trying to cover up.
"You dog you" Andy said as I paid him.
I tipped him a ten and said, "You didn't see a thing right?"
"Oh sure Bob. You know me. I can keep secrets."
As I closed the door on him I knew that the world would know by nightfall that I was in a motel room fucking Gail. There wasn't a doubt in my mind that by the time she was ready to return to school Sunday Tasha would have heard it. It might even get to her at Western before she came home for the weekend.
"I am so fucked" I said as I put the pizza down on the table.
"Why" Gail asked.
"You know as well as I do that Andy will tell everybody and Tasha will find out."
Gail was silent for maybe thirty seconds and then she said, "I guess you may as well know. I hadn't intended to tell you until later, but now that the cat is out of the bag this is as good a time as any. You need to understand that Nat and I have become as close as sisters and she confides in me. She asked me to seduce you while she was gone."
"Why would she do that?"
"If you were to bed me it would be her insurance policy."
"I don't have a clue as to what that means."
"She was a virgin until you took her cherry. Now she loves sex and she is curious about what other guys are like. She knows about you and Pauline and she suspects that there have been others. You had experience and she didn't and she wants some. Her thinking is that if you do a girl while being her steady you will have cheated on her. Once she knows that she can do other guys and if you find out and call her on it she can throw your cheating at you and say that you were even; that she was just doing what you were doing.
"But what she is thinking is that if she keeps it at school while she is there during the week you will never find out. She won't confront you when she finds out about us. She will sit on it and keep it as her insurance policy."
"You agreed to do it?"



"No. I told her that I was going to stay true to Tom. She laughed and told me that I could no more give up sex until Tom came home that she could go a week without jumping your bones. I told her that might be, but if I did slip it couldn't be with you because you were too close to Tom."
"I can't believe that she could be so conniving."
"I told her I couldn't do it, but maybe I could set you up with some one. I told her that I knew a couple of girls who had always wanted a shot at you and that maybe I could get you to a party, get you boozed up and then get one of the girls to haul you into a room and do the deed."
"You would do that?"
"Of course not. Sharing you with Mary deprives me as it is. I'm not about to bring another girl into the mix."
"When were you going to tell me about her plan?"
"I was going to give her a couple of weeks to see if she might change her mind and then if not I was going to tell you."
"Well, like you said the cat is now out of the bag."
"What do we do now?"
"You call her and tell her that you did what she wanted you to do. Let her get it from you instead of through the grapevine."
"What then?"
"I have no idea."
"You aren't going to go postal are you?"
"I'm not a hypocrite sweetie. I've been doing you and Mary the entire time Tash was my girlfriend. I'm not happy about her wanting to play around on me and it does upset me. In fact it upsets me a lot, but I can't see myself getting violent about it."
"Why are you upset? You are getting more here than she will get up there."
"It is different. You, Mary and I are just fuck buddies. Good friends and fuck buddies is all we will ever be. We both know that you and Tom are forever and we both also know that all I am to Mary is a young stud to play with. We know that even with what we are doing Tasha isn't going to lose me to one of you. Tasha and I don't have years together like you and Tom. We really haven't been together all that long and I can't forget how easily everything went to shit between us when Eddie pulled his little stunt. If Tasha hooks up with guys at Western one of them could steal her away. I could very well lose her."
"Oh shit! I hadn't thought of that. It could already be worse than we know."
"How's that?"
"That night you came into Harry's and Nat, Eddie and I were sitting together? Eddie wasn't with me. He was sitting with Nat when I got there and joined them. I assumed that Nat was sitting there waiting for you and Eddie saw her and joined her. Nat was worried about what you would think when you got there and saw Eddie so she asked me to act like I was with him,"
"So?"
"You didn't know? Eddie is going to Western."
I looked at her as my mind digested what she'd just told me. I don't know if the two and two I added was four or not, but I hoped that it wasn't. I could handle Tasha dating others, but not if one of the others was Eddie. It was obvious to me that from what Gail had just told me I was being played and I wondered how long it had been going on. I remembered Tasha always being around Eddie even after I'd shown her that he was a lying sack of shit. I remembered the ease with which the two of them danced at prom. I remembered a couple of dates that Tasha had cancelled at the last minute for some reason or other. Was the reason Eddie? If so why had she been so adamant that I take her to the prom?
Was Tasha wanting Gail to seduce me so she had a 'get out of jail free' card if I caught her going out with other guys or was it for in case I found out about her and Eddie? Was everything from just before prom until now pre-planned by Tasha with Eddie in mind? Was Eddie in on the plan or maybe even one of the planners? The only thing that I knew for sure was that if Tasha got with Eddie at Western it would be the end of us. Gail broke into my thoughts.
"What are you thinking?"
"Bad thoughts and if what I'm thinking turns out to be true you could very well end up getting me on weekends too."
"That will be great if it works out, but I'm more interested in right now. You about ready for another?"
"With a little help."
"That's what I'm here for lover. To help."
When it was over I pointed at the phone and said, "Make the call."
She got the number out of her purse and placed the call.
"Hi Nat; it's Gail."
"Not bad. How's school?"
"Same old same old. The reason I'm calling is to let you know that I did what you asked me to do."
"No, no, I can't really say that he cheated on you. What happened is that I took advantage of him."
"No. I mean just that. I took advantage of him. You know that today is his birthday right? Well knowing that he wouldn't have to get up and go to work today, you did know it was a paid holiday for him right? And you know about the deal he made with Tom to date me while Tom was gone? Anyway, since he didn't have to work today we partied with some friends last night and Bobby got pissy faced drunk. I couldn't let him drive in that condition and I didn't want to take him home and let his parents see him in that condition so I took him to a motel room to sleep it off."
No, not really. He was passed out on the bed and I got to thinking about what you asked me to do and I saw a way to make it happen without cheating on Tom. I undressed Bobby and then I got naked and got into the bed beside him. He would wake up with me there beside him and think that he had done the deed. I'd tell him how much I'd liked it and then swear him to secrecy and make him promise that Tom would never find out."
"You bet. Worked like a charm. He was all apologetic over it. Begged me to forgive him and then whined and cried over cheating on you."
"I know. It was all I could do not to laugh. And you want to know the best part? He was hungry and he ordered a pizza and guess who delivered it and saw me and Bobby together in a motel room? Andy Golden! He's a worse gossip than an old women. I bet that you will hear about it from someone within the next forty-eight hours."
"I know. I feel guilty about it because I really do like Bobby, but us girls do have to stick together right?"
"You are welcome, but you owe me one. You owe me a big one."
"Okay. Maybe we will see each other this weekend."
"You too. Bye."
She put down the phone and then asked, "How did I do?"
"That performance deserves an award. I can't get you an Oscar, an Obie or an Emmy so would you settle for a 'dickie?"
She laughed and reached for it.
The nice thing about growing up with a bunch of kids that have been schoolmates from the first grade on is the friendships that develop. I called some of those friends who were going to Western and asked for a big favor. I told them that I was on the edge of buying a ring for Natasha and proposing, but that I was starting to hear some rumors that she wasn't exactly being true to me while being at school and I asked them to keep their eyes open and let me know if they saw anything that would cause me to maybe change my mind,
Most knew Tasha, but only since the start of twelfth grade and they didn't have the tie to her that they did to me. If she was hanging with Eddie he didn't have much more of a tie than Tasha since he had only been around since eighth grade. If Tasha and Eddie were getting together I'd find out.
Check out time was one so Gail kept at me until a quarter after twelve and then we showered, checked out and then went for a bite to eat. Over our meal she said:
"I want more. I don't think I'm a nympho, but I'm so used to all that I got from Tom that I feel like an addict going through withdrawal. I have a constant craving."
"You want me to figure out some place where we can go?"
"Yes and no."
"That's a really clear answer."
"Yes I want you to, but then no I don't. As great as Mary has been to us I think that if you have any more left in you it should go to her."
"That brings up an interesting question. Mary knows about our arrangement. The part about me taking care of your needs while Tom is gone I mean. How is she going to take it if I make you my steady girl? Will she get upset thinking that I'm trying to steal you away from Tom?"
"Make me your steady girl? Where did that come from?"
"If Tasha does cheat on me with Eddie we are done. Given all that I do with you and Mary I can't get too bent out of shape if Tash gets horny while she's gone and looks for some relief. I guess I could even buy it, or at least learn to live with it, if she finds a guy to go keep her company most of her time up there as long as it is made clear to him that she is mine. But if the guy she takes up with is Eddie and I call her on it and she gives me the 'just getting even song' I'm going to throw you to the wolves and then -- if you are willing -- you will become my fulltime steady until Tom comes home and claims you."
"Throw me to the wolves?"
"I'll tell Tasha that you started feeling really, really guilty and confessed to me. That you told me her plan and what you had done to help her."
"Can't you think of another way? When Tom and I get married she will still be family. I don't want things to be too awkward between us."
"I don't know. Maybe I can figure out a way that I could have overheard your phone conversation with her. I don't want to do it that way. I'm going to want to hit her hard with the fact that I know all about her plan and that she was already planning on being with Eddie even before she left for school."
"I guess I don't really care which way you go, but if possible I would prefer you go the overheard conversation route. Besides, we could be wrong about it being Eddie."
She was silent for maybe ten seconds or so and then she said, "But yes, I am willing to be your full time steady if things break that way."
I took Gail home and then called Mary to see if she was at home. She was so I stopped by and she did manage to get twice more out of me and then sent me home a worn out husk.
The next day after work I drove down to the bus station and waited for the bus that Tasha was on. When it pulled in she got off, saw me and ran to me. I got a big hug and kiss and then I asked her what time I had to have her home.
"You don't. They think I'm staying at school this weekend."
"How are you going to hide from them?"
"I'll be staying with Gail unless you can afford to put me in a hotel until I have to go back on Sunday."
"I can do that. I kind of like the idea of being able to wake up next to you in the mornings. Being able to do it two days in a row will be heaven."
My letting her take the Mustang back to school with her was going to be a surprise, but after finding out about her plan and the possibility of Eddie being in on it I changed my mind. No way she was going to use my car to cheat on me with so I asked her what time her bus left on Sunday. She told me three in the afternoon and I told her that would work out great. Check out time was one so we could make love up until twelve-thirty, shower and then go out for a meal before I had to have her at the bus depot.
I checked us in at the Starlight and Tash was shedding clothes before the door was even closed behind us. She didn't want any foreplay so we got right to it. It was a hard and fast fuck and when we had both cum we went sixty-nine until she had me up again. The second time was nice and slow love making followed by a shower and then we dressed and went out to eat.
Once back we made love two more times and then fell asleep wrapped up in each others arms. It felt so right that I prayed that my suspicions were groundless. I wanted a lifetime of it and it wouldn't happen if she did what I thought she had planned.
When the wake up call came Tasha wouldn't let me get out of bed until after we had made morning love and as a result I had to skip breakfast in order to make it to work on time.
I got off work at noon-thirty and went back to the motel. We didn't leave the room except to eat and then the next day I got a big hug and a hot kiss just before putting Tasha on the bus. As I watched the bus pull out I again prayed that I was wrong in what I thought was going to happen.
To be continued.
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The end came the following Thursday. I received a call at work from Nancy Wilde.
"I hate to be the one to tell you this Bobby, but you did ask some of us to watch Natasha. Your suspicions were right. She is running around on you."
"What have you seen?"
"She was seen out and about with Eddie Wooters on Monday and Tuesday and they were not just platonic get togethers. There was some pretty heavy necking going on. Bev and I got curious and followed them around on Wednesday and they went to the Coral Gables Motel and checked into room 113. We didn't stick around to see how long they stayed. Sorry Bobby, but best you know now before wasting money on an engagement ring."
"Thanks Nance. I was really hoping not to hear what you just told me, but like you said, best to know now. Thanks for being a good friend."
"You take care Bobby. Bye."
I stared at the phone for a couple of minutes and then I picked it up and made a call to Gail. When she answered I said:
"Hi there new steady girlfriend. Meet me at Harry's when I get off work?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was not at the bus station to meet the bus when it came in Friday evening. I made sure that I didn't see Natasha at all that weekend and I also made sure that she had no idea of where I was so she could call me.
Circumstances worked for me. Gail's folks had gone out of town for the weekend and Gail was only too happy to let me spend the weekend with her. We parked my car in her garage so that if Natasha drove around looking for me she wouldn't spot the car.
Figuring that Natasha might try to catch me when I got off work Saturday Gail drove me to work in her mother's car and then when I got off work I left through the loading dock and Gail picked me up behind the building.
Gail and I had just finished making love and we were in the kitchen when the phone rang and Gail answered it.
"Oh hi Nat. How are things?"
"No. I have no idea where he might be. He has been avoiding me since his birthday."
"No I haven't. I've seen him around, but he avoids me."
"Not that I know of. I haven't seen him with another girl. Besides, we both know that Bobby wouldn't cheat on you. He almost had a breakdown when he thought he'd done me. Nat? Are you sure you want to do what you said? Bobby is too good to lose and the odds are pretty damned good that you will lose him if he finds out."
"Okay."
"I can do that, but it isn't likely to happen. Like I told you; he has been avoiding me."
"Okay. Talk at you later. Bye."
While she had been talking to Natasha Gail had been playing with my cock and it had responded to her touch. As a result we ended up fucking on the kitchen table before sitting down to ear dinner. As we ate Gail said:
"You are going to have to face her sooner or later."
"I know, but I want her to sweat for a bit. I'll duck her next weekend and then have the confrontation the weekend after."
"Have you figured out how to do it?"
"I have indeed" and I explained it to her.
We finished eating and then went back to bed. Didn't sleep of course, but we did go back to bed. We woke up in the morning, made love and then showered together and that ended up with us being back in bed. Gil's folks were due home around six so we showered and then cleaned the place up and then headed out to the IHOP around two for either a late breakfast or lunch.
I don't know if the God's were fucking with me or the fates were trying to give me a good laugh, but as we were walking up to the entrance of the restaurant I saw the northbound bus passing and I was sure that I saw Natasha looking out the window at us. I waited until we were inside and seated before telling Gail what I saw.
"What do we do know?"
"While waiting for our order you call her roommates and leave a message. You say that you found me and tried to get in touch with her, but she must have already left for school. When she calls you back tell her that you told me that she was trying to get in touch with me and that you asked me why I wasn't with her. Give her some song and dance about how I felt too guilty to face her. If she wants to know where you found me tell her it was here in the parking lot. We just happened to get here at the same time."
"You think she'll buy that?"
"Don't know and don't care. You got a better idea?"
"Well I guess I do have an idea."
"What is it?"
"We finish eating and then we find a place to do some more of what we have been doing most of the weekend."
Since we were still using her mom's car with the big backseat there was a trip to Stevens Point after we ate and then I took her home.
When I got home my mom told me that Natasha had been trying to get in touch with me all weekend.
"I was avoiding her."
"Why would you do that?"
"I found out what she has been doing up at Western and I'm not happy about it. I want to give myself some time to cool down before I confront her on it."
"I can't believe that Natasha would do that. Are you sure?"
"I didn't want to believe it either, but I checked it out and there is no doubt about it. None at all."
"My poor baby" she said and she gave me a big hug. She pulled me tight to her and her 36Ds pressed into my chest, I smelled her perfume and damned if I didn't get another hard on. After all I'd done over the weekend I didn't think another one would be possible until the next day, but I got one and I know that she felt it before I pulled away and said I needed to go to the bathroom.
Mom found another soiled pair on my bedroom floor in the morning.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday was the first day of class at State and my first class was at eight. I had three classes and they would be over by one which would put me at work by one thirty. I'd be able to put in four hours. I had two classes on Tuesday and they would be over by eleven-thirty so I would be able to get five hours in at work. Monday's classes repeated on Thursday and Tuesday's classes repeated on Friday. I had no classes on Wednesday and I kept Wednesday morning free for studying at the library.
Working a half day on Saturday would give me a twenty-eight hour paycheck for the week (if I didn't work any overtime) and that would give me enough spending money to be able to rent a motel room occasionally. I wasn't taking anything all that hard so I should still have enough time in the evenings to take care of Mary and Gail.
But I had something to take care of that would use up one of those nights. When I got to work after class I called Natasha's mother.
"I want to drop by and give you the tape I made at the restaurant."
"Why?"
"I'm going to breakup with Natasha."
"Just mail it."
"No. It might get lost in the mail and end up in some one else's hands. Also something could happen that would let your husband open the mail that day. I want to hand it to you personally. I don't want to take even the remotest chance that it will end up in some one else's possession."
"When do you want to do it?"
"You set the time. You might want to pick a time when your husband won't be around to ask what it is. I can do it any time after six-fifteen."
"Can you make it Wednesday? He will be out of town on business Wednesday."
"Okay then; Wednesday at six-thirty."
Mary and Gail both had something going on that night and so I stayed home for the first time in ages. Mom and dad pumped me about my first day at school and dad talked about what I was doing at work. Was I learning anything that gave me ideas on how to do things differently? Maybe make things better? The answer was no to both and I think it disappointed him some.
After dinner I went to my room and started reading ahead on my classes. About a half hour later mom came into the room.
"Natasha called just before you got home. She asked me to have you call her."
"I don't want to talk to her mom. I need to cool down before I speak with her."
"My advice would be to do it now by phone rather than get in a shouting match in person when she comes home this weekend."
How weird was that? My mom having a normal conversation with me and less than a foot away on my pillow are her dirty panties that she put there expecting me to beat off and then wipe myself with them. Not only that but I KNEW she had to know I was thinking of her while I was doing it. Yet there she stood behaving like it was just another normal conversation between a mother and her son.
"I guess you are right. The phone would be the best way. I guess I'd better get it over with,"
I went to the kitchen, got the cordless and went out onto the patio. I didn't recognize the voice that answered the phone and I asked for Natasha. Twenty seconds later I heard Natasha say:
"Hello?"
"I understand that you have been trying to reach me."
"Bobby? Where have you been? Why didn't you pick me up at the station? I've been trying to find you all weekend."
"You couldn't find me Natasha because I worked hard at avoiding you."
A few seconds of silence and then, "Avoiding me? Why?"
"You know why Natasha. There is only one thing that could make me turn my back on you. Does the name Eddie Wooters ring a bell?"
"What on earth are you talking about?"
"Try taking one each Natasha Evans, add one each Eddie Wooters, put them I room 113 of the Coral Gables Motel, shake well for over two hours and what you have is the reason I don't want to see you or talk to you. You and Eddie be happy now, hear? Bye."
I disconnected and then left the phone off the hook so any attempts by Natasha to call back would get a busy signal. I waited half and hour and then hung up the phone and put it back on its charger.
School and work went quick on Tuesday and I stopped by Mary's house on the way home. For some reason she wasn't her usual ravenous self and a sixty-nine followed by one romp is all that she wanted. Something was bothering her and I could tell, but our relationship wasn't the kind where I could hold her and say:
"Come on baby; tell Bob what's wrong."
When I got home I called Gail and told her about my phone call to Natasha.
"She may call you or then again maybe not. I didn't say anything about you and her plan; I just told her that I knew about her and Wooters and that I didn't want to see or talk to her again. Keep Thursday open for me?"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mrs. Evans let me in and I handed her the tape and was turning to leave when she said:
"Don't rush off."
She closed the door behind me and then asked, "Why now? Why did you break up with her now when just a little over a week ago you wouldn't even think of it?"
I didn't owe Natasha anything so I said, "I found out that she is cheating on me up at Western and doing it with my biggest enemy. Therefore we are done. The only reason for my making the tape was to play it for Natasha if you tried to break us up. You had nothing to do with the breakup so I don't need the tape any more. I could have just called and said that I'd destroyed it, but in the back of your mind you would have always wondered if I really had destroyed it or would it surface some day. I didn't want you to have to go through that so I decided that I had to hand it to you in person."
"Are you absolutely sure that Natasha is doing what you think? It doesn't sound like something she would do."
"I have several witnesses and they all agree. So again, since she dropped me of her own free will you get the tape."
"Before you leave may I show you something?"
"Of course."
"Come with me."
I followed her to a room toward the back of the house and she opened the door and we walked in.
"This is my husband's home office." She looked at her watch and said, "He is supposed to be on a business trip, but I suspect that right about now he is in bed with Rachel Miggs who is the Para-legal who went with him. She isn't the first Para-legal or legal secretary he has taken on his trips and gone to bed with. I have private detective reports on three of them.
"I want to get even with the asshole, but I have always been afraid to. What if I went to a lounge or bar and picked up the wrong guy and something bad happened? I couldn't do it with anyone we know for fear they would somehow slip and let him find out so even though I wanted some revenge I was never able to do it. Until now. The timing is perfect. He is out of town, Natasha is up at Western and my two youngest are at a sleep over at a friend's.
"The way you handled my husband and me when we tried to get you to walk away from Natasha and the way you've handled the tape issue makes me think I can trust you. Add to that the fact that I'm not going to end up being your mother in law and have to sit and look at you across the dinner table on Thanksgiving, Christmas and Easter and feel guilty makes me think that you are perfect for what I want."
She pulled up her dress and showed me that she didn't have any panties on and then she sat down on the desk with her legs spread wide.
"How about it Bobby? Want to help me out?"
I stood there looking at the fur covered place between her legs and thought "Why not." Pussy was pussy and Mrs. Evans looked every bit as sexy as her sister Mary and her daughter Natasha and I sure wasn't going to feel guilty doing it as far as Natasha was concerned.
"Just a quickie on his desk?"
"To start!"
I smiled as I unzipped, took out my cock and moved between her legs.
She wasn't a vocal fuck like the others I'd had, but she did moan and use the word yes a lot. She hooked her legs behind me and pushed her pussy up at me as I fucked into her. It was long for a 'quickie' and it took me about five minutes to get us both off. Then she led me into her bedroom and we both undressed. She pointed at the left side of the bed and said:
"That's his side. Do me there."
"As soon as I'm able."
"I can help you there" and she went down on me. She got me up and we did it missionary and after I'd got us both off I pulled out of her and then shocked her when I moved into position for going sixty-nine.
"You can't" she said, "My pussy is dirty."
"Hush woman; do your part" and I went to work on her. She got me up again and I took her doggie. As I banged her from behind I fingered her asshole and she said:
"What are you doing?"
"Getting you ready for some anal."
"I don't do that."
"Never?"
"No. My husband has always wanted to, but I won't let him. It is nasty and disgusting."
"How do you know if you haven't tried it?"
"I just know."
"Okay, but you are missing a golden opportunity."
"What?"
"What better revenge than to give another man what you won't give your husband."
She was silent as I kept fucking her, but after a minute or so she said, "Will it hurt?"
"A little at first, but the pain will go away."
"Be careful and if I holler for you to stop you will, right?"
"Absolutely."
She fussed a little at first, but in the end (no pun intended) she loved it.
"You have to come back. I want to do it some more, but never with my husband so you have to come back. Can I call you the next time he goes out of town?"
"I would be crushed if you didn't."
"He doesn't go all that often; maybe only once a month on average."
"That's too bad. I would really like to see a lot more of you."
"That is sweet of you to say, but I only want to do it when he is out of town and I know he won't be around to catch me."
As I drove away from her house I was again thinking about how weird it was that I was able to get all the pussy that I was getting. I wasn't any great shakes when it came to looks. I was at best average looking -- middle of the pack -- and until I turned eighteen I'd had several girlfriends, but was never able to hold on to them and had never come close to getting even a hand job. I turned eighteen and all of a sudden pussy is coming at me from everywhere. Weird! That's all I could think it was -- weird.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday I picked up Gail after I got off work and asked her what she wanted to do. She laughed and said, "Silly boy" and I took it as my cue to head for the Point.
As I drove Gail told me that she had gotten a call from Natasha and Natasha was upset over my phone call to her.
"She wants me to make a date with you for this weekend and then let her know where we will be so she will know where to find you without having to spend the weekend searching. What do you want to do?"
"She already knows that I told Tom I would do my best to keep you occupied while he was gone and she agreed to go along with it. You want to do it Friday night or sometime Saturday?"
"Friday and get it over with. How about a movie and I'll tell her I'll get you to Harry's after the movie?"
"Okay, but when she gets there you need to say that you are going to leave and give us some privacy and then you walk over to the arcade and I'll pick you up there. As soon as you are gone I am going to burn you and I'm not wanting her to know that you know that I know abouther big plan. I want to keep you on the good side of her so that if she talks to you about me or makes plans that concern me I'll know it."
"What about the rest of the weekend?"
"I'll see Mary from around twelve-thirty until five. What do you want to do that evening?"
"Fuck."
"Okay if Mary doesn't wear me out. I'm going to hit Wal-Mart and pick up an inflatable air mattress for use at the Point. The ground isn't all that soft under the blankets."
"No need for it this weekend. Mom and dad are going out of town to visit some friends. We will have the house all to ourselves until at least four Sunday afternoon."
Gail and I were sitting in a booth at Harry's when Natasha pounded another nail in her coffin. We saw her pull into the parking lot in Eddie's car and Eddie was driving. I almost got up and left the same as I did at the last meeting Eddie drove her to. Then I decided to just get it the fuck over with.
Eddie stayed in the car and Natasha walked in and toward the booth. I pretended to be surprised to see her and Gail got up, said her piece and left. "Why are you here Natasha? Don't you know it isn't polite to go off and leave your boyfriend sitting alone in his car?"
"He isn't my boyfriend Bob."
"Okay your lover then, either way it isn't polite."
"Damn it Bob; he isn't my lover either."
"You going to tell me that all the two of you did in room 113 was play cards?"
"Don't be stupid Bob. You know damned well what we did in that room, but what you don't know is that is was your fault that we were in there."
"Oh boy, this I've got to hear."
"It is called getting even Bob. I found out that you screwed Gail so I screwed Eddie to get even."
"You expect me to believe that?"
"It's true. Andy Golden saw you with her in the motel room."
"Nice try Natasha, but no cigar. I know all about your plan to set me up so you could fuck around at school and then blame it on me."
"Bullshit Bob!"
"No bullshit Natasha. I really felt sick when I thought I'd cheated on you. I took Gail home and we sat on her patio while I apologized over and over and begged her to forgive me and to not let you or Tom know what I had done. I got up and left and when I got to my car I found that I didn't have my keys. I'd left them on the patio table and I went back to get them. Gail was on the phone and I overheard Gail's side of the conversation with you. I heard all about Gail doing what you wanted her to do. What YOU wanted her to do Natasha.
"I heard all about how she stripped us both naked and then got into bed next to me so I would think we had done and then pretended that we had done it when I woke up. I heard the whole thing Natasha. Right down to the part where she said that you girls had to stick together. I went back to the front of the house and rang the bell until she answered it and then I got my keys and left.



"Once I knew that it was your idea. I figured out what you were up to and I called friends of mine who were at Western and asked them to keep an eye on you for me. I know all about you dating Eddie almost every night and I know about your motel trips with Eddie. There isn't a doubt in my mind that you and Eddie have been planning on doing it ever since you took up with him way back when.
"Face it Natasha; you are busted. And even if there had been even the slightest change we could have got by your cheating the fact that it was Eddie you cheated with killed it. And showing up here with him today shows just how stupid you really are. You and Eddie have a nice life. Don't bother me any more Natasha. No calls and stay away from me."
She started crying as I got up and as I walked out I heard her cry out "Please Bob... as the door closed behind me.
I went over to the arcade, picked up Gail and we headed for her house. I do have to say that I do like waking up in the morning with a naked lady snuggled up against me.
Unfortunately I had to haul myself out of bed and go to work. We made plans for the evening and as I was leaving Gail kissed me and told me to make sure that Mary left me with enough to give her some.
Work was work and the morning flew by. I punched out at a quarter after twelve and drove over to Mary's. Even though we made it three times with some sixty-nine in between I could tell that there was something bothering her. I thought I detected something in her voice when she said:
"I want the last one in my ass. Take my ass lover. Fuck my ass hard."
Something about the way she said "last." It turned out that it was prophetic. When we had finished and I was dressing Mary said:
"Please don't hate me baby, but this was our last time."
I stopped tying my shoes and looked at her.
"I've met some one and I think that there is something there. I want to find out, but I can't play with you while I'm trying to see if there is anything there with him."
It hit me that my mini-harem had just disappeared. I was down to just Gail. She would be pleased that she didn't have to share me with Mary any more, but the fact remained that Gail wasn't mine. All I was was her babysitter until Tom came home to claim her. I wasn't sure if it was a bad thing or not.
"Are we okay Bobby?" Mary asked.
I took her in my arms and hugged her. We are okay lover. Keep me in mind if things don't work out."
I kissed her and left.
Gail was indeed happy when she found out that she was the only one I would be giving my time to. She wanted to drag me into the bedroom to celebrate, but I stalled her.
"I need some time to build up some energy after playing with Mary. We will go out to dinner, maybe hit the arcade or something and then we can play."
In retrospect the arcade was not a good idea. We had been there about ten minutes when Natasha and Eddie showed up. Eddie was his usual obnoxious self. He went out of his way to show everybody that Natasha was his. He was showing everyone there that he had taken her away from me. That is how he saw it any way and truth be told that is what he had done.
I could see a confrontation coming if I didn't get out of there so I told Gail that we needed to be going. As we were leaving Eddie laughed and said loud enough for everyone in the building to hear:
"That's it loser; run away."
I turned and said as sarcastically as I could, "Hey Eddie, what can I say. The best man won."
I turned to leave, but then turned back to him and said, "Or did the best man win? Need to think on that a sec. What did the best man win? Oh yeah, a cheating, back stabbing skank. I guess I'm happy being a loser seeing that a cheating, back stabbing skank is what I lost."
Natasha's face went pale when I said that and most of the other people in the place laughed. Eddie got red-faced and charged at me. There was a girl standing next to me with an open cup of something in her hand and I snatched it from her and threw the liquid in Eddie's face. His hands automatically went up and I kicked him hard in the balls. He fell moaning to the floor and I gave him a second kick in the stones.
He made a noise somewhere between a groan and a squeak and I kicked him a third time. I bent down, grabbed a handful of his hair and jerked his face up.
"Are you ever going to learn not to fuck with me? I swear to God that if there is a next time I will cripple you."
I turned to Natasha and said, "I don't think he is going to be of much use to you tonight. Maybe if you can kiss the winner where it hurts you can make it better."
I turned, offered my arm to Gail and said, "Shall we?"
She took my arm and we left. As we got into my car I made myself a mental note to start carrying mom's stun gun when I went out. Eddie was not going to forget my humiliating him in front of all the people in the arcade.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Life settled down for me over the next four months. With work, school and spending time with Gail I did not have much in the way of spare time. I was able to spare some of what I did have to pay three visits to Natasha's mom while her husband was out of town on business if business is what it really was.
I practically lived with Gail, at least on weekends because her parents always seemed to have some place to go every weekend. Gail finally told me that her parents were swingers and always had a weekend party to go to and no, they did not know that she knew.
The holidays were going to be a little disappointing for me as far as my love life was concerned. Tom had sent Gail money for airfare to fly back east. I guess he had reached a point where he could get off post every once in a while and when he did he wanted to see his lady love. She would be gone for two weeks and so it was that I was going to be pussy-less for the first time since my eighteenth birthday.
Mom's underpants were getting a good workout when the next weird thing happened to me.
My dad was out of town and following dinner I went up to my room to work on a paper that was due. I was sitting on my bed thinking of Mary being fucked by her new guy, Gail being fucked by Tom, Natasha's mom being fucked by her hubby and yes, even Natasha being fucked by Eddie and I was feeling sorry for myself.
I undressed for bed and grabbing the ever present pair of my mom's dirty underpants I started to beat my meat. The image I had in my mind was that of Tom and I double teaming my mom. She had Tom deep in her throat and I was fucking her delectable ass. I was so into it I did not hear my bedroom door open and close and I wasn't aware that my mom was even in the room until I felt her hand cover mine as she said:
"Here baby; let mommy do that."
I was stunned! I just laid there and looked up at her as she smiled down at me.
"Isn't this what you've always wanted baby? Mommy's attention? You have a nice one baby and mommy is going to love playing with it. Come on baby; talk to mommy. If you want to fuck mommy you have to tell her. You do want to fuck mommy don't you?"
You have heard the expression "Struck dumb" right? That's what I was. She was talking to me in a soothing tone of voice while she slowly jacked me off and I just couldn't make myself move or talk.
"Want mommy to suck your nice hard cock baby? Want mommy to be a cocksucker?"
Finally I was able to get something out. I squeaked out a yes. One of her hands went to my balls and as she fondled them her hot mouth closed around my cock. Mom was every bit as good at giving head as Mary had been and I had considered Mary to be superb. After a couple of minutes mom took her mouth off my cock and said:
"Okay baby; mommy was a cocksucker for you so now it is time for you to be a motherfucker for her."
She swung over me and I saw that she was naked. She lowered herself and impaled herself on me and then moaned:
"It fits like it was made for me. Fuck mommy baby; be mommy's motherfucker."
I was doing precious little fucking since mom was riding me hard. Up and down she went while moaning:
"Oh yes baby; fuck mommy, fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard."
She finally got me to the point where I had to get off and I can't do it with the woman on top so I rolled and put mom on her back and then I drove into her hard and fast. Her legs locked around me and her hands were on my ass cheeks pulling me to her and just before I knew I was going to come I had a moment of sanity. I didn't know if she was protected so I tried to pull out, but she dug her nails in my ass and held me in place. I tried once more to pull out and she hissed:
"Stop it!! Mommy wants it. Juice mommy baby, juice mommy" and I let it go.
She didn't unlock her legs or take her hands from my ass until I was limp inside her. As she released me she said:
"Is mommy's motherfucker a happy baby now?"
By the time she asked me that all my hesitations and frights (if that is what they were) had flowed out of the head of my cock and I was looking forward to being a motherfucker again and I told her so.
"Mommy's baby is one hell of a happy motherfucker and he wants to fuck mommy some more. Maybe if baby's cocksucker gets back to work mommy's motherfucker can fuck mommy again soon."
She laughed and said, "I never knew that my baby was such a potty mouth."
While saying that she moved into position to suck my cock and I said to her:
"Oh no you don't. First you have to move so I have something to feast on and then you can go to work on me."
As I was saying that I was pulling her into a sixty-nine and she said, "You have to be kidding me. You want to sixty-nine on my dirty pussy?"
"It isn't your pussy any more; it belongs to me now and I want it."
"Yes sir" she said as she pushed her pussy at my face.
I went after it while mom worked on me and after a bit I started responding to her efforts. When I was as hard as I was going to get mom took her mouth off of me, but she didn't move. She pushed her pussy down harder at me and gasped out:
"Oh baby; where did you ever learn to do that so good?"
I wasn't about to tell her that Mary tutored me so I took my mouth off of her long enough to say:
"Don't know. Just seemed like the thing to do."
"Mommy is going to see to it that you get lots of practice doing it."
She changed positions and said, "Puppy fuck mommy this time" and she waggled her butt at me. I did what she asked and listened as she encouraged me to:
"Fuck mommy, fuck mommy harder baby. Fuck me baby, fuck me hard."
When I had emptied and pulled out she got up and said, "Mommy's king size bed is better for what we are doing than this little bed" and she took my hand, pulled me from the bed and then led me across the hall to her bedroom. She pushed me back on the bed and went down on me for the third time that night.
Even with the recuperative powers of youth it still took her a bit to get me ready for a third time and when it was over she tucked herself into me and said:
"Mommy will let you rest until morning."
In just minutes she was sound asleep leaving me there lying on my back and staring up at the ceiling. I was no stranger to the idea of incest because that is what Tom and Mary were doing when they recruited me to play with them, but I never thought that it would happen with me and my mom. Never in a million years.
I had fantasized about it and she had been the inspiration for many a whip off session, but I never expected it to happen. It was only a fantasy for Christ's sake. Fucking my mom was never supposed to happen except in my imagination. As I fell asleep I wondered what was going to happen next.
The short tern answer to that question came in the morning. I woke up with a hot mouth on my cock. I tried to pull her into a sixty-nine, but she resisted so I just laid back and enjoyed it. When she had me on the edge of cumming I told her I was going to shoot so she could pull off, but she didn't. I blew and she swallowed it all and then jumped off the bed and said:
"Up and at 'em baby. Can't be having you late for class. Grab a shower while I fix breakfast."
I don't know what I expected when I sat down at the table, but what I didn't expect was a routine morning.
"Are all your dirty clothes in the laundry hamper?"
"Yes ma'am."
"What would you like for dinner tonight?"
"It doesn't matter to me."
"Oh come on now. You must have some preferences. Any of your favorites that we haven't had for a while now?"
"Linguini Alfredo?"
"You got it."
The phone rang and mom got up to answer it and it sounded like she was talking to her sister and while they talked I finished breakfast and left for class.
I thought about the evening as I drove to school and it, at least to me, was totally unreal. Not the night itself (although it was strange) but the aftermath. It was the same as the morning after I threw mom's adultery in her face. Next day it was like nothing had happened. How could we have done what we did and have the next day be no different than the four or five hundred days before it? Weird! That's all I could say. It was weird.
++++++++++++++++++++
My classes kept me pretty busy and I didn't get to think about what might be waiting for me when I got home that night until I got to work. Marge had gone with dad on his trip and after hearing what I heard in the men's room I wondered what he and Marge were doing while I was doing mom.
Anyway, with Marge not there Stella was the one who assigned me work when I got to the plant. That day she had me working accounts receivable with Tina and I didn't like that. Not that I minded the work, but I hated to work with Tina, Gloria or Shelly. The three of them teased me unmercifully and it was all I could do to take it. Whenever I worked with one of the three they got me to where it was all I could do to keep from throwing them down on the floor and have my way with them. I did get the feeling that Shelly would have welcomed it, but her husband was six foot five and weighed two-forty so Shelly was safe from me.
Tina had already been told that I was going to work with her and when she saw me coming she turned away from me and not knowing that I could see her reflection in one of rooms glass partitions she unbuttoned the top three buttons of her blouse. I could tell it was going to be one of those days and indeed it was.
She was wearing a knee length skirt with heels and hose and she started things off by getting a file from the bottom drawer of the file cabinet. Instead of kneeling like most women would (and like she had always done before) she stood straight and bent at the waist. This caused the skirt to ride up and show me the tops of her thigh high hose. It also tightened the skirt across her hips and showed off her delicious looking ass. It got the expected results.
Next she brought a file over to me and bent forward to place it on the desk. That caused her blouse to gape open and give me a good look at her black lace bra covered tits. For the entire fours hours I was there Tina teased me and I finally had enough. Remember now, I was just a kid (okay -- a young man) and I didn't know a thing about sexual harassment in the work place, but the next time Tina gave me a shot of her tits I said:
"Why don't you just cut out all the cutesy-pooh stuff? If you really want me to look at your tits take off you blouse and bra and show them to me. Tell you what, you show me yours and I'll show you mine" and I pushed my chair back and pulled down my zipper.
Her eyes got big and she stood up and left the room. It was ten minutes before she came back and when she did all of her buttons were buttoned and I wasn't teased any more. At quitting time I smiled at her and said:
"Good night Tina" and then I winked at her and said "See you tomorrow."
She looked away from me as she mumbled "Good night."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home I wondered what to expect when I got there. It turned out to be the same as it was at breakfast. Business as usual.
"How was school?"
"Do you have any favorite classes?"
"How are your instructors? When I went half of them were what I'd have to call intellectual idiots. They spouted off a bunch of crap that had no relevance to the real world. The rest were okay and I did have a couple of really great ones."
"How was work? I'll bet you would really rather be on the plant floor instead of in the office."
On and on and on like that until we were done eating and then I helped with the dishes. Mom washed and I dried and put them away and then I went out into the living room and turned on the TV. I'd only been there like three minutes when I heard:
"Is baby ready for dessert?"
I looked over at the doorway and saw mom standing there wearing only a pair of very sexy high heels.
"Mommy has had baby's dessert heating up all day long."
I got up and she led me to her bedroom. She undressed me, pushed me back on the bed and went down on me. We made love missionary, went sixty-nine, made love again dog fashion -- she called it puppy fucking -- did another sixty-nine following which she said she wanted me to do her in the ass. After I came in her ass she went and got a wash rag and towel and cleaned me up. She started to go down on me again and I pushed her away.
"My turn to give mommy some dessert."
I pushed her back on the bed and went down on her. I ate her to two orgasms and by then I was hard and I moved between her legs, lifted them up onto my shoulders and pushed my cock into her.
"Now baby is gonna fuck mommy's eyes out" and I started fucking her hard.
It took me a while since I had already cum three times and by the time I got my rocks off mom had gotten off three or four times. I held myself in her until I was soft and when I pulled out mom curled up next to me and went right to sleep.
Weird I thought. Mom was a regular Jekyll and Hyde. And she could switch personas on and off seemingly at will. In the morning I was awakened by mom's hot mouth on my cock and as soon as she saw I was awake she pulled me on top of her and said:
"Be mommy's motherfucker and fuck her hard baby. Fuck mommy hard."
When it was over she said, "Mommy is going to miss this. Daddy will be home tonight and mommy won't be able to be bad with her baby. Not for a while anyway."
She bent down and kissed my dick and then stood up. Somewhere between kissing my dick and standing up she tripped the switch again.
"You need to hurry up and shower while I get breakfast ready."
Over breakfast she asked if I'd heard from Tom and I told her that I'd received a Christmas card from him, but hadn't talked to him.
"I called Mary Bagley and we are going out for drinks Monday night."
She looked at her watch and said, "You'd better hurry mister or you are going to be late for class."
That afternoon I was again paired with Tina, but surprisingly there was no teasing.
At dinner dad talked about the two deals he had closed on his trip and mom talked about going out for dinner and dancing with dad on Saturday and going out for drinks with Mary Bagley on Monday. Dad asked me about school and work and then I went out into the garage and did some cleaning on the Mustang (yes, dad lets me put it in his garage).
The next day was Saturday and office personnel don't work weekends so I had the office to myself. Dad was there, but he spent most of the morning touring the plant. He called it MBWA -- management by walking around. He always claimed he was better informed by seeing what was going on than having some one come into the office and tell him. It worked for him.
He knew all the employees and called them by their first names and he insisted that they call him Frank and not Mr. Marchant. He knew the names of their wives and most of their kids and at company Christmas parties he danced with all of their wives and girlfriends and mom danced with all the husbands and boyfriends. He maintained that the company was successful because of our workforce and he treated them accordingly. On Thanksgiving every employee was given a turkey or a ham -- their choice -- and Christmas bonuses were given out every year even in years that were not all that good.



It was the way my grandfather had run the place and it was expected of me that it would be the way I ran it when it passed to me.
The company Christmas party was the coming Friday and I didn't have a date for it. I was expected to be there and sitting at the head table and I didn't want to go. I didn't want to sit there dateless and have everyone in the company looking at me like I was a clod girls weren't interested in. I was actually considering calling an escort service when I got an early Christmas present.
It was a Saturday night and I had gone to the movies (by myself) and then stopped at Harry's more out of habit than for any other reason. As I walked in I saw Natasha sitting in a booth with three other girls and I almost turned around and beat feet. But then I said "Fuck it! She ain't going to make me run" and I went in and sat down.
Iris came and took my order and as she walked away I saw Natasha look my way, get sort of a half smile on her face, say something to the other girls and start to get up. Then the half smile disappeared and she sat back down and I wondered what was up with that. The answer came a second later as Pauline walked up and asked:
"May I join you?"
"Silly question silly girl. Of course you may. How in the hell are you?"
"Great. How have you been or is that a safe question to ask since I see both you and Natasha in the room, but not together."
"We have parted ways."
"Short tiff or something serious?"
"As serious as it gets. We are done."
"Good!"
"Good?"
"Yes good. If you are splitsville I can give you a Christmas present."
"A present?"
"Yes, and I can let you have it early. You can unwrap it tonight if you want."
"We haven't seen each other or spoken to each other since graduation, but you have a Christmas present for me?"
"Actually it isn't from me; it is from Gary."
"Your boyfriend is giving me a Christmas present? Where is it?"
"Sitting across from you."
I was confused and looked it so she said, "Me. I'm your present."
I just sat there and stared at her.
"Gary knows about us. He also knows my sexual appetites and he knows I'd be climbing walls by the time Christmas break is over so he told me that since he won't be able to do me any good before mid January he won't be upset if I hook up with you while I'm home."
"You have to be shitting me!"
"Not in the least bubba. I'm home and yours until the second of January if you want me."
"I most definitely want."
We sat and talked for maybe twenty minutes and then we got up and left and I had to smile inwardly when I saw the expression on Natasha's face as Pauline and I walked out together.
I followed her to her parent's house where she dropped off the car she had been driving and then I drove us to the Starlight.
There was no foreplay before the first time. It was just get on the bed and get it on. As we rested after the first time I said:
"I'm not really believing this. Gary actually gave you permission to do this?"
"Yep."
"Weird."
"Not really. I did it for him back in October. He was going to be gone for six weeks and I know his appetites as well as he knows mine so I told him he could play and it would be all right with me. He did and I was okay with it when he came back. He is just returning the favor."
"I'll have to thank him when I get the chance."
While we were talking she had been fondling my cock and when it started to show signs of life she moved and went down on me. I pulled her into a sixty-nine and minutes later she was on her hands and knees and I was fucking her for the second time. I was all for staying at it, but she told me that she had to be getting home because her folks were expecting her. We made a date for the next day and I drove her home. I walked her to the door, got one hell of a hot kiss and then went on home with a big smile on my face.
I didn't have to drop a dirty pair of undies on the floor that night.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Pauline up at noon and we caught an early movie and then went to an early dinner over which she pulled the story of my break with Natasha out of me. By the time I was done telling the tale she said:
"It obviously saddens you to tell the story so I think we need to go some place where I can cheer you up."
We ended up at the Starlight and I thought -- for about the hundredth time -- that I should ask about a weekly rate. It was another night when it was a good thing my mom didn't see me drag myself home.
I was able to see Pauline on Monday and Wednesday, but on Tuesday and Thursday she had family functions to attend. When I picked her up Friday she was stunning! She was wearing an LBD, heels and a pearl choker and I had no doubt that there was going to be a whole herd of envious guys at the party.
It was your standard company Christmas party. Cocktail hour followed by dinner, followed by speeches and then followed by the handing out of the bonus checks. Once all that was done the band started playing. I'd already warned Pauline that I had several duty dances that I was going to have to take care of with the wives or girlfriends of the department heads and that she was of course free to say yes to anyone who asked her. It was a given that the husbands and boyfriends of the women I would dance with would want to dance with my date. I also told her that as hot as she was I'd be keeping an eye on her to make sure she didn't take off with some stud. She laughed and said:
"I seem to remember that you were the one who taught me that you always leave with who brung you."
I remembered that she had heard that on the night she met Natasha and I wondered if she remembered it because Natasha was at the party.
Yes indeed, Natasha was at our company Christmas party. She was there as the date of one of our machinists. George ran a turret lathe if I remembered correctly. I had to wonder about what the story was there since George had to be about eight years older than Natasha.
I'd been doing my duty dances with the women that dad indicated I should give my attention to and I noticed that Natasha always seemed to be looking me when I glanced her way even when she was on the floor dancing with George or one of the other guys at her table.
I was dancing with my mom (and she was pressing her leg against my hard on) and she asked:
"Are you going to ask Natasha for a dance?"
"No."
"Why not? You should let bygones be bygones."
"I don't want to let bygones be bygones. I want to remember that she shoved a knife in my back. If I keep the memory alive it will help me make sure I don't get all weak minded and get back together with her."
"Maybe she learned a lesson."
"And maybe if we got back together the lesson learned would be that I took her back once so why not figure that I'd do it again."
"I didn't know that I raised such a cynical young man."
The music stopped so I didn't answer that as I walked her back to our table. I danced the next two dances with Pauline and she told me that she was having a great time.
"I haven't had this many men lusting for my bod in ages."
"Just don't forget who brung you."
"As if!"
I had one more duty dance to get out of the way. Fred Hobbs, the machine shop foreman and his wife were sitting at the same table as Natasha and George. As I approached the table Natasha saw me coming and she smiled and shifted in her chair getting ready to get up and I smiled inwardly when her smile disappeared as I asked Mrs. Hobbs for the dance.
The last duty dance out of the way I spent the rest of the evening on the floor with Pauline or my mom. Pauline and I were up tight against each other in a slow waltz when she said:
"Your ex hasn't taken her eyes off of you all evening."
"So?"
"Well, I'm in no hurry to get rid of you, but her date is a hunk and he would do in a pinch if you decided to give the ex a shot."
"The only shot I would give her would come from a Colt .45 or a 9mm Glock."
"I see that you still have your caveman tendencies."
"I seem to remember you getting turned on by them."
"I think what needs to happen is you need to get me to a bed."
I had opened the envelope that had my bonus check in it when I used the men's room and it was enough to cover quite a few visits to the Starlight and so that is where we went. When Pauline was through with me I was a wreck. I owed Gary for what he was letting Pauline do, but I hated him for taking her away from me to begin with. I spent Saturday night with her at the Starlight, but family had her spoken for on Sunday.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Since I was on holiday break from school I was working full time at the plant. I was still working in the office and working with Tina, Gloria and Shelly.
Tina had stopped her teasing, but Gloria and Shelly were still at it. I was able to put up with it in as much as I had relief available in the person of Pauline. Although one day it got so bad that I had to hurry to the men's room to take care of a problem.
Christmas day Pauline and I were tied up with family. I gave mom a pair of earrings with a matching necklace and I gave my dad a great big box beautifully wrapped (even if I do say so myself) and he looked at it for a minute no doubt wondering what could be in a box so large and still be as light as it was. He opened it and found a smaller wrapped box which opened to another wrapped box. Four succeedingly smaller wrapped boxes later he opened the last box and found an absolutely hideous tie. My mom laughed and then I told dad:
"Your real present is out on the driveway."
He got up and walked to the front door and looked out and saw a two year old Chevy Impala.
"You bought me a car?"
"No, I bought me a car. My present to you is a son who now drives a Chevy."
Mom almost fell off the couch she was laughing so hard. Dad looked at me with a "What the fuck did I do to deserve this" look on his face and then I walked over and from behind the couch I got a long wrapped box and handed it to him. It was a Titanium driver.
"Maybe it will help you finally break a hundred."
That was a dig because he always shot in the mid to low eighties. Mom handed me a box and I opened it to find a leather briefcase. I said, "Thanks. It is really nice" but I was thinking "WTF! What the hell do I need a briefcase for?"
"Open it" mom said.
I opened it and found some papers and an envelope. I opened the envelope and found a check for ten thousand dollars. I was stunned! Ten grand! My very first thought was "No more Starlight. I can get an apartment." I looked at mom and dad and they were both smiling at me.
Mom said, "Read the papers."
I read them and found out that I had a trust fund. My grandfather had set it up the day I was born. It would pay me twenty-five hundred a month if I attended college and got a degree and upon college graduation I received five grand a month until I reached twenty-five at which time I came into the balance of the fund. If I didn't go to college I wouldn't get a dime until I turned twenty-five and then I got the entire thing. If I dropped out of college the payments would stop and I would have to wait until I was twenty-five. My parents were the fund trustees and were charged with making any and all decisions where the fund was concerned.
"We waited until we saw how you were doing in school" mom said, "We didn't want your decision to go to go to school to be influenced by money. The ten thousand is for the four months we held back."
Then my dad said, "To be honest about it I wanted to wait longer, but your mother wouldn't hear of it."
"Why?"
"With steady funds coming in I was afraid that you might stop working at the plant. It would screw up my plans for preparing you to take over the business when I decide to retire."
"Why would I do that?"
"I don't know. With the trust fund you have the ability to change majors. You could decide that taking over the business is not what you really want to do. It has always been assumed that you would follow me into the business, but that assumption was mine. You have never said that you want to do somehing else, but that doesn't mean that you don't want to."
"Well you can put your mind to rest. Going into the business is what I want to do and doing it by learning it from the ground up is the way I want to do it. But now that I have some money to play with there will be a small change in things."
"What?"
"No more Saturday s."
"I can live with that."
We went over to Aunt Maggie's (mom's sister) for Christmas dinner and when we got home I called Pauline and asked if she could get free. She could and so I picked her up and headed for the Starlight. After some sixty-nine and a fairly strenuous romp in the missionary position we rested. While we were lying there Pauline asked:
"When are you going to get over Natasha and find another girlfriend?"
"I am over Natasha."
"Bullshit Bobby. At the party you never let your eyes get too far away from where she was sitting."
"Probably trying to figure out how I could wrap my hands around her cheating neck and get away with it."
"Yeah! Right! Seriously sweetie, you need to find another full time lady. It isn't good not being able to empty your sack into a willing female from time to time."
"I have an outlet or two; I'll manage."
"Well as long as you can manage shall we?"
She got two more out of me before I had to get her home.
+++++++++++++++++
Since Christmas was on a Wednesday the next day was a working day for me. I was working in payroll that week and Gloria was working with me. Gloria did the same thing that Tina had done and had unbuttoned the top two buttons on her blouse.
She made sure that she bent forward every time she had to put something down on my desk so I could look down her blouse. The only thing different from the way Tina had done it was that Gloria wasn't wearing a bra! Every time I looked at her girls I saw that her nipples were hard and stood out like little cock erections. After about the fifth time she gave me the show I said:
"I think my position in the company is pretty secure, but if the troops don't get paid on time and they bitch about it your job could be in trouble."
"Why? Why wouldn't they get paid on time?"
"Because if you keep flashing those succulent tits at me I'm going to lose it and take you on my desk and once I start I won't stop until I can't get up again. That means we won't be working on payroll and that means that payroll won't be done on time."
I fully expected that she would do what Tina did and rush off. button, up and then avoid me. Gloria didn't follow the script. She unbuttoned her blouse all the way and then pulled it open and said:
"You really think that they look succulent? Does that mean that you would like to suck them? Roll my nipples between your fingers? That usually gets so hot that I'll rip off my panties and fuck like a mink."
I got up and almost ran to the bathroom with Gloria's mocking laughter following me. It took me fifteen minutes to work up the nerve to leave the bathroom and go back to work. Gloria had buttoned up, but only partially. She left it unbuttoned enough so that her tits were still on display and she made sure that I got to see plenty more of them for the rest of the day.
My cock was going up and down like a yoyo and I didn't dare go to the bathroom and beat off. I just knew that she would know what I was doing and that it would make her laugh even harder.
Thank God I had Pauline available when I got off work. I went after her like a starving man going after a full course meal. After the first time she said:
"I'm not complaining mind you, but what's got into you?"
I told her about my day and she laughed at me. "My big bad caveman backed down from a mere girl? Whatever am I going to do with you?"
"Hopefully you will get me up again in a hurry so we can go again."
Before I took her home she said, "I want you to do something for me when you get to work tomorrow."
"What?"
"This Gloria called your bluff so now I want you to call hers."
"How?"
She told me.
On Friday morning Gloria was primed and ready for me. She was wearing a short skirt, heels, a very low cut top and she was of course again braless. I looked at the display every time that she showed it and while never looking up at her face I would lick my lips and make sucking sounds. Needless to say my cock was again going up and down like a yoyo.
Just before lunch as she was again displaying her tits for me I said:
"It is a damned shame that your top doesn't have buttons so you could open it up. I would really like to see those beauties again."
Gloria smiled at me, grabbed the bottom hem of her top and pulled it up exposing her tits. While she had been doing that I had unzipped and had taken out my hard cock. Once Gloria's tits were on full display I pushed my chair back from my desk while saying:
"I guess it is only fair that if you show me what you have I should show you what I have."
My cock was jutting up in full view and according to Pauline it was supposed to make Gloria run off, but once again Gloria did not follow the script. She looked at my cock, bent and touched it with her hand and then she went to her knees and took it in her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down twice while I frantically looked around to see if anyone was watching and then Gloria took her mouth off me and said:
"Fair is fair. I tasted you so you have to taste me."
She pushed her right tit into my face and by then I'd had enough. If she didn't care then I'd be damned if I would. I took her tit in my mouth and made love to the damned thing. I attacked the nipple and while I was doing that I ran my hand up her leg and started to work my fingers into her under pants. Suddenly Gloria no longer wanted to play and she jerked away from me, pulled her top down and rushed off to the ladies room.
It was too bad. The mood I was in just then I would have pulled her down onto my lap and done her right then and there. I smiled figuring that there would be no more teasing from Gloria
As usual where she was concerned I was wrong again. After lunch she still teased, but she stayed out of my reach. I did take my cock out and wave it at her a couple of times, but she still stayed out of reach.
That night I told Pauline how her plan worked out and she laughed and said:
"Serves you right for waving my cock at other girls. I'm glad she didn't try and use your cock because I'm going to need all you got tonight. Hell, I'm going to want all you have for the next six days."
It was another long and hard night for me.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was the first Saturday that I wouldn't be working since I started school. Pauline had family things going on so I wouldn't see her until I picked her up at five to take her out to diner. There was a new teen club that had just opened and even though there was no alcohol they did have a live band so you could dance and I planned to take Pauline there after dinner.
I didn't set the clock figuring that I could sleep in for a change. With all the snow on the ground I wasn't going to get up and go for a run so I was just going to be lazy. It was my week for being wrong.
I woke up around seven with a hot mouth on my cock. I raised my head and looked down to see my mom going at it. I stiffened in panic before I realized that dad would have gone into the plant like he did every Saturday. As soon as she realized I was awake without taking her mouth off my cock mom shifted into position to go sixty-nine. I had just enough time to notice that there was pearly white stuff on her pussy before she pushed it in my face.
Mom had just been fucked!
It didn't stop me from going at her because it was nothing new to me. I'd been exposed to Tom's goop when I'd gone down on Mary and Gail just as he had found mine in the same places. Mom moaned and shook as my mouth brought her off, but she never let loose of my cock. She did take her mouth off me long enough to say:



"You have to cum in mommy's mouth baby. Mommy can't let you cum in her pussy cause daddy might notice."
She went back to working on me so I kept working on her. I got her off once more before I came and mom swallowed it all. She kept me in her mouth until I was back up again and then she swung over me and settled down on me cowgirl.
"Mommy was bad baby. Mommy let mommy's little pussy licker eat daddy's cum. Mommy hopes you like it baby cause you are going to get more of it. Daddy will never taste baby's, but baby will taste daddy's. Mommy can be so wicked sometimes, but baby won't mind will he?"
"As long as mommy lets baby play with her she can do whatever she likes."
"Mommy likes to hear that." She giggled and then said, "So if mommy pulled a train you would still lick her pussy? That would be so cool."
The though of mom being gangbanged sent a gallon of blood to my cock and I'd swear that I t doubled in size and mom noticed. She laughed and said:
"Does mommy's motherfucker want to watch mommy be a fuck pig?"
Again my cock throbbed.
"You do! You want to watch mommy be a slut."
She got off me and got on her hands and knees. "You can't cum in my pussy baby; you'll have to use my ass. Hurry baby; fuck my ass."
I did as she asked and got her off once more before I blew my wad deep in her butt. She jumped off the bed and came back with a wash rag and towel and cleaned off my cock and then went back down on me. She got me up and then asked:
"Where do you want to come this time; mommy's mouth or mommy's ass?"
I pushed her down on the bed, put her legs up on my shoulders and drove into her as I said:
"I'm gonna cum in MY pussy."
"You can't!" The 'little girl' mommy voice was gone. "I don't dare take a chance on him finding even a miniscule trace of you."
"Not my problem. It is my pussy not his. Any time he is not in this house and we are it is my pussy. I'll let him have it when he is here, but understand this; this pussy is mine and I'm only loaning it to him."
Her eyes got big and for a second I thought I'd gone too far, but then her hands grabbed my ass and pulled at me as she snarled up at me:
"Fuck me dam you; fuck me hard."
I did. I fucked her hard and fast and she came at least twice before I came in her pussy. She felt it and she moaned:
"You bastard! You fucking bastard!"
"Shut the fuck up slut" I said as I pulled out of her. "I won't leave anything for him to find: and I went down on her.
I worked on her and got her off at least once before she said, "I need cock. Stop that shit and fuck me."
I prodded her into the doggie position and then I pushed my cock in her ass and did my best to fuck my brains out. She cried, moaned and begged me to do it harder and faster and I did my best. She got off twice more before I sent my load deep into her bowels and then I pulled out and fell to the bed beside her. I was surprised. I still had some brains left.
After a minute she got up and got a rag and towel and cleaned my cock. She dropped the rag and towel on the floor and fondled my cock as we looked at each other.
"What are you thinking" she asked.
"Of where I can find two guys trustworthy enough to help me make you airtight and keep quiet about it and then find enough guys so I can watch you pull a decent sized train."
"You can't be serious. You expect me to do that?"
"You obviously want to or you wouldn't have brought it up."
"You do! You really want to see me do it."
"Not just see. I expect to participate."
"Well it isn't going to happen. No way! I can not take the chance."
"But you do want to don't you?"
She was quiet for a bit and then said, "Yes. I used to do them when I was in college and I loved it. But all that stopped when I met your father. I've never forgotten the way I felt doing them and I'm always wishing I could do them again, but it just can't happen. There is just too much risk of your father finding out."
"What am I if not a risk?"
"There is no chance of our being found out as long as we keep it here in the house when he is gone."
While she talked she fondled and I grew. "Now what" she asked as she stroked my hard cock.
"You call it."
"Pussy until you are ready to shoot and then I want to swallow it."
And that is just what we did. When she took her mouth off me she said:
"Go take a shower while I fix breakfast."
"No. We will shower together and then I'll take you out for breakfast."
"If we shower together we might end up back on the bed and miss breakfast all together."
"Not likely. You have drained my sack three times already this morning and I need time to recharge."
We showered and washed each other's back and then we ended up washing each other's front and while my dick did twitch a couple of times it did not come back up.
To be continued.
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As I drove to the Village Inn I asked, "Would baby's cocksucker care to tell him just how things fell that enabled him to become a happy motherfucker?"
"When I caught you jacking off with my panties while sniffing the crotch of another pair I was horrified that you had become some kind of a freak. When you tossed my affair with Albert at me I thought "Oh my God! He'll tell his dad" as I ran from the room. It wasn't until I calmed down that I realized you would say anything to your father if I didn't.
It took me a while to realize that it must have been me that you were fantasizing about as you jacked off and the idea of you thinking of me while you beat off turned me on. I started thinking of you thinking of me and for some reason that I do not understand I started leaving my dirty panties on your pillow for you to use. The more cum soaked ones I picked up off the floor the more I wondered what it would be like to fuck my baby. I finally worked myself up enough to go for it."
"You were taking a hell of a chance."
"No I wasn't. I knew incest didn't bother you so I felt safe in doing it."
"Why did you think incest wouldn't bother me?"
"Tom told me."
"Tom? Tom told you that I didn't mind incest?"
"He told me that you knew about him and Mary and it didn't bother you at all."
"How in God's name did you and Tom end up talking about that?"
"He told me one day after we got done fucking."
"You and Tom?" You and my best friend?"
"I didn't fuck your best friend. I fucked Mary's son just like I fucked her husband."
I just stared out the window as I drove and everything rattled around in my head and then all of a sudden I started laughing. I was laughing so hard that I had to pull over and stop.
"What's wrong? Why did you stop? Why are you laughing?"
I finally got myself under control and said, "I'm laughing at the absurdity of it all. Mary told me the reason she had Tom recruit me was so she could throw it in your face that she corrupted your son because of you fucking her husband and all the time your were fucking her son. That's just too fucking funny."
"Yes, I guess it is."
"Do I get an explanation?"
"Of what?"
"When you told me that you were fucking Mary's son and not my best friend you made it sound like there was a purpose behind it."
"There was."
"Come on; give."
"It goes all the way back to college. Mary and I were pretty much best friends from the eighth grade on. I told you about pulling trains in college? Well Mary was lying on the mattress next to me. In our junior year I met a guy and we fell into a relationship and I thought he just might be the guy I'd spend my life with.
"When my grandmother died I had to go back to Chicago for the funeral. I came back a day earlier than expected and found Mary and Ellis fucking. Mary claimed he had gotten her drunk and then had taken advantage of her and since she was my best friend and I could trust her I believed her. I mean surely she wouldn't screw over her best friend right? I kicked Ellis out of my life and Mary and I stayed friends.
"I met your dad, fell in love and we got married. Six months later Mary and Albert got married. Everything was fine until I found out that your father was fucking his secretary. I loved him and I wasn't going to lose him over a piece of recreational pussy, but I did promise myself that when the occasion presented itself I was going to get even.
"One evening when Mary and I were out for drinks she got a little blotto on me. It just so happened that Ellis was at the bar with a woman who we both knew wasn't his wife. Mary was so out of it she didn't know what she was saying when she said:
"I knew that asshole was no good. I don't know why I ever seduced him."
"You bitch! I thought. I believed you when you said he got you drunk." A week later your father was out of town and I was out having dinner and Albert came in, saw me and asked if he could join me. We had a few drinks and he made some suggestive remarks and I decided to get some payback on your father and Mary. I let Albert think he was seducing me and then I carried on a six month affair with him. He really was a piece of shit, but I didn't care. I was getting back at Mary for what she'd done with Ellis and getting even with your father for doing his secretary.
"I never knew that Mary knew until you threw it at me. I knew from Tom that Mary was fucking you so I knew that the information had to have come from her."
"Okay; that's why Albert, but how did Tom come into the picture?"
"He was in the habit of just walking into the house when he came over to see you and one day after I took a shower I walked naked down to the kitchen. Tom came in and saw me and I saw his pants tent up. I'd just recently found out that your father was fucking Marge and I was already planning on getting even so when I saw Tom's hard on I said to myself "Why not. Two birds with one stone. One more getting even with Mary for Ellis and getting back at your dad for Marge." I walked over to him, rubbed his bulge and said:
"Is that for me?"
"That started it and it lasted right up until he left for West Point."
"I never knew he was such a stud. You, his mom and Gail and all at the same time."
"Oh listen to Mr. Super Stud here. Mary, Gail, Natasha and Pauline or any combination of three of them at the same time."
I pulled away from the curb and headed for the restaurant.
"What are you thinking" she asked.
"Good thoughts or bad thoughts depending on your point of view."
"Explain please."
"How to get you and Mary together again on a mattress pulling trains. I already know that when Tom comes home I'm going to get him to help me double team you."
"And if I don't want to do those things?"
"You have no say in the matter. You are my slut now and I decide what you will do. Right now you need to get over here and suck my cock until we get to the restaurant."
She sat there and looked at me with an unreadable expression on her face and then she moved over to me, unzipped me and did what I told her to do.
Over our French toast and bacon I said, "I'm thinking of getting an apartment. It might make things easier for us."
"It won't. It will be one more thing that can go wrong. People will start to wonder why your mother is always visiting you. An occasional visit sure, but not days and days of them. You and I being at home raises no eyebrows because you are living at home. Better you should stay at home."
"If I have an apartment I can see you more. If I stay at home I'll only see you when dad goes out of town or on a Saturday morning when he goes into work."
"You are only going to see me when your father is out of town or at work on the weekends anyway so it makes more sense for you to remain at home. Besides, if you are at home and something comes up that keeps your father at work late or something like that we can get in a quickie and we couldn't do that if you get an apartment."
"True, but I can never make a gangbang happen at home and I could do it if I had an apartment. I just need to figure out how to get you to talk Mary into it."
"That won't happen. For one thing Mary isn't in that mindset any more and besides that she is in a relationship she wants to make work. However what is most important is the fact that I have no intention of doing one and I have no intention of letting you and Tom do me at the same time."
"I'm not ask..."
"Shut the fuck up! Stop with the macho domineering crap right now! You are getting what I am letting you have -- what I am giving you -- and don't you forget it! We do it when I want to and when I can and you get to take it or leave it. Do you understand me?"
"Yes ma'am. Sorry. I thought from the way you were behaving with the little girl voice and the mommy stuff that you wanted me to take charge. And you did tell me how much you liked it when you pulled trains and I thought you were trying to tell me something that you obviously were not. I am clear on things."
"Good. Now feed me and then take me back home and fuck me."
"I'll feed you, but I'll have to take a pass on the second part."
"Why?"
"I have a date with Pauline."
"You would pass me up for Pauline?"
"I'm just being practical. Pauline will be available most nights until January second, but you won't be available till next Saturday and even then it is only a maybe depending on what dad does."
On the way home from the restaurant mom said, "When I had drinks with Mary she did throw what she was doing with you in my face and then I told her why I had done what I did with Albert. We are back on track to becoming friends again. I did not let her know about Tom and I don't want you to ever let her know about it either. Also, I do not want you letting Tom know that you know about what he and I did unless he brings it up first. Okay? Can you do that for me?"
"Depends."
"On what?"
"On whether baby's cocksucker is still baby's cocksucker after today."
"Then I think we have a deal."
When I got her home she asked, "Can I at least warm you up for Pauline?"
"I don't trust myself to stop if you get me started. I need to have enough left in me to do her some good or she may dump me for some one else and I need to keep her around at least until Gail comes back from visiting Tom."
"Gail? What does she have to do with things?"
"I would have thought that Tom would have filled you in during your bedroom talks."
"He didn't tell me anything about Gail other than you were doing her along with Mary."
I explained the deal Tom had worked out concerning Gail before he left.
"That's another reason that I'm thinking apartment. Motel rooms put a hell of a dent in my wallet."
"You already know I'm against the apartment idea. Let me think on it for a bit. Maybe I can come up with something."
++++++++++++++++++++
Pauline and I had dinner at Gregio's and then we went to the new teen club. Because there was no revenue from alcohol sales there was a fifteen dollar per person cover charge, but as far as I was concerned it was worth it.
The live band was great and Pauline and I had a marvelous time. The only dark spot was that about an hour after we got there Natasha showed up with some guy I'd never seen before. Every time Pauline and I were on the floor Natasha would somehow maneuver her date to where they were close to us. Twice I glanced her way and she smiled at me and mouthed a "Dance with me? Please?" which I ignored.
On the way to the Starlight Pauline said, "You may be over Natasha, but she sure isn't over you. She didn't take her eyes off of you the entire time she was there. She wants you sweetie."
"She had me Pauline and she threw me away. What she did wasn't something that just happened or was a stupid one time mistake. What she did was thought out and planned ahead of time and then done with someone she knew I could not stand. Natasha is gone! I don't give a rat's ass about what she wants. Now will you please stop thinking of her and spend your time thinking on how you plan to explain my poor dead body to the police when you get done with it?"
I was still alive when she finished with me, but only just barely.
The snow had melted enough that I went for my run on Sunday. I headed for Paint Brush Park, but on the way I thought better of it. Natasha was home from school so she might go to the park to run and she might even do it hoping that I'd be there. I decided to run in the neighborhood and I made a u-turn and went back home.
After my run I showered and then wondered what to do with the rest of the day. Pauline had family things to do and wouldn't be home early enough to make going out with her that evening reasonable. I came out of the shower and found mom naked on my bed and on her hands and knees.
"Hurry baby. He's gone to Lowe's and we have time for a quick one. It has to be my ass baby. He never goes there so he'll never know. Hurry baby; fuck my ass."
I fucked her, she washed my cock, sucked it hard and I fucked her ass a second time. When we were finished she said:
"Another reason for you to not get an apartment. This would have been a lost opportunity if you weren't living here."
I had to agree with her on that, but I had also been doing some serious thinking on the apartment idea. True, I would have missed this opportunity if I lived in an apartment, but how often were opportunities like this going to occur?
The other side was the money side. Using my past activities with Gail as a guide I could conceivably use the Starlight three times a week (figuring her parents being gone every weekend) and at $58.76 a visit the Starlight would cost me a minimum of $176.28 a week or $705.12 a month. Throw in an occasional weekend day, say two a month, and I was looking at $822.64 a month and I could get an apartment for $700 a month. But what if Gail wasn't around for some reason or other? Like maybe she would decide to move back east to be close to Tom?
I was sitting there running the numbers in my head when mom came into the room and asked me if all my dirty clothes were in the hamper and all of a sudden it hit me. I'd be doing my own laundry, cooking all my meals, cleaning the place, shopping for groceries and who knew what else. I was getting enough from the trust fund and from my job that I could easily afford the Starlight and just like that -- that quick -- the decision was made to stay at home.
Dad came home and asked me to give him a hand in the garage and that filled in the rest of my day.
++++++++++++++++++++
Monday was spent in the office working on inventory control and I was assigned to work with the third member of the "Terrible Trio." I knew Shelly would tease me, but because she was a married woman I didn't expect her to push it as hard as Tina and Gloria had.
My batting average as far as figuring out the girls in the office was concerned was 0 for 3. I was wrong again!
We hadn't been there fifteen minutes when Shelly asked me to help her get something from the old files in the basement. There was a room in the basement that was full of file cabinets the held stuff that was saved for ten years. When we got to the room I asked Shelly:
"What do you need?"
"I need to know why you are violating the company Policy and Procedures Manual."
"What are you talking about?"
"The CP&P was designed and put in place to insure in part that all employees are treated equally."
"So?"
"You aren't doing it."
"Not doing what?"
"Treating all employees equally."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"You offered to show Tina yours and you did show Gloria yours so why haven't you treated me the same?"
By that point in my relationship with the three girls I'd gotten a little backbone so I didn't get red faced and run for the john. I'd learned not to bluff, but to call them so I said:
"It is because you haven't done what Tina and Gloria did. They both showed me theirs before I offered to show them mine so I am not doing anything that is against the CP&P by not showing you mine. Besides, I'm not management. I'm just another employee and nowhere in the CP&P does it say one worker bee has to treat the other worker bees equally."
"So what you are saying is that I have got to go first?"
I just smiled at her. Given the way the conversation had been going I was not surprised when she took off her sweater and then took off her bra. She cupped her tits in her hands and said:
"Like them? Are they as good as Gloria's?"
"Visually they are every bit as good, but I did a taste test on hers."
"No taste test for you until you do your part."
I unzipped and took out my hard on and Shelly looked at it and said, "Gloria didn't lie. She said you had a nice one."
She went to her knees in front of me and took me in her mouth. She licked and sucked for a bit and then she stood up and said, "Your turn."
I reached for her tits and she pushed my hands away.
"Oh no you don't. Equality, remember? I tasted yours and now you have to taste mine."
She walked over to a table that was used when sorting files. She pulled up her skirt, took off her thong and sat on the table. She spread her legs and said:
"Now it is your turn." She paused and then said, "If you are man enough."
This was the point where I was expected to run away with her laughter following me, but I smiled at her, walked over to her and said:
"Man enough? Man enough to make you wish you had me around every day."
I went after it like a starving man tearing into a full course dinner and it wasn't long until her fingers were in my hair and she was moaning. It took a while but I stayed after it until I got her off. I stood up and said:
"Now you owe me one."
"One what?"
"I got you off so now you owe me an orgasm."
"I can't do that."
"You can't do that? What happened to all that equality you have been spouting off about" I asked as I put my cock away and zipped up.
"I'm a married woman and it wouldn't be right."
"You had no problem getting it so I guess the married woman thing is just a cop out" I said and I left the room and went back upstairs. Five minutes later Shelly came up and for the rest of the day she kept her distance, but every time she looked my way I smirked at her.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Pauline and I went out to dinner and then to a movie after which, out of habit, we stopped at Harry's. Natasha was there with a couple of girls I didn't know. To prove Pauline wrong I sat with my back to Natasha. We hadn't been there three minutes before Pauline said:
"She hasn't taken her eyes off you since we sat down."
"So? You want to invite her along when we go to the motel?"
"Of course not."
"Then why are you bringing her up? I've already told you that I have no interest."
"She is the same as you and me Bobby. She's just a kid. She made a mistake. We all do. She fucked up. We all do that too. She obviously misses you and wants you back in her life. Maybe she's learned her lesson."
"I'll tell you the same thing I told my mom when she suggested I give Natasha another chance. If I take her back I'm afraid that the lesson she will have learned is that I took her back once so I'll probably do it again the next time she does it. Not gonna happen. Right now I more interested in seeing to it that you will miss me when you leave me on Friday."
"Are you sure that it isn't going to be the other way around?"
"Of course I'll miss you, but what is is. You are Gary's and only on loan to me and I know it. I wish it wasn't so, but it is. I'll just have to get busy and find a lady of my own although that isn't going to happen until you leave. Now then, how about we take advantage of the time we do have left."
Out of the corner of my eye saw the scowl on Natasha's face as Pauline and I left.
Pauline was her usual active self at the Starlight and even though I had some left I had to get her home because her parents were still treating her like a sixteen year old and had given her a curfew. They had let her know they expected her home by one and since she was staying in their home she felt that she should comply.
"It will be different tomorrow night sweetie. I'm not going home until you absolutely can not get it up any more and if they are unhappy about it that's just tough shit. What are they going to do? Kick me out? I'm leaving on Friday anyway."
++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday at work I was again paired with Shelly. Five minutes after I got there I took a piece of cardboard and a Magic Marker and made a sign and hung it on my desk. It was just one word --Equality!!! Every time Shelly had to talk to me or bring me something or even if I caught her looking my way I would give her "The Smirk" and she would quickly look away.
Around two Stella asked me to go down to the dead files and get the June 2002 file on Amalgamated Products. I had the file in hand when Shelly came down the stairs. She snatched the file out of my hand and said:



"On the table asshole."
I do believe I surprised her when I snatched the file back and said, "Was I belligerent and pissed off when I went down on you? I went after it willingly and did my absolute best to make you enjoy it and to get you off. If you can't at least try to give as good as you got forget it. I don't need a half-hearted attempt. I don't need or even want something that is being given grudgingly."
I went back upstairs, gave the file to Stella and then went back to my desk and tossed my "Equality" sign into the trash basket. For the rest of the afternoon Shelly avoided me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Pauline up at seven. I had made reservations for us at Marvin's Steak House and after dinner we went to the teen club for dancing and to bring in the New Year. There were quite a few people that we knew at the club and we pushed several tables together and sat down with them. Beverly Abbeg was there with Phil Reed and Nancy Wilde was there with Gene Ellsworth. I was surprised to see Gail there with Norm Schnider. Maybe ten minutes after Pauline and I got there Natasha showed up with Bill Neubert and they also took seats at our table.
It was a fun night for the most part. I spent most of the night on the dance floor. For every two dances I did with Pauline I did one with one of the other girls at the table. Except for Natasha of course. It was obvious from the way she watched me with the other girls at the table that she expected that I would eventually get around to asking her. She was disappointed.
When I danced with Gail I asked her when she had gotten back and why hadn't she called me.
"I've been back for three days and I didn't call you because I saw that you were tied up with Pauline. What's the story there? I thought she had a guy."
"She does. I'm doing for him with Pauline what I'm doing with you for Tom. I'll tell you about it later. She is going back east on Friday so keep Friday evening open for me or have I (nodding at Norm) been replaced?"
"You haven't been replaced. You are still my keeper. Norm is my cousin's fiancé, but she is out of town and neither one of us wanted to stay at home on New Year's Eve."
We stayed out for two dances and she brought me up to date on her visit back east and on how Tom was doing and she did say that she would expect to see me on Friday.
I made sure that I was on the floor dancing with Pauline when the countdown to midnight started and at the stroke of midnight we exchanged one hell of a scorcher of a kiss. We danced for another hour and then we left the teen club to go to a party that Pauline had been invited to.
Pauline went off to talk to the person giving the party leaving me on my own hook for a bit. I got myself a beer and began to circulate and socialize. I heard that there was a pool table in the basement and that there were some guys down there shooting pool so I headed that way.
The first person I saw when I hit the bottom of the stairs was Eddie Wooters. He was leaning over the table taking a shot and I turned as soon as I saw him and I headed back up the stairs. When I reached the top of the stairs I was looking right at the front door and who should come in but Natasha. What a fucking way to start off my new year. Eddie downstairs and Natasha upstairs.
Right behind Natasha came Gail and Norm. I got a big smile from Gail and she started my way. Natasha looked to see where Gail was going and she spotted me. I noticed something come over her face, but I had no idea of what it was. Gail asked where the beer was so I took her over to the ice filled tub and got her a beer. Then I had to tell her what the situation was with Pauline. She laughed and said:
"You have everybody else's girl to take care of and you don't even have one of your own. How weird is that? I notice that even though you seem to be avoiding Nat she hasn't taken her eyes off you all evening. Any chance that the breech can be healed?"
"Not a prayer."
Pauline came up to us then and the three of us talked for a bit and then Pauline and I wandered off to socialize with some others. After we had been there two beers (approximately two hours) Pauline told me that it was Starlight time. We found our host and said our thank yous and goodbyes and headed for the car. We were almost to it when I heard:
"Hey! Asshole!"
I turned and saw Eddie Wooters. Some people had seen him follow us out and they had tagged along expecting to see a show. Natasha was one of them.
"What do you want Wooters?"
"You and I have some unfinished business asshole."
I was fucked!!! Surprising him by attacking was out. I'd done it twice before and so he would be expecting it. I didn't have the stun gun with me and that ball bat was in the trunk of the car. He would be on me before I could even get the key in the trunk lock. In a fair fight I had no chance unless I got in a lucky shot that stunned him enough that I could kick him in the nuts a couple of times. Yes indeedy; I was fucked!! I told Pauline to get in the car and then I stood there and waited for Eddie to start the ball.
He gave me an evil grin and said, "Payback time asshole" but before he could take step forward Natasha stepped in front of him and sprayed something in his face. He screamed and his hands flew up to his eyes. Not being one to waste an opportunity I stepped forward and kicked him in his crotch as hard as I could. He screamed again and went to his knees and I kicked him one more time. His hands couldn't seem to make up their mind whether to go to his eyes or his stones- they just went back and forth as he moaned. I looked at Natasha and she said:
"Pepper spray. I carry it in my purse for self defense."
She looked down at Eddie and said, "I figure I owe you that much at least."
"Thank you" I said and then I went to the car and got my ball bat out of the trunk and went back to Eddie.
"I've got to make you understand that I don't want you fucking with me Eddie. I figure that the only way to do it is to hurt you really bad so what I'm going to do is destroy one of your knees. If I cripple you and you can't get around very well maybe -- just maybe -- you won't want me taking out the other one the next time you decide to fuck with me. Which one Eddie; right or left?"
"Oh God no man, please no" he gasped out between tears. "Don't do that. I'll lose my football scholarship."
"Too bad Eddie, but I've got to do something to make you understand that I am not going to put up with your fucking with me. Which knee Eddie?"
Two arms came around me from behind and pinned my arms to my sides and Pauline said:
"No Bobby; don't do it."
Natasha grabbed the bat and tried to take it from me, but I held on to it and Gail came up and said:
"Let her have it Bobby. You don't need to be going to jail for assault. He isn't worth it."
She was right and I let go of the bat and Natasha took it and walked over to my car, dropped it in the trunk and closed the trunk lid.
"Come on baby; we have important stuff to do before my flight leaves on Friday."
We walked to the car while a couple of people tried to help Eddie stand up. I saw Gail and Natasha walk back into the house together and then Pauline and I headed for the Starlight.
She did her best to kill me. Head to get me going (not that I needed all that much help) and then missionary to start. Next up was sixty-nine followed by doggie style and then more sixty-nine followed by cowgirl. A short nap from which I was awakened by a hot mouth on my cock that was followed by another bout of missionary. Another short nap was followed by my eating her to orgasm and then she got up and went to her purse. She came back with a tube of KY and said:
"I want the next one in my ass lover."
I took the KY and said, "Why now? You have never let me touch it before."
"Gary wants it, but I have never let him have it either. I've always thought it was nasty, but he wants it and I love him so I'm going to give it to him. I need you to get me ready for him."
"Not that I want to look a gift horse in the mouth, but Gary is your guy. If it is going to be a gift from you to him shouldn't he be the first?"
"Normally yes, but Gary is a lot bigger than you are. Not in length, but he is a lot thicker than you and my hope is that you can get me used to it and sort of prepare the way for Gary if you know what I mean."
It took her a little getting used to it, but she finally got into it and she loved it. She wanted to go again, but I was exhausted.
Thursday being New Years Day we slept in. Pauline woke me with a blow job and I took her ass for the second time and then we showered and went out to eat. Back at the motel she wanted anal again and I gave a credible performance, but I was right on the ragged edge of being fucked out. We played cribbage for a while until I could get up enough energy to go one more time. I took her ass one last time and then it was three o'clock and time for me to get her home.
We had a tearful farewell in the car and then I walked her to her door. At her door I gave her one last kiss and then said:
"Not to wish you bad luck sweetie, but if for some reason things don't work out for you and Gary I don't want you to forget that I'm here and all you need do is call."
She gave me a little smile, reached up and caressed my cheek and then she turned and went into the house.
I went home and slept like a log for the next fourteen hours.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday I was again working with Shelly and around nine she came up to me and told me that she needed some help in the basement again. I looked at her with raised eyebrows and she smiled at me and said:
"Please?"
I followed her down and when we were at the bottom of the stairs she said:
"Please go and sit on the table?"
I went to it and sat on it and she walked up to me and reached for my zipper. I pushed her hand away to stop her.
"You don't really need to do this. I was being an asshole about things and I'm sorry."
"Hush now. I want to do this."
I pulled my hand back and she unzipped me, unbuckled my belt and told me to lift up. I did and she pulled my pants and boxers down. It goes without saying that from the time she reached for my zipper I was erect and pointing up at her. She leaned forward and took me in her mouth. Her tongue worked as her head bobbed up and down and her hands fondled my stones. I resisted the urge to put my hands on her head and just leaned back and enjoyed what she was doing. When I got close to the edge I told her she should stop and finish me by hand, but she didn't take her mouth off of me. She clamped down, picked up the pace and when I came she took it all, swallowed and when no more came out she licked the head clean. When she took her mouth off me she licked her lips and then said:
"I hope it was worth the wait. We had better get our buns back to work before Stella comes looking for us."
She headed for the stairs leaving me to hurry up, get my pants back on and follow her. For the rest of the morning Shelly and I exchanged more than a few smiling glances.
At lunch time Shelly came up to me and said, "You've already fed me once today so how about you take me to the diner and feed me again?"
We went down the street to Carl's Diner and ordered lunch. While waiting for our food to come Shelly said:
"You are probably wondering about what happened this morning."
I didn't say anything and she said, "I didn't do it out of guilt. I wanted to do it the day you did me, but in my head was the thought that I couldn't. I was a married woman and I'd already done way more than I should have. It was only teasing until you went down on me. I honestly did not expect you to do it. You were supposed to get all red in the face and run off. But you did do it and that is where things got sticky for me.
"I am a married woman and I should not have let things get that far out of hand, but I love to have my pussy eaten and once I let you start I couldn't make myself stop you. I loved what you did. I don't know where you learned to do it, but whoever taught you deserves a medal of some sort. The problem is that when it was over I wanted to do it again and again and again.
"The other thing I love to do is suck cock. I love the feel of a throbbing cock in my mouth and I knew that if I gave you the equality that you wanted I wouldn't want to stop once I got started. I'd want to get you down in the basement everyday and even a couple of times a day so we could do each other. How could I balance that against being a married woman absolutely and totally in love with her husband? I was at war with myself. Can you understand that?"
"I suppose I can, but with those being your feelings how did this morning happen?"
"Selfishness."
"I don't understand."
"I was a bit of a wild child before I got married. I'd had a lot of lovers and along with lots and lots of regular sex I had lots and lots of oral sex and I've already said that I love both getting and giving. I met Marv, fell in love and got married. Marv is a great husband and an absolutely marvelous lover. As long as it is in the missionary position or occasionally with me going cowgirl. He won't let me suck his cock because only whores and loose women do that sort of thing. He won't eat pussy because the mere thought of doing it turns his stomach.
"I've gone five years without any oral and I probably would have gone the rest of my life without, but then I let my teasing get out of hand. It took me until this morning to decide that if I want more of you munching on me I was going to have to give you equality and now that I've done it I want to keep on going. Can you handle it? Can you give me what I want and need and can you keep it between us?"
"Keeping it quiet is not the problem. The problem is when would we do it? I go back to school Monday so I'll only be working part time until spring break."
"I'll work out something. We can only disappear into the basement so many times before someone gets suspicious. One thing though. It is oral only and only that because Marv refuses to do it. My pussy belongs to him and him alone. Okay?"
"No problem."
To cement our new relationship we made a trip to the basement just before quitting time. Sixty-nine on that table was awkward and hard on my back, but we got it done.
Shelly was prophetic in a way. Even our few trips to the basement had already been noticed. As I was leaving for the day Marge, my dad's PA (and rumored squeeze) caught me at the time clock and said:
"Be careful Bob. Messing with someone who is married can be dangerous."
"Hasn't stopped you" I thought and then remembering the conversation I'd overheard in the men's bathroom just before leaving shipping and receiving and moving to the office and so I said:
"You aren't married are you?"
I got a look I couldn't read and as I left the building I wondered if she was the kind of woman who would get her jollies on doing both father and son.
++++++++++++++++++++
I showered and changed for my date with Gail and mom came into my room while I was dressing. She came up to me and rubbed my cock through my pants and asked:
"What are your plans for tonight and this weekend?"
"Gail is back so I'll be spending most of my time with her."
"Well don't give her all you've got. Your father is going to Atlanta on Monday and from there he will go to Miami and then on to Dallas. He won't be home until Thursday so you know what I'll be expecting. You having dinner here tonight?"
"No. I'm taking Gail to Stutz's Pizzeria."
"Have fun, but remember to save some for mommy."
It occurred to me on the way over to Gail's I was right back where I had been before Mary found her new guy. Then it was trying to take care of both Mary and Gail and now it was going to be me trying to take care of Gail and my mom.
When I got to Gail's she answered the door in a robe and told me to come in. As she closed the door behind me she said:
"Mom and dad have already left for their weekend fuck-fest and I'm ready to start mine."
I turned and looked at her and she let her robe fall to the floor and of course she wasn't wearing a thing under it.
"It has been five days and sixteen hours since I was last laid. Why do you still have your clothes on?"
We never did make it to Stutz's place.
She kept me at it until we were both ready to sleep and then in the morning I was awakened in my favorite way -- getting a blow job -- and then we picked up where we had left off the night before. After a rousing romp we showered together and that ended up sending us back to the bed for some sixty-nine and some cowgirl.
We finally made it to breakfast at the IHOP around eleven and over French toast and bacon Gail said:
"Wednesday night after that mess with Eddie Nat asked me what I thought she could do to get you back."
"I've already told you and everybody else that it just isn't going to happen."
"Why not? Why can't you cut the poor girl some slack?"
"You know dam..."
"Hush up Bobby! The only thing she did wrong was choose Eddie to satisfy her curiosity. How can you hold her wanting to see what another guy might be like against her while at the time you were doing both me and Mary almost daily? Okay so it was Eddie, but so what? She's yours Bob and you know it. You have known it since the first time you laid eyes on her. Christ Bobby, you proposed to her thirty seconds after you were introduced. There is no way -- absolutely no way -- that feelings that strong can just go away. It makes no sense to turn your back on the love of your life just because of your dislike for Eddie."
"Why are you trying to ruin what started out as a great day?"
"Okay, okay; I'll shut up. How bout those Rangers?"
I had to laugh at her sudden change of subject especially since I had no fucking idea what she was talking about. Rangers? What fucking Rangers?
We went back to her place and played some more before dressing and catching the five o'clock movie at the AMC complex. We finally made it to Stutz's for pizza after the movie and then we headed for the teen club. We danced and socialized with the people there that we knew and around midnight we said our goodbyes and headed for Gail's place. Gail had her head in my lap before we were out of the club parking lot and I wondered if in fact Gail was going to leave me enough to give my mom.
I got Gail home before she got me off so naturally the clothes started flying before the front door was closed. I was so close that I knew I would pop as soon as I entered Gail so when I got on the bed with her instead of going for the hole as she expected I went down on her. I worked on her until she whined:
"In me damn it; I want you in me!"
Always being one to comply with a ladies request I moved up and slid into her steaming hot box. I was only able to last four minutes or so, but I did manage to get Gail off before I got mine.
Sunday morning was a repeat of Saturday morning except that we didn't go out to eat. We had to bring things to a halt around one so we could pick up the place before Gail's parents got home. Before I left I told Gail I wouldn't see her again until Thursday.
"I've got some family things to do after work the first part of the week."
It wasn't exactly a lie. I mean mom was family right? And I would be doing things with her right? As I drove home I pondered on the coming week. Mom for three nights, Gail on Thursday and the possibility of Shelly wanting some of my time during the week. Could there possibly be another nineteen year guy in the world getting as much as I was? I doubted it.
++++++++++++++++
Monday at school another country was heard from. I was sitting at a table in the Student Union cafeteria going over some notes. I fully expected that there would be a pop quiz in Introduction to Business Management and I wanted to be ready. I was studying when Nancy Wilde came up to my table and asked if she could join me. I told her to have a seat and she sat down.



"Can I ask you something Bobby?"
"Sure. Go ahead."
"Do you think I'm a good looking girl?"
"No" I said and I saw her face change before I went on. "I don't think 'good looking' is a term that fits you. Beautiful is the word that comes to mind. Why do you ask?"
"I've just wondered why you have never dated me."
I broke out laughing at that.
"What's so funny?"
"You."
"Me?"
"Yes you."
"Why?"
"Oh come on Nance; you are way too young to have Alzheimer's."
"What are you talking about?"
"Your memory Nance; your memory. In the seventh grade I asked you to go to the school dance with me and you said no. Three weeks later I asked you to go to the movies with me and you said no. Three weeks after that I asked you to go to Skate city with me and you again said no. In the eighth grade I asked you out at least three times and you said no all three times. Ditto in the ninth. A guy can take only so many no answers Nance before he stops asking."
"That was then Bobby. My parents wouldn't let me date until I was sixteen. Once I was old enough to date I waited for you to ask me out, but you never did."
"Why didn't you tell me this back then?"
"I don't know. I guess it never occurred to me. Most of the other girls I knew had the same restrictions so I thought it was common knowledge."
"So why now?"
"Since you and Natasha broke up you haven't gotten a new girlfriend so I thought if I was ever going to have a chance I couldn't just sit, wait and hope."
"You trying to tell me that you haven't seen me around with Gail?"
"Get serious Bobby. Everybody knows that you are just her babysitter until Tommy comes home."
"Everybody?"
"Pretty much."
"Well then, I guess what I have to do is ask you if you have plans for this coming Saturday."
"I think I'm going to be dating a new guy." She looked at her watch. "Got to run. Can't be late for Marmen. He actually marks you down if you are late to class. Same time and place tomorrow?"
"Will do" and she got up and hurried off to class. As she walked away I thought of all the other girls I'd asked out way back when and wondered if the reason they always said no was the same as Nancy's. Maybe I should think about asking them again now that they were over eighteen. Then I had to laugh at myself. What if they all said yes? Hell, what if only one or two said yes? I was already where my head was just barely above water. I wasn't even sure that Nancy wouldn't be the one to push my head under.
To be continued.
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Work was work. I was working by myself entering account information into the computer. Twenty minutes before quitting time Shelly walked by my desk, nodded toward the stairs to the basement and kept walking. I waited a couple of minutes and then I got up and followed her downstairs. She was already on the table with her skirt up and her panties off.
"Hurry up honey. Get it out."
"Not this time" I said and then I went down on her. I worked at it until I got her off and as she was pulling up her panties she asked:
"Why didn't you let me suck it?"
"I haven't seen my girlfriend since last Wednesday and tonight she is going to want all I can give her. I'm only good for so many tines and I would feel guilty if I shorted her."
"Next time then. Do you have to rush away when you get off work? Not tonight, but usually?"
"No. Why do you ask?"
"Marv bought a conversion van to use for camping when he goes hunting or fishing on the weekends. It has an air mattress in it and I'm going to start driving it to work." She giggled and then said, "We can use it to get off when we get off."
I laughed, gave her a hug and a kiss and a five minute head start before I went upstairs and punched out and headed home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked into the house and found mom in the kitchen. She was wearing only an apron and high heels.
"Can mommy's motherfucker tell that mommy has been anxiously waiting for him?"
I unzipped and took out my cock and said, "Mommy's motherfucker hasn't thought of anything all day but getting home to baby's cocksucker."
She turned off the burner under the pot she was stirring and dropped the spoon into the sink, the apron onto the floor and then she went to her knees in front of me. She spent maybe a minute on me and then she stood up and sat down on the table.
"Mommy has been waiting for this since you walked out the door this morning. Mommy doesn't even want to wait the few minutes that it would take us to get to the bedroom. Fuck mommy baby. Fuck mommy right now."
I stepped forward, dropped my pants to my ankles and pushed into her. She moaned and her hands went to my ass and she pulled me to her.
"That's it baby" she moaned, "Fuck mommy; make mommy cum."
The table, not being anchored to the floor, moved a couple of inches every time I drove into mom's pussy and it was up against the refrigerator by the time I came. It would have been comical to anyone looking in the kitchen window. The table moving and me shuffling along trying to keep up with it. Shuffling because my pants were still around my ankles. When I pulled out mom said:
"Shame shame on baby for messing up mommy's kitchen. You put everything back where it belongs while mommy turns down the covers on the bed."
I kicked off my pants, put the table back where it belonged and then headed up to my room. I stripped and went across the hall to mom's bedroom where I found her lying on the bed waiting with her legs spread wide. I knew what she wanted so I moved into a sixty-nine with her and when she had me hard again she said:
"Mommy wants to play cowgirl."
I rolled over on my back and she moved over me and guided me up into her. She rode me until I needed to get off so I rolled her over onto her back and then I fucked her hard and fast until I came. She got off just before I did and I held myself in her until I was soft. As I pulled out she said:
"I think mommy needs to feed her motherfucker now if she expects him to have the energy to fuck her all night."
It wasn't all night, but it was enough of a hard night that I slept like a log until mom woke me up with her mouth and then started my day with a session of doggie.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Nancy joined me in the cafeteria and we talked about the classes we were taking and talked some about our upcoming date until she needed to head for class.
When I pulled into the parking lot at work I saw a Chevy van in the lot and I expected that Shelly was planning on some after work activity.
I assumed that since Shelly brought up what had happened with Tina and Gloria that the girls talked about what was going on. The question on my mind was did Shelly tell them about what we had done. On the one hand she had asked me (actually made me promise) to make sure that no one would ever know, but on the other hand Tina and Gloria no longer teased me and their attitude seemed to be one of 'keeping their hands off of Shelly's man' and that could only be because Shelly had told them what we had been doing. I was, however, smart enough not to say a word about it.
I'd been at work about an hour when Shelly came up to me. She asked:
"Did you see it?"
"I did."
"We can't do it here in the parking lot so when we get off I'll go over to Wal-Mart and park where the camper rigs park okay?"
"Works for me."
After I punched out and was headed for the door I passed by Marge's desk and she shook her head at me and said:
"I hope you know what you are doing."
I smiled at her and said; "Somebody thinks I do" and I left the building. How could she know I asked myself as I got in my car. As I turned the key to start the car I thought of what I'd said to her. A nineteen year old kid isn't supposed to have that much self confidence in dealing with older women. Especially in sexual matters. Was my association with my mom, Mary, Mrs. Evans and yes, even Shelly having that much of an effect on me and my behavior? If so it all appeared to be to the good.
Shelly's van was comfortable and we had a good time in it. She wouldn't let me go down on her until after she had sucked me off. After I'd gotten her off and she was putting on her thong and slacks she told that I could go first next time, "Which will be tomorrow okay?"
What could I say to that except "Of course."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mom was waiting for me again in nothing but an apron and her 'come fuck me' pumps only this time she wanted to get dinner out of the way first. When we finished eating she stood up, said that the dishes could wait and then said:
"Dessert will be served in the bedroom."
Dessert was exhausting and again I slept like a log. The morning was a repeat of the previous morning and I was off to school in a pretty damned good mood.
At lunch Nancy asked why we had to wait until Saturday to go out and I told her that with my job after school and homework assignments I didn't have much time during the week and then I said:
"Also, before you sat down with me the other day I'd already made a date with Gail for Friday."
"You take this babysitting thing that seriously?"
"Absolutely. A promise made to a friend is a promise that you have to keep."
"Even if it comes between you having a relationship of your own?"
"Don't know. Haven't had to face that set of circumstances yet."
That got me a 'searching' sort of look and then she was up and off to class.
That evening I again got the "I hope you know what you are doing' look from Marge as I left the building. I met Shelly at the Wal-Mart parking lot and I took care of her first and then she took care of me. I asked her if she ever had a weekend alone and she told me that when hubby went hunting or fishing she usually stayed home. I told her that she didn't necessarily have to spend the weekend alone and I made sure that she had my cell phone number.
When I got home mom was dressed to go out for dinner. "Tonight is feed and then fuck mommy night. Also mommy gets to embarrass baby tonight."
"Embarrass me how?"
"Mommy wants to go dancing and since baby isn't old enough to take mommy to where she usually goes to dance baby will have to take mommy to the new teen club."
"And that will embarrass me how?"
"You being there with an older woman and your mommy at that."
"I won't be embarrassed; I'll be fighting for my life."
"What does that mean?"
"You trying to tell me that you don't know how you look right now? Tight dress, sexy heels, a mile of leg showing and showing enough cleavage to hide your purse in? I'll be fighting hard to keep guys away from you and if I don't do a good enough job you just might find yourself out in the parking lot getting that gangbang you say you don't want."
"You think so? You think mommy is that hot?"
"You know you are."
"A parking lot gangbang huh? Oh my goodness."
We had dinner at The Oklahoma Roadhouse and then drove to the teen club. Being a week night it wasn't all that crowded and I quickly noted that there weren't any kids there that I knew.
Mom and I danced several numbers and then I had to use the bathroom. When I got back to the table mom was gone and I looked around and saw her out on the dance floor with some guy. It was a slow number and they were dancing close together. I saw his hand slip down and cup her ass and she didn't push it away. He was also grinding his cock into her leg and she didn't object. The tune finished, but mom and the guy stood there and waited for the next number and when it started it was a repeat of the first one.
When the song ended instead of coming back to our table he led mom over to a table where there were two other girls and four other guys. I watched as he introduced mom to the others at the table and then she surprised me sat down with them. A minute later the guy who had been dancing with her got up and led her back out onto the floor and there was more hands on the ass and cock grinding into the leg. The song ended and the guy led mom back to his table and she again sat down.
Mommy's motherfucker was just a tad pissed at baby's cocksucker and I got up and walked over to the table. The guy mom had been dancing with gave me a shit eating grin as I walked up and glanced around the table and then back to me. The inference was that 'there are more of us than there are of you so bug off.' I looked him right in the eye and said:
"You got fifteen dollars on you?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"That's what I paid to get her in the door. You want the cunt give me fifteen bucks or get your ass out of that chair and meet me outside."
He laughed, took out his wallet and handed me a ten and a five. I put the money in my pocket and turned to go.
"Where are you going" mom asked.
"You seem to have forgotten who you came with. You're his now" and I walked away. As I walked away I heard:
"Whoa up there little lady. Yo....." and I didn't hear the rest because I was out the door and on the way to my car. I pulled out of the lot and I had just turned right when my cell rang. I expected it to be mom, but it wasn't. The screen said the call was from Mrs. Evans. I wondered what Natasha's mom wanted with me at eight in the evening. I answered and she asked:
"Are you doing anything right now?"
"No."
"I just put hubby on the 'red eye' to New York. Want to stop by?"
I had intended to drive around the block a couple of times and then go back to the club parking lot and wait for mom to come out, but Pam's call changed that. Mom was on her own. Maybe next time she would think twice before pulling the stunt she pulled.
"I'm on the way" I said and I turned off my cell and pointed the Impala toward her house.
Mrs. Evans answered the door naked, took my hand and led me straight to her bedroom. As I undressed she said:
"I've missed you sweetie. The last three times Mark went out of town it was over the weekend and I couldn't call you because Natasha came home from school."
As soon as I was stripped she reached out, took hold of my cock and put it in her mouth. I gave her a couple of minutes and then I pushed her down on the bed and got into a sixty-nine with her. I got her off and she got me off, but she kept working until I was up again. I moved over her, put her legs up on my shoulders and started fucking her.
Her hands clutched me and pulled me to her as I drove into her hard and fast. She cried out as she had one orgasm after another and still I fucked her hard and fast. Finally I reached the point where I had to release and I pushed hard into her and held myself in place as I emptied into her. I stayed there until I was soft and then I pulled out and laid down beside her.
"What time do I have to be gone by?"
"Mark won't be home until Sunday, but I expect that Natasha will be here around five on Friday. It would probably be good if you were gone by then."
I laughed and said, "I meant tonight?"
"You don't want to wake up with me in the morning?"
"I'd love to."
"That's settled then. Why don't I see what I can do to get your soldier standing at attention again."
She went down on me and worked on me until she had the desired result and then she got up, went to her dresser and came back with a tube of KY.
"You know what I want. You got me started liking it and you are the only one I can do it with. Please?"
"How can I refuse a beautiful lady?"
I took the KY and used it with my thumb and fingers to get her ass ready and then I slowly pushed my cock into the tight hole. I brought her off and when I'd unloaded I expected that I was done for the night, but she proved me wrong. She washed and dried my cock and then went to work to try and get me up again. It took her quite a while, but she did get it done and she had me do her doggie.
She snuggled in to me and asked, "What time is your first class tomorrow?"
"Seven forty-five."
"So if I get you up at six I can get one more out of you?"
"I'll damned sure try."
As I faded off to sleep I wondered what my home coming was going to be like when I did go home.
Pam did get me up at six and she did get one more out of me and then she fed me breakfast. I was right on the edge of asking her if she would like me back that evening when I remembered that I had already promised Gail Thursday. Just that quick I went from 'asking mode' to trying to think of a polite way to say no if she asked me back. She took me off the hook.
"I have some things that I have to do today that might run into the evening. If you aren't doing anything this evening give me a call around eight and maybe we can get together, but don't count on it. I mean if you have something going don't cancel on my account because I may not even get home until real late."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Nancy didn't show up at lunch time, but I didn't think anything of it. When I got to work I found that Shelly had called in sick so I was going to be fairly fresh when I got with Gail that evening.
Gail and I ate at the Burger Barn and then I asked her what she would like to do. I expected her to tell me to take her to the Starlight, but she surprised me and said she would like to go to Skate City. We were there about an hour before she said:
"I hope you weren't expecting to get laid tonight Bobby. It is my time of the month."
"It isn't a requirement that we have sex every time we go out. We can date with out having sex any time you want to. I took my arrangement with you and Tom to mean that I would keep you company, not jump your bones all the time."
"Thanks Bobby. That is nice to know, but right now I have a problem. I'm cramping and I don't feel well. Can you take me home?"
After I got Gail home I checked my watch and saw that it was eight-fifteen and so on a whim I called Pam. She was at home and told me to come right on over. It was a repeat of the previous evening and our morning session was anal.
"Because I don't know when I'll see you again and I love it, but I can only do it with you."
She fed me breakfast and then I gave her a hug, kissed her and told her that I would be anxiously awaiting her next call and headed off for school.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I talked with Nancy on lunch break and we finalized the details for our Saturday date.
I saw Shelly's van in the parking lot when I got to work and I knew what that meant. She wouldn't have driven the van unless she expected to put it to use.
Stella put me to work on entering stuff into the computer. All three of the Terrible Trio were in the office with me and while Shelly kept looking at me with a knowing grin on her face Tina and Gloria ignored me. At quitting time Shelly walked past my desk and dropped a piece of paper on it. I glanced at it and saw one word. Wal-Mart.
She was parked and waiting when I got there. When I got in the van she already had her skirt and panties off.
"You go first" she said and I went down on her, got her off and then she said, "I have something different for you today sweetie. You know that I'm only doing this because my hubby won't do it right?"
I nodded a yes and said, "You made that clear up front."
"Well sweetie; there is something else that I love that hubby won't do."
She handed me a tube of KY and got on her hands and knees.
"Go easy sweetie; it has been years for me."
Damn, but was she tight! It took twenty minutes of thumb and finger action before I thought she was ready. I entered her while she moaned, "Slow and easy baby; slow and easy."
Once I was all the way in I went slow until I felt her start pushing back at me and saying "just a little faster baby" and then I picked up the pace. In minutes she was slamming back at me and asking me to fuck her ass harder and faster. She had an orgasm and cried out:
"Pound it baby; fuck it hard!"
I did and she had another orgasm just before I got mine. I pulled out and she pulled me down and gave me one hell of a passionate kiss and then said:
"Thank you sweetie; I really really needed that."
She handed me a roll of paper towels so I could clean my cock as she said:
"I need to hurry home and get hubby's dinner on. See you Monday?"
"You bet."
When I got into my car I used my cell to call Gail and see if she wanted me to stop by. She told me that she still didn't feel up to going out and told me to give her a call Monday. Natasha would be home so going to see Pam was out. I had to face up to the fact that it was time to go home and face the music.
I didn't expect that I would hear anything about abandoning mom on Wednesday because dad would be home, but I knew I would be in for it in the morning when he went into the plant. I could put it off for a while if I set my alarm to get me up when dad got up and then leave the house when dad did, but why bother putting it off? It was going to happen sooner or later.
Mom and dad were both there when I got home. Mom sarcastically said:
"Decided to come back and see if we were still here?"
Dad laughed and said, "Who is she?"
"Her name is Pam."
"She another one who might turn out to be a daughter in law?"
"I don't think so. We have something going, but no real spark if you know what I mean."
"Wash up" mom said, "Dinner is almost ready."
Over dinner dad talked about the new contracts he had picked up and said:
"We are about at the point where we might have to expand."
"Why do that" I asked and then said, "It would mean pouring money into a new building or an extension and then stocking it with new equipment. You could save all that expense by just going to a second shift and if we keep growing we can add a midnight shift."
"There is that. It is something to think about."
Mom kept quiet during the meal, but she did throw a few nasty glances my way. After dinner I went up to my room and worked on a paper that was due to be handed in on Tuesday. Around nine-thirty I stripped, brushed my teeth and went to bed. As I slipped off to sleep I was wondering what the morning had in store for me.
+++++++++++++++++
Mom woke me up as soon as dad was out of the house and she did not do it with a blow job. She poured a glass of water on my head! I got up sputtering and she said:
Get your butt out of bed asshole and get down to the kitchen."
I got up and went into the bathroom and dried myself with a towel. When I got to the kitchen mom was sitting at the table and the look she gave me when I walked into the room was murderous. I went to the sink, got a glass of water and then turned and tossed it in mom's face. I tossed her a dish towel to dry off with and then I sat down at the table and said:



"Understand this right now. I'm not putting up with any of your shit. You might be my mother, but you were not my mother Wednesday night. You were a date that turned into a two-bit slut and you were treated the same as I would have treated any other girl I was out with who pulled the same shit you did. Now I'm going to go up and take a shower, get dressed and get ready to go out for breakfast. If you are going to go with me you need to get ready."
I got up and left her there toweling off. I was just starting to shampoo my hair when the shower curtain moved and mom got into the shower with me. Nary a word was said as she took the wash rag and soap and started washing my back. By the time I was rinsing the shampoo out of my hair she had moved around to the front paying particular attention to the erection that she had caused.
Without a word she turned, leaned and put her hands against the wall and waited. I spread her legs apart with my knees and pushed my cock, slippery with soap, into her pussy. She came once before I got mine and when I pulled out she used the soap and rag to clean both of us. After we had gotten out and dried off she said:
"I don't want to go to breakfast just yet. I need you to fuck my ass. Please?"
I was going to say no?
At the Village Inn I ordered my usual -- French toast and bacon -- and mom ordered her usual cheese omelet. While we waited for our order to come mom asked:
"Why did you leave me at that place?"
"I told you. I treated you like I would have treated any other date who did what you did."
"Why? All I did was dance with a guy who asked me."
"You did a lot more than that. You let him play with your ass, rub his cock into your leg and you did nothing to stop it. And then you stayed on the floor with him for another dance and let him do the same things again. The entire time that was going on his buddies at his table were looking at me and laughing at me because my woman was being treated like a slut by their friend while I sat and watched. To top it off you went and sat down with him leaving me sitting at our table looking like a wimp who couldn't hold on to his woman. Then you got up and danced with the asshole again and again went back and sat down with him.
"I could not let it stand. If I would have sat still for it the next time I went in there with a date and they were there they would have tried to pull that shit again. It was necessary that I get in his face and so I did it and when I did it he had to make a choice. Pay me or step outside and fight me. He paid for you so I left you with him. You have no complaint coming. You are the one who put me it the situation. Did he get his fifteen dollars worth?"
She looked away from me for several seconds and then looked back at me and said:
"I couldn't get a cab that late at night and I didn't know another soul there. He wouldn't give me a ride home unless I at least gave him a blow job so yeah, I'd say that he got his moneys worth. It still wasn't right what you did."
"Depends on where you are looking at it from. From where I stood I had to do what I did if I was ever going to be able to hold my head up whenever I went in there and I'll be going in there a lot since it is the only teen place around where you can take a girl and dance."
Just then our orders arrived and we ate in silence. I was refilling our coffee cups from the pot on the table when she said:
"It still wasn't right. I am your mother after all."
"You were not there as my mother. You were there as my date now drop it or I'll get up and leave you here too."
She gave me a long, hard look, took a drink of her coffee and then said:
"We need to hurry up and get back to the house if we are going to get in a couple more times before your father gets home."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Nancy looked sexy as hell when I picked her up. She had great legs and her CFM high heels made her look like a walking wet dream.
We had dinner at Alfredo's, caught a movie and then headed for the teen club. There were a lot of people there that we knew, but I steered Nancy to a booth. I wanted to spend my time with her getting to know her better and not share our time together with twenty others.
I surveyed the place and saw that Natasha was there with some guy I didn't know. I knew she would see my sitting alone with Nancy as my embarking on a new relationship and I knew that it would piss her off. Oh well.
I also saw Eddie Wooters sitting at a table with a girl I didn't know and four others. I wondered if maybe I shouldn't get up and leave, but then decided that it would be seen as a sign of cowardly flight to all there who knew the both of us and our history. I put him out of my mind and concentrated on Nancy.
We danced and we talked. I'd known her for at least ten years, but not close enough that I knew her desires and ambitions. She was studying to be a pediatric nurse. She loved kids and hoped to have a bunch of her own. She asked me how I felt about kids and I was honest with her. I told her I didn't want to tie myself down with kids until I'd had a chance to go some places and see and do things.
"Maybe by the time I'm thirty I'll start thinking about children."
I saw something cross her face when I said that. I had to go potty and when I came out of the men's room I found Natasha waiting for me.
"Are you ever going to talk to me again?"
"Maybe someday, but it won't be tonight. My date is waiting" I said and I walked away from her.
When I got back I saw that Phil Reed and Bev Abbeg had joined Nancy in our booth. I could have done without the company, but they were friends so I sucked it up. I danced with Bev and Phil danced with Nancy a couple of times and once while I was dancing with Nancy Gene Ellsworth asked if he could cut in. I looked at Nancy and she gave a little nod to indicate that it was okay with her. When he brought her back to the booth Phil and Bev were out on the floor and Nancy told me that Gene was an ex-boyfriend and that they had parted on good terms.
"He invited us to a party at his house tomorrow and I told him that I would check with you."
"Check with me?"
"It is our first date Bobby. I don't know yet if there will be another one so I couldn't commit us now could I?"
"If there isn't a second date Nance it will be because you don't want one. I fully intended to ask you for another when I took you home, but I won't wait until then. Would you like to go to Gene's party with me tomorrow?"
"I'd love to."
Phil and Bev returned and I got up and danced with Nancy.
"I saw Natasha follow you to the bathrooms" and the way she said it was in the form of a question and not a statement.
"She is still trying to get us back together and she keeps after me to sit down and talk with her."
"Are you going to?"
"No. Well, maybe some day, but I don't see it happening any time soon. I will eventually give her a chance to talk, but it isn't going to get us back together. She didn't just burn that bridge; she blew it up with TNT."
Around midnight we decided to leave and I know I should have expected it, but it still came as a surprise when I heard:
"Hey! Asshole!" and I turned to see Wooters.
Before I had a chance to say a word Nancy walked up to him and said:
"You are not going to ruin my date" and she kneed him in the balls and then she took a step back and kicked him hard in the crotch with her pointy toed CFM pump. She turned to me and said:
"Come on Bobby; let's go and find us a place to neck."
"Yes ma'am. Whatever you say ma'am just please don't hurt me."
She laughed and we walked to the car, got in and drove away. I drove out toward the Point and Nance asked why we were going that way.
"You did tell me to find a place where we could neck didn't you?"
"I did, but it was just to tweak the noses of the people that followed Eddie out looking for a show."
I hung a u-turn and she asked, "Why did you do that?"
"You just told me that you didn't really mean it when you said to find a place to neck."
"But we were almost there."
I pulled over to the side of the road, parked and then said, "Just tell me what you want to do."
She gave me a look I couldn't read and after a couple of seconds of silence said, "Take me home."
I pulled away from the curb and pointed the car toward her home. The trip was made in silence and when we got there I started to get out of the car to walk her to her door and she said:
"Don't bother."
"What time should I pick you up tomorrow?"
"Don't bother with that either."
I watched her walk to her door and then I shrugged and headed for home not understanding the least little bit about what had just happened. As far as I could see all I did was what she told me she wanted me to do. I was beginning to understand why some guys said that you would never in your lifetime figure out the female gender.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Mom and dad were in bed when I got home. It was the earliest that I had gone to bed to just sleep in a while and I had no plans for Sunday since Nancy had cancelled so I planned on sleeping in.
Mom had other ideas. When I felt the hot mouth on my cock I shook the sleep out of my eyes and looked over at the clock. It was ten to nine. I looked down at my mom working on me and thought about pulling her into a sixty-nine, but then decided to just lay back and enjoy. After a bit mom moved up and mounted me cowgirl and she looked down at me and said:
"Your father went to Home Depot to get what he needs to build the shelves he wants in the garage. We have at least two hours."
She rode me until I needed to get off and then I rolled her onto her back and fucked her hard until I got my nut. I was going to hold myself in her until I went soft, but she wasn't having any of that. She pushed me off of her as she said:
"No time for that. We don't have the time to waste."
She went down on me, got me up and then said, "Do my ass motherfucker; fuck my ass."
I did as she asked and after I came she washed my cock, sucked me hard and had me do her ass again.
We were sitting at the kitchen table having brunch when dad got home. He joined us and the he talked with me about the plans he had for the plant. The phone rang; mom answered it and told me that it was for me. It was Gail and she asked me if I could come over and I told her I would be there in half an hour.
When I got there she told me that she was still on the rag.
"The reason I called you was because Mary asked me to. She broke up with Clyde and wants to know if you would like to pay her a visit. She didn't want to call you herself because she was afraid that your mom might answer the phone. Why would she be afraid of that?"
"No idea" I said even though I knew full well why. "I don't know if I should" I told Gail. "It would put me back in the position of where I would be trying to juggle the two of you again." Along with mom, Shelly and occasionally Mrs. Evans I thought to myself. "We ended it and maybe it would be best to leave it ended."
"Maybe you won't have to balance us. My grandmother passed away a month ago and they just got around to reading the will Thursday. She left me enough to where I can go back east and be near Tom."
"You would be better off staying here and using the money to fly back whenever Tom can get away for a while. In the last letter I got from him he said that over summer break he was going to go to parachute school at Fort Benning and he also mentioned survival training and a couple of other specialty schools. It sounds like he will be moving around a lot and you might just be stuck in a room somewhere while he is off somewhere."
"Maybe. I don't know. I'm still thinking on it, but meanwhile you need to go and see Mary. You know how she gets when she has been without for a while and you do kind of owe her. She did a lot for you and you know it."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I rang the doorbell and when Mary opened the door and saw me she gave me a big smile and said:
"You came! I was afraid that you wouldn't want to come back."
"Silly woman. I didn't want to leave in the first place."
She led me into the kitchen, told me to sit down and then she got us both a beer. Then it was "How have you been and what have you been doing" and we talked and drank the beers. When my beer was gone she said:
"Will you come and play with me?"
She led me to her bed and I found out she hadn't changed a bit. She was still as insatiable as ever. We did it all; oral both ways, anal and straight in the doggie and missionary position. When she had taken me as far as I could go and we were lying next to each other on the bed she said:
"I did a bad thing."
"What?"
"I met your mom for drinks one night and I told her about us. I thought she would be pissed at me, but all she did was say she hoped I taught you well."
"She never said a thing to me" I lied.
"We've had drinks a couple of times since then. We are slowly getting back to where we used to be (and I quickly thought of mom's telling me about the two of them side by side pulling trains). I never thought that would happen. Will I see you tomorrow?"
"I told Gail I'd see her tomorrow."
"The next day then?"
"If you want."
"I most definitely want."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't see Nancy at school the next day, but that was okay by me. I didn't know what we could talk about anyway.
When I got to work Shelly's van was in the parking lot. As I entered the office area I had to walk by Marge's office and the door was open and she saw me. She called to me and when I walked into her office she said:
"Have a seat stud. I'll be with you as soon as I get out of this program."
She hit a couple of keys and then she stood up and said, "I need you to take a little walk with me stud."
"What's with this stud stuff?"
"What else you going to call a guy who has all the girl's panties in a twist."
"All the girls?"
"The ones in the office anyway."
"You are one of the girls in the office. Do I have your panties in a twist too?"
"Don't get smart with me stud."
She walked me to a window and pointed. "See that?"
"See what?"
"That white Taurus on the street."
"Okay; I see it; so what?"
"You recognize the guy sitting in it?"
"No. Should I?"
"Yes you should. If you are going to fuck a man's wife you should at least know what he looks like so you can avoid him."
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Suit yourself stud, but when he rips the doors off of his van and comes in after your ass just remember that you were given a heads up."
She walked away leaving me looking out the window at the white Taurus. I wondered why Marge told me and not Shelly. Or maybe she did tell Shelly, but wanted to make sure that I got the word. I went looking for Shelly and found her talking with Tina and Gloria. I walked up to them and said:
"Sorry to interrupt, but when you get a minute Shelly I need to have a word with you."
I went and checked in with Stella and she asked me to go down to the basement file room, pull all the files for 1998 and 1999 and shred them. I headed for the basement and about five minutes later Shelly came down.
"What did you need sweetie?"
"Has Marge talked to you?"
"No. Why?"
"She caught me coming in and pointed out to me that your hubby is parked out on the street where he can watch your van. He must think something is going on."
"Marv? Outside watching?"
"You can see him from the north windows. Sitting in a white Taurus."
She hurried off to see for herself. She was back in twenty minutes.
"Shit!" she said. "I guess that puts and end to our using the van. Probably we will need to stop all together now that he is suspicious."
I shrugged. I mean what else was I going to do? Shelly went back upstairs and I got back to shredding documents. Ten minutes before quitting time Shelly came back down.
"I think I've figured a way out of this mess."
"I'm all ears."
"At quitting time you and Gloria go out to the van. Give it twenty minutes or so and when you come out be straightening your clothes. Marv will think that you and Gloria are using the van. If he says anything about it I'll tell him that Gloria asked me if I would do it as a favor for her. I'll tell him that her folks are religious fanatics and she can't take a chance on anyone seeing the two of you going into a motel and getting the word back to her parents."
"What if he thinks that it is Gloria today, Tina tomorrow and you the next day? Now that he is thinking that something is going on he will keep checking. What we need to do is have me and Gloria fake a fight so he can see it and then you stop using the van. If he asks you why you don't use it anymore that's when you tell him the story and tell him that you don't drive it anymore because Gloria and I had a fight and broke up. He will have seen it himself so he should buy it."
"But then what will we do?"
"I'll think of something. In fact I already have an idea, but I'll need to check out a few things first. Is Gloria on board with what you want to do?"
"She said she would do it."
At quitting time Gloria and I went out and got in the van. Once inside I told her to pull her blouse out and unbutton it and then re-button it two holes off.
"When we get out we want it to look like made love, finished and then hurried to get out so Shelly could take the van and get home on time. When we get out I'm going to make a nasty face at you, call you a cheating bitch and then you need to put an outraged look on your face and then slap me. I mean really slap me. It has to look like you really mean it."
"That's when we get out. What do we do for the next twenty minutes?"
"I don't know. I suppose I could do to you what I've been doing to Shelly and eat your pussy."
"You can't be serious!"
"Why not?"
"No way am I going to suck your cock."
"I didn't ask you to. Pull up your skirt and take your panties off and I'll get you off. It will be a great way to spend twenty minutes."
"You are so full of shit. I've had my pussy eaten a dozen times and you can't get off that way."
"Want to bet?"
"You think you're some kind of super stud? God's gift to women or some such?"
"Call my bluff?"
"Okay smart ass" she said as she took off her panties, settled back and spread her legs. "Knock yourself out."
It was no contest. I got it done with five minutes to spare. She laid there breathing heavy and looking up at me with a look of wonder on her face. After maybe a minute she said:
"Can we do it again?"
I looked at my watch and then said, "Not enough time."
"I mean later."
"Depends."
"On what?"
"Next time I need to be taken care of."
"Follow me home?"
"Tonight?"
"Yes; tonight."
"Can't. We have to have a big argument and you have to slap me. Can't take a chance that Shelly's hubby won't buy it. We can do it tomorrow."
"Promise?"
"If you are sure."
"I am."
Gloria took me at my word when I told her to slap me like she meant it. The girl packs a wallop. Almost put me on my knees. As she stormed away from me I hollered after her:
"I hope you rot in hell you stupid cunt!"
I don't know if Shelly's husband bought it, but I sure would have. As Gloria drove away Shelly came out of the building and came up to me.
"What did you do to her you asshole?"
"I didn't do a damned thing to the stupid bitch."
Shelly slapped me. Slapped me hard. I wasn't expecting it and I stood there shocked as Shelly got in the van and drove off leaving me standing there. I watched her drive off the lot and as I turned to go to my car I saw the white Taurus drive off.
As I started the car I happened to look toward the building and I saw Marge in the window looking at me. She didn't smile, but she did give me a thumbs up before turning and walking away from the window.
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I called Gail on my cell and she asked right out, "Can you afford the Starlight?"
"Be there in ten."
She came out the door and headed down the walk toward me before I even came to a full stop. She jumped in and said:
"The Starlight baby and don't spare the horses."
"A little anxious are we?"
"I need it baby; I need it bad."
"Doesn't need to be this way you know. I can always stuff your pooper when you are on the rag."
"Next time maybe. This time I just didn't feel too good. I don't know why. Usually I'm not bothered at all."
When we got in the room Gail said, "I'll suck you to get you up, but you can't do me. I'm still spotting a tiny bit, but not enough to be messy enough to turn you off."
She got me up and then I took her missionary. Got me up a second time and I did her doggie. Got me up a third time and took that one in her ass. As we rested and while she fondled my cock she said:
"I think you are right. I should just stay here until Tom calls me and says we can spend some time together." She was silent for a bit and then said, "I just don't think that it is fair to you."
"Why not?"
"You need to get out and get yourself a girlfriend and you can't do that if you are always babysitting me. It will be even worse now that Mary is calling you again."
"I've given that some thought and what I've decided to do is treat you as my girlfriend until you and Tom get back together. Face it; we are doing what normal couples do and until you and Tom get back together fulltime it will work for us. Maybe by the time you and Tom are back to being a couple I will have found someone I want to get interested in."
By then she had me hard again and she got up on her hands and knees and said:
"Do my ass again baby; fuck my ass."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I saw Nancy sitting at a table in the cafeteria at lunch time and I went over to the other side of the room to sit. I sat with my back to her so I wouldn't keep glancing her way. When I got up to leave she was gone.
I wondered what I was going to find at work. It appeared that I was now going to have to juggle Shelly and Gloria unless Shelly's husband did something to make her back off. As I walked in the door at work it occurred to me that I was in trouble. I'd told Gloria that I would follow her home after work, but I'd also told Mary that I would be over to see her. I thought about that and decided that if I didn't want a frosty work environment I was going to have to honor my commitment to Gloria and then if I had any left in me I would go see Mary.
What I hadn't expected was that Shelly and Gloria apparently had decided that the three of us were now a team. Stella put me to work entering invoices into the computer and as soon as I sat down at the desk Shelly and Gloria came over to me.
"The plan worked" Shelly said. "Over dinner I told Marv that I wouldn't be driving the van to work any more and he asked me why. I told him the story we decided on and he gave me a ration of shit over letting other people using the van and after that nothing else was said."
She looked from Gloria to me and then said, "I understand that my plan had some unintended consequences."
"What?" I asked.
"Gloria says that she is taking you home with her tonight."
"I think it is the least we can do for her for her help, don't you?"
"I guess. I think the real question is can you handle us both?"
"I can give it a damned good try."
An hour later Shelly came up to me and said, "Have you given any thought to how we are going to manage without the van?"
"As a matter of fact I have. Let's take a trip to the basement."
She followed me down to the basement and I led her to a door on the far end of the file room. It had a padlock on it, but I had found the key in the maintenance office. I opened the door and we found that the room was empty.
"I'm going to move a table in here and get an air mattress and this is going to be our own little love nest. I'm going to change the lock so that only you and I will have the keys to the room."
"But we can't keep sneaking down here during working hours. Sooner or later some will notice."
I didn't tell her that Marge already had. What I said was:
"You forget who I am. I have keys to the building. Instead of going over to Wal-Mart and using your van we will punch out, go out the front door, come around to the back and then come down here."
"When will you have it set up?"
"By tomorrow."
"I guess I can wait that long."
Just before leaving work I called Mary and told her I had to work some overtime and that I would call her if I didn't work too late. She told me that she didn't care how late it was I should come over.
"I don't care if it is two in the morning lover. Just get here."
I followed Gloria home to her apartment and she started taking off her clothes as soon as we were in the door. She led me to her bedroom and as I took off my clothes I asked her if I had to be out by any specific time. She told me no and I asked if I needed to be on the lookout for a jealous boyfriend and she told me no. I told her I didn't believe that a sexy lady like her didn't have a boyfriend and she told me that they had broken up a couple of weeks ago.
"He wanted to get married and I told him I wasn't ready so he split."
I took one look at her naked body and decided that the man was a fool. He should have hung in there until she was ready. If she wasn't six years older than me I might have tried to latch onto her. I know, I know, what with all the older women I'd been fucking what was the big deal right? Fucking them was one thing, but being married to an older woman didn't appeal to me.
I ate her until I got her off and then said, "Okay; it's your turn."
"I don't like to suck cock. Is it okay if I just play with you until you get hard again and then let you fuck me?"
"I seem to remember you taking my cock in your mouth back when you were teasing me."
"I know, but I didn't suck it. I just mouthed it for a bit."
"I don't see the difference."
"I hate the taste of a guys junk."
"So don't suck it to completion."
"I've tried that, but guys always grab my head and won't let me pull off."
"Well it doesn't matter now anyway. I got hard eating your pussy so if you are truly willing to let me fuck you I'm ready."
She was a pretty good piece of ass. She was active and she was vocal and I was well satisfied with what we had done when I came.
"You want to go again."
"I'll need to clean myself out."
"No you won't" I said and then I went down on her.
"Stop that! It is nasty!"
"Only to you."
I kept munching and pretty soon her fingers were in my hair and she was pulling me against her and moaning. By the time I got her off I was hard again and I moved up and slid into her hot and very wet box. I fucked her to an orgasm and then I fucked her harder and faster until I got mine. I held myself in her until I was soft and then I pulled out.
"Next time, if you want a next time, I'll sit on my hands or let you tie them behind my back so I don't grab your head when you suck me okay?"
She looked at me for a couple of seconds and then she pushed me down onto my back and bent and took my cum covered cock in her mouth. For a girl who said she didn't like the taste of a guy's junk she sure was going to town on mine. Of course it was actually mine and hers mixed and maybe that made a difference. Whatever it was she had me up and ready in minutes and then she asked me to take her doggie.
While I was fucking her from the back I started to finger her asshole and she didn't complain. Maybe next time, if there was a next time, I'd see if I could go there. I got close and put on a burst of speed and got my nut and when I was limp I pulled out.
"I'd love to go again, but I have to get home. I have a paper that I have to turn in tomorrow and it is only two thirds done." I kissed her and said, "Are we going to do this again?"
She put her arms around me, kissed me and said, "As many times as you want and any time that you want, but you need to know that if you expect me to be steady pussy I'm not into sharing."
She saw the look on my face and said, "Is that a deal breaker?"
"Sorta. I have a girlfriend and if you won't share it gives me a problem."
"You have a girlfriend and you are cheating on her with me and Shelly?"
"We have an arrangement. Sort of like an open marriage without the marriage."
"You fuck around on each other and its okay?"
I explained my relationship with Gail and she said, "That is just so out of sight. She the only one?"
No way was I going to bring Mary, mom and Mrs. Evans into the conversation so I said:
"No one other than Shelly."
"Well if you are going to hang with me Shelly is going to have to go. Probably be for the best anyway. Once her old man got it in his head that there was something going on it isn't going to go away. It might not be tomorrow or even this week, but he will be checking on her again and next time you might not get lucky and spot him in time."
"That is going to create a problem in the office between the three of us."
"No it won't. I'll tell Shelly that we hit it off and that we are going to start dating and I'll also tell her that I'm not into sharing and ask her to back off and give us a chance to see if there is a future for us. Shelly and I have never socialized after work so she will never know that we aren't really dating. Unless of course you want to."
Well there it was. Now what Bobby? Everyone was after me to get over Natasha (which I was) and get a new girlfriend and here was one that I didn't even have to go looking for. The problem was that I was a pig! I didn't want to give up mom, Mary, Mrs. Evans or even, for that matter, Shelly. How was I going to be able to take on Gloria as a fulltime girlfriend and find enough time for all the rest of them. I decided to test the waters.
"I think I'd enjoy the hell out of dating you and having you as a girlfriend, but what about you? You sure that you want a boyfriend that is six years younger than you are and who won't be able to take you to the places a woman your age would like to go?"
"I hadn't thought of that."
"Another thing to consider. I still have homework to do, papers to write and lab work that has to be done. I'm not going to have many nights free during the week and I will need to give at least one night during the week and one weekend day to Gail."
"You are sounding like you are trying to find a way out of getting into a relationship with me."
"Oh no sweetie. I want and I'll take as much of you as I can get, but I'm trying to be realistic about things."
"I forgot that you just got out of high school and started college. You sure don't seem like the teenaged boys I went to school with. But yeah; I think I am going to try some cradle robbing. What now?"
"Now I go home and work on a paper that is due."
Once in my car I checked my watch and saw that I could still make it to Mary's, but would I have enough in the tank for her? I didn't think so and besides she would probably smell what Gloria and I had been doing. Better to let it ride.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday, the day I had no classes and had set aside for doing homework, was dragging. I was in the library doing some research when I saw Nancy come in. She spotted me sitting at a table in the reference section and she started heading my way, but then abruptly turned and headed off in another direction. Just as well I thought, I wouldn't know what to say to her anyway.
Bev Abbeg and Carol Weiss came in and saw me and they came over to talk to me. "You doing anything Friday night" Bev asked me.
"Not that I can think of."
"Friday is my birthday and I'm having a party and you are invited."
"Can I ask you a kind of personal question?"
"I guess."
"Is Eddie Wooters invited?"
"No."
"Then I would very much like to come and help you celebrate your birthday."
"Are you and Eddie ever going to put it to rest?"
"It isn't me Bev. All he has to do is stay away from me and leave me alone, but he just won't do it."
Carol laughed and said, "If all the altercations keep turning out the same for Eddie eventually his dick isn't going to work at all."
Bev laughed and said she would see me Friday and the two of them walked away.
At work I'd no sooner started to enter invoices into the computer when Shelly came over to me and said:
"I've been asked to keep my hands off."
"Yeah; well, things kind of happened between Gloria and me. It was completely unexpected. She did make sure that I understood that she wasn't into sharing."
"I'm going to miss our little meetings. If things don't work out keep me in mind."
Twenty minutes later Gloria came over and said, "I saw you talking to Shelly. She tell you I talked to her?"
"She did."
"You going to follow me home tonight?"
"I can't tonight. I've got two papers due in this week and I have to get them done."
I was lying to her. I needed to keep the night open for Gail, Mary or both.
"Can you keep tomorrow open for" me I asked.
"I don't know. The line at my door goes all the way around the block, but I'll think about it and let you know tomorrow."
She was grinning as she walked away.
Just before I got off work I called Mary and she said she was going to be out until round nine and if I could handle seeing her that late she would love to see me. Then I called Gail and she told me to come on over. When she got in the car I asked her what she wanted to do and she said that she would like to go to Skate City.
There were several people there that we knew and we had an enjoyable time. I asked Gail if she wanted to go pitch a little woo and she said no.
"Now is not a good time for me Bobby. I've got some personal problems that are driving me crazy. I should have passed on tonight because I knew I was going to be down. I think you should just run me on home."
When I got her there I asked her if she would be up to going to Bev's party with me Friday and she said no.
"I don't think I'm going to be doing much of anything for a while."
She gave me a big hug and a kiss and went on into her house.
I checked to see what time it was and then I gave Mary a call. She had just gotten home and she told me to hurry on over. She told me to come on in and head straight to the bedroom.
When I got there I found her on the bed naked and using a dildo on herself. She smiled at me and tossed the fake cock on the floor and said:
"Just getting it warmed up for you lover."
I stripped and joined her on the bed and she immediately pulled me into a sixty-nine with her on top and after several minutes of munching on each other she switched ends and settled down on me cowgirl. She rode me for ten minutes and got herself off and then since I can rarely cum with the lady on top I rolled her onto her back and then fucked her hard and fast until I got mine.
While we rested I asked her if she had talked to Gail lately and she said they had talked that afternoon.
"You have any idea of why she is so down in the dumps?"
"Tommy. What else!"
"Tommy? What did he do?"
"She told him that she was going to fly back there, rent an apartment and get a job so she could be near him. He told her not to come because he wasn't going to have any time for her. He flat out told her that she was on her own until he graduated and then if his first posting was in the States they could get married. If he was shipped out of the country she would have to wait until he came back. She did not take it well."
"No wonder she is upset."
"She is going to need you more than ever Bobby. You are going to have to be her shoulder to lean on."
"How the hell can I do that? Sooner or later I'm going to have to get a life of my own. How can I get a girl of my own if I have to crutch Gail all the time?"
"I hate to say this since Tom is my son, but what you need to do is take Gail away from him. You need a girl of your own? You are already spending a good deal of your time with her and we both know she cares for you or she never would have gone along with that idiot idea of Tom's. And if you didn't think pretty good thoughts where she is concerned you wouldn't have gone along with his plan either."
"Think she'd share me with you?"
"To be honest? I'd doubt it. If you were hers I think she would want to keep you to herself. But that is something to think about later. Right now I need you to stuff my butt."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent a lot of time thinking on what Mary had told me. It wasn't really all that way out as far as I was concerned. I'd always liked Gail and I had intended to move on her, but Tom had beaten me to her. And I did remember the day I met Natasha and that when Natasha asked Gail what she thought of my proposal Gail had said that I was a nice guy and that if she didn't already have Tommy she would go for me.
The problem was that Tom was my best bud so how could I justify going after his girl? And Gail loved Tom so how was I supposed to win her away from him even if I could make myself try. Maybe I could get her on the rebound from what Tom had just dumped on her, but could I keep her when he came home? And if I did get her how would I face him when he got home? It was a tempting idea, but one I'd best stay away from. I'd just keep on being the babysitter as long as Gail would let me.
School was school and at lunch time I saw Nancy at a table by herself. I took my tray and went to a table on the other side of the room and again sat with my back to her. I was surprised when a couple of minutes later I heard "May I join you?" and turned to see Nancy standing there. Without waiting for me to say nay or yea she sat down.
"Got a few minutes to talk to the date from hell?"
"It wasn't that bad. In fact there was at least one high point."
"Oh yeah? And what was that?"
"I've never had a date fight a bully to protect me."
She laughed and said, "Unfortunately that was part of the problem."
"How so?"
"I assume most guys know that girls have periods, but I'm betting that most guys our age don't have a clue as to how those monthly visits can affect a girl. It doesn't always happen, but there are times when mine make me moody and put me on edge. It was just my rotten luck that I finally managed to get a date with you during my time of the month and that that particular time it triggered one of my irritable moods.
"Then the date itself seemed to heap shit on me. Your ex cornering you at the bathrooms; you telling me that kids were not in your foreseeable future and then that asshole Wooters. I was in a mess when you headed out toward the Point. It irritated me that you took me for granted and then it irritated me when you did the u-turn when we were almost there.
"What is really stupid about the whole thing? I wanted to go out to the Point with you, steam up the windows of your car and drive all thoughts of other girls from your mind forever. Sometimes I can be my own worst enemy. I know that you aren't a machine, but is there maybe a rewind button on your body that I can push and get a do over? A reset button?"
I sat there looking at her all the while thinking of all the other women who were pushing for some of my time and I wondered where I could fit her in. And then a thought came to me. Why was I giving a shit about finding time for all those others? I needed a girl of my own and sitting with me was one hell of a sexy lady who apparently was applying for the position. Wake the fuck up Bobby!
If I did let you push my reset button when would you be able to attempt a do over?"
"Not until next week. My parents are taking me to Tulsa this week end to visit my grandparents."
"Okay. How about this. You call me when you get back and let me know when you are available."



"You mean it? You'll give me another chance?"
"I just may need to be protected again and you are the only one I know who will do it."
When I got to work Gloria saw me walk in and she gave me a great beaming smile. Stella put me to work with Gloria on payroll and as we worked she asked me if I was going to follow her home after work and I told her that I was planning on it. Then I asked her if she meant what she said about dating me and she said that she did.
"I've been invited to a party tomorrow night. How would you like to be my dare?"
"What kind of party?"
"A birthday party. Don't worry; it isn't a birthday cake and ice cream only party. There will be beer and even some harder stuff there."
"Sounds like fun. I'd love to go."
"We will go right from work, stop and get a bite to eat and then hit the party."
Twenty minutes before quitting time Marge came over to me and told me that my dad wanted to see me in his office. I followed her to his office and she ushered me right in. He was on the phone and he pointed to a chair and I sat down. He finished his conversation and then turned to me and said:
"I think you have spent enough time in the office. I want you to start on the shop floor starting next week. I'm going to turn you over to Hobbs and he is going to see that you learn what goes on in the machine shop. He will probably try to teach you to use a couple of them or at least give you some rudimentary lessons. When your summer break comes you will spend it in the machine shop and when you go back to school we will use you as a fill in on the production line. Finish out the week here in the office. Oh, and I need a favor."
"What?"
"Can you take some time away from spreading pollen and spend some time at home this weekend?"
"I suppose."
"I'm a little worried about your mother. She seems a little off her feed lately. Almost like there is something that bothers her. I have to go out of town this weekend and I'd like it if you would kind of keep her company without being obvious about it."
"Okay. I didn't have any firm plans anyway."
"Good man."
I left the office wondering what that was all about. Two minutes later I found out. Marge called me into her office and told me to shut the door.
"You are a big kid now stud. Actually except for age you are a man. And I know you aren't at all stupid and clueless. I can see it in your eyes that you know of my relationship with your father and I'm not ashamed of it. What he and I have is pretty much what you have going with Shelly and Gloria. Fuck buddies. I'm not in love with your father and he isn't in love with me, but we each fill a need that the other has. I have no intension of trying to steal your father away from your mother. Once again; all we are is fuck buddies. He needs more than he gets from your mom even though I understand that she damn near fucks him to death every chance she gets. On my side of it he gives me bigger and more satisfying orgasms than any other man I have ever known.
"The reason he had his little meeting with you is that he has somehow gotten the idea that she is fucking around on him. I don't believe that she is for even a second. She just isn't that kind. He thinks if you stay close to home she won't step out on him. Not that I believe that she would anyway. He does love her and he is worried so do what you can to help ease his mind. Okay? Take her out to dinner; take her to a movie; just do something so you can tell your dad when he gets home that she had a quiet weekend at home or with you. Okay?"
"I can do that."
"Do a good job and I'll see to it that you are rewarded." She looked me right straight in the eye and said, "Yes indeed stud. I meant just what it sounded like. Now go. You need to finish payroll."
I almost laughed out loud as I left her office. The fox had just been set up to guard the henhouse and when I passed the word back that mom was as pure as the driven snow all weekend I would get a taste of dad's private stock. Priceless. Just fucking priceless.
I got back with Gloria and we finished payroll by quitting time.
As I followed her to her apartment I called mom and asked her if she knew that we had a weekend together coming up.
"He called me and told me about an hour ago."
"I'm just calling to let you know that I'm keeping the entire weekend open for you."
"You didn't need to do that. I had no plans of letting you out of my sight."
"I do have a birthday party to go to tomorrow night, but then I'm all yours."
"Do you have to go?"
"I made a dare with a new girl for tomorrow before I heard that dad was leaving. So yes, I have to go. Talk with you later."
I followed Gloria home and she wasted no time in leading me to her bedroom. She quickly stripped, got on the bed and anxiously waited for me to join her It was obvious what she was waiting for and as I got on the bed with her I was thinking of what Mary told me the day she taught me to eat pussy.
"Learn to do it and do it well and you will be beating off the girls for the rest of your life."
She was absolutely spot on when she said that. Natasha, Gail, Pauline, Mrs. Evans, Shelly, my mom and now Gloria just couldn't seem to get enough of it.
I bent to the task and in almost no time her hands were on my head and her fingers were in my hair and she was moaning "Yesssss." She was so into it that she was surprised and her eyes shot open when I stopped, moved up and slid my cock into her. I got the both of us off and then rested on the bed beside her.
She asked me about the party while she fondled my cock and I told her that it was a birthday party that was really just an excuse to have a party.
"Bev's parents will have sprung for a keg and then gone of to visit some relative or other. There will be dancing in the basement rec room, some drinking and quite possibly some hanky-panky in the upstairs bedrooms. You should have a good time."
Her fondling wasn't getting her the results she wanted so she moved down saying:
"I don't really like doing this, but fair is fair I guess."
It wasn't the best head I'd ever gotten, but is any head really bad? She got the results she wanted and then wanted it doggie. I obliged and while I was banging away I looked down and saw her puckered rosebud and wondered if she did anal. I got a quick answer to that when I started to finger her butt hole.
"Stop that! That's just plain nasty!"
I stopped with the fingering and kept fucking her hard until we both got off and then she told me that she had to call it a night.
"I've got a lot to do to get ready for work tomorrow and to get ready for the party since we will be going right from work."
When I got to my car I looked at my watch and saw that it wasn't horribly late so I used my cell to call Mary. She told me to hurry over and just come on in and up to the bedroom. She was naked and waiting and as soon as I was undressed she said:
"No foreplay lover; just get on and fuck me hard."
I did and after, while we were resting up she said, "I'm a bad girl lover. I shouldn't be doing this."
"Why not?"
"I had dinner with Clyde last night and we are going to try it again so I'm kind of cheating on him. Only kind of because he couldn't come home with me last night and has gone out of town for two days and we really can't start back up until Saturday. I guess I just wanted one last time with my boy toy. I'm going to get you hard and then I'm going to want our last to be in my ass okay?"
When I got home I found a pair of mom's dirty panties on my pillow, but I was too fucked out to use them.
++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and work was entering invoices into the computer. Gloria and I had a light supper at Alfredo's and then we headed for Bev's party.
As I was walking up to Bev's front door I spotted a car that looked like Eddie's but Bev said that he hadn't been invited so maybe it wasn't his; just one that looked like his. However my mantra where Wooters was concerned was better safe than sorry. I went back to my car and got mom's stun gun out of the glove box and turned it on so the charge would build up.
There were quite a few raised eyebrows when I walked in with a woman who was obviously older than I was by a few years and not a few of those raised eyebrows where by people who couldn't understand why a foxy older woman was with me at all. Gloria got more than a few lustful glances and I introduced her around and then got a beer for me and a white wine for Gloria.
Wooters was there!
Bev came up to me and told me that she hadn't invited him. "He came with Angie Meyers. If I had known they were seeing each other I wouldn't have invited her. Please don't ruin my party Bobby."
"I never start these things Bev. I stay away from him. The problem is that he won't stay away from me. Besides, he always starts things outside. When I get ready to leave I'll try to sneak out when he isn't looking."
It was a good party. Gloria and I danced and drank and drank and danced. Actually I didn't drink all that much because I wasn't a big fan of drinking and driving, but since I was driving Gloria did let go and pretty soon she was flying. When she was buzzed she got flirty, but I wasn't worried about it. The only thing that put a bit of a damper on the party for me was that I had to keep track of Wooters.
Because Gloria was so hot (and flirty) I had guys asking me if I minded them dancing with her. I told them it was okay with me if it was okay with her.
"You mean it" she asked.
"I brought you here to have fun so have fun."
I did keep an eye on her to make sure none of the guys let their hands start to roam, but I didn't really expect that would happen. We all knew each other and had been friends forever, but still -- Gloria was seriously a hot babe so it wouldn't hurt to keep an eye out.
Maybe two and a half hours into the party I looked around and didn't see Gloria. I'd been talking basketball with Mike Ashbury and Greg Barnes and I guess I'd let time get away from me. I went looking for Gloria, but she seemed to have disappeared.
I needed to pee, but there was a line at the downstairs bathroom. I knew there was another one upstairs so I headed up there to see if maybe the line was shorter. There was no line so I went in and took my whiz and when I came out I saw Angie Meyers at the other end of the hall. She saw me and motioned me to come to her. In a low voice she said:
"I was just about to come looking for you."
"Why?"
"Are you in a deep relationship with your date?"
"Why do you ask that?"
She quietly opened the door we were standing in front of a crack and with her head she motioned me to look inside. I did and saw a shocker. Gloria didn't like sucking cock? Anal was nasty? She must have gone through a major change in attitude between her place and Bev's because she was on the bed on her hands and knees and three guys had her airtight and it sure as hell to me looked like she was loving it.
She was driving back at the cock in her ass and she pushed back so hard that the cock in her mouth fell out. "Fuck me damn it; fuck me hard" she cried and then she stretched her neck out to get the cock back in her mouth. Eddie said, "Like it in your ass huh?" Gloria took her mouth off the cock and said, "I fucking love it" and she went back to sucking the cock.
Angie quietly whispered, "Are you as pissed as I am?"
For a second I wondered why Angie would be pissed that my date was being gang fucked and then I noticed that the cock in Gloria's ass belonged to Angie's date -- Eddie Wooters!
Angie eased the door closed and asked in a whisper, "What are you going to do?"
"If it was anyone other than Wooters I would go back to the party, wait for her to be ready to leave and then take her home and never call her again, but because it is Wooters and because of our history I can't ignore it. I don't doubt for a minute that he is doing it to rub it in my face. I can't let it stand."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Break it up and make the break as painful to Eddie as I can. I brought her so I'm responsible for seeing to it that she gets home, but it will be a cold day in hell before we ever get together again. What I need for you to do, if you will, is follow me in, close the door and then stand in front of it so no one can run out. I'm going to try and not ruin Bev's party if I can do it. Okay?"
"I can do that."
We opened the door and walked into the room. Eddie looked over and saw me and sneered as he kept fucking Gloria's ass. The sneer was replaced by a dozen very different facial expressions as I touched the stun gun to his naked ass. It produced some interesting results. The charge went into Eddie and then through his cock into Gloria and through her pussy into Gary Thomas through his cock. It also went through Gloria's mouth into Arnie Bateman's dick and as a result all four of them were shaking and their eyes were rolling around in their heads. I hadn't expected that. I thought that when I hit Eddie the other two would scramble away from Gloria and try to run away. Then with Angie blocking the door I would have a talk with them about disrupting Bev's party, but with them out of commission that wasn't going to happen.
Eddie took most of the charge and he was shaking and flopping around although still connected to Gloria. I pulled him off her and he fell to the floor. I pulled Gloria off of Thomas and saw that the dose she got through Eddie wasn't enough to have her flopping around and falling to the floor so I pushed her over to Angie to hold her up. I also noticed that I wasn't going to have to dress her. All they had done was push her skirt up around her waist and pull her panties off of her. I looked for her panties, but couldn't find them so I said to hell with it. My seats were leather and if she leaked on them they would clean up easy enough.
I bent over Eddie and touched the recharged stun gun to his cock and pulled the trigger. He screamed and arched up from the floor and then fell back to the floor and went back to shaking and flopping. I looked at Thomas and Bateman and said:
"We used to be friends, but from now on you would be wise to stay clear of me."
I turned to leave and Angie pushed Gloria to me. She took a friendship ring off her finger and went over to Eddie and put it in his mouth.
"If you can hear me you fuck head don't bother to call."
She helped me get Gloria out of the room and then asked, "What next?"
"Take her home and dump her."
"Can you give me a lift? My ride is in there on the floor."
"No problem. If you can guide her out to my car I'll go find her coat and purse and join you."
"You hold her while I go get mine and then I'll take her out."
She got her purse and led Gloria out while I went and got Gloria's stuff. As I was leaving I saw Bev and I said:
"I'm sorry Bev, but it wasn't my fault."
"What wasn't your fault" she asked, but I was already walking away and I didn't answer her.
We put Gloria on the back seat and Angie and I got up front. Before we were a block away we heard Gloria crying and then she blubbered:
"I didn't mean to. I really didn't mean to. It wasn't supposed to happen. It wasn't."
I looked over at Angie and started to laugh.
"What are you laughing about?"
"The situation. When we left her house she told me that she was really looking forward to getting laid tonight. I thought she meant that it was going to be me."
I pulled into the parking lot at Gloria's apartment and she was still crying and blubbering "I didn't mean it. It wasn't supposed to happen" when I drove off and left her standing there. It was the first time in my life that I deliberately did not walk my date to her door at the end of a date.
As I pulled out of the parking lot Angie said, "We are in the same boat."
"What do you mean?"
"I expected to get laid tonight too."
I didn't know what to say to that so I just drove. A minute later she said:
"It still could happen."
I looked over at her and she smiled at me and asked, "You got a place?"
My eyes were back on the road and she said, "I'm not talking romance here Bobby; I'm talking revenge. What better way for the two of us to get back at that bastard. He fucked your date so you fuck his. And to make it even better I'll call him and thank him for getting me together with you so that I could finally find out what a decent fuck was like."
"You really want to do it?"
"Dead serious Bobby; dead serious."
+++++++++++++++++++
I was really going to have to talk to someone about getting a rate at the Starlight.
Angie beat me in the race to undress and she was lying on the bed with her legs spread wide when my last article of clothing hit the floor.
"Don't need no stinking foreplay here Bobby. Just get right to it."
I feasted me eyes on the sight and she was going to get foreplay even if she didn't want it. I was looking at the first shaved pussy I had ever seen and there was no way on God's green Earth that I was going to pass up the chance to taste it without a load of cum in it and I would make damned sure that I would taste it when it was full.
"What are you doing" she asked as I moved between her legs and sent my mouth to her treasure.
"I'm going to enjoy myself" I said as I dug in.
"Oh my God; what are you doing?" she cried as she tried to scoot away. The headboard stopped her, but she tensed, pushed at my shoulders and moaned, "No no, you can't."
I ignored her and after a minute or so I felt her starting to relax. Another minute and her hands were resting on my head. Resting, not pushing. Suspected that Angie had never been eaten before and I was determined to stay after it until I got her off. Another couple of minutes and then the hands resting on my head turned to fingers moving through my hair and then into hands trying to pull my head inside her.
And then she came! Her body went stiff as a board and she cried out as her body started shaking and shuddering. While that was happening I moved up and pushed my cock into her. Her eyes shot open, her legs came up and clamped my body and then her hands grabbed my head and pulled it down to hers and she kissed me hard. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and she moaned as I drove into her. She got off twice more before I did and when I pulled out and fell to the bed beside her she rolled on top of me and said:
"I don't know that I'm ever going to let you get more than six inches away from me for the rest of my life. That was incredible Bobby; just fucking incredible. I never knew. I had no idea."
I was looking up at her and I saw tear running down her cheek. I reached up and brushed it away and she put her head to my chest and hugged me.
"If I wash myself real good can we do it again?"
"No."
I saw the crestfallen look on her face and I smiled at her and said, "No Angie; we are not going to waste the time to wash" and I rolled her over and slid down to worship at that beautiful naked snatch. I worked at it until I got her off again and when I moved away from her pussy she said:
"I don't know how."
"You don't know how to what?"
"To do you. I've never done it. I don't know how."
"The question is do you want to? It isn't something that you do because you think you owe it. You do it because you want to give pleasure to your partner."
"I want to do it. I just don't know how."
For the next fifteen minutes I ran Angie through Cock Sucking 101 sub-titled, The Way Bobby Likes It Done, and I do have to say that the girl was a quick study. When I felt that she'd done enough I got her up on her hands and knees and did her doggie.
As I drove her home she said, "I'd never done any of that stuff before tonight. I haven't been a virgin for a long time, but I never did any of that oral stuff. None of the guys I've been with ever asked me to suck them and none of them ever tried to do me like you did. I'm glad you didn't stop when I tried to get you to. I never knew Bobby; I never knew. If we hadn't gotten together tonight I might have never known."



She was silent for several blocks and then said, "I wonder what else is there that I don't know about."
"You ever done anal?"
"Oh god no. To me that would be even nastier than having my pussy mouthed."
"You found out that you were wrong about that so maybe you will find that you are wrong about anal also. Most of the girls I've done it with seem to like it a lot. I guess it is all a matter of personal preference."
When I got her home she asked, "Will I see you again?"
"If you want."
"I do Bobby; I really do."
"I've got stuff going all weekend so can I call you around the first of the week?"
"Please do."
I walked her to her door and got one hell of a goodnight kiss. I was home in bed by two and I fell asleep thinking about that smooth bald pussy.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mom let me sleep until eight before she gave me her usual Saturday morning alarm clock blow job. When she had me awake and up -- pointing up at the ceiling up -- she mounted me cowgirl and said:
"Mommy is a little upset with her motherfucker. Mommy wanted it all night, but you wasted it on some bubble gum chewing teeny bitch would probably didn't know how to appreciate it anyway."
She bounced up and down on me until I needed to pop and then I rolled her onto her back and fucked her as hard as I could, After getting us both off she fixed me breakfast and then told me of her plans for the day.
"We are going to fuck in every room in the house and on every piece of furniture that is big enough or strong enough to hold us. If we don't get it all done today will work on it tomorrow. We have until five or six o'clock Monday to get it done."
I didn't bother to ask her why she felt it had to be done, because I'm sure that it had something to do with mom's relationship with my dad and I was perfectly willing to stay in the dark where that was concerned. And while on that subject I decided that mom did not need to know about my talk with dad and Marge. Around two, with the living room and laundry room behind us, mom told me that we were going to be going to a party after dinner.
"You have never met any of my sorority sisters from college, except for Mary of course, and none of them have any idea who you are, so tonight I'm going to scandalize them. We are having a reunion and I'm going to it with my boy toy. Will it embarrass you if I give you a blow job while they watch?"
"No more than it will embarrass you to do it."
"Oh I won't be embarrassed motherfucker. They have all seen me do it before. Our sorority was known on campus as "Slut Central." You have heard about wild assed frat parties? Well some of our sorority parties made frat parties look like first grade recess."
Aren't you forgetting that Mary is one of your sorority sisters? You going to blow me if she is there?"
"I talked to her Wednesday. She can't make it."
I figured that she was shitting me right?
At 8:25 I was sitting on a couch in a hospitality room at one of the local hotels and my pants were down around my ankles and mom was kneeling between my legs and sucking my cock while twenty-three of her college sorority sisters watched and cheered her on. There were six other men in the room, husbands who were apparently in some sort of swap group made up of sorority sisters, and whom every one trusted to keep quiet about the proceedings.
After mom got me hard she stood up and turned and sat down on my cock and rode me reverse cowgirl to cries of "Way to go Madge" and "You go girl." One of the men came up to mom, unzipped and offered his cock to her mouth and she leaned forward and took it. Then a sexy looking redhead came up to us and said to mom:
"If you can fuck around with mine I get to play with yours."
She stood on the couch in such a way that her uncovered cunt was right in my face. So just as mom had leaned forward to take on the guy I leaned forward and buried my face in the red haired bush. While that was going on everyone in the room started stripping and pretty soon there were couples fucking all over the place.
Those that weren't fucking were watching. And as I glanced around the room I met a pair of bemused eyes that almost caused my cock to wilt. The eyes belonged to someone who was not supposed to be there. Mary grinned at me and blew me a kiss and then walked off to socialize.
Mom got us both off just about the time that I gave the red head an orgasm. I saw white leaking out of the corner of mom's mouth and I figured that she'd managed to get the guy in her mouth off. As the four of us untangled I whispered to mom:
"Try not to show fear mommy dear, but if you will look to your right you will see something you probably would rather not."
She looked and then said, "Shit!!"
About then a guy came up and tried to bend her over the back of the couch so he could fuck her, but she pushed him away and said loud enough for all to hear:
"My pussy is off limits to everyone but my husband and my boy-toy. I'm open for blow jobs and hand jobs and that is all." Then she turned to me and said, "And that goes for you too stud. Oral and hand only. That cock is mine. Understand?"
I smiled and said, "Yes dear" and everyone laughed.
Mom ended up sucking off all six of the other guys who were there and I ate five of the women -- one of them Mary -- before mom said we had to be going. As we were heading for the door Mary said to mom:
"I'll call you in a day or two dear. We have much to talk about."
As we walked to my car I asked mom what she was going to do.
"Nothing. If she tries to cause me problems or give me a ration of shit I'll throw what I know about you and Tom right back at her."
Once in the car and on the way home she said, "Is mommy's motherfucker upset with mommy for sucking up so much cum tonight?"
"The only thing mommy's motherfucker is upset about is that he was sure mommy was going to pull a train once she got going and mommy disappointed him."
"Maybe next year."
"Next year?"
"We get together once a year. I do let loose, but I limit myself to hand jobs and blow jobs. Maybe next year I'll give you your wish."
"Something to look forward to."
"When we get home mommy will let her motherfucker do her six times and he can pretend he is a different man each time."
Mommy's motherfucker only got to pretend to be three train riders, but we did get the dining room, family room and garage out of the way. As an added bonus, at least for mom, the one in the garage was on the hood of dad's car.
Sunday was a lazy day. Mom woke me up around nine and we had a leisurely fuck and then went out to breakfast. Then more leisurely fucks through out the day. By the time we went to bed the only thing we hadn't gotten to was the chest style freezer in the basement and mom told me she would wake me up early enough to get that one out of the way.
As I was falling asleep a strange thought came to me. It had been the first weekend in what seemed like forever that I didn't run across Natasha.
++++++++++++++++
Monday morning she got me up at five and we did it on the freezer and then went back to bed and she had me do her one more time in her butt.
We showered together and as she washed my back she said, "I don't want to wait until next Saturday. We have to find a way to get together during the week."
"You are dead set against my getting an apartment."
"I know. I'll try to think of something."
I was sitting in the cafeteria at the Student Union when Bev walked up to the table. I expected her to go off on me, but she surprised me.
"I should be pissed at you Bob. I asked you not to fuck up my party, but when I got the story from Angie this morning I decided that the asshole had it coming to him. At least you kept it in that bedroom and no one knew about it until well after it happened. So I guess I'll invite you to the next party I have."
"Thank you."
She walked away but before I could go back to reviewing my notes Nancy came up and sat down.
"Are we still going to get together this week or have I lost my chance?"
"Why would you say that?"
"Angie Meyers is positively gushing over what you did with her on Friday and she is making sounds that lead me to believe that she has set her sights on you. How come I'm finding out about your special talents from a third party instead of from you?"
She must have seen something in my facial expression so she laughed and said:
"Relax Bobby. I know it was my fault that I never found out first hand, but that brings up the question of when we will get together."
"I don't know. Last Friday they changed my schedule at work and today will be my first day on the new schedule I'll need to see how it is going to go before I can make plans. Maybe by this time tomorrow I'll have a better idea."
"As long as you don't forget about me."
"I won't."
At work I was put with Harry Short to learn how to operate a lathe. I didn't need much in the way of training because I had learned to use a lathe in a shop class in high school. What I had to learn was how to make some of the things that the company made on the lathe. I was familial with drill presses, cut-off saws and a few other machines, but there were several machines in the shop that I had never seen before and my father's goal for me was to at least become basically familiar with each machine, know what it could do and what part it played in company operations.
The afternoon went quickly and just before the end of the shift I was told to report to Marge in the office. I saw Gloria across the room when I walked in and she saw me and hurriedly turned away from me. Marge's door was open and she was on the phone so she waved me to a chair. I sat and waited until she ended her phone conversation. She hung up and turned to me and asked:
"So how was your weekend?"
"Quiet and peaceful. Helped around the house and then took mom out to dinner and a movie. Sunday was more of the same."
"She didn't try to get you out of the way so she could get to a phone and talked to anyone? Maybe set up a date?"
"Not at all. In fact she asked me if I would stick around most of the weekend because she had things she wanted to do that she was going to need help with."
"I didn't think that there was anything to worry about, but your father can be such a worrier some times.
"Since you have sort of brought me in on things can I ask why? I mean if dad loves mom so much why are you and he doing it?"
"Stress relief. When stress builds up in people they find ways to get rid of it or tone it down. Some reach for a bottle and others take up some sport or other where they can bash things. Your dad relieves his stress by having sex. I like sex and I like your dad so I'm the designated reliever. I told you last week I'm not trying to take him away from your mom and he has no interest in leaving her. He does love her. Now. For your reward."
She handed me a piece of paper and I saw it had an address and a phone number on it.
"Will tonight at seven work for you?"
"Seven is fine with me." I paused and then asked, "Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why are you doing this?"
"Honestly? Because you are a stud."
"Me? Not hardly."
"Girls talk stud; just like the guys do. According to Shelly and Gloria you are a stud. And also according to both of them you are extremely good at doing what a lot of girls like and some actually love. I happen to be one of those girls. What's more, accord to the girls, you not only do it and are good at it, but you seem to like doing it. That straight up enough for you?"
"I still don't understand why. You have my father for that."
"The thing you are so good at and like doing? Your father doesn't. Doesn't like or do."
"So it isn't a kinky thing? Getting a charge out of doing father and son?"
She gave me a big grin and said, "Well, there is that too."
When she opened the door for me she had on a bathrobe. As soon as the door closed behind me the robe fell to the floor and I saw here in nylons, garter belt and 'come fuck me' high heels. She did a slow turn and then asked:
"You like?"
She reached for me belt and I said, "You are about to uncover the answer to your question"
And she did see the answer when she pushed my pants down to my ankles. She couldn't miss it since it almost poked her in the eye. She took hold of it, stroked it a couple of times and then stood up and said:
"Hurry up and get your clothes off."
I stripped right there in her living room, let my clothes fall to the floor and then followed her into her bedroom. She sat down on the bed and said:
"Bring it to me stud."
I walked up to her and she took my cock in her mouth. I let her taste it and then I pushed her back onto her bed. She gave me a "WTF" look and I said:
"We need to get to what I'm here for."
She smiled, spread her legs and waited. As I bent to the task I remembered again the words of Mary when she taught mw how to eat her pussy.
I worked at it until I got Marge off and then I fucked her. After I fucked her I ate her again, much to her surprise, and midway into it she squirmed her way into a sixty-nine. As soon as she had me hard I got her on her hands and knees and took her doggie. I think I got her off a couple of times, but you can't always tell with some women. I got mine and then I fell to the bed next to her.
Marge was breathing hard as she lay there looking up at the ceiling. Finally she said:
"The girls didn't lie or exaggerate. The only question now is when can you move in?"
I laughed and said, "Right! I can see it now. I come home and find a necktie hanging on the door knob which would be your way of telling me to find something to do for a couple of hours because my dad was here getting some stress relief."
She laughed and said, "I hadn't thought of that."
"But if I know ahead of time he won't be here I can visit as much as you would like."
"Fifteen minutes ago I would have said to hell with your father and I'll quit my job and we can get married. Now that your mouth is off my beaver and you don't have your dick in me I can think a little more clearly. I like the 'visit as much as I'd like' idea. The nice part is that with your work schedule I can always let you know at the end of your shift if I'll be alone that night or not."
She laughed again and said, "Although it might be a hoot to cut your dad off and then become his daughter in law."
"You would marry me even though you are way older than me?"
"Just you hold up on that 'way older' stuff bubba."
"You are what -- thirty-two or thirty-three? That's thirteen years older."
"A marriage made in Heaven stud. They say a woman hits her sexual prime in her thirties and forties and studs your age are at the top of their game. We'd be perfect for each other."
"Uh-huh, and we would live on love right? We'd have to because dad would fire you and disown me. I'd be trying to keep us going by flipping burgers and asking "Would you like fries with that?" No thanks."
I slid down and went to work on her honey-pot and she again worked her way into a sixty-nine. When she had me hard again she asked me, "Do you do asses?"
When I was dressed and ready to leave she asked me when I could come and visit again and I had to tell her that I wasn't sure.
"I'm in sort of a developing relationship and I don't know where it is going. I can make it over a couple of times a week until I know if Angie and I are going to go anywhere. If we do I'll have to go into faithful mode, but until then? I'll just have to play it by ear."
"As far as I know right this minute the only evening I have anything going is Wednesday. I'll take any or all of the rest that you can give me. Just let me know. And there won't be any more of this eight o'clock stuff. You can follow me straight home from work and I'll feed you before I fuck you. Okay?"
"Deal."
As I pulled away from Marge's place I wondered what it would be like to be married to her. I smiled. I could do it. Oh yeah; I most definitely could do it. And then I had another thought. Why did I say Angie when I mentioned I had a relationship? Why hadn't I said Nancy?
Mom and dad were in bed when I got home and I headed straight up to my room. I worked on my homework for about an hour and then went to bed. As I settled in and started to nod off I had another thought. My dad had two women -- mom and Marge -- and I was fucking them both. Just how fucking weird was that?
To be continued.
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I thought I was having a wet dream, but it was my mom waking me up with a blow job. I looked over at the clock and saw that it was only six. I tensed and started to push her away, but she took her mouth off me long enough to say:
"Don't panic baby; he had to go in early. We are alone."
I relaxed and she worked on me for a little bit longer and then she moved into a sixty-nine over me. I knew as soon as I tasted her pussy that dad had gotten the same wake up I was being given. I had known that it was coming. Mom had warned me some time ago that it would happen and in truth it didn't bother me. I'd done it with Gail and Mary and it hadn't hurt me, but it sure seemed to do something for them.
That's what it was all about right? Giving your partner pleasure? God knows my pleasure meter was pegged out a great deal of the time.
When mom was ready she switched ends, lowered herself onto my cock and started riding me cowgirl. She rode me through two orgasms and got me to where I absolutely, positively had to get off and then I rolled her onto her back and pounded her until I came. I looked at the clock and saw that we had time for one more and a shower before I had to leave for school.
I swung around and went into a sixty-nine with me on top this time and kept at it until I was stiff enough then I pulled mom into the dog position and fucked her until we both got off. I pulled out and headed for the shower and was not overly surprised when mom got in with me. After (and because of) all of the soaping, washing and rinsing I had mom leaning against the wall with her legs spread while I did her one more time from behind.
+++++++++++++++++++
School was school, but when I got to the cafeteria at lunch time I had to face my first major problem of the day. Ahead of me in line were Gail, Angie and Nancy. No matter which one I chose to sit with it would piss off the other two. Then things got confusing, at least for me.
The three of them sat down together.
I had been noticed in line and Nancy was waiting for me when I finished paying the cashier.
"We saved you a seat" and she led me -- actually she took hold of my sleeve and pulled me -- over to the table and when I sat down Nancy said:
"Welcome to the first meeting of the SBC."
"The SBC? What is that?"
"The Share Bobby Committee."
"What the heck is that?"
"It is a committee made up of the three of us and our goal is to come up with an equitable way to share your time."
I looked at the three of them and then decided to just keep quiet.
"It is an interim committee that will probably dissolve in a couple of months or so. I've appointed myself chairman."
I could keep quiet. I just had to ask why.
"I'm a realist. I want you, but so does Angie and Gail has a previous claim on some of your time. I understand your arrangement with Gail and I have no desire to interfere. Angie has had a taste of you and wants more and as I said, I want you, but I understand that I'm going to have to share. I don't expect Angie to be around too long because she is hopelessly in love with Bert Cummings and no matter who she might be with she will drop him in a heartbeat when Bert comes calling, but I also know that she really, really wants more of what you gave her last week.
"How best to see that the three of us get what we want? Work out a schedule. It won't be rigid because each of the three of us will be out of commission for several days every month and hopefully our cycles won't coincide."
She looked at me and asked, "What do you think?"
"I think you overlooked the most important thing in your plan."
"What would that be?"
"Me. Monday and Thursday are Marge's nights. Pam gets Tuesdays. Mary gets Wednesday and every other Friday. Gail gets every other Friday and Saturday. I was saving Sunday for you, but I guess I can work it so you and Angie can alternate Sundays. Maybe you can talk Gail into giving up some of her time."
I looked at my watch and then said, "Got to run girls. I'm sure that you can work it out without me being here. Catch you later" and I got up and headed out.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Hobbs put me on a lathe when I got to work. He gave me a blueprint and a work order, asked me if I had any questions and when I said no he took off to do something else. The work order said that I needed to make fifty of the parts so I got busy. I got the last part made five minutes before quitting time and handed the completed work order to Fred. He gave me a look that I read as say "You're kidding me" and I knew that he would be checking out my parts before I was out of sight.
At quitting time I swung by Marge's office.
"Not tonight stud." She giggled and said, "Unless you like sloppy seconds behind your daddy."
Wouldn't be the first time I thought, but what I said was, "Ugh!! I'll pass."
She laughed and said, "Too bad. I'd really get a kick out of that."
"You are bad. Almost evil."
Another laugh and then, "Isn't that what you really want? A deliciously bad and evil hot body?"
"Point taken."
"If you change your mind give me a call about eight."
She got up, came around her desk, put her arms around me and kissed me. She gave me a little tongue and then she broke the kiss and said:
"Did you taste him? I had his cock in my mouth twenty minutes ago."
If she thought that she was going to shock me I had a surprise for her. I pulled her into my arms, kissed her with tongue, broke the kiss and said:
"Play your games sweetie, but you need to remember that daddy only gets half the job done. He fucks you and gets his cock sucked, but I get that too. I'm the total package sweetie. I give the same as he does, but I eat your pussy and I'll fuck your ass and if you have other needs and wants I can probably take care of them also. Want to be peed on? Want to pee on me? Want to have sex someplace where there is a danger of being caught? You ask and I'll probably do it. Will daddy? You have my cell number. Call me when he's gone."
She looked at me for several seconds and then said, "Are you really only nineteen?"
"Call me" I said and then I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Once in my car I used my cell to call Gail. After exchanging greetings I asked:
"What was that all about at lunch?"
"Pretty much what you heard. Nancy called me. Apparently she is hot for your body. She knows about us and I guess you told her that any dating you did had to allow for time spent with me so she felt that she had to talk to me about it."
"She doesn't know all about us. All she knows is that I date you to keep you occupied while Tom is gone."
"That's the idea I left her with too. I don't know about Angie. What was that all about?"
I explained what had happened Friday.
"So is Nancy going to be your new conquest?"
"Everyone keeps telling me that I need to get a girlfriend and I guess Nancy was in the running until today."
"You say that like she is no longer in the running."
"She isn't. Today put her in a new light. She is obviously a manipulative and controlling type and I don't need one of those in my life. I may take a shot at getting into her panties, but she is out of the running in the girlfriend stakes."
"Who was she running against?"
"There were two. Angie was one of them until I heard about Bert Cummings. I don't need another girl that someone can take away from me."
"You said two. Who is the other?"
"You."
"Me? You just said that you don't need a girl that can be taken away from you. Have you forgotten about Tommy?"
"No, but I think that Tom might have forgotten about you. I had a long talk with Mary the other night and she told me what is going on between you and Tom. She flat out told me that you deserve better and that I should seriously consider going after you. And who knows Tom better than his mom?"
"Tom loves me. I know he does."
"I'm sure that he does, but given what Mary tells me I have to wonder where you are on his list of priorities. His telling you not to bother coming to him and his telling you that your marriage has to wait until he comes home from overseas duty has to make me wonder. Especially since it is not a given that he will return to the States following an overseas posting. What if he gets sent to Germany, does his time there and then gets sent to Korea or some other duty station outside the US?
"But none of that matters to me. We are doing everything a couple does anyway so we will just bring it out into the open and let everyone see it. If Tom comes for you you drop me and go to him."
"That's the same thing that you just said that you didn't want to happen if you went with Angie."
"No it isn't. I don't have anything going with Angie. If we got something going I would be invested in it and if Cummings came along and took her away I would be really pissed at the both of them. You are totally different. I already have something going with you and the understanding was that I was keeping you for Tom. If he comes back I would expect you to leave me. I would be invested in the relationship, but I would know where I stood. The only way I would get pissed would be if you gave up on Tom, married me, but then left me for him if he ever came back."
"You are serious about this."
"Of course I am. We are totally compatible as a couple and I care about you a lot. Think on it some okay?"
"All right."
'Want to get together tonight?"
"I don't think so. I've got a lot of thinking to do and I need to keep a clear head to do it. Something I can't do when you are giving me orgasms."
"Okay. Call me when you want to get out and do something."
When I got home mom told me that dinner would be a little late.
"Your father is hung up at the plant. Said he would be here around seven-thirty. We have time for a quickie if you would like."
"I'd like, but should we take the chance? We don't know for sure when he is going to get here and I don't think we want to get caught."
"No problem" she said as she took off her panties. "You do me from behind as I'm bent over the back of the couch. That way we will see his headlights when he turns into the driveway."
The timing was perfect. I'd just finished cumming and mom was putting her panties back on when dad turned into the driveway. Mom headed for the kitchen as I pulled my pants up from where they had been pooled around my ankles and then went to help her by setting the table.
I was sitting at the table eating and talking shop with dad when my phone rang. I took it out of my pocket and saw that the caller was Marge.
"You coming over stud or should I clean myself up?"
"Don't you dare! I'll be there in thirty minutes."
"Why are you making me wait so long?"
"I'm eating dinner with my parents right now."
"Your father is there?"
"You bet."
"And you are looking at him as we make plans for you to fuck his girlfriend?"
"That's right."
"Far out! Hurry stud. I'm all charged up."
"Hang in there sweetie. Help is on the way."
"Hot date" dad asked.
"She misses me. I haven't known her all that long and she misses me."
"Daughter in law material?"
"I can only hope."
"When do we get to meet her" mom asked.
Now that would be worth watching I thought as I said, "I don't know. We are still getting used to each other. I don't want to put too much pressure on her just yet."
I could see the dried cum on her leg as she stood watching me undress.
"Hurry baby; if you hurry I can say I did father and son in the space of two hours. Just the idea has me hot."
"Maybe next time I can hide in the closet and nail you before his car pulls out of the parking lot."
"Oh God; that would be such a kick. We just have to do it."
"Set it up" I said as I pushed her back on her bed. She spread her legs wide and smiled at me as she said:
"You gonna fuck me or eat me?"
"Both."
The look on her face said, "Yeah. Right!"
"You think I won't?"
Again she didn't say a word, but her facial expression was saying, "You don't have the balls."
I surprised the hell out of her when I buried my face in her bush. She laughed and said:
"Leave enough in there so you can feel what it is like to have sloppy seconds after daddy."
"Won't be the first time" I was thinking as I started eating her. I stayed at it until she had a climax and then while she was still feeling it I moved up and buried my bone in her pussy. I fucked her three times, once in her ass, and then I reached for my clothes.
"Can you stay the night" she asked. "I would love to go to work in the morning with a fresh load in me. Maybe I can give daddy some of his baby's sloppy seconds. Only fair right?"
Whether dad would get sloppy seconds or not I don't know, but I did spend then night and I did leave Marge with a fresh load when I left her to go to school.
+++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and when I hit the cafeteria for lunch I saw Angie sitting alone and I asked her if I could join her. She said yes so I sat down and as soon as I was sitting Angie said:
"I'm sorry for yesterday. I don't know why I let Nancy talk me into it."
"Not a problem, but tell me something. Is what she said about Bert Cummings right?"
"Partly."
"What does "partly" mean?"
"I've been hung up on Bert since the seventh grade, but he has never seemed to have any interest in me."
"Does he know how you feel?"
"I guess. Remember the Sadie Hawkins Day dance in the tenth grade?"
I nodded my head yes.
"I asked him to the dance and he went with me. After it was over I told him that I'd had a great time and I'd love to do it again. He never called me. I've sent him birthday cards and Christmas cards so he has to know that I'm interested, but it appears that it is all one way. So I very much doubt that what Nancy said is ever going to come to pass."
"So you and Bert have no plans for tonight?"
"Are you making fun of me?"
"No. Just trying to see if you had any plans that would keep you from saying yes if I asked you out."
"You are asking me out?"
"When I took you home Friday I left with the impression that you wouldn't mind seeing me again. Was I mistaken?"
"No. No you weren't."
"So will you go out with me tonight?"
"Yes."
"Pick you up at seven?"
"I'll be ready."
++++++++++++++++++++
Fred had a work order for me when I got to work. I read the print, set up the lathe and got to work. The work order was for sixty pieces and when I had about twenty of them done Fred came a randomly chose two of them, took the print and checked them out. He put them back with no comment so I assumed that they were within specs so I continued on.
I turned in the completed work order about ten minutes before quitting time and Fred told me he had something different for me in mind for the next day.
"All we are supposed to be doing is making you familiar with the operations and it is obvious to me that you have the lathe down pat. Tomorrow I think we are going to give you some turret lathe time."
"I'll be looking forward to it."
I swung by the office to check in with Marge, but she wasn't in her office when I got there. Shelly saw me and came over to me.
"I hear that things are not so good between you and Gloria. Any truth to that?"
"I'm afraid so."
"Does that mean that I can maybe get my hooks back in you?"
"If you are still interested."
"Silly boy. When?"
"Tomorrow?"
"If I have to wait that long I guess I can."
"Sorry, but I already have made plans for tonight."
"I'll forgive you as long as you don't forget that tomorrow is mine."
"When you get off work drive over and park behind the dumpster. I'll meet you there."
I was just getting ready to leave when Marge came out of the ladies bathroom. I followed her into her office and closed the door behind me.
"Whatcha need stud?"
"Just checking in."
"Bullshit! You are dying of curiosity. You want to know if daddy soaked in what you left in me this morning."
"Did he?"
"As a matter of fact he did and you will not believe how turned on that made me. We have got to do that again and soon."
"Keep in mind that I really do want to do that closet thing."
"You are so bad."
"Would you have anything to do with me if I wasn't?"
She smiled and said, "Get out of here before we get in trouble."
"I don't know. It might be fun to do it on your desk."
"Maybe, but not today. Daddy is still in the building."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Angie was looking good. She was also blunt and to the point.
"Whatever we do I have to be home by midnight so can we please set aside some of our date to do what we did Friday?"
"We can use all of our time on that if that is what you want."
"Could we?"
As I drove to the Starlight she sat quietly looking out the window. After a few miles she said:
"I don't understand what has happened to me. I never used to be like this."
"Like what?"
"Always thinking of what we did Friday." She was silent for maybe a minute and then she said, "I wasn't a virgin. I liked making love, but I didn't think about it all the time. Since Friday it seems to be all I think about." She paused and then said, "I did it you know."
"Did what?"
"Called Eddie and thanked him for doing what he did so I could find out what really good sex was like. I told him that you were so much better at it than anyone I'd ever been with."
"What did he say to that?"
"Called me a fucking bitch and hung up on me."
Once inside the room I asked her what she wanted to do.
"I want to do you first. Once you start doing me I'm going to want you to never stop. I know that sounds selfish but I can't help it."
"No problem sweetie. There will be plenty of pleasure for the both of us."
She started sucking my cock and she was doing a heck of a lot better at it than she had done on Friday. Almost as if she was reading my mind she said:
"I wanted to be better for you so I've been practicing on large carrots and cucumbers."
She went back to it and I tried to remember if I came in her mouth Friday or pulled out. I couldn't remember so I told her when I was ready to cum. She didn't take her mouth off me and when I came she swallowed. I noticed the look on her face and said:
"You didn't have to do that Angie." Remembering my lessons from Mary I said, "If you don't like it don't do it. This is all about pleasure. Yours as well as mine. Doing things you don't want to do or don't like to do subtracts from the experience."
"But I want to please you too."
"Believe me Angie, when we are done here I will be a very pleased guy."
I ate her pussy. We fucked and then went sixty-nine after which we fucked again. We were lying next to each other recovering and I was fingering her pussy while she was fondling my soft cock when she said:
"Friday when I wondered about some of the other things I'd never done you asked if I'd ever done anal sex. I haven't, but I've been thinking about it ever since. Can we?"
"If you want."
"I might not like it. I don't know. Terry told me that she loves it, but Martha says she hates it. A couple of others said that they could take it or leave it. The only way I can find out for myself is if I do it."
She didn't like it. She didn't like it at all. Once it was clear to me that she wasn't going to get into it I pulled out of her butt, washed my cock and then went back and finished in her pussy.
"I'm sorry."
"For what?"
"Disappointing you."
"You didn't disappoint me Angie. I got off didn't I?"
"But not in my butt."
"I keep telling you that it is all about pleasure Angie. My pleasure comes from getting off. It doesn't matter where I get off; mouth, pussy or ass makes no difference. If a cock in your ass doesn't give you pleasure then don't do it. If swallowing cum is distasteful don't do it. If being eaten and straight fucking is all that is pleasurable to you then stick to those two things. I can't speak for other guys, by my goal is to make you want to let me do you again. I want to give you so much pleasure that all you will think about is getting me to give you more. That won't happen if I do things you don't like."



"Then I guess you had better eat me and then fuck me again because those are the things I like."
So I did just that.
When I got her home I asked if we could go out again.
"When?"
"You tell me."
"Friday?"
"Seven okay?"
"I'll be ready."
++++++++++++++++
I didn't have classes on Wednesday so I was in the library doing homework and working on papers that were due when I saw Nancy come in. She saw me, made a face and went to a table in the research section and sat down with her back to me. Oh well; I didn't need another female in my life anyway.
At work Fred put me with George on the turret lathe and I found out that although it looked complicated it was not all that difficult to work.
While working with George I almost asked him about how he came to be Natasha's date at the company Christmas party, but decided that I'd be better off keeping my mouth shut. Not knowing the relationship I didn't know if they were talking or not and I didn't need for Natasha to hear that I had been asking about her. It could prompt her into thinking she needed to try harder to get back into my life and I didn't need that.
Silly me! Thinking that I had any control over what happens.
"Got you head out of your ass yet?" George asked.
"Pardon me?"
"I said have you gotten your head out of your ass yet."
"I don't have a clue as what the fuck you are talking about."
"Bullshit! You have a great girl trying to get your attention and you are ignoring her."
"A great girl? Who?"
"Natasha you asshole."
"That pig? A great girl?"
I saw George was getting ready to come unglued so I walked away from him and went over to Fred.
"You have something else I can do?"
"I put you on the turret lathe with George."
"We seem to have a personal conflict going. Best I get away from him."
"We don't have shit like that in my shop. Come on boy" he said as he walked over to where George was and said, "What the fuck is going on here Walton?"
It turns out that George is Mary's brother.
"He called my niece a pig."
"That true boy?"
I explained my relationship with Natasha and then said that it wasn't any of George's fucking business. Fred shook his head in disgust and said:
"This is a work place. Keep your personal shit out of here. Understand?"
"No I don't" I said. "All I did was come to work today. You put me with George and he starts giving me a ration of shit. I am standing at the machine trying to learn what you expect me to learn and he starts in on me. I didn't have nothing to do with it so where the fuck do you get off shaking your finger at me and talking to me in that tone of voice. Bark at George, but leave me out of it."
"Doesn't work that way boy. The way it works is that you ignore shit like that and do your job. When you let him get under your skin and responded by calling his niece a pig you became a full participant and you get an equal share of the shit when it starts falling. Now the two of you get back to work and I don't want to hear no more bullshit out of either of you. Hear?"
George and I managed to get through the rest of the shift with no more words, but as we were shutting down and cleaning up the work area George said:
"Took a bit of nerve to stand up to Fred like that. That's the kind of guy Natasha needs. Think on it."
Why the hell was everyone trying to get me and Natasha together?
I met Shelly behind the building and we used my key to come in the back door. I was carrying two boxes when we went down to the basement and I opened up the locked room. I had already moved a long table with folding legs into the room and the boxes I was carrying had an air mattress and a battery operated air pump in them. In no time I had a comfortable surface on the table.
"How much time do we have" I asked Shelly.
"An hour."
"What do you want to do?"
"Eat me while I suck you and then do my ass."
We got into a sixty-nine and when Shelly said she was ready I plowed her pooper.
"Tomorrow?" she asked as we dressed.
"Works for me, but I want to do it different. Tomorrow I eat you until you get off. The next day you do me and the next time after that I do your ass. Okay?"
"Fine with me."
When we left I put my own lock on the door and gave Shelly a key.
When I got to my car I took out my cell and called Gail to see how she was doing. She was still down in the dumps and didn't feel like leaving the house. I offered to come over and play cards or something to keep her company and she said she didn't feel like it so I told her I'd call her the next day and said goodbye.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I got home just in time to see mom getting ready to go out.
"Dinner is in the micro-wave. I'm going out to meet Mary for drinks."
I gave her a 'raised eyebrow' look and she said, "I'll tell you about it later" and she took off. I really would like to have been where I could have heard that conversation.
I used the evening to clean the interior of the car. I vacuumed it and then used Armor-All wipes to clean all the inside surfaces. I cleaned all the windows inside and out and was getting ready to go to my room when my cell chirped. It was mom.
"You doing anything pressing right now?"
"No."
"You know where the Top Hat Lounge is?"
"Corner of Broadway and Parker?"
"I'll be sitting in my car when you get here."
When I got there she left her car and got in mine and told me to move to the back row away from the parking lot overhead lights. I started to ask her why and she said:
"Just do it!"
I moved the car and as we were moving she climbed over the seat and onto the back seat.
"Hurry up and get back here with me."
She was taking off her panties as I got in the back. "I haven't done this since college. Am I your first back seat fuck? Never mind; I really don't want to know. Hurry up damn it! I need it."
Weird stuff just seemed to keep happening to me. My mother waiting for me to fuck her on the back seat of my car. Doesn't get much weirder than that I was thinking as I drove my cock into her. I pounded her as her high heeled shod feet pushed at the headliner and I was surprised that as hard as she was kicking that I didn't end up with holes in it.
"Damn baby" she said as she pulled on her panties. "I feel like a teenager again. After I met your dad I never thought I'd ever do it on a backseat again."
"What brought this on?"
"My getting together with Mary Bagley. We got to talking about old times and it fired me up and made me want to relive a few things. She even talked about the gangbangs we did and suggested that if we were going to do any reliving it should be pulling trains."
"Were do I sign up?"
"You wish!"
"So what happened that the two of you got together tonight?"
"She called me after seeing us at that reunion. I was expecting her to be snotty with me about it, but she surprised me. Said she was glad to see that I still had some of my old wildness in me although she did say she was surprised seeing me being wild with you. I laughed and told her I just had to see how good she trained you. But her real reason for tonight was you."
"Me?"
"I guess things aren't going well with her and her man. She wanted to sound me out on sharing you with her."
"What did you say to that?"
"She is sitting in her car waiting for me to leave so she can have her turn." As she was getting out of my car she said, "Take very good care of my friend."
I watched her walk to her car and as she opened the door and got in my door opened and Mary said:
"The second shift is here. I hope you are ready."
"I'm going to need some help."
"I know how to do that."
She bent to take my cock in her mouth and just before her mouth closed on me she said:
"It has been almost twenty years since I tasted Madge on a man's cock."
She got me up and I fucked her. When I had gotten us both off she asked:
"Follow me home?"
I ended up spending the night. A morning wake up blow job followed by a standing fuck in the shower followed by breakfast and I was ready to go off to school. Over breakfast she told me that Clyde just hadn't worked out and then she asked me if she could call me from time to time and I of course said "Hell yes."
At lunch Gail joined me and asked if I had plans for the evening and when I said no she told me that she would like to get out of the house for a while.
"Date type night or Starlight type night?"
"Right now date, but it could change."
"Seven okay?"
"Should be perfect."
At work I found that George had taken a sick day so I ended up on the turret lathe alone. Fred stropped by often and gave me pointers, but I felt like I was doing okay on the machine. Just before quitting time Fred told me that I needed to stop by the office and check in with Marge.
She was on the phone when I got there and she motioned for me to take a seat. I sat and waited until she was done with the call. She hung up the phone, turned to me and hit me with something I wasn't expecting.
"You still want to do the closet thing?"
"You bet I do."
"Can you spend the night with me?"
"I have something going on this evening, but I could get here around ten."
"You won't give up what you are doing for time with me?"
"I promised some very good friends that I'd help them out and they are depending on me."
"I guess I'll have to settle for that then. What it is is that your daddy is a very superstitious man. The first time we had sex was just before he went to Dallas to try and win a contract. He got the contract. The next time he went we didn't have a chance to get together and he lost the deal. The third time we got it on just before he left for the airport to fly to Dayton and he got the contract. I know it is just coincidence, but every time we do it just before he leaves he signs the deal and the few times we were not able to do it he didn't get the deal.
"Your daddy thinks that I'm his good luck charm. He leaves for Denver in the morning at nine so he will get here about seven and we will get it on. You might be late getting to school, but that is the price you will have to pay if you want to do the closet thing. Are you game?"
"I wouldn't miss it."
"When you come back tonight park one block over. We don't want daddy seeing your car."
I met Shelly out back and we went down to our play pen and I ate her until she came and then I headed for Gail's. We went to a movie and then stopped by Harry's. Over chocolate shakes we talked. Mostly about Gail's relationship with Tom.
"I honestly think that he has put me out of his life. Maybe not completely out, but if I am there it is more like I'm an afterthought. I really think that when he sent the money for me to fly back it was only because he hadn't been laid in a while and he didn't have the time to go looking and working at getting something. Just get good old Gail out here to take the edge off. At times it seemed like he couldn't wait to leave me and get back to his barracks.
"I've spent a lot of time thinking about what he recently told me about visiting him and his plans for marriage. I finally wrote him a letter and told him how I feel. I basically told him that it is time for him to shit or get off the pot."
"What did he say to that?"
"He hasn't answered it yet. That's one of the reasons I'm so down lately. I just don't know where my life is or where it is going. Having you to lean on is about the only thing that is keeping me from becoming a complete wreck."
"You know that I'm always going to be here for you right?"
"Thank you Bobby."
It wasn't a Starlight night so I took her home and kissed her goodnight and made a date for Saturday.
++++++++++++++++++
I got to Marge's around ten and at ten oh five she had my cock in her mouth. At ten-fifteen I was eating her pussy and at ten-twenty she was crying out:
"Harder baby, harder."
I got us both off and after a short rest and some sixty-nine she was riding me cowgirl. Then it was more sixty-nine till I was up again and then she wanted me in her butt. When I finished she got a wash rag and a towel and cleaned me off.
"Need to have it clean so I can start off your morning right."
She set the alarm for five-thirty and we snuggled up and fell asleep.
The alarm went off at five-thirty and at five thirty-one Marge was sucking my cock. When she was ready she laid back, spread her legs and said:
"Come on stud. Fill me up so daddy can have some sloppy seconds."
I fucked her until we both came and then she sucked me hard and I gave her another load. We moved my clothes into the closet and then fucked until we heard the doorbell ring. I got in the closet and a couple of minutes later Marge and dad came into the room.
While dad stripped Marge dropped her robe on the floor, got on the bed, spread her legs and waited. Dad got on the bed and fucked her. No foreplay, no words of affection, no comment on how wet she was; just put the cock in the pussy and move it back and forth until cumming and then pull out, get off the bed and get dressed. The only thing said was when dad was fully dressed and ready to leave.
"Wish me luck" he said.
"Go get 'em tiger" Marge said as she walked him to the door.
As soon as the front door closed behind him Marge went to the widow to watch and make sure that he left. She came back and said:
"He's gone stud. You can come out and play now."
I believe in foreplay. Mary taught me that. "Get her worked up before you start thinking of your dick. It will be so much better for the both of you." I bent and took Marge's right nipple in my mouth and had the left one between my thumb and forefinger when she pushed me away.
"None of that shit now stud; I'm so turned on I could pull a train. I need dick and I need it now. Soak in daddy's juices baby; come on and fuck me. Fuck me hard."
I did and she wasn't lying when she said she was turned on. She came four times before I did and then we showered together which ended up with us being back on the bed and with me buried deep in her ass. The girl did love to have her pooper packed.
When it was over she told me to go shower. "No more joint showers stud or we will never get out of here."
"And that would be a bad thing because?"
"Yes it would. Maybe you can afford to be late for class once in a while or even skip classes a time or two and get way with it, but I can't afford to miss work."
After I was dressed Marge asked me if it had been the kick I thought it would be and I told her that it was.
"Good. I'm glad you saw that. It should go a long way to prove that there is nothing going on between me and your dad that is a threat to your mom. Maybe we can do it again."
"I take it that you liked it too?"
"Major turn on stud; mucho major turn on."
+++++++++++++++++++
I only missed my first class, but I was doing A level work in it so I wasn't worried. Angie joined me at my table and confirmed our date for that night. I saw Nancy come through the line, see us, make a face and then go and sit at a table on the other side of the room with her back to us.
George was MIA for the second day in a row and I worked the turret lathe alone. Near the end of the shift Fred asked me if I had a handle on the machine and I said that I thought I did.
"The object here is not to turn you into a machinist, but just give you an idea of what goes on. Next I'm going to expose you to MIG welding. Did you get any of that in school?"
"No. but I did do some arc welding and some oxy-acetylene welding."
"Then you should be able to handle a MIG welder. Plan on that for Monday."
I met Shelly behind the building and we headed for the basement. As I unlocked the door on our private play room she asked:
"Can we change the schedule?"
"What do you mean?"
"You said that you wanted to alternate. You do me, I do you and the next day we do anal. You did me yesterday so I'm supposed to do you today and anal won't happen until Monday of next week. I would really like to go into the weekend with a satisfied butt. In fact I'd like it to be anal every Friday."
"I don't see any reason not to give you what you want."
She sucked me hard and then I butt fucked her. She thanked me, gave me a scorcher of a kiss and told me that she would se me Monday.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I took Angie to Spagno's for dinner and then we headed for the teen club. We danced and were having a good time until I heard a loud braying laugh on the other side of the dance floor. I looked over and saw Eddie at a table with two other guys and three girls. I didn't say anything to Angie. I told her I need to go to the bathroom, but when I got up and left the table I went out to the car. When I came back in I was ready for Eddie if he decided to screw with me. At least I was ready as long as the two guys with him stayed out of it.
I sat back down with Angie and she said, "Eddie is here. Should we leave?"
"Not unless you want to."
"I just don't want my evening ruined by Eddie."
"Since I can't predict what he might do maybe we better leave."
We were almost to the car when what I hoped wouldn't happen did.
"What's your hurry asshole?"
"Just keep walking" I told Angie. Then Eddie did a stupid thing. He ran after us and grabbed my shoulder and said:
"I'm talking to you asshole."
I spun around, hit him in the face with the pepper spray I'd gotten out of the car and when his hands went to his eyes I kicked him in the nuts as hard as I could. He fell to his knees and I kicked him in the sack again. He rolled onto his side and I got a third shot at his crotch and then I kicked him twice in the ribs and I was getting ready to do it again when I was grabbed by one of the guys with Eddie.
"Lay off man; he's had enough."
"No he hasn't. He hasn't had near enough. He keeps fucking with me and won't stop. I've had all of it I'm going to take and if I have to kill the son of s bitch to get him to stop fucking with me I will. Now let me go."
"Not until you calm down."
I still had the pepper spray in my hand and I jerked my arm up and sprayed it over my shoulder. The guy screamed and let me go. I gave Eddie two more kicks -- one in the ribs and the other in his nuts -- and then I got Angie in the car. Once I had her inside I opened the trunk and got out the ball bat. I walked back to Eddie where he was rolling on the ground moaning and crying. He tried to sit up.
"I kept warning you Eddie. I don't know how many times I warned you, but you never listened. I made you a promise, but you still kept coming back so now is the time to follow up on that promise."
I swung the bat into his right knee and he screamed. I swung at and hit the left one. Another scream and then I said:
"Next time it will be your head Eddie. Leave me the fuck alone!"
I walked back to the car, tossed the bat in the trunk, got in the car and drove off.
"Did you have to do that" Angie asked.
"Yes I did and I'll keep on doing it as long as he keeps on asking for it."
"But you beat on him with a baseball bat when he was already down and not threatening you at all."
"Maybe it will convince him that I mean it when I tell him to leave me alone."
"Take me home."
"What?"
"I said take me home."
"I defend myself against an asshole who is way the hell bigger than me and you are upset with me? I was supposed to maybe let him kick my ass so you could nurse me back to health?"
"The ball bat was totally uncalled for."
I decided to keep my mouth shut. Fuck the bitch if she wanted to be that way. I got her home and walked her to her door where she told me not to call her again. I turned and left.
Mom and dad were still up when I got home. "You are in pretty early for a Friday" mom said.
"The date was a bust. She is still too hung up on her old boyfriend."



Out of curiosity I asked dad how his trip had gone.
"Pretty good. I wrapped up another contract."
I smiled at that. Marge had done it again. I wondered if she got a commission for her part in helping secure new business. I'd have to ask. I said goodnight and headed on up to my room.
++++++++++++++++++++
As was becoming a Saturday morning ritual mom woke me with a blow job and then she climbed on and rode me cowgirl. We fucked and sucked until ten-thirty and then I took her out to breakfast at the Village Inn.
We had a ten minute wait before we were seated in a booth and we had just given our order to Tanya when mom got up, said she'd be right back and left the booth. "Fuck me!!!" I thought when I saw what she was doing. Standing in line waiting for a table or booth was Natasha. She was with her mother and there was no doubt in my mind -- none whatsoever -- that mom was going to invite them to join us. And that is just what happened.
The three of them came walking back to our booth. Using the manners that mom had pounded into while growing up I stood to greet them when they approached. Natasha knew I would behave with my mother being there so when she got to me she hugged me and kissed me on the cheek.
"Hi Bobby. Happy to see me?"
I saw Pam give a little smile even though her face was screaming "Not my fault!" Natasha slid into the booth on my side. I was stuck. All I could do was sit down and act polite. Mom had never met Mrs. Evans so I introduced them as Natasha's hand fell on my leg and moved up until she felt the bulge and yes, I was hard. Hard not to be when sitting at a table with three sexy women all of whom I'd fucked and one of them within the last forty-five minutes.
I tried to push Natasha's hand away without it being obvious to Pat and mom, but Natasha had a grip and wouldn't let go. Pam was talking to mom and I could tell from the look on her face that she knew -- or at least suspected -- what was going on over on my side of the booth. She was also looking me in the eye when she mentioned to mom that her husband was out of town for the weekend. I knew from her look that she was trying to tell me:
"Sorry. Another opportunity lost."
I wanted to ignore Natasha, but I couldn't rude in front of my mom and Pam so I had to talk with her about school work and other things like "Have you seen______?" or "Any idea what _____is up to these days?" I got fed up with her using her hand to rub my cock and while smiling at mom and Pam I grabbed her wrist in my hand and squeezed as hard as I could. I glanced over at her and I could see the pain on her face and then she let go of me.
Mom was asking Natasha about the classes she was taking and was she in a sorority or thinking of one. Pam was smiling at me and I felt her foot rub my leg. Our food came and we ate in silence. When we were done eating Pam said that they had to be going and she thanked us for sharing the booth with them. Natasha gave me another hug and with her mouth near my ear she whispered:
"Call me Bobby. Please? It won't hurt you to talk to me."
Mom and Natasha were in front of me on the walk to the register so they didn't see Pam mouth a silent "Call me." I nodded a yes, paid our tab and took mom home.
On the way home I asked her why she had sandbagged me with Natasha.
"Because the two of you belong together. Everyone can see it except for you. You knew it way back when you told us that you had just met our future daughter in law."
"You trying to get rid of me?"
"You know what we are doing isn't going to last. I'm in no hurry to end it, but it won't last. You need to get a girlfriend and Natasha desperately wants the job."
"But she..."
"Shush up baby. She is a young girl. She gets to make a few mistakes. You are going to make a few yourself. It is life baby. You aren't married and you aren't engaged. So she played with some one else. So what? What have you been doing with me, Mary Bagley and Gail? And you have been doing it while you were going with Natasha. You call that staying true to your girlfriend? And you are upset with her for doing the same thing? I didn't raise my boy to be a hypocrite."
When we got home she sucked me for a while and then I ate her for a while and then I fucked her doggie. She wanted her butt fucked, but didn't think we had time."
"Sure we do. We do it the same as we did the other night."
"What do you mean?"
"You bent over the back of the couch with one eye on the driveway."
I'd just finished pumping her full of my load and was pulling my soft cock out of mom's still tight ass when we saw dad's car turning into the driveway. Mom grabbed her panties and said, "I've got to douche and she headed for the upstairs bathroom.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was at Gail's at six and asked her what she wanted to do.
"Fuck. My parents are gone for the weekend again. You up for it?"
"Not at this exact moment, but I'm sure that we can make it happen."
It did and more than once. It had been a while for Gail and the girl was damned near insatiable. I fell asleep exhausted with Gail snuggled in next to me.
Gail woke up to find me munching on her honey pot and after I got her off I put her legs up on my shoulders and fucked us both to an orgasm. We showered and when out for breakfast. Over my ritual French toast and bacon I asked her about the sudden change from the way she had been all week to the way she was last night.
"I finally decided "Fuck it!" Tom has changed and it is obvious to me that I'm no longer on his list of priorities or if I am I'm close to the bottom. I've decided to get on with my life. If Tom does come back and I'm not in a deep relationship with some one else we can talk and see if there is anything there, but I'm not waiting.
"I know that the deal was for you to keep me occupied until he came back, but since that may be years I don't feel that I can tie you up that long. Sooner or later you are going to want to get on with your life and you don't need me holding you back."
"I promi..."
"You promised Tom. I didn't promise anyone anything. I agreed to go along with it, but only because I thought it was temporary. I expected to see him during his breaks, but it isn't happening. Your promise to Tom isn't worth spit unless I go along with it and I'm no longer going to do it. I'm young and healthy and I'm going to start enjoying myself. It will be with you for as long as you are willing, but if it becomes a problem for you I can find some one else."
"Then I guess I'd better get you home and give you reasons not to go looking for some one else."
We had to stop playing around three and then straighten up the house before her parents came home. We made a date for Tuesday, exchanged a hot kiss and I headed home.
++++++++++++++++++++
I'd only gone a half mile from Gail's when my phone chirped. It was Natasha's mother.
"Natasha just left for school. You doing anything now?"
"Not that I can't get away from."
"Can you come over?"
"On the way."
Her pussy was sweet tasting and her ass was tight. Her husband had to be an idiot not to be giving her what she wanted. She was washing the shit off my dick when she said:
"I know this will shock you given the way our very first meeting went, but I need a big, big favor."
"What?"
"Would you try to repair your relationship with Natasha?"
"You can't be serious."
"I am. I'm very serious about it. I walked into her room last night and found her sitting on her bed crying. She was hugging your picture to her chest. My baby is hurting Bob and it is hurting me to know that she is in pain. Help us here Bob."
"Helping her would end us and I'm in no hurry to have that happen."
"It won't end us. At least not for a while."
"How do you figure that?"
"For the next three years she will still be away at school Monday through Friday and on some weekends. As long as she is there we can still play whenever Mark is gone."
Her hands on my cock while she was washing and drying it caused it to twitch a couple of times and she said:
"Oh look! Signs of life."
She took me in her mouth and five minutes later I was doing her doggie and she was begging for it to be harder, faster and for me to never stop. Another blow job to get me up and once more in her ass and it was time for me to go home.
++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and when I went to the cafeteria at lunch time I saw that Nancy and Angie were already there, but not sitting together. I found a table, sat down and reviewed my notes from McMaster's class as I ate. I was just about finished eating when Gail joined me.
"I didn't tell you the whole story yesterday. Remember the letter I told you that I'd sent Tom?"
I nodded a yes.
"He answered it. He told me that he had found his calling in life and that he was sorry, but it had first call on his time. He still loved me, but I had to understand that I was not the primary focus of his life anymore. There was room in his life for me, but I would have to be patient."
"That sucks."
"Yes it does. I was going to write back and say that the new focus of my life was to see how many cocks I could experience, but then I decided that the best answer to his letter was to not answer it at all. Do you care enough about me to lie for me?"
"What do you mean?"
"When he doesn't hear from me for a while he will probably get in touch with you and ask about me. Can you just tell him that you don't know much because I've stopped seeing you? He knows my sexual appetites so he is going to know that I'm not going without. Him thinking that I'm out fucking anything with a cock will make me feel good"
"I don't know that I can do that Gail. Tom has always been my best friend. I don't know that I can bring myself to lie to him."
"Okay then; just tell him that you don't see me all that often any more, but that you've heard that I'm out and about a lot. That won't be a lie because you probably won't see me more that a couple of times a week and you won't really know what I'm doing on the other night's right?"
"No promises babe, but I will see what I can do."
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to work I stopped by the office to see Marge. For a change she wasn't on the phone when I got there.
"Whatcha need stud?"
"A whole lot more of you would be nice, but my real reason for stopping by is to ask you a question. Dad told me Friday night that he sealed the deal he went after. What I want to know is that since he feels that getting the deals is because of what you and he do before he leaves on a trip does he pay you a commission?"
She laughed and said, "No, but maybe I should be asking for it." She paused and then said, "A whole lot more of me huh? How about tonight?"
"What time?"
"How about as soon as you can make it when you get off work?"
"I'll be there."
Fred took me over to the welding area and told Archie, the welder, to take a break. The machine was a Miller 251 and Fred showed me the chart on the inside of the lift up cover that showed gas pressures, wire feed speeds and the voltages to be used for various types and thicknesses of metal. He told me to set up the machine for a piece of 3/8 steel and watched while I did it. He took to pieces of steel, tacked them together and than ran a bead down one side. The he handed me two pieces and said:
"You do it."
My first pass looked like I had stuck the two pieces together with random pieces of bubble gum.
"What you are doing wrong is that you are using the side to side wrist action that you use when doing oxy. With MIG you either push the bead or pull it. Watch."
I watched how he did it and then tried it. I got a much better bead, but it still left a lot to be desired.
Fred put Archie to work on bead blasting the parts that were going to be powder coated and then handed me a bunch of scrap pieces and told me to practice. By quitting time I was running some pretty good beads. Fred looked at what I'd done and said:
"Not to shabby. With practice you could turn into a pretty decent welder."
It was Shelly's turn to do me, but I just couldn't sit there and take it. I got her into a sixty-nine with her on top and we went at it until we both got off. As we were walking to our cars Shelly said:
"My hubby is going fishing this weekend. He usually leaves Friday night around seven and doesn't get home until around three on Sunday. How would you like to spend two nights in my bed?"
"I'd love it, but it is something that I can't do."
"Why not?"
"My basic nature. You have made it clear that your pussy is off limits to me. We are only doing the oral and anal because your husband won't do those things for you. There is no way I could spend a weekend with you doing only oral and anal. My basic nature would have me trying to get your pussy. You would get tired of trying to fight me off, words would end up being said and our relationship could very well end up in the toilet. I don't want that."
"Oh come on Bob. If that was true you would have been trying to get into my pussy all along."
"Not so. As long as it is done here we have time constraints. We have just enough time to do what we do and still get you home in time to fix his dinner. You have no idea how bad I want to fuck you and the only reason I haven't tried is the time factor. Alone with you for a weekend? I don't think so."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got to Marge's place at six-forty and she answered the door in a bathrobe. As soon as I was in the door she dropped the robe onto the floor to show she was naked and said:
"I'm ready. Why aren't you?"
I quickly rectified the problem and Marge led me to the bedroom. She pushed me onto the bed, knelt between my legs and started sucking my cock. I let her do it for a while and then I pulled her into a sixty-nine until I felt the need to feel a hot pussy wrapped around my dick. I took her missionary as she clamped her legs on me and dug her nails in my butt cheeks as she pulled me to her. I fucked her hard, but didn't get her off before I pumped my load into her so I pulled out and went down on her until she had an orgasm.
"I've got to rethink this getting married to you idea. I could stand being able to do this four or five nights a week."
"You would really take on a nineteen year old husband?"
"Honey, if you only knew how much better you are than the other clowns I've had in my life. But you are right; it probably wouldn't work. To be brutally honest about it I don't think I'd be worth a crap as a wife. I'm too used to living alone and having my own space. But we can still fuck stud. Are you ready?"
+++++++++++++++++++++
On Tuesday school was the same as always and for the first time in a while I didn't have anyone join me in the cafeteria.
At work Fred put me to work bead blasting the pieces that had to be powder coated. After work it was my turn to do Shelly and she told me that she wanted to do it sixty-nine. Nothing more was said about the weekend, but then I didn't expect that there would be.
My date with Gail was (her choice) a straight run to the Starlight where she wore me out.
On Wednesday I did work at the library and at lunch I saw both Angie and Nancy sitting at separate tables so I took a table on the other side of the room from them. Work had me doing more bead blasting and Fred told me that next up on my tour of the shop was going to be learning to powder coat.
That night was butt fuck Shelly night. She talked about how sorry she was that she couldn't give me her pussy and I told her to shush up.
"I'm getting more than I have any right to expect and I'm loving every bit of it."
But talking about pussy made me want some. Gail was doing something with her parents that night and mom and Pam were out because their husbands were around so on a whim I called Mary.
"Miss me?"
"If you were here right now I would show you how much."
"I could be there in about ten."
"The why are you wasting time talking on the phone. The door won't be locked and I'm pretty sure that you will know where to find me."
I did indeed and when I walked into the bedroom she was naked and waiting with her legs spread wide and a big smile on her face.
"No foreplay lover; just get over here and do it."
I got us both to a climax and then we went into a sixty-nine until I was able to do her doggie. As I was resting up and staring up at the ceiling Mary asked:
"What are you thinking lover?"
"You would laugh at me."
"Nonsense lover; you know me better than that."
"I was trying to imagine you and my mom side by side on a mattress pulling trains."
"Why in the world would you be thinking of something like that?"
"I've thought about it ever since mom told me that the two of you used to do it."
"She told you that?"
"I guess it is hard to keep some secrets from someone you are fucking."
"You would really like to see that?"
"I would indeed."
"I wouldn't mind doing it again. God knows I loved it back then and so did your mother, but that was way back in a different time. I doubt very much that your mother would do something like that now."
"Won't stop me from having it as a fantasy."
"Would you settle for just watching me do it?"
"Pull a train? I'd want to do more than watch. I'd want to be the first and last to ride."
"You are such a nasty boy." She got up on her hands and knees and said, "Come on nasty boy; fuck my ass. Put your nasty boy cock in my ass and make me cum."
On my drive home all I could think about was mom and Mary next to each other on a bed with a bunch of guys all over them. In my mind I could see it. It wasn't at all hard to imagine mom with more than one cock. In fact I'd already seen it at the reunion party when she blew those six guys. At one point she was sucking one while slowly stroking the guy she was going to suck next so it wasn't at all hard for me to imagine her with more than one cock.
It was the first night in a while that the dirty panties that mom left on my pillow fell to the floor cum soaked and picturing my mom being airtight had a lot to do with it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and Gail joined me at lunch and we firmed up our date for Friday. At work Fred broke me in on powder coating. I learned how to set up for the various colors and what to look for when things were not coming out right. The most common problem being a bad ground. I learned what temperature the oven had to be at to bake on the coating and I learned how to handle the parts when they came out of the oven.
Shelly wanted to be butt fucked that night so we got right to it. In a way it was good and in a way it was bad. Actually it was two times good and one time bad. It was good in that I loved the hell out of doing it (and so did she), but it was bad in that it was to be our last time.
When we left the building we found Shelly's husband sitting on the fender of her car.
"What are you doing here" she asked.
I'm pretty good at reading faces and I knew that what he had planned to say was that, "I came here to catch your cheating ass," but seeing her with a young kid threw him off so what he said was:
"I wanted to find out why you are always so late in getting home from work."
Shelly was pretty quick on her feet. "I've been teaching Bobby to use all the programs we have on our computer. We have to do it after hours when they aren't being used for business."
"So why are you parking here in the back?"
"The back door is the only one that Bobby has the key to."
She turned to me and said, "You better go Bobby. It is about to get nasty here and you don't need to hear it."
Recognizing a "Get the fuck out of here" when I hear it I went to my car. When I got in I rolled down a window and I heard:
".....so much bullshit! You thought you were going to catch me cheating on you and....."



The rest was lost as I drove away. Oh yeah. The second good thing? Because he never used her ass he never found my cum when he checked her out and because she hadn't sucked my cock before we ass fucked he didn't taste any trace of cock when he kissed her.
I drove home thankful that he hadn't found a way to get into the building and find us.
++++++++++++++++++
School was school and I didn't have any visitors at lunch. Work consisted of more powder coating and just before quitting time I went to see Shelly and she filled me in on how he had checked her out.
"When we got home I stripped and told him to check my pussy. He wasn't going to do it until I brow beat him into it. Once he was done he apologized and said he was sorry.
"It puts and end to our fun lover. I can't take the chance any more. It is going to hurt because it means that I am going to have to go without any relief for a while. I don't know how long it will be, but hubby isn't going to be getting any for a while."
I swung by to pick Gail up at seven and we went to Skate City for a couple of hours and then we went to Harry's. There were a couple of kids there that we knew and we socialized over milkshakes for a while and then left.
"Where to now" I asked.
"Home. Mom and dad have already taken off for the weekend and we will have the house to ourselves until noonish Sunday."
It was a long and exhausting night and a night that probably pissed off my mom because I didn't go home. I wondered what she thought when she went into my room to give me my morning wake up blow job and found that I wasn't there.
I did get my morning wake up courtesy of Gail and then we did the usual. Suck, fuck, shower, fuck, shower again and then head for the Village Inn for breakfast. My phone went off at ten to eleven and it was Pam. She told me what time that Natasha would be leaving to go back to school and I told Pam that I would call about a half hour before she was due to leave. When I disconnected Gail asked:
"Are you going to get back with her?"
"I don't know, but we haven't talked since I broke up with her. We have to get that out of the way."
"I've talked to her half a dozen times since you broke up. She is miserable and she has asked me to try and get you to sit down and at least talk to her, but I've stayed out of it."
"Why?"
"Because of the anger I see on your face whenever her name comes up. I wasn't about to sour our relationship trying to help her mend hers. Selfish of me, but I could see you avoiding me if I tried to get you and Nat together."
"Never happen sweetie. You are stuck with me until you chose not to be."
We caught an early movie, had burgers and fries at Harry's and then we went to the teen club. There were a lot of kids there that we knew so we ended up putting a couple of tables together and then we danced and socialized. We left around midnight and went to Gail's where I endured another hard night and morning. Around one we straightened up the place and I kissed Gail and went on home.
On the way I called Pam and when she answered I asked for Natasha.
"Thank you for this Bobby. I'll see to it that you are properly rewarded."
When Natasha came on the line I said hi and asked her how she had been.
"Not so good. I haven't been doing all that well since you shut me off from you."
"I think that it is time for us to sit down and talk. You have any plans for when you get home next weekend?"
"No I don't."
"I'll give you a call sometime next Saturday and maybe we can make arrangements to sit down somewhere."
"I can do it now."
"I'm not ready yet. Next week."
"I'll be waiting for your call."
Mom gave me a nasty look when dad said, "Out spreading pollen were we" and I answered in the affirmative. What the hell; no sense pretending otherwise right? Fortunately dad wanted to talk shop so I was able to avoid mom for the time being.
"Fred tells me that you are doing good in the shop. I'm thinking that when spring break comes I'm going to put you in a truck making pickups and deliveries."
There was more talk on expanding and adding extra shifts and then it was bedtime for me.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up with my cock in my mom's mouth. I started to push her away because I could hear the shower running and I knew that meant that dad was still in the house. Mom pulled back and said:
"Don't worry. It will be minutes before he comes out of the shower. I just wanted to get you hard and then leave you hanging like you did me this weekend."
She left the room and left me with some idea of what "A woman scorned" really meant. I took care of the problem by hand, used the ever present dirty pair of panties to wipe with, dropped them on the floor and then got out of bed.
To be continued...
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School was school -- never any change -- the instructors drone on and on, assign homework and reading assignments and wait for the next bunch of students when the hour is up. The students sit through boring lectures from people who don't seem to have any connection to the real world outside the school doors and then move on to the next classroom.
No one joined me for lunch even though I saw both Angie and Nancy there,
Fred put me on the punch press, another machine I knew from my high school shop classes. Just before quitting time Fred told me that I needed to go up to the office and see Marge. She was waiting for me when I got there.
"Daddy is going out of town tomorrow and he will be gone until sometime Thursday."
"What time do you want me there?"
"Not this time stud. This time I'm going with him. I just wanted to give you a heads up. Your daddy is still worried about your mother stepping out on him and he is going to ask you to play babysitter again. Only he won't put it that way of course. It will be the old "I worry about her being alone" story. He isn't going to be back here from his meeting at Clawson Industries before you leave so he will no doubt ask you when he gets home. I'm just giving you advance notice so you won't make plans for Tuesday and Wednesday nights and also so you will have time to change any that you already have. You okay with being her babysitter?"
"Not a problem although I would much rather you stay home and let me come over and play."
"Next week stud. I wish I could have you over tonight, but I have laundry and ironing to do before I can pack for the trip. Close the door."
I closed the door and she came around the desk and gave me a passionate kiss.
"Consider that a promise of things to come."
I saw Shelly when I came out of Marge's office and she blew me a kiss. I debated asking her if she wanted to make a quick trip to the basement, but decided against it. She said that she didn't want to take any more chances so I'd honor that.
I was just reaching to turn the key and start the car when my cell phone went off. The screen said that the call was from Pam.
"Hubby just left for San Diego and I'm all alone in this big ole house. Does that give you any ideas?"
"I can be there in fifteen minutes."
I parked one block over so as not to give nosy neighbors anything to wonder or gossip about. I walked to Pam's house and Pam was waiting for me at the door when I walked up onto the porch.
As soon as I was in the house and the door was closed Pam went to her knees in front of me, unzipped me and took out my cock. She gave it a couple of licks and sucks and then stood up, said "Hurry" and headed for her bedroom. We got naked and she turned down the covers and got on the bed. She spread her legs wide and I knew what she wanted and I got down and started eating her sweet pussy. I worked on her for maybe three minutes or so and then she pushed me away and got up on her hands and knees and wiggled her ass at me.
"Puppy fuck me lover; treat me like your bitch."
I moved in behind her and she was so hot and wet that I slid right in. I started fucking her and she was moaning and pushing back at me. We had been at it maybe six or seven minutes and I could feel my release approaching when she pulled away from me and scrambled from the bed while crying:
"Oh fuck! Grab your clothes and hurry."
"What's wrong?"
"The garage door opener is running. He missed his flight or forgot something. Hurry; move damn it, move! Go out through the patio door. I'll call you, but hurry."
I grabbed my clothes and then ran naked through the dinning room and out the patio door. I turned and went to the side of the house and out of sight of the door and any windows. Thank God it was dark out. Praying that the neighbors weren't looking out their windows I hurriedly dressed. When I was putting on my shoes and socks I found that I was missing one sock. Was it in the bedroom or did I drop it somewhere between the bedroom and the patio door in my mad rush to get out of the house?
I moved back to the corner of the house and looked toward the patio door. The sock was lying just outside the door on the patio. Did I dare go get it? Where in the house was Mr. Evans? Was he where he could see out the patio door? If I left the sock there and Mr. Evans found it would it mean anything to him? Would he think the wind blew it there or maybe think a neighborhood dog had dropped it crossing the property? Or would he start thinking thoughts about Pam? I didn't want that to happen.
I crept over to the patio door and cautiously peeked around the door frame. I didn't see anyone so I took a deep breath and then dashed over, grabbed the sock and hurried toward my car. My heart was hammering. What would have happened if Pam hadn't heard the garage door opener run? What would have happened if Mr. Evans would have caught us? I shuddered to think of it.
Never again! Next time we would wait until he reached where he was going and called home to let Pam know where to reach him if needed. It would mean wasting a night, but better safe than sorry.
+++++++++++++++++++
When I got home mom wasn't home and dad did what Marge had said he would. He asked me to stick close to home while he was gone. He didn't tell me that he thought mom was cheating; just that he was worried about leaving her alone while he was gone.
"There is just so much crazy shit going on in the world any more that I worry about her being here alone."
I assured him that I didn't have anything going for the next couple of days and that I would stay close to home and he thanked me for being so understanding.
Mom wasn't home by the time I went to bed, but the next morning she woke me up with a blow job. I could hear the shower running so I knew that she was just fucking with me. As soon as she saw that I was awake she said:
"If you would like me to finish this come straight home from work" and then she got up and left me. Just in time too. I heard the shower stop just as she opened my door to leave.
Nothing other than the usual happened at school. At lunch I saw Bert Cummings sitting with Angie and Nancy sitting on the other side of the room watching them. Gail joined me, spotted Angie and Bert and made the comment that it seemed like Nancy knew what she was talking about. Gail wanted to know if she could see me that night and I had to tell her that I had to do something for my dad for Tuesday and Wednesday after work (and it wasn't a lie), but I was free for the rest of the week. She asked me to keep Thursday clear for her and that she wouldn't mind locking up Saturday either. I told her I might be able to give her Friday, but that I couldn't commit to Saturday just yet.
"I told Natasha I would call her and arrange a sit down to talk. I don't know what time it will be or how it will go. I might end up getting so steamed I won't be good company for anyone."
"Well I can't do Friday because I have to go with my mom to visit my Aunt Jody."
At work Fred put me on the punch press again and after work I headed straight home. I found mom working on dinner in the kitchen with nothing but an apron and high heels. She was stirring something with a spoon and she pointed the spoon at me and said:
"Strip. We will start with dessert and work up an appetite. After eating you can have seconds on dessert. Maybe even thirds if you are a good boy."
I stripped right there in the kitchen and had my dessert on the kitchen floor. The tile floor was a little hard on the knees, but you can overlook a lot of discomfort when you are sliding a hard cock into a hot, wet and very willing pussy while hearing:
"Miss mommy's pussy baby? That's it motherfucker, fuck mommy; fuck mommy hard and make her cum."
After we both got off we sat down and ate dinner. I was constantly amazed at the Jekyll and Hyde aspect of my mom. Less than a minute after the 'little girl sounding mommy voice' she is holding a normal conversation with me about my day at school and at work. I know full well that as soon as dinner is over and the dirty dishes have been taken care of the 'mommy' personality will be back. She turns it off and on like it was a light switch.
I washed and mom dried and sure enough as soon as the last plate was put into the cupboard mom said:
"Is mommy's motherfucker ready to fuck mommy?"
I was and I did. We fell asleep cuddled up with each other. Mom woke me with her hot mouth and she had me do her ass after which we showered which ended up with me back on the bed fucking her in the missionary position. Then another shower after which she tried to get me back on the bed, but I pushed her away and told her she was going to have to feed me if she wanted me to have the strength to keep on going. I had no classes on Wednesday and while I usually used the day to do research at the library and a day to work on homework and papers that were due I decided that I was going to stay home with mom. After all, I did promise dad I would stay close right?
After breakfast she drug me back into the bedroom and had me fuck her in the missionary position with her legs up on my shoulders until we both got off and then she sucked me hard and mounted me cowgirl. That was followed by sixty-nine and then anal. We napped for about two hours and then we went sixty-nine until I was hard enough and then she had me do her in the butt. She wanted more, but I was done! She tried for half an hour to get me up, but it just wasn't happening. If she could have gotten me up I would have taken off work and stayed home.
Fred put me on the sheet metal shear to cut metal for use in making parts. I spent three hours cutting 4' x 8' sheets of .060 aluminum diamond plate into 16" x 10" pieces. Talk about monotonous and boring. I was damned glad I had something to look forward to other than thirty years in a machine shop.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I half expected to find mom in high heels and an apron when I got home, but she was dressed to go out.
"Clean up and put on a sports coat" she said. "We are going out to eat tonight."
I took a quick shower, got dressed and when I got back downstairs I asked where she wanted to go.
"I feel like Italian tonight. How about Angelina's?"
Mom sat next to me on the drive to the restaurant with her hand on my cock all the way.
"I'd take it out and play with it" she said, "But I want it later so I don't want to chance an early accident."
After dinner I asked, "What now?"
"We are going to visit a friend."
I was surprised when she told me to drive over to Mary's house. I was even more surprised when we got to Mary's and found her waiting for us in only high heels and thigh highs.
"He is not averse to this I take it" Mary said to mom.
"He doesn't know. It is a surprise."
Mom kissed me and then said, "I told you the other night I was willing to share you with Mary."
As she was saying that Mary was undressing me.
It was too wild to describe.
I ate Mary while mom sucked me. I fucked mom while eating Mary. I fucked Mary while eating mom. The two of them lay side by side while I finger fucked one while sucking the tits of the other and then I switched. Mom and Mary in a sixty-nine with Mary on top and me behind her driving my cock into her tight ass. Mom and Mary sucked my cock at the same time alternating sucks and then while I rested I watched then sixty-nine each other.
Watching your mom sixty-nine with a woman you have just fucked. How weird is that?
As erotic and mind blowing as it was it had to end when my pee-pee cried out "Enough all ready!" Mom and Mary swapped tongues when we said goodnight and Mary said:
"We just have to do this again" and mom said, "Count on it."
On the drive home mom said, "Surprised that mommy is a bisexual slut?"
"Mommy's motherfucker is constantly surprised at what mommy does. Mommy's motherfucker also loves every fucking bit of it and just wished that he had a perpetual hard on so he could do the insatiable slut justice."
She laughed and said, "I am a slut aren't I?"
"And I love it."
The phone was ringing when we walked in the door. I was closest to it so I answered it and it was dad.
"Where has everybody been? I've been calling off and on for over an hour."
"I took mom out to dinner at Angelina's and then she decided that she wanted to be a kid again so we went roller skating at Skate City."
Mom was listening to my side of the conversation and she gave me thumbs up and then she came over and went to her knees in front of me. She took out my cock and started sucking it. I knew what she was doing and what she wanted so I drug out the conversation for a bit before finally asking him if he wanted to talk to mom. He did so I handed her the phone and then sucked on her tits and finger fucked her while she talked to him.
Amazingly the pee-pee that had earlier said "no mas" suddenly wanted to play again. I lifted mom's skirt, pushed the thong aside and then, while she leaned against the wall with one hand while holding the phone in the other, I slowly fucked her from behind. When she said goodbye and hung up the phone I fucked her harder as she braced herself against the wall and cried:
"Harder! Harder damn it! Fuck your slutty mommy baby; make mommy your fucking bitch!"
I pulled out of her, pushed her down onto the floor and then fucked her as hard as I could. I don't know how many times she got off, but by the time I did I was exhausted. We lay there on the floor breathing heavily and she rolled over, hugged me and kissed me.
"I don't feel the least bit bad about this baby. The entire time he was talking to me he had his dick buried in Marge. I know because I could smell it coming through the telephone wires. But you don't care about that do you! If he wasn't fucking her I wouldn't be fucking you. You should send Marge a thank you card or something to show your appreciation."
The thought of showing Marge 'my appreciation' caused my dead cock to twitch and since mom had it in her hand she felt it.
"Oh goodie! Mommy's motherfucker wants to fuck mommy again."
She went to work on me, but even her magic mouth couldn't make it happen. We went to bed, snuggled into each other and fell into an exhausted slumber.
++++++++++++++++
I was so whipped that the alarm clock and mom's ritual wake up blow job didn't wake me although when I finally did come to life, albeit a little bit groggily I was in mom's mouth. Try as she might she couldn't get me up, but when I was awake enough I pushed her away and then went down on her and stayed with it until I got her off.
I was too late to make my first class, but I was on time for the second. Gail joined me at lunch and we firmed up our date for the evening. She made it clear that what she wanted was a Starlight date and while I smiled and said, "You got it" I was wondering if I would be able to get it up for her. It would be a little over eighteen hours since Mom and Mary destroyed me so it might be okay.
Fred put me to work powder coating and that filled up the rest of the afternoon. I saw dad and Marge pull into the parking lot and I was pulling out and they waved and I waved back. I was on my way to Gail's when my phone went off.
"Want some sloppy seconds stud? Only two hours old."
"Damn the rotten luck. If you had called around noon and given me a heads up I would have said hell yes."
"But?"
"I'm just pulling up in front of my date's house and she's already coming down the porch steps."
"Well don't give it all to her. Save some for me and keep tomorrow night open for me okay?"
"I can do that."
"See that you do stud. See you tomorrow."
I fibbed. I was still a couple of miles from Gail's, but if I had told Marge that I was sure that she would have tried to talk me into breaking my date with Gail. It doesn't speak well of me that I would have probably given it some serious thought.
Just as I pulled up in front of Gail's my phone went off again and I saw it was Pam.
"Can you talk?"
"Yeah. I'm alone."
"I'm sorry for the other night. His wallet fell out of his pants pocket while he was dressing and they wouldn't let him get a ticket without ID. By the time he got home it was too late to go back and catch his flight. He had to wait until the next morning. I'll make it up to you baby; I promise."
"I'm going to hold you to it."
"Kisses. Bye."
"Bye sexy."
I asked Gail if she would like a bite to eat or want to catch a movie first, but she said that she had been laid in a while and that is what she was hungry for.
"You have to understand Bobby that with you and Tom I was used to getting it almost daily." She was silent for maybe a minute and then she said, "I'm giving Tom sixty days to respond to the fact that I didn't answer his last letter. If I don't hear from him in that time he is history. Of course he may still be history even if I do hear from him. Depends on what he says. After that I don't care who I'm with if or when he comes back. I won't be leaving them for him."
I was able, just barely, to scratch Gail's itch before taking her home. When I dropped her off we made a date for Saturday although I did tell her there was a possibility of me being in some sort of mood after my sit down with Natasha. She laughed and told me that she knew how to brighten any mood I might have and I guessed that she was right about that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
My dad was still up when I got home and he told me that his trip was fruitful. He had a long term deal with Excel that made expansion a thing that had to happen and not just something to consider and talk about.
"The quickest and least expensive way is still the second shift" I threw out and dad said he thought that I was right.
"Another thing to give some thought to is maintenance" I said. Right now if we have a problem with a machine we call the factory and they send some one. The machine sits idle for a couple of days until the factory tech gets here and then maybe another day or two if a part has to be ordered.
"With machines running twice as long breakdowns will happen more often. You should really give some thought to having your own machine maintenance department. You will still have a day or two downtime if a part has to be shipped in, but even there I'll bet the factory rep can give you a list of the most commonly used parts and you can stock them on site.
"One other thing. Johnson Brothers just closed down and put a lot of people out of work. If you act fast you might be able to pick up a lot of those skilled people before they find other jobs out of town or out of state and pack up and move. That could be your second shift right there."
"Maybe you should just forget college and come to work. You seem to have a good grip on thing without a degree."
"Oh no! No way! I'm going to get that degree."
"You have any more good ideas?"
"One more off the top of my head. You keep getting new business and you will eventually need to expand and you know how hard it is to get the necessary permits and clearances. You know how the city and county are about their tax base so now would be a good time to get with a few council members and let them know that you would like to keep a lot of the skilled Johnson Brothers workers around and put them to work, but that you need to expand to do it.
"Tell them that the bureaucratic nightmare of getting permits and clearances to expand will keep you from doing anything in a hurry and by the time you get them the skilled workers will have relocated and that will cause the local economy to suffer. Their homes will be a glut on the housing market and that will have a ripple effect on everything else."
"But if we put on a second shift we won't need to expand."
"Not right now, but the way you have been picking up new business lately who can tell. It won't hurt to get the process started now so you can be ready in case."



+++++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and Gail joined me at lunch. I noticed Nancy coming through the line and I saw the nasty look she threw my way and it made me smile. Gail wanted to know what I thought was so funny and so I told her.
"She can't help it. She wants you so bad that it is driving her crazy that you cut her off before anything could get started."
"Her own fault."
"She knows it now, but that doesn't make it any easier for her."
I shrugged. I mean what else could I do?"
Fred had something new for me at work. He put me on the sheet metal brake. I'd learned to use one in high school shop class so he handed me a work order and a blueprint and I got to work. The parts required two bends -- a sixty-five degree bend and a thirty degree bend and the order called for three hundred and fifty pieces. I had one hundred and thirty done by quitting time so I knew what I had to look forward to on Monday.
I swung by Marge's office and stuck my head in the door long enough to ask if we were still on.
"Meet you there in twenty" she said and I headed for her place.
I parked a block over and walked back to her place getting there just as she pulled up. She got out and asked me where my car was. I told her and I told her why.
"Dad just might get a wild hair up his butt and come over. Just being careful" I said as I remembered my cut short evening with Pam.
Something made me park where I did. I either had a super-duper fairy godmother or God has a special place in his heart for hormonal teenagers because I'd just finished sending a load into Marge's tight ass when the doorbell rang. Marge was just going to ignore it, but the ringing was persistent. Marge got up, went to the door and looked out the peep hole to see who it was and then she ran back to the bedroom.
"Get your stuff and get in the closet. It's your daddy."
We hustled to get me in and just as she got to the front door I saw it. It was like history repeating itself. A fucking sock! It was lying on the floor next to the bed. I peeked through the cracked door and saw Marge already opening the front door. I didn't have a prayer of getting to the damned thing and getting back into the closet without being seen. I could only hope that he didn't see it. Luckily dad was lagging behind Marge and when she got to the bedroom she saw it and kicked it under the bed without dad noticing.
"I would have thought that you would have had enough of me over the last two days" Marge said.
"The problem is that you get me all wound up and send me home horny. I got home and was all set to jump Madge's bones and she told me that Aunt Flo came to visit earlier in the day. I was so damned horny that I made an excuse to run to the store and I rushed over here."
He looked at the rumpled bed and asked, "Did I wake you?"
"I wasn't asleep yet, by I was getting close."
While dad was talking he was undressing and when he was naked he got on the bed. Marge got on the bed with him and sank down on him cowgirl. Through the slightly cracked open door I watched them fuck and hoped that they would hurry up and get done so he would get the hell out of the apartment and I could get back in the saddle. Marge looked sexy as hell bouncing up and down with her tits flying this way and that.
Dad must have been like me (or me like him) in that he couldn't get off with the woman on top. He rolled Marge onto her back and then pounded her until he came. Marge orgasmed at least twice during the process and when dad pulled out I expected him to dress and leave and hurry back home, but that proved to be wishful thinking on my part.
As soon as he was out of Marge he moved up and stuck his cock in her face. Marge was looking at the closet door knowing I was watching as she opened her mouth and accepted his dick. She sucked him and got him hard again while never taking her eyes off of the slightly cracked open door where she knew my eyes were.
Once he was hard dad got her up on her hands and knees and took her doggie. I hoped her asshole wasn't leaking my juice, but if it was I guess dad didn't notice. He got off while getting Marge off twice. He pulled out and said, "Thanks; I needed that" and he started dressing. Marge followed him to the door and watched out the window to make sure that he drove off and then she rushed back to the bedroom.
"Hurry stud; I'm so hot you could put a pan of water on my tummy and it would come to a boil."
I got on the bed with her and she grabbed my head and kissed me hard. She shoved her tongue in my mouth and then broke the kiss and gave me a wicked look and then said:
"Taste him stud? Taste daddy on my tongue?"
The cunt didn't know who she was dealing with, but I'd fucking show her. I pushed her down on her back and she spread her legs wide expecting me to plow right into her sloppy seconds. I moved between her legs and then I bent and put my face in her pussy. I shoved my tongue inside and moved it around and then moved up and mashed my mouth on hers. I pushed me tongue in her mouth and then pulled it out. I looked down into her face and said:
"Yeah! I tasted daddy."
I drove my cock into her cum filled cunt and then I fucked her as hard as I was able. When I was close to cumming I lifted her legs up onto my shoulders to give me a better angle and then I pulled my cock out of her cunt and drove it into her ass. Ten more hard strokes and I pushed a second load into her bowels, but I wasn't done yet.
I pulled out of her ass and quickly changed positions so my cock was near her face. I grabbed a handful of her hair forcing her to open her mouth to say "Ow!" and when she did I pushed my cock, fresh from her ass, into her mouth. I gripped her head and held it as I said:
"Suck it clean bitch!"
Her eyes were wide as she looked up at me. I jerked her hair and said, "Suck! Get it clean." I felt her tongue start to move and I smiled down at her and said, "Good girl. Good little slut."
I held her there until I felt my dick was clean enough (actually clean had nothing to do with it. I was getting hard) and then I pulled my cock out of her mouth and bent and kissed her. I sent my tongue into her mouth and probed and then she started probing back. I broke the kiss and said:
"Play your little slut games all you want, but don't you ever forget that I can play too."
She pushed me away and down on my back and then she swung over me and impaled herself on my cock. As she drove down she snarled:
"You better make me cum you little bastard or I'll cut off your dick and feed it to the garbage disposal."
"You will have to waddle to the sink to do it because I'll have cut off both your tits and stuffed them up your cunt."
We went after each other like a couple of animals and I think she got off four times before I busted my nut. I fell to the bed beside her and laud there looking up at the ceiling trying to catch my breath. I was wondering if Marge would ever let me darken her door again when I got my answer. Her hand found my limp cock and she started to fondle it as she said:
"Move in with me."
"I don't think dad would like that."
"Fuck your daddy."
"You are."
"Doesn't seem to bother you."
"It doesn't."
"Then move in with me."
"If I did my mom would never speak to me again."
"Why not?"
"Me living with the woman my dad has been fucking? Come on!"
"Are you saying that she knows?"
"You betcha."
"How could she have found out?"
"No idea, but she knows. She asked me to keep my eyes open at work and let her know about anything that I saw."
"Do you?"
"Of course not. It is more fun fucking you than snitching on you."
"Yes, there is that. What is she going to do about it?"
"Other than getting even? Probably nothing."
"Getting even?"
"Just between us right?"
"Of course."
"I don't know if she has a steady lover or just does one night stands, but whenever he goes out of town she goes out for the night. She has a freshly fucked look about her when she comes home."
"He thinks you are staying close to her to make sure that she doesn't do that."
"I don't get in the way. I even lie for her if he asks. When he called last night? She had just gotten in and I could tell she had been fucked, but I told dad I took her to dinner and then roller skating. After she talked to him and hung she told me that she could tell that he had his cock in you while he was talking to her. Was she right?"
"She was. You don't seem upset about what is going on."
"I'm not. They are grown ups and they get to make their own choices. For what it is worth mom says that she loves dad and has no intension of leaving him over what she calls some sport fucking. But she says that her mental health calls for her to stay even."
"Good for her. You have already seen with your own eyes that all it is with me and your daddy is sport fucking right?"
"Speaking of fucking I think you have me ready again."
I trusted Marge not to tell dad what I'd told her. We had already talked about why she was fucking dad. The reasons were strictly monetary. When he had first hired her as his secretary he had been totally up front about it. His secretary was paid four times the normal secretary's wage and it was expected that she would be expected to perform 'additional duties' and he spelled out what those duties would be.
"Forty thousand a year for doing something I loved to do anyway and with no emotional involvement? It was a slam dunk stud."
As I drove home I realized that I had once again fucked both of my dad's women in the space of twenty-four hours. How weird was that?
++++++++++++++++++
My bout with Marge had exhausted me to the point where I wasn't thinking too clearly and I didn't wash my cock when I got home as I usually do. I mean I know what my Saturday morning is going to bring right?
When mom woke me with the ritual Saturday morning blow job as soon as she saw I was awake she took her mouth off me and said:
"You got laid last night. Who is she? She tastes delicious. Even better than Mary. The three of us should get together some night. I'd like to get a little of that from the source."
Oh God! I could just see it in my mind. Mom and Marge in a sixty-nine. Weird visual man, weird! Weird but hot!
"I don't think I could do that" I said. "Fix my squeeze up with my mother? I don't think so."
"So don't tell her I'm your mother. We can just get together in a motel room and you can tell her I'm just an older woman who likes fucking you."
"You are serious."
"I am. I'm not lying motherfucker; she tastes great."
"So I get the two of you together and then she ends up being the one I marry. What then?"
She laughed and said, "If that happens then baby's cocksucker and baby's wife will have one hell of a close relationship."
I considered it. I really did consider it. It would be an awesome thing to watch, but I also thought of the fallout. I could end up losing two superior pieces of pussy. Nope! No way I'd want that to happen.
"All that I'll promise for now is that I'll never wash my cock after I've been with her and I'll leave it to you to clean her off of me."
"Spoil sport!"
She got me where she wanted me and then she mounted me and rode me cowgirl. As she rode me she looked down into my face and said:
"Please motherfucker; pretty please? Let mommy meet the tasty one? Mommy will be so good to you."
"Sorry. Can't play favorites. If I get you together with her I'd have to get you together with Gail and all of the other honey's I spread pollen with."
"Oh you nasty little boy. How many sluts are we talking here?"
"Counting you?"
"Yes you little motherfucker; counting me. We both know that I'm your slut."
I counted them all off in my mind even though I wasn't fucking some of them any more. Mom, Pam, Mary, Gail, Angie, Shelly, Gloria, Marge, Natasha and Pauline. Must not forget Pauline.
"Ten" I said.
"Ten? And you can still get it up for mommy? Just who is the real slut here?"
I rolled her onto her back and fucked her hard as I said, "We both are cocksucker; we both are."
As we rested she asked me who the members of my harem were.
"None of your business. You know about Gail and Mary and that is all you are going to know."
"You're no fun."
"I'm no loud-mouthed braggart either."
She got me up again and had me fuck her butt and then we showered together which led to her leaning against the wall while I took her from behind and then we went out to breakfast. Over my (as always) French toast and bacon and her cheese omelet we talked and it was an uncomfortable talk.
"I'm serious baby. I want to meet the woman I tasted on your cock."
"No way mom. No fucking way! I think I know her well enough that she would go for it. She loves to have her beaver munched on so I'm sure that she would let you do it. I could almost guarantee that she would go for it, but I don't know that she would return the favor. But that isn't the real reason that it would never happen. The real reason is that you couldn't handle it. You already know the person and there is no way on God's green earth that you could handle it so please drop it."
"You know me better than that Bobby. When I get something in my head I stay after it until I get it."
"Forget it mom. It would end up costing me the two greatest pieces of ass I've ever had and there is no way I'm going to do that to myself. You need to carpet munch stick to Mary."
"Two greatest? I thought I was the greatest."
"Of the list of ten you are number one, but she is number two and both of you are head and shoulders above number three so I have no intention of doing anything that will leave me depending on number three or four. Now eat your breakfast if you want me to get you home in time for one more roll in the hay. I have to call Natasha and set up the sit down she has been asking for."
She wanted the last one in her ass and then she went to shower again and get all clean and sweet smelling for dad when he got home and I went to the phone in the kitchen and made my call.
+++++++++++++++
The phone was answered by her father.
Hi Mr. Evans. This is Bob Marchant. I was supposed to call Natasha this afternoon. Is she available?"
"No she isn't. She went out about an hour ago and hasn't come back."
"Okay. Please tell her that I called."
From the tone of his voice I had no doubt that the message was already forgotten by the time he hung up the phone. Well, I'd made my attempt to call and it wasn't my fault we didn't connect. I hung up and gave some thought to getting in the shower with mom and had just decided to do it when the doorbell rang. I went to the door and opened it to find Natasha standing there. God damn, but she was gorgeous and sexy.
"Hello Bobby. I hadn't heard from you so I thought I'd just stop by."
"I called, but your father said you had gone out."
"Can I come in?"
"No. I want to do this on neutral ground. How did you get here?"
"Drove over in the car my parents finally got around to buying me."
"I'll meet you at Harry's in ten minutes."
"Can't we do it here? We will be constantly interrupted at Harry's."
I knew that it was probable, but I was being a hard nose (okay-I was being an asshole), but I needed to set the tone.
"Look Natasha, you wanted this meeting, not me. We will do it my way or we won't do it at all."
"Okay Bobby; Harry's in ten minutes."
I of course took fifteen minutes (I already admitted to being an asshole) and she was already there and sitting in a booth when I walked in. The second person I saw was Eddie Wooters. They weren't together, but when Eddie saw me he hurriedly got up and left. I noticed that he was walking with a slight limp.
I joined Natasha and when Alice came over I ordered a chocolate milkshake. As Alice walked away I said"
"Okay Natasha; you called this meeting. You have the floor."
"What happened to us Bobby? I thought we had a connection."
"Eddie Wooters happened to us Natasha. You let him destroy us. Your hanging on to him in spite of everything killed what we had."
"It wasn't meant to be that way Bobby."
"Maybe not, but it was. Even after you were shown that he was a lying asshole and deliberately broke us up you continued to hang with him. Whose idea was it to get together up at school and cheat on me? Yours or his?"
"It wasn't cheating Bobby. You were having sex with Gail and all I was doing was the same thing. It didn't mean any thing. It wasn't going to take me away from you."
"What makes you think I was having sex with Gail?"
"You told me."
"When did I do that? I sure don't remember it."
"You told me that you were going to take care of her while Tom was gone. Everyone knows that she and Tom were having sex every chance they got so if you were going to take care of her that meant you were having sex together."
"That isn't what I said and you know it. I said I would date her and keep her company to keep her busy so no other guy would go after her while Tom was gone. That did not mean that we were having sex together. But that doesn't really matter. You knew my feelings toward Eddie and yet you still deliberately dated him and fucked him while you were up at school."
"It was a mistake Bobby. I admit I screwed up. You were my first and only Bobby. I knew you had experience with other girls and I wanted to see what other boys would be like. I wasn't looking to replace you. I just wanted some experience. I thought that maybe if I could learn a few things I could make it better for us when we made love. I know that you didn't like Eddie, but to me Eddie was a known quantity. I didn't want to screw around with a bunch of guys I didn't know and I didn't want to screw around with other guys from here. It could have gotten back to you and I didn't want that. I knew Eddie would keep quiet about it so he was the obvious choice for me."
"Bullshit Natasha. You knew that you were doing wrong. You even tried to set me up with Gail so you would be able to use it against me if I ever found out. Unfortunately for you I found out about it."
"I know that was wrong, but don't you see why I did it? I didn't want to lose you Bobby. It was supposed to be my insurance policy. I could say that we were even and you would think it was so and then we could get on with our lives. It was supposed to help me keep you Bobby; not drive you away."
I sat there looking at her. I missed her. I really did. I knew the second I laid eyes on her that we were supposed to be forever. I let my hatred of Eddie Wooters and what he did affect my judgment where Natasha was concerned. But all of that aside, what she did was set out to deliberately cheat on me. I might look like a hypocrite to some, but I'm really not. I was spreading pollen far and wide and had she come to me and talked about what she wanted to do I most probably would have said okay. All I would have required was the understanding that I could do at home what she was doing away which would have been my cover if she ever found out about what I was doing.
What I had to think about was if there was a chance for us. I knew that none of what I had going was going to end up as a permanent relationship. Well, there was the possibility that it could happen with Gail or even Pauline if she ever came back, but those possibilities could only occur if Natasha wasn't in my life.
The question I was asking myself was could the same be said of Natasha? Would she hook up with some guy at school and put me out of her life? To me that was a very good possibility.
"So what is it you want Natasha?"
"I want us back together Bobby. I never wanted us to be apart in the first place."
"So what happens if I get weak minded and get back together with you? You go back up to school, fuck around with Eddie and then come home on weekends like nothing has changed? I don't trust you anymore Natasha. I don't know what the attachment you have to Eddie is, but it is never going to set well with me."



"I don't see Eddie anymore. I haven't had anything to do with him since you broke up with me. I knew if I was ever going to get you back he had to go. When I told him that he laughed. He said the only reason that he had anything to do with me at all is because he wanted to stick it to you. I don't know what he had against you, but I never meant a thing to him. It was all to get at you. You have always said he was an asshole and he was.
"I haven't been happy since you broke with me Bobby. I miss you terribly. I need you back in my life."
"I'm going to have to think on it some Natasha. No promises at this time. What time do you usually get home on Friday?"
"Around five or five-thirty."
"How about you keep Friday evening open and we can talk again. Catch a movie maybe, have a bite to eat somewhere and talk. Again, I'm making no promises, but I will think about it. I'll think long and hard about it."
We set a time for Friday and then I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I called Gail and she told me to come on over. Her parents were gone for the weekend again. I asked her if she wanted to go out and she said no.
"I'll fix us a little something to eat and then we can fool around some."
I knew what 'fooling around' meant so naturally I told her I would be right over. As I drove over to her place I thought about the talk that I'd just had with Natasha. I missed her. I thought about her all the time and I would love to have her back. But could I do it? The problem was could I trust her? And it wasn't about other guys. I couldn't forget what she wanted Gail to do to me just so she could get away with what she wanted to do. I had no idea that Natasha could be that devious. What else was she capable of? I did indeed have a lot of hard thinking to do.
Gail fed me grilled cheese sandwiches and chicken noodle soup as the main course and pussy for dessert. She fed me a lot of dessert. So much so that I fell asleep next to her sated. I woke before she did in the morning so I woke her the way she usually woke me and when she was wide awake she pulled me up on her and we made slow easy love for maybe ten minutes and then the slow and easy turned into hard and fast. We rested and then she sucked me until I was up and hard and then she had me do her doggie.
Over my usual and her pancakes she asked me about my meeting with Natasha and what the outcome was. I told her that things were still up in the air and that I had a date with Natasha for the coming Friday.
"You are going to get back together with her right?"
"I really don't know. I'm having a hard time getting past that stunt she pulled, or tried to pull, with you and her getting together with Eddie even knowing how I felt about him."
"You do realize that the 'stunt' as you call it was supposed to keep you together and not drive you apart?"
"That may be, but it was still underhanded and sneaky. If she is capable of that what else is she capable of? And I still am having trouble with her relationship with Eddie. She says it is a thing of the past, but her hanging with him even after we showed her what a skunk he was still sits there staring at me."
"All true, but I believe that she does love you and wants to get back together. And she knows what will happen if she fucks up again."
"If we get back together it will mean no more weekends for you."
"That just means that we will have to get together during the week."
Yes, but I'm not sure how often. I'm having to stay late and work overtime a lot lately."
A lie, but I knew I would be seeing Mary from time to time. I expected that I would occasionally get calls from Pam and Marge was going to want company from time to time. And then of course there was mom. I knew I could always say no to them, but I also knew that I wouldn't. I knew that none of it was forever, but I was going to take what I could get while it was still there.
After breakfast we went back to her place and played until two and then straightened the place up so it would look right when her mom and dad came home.
As soon as I walked into the house my mom grabbed me and pulled me into the downstairs bathroom. I started to ask "What the hell are you doing" but she cut me of with a "Hush. We don't have much time." While saying that she was unzipping me and pulling out my cock. She took it in her mouth and said:
"Damn! You were with some one else last night. I was hoping to get another taste of my mystery woman."
She stood up and left the bathroom while I tucked myself away and then followed her out.
There was the usual small talk around the dinner table and then I excused myself to go up to my room and work on my homework assignments. It was inevitable that thoughts of my talk with Natasha would intrude, but I still managed to get done what needed to be done and then I went to bed and fell into an exhausted sleep.
++++++++++++++++
School was school -- no changes there -- and at lunch no one joined me. At work Fred put me to work powder coating parts. At quitting time I swung by Marge's office just to say hi. She smiled at me and then said:
"Not tonight stud. Got some family obligations to take care of."
"Just my luck. Get me all wound up and thinking you're my lady and you turn away from me."
She laughed and said, "Horse-hockey stud. We are a long way from turning away from each other. Check with me tomorrow."
As I left her office I saw Shelly and she smiled and waved at me to come over to her.
"Hubby is out of town lover. Want to follow me home?"
Remembering my last night with Pam I asked, "How far out of town and when is he due back?"
"He is in Atlanta till Tuesday and his flight home is scheduled for Wednesday morning."
"When did he leave?"
"Six last night. Why the questions?"
"Just want to make sure he is really gone and won't come walking into the house on us. In fact, maybe going to a motel would be better."
"Can't do that. I have to be home if he calls."
"Are you sure that he is in Atlanta?"
"Positive. He called me when he got in and gave me the hotel and phone number in case I needed to get in touch with him."
"Okay then. I'll wait for you to come out and I'll tag along behind you."
As I was sitting in my car waiting for her my phone rang and the screen showed that it was Pam.
"I take from Natasha's mood that I owe you. Actually I owe you twice. Once to make up for the last time and once to thank you for cheering up my little girl. Hubby is going out of town tomorrow and won't be home until Thursday. Can you hold Wednesday open for me?"
"I'll have my social secretary pencil you in."
"See you then lover. Bye."
Shelly came out of the building and I followed her home. She had me pull into her garage ad park where her hubby parked when he was home. I followed her from the garage into the house and when inside she said:
"Can I feed you or do you want to get right down to it?"
"Maybe later we can have a bite, but I don't like playing on a full stomach."
"Follow me then" and she led me into her bedroom. Once there she said, "Oral and anal only right?"
"Oral and anal only; got it."
She did me first and swallowed. Then I went down on her and by the time I got her off I was up and ready so she got up on her hands and knees and offered up her tight butt. I was able to get her off twice before I came and then we took a break to get a bite to eat. It was reheated leftovers, but it was good and it was filling.
I helped her wash the dishes and after they were put away we went back to the bedroom. She went into the bathroom and came back with a wash rag and a towel and cleaned my cock. Then she went down on me and worked at getting me back up and when she got it done she gave me her ass again. Another wash job and we were in a sixty-nine with Shelly on top when the bedside phone rang. She reached to pick it up and it was hubby. She got off me and sat on the side of the bed to talk to him. I got off and knelt in front of her and tried to push her legs open, but she held them closed and pushed me away.
I had just been in a hot mouth and I was worked up so next I tried to suck her tits, but she gave me a nasty look and pushed me away. She even slapped my hand -- hard! As hot and horny as I was I got the message and backed off. I gathered my clothes and was putting my pants on when her call ended and she asked me what I was doing.
"I got the message. You don't want to play any more so I'm going."
"You get those pants off before I smack you in the head with the table lamp. You aren't going anywhere until we wake up in the morning."
"But you pushed me away and hit me."
"You can't be that dense Robert. I just didn't want you bothering me while I was talking to my hubby."
Then I guess she felt the need to explain.
"If I would have let you mess with me while I was on the phone with him I would be disrespecting him and I won't do that. He's a damned good man and I love him. There is no way I'm going to disrespect him."
She saw the confused look on my face and she said, "You are thinking that I am cheating on him and that is the ultimate disrespect right?"
I nodded a yes.
"To you it probably looks like cheating and to him it damned sure would be, but to me it isn't. I am not giving you anything that is his. He won't do oral and anal with me so I don't feel that they are his and I can do with them what I want. If anything he is the cheater. He cheats me out of what I want, crave and need. Convoluted logic and I know it, but you know full well that there is nothing between you and me other than oral and anal satisfaction. You aren't stealing me away from my husband and my only emotional involvement with you is that I like you. I like you a lot, but I don't love you. If my husband would decide to give oral and anal a shot you would never get to touch me again. Is it clear to you now?"
As a way of saying yes I let go of my trousers, stepped out of them and got back on the bed.
I like falling asleep in the arms of a warm woman. I like it a lot. I woke up first and I woke Shelly up by feasting on her pussy. By the time I got her off I knew that she was so far into things that I could have moved up and taken her pussy and she would have only made token resistance, if any, but I also knew that would make me an asshole and end any further play with her. Instead I pulled her into the doggie position and took her ass.
We showered and then she fixed us eggs and bacon for breakfast. Over our second cup of coffee she said:
"Thank you Bobby; for a great night and for what you did this morning."
She saw the questioning look on my face and she laughed and said, "Don't ever take up poker playing Bobby; your face can't hide a thing. When you were eating me this morning I saw that look on your face. It screamed out what you wanted to do, but you honored my wishes so thank you. We will do this again."
++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove from Shelly's place to school I thought about cheating. It seemed that cheating was in the eye of the beholder. Shelly didn't see what she was doing as cheating, but her husband would damned sure see it that way, Tommy didn't see what I was doing with Gail as cheating and Gail didn't either, but anyone else seeing it would consider that Gail was cheating on Tom.
And how about Pauline and me? Anyone who knew about Pauline and Gary would have called us cheaters and to them we were, but as far as Pauline, Gary and I were concerned we weren't. Mom didn't think she was cheating on dad. To her she was just getting even. The same with Pam. As far as she was concerned she was just keeping the ledger in balance.
All those thoughts of course led me to my relationship with Natasha. I could convince myself that I hadn't cheated on her before she gave me her cherry. I was only doing the same that Sherry was doing; satisfying the needs that Natasha wouldn't take care of, but even if I could sell that to myself I couldn't get by what I had continued to do after taking Natasha's virginity.
That was pure assed cheating on her and I knew it.
Given what I was doing where did I get off going off on her for what she did with Eddie? Forget the way I felt about Eddie. Forget that she knew how I felt about Eddie and she did with him anyway. Forget her scheme to give her a way out if I found out about her and Eddie. Forget all that shit and concentrate on the fact that Natasha was my girlfriend and I was fucking other females.
Didn't speak well of me that I came unglued on her for doing what I was doing does it?
++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch I had a surprise visitor. Angie asked if she could join me and me being the curious guy that I am I told her to have a seat.
"I want to apologize for my behavior Bob. I had no right to act the way I did. In my defense I can only say that I was unaware of your history with Wooters. I only found out about all the run ins you had with him and why after the night I behaved so terribly with you."
"Does this mean I can put you back on speed dial?"
She smiled and said no. "Bert finally figured it out and I'm now spoken for."
"Good for you."
After that we talked classes and instructors until it was time for me to get up and go.
Fred put me on the turret lathe that afternoon. Dad had agreed with me that we needed our own machine maintenance people and he had posted the job and George had put in for it. He was home packing his bags as I took over his machine. He was being sent to the factory for training. It would be a three man department. The other two were ex Johnson Brothers employees who had done the same job before losing their jobs.
Dad had put an ad in the paper on Saturday and had already hired sixteen of the out of work Johnson people before I got to work. The second shift was going to start the coming Monday. There were several promotions as our people were moved into supervisory roles on the second shift and Fred told me that I was some sort of junior grade hero to those people.
"Your dad is telling them that the second shift was your idea so you are getting the credit for their promotions and raises."
"It was no big deal Fred. We needed to expand for all the new business. Anyone could have seen the need and I'm sure dad would have done it without my saying a word."
"Don't matter none boy. Your daddy is giving you the credit so you are stuck with it."
He told me who the promoted guys were and I decided to avoid them if I could to keep from being embarrassed. When I got off I swung by Marge's office to say hi.
"I hope you aren't expecting to see me anytime soon stud" she said. "I'll be up to my ass in paperwork for days taking care of all the new hires you caused."
"Don't blame me. It is all your fault."
"My fault? How do you figure that?"
"Stop screwing dad before he goes on trips and he won't get any more business and we won't grow."
"Get out of here stud, but try to keep tomorrow open for me."
"Can't do it. I have something I have to do that will take me until bedtime. Thursday maybe?"
"We'll see."
Shelly gave me a big smile and a wave when I left Marge's office and I saw Gloria in the background giving me a look I couldn't read. I called Gail, but she had something going with her parents so I called Mary.
"How fast can you get here?"
"About fifteen minutes."
"The door will be open and you know where to find me."
I called home and told mom I was going over to Mary's and I wouldn't be home for dinner. Mary was right where I knew she would be. Laying naked in the middle of her bed and waiting for me with a big smile.
I ate her and then I fucked her. We were in a sixty-nine when we heard:
"Break it up you two and let me get into the mix."
Mary and I looked over to the doorway and saw mom getting undressed.
To be continued.
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"I am welcome aren't I" mom said as she took off her clothes.
Mary laughed and said, "Always room for one more slut."
"Takes one to know one" mom said as she walked over and got on the bed with us.
It was a repeat of the last time. I ate Mary while mom sucked me and then I fucked mom while I licked Mary's cunt. Next it was Mary turn to be fucked while I licked mom's beaver. Mom and Mary sucked my cock at the same time alternating licks and sucks. I fucked mom's ass while she had her face buried in Mary's pussy and then Mary washed my cock clean and I fucked her while she ate my mom's pussy and then while I rested I watched the two of them go sixty-nine on each other.
Watching your mom go sixty-nine with a woman you have just fucked? How weird was that?
Mom had to leave around ten and after she was gone and Mary and I were resting up Mary asked:
"You still want to see a gangbang?"
"No, I don't want to see one; I want to participate in one."
"A guy I went to school with in college just moved back to town a couple of weeks ago and after he got settled in he called a bunch of his old friends and we got together for lunch. Three of the guys there were guys I had pulled trains with. I can make it happen if you really want it."
"When?"
"You tell me when you can be available."
"Anytime next week. I just need a couple of days notice so that I don't make other plans."
"Make it Wednesday then. That gives us a week to get ready for it."
When I got home mom and dad were still up. Mom had showered before she left Mary's so if dad wanted any that night he wouldn't find any evidence of wrong doing.
"I went out for drinks with Mary Bagley tonight and she says she hasn't heard from Tom lately. Have you heard from him?"
"Not in over a month."
I'm sure that little snippet was for dad's benefit because it added just the right touch to her evening out with Mary and was part of keeping dad's mind at rest. If he thought she was out fucking around (and he would have given the fact that he thought he had me watching her when he was away) it would be doubtful that she was talking about Mary's son. Of course he didn't know about Mary's (and mom's) past so he wouldn't think that an evening with Mary would be an evening of fucking around and there was also the fact that he wouldn't have thought she would have had the time to in the relatively short time she had been gone. As soon as she heard the bedroom door close she said:
"You need to give me more notice when you are going to go over to Mary's so I can get there a little earlier. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to go and give your father his sloppy seconds. Of course they may not be sloppy, but they are still going to be seconds" and she headed off to bed.
As she walked away with my eyes on her sexy ass I had another one of my weird thoughts. Why didn't I feel bad doing what I was doing to him by fucking his wife and his mistress? I loved him and he was a great dad so why didn't I feel bad? The simple answer could be that I was just a hormonal teenager who loved to fuck and pussy was pussy and both of them had come after me. I didn't go after either of them and was I going to pass up what was offered freely? Could it really be that simple?
My life was weird man; really fucking weird. But I was loving it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was caught up on my school work so I didn't get up and head for the library on Wednesday. Well I guess that depends on how you define 'home work.' As soon as mom saw that I was still at home she pulled me into her bedroom and I ended up working at home. I guess you really couldn't call it work although it was pretty tiring.
I couldn't get over how much my mom loved anal sex. I did her four times before heading off to work and three of those times she wanted it up her butt. I ate her and then I did her missionary and then we went sixty-nine until she got me back up and she wanted me in her ass. She washed my cock, sucked me hard and then wanted it in the ass again. Another wash job followed by some sixty-nine and one more trip up the dirt road. Intermingled with all that there were rest periods and she fed me breakfast.
At work Fred had me on the metal shear for the first hour and then I powder coated for the rest of the shift. At quitting time I called Pam to make sure that we were still on and she told me to stop wasting time on the phone and get my butt over to her place.
"Not meaning to be a worry-wart, but are you sure that he made it out of town this time?"
"He called me when he checked in and gave me the room number in case I needed to call him."
"I'm on the way."
I parked one block over and then walked over to Pam's house and she answered the door naked. She led me through the house to her bedroom and then it was pure assed suck and fuck until ten and then I left to go home. I wanted to stay the night but Pam wouldn't hear of it. She told me that a lot of her neighbors were very early risers and she couldn't take the chance that any of them might see me leaving in the morning.
Dad was in bed, but mom was up when I got home.
"Out spreading pollen again" she asked.
"Have to do my part."
"Was it my mystery lady?"
"Not tonight, but if you are a good little girl I'll have a treat for you tomorrow evening or Friday morning. I'm seeing your mystery lady tomorrow evening."
"What do you mean by "If I'm a good little girl?" You want me to be bad, not good. Besides I'm not good, I'm great and you had better not forget it."
She came over and rubbed my cock through my pants and then said goodnight and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch Gail joined me and we made a firm date for Sunday and I told her that I might even call her Saturday depending on how my Friday meeting with Natasha went.
"You really think something might come out of it?"
"It is possible. I still don't know, but I am considering it."
When I got to work Fred put me on the sheet metal shear. There was a man I didn't recognize on the turret lathe and Fred introduced me to him. He name was Evan and he was one of the Johnson Brothers new hires. Just before the end of the shift he came over to me and said:
"I understand that I have you to thank for my job."
"Who told you that?"
"That's the word going around. You talked your dad into taking advantage of all the out of work people from Johnson's to start a second shift."
"Yeah. Right. A nineteen year old kid making decisions like that."
"You can "aw shucks" all you want son, but unless you are calling your daddy a liar you have the thanks of a whole lot of people. See you tomorrow."
I stopped by Marge's office and she told me that she would meet me at her place in fifteen minutes. I parked a block over (I was becoming a very cautious young man) and then walked back to Marge's place. There was a note taped to the door telling me to come on in.
She wasn't naked when I got to her bedroom, but she was working on it. She beat me, but only just barely.
I went down on her and then we went missionary. She sucked me hard and I did her doggie. A sixty-nine got me ready again and it started cowgirl and ended missionary. As we rested I told her that she had a secret admirer and she wanted to know who.
"My girlfriend. She likes the way you taste."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
I told her the story omitting the fact that it was my mom.
"She wants to get the taste right from the source. She was upset when I told her that you didn't swing that way."
"Well I've got news for you stud. I've been known to munch a carpet or three. So when are you going to get me and my secret admirer together?"
"Ain't gonna happen. I've got a good thing going right now and something like that could ruin it for me."
"Not doing could ruin it for you."
"How's that?"
"If I wanted to do it bad enough I could cut you off until you make it happen."
"Doesn't really matter. She wouldn't do it anyway. It was just sex play talk."
"You had better do me one more time so you will have a heavy coat of me on you."
I didn't spend the night and when I got home mom and dad were in bed. I wondered if mom would try to suck my dick in the morning while dad showered. I smiled at the thought and of course I didn't wash my cock before going to bed.
I wasn't even asleep yet when mom crept quietly into the room.
"I wanted it as fresh as I could get it motherfucker" she said as she pulled the sheet back and went down on me. She sucked me until I was hard and then she handed me a pair of her dirty panties.
"I have to meet her motherfucker; you just have to get us together."
She left my room and I ended up leaving cum soaked panties on my bedroom floor for her to pick up in the morning.
++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch time Gail joined me and we finalized our date for Sunday. She was flat out up front that it was going to be a Starlight date and she wanted me to pick her up as early as I could. I told her that the time would depend on the outcome of my talk with Natasha and I reminded her that she might even hear from me on Saturday.
Gloria and Tina had both called in sick and so I was told that I was going to have to help in the office that day. I was put to work entering invoices into the computer. Marge stopped by and asked me in an almost whisper:
"Did my secret admirer like my gift?"
"She ate it up" I wisecracked.
"I've got lots more and I'd like to give it to her from the spigot if you catch my drift."
"Not a good idea. I'm pretty sure that I'd end up losing you both if I set it up."
"You could end up losing me anyway if I don't get what I want."
"True, but I'd still have her. If I got you together with her I could very well end up with only my hand to keep me company."
"Come on stud; don't be such a spoil sport. I'd be willing to bet that you would get a real charge out of watching us."
I smiled as I thought "If you only knew."
++++++++++++++++++
I picked Natasha up at seven and got a smile from her mother and a scowl from her dad. I took her to Angelina's for dinner and we talked. She pitched hard for us to get back together, but I told her that I was still a whole lot leery and then I bit the bullet and told her why.
"You are young, healthy and curious. You are not going to go five days a week for the next three and a half years without being hit on by dozens of guys and eventually you are going to go out with guys."
She started to interrupt me, but I cut her off.
"You can deny it all you want, but I know that eventually you are going to date and being as curious as you are you will eventually give it up to some guy."
Again she started to interrupt me and I said, "Let me finish. My worry is that if we try to put things back together I'll only end up losing you to one of the guys you hook up with."
"I wouldn't do that to you. Not ever."
"You can say that sitting here with me now, but you are in a different world up at Western. You like sex and you are curious about what it would be like with other guys. It will happen Natasha. You need to know this. I didn't break up with you because you got laid up at Western. I broke up with you because it was Eddie you fucked. I am not opposed to you experimenting while you are up there, but I am worried that when you do you will fall for someone else. That is why I am in no hurry to get back together with you. The uncertainty of it all."
"Are you saying that if you could be absolutely certain of me being yours you wouldn't care if I dated?"
"You will be spending two-thirds or more of the next three and a half years up there. You will be watching your friends and classmates going out on dates and having fun. It would not be natural for you to sit in your room looking at my picture and waiting for the weekend. You need to get out and if you date you will eventually find a guy you might like to try something with. It is the natural order of things Natasha.
"When you went off to Western I expected it to happen and I wasn't concerned about it because we had a connection or at least I thought we did. I wasn't worried about losing you. At least not until I found out that Eddie was also going to Western. And that is the reason I'm not sure that I want to patch things up between us. Your relationship with Eddie is what soured things and still sours things even though you say you are done with him.
"Didn't matter what I said or what he did you still hung with him even though you knew that I hated it. When you were with Eddie you didn't care what I thought. That's the killer Natasha. What if you meet and get attached to another guy like you did with Eddie? I don't want us to put things back together only to have things fall apart again.
"You have three and a half years to go at Western and I don't think we should do anything until you graduate and come home. If you still want me when that happens fine, but until then I think we should just go our separate ways."
"That won't work for me Bobby. I need you, but I do admit to being curious. How about a compromise?"
"What sort of compromise?"
"We are a couple from the time I get home Friday until I leave to go back on Sunday and we are a couple whenever I'm out of school for holidays and other breaks and we let the time we are apart work itself out. No matter what we do during the week the weekend is ours. Yours and mine. Will that work for you?"
I looked at her and thought about it and then said, "It could work, but I'm always going to have questions. I expect that there will be weekends that you won't come home because of lab work, group projects that need to be worked on and the like, but because of what you did with Eddie I will most probably be thinking that the real reason that you didn't come home is that you hooked up with some guy and didn't want to leave him to come home. That's the legacy of Eddie Natasha; a lack of trust on my part. Can you live with me always being suspicious?"
"I won't give you any reason to be suspicious. If I have to stay at school on a weekend I'll invite you up to spend the weekend there with me. I'm dead serious Bobby; I'm yours for life if you will have me."
Maybe I was being foolish, but as I sat there looking at her and remembering Pam telling me how Natasha cried while she hugged my picture I decided to take the chance.
"All right. I'll buy into your plan. What you do Monday until you leave to come home Friday is your business, but the weekend is mine. There is one caveat though. I hear that you so much as look across the room at Eddie and I'm gone and for good."
"I told you Eddie is history and I meant that."
"There is one more little catch to this however. What I do Monday until you get home Friday is my business. Agreed?"
She got up from her side of the table and came over to me and kissed me.
"Now" she said, "All you have to do is take me somewhere and make love to me to seal the deal."
I didn't expect it, but I should have been ready for it. We were half way to my car when the familiar "Hey asshole" came from behind me. I thought for sure that the limp Eddie was carrying around with him would have convinced him to stay the fuck away from me. I turned to see him standing there with three guys. As I stood there looking at him I knew that I was fucked. I didn't have shit in my bag of tricks. I was totally fucked. I handed my car keys to Natasha and told her to lock herself in the car and I tried to get set for the hurt that was coming my way.
"Won't matter what kind of tricks you come up with this time asshole. No way you can take all four of us" and he gave me a nasty grin. A voice from behind me said:
"He doesn't have to take all four of you. In fact he doesn't even have to take one of you if he doesn't care to. However we are willing to let him have which ever one of you he wants and I and my friends will take care of the rest."
Even as I turned to look behind me I saw Eddie's three buddies take a step back and then hustle away leaving Eddie standing there all by himself. He didn't even know they had fled. When I looked behind me I saw five men with some women and children. I didn't recognize any of them. One of them stepped forward and said:
"You have more friends than you know of son and we've got your back. If you want we will stuff him in the trunk of a car and drive it out into the woods and leave it."
I turned back to Eddie and he tried to look brave, but a quick look around him showed that he was all alone. Two of the men walked over to Eddie and one of them said something to him that I couldn't hear, but I got a good look at Eddie's face and I'd swear that it had turned white. He turned and scurried -- yes, scurried -- away. I turned back to the man who had spoken and thanked him for his help.
"No need for that son. Like I told you, you have more friends than you know of and we watch out for our own."
He offered his hand and I shook it and then he and those with him headed into the restaurant. One of the last was a girl who looked familiar to me, but I couldn't quite place her. She turned to me and said:
"You don't have a clue as to what just happened do you?"
"I have to admit that you are right."
"They are here tonight to celebrate. Thanks to you they don't have to sell their homes and move. Daddy wasn't kidding Bobby. You have more friends now that you have ever had before in your life. And daddy meant it when he said that they have your back."
It was then that I recognized her. I didn't know her name, but she was two grades behind me in high school. She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek and said:
"Thank you. Now I don't have to move and give up all my friends" and then she followed her family into Angelina's.
When I got into the car Natasha asked, "What happened and who was that girl who kissed you?"
"Something that I didn't do just saved my ass from a beating and I don't know who the girl is" and then of course I had to explain the whole thing to Natasha.
"So those guys who came to your rescue were guys who worked at that place that went out of business? And they think that it was you who got them new jobs?"
"That's what it looks like."
"That's neat."
"What's neat?"
"My guy is a hero."
"Yeah. Right."
I pointed the Impala toward the Starlight.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It isn't very romantic of me to say this, but my reunion with Tasha didn't have bells ringing or stars bursting. It was simply sex. Great sex, but no better or no worse than the sex that I was having with all the other ladies who had been taking care of me.
Tasha sat next to me on the drive and played with my cock so I was hard and ready when we got to our room. I went down on her until she begged me to fuck her and then I did her in the missionary position. We both got off and then Tasha went to work with her mouth to get me up again and the second time I did her doggie. Some sixty-nine followed by some cowgirl that flowed into the missionary with both of us getting off took care of the third time.
She wanted to go again, but I begged off. I told her that I had to get up early because I had to work the next day and I did have to have her home by midnight to keep her parents happy. The real reason of course was that I didn't dare short my mom for the second week in a row so I needed to be in my bed when she came calling in the morning.
Saturday morning mom woke me in her usual way and she commented on the taste.
"It isn't bad, but it isn't my mystery woman. Who is this one?"
"Your daughter in law to be."
"Damn! I was hoping that mystery woman was going to be my daughter in law. So who is my daughter in law going to be?"
"You don't need to know that just yet. It may not work out."



"So now that we know that mystery woman isn't going to be joining the family when are you going to get us together?"
"I'm not. There is no way that you could handle knowing who she is and I do not want to mess up what I have going with the two of you."
By then I was as hard as I was going to get and so mom climbed up and mounted me cowgirl. As she started to ride me she looked down into my face and said:
"You might be messing things up anyway."
"How would I be doing that?"
"I might just cut you off until you make it happen."
Where had I heard that before!
"From a strictly realistic point of view you will be cutting me off some day anyway and when that happens I will still have mystery woman, Mary, Gail and your prospective daughter in law so I'll be okay."
"Are you really doing that many?"
"You know about Mary and Gail and you have tasted both of them on me and you know that neither of them taste like mystery woman and you just tasted my prospective wife to be and you know she doesn't taste like that others so you know I am doing that many."
"If you are getting that much you won't even miss me and mystery woman if you put us together and it blows up on you."
"If" is the wrong word to use. "When" is the word that belongs in that sentence."
"I think mommy's motherfucker is being a bit overly dramatic. We will talk more about this later, but right now you need to make mommy cum."
I rolled her over onto her back and then proceeded to do what she asked. We played most of the morning and then while mom showered I called Gail and gave her the news that Tasha and I were back together and then I made a date with her for Sunday after Tasha left for school.
Over breakfast at the Village Inn all mom wanted to talk about was the mystery woman and my getting the two of them together. I kept telling her no; that I wasn't about to give up a good thing. Then mom got stupid on me.
"Listen young man; I am still your mother and as long as you are living in my house you will do what I tell you to do. You will get me together with mystery woman. Do you understand me?"
"No problem mother. I've wanted to move to an apartment anyway. Then I won't be living in your house and I won't have to do what you say."
I don't think she expected that and she didn't have a come back ready. We finished breakfast in silence and the silence continued on the ride home. It wasn't until I pulled into the driveway and put the Impala in 'park' that she broke the silence.
"I don't want you to move out. I'm happy with what we have going and I don't want it to stop. And I do think you are overreacting on the effects of my meeting my mystery woman."
"I'm not and you are just going to have to trust me on that."
When we got into the house she wanted to play some more, but I told her that I couldn't.
"I have to save some for Natasha."
"When did that happen?"
"We had a long talk last night and we are going to give it another try."
"So that is who I tasted this morning. Does this mean that mystery woman is out of the picture now and if so it wouldn't hurt anything to put us together right?"
"Mystery woman is not out of the picture. I still need something to do while Natasha is up at school."
"You have Mary and Gail for that. Let me have my mystery woman."
I didn't even bother to answer that; I just got out of the car and went into the house. I was regretting not telling mom that the taste she got the first time she sucked me off after I'd been with Marge was from a whore I picked up on Second Avenue. One thing I did know for sure; I would be washing my cock after being with Marge from now on even if I had to stop at a gas station and use the restroom to do it.
++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Tasha up at four and we went to The Hungry Heifer for dinner and after eating we went to the teen club. There were some kids there that we knew and we put a couple of tables together. We danced and socialized until around ten and then Tasha reminded me that I had to have her home by one.
We left the club and as I steered the car toward the Starlight Tasha moved next to me and started to play with my cock. I was primed and ready when we got into the room and we spent a thoroughly enjoyable two hours before I had to take her home. We necked for twenty minutes and then I walked her to her door. She kissed me and we made a date for nine in the morning to go for a run.
Mom and dad were asleep when I got home and I went right to bed. I fell asleep wondering how I was going to handle things now that Tasha was back in the mix. She would get from Friday until she left for school Sunday and that meant that I would have from Sunday evening until Thursday to squeeze in mom, Mary, Gail, Pam, Marge and occasionally Shelly and I could not see how I was going to be able to do it. The one thing that I never even considered was giving up any one of them.
I picked Tasha up at nine and drove to Paint Brush Park. We ran the Black Diamond Trail and there was a large clump of bushes near the middle of the trail. When we reached them Tasha pulled me behind the bushes, pulled down my pants and then went down on her knees and started sucking my cock.
The Black Diamond runs between two hills and the Red Hawk Trail ran over the top of the hill to the east and the Blue Heron Trail topped the hill to the west. Tasha thought we were hidden by the bushes, but where we were we could be seen from the other two trails where they went over the hills. She had me close to cumming when I happened to look up and see two guys and a girl watching from the Red Hawk. "No sense in worrying about it now" I thought as I gripped Tasha's head and emptied in her mouth. She swallowed and then took her mouth off me and said:
"That's so you will have something to think about until next Friday."
I glanced up at the watchers and the girl gave me a 'thumbs up' and then the three of them jogged off. I didn't bother telling Natasha about her audience. It might make her think twice about doing it again.
From the park we went to the IHOP on Park Street and over breakfast we made plans for the coming Friday and then I took her home, kissed her and told her that I would see her at the end of the week. As I pulled away from the curb I called Gail and asked her what time she wanted me to come by and she said:
"I'm ready and waiting right now."
I picked her up and as soon as she was in the car she said, "Find us a bed. I'm as horny as a billy-goat."
As I drove toward the Starlight I decided that I needed to see about a weekly or even a monthly rate. When I checked in I asked the woman behind the counter if they had such a thing as weekly or monthly rates and she said that they did. The weekly rate was $350 which would be a savings of $62 over the daily rate and would work out to just $50 a day. The monthly rate was a little better at $1200 which worked out to $40 a day. I told her I would think about it, but I wouldn't.
I was averaging fifteen times a month which came to $882 at the daily rate. The daily, weekly and monthly rates all came to more that an apartment would cost and since I wasn't going to live there, but just use it as a fuck pad I wouldn't have to sweat cooking, doing laundry (except for sheets and towels) or going without all the things I got by living at home. Well, maybe I would have to dust once in a while.
Gail and I played until eleven and then I took her home and then went home and sacked out.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and I didn't have any visitors at lunch. The parking lot was packed when I got to work. I'd forgotten that the second shift was starting that day. Luckily one of my perks as the owner's son was an assigned parking place.
When I got to the machine shop Fred told me that I was supposed to go to the office.
"I don't imagine that I'll be seeing much of you any more. Doesn't much matter. You have a good idea of what we do here and that's what you were supposed to get out of it."
I went to the office and found that the second shift also required more office help and there were three new women in the office. I was introduced to Andrea Moore and I was told to work with her and guide her through the maze that our office was. I didn't bother to ask why one of the full timers like Tina, Gloria and Shelly wasn't given the job although I think I figured it out on my own. They had worked with Andrea and the other two during the day and that had caused them to fall behind so it was "give Andrea to Bobby so we can try and catch up."
I didn't mind in the least. The other two were matronly ladies, but on the ten scale with Shelly being a 9.5, Gloria an 8.5 and Tina an 8 Andrea was somewhere between a 9.3 and a 9.6 and being the hormonal teen that I was I was instantly captivated. She was about twenty-five or twenty-six I guessed and it was hard to take my eyes off of her as I worked with her.
I wasn't surprised that I didn't really have to show Andrea much because she had done the same job at Johnson's. It was just a case of showing her where things were. I did notice Andrea occasionally looking at me with a look that I couldn't figure out and I wondered about it right up till quitting time when she shocked me by saying:
"You really like blow jobs don't you?"
"What?!!"
"You must really grove on them if you won't even stop when you have an audience."
I looked at her confused and she said, "Paint Brush Park yesterday. You looked up at us watching and you didn't stop."
It dawned on me then. The woman who gave me the 'thumbs up' sign before moving on was Andrea. She might have caught me off guard to begin with, but my association with mom, Mary, Marge, Pam and Shelly -- all older ladies -- had given me a lot more confidence that your average nineteen year old so I smiled at her and said:
"The only thing I like more than getting is giving."
She looked at me for several seconds and then she said, "You any good at it?"
"I've never had a lady push me away."
"What are you doing after work?"
"I don't have any plans."
"You do now."
She picked up a pen and a piece of paper and wrote down an address and handed it to me as she said:
"Give me a half hour and then stop by."
I swung by Marge's office to say hi and she said, "Not tonight stud. I have some shopping to do and then I need to do laundry. Keep tomorrow open for me?"
"Will do. See you then."
I ran the car through a car wash and then filled the tank and that took care of the half hour. I headed for the address that Andrea had given me. She answered the door in a bathrobe and when I was inside she asked me if I wanted a drink.
"Beer if you have it."
She told me to have a seat on the couch and then she brought me a Coors's Light. She sat across from me in an easy chair with a glass of white wine and then she said:
"Tell me something Robert. How does a young man of nineteen become so self-assured that he can so easily accept an invitation from an older woman?"
"It was an older woman who seduced me and took my virginity. She then spent the next several months teaching me how to please her. It put me miles ahead of most other nineteen year olds."
She lifted her wine glass to take a sip and I noticed for the first time the wedding rings on her finger.
"Now I have a question for you. Do I need to worry about a pissed off husband storming in and wanting to tear me limb from limb?"
She smiled and said, "Dennis is an over the road truck driver and he left this morning on a four day run so he won't be joining us."
She stood up and let her robe fall to the floor. Yes indeed, she was definitely a 9.5 or 6.
"Shall we take this to the bedroom?" she asked.
She turned down the covers and sat on the edge of the bed as she watched me undress. When I was naked she laid back and I knew what I was supposed to do. I buried my face in her beaver and went to work. I licked, sucked and fingered her to two orgasms before I moved up and worked me cock into her tight pussy. I fucked her slow and easy until she moaned:
"Harder damn it; fuck me harder."
I obliged the lady. I did her as hard and fast as I was able and I got her off twice before I got my nut. I held myself in her until I was limp and then I pulled out. Then I surprised her by going down on her again. I got her off one more time and by then I was hard again.
"I want you doggie this time" I said and she scrambled to get up on her hands and knees. I fucked her steady, but not really hard and I got her off one more time before getting mine. Again I held myself in her until I went soft and then I pulled out and fell to the bed beside her.
She got up and left the room and came back with another beer. She handed it to me and I sat up to take a drink. As I touched the bottle to my lips I felt her lips surround my cock. Her mouth fell off me as I scooted back so I could sit up with my back against the headboard and then she scooted up to capture my cock again. I sat there and drank my beer while she worked on getting me up one more time. By the time I'd finished the beer she had me up and I asked:
"How do you want this one?"
"Doggie. You rub my clit just right in doggie."
She assumed the position and I got her off once more before I was done for the night. When it was over I asked her why.
"Two reasons. But first I need to tell you that this wasn't supposed to happen. I'm a good looking woman and I get hit on a lot. I accept it, but in a fun sort of way. I've found that when I flirt with the men I work with it makes work more fun. Almost all of the men I flirt with know that nothing is going to happen. They hope, they wish, but down deep they know it is just sexy kidding. That is all it was supposed to be tonight after work. Given what I'd seen at the park I thought that I could kid you and given your age I thought you would blush, stammer and maybe even hurry away and then I could have fun with you at work from then on. I wasn't ready for your response, but it intrigued me. Especially the part about liking the giving as well as the getting.
"I love to have my pussy munched on, but I don't get it. Dennis tries, but he can't do it. It is some sort of mental thing with him. He will start, but two or three minutes into it he will get up, run to the bathroom and heave. It tends to put a damper on romantic moments so I don't let him try anymore. And there you were saying that you liked it. That is the first reason.
"The second reason is that I owe you. With me not working Dennis and I could not afford the payments on this house. There was no work in town when Johnson's closed. I know because I spent ten hours a day pounding the pavement looking. Then you talked your father into taking advantage of the availability of the Johnson people to expand and all of a sudden Dennis and I are able to keep our house. Tonight got me what I have been missing and it allowed me to thank you for what you did for us and by us I mean all of the Johnson people."
I wasn't about to say that I didn't have anything to do with it. I decided that it wasn't going to hurt me if every one of the Johnson people felt that way. I wasn't going to say "Glad I could help" but I wasn't going to deny it either.
"I do have to tell you that this is a one time thing. I hope you won't hate me, but I do love my husband and I don't want to lose him so this is just my thank you."
"I understand and I want you to know that it was exceptional and I loved every second of it, but even though I can't get it up again we still aren't through."
I pushed her down on her back and then I buried my face in her pussy. I ate her until she got off and then I said:
"That is my thank you for the gift you gave me tonight."
I got up and dressed and she, still naked, walked me to her front door. She kissed me and said that she would see me tomorrow at work. As I drove home I was sorry that we were never going to do it again, but I was also relieved that I wouldn't have to give up one of my other ladies to make room for her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday at school was no different than any other day and I spent lunch alone. At work I was paired up with Gertrude, one of the two matronly ladies, and we worked on entering invoices into the computer. Andrea gave me a big smile when she saw me and Shelly noticed and teasingly asked if she had been replaced. Andrea overheard the remark and she came over and said:
"If we can get our husbands to go out drinking together some night maybe we can share him."
"Shelly laughed and said, "Great idea."
A little later Shelly came over to me and in a low voice asked, "You still have the key to our playroom?"
"Of course."
"Meet you there in five?"
"You bet."
I headed downstairs and unlocked the room. The air mattress had gone down a bit so I plugged in the air pump and filled it up while waiting for Shelly. I didn't bother unzipping because the day was going to be Shelly's. She had gone without for a while and I hadn't even come close to going without. When she cam into the room I said:
"Up on the table girl. You first."
She got a big smile on her face, pulled off her panties and jumped up on the table. I went to work and in only minutes she had her first orgasm. I kept at it and gave her two more before I felt her tense up, but it wasn't an orgasmic tense. I looked up at her and saw her looking past me with a look of horror on her face. I turned and saw Andrea standing there.
"I saw the two of you sneak off and being the nosy curious person that I am I came snooping."
She walked over and took Shelly's hand and said, "Relax honey. Not to worry. I'm curious, but I'm not a blabber mouth."
Shelly relaxed a little and Andrea said, "He really is quite good at that isn't he. Can I be next?"
"What happened to the "this is a one time thing?"
"That was yesterday. Before I knew about the job's fringe benefits."
Shelly sat up and said, "I need to get back upstairs. They might miss the three of us not being there."
She put her panties on and left.
"You do this often?"
"Only when I work in the office. Shelly can only do it on company time. We used to do it after work, but her husband got suspicious."
"In all the years I've known Shelly I've never suspected that she could cheat on Mike."
"You know her?"
"We went to school together from the sixth grade to high school graduation and I never would have ever expected that she would step out on Mike."
"She doesn't see it that way. He refuses to do oral or anal and she loves them. Her position is that he is the cheat. He is cheating her out of the things she loves and craves."
"Anal? You do anal?"
"Doesn't everybody?"
"I don't. I've never even thought about it."
"You should try it at least once, but we can talk about that later. Up on the table girl. We can't take forever or someone will come looking for us."
I ate her to an orgasm and then we hurried back to work. I wasn't at all surprised when ten minutes after we got back to work I saw Andrea and Shelly huddled and in deep conversation. They both blew me a kiss at quitting time. I stopped in at Marge's office and she said:
"Give me fifteen minutes stud. See you there."
I stopped at the men's room and washed my face and then stopped by the vending machine to buy a pack of gum. I didn't think it would be cool to kiss Marge with Shelly and Andrea on my face and in my mouth.
I parked my usual one block over and walked back to Marge's. As soon as she let me in she grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom.
"I need it stud; I need it bad. I need it so bad that I let you come over even though you can't stay long. My sister will be here at eight-thirty so you need to be gone by then."
"What's the matter? Dad not taking care of you?"



"We have been so busy on this second shift thing that he hasn't had the time. I'm serious stud. I'm really hurting."
"I'm like the man from the government sweetie; I'm here to help you."
We didn't waste time on foreplay and we got right to it. I got us both off and she got me up again. I got us both off a second time and then some sixty-nine. One more time in the doggie and then it was:
"Time for you to go stud. It kills me to have to say it, but you have to go. I'll make it up to you the next time."
I stopped at a Conoco on the way home and washed my dick in case mom got curious about who I'd been with since I got off work. I was home by eight-twenty and my mom told me that Gail called and wanted me to call her back. Since it was still early I called her and she wanted to know if she could see me Wednesday and I had to tell her no.
"I promised Mary that I would see her tomorrow. You doing anything Thursday?"
"I don't have anything planned that I can't get out of."
"I'll see you Thursday then. About seven?"
"That'll work."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Wednesday and I had two papers that I had to turn in Friday so I spent the morning at the library. I think that I pissed off mom because I was up before dad took his morning shower and she didn't get a chance at tasting my cock coating not that she would have tasted anything anyway since I'd stopped and washed.
When I got to work I stopped at the office to see where I was going to work that day and they put me with one of the new women, Tessie, working on the personnel files of the new hires.
I'd been there maybe an hour when Shelly came by and whispered "Five minutes?"
"Be there or be square" I said.
She was waiting at the door when I got there and I said, "A little eager are we?"
"If you only knew. Can we do anal today" she asked as I unlocked the padlock so we could go in. "I'll do you tomorrow."
"No problemo sweetie."
I was pounding away at Shelly's tight ass when the door opened and Andrea came in. She stood off to the side watching and Shelly whispered:
"She wanted to see it done lover. I think she wants to try it but she is a little scared."
"Then we need to give her a good show" I whispered back.
I started fucking Shelly faster and she moaned, "Oh God yes lover. Fuck me hard; fuck me hard and make me cum. Oh yes lover, yes, yes, yes; it feels so fucking good. Don't stop lover; fuck me hard and don't stop."
I banged away at her butt and out of the corner of my eye I saw that Andrea had lifted her skirt and was fingering herself as she started at what was taking place in front of her. Shelly had two loud orgasms before I busted my nut. As I pulled out of Shelly's pooper I glanced at Andrea and said:
"No, you can't be next. We've been gone too long as it is and we need to get back to work."
When she heard me talk Andrea suddenly realized that Shelly and I were watching her and she pulled her hand away from her pussy, let her skirt drop down and hurriedly left the room. Shelly went back to work and I hit the men's bathroom and washed my cock. When I got back to my desk I saw Shelly and Andrea talking and I wondered what they were talking about. Work? Or something a lot more fun.
Five minutes before quitting time Andrea came up to me and said, "I want to try it. When can we do it?"
"Not tonight" I said, "I've already made some plans that I can't get out of, but even so we can't do it during work hours. The first time I'm going to have to go very slow with you and we would be missed if we were gone that long. When is your husband due back?"
"Late tomorrow or early Thursday, but we can't do it at my house because I can't be sure that he won't come home early."
"If you are really sure you want to try we can do it here after we go off the clock."
"It's a date."
I didn't stop by Marge's office to say hi because I didn't want to have to say no to her if she wanted to play. It would be Monday before I could see her again. Tonight was the gangbang at Mary's, tomorrow was Gail's and Friday evening till sometime Sunday was Tasha's and then of course Gail would want the rest of Sunday when Tasha left for school.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to Mary's the driveway was full and there was no room on the street in front of the house so I had to park a half block away. When I entered the house I saw Mary and five guys in the living room. I was surprised when I saw that two of the men were black. Mary saw me and said:
"Oh good. Now that you are here we can get started. Come on baby" she said as she took my hand, "Let's go up to the play room."
We went up the stairs and the five men followed along. When we got to the bedroom everyone started undressing. Mary stripped down until she was only wearing thigh high nylons and high heels and then she got on the bed. By the time I was naked she had her legs spread and was smiling up at me.
"Come on baby; I promised you that you would be first."
I'd been naked in front of guys before, but that was in a high school locker room. I felt weird being naked in from of five men who were as old as my father and in a sexual situation. Sure, I'd been naked in front of Tom in sexual situations, but I knew him and there was only one of him and not five guys that I had never seen before. Like I said -- weird. Fortunately my dick had a mind of its own and right then it wanted Mary.
"Come on baby; it's hot wet, wanting and waiting,"
Once I sank my cock into her pussy, which was indeed hot and wet, nothing else mattered except getting off. It didn't even faze me when one of the guys stepped up and offered his cock to Mary's mouth. After that it was one huge sexual sensation as the five of us took turns. I got to see and participate in foursomes and even a five some. I saw a woman airtight for the first time in real life and it was way the hell above seeing it on a porn tape.
I was in Mary's ass when I heard a familiar voice say, "Oh shit! Fuck me."
I glanced over and saw mom standing there naked as the two black guys moved toward her. I could see that she wanted to turn and run, but before she could the two black guys were on her. One said:
"Damn Madge, you still look as sexy as you did twenty years ago. I never thought I'd get to fuck you again after you got engaged."
While he was talking to her the two guys were moving her toward the king size bed. I heard her say:
"I can't do this. I'm married."
The black guy who knew her twenty years ago said, "But you are naked and not screaming to get away."
You want weird? How about two black guys fucking your mom on the bed next to you? Seeing a black cock in her mouth and a black cock pounding her pussy? What is even more weird is seeing your mom with a black cock in her ass, a black cock in her pussy and hearing her moan:
"Sweet Jesus, but I have missed you guys."
But the weirdest part of the evening was making mom airtight with the two black dudes. Busting my nut in her ass while the other two were loading her pussy and her stomach.
After a while it was all repetitious. Mary, mom, six guys and any combination that you could think of. I did notice that the black dudes -- Terrell and Marcus -- seemed to spend more time with mom than Mary and I wondered about that. She had told me that she was a really wild child in college and I wondered if back then she had been a slut for blacks in general or just Terrell and Marcus.
It was ten when mom put a stop to her participation. "I have to get out of here. I'm expected home by ten-thirty."
Marcus said, "We will do this again won't we?"
Mom looked over at me buried in Mary's ass and said, "Maybe. We will just have to see."
She dressed and left and maybe twenty minutes later the guys started running out of steam and they began leaving. Pretty soon it was down to Mary, Terrell, Marcus and me. We had Mary airtight, me in her mouth, when Marcus asked me:
"How old are you?"
I didn't see that it mattered so I told him I was nineteen. I expected that he was going to ask me how I came to be fucking women old enough to be my mother, but he surprised me and asked:
"You ever have any chocolate pussy?"
"No. There was one girl in my class when I was going to high school that I would have loved to nail, but she wouldn't even talk to white guys. Why?"
"My wife has always wanted to try a young white boy. No idea why, but it is her biggest fantasy. She has never acted on it because she was afraid to go out and try to find one. I was thinking maybe I could just bring her one. You game?"
Now this might make me seem racist, but I'm not. Marcus was my mom's age and I assumed that his wife would be close to his age and most of the older black women that I have seen have all been on the large size and I never found any of them appealing. But I didn't want to upset Marcus because he was obviously Mary's friend (and also apparently my mom's) so I said:
"If she is willing I am."
"Before we leave give me your phone number."
By eleven Mary and I were alone.
"Was it as much fun as you thought it would be" Mary asked.
"And then some."
"Why was your mom here?
"I don't know. I'm guessing that yesterday she overheard me tell Gail I was coming over here tonight and she figured that she would join the two of us like she did the last time. I doubt very much that she thought she would walk in on what she did. My biggest surprise there was that she didn't turn and run when she saw what was going on, I'm sure that I will hear all about it when I get home."
"That won't be until tomorrow lover. Right now we are going to shower and then you are going to cuddle up with me until we fall asleep."
Mary's morning blow job couldn't get me hard enough to fuck her so I ate her until she got off and then I dressed to leave.
"Want to do it again?" Mary asked as I zipped up my pants.
"Does a duck walk barefoot on the beach?"
Mary laughed and asked when and I suggested next Wednesday.
"You going to invite your mom?"
"I'll leave that to you. Inviting my mother to a gangbang would be just too weird even for me."
++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and Gail joined me for lunch.
"We still on for tonight?"
"Absatively posalutely. Seven good for you?"
"I'll be ready." She was silent for a few and then she said, "You want more women in your life?"
"I don't know if I could handle any more. Why do you ask?"
"The other day Nancy asked me why you didn't like her."
"I don't dislike her. Why does she think that?"
"You haven't spoken to her since our aborted meeting here a while back."
"That's because ever since I got up and walked away she hasn't given me anything but nasty looks so I'm avoiding her."
We talked about things in general until I had to leave and I told her I would see her at seven.
At work I was put on entering invoices into the computer. Shelly had left early for a doctor's appointment which meant that I'd be fresh for Andrea. I was unlocking the padlock when she got there and I asked:
"Nervous?
"Does it show?"
I just smiled and opened the door so she could go in.
"Last chance to back out" I said.
"Not likely. Not after spending the last twenty-four hours working up the nerve to be here and do it."
I pulled the air mattress off the table and dropped it on the floor. Andrea took off her panties and got on the mattress in the doggie position and I moved in behind her. Remembering Angie I said:
"Some girls love this and some girls hate it. I'm not going to lie to you and say that this is a piece of cake and not to worry. It is going to hurt at first, but the pain should fade after we get going. I'll go slow and take it easy until you tell me otherwise. Again, not ever girl likes it so if you turn out to be one of them just tell me and I'll stop."
I spent time working on her butt hole with fingers, thumb and KY until I thought I had her loose enough. She did give a little cry when I first pushed into her, but I took it real slow and easy. By the time I was in her as far as I could go she had stopped whimpering and was making a low moan that I hoped was a sign that she was adjusting to it.
I started the slow back and forth motion and waited to see if she would respond. It took a half dozen slow strokes before I felt her start to push back on me a little. A couple of more minutes and she said:
"A little harder please."
And we were off to the races. When I finally came and pulled out she rolled over on her back, smiled up at me and said:
"That was awesome. I want to do it again."
"Tomorrow? Same time?"
"Why not now?"
"Without a hot mouth to help it will take me a while to get back up and there are no facilities here in the basement for washing off my cock and I'm betting that you don't want to suck on it right out of your butt."
"Oh yeah. Right. Okay then, tomorrow it is. Now what I have to figure out is how to get Dennis to do it."
"Just tell him that you want to try it and see what he says."
"He will wonder why I all of a sudden want anal sex and I can't very well tell him that one of my fringe benefits at my new job is having anal sex with the owner's son."
"Lie to him. Tell him that while he was gone you went to a bachelorette party for one of the girls you know and tell him that instead of having a male stripper in for the event the girls putting on the party showed porn tapes. Tell him you saw girls doing it on tape and you thought you might like to try it. If he says no you will still have me as backup."
She gave me a hot kiss, told me that she liked the way I thought and we dressed and left the room.
++++++++++++++++++++
I had to go home and change before my date with Gail and I was dreading it. I expected that when I got home mom was going to want to talk. I was wrong. She didn't mention Wednesday night at all. She asked what I was going to do that night and I told her I had a date with Gail and all she said was:
"Have a nice time."
It came as no surprise to me that when I asked Gail "Where to" she said "A bed."
"I'm beginning to think that all you want me for is my body."
"And that's a bad thing?"
"No, I guess it isn't."
"It was a standard Gail night. Suck, fuck, suck, fuck, suck, fuck and then take her home. On the drive to her house she said:
"This isn't working for me Bobby."
"What isn't working for you?"
"Thursday and Sundays just aren't enough for me. With Mary and now Nat taking up some of your time I'm just not getting laid enough. I talked with Nancy this afternoon and she left me with the impression that she is going to take another run at you and that will cut into your available time even more. I'm trying like hell not to cheat on Tom, but it is getting to be more and more difficult. And I don't even know if he still wants me. I'm close to saying the hell with it and start dating again. At least that way I can get the three or four times a week that I need."
There wasn't much I could say to that. There was no way I could give her any more than I was giving her without giving up some of the others and I wasn't going to do that. Get real here. I was in hog heaven as far as pussy was concerned and I was well aware that I was living a dream compared to almost every other guy I knew my age or even a little older and I was also aware that I could wake up tomorrow and have none.
Think of it.
Only Gail and Natasha were my age. Mom, Mary, and Pam were twenty years older than I was. What was the honest likelihood that I would be doing anything at all with them? Marge, Shelly and Andrea were all at least seven or eight years older than me and mom, Pam, Shelly and Andrea were married and how likely was it that four married women would take up with a nineteen year old?
Oh no! It could all be gone away at the snap of your fingers. I was going to hold on for dear life.
Maybe I should take Gail over to Mary's next Wednesday. She ought to get enough there that my twice a week could hold her. I didn't waste any thought on the fact that if she did a gangbang she would be cheating on Tom because I had all ready written him off. If he still planned on a life with Gail she would have heard from him by now.
"Tell me what cheating means as far as you are concerned. Is it just physical? Just fucking? Or does there have to be an emotional involvement to make it cheating?"
"I guess...oh fuck, I don't know. Shit!! Yes I do know. Dating another guy but not giving it up wouldn't be cheating at least as far as I'm concerned. Giving it up to another guy would be cheating emotional involvement or not. Why?"
"No reason. I had a thought, but it won't work."
"Oh no Bobby. You can't do that to me. What were you thinking?"
"If I told you you would get pissed at me and kick me out of your life."
"Don't be silly. I couldn't do that and you should know it. Come on Bobby, give."
I thought about it for a couple of seconds and then figured what the hell why not! She wasn't fazed by Tom and his mother and she accepted me into the relationship with no problem so why not put it out there.
"Okay, but you won't go for it because it would be cheating as far as you are concerned. Without going into how it happened I took part in a six man gangbang at Mary's last night and my thought was that if you could consider sex without any emotional entanglements as not cheating you could do that and it would satisfy you enough that you could get by with my twice a week."
"You're not serious?!!"
I just looked at her and she said, "You are! You are serious. Oh my God. Oh no. No! No way I could do that."
"I know that. That's why I didn't want to bring it up."
"You, Mary and five other guys? You have to tell me about it Bobby; you just have to."
I told her, omitting my mom, about the five other guys and described what we did.
"Three men at once? Oh my God! And two of them black? Oh my. My possible mother in law is a constant surprise to me. I'm sorry I pushed you into telling me. I won't be able to stop thinking about it. I just can't imagine three at once."
"Of course you can. You have had Tom and me in you at the same time. You had Tom in your pussy and me in your ass lots of times. All you have to do is add one for your mouth."
"I can't do it, but I will be thinking about it and visualizing it in my mind for weeks. Maybe even months."
By then I had her home and I walked her to the door, kissed her goodnight and then headed on home.
++++++++++++++++++
Mom and dad were in bed when I got home and I went right to bed. I woke up to mom's mouth on my cock and the sound of the shower in my ears. Once she saw I was awake she said:
"Just a preview of coming attractions motherfucker. May sure that you are here Saturday so I can give you the full feature. But right now I need to know if you told any of the guys at Mary's that I was your mother."
"They didn't find out from me."
"I don't think Mary would rat me out so I should be okay. Why didn't you tell me what you were going to be doing that night?"
"Why would I? I didn't even know that you knew I was going over there."
"I heard you on the phone talking to Gail."
"For what it is worth you were a big hit. Marcus and Terrell both heard you when you said, "Maybe. We will see" and both are hoping that you will be back next time."
"Next time? You are going to do it again?"
"Next Wednesday."
"Well I'm not going to be there."
"You sure? I heard you tell Marcus and Terrell that you really missed them."
"They were part of my past kiddo. A very enjoyable part of my past, but they need to stay in the past so the answer to your question is that I am sure. I am very sure."
+++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch time Gail showed up at my table with Nancy.




"May we join you" Gail asked knowing full well that I wouldn't say no to here.
"Of course you may."
They sat down and Nancy said, "Is the fence still in good enough shape for me to mend or is it beyond repair?"
"Nothing is ever beyond repair Nance."
"I'm sorry Bobby. I thought I was being cute, clever and original and I thought you would get a kick out of having a fan club. I screwed up and I'm sorry. Gail tells me that you are a forgiving sort."
"I am, but you are a little late. Natasha and I are back together now."
"So I blew it huh?"
"We are still friends Nance. I won't say that we will never be more than that, but who knows? Even though Natasha and I are back together she is sort of on probation. It may or may not work out for us, but you need to know that I really do want it to work."
"Then I guess I need to stay close so I'll be among the first to know if it goes south on you right?"
"I laughed and said, "Don't get too close. I'm a guy and guys can be distracted by great looking girls."
Nancy raised her eyebrows at that and gave me a small smile and Gail said:
"You might not know it Robert, but you just threw out a challenge."
"Not really. You know better than anyone my time constraints."
There was some more general conversation before it was time for me to go.
+++++++++++++++
A work I got a bonus. Shelly, Andrea and I were sent to the basement to clean out and shred some old files. We worked at it until half an hour before quitting time and then Shelly pulled me toward the playroom and Andrea followed along behind.
You want weird? Picture this. The air mattress on the floor. Shelly on her knees on the mattress with most of her under the table. Andrea lying on the table with her pussy right on the edge and her legs spread wide. And Bobby? On his knees with his cock buried in Shelly's ass and his face buried in Andrea's pussy while his unanswered cell phone is sending Tasha's message that she is home to voicemail.
I don't know how, but I did manage to get the three of us off by quitting time. I kissed the two ladies goodbye and headed for the men's room to wash my cock and face before going to pick up Tasha.
To be continued.
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When I arrived to pick up Tasha I got my usual smile from Pam and a half scowl from her father and then Tasha and I were on our way to dinner. After eating we went to the teen club and danced and socialized until around ten and then Tasha wanted to go play.
Given her horny nature I half expected that she would drag me into the motel room after going a week without, but she didn't. It occurred to me that she wasn't as needy as I expected because she had played some at school. For a brief second or so I was pissed, but then I remembered our agreement. And the of course there was Mom, Mary, Marge, Gail, Shelly and Andrea. I had to work hard at not being a hypocrite.
As I buried my face in Tasha's furry beaver I hoped that she had at least cleaned him (them?) out of her before giving it to me. I didn't normally mind taking cum from a lady's honey pot, but I did like to know whose it was.
Tasha wasn't happy when I told her that I wouldn't see her until two on Saturday. I told her that my mom had something that she wanted me to do Saturday morning. Hey! It wasn't a lie.
A hot mouth on my cock and a girlish voice asking if mommy's motherfucker wanted to come out and play started my morning. I didn't have to verbally answer the question. My stiff cock was all the answer she needed.
As usual we started cowgirl and finished missionary. Sixty-nine and then anal. A wash job, a blow job, more anal and then mom fixed us breakfast. Over breakfast she brought up the mystery lady and I fibbed and said that I hadn't seen her in over a week. That got me an:
"Then obviously you don't really need her that much. Come on baby; help mommy out here."
I fibbed again and said that the only reason I hadn't seen her was that her Aunt Flo came to visit.
"I've never asked you for much baby, but I am asking you for this. Please baby?"
She was right. Mom was always giving and I don't mean just since she first climbed in my bed and she had never asked me for much. I thought on it while we ate and the weirdness of it kind of appealed to me and I wondered what it would be like to watch my mom and my dad's mistress going at it. Not that I thought it would ever happen if I did put them together. I think I knew Marge well enough to think it wouldn't bother her because she had made it clear that she had no interest in taking dad away from my mom. Mom was the wild card here. How would she react at seeing Marge and knowing that Marge was fucking dad?
My main reason for not wanting to put them together was the fear of losing one (or both) of them, but the more I thought about it I came to realize that at the worst I would lose mom. Marge was kinky enough to get a kick out of knowing that she was having sex with every member of the family. And there was a good chance that even though mom might cut me off as soon as she saw who I'd set her up with she might come around if I kept dropping her cum laden panties on my bedroom floor for her to pick up and wash. I took a last sip of my coffee and said:
"No promises, but I'll ask her the next time I see her."
Mom gave a squeal of delight and jumped up and came over and sat on my lap. She gave me a hot kiss and said:
"You won't be sorry motherfucker. I promise you that you won't be sorry."
That remains to be seen I thought. Since we were eating breakfast naked mom's sitting on my lap and squirming around caused a very predictable reaction and we ended up going back to the bedroom. She wanted anal again so I obliged her. As I showered to get ready to go pick up Tasha I wondered how I was going to go about putting mom and Marge together.
I was driving over to pick up Tasha when my cell phone beeped. I didn't recognize the number on the screen as I flipped it open and said "Hello?"
"Bob?" asked a male voice.
"Yes, this is Bob."
"Bob this is Marcus Williams. We met at Mary's."
"Oh hi Marcus. How's it going?"
"Fairly well thank you. You remember what we talked about at Mary's?"
At first I didn't, but then I remembered. "Your wife's fantasy."
"That's it. She wants to do it. You still willing?"
I pictured some Aunt Jemima looking woman in my mind, but then shook off the thought and said:
"Sure. When?"
"I know that it is short notice, but would tomorrow work for you?"
I thought for a minute before saying that it wouldn't. "I won't have an evening open until Monday."
"We'll take it."
"I won't get off work until six. How do you want to work it?"
"She wants you to pick her up here at the house. Say seven?"
"Are you sure?"
"It is part of her fantasy Bob. Part of the kick will be her being seen driving off with a young white boy. Can you treat it as a real date?"
"Of course."
"Not to be insulting, but are you okay for cash? I want this to go well for her so I will help out."
"I'm good. I'll see you at seven unless you call and cancel."
He gave me directions and we said goodbye.
I picked up Tasha and we had dinner at the Texas Roadhouse and then we headed for the teen club. The first person I saw was Eddie Wooters. When he saw Tasha and me he got up and hurriedly left. Going to be another one of those nights I thought as Tasha and I found a table and sat down. We danced for a bit and then I got up to use the bathroom, but before going back to our table I went out to the car and got the pepper spray and the stun gun.
When I got back to the table we danced for a bit and then Tasha said:
"Think we should get out of here before Eddie gets back with whoever it is that he left to get?"
"No. I'm not going to let him ruin the night."
"You can be so dense at times Bobby. That was my way of getting us out of here without sounding like a sex starved nymphomaniac. I want to go find a bed."
As we walked to the car I had my hand in my pocket ready to pull out the pepper spray or the stun gun, but we made it all the way to the car without seeing any sign of Eddie.
When I checked in at the Starlight the clerk asked me if I had given any more thought to the weekly or monthly rates and I fibbed and told her I'd checked my bank account and found that I wasn't in any shape to do it just yet.
Tasha surprised me. She usually wasn't too fond of anal, but our third time she asked me for it. Naturally I thought that whoever it was that she was seeing during the week was into anal and she was using our night to keep things from closing up too tight for him. Might not have been so. Might have been that she just wanted to do something special for me, but I couldn't help the thoughts I had. It was hard to avoid being a hypocrite, but I was trying. Really, I was. When I took her home we parked a block away and necked for a bit and made a date to go running in the morning.
I picked her up at eight and we again ran the Black Diamond and again she pulled me behind the mid-point bushes. As she sucked me I kept an eye on the two trails above us, but no one ran them while Tasha and I were being bad. I had her home by eleven and as I pulled away from her house I gave Gail a call and arranged to pick her up at one.
++++++++++++++++
Mom and dad where out somewhere when I got home so I sat down at the kitchen table and read through the ads in the morning paper looking for apartments. I found a couple that looked good and I circled them meaning to look into them later.
Gail and I caught a movie and then went to the arcade for a while and then we headed for the Starlight. I ate her and then I fucked her. We went sixty-nine and when I was ready again I did her doggie. As we rested up she asked:
"Are you really going to gangbang Mary again on Wednesday?"
"That's the plan."
"I just can't imagine it. I know that she is a very sexual person, but six guys? I just can't picture it."
"I'll grant you that gangbangs may not be for everyone, but Mary sure as hell enjoys them."
While we talked Gail had been fondling the equipment and when it showed signs of life she went down on me and got me hard. She climbed on me cowgirl and we went at it until I was ready to get off and then I rolled her onto her back and fucked her hard until I got off. I took her home after that and told her that I would see her Thursday unless something happened that would let me call her sooner. Even as I said it I knew that it wasn't likely. Monday would be Mrs. Williams and Tuesday was Marge. Wednesday was the gangbang so Thursday was going to be the soonest I could get back to her.
+++++++++++++++++
School was school and on the way to the cafeteria at lunch time I saw a line of newspaper machine like boxes and one of them said "Free Apartment Guides" and I grabbed one. I was sitting at the table reading it when Gail and Nancy joined me.
"Whatcha doing" Gail asked.
"Looking for an apartment."
"When you get it you had best not let me know where it is" Nancy said, "I might camp out in front of your door until you take me in."
We all laughed at that, but what neither of them knew was that Nancy's comment killed off any ideas I may have had about getting an apartment to use as a fuck pad. I could see it in my mind. Once I took someone to it they would know where it was and they could drop by whenever. I could see Gail showing up while I was doing mom or mom showing up while I was doing Pam. I pictured Tasha coming home early and catching me with my mom or even worse – catching me with hers. No indeed! It was going to be the Starlight and the daily rate!
At work I was sent to the loading dock. Shipping and Receiving were behind and needed help in catching up. Ten minutes before quitting time Andrea came out to the dock and handed me a piece of paper. I looked at it and saw it was blank as she said:
"That's in case anyone wonders why I am here. They will think I brought you something from the office. Can you meet me in the basement when you get off?"
"Sure."
"Thanks."
As she walked away Ben came up to me and said, "Now that is something that I would definitely like to tap."
"Me too. To bad she's married."
"Wouldn't stop me."
"Yeah, but you don't have to behave where daddy's employees are concerned."
I was unlocking the padlock when she got there. Once inside the room she asked:
"Do you have room in your busy schedule for me?"
"What do you mean?"
"I hear that you have a girlfriend and then there is Shelly. Gloria and Tina both want you and I understand that Gloria did have you for a while."
"That is over and Tina actually ran away from me."
"Whatever. What I do know is that they both want you. My problem is that I do too and that's why I'm asking you if you can fit me in."
"Why? I thought things were good with your husband."
"Dennis is marvelous when it comes to straight sex and I love him to death, but he has problems. You already know how he is when it comes to oral sex and, well, he is the same way about anal sex. I did what you suggested and on Friday he did give it a try and he seemed to like it. The problem came when he pulled out of me and saw shit on his dick. He ran into the bathroom and heaved. Saturday night I took an enema to make sure I was cleaned out and we did it again. When it was over even though there wasn't anything on his dick he still went to the bathroom and threw up.
"My problem is that now, thanks to you, I am as hooked on anal sex as I am on oral. I've adopted Shelly's outlook. I'll continue to try and fuck Dennis to death with my pussy and get my oral and anal elsewhere. So my question again is can you fit me into your schedule?"
"I'll do my best."
"That's all I can ask for" she said as she took off her panties and bent forward over the table.
++++++++++++++++++
I showed up at 411 Campbell Street and rang the doorbell. Marcus opened up the door and smiled when he saw me.
"I was afraid that you would chicken out."
"Not a chance. How many guys my age ever get an offer like this?"
"Come on in. Tash is still getting ready."
"Tash?"
"Her name is Natasha, but most people call her Nat. I call her Tash. While we are waiting I'll give you a quick run down on what is going on. It was about twenty years ago and the sexual side of our marriage was going downhill. We recognized it and talked about how to keep it from going into the toilet. We agreed to spice things up for a while and did different things like role playing and some other stuff. It worked for a while, but then started fading again.
"One day Tash asked me if I had any fantasies and of course I did so I told her what mine were and asked her what hers were. It took a couple of months of talking about it, but we finally decided to live out those fantasies. Twice a year we each get to live out one of our fantasies and tonight you are here to help her live out one of hers. You need to know that the fantasy does not have a time limit. It lasts until it is over then there has to be at least a six month wait until you can try the next one. I know it sounds radical, but it saved us. You have to really be in love and trust your partner to do it, but it has been more than worth the effort.
"You could be Tash's boy-toy for a night, a week or even a year until she decides to call it quits. Or until you do. All I'm asking is that you do whatever she wants for as long as you can. You may want to bail after this one night, but even if you do give her whatever she wants until you do."
"I'll do my best."
"I'd have to say from the cries I heard from Mary and Madge that your best will be more than good enough. By the way; one of my fantasies was to go back and relive the fun of my college days and that is what I was doing at Mary's the other night and what I'll hopefully be doing it at Mary's for quite a while."
Just then his wife appeared at the top of the stairs. I wasn't sure what I expected, but it wasn't what I'd thought it would be. I had wondered if she was going to be one of those big matronly colored women and she was. Not big and matronly, but BIG! She was better than six foot. I'd say six two or three in her bare feet and that gave her three inches on me. I'd guess her to be about one sixty and every pound that she had over a hundred was in her tits and ass. I could get lost in her cleavage. She was at least my mom's age (no surprise there) and she was stunning!
I gasped as she started down the stairs and Marcus whispered, "She sure is something isn't she?"
"She's magnificent" I whispered back. "There isn't any way in hell that I can do that much woman justice. She deserves a guy with a foot long dick. She is going to send me home with my tail tucked between my legs and too ashamed to come back out of the house."
"Nonsense. From what I saw at Mary's we are about the same size and I take care of her just fine."
By then Natasha was at the bottom of the steps and she asked, "And just what are you two whispering about?"
Before Marcus could say anything I said, "We were just talking about how disappointed I am."
She gave me a nasty look and snarled, "You are disappointed in me?"
"Yep. You must have seen me get out of my car when I got here and noticed that you were taller than me so you went back upstairs and put a pair of flats on. With legs like those you should be wearing at least a four inch heel and I was disappointed that you didn't want to look your best for me. I want the woman on my arm looking her absolute best and for a woman like you that means high heels and the higher the better."
"My god Marcus. A white boy with a sense of style. Where ever did you find him? Don't you dare go away. I'll be right back."
She headed back up the stairs and Marcus looked at me and laughed and said:
"You own her now Bobby. After that you can do no wrong. Fuck! I might not even get her back."
Natasha came back down in a pair of 'come fuck me' pumps with a five inch heel and she did a pirouette in front of us and asked "Better?"
"I think that I might have just set myself up for some hurt. I'm going to be fighting to keep guys away from you all night."
She laughed and said, "I might just have to keep him Marcus. So White Boy, are ready?"
"I'm yours to command my Nubian Queen."
She laughed again and said, "Fix him up a room Marcus; I'm going to keep him."
We walked to the car and I got the door for her. She got in and I went over to the driver's side and got in. I was just turning the key when I heard her exclaim:
"Shit!! She wasn't supposed to be home tonight!"
I looked to where she was looking and saw a young brown girl looking at us.
"You know her?"
"Our youngest daughter. She is supposed to be working. She wasn't supposed to see me with you."
"You want to cancel? Get out and make up some reasonably sounding excuse?"
"What? And give up my silver tongued white boy? Fat chance of that."
I pulled away and she asked, "What are we going to do?"
"I'm taking us to dinner at a place my friends frequent. I want everyone to see you with me and to be envious of my good fortune. After that I place myself in your hands. This is your fantasy night although I do have to say that it is working out pretty damned well for me too."
"You do have one hell of a line White Boy."
I took her dinner at the Texas Roadhouse and I was in luck as there were at least twenty people there that I knew. It had the effect that I had hoped for. The guys couldn't take their eyes off Natasha and the girls (most of whom I had know for years and who wouldn't have anything to do with me when I was in high school) were looking at Natasha with looks that said:
"What does Bobby have that a woman like that is with him?"
When we were through with dinner I asked, "What now Tasha?"
"Tasha?"
"You are unique my queen and I need my own special name for you."
She grabbed the lapels of my sports coat and, surprising me and everyone else who was watching, pulled me to her and gave me a kiss that curled my toes. She sent her tongue searching and I gave her a little back. She broke the kiss and said:
"My immediate thought is to find a strong bed, but I want to play a little first. Get me out of here."
Once in the car I asked "What now my queen?"
"Do you have a fake ID?"
"No."
"No matter. I'm sure I can get you in."
She gave me directions to a club and when we got there she said, "Don't sweat it White Boy; you're with me."
There was a very large Black man at the door and he greeted Tasha by name and ignored me except for collecting the twenty dollars a head cover charge.
We walked inside and I almost turned and ran. I was the only white male in the place. There were a couple of white girls, but they didn't stand out like I did.
"Steady White Boy; don't forget that you are with me."
We found a table and sat and a waitress came over.
"The usual Nat?"
"As always Sherry."
"And you sir?"
"Beer. Whatever is the coldest."
The waitress walked away and Tasha laughed.
"She called you sir. In all the years I've come in here I've never heard her use that word before."
"She thinks that I must be special or you wouldn't be with me."
"Are you special White Boy?"
"Hell no. I'm just one lucky assed white boy who happened to be in the right place at the right time."
"I'm going to flaunt you White Boy. Almost every man in here tonight has tried to get into my panties and almost all of them never made it. The two who did have larger – much larger – than average dicks so I have a reputation as a size queen and since I am going to make it obvious to everyone here that I intend to fuck your eyes out tonight they are all going to assume that you are hung like a horse.
"It is going to piss a lot of them off, but that is what I'm hoping for. You will hear some nasty remarks and some racial remarks, but ignore them. They won't press them because they all know me and my temper. Just ride with it White Boy and I'll see to it that you are amply rewarded."



"I already told you that I want men to see me with you and wish that they were me. My attitude is "Eat your hearts out dudes. She is mine." And you are you know. At least for tonight."
"There you go again. My very own silver tongued white boy."
Sherry brought us our drinks and after a couple of sips Tasha said that she wanted to dance. I told her okay, but I insisted that we do it my way.
"Oh? And what way is that?"
"You don't bend down and put your head on my shoulder. I'm not the least bit embarrassed that you are taller. I want you upright and regal. Look defiantly around the room and let your eyes tell everyone that I am YOUR white boy and that they can all go and suck eggs."
We had a great time. We got a lot of hateful stares, but I was thinking that is what she wanted. When we danced close my nose was almost in her cleavage and some part of her was almost always in contact with my erection. She dry fucked me during one dance and kissed me with tongue during two or three others. She made sure that she got plenty of mileage out of flaunting her white boy.
Finally she said, "I'm ready to find that strong bed now. How about you?"
"More than ready and just a bit scared."
"Scared? Why?"
"Afraid that I'll disappoint. I've never before had as much woman as I am with tonight."
"Oh yes indeed White Boy; I am seriously going to consider keeping you. Right now I need to hit the lady's room."
"I'd better go too."
I was just zipping up when two guys came into the room.
"What you trying to pull asshole? Where do you get off messing with our women?"
"You need to be taught a lesson" the other guy said.
Not being a total dumb ass I had recognized the part of town we were in when Tasha brought us to the club and I half expected some kind of trouble so I had my stun gun and pepper spray in my pocket.
Naturally since there were two of them they expected to intimidate me and the last thing that they expected was that I would attack. I left both of them flopping around on the bathroom floor as I exited the bathroom. I saw from the faces of a few people that they hadn't expected to see me walk out of the room.
I collected Tasha and we headed for the Starlight. As I pulled out of the club's parking lot I asked:
"Did you tweak the noses of the ones you wanted to?"
"Oh yes indeed White Boy. There is no doubt in the minds of anyone who watched us on the dance floor or saw the way we behaved at our table that you are going to see me with my clothes off tonight."
She slid over next to me and went for my zipper. She worked my cock out as she said:
"I need to get a look at what was poking into me all night."
She stroked me for a bit and then said, "Watch your driving" as she leaned over and took me in her mouth. After a mile or so she took her mouth off my cock and laughed.
"If they could only see me now with a young white boy's cock in my mouth."
She went back to sucking and licking and had me almost ready to blow by the time I got to the Starlight. I parked the car and told her I was ready to blow in case she didn't like cum in her mouth, but she kept sucking until I let loose and then she swallowed it all.
"Not bad" she said as she licked her lips. "Not bad at all."
Once in the room we undressed each other and naked she was magnificent!! I was staring at her mouth watering breasts when she said:
"Like them? Forty-two Ds and they love attention."
I gave them what they loved. I sucked them and licked them and played with her nipples with my right hand while my left worked on her pussy. Her moans led me to believe that I was doing something right. I got her on the bed and we tongue wrestled for a bit and then I licked and kissed my way from her mouth down to her pussy.
Her pussy was bald and I dove right in with my tongue and I ate her to an orgasm and then I moved up, put her legs, still wearing her five inch heels, up on my shoulders and then fucked her. I got her off twice before I got mine and then I surprised her when I pulled out and went back down on her again. After a couple of minutes she gasped:
"I want mine White Boy; I want mine."
I moved into a sixty-nine and we stayed there until I was hard again and then I did her doggie while watching her huge tits sway back and forth in the dresser mirror. She got off three times before I got mine and then I rolled her on her back and went after those fantastic tits again. She tried to pull me into another sixty-nine, but I wouldn't let her because I wanted those tits. She did fondle me and I did start to react.
When I was stiff though not really hard I did something that I had never done before. I moved up, straddled her and tit fucked her. She held those fun bags pressed against my cock and moaned:
"Fuck them White Boy; fuck them."
When I was rock hard I got off her and went into the bathroom where they had little complimentary bottles of shampoo and conditioner and I grabbed them and went back to the bed. I got Tasha into the doggie position and pushed my cock into her. I slowly fucked her as I started working on her rosebud with my thumb, fingers and the shampoo.
"What are you doing? Stop that."
"No way. I'm going to fuck this magnificent ass."
"I don't do that. Stop it!"
"You don't do it for anyone else maybe, but this ass belongs to the white boy tonight and he is going to fuck it and make it his."
"I don't want it. Stop it right now!"
I ignored her and kept working on the hole with my thumb, fingers and the liquids. She kept saying no and telling me that she didn't want it, but all she had to do to stop it was fall forward on the bed and she knew it. She stayed on her hands and knees and pushed back at me as I drove forward into her pussy with my cock.
When I felt that she was ready I pulled out of her pussy and put the head of my cock against her rosebud and applied pressure. I would stop if she fell forward, but as long as she stayed in the doggie she was going to get ass fucked.
"No damn it! I don't want it in my ass."
"It isn't your ass; it is mine and I'm taking it."
As I slowly pushed I said, "I'm marking my territory. The white boy is making you his bitch!"
I popped past the sphincter and said, "You are the white boy's bitch now. Say it. Say I'm your bitch White Boy."
She didn't say anything, just moaned and whimpered as I slowly worked my cock into her ass.
"Say it Tasha. Say I'm your bitch White Boy. Say it!"
Still nothing but moans and whimpers. I was all the way in and I slowly started the forward and back motion.
"Come on Tasha; who owns you now? Whose ass am I in?"
The whimpers had stopped, but the low moan remained and I felt her muscles squeezing my cock.
"Come on Tasha, say it."
I felt her starting to push back and I smiled.
"Say it Tasha, say it."
She slammed her ass back at me and snarled, "Fuck you motherfucker."
For maybe a half second my mind asked "How does she know?' and then I pushed the thought aside and said:
"Say it Tasha. Whose ass am I fucking. Who is my bitch?"
"Fuck you!"
I stopped my in and back strokes and just held myself still. I waited for a couple of seconds and then said:
"Say it Tasha. You know what I want to hear."
She screamed, "Fuck me damn you. Fuck your bitch! Fuck me you bastard."
I started fucking her and after maybe a minute she was moaning, "Fuck my ass, fuck your bitch, make your bitch cum" as she pushed herself back at me. I know she got off at least once and I think she may have gotten off a couple of more times before I got mine.
I pulled out of her butt and she fell forward onto the bed. I looked down at her pretty pleased with myself and then she surprised and shocked the hell out of me. She rolled over, sat up and captured my cock in her mouth and licked it and sucked it. Then she pulled me down and rolled me onto my back. I did mention that she was big right? She pinned my shoulders and pushed her face down into mine and snarled:
"Kiss me motherfucker; kiss your bitch and taste your fucking ass."
And I did it. My shoulders were pinned but my hands were free and I pinched, pulled and tweaked the nipples on her great tits as I sent my tongue searching in her mouth. She broke the kiss and said:
"Damn you White Boy; God damn you!"
He rolled off me and I got up and went into the bathroom and washed my cock. I got back on the bed and laid down in such a way that she could suck my dick if she wanted to and then I went to work on her pussy. It was maybe a minute or so after I started munching on her honey pot that I felt her mouth on my cock. When I was hard again I asked:
"Where do you want this one my Nubian queen?"
Her choices of course being ass, pussy or mouth and she looked at me and snarled:
"Don't be giving me any of that Nubian shit motherfucker. I'm your bitch now. Use me."
"Okay then; on your knees bitch!"
She got into the doggie position and I took her ass for the second time after which wed fell asleep. That wasn't supposed to happen. I was supposed to get her home around one, but we fell asleep. I woke up around one because Tasha had my cock in her mouth and when I was awake and hard she got on top and said:
"Fuck me motherfucker; fuck me."
I got us both off and then we fell asleep again. I woke up around four and moved between her legs and ate her until she came awake and then I took her missionary after which we again fell asleep. She woke me up at six by shaking me and when I opened my eyes she said:
"Hurry up and get dressed. We have to get the hell out of here. I have to be home before Marcus and Vonda wake up."
I drove like a crazy man to get her home and it was a miracle that I didn't get stopped for speeding. When I pulled up in front of the house I said:
"I don't have any classes tomorrow. Can we get together?"
"I don't know White Boy. Call me after Marcus has gone to work and Vonda has left for school. Around eight-thirty or so."
She leaned over and kissed me with some tongue and then I walked her to her door and took her in my arms and kissed her again.
"I hope that your white boy fantasy was all that you hoped that it would be" and then I kissed her one more time and left her standing there. She stood there watching me until the car was out of sight.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school – same old same old – at least until lunch time. I'd no sooner set my tray down on the table than a pissed off milk chocolate brown girl walked up to the table and said:
"Are you fucking my mother you asshole?"
I finished sitting down, took a sip of my Vernor's and said, "And a good morning to you too Vonda."
"Answer my question."
"Why should I? As I remember it every time I tried to talk to you while we were in high school you stuck up your nose and turned your back on me so why should I talk to you now?"
"Just answer the damned question."
"I don't think so. Why don't you go and ask your mother?"
"Yeah! Right! I saw her leave with you last night and I saw you bring her home this morning and I saw the two of you kiss."
"Shame, shame on you Vonda Williams. Spying on your mother. Tsk, tsk."
I started eating my lunch and ignored her much as she had ignored me from the eighth grade on.
"I'm waiting Marchant. I want an answer."
I ignored her and ate my lunch. Finally she snarled "Fuck you" and stormed off. I debated calling Marcus and Tasha, but decided not to. I doubted that she would approach her parents on it so why say anything that might cause a problem.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I was breaking down a shipment on the loading dock when Andrea came down from the office and said:
"Marge asked me to bring this to you" and she handed me a piece of paper. I read it and all it was was one word. "Please?" I folded it up and put it in my pocket. Ben was watching Andrea walking away and he said:
"One lucky son of a bitch."
"Who? I asked.
"Her husband. Imagine having something like that around full time."
"She is nice isn't she."
"Fantastic is what she is. I have a cousin who always says that he would suck the dick that was fucking her when he sees a woman like that. I always thought that it was a stupid thing to say until Andrea started working here."
"You would do that?"
"What? Oh fuck no. That's just a saying to show how much you would like to have her. Something like "I'd eat a mile of her shit just to see where it came from. I will say this about her though. She is purely table grade pussy. You do know what table grade means right?"
"Can't say as I do."
"It means that you would eat it even if you could never fuck it."
For some reason that made me think of Shelly. I shrugged and got back to work.
I swung by the office and stuck my head in Marge's office to see if she was in. She was and when she saw me she smiled.
"The answer is yes and the question better had better be "Do you want to?" I'll need an hour though. I need to finish up all this paperwork before I can leave."
"See you in an hour."
Andrea was waiting when I got down to the basement. As I was unlocking the door she said:
"Shelly is pissed at me."
"Whatever for?"
"Because I can be here and she can't."
I shrugged and said, "She needs to convince her hubby that he needs to get a job like Dennis has and then she wouldn't need to hurry home every night."
Once in the room I asked, "What will it be tonight?"
"Some sixty-nine and then some pooper packing?"
"I only have an hour so we had better get to it."
"What? No romance?"
"You don't want romance and you know it. You just want what Dennis can't give you."
"Yes, there is that" she said as she took off her panties and pushed the air mattress onto the floor.
"Tomorrow?" she asked as she pulled her panties back on.
"I'll be short on time tomorrow so it will only be oral if that is okay with you."
"I'll take what I can get."
As I was heading for Marge's I took out my phone and called Marcus. I'd thought on it all afternoon and finally decided that he and Tasha needed to know about Vonda. When he answered and I let him know who he was talking to I said:
"We have a problem."
"What kind of a problem?"
"Remember at Mary's that you asked me if I'd ever had any chocolate pussy and I told you that there was one girl that I really wanted to nail in high school but she wouldn't even talk to white guys?"
"Yes. I remember."
"Well I saw her last night as your wife and I were getting into my car and she saw us. She also saw us when I brought Natasha home. This afternoon at lunch she came up to me and asked me if I was fucking her mother."
"What?"
"The girl was Vonda. Your daughter."
"You are shitting me!"
"Not the least little bit."
I told him what had happened at lunch and then said, "I thought you should know."
"She actually asked if you were fucking her mother?"
"Word for word."
"Damn! I'd better go talk with Tash. Thanks for calling."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I parked my usual block over and walked back getting there just as Marge got home. She didn't want any foreplay so we got right to it. We went three times with some oral in between and as we lay there catching our breath after the third time I said:
"My girlfriend is still pushing hard for me to set the two of you up and I've decided to give in. Are you interested?"
"Of course I am. When?"
"I've got something going every night this week so how about we set it up for Monday?"
"Why not set it up for this week? You don't have to be there for it."
"I do need to be there for it. I fully expect that by setting it up I'm going to lose one or both of you so I want that last time. I'll set it up, but we will do it my way" and then I explained how I wanted to do it and why.
"You are being overly dramatic here stud."
"No I'm not. It is going to bite me on my ass and I know it, but I'm in love with you both and I want to do things for you even if it does cost me."
I didn't wash before going home. It no longer mattered whether mom tasted mystery woman on me or not. The die was cast.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home I found that mom had fallen asleep on the couch while reading a book. I thought about going straight up to my room, but instead I shook mom's shoulder and woke her up. She asked what time it was and I told her it was a little after ten.
"I wasn't going to wake you up. I was just going to take out my mystery woman coated cock and lay it under your nose to see if the scent might have woken you up. But then I thought that dad might walk in on us and I didn't want to chance it."
"You father went to bed early with a headache, but you're right. He could wake up."
She stood up, took me by the hand and led me out into the garage. We got on the backseat of her car and she said:
"Take it out for me."
I did and she licked and sucked it until I was hard and then she pulled up her skirt and took off her panties.
"I shouldn't do this for you since you won't set me up with her, but I can't be heartless and leave you hang after getting you up."
She spread her legs in invitation and of course I accepted. As I sank my cock into her I was thinking that my life since turning eighteen was nothing but weird. Here I was fucking my mom on the back seat of her car in my parent's garage and with my dad sleeping no more than forty feet away. Weird man; just fucking weird.
Once we had both gotten off and I was still inside her going soft I said:
"If you are a good little girl next Monday I'll take you to see mystery woman."
She squealed with delight and pulled me down and kissed me with a lot of tongue and then said:
"Don't you mean that if I'm a bad little girl? You do want me to be bad don't you?"
"Yeah. I guess I do."
"Okay then; let's change cars."
"What?"
"Change cars. You've had me on your back seat and we've just done it on my back seat and there is still one to christen – your dad's back seat. So let's change cars so I can be bad on your father's back seat."
Suddenly it occurred to me that I now knew where I got 'my weird' from. We moved to the back seat of dad's car and mom was bad. Really, really bad. I helped.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was all caught up with my school work so I didn't have to get up and go to the library. Mom woke me up with her own built in alarm clock – her mouth – after dad left for work. Once I was up she climbed over me and settled down on me cowgirl and slowly rode me. She bent down and kissed me and asked:
"Did you mean it? Did you really mean it? I'm going to meet my mystery lady?"
"On Monday, but only if you agree to do it my way."
"Your way? What is that?"
I explained how I wanted it done and she gave me a strange look and said:
"That is just so stupid. You are letting your fears scramble your brains."
"No I'm not. I know that there is a better than even chance that the outcome of you two getting together is going to be that I'm going to lose one or both of you so I want to be sure that I get one last time with each of you so it is either my way or it won't happen."
"Whatever! Right now we need to finish. I've got a busy day in front of me and I need to get going on it."
I rolled her on her back and did her hard until we both got off and then I let her get up and head for the shower.
While she was showering I called Tash. When she answered the phone I said:
"Good morning my queen. Miss your young white boy?"
"More than you can possibly know."
"Would you like to get together today?"
"No."
"No? You miss me more that I can possibly know and you don't want to get together? I thought we had something going."
"We did White Boy; we did. I want to see you, but I don't dare. I don't know how to explain it White Boy, but you are dangerous."



"Me? Dangerous?"
"You are. I'm no spring chicken. I'm a very sexual woman and I've led a very active sexual life. I've been with over a hundred different men and a lot of them were very good lovers. A couple of them were exceptional, but not one of them had the effect on me that you had. Not one of them was ever in my ass. Marcus has never been in my ass. But you were. And even though I fought like hell to keep all of the others out you made me take it. I told you to stop; I told you that I didn't do that and I told you that I didn't want it, but I let you have it. I have no idea why, but I gave it up to you.
"I love Marcus to death. I would kill for the man and if need be I'd die for him, but as much as I care for him and as much as he means to me if you would have said to me, "Come on bitch. We're leaving and going of to somewhere where we can be together from now on" I would have gone. I don't know how it happened. I don't understand it, but when you told me that you were going to make me your bitch you actually did it.
"You made me your bitch White Boy! I don't know how a nineteen year old boy could do that to a forty-four year old woman, but you did. When I was with you you owned me. I would have done whatever you said. But it was only while I was in your physical presence. Away from you I am clear headed so as much as I want to be with you I can not allow myself to be near you. So yes White Boy; you are dangerous. I can not allow myself to be near you. I can't see you again. Please don't call me again" and she hung up on me.
I stared at the phone in my hand and thought, "Wow! What a shot for my ego." But I didn't believe it. She said it herself. How could a nineteen year old do that to a forty-four year old woman? Simple. He couldn't. I didn't affect Mary, mom or Pam that way and they were in their forties. Late thirties anyway. No. Natasha couldn't be right. It must have been the drinks she had that night. Or an overactive imagination.
++++++++++++++++++
It was shipping and receiving for me at work, but this time it was Shelly who came down to the loading dock. She handed me a piece of paper and went back to the office. Ben wasn't around to make any lustful comments as I watched Shelly's ass wiggle away so I alone to read the note.
"Mike is working late so I don't need to rush home. I'm hurting. Please?"
Once in the room I asked, "What's your pleasure pretty lady?"
"I need both lovers. Have you got the time?"
I did and I saw to it that she had an enjoyable "both" before we were done. As she was pulling on her panties she said:
"Mark is going out of town for a week. He will be gone from Sunday night until late Friday or early Saturday. Give you any ideas?"
"A couple."
She kissed me and hurried off.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Once again there was a lack of parking in front of Mary's and I had to park a block away and walk back.
Mary was in the living room and she was alone. She saw the confused look on my face and said:
"They are all upstairs. I'm down here because I promised you that you would be first. A couple of them are pissed that I'm making them wait so they have to get seconds after a kid. All I can say to that is "fuck 'em." Come on lover; let's go up and see your surprise."
"Surprise?"
"Oh yes lover. You are going to be surprised."
And I was.
To be continued.
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"Are you ready for me lover?"
"As always sexy lady."
"Come on then; let's go up and see your surprise."
"Surprise?"
"Oh yes lover; you will be surprised."
And I was.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I entered the bedroom to see my mom in a four way with Terrell, Marcus and one other black guy that I hadn't seen before and two more black guys were standing there watching and waiting for an open hole.
"That's your mom (Mary whispered in my ear) reliving her glory days. She was the basketball team's private slut in her senior year. There were three white guys on the team, but they had girlfriends who wouldn't let them get even close to Madge. She showed up here at four. Said she didn't want to miss even a minute of the fun."
"That's not much of a surprise. From the way she said, "Maybe. We'll see" the last time we did this it really isn't much of a surprise for me."
"Oh no lover; this is not the surprise. The surprise is across the hall in Tom's bedroom."
We walked over to Tom's room and the door was open and I looked into the room and saw Gloria on Tom's bed. She was in the doggie with a white cock in her pussy or ass – couldn't tell from where I was standing – and a black cock in her mouth. There were four other guys getting ready to join in or wait their turn.
"She arrived at five-thirty, said you had told her all about what we were doing and she wanted to know if she could play too. She has seen your mom and the question is do you want her seeing you with your mom?"
"She didn't run screaming from you and Tom so I doubt that other than the initial surprise it will bother her. I'll probably get razzed over it, but that will be about all."
"Then how about you get your clothes off and let us get to it."
We joined mom and her group on the king sized bed and Marcus gave me a smile and a 'fist bump' as I settled in between Mary's legs. After that it was pretty much suck and fuck in various combinations as the twelve men sank their cocks into the available holes of the three women.
I did get a raised eyebrow out of Gail when she came into the room and saw me with my cock in my mom's ass as two other guys whose names I didn't even know used her other two holes. About an hour later I did get a whispered:
"Now I know why I'm only getting Thursday and Sunday."
Mom had to leave at ten to be home by ten-thirty and Marcus walked her out to her car. He was gone a good fifteen minutes and when he came back I teasingly said:
"Going to dump Natasha and go after the married white lady?"
"Would you keep Tash happy if I did?"
"Don't think so. I'm pretty sure she got her young white boy fantasy out of her system. She said no when I asked her if she would like to do it again. The white girl good enough to pull you away from your magnificent Nubian Queen?"
"Not hardly, but I do like playing with Madge. I'm trying to set something up for other than a Wednesday. I'd kind of like having her to myself once in a while."
"Well good luck with that."
"I heard through the grapevine that you made a few enemies and earned some respect the other night."
"Oh?"
"I'm pretty good friends with the owner of the place and he told me that you left a mess on his men's room floor for him to clean up."
"Had to do it. Couldn't let them interfere with my night with Tash."
"I think I lucked out and got the perfect white boy for my baby."
"Speaking of your baby. How are things on the home front?"
"In what way?"
"Any fallout from what Vonda saw?"
"No and I doubt that there will be. I can't imagine her going to Tash about it or coming to me. It isn't like she saw you doing it."
"No, but she did see me bring Tash home at six in the morning and she saw us kiss and it wasn't a peck on the cheek kiss."
"I doubt that it will hurt her any to think that her mom is a hottie. What you need to be afraid of is that Vonda doesn't decide to find out just what it is that mommy finds so interesting about young white boys."
"I doubt that I'll need to sweat that. She has turned her nose up at me since the eighth grade."
"That was then young white boy; this is now and things change over the years."
"Maybe so, but I'm in no hurry to have her daddy coming after me with a shotgun."
He laughed and said, "There is that."
It was down to me, Marcus, Terrell and three of the other black guys whose names I never did get and the six of us had Mary and Gail to play with. Terrell was on his back and Gail was on his cock cowgirl, but leaning forward so I could plug her ass. Marcus and one of the other black guys had Mary in the same configuration and the other two men were off to the side watching and waiting to recover.
Gail asked Mary if it was going to happen again next Wednesday and Mary asked:
"Do you want it to?"
Marcus said, "I damned sure do" and there was a chorus of "So do I" and a "You bet" or two.
Mary laughed and said, "There's your answer girl. Why? Do you want to do it again?"
"I don't even want to stop. Anyway we can keep it going?"
Mary laughed again and Terrell said to Gail, "You can come home with me and I'm sure that I can get a couple of dozen friends over and I'll bet we could keep you busy."
"She can't" I said. "She has something going tomorrow that she can't get out of."
"Spoil sport" Gail said.
"You two? A couple?" Marcus said. "I never would have guessed.
"A long and very boring story. I will see to it that there is nothing in the way that will keep her from coming back next week."
About then I came and I got off to let one of the others in. I grabbed my clothes and said:
"I'd like to stay longer, but I have a morning class that I can't miss."
Terrell asked, "You just going to take off and leave your girl here?"
"Hell Terrell; I doubt that I could get her out of here with dynamite. If I know the sex crazy little slut as well as I think I do she will be here calling out "Next" when none of you dudes can't get it up anymore."
I kissed both Gail and Mary, said good night and headed on home.
+++++++++++++++++++
I woke up to the sound of the shower and the hot feeling of my mom's mouth on my dick. When she saw I was awake she said:
"See if you can get home early tonight. I need to have a talk with you."
Just then the shower stopped and she said, "Got to run baby. See you tonight" and she ran off leaving me with a raging hard on. I grabbed the ever present pair of dirty panties, deposited a load in them and dropped them on the floor for mom to find and wash.
School was school and at lunch time Gail joined me.
"Didn't expect that did you?"
"Not at all. What happened to the 'no cheating on Tom' position?"
"I finally accepted that I'm not in his new life. You were right last night."
"In what way?"
"I was still wanting when they were all wiped out. I never would have believed that I could do something like that. Who knew? Mary says it's on for next week so I'll be there again."
While we were talking I saw Vonda Williams come in and take a seat where she could watch me. As far as I could tell she never took her eyes off of me the entire time I was there. Could Marcus have been right?
Gail surprised me when I asked her what time I should pick her up after school.
"I've got other plans Bobby."
"Oh?"
"Terrell and one of the other guys asked me to meet them tonight."
"Well okay. Have fun. Talk to you later."
I got up and left. I was just slightly pissed off and not with Gail. After all, she wasn't really mine, but I had made it plain to all there that I had something going with Gail for Thursday and the assholes went after her anyway once I was gone.
++++++++++++++++++
At work it was the machine shop for me. They were behind on powder coating so I was put to work bead blasting the pieces that had to be coated. No visits or notes from Shelly or Andrea so I stopped by Marge's office at quitting time. She smiled at me and said:
"Not tonight stud. My mother and sister are taking me out to dinner, but we do need to get together to talk about Monday. It is still on right?"
"Still on, but I'm not looking forward to the outcome."
"Oh give it up stud! It isn't going to be bad at all."
"Whatever."
"How about we talk tomorrow night about this time."
"See you then.
When I got outside I found Andrea sitting on the left front fender of my car.
"Dennis is on a run and won't be home until Saturday. Want to follow me home?"
"Depends."
"On what?"
"You said that you were going to do what Shelly does. Her husband fucks her just fine so she will only do with me what he won't do with her. Is that your stance also?"
"Pretty much."
"Then no; I won't follow you home."
"Why not?"
"Because I'll want your pussy and I'll keep trying to get it and you will end up being pissed at me. I'd rather not screw up what we have so I'll pass on going home with you."
"You don't try and get pussy here."
"That's because of the time factor. Either you or I have somewhere that we have to be so we do what we do and then leave. We have just enough time for oral or anal and then we have to leave so there is no time for me to try and get in your pussy. Tonight is different. Neither of us has to be anywhere else so we have plenty of time and don't need to limit things to just oral or anal. I know me lover and I know that I would try and try hard for pussy. Best that we don't put ourselves in that sort of situation."
She shrugged. "Too bad. It could have been fun."
She got off my fender, went to her car, got in and left me standing there in the parking lot. A fine kettle of fish I thought. Three of my playmates and none of them playing with me that evening.
How dare they!!
And then of course I had to laugh at myself. Where did I get off thinking that it was owed me? Fuck! I was lucky that I wasn't like most other nineteen year olds and getting off by hand.
+++++++++++++++++
I got home a lot earlier than mom expected, but it was early enough that dad was out in the garage putzing around so she could speak freely.
"Are you satisfied now that you have turned your mother into a cock loving gangbanging slut?"
"Oh no you don't! You don't get to hang it on me. Everything that has happened is on you. You are the one who came into my bedroom and started our sexual relationship. I didn't chase after you. You are the one who started our three way relationship with Mary. I had nothing to do with it other than participate after you set it up.
"I did not take you to that first gangbang at Mary's and in fact I do not believe that you had an invitation. You crashed the party is the way I remember it. And I damned sure had nothing to do with your being there this last Wednesday night. In fact, as I recall it, you very forcefully proclaimed that you would not be there ever again.
"What we have here is a poor innocent teenaged boy who has been led astray by sex crazed older women."
"You are so full of bullshit!'
"Am not!"
"Are too!"
"Well, maybe just a little, but it was Mary who started me down the path and I can state without fear of contradiction that she is a sex crazed older woman. And then there is of course you."
"This is not getting us anywhere. What I need to talk to you about is something that I once told you that I didn't want you to do."
"What is that?"
"I want you to get an apartment."
"I don't want an apartment. I thought it over and it doesn't make sense for me."
"Okay. Then what I need is for you to rent an apartment for me to use."
"For you to use? You've lost me here."
"I need a place where I can meet my crew."
"Your crew?"
"Marcus, Terrell, Jamal, Jason, Malcolm and a few others you haven't seen yet."
"Your crew. My mother has a crew. And you want me to rent you a place so your crew can cut into my time with you."
"It won't cut into your time with me. I'll be meeting them during the day while you are in school or at work."
"If I have an apartment I won't be here on Saturday morning or for any of the other impromptu times. I'll only see you if you come to Mary's."
"You don't have to live there. You don't even have to let anyone know that you have an apartment. The problem is that I can't rent one on my own. There is no way that I could hide it from your father."
"I can't hide it from him either. Have you forgotten that you two are the ones who monitor the trust fund? He will see that I've gotten an apartment and you don't think that he will wonder why I'm still living at home?"
"He won't see anything. Your monthly allowance is direct deposit to your checking account and we have no access to it. All we oversee where the trust is concerned is requests for funds over and above your allowance and educational costs. You won't lose out on the deal baby; mommy promises you that."
"If I get one I'll need to use it too. I can't pay rent and still use the Starlight. We will have to come up with some kind of schedule."
"I don't see a problem with that."
"Are you sure that you want to do this? How are you going to hide from dad that you are fucking a basketball team?"
"How did you know that they are – were actually – a basketball team?"
"Mary told me. Said you were reliving your glory days as the basketball team's private slut."
"Don't worry about it. I can hide it."
I thought about it for a second or two and then decided that I'd better bite the bullet.
"I wouldn't be so sure of that" and then I proceeded to tell her how dad was suspicious of her and had me watching her when ever he went out of town. "I never mentioned it because it didn't matter since the one set up to be the watcher was the one who was doing the dirty deed with you. The problem here is that he might decide to have professionals do the job and hire private detectives."
"He is suspicious of me? He is fucking around on me and he is suspicious of me? Well fuck him! What is he going to do about it if he catches me? Divorce me? We don't have a pre-nup and I've got the goods on him where two different secretaries and his current PA are concerned. He comes after me and I'll go for his throat!"
"Okay, okay. You have been warned. Okay; I'll get an apartment, but you get to be the one to go find it. A two or three bedroom and I wouldn't mind if it had a pool, a hot tub and an exercise room."
"Why a three bedroom?"
"If I do eventually decide to live there I'll need a room to use as a den or home office. A place for a desk, computer and the like. That means a bedroom for you, a bedroom for me and a room for study."
"We can share a bedroom."
"Not if you have your crew there and I have some one there that I'm not willing to share. Has to be separate bedrooms."
"You have a desk and computer in your bedroom here so why can't you have them in your bedroom at the apartment? I'll just look for a place with big rooms."
"Whatever. I'm leaving it to you."
At that point dad came in from the garage and that ended the conversation.
Dad and I talked a little bit about work and how well the second shift was working out and then I went up to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and again at lunch I saw Vonda sitting where she could watch me. Gail joined me and as soon as she was seated she said:
"Still pissed at me?"
"Why would I be pissed at you?"
"For last night."
"No reason for me to be pissed at you for that."
"Oh come on Bobby. I could tell you were pissed when you got up and left yesterday at lunch."
"I wasn't pissed at you. I was upset because I had to pass up a chance for a date with a girl that I really wanted to get to know because I committed Thursdays and Sundays to you. Besides Gail; you know our arrangement. I was only your pretend boyfriend to keep you away from other guys while Tom was away. Once you showed up at Mary's and joined in that agreement went into the trash."
Before she could say anything in response to that Nancy came up and asked if she could join us and I said yes. She sat down and said:
"What's new with you guys?"
"Just discussing schedule changes. I have Sunday open if you are still interested in going out with me even knowing that I'm back with Natasha."
I saw Gail's face cloud over when she heard that, but so what!
"You are back with Natasha, but you are still going to date?"
I explained the arrangement.
"So she has you from Friday when she gets home until she leaves to go back to school around twoish on Sunday, but you get to do whatever you want with the rest of your time?"
"That's the deal."
"So I would get from late Sunday until she comes home the following weekend?"
"No. Work and school get president, but you would get Thursday and part of Sunday for sure and possibly some other times also."
"Sign me up, but I'm telling you upfront that it is my intent to take you away from Natasha,"
"Good luck with that" Gail snorted.
I saw a change come over Nancy's face as she suddenly remembered something.
"I forgot your arrangement with Gail. You have to have some time with her."
"Not to worry about it. It is over."
She gave me a questioning look and I said, "Got to be going. Call you later to set up Sunday" and I walked away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
At work I was sent to the machine shop again where I worked on bead blasting and powder coating. I didn't get notes or visits from Shelly or Andrea so at quitting time I stopped by Marge's office to remind her that she would be meeting with me and one of my girlfriends Monday and then I told how I wanted to do it.
"I still think you are being overly melodramatic stud, but I'll go along with it."
When I got in the car I phoned Tasha's house to see if she was home yet and she was so I headed that way.
I got my usual smile from Pam, but her father wasn't home so I was spared the look that he usually gave me. When we got into the car I asked Tasha what she wanted to do and she said:
"Feed me and then fuck me."
Mario's took care of the first part and then we headed for the Starlight to take care of the second. It started out as usual. Head while I undressed and them pussy eating until Tasha told me to quit playing around and fuck her. Then it was sixty-nine, fuck and then a blow job to get me hard again and then she wanted anal and once again I thought that she was using me to keep her ass loose for her week day lover (lovers?). And also once again I had to fight my tendencies to be a hypocrite. I had to keep reminding myself that I HAD agreed to the compromise. I HAD agreed that the weekend was ours and what happened during the week was of no matter to either of us.
When I took her home she told me that she and her mother were doing something in the morning and that she wouldn't be home before three and I told her I'd pick her up at four.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got my usual Saturday morning wake up from mom and we fucked and sucked until eleven and then we went to breakfast at the IHOP. I was forking a piece of French toast into my mouth when a familiar voice said:
"Good morning you guys."
I looked up to see Marge standing there. "Care to join us I asked (which got me a murderous look from mom) and Marge said, "Thanks, but no. I just finished and was on my way out when I saw you two and stopped to say hi."
As Marge walked away mom muttered "Slut!"
Oh yeah I thought; Monday is going to be just so much fun.
After eating we went home and it was more suck and fuck until it was time for me to get ready to go and pick up Natasha. Her dad was there so along with Pam's usual smile I got his standard dirty look. I decided that the way to play it was to smile at him every time he looked at me. I'm sure that it pissed him off and he left the room.
Natasha hadn't come down from her room yet so as soon as her father was out of the room Pam said:



"He is going out of town Tuesday and won't be back until early Friday and I'm missing you. Call me?"
I said I would just as Tasha started down the stairs so Pam left the room and Tasha and I headed out. Dinner at Angelina's and then we went to a party at Charlie Smither's place. There were quite a few old schoolmates and friends there and we wandered around and socialized. At one point Tasha was talking to two girls and I was at the keg filling my glass when Carol Weiss came up to get a refill.
"I see that you and Nat are back together."
"Yes we are."
"I don't mind admitting that I am surprised. After telling you about her and Eddie Wooters we thought for sure that she was history. You do know that she still plays around on you right?"
"As long as it isn't Eddie Wooters I don't care."
She gave me a strange look and so, since I'd known her from the second grade on and she was one of the ones I'd asked to keep an eye on Tasha I explained it all to her.
"Far out! I wish Andy (Andy Heinz- her boyfriend) thought like that. I'm curious and I would love an arrangement like you have with Nat. So, as long as it isn't Eddie it is okay?"
"Yep."
Just then Tasha came up to us and Carol said, "Go away Natasha. I almost had him. Another two minutes is all I need."
"Yeah. Right. And then the two of us could watch as Bobby and Andy go at it."
"But I would be willing to give you Andy. That would make us even right?"
"Get away from my man you tramp."
"Says the slut" Carol said as she stuck out her tongue at Tasha.
I left the two of them talking and went off to socialize. I saw Nancy there and I gravitated toward her.
"I see that you are here with my competition" she said as I walked up to her.
"I told you that she has me from Friday until late Sunday. I forgot to mention that she also has me on all breaks and vacations."
"Then I'm going to have to get busy if I'm going to lock you up before spring break."
"We have known each other for almost thirteen years Nance and you have never shown any interest in me so why now?"
"I've always been interested Bobby. I told you about how strict my parents were and why I had to say no every time you asked me for a date. I don't have those parental restrictions any more and since you wouldn't come after me I have to come after you.
"I don't know what it is, but something happened around your eighteenth birthday and suddenly you're a changed man. There is just something about you now that screams out "Take me." One day I looked at you and said to myself "I want him." And I'm not the only one. Gail wants you. She is fighting it, but she wants you."
"Nonsense. She was Tom's girl and was only with me because of the promise I made him when he left."
"I know what I'm talking about Bobby. It might have started out the way you say, but things have changed at least for her. She wants you. She is pissed right now because you dumped her. She almost cried when you told me that you were giving me her Sunday."
"I don't believe that Nance. If she felt that way she wouldn't have given up our Thursday to go play with someone else."
"Maybe she was just trying to get your attention."
"Why are you trying to talk yourself out of Sunday Nance?"
"Shit! I guess that is what it sounds like. Stupid, stupid, stupid Nancy. Get your head out of your ass. What time tomorrow?"
"Around four work for you?"
"Yes it will."
Tasha walked up to us and said that she was ready to leave and Nancy said, "You two have fun" and she walked away.
"Another one who wants my baby?"
"Just one of many Tasha; just one of many."
"Right!" she said as she punched my shoulder. "Don't you just wish."
Our evening at the Starlight was as satisfying as always, but it was also just a bit disquieting for me. Tasha wanted anal – twice. Not that I minded giving it to her of course, but it got me to thinking again that I was just keeping her ass loose for someone else. Those thoughts took me to other thoughts that I could have done without. Up until a couple of weeks ago as far as anal sex was concerned it was kind of ho hum; if you want to go ahead. Now all of a sudden she was asking for it every time we got together.
Why? That was the question.
Had she hooked up with a guy who was into anal and she was into him enough that she was willing to give him whatever he wanted to keep him? I got anal on weekends to keep her from tightening up so he could ease right in? It was the one thing that I'd been worried about since Gail filled me in on Tasha's plan to fool around up at school. That I would lose her to someone else. That she would hook up with some guy and I'd be history. And I wasn't being a hypocrite. When Tasha played there was a good chance that she could find someone and fall for him, but there was no chance of that happening on my end. None of the ones I was playing with were a threat to Tasha. None of them would be taking me away from her. I will admit that if Tasha was gone Gail or Nancy (or even Pauline if what she had with Gary fell apart) would have a shot, but only if Tasha was for sure gone.
Of course I could be way off base here. Maybe she was doing it to show me how much she wanted to be with me by giving me things she knew I liked even though I knew that she wasn't overly fond of them. Whatever. I doubted that I would ever know what was going on unless she suddenly stopped coming home to me on weekends.
I wasn't going to ask my friends up at Western to check up on her. I had agreed that what happened during her week at school was her business. But it didn't stop me from wondering.
Tasha surprised me when she told me that we were going to stay the night at the motel.
"What are my parents going to do? Throw me out? Big deal. I'll just come home and spend the weekends with you. I want to wake up in your arms and start the day off right."
We did. Start the day off right I mean.
When I took her home at twelve she wouldn't let me walk her to her door.
"I've had a beautiful evening and a glorious morning and I don't want it ruined by my dad going after you on the front porch."
She kissed me and then headed for the house to face the music.
++++++++++++++++++
I picked Nancy up at four and since our first date hadn't worked out all that well I played it safe. We took in a movie and then stopped at Harry's for burgers and fries and then went to the arcade.
I had her home by ten and when I'd parked in front of her house she asked:
"Is this it?"
"I don't understand the question."
"I expected to have to fight you off. Not that I would have of course. God knows I've all but pulled my panties off and waved them under your nose."
"I try not to be a sex crazed fiend on a first date."
"Spring break is not all that far off Bubba and if I'm going to take you away from Natasha I need to be showing you that I pack better gear than she does. Neither one of us is a virgin and I don't want you thinking that I'm an easy slut, but I was dead serious when I said that I wanted you for my own. I screwed it up the first time we dated and I have no intention of doing it again. If I hadn't screwed it up we would be together now and Natasha never would have gotten you back. My mom maintains that the way to a man's heart is through his stomach, but I think the way is just a little south of there and I'm going for it."
"We will just have to see how the next date goes. Will Tuesday work for you? Say about seven?"
"I'll be the one waiting on the front porch with the big smile."
+++++++++++++++++++
The big day had arrived. Before leaving for school I told mom how I wanted the evening to go and even though she had no way of knowing it she was on the same page as Marge.
"Honestly Robert! You are being overly dramatic here" but she agreed to go along with my plan. Even though school was school I spent the day worrying about the coming evening and I don't think I absorbed much of what was taught that day.
I skipped lunch at the cafeteria because I wouldn't have been able to pay any attention to what anyone who might have joined me had to say. How nervous was I? For the first time ever I called in sick to work because I didn't think I could give whatever job they gave me the attention required.
I arrived at the Starlight at five-thirty and got the room. I called Marge and mom and gave them the room number and then sat back and waited. At six-fifteen Marge arrived and knocked on the door.
We undressed each other and then she gave me head for a couple of minutes and then she laid back on the bed and I returned the favor. After a couple of minutes of beaver munching I put her legs up on my shoulders and fucked her hard. I was able to get her off twice before I came and then I sucked her tits and fingered her pussy to keep her hot until the knock on the door signaled my mom's arrival.
Marge got up and headed for the bathroom and just before she closed the door I said:
"Remember your promise. You don't open the door until two minutes after I knock on it."
She shrugged, closed the door and I let mom in. I undressed her and then she went down on me and cleaned my cock.
"Damn, but that tastes good motherfucker. Hurry up and fuck me so I can get at her."
I got between her legs, pushed into her and then fucked her until I got both of us off. We went sixty-nine until I was up again and then I fucked her in her ass. After we had both cum I got off and used a pre-positioned wash rag to clean my cock and then I dressed. Mom didn't know about that part and she asked why I was getting dressed.
"I don't want to be here for what is going to happen when your mystery woman walks out that bathroom door. I hope to hell that it is as good as you hope."
Once dressed I knocked on the bathroom door and got the hell out of Dodge. I pulled out of the motel parking lot and wondered what I could do with the rest of my evening. I'd only gotten a couple of miles away before my cell phone went off. I wondered if it was Marge going to rant at me or mom gearing up to rip me a new asshole.
"Hello?"
"Get your sorry ass back here!" mom said. "Do it Robert! Do it now!"
I turned around and went back. I was surprised to see Marge's Lexus still there. I debated knocking on the door, but decided that it would give mom time to pick up a lamp and be ready to smack me with it when she opened the door to let me in. I decided to just use the key card and walk right in.
I pushed the door open and got the surprise of my life. Mom and Marge were in a sixty-nine with mom on top and facing the door. Mom looked up when I walked in and said:
"I should spank your ass young man. I should beat you severally for making me wait for this. Get your clothes off. You have a busy night in front of you."
What followed was pretty much what had happened when I played with mom and Mary. I fucked mom doggie while she ate Marge. Marge rode me cowgirl while mom sat on my face. I ate mom while Marge sucked my cock and then I ate Marge while mom worked on my bone and of course the two of them took turns fucking me.
They were still going strong when I couldn't get it up any more so I kissed them both goodnight and went home. I went straight to bed and as I faded off I wondered what the next day was going to bring.
+++++++++++++++++
It started out okay. I woke to the sound of the shower running and the feel of a hot mouth on my cock. As soon as I was awake mom said:
"You and I need to have a talk young man."
The sound of the shower stopped and so did mom and she got up and left the room. I grabbed the ever present pair of mom's panties, got myself off and then dropped them on the floor.
I couldn't figure out the looks that I was getting from mom over the breakfast table, but I figured that I would find out when we had 'our talk'.
School was school and at lunch Gail joined me and she got right to it.
"Why did you give away my Sunday to Nancy?"
"Why did you give away my Thursday to Terrell? It doesn't matter anyway. The arrangement we had was that I was to be your sexual outlet so you could stay true to Tom until he came back. When you showed up Wednesday there was no longer a need for me to play babysitter and Thursday drove that point even farther home."
"I thought I meant more to you than that."
"Of course you do, but you know that you aren't my main squeeze. Tasha holds that spot on the roster. You know my agreement with her. I can play with others when she isn't around and you were one of the others I played with. You took yourself out of the game so I needed a replacement and Nancy has shown herself more that willing so I offered her a chance."
"How do you figure that I took myself out of the game?"
"Don't play dumb on me Gail. You know full well that what you did Thursday changed things. You could have agreed to meet Terrell on Friday or Saturday instead of Thursday. I got five hours notice that my evening was cancelled. I was going to stand around and wait just to be told on Sunday that you had something going with Terrell or one of the other guys? I don't think so."
"That's not fair Bobby."
"I'll tell you what wasn't fair Gail. Your accepting a date with Terrell after I had gone on record in front of him and everyone else there that you and I had plans for Thursday. I don't know Terrell well enough to know what kind of guy he is, but there is a damned good possibility that right now he is smirking and telling his friends that he stole the white boy's girlfriend away from him.
"That is what I have to look forward to if I go to Mary's on Wednesday. All the guys there looking at me and thinking that Terrell took my woman and I must be some kind of wimp ass because I haven't called him on it. And I can't call him on it at Mary's or she would never forgive me so don't you be sitting here and giving me any shit about giving your Sunday to some one else."
She got up and stormed off without another word. While I'd been talking I did notice that Vonda was again sitting where she could watch me and I wondered what she was thinking.
++++++++++++++++++
At work I was again put on the loading dock and maybe an hour into it Ben came to me and told me that I had to report to Marge in the office. When I got there she told me to close the door and then she got up, came around her desk and kissed me. She broke the kiss and said:
"You are one nasty motherfucker aren't you? Your mother and your father's mistress both? That is just so nasty."
"Says the woman who has had sex with every member of my family."
She laughed. "I am bad aren't I. You want to find out how nasty I can be? Be at my place as soon as you get off work and I'll show you nasty."
Shelly caught me before I could leave the office and reminded me that her hubby was out of town for the week.
"Are you going to come over?"
"I want to sweetie, but I can't and you know why. I'll keep trying to get your pussy and you would get upset with me and it could ruin what we have."
"What if I could promise you that it wouldn't happen?"
"I'd be there in a heartbeat."
"Well it just so happens that I can promise so follow me home?"
"I can't tonight, but I can tomorrow."
"No way I can get tonight?"
I lied and said, "I have a family thing to do tonight and I can't get out of it."
We made plans for Wednesday and then since Ben didn't know if I was going to be coming back to the dock I said:
"It doesn't have to be a total waste. Race you to the basement?"
I ate her; she blew me and then I fucked her ass. I thought that would end it, but she took a plastic baggie out of her purse that had a wash rag in it. Once she had my cock clean we went sixty-nine until I got back up and then I took her ass again.
"That should hold me until tomorrow" she said, kissed me and headed out.
+++++++++++++++++++
As I drove to Marge's I suddenly remembered that I had a date with Nancy for that night. I called her and lied through my teeth,
"We have an emergency here at work and I can't get away until things are under control."
"I guess these things happen, but there better not be any reason for you not showing up on Thursday. And plan on working hard to make up for tonight."
I parked my usual one block over and walked back to Marge's place and got there just as she pulled up. We went inside together and she pulled me straight to the bedroom and we undressed. As soon as we were naked she gave me a kiss with plenty of tongue and when she broke the kiss she giggled and asked:
"Did you taste him? I had a long lunch with your daddy."
"You bitch!" I said as I pushed her down on the bed and moved over her in a sixty-nine. Knowing that I would be tasting traces of my dad made me wish that I hadn't stopped at the men's room and washed my cock after my second time in Shelly's ass.
Once Marge had me hard I fucked her in the missionary position and just as I was getting ready to cum I heard:
"You weren't supposed to start without me."
I looked over my shoulder and saw my mom getting undressed, Marge giggled and said:
"Remember when I told you that I would show you just how nasty I could be? Would you consider me having sex with every member of your family in the space of five hours nasty enough?"
What followed was a repeat of Monday night and I ran out of steam just about the time mom said that she had to be going. As we left Marge's place mom told me to meet her at the IHOP. I guess we were going to have 'our talk' before going home.
I got there first and grabbed us a booth. Mom came in and sat down across from me and then said:
"Explain yourself mister."
"Explain what?"
"How do you happen to be fucking your father's girlfriend."
"She isn't his girlfriend. At best she is his good luck charm."
"What the hell does that mean?"
I explained the screwing before the trips and how dad thought that it had something to do with his getting new business."
"That does not answer the question Robert. How did you end up fucking the woman that your father is fucking?"
"I'd say just lucky I guess except you don't seem to be in the mood for humor. I told you that dad had me watching you because he thought you were running around on him? Well Marge is the one he had do the asking. Our relationship went from there. She admitted to me that she found it kinky to be doing a father and son."
"Obviously she didn't know about us, but why did you give in and get us together?"
"Because I felt that the two of you needed to talk to each other. You made it clear to me that you loved dad and were not going to leave him over what you called some sport fucking. But I know that you still had to be worried about his relationship with Marge. Marge made it clear to me that her relationship with dad was purely financial. He paid her almost three times what her job should have paid and it was with the understanding that she be his designated stress reliever. So also made it clear to me that she had no desire to take dad away from you. I thought that it would be a good thing for you to know. To be honest I fully expected it to bite me on my ass, but I did it anyway."
"What did you tell her about me?"
"Just that you knew that she and dad were doing it, but I didn't mention the sport fucking bit. I did tell her that you were out getting even when dad was gone, but she didn't know about us until Monday night."
"I should be pissed at you, but it turned out all right. We had a long talk after you left and we're cool."
"I'd say that was pretty evident given what happened tonight."
"You do know that my playing with her will cut into your time with me."
"Why? It worked out Monday night and tonight."
"There are going to be times when we are going to want to be alone. I can see me spending the night with her when your dad is on a trip and that will cut into your time."



"We can worry about that when the time comes."
++++++++++++++++++
I didn't need to go to the library in the morning so as soon as dad was gone to work mom was in my bed and we stayed there until noon and then she fixed us breakfast. As I left to go to work she said:
"See you tonight at Mary's."
"No you won't. I'm gonna pass on tonight."
"Why? It was all your idea to begin with."
"If I went tonight I would probably cause trouble and I don't want to do that to Mary."
"Why would you cause trouble?"
I explained what had happened with Gail and said, "If I go and don't do something to save face I'll be looked at as a ball-less wimp and I don't want that any more that I want to disrupt Mary's party. Best I stay away until I figure out what to do."
"Come and kick his ass. Mary won't care especially when she finds out why."
"And what if I fuck things up for you? He is part of your crew and I have no idea what his relationships are with the other guys. Just let it ride for now."
"Okay, but you will be missed?"
"Yeah, right. You will be buried under your crew and won't see anything else that is going on. My mom. The basketball teams slut. How did I get so lucky."
"Watch it motherfucker! What I learned from those guys at school has been making you one very happy camper."
"Not complaining cocksucker. Just letting you know how proud I am of you."
"You had better be motherfucker. You had better be."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I was assigned to the office when I got to work and maybe twenty minutes before quitting time Shelly asked me to meet her in the basement. I couldn't figure out why since I was going to follow her home after work. I got there, opened the door and a couple of minutes later she came into the room.
She had Gloria with her.
Before I could say anything Shelly said, "You need to hear her out Bob. I'll leave the two of you alone and I'll see you at the time clock in twenty."
She left the room and I told Gloria to sit on the table. Gloria had a hard time looking me in the eye, but she forced herself to do it.
"I'm sorry" she said. "I never meant for that to happen and I don't now why or how it did. I was telling Shelly what had happened that night and after I described everything to her she said she was pretty sure that I had been given some date rape drugs. Are those guys that had me in that room the type that would do something like that?"
"One of them was."
And it sounded just like something that he would have done to get at me. I hadn't even thought of that when I saw what was going on.
"I'm not here saying that I was drugged in a play for forgiveness, because I don't really know. I do know that that wasn't me in that room with those three. I'm not that way Bobby. Honest to god I am not that way, but something made me do it. I just don't know.
"Anyway, it has been killing me to have you think the thoughts about me that you must be thinking. I'm sorry for what happened Bobby; honest to god I am sorry."
I believed her. After considering who she was in the room with I could see the likelihood that was drugged. I knew just who to ask and I would make it a priority to do just that. I stepped up to the table and took Gloria in my arms and held her while she cried into my shoulder. When she quieted down I told her that I would like to see her again if that would be all right.
"You mean it? You really mean it?"
"I do. It may take a while because my evenings are pretty full right now, but I will find a night for us."
I walked her back upstairs and Shelly could see from Gloria's face that things had turned out okay. The two hugged each other and then I followed Shelly home.
I parked on the street and then followed Shelly into her house and got a surprise. Sitting in the living room waiting for us was Andrea. Shelly saw my surprise and laughed.
"This is how I could promise you that there wouldn't be any problems with you not getting my pussy. Between the two of us you won't have enough time to be chasing after it. The upside is that you will get more oral and anal than you can handle."
She didn't lie. By ten-thirty I couldn't have got it up again if my life depended on it, but I was able to get both of off one more time orally before we went to bed and fell into an exhausted sleep.
There is just something awesome about waking up between two soft warm bodies. Four hands roaming over my body, four soft breasts pressing into me and two mouths working on me. Shelly with her tongue down my throat and Andrea with my cock down hers. Once I was fully awake I ate Shelly while Andrea sucked me and then the two of them switched. I packed Andrea's pooper while Shelly fixed us breakfast and after eating breakfast I ass fucked Shelly while Andrea did the dishes and took a shower.
As I was dressing Shelly asked, "Can we do this again tonight?"
"I wish I could say yes, but unfortunately I can't. My girlfriend will be back in town and I'm all hers until she goes back up to school Sunday."
"I don't even know her and I already hate her. You won't be free until Monday, but Mike will be home by then."
"It doesn't bother you to cheat on her" Andrea asked.
"I'm not cheating on her. We have an arrangement. She admitted to having a curiosity as far as other guys were concerned so we agreed that what she did up at school was none of my business and what I do while she is gone is none of hers, but when she is home all of our time belongs to the other."
"Damn! I wish I would have had something like that when I was in school."
I told them I'd see them at work and then I kissed them both goodbye and headed for school.
++++++++++++++++++++
School was.......! At lunch I didn't see Gail or Nancy, but I did see Vonda sitting alone and being the wiseass I can sometimes be I sat down uninvited at her table.
"What the hell you want Marchant?"
"To satisfy my curiosity Miss Williams. Why do you sit where you can watch me and why can't you seem to take your eyes off me when I'm here?"
"Curiosity. "I'm trying to figure out what is so special about you that my mother is fucking you."
"Ever stop to think that your mother isn't fucking me and that all it is is your overactive imagination?"
"I saw the two of you together Marchant. I saw the way she looked at you and kissed you when you brought her home at six in the morning. You were fucking and I know it! I just can't figure out what my mother could possibly see in a white boy the same age as her daughter."
"Maybe you should ask her."
"Yeah; I can just see it. Hey mom; why are you fucking a white boy? I'd get the back of her hand before the last word was out of my mouth."
"Maybe, but that is the only way you are ever going to find out."
"Oh I don't know about that Marchant. There are other ways."
"And they would be?"
"Have a couple of friends grab you, tie you down and then I'd stand there with a sharp knife in my right hand and your dick in my left and tell you to answer my questions or lose it."
"Why Miss Williams. I never would have figured you for the violent sort."
"Or I could just fuck you myself."
"I can honestly say that I would prefer that to your first idea, but seriously, Miss Vonda Williams having anything to do with a white boy? There would be ice skating in hell before something like that ever happened."
"You really don't like me do you?"
"I don't know you well enough to know whether I would like you or not Miss Williams. You saw to that all the way through school. You wouldn't let me or for that matter any other white person get to know you."
"That's because all you white boys wanted was to get some black pussy."
"Is that what all the white girls wanted too? Some black pussy? You didn't have anything to do with them either. No, what I believe that it was Miss Williams is that you were a racist. I don't know if you still are, but I certainly believe that you were back then."
While talking to Vonda I saw Gail and Nancy come in and sit down together.
"Have a nice day Miss Williams" I said as I got up and walked over to Gail and Nancy's table. Just as I got there I felt a hard hit on my shoulder and I turned to see a pissed off Vonda standing there staring at me.
"How dare you call me a racist!"
"Easy enough Miss Williams. I calls 'em as I sees 'em."
"Fuck you white boy" she snarled at me and stormed off.
"What was that all about" Nancy asked.
"Do you ever remember seeing Vonda doing anything with white guys or gals all the way through school?"
"Can't say as I do."
"I told her that her lack of interaction with anyone white seemed to indicate that she was some sort of racist. I don't think she much liked hearing that."
"We still on for tonight" I asked Nancy.
"You bet" she said and that got a scowl from Gail.
"See you then" I said and I took off.
To be continued.
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At work I was given something different. I was sent to see Hal Lebowitz who was the production line manager.
"We ere going to give you a taste of the regulatory part of the operation. We have to comply with the regulations put out by various state and federal regulatory agencies like OSHA, the EPA and local agencies like the fire department. Al Westin (assistant supervisor on day shift) and Jared Beals (assistant supervisor on the second shift) are the assigned safety inspectors and it is their responsibility to see that we stay in compliance with the appropriate regulations.
"Your father feels that it is time for you to see that part of the operation. I'm going to put you with Al and maybe a couple of evenings with Jared for the next two weeks. Have you met Jared yet?"
"No. I've never even heard the name before."
"He is one of the ones we picked up from Johnsons. He's good. We pissed off some of our people when we put him on as assistant supervisor instead of promoting one of our own, but your father felt that having one of their own in management would be good for the morale of the Johnson people and I agreed with him on that. With Jared's help the second shift was up and running trouble free from day one.
"For one thing if the new people see something wrong they aren't hesitant to bring it to Jared's attention where they might have been worried about their jobs if they took it to one of our people. You do know about the BTTW principal right?"
"Can't say as I've ever heard of it."
"Because that's the way we have always done it." New people are always leery about stepping on toes so they don't want to come to management and take a chance at getting labeled as trouble makers. Having one of their own in management takes that fear away. We have had a couple of the new people come forward and point out more efficient ways of doing some of the things we have always done and some of them are even more cost effective.
"I will tell you this young Robert; you talking your dad into using the out of work Johnson people to start a second shift was a stroke of genius."
I didn't bother telling Hal that I had done no such thing because everyone ignored my denials anyway. He put me with Al and Al filled me in on such things as MSDS data sheets and where to find the book that contained them and then he walked me through the plant and pointed out the areas that seemed to concern OSHA the most. Uncluttered walkways, shields on grinders, spills on floors, blocked exits and exit signs with burned out light bulbs.
"They are big on covers and guards on moving machinery and, believe it or not, extension cords. I've seen them come in here and unplug every electrical cord in the plant to make sure that the grounding lug is in place on every three prong plug in the place."
We spent the rest of the shift walking the plant while he pointed out areas that needed to be watched. When you come in tomorrow I'll sit you down with the OSHA file and you can familiarize yourself with past OSHA inspections. It will give you a better idea of what to look for."
I stopped by the office on my way out and Shelly and Andrea had already punched out and gone home. I stuck my head in Marge's office to say hi and I got a smile and a:
"Not tonight stud. I have family things to do tonight."
It dawned on me that unless I was free for the night I should stop dropping in on Marge. Otherwise I would be put in the position of saying no when she told me that she would meet me at her place. I wasn't sure how that would go over so best that I avoid the possibility.
As I drove over to pick up Nancy I did some serious thinking. I was going to have to give up some of my harem. Gail was already gone, but mom, Mary, Marge, Pam, Shelly, Andrea, Gloria, Nancy and Natasha all added up to more nights than there were in a week and Tasha got two of them so that left five to split between the other seven females. Mom I could handle in the mornings for the most part and Shelly, Andrea and Gloria could be handled – again, for the most part – at work. That still left four women and only five nights and Nancy was expecting to get at least two of them. Fuck! Thinking about that reminded me that Pam had asked me to call and I hadn't. Shit! Even if I had called her when could I have gotten free to go see her?
What to do? How weird was that? A nineteen year old having to decide what pussy to give up when most nineteen year olds were trying to figure out how to get some. Oh yeah. My life was definitely weird.
+++++++++++++++++++
When I picked Nancy up I asked her what she would like to do after we had dinner.
"Depends."
"Depends on what?"
"On our talk over dinner."
"Why wait? We are talking now."
"Once I get started I'm not going to want to stop. I'm going to want to keep going until I get it all out. In three minutes or so we will get to the restaurant and then I'd have to stop until we got inside and were seated and then I'd have to start again. I'd rather wait until we are sitting down and won't be going anywhere for a half hour or so."
"Sounds serious."
"Not really. I just need to get some things out."
Once insides Duke's Steak House, seated and our orders given I reached across the table and took Nancy's hand and said:
"Okay sweetie, the floor is yours."
"Sunday I let my mouth run away with the neither one of us is virgins stuff. I came across as some slut willing to lie down and just get it on with you. I don't know why I was thinking that all I had to do to take you away from Natasha was screw your lights out, but that is what was going through my mind.
"There has to be more to a relationship than just sex and I know it. We have known each other since grade school, but only as friends. I've wanted to know you better, but it never seemed to happen. Make no mistake here Bobby; I fully intend to screw your lights out, but I have no expectations that the sex alone will make you mine. I was looking at myself in the mirror the other day and asking myself what was the best way to make myself look appealing to you when I realized I was being stupid. Looks and sex are only part of the equation.
"We need to get to know each other on a higher level than a grade and high school friendship. It is entirely possible that once we get to know each other a lot better we will decide that there is nothing there other than the friendship we had going in. Can you understand where I'm coming from?"
"Of course I can. But in the spirit of honesty I have to tell you that you have your work cut out for you if you intend to try and take me away from Natasha. To be brutally honest I don't believe that you can do it. Natasha is the only one that can put an end to us,"
I explained our instant connection the first time I laid eyes on Natasha and went on to explain what had driven us apart. I also explained the agreement that we had in place.
"That said you need to understand that just because I date a girl I expect sex as part of the date. I am perfectly content to just go out on dates and have a good time without even expecting a goodnight kiss when I take the date home."
"You feel that strongly about Natasha?"
"I do, but again, she can end things in a heartbeat by what she does with others. Love or not I will not allow myself to be shit on. I will not just automatically accept whatever she does. So. Does this change things where we are concerned?"
"I don't think so. I do want to get to know you better and who knows; we may just form a relationship strong enough that if Natasha does do something stupid I will be in place to step in."
Just then our order came and as soon as the waiter left she smiled at me and said:
"Just so you know. For dessert I still intend to screw your lights out."
Based on sex and appearance alone Nancy was everything that a guy could want in a girl. She had no trouble at all in screwing my lights out. It was going to be interesting to see just where our relationship would go.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I had just left the house for school when my phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Good morning lover. I missed you on Wednesday."
"Something came up and I couldn't make it."
"I know all about that 'something' and I want you to stop by tonight if you can."
"It may be late. We have a second shift running at the plant now so I might not get off work at my normal time."
"I'll wait lover."
School was school. Gail joined me at lunch and as was her style she started on me as soon as her butt settled onto her chair.
"I want my Thursday and Sunday back Bobby."
"We have already been over this Gail."
"No we haven't. You looked at it from the babysitter standpoint only, but there is a lot more to it than that. You were never just a babysitter to me Bobby. I admit that it started out that way, but if you will remember back to the very day that you met Nat I said then that if I hadn't already gotten Tom I would have gone after you.
"I knew, but didn't want to admit it to myself, that Tom and I were done when I came back from my visit to him. I was down, but not out because I had you. All I had to do was wait until the next time Nat did something stupid – and she will – and then I'd step in and make you mine. To do that I need to be close and to be close I need my Thursdays and Sundays."
"What makes you think that Natasha will do something stupid? You don't think that she has learned her lesson?"
"The only thing that Nat learned out of the Eddie mess is that no matter what she does you love her enough to eventually take her back. You will fight it, you will be pissed and you will ignore and avoid her, but you will eventually cave and take her back and she knows it. I don't doubt for a minute that she loves you, but she is willful and she is the perfect example of a "me first" person. What she wants is what she thinks she should have and she will go for it and worry about cleaning up the mess later. Trust me on this Bobby. I know her and I understand how she thinks.
"And I know you too. I know how much you love her, but I also know that your capacity for forgiveness is not infinite. Sooner or later she is going to go that half-step too far and when that happens I need to be where I can pick up the pieces."
I wasn't sure about her being where she could pick up the pieces, but she was pretty close with the rest of it. I did have my concerns and worries where Tasha was concerned, but I did love her. Gail was wrong about my capacity for forgiveness though. I took Tasha back once, but I wasn't at all sure that I would do it twice.
"And don't be holding the gangbang and Terrell against me" Gail said, "You are the one who planted the idea in my head when I told you that I needed more than I was getting from you. As far as Thursdays and Sundays go they are all that I had because they were all that you would give me. I would have taken all seven days if you would have given them to me.
"My God Bobby, at least be a little fair about it. You had Mary, Nat and your mother and all I had was you. With the string you have you know you didn't even miss what you didn't get from me that night. And how many of those times that you broke a date with me were because you needed to see one of your other ladies? So cut me a little slack okay?"
"What you are saying is that you see yourself as Mrs. Robert Marchant at some time in the future?"
"Say the word Bobby and it could be as soon as next week."
"You can put Tom behind you that quick?"
"Tom put me behind him. I have just finally accepted it. That first gangbang was Tom's goodbye kiss. How about it Bobby; do I get my days back?"
"No; at least not for a while. Nancy feels the same way about Natasha as you do and she says she is going to take me away from her. I told her I'd give her a chance and to take her best shot. As close as we are Gail you could have let me know how you felt a lot sooner and it probably would have made a difference. I can't give you your days back, at least just not yet, but I will find a way to make some time for you while waiting to see how things pan out with Nancy."
"That's it? That's the best you can do for me? After all we have been to each other that's all I can get? An "I'll find a way to make some time for you?"
"Don't get snippy with me Gail. You more than anyone should know what promises mean to me. It was my promise to Tom that got us to where we are right now. I promised Nancy that I'd give her a fair shot and so I will. She gets Thursday and Sunday and Natasha gets Friday and Saturday and that leaves three days. Mary and mom get two of them and that leaves me one night a week when I can do something besides fuck. Add to that my job is stretching into the evenings since we added the second shift and then there is homework, reading assignments and papers to prepare. I do not have a surfeit of free time Gail and do not forget that I did not take your nights away from you. You gave them up when you broke our standing Thursday night date to go play with an asshole. If you aren't interested in taking what I can give you when I can give it tough shit!"
I got up and left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
At work Al sat me down with the file that contained copies of all of the OSHA inspections that the business had undergone. As I read through them I gained a good deal of insight into the governmental mindset. What came through was that most of the people doing the inspections were nit picking idiots.
Most of what was written up was nonsensical bullshit. On one inspection they had written us up because the left shoe of an employee working on a piece of machinery that had moving parts had a lace that had become untied. According to the OSHA inspector it was an unsafe condition because the lace could possibly have been caught in the machinery. It was ludicrous. The moving parts were at waist level, the employees feet were on the floor, the untied lace was maybe three or four inches long and it was going to get caught in moving parts at least three feet away?
By the time I had finished the file I had a firm picture in my mind of what an OSHA inspector was. He was some one who had never worked a day at a real job in his life. He had gone to school, earned a degree and had gone straight to work for the government when he graduated. Once hired he was indoctrinated by a chair-bound bureaucrat who had also never worked a day in his life and whose sole purpose in life was to perpetuate his job security.
Then the new hire was given a book of regulations that were written by another clown who had never worked a day in his life and had no idea how things were out in the real world. Once the new hire had read the book he was told to write up as much as he could.
"The more paperwork we generate the more higher up believes we are needed" or something along those lines.
Then he was turned loose to wreak havoc on people whose only crime was that they had to work for a living.
Near the end of the shift Al asked if I could stay a little late and spend some time with Jared Beals on the second shift. I'd been expecting it which is why I told Mary that I might be a little late in getting over to see her.
When I was introduced to Jared I recognized him right away. He was the man who told me that he and his friends had my back the night Eddie and his three buddies had planned to stomp my ass. After we had shaken hands I said:
"I never got a chance to thank you for your help that night."
"No thanks necessary. We take care of our own and you became one of us when you talked your dad into starting a second shift to take advantage of all the skilled people that Jonhsons put out of work. You save a lot of people from some serious financial hardship son and we won't forget it."
"I keep telling people that I didn't have anything to do with it. My dad said we needed to expand the plant because of all the new business we had gotten and all I said was that it would be cheaper and quicker to just add a second shift."
"That is not the way your father tells it. He puts it all on you and me and the boys believe him. Get used to it son. When you get to be old enough to drink you will never have to pay for even a sip if one of us is around. Now let's walk the plant."
I can't say that Jared showed me much as far as what OSHA expected, but I was introduced to a lot of people and I shook a lot of hands. I also decided not to waste my breath any more in denying that I had anything to do with "saving" all the Johnson people.
Just before I left to go punch out Jared did give me a piece of information that went a long way toward explaining the idiocy that I had seen in the OSHA file.
"Congress does not fund OSHA or the EPA with near enough for them to operate properly so they are basically self-funded. The fines that are generated by their inspections are what keeps them in business so they WILL find something every time that they stop in. It doesn't matter how safe we are they will find something they can fine us for just to keep their paychecks coming."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I called Mary and told her that I was on my way and she told me to come right in when I got there.
"You know where to find me lover."
And I did. Up the stairs and first door on the left. I found her just as I expected. Naked and waiting. She smiled at me and spread her legs wide in invitation. I knew when she called am and said that she wanted to talk that there would be some rather strenuous activity taking place before the talking began so I had been undoing buttons and pulling down zippers as I made my way up the stairs and in less than ten seconds from when I entered the room I was naked and on the bed with her.
She wanted oral to start. Check! Missionary. Check! Sixty-nine. Check! And then anal. Check and double check!
As she was washing off my cock with a wash rag she asked, "Now what is all this nonsense about that you couldn't be here Wednesday? I know what I was told, but I'm having trouble believing it."
"I don't know what you were told, but..." and I explained the situation as I saw it.
"So what? Gail is a big girl now. If she wants to have fun so what? Up until she showed up here two weeks ago her sexual experience was limited to you and Tom. You on the other hand have been involved sexually with at least five others besides her and your involvement with the others short changed her so why are you upset that the poor girl wanted to have some fun?"
"That isn't what I am upset about. You were there when Terrell offered to take her home with him and call some friends to keep her busy right?"
"So?"
"Did I not say in front of everyone there that she couldn't because we had plans for Thursday, but as soon as I left Terrell talked her into stiffing me on Thursday and go with him and she did it. I was not here Wednesday because I would have called him on it and ruined the night for you and everyone else. I'm pretty damned sure would have gotten you severally pissed at me."
"Nonsense. If he has it coming it wouldn't have bothered me a bit."
"Maybe. But what about mom? She is back into her college days with her basketball team and my getting into it with Terrell could screw it up for her."
"How do you figure that?"
"What happens when I'm getting the best of Terrell and his teammates all jump in to help him? You think mom is just going to stand there and let three or four guys pile onto her baby? I'm pretty sure that she doesn't want anyone at the party knowing that I am her son. It is just better that I don't be here."
"Are you sure that it was all Terrell's fault?"
"The only things that I am sure of are that Terrell heard me say that Gail and I had a date for Thursday and that at noon on Thursday Gail told me our date was off because she was going to get together with Terrell and some of his friends. Doesn't matter how it happened Terrell knew he was poaching when he got with Gail on Thursday.



"If I am ever in the same room with him and don't call him on it I will be seen as a ball-less wimp and I WILL NOT let that happen. I might get my head handed to me, but I will be in his face the next time I am around him. You want me to do it here? Fine! I'll do it here on Wednesday, but don't blame me when it ruins everything for everybody."
"Put a cork in it lover. Right now I want a lover not a fighter in my bed."
Mary went down on me and as soon as she had me up she got what she wanted.
+++++++++++++++++++++
School was school. At lunch Nancy joined me and we talked about things in general and discussed some of the things we might do on Thursday. I saw Gail coming through the line and I saw her notice us and when she left the cashier she went to the other side of the room to find a table to sit at. I didn't know if she didn't want to sit with Nancy and me or just didn't want to be around me. Oh well!
At work Hal turned me loose to play safety inspector and I spent my entire shift looking for problems and not finding any. I was on my way to Marge's office when my cell phone chirped and when I answered it was Pam.
"You never called me last week."
"I'm sorry, but between work and having some school projects due I just didn't have a night I could get free."
"Got plans for tonight?"
"Not a one."
"I'm alone again and will be until late Thursday."
"I don't think I can hang with you until Thursday, but I can certainly stop by tonight."
"I'll leave the light on for you."
I skipped stopping to see Marge and headed for Pam's
I parked my usual one block over and walked back to the house and rang the bell. Pam was wearing a housecoat when she opened the door and as soon as the door closed the housecoat hit the floor. I was not at all surprised to see that she was naked.
"In a hurry" I asked.
"What was your first clue" she said as she took my arm and pulled me along to her bedroom. She undressed me and then she sucked my cock until I pushed her back on the bed and then went down on her. I gave her an orgasm and then I moved between her legs, lifted them up onto my shoulders and then I fucked her. She moaned and she dug her nails into my ass cheeks as she tried to pull me deeper inside her. I got close and when I did I fucked her as hard as I could and as fast as I could and I got her off just a second or so before I got mine.
We rested a bit and she asked me how things were going with me and Natasha.
"So far so good. Why?"
"I'm starting to feel guilty doing my baby's boyfriend."
"Your baby's boyfriend doesn't feel the least bit guilty about doing you."
"Why not?"
I explained the pact that I had with Natasha. "There is a good chance that even as we are playing here she is playing there."
"You are telling me that my little girl is a slut?"
I shrugged and took her hand and placed it on my cock and she knew right away what needed to be done. Once she had me up I did her doggie and then we went sixty-nine until I was hard for the third time and then she wanted me to do her ass.
The one thing that I really loved when it came to fucking Pam's ass is that she didn't moan – she squealed. I loved the sound of that squeal. I came and she hurried into the bathroom for a wash rag and when I she had me clean she went down on me again. It took her a bit, but she did get me up and she wanted it in the ass again.
I was pounding her ass and loving that squeal when the phone rang. I kept on fucking, but Pam told me to stop.
"It might be Mark so I have to take the call. Don't pull out, but don't go hard. I don't want him hearing anything that might make him wonder."
She answered the phone and it was Mark and he ruined the night. Pam hung up and told me that I had to get my ass out of the house quick.
"He finished a day early and caught an early flight home. He just landed at the airport and is on his way home. He called to make sure that I stayed up because he is horny. You need to go. I've got to get ready for him."
As I drove home I made the decision to remove Pam from my list. This was the second time that he came home unexpectedly. Thank God he called instead of just coming home to surprise her. I wasn't going to chance a third time. No three strikes and you're out for Bobby.
++++++++++++++++
Mom and dad were still up when I got home and it was the first chance that I'd had to brace him on something that had been bothering me.
"How is it that I am getting all the credit for talking you into putting on a second shift to take advantage of all the skilled out of work Johnson people. You know that I didn't have anything to do with that, but I'm being told that you are telling everybody that it was all my idea."
"Putting on a second shift was your idea."
"But I brought it up way before Johnson Brothers closed down. All the Johnson people think that I brought it up to you because of them being out of work. They think that because you told them that is what happened. They are treating me like some kind of savior. It is embarrassing."
"You have seen the loyalty that our employees have for the company right? A lot of that loyalty is shown to me because of the way I have treated the people that work for us. Some day you are going to be running the place and it isn't going to hurt you any – and by extension the company – to have the loyalty of the workers. You continue running the place the way your grandfather and I have run it and you will keep the loyalty of all of our old employees. But now you have already locked in the new employees because of the second shift. So you get the credit. So what? The company will benefit in the long run and that is what counts. Take the praise, smile and shrug and then move on."
I had already decided to stop protesting whenever the subject came up so all I could do was say goodnight and head off to bed.
++++++++++++++++++
I got my usual Wednesday morning wake up, but it wasn't going to be a play day for me. I had two papers due so I was going to have to go to the library. But I didn't need to hurry. I had the time to do mom some good. We sucked and then fucked and then sucked some more before fucking some more.
When it was over and I was getting dressed mom told me that she and Marge missed me on Monday and I shrugged and said:
"You probably had more fun without me being there trying to constantly stick my dick into an open hole."
"Well, we did have a good time, but we could have fit you in. You going to be there tonight?"
"I hadn't planned on it, but where I was Monday was at Mary's and we talked about my problem and she said that she wouldn't get pissed at me if I disrupted the party. I do have some concerns were you are concerned though."
"In what way?"
"I'm pretty sure that you don't want any of your crew to know that I am your son so how are you going to play it if I start getting the best of Terrell and his buddies pile on to help him."
"Does it have to be that way?"
"It does if he and I are both there. I have to get in his face over what he did with Gail or I'll be seen as a wimp and I can't allow that. Maybe it would be best if you skipped tonight."
"Oh no motherfucker. I'm going to be there. I have a pretty good idea of what I will do if they boys decide to pile on you and I can do it with out them knowing our relationship. But I'll warn you ahead of time if you get in Terrell's face and he whips your ass I won't get involved. If you are old enough to challenge a man you are old enough to take what comes. Best I'll do for you is kiss it and make it better when we get home."
I had a productive day at the library and I got both of my papers done. I was not joined by anyone while I was at the school and I headed to work and got there around two. I was sent to the office to help out and I got big smiles from Shelly and Andrea along with whispered invitations to the playroom. Shelly and I were sent down to the basement to pull some old files and shred them and we managed to get in some sixty-nine and some anal.
When we went back upstairs Andrea told me that Dennis was on a run and she didn't have to hurry home so she would wait until we got off work to meet me downstairs. Twenty-five minutes before quitting time Shelly told me to meet her in the basement and headed that way. I gave her a minute's head start and then went down. I had not locked the room when Shelly and I finished because I knew I'd be back down with Andrea so I expected that Shelly would be inside waiting for mw when I got there.
Shelly wasn't there. Gloria was.
"Please don't be mad Bobby. Shelly said that it would be all right."
She already had her panties off and her legs were wide open so what were the chances that I'd say no and turn and leave? Slim to none dude. Slim to none.
I ate her pussy and then I fucked her. I got her off and I got me off and then she thanked me and told me that she had needed it bad.
"Can we do it again?
"Not tonight, but yes; we can do it again."
We went upstairs and I punched out and then headed back to the basement to find Andrea waiting. She sucked me. I sucked her and then I fucked her ass. She had a wash rag and she cleaned my cock, sucked me hard and then offered me her ass again and I of course took it. She wanted to stay and play some more, but I told her that I had some place I had to be by seven and I kissed her goodbye.
++++++++++++++++++++++
As usual I had to park a block away when I got to Mary's place. Also as usual she was sitting alone in the living room waiting for me.
"The party started half an hour ago, but I did promise that you would always be first. Now that you are here we can get started."
"Do we have to go upstairs just yet? It has been a while since we did it here on the couch."
"But there is a perfectly good bed waiting for us upstairs."
"Once I go upstairs things could all go to hell in a hurry. I've been looking forward to playing in your sexy body all day. I would like to get in at least one time before things get hairy."
"Eat me!"
Never one to refuse a sexy woman I got down and ate her to an orgasm and then I pulled her up and bent her forward over the back of the couch and fucked her from behind. When we had both gotten off I pulled out of her, kissed her and said:
"Show time!"
I walked into Mary's bedroom to find that the scene in front of me had almost been scripted for the confrontation. Mom was on the bed with all three holes plugged and Terrell was standing there with his arm around Gail watching. I walked up to Terrell and stood in front of him and just looked at him. It took a second or two before he said:
"What's the problem? Why are you standing there looking at me like that?"
"The problem is what is standing right in front of me. I don't know how it is where you come from, but in my neck of the woods when an asshole screws around with your girl you do something about it."
"What the fuck are you talking about?"
"I notice that you are standing there with your arm around Gail."
"So what? This is a sex party and she is here to play just like the rest of us."
"You can't really be that stupid Terrell. You know what the fuck this is all about. It is about you fucking with Gail after that first party she attended. When you told her that you would take her home and line her up with your friends I told you in front of everyone here that she couldn't go because we had plans for Thursday. But after I left you went after her anyway. I let you get away with that and the world sees me as a gutless wimp. Ain't gonna happen."
"Hold it right there boy. I did not go after her after you left. Maybe ten minutes after you were gone she came up to me and asked me if I'd meant it when I said I could find enough friends to keep her busy and when I said that I had she told me that she wanted to do it. I asked her when and she told me Thursday. I said what about your boyfriend. That you said that you already had plans and she told me that you weren't really her boyfriend and that all you two had going was an arrangement. I pointed out that you had said no and that if I went against what you said it would create problems for us here. She told me not to worry, that she would take care of things with you. She called me about one on Thursday and said we were good to go."
I looked at Gail and she couldn't look me in the face. Then Marcus said:
"He is telling it like it was Bobby. I was here and I heard the whole thing. He did not go after her. She is the one who pushed it."
I looked over at Mary and she said, "I didn't know lover. I must have been in the bathroom when it took place."
I looked at Terrell and sucked it up. "I apologize for my behavior. I should have dug deeper before I jumped to conclusions."
"No need for that Rob. You did what any man would have done under the circumstances. We good?" he said as he offered his hand for a 'fist bump' which I accepted and said:
"We're good."
I turned and looked around and then said, "Sorry for the interruption. I'll get the hell out of here now and let you guys get back to having fun."
"The hell you are" mom said as she grabbed my arm. "You haven't done me yet and you aren't going anywhere until after you have."
She pulled me down onto the bed and mounted me cowgirl and then things turned into your normal every day type gangbang. Along with everyone else I took turns with Mary and mom, but I had nothing to do with Gail. I stayed away from her and the two times she approached me I pushed her away.
Mom and I left at the same time and I could see Marcus heading our way as we opened the door.
"IHOP in fifteen minutes" mom whispered before Marcus got to us. We walked to our cars, Marcus with mom, and I got in mine and drove to the restaurant. It was closer to twenty-five before she got there and as she sat down I chanted:
"Mommy's got a boyfriend, mommy's got a boyfriend."
"Hush up motherfucker" but she was smiling when she said it.
"He told me two weeks ago that he wanted to get some alone time with you."
"He's trying, but I won't let it happen."
"Why not? He is one of your crew right? And you want me to get an apartment so you will have a place where you can get together with your crew right?"
"The key words there motherfucker are "the crew." Not members of the crew, but the crew. It's the safety in numbers thing. Besides, with you, Mary, Marge and the Wednesday night gangbang I have all that I can handle. Also, because that is all that I can handle I've decided against the apartment thing. I do have to leave some time for your father."
"Speaking of which. How are things going with you and Marge?"
"We are going to make it a Monday night thing and we want you there."
"I thought you told me that there were times that you wanted it to be just the two of you?"
"We use lunch hours for that. Three already this week. That's why I wanted you to meet me here. To let you know to keep Monday open for us and to tell you that I've dropped the apartment idea. Also one other thing."
She paused so I had to ask, "What?"
"I needed to tell you how proud I am of you motherfucker. Mommy is so glad that she didn't raise a wimp."
She looked at her watch. "Got to get going. See you at home."
+++++++++++++++++++
School was school. When I got to the cafeteria at lunch time I saw that Gail was all ready there and sitting at a table. She looked a little upset when I finished with the cashier and went to sit on the other side of the room.
I'd no sooner sat down when Vonda joined me at my table. She didn't ask if she could join me, she just sat down and the look on her face was saying:
"If you don't like it fuck you."
"And to what do I owe the bestowing of your presence on me?"
"You called me a racist. I am not a racist and I want you to apologize."
"I know at least a hundred people who want to win the lottery, but I doubt it will happen for them. Just wanting something doesn't make it happen."
"If I prove to you I'm not a racist will you apologize then?"
"How you going to do that?"
"Meet me in the student parking lot after class and I'll show you."
"Can't do it. My last class is at two and then I have to go to work. You don't get out of your last class until after three and I can't wait around."
"I'll skip my last class. Two o'clock in the parking lot okay?"
"I guess."
After that we ate in silence and when I got up to leave she said, "Two o'clock. Don't forget."
She was waiting for me at the east exit when I got out of my last class and she asked which car was mine. I pointed out the Impala and she took my arm and said:
"Let's go."
When we got to my car she opened the passenger door saying, "This side is away from the school so we can't be seen. Sit down on the seat with your feet out the door."
"Why?"
"Just do it and see."
I did what she asked and as soon as I was sitting she reached for and pulled down my zipper. Not what I expected, but I sat there quietly and watched her. She reached inside my fly, found my cock, which started to get hard as soon as her fingers touched it, and then worked it out. She looked me in the eye and said:
"Would a black girl who is a racist do this to a white boy?"
And she took my cock into her mouth. She licked it and sucked it for maybe thirty seconds and then she took her mouth off of me and started tucking my cock away as she said:
"That should prove that I'm no racist."
"Doesn't prove a thing Vonda. It just proves that for a couple of seconds that you can fake it. I remember one time when we were kids I accused Beverly Abbeg of being afraid of frogs. She told me that she wasn't afraid of anything so I dared her to pick up a frog. She picked one up and then quickly dropped it and said:
"See smarty pants?"
But to the best of my knowledge she never picked up another frog."
"What the fuck does that have to do with anything Marchant?"
"Nothing really other than you can make yourself do something distasteful for a few seconds if you are dared to. You took my calling you a racist as a dare so you forced yourself to go through this little one minute act. You want to prove to me that you aren't racist? Suck my cock all the way and then swallow. Watch me eat your pussy and when I'm done with that let me fuck you in both your pussy and ass. And as a lead in to all of that go out on a date with me and be seen with me in public places. Hold my hand while we are walking or sitting and talking so every one can see it. Then and only then will I apologize. Now if you will excuse me I really do need to get to work."
She stepped back so I could get up and said, "You are such a fucking asshole" and the she spun around and hurried off.
+++++++++++++++++++++
At work I spent my time in the office helping get the payroll ready for Friday and I was able to sneak off for a short session with Shelly and I had a much longer session with Andrea because she didn't have to hurry home that evening.
Marge caught me at the time clock and said, "I had lunch with your mom today and she told me that she has put in a claim for your time on Mondays. That right?"
"She has."
"Is that all I'm going to get now? Just Mondays?"
"I don't know what to say. Between mom, my girlfriend, homework and now giving you my Mondays I am running a little short on free time."
"Maybe you could give me some of your playroom time?"
"You know about that?"
"I told you way back when stud, that girls talk. It is closely held information stud. Outside of you only Shelly, Andrea, Gloria, Tina and I know about it. I can fix it up so that your time at work will all be spent here in the office. Would you like that?"
"Not really. I am a full believer in what the plan is for me. I need to know how this place works from top to bottom if I am going to take over running it some day so I can't spend all my time here in the office."



"How about a week on and a week off?"
"I could do that."
"Good. Next week will be your office week. See you Monday."
I picked up Nancy and asked her what she wanted to do and following her wishes we had burgers and fries at Harry's and then went to Skate City. At Skate City I saw Vonda and she was with two black guys that I didn't know. I would swear that she never took her eyes off Nancy and me the entire time we were there. I just couldn't figure out what was up with that girl.
From Skate City we went to the motel where Nancy did her level best to fuck my eyes out. She did get me to the point where I couldn't get it up again, but I didn't let that stop me and I went down on her and got her off one more time before taking her home.
We made a date for Sunday night and I headed home to get some sorely needed rest.
++++++++++++++++++++++
No shower sounds or hot mouths to wake me up in the morning. I had to settle for a plain old alarm clock. Over breakfast mom asked me if I had plans for the evening and I told her Natasha would be home from school.
"How's that working out?"
"So far so good."
"I hope it does work out for you. I like that girl."
"Time will tell."
School was school and at lunch time no one joined me although I did see Vonda sitting and watching me. I had just cleared the east exit on my way to the parking lot when my phone went off. It was Tasha.
"I hope my timing was right. I wanted to catch when you got out of school, but before you got to work."
"Your timing was perfect. I just walked out of school. What's up?"
"I won't be coming home this weekend. I was put on a project with three others and the only time all four of us can get together is tomorrow. I don't see any sense in spending most of the day between the lab and the library and then driving home just so I can turn around and drive right back up twelve hours later. I'll find some way to make it up to you. Promise."
"No problem sweetie. I'll just find one of those many who want me to keep me company."
"Yeah. Right. You can come up here. I won't be able to spend any time with you until after eight or so, but we could have the night together."
"Not this time. I'll survive, but you better be ready for one hell of a workout next weekend."
As I had been talking to Tasha I was walking toward my car and I saw Vonda sitting on my right front fender. When I got to the car she stood up and said:
"About time you got here Marchant."
"Had I but known that you were here waiting for me I would have abandoned all other tasks and would have rushed to your side. What can I do for Miss Williams today?"
She handed me a piece of paper and said, "That's my cell number. I like Italian and Mexican. I like movies, the arcade and Skate City and all my nights this coming week are free. Call me."
She turned to walk away and I said, "I'll take tomorrow. Pick you up at six?"
She turned back to me and her expression was priceless. "You were not supposed to call my bluff" was written all across her face. I think it killed her to say it, but she said, "Six will be fine."
As I drove to work I was already planning my date with Miss Williams. We would do Mexican and I would take her to the movies and I would of course let her choose the film, but after that it was going to be the teen club. We would just see how Vonda handled being held close during slow dances by a white boy. Then I of course wondered how her mom was going to handle seeing her baby going off to with mom's fantasy white boy. I was looking forward to it.
++++++++++++++++++
On the drive to work I wondered what to do with my suddenly free evening. I could give Nancy a call to see if she was free, but then decided not to. I wanted to go slow there and Thursdays and Sundays were enough for now. Maybe I could give Mary a call. It would be short notice and she might all ready have plans for the evening.
Yesterday Marge indicated that she would like a little more of my time, but again, it was Friday and a prime date night and she just might have something going. I wondered if Andrea's husband might be on a run and she would be free and then I thought I remembered Shelly saying that her husband was going to be gone until sometime Saturday so she might be a possibility.
Thinking of the girls in the office reminded me that I'd told Gloria that I would go out with her again so there was another possibility.
Choices, choices, choices. And then I had to laugh at myself. Laugh at the absurdity of it all. Not once did I even consider giving myself a night off and giving my dick a rest. Not once did I even consider that I just might not be able to find someone to play with.
But damned if that isn't what happened.
Marge had a family thing to go to at her sisters. Mary had a date. Shelly had left work early to pick her hubby up at the airport. Andrea's hubby was not only not on a run, but he was picking her up when she got off work to take her out to dinner and Gloria had called in sick.
Mom was surprised when I came home in time for dinner and I explained what had happened where Natasha was concerned. Mom smiled and said:
"That means that for once you will get a good nights sleep and be well rested for me in the morning."
++++++++++++++++++++++
My Saturday started the way they had all started since mom decided to start playing with me. A hot mouth on my cock to wake me up and then when she saw I was awake she mounted me cowgirl.
"Come on motherfucker, fuck mommy; fuck mommy hard" and I did my best. As usual when I felt myself coming close I rolled her onto her back and fucked her hard so I could get me off. She dug her fingernails into my ass cheeks and pulled me to her as she moaned:
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me baby; fuck mommy hard and make me cum."
I got us both off and as soon as I started to go soft mom pushed me off of her, swung over me in a sixty-nine and we went to work on each other, she got me up and wanted it doggie and I got us off again and then it was more sixty-nine until I was hard and then she wanted to be butt fucked.
Following that we showered together which ended up with us back on the bed with me pounding her missionary. Then it was a second shower – separately – followed by a trip to the Village Inn for breakfast. Over breakfast we talked about what we would be doing on Monday with Marge and on Wednesday with whomever.
After breakfast it was back to playing until two at which time she called it quits so she could change the sheets and get ready for dad to come home. I went up to my room to work on a paper that was due the coming Tuesday while I waited for the time I would have to leave to pick up Vonda.
I was typing away on the computer when mom came into the room, pulled me away from the computer and said:
"We have time for one more if we hurry."
She led me downstairs and had me take her while she leaned over the back of the couch and kept an eye on the driveway. The Gods were not with us. We were both close to cumming when dad pulled into the driveway. As close as we were we still had to quit, because there wasn't anyway I was going to be able to get either one of us off before dad walked in the door. We broke apart and I headed for my room and mom headed for the kitchen. I have no idea how mom handled being left hanging, but I had my ever present pair of dirty panties to help me out. I tossed the cum soaked panties on the floor for mom to find and got back to my paper.
To be continued.
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I rang the doorbell right at six and Marcus opened the door. He saw me and his face expressed surprise. Apparently Vonda hadn't told him about her date.
"Bobby? What are you doing here?"
"You warned me and I guess I didn't pay attention."
"What are you talking about?"
"You did warn me to watch out for Vonda right?"
"Yeah. So?"
"Your daughter's date for the evening has arrived."
"You have to be shitting me!"
"Not in the least."
A voice called out, "Who is it honey?" and Tash walked up and saw me. "White Boy? What are you doing here?"
"The date that Vonda is upstairs getting ready for? He's here."
"Oh no! Absolutely not! You get your butt out of here before she comes down and...."
"Right on time I see" Vonda said as she walked up to us. "You know my mom" she said (and anyone who overheard her say it would have had no doubt in their minds that when she pronounced the word "Know" that she meant it in the biblical sense) but have you met my father? Dad this is Bob Marchant."
I offered my hand and he shook it as I said, "Pleased to meet you Mr. Williams."
"Try to have her home at a reasonable time" Marcus said as Vonda stepped out of the house and took my arm. The last thing I saw before I turned and walked Vonda to my car was the look on Tash's face. She was not pleased.
"Where are you taking me White Boy?"
"White Boy?"
"I heard momma when she greeted you. If she can call you White Boy I should be able to call you that also."
"Then I guess that I can call you what I called her. Can you live with My Nubian Queen? Although I guess for you I should change it to my Nubian Princess."
"You called her that and she didn't kill you?"
"I'm here aren't I?"
"You have to tell me all about it. I just have to know what went on between you and my mom."
"A gentleman never tells My Princess. Anything you get will have to come from your mom."
"She won't tell me shit so I'm going to have to get it from you."
"No can do."
"You will. Boys will do anything for pussy so I'm telling you up front that if you want mine you are going to have to tell me the story. Chapter and verse."
"Then I'm not going to be getting your pussy, but by the same token you will not get your pussy eaten by my talented mouth."
"Right. All you guys say that, but none of you ever deliver."
"Might be true of them my Nubian Princess, but you have never been out with me before."
I handed her a page that I had torn out of the daily paper. It had the movie listings on it and as she took it I said:
"Dinner at El Mason followed by a movie of your choice and we will see where things go from there."
She gave me a contemplative look and said, "You really eat pussy Marchant?"
"You doubt me? Tell you what. You climb over that seat onto the back seat and take your panties off and I'll eat you in El Mason's parking lot before we go inside."
She laughed and said, "Yeah! Right! A white boy eating black pussy. I can just see it."
I kept my mouth shut and drove. Two blocks before we got to the restaurant she laughed and said: "I'm calling your bluff Marchant" and she climbed over the seat and in the rear view I saw her lift her legs like she would have to in order to take off her panties.
I pulled onto the lot at El Mason and parked in the back row. I got out of the car and moved into the back seat where Vonda was lying on her back smiling up at me with her legs spread wide exposing a clean shaven pussy.
"Oh boy, bald" I said, "That's the best kind."
I started to lower my face to her pussy and she quickly sat up and said:
"Are you out of your mind? You can't. My God Marchant; God only knows who might see us. Okay! You called my bluff. I lose."
"Not the way I see it my Princess. From where I am I would say that I won."
I grabbed her ankles and pulled her down and before she knew what was happening I had my mouth on her cunt. She was beating me on my shoulders with her fists, but I ignored her and kept munching. The blows to my shoulders slowed and then stopped and I heard the low moans. Next I felt her bare mound pushing up at me and then the vindication:
"Damn you Marchant; don't you dare stop."
"I stopped and said, "What did you call me."
"Damn it; don't stop."
"Who shouldn't stop?"
It took a fraction of a second, but she got it. "Don't stop White Boy; please don't stop."
I got back after it and in a little while my Nubian Princess had an orgasm. I kept licking her until she came down from her high and then I got up and said:
"I feel like some cheese enchiladas. How about you?"
It was a shaken Nubian Princess who got out of my car and took my arm as I walked her into the restaurant.
Once seated and our order taken I looked over at Vonda who was staring at me. I smiled and reached over the table and took her hand.
"Why the strange look my Princess?"
"You did it. You actually did it."
"Of course I did. I said I would didn't I?"
"Guys are always saying they will when they try and talk you into giving them what they want, but they never do it."
"You need to hang with a better bunch of guys. Am I the first white guy that you have ever gone out with?"
"Yes."
"There is part of your problem right there. Most white guys I know (and here I told a whopper) love to eat pussy. But enough of that. What did you decide on for a movie?"
"I can't believe that you did it in the parking lot where we could be seen."
"You dared me to do it so don't be shocked because I did. I will always call a bluff Princess. I will always take the dare. Always. Now what movie are we going to see?"
"I don't want to go to the movies. I want to go somewhere and do more of what we did in the parking lot."
"I don't think your father would be too happy about that. He very probably would be less than pleased at what I have already done."
"Who is going to tell him?"
"Most likely you."
"I most certainly will not!"
"Not in words maybe, but all he will have to do to know what happened is look at you. Right now you have that glow about you that screams out "I've just had an orgasm." It will fade by the time you go home, but if we do more it will probably still be there when you walk in your front door."
"Bullshit!"
"Go to the ladies room and look."
She got up and left and when she came back she said, "I didn't see anything."
"Maybe only guys can see it."
Before we could go any farther in the conversation our meals arrived and we dug in. When we finished eating and were leaving she asked me where we were going and I told her it was a surprise.
"Since you don't want to go to the movies I'm going to surprise you. You did say that you liked the arcade and Skate City right?"
Both were on the way to the teen club and when we drove by the arcade she figured that we were going to Skate City until we drove by it.
"Where are we going?"
"I told you it was a surprise. If I tell you now it won't be a surprise when we get there.
When I pulled into the parking lot at the teen club she said, "Oh no Marchant. I don't want this."
"What's the matter Princess? Afraid to be seen dancing with a white boy? Isn't this date all about proving that you aren't a racist?"
I got out of the car and walked around and opened her door and offered her my arm. She hesitated, but then she got out, took my arm and I walked her into the club.
It couldn't have worked out better if I had planned it. There had to be thirty of our high school classmates there and even in the low lit room I could see the astonishment on several faces as I walked through the room with Vonda on my arm.
"Hey Bobby; over here" Phil Reed called out and pointed to two empty chairs where he was sitting. There were three tables put together and eight people sitting there and I steered Vonda toward the empty seats.
"Steady up my Nubian Princess" I whispered to her. "They can kill you, but they won't eat you." I paused and then gave a little laugh as I said, "That's my job."
"Fuck you White Boy" she whispered and I took it as progress of some sort. It could have been "Fuck you Marchant."
We sat down, said hi to every one and talked for a couple of minutes and then I drug Vonda out onto the dance floor. The first dance was a little on the stiff side, but she loosened up after a bit. We stayed out for three numbers and by the end of the third one she was dancing close enough to me to feel my erection brushing against her.
We went back to the table and after several minutes of talking I got up to go to the bathroom and when I came back Vonda was out on the floor with Dick Moore. I was watching them dance when Phil leaned over and said:
"Tell me your secret dude."
"What secret?"
"How in the hell did you ever get Vonda Williams to go our with you and what have you done to her that she just got up and went out on the floor with Dick without any fuss at all? I've known you since we were five dude and you have been white all that time. I know from years of showers after gym class that you don't have a ten inch dick so how in hell are you here with her? Got to be something that you have been hiding from the rest of us. So what's the secret dude?"
"No secret Phil. I just have an aura that females can see and it attracts them to me."
"Yeah. Right."
By midnight Vonda had danced at least once with every guy at the table and twice with a couple of them. I danced with all of the girls at the table, but made sure that Vonda got two for every one I gave some one else. I got a couple of 'call me' invitations from girls who had turned me down for dates over the years and while I didn't have anyway of knowing I would have bet hard money that Vonda got a few invitations too.
At twelve we said our goodbyes and left the club. Vonda sat quiet while I started the car and drove away from the club.
"You are awful quiet Princess. You didn't have a good time?"
"It was better than I expected, but your friends are a back stabbing bunch. Three of them asked me for a date."
"Of course they did my Nubian Princess. You are one very sexy looking lady."
"You don't care that your friends were hitting on me?"
"Would they be stealing you away from me? Taking my girl from me?"
"Of course not. You and I are not in a relationship."
"They know that Princess. They know who my girlfriend is so they know that all you and I are to each other is a Saturday night date because my girl is out of town. Knowing that they see you as fair game."
By then we were at the Starlight and when I pulled into the motel parking lot she said:
"Why are we here?"
"Over dinner you told me that you didn't want to go to the movies and instead would rather do more of what we did on my backseat."
"I had you pegged right after all. Just like all the others. All you are after is the pussy. Date's over girl. Time to let me fuck you. I should have known that you would be no different. Just another asshole!"
"Fuck you Princess! The only reason we are here is because you said you wanted it and I thought you meant it. At no time did I beg you to allow me to do it. I didn't ask you to let me do it. It was all you Princess. As I remember it your exact words were:
"I don't want to go to the movies. I want to go somewhere and do more of what we did in the parking lot."
"You wanted to go somewhere and here we are so don't be giving me a ration of shit over it."
I started the car and backed out of the lot.
"Where are you going?"
"I'm taking you home. I told your dad that I'd get you home early."
"Oh no White Boy. You brought me here and now you have to follow through. This night is all about proving that I'm not a racist and to do that you need to get me into a room here. If you don't I'll spread the word at school that you are the racist. That you just couldn't bear to touch the black girl."
"That's bullshit and you know it."
"So what? No one else knows."
I looked at her and shrugged and then pulled back into the parking lot and got us a room. Once in the room she started undressing and I told her that she didn't need to do that.
"Why not? Just lift your skirt up and take your panties off. That's all I need to do what I'm going to do."
"I don't want to fuck wearing my clothes."
"I have no intension of fucking you. I'm going to eat you and get you off and then I'm taking you home."
"You too good to have sex with a black girl?"
"What the fuck is with you Vonda? If I try to fuck you you will tell me that I'm just another asshole. If I don't you will insinuate that I'm too good to fuck black girl. I can't win either way so to hell with you. Put your fucking clothes on. I'm taking you home."
"That is Nubian Princess White Boy. Ain't no Vonda here. And I'm not putting my clothes on. You are going to take yours off. Now!"
"Give me one good reason."
"I'm not going to fuck in my clothes and you are not going to fuck me wearing yours. That simple enough for you to understand?"
While she was saying that she was undressing and as soon as she was naked she came over to me and started to unbutton my shirt. I just shook my head and asked:
"When did I lose control of the situation?"
"I think it was when you said "I'll take tomorrow. Pick you up at six."
She knelt down in front of me, unbuckled my belt, pulled down my zipper and then pulled my trousers and boxer's down to my ankles. She took hold of my erect cock and said:
"How's this for being racist White Boy?" and she took my cock in her mouth. My Nubian Princess was no stranger to giving head and she was damned good at it. After a minute or so I pulled her up and pushed her back on the bed and finished undressing. I got on the bed with her, pulled her into a sixty-nine with her on top and then I dug in. I started working on her clit and she deep-throated me and after that things just flowed.
I came and she swallowed and then stayed with it until I was hard again and then I took her missionary with her legs up on my shoulders. We both got off and then she went down on me until I was up and I took her doggie. Another sixty-nine and another missionary fuck. I was ready to take her home since it was getting late and I didn't want to piss off Marcus, but Vonda -- excuse me, Princess -- had other ideas."
"We aren't done yet White Boy. You have to pack my fudge before this date is over."
It took some doing, but she got me up again and I fucked her ass and then we showered and dressed. As I drove her home she asked:
"Still think I'm a racist White Boy?"
"I will say that you have given me some reasons that might make me want to reconsider."
"Asshole!"
She was silent for a bit and then said, "Just who is this bitch that I'm going to have to kill?"
"What?"
"You said that you were out with me tonight because your girlfriend is out of town. If I'm going to keep you munching on my taco I'm going to have to get rid of her."
"Whoa!!! Vonda Williams wants a white boy for a boyfriend. Is the world ready for that?"
"Asshole! I all ready told you that there ain't no Vonda's here tonight and I don't know if your Nubian Princess is ready for a white boyfriend, but a white boy toy would do for a while. At least until I could sell my mother on a white son in law. And that brings me back to what started this whole thing. Why were you fucking my mother?"
"Why do you think I fucked your mother?"
"I told you. I saw the kiss you two exchanged when you brought her home at six in the morning. And when she came into the house I saw what you said my dad would see when I got home tonight. Remember what you said at the restaurant? The glow that screams out "I've just had an orgasm?" She had that 'just fucked' look about her so I know that you fucked her and I want to know all about it."
"I all ready told you that you would have to get your answers from her."
"As if."
"Let me put it this way. If I told you about what I did with another girl would you go to bed tonight and not worry what I might tell somebody about you?"
She didn't answer that and just then we pulled up in front of her house. I started to get out of the car and go around and open her door, but she said:
"We are not finished yet White Boy."
"I told you I'm not saying a word."
"That's not it. Do you realize that you have pushed your cock into every one of my available holes, but you haven't kissed me? Not even once."
She was right. Talk about feeling like an asshole! I got back in the car, started it up and drove around the corner. I wasn't going to do it parked in front of her house. I could just see Marcus coming out and breaking it up. I parked and pulled her to me and then kissed her. Her tongue sought out mine and in minutes we had the car windows fogged up. We stayed at it for twenty minutes or so and then pulled apart.
I drove around the block and pulled up in front of her house and then escorted her to her front door. She looked into my eyes and said:
"Again?"
I took her in my arms and kissed her and we played the tongue game again and then broke the kiss.
"Am I going to see you again?" she asked.
"I honestly don't know. I would like to, but there is that girlfriend thing."
"Can we talk about it on Monday at lunch?"
"I don't see why not."
She kissed me again and then went into the house. I got the hell out of there before Marcus (or Tash) could come out.
+++++++++++++++++++++
After breakfast I decided to call Nancy and see if she wanted to see me earlier than the time we set before I knew that Natasha wasn't coming home. She did so I was at her place at noon and when I asked her where she wanted to go she suggested Skate City, a light meal and strenuous exercise at a place of my choosing.
There were several people at Skate City who had been at the teen club the night before and they seemed confused. One of them was Phil and he made it a point to ask me about my secret again.
"Natasha, Pauline, Gail, Vonda and now Nancy? Where can I buy whatever it is that you are using."
"I told you Phil. It is just an aura I have. Call it animal magnetism for lack of a better description."
He walked off shaking his head. Maybe half an hour later Dick Moore came up to me and said:
"You and Natasha are still good right?"
"Yeah."
"So you don't have anything going with Vonda? She was just a fill in date?"
"Yeah."
"So it is okay if I give her a call?"
"Have at it. She's a fun date."
"Thanks man" and off he went.
After about three hours at Skate City we hit Harry's for burgers and then I drove us out to the Starlight. Nancy reduced me to ruin. We did regular, oral and anal several times and I had trouble walking out to the car when it was over. I drove her home, she kissed me goodnight and told me that she would see me at school and I went home and died.
+++++++++++++++++++
The sounds of the shower and a hot mouth started my day and as soon as I was awake mom said:
"Just a reminder that you have work to do tonight motherfucker" and then she got up and left the room. She didn't leave me in a condition where I had to use the ever present panties.
School was school and at lunch time I was seated at a table before any of the usual suspects came through the chow line. The first one I saw was Gail and she headed for the other side of the room when she left the cashier. Next was Nancy and she headed for me and sat down. Then Vonda came through the line and started my way, but then seemed to think better of it and she took a table not to far from Gail. Vonda no sooner sat down than Dick Moore showed up and I'm guessing that he asked if he could join her because I saw her nod her head yes and he sat down.
Nancy asked, "Got time for a serious talk?"
"Depends. How much time are we talking here? I have a class in thirty minutes."
"Won't take that long. Remember the talk we had about being friends a little while back?"



"Yes."
"You are a hell of a nice guy Bobby and you are killer in the sack. I like you. I really do. That said, there doesn't seem to be any spark between us. We could keep dating and trying, but I believe that it would be a waste of time. I rather call it now and keep being friends than keep trying and maybe screwing things up between us. Can we do that Bobby? Can we stay good friends?"
"Of course we can. Don't forget that I never promised you anything. I was upfront when I said that I doubted that you could take me away from Natasha."
She stood up, bent and kissed me and then said, "Thank you Bobby" and walked away."
+++++++++++++++++++
According to my talk with Marge on Friday she was going to schedule me to work in the office for the week so when I got to work I checked in with her.
"Ready for a hard week stud? Since I'm going to get you tonight you can play with one of the others today. Just try and get SOME work done while you're here."
I spent most of the shift entering invoices into the computer and the last forty minutes entering Shelly. Just before I punched out Andrea came to me and told me that her hubby was leaving in the morning on a five day run and to keep her in mind.
"I wouldn't mind spending some of that five days with you."
"How about tomorrow?"
"It's a date."
Mom was already at Marge's when I got there and she wasted no time in getting me into a sixty-nine to get me ready. Her legs were up on my shoulders and I was driving hard for my orgasm when Marge came in.
"No fair" she said. "My place so I should have been the first."
"Oh hush" mom said, "You weren't here and I wasn't going to waste the time."
"My own fault I guess. I shouldn't have given you a key."
"Stop your whining and get undressed."
Marge stripped and after that it was a repeat of every other time I had spent with two women at the same time. I was totally wasted when I left the two of them, but they were still going strong. Just before I left and while my mom was in the bathroom Marge told me that if I wanted to skip my first class in the morning and hide in her closet I could have sloppy seconds. Dad had a meeting with Thomas Industries to see about getting some of their business.
"And you know how he feels about me being his lucky charm."
"I'll be here. What time?"
"Depends on you. He will be here around eight. If you want him to get sloppy seconds you need to get here in time to do the deed."
"You are one evil lady."
"I know and you love it."
And I did.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was up and out of the house before mom and dad woke up and was ringing Marge's doorbell at six forty-five. I had her in all three holes before my dad rang the doorbell at seven forty-five and then I watched from Marge's closet as he got his good luck fuck
After she had come back from walking him out I took my sloppy seconds and then decided that since I was going to be late for school anyway I might as well make her late for work. I added mine to dad's who had added his to mine and then I pulled out and presented my cock to Marge's mouth.
"None of that young man. I have to get ready for work."
I took her head in my hands and forced my cock into her mouth and then I fucked her face until I was hard. Once hard I pulled out, pushed her down and fucked her in her ass until I got off and then I said:
"Now you can get ready for work"
"Asshole!"
"And you wouldn't have it any other way" I said as I dressed.
As it was I only missed my first class and then of course school was school. At lunch Vonda sat down with me and asked:
"Are we going to get together again?"
"Are you sure that you want to?"
"Absolutely White Boy. You are the only boy I've been out with that who has gone down on me and I love it. I want as much of it as I can get for as long as I can get it."
"Here's the deal" and I explained my arrangement with Natasha. "If you can handle that then I see no reason that we can't see each other again, but right now because of previous commitments all I can offer you on a steady basis is Thursdays and after she leaves to go back to school on Sundays. But there is a condition attached to the offer."
"What?"
"No more questions about your mother. Not one. Okay?"
"That's not fair White Boy. I know you did it and all I want is to know why. You accused me of being a racist, but I'm lily white compared to my mom. She is a racist! She has no use for whites at all. She can trace her side of the family back to a slave on a Georgia plantation and according to her all white people are scum. Yet she went out with you and she fucked you and that is just so not my mother. I have to know why. I'm not going to throw it in her face and she will never even know that I know, but I HAVE to know. I just have to."
"Thursdays and Sundays and you know my conditions."
"I have to take them and you know it and I'll try not to bring my mother into it, but that is all I can promise."
"Thursday at seven?"
"I'll be ready."
At work it was shred document time and I had Gloria helping me and it was no surprise when she asked me if we could go to the play room. The surprise came when Marge came in and joined us. After mom and Mary and mom and Marge dual carpet munching was not new to me and I didn't care one way or the other about it, but it was still surprising to see just how easily it took place. Marge sat on the table with her legs spread wide and Gloria ate her while I took Gloria doggie. Then it was me eating Gloria while Marge worked at getting me up again and then my doing Marge doggie while she munched on Gloria.
And I was getting paid while doing it.
We all trooped back upstairs and finished out the shift and on the way out I stuck my head in Marge's office.
"Did the lucky charm get the job done?"
She smiled and gave me a thumbs up.
I followed Andrea home and she dropped off her car and then I took her out to eat. When we got back to her place we necked on the sofa for a while and then she led me into her bedroom.
She sucked my dick while I undressed and then I pushed her back on the bed and went down on her until I got her off. Then she totally surprised me.
"What would you like first? Pussy or ass?"
"I thought pussy was off limits. I thought all I got to do was what hubby wouldn't or couldn't."
"That was before this weekend."
"What changed?"
"I know that I said I would adopt Shelly's outlook and not consider it cheating if all I did was what Dennis wouldn't. But I can't lie to myself. Regardless of why I'm doing it is still cheating and I feel bad about it. Friday I told Dennis that he needed to seek professional help to find out why he behaves like he does. He refused. He said that the problem wasn't his. The problem was mine for wanting to do perverted acts. His exact words. Perverted acts.
"We argued about it all week and I finally lost it on Sunday and told him if he wasn't going to at least try to do something so that he could give me some of what I enjoyed he wasn't going to get any of what he enjoyed. Before he left on his run I asked him if he had changed his mind and he said no so I told him that his sex life had just died. He isn't going to get any more of my pussy until he seeks help, but I'm not going without cock. So. What's it going to be?"
"Both and I don't care in what order."
It was a long night. Pussy, sixty-nine and then ass. A cock wash followed by some sixty-nine and then pussy, sixty-nine and ass. One more cock wash, pussy and then we fell asleep cuddled up to each other.
In the morning I went down on her and she woke up to my munching on her beaver. She pulled me up and I fucked her and then we showered together which was a waste of water because the playing we did in the shower led us right back to bed. I did her ass and then I dressed and got out of there to let her get ready to go to work.
++++++++++++++++++++
I worked on a paper in the library and at lunch I headed for the cafeteria. I was joined by -- surprise, surprise -- Gail. She sat down and went right to it.
"Are we talking?"
"Don't see why not."
"I just wondered because of the way you kept pushing me away last Wednesday."
"What did you expect? You let me walk in there like a lamb going to slaughter. You knew that I was going to get in Terrell's face and it could have turned out bad for me. You let me do it knowing that the problem was you and not Terrell. You could have told me that it wasn't Terrell's doing when we talked last. That killed whatever special relationship we had Gail. You said that your first gangbang was your goodbye kiss to Tom. Well what you pulled with Terrell was your goodbye kiss to me."
She scowled at me and said, "Fuck you Marchant!" She pushed back her chair and she got up and left.
A work I was back to entering invoices again and Andrea asked me if I was going to follow her home again and I told her that I couldn't because I had to meet my mom after work. Hey. It wasn't a lie. I was going to meet her at Mary's. She did get me down into the basement and I did fuck her pooper after eating her pussy. We were no sooner upstairs when Gloria asked me if she could have a few private words with me. In the basement of course. And of course I said yes. Her private words were:
"Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me cum. Please make me cum."
And I of course did my best to give the lady what she wanted.
+++++++++++++++++++
I was not surprised when I found Mary sitting on the couch waiting for me when I got to her place. What did surprise me was that Marcus was sitting there waiting for me too. I knew that he was going to want to talk with me sometime during the evening, but I had expected it to come later on.
I took the lead. "I know that you promised me that I would always be first Mary, but I release you from your promise this once. Marcus and I need to have a talk so go join the party and I'll be up in a bit."
"Okay, but I'll make sure that you are first in my ass okay?"
"I'm already looking forward to it."
She left and Marcus said, "We have a problem."
"Tash not liking the idea of a white son in law?"
"You would not believe what that woman went through when you left with Vonda. She wanted to kill you for even daring to talk to our daughter and she wanted to kill me for letting you leave with Vonda."
"All I have to do to put an end to it is give Vonda what she wants."
"What is that?"
"She says she is going to dog me until I tell her why her mother was fucking me. You called it. You told me that once she got an idea in her head she wouldn't let it go and that I needed to watch out for her. The only way I could get her to stop hounding me was to date her. She just will not get off the "Why was my mother fucking you" kick. I keep telling her that I never had sex with Tash, but she doesn't believe me. She said that she recognized that "Just fucked" look when her mother got home."
Then I told him what Vonda had said about her mother and whites and asked if it was true.
"There is some truth there, but it isn't as bad as Vonda makes it out."
"Then why did she do what she did with me?"
"I told you. It was a fantasy of hers and after years of talking about it I finally dared her to do it. And she surprised the hell out of me and did it."
"You have my thanks for that. I doubt that I will ever forget that night and it kills me that she won't let me do it again. But back to Vonda. I think I can see a way to get her off the why was her mother fucking me kick, but I don't see it getting me out of dating her. She is pretty damned insistent that I'm going to be her guy."
"I don't know how you did it given the fact that she is just a tad to the right of her mother on feelings about whites."
"I think it all has to do with beating me down to find out what went on between me and her mom. She knows her mom's position on whites so she just has to know why her mother not only went out with me, but gave me a kiss when I brought her home that melted the nails in the soles of my shoes. Anyway, I think I know how to shut her down."
"How?"
"Lie to her of course. Tell her some partial truths. She may come to you so you will need to be ready to back me up."
"What's the plan?"
I told him and I told him I would do it on my Thursday date with Vonda.
Once upstairs I did my duty as best I could. Mary had indeed saved her ass for me and after I'd taken it I moved between the available holes presented by mom and Mary. As on the previous Wednesday I did not have anything to do with Gail and even though she never tried to get to me I could tell she was pissed.
I was on my back with mom riding me cowgirl while she was sucking the dick of one of her basketball players when Mary called out:
"You better hurry Madge or you are going to be late getting home."
I wasn't even close, but the guy in her mouth had just cum and I could see it leaking out of the corners of her mouth. She pulled off me and said:
"Sorry Bobby, but I have to get out of here. I'll make it up to you next time."
She hurriedly dressed and headed out (with Marcus right behind her) and Mary came over and said:
"Can I have it" and without waiting for me to say anything she mounted me. She bent forward to kiss me and that presented some one with a target and through the membrane separating the two holes I felt a cock sliding into her ass. I felt her push back and when she broke the kiss and raised up a cock was presented to her mouth and she took it.
That was my last one of the night, but Mary and Gail were still going strong as I got ready to leave. As I was heading down the stairs Marcus was coming in the front door and I asked:
"Get anywhere with her tonight?"
"No and I don't understand it. She says that she loves fucking me, but I can only get to do it here on Wednesday nights."
"From what I hear we are lucky to be getting that. I'm told that she really loves her husband, but he cheats on her and these Wednesdays are her way of staying even. Mary tells me that she pulls trains rather than have affairs because it lets her avoid emotional entanglements. Could be that you are wasting your time."
"Maybe. But I will keep on trying."
I was joking when I said, "If I can fix it up so that you and Madge get together you have to get me back with Tash" and he got a serious look on his face and said:
"You have a deal."
As I drove home I remembered my evening with Tash and I wished that there was some way that I could accomplish what I'd jokingly said to Marcus.
When I got home dad was in bed, but mom was still up. "I'd like to be able to finish what was interrupted baby, but we don't dare."
"No problem. I don't believe even you could get me up one more time tonight. How did your talk with Marcus go?"
"He is persistent; I'll give him that."
"I jokingly told him that I'd find some way to get the two of you together if he would get me together with his wife."
"And what did he say to that?"
"Told me that I had a deal. So I figure that I'll get that apartment after all and you and Marcus can use it one night and his wife and I can use it the next."
"Don't you dare young man. I told you I'm not going to do anything except at Mary's."
"Calm down. I was joking. Although I would like another shot at his wife."
"Another shot? What are you holding out on me motherfucker?"
"Like everything this is just between us right?"
"Of course it is."
I told her about what had happened with Marcus's wife."
"You were her fantasy and Marcus set you up for her to have it? Far out. Since you want her again I take it that you liked your taste of chocolate?"
"Indeed I did. It was one hell of a night."
"If I let you talk me into getting with Marcus so you can get his wife will I get you back? You have heard that old saying that when you go black you can't go back right?"
"That's just bullshit."
"Is it? I'm back with them."
"But you will always come back to me so I'm not worried."
"You had better get up to bed before I decide to drag you out into the garage for some backseat time and don't give me any of that crap that not even I could get you up. I haven't failed yet."
I kissed her goodnight and went up to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch Vonda joined me. She gave me a big smile and asked:
"Looking forward to tonight and some chocolate pudding?"
"Yum, yum."
"We might have to renegotiate as far as your conditions are concerned."
"Oh? And what makes you think I'll do that?"
"I have other options for a white boy toy now. Dick Moore wants a date and Bert Ellsworth has called me."
"Go with Bert. I know he eats pussy, but I'm not so sure that Dick does."
"That's it. You going to give up with out a fight?"
"I'm not giving anything up Princess. You are threatening to take it away. There is a difference there."
"Why won't you tell me what I want to know? I'm not going to hurt anybody with it. It's just that I have to know. It is driving me crazy."
"Tell you what I'll do Princess. I'll tell you everything that you want to know if you will agree that I can tell everyone that I know about our night at the Starlight. Every last little detail. Like you telling me that I had to pack your fudge before I could take you home. Just say yes and I'll get up and go over to Phil Reed's table and start telling. You want to take the deal?"
"Jesus White Boy; you can be such an asshole sometimes."
"I thought that is why you wanted me? Got to run or I'll be late for class. Tonight at seven?"
She nodded a yes and I got up and left.
++++++++++++++++++++
I checked in with Marge when I got to work and wasn't the least bit surprised when she sent me to the basement to pull some files. Nor was I surprised when ten minutes later she came down to 'assist' me. Sixty-nine on the air mattress followed by some energetic missionary and then she had to get back upstairs.
I was just pulling up my zipper when Shelly walked into the room, pushed my hand away from the zipper and pulled it back down. Sixty-nine on the air mattress followed by anal with her bent over the table and then she had to get back upstairs.
I had my pants halfway up when Gloria came into the room, saw what I was doing, said "Oh no you don't" and pushed them back down. Sixty-nine on the air mattress followed by doggie and then she had to get back upstairs.
I sat there on the table thinking about the weird way my life was going when Andrea came into the room.
"Ready for me I see" she said as she went to her knees in front of me and took my dick in her mouth. After a bit she pulled me down on the air mattress. Sixty-nine followed by my fucking her ass doggie and then she had to get back upstairs.
Then I had to go back upstairs because I forgot what I had been sent downstairs for in the first place
++++++++++++++++++++
Just before I got to Vonda's place my cell went off and it was Vonda.
"Don't come up to the door to get me. Mother is waiting for you to get here and she looks like she wants to kill you. Go to the end of the street and turn the corner and park. I'm going to go out the back door while she is watching out the window for you. Meet you on the corner."
I did what she told me to and five minutes later she joined me.
"Where to Princess?"
"I'm not hungry. I don't want to play games or go skating, there are no movies I want to see and I have no interest in dancing. What does that leave?"
Sixty-nine followed by missionary. Sixty-nine followed by cowgirl. Sixty-nine followed by doggie and then sixty-nine followed by anal. A shower ended up with her leaning against the wall while I fuck her in the ass a second time from behind.
As we drove away from the Starlight she said, "I've worked up an appetite so you can feed me now."



I stopped at Harry's and as we munched on our meal she made another attempt to get me to tell her why I had fucked her mother. I hesitated and then I told her what I told Marcus I would say.
"I didn't fuck your mother Princess. I am ashamed to admit that I tried like hell to fuck her, but she just wouldn't give it up. I think that if I would have had a couple of more hours I could have made it happen, but she had to get home."
"Why are you ashamed to admit that you tried to fuck her?"
"Because it was betraying a friendship Princess. I know your father. I've known him for some time and we got to be friends. He told me about your mother's stance where white folks are concerned and he told me how much it bothers him.
"I don't know what kind of relationship your mom and dad have so I have no idea how things went that put us where we were on the day your dad asked me for a favor. Some how it happened that he dared your mother to go out with a white guy and she took the dare. He asked me to do it. She was never supposed to know that I knew she was Marcus's wife. She was supposed to think that I thought she was your father's sister.
"Anyway once your mother took the dare your dad decided to tweak your mother's nose a bit and he set her up with a young white guy instead of one her own age. The dare had three parts to it. She had to go out on a date with a white guy, be seen in a public place and in a place where people knew her and she had to kiss her date at least six times during the course of the date with at least three of those kisses in a public place and where people knew her.
"Your dad asked me to do it because he felt that he could trust me. That's why I was ashamed. I was betraying your father's trust.
"The way it worked was that your mom didn't know that I knew what was going on. The story that your dad told her that he told me was his sister had a fantasy about dating a white guy and that I had been asked if I would help his sister's fantasy come to life and I had agreed to do it.
"Remember now that I knew about the dare, but your mom didn't know that I knew so because I didn't know your mom had to take the lead. I asked her where she would like to have dinner and she chose a place where she and your father ate often and where there were a lot of people who knew her.
"After dinner I asked her what she wanted to do. She said she wanted to dance and took me to a club over on Stout. The guy at the door knew her so he didn't ask me for ID even though I was too young to be there. I swear to God Princess I was afraid that I was going to be killed. Outside of three white girls who were there with black dates I was the only white face in the place and some of the looks I got should have killed me on the spot.
"Your mom danced with me and she danced close. She even took my hand off her waist and put it on her ass. And she kissed me. Right out on the dance floor and in front of God and everybody she kissed me and pushed her tongue down my throat. You mother is hot Princess and between the kisses and the dances my cock was as hard as a rock. The kiss with tongue pushed me over the edge. I forgot all about your dad and the trust he had in me and all I wanted to do was fuck my hot date. I didn't care that she was a married woman. She was one hot babe and I wanted to fuck her and so I tried.
"I'm not going to go into the whole night, but I eventually got your mother into a room at this very motel. I had her naked on the bed and I was naked and my hard cock was leading the way. I was seconds away from fucking her when she pushed me away and said:
"I can't do this. I just can't. I'm a married woman and I love my husband. I just can't do this."
"All I did with your mother Princess was kiss her and finger fuck her a little in the car in the club parking lot and suck on her tits as she undressed in the motel room. She never even touched my cock. Not once. She did rub it through my pants a couple of times and she saw it coming at her as she lay on the bed, but she never touched the bare flesh. I got some of the most passionate kisses I've ever gotten, but that's all I got. Well maybe not all. I've got the memory of that magnificent body spread out naked on that bed and I doubt that I'll ever forget it.
"That's why your mother wants to kill me Princess. She knows what I did with her and she knows that I'm probably trying to do it with you and she doesn't want it to happen. She doesn't want her baby going out with a pussy wanting white boy."
"You poor guy! You must have had the biggest set of blue balls in the state on that night."
"I did indeed Princess. I have never wanted anything as bad in my life as I wanted your mother that night. You need to keep that in mind Princess. When we get married I'll be wanting to fuck my mother in law and I'll do it if I get the chance."
"When we get married?"
"You did say that I would be your white boy toy until you could sell your mother on the idea of a white son in law didn't you?"
"I guess I did, but you are my first white boy toy and there could be others before I make my final choice."
"Okay then. When I take you home I'll talk to your mom. I'll make her a deal. I will leave you alone from now on if she will just fuck me at least one time."
"The hell you will. I'm not sharing you with my mother."
"But Princess; I'll need something to fill my time while you are out there playing with other white boys."
"God White Boy; you can be such an asshole at times and speaking of assholes mine could use some attention right now."
She wouldn't let me walk her to her door, but she did say that she hoped her mother was watching when she kissed me and tried to get her tongue far enough down my throat to lick the backside of my belly button. I returned the kiss although I did keep one eye on the front door of the house.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I awoke to the sound of the shower and the feel of a hot mouth on my cock. When mom saw that I was awake she said:
"Some one new last night?"
"That's chocolate you are tasting" I said and meaning it in more than one way. It hadn't been washed since I pulled it out of Vonda's ass.
"You nasty boy. Marcus's wife?"
"His daughter."
"Oh my. You really are a nasty boy."
The shower stopped and so did mom and as she pulled away she said, "You will have to tell me all about it later."
She hadn't quite gotten me up which was no surprise given what I'd been through over the last sixteen hours. I didn't even need to use the ever present pair of mom's dirty panties.
School was school and Vonda joined me at lunch.
"Mom was pissed at me when I got home. She didn't want me going out with you and she intended to make that clear to you when you came to the door. She never expected me to sneak out the back door while she hovered around the front. She forbade me to ever see you again. She got really pissed when I told her that not only was I going to see you again, but she needed to start preparing her self for a white son in law. My dad was standing behind her and doing his best not to laugh. What's next?"
"Still on for Sunday?"
"Wouldn't miss it. But is it going to hurt us if I date others on the nights I'm not dating you?"
"Of course not. I explained my situation to you. We can only be an 'us' when my girlfriend isn't in town. When she is here she gets my full attention."
"I hate her. I told you that right?"
"You did and it makes no sense to me. You had six years when you could have hooked up with me and didn't. How can you hate her just because she came along and took up with what you didn't want?
"Don't be dense White Boy. It doesn't have to make sense. She has you. I want you. Ergo I hate her."
I knew better, but I kept my mouth shut. I was something new for her. A white boy who dared her. A white boy who cracked the shell that she'd had around her. I'd bet even money that in a month she wouldn't even say yes to a date with me because I'd be 'old hat' by then and she would have tons of new guys after her. And besides; why would she pick a guy who would drop her for her mother?
We set a time for Sunday and then I got up and headed for class.
To be continued...
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I was just walking out to the school parking lot when my phone chirped. It was Tasha and she called to tell me that she was running late.
"It will probably be close to eight-thirty or nine before I get there."
"Just give me a call on my cell when you get home and I'll be right over."
At work I entered invoices into the computer until Marge told me to meet her in the basement in five minutes. When I got there I found Gloria waiting and by the time I had the door unlocked Marge was there. I ate Marge while Marge ate Gloria then Marge sat on my face while Gloria rode me cowgirl. Then it was Gloria on my face while Marge rode me cowgirl. Gloria had to get back upstairs and as soon as she left I fucked Marge in her butt.
I followed Andrea home, but only after warning her that I would be leaving as soon as Tasha called me. Andrea told me she would rather have a couple of hours than nothing. She got three before my phone went off. I do admit it was hard to tear myself away from her.
Tasha came down the steps before I came to a full stop and the door hadn't even closed behind her when she told me to get her to a bed.
"Either that or pull over now and we can get on the backseat."
The night was a milestone of sorts for me. When we walked into room 213 that made it every room in the motel that I had been in. Forty rooms and I had fucked in every one of them. I wisely didn't mention that fact to Tasha since she hadn't been in all forty of them with me.
"It has been a long week for me baby so I want the full boat."
"The full boat?"
"Pussy, mouth and ass and as often as you can."
"Right. Full boat."
"And don't worry about getting me home tonight. Waking up here with you in the morning will suit me just fine."
Mom wouldn't be too happy about it, but Tasha was my girl and she did come first. She got her 'full boat' and it was around two before we fell asleep.
I woke up at seven and she was still asleep so I slid down and started munching on her beaver and she slowly woke up. Once awake I took her missionary and then we went sixty-nine following which she wanted anal. I couldn't help it. I got to thinking about what she was doing up at Western and who had her to where she always wanted anal. Did she have a full time guy up there? And if she did could I live with it? I honestly did not know.
I never did take her home that day. We played until noon and then I took her to breakfast. We went back to the room and played until six and then I took her out to dinner. Back to the motel and played until we fell asleep around midnight.
She woke me up on Sunday the same way I had woken her on Saturday. We played (anal twice) until noon and then I took her home and dropped her off without walking her to her door. Her choice, not mine.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was less than a block away from dropping her off when my phone went off. I answered it and heard the voice of the last person I ever expected to hear from.
I pulled into the parking lot and then took a deep breath and walked into the place. It wasn't open for business yet so there wasn't any one on the door. Once inside I saw about eight people and as the last time I was the only white male in the place. She was sitting in a booth along the west wall and I walked over and sat down across from her.
"You rang?"
"I didn't think that you would really come."
"Bullshit my Queen. You knew I couldn't stay away."
"Why are you dating my daughter?"
"How else can I stay close to you?"
"Have you fucked her?"
"Of course."
"Why?"
"So she would keep me around and I could stay close to you."
"You mean that? You really mean that?"
"I can be packed and ready to go in an hour. We will have to stick around until the bank opens in the morning and then we can be gone."
"You are crazy. I can't do that!"
"Okay then. What do we do?"
"Marcus will just have to understand. He pushed me into living out my fantasy so I guess he will just have to live with the consequences. Take me somewhere and fuck me White Boy."
"Your wish is my command my Nubian Queen."
We were not even out of the club parking lot and her head was in my lap and my cock was in her mouth. And at least four men were watching when her head went down below the seat. She got me off and swallowed it all before we got to the Starlight and then we were in the room and off to the races. We fucked and we sucked and we fucked some more. We didn't even leave to eat we just feasted on each other.
"How did you do this to me White Boy? Until you I didn't even like white people. Now I can't get enough of you. I love my husband and I will not leave him, but I can't say no to you. I'm yours White Boy. How can I prove it? What is the nastiest thing I can do to prove to you that I'm yours?"
"You don't have to prove a thing my Queen. You are here with me and that's enough."
She pushed me back on the bed and went down on me and got me hard and then she got in the doggie position and told me to take her ass. I fucked her hard until we both came and then she spun around and said:
"I've never done this before and I swear I'll never do it with anyone but you and she leaned forward and started sucking the cock that I had just pulled out of her ass. If she was trying to get me up again she was wasting her time because I was fucked out, but she didn't seem to care. She kept after it until she finally realized it was hopeless and then she stopped and got up from her knees and sat on the bed. I took her in my arms and I kissed her. I gave her some tongue and when I broke the kiss she said:
"You could do that after what I just did with my mouth?"
"That was my mouth my Queen and I will kiss it every chance I get."
"She looked at the clock and said, "Oh fuck me! Look at the time. What am I going to do now?"
It was ten after two. All I could do was shrug and say, "We will have to go and face the music."
"No. I'm going alone. I'll handle Marcus. I'm going to keep you out of it for now. No one knows that I was with you. Drop me at the club and I'll pick up my car and go home. When can I see you again?"
"Tuesday."
"I'll call you and set up a place to meet."
"I'm not afraid to pick you up at your house."
"I know, but I want to keep you clear until I have settled things with Marcus."
I dropped her off to pick up her car and then I headed home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I managed to get four hours sleep before the shower and the hot mouth woke me up.
"Where were you motherfucker? Why didn't I get my Saturday?"
"Long story and I don't have enough time before the shower stops. Tonight meet me at the IHOP before we go to Marge's place. About six-thirty."
School was school and it was no surprise when a pissed off Vonda sat down with me at lunch. She was not happy with me at all.
"Couldn't you have at least called me to let me know that you weren't coming?"
When in doubt lie. "I couldn't call you. I only got one phone call and that had to be to my dad to come and bail me out. By the time I was out it was too late to call."
"Bail you out?"
"I stopped at the mall to buy you some flowers and some asshole who knew us from school used the N word in describing you and I stomped his ass. Mall security saw it and called the cops and held me until they got there."
"You went to jail?"
"That's why I couldn't call."
"Shit! Now I feel bad."
"Why?"
"When you didn't show or call I got pissed. Dick Moore called me and asked me if I wanted to go to the movies with him and I was just pissed off enough at you that I said yes."
"Did you have a good time?"
"We can be honest with each other right? I mean I know what our relationship is and I did say that I might date others and you said it was all right with you didn't you?"
"I did."
"It was an okay time, but you were wrong when you told me all white guys ate pussy. Dick sure didn't and he got pissed at me when I told him "no eatie no fuckie."
"Good to know you have standards that you hold to."
"Don't be a wise ass White Boy. When will I see you again?"
"Not until Thursday."
"You can't squeeze me in somewhere?"
"Sorry Princess, but between school, my job and my girlfriend I don't have much free time left over."
"I guess I'll have to suffer until Thursday."
"You don't have to. I already told you that Bert Ellsworth eats pussy."
"I'm not a slut White Boy. I only went with Dick because I was pissed at you and I was going to rub your face in it. I should have known that you would have had a good reason not to call. I'll wait until Thursday."
I leaned over and kissed her and then headed for class.
++++++++++++++++++++
It was my week to work in the plant and Hal put me to work as the safety guy. I spent the shift looking for the things that ASHA would look for if they came in for an inspection. I found an extension cord with the outer covering worn off exposing bare wire and I took it out of service. I found a burned out light bulb in the exit sign over the loading bay man door and a loose guard over the gearing on the west conveyor belt.
I commented to Hal that it didn't seem very cost effective for me to have spent most of my shift and only finding that little and he laughed at me.
"If OSHA would have found what you did the fines would have been in the neighborhood of three thousand dollars. If your pay was triple what it is how close would you come to three grand?"
"Looked at that way I guess I saved the company twenty-seven hundred dollars."
"Tomorrow you can look for some more. You found that extension cord problem because it was in plain sight. Just think of how many more might be like that, but not be out in plain sight. You need to dig deep Bob because OSHA sure will."
Forty minutes before quitting time Shelly came out into the plant and handed me a piece of paper. I read:
"As soon as you can. Please?"
Hal saw her give it to me and I told him that I had been summoned to the office and didn't know if I would be back before quitting time.
"I was hoping to have you work with Jared on swings for a bit."
"I can't on Mondays or Wednesdays because I have an evening class. But I'm good with the other nights."
I was going to have to watch it. Lying was starting to come too naturally to me.
I met Shelly at the playroom and I ate her pussy for a bit and then gave her the anal that she loved. She had a wash rag in a plastic baggie and she cleaned my dick and then sucked me hard and took a second load in her pooper. She kissed me goodnight and left and I locked up, punched out and headed for the IHOP.
Mom was already there and we had coffee and pie while I brought her up to date on what had taken place since Friday.
"His daughter on Thursday and his wife on Sunday? Maybe you had better skip Wednesdays from now on."
"He might suspect that I doing Vonda, but as far as his wife is concerned it was his idea to start with so he has no bitch coming."
I explained their fantasy exchange program and then said, "He told me that the fantasy had no time limits and that it could last a night, a week, a month or even a year and he asked me to go along with it as long as I could. So no, I won't skip Wednesdays."
"Where did I go wrong in raising you? Older women, mothers and daughters and sweet young innocent girls like Natasha and Gail."
"It has nothing to do with the raising you gave me. It has to do with the genes you gave me. I'm just as big of a male slut as you are a female one."
"Don't you dare call me a slut you motherfucker."
"Whatever you say cocksucker; what ever you say."
The night at Marge's was like all nights at Marge's and I was kept busy sucking and fucking and along the way there was plenty of knob polishing and as usual I was wiped out and the women were still going strong when I let myself out the door.
++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and Vonda joined me for lunch and we made small talk. She didn't say anything that would lead me to believe that she knew about her mom's Sunday with me. I told her that I probably wouldn't see her the next day since I didn't have class and then we firmed up our date for Thursday.
Tash called me as I was driving to work and told me where to meet her and I gave her an approximate time and told her I would be there. At work I played safety inspector again and found a half dozen problems, but I steered clear of Hal because I didn't want him asking me to stay over and spend some time on the second shift.
No notes from the front office so I was out of there and on my way to the Cottonwood Mall at six. Tash was parked in the first row on the east end of the mall just outside J.C. Penny's. She got out of her car and we got in mine and I pointed the Impala toward the Starlight.
On the way to the Starlight Tash told me that Marcus was not pleased with her.
"To shut him up I reminded him that he was the one who pushed me into making my fantasy happen and then I reminded him of our agreement that our fantasies got to run until we decided to end them. Then I told him that I was a long way from wanting to end my young white boy fantasy.
"He isn't happy, but I don't care. My fantasy is going to run until you end it White Boy. It won't end because of me. Now get me some place and fuck me."
It was a very satisfying night. Oral, anal and pussy galore and I could barely walk out to the car when Tash was done with me.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Mom was my usual Wednesday morning alarm clock and I learned that mom had a very discerning mouth. I knew she could tell from the different tastes on my cock that I had been with different girls, but to date I only knew that she could distinctly identify Marge. So it came as a surprise when she said:
"Yum! Chocolate again. Wife or daughter?"
"Wife."
"Nasty, nasty boy" and she went back to alarm clocking. When she felt I was ready she climbed on cowgirl and rode me until I rolled her over onto her back and pounded into her to get my orgasm. Along the way I think she popped twice or maybe it was three times.
Sixty-nine and then a trip up the dirt road while she moaned, "Fuck me motherfucker; fuck your slutty mommy and make her cum."
She washed my cock, got me up again and we had another go at missionary. A blow job and another trip up the dirt road and then a shower. I was wanting another go, but she told me no.
"I have a long lunch date with Marge."
I just shook my head. My mother the sex machine. Me in the morning, carpet munching for lunch and then gangbangs in the evening. At least I knew where I got it from.
+++++++++++++++++++
At work I checked in with Hal and he told me that they wanted me in the office that day. I checked in with Marge and she sent me down to the basement to pull old files.
"In about an hour unlock the playroom and get ready to play stud."
An hour later I was sitting naked on the table when Shelly came in. She went to her knees and started sucking my cock and when it was hard she took a red ribbon out of her pocket and tied it in a bow around my hard on. Then she stood up and called out:
"He's ready."
Into the room came Marge, Andrea, Gloria – and Tina!
Marge said, "Surprised?"
"Obviously."
"Tina is getting married and we decided to hold a bridal shower for her. This is it and you are our gift to her. Most girls have a stripper in for their party, but we didn't want to waste time on dancing and music."
While she was talking Andrea, Gloria and Shelly were undressing Tina and when they were done she was left standing there in only high heels.
"Unwrap your present girlfriend" Shelly said and Tina came forward to untie the bow.
"Treat her right stud" Marge said as they all left leaving me with Tina's hands on my cock.
"Why" I asked. "Why now that you are getting married?"
"I wanted one last fling before becoming a faithful wife. I've always wished that I had taken you seriously way back when I was playing at teasing. Shelly knew it so she decided that if I wanted a last fling it should be you."
I did everything with her that I did with the others except that I did more and it lasted longer since basically we were spending almost all of the afternoon at it. She loved it when I ate her and she went crazy when I fucked her butt. She needed to work on giving blow jobs. Her first was barely okay, but she got better with the second one and showed promise with the third. Her favorite position was doggie and I fucked her twice in that position not counting the two times I took her ass in that position.
As we dressed she said, "My fiancée has never done my ass. If he doesn't like it can I have the same arrangement with you that Shelly has?"
What the hell could I say to that but "Of course."
+++++++++++++++++++++
For the second week in a row Marcus was sitting with Mary when I got there.
"I know, I know" Mary said, "But I will save my ass for you" and she went upstairs.
"We have a problem Bobby. I am concerned with Tash's behavior where you are concerned."
"How is what Tash and are doing a problem? I'm only doing what you asked me to do. You are the one that told me that her fantasy had no time limits and you asked me to stay with it as long as she wanted. She called and I responded. I'm not going to lie to you and tell you I'm not enjoying it because I am. I'm no stranger to older women as you have seen with Mary and Maude, but I have to tell you that Tash is the most woman I have ever been with in my life and I'll take all of her that I can get.
"Hell Marcus; if I was twenty years older I would try to steal her away from you. But we both know that will never happen because she has made it absolutely clear to me that she loves you and that all I am is the flavor of the moment. I am her fantasy and it is turning out better than she thought it would so where is the problem?"
"I don't know. She is just acting stranger than she ever has before. It is almost like you cast some sort of spell over her."
"Shit Marcus; is that all? I think that she has cast a spell over me. I can go longer with her and more times with her than I've been able to with any other girl, but so what? Outside of the sex we have no common interests and given what you and Vonda have told me about her attitude toward whites I have to believe that it is the taboo of the white/black thing added to the fact that she is basically robbing the cradle that has got her fired up.
"And there is one more thing. I'm a guy and you are a guy and we both know how guys are when it comes to being offered pussy. I'm not going to lie to you and tell you that I would never ever touch Vonda because I know that you know that I already have. Tash isn't happy about it and I expect that she is going to push to play with me more often to keep me away from Vonda. I'd bet good money that when Vonda moves on to another guy Tash will only be a memory where I'm concerned."
"You are probably right. All I ask is that you don't hurt either one of my babies."
"I smiled at him and asked, "How do you feel about having a white son in law."
"Get the fuck out of here! Come on; the ladies are waiting."
We got up and headed up the stairs.
That night the only difference from the previous two was that I fucked Gail twice. The first time she was riding Norm (one of the white guys) cowgirl while sucking Dale (another one of the white guys) and her ass was free. Mom and Mary were both being three holed and I had a hard on and so pissed at Gail or not I took the open hole. The second time I didn't know I was fucking her until it was too far along for me to want to stop.
What happened was that I had been lying on my back and Mary had been riding me cowgirl. Mom was in the doggie position being fucked by Marcus and she was bent forward kissing me. Mom's tongue was in my throat when Mary had to get up to go to the bathroom. A couple of minutes later while mom was still swabbing my tonsils a pussy slid down on my cock and I thought it was Mary coming back from the can. It turned out to be Gail. Like I said, I was too far into it to back away. She rode me until I had to get off and I rolled her onto her back and fucked her hard until I busted my nuts. When I blew into her she looked up at me and smiled and right then and there I said:



"Pussy is pussy guy and if you got some one who wants to give it to you best you take against the day you can't get a broad to even look at you."
From then on I was going to fuck Gail whenever she wanted it at the gangbang. She wouldn't be getting her Thursdays and Sundays back, but I'd give her all she wanted at Mary's.
++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch I was joined by a tearful Vonda.
"You bastard! You lied to me. You weren't in jail! You were out fucking my mother! You stood me up so you could fuck my mother and don't bother trying to deny it. I heard my mom and dad arguing over it last night."
"Sorry. I didn't mean for you to find out, but in my favor I did tell you that I would fuck your mother any chance I got. She called me and offered me herself and she did it knowing that you would find out and drop me. Did you really think that she would have argued over it with your father where you could hear it accidently? You were meant to hear that argument. She doesn't want me. She just wants me to be gone from your life."
"Well the bitch isn't going to drive me off. We have a date for tonight. I'll see you at six-thirty and just to make sure that the bitch knows that her plan isn't working I want you to come to the door to fetch me. Okay?"
"Okay by me."
Hal had me playing safety inspector again and I found a half dozen things that seemed minor as hell to me, but would have been blown up into huge things by OSHA. No notes from the office so I was able to leave on time and arrive to pick up Vonda at six-thirty.
The night did not go as planned. Not at fucking all!
I knocked on the door right at six and Vonda opened the door and said"
"Let me get my jacket and I'll be right with you."
"The fuck you will" Tash said as she shoved Vonda out of the way. "Get your own white boy and leave mine alone. Come on White Boy; take me someplace and fuck me."
Vonda was crying and there wasn't anything I could do so I turned and headed for the car meaning to get the hell out of there before Marcus came out with a gun and wasted my young ass. I was hurrying and not looking behind me so I was not aware that Tash was right behind me until I opened the car door and saw her getting in on the other side of the car.
"Get us the fuck out of here White Boy. Take me someplace and fuck me."
On the way to the Starlight I told Tash about my talk with Marcus and she snarled:
"Fuck him! This whole thing was his fucking idea. I was happy with my fantasy and never expected to live it out. He pushed me into doing it and now he doesn't like how it turned out? Well fuck him and the horse he rode in on."
"Could you have maybe been a little gentler with Vonda?"
"No! This is all her fucking fault. If she had just kept her nose out of things you wouldn't have come back into my life. She pushed and pushed trying to get you to rat me out and suddenly there you were at my door. I didn't want this White Boy. I told you that you were dangerous and that I needed to stay away from you and I was actually managing to do it. I reached for the phone to call you a dozen times since our first night, but was always able to fight it off. Until you showed up at my front door. God, this is just so fucked up!"
She was insatiable. I fucked her four times and when I couldn't get it up she didn't want to let me go.
"I want to stay here tonight White Boy. I don't want to go home right now."
In the morning I made overtures to start the day out right, but she told me no.
"I don't want to go home White Boy. I want to stay here with you, but I know that I can't. I have to go home. I don't want to. Oh God, but I don't want to, but I have to."
A block from her house she told me to stop the car.
"I don't want you anywhere near the front door White Boy. No where even close. Do a u-turn here so you don't even have to drive by the place. I'll call you okay?"
I nodded a yes and she got out and walked up the street to her place.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't even to the school when the call came in. I looked at the screen and didn't recognize the number, but I answered anyway.
"Hello?"
"Bobby? This is Carol."
"Oh hi Carol. What's up?"
"You aren't going to like it."
"That doesn't sound good."
"We saw Natasha with Eddie last night. You told me that any one but Eddie was okay so I thought you should know."
"When you say that you saw them was it a date or what?"
"I don't know Bobby. There were several of us at Gino's which is a little off campus pizzeria and Eddie came in and sat down. Maybe five minutes later Natasha came in and joined him. They talked for maybe two minutes and then they got up and left together."
"That doesn't sound good."
"That's okay Carol. I'd rather know than not."
After the call was over I saved Carol's number to my contacts list on the off chance I would need to call her. That off chance came as I was on my way to the lunchroom.
"Hi sweetie. Did I catch you at a bad time?"
"No. I was on my way to lunch."
"I wanted you to get the bad news early. I have to pull another one of those weekend projects so I won't be coming home. I'd invite you up, but I doubt that I would be able to breakaway to spend any time with you."
"That's okay. I can find something to keep me busy for the weekend, but take your vitamins before you come home next weekend because you are going to have to play catch up."
"I'll plan on it. Love you baby. Bye."
"Love you too. Bye."
As soon as the connection was broken I brought up Carol's number from my contact list and called her. When she answered I asked her if it was a bad time to call and she said that she was at lunch.
"You doing anything tonight?"
"No. Why?"
"I just got a phone call that makes me suspicious and I want to come up there and play detective. The problem is that I don't know my way around and I'm going to need a guide."
"Tell me about it?"
I told her about the phone call that I got following her phone call and said:
"I want to plat private eye and see what is going on. Is it a project weekend or is it play with Eddie time."
"When are you going to be here?"
"If I leave here right now I can be there by three-thirty."
She gave me directions on how to get to her and told me that she would see me at two-thirty. I called Marge and told her I was taking a sick day and I got in the car and pointed it toward Western College.
I made good time and I got there at two-fifteen. I hooked up with Carol and she told me to park my car and we would use hers to make sure that Natasha didn't see the Impala and recognize it. Ten minutes later we were parked where we could see Natasha's dorm.
"She should be here around three. Her last class lets out at two-fifty and it's maybe a five minute walk to get here."
"What if Eddie picks her up from class and she doesn't come back here?"
"Not likely. Her last class is a lab class and if she is going to be going out tonight she is going to want to shower and change clothes."
At five to three Natasha came up the sidewalk with some other girls and went into the dorm. Carol and I sat and talked and kept an eye on the dorm door and at five-fifteen Natasha came out with a little over-night bag and stood by the curb. A minute later a Mustang convertible drove up, top down, and Natasha got in. She leaned across the center console and kissed the driver and it weren't no damned peck on the cheek. With the top down I got a good look at the driver and it wasn't Eddie.
The Mustang pulled away from the curb and we pulled out and followed it. They drove to a Comfort in and Natasha sat in the car while the guy went in and registered. He came out and they drove around back and parked in front of unit 116, got out and went into the room. We sat and watched the door to the room for a while and just as I was about to give it up the two of them came out and walked across the street to a Red Robin.
I had Carol drive down to the Wendy's drive-thru and I got us food and drink and we went back to sit where we could watch room 116 while we ate. Forty minutes later Natasha and the guy came back and went into the room.
"It isn't Eddie so I guess it is all right. That's what you said right? Anybody but Eddie?"
"I didn't tell you the whole thing. Anybody but Eddie during the week, but the weekends were mine unless she had a legitimate reason for having to stay up here. Like a project that required weekend lab work or library research. Something like that. If she is giving my weekends to some other guy she is toast. We were very clear on that point when we made the agreement. The weekends were mine!"
"How long are we going to wait?"
"I don't see cars in front of 118 or 114 so I'm going to go to the desk and ask for room 118. I'll tell them that's the room where we spent the first night of our honeymoon when we graduated last June and since we were in town for the night we thought that it might be fun to relive that great day. Once in the room I'll use the glass on the wall trick to see if I can hear anything. If I can't I'll just head for home and wing it when I see her again. Face it. After that kiss she gave him when she got in his car there is no way I'm going to believe that they are in there playing cards or board games. I'd rather have the fact than supposition, but I guess I don't really need them."
I got the room and wonder of wonder's, it had a connecting door to room 116. The glass trick worked well enough. I could make out some words, but not sentences, but the words were enough. "Fuck..." "...hard cock..." "My ass..." "Oh God....cum."
I handed the glass to Carol and asked her what she thought. She listened and said:
"They are fucking. No doubt about it at least not in my mind."
"Then I guess we are done here."
"Why?"
"I know what I needed to know so I'll head on home."
"Do the words "Get even" ring a bell?"
"What are you suggesting? That I find some way to force the connecting door?"
"That would be retribution. I'm talking getting even."
"You have lost me here."
"Okay class. For the slower students I'll spell it out. We have a pretty hot guy in room 118 with a sexy blond, or at least she thinks she is, and there is this big bed available. Now for extra credit class what should the hot guy and the sexy blond do with that bed?"
"You are joking right?"
"Not in the least."
"But what about Andy?"
"A little Latino named Rosiletta somehow found Andy's dick in her ass so Andy is history."
"You sure about this?"
"You betcha."
Andy was an idiot to let Carol get away. If she wasn't at Western I would do my best to make her my new Thursday/Sunday girl with an honest shot at getting more days. She wanted to do everything and all of it twice and so we did. A few things we did three times.
Much as I hated to do it I had to get home so I could take care of mom. I didn't dare miss her two weekends in a row. I got the Mustang's plate number and Carol drove me back to my car. I asked Carol to call me the next time she was back home and she said she would. I kissed her and then hit the road. I was in my bed at home by three and managed to get four hours sleep before my hot alarm mouth woke me up.
Since I had no plans for the evening mom and I played until dad was due home and even then we were in the living room with mom bent over the back of the couch where we could watch the driveway while I fucked her ass. It is a truism that timing is everything and I had just sent my load deep into mom's ass when dad turned into the drive. Mom hurried off to douche and I went to my room to change clothes prior to going out.
I stopped at Harry's for burgers and fries and then I went over to the arcade to see if there was anyone around to hang with, and Nancy was there. She saw me and came over.
"Alone tonight?"
"Fraid so."
"Want some company?"
"You? A stone fox alone on a Saturday night?"
"Bev set me up with a blind date. A guy who is supposed to be, according to Bev, totally hot. Totally hot guy is a no show."
"How would you feel about leaving this place and going to the teen club?"
"I'd much rather you take me somewhere and feed me since my dinner date didn't show up and then maybe you could take me somewhere and let me do to you what I was going to do to the totally hot guy if he was indeed totally hot."
No fool I and I had her at Harry's in less than three minutes.
"I know it isn't gourmet dinning, but I ate just before I got to the arcade and I just couldn't see sitting across from you at the steak house watching you eat. I'll make it up to you tomorrow if you don't have other plans."
"I don't, but might I ask why you are not out with your significant other tonight?"
"Significant other did what every one expected her to do and screwed the pooch. She is now the ex Miss Significant other."
"Picked out a replacement yet?"
"You were on the short list, but you bailed."
"I did, but you know why. We are still friends and for this weekend at least we are friends with benefits."
"I take it that that means I get tomorrow?"
"Absolutely."
Another exhausting night at the Starlight and another morning waking up with a warm body in my arms. We started the morning off right, at least what was right to my way of thinking and then we showered and I took her out to breakfast. After eating I asked:
"What now."
"More of what we spent the night doing."
"Why didn't you tell me that before I gave the room up?"
"Don't need the room. My parents left to visit my Aunt Betty this morning and they won't be back until after ten. I figure I'll have you wasted long before they get home.
And that is just what she did and I never did get to take her to dinner.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home mom asked me where I had been and I was a bit flip with her and said:
"Out spreading pollen."
"You lose your phone?"
I reached in my pocket and felt that it was still there so I said, "No; I've got it."
"Then why aren't you answering it?"
"It hasn't gone off."
I took it out of my pocket to check the battery and saw that it was turned off. Then I remembered turning it off when Carol and I were sitting in her car playing detective. I didn't want it going off and calling attention to us, but I forgot to turn it back on.
"Gail has called four times, Natasha has called about ten times and a girl named Vonda has called twice. Who is Vonda? Do I know her?"
"Marcus's daughter."
I turned the phone on and saw that I had over twenty missed calls and six voicemails. Three of the voicemails were from Natasha and I deleted them unheard the same as I deleted her messages. There were two voice mails from Vonda and one from Tash and the rest were from Gail. I called Gail first. After exchanging greetings she said:
"Nat has been calling her since early this morning. She is frantically trying to get in touch with you."
"Too bad. How sad."
"What does that mean?"
"Remember our conversation when you told me why you wanted to stay close to me? It happened just like you thought it would. I caught her and I guess she just found out that I found out."
I told her what had happened on Friday.
"I guess some one who knows me saw me up there and mentioned it to her and she is trying to get in touch with me to try and find out why I was there and if I know anything."
"You going to call her?"
"No. She will track me down when she comes home next weekend and when she does I'll end it with her."
"I know that you are pissed at me Bobby, but I would really like to be the one to help you pick up the pieces."
"Sorry Gail, but that train has left the station. Bye."
Next I called Vonda.
"What's up Princess?"
"Where have you been? I've been trying to get in touch with you all weekend."
"I was out of town. Problems with the girlfriend and I had to drive up to Western to sort them out."
"All hell broke loose here. On Thursday and Friday my dad and mom got into it so bad that he moved out. Now my mom is a wreck and she is blaming me. My dad is blaming you for causing the problems. I'm sorry Bobby, but I have to stay away from you and try to help my family get back together."
"I understand Princess. If I can help in any way let me know."
"You really mean that?"
"You doubt me? Whatever else happens Princess you are my friend."
"The only way you can help Bobby is to stay away from my mom and that is something that you told me you wouldn't do."
"That is while all the fantasy playing was going on Princess. I have no desire to break up a marriage. If that stupid fantasy is what is causing the problems I can put an end to it. Your dad told me that those were the rules. That either party could end the fantasy. I'm ending it. You take care Princess. I'll miss you. Bye."
I went back to my contact list and checked. I did have Marcus's cell phone number from back when we first set up the fantasy. I called him and when he answered I said:
"Are you looking for me to kill me?"
"There was a while when I considered it and now that I hear your voice I'm thinking of it again."
"Whatever. I'm not going to hide from you. I just talked to Vonda and she filled me in on what happened while I was out of town. Back when you told me about the fantasy playing and the rules of the game you told me that it could last for a night a week or however long the people involved wanted it to go. You also told me that either party could end it. I played the game by your rules. I didn't want to be the one to end it and apparently neither did Tash, but in lieu of what has happened I'm pulling the plug on my part of it. I have a voice mail on my phone from Tash that I haven't listened to yet and when I hang up on you I'm going to listen to it and the call her and ell her that I'm ending the fantasy. I'll see you Wednesday and hopefully by then you will have lost the urge to do me in. Take care."
"Bobby?"
"Yes?"
"Thank you."
Tash's voice mail was short and to the point.
"I can't see you again White Boy. I have to get my head out of my ass or I'm going to lose my marriage. I'm sorry. We had a good thing and I would have loved for it to go on for years, but I can't lose Marcus. He is the love of my life. Bye baby."
I went to the land line and called Marcus again.
"You need to hear this" I said when I got him on the line."
I played the voice mail for him and said, "I hope that helps" and broke the connection.
My last call was to Tash.
She knew who the call was from when she saw the number on her screen.
"I can't talk to you White Boy. I have to break it off clean."
"That's the reason I'm calling Tash. According to the rules of the fantasy game that you play with Marcus either party involved in the fantasy can be the one to call it off. Also the other night you told me that you would never be the one to end it and that it would have to be me that did it. This is my official notice to you Mrs. Williams that I will no longer participate in your fantasy. Goodbye."
I no sooner hung up from that call when my cell rang. It was Pam.
"Mark is leaving town for three days and I miss you. Can you drop by?"
"I don't think so Pam. You are a very lovely and sexy lady, but twice now Mark's unexpected return almost nailed us. I don't want it to be three strikes and you're out. I'll miss you sweetie, but I think it is for the best. Bye."
How's that for a devastating weekend? Four of my harem gone in the space of forty-eight hours.
Oh well. At least I still had a few even if none of them could really be considered mine.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and the atmosphere was charged since spring break was only a week away. I ate alone at lunch time and work was supposed to be another week in the office. I checked in with Marge and she sent me to the basement to pull old files and I was not surprised when she joined me half an hour later.



"I know I'm going to see you tonight, but your mom missed our lunch date and I'm horny. I need just a touch to get me to tonight."
I ate her to orgasm and she left. The door to the playroom might as well have been a revolving door because she was no sooner through it that Tina walked into the room. As she walked toward me she was taking off her sweater.
"I hope to make my final fling last until just before the wedding. You are going to help me aren't you?"
I was going to say no? Tina was another one who loved and wanted oral and anal, but she liked having her pussy filled also. I gave her all three and as she was leaving Andrea came into the room.
"I don't have much time, but I'll suck you off if you will eat my pussy."
She was on me before I had a chance to tell her that my dick had just come out of Tina's ass. She sucked on it for several seconds and then took her mouth off of me long enough to say, "Tina's pussy tastes a little strange" and then she went back to sucking while I went after her beaver. We got each other off and then she left and thank God no one else showed up. I did have to get some work done."
Just like school was school it was getting to the point where I could describe my Monday nights as mom and Marge were mom and Marge. Not that I didn't enjoy the hell out of what we did, but it was like every day of class – repetitious. There are only so many combinations that two women and one guy can get into. And as usual the two of them were no where near quitting when I was too pooped to pop.
Who could have imagined that my father's wife and my father's girlfriend could be so into each other? For that matter who in the hell could imagine that I would be a part of it?
+++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch Nancy joined me and invited me to play the friends with benefits game with her that night and I of course refused. Yeah! Right!
At work it was Gloria and Tina and I forgot what it was that I was supposed to be doing work wise.
I picked Nancy up at six-thirty and took her to Duke's Steakhouse and fed her before taking her to the arcade to play games and let the food settle. Then a trip to the Starlight where it was an evening of pussy, mouth and ass. I took her home and she thanked me for a fun time.
Wednesday the mouth alarm got me up and since I didn't have to go to the library for anything I played with mom right up until it was time to go to work. I was surprised that she didn't cut me off and tell me she had a lunch date with Marge. When I mentioned it she told me that Marge had other things to do that day.
At work I went to check in with Marge and she wasn't there. Tina and Gloria were there though. I couldn't get over how much Tina loved to have her butt fucked. Three times during the course of my shift. Gloria just wanted straight fucking and some sixty-nine. Just before quitting time Andrea told me that her hubby was leaving on a five day run in the morning and she invited me to follow her home and spend at least one night with her although she did say she would prefer Thursday, Friday and Saturday. I told her I couldn't promise her all three days, but she could have Thursday and Friday.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
For once Marcus wasn't sitting with Mary when I got there. She was naked on the couch and waiting so I stripped as soon as I got there and took her bent over the back of her couch. Once I had gotten us both off we went upstairs where I was surprised to find three women servicing the eleven guys. Mom, Gail – and Marge!
"I told her about over lunch last week" mom whispered in my ear as I was fucking her "and she finally decided that she wanted to try it. Look at the slut go!"
I watched Marge go and I wondered about it. What was it about the women that I hooked up with that they for the most part cheated on their husbands and boyfriends? Was it me? Was there something about me that made them cheat? Pam, Shelly, Tash, Andrea and my mom cheated on their husbands. Gail and Tina cheated on their boyfriends. Marge in a way was cheating on my father. Or was it something in me that drew me to cheaters?
Did I really care?
Fuck no. Pussy was pussy!
When mom finally had to call it quits I was done too. Marcus followed her out as usual and I was waiting for him when he came back in.
"Do any good?"
"No. Just the usual. Loves fucking me, but will only do it here."
"Things any better on the home front? If it helps I've cut all ties with the females in your family."
"What really helped was playing that voicemail for me. Thank you for that."
"If I can do anything else to help let me know."
Bobby?"
"What?"
"To answer a question you asked a while back. I could stand a white son in law."
"Good luck in finding one. It won't be me. No way could I stay away from my mother in law."
He smiled, offered me a 'fist bump' and I took it and went on home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
School was school and everyone was excited by the coming of spring break. All around me people talking about where they were going to go and what they were going to do when they got there. I was envious of them. All spring break meant to me was that I would go to work fulltime for the two weeks.
No one joined me at lunch and at work there were no trips to the basement.
At quitting time I followed Andrea home. We were on the bed three minutes after walking in her door. She sucked me and then I ate her and then we fucked. We went sixty-nine and then I took her ass. A wash job followed by a light snack in the kitchen was followed by some head to get me hard again and then Andrea moved into the doggie position and smiled at me as she said:
"You know where I want it most."
I did and I slid my hard cock in her ass. I was fucking her hard when I heard:
"You motherfucker!" and in the half second between his words and the pain that I felt on the side of my head I had the silly thought "How does he know that?"
I took the blow on the right side of my head so I rolled left and off the bed. I came to my feet just in time to meet his charge. It was no contest. He had at least five inches in height and sixty pounds in weight on me and when he hit me like a linebacker taking on a running back I went down. He was quickly on his feet and I saw the kick coming at my crotch just in time to roll and take it on my thigh.
I was in deep shit and I knew it and I was frantically trying to scramble away from him and get up. I managed to get to my knees and I saw his foot draw back prior to another kick when suddenly he fell to the floor and I saw Andrea standing there with a table lamp in her hands. She put the lamp down and ran over to the closet and I got to my feet and reached for my clothes.
"Forget your clothes" she said a she tossed me a handful of ties. "Tie him up with those."
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As I watched the flashing red lights in my mirror I wondered what I had to look forward to. It wasn't, at least to me, natural that Andrea's husband would tell me to get out of there. He was the wronged husband and he was supposed to want to do me bodily harm and God knows that was his intent before Andrea put him down with the table lamp.
Why did he tell me to get out instead of giving me up to the authorities when they showed up? Could it be that it was because he felt he could get at me easier if I wasn't in jail? It just didn't make sense to me, but then neither did Andrea's actions. Tie him up and take gay type pictures to use as blackmail? She told me that she loved him to pieces and the only reason she was playing with me was because she couldn't get oral and anal from him. She loved him and she was willing to let me stick my dick up his ass? That just did not compute.
What if he changed his mind about saying he tripped? What were my parents going to think when the cops showed up to haul me off? Would dad be pissed off enough at me for getting involved with one of my coworkers that he wouldn't even go my bail?
I did not sleep all that well when I got home and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
There had been no night time knocks on the door and I didn't see a police car sitting outside when I got up so I ate the breakfast mom fixed for me and got ready to head to school. Mom stopped me and said:
"Make sure that you come home tonight motherfucker."
I gave her a weak smile and said I would. As I drove to school I was hoping that I would be able to go home that night and not be in a jail cell somewhere.
School was school with one major difference. Every time the classroom door opened I looked up expecting to see someone dressed in blue coming in and looking for me.
At lunch time I took a seat and kept one eye on the door to the cafeteria not that it would do me any good. I couldn't run anyway. I did see Vonda come through the serving line and she saw me and gave me a small smile and a little wave before going and sitting down on the other side of the room.
I saw Nancy and she waved at me and she also sat on the other side of the room. I had expected it from Vonda, but why would Nancy avoid me? Did she know something and didn't want to be around me when whatever it was happened?
Was I being paranoid? Then I remembered the old saying. "Just because you are paranoid it doesn't mean that they aren't out to get you."
I did have someone join me. Gail. She sat down without asking and then said:
"Okay Bobby; how do you want to play this?"
"Play what?"
"Nat doesn't know that you have kicked me to the curb and she keeps calling me so that I can let her know where you are. She is going to call you and tell you that she is held up and won't be home until the morning. I'm supposed to get you to take me out tonight since she won't be here and then let her know where we will be so she will know where to find you."
"We don't need to play it Gail. Just tell her the truth and let her hunt. I won't be all that hard to find."
"That's not why I'm here Bobby. You need to be with me when she finds you. You don't need Nancy or whoever it is that you are out with tonight being embarrassed when you are ambushed by Nat. If you are out with me she won't go off on me because she thinks I'm on her side. Also, if you want, I'll take the heat. I'll tell her I've dumped Tom and that I'm taking you away from her because you don't need a serial cheater like her in your life. That will make her concentrate on me while you go off with some other dolly."
"Why would you do that?"
"If you have to ask that Mr. Marchant you wouldn't understand the answer."
"I guess I have been kind of hard on you haven't I."
"I deserve it. I was stupid and unlike some other things there is no cure for stupid. I honestly thought you were overreacting where the wimp thing was concerned. I thought if I kept quiet it would go away. I never thought that you would actually go after Terrell because I honestly didn't see the need. Anyway; I just wanted you to know that I've got your back if you want me there."
I sat there and thought for a bit and then said, "Where would you like to have this confrontation?"
"Honestly? On a bed at the Starlight, but I guess that would be asking too much. We need to do it where we won't disrupt the evening for other people so I would suggest we use the old standby. Let's do it at Harry's."
"Tell her that I'm going to pick you up after work and go for burgers and fries and then maybe go to the arcade or Skate City. Tell her that we should be getting to Harry's about six-thirty."
"How do you want to handle it?"
"I haven't a clue. Take it as it comes. Just follow my lead and we will see what happens. The only guarantees are that we are done and this time it is for good."
At work I checked in with Marge and she told me to go see my dad. In all the time I had worked there I had never, not even once, been to my father's office. Naturally my thoughts were "Now what the fuck have I done!" On the way to his office I looked around and I didn't see Andrea and I wondered if that had something to do with the summons. Then I thought it couldn't be bad because I was tight enough with Marge that she would have clued me in. Wouldn't she? I turned around and went back to the west windows and looked out. I didn't see any police cars. Not even one that looked like an unmarked one.
I knocked twice on the office door and heard "Come" from inside and so I opened the door and walked in. Dad was on the phone and he pointed at a chair and I sat. He didn't look at me while he talked and the longer he was on the phone the antsier I got. Finally he hung up the phone and turned to look at me. He was silent, almost like he was contemplating something and then he said:
"I've been hearing things about you."
My immediate thought was "Oh fuck me!"
But then he went on to say, "All the departments you have worked in have nothing but good to say about you. As you will remember I talked to you about what I was going to have you doing over your spring break, but I've decided to change it. I'm going to put you on the second shift. I've all ready told you about the building loyalty thing and what I want, what I'm hoping for really, is that you will form a tighter bond with them.
"I'm not worried about our older employees since you have been around them since you were twelve and have spent your summers working with them. They all ready see you as a little kid brother so their loyalty to me and the company will transfer to you almost automatically. I want the Johnson people to develop that same loyalty and to seamlessly merge into the company and I see putting you with them as the way to go about it. Any questions?"
I smiled at him and said, "Just make sure that I get the swing shift premium on my check while I'm on second shift."
"Get out of here. Take the rest of the day off and don't bother punching out. I'll take care of it."
Not bad news really I thought as I left his office, but it was damned sure going to fuck up my love life. On second shift I wasn't going to be able to use the playroom or have access to any of my harem with the possible exception of mom. Tina, Shelly, Gloria and Marge would be at work while I was off and be off while I was working. I didn't include Andrea on the list because I had no fucking idea where that would be going.
Mary would maybe be available during the day. I knew that Nancy had plans to go to Panama City and was leaving right after her last class, Vonda was history and Natasha was going to be history in another six hours. I also knew that the girls who had given me their numbers the night I took Vonda dancing where going out of town for the break so I guessed I was going to have a dry spell for a while. Then I had to laugh at myself. I was one spoiled nineteen year old. Here I was thinking that a two week dry spell was going to be hell when most guys my age were still trying to get their first piece.
I stopped by and asked Marge if she wanted to try and fit me in over the weekend since it would be at least two weeks before I could see her once I started work Monday.
"What's wrong with tonight?"
"I have a rather distasteful chore to take care of and then I promised mom I'd be home."
"Doesn't that slut realize that she has to share?"
"Oh no you don't. I'm not getting in the middle here."
She laughed and said, "I know what you will be doing until your father gets home so why don't you call me around four and we will see what we can work out."
I went out into the office and gathered together Shelly, Gloria and Tina. I asked where Andrea was and Shelly told me that she had called in sick. I told the three of them what was going to happen for the next to weeks and told them that I'd miss them. Tina said:
"You don't have to start missing us until Monday." She turned to the other two and said, "Rock, paper, scissors to see who goes first okay?"
Gloria was first and all she wanted was some oral and a straight fuck. Shelly was next and she wanted sixty-nine and her ass fucked. Tina was last and she wanted all three and she ended up getting anal twice. All three waved goodbye to me as I walked out the door.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Being paranoid pays off at times. I don't ever remember watching my rear view before to see if any one was following me, but the paranoia now had me looking and so I spotted the white van that pulled away from the curb and followed me when I pulled out of the plant parking lot. I slowed down so that it had to close on me and I got a look at the driver. It was Andrea's husband. I could run, but I couldn't hide, at least not forever, so I put on my turn signal and pulled over to the curb. I got out of the car and walked back to the van that had pulled in behind me and when I got there he had his window down.
"Here or some place more private?"
He had a bandage wrapped around his head, but I figured that he must be okay since he was driving. He gave a little chuckle and said:
"You got balls kid; I'll give you that. Here is fine. Get in."
"Get in? There isn't room in there to fight. Granted that it won't be much of a fight, but I'm not going to just stand there and let you wail on me."
"There isn't going to be a fight. Just get in."
I got in and he got right to it.
"Why were you fucking my wife?"
"I think you should get that from her."
"I can't. She took off and I can't find her. When I do find her I'm going to need to know how to handle things. Since I can't get the information from her I need to get it from you. It is a simple question. Why were you fucking my wife?"
"Don't blow up on me here okay? It is going to sound like I'm smart mouthing, but I'm not. I was fucking her because she asked me to. She asked me to and she is a stone fox so I said okay."
"There has to be more to it than that."
"Of course there is, but that is the bottom line. I was asked and so I did."
"Can you give me a little more to go on?"
"It was a combination of things and I don't know what came first. The two things -- no -- the three things that had the most bearing on the situation were her losing her job at Johnson Brothers and then being hired by my dad's company."
"You're the kid who talked your dad into hiring all those people?"
By then I had just learned to accept it and I nodded my head and said:
The third thing is that Andrea was out either running or hiking in Paint Brush Park and she saw my girlfriend giving me head behind a bush."
"That was you?"
Again I nodded a yes.
"Andrea recognized me at work and started teasing me about it. She figured that because I was a kid she could push my buttons and get away with it, but I teased her back. She asked me if I gave as good as I got and I told her I gave the best head in the state. She told me I was bullshitting her and I laughed and said that I was willing to prove it. Bottom line is that she told me she loved getting and giving and she told me she would give me a thank you blow job for talking my dad into putting on a second shift and getting her back to work so that you wouldn't lose your house.
"I told her no way. I told her that if she went down on me she had to let me go down on her. Bear in mind her that she thought I was bullshitting her when I told her that I ate pussy so she called what she thought was my bluff. I surprised the hell out of her and I ate her and gave her an orgasm doing it. Then she told me that you were great in the sack, but you didn't do oral and she told me that if I would settle for just oral with her she would blow me every time I went down on her. After a month of that she asked me how I felt about anal and I told her I loved it. She said that she couldn't get that from you either and as long as I understood that her pussy was yours and yours alone she would give me what you wouldn't take. That's it. That's the whole story."
"How long has it been going on?"
"Maybe twice a week since the day she hired in. Usually at work during break times or after work on days when you were on the road. Last night was only the second time she brought me home with her. The only reason that she brought me home yesterday was she was pissed at you because you wouldn't do something that she wanted you to do and she had decided that since you didn't love her enough to do what she wanted she was just going to say "Fuck it."
"She felt that strongly about it?"
"So it seemed. Again, I just come when I'm called. No guy my age is going to turn down a woman like Andrea. I have no insights into her. All I am to her is an instrument she uses to get what she feels she needs."
"Why did you face her down last night?"
"Because what she wanted to do wasn't right. I can't think of anything that could have been more humiliating than what she wanted to do and there was no way I was going to be apart of it. You were justified in your anger at me. I was fucking your wife and you had every right to want to do me bodily harm. I'm glad she hit you with that lamp because I was sure you were going to kill me, but I got really pissed at her when she didn't want to call 911. I don't know much about that kind of thing, but it looked pretty bad to me and it was bleeding pretty fast."
"It looked a lot worse that it was. The medic's told me that your ice pack did slow the bleeding down. I got five stitches out of it, but nothing was broken."
"Why were you so willing to take the blame? Why did you tell her to get out and that you would take the heat when the EMT guys and maybe even the cops showed up?"
"I don't know if you will understand this or not. I don't know you, but I do know quite a bit about you. Andrea talks about you a lot. After what you saw you may doubt it, but she does love you and the way she talks about you makes me think that she thinks you could walk on water if you wanted to. The Andrea that was running around with that camera was not the Andrea I know. My guess is that she lost it when she saw you seeing her with me. She panicked and wasn't thinking straight. From what I got out of her ravings was that she thought she could use the pictures to blackmail you into not leaving her. I tried to protect her because it was my fault that we were there to begin with."
"Your fault? How do you figure that?"
"She was married and I knew it and I should have stayed away. I knew that screwing another man's wife was wrong, but I did it anyway. I didn't chase after her, but I should have said no when she asked me to help her out. But in my defense what nineteen year old is going to say no to pussy? What now?"
"You go your way and I'll go mine. I have no idea how things are going to go with Andrea. Unfortunately I love the cunt, but I don't know if it is enough to get us by this. I would appreciate it if you would stay away from her while we try to work things out. Did she say anything to you at work?"
"She wasn't there. She called in sick."
He shrugged and then surprisingly he offered me his hand and I shook it and then I got out of his van, got in my car and went to get ready to face Natasha.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked up Gail and drove over to Harry's. We got there at five after six which gave us time to eat before being approached by Natasha.
She had called my cell maybe twenty-five times during the week and I hadn't taken any of her calls or returned any of the missed messages. Gloria was facing the door and she said: "Here she comes and she is not smiling."
Natasha walked up and looked at me and asked, "Where in the hell have you been?"
"Right here. Going to school and going to work. Same as always."
"Why haven't you been taking my calls?"
"Because I don't want to talk to you. That's two easy questions in a row Natasha. When are you going to give me a hard one?"
"Okay. Why didn't you want to talk to me?"
"Another easy one. Because you have nothing that I want to hear and I have nothing that I want to say."
"Can we cut through the crap and just tell me what is going on?"
"Simple. When we sat down and put things back together I made it absolutely clear that Eddie Wooters was persona non grata. I told you that if you so much as even looked in his direction and I found out you would be history. I got a phone call from a friend and was told that you were sitting with him in a place called Gina's."
"Jesus fucking Christ Bobby. Is that all this is? Why the fuck didn't you talk to me when I called? I could have explained it and save all this bother. I got a call from Eddie asking me to meet him at Gina's. He said that he needed me to get a message to you. I met him at Gina's and I wasn't with him for more that two or three minutes. What it was was that he is scared to come home on weekends now. Your friends told him that if he gave you the least bit of trouble they would bury his body out in the woods.
"They scared him to death Bobby. He wanted me to tell you that he will never bother you again and would you please tell your friends to cut him some slack when they see him around. You are bound to cross paths and he doesn't want any misunderstandings."
She smiled and said, "Now can we go somewhere and make up?"
"I don't know. Have you got something from a doctor or a lab saying that you are disease free?"
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"It means that you are fucking other guys and I want to be careful."
"In the first place I am not fucking other guys. I'm dating, but I'm coming home to get what I need."
"You telling me that when you stay up there and work projects on weekends you aren't fucking?"
"What the hell gave you that idea?"
"What you did in room 116 with the driver of the Mustang convertible that had plate 642 DKC on it."
"I don't know who told you that, but they are lying to you."
"My eyes lying to me? No. Oh no. They would never do that to me."
"What are you saying?"
"Ten minutes after I got the call about you ands Wooters I got your call saying that you had to stay the weekend. I got suspicious and drove up there to check things out. I was watching your dorm when you came out with your little over-night bag, got in the Mustang and leaned over and gave the guy one scorcher of a kiss. I followed you to the Comfort Inn, watched you check in and then go across the street to eat. When you came back and went into room 116 I went up to the desk and rented room 118 and then using a glass as an amplifier on the connecting door I listened as you and the guy you were with fucked. You know what I heard using that glass? The reason that you all of a sudden wanted to do anal every time we got together
"Our deal was that no questions would be asked about whatever went on during the week, but the weekends were mine. I didn't get my weekend Natasha. You gave it to driver of that Mustang. We are history Natasha and it is all on you."



I stood up and said to Gail, "Since you dumped Tom and I've just shed Natasha would you like to see if we might have a future together?"
"You mean it? W can do something besides just go out on hand holding dates?"
"I'm willing if you are."
"Then why don't we get the hell out of here and see if we can find something interesting to do."
She stood up and we walked out leaving Natasha standing there staring at our backs.
++++++++++++++++++++++
As we left Gail said, "We need to get over to the Starlight and get checked in."
"Why?"
"Because Nat isn't going to believe or accept what just happened. She just knows that you are hers and that you really didn't mean what you said. To her all it is is that you are pissed and blowing off steam and that you will get over it. As far as she is concerned you agreed that she could play while she was away so she will eventually be able to convince you that it wasn't really the problem that you thought.
"But she is going to remember the time I told her that if I didn't have Tommy I would have gone for you. Believe me sweetie when I tell you that I am the one girl that she is most afraid of. She wasn't worried about Pauline or any other girl you dated because she always felt that she would get you back from them, but she isn't sure that she could get you back from me. She will drive by the Starlight to see if your car is there. I can guarantee it."
"You really think so?"
"I'd bet money on it. If we get over there right now we might even get lucky enough to have her see us go into the room together."
"What the hell" I thought, "If it will help drive home the fact that I'm done with her then I should do it."
We got in the Impala and as we were pulling out of the parking lot Gail, who was looking over the seat back, chuckled and said:
"She is in her car and following us."
I got to the Starlight and went in the office to check in and when I came back Gail told me that Natasha was parked across the street at the Conoco station watching. We went into the room and Gail peaked out through a gap in the curtains.
"She is still there. Probably waiting to see how long we stay."
Gail went to use the bathroom and I turned on the TV and settled in to kill time. I was jumping channels when a completely naked Gail came out of the bathroom.
"What are you doing?
"What? You are smart enough to be a college student and you can't figure it out?"
"We didn't come here to do this."
"Maybe you didn't, but I sure did. No need to let a perfectly good motel room go to waste."
"I don't want to Gail."
"Bullshit! I know you Bobby and there ain't no way that with me standing here naked you don't have a stiffie."
She was right, but I was still pissed at her for what she had pulled with Terrell. Almost like she was reading my mind she said:
"I know that you aren't happy with me Bobby, but you like to bump pelvic bones as much as I do. Just fuck me hard while thinking "Take that bitch. This'll teach you." Just pound me Bobby. Punish me" she said as she reached for the buttons on my shirt.
I don't know about the punishment, but I do know that I was the one staggering on the way out to the car. And Natasha was gone from the Conoco station."
+++++++++++++++++
I got five hours sleep before my alarm mouth woke me up. It was a typical motherfucker/cocksucker Saturday with the exception of my not having to leave early to pick up Natasha.
Baby's cocksucker woke motherfucker with her mouth and then rode me cowgirl until I rolled her and got us both off in the missionary position. Sixty-nine and then anal followed by a cock wash and a dick hardening suck to get me to where I could do her doggie. More sixty-nine and another dirt road trip followed by a shower, breakfast and then a repeat of the morning.
We were in the usual bent over the back of the couch situation when dad pulled into the driveway only this time the timing sucked. I was close, but not close enough to get off before dad walked in the door. We broke and mom headed for the kitchen and I went up to my room.
I called Marge on my cell and she told me that if I would feed her she might see her way clear to keep me busy for the rest of the night.
I took her to Duke's Steakhouse and when we were seated I noticed Marcus, Tash, and Vonda sitting on the other side of the room. Marcus saw me and gave me a smile and a thumbs up and I don't know if it was his way of saying hi, saying things were fixed with his wife or he was giving his approval of my being with Marge. Marge saw where I was looking and she said:
"Oh shit! He's one of the guys from Wednesday night."
"Don't sweat it. He's with his wife and daughter and he's a cool guy anyway."
Tash caught my eye when I was looking that way and hurriedly turned her head. Vonda on the other hand gave me a nasty look. I didn't understand that. She was the one who told me to take a hike and not the other way around.
When we finished eating Marge asked what next and I told her that I was going to use her to make me look like a stud.
"You are a stud."
"Maybe to you, but there are a lot of others who don't think so. I want to tweak some noses. Let them see me with an older woman who just happens to be a stone fox."
"Not only a stud, but a silver tongued devil too."
I took her to the teen club and wouldn't you just know that we ended up sitting at a table with Phil Reed and seven other old classmates of mine. Marge helped me blow them away. Our dirty dancing was just a few silly millimeters short of being actual sex out on the dance floor.
Marge danced with all the guys at the table and I danced with all the girls and naturally when Marge went to use the ladies room Phil was after me again trying to find out my secret. I just could not get him to buy the 'aura' story.
When we left the club Marge laughed and told me that my stock as a stud was at an all time high.
"One of the three of the girls who were in the ladies room with me asked me straight out what a woman like me was doing with a young guy like you and I told them it was because my husband wasn't worth a fuck in bed, but you were fantastic. I even hinted that I was going to leave my hubby for you. I'll bet you at least one of them is going to try and steal you away from me."
On the ride back to her place she asked me what I had done with mom until dad got home. I told her and she told me that she wanted to duplicate what mom and I had done. When Marge finished with me I fell asleep exhausted. I woke up to the smell of bacon frying and I pulled on my boxers and went out to the kitchen. She saw me walk in to the room and pointed at the coffee pot. I got a cup and sat down at the table.
"I figured that I'd better feed you if I was going to spend the day fucking you. You need to build up your strength if you are going to do me any good."
"I guess I'd better. If I'm going to get enough to hold me for two weeks I'd better take some vitamins. You got any?"
"Why do you think you will be going two weeks without? Swing shift doesn't start until four. You come in at two-thirty or three and take care of business."
I hadn't thought of that. It would work. Fuck yeah! It would work!
When I got home I thought that I was going to have to use my cell to call mom and have her come out and help me into the house. Marge didn't leave me with much. I was glad that I didn't have to get up the next day to go to school and could sleep in.
+++++++++++++++++
That was a laugh. The sleeping in part. I didn't have to get up, but my alarm mouth didn't see it that way.
"Wakey wakey motherfucker. You have to take care of mommy now since you won't be there to do it tonight."
It was a Monday morning replay of motherfuckers and cocksuckers Saturday. Mom called it quits around eleven so she could have lunch with Marge and I took advantage of the free hours I had until swing shift started to go something I hadn't done in a while. I went for a run. I was so out of shape that I was huffing and puffing before the run was half over. I made up my mind to get back in the grove.
Just before leaving for work I turned my phone on to check for messages. I had turned it off when Gail and I left Harry's because I knew that Natasha would start calling and I wasn't going to talk to her. I turned it on at three on Sunday and found eleven missed messages and five voicemails from Natasha and I deleted them all and then turned the phone back off.
This time there were ten and five so I deleted them and turned the phone back off. The only reason I turned the phone on at all was to check and see if there was anything from Andrea. I was worried about her.
I checked in with Marge when I got to work at two-thirty and she told me that she would see me in the basement in a minute or so. It was more like ten, but who was counting?
"I can't stay long. Your father and I have a meeting at Argus at four at the Hilton and knowing your father as well as I do he will get us a room and rip off a quick one for luck before the meeting. The evil in me wants two things. Give daddy your sloppy seconds and have the juices of both of her men in me when Madge goes down on me tonight."
"I thought you liked her?"
"She knows stud. I talked to her at lunch and told her what I planned on doing and she said she couldn't wait. God but she is such a slut."
"What was it that I heard somewhere? Something about pots and kettles? Something about one calling the other black?"
"Oh get off of it! Yes we both are sluts and you fucking love it."
I sent her off with a present for dad and just before she left she asked who I wanted next.
"It doesn't work that way. It's whoever who wants to come down and there is no guarantee that anyone of them will want to."
"You are a stud Robert, but you are also totally clueless. There isn't one of those sluts who wouldn't move you into their spare bedroom if they could get away with it. They are probably upstairs arm wrestling to see who gets to be next."
The next was a total surprise. It was Andrea.
"I can't stay Bobby. I shouldn't even get anywhere near you, but I needed to thank you for what you did. I panicked and was going to do some really stupid shit. Thank God you stopped me. I don't know how things are going to work out for us, but Dennis and I are at least talking. I owe you another one Bobby" and she leaned over and kissed me, said "I'll miss you" and then she left.
When I told her to get dressed and get out on Thursday night I hadn't expected to ever enjoy her again, but it was still a bummer to hear it from her. She was no sooner out the door when Shelly came in. It was almost like she had been standing outside waiting. It turned out that she was.
"She told me all about it Bobby. You really liked her didn't you?"
"I did. I do."
"Nurse Shelly is here to cheer the patient up. She asked me to be especially nice to you and I promised that I would be."
She was and it was an extremely satisfied Bobby that started his first swing shift.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a busy evening for me. Ben Kotlartz, the shift supervisor (and whom I'd been calling "Uncle Ben" since I was six) used me as relief and I rotated through the positions on the production line.
The production line never stopped. There were four regular relievers (besides me) and their job was to cover positions on the line when men had to go take a leak, go on their ten minute breaks and take their half hour lunch breaks. I had a pretty good idea of how things ran by the end of the shift.
Monday was pretty much the way the rest of the week went for me. The alarm mouth wake up followed by trying to keep mom happy until two and then off to work. The 'playroom' until ten to four and then the production line until twelve thirty. By the end of the week I knew every job on the line, but then that was the reason that I was there right?
As far as my love life (sex life?) was concerned I was doing okay. Tuesday was Marge and Gloria. Wednesday was Shelly and Tina. Thursday was Gloria and Tina and Friday was Marge and Shelly. Shelly sure did like to go into her weekend's well butt fucked.
As far as work was concerned it was turning out as my dad had hoped. During my breaks and lunch period I met and got acquainted with the guys on the shift. On Wednesday a support leg for a six roller segment of the west conveyor broke and threatened to cause a back up. I hurried over to the machine shop and got the Miller 251 and welded the support leg back in place and established some credibility with the guys on the shift.
It was on my lunch period that I really bonded with some of the guys. Jared was moaning that it sucked not being able to play double pinochle any more. The guy that made up the fourth was one of the few who decided to move when he lost his job at Johnson Brothers. I played the game and wasn't bad at it and so I said I'd play if they wanted. They did and that is how I spent every lunch break for the next two weeks. As we played we talked and I ended up being very good friends with Jared, Archie and Max. So good in fact that I was invited to a barbecue at Archie's house on Sunday.
+++++++++++++++++
My Saturday was no different than the previous Saturdays and mom kept me busy until ten minutes before dad was expected to be home. She went off to shower and douche and I wisely declined when she invited me to join her.
I dressed and decided to go out and see if I could find someone to bum around with. I was just backing out the drive when my cell phone hollered at me. I hadn't had anything from Natasha for a couple of days so I started leaving it on. I flipped it open (No Virginia, I do not have a fancy I Phone, just an ordinary cell) and I saw from the screen that it was Mary.
"I missed you on Wednesday."
"Sorry, but I'm working afternoons for two weeks."
"I know, but that means that your days are free so why haven't you called me or stopped by?"
"No excuse sexy lady; no excuse at all."
"Do you have any plans for tonight?"
"Nothing planned."
"I could use some company."
"Why? Why is a lady as sexy as you are sitting at home on a Saturday night instead of being out on a date?"
"Oh I get asked out, but at the end of the date all they want to do is fuck me."
I laughed at that and told her that I could be there in ten and she told me that I knew where to find her. I did indeed know and we never left that bedroom until ten the next morning.
Mary fixed us breakfast after our morning wake up and shower and as we ate I asked her if she would like to go to Archie's barbecue with me.
"I don't think that that would be a good idea."
"Why not?"
"Because of the age gap. You don't really want to be seen with an old hag like me."
"That is absolute horseshit and you know it. I'd move in with you this very afternoon if you would let me."
"I don't believe that your mother would approve."
"So what? What is she going to do, cut me off? I'd still have you and we both know that you could pick up the slack."
"It is a lovely idea baby, but outside of sex we have no common interests. I told you before and I'll tell you again. You need to be with Gail. She wants you and you already know that the two of you get along good together. Besides; why would you want to tie yourself to a slut like me? You already know, or at least you should, that I'm not a one man woman. I wouldn't give up my Wednesday gangbangs and there are a couple of guys that I see on a fairly regular basis. You don't need a slut like me for a steady girlfriend. Go with Gail."
"You are not making sense here. You tell me that I don't need a slut like you and should go with Gail. In case you have forgotten it Gail IS a slut just like you. Or have you forgotten that she lies on the bed next you at your gangbangs?"
"But she would give it up for a steady guy."
"I doubt that. She likes threesomes too much. She had Tommy and me doing them with her before he left. She is as big a slut as you say you are. Besides, I happen to like older sluts. You, mom and Marge are proof of that."
"You left out Pam."
"What?"
"Oh don't try to act surprised. We are sisters you know. Very close sisters and we share secrets. She was very upset when you dropped her."
"Did she tell you why?"
"Yes she did, but there are ways to work around things like that."
"I didn't want to go there so I said that I needed to be going if I was going to have enough time to go home and change clothes and get to the barbecue.
"I'll see you Monday morning right?"
"Maybe. I have things to do first thing in the morning, but I can maybe be here around noon."
"Just make sure that the 'thing' you have to do in the morning leaves enough for me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got to Archie's at two and there were already about thirty people there. All of them second shifters with their wives, girlfriends and families.
"No fate?" Archie asked me as he walked me over to the keg and got me a glass.
"Broke up with my girl last week and haven't had the time to find another."
He walked me over to good looking busty redhead and introduced me to his wife Evangelina and she surprised the hell out of me and hugged me and gave me a kiss on the mouth.
"Thank you" she said and I knew better than to ask what for. Archie laughed and said:
"If my daughter Becky tries that push her away. I can control Vangie, but I lost control of Becky about the time she turned six."
I was walked around and introduced to the wives and families of the other guys and got three more kisses and a thank you very much along with a little razzing from the guys whose wives kissed me.
After a bit I noticed that Archie was spending his time on the grill and since I was dateless I volunteered to take his place so he could mingle with his friends. He argued that I was a guest and he wouldn't feel right so I just grabbed the spatula out of his hand and told him to beat it.
Maybe five minutes later as I was placing some hamburger patties on the grill a voice from behind me said:
"Hey mister; you wanna go some place and fuck?"
I turned and found Carol standing there."
"What are you doing here?"
"My Uncle Archie invited me. How is it that you are here and doing the cooking."
"I work with Archie and he invited me. I saw that he was tied to the grill and since I came without a date I volunteered to free him up so he could spend time with his guests."
"No date huh? Got any plans for later?"
"Not a one."
"You do know. I would like to pick up where we left off the last time I saw you. How about you?"
"Sounds like a plan to me."
She wandered off to visit and I went back to flipping burgers. Evangeline brought me a fresh beer and she had a girl with her.
"I'd like to introduce you to my daughter" and before she could go any farther her daughter said:
"Hi Bobby."
"How you doing sweetstuff?"
"You know each other?"
"Becky turned me down for the first time in the eighth grade."
"The first time?"
"And every other time all the way up to the eleventh grade when she started going steady with Paul Salmons."
"Well then I guess I'll leave the two of you to catch on things."
She left us and Becky said, "You sure seem to be a popular guy around these parts."
"Too bad I couldn't have been as popular in school."
"There wasn't anything wrong with your popularity Bob; I just wasn't interested in you. I was into the ball guys. Foot, base and basket and I had no interest in runners and swimmers. But that said I've grown up a bit since then."
Carol came up to us and said, "Hey slut! Get the hell away from my man!"
Becky looked at me and then laughed. "You and my skanky cousin? Well maybe I'm interested in you after all."
"You stay away from him or I'll cut your tits off you cunt!"



"Slut!" said Becky.
"Whore" said Carol.
"Cum dump!"
"Fuck pig!"
Becky laughed and said, "At least we know who we are" and the two of them hugged.
"Don't forget later" Carol said as she and Becky walked off together.
Jared showed up and introduced me to his wife Alice and daughter Megan. Alice was another hugger and kisser and after a "Thank you" she and Jared moved off leaving me with Megan.
"I'd kiss you too, but I'd probably get hollered at."
"Did you get hollered at last time?"
"No, but then it was dark and the others were on their way into the restaurant and didn't see me do it. I can't do it here because every one is watching you. You are the man of the hour."
"It was only a quick peck last time. I need a real kiss to see if you are going to be the one I marry or at least get you on the list" I said teasing her.
"I'm years away from even thinking about things like that. I have to finish college first and then live a little before I even start to think of things like marriage."
"Oh well; my loss."
"Didn't have to be. Other seniors dated tenth grade girls. You could have too. You might have been able to lock me in before I started thinking college and career."
She moved off and I went back to flipping burgers.
Around eight Carol came up and told me that she was ready to go. I circulated and said my goodbyes and then we headed out the door. When we got to the car I got the door for her, but before I could close it she said:
"Hold on. We have to give her time to sneak out the back door."
"Give who time?"
"Becky."
"Just for shits and grins would you care to clue me in?"
"Becky is going with us."
"I don't think so. Not if she has to sneak out to do it. I like Archie and I have not intention of getting on the bad side of him."
"I shouldn't have said 'sneaking out' because that really isn't what it is. She just doesn't want to be seen leaving with me because I'm considered a bad influence on her."
"Are you?"
"God no! She's the bad influence. I was sweet, young and innocent until she got me gangbanged by a bunch of basketball players."
I wondered what it was with basketball players and gangbangs. Happened to my mom too.
"So just why is Becky coming with us?"
"I told her how good you are at eating pussy."
"So I'm just going to be a piece of meat for the two of you to play with tonight?"
"Worse things could happen to you."
"If you and Becky were pulling trains how come I never heard about it?"
"Becky is a class A slut, but she is a smart slut. She told them all that if even a whisper of what she was doing with them got out they were all cut off. Not just the one who whispered, but every last one of them. They didn't want that to happen so they policed themselves. As a group they decided that they would all rip the ass off whoever fucked it up for them. I guess it worked."
"It just seems strange to me that after all these years Becky is coming after me when she wouldn't have anything to do with me all through school."
"Nothing strange about it at all. The guy in the Mustang? He was Becky's boyfriend. Becky's pussy is a gift to you from Natasha and you better believe that she will be letting Natasha know all about it."
Just then Becky came up and got in the car and I aimed the Impala toward the Starlight.
"You are no stranger to multiples are you" Becky asked as I was eating her pussy while fucking Carol.
"I've been to a rodeo or two."
"Too fucking bad you didn't play one of the ball sports. I would have loved to have found your mouth way back when. I got fucked a lot, but rarely eaten and even then it was a half-hearted effort."
"I went out for football, but the coach told me I was too slow. I ran track and the idiot said I was too slow if you can believe it."
"Well I've found you now and what do I need to do to hold onto you?"
"Back off bitch" Carol said. "I found him first and you wouldn't even know how talented he is if I hadn't told you."
"Since when did you become such a greedy slut? Since we were five we have always shared our toys."
"Can we discuss this later? Right now I'm trying to enjoy myself" and I attacked Becky's clit and she squealed.
If they were into each other they didn't show it and we did all the things that I did with mom and Mary and mom and Marge with the exception of the girl/girl stuff. Both gave pretty good head and they both loved it up the ass.
I was pretty wrung out when they were done with me and after we had showered and dressed we went to Harry's for pie and coffee. As we drove over Carol asked me if I had kicked Natasha to the curb yet and I told her yes.
"Found a replacement for her yet?"
"Been too busy. I'm working swings at the plant during spring break. That's how I met your Uncle Archie."
"Do I have to fill out an application? I figure that tonight was the interview."
"Hey! What about me" Becky called out from the back seat.
"In the first place neither one of you is a serious contender. You both go to Western and I'm here going to State."
"So what? Why can't I get the same deal that you gave Natasha?"
"Are you forgetting how well that worked out for me?"
"Just because she broke her deal with you doesn't mean that I will."
"Maybe, but I think I showed you tonight that I like sex and I'm not big on waiting for the weekend only to find out that you would have to stay up there to use a lab or the library for research."
"That never happens. I know Natasha told you that it did, but she was lying to you. I haven't always come home on the weekends, but that was only because I had nothing to come home to."
Becky asked what kind of deal we were talking about, but by then I was pulling into Harry's parking lot. Carol told Becky she would explain things when we got to our booth. When I walked in the door the first person I saw was Gail and the second one I saw was Vonda. Gail was alone, but Vonda was with Bert Ellsworth. I guess she had to see if I was telling her the truth. I got frowns from both girls when they saw me with Carol and Becky, but I ignored them.
We took a booth and Carol explained the deal that I had with Natasha and Becky shook her head in disbelief.
"She had that and she fucked it up? That girl is seriously brain dead. I want that deal. I'll take it in a heart beat."
"Back up bitch. I keep telling you that I got here first."
"And I keep reminding you that we have always shared and he proved tonight that he can handle both of us."
She looked at me and said, "What say you Bobby?"
"Bobby would say that he would be a fool to say no, but Bobby is also just a little bit skittish since being burned by Natasha."
"I can't speak for the other slut" Carol said, "but I will promise that you will get my full attention every Friday through Sunday and all my breaks and vacations."
"Count me in too" Becky said.
"There is more to it girls and before you go making promises you need to know what you are getting into."
I explained how my life was set up as far as the plant was concerned.
"When you are on summer break I will be working. I get two weeks off during the summer, but that is all I get and even then on the weeks I work I can't even say that I'll be working on days. I tend to be moved around a lot. Are you sure that you want to gamble your summer on something like that?"
"Not a problem for me" Carol said. "I'll be working too."
"So will I" Becky said. "Come on Rob; what do you have to lose? I mean besides the weight that Carol and I will work off of you."
"You are serious? Both of you?"
"I am" Carol said.
"Me too" said Becky.
"Okay, but it won't start until next Saturday. I have a full schedule every day during the week and I don't get off work until after midnight. I'll be free from around two on Saturday until school starts on Monday. I expect that you will both be going back to school sometime Sunday so we won't have much time together."
"Okay then; how about this then" Becky said. "The deal will start at three o'clock this coming Saturday. Plan on being with the two of us until five on Sunday and then every weekend from then on. Okay?"
I looked at Carol and she said, "Works for me."
I shrugged and said, "Okay ladies. We have a deal."
++++++++++++++++++++
Monday morning my alarm mouth was on the job and once up I partook of the usual. I was mounted cowgirl and then was ridden until I had to get off and then I rolled into the missionary. Some sixty-nine and then anal followed by the cock wash, blow job and doggie. I moved to get mom into another sixty-nine but she said no.
"I have to meet Marge for an early lunch. Your father is going out of town and Marge is going with him on this trip so we need to meet early for lunch."
Once she left the room I called Mary and told her I could be there by ten if she still wanted me to stop by and of course she did. I got the usual directions:
"You know where to find me."
And as usual I did. Only she wasn't alone. A naked Pam was looking up at me from the bed. Mary laughed and said:
"I told you there were ways to work around Mark's dropping in early."
Mary graciously let Pam have first crack at me since she had been so long with out. I guess it would be more accurate to say that her crack got first crack at me. Whatever. Between the two sisters I was walking funny when I left Mary's at two-fifteen to go into work.
Marge had already left on her trip with dad and Shelly was on a week's vacation. Gloria was celebrating her time of the month and Andrea was staying away from me. I thought I was going to get some rest, but Tina disabused me of that idea.
"I'm getting married Saturday so I have to get my fill in the next five days. Marge won't be back until late tomorrow evening so it is just you and me lover."
It was a shaken Bobby who stumbled up to the time clock to punch in.
The week was almost the same as the previous. At work I was used as a reliever for three days and a safety inspector for two. As far as the harem was concerned at work it was Tina and me for two days and then Tina and Marge for two days and then Tina and Gloria on Friday. Tina swore that she was going to be a faithful wife and I wished her luck and gave her a kiss goodbye.
As far as the harem away from work was concerned mom was waiting up for me when I got home and she took me to bed with her since dad wasn't home. Tuesday she kept me at it until two and then Wednesday Marge was home so she turned me loose at eleven to go meet Marge and I called Mary and went to visit her. Mary made me promise to come over at ten on Thursday and I went even though mom bitched about my leaving early. When I got to Mary's Pam was there and the two of them worked me until two-thirty.
I was one wore out puppy when I fell into bed Friday night and I thanked God for his making my dad take my mom to Vegas for the weekend. I could sleep in on a Saturday for the first time in I couldn't remember when. As I slipped out to sleep I was remembering that my deal with Carol and Becky was going to start the next afternoon. I made a mental note to myself to load up on vitamins.
To be continued.
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It was a Monday morning and we were sitting at the kitchen table. We had finished eating breakfast and I was drinking my coffee and reading the morning paper. My wife Bea said:
"Would you put the paper down Rob? I have to talk to you."
I put the paper down on the table and then asked, "What is it Bea?"
"I'm leaving you Rob. I want a divorce."
"Is that all?"
I picked the paper back up and started reading the sports section.
"I'm serious Rob."
I ignored her and she got agitated. "Damn it Rob; put that fucking paper down and talk to me."
"Why? I've got nothing to say except goodbye. It isn't any great loss. You haven't been worth a shit as a wife for over a year anyway. So go."
I put the paper down and said, "Give me just a second" and I got up and went into the room that I used for a home office. I picked up a pad of paper and a pen from the top of my desk and got an envelope out of one of the drawers. I went back to the kitchen table, sat down and on the top sheet of the pad I wrote:
"Tom,
Thank you, thank you, thank you and thank God she is gone."
I started to put it in the envelope and then had a thought. I took one of the lottery tickets I'd purchased the previous evening out of my wallet and put it in the envelope. Then I added to my note:
"Maybe if you get lucky and win it will be enough to keep the cheating whore satisfied with you and she won't go out and cheat again. Good luck dude; you are going to need it."
I signed it "A very thankful Rob."
I folded the page and put it into the envelope, sealed it, addressed it and handed it to Beatrice.
"When you see him give him this."
She took it and with a shocked expression on her face she said:
"You know?"
"Just because you think I'm clueless doesn't make it so. On second thought" I said as I took the envelope back from her, "I'll mail it to him. I don't trust you not to open it up, read it and then throw it away. Now why don't you go and pack and get the fuck out of my life and since you are the one that wants to leave you need to get out of the house ASAP. I'm sure not leaving. No way am I getting out just so you can move your lover in."
I got up, poured my coffee in a travel mug, topped it off and left for work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
On the way to work I stopped at the bank and closed out the savings and checking accounts and took the contents out of our safe deposit box. Then I went to a bank closer to work and opened new accounts in my name only. When I got to work I called and cancelled all of our joint credit cards and arranged for new cards in my name only and that done I tackled my days workload.
I stopped after work and had dinner and drinks with my executive assistant and told her that I was back on the market if her sister was still interested. Stella laughed and said:
"To hell with my sister. If you are back in circulation I want to be first in line."
Stella had started with me as a secretary ten years ago and had proven so valuable that four years previous I had promoted her my personal assistant and then to justify the raise I thought she deserved I'd made her my executive assistant. Two years previous on a Sunday I'd thrown a back yard barbecue and I had invited Stella. She'd told me that she couldn't make it because her sister was in town visiting and I'd told her to bring her sister along also. Her sister Tara was a sexy looking and very busty blond and on Monday Stella laughingly told me that her sister had the hots for me. I laughed and told her never to let Bea know that because Bea could be (and had at times actually been) insanely jealous. And now Stella was telling me she was interested? I'd never had a clue that she might have had thoughts like that where I was concerned.
"Okay then" I jokingly said, "Tara moves to second place and you can have the top spot."
"I'm not joking here boss. I'm serious as hell. I want a shot."
"You might not when you hear what I have to offer."
"And what is that?"
"Bea told me that she wanted a divorce so I'm leaving it up to her and her lover to make it happen and I have no idea what their timetable might be."
"Her lover?"
"She hooked up with a guy about a year and a half ago and I guess she finally decided that a couple of days a week with him weren't enough so she's going fulltime."
"How long have you known?"
"A year and a half. I've known almost since the day it started."
"How could you know that?"
"She was seen by a friend of mine going into a motel room with a man and she gave me a call. I put a private detective on Bea for a week and he got me all that I needed to know."
"A year and a half and you did nothing about it?"
"What was to do? Get all pissy about it and turn my life upside down? This state is no fault. Everything would have to be split fifty/fifty and I would have had to sell the house and split the proceeds with her. I would have had to give up the pool, the hot tub, my woodworking shop and my three car garage and move into an apartment somewhere. No thank you. I decided to just ignore it and let her cook for me, do my laundry and clean the house."
"How could you stand being around her knowing that she was cheating on you?"
"You would be surprised at how quickly love can turn into hate and then hate turn into indifference."
"I can't believe that a healthy guy like you could go a year and a half without sex."
"I didn't go without. As long as Bea still offered I still took and she did still offer although the frequency did drop some. I wouldn't touch her on the days I knew that she had been with him, but other than that the only change was that I stopped making love and started just having sex."
"You have any idea of why she did it?"
"Not a clue, but he probably wasn't the first one."
"You think she has had other lovers?"
"I have no way of knowing for sure, but what I do know is that in the ten years we have been married she has gone into a certain sort of mood four times that I can remember. Four times that she has behaved like she has behaved since she took up with the guy she is seeing now. It is only a guess on my part, but I'd almost bet that the other times were for the same reason. If she hadn't been seen and I hadn't been alerted to what was going on I would have taken the recent mood as just another one of those female things. I may be all wrong in my thinking, but it really doesn't matter. I know about the one and that is all I need to know about to know that she is a cheating bitch."
"What are you going to do now?"
"Wait."
"Wait? For what?"
"To see what she is going to do. She is on her own now. I've cleaned out the bank accounts, cancelled all of her credit cards and told her to get out of the house. She wanted a divorce so I'm leaving it to her to get it. Since she doesn't make enough to support herself and still be able to pay an attorney she will have to get the money for the attorney from her lover and I don't know if he will give it to her. I'm assuming that they talked it over before she hit me with it, but I have no way of knowing.
"What I am saying here is that if you are really interested you will be running around with a married man who has no idea of how long it will be before he is divorced."
"You are not thinking too clearly here Rob."
"How so?"
"If she goes for the divorce she is in control. You will get served and it could be bad. You have no idea of what she might do. You could be ordered to vacate the house and maintain her pending hearings. What if she files and says that it is because of mental and physical cruelty and gets a restraining order keeping you away from her and the house? You need to be the one setting the pace boss. You need to be in the driver's seat. Make her respond to you and not the other way around. Besides, you filing helps me."
"Helps you? How?"
"If you are going to wait and let her file what if she doesn't? What if lover boy won't give her the money to do it? That would put us in the position of committing adultery and she could use that against you somewhere down the line. You say she cheated and she says so what? You did too." If you file you are saying that as far as you are concerned the marriage is over and what you do from that point on is none of her business. From a strictly legal point of view you will still be legally married until the divorce is final and taking up with me would still technically be adultery, but no court would use it against you as long as it was something that didn't start before you separated from Bea.
"So, from where I sit I need to stay away from you until either you or Bea get the legal ball rolling. If we wait on her it could be years or it could be next week, but with her controlling things. If you do it it could be as soon as this weekend. If you could get into see an attorney early tomorrow you could conceivable have Bea served by Thursday and that would give me the weekend to work on hooking you."
"Hooking me?"
"Damned straight boss man. What good does it do to be first on the list if you don't take advantage of it?"
She was right and I knew it so I took out my cell phone and used speed dial to call Josh. Josh and I had been friends since the third grade and Josh was now an attorney who practiced family law. Family law was a polite term for divorce law. When he answered I told him that I needed his legal services and I told him my problem. He was sorry to hear it because he and his wife Sally were friends of ours and he liked Bea, but he told me that he would get on it as soon as he got into his office in the morning and then he told me to stop in and see him around lunch time. I could sign the papers and we could go to lunch.
Then, just to be an asshole about it I told him that I wanted a restraining order. I fibbed and told him that Bea had told me that if I gave her any problems over her leaving me she would see to it that her lover -- Tom Noble -- straightened me out. Josh laughed and told me that he knew that was pure horse shit, but that he would do it.
"You do know that there will be a hearing within ten days on the order right? I can get it and have it served, but there will have to be a hearing before a judge will order it to remain in force."
"I know and I'll be ready for it, but right now the big thing is to get her out of the house and keep her out for a while. We have no kids so there is no real reason for her to get the use of the house while the divorce proceeds. I'm going with the 'possession is nine points of the law' thing here. No reason for the judge to order me out and let her in is what I'm shooting for.
"I told her to get out when we spoke this morning, but I don't know what I'll find when I get home. She may be gone, but she may still be there. Since I don't know for sure where she will be plan on serving her at work."
"No chance of you two working things out?"
"Not a prayer."
"See you tomorrow then."
I disconnected and looked across the table at Stella and asked:
"Just what do you have planned for me this weekend?"
She outlined her ideas and they sounded pretty good to me.
++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Bea was sitting in the kitchen at the table and sorting through some papers.
"Why are you still here" I asked as I walked to the icebox and got a beer.
"It is still my house too. I'm staying here until I can make other arrangements. If you object to my company feel free to move out."
"And let you move your lover in? Not on your fucking life!"
"You need to sit down so we can discuss what we are going to do."
"Don't think so. WE aren't going to do anything. I know what I'm going to do and I don't give a rat's ass about what you are going to do."
"There are things that need to be worked out Rob."
"No there aren't Beatrice. It is simple. You said that you wanted a divorce so you get to go and get it. YOU get to hire the attorney. YOU get to file the paperwork and YOU get to pay all of the court costs. What I will do is fight you tooth and nail over every last little thing. We live in a state that has no fault. Everything gets split fifty-fifty so decisions will have to be made over who gets what as part of their half. I will drag things out so your attorney fees just keep climbing and climbing. You do know that they don't work for free right?
"You want the coffee table? Well guess what. I want it too. You want the sofa? Too bad Bea. It has great sentimental value to me and I just have to have it."
"Why? You don't care about any of that stuff. You weren't even emotional when I told you that I wanted a divorce. All you did was tell me to pack and get out."
"That was before I had time to think on it."
I looked her in the eye and took a chance.
"I let you get away with it the first three times because you stayed. I loved you enough to keep quiet and keep you because you came back to me."
She looked away from me when I said "The first three times" which, as far as I was concerned, confirmed what I had suspected and then I went on to say:
"I don't know why I accepted it, but I did. I thought maybe I had done something that really pissed you off and you felt that you had to do it to get back at me. You eventually ended the affair and I foolishly thought it was because you realized that you loved me and so you came back to me."
I looked down at the floor and yep, the bullshit was already up over my shoes.
"I thought that this thing with Noble was just more of the same, but I can see now that I was wrong. I have come to realize that you are nothing but a low life cheating slut and if you hadn't decided to leave me for Noble and had ended things with him you would be spreading your legs for some other asshole six months or a year from now.
"After thinking about it I decided that I had to get some sort of revenge. What I really want to do is take a thick belt and beat your ass with it so bad it would break the skin and have you bleeding on the floor, but that would only send me to jail. The only thing I can do that won't see me locked up is to make the divorce as difficult and costly as I can for you.
"You are right. This is also your house and if you chose to stay, outside of physically tossing you out and probably involving the cops, I have to let you be here. But I don't have to like it and I don't have to interact with you. Move your shit into one of the spare bedrooms and stay the fuck out of my way."
I finished my beer and then went up to what had been our bedroom and got ready for bed. I thought I'd accomplished what I set out to do. I'd given her things to think about and she would need to talk things over with Noble and make decisions and that would take time. Time that Josh could use to get Bea served and the restraining order in place.
I could be wrong. Bea may have already seen a lawyer and papers might already be heading my way, but I didn't think that was the case. I'd gotten the balances when I'd cancelled the credit cards and they were about what I had expected and when I took the cash out of the bank it was pretty much what I thought it should be. If Bea had seen a lawyer she hadn't used our money to pay him. Of course Noble could be footing the bill. All I could do was wait and hope that Josh got his oar in first.
+++++++++++++++++
I was up and out of the house before Bea came out of whichever of the two spare bedrooms she had chosen to use. I stopped at the B & B Café for breakfast and as I sipped my coffee I made a list of who to call as soon as Bea was served. I was not going to let her make me the bad guy. I would tell everyone about the divorce and I would tell everyone why.
At work Stella told me that she was really looking forward to the weekend and I found myself hoping that it would happen.
I met Josh for lunch and he slid the papers across the table to me and I signed them. He said he would go to the City County Building from lunch and file.
"You still want her served at work?"
"Damned straight I do."
"Figure tomorrow around ten."
"Call me as soon as it happens. I want the locks on the house changed before she can get home."
I went back to work and made arrangements to take the next day off. Before I left the office I called a locksmith and made the arrangements for some quick service the next day. It cost me a bit extra, but I felt that it was worth it.
When I got home Bea's car was in the drive, but she must have decided to stay in her room and out of my way because I never saw her. I was up and out of the house before Bea came downstairs and I went to the B & B for breakfast. Angie asked me where Bea was.
"I never see you in here that she isn't with you and two days in a row now you have been in here without her."
"You won't be seeing us together any more. We are splitting the blanket."
"Do tell" she said as she took my order. When she put the bill down on the table she said:
"My phone number is on the back. Not the restaurant number. My number."
I couldn't help but have a 'you poor guy' moment as Angie walked away. She made it two women in as many days who let me know that they were interested. So why wasn't I enough for the woman I'd married? I'd never know because I would never ask. I drank coffee and read the morning paper while waiting for the time when Bea normally left for work and then I went on home and started packing Bea's things and moving them out into the garage.
At ten-fifteen Josh called me and told me that the papers had been served so I called the locksmith and twenty minutes later he was at the house and doing his thing. He wasn't gone an hour when Bea came whipping into the driveway. She couldn't miss the wide open garage door and the big cardboard sign that had "All your things are here in the garage Bea."
She stood there staring at the sign for a minute and then she tried to get into the house but of course her keys wouldn't work. She rang the doorbell, but I didn't answer it and eventually she left. I looked in the garage and saw that she had taken a couple of bags of her stuff.
Two minutes after she pulled out of the driveway my cell went off and it was Bea.
"Hello?"
"You asshole! Did you have to embarrass me in front of my co-workers?"
"Better than letting you embarrass me in front of mine."
"You told me that I had to get the divorce and what the hell is with this restraining order shit?"
"I was afraid that you would have Noble come over and beat me up for being mean to you."
"That's a crock and you know it. I need to get into the house and get some things."
"All of your things are in the garage Bea and I haven't changed the garage door code so your opener will still work. If what you want isn't there make me a list of what you want or need telling me where it is and I'll move it out into the garage."
"Stop fucking around Rob. You are making this far more difficult than it needs to be."
"Sorry Bea. Causing you some inconvenience isn't much in the way of a payback for your years of screwing over me, but I have to do something if only for my mental health. Just be thankful that I didn't get violent. Goodbye Bea."
After I disconnected from Bea I got on the phone and started calling all the names on my list. Most were shocked to find out that Bea had cheated on me, but two weren't surprised. One said "Finally caught her huh?" and the other said "I always had the idea that you had one of them open marriage things. She was always going off with some guy and you never said nothing about it." I guessed I could cross those two off of my list of friends.
The two that the information hit the hardest and who tried to tell me that I must be wrong were Bea's parents. I had always liked them and they had treated me almost like the son they never had, but I was not going to let Bea tell them and make it out to be all my fault. If I allowed that to happen they would not think well of me and I didn't want that.



All the calls out of the way I made one more pass through the house looking for stuff of Bea's and then I fixed myself some lunch. I'd just finished eating when the guys from Apex Security showed up. Not trusting Bea in the least and having absolutely no doubt that she would violate the restraining order and try to get in the house I'd decided to put a security system in the house complete with cameras.
When the guys from Apex were gone I flipped a mental coin -- the bookshelf that I was working on in my woodworking shop or the 1934 Ford three window coupe that I was restoring out in the garage. The Ford won and I got busy.
Thursday at work I told Stella that we were good to go for the weekend. She smiled and said:
"Tomorrow night then. Dinner and dancing?"
"For a start."
I had to smile when I got home. Bea had done just what I had known she would do. She had used her garage door opener to get into the garage to get some of her things and then had broken into the house through the connecting door from the garage. She trashed the kitchen. There were broken dishes and glasses all over the floor and she had broken several lamps in the living room. The cameras caught it all.
The one that really made me smile was the one where she took all my clothes out of the closet, piled them on the floor and then squatted over them and pissed on them. Why did that make me smile? All on tape and evidence that she had not only violated the restraining order, but had been maliciously destructive. Evidence that I could use in the restraining order hearing.
I called Josh and he called the police. The police showed up and took a report and some pictures and the next day Bea was arrested at work and taken to jail. She was finger printed, had her picture taken and was hustled in front of a judge. She was charged with violating the restraining order and willful destruction of private property. The judge set a hearing date and released Bea on her own recognizance and quite frankly I was surprised that it even went that far.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
My date with Stella was fun and we made a second date for Saturday. It also went well and we went out again Sunday on a picnic.
Monday the hearing was held on the restraining order and when the judge saw the tapes from the security system he not only made the restraining order permanent, but he ordered Bea to replace all of the destroyed items, pay for the dry cleaning of my clothes and pay for the cleaning of the bedroom since some of her urine had gone into the carpet. He gave her ten days to get it done or be jailed for contempt of court.
Just to be an asshole about it I hired the most expensive cleaning company I could find to do the work. Bea disappointed me. She actually came up with the money to do all that the judge ordered. I was so looking forward to her being locked up for contempt of court.
The next two weeks went by and Stella and I dated frequently, but there wasn't much more going on other than some kissing -- some of it pretty intense -- because neither of use felt comfortable about the fact that I was still a married man, but we were slowly approaching the point where things were going to get serious.
++++++++++++++++++++
Bea didn't fight the divorce and in six months it was final. It was your standard no fault with everything being split fifty-fifty. I refinanced the house and bought out Bea. I still made out much better than Bea on the deal. I'd been putting money aside in a separate account to pay for a surprise around the world trip on our twentieth anniversary and since she didn't know about it I didn't give her a dime of it. She also didn't know about the last two certificates of deposit I had put into the safe deposit box. I'd bought them with my last two bonus checks.
I had one more small victory. Bea was awarded alimony for two years or until she remarried, but it was only set at one hundred dollars a week instead of the five hundred she was trying for. It was unexpected and Josh told me that it was because we had gotten extremely lucky in the judges that my cases were assigned to. The judge who sat for the restraining order hearing and the judge who oversaw the divorce were not only cousins who apparently discussed their cases, but both had cheating wives in their backgrounds. Neither believed that the innocent husband should be penalized for the cheating wife's behavior and while they would follow the law they would not go one step farther than the law dictated.
Whatever Bea had with Noble apparently wasn't all that strong because seven months after the divorce was final she was living with her parents.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was eight months after the divorce became final and I was sitting at the bar in the Hilton having a beer and a steak sandwich for lunch when someone sat down on the stool next to me and a voice asked:
"Buy you a beer?"
I looked over and saw my ex wife's ex lover.
"Would like to have a word or two with you" he said.
Being curious I told him to go ahead and he waved Agnes over and ordered us both a beer. She brought them over and he took a pull on his, set it down on the bar and looked at it for several seconds and then started to peel the label off the bottle. As the little pile grew in front of him he said:
"I didn't mean to fuck over you."
His eyes still on the bottle he went on, "She wasn't wearing her wedding rings the night I met her so I didn't know she was married and she sure didn't act like a married woman. She was in Bud's Bar with a group of girls that she worked with and I asked her to dance and she said yes.
"I bought her a drink and she invited me to sit with her and the other girls. I danced with her three more times and asked her for a date and she said yes. I fell for her big time and inside of a month we were having sex whenever we could get together. When we started we had to use motels because I was sharing an apartment with two roommates and one of them was always around. We couldn't use her place because she said she was living with her invalided mother. That was also the reason she used as why we couldn't get together more often. She had to take care of her mother and could only get out when someone else was available to watch dear old mom.
"I finally got my own apartment so we wouldn't have to use motels any more and even though our getting together was irregular and spotty I had fallen in love with her and was about to ask her to marry me. I was going to buy a house big enough for us and her mother, but before I could pop the question a guy I know asked me why I was fucking around with a cheating whore. I was all set to whip his ass when he told me that Bea was married and was cheating on her husband and that it wasn't the first time.
"It seems that two years before she had been cheating on you with his brother. When his brother found out that she was married he broke up with her. I was still having trouble believing it when I got your letter. I sat on it for a week and then I confronted her with it and she broke down crying. She didn't love you. You were an abusive drunk and you beat her physically and abused her mentally. She hated you, but was afraid to leave you because you had told her that if she ever did you would hunt her down and kill her and whoever she was with.
"By then I had done some checking and I knew that she was lying and all thoughts of asking her to marry me were gone, but she was good pussy and you had kicked her out so I let her move in with me. As long as she was willing to fuck me things were okay, but when the divorce was final and she started talking marriage I shot her down. My parents split up because my mom cheated on my dad. She got custody of me and later remarried and then she got caught cheating on him too. She remarried a third time and cheated again.
"I am a firm believer in the saying that once a cheater always a cheater and I told Bea that. Told her that as long as she was good with a live in friends with benefits relationship we were okay, but that is as far as I was willing to go. About three weeks after I told her that I came home from work and she was gone."
He took another pull on his beer and said, "Rumor has it that you knew all along that she and I were doing it. How come you let it go on and didn't divorce her?"
"You said it yourself. She was damned good pussy. I figured to hell with it; just leave things alone and I'd have pussy and have someone to cook, clean the house and do my laundry. Things would probably still be that way if she hadn't told me that she was leaving me and wanted a divorce."
He took another pull on his beer and then said, "I never thought I'd be saying this, let alone to you, but I miss not having her in my bed."
He finished his beer, stood up, took something out of his pocket and set it down on the bar and slid it over to me.
"What's that?"
"That lottery ticket you gave me? It was a winner. That's your half. I waited until now to give it to you so you wouldn't have to give her half in the divorce. See you around" and he left.
I picked it up and looked at it. It was a cashier's check for a large amount. A very, very large amount.
When I got back to the office Jean, my PA, said, you look like the cat that just ate the canary. Lunch was that good?"
"Lunch was spectacular."
Oh. Right. Jean my PA. Stella didn't work for me any more.
At least not in the office. She was home painting the room that was going to be the nursery when the twins arrived.
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I woke up at eleven in the morning on Saturday, showered and dressed and then headed for the Village Inn for breakfast. Over French toast and bacon I tried to think of things I could do with two dates on a Saturday night. I decided that the teen club would be the way to go.
I called Carol and made arrangements to pick her up at four and then I had a thought and asked:
"Should I pick Becky up first and then come get you? You know; the bad influence thing. Should we not take the chance of them seeing you in the car?"
"Her parents are out of town for the weekend which is why we will be ending the night at Becky's. You get to save on motel costs. And next weekend my folks will be gone from Friday until Monday so you save even more. Face it Bobby; you have died and gone to Heaven."
I picked Carol and five minutes later I had Becky in the car and as she got in the back she said:
"I'd have you pick me up first tomorrow so I could sit in front, but if we work it right you won't be picking either one of us up tomorrow."
"Way to go slut" Carol said, "Give up the game plan. Now you have given him time to think up a way to avoid things."
"Yeah. Right. As if. You going to try to get out of twenty-four hours of pussy Bobby?"
"Gee girls; I don't know. I'll have to give that some thought. I think better on a full stomach so how about Angelina's?"
It was fun being with those two. Just listening to them talk to each other and insult each other was a riot. When dinner was over I told the girls that I had reached a decision on Becky's earlier question and I saw disbelief appear on their faces when I said:
"I don't think I can go along with the twenty-four hours of sex idea."
Smiles appeared when I said, "The best I can offer you is about seventeen hours. From here we are going to the teen club where I'm going to make myself look like some sort of stud by having the both of you on my arm. Then we can go play."
"Works for me" Becky said.
"If that's the best I can get I guess I'll just have to settle for it" Carol said.
The last thing I did before we left Angelina's was ask the two of them if they had a problem with what I was going to do at the teen club.
"Just what are you panning on doing" Carol asked.
"Play the role of stud. Let everyone see that I'm with the both of you. Not just driving you around, but WITH you if you get my meaning. I'm going to hog all of your time and dance with both of you at the same time and if someone else comes up and asks for a dance with you I'm going to say no and then say something along the lines of "Sorry, but I don't share." Is that going to be a problem with you?"
"I'm okay with it" Becky said and Carol said, "Me too."
We were a little early and the band was just setting up when we got there. We got a table close to the dance floor and as other people that we knew arrived tables got pushed together and we ended up with a group of twelve of us and wouldn't you just know that Phil Reed was one of them.
He kept giving me strange looks and it occurred to me that he (and two other guys at the table) had played in all three of the ball sports. Could he (and they) have been in on the gangbangs that Becky and Carol had taken part in?
I did what I said I was going to do and danced with both of them singularly and together in a group hug like arrangement. Twice when guys came up and asked Carol or Becky to dance the girls asked me if I would mind and I said:
"I don't think so. I'm feeling like a pig tonight and I'm going to keep you both to myself."
About two hours into the evening I had to go to the john and Phil came in just behind me.
"Damn it Marchant! Just what the fuck is going on? I've known you for fucking ever and you could barely buy a date most of the way through high school, but since then you have been running with the cream of the crop. What is your fucking secret?"
"I keep telling you Phil. One day I woke up and had this aura around me that girls can see and it attracts them to me. I'm just praying that I don't wake up one morning and find that it has gone."
"You are so full of shit. You would think that as long as we have known each other you would help out a bud."
I almost laughed at that one. If we were such good buddies where was my invite to the gangbangs that Carol had told me about?
"Honest to God Phil" I said lying through my teeth, "I've no idea why I'm suddenly so popular, but you can bet your ass that I'm going to be taking advantage of it for as long as I can."
I left him there shaking his head and watching his pee stream into the urinal.
When I got back to the table Becky said in a low voice (but just loud enough to be heard by those sitting by us):
"You need to get us out of here Bobby if we are going to have enough time to do all the things that Carol and I plan on doing to you before we have to leave for school tomorrow."
"Your wish is my command lovely lady" and we got up, said our goodbyes and left.
Once in the car I had to ask. "Honestly you guys; why are you doing this? Why are the two of you here with me?"
"Honestly?" Carol said. "You are the only guy I know who eats pussy and is good at it. In addition you are the only guy who has made it a point to see that I get mine. You don't get yourself off and then pull out and say:
"Okay. We're done. Want to go for coffee or something?"
"Plus you are a nice guy and I think we may have something if we work on it."
Becky said, "Carol told me that she told you why I went along on that first night, but after being with you that first night I pretty much feel the same as she does. Plus I like your attitude and mind set. Not too many guys our age around who could handle what the three of us are doing or what the two of us have done. You have no idea how many guys want to date us just because they think we are easy pieces, but won't have a relationship with us because as far as they are concerned all we are is a couple of gangbang sluts.
"I make no bones about it. I like to fuck. I like to fuck a lot. So do most guys, but they seem to think that is all right for them, but if a girl does it she has no value. Lastly, if my skanky cousin wants you there must be something good there and I'd rather have it than let her get it."
"Back off bitch. I saw him first and you wouldn't even know about him if I hadn't told you."
"Don't matter. I'm going to marry him and if you behave I might, just might, let you borrow him every once in a while."
"You wouldn't do that to me would you Bobby? I did put in first dibs right? At the Comfort Inn and again at Uncle Archie's party I was first in line right?"
"You keep putting all this pressure on me and I might not be able to perform tonight."
"Oh God, we don't want that" Becky said.
"Okay. No more" Carol said. "At least not until we get back up to school and I can take my time kicking your slutty ass."
"As if! Fuck with me cum dump and I'll let the air out of your tits."
It went on like that until we got to Becky's place and then things got strenuous for me. It was a totally new experience for me. Carol and Becky didn't just suck and fuck. Their "Cum dump," "Slutty skag" insults at each other carried over into our playing on the bed. They kept trying to outdo each other, show each other up.
For example; I was eating Becky and Carol was sucking my cock. Carol took her mouth off me long enough to say, "You liking this? Like having your meat munched on?" and then she went back to sucking. I took my mouth off Becky's beaver long enough to say, "I love the way you suck my cock. You are so damn good at it" and I went back to work on Becky. I got Becky off and we switched around and Becky went down on me while I munched on Carol. Becky gave me a couple of sucks and then she said:
"You thought the skank was good? Ha! She can't do this!"
And then she deep throated me. Every female that I had ever been with had sucked my cock, but not one of them had ever taken it down to the root. Becky took it down until her nose was buried in my pubic hair and then she stayed there and I felt her throat pulsing around me.
They had contests. See who could get me off the quickest. See who could get me up the fastest. It was a damned good thing that they were up at Western during the week and couldn't get to me. If I had them around seven days a week they would have put me into an early grave.
I was learning to love waking up between two warm bodies. As their hands roamed over my body I had a sudden flash back to the time with Andrea and Shelly and for a brief second I felt sorrow that it would never happen with the two of them again. Only a brief second however because that was all I could spare as the two teenaged sexual athletes tore away at me.
I finally pushed them away and told them that I needed to fortify myself before we could go on. I took them to breakfast and departed from my usual French toast and bacon. I figured that I was going to need something a little more substantial if it going to give me the energy that I needed to stay up with my girls. I went with the steak and eggs. It didn't help much. I was a worn out husk when it was time to take Carol home. Becky kissed me goodbye and told me that she was all ready looking forward to the next weekend.
"Maybe I'll be recovered by then."
"Oh you poor baby. Did the two little girls hurt the big man?"
Then she giggled and said that maybe they could slack off just a little the next time. When I dropped Carol off she kissed me and said:
"We will Bobby."
"Will what?"
"Take it a little easier on you the next time. We want you to last."
I went home and saw that mom and dad weren't back yet and I went up to my room, fell into bed and was asleep in no time.
+++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch Gail joined me.
"It is official Bobby. I got a letter from Tom on Saturday. He's sorry, but his life, in his words, "Has taken a different path." He basically said that there was no room in that life for me."
"I'm sorry Gail, but it's not like we weren't expecting it."
"The question now is is there any room in your life for me? I know you are probably still a little pissed at me, but I saw something in you the night you dropped Nat that gave me a little hope. Was I wrong?"
"To be honest with you Gail I don't even know if I have room in my life for me."
"I want in Bobby. I really do want in. Keep me in mind. Please?"
She got up and left and across the room I saw Vonda sitting at a table and looking my way. Her eyes met mine and she smiled and gave me a little wave. I gave her a little wave back and then I got up and left.
The next stop on my learning journey at work was the Quality Control department. I knew how to use micrometers from high school shop class, but Brinnel testers and other hardness testers, ohm meters and load testers were all new to me.
The product came off the line in batches and five units were randomly picked out of each batch and tested. If any one of them didn't test out perfectly the entire batch was tested. There was no:
"This one is marginal so let it the batch go."
It had to be perfect.
I stopped by the office to see if Marge wanted to play that evening and she did, but she told me she had at least a half hours worth of work she had to get done before she could leave and she told me she would meet me at her place by seven. As I left her office Gloria waved me over.
"Can you spare me some time downstairs?"
No way I could say no to an invitation like that so downstairs we went. We did a bit of sixty-nine and then I fucked her doggie as she leaned forward over the table. She told me that she needed that and she thanked me and we left. I parked my usual one block over and walked back and saw that Marge was home. I rang the bell and she opened the door in a robe which she dropped on the floor as soon as the door closed behind me.
She took my hand and led me into the bedroom where I found Mary lying naked on the bed. It wasn't much of a surprise to me given what I knew about mom and Mary and mom and Marge and that Marge had been over to Mary's on Wednesday. In a way I was glad that mom wasn't there. It is damned hard for one guy to handle two ladies and do the job even half way satisfactorily, but three women? No fucking way.
During the course of the evening Mary asked me if I could come over on Tuesday.
"Can't wait for Wednesday?"
"I want a little one on one time for a change."
"Six-thirty do?"
"Just fine."
As was usually the case when I was ready to leave Marge and Mary were not even close to calling it quits so I said my goodbyes, kissed them both and went on home.
Mom and dad were home and dad had all ready gone to bed and mom asked me:
"Were you where I think you were?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Did you miss me?"
"Of course I did. Both tonight and Saturday morning."
"I'll make it up to you baby."
"I'm counting on it."
+++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch Gail joined me again.
"Would it make a difference if I quit going to Mary's on Wednesday?"
"Why would you give up something that you seem to really like?"
"I do like it, but I only started because I wasn't getting enough from you on just Thursday and Sunday. And you were the one who suggested it."
"So what Gail? Even if we did get back together you would still only get Thursday and Sunday."
"Why? With Nat out of the picture I would have from Thursday to Sunday."
"No you wouldn't."
"You all ready have some one else?"
"I do."
"That's not fair Bobby. That is just so fucking unfair" and she got up and left.
I saw Vonda on the other side of the room and she gave me a smile and a little wave and I wondered what was up with that? She did push me away right?
It was QC again at work and about half an hour before quitting time Shelly came up to me and handed me a piece of paper. It simply said "Please?"
I told Abe (head of the QC department) that I was wanted in the office. Of course where I was really wanted was in Shelly's ass. I gave her what she wanted and when I gotten us both off she took a plastic baggie out of her purse that had a wash cloth in it and she cleaned me off. She sucked me hard again and then I went a second time in her ass. When we were done she said:
"Mike is going out of town Thursday and he won't be back until late Friday. Want to follow me home and spend the night?"
"I'd love to but I won't."
"Why not?"
"Because I learned a lesson my last time with Andrea (and Pam, but Shelly didn't know about her). I'm not taking any more chances on husbands coming home early. We can go to a hotel or motel, but I won't do it anywhere where there is a chance I might get caught."
"I can't go to a motel because I have to be home when he calls, but I can stay late after work. He won't call before eight so could you stay here with me until maybe seven forty-five?"
"I think I can do that."
+++++++++++++++
When I got to Mary's I knew the routine so I walked in and started to strip as I walked up the stairs to the bedroom. I walked into the room and found what I expected – a naked lady on the bed, legs spread and waiting – but the naked lady wasn't Mary. It was Pam.
"Mary had a date tonight so I asked her to get you over here for me."
"Hubby out of town again?"
"No. He is at home sitting in front of the TV and watching some stupid ball game. He thinks I'm visiting my sister and in a way I am. I'm at her house right?"
Like it mattered to me who the naked lady on the bed was.
I did my duty and I think that she was happy with my efforts. She seemed to get an extra kick when she answered the bedside phone while I was buried in her ass. It was hubby wanting to know what time she would be home and if he should wait up.
"That depends" she said. I couldn't hear his part of the conversation, but I assumed that he asked "Depends on what?" because Pam said, "Depends on whether or not you want some pussy." I assume he said that he did because she said:
"Okay sweetie. I'll be home by ten."
She hung up and said, "Damn! Now I have to douche before I go home."
I looked at the clock and saw that I had and hour and a half to give her plenty more to clean out of herself.
We left together and as we were going out Mary was coming in.
"How was the date" I asked.
"It was okay until near the end."
"What happened then?"
"It turns out that he was only dating me because he wanted to fuck me."
"No! The cad!"
"I wasn't totally against the idea, but I've had him before and he really wasn't all that good so I thought I would hurry home and see if my slut of a sister left enough of you for me."
"Pam laughed and said, "You are such a pig. Call you tomorrow" and she left.
Pam had left enough. Just enough. As I was leaving Mary asked me if I was going to be there on Wednesday and I said of course.
The same question was asked in the morning when the alarm mouth and running shower woke me up.
"You are going to be there tonight aren't you" mom asked and I said of course again.
The shower stopped running and the alarm mouth left the room. Thanks to Pam and Mary's efforts the night before I did not have to resort to using the ever present pair of dirty panties. Mom was a little bent out of shape because I didn't stick around to play, but I had papers due so it was a library day for me. I finished up around lunch time so I hit the cafeteria for lunch and had a surprise visitor to my table. Vonda joined me.
"I miss you Bobby."
"Bert not getting the job done?"
"Bert does it, but it is clear that he doesn't like it. He is willing to do it to get pussy, but there is a huge difference in getting it from some one who likes doing it and getting it from some one who treats it like a chore."
"Nothing has changed Princess. You said it yourself. You needed to stay away from me to help put your family back on track."
"All I have to do is keep you away from mom. That should be easy enough. We just meet away from the house."
"Your parents would still find out somehow. We made a clean break Princess. I'm not the only guy that does it and likes to do it. Keep looking and you'll find him."
"I don't want anyone else Bobby; I want you."
"The problem there Princess is that I have moved on. I have some one else in my life now."
"Well if she doesn't work out keep me in mind."
"No way Princess" I thought as she walked away. "Not with your mother still around. Maybe if she and your dad moved three states away and you stayed here, but how likely is that?"
+++++++++++++
Another QC day at work and about half an hour before the shift ended I was called up to Marge's office.
"Close the door" she said and as I did it she was taking off her panties.
"We both know where your mom is going to be tonight and daddy wants a quick piece before he goes home."
She bent over her desk and said, "Hurry."
We ripped off a quick one and she said, "I'll see you later tonight stud" and I got the hell out of there and just in time too. I saw my dad coming out of his office and I got the hell out of Dodge.
No surprises at Mary's unless you count Marge's second appearance a surprise. Mom, Mary, Marge and Gail to take on twelve guys limited the three hole action until mom left to go home. As usual Marcus followed her out and as usual I gave him an inquiring look when he came back in and he shrugged and shook his head no. I knew how he felt. He had the same yearning for my mom that I had for his wife. He at least got to see my mom once a week.
I was the last one to leave (the last man anyway) and when I left Mary, Marge and Gail were huddled and I wondered what mischief they were cooking up.
+++++++++++++++++++
School was school and Gail dropped by at lunch and asked if I had the night free and I told her no.



"I'm not going to stop trying Bobby. I'm going to haunt you until you give me another chance."
Speaking of haunting I was still getting three or four calls a day from Natasha, but I didn't take any of them.
Work was more QC and a half hour before quitting time Abe came up to me and told me that I was wanted in the office. Shelly was waiting for me in the hallway and we headed for the playroom. We went sixty-nine for a bit and then I fucked her butt. She used the wash rag from her purse to clean me and then sucked me hard and I did her in the butt a second time. I ate her until I was up again and took a third trip up the Hershey highway. By then it was seven-twenty and we both headed for home. Her to take a phone call and me to hopefully get a good nights sleep.
Not to be.
As soon as I walked into the house mom asked:
"Where in the hell have you been? I've been calling you since five."
I took my phone out of my pocket and saw that it was turned off. I don't remember turning it off, but it was off.
"Why were you calling? What's up?"
"Your father was called out of town and I wanted you here with me. Get your clothes off. We've already wasted almost three hours."
I missed my first class the next morning due to a needy mom, but other than that school was school. I had no visitors at lunch, but on my way to work my cell went off and it was Becky.
"We will be there by five and I'll be over at Carol's."
I told her that I would see her around six-thirty and disconnected.
It was QC for me again and Abe came and got me about a half hour before quitting time.
"Why the hell do they call you up there damn near every day?"
"They are trying to teach me how to do payroll" I lied, "But they are to busy to do it during the day so they are trying to cram it into a half hour every night."
"How in the hell do they expect you to learn it like that?"
"Don't tell any one but I already have it down pat. I'm pretending to be a slow learner because while I'm there I'm working on Gloria. I think I'm getting somewhere."
He laughed and said, "Damn good thing you aren't one of my permanent employees or I'd have to put a stop to it. If you are successful give her a couple of pokes for me. I'd leave my wife for that little lady;"
And that was absolute total horseshit and I knew it. You couldn't pry him away from Lisa with dynamite. They had been together for over thirty years and I never even once saw them together that they weren't holding hands and casting loving glances at each other.
It was Gloria who met me in the hallway and who led me down to the playroom and because I'd known Abe since I was six or seven and I liked him I did give Gloria a few pokes for him.
There was an awkward moment when we were done and Gloria asked if she was ever going to be more than a basement good time. I had to tell her that honestly I did not know. I told her that since the night that blew up our budding relationship I had come up with a girlfriend and that she had first call on my weekends. Then I lied and said that I had evening classes on Monday and Wednesday and that Tuesday and Thursday although they were sometimes free other times I needed them for doing homework.
"If things don't work out with the girlfriend you will be the first one that I call."
"I'm going to hold you to that."
I arrived at Carol's on time and she pulled me into the house and laid a passionate kiss on me. She broke the kiss and said:
"I've no idea what your plans for the evening were, but you can forget them. Becky and I made dinner and we plan on serving dessert in the bedroom."
She pulled me along to the dinning room and I saw the table set for three. There were candles and wine glasses and she said:
"We are going for a romantic atmosphere."
Becky came into the room and gave me a kiss that was every bit as passionate as the one I got from Carol and then she led me to the chair at the head of the table and told me to sit down. I did and she and Carol left the room and then came back with a bottle of wine and some trays with food. The wine was a Cabernet Sauvignon to go with a five cheese lasagna and a salad. Carol sat down to my left and Becky took the seat to my right and as we ate Carol described Becky's meeting with Natasha on Tuesday.
Carol and Becky found Natasha sitting alone in the Student Union cafeteria and sat down with her uninvited. Becky said:
"I want to thank you for getting Wesley to cheat on me."
"What are you talking about?"
"About you and my Wesley and what you did in room 116 of the Comfort Inn. I decided that if you could fuck my boyfriend I could fuck yours and I have to tell you that I got the better of the deal. I never realized what a loser Wesley was until I had Bobby. Wesley is all yours now sweetie. I'm going to be spending all my weekends with Bobby from now on. You are one stupid twit for giving him up, but your loss is my gain" and then we got up and left her sitting there with a shell shocked look on here face."
"I guess that explains it."
"Explains what?"
"I've been getting two or three calls a day from her since I broke up with her, but on Tuesday I got twelve."
"What did she say?"
"Don't know. I don't take the calls and I delete the voicemails without listening to them."
"Come Monday" Becky said, "I'm going to find her and tell her what a great weekend that I had and thank her again for making it possible."
Dessert was eaten in the bedroom and it was the equivalent of a five course meal. The twenty percent tip was a killer. I fell asleep and slept soundly until hands and mouths woke me up at seven. As I became awake I suddenly realized that I had fucked up. I'd meant to leave around midnight so I'd be in my room when mom came in to play alarm mouth.
She was going to be pissed when she went into my room and didn't find me there, but it was too late to do anything about it at that point and so I laid there and enjoyed the roaming hands, hot mouths and soft breasts pressing into me.
The morning started out with another one of their contests. They took turns sucking my cock alternating every sixty seconds and the winner would be the one whose mouth was on me when I came. Carol took the honors although Becky claims that she cheated because I had been in Carol's mouth for over sixty seconds when I let loose. Six seconds over to be exact and yes, they were using a stopwatch.
Then they had another contest to see who could be the fastest to get me hard enough to slide into a pussy. Two minutes each and then they switched. Carol won that one too. Becky didn't call her on that one, but I thought she cheated. I don't think I was really erect enough to be going into her when she mounted me, but Carol did manage to get me inside her even though it did take some effort. It kept wanting to fold in half, but once in it decided that it was in a happy place and it grew a bit of backbone as it were.
We played until ten and then we went out for breakfast. I took them to the IHOP and the Gods were smiling on me. As I entered I saw Natasha sitting with two other girls and she saw me walk in with Carol and Becky. Her face clouded over and she threw a nasty glance our way.
"Don't look now" I said, "But I think we just ruined Natasha's morning."
"I know" Becky said, "And if looks could kill the three of us would be dead right now."
We were led to a booth and I took the seat that put my back to Natasha and Becky sat down next to me. Carol was sitting opposite where she could see Natasha's table and she kept up a running commentary.
"She hasn't taken her eyes off of us."
"Move a little closer to Bobby. Oooh, she doesn't like that. Lean into him and rest your head on his shoulder. She REALLY doesn't like that."
"She's getting up...wait! One of the girls pulled her back down. She wants to come over here so bad that it is driving her crazy."
"The waitress just brought her food, but she isn't touching it."
"She just can't seem to take her eyes off this booth. Turn your head and kiss Bobby. That should wind her watch."
"And it might just push her over the edge" I said. "And cause her to come over here. I want breakfast not a scene. I've put her behind me and I want to leave her there."
"I was just trying to get a little more revenge for Becky."
"No need. She has seen us together and Becky said she was going to look her up next week and tell her about our great weekend. That should be enough."
Our food came and we dug in, but while Carol still kept an eye on Natasha nothing more was said. We finished eating and got up to leave. As we were waiting in line at the cashier Carol whispered:
"Hostiles coming up on our six."
"Coming up on our six? What the hell does that mean?"
"Daddy was a fighter pilot and he talks like that and I picked some of it up. Imagine that you are standing in the middle of a clock face and looking straight ahead at twelve o'clock. That means that straight behind you is six o'clock. Ergo your back is your six and anyone coming up behind you is on your six."
"Why didn't you just say "Here comes Natasha?"
By then the cashier was handing me my change and I turned to leave and Natasha was standing there.
"We need to talk Rob."
I turned to Becky and asked, "Should I talk to her honey?"
"Fuck no! Ignore the whore."
I turned back to Natasha and said, "My girlfriend says that you should take a hike."
I stuck my hand out, Becky took it and we walked out of the IHOP holding hands.
We went back to Carol's and played some more until five and then we went out. We stopped at the arcade for a while and then went and played miniature golf. After a light bite to eat I gave the girls a choice. Charlie Smither's party or the teen club.
"There will be booze at the party and more than likely some of the guys we pulled trains with" Carol said. "I don't want to spend my evening fighting off drunks who want to relive the 'good old days' if I can avoid it."
"Goes double for me" Becky said.
There were several people that we knew at the teen club, but I told the girls that thee three of us were the largest group I felt like being with and I asked if they would mind us sitting at a table by ourselves and they said that it was fine with them.
Turned out to be a mistake. It was a 'safety in numbers' thing.
I'd danced with both girls, singularly and as a threesome and we were having a great time until I had to get up and go to the bathroom. When I came back there were three guys at our table talking to Carol and Becky. I knew who they were although I really didn't know them. They were a year ahead of me in high school and they had been football, basketball and baseball players.
"What's up" I asked when I got to the table."
"We are inviting the girls to a party."
"And what kind of party are we being invited to?"
"You aren't invited. Just the girls."
"Well then I guess you can give them a call after I take them home, but right now you are interfering with our date so you need to leave."
"Don't think so. Party starts as soon as we leave. Right girls?"
I turned to the girls and asked, "You want to leave with them?"
Both said "Hell no!" in unison.
I turned back to the three and said, "There you have it. You can leave now."
"You think you can make us?"
"Of course not. I could make one of you leave, but not all three of you. What I can do is get all four of us thrown out of here and barred from ever being able to come back. I can also make myself look good to a bunch of people here by taking on the three of you assholes. I don't figure that you guys can hurt me too bad before the bouncers break us up and toss us out.
"Of course the cops will be called and I doubt that they will believe that little old me attacked all three of you and in fact I can almost bet that my dates will say that you started the fight and all I did was defend myself."
"That's right Bobby" Becky said. "I saw it all and I saw Hank start it."
"So there it is guys. Go find something else to do or start the dance."
I could see it in Hank's eyes. "Do I want to be seen backing down from this clown? Do I really care if I get barred from this place?"
I knew, just knew, what his choice was going to be and I was setting myself for his first move when Phil Reed walked up.
"Need some help Bobby?"
"It's about to get messy Phil. You don't need to get caught up in it."
"Nonsense bud. Got to try and keep you healthy. How am I going to find out your secret if you don't stay healthy?"
I saw the change come over the three guys. No longer was it going to be an easy three on one. One of the guys said:
"Come on Hank; the cunts ain't worth it."
Hank looked from me to Phil and then back to me and then said, "The sluts are probably diseased anyway" and then the three of them left.
"Thanks Phil" I said.
"Anytime bud; anytime" and he went back to the people that he had been sitting with.
I sat down with the girls and Carol said, "Good thing we didn't go to Charlie's party. Can you imagine what it would be have been like with a bunch like that all boozed up?"
"No thanks" Carol said.
"I'm not in a party mood any more" Becky said. "Can we go Bobby?"
"Whatever you want sweetie."
We got up and left. It was quiet in the car as we headed toward Carol's and I finally asked:
"Okay girls; what's the matter? What happened to the good mood you've been in all day?"
"Tonight drove home something that I have been avoiding facing up to" Becky said.
"And that would be?"
"Tonight showed me what I have to look forward to if I stay in this town. There is no house with a white picket fence, no husband and no kids if I stay here. I'm always going to be 'that gangbanging slut from high school' to the guys around here. To have any kind of life I'm going to have to relocate when I graduate and that sucks because I love it here."
"Oh come on babe; it isn't that bad."
"Yes it is. No decent guy is going to get into a relationship with the likes of me."
"So you are saying that I'm not a decent guy?"
"Of course you are Bobby, but be honest here. Would you marry a girl with a past like mine?"
"Of course I would."
"No you wouldn't. You are just saying that to make me feel good right now."
"No I'm not. I had fully intended to marry Natasha when she graduated and I have already explained the arrangement we had. She could have done a different guy a day for every day she was up there and it wouldn't have mattered at all. She does them one at a time and you did them in bunches. So what? I don't know you all that well yet, but what I think I know is that you did what you did because you wanted to right? You weren't forced, you weren't doing it because you were desperate for attention and doing it to buy friends right? You did it because you liked doing it."
"Not true Bobby; I did it because I loved it. I'm into sex and there is nothing like the continuous orgasms you get when guy after guy does you and you never get to come down from the high. In a perfect world one guy would be able to go until I was so weak from the physicality of it that I couldn't go on, but this isn't a perfect world."
"That's the point I'm trying to make. You love sex. I love sex. The fact that you got it from a bunch of guys doesn't matter. The fact that I've gotten it from several girls doesn't matter. We are having a good time together are we not?"
"We are."
"We haven't known each other very long, but we seem to like each other. Could that like grow into something stronger? Who knows. If it did grow into something stronger would you hold what I'm doing with Carol against me?"
"Of course not."
"Then why would you expect that I would hold other guys you've had against you?"
"That isn't what I'm saying. Every guy that asks me for a date does it knowing about my past and they expect me to fuck them as part of the date. They aren't looking for a relationship, just a piece of ass."
"Again so what? The only guys you know right now are the guys you knew from school. They know you fuck. Guys like to fuck so they are going to date girls that fuck. Did you ever stop to think that one of those guys is asking you out because he wants to fuck you in particular and would like to make it exclusive?
"You are away from home and there are a ton of guys at Western that are from other places than here and they don't know what you did in high school. You hooked up with that Wesley guy and he didn't know, did he?"
"No."
"You are the total package Becky. You are great looking, have a great personality, are fun to be with and you are intelligent. Add to all of that the fact that you love sex and love to fuck and guys are going to flock to you. You may have to kiss a few frogs before you find your prince, but he's out there and when you find him your past isn't going to mean shit to him."
"I've already found my prince. I just have to land him."
Carol laughed and said, "He ain't gonna want you with no tits you sleazy cum dump. I already told you that he's mine. You wouldn't even know him if it wasn't for me."
"Lighten up ladies. You are forgetting about Shelly, Andrea, Gloria, Marge and Mary."
"Who are they?" Carol asked.
"The girls I spend time with during the week."
"Then I guess that Becky and I will have to kill them unless they understand that you are only killing time with them until we come home on the weekends."
"You didn't have anything to do with me all the way through school and now after only a couple of weeks, days actually, you are possessive?"
"I don't seem to recall that you made any effort to get my attention in school. Better late than never is the way I see it."
"Goes for me too" Becky said.
"Bull crap sweet stuff. I asked you out lots of times before you started going steady with Paul."
"I dropped Paul half way through the eleventh grade. Why didn't you ask me then?"
"Didn't bother because I knew you would say no again."
"Probably would have because I was into my ball players by then, but that was back then Bobby. We aren't the same people now that we were back then so as Carol said, better late than never."
"I still don't understand why two hotties like you are interested in me."
"Horseshit Bobby. You know perfectly well why. It's the way you treat us. You are a gentleman and you don't treat us like the sluts we used to be. You ask for our opinions and input. Tonight is a perfect example. You didn't want to sit with the large group, but you didn't just go to the other side of the room and sit down. You asked us if it would be okay with us. You treat us like we matter to you. Do you have any idea how long it has been since a guy has done something like that for either of us? Add to that that you are killer in the sack. Why wouldn't we want to be with you?"
I pulled up in front of Carol's and she said, "Come on Bobby. We will show you why we want to be with you."
It was a very happy and tired Bobby that fell asleep between the two girls. The same two girls who work me up at eight in the morning and played with me until noon. After breakfast at the Village Inn I drove them both to Carol's. I walked her to her door and thanked her for one hell of a great weekend. She said that she would try and make the next weekend even better.
As I was driving Becky home she said, "I meant it Bobby. When I said that I had found my prince you know who I was talking about. I am going to try to land you Bobby."
All I could do was smile at that.
"What are you thinking Bobby? Why the smile?"
"My weekday girls say the same thing."
"Then I guess we will have to kill them after all."
We were almost to her house and I asked, "Are we okay if I take you to your front door?"
"What do you mean?"
"You have been gone all weekend and then I show up with you?"



"It will be okay. As far as the parental unit is concerned I spent the weekend with Sandy Winkler. If daddy asks we ran into each other at the arcade around noon and I asked you for a ride home, but you are right about one thing" and then she said "Pull over."
I did and she slid across the seat to me and gave me a passionate kiss.
"Couldn't do that in front of the house without raising questions that I don't want to answer."
When I pulled up in front of her house she said, "Carol and I are going to tell our parents that we are staying up at school this next weekend. You need to plan on us keeping you busy all weekend. One of us will call you when we get back to town and tell you were we will be. Plan on a long and tiring weekend."
I watched her walk to her door and then I headed home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
There was a surprise waiting on me when I got there. Natasha was parked in front of the house apparently waiting for me to get home. I considered just driving by and coming home later, but then I decided that it would be best to put an end to things. I pulled into the driveway and parked and she got out of her car and walked up to me as I was getting out of mine.
"We need to talk Bob. Things are getting way out of hand here."
"We don't have anything that needs to be discussed Natasha and as far as things getting out of hand? They've gotten out and they are long gone."
" You are not being fair to me Bob. You gave me permission. How can you hold it against me when you told me that it was okay?"
"You are conveniently forgetting some things. The deal was that what happened Monday through Thursday or even Sunday night after you got back to school until Thursday was okay, but that the weekends were mine and mine alone. The only exception to that was if you had to stay at school over the weekend for school work of some kind. Even then I was going to come up and spend the weekend with you.
"You lied to me and said that you had to stay up there for school, but what you really did was give my weekend to someone else. You should have known that you were on a short leash with me as far as trust was concerned. You lied to me and I caught you and the trust is gone. It is gone and it isn't coming back and since I won't tie myself to someone I can't trust we are history."
"I didn't lie. I did have to meet with the others at the library at ten on Saturday. And since I had to stay what I did was within the scope of our agreement."
"No it wasn't. I said I would come up and you told me not to because you wouldn't have any time for me and that was a pure assed lie. I could have had from the time I got there Friday until you needed to leave for the library Saturday and then I could have had Saturday night. But that isn't what happened is it? You said that you didn't have time for me, but you found time for that Wesley guy didn't you?
"I took you back once Natasha and I gave you a second chance. You don't get a third. We are done Natasha and no amount of talking is going to change that. I've moved on. Goodbye."
I walked away from her as she yelled, "Damn it Bobby; I love you. You can't just walk away from what we have."
I didn't answer her.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I walked into the house fully expecting to face another irate female. I wasn't disappointed. I got a very nasty look from mom, but dad was there so she couldn't say anything about my not being there on Saturday.
She was still snarky though.
"Finally decided that you still live here? Decided to grace us with your presence? You could call and let me know what's going on you know. Keep me from wasting food. If you aren't going to be here I don't have to make so much."
It was the wrong time to jump my ass. I was pissed as a result of my short meeting with Natasha and worried about what Archie and what he was going to do about Becky being gone all weekend and being brought home by me. Mom's jumping on me tripped my trigger and I snapped back at her.
"Sorry to put you out. I think it is time for me to get an apartment. That way you won't have to sweat making too much or not enough. I'll start looking tomorrow."
I headed up to my room and as I left I heard my dad say, "Way to go Madge. As long as you are chasing him away why don't you go up and help him pack?"
That started an argument that I didn't stick around to listen to.
I got a good nights sleep and in the morning my real alarm clock woke me up. I had decided that I needed to get back to running and I was out of the house before mom and dad woke up. Because I was a bit out of shape the run took me a little longer that I expected so when I got home I only had time for a quick shower and then I headed for school so mom didn't have a chance to get on my case.
School was school. At lunch I was joined by Nancy and Gail. There was some small talk, general in nature and then Nancy left. Once she was gone Gail said:
"Nat called me on Saturday. She wanted to know if you and I had hooked up. I told her not as a couple, but that we did see each other from time to time. She broke out crying. The girl is a basket case Bobby. Don't you think that maybe you could cut her a little slack?"
"Not a chance. I got talked into going back with her after all that bullshit with Wooters and then she tried to get you to set me up so I wouldn't be able to bitch about her fucking Wooters. I got by that and then she pulls this weekend crap on me. That's three strikes and out. We are history."
"I don't have three strikes against me so does that mean that I have a chance at getting back in?"
"Why Gail? All we had was a friend's with benefits type arrangement so I could help to keep you safe for Tom."
"You were more than a friend with benefits to me Bobby. I told you once that if Tom hadn't gotten to me first I would have gone after you. Even when I was with Tom I was a little bit in love with you. Please let me back in Bobby. Please?"
"You know pretty much how limited me time is. Even if we did get back to seeing each other you know that you wouldn't be exclusive."
"I know that I can't come between you and your mom, but I know Mary will share you with me and any others don't matter because none of them want you like I do. I talking wedding bells Bobby; I'm talking long run here. We are perfect for each other Bobby and if you take a long hard look at it you will see that I'm right."
"I'll think on it Gloria. No promises, but I will think on it."
I wasn't paying all that much attention to my surroundings as I headed for my car after class so I was quite unprepared when a hand grabbed my shoulder, a voice snarled, "Now I've got you cocksucker" and a blow to my head sent me to the ground.
To be continued.
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Expecting a kick I rolled to my right and my hand landed on a softball sized rock. I grabbed it and rolled to my right again and as I did I saw the guy that hit me moving to follow me. I got up on my knees and threw the rock at his head. It hit him right in the middle of his forehead and he dropped like a heart shot elk.
I got up and moved to him and I saw it was the Wesley guy who had been fucking Natasha. I drew my leg back and kicked him square in the nuts as I said:
"Sucker punch me asshole? How do you like this you fucking cunt" and I kicked him again. I kicked him in the stones a third time and was drawing back to give him a couple in the ribs when arms went around me and pulled me back and a voice said:
"Cool it bud. He's down. You don't want to kill him."
It was Phil. He pulled me away from the downed man as he said, "I saw it bud. He came up behind you and hit you. I hurried over to help, but it looks like you don't need any. Except to sit on you of course. Who is he?"
"The guy I caught fucking Natasha."
"Why would he sneak on you because of that?"
"He was Becky's boyfriend and she came after me to get even with him. Must have upset him some."
Wesley was lying on the ground moaning and Phil asked what are you going to do? Leave him lay there?"
I looked around and saw his Mustang and I went over to Wesley and checked his pockets, but he didn't have his keys on him. I figured that they must still be in the car so I told Phil to grab one leg and I grabbed the other and we drug him over to the car. The keys were in the ignition so I got them and opened the trunk. Phil helped me get Wesley in the truck and I closed the deck lid, broke the key off in the lock and then threw the keys as far away as I could.
As we walked away I said, "Thanks Phil. Helping me out is beginning to become a habit for you."
"Yeah and I figure that you owe me and you do honor your debts don't you? I want to know your secret."
"I don't have a secret Phil."
"You've got something. I never see you anymore that you don't have some sexy chick hanging on your arm. Come on man; you owe me."
"Okay, but it isn't a secret. What it is is that I do what you won't."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"You remember all those locker room conversations about pussy that we had in high school?"
"Yeah, but what does that have to do with anything?"
"All the guys, you included, used to say that you would rather jack off than fuck if the price of the pussy was that you had to eat it. That's my secret Phil. I eat pussy. I don't just eat it, but I eat it until the girl gets off. Girls like their cum muffin munched as much as guys like blow jobs and if they find a guy who does it well they will go after him.
"The upside is that girls talk just like the guys do. Guys are always talking about girls that give it up and who are willing to give blow jobs and the girls talk about guys the same way. The word is out that I eat pussy, that I like doing it and that I'm good at it. Girls want to see if that is true. That's the secret Phil; I do what you won't."
He was silent for a moment and then said, "You like it? Christ Bobby, girls pee out of that hole."
I laughed and said, "Listen to yourself Phil. You would beg, borrow or steal to get a girl to suck your cock. Does it kill her to suck on the thing that you pee out of?"
"But they bleed out of it too,"
"But not all the time. You just don't eat it until she is over her period."
"Still man; I just don't think that I could do it."
"You wanted to know what I had going and now you do. Learn to do it and do it well and you will have a lot more success with the girls."
"Oh man; I don't know. I wouldn't know how even if I could make myself try."
"No problem. Just tell Stella to tell you how she likes it done. She will lead you through it. That's how I learned. I got the girl to lead me through it."
"Stella kicked me to the curb a couple of weeks ago."
"Why?"
"Because I wouldn't do for her what she did for me."
"Don't tell me; let me guess. She would blow you, but you wouldn't do her."
He looked away and I asked, "You want her back?"
He was silent for a couple of seconds and then said, "No. I thought we had something, but the cold-assed way she dumped me told me that we didn't have what I thought we did."
"So get yourself another girl. You never seemed to have trouble dating when we were in high school."
"Since Stella dumped me I can't seem to get a date. It's almost like she put out the word that I'm a loser or something so even if I was willing to try and eat pussy I can't find someone to do it with."
I had a thought and was about to say something when Wesley started banging on his deck lid. I thanked Phil again, told him I would talk with him later and we both got in our cars and took off.
++++++++++++++++++
At work Marge told me that she had me scheduled for the office all week.
"Don't wear yourself out in the playroom stud. I plan on being very active with you tonight."
"I won't be there tonight."
"Why not?"
"I'm in no mood to put up with my mother."
"Oh come on stud. I don't know what the problem is, but a good sex session can cure almost anything."
"Maybe, but I still think I'm going to take a pass."
"Then I guess I'll have to get mine here. Give me ten minutes and I'll meet you."
She handed me a list and said, "When you aren't in your playroom you can pull these files for shredding."
I clocked in and headed for the basement. As I passed through the office I said hi to all the girls. It was Tina's first day back from her honeymoon and so I stopped at her desk and asked:
"Have a lot of fun while you were gone?"
She smiled and wiggled her eyebrows and I laughed and headed for the basement. I unlocked the playroom and then got busy pulling the files on Marge's list. Marge came down and we went into the playroom. She took off her panties, leaned over the table and said:
"You know what to do now right?"
I moved in behind her and gave her what she wanted until we both got off and then she sucked me clean, got me hard and we did it again. I got us both off for the second time and she did the clean and get me up number and then had me take her in the butt.
As she was getting ready to go back upstairs I said, "Do me a favor and send Gloria down here for something. Don't tell her that I asked, just send her down for something. I need to talk to her away from the others."
Ten minutes later Gloria came down and opened a file drawer to pull a file and I walked over to her.
"I know that it is short notice, but are you doing anything tonight?"
"No. Why?"
"Care to have dinner with me?"
"I'd like that."
"Pick you up around six-thirty?"
"I'll be ready."
She took the file she'd pulled and went back upstairs and I got back to pulling the files that needed to be shredded. About a half hour before quitting time I had a surprise visit from Andrea.
"Can I ask for a favor?"
"I don't know. What is it?"
"I'm craving anal sex and Dennis won't do it. He is on a four day run so I don't have to hurry home. Please?"
"Sorry, but I can't. I promised Dennis that I would stay away from you."
"That's not fair Bobby. You got me used to it and I need it."
"Dennis told me that he didn't know if he could get by what he caught us doing and he asked me to stay away from you while he tried to work things out and I told him that I would. If you break up with him come see me. Or if you can work it out with him have him give me a call and tell me that it is okay for me to do with you what he won't, but I won't go back on my word."
"That just isn't fair."
"Maybe not, but that's the way it has to be."
She looked so dejected that it was all I could do to keep from putting my arms around her to offer some comfort, but I was smart enough and knew me well enough to know that that would be the first step toward breaking my word to her husband.
++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Gloria up and took her to Angelina's for dinner. We talked about work, the weather and other inconsequential garbage and when dinner was over I asked her what she would like to do. I half expected that she would want to go back to her place and get it on, but she surprised me.
"I haven't played miniature golf in ages. We drove by it on the way here and I remembered how much fun I had doing it."
We had a good time. There were several from my class there, including Phil, and I got a raised eyebrow from him as he checked out Gloria. She was the second gorgeous older woman he had seen me with (Marge being the first) and I knew that his mind must be in overdrive. He caught me over to the side a little later and said:
"If learning to eat pussy can get me something like that" nodding in Gloria's direction "Then I'm just going to have to break down and do it."
"Just doing it isn't all of it Phil. You need to be eager and enthusiastic. You have to make them believe that you are more interested in getting them off than you are in getting yours."
"I don't know bud. It is going to be hard enough just to get myself to do it."
"You have to look at it the right way Phil. You show the girl how much you want to see to it that she gets her pleasure and she will likely jump through hoops to keep you coming back. If the choice is between sex with a guy who is only interested is getting his or a guy who will see to it that she gets hers before he worries about getting his who do you think is going to be the winner?"
"The problem is that I'd be too embarrassed to ask a girl to teach me how."
"How about I introduce you to the girl who taught me? I'll tell her about you and ask her to do it as a favor to me. You won't have to ask her."
"You think she would?"
"No promises, but I think I can make it happen."
Of course I couldn't introduce him to Mary, but I thought I might be able to get Gail to do it.
Gloria came up to me and asked if I was ready to go and I told Phil that I would get back to him later. Gloria and I went to her place and then she did her level best to fuck my eyes out. And she damned near did it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday morning the alarm mouth and the sounds of the shower ushered in the new day. As soon as she knew I was awake mom asked:
"Why weren't you there last night?"
"I didn't want a repeat of what I got when I got home Sunday."
The shower stopped and she got up and left the room. When she got to the door she turned and said:
"We need to talk."
I got up and headed to the park for my run. When I got back I didn't even have time for a shower let alone time for a talk with mom. I quickly changed clothes, grabbed my book bag and headed off.
School was school. Gail got to the cafeteria before I did and she was sitting alone so I joined her. I went right to it.
"I need a favor. A really, really big favor."
"What kind of favor?"
"A weird one. Don't freak out on me okay? Hear me out before pouring your glass of water on my head and leaving in a huff."
I explained what I wanted and she did get pissed.
"Just what kind of girl do you think I am?"
"A girl who loves sex. A girl who loves sex so much that she does gangbangs. You know Phil is a nice guy. Have a fun date with him and teach him what he needs to know. I owe him and you are the only one I know that I can ask."
"What's in it for me?"
"What do you want?"
"My Thursday and Sunday for starters."
"Done. Except we can't start until Sunday because I've already made some promises for this coming Thursday. You say for starters. What else?"
"More than Thursdays and Sundays. I know that will be difficult for you right now, but we can work on it."
I spotted Phil coming through the serving line and I got his attention and waved him over. He sat down and said hi to Gail and then I said:
"About what we talked about last night? Gail has agreed to take you in hand. I'll leave it to the two of you to work out the details and I'll talk to you guys later."
I got up and headed off.
+++++++++++++++++++
At work we had a new accounting program on the computers and I was put to work learning it. The usual half hour before quitting time Shelly came up to me and asked me to join her in the basement.
We spent some time working on each other orally and then she got down on the air mattress, pulled her butt cheeks apart and said:
"You know what I want lover."
I worked myself into her ass and then I did her hard until I got us both off. When we were done she said:
"Mike is going to be out of town from Thursday until Saturday. Want to follow me home?"
"You already know my position on that."
"What if I make sure that he is where he can't interrupt us?"
"How would you do that?"
"He will call and tell me where he is staying. After the call I wait a couple of minutes and call him back with a question I forgot to ask or something like that. That will make sure that he is in Cleveland. There is no way that he can get back from there in time to bother us."
"I can do Thursday, but not Friday."
"I'll take what I can get. We can do what we did last time. Stay here until a quarter to eight and then you follow me home. Park a block away, I'll make the call and then call you on your cell and give you the all clear. Okay?"
"Works for me."
++++++++++++++++
I wasn't surprised to find Pam at Mary's when I got there, but I was surprised to find Alex there. Alex was one of the Wednesday night regulars. As soon as I got there Pam pulled me into Tom's room and said:
"I know what Mary does, but I don't do that. I'll share you with Mary, but I won't do him."
"Why is he here?"
"He asked Mary to marry him. I think she is going to do it."
"Not likely. Mary just isn't a one man woman."
"He knows that. They were talking about an open marriage and swinging."
"They are adults so they can do what they want, but I didn't come here to talk about stuff like that."
As I was speaking I was undressing Pam and minutes later we were in a sixty-nine. The sixty-nine turned into missionary and after I got us both off Pam sucked me hard again. I was busy ass fucking her when the phone rang. Mary answered it and then she walked into the room and handed the cordless handset to Pam saying:
"Its for you."
It was Pam's hubby wanting to know when she would be home and asking if he should wait up. While she was talking to him I continued to slowly stroke into her tight ass smiling at every push I sent into her. I was remembering all the scowls and nasty looks he had given me and was thinking that I was giving him something that he could really scowl about if he only knew about it. The upshot of the conversation was that he was horny and he wanted some pussy. After Pam hung up she said:
"I'm going to have to douche and brush my teeth before I go home tonight. Come on baby; fuck me hard and make me cum."
She left at ten to go home and I was starting to dress when Mary walked into the room and said:
"What do you think you're doing? Get those pants off."
I got home around mid-night and as soon as my head hit the pillow I was out.
+++++++++++++++++++
My real alarm clock woke me up and I was out of the house before mom and dad woke up. I got back from my run just as dad was backing down the driveway. We exchanged waves and I went into the house where I expected mom to be waiting for me to have our talk. It would be the first chance she would have at me since Sunday and since it was a Wednesday and I didn't have any reason to go to school she would have plenty of time.
I heard her down in the basement and I assumed that she was putting a load of laundry into the washing machine. I undressed and got into the shower and was shampooing my hair when the curtain was pulled back and mom got into the shower with me.
"Bad motherfucker" she said. "Bad, bad motherfucker to leave mommy hanging."
She got the wash rag and the soap and started doing my back while I finished my hair. By the time I had rinsed my hair she was doing my front and seconds later she was leaning on the wall as I fucked her from behind and she was moaning:
"Fuck me motherfucker; fuck mommy hard and make her cum."
We ended up on her bed impersonating sex crazed rabbits until noonish when she had to leave to go have lunch with Marge. Along the way, between fucking and sucking, she wanted to know why I was neglecting her.
"Why didn't I get my Saturday? Why weren't you there Monday night? Why are you up and out of here in the mornings before I can see you?"
I took them in the order asked.
"I wasn't here because my girlfriends wanted to spend the weekend with me and so I was with them from Friday after work until just before I got home on Sunday."
"Girlfriends? Plural?"
I explained Carol and Becky to her and then said, "I wasn't there Monday because of the way you acted Sunday and I didn't want any more of it. I haven't been here in the mornings because I was getting out of shape and I've gone back to running. I have to get up and do it early in order to get it done and still get to class on time."
"It isn't fair that you short me. After all I am your mother and I should have some priority."
"Says the woman who is going to leave me in an hour to go have sex with someone else."
"That's not the same and you know it. Besides, you were the one who got us together."
"But only after you bugged and brow beat me into it. Will you please just stop talking and go back to sucking my dick?"
"Mean motherfucker" she said as she went back to work on me.
"I'm not mean cocksucker. I'm just a teenager trying to cope."
++++++++++++++++++++
Work was shredding documents and fucking Shelly and Gloria. As I was on my way to the time clock I got a nasty look from Andrea and a look from Tina that I couldn't read.
Parking when I got to Mary's required that I park a block away. Some day I was going to skip work just to see if I could get there early enough to park in the driveway.
Mary was naked and waiting for me on the couch in the living room. She was working on herself with a cucumber.
"Hurry lover. I'm hot, horny and I need it."
"Then why aren't you upstairs getting taken care of?"
"I promised you when this all started that you would always be first."
"And what does Alex think about that?"
"He isn't happy, but when I give my word I keep it."
By then my clothes were in a puddle on the floor and I took her from behind as she bent forward over the back of the couch. When we were done and headed for the stairs I told her that I was releasing her from her promise.
"You need to keep your new beau happy. I don't want to be the cause of friction between you two."
"No lover; you get to be first. As far as Alex goes I need to set the ground rules so that he understands that I am my own woman and do not intend to be subservient in our relationship."
"Okay then how about this. I get to be first in one of your holes. You join in when the fun starts upstairs, but you save me either your ass, pussy or mouth for me to be first in. Will that work for you?"
"My ass. I'll save my ass for you. You will always be first in my ass."
When we got upstairs I found mom on Mary's king size bed with three of her basketball players buried in her. Next to her on the bed Marge was also being three holed. Across the hall in Tom's room Gail was being three holed while two guys, one of whom was Alex, stood and watched. Mary laughed and said:
"I guess I know what I'm going to be doing next."
We went down the hall to the guest bedroom and Don and Alex followed us. Mary was correct in her assumption and in less time than it takes to talk about it she was being made airtight.
I fucked all four of the ladies once (Mary twice) and I was done. Gail made a futile attempt to get one more out of me, but it was no go.



As usual mom left at ten and also as usual Marcus followed her out. When he came back I gave him a questioning look and got a negative headshake. I wondered if somehow I could set up a one on one with mom for him. I know it was silly, but I felt that I owed him for the unforgettable experience that I'd had with his wife. And his daughter.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I was up and out of the house early to get my run in and then it was off to school. School was school and at lunch Gail joined me.
"Does my Thursday and Sunday depend on y getting Phil to like eating pussy?"
"No. Just that you try to teach him. Why?"
"We got together Tuesday night and it was a mixed bag. He needs more work and I'm seeing him again tonight."
"A mixed bag? What does that mean?"
"Between us right?"
"Of course. You know that you don't ever have to ask that."
"The first time he had to rush to the bathroom and puke. But he did try again, but had to make another run to the john. He came back and I tried something different. We did it sixty-nine and he was all right with that. So tonight I'll start him out sixty-nine and then after that I'll see if he can handle it without his dick in my mouth. If he can't I don't know what else I can try."
"How does he do when you are sixty-nineing?"
"Not bad. Needs a little work, but not bad."
"So concentrate on making him great when he is going sixty-nine."
"I'll try Bobby, but you know I can't promise anything. He has to want to do it to be any good at it."
"All I can ask is that you try."
As I was talking to Gail I saw Vonda watching us and I wondered what she was thinking.
On my way to work I called Carol and told her that instead of them fibbing to their parents about not coming home for the weekend that I would drive up to see them. Carol told me that she would give me a call on Friday and let me know where to meet them.
Work was shredding documents until forty minutes before quitting time and then it was mouth and ass with Shelly in the playroom until a quarter to eight. I followed her home and waited for the phone call telling me to hurry on in. It came at eight-ten and then it was more mouth and ass until midnight and then I went on home.
++++++++++++++++
The alarm mouth woke me up before my regular alarm could get me up for my run. When mom saw that I was awake she said:
"I'd better get my Saturday or you will never get your favorite macaroni and cheese ever again."
"Then I never get it because I'll be out of tow this weekend. I'll be leaving right from work."
"Where are you going?"
"Up to Western to see my girls."
"Am I going to have to kill those sluts?"
I laughed and she asked what was funny. "That's what they say about the girls that I see during the week."
"I need some alone time with you motherfucker. Monday nights and Wednesday nights are fun, but I need you alone."
"I'll work something out."
"See that you do."
I got up, went for my run and came home to shower. Dad was just leaving and we exchanged waves and I went into the house to see a naked mother. I of course knew what she wanted and I gave it to her twice and it caused me to miss my first class and then of course it was school was school.
No one joined me at lunch, but I did see Vonda and she watched me the entire time I was there. I have to admit I was tempted – Lord knows I was – but her mom still lived in the state so she was off limits to me.
I checked in with Marge as soon as I got to work and she told me to punch in and meet her in the basement. As soon as we were in the playroom she said:
"You bad boy! You bad, bad boy! How dare you deprive your poor mother of her Saturday just to spend time with a couple of college sluts!"
I started to say something, but she said, "Just keep your mouth shut and fuck me." Naturally I didn't argue with her and I got right down to it. I got us both off and then she sucked me hard and had me do her butt. That done she told me to get my lazy ass to work. I spent the rest of the shift stuffing invoices into envelopes and running them through the postage meter.
By five-thirty I was on the road taking the three hour trip to Western. A half hour out I called Carol and she told me that she and Becky were waiting for me in room 116 of the Comfort Inn.
"I got this particular room because of its fond memories."
"I thought 118 is where we made those memories."
"But 116 is the room that caused them to be made."
The girls were naked and waiting when I got there which caught me a little off guard because I had expected that we would go to dinner and then they would show me around before we got down to playing. Becky laughed and said:
"Food is not what we are hungry for right now. Maybe latter."
Latter turned out to be breakfast the next morning. Over French toast and bacon I asked them what the plans for the day were.
"Silly boy. We have a whole week to make up for" and then she laughed and said, "Your day has just been made."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Don't turn around and look, but you ex just walked in with Jeff Fisher and they are holding hands. It looks like the hostess is taking them to that empty table to your right." She laughed again and said, "She just noticed us and she dropped Jeff's hand like it was a hot piece of steel and stepped away from him. He's looking at her with WTF written all over his face. If you want to see her you better turn around and look because she is trying to get Jeff to leave."
"I don't need to see her. I've already told her that she is history."
Becky leaned over and kissed me and then said, "You might not care to see her, but I wanted her to see that."
"She saw it all right" Carol said, "And she didn't like it one little bit. Jeff isn't letting her pull him out. He is heading for the table."
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Natasha and the guy sit down, but I ignored them and ate my breakfast. Carol told me what had happened when they had stopped by Natasha's table in the school cafeteria on Wednesday and told her how much fun they had had with me over the weekend.
"Becky called her stupid for letting you get away and told her that she would never get you back. Natasha laughed at us and told us that it had taken two of us to take her place and that didn't say much for either of us. She turned purple when Becky said that was one way of looking at it. The other was that Natasha wasn't woman enough to satisfy you so you needed two of us to take care of you properly."
I chuckled at that and we finished our meal and then got up and left. I made it a point to ignore Natasha even though I had to face her table when I turned to leave.
We went back to the motel and played until six and then we showered and went out for dinner. Damned if we didn't see Natasha and the Jeff guy sitting at a table when we walked into the restaurant, I saw Natasha's face cloud up when she saw us and Becky laughed and said:
"This is just priceless. The only thing that would have made it better would be if it was Wesley that she was with.'
I ignored Natasha and her date and the hostess seated us in another room which pleased me as I did not feel like any more running commentary from Carol or Becky.
Natasha and Jeff were gone when we finished eating and left, but the fates were not yet done with their mischievous whims.
We went back to the room and played until we fell asleep exhausted. In the morning as we were getting ready to go out to breakfast, after working up an appetite of course, I was packing my bag and Carol asked me what I was doing.
"It's ten-thirty and check out time is eleven so I'm taking my bag with us when we leave."
"No it isn't. You aren't getting off that easy. We have the room until tomorrow. We will be coming back here after we eat."
As we walked out of the room I happened to glance to my right and I Natasha standing in front of the open door to room 110 watching as Carol, Becky and I got into Becky's car and drove off. Over my French toast and bacon I listened as the two girls plotted what to say to Natasha if they ran across her during the coming week.
I got up to use the men's room and while I was away from the table I called Gail and I told her that I would not be back in time to see her that evening and I promised that I would make it up to her by giving her Tuesday in place of her Sunday. She didn't seem upset about it and I told her I'd see her at lunch the next day.
We went back to the motel and played until six when I finally had to call it quits.
"I need to get home and rest so I'll be able to function in school tomorrow."
"But we have the room until tomorrow morning" Carol said.
"Can't help it sweetie. I've got just enough left in me to steer the car and work the pedals. If I stay any longer I won't even have enough left to walk out to the car let alone drive it."
"Party pooper."
"You are absolutely right. I am pooped."
"Poor baby. You'll have it a little easier next weekend. I have to go with my parents to visit my grandfather so it will be just you and Becky."
"And I plan to occupy your every minute lover, so rest up and take lots of vitamins."
I got home at nine-thirty and mom and dad weren't home so I went straight to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The alarm mouth woke me just before my real alarm clock was due to go off and mom said:
"Your father and Marge are going out of town today so it will be just me and you tonight. Make sure that you come straight home from work."
My real alarm went off and mom hurried from the room.
As I ran the trails at Paint Brush Park I wondered if my mom was a nymphomaniac. Me whenever she could, Marge during long lunch hours, Monday nights with me and Marge, the Wednesday gangbangs and I know dad was getting it four and five times a week. I knew that because they were loud and I heard them. I was sure that she could fit Marcus in there somewhere. I'd have to give it some thought.
School was school and Gail joined me for lunch. Out of curiosity I asked how things were coming with Phil.
"Better. After he got used to it going sixty-nine we tried it straight and he didn't have to run to the john. He is still a bit hesitant but when he gets started he stays with it until he gets me off. He needs more work, but he is showing progress."
Work was the Quality Control Department until about forty before quitting time and then I got the call to go to the office. Abe grinned at me and I said:
"I will Abe. I promise. If I do get to Gloria every third poke will be for you."
He laughed and I headed for the office. Shelly was waiting for me in the hall and once we got to the playroom I got a big, big surprise. Shelly pulled her thong off, got down on the air mattress, spread her legs and said:
"See anything you like?"
"A pussy that you won't let me have."
"Take it."
"What?"
"Stick your cock in it and use it."
"You serious?"
"You are wasting time lover. Fuck it, eat it or take my ass but do something and do it now!"
I was going to argue with the lady?
Of course I chose the pussy that I had never been allowed in and we fucked until we both got off. Then she sucked me hard and then gave me her dirty hole. When we were done I asked her why the major change.
"I'm three months pregnant" she said and for a quick moment I felt fear, but it quickly passed when I remembered that I'd never been in her pussy before.
"I'm pregnant and Mike won't make love to me anymore. He says he is afraid he might hurt the baby. I told him that he couldn't and even the doctor said we could go until late in the seventh month or early eighth, but he still won't fuck me. It has been a month since he has touched me and just having you do my ass isn't enough for me so until the baby comes I've decided to threat my pussy like I do my ass. It isn't cheating if I give up what he won't use. I'm only doing what I can't get from him. After the baby shows up and he goes back to making love to me you will go back to ass and oral only. That okay with you?"
"I think I can live with that."
++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home from work I found mom waiting for me naked except for her favorite pair of 'come fuck me' pumps.
"Give you any ideas motherfucker?"
"A couple."
"Like what?"
"The heels rubbing my ears while you scream "Fuck me motherfucker" or fucking you from behind and using the heels of your shoes like the handles on a wheelbarrow as I slam my cock into you."
"I don't care which motherfucker as long as you get your ass in gear and get to it."
The room rang with "Fuck mommy motherfucker" and "Make mommy cum" and "Oh yes motherfucker; do it, do it, do it" and such like until midnight when we fell asleep cuddled up with each other.
For a change I woke her up using my mouth, fucked her, showered with her and then fucked her again. My running that morning consisted of running for school and even then I was two minutes late for my first class.
School was not school as usual that day. At the end of the class as the students were filing out Professor Smothers said:
"Mr. Marchant, a word with you please?"
As soon as every one else was out of the room he said, "I don't know if you care about the grade you receive from this class or not, but you are aware that attendance has an impact on that grade are you not?"
"I am."
"Then why are you constantly coming to class late and why have you missed as many classes as you have? Your work is fine and your test scores are above average, but quite frankly your attendance sucks!"
"I guess I'm trying to get too much done in the time I have available before class and something always seems to happen that results in me being late. The few days I missed were due to family problems that I had no control over."
"Well I can tell you this Mr. Marchant, if you are late any more or if you miss one more class your grade is going to drop one level."
I left the classroom in a sucky mood and it hadn't gotten any better by the time I went to lunch. At lunch a weird thing happened. At least I thought it was weird. After all that Gail went through trying to get her Thursdays and Sundays back she broke our date for that night.
"Phil is making progress and I told him that I would keep helping him until he got it down pat."
Well it was me who asked her to do it so what could I say? I'd already called Mary and told her I wouldn't be able to be there that night so it looked as though I had a free evening. As Gail was talking I noticed that Vonda was sitting on the other side of the room and watching us. Two tables over from her Nancy was sitting at a table by herself. In my mind I started that old rhyme of choosing:
"Eeenie menie miney moe" and then suddenly said to myself, "Fuck no!" The breaks were made, they were in the past so let it go! I did what was sensible – to me anyway – and when I left the cafeteria I called Mary.
"Can a guy change his mind at the last minute?"
"Sill boy. Of course you can."
Work found me in the machine shop bead blasting and powder coating parts until I was told by Fred that I was wanted in the office. Shelly met me in the hall and we headed for the basement. Shelly sucked me and then I ate her until she told me to get my cock inside her body. I fucked her pussy and when that was over she took the wash rag out of her purse, cleaned my cock, sucked it hard and then gave me her ass. When we had dressed she gave me a passionate kiss, thanked me and then headed home to her idiot husband.
As I was leaving the building I saw dad and Marge pull in and park. I waited on the steps until they got there and then asked:
"Successful trip?"
"Very" my dad said.
Marge knew what I was really asking and she winked at me which told me that her record as dad's lucky charm was still intact.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was almost eight when I got to Mary's. Alex and Mary were there, but Pam had not yet arrived. She showed up about three minutes after I got there and after a few words with Mary and Alex she took my hand and led me upstairs to Tom's room and we started undressing.
Before I could get my pants off Mary came into the room and told me to get dressed.
"We have a problem Rob and we need you downstairs."
She left the room and I followed her out. I saw Gail at the bottom of the stairs. When I got to the bottom of the stairs Mary told Gail to tell me what was going on. Gail had decided to ask Mary to give her some help with Phil and she and Phil were parked just down the street while Gail tried to work up the nerve to approach Mary. They saw me arrive and a couple of minutes later they saw Pam arrive and go into the house. Another car arrived right behind Pam and after she went into the house a guy got out of that car carrying what looked like a camera and then he walked around the house like he might be looking for an open window to see in.
"Sounds like he is following Pam" Alex said.
"The guy came back to his car and he is sitting in it watching the house."
Alex asked if the guy had any cars parked around him and Gail said that there was a car in front of him and behind him.
"He had to parallel park when he got here."
"So if a car pulled up next to him he couldn't pull out?"
"No he couldn't."
Alex looked at me and said, "Go out, get in your car and box him in."
Gail said, "Why don't I just call Phil on his cell and have him do it. He is already out there in his car."
"That will work."
Gail made the call and told Phil what to do and Alex and I moved to the front door and Mary went to the window and peeked through a gap in the curtains. When she told us Phil had pulled up and blocked the man in Alex and I went out the door and headed for the car. Alex tried the passenger door, but it was locked so he rapped on the window and told the man to get out of the car. The window came down a crack and a voice said:
"Back off or I'll call the cops."
"If you don't get your ass out here and talk to us it will be us calling the cops."
The window went up and the man stayed in the car. Alex went over to his car and opened the trunk. He got out a tire iron and then came back and said:
"Last chance to do this the easy way."
Still nothing happened. Alex was just raising the tire iron to smash the window when a cop car with its light bar flashing turned the corner and headed toward us. It pulled up behind Phil and two officers got out of the car and one of them asked:
"What seems to be the trouble here?"
"This guy was creeping around our house with a camera and looking in our windows" Alex said. "We want to know who he is and what he is doing here."
One cop moved us back and the other one went over to the driver's side of the car to talk to the man inside. A couple of minutes later he came over to us and said:
"He is a private investigator on assignment." He turned to Phil and said, "Move your car and let him out."
"You leave your car right where it is Phil" Alex said. "We have a little more business to take care of here. I want to know the man's name and I want to know exactly what it is that he is doing here and if I don't get it we will file charges against the man in that car for trespassing and being a peeping tom."
The officer said, "I'm sorry, but this is a civil matter and we are not going to get involved other than to the extent that we see to it that no violence occurs. Now let the man out."
"On the contrary officer; you are going to get involved. We are filing the complaint and you will take the report."
Alex took out his wallet and showed something to the cop his ID or something and then said:
"The easy way or the hard way. He tells me what I want to know or you will arrest and take him in. Are we clear on this?"
"Yes sir. Come with me."
He and Alex walked over to the car and several minutes later Alex came back and told Phil to move his car. Phil did it and the man pulled out and drove away. As soon as he was out of sight the cops left and Alex told us to go on back into the house. We got inside and he told us that the man's agency had been hired to follow Pam.



"I couldn't get the name of the client because he didn't know it. His agency assigned him and that is all he could tell me."
"There is only one person I can think off who would have me followed and he doesn't know it yet, but his life just turned to shit."
She turned to me and said, "Come on Bobby. We have some unfinished business" and she led me back up to Tom's room. As we were going up the steps I heard Mary say:
"I can't help you tonight honey and you know what tomorrow is, but if you will stop by Thursday I'll see what I can do."
I turned and looked and Gail was looking up at me. I shrugged and then turned and followed Pam.
Pam was angry and while she did respond to my fucking it was obvious that her mind was elsewhere. I got us both off, she got me hard again and I did her a second time and then she started dressing. She was ready to go when the phone rang and a bit after Mary came into the room and handed Pam the cordless phone. It was hubby and while she was talking to him she took her panties back off and knelt on the bed. She pointed at her exposed body and motioned me over. I knew what she wanted so I whispered:
"Pussy or ass?"
She covered the mouth piece and said, "I don't care. Just do it."
It would take some time to work myself into her butt so I opted for pussy. As I pushed into her she was saying:
"I'm not sure when I will be home." There was a pause and then she said, "I don't care Mark; not my problem. If you need to get off use your hand."
She disconnected, tossed the phone down on the bed and said, "Fuck me lover; fuck Mark's wife and make her cum."
I did."
++++++++++++++++++++
I got home around one and foolishly looked forward to sleeping in since I didn't have any need to go to the library that day. The alarm mouth did let me get an extra hour before she woke me up. As soon as I was awake and able she mounted me and rode me cowgirl until I had to roll her into the missionary to get off. Head to get me back up again and then doggie,
Next on the agenda was a shower that had me taking her anally as she leaned against the shower wall. When we finished and since the water was still running she decided to go ahead and wash my cock which led to more head which in turn took us back to the bed. Once more then off to breakfast.
Over French toast and bacon I told her of my thoughts on how to get Marcus some alone time with her. She put the kibosh of that right away.
"Oh no you won't motherfucker. In fact I am probably going to stop attending the Wednesday night follies. It is self destructive behavior on my part and besides, those clowns are starting to get a little possessive."
"Clowns? I thought you dug those guys."
"What I was doing was reliving my youth and it is time for me to go back to being a grown up and to forget my wild assed teenaged years. I am still warped enough to want to keep on with my motherfucker and my two carpet munchers. Tonight will be my last night, but I don't want anyone to know. Maybe I'll find a way to sneak off for a little one on one with Marcus, but I don't know."
"Maybe I can help."
"What is it with you and getting me and Marcus together?"
"I just feel that I owe him for the time he gave me with his wife."
"You really dug here?"
"You don't want to know."
"Of course I do. I'm interested in everything my motherfucker is into."
"If she would have gone with me I would have run off with her,"
"Oh wow! You would have abandoned me for another man's wife?"
"I would have for Tash."
"Well she didn't go with you so I still have you and we need to get back to the house and take advantage of that fact."
A blow job and a trip up the Hershey highway and then it was time for me to go to work.
+++++++++++++++++
I played at being a safety inspector for the shift and then I stopped to say hi to Marge on the way to the time clock. She told me to close and lock the door and then she took off her panties and showed them to me. The crotch was soaked.
"Want some sloppy seconds? I had a long lunch with daddy today."
She laughed when I said, "Bend over your desk you slut!"
I unzipped and took her from behind. When we were done she told me that she wouldn't be at Mary's that night and that I should plan on some playroom time with her on Thursday.
It was mom, Mary and Gail to take care of twelve guys so there was a lot of three hole action going on. Mom left at nine-thirty instead of her usual ten and as usual Marcus followed her out and a little later came back in and gave me a negative headshake. I waited ten minutes and then asked him to follow me down to the first floor.
"I have something that I want to show you."
There was a den just off the family room and I opened the door and waved him in. He entered and I closed the door behind him and went back upstairs. Half an hour later he came back upstairs and gave me a smile and a thumbs up. I felt both happy and sorry for him at the same time. Happy that he got his alone time, but sad that he would never see her again.
I guess mom was whipped from the night before because she was still in bed when I got home from my run. She was still in bed when I finished my shower, dressed and headed for school.
++++++++++++++++++
School was school and at lunch Gail joined me.
"You aren't upset with me are you?"
"Over what?"
"Me and Phil."
"I think I remember being the one to ask you for the favor and the one who put you together."
"Still. It is taking me a while."
Before I could say more Nancy joined us and the conversation turned general in nature until it was time for me to get up and leave.
At work I was the designated safety inspector again until a half hour before quitting time. Marge called me to the office which I took to mean the basement so that is where I headed. Some head and some tail later I was heading for the time clock when Andrea stopped me. She told me that Dennis was on a run and she wanted me to follow her home. And I told her no and I reminded her of why.
"Then you will be the one responsible for ruining my marriage. He refuses to help me with what I need and if I can't get it from you or some one else I'm going to have to leave him."
"Maybe you should tell him that and see what happens."
I'd already talked with Shelly and her husband was out of town until Saturday. She told him not to call before eleven because she was going for a girl's night out with the girls from the office. He told her if she was going to be that late he wouldn't bother to call. She was waiting at my car when I came out of the building and we left her car there and drove to the Starlight.
Twice in her pussy, twice in her ass and a couple of sixty-nines kept us at the Starlight until one in the morning. I had her back to the plant and at her car by one-fifteen and as she kissed me goodnight she asked me if she could have Friday also. I had to tell her no.
"My girlfriend will be home from school and she will be expecting me to fill her weekend."
"I don't even know her and all ready I don't like her."
"Do I bitch when you leave me and go home to your hubby?"
"No, but that's different."
"Yeah. Right."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The alarm mouth woke me a couple of minutes before the alarm clock.
"Make sure that you are home tonight motherfucker. You owe me and I want my Saturday."
"I owe you?"
"I took care of Marcus for you so you make sure that I get mine."
My alarm clock went off and she left the room to get back in bed with dad. I got up and went for my run and got home just as dad was leaving. I hoped that mom wasn't waiting for me inside expecting a quick one. I didn't need to be late for my first hour again. No such luck. She was waiting and I took her from behind as she bent forward over the kitchen table. I did make it to class on time, but only because I skipped my shower and wasn't fully dressed when I got there.
School was school and at lunch Vonda joined me.
"I am going to Mandy's birthday party tonight Bobby and I need a date. Please Bobby?"
"You know my position on this Princess. Talk your mom into moving out of state and leaving you here and I'll be on you like a duck on a June bug."
"Damn it Bobby; that is just so fucking unfair" and she got up and stormed off and as I watched her walk away I was thinking "What isn't fair Princess is that I can't be with your mother especially since it was her fantasy that got me involved in the first place."
+++++++++++++++++++
Work was a surprise. Marge sent me to the basement to pull files, but I no sooner got there than Marge was there and taking off her panties. We did the deed and she went back upstairs, but before I could get back to work Gloria was there and taking off her undies. We got it done and she went back upstairs and she was no sooner out the door than Shelly walked in.
"Ass this time lover."
When that was done she left me and I thought "That's the last of them so I now I can get to work."
Nope! Tina showed up.
"Don absolutely refuses to even try anal. He's good with oral and the rest, but he just won't consider anal. I've decided to adopt Shelly's attitude. If Don won't do it I'm not cheating if I can get some one else to do it."
She took off her thong, bent over the table and then looked at me to see what I was going to do. What the fuck! What was one more right? I stepped forward and sent my cock into yet another older married woman. When I finished with Tina I half expected Andrea to show up, but she didn't and I got back to pulling files.
+++++++++++++++++++++
That evening I experienced a first of sorts. I'd been fucking Becky for several weeks, but that evening was the first time I showed up at her front door to take her out on a date.
Her mother was all smiles and saying how happy that she was that Becky was dating me. Archie was smiling too when he said:
"You aren't going to try any funny business with my daughter are you?"
I laughed and said, "Get serious. I've been trying to date her since the eighth grade and I've finally got her. I might not even bring her back."
"Then I'll have to hunt you down and do bad things to you."
He was smiling when he said it, but I somehow thought that his smile lacked sincerity.
Once in the car I asked Becky what she wanted to do.
"Bed."
"Is that all I am to you? A cock to play with?"
"We will have plenty of time to go places and do things when I am home for the summer and after we get married, but as long as I only have a short weekend to work with? Bed!"
As I pointed the car toward the Starlight I asked her what time I had to get her home.
"Doesn't matter. I'm a big girl now. Go off to college away from home and all that."
"It matters to me hot stuff. I have to work with your dad so I have to keep things cool between us."
"Make it mid-night then."
I got her home at ten till, but she would have tried to keep me going until the early hours of the morning if I would have let her. As I drove her home I told her that Saturday was going to include dinner and a couple of hours of dancing before I found us a bed. She gave me a sour look, but still gave me one hell of a hot kiss when I walked her to her door.
++++++++++++++++++++
The alarm mouth woke me up at eight and then it was suck and fuck until one in the afternoon and then she had to go grocery shopping.
I picked Becky up at three and we spent some time at the arcade and then played some miniature golf. I asked her what she wanted for dinner and at seven we were sitting in a booth at Harry's having milkshakes, burgers and fries.
As we walked from the car to the entrance of the teen club Becky told me that she didn't want to sit with the group if there was one.
"I want us to sit alone. I need to be able to work at making you mine."
I raised my eyebrows at that.
There was a group and we waved at them as we walked to a table on the other side of the room. I was sitting facing the entrance and maybe twenty minutes after Becky and I had taken our seats I saw Gail and Phil come in. They spotted the large group and walked over to join them. Five minutes later Gail noticed us and even though she was on the other side of the dance floor I thought I saw guilt register on her face and if indeed that is what is was I wondered why.
Becky and I danced for an hour or so and she kept pressing me to get her to a bed so we headed for the car. I saw someone sitting on the hood of my car and then I saw the Mustang convertible. As I got closer I saw that the guy on the hood was Wesley and he was holding a baseball bat. Shit! I thought all the parking lot bullshit was over with when Eddie went away.
Wesley slid off the hood and stood there tapping the bat against his leg as he said:
"Gonna be a little different this time motherfucker."
It only took a fraction of a second for my mind to ask how he knew that and then come back into focus as Becky said:
"What the hell do you think you're doing here Wes?"
"Gonna teach the asshole not to mess around with another man's girl."
"I stopped being your girl the second your hand opened the door to room 116 to let you and that skank with you in."
Then she stuck her hand up in front of his face and he screamed. I hadn't seen her do it, but she had taken some pepper spray out of her purse. Wesley dropped the bat as his hands flew to his face and Becky bent and picked up the bat and said:
"I don't know what you planned to do with this, but I've got a pretty good idea of what I can do with it."
She nailed him in the crotch with it. He sank to his knees and Becky kicked him in the ribs. Hard! She took the bat and rubbed it against his crotch as she said:
"Stay out of my life asshole and my life includes Rob."
She kicked him again and then turned to me and said:
"Let's go. All of a sudden I'm super hot."
As we drove toward the motel I asked her if I could put her on my payroll as a bodyguard. She laughed and said:
"Don't you worry about it lover. I take good care of my stuff."
"I'm stuff now? Is that a promotion or a demotion?"
"The title doesn't matter lover. What matters is that you are mine.
And so it came to pass.
++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog.
Carol wasn't all that happy and I was told that Natasha collapsed when she heard about it, but three weeks after we graduated Becky and I were married and for the last fifteen years we have been chasing each other around the bedroom. At least when we can get away from the kids. There are three of them. Bobby junior, Carol Ann and Anna Marie.
I never asked Becky what she did when she was away at school and she has never asked me what I did while she was gone. Until I graduated I kept playing with my ever changing harem.
As for the other players in my little drama?
I was mom's motherfucker and she was baby's cocksucker until Becky graduated and came home. She and dad divorced when dad and Marge slipped up and Marge got pregnant. I have a half brother now. Even though mom divorced dad over the pregnancy she continued to see Marge and for all I know she still does. I continued to see Marge until her eighth month which was when she decided that we had to end it. As a parting gift, just after she gave me my goodbye kiss, she said:
"Your father and you are the only ones who never used a condom with me." She gave me a big smile and said, "Think on it."
The divorce had no impact on my going to work full-time after I graduated and when dad retired ten years ago I picked up the reins. The business has grown and we are now running three shifts.
Mary and Alex married and they have an open/swinging marriage and it seems to be working out well for them. The gangbangs at Mary's continued, but shrunk in size as mom and eventually Marge and Gail all stopped participating. Mary is the workhorse now although for her it was never what you could call work.
Gail married Phil and they have for kids including a set of twins.
Tom made the Army his career and was recently promoted to bird colonel.
Following the night at Mary's Pam put investigators on her husband and found out he was trying to get some dirt on her that he could use in a divorce that would free him up to marry a young big titted blond. It turned out that Pam owned the company that Mark was the President and CEO of and there was an ironclad pre-nuptial agreement in place to protect her that could only be nullified by her infidelity. She kicked him out and divorced him. Three years later she remarried and she seems to be very happy.
Shelly had her baby, a little girl, and she gave her husband an ultimatum. Give her what she wanted or she would find someone who would and he could either live with it or call in the divorce lawyers. He caved and she tells me that he has become quite good at oral and has learned to love the tightness of her ass.
Andrea gave her husband the same ultimatum and he opted for calling the lawyers. Once she showed me the papers she was back in my harem until Becky's coming home for good put an end to it. Once I stopped with her she found a guy she liked well enough to marry and apparently her new spouse is taking care of business.
I lost touch with Gloria. A death in the family caused her to move away.
Tina's marriage didn't last a year. She caught her fairly new husband (get this) fucking her mother and she didn't care for it one bit especially since he was buried in her mother's ass when she caught them. I'm not sure what pissed her off the most; the fact that he was fucking her mother or that he was doing with her mother what he refused to do with her.
Carol became a flight attendant for United Airlines and after years of flying she moved into a management position with them. She never married because she says that she could never stay true to any one man. She is still her Cousin Becky's BFF and visits with us quite often. She keeps after Becky to share me with her like she did in school, but Becky isn't having any of that.
Nancy has been married and divorced four times and she says that she is going to keep trying until she finds a keeper.
Vonda married a man that she met where she went to work after graduation and gave Marcus his white son in law and it seems that the marriage is working. I remember the way she was in high school and even with what she did with me aside; it boggles my mind that she married a white man.
I saw Tash in Wal-Mart a couple of weeks ago and even in her late fifties she is still one smoking hot momma.
And lastly there is Natasha. Her wanting to see what other guys were like continued all the way through school and she developed a reputation as an easy piece and she kept at it even after graduation. Like Nancy she has been married and divorced four times. Each divorce was because she gave the husband an STD and the husband got upset about it. She is presently single and looking.
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Looking back on it I realize that I should have known how it was going to turn out. Back then the little head was in charge and I more or less followed its lead.
The little head was like a piece of steel and she was like a magnet that constantly pulled the little head to her. Just the way I met Monica told me everything that I should have needed to know, but the big head needs blood to operate just as the little head needs blood to inflate and Monica kept the little head inflated which kept the blood away from where it was needed most.
I met Monica when I stopped at King Soopers to get the makings for dinner. It was a Sunday and as I was walking from the parking lot to the store I noticed a woman pulling a shopping cart from a line of them. She was wearing tight jeans and high heels and I have no idea why, but a woman who wears high heels with jeans grabs my attention.
I hurried to get a cart and follow her into the store. I noticed that she filled out her Levis quite nicely and I was so busy looking at her ass and her sexy feet in her heels that I almost ran into her with my cart. I stopped in time and when I raised my eyes I saw that she had a tattoo that covered her entire back. Or at least I thought it did. Her top covered a lot of it, but I could see it just above her tops neckline and I could see some of it coming out of the arm holes on either side.
Her tight Levis and her high heels were already pulling the blood away from the big head and that is the only excuse that I have for what happened next.
"Excuse me" I said, "But I have a question for you."
She turned to face me and I saw that her face was just as sexy looking as the rest of her body.
"And that question would be" she asked.
"How much would it cost me to get you to take off your top so I could see the entire tattoo?"
She laughed and looked around. "Here? In the store? In front of God and everybody? I guess I could do it for a thousand dollars."
She saw the look on my face and said, "What? You don't think I'm worth a grand?"
"I'm sure that you are probably worth a lot more than that, but that is way out of my price range."
"And just what is your price range?"
"I won't insult you by mentioning it."
"Oh no you don't buster. You started this. How much are you willing to pay?"
"I don't honestly know. I never expected to be having this conversation. I thought you would probably say something like "You don't have enough and never will have enough."
"What if I would have said that I'd do it for whatever you have on you? What would I have gotten?"
"Fifty-three dollars and some loose change."
"No way. Not here in the store. Not for that little."
She started to move away and when she turned her leg touched my iron bar hard cock and she stopped, looked at me and said:
"Oh my. Did I do that?"
She got a guilty grin and a shrug from me.
"You are kinda cute" she said and then went on to say, "Fifty-three dollars huh? Not here in the store, not for fifty-three bucks, but give me a call in about an hour" and she took a card out of her purse and handed it to me. "Maybe we can work something out. Use the cell number" and then she pushed her cart toward the deli counter. I watched her walk away and the little head throbbed as I watched her ass move in those tight Levis. I looked at the card and saw that her name was Monica Ensign and that she worked for a real estate company. It gave two phone numbers (one her cell), a fax number and an email address. I put the card in my shirt pocket fully intending to give Monica Ensign a call.
I didn't have my checkbook with me and as I watched Monica walk away I decided not to spend my fifty-three dollars on groceries. I left my empty cart there in the produce section and headed for home. I showered, put on clean clothes and checked my watch. It had been an hour and five minutes since Monica Ensign had given me her card. I took my phone of the charger and made the call.
"Hello?"
"I never gave you my name, but I'm the guy who really, really wanted to see your tattoo and by the way my name is Rob."
"I'm surprised. I really didn't expect you to call. I thought you were just running a line on me."
"You hand your phone number out to any guy you think is just shooting you a line?"
"No, but I did say that you were kinda cute. Just what did you expect to get out of this call?"
"No idea, but you did tell me to call you in an hour so I guess I was hoping that you had something in mind."
"I did. I was curious to see if you would really pay me to see my tat."
"You bet I would."
"Okay, but it will cost you."
"How much?"
"Fifty-three dollars and you have to take me out to dinner."
"I can do that. When?"
"No time like the present. Do you know where the Castle View Apartments are?"
"I do."
"I'm in apartment 15 E. That's in the E building. How long before I can expect you?"
"A minute. Maybe a minute and a half."
"A minute? Where are you now?"
"Apartment 22 in the B building."
I made it in a minute fifteen. She answered the door in the same Levis and heels, but she had on a different top and it didn't expose any of her tattoo.
"Just let me grab my purse and I'm ready to go."
On the way to my pickup she asked me where I was taking her and I told her that it was her choice. She opted for Angelina's and over Veal Scaloppini (me) and Linguini with Clam Sauce (her) we traded our vital statistics. Twenty-four year old single mom – daughter with grandma and grandpa for the weekend – office manager for a real estate firm, avid bowler (two mixed and one women's house league) with a one seventy-six average. Loved classical music and read an average of two books a week (currently had nine checked out of the library) and loved to cook.
On my part she found out that I was a single twenty-six year old logistics manager for a national freight company who also bowled (but only in one men's house league) and carried (embarrassed to tell her after hearing hers) a one fifty-five average. My music was country western and I rarely read, never watched TV and restored cars in my spare time. My current project was a 1993 Mustang convertible. That last fact peaked her interest. She also drove a Mustang convertible. A 1997.
"Black with a black top?"
"Yep."
"I've seen it in the parking lot and I wondered whose it was."
"It was my husband's and I got it by default when he got his dumb ass killed."
"Not a happy marriage?"
"It was fine until I got pregnant with Melanie. He didn't want kids and had made that point very forcibly before we got married. When my birth control pills let me down he said that he wasn't going to be saddled with a brat and he took off. He joined the Army and the fool let the recruiter talk him into going Airborne. I never got the full story, but on his third training jump something went wrong with his main chute and he either panicked and forgot he had a reserve chute or something went wrong with that too. Whatever. It was a closed casket funeral. What's the story with you? Twenty-six years old and single?"
"Twenty-six years old and widowed. Some similarities to your story. I wanted kids and she didn't. After two years of constantly bugging me –unsuccessfully – to get a vasectomy so she could go off the pill she up and left me. Told me to fuck off and die and went storming out of the house. She was so pissed at me that she wasn't paying attention and she ran a red light and got T-boned by a beer truck. Also a closed casket funeral."
"Why didn't you give her what she wanted?"
"Because I wanted kids. I didn't know that vasectomies could be reversed and I thought that some day she might change her mind and I needed to be functional if that happened. The irony of the situation is that it didn't matter because it turns out that I'm sterile and couldn't have fathered a child anyway."
"How did you find that out?"
"A sad tale, but the short version is that a girl I was dating said she was pregnant and that I was the father. I knew that she wasn't exclusive with me and I didn't believe her. I told her that if a DNA test showed that I was the father I would marry her otherwise no. The test proved that I wasn't the father. Three months later at a party I was drinking with an old girlfriend who asked where Sally was and so I told her the story. She said that she could have told me that I wasn't the father without even bothering to do a DNA test. I asked her how she could say that. She told me that she had never been on the pill and we had done it dozens of times when she was at her most fertile and I'd never gotten her pregnant so I probably wasn't able to do it. Since I did want kids I thought I'd better check things out and that's when I found out I was shooting blanks. If I want kids I'm going to have to marry a woman who already has them."
When I got her home she invited me in, had me sit down on the couch and then she offered me a beer. When she brought it to me she handed it to me and said:
"That will be fifty-three dollars please" and stood there and held her hand out until I took the money out of my pocket and handed it to her. She walked over to her purse and put the money in it and then came back to stand in front of me. She took off her top and then did a slow turn in front of me.
"What do you think? Worth the price?"
"No. You are cheating me."
"Cheating? How am I cheating?"
"I paid to see the whole tattoo and your bra is covering part of it."
"Oh no you don't buster. You paid for me to take my top off. You never said a word about the brassiere."
"My exact words in the store were "How much will it cost me to get you to take off your top so I can see the entire tattoo." The intent was to see the entire tattoo. On the phone earlier you told me fifty-three to see that tat and no mention was made of removing the top only. You told me that you wanted to see if I would actually pay to see the tattoo. The deal was that I got to see the entire tattoo."
"Okay then. I guess we will have to work out a compromise. I'll take the bra off, but you will have to take off you pants and underwear."
"Why?"
"Because you want to see my tattoo and I want a look at what you were poking into my leg on Saturday."
My immediate thought was that "If my cock is out I just might to get to use it." It was a no-brainer and I started unbuckling my belt. As I pulled my zipper down Monica unfastened her bra and shrugged it off. Her bra hit the floor at the same time as my trousers and boxers and of course by then the little head had all of the available blood and my cock was sticking straight out where Monica could get a good look at it.
Monica did a slow turn in front of me and I saw the entire tattoo, but I also got to see what the bra had covered. Monica's tits were fantastic! I wasn't much of an expert on breasts, but I guessed that they were 36's and they were cone shaped and struck straight out from her chest like the nose cones of rockets.
"Well" Monica asked, "What do you think?"
"They are fantastic."
"They? It's only one tattoo."
"What tattoo? I'm talking about your breasts. They are magnificent,"
"You faker! You never wanted to see my tat! It was my tits all along."
"No it wasn't. Your tops, both the one you were wearing in the store and the one you were wearing tonight were loose and I couldn't even tell what kind of tits you might have."
She looked at my cock pointing at her and said, "I guess you must like them if they do that to you."
She went to her knees in front of me and took my cock in her mouth. After about a minute she stood up and leaving her heels on she took off her jeans and thong and as she was stepping out of them she told me to hurry up and get the rest of my clothes off. I rapidly complied and then she led me to her bedroom. She pulled down the bed covers and as she did she asked me how long had it been since I'd gotten my last piece. I told her about a month and she said:
"That's too long. You are going to get off too quick and I don't want that."
She pushed me down on the bed and then she went down on me and sucked me until I came. She was right. It was pretty quick. She swallowed it all and then kept on going until I was hard again and then she got down on the bed and spread her legs. She was expecting me to just climb on and go and seemed surprised when I buried my face in her pussy (which was clean shaven by the way) and started lapping away. I stayed on her honey pot (I know that is what it was because just above it was a tat that said "Honey pot" with an arrow pointing down at it) until I gave her an orgasm and then I moved up and pushed into her.
"Fuck me hard" she moaned as I bottomed out and then I did what she wanted. I fucked her as hard as I was able while her nails dug into my butt cheeks as she tried to pull me even closer. She came twice before I got mine and I stayed on top of her until my cock went limp and then I pulled out and fell to the bed beside her.
I lay there trying to catch my breath and she reached down and started fondling my limp dick. After a bit it twitched and she laughed and said:
"Oh goody; I think he wants to play some more."
She scooted down, took me in her mouth and worked on me until I was up and ready to play.
"Ready to complete the hat trick" she asked.
"Hat trick? What is that?"
"Not a hockey fan? When a player scores three goals it is called a hat trick. That's in hockey. My version of a hat trick is when my guy comes in all three of my holes. You have already cum in my mouth and my honey pot so that leaves one more to go."
"You mea...."
"That is exactly what I mean" she said as she got on her hands and knees.
I had never done anal. I had always wanted to try, but every woman I had ever been with had said "No way Jose" so Monica was going to be my first.
I liked it! Oh yes in-fucking-deed I liked it.
It was obvious that Monica liked it too from the way she pushed her ass back at me and cried out "Yes, yes, yes." She had another orgasm before I sent my load deep into her and pulled out. I was breathing hard as she rolled over on her back, looked up at me and asked:
"You got any more in you?"
"Maybe one more" I gasped and she said, "Good! Be right back" and she got off the bed and left the room. She came back a minute later with a soapy rag and a towel. She washed and dried my cock, dropped the rag and towel on the floor and then went down on me again. It took her a while, but she did get me up.
"Where do you want to put it this time?"
"Heaven" I said and she got on her hands and knees. As I pushed my cock into her ass I was reading the tattoo on her back that said, "Gateway to Heaven" with an arrow that pointed to where I was going. She had one more orgasm before I got mine and I knew I was done for the night when I pulled my dick out of her butt.
I got off the bed and was heading for the living room to get my clothes when Monica said:
"Where are you going?"
"I'm done babe! I've got nothing left to give."
"Get your butt back here. You don't get to do what you've done to me and then leave without giving me some cuddle time."
"You will need to set your clock for six then. Tomorrow is a work day for me."
"It is for me too and the clock is all ready set for five forty-five."
I climbed back on the bed with her; she snuggled up next to me and in only minutes I was in dreamland.
The clock went off and I woke up to Monica snuggled up against me. As I moved her eyes opened and she said:
"Good morning lover. Time for a wake up quickie?"
"Not if I'm going to get to work on time and my boss is a stickler for punctuality."
"I don't think I like him" she said as she got out of bed.
When I was dressed and ready to leave Monica walked me to the door, kissed me and then said:
"I'll pay you fifty-three dollars to come back this evening."
I was going to say no?
++++++++++++++++++++++
That evening she answered the doorbell naked and with the money in her hand. The evening was a repeat of the night before and in the morning as I was getting ready to leave I said:
"I'll give you fifty-three dollars if I can come back tonight."
I wasn't surprised when she said that she would take the deal. For the next three days the money went back and forth between us until Saturday.
"I'm sorry lover, but Melanie comes home tomorrow afternoon so I am going to have to start behaving like a mommy again."
"Mommy's can date can't they?"
"Yes."
"Then use the fifty-three dollars to help pay for babysitters. What is the next night that will work for you?"
"I can make it Tuesday."
"It's a date."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday evening I met six year old Melanie and she stole my heart. Monica introduced us and I put out my hand and said:
"Pleased to meet you Miss Melanie."
She took my hand and as she shook it she said, "You're nice. Are you my mommy's friend? Mommies need friends."
I smiled and said, "I'm trying really hard to be your mommy's best friend."
"I like you. Do you like him too mommy?"
"He's growing on me sweetie."
Just then the baby sitter showed up and after some last minute instructions regarding Melanie Monica and I left to go to dinner.
Once out of her apartment "Where to" I asked expecting her to name the restaurant and she giggled and said, "The B Building."
"I haven't been shopping yet and there isn't much there to eat."
"There will be when we get there."
I can be a tad slow sometimes, but I got what she was saying pretty quick. When we got to my apartment she started undressing before the door was fully closed behind us and since the layout of our apartments were the same she knew right where the bedroom was and she headed for it. She was on the bed and waiting by the time I got the last of my clothes off.
"Dinner is waiting lover: she said as I got on the bed and seconds later I had my tongue in her pussy. I worked on her until I got her off and by then my cock was throbbing and aching for her hot hole. I moved up, pushed in and her arms and legs came up to enfold me. I gave what I hoped was a good account of myself and when I was soft I pulled out of her and fell to the bed beside her. She reached down and her hand started fondling my limp meat as she said:
"I don't know what you think of me lover, but I'm not really as easy as you might think from the way things have gone. I admit that I once was. I once was so easy that I'm ashamed of myself when I remember those days. Those were the days when I got my 'honey pot' and 'Heaven' tattoos. For a while I ran with some bikers and that is when I got the big one on my back.
"I don't know how I would have ended up if I hadn't met Dan and married him. When I said "I do" all my wildness seemed to disappear. You might not believe it, but before you I hadn't had a man in almost a year. I don't know what it is about you, but my pussy got wet just talking to you in the store that day. I was afraid, actually scared, that you wouldn't call when I gave you my phone number. Love at first sight? I don't honestly know, but something made me give you my card that day. There is something special about you and I'm not the only one who feels it. Melanie has never acted toward a man the way she acted toward you tonight."
Her fondling me started to put new life in my dick and when it twitched a couple of times she moved down and took it in her mouth. A couple of minutes later I was standing tall and she moved on top of me and used her right hand to guide me into her as she settled down on me and started doing me cowgirl. She rode me until I had to get off and then I rolled her over and fucked her hard until I got the both of us off. When I pulled out Monica told me that she wished we could spend the night together but:



"The baby sitter has to be home by ten. We have time for one more if you can get him up."
"With a little help I'm sure that I can."
She moved down to suck my cock, but I pulled away from her and maneuvered into position to go sixty-nine and then we went to work. She did get me up quickly and we did indeed have time for one more.
I walked her back to her place and after getting a good night kiss I asked her when I could see her again and she said she could do Thursday if I could.
"I'll make damned sure that I can."
Thursday she was waiting outside my apartment when I got home from work. I asked her to give ma a minute to wash up and then we could go somewhere and she said that she didn't want to go anywhere other than my bedroom. I told her that I wanted more out of our relationship than just sex and she told me that there would be time enough later for that, but at the moment she had almost a year of no sex to make up for. No way I wanted to put myself in the position of arguing against sex so off to the bedroom we went. We managed to get in four times before she had to leave.
As she was getting ready to leave I asked, "Any way we can make a Saturday date? You, Melanie and me? Maybe go to the zoo or something like that?"
Monica looked at me like I had two heads and then said, "Are you serious?"
"Of course I am and why would you even ask that?"
"All of the other guys I've gone out with acted like Melanie was something yucky on their shoes that needed to be shaken off. A lot of them never even asked for a second date. It was like my having a kid was the same as having a disease they were afraid they would catch so you wanting to include Melanie comes as a bit of a shock to me."
"Not all guys are shallow assholes. You finally lucked out and found one who isn't."
I walked her home, kissed her goodnight and told her I'd be by to pick them up Saturday at ten
+++++++++++++++++++++
Friday after work I headed for the out of business gas station that I rented. It had two bays with lifts and a working air compressor and it was where I worked on the cars that I restored.
The Mustang that was my current project was almost ready for paint and I was hoping that I could get that done during the coming week. Then I would have to decide on whether to keep it or sell it. That was the problem that I had with all my projects. When I was done with them I always wanted to keep them. Thankfully I was always able, sometimes just barely, to cut them loose. I also needed to start looking for my next project.
As I worked on the '93 I wondered about what was happening with Monica and me. It was obvious that I was into her and not just for the sex and she did seem to enjoy the time she spent with me, but was it going to be long term? I realized that I hoped so, but what was she thinking?
When I was done I locked my toolbox, made sure that the compressor was off, set the alarm, locked the door and went on home. I was still thinking about Monica and me as I nodded off to sleep.
At nine in the morning I got a call from Monica.
"I have to cancel today. The water pump on my car is leaking and I have to get it taken care of today."
"No you don't. You won't need your car today because I'm driving. Tomorrow I'll replace your water pump."
"I can't ask you to do that."
"You didn't ask me; I volunteered."
"You know what I mean."
"You told Melanie about the zoo right?"
"Well yeah."
"You going to disappoint her when you don't really have to?"
"No. You're right. I can't do that."
We had a great day at the zoo. Melanie held my hand everywhere we went and I did everything that she wanted me to do. Food to feed the animals? I got it for her. She wanted a hot dog? She got it. Her feet got tired and she wanted me to carry her? Up on my shoulders she went and all the time Monica watched and shook her head in wonder.
When it was time to go I asked Monica where she wanted to go for dinner, but before she could get a word in Melanie asked:
"Can we go to Mickey Ds? Can I get a Happy Meal?"
Take a wild assed guess as to where we ate.
When I got them home Monica invited me in and offered me a beer. I sat down on the couch and was no sooner settled in than Melanie climbed onto my lap. Monica came back with the beer and told Melanie to get off of me.
"You can't just bother Rob whenever you want to."
"He's my friend mommy. I like him."
"I don't mind Monica. She's fine where she is."
"Maybe I mind. After all she is occupying my space."
"I guess I need to get a bigger lap."
When it was time for Melanie to go to bed she asked me if I would read to her. I looked at Monica and she said:
"There is a book of fairy tales on her night stand. It won't matter which one you chose; she's heard them all more than once and never gets tired of hearing them."
Once Melanie fell asleep I went out and joined Monica in the living room. We sat on the couch and necked until my hands went started seeking her body parts and then she pushed me away.
"I'm sorry lover, but not here. I'm way, way too noisy and we would wake her up."
"So when can we get together again and make some noise?"
"I'll see if I can get a sitter for tomorrow night."
"How are we going to handle the noise issue when we get married?"
She got a shocked look on her face. "Married? We've only known each other for two weeks Rob. We don't anything at all about each other."
"I didn't say it was going to be next week, but I am looking at it down the line. So why don't we take a look at what we DO know. We seem to like spending time with each other. I'd much rather be with you than any of the other girls I've dated. There is something about me that grabbed you enough that you were afraid that I might not call you. And according to you just my talking to you made you wet. Add to that the fact that we are dynamite in bed together, but more important than our sexual compatibility is the one thing that can not be overlooked."
"What's that?"
"You daughter likes me.
"You are serious? You are really thinking of marriage?"
"I am."
"I don't know what to say. I wasn't thinking that far ahead."
"You need to start thinking about it, because I do plan on asking in the not too distant future. I already know enough about you, but I realize you do need a little time to learn more about me."
I got up and she walked me to the door and after a pretty hot goodnight kiss I said:
"The parts houses don't open until nine on a Sunday so I'll be here around eight. I'll take you and Mel to breakfast and then we will go and get a water pump and get your pony taken care of."
I was at her door at five to eight and we went to the Village Inn for breakfast. At nine we were at Auto Zone picking up the water pump and some other parts. I'd taken the precaution of ordering the pump right after I'd talked to Monica on Saturday just to make sure that they had it in stock. As for the other parts? I'd learned the hard way that it was a good idea to change all the belts when you did the water pump.
I drove over to the station and changed the pump while Monica read and Melanie kept telling me that she was going to help. I let her hold wrenches for me and made out like it was a real important job. When I finished we drove back to Auto Zone so I could get my core charge refund and then I asked the girls what they wanted to do next. We had driven by a park on the way to the gas station and Melanie had seen the kids playing on the swings and slide so she wanted to go there. While I pushed Melanie on the swings Monica used her cell trying to line up a sitter for the night. We got lucky and she found one. We hit McDonalds for an early dinner and then I took the girls home.
The babysitter showed up and as soon as we were out of her apartment Monica said:
"Don't go all stupid on me and ask me where I want to go. If you don't know the answer to that question by now you need to get some professional help."
We had to call it quits at nine forty-five because the babysitter couldn't stay past ten. As I was walking Monica home I asked her when we could get together again.
"I don't know Rob. Fall leagues start next week and I've already committed to bowl in two leagues so that will take up Tuesday and Friday. I've decided to drop one of the mixed leagues for this year. What night do you bowl?"
"It was supposed to be Wednesday, but I may give it up. If I bowled on Wednesday it would only give us Monday and Thursday during the week and I want more than that."
"Actually you wouldn't have those days; at least not for making love. We could see each other, but we couldn't have sex."
"Why not?"
"Because I can't afford to pay a sitter for more than Tuesday and Friday and maybe one other night."
"You don't need to pay a sitter on your bowling nights. Mel can stay with me. That will free up your sitter money for other nights and I'll pay for any weekend sitters."
"There are other problems Rob. There are nights I have to work late. Doesn't happen often, but it does happen."
"So? I can watch Mel when that happens. The important thing, at least for me, is that I get as much time with you as I can."
"You still aren't getting the whole picture Rob. I need to spend time with my daughter. I can't just leave her with a sitter every night. The best that you are going to be able to get out of me is weekends and maybe, only maybe, an occasional day during the week."
"And the nights you spend with Melanie can't include me?"
"Some of them can, but I still need some alone time with her."
"It sounds like you are trying to ease me out of your life."
"Okay Rob; truth time. I am not trying to ease you out of my life, but I am trying to slow things down. Talking of marriage after us only knowing each other for two weeks scares me. I'm not anywhere close to thinking those kinds of thoughts. I'm going to need time Rob. Time to get to know you better. Time to see if I think we can make an honest go of things. I agree with you that we do seem to have a good head start, but I am not near as certain as you seem to be about making it long term. At least not yet."
"I guess I can see that. Maybe I have been coming on a bit strong, but in my defense I have never before felt so certain that something was just so perfectly right. I'll back off and let you set the pace. Can I make a suggestion that will guarantee me at least one night during the week?"
"I don't know. What is it?"
"That you and I bowl in a mixed league. I'll treat it as a date night and I'll take care of the babysitter. Maybe in the league you were going to drop?"
"I think that is a great idea."
"And in line with you needing to get to know me better would you and Mel go with me to a barbecue at my parent's house this coming Sunday?"
"I'd like that."
"I know I said that I'd let you set the pace, but are you and Mel free to have dinner with me tomorrow night? I make a hell of a meatloaf."
"I think we can do that."
"Say seven?"
"We will be there."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I was home by five-thirty and I got right to work on dinner. I had it in the oven by six and then I spent a little time straightening up the apartment. Monica had been in the apartment before of course, but with her tendency for heading straight to the bedroom I don't know how much of the place she had 'really seen' and I didn't want her thinking I was a slob. It wasn't in bad shape, but it wouldn't hurt to try and make it a little better.
Monica and Melanie rang the doorbell right at seven. I told them to relax in front of the TV while I got dinner out of the oven, but Melanie wouldn't hear of it.
"I'm a big girl now and I know how to set the table."
I showed her where the silverware was and put the plates down where she could reach them. Monica watched with amusement from the living room as I kinda sorta hovered over Mel to make sure that she didn't drop and break any plates, but she didn't.
She didn't get the placement of the silverware right, but she had the concept. She had pieces on both sides of the plates, but they were random. One plate with a knife and fork on one side and spoon on the other. The next plate had the fork and spoon on one side and a knife on the other. Still it wasn't a bad effort coming as it did from a six year old.
I took the meat loaf and baked potatoes out of the oven and the tossed salad out of the fridge and we sat down to eat. The dinner conversation was monopolized by Melanie as se babbled on about her day at school. We heard all about her friends and her new boyfriend Jeffery.
"Boyfriend?" I asked. "Aren't you a little young to be having a boyfriend?"
"All girls have to have boyfriends. Mommy has one so I have to have one too."
"Your mommy has a boyfriend?"
I was looking at Monica as I asked the question and she looked back at me with a sort of half smile.
"Do you know who he is?"
"Of course I do silly; it's you."
The partial smile stayed on Monica's face and she gave a little shrug.
After dinner we parked Melanie in front of the Cartoon Network and Monica and I played cribbage and talked until it was time for them to leave. One of the things we talked about was my watching Melanie when Monica started bowling the next day. We decided that I would do the sitting at Monica's so that I could put Mel to bed rather than have her fall asleep at my place and then have to wake her up to take her home.
I kissed both girls goodnight and told Mel that I'd see her tomorrow and then I went to bed.
++++++++++++++++
Tuesday morning at six-thirty I got a call from Monica telling me that dinner would be on the table when I came over to sit for Melanie. I got there at a quarter to six, we ate dinner and then Monica left for the bowling alley.
I asked Mel what she wanted to do and she told me that she wanted to play a game.
"What kind of game?"
"A big people game like you play with mommy."
I knew that she was referring to the cribbage that Monica and I played and I knew the game was light years beyond her abilities so I got out a deck of cards and taught her how to play Fish. She was good with the numbers, but had trouble with the face cards.
After a while we sat and watched cartoons on TV until it was her bedtime and I read to her until she fell asleep.
Monica got home at nine forty-five and told me how her night went. She rolled a 214 and won a jackpot, but missed getting total pins by six.
We made out on the sofa for a bit and then I went home.
Wednesday I picked Monica up at six-thirty and we were at the lanes by ten to seven and I was introduced to my new teammates. It was a mixed league and the rules were that there had to be at least two women or two men on a team. Some teams had three men and two women and the others had the reverse. Our team was made up of Bill and Paula Martin, Susan Billings, Monica and I.
I was the lowest average so I got to be lead off. Next was Susan, followed by Paula, Monica and Bill. We got off to a good start and took all three games and I had a good night with a one sixty-four average over the three games. Monica put me to shame with a 179, a 184 and a 201.
After we were done and had gotten out of the way of the late league I told Mon I needed to hit the pro shop and by a new bag and I told her that I'd meet her in the bar. I bought the bag and headed for the bar where I found Monica sitting with some guy. I walked up to the table, pulled out a chair and sat down expecting Monica to introduce me to the guy, but what I got instead was the guy saying:
"I don't recall asking you to join us."
I looked at Mon and asked, "Did you join him at the table or did he join you?"
"I was here first."
I turned to the guy and said, "She is my girlfriend; we came together and we will be leaving together and since my girl is sitting here I will be sitting here to. If you have a problem with that I am more than willing to go outside to the parking lot with you where we can go into greater detail on the matter."
He gave me a nasty look and got up and left.
"Friend of yours" I asked as he walked away.
"Hardly. I dated him twice, decided that twice was one to many, but he can't seem to take no for an answer."
"Maybe he will now."
"My hero. Saving me from the bad man."
"Damned straight woman. Saving you for myself."
We went to my place and played 'kissy face' and 'suckie fuckie' until it was time for her to go home and cut the babysitter loose.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday was Monica's alone time with Melanie so I went to the gas station and got the Mustang ready for its trip to the paint shop on Saturday.
Friday dinner was waiting for me when I got to Monica's and I got a kiss for dessert just before she left. Mel and I played cards again and this time I taught her to play War. She didn't have school the next day so she was able to stay up until Monica got home.
Mon put her to bed, but Mel insisted that I read to her which I did until she fell asleep. Once she was out Mon and I settled on the couch and made out for maybe twenty minutes and then she pulled away and said:
"This is just so stupid" and she took my hand, pulled me up from the couch and led me into her bedroom. As soon as the door closed she started undressing and she looked over at me and said:
"Don't just stand there; get with the program."
I quickly disrobed and followed her onto the bed. She handed me her panties and told me to stuff them in her mouth when she started getting loud.
That was about six minutes into things.
I went down on her for a while and then moved up and pushed into her wetness. I started slow and in a minute or so she told me to do her harder. I picked up the pace and we rocked along until she cried out:
"Fuck me damn it! Fuck me hard" and that's when the panties came into play. I got us both off and then we moved into a sixty-nine until I was up again. Once up and ready she got on her hands and knees and I did her doggie. A little way into it she moaned:
"My ass baby; I want it in my ass."
I spent a little time getting her ready with my thumb and fingers and then I changed holes. She screamed in pleasure and the panties got used again. I got us both off and then fell to the bed next to her. After a minute or so Mon said:
"Mel doesn't usually wake up until seven or so. Can you be gone by then?"
"Don't know. After you get done with me I tend to sleep like a log. Think you can get me up in time?"
She laughed and said, "I haven't had any problems in getting you up so far."
As she was talking she had been playing with my cock and she giggled and said:
"See?"
Sure enough I was starting to get up again. She got up, went to the bathroom and came back with what she needed to clean my cock and then she went down on me and got me all the way up. She mounted me cowgirl and rode me to the point where I just had to get my nut and I rolled her over, stuffed her panties in her mouth and fucked her as hard and fast as I was able. I got her off twice before I got mine and then I pulled out, fell to the bed next to her and said:
"Give me a few minutes to catch my breath and I'll get out of here."
"I don't want you to go, but I can't chance having Mel seeing you here when she gets up."
I told her that I understood, but I really didn't. Mel was too young to understand and by the time she was old enough I figured to be married to Monica. But it was what Monica wanted so I got up, dressed and got ready to leave.
I told Mon that I had to take the Mustang to the paint shop in the morning and I asked her if she and Mel would like to go with me and then maybe have a picnic at the park later. She said it sounded like a good idea and I told her that I would pick her up at nine. I went to my place, set the clock for eight, and was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked the girls up at nine and we drove over to the gas station to get the Mustang. Mon drove my truck and followed me over to Ray's Collision. Ray looked over the car and asked me the same question that he always asked me every time I brought him a car to paint.
"You going to keep this one or sell it?"
My stock answer had always been, "Don't know. Can't make up my mind."
This time I knew the answer.
"Sell it."
That caught him by surprise.
"Are you sure?
"Yep. Need the money."
"I just may have someone who will want it. What are you going to ask for it?"
I gave him a figure and he told me that he thought it was reasonable. I knew he was wondering why I was so quick to make up my mind. It was simple. I wanted the money. I really didn't need it, but I wanted it. I wanted it because I was certain – dead certain – that I was going to marry Monica and I was going to want to get us out of apartments and into a house. It wasn't going to be a problem doing it because I had the money to do it, but I wanted to pay cash and not have to finance it. I had a little over 415K in the bank in the form of checking accounts, savings accounts and certificates of deposit. I even had a money market account with a broker that I knew and trusted. My brother. But I wasn't sure that it was enough to get the house I wanted so I wanted to add to it.
Why was I living in an apartment if I had that much in the bank? Simple. Living alone I didn't need more than an apartment, but after Karen and before Monica I hadn't met a woman I cared enough about to eve consider anything other than an apartment.
How come I had so much in the bank? My dad was in the insurance business and when Karen and I married he convinced me to by life insurance. Because of my age and Karen's age at the time I was able to get a 250K policy on each of us for a reasonable amount. The policy had the standard double indemnity clause and when Karen was killed I received 500K. I had credit cards, but I rarely used them preferring to deal in cash. I kept adding to the account when I sold the cars I bought and rebuilt. When I sold the car part of the proceeds went to purchase my next project and the rest went into the bank.
Financially I was in great shape. My Silverado was only five months old and it was paid for. I had a 401k at work and it was company matching up to five percent and I was putting ten percent of my pay into it every payday.
Ray gave me a couple of leads on vehicles that I might want to consider for my next project and then I left the Mustang in his capable hands and left.
+++++++++++++++++++++
We drove to the park and let Mel play and around one I got out the picnic basket that I had packed and we ate. I had the girl's home by three and then I went home, showered and changed to get ready for my evening out with Monica. I picked her up at six and for a change I didn't ask her where she wanted to go or what she wanted to do. I wanted a real night out with her and not a "Just take me to your bedroom" night.
We had dinner at Duke's Steak House and then I took her to The Pit for drinks and dancing. We had a pretty good time and around eleven we went back to my apartment. Mon had found a babysitter that could spend the night so she didn't have to rush home. A good thing since we didn't run me out of steam until three in the morning.
Mon was gone when I woke up at nine. I fixed myself some breakfast and then I did my laundry and cleaned the apartment until one when I picked the girl's up and headed for my parents house for the Sunday afternoon barbecue.
It was a family gathering and in addition to my parents my brother, sister, their spouses and their five kids were there. I owed my siblings a lot. Before they got married and started producing offspring I, as the oldest, was under considerable pressure to give my parents grandchildren. I could never convince them that Karen just wasn't going to let me get her pregnant. When Ron married Wanda and Wanda popped out twin girls and a boy a year and a half later the pressure was off me. Then Julie married Mike and in the space of three years they produced a grandson and a granddaughter I stopped hearing from my mother about not giving her grandbabies.
My entire family seemed taken by Monica and Melanie. Ron's youngest and both of Julie's were close in age to Mel and she was immediately involved in playing with them. Mom, Wanda and Julie quickly stripped Monica away from me, no doubt to get the dirt on me (and give up some at the same time) and I ended up relieving dad on the grill so he could have a beer or two and shoot the shit with Ron and Mike. It was a good day and as we were getting ready to leave both mom and Julie told me that I'd be a fool to let Mon get away.
"She is perfect for you" Julie said.
On the way home Monica said that she really liked my family and Mel said that she hoped that she could see Jack, Marvin and Jessica again.
"They were really fun to play with."
I dropped the girl's off, got kisses from both of them and then headed for my apartment and bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
On the drive home Sunday Monica told me that she and Mel had to go see her mother so she doubted that she would see me before Tuesday. Monday when I got off work I went to look at a couple of the prospects that Ray had given me for my next rebuilding project. I found a '91 Silverado that I liked the looks of and I made the man an offer and he accepted it. I wrote him a check and called Westside Towing and arranged to have the pickup moved to the gas station.
Tuesday through Friday were pretty much carbon copies of the previous week except that on Wednesday after bowling Mon told me that we were invited to her parent's for dinner on Saturday.
Saturday I met her parents and I immediately liked them and I got the impression that they liked me. They kept Mel overnight so when I took Monica home I spent the night and it carried over until noon the next day. I came to the conclusion that Mon was insatiable and that the only reasons that I was able to stay with her were my daily trips to the gym. There was a 24 Hour Fitness Center three blocks from where I worked and I spent most of my lunch hours there working out.
I took Mon to the Red Robin for lunch and then we went over and picked up Melanie. We ended up staying at her parent's for dinner and then I took the girl's home.
Monday after work I went over to the paint shop. I'd called Ray and told him that I would be by and when I got there he introduced me to a man who was interested in buying the car. I gave him my price and he took it and wrote me a check on the spot. I swung by a flower shop on the way home and I bought two flower arrangements – one for Monica and one for Mel – and I stopped by Mon's apartment and gave them to the girl's. I got kisses from both of them and headed home.
++++++++++++++++
The next two months went by pretty much as repeats of the previous weeks and then I decided that it was time to make it happen or start to back away from potential heartbreak. It was a Saturday and Mon had a sleep over babysitter. We went out for dinner, stopped for a few drinks and some dancing and then went back to my place. I fixed Monica a drink and then I took a knee and asked her to marry me.
She didn't light up, become all smiles and jump for joy. She looked away from me and seemed hesitant to speak. Finally she looked at me and said:
"I've been dreading this and hoping that it wouldn't happen. I've been very happy with our relationship honey, but I guess it is confession time for me and you may want to withdraw your proposal when you hear what I have to say. I told you before that I was pretty much a slut up until I hooked up with Dan, but I never told you the full story.
"I started my journey as a cock loving slut in high school. A week after the senior prom and two days after my eighteenth birthday I gave my cherry to Drew who was our next door neighbor's nineteen year old son and I loved it. After that first time we did it everywhere we could any time we could find the time to do it. We went to a party one night and I got a little high on alcohol and Drew and I snuck off and found a bedroom. We got it on and after Drew came he got up and had to go and take a leak. Minutes later we were back at it. Halfway into it I discovered that it wasn't Drew. It was some guy who had wandered into the room and had seen me lying on the bed with my legs spread wide and no panties on. I didn't care. I was being fucked and I was loving it. The guy finished and wasn't out of me a second before Drew was back in. Drew finished and another guy climbed on. I was told later that nine guys fucked me that night and three of them more than once.
"After that night I was pretty much a slut for Drew and his buddies. Threesomes, foursomes, gangbangs; I did them all and I did them willingly. After graduation I went to the local community college. Drew and most of the other guys I partied with had athletic scholarships to four year schools, but Drew had a cousin who was going to the community college and he hooked us up. Archie ran with a bunch of bikers and I rode with Archie. At first it was just Archie, but later it was the whole biker gang.
"I found out that the rule was that for the first month you were just the old lady of the guy you rode with, but after a month you were the whole clubs to use. You were clued in during that first month so you could bail out if you wanted to. If you were still there after that first month it was taken for granted that you knew what you were letting yourself in for. I couldn't wait for that first month to be up so I could get back to threesomes, foursomes and pulling trains. I wasn't forced and I wasn't drugged; I just loved to fuck.
"The second semester my first class was Business Law and the guy who sat next to me on my right was Dan. I know most people do mot believe in love at first sight, but that is the only way that I can describe what happened between Dan and me. I quit the biker gang cold, put all thoughts of multiple partners aside and concentrated solely on Dan. We got married and I expected to live happily ever after.
"Dan was upfront about not wanting any kids and he made sure that I understood that before we got married. Then the pill failed me. Hindsight being twenty-twenty I guess I should have backed up the pill with a diaphragm, but I didn't and I ended up pregnant. Dan said it wasn't a problem and we would just arrange to abort. I refused. Even though I really didn't want to be a mother I just couldn't go the abortion route. Dan and I fought over it until it was too late to have the procedure and that's when he stomped out of the house and joined the Army.
"I was angry at him for what he did and after he'd been gone a month I said a mental "Fuck you asshole" and I called up Archie. He spent two days in my bed and on the third day he brought Max with him and the next day it was Max and Ted. The guys thought it was great fucking a married pregnant woman and I was back to multiple partners and gangbangs and loving it. I was on the back of Archie's ride on my way to pull a train when my water broke.
"I got the news about Dan's death a month after Melanie was born and I'm sorry to say that it didn't have any affect on me at all. He had abandoned me and as far as I was concerned it was a case of good riddance. When the doctor told me that I was cleared to go back to having sexual relations I parked Melanie with my parents for the weekend and called Archie. I spent Saturday with him and Sunday with him, Ted and Max. By the time I got to my parents house to pick up Melanie I was feeling guilty over leaving her. For the next week Archie and several others spent the nights at my place and then one night while I was in a foursome Melanie started crying and I was so into the sex that I kept on going and let her cry. When the guys were done with me and she was still crying I finally woke up to what I had done and the real guilt hit me. That night caused me to pull my head out of my ass and to start being the best mother to Melanie that I could be. I doubt that you want to be married to a woman like that."
"I probably wouldn't want to be married to a woman like that, but that isn't you now is it. You put all of that behind you and concentrated on being Melanie's mother. What you did in the past is none of my business. It's the woman you are now that I'm asking to marry me. There are a few things behind me that I'm not all that proud of. The past is past. Our life started that day in King Soopers. Anything before that day has no part in our life now."
"It isn't that simple honey. The guys who did me are around and it is inevitable that someday we will run into some of them. They were a crude bunch and I can just imagine some of the things they will say or try and do. I don't know that you will want to put yourself in a position to have to put up with it."
"They are the ones that need to worry. If I have to fight the whole bunch of them as far as I'm concerned you are worth it."
"You really mean that?"
"You know I do. Besides, you know I've always wanted kids and that the only way I'm going to have any is marry a woman who has them. I know for a fact that Melanie will be okay with it. You have to marry me for Melanie's sake if for no other reason."
"Well I guess that if it is what Melanie wants I'll have to say yes."
We were married in a civil ceremony with her parents and my parents as witnesses. We bought a four bedroom house on ten acres. A bedroom for us, one for Melanie, one turned into a home office and one for use as a guest room. It had a three car garage and I had a lift installed in one of the bays so I'd be able to continue my hobby of rebuilding vehicles. We settled in to live the good life.
+++++++++++++++++
Three years into the marriage the first big problem showed up. There had been a few little ones along the way. Some of her old fuck buddies did say and try a few things, but some broken noses, black eyes and sorely hurting testicles put an end to most of it. A four day hospital stay for Archie kind of drove the point home that I didn't take kindly to their actions.
The big problem came from Monica's work place. She came home from work one night and told me that she had a major problem.
"Alex, one of the sales agents in the office had a friend stop by and visit him a couple of days ago. The friend was one of the bikers I ran with back when I was a wild child and Barney recognized me. Apparently some pictures were taken of me during one of the trains I pulled and Alex told me that Barney had given the photos to hi. Alex wants me to fuck him or he will send copies to you, pass the photos around the office and also in the two restaurants where we sometimes have lunch."
"You will have to do it here at the house."
"What!! Are you out of your fucking mind?!!"
"Not at all. We just need to get him where I can get my hands on him in private. You tell him that I will be out of town for three days and he needs to come here because I call every night I'm out of town and you need to be here to take the call. Tease him a little. Ask him if he wouldn't like to be doing you on my bed and be in your pussy while you were talking to me. I'll bet that he will jump at the chance."
And he did.
Monica told him that she put Melanie to bed at nine and that I usually called around ten so if he could get there at nine-thirty they could be well on their way by the time that I called. She told him that he had to be gone by six in the morning before Melanie got up. Then she told him if he was good he could come back the other two nights I would be gone.
He knocked on the door at nine twenty-five and Monica answered the door naked except for a pair of 'come fuck me' pumps. She led him to the bedroom telling him that she wanted him in her ass when I called.
"I never let my hubby have my ass so you will be the first one in it since Barney and his buddies."
I was behind the bedroom door when he came into the room and he never knew what hit him. He went down and I kicked him in the nuts a couple of times and a couple of more times in the ribs. I picked him up, tossed him on the bed, stripped him and then tied him spread eagled to the bedposts. I put a ball gag in his mouth while Mon put on a robe and went out into the kitchen and then came back with a very sharp boning knife. Then we waited for Alex to become a little more aware of his situation.
When he started tugging on the ropes that had him tied down I said:
"Welcome to Rob's House of Horrors. I hope to make your stay with us as painful as possible. You need to know up front that I don't take kindly to guys who try to fuck my wife and make me a cuckold. In fact it pisses me off severally. Pisses me off to the point where I really want to hurt them. Want to hurt them bad.
"Monica and I are in disagreement about what I should do. I want to cut your dick off one inch at a time, but Monica says that I should castrate you and leave you your dick. That way every time you looked at it you would be reminded that you couldn't use it any more because of what you tried to do to her.
"I'm interested in what you think I should do. Oh hell. Stupid me. You can't talk with that gag in your mouth can you. But if I take it out yours screams will wake up the neighbors and we wouldn't want that now would we?"
I pulled on a pair of rubber gloves and then asked Mon to hand me the knife.
"No. I want to be the one to do it. I'm the one he was trying to blackmail."
She pulled on a pair of rubber gloves, came over to the bed and took Alex's cock in her hand.
She looked into his eyes and said, "This is what you wanted right? Me and your cock getting together?"
She stroked his cock a couple of times and put the knife against it.
"One inch at a time. I'll leave you an inch so you will have something to look at to remind you of what you used to have."
Just as she started to make the cut – I let her break the skin – I said:
"Hold up Mon; I just thought of something. We need to know where the photos are."
"Damn it Rob! I'm ready to do this. I'm all psyched up and I want to do it."
"Just hold on; you still might be able to. He tells me what I want to know or I turn you loose on him."
I took the ball gag out of Alex's mouth and he blubbered, "Don't do it. Please God don't do it. I'm sorry. I didn't mean it. I swear to God I didn't mean it."
"Didn't mean what?" Monica asked.
"I don't have any pictures. It was a bluff. Barney told me about you and I saw a way to get you. Barney didn't have pictures. I lied. I swear on my mother's grave that I lied."
"What do you think Mon?"
"I don't know. He was awful sure of himself when he approached me about it."
"You never saw any pictures?"
"No. He pulled his shit on me and I hurried home and told you. We made our plans and then I went to work and set it up for him to be here tonight."
While we were talking Alex's dick was bleeding from where Monica had nicked it and Alex was staring at the blood oozing out of it.
"There is another matter. We need to know who he might have told that he was going to be here tonight and what he was going to be doing."
Alex blubbered, "No one. I swear! I didn't tell no one. If I'd of told they would have wanted in. I wanted to keep her for myself. I'm telling the truth here. Please. I'm begging you. Please God don't hurt me."
I stared at him in silence for a bit and then said, "It is up to you Mon. I'll leave it in your hands" and then I looked at Alex and said "Pun intended" since his cock was still in Monica's hand with the knife only a fraction of an inch away from it.
Monica squeezed his cock and he screamed, but then she let loose of it.



"I want to do it. I'm ready to do it and I really, really want to do it, but I guess I need to be practical. If I do what I want and cut his cock off the blood will soak through the sheets and into the mattress and the asswipe isn't worth the cost of a new mattress. Just cut him loose and throw him out."
Then she looked Alex right in the eye and said, "I'm going to start carrying a knife to work with me and if you give me any more shit I swear to God I'll walk up to you in the middle of the office and bury the blade in your crotch! Believe it!"
She left the room and I said, "You got lucky this time. Next time you try some shit like this you might not get off this easy. Oh, and before I cut you loose you need to know that we have been taping what has been said here. That you were trying to blackmail Monica into having sex with you. Think about that if you decide to run to the cops over what happened here tonight. Blackmail is illegal. You did know that right?"
I cut him loose and told him to dress and get out before Monica changed her mind. When he was gone Monica pulled me into the bedroom.
"No making love to me tonight baby. I'm hot and I want to be fucked and fucked hard! Having his cock in one hand and a knife in the other and knowing that I had the power turned me on. Fuck me baby; fuck me and make me scream!"
I did.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Monica went to work the next day and Alex wasn't there. She found out around lunch time that he had called in and quit.
Not being a totally trusting individual and having some small doubts about Alex's confession I tracked Barney down and had a talk with him. When I left him I was satisfied that no photos were ever taken of Monica when she was playing her sexual games.
I don't know if her past will ever rise up again and attempt to cause problems, but if it does we can handle it.
++++++++++++++++
What? Oh yeah. Right. The tattoo. You have fifty-three dollars?
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I met Agnes in the ninth grade, started dating her and we were pretty much an established couple from the tenth grade on. We had no problems all the way through high school and -- cliché of all clichés -- we exchanged our virginities the night of the senior prom. Once we discovered sex we were at it every chance we got.
We had been talking about getting married since the eleventh grade and we had decided that we would wait until we finished college before tying the knot.
College changed Aggie. In high school our peers recognized that we were a couple and the guys left Aggie alone, but those same circumstances didn't hold once we got to college. While there were some old classmates from our high school there the majority of students were from other places and the guys didn't see Aggie as my girl. They saw her as a desirable female and she was constantly being hit on.
I knew it was happening, but there wasn't much I could do about it. We had different majors and took different classes so we usually only saw each other in the evenings after classes and after I got off work. The attention had an effect on Aggie. She became more 'flirty' for lack of a better word. Several times I saw her walking with other guys, smiling and talking with them, but I was on the other side of the quad and she didn't notice me.
Twice I took a shortcut through the Student Union on my way from one class to another and I saw Aggie in the cafeteria; once with a guy and once with two of them. It never registered on me until much, much later that I never saw her with other girls. It was always with guys.
It never worried me. We were a couple right? We were in love right? We were planning on getting married right? So nothing for me to sweat right? She was a great looking girl so naturally she attracted guys, but she was mine and she proved it every night when we got together.
+++++++++++++++++
Four years later we graduated, found jobs in our fields of study, got married and began a life of wedded bliss. I was the poster boy for 'fat, dumb and happy' for almost six years before the balloon popped. It was an accident that brought about my rude awakening.
I was sitting at my desk at work when Molly from the mailroom put some files in my in basket. I picked up the top one and started going through it. I wondered why it had been routed to me since it concerned an account that Wally Bergman was handling. Wally was an old classmate from high school and college. I was halfway through it when I spotted a major error. A quick calculation in my head told me that the projections were off almost three million dollars. I was reaching for my calculator to work out the exact figure when Wally came rushing into my office and asked me if I had seen the file.
"I've got to make copies of it and be ready to give the Apex people a presentation in half an hour."
"I have the file right here. I don't know why I have it; I guessed that someone wanted me to look it over so I did, but I don't think that you want to present this to Apex."
I showed him what I'd found and even though I know it is usually only a figure of speech I'd swear to it that his face went white.
"Jesus Rob; this could have cost me my job. I need to do a quick re-work on it" and he took the file and hurried off.
It was a Thursday and Aggie always had to work late on Thursdays to get payroll out for the Friday payday so I did my usual and hit Bud's Bar after work for his half pound ground round and a couple of beers before heading home.
I'd just finished my burger and was starting on my second beer when Wally came in, saw me and joined me in my booth. He ordered a beer from Sue and told her to give him my bill.
"It's the least I can do after you saved my ass today."
I didn't argue with him over it since we weren't talking big money and we sat and talked about work for a bit and then some "Have you seen (fill in the blank) and a little of "Have you heard what (fill in the blank) did" and then Wally turned my world upside down and inside out.
"I have to ask you this Rob. It is none of my business and I know it, but you are a nice guy and I really like you. I'd like to know why you put up with Aggie's shit."
"I don't know what you mean Wally."
"Why do you let her fuck around on you?"
"What the hell are you talking about Wally?"
He took one look at my face and his paled and he said, "Oh fuck! You didn't know."
He started to get up, but I grabbed him and pulled him back down.
"No you don't Wally. You don't drop a bomb like that on me and then get up and run. Sit back down and spill it."
He sat down and said, "I don't know what to say Rob."
"Just tell it Wally. Just spit it out."
"I thought you knew Rob. I mean it has been what, ten years, and you don't know? My God Rob; how could you not know?"
"Know what Wally?"
"That Aggie is a round heeled slut."
I just stared at him, unable to ask a single question.
"I'm sorry Rob; I wish I'd never opened my mouth."
I shook off my mental paralysis and said, "But you did Wally so now you have to finish it. How do you know and how long have you known?"
"I've known since our senior year in high school and I know because I'm one of the many who did her."
I was stunned at the information, but I had a crying need to know.
"Start at the beginning Wally and don't leave anything out. Please don't leave anything out."
The story that unfolded was shocking to me. Not only the content, but the fact that it had been going on for over ten years and I hadn't had a clue. Not even a wisp of one.
Two weeks after the senior prom Wally had gone over to his cousin's house and as was his habit he just walked into the house and headed for George's bedroom where he knew George would be on his computer. But George wasn't on the computer. He was on and in Aggie. Wally stood there watching them and they both saw him and since neither one of them yelled at him to get out he undressed and waited his turn.
He and George took turns fucking Aggie until she called a halt to the proceedings. She said she had to get cleaned up and meet me when I got off work from my part time job at Jessup's Market. He and George fucked her off and on whenever I was at work until George met and got serious with Melody Martin. She fucked Wally for a couple of weeks and then one day when he stopped to see her she was already fucking Mike Bellah and Justin Walsh and he undressed and joined in. All three of them worked on her until she had to stop so she could meet me. Wally shared her with several other guys and many times she had pulled trains with more than a half dozen guys present.
"I know that we were friends and all, but it wasn't like we were best friends you know? And you remember how it was when we were eighteen and had pussy on the brain. You guys were kind of going steady, but I didn't think the two of you were all that serious anyway. I mean if you were really serious would she be fucking anybody who showed her a hard cock? And it didn't change when we started college.
"As I remember it freshman first semester she had classes Monday/Thursday and Tuesday/Friday and didn't have any classes on Wednesday. Her last class on Monday/Thursday let out at two and her last class on Tuesday/Friday let out at one. I don't remember your schedule, but when you got out of class you went to work and when Aggie got out of class she was off to a bedroom somewhere. Wednesday was like an all day fuck-a-thon.
"It was like that all the way through school Rob. Class schedules changed from term to term, but the constant was Aggie spreading after class and until you got off work. I'm making it sound like it was every day, but it wasn't. Two or three times a week though. Most of us guys were shocked when you and Aggie married. We just knew that you had to know what she had been doing, but you married her anyway. A lot of us thought that maybe you were one of those guys who got off on your women doing other men. Tyler thought that maybe you and Aggie were swingers, but no one ever remembered seeing you with another girl, but we were always seeing Aggie with other guys."
"I had no fucking idea Wally. Not even the whisper of an idea."
"Damn Rob; I'm sorry to be the one to clue you in, but since you never knew it stands to reason that you probably don't know that she has a standing Thursday night date with Bob and Bill Howard. The Tuesday you bowl she sees Mark Willard. I don't know who else she sees and when, but it is a sure bet that anytime you are off somewhere doing something so is Aggie. Not that it matters much, but I did stop doing her when you got married. Single pussy is one thing, but messing around with married pussy is something totally different."
"I don't know what to say Wally. And I don't now what I'm going to do, but I'm sure as hell going to do something."
I polished off my beer and stood up to leave. I stopped and turned to Wally.
"Thanks Wally. Thanks for the burger, the beer and for pulling my head out of my ass."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++a
As I drove home I was rolling what Wally had told me around in my head. Did I believe what he told me? On the one hand I said "No way! Aggie loves me and she wouldn't do that to me." On the other hand was the question "Why would Wally lie to me?" I had to finally admit to myself that he wouldn't. He knew I'd check out what he'd told me and if he had lied how would we be able to keep working together? The answer was that we wouldn't be able to and Wally knew it. It was going to be hard enough to work with him knowing about him and Aggie, but we would eventually get by it because I did remember what it was like to be a teen and have pussy on the brain and I knew that if some other guy's girl had offered me her pussy back then and I didn't have Aggie I'd have taken it.
The real question was "What the fuck do you do now Rob?" I did know that Aggie and I were through. I could maybe -- just maybe -- have gotten by a one night drunken mistake or maybe even a short term affair if Aggie could convince me that it would never happen again, but outright slutdom for ten years? No fucking way!!!
I was in bed pretending to be asleep when Aggie got home from 'getting out the payroll' and I ignored her when her hand touched my cock. The bitch wanted to give me sloppy seconds and I wasn't going for it. Admittedly I'd been getting them for years and it hadn't killed me, but I didn't know it at the time. I did now though and the touch of her hand on my cock made my skin crawl and for the first time ever I didn't get an erection when Aggie handled me.
I was up before Aggie in the morning and I had the coffee on and was reading the morning paper when Aggie came down.
"What happened to you last night? I came home horny and eager and you were already in bed. That isn't like you Rob."
"Something that I ate didn't agree with me and I was feeling poorly and so I went to bed early."
"Well I certainly hope that you are better today. I'm going to need you to do double duty tonight to make up for last night."
As soon as I got to work I called Felix Mather. Felix was a friend from high school and was now an attorney practicing corporate law (whatever that was) and I asked him to recommend a 'take no prisoners' divorce lawyer.
"Shit!" he said.
"What does that mean?"
"It means that what I'd hoped was true isn't. That you are looking for a divorce lawyer means that what I thought you and Aggie had is not what you and Aggie have and that you have finally found out about her."
"What did you think we had?"
"An open marriage of some type. How else could Aggie do what she was doing and still be with you? I mean it was obvious to everyone that you were devoted to her and how could that be unless you were okay with what she was doing?"
"Believe it or not Felix I had no clue as to what she was doing until yesterday."
Felix was silent for a couple of seconds and then said, "Give Tom Sweet a call and tell him I sent you." I called Sweet and told him that Felix recommended him and he told me that he could see me that day if I could be there at one. I told him I could make it and I did.
Sweet told me that my options ranged from an amicable split to an Attila the Hun scorched earth policy. We were not a no fault state and adultery was an acceptable grounds for divorce.
"But to go for a divorce using adultery as grounds you need to have irrefutable evidence. Hearsay won't do it."
"How do I get the evidence that I need?"
He took a card out of his desk and handed it to me. It read "Gaston Marshell, Private investigator."
"His office is just across the street. If you want I can give him a call and see if he can get you in right away."
"Please do. I want to get this over with as soon as possible. Go ahead and start the divorce paperwork and I'll get the evidence to you as soon as I get it."
Sweet made the call and ten minutes later Gaston Marshall was telling me what we needed to do. Unfortunately one of the things I needed to do was act completely natural around Aggie and not give her any reason to suspect that I wasn't still the clueless clown she was accustomed to.
"And as distasteful as it may be to you" Marshall said, "It means no changes in your routine. If you have sex three or four times a week you have to do it. If you are usually the instigator you will need to do it. Just remember that you are no longer making love; you are just getting your rocks off. Do not do anything that might make her change her routine in any way. It is important to us and what we want to happen that she be clueless of the fact that there has been a change in your relationship."
I went back to my office and bit the bullet and called Aggie at work. It was our habit to go out for dinner every Friday night and for breakfast every Sunday morning so when I got her o the phone I asked her if Tricocci's was okay for dinner and she said it was.
While I was eating my Veal Marcella and Aggie was working on her Rigatoni and sipping white wine employees of Marshall Investigations were placing wireless cameras and listening devices in the house. As I took a sip of my Merlot I was running over Marshall's words to me.
"It is natural that you will try to spot the hidden cameras, but you have to fight the urge. If she notices you doing it there is a chance that all of our efforts will be wasted. The other thing you will need to do is force yourself to act natural in the bedroom and that is not going to be an easy thing for you to do unless you are a born exhibitionist. The system is sound and motion activated and you will be on camera knowing that it is likely that some of my employees will see you. You cannot let that inhibit you.
"There is a switch that will allow you to turn off the system when you are at home, but experience has shown that most will forget to turn the switch back on when they leave the house. My advice to you is leave the system alone and try and pretend that you are a porn star at work making a porn tape."
After dinner I asked Aggie if she wanted to go for a few drinks and maybe some dancing and she told me no.
"We need to get home so you can make it up to me for letting me down last night."
On the way home she slid over next to me, unzipped me and took out my cock.
"Drive carefully sweetie. Don't hit anything that might make me bite off your dick."
When she took me in her mouth it was a good thing that her head was buried in my lap so she couldn't see the grimace on my face when her lips surrounded my cock. In my mind what she was doing was not something special for me, but what she had done with a hundred other cocks over the last ten years. But disgusted as I might be with Aggie human nature took over a couple of minutes into things and my cock throbbed and wanted her to continue on and get me off. I punched a load into her mouth just as I turned into our driveway and Aggie swallowed it, licked me clean and then told me to hurry up and get up to the bedroom.
I couldn't follow Marshall's advice. No way could I act natural knowing that I might be fucking for an audience. It was going to be a chore just trying to act natural as I fucked Aggie so I went to where I was told the switch would be and I shut the system off. I left my cell phone on the seat of the car knowing that when I saw it when I went to leave the house it would remind me to turn the system back on.
I don't know if it registered on Aggie or not, but I didn't make love to her that night; I fucked her. Unfortunately once was not enough and I had to perform two more times before Aggie would let me go to sleep.
I got up in the morning and dressed to go for my morning run and before I left Aggie reminded me that she wouldn't be there when I got back.
"I'll be having my hair done, but I should be home by two."
I had always wondered why her hair appointment took from nine in the morning until two in the afternoon. Aggie said that it was because she got to gossiping with the other regulars and usually ended up going to lunch with them. It could even be the truth, but after what I'd recently found out I was thinking that she probably met one of her fuck buddies either before or after getting her hair done.
On my way out I turned the switch for the system back on. I doubted that anything would happen while I was on my run, but I needed to get into the habit of making sure that the system was on when I wasn't home. The switch only shut off the cameras. The listening devices and the phone tap were always on.
I did my usual five miles and when I got back to the house I went down into the basement and opened up the cabinet above my work bench. It is where I told Marshall to put the recorders. I figured that it was the best location since Aggie rarely went into the basement and almost never went into my work area. There were two receivers in the cabinet. One was for the listening devices and phone tap and the other was a DVD recorder that received the input from the wireless cameras. I checked the recorder for the phone tap and had my suspicions confirmed.
"Hello?"
"Good morning lover. Are we still on for today?"
"You bet. The wife took the kids to the zoo so we have until six tonight."
"You know I can't stay that long. I need to be home by two. Any later and it might get Rob to wondering. He has already questioned that fact that I don't get home until two."
"Then skip the hair job and get over here so we can make it happen."
"Yeah. Sure. Then what do I tell Rob when he asks why I've been gone so long and my hair hasn't been done. I want more time with you too baby, but we have to settle for what we can get."
I recognized the man's voice. It was my cousin Lou. I was steaming when I went back upstairs and wondering how many of my other relatives she had fucked or was fucking. I was able to get my anger under control by the time Aggie got home from her 'hair appointment' and was able to hold it together. An hour after she got home I faked a fall down the basement stairs and told Aggie that I'd hurt my back.
"Must have pulled a muscle or something."
That took care of having to fuck her for the next couple of days at least.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I called Aggie at work and told her that I was going to be going out of town on Tuesday and would be gone until Friday and that I'd be home in time to take her out to dinner. There was no trip of course. It might be a wasted three days, but I didn't think so. I travelled on the average of once a month and Aggie was always home when I made my nightly check in phone call. Since my calls were at irregular times -- anywhere from seven to ten -- I doubted that she waited for my calls and then went out so if she was fucking around on me as much as I had been led to believe she was probably doing it on our bed as I was talking to her. That was my hope anyway. If she was and the cameras caught it I would have what my attorney wanted in the way of 'irrefutable proof' for the divorce action.



That evening Aggie wanted to make love.
"I need something to hold me for the three nights you will be gone."
Yeah! Right! Fortunately for me at least my back was still hurting so I had to beg off. Tuesday morning Aggie kissed me goodbye and suitcase in hand I left the house for my business trip. I drove to work and got in almost a full day. I left at three and drove to our neighborhood and parked a block over from the house. Using my laptop I punched in a code that Marshall had given me that activated the software he had loaded onto my computer. A few keystrokes and I was listening to the recorder on the phone line.
"Hello?"
"Hey sexy hunk; it's me."
"What's up?"
"Hubby just left on a three day trip. You ready to spend three fun filled nights with me?"
"Does a duck walk barefoot on the beach?"
"I'll take that as a yes. I leave it to you to call Tony. I've got to get out of here and get to work. I'll be home by six."
"See you then."
I shut down the computer and called Tom Sweet and told him to have the papers ready to serve by Thursday and then I told him how I wanted it done. He told me that to do it that way would cost me more that the standard service fee and I told him that I didn't care. I left the neighborhood and drove to the other side of town and checked into a motel. It had a restaurant and a bar just next door and I settled in for a three day stay.
I liked the bar. It was my kind of place and every time I went there it put a big smile on my face (apologies to Toby Keith). It was a country/western bar and the juke box was loaded with good tunes to dance to and every night I stopped there I saw three or four unattached ladies who couldn't stand to see a man sitting alone while there was music to dance to being played.
The first time I was there I was sitting at the bar nursing a long neck where a great looking redhead came up to me and said:
"Come on sugar; they're playing our song" and she took my hand, pulled me off the bar stool and led me out onto the dance floor. As I took her in my arms and started the waltz she said:
"Don't get the wrong idea sugar. I'm not tolling. I just love to dance and you were there."
Her name was Rhonda and after the dance she invited me to join her and her two friends, Laura and Shelby, at their table. I spent until ten-thirty taking turns dancing with them and then I told them I had to call it a night.
"Maybe we will see you again" Rhonda said. "We are in here two or three nights a week."
"I'm just next door in the motel so it is likely that I will be in here the next two nights."
I went to bed in a good mood for the first time since my talk with Wally.
++++++++++++++++++
The next afternoon at three I was parked a block over from the house and watching what the wireless cameras had picked up the night before. The two guys who joined Aggie in the bedroom were young guys. They were at least six years younger than Aggie and I wondered if it was youthful exuberance that Aggie was after. The content was nothing exceptional. It was just plain sucking and fucking although it was a bit strange seeing my wife double teamed.
The visuals of Aggie fucking the two guys didn't really interest me. What I wanted was the audio. I was surprised at what I heard or more to the point what I didn't hear. I expected to hear Aggie ridiculing me and my lovemaking skills or lack thereof, but she never did shoot me through the grease. It was the same Wednesday. The only time I was mentioned was when one of the guys said that he wished they could get together more often. Aggie told him that she was sorry, but that I had first call on her time.
What I did pick up was Aggie telling them that they had to be out of the house by six in the morning.
"None of the neighbors are early risers so I need you to be gone before they get up and see you leaving."
Both Wednesday and Thursday morning they left the house right at six and I assumed that it would be the same on Friday. I called my attorney and had him change the serving of the papers until Friday.
At five forty-five Friday morning I was parked just down the street from the house. At five fifty-five the front door opened and the two guys came out. They turned to say goodbye to Aggie who was standing just inside the door and that is when they saw the man standing just off to the side. He stepped in front of the open door, served Aggie and then turned and walked away leaving Aggie and her two fuck buddies looking at his back. I pulled up in front of the house and honked the horn to make sure that I had Aggie's attention and then I waved "Bye bye" and drove off."
++++++++++++++++++
In the papers that were served on Aggie was a letter from me to her. Basically it said that I never wanted to speak to her again unless it was in the presence of our attorneys. I didn't want to know why. I didn't want to hear that she loved only me and it was just meaningless sex with the others. I didn't want to hear that it wasn't what I thought it was and I didn't want to hear that we could get by it because of our love for each other. I did not want to hear any of the garbage that cheaters come up with to try and excuse their actions when they get caught.
Of course Aggie paid no attention to the letter and fifteen minutes after I had pulled away from the house my cell rang and it was Aggie. I let it go to voice mail along with the next seven calls from her. When I got to work I told my secretary that I had left Aggie and not to put any calls from her through. I had another thought as I was opening my office door and I turned back to her.
"Another thing Martha. If she shows up here please tell her that I'm not here. Tell her I've gone to meet with a customer."
Martha stuck her head in the door five minutes later.
"I talked to Iris on the front desk. If your wife shows up she will call me and stall your wife to give you time to get out the side door. You can go to the café and have coffee until she leaves."
I thanked her and as she went back to her desk I thought, and not for the first time, that a good secretary is a priceless thing to have.
Aggie called my cell seventeen times that day and I didn't take any of the calls. At lunch time I called my dad and brother and let them know what was going on. I told dad to tell mom and ask her to refrain from trying to get me to sit down and work things out with Aggie and he told me that he would see what he could do. It would be hard because my mom looked on Aggie as the daughter she never had.
At the end of the day I still had some work that needed to be done and since I didn't have to hurry home I decided to stay and finish it up. At five Martha told me that she was leaving and would see me in the morning.
"And by the way; your wife called five times before noon and each time I told her that I had instructions not to put her through to you. I think she finally got the message since she hasn't called since."
I finished around seven and when I got to the lobby of course Iris was gone and Hank, our night watchman, was sitting at the reception desk and saw me and said:
"Hot time on the town tonight with the misses?"
"Why would you think that?"
"She is out there waiting on you."
"We are getting a divorce Hank and she wants to talk and I don't. If she knocks on the door don't open it and if she uses the intercom tell her that you are alone in the building and that when you came to work there was a note in the turnover log that my car was in the lot because I couldn't get it started and that the towing company would be here in the morning to take it to the shop. Can do?"
"No problem Mr. Byrns. Sorry to hear it. Divorces ain't no fun. Know that cause I've had two of them."
"I'm going out the back door and avoid her."
I went out the back door, went around the block, crossed the street and walked down the alley to the back door of Dave's Diner and went in and took a seat. I sat where I could see Aggie waiting by my car. I ordered the special and kept an eye on her while I ate. I was halfway through my dessert when she went up to the building and pressed the call button on the intercom. Hank apparently told her what I'd asked him to because she went back to her car and left. I finished dessert, had one more cup of coffee and then left. I stopped in the bar for a beer or two and even thought there were a couple of ladies there alone hoping for a dance partner I had my two beers and left.
+++++++++++++++++
Saturday morning was a busy one for me as I ran around and did all the things I should have done before serving Aggie. I just hoped that I wasn't too late and she hadn't gotten around to doing what I should have done. I hit the bank and cleaned out all the accounts and took the certificates of deposit and my personal papers out of the safe deposit box, but left all of Aggie's stuff in it. I took off my wedding ring and dropped it in the box for her to find.
I hit the Waffle House for breakfast and while there I used my cell phone to call and take care of the credit cards. There were only two that were joint and I cancelled them both. That left me with a Visa and an American Express that were in my name only. Aggie also had two in her name only so all I really accomplished was make sure she couldn't run up the joint cards by taking out cash advances.
When I finished breakfast I drove back to the motel, parked my car and called a cab to take me to the nearest Avis rental place. I rented the cheapest car they had and went back to the motel. I spent the afternoon lounging by the motel pool and reading a book.
Just before I went to eat I turned on my cell phone and checked for messages. There were nine and all from Aggie. I cleared them and then turned the phone back off. I had a light dinner and then headed for the bar.
The bar had a live band on Friday and Saturday and the place was packed. I found a seat at the bar and ordered a beer. I'd downed about half of it when I felt a tug on my shirt. I turned and saw Rhonda standing there.
"Hey cowboy. Why are you sitting here when there is a seat at our table for you?"
"Didn't see you what with the crowd and all. To be honest about it had I seen you I wouldn't have intruded on you. It would have seemed like I was taking things for granted."
"Nonsense. Come on."
I got up and followed her to her table and saw that Laura and Shelby were also there. I sat down, said hi to the girls and then said:
"There seems to be something wrong with this picture. Three stone foxes sitting at a table alone and you aren't swamped with guys? You had to come and get me? That just ain't right."
"We get a lot of attention, but it is usually from assholes. They see us here, notice the wedding rings and think that we are here looking for some guy for the night. Just three sluts out looking to cheat on their husbands. We are just here because we want to dance and only a couple of guys understand that and accept it. The rest think they are God's gift to women and we have to fight them off. After the other night we know that you are one of the good guys and you have an open invitation to join us whenever you come in and we are here."
"It isn't any of my business and I know it so feel free to tell me that, but I have to ask. Why are three gorgeous married women spending time in a place like this without your husbands?"
"It is a legitimate question" Rhonda said. "Laura's husband is in the Army Reserve and his unit was sent to Afghanistan. She was going nuts cooped up in her house alone so we decided to get her out. Shelby's husband works afternoons and my hubby is a long haul trucker and is gone a lot so the three of us banded together to keep each other company. We love to dance and here we are. What's your story? I noticed that you had a ring on last time we saw you and now it is gone."
"I served my wife with divorce papers yesterday morning and took the ring off and left it where she would find it."
"Do you feel that frees you up to hunt?"
"Not in the least. The grounds were adultery and I have no intention of doing anything that she can use for grounds in a counter suit."
"Goodie" Lara said. "We have a safe dancing partner."
I spent the rest of the evening until closing time taking turns dancing with the three of them and sharing them with the occasional guy they said yes to.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday I spent a quiet day beside the pool with a book and Monday I drove the rental car to work. My hope was that Aggie wouldn't see my car and would think I was out of town again and stay away.
The week went by with me getting anywhere from six to ten calls a day from Aggie which I never took. Twice she called me from numbers I didn't recognize and when I answered and heard her voice I hung up on her. I stopped by the bar every night after dinner and had a beer or two. Rhonda, Laura and Shelby were there on Wednesday and Friday and I joined them. I danced with them until ten on Wednesday and until closing on Friday.
I figured that by Saturday Aggie would have figured out that I wasn't going to talk to her so I turned in my rental and drove my car to work on Monday. Bad move on my part. Monday she was parked next to my car when I came out of the building. When she saw me coming she got out of her car and was standing by my car's driver's side door. She said, "We need to talk Rob" when I got to the car. I ignored her and she moved to block the door.
"Come on Rob; you need to let me explain."
I pushed her out of the way and she stumbled and almost fell and by the time she had regained her balance I was in the car. I rolled the window down and said:
"You need to go back and read the letter that was with the divorce papers Aggie. I will not talk to you unless my attorney is present and even then all I will talk about is the details of the divorce."
"I don't want a divorce Rob."
"And I don't want you Aggie. We are done. Accept it because I'm not going to change my mind."
I rolled the window up and drove off leaving her standing there. That Aggie wasn't going to accept my refusal to talk to her became apparent to me when I got off work Tuesday.
When I walked up to my car two guys came up to me and each took hold of one of my arms. I recognized them as the two that had fucked Aggie in our bedroom. One of them said:
"Don't do anything stupid old man and you won't get hurt. Miss Aggie says she wants to talk to you and you are being obstinate so we are taking you to her. The easy way or the hard way, but you are coming with us."
Old man? I was only six or maybe seven years older than they were. They must have thought that since I was wearing a suit and a tie and carrying a briefcase I was some soft old guy. I figured that I could take them. They wouldn't be expecting the 'old guy' to do anything against the two of them so surprise should let me get one of them out of the way and one on one I was pretty sure that I could take the other one. Either way the fracas would draw attention and their little kidnapping caper would be in the shit can.
But then I thought do I really want to? If Aggie was going to go to those lengths just to get to talk to me what would she try next if I sent these two back to her all bloodied up? I allowed them to push me into my car and I sat between them, briefcase on my lap, as I was driven to the house. They escorted me inside and Aggie told them to sit me down in a chair and make sure that I stayed there. She turned to me and said:
"We are not getting a divorce!"
When she said that I started to get up from the chair, but the two guys pushed me back down and held me there as one of them said:
"You will stay put if you know what is good for you."
"We are going to stay married" Aggie said, "But there will be a few changes in the way we live. I'm sorry that you found out about my medical problem, but now that you know you are going to have to live with it. I love you. Believe it or not I love you and I'm not letting you go."
"Medical problem? What medical problem?"
"I have nymphomania. I have been a nymphomaniac since high school. You unleashed it when you took my virginity."
"Nonsense. They have drugs that can treat that sort of thing."
"Yes they do and I've tried them all. They make me sluggish and stupid and I don't like sitting around looking like a retard. Besides, I like being a nympho. I love to fuck and you should know that. Lord knows I hardly ever leave you alone. And what I do doesn't hurt you in the least. I love you and I spoil you rotten. So what if I let someone have what you couldn't use anyway. If you could stay hard 24/7 I wouldn't need anyone else, but you can't and I need it so I give the excess to others. I don't love them; I love you and I always come home to you.
"Here is the way it is going to be. I have written up a post nuptial agreement where you agree to my having as many lovers as I require to keep my sanity. You agree to leave the marriage with nothing if you later decide you don't want to continue the marriage under those conditions."
"And in exchange what do I get besides a whore for a wife?"
"You get the same loving wife you have had for the past six years and you know full well that you considered those years perfect. You considered our marriage and our life perfect even though the entire time I was doing what you now have a problem with. All that is wrong now is that your ego is involved. Someone else is using something that you have always considered yours and yours alone. You just need to accept that our life will continue the same as it has for the last six years. You need to accept that it does not mean that you are not man enough for me. You are a marvelous lover and you always, and I do mean always, leave me completely satisfied when we make love. You just can't do it as much as I need it."
"I'll tell you what Agnes (she hated to be called Agnes). I'll sign it if you make a few changes to it."
"What kind of changes?"
"You don't ever have sex with me on a day you have sex with others and we sleep in separate bedrooms."
"I can't do that. I need you and I need you in the bed with me. Why can't you get it through your thick skull that I love you and I don't want to lose you?"
"That's okay Agnes. Don't make the changes. I didn't want to sign your so called agreement anyway."
"All right! I'll make the damned changes and work on getting you back in bed with me later. I'll go to the computer, make the changes and be right back."
I tried to get off the chair, but the two guys forced me to sit there. I told them I had to go to the bathroom and one of them said:
"Just pee your pants. Miss Aggie said to keep you in the chair so you aren't getting up until she says so."
Aggie came back five minutes later, read the document to me and I said:
"Where do I sign?"
She held out a pen and I said, "Your two goons won't let me get up."
"Let him up guys."
I got up, walked over to her and set my briefcase down on the table and took the pen from her. Then I put the pen down and said:
"Not that I don't trust you, but I think I'll read it just to be sure that it says what you said it says."
I picked it up, read it and then I laughed and tore it up and threw it in her face. I picked up my briefcase and headed for the door.
"Stop him!" Aggie yelled and the two guys started after me and when they were close enough I spun around toward them with my briefcase heading for the first guys head. It was a solid hit and he went down. The second guy was caught by surprise and before he realized it I was on him. I punched him in the mouth and he stumbled backwards and I kicked him in the balls as hard as I could and he went down, Being no dummy I knew that at two against one I needed to keep them down and I went to work giving the boot to both of them. I took turns kicking them in the crotch, ribs and head until Aggie screamed:



"Stop it Rob or I'll shot you."
I looked over at Aggie and saw that she was pointing a gun at me.
"Got ahead and shoot you miserable cunt!"
I took out my cell phone, called 911, gave my name and address and told the operator that my wife was pointing a gun at me and threatening to shoot me. The operator told me to stay calm and do nothing that would excite my wife and that a car was on the way. I closed the phone and said:
"Thank you Agnes. The divorce will go a lot quicker and easier with you in jail."
"That was stupid Rob. When the police get here you will be the one arrested. You came in, found me talking to two friends, flew into a jealous rage and attacked them. It will be your word against ours. Three against one and we are fully clothed. You will be arrested for assault."
"Oh Agnes, how could you. There's all that love you have for me shinning through."
"Don't sweat it Rob. I'll bail you out and Barry and Tony won't press charges. It will all work out."
"Think again Agnes. Hank saw these two bozos pick me up at work and Joyce next door saw them escort me into the house, My story is that you had me brought here against my will and when I attempted to leave you told your lovers to stop me and they tried and lost and then you pulled a gun on me. I may end up spending a night in jail, but when my witnesses speak their piece you will be the one sitting in jail and I damned sure won't be going your bail.
"Let's see what we have here. Kidnapping. Unlawful detainment. I'm sure that there is some sort of charge for threatening me with the gun and lastly there will be knowingly making false statements to the police. There may even be others that I can't think of. Your best bet Agnes is to keep your mouth shut."
Aggie didn't take my advice and she and her two flunkies told their lies and I was taken to jail. In the morning I called Tom Sweet, told him what was going on and that he should get with Gaston Marshall, get the tapes and then do what had to be done. Aggie found out that she couldn't bail me out because I first had to go in front of a judge to get bail set and that wouldn't happen until Monday.
Tom had a friend who was an assistant district attorney and he played the tapes of what happened at the house for him. It showed Barry and Tony restraining me and Aggie pointing the gun at me and the ADA heard her say she was going to lie and have her two confederates lie. When Aggie showed up at the courthouse Monday morning for my bail hearing she was arrested. Warrants were sworn out for Barry and Tony and by nightfall they were under lock and key.
I refused to put up the bail for Aggie and her parents didn't have the money and couldn't get it. Aggie got an attorney and he called me and told me that a bail bondsman wanted me to put up the house as security for her bail bond and I laughed at him and hung up.
I moved out of the motel and back into the house and then called a locksmith and had all the locks changed. Because Aggie had threatened me with a gun Tom was able to get an order of protection against Aggie. If she did somehow manage to get out of jail she couldn't come within one thousand feet of me without being arrested and sent back to jail.
As good as Aggie's pussy might have been it apparently wasn't worth doing serious time over and both Barry and Tony gave up Aggie and took deals. Aggie said that she would never have pulled the trigger on me. She was just try to get me to stop beating on her two cohorts before I killed one of them and had to go to jail for it.
The jury saw the tape and decided from some of the things she said, specifically her protestations of love for me, that she was probably telling the truth when she said she was only trying to stop me from killing Barry or Tony. They found her not guilty on the felony menacing charge, but did find her guilty of the unlawful restraint charges and the making a false police report charge and several other small charges.
The judge gave her nine months in the county jail and one thousand hours of community service when she was released from custody. While she was in jail the divorce skated through and all I lost on the deal, besides Aggie, was twenty percent of the equity in the house. I put the money in her account at the bank and then headed for the bar next to the motel I had stayed at.
I was in luck. Rhonda and Shelby were there and I asked them to celebrate my first day of freedom with me. Laura wasn't there because her hubby was home from the wars and they were busy getting reacquainted and playing catch up.
"So why do you want to celebrate with us" Rhonda asked.
"Because I'm taking a shot in the dark here. I saw the rings on Laura and I can see the rings on Shelby, but you aren't wearing rings and I see no lines on your fingers that would indicate that you ever did have them so I am betting that there is no long haul trucker in your life. That and I've always had a thing for hot looking redheads."
Shelby laughed and said, "You are so busted girl" as I pulled Rhonda off her chair and led her out onto the dance floor.
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I was waiting to board an airplane that would take me from Atlanta to home. I'd been sitting and people watching when she came into the boarding area and took a seat. I recognized her right away even though it had been twelve years since I'd last seen her.
Shayleen Murphy had been my fantasy girl from the time I'd first laid eyes on her the first day of class at the start of the eighth grade. As she sat and fiddled with her cell phone I watched her. In fact I could not take my eyes off of her. She noticed and after maybe five minutes she got up and came over to me.
"Why are you staring at me? Do I have something in my hair?"
"No. I was just admiring your beauty. I thought you were perfection in high school, but I was wrong. Perfection means as good as it gets, but you are definitely much, much better now."
"High school? Do I know you?"
"Maybe know of me, but you didn't actually know me."
"Care to explain that to me?"
"I was just one of the 186 in our class. I was around and you would have seen me, but I don't remember you ever speaking to me from the eighth grade on."
"You're kidding me."
"Not in the least. You were the most popular girl in our class and you ran with the cheerleaders and jocks. I was with the nerds and geeks. The two groups never socialized and even if they would have I wouldn't have been there. I had to work in the family business after school so I never was wherever it was that you went to socialize after school."
She took a step back and looked me over and then said, "You have to be pulling my leg. If you were really in my class I would recognize you even if we never socialized."
"Try to imagine me with coke bottle lens glasses, forty pound heavier and with a hair cut that looked like a bowl had been placed on my head and all the exposed hair had been cut off."
She stared at me for a bit and then said, "Frank. Frank Dalton."
"Close. Frank Denton."
Before she could say anything the announcement came that they were boarding rows ten through fourteen.
"That's me" I said as I picked up my carryon bag. "Nice seeing you again Shayleen" and I headed for my seat.
The airplane was only half full and I had the window seat. We were at altitude and I was looking down at the ground through breaks in the clouds when some one sat down in the aisle seat. I looked and saw Shayleen sitting there, Since rows one through eight were first class and I hadn't see Shayleen walk past my seat when the plane was loaded I assumed that she was sitting in first class. She saw the question on my face and said:
"Tell me more about my having improved on what you originally thought was perfection."
"What can I say? You were my dream girl. The girl all my fantasies were built on."
"Oooooh, that sounds good. Tell me more."
By the time our flight had landed Shayleen and I had exchanged our vitals. She had finished college and had gone to work as a CPA, gotten married and then divorced. She was currently single and not looking. From me she found out that I was twice divorced and was running the family business that my grandfather had started and where I had worked since I was fourteen. As we taxied to the gate I asked:
"Would my dream girl have dinner with me some evening?"
"I'd like that. I'm usually free most nights except Wednesdays. That is the night I play cards with some of the girls who were in my sorority.
"Would this Friday work for you?"
"Yes it would."
We exchanged phone numbers, she gave me her address and I told her I would pick her up at six-thirty.
++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home from the airport I was thinking about the odds of my ever getting a date with Shayleen Murphy. It was a given that the teenaged goddess would never have given the teenaged geek a second look, but laser surgery had eliminated the coke bottle lens glasses and my first wife Glenda had been responsible for all of the other changes in me.
I met Glenda during my freshman year at State. She had the seat next to me in Introduction to Business Law and we started talking while waiting for the instructor to show up. Later that day I was in the student cafeteria and she came in and saw me and asked if she could join me. We talked and got to know each other. I liked her and she seemed to like me and we started spending time together. Not dates, but things like joining each other in the cafeteria and studying together in the library.
By the time I met Glenda my eye problems had been taken care of, but I was about forty pounds overweight and I had absolutely no sense of style. My mother had taken off when I was about six leaving dad to raise me. He did his best, but he was busy trying to run the business that my grandfather had left him and I had a succession of nannies and baby sitters until I was about twelve. He put in late hours and I was pretty much left on my own.
By the time I was twelve I was fixing my own breakfast, making my own lunch and more often than not I was handling dinner also. Quite naturally I was eating what I liked and, also quite naturally, what I liked was fattening and not really good for me.
Dad gave me a pretty hefty allowance and it was understood that I was supposed to take care of things like clothes and haircuts with the money. I learned early that in order to have spending money for the things I really wanted I needed to buy the cheapest clothes I could find and wear then until I had absolutely no choice but replace them.
Tommy was my next door neighbor and one day I was bitching to him about the high cost of haircuts and his mother overheard us and she told me that she would cut my hair for a third of what the barbershop charged. She did Tommy's hair and it looked okay to me so I jumped at the chance to put more spending money in my pocket. My haircuts looked okay to me, but some of the kids laughed and told me that I looked dorky, but I didn't care. I might have looked dorky to some, but I was still able to get dates and the girls I dated made out with me and after Pauline French took my cherry as an eighteenth birthday present and I was getting laid on a fairly regular basis I didn't care one whit about what others thought about my hair. Of course I found out later that I got the dates because I had the money to spend and a lot of other guys my age didn't.
Anyway, back to Glenda.
After three weeks of spending time with Glenda I asked her out. I was pulled up short when she told me that I needed to make some changes before she would let herself be seen with me on a date. She was uncomfortably blunt about it.
"You dress like you get all of your clothes out of a rag bin and your hair looks like you stuck your head in a fan to get it cut."
She saw the look on my face and said, "No one else ever told you how you look?"
"Not really."
"Who buys your clothes?"
"I do."
"Figures. I'll bet that you don't go to a real barber either do you?"
"No."
She contemplated me for a bit and then she said, "I'm appointing myself your style coordinator. Think of it as my being your personal trainer for clothes and appearance."
She took me in hand and in our free time she drug me around to stores and picked out things for me to buy. She forced me to go to a regular barber and after a week or so she was done with me and she said:
"You'll do. Where are we going on our first date?"
We started making out on our third date and a month later we made love for the first time. Glenda wasn't my first piece of ass, but she gave me my first blow job and I ate pussy for the first time. Glenda was really into oral and sixty-nine became a regular occurrence when we made love. Glenda was also the first one to do anal with me.
After we had been making love for a couple of weeks Glenda told me that I needed to lose some weight.
"No girl wants to have a big belly lying on top of her. I guess it is time for me to go back into personal trainer mode."
She came up with a program for me that included running every day and she was ruthless in making me follow it. Follow it I did and the pounds came off. Slowly, but they did come off. I fully admit that I did all of what Glenda wanted because I was pussy whipped. We were making love four and five times a week and we were doing it all. Glenda was especially into oral and anal and I was getting as much as I could handle.
Just before finals in our freshman year Glenda came to me and told me that we had a problem.
"I'm pregnant Frank."
"I thought that you were on the pill."
I am, but I think that the medicine I took when I had the flu screwed things up. What are we going to do about it Frank?"
"We will have to get married."
My dad's response to that was, "I think that you are too young to be getting married Frank, but then I guess that you do have to accept the responsibility. I was your age when I married your mother and look how that turned out. There is one thing though. Your lady is going to have to sign a prenuptial agreement exempting the business in the case of a divorce."
"I don't know if she will do that."
"Then I won't leave the business to you. I'll leave it to your children. It is going to stay in the family. All of it."
Glenda did sign the pre-nup and we were married in a civil ceremony.
++++++++++++++++++
Three months after we were married Glenda miscarried. She had gone to Michigan to visit her sick grandmother and had fallen down some steps. Two weeks later I found out that it was all bullshit.
I had purchased a digital voice activated recorder for taping classes since it was easier for me than taking notes. I was sitting at the kitchen table in our apartment listening to it when the phone rang and I pushed the stop button and answered the phone. It was some guy trying to drum up support for someone running for office.
When I hung up the phone I looked at the clock and saw what time it was. Glenda was bringing her friend Tara home with her and I had promised to take care of dinner. I had intended to order pizza, but had forgotten. I called the pizza place and placed an order to go. I was leaving to pick up the pizzas when Glenda and Tara came into the apartment. I gave Glenda a quick kiss and then left to go pick up dinner.
We ate and socialized with Tara and after she left Glenda and I went to bed. Glenda was really horny that night and I was exhausted when I finally was able to go to sleep.
The next day I had a thirty minute break between my first and second class so I went to the cafeteria, got a cup of coffee and a sweet roll and sat down at a table to review the recording of the last class. I didn't fully rewind because I still had yesterday's last class on it. I rewound to where I thought the start of the day's class would be and hit play.
"....did you get Frank to believe that you were at your grandmother's?"
"He isn't too bright. I mean he did buy the phony pregnancy."
The first voice was Tara's and the second was Glenda's. Phony pregnancy? Not too bright? I must have left the recorder on and their voices had activated it. I kept hitting rewind and play until I got to where the two of them came into the kitchen. I heard the front door close behind me and then Tara said:
"You did a good job on him. I'd probably even date him now."
"Oh no you don't you slut. He's my gravy train."
"Listen to you. Calling me a slut. The girl who spent a full week in Roger's bed. How did you get Frank to believe that you were at your grandmother's?"
"He's not too bright. I mean he did buy the phony pregnancy. I needed an excuse to be gone a few days so I could have my miscarriage without anyone seeing that it was phony. Besides, Roger has a great cock and I love fucking him."
"The plan still the same?"
"Yep. Wait six months and then get pregnant for real. Either by Frank or Roger; it doesn't really matter which one does it. Then Roger sees to it that Frank's old man passes on and leaves the business to Frank. After a decent interval Roger will see to it that something happens to Frank and I'll inherit. Worst case is that Frank's father's will will be written to leave the business to Frank's kids, but as their mother I'll control things until they are old enough to take over. I'll never be poor again."
"There are a hell of a lot of 'what if's' in there. You getting caught cheating on Frank with Roger for one."
"Never happen. I'm way too careful for that."
The rest of it was them talking about other things until I got home with the pizzas.
Well 'Way too careful Glenda' I thought, one of those 'what if's' just bit you on your ass.
I skipped the rest of my classes that day and went to see my dad. I played the tape for him. He called our attorney and I went to see him and played the tape for him and he called an assistant district attorney that he knew and we played the tape for him. The net result? After everything was over and done with I had an annulment and Glenda was doing a year and a day in the can. Roger was arrested, but made bail and skipped town.
But I did owe her for my makeover so I sent her a carton of cigarettes. She didn't smoke, but I'd heard that cigarettes are used as currency in jail.
++++++++++++++++++
Friday I picked up Shayleen at six and asked her what her preference was when it came to eating out and she said anything but oriental so I took her to Carl's Chop House.
Over dinner we talked and she told me the sad tale of her marriage. She had married Todd Lucero who had been the star quarterback at our high school. He had gotten an athletic scholarship and had gone off to become a stand out college quarterback.
Shayleen had gone to the same university and they had hooked up, gone steady and gotten engaged. They got married when they graduated. Todd was drafted by the Denver Broncos and he looked like a sure bet to make the team as a starter. He did start the second game of the pre-season. But a hard tackle had blown out his right knee and his career was over before it even got started.
He became a bitter and abusive drunk and the second time he sent Shayleen to the emergency room she got rid of him.
"Since then I have dated some, but have devoted most of my time to my career. What's your story? Two ex-wives already and not yet thirty? Should I even be out with you? Were you some kind of monster to those two girls?"
She said it with a grin, but I knew that for her it was a really important question and a lot hinged on my answer. I told her about Glenda and how that had turned out and then I had to tell her about Gloria.
When I graduated with my Bachelor's in Business Management I did not go into the family business right away. It pissed off my dad no end, but as I told him I had never worked any place other than the family business and I wanted to experience a few other things. I would try a few other things and after two or three years I would join the family business.
I sent out a couple of dozen resumes and when Apex Industries offered me a position I took it. I was in my second week there and I was sitting in the break room having a cup of coffee when a very good looking redhead came over and asked if she could join me. We introduced ourselves.
"You must be new. I've not seen you before."
"I started two weeks ago."
"Where do they have you?"
"I'm in Asset Management. What do you do for the outfit?"
"I'm in Accounting."
I glanced at my watch and saw that it was time for me to get back to my desk so I told her that it was nice meeting her and that maybe we could have coffee again some time.
Over the next couple of weeks we ran into each other several times in the break room and either I joined her or she joined me. We had coffee and talked and then one day I asked her to have dinner with me and she accepted. We had a fun date and I asked for another and she again said yes. The second date led to a series of dates. We had been dating for two months when one night when I brought her home she gave me a kiss and said:
"It is time for you to fish or cut bait Frank."
"What does that mean?"
"You either like me enough to take things to the next level or you don't. Which is it?"
We took things to the next level and then again three or four nights a week for the next three months. Then I asked her to marry me. She said yes and again my father insisted on a pre-nup and Gloria signed it without saying a word.
We were married and I thought that we had a good and strong marriage. Silly me.
After two years I left Apex and went into the family business. Six months after joining the business I went out of town on a buying trip. I was supposed to be gone three days, but I managed to get everything done in two and the evening of the second day I caught the late flight home. I called Gloria to let her know I'd be home early, but got the recorded message. I tried to get her on her cell, but it went to voice mail.
I got home and let myself into the house and before the door even closed behind me I knew what was going on in the bedroom. I knew what I was going to find so I put my cell phone in picture taking mode and walked into the bedroom. I got three shots before they noticed me and another four while they scrambled to separate.
I put the phone in my pocket, picked up the man's pants and took out his wallet and read the information off of his driver's license. I dropped the wallet on the floor and waited to see what Barry Wasour was going to do. He looked ready to fight so I said:
"This is the way it goes down asshole. This is her house as well as mine so she has every right to invite people in. If I attack you I go to jail for assaulting you in a place that you had a right to be. You can hit me if you want to and I won't even defend myself until you get two punches in and then I'll half kill you and you will be the one going to jail for assaulting me.
"That does not mean that you will get a free ride out of this. What it means is that I know your name and where you live and I'll be seeing you down the road somewhere. So either get dressed and get out or take your best shot."
He hesitated and then shrugged, got dressed and left. While he was dressing I told Gloria to get dressed and get out. She dressed without a word and then left.
I saw an attorney the next day and filed for a divorce and Gloria didn't fight it. Three weeks later a man in a ski mask beat Barry Wasour so bad that he had to go to the emergency room at County General. The police paid me a visit, but fortunately for me Josh Barnum was able to tell them that Mike Mattson and I were helping him change the engine in his truck at the time of Barry's assault.
I told the story to Shayleen and added, "I never spoke with Gloria after she left the house that night so I have no idea of the why of it or how long it had been going on."
Shayleen smiled and said, "Would you like to know?"
"Not really. I don't think my ego could handle it if the reason was that I wasn't getting the job done."
"I don't think that was the reason at all. I told you on the plane that I was a CPA but I didn't tell you that I was the head of Accounting at Apex. Gloria Marcella worked in my department. For some reason known only to God and the Human Resources department all the employees in Accounting are women and women are terrible gossips when there are no men around.
"Gloria was engaged to be married to Barry Wasour and whenever the girls talked about men Gloria positively gushed over Barry. He could do no wrong. He was perfect in every way. He was the love of her life. As far as she was concerned their love was planned by the Gods.
"One month before the wedding Barry told Gloria that he wasn't going to marry her and he left town. She was devastated and was pretty much a basket case for the next couple of months and then suddenly her mood changed. She had met another man. You, being a man and not used to noticing such things, probably didn't notice that you and Barry look a lot alike. Same size, same hair coloring, close to the same features. You got Gloria on the rebound and most likely it was because you reminded her so much of Barry. Then she got married and we didn't hear about Barry anymore.



"About two years after she got married she came into work in a really bubbly mood and when one of the girls asked her what had her on such a high she said, and as I recall it, these are her exact words."
"My Barry is back and he wants me."
"Two weeks later she was telling every one that she was getting divorced so she and Barry could be together again. So two weeks is probably the answer to how long and the fact that you weren't Barry is probably the 'why' of it. She is still at Apex. She isn't a very happy lady. Barry dumped her and she realizes she screed up the good thing she had with a man who loved her in order to be with a man who didn't."
I shrugged and she went on.
"What seems odd to me is that you and I never saw each other. I was in that break room two or three times a day. You would think that we would have run into each other at least once in the hallways, lobby or parking lot."
"I guess the fates weren't ready to put us together at that time. They must have wanted me to be rid of my baggage before they put us together.""
"The fates? You think we were fated to meet in Atlanta?"
"Absolutely. What are the odds on my fantasy girl showing up in the boarding area where I was sitting and then getting up and coming over to me because I couldn't take my eyes off of her? How many times have you gone over to talk to men who looked at you because they were so taken with your beauty that they couldn't take their eyes off of you? I'll bet that the total would be one and that one was that day in Atlanta. Am I right?"
She smiled and said, "I'll never tell."
After dinner we went to The Boom Boom Room for drinks and dancing. Dancing with Shayleen was a dream come to life. She fit. It sounds simple, but it was true. She fit into my arms like she was made for me. It was a great evening for me and as I drove her home I told her how much I had enjoyed her company and that I hoped we could do it again. I was stunned when she said that she hoped so too.
Consider my mindset at the time. Two disastrous relationships with the opposite sex. I was probably the most insecure man in a six state area and the girl I had dreamed about all the way through high school just told me that she would like to go out with me again. Add to my insecurities that I considered Shayleen to be way, way out of my league and it was no wonder that I was stunned. I stared ahead at the road as my mind raced and then Shayleen said,
"Well say something."
"I'm thinking, I'm thinking. Do you like classical music?"
"As long as it isn't opera. Why?"
"There is an all Beethoven concert at the Civic Center Auditorium Wednesday evening. Would you like to go?"
"I would indeed."
I was walking on air as I escorted her to her door ad then said goodnight. She went up on her toes (I was 6'1" and she was 5'2") and kissed me on the cheek and I felt as if I had just won the lottery. I slept very well that night.
+++++++++++++++++++
We had a grand time at the concert and when I took her home I asked her to go out with me on Friday and she said yes. That began a relationship that had us dating two or three times a week.
On one of those dates I picked her up from work because her car was in the shop. As I got out of the car to open the door for Shayleen I saw Gloria come out the front door of the building. She stopped when she saw me holding the door for Shayleen and she stood there and stared. I maybe wrong, but I thought the look on her face was one of sadness.
After the second week the kisses were on the lips instead of the cheek. I ached for Shayleen. I wanted so badly to make love to her that it was driving me crazy, but I was always conscience of the fact that I thought that Shay was way out of my league and I didn't want to do anything that might scare her off. And to be absolutely honest in the back of my mind was the thought that I'd had two wives and something had to be wrong with me because both of them had gone to other men. Roger in Glenda's case and Barry in Gloria's. What if I tried with Shayleen and disappointed her and she wouldn't see me again?
I was driving Shayleen home from an evening of country/western dancing when she said:
"Are we going anywhere?"
"Just home unless you have somewhere else you want to go."
"That isn't what I mean and you know it. Is our relationship going anywhere or are we going to be just friends?"
The question caught me flatfooted and I didn't say anything.
"Talk to me Frank."
I took a deep breath and then said, "I want it to go somewhere. God knows that I want us to last forever, but I'm afraid."
"Afraid of what?"
"That I won't be man enough for you."
"And why would you think that?"
I explained my fears and she said, "Those stupid girls really did a number on you didn't they."
I shrugged and said, "Girls are always joking about how fragile a man's ego is, but even though they are joking it is still a truth. Between what Glenda did with Roger and Gloria did with Barry my ego is so low that it is keeping company with whale shit and as you know that is on the bottom of the ocean. If I were to be a disappointment to you I don't know that I could ever recover from it. With those thoughts on my mind I've been afraid to try and take our relationship any farther."
"If I am understanding you right you are saying that you want me, but are afraid that you won't be man enough for me right?"
I nodded a yes.
"Well it might just surprise you to know that I have the same fears. I'm afraid that I might not be woman enough for you. The only way either of us is going to find out the answer is to make it happen."
She said that just as we were pulling into her driveway. I parked and looked over at her and asked:
"Are you sure?"
"Come on in and find out."
I can't speak for Shay on my performance, but she was more than woman enough for me. We made out like teenagers on her couch until she pulled away from me. Took my hand and led me to her bedroom. We undressed each other and then she got on the bed and waited. I saw her face register surprise when instead of mounting her I settled in to eat her pussy. I munched on her until she panted:
"I want you in me Frank. Please Frank. Please make love to me."
I moved up and slid into her and then made slow gentle love to her until she cried out:
"Harder. Fuck me harder."
I did as she asked and I was rewarded for my efforts when she had a screaming orgasm. An actual loud screaming orgasm. Glenda and Gloria had orgasms when we had sex, but never loud screaming ones. I came and held myself in Shay until I softened and then I rolled over and settled in beside her. She rolled onto her side, put her arms around me and held me tight. After a bit she murmured into my chest:
"If you don't ask me to marry you after that I'll kill you."
I held her tight and said, "I'm too young to die so I guess I'll have to do it, but I won't ask until I have the ring and can do it in the traditional way."
"We can shop for the ring in the morning."
She slid down, took my cock in her mouth and we made love twice more before falling asleep in each other's arms.
I woke up alone, but I smelled the coffee and I got up and followed my nose into the kitchen. Shay smiled at me, poured me a cup and told me where the cream and sugar were and then asked me how I liked my eggs. I told her scrambled and then sat down at the kitchen table to sip my coffee and watch her work. After a minute I asked:
"Did last night really happen or was it just a dream?"
"You bet your sweet ass it did and I'm holding you to it. The malls open at nine and we are going ring shopping."
++++++++++++++++++
One the way to the Miracle Mile Mall I asked Shayleen, "Why on earth were you afraid that you wouldn't be enough for me?"
She was quiet for several seconds and then she said, "If I was woman enough I should have been able to pull Todd through his depression and give him a reason to work at keeping me happy. I couldn't do that and I finally had to give up on him.
"After my divorce I dated several guys, went to bed with a few of them, but after a couple of times they dropped me and moved on to other women. I became the female version of how you saw yourself. Always asking myself what was wrong with me/"
"All I can say is that if there was a problem it was with them and not you."
She looked away from me and stared out the passenger side window for about a minute and then said:
"I'm not being completely honest with you."
"What are you not being honest about?"
"Let me ask you a question. If you had feelings for a woman wouldn't you fight for her?"
"Of course I would."
"Well apparently I wasn't woman enough for the guys I was interested in to want me enough to fight for me."
"I don't understand what you are trying to tell me."
"Todd threatens every man I seem to take an interest in. He catches them alone some place and tells them to stay away from me if they know what's good for them. Most just stayed away from me after he talked to them, but two of them told him to stuff it and he beat them up pretty badly and then warned them that if they pressed charges he would find a way for them to 'accidentally die' when he got out of jail. They must have believed him because they never called the police. They did call me and tell me that they couldn't see me any more and why.
"I called the police and then tried to get a restraining order, but I was told that there was nothing they could do since I wasn't the one he was threatening. They did urge me to try and get the men he threatened to come forward, but none of them would."
"He hasn't done anything to you?"
"Not since the last time he sent me to the hospital. He did call me once or twice a month to ask me if I'd come to my senses yet and was ready to come back to him. I told him it would be a cold day in hell before we would ever get back together. He hasn't called in almost four months so I guess he has finally accepted things. Either that or he has moved away."
"We have been seeing each other for three and a half months and I have not seen him."
"I just hope he is gone and I never hear from him again."
"Not to worry my love. Even if he shows I'm not going anywhere. You are stuck with me for life."
We found the ring she wanted at Zales and it was in her size so I paid for it and put the box in my pocket. I intended a romantic dinner that evening and for dessert have the ring brought to the table on a silver tray. I would then get on my knees and ask her to marry me, but as we walked past the fountain in the mall's center court I changed my mind. I stopped Shay and turned her to me and then took a knee. I took the box out of my pocket, took out the ring and held it out to her and asked her to be my wife. She got down on her knees, hugged and kissed me and said she would love to marry me. I slipped the ring on her finger and then we raced home to celebrate.
+++++++++++++++++++++
We had both gone the big wedding route before and decided that we didn't want to do it again. We decided that a simple civil ceremony would do it for us. We went for the license and the blood tests and then sat down and talked thing over. We decided that she would sell her house and we would keep mine. She moved in with me and put her house up for sale.
Even though we had decided on a civil ceremony we knew we would have to do something for friends and relatives so we started planning a celebration/party/reception and sent out invitations.
It was a Monday night and Shay was in Memphis doing an audit on the Apex facility there. I was sitting on a stool at Frank's Place, a bar close to work, and enjoying a cold beer. I had been coming into Frank's Place since way before I was even old enough to drink. I used to come in with my dad after work and drink a Coke while he and some of the men from the plant drank beer and talked.
I was on very friendly terms with Fred who was the bartender. Fred also owned the place and why it was named Frank's Place and not Fred's Place is something that I could never get Fred to tell me.
I was nursing my beer and watching Monday Night Football on the TV up on the wall at the end of the bar. The Bronco's were playing Kansas City and so far it was a scoreless tie. A guy sat down on the stool next to me on my right which I thought strange since there were four open stools to my left and there had been five empties to my right.
The guy ordered a Bud and when Fred set it down in front of him he took a pull, swallowed and then turned to me and asked:
"Do you believe in promises?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Do you believe that promises should be kept?"
"I guess I do, but I guess it would depend on circumstances."
"Like what?"
"Were they made jokingly or seriously?"
"Ones that are made seriously."
"Then they should be kept unless something happens to make it impossible to keep them."
"That's not the way I see it. A promise made in a serious situation should be kept no matter what."
"Why are we having this conversation?"
"It is simple really. In front of God and eighty-six friends and relatives Shayleen promised to be mine until death do us part. She also promised to be mine for better or worse and I'm holding her to those promises. You need to stay away from her. Her getting a divorce is meaningless. She is mine until we are parted by death."
"Sorry, but I don't see it that way."
"You had better because if you don't I'll beat you half to death and I'll keep on doing it until you get the message."
I waved Fred over. "Are we on good enough terms that I can ask you for a huge favor?"
"You can't have my wife. But I guess I'm open for just about anything else."
The bar stools we were sitting on were the swivel type and I picked up my beer as though I was going to take a drink and then I swiveled and threw the beer in Lucero's face. His hands went up to his eyes and I grabbed my beer bottle by its long neck and swung it hitting Lucero hard on the side of his head. He fell off the bar stool onto the floor and I got up and kicked him twice in the nuts and once in the ribs. I turned to Fred and said:
"The favor I need is for you not to call the cops. This asshole is Shay's ex-husband and he just warned me to stay away from her or he was going to kick my ass. I'm going to take him out to the alley and have a little talk with him. Okay with you?"
"Not a problem Frank."
I grabbed Lucero by his shirt collar and drug him to the back door. Fred opened the door for me and held it open while I pulled Lucero out into the alley and then proceeded to beat the living shit out of him. I broke his nose, dislocated his jaw and I think I broke a rib or two. When I got tired I sat him up against the brick wall and said:
"Listen to me asswipe. Pay very close attention. You stay away from Shay and you stay away from me. If I see you again I'll take care of that till death do us part thing that you think is so important. I'm as serious as death here. You come anywhere near either of us and I'll put you in your grave. And don't bother going to the police. You saw how Fred acted. He will back me when the cops show up. You came in, started an argument with me and then hit me. I defended myself and you lost. The rest of the people in the bar know me and will back me up. What you need to do is go away and stay away. Understand?"
He didn't say anything so I grabbed a handful of his hair and slammed his head back against the brick wall and asked again.
"Do you understand me?"
"Yes."
"Yes what?"
"I understand you."
"Best that you do Lucero; best that you do."
I went back into the bar and bought a round for the house (all four of them) and then sat down to watch the game. I didn't tell Shay about my meeting with Lucero because I saw no reason to possibly upset her.
++++++++++++++++++
I try very hard not to be stupid. I realized from what Shay had told me of her ex that he was quite possibly unstable and prone to reckless behavior and I knew that he wasn't very happy about the outcome of our meeting. I decided that it would be best if I were to be prepared in case there was a second meeting with him.
Frontier Firearms had just what I was looking for. I purchased a Llama .380 which is a small copy of the Colt 1911 A1. I had to wait two days for my background check to come back and then I took delivery of the pistol and went to an indoor range and got familiar with it. I took the eight hour class necessary to get the certificate needed to get a concealed carry permit, took it to the sheriff's department, got the permit and then hoped that I had wasted my time and money.
Several weeks went by with no sign of Lucero and I began to think that I'd read the man wrong. It was a Wednesday night and Shay was off playing cards with her sorority sisters so I had the evening to myself. Because I had no place to go and nothing to do I decided to stay late at the office and clear up some paperwork.
It was seven –ten and already turning dark when I left the building and headed for the lone car in the parking lot. Three men came around the corner of the back of the building and headed toward me. One of them was Lucero.
"About time you came out asshole. This time it is your turn to be a punching bag."
"Don't think so asswipe. I told you that if you ever came near me again I'd take care of that death do us part thing you were so concerned with" I said as I reached under my sports coat for the .38o in the hip holster. I pulled it out, pulled back the slide and released it to chamber a round and then I pointed it at the three men and pulled the trigger.
The sound of the shot split the silence of the night. I'd deliberately aimed the shot into the space between Lucero and one of his buddies, but they didn't know that. As far as they knew I was shooting at them. I saw the wet spot appear on the front of Lucero's pants before he and his two pals turned and ran back the way they came. I fired another shot into the air to spur them along and they got to the end of the building and turned the corner and they were gone. I policed up my brass, got in my car and took a quick look around and didn't see anyone. With any luck anyone who heard the shots wouldn't associate them with gunshots at least not in that neighborhood.
I went home, broke the weapon down and thoroughly cleaned it. I tossed the clothes I was wearing into the washing machine and then I got in the shower. I scrubbed my right hand and forearm with a brush a couple of times. My hope was that I could get rid of any gunshot residue in case the police did come to call. Even if no one saw what happened I couldn't be sure that Lucero wouldn't be stupid enough to tell the cops I'd shot at him. If he did he was setting himself and his buddies up, but I didn't give him credit for having much in the way of brains. If the cops did show up and couldn't find any evidence (GSR featured big on cop and CSI shows) it would be my word against his and he did have a history of screwing around with the men who saw his ex-wife. I would claim that he made it all up to get me tossed in jail and have to put the wedding off.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I was in bed asleep when Shay got home, but that didn't stop her from waking me up with a blow job.
"Sorry baby" she said when I was fully awake, "But I'm horny as hell and I need you to do something to take care of the problem."
I of course did what was needed and then we snuggled up and fell asleep. In the morning I asked her what had fired her up the previous evening.
"I can't tell you."
"Why not?"
"Because what the girls talk about while we play cards stays with us. All I can tell you is that what one of the girls told us last night turned me on something fierce."
I kept trying to get it out of her, but she wouldn't budge other than to say if we kept talking about it she would keep thinking about it and that would have her trying to fuck me to death. Needless to say I decided to bring the subject up often. What I didn't realize at the time was that there was going to come a day when I would wish that I hadn't.



++++++++++++++++
When I got to the office in the morning I did something I should have done the day after my first encounter with Lucero. I made an appointment with a private investigator. That afternoon I saw him and gave him the information I had taken from Lucero's driver's license and then told him that I wanted him to find out whatever he could about Lucero.
A week later I got a call from the PI and he told me that he had what I wanted. I dropped by his office and got the report. The over four months that Lucero hadn't called Shay to ask if she was ready to come back to him were because he was in jail. He did ninety days for something to do with marijuana and when he got out he got into a fight in a bar and got another thirty days.
He wasn't working. He couldn't hold a job because he was incapable of taking orders from his bosses and he kept getting fired. I had been right in my assumption that he was unstable and I decided that I needed a permanent solution to the Todd Lucero problem. It cost me a few bucks and a few favors and a few favors called in, but the job got done.
Following a phone tip the cops pulled Lucero over and a search of his vehicle found enough grass and cocaine that he went down for possession with intent to distribute. As a bonus he got in a fight with the cops that pulled him over and that got him additional charges. In jail he got into a fight with another prisoner and ended up breaking the arm of one of the cops that tried to break up the fight and that got him even more time. I smiled knowing that if he kept it up he would never get out.
I never shared any of this with Shay and just let her think that he had given up on her and had left town.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Shay and I married and I received a surprise at the party following the ceremony. Shay had issued a blanket invitation to all of the girls she worked with never for one minute thinking that Gloria would come, but she did. The party had been going on for an hour when Gloria walked up to where Shay and I were sitting and asked Shay if she would mind if she danced with the bridegroom. Shay said "Enjoy" without batting an eye. I more than likely would have said "No thanks" if I would have been sitting there without Shay or if I would have spoken up before Shay, but it was Shay's night and if she was okay with it I wasn't going to do anything to spoil the night.
I got up and walked out onto the dance floor with Gloria and as we positioned ourselves for the slow waltz – me being a touch on the stiff side – Gloria said:
"Don't be pissed at me Frank, but I had to do this. It has taken me forever to work up the nerve to face you. I need to apologize to you for my actions. I never did talk to you after that day when you walked in on me and Barry. Too happy at first and then too ashamed later."
"Too happy?"
Just then the music stopped and Gloria asked if we could go off to the side and talk. I have to admit that the "Too happy" remark had made me curious so I walked Gloria back to where Shay was sitting and told her that Gloria and I were going to find a quiet place to talk. Shay smiled and told Gloria:
"Just make damned sure that you bring him back."
We went outside on the patio, sat down on a bench and Gloria said:
"You did nothing wrong Frank. You were a marvelous husband and I really did care for you, but you were not my first choice. I never told you about Barry. No reason to because he was in my past, but to understand what I did to you you have to know that past.
"Barry was my soul mate. It may sound corny, but to me our love was written in the stars. Barry was my everything. He could do no wrong. We were fated to grow old together. I'm serious Frank. Every atom in my body ached for the man. We were together from the seventh grade on. We planned on being married when we finished college. We graduated and Barry was offered a job in Los Angeles. I'd been to L.A. and I hated the place. I told Barry and told him that we wouldn't be happy there. He looked me right in the eye and told me that he was going. With me or without me, he was going and then he walked away from me. Just that quick. Less than a five minute talk and he got up and walked away leaving me sitting at the table in the restaurant.
"I was more than upset. I was steaming and I wouldn't talk to him for a week and then when I felt that I had punished him enough I called him only to find out he had already left for California. I was crushed. My other half, the yin to my yang had walked off and left me. I was crushed. I don't know if you have ever had a love like that Frank, but I was left with a completely empty feeling. I was dead inside. It took me a while to get over it and come out of my shell.
"Then I met you and fell in love with you. I honestly did fall in love with you Frank, but it wasn't the bone deep love that I had felt for Barry. I was happy in our marriage Frank; I really was, but then Barry came back and called me. He told me that he had come to realize that he wasn't complete without me. I'm ashamed to tell you that I didn't once think of you Frank. My Barry was back. My Barry was back and he wanted me. When you caught us it was our first time since he had come back.
"When you ordered me out of the house my mindset was "I'm free to go to my love" and I left the house without a word. Unfortunately, while Barry was gone he had changed. Or maybe not. Maybe he was always that way, but I was too blinded by my love to see it. Whatever. When I left the house I moved in with Barry and within three months I was saying to myself "I gave up Frank for this?" It was a classic case of "Be careful what you ask for because you might just get it."
"For what it is worth Frank I have missed you and I've missed what we had, but I also realize that the blame for losing both rests squarely on me. None of it was your fault Frank. You did nothing wrong. You were the kind of husband that most girls search for and never find and I had it and I threw it away."
She stood up and said, "Thanks for letting me get that off my chest." She bent and kissed me and then walked away. I watched he walk away and then I got up and rejoined my new bride.
"What was that all about" Shay asked.
I told her what Gloria had said and then I said, "I guess she felt like she needed some sort of closure."
"How about you? Did you need closure?"
"No. I had my closure when I told her to get out of the house."
"Come on sweetie; give the girl a little credit. It took some guts for her to do that."
"So what? So now she feels a little better? That doesn't change the fact that she ripped my guts out when she did what she did with Barry and left me to live with the pain and self doubts. First Glenda and then Gloria? I spent one hell of a lot of time asking myself what was wrong with me because of that. Her saying "Sorry" doesn't erase any of that from my life. None of it has instantly disappeared from my memory because she said she was sorry."
"You're right. Forget I mentioned it. Now, since it is our party, you need to get me out onto the dance floor."
I met the girls that Shay played cards with at the party and I commented to Shay on one of them. Her name was Mary and besides being a sorority sister she also worked at Apex. Mary was pregnant and at seven months pregnant she looked like sex personified. I didn't doubt for one second that the room wasn't full of men with hard ons after seeing her and yes, that included me. I mentioned it to Shay and she smiled and said:
"She certainly does have that effect doesn't she?"
It was a remark that would come back to haunt me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next five years were the happiest of my life. We spent those years going places and doing things and then one day Shay said:
"It is time for me to be a mommy. Are you up for it?"
"When have I not been up for you?"
"Right thing to say sweetie, but what do you think?"
"I've just been waiting for you to say that you were ready."
"Okay then. The pills go into the trash today and we will start working on making it happen."
Two months later over dinner Shay said, "Guess what happened today?"
"You won the lottery?"
"Close. I saw the doctor today. The rabbit died. You are going to be a daddy."
Shay had always been gorgeous, but a pregnant Shay positively glowed and looked sexier than ever. I couldn't keep my hands off of her and our sex life jumped from three or four times a week to almost daily and often more than once.
That 'glowing sexuality' is what caused what happened next.
Unless she was out of town doing an audit Shay usually beat me home. It was a Tuesday and Shay was in her seventh month. I came home to find her sitting at the kitchen table going over some papers. She didn't smile at me when I walked into the room. She pointed at the chair opposite her and said:
"You need to sit down Frank. We need to talk."
Sensing that it was something really serious I said nothing and sat down. I looked at her and she said:
"I've tried to think of a way to soften this, but I can't think of a thing so I'm just going to have to put it out there. I've done a really stupid thing and it can't be undone. I'll leave it to you to get the divorce. There won't be any alimony and only minimal child support and only while I'm of work on maternity leave. We will have shared custody of the child. I'll move into one of the spare bedrooms until I can find a place."
"Divorce? What the fuck are you talking about?"
"I told you Frank. I did a stupid thing and it has bitten me on the ass. I'm just trying to make things as easy as I can now rather than wait for you to throw me out."
"Will you please just cut out the shit and tell me what the fuck is going on here?"
When she finally started telling me the story it shocked me. It started years ago at one of her card nights. The girls let their hair down and shared things with each other that they would never tell anyone else. One of the girls, Mary, told the rest of the girls about something that she had done. She had always wondered what sex with a black man would be like. She had heard so much about their size and stamina that she had always wondered if any of it was true.
"I was already pregnant so I didn't have to worry about condoms or condom breakage so when Travon, a black man who worked over in Asset Management, made a pass at me I decided to satisfy my curiosity. One time and no one would ever know right?"
One of the other girls, Nancy, said, "Travon made a pass at you? You are six months pregnant girl."
"He told me that pregnant I was still sexier than two thirds of the other girls he knew."
"Did you do it?" Beth Ann asked
"I did. Dave (her husband) was out of town on business so I took Travon home with me."
"And?"
"And what?"
"Was any of it true? The size and stamina thing?"
Mary had laughed and had said, "I'm not telling. All I'm going to say is that for the three nights Dave was gone Travon was in my bed."
"Are you still seeing him?"
"No. I satisfied my curiosity. No one for me but Dave any more."
I shook my head at that. Mary had seemed like a sweet and innocent girl to me when I met her at our reception. I did remember commenting on her sexuality.
"So what has any of that to do with this divorce stuff?"
"Remember those Wednesday nights when I came home from my card game and damned near fucked you to death?"
I nodded a yes.
"It was because I was so turned on by what Mary was telling us. The pure wickedness of it was exciting to think about. A married woman, six months pregnant, fucking a black man just to satisfy a curiosity. I imagined his black body on top of her pregnant white body and it made my juices flow."
"So it made you want to try a black man?
"No. No it didn't. At least not then."
"But you have since? Is that what this is all about? You found yourself a black lover and you are dumping me for him?"
"Good God no! There is no way that I would ever leave you for another man."
"Then what is this all about?"
"Curiosity."
"Curiosity?"
"I was pregnant and Travon started making passes at me. You need to understand this part Frank. I know that you are always telling me how sexy I am pregnant, but you love me and you are going to say things that you feel will make me feel good. But that doesn't mean that I take you seriously. You say you see a sexy wife, but when I look into the mirror I see a bloated whale so when another man starts telling me I look sexy I eat it up.
"Three weeks ago when I was in Baltimore to do the audit Travon was part of the team that I went with. We were there for three days and the entire time Travon was telling me how sexy I was and how much I was turning him on. And I admit that when he started coming on to me I remembered what Mary talked about on our card nights and I got curious about the same things she was curious about. Over those three days in Baltimore that curiosity built up. The last night we were there I convinced myself that I wouldn't hurt you or us if I satisfied that curiosity because it would be a one time thing and you would never know.
I went up to Travon's room with him. I let him undress me. I let him suck on my breasts and then I watched him undress. He cock was hard when he got naked and he walked over to me, took my hand and put it on his cock and I started stroking it. He put his hands on my shoulders and started to push me down so I could take him in my mouth. I started to go to my knees and about halfway down a voice in my head screamed out:
"What the fuck are you doing?!!!!"
I straightened up, told Travon that I just couldn't do it. I just couldn't cheat on you and I started to dress. He tried to stop me and I kneed him in the balls, finished dressing and got the hell out of his room."
"Well I didn't know until you just told me. The question is why? Why tell me now?"
"Because I owe it to you to get it from me and not from somebody else."
"Who else knows besides you and this Travon character?"
"I don't know that any one else knows. I haven't told any one; not even my sorority sisters."
"Then why did you think that you had to tell me? Who was going to blow the whistle on you?"
"Travon. The asshole had a camera set up somewhere in his room. He came to me yesterday and told me that I had hurt him when I kneed him and that I had to kiss it and make it better. I told him to fuck off and die and then he said I'd better do it or he would send you the tape he made. I told him bullshit and he showed me some video captures that he had. They were pretty explicit. One showed both of us naked with my right breast in his mouth and one showed me with my hand on his cock. He said besides you he was going to see that copies were passed around at work."
"So what are you going to do?"
"I told him you were going out of town over the weekend so I would see him Friday."
"Why Friday? I'm not going to be out of town so what does that have to do with it?"
"It has to be Friday. If I do it Wednesday or Thursday he would be missed when he didn't show up at work or call in. Someone might get curious and go check on him. If I do it Friday no one will miss him until Monday or Tuesday."
"Miss him?"
"I intend to cut his cock off and watch him bleed to death. I'll use Saturday and Sunday to go through his place and find any hidden cameras and any film I can find. I figure that if he filmed me he filmed others. I'll take mine and leave the others. When the police find the body and the film of the other women those women and their significant others will be who the police investigate. It is a gamble and I know it, but the asshole picked the wrong woman to try and blackmail."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
When Travon opened his door Friday evening and saw Shayleen standing there his face lit up in a big smile. It only lasted a few seconds though. The pepper spray she shot into his face wiped the grin away and as his flew to his face I stepped from the side of the door frame where I couldn't be seen if he looked through the door peep hole and moved into the room. His hands were still rubbing his eyes when I buried my fist into his stomach. It took the wind out of him and made it easier to handle him.
I moved him into his kitchen, sat him down on a chair and then used zip ties to secure him to it. Shay got some towels and a wash rag and cleaned his face and then sat down across from him. I just looked at him and waited. Finally he said:
"Who are you? What do you want?"
"I'm Shayleen's husband and what I want is to cause you some extreme pain for the pain you caused me."
"How the fuck did I cause you pain? I don't even know your ass."
"You fucked up my happy marriage and now you have to pay for it."
"Bullshit! It wasn't me. She was willing. All I did was offer her what she wanted. I didn't chase after her."
"Sure you did. When it came time to fish or cut bait she said no, but you just had to come after her. That was your big mistake. The thing about blackmail is that it doesn't work unless the person you are trying to blackmail cooperates. In this case Shayleen isn't cooperating. You threatened to tell me and she said "Fuck it" and told me herself. Even though she didn't go through with it the fact that she started out to do it probably will have a major impact on our marriage. A marriage that I was extremely happy with until I found out about that trip to Baltimore.
"The thing is, I would never have know if you would have just accepted that no means no and had left Shayleen alone. But you didn't leave her alone so here I am. In a way you should be glad that I'm here. Shay's original plan was to show up here tonight, cut your cock off and then watch you bleed to death. I couldn't let her do that although I do think it would be a fitting punishment for you. But I don't want my child to be born in a prison hospital. However, I can't see letting you off Scott free so I talked Shay into going along with my plan.
"It would embarrass me no end to have pictures of Shay showing up anywhere. People would be looking at me and thinking things like "You poor boob. Being married to a slut like that." I don't want stuff like that to happen so my solution to the problem is to get the material in question. All of it. The originals, any copies you may have made. Sounds simple right? The problem here is that I don't trust you. You could say that I have it all even though you have other copies stashed somewhere or maybe even a duplicate tape. So what I am going to do is adapt Shay's original idea."
I opened up the tool box that I had brought with me and took out a pair of bolt cutters. I held them up in front of his face and then said:
"I'm going to start with the little toe on your left foot and then work my way across until I get to the little toe on your right foot. Next will be the fingers on the left had followed by the fingers on the right. Hopefully, before I get to the point of putting out your eyes you will have given me what I want. What I want is the location of every camera in this place. The location of every recording device in this place and the location of all the material that you have. Video, still, digital or whatever, I want it all."
I opened the jaws of the bolt cutters and placed them around his little toe and said, "Start talking."
He sneered at me, laughed and said, "Who the fuck you think you are kidding."
I nodded at Shay and she covered his mouth with a towel to muffle the scream and I cut off his little toe. I gave it a minute and then I nodded at Shay and she removed the towel. He was blubbering and moaning:
"Oh fuck! Oh Jesus! You did it! You fucking did it! It fucking hurts. Stop the bleeding man; stop the fucking bleeding."
"Forget that toe Travon; it is gone and it isn't coming back."



I moved the bolt cutters to the next toe and said, "Okay; let's try this again. Talk to me Travon; talk to me" and talk he did. While Shay bandaged his toe I went looking and found everything right where he said it would be. We collected all the cameras and recorders and behind a false wall in a closet we found all of the blackmail material. Shay raised an eyebrow as she looked at some of it.
"Travon has been a very busy boy. If this material falls into the wrong hands he would be in big trouble."
"How so?"
His bosses wife AND his bosses daughter. My bosses wife and a half dozen other women who work at Apex. God help Travon if the husbands of these women were to see this stuff."
The conversation took place in front of Travon and I looked him in the eye and said:
"Here is the way it plays Travon. If the police show up at our place asking questions about what went on here tonight we will make all of this material available to the husbands, boyfriends, fathers and brothers of these women. Just accept that you fucked up and tried your shit on the wrong woman and write it off as a learning experience."
I told Shay to take all the stuff out and put it in the trunk of the car and when she was gone I cut Travon loose from the chair and said:
"One more thing. I didn't want to say this in front of Shay, but if I hear that you ever try anything with her again I promise you that they will never find your body. Take care and have a nice weekend" and I walked out of his place and joined Shayleen in the car.
To be continued.
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Shay was silent for most of the ride home. About five minutes from the house she said:
"Did you really mean it when you said what happened is going to have a major impact on our marriage? I didn't do it. I stopped. I didn't go through with it Frank."
"You didn't go through with it, but you intended to. You willingly went to his room intending to do it. You got naked for him because you were going to do it. You took his cock in your hand and stroked it because you fully intended to do it. You fully intended to take another man into the body that already contained my child." I hesitated and then asked:
"It is my child isn't it?"
Her face went ghostly pale, but before she could say anything I went on.
"The fact that you did not go through with it does not erase any of it."
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know Shayleen. I honestly do not know. Glenda cheated, Gloria cheated and you were going to cheat. I can't help but believe that I would be better off without a woman in my life. I do know that if you weren't pregnant with what I hope is my child I would already be gone."
"That's not fair Frank. I didn't do it. I stopped. I said this is wrong and I can't do it and I stopped."
"That time. But what about the next time you are away from home doing an audit and decide that I'll never know?"
"Damn it Frank; you know I'll never do it again. The same thing that stopped me with Travon will keep me from doing it again. The important thing is that I stopped Frank. I realized that it wouldn't be worth losing you and I stopped. And what is with the doubt that the baby is yours? You know damned well that it is."
"Do I? I don't have the same level of trust in you now that I had last week. I don't know that you haven't been doing stuff like this on all your trips and the only reason this one is out in the open is that Travon got stupid."
"I guess I asked for that attitude by being stupid and doing something that I should have known not to do, but I've never done it before and I didn't do it this time. I didn't do it Frank. I swear to god I didn't do it. I stopped. I said it wasn't worth it and I didn't do it."
"Let me put it in a way that may help you understand. If I walk into a bank and stick a gun in a tellers face and tell her to give me all the money and while she is taking the money out of the drawer I suddenly say "This isn't right. I can't do it" and I turn around and leave the bank. Would the police not come after me because I changed my mind and didn't rob the bank? You know damned well that they would be after me. I might not have robbed the bank, but I had intended to so I would still have gone down for attempted robbery.
"In your case you did not engage in adultery, but you damned sure intended to. You can say you didn't do it all you want to, but you went into Travon's room with the full intention of cheating. Adultery isn't a crime, at least not in this state, so no cops are going to come after you and punish you by sticking you in jail. No; your punishment gets left up to me. It may sound like a stupid analogy to you, but that is the way I see it and unfortunately for you the way I see it is what counts with me."
"I love you Frank. That's why I couldn't go through with it. That's why I could never do it again. That has to count for something Frank. The fact that I love you has to count for something/"
"Maybe it will Shayleen. I just don't know right now."
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I took a half a day off work and went home at one. I needed some time to myself to think about my situation with Shayleen. The first thing I had to know was just how honest had Shayleen been with me. The material that we had taken from Travon's place was still locked in the trunk of the car and I took it all into the house.
Travon has labeled everything so I had no trouble in finding the disc that Shayleen was on. I put the disc in the player and watched it. Shayleen had been mostly truthful, but only mostly. Things played out as she had described up to the point where she said that she had broken away. According to her story she bolted when Travon started to push her down to her knees.
On the screen I watched as Travon gently push her down to her knees in front of him and then I watched as she leaned forward and started to suck his cock. I watched as her hands gripped his ass and pulled him to her and I watched as she deep throated him. It was at that point that she had her sudden change of heart. She pulled off him and he said:
"The bedroom is back there" and he pointed.
"I'm sorry, but I can't do this. I love my husband and I can't do this to him. I thought I could, but I can't."
She reached for her clothes and Travon said, "Oh no you don't" as he grabbed her arm. "You got me started and you will damned well get me off. Pussy, mouth or ass; I don't care which, but you aren't leaving until you finish what you started."
"Let go of my arm."
Travon started to pull her to the bedroom and that is when she kneed him in the stones. He let go of her and she stepped back and kicked him in the crotch and as he doubled up she yelled at him:
"No means no asshole."
She dressed and by the time she had her shoes on Travon had somewhat recovered and he tried to stop her and she kicked him in the nuts again only this time she had her pointy toed high heels on and he screamed, grabbed his package and fell to the floor.
"Fuckhead" Shay muttered and then she left.
Then curiosity got the best of me and since I had worked at Apex and knew a lot of the people who worked there I looked at the other discs. It was eye opening to see women who I knew were married bouncing around on Travon's bed.
It was apparent to me that several of then (not all) were being blackmailed and were on his bed reluctantly and it gave me an idea. I was pissed over what Shay had done and even more pissed that she had lied to me even when she confessed, but I did love the stupid cunt and it did appear that she loved me.
I decided that even though she hadn't gone all the way with Travon that I had to do something to make her hurt. I had to do something to show her just how much her betrayal had affected me. And make no mistake here; she did betray me. True, she didn't go through with it, but to me the intent was the betrayal.
Looking at the pile of material I had taken from the trunk of the car I had the germ of an idea. I put everything back in the trunk and then went upstairs to the guest bedroom to take a nap. I'd moved into the guest bedroom the night Shay had confessed to me. Shay wasn't happy about it, but I flat told her I wasn't in the mood to have her touching me even fully clothed so having her roll over and snuggle up next to me while sleeping just wasn't going to happen.
I set the alarm to wake me a half hour before Shay was due to get home. When the alarm went off I got up and drove to the Waffle House and had a cup of coffee and a piece of pecan pie. I killed time until it was my normal time to go home. I didn't want Shay to know that I'd been home early and had a chance to look at the material in the trunk.
She was there when I got home and I told her to have a seat at the kitchen table and then I sat down across from her.
"I spent most of the day thinking about what to do. On the one hand I want to call the lawyers and get things over with, but on the other hand I want to be a full time father to my child and a divorce would prevent that. The problem with that is that there isn't any way I could live with you and sleep in separate rooms until the child has grown up or gone out on its own. For us to try and put things back together I need what these days they are calling closure. What I call it is punishment or maybe even revenge.
"To put it bluntly I need to hurt you. I am incapable of harming you physically, but I still need to cause you some pain and I believe that I have come up with a way to do it. You are free to refuse to do it, but know that the refusal ends any chance for us to try and repair the mess you caused."
"I'll do what ever I have to do Frank."
"We will see Shay. What you have to do is go out to the car, get all the material and bring it into the house. You will destroy the material he had on you. I do not wish to see it. Not ever. Them you will go through the material and make a list of every one he had material on. Once we have that list you will go to each of those women, give them the material that Travon had on them and tell them that they are free of him if they chose to be."
"If they choose to be?"
"There is always the possibility that not all of them are being blackmailed. Hell! There is even the possibility that none of them are being blackmailed. If they ask where you got the material, and they most likely will, you will tell them that he tried to blackmail you and that you told me and that prompted me to go and have a "Come to Jesus" session with him and that meeting led to my recovering the material. Then you will ask them to call me and verify that you did actually see them and give them their package."
"I can't do that Frank. What will they think of me?"
"The ones being blackmailed will think that you were just as stupid as they were when they got involved with the asshole, but they will be happy to know that he no longer is holding a sword over their heads. The ones not being blackmailed will be embarrassed that you know what they have been doing. They will probably be unhappy to know that there were tapes and DVDs of their activities in existence, but glad that you told them and gave them what there was."
"Damn it Frank; I have to work with those people. How can I face them every day after doing what you want?"
"Not my problem Shayleen, but if you want any chance at all of making a life with me is what you will have to do."
"Please Frank; don't make me do it."
"I'm not making you do anything Shayleen. What ever happens it is strictly your choice."
I stood up and said, "I'm going to the bar, drink some beer and shoot some pool to give you some time to think about it" and I left. Shay was in bed when I got home so I went into my room and sacked out.
Shayleen was up and had the coffee made when I came down in the morning and as I poured my self a cup to go Shayleen said:
"I thought long and hard on it Frank and I just can't do it."
"So much for your statement that you would do whatever you had to do, but no problem. Your choice. Just remember that I gave you a chance and you turned it down."
It was a busy day for me at work and I didn't think about my marriage problem until about three. Things slacked off a bit and I was able to give some thought to my situation. I didn't really like what I came up with, but a wise man once said "What is is."
Shay had dinner ready when I got home and we ate in silence. Once the meal was over and the dishes were in the dishwasher I asked Shayleen to sit down and when she did I slid some papers over to her.
"What is it" she asked.
"A couple of things. The top sheet is how we will split things up around here. It outlines what each of us will do. It lists how our money will be handled and how the household duties will be split."
"How our money will be handled?"
"That's the second sheet. It outlines the cost of running the household. I will set up three new accounts at the bank. One will be called the household account and each of us will deposit half of the monthly total amount into the account and all the household expenses will be paid from that account.
"The second account will be a savings account in the baby's name and we will each deposit ten percent of our take home pay into it. The third account will be a savings account in my name only. I will take half of what is in our joint savings account and put it in my new account and then have the name changed on the joint account to your name only.
"The third sheet is a post nuptial agreement that states that we each can indulge in extra marital sex without the fear of being accused of adultery, but with the stipulation that said extra marital sex can not take place in the family home."
"I won't sign that!"
"I've allowed for that. The fourth sheet is also a post nuptial agreement. It states that if either party cheats on the other the cheater gives up all rights to full custody of the child and agrees to a 70/30 split of assets with the aggrieved party receiving the seventy percent."
"I won't sign that one either."
"In other words you are telling me that you plan to cheat again. It figures."
I got up and walked away from the table and I was heading up the steps to the bedrooms when I heard her tearing up the papers. I expected as much but it was a way for me to show her that our marriage now existed in name only.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two weeks went by with Shayleen and I just co-existing in the house. She made several attempts to entice me into having sexual relations with her, but I wouldn't give in. When she tried again on Friday night I told her to give it up.
"I gave you a chance to try and work on saving our marriage and you refused. As a result we have no marriage any more. All we have is a roommate situation and that is all it is ever going to be. I will give you ne more chance to do what I told you that you had to do. I'll give you until Sunday evening to change your mind, but after that the choice will no longer be yours."
"What does that mean?"
"Just what I said. You have a chance to change your mind, but after Sunday you will no longer have that chance."
"I've already told you Frank. I am not going to do it."
I shrugged and walked away from her.
Monday I showed up at Apex at lunch time and Shayleen looked on in horror as I took Melody Schaefer to lunch. Melody was embarrassed as hell that I knew what she had done, but she was overjoyed to find out that Travon no longer had the means to make her meet him at a motel. She gave me a great big hug and a kiss when I took her back to work and I wished her and her hubby well before going back to my office.
That evening I was two hours late getting home from work and Shayleen was pissed because she had dinner ready and I was a no call no show.
"Where the hell have you been?"
"Having cocktails with Helen Deavers. I could have been gone longer because she offered to go to a motel with me and fuck my socks off for freeing her from Travon. I turned her down though. Tomorrow I'm having lunch with Dolores Hart and I'll be meeting with your sorority sister Mary for drinks after work."
"My God frank. They know about me?"
"Of course. I had to tell them how I came to be in possession of the material."
"In that case I might as well take care of the rest of them."
"Sorry Shayleen; you had your chance. I told you that come Monday the choice would no longer be yours."
"That's not fair Frank."
"Maybe, but the whole idea behind my telling you what you had to do to get us to where we could try and salvage our marriage was to see just how bad you wanted that to happen. Did you want it bad enough that you would be willing to do something hard and distasteful and the answer was no. You chose how others would look at you at work over trying to save your marriage. Now you get to live with that choice.
"I'm doing what you wouldn't do because those women need to know that they are free of Travon if that is what they want. You could have been the one to set them free and if you had done it do you really think that they would have looked down at you? Hell no! You would have had a friend for life. Even the ones who were doing it willingly would thank you for letting them know they were being filmed. What woman messing around on her husband wants evidence of what she is doing out there that might come to light some day?
"No Shayleen; nothing but good would have come out of your doing it. You chose what people at work would think of you over a chance to save your marriage and now you get to live with that choice."
She started crying and ran from the room.
++++++++++++++++++++++
By Friday I'd met with the nine women on the list that I knew who they were. There were four more who apparently didn't work for Apex and I had no way of knowing how to get in touch with them. Of the nine I talked with six were being blackmailed and all six were overjoyed to be free of Travon.
One was seeing Travon with her husband's knowledge, one was seeing him willingly because her husband had erectile dysfunction and hadn't been able to get it up for two years. He didn't know and she didn't want him to ever know. The third told me flat out that black cock was her major turn on and she was not only doing Travon, but a couple of others also.
All of them were horrified to find out they had been filmed and all were very grateful to me for not only brining it to their attention, but for giving them what I'd taken from Travon. I had more offers of pussy that week than I'd ever had before in my life. I hoped that the day would never come when I would regret turning it all down.
There was one unforeseen outcome from my seeing all of the ladies. Marge Bowman, the woman whose husband knew she was sleeping with Travon, was the wife of Travon's boss. When she told hubby about Travon filming their meetings hubby fired Travon. He couldn't fire him for fucking his wife so what he did was put Travon's expense reports under a microscope and found enough irregularities to warrant caning Travon.
++++++++++++++++++++
On the home front I co-existed with Shayleen and she became more weepy and despondent as the days went by. She kept trying to get something going between us, but I wasn't having it. Some day maybe, but not any time soon. In my mind she hadn't suffered enough for what she had done. I may be going a little over the top, but it wasn't only the intent to hang horns on me; it was the lies she told.
In her favor was the fact that she refused to be blackmailed and had come to me and confessed. But that very confession was what I was holding against her. That confession was three-quarters truth and one-quarter lies. The truth till she started to go to her knees and lies after that. She was confessing for god's sake so why not tell that last little bit and be done with it? If she had to lie about that what else was there that she was hiding?
She came to me a week after I'd talked with the last woman on the list and told me that she couldn't take it any more.
"I love you Frank and I want our marriage back the way it was. If you don't ever intend to try then we have to end it. I can not go on living this way."
"I won't be the one to end it Shayleen. I will not knowingly deprive myself of being a full time father to my child. Assuming of course that it is my child."
"Damn it Frank! It is your child!"
"Maybe, maybe not. A DNA test when it is born will tell us. If it isn't mine then I'll get the divorce, but if it is mine any divorce will have to be on you."
"God damn it Frank; the baby is yours. Why can't you believe that?"
"The problem Shayleen is that I can no longer believe anything that you say."
"Why not? When have I ever lied to you?"
"The night you told me that Travon was trying to blackmail you."
"I did not lie to you that night. I told you what happened. I told you what I did and why he was trying to blackmail me."
"I was looking into your eyes when you told me that and I could see that you were lying to me. I wish now that I'd never told you to destroy the disc that Travon had of you. I wish now that I would have looked at it. If you could confess to what you did and still be lying there must have been something that you really felt the need to hide. Given that why would I believe anything that you say?"
She was silent for maybe thirty seconds and then she said, "I didn't lie Frank; I just didn't tell the full story. I left out a part that I really didn't want you to hear."



"So you did fuck him."
"I did not! But I guess that I did lie at that. I told you that I pushed him away when he started pushing me down to my knees. That was the lie. What really happened was that he pushed me to my knees and I took his cock in my mouth. That was when I came to my senses and broke away from him. I didn't think you needed to know that. I thought that what I'd told you was bad enough and I didn't need to tell any more. You didn't need to think any worse of me than you were all ready going to.
"But the baby is yours Frank. Doubt it or wonder about it all you want, but it is yours and I want you to be the baby's full time father as much as you want to be the full time father, but right now it is not looking too good for you Frank. I am not going to go on living the way we have been living. If you are not going to try and work with me to get by my stupid move then we need to end things. I'm well aware that it is all my fault and I understand your need to punish me for what I did, but I am not going to allow that punishment to last for the rest of my life.
"Since my colossal blunder with Travon you have been big on offering me choices, but now I'm giving you one. Shit or get off the pot Frank. Either work with me to try and save what we had or flat out tell me that you are not going to. I'll give you until this time tomorrow to decide what you are going to do. If you are not going to work with me I'll be packed and out of here within twenty-four hours and I'll see a lawyer the next day. I won't be a bitch about visitation, but your desire to be a full time father will take a hit. I'd think hard on it if I were you."
As she walked out of the room I was thinking "You should have known better Frank. You knew that Shay was no soft cream puff. You should have known you could only push her so far before she would get her back up."
I wasn't really ready to let her off the hook, but it looked as if I wasn't going to be able to push it for as long as I had intended. But I still had a problem and a major one to my mind. If I caved too quickly to her ultimatum it could give her the idea that it was all she needed to do to get her way from now on. I couldn't have that. More to the point, I would not allow that.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent a good part of the next day thinking on the situation and what to do. There was no doubt in my mind that the baby was mine. I just kept throwing my doubt in her face to upset her and piss her off. And I did love her. Christ! I'd loved her when she didn't even know who I was when we were in school. There was never any intent in my mind to leave Shay. The hard line I was taking with her was strictly to make her suffer; to give me some satisfaction. Payback for the mental pain she had caused me.
Because she wasn't seeing things from where I was sitting she didn't see our problem the way I saw it. As far as she was concerned what she started out to do was wrong, but then she didn't do it so no harm, no foul, get over it and let's move on. It would have been no harm, no foul if I hadn't learned of it, but I did learn of it and learning of it hurt. I hurt worse than Shay would let herself accept. By the time I locked the doors after that last employee had gone home I had a game plan. Whether or not it was a good one only time would tell.
Shay was home and had dinner ready when I got home. We sat down to eat and it was a silent meal except for Shay asking me to pass the green beans. When we were done eating she got up, went to the sink, rinsed her dish and put it in the dishwasher. Then she leaned against the counter, looked at me and said:
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"What did you decide?"
"I haven't. For me to decide to try and make things work I need to decide whether it is even possible for things to ever work out. There are a lot of 'what ifs' and unanswered questions. Then there are attitudes that need to be dealt with and trust issues that need to be addressed.'
"Attitudes? Trust issues? I don't understand."
"Sure you do. Your attitude has been that you didn't actually do it so no harm, no foul, get over it and move on. That attitude is totally unacceptable to me. Then there is the issue of trust. Can I trust you not to do it again? If you think there is no way that I will ever find out will you once again try to see what a black man is like? You can say that there is no way that you will ever do it, but could I trust that you wouldn't? You travel at least once a month for three or four days doing audits. What will it do to me sitting here at home and wondering if you are behaving or being curious? And don't even tell me that I don't have to worry about it. Before I even proposed you knew how insecure I was because of what I went through with Glenda and Gloria. Now it is what I went through with Glenda, Gloria and you."
"You aren't being fair frank. I didn't do it. I came to my senses and I didn't do it."
"You see Shayleen? That is the problem. To you it is only important that you didn't do it. I don't see it that way. The way I see it is that you willingly went with Travon to his room with the intention of cheating on me. So what you say; I didn't go through with it. When you walked into his apartment and the door closed behind you did you say, "Sorry Travon; I can't go through with this. I love my husband and I can't do this to him" and then turn and leave? No you didn't. When he undressed did you say, "No Travon; I can't do this." No you didn't. When you were half undressed did you suddenly stop and say you couldn't do it, get dressed and leave. No you didn't. You didn't even stop when you had his cock in your hand and were stroking it. You didn't even stop when you opened your mouth and wrapped the lips that I used to love to kiss around his dick. You didn't stop until after you had sucked his cock for a minute or two.
"To me you cheated on me when you went into his room with the intent to fuck him. That is the sticking point Shayleen. You weren't drunk and out of it or anything like that; you willingly and with intent went to his room with him and took him into your body. I know that I'm belaboring the point, but that is the point. You willingly did what you did and can I bring myself to believe that you won't do it again?
"That is the roadblock Shayleen. That is what is keeping me from attempting to try and salvage our relationship. The fear that if the opportunity offers itself again you will do it. So you tell me Shayleen; how do I get my trust in you back? Just saying that you won't do it again because you love me and don't want to lose me ain't going to get it. You loved me and didn't want to lose me when you willingly went with Travon, but it didn't stop you until you had all ready gone way too far, at least in my estimation, so how are you going to save this marriage Shayleen?
"Giving me twenty-four hours to shit or get off the pot isn't going to get us anywhere. It isn't me Shayleen; it is you. You made this mess so the question has to be what are you going to do to make me want to try and move forward with you? How are you going to make me believe that it will even be possible for things between us to work out?
"Make no mistake here Shayleen; I do love you and I have wanted you since high school. I never even remotely considered that we could ever be together so having you marry me was the equivalent of dying and going to Heaven, but I can only be hurt so many times before I just flat give up. Glenda, Gloria, and you and Travon have done it Shayleen. I've been pushed to the edge and the next step will send me into the abyss. How are you going to make me believe that you won't cause me to take that last step?
"Telling me to shit or get off the pot won't do it Shayleen. You are going to have to find someway to extend your hand to me in such a way that I will trust you enough to take it and let you pull me back from where I'm standing on the edge. I know that isn't the answer that you were looking for, but it is the best that I can offer. You, you Shayleen, have to make me believe that the marriage can be made to work again. You have to give me a reason to get up off the pot."
I stood up and started for the garage to see if I could find something to keep my hands busy, but before I got to the door Shayleen said:
"Where are you going? We are not done here."
I turned and leaned on the door and looked at her.
"You want a reason? How's this for one. When I told you about Todd you promised me that you would never leave me and that I was stuck with you for life. You promised! Is your word no good? How about your promise to keep me for better or worse when we said our vows? What I did was about as worse as it can get, but you promised. I know what you are going to say to that. You are going to throw my promise to hold only unto you in my face, but so what. So I'm not a good person. But you are and I have two promises from you and I'm holding you to them Frank. You told me that I was stuck with you for life and I'm god-damned well going to hold you to that promise.
"I'll make you a promise now" and she placed her hand on her swollen belly and said:
"I swear on my baby's life that I will never cheat on you and that I will be the best wife and mother you could ever hope for for the rest of our lives. So help me God!"
I believed her.
And now, eight years and three kids later I'm glad that I did.
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Our story is like so many others. We met in college, dated off and on and then one day I realized I didn't want to date other girls. I wanted to spend all my time with Mary Beth. Apparently about the same time she decided that she wanted to spend her time with me. We were a steady couple the rest of the way through college and we were married three months after graduation.
Mary Beth never did put her college education to go use. Three weeks after we married we found out that she was pregnant. She had Gloria and eleven months later she had Alexander. She decided that she would be a stay at home mom and I had no problem with that. One year after the arrival of Alex Melanie arrived on the scene and Mary Beth decided that three was enough and she had her tubes tied.
We lived in the house that my parents left me in their wills. They met an untimely death when a deputy sheriff involved in a high speed chase lost control of his patrol car and hit them head on,
The house was a hundred year old farm house on eight hundred acres. The house had been built by my great grandfather and had been passed down through the family. Each generation had added modern touches to the place so even thought the house appeared to be very old on the outside the interior was quite up to date.
The property had a large barn and an equipment shed which was really a large six vehicle garage. There were also several other small out buildings like the milk shed that wasn't used as a milk shed any more and they were instead used for storing things. The place was free and clear thanks to a settlement from the County and my parent's life insurance.
I never wanted to be a farmer like my great grandfather, my grandfather and my dad so I leased out the acreage to the Martins who were our neighbors to the south. The closest I came to farming or ranching was keeping horses. At one time we had five. Mine, Mary Beth's and each of the kids had one. When the kids left we sold off theirs, but still had the two that Mary Beth and I ride.
We put all three kids through college and they are all married now and are away from home. Mary Beth has never had to work unless she wanted to and she never wanted to until the last kid left for college and then she decided that she wanted to go to work. She decided that she wanted to be a nurse and she went back to school to get a nursing degree. She worked as a nurse for a couple of years before finding out that she could not stand being around sick people all the time.
Mary Beth has never wanted for anything. Clothes, jewelry, car, you name it and if she wanted it I got it for her. We had what I considered a good, solid relationship. We made love often and it was always exciting. She is a very beautiful woman and I have always showered her with compliments, attention, love and affection,
All of which makes what happened so hard to understand.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Tuesday and after breakfast Mary Beth and I enjoyed a cup of coffee out on the patio and talked about what the day had in store for us. Mary Beth said that she was going to run into town and buy groceries and other than taking care of the horses she wasn't planning on doing anything else. All I had going was just another day at the office.
I drove toward town and when I got to the railroad tracks about a mile south of town I found a stopped train blocking the crossing. I sat there for maybe fifteen minutes and then I got out of my pick up and headed up the track to see if I could find out what was going on. I found a guy checking a coupler between two boxcars and asked him what was going on. The train had hit a cow and they were waiting for the sheriff and he was apparently on the other end of the county. They couldn't move until he arrived.
I got back in my truck and turned around and went back home. When I got home I went into the house and Mary Beth wasn't there. Her car was still there so I figured that she was down at the barn taking care of the horses. The barn is about two hundred yards from the house and I headed down to it. As I got closer to the barn I saw the tail end of a pick up truck. It looked like my friend Mike's truck and I wondered what he would be doing parked behind my barn at that time of day. I walked down behind the barn and checked and sure enough it was Mike's.
The door to the tack room was right there so I opened the door and went in. As soon as I was in the tack room I heard the moans of a woman being fucked. I moved quietly to where I could see into the barn proper and what I saw ruined my day. Mary Beth was naked and lying on a horse blanket on top of some hay bales. Her legs were up on Mike's shoulders and he was pounding away at her. She was moaning and gasping out:
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
I could feel the heat building in me. A burning rage to get my deer rifle and shoot them both. I noticed a hay fork hanging on the wall and I smiled at the thought of driving it through Mike's back and pinning the two cheating shits together. I was reaching for the fork when I came to my senses and remembered what happened to Bill Miglio when he killed the guy he caught fucking his wife Mae. He got life without the possibility of parole. I didn't want that. I'd make Mike and Mary Beth pay, but I would plan it out in a way that wouldn't send me to prison.
I turned and left the barn and as I came out the door I noticed the water hose that Mary Beth used to fill the horse's water tanks. On a whim I picked it up and stuck it in the filler tube of Mike's gas tank and turned the water on. I filled the tank, turned the water off. And then, cooled down a bit, I went back in the barn.
Mary Beth was begging Mike to fuck her harder. He was banging her hard and I heard him tell her that he was going to cum. She grabbed his ass and pulled him deep into her and he grunted as he came. He pulled out of her and reached for his pants and Mary Beth said:
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
He dropped his pants, knelt in front of her and started eating her pussy and sucking his dick snot out of her. Mary Beth had an orgasm as he did it. They were kissing when I left, got in my truck and headed to work. The train was gone and I went into work and explained my absence and they told me that they already knew about the train and figured that was why I wasn't there.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
After work I headed home and on the way I passed a wrecker towing Mike's truck. I laughed and thought "That's only the beginning asshole -- only the beginning." The rest of the drive home was spent thinking about what to do to Mary Beth. She had to pay. I wouldn't be able to rest unless I made her pay.
As I pulled up at the house I steeled myself to act normal around the cheating whore. Over dinner I asked Mary Beth if she had talked to Alice (Mike's wife) lately.
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why would you ask that?"
"Just curious. We used to have her and Mike over quite often and I haven't seen her in a while. I just wondered if something was wrong. Anything come between the two of you that I don't know about?"
I saw something pass over her face as she said, "No. As a matter of fact I talked to her this afternoon. She told me that someone had damaged Mike's truck by putting water in his gas tank."
"Maybe he got caught fucking some one's wife."
Mary Beth got a funny look on her face and I went on, "Rumor has it that Mike is fucking some slut and has caught an STD. I sure hope that whoever he is fucking is making him use a rubber."
At that point Mary Beth turned pale and I left the kitchen. I laughed to myself and headed down to the equipment shed to work on a thirty year old John Deere that I was restoring.
I worked for a couple of hours and then went back to the house. Mary Beth was in the living room and I could hear her talking on the phone so I moved quietly to where I could listen in.
"Are you absolutely certain? Damn it Mike; if you have anything then you gave it to me and I'll end up giving it to Ralph. Once that happens he will know and God help us then."
"And how did the rumors start? Are you bragging about doing me?"
"No, I don't want to stop, but I do want to be safe."
"Okay. Same time?"
"See you then."
I walked into the room just as she was hanging up.
"That was Alice. Mike's truck has been fixed. I asked if they would like to come over for a barbecue on Saturday. She said she would check with Mike. Is that okay with you?"
"Fine" I said and went into the kitchen to get a beer. I drank my beer and thought about Mary Beth. She was going to be put on the street very soon, but I wanted some measure of revenge first. And Mike had to suffer also. Shit! If Mary Beth wanted to fuck around maybe she should have asked me first. I might have agreed to let her. I'd never been unfaithful, but there was this little sexpot where I worked that I could have easily talked myself into trying. I might have said yes if Mary Beth would have asked just so I wouldn't feel guilty going after Amber.
After the phone call Mary Beth seemed to be a little out of sorts. She acted very sweet around me and even came up to me and rubbed my dick through my pants and asked me if it gave me any ideas. It did and as we headed for the bedroom I wondered if she had cleaned herself after Mike left or if maybe I was going to get sloppy seconds.
Our sexual episodes usually included me eating her pussy, but no way was I going to munch on her muffin not knowing whether or not she cleaned up after Mike. I wondered if the fact that I didn't eat her made her wonder why. I fucked her and she was as active a participant as usual and after the first time she did go down on me and get me up for a second go.
She woke me up in the morning with a state of the art blow job and then rode me cowgirl until we both got off, I thought we were done, but she climbed in the shower with me and I took her as she leaned against the wall. We ended up back in bed for one more round and then she jumped up and ran to fix me breakfast while I dressed for work.
On the drive into town I wondered if she would clean herself before her meeting with Mike that morning or if she would give him sloppy seconds and then make him suck the both of us out of her snatch.
At work I flirted a bit with Amber. With any luck at all I could have her interested by the time I kicked Mary Beth to the curb.
++++++++++++++++
Late that afternoon Mary Beth called me and asked me if we could go out that night for dinner and a couple of drinks. I figured why not? If I kept her happy with any luck I would get enough pussy before I tossed her out to last me until I could find another source.
Usually when we go to town Alice and Mike join us. Mary Beth said that she thought it would be nice for a change for it to be just the two of us. When we walked into Dusty's and headed for our usual table we found Alice and Mike all ready sitting there. I saw the looks exchanged between Mary Beth and Mike and I just smiled and acted like the clueless twit they thought that I was.
We joined them and sat and talked until the band got set up and started playing. I noticed that Mike was drinking more than usual and I wondered if he was feeling guilty having to sit there and look at me. I also noticed the looks being exchanged by Mary Beth and Mike. Bob and Merrie Hopkins joined us and that eased the tension just a tad.
There was a nice slow tune being played and Alice tried to get Mike to dance with her, but Mike said that he didn't feel like dancing. Mary Beth suggested that I dance with Alice so I stood up and escorted her out onto the floor. I figured that suggesting I dance with Alice was Mary Beth's way to get Alice and me out of the way so she could talk to Mike. I guess I was right because in a minute I saw the two of them on the other side of the floor.
I wondered just how clueless Mike and Mary Beth thought I was. Over the next two hours Mary Beth danced with Mike about twice to every time she danced with me. I didn't care because I knew something that the both of them didn't and that was that two of them were going to pay a price for their actions and it would be sooner rather than later.
Besides, dancing with Alice wasn't a chore. Her tits were bigger than Mary Beth's and on the slow tunes I held her close and those puppies pushed into my chest. When Mary Beth and Mike were history I thought I just might pay Alice some attention.
Mary Beth wanted to leave about half an hour before last call so I hit the bathroom to take a whiz before the drive home. Mike was in the john, more than a little drunk, and he was running off at the mouth to a couple of other guys. I did my thing and then left.
As we were driving home I told Mary Beth that Mike was in the bathroom and he was bitching to Maury Phillips that there was a woman there that he wanted to take out to the parking lot and fuck, but her husband and Alice were there so he couldn't.
"I jokingly asked him if he would share if I could distract the husband and Alice. He just laughed and said that the woman was a whore and I wouldn't like her loose cunt."
Out of the corner of my eye I saw a change come over Mary Beth's face as she considered what her lover might be saying about her when he was drunk. Hopefully I was on the way to poisoning the well.
Once we were home Mart Beth changed into one of her sexy gowns and came into the den where I was checking my email. Her nipples were hard and sticking out and I wondered what a drunken Mike had managed to do to get her hot. She spun around in front of me and asked me if the gown gave me any ideas.
"Silly girl. Of course it gives me ideas. We need to take this to the bedroom."
I started sucking her tits (and I admit I was thinking of Alice's) and then I worked my way down her body until I got to her snatch. She was moaning and she had her legs spread wide. She was very wet and if I hadn't kept a close eye on her all night I would have suspected that the wetness was Mike's leavings. I wondered what Mike had done to get her so wet. It pissed me off and then I looked up at her and asked if she was all right.
"Why would you ask that now?"
"Your pussy smells bad and it looks all reddish."
She jumped out of bed and hurried to the bathroom. I watched as she put her fingers in her pussy and then smelled them. She pulled her pussy lips apart and looked at them. She told me that it was my imagination, but she would make a doctor's appointment and get herself checked out. She came back to bed, but her mood had changed and she didn't want to make love anymore. I told her that it wasn't fair that she get me all hard and stiff and then say no.
"It's all your fault. You're the one who said there was something wrong with my pussy."
"Maybe. But there is nothing wrong with your ass" I said as I rolled her over."
"I don't want to do that."
"And I do" I said as I started to work my cock into her ass.
She tried to get away, but I held onto her and kept working my cock until I was all the way in. Once I got to stroking she couldn't help but get into it.
I knew when it was over she would be pissed and things might be a little frosty around the house for a day or two, but I didn't really give a shit. Her days were numbered; she just didn't know it.
++++++++++++++++
I talked with a lawyer on Wednesday and he told me that I would need irrefutable proof if I was going to divorce Mary Beth for adultery. We were a no-fault state, but the local judges were known to take a hard line against the adulterous party.
Thursday as I got ready to go to work Mary Beth reminded me that she was going to go visit her cousin and might be late in getting home. I told her that I remembered.
I had arranged a day trade with one of the other guys and so when I left the house to go to work I drove around to the back of the property and parked so a clump of trees was between me and the house. I made my way to the barn and entered the tack room. There is a ladder from the tack room up to the hayloft and I got up into the hayloft and positioned myself where I could see the house and get a good view of the action in the barn and not be seen.
It was a long wait and I began to wonder if I'd miscalculated then around eleven I saw Mary Beth heading for the barn. I always come down early and let the horses out of the barn and into the corral. When Mary Beth comes down they go to her because they know she is going to feed them. She gave them some oats and then mucked out their stalls. Once that was done she arranged four bales of hay, spread a horse blanket over them and started to undress. As she was pulling off her boots I heard a truck pull up behind the barn.
I turned on the video camera and waited. Mike came into the barn and walked over to Mary Beth, took her in his arms and kissed her. They swapped tongues for a minute or so and then pulled apart and started undressing. When both were naked Mary Beth turned and bent forward over the hay bales and Mike moved up and took her from behind. I hate to admit it, but my dick got hard watching the two of them.
They went at it for about ten minutes and then Mike pulled out of her. He was limp so I know he came in her. She turned and went to her knees and took him in her mouth and started sucking on him. It took her about five minutes to get him back up again and then she laid back on the bales, spread her legs wide and waited for Mike to move into her. He fucked her hard and steady for about fifteen minutes as she wrapped her legs around him and clutched his ass with her hands.
Finally he stopped and held still for a bit and then when he pulled out his cock was limp. Mary Beth said something and pointed at her cunt. Mike knelt and started sucking up his mess. Once he had her cleaned out to her satisfaction she started sucking on him to get him up for another go. I had enough evidence so I turned off the camera and then quietly climbed back down into the tack room. As I slipped out of the tack room I noticed the water hose and I just could not resist. It might make him wonder about his truck not running right following his visits to Mary Beth, but so the fuck what? Let him wonder if I was onto him. Let him start looking over his shoulder.
I drove into town had a few beers to kill time and then I went home arriving at my usual time. I fixed myself a bite to eat and sat down to watch some TV. Mary Beth came home around eight and told me that she was horny and said that she wanted to go to bed early. I almost told her I wasn't feeling good and really wasn't up to it, but then I decided that once I tossed her out it might be a while before I got laid again. Once again I skipped doing oral on her and after sucking on her tits and fingering her pussy for a bit I got right to it. After a pretty active fuck I came and was surprised when Mary Beth went immediately down on me to get me up again. I guess fucking Mike kind of charged her up.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday on the way to work I dropped off the video tape at the attorney's and made the necessary plans for ruining Mary Beth's day on Sunday morning. When I got home Mary Beth was all hot to trot again and I wondered if Mike had been by again. I wondered when the boy worked. Whatever. I gave Mary Beth what she wanted and then we had a late supper and watched some TV. When we got to bed she wanted to go again and I didn't fight her off.
I had to work every third Saturday and it was my Saturday to work. As I got ready to leave for work Mary Beth reminded me that we were going out with Mike and Alice that evening and they would be there at six-thirty to pick us up. I told her I remembered and then left the house.
Mary Beth was dressed and ready to go out when I got home. Even as pissed at her as I was I had to admit that she was one beautiful and sexy lady. I wanted her right then and there, but decided that it wouldn't be right to make love to her and then kick her out.



Mike and Alice showed up just after I had showered and changed. Mary Beth was hustling around trying to get us out of the house, but I told her to slow down. I told them that I needed them to come into the den so I could show them a funny video that I had gotten earlier in the day.
They came into the den and I told Mary Beth to hit the 'play' button on the VCR. The video was very clear and Mary Beth got very red in the face. Mike paled and Alice was stunned. I just stood there and watched. Alice recovered first and she hollered "You rotten son of a bitch" and kneed Mike in the balls and then said:
"You aren't riding in the car with me. You can walk home for all I care and don't be surprised if when you get there the doors are all locked."
She stormed out of the house and I took Mike by the shirt collar, pulled him to the front door and pushed him outside. Mary Beth had followed me and when I closed the door she said:
"I guess we need to talk. We can do it in the living room."
I sat in the easy chair across from Mary Beth who was sitting on the couch and I told her:
"I'm going for a divorce using adultery as grounds and I want you out of the house. You have until Monday to gather up your stuff and leave."
"I'm not going anywhere. Do you really want to divorce me?"
"Absolutely."
"You going to tell me that you don't love me?"
"No. I can't tell you that. I love you, but I can no longer live with you. Not after seeing what you did with Mike."
"Well I love you and you are stuck with me."
She uncrossed her legs, opened them wide to show me that she didn't have any panties on. She stuck a finger in her pussy and then licked it.
"Only a fool would give this up" she said as she stood up. "I'll be up in the bedroom waiting for you."
She walked over to the stairs, stopped and turned around and looked at me. She blew me a kiss and went up the stairs.
She was going to have a long wait. I slept on the couch and made my plans for moving her things out of the house and once all of her stuff was out she would be gone even if I had to pick her up and carry her out. As I nodded off I was thinking of Amber and wondering what an acceptable waiting period should be.
++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I was in the kitchen making the coffee when Mary Beth came into the kitchen.
"You didn't come to bed last night."
"Slept on the couch."
"You aren't really going to divorce me over my having some recreational sex are you?"
"Of course I am."
"You aren't really thinking to clearly honey. This is a no-fault state and you know as well as I do that in a divorce I will get half of everything we have."
"We don't have anything Mary Beth. Everything we had in savings paid for the kid's college education. You will get your car, your clothes, half of the household goods and your horse. And if you look into it you will find that the three judges in this county have never, not once, given alimony to a cheating wife."
"You will have to sell the farm and given me half."
"I know your memory sucks Mary Beth. You forgot your wedding vows and you also apparently forgot the prenuptial agreement that you signed when we got married. It exempts the family farm from any and all legal actions that you might bring against it. You need to start figuring out where you are going to live Mary Beth because after that man, and I pointed out the window at the car that was coming up the drive, gets done you will be out of here."
"You bastard! You won't get away with this. I'll get a shark for an attorney and we will break that pre-nup."
"You are welcome to waste all the money you don't have on an attorney if you want to, but I'll tell you right now it won't do you any good."
"We will just have to see about that."
The doorbell rang and I went to answer it. I opened the door to Bill Neubert and said good morning to him. He walked over to Mary Beth, handed her an envelope and said:
"Sorry about this Mary Beth, but you have been served."
He turned and left and I said, "Want me to help you load your stuff in your car?"
"Fuck you Ralph! This isn't over. Not by a long shot."
"I'll take that as a no" I said and I walked away from her.
Mary Beth loaded her clothes in her car as I watched from the living room window. When she got in the car to leave she gave me the old one finger salute and then backed down the drive,
She hadn't been gone forty-five minutes when I received a visit from Mike's wife Alice. She wanted to know if she could get a copy of the tape I had of Mike and Mary Beth playing in the barn,
"I was going to try and work by it, but ten minutes ago Mary Beth called and he left to go meet her somewhere. I'm done with him."
"Come on in and have a cup of coffee while I make you a copy."
She came in and sat down and I poured her a cup. While she waited I went into the den and used my double VCR setup to make her a copy. When I gave it to her she asked me what I was going to do.
"All ready done it. I had her served and tossed her out of the house a little before you got here."
"No hope?"
"Nary a tad."
After Alice left I poured myself another cup of coffee and sat down to do the next disagreeable task. I needed to call the kids and let them know what was going on. Better that they got it from me than Mary Beth. I was almost positive that if I left it for her to do she would somehow make me the bad guy.
I managed to get in touch with Gloria and Melanie, but I had to leave a message to call me on Alex's answering machine. Once I had the calls out of the way I called Ryan at Acadia Locks and arranged for him to come out and change all the locks on the house. I didn't trust Mary Beth not to make visits to the house while I was at work and take whatever she wanted.
I'd done the bank and credit card thing the previous day knowing when Mary Beth was going to be served. I wasn't totally heartless. I'd left a thousand dollars in the checking account for her, but it wasn't going to last her long.
I went around the house and gathered up everything that was Mary Beth's and put it in boxes and bags and then moved it all down to the barn. By the time I'd finished that Alex had called and I gave him the run down on what was going on. He took it better than the girls had. They wanted to know why I wouldn't try to work things out so I could stay married to their mother, but Alex had been cheated on by a couple of girlfriends and he had an idea of how I was feeling.
After talking to Alex I went through the kitchen and made a list of what I needed from the store since I would be cooking for myself from then on and I usually ate differently when I cooked than when Mary Beth cooked.
Having nothing better to do I drove into town and did some grocery shopping. When I got back home Mike's truck was sitting beside the house and Mary Beth was trying to get in the front door. I got out of my pickup and walked up to the front porch.
"What are you doing here Mary Beth? You don't live here anymore."
"I came to get the rest of my things, but I can't get in the house."
"That's because I changed the locks to keep you out. The rest of your stuff is in bags and boxes down in the barn. And you need to move your horse. If she is still here a week from tomorrow I'll be charging you boarding fees. Now I would suggest that you get in shitheads truck, drive down to the barn, get your junk and then get off my property. And Mary Beth? Stay off."
I walked towards Mike's truck and when he saw me coming he rolled up his window and locked his door. I had to smile at that. I leaned down and said, loud enough for him to hear through the glass:
"Keep this truck off my property shit for brains. If you need to bring Mary Beth out here for some reason or other park out on the road."
Then I gave him a big smile and said, "The water hose won't reach that far."
I laughed when I saw the realization hit him and the anger wash over his face. I had to wonder about the boy's smarts. I mean how could he have not figured it out? His truck runs fine when he drives over here. He fucks Mary Beth and leaves and his truck stops running. He gets it fixed and he drives over her with no problem and fucks Mary Beth and when he leaves his truck stops running. Duh!!!
+++++++++++++++++
The next day at work I stopped in at the office and told Amber that I needed to change some of my paperwork. I dropped Mary Beth from my medical insurance and I changed the beneficiary on my company furnished life insurance from Mary Beth to the kids. Amber asked why and I told her that I was divorcing Mary Beth.
"You all ready separated?"
"Yep."
"I could use a partner for the dance at the VFW this Friday."
"Then I'm applying for the job."
"You really going to look at it as work?"
"It is something that I will definitely work hard at. I'm going to want to do a good enough job that you will want to do it with me again."
She smiled and said that she would look forward to it and I left her office in a pretty good mood.
I spent my lunch hour having fun. I'd spent some time the previous night making video captures from the tape I had of Mary Beth and Mike and I toured the town and paid a visit to every gas station and restaurant bathroom. I even paid a visit to both the men and women's bathrooms at the Wal-Mart. I taped a picture of Mary Beth with Mike buried in her ass on every empty stall I could find. On the picture I had printed "For a good time call Mary Beth at 555-555-5550" which was her cell number. Underneath that message I put "If you keep getting a busy signal call Mike at 555-555-4441 to schedule an appointment." Then, thoroughly pleased with myself I went back to work.
I hadn't been back in the office fifteen minutes when I got a call from Mary Beth.
"God damn you Ralph!! What the fuck is wrong with you?!!! So I wanted to try another dick after twenty-four years. So what? It didn't mean a goddamned thing. It was only some recreational sex for Christ's sake. It didn't cost you a fucking thing. You still got all you could handle. Hell; you got more. Mike got some pussy, but you got the love. How could you do this disgusting thing to me? I thought you loved me."
"Once upon a time Mary Beth; once upon a time. Have fun with your new freedom. Bye" and I hung up on her.
I was sitting there with a big smile on my face when Amber came into my office.
"That smile for me?"
"You betcha! Just thinking about our Friday night."
We made small talk for a couple of minutes and then she gave me some paperwork to sign after which we had to get back to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++
After work I stopped at the Drop Inn for a brew or two before going home to fix myself some dinner. I was on my second longneck when what I hoped would eventually happen happened.
Mike came in, saw me, and then headed straight for me.
"You rotten son of a bitch" he snarled and then he swung on me. I didn't try to block the punch. I steeled myself to take the hit and then I shook it off and beat the holy fuck out of Mike. He was on the floor and I had kicked him half a dozen times before some guys pulled me off of him. Probably a good thing because the way I was going I might have killed the asshole.
Phil, the owner and evening bartender asked, "What the fuck got into you Ralph? You guys have been best friends forever."
"I caught him fucking Mary Beth and he's pissed because I told his wife and let her see the pictures I took. Can you believe it? He fucks my wife and I'm the son of a bitch? It is his own fucking fault he is laying there on the floor. He came in here, attacked me and I defended myself. You saw it Phil. I was sitting there drinking my beer and minding my own business when he came up to me and hit me."
"Yeah. I did see that."
"Anyway; it's just his bad luck that I'm still full of anger over what he did and it kind of fueled my rage when I fought back."
"He really fucked Mary Beth?"
"Been in your bathrooms lately?"
"No. I clean them before I open, but I use the private one in the back of my office."
"Check out the stalls in the public restrooms."
I tossed a ten on the bar and left. Mike was still lying on the floor moaning when the door closed behind me. He wouldn't be doing Mary Beth any good for a while because I'd kicked him in the nuts a time or three. Needless to say I was smiling when I drove home.
Mike ended up in the ER at County General following 'our meeting' and I later heard that he was blaming Mary Beth for the loss of one of his testicles.
Alice tossed his ass out and used the copy of the tape I gave her to sue him for divorce using adultery as grounds.
I was feeling pretty proud of myself.
++++++++++++++++++++
I had a great time with Amber at the VFW dance and when I was taking her home she said:
"You do know that the only reason I haven't been chasing you is that you were a married man right?"
"No, I didn't know that. I do know that there have been times I've looked at you and wished that I wasn't married."
"Then let me ask you this. Is this separation a permanent thing or are you just going through a mad spell and will make up with Mary Beth later?"
"Not going to be any reconciliation. We are through and you can take that to the bank."
"Then maybe you can have dinner with me at my place tomorrow?"
"I'll bring the wine and the dessert."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
News travels fast in small towns and at two on Saturday afternoon I got a call from Mary Beth.
"I see that it didn't take long for you to replace me."
"You haven't been replaced yet Mary Beth."
"I hear that you were out with that slut Amber last night."
"That's a laugh. A slut like you calling Amber a slut."
"I am not a slut."
"Can't prove it by me. Not after watching you and Mike go at it in the barn."
"It was only the one time Ralph. I swear it meant nothing. It was just me being curious about what another man would be like. That's all it was."
"You are a poor liar Mary Beth. It wasn't only once. I saw it twice myself and I know that there were other times because I listened to you talk about it while you were in the barn with him. Why are you calling Mary Beth? What do you want?"
"You to stop this divorce nonsense so we can get back together."
"Not going to happen Mary Beth."
"Why? Because you are fucking Amber now?"
"I am not fucking Amber; at least not yet. I'm not going to do anything that will give you grounds to counter sue, but make no mistake about it Mary Beth; I fully intend to try and take Amber to bed as soon as I'm legally rid of you."
"That will be never Ralph. I'm going to fight the divorce."
"Good luck on that Mary Beth" and I hung up on her.
I had a delightful evening with Amber and a kiss goodbye when I left that curled my toes. I was looking forward to a sexual relationship with Amber, but I was serious when I told Mary Beth that I wasn't going to do anything that would give her grounds to counter my suit against her for adultery.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next two weeks went by and during that time period several things happened. I dated Amber several times, received four very nasty calls from Mary Beth over calls she had received asking her for a good time and one call from her telling me that she'd found an attorney to take her case.
"He know you have no money to pay him?"
"He wasn't worried. He says in cases like mine the court will no doubt rule that you will have to pay my legal expenses or I can pay him out of my settlement."
"If he told you that he sure isn't much of an attorney. Your settlement isn't going to be enough to get you into an apartment let alone pay attorney's fees."
"Bullshit Ralph. The farm is free and clear and at $1600 an acre the acreage alone is worth $1,200,00.00 and you will have to give me half the value of that."
"In your dreams Mary Beth. You keep forgetting the pre-nup."
"My attorney says he can get that overturned."
"This guy just out of law school? You don't have a prayer Mary Beth" and I hung up on her.
It was two weeks later when she and her attorney met with me and mine and the hidden landmine went off under her feet. That is when she found out that the farm didn't belong to me. It belonged to our kids.
I had learned some hard lessons from all the legal hoops I'd had to jump through to get the property after my parents had died and I had no intension of having that happen to my survivors if I died suddenly like my parents had. I'd formed a limited liability corporation and placed the farm in it. The corporation had four officers and three shareholders. I and the tree kids were the officers and the three kids were the shareholders.
I had sat down with the kids when the youngest turned fifteen and talked it over with them. I explained why I had excluded their mother and they understood my reasoning and agreed not to mention what we were doing to Mary Beth. My reasoning was that the intent from when great grandfather first started the farm was that it stay in the family. That was reinforced by great grandfather passing it on to my grandfather who passed it on to my father who had passed it to me in his will. If I died an untimely death Mary Beth would inherit and possibly still be young enough to remarry and at that point the farm could conceivably go out of the family. What I was doing was insuring that the farm stayed in the family. The decision to keep Mary Beth out of it was to keep peace in the family. She might have understood, but then again she might not have so why take the chance of having a frosty household.
There were all sorts of other legal documents put in effect at the same time like the one that said none of the share holders could sell his or her shares to anyone outside the family and that there be a provision in all their wills that would see to it that their shares stayed in the family. To be honest I didn't know if any of it would hold up after I died, but if I was dead I'd be out of it.
But the big thing that day in my lawyer's conference room was that Mary Beth and her attorney now knew that they were out of it also. Mary Beth actually fainted when she found that out.
When she was revived my attorney gave Mary Beth and "The shark" (her words, not mine) she had hired the rest of the bad news.
"Since the assets are pretty cut and dried I was able to fast track things. I've got us on the docket for the Tuesday after next for the preliminary hearing. We drew Judge Hienman."
If Mary Beth's attorney knew anything he would know that Hienman was the equivalent of a 'hanging judge' when it came to divorces where adultery played a part. If the offending party was a man he got raped to the extent that the law allowed in a no-fault state. If the guilty party was the woman she got the absolute least that Hienman could give. If kids were involved he had been known to give custody to the father and he would use any technicality he could find to give the woman no alimony. I was sure that Mary Beth's attorney knew that barring a miracle he was screwed as far as getting his fee from me was concerned.
I left my attorney's office and went back to work where I asked Amber if she wanted to celebrate with me after work and she said that she would love to.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The nine days until the preliminary hearing went by quickly. I received four calls from Mary Beth asking (more like begging) me to drop the divorce and work with her at putting us back together. During the fourth call I asked her if she could give me one good reason why I should do that and she said:
"Because you know that I love you Ralph."
"Not enough to keep Mike out of your pussy."
"It was a fling Ralph. It meant nothing. I was a virgin when I met you. I got curious and after twenty-four years of only you I wanted to see what another man would be like. I just wanted to try some strange. It was only a fling and it was all ready on its last legs when you found out. He was starting to get possessive and I was going to end it.



"Damn it Ralph; I love you. I always have and I've done my absolute best for twenty-four years to prove it to you. I know you loved me and I know that you can't just turn love off like a light switch. Don't let a silly little fling kill off twenty-four damned good years.
"Go and have a fling of your own. You said you intend to bed Amber so go do it. Call Alice and see if she wants to get even with Mike by fucking your socks off. We were good together Ralph. Please don't let it end."
"We might could have done it if you would have brought up the curiosity thing before you spread for Mike, but you didn't do that did you. It might have been just a fling for you Mary Beth, but for me it was out and out cheating. It was stabbing me in the back. And with a man who was supposed to be my friend. I don't see a way back for us Mary Beth. I'm sorry, but I just don't. Take care Mary Beth" and I hung up on her.
As I hung up on her I did wonder if I was doing the right thing. The twenty-four tears had been great right up to the day I saw what she was doing in the barn. I had to admit that the pull was there. Mary Beth was a known quantity while Amber was still a mystery to me. I still hadn't come to understand how a twenty-four year old hottie could be interested in a forty-four year old man. I was certainly attracted to her sexually, but could there be more to the relationship? I didn't know, but I did want to find out and to do that I needed to be divorced; I needed to be single again. Old fashioned of me maybe, but I'd made some vows and I had always been a man of my word. Mary Beth's phone call did plant a seed in the back of my mind. Would Alice be open for some 'get even' playing? Then there was Martha Rich. She lost Henry to cancer a little over two years ago so she might be ready to start dating again.
+++++++++++++++
The preliminary hearing was cut and dried. A fifty-fifty split with the farm excluded. There was no alimony awarded. The judge commented on the fact that Mary Beth was a Registered Nurse and that not only was County General looking for nurses but so was Centura Hospital. Centura was thirty miles away in Overton, but a thirty mile commute was not an onerous thing.
Mary Beth's attorney pushed for court ordered counseling and the judge asked me how I felt about that.
"It would be a waste of time and money. She cheated on me and talking about it for an hour a week wouldn't make it go away. Talking about might help her come to grips with why she did it, but it wouldn't do a thing toward making me believe that she would never do it again. In fact, it would be a weekly reminder of something that I'm trying to forget."
"I can see your point."
He dropped his little wooden hammer to end the proceeding and the divorce would be final in six months. Mary Beth was crying as I left the courtroom and I felt a sudden urge to put my arms around her and comfort her. It was an urge that I successfully fought off.
+++++++++++++++++
That hammer pounding on the desk freed me as far as I was concerned. It released me (in my mind anyway) from my vows and I called Amber and asked if she would like to celebrate with me that evening and she said that she would like to.
We had a good date and when I took her home we did some pretty hot necking, but when I tried to escalate things she shot me down.
"All that happened today Ralph is that now you are legally separated. You will still be married until the divorce is final. I want you Ralph, but I won't mess around with a married man."
Well that sure enough brought me up short and it changed the way I was looking at things. I'd gone without for two months and I couldn't see me going without for another six.
I was in the Safeway doing some grocery shopping and I ran into Alice. She said that she had heard about my hearing and then she asked me how I felt.
"Alone. Something that I'm not used to."
"I know the feeling. Seventeen years joined at the hip and suddenly I'm by myself."
"You doing anything tonight?"
"Other than watching TV? No; not really."
"Would you like to have dinner with me? The Roadhouse and then maybe a few drinks and some two-stepping at the Barnyard?"
"I'd love to Ralph. What time?"
"How about I pick you up at six-thirty?"
"I'll be ready."
Apparently Alice had always known of my fascination with her tits because the blouse she was wearing showed enough cleavage to get lost in. She was also wearing a short skirt and four inch 'come fuck me' heels. She was dressed to entice and I most definitely was enticed. I had instant hope for a successful evening.
We managed to avoid any direct mention of Mike and Mary Beth over dinner, but they were always in the background as we talked about what we were doing lately. Alice was a CPA and she had buried herself in her work and her life was pretty much get up, go to work, stay late and then come home and drop into bed.
We finished our dinner and then drove over to the Barnyard for some drinks and dancing. We danced and on the slow ones she pressed her chest into mine and the feel of those puppies and the sight of all that cleavage when I glanced down had predictable results and I know she felt it from time to time as her leg came into contact with it.
After a few drinks Alice opened up and I got the full story. After she kicked Mike out and filed for divorce she dated a lot to try and cheer herself up. The problem was that every guy who asked her out expected pussy at the end of the evening.
"They thought that since I had been getting it steady when married I'd miss getting it and would need it. After a dozen or so dates I said to hell with it and stopped going out."
"Would I be out of line in asking why you said yes to me?"
"Promise you won't laugh?"
"Promise."
"I said yes to you for the same reason that all my dates asked me out. You were married and used to getting it steady and I thought you would miss getting it and needed it. Add to that my dates were right. I did miss it and need it. I just wasn't going to let myself get a reputation. Besides that I've wanted to do something to get back at Mike and what better way than to fuck the socks off of the man whose wife he cheated with."
"You are an evil woman. You let me spend all this money buying dinner and drinks when you could have opened the door when I got there and said:
"Good! You're here. Let's go to the bedroom."
"I just finished telling you that I didn't want to get a reputation as an easy piece."
"But think of the time we wasted. We could have done it four or five times by now."
"Four or five times? The best Mike ever did was two. I guess we better leave so we can get started."
"Oh no you don't. You set this evening in motion and I have no intention of ending it until I've danced the heels off of your sexy shoes."
"Sexy shoes? Are you one of those guys who likes heels on the woman when you're in bed?"
"Bet your bippy I am."
"Oooh. I can't wait."
I really didn't want to either, but I forced myself to go one more drink and three more dances before I suggested we leave. In the car I asked:
"Your place or mine?"
"Mine. I want Mike to know that you did me on what was once his bed."
As I pulled into her drive I asked, "Are you sure about this? No chance at all of you reconciling with Mike?"
"Not a prayer of a chance. Mary Beth wasn't his first. She is just the first that I'm not going to overlook or forgive him for."
"Why would you overlook and forgive him for others, but not this one?"
"The others I just knew about. I had no visual reference for any of the others, but Mary Beth came with pictures and sound."
"How about you and Mary Beth? Any chance there at all?"
"I learned a long time ago to never say never, but it isn't very likely."
"Not likely, but possible?"
I shrugged my shoulders.
"Doesn't matter to me baby so come on in and let us get to it."
The "It" we got to wasn't all that great. The product was all sexy packaging if you know what I mean. Sex with Alice was more like masturbation or doing it with a blow up doll. Actually a blow up sex doll would have been more responsive than Alice was. Alice just laid there. It was obvious that she enjoyed it and that she got off. She made all the sounds that indicated that she was into it, but the body didn't make what I considered appropriate responses.
Her orgasm was vocal and loud, but the body didn't move. I could almost understand why Mike looked for other outlets. Make no mistake here. Alice liked what we did. She liked it enough than when I pulled my limp cock out of her she immediately went down on me and went to work on getting me back up. There was nothing wrong, absolutely nothing wrong, with Alice's blow jobs. The girl had talent in that area.
She got me back up in no time and then laid back to play blow up sex doll again. The "Fuck me" and "Harder, harder" were there, but the body still gave no response. I tried sucking her tits. Nothing. I kissed her and sent my tongue down her throat while I squeezed her nipples. Nothing. I got vocal responses like "Oh yes" and "So good, so good" but the body remained inert.
I pushed my second load into her and as I was pulling my softening cock out of her I was thinking of my exit strategy; how to say good night and get out gracefully. Before I could make a move though she was back down and sucking my cock. I will give her this. She might have been an uninspiring lay, but she was a world class cocksucker and she had me back up in no time.
Once I was up she flopped down on her back and laid there waiting. I didn't want to. God knows if was the first time in my life I looked down on a naked woman waiting to be fucked and I didn't want to do it. But pride and ego made me push my cock into her a third time. A combination of my earlier saying four or five times and her telling me that Mike never went more than twice made me do it. The problem was that having already cum twice the third time was going to take a while.
Then I had an idea. What if I made her make me leave? I pulled out and saw the disappointment on her face. I took her hand and pulled her up into a sitting position as she asked"
"What are you doing?"
"Changing positions."
"Changing positions?"
"Going to do it doggie."
"Doggie? What's that?"
"You have never done it doggie?"
"Don't even know what it is."
I got her in position and then pushed my cock into her.
"Mike never did this with you?"
"No. Just the way we did it the first two times."
My opinion of Mike dropped down a few more notches. And then, wonder of wonders, Alice said:
"This feels good" and I felt her push back at me. "Oh yeah; I like this" she said as she pushed back to meet my trusts. Plans changed. I'd intended to poke her in the butt figuring that she would tell me that she "Didn't do that" which I could then escalated into her telling me to leave, but now that she was responding I was in no hurry to leave.
Up and in the doggie position I could see us in the mirror on the dresser against the wall and seeing Alice's 38D's swinging back and forth as I plowed into her was a turn on and I began to fuck her harder.
"Oh yes; oh fuck yes" she cried as she drove back at me. I was looking down at her rose bud and had the thought that if Mike had never done her dog fashion he probably had never tapped her ass either. I put my thumb in my mouth to wet it and then I started working on her butt hole. I had my thumb in to the knuckle before she moaned:
"What are you doing?"
"Working on your butt hole to loosen it up."
"Why are you doing that?"
"So I can fuck you there."
"In my behind? You can't."
"Why not?"
"Because it's nasty. I poop there."
"I have to fuck you there. It is something that Mike never did and I have to do something to you that Mike never did. Something that we can let him know about."
"You already have. Mike and I never did this dog thing."
"Yes, but it is still my cock in your pussy. Mike has been in your mouth and pussy, but he has never been in your ass so I just have to have it."
"But it will hurt."
"A little bit at first since you have never done it before, but the pain won't last. I promise."
"Are you sure?"
"I'm not going to lie to you. I want to be able to come back and if I lie to you I'm pretty sure that you would never want to see me again."
Which was a lie in itself. Alice was a nice girl, but I needed more from love making than just some sounds. Granted that I was getting some response from her doing her doggie, but I needed more. I needed active passionate involvement. While the talking and thinking had been going on I had been fucking Alice hard and suddenly I was at my peak and I pushed my third offering into Alice.
I held myself in her until I softened and when I let loose of her hips she fell forward onto the bed. As soon as she fell she turned and her mouth went to my cock again.
"What are you doing?"
She took her mouth off me long enough to say, "You said four or five times and you have to do my ass" and she went back to sucking.
So much for my plan of making her make me leave. Three deposits had already been made so Alice had her work cut out for her, but she was up to the task. I had to give the girl credit where credit was due. If a man could get by on just blow jobs alone Alice was the girl to tie to. I'd put a ring on her finger if her fucking was at least half as good as her sucking was. I wondered if she could be trained to be a better fuck?
It took Alice a bit, but she finally got me to answer the call. I had her get me something to use for lube and she came back from the bathroom with Pantene shampoo. I took it and using my thumb and my fingers I worked on her hole to loosen her up. Alice was enjoying the hell out of my hand. I wondered if it would if it would carry over to my dick.
When I felt that I had her as ready as I was likely to get her I moved up behind her, put the head of my cock against her rosebud and applied pressure. My intent was to ease in slowly and take my time getting Alice used to it. That thought lasted all of three seconds. Alice shoved her ass back at my cock and I went past the sphincter and about four inches into her in one quick shot. She gave a yelp and then moaned:
"Fuck me. Fuck me and make the pain go away."
I started to ease in and out slowly and she cried out, "Don't tease me. Fuck me damn it; fuck me!"
She cried and she moaned. I caught an "It hurts; Oh God it hurts" and I was getting ready to pull out when somewhere in her body or her mind a switch was flipped on or a relay kicked in and suddenly it was:
"Oh god yes. So good, so fucking good. Fuck me. Oh sweet Jesus fuck me. Fuck me hard" and she began driving back at me. I fucked her as hard and fast as I was able for several minutes and she fucked back. Everything that she didn't do when we did it missionary she did as I pounded her ass.
She cried, she moaned, she begged and she pleaded for harder, faster and to never stop. And then she had an orgasm the likes of which I had never seen before. Her body went wild! As I held on and tried to stay in her I had a glimpse of what a rodeo bronc rider went through trying to hang on for a ten second ride. When she settled down I put forth a burst of effort and got myself off.
I pulled out and Alice quickly spun around and her mouth was on its way to my cock. I dodged her and said:
"Hold up there girl. Don't forget where that has just been."
"I have to get you back up" she almost yelled. "We have to do that again. Please Ralph; we have to do that again. You said five. I have to do it. You have to give me five. You have to Ralph. You said you would. I need to get you hard. I need to do it. Don't push me away."
All the while she was talking she was trying to get to my dick and I was pushing her away and doing my best to dodge her mouth. Finally I grabbed her, spun her around facing away from me and held her tight as I said:
"Get a wash rag and clean it and then you can try to get me back up again, but I am not making you any promises. I said four OR five. I don't know if I have a fifth in me, but get me clean and you can try."
As she hurried off to get a wash rag I reevaluated my position on Alice. So what if missionary wasn't all that hot. Doggie, anal and oral could definitely bring me back if Alice wanted to invite me.
She came back and cleaned me up and then went to work on me, but as great as she was in giving head she couldn't make it happen for a fifth time. When she finally admitted defeat she said:
"You have no need to go home so stay the night and we can try again in the morning."
She was right. I didn't have to go home to my empty house and I did want to see if anal would light her up again or if the first time was just a fluke.
It wasn't.
She woke me up with her magnificent mouth and when I was hard she got into the dog position and said:
"In my ass baby; I want it in my ass."
I got the same wild ride I'd gotten the previous evening and she wanted to go a second time, but I had to beg off and go to work.
"How about tonight? I could fix us dinner and then we would have the whole night."
I didn't have anything planned so I accepted the invitation (and if I would have had anything planned I would have cancelled them) and she told me to be there at six.
Alice answered my knock I a peignoir and come fuck me pumps and said that she thought we could play a little and work up an appetite so less than five minutes after I'd knocked on her door I was naked on her bed with her.
She immediately got into the dog position and told me that she wanted it in her butt. I decided to try something. I'd brought some KY with me expecting that she would want to do anal so I loaded up my fingers and worked on her butt for a bit and then I lubed up my cock. I had her get in the missionary position, put her legs up on my shoulders and then I leaned forward. I lined my cock up with her rosebud and then I eased it in.
She was just as responsive in that position as she was doing anal doggie and I had to wonder why so little response with me in her pussy in the missionary, but anal in the missionary wound her up. I remembered a porn film I'd seen. The film was "Deep Throat" and the premise was that the woman couldn't cum when fucking and they found out that it was because her clit was in her throat and that blow jobs would make her cum like crazy. I wondered if that might be what it was with Alice. Her clit was in her ass instead of her pussy.
She got me to go twice more 'to work up our appetites' and then she led me to the kitchen where she fed me her famous five cheese macaroni (she won a prize with it at the county fair) and then we sat and sipped wine and talked about nothing of consequence. Once the bottle was empty she told me that it was time for dessert and she led me to the bedroom where her idea of dessert was to have my cock in her ass.
She talked me into staying the night again and in the morning she started my day off with one of her world class blow jobs after which she wanted me to do her butt again in the missionary so I of course obliged her.
She wanted me to call in sick and spend the day with her, but I told her that I had some very important contracts to review and submit comments on by noon of the next day so there was no way I could afford to miss work. I got the feeling that Alice wanted to move into a permanent relationship and maybe down the line I might be interested I wasn't interested at the time. I fully intended to go after Amber so being in a relationship with Alice wouldn't work.
But I was greedy enough to want more of Miss Alice during the six month countdown to the divorce becoming final. The trick was going to be finding a balance that would work for me. I would need to accept some invitations and to turn some of them down. To see her enough to keep her happy, but not so much that folks started thinking of us as a couple. So when Alice asked if I would come to dinner that evening I would plead a previous engagement.



Then I pulled myself up short. I had always been honest and upfront so why was I going to play games with Alice? That would not be the me I always thought I was. Be honest with Alice and let the chips fall where they may.
What was it that the wise man said? Something like "Don't let your head get so big that they don't make a hat size big enough to fit you?"
After our morning romp (anal again) Alice fixed us breakfast and over scrambled eggs and bacon Alice said:
"I hope that you don't think that I'm a slut because of the way I've acted these last couple of days. I really did need to get laid and I really wanted it to be you so I can throw it in Mike's face, but I need to be honest here Ralph. I'm no where near being ready to get into another relationship. You are a super nice guy and a superstar in bed and maybe somewhere down the line we might be able to get something going. I'm just not ready yet.
"I really want to do more of what we have been doing, but I don't want to be a couple. At least not yet. Are you open to maybe having a friends with benefits relationship? Maybe once a week or so?"
What could I say to that except, "I understand completely. I feel the same way. I'm not really out of things with Mary Beth until the divorce is final in six months, but I would like to see you from time to time and not for just playing on the bed. How about dinner, drinks and dancing next Friday night?"
"I would like that."
++++++++++++++++++
Again, news travels fast in small towns.
I was doing a load of laundry about three in the afternoon when I got a phone call from Mary Beth.
"I see you took me up on my suggestion that you get a revenge fuck from Alice. Now that we are even can I come home?"
"No you can't Mary Beth. We are getting divorced."
"You aren't thinking clearly Ralph. I love you and you know full well that I d and I know that you love me. Getting divorced is just nonsense. We belong together."
"I'm sorry Mary Beth, but I need the divorce."
"You need it? Why?"
"I told you that I intend to bed Amber and in fact you even suggested I do it if I remember correctly."
"So?"
"She says she won't mess around with a married man so I need to get divorced if I'm going to get a chance to do her. Bye Mary Beth."
I hung up on her and got back to doing housework.
When I got done with what I wanted to get done I decided to head into town and have dinner at Bernie's Diner. I ate and had a beer and when I left and got out to the parking lot I found Mike sitting on the tailgate of my truck. Apparently Alice had wasted no time in letting him know that I'd been on his bed and in his about to be ex-wife. He wasn't alone. He had Jimmy Farrell with him.
Jimmy and I went all the way back to grade school and during that entire time, third grade through high school, we hadn't liked each other one little bit. We'd fought several times and we were about even in the won/loss column. I guess Mike figured with Farrell along he could take me and he probably could if I let him, but I wasn't going to do that.
I knew Mike well enough to know he was going to want to speechify before starting the ball so I didn't let him. I walked toward the two of them and Mike sat on the tailgate and looked at me with a smirk on his face and Jimmy just stood there smiling knowing that with the two of them against me I was toast. When I got to about where they thought I would stop and start the talking I lowered my head and ran right at Farrell. They didn't expect me to attack and it caught them by surprise. I head butted Farrell in the middle of his face and broke his nose. When his hands went up to his face I kicked his right knee and drove it outward and he went down screaming.
I spun to take on Mike, but in his haste to get off the tailgate he tripped and was stumbling to catch his balance when I got to him. I beat the fucking snot out of him stopping long enough between blows to go back and kick Jimmy to make sure he stayed down. I had Mike on the ground and I'd kicked him in the ribs hard enough to crack one or maybe even break one. I bent down and grabbed a handful of his hair and jerked his head up until it was only a couple of inches from my face and then I said:
"I'm through fucking with you asshole. You know I have a concealed carry permit and I'm going to start using it. The next time you come after me I'll shoot your sorry ass."
I slammed his head back onto the ground, walked over to Farrell and gave him one more kick in the ribs for good measure and then drove home.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next six months took on a sameness. A phone call or two a week from Mary Beth asking me if I'd come to my senses and was ready to let her come home. Two or three dates a week with Amber and at least once a week going out with and getting 'benefits' from Alice.
Again small towns being what they are it didn't take long for Amber to find out about my trips to 'the benefits office' and she brought it up one night when we were at the VFW dance. I was honest with her.
"I'm a man used to getting sex on a regular basis. I have needs and you are off limits until my divorce is final. Alice has the same needs, but doesn't want a permanent relationship nor does she want a reputation and neither of us want an emotional entanglement so we take care of each other. It works for us."
Amber didn't say anything to that, but when I took her home that evening there wasn't the usual make out session. I began to suspect that our relationship wasn't going to last much longer. That feeling was reinforced, at least in my mind, when Amber seemed to be avoiding me at work on Monday. It didn't bother me as much as it could have because the more time I spent with Amber the less likely I saw a long term relationship in the cards for us.
Don't get me wrong here; I would love to have a long term relationship with Amber. She was a sexy looking, drop dead gorgeous redhead and she was a fun date, but it was the age difference that was the problem. I still hadn't figured out what she was doing spending time with a man almost old enough to be her father. I had no illusions about myself. I was decent looking and in pretty good shape, but I was nothing special and Amber had a host of good looking guys her own age always trying to date her.
We were from different generations. We didn't like the same music, TV shows, books, sports or even food. She loved oriental and I couldn't stand it. She liked hard rock and acid rock and even a little of that rap shit and I was country western, bluegrass and jazz. She liked golf and went out and hit the ball every Sunday morning and I considered that a complete waste of time just as she considered my bowling a waste of energy. We had nothing in common.
+++++++++++++++++
Amber was still avoiding me on Tuesday and even if she wasn't we wouldn't be doing anything that night anyway because Tuesday night was Amber's night to attend her literary club meeting at the library. Alice was in Overton visiting her sister so I had a rare free night so I stopped at The Drop Inn for a beer or two after work. About the second long neck I'd come to realize that I was in a rut.
I was seeing Alice because I wanted sex and she was willing to give it. I was seeing Amber because she was giving me a social life while we waited for my divorce to become final. It was taking two women to do about eighty percent of what one woman used to do. True, the one had stabbed me in the back, but she had been one hell of a woman and I couldn't forget that.
Truth be told I did miss her and I did miss the life we had. Shit! The truth was that I still loved her. She had been right when she said that I couldn't turn off my love like I was turning off a light. What a mess. What a fucking mess.
+++++++++++++++++
When Amber seemed to be avoiding me on Wednesday I decided that I needed to make a change. I couldn't change the fact that Amber was unhappy that I was getting what I needed from someone else, but what I could do was take myself out of the situation where what she thought mattered. She wanted to avoid me so I would just ignore her and get on with my life.
I made a start by picking up the phone and calling Martha Rich. Her husband Henry had a gun collection and when he died of cancer she had called me and asked me if I knew anyone who might like to buy his guns. I gave her a list of names and then forgot about it.
Martha was a fine looking woman and I had dated her in high school and we almost had something going until Henry transferred in from some other school and whisked her away. Henry had been gone a while and I wondered if Martha was about ready to dip her toes in the dating pond and I used Henry's gun collection to open a dialog. Yes, she still had a few of the guns so I arranged to go over to see her after work.
I took it as a good sign that she had fresh makeup on and was wearing high heels when she answered the door. She showed me what she still had left of Henry's collection. I was surprised to see that she still had his Colt model 1911A1 and I asked her what she wanted for it. She had browsed the Net for information when she decided to sell the collection so she knew what the pistol was worth and she surprised me by offering it to me for about twenty-five percent less than what it was worth. I told her that I would take it, but only if she would have dinner with me some night that week. She smiled and said:
"Pick a night Ralph. All of them are open."
"Friday work for you?"
"What time?"
"Six-thirty?"
"I'll be ready."
"Mexican and the Barnyard for some two stepping and line dancing?"
"Perfect."
I went home with a big smile on my face.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday was uneventful at work. Amber had taken the day off and so I didn't have to ignore her while she avoided me. When I got off work I didn't feel like going home and cooking so I stopped at Bernie's Diner to get a bite to eat.
The first thing I saw when I walked in the door was Mary Beth waiting tables and I wondered when she started. The last I'd heard she was pushing drinks at Bud's Bar. I knew the layout at Bernie's and how things worked so when I saw where Mary Beth was I knew what section she was working and I headed for the other section. I could have just turned around, left and gone some place else, but why bother. It was a small town and as long as we both lived there we were bound to run into each other from time to time. Might as well get used to it.
As soon as I sat down Velma came out of the kitchen, saw me, smiled and came over to take my order. I nodded toward Mary Beth and asked:
"When did that happen?"
"This is her third day. Is it going to keep you from coming in?"
"Not as long as I can avoid whatever section she is working. Although it is a safe bet that I won't be coming in if I have a date with me."
"None of my business Ralph and I know it, but no chance of the two of you getting back together? You two were just so good together."
"I know we were and that's the hardest part of the breakup, but no, there isn't a chance."
She took my order, brought me a beer and then took my order into the kitchen. As I waited for my meal I read the sports section of The Times and kept the corner of my eye on Mary Beth. I wanted to be ready if she tried to do something, but outside of not taking her eyes off me when she wasn't taking care of customers she did nothing.
My meal came and I ate it and had a second beer with it. When I finished I dropped a twenty on the table to cover the tab and the tip and then I headed for the parking lot.
It was almost déjà vu. Some one was sitting on the tailgate. It wasn't Mike; it was Mary Beth. As I walked up she got off the tailgate and said:
"I'm tired of trying to talk to you on the phone. Maybe in person I can make you come to your senses. We love each other Ralph. Let me come home Ralph. I need you."
"What you need is to get it through your head is that we are a week away from being divorced. A divorce is the ending of a marriage. If I didn't want that ending I would never have started the divorce process. Get it through your head Mary Beth. We are through. Done. Over. Quits. Finished.
"Don't waste your time telling me how much you love me because it wasn't enough to keep you from letting Mike foul your body. And yes, I still love you and a part of me always will, but the sight of you and Mike rutting on those hay bales is burned into my memory and it won't go away. Every time I see you or hear your voice that memory comes back and I see it in my head as clear as day. To keep that visual out of my head I have to keep you away. If you really love me Mary Beth stay away from me. Stay away from me and let that picture die."
I got in my truck and drove home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Around lunch time Amber came into y office and asked, "What time are you picking me up tonight?"
"Tonight? What's tonight?"
"The VFW dance. We always go."
"Well we won't be going tonight."
"We won't?"
"You have ignored and avoided me all week Amber. I assumed that it was your way of telling me that you no longer wanted anything to do with me so I made other plans for tonight."
She stood there looking at me for a few seconds and then she spun on her heels and left.
My date with Martha went well and I received a kiss on the cheek when I took her home. I asked her if she would like to go out with me again and she said that she would like to.
I drove home in a good mood and when I pulled into the drive I saw a car parked up next to the house. When I got closer (the drive to the house was 600 feet) I saw that the car was Amber's. She got out of the car and was standing there waiting for me when I got out of the truck and before I could say a word she said:
"Okay, so I avoided you. It was childish of me, but I was pissed. You were supposed to be mine and you were off screwing around with another woman. How did you think that was supposed to make me feel? I know it was my own fault because of my stance on waiting until your divorce was final, but it still sucked finding out that you were seeing someone else. Did your date tonight leave enough for me?"
"What."
"Did your date drain you or can you get it up for me?"
She saw the confused look on my face and said, "Never mind, I'll find out for myself."
She grabbed my hand and started leading me to the house as she said:
"When I get through with you this weekend you won't even want to look at another woman. You are mine Ralph. Get used to it!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Amber was right. When she was done with me that weekend I wasn't interested in any other ladies. From then on Amber and I were a couple.
The day after my divorce was final Amber moved in with me. My fears about the age difference dooming us before we could even start proved groundless and after living together for five months I put a ring on her finger.
When I called Alex, Melanie and Gloria to give them the news all three said that they wanted to be there for the ceremony. When I told them it was just going to be a simple civil ceremony they said I would still need witnesses and it might as well be them. I was worried about that since I didn't know how they would take a step-mom who was only a couple of years older than they were.
Again my fears were groundless. Gloria and Melanie arrived three days before the ceremony and Gloria immediately organized a 'girl's night out' for her, Amber and Melanie and when they came home they had bonded. The three might as well have been sisters.
Alex arrived the day before the wedding and after meeting Amber he told me privately that he was pissed at me.
"She's my ideal woman dad. You should have left her alone so I could have had a chance at her."
"Don't be silly Alexander. She is four years older than you are."
"And your point? Older women with younger men is quite common these days. In fact you should be ashamed of yourself for robbing the cradle. She is almost the same age as my sisters."
In short, my kids approved of my choice and six months to the day after my divorce was final I said "I do" for the second time in my life and eleven months later I became a father for the fourth time when Allen Franklin joined Amber and me. I'll be in my sixties when he graduates high school, but so what? They say that kids will keep you young at heart.
Epilog
Mary Beth went back to work as a nurse at County General and she met and eventually married a doctor. The marriage lasted less than two years. It seems that the good doctor didn't have any more use for a cheating slut than I did. Two divorced people working at the same place created a friction that the hospital administrators decided that they could not tolerate. Doctors have more clout than nurses so because of 'budget cuts' Mary Beth was let go. She landed a job at Centura Hospital over in Overton where she got involved with another doctor. Is the third time a charm? Too soon to tell.
Mike left town after Alice cleaned him put in their divorce and no one has heard from him since.
Alice dated for a couple of years and then she finally met a man she felt that she could settle down with. They seem happy together. Alice and I have kept up our friendship (without benefits of course) and she and Amber have become friends.
All in all the future turned out better for me than I could have possibly imagined that day I discovered Mary Beth and Mike in the barn.
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I am writing this to warn all of you husbands out there that fantasy is one thing, but reality is something else altogether. Stop and think before you destroy your marriage trying to make a fantasy a reality. You may think that you want your wife to be what some call a 'hot wife' but take it from some one who learned a very hard lesson.
No; I am not one of you. I am not the husband of a hot wife.
I am the hot wife.
Believe me and learn from our experience. You can spend the day thinking about it, dreaming about it, but if you are anything like my husband you will not be able to handle it and it just may destroy your marriage.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
My name is Ellen and I am thirty-eight years old. I have been married to Frank for thirteen years and we have two children, a boy of nine and a girl of seven. We have a good life, pretty much the American dream, the house, the picket fence, two cars and basically the whole nine yards. Frank is an engineer and I'm a CPA and I woke from home. Frank is 6'2" and is in great shape at 190 pounds. I am a big girl at 5'8" and have always been a bit heavy. We did not have a red hot sex life, but we enjoyed each other and were best friends. I love my family and I love my husband.
Soon after my daughter was born my father, who had always been way overweight, died of a sudden heart attack. It was a wake up call for me and I started going to a gym. I really started to feel and look good. I slimmed down to a size six and my previous 40Ds became 36Cs and I started to buy new clothes. I was pretty proud of myself. Frank was busy working though and he did not seem to notice the difference until one night I walked into the bedroom in some items from Victoria's Secret. He got an eyeful that night and though I didn't know it at the time it fired up his imagination besides firing up our sex lives.
++++++++++++++++++++
Like a lot of husbands (I should say men) Frank surfed the net and spent some time on porn sites. He didn't hide it from me and in fact we shared some of the sites late at night after the kids had been put to bed. Eventually he found this site and he began to role play about me having a lover. I played along because all it was was a fantasy and fantasies are good for romance.
It escalated. Frank began to ask me to dress a little more suggestively and I went along because I did like showing off my new figure. Frank would point out guys he would like me to have sex with while he watched and I played along calling him by some other guy's name when we made love.
Somewhere along the line Frank started finding personal ads from guys. He would read them to me and I would make comments. Finally, when he started showing me the responses he had gotten, I realized that he was getting carried away, but the more I tried to keep it a fantasy the more he would beg me to just read the ad, just tell him what to say to the guy. From there he asked me to pose in my underwear so he could send a picture. I refused and he begged me for days and I gave in. No faces so it couldn't hurt, right?
This went on for months. What had started out as photos of me in just my bra and panties became topless photos that Frank promised were for him only. The next night he was reading me the comments from some guy about how perfect my breasts were. The guy wanted more photos and Frank begged and I told him hell no. For the next two days Frank begged and I finally gave in just to keep the peace. I had no idea what Frank was getting out of all of it, but I was getting nothing out of it. I actually found it quite boring.
Then Frank started talking about a guy he corresponded with on the Internet. According to Frank the guy was really cool and good looking and he wanted to get together with us for cocktails. I looked at Frank and asked just what in the hell he expected to happen. Frank said that it would just be drinks and socializing and that nothing would happen that I didn't want to happen. I finally exploded on Frank. This had gone way too far. Frank and I had a pretty big fight and did not even speak to each other for days.
Friday night we made up and made love and when I was really hot with Frank doing all the right things to me he brought up the guy again. I was really on fire when Frank said he wanted me to read the guys last email. He had it under the pillow and he pulled it out and handed it to me and I read it while Frank fingered me. This guy wanted to lie on the floor on his back while I stood over him in a mini dress and with no panties on. He wanted me to stand there while he looked at my goodies and masturbated. Frank was manipulating my clitoris as I read the email and my mind envisioned the situation. I began to shudder and climax.
It continued to escalate. One evening he came home with a beautiful baby doll nightie. It was black and see through and he wanted me to try it on immediately and made sure that I understood that I was to wear nothing under it. He even got me matching shoes with five inch heels. I went into the bedroom, undressed and put on the nightie and the heels. I looked at myself in the mirror and really realized how much my workouts had helped. My breasts stood straight out with no support required. I was thinking about how much I was about to turn on my husband.
I strutted out of the bedroom and found Frank, video camera in hand, shooting video of me. I told him to stop, but he kept shooting as he informed me that one of my Internet lovers had bought the nightie and shoes for me and didn't I think that I owed the man a look? I went berserk! I grabbed an ashtray off the table and threw it at him and made so much noise that I work up the kids. We really had a fight that night and Frank did not bring it up again for two weeks.
Then, after making up, he started talking about it again one night while we were playing with each other. While fingering my clit he told me that he had sent the video to the man and the man had sent one back showing himself masturbating while watching me. I refused to watch the video, but I do admit that the thought made me horny and Frank kept saying "What does it hurt?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Joe began to become my husband's fantasy. Frank came home one night with a Nordstrom's shopping bag. Another present. I told him to throw it in the trash and that I wasn't going to go through another nightie incident. He showed me the receipt to prove that he had bought it and told me that he wanted to play out Joe's fantasy. Just him and I and no cameras. Seemed safe so I agreed to do it. After the kids were in bed I put on the black mini dress and heels and when I came out of the bedroom Frank was lying on the floor. I walked over to him and stood over him, one foot on each side of his head. He laid there looking at my bare pussy and started to jack off. I felt a little naughty, but what the hell, he was my husband right? His hand moved faster and faster and then he spurted. The white stuff came straight up out of his cock like a geyser. I got a little weak in the knees as I imagined that blob of cum shooting straight up until it hit my pussy. Frank was looking up at me with a smile on his face and said:
"Wow honey; that was great. Joe is going to love that."
We played the game the next evening except after a couple of minutes my knees bent and I was down and riding Frank before he could cum.
"Is this what you are going to do to Joe" he asked.
I moaned, "Yeah baby; I'm going to fuck his brains out."
Frank went nuts jamming his hips up at me and driving his cock deep until he came.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That happened on a Thursday night. The following Saturday Frank was going to take me out for our anniversary. The kids were going to spend the weekend with my parents so we were free. We went downtown for dinner and after we had eaten Frank told me that he had a surprise for me. He had taken a room at the Grand Marriott. He pulled a suitcase out of the trunk of the car and we checked in and went up to a really nice room with a great view of the city.
When we got to the room Frank opened the suitcase and took out the mini dress. The dress was really short and really not all that appropriate to be out and about in, but Frank insisted that we go down to the bar for at least one drink. I figured what the hell; we weren't likely to see anyone we knew. Then he wanted me to wear the heels my 'lover' had bought me. Just before leaving the room Frank told me to take off my panties. I complained, but I let him talk me into it. I could feel the cool air on my pussy as we walked down the hall. It felt pretty good and three whiskey sours later it felt very good. I was going to attack my husband when we got back to our room.
Frank opened the door and I was about halfway in when I stopped and screamed. There was a man lying on the floor at the foot of our bed. I stood there shaking and Frank held me from behind or I would have fallen. Frank's voice was calm as he said:
"Honey, I want you to meet Joe."
I turned to face him. "Are you fucking crazy?"
"Don't panic on me Honey; he is really a nice guy. He just has a fantasy. We can all have some fun here."
I was a bit tipsy, but I wasn't crazy, I stared at my husband and asked:
"How do you know this guy? For all you know he could be an axe murderer. Some kind of serial killer."
"I know him. He is okay. He won't hurt you. I promise. You have nothing to fear. He just wants to admire you."
I turned and looked at the guy who was lying there looking up at us. He was tall, lanky, fully dressed and probably ten or fifteen years younger than us. Frankly, he looked retarded. He had a head full of curly red hair and I remember thinking that he looked like a clown. As I stood there about four feet from him I realized that he was already looking up my mini dress. Frank's hips gently pressed against mine urging me closer. I resisted and he pressed harder. My feet didn't move, but my hips swayed toward the pervert at my feet. His eyes moved slightly and he inched closer to me.
Frank was behind me, holding me and keeping me from running. His cock pressing against my ass. I suddenly remembered that I wasn't wearing panties and I pictured for a second what I must look like from down below. Frank was pushing me forward and my feet bumped against the guy's head and I almost fell forward. I spread my feet to keep my balance and I ended up standing directly over the guy giving him what Frank told me that the guy wanted – a look straight up at my uncovered pussy.
I looked down expecting to see the stranger's face looking back up at me or, more to the point, my pussy. Instead, looking down between my cleavage I saw that he was almost completely underneath me. I leaned forward and looked down. His eyes were locked on my pussy. Frank released his hold on me and his hands went to my breasts and he began to caress them. Along with asking me not to wear panties with the mini dress Frank had also asked me to go braless and his hands eased my breasts out of the dress as he worked on them. It was making me HOT!
Frank was behind me running the palms of his hands over my nipples and the feeling was electric. He was humping me from behind and his cock rubbing against my ass was sending ripples of want through my body. Frank changed position and started sucking on my right breast and I shuddered with pleasure. I almost didn't notice the soft hands that began to caress my inner thighs. My hips began to rotate side to side working Frank's cock against my ass.
The hands moved higher and I moaned when they brushed against the lips of my pussy. Then they were moving up and down my slit and making contact with my bare clitoris. I moaned and Frank pushed his cock harder at my ass. The hands moved away and I felt movement at my feet and then something warm and wet made contact with my pussy. I looked down again and saw that this stranger, this Joe, was sitting up, my mini dress pushed high and his face was against my pussy. He licked up and down my slit, sucked on my clit and then he pushed his tongue into me. This guy was like a reptile and his tongue was fucking my pussy.
And quite frankly I was now pushing back at the greedy mouth. Frank realized that something was going on and he loosened his grip on me and moved around to see Joe with his face plastered against my pussy. Frank just stood there staring. I moved back and away from Joe trying to understand what was happening and I sat down on the bed. Frank sat down beside me and then lay down and pulled me down with him. Frank's mouth went to my right breast and I took his head in both hands and pulled him to me. He worked the nipple and I moaned.
I felt my legs being moved apart and Joe moved between them intent on his target. Frank looked down at Joe and said:
"Can you give us a minute?"
If Joe heard Frank he ignored him and his mouth kept working on my pussy and sending electric shocks through my body. Frank had eaten my pussy innumerable times, but he had never given me the sensations I was getting from Joe. Frank whispered in my ear:
"Do you want me to stop him?"
I shook my head no. Frank looked down at me and I told him to work on my breasts. Instead he got up and moved. I thought he was changing into a more comfortable position, but he sat down with his back against the headboard and watched. Joe saw that my breasts were bared and he moved up and took the left one in his mouth. I wanted to scream at him to get back down and keep working on my pussy, but he nipped my nipple and sent a shock through my body and I arched up at him. At the same time that I noticed I did not feel the fabric of his jeans against my thigh I felt something blunt pushing against my pussy lips.
My mind was spinning. It felt so wide. It met resistance as it pushed forward. I'd had two eight pound babies and I was no virgin. It felt like a baseball bat was being pushed into me. It slid forward a little, then a little more and then still more and it kept on coming. When I finally felt his balls hit my ass I felt like an elephant had crawled up into me. I had never felt anything like it before.
He pulled out almost all the way and then he pushed back in. He did it twice more and before he was all the way back in the third time I climaxed. I pulled his mouth down to mine and shoved my tongue in and moaned as he fucked me. One climax turned into another. It was unending and I was fucking back as hard as I could and I could hear Frank above me whining:
"You weren't supposed to fuck her."
Joe was fucking me hard now. You guys reading this can't possibly have any idea of how it feels to be penetrated. To have a huge cock stretching you; pushing in, reaching every nerve. I was on fire.
The door slamming brought me back to reality. I looked behind me, then around the room and realized I was being fucked by a perfect stranger and my husband had just left. Left me alone with a man I'd never seen before.
Joe's hips were like a jackhammer. I began to climax yet again and then I felt his cock expand and pulse and then it was like a hose going off in my pussy. Oh God, not even a condom. I started to cry. Joe slowly got off me. He said nothing. This stranger had flooded my pussy and we had not yet even spoken one word to each other. He looked sheepishly at me as he walked slowly to the bathroom. I reached over and grabbed a white terrycloth robe that Frank had brought with us and I wrapped it around me and sat quietly weeping on the bed.
The door to the bathroom opened and Joe came out. He was still naked and I saw that baseball bat for the first time. It was every bit of ten inches long and about four inches in diameter. Not that I have had all that much experience, but I had never seen anything like that before. Not even in the porn flicks that Frank had brought home.
When Joe spoke for the first time I got the impression he was a lot younger than I had originally thought.
"Where did Frank go" he asked.
"I don't know."
His eyes fixed on the front of my robe and I glanced down and saw that my left breast was completely exposed. I moved my hand to close the robe and he sat down beside me.
"Am I in trouble?"
I said nothing. I couldn't help but look at his cock and I saw that it was still hard.
"Are you never done" I asked and he gave me a shy smile. I reached over and wrapped my hand around his hard pole and then I got up and still holding his cock I led him over to the wall. I spread my legs and turned to face the wall and he got the message. His cock slid up into what had suddenly become my hot pussy and I moaned. I had seen this in one of Frank's video clips. Frank was too small to do it, but Joe? Joe was just perfect.
We were hard at it when Frank came back into the room. He looked at us and walked back out. I didn't know it at the time, but he went down to the car and drove off leaving me behind.
Joe fucked me two more times that night and when we found that Frank had abandoned me Joe drove me home. He fucked me one more time on the backseat of his car in our driveway before I kissed him goodbye.
++++++++++++++++++++
I can tell you that fantasy is one thing, but reality is something else.
Frank and I are getting along almost as good as we were before, but Frank had to go into therapy. It was months before he could even get it up for me.
I can tell you that a woman can not have that kind of experience and not want more of it. Joe called me at home two weeks after this occurred and wanted to know if I would do it again. I tried to dissuade him, but he kept calling and in the end it was me who wanted to do it again only without Frank being around or aware.
So my advice to all of you who are tempted to bring your fantasies to life? DON"T!!!!!!!!!
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Debbie was a slut. She'd been one the entire time I'd known her and that had been almost ten years. Since the eleventh grade. For some strange reason known only to God my wife Tammy and Debbie have become best friends.
Even though Debbie was a round heeled slut I'd never fucked her. Not that I didn't want to because the girl was hot! Seriously hot!! But just before I turned sixteen my dad sat me down and talked about the facts of life. Not the birds and bees talk, but about life. The good, bad and the ugly and I listened because I figured dad knew what he was talking about.
During that talk I found out that dad and mom got married because they had to. Dad had gotten mom pregnant and when the families found out they forced the marriage on my parents.
"You know that I have never bad mouthed your mother in front of you, but in order for you to understand where I'm coming from I'm going to have to do it now. Your mother was a slut! To be honest about it that is why I was with her. I was a horny guy and your mother was easy pussy. I knew she was a slut, but I didn't care because I was getting laid when most of the guys my age weren't. I wasn't thinking steady girlfriend let alone marriage. All I was thinking was pussy.
"Oddly enough your mother stopped fucking other guys when she started fucking me so when she hit me with the pregnancy shit about four months after we started playing there was no question that you were mine. I dropped out of college and her father got me into the tool and die program at Kelsey.
"I guess I was a little naïve. I thought that once she got married your mother would change into a housewife and a mother and for a couple of years she did. But there is a saying that "Once a slut always a slut" and the saying proved true where your mother was concerned.
"It was three years after we married and I was working the swing shift. I was turning a piece of stock on a lathe when the piece shattered and a chunk of it flew into my arm. They ran me to the hospital where they removed the piece, stitched up my arm and sent me home. I walked into the house and found your mother in bed with one of my so-called friends. He jumped out of bed, grabbed his pants and bailed out the bedroom window.
"There was a lot of crying and begging. She had gone out with your Aunt Ruth and a couple of girlfriends and they had done a lot of drinking and I let her convince me that he had taken advantage of her while she was drunk. We worked by it, but six months later I caught her again. There was the same begging and pleading as the first time, but that time I kicked her out of the house. Then both families went to work on me and I got weak minded and took her back. One year later I caught her again and tossed her out again and again both families went to work on me to take her back. I got some backbone that time and told them that she wasn't coming back into my life and if they didn't butt out they would be out of my life too.
"Three months later she left town with some guy she met in a bar. One year later I divorced her for abandonment. A couple of years after that I heard that she died of Aids some place in Nevada,
"I've always told you that she died of cancer because I didn't think you should know the truth about your mom while you were so young. My point here is that you are at the stage in your life when your hormones are going to be running wild. Learn from your daddy. If a girl is too easy to get you don't want her. If a girl is too easy to get stay as far away from here as you can. Let some other poor dumb ass ruin his life over her."
I listened to what dad said and I took it to heart. I did ignore some of it and a couple of times I did dive into a girl who was easy, but I always wore a rubber to protect me from disease and keep me from becoming a daddy. That is I did right up until Fred Ingram had to marry Barb Beeler because the rubber broke. After that easy pussy was off limits as far as I was concerned and that is the reason that I never fucked smoking hot Debbie.
Why this discourse? To set the scene. Because Debbie was in my living room sitting on the couch.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Friday night and Tammy was spending the night with her sick mother and wouldn't be home until her dad got home from his business trip sometime Saturday morning.
Tammy was gone and Debbie was sitting on my couch and doing her best to tempt me into sinking my cock into her. Why did I think that? Call it an educated guess. A guess based on the fact she was wearing a mini skirt, CFMs with four inch heels, a low cut blouse with no bra and sitting across from me on the couch, legs spread wide with no panties to cover her shaven pussy. And let us not forget that Debbie was a slut.
As she made some meaningless chatter I let my mind wander back in time. Debbie had tried to get with me several times. We had dated a time or two and had it been pre-Fred and not post-Fred she would have been successful, but it was post-Fred and so I ducked her. Deb went back east for college and I stayed local and went to State. In my second year I met Tammy and by the end of our junior year we were engaged to be married.
Debbie had a death in the family that necessitated her transferring to State to finish college. State had a requirement that you had to earn a minimum of thirty credit hours at State in order to get a degree from them, but Debbie had a very influential family and they had good lawyers and they managed to get that number down to twenty. Debbie was determined to graduate on time so during summer school before senior year and during senior year she carried that twenty hour load (I said she was a slut. I never said she was stupid).
Tammy, my fiancée, had been a bit of a party girl during her freshman year and had let a couple of classes slip. Being determined to graduate with me she also took classes prior to our senior year. I spent that summer working as an intern at an engineering firm in Dallas and when I came home just before the start of senior year I found that in my absence Tammy and Debbie had somehow bonded and were fast friends.
I'd be lying through my teeth if I said that it didn't bother me. I spent many a night wondering if Tammy had gone out with Debbie in the evenings. It had been a few years since I'd last seen Debbie and she could have changed, but I remembered her as a slut and remembering my daddy's words "Once a slut always a slut" I assumed that she still was one. The question was "Did she do it while Tammy was along with her?" Fuck yeah I was worried. I snooped and sniffed around, but I never found out anything that clued me in one way or the other.
We made it through our senior year and Tammy and I married. One year later Debbie met Dennis Fraser and they married and Debbie seemed to change. Debbie and Tammy maintained their friendship and we had Debbie and Dennis over for barbecues and we went to their place for pool parties.
About a year after Debbie and Denis married she was back to her slutty ways. I didn't know if Dennis knew, but I had doubted it and if Tammy knew she kept it from me. I only knew because I saw Debbie and Mark Mosser going at it on the back seat of Mark's Impala in the parking lot at The Landing Strip the night of Gene Greniger's birthday party. When I asked Mark about it later he told me that he'd caught her doing Phil Reed during a party at Mike Mattson's house and thought he might give her a try. Mark told me I should give her a go if I ever got the chance.
"That's prime pussy hoss. Never had better and don't expect to ever find better."
After that I kept a close eye on Tammy's doings whenever she was around Debbie.
I finished my musings as Debbie said, "We've known each other a long time Frank and I have a problem that I need your help with."
"I'll help if I can Deb. What's the problem?"
"It is really, really personal, but you have known me a long time and you know how I used to be in high school and if I was still that way I'd do what I did then and just hook up with some guy. I can't do that now that I'm a married lady."
"What is it that you need Deb?"
"It is something that I need for my mental health Frank. I'm coming to you because I know I can trust you. I know what happens here will stay here."
"Stop beating around the bush Debbie. What do you want?"
"I want you to make love to me."
"Are you nuts?! My God Deb; Tammy would kill me and Dennis would probably try to do it before Tammy could."
"Tammy would never know and Dennis wouldn't do a thing even if he found out. He would be too busy cowering."
"Cowering?"
"That's what this is all about. Getting even with Dennis. Dennis had an affair with one of the girls he works with. It is over now and he doesn't know that I know. I'm not happy with him right now, but I do love the schmuck and I see no reason to ruin the marriage over it. The problem is that the way I wired I can't let him get away with it without doing something to even the score even if he never knows about it. I have to get even, but it has to be with someone who I know will keep quiet about it.
"How about it Frank? I know you wanted me when we were in school and I know you are interested and have thought about doing me. When we have gone out clubbing with Tammy and Dennis and you danced with me I've felt that interest against my leg. Our secret Frank; just the two of us."
Something here was rotten in Denmark. Debbie and Tammy were as close as sisters and there was not any way that either of them would betray the other. It suddenly occurred to me that Debbie was trying to set me up. She wanted to get me to fuck her so Tammy would have something to hold over my head. That meant that Tammy had either done something or was going to do something that she might need a "Get out of jail free" card for if I found out and the only thing I could think of that she might need it for was cheating. It would be what Debbie said she wanted for Dennis. "You did it so I can do it too." In my case it would be:
"What? You can fuck Deb and I can't do somebody? Oh no Frank; no double standards in this house."
Apparently Debbie did not know that I knew she was out playing the slut again. If Dennis was doing a woman where he worked it was probably because he was trying to get even with Debbie. Either Tammy was cheating on me and she wanted some insurance in case I found out or she was planning on cheating and wanted some insurance. I didn't know which one it was, but I was damned sure going to find out and the way to do it was to play along.
"That is one hell of an offer Deb, but I can't take you up on it. At least not tonight. My cousin Lou is on his way over to help me reline the brakes on my truck. He should be here any minute now and then of course there is Tammy. I have no idea when she will walk in. I can't help you out tomorrow because I'll be helping my dad re-roof his barn. Call me some time Monday afternoon at work and we will see if we can set something up, but you need to make damned sure that Tammy never finds out about it."
"Don't worry about that Frank. She'll never know."
I walked her to the door and as I watched her back down the drive I didn't know which pissed me off more; The fact that my wife thought that I'd fuck around on her or that Deb thought I was a cheater like she was.
When she was gone I headed for the garage. Two years earlier Lou suspected that his wife was cheating on him and he asked me for help in finding out. Lou wasn't handy with tools. Hand him one and he would find a way to hurt himself with it. I went on line and found out how to tap a telephone line and then set up a tap on his home phone line. It turned out that Martha wasn't cheating on him and when the dust settled I removed the tap and I still had the recorder.
I got the tools I needed out of my tool box and twenty minutes later I had a tap on my home phone. I doubted that Deb would call Tammy at her mom's house and risk my mother in law overhearing something and Tammy was currently without a cell phone. She had dropped hers in the toilet (don't ask) and we had ordered a replacement from AT&T, but it hadn't arrived yet so any talking between Deb and Tam would have to be face to face or on our home phone.
Once I got the tap in place I got myself a beer and went out to sit on the patio and drink it while I considered what to do if my loving wife was straying or was planning to.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tammy wasn't home by the time I left for the golf course. I had a standing golf date with my cousin Lou and two friends. We had a ten o'clock tee time and I figured that Tam would get home around eleven or so and if the day was normal it would be four in the afternoon before I got home. Plenty of time for Tammy and Debbie to get together on the phone and if they didn't talk that day there was always tomorrow since I wasn't fibbing when I told Debbie that I was going to help my dad on his barn roof. By the time I left the house for work on Monday I should have some idea of what was going on.
I had a good day on the course and almost shot par for the first time in my life, but a nine iron into the sand trap on the eighteenth hole screwed it up. It took me two shots to get out and I was so pissed at myself that I three putted and ended up with a three over par seventy-five. Still, not a bad day for a weekend duffer.
Tammy was home when I got there and I was not surprised when she drug me into the bedroom. We were used to a pretty good love life and she had been gone for three days. We had an exhausting romp and then I took her out to dinner. When we got home she wanted to play some more so I of course obliged her.
When she fell asleep I got out of bed and went down to check the recorder on the phone line.
"Hello?"
"Hi. It's me. I just got home. Frank is out playing golf so I'm home alone. How did it go?"
"He was interested, but wouldn't do it because his cousin was coming over and he wasn't sure about when you might get home. He told me to call him at work Monday afternoon. The way he was looking at my girls and my shaved pussy did give him a boner so I'm pretty sure I'm going to get him. You really sure that you want to do this?"
"I'm sure. I've never had a really big cock before and I want to try one at least once."
"You do know that there is no guarantee that even if I do fuck Frank he will go along with the "You did it so I can too" scenario."
"He will go along. He loves me and he knows that I love him. Things may be a little sticky for a bit, but we will be okay."
"He's your hubby so I guess you know him better than I do, but the Frank I knew before he married you wouldn't go along with what you hope he will. I'm not trying to talk you out of it Tams, but you have a damned good man there. Are you sure that you want to risk it?"
"It will be okay Deb. He won't find out. I just need a hook in case he does by some weird chance find out."
"Okay kiddo, but it is on your head. I've tried to warn you."
"Hey girl; this is all your fault to begin with."
"My fault? How do you figure that?"
"If you had hooked me up with a big cock or two before I married Frank I wouldn't have this curiosity to know what a big cock is like."
"That's not fair Tams. I didn't even know Dennis back then and until I met him you had every cock that I had."
"Still your fault. You should never have let me know how hung Dennis was."
"That's on Dennis not me. He's had the hots for you since the day he met you and he has pushed and pushed for me to find a way to get the two of you together."
"You get Frank to do you and Dennis will get his wish. Call me and let me know how Monday goes."
"You sure you want to wait? Frank said that he would be gone all day Sunday to help his dad. That would give you all day to satisfy your curiosity while Frank isn't around."
"No. I'd rather wait until next week. Frank said something the other day about possibly having to fly to San Diego for a training seminar next week. If he goes he will be gone a couple of days and that's when I want to do it."
"Okay. I'll call you after I talk to Frank."
I went back to bed a troubled man. If Tammy went through with her plan we were toast. I wouldn't live with a cheating wife. I'd grown up without a mother because of cheating and it was just something that I could not live with.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I spent so much time thinking of what I should do about the situation that it is a wonder that I didn't fall off the barn roof because my mind was elsewhere and not on what I was doing. As I drove home from dad's I knew what I was going to do. I was going to go at it head on.
When I got home Tammy wanted to play before dinner so we did and then while she fixed dinner I went down into the basement and checked the recorder. Tammy hadn't talked to Debbie, but she had talked to Dennis.
"Hello?"
"Hi there sexy."
"You shouldn't call here Dennis. What if Frank had answered?"
"Deb told me that he would be gone all day."
"What if there had been a change in plans? What if he were sill here?"
"He isn't so what's the harm? I know he's gone because I'm parked at the end of the block and I saw him leave. I can be walking in your door in less than a minute."
"No Dennis. It isn't going to happen until next week."
"Come on sexy lady; you know you want to feel my throbbing eleven inches inside you. We can have today AND next week."
"I said no Dennis. Yes I do want to feel it, but not until I have a few things in place."
"Oh come on se..."
"I said no damn it and no means no!" and she hung up on him.
After dinner Tam wanted to play some more and I figured that I'd better take advantage of it since after Monday things would more than likely be a little frosty around our house.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday at work was pretty busy and I was pretty much on the go until lunch time. Work is only ten minutes from the house so at lunch time I made a quick trip home. The mail is usually delivered between nine and ten and UPS and Fed-X usually deliver our neighborhood in the morning. I was in luck. AT&T had sent Tammy's replacement phone UPS and the package was sitting on the porch. I grabbed it and headed back to work.
Tammy wasn't allowed to take personal calls at work and without a cell she was limited to face to face with Debbie or the home phone. I guess Tam could have stopped somewhere and used a pay phone, but I just couldn't imagine Tammy in a phone booth talking about personal stuff.
At two o'clock I got the phone call from Debbie. And after exchanging greetings I went straight at it.
"We won't be getting together Deb. I know that your story about getting even with Dennis is bullshit because I know about you doing Phil Reed at Mattson's birthday party and I personally saw you go at it with Mark Mosser on the back seat of his Impala and I know of several others that you have done. I don't know what kind of game you are playing, but I'm not going to be one of the players. So thanks for the offer, but no thanks."
I guess she didn't take rejection well because she hung up without saying another word.
I beat Tam home by ten minutes and had opened a bottle of Merlot and was sitting at the kitchen table with two glasses poured when she walked in. She came in, saw the set up and asked:
"What's the occasion?"
"Just need to clear a few things up. Sit down and take a sip while I tell you a story."
She sat down and I said, "I've misled you. Well, to be honest I lied to you. I told you that my mother died of cancer when I was a young boy, but it was a lie. I told it because I was ashamed of the truth. My mother didn't die of cancer; she died of Aids."
I told Tam what my dad had told me and then I said, "I can not abide cheaters Tam. My mother cheated on my father and as a result I grew up without a mother. He forgave her twice, but when it happened a third time he kicked her out. I have no room in my heart for cheats. Why am I bringing this up now? Because I need to clear the decks so to speak.



"Debbie paid me a visit Friday night" and I went on to recount what the visit was about and what was said. "It was all bullshit Tam. I don't know if Dennis is screwing around on her or not, but if he is it is to get even with her."
I told Tammy what I knew about Debbie and Mark and Debbie and Phil Reed and then said:
"Debbie was a round heeled slut in high school and she still is one and that is how I knew that the story she told me was absolute bullshit! That brings up the question of why would she come here and lay that load of crap on me. I'm not stupid Tam. I might not be the sharpest knife in the drawer, but stupid I ain't! You and Deb are as thick as thieves and I do not believe that either of you would betray the other. That leaves me with the inescapable conclusion that you knew about her visit. I asked myself why the two of you would pull such a stunt and I came up with another inescapable conclusion.
"You were setting me up.
"You wanted me to fuck Debbie so you would have something to hold over my head and the only reason I could see for you wanting that was that you either did something or were planning on doing something that you felt that you might need a get out of jail free card for. That thought led to the question of what that might be and that brought me to my third inescapable conclusion. You have already cheated on me or you are planning to cheat on me. If I would have taken Deb up on her offer and if you had cheated and I found out you would have said something along the lines of "You did so you can't bitch at me for doing it too."
"Not going to happen Tam. I won't live with a cheat. You are a grown woman and I can't tell you what you can or can not do, but I can tell you what I will do if I find out that you have cheated on me. I will toss you on the trash heap so fast that it will take your shadow a week to catch up with you."
As I talked Tammy's face had gotten redder and redder. She was boiling mad and couldn't hide it.
"How dare you speak to m..."
"Can it Tammy" I said to cut her off. "I've already told you that I'm not stupid. No amount of bluster and indignation is going to change things. I've given you my position. What you do with the knowledge is up to you. I'm going down to Bud's Bar for a burger and a beer. That will give you some time alone to digest what I've said and make up your mind as to whether you want a life with me or not."
I left the house and headed for the bar.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Damn! Wouldn't you just know it. The first person I saw when I walked into Bud's was Dennis. My natural urge was to walk up to him and smash him in the mouth, but of course I couldn't and I couldn't ignore him because of our supposed friendship. I couldn't let him know that I was onto him because that most likely give up the fact that I had a way of getting information and that would probably give away the phone tap.
I sucked it up and went over and settled onto the bar stool next to him. We made small talk as we watched the Avs skate against the Red Wings on the TV hung above the bar. After a bit he bought a round and got up to leave saying that he had to get home before Debbie got pissed at him.
He left and I wondered if Debbie would get pissed at him if he couldn't get it up for her. If he ended up fucking Tammy I'd do my best to fuck him and his package up big time.
Around ten I called it a night and headed on home. When I got there Tammy was already in bed so I went down into the basement and checked the phone tap.
"Hello?"
"Hey girlfriend; the news is not good. When I called him he shut me down. He knew my story was bullshit because he knows I'm out screwing other guys."
"It's worse than that. He figured out why and warned me that if I got caught cheating on him he would throw me out."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Not get caught."
"Are you sure that's wise? If he is suspicious he is going to be watching you like a hawk from now on."
"How is he going to find out? I'm always over at your place visiting anyway. The only people who will know will be you, Dennis and me and we sure aren't going to talk to anyone else about it. He will watch me on my girl's nights out and check on me when I'm away from home, but he won't suspect a thing when I'm over at your place. Maybe if I was out with you, but not while I'm at your house. He would know that I wouldn't do anything with Dennis being there."
"Maybe. I can see where he wouldn't expect you to be doing anything while you are here. He wouldn't know that the fox was the one guarding the chicken coop. Are you sure that you want to take the gamble? You have a pretty damned good marriage and I know you love the guy and I have no doubts at all where his love for you is concerned. Are you sure that you are willing to risk it all just because you are curious about what a big cock is like?"
"I wouldn't under any other circumstances, but there is no risk here, no risk at all in doing it at your place. Frank will know I'm visiting you and he won't even give a thought to Dennis. While Dennis is doing me Frank will be sitting watching TV and if he thinks of me at all it will be about you and me sitting at your kitchen table and swapping recipes or talking about some other female stuff."
"And when you go home and he wants to make love how are you going to explain your looseness?"
"That's the reason I don't want to do it until next week. Frank will be in San Diego for three days attending a training session. He leaves Wednesday morning and won't be back until late Friday or early Saturday and my period is due to arrive sometime Friday. I'll have plenty of time to get back to normal for Frank."
"I hate to keep harping on this, but are you absolutely sure you want to risk your marriage just to find out what a big dick is like?"
"If you are so concerned about my marriage why did you even tell me about how hung Dennis was. Why did you get him to take it out and show it to me when I laughed at you and said no way any one had a cock that big? You know how big a slut I was before I married Frank and you had to know how I would react to seeing that huge piece of meat. This is all your fault girl. You set it in motion when you told Dennis to take it out and show it to me. I'm just surprised that I didn't do it then and there."
"Okay girlfriend; next Wednesday it is."
There was more, but I had the crux of it. And what I had pretty much ended my marriage. I unhooked the recorder from the phone line and then went upstairs and into the bedroom and turned on the light.
Tammy was asleep, but woke up when I started opening and closing drawers as I took her things out and started moving them across the hall into the guest bedroom. She sat up and said:
"What are you doing Frank? What are you doing with my clothes?"
"I'm moving you out Tammy."
"Moving me out? I'm not going anywhere."
"Oh yes you are Tam. You are moving to the spare bedroom until you can find a place to stay. Maybe Debbie will let you move in with her and Dennis. You'd like that wouldn't you? Being able to be around his big cock and all?"
"Have you lost your mind Frank?"
"Nope. Just found out that I have a whore for a wife."
"How dare you talk to me this way?!"
"Easy Tam. All I had to do was listen to you while you made plans to cheat on me."
"Are you crazy?"
"No, but you must have been if you thought you could get away with what you planned."
I took the recorder out of my pocket, set it on the dresser, hit the PLAY button and then watched as her eyes got big and the color drained from her face as she listened to herself spell out her plan to cheat on me.
I took her arm, pulled her off the bed grabbed the recorder and pulled her over to the guest bedroom. I pushed her onto the bed, set the recorder on the bedside stand and said:
"This was recorded after I told you that I had zero tolerance when it came to cheating. You either didn't believe me or you didn't care. Either way you are out of here. I'll give you a week to find a place to stay and if you aren't out by then I'll carry you out and set you on the curb. A week from today is also trash pickup day and how fitting is that? You can get the rest of your stuff out of the bedroom while I'm at work."
I walked out of the bedroom and went down to the kitchen, got a beer out of the fridge and went out onto the patio. I sat down and drank the beer while I calmed down. I was almost finished with the beer when Tammy came out and in a weak voice asked:
"Can we talk Frank?"
I stood up and said, "No we can't" and I got up and headed for the bedroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got up in the morning and went down into the kitchen Tammy was already there. She didn't look like she had gone to bed or slept all that well if she had. She looked up at me when I entered the room and said:
"Coffee is made."
I got a cup, added cream and then went outside to the patio to drink it while watching the sun come up. Tammy came out and sat down. She was silent and I just ignored her. After a minute or so she said:
"Are you really going to throw me out? Without even talking to me?"
"What is there to talk about? I made my position clear last night before I went to Bud's. You knew exactly where I stood when it comes to cheating. I hadn't been gone from the house thirty minutes and you were all ready on the phone with Debbie setting up a time to cheat on me. All I'm doing is dumping you before you have a chance to do it."
"That's what we need to talk about. I wasn't going to do it. After hanging up I thought about what Debbie had said. She was right. I do have a damned good marriage and I do have a damned good man as a husband. I thought long and hard on it Frank and I decided that I had it too good to take a chance on losing it. By the time I'd worked it all out in my head it was too late to call Debbie back, but I was going to call her as soon as you left for work this morning and cancel. Honest to God Frank; I wasn't going to go through with it."
"That's what you are saying now that I've caught you, but unfortunately for you I don't trust you any more. For all I know you are lying to me about changing your mind. The way it looks to me is that you are doing damage control and every thing you say is self serving. I don't trust you any more and I'm not inclined to waste the time and effort it would take to make sure that you didn't go ahead with your plans.
"I go on too many business trips and I have no intention of spending my time away from home wondering if you are being unfaithful or not. And you spend too much time over at Debbie's. Time that you could be using to fuck Dennis. No Tam; you screwed the pooch when you made your cheating plans after I'd warned you. I can't trust you and I won't spend my life wondering where you are and what you are doing when I'm not around.
"And it isn't just business trips. When I go over to help my dad I'm usually gone ten or twelve hours. When I play golf I'm away for five or six hours. Debbie and Dennis are only five minutes away so while I was gone what you could be doing would be on my mind and I just will not live my life like that."
"I'll sever my relationship with Debbie."
"You say you will, but if I'm not here how will I know that you aren't over there visiting? See what I'm saying Tam? I just do not trust you any more. I sat and listened to you lay out your plans to fuck Dennis while I was gone. I listened to you plan for every eventuality. You set the timing so my trip and your period would give you all the cover you needed. It was a deliberately thought out plan to hang horns on me. You just had to try a big cock. It didn't matter to you that you were a married woman who had taken vows of fidelity. Finding out what a big cock would feel like was more important to you than my feelings or our marriage.
"We haven't even addressed the possibility that you would like big cocks so much that you would want more. It is a slippery slope Tam and once you set foot on it you have no idea where you will slide to."
"You can't do this to me frank. You know that I love you."
"Do I? Thanks to the phone tap I know that you love me so much that you were here being a slut just like Debbie while I was in Dallas staying true to you. From what I heard it is a wonder that you didn't welcome me home from Texas by giving me a venereal disease. Given what I heard on the recordings I'm wondering if you have been cheating on me all during our marriage. I think of all the nights that you went out on girl's nights out with Debbie and other girls and I wonder if you were cheating on me then. You can tell me that you never did, but why should I believe you. You say you will end your relationship with Debbie, but why should I believe you? You say that you changed your mind about screwing Dennis, but why should I believe you? You can swear on a stack of bibles that you will never cheat on me, but why should I believe you? After listening to you carefully plan to make me a cuckold why should I believe anything you say?"
"Damn it Frank; you have to give me a chance. You have to give us a chance."
"How can I do that Tam? I don't trust you. How can we hold together when I don't trust you; when I don't believe a word that you say? Tell me Tam. How do I give you a chance under those circumstances? If you can figure out how I can do it Tam let me know."
I got up and went up to the bedroom and dressed for work. Tammy was showering to get ready for work and I grabbed the recorder from her bedside stand and took it down to the basement and hooked it back up to the phone line. I gambled that Tam was way too shook up to notice that it was gone and that she would call Debbie after I was out of the house and on my way to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had plenty to keep me busy at work and didn't have a lot of time to spend thinking on the Tammy situation. I left work early so I could get home before Tammy and check the recorder. Tammy hadn't made any calls or taken any calls so I played the old recorder and recorded what was on it on the new recorder and then dropped the old one on the floor behind the bedside stand and hooked the new one up to the phone line.
I got in my truck and drove to Bud's Bar and when my beer arrived I called home and left a message on the answering machine saying that I wouldn't be home until late. There were a couple of guys at the bar that I knew so we got together and shot pool and drank beer until eleven which is when I decided to call it a night and go home.
Tammy was in the guest bedroom and I didn't know if she was asleep or awake and I didn't care enough to try and find out. I went downstairs and checked the phone tap. There was a call to her sister and a call from her mother but it was the third call I was interested in.
"Hello?"
"Hi. It's me."
"What's up"?
"I've been busted."
"Busted? What does that mean?"
"Apparently your visit to Frank made him very suspicious and he put a recorder on the phone line. He has everything that we talked about. He knows the plan we had for me to sample your hubby's cock. He was less than pleased. He moved me out of our bedroom and is talking divorce."
"So we are being recorded right now?"
"No. He gave me the recorder and made me listen to it. It is sitting on the bedside table in the guest bedroom which is where he made me sleep last night."
"So what are you going to do?"
"I don't know that I can do anything. He was pretty adamant about the fact that he doesn't trust me any more. He won't believe anything that I tell him. He gave me a week to find a place to stay. Said that if I wasn't out by the next trash pick up day he would set me out on the curb with the trash cans."
"You can stay with us. Dennis would love that,"
"That's the absolute last thing I'll do. In fact, after talking to you I decided that you were one hundred percent on the money and that I shouldn't risk what I had because of a curiosity. I was going to call you this morning and cancel, but by then it was too late because Frank had already listened to the recorder. I might have been okay if he had waited until today to listen because then he would have heard me call and cancel."
"I can't see him following through on his threat to move you out. Anybody can see that the man loves you and I know that you love him. He just needs time to cool down."
"You didn't hear him Deb. His tone of voice was the coldest I've ever heard. I really believe that he meant every word that he said. It doesn't help any that I can see where he is coming from. He does take business trips that keep him gone for days at a time and after what he heard on the recorder why should he trust that I'll behave while he is gone. What is even worse is that he heard how much of a slut I was when he was away in Texas so now he is thinking that I've probably been cheating on him our entire marriage."
"I'm surprised that you haven't. I would have bet good money that you would have kept on being a cock crazy slut even after saying "I do" to Frank."
"It is called love Deb. I love him so much that I never even thought about any other guys until you brought up your hubby's cock size and my curiosity overrode my better sense. I can't believe that I let it happen."
"It's probably that seven year itch thing. You are coming up on your seventh anniversary."
"Doesn't look like I'm going to make it and that sucks. I've already bought the card and gift."
"I wish I could tell you what to do, but I don't have a clue. To be honest about it I can't even identify with you on this. I've only felt that strongly about one man in my life and other than a couple of dates he would never have anything to do with me. He could have saved me from being what I am. I know in my heart that if I could have gotten him no other man would have ever touched me."
"You didn't stop when you married Dennis."
"That's because Dennis and I aren't in love. A strong like maybe, but nowhere near being in love."
"Then why did you get married?"
"It is a marriage of convenience Tam. Dennis needed a wife for appearances sake. He needed to be seen as a family man at work, but he needed a wife who understood that he could never be a one woman man. On my part I was tired of being single and living in a one room apartment, but I needed a man who could accept that I was going to want to play on the side so Dennis and I were a perfect fit. And so far it is working, but I can tell you that there is a man who could make me walk away from Dennis and be a one man woman and I'd do it in a heartbeat. But it will never happen except in my dreams."
"That doesn't make sense. On the one hand you say you can't be a one man woman. On the other you say you would be a one man woman if you had this mystery guy. It doesn't compute."
"Of course it does girlfriend. You said it yourself. It is called love. How the hell did we get on this subject anyway? We were talking about your problem. As I see it the only thing you can do is somehow convince Frank that you were not going to go through with your plan and that you love him so much that you will never do anything that will cost you him and your marriage."
"But how can I do that?"
"You will need to find someone a lot smarter than me to answer that question."
So she was going to call and cancel. Interesting. But did it change anything? She could change her mind at any time. The curiosity would still be there. She could swear on a stack of Bibles that she would never cheat on me, but could I believe her? Knowing what I now knew could I ever believe her? Her curiosity had her ready to cheat on me and it was only her boneheaded plan to set me up that screwed things up for her so could I ever be sure that her curiosity wouldn't cause her to cheat if she ever thought she was absolutely sure that she could get away with it?



It didn't help the decision process any that I loved her and had from the moment that I met her. Did I dare give her the benefit of the doubt? I was relieved to hear that she had not cheated on me since we took our vows and she seemed sincere when saying that she loved me and didn't want to lose me or our marriage, but did I dare take the chance?
The problem was that I had no way of knowing. She could do anything while I was gone and I wouldn't know unless I was willing to bankrupt myself paying private detectives to watch her while I was away.
Then another thought hit me.
What if Tammy noticed the recorder was gone and hadn't looked to see if it was on the floor? What if she saw it gone and figured that I had hooked it back up to the phone line? What if the call I was listening to was bullshit that I was meant to hear?
That is the thought that made up my mind for me. It was indicative of the thoughts that I was always going to have if I stayed with Tammy. Doubt would always be there and everything she said or did would have my mind looking at it several different ways trying to figure out what was real and what wasn't and what was a lie and what wasn't. The bottom line is that the trust was gone. The love might still be there, but the trust was gone. I would be questioning everything she said and did and I could not – would not! – live like that.
I would make an appointment to see an attorney as soon as I got to work in the morning.
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I watched her walk into the room and she was as hot and as gorgeous as ever and I wondered just what she wanted to do to me now. To understand the situation you have to know the back story.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It started when Joleen Thomas transferred into our high school in the tenth grade. Joleen was hot! Every guy in the school from the eighth grade to the twelfth had the screaming hots for the girl. So much so that they all asked her out. Even eighth and ninth graders ignored the age difference and tried, but it soon became apparent that Joleen couldn't be bothered by anyone who wasn't a junior or a senior and who had money and a car. That didn't stop anyone from trying though.
I gave it a shot figuring that being a BMOC (Big Man on the Campus) by virtue of being an All State tight end, second baseman and wrestler might carry some weight. Nope, nada and zilch. Her refusals didn't stop me from trying and I asked her out at least once every two weeks all through the school term.
When I started the eleventh grade I thought that I might have a chance. I had some spending money from my part time job at Safeway. Again it was nope, nada and sorry. True, I was a junior, but so was Phil Reed and my four year old Honda Prelude did not match his late model Mustang convertible and what I made at Safeway didn't come close to the money that his father lavished on him. His dad owned three car dealerships and his attitude was "Nothing is too good for my boy."
Besides the car and hefty allowance Phil had a boat and his family had a house at the lake and an indoor swimming pool if the weather outside sucked.
I still took a shot every couple of weeks just on the off chance I might get lucky, but I didn't limit myself to Joleen. I dated a lot, but never had a steady girl friend because it wouldn't be fair to her if Joleen finally said yes to me and I had to drop my steady for Joleen. Hey! I was young and invincible and I knew that if Joleen would go out with me just once she would realize that she had found the man she had been looking for all along.
++++++++++++++++++
The year flew by and then it was Junior Prom night. Joleen was with Phil and my date was Nancy Neubert. We had a good time right up until the last dance when Nancy had to run to the girl's bathroom and when she came back she told me that I needed to take her home. She had some sort of female problem. Menstrual cramps or something like that. I took her home and then hit some of the after prom parties by my lonesome.
I was at the party at Gene Ellsworth's when it happened. Phil was drunk on his ass and Joleen was pretty damned near the same. I saw Jack Marvin and Ricky Barnes hustle Joleen off into a corner and watched while Jack tried to kiss her while copping a feel. I saw Rickey drop something in a drink, stir it and give it to Joleen. Jack and Ricky were the class assholes and there was no doubt in my mind that they had just given Joleen a date rape drug.
I walked over to them and told them that I was going to take Joleen off their hands. Jack sneered at me and said:
"Fuck off Sterling. Butt out unless you want to get hurt."
"I'm not butting out Marvin. I figure I can take the two of you without working up a sweat, but I'm not going to waste my time. You two take a hike and I won't call the police and tell them that I saw you drug her. I do that and they take her to County General and do a blood workup on her and I'll give you two guesses as to where the two of you will end up."
Jack looked at Ricky and then back at me and said, "Take the stuck up cunt" and the two of them walked away leaving me with a very fucked up Joleen. I got her out to my car, but not without some difficulty. The date rape drug hadn't taken effect yet and even though she was drunk on her ass she wanted to stay and keep partying.
Once I got her in the car I belted in and then headed for her house. The drug hit her while I was still twenty minutes from getting her home and she was comatose when I pulled up and parked in front of her house. I got her out of the car and up to the front door and then came the hard part. I had to wake her parents up in order to get her into the house.
I rang the bell half a dozen times before the door opened and a man I presumed to be her father took a look at what was standing in front of him and said:
"What the hell did you do to my daughter?"
"I got her out of a bad situation and brought her home. Help me get her into the house."
We got her into the living room and put her down on the couch. Mr. Thomas looked at me and said:
"She's more than just drunk. What the hell did you do to her?"
"I didn't do anything to her except bring her home. As far as what is wrong with her I believe that some one slipped her a date rape drug."
He looked at me and said, "You aren't the one who picked her up for her date. Who are you and how did you come to be with Joleen?"
"I'm a classmate of hers. Her date got drunk and passed out and I appointed myself her watchdog."
"How do I know that you aren't the one who drugged her?"
"That question is so stupid that it doesn't deserve an answer."
"No? Well you are going to give me one if you don't want me to kick your ass into next week."
By then his attitude had me thoroughly pissed. I looked him in the eye and said:
"I guess it is true that no good deed goes unpunished. I should have just left her there so she could have been the center piece of a gangbang. To answer your question on how do you know I wasn't the one to drug her? I would have to be as stupid as you are in asking the question to begin with. I'm going to drug her and then bring her home and ring the doorbell to get you up to take care of her? If I had drugged her I'd have her in a bedroom and I'd be fucking the hell out of her instead of being here and being insulted by you."
I turned and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Home."
"What's your name?"
"Why? So you can give it to the police?"
"No. I want to be able to tell her who it was that saved her butt."
"Sterling. Brad Sterling."
"Thank you for looking after her. Sorry about the things I said. I'm a father and we are allowed to get uptight about our daughters."
I gave him a nod to acknowledge his apology and then I left.
++++++++++++++
That had been on a Friday so I didn't expect to see Joleen until class on Monday so it was surprise when she showed up at our house on Sunday. I was in the garage working on my car and my mother came out and told me that there was someone there to see me. I cleaned my hands with a rag and went into the house where I found Joleen sitting on the couch. She stood up when I walked into the room and said:
"Hi Brad."
"Joleen. This is a bit of a surprise."
"I didn't want to wait until school tomorrow to thank you. You saved my life."
"I doubt that. I kept you from being sexually assaulted and that's hardly life saving."
"You saved me from more than being sexually assaulted. You got me away from the party before Phil could take me home."
"Phil was too drunk to do anything to you."
"You haven't heard?"
"Heard what?"
"Phil is dead. He left the party drunk and lost control of his car on his way home. They estimate he was going seventy when he hit the bridge abutment. If you hadn't taken me home I would probably have been in the car with him."
I didn't know what to say to that. I knew Phil and I didn't like him. He was an arrogant prick, but he had meant something to Joleen so I said:
"Sorry to hear that. I know you liked him a lot."
She shrugged and said, "Yeah. Well. I just wanted to thank you."
"Glad I was there and able to do it."
Inside my head a battle was being fought. A part of my brain was saying "Take advantage of her gratitude. Ask her out." Another part was saying "Don't be crass. Don't act like a lowlife taking advantage." The side telling me not to be an asshole won out.
After a little more conversation Joleen said she had to go and I walked her to the door and told her I'd see her at school the next day. After she left I sat and wondered how long I should wait before asking her out. I thought a week would be just about right.
Silly me!
By Wednesday Joleen had hooked up with Harry Cross. Harry's father owned a large construction company and his father was a lot like Phil's in that he believed that nothing was too good for his boy. Harry not only had a pretty hefty allowance, but he drove a BMW convertible. I finally woke up to the fact that I probably would never have what it took to get on Joleen's dance card, but I was still going to keep on trying.
++++++++++++++
Joleen was always friendly toward me, but then she was that way with everybody. I don't want to give the impression that I pined away for Joleen because that was not the case. I really did want to date Joleen and I kept trying, but I did date other girls and shortly after my eighteenth birthday Pauline French relieved me of my cherry and for the next month or so Pauline and I got together whenever we could find the time and a flat surface.
I had changed my stance on having a steady girlfriend and I considered asking Pauline to be my full time girlfriend, but before I could do it she let me know that she wasn't in the market for a steady boyfriend.
"I'm young and I intend to do a lot of playing around before I settle down. I will say you are the kind of guy I'd want when I do decide to tie myself down with a guy."
We kept company for another couple of months and then Pauline dropped me and took up with another guy.
I had been dating Beverly Abbeg for a little over a month and senior prom was approaching. I asked Bev to go to the prom with me and she told me that she couldn't.
"I promised Marshall Thompson I'd go with him."
That caught me by surprise. As far as I knew Bev and Marsh hadn't dated since the middle of the eleventh grade and he was currently dating Nancy Wilde. She saw the surprise on my face and said:
"It is too complicated to try and explain, but it won't keep me from sucking your cock" and she reached for my zipper.
I looked around and didn't see any viable candidates so the decision needed to be made – go stag or don't go. I had just about decided not to go when I received a visit from Joleen. It was two days before the prom and I was sitting at a table in the school cafeteria when Joleen came up and asked if she could join me. I of course told her yes and she sat down.
I was naturally curious because she had never before asked to join me, but I was completely taken by surprise when she said:
"You saved me once before Brad and I was wondering if you would do it again?"
"What is this all about Joleen?"
"I need a date for the prom and I was wondering if I can get you to take me."
"What about Harry?"
"He is in the hospital. His appendix burst."
I sat there remembering all the times she had turned me down and knowing that if I took her to the prom it would mean nothing to her. I would just be the means to an end. After the prom she would be back with Harry or some other guy with money. But it would get me to the prom with a date instead of my going alone.
While I was sitting there looking at her and running things through my mind she must have thought that I was getting ready to say no so she said:
"I'll make it worth your while Brad."
I had no idea what she meant by that, but the tone of her voice and the look on her face told me that she was pleading with me so I said:
"I'd love to take you to the prom."
She visibly relaxed and we sat there and made our plans for prom night.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I drove to her house in my freshly washed and waxed Prelude and her father recognized me when he answered the doorbell. He gave me a half grin and said:
"I don't believe it. She is finally going out with someone I approve of."
He led me into the living room and introduced me to his wife and we sat there and chatted until Joleen came down the stairs. She was absolutely stunning. She literally took my breath away. Her dad slapped me on the back and laughingly said:
"Breathe boy, breathe."
Then we had to pose for pictures until her mom thought she had enough.
The dance itself was memorable because Joleen never left my side. Every guy who asked her for a dance was turned down.
"I promised myself that I'd only dance with Brad tonight" is what she told Harv Switzer.
And dance we did. We were on the floor for almost every number and dancing with her was like a dream. She fit into my arms perfectly and with her head resting on my shoulder and my nose pretty much in her hair the smell made me weak in the knees. I was thinking that it was a crying shame that it couldn't be forever, but I knew I was only going to have the one night.
I had planned to hit a couple of the after prom parties before taking Joleen home, but she had other ideas. She told me that she had already made plans for an after prom party and she gave me the directions to get there.
"Pull in here" she said when we got to the Motel 6, "And park in front of 116.
I did and then looked at her with obvious confusion on my face.
"I told you I would make it worth your while" and she took the room key out of her purse and handed it to me. She opened her door and said:
"Lets get to it baby; times a wasting."
I was no stranger to sex. Pauline and all the girls after her had seen to my sexual education, but they hadn't prepared me for the sexual dynamo that was Joleen. She flat tore me up and barely left me with enough strength to push the pedals and turn the steering wheel when it was time to take her home.
She managed to get four times out of me and one of those times was a first for me. Joleen had me do her ass. God but was it ever tight. When it was over ('over' was when she couldn't get me up for a fifth time) we dressed and I took her home. I walked her to her door and she gave me a scorcher of a kiss and thanked me for a perfect night. When the door closed behind her I almost cried because I new it would never happen again.
I was wrong when I 'just knew' that she would be back with Harry when he got out of the hospital. Two days after the prom she was dating Justin Foreman. His dad was the president of the First National Bank and Trust and Justin was another one with a huge allowance and a new car. I just shook my head and thanked the gods that be for my one night with Joleen.
++++++++++++++++
I had received several athletic scholarships and I signed a letter of intent to play for State. Joleen went off to some college back east and it was two years before I saw her again. She had to transfer back to State because of some family problem.
During those two years I had dated several girls and had gotten into relationships with two of them. One of them was Pauline French and we lasted almost eight months before she broke it off with me. She told me that she was getting too attached to me and was nowhere near being ready to settle down. Pretty much the same reason she gave me when she broke up with me in high school.
I was sitting in the school cafeteria having lunch and going over my notes from Business Law II when someone sat down across from me. It was Joleen.
"Hi stranger" she said.
"Hi yourself. What are you doing here?"
"Not happy to see me?"
"Of course I am happy to see you, but I thought you were going to Smith or one of those other back east schools."
"I was, but I had to transfer back here. You are the first familiar face I've seen since coming back."
We talked for a bit and made plans to get together that evening. When I showed up at her house to pick her up I found out why she'd had to transfer back. Her father had died of a heart attack and her mother hadn't taken it well. Joleen had come back so she could help take care of her mom.
As soon as Joleen was in the car I asked her what she would like to do.
"I want to re-enact prom night."
"I don't know of any place that has dancing on a Tuesday night."
"Don't be an ass Bradley; you know what I want."
I couldn't get room 116 at the Motel 6, but they did have plenty of other rooms that were empty. We did re-enact prom night right down to the anal part, but the night ended for the same reason that prom night ended. Joleen could not get me up for a fifth time. When I got her home I got the same scorcher of a kiss that I got on prom night only this time she said:
"Tomorrow? Same time?"
I was going to say no?
I saw Joleen every night for the next eight days (she never did get that fifth out of me) and for seven days I heard, "Tomorrow? Same time?" but on the eighth night all I got was a "Thanks Brad. It was fun" and she turned and went into the house. The next day when I got to the student cafeteria for lunch I saw Joleen sitting with some guy I didn't know, but who I'd seen around. From the clothes that he wore, the Rolex on his wrist and the Porsche 911 he drove I assumed that he had money. Once again it was obvious to me that Bradley Sterling and his nine year old Honda were never going to be enough for Joleen Thomas.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I saw Joleen off and on over the next two years, always on the arm of someone who had money, and she would smile at me and wave, but we had no social interaction.
I'd done well on the football field. Well enough to be a first round draft pick. I got a half million for a signing bonus which I promptly turned over to a financial planner and advisor I trusted. I wasn't stupid. I'd seen too many athletes go into the pros and who had taken their big bucks and had gone on a spending spree only to get a career ending injury which left them broke. It wasn't going to happen to me. I might get injured, but it wasn't going to leave me broke.
I didn't waste the money on a brand new car, but I did put new tires, shocks and brakes on the Prelude and then gave it a paint job.
It was déjà vu. I was in the garage working on the car when my mother came out and told me that there was someone there to see me. I cleaned my hands with a rag and went into the house where I found Joleen sitting on our living room couch. She stood up when I walked into the room and said:
"Hi Brad."
"Joleen. This is a bit of a surprise."
"It shouldn't be. You know who I always turn to when I need to be saved."
I almost said "Go find someone else" but I remembered how insatiable she was in the bedroom and I figured "What the hell. Why not get one more time if I can."
I sat down in the easy chair across from her and asked, "How can I help you this time?"
"My cousin Ruth is getting married and I'm one of the bridesmaids. I need an escort."
"I thought they usually paired up the bridesmaids with the groomsmen."
"That's just for the ceremony and pictures. I know most of the guys who are going to be there and frankly I don't want to dance with any of them at the reception. I will make it worth your while."
I remembered what that meant the last time I helped her out and she was the best pussy I'd ever had so why not.
"When and where" I asked.
I actually had fun. Joleen was good company and her cousin was a riot and great looking besides. I was almost sorry that I hadn't gotten to her first. She made big points with me late in the reception when I danced with her.
"What kind of spell have you cast over my cousin?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"You must have done something. How else can you explain her being with a nice guy? You are the first one she has ever brought around that I wouldn't mind becoming a member of the family."
"Thanks. I think."
She laughed and moved in closer. "Ooooooooh, bad Bradley" she said when her leg felt my hard on.
I danced most of the other dances with Joleen and it might have been my imagination, but she seemed to feel the need to press herself against me during the slow numbers. I didn't protest.



The happy couple left and things started breaking up. It was an eighty mile drive to get home and I knew I wouldn't want to make the drive after the drinking I expected to do at the reception so I'd taken two rooms at a local motel. When we got to the motel I gave Joleen the key to her room and she looked at it and said:
"What's this?"
"The key to your room."
My room? You expect to sleep in another room? Why two rooms? You knew what I meant when I told you I would make it worth your while."
"A gentleman never presumes."
"Bullshit Sterling. Best you see if you can get your money back on the second room."
I couldn't, but I didn't care. The night I had in room 131 was worth the cost of ten rooms. Ten rooms for a week even. Joleen finally got that fifth time out of me.
When I took her home I figured that would be the end of it. I carried her bags to her door and set them down. She took me in her arms, gave me one hell of a kiss and then said:
"I'm free all of next week. Give me a call."
I got one more kiss and she went into the house.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I did call her and we went out three of the nights and ended up back at my apartment on all three of them. The following week we went out four times and the week after that it was five. Suddenly it seemed that we were a couple in everyone's eyes.
After three months she told me that her mother wanted to sell the house and move to Akron where she could live with her sister.
"I can get an apartment or I can just move in with you. What do you think I should do?"
You don't need to be a rocket scientist to figure out my answer to that question. Joleen moved in with me and six months later we were married.
The next five years flew by. My initial contract was for three years and in my second and third year I made it to the Pro Bowl. I was offered a lucrative five year contract and I took it, but arranged for deferred compensation spread out over eight years. It saved me a ton in taxes, but the real beauty of it was that I got paid even if I got injured and couldn't play. The pay checks would keep on coming for eight years. It was also a good deal for the franchise in that it freed them up and helped them with the Leagues salary cap.
By the end of the second year of the contract I'd come to realize that if I made a million dollars a month it would never be enough for Joleen. The woman could spend it faster than I could make it and that wasn't the way I wanted to live. My plan was get the money now, invest it and spread it out so I could live well after football and I don't mean live well for a couple of years, but live well for the rest of my life.
Accordingly, knowing Joleen's penchant for spending, I started hiding things from her. I didn't explain the deferred compensation package and I decided to shock her into curbing her spending. I told her that my financial advisor had made some bad guesses (he hadn't and in fact he was doing extremely well by me) and that I had lost a bunch on the stock market. I told her that we needed to tighten the purse strings a bit.
It didn't faze her at all. Two weeks after I told her that she went out and bought a new Cadillac Escalade. As far as she was concerned we still had money in the bank, right? Well I've done some dumb things in my life, but I'm not stupid. Or at least I didn't think that I was. I remembered Joleen's track record back before we hitched up. The way she bounced from one well off guy to another and I concluded, rightly or wrongly, that Joleen jumped on my wagon because she saw the big bucks that I could pull down as a Pro.
In short – was it me or my money? My heart was yelling at me that it was me, but my mind was telling me that it was the money. She was a great wife and other than her out of control spending I really had no complaints. God knows that she continued trying to fuck me to death.
Joleen had never put her degree to use. Why bother. We didn't need the money that her job would bring in. Instead of going to work Joleen became a social butterfly. Perhaps I'm not being fair in using that term, but Joleen seemed to feel the need to be out and about and seen in all the trendy places and with the 'in crowd.'
She joined all sorts of organizations from "Save the Barking Tree Frog" to "Prevent Earthworm Abuse." She got on committees and volunteered for all sorts of things. Scarcely a week went by when her picture wasn't on the society page of the paper.
A lot of the money that Joleen was going through was going to the committees and groups that Joleen belonged to and I wasn't happy about it. My financial guru kept telling me to calm down a little because it all went to Charitable Deductions at tax time, but the way Joleen was going through money I was wondering if I might not end up a charity case myself in my later years.
When the "Lost a lot on the stock market" ploy didn't work I tried to think of some other way to slow her down. It was almost as if The Fates heard me and decided that I was worthy of help. I was injured in a game against Kansas City. It wasn't career ending, but I let Joleen think that it might well be. I told Joleen that with no money coming in we needed to be frugal. As with the stock market ploy it didn't do any good.
I took a deep breath and then took drastic steps. I called all the companies we had credit cards with and I cancelled some and put lower credit limits on others. I emptied the savings account and closed it and then I took all but five thousand out of our join checking and moved all the money to a new account in my name only. I changed my payroll direct deposit to my new account.
When I had all that done I sat down with Joleen and told her that since she seemed incapable of being financially responsible I'd taken steps to see that we remained solvent. I told her what the new limits were on her credit cards and that our only income would be about five thousand a month from my investment accounts and that would probably end in about sixteen months when the accounts were drained.
"Hopefully by then I'll be back on my feet and able to find a job."
Joleen sat there and listened and didn't say a word until I finished. Then she said:
"I can't believe that you did all that without talking to me first" and then she got up and left the room. I got up and hobbled after her and when I got to the bedroom I found her moving some of her things into one of the guest bedrooms.
"Why are you doing this? And don't tell me that it is because you are upset with me for not talking to you. I told you we needed to tighten up when we lost all that money in the stock market and you didn't listen. I told you that things had to tighten up when the injury happened and you didn't listen then either. I did what I had to do to keep us from someday having to go to that homeless shelter you are on the committee of."
She ignored me and kept moving her things so I said "Fuck it" and went to the family room and turned on the TV.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things were frosty around the house for the next month. Joleen went out almost every night for some committee meeting or other and ignored me when she was home. I wondered how long it was going to last and then – suddenly – I didn't care.
It was a Saturday and Joleen had gone to one of her committee meeting. I had my injured leg propped up on a footstool and I was watching the news on the TV. They showed some footage taken at a charity event and there was Joleen with a few other committee members. One of the members was Jason Arnold who was the President and Chairman of the Board of the Apex Group.
Jason was standing just behind Joleen with a big smile on his face. Joleen also had a smile on her face. I noticed Jason's posture. His right shoulder was dipped just a tad and I probably wouldn't have thought anything about it except for Joleen's smile. I knew the woman. Intimately. That smile was the smile of someone who was smiling while thinking:
"You clods don't know it, but I'm getting away with something right before your eyes."
And then it registered on me. Jason's shoulder was dipped to allow his hand to be on Joleen's ass.
It all came together in my mind in a rush. Phil and his money were history so move on to Harry. Harry's down and out so move to Justin. More than likely the same pattern played out when she was back east. Come home, hook up with Brad until she spots her next target and then head off with Rolex guy. Hook back up with Brad since it looked like he was headed for the big bucks. Now that the indications that we were not going to be as well off as we were it was time to look for the next sugar daddy.
The decision on what to do next was made before Joleen's image had faded from the screen
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I met with my financial guy and he began moving money. By the end of the day I would have an account in an offshore bank and money from my investment accounts would be moving toward it. That afternoon I met with Stan North of Orbit Investigations and turned him loose on Joleen. I honestly hoped that he would not find anything and it was all just my imagination running wild.
Joleen was there when I got home. She was sitting on the living room couch and it looked like she was waiting for me., but I didn't give her a chance to say a word. I went right by her and up the stairs to my bedroom. I took off the three piece suit I was wearing and got into the shower. When I came out I found Joleen sitting on the bed waiting for me.
"What are you doing in here? Your bedroom is across the hall."
"We need to talk honey."
"No we don't. You have gone out of your way to ignore me for over a month now and I've found that I like it. Just get out of my room. I'll let you know if and when I want to talk, but don't hold your breath while you wait."
Joleen sat there and looked at me open mouthed. I had never before talked to her like that and she didn't know how to take it.
While I was talking I was putting on some casual clothes and I finished dressing and left the room. I noticed her standing at the top of the stairs looking down at me as I walked out the front door. The look on her face was priceless.
I drove over to the Landing Strip Lounge and nursed a couple of beers while I shot pool with a couple of guys I knew. When I got home the lights were out so I guessed Joleen had gone to bed.
In the morning I was up and out of the house without seeing Joleen. I went to the gym and worked on my upper body for a couple of hours and then hit IHOP for a light breakfast. Next was my physical therapy session after which I went home. I got there around three and noticed that Joleen's car wasn't there.
I spent the rest of the afternoon making lists. One of what I wanted when the split came. One of what I was going to take regardless of whether Joleen wanted it or not and the third a list of charities to which I could donate what neither of us wanted. Was I that certain that the private eye was going to find that Joleen was cheating? Damned straight skippy!
I managed to avoid Joleen all week. It wasn't all that hard. I got up and left the house before she got up in the morning. I was watching for her when she came home at night and when I saw her turn into the drive I got into my car and left. She as in bed when I got home and if she wasn't I walked right by her without saying a word.
Friday I received a call from North and he told me that he had something for me. That something was three meetings that Joleen had had with Arnold that were not committee meetings. One at the Hilton on Tuesday afternoon. One at the Marriott Thursday afternoon and one at the Hilton Thursday evening after a committee meeting.
He had photos of Joleen and Jason kissing as they went into room 306 at the Hilton and two of them at the Marriott. One going into room 507 and one of them coming out two hours later. The photos were proof enough for me, but they were not good enough for what I wanted to do.
I asked North if he could get me explicit photos and he said he probably could, but it would be extremely expensive and the photos would not be able to be used in court because he would be invading the privacy of Joleen and Jason in order to get them.
"I would need to watch them until I could see a pattern and that could take weeks and even then it might never happen. I need them to use the same place repeatedly and then I can spread some bribe money around to get them checked into a room that has been previously prepared with recording devices. Once again I need to warn you that you whatever I get can't be used in court."
"I don't want to use it in court. I want to use it as incentive."
It didn't take North as long as he thought it might. He quickly discovered that the Hilton and the Marriott were the favorite haunts of the pair. Several hefty bribes got the adulterous duo checked into rooms where their play was saved for posterity. One week later I had what I needed to allow me to do what I wanted to do.
Reviewing the DVDs showed that I was lucky to catch on to what was happening when I did. Joleen was planning on doing a Pearl Harbor on me. What North got for me would allow me to act first.
The recording was from a Wednesday evening assignation at the Marriott. Jason had just finished fucking Joleen doggie style and they were relaxing when Joleen said:
"Maybe we should cool it a bit. Brad isn't stupid and he might already suspect that I'm cheating on him."
"As long as you keep screwing the socks off of him why would he suspect anything?"
"That's part of the problem. I'm not making love with him."
"That's not wise. A slow down or a change is sexual habits is one of the signs of infidelity."
"It isn't my fault. I haven't cut him off. He just won't have anything to do with me. I can't even get him to sit down and talk with me."
"Then end it now. Leave him so we can get on with our lives."
"I don't want to do it yet. I need to wait and see if he is going to be able to play again. It will make a difference in how much I can get when I divorce him."
"I don't understand your reasoning. I have more money than the two of us can spend in five lifetimes. You don't need a dime from him."
"I just feel that it is important to have money of my own."
"You might want to re-evaluate. If he gets suspicious and starts looking and finds out about us it could cause us serious problems. If he does find out and then comes after you for infidelity what we have been doing might get out and I can't have that. That sort of information would do me some serious damage in my social circles. If you just divorce him for Irreconcilable Differences there won't be any stigma attached when we announce our engagement."
"Okay. I'll see an attorney on Monday and get it done. But right now you need to ring my chimes again."
Joleen was in for a hell of a surprise.
++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I saw an attorney and put things in motion. Joleen and I managed to avoid each other over the weekend and on Monday after my physical therapy I stopped by the attorney's office and finalized things.
Tuesday night I was sitting in the family room when Joleen got home. I told her to have a seat.
"It is time for us to have that talk."
"Why now?"
"It will become apparent in just a second."
I hit the appropriate buttons on the universal remote and Joleen's face turned pale when she saw herself on the TV with Jason's cock buried in her ass. I handed her an envelope and told her to read what was in it and sign it.
She read the papers and then looked at me and said, "This is a joke, right? There is no way I'm going to walk away from this marriage with a lump sum payment of fifty thousand, my car and my personal effects."
"No joke Joleen. You take what I've offered and walk away and nobody else will ever see what you are watching on the screen."
"You forget that I'm not some bubble headed bimbo. What you just showed me can never be used in court."
"Don't intend to use it in court. You will notice that I have filed using Irreconcilable Differences and not adultery. You sign and walk and the Board of Directors of the Apex Group will never see you playing with Jason. You sign and walk and none of the committee members of all the committees that you are on ever see you cheating on your loving husband. You sign and walk and your parents will never see it. None of Jason's family and social circle will ever see it.
"You sign and walk and you will never have your own porn web site and the thousands of sites that show amateur porn that is sent into them will never post it for all to see. You sign it and walk and the day the divorce is final I burn the original and any copies that I may have made. You don't need to sign it just this minute. Talk it over with Jason if you like, but if I don't have the signed papers in my hand by this time tomorrow I'll start mailing out copies. And you should be aware that what you just watched is only one of the four meetings that you had with Jason that I have recordings of. I'm tired. Physical therapy is wearing me out. I'm off to bed. Twenty-four hours Joleen. Not one minute more."
I turned off the TV, stood and left the room.
++++++++++++++++++
I was up and out of the house before Joleen got up in the morning. Of course she could have been up, but was avoiding me. I hit the gym and worked out until it was time for my therapy and then I killed the rest of the day running errands. I had the oil changed in the Honda (yes, I still had the Prelude) and I got a haircut.
I was home watching TV when Joleen got home. She came into the room and sat down across from me. She just sat there and watched me and I ignored her. Finally she said:
"I don't want a divorce."
"Get real Joleen. I heard you tell Arnold that you were going to hit me with papers this week."
"I changed my mind. I finally realized that I'm where I'm supposed to be. I love you and I don't want a divorce."
"Too late Joleen. We were history the minute you spread your legs for Arnold the first time. And don't give me the "We love each other and we can get past it" speech. Anyway, I don't believe that you love me or even loved me when we got married. I believe that I'm just one more of the guys you hooked up with because of the money you expected that I'd be making. The proof of that, at least in my mind was how quick you were to hook up with Arnold when money started getting tight around here."
"That's not true!"
"Oh yes it is Joleen. Look at your past history. Always going from one guy to another who had more money. But none of that matters. What matters is that you cheated on me and I caught you. There can be no working to get by it. No way I can live with a cheating wife. Have you signed the papers yet or do I have to go into my Attila the Hun mode and start pursuing a scorched earth policy?"
"God damn it Brad; I'm not lying. I love you. Don't push me away."
"Have you signed the papers?"
"No chance?"
"Not a one."
She took the papers out of her purse, signed them and handed them to me and within two days she was moved out. Watching her back down the driveway and out of my life was one of the hardest things I ever had to do. I loved her. I still loved her.
Two months after the divorce was final Joleen married Jason Arnold.
I was not invited to the wedding.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Eight months after Jolene signed the papers and moved out I was back on the playing field. I finished the season with good stats and in the next two years I made it back to the Pro Bowl twice.
Contract renewal time came and I was offered a hell of a sweet deal, but after serious consideration I turned it down and left football behind me. I had more than enough to give me a good life and I saw no sense in waiting for another injury that was bound to come along. I set myself up in business and got on with life.



One evening while sitting in a booth at the Texas Roadhouse having dinner Pauline French came up to me and said hello and asked if she could join me. I hadn't seen Pauline since high school and I said;
"Please do."
She sat and said, "Joleen not eating with you tonight?"
"Her husband wouldn't let her come out."
"Her husband? I take it that it isn't you?"
"Not for a couple of years now. She traded up several years back."
"Then this might be my lucky night."
"How so?"
"I need a date for an awards dinner I have to go to."
"When?"
"Friday night."
"I just happen to be free that evening."
"Good."
Pauline didn't tell me that she was one of the ones being given an award. She received an award for being the salesperson of the year. After the dinner and the ceremony there was dancing and I was dancing with Pauline and remembering our times together and those memories plus holding her soft warm body close gave me a woodie and she felt it and giggled.
"Are you thinking of the past too?"
"Indeed I am."
"Would you be up for a re-enactment?"
"I thought you could tell that I was up."
"You naughty boy you. My place or yours?"
"I thought you wanted to re-enact things."
"I do."
"Then to do it right we need a backseat."
"Oh how wicked. We could do it right here in the parking lot and see how many of my co-workers would walk up and watch. I think we should pass up an exact re-enactment and head for my place."
She was every bit the hot body she was back when she took my cherry and taught me how to make love. We went three times before falling asleep and once again before I took her to breakfast.
Over pancakes and bacon I asked her the obvious question.
"How is it that a hot sexy woman like you has to ask a guy like me for a date? I would think the line outside your door of guys wanting to date you would be a block long."
"The quantity is there, but the quality is somewhat lacking. And I have made some poor choices. I've been married twice and both marriages ended because of cheating. I can honestly say that I've only met one keeper and I let him get away. So what happened with you and Joleen?"
"She traded up to someone who had more money than I did."
"She always was a bit of a gold digger. Even back in high school."
"The problem is that I knew that and I married her anyway. Everything was fine until I was injured and it looked like my playing days were over and the big paychecks would stop coming. Without those multi-million dollar contracts on the horizon she went looking for another sugar daddy and found one."
"Enough about her. Now that you've fed me and I have some energy I think we should go back to my place and do some more re-enacting."
I was one whipped dude when I finally got back to my place on Sunday night.
+++++++++++++++++
Pauline and I dated for several months and I finally asked her to marry me. She smiled and said:
"Remember when we broke up back in high school I said that you were the kind of guy I'd want when I did decide to tie myself down?"
I smiled and told her that I did remember.
"Back when we had breakfast after the awards dinner I told you that I'd only met one keeper and I let him get away? I was referring to you. Now here you are asking me to marry you and I have to tell the only keeper I've ever known no."
"You know you have to tell me why. How can I be a keeper and still get turned down?"
"When I told you that I'd been married twice and had divorced both times because of cheating? I left you with the impression that I was the one cheated on. That isn't what happened. Both times I was the one who cheated. I am not capable of being faithful to one man and I won't do that to you. I know me baby and I know that before our first anniversary rolled around I'd be doing someone behind your back. I will not do that to you."
"So how long have I got until you drop me?"
"I have no idea baby. The smart thing for you to do is drop me right now. Drop me before you can get hurt."
"I don't think so. I'm happy with you and I'm going to hang in there as long as you let me. Thank you for being honest with me. I can spend the time to preparing myself for the ending."
The ending came five months later and we parted friends.
Over the next year I dated a dozen or so women, but I was never able to get serious with any of them.
And that brings us to the present.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in my office going over payroll when my secretary buzzed me on the intercom and told me that there was a Mrs. Arnold asking if she could see me. My first instinct was to tell Gwen that I was too busy to see anyone just then, but then of course my curiosity won out and I told Gwen to send the lady in. The door opened and Joleen walked in.
"Hi Brad."
"Joleen. I have to admit that this is a bit of a surprise."
"It shouldn't be. You know that I always come to you when I need to be saved."
"What is it this time?"
"I need a husband and I thought of you. After all, you are a known quantity."
"Is this some sort of a joke?"
"Of course not. I told you before I signed the papers that I realized that I belonged with you and that I loved you and didn't want a divorce."
"And what does Jason have to say about this?"
"Jason died six months ago of a heart attack. I figure that six months is enough of a mourning period so here I am asking the man I love to take me back."
"Right. And then when you find some rich dude you will bail on me again."
"Don't be silly. I was Jason's sole heir and as I remember it you heard him say that he had more money than the two of us could spend in five lifetimes. I did put a dent in it, but there is still more than enough than you and I could spend in four lifetimes. I won't even ask for a prenuptial. So, how about it? Are you still in the savior business?"
I was.
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Merrie was a cheerleader and the most beautiful girl in the school. In the town as far as I was concerned. I was the quarterback and captain of the football team. It was a match made in Heaven.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Nine years later I looked on it as a match made in hell. Merrie was as gorgeous as ever even after having two kids, but she had turned into a stone-assed Bitch. That's right; bitch with a capital B.
About three years ago she started being moody and began drinking heavily. I tried dozens of times to find out what was wrong or what was bothering her, but all I got was:
"There is nothing wrong with me" and that escalated into "Leave me the fuck alone."
Our love life which had been like a house on fire slacked of to a couple of times a week and then to a couple of times a month. Her drinking got worse and she started making a fool out of herself at various events by getting smashed and doing something stupid. She would bad mouth and denigrate me in front of others. She would get flirty with other guys, sometimes my friends, and embarrass the hell out of me.
She made passes at other guys and led them on. She let herself get felt up on the dance floor and there were times she snuck off with some guy. Or at least she thought she was sneaking off, but I was keeping a close eye on her so I always saw it and was ready to go after her if she was gone too long. She was never gone long enough to do anything other than neck a little or maybe play some grab ass, but it was seen and noticed by others and I received several looks of pity that I pretended not to notice.
I finally reached the point where I could no longer stand her and it looked to me like maybe in a year or so we would be in the middle of a nasty divorce. I spent a couple of weeks thinking on the situation. Expecting an ugly time of it I thought out a plan that would help me keep control of things if and when it happened, but by the time I had solidified the plan I had decided not to wait for a divorce, but to force it.
I couldn't get her to change and I couldn't live with what she was so best to end it.
+++++++++++++++++++
There was no doubt in my mind from the way she was behaving that sooner or later she was going to sneak out of a party and instead of some necking or grab ass she was going to cheat on me and fuck some guy. If I could catch her at it I would have the upper hand. That decision made I decided to set it up and make it happen. Cold blooded of me maybe, but I knew it was going to happen anyway so I might as well get some benefit out of it.
I arranged for my parents to take the kids for the weekend and I took Merrie out to a local bar. It was Friday night and the bar had a band. As I expected Merrie drank too much and got obnoxious.
One of the guys who was there that night and who she danced with several times was Jim Reynolds. Merrie had been dating Reynolds in high school and she dropped him for me and he had hated me ever since. When Merrie was at the peak of her partying, dancing with Reynolds who had his hand on her ass, she started disrespecting me and putting me down. I walked out onto the dance floor and pulled her away from Reynolds and told her we were going home. She gave me the ration of shit that I expected so I told her she could walk home for all I cared and I walked out and left her there.
I moved the car to an out of the way spot and settled in to see what would happen. About a half hour later she and Reynolds came out and, walking hand in hand, headed towards the dumpsters behind the bar. I got out of the car and snuck over to a clump of trees where I could watch them with out being seen. I had my Canon Rebel with me and I had loaded it with low light film and I had it turned on and ready. The dumpsters were right under a parking lot light and I figured that it would help.
The two of them smoked a joint and then Jim made his move. He put his arm around her and she made no move to push him away. They started making out and it wasn't long before he had Merrie topless with her bra off and on her knees sucking his cock. After a couple of minutes of that he pulled her to her feet, turned her so she could lean forward against the dumpster, pushed her thong aside and began fucking her. I hoped that the film turned out because I got some damned good shots of the action
Merrie made no protests at all. She moaned, "Fuck me. Fuck me hard and make me cum" and Reynolds was doing his best to do just that. I was getting pretty angry watching what was happening, but it was what I wanted. Still, it took all of my will power not to stop them and beat the living shit out of Reynolds. At the same time I could not believe how turned on I got watching.
I heard a noise from off to my right and saw two guys that I knew coming out of the bar and heading in our direction. They saw Merrie and Reynolds (the two were making quite a bit of noise) and they moved closer to watch. They watched from a distance as they tried to figure out who Reynolds was fucking. Then Reynolds said he was going to cum and he turned Merrie around and pushed her to her knees. She opened her mouth and leaned forward and took the cock in her mouth and I saw her throat move as she swallowed.
That is when the two watchers (Tony Anson and Mike Bellah) saw that it was Merrie.
"Isn't that Barry's wife" Tony asked "I didn't know that she cheated on him."
"I've always wanted a piece of that" Mike said, "And now that I know she plays I'm going to take a shot."
"I second that" Tony said.
The two of them stood there and watched Merrie lick Jim's cock clean while I thought how lucky I was to have a couple of witnesses and more fodder for my plan.
Reynolds and Merrie composed themselves and Reynolds told Merrie that he would run her home. I hurried back to my car and drove like hell to beat hem there. When I got there I quickly undressed and pulled the covers down on the bed. Then I moved to the window and, with all the lights out, positioned myself so I could watch without being seen from outside. What I expected to see was Merrie and Reynolds pull into the drive, neck for a bit and then Merrie would come in ready to fight because I'd run off and left her.
Not what happened.
They pulled into the drive and they did neck for a little, but then they moved into the back seat and Reynolds fucked her again. Then, almost as if they were daring me to discover them, Reynolds walked her to the front porch and sat on the top step while Merrie went down on him. She got him up and damned if they didn't do it again right on the front porch. I don't know what pissed me off the most. The fact that they did it or that I wasn't able to get photos of them doing it.
When Merrie came into the house I was in bed pretending to be asleep. She tried to be quiet, but as blitzed as she was she couldn't help but stumble around and make noise. She got into bed and was snoring in just minutes.
++++++++++++++++++
The next day I got a surprise. I had done some dirty work in the yard and around noon I decided to shower. I'd only been in there maybe a minute when the shower curtain was pushed aside and Merrie got in the shower with me. She took the soap and rag away from me and washed my back. And then she did my front! When she was done she handed me the soap and rag, bent and took me in her mouth and a couple of minutes later she was leaning against the wall while I took her from behind. I didn't know what to think. It had been a month since we had last made love and even then I had to practically hound her into it.
She wasn't done surprising me. When I came she turned around, bent and took me in her mouth again and then we took it to the bedroom and continued on until we stopped to get something to eat. Merrie pretty much hung on me the rest of the day and that night when we went to bed she went after my cock again and we went two more times before falling asleep. Merrie woke me with a blow job in the morning and then we ripped off a piece before I took her out to the IHOP for breakfast. On the way home she slid over next to me and started playing with my cock and by the time we got home she had her head in my lap sucking on me. We spent the rest of the day playing in the bedroom until it was time to go pick up the kids.
For the next month and a half she was the most pleasant person ever. She was respectful and we were back to making love four and five times a week. Suddenly everything was like it was when we first married. I figured that she felt so guilty about what she had done with Reynolds that she was trying to atone for it. I was beginning to think a divorce might not happen at all.
About a month later I was coming home from work a couple of hours early and I happened to see Merrie's car parked in front of a house. I don't know why, but something made me park and stake out the car. About forty-five minutes before I was expected to be home Merrie came out of the house with Jim Reynolds. When they got to her car they embraced, kissed and Reynolds had his hand on her ass as she got into the car.
Seeing them made me furious and I wanted to beat the fuck out of both of them. All thoughts of the divorce not happening were gone. I was going to have to put my plan into action after all. I drove home, getting there at my usual time and Merrie greeted me with a passionate kiss and said:
"I hope you have plenty of energy. I plan on you giving me lots of dessert tonight."
I almost said, "Sorry, but I don't do sloppy seconds" but I didn't. I didn't want to give away that I knew she was a cheating whore.
++++++++++++++++++++
I went on line and found what I wanted. I found more than I was looking for. Between what I found on spytec.com, brickhousesecurity.com and backstreet surveillance.com. I could have spy cams all over the house and out in plain sight. Cameras hidden in books, smoke detectors, mantle clocks, bedside alarm clocks, picture and mirror frames, electrical outlets and tons of other things. There was even a teddy bear that had a camera lens behind one of its eyes.
I paid with a credit card, asked for overnight delivery and had it sent to my office at work. None of it was cheap, but I expected it all to pay for itself come divorce time.
The stuff came in and I had to wait a day until Merrie drove her mother to the doctor for her weekly blood check. She had a heart problem that required her to be on blood thinners and the doctor checked her INR levels every week.
I was down the street watching and as soon as Merrie left the house I went in with all my spy gadgets and set them up. The next part was the tricky part and the part that could blow up in my face, but I had to do it. I called Mike and Tony (the two who had observed Reynolds fucking Merrie) and asked them to meet me for a beer after work at Bud's Bar. Tony was there waiting for me when I got there and Mike arrived shortly after. I got us a round and then went right to it.
"You guys were at the Landing Strip two months ago when I got into an argument with Merrie and stormed out and left her there. A half mile away I figured that I'd fucked up and shouldn't have done it so I turned around and went back. I got there just as Merrie and Jim Reynolds walked out hand in hand and walked down toward the dumpsters. I decided to see what they were up to and I parked the car and moved over to that stand of trees behind the dumpsters.
"You guys know what I saw because when you came out of the bar you saw it to. I was mad enough to kill the both of them, but I held it in because I didn't want to spend the rest of my life in prison. I decided to just go for a divorce. I rethought things later after Merrie got home. She was so drunk that I figured that she didn't know what she was doing and that snake Reynolds took advantage of her."
At that point I stopped and waved Maggie over and ordered another round.
"Okay, where was I? For the next couple of months Merrie went out of her way to spoil me and I figured that we were going to be all right and would make it. Then last week I left work early and found out that she was fucking Reynolds. I made up my mind to dump her cheating ass. You guys are wondering why I'm telling you this. Simple. I want your help in getting a trouble free divorce. You both know guys who have been through divorces and in almost every case it is the guy who ends up getting royally fucked over. I don't want that to happen to me and that's why I want your help. That night you watched Reynolds fuck Merrie I heard both of you say that you would like a piece of her too so what I want you to do is fuck Merrie."
"You are shitting me! You are asking us to fuck your wife?"
"That's exactly what I'm asking. I want you both to fuck her and get anyone else you know who would like a taste to stick it to her. I've got a private eye watching her and building a case. If I can show that she is a round heeled slut I think I can get custody of my kids."
Mike said, "I don't mind telling you that she has given me a hard dick since the ninth grade and I'd love a taste, but how do I do it if she is tied up with Reynolds?"
"Get to her when she isn't with Reynolds. When I leave for work in the morning she's alone till she goes to meet Reynolds, This coming week will be perfect because it is Easter vacation and the kids are out of school and staying with their grandparents out at the farm. You park down the block and when I leave for work you go up to the house and when she answers the door you ask her how bad she wants to keep her marriage. Then you tell her what you saw at the Strip and tell her that the price of your not telling me about what you saw is a bit of what she was giving Reynolds.
"Don't let her give you any "I'll think about it" shit. You tell her you want her in the bedroom right now or you are on your way to my office to clue me in. I know her. She will cave. After you fuck her tell her you want more and that you will be back and when you go take a friend or two with you. What I want is for you to make her your fuck toy for a week or so. While one of you is fucking her the other can take some cell phone pictures when she isn't looking and you can use them to get her to do what you want.
"I'll even fake a three or four day business trip so you can fuck her 24/7 if you want. I want the private eye to have so much on her that no court in the world would even think of giving her the kids and a ton of alimony. The beauty of it is that she will all ready be your whore and when I kick her out you can keep on doing her as long as you want. How about it? Want to help me out?"
Mike looked at Tony and then back at me and said, "I'm in."
"Count me in too" Tony said and I waved Maggie over and bought another round.
++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Merrie wasn't there and I found a note on the kitchen table telling me that she had taken some clothes for the kids out to the farm and she would probably be late coming home so I should microwave some leftovers for dinner. I wondered if she was going to be late because she was going to stop by and see Reynolds on the way home and surprisingly the thought didn't anger me. I had already moved on.
I was in bed when she got home and pretended to be asleep. In the morning I left the house the same as always, but I drove around the block and turned the corner on our street just as Mike and Tony pulled into the driveway at my house.
I watched them go up to the door and ring the bell. A minute later Merrie answered the door and they talked for a bit and then Merrie tried to close the door on them but they stopped her, said something and then Merrie turned and walked back into the house. Tony turned to Mike, smiled and they 'high fived' and followed Merrie into the house. I had a big smile on my face as I drove to work.
The day went by quickly and around lunchtime I got a call from Tony.
"She caved like you said she would. We are going to see her tomorrow after you leave for work."
"When I go home tonight I'll tell her that I'm going out of town on business and that I'll be gone for four days. Make the most of them and have a ball."
"I never thought I would ever thank a man for asking me to screw his wife, but I've just got to. Thanks man; I've wanted her since high school."
"All I can say is enjoy."
After work I hurried home and hoped that Merrie wouldn't be there so I could take a look at what was on the recorder. Luck wasn't with me. Merrie was there and she had dinner ready. She was in a good mood and she surprised me after dinner by making moves that indicated that she wanted some loving. It was the first time in two weeks and I wondered what was up with that. Usually I had to make the move and lately she had been finding excuses to say no.
I think I shocked her when I didn't take her hints. I like sex and not getting any had me hurting, but no way I was going to fuck Merrie without a condom. Not since she was giving it up to Jim, Tony, Mike and God only knew who else. And insisting on a condom would more than likely get her thinking I knew stuff she was hoping I didn't and I didn't want her mind working on that.
I told her I had to go out of town on business and that I would be gone at least four days and she made no comment. I wanted, in the worst way, to leave the house and drive over to the next block and use the remote feature to look at the days take on the recorder, but couldn't think of a reasonable excuse to do so. I'd just have to wait until the next day.
I packed a bag before going to bed and the next morning Merrie gave me a lukewarm kiss as I said goodbye and left the house.
+++++++++++++++++++++
After work I drove to the other side of town and checked into a motel. Then I drove out to the airport and parked my car in the long term lot and then paid Avis a visit and rented a small compact.
From the airport I drove back to the neighborhood and parked a block over from our house. I turned on my laptop and logged in to the wireless recorder that was hidden in the garage. I right clicked on the icon that gave me live feed and toggled through the cameras until I found Merrie. She was flat on her back on the kitchen table and Reynolds was putting it to her.
I had to wonder why the kitchen table and not our bedroom or one of the other bedrooms? While I was watching Tony came into the room, unzipped, walked to Merrie's head and pushed his cock at her face. She opened her mouth and took it in. I shook my head in wonder. My wife was a slut and I'd never had an inkling.
Two minutes later Mike walked in with a twelve pack of Pabst Blue Ribbon which he put in the fridge. With his arrival Merrie got off the kitchen table and the three of them left the room. I toggled through the cameras and picked them up walking into our bedroom. Merrie stripped the bed down to the bottom sheet and then the three of them began to play. While the three of them bounced on the bed another man walked in. I'd never seen him before, but it seemed that he was no stranger to Merrie since he immediately started to take off his clothes.
I watched as the three men made Merrie airtight and I wanted to go into the house and kill and maim. The only thing that stopped me was the fact that I had set it up to happen. Still, it was hard to watch the woman that I had loved be a slut for three guys and she sure did appear to be loving it.
The activity in the bedroom got repetitive and I clicked on the icon that would bring up what had been recorded earlier and stored. I watched Merrie get up from the kitchen table to answer the doorbell.
"Hi Merrie?"
"What are you guys doing here? Barry has already left for work."
"We know. We watched him leave."
"I don't understand."
"We are here to see you, not Barry. We have a proposition for you."
"A proposition? What kind of a proposition?"



"We have both wanted a piece of your fine ass since high school."
At that point Merrie tried to close the door, but Tony stopped her and said:
"You give us a taste and we don't tell Barry about you and Jim Reynolds."
"Are you insane? Get the hell out of here!"
"If we leave it will be to call Barry and tell him about your sucking Jim's cock and then leaning against the dumpster at the Strip and letting Jim fuck you from behind. And then we will tell him about seeing you leave Jim's last week. Do you really want that?"
Merrie stared at them for maybe twenty seconds and then she turned and walked back into the house and Mike and Tony followed. She led them into the bedroom and then Tony fucked her while Mike watched and then Mike fucked her while Tony watched. Next Tony fucked her while she sucked Mike's cock followed by Mike's fucking her while she nursed on Tony's pole.
When Tony said, "Let's DP her" she didn't protest. She let them get her into the position they wanted and then let them do it. That pissed me off even more that I already was because she had never let me do anal with her and she was doing it with them as if it was nothing new to her. What made it even worse for me was the way she responded. Begging for it harder and begging them to make her cum and then watching her have a screaming orgasm.
I couldn't watch any more of it and I fast forwarded to where Mike and Tony left. As soon as they were gone Merrie went to the phone and made a call.
"We have a problem" she said into the phone. Mike Bellah and Tony Anson were just here. They know about us and they threatened to tell Barry if I didn't put out for them."
"Of course I did. What choice did I have?"
"What do you mean what did I do? It was the same as what you and Kenny do with me."
"Don't be an ass. Of course I enjoyed it."
"I wasn't paying attention and Mike took cell phone pictures of me fucking Tony. They are going to come back tomorrow. What should I do?"
"Oh great! Easy for you to say. You aren't the one they are sticking it to."
"Well you have been pushing me to do a gangbang. Would you, Kenny, Mike and Tony be enough for a gangbang or do you need more?"
"Don't be silly. He's clueless. We've been fucking for three years now and he hasn't a clue."
"Okay; see you then."
I was as close to committing murder as I had ever been. Three years? The bitch had been cheating on me for three years? The fucking cunt had been hanging horns on me for one third of our married life! Maybe more. Maybe Jim wasn't the first. Maybe I needed to check the paternity of my kids. No! I wouldn't do that. They were mine regardless. I'd been with them when they were born and I had been with them every day since. I would not give them up!
I shut down the laptop and headed for my motel. There was a bar next door and I needed a drink. Fuck!! I needed a hell of a lot more that one.
I settled on a stool and ordered a Bud and considered my next move. I needed to see an attorney and I needed to decide just how bad I was going to fuck Reynolds up. And I WAS going to do that! You could bet the farm on it.
I was on my second Bud when a woman slipped onto the stool next to me. She tapped me on the shoulder and said:
"Looking for some company stud"?
My immediate thought was that she was a hooker and I was all set to tell her that I wasn't interested when she said:
"Was I that easy to forget?"
I turned and took a close look at her and then smiled as I said:
"As if. How you been Shelly?"
"About as good as you."
"That bad huh?"
"Yep, and for the same reason."
"How's that?"
"I'm not here by coincidence. I followed you here when you left your neighborhood."
"What?"
"I was following my husband. I've suspected that he was cheating on me and tonight I followed him to your house. I drove around the block meaning to find a place to park and then I was going to sneak over to your house and see if I could see find a window to peek in and catch the asshole fucking your wife. I saw you sitting in your car and figured that you were doing the same thing. When I saw you pull out I followed along."
"Who is your husband?"
"Kenny Howzer."
I took a good look at her and asked, "Why would any sane man cheat on you?"
"I could ask the same. Why would any sane woman cheat on you?"
"I guess we really fucked up in picking our mates. I found out tonight that Merrie has been cheating on me for at least three years with Jim Reynolds."
"What are you going to do?"
"They are being filmed even as we sit here. I'm going to use the film to dump her sorry ass."
"Any chance I could get a copy of that film to nail Kenny with?"
"It'll cost you?"
"What?"
"A date as soon as we dump the dead weight."
"Why do we have to wait?"
"I don't want to take a chance on giving Merrie anything she can use to counter sue."
"Dinner and drinks can't be used against you. Neither can dancing or going to the movies. We would just have to be careful not to touch inappropriately."
"I don't know about that sweetie. I couldn't keep my hands off of you when we used to date and you have definitely improved since high school and you were super hot back then."
"I guess I will just have to supply the will power for both of us. When are you going to drop her?"
"I'm supposed to be on a long business trip right now. She will have four days to hang herself. I've already seen the lawyer and I'm just waiting to gather the evidence. I'll go home Friday night or Saturday morning and use the weekend to put together the tapes of what she has done while I've been gone and then hit her with it Tuesday or Wednesday of next week. I should be able to give you copies by Monday evening."
"I'll see an attorney tomorrow and hopefully hit Kenny when you hit Merrie. So our first date will be on the weekend after we put out the garbage, right?
"Absolutely."
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next night I went back, parked the usual block over and reviewed what was on the recorder. I watched as Reynolds, Mike, Tony and a guy that I assumed was Kenny turn Merrie every which way but loose. It is kind of weird watching your wife being made airtight and wanting to kill her and yet be part of what she is doing at the same time.
I fast forwarded and saw Reynolds and three guys I didn't know doing her and I had to wonder if I ever knew Merrie at all
The next night I was back and I watched as Merrie got the gangbang I'd heard her talking about. Reynolds, Mike, Tony, the guy I presumed was Kenny and four guys I didn't know lined up on the whore and fucked her senseless.
It started out as a poker game which by itself pissed me off royally. It was something that Merrie had absolutely refused to let me at the house with my friends and yet there she was walking around naked and serving the players food and drink. MY beer and MY booze and MY food. It went on for a while or so and then one of the guys I didn't know grabbed her, pushed her down on the table scattering cards, chips and money in the process and shoved his cock into her. The gangbang was on.
After the third hard dick had dumped in her the party moved to the bedroom where Merrie took on two, three and four at a time. That's right. Four! She was airtight and was jacking off one of the unknowns. My wife! The mother of my children! Being used by four guys at the same time while the other four watched and waited for their turn at the whore.
I was so upset that I opened the car door and puked on the ground. I was less that a second from going into the house and killing them all when I got a grip on myself. I shut off the laptop and drove back to the motel, parked the car and then walked over to the bar where I proceeded to get blind, stinking drunk.
I was so fucked up in the morning that I had to call in sick to work. After a breakfast the included probably ten gallons of black coffee I decided that it was time to pull the plug on things.
++++++++++++++++++++
I checked out of the motel, drove to the airport and got my car and then killed time until the evening, I was pretty sure of what would be going on at the house after everyone got off work and I wanted the pleasure of ruining the evening for everyone.
I parked my usual one block over, turned on the laptop and clicked on the 'real time' icon. I toggled through the cameras until I got to the living room where I saw Merrie on her knees giving the guy that I presumed was Kenny a blow job as he sat on the couch. She was wearing a black teddy that I had given her on our last anniversary. He was in the middle and Reynolds was on one side of him and an unknown sat on the other. Both had their cocks out and Merrie was going from one to the other and taking turns sucking on them. Mike, Tony and a guy I didn't know were standing there watching.
I took out my cell and called her. The phone in the house rang and she took her mouth of off Kenny long enough to say:
"Someone bring me the phone. It might be doofus making his nightly check in call."
She went back to sucking until Tony brought her the cordless.
"Hello?"
"Hi baby. Finished early and I'm back. Just left the airport and should be home in a bit."
"Oh goody. I can't wait to see you. I'm feeling pretty damned horny right now. Be ready for some exercise when you get here."
I saw panic on her face when I disconnected and I heard her say:
"God damn the worthless fuck! He wasn't supposed to be home until tomorrow."
She got to here feet and said, "Everybody out. The dumb shit is on his way and I've got to get this place cleaned up."
"We have time to finish up" Kenny said, "It will take him forty-five minutes to get here from the airport."
"He said he'd already left the airport. He might be halfway home for all I know. Every one out. Now! The last thing I need is for him to get here and find all of you with me and I do have to get this place straightened up."
The guys grumbled, but they got up and started moving out. All except for Jim Reynolds.
"I'll help you clean up."
"No. He can't catch you here."
"When he gets here I'll go out the back door. I'm parked on the other side of the street so he'll never know. I'll start picking up while you go change."
"I'm not going to change. I'll tell the dumb shit I put it on to welcome him home."
The two of them got busy picking the place up and I got an idea. I got out of the car and got the tire iron out of the truck. Then I took a gamble. The house I was parked in front of was the house of my across the back fence neighbor. I rang his doorbell and Tim, his eighteen year old son came to the door. I wanted his dad, but Tim could do what I wanted. I asked him if he would like to make a quick twenty bucks.
"Doing what."
"I'm supposed to be out of town on business and I want to surprise my wife and her lover. When they see my car pull into the driveway he will run out the back door and I want to be standing there to say hello to him."
"Cool" was all he said. I handed him two tens and the deal was done. I took the tire iron, climbed the back fence, tip-toed up onto the back porch and waited.
I heard running and then the back door opened and Reynolds came rushing out and into a tire iron right across his mouth. I saw teeth fly out of his mouth as he went down and then I used the tire iron to try and see that his cock would never be able to more than pee ever again. Maybe not even that. I wouldn't mind at all if all his urinating had to be done through a plastic tube.
Merrie was standing just inside the door looking on in horror as I worked over her lover.
"Pack your bags and be out of the house by the time I'm done with him or you will be next."
She turned and ran! I took out my dick and pissed on Jim's head, shook the last few drops off my dick, put it away and went into the house. I took out my cell and called 911 and told them I'd caught an intruder in my house and that I'd had to subdue him.
"He put up a pretty good fight and I'm afraid I hurt him rather badly."
I walked around to the front of the house, got my bags and went into the house. I went into the kitchen to see if I had any beer left and found that there were four left. I wondered how Merrie would have explained the PBR since I was a Bud drinker. I opened one and then went into the living room and sat down on the couch to wait for the response to my 911 call.
Merrie was dressed when she came into the room and said, "We need to talk honey."
"So it's honey now. I thought I was supposed to be doofus, clueless, dumb shit or worthless fuck. What did I do that suddenly gets me promoted to honey?"
"You don..."
Just shut the fuck up Merrie. I don't want to hear that it isn't what I think. I don't want to hear that you love only me and that it was just some meaningless sex. I don't want to hear that it was just a one time mistake and it will never happen again. I do not want to hear that we love each other and we can get by it. I don't want to hear any of that ridiculous shit that cheaters say when they get caught. All I want to hear is "Goodbye" when you walk out the door. I don't even need to hear that. The sound of the door closing behind will work just fine. All you need to do is let me know where you are so I will know where to have you served."
"Served? What do you mean?"
"It means that I'm divorcing your cheating ass."
"I don't want a divorce."
"Sure could have fooled me. Gangbangs and having a lover for over three years sort of tells me that you didn't want a marriage so I'm getting rid of it."
"That's all bullshit Barry. None of that happened. I just got into trouble and was having a hard time getting out of it. If you would just let me explain."
"Okay. Go ahead and explain."
"It happened the night you got pissed off at me and left me at the bar. I was drunk and somehow Jim Reynolds got me out of the bar and into the parking lot. He took advantage of my condition and had sex with me. I was so drunk that I thought it was you. Two days later Jim came to see me. He had cell phone pictures of me giving him a blow job and he told me that if I didn't want you to see them I had to have sex with him again. I panicked. I couldn't let you see those pictures so I gave in. He means nothing to me honey. Nothing at all. I just didn't know how else to keep him from showing those pictures."
"That's the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth?"
"Honest to God honey. I swear on my mother's grave."
I laughed and said, "You sure are a piece of work Merrie. The only true thing you said was that you and Jim fucked in the parking lot. Jim didn't have a cell phone in his hand when you sucked his cock or while he fucked you as you leaned against the dumpster. You want to try and explain Mike and Tony? How about Kenny Howzer?"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Did you not hear me mention gangbangs and having a lover for over three years? I have had this house wired for a week Merrie. I have it all on disc. Everything you have done and everything you have said. Where do you think I heard clueless, dumb shit, doofus and worthless fuck? You are busted Merrie. I know it all Merrie. Every last little bit of it.
"I finally understand why you have been so disrespectful toward me these last three years. Why you constantly put me down and humiliate me in public. You can't respect someone you are fucking over and who is letting you get away with it. The fact that I didn't know didn't matter to you. Well maybe you can respect me now Merrie because I've finally done something about it and you aren't going to get away with fucking over me any more.
"Just sign the papers when you get them next week. I've been more that fair considering your actions. We split everything equally and I buy you out of your share of the house. I'll give you two thousand a month in alimony for two years or until you remarry whichever comes first. Although I doubt that Jim will be able to do you much good as a husband after what I just did to his equipment, but there is Mike, Tony and even Kenny to chose from. They are all single and seem to like the group sex you enjoy. And yes, Kenny is single or at least about to be. I'm giving his wife a copy of all that I have and he will be served about the same time you will be.
"There will be no child support because I'm keeping the kids. I will not allow them to live with the whore you have become. You can have unlimited visitation and have them every other weekend and for half of their vacations. And face it Merrie; you don't want them around where they can inhibit your sex parties.
"Just sign Merrie. Once you have done that and the divorce is final I'll destroy what I have. Don't sign and I'll go public with what I have and you won't be able to hold your head up in this town."
"You hate me that much?"
"I don't hate you Merrie; I just don't have any use for a cheating whore. Just like you apparently had no use for me these last three years."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Merrie moved out and signed the papers when they were served on her. A week later she was living with Tony. Did she continue to party with Tony, Mike and the others? I have no way of knowing and I don't care to know.
Shelly served papers on Kenny and he did not take it well. He slapped her around a bit and that night after he had fallen asleep she took a cast iron frying pan and worked him over and then she drug him out of the house and dumped him on the front sidewalk.
The Friday following the serving of the papers on the two cheaters Shelly and I had our first date and I do have to say that things look promising.
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I looked at her like she was some alien life form as my mind digested what she'd said to me over dinner. She had waited until the fresh baked apple pie was cut and then she had hit me with it.
"There is no easy way for me to do this so I'll go right at it. The kids are gone. I've been a damned good wife, mother and homemaker for the last twenty-four years. I've put you, the kids and the home ahead of everything and I've decided that it is time to do some things for myself. I'm forty-five and still reasonably attractive and I need to do it while I still have the goods.
"I love you and you know I do, but this is something that I have wanted to do for almost fifteen years now and I have accepted that you won't join me and be a part of it. I hate to see twenty-four good years go down the drain, but if you want a divorce over this I'll just have to live with it. I have a date for Friday night so if you don't want reheated leftovers for dinner you will need to eat out."
I just sat there and stared at her until she said, "Say something Rob."
I shrugged and said, "Good luck."
"Good luck? What do you mean by that?"
"Good luck in your new life and since you are no longer in mine I don't want you in my bedroom. So move out. Tonight! We can share the house until it is sold. I'll call a realtor in the morning and get the process moving. But I warn you that even though we will share the house you had better never bring your lovers into it or I'm liable to kill you both."
"Sell the house? I don't want to sell the house. I love this place."
"Then you need to come up with the money to buy out my share. In a divorce the assets will be split and that means the house gets sold. We only have two years left before it will be paid off and our equity is about two hundred and eighty thousand so you will need to come up with a hundred and forty thousand. You can think about where to get the money while you are moving out of the bedroom.
"I suggest that you get started now as I want to turn in early. Tomorrow will be a busy day for me seeing to the realtor, getting an attorney and doing all the rest that needs to be done."
"Why are you rushing into this?"
"Why not? You just ended our marriage so I see no need to pussyfoot around. Just get on it and get it done."
"But I haven't even done it yet."
"Doesn't matter. The 'in your face' attitude you just displayed in telling me what you intend to do told me just what you think of me. If you fuck your date on Friday or not we are still quits. Best you get started moving your stuff. Anything of yours still in the room when I go up to bed will be tossed out the bedroom window."
"We need to talk this out Rob."
"No we don't. You are a cheating cunt and I don't want any more to do with you."
"I am not a cheater!"
"Yes you are Mandy. You just told me that you have a date for Friday night. Not that you were going out looking, but that you already have one. That means that you have been meeting and talking with another man with the intent of setting up a sexual encounter and in my book that is the same as cheating. Now get the fuck out of my sight and start moving your shit!"
I got up from the table and headed for my 'man cave" which was also our garage. As I worked on my latest project, a 1965 Pontiac Catalina convertible, I thought back to when this nonsense started. It was about fifteen years ago and it was all because of who I was and what I did before I got married.
I had been quite the horn dog in high school. Pauline French had taken my virginity on my eighteenth birthday and I had liked it. So much so that I'd spent considerable time looking for more and as a result I had bedded a few of the opposite sex. Well, more than a few to be honest about it. I was your typical 'love them and leave them' asshole until I got to college and a couple of girls made it their business to cure me of my bad habits. I'd loved and left both of them and they got together and made it a crusade to see to it that it didn't happen to other girls. If they saw me with a girl they moved right in and told her about me. By my junior year the word had spread and I couldn't get a date to save my life.
The first year of my senior year I met Amanda Martin and fell ass end over tea kettle in love. She wouldn't have anything to do with me.
"I've been told what kind of guy you are and I know what you want and it isn't going to happen."
I kept on trying until one day she said, "Do I have to call the cops on you and file a complaint? As far as I'm concerned you are stalking me. Do I need to get a restraining order on you? Leave me alone! One last time! I want nothing to do with you! I am not going to be another notch on your bed post!"
I got the message and finally realized what my horn dog attitude had cost me. For the rest of my senior year I went dateless and ate my heart out every time I saw Amanda.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Graduation came and I went to work for the Athena Group in their marketing department. It isn't bragging to say I was a good looking guy and in pretty decent shape and I attracted the attention of several of the single girls who worked in my department. Truth be told a couple of the married ones also showed an interest. None of them knew my reputation so you could say that it was a target rich environment for someone like me.
But a funny thing happened somewhere along the line. I didn't take advantage of it. I guess the easiest way to explain it would be to say that I grew up Some time during my senior year I realized that I was never going to have a meaningful relationship with a girl like Amanda unless I changed my ways and God knows that I had really wanted that relationship with Amanda.
A year went by and while I did date a lot I pretty much behaved myself. I did fall into a friends with benefits relationship with a girl and it lasted for about six months and ended when she took a job in another state. Even though I dated a lot I never met a girl who made me feel like Amanda did and that feeling was my benchmark, my baseline, and what I was looking for and quite frankly I was beginning to feel that I was never going to find it.
++++++++++++++++++++
One night after working late I stopped at The Purple Onion on the way home from work. I was a regular there and Suzie behind the bar had my vodka tonic sitting on the bar by the time I slid onto the bar stool. I'd been there maybe a half hour when I heard a commotion behind me, I heard a woman say "Let go of me!" and a male voice say:
"No way are you hanging me out lady. Dinner, drinks, a show and you have been cock teasing me all night so there is no way you are going to get away with just saying goodnight."
"Let go of me asshole!"
"No way bitch! I'm going to get at least a blow job out of this night."
Normally I'm a guy who minds his own business, but the asshole acting like that and saying that kind of shit out loud and in public just set me off. I got up and went over to him and told him to get his ass out of the bar.
Who is going to make me, you?"
"Bet your ass."
"Fuck you" he said and swung on me. I blocked it and hit him hard. He staggered and I hit him twice more, grabbed him, spun him around, put him in a hammerlock and frog marched him out the door into the parking lot. The door didn't have a knob' it was the push bar type and I walked his body right into the push bar to open the door. His body hit the push bar at the same time his face hit the door and blood spurted from his nose. I walked him straight to the dumpster and then picked him up as I said "In you go with the rest of the garbage" and I dropped him into the dumpster as I said:
"If you are smart you won't come back into the bar."
I didn't go back in either because my good mood was gone. I went home to my apartment. Took a shower and went to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was three days before I stopped in at the Onion again. And as usual Suzie had my vodka tonic sitting on the bar when I reached the barstool. She went to the cash register and then came back and handed me an envelope.
"What's this" I asked.
"When you walked that turd out of here the other night you left your money lying on the bar. You tip well, but not that well so I put it in the register for you."
I took the envelope and put it in my pocket without looking in it and took out my wallet and dropped a twenty on the bar for my drink. Suzie pushed it back at me and said:
"Your money is no good in here tonight."
"Why?"
"The lady you rescued the other night told me to call her and let her know when you came back in again. I'm supposed to feed you drinks on her dime to hold you here until she gets here."
"You're kidding me."
"Not the least little bit bubba. The lady wants to thank you in person."
I was on my third vodka tonic when Suzie set a glass of white wine in front of the stool on my right and before I could ask her what it was for someone sat down on the stool. I looked and my jaw dropped as Amanda Martin smiled at me and said:
"Hi Rob; long time no see."
I was so stunned to see her that I was at a loss for words.
"What's the matter Rob? You never used to be the silent type."
"I'm just surprised to see you after all these years."
"It could have been three days sooner if you had come back in after escorting Dirk out of here the other night."
"That was you he was hassling?"
"It was. Unfortunately he was another one of my many mistakes. I seem to be incapable of picking a good man."
I had no idea of what I could say to that so I let it pass and asked her how she'd been and then about what she'd been doing since she left school. We talked for a while and then I asked her if she'd eaten yet and she hadn't so I asked her if she would care to join me for dinner. By the time dessert and coffee was served I had a date for the next night and that date led to many more and six months later I asked Mandy to marry me and she said yes.
Amanda came to our marriage bed a virgin and that fact was to have a major impact on our lives in the future.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
A year after our wedding Jason William joined us and a year and a half later Amber Marie became a member of our family. We had been married five years when Mandy hit me with one of the questions known to strike fear in a husband's heart.
"You know I love you right?"
"Of course I do."
"And you know that I would never do anything that would hurt our marriage, right?"
"Don't pussy-foot Mandy; lay it on me."
"You know I came into our marriage a virgin, right?"
"Get to it Mandy."
"You had so much experience before we became a couple so I know you had a wide range of experiences. I've always wondered what I missed by staying pure until my wedding."
I just sat there and looked at her in silence as she went on.
"You remember Sally Stiles?"
I did. She was one of the girls that Amanda hung out with in college and I knew that the two had stayed in touch and I nodded a yes.
"Well Sally and I talk a lot and she was telling me about her sex life with her husband Ralph. I confessed that you were the only man I'd ever had sex with and I admitted to being curious about what I'd missed by staying a virgin."
"So what is this all about Mandy?"
"I don't know how to say it Rob."
"Say what?"
"I'm afraid that you will take it wrong."
"Take what wrong?"
"I'd like to experience another man."
"You have got to be kidding me."
"Just hear me out Rob. I love you and I'm perfectly happy with you and our marriage. I just want to see what sex is like with someone else. No love or affection, just the physical act is all I want to experience and I don't need to go out and try a random pick up. Sally and Ralph belong to a swingers group and she said that she and Ralph would sponsor us. All the members are tested every two weeks so it is safe. We would do it together. It would give you a chance for a little variety and allow me to satisfy my curiosity."
"You have to be out of your mind if you think I would go along with something like that. The time to satisfy your curiosity is before you get married and not during the marriage. My response is to tell you to stop talking to Sally and letting her fill your head with garbage."
"All I wa..."
"No! Not just no but fuck no! Just drop it Amanda. I don't want to hear any more about it."
Things were a little icy around the house for the next couple of days and then things got back to normal. But when I told Mandy that I didn't want to hear any more about it it apparently didn't register with her. She brought it up a couple of times over the next several years and always when we were drinking and partying.
Typical was the night of her thirty-eighth birthday. I took her out to dinner and then we went for drinks and dancing. Several drinks and dances into the night and when I was feeling amorous and feeling her up on the dance floor she pointed out a couple and said:
"She's certainly sexy. Wouldn't you like a taste of that?"
She certainly was a sexy looking lady and if I was single I most definitely would have been interested and then Mandy said:
"And he isn't half bad either. Maybe we could meet them."
I knew she was fishing again so I just said, "No need. I've already got the one I want for tonight."
That happened three or more times over the years and while I can't prove it I know that at least some of them were plants. I discovered that one night when Sally and Ralph came in and sat down with the couple that Mandy was trying to get me interested in. Not a doubt in my mind that they were swinger friends of Sally and Ralph and that Mandy knew who they were and was hoping that I would take the bait.
The only thing I took from the night was the idea that I needed to watch Mandy a little closer. She was still friends with Sally and she had to have been introduced to the couple by Sally in order to know who they were. And if she was that in touch with swingers what else might she be doing? She stopped for drinks occasionally with the people she worked with and she did have a girls night out every once in a while. I really didn't think she was cheating on me yet because everything I'd heard about swing groups said that they didn't take in singles. I didn't think Mandy would hook up with some guy so she could go as part of a couple. I mean why would she? If she hooked up with a guy she wouldn't have to go to a swinger's group to get the experience that she craved would she?
It all came to a head on Mandy's thirty-ninth birthday. I asked her what she would like for her birthday present and she said:
"I want you to let me experience another man. Just once. I only want to try it one time and I'll never ask again."
"Tell you what I'll do Amanda. For your birthday I'll see an attorney, fill out the papers and have them served on you. Once we are divorced you can fuck all the other men that you want and have experiences by the bucket full. This is the last time I want to hear this shit! Let me make this absolutely crystal clear. The only way you are going to fuck another man without me tossing you out with the garbage is if we are divorced or I am dead.
"Get that firmly in your head. I'll even take it a step farther to make it as clear as can be. If you bring this shit up to me ever again I will divorce your ass and set you free to fuck all you want!"
I believed that I had finally gotten through to her because she never brought it up again.
Until the night she told me that she was going to do it whether I liked it or not.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I did see a realtor and an attorney. It would be a cut and dried fifty/fifty split. Amanda made as much as I did so there would be no alimony and the kids were grown up and gone. About the only things we would have to squabble over would be who got what out of the house.
I don't believe that Amanda knew what she had set in motion until she came home from work Wednesday evening and found a for sale sign on a post in our front yard. And it really hit home when she was served at work on Thursday. She was pissed! I mean she was absolutely livid when she got home Thursday night and lit into me for having her served in front of her co-workers.
"Only fitting" I said.
"What the hell do you mean by that?"
"I can pretty much account for your time so if you were talking dates with a man I figure that you had to be doing it at work. So to me it seems fitting that since the ending of our marriage started at your work place that is where you should be served."
"Nothing started at work!"
"Whatever. What needed to be done got done and as far as I'm concerned now that you have been served you are free to go and fuck other guys to your hearts content."
I got up, put on my coat and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"To the bar. I'm going to drink some beer and shoot some pool and get a head start on my new life as a single guy."
"We need to talk Rob."
"No we don't Amanda. You said every thing that needed to be said when you looked me right in the eye and told me that you were going to deliberately cheat on me and that if I didn't like it I could go for a divorce. Well Amanda, I didn't like it so I'm getting the divorce."
I left the house and headed for Bud's Bar.
I drank beer and shot pool until ten-thirty and then I went on home. Amanda was already in bed and she was still in her room when I left for work in the morning so I didn't know if she dressed for her date or took a change of clothes with her to work.
After work I stopped at the Village Inn for dinner and when I got home at seven I was surprised to see Amanda's car in the garage. I figured that she must have come home and changed after work and that her date had picked her up here at the house. The guy must have stones the size of basket balls if he could do that knowing that I might be there. With that thought in mind I went into the house and found Amanda sitting at the kitchen table nursing a glass of wine.
There was no lack of sarcasm in my voice when I said, "Date over all ready? He was that much of a dud?"
"Fuck you Rob! There was no date. There never was a date. I made all that up."
"Yeah! Right! Like I'm going to believe that."
"I've wanted to do it forever Rob and I felt that if it was going to happen it needed to be done while I still had my looks. Sally told me that I should just tell you that I was going to do it and that you wouldn't want to lose me so you would go along with it."
"I told you a long time ago to stay away from that stupid bitch, but oh no, you couldn't listen to me and instead you listen to her. How's that working out for you?"
"This isn't funny Rob. It has gotten way out of hand. You need to call the realtor and take the house off the market and call your lawyer and stop this divorce nonsense."
"Why would I want to do that?"
"I just told you. There was no date. It was all a bluff to try and get you to go along with me on what I wanted."
"There is a small problem with that Amanda."
"What?"
"I do not choose to believe you. My take on it is that you didn't expect me to take a hard line and when I did it shocked you and now you are trying to do damage control. You more than likely called your date and begged off and now you are trying to salvage your marriage. I'm not buying it. You might as well call your date back and tell him it is a go after all.
"Make sure that your room is straight before you go. Just in case you are not home by nine in the morning. There is a couple coming to look at the house at ten. Good night. Have fun on your date. I sure hope it is worth what it cost you."
She started crying as I left the room and there once was a time when it would have caused me to rush to her, take her in my arms and comfort her. But that was then.



As I climbed into bed I did wonder if Amanda was telling the truth. It was possible, but I couldn't be sure and that was the killer - the fact that I couldn't be sure. Then I had a thought. It was a little out there, but it could work. It was a long shot, but it wouldn't cost me a thing to try it. I got up and got my cell phone. Since Amanda spent so much time with Sally I had Sally on speed dial in case I needed to get in touch with Amanda.
I called Sally and when she answered I told her I needed a big favor.
"Can you get a message to Mandy without messing up her date?"
"She cancelled the date. She is supposed to be home talking to you."
"Oh? I haven't gone home yet. I guess I'd better hurry home then."
I disconnected and went to bed. So much for Amanda's story that it was all a bluff.
+++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I made the bed and picked up the room. When I got to the kitchen Amanda was there and it did not look as if she had a good night. She did have the coffee made so I poured myself a cup.
"Is your room straight" I asked.
"You aren't really going to sell the house are you?
"Of course I am."
"I don't want a divorce Rob. Please! It was all a big mistake. I don't want a divorce."
"That's what you don't want Amanda. How about what I didn't want? I told you over and over again that I'm not going to share you with another guy and I've told you countless times that I didn't want to hear any of that shit again. Did I get what I wanted Amanda? No I didn't. You constantly bring it up even though I keep telling you that I do not want to hear it. No reason to give you what you want when I can't get what I want."
"I won't do it anymore Rob. I promise I won't do it again."
"You probably won't, but that won't stop you from wanting to do it and it is my belief that with the thought in your mind that you need to do it while, how did you put it – you still have the goods - you will still be talking to Sally and listening to her tales of how great it is to experience different men and you are going to do it. You will decide that since you can't get me to go along you will do it without telling me. You will get caught by me and then I'll go to jail for what I do to the guy you cheat with. When I get out of jail I will divorce you for infidelity. Since divorce is going to happen anyway it is better that I do it now for irreconcilable differences and avoid going to jail."
"I would never do that to you. Yes, I do want to do it, but only if it is okay with you. That's the reason I keep bringing it up. I figure that once you accept that I really, really want to do it you will let me."
"That is stupid thinking on your part Amanda. Have I ever, even once, in the last fifteen years given any indication of a softening in my attitude? I have not! It will never happen with my approval and I believe that you will come to realize that and when you do you will go ahead and do it thinking that it will only be the one time and you can hide it from me.
"The problem is that you won't be able to do that. I know you too well Amanda and I can tell when you are trying to put something over on me. For instance; you told me that the date thing was a bluff and I could tell you were lying. You did have a date. You thought that once you gave me your ultimatum I would accept it because you knew that I loved you and wouldn't want to let you go. I surprised you when I said okay I'll go for the divorce. Suddenly you realized that you guessed wrong and that I was going to let you go so you cancelled your date and started doing damage control.
"Deny it all you want Amanda, but you can't lie for shit. I could tell you were lying through your teeth when you told me that the date thing was a bluff. You did have a date. I know it and I'm tired of this shit so I'm letting you have what you want, but there is a price for letting you do it and that price is a divorce. As far as I am concerned now that you have been served you are free to do what ever it is that you want. Have other men to your hearts content Amanda because your marriage to me is over. Now, is your room ready for viewing?"
"No it isn't and it isn't going to be. I'm taking the day off work and the kitchen isn't going to look all that great either. I intend to do a lot of baking today and you know how messy that can get. Also I'll go along with them on the walk thru and point out all the flaws. I may even mention that we don't have the roach problem under control yet."
"I guess I can't stop you from doing that, but if you do it do it knowing what it will cost you."
"And that would be?"
"I'll move out, stop making the house payments and stop paying for the utilities and eventually the house will go into foreclosure and we will lose it and your portion of what we could have gotten in a sale. The other option is that you pick up the house payments and pay for the lights, gas, water and phone. Quite frankly I don't believe that you can do it on your salary alone, but that is something that you will have to decide."
I got up from the table, filled my travel mug with coffee and said, "I'm off to work. I'll call the real estate agent this afternoon and see how the showing went. If he tells me that you tried to sabotage the sale I'll make the necessary calls to put the utilities in your name and let you make the next house payment which is due this coming Wednesday."
"Damn it Robert! Can't you get it through your hard head that I don't want a divorce?"
"Can't you get it through your thick skull that I don't give a rat's ass about what you want or don't want? I stopped giving a shit about what you want when you looked me right in the eye and told me what you were going to do it and that if I didn't like it I could get a divorce. That was the end of our marriage Amanda. You gave me the choice and I chose divorce."
She was looking at me with a glum look on her face when I left for work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
At one o'clock I called my friend Mark.
"How did it go?"
"She stayed out of the way."
"Was the room she was using viewable?"
"Neat as a pin. Even the kitchen. My brother liked the house. He almost wishes that it really was for sale."
"If our plan doesn't work it might be."
"I've got my cousin and his girlfriend going to look at it the day after tomorrow and my sister and brother in law on the day after that."
After your cousin looks at it I'll tell her that you called me with an offer."
"You really think that this is going to work?"
"I hope so, but if it doesn't at least I will have tried."
When I got home from work Amanda was sitting on the living room couch reading a book. When I came in she put the book down and asked:
"Should I fix dinner or are you going out again tonight?"
"If you are going to fix for yourself I'll stay in, but if you are going to cook just for me I'll go out."
"I haven't eaten all day so I'll go fix something" and she got up and headed for the kitchen. While she was getting dinner ready I went down into the basement and checked the recorder that I'd put on the phone line the day Mark had put the for sale sign in the yard. The only call of interest was a call that she made as soon as I left for work that morning.
"Hello?"
"Hi. It's me. He just left for work."
"Any change?"
"No. I guess he is really going through with it. The realtor is bringing some people to look at the house this morning."
"I don't know why you are so down about it. It frees you up to do what we've talked about."
"I don't want to do it if it is going to cost me my marriage."
"It looks to me like you have all ready lost it. If Rob does follow through on the divorce you can hook back up with Rudy. You pretty near broke his heart when you cancelled the other night. He was really looking forward to bringing you to the meeting. There were a couple of other guys who were also disappointed when you were a no show."
"Not as disappointed as I was when our plan didn't work. You assured me that Rob would give in rather than lose me."
"And I don't understand that at all. The man loves you. Everyone knows that he worships the ground you walk on. He should have caved in to your ultimatum."
"Well he didn't and now I can't even get him to talk to me."
"Given the hard line he is taking what could you possibly say?"
"I don't know, but there has to be something I can say or do that will get him to put a stop to things."
"I hate to say it, but the only thing I can see working is that you promise him that it will never be brought up again."
"The way things have been going I don't think he would believe me. He doesn't believe any thing that I say. He says he knows I was lying when I told him that the date thing was just a bluff."
"Oh shit!"
"What?"
"He knows you were lying because he called me and asked me if I could get a message to you without interfering with your date and I told him that you had cancelled the date so you could be at home and talk with him."
"Oh God; now what can I do."
"I don't know that you can do anything girl."
"Don't say that! I can't lose Rob; I just can't!"
"Why not? Once you are free of him you will be able to have all the experiences that you want. Besides Rudy I know a good half dozen guys we can hook you up with."
"I thought you were my friend Sally, but I guess I'm wrong. It seems like your only interest in me is having someone you can hook up with your single friends who want to join your swing group. It isn't going to be me Sally. Not ever. Not without Rob going along with it and I have finally accepted that it just isn't going to happen. He is never going to go along with it. Goodbye Sally."
I rewound the recorder and went back upstairs. I watched the evening news until Amanda called me to dinner. We ate in silence and it wasn't until Amanda got up to start cleaning up that she spoke.
"I do not want a divorce Rob. What do I have to do to get you to drop the divorce and take the house off the market?"
"It doesn't matter Amanda because you can't do it."
"How can you know that?"
"Because you have had fifteen years to do it and you haven't been able to do it. No reason at all to believe that you can do it now."
"What?"
"Put an end to the 'other man' bullshit. The problem we have now is that you could promise me that you would do it, but I don't trust your word any more. I can't help but believe that even if you promise to drop it and a situation was to arise that made you believe that you could do it and get away with it you would go ahead and do it. I'm always going to remember you saying that you needed to do it while you still had your looks. And then there is the fact that you have already lied to me about the date thing. No Amanda, I just can't see it happening.
"You might want to start looking for a place to live. I talked to the real estate guy this afternoon and the couple that looked at the house seemed to really like it. He thinks they are going to make an offer."
"This is just so unfair. I don't want to lose this place."
"You don't have to lose it. You can always buy me out of my share and keep the house and how can it not be fair? You are getting what you say you have always wanted. You now have the freedom to experience another man or men. You should be happy."
I got up and left the table.
When I came back into the house after spending a couple of hours on the Pontiac Mandy was in her room so I went to the basement and checked the recorder. There was nothing of interest on it so I rewound it and headed up to bed. I set the alarm for five and then sacked out.
++++++++++++++++++
I was up and out of the house before Amanda came out of her room and I stopped at the IHOP for breakfast. I had an extremely busy day and didn't have much time to spare on thinking about the situation with Mandy.
I decided to eat out that night and after eating I stopped by Bud's Bar to have a beer or two and shoot some pool. I left about a quarter after ten and when I got home the lights were out and Mandy's car was in the garage so I guessed she had gone to bed.
I checked the recorder and only found one call of interest.
"Hello?"
"Good evening girlfriend."
"What do you want Sally?"
"To get back on your good side."
"Why? Got another single guy who needs someone so he can get into your swing group?"
"Don't be that way Mans; we were friends long before I met Ralph and got involved in the scene and let us not forget that it was you always pressing me for more information about what Ralph and I do."
"Okay. You've made your point."
"The reason I'm calling is to see if you can have lunch with me tomorrow. I think I have a way for you to get Rob to drop the divorce."
"What is it?"
"I'll tell you over lunch. I'm still working on the fine points of it. Sarducci's at noon work for you?"
"I can be there."
"Don't panic if I get there first and when you get there you see me sitting with a guy. I'm not trying to fix you up with anybody, but if my plan is workable we will need him. Got to run. See you at noon."
I went to sleep trying to wrap my head around the fact that Sally was trying to help Amanda save her marriage. Sally didn't even like me and never had. Of course that the feeling was mutual might have had something to do with it.
I was up and out of the house before Mandy got up in the morning and I had enough free time during the day to wonder about Sally and Mandy's lunch date. Did Sally really have an idea that would help Mandy or was the lunch just some ploy to try and suck Amanda into the swinging scene?
I decided to go straight home and not eat out or stop for some beers after work. I'd no sooner made that decision than Mandy called me and asked me if I would be home for dinner or was I going to be late again. I told her that I would be home around my usual time.
Dinner was ready when I got home and Mandy set it out on the table. The conversation was minimal and pretty much limited to "Please pass the mashed potatoes" or "Would you like some more green beans." After we had eaten, but before she cleared the table Mandy slid an envelope across the table to me. As I reached for it Mandy said:
"I had a phone call from Sally last night and she told me that she had an idea on how I could maybe save our marriage. I met her for lunch and she had a man from her swing group with her, but he was there in his capacity as a paralegal and a notary.
"Sally explained her idea and I agreed with it and Abe, the paralegal, left us and came back twenty minutes later with the document you have in your hands. I signed it and he notarized my signature. All you have to do is read it and then sign it where it says "I accept this agreement."
"What if I don't accept it?"
"Why wouldn't you? It gives you everything you say you want and then some."
I opened the envelope, took out the document and read it. Basically it was a legally enforceable post nuptial agreement that stated if Amanda violated any of the provisions of the document and it led to a divorce she would leave the marriage with nothing but her personal possessions. The two major provisions were infidelity and any attempts on her part to try and get me to join her in having sexual relations with others. I took a pen out of my shirt pocket and sighed on the line that said:
"I accept this agreement."
Then Mandy said, "There is one thing that has to happen that the document doesn't specify."
"What's that?"
"It doesn't become valid until after we have made love" and she started to unbutton her blouse.
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I would have to say (others might not agree) that my life was fairly normal for the first twenty-five years of it. A 'middle of the roader' would be a pretty accurate description.
In school I never made the honor role, but I never failed a class. In the sports I went out for I usually made the team, but I was never a stand out star. My extra curricular activities were the Chess Club and the Thespian Society. I won seventy percent of my chess matches (which of course meant the I lost thirty percent of them) and in the plays the Thespian Society put on I almost always got a part, but never the lead.
I did all right in the dating department, but that was mostly because I had a car courtesy of doting grandparents. They gave it to me the day I got my driver's license.
Well to do doting grandparents also got me into college via a college fund that they set up the day I came into the world.
College was similar to high school in that I got decent, but not stellar grades and that was not because I lacked smarts, but because of the party atmosphere that came with the fraternity that I joined.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
College was significant in that besides the education that it gave me it also gave me a distrust of women. It didn't start in high school because in high school I never got serious with any of the girls I dated. That changed when I started college. Changed quickly.
The first day of freshman orientation I met Ann Spaulding and felt all warm and tingly inside when she looked into my eyes and said hello. I wasn't at all shy and I asked her out after talking to her for only five minutes. She said that she would love to go out with me. We had a great first date and seemed to click. The first date led to several more and by the holiday break we were an acknowledged couple on campus and were actually talking marriage.
The first time we made love Ann was worried that I might be upset because she wasn't a virgin, but I assured her that it didn't matter. Why should it since I wasn't one either. Bev Holbrook saw to that at my eighteenth birthday party.
When the holiday break came she went back to Michigan and before she left we discussed going shopping for a ring when she came back. The day after Christmas I was missing her something awful so I dipped into my college fund and caught a flight to Michigan. I landed at Detroit Metropolitan Airport; rented a car from Avis and the GPS system in the car took me right to 411 Campbell Ave in Ypsilanti. I rang the doorbell and a woman I assumed was Ann's mother answered the door and I asked for Ann.
"Ann isn't here right now. She and Charlie are out on a date. I think they are shopping for the ring."
"Charlie?"
"Charlie Ferguson; her fiancée."
"Ann has a fiancée?"
"For two years now."
"She never told me. Well, if she isn't here I guess I'd better get along" and I turned to leave.
"Who should I say dropped by?"
I gave her a made up name and headed back to the airport. I turned in the rental and caught the next flight out.
Ann came back on January second. I was in my room at the frat house when Bill Neubert told me that Ann was there to see me. I went downstairs and she was all smiles when she saw me. She ran to me and put her arms around me and kissed me and then asked:
"Are we going ring shopping today?"
"Why? Didn't you like the one you got from Charlie?"
"Charlie?"
"You know; Charlie Ferguson. Your fiancée."
"That was you that came to the house?"
"It was."
"I can explain that honey."
"No you can't. You could talk to me if I was willing to listen, but I'm not" and I turned and went back up to my room.
When I next saw her a week later she was on the arm of a sophomore basketball player.
+++++++++++++++++++++
It wasn't until spring break that I was willing to try dating again. I didn't go anywhere on the break because the money I could have used to go was spent on my trip to Michigan.
I was at the mall and I had just come out of Sears when the woman in front of me tripped and fell. When I helped her up I saw that it was a girl who was in my Introduction to Business Law class. I couldn't remember her name. When I helped her up I noticed that she seemed in pain. I asked her if she was all right and she told me that she thought that she had twisted her ankle.
We were close to the center court so I picked up the packages she had dropped and helped her to one of the center court benches. She had been wearing high heels and somehow the heel on the right shoe had snapped off and that is what caused her to go down. She was worried about how she was going to get around with one broken shoe and when I mentioned that she could go barefoot she said:
"Maybe here inside, but not out in the parking lot."
I noticed that there was a Footlocker close by and I asked her for her shoe size and then I went and bought her the cheapest pair of tennis shoes that they had in her size. I took the shoes back to Becky (we had exchanged names when I helped her to the bench) and she put them on. Then leaning on me I helped her out to her car in the parking lot. As she got in the car she told me that she owed me for my help and she invited me over to her place for dinner and I accepted.
When I got to the address she had given me I was surprised to see that it was an apartment. I don't know why, but I had assumed that she was living with her parents. She answered my knock and let me in. It was a pretty nice two bedroom apartment and she had set up the second bedroom as a study complete with desk, desktop computer and loaded book shelves.
She handed me a glass of red wine and we sat and talked while dinner finished cooking. I found out that she was like me in that she had a trust fund paying for her college and she had decided to live off campus instead of living in the dorms or joining a sorority.
Dinner was baked pork chops, mashed potatoes and green beans and before dinner was over I had asked her out and she had accepted. By summer vacation we were a steady couple. She wasn't going to go home for the summer. She was going to stay in school and take some summer classes. I had a summer job working for my uncle doing landscaping and lawn maintenance so we were able to date over the summer.
By the time school started back up for the fall term I was pretty serious where Becky was concerned and I thought she felt the same about me. Right up until a frat mixer during the third week of classes. I introduced Becky to some of my frat brothers and we proceeded to party. A couple of hours into the affair I looked around and couldn't see Becky and so I went looking for her.
I found her in a bedroom being fucked by some guy I had never seen before. I assumed that Becky knew him from the way she was crying out:
"Fuck me Tommy; oh god baby, fuck me."
I walked up to where I could look down into Becky's face. Her eyes were closed until the guy said, "Hey dude; how about some privacy here" and I said, "I'm leaving. I just wanted to tell Becky that she is going to have to find another ride home. I don't want her cunt leaking on my car seat."
At the sound of my voice Becky's eyes shot open and she started trying to push the guy off of her. I turned and left the room. The only saving grace – at least for me – was that the guy wasn't a frat brother; just the guest of one.
I drove out to Steven's Point and looked out over the water and napped off and on until the party was over. At least Becky spared me the "It wasn't what it looked like" or the "I can explain Honey" or the ever popular "It didn't mean a thing baby." I never spoke to her again. The real outcome was that I was soured on girls so I went the rest of my sophomore year without even trying to date.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Summer vacation was spent working for my uncle again and I was still working part time for him on the weekends after school started in the fall. Three weeks after school started we were putting in a koi pond at an upscale house in the Pinewood Estates. I'd just finished laying the liner when an absolutely stunningly beautiful girl came out on the patio, sat down and watched me work as I rocked the edges of the liner.
She watched me for maybe five minutes and then she got up and went back into the house only to come back out five minutes later with a pitcher and two glasses. She filled one of the glasses from the pitcher and brought it over and handed it to me.
"Here" she said as she handed it to me, "You need to take a break."
"What is it?"
"Poison of course. Can't waste the good stuff on the hired help."
"Oh well, if I'm going to die it might as well be by the hand of a beautiful woman."
I took a sip and found that it was sweetened iced tea. I nodded an okay and said:
"And who does Bobby have to thank for this?"
"Fiona. You don't look like a Bobby."
"Bobby is how I refer to myself. Most other people call me Rob although I have been known to answer to "Hey You."
"Well then Hey You, come and join me at the table. I want to pick your brain."
I joined her at the patio table and she said, "I saw you when I took a tour of the campus just before summer break so tell me some of the things you found out the hard way when you were a freshman."
I took a sip of my tea and then spent ten minutes telling her about some of the pitfalls to avoid and then I told her I had to get back to work.
"I've got to have the water and some of the plants in the hole by the end of the day."
"What time do you get off?"
"When the sun starts to go down."
"That will be about eightish. Doesn't give us much time."
"Time for what?"
"I've just appointed you my campus guide. In order for you to be able to do the job correctly we will need to get to know each other. To do that we need to date. The first one will be tonight when you get off work."
I couldn't help it; I just had to tweak her and even though I didn't have one I said, "And just what am I supposed to tell my girlfriend?"
"Goodbye."
"Goodbye?"
"Yes. You tell your ex-girlfriend goodbye."
I was intrigued. I wasn't used to a girl of her age being so self assured.
"I'm filthy and I'll need to go home to shower and change clothes. It would be nine or nine-thirty before we could even start. I have to be up by six so I need to be in bed by eleven-thirty if I'm going to be worth spit on the job tomorrow. An hour and a half isn't going to be much of a date."
"You can shower here and you are about the same size as my dad so clothes won't be a problem."
I chuckled and said, "Do I at least get to pick my own best man?"
"We will cross that bridge when we come to it." She topped off my drink and told me to get back to work. "The sooner you get done the sooner we can start our date."
I just shook my head and got back to work. As I worked I wondered about Fiona. It wasn't likely that I would have ever asked her out and for a bunch of reasons. One was you don't hit on your customers. Another of course was that I hadn't dated since Becky and was still in an "I don't need this shit!" kind of mood where girls were concerned. Also it wasn't likely that I would have ever run into her on campus what with me being a junior and her being a freshman. The two of us dating could only have happened the way it did and who was I to look a gift horse in the mouth.
I finished up about six and Fiona showed me where to shower and when I came out I found that she had brought in a shirt, a pair of slacks, a pair of socks and a pair of penny loafers. Everything fit and when I was dressed I found her waiting.
"We will take my car. I'm not interested in showing up at Adolpho's in a pickup truck. Especially one with a cement mixer and a wheelbarrow in the back."
"I hate to burst your bubble Fiona, but Bobby can't afford Adolpho's."
"Doesn't matter since we won't be paying anyway. My Uncle Stan owns the place and my dates and I get a free ride."
I have to admit that I was a little put off by her take charge attitude, but at the same time I was intrigued by it. And also in the back of my mind I was wondering about why this girl was behaving with me like she was. She was drop dead gorgeous, from money, and no doubt had a list of suitors a mile long so why had she pulled a landscape laborer out of the hole he was working in and set up a date?
I didn't believe for one minute that it was because she needed a guide around campus. True, she probably had seen me when she toured the campus and had recognized me, but there was no doubt in my mind that she knew dozens of guys who went to State and who would have leapt at the chance of being her guide.
We had a very nice dinner and talked as we ate. I learned that she was twenty and the reason that she was a twenty year old freshman was because her grandmother had taken her on a lengthy world tour. She was actually six days older than I was. She hadn't yet decided what she was going to major in, but was leaning toward Business Management.
When we got back to her house she told me that she rarely ever kissed on the first date.
"I like the guy to have something to look forward to. Some get it on the second date, but most don't get it until the third. I hope you like classical music because that is where we are going tomorrow. Pick me up at six."
I told her that it might not be possible because I still had plenty of work to do on the koi pond and landscaping and I might not finish in time to go home and change.
"Bring your clothes and you can shower and change here" and she headed on into the house.
My initial thought as the door closed behind her was to ignore what she wanted and go home to shower and change and if we missed the symphony tough shit, but there were two reasons why I couldn't do that. One was that it might have an adverse effect on my uncle's business. A lot of his work came from word of mouth advertising from satisfied customers. I had no idea of how much influence Fiona had with her parents so I couldn't chance it. The other reason of course was that I just had to see where things were going to go.
When I picked her up she damned near took my breath away. She was gorgeous and she dressed to show it off. I was wearing a dark blue suit with a red silk tie, but along side Fiona I looked like a bum. I was sure that people were going to look at us and wonder why she was with a guy like me and of course I was wondering it too.
It was an enjoyable evening. The program was Mendelssohn's Symphony's No.3 and No.4. The "Scottish" and the "Italian" both in A major and both favorites of mine. After it was over I took her to Denny's for pie and coffee and she told me about her world tour with her grandmother and told me that someday she would like to live in Spain.
When I got her home she gave me a scorcher of a kiss, told me that she would let me decide what to do on our next date:
"Which will be tomorrow. Give me a call and let me know what time you will pick me up and how I should dress."
The next day was a Monday and a school day and I had planned on spending the evening working on my car, but Fiona fascinated me and I decided to go along with her program even though I didn't have a clue as to what her program was.
I decided to see how a girl into world tours and symphonies would handle more plebian pursuits. I called her at eight in the morning and told her that I would pick her up at five and to dress in jeans. When she asked what we would be doing I told her it was a surprise.
"I don't do surprises well" she told me and the tone of her voice when she said it did not set well with me so I decided to show a little backbone where "Miss I'm in Charge" was concerned and so I said:
"Too bad. It would have been fun. Take care and maybe I'll see you around campus."
"Whoa! What do you mean by that?"
"You don't want my surprise so I'll just go by myself and since you don't seem to like the way I do things I don't see much sense in trying to do things with you."
"Don't be silly Rob. That's not what I meant. I'm just a girl who likes to be prepared when I do things. I didn't say I wasn't going to go. Its little things like how to dress. For example; you said jeans, but I have dressy jeans and I have jeans for bumming around in so which do I wear?"
That sounded reasonable so I backed off a little and told her to wear her bumming around jeans.
I picked her up at five and we went to the miniature golf place on North Wilcox and played. There were several kids there that I knew and I introduced them to Fiona. After we finished there I took her to the Burger Barn for dinner and then it was over to Skate City. I don't know if she enjoyed the evening, but I sure did.
When we got in my car to take her home she slid over next to me, kissed me on the cheek and then sat next to me all the way to her house. When I pulled into her driveway and put the car in park she said:
"Kiss me Rob."
I did and we sat there for the next half hour and engaged in a steamy make out session. It ended when my hand went under her top and fondled her breasts. She pulled away from me and said:
"Not yet Rob' it is too soon for that."
She kissed me again and started to get out of the car. I got out and walked over to her side of the car and walked her to her door where she kissed me again and said:
"I'm free all week except for Wednesday. Call me."
As I drove home I was still wondering what was gong on. What was Fiona playing at? She was a steak and caviar girl and I was a burger and fries guy. Her interest in me made no sense at all. At least it didn't to me. That said I was going to hang in there. Our being together didn't compute although I wished it did.
We dated for the next two weeks and our make out sessions got hotter and hotter and we had reached the point that I was finger fucking her and she was giving me hand jobs. I kept pushing her for 'the full ride' and she kept saying "Not yet" or "It's too soon."
The Saturday at the end of the second week was her twenty-first birthday and we were on for dinner and a movie. I picked her up and gave her a card and the present I'd bought for her. She read the card and said, "That's just so sweet Rob" and then she opened her present and exclaimed, "I love them honey" and she took off the earrings she was wearing and put on the gold hoop earrings I'd given her.
In the car she moved to her usual spot – right next to me leg touching leg – and I drove us to Duke's Steak House. Over dinner she told me that she didn't want to go to the movies.
"I want to celebrate my twenty-first birthday with drinks and dancing. Take me to The Black Mushroom."
"I can't do that. You might be twenty-one, but I won't be twenty-one until next week."
"I've got that covered" she said and she handed me a driver's license in the name of Ronald Cummings and it said that he was twenty-two. In his picture he had a beard and Fiona said:
"It is my Cousin Ron's license. All you have to do is say that you shaved since getting the license."
I shrugged and thought, "What the hell; all they can do is refuse it so I might as well go for it."
They didn't refuse it. They never even saw it. They carded Fiona and then assumed that her date would be as old as she was or older and they waved us in. The guy at the door gave Fiona a piece of paper to give to the waitress.
"We give everyone who comes in here on their twenty-first birthday a drink on the house."
I don't know about Fiona, but I was no stranger to alcohol. I'd been drinking wine with dinner (one glass only) since I turned sixteen and beer since becoming eighteen. I ordered a beer and Fiona asked for a Cosmo and then we drank and danced for the next three hours. I limited myself to two beers which I nursed because I was driving, but Fiona had half dozen drinks before we left.



I pointed the car toward Fiona's and she said, "You are going the wrong way Rob. You need to turn around and head for Wilcox."
"Why?"
"I'm giving myself a birthday present" and she opened her purse and took out a key card. It said Quality Inn on it. I gave Fiona a confused look and she said:
"I told you that I was giving myself a birthday present. I'm giving me you."
I quickly realized what she was saying and I hung a U-turn and headed for the Quality Inn.
Fiona was not a virgin, but neither was I. We undressed and climbed on the bed and I surprised her by going down on her instead of immediately climbing on. She worked us into a sixty-nine and after a bit we broke apart and made love while as I sang Happy Birthday to her. She sucked me hard and we went a second time and then I ate her to an orgasm while I waited for my cock to get hard enough to go for thirds,
The third time was doggie and as I screwed her I was looking down at her rosebud. I'd never had anal sex and I wondered if Fiona would go for it. As I banged away at her pussy I worked a finger into her ass and she moaned:
"What are you doing? You want to get nasty with me? You want my butt hole?"
"I wouldn't mind."
"Do you have any KY or Astro-Glide with you?"
"Nope."
"Then you aren't going there this time. Maybe next time."
There wouldn't be a next time, but I didn't know it then.
We finished and I took her home. I walked her to her door, got a goodnight kiss and went home. I called her the next day to set up a date for the next day and what I got was:
"It was fun Rob, but summer is over and I need to concentrate on school and I won't have any time for foolishness."
"Foolishness? You call what we shared last night foolishness?"
"It was only sex Rob; get over it" and I heard the click as she hung up on me.
"Fucking cunt" I muttered. "First Ann, then Becky and now Fiona. Fucking bitches aren't worth the trouble" and that was the mindset I carried through my junior year.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't date, but I didn't go without pussy either. I knew two girls who were paying their way through college by engaging in the world's oldest profession and I made good use of them. I saw Fiona around campus, but when our eyes met she would look away.
I also saw her at the frat house when we had parties. The girls from Lambda Delta Psi were always invited and Fiona belonged to that sorority so I saw her at parties, but we ignored each other. It was the middle of my senior year when I found out what Fiona had been doing with me. It was at another frat party and Fiona was there. I was off in a corner nursing a beer and looking at her whenever she was looking away from me. I heard:
"Still carrying a torch for her?"
I turned and saw Nancy Neubert standing there.
"No. Just curious is all."
"No feelings for her at all?"
"I can't say that."
"She isn't worth it you know."
"Why do you say that?"
"Because of what she deliberately did to you."
"Deliberately did to me?"
And then Nancy told me the story.
Fiona informed Lambda Delta Psi that she would be joining when she started school. That's right – she informed them and the way she did it pissed off the pledge committee Fiona didn't have to go the usual pledge route. Her mother, grandmother and two aunts had been Lamb Delts so she was a legacy, but even legacies have to go through the hazing process. Two of the members of the committee knew Fiona and didn't like her to begin with so the committee decided they would lay a chore on Fiona that they expected that she would refuse to do and then they could deny her membership.
The Lamb Delts were tight with my fraternity and the Lamb Delt girls knew about what happened with me and Becky and they knew that I had stopped dating because of it. They told Fiona that she had to seduce me. The committee figured that she would refuse to do it and if she didn't it wouldn't matter because they were sure I wouldn't succumb to her. She had to seduce me. She couldn't just come up to me and offer me pussy and she couldn't come right out and tell me that she had to fuck me in order to get into the sorority and would I please help her out. She had to meet me and seduce me.
She had to keep the committee informed of her progress and let them know when it was going to happen and where. Two members of the committee were sitting in a car in the motel parking lot watching us go into the motel room and when we left they went inside to check out the sheets for cum stains to verify that Fiona had actually done the deed and hadn't spent the time playing cards or something. After Fiona had accomplished her task she no longer had any use for me. It was pure chance that I was working on her parent's koi pond and landscaping.
I debated finding some way to get back at Fiona, but then said, "Fuck it! The cunt isn't worth the time" and I finished out my senior year, found a job and got on with my life.
++++++++++++++++++
The next three years were spent concentrating on my job. I didn't date because after my experiences with Ann, Becky and Fiona I pretty much felt that most women were cunts.
I didn't go without pussy though. One of the girls I had used in college decided that she could make more continuing what she did to pay her way through college than she could putting her Business Management degree to use and we had stayed in touch.
I figured that using Shirley when I needed relief was cost effective. No need to date a dozen times to work yourself into the woman's good graces (and pants) when all I had to do was pick up the phone and call Shirley. A date for dinner, drinks, dancing or maybe a show could run from seventy to a hundred bucks a night. Ten or twelve dates even at the low end could run you seven hundred bucks and with no assurance that you would eventually score. Dinner and a show or drinks and dancing with Shirley with sex to follow ran around four hundred and she was a sure thing. An if I ever needed arm candy for a company party or an event put on by a client Shirley was usually available.
Work and visiting Shirley was pretty much my life from graduation until my third anniversary at work. Work had been going well. I'd gotten two promotions and the money was better than good so when my boss asked me to stop by his office I expected that he had something that he wanted me to do. I expected that it would be about business, but I was wrong. Way wrong.
I walked into his office and he smiled at me and told me to take a seat. I sat down on the leather couch he had in his office and waited for him to tell me what he wanted. He looked at me and it looked to me like he was trying to figure out the best way to bring up what he wanted and when he finally did speak he surprised the hell out of me.
"Are you in a relationship Rob? Got a steady girlfriend?"
I wasn't about to tell him about Shirley so I just said, "No sir."
"I have a problem Rob. I'm in a bind and I need a favor. A very big favor and it has nothing to do with work."
I sat there and kept my mouth shut and he went on.
"When my first wife and I divorced she took my then six year old daughter and moved to Georgia. The ex was killed in a botched bank robbery a week ago and my daughter is coming here to live with me. She is transferring schools and will be starting as a junior at State. My problem, actually her problem and my problem, is that she has never been out here since she was six and as a result she doesn't know anyone out here and I don't know anyone even close to her age except you. I need some one to take her under their wing so to speak and show her around. I was wondering if I could impose on you to take on the task."
I couldn't help but remember the last time some one wanted me to show them around and how well that turned out for me, but this was my boss asking me for a favor and I didn't feel I could refuse him and still stay in his good graces.
Another thought I had was that he could bring his daughter into the business and I could conceivably end up working for her and it wouldn't hurt for me to be in her good graces. Self preservation had me saying:
"Of course. I'll be glad to show her around."
Hank smiled at me and said, "I knew I could count on you. Do you have any plans for this evening?"
"No. Nothing planned other than doing some laundry."
"Then consider yourself invited for dinner. You can meet Michelle and get to know each other. Say sevenish?"
As I went back to work I couldn't help but wonder what I'd gotten myself into.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I rang the doorbell at seven on the dot and the door was opened by an absolute vision and I thought "This ain't going to be too bad at all." Look up Goddess in the dictionary and what I was looking at is the picture that you would see. And then she burst my bubble.
"You must be Rob" she said as she offered me her hand. "I'm Hank's wife Ronnie."
I hope my face didn't show my disappointment when I took the offered hand and told her that I was pleased to meet her. She led me into what I assumed was the living room where I found Hank watching a news program. Ronnie asked me what I would like to drink and I saw that Hank was drinking beer so I told her a beer would be fine. Hank turned off the TV and said:
"Glad you could make it. Mouse is upstairs dressing. I didn't tell her we had company coming until I got home from work and she was up to her elbows in grease and oil. She was doing something to her engine."
"Mouse?"
"It is one of her nicknames. Long story and it goes back to when she was three. My mother didn't care for the name Michelle so she always called Michelle Mickey. It caught on and soon everyone was calling her Mickey. Around her fourth birthday she got hooked on The Mickey Mouse Club and Mickey Mouse cartoons and after hearing Mickey Mouse said over and over one day, since she was always being called Mickey she pointed at herself and said:
"Mickey Mouse?"
"Everybody laughed and started calling her Mickey Mouse and somewhere along the line the Mickey got dropped and everyone started calling her Mouse. I don't think that anyone outside the family uses it though."
Ronnie came back into the room and handed me an ice cold Bud. As I took it from her a girl walked into the room and Hank said:
"Here she is now" and he introduced us. As I shook her hand I was thinking about Hank's explanation of the family nickname for her. Mouse fit her. While goddess in the dictionary would have had Ronnie's picture next to the definition Michelle's picture would be next to the word mousey. A closer look showed that she could look better if she put some effort into it.
She was about five two or five three and she was dressed in a baggy sweatshirt and baggy pants. She was wearing horned rimmed glasses that were too big for her face and all you could say about her hair is that it was brown and there. It was sitting on top of her head in a big bun and had no style to it at all. Add to that she wasn't wearing a smidgen of makeup. Mousey looking is indeed what came to mind.
Ronnie said that dinner was ready and we all sat down at the table. Conversation was general in nature and when the meal was over Hank said to Ronnie:
"Why don't I help you do the dishes and we can leave Rob and Mickey to get acquainted."
Hank and Ronnie were no sooner out of the room when Michelle said to me:
"How much is he paying you for this?"
I knew what she was really asking, but it pissed me off that not even knowing me that she would assume that her dad was paying me to be with her so I said:
"Five grand."
"Get serious. How much is he paying you to put up with me?"
"I told you. Five grand. Actually it is a little more than that if you figure in the bonus I usually get at the end of the year."
"What are you talking about?"
"What your dad pays me. Five grand a month although with bonuses I probably averaged about fifty-four hundred a month for the year."
"Are you saying that he said he would fire you if you didn't volunteer to be my babysitter?"
"In the first place I'm not your babysitter. Because I was born and raised in this area and because I went to State your father asked me if I would show you around as a personal favor and I told him I would be glad to."
"Why does he think I need to be shown around? I managed to get from Georgia to here all by myself. Why wouldn't I be able to find my way around this place?"
"Maybe he just wanted you to know someone close to your age you could ask questions of. Then again maybe he sees me as a prospective son in law and he is trying to give us a head start."
"In your dreams."
"More like nightmare."
"I'm not that bad."
"I didn't say that you were."
"Then what's with the nightmare remark?"
"I don't see marriage in my future. I've been burned too many times and I just don't trust the female of the species any more so to me the thought of marriage would be like a nightmare."
"We are a matched pair then. I've been burned a couple of times and I don't trust the male of the species any more than you trust the females. So where does that leave us?"
"That's pretty much up to you."
"Why is it up to me?"
"Your decision Miss Michelle. Do you want me to show you around or not?"
To be continued.
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"Your decision Miss Michelle. Do you want me to show you around or not?"
"I don't suppose it would hurt and it would keep dad happy. How do you want to handle it?"
"Just tell me what your schedule is and what your interests are. In general just let me know what you want to know."
"For starters a good parts place. My water pump went out. I've got the old one off and I need a replacement for it."
"There are two places within ten minutes of here. A NAPA and an Auto Zone. You could give them a call in the morning and see which one has what you need in stock."
"None open this time of night?"
"Nope. Both close at seven."
"Tomorrow is Saturday. Do you have to work?"
"Sometimes I do end up having to work weekends, but I'm free this weekend."
"Can you start showing me around tomorrow?"
"I can."
"We can start by going to whichever place has the parts I need."
The parts places opened at eight so I told Michelle that I would pick her up at nine. By then she should know who had what she needed. I made my goodbyes to Hank and Ronnie and headed for my apartment.
++++++++++++
I picked Michelle (call me Mickey) up at nine and she was dressed the same as she had been the previous evening although it was a different sweatshirt and different baggy pants. I took her to NAPA to get her parts and then I offered to take her to breakfast and she accepted. Over breakfast she asked:
"Tell me the real reason you are doing this."
"There are actually two reasons, but both of them are basically the same. My boss asked me for a favor and I agreed to do it to stay on the good side of him. Stay in his good graces. The second reason is that if your father has his way he is going to bring you into the business when you graduate. Somewhere down the line I expect that you will end up being my boss so I would also like to be on the good side of you."
"So it is a career move on your part."
"Does that make me all bad?"
"It is something that I can understand, but my coming to work at dad's company is not a given. It is a possibility, but by no means a sure thing."
"Why wouldn't you?"
"I may feel the need to prove myself and I'm not sure that I could do that working for my father. I believe he would tend to give me things without my having earned them and I would be looked at as getting favorable, but unearned treatment."
"You know that's bullcrap. What's the difference between you coming to work and being seen as getting preferential treatment or something happening to your dad and you having to come in and take over? You are an only child so you will inherit."
"Not necessarily. Ronnie could get the nod."
"I can't see that happening. I've been there three years and I've never seen her in the place. You would be better off already working there so you would be familiar with things."
"We don't need to talk about it now. I've still got two years of school to get through."
When I took her home she asked me if I needed to leave right away and I said that I didn't.
"I could use an extra pair of hands for a couple of minutes if you don't mind."
I followed her into the garage where instead of a car I found a Silverado long bed with a camper shell on the back. Next to it was a large Snap On tool box and I do mean large. A bottom, a center section and a top box and I know Snap On isn't cheap.
"I didn't know that your dad was a mechanic."
"These are my tools bubba ad even though I know it is rolling around in your head I don't want to hear it."
"Hear what?"
"But you're a girl."
"Well you do have to admit that you have a pretty impressive set of tools. I know mechanics that have worked at it for years and who don't have a set up that good."
"My stepdad was a Snap On distributor. The bottom box was a birthday present and I got almost everything else at cost."
"But why?"
"I always wanted to be a mechanic."
"So why a business major at a four year school when you could have taken diesel mechanics or some other type of mechanical training at a community college?"
"Because even though I always wanted to be one once I started working as one I found that it didn't agree with me. I didn't like what oil and grease did to my skin and I hate broken nails. I'll do my own work, but that's all. What I need for you to do is hand me the tools as I need them. As short as I am I have to stand on this milk crate to work and things will go quicker if I don't have to keep getting down and then back up."
I did what she asked and watched as she installed the water pump and all the hoses. As she threaded the fan clutch onto the shaft and tightened it using an adjustable wrench and a three pound maul I said:
"Maybe I should rethink becoming your dad's son in law. As much as I've paid for maintenance on my cars it would be nice to have a wife who could do it for me and save me all that money."
"You wouldn't like the trade off."
"Why not? What would it be?"
"You would have to do the laundry, the ironing, wash the dishes, mop the floors and do the windows because I would be out in the garage."
"I could probably do most of it, but I'm not sure that you would want me doing the ironing. Last time I ironed anything I burned a hole in my favorite shirt."
I watched as she installed the fan shroud and finished up. She closed the hood and said:
"Now that I've got that out of the way what are we going to do for the rest of the day?"
"How about I show you around the town and point out some of the places you will need to know about as a student at State?"
"Works for me. Let me wash my hands and we can go."
I showed her around the town and then drove over to the campus and parked. We got out of the car and took a walking tour and I pointed out the administration building and the buildings that she would have classes in as a business major."
"Where are the buildings where the engineering classes are held?"
"Why would you want to know that?"
"Because when I go to work for my dad it will help me to know a bit about drafting, hydraulics and electrical systems."
"I thought you said that you weren't going to go to work at your father's company."
"I said that I wanted to prove myself before going to work there, but I know that realistically I'll probably end up working there. The pressure from dad to get me there will be intense, but I want some experience behind me when I finally do give in."
It was close to five when she said, "You bought me breakfast so how about I buy you dinner?"
I had nothing better to do so I said okay. She asked me if there were any good barbecue places around so I took her to The Old West Barbecue on Wolfenbarger Road. Over ribs she asked me why I was so down on women so I told her about Ann, Becky and Fiona.
And then of course I had to ask her why she didn't trust the male of the species. Her experiences mirrored mine to a degree. She had a steady boyfriend and found out he was seeing another girl on the days she couldn't go out with him. He was followed by a guy who cheated on her with her ex best friend. He was followed by a guy who she really cared for right up until she found out that he was only dating her to win a bet. It was common knowledge among the guys she had dated that she was a virgin and intended to stay one until she married and some of his buddies told him that he was wasting his time if all he wanted to do was bed her. He bet them a hundred dollars he would bed her by spring break.
"Once I found that out I enticed him into my bedroom, let him get undressed and then I laughed at him and told him that I would never let a penis that small touch my body. The best part was that I had hidden a video camera in the room and I made sure that all of his friends got a copy of it."
"Ouch!"
"He deserved it."
"I'm sure he did. Remind me to stay on your good side."
"I don't have any worries there. You pretty much have to stay on my good side. You expect me to be your boss some day right?"
She had me on that one.
"So what are we going to do tomorrow? What else is there that I have to see?"
"I don't know. Maybe places where kids your age hang out."
"I am not a kid bubba and I don't usually hang out with people my age. Most of them are too immature for me. Where do you hang out?"
"I don't."
"What do you do with your free time?"
"I bowl in a men's house league on Mondays and Thursdays. I stop for drinks and to shoot pool with some guys from work on Wednesdays and the rest of my time I'm usually in my easy chair with a good book."
Or spending time with Shirley, but I didn't tell her that.
"That's not much of a life."
"It suits me.'
"You don't even occasionally date?"
"Nope. I've already told you I'm pretty much soured on the opposite sex."
"That doesn't mean that you shouldn't date and have fun. Just don't get emotionally involved."
"Do you? I mean given your distrust of the male of the species."
"Sure I do. I just avoid getting into relationships,"
Easy for you to say I thought as I looked at her. I doubted that guys were beating a path to her door. She could probably look better if she did something with her hair instead of wearing it in that horrible looking bun sitting on the top of her head. She could get rid of those ugly looking horn rimmed glasses with contacts or Lasik surgery. Then again maybe those changes wouldn't help. It would depend on the body she kept hidden under her baggy clothes. I wasn't sure that anything could help her if she were chunky or fat.
She was intelligent, easy to talk to and had a good sense of humor, but I didn't know any guys and doubted that many existed who would be attracted to a girl because she was intelligent. Intelligent and decent looking yes, but just intelligent no.
Then I had to give myself a mental slap alongside my head. I WAS enjoying my time with her. There was no physical attraction, but we did get along well together. She said something that I didn't catch and I said:
"What?"
"I asked if you played golf."
"I do go out with friends from time to time, but I'm not very good at it."
"Good. I like it when I shoot better than whom I'm playing with. Daddy told me that we have a family membership at Greenbriar. How about we enjoy a long walk and fresh air tomorrow. You know; chase the little white ball around?"
"I guess I could do that."
"Bring your swim trunks. We can lay around the pool when we come off the course."
I dropped her off at her house and headed back to my apartment just in time to hear the phone ring. I answered it and it was Michelle.
"I can get a tee time of 7:20 if we are willing to play with two other members otherwise we won't be able to get off until around noon. What do you want to do?"
"Take the early one. I'll pick you up around a quarter to seven."
"See you then."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I picked her up I wondered if she owned anything other than sweatshirts and baggy pants.
We signed in at the pro shop and met the other two who would make up our foursome. I was pleasantly surprised to find out that I already knew one of them. Fred Amesly was one of my clients. We shook hands and he said that he didn't know I was a member and I explained how I came to be there and introduced him to Michelle. The other guy in the foursome was Fred's son in law Ralph.
We had time for a cup of coffee before the starter paged us and then we were off. I found out right at the start that I wasn't in the same class as the other three. All three of them were straight down the middle and I was off to the right in the rough. Michelle and Ralph birdied the hole. Fred made par; I was a double bogie and it went on like that the rest of the eighteen holes. Michelle was a five over par seventy-seven. Ralph and Fred were eight over par and I shot my usual hundred and two. Talk about being embarrassed.
The only good part for me was that I went the eighteen holes without losing a ball and that was a first for me. Fred told me that he would rag on me for being beaten by a girl "Except for that fact that she beat me too." Ralph said he was going to ask Michelle for lessons. Michelle didn't hear any of the talk because she had gone to the women's locker room to change and she told me that she would meet me at the pool.
Fred and Ralph left and I went to the locker room to change. When I got to the pool I looked around and didn't see Michelle so I found a lounge chair and sat down on it only to hear:
"What's the matter? You too good to sit with me or are you just ashamed because I waxed your ass?"
I looked over and saw a sight that almost took my breath away. The bun was gone and the hair was in a pony tail that hung down to the middle of her back. The horn rimmed glasses were gone and the baggy pants and sweatshirt had been replaced by three tiny pieces of yellow material that left damned little to the imagination. Why she went out of the way to hide that magnificent body was a question that begged to be asked.
:Excuse me, but do I know you?"
"Very funny."
"No it isn't. The way you look right now is one hundred and eighty degrees from the way you looked the last two days. The only way I know you are Michelle is from the sound of your voice. Care to tell me what is going on?"
"You won't like it."
"Why not?"
"Because I prejudged you and it will probably piss you off."
"Why would you prejudge me?"
"Just the way daddy told me that he had lined up a guy for me made me think bad thoughts. Some asshole only doing it to suck up to daddy and maybe see a way to marry into the business. I was partly right. You were honest when you told me that you were trying to stay in the good graces of daddy and get on the good side of me. If you were the type of guy to try and get ahead by seducing the boss's daughter I thought I would make myself less appealing. Then if you did come on to me I'd know for sure that you were an asshole.
"You let me know about your distrust of females right up front and over the last two days you've shown me that you are an alright guy so I decided that I could go back and be me."
"I may not be too trusting of the opposite sex, but I'm still a male and putting a package like that in front of me is just plain wrong. You had to know it would tempt me."
She smiled and said, "What did you expect me to do when you laid down that challenge in front of me?"
"What challenge?"
"You told me that you didn't trust the female of the species and so I have to prove to you that you can. I have to show you that you had the misfortune to get three bad apples in a row."
"Why would you even think of trying to change my mind? As I remember that conversation you told me that you don't trust men any more than I trust women."
"True, but that doesn't mean that I've given up on them. I have lots of friends who are in good relationships and if they could find a good man so can I if I keep trying. I've heard it said that you might have to kiss a few frogs before you find your prince. So what are we going to do next?"
"Why ask me? The deal is that I'm supposed to show you around. Where do you want to go? What do you want to see?"
"I haven't been to a movie in ages. Maybe after I work on my tan for a while we can catch a bite to eat here and then catch a movie. Okay with you?"
I told her that it would work for me and that's what we did and it set the tone of our relationship. Maybe twice a week and at least one weekend day for the next month Mickey had something that she wanted to see or do and I got the call to be of service.
++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the end of the fourth week and we had just left the Museum of Natural History. Mickey asked me to take her to The Stage Stop which was a restaurant a little ways out of town. As we were driving toward the place she asked:
"Do you like me?"
"Of course I do."
"Then why haven't you tried to kiss me?"
"Probably because I didn't want to get slapped."
"Why would I do that?"
"Because you don't trust guys any more than I trust girls."
"I thought we had already gotten that conversation out of the way that day at Greenbriar. Are you going to go through the rest of your life never taking a chance at finding something worth having?"
"Probably not but who knows; maybe I might."
"I know you have some interest in me because I've seen your pants tent when you look at me."
Which was true. After the bikini episode at the country club she had started to dress to show off the package and I do have to admit that it was one hell of a sexy package. I was seeing Shirley a lot more often since Mickey started showing off the goods in better wrappings. I just glanced over at her and said:
"I won't deny that you are one very sexy looking lady, but you are off limits to me."
"Why in the hell would you say that?"
"Because you are the boss's daughter."
"What the hell does that have to do with anything?"
"Remember back when we first met and you told me that you probably wouldn't be coming to work at your dad's company? The reason you gave was that you didn't want people saying that you were moving up in the company because of favoritism instead of ability. It is the same with me. I don't want it said that my moving up is because I'm tight with the owner's daughter."
"That's ridiculous."
"No more so than your fear."
"I've seen the way you look at me bubba. Are you going to tell me that you would turn me away if I threw myself at you?"
"Why would you throw yourself at me? You don't even know me that well."
"I know you a lot better than you think I do. My dad thinks highly of you and I trust his judgment. We've spent a lot of time together this last month and I've learned to trust you. I've never spent more than a week with a guy that he didn't try to get me in the sack, but you have gone a month without even trying for a kiss. And again, I do know that the interest is there because I can see it.
I was torn. When I had picked her up she was wearing CFMs with a four inch heel and a mini-skirt and she was correct in that the sight had given me a woodie. Sitting next to me in the car the mini-skirt rode up allowing me to see an astonishing amount of well turned leg and I was sprouting wood. But I was serious in that I didn't want my advancement in the company to be seen as the result of a relationship with the owner's daughter.
Dinner was good and our conversation was general in nature. I asked about her classes and how she was doing and she wanted to know how the expansion at the plant was coming along. I wondered at that. As much as she talked about not wanting to go to work at her dad's company she sure did ask me a lot about what was going on there.
After dinner and a couple of drinks at Bud's Bar I drove her home and as I parked in front of her house she looked over at me and said:
"I think that it is time to take this to the next level" and she slid over next to me and said:
"Kiss me Robert."
I gave her a peck on the lips and she said, "I said KISS me Robert" and she took my head in her hands and laid a scorcher on me. When she pushed her tongue in my mouth I gave up the fight and responded. It turned into one of the hottest make out sessions I'd ever experienced. When she finally pulled away to go into the house she said:
"You show promise Robert. We will need to work on it."
I walked her to her door and she kissed me again and asked, "Will I see you again to morrow?"
"If you would like."
"I would Rob; I really would."
"I'll call you" I said and she kissed me again and went into the house.
I did call and the next day we had dinner and took in a show. That led to several dates and a month later Mickey was on my bed crying out "Oh yes!" Three months later we were engaged to be married and that is when things started to get complicated.



+++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Mickey told her father that I had proposed and that she had accepted he called me into his office one day at work.
"I know what a fine man you are Rob and I'll be glad to have you as a son in law. I know that you will treat my baby right, but there is one little matter that has to be taken care of before the nuptials. I have to ask you to sign a prenuptial agreement."
"I don't have a problem with that."
"I didn't think that you would."
He took a document out of his desk drawer and slid it across the desk to me. I picked it up and said:
"I'll have my attorney go over it and then get it back to you."
When I got back to my office I sat down and read the document and I thought that it seemed a little one sided to me. The way I read it the only one protected by it was Mickey. I called my dad and he called his best friend John who was the family attorney and got me an appointment to see him.
John checked out the document and told me that it was completely one sided and that if the marriage ended for any reason whatsoever I would be totally screwed. He made some suggestions and I told him to go ahead and make the changes. The next day I picked up the papers and called Mickey and asked her to meet me at my bank and when she asked what for I told her that many of the bank employees were notaries and they could witness our signatures when we signed the prenuptial agreement.
"What prenuptial agreement?"
"The one your dad said that I'd have to sign before we got married."
"I don't know anything about a pre-nup and I'm not signing anything until I know what it is about. We can talk about it tonight."
"I bowl tonight."
"Then we can discuss it tomorrow. That will give me time to talk to daddy and see what is behind this."
When I went over to her house the next evening is when everything went to shit.
"My dad gave me a copy and I guess it is okay. When do you want to meet with a notary?"
"I've made some changes to the document he gave me to sign. You need to read it before we sign."
I gave her the reworked document and she read it. I could see her frowning as she read and then she said:
"What the hell is this crap?"
"What?"
"We haven't even set the date for the wedding yet and you are already talking about adultery and infidelity? I'm not signing this!"
"Why not? There is nothing wrong with it. It is more even handed than the one you dad came up with and you were willing to sign that one."
"Well I'm not signing this piece of shit!"
"And I'm not signing the totally one sided one that your father drew up."
"You don't trust me?"
"Of course I trust you or I wouldn't have asked you to marry me."
"Then what is with this prenuptial crap?"
"Your father is the one insisting on it not me."
"He explained it to me and his makes perfect sense. All his does is keep the business in the family."
"No that isn't all that his does. According to his version if the marriage ends for any reason whatsoever you keep everything. Any reason at all Mick. My fault, your fault, nobody's fault; I walk away with nothing. My version exempts the family business from any settlements brought on because of divorce and it ensures that the division of the remaining assets is equal except in the case of infidelity. In the case of infidelity the offending party leaves with only what they brought into the marriage. It is a fair and even handed approach."
"Well I'm not signing it" she said as she tore it in half and threw it at me. "As far as I'm concerned there is nothing wrong with the one my dad showed me and that's the one I'll sign."
"You may see nothing wrong with it, but I won't sign it as it is."
"Then I guess there isn't any need to pick a date for the wedding since there isn't going to be one."
"If that is your choice so be it" I said as I got up and headed for the door.
"Where are you going" Mickey asked and I didn't answer. "Come back here Ro..." and the door closed behind me cutting off the rest of what she was saying.
When I got home the light on the answering machine was blinking and the counter showed that there were five messages. I hit the play button and the first message was from Michelle. "How dare you..." and I skipped to the next message. All five were from Michelle and I deleted them all without listening to them and then I unplugged the phone and went to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't feel like fixing my own breakfast in the morning so I left my place a little early and stopped at a Denny's to get a bite to eat. As I drove into work I thought over the conversation with Michelle. She was perfectly willing to sign an agreement that gave me nothing, but refused to sign one that covered us equally. I had to wonder about that. The more I thought about it the more sure I was that if a prenup was going to be required for the wedding to take place it was going to be mine.
I was not surprised when I got to work to be called to come see Hank in his office. I walked in and he waved me to a seat and then he went right to it.
"I understand that you and Mickey had words last night."
"We did."
"Care to bring me up to speed on it?"
"I took the prenup you gave me to my attorney and had him look it over. He told me that it was entirely one sided and suggested some changes that would give me some protection also. I had him make the changes and I called Mickey and asked her to meet me so we could sign and have our signatures notarized and she said she didn't know anything about it and wouldn't sign anything until she knew what it was. I'm guessing she talked to you and you explained it to her.
"Last night she told me she had read your document and wanted to know when we could meet with a notary. I told her I'd made some changes to the document and suggested that she read it first. She read it and blew up on me. She told me that she would never it."
"You made changes to it? Why?"
"My attorney pointed out that it was totally one sided in favor of Mickey. A divorce for any reason whatsoever would give her everything and me nothing. I had my attorney change it to give me equal protection and Mickey said that she would never sign it the way I had it written and I told her that I would never sign the one you gave me."
"I don't understand. What was wrong with mine?"
"The way it was worded it gave Mickey everything in case of a divorce and I got nothing."
"I didn't write it. My lawyer wrote it. I remembered what I went through when Michelle's mother and I divorced so I told him I wanted to make sure that Michelle didn't end up losing part of the company in a divorce. He wrote it up and gave it to me and I didn't bother reading it. I guess maybe I should have, but I've always trusted Avery to look out for my best interests so I didn't bother to check it out. What changes did you make?"
I told him and he said, "That sounds fair to me. What didn't Michelle like about it?" I told him and he just shook his head and then asked:
"So what now?"
"I don't have a clue boss. Things were a little heated between us when I left to go home. So much so that I unplugged my phone to keep from talking to her."
I went back to my office and my secretary handed me a bunch of message slips. Four were from Michelle and I tossed them into the trash. Any talking we did would be after I'd cooled down since her "No need to pick a date for the wedding" was still on my mind.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Some times when you have weighty thoughts on your mind you forget the simple things. Things like when your dad owns the business you have easy access to the place. My office door opened at eleven-twenty and Michelle walked in. Before she was six inches into the room she said:
"Why aren't you taking my calls?"
"Why should I? After you ended our engagement why would I want to waste time talking to you?"
"I did no such thing!"
"You damned sure did. You flat out said there was no more need to pick a date for the wedding since there wouldn't be one. To me that meant that the engagement was off. You were absolutely clear on the fact that you would not sign my version of the prenuptial agreement and I will not sign the one your father came up with."
"I told you why I wouldn't sign yours."
"Yes you did and I have to wonder why. What you found objectionable was the infidelity clause and that got me to thinking. Why would you object to that? The only reason that I could come up with is that you figured somewhere down the line you might feel like straying and having a fling or two and you didn't want to be financially penalized if you got caught."
"That's a rotten thing to say. I never realized that you were such an asshole."
"Whatever" I said as I looked at my watch and stood up. "I have to meet a customer for lunch" and I walked by her and out of the office.
When I got back from lunch I found Michelle's engagement ring sitting on my desk pad. I shrugged as I mentally thought that my luck with women was staying true to form.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next three years went by and I continued to rise at work. By my sixth year working for Hank I was Vice President of Marketing. Michelle had graduated with her degree in Business Management and much to Hank's displeasure had gone to work for another company. I told him to get over it because she would eventually come to work for him.
Michelle and I had minimal contact, but when we did run into each other we were civil (but only just). Michelle married, but it only lasted a year before ending in divorce. Rumor had it that infidelity was involved, but rumor wasn't clear as to who was the guilty party. She married again and that one lasted two years before ending in divorce, but I never knew the reason.
For my part I never married and I continued to see Shirley for my needs. I once jokingly told her that as much as I saw her maybe we should just get married. She laughed and said:
"We could, but only if you want a slut for a wife. I like variety too much to settle for only one cock."
At least she was up front and honest about it.
After three years at her other job Michelle resigned and came to work for her father. She went into Sales so she wasn't in my section, but the fact that she had come into the company changed things for me. I was under no illusions as to who would eventually take Hank's spot when he decided to retire and given our history I just could not see myself working for Michelle.
I told Hank that I could see the handwriting on the wall and that I was going to start looking for other opportunities. He told me that he understood where I was coming from, but he couldn't afford to lose me.
"Not only do I heavily depend on you, but I need you here when Mickey eventually does move into my spot. She is going to need dependable people working here."
"I'm sorry boss, but I just can't see it working."
"What if I sweeten the pot?"
"What do you mean?"
"Instead of a year end bonus I give you ten percent of the company stock and a ten year employment contract?"
"Ten percent? Who do I have to kill?"
"Just don't leave the company. Mouse is smart enough to grow into the job, but she is going to need a guiding hand and a steadying influence."
"You are taking it for granted that she will listen to me and I'm not as certain of that as you seem to be."
"Give my little girl some credit Rob. This place is going to be her livelihood and she is not going to do anything to screw it up and she is smart enough to consider any advice she gets."
I did agree to stay and Hank did give me ten percent of the company. I figured I had at least five years before I would have to face working for Michelle.
I was wrong.
To be continued.
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Two years after striking my deal with Hank Marsha, Hank's secretary, called me in a panic. She had gone into Hank's office and found him face down on his desk and she couldn't get him to respond. I told her to call 911 and I rushed over to his office. I felt for a pulse, but couldn't find one and I got him on the floor and started doing CPR on him and I kept it up until the paramedics arrived, but it was no use. He was gone.
Knowing that Michelle and Ronnie didn't get along all that well and figuring that I would break the news a little more gently than Michelle would I called Ronnie first and let her know what happened and where the paramedics were taking Hank. And then I called Michelle who was in a meeting at the Hilton. I was a little shocked at her response to the news.
"He's dead? You are sure about that?"
"I am."
"Well if he's dead there is nothing I can do so I might just as well stay here and finish the meeting."
I didn't even say goodbye; I just hung up the phone on her.
I got together with Marsha and reviewed Hank's calendar and then got on the phone and cancelled several appointments that he had. Then I went down on the plant floor and informed the rank and file that Hank was gone. While I was performing that sad chore Marsha paged me and said that I was needed back in the office as soon as possible. I hurried back to the office and she said:
"Halsey on line two."
I picked up the phone and said, "Good morning Bart. What can I do for you?"
"I just called Hank to verify our lunch date and found out what happened to Hank. Who is in charge now that Hank is gone?"
"I'm not certain, but my guess is that his daughter will pick up the reins. Why?"
"We were supposed to meet for lunch at two and sign our renewal contract. I need that contract in place before the bank will release the funds I have to have for the expansion and retooling I need and I'm under some deadlines as far as locking in the contractors. I've got till end of business tomorrow to lock them in or they will be taking other jobs and I will have to get back in line until they can get the time to get back to me."
"Let me make some calls and I'll get back to you."
I called Avery Collins who was Hank's attorney and filled him in on what had happened. Then I told him of Halsey's call and asked him who could act for the company in the absence of Hank. He surprised the hell out of me when he said:
"You can."
"I can?"
"You are an owner of the company and right at this moment you are the only official owner by virtue of your ten percent holdings. The other owners are not really official until the will is read and even then who is going to be in charge is not cast in stone."
"You are sure about this?"
"Absolutely."
"I'm not sure how his daughter is going to take it."
"Don't sweat it. You have legal standing."
I called Halsey back and told him I would meet him for lunch and we would get the contract signed. Then I asked Marsha if she knew where the contract was so I could look it over before meeting Halsey. She went into Hank's office and came back with his briefcase.
"Everything you need is in there" she said as she handed it to me. I went back to my office, opened the brief case, found the Halsey contract and went through it. It was a straight forward renewal with nothing changed except it was extended for three years.
Once I knew where I was on Halsey I called Ronnie and asked her if there was anything I could do for her and she told me not at the moment, but in a couple of days she might need my help. I told her not to hesitate to call if she needed anything at all.
Once I got off the phone I went back into Hank's briefcase to see if there was anything else that needed urgent attention. I found a couple of contracts with sticky notes on them outlining changes that Hank had intended to make and I decided to review them when I got back from lunch.
I met Halsey at Mario's and we signed the contract and then I went back to the office. I got on the phone and made some calls to people whom I thought should know about Hank's passing and then spent the rest of the afternoon reviewing the contents of Hank's brief case. There was nothing out of the ordinary with them and I gave Marsha the rough drafts of the contracts with the changes that Hank wanted and asked her to type them up.
I stopped for a beer or two on the way home and as I worked on them I wondered what the morning was going to bring and if I was up to it. One thing I knew for sure is that I would be facing Michelle and I was not looking forward to it.
++++++++++++++++++++
I arrived at the office at eight and at eight ten Marsha called me and told me that Mrs. Haight (Michelle) wanted to see me in her office.
"Tell her I'm too busy right now to run down to the Sales department."
"She isn't in her office in Sales. She has moved into Hank's office."
"Well I'm still too busy right now. Tell her I'll give her a call when things clear up here."
Three minutes later my door opened and Michelle stormed into my office.
"What the hell do you mean that you are too busy to see me? If you value your job you had better get your head out of your ass if you expect me to keep you on here. I want to know where the hell you get off signing contracts on behalf of this company. I did not authorize you to sign anything and that goes for the contracts that Marsha says she is typing up for you now. You do not commit my company to anything without my approval. Do you understand that? And when I call you to my office you had better get off your ass and get there. Are we clear on that?"
"Actually I'm quite clear on a couple of things. One of them is that your father's attorney has assured me that I can sign contracts on behalf of the company. I called him and cleared it before my meeting with Halsey. Another thing I'm quite clear on is that until your father's will is read and we see how he distributed his assets and who gets control of the company I am a vice president and you are only the manager of a department. My advice to you is to get back to Sales and do what you are supposed to be doing there.
"And there is one more thing I am absolutely clear on. Your father gave me a ten year employment contract when I told him I was going to look for another job rather than end up working for you. You can buy me out of the contract, but you can't fire me or lay me off. Now get out of here and let me get back to work."
"You haven't heard the last of this" she snarled.
"Get out Mrs. Haight before I call security and have you removed.
"You wouldn't dare!"
I reached for the phone and she turned and stormed out of the office. I called Marsha and asked her to come to my office. When she got there I described my meeting with Michelle and told her until such time as Hank's will was read and we determined who would be running the company that she should take her direction from me.
"Don't sweat pissing off Mrs. Haight. If it gets down to it I will have personnel assign you to me and Mrs. Haight will not be able to let you go."
"But why wouldn't Mrs. Haight take over the company?"
"Maybe Hank left the business to his wife. Maybe he left half to his wife and half to his daughter or maybe he had a favorite cousin that he left part of the business to. Maybe he didn't even have a will and his wife and Mrs. Haight will have to fight it out in court. The only thing I am sure of is that I am untouchable unless whoever takes over wants to buy me out of my contract which still has eight years to go and as long as I am untouchable so are you.
"I'm not saying to openly antagonize her; I'm just saying that you should quietly check with me if she asks you to do anything that will have an impact on the company or the people who work here. Don't misunderstand me here. I'm not asking you to take sides. You have worked here for over ten years and you were with Hank for over three and I am also assuming that you have become attached to the company and would like to see it prosper. All I'm asking is that you keep the best interests of the company in mind. Can you do that?"
She nodded a yes and I asked her to get back to the contracts I'd asked her to type up.
Marsha was no sooner out of my office than I got a call from Ronnie asking me to meet her for lunch. I told her I could and we set it up for twelve-thirty at Tricocci's.
She was already there sitting in a booth in the back and she stood up and gave me a hug when I got there. Jared took our order and then Ronnie said:
"You are no doubt curious about why I wanted to meet you for lunch."
"It did cross my mind."
"I'm getting a jump on the competition."
"Competition? You will need to explain that one to me."
"Please don't think bad of me for bringing it up when poor Hank isn't even in the ground yet, but to me this is extremely important. It was his heart by the way. What they told me is that his heart just quit. Anyway. With Hank gone my sole source of income is going to be what I get from the company. His insurance will pay off the house, the cars and all the credit card balances and I will have some left over, but not much. There is little in savings. Hank put all the money back into the company.
"I'm going to have to go back to work and my only work experience is as a secretary and it won't pay enough for me to pay my taxes, utilities and the like unless I live very frugally. I'm going to need the money I can get from the company and that is where my problem lies. To be quite blunt about it Michelle and I don't get along. She was never very happy that her father married someone only six years older than her. She also blames me for the breakup between her dad and her mother even though it was her mother getting caught with her lover that caused the divorce."
"I still don't understand the bit about getting a jump on the competition you mentioned."
"I know what Hank's will says. The company will be split equally between me and Michelle. I'm afraid that with Michelle working there she will find a way to screw me over and that is what I am trying to prevent."
"How does having lunch with me help you?"
"If I can get you in my corner she won't be able to screw me over."
"I still don't understand where this is going."
"Michelle and I only get forty-five percent of the business each. If I have you on my side I will have fifty-five percent and control. Michelle isn't dumb and she knows that your ten percent of the company will be needed for her to control things so I decided to try and get to you first."
"Why would you want control? And what do you mean by control?"
"Together we would have fifty-five percent so we could give you the presidency instead of Michelle taking over the company. I believe the company will fare better with you running it instead of Michelle. I know that Hank always meant for her to take over from him, but I don't believe she has been there long enough to learn enough to run the company properly whereas you have been there quite a while and Hank depended on you. Hank thought highly of you and that's good enough for me. I trust you to keep the business profitable and that will be to my benefit."
"You know Michelle will fight it. She has had her heart set on taking over so she can get even with me for ending our engagement."
"You were right to do it. Her two marriages ended in divorce because of cheating. I really believe she knew she couldn't be faithful and that is why she wouldn't sign the agreement you handed her. So; can I count on your support?"
"I will consider it, but I won't commit to anything until I see how things shake out when the will is read. I would suggest that since you have a vested interest in the company as long as you are going to look for a job it might as well be at your own company."
"I don't think that would be a good idea. Can't you imagine how Michelle would lord it over me as a mere secretary?"
"Were you a good secretary?"
"Pretty good. I was Hank's secretary for six years before he married me."
"So I hire you as a secretary and then promote you to my personal assistant and as a PA you will make more than a secretary. Not only that, but you will learn about the changes that have occurred since you left and as an owner you may decide to take a more active role in the running of it."
"I'm not sure that Michelle will like that."
"Her likes and dislikes don't enter in to it. If you are right about what Hank's will says the company is as much yours as it is hers. Besides, I think the big explosion will come when she finds out that I'm a part owner and she won't be able to screw with me."
"I'm sure she knows."
"I wouldn't bet on it. She didn't know about the employment contract that Hank gave me when he gave me my shares. Also if she knew I doubt that she would have tried to get pushy with me this morning."
"She did what?"
I told Ronnie what had happened and she started laughing. "You threw her out of your office? God, but I would have loved to see that."
"Well it sure didn't do much to make my working relationship with her any easier."
"Don't worry about it. Unless Hank changed his will without telling me we will be able to keep her from making a mess of things. Now; who do I talk to about going to work?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At four that afternoon I received a call from Ronnie.
"They released Hank's body to the funeral home. The funeral will be Friday at nine and Avery told me that the reading of the will can be at any time I select. I want to get things settled as soon as possible so I told him to set it up as soon as he could. He just called me back and said we could do it Thursday at two. By three we will know what is what."
My confrontation with Michelle caused her to step back and take a 'wait and see' attitude and she avoided me at work which didn't upset me at all. I did admit to being just a tad worried though. I hadn't been entirely truthful when I told Michelle that I had an employment contract and that she couldn't fire me. If she did somehow get control of the company she could fire me, but if she did she would have to pay me the balance of my contract. With eight years remaining and at my current salary of 100k a year it would cost her 800k to show me to the door. The question was did she dislike me enough to pay that much just to see me gone?
The reading of the will went as Ronnie had said. I wasn't there, but Ronnie filled me in. Hank left his shares in the company to be equally divided between Ronnie and Michelle. The wording was that his 'holdings' were to be split evenly between his wife and daughter. Michelle assumed that it meant that she owned fifty percent of the company and it wasn't until she told Ronnie that she would take over the running of the company that she found out she only owned forty-five percent.
When she told Ronnie that she would take over Ronnie told her that the decision as to who would be in charge would have to be decided at an ownership meeting. Ronnie told me what Michelle had to say to that.
"You and I are the owners and I'm qualified to run it and you aren't. You know nothing about running a company."
"Maybe not, but Rob does."
"What does Rob have to do with this?"
"I think he is a lot more qualified to run the business than you are."
"That's a matter of opinion. You and I own the company and you and I will run it and I'm sure that you realize that of the two of us I'm more experienced than you."
"You and I only own ninety percent of the company. That's why we need an ownership meeting."
"Nonsense. Daddy left the company to us. You were at the same will reading that I was. Daddy left it to us."
"Your father left his holdings to us. He only held ninety percent of the stock."
"Who has the other ten percent?"
"Rob."
"Rob? How in the hell did he get part of a family held company?"
"He was going to quit and the only way your dad could keep him was to give him a long term employment contract and part of the company."
"Why didn't daddy just let him go?"
"I think Rob is more important to this company than you realize. Whatever. We are going to have to have an ownership meeting to see where we go from here."
++++++++++++++++++++++
Ronnie called me and asked me if I could meet with her and Michelle to discuss the running of the company and I of course agreed to do it. We met in the conference room at work. Ronnie, as the head of the family now that Hank was gone, started out the meeting by saying:
"We need to figure out our best options for moving forward. It is my belief that you need to assume the presidency Rob. You are the only one here with the background and experience to do the job."
"I don't agree" Michelle said. "Granted, I haven't been with the company as long as Rob, but my experience here and my previous experience before I came here qualifies me for the job. In addition this is a family owned company and starting with my great grandfather who started the company only family members have headed the company."
"You have a point there as far as family members are concerned" Ronnie said, "What do you think Rob?"
"I know what Hank wanted. We talked about it often enough. He fully expected that one day Michelle would run the company and I believe that eventually she should. But I also know that as late as two weeks ago Hank thought she needed at least another three or four years before she would be ready."
I turned to Michelle and said, "His plan was to let you finish the year in sales and then move you to production for two years. After production he was going to give you a year in outside sale and then move you into Marketing as my assistant for a year. Then he was going to create the position of executive vice president and move you into it. I think it is a good plan and I think we should stick to it, but with a few minor changes."
"What changes" Ronnie asked.
"Move to production now, but only for nine months to a year and then only nine months in outside sales. Nine months should be enough to learn all our territories and meet all of our customers."
"I don't really think I need to do all of that. As far as I'm concerned I'm ready to take over now."
"I'm going to side with Rob on this. If it was what your father wanted then it should be done" Ronnie said. "I propose appointing Rob as president of the company until such time as Rob feels that you are ready."
"I am opposed to that" Michelle said. "I'm family and I believe I am ready."
"Then I guess it is up to Ronnie to decide" I said.
"How do you figure that" Michelle asked.
"Simple math. My ten percent says not you. Your forty-five percent says you. Ronnie's forty-five percent either gives you ninety percent and control or it gives me fifty-five percent. Note that my ten percent says not you. It doesn't necessarily mean it has to be me. If a member of the family being in charge is a sticking point I can throw my ten percent to Ronnie and make her the head of the company."
"You aren't making any sense here Rob. If I'm not qualified according to you how in the hell can you think she is qualified?"
"She knows the company from being your father's secretary for over six years and I can act as an advisor to her."
"Why couldn't you do that for me?"
"Because she would listen to me and you wouldn't. I know you too well Michelle. If a decision had to be made on what we should do and I said we should do A you would say no and that we would have to do B. You might take advice from some one else, but our background would have you ignoring anything I would say just out of spite."
Then Ronnie said. "I intend to get involved in the business. But not at that level – at least not for a while."
I saw Michelle's face when she heard "At least not for a while" and it was obvious that she didn't like hearing that and her face hardened a bit. When Ronnie went on to say "I'm going to throw my vote to making Rob the president of the company effective immediately" Michelle stood up, said, "This is bullshit. It is not what my father wanted" and stormed out of the room.



"That sure went well" Ronnie said.
"It went like we knew it would when we had lunch the other day."
"What now?"
"We get you on the payroll as my PA and begin getting you ready for the next big fight."
"Another one? Over what?"
"What your role will be when we deem Michelle to be ready to take over."
"My role?"
"I am assuming that you are going to want to protect your interests as an owner and to do that you need to be in a position to have a voice in what goes on. By the time that happens we need to have you ready to be on an equal footing with Michelle. You may not have a business degree like Michelle, but we can make sure that you have enough real world smarts to hold your own. Of course I could be wrong. You may just want to sell your shares, take the money and walk away."
"Not going to happen Rob. Hank always intended that the business go to Michelle and I won't do anything to prevent that."
The next day was a rainy dismal day; a day fitting for a funeral. As Hank was laid to rest I hoped that I had done what he would have wanted.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
By noon Monday I was moved into Hank's office and Ronnie was on the payroll. Ronnie and Marsha knew each other because Ronnie had broken in Marsha as Hank's secretary when she left to become Hank's wife.
My first order of business was to move Michelle into production. She bitched until I told her to do it or get fired.
"You are an owner and we can mail you your share of the profits, but you are also an employee and you will do your assigned duties or start drawing unemployment."
She gave me a murderous glare, but she moved to production and surprise surprise she loved it. Actually it shouldn't have been a surprise that a girl who had always wanted to be a mechanic would like working around machinery. Two weeks after she moved to production I was doing my daily walk through of the plant and I found her in a pair of coveralls and up to her elbows in a turret lathe that had operating problems. I asked Abe, the day shift floor supervisor about it and he told me that she wouldn't let him call the factory rep.
"She said she could fix it."
And she did.
The next surprise for me was Ronnie. She sucked up information like a sponge picked up water. It turned out that she had an Associate Degree in Business Management which she never got to put to use. She had applied for a job at the company, but there had been no openings for a recent graduate, but there was an opening for a secretary. When Ronnie saw Hank it was love at first sight and she took the secretary's job just so she could be near him and it paid off for her.
There were unintended consequences in making Ronnie my PA. It was six months after taking the job and we were in Dallas doing some contract negotiations. We were staying at the Regency and after a long day of talking with the people from Arbis International we went back to the hotel and had dinner in the hotel restaurant. When we finished eating Ronnie asked if I would join her in the lounge for a drink.
The lounge had a live band and we ended up dancing a few numbers. Remember that I had once referred to Ronnie as a Goddess? Dancing with her had some predictable results and a couple of times Ronnie came into contact with those results, but she didn't give any indication that she noticed.
After a couple of drinks and dances we called it a night and went up to our rooms which were adjoining and had connecting doors. I was undressed when a knock on the connecting door caused me to put on a robe and answer it. I opened the door to find a naked Ronnie standing there.
"Don't say a word" she said as she went to her knees in front of me, pushed the robe open. Leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. I was taken by surprise, but I made no attempt to fight her off.
It had been a month and a half since I'd last seen Shirley so it didn't take long before I was ready to blow. I told Ronnie I was going to shoot and I tried to pull out of her mouth, but she clutched the back of my legs and wouldn't let me go. "Oh well, her choice" I mentally said and stopped trying to pull away. Ten seconds later I let go and Ronnie swallowed it all. She would let go of my legs until I was soft in her mouth and when she did let go she said:
"Don't say a word. We are both single adults and I don't know about you, but I need this."
She stood up, took my hand and led me to her bed. The covers were all ready turned down and she got on the bed, spread her legs, looked up at me and said:
"Hurry!"
I stood there looking down and drinking in the sight and she said again:
"Hurry Rob. Please hurry."
There wasn't any way that I was going to hurry. It might never happen again so I was going to pack as many images of her into my head as I could. She got impatient, sat up and took my hand and pulled me down on the bed with her.
She tried to mount me cowgirl, but I was still flaccid from her blow job so I pushed her away, put her on her back and went down on her. I ate her to an orgasm and by then I was up and ready again so I moved up and pushed into her opening. She was wet and ready and she pushed back at me as she moaned:
"Oh God yesssss."
I slid about halfway in and her hands grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled and the rest of me went in. After that it was screw, suck, screw, sixty-nine and screw and at that point I was done. I just could not get it up again to save my ass (or enjoy hers).
When I woke up in the morning it was to the sound of the shower. Not being at all clear about the previous night I didn't know if I should get up and join Ronnie in the shower or go back to my room and take my shower there. I decided that if she had wanted to shower with me she would have awakened me so I got up and went to my room.
I showered and shaved and when I came I came out of the bathroom I found a fully dressed Ronnie sitting on my bed. As I reached for my boxers and trousers she said:
"I needed last night and I honestly didn't think you would mind. Hank and I had a very vigorous sex life and I was used to getting it four and five nights a week. I've gone six months without and I needed it bad. I had fully intended to go out last night and see if I could find someone who wanted to play, but at the last minute I asked myself if I wanted to take a chance on a stranger and I decided that I didn't. With my luck I would have hooked up with a serial killer or some guy with three or four social diseases. You are a very attractive man and I know you well enough to know that you are safe. I hope you aren't too upset with me."
"Upset? Why would I be upset? I've been hoping that it wasn't what our English cousins call a 'one off' and I was hoping that you might want to do it again tonight."
"I would very much like to do it again tonight."
We concluded negotiations early in the afternoon and went back to the motel where Ronnie pulled me into her room saying that we needed to work up an appetite for dinner and then she started stripping off her clothes. No dummy me I quickly undressed and joined her on the bed. We never did get dressed to go out for dinner. We settled for room service.
In the morning Ronnie woke me with a blow job and then rode me cowgirl until we both got off and then we showered and went down to breakfast. Over breakfast Ronnie asked:
"How open are you to a friends with benefits relationship?"
"I could handle it."
"It is too soon for me to consider a new long term relationship, but I am a healthy girl and I do have sexual needs and you are pretty good at satisfying those needs. There is just one thing though. I want to keep it a secret when we get home."
"We haven't even gotten off to a good start and already you are ashamed to be seen with me?"
"Don't be silly. I want to keep it from Michelle which means I need to keep it secret from everyone else so no one can clue her in."
"Why would you care about what Michelle thinks?"
"I am afraid of what she might do if she thinks that you and I are becoming a couple. It might give her the idea that she would never get to run the company since the two of us would have fifty-five percent and could always hold her back. If she started thinking like that God knows what she might do."
"I don't think that you have anything to worry about, but if keeping it secret is what you want then that is what we will do."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next four months Ronnie and I were able to get together twice a week on average and during that period we made three trips out of town where we used every night we were gone. I was pretty satisfied with my sex life and I wondered how long it was going to be before I had to go back to seeing Shirley.
We had just come back from a three day trip to Atlanta and I was sitting in my office going over some budget figures when Marsha paged me and told me that Mrs. Haight was there and wanted to see me. I told her to send Michelle in. Michelle came in and took a seat and I asked her what she needed to see me about.
"It is personal and not business."
"Go ahead; I'm listening."
"What happened to us Rob? What happened to what we had."
"As I remember it you broke our engagement. I came back from a meeting and found your ring sitting on my desk."
"Why did you just accept it? Why didn't you try to talk to me?"
"What would have been the point? You were adamant that you would not sign my pre-nup and I certainly wasn't going to sign the one that your father came up with."
"We could have gotten married without either one of those stupid agreements."
"Maybe we could have if we hadn't gotten into the argument over them. You were just fine with the one that was all your way. The only one protected by that one was you. I had to ask myself why you wouldn't sign one that protected us both and I didn't like the answer I came up with. At that point even if your dad would have torn his up I was going to insist that you sign mine. Knowing that you wouldn't do it I saw no reason to chase after you. Also, I noticed that you made no attempt to ever see or speak to me again and that pretty much told me that we were through."
"You have no idea how many times I wished that I could have had a do over. Wished that I could go back in time and change things so we would end up being together. Why couldn't you understand how that infidelity clause upset me?
"I can ask you the same. Why couldn't you understand how upset I was that you were perfectly willing to sign a document that protected only you and refused to sign one that would protect us both? Forget about the infidelity clause. Under the one you were willing to sign I got zip regardless of the reason for the divorce. Let me give you a couple of examples and they are by no means way out there. They actually happened to people that I know.
"Suppose that we got married and after a couple of years I was in an accident that left me a quadriplegic and in a wheel chair for the rest of my life needing constant attention and care. You look around and see that you are still young and you decide that you just can't handle thirty or forty years taking care of me and you divorced me. Under your dad's document you would have walked away with everything and I would have been destitute. That's exactly what happened to Dave and Sherry Forbes. Fortunately for Dave Sherry didn't get it all. It was a fifty/fifty split.
"Or take what happened to Leanne and Russ Barnes. After seven years of marriage Leanne lost all interest in sex and refused to make love with Russ anymore. He tried for two years to try and get her to give him a love life and she wouldn't. He begged her to see a doctor and find out what the problem was and she refused so he gave her an ultimatum. Give him a sex life or he was going to go out and find a lover. She still refused and then told him that if he cheated on her she would divorce him so he divorced her. If it was us you would have been the cause of the divorce, but under your dad's pre-nup you would have gotten everything and I would have gotten nothing."
"I would never have done any of those things."
"You can say that, but you never really know what you will do until you are actually in a situation where you have to make a choice. Here's another. After ten years of marriage you meet a guy and sparks fly and it is love at first sight for both of you. You don't fuck him, but you come to me and tell me that you don't love me anymore and that you want a divorce. Naturally since you don't love me or want me anymore I let you go. Under the terms of your father's agreement you walk away with it all even though I did nothing wrong. Those are just a couple of examples. The fact is that no matter what happened to cause a divorce be it your fault or mine you would get it all. All the pre-nup that I came up with did was male us equal. Whatever. It's all water over the dam."
"It doesn't have to be."
"Doesn't have to be what?"
"Water over the dam. You don't know it, but I've never been able to put you out of my mind or put you behind me. We are both single. We could give it another shot."
"You can't be serious."
"Why not? The only thing that kept us apart was pride. Pride kept you from coming after me when I left my ring on your desk and pride kept me from crawling back to you when I saw you weren't coming after me. I've never forgotten you Rob. You were the first of my three biggest mistakes."
"I was a mistake?"
"No; my breaking up with you was the mistake. The other two were my first and second husbands. The irony of it is that the pre-nups I had with both of them was the one that you came up with and that I said I wouldn't sign."
"What happened? Neither one of them lasted very long."
"Two things actually. One is that they weren't you and the second is that I was me."
"You were you?"
"You knew what my plans were going to be when I graduated. I was going to prove myself before coming to work for daddy. The job I worked my way into involved lots of travel and late nights and it turned out that neither of the two assholes I married could keep it in their pants when I wasn't around. So what do you think? Want to give me another chance?"
"I admit that it is tempting, but I've been a bachelor for so long that I'm afraid that I'm too set in my ways."
"Nonsense! You stay in your shell because you still don't trust women. We had a good thing going until we let our pride screw it up and I'm betting that we can get back what we lost if we just try."
"Let me think on it some."
"All I'm asking for is a chance Rob."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
"So what are you going to do" Ronnie asked.
"I'm prone to giving it a try. I did love her you know and in truth I've really never gotten completely over her. The problem that I have is you. I've gotten quite attached to you. So much so that I have been considering asking you if you would like to make our relationship more permanent."
"That's sweet of you to think that well of me baby, but I'm not planning on getting married again. I'm happy with out friends with benefits relationship, but I'll understand if you want to end it. That said, you need to be very careful if you are going to hook up with Michelle. Don't forget that she has already shown a penchant for cheating on her husbands."
"Actually she hasn't."
"Hasn't what?"
"Cheated on her husbands. Divorces are a matter of public record and I had my attorney look into it for me. In both cases Michelle is the one who filed for divorce claiming infidelity and neither one of her ex's fought the divorce. But that isn't the real reason that you are leery of me hooking up with Michelle is it. You are thinking that if I'm with Michelle I'll vote my shares with hers and that worries you. Right?"
"The thought did cross my mind."
"All I can do is give you my verbal assurance that I will not do anything that will cause you grief. I may make a decision or two that you might not approve of or agree with, but they will all be for the good of the company which will ultimately benefit you."
"That's all I can ask for. How much longer do I have you?"
"I think that under the circumstances it should end now."
"How about we end it now, but on a happy note" she said as she started to unbutton her blouse.
I did say she was a goddess right?
++++++++++++++++++++++
I started dating Michelle and inside of a month it was like we had never been apart. She moved out of her apartment and into my condo and we set a date for the wedding.
We did our best to keep our work lives separate from our away from work lives, but we were not always successful. A disagreement at work inevitably followed us home. The first one was one that I would never have expected given the way she had acted when she, Ronnie and I had our first ownership meeting. When I told her it was time for her to move from production into outside sales she told me that she didn't want to move.
"You need to. You need to know all there is to know about our customers in order to be effective when you take over the company."
"So I don't take over the running of the company. I don't really need to. You are doing just fine."
"You know that your dad always wanted you to be sitting in the president's chair."
"What's the difference? Me or my husband? It is in the family and that was always his major concern."
"One of his concerns yes, but I was his closest confidant and I knew what he wanted and what he planned and it was that you run the company. I made it clear in that first meeting with you and Ronnie that I would take the presidency until you were through the program that your father laid out and then let you take over. I owe it to your dad to see that it happens."
In the end I won that one and she moved to outside sales. Three weeks after the move we were married in a civil ceremony and, leaving Ronnie in charge, we took a week off work to honeymoon in Las Vegas.
Yes, Ronnie was left in charge. She had come a long way since starting as my PA. She didn't have the in depth knowledge of the company and it's operations that I had and that Michelle for the most part had, but she knew enough to be capable of babysitting the place for a week or two.
After Vegas we settled into our married relationship and it was instantly obvious that I had fucked up in making Michelle leave production for outside sales. Just as she had rolled up her sleeves and dove head first into production she took on outside sales the same way. She was gone three or four days a week as she travelled to learn the territories and the customers.
I was used to having her in my bed every night and her absence wasn't setting well with me, but how could I bitch when it was my fault? When she was home we made up for lost time, but only having her home for only two or three days at a time pretty much sucked.
The original plan of Hanks called for Mickey to spend a year in outside sales, but at the ownership meeting I had decided to change it to nine months, but now, after only five months I was thinking that six months would be enough. I had just about Made up my mind to pull Mick out of outside sales and take her to the next step in Hank's plan when everything changed.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was a Monday and Mickey had left to go on her western swing. I was in the office working on budget projections when Ronnie came into the office.
"Good morning boss."
"Morning Ron. How are you doing?"
"I'm horny, are you?"
"What?"
"Simple question boss. Are you horny?"
"Why would you ask me a question like that?"
"I already told you. I'm horny. If you are too maybe we could help each other out."
"Are you out of your mind?"
"No, but apparently your wife is."
"What does Mickey have to do with this?"
"Since she isn't going without I figured that you shouldn't either and since I'm horny I thought we could take care of each other."



"Have you been drinking?"
"No; I've been thinking. You aren't going to like this boss, but you need to know."
She dropped an envelope she had been holding on the desk and pointing at it she said:
"I wasn't going to say I warned you, but I did and you pooh poohed it. All of Michelle's reports and expense accounts come across my desk and I sort the stuff before sending it to you. I noticed something in Michelle's paperwork that made me curious. On every one of her trips she makes a stop in Rawlings. All of our other customers she sees once every two or three weeks and a couple only see her once a month, but Rawlings gets her once a week, but there hasn't been any change in her order levels for the place.
"You know I have always been a little leery of Michelle so I took it upon myself to check out her visits to Rawlings. That envelope contains what the private detective found out. You aren't going to like it one little bit."
I gave it a quick read and she was right; I didn't like it at all. I looked up at her and said:
"Here on the desk isn't going to work for me, but if you are still horny come quitting time I believe I'll be able to help you out."
When Ronnie left I did a deeper read of the detective's report. On the seventh, four hours after kissing me goodbye Michelle arrived in Rawlings and checked into room 107 at the Circle 6 Motel. Half an hour later a man knocked on the door of room 107, it opened and he went in. Two hours later he left and a half hour after that Michelle came out, got in her car and drove off.
On the fourteenth Michelle checked in to room 118 at the Circle 6. Twenty minutes later the same man who had joined her on the seventh knocked on the door and three hours later he left and shortly thereafter Michelle came out and left. Subsequent investigation found that the man was Randy Thomas and I recognized the name. He was a classmate of Michelle's and I had met him at some of the parties that Michelle drug me along to. I wondered how long it had been going on. Was she seeing him back when we were engaged? No matter. She was cheating on me and now I knew it.
I spent the day thinking on what I should do and by days end I had decided to do nothing. I decided to take a 'wait and see' stance, but in the meantime since Michelle had broken her vows I considered myself released from mine. At five Ronnie came into my office and asked:
"Are we on for tonight?"
"Indeed we are. The question facing us right now is do I feed you first?"
"I'm always a little sluggish after eating. How about we work up an appetite and then get a bite to eat."
"Next question. My place or yours?"
"Mine is closer."
We walked in her front door and she immediately started dropping clothes as she led us to the bedroom. I followed suit and was naked by the time she had the bed covers turned down. She still had on her thigh high nylons and heels and when she started to unbuckle the ankle straps of her shoes I told her to leave the heels on.
"Nothing is sexier than a naked woman in heels" I said and she laughed and said:
"Dirty old man."
She hadn't fibbed when she said that she was horny and she reduced me to a burned out husk of a man. We never have dinner. In the morning we showered together which put us back on the bed and it was a good thing I was the boss because we were late getting to work.
At ten I got a call from Michelle.
"Where were you when I called last night?"
The lie rolled off my tongue as smooth as silk.
"Marshall was in town and we went out for dinner and drinks which was a mistake. After a couple of drinks he started crying in his beer about his troubles. He caught his wife in a motel room fucking an old college classmate of hers and I had to hear all about the nasty divorce he was going through. I would have walked out and left him there except for the fact that he does a lot of business with us."
And Lord didn't I wish I could have seen her face when I said that. Old classmate and motel just had to have registered on her.
"You should have called me. I was worried when I couldn't reach you."
"I had no idea where you were."
"You could have called me on my cell."
"Oh, right. I keep forgetting about them. I almost never use mine. Don't even know why I even bothered to get one."
"Well if you aren't going to be home tonight call me and let me know. I have trouble falling asleep if I don't at least hear your voice every night."
"I should be home tonight."
"I'll call. Love you. Bye"
"Love you too. Talk to you tonight."
When Ronnie came into the office a little latter I asked, "Are we still on for tonight?"
"Absolutely."
"We will have to use my place. I need to be there when Michelle makes her nightly call."
"Can I suck your dick while you talk to her?"
"I'd be disappointed if you didn't."
And so it was that when Michelle's call came in at nine thirty-five I pulled out of Ronnie's pussy and she took my cock in her mouth as I picked up the phone.
"That was fun" Ronnie said after I hung up. "Tomorrow I want you in my ass while you talk to her."
I made it happen.
Thursday I was on my back and Ronnie was ridding me cowgirl while I had my conversation with my wife.
As we drove in to work on Friday morning Ronnie said, "I wish she wasn't coming home today. I'm getting used to having you every night. I suppose she is going to want to do you every night she is home. Just don't give her everything you have because I'm going to want some Monday."
"I'll do my best to save you some."
"Can we lock your office door Monday morning? I want you to do me on your desk at the same time she is doing her thing in Rawlins."
"Not a good idea. Much too likely that we would be discovered."
"Spoil sport!"
"Sorry, but if we were discovered here Michelle would eventually find out and I don't want that."
"Why not?"
"I'm not ready for the confrontation. Besides, if it gets out it might put a damper on our activities for a while."
"We wouldn't want that. At least I wouldn't."
"I wouldn't either sexpot. You do know that you could have saved us all this trouble if you would have said yes way back when I asked you if you would like to make our relationship more permanent."
"That was then stud; this is now. Ask me again when you get around to dumping her."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Michelle breezed into the office at four in the afternoon on Friday and did her usual:
"Want to leave early? I've got a week of going without to make up for."
My normal response to that was to tell her to turn in her paperwork and run on home and get ready and I'd be along shortly after five. But this time I told her that I had to wait for an important phone call and I didn't know how late I would be. She gave me a funny look, but then left my office. From the window of my office I could see the parking lot and when I saw Michelle leave I called Ronnie into the office.
"Head on home and get ready for me. I'll stop by on the way home for a quickie just so I can give Michelle seconds."
"I like the way you think lover. Don't be long"
As I drove over to Ronnie's I thought abut my relationship with my wife. I'd seen no slackening in Michelle's attitude toward me. She wanted to make love from the time she got home until she left again. The snuggling and cuddling were still there and when we stayed home she was always close and touching. According to the private investigators that I'd put on her what she did in Rawlings is the only time she strayed. But how could she be the way she was with me and still cheat?
Ronnie answered the door in my favorite outfit – bare except for high heels and it wasn't a quickie and I didn't get home to Michelle until eight. Michelle was a tad miffed with me.
"I only have sixty some hours with you until I'm gone again and I don't want to lose even one minute of it. Now hurry up and get your pants off."
++++++++++++++++++++
For the next three months I spent the nights when Michelle was gone with Ronnie and then it was decision time. It was time to take Michelle out of outside sales, make her the executive vice president and ease her into running the company.
Ronnie was totally against it. She wanted me to continue at the helm, but I had made Hank a promise as he was lowered into the ground that I would see to it that his little girl would someday run the company and it was a promise that I had to keep.
I suspect that Ronnie's opposition was because it would mean that Michelle would be around making Ronnie's meetings with me more difficult to arrange. I wondered if Michelle would resist leaving outside sales and her visits to the Circle 6. Then again maybe her lover would just start visiting here.
My biggest problem was that I still hadn't figured out what I was going to do about Michelle straying. In fact I wondered even if I should. Given my relationship with Ronnie Michelle and I were on an even footing, even as I had that thought I knew it wasn't so. Yes, what I was doing with Ronnie was technically cheating, but to my mind once Michelle broke her vows I was released from mine. SHE was cheating. I WAS getting even.
I finally decided to maintain my wait and see stance. I would keep an eye on my wayward bride and see what happened when I took her out of outside sales. If that ended her thing with Thomas and she didn't take up with someone else maybe – just maybe – we could hang in there. Even as I had that thought I knew it was bullshit. Maybe, just maybe, we could hang in there, but only after I had confronted her about it. My pride, ego or whatever you wanted to call it had to know why and most probably for how long. The answers to those and possibly a few other questions would determine if we could hang in there or not.
Ronnie was pulling for Michelle and I to crater and I did have to admit that the odds were in her favor and I would have no problem in moving from Michelle to Ronnie. Michelle did have a slight edge though. The fact that I hated to fail was on her side and a divorce for any reason whatsoever was a failure. And she had one other small advantage - I loved the silly bitch! Just as I would scramble to try and save one of the company's accounts I would try to save the marriage. IF it could be saved.
++++++++++++++++++++
What is it that they say? Man plans and the Gods laugh? My plan to wait and see took a severe hit at 4:20 Friday afternoon on May 12th. Michelle was sitting in my office having just gotten home from her northern swing. I told her it was time to pull her from outside sales, name her as executive vice president and start easing her into a more active role in running the company.
I was not at all prepared for her response.
"Won't that put a crimp in what you have going with my step-mom?"
It caught me by surprise, but I pride myself on being quick on my feet.
"No more than it will cause problems for you and Randy Thomas."
"It won't cause me any problems at all. I very much doubt that he will make the trip here just to get laid."
"And what if he does?"
"That pretty much depends on you."
"Depends on me? Why? What do I have to do with it?"
"Couple of things. One, you have known about it for at least four months and you haven't done anything about it. If you continue to do nothing and he comes here I'll probably see him. Secondly, if you do kick me to the curb I'll be free to do what I want and if he comes to town and calls me I probably will see him. If you don't kick me out I'll tell him to fuck off and die. It is all up to you."
"Care to tell me how we got to this point to begin with?"
"Technology and pharmaceuticals."
"You need to be clearer than that."
"On one of your business trips I went to a party and got fed a date rape drug. Randy was there and he took pictures of the gangbang with his cell phone camera Two days later he came up to me and told me that he had always wanted a taste, but didn't want to be one of many. He told me that if I didn't want you to see the pictures I was going to have to give him sex.
"Knowing you and your history with the opposite sex I opted not to take the chance that you would be understanding and so I gave in to him. It was just before graduation and once he had returned home I thought I'd seen the last of him. My bad luck that on my first trip to Rawlings he saw me, made the same threat and then asked how you would like knowing that he did me every week up to graduation. I couldn't see a way out and I've been seeing him every Monday since then."
"So how did you find out that I knew what you were doing?"
"Randy is a cop and he spotted the surveillance right away. He used his cell to call a couple of his buddies and they braced the guy and he told them everything."
"Once you knew that I knew why didn't you tell him to go to hell?"
"Because I liked fucking him and I thought I might as well just keep at it since you were going to kick me out anyway. But you didn't do anything so I kept seeing him and waiting for the hammer to fall and when it didn't happen I figured that you were up to something so I put a PI on you and found out about my stepmom."
"You say you liked fucking him. How long was it going to be before you dropped me for him?"
"Don't be silly Rob. I'd never cut you loose. Yes I liked fucking him. But I didn't care for him as a person. He was a fucking blackmailer. All he had going for him was a big cock and you would have to be a woman to understand what a big cock can do for a girl if the guy who has it really knows how to use it. So tell me Rob; how long has this thing between you and Ronnie been going on?"
"Ever since she told me what she had found out about you."
"Ronnie told you? How the hell did she find out?"
I told Michelle how it had all come about and she said, "I would never have done that. True, I wasn't all that happy that I had a step mother who was only six years older than me and it did piss me off that daddy had so quickly replaced my mom with someone that I considered a gold digging bimbo, but she made daddy happy and she never treated me badly." She paused and then said, "So what happens now?"
"You become executive vice president and we get you ready to take my place.'
"No silly; I mean what happens to us?"
"I don't honestly know Michelle. I don't know that there is an us anymore."
"I can't blame you for thinking that, but for what it is worth I do love you and I do want there to be an us."
"For the time being you need to move into the spare bedroom."
"For how long."
"Until I can figure out what I want to do."
"We can get by this Rob; I know we can."
"Maybe Michelle, but I wouldn't bet a lot on it."
++++++++++++++++++
Michelle moved into the spare bedroom and we co-existed in the condo. We even rode to work together on most days. Of course she managed to be seen naked or scantily clad by me as she tried to tempt me and it got so bad a time or two that I had to leave the house. It wasn't easy being close to Michelle at home and at work, but we managed to stay civil with each other as I groomed her to take over the company.
I'd already started looking for another job since I didn't think that I would be able to step down and continue to work for the company. It would be to hard to go from being the king to being one of the commoners.
Once again the saying that man plans and the gods laugh came into play. Michelle called for an ownership meeting. We held it in my office and Michelle opened the meeting by saying that we needed to make some changes and that they needed to be made now before things got away from us.
"Like what" Ronnie asked.
"Apparently our president is seeking other employment and I feel that we need to lock him in here. I propose that we offer him a twenty year contract extension on top of what remains of his current contract. In addition I think a ten percent increase in his compensation package is in order. What say the rest of you?"
"That is not what your father wanted. He always intended that you run the company. I have to turn the reins over to you."
"Maybe so, but I will be the one to say when I think I'll be ready and from where I'm sitting I think I will need twenty more years of seasoning before I'll be ready. What do you think mom?"
The "mom" caught Ronnie by surprise and she looked from Michelle to me and then back to Michelle as she tried to figure out what was going on. Finally she said. "I don't think that it will take anywhere near twenty years to get you ready. Maybe one more, but I am also a firm believer in not changing horses in mid stream. Your father did intend for you to run the company and I think you should, but I am going to leave that to you and Rob to work out. That said I am in favor of extending Rob's contract,"
"Do I have any say in this?"
"Of course you do. We can't stop you from quitting. But quite frankly you would be a fool to do it and the last thing you are is a fool."
Michelle opened her briefcase and took out a document and slid it across the desk to me saying:
"I took the liberty of having this drawn up. Look it over. If you sign it I will sweeten the pot by having ten percent of my shares in the company transferred to you. Now if you will excuse me there is a problem in production that I want to delve into."
She got up and left the room. I looked at Ronnie and asked, "Were you part of this?"
"No. It caught me completely by surprise, but I am in full agreement with her."
"I can't help but wonder what she is playing at."
"Oh come on Rob; you can't possibly be that dense. If you leave the company it is likely that you would have to relocate. She can't get the two of you back together unless she keeps you close."
"So why did you back her play? I thought you wanted her out of my life so there would be room for you."
"That was when I thought she was cheating on you because she didn't care about you. I know different now and I won't be the one to play home wrecker. Hank was the love of my life and even though Michelle and I didn't get along all that well I will not be the one to stand in the way of his daughter's happiness. I owe the man that much."
I sat there quietly thinking about what she'd just said when she added:
"Come on Rob; face it. You love the silly bitch and you always have. The scales are more than balanced. She had two hours once a week with her blackmailer while you were spending all night with me every day she was gone. And it is obvious from what she just did that she is willing to go to great lengths to try and keep you. You know how much she wanted to sit in Hank's chair. But she just gave that up in an effort to keep you close."
"I just don't know Ronnie."
"Sure you do. You know that she was one hundred percent dead on when she said that based on your past experiences with women she didn't dare let you find out what had happened. Even though it wasn't her fault she knew how you would look at it."
"I just can't get past the fact that by her own admission she kept doing it because she liked it."
"Get your head out of your ass lover. Of course she liked it. Good sex is enjoyable. God knows you seemed to enjoy what we did together."
"But she didn't have to do it once she knew she'd been found out. She could have said "Fuck you asshole. You can't threaten me any more because now he knows. But she didn't. She kept seeing him."
"Yes she did and I can't fault her on it. There isn't a woman alive who isn't a virgin who has never wondered what a really big cock is like I've wondered and I can't say for sure that I wouldn't go for it if I had the chance. And that's even if you and I were still together. You are bigger than Hank was. Not by much, but enough to make me feel a little bit different when we made love. So if you being just a little bigger makes a noticeable difference in how I feel how much different would it feel with something bigger that what you have?



"Add to that she was already fucking him and if she liked his size why quit when she knew she had been caught? Once she knew that you knew she expected a confrontation so she might as well enjoy it while it lasted. What is important here boss is that you love her and she wants you. Sign the contract Rob. Sign it and I'll match whatever she gives you in the way of company stock. I've got work to do so I'm going to leave you with your thoughts" and she got up and left the office.
I watched her go as I thought about what the two women had proposed. Michelle was absolutely correct when she said I'd be a fool to turn it down, but the sticking point would be my working relationship with Michelle if I decided to go for a divorce. And Ronnie had just pretty much eliminated my fall back position by telling me that she would never do anything to stand in the way of Hank's daughter's happiness.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Of course the stumbling block in the way of putting things back together was the bugaboo that was there in most divorces.
The trust issue.
Could you believe your other half's protestations of never again? If she kept seeing Randy because of the size of his cock would she spread for another guy who had a big one? Could you take her at her word and believe that she meant it? How would you ever know? It would be ungodly expensive to keep a PI on her whenever she wasn't with you. And even f you were prone to do it could you follow her yourself every time she went out? The answer to that was no. So what did you do?
I spent the time between putting out fires at work thinking on the subject and then it was time to go home. It was one of the few times that Michelle and I didn't ride to work together and so I spent some of the time driving home thinking on the problem and I came up with a solution just about the time I pulled in the drive. It was the only thing that I felt would work, but was Michelle willing to go along with it? If she refused we were done.
She was going to have to sign the prenuptial agreement that she had refused to sign back when she broke our engagement, but there would be a major change to it. If either party got caught cheating on the other party their shares in the company would be forfeit. If Michelle really meant what she was saying she would say "Where do I sign" without any argument and as far as I was concerned that was the only answer I would accept. "Where do I sign" or "Do you have a pen" were the only acceptable responses. Any other response would mean the end of our marriage. "We should talk about this" and we were done. "This seems a little draconian" and we were done. "I don't know about this Rob" and we were over. Only willing acceptance without discussion would work.
I took out my cell, called my attorney and told him to dig out the old pre-nup and put in the added change. He said he would have it ready for me at three the next afternoon and I put the cell back in my pocket and went into the house.
Michelle was already home and she had dinner ready so I washed my hands and sat down to eat. We talked about some things going on at work and then, dinner over, I asked her if she had anything going on the next night.
"Nothing I can't get out of. Why?"
"We need to put an end to what is going on between us. One way or another we need to move on. I have had a damned near impossible time trying to figure out what I need to do. I think I've finally found a way to force a decision to be made. I'll have what I need in place by this time tomorrow night so after dinner I want us to sit down over a glass of Brandy and see what we can make happen."
"I don't care what it takes Rob. If it will put us back together I'm all for it."
"We will see if you still feel that way tomorrow."
+++++++++++++++++
There was a lot of work piled up on my desk and most of it was fairly urgent, but I wasn't making a whole lot of headway. My mind was on what was going to happen around six that evening. Fortunately I had a PA who was pretty good at getting me to get my head out of my ass and I got most of the work out of the way before I had to make my three o'clock visit to my attorney.
I stopped at Barney's Bar and Grill for a beer or two while I read over the pre-nup and got myself in the mindset that I needed to be able to deliver my pitch. Once I thought I was as ready as I could be I headed on home. Michelle didn't have dinner waiting, but she did have a bottle of Brandy and two sniffers on the table when I got there.
"I didn't cook because I wouldn't be able to eat anyway. If you are hungry there are leftovers you can stick in the microwave."
"I'd rather get right to it" I said as I sat down and poured us both a glass. "I want you to let me get all the way through this without interrupting me. There will be plenty of time when I'm done for you to have your say.
"I've thought long and hard on this and it always comes down to can I trust you and sorry to say the answer I always come up with is that I just don't know. You hear the phrase "Once a cheater always a cheater" and you have to wonder if it is true. You said that you really didn't want to do it and you told me why you did it and while I don't think I would have reacted in a negative way toward you I can see where you thought that I might. But what I am having to look at is that even after you knew that I'd found out about what you were doing you kept doing it because, by your own admission, you liked it. Enough to take up with some other big dicked fucker somewhere down the line?
"You can say that it will never happen again and you can swear on a stack of bibles that it will never happen again, but can I be sure of that? Can I bet my life on it? No I can't. And I can't watch you 24/7/365 and even if I could what kind of marriage would we have?
"Make no mistake here Michelle. The issue here is trust. Can I trust you if we put things back together and quite frankly the answer to that question is that I don't really know if I can or not.
"There is another saying that sooner or later cheaters always get caught. With that thought in mind I decided on a path to follow. I decided to make cheating and getting caught so expensive that you would have to do a lot of serious soul searching before doing it."
I handed her the document that I'd picked up at my attorney's office and said:
"Read it and sigh it Michelle and we will go to work on putting our relationship back on track."
I watched her as she read it and I saw a frown appear on her face and I saw her lips become a grim straight line, but then I saw her shake it off. She finished reading the document and set it down on the table and stared at it for several seconds and then she looked up at me and............
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+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I realize now that it was my own fault. I could have been a little more rebellious when I was young and not made promises that I would have to keep. And I could have shown a little more backbone when I when I met Gail, but that is all water over the dam now.
My mom was always pushing virtue at me and kept trying to impress upon me the importance of entering married life pure and she made me promise to remain a virgin until my wedding day.
To be honest it wasn't all that hard for me to do. I was pretty shy around girls and I wasn't the most attractive guy around. I was overweight and near-sighted. The bad eyes had me wearing heavy horn-rimmed glasses. I didn't have much of a social life all the way through high school and I didn't even go to the prom.
Things changed in college. My roommate in the dorm took one look at me and decided that I had to change. He was a horn dog and figured that if I was going to be around and we were going to be seen together he didn't want the girls running the other way when they saw us.
He browbeat me into doing an exercise program and practically forced me at gun point into running with him every morning. He convinced me to dump the horn rims and get contacts and by spring break you could see the results. I'd lost twenty-five pounds (still had fifteen to go) and I felt better about myself.
I was still shy around girls and Mike decided to help me there also although I didn't know about it until way later. What Mike decided was that I was shy around girls because I'd never interacted with them on any level so he started arranging things to give me more exposure to them. What he did was fix me up without letting me know he was fixing me up.
Typical would be something like, "Hey Rob; I need a huge favor. I have a date with Carol, but she called and told me she had to cancel because her (cousin, sister, best friend - pick one) just came to town. I'm hot for the girl Rob and I almost had her on our last date. I need to keep the pressure on. Help me out here bud."
"What can I do?"
"Date her (fill I the blank) so my date doesn't get cancelled."
I'd hem and haw and he would keep on me until I gave in.
Another one was, "Hey Rob; you doing anything Friday night?"
"No."
"I've been invited to a party at Jerry's and I know that Gloria is going to be there. I need a wingman in case she is with one of her sorority sisters. I just know that if I can get her alone I can score. Can you help me out?"
And he would keep after me until I would say yes.
The thing is that it did work. The more time I spent in the company of the opposite sex the more comfortable I became around them, but I still lacked the nerve to go after one, but I was no longer shy.
Girls started coming up to me when I was sitting in the school cafeteria and asking if they could join me. They would make small talk about classes and instructors and drop subtle hints that they didn't have dates for this or that party and ask if I was going. Since I wasn't totally brain dead I would pick up on what they wanted and I would ask them out. I even had a few flat out ask me for a date. As a result I did have a decent social life and I did gain enough confidence in myself that I did finally start asking girls out.
By my junior year I had entered into a relationship with a couple of different girls and I had some pretty hot make out sessions, but as weird as it may sound both relationships ended when I wouldn't go all the way. I would finger fuck them and Lucinda Welch taught me to eat her pussy, but the most I would allow where my penis was concerned was a hand job. I guess those things weren't exactly pure, but I interpreted my mom as meaning I should remain a virgin - as in not having actual intercourse - until I married. Even at twenty my mom's influence still held sway.
"Go to your marriage bed pure Robbie; I'm telling you that you won't regret it."
And her influence stayed current because I was back living at home. Even though Mike wasn't my roommate anymore (you were only required to live in the dorms your freshman year) we still stayed close. We double dated a lot (still a lot of that "Help me out Rob" going on) and things were going well for me.
I was doing well in class with my GPA hanging around 3.85 and my social life was much better than I ever expected that it would be given my high school history.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was at a frat/sorority mixer during the third week of my senior year that my life was turned upside down and inside out. I was with Mike, his date and her cousin from out of town when I saw a vision on the other side of the room. It was one of those life defining moments. From the second I laid eyes on Gail Marcella Luoma no one else in the world existed for me.
I abandoned my date and moved closer to the vision and then followed her, keeping some distance between us, as she moved around the sorority house. Her voice was throaty and sent chills up and down my spine when I heard her speak. Her laugh was musical and she moved with a grace that was enchanting. I was absolutely mesmerized.
It was inevitable that she would notice me - I was that obvious - and when she did she came over to me.
"Why are you following me around?"
I was caught red handed and I didn't know what to say and before I had a chance to think of something she said:
"I don't know who you are and I don't want to know you so knock it off or I'll turn you in to campus security for stalking. Do you understand?"
I nodded a yes and she turned and walked away. I had understood her, but I didn't care. I stopped trying to get close and just watched her from the other side of the room. She noticed, but what could she do. I was a legitimate guest at the party and if we just happened to be in the same room at the same time there was nothing she could do about it and as far as campus security? Fuck them! There was no law against looking at beautiful women.
Mike came up to me and asked me what had captured my interest and I pointed Gail out to him.
"Go up to her and ask her out."
I told him about our small confrontation and he chuckled, said "Faint heart never won fair lady" and went back to the party.
I made note of the people that Gail talked to and I knew a few of them so I made a mental note to pump them for information about her.
The party started breaking up and we left. Mike's date's cousin had hooked up with some guy and had left with him earlier so Mike dropped me off at my place and he and his date took off to do whatever it was that they were going to do.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next couple of days I talked with every one I knew who I'd seen talking with Gail at the party. By the end of the third day I knew her class schedule, what her major was (Business Management), where she lived and what some of her likes and dislikes were. Armed with that information I started putting myself in places where she would likely be. Stalking? Yeah; I guess technically it was, but I had it bad! I needed to see her. I was a junkie and I needed my fix.
It was three weeks after the party where she had basically told me to fuck off and die and I was in Marvin's Malt Shoppe having lunch when Gail walked in to the place. The place was packed and the only empty seat in the house was the bench seat across from me in my booth. Gail looked around, saw me and the empty seat and I saw a bit of hesitation in her. She started to turn and leave but then abruptly turned back and headed my way.
My first thought was that she couldn't accuse me of stalking because I was already there when she came in and then she was at my booth.
"May I join you?"
"Please do."
She sat down across from me and said, "What's your story? Why have you been dogging me and don't bother denying it. People have been telling me that you have been asking all kinds of questions about me and it seems like I see you almost every where I go."
That caught me flat-footed and I lamely replied, "Hi. I'm Rob."
"You already know who I am. Are you going to answer my question or not?"
Just then the waitress came up to take Gail's order which gave me time to get my head on straight. When the waitress left I said:
"I'll answer the question, but only if you promise not to laugh."
"Why would I laugh? All I want to know is what is going on."
I took a deep breath and then explained what had happened to me the first time I saw her, the way I felt and my need to keep seeing her.
"Love at first sight? There is no such thing, but if I have that effect on you why haven't you tried to get together with me?"
"After the way you unloaded on me at the party?"
"I guess I was a little harsh, but I had just broken up with my boyfriend and I wasn't feeling all that kindly toward the opposite sex at the time."
Her order arrived and she dug into it. Between bites she asked me what I had intended to do with al the information I'd dug up on her.
"Just use it to be where you might be so I can see you."
"You do know that you are sounding like a weirdo right?"
I shrugged and then she said, "So where are we going on our first date?"
My jaw must have fallen halfway to the floor when I heard that and she said:
"Come on Rob; not a difficult question. Where are we going and when?"
I took a breath, got myself together and said, "Tonight if possible and whatever you would like to do."
"I think a first date should be kept simple so how about a movie?"
"Works for me."
She finished her lunch, opened her purse and took out a note pad and a pen. She wrote on the pad, tore off the page and handed it to me.
"About six okay? Got to run or I'll be late for class."
As Gail walked out of Marvin's I watched her go and wondered what in the hell had just happened. It made no sense at all to me that she could have gone from the girl at the party to the girl who had just pretty much asked me out. I couldn't figure it out, but I wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth either.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Not wanting anything to keep the date from happening I made sure that I was in Gail's neighborhood a half an hour early. I wasn't going to let an accident or a traffic jam get in the way. I sat in my car one block over from Gail's place until five to six and then I started up and drove over to her place.
I rang the doorbell right at six and when Gail opened the door the sight of her took my breath away she was so beautiful. I offered her my arm and walked her to the car, opened the door and helped her in. Once I was inside the car I asked her what movie she would like to see and was not surprised when she chose a chick flick. I don't even remember the name of it I was so enthralled just to be sitting next to her. I've mentioned that I had it bad right?
After the show I asked her if she was hungry and she said she could stand a bite to eat so I drove over to the malt shop for burgers and fries and then I took her home. I walked her to her door, she kissed me on the cheek and then said:
"Don't be a stranger. Call me; okay?"
She went into the house and I stood there looking at the closed door as I tried to digest the fact that she wanted me to call her. ME! She wanted ME to call her. I don't even remember walking back to the car. SHE wanted ME to call her!
+++++++++++++++
When I got up the next morning I took pen in hand and made a list of the things people had told me that she liked and was interested in and then I went looking for them.
She liked art and I found that a gallery in town was having a showing of a new artist so I called and got dates and times. She liked classical music so I went on line and got the schedule for the concert hall. She liked nature and she liked hiking and my parents had a cabin in the mountains so I called my dad, asked him if I could use it and found out the dates that he wouldn't be there.
Gail was also a bi of a speed freak. She liked NASCAR, dirt track and drag racing and I had a problem with that in that there wasn't a raceway within two hundred miles of us. I was sure that she had other likes and I was just going to have to dig them out. I checked out my list and noticed that one of the gallery showings was in two days. I went on line and found out all that I could about Francis Wheatly (the artist).
I didn't have any shared classes with Gail, but I knew that she usually showed up at the school cafeteria sometime between eleven-forty and eleven fifty-five so I made sure that I was there by eleven-thirty. When I saw Gail come through the line I waited until she looked my way and I waved at her. I wasn't sure, but I thought I saw a trace of annoyance on her face before she smiled and headed for my table. She sat down and I asked her how she was and she said she was fine.
"I was going to call you tonight, but your being here saves me a phone call. Do you know where the Heritage Gallery is?"
"I do."
They are having a show for a new artist named Francis Wheatly. I've heard some good things about him and I was thinking of attending the exhibition. Would you like to go?"
"I would love to. When is it?"
"Tomorrow at seven. Would you like to have dinner before we go?"
"They usually have plenty of munchies ay a showing."
"I know and they are usually pretty fattening and that is why I like to eat before I go. I can usually pass on the freebies if I've just eaten."
"Good point. Yes; I would like to have dinner before we go"
"Pick you up at five?"
"That'll work for me."
We made the date and then made small talk until we finished lunch and then we headed off to our classes.
When I got home I called James, a friend of mine who was into art, and found out what showings were like and what some of the dos and don'ts were when you attended one.
++++++++++++++++++
We had dinner at Tricocci's and over dinner she asked what I knew about the artist and I parroted what I'd read when I Googled his name. She listened and then said:
"I would never have figured you for the type that went to art galleries."
"My parents thought that they should see to it that I was raised with some 'couth' as they called it and I was drug along to a whole bunch of things and some of it actually took. I never could get into ballet or opera, but I did develop a taste for classical music."
"Oh? You have any favorites?"
"Beethoven. I like almost every thing he did."
"What is your favorite piece?"
"His concerto for violin and orchestra is by far my favorite, but a close second is his concerto number five. The Emperor."
That was seventy-five percent bullshit as my parents never did anything to expose me to culture, but it was twenty-five percent true because I really did like classical music.
Then we talked about what we were going to do when we graduated. I told her I would be going into the family business and would probably take it over when my father retired. She told me that she was most probably going to go for an MBA and wouldn't even start thinking about a job until she was almost done with her degree program.
The exhibition was interesting, but I didn't much care for Mr. Wheatly's work. He was what was called an impressionist and his stuff had no appeal to me. It did however have some appeal for Gail and there was on piece that she really liked. It had a $500 price tag on it, but James had explained to me how that worked. If you didn't like the price you could have a quiet word with one of the gallery people and put a bid in on the piece. If the piece didn't sell by the end of the show and the artist didn't hold firm on the price the gallery would call the high bidder and offer the item to him. While Gail was using the bathroom I put in a bid for $325. It really wasn't worth that much as far as I was concerned, but I would try to get it for Gail if I could. I had enough in savings that I could have paid full price, but my dad had taught me not to pay the asking price for anything. "Always bargain" was his motto and he had ingrained it in me.
I paid attention to whatever dad told me because he had never steered me wrong. When I was eight or so and kids were calling me fatso and four eyes and I got into pushing and shoving matches with them dad took me aside and taught me some of the basics of judo and told me to just defend myself and not be the attacker and things would straighten out in a hurry and he was right. I only had to use what he taught me twice and I was never bothered again.
++++++++++++++++++++++
When I took Gail home I walked her to the door and she kissed me on the cheek, thanked me for a wonderful weekend and told me to make sure that I called her again.
"I will, but it probably won't be until next week sometime. My folks have a cabin up in the mountains and I told dad I would go up there this weekend and make sure that it was ready for fall. I know for a fact that I'll have to replace some boards on the deck and caulk the windows."
"You are going to the mountains and you aren't going to ask me to go with you?"
"It never occurred to me that you would like to go."
"I love the outdoors. Are there any trails up there to hike?"
"No trails as such, but you can pretty much walk where ever you want."
"Sounds perfect."
"Would you like to go? I'm leaving Friday right after my last class. I need to warn you though. I won't be coming back until Sunday evening and we will be alone for the two nights that we are there."
"And so?"
"Your reputation. You want people knowing that you spent two nights with a guy all alone?"
"Who is going to know? I'm not going to tell anyone. Are you?"
"Of course not."
"I think that you are just afraid to be alone with me."
"There is that."
She kissed me on the cheek again and said, "Call me tomorrow and we can set up the details."
++++++++++++++++++
The next day after our first class Mike said he'd heard I'd gone out with Gail.
"Getting anywhere?"
"Two dates so far and I'm seeing her this weekend."
"Well all I can say is hang in there bro. I think she might be worth the effort it takes to get her."
I thought that was an odd thing to say, but wrote it off as Mike being Mike.
As the time got closer for my weekend with Gail I spent hour after hour worrying about it. I'd never spent a weekend alone with a girl before let alone with a girl that gave me the feelings that Gail did. I was pretty close to being a nervous wreck when I pulled up in front of Gail's place on Friday, but it all went away when I saw Gail's beaming smile when she opened her front door.
On the two hour drive to the cabin we talked about the cabin and the surrounding area and what there was to see and do. I explained to her that we would be truly roughing it. There was no running water or electricity. We carried our water in with us in five gallon jugs and used propane bottles for lighting, cooking and heating. The facilities consisted of an outhouse about a hundred feet from the cabin.
"All it is is a nice quiet place for a two, three or four day getaway."
"Sounds perfect. Sounds like the kind of place I'd like to get for myself someday."
When we got there she got out of the pickup, looked around and then said:
"You didn't tell me about the view. It is fantastic."
"That's what it is all about. Dad bought the property and then built the cabin just so he could sit on the deck and enjoy the view."
We carried our stuff inside and she looked around. What she saw was a twelve by twenty foot room with a stair case at the south end that led up into a loft. There were couches against the north and east wall and a table built onto the loft stairway on which a four burner propane stove sat. There was a pot-bellied wood stove in the south east corner and the floor was the stone of the mountain with a couple of throw rugs on it, but plenty of rock still showed.



After looking around Gail asked what the sleeping arrangements were.
"You get the bed up in the loft. The sofa on the south wall is a pullout sofa bed and that's where I'll bunk."
She gave me what I thought was a contemplative glance and then carried her bag up to the loft. I fired up the propane stove and fixed us a simple dinner of chicken noodle soup and grilled cheese sandwiches after which we went out and sat on the deck to enjoy the view.
I pointed out a hawk circling off to the east and we watched it for a bit before it suddenly dropped like a rock.
"I guess it is his dinner time too."
I pointed out where my dad had placed a couple of salt blocks near the end of the property and told her that if we were lucky we might see a couple of deer before the weekend was over. The words were no sooner out of my mouth that two does and a fawn came out of the trees and approached the salt blocks. I looked over at Gail and she was enthralled. I kept my mouth shut and didn't distract her from what she was watching. After a bit the three critters wandered back into the trees and Gail asked:
"Does that happen often up here?"
Maybe one out of every three times we come up."
By then it was turning dark and the stars started coming out. There is nothing like a star filled sky when you are in the mountains at 8900 feet and with no city lights to muddy up the view. I pointed out the Big and Little Dipper and a couple of points of light that I knew were man made satellites and while we were looking up and airliner with flashing position lights crossed the sky. He was so far up that the sound of his jet engines never reached us.
"I wouldn't have any problem with living up here full time" Gail said.
"It is rather peaceful" I replied.
We sat there in silence for another half hour and then I got up and went inside the cabin and lit two propane lanterns and then pulled out the bed part of the sofa bed and made it up. Gail came in and I gave her one of the lanterns and told her goodnight. She gave me a funny look and then took the lantern and headed up to the loft.
The next morning I was up, had the coffee on and was fixing scrambled eggs and bacon when Gail came down the stairs. I poured her a cup of coffee and she sat on the couch and watched me at the stove.
"I can't believe how well I slept last night."
"The clear mountain air does it every time."
"What's on for today?"
"You enjoy yourself while I replace the five bad deck boards and caulk all the windows. Hike around, throw a blanket down and work on your tan, but if you do that use plenty of sunscreen. The sun can get intense in the thinner air up this high."
As we ate our bacon and eggs Gail asked me if I needed any help with what I had to do.
"I didn't bring you up here to work you."
"I would like to hike around, but I don't know the area. I'd rather you walked with me so if I can help you it will let you get done sooner and you can go with me."
"If you put it that way I guess I will let you help."
With Gail's help we finished around two and then took off on a hike that lasted a little over three hours.
"You hungry yet" I asked Gail when we were back and sitting on the deck.
"Famished."
There was a stone lined fire pit just off to the side of the deck and I got a fire going and handed Gail a two foot long sharpened stick.
"What's this for?"
"It is your cooking utensil."
I went into the cabin and came back with a package of hot dogs, a package of hot dog buns and a couple of cold beers. I slid a hot dog onto my sharpened stick and stuck the dog in the fire. Gail followed suit as I said:
"We have marsh mellows for desert."
We were sitting there turning our sticks to cook the dogs evenly when suddenly Gail said:
"Look" and pointed up. I looked up and saw a circling hawk. "You think it might be the same one from yesterday?"
"It could be. I read somewhere that hawks are territorial so it could be the one we saw or its mate."
We watched as it circled, but it didn't seem to be finding dinner.
After dinner clean up was quick and simple. We broke up the roasting sticks and tossed them into the fire and put the empty beer bottles in the back of the truck. I got two more out of the cooler and we sat on the deck and took in the view. It turned dark and the stars came out and after a bit Gail asked:
"Do you think there is life up there?"
"Maybe not as we know it, but yes I do believe there is life on other planets. I read somewhere that scientists have identified over eleven hundred planets that have the same relationship with their sun that we have with ours. Roughly the same distance from the sun they revolve around. If you accept the theory of evolution it would seem impossible that there isn't some kind of life form there."
We sat there in silence for another half hour and then I said it was time for me to turn in. Gail headed for the loft and I settled down on the sofa bed.
The next morning after another breakfast of bacon and eggs we went on another three hour hike and then we packed up and headed home. Gail was silent and spent a lot of the drive home looking out the passenger side window. When we got to her place she said:
"We just spent two nights in a very romantic setting, but you never tried to hold my hand, put your arm around me or try and kiss me. Why?"
I was silent for a couple of seconds and then said, "Fear."
"Fear? Fear of what?"
"Of doing something that might scare you away. Of doing something that might make you not want me around."
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am. Don't forget our first meeting and don't forget that you have already said that I come across as a weirdo."
"Jesus! I can't believe that you wasted an entire weekend for something as silly as that."
She slid over next to me, put a hand behind my head and pulled our lips together. She gave me a scorcher of a kiss and when she broke it she said:
"Not bad. Needs some work though. I'm free tomorrow if you want to practice."
"You roller skate?"
"I haven't in years, but yes, I think I can keep my feet under me."
"My last class is at three so how about I pick you up at five?"
"That works for me as far as tomorrow is concerned, but it is still early. Pull up and go around the corner."
"What?"
"Get us away from the front of the house. I don't want my parents watching me make out."
I pulled around the corner and for the next half hour we did our best to steam up the windows of the truck.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next date at Skate City was followed by six more dates each followed by a steamy make out session. It all ended following a date at the Concert Hall. The date was followed by the usual make out session during which Gail rubbed the lump in my trousers and told me to find a motel room.
I don't think I will ever forget the stunned expression on Gail's face when I said no to her suggestion and then explained why. I don't think it was the 'why' that stunned her. It was more likely the 'no' that she heard. I doubt that any guy had ever said no to her.
She pulled away from me, tucked her breasts back into her bra and then told me to take her home. I walked her to her door and for the first time since I started dating her I didn't get a kiss or a "Call me."
She might not have said call me, but of course I did call her. Her mother answered the phone and when I asked for Gail her mom said she would check and see if Gail was there. I heard voices in the background and then her mother came back on the phone and told me that Gail wasn't home. She asked me if I would like to leave a message and I told her no. I mean what would be the point? One of the voices I heard while mom was 'seeing' if Gail was home or not was Gail's.
The next day I was sitting at a table in the cafeteria when Gail came in. She saw me and then turned around and left. The same thing happened the next day. Friday when she came in and saw me she didn't turn and leave. She did keep an eye on me as she went through the line and I wondered if she was going to join me and tell me what was going on, but I should have known better. When she paid the cashier she took her tray and headed for an empty table on the other side of the room.
As I watched her walk toward the table she had chosen I knew that there was no need for her to tell me what was going on because it had happened to me before. Twice! Two other times I'd told a girl no when she had wanted sex and both times I'd been dropped like a hot rock. I watched her sit down and when two other girls joined her I got up and headed for my next class.
+++++++++++++++
Gail may have dropped me, but she still had a hold on me that couldn't be broken. I still had the need to see her and so I started back up with showing up at places where I was likely to see her.
It was three weeks before graduation and I was wondering how I was going to handle my need to see Gail once I had graduated and was working full time.
I was at a party at Norm Miller's and Gail was there also. She was with a date and he had gotten smashed and had passed out. Some guy I'd never seen before decided to move in on her, but she wasn't having any of it. Every time he would go up to her she would walk away from him.
Then he fucked up. He walked up to her and started talking and Gail gave him a disgusted look and turned to walk away from him and he reached out, grabbed her arm and pulled her back, Gail tried to get loose from him, but he wouldn't let go. I walked up and said:
"I think the lady wants you to let go of her."
"But out dickhead. This ain't none of your business."
"I'm making it my business. Let go of her."
He let Gail go and turned toward me and swung at me. I hadn't had to use the judo my father had taught me since I was eight, but I remembered what to do and the guy ended up on the floor with my knee in the middle of his back and his right arm in a hammer lock.
"Are you going to leave the party quietly or am I going to have to break your arm?"
"Fuck you! My dad's a cop and when..."
"Okay. Broken arm it is" and I began to push his arm up. He yelled in pain and then said:
"Okay okay I'll leave."
"I'll walk you to the door."
I let him up and I could see that he wanted to take another shot at me and I set myself for it. I guess he noticed and decided that it wouldn't be a good idea and he turned and headed for the front door. I followed along to see that he did leave and I watched until he got in his car and drove away.
Once he was gone I decided that it was time for me to leave and I went looking for Norm, found him and thanked him for the invite. I told him that I'd had a good time and I reminded him that we had a golf date the next morning. He laughed and told me he was going to invite me to every party from now on so he would have some one to put out the trash.
I saw Gail watching us, but I didn't pay any attention to her and left the party shortly thereafter.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't realize it at the time, but others had taken note of my infatuation with Gail and had also witnessed what I'd done at the party and the word had gone out that you should not mess with Gail if I was around. Not that you couldn't date her, but best that you didn't get pushy or grab her if she clearly didn't want it.
Over the next several days I'd be in the cafeteria when Gail would occasionally come in and while she never approached me she sat where she could see me and she watched me or at least it seemed to me that she did.
It was two weeks after Norm's party and I was at a kegger at the Kappa Tau house. We were having a pre-graduation party a week before the big day and an hour into the party Gail came in with Joel Mack. Joel was on the basketball team and he was good. Probably pro quality and he had an inflated ego. He thought he was King Shit if you know what I mean.
Joel proceeded to get drunk on his ass and the drunker he got the more he treated Gail like she was his to do with as he pleased. As his behavior got worse it was obvious that Gail was getting more and more pissed at him and it finally reached the point where he said something to her and she slapped his face. He yelled "You fucking bitch" and he went to hit her.
I'd been doing my watching thing as usual and as things had gotten louder between Gail and Joel I had moved closer and I was close enough that when he raised his hand to hit her I was close enough to jump forward and grab his arm. Keep in mind here that all I was thinking of was protecting Gail and wasn't thinking of anything else. Things like I was only five eleven and Joel was six eight and two twenty to my one eighty-five and even drunk he had good reflexes. The result was me on the floor on my ass with a bloody nose. Fortunately for me there were cooler heads present and they acted. A drunken brawl could put the house on probation and cause the star of the basketball team to be suspended so several guys grabbed Joel and hustled him out of the house.
I didn't look at Gail as I got up and headed for the bathroom to clean up and put a cold rag on my nose. I got the bleeding stopped and when I came out of the bathroom I quickly left the house. I didn't want to face the sneers and jeers I expected to be sent my way.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The party had been on a Friday so it was Monday before I was back to school. I expected some finger pointing and laughter and was surprised when I didn't get any.
I was in the cafeteria at lunch; sitting by myself as usual when Mike joined me.
"Hear you got into it with that idiot basketball player."
"Don't know how much into it I got. All I know is that my ass hit the floor."
"Whatever dude, but I hear that all the ladies there are thinking pretty highly of you right now."
"I doubt that. I must have looked like a clown sitting on the floor with blood running down my face."
"It wasn't what you looked like that got to them dude. It is what you did that got you put on the floor. You took on a dude twice your size to stop him from hitting a girl."
"Yeah bro; they will all flock to me now. I can just see it. In my dreams."
I changed the subject and a couple of minutes later I saw Gail come into the cafeteria. She saw me sitting with Mike and I expected her to find a table on the other side of the room, but when she left the cashier she headed right for my table. Mike saw her coming and said:
"I'll get out of here so she can sit with her knight in shining armor."
"Yeah! Right!"
He got up and left and Gail came up and asked me if she could join me. I was going to ay no? She sat down, looked at me in silence for several seconds and then said:
"How are you going to protect me after we graduate and the two of us don't go to the same places anymore?"
I didn't know what to say so I just looked at her. She waited and when I didn't say anything she said:
"We need to talk Rob and I don't mean a short conversation here at the table. Can you pick me up tonight around six? We can go some place for a bite and have a serious talk."
I sat there trying to think of what she was planning to do to me when she said:
"Come on Rob; say something."
I finally got myself together and said, "I don't know that we have anything to talk about. The way you dropped me pretty much told me where I stand with you. I don't know if I can put up with another put down."
"That's what we need to talk about. Come on Rob. A couple of hours with me won't kill you."
"That's what you think" I told myself. The truth was a couple of hours with her that ended like our last date did could very well kill me. Or kill my spirit anyway. But I was so hooked on her that regardless of what she might do I had to say yes just to spend some time in her presence. I told her I would pick her up at six and then I got up and headed for class.
+++++++++++++++++++++
To say I was curious as to what Gail wanted to talk about would be an understatement. The way she had dumped me without a word was sitting heavily on me, but then I had to remember the girl had a way with sudden surprises. I thought back to our initial meeting followed by her basically asking me out.
I had no idea of what to expect when I walked up on her porch and rang her doorbell. She opened the door, gave me a dazzling smile and said:
"Right on time as usual. I guess there is something to be said for someone so reliable. Where are we going?"
"This is your idea so I thought I'd let you choose."
"Then I choose Tricocci's. I like their Veal Marcella."
"On the way to the restaurant we talked about what we would be doing when we ended the school portion of our lives and the conversation carried on over dinner. Once the meal was out of the way and over coffee Gail said:''
"I really do like you Rob and my feelings were well on the way to being stronger - much stronger - than just like and then you hit me with the promise that you made your mother."
I started to say something, but she cut me off.
"Just let me talk Rob. You can speak your piece when I get done, but I want to get it all out without interruptions. You telling me that you wouldn't engage in love making until you got married caused me to pull back from you. I haven't been a virgin since I turned eighteen Rob and I like sex. Hell, I adore sex and I can barely go a week without having some. That's the problem Rob; I need sex and you just won't do it. If you were to ask me to marry you tonight and I were to say yes it would take my mom six months to plan the wedding and there is no way in hell that I could go six months without sex.
"Finger fucking and hand jobs are not sex as far as I'm concerned; they are merely foreplay. To be blunt Rob I need to be fucked and I need it on a regular basis and because of your promise to your mother I can't get it from you."
"That is why you wanted me to take you out tonight? So you could tell me this?"
"Yes. I guess you could say I'm trying to set you free."
"Trying to set me free?"
"It is obvious from what happened at Norm's party and what happened at the frat house that you are always going to try and be around me so I am telling you that you are wasting your time. You have no chance with me. Well, maybe one. If we could get married in the next three or four days, but that can never happen because my mom would kill me if I didn't let her go all out in planning the wedding.
"So what this date is about is my trying to keep you from wasting your time. Don't get me wrong. I think it is sweet that you care for me as much as you do and if it wasn't for your promise to your mother I think we would be good together. Actually I think we would be great together."
"You say you can barely go a week without making love, but you dated me for a couple of weeks and we didn't have sex."
"You didn't, but I did."
What that meant hit me right in the pit of my stomach.
"You mean..."
"I didn't go out with you every night Rob and I rarely stayed home on those nights."
She saw the look on my face and said, "Don't be that way Rob. We were just dating. We were not going steady or anything like that. We had no commitment to each other."
"No hope for me at all?"
"I'm sorry Rob; I really am. I wish I could say that there was, but there isn't. I know me too well to even try and go from now until we could get married without having sex."
I called for the tab, paid it and then drove Gail home in silence. I walked her to her door and when she went up on her toes to kiss me I turned my head so the kiss landed on my cheek and then I turned and left. When I got home there was a message for me on the answering machine. The gallery had called to let me know that my bid on the painting Gail had liked had been accepted.
"Great timing" I thought. "Just fucking great."



Saturday I went to the gallery, paid for the painting and then paid extra to have the painting packaged and shipped to Gail. I hoped that she would think of me every time she looked at it and wonder about what could have been.
Thursday I walked across the stage, received my sheepskin and headed into the next portion of my life. My parent's graduation present to me was a one year lease on a two bedroom condo and the furniture to fill it. I spent the weekend moving in and on Monday I started my full time job in the family business.
I'd worked there summers since I was fourteen so there wasn't any 'new guy' break in period. I already knew the people that I would be working with so I was able to hit the ground running. And speaking of running; I'd never stopped since Mike got me started. I ran nearly every morning and I was in the best physical shape of my life. I knew that sitting behind a desk all day wasn't going to help me stay in that shape and that just running wasn't going to be enough.
There was a gym two blocks from the office and I joined and started working out on my lunch hours on Monday, Wednesday and Friday. Turns out that one hour just wasn't enough time for a work out when you subtracted the time it took to get there, the time it took to shower after the work out and the time it took to get back to the office so I started going in at five in the morning when they opened. It worked out so well for me that I started going in every morning.
The gym also had classes during the day and in the evenings for everything from spinning to tai chi chuan and I decided to take the class on tai chi two nights a week when I got off work.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The Fates or whatever Gods that be must get some sort of perverse pleasure out of fucking over mere mortals like me.
It was the third week since I started the tai chi class and I got to the gym at my normal time and on the way to the men's locker room I had to pass by the circuit machine and free weights area. I happened to glance in and saw Gail working out on the seated leg press. She saw me and I looked away from her and hurried to the locker room.
That night's tai chi class was wasted on me. Tai chi is all about concentrating on your inner core and I could not concentrate for shit. As hard as it was to do I'd thought I had made some progress on putting Gail behind me and now here she was back in the forefront of my mind. Luckily she was gone when I got out of class and I didn't have to try and avoid her.
On my way home I wondered if I was going to have to drop the class to keep from having to see there which was a one hundred and eighty degree change from when I was in school and did everything in my power to be where I could see her. The difference of course was that back then I had hope. However thin it was it was still hope, but she had crushed that hope on our last date.
The Fates and the Gods were not done with me yet.
The next day at work I was in my office reviewing contracts when Marva, the secretary I shared with three others, called me on the inter-com and told me that there was some one from Ferris Industries there to see me. I was expecting a contract from Ferris and I had thought it was going to be sent over by messenger, but I guess that John over at Ferris thought that it was important enough to be hand delivered. I told Marva to send the visitor in.
The door opened and I moaned, "Fuck me."
"I'd love to" Gail said as she walked into my office. "May I sit down?"
"Please do" I said.
"First off" Gail said, "I had no idea I would be delivering this contract to you" she said as she handed me the envelope. "I didn't even know that you worked here. But I'm glad because now I can thank you for the painting you sent me. I didn't even realize that you knew I liked it. I do have a question for you though. How did you find out I worked at the gym?"
"I didn't know. I work out there every morning and I only started taking the evening tai chi class a few weeks ago."
"Why am I having a hard time believing that?"
"Maybe because you don't want to believe it."
"Why would I not want to believe it?"
"Maybe you got used to me being close by and it bothers you that I haven't been since graduation. Maybe you don't want to believe it because you are wishing that I would be around. I don't know if either of those is true or not, but you can check with Nancy, the morning girl behind the entry desk, and she can tell you when I joined and when I come in to work out."
"You might be right. Maybe I'm having a hard time believing that some one so desperate to just see me that he hung around every place he thought I would be could just quit and disappear."
"Quit and disappear? Have you forgotten our last date? You did the verbal equivalent of kicking me in the balls. Of course I got the message. The night you dropped me like a hot rock added to what you laid on me on our last date came through loud and clear. Believe me lady; if I had known that you worked out at that gym I never would have joined."
"That from a guy so desperate to see me that he became my shadow?"
"No. That from a guy who could not bear to look at you knowing that there was absolutely no hope for him. It was one thing when there was a smidgen of hope. It was something else again to know that there was absolutely none."
"You would have rather I'd said nothing so you could go on wasting your time?"
I just shrugged and said, "Thank you for bringing the contract. Tell Mr. Stiles I'll review it and get back to him sometime tomorrow afternoon."
Gail sat there and looked at me for several seconds and then she got up and left.
"Why me God" I said to myself as the door closed behind her. "Why don't you go and fuck with someone else."
++++++++++++++++++++++
My friendship with Mike had continued after graduation and I had dinner with him that evening after work.
"You seem down" he said as I picked away at my meal.
"I had a bummer of a day."
"Hey dude, it is only work. You get to walk away from it at five o'clock."
"It wasn't work. Gail stopped in at the office today. I was making progress at getting over her and then there she was sitting across from me in my office."
"I'm sorry Rob."
"What do you have to be sorry for?"
"For getting you mixed up with her."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Nothing bud."
"Oh no you don't Mike. You can't say that and expect me to just let it pass. What did you mean when you said you were sorry for getting me mixed up with her?"
He was silent and I said, "Come on Mike; spit it out."
He shrugged and then said, "You know I'm a horn dog and a bit of an asshole where girls are concerned right?"
I nodded a yes.
"The reason I went through so many girls had nothing to do with my manly charm. To put it bluntly I'm rather well hung. I didn't have to chase the girls. Mostly they chased me. I guess girls talk among themselves the same as guys do. Anyway, the word spread about my package and girls would come up to me and ask if it was true and my response was always "There is only one way you will find out" and four out of every five said "Lets get to it."
"Gail was one of the girls who came to me and asked the question. I knew you were hung up on her and you had already told me about the first time she had talked to you so instead of giving her my standard response I told her the only way she would ever find out was if she did me a favor and cut you a break."
"Cut me a break?"
"Yeah. Talk to you. Be civil and like that."
"So after she made nice with me she came back to you and sampled the goods?"
"No bud; I'm an asshole, but not that big of an asshole. I screw the babes, not my buds. She did come back though, but only to cuss me out."
"For what?"
"Messing with her mind. She said I'd set her up with a good guy even though I knew it wouldn't go anywhere. She was really pissed when she told me that and I didn't have a clue as to what she was talking about."
"I guess that explains it. I wondered at her sudden turn around. Now I know."
Suddenly it dawned on me that Gail wasn't the first one Mike had sent my way. I remembered back to when girls started coming up to me in the cafeteria and asking if they could join me. I didn't know if I should scream at Mike for helping fuck my life up or thank him for making it possible for getting what little I did get.
++++++++++++++++++
The next trick the Fates and the Gods played on me was the next morning. I showed up at the gym at ten to five and I was standing there waiting for Nancy to open the door when a voice behind me said:
"Good morning."
I turned and saw Gail standing there.
"I decided that early mornings would work better for me."
"I don't believe it. I think you just want to torment me."
Before she could reply Nancy opened the doors and we followed her to the front desk. "Decided to bring your wife with you" Nancy asked.
Gail laughed and said, "He wishes."
I said nothing and just swiped my membership card through the card reader and headed for the men's locker room. I had no idea what Gail's program was, but I hoped that she worked the circuit machines first. That way I could avoid her because I usually started with cardio on the treadmill which was at the other end of the building from the circuit and free weight area.
Naturally I didn't get what I wanted. There were five treadmills in the cardio section and Gail was on the one in the center which meant that no matter which of the other four I chose Gail was going to be almost right next to me. I could have just turned and gone to the circuit area, but why? I needed to face up to the fact that if Gail was going to be around the only way to avoid her would be to quit working out at the gym and find another one.
But who did I think I was kidding. Certainly not myself. Yes, I had started trying to put Gail behind me after graduation, but she was still there in my mind and I thought of her often. I was able to survive her dropping me and still go where I could manage to see her and now here she was only eight feet away. I knew that nothing would come of it, but she was where I could be around her now so I was going to take the gift that the Fates and the Gods had given me.
I did my usual fifteen minutes on the treadmill and then moved to the circuit area to begin the rest of my workout. I was not at all surprised when a couple of minutes later Gail showed up. We hadn't said a word to each other when we were on the treadmills and we didn't talk as we worked our way through the fourteen machines. Didn't talk, but I watched her and she knew I didn't take my eyes off of her.
When I finished my routine I headed for the locker room and changed into my swimming trunks and went to the steam room where I spent just over eight minutes before heading for the hot tub. I'd no sooner sat down in the 105 degree water when Gail showed up and joined me in the tub. She was wearing a bikini and seeing her in it gave me instant wood. Fortunately with all the bubbles and the swirling water Gail couldn't see it, but I would have been willing to bet big money that she knew it was there.
"We seemed destined to run into each other" she said.
I could have just shrugged and kept my mouth shut, but I decided that sticking my head in the sand and pretending that she wasn't there would be a waste of time since she knew that I was hung up on her so I said:
"I'm not going to complain, but couldn't you at least toned down the impact by wearing a tank suit instead of that bikini?"
"Tone it down? Why would I do that? This suit was designed to get attention and that is why I wear it."
"I thought that you didn't want my attention. At least that was the impression I got when you stopped dating me."
She was silent for a few seconds and then in a soft voice said:
"Things change."
"In what way?"
"I told you on our last date that my feelings for you were getting stronger than just like and I guess that they were stronger than I realized. I've not gone a day since that last date that I haven't thought of you. It was a happy surprise to find out that we belong to the same gym, but it wasn't by accident that I delivered that contract to you. I knew you worked there and when my boss told me to call the messenger service to send over the contract I told him I knew you and that I would like to bring it over so I could say hi."
"Why?"
"To put myself in a place where communication could happen."
"Again, why?"
"Do I have to carve it into your chest?! I've missed you dummy! That's why!"
"I've missed you too, but nothing has changed. I still intend to keep my promise to my mother."
"I admit that is a problem, but maybe we can work around it."
"How do we do that?"
"We will think of something. So! Do you ask me or do I have to ask you?"
"Ask what?"
"For a date you blockhead!"
"A date? You and me?"
"No. Me and your mother. Of course you and me."
I have to admit that I was surprised and I just sat there and looked at her as I tried to process what had just happened. I don't know how she took my silence, but apparently she thought I wasn't going to ask her so she said:
"Okay. I'll do it. Would you like to have dinner with me tonight?"
I might have been sitting there confused, but I'm not a complete dummy so I answered:
"Of course I would."
"Pick me up at six?"
"I'll be there."
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I rang her doorbell right at six and when she opened the door she took my breath away the same as she did the first time I'd picked her up. I remembered how much she had enjoyed the Veal Marcella at Tricocci's so that is where I took her.
Over dinner we talked about adjusting to life after sixteen years of school. She had decided against going for an MBA and she liked her job and was looking for a place of her own. I was almost tempted to tell her she could move into my spare bedroom, but I didn't because I was afraid she would think I was pushing too hard and it might push her away and that is the last thing I wanted to happen.
We had both turned twenty-one since our last date and so I took her to The Pit for drinks and dancing. God but did I ever like the feel of her in my arms and her body pressing against mine had predictable results and she felt it, smiled and said:
"I don't think your mother would approve of that."
I wisely did not respond to that.
We left the lounge around ten-thirty and she had me pull over and park a block from her house. She slid over next to me and said "Kiss me" and I did. I did for the next twenty minutes. When I walked her to her door she kissed me again and said:
"I have something I need to do tomorrow, but I'm free the rest of the week."
"Day after tomorrow?"
"You have a date" and she kissed me again.
++++++++++++++++++
By the end of our fourth date we were back to finger fucking and hand jobs. It was on our tenth date and I was parked the usual block from her house when she asked me:
"How do you interpret virginity?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Easy enough question sugar. How do you define virginity?"
The question stumped me because I'd never given any thought to it.
"Let me help you out a little bit. You don't seem to mind playing with my pussy and you haven't shoved my hands away when I give you hand jobs. Do you see putting your dick into my pussy as the only way to lose your cherry?"
"I've never thought on it."
"Then let me ask you this. Would my giving you a blow job be any different than my giving you a hand job?"
I thought for a minute and then said, "I don't honestly know. I guess I've always assumed that making love for the first time is when you give up your virginity."
"That's the way I see it too. I've already told you about my high sex drive and that I can't go without sex for as long as it would take my mother to plan the wedding. I think I can get by if you eat my pussy. If you will do that I will of course suck your dick. It is the orgasms that I get from having sex that drive me. If you can give me those orgasms by eating me I should be okay. What do you think?"
"I don't know. I've only done it a couple of times so I don't really know how good I'd be at it."
"I can teach you how sugar. It isn't a hard thing to do. Want to give it a try?"
I thought about it for a bit and then said, "I'm willing to try."
"Tonight?"
My answer was to start the truck and drive past her house as I headed for my condo. I had never mentioned my condo to Gail so she was surprised when we got there.
"I thought you still lived at home at that we were on our way to a motel."
"Mom and dad kicked me out. This is their bribe to get me to leave without a fuss."
Once inside she looked around and then said, "That painting that you gave me would look just right on that wall" and she pointed at the east wall of the living room. I'd been meaning to get some art work for the walls and so I said:
"Maybe, but it is your picture so if I was to put it on that wall you would have to come with it."
"It could happen sugar, but a few things have to happen first."
"Like what?"
"Let's count them off. First a proposal and a ring. Next we tell my mom so she can get started on the wedding she has been expecting to give me since I was sixteen. There is one other thing that comes between the proposal and us telling my mom but I will leave it for later."
"Why?"
"Because I need to lock you in and make sure that we are firmly attached before bringing it up. Now, would you care to sit down on the couch with me and neck until we get hot enough to do what we came here for?"
I found out that I enjoy the hell out of blow jobs and I also found out that Gail thinks I have talent when it comes to eating pussy. Following her instructions I was able to get her off. Twice!
Following that night we saw each other three or four times a week and after a month and a half of joint oral sex I bowed to the inevitable and bought a ring.
We were at my condo following and evening of dinner, drinks and dancing I took a knee and asked the question.
I did not get the response I expected.
"I would love to sugar. I would love to and I really do want to, but I have a condition and I don't know if you will be willing to meet it."
"We won't know until you tell me what it is."
"Remember way back when I told you that I couldn't go a week without sex? Well that hasn't changed any. I thought that the orgasms from oral would hold me, but they haven't."
"But..."
"Let me finish sugar. I need to get this out into the open. I want you. I really do want to be your wife, but you are holding steadfast to the promise you made your mom. That by the way is one of the things I love about you. The fact that you have integrity. But it is also a curse because it keeps you from giving me the sex I need. I'm not lying when I say that it will probably take my mom six months to plan and put the wedding together and I can not go six months without sex. You are fantastic when it comes to eating my pussy, but it isn't enough to hold me.
"There are some things I will not do and cheating is one of them. My seeing other guys and having sex with them is not cheating because, at least not yet, you and I are not in a committed relationship so my seeing others is not cheating on you. At least it isn't as far as I'm concerned. If I say yes and accept your ring and still saw other guys for the sex I need it would be cheating. It would be cheating unless you were okay with it. If I say yes you would have to be okay with me seeing someone else once or twice a week until we could consummate our marriage and I honestly do not think that you can do that."
"You mean you have been making love with other guys all the time we have been dating?"



"No sugar; not making love, just fucking and believe it or not there is a difference."
I knelt there, ring in hand, and tried not to show how pissed off and angry I was. I stood, put the ring in my pocket and offered my hand to Gail. She gave me a questioning look, took my hand and I pulled her up off the couch and walked her to the door.
"What are you doing?"
"Taking you home."
"It doesn't need to be this way Rob."
"Of course it does Gail."
I got her in the truck and drove her home in silence. I walked her to her door and when she went to kiss me I turned and walked away without a word.
When I got home I went to bed, but I didn't sleep for shit. I cursed the Fates and the Gods for what they were doing to me. I skipped the gym in the morning because I figured that Gail would be there and the last thing I needed at the time was to see her. It would only remind me that the woman who owned me, body and soul, would never be mine.
To be continued.
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I lost myself in work and fortunately there was so much of it that I never had a free moment to spend thinking about Gail.
I hadn't been home five minutes when the phone rang and caller ID showed that it was Gail. I didn't take the call or any of the four others that came after it before unplugging the phone and going to bed.
I skipped gym the next morning for the same reason I had skipped the day before and instead went for my run in the morning rather than in the evening after work as was my usual habit. During the run I realized that unless I changed gyms there was no way I could avoid Gail. Plus I was doing well with my tai chi and I didn't want to give it up and have to start all over with another instructor. So, hoping that Gail was still going to the gym in the mornings I sucked it up and showed up for my tai chi class that evening and for a change the Fates and the Gods didn't screw with me.
Until class was over and I got back to my truck.
Sitting on my right front fender was Gail. I stopped about ten feet from the truck and just stood there and looked at her.
"We need to talk Rob."
"I thought that everything that needed to be said was covered the other night."
"No it wasn't. You need to hear me out. It won't hurt any to give me my say."
"Horse shit Gail. You have all ready hurt me with what you have all ready said.
"Then the damage is done so what I still have to say won't hurt you any worse."
I figured that she would keep after me until I gave in so I thought I might as well get it over with.
"Okay Gail. Go ahead and speak your piece."
"Can we get in the truck? I don't want people passing by to hear what I'm saying."
I hit the button on the remote to unlock the doors and we got in the truck.
"First off" she started, "Give me credit for being totally up front and honest with you Rob. I know you won't look at it the way I do, but ask yourself if anything I did when I was away from you hurt us. No it did not. Granted, you didn't know about it, but you had no need to know because as I told you once before we were not in a committed relationship. You offered me a committed relationship and I was totally honest with you.
"I want that relationship Rob. I really do want your ring on my finger, but like I told you; I will not cheat on you, but I have my needs. Can't you understand that?"
"Of course I can understand it, but what you asked of me was that I condone what you would be doing to meet those needs. You were asking me to let my fiancée fuck other guys. Just what kind of guy would that make me? A cuckolded wimp is what. No way Gail. No fucking way!"
"You are not a wimp Rob and I'm fully aware of it. A wimp wouldn't have tried to protect me the way you have and cuckold is just a made up word and it means nothing. It is just a word that will be inside your head and no one is going to call you a cuckold because no one is going to know. I don't do anything with any one you know and I don't do it around people who know the both of us.
"You want me Rob and I want you. All I'm asking is that you let me do what I need to do to let us happen. It doesn't even need to be twice a week Rob. May once every two or three weeks. I don't really know. I've never tried to go for any length of time without it. I don't know because I have no frame of reference since I've never had to go without. I wouldn't rub your face in it. I wouldn't tell you when I was going to do it. It would only be at times when we weren't together and it wouldn't necessarily be all the times we weren't together so you wouldn't know when.
"The main thing is that I would not be cheating because you would be aware. I want you Rob, but I will not, absolutely will not, cheat on you. We cannot happen if you cannot accept what I need to do. Just remember this Rob; I could have said yes and taken your ring and then told you that I play cards with some of my sorority sisters every Tuesday or Wednesday night and used those nights to scratch my itch with you being none the wiser, but I won't do that to my man. Once again Rob; I will not cheat!!
"I want you Rob and I believe that you want me. You are the only one who can decide on how bad you want me. I'm yours if you can do what it takes" and she got out of the truck and walked away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Lying on my bed staring up at the ceiling I went over what Gail had said. I did want her, but bad enough to do what she said I'd have to do? I thought about the periods when I'd dated her and she had seen 'to her needs' both times and she was right in that it had never hurt us, but that was only because I hadn't known. Would it have hurt us if I had known? I didn't have an answer for that.
Like most red blooded guys in this age of computers I'd cruised the Net and visited porn sites and I'd visited story sites and read some of the stories. In the cheating stories the guys always ended up asking themselves why the woman did it. Weren't they getting the job done? Wasn't their dick big enough and stuff like that, but I wasn't in the same situation. My prowess or lack thereof didn't enter in to it because we had never made love.
Yes, I was pissed and angry when I heard what she had done, but I couldn't overlook the fact that it was Gail herself who had told me and I did have to accept that she was being up front and honest with me about it all.
I woke up in the morning at three AM and couldn't go back to sleep so I put on my running shoes and went for an early morning run. My runs served a dual purpose. They helped keep me fit and it helped clear the cobwebs out of my head. I could usually think a little more clearly after a run.
When I got home I grabbed my gym bag and the garment bag with the clothes I would wear to work and headed for the gym. I wasn't going to spend my life ducking Gail so facing up to the situation needed to start now.
Gail was already standing in front of the doors waiting for them to open when I got there so I sat in the truck until Nancy opened up to let the people in and didn't get out of the truck until Gail went inside. I wasn't going to avoid being where she was, but I saw no need in putting myself in a situation where we could stand around together and give her another chance to talk to me.
Gail wasn't in the circuit room so I assumed that she was down in cardio and I decided to do the machines first. I was on the last machine, the one called "Rear Row Deltoids" and just finishing the last of my hundred reps when Gail came into the area. She called out "Good morning Rob" and I acknowledged her with a nod, got up and headed for cardio.
I'd had a good run that morning so I took a pass on the treadmill and opted for the Stairmaster. After fifteen minutes of that I headed for the locker room, put on my trunks and headed for the hot tub only to find that Gail was all ready there. It was a big hot tub and could seat up to twenty-four so I didn't need to sit within talking distance of Gail. I sat down as far from her as I could get, leaned back, closed my eyes and soaked.
The swirling water, bubbles and the noise of the jets masked the approach of Gail and I had no idea she was sitting close to me until she said:
"I didn't sleep well last night Rob. All I could do was lie there and think about what might have been or maybe I should say could have been or even more accurately what should have been."
I opened my eyes and looked at her for a couple of seconds before saying:
"And whose fault is that Gail? You are the one who can't keep your legs closed and don't give me any of that horse shit about how you can't go a week without sex. You could if you wanted to, but the fact of the matter is that you don't want to. You try and sell the song and dance that it wouldn't be cheating if I was to go along with it and that is absolute bull shit. If you are in a relationship with someone and are fucking someone else you are cheating! Period!!
"There might be some warped dudes out there who can accept it when their woman fucks some one else, but I'm not one of them. My woman has to be mine and mine alone. I will not share! You can't commit to me and that's on you Gail. If you can't sleep because of your actions that is your tough luck and not mine."
I got out of the hot tub, showered, dressed and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two weeks I saw Gail every day Monday through Friday and while she never did try to talk to me I do have to admit that I couldn't take my eyes off of her. What had started that day in college still held; I had to see her. There was something deep inside me that required that visual fix.
I spent a lot of time thinking about how unfair life was. To want something so bad and to know it could be yours if only you were a little more accommodating. It was unbelievable how many rationalizations I was able to come up with that would let me give in to what Gail said she required. Everything from a simple "Why should I care. I'm not using it" to a more complicated "If you really want something bad enough shouldn't you be willing to pay the cost?"
I knew Gail was my other half the instant I laid eyes on her for the first time and every minute that I'd spent in her company since then had only solidified that belief. So why couldn't I do what she wanted? What could it hurt? It would get me what I wanted. What I craved. It really hadn't hurt us when we dated right? And I wouldn't even know when she was doing it. Just that it might - only might - happen on the nights we didn't spend together. And she had said that it would never be with anyone I knew or around anyone who knew the both of us. Those were the thoughts roaring through my head as I tried to make myself do what I needed to do to make Gail mine.
And then one morning I woke up and faced a few things. If she couldn't go a week without what would she do if we were married and I wasn't around? And that would happen. I knew going into it that my job was going to eventually require travelling on business. There were industry conventions, seminars and the like that would be out of town and require me to be gone a week or two. What if I got hurt and was unable to perform for a couple of weeks? And what if my sex drive wasn't as strong as hers? I had some dark thoughts. Dark thoughts indeed.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I guess I really wasn't as strong and firm as my "I won't share!" statement indicated. I kept sliding closer and closer to the precipice. It came to a head on a Friday three weeks after I'd gotten out of the hot tub and stormed off leaving Gail behind.
I was again in the hot tub following my workout and about five minutes after I'd sat down Gail joined me. She sat down away from me, but still close enough to talk and after a minute or two of silence she said:
"I've missed you Rob. Can't we at least be friends?"
I wanted to be more - much much more - than just friends, but I didn't say that. What I said was:
"We will always be that Gail."
"Maybe close enough friends that we could occasionally date?"
The plaintive tone of her voice struck a chord in me and my downfall started with an:
"I don't see why not."
When I left the tub to dress and go to work I had a date for that evening.
In the following three weeks I went out with Gail nine times and at the end of the third week we went up to my parent's cabin for the weekend and the last nail was driven into my coffin. I let Gail talk me into sleeping with her. Just sleeping. No love making. When we got there I told her the sleeping arrangements would be the same as before with her taking the bed in the loft and me using the sofa bed, but at bedtime she said:
"Sleep with me Rob. Please? I'll be good. I won't push anything. I just want to be held. To snuggle up to you and cuddle."
I said yes and when I woke up the next morning with Gail wrapped around me I knew that I would do whatever I had to do to keep us together.
I didn't jump right out and say "Okay Gail; I'll accept your conditions." Another two weeks went by and I listened to her trying to talk me into what she wanted and I did spend a lot of time thinking on it. Then on a Friday night date she said:
"Please Rob. I'll do my best not to do anything. I can't promise, but I'll do my absolute best. I swear I will."
As I've said I'd given it a lot of thought and it all boiled down to "Was I willing to pay the price for what I wanted" and in the end the answer was yes. But was she? And the answer to that one was no. She was not willing to give up fulfilling her desires in order to get me. But would she be willing to suffer some humiliation? It was time to find out.
In all the thinking I had been doing there had been some dark thoughts as well and those dark thoughts were going to be dropped onto the table. When she finished saying "I'll do my best Rob; I swear I will" I said:
"I guess I can give it a try Gail, but I do have some conditions that will have to be met."
"Conditions? What are they?"
"The first one is a matter of trust. I am only willing to go along with you because of your up front honesty about what you have been doing and will probably continue doing your absolute best not withstanding. I am counting on that honesty to continue. So the first condition is that you never lie to me. No lies Gail; not even little white ones and no evasions if I ask questions.
"Next you will never break a date with me to be with one of your fuck buddies."
She started to say something, but I cut her off with "You can have your stay when I finish. If you break a date with me you should know that I will suspect that it is so you can see some one else to take care of those needs you keep throwing up to me so you need to be very careful Gail. Very, very careful because a date broken with me could very well kill us off. If we set up a date for say a Tuesday and you break it it will most likely be the kiss of death. However, if I ask for a date on Tuesday and you say you can't that will be acceptable.
"Next on my list is that from Friday after work until midnight Sunday you are mine. These are my days exclusively and family functions are the only acceptable excuse for not giving me those days.
"This last one is the biggie. As long as you are seeing other guys I will no longer perform oral sex on you since I could very easily pick up with my mouth whatever diseases some other guy might give you. You have heard it said that when you have sex with someone you are having sex with everyone that person has had sex with right? Three days before the wedding you will have to give me a report from a reputable local doctor or lab stating that you are disease free."
"How can you ask me to do that? I thought you loved me. Asking me to do that is just disgusting."
"Now you know how I feel about what you are asking me to do. Anyway, those are my conditions. If you want us to go forward you will accept them. You accept them and I'll slide a ring on your finger and you can turn your mother loose to do her thing."
"I'm going to need to think about this."
"No you don't Gail. If you want us together as bad as you say you do there is nothing to think about. If you really do need to think about it I'll take it to mean that your feelings for me are not as strong as they need to be for us to be in a committed relationship. If you can't say "Of course I accept Rob; anything to get you" then both of us are wasting each other's time and we need to put an end to things and get on with our lives.
"This is our defining moment Gail. What you say in the next thirty seconds will determine the start of our futures. We will move into those futures either together or singly. Your call."
Gail sat looking at me for maybe ten seconds and then she finally said:
"You know I have to accept Rob. I know we belong together and I will do what I have to do to make it happen."
"All right then Gail Marcella Luoma will you marry me?"
"Yes Rob I will."
I reached into my pocket for the ring and then I reached for her left hand and said:
"I all ready did the knee thing" as I slid the ring on her finger, "And while this might not seem like an overly romantic moment it is a totally sincere gesture on my part."
"It is good enough for me Rob. The important thing, at least to me, is that I now have your ring on my finger."
The next day Gail took me to meet her parents. I hadn't met them before, but I had talked to her mother several times on the phone when calling Gail. They seemed very nice and I didn't sense any displeasure as to their daughter' choice for a mate.
Gail's dad asked if we had picked a date for the wedding yet and Gail said:
"It is up to mom. She has been talking about what she was going to do wedding wise for the last four years. If it were up to me I'd get the license and blood tests done and have a civil ceremony next week."
"Oh no you won't" her mother said and got up and left the room. She came back a couple of minutes later with a calendar. She sat down and looked through it and then said:
"I think the second weekend in March will work."
"That's better than the six or seven months I expected" Gail said and then she turned to me and asked, "How about it sugar; can you wait four months for me?"
"I can, but there is one thing that hasn't been discussed before now and that is the fact that my mother will undoubtedly want to get involved."
"Just have her call me dear" Gail's mother said.
"I'll do better than that. Gail and I will take you and my parents out to dinner on Thursday. You need to get to know each other anyway."
"We would love to meet them" Gail's dad said.
I noticed Gail's face lose her smile when I said that I'd set up the dinner. Gail had already met my folks and had seemed to like them so why the lost smile at my setting up a meeting of parents? And then it hit me. She had been planning on meeting one of her fuck buddies that evening. That thought wiped the smile off my face, but then I got a grip on myself. I'd known it was going to happen sooner or later and I had all ready agreed to look the other way.
When I left to go home Gal's goodnight kiss didn't lack the usual passion so I guessed she didn't know that I'd caught her change of expression and figured out the cause. As I drove home I wondered for the hundredth time if I'd made a mistake. I didn't know any other guy who would accept what I had accepted, but I clung to the thought that if you wanted something bad enough you had to be willing to pay the price.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
My parents and Gail's got along great and my mom and Gail's mom exchanged some ideas and arranged to get together several times over the coming weeks. My dad said:
"It is out of your hands now Rob. All you have to do now is show up on time on the appointed day."
"That's not true" my mom said. "He has to pick out his best man and ushers and make up a list of who he wants invited. And the sooner the better."
I told her I'd get to work on it right away. Friday I called Mike and asked him to be my best man and he said he would and then I called half a dozen good buddies and lined them up to be ushers and they all said yes. There were another dozen or so people I knew well enough and liked enough to invite and I made up the list and gave it to my mother on Friday. Then I picked Gail up and we headed for the cabin to spend a lazy weekend.
The next four months flew by. I was with Gail on the average of four times a week and I had no idea of what she did on the nights she wasn't with me and I made no attempt to find out. Gail had told me that she would do her absolute best to control her urges and I was hoping that she could do it.
I've mentioned Mike. But he wasn't the only buddy that I had. There were lots of others who for the most part did nothing to warrant mention in this tale. The same could not be said for some of Gail's friends. There were four in particular and all four had been Gail's friends since the second and third grades.



There was Bea whom I knew. Knew fairly well as a matter of fact. Bea was one of the two girls who had dumped me for not having sex with her. There were the Fowler twins, Mary and Martha. They were fraternal and not identical.
And then there was Cindy.
Cindy was Gail's BFF and Cindy did not like me. She did not like me at all and I had absolutely no idea why. I'd never met her before I started dating Gail and I could not remember ever saying anything to her or do anything to her that would give her the feelings she had toward me. Once she asked Gail right in front of me why she was wasting her time with a loser like me. Gail's response - "Because he's cute" - was less than satisfying to me at the time.
The nights that Gail wasn't with me, at least the ones she told me about were invariably spent with the four on girl's nights out. Like it or not the four were always going to be around even after Gail and I were married and all four were going to be a part of the wedding. Cindy was Maid of Honor and the other three were going to be bridesmaids.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The rundown to the wedding wasn't at all smooth. The thoughts that I had in my head about what Gail might be doing were being fed on occasion by guys that I knew.
One night Ray Hendrickson asked me if it didn't bother me some that Gail ran with a bunch of sluts. According to him the group never seemed to meet a cock they didn't like. He hastened to add that Gail didn't act like the rest of them, but did he say that because it was true or because he was my friend and didn't want to upset me?
Mike also made a comment or two about the group that Gail ran around with. Once, a month before the wedding, he asked me if I was sure that I knew what I was doing. When I asked him what he meant by that he said:
"It's like this. Say you absolutely love chocolate and one day someone gives you a whole case of Hershey Bars. You love chocolate so much that you sit down and eat the entire case in one sitting."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"It means that just because you love something and really really want it it doesn't mean that it is good for you."
Before I could get him to clarify that for me he said he had to run and he got up and left. I'm not stupid and I knew what he was saying. He was flat out telling me in disguised fashion that he thought Gail wasn't good for me. Why did he think that? What did he know? Gail told me that she never did anything with anyone that I knew or did anything around people that knew us both. Was that true? Were Ray and Mike keeping something from me because they felt I'd turn away from them if they told me something they thought I wouldn't like or that would upset me greatly?
I fought hard to push those thoughts out of my mind. I'd made my bed so to speak and I'd just have to lay in it. If Gail was doing what she said she would try her hardest not to do I couldn't let it bother me. I'd said that I would go along with it and I would just have to.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Gail had her bachelorette party on the Tuesday before the wedding and I had my bachelor party on the Thursday before the wedding. It didn't have the usual stripper; just a lot of beer and card playing and before it was over Mike made one last attempt.
"Are you really sure you want to do this Rob? You really want to tie yourself to a girl like Gail?"
"Why wouldn't I?"
"I'm going to be flat assed honest with you bud even at the risk of getting you pissed at me. I think the girl is a cock loving slut and I just can't see her being a faithful wife."
"Why would you think that?"
"I've heard rumors of what happened at her bachelorette party and then of course there is the bunch she hangs out with."
"Just rumors?"
He looked away from me and said, "I know the male stripper Cindy hired for the party. He told me how wild things got. There were fourteen girls there and he had to call three friends to come and help him out. Things were so busy that he couldn't keep track of who did what, but he did say that at the end of his dance the bride to be sucked him off. By the way, he doesn't know you or that I know you."
"It changes nothing Mike. Probably a last sowing of wild oats before she settles into married life."
"It is your life bud, but I would be less of a friend if I didn't tell you what I know."
"Not to worry bro; I'll always owe you for pushing her into my arms."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days before the wedding Gail handed me the paperwork from a local lab that said she was disease free. She really didn't need to do it because the blood tests required to get the license were clear, but it is what I told her I had to have and she wanted to show me that she would keep her word.
The wedding went off as scheduled, but I was nervous and edgy most of the way through the ceremony. I half expected some one to stand up and speak out when the good reverend got to the "Does anyone know of any reason why Robert and Gail should not be joined in Holy Matrimony" but no one did it.
The reception was held at the VFW hall. It turned out that both my dad and Gail's dad were members. It was at the reception that I belatedly came to realize that Gail had had misled, if not outright lied to me. She had told me that whatever she did wouldn't be with anyone I knew or around anybody who knew the both of us. It became obvious about an hour into the party when I noticed that the dates of Bea and Mary along with Martha's boyfriend and Cindy's fiancé Norm were throwing 'knowing' smirks and grins my way. They knew! There was no doubt in my mind that they knew what Gail had been doing as had her four girlfriends. After I noticed I made damned sure that I sat with my back to them. It wasn't easy to totally ignore them since Cindy as Maid of Honor was always around and usually with her fiancé Norm.
About two hours into the party I needed to go outside for a breath of fresh air. No smoking rules either hadn't reached the VFW, didn't pertain to private clubs or were just flat ignored and the smoke filled room had gotten to me.
I was sitting on a bench against the back wall of the building and I was apparently under the partially opened women's bathroom window. I heard a couple of women come into the room talking to each other. I recognized the voices as belonging to Cindy and Mary.
"...here and part of it, but I still have a hard time believing that she married the twit" I heard Cindy say.
"I know. It doesn't make sense to me either. How someone with Gail's sexual appetites could marry a man without knowing if they are sexually compatible makes no sense at all."
"If I know my girlfriend as well as I think I do she will be hanging horns on him if he doesn't toe the mark."
"Well she had better leave Tim alone because I plan on marrying him."
"You should have told her that before she tried him on. He seems to be around her a lot."
"Listen to yourself. You haven't been able to keep Norm out of her pants."
"What can I say? Friends share."
"She's going to let you fuck the twit?"
"Why the hell would I want to?"
"He's not a bad looking guy and the fact that Gail won't tell us about his package leads me to believe he has something she doesn't want us to know about."
"So what? He is still a twit. I mean come on! I can see a seventeen year old or eighteen year old holding to a promise made to mommy, but a grown man who won't fuck because he promised mommy he wouldn't? Gail has to be nuts to have married him."
"Maybe, but then again maybe not. Maybe she thinks that if mommy can control him like that she can too. You know the way he followed her around and mooned over her. She probably thinks she can get him to do whatever she wants."
"You might be right. Maybe she can pussy whip the twit into doing whatever she wants?"
"You think she can get him to watch while she fucks other guys? She has always liked fucking in front of us. The last time she did Norm she made sure that Tim, Ben and Sam sat and watched before inviting them in to make her airtight."
"Wouldn't surprise me a bit. I know how hung up she is on Norm's big dick. I doubt that she will give it up just because she is married now and she will probably want to get the twit involved somewhere along the line so he won't nail her for cheating."
"Think you, me, Bea and Martha can work on her to turn him into a willing cuckold?"
"I'd be almost willing to be..." and they were gone.
But I was still there. Still there and wondering why the Fates and the Gods loved shitting on me. I sat there shaking my head as I came to grips with what I'd just heard. Mike had tried to warn me and so had Ray, but I of course knew better. I just knew they had to be wrong.
Shit! Who was I trying to kid. I'd known all along what Gail was doing even if I did pretend otherwise. But I wanted her so bad that I was willing to pay the price needed to get her only the price I had been expecting to pay was her occasionally meeting a guy not known to me to satisfy her need for sex. I knew it would stop as soon as I stepped up to take care of my husbandly duties. Now I had to ask myself if it would.
I might have still been a virgin, but that did not mean that I was ignorant when it came to things sexual. I'd seen plenty of porn and read erotic literature and I knew what 'airtight' meant. I was already asking myself if a girl who liked being that way was ever going to settle for being with just one man.
The other things I'd heard the two cunts talking about were also weighing on my mind. Was Gail with me because she expected to be able to control and manipulate me? I had to admit that the way I acted when I was around her might have given her the idea that she could do it. From the moment that I first set eyes on her I had behaved like a lovesick puppy whenever I was around her. Had she read something into that?"
Another disturbing thought was that the two cunts thought they could get Gail to turn me into a willing cuckold. Could they do it? Could they convince Gail to try? They certainly knew her better than I did. They had insights into her character based on a relationship that went all the way back to grade school. Insights I couldn't begin to have.
Then there was the outright lying. Never with anyone I knew? Granted I didn't know them all that well, but I did know Norm, Tim, Sam and Ben. They were always around when Gail and I went to parties, barbecues and the like. Based on that lie I had to believe that she probably lied about never doing it where people who knew us both would see or be aware of what she was doing. I wondered how many people in attendance knew?
If I had any balls at all I would get up, walk to my car, drive away and first thing Monday morning see an attorney about getting an annulment. The only problem was that I didn't have any balls where Gail was concerned.
I got up from my seat under the window and went back to the party. The first thing I saw when I walked back into the hall was the icing on the cake that the two cunts in the bathroom started baking in my mind. Norm was dancing with Gail. They were too close together to suit me and he had his hand on her ass. I may not have had the balls to walk away from Gail, but I did have balls and it was time to let some people know it. I walked up to Gail and Norm and keeping my voice low, but still full of menace I said:
"Get your fucking hands off of my wife's ass before I rip your arm off and shove it up your ass!"
His eyes got big and her let go of Gail and stepped back as I said:
"I'm cutting in and you would be wise to make yourself scarce."
"How dare you embarrass me like that" Gail hissed at me?"
"Where the fuck do you get off humiliating me in front of my friends and family by letting some asshole play with your ass in front of them" I snarled right back at her.
Her eyes got big and the look on her face said as clear as day, "Whoa!! Where did that come from?" She had never had me speak to her before in that manner and in that tone of voice and it flat took her by surprise. She moved in close and buried her head into my chest like the new bride that she was and I wondered if we would have words on the way to the condo or after we got there. I didn't intend to carry it any farther if she dropped it, but she would get both barrels if she copped an attitude.
I had expected a glorious first night with my bride, but after what I'd heard and seen in the last hour a ration of shit from Gail could damned well lead to an annulment attempt on Monday morning. Sooner if I could find an attorney open on Sunday.
She had eased my mind a bit when she whispered, "How much longer before we can get out of here? I want you baby. I've waited long enough. You've kept your promise and it's time."
"We can leave whenever you want. All the duty dances are done with and everyone knows that our flight to Aruba leaves early so it won't surprise anyone if we leave."
"Now. I want to leave now."
We made the rounds and said our goodbyes and then headed for home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the last couple of days we had gotten Gail moved into the condo so the condo was 'home' for Gail now. She had of course been there many times, but I still performed the ritual 'carry the new bride over the threshold' thing and as I did it Gail said:
"Straight to the bedroom baby. No stops along the way."
Gail and I had never seen each other totally naked. I'd seen her naked from the waist down when I had eaten her pussy and she had seen me with my pants and briefs down to my knees when she had sucked my cock. We had seen each other in swimming suits and Gail in a bikini was an instant wood generator. I'd known that what I was getting was 'choice' but even so seeing her totally nude for the first time was breathtaking.
"Sit down on the bed baby" Gail said and so I did. She knelt in front of me and said, "I do not want our first time to be a quickie baby. I want it to last so I'm going to get the quick one out of the way."
She lowered her head and took my cock in her mouth. I looked down at her head bobbing up and down on me and all the bad thoughts I'd been having faded away. When I came she swallowed and stayed with it until I was limp and the she said:
"We need to get it back up baby" and she swung over me and positioned herself for our first sixty-nine. I knew what it took to get Gail off orally, but it took me a bit to figure out how to do it since we were basically upside down from the way I usually ate her. I did figure it out and I did get her off by the time she had me standing tall again.
I pushed her off me and onto her back and then moved between her legs. I was a virgin, but I knew what to do. I inserted Tab A into Slot B and Gail moaned:
"Yes, oh thank God yes."
Again, I was a virgin, but I knew what to do. Knowing of Gail's sexual nature I was determined that she would never be able to find fault with me so I'd read and I studied and I'd watched a ton and a half of porn and I put it all to use. Slow and steady until she cried out for harder and faster and then I took her to the edge and then backed off until she came back down from her orgasm and then I repeated things until I finally had to let go. It was a damned good first time even if I do say so myself.
I was lying there breathing hard and mentally patting myself on the back when I got my first real look at Gail's sexual nature. I was thinking that after an hour or two of rest we could try again when Gail let me know there wasn't going to be an hour of two of rest. There wasn't even going to be five minutes.
She slid down, took my cock in her mouth and went to work at getting me up again and of course she managed to get it done. Once she had me standing tall she introduced me to 'cowgirl' and it did feel great, but after a while I came to realize I wasn't going to be able to get off that way. Gail got off three times before I had to roll her over onto her back and drive hard to get mine.
When I pulled out of her I was thinking "There! That ought to hold you for a while" but I was no sooner out of her than she had my cock in her mouth again. I couldn't let her just do me so I started to pull her into a sixty-nine and she pulled her mouth off me and said:
"Don't do that."
"Why not?"
"I'm full of your stuff."
"So what? You are sucking a cock that is coated in your stuff and mine."
"It's different baby. What is in me is in globs; what you have coating you is a thin layer."
"Don't care" I said as I tried to pull her on top of me.
"At least let me be on the bottom so it doesn't all flow out of me and onto your face."
I saw the wisdom in that and I rolled her into a sixty-nine with me on top. I would have bet a weeks pay that she couldn't get me up again that night and I would have lost the bet. She did get me up and gave herself to me doggie and it took me a long time before I got off again. Gail was still trying to get me up again when I fell into an exhausted sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Our ten days in Aruba were spent sailing, scuba diving, hang gliding and making love. Three and four times a night, at least once in the morning and quite often a nooner. It was an absolutely glorious honeymoon, but sitting next to a snoozing Gail on the flight home the bad thoughts I had suppressed started sneaking back into my head.
I'd left Gail hanging a couple of times when she hadn't been able to get me to respond. I thought about her sexual appetites and I wondered if I was going to be enough for her. I remembered what Cindy and Mary had talked about in the bathroom and it of course bothered me. Especially the part about how much Gail liked to be airtight. If I couldn't answer the call when she needed me to would she look to her fuck buddies to take up the slack? I hoped not because it would absolutely mean the end of our marriage.
We would no doubt socialize with Cindy, Mary, Martha and Bea and their men friends. The same men friends who Gail used to get herself airtight. Would they expect to be able to continue fucking her even though she was now married? Knowing how guys thought I had no doubt that they would want to and would try, but would Gail go along?
I had to tell myself to trust her. She had been brutally honest with me before we got married and had emphatically stated more than once that she would not cheat on her man, but if I couldn't satisfy her sexually would she change her stance on that?
"Hell of a way to start off your marriage Rob" I was thinking on the way to the baggage claim area, "Not even married two full weeks and all ready wondering about your wife's fidelity."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
We had returned on a Thursday and wouldn't be going back to work until Monday and Gail asked what I'd like to do over the weekend. I couldn't decide so she suggested a barbecue on Friday. March in Colorado can be very springy weather wise and it did look like it was going to be a nice weekend so I said okay.
She invited a couple of her friends and I invited a couple of mine. Knowing that she was going to have Cindy, Mary, Martha and Bea (and no doubt their men friends) and remembering the overheard talk at the wedding reception I ran to Radio Shack Friday morning and bought five voice activated digital recorders.
Paranoid? Probably, but as the old saying went "Just because you think some one is out to get you doesn't mean that some one isn't." I put one in the bathroom, one in the kitchen, one in each of the two bedrooms and one in the living room. It might have been a complete waste of time and money, but if Cindy and her cohorts said anything while at the condo while near one of the recorders I wanted to know what it was. I don't know who it was who said "Forewarned is forearmed" but who ever it was he had it right.



Everyone seemed to have a good time although there was one sour moment for me when I saw Gail off to the side of the patio talking to Norm. I remembered what I'd overheard while under that bathroom window so seeing the two of them talking did bother me some, but I shook it off when they separated and Gail went over to talk to Mike. I was surprised when she went up on her toes and kissed his cheek and I wondered if I would ever know the story behind that.
The party started breaking up around ten and as he was leaving Mike said the weather was nice enough for a round of golf and he asked if I would like to give it a shot on Saturday and I told him Gail and I had a lunch date for Saturday so he suggested Sunday and I told him I would give him a call after checking with Gail to see if she had anything planned.
As soon as the last guest was gone Gail drug me into the bedroom and destroyed me. We slept in late although when we did wake up she wanted to reenact the previous night, but she had to settle for a wake up and then once more when we showered together. She wanted to go back to bed for one more, but we were supposed to meet her parents and we would be more than fashionably late if we didn't get dressed and get a move on.
On the way to meet her parents I asked if she had plans for Sunday and she said:
"Just to stay in bed and wring you dry. Why?"
"Mike asked me to go out with him for a round of golf."
"As long as it isn't early in the morning. You need to understand something sugar. I intend to start all my weekends the same way we did this morning and that means that you are going to be bedroom busy until noonish on Saturdays and Sundays. I'm not sure that you will have enough left in you to chase after that silly white ball."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
It turned out that there was an ulterior motive in Gail's parents inviting us to brunch. Mr. Luoma was in real estate and he asked me what I was going to do when my condo lease ran out in two months.
"Renew it I suppose."
And then I got the lecture about building equity instead of collecting rent receipts. He knew of at least six houses that were on the market that would be just right for a couple starting out and if Gail and I were interested he would put up the down payment as a wedding present. I looked at Gail and she said:
"Makes sense to me and we would eventually get a house anyway so now is as good a time as any."
We didn't have anything else planned for the day and since Saturdays were prime showing days we left the restaurant and followed Gail's dad and mom as he led us on a tour of the six homes he had mentioned. After the six Gail asked me how I felt about the third one we had looked at.
"I liked it. I liked it a lot, but I'm afraid that it is just a bit out of my price range."
"Maybe it might be a little out of your price range, but it is not out of our price range. Don't forget sugar; when you married me you also married a second income."
We went back and took a closer look at the third house we had seen. It was a three bedroom ranch with a finished basement, an attached three car garage and a large patio area with a hot tub. The asking price was $229k, but Gail's dad said that it had been on the market for a while and we should offer $210k for it.
"They will probably say no to it, but offer to come down to $225. You counter with $215 and go back and forth and you can probably end up getting it for $220."
Gail and I drove home and talked it over. If the figures that Gail's dad gave us were right the place would only cost two hundred a month more that the condo so we decided to make an offer. Her dad's agency wasn't handling the property, but he told us who to contact and we decided to do it on Monday.
Taking Gail's warning to heart I called Mike and told him I could hit the links with him as long as it was after twelve.
He laughed and said, "That's right. I forgot that you are a newlywed. I'll get us a tee time between twelve and twelve thirty."
Sunday morning was a repeat of Saturday morning except we didn't have to stop at ten and go meet her parents. Gail was right when she said she wasn't sure I'd have enough energy to swing a club when she finished with me. I had one my worst rounds ever.
Sitting at a table having a beer on the 19th Hole (that was actually the name of the clubs bar) Mike told me that he had a couple of reasons for wanting me to come out with him.
"The first of course is that I saw you watching when Gail kissed me at the barbecue and I just wanted you to know that it was entirely innocent. She thanked me for getting the two of you together and told me she would be in my debt for the rest of her life.
"The second reason is to give you a heads up on a possible problem. I was at a party last week and Cindy, her group of sluts and that bozo she hangs with were there. Norm right?"
I nodded a yes and he went on, "I overheard him bragging about doing Gail before you got married and he was willing to bet that he would be back in the saddle before you were married a month. I know that you guys had some sort of weird arrangement before you got married and I never understood it, but it seemed to work for you. There is no doubt in my mind that Gail is sold on you, but I felt that you needed to be aware of the snakes that are crawling around in the bushes."
"I appreciate the warning. It isn't the first I've heard of it and you can bet that I'll be keeping my eyes open."
++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home there was a note on the kitchen table that Gail had gone grocery shopping. I thought I might have time to check the recorders so I gathered them all up and sat down at the kitchen table to listen to them. I had labeled them using masking tape so I'd know which one had been where.
There was nothing of interest on the ones from the bedrooms and living room, but there was stuff on the bathroom and kitchen recorders. I had to wade through a lot of stuff before getting to the nitty-gritty. The kitchen window looks out onto the patio and Norm and Tim must have been there looking out the window at the people on the patio. I heard Tim say:
"She sure is looking sexy today. Think we will ever fuck her again?"
"I'd bet on it" Norm said. "Any broad who loves threesomes and foursomes as much as Gail does isn't going to settle for just one cock even if it is her husbands. I bet Marv Pallister twenty bucks that I'd be fucking her before she is married a month."
"How you going to do that?"
"She will still hang with Cindy so there will be plenty of opportunities."
"If you do get her I want in on it."
"Not to worry my man. She is going to want those threesomes and foursomes again and we already know that Cindy will help us make it happen."
Some one else came into the room and the two stopped talking and if they picked it up again it was somewhere not covered by a recorder. The bathroom recorder had three sections that I found interesting. The first was of Gail and Cindy. Can anyone tell me why women have to go to the bathroom in pairs? Anyway, between the sounds of peeing, hand washing and the like Cindy said:
"Norm wants to know how long he has to wait before he can play with you again. The rest of the guys would like to know also."
"Norm and the guys are going to have to settle for you, Bea and the twins. I've got my man now and I'm not going to do anything that might make me lose him."
"Oh come on girlfriend. There is no way that a girl who loves sex as much as you do can settle for just one cock. Don't forget sweetie that I've seen you doing three at a time and absolutely loving it."
"That was then, but this is now and I've got Rob and he is all I need."
"Yeah! Like I'm going to believe that."
The toilet flushed and the two left the room. The next snippet of interest was a conversation between Bea and Mary. Bea said:
"This is a fun party" and Mary answered "Not much fun for me. All the cocks are covered up. How long do you think it will be before Gail gets her doofus husband loosened up enough that we can get back to doing some real partying?"
"According to what Cindy just told me it will probably be never."
"Never on doofus or on partying again?"
"According to Cindy Gail says she intends to remain true. Why do you keep calling him doofus? He seems like a pretty nice guy."
"Because he is breaking up our group. It isn't going to seem right getting down without Gail. Your turn" followed by the sounds of flushing. Then Mary said:
"Cindy says she will get Gail back into the swing of things even if she has to drug Gail or the doofus."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"I don't know. Drug doofus and take pictures of him with a cock up his ass or down his throat while he is out of it and show Gail the photos. Maybe drug Gail and take pictures of her doing what she does best and show the pictures to doofus. How do you think doofus would react to seeing his bride three holed?"
"I can't believe Cindy would stoop that low."
"What can I say? She flat does not like doofus and she would be tickled to death to break the two of them up."
Then there was the sound of flushing and the two of them left.
The next interesting piece was Bea and Martha talking. The conversation must have started on the way to the bathroom so I didn't hear the first part of it.
"...think I should do about it" Bea asked.
"Don't ask me. I'm somewhat on Cindy's side. It just isn't the same without Gail. On the other hand Gail seems super happy to be with Rob and I wouldn't want to be part of messing that up for her."
"But Gail and Cindy have been best friends since the second grade so would she even believe me if I warned her? Or would she shoot the messenger? I don't want to lose her friendship. We have been friends since grade school and that means something to me."
"If you feel that strongly about it you have to do something."
"But what?"
"I don't know. Maybe instead of telling Gail you should tell Rob. Warn him and let him handle it, but if you decide to go that way you had better do it in a hurry. Cindy says she is going to talk Gail into having a girls night out every two weeks or so and if Gail agrees it is likely that whatever she plans on doing will happen on one of those nights."
The sounds of flushing and hand washing followed by "I just don't kno..." and they were gone.
I copied the kitchen and bathroom sections and had just finished when Gail got home. I got a big kiss and she said:
"I've got a couple more of those for you if you will help me bring the groceries in,"
I did get a couple more and they lead us into the bedroom where Gail did her best to destroy me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning on the way to work I decided that I needed a tap on the home phone. I stopped at Radio Shack and bought another recorder and the clerk told me where I could go on the Internet to get directions on how to put in a tap.
I left work early that afternoon and stopped by the agency that was handling the house that Gail and I had decided on. I made the $210k offer and then headed on home. I got on my desktop and went searching and by the time Gail got home I had the tap in place. I didn't do it because I didn't trust Gail (at least I told myself that) but because I wanted to know about any plans that Cindy might try and make with her.
The usual "Forewarned is forearmed" thing.
The home tap might not be any help because Cindy could call Gail at work or on her cell phone to make plans. From what I'd learned so far it seemed very likely that whatever Cindy planned on doing would happen when she and Gail were out together and I wanted as much of a heads up as I could get.
The next ten days were filled with work and the nights were filled with Gail doing her best to collect my life insurance although I wasn't sure that the policy would pay off because of my being fucked to death. They might consider that a form of suicide and refuse to pay.
The same ten days saw offers and counter offers and in the end Gail's dad put up the down payment on the house we agreed to pay $217k for. Closing was to be in thirty days, but we could move in right away and pay rent until closing.
We were not even moved in yet and Gail was already planning the house warming party and I was visualizing the place and trying to decide where to put the recorders.
To be continued.
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Four days before we moved into the house Gail asked me if I would mind if she had a girl's night out after work with Cindy, Bea and the twins. It didn't surprise me because I knew it was coming after listening to the bathroom conversations and I'd heard Cindy bring it up on yesterday's output from the phone tap. Gail said that she would think about it and let Cindy know after running it by me.
I gambled on Cindy not rushing into her plans and taking the time to set things up so I told Gail I was okay with her having a night out with the girls.
"The girls Gail; not the girls and the boys."
She gave me a funny look, but didn't say anything.
The next night was her GNO and she was home by eight and I breathed a little easier knowing that there hadn't been enough time between Gail's five-thirty quitting time at work and the time she got home for anything to have happened.
The next three days were spent moving into the new house and by Tuesday evening we were in the home. Gail was all for having her housewarming party on the coming weekend, but I thought we should wait until after closing and the house was actually ours. She pouted and so I gave in. In a way it was a good thing because if we had waited until after closing it would be at least thirty days during which Cindy might get around to doing something.
I didn't know if my phone tap and recorders would give me anything, but I had to hope. I hit Radio Shack and got five more recorders and by the time the guests started arriving for the party I had the living room, kitchen, all three bathrooms and bedrooms, the finished basement, the garage and the hot tub covered with recorders.
It was a fun party and I had a good time even though I did have to spend some of it keeping an eye on Cindy and her herd which consisted of the usual group of four and their men friends and it wasn't all that hard since the gas grill I was manning was positioned so everything was in front of me.
I saw Norm get Gail off to the side three times. The first time he talked to her for several minutes and I saw her shake her head no before walking away from him. Half an hour later he got her off to the side again and talked for several minutes before leaning forward and saying something in her ear. She pushed him away and walked away from him. The third time after a couple of minutes talking she slapped his face hard and walked away. I of course acted like I'd not seen a thing.
When the invitations had gone out the invitees were told to bring swimming suits in case they wanted to try out the hot tub. Several times during the party I saw Cindy and various of her cohorts in the tub soaking and toward the end of the party I saw Gail, Cindy and Mary soaking and talking. I didn't know if I would get anything from the rest of the recorders, but I was betting that I'd get a ton of stuff off the one hidden by the hot tub. Hopefully some of it would be useful to me.
The party started breaking up around ten and by eleven all the guests were gone. Gail said to leave the cleanup for the next day and she drug me off to bed and worked me until I passed out from exhaustion. She let me sleep in until nine the next morning and then woke me up with a blow job that led to a session of doggie followed by a shower. We had a simple breakfast of cereal and toast and then got to work cleaning up the mess.
Around one Gail went over to her parent's house and that gave me a chance to gather up all the recorders. There was nothing of interest on the living room or bedroom recorders (there was some on the master bedroom recorder, but it was just me and Gail going at it).
The garage had an interesting segment. It recorded Norm fucking Mary on the hood of one of the vehicles. I couldn't tell from the recorder if it was my truck or Gail's car.
There was some on the kitchen recorder. The kitchen overlooked the patio the same as the kitchen window in the condo had and the recorder picked up Norm, Ted and Jake talking. They were watching Gail circulate among the guests and Norm was saying:
"I'm gonna fuck her and make her beg me to keep fucking her."
"Let me know when it happens" Jake said. "I want more of that tight ass myself."
"I don't know guys" Ted said. "I think if she was going to cut loose she would have done it by now. She could never go three or four days without being three-holed before she married Rob and it's been what, five or six weeks now?"
Someone came into the kitchen and the three apparently dispersed.
I was surprised that I didn't get anything on the bathroom recorders, but the hot tub recorder made up for it. The first was Cindy, Mary and Martha.
"You still planning on setting Gail up on one of our nights out" Mary asked.
"I don't know yet. I'm still trying to make up my mind on whether to set Gail up, set Rob up or do them both. I'm leaning toward both. Rob is so gaga over Gail that he might just forgive her. I don't think Gail would forgive him if she caught him. If I do them both and she goes off on him hard enough it might make him pull back from her."
The talking stopped when a couple more people got in the tub.
The next piece of interest was Cindy talking to Norm.
"I saw Gail slap you. What was that all about?"
"I tried to get her to go into the house with me and give me a blow job or let me fuck her from behind while she leaned forward on the kitchen table and watched doofus flip burgers."
"I told you to stay away from her. I don't need you making her leery of being around us. We will get her back in the group, but it will take a little time to set it up. Have you found anybody you can get date rape drugs from yet?"
"No, but I found a guy who can get us knockout drops. When are we going to do it?"
"We can't do anything until we come up with some sort of date rape drug."
"I've got some feelers out. Once I get the stuff what is the plan?"
"Give Gail the drug and once she gets going take pictures and see to it that they get to Rob."
"What about him?"
"Give him the knock out drops and while he is out pose him in some pictures so that it looks like he is having a good time and then see to it that Gail finds the pictures."
"Made up your mind yet as to whether it will be with a male or female?"
"Why? You want to do him in the ass? Or maybe stick your dick in his mouth?"
"It would be a kick to fuck both Gail and her hubby."
"You stop to think how she might take it seeing you doing her beloved? You might never get a taste of her again."
The conversation ended as someone got into the tub with them.
Next up it was Bea, Mary and Martha.
"You think Cindy's plan will work" Martha asked.
"Should" Mary answered. "I don't know about the Rob part though. I think she is going a little overboard on the guy thing. I think it would work better if Gail saw pictures of him with another girl."
"Who could we get to do it?"
"I'd do it" Mary said. "I'd like to see what he's got that has Gail so sold on him."
Martha said, "Get real Sis. If she saw you with him she wouldn't have any more to do with you. The object here is to get her back into the group; not split it up farther."
"I'd tell her that I did it for her. Tell her I had to show her what a cheating asshole he was before she got too deep into her marriage to him."
"Think she would buy it?"
"Of course she would. We have been friends forever and she would know I wouldn't lie to her."
Just then Cindy and Gail joined them in the tub. Cindy asked, "How about Tuesday night for our next girl's night out? That okay with you guys?"
"Count me in" Bea said.
"Me too" Mary said.
"Why not. Works for me" Martha said.
"How about you girlfriend" Cindy asked Gail.
"Tuesday should be good for me, but I'll tell you again what I told you the last time. It is a girl's night out only. If I show up and find any of the guys there I'll turn around and leave and if any of them show up I'll get up and leave."
"You're no fun."
"I told all of you that when I got married there would be no more Gail the Wild Child. I meant it. I will not do anything that will get between me and my honey."
"What the hell does he have that makes him so special" Mary asked.
"It isn't so much what he's got, but what I have."
"What's that?"
"Love girlfriend. Deep abiding love."
The conversation ended there as Gail's mom and dad joined them in the tub.
It gave me a lot to think about. I had originally believed that all of what Cindy was saying was just talk, but I was beginning to take what she was saying seriously. The question of course was "What the fuck are you going to do about it Rob?"
With what I knew about Gail there was no doubt in my mind that if they got her going again she would keep on going. It would be a case of her thinking, "Oh well; I tried, but the horse is out of the barn now. I don't dare let Rob see the pictures. I hid it from him before we got married and I can hide it from him now." Not showing much faith in my bride I suppose, but knowing what I knew about what she did before we were married what else was I to think?
Granted that she was up front with me about her 'needs' but even though she was up front she still shaded the truth and intentionally misled me with the "No one you know" and "Never around anyone who knows us both" bullshit. I was willing to pay the price I needed to pay to get her, but was I willing to pay the same price to keep her? I knew the answer to that in a flash.
Hell no!!
She said "I do" to the "Forsaking all others" part of the wedding ceremony I was damned well going to hold her to it. The question facing me was "Do I go proactive or do I wait and see?" I made the decision that proactive was the way I was going to go.
It took me a day to get things together and Wednesday after dinner I told Gail that we needed to talk.
"About what?"
"Several things, but mainly about your friendship with Cindy, Bea, Mary and Martha."
"Is this about the way Cindy behaves toward you?"
"In a way I guess that is part of it. Her dislike of me probably has a lot to do with it. It is going to take me some time to get it all out and I would appreciate your not interrupting me until I'm done."
I told her what I'd overheard while sitting under the bathroom window and how that had made me put recorders around the condo.
"You might recall the mood I was in when I came in from hearing what I heard and found you dancing with Norm's hand on your ass. First off I'm not pleased with the way you misled me or outright lied to me about not doing anything with anyone I knew or not doing it around anyone who knew us both. The bottom line is that your friends are not mine and your friends have an agenda that if successful will ruin your marriage.
"I am not going to tell you what your friends are saying and then go through the "They wouldn't say that" or the "You must have misunderstood them" bull crap. I have put it all on this recorder and you can listen to it at your leisure."
I put the recorder down on the table in front of her and said, "The first part is what was recorded at the condo and the second part is what was recorded at our barbecue. I want you to listen to the recorder and hear in their own words what your friends have planned for us. I'm going to run down to the bar and have a beer or two while you listen. When I get back we can discuss it."
I got up and left her sitting at the kitchen table staring down at the recorder in front of her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Harry Short and Dick Moore were at the bar when I got there and I drank beer and shot pool with them for a couple of hours and then I headed back home. Gail wasn't there so I went up to bed and sacked out.
I didn't hear Gail when she came in, but I woke up in the morning with her snuggled up next to me. She must have been awake because when I stirred her hand found my cock and she started fondling it. As usual when she paid attention to my dick it got hard and when it got hard she just had to make it go soft again. She accomplished that and I got up to shower only to have her follow me in which led to more hardening and softening.
It was a work day so we didn't take it back to the bed. As it was we didn't get to the gym until almost six-fifteen. The subject of Cindy and the other three wasn't brought up and I was going to let Gail be the one to start that conversation. She did it when we into the hot tub after our workout.
"I listened to the recorder and at first I didn't believe that it was anything but talk. Cindy was upset over me taking myself out of the group so I thought it was just sour grapes on her part. In my mind I was all set to dismiss what I'd heard until it got to the part recorded here at the house. I played it twice before I accepted that Cindy might really be planning on doing something.
"I got the feeling listening to Bea's part that she really wasn't on board with the plan and was looking for some way to let me know what was going on so I took the recorder and went over to see her. She apologized for not coming forward, but she was torn between her feelings for the other girls and me. She felt she would lose me as a friend if she said nothing and would lose the others if she warned me.
"She confirmed that it was all true and that Cindy had already set a time for it to happen. She expects us to have more barbecues now that we are in the house and her plan is to make her move at the next one. She is going with the two part plan. Knock out drops for you and date rape drugs for me. She expects that once she gets me started that I will go back to what she believes is my true persona which she believes is sex crazed cock loving slut.
"I swore Bea to secrecy about my visit with her and told her that none of the group would ever hear from me what we had talked about. I'm not all that happy with Cindy and I plan on doing something that will let her know it. Can I count on you to help?"
"Knowing what she had planned for me? You bet your sweet little perfect ass I'll help. What do you have in mind?"
"Do to them what they were going to do to us."
"How is that getting back at Cindy? She would love it just like she thinks you would."
"Cindy is a bigot. She calls Afro-Americans mud people and worse. Just imagine her seeing a video of herself with a couple of black guys. As for manly man Norm just think of what a few pictures floating around of him with a guy buried in his butt and a cock in his mouth would do to him."
"I don't give a rat's ass in Norm's case, but could you really do that to your best friend forever?"
"She lost her best friend status when I married you. You are my best everything now. She dropped to second place on the list when I got you, but even so I have to ask myself just how good of a friend she really is if she was going to do to me what she had planned."
"How do you see it happening?"
"We will invite Cindy and Norm over for dinner some evening and do it then. Your part will be to find the guys who will do the deed. You have black friends and gay friends and I'm hoping that you know some of them well enough to ask them for a teensy-tiny favor. Tell them that their faces won't show in any of the pictures. I'll handle getting the date rape drug and knock out drops."
"You sure you want to do this?"
"My so-called best friend wanting to fuck up the best thing that ever happened to me? Damned straight I want to do it."
++++++++++++++++++++++
And so on the first Saturday in May Cindy and Norm showed up for the dinner we had invited them to. They were surprised to find out that they weren't the only ones invited. There was Jason Mars along with Jefferson English and also in attendance were Gary Morris and Jerome Appleton. It was interesting to watch Cindy when she was introduced to Jason and Jeff since they were both black, but she hid her racist tendencies well. Cindy and Norm no doubt noted how 'touchy-feely' Gary and Jerome were which was not surprising since they were an openly gay couple.
The evening went surprisingly well and around nine-thirty Gary and Jerome said they needed to get going since they had an early tee time the next morning. Jason was the next to go and shortly thereafter Jeff also left. Gail asked Cindy and Norm to hang around for a little longer and I poured a generous amount of Baileys Irish Cream in four glasses and we went into the living room and settled into the couch and easy chairs.
Gail proposed a toast to "Good friends" and then said, "I have something I need you to hear."
She placed a recorder on the coffee table and hit 'play' and Cindy and Norm got to listen to the same recordings that Gail had listened to the night I had confronted her about her friendship with Cindy and the others. Cindy and Norm sat there and squirmed as they looked everywhere but at Gail or me. When the recorder went silent except for a low hiss Gail said:
"I have one more recording for you to listen to" and she put a second recorder on the table and hit play. We had taken a second recorder and had reenacted our conversation where Gail had outlined her plan for them. As they listened their eyes got big as it dawned on them what the other four males in attendance could have done to them had we followed through on Gail's plan.
When the recording ended Gail said, "You can thank soft-hearted Rob for us not putting the plan into actual play. He seemed to think that regardless of what you were going to do a sixteen year old friendship was worth trying to hold onto. All I can say to that is that we will see.
"For now I think we should call it a night."
I nursed my Baileys while Gail walked them out.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later on Monday Gail met with Bea, Mary and Martha and played both recordings for them. Bea had already heard the first one, but had to sit through it again because Gail didn't want the others to know she had talked with Bea.
Gail didn't tell me the outcome of that meeting and I didn't ask, but the following Tuesday Gail did go out for a night with her four friends. Before that night out I got a surprise visit. I'd just gotten back from lunch when my secretary told me that there was a Cindy Martin there wishing to speak with me. I told her to send Cindy in.
I rose to meet her and offered her a seat and then sat back down.
"Surprised" she asked.
"That's putting it mildly."
"I don't know if it is even possible, but I am here to try and mend fences. What you did was a wake up call for me."
"What I did for you?"
"Not letting Gail's plan happen."
"And it woke you up how?"
"I wasn't thinking of Gail when I was doing my plotting. I was only thinking of me. I didn't give a thought to Gail's happiness. I was only thinking of mine. Our little group has been together for over sixteen years and you were doing something that no one else had ever done. You were splitting us up. No guy had ever done that before. Guys came and went but none of them ever threatened the group until you came along. It was driving me crazy. I couldn't let the group - my extended family - break up.
"You had to be stopped. I knew that once I got you out of the way Gail would be back with us. Again, I was thinking of what I wanted and not thinking about anyone else. I know Gail cares for me. I know she would take a bullet for me if it came to that just as I would for her. We were that tight. That she would do what she planned told me just how serious she was where you were concerned. I'm not sure that our friendship would have survived that and that friendship is precious to me.
"You had every reason to want to hurt me and yet you would not let her do it so I owe you big time and my paying the debt off starts with me crawling to you, telling you that I'm sorry for what I've done and begging you for forgiveness."



It was a much different Cindy who left my office that afternoon. Our relationship wasn't suddenly sunshine and roses, but it did get better over time. It even got to the point where we hugged each other and kissed each other on the cheek.
+++++++++++++++++
Gail's friendship with the four continued although what Cindy feared did happen to a degree. The group never actually split up, but changes did happen. Cindy dumped Norm and after going through a couple of other boyfriends she now has a ring on her finger and a date set for a wedding.
Bea met and married a guy she met at a seminar that her employer sent her to. They have twin girls and Bea is expecting again.
Next to go was Martha. She got hooked by a blind date that Mary had set her up with.
Mary is still a cock crazy slut and she makes no bones about it. "I love variety too much to ever pick one man and marry him. I'd be cheating on the poor guy inside of a month. Why do that to both of us when I can just stay single and do my thing."
Mike is Mary's counterpart although for the last eight months he has been keeping company with the same girl which is six months longer than he stayed with any other lady.
Once everyone knew about the recorders there was no sense in keeping them in play so I gathered them up and donated them to Goodwill.
For the first two years of our marriage Gail did her best to reduce me to a smoking ruin, but motherhood changed that. I've been told that pregnancy makes women even hornier, but it seemed to do the opposite to Gail. She was still hot as hell, but didn't seem to want or need it as much as she had before she got pregnant and her needs and wants didn't pick back up after Billy was born.
He was followed by Charlie and Mary Beth and we decided that we had a big enough family and I got myself snipped. Gail still wants it four or five times a week, but rarely do we have any more all nighters or Saturdays and Sundays from wakeup until noon.
I look at where we are today and what we have in each other and I'm damned sure that I did the right thing when I paid the price I had to pay to make Gail my bride.
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I sat on a folding chair and watched the twins as they played field hockey and I couldn't help but wonder how the coming upheaval was going to affect them. Knowing them as well as I did I thought that they would probably handle it better than I was. They were pretty resilient and a lot more mature than you would expect a pair of sixteen year olds to be. As I watched Michelle execute a pass to Melanie I thought back to the night that my world crumbled and fell on me.
My wife Maxine and I were at a party the previous Saturday. It was a company thing to celebrate her company buying out one of their biggest competitors. The party was held at the country club probably because the president of Maxine's company was on the country club's board of directors.
A cocktail hour was followed by a pretty good dinner which was of course followed by several speeches and then the band fired up and the drinking and dancing began. I'm not much of a dancer while Maxine would never leave the floor if she had a partner and at this party she had quite a few of them. They were what she called 'her duty dances' as she danced with her supervisors and other company big-wigs.
About an hour into the dancing the smoke in the room began to affect me and I went outside for some fresh air. I found a bench to sit on and was sitting there looking up at the star filled sky when my attention was caught by someone saying Maxine's name. Two of her coworkers had also come out for some fresh air and apparently didn't see me because of a large potted plant that was between us.
I recognized the voices as belonging to Roger Barnes and Sam Wickman both of whom I'd met at other social functions put on by Maxine's company. At first it didn't occur to me that it was my Maxine they were talking about, but then Sam said:
"I'd dearly love to peel that sexy red dress off of her."
Maxine was wearing the only red dress at the party that night. I instantly turned my full attention to their conversation. Roger said:
"No problem getting her out of it. All you have to do is give her a drink, flirt with her a bit and she'll take it off for you."
"You can't be serious."
"Bet your ass I am. I've fucked her a dozen times and I know that Bill over in Procurement has fucked her several times. Terry in Finance has nailed her three times that I know of and Phil in Quality Control says he has fucked her in her ass a half dozen times. I can believe that because I've taken her ass a couple of times myself. Once I packed her shit while Ralph Means had his cock in her mouth."
"You've got to be shitting me."
"Not the least little bit. We tried to two hole her but she wouldn't go for it."
"Two hole her?"
"Yeah, you know, one in her pussy and one in her ass at the same time."
"I don't believe it. She acts so prim and proper around the office."
"An act Sam. Remember about three months back when we all hit the bar at the Marriott after work? Most of you left after a couple of drinks and by nine the only ones of our group still there were me and Maxine. I was getting ready to leave when a slow number began playing and Maxine pulled me out onto the dance floor. We had all ready danced four or five times, but not like that last dance. She pulled me close and half way into the song she pulled my head down and kissed me. Shoved her tongue down my throat and her hand slid down my body and she started rubbing my cock.
"I ain't no dummy so when the song ended I asked her if she wanted to leave and she said yes. We didn't say a word all the way out to my car and she followed me straight there even though she was parked several rows over from me. I opened the back door of the car and without a word she got in, took off her panties, sweater and bra and laid down on the seat.
"That woman has some beautiful tits and they have really big, hard nipples. I started playing with her tits and nipples and she closed her eyes and moaned and I swear that she got off from just my working on her boobs. Then I leaned back and without a word she unzipped me, took out my cock and gave me the best blow job of my life. I warned her that I was going to cum, but she never stopped and when I shot she swallowed it all.
"I heard a noise and looked up and saw Ralph standing there and watching us through the window. I rolled the window down and he told me he would get a room and that we should meet him at the elevator. I looked at her and was about to ask her what she thought of the idea, but before I could ask she put her bra and panties in her purse and said, "Lets do it."
"Once in the room she stripped off what she still had on, got on the bed and asked:
"Who goes first?"
"I wasn't fully hard from the blow job she'd given me so Ralph went first. He fucked her doggie while I pushed my dick into her mouth so she could work at getting it fully hard. Then the two of us took turns fucking her until we couldn't get it up any more. Ralph had to go home, but me and Maxine stayed the night at the hotel. She woke me with a blow job in the morning and we fucked one more time and then had to hurry to get to work on time."
I sat there stunned by what I was hearing. When Roger first started talking I was thinking he was full of shit and just trying to make Sam think he was some kind of stud. But Maxine did have big, hard nipples and I had gotten her to climax just by working on her tits.
Roger was still bragging. "And that was only the first time. The next time was the very next day. After work I asked her if she would like to pick up where we had left off the night before and she said she would love to."
"Give me a break Rog. At least give me credit for some brains. She had a husband to get home to and kids to take care of and you expect me to believe she spent a night with you and was ready to do it again?"
"Her old man travels a lot on business and he was on a trip and wasn't due back for another two days and it was spring break and her kids were spending a couple of days with her parents. Anyway, she told me to follow her home and she would fix us dinner and then we could play all night. It was one hell of a night. I even fucked her while she was talking to her husband on the phone. I had my cock buried in her ass and she wouldn't let me pull out; just made me slow down a little while she talked to him.
"I'm not kidding you at all Sam. If you want to fuck her just stop with us the next time we stop for drinks and after she's had a couple make a move on her. I'll bet you a dollar to a candy bar that she goes for it."
Just then a woman's voice asked them what they were talking about and Sam said they were talking sports and they all went back inside leaving me there wondering "WTF?" And right then it occurred to me that I hadn't seen Maxine in over an hour. I went back inside and looked and Maxine was not in the room so I went looking for her.
I went room to room looking for my wife. I'd settled down somewhat and was all ready into denial. Max would never do that. The asshole was lying through his teeth. He was just trying to make Sam think he was some kind of stud.
The last room I came to the door was locked. I went into the room next to and saw there were connecting doors, but they were also locked. I turned to leave when I heard through a shared air duct:
"Oh God; that's it Max. Just like that. Nobody sucks cock like you do girl and I do mean nobody!"
There was a door leading out onto the patio and I went outside to see if I could see into the next room and I was in luck. I edged up so I could look into the room around the edge of the doorframe and there was my 'loving wife' in her red party dress and she was on her knees in front of John Bartrom, the Vice-President of Sales, and she was sucking the bastard's cock. As I watched he pulled her up, bent her over the back of the chair that was next to him and pulled up her red dress. The bitch wasn't wearing any panties and he stuck his cock in her and fucked her.
I wanted to storm in and kick ass and take names, but a more rational section of my brain was telling me to cool it. She made as much as I did so in a divorce she wouldn't get alimony as long as she had her job. If I did what I really wanted to do it would no doubt draw a crowd and it could end up with Maxine and her fuck buddy getting fired.
I went back inside to see if I could hear anything useful through the air duct. What I heard almost made me sick to my stomach.
"Get ready girl. I'm going to shoot."
"Do it lover; do it. Fill me up."
They must have finished because I could hear his zipper being pulled up.
"I need to get back to the party because my wife is probably wondering where I am and we need to get home so the babysitter can leave."
"Frank is probably wondering where I've gotten off to."
"See you Monday? Take our usual long lunch?"
"I'm all ready looking forward to it."
I got out of the room and went back to the party. I let Maxine find me about five minutes later and we left the party. We made small talk on the way home and I did my best to keep my anger under control. She said it was a fun party and then she asked me if I had enjoyed myself.
"It was okay. There were a couple of nice slow dances there toward the end that I wanted to dance to with you, but I couldn't find you."
"That was probably when I was in the bathroom. I got to talking with Sally and I guess we let time get away from us."
She said that with a smile on her face and I so wanted to backhand her lying mouth, but I kept myself under control.
Normally after a night out we made love, but this time when we got home and before I normally made the move she said:
"I really tired tonight and I'm going to go straight to sleep" which I took to be 'slut speak' for:
"I'm full of another guy's jizz and I don't want you finding out."
It was a disappointment in a way. As far as I knew I'd never had sloppy seconds before and it might have been my only chance to find out what it was like.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The sound of the shower woke me up in the morning and Maxi must have figured that she'd got enough of her fuck buddy out of her so that I wouldn't notice because when she got out of the shower she got back in bed and her mouth headed south to capture my cock.. I was pissed at the cunt, but good head is good head no matter what the circumstances so I decided to suffer through it.
It almost came to an end when she twisted her body to get into a sixty-nine and I pushed her away. No way was I going to eat a pussy that some other dude had been in even if it was eight or nine hours before and had been washed since. Pushing her away got ma a:
"What did you do that for?"
"I have a foul taste in my mouth from the booze last night. When I munch on your muffin I want to enjoy the taste."
Even to me it sounded lame, but it satisfied her and she went back to polishing my knob. When she had it as hard as she wanted it she swung over me and lowered herself down on me and began to ride. I looked up into her face and I wanted to scream out "You cheating fucking whore!" and push her off of me, but of course I didn't. For one thing the 'little head' wouldn't let me and for another in all my formative years the mantra had been "Pussy is pussy and none of it is bad" and I came from a generation that believed you should take what you can get whenever you can get it. Besides, who knew when I'd come up with another source when I kicked her cheating ass to the curb.
And that was a definite!
She was gone as soon as I could get all my ducks in a row. She made as much or maybe even a little more than I did so alimony wouldn't be an issue. The house was free and clear and mine before I married Maxine, but that didn't mean anything. A guy I worked with had been in the same situation, but the courts ruled that since his wife had worked and her money had helped maintain the residence she had some equity in the house. He had to sell the house in order to give her what the courts said she had coming. Even if I could keep the house the divorce wouldn't be totally painless. There were the twins to consider.
While I'd been doing my thinking Maxi had gotten off twice and I figured that it was now my turn. I rolled her over on her back and fucked her fast and hard until I got off. I got up, showered and dressed and then went downstairs to find my girls ready to go. It was the weekend and tradition had it that we went out for breakfast. Maxi begged off saying that she wasn't hungry which didn't upset me in the least since it meant that I didn't have to sit across from her at the table and look at her cheating ass.
We had an enjoyable brunch and when we got home the girls got ready to go to a birthday party they had been invited to and that left me home alone with Maxi. I did my best to avoid her as the anger was still too fresh and I wanted to lash out at her, but at the same time I needed to keep from her that I knew what she had been doing. When I made my move I wanted to catch her unrepaired. However Maxi managed to pick up on my mood.
"You seem out of sort's honey. Is something wrong?"
"Just a work problem" I said not telling her that the problem was at her work and not mine.
That night after the girls had gone to bed I sat in my basement workshop and thought about what to do. I'd spent some time thinking on it during the day and divorce, while still ahead on points, was not as foregone a conclusion as it had been when I went to bed the night before or when I got up this morning. What was more important to me than Maxine's fidelity was what would happen to my girls? By the time I went to bed I had decided on what my first step needed to be. When I got to the bedroom Maxi was naked on the bed waiting for me. "Take it while you can get it" I told myself and I stripped and climbed on.
++++++++++++++++++++
The next day the girls had hockey practice and I drove them over to the field and watched as they went through their routines and wondered, and not for the first time, if I would have had twin boys instead of girls would they have been as active athletically? Soccer, field hockey, basketball, volley ball and softball kept the girls busy and gave them a confidence in themselves that belied their years. They both had the attitude that they could do any damned thing they put their minds to.
When practice ended I drove us over to the Dairy Queen and when they had what they wanted we went outside and sat down at one of the tables. I took a deep breath and then said:
"Girls; dad needs some advice and I'm asking you for it because it concerns you as well as me."
I had their attention and I went on. "Night before last I found out that your mother is cheating on me and I don't know what to do."
Melanie looked at Michelle and Michelle shrugged and then Melanie said:
"We had hoped that you would never find out."
"You know?"
"We've known for almost two years" Michelle said.
I sat there stunned as Melanie went on, "We talked it over and decided not to tell you. We felt that as long as you didn't know the family wouldn't break up. We have friends whose parents have divorced and quite frankly we didn't want to end up living like they are.
"We didn't want to be bounced back and forth between you and mom and we didn't want to have to make choices between you guys. We love you both and no matter what we chose one of you would have been hurt by it."
"I know about choices sweetie. That is my problem right now. The courts are loaded in favor of the woman so if I choose divorce I'm basically choosing to give you up except for whatever visitation I am allowed. Giving up your mother is going to be hard especially after being together almost twenty years, but I honestly believe having to give you two up would come close to killing me."
"What did mom say when you found out?"
"She doesn't know that I know."
"So don't tell her that you know" Michelle said. "She has been doing what she has been doing for at least two years, at least two years that we know of, and you guys have been getting along fine."
"It isn't that simple sweetie. When I didn't know I looked on your mother as a loving and faithful wife and I was happy in my marriage and our relationship. Now that I know what she has been doing I don't see her the same way anymore. Now I see her as a backstabbing, cheating whore and I have to practically force myself to be around her. You say you have known for two years? How did you find out?"
"You were on one of your trips and we were spending the night at Angela's" Melanie said. "It was a PJ party and there were six or seven of us there. Angie's mom and dad got into an argument over something to do with credit cards and the argument got kind of loud and made us uncomfortable so we left and came home. We could hear what was going on in the bedroom all the way downstairs.
"We were naturally curious so we tip-toed upstairs. The bedroom door was open and we peeked in and saw mom with one of the guys she worked with. Roger something. We met him at one of mom's company picnics. We snuck back out of the house and went back to the pajama party. After that we noticed that mom always went out when you were on trips and sometimes came home with her blouses mis-buttoned, runs in her stockings, smeared makeup and stuff like that."
Michelle jumped in with, "You wouldn't have to stay married to mom forever. You could just hang in there until we go to college."
"It is way more complicated than that sweetie. When I look at your mother now I'm asking myself why is she doing what she is doing. Did I somehow cause it? Am I inadequate in some way? I want to grab her, shake her and scream "Why? Why have you done this to me?" And there are other considerations. You have both heard the birds and bees speech and I know that you have learned some things in health classes at school.
"Your mom isn't just having an affair with one man. I know of at least five she has been with. I'm going to have to get myself tested for social diseases and even if she hasn't given me one yet as long as she is bouncing from man to man she is exposing herself and also exposing me if I keep on having anything to do with her. My only option would be to have nothing to do with her and quite frankly there isn't any way I can live in a sexless marriage for as long as it would take for the two of you to go out on your own."
"There has to be some way to make it so we can stay together as a family" Melanie said.
"I'll have to think on it some, but for now let's just keep this talk to ourselves."
The Gods were smiling on me that day. I didn't really want to fuck Maxi. I wouldn't refuse if she was the aggressor, but I wasn't thinking good thoughts about my wife just then. After the girls had gone to bed and Maxi and I were sitting on the couch watching TV Maxi said:
"I hope that you don't have your heart set on making love tonight. Aunt Flo showed up a day earlier than expected."
"Damn! Ain't that just my luck! I've been waiting all afternoon and evening to get you in bed so we could play."
"I can give you some oral loving. That will take the edge off for you."
I didn't really want to fuck her, but I wasn't going to say no to a hum job. We took it upstairs and Maxi did indeed take the edge off for me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
When Maxine's time of the month came around it was usually four or five days before she wanted to make love again. That gave me some breathing room. Time to think on my problem.
Over the next four days I got myself tested for STDs, got some legal advice and thought hard on what to do. In the end I decided to take it head on and let the chips fall where they may. The conversation started when Maxine asked me:
"Would you like to play tonight? I'm ready if you are."
"I suppose, but you need to know that my eating your pussy is a thing of the past. I'll chance sloppy seconds, but I'll be damned if I'm going to taste them."



Maxine's face showed anger as she said, "And just what the hell do you mean by that?"
"Simple. I have no way of knowing if you took on one of your fuck buddies before you came home so while I'm willing to follow them in I'm not willing to put my mouth where their cocks have been."
"You bastard!" she cried as she swung at me to slap my face, but I was expecting it so I grabbed her wrist and said:
"Spare me the phony indignation bullshit. I know all about Terry from Finance, Bill in Procurement, Phil in Quality Control and let us not forget Roger. Granted that I've never seen you fucking them, but at the last party I did get to watch you suck and then fuck Bartrom."
Her face lost color when she heard that and she suddenly deflated like a balloon the air had just gone out of.
"So back to where this conversation started. If you want to fuck tonight I'm all for it, but my doing oral on you is a thing of the past."
I left her sitting there and went up to bed. I was not surprised when she didn't follow me up nor was I surprised when I woke up alone in the morning.
+++++++++++++++++++
When I came down in the morning Maxi was fixing breakfast and the twins were helping her. I gave out a cherry "Good morning all" and got myself a cup of coffee. I added cream to it and then went out and sat at the picnic table on the patio to watch the sunrise.
After a few minutes Michelle brought me a plate with eggs, bacon and toast on it and then she and Melanie joined me. Maxi didn't come out.
"What happened last night" Melanie asked. "When we got up this morning mom was sleeping on the couch and she looked like she had been crying all night."
"I confronted her with what I knew about her cheating and then went to bed."
"What is going to happen?"
"I don't know. It is pretty much going to be up to your mother. For my part I decided to let her know and then come to an agreement to exist as a couple sharing a house, but I don't know what your mother will want to do. I'll just have to wait and see."
"Keep us in the loop okay" Michelle asked.
"Of course" I said and they got up and headed off to school.
When they were gone Maxi came out and sat at the table with me. She was silent for maybe half a minute and then asked:
"What are you going to do?"
"Nothing. I don't want to give up the house and go and live in an apartment and I don't want to become a part time father to the girls. What I want to do is co-exist here in the house and pretend to be a loving couple to those around us. That is what I want, but you might have other ideas."
"What do we tell the girls when we start sleeping separately?"
"We don't sleep separately. We slept together the entire time you were cheating on me and it didn't kill me. Whether we have sex or not will be up to you, but if you do decide to keep having sex with me you need to remember that my doing oral on you isn't going to happen. I will not be a cocksucker by proxy."
"You mean that? Keep living together? Why in the world would you want to do that?"
"I just told you. I want to be a full time father to Melanie and Michelle and I can't be that if I'm divorced and living somewhere. Also from a financial standpoint it makes sense. Lawyers cost money and one of the things a divorce would cause would be our having to sell the house as part of the asset split. That would probably put you and the girls in an apartment. Co-existing just seems like the sensible thing to do. Like I said earlier; living together while you were doing what you were doing hasn't killed me."
"The girls are bound to notice a difference in our relationship. What do we tell them?"
"Why would they notice? The only change would be in the bedroom and they wouldn't be privy to that. I haven't treated you any differently since I found out about you and I see no reason for you to treat me any differently than you have since you started making love to other guys."
"I'm not making love with other guys. I fuck them. The only man I make love with is you."
"Whatever. You need to think about what I've proposed. We can talk more about it when I get home from work tonight."
"I don't need to think about it. It may come as a surprise to you, but I don't want a divorce either. I love you and I want to stay married to you."
"Given what I know about what you have been doing you are going to have a hell of a hard time selling that to me."
I got up, got some coffee in a travel mug and headed off to work. As I drove down the freeway I was thinking of the legal advice I'd gotten. What would happen with the house would depend on the judge we drew if I went the divorce route. Of the seven sitting judges that presided over divorce cases four would bend over backward to see that the wife got everything out of the divorce she could possibly get. Two always leaned toward the man in cases where the wife was unfaithful and one was strictly a 'middle of the roader' in all cases. The odds were not in my favor.
One suggestion that the attorney gave me would give me all the proceeds if I sold the house and then did something with the money before going for a divorce, but that would only do what I wanted to avoid. I didn't want my girls living in an apartment somewhere and probably not in as nice a neighborhood as the one we were now in.
The optimal solution was the one I'd proposed to Maxi, but would she do it? I know she said that she didn't want a divorce and she might have meant it when she said it, but could she actually live like I proposed for any length of time before wanting out? There wasn't going to be any love there, at least not on my part. Acceptance of the situation? Yes. Sex if she wanted it? Yes. Love and affection? Not after hearing what Roger said and then seeing her with Bartrom. The touching, hugging and kissing that were once a large part of our marriage were history. It might have been different if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, but the picture of her on her knees with Bartrom's cock in her mouth was burned into my mind and came to the forefront every time I looked at Maxine.
Luckily I was so busy at work that I had no time to spare on thoughts of Maxine and her hobby, but they crowded in on me on my way home as I wondered what Maxine was going to do.
I had a surprise waiting for me when I got home. For the last year or so the girls would have dinner started by the time I got home. Maxi would usually get home in time to finish the dinner, but on that night Maxi was all ready home and fixing dinner when I got there. I would have thought that she would be home around her usual time since she had probably had her 'usual late lunch' with Bartrom.
She went to kiss me when I walked into the kitchen, but I turned my head so it landed on my cheek. She looked upset that I did that and I could not resist saying:
"What? You expected me to kiss the mouth that probably sucked Bartrom's cock during a long lunch today?"
There was a flash of anger on her face, but she forced it away and said:
"I called in sick. I decided that I needed to spend my time today in thinking of ways to save my marriage."
"Did you spend as much time thinking about how to throw it away before you started cheating on me?"
"That is water under the bridge Frank. I can't undo what has been done. We need to concentrate on the here and now."
"What we have here and now Maxine is a cheating, backstabbing slut of a wife and an extremely pissed off husband who isn't very likely to get over it. This was no one time fling Maxine. This was no one time lapse in judgment to be put behind you and never done again. This has been going on for at least two years that I know of and with at least six different men that I know of. And you have done things with them that you never would do with me.
"Imagine how surprised I was to hear that Roger and Phil had been fucking your tight little ass. An ass that you wouldn't let me have because the very thought of anal sex was so damned disgusting that you didn't even want it mentioned. Imagine, if you can, the look on my face when I heard that you took on Roger and Ralph at the same time in a hotel room and then spent the night in that room with Roger.
"Imagine what the expression on my face must have looked like when I found out that the next night you brought Roger home with you, fed him dinner and then fucked him all night on our bed. Try and picture me as I learned you wouldn't let him stop fucking you as you took my phone call.
"No Maxine; it is way, way too late for you to try and save the marriage. The best you can do is co-exist with me and try to give the girls a stable home life. Housemates with benefits if you want to look at it that way. By the way; I had myself tested for social diseases and so far I'm clear. I say so far because it sometimes takes up to six months before they can determine if you have the Aids virus or not. The way you bounce around from man to man sooner or later you are going to catch something."
"No chance of that Frank. Condoms were always used."
"Bullshit Maxine. I watched Bartrom bend you over a chair and fuck you from behind and he did not have a condom on."
"He doesn't need one. He is careful because of his wife."
"Are you brain dead Maxine? If he is cheating on his wife with you who else is he cheating with? You have no idea of where his cock has been. Is he telling you that you are the only one? If he is lying to his wife why would you expect him not to lie to you? You have been fucking with my life and health Maxine and now you want to save a marriage you have done your best to destroy? Get real!!"
She started crying and ran from the room. I saw that the water on the stove was boiling so I added the pasta and stirred it. I checked it and stirred it occasionally as I set the table and by the time I had that done the girls were there and they chased me out of the kitchen and took over.
Maxine did not come down for dinner and when Melanie asked why I told her that her mother and I had words earlier and that Maxi hadn't seemed to like what I had to say.
"So what's going on pops? You said that you would keep us in the loop."
I told them what had occurred and Michelle said, "You need to lighten up daddy. If you want her to go along with what you want you are going to have to cut her some slack."
"I know. You're right. It is just that it is still so fresh that my anger hasn't had a chance to fade some."
"Maybe what you need to do is schedule one of your work trips to get you away for a bit. Get away from the situation and maybe the anger will cool somewhat."
"That would only keep it fresh in my mind because I'd know what she would be out doing while I was gone. Enough of this bad stuff. How was your day?"
"Same old, same old" Melanie said.
"That is so not so" Michelle said. "A new boy has transferred in and Mel hasn't been able to keep her eyes off of him. At lunch when we went into the cafeteria she saw him sitting alone at a table and the brazen hussy walked over and sat down with him totally uninvited."
I looked at Melanie and saw that she was blushing. She saw my look and said:
"I was supposed to stand around until some other girl snagged him?"
That set the tone for the rest of the dinner conversation and when dinner was over I got up and started doing the clean up. When the dishes were done and put away went down into my basement workshop and puttered around until my bedtime. When I got to the bedroom I found Maxi naked and waiting. Before I could say or do anything she said:
"You said that whether we made love or not would be up to me and I want it."
I had said that so I undressed and joined her on the bed. She might have been making love, but I was just fucking. I fucked her as hard as I was able and in my mind I was punishing her by fucking her hard. Silly me! She was loving it. When I finished I was going to roll off and go to sleep, but Maxi had other ideas. When I got off of her she slid down, took my cock in her mouth and got me back up. As soon as I was erect she mounted me cowgirl and went to work getting us both off again. When it was over and I was lying there trying to catch my breath Maxi said:
"I accept Frank. Coexistence, but this has to be part of it. My only condition is that you never say no to me. It goes without saying that I'll never say no to you."
She got up to go to the bathroom and when she came back I was asleep.
++++++++++++++
Tuesday I received a call from one of our customers in Dallas who was having a problem with one of our units so I called the airline, made a reservation and headed home to pack a bag. I called both girls and left a message on their voice mails (phones had to be turned off in school) and then I called Maxi to let her know what was up. I got the "Sorry, but I'm out of the office" message and of course I looked at my watch and wondered if she was having another 'long lunch' with Bartrom. I left a message and headed for the airport.
I spent three days in Dallas and didn't bother to call home. The image of Roger fucking Maxi while she took my call jumped into the forefront of my mind every time I reached for the phone. I did call the girls on their cells and kept them up to date on my schedule and from them I got the information that their mother never went back out after getting home from work. "So what" I was thinking. "She's getting it done on long lunches."
I flew home Friday and apparently the girls had been keeping Maxi informed of my movements because when I got home I found dinner waiting for me. The conversation over dinner was mostly the girls bringing me up to date on their doings. They had beaten Falstaff in field hockey and I had to listen to the after action play by play and then Michelle started picking on her sister and making her blush as she described Melanie's association with the new boy in school.
"How about you Maxi? Anything going on with you?"
"No. Just work, come home and repeat it the next day."
I knew that she knew I didn't believe a word of it. She knew that I suspected she had fucked around while I was gone because that is what she had always done.
Dinner over I went into the kitchen to do the dishes, but the girls told me to leave it to them.
"You have been separated from mom for three days. You need to catch up on your snuggle and cuddle time."
I wondered what they were up to. They knew what my relationship with Maxi was and snuggling and cuddling wasn't part of it.
I went into the family room and plopped down in front of the TV and a minute or so later Maxi joined me. She snuggled up next to me and whispered:
"We need to put on a show for the girls if we intend to hide what our relationship really is from them."
I had to go along with it since keeping her from knowing that the girls already knew all about her was something I needed to do. Maxine's idea of snuggling and cuddling included lots of rubbing my cock through my trousers and of course my cock responded. It naturally got to the point where I wasn't paying any attention to what was on the TV and Maxi took my hand, got me up from the couch and led me to our bedroom.
We stripped and Maxi surprised me by going down on me. It was a surprise because I fully expected her not to do oral on me since I'd already put her on notice that I would not reciprocate. We fucked and when I came Maxi slid down saying "We have three nights to make up for" and took me in her mouth and worked to get me up again. We went twice more before I was too whipped to go any farther.
Maxi got out of bed and walked over to the dresser, picked up something, brought it back and handed it to me. It was from the clinic and it said that Maxi was disease free. As she handed it to me she said:
"This is the only one of these I'll ever need to get. I know you won't believe me, but you are going to be the only one from now on."
I just read the report and didn't say anything. Maxi went into the bathroom, I turned off the light and got under the covers and in only seconds I was asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up in the morning with Maxi cuddled up to me and when I stirred her hand went to my cock and one thing led to another and I worked up a sweat before I was even fully awake. She still wasn't done. She followed me into the shower and I ended up doing her from behind. She would have pulled me back to bed except I reminded her that the girls would be up and be expecting to go to breakfast.
The girls had a game that afternoon and Maxi and I were there to cheer them on. About halfway through the game I discovered that Maxi was holding my hand and try as I might I couldn't figure out when it happened.
The afternoon took on a slightly sour note when Michelle and Melanie's team lost, but I swelled with pride when I saw how they handled it. They made the effort to shake the victor's hands and compliment them on playing a great game. Regardless of whatever else was going to go on in my life my girls were going to be okay.
That night was the monthly dance at the VFW and Maxi and I had always gone and so we went. I expected that there would be a bit of a sour mood on my part because two of the men that Maxi worked with were also members. They hadn't been named by Roger in his talk with Sam, but that didn't mean anything. They could still be on her list of fuck buddies. They always asked Maxi to dance and she had always said yes. It had never been all that much of a biggie to me because I had always danced with their wives, but then that was pre-Roger.
We had been there about an hour when Marty came over and asked Maxi for a dance. Maxi surprised both of us when she turned to me and asked me if I would mind. It was the first time she had ever deferred to me when she had been asked to dance. I of course said that I wouldn't mind, but I watched them dance. Watched them closely. I didn't see anything that that made me think that they were anything other than co-workers. There was reasonable space between them, no leaning forward and whispering in an ear, no intimate touches.
The same happened when Lou asked her to dance. She danced twice with both of them and I never saw anything untoward. Of course I wasn't watching her all the time because I did dance with Marty and Lou's wives and with a few of the other ladies there.
About one we took our leave and as soon as I pulled out of the parking lot Maxi slid over next to me and her hand touched my cock through my pants as she said:
"I know you want to know. It is because I am yours. I have always been yours and I will always be yours. I just decided that I need to be more proactive in showing it."
"What in the world are you talking about?"
"Checking with you to see if it was okay before agreeing to dance with others. I'm not stupid Frank. I know that we will never get back to what we had before, but I will do everything that I can to show you that I want to be with you."
"Yeah! Right!" I thought, "That is why you were fucking others" but I kept my mouth shut and reached over and patted her on the leg. When we got home she wanted to make love and so we did.
Sunday morning was a repeat of Saturday except we didn't need to hurry down and take the girls out to breakfast. When we finally did get down we found that the girls had already done breakfast and were sitting around out on the patio eating. Maxi and I fixed ourselves plates and went out to join them. When Maxine walked by and had her back to Melanie Mel gave me a 'thumbs up' and a wink.
The rest of the day was atypical Sunday. Maxi and the girls went shopping and I worked around the house. That night Maxi again went for my cock and I didn't fight her off.
Monday Maxi had another surprise for me.
"I gave my two weeks notice today. My working there with the people I've been working with would be more of a strain than I want on our relationship."



Two days later she had a job working for one of her previous employers competitors.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two years went by with no major changes. There was some thawing in my attitudes and I did reach a point where I was showing some affection to Maxi. The love was gone and it wasn't coming back, but there was a little 'something' there.
I kept a close eye on Maxi's comings and goings and I never saw anything to indicate she was screwing somewhat else. The girls kept me informed on what Maxi did while I was on my trips and according to them she came home from work and never went out.
The girls will be leaving and going to college next month and what will happen then I don't know. I'm all for keeping the same arrangement, but I've no idea on what Maxi will want to do.
Did I ever go after Roger or any of the other guys that Maxi had fucked? No I didn't. It is the nature of man to lust after women and Maxi was a very sexy lady. Were they assholes for going after another man's wife? Yes they were, but you can't forget that they couldn't have gotten a damned thing out of Maxi if she would have said no.
Did I ever try and find out why Maxi did what she did? Again the answer is no. I didn't really want to know. Given how I'd felt when I found out about her extracurricular activities I don't think I could have handled it if Maxi told me that I just couldn't get the job done in the bedroom. It was easier for me to convince myself that Maxi was just oversexed and needed more than any one man could provide.
The entire time she was cheating on me we were having sex three, four and even sometimes five times a week. After I'd found out and confronted her and she said that it would only be me from then on the sex had increased a bit. I never pushed to find out the when, why, who, where and how because I didn't want to rock the boat and possibly mess up the arrangement we had.
A couple of times I'd sensed that she had wanted to explain herself to me, but I never gave her the chance. I was probably sticking my head in the sand, but I really didn't want to find out that it had been cause by something - real or imagined - that I'd done. All I know is that my approach, while not a common one in a case of infidelity, worked for me and my girls. Did it work for Maxi? I don't know and quite frankly I don't care.



            Pam and Nancy

            A tale of getting even.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/pam-and-nancy

Title: Pam and Nancy

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A tale of getting even.

Tags: 




I met Pam in my junior year at college. She had taken the seat next to me on the first day of Managerial Economics. As far as meetings go it was not an auspicious one.
I glanced over at her when she sat down and that glance turned into a long appreciative look. She was a sexy looking ash blond, but what caught my attention were the long legs sticking out from under the short skirt and the pair of four inch 'come fuck me' heels on her feet. I have always been a leg man and high heels have always been a turn on for me. What my attention got me was a:
"What the fuck are you looking at asshole?"
That of course pissed me off and so I said, "If you are dumb enough to have to ask that question you obviously aren't smart enough to understand the answer."
Before it could go any farther Professor Smythe called the class to order. When class was over I was on my feet and rushing out the door. My next class was in ten minutes and Carlyle Hall was on the other side of the campus.
++++++++++++++++++
At twelve I was sitting at a table in the Student Union cafeteria having lunch and reviewing my afternoon class schedule when my attention was pulled away from what I was reading by someone pulling out a chair and sitting down at my table. I looked up and saw that it was the leggy ash blond.
"Just what the fuck did you mean by your smart assed remark this morning?"
As they had in class her words and tone of voice got to me. I looked at my watch and said:
"It has been two hours and twenty minutes since I said it and you still haven't figured it out? Well I did say you were dumb and stupid didn't I."
She reached over, picked up my glass of water and tossed it in my face as she said "Fuckhead!" and then got up and stormed off.
Managerial Econ was a Monday/Thursday class and the next time I saw the ash blond was at the Thursday class. I waited in the hall until I saw her enter the classroom and take her seat and then I walked in and tipped the cup of water I was carrying so the water ran down the back of her neck. It got a predictable reaction and a "What the fuck?!!" out of her. I just smiled at her and said:
"Surely in one of your high school classes you must have learned of Newton's Third Law. That for every action there is an opposite and equal reaction? Or maybe you have heard the modern day equivalent. What goes around comes around."
"Fuckhead" she snarled as she got up to go to the girl's lavatory to dry off or whatever.
When she came back class was already in session and as she took her seat Professor Smythe said:
"Class starts at 9:05 Miss Stewart. I would appreciate it if you would be in your seat by then and not create a disruption by coming in late."
This got me a look from the ash blond (other than hearing Smythe call her Miss Stewart I still didn't know her name) that should have killed me on the spot. A glance or two during the class showed that she was still steaming and no doubt was waiting for the end of class so she could get at me, but the same as Monday as soon as class was over I was up and running to my next class.
As I hurried to class I was trying to make up my mind on whether or not to take lunch in the cafeteria. The odds were pretty damned good that Miss Stewart would be there expecting to see me or at least hoping to. Did I want another confrontation? Then I smiled as I realized that of course I did. I was getting a kick out of tweaking Miss Stewart's nose.
As I carried my tray to an empty table I looked around the room, but I didn't see the sexy ash blond, but that meant nothing as she could arrive at any minute. I chose a table close to the wall and sat in the chair that put my back to it so she couldn't sneak up on me. I was joined at the table, but not by Miss Stewart. Billy Neubert sat down across from me.
I'd known Billy for years. He had been my next door neighbor for years until his folks had moved. We reconnected on the football field in the tenth grade when my school played his school. He was a wide receiver and I was a middle line backer and I didn't know it was him when I tackled him. When I offered him a hand to help him up he said:
"Damn Rob; that ain't no way to treat an old friend."
After that we had kept in touch. He was a better receiver than I was a line backer and he was attending school on a full athletic scholarship while my way was being paid by a trust fund that my grandparents had set up when I was born. After Billy sat down he said:
"I saw Snake throw water in your face the other day and I heard that you got back at her today."
"Snake? Who is Snake?"
"That's the nickname we hung on Pam Stewart in high school."
"Why would you call her Snake?"
"Because she was like a snake in the grass. If you did anything to her that pissed her off she would lie in wait until she could strike back at you. I've seen her wait a year to get back at someone who pissed her off. Behaved like sugar and spice until she could get even. Just giving you a heads up bud. Keep an eye on her."
I didn't see Miss Stewart that day and guessed that it would be Monday before we crossed paths again.
I was wrong.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't belong to a fraternity because I didn't have the time. Summers, weekends and a couple of times a week I worked at my Uncle Mike's brake shop or on construction with my Uncle Jim. My parents had given me a car on my sixteenth birthday with the caveat that I was responsible for plates, insurance, upkeep, and of course that gas to make it move. That meant job.
Even though I didn't belong to a frat I did know plenty of guys who did and as a result I got invited to a lot of frat parties. It was Saturday night and I was at a party at the Pi Kappa Alpha house when I saw Pam Stewart come in with a guy I didn't know. I didn't know him, but I knew of him. He was a fullback on the football team and he had a reputation as a hot head and I could just see me getting into it with him if Miss Stewart and I continued our little feud and he decided to back her play.
I wasn't afraid of him, but as an invited guest I didn't want to be part of a ruckus that might cause a problem for the fraternity. A fight could mean cops which could lead to God only knows what as far as the college administration was concerned. I decided to do my best to avoid Miss Stewart and her escort even if it meant leaving the party.
My best wasn't good enough.
About forty-five minutes after I saw Miss Stewart arrive I had to take a potty break and when I came out of the bathroom I found her standing in the hall just outside the door. She put her hands against my chest and pushed and I stumbled backward. By the time I caught my balance she had stepped into the bathroom and closed and locked the door. I don't know what her plans were, but it was obvious that she didn't expect me to do what I did.
I stepped forward and put both of my hands against her chest – one hand over each boob – and pushed her back against the door as I said:
"You are apparently a slow learner. Every action has an equal and opposite reaction. The 'what goes around comes around thing' you know."
"Get your hands off my tits" she snarled.
"No fucking way lady. You invited my hands on your chest when you put yours on my chest. Besides, they feel pretty damned good."
She tried to bring her knee up into the family jewels, but I expected it and my legs were clamped together and I was standing too close to her and almost pushing my cock into her. Then I thought "Why not?" I pressed my body into her and I saw her eyes widen when she felt my hard cock pressing into her. Hey; I did say she was a sexy looking babe right?
"Get away from me asshole or I'll scream rape."
"Do it and get laughed at you stupid cunt. You were so intent on what you were planning for me that you didn't notice Billy Neubert and Harry Short standing in the hallway. They saw you ambush me, shove me back into the room and then follow me in."
It was a lie, but one I thought I could get away with.
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm giving some serious thought to bending you over the sink and fucking you."
"You wouldn't dare!"
The words and tone pissed me off – something that Miss Stewart excelled in – and I laughed and said, "Oh no? I guess we will just have to see about that."
She wasn't expecting it so it wasn't all that hard to do. I let go of her tits, grabbed her and pulled her over to the sink and bent her over it. She struggled, but it did her no good. She was a little thing, not much over five feet if that, and with my hand in the middle of her back holding her down the pointed toes of her CFMs were barely touching the floor so she couldn't get any leverage.
With my free hand I pushed up her mini-skirt and exposed the black thong she was wearing. I pulled my zipper down and I felt her tense up as she heard it. I pulled the thong aside and said, "Here it comes" and I pushed my thumb into her pussy. She was dripping wet! She wanted it! She really wanted to be taken right then and there. She thought my thumb was the head of my cock starting into her and she moaned.
I laughed, took my hands off of her and stepped back. She got her feet under her and turned to see me smiling at her as I sucked my thumb. "Not bad" I said as I gave it another lick. "Not bad at all" and I turned, unlocked the door and left her standing there in the room. As I walked down the hall I figured that it was probably best that I get the hell out of there.
+++++++++++++++++++
As I headed for Managerial Econ on Monday I wondered what was in store for me. Not class wise, but from Miss Stewart. She was already there when I took my seat and she ignored me. Didn't even look my way once. At least not as far as I could tell. I did look at her though. And often. Short skirt leaving a lot of leg hanging out. Four inch heels on her feet. Oh yeah; I looked.
I remembered the taste of her pussy and of course it made my dick hard. I was starting to regret not fucking her while I had her bent over that sink. I was remembering her taste on my thumb and how sexy her ass looked with her skirt pulled up and not paying attention to what was going on around me so it caught me by surprise when everyone started getting up and leaving the room. Before I could stand up and join them Miss Stewart plopped down on my lap.
"You aren't running away on me this time. I want to know what you meant on that first day."
I mentioned that looking at her and remembering the party at the frat house had given me a hard on right? I still had it, she was sitting on it and I was wishing that neither one of us ad clothes on. Usually her bossy attitude and the tone of her voice pissed me off, but for some reason (probably the little head's influence) this time I didn't flare up.
"Get serious girl. There isn't a female over the age of twelve who doesn't know the effect she has on the opposite sex. You come into class dressed to attract male attention and then you get pissed off when you get it? I liked looking at what you were showing and you get hostile with me? Of course I got hostile back. You don't want guys looking at you like I was looking at you then you need to tone things down a bit. Longer skirts and tennis shoes instead of heels. But right now you need to get off me or I'll be late for my next class and you get marked down for being late."
Then, in what I could only believe was a flat out invitation she said:
"And as I recall you did seem to like the taste."
No dummy me I said, "Damned right I did and we can discuss the topic over lunch at the cafeteria, but right now I need to get to my next class."
"Till then" she said as she got off my lap and walked away. I had to run as fast as I could to do it, but I did get to Carlyle Hall on time.
+++++++++++++++
On my way to the Student Union cafeteria I was asking myself if I was reading things wrong. Was Miss Steward just flirting and playing some sort of female game or had she in fact invited me to sample some more of 'her taste.' I had to admit that I wanted that taste. Miss Stewart was a very sexy looking girl and I was in a long dry spell. I hadn't been laid since my girlfriend Bonnie broke it off with me some nine months before.
I still got pissed when I thought about it.
We had been a couple since the eighth grade and had already started planning the wedding that would take place when we graduated from college. I'd already put an engagement ring on her finger and I remembered seeing it sparkle when she told me that she had to break our date that night.
"I met a guy in one of my classes and he is taking me out tonight."
"Let me get this straight. You are breaking a date with me, your fiancée, to go out with another guy?"
I reached over, took her hand and pulled the ring off of it. Then, without another word I stood up and walked away from her. She called me two or three times a day for over a month, but I wouldn't talk to her. She tried to catch me at home, at work and at school, but as soon as I saw her I took off in the other direction. She called my parents and tried to get them to make me talk with her, but when they did I told them what had happened and they stopped pushing me to get in touch.
Once she caught me sitting in a booth at a local pizza joint and she slid in next to me. With a wall to my left and her to my right she thought she had me pinned in place so she could finally talk to me. I did the only thing open to me. I shoved her out of the booth and onto the floor and then I stood up, stepped over her and walked out of the place. She eventually gave up trying to get me to talk to her. I still saw her around the campus from time to time and while she did smile at me I ignored her.
Miss Stewart was not in the cafeteria when I got there, but she did get there just as I was sitting down at a table. She joined me and as soon as she sat down she said:
"Tell me some more about how you like looking at me."
"Why? When it obviously pissed you off when I did it."
"I guess I need to apologize for going off on you like that. I went through a nasty breakup with my boyfriend and I've been down on men in general since then. They all – most of them anyway – act like pigs. Always looking at me as if I'm a piece of meat meant for their use. When I saw you looking at me I thought Oh boy; just what I need. Another pig and I'll be stuck sitting beside him all term."
"If that's the case why did you keep after me after I snarled back at you?"
"Because you did snarl back. I'm so used to guys backing off when I try to put them in their place that I was intrigued when you didn't back down and instead fired back."
"You may change your mind on me because I am a pig. I was looking at you with thoughts of what I would like to do with you."
"I doubt that. If you were a pig you would have done the deed when you had me over that sink. The fact that you could have but didn't just intrigued me more."
I just sat there and looked at her for a bit and then said, "You wanted it didn't you. You were already wet when I pushed my thumb in you. You were wet and you moaned and it wasn't a moan of pain."
She looked away for a second or so and then she turned back, looked me right in the eye and said:
"At that exact minute yes I did want it. I didn't go into that bathroom with it on my mind and I wasn't thinking of it when you had your hands on my boobs, but something in the way you bent me over that sink coupled with the fact that I'm a very sexual person and hadn't been laid in over six months did something to me. There was a war going on in my head between a part of my brain screaming "Do it" and another part yelling back "Stop it. Don't let it happen."
"If you would have walked out of the room when you pulled back we probably wouldn't be sitting here right now. But you didn't walk out of the room. You stood there smiling at me while licking your thumb and saying that you liked the taste. All I've thought about since then is giving you more of a taste. Brazen hussy comes to mind along with easy slut, but I don't care. Something about you grabbed me and I just have to find out if there is something there. Betting that you wouldn't come after me it had to be up to me to make the first move. Ergo, your lap after class."
"You really think there is something there?"
"I saw interest in your eyes while you were checking me out on that first day of class. I am a very outspoken and sometimes forceful girl and I believe in going after what I want and a girl like me needs a guy she can't walk on and I think you have shown that you won't put up with my shit."
"You are definitely right about that part, but I don't know about the rest. I'll admit that you grabbed my attention on the first day of class, but I like my women to have a softer edge than what you've shown."
"I can do soft. The hard edge you perceive is because of how I was feeling about men in general at the time I caught you looking at me. I told you about breaking up with my boyfriend, but I didn't go into detail. The asshole gave me a social disease. Two of my girlfriends also got STDs from guys they were going with. All in all it didn't put men in a good light so I have been pissy to guys. When I saw the way you were checking me out I reacted the way I reacted to other guys. How was I supposed to know that you were different from the other creeps who were always coming after me?"
I listened to her talk and I thought 'pigish' thoughts about her. To be bluntly honest about it I wanted to fuck her, but I didn't want to get into a relationship with her. I know it sounds strange, but I was getting bad vibes from her. Just a bad feeling, but I always tried to pay attention to my feelings.
On the other hand from the way she was talking and behaving my long dry spell could come to an end if I even half tried. But I didn't even have to do that. Half try I mean."
"Like I said" she went on, "I've spent every night since that party thinking of giving you more of that taste you seemed to like. Hell, I might as well be totally honest about it. If you liked the taste it means that you have eaten pussy which is something I love, but that my last two boyfriends refused to do. They were happy as hell to get oral from me, but to return the favor? Not on your life. Besides being the number between 68 and 70 does the number 69 mean anything to you?"
Again – no dummy me – I asked "When?"
"I get out of my last class at four."
"It can't be tonight because I have to work until nine, but I'm off work tomorrow and I get out of my last class at two fifty-five."
"I don't have any classes tomorrow" she said and then she gave me her address. I told her I'd be there by three-fifteen and we got up and headed for class.
+++++++++++++++++++
She was a tiger in bed. She turned me every which way but loose. She loved to be eaten and she was damned good at giving head. Doggie was her position of choice, but what she really craved more than anything else was anal. She was my first. I'd never taken a ride up the Hershey highway before, but I had always wanted to try. Never had a girl who would even think about it let alone do it until I met Pam.
She came when I ate her pussy and she came when I fucked it, but her orgasms when doing those two things were mild compared to the ones she had when I was buried in her ass. The first time I panicked because I thought she was having an epileptic fit and I had no idea of what to do. I was actually getting ready to pull out and call 911 when she asked me what I was doing. I told her and she laughed and told me what I had just witnessed was her cumming.
I witnessed that event a couple of dozen times over the next couple of months and I don't know how long the relationship would have gone on if my uncle hadn't closed the shop early one Thursday night. Pam was constantly bitching about my having to work three nights a week and I thought I would surprise her when Uncle Jim told me he was closing early.



I was the one surprised when I got to her place just in time to see her get in a car with some guy. She slid over next to him and they exchanged what looked like one hell of a passionate kiss. I pulled up along side them, stopped and waited to be noticed. When after a minute they still hadn't come up for air I honked my horn twice. That got their attention and they split apart and looked over at me. The look on the guy's face was one of irritation, but he blocked my view of Pam so I've no idea of what her facial expression was. She looked around the guy to see who was honking the horn and when she saw me I waved 'bye-bye' and drove off.
As I was driving away I was remembering the 'bad vibes' I'd sensed way back when and I chastised myself for not paying attention to the feelings I'd had at the time.
+++++++++++++++++++
The term still had a month to go and it was assigned seating so Pam was going to be sitting next to me for that long. It could be awkward to say the least. I made it a point to be in my seat before Pam got to class and when she got there I did look over and acknowledge her presence. If she intended to say something she never got the chance because Smythe called the class to order.
I never looked over at Pam during the class and as soon as class was over I was up and rushing for Carlyle Hall. I skipped lunch in the cafeteria so the next time Pam would see me would be in class on Monday morning unless she made an attempt to see me over the weekend. She didn't call me and of course I didn't call her.
Monday I was running late and Pam was already in her seat when I got there so I loitered in the hall until Professor Smythe arrived and I waited until he reached the front of the classroom before I entered the room and took my seat just as he called the class to order. I ignored Pam and once again as soon as class was over I was out of my seat and running for my next class.
I figured that my avoiding Pam since seeing her in the car with that guy would send her the message that I no longer wished to have anything more to do with her. With that thought in mind I figured that she would stay away from me so I took lunch in the cafeteria. I'd no sooner sat down at the table when Pam appeared and sat down opposite me. She cut right to it.
"Why haven't you called?"
"I didn't want to cause problems for you and your new man."
"He isn't my new man."
"Okay. I didn't want to cause problems for you and your new fuck buddy."
"He isn't that either."
"Whatever. He is something. That kiss the two of you exchanged wasn't a sisterly peck on the cheek and the quickness with which you got into his car and slid over to him to do a lip lock on him pretty much told me that it wasn't the first time."
"It wasn't, but it didn't mean anything. He was just a guy to date while you were working."
"Well now you can date him fulltime."
"I don't want to date him fulltime. I just don't want to sit at home in front of the TV and watch junk when you are working so I date Chuck. It gets me out of the house."
"You couldn't go out with your girlfriends? It had to be a guy? I'm sorry Pam, but for me it won't work. That kiss you gave him told me everything I needed to know. You don't kiss like that unless you are doing other more intimate things."
"What are you saying?"
"Simple Pam. I saw you and him so I'm not interested in you any more."
She stood up so quick that her chair tipped over. She snarled, "Fuck you asshole" and she stomped away.
As I watched her walk away I thought that it was too bad. She was a marvelous piece of ass and I would miss it. But a marvelous piece of ass is all she had been to me. I'd had no plans of ever making her more than a girlfriend with benefits. Great benefits, but that is all there was to our relationship. At least as far as I was concerned.
We managed to get through the rest of the term without speaking to each other and then it was June and no school until late August.
+++++++++++++++
I worked full time for Uncle Jim and dated some. I had one what I guess you could call an affair with a woman whose car I'd worked on. She was a good ten years older than me, but so what? She was good looking and she loved sex. It lasted five weeks and ended when she told me that her husband would be coming home from an overseas assignment. I'd never even known she was married.
School started back up and being that we were both business majors it was inevitable that Pam and I would end up in some of the same classes. I sat as far away from her as I could and we didn't speak to each other. From time to tine I did notice that she kept an eye on me and the look on her face was what I thought was contemplative.
Three weeks into the term I was having lunch in the Student Union cafeteria and Pam walked up and sat down with me. I just looked at her in silence until she said:
"We need to talk Rob."
"Go ahead; I'm listening."
"There was nothing going on between Chuck and me. He wanted to get something going, but all I was interested in was having someone to get me out of the house. I admit that I led him on with some kissing and some mild touching, but it was only so he would keep coming around and asking me out. He never got anywhere and he was never going to get anywhere.
"I know from the way you reacted that we will never get back to what we were, but I want to at least try and stay friends. I miss being able to talk with you as much as I miss the other. Can we stop avoiding each other? Can't we at least be friends?"
I had never been interested in a long term relationship with Pam anyway so the way we separated didn't bother me at all, but I could see her point. Because of school we were bound to be thrown together and it made no sense to make it any more difficult than it had to be. I think I surprised her when I said:
"I can do that."
From then on until the end of the term she would join me for lunch, study with me at the library and we even formed a team for an assigned project in Production Management. Toward the end of the term she was making subtle moves to get something sexual going again. I ignored them. For one thing I still had my job and I knew I couldn't trust her not to go out on the evenings I worked. To be fair, at least as far as my thoughts were concerned, she could have been telling the truth about her relationship with Chuck. But what if she wasn't? I didn't know Chuck and who he ran with and I'm sure that by now everyone has heard the saying:
"When you have sex with some one you are having sex with every one they have had sex with."
In the old days when gonorrhea and syphilis were all you had to worry about a couple shots of penicillin would take care of them. But now? Aids could kill your ass. And did I know that Chuck was the only one?
There was also the fact that for the last couple of months I had been dating Nancy Neubert and I was considering Nancy for the long term and she seemed to feel the same toward me. Sex with Nancy wasn't as hot and nasty as sex with Pam had been, but it was a lot more loving and intimate if you know what I mean.
+++++++++++++++++
End of term came and there were two weeks before spring term (the last one before graduation) started and I spent the two weeks dating Nancy and working for Uncle Jim.
When spring term started I found myself back in the same situation with Pam. She was in three of my classes and we resumed the relationship we had in the previous term. As the term progressed I kept getting those subtle hints that Pam wanted to rekindle our sexual relationship. I kept ignoring them and I could see that it was irritating Pam, but she tried not to show it.
It was two weeks before graduation when Pam came right out and said:
"I'm horny as hell Rob. Help me out. We were always good together so I know that you can cure my problem."
"It is a tempting offer Pam, but I don't think my wife would approve."
"Your wife?"
Nancy wasn't a college student and as far as I knew Pam didn't even know Nancy existed. I had proposed to Nancy and she had said yes. We planned to be married the week after graduation.
"My wife to be to be in three weeks. I'm sure she would take a dim view of my straying so close to the wedding."
As I said that I saw something pass over Pam's face and it wasn't something that I associated with sweet and kind thoughts.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Graduation came and I went to work full time for Uncle Jim while I looked for a job where I could put my degree to work.
"Why are you looking for another job" my uncle asked. "I always assumed that you were going to stay with me. I'm planning on opening another shop on the other side of town and having you run it."
We talked about it and I decided to stay with him.
Nancy and I were married in a civil ceremony with my parents and uncles as witnesses. Nancy had no family to speak of. She was an only child and both of her parents were dead. What relatives she did have were on the other side of the country and she hadn't had any contact with them in years.
The next four years rolled by and life was good. The job was going well and the marriage was great. With our combined incomes Nancy and I were able to buy a three bedroom ranch style in a pretty good neighborhood. We went for a three bedroom because we were planning on having kids only not right away. Our plan was to wait four or five years until we were a little better off financially and also give us some time to enjoy ourselves before taking on the responsibilities of parents.
Every Wednesday night since I'd met her Nancy had been stopping off work for drinks with the girls she worked with. After a couple of months of being married I decided that instead of sitting at home in front of the idiot box watching drivel while waiting for Nancy to get home I'd find something else to do.
One of the mechanics who worked at my shop asked me if I bowled. I said that I did and he told me that one of the guys on his team had been hurt in an accident and couldn't bowl anymore. They bowled in a men's house league on Wednesday nights at seven and would I be interested in filling the open spot. I was.
I met the guys on the team and we seemed to get along so every night while Nancy had her girls night out I bowled. After bowling I usually sat around with the guys and had a couple of beers before heading home usually getting there about an hour before Nancy. On most of those nights I was in bed and asleep when she got home. Not that she stayed out all that late. I went to bed early so I could get up and be at the gym at five when the doors opened.
On a Wednesday night a week after our fifth anniversary after bowling none of the guys could stick around and I didn't want to drink alone. I didn't know any of the guys on the other teams well enough to join them so I got the bright idea of stopping in and having a drink or two with Nancy and her friends.
The lounge where Nance and her friends usually stopped was only ten minutes from the bowling alley although it was in the opposite direction from going home, but I figured "What the hell! It will probably only be a one time thing so why not."
The Alhambra Lounge was a pretty big place and it was arranged in sections. There was a bar that ran down one side of the building and then a row of booths that ran alongside a chest high divider opposite the bar. On the other side of the divider were a large dance floor and a bunch of tables and booths. The dance floor was lit up, but the bar lights were down low. The result was that unless you had really sharp eyes and knew what you were looking for you really couldn't see what was going on at the bar from the dance side.
Conversely if you were on the bar side and looking out at the dance floor you could see almost everything except what was going on in the booths alongside the chest high wall. The entrance leads into the bar and you have to walk half the length of the bar to get to the entryway to the dance floor side.
I came in the front door and looked left toward the dance floor to see if I could spot Nance and her group. I spotted her, but she wasn't with a group. She was sitting in a booth with another woman and that woman was Pam Stewart. I don't know what it was that made me stop and take a seat at the bar but I did. I chose a seat that would let me watch Nancy and Pam.
There was no way I was going to believe that Pam didn't know that Nancy was my wife and knowing Pam the way I did there was no doubt that Pam had told Nancy about what we had done with each other, but Nancy had never mentioned Pam to me. I sipped my Coors and watched the two women and one thing I noticed was that Pam laughed a lot and smiled a lot, but Nancy had a sour look on her face. She did not seem like she really wanted to be there in the booth with Pam.
I'd met quite a few of Nancy's coworkers at her company picnics and Christmas parties and I didn't see any of them as I looked around the room. Maybe five minutes after I got there a man joined them. He sat next to Pam and talked with her while Nancy just stared down at the table. After a couple of minutes the man got up and Nancy got up with him and they walked out the side door that led to the parking lot. To say I was curious would be a massive understatement.
I told the barmaid that I had left something in my car and asked her to watch my drink until I got back. "Why" she asked, "Is it going to do something?" I gave the expected chuckle and went out the front door. I walked around the building until I found a place I could scope out the parking lot from the dark shadow of the building where I hoped I wouldn't be seen.
It took a minute, but I finally spotted the guy sitting in a jacked up Dodge Ram. He was leaning back on the seat and looking up as if there was something on headliner he was trying to read. But he was alone. There was no sign of Nancy. I figured that she must have gone back inside while I was working my way around the building. I took another look around the lot to make sure I hadn't missed her and was just getting ready to turn and go back inside the building when I saw the guy in the Ram make a sudden motion and a second or so later I saw Nancy pop up.
At first it surprised me and I wondered what the hell was going on, but then I realized that you didn't need to be a rocket scientist to know what she had been doing down there. My wife was sucking a cock in a bar parking lot. I felt a sudden red hot anger and was a milli-second away from storming over to the truck and going berserk on the two of them. Her for being an unfaithful whore and him for fucking with another man's wife. Not just any other man's wife, but with my wife although I wasn't all that sure of how much longer she would be wearing that title.
I'd already taken the first couple of steps before I caught myself. I needed to know how long it had been going on. I needed to know if the guy in the Ram was the only one. I needed to kno... Shit! I didn't even know all of what I needed to know at that point. I decided to save my need to vent until I could find out more.
I hurried back inside and took my seat. The barmaid told me she had kept a close eye on my beer, but that it had just sat there and behaved itself. I gave her a smile and a chuckle, but even as I picked up the beer to take a drink my eyes were on that side door. It opened and Nancy came in and she was alone. She wasn't smiling and she didn't seem at all like someone who had just finished doing something that she liked or enjoyed doing.
She walked over to the booth where Pam was sitting, said something that from her facial expression I figured wasn't too nice, grabbed her purse from where she'd left it, said something else and then left the booth. As she headed for the bar side I turned so that all she would see if she looked my way was a man hunched over his drink. I finished my beer, left a tip on the bar for the barmaid, and headed home.
About six blocks from the lounge I spotted Nancy's car in the Conoco station and she was getting something out of the trunk. As I drove by I saw her with a small suitcase in her hand. I wondered about it for a block or two and then it occurred to me that she was probably using the gas station bathroom to do some clean up before coming home. If I were up when she got home it just wouldn't do to kiss me with sperm breath now would it.
I was in bed and pretending to be asleep when Nancy got home and she got under the covers, snuggled up against me, kissed my shoulder and whispered "I love you" and in seconds I heard the steady breathing that told me she had fallen asleep. Loved me? Then why the hell was she cheating on me?
+++++++++++++++
Thursday morning I told Mike I would have to miss bowling on the next Wednesday because of something personal that I had to take care of and then I spent a good part of the rest of the day thinking on what I was going to do,
It was a chore trying to act normal, but I think I pulled it off. I had no problem with making love with Nancy on Thursday, Saturday, Sunday and Tuesday and I was able to act like a loving husband. Which in a way I guess I was. Loving husband I mean. I had fallen in love with her the day I met her and I still loved her, but was love enough to keep us together now that I knew what she was doing on her girl's night out? I doubted it. I sincerely doubted it.
Wednesday found me parked where I could see Nancy's car in the parking lot where she worked. When she came out at five-thirty, got in the car and drove off I followed along behind her. When she pulled into the lot at the Alhambra I continued on around the block. I didn't want her to see me pull onto the lot behind her. I pulled over and parked a block away to give her enough time to get out of her car and go into the lounge and then I drove to the lounge and parked. I parked in the back by the dumpsters where it wasn't likely that Nancy would see my car and recognize it if she came out into the parking lot.
I put on my disguise, a baseball cap, horn-rimmed glasses with the lenses removed and a jacket that I had picked up at Goodwill and Nancy wouldn't recognize. I went around to the front door and it had already closed behind me when it occurred to me that I might have just fucked up. I had assumed that Nancy would go to the dance floor side. If she sat down on the bar side she would see me come in and my disguise wasn't going to work close up so all my sneaking around and spying on her would have been a waste of time.
Luck was with me. She was sitting alone in a booth on the dance floor side. I took a seat at the bar and the barmaid came up to me and said:
"Same as last time?"
Surprised that she remembered I nodded a yes and she brought me a cold Coors. I picked it up to take a sip and she said:
"Your wife?"
"What?"
"Your wife" she asked as she pointed to Nancy.
"How did you know?"
"Not all that hard. You never took your eyes off of her when you were in here last Wednesday and you got up and followed her out and came back in about the same time she did. You started looking for her as soon as you came in and here you are again watching her. She is either your wife, fiancée or girlfriend and you are checking up on her. Close?"
"Dead on."
"I see a lot in this place and I'm pretty sharp even if I do say so myself, but I haven't figured her out yet."
"What do you mean?"
"She used to come in here with a group of other girls and suddenly all of the other girls stopped coming in. Now days it is just your wife and one other woman. Your wife sits there alone and drinks while she waits for the other woman to get here. She never dances with the guys that ask her; just sits there nursing her drink until the other woman joins her. Maybe a half hour later a man comes in and joins the and the three of them sit and talk for a few minutes and then your wife and the man get up and leave. A little latter your wife come in, grabs her purse and leaves. I haven't figured out what is going on yet and curiosity is killing me. If you find out what is going on let me know okay?"



"You can be sure that I'm going to find out. Maybe not tonight, but I will find out."
"Keep me in mind."
"I can do that."
I nursed two bottles of beer while watching Nancy. The barmaid was right. Nancy said no to nine different guys who approached her booth to presumably ask her to dance. I could see the front door in the mirror behind the bar and every time the door opened I looked into the mirror to see who it was.
I'd been watching Nancy for almost an hour when the front door opened and in the mirror I saw Pam and a man come in. I lowered my head and hunched up my shoulders in an effort to keep Pam from maybe seeing me and recognizing me, but she never looked my way. The man with her took a seat at the bar and Pam went and joined Nancy in the booth. Nancy didn't smile when she saw Pam and the two didn't appear to exchange any sort of greeting at all.
Pam ordered a drink from the waitress and Pam and Nancy sat and talked. Actually Pam talked and Nancy sat and listened. Pam took out her cell phone, punched some buttons and a phone rang down at the end of the bar. The man Pam had come in with took out his phone, said something, put the phone back in his pocket and then got up and joined Pam and Nancy in the booth.
Guessing what was going to happen next I got up and went outside. I moved around the building and positioned myself where I could see the side door and not be seen. About five minutes later the side door opened and Nancy and the man came out. They walked over to a conversion van and got in the back. Hoping not to be seen, but not really giving a shit if I was seen or not I moved over to the van. I didn't try looking in the window, but put my ear against the back door just in time to hear Nancy say:
"I don't care what that cunt told you. A blow job is all you are going to get."
"A blow job may be all that I paid for, but you are in my van and I make the rules here. Now get those panties off and spread those legs."
"Fuck you! I'm out of here."
"Like hell you are."
"Let go of me!"
A cry of pain followed by a gasping, "You'll pay for that you bitch."
"Maybe, but it won't be today" and I heard the side door open. I moved to the driver's side of the vehicle and peeking around the back I saw Nancy heading for the bar. I ducked low and keeping cars between us I ran for the front door. I got to my seat just as Nancy walked up to the booth. She picked up her purse and then her drink. She took a sip of the drink and then threw the remainder of what was in the glass into Pam's face. She said something and headed for the front door. I did the hunched shoulders, hat pulled low and face down to my beer act and Nancy left without noticing me.
But the drama wasn't over yet.
Nancy had either forgotten or just didn't care that she was going to have to go past the conversion van to get to her car. The man she had left the bar with was leaning against his van and holding his crotch. He saw Nancy and cried out:
"You bitch! You fucking bitch! I'm going to hurt you for kicking me in the balls."
Nancy didn't say anything. She just kept walking toward her car. The guy made a move to grab her and she took her hand out of her purse and held whatever it was she had in her had up to the guys face and he screamed, both hands went to his eyes and Nancy kept on walking. The guy fell to his knees and he was sobbing as the lights from Nancy's car swept by him as she left the lot.
I didn't yet know what was going to happen to me and Nancy, but for the time being she was still my wife and one of a man's primary duties is to take care of his own so I did what I had to do. It wasn't very sporting of me, but I wasn't after a fair fight. I needed to deliver a threat and a warning. I walked up to him and kicked him hard in the ribs and then I stomped him. When I was done I said:
"You leave Nancy alone hear? You leave her alone or the next time I'll put you in a wheelchair for the rest of your life. If you need to take it out on someone take it out on the bitch that set this little party up."
I kicked him once more for emphasis and then I headed home.
On the way home I decided that I knew all that I needed to know to confront Nancy. Granted that it wasn't all that much, but from what I'd overheard guys were paying Pam to get blow jobs from Nancy. I would have to get the rest from Nancy herself.
Nancy was there and awake when I got home and when she came over to hug me and kiss me I pushed her away and she looked at me in surprise.
"What did you do that for?"
"Why would I want to kiss the mouth that gives blow jobs in the Alhambra parking lot?"
I guess I expected a denial of some sort, but what I got was the sight of Nancy looking like a balloon that had just suddenly deflated. She sat down and said:
"You were never supposed to know. I tried so hard to keep it away from you. You weren't supposed to find out. It was all to keep you from finding out. I'm sorry. Oh God I'm sorry. I'll pack and be out of here tomorrow" and she got up and headed for the bedroom.
After a minute or so I got up and followed her. When I got to the bedroom I found her sitting on the bed and crying her eyes out. My natural inclination was to go to her, take her in my arms and comfort her. I beat that inclination down and got on my side of the bed and sat down with my back against the headboard and watched her.
It took a while, but she was eventually cried out and when the sobbing stopped I asked:
"Do I get to know why?"
She looked at me with a sad forlorn expression and then the story came out. I had been on one of my rare out of town trips and Nancy had stopped with the girls for their usual girl's night out. It had started out like the evening usually did. Drinks, talking and an occasional harmless dance with guys that were regular customers and who the girls accepted as being safe. At some point after she had been there a while she started feeling dizzy and disoriented and Pam had suggested that they go outside for some fresh air.
To shorten things a bit it turned out that Pam had put something in one or more of Nancy's drinks and while Nancy was 'out of it' Pam got Nancy gangbanged and filmed it. When Nancy finally recovered from whatever it was that Pam had put in her drinks Pam told her that she was going to send the video to me.
"I didn't even know that she knew you. She seemed to have something against you and was going to get back at you using me to do it. I begged her not to send you the tape and she laughed at me and said she wished she could see your face when you watched it. I begged and pleaded with her not to do it but she just laughed at me.
"The next day she told me that she had reconsidered. She wouldn't send you the tape if I would whore for her. On our girl's night out I would have to have sex with some guy who would pay her for the privilege. I refused. I told her if I did that you would eventually find out and I would lose you any way so she might as well go ahead and send you the tape and get it over with.
"And you would have found out. We make love sometimes when I get home and you like to eat me. Even if I cleaned myself you might have tasted something that would make you wonder or trigger some suspicion or maybe I would have felt different when you entered me. She told me that I could limit it to blow jobs and I decided that I could do that. I could stop on my way home, brush my teeth and gargle and then take a sip of vodka from a flask I had in my purse. That way I could kiss you without much guilt and my pussy would still be only for you."
I led her back to the beginning. How did she get involved with Pam in the first place? Pam had transferred in from another branch of the company and during the course of getting to know the other girls in the office she apparently saw the picture of me on Nancy's desk. Once she had ascertained that Nancy was my wife Pam joined the group for the regular girl's night out and then she waited until she could make her move.
I listened to Nancy's story and wondered just what I had done to Pam to make her do what she had done to Nancy. I remembered Billy Neubert telling me about Pam and how she had acquired the nickname of Snake. He told me that she would hide in the grass and lurk under bushes until she had a chance to strike.
Nancy finished talking and sat on the bed looking at me. I didn't know if she was waiting for me to call her names, tell her she was a whore or what, but I didn't say anything for several seconds before asking:
"Why didn't you just tell me what happened? Why didn't you put your trust in me and my love for you? You didn't go out looking to cheat on me. You were taken advantage of and I would have understood that."
"I couldn't. There was no way I could let you see that tape. I love you more than anything and it is going to near kill me to lose you, but I would have lost you months ago if you had seen that video. My only hope of keeping you was to give in to what Pam wanted. I know you Bobby and I know what would have happened if I told you. You would have gone after Pam and when you did that she would have laughed at you and given you the tape."
"The tape wouldn't have mattered. Knowing how Pam had set you up I doubt that I would have looked at it even if she did give it to me."
"I could not take that chance. It wasn't just me and another guy. It was me with six other guys. It was me with a cock in my mouth, a cock in my ass and a cock in my pussy. All at the same time! And I was loving it. There is no way that you would not have thrown me out of the house on my ass if you had seen that tape. I just could not take that chance."
"You aren't making any sense here Nancy. I would already know that you were doing it under the influence of something that had been put in your drinks."
"That's the problem Bobby. I didn't tell you the entire story. When I came out from under the influence of whatever she gave me I was really getting into it. If you would have seen the tape you would have seen me begging for it. You would have heard me crying out for another hard cock to take the place of the spent one that had just pulled out of me. When the guys were all done and couldn't get it up anymore I was begging them to try. One of them said if they took a break, got something to eat and rested up for an hour or so maybe they could go again. We all got dressed and went to the IHOP for breakfast and then we went right back to it.
"It went on all day Bobby. I called in sick Thursday and it went on all day. When the guys just could not go any more a couple of them called friends. All day Bobby. I lost count of how many guys there were. It lasted until ten that night. If you had seen that tape you would have seen a willing – a more than willing – Nancy. You would have seen a Nancy who was loving every second of it. You would have seen a Nancy who wanted to do it again and again and again. You would have heard me agreeing to do it again. You would have heard me agreeing to call in to work sick on Friday and do it again. I could not take the chance of telling you Bobby. I did not dare take the chance."
I sat there and stared at her as the enormity of what she had done sank in. It of course led to more questions.
"Since you loved it so much how many more times have you done it?"
"That was the only time. When I think back on it I guess that I let myself go since it really didn't matter. It had already happened while I was under the influence and I was really into it when the influence wore off. It was a done deal by then and I was loving it so why not keep on going? You were out of town and I didn't need to rush home so why not keep on going."
"Again, if you loved it so much why didn't you do it again? Why limit yourself to just giving head?"
"I didn't do it again because I knew if I did it would lead me down a path I didn't want to travel. A second time would have led to a third which would have led to a fourth and so on. I could have hidden it and gotten away with it for a while, but eventually you would have found out and I would have lost you and losing you isn't a price I was willing to pay. Even though I agreed to do it the next Wednesday I didn't. As for the blow jobs? I was doing them reluctantly and only to keep Pam from giving you the tape. I felt that if I limited it to my usual girl's night out you would never find out what was going on. How did you find out?"
I told her and then said, "I didn't notice any of the other girls on the two nights I watched you."
"Gail got married and her new husbands work hours interfered with her being able to stop. Marge's husband got a new job and his hours got in the way of her being able to stop. Jill only stopped because she was good friends with Gail and when Gail stopped Jill dropped out two. In a way I guess it was a good thing that the group dissolved because I could never have hidden what I was doing from them. How could I? Leaving the bar with a man to go out to the parking lot? They would have known in a heartbeat and both Gail and Jill are so straight-laced that they might have called you and filled you in on what I was doing. I'm sorry Bobby. I am really sorry for what I have done to us."
She got up and said, "I'll sleep on the couch tonight and call in to work sick tomorrow. I'll pack and try to be gone by the time you get home tomorrow."
"No you won't. Yes to sleeping on the couch, but you will go to work tomorrow and act normal around Pam or at least as normal as possible after throwing a drink in her face. I've got some thinking to do, but Miss Stewart is about to find that she has fucked with the wrong man."
Nancy started to say something, but I held up a hand to stop her. "Not now. Just go away and leave me alone. I've got a lot on my mind and a lot to think about."
Nancy gave me a long look and then picked up her pillow and left the room.
+++++++++++++++++++
Sleep didn't come easy that night and when it did come it was a very restless sleep. I woke up three or four times before falling back to sleep. I was not at all rested when the alarm went off at six. I doubt that Nancy slept any better on the couch. The other two bedrooms in the house were not usable as bedrooms. At least not for an adult. One had been turned into a home office and the other was set up for the baby we had planned on having and the only bed in it was a baby's crib.
Nancy was up fixing breakfast when I came into the kitchen after taking my morning shower. She put a plate down on the table for me and then left the room. Not a word was spoken. I heard the shower start running as I ate and I wondered how our day was going to go.
Nancy hadn't come back by the time I finished my breakfast so I got up, filled my travel mug with coffee and left for work. On the drive in I thought of several things I wanted to do to Pam, but most of them would have put me in prison if I didn't get away with them so I ruled them out.
It was a good thing I was the boss because I did not get a lot of work done that day as half of my time was spent thinking on my situation and on what I was going to do. About three in the afternoon I realized that all of the things I had come up with would not work because they were all too complicated. They all depended on several things having to happen at just the right time. If any one of the elements didn't happen when it was supposed to the entire plan would fall apart and the element of surprise would be lost and I did not want Pam to see it coming.
Once I realized that I remembered what my instructor in Project Planning and Management had preached. He called it the KISS Principle. Keep it simple stupid." Once I remembered that and rolled it around in my head for a bit I came up with a simple plan that could work if I got some help, but it need to be the 'right kind' of help and I knew just the man to go to.
+++++++++++++++
I met Ramon two days after my eighteenth birthday. It was the summer between high school graduation and my starting college. I was working for my Uncle George doing construction and I was on a job site doing some clean up when I heard sirens coming my way. I saw a tall Hispanic guy running like hell and I surmised that his running and the sirens were connected. As he got near I yelled at him to get into the construction trailer on the side of the site. He didn't even hesitate. He went right into the trailer and a minute later a cop car pulled up and a cop got out and asked me if I'd seen anybody running this way.
"There was a Mexican in jeans and a camo jacket that ran by a couple minutes or so ago. I think he cut across the lot on the corner and ran up Wilcox."
The cop jumped back into his car and lights flashing and sirens wailing he went to the corner, hung a left and sped up Wilcox. Why did I do it? Help the runner I mean. I didn't know him or why the cops were chasing him. He could have been an axe murderer for all I knew, but I was down on cops at the time and I wasn't as much helping the runner as I was saying "Fuck you!" to the cops. In the last month I'd gotten two traffic tickets that as far as I was concerned were bullshit and bogus. One was because I didn't come to an absolute completely still stop at a stop sign and the other was for being three miles over the speed limit. Three miles over for Christ's sake! Anyway, my mood was "Fuck the police!" when the running man appeared.
Once the cops were out of sight I went into the trailer and met Ramon Agullera. I told him the cops were gone, but he should stay put for a while in case they doubled back. I didn't ask him what he did that had the law after him and he didn't volunteer the information. I went back outside and got back to doing the site cleanup and when after a half hour the cops hadn't come back I went back into the trailer. I gave Ramon a pair of coveralls that had been left in the trailer and swapped him my Levi jacket for his camo jacket and made arrangements to swap back in a day or so. Ramon thanked me profusely and told me that he was forever in my debt and if I ever needed anything to just let him know.
++++++++++++
I met Ramon two days later and we swapped jackets and then he took me with him to a party where he introduced me to Carmen who before the night was over relieved me of my virginity. As far as I was concerned any debt that Ramon felt that he owed me was paid in full by his introducing me to that hot little chili pepper, but he didn't see it that way and I wasn't going to argue with him over it.
I ended up hanging with Ramon for the rest of the summer. Ramon always seemed to have girls around and Carmen, Maria, Consuela and Lupe saw to it that I was well laid and properly trained in matters sexual. I found out later that Ramon ran girls as one of his many enterprises and he had set me up with them. I was going to complain? Yeah. Right. Ramon and I had stayed in touch and if anyone could do what I wanted done it would be him.
Ramon had done well over the years and while most of his 'enterprises' were somewhat shady or downright illegal he did have few legitimate businesses. One of them was the El Mason Cantina. El Mason was a Mexican restaurant and bar and I called Ramon and asked him to meet me there for a drink after I got off work.
After the "Good to see you" and the "How have you been" were out of the way I told him of my problem and what I wanted to do about it and the I asked him if he had any suggestions. He did and I listened as he outlined them. We roughed out a plan and then I headed home. I had no idea of what awaited me there, but whatever it was I was going to have to be a little more civil to Nancy because I was going to need her help in what was planned for Pam.
When I got to the house I found Nancy sitting at the kitchen table with an open bottle of wine in front of her and a half filled glass in her hand. She looked up when I came into the room and said:



"I didn't know when or even if you would be home so I didn't start dinner. If you are hungry we have leftovers I can heat up in the microwave."
"What do we have?"
She named them off and I picked one and she got up to fix it for me. I watched her for a minute or so and then asked:
"How did the day go as far as Pam was concerned?"
"When she came in she handed me the claim check for her clothes. She dropped them at the dry cleaners on the way to work and told me they would be ready for me to pick up on Monday."
"I have a plan for getting back at her for what she did, but I'm going to need your help."
"You have it."
"Don't you want to know what I'm going to want before you agree to it?"
"No. I don't care what it is as long as she suffers. I don't even care if it is illegal. As long as it hurts the bitch count me in."
She sat the plates down on the table and as we started to eat she said, "I need to know what to do as far as we are concerned. Do I stay here or pack up and get out. If I stay we are going to have to get a bed for the baby's room. I can't do many nights on that couch."
"You can come back to our bedroom. Just stay on your side of the bed."
"That sounds like I really need to start looking for a place."
"It may come to that. I don't know what is what right now. I'm very bitter and upset that you didn't trust me enough to tell me about it when it happened, It makes me wonder about how you see me and my love for you. Right now it looks to me like you doubt that I love you enough and that doubts leads me to wonder where I went wrong. I thought that I showed you that I loved you completely and unreservedly, but obviously I haven't. I have given it my best – my absolute best – and it wasn't enough.
"And there are more doubts I have to face. You admit that you loved every second of what you did. Even after whatever Pam gave you wore off you loved it enough to continue doing it all day and into the evening. I have to ask myself if you are doing parking lot blow jobs because Pam is blackmailing you to do it or are you using Pam's blackmailing as an excuse to do what you want to do anyway, A way of satisfying your urge to have extra marital sex without the gangbangs."
Nancy sat and listened to me without trying to interrupt and when I finished she said:
"You are absolutely and totally wrong. I do know how much you love me and I glory in it. My not telling you was not because I didn't trust in your love for me. I didn't tell you because I was terrified that you would somehow end up seeing that tape. I know you Rob and I know exactly what you would have done if I would have told you what happened. You would have confronted Pam and she would have laughed at you and given you the tape. Either that or you would have somehow taken it from her.
"Once you had that tape you would have looked at it. You are a very curious person Rob. You like to dig into things, probe things and satisfy your curiosity. There is no doubt in my mine – none – that your curiosity would have led you into watching that tape. What I did I did to keep you from ever seeing that tape or even knowing of its existence. There is no doubt at all in my mind that if there was no tape I could have confessed and you would have comforted me and helped me get by it and you would have kept on loving me, but the fact is that there is a tape and that made all the difference in the world.
"Would your feelings for me have stayed the same after watching that tape? Could seeing me reach out and take hold of a hard cock and eagerly pull it to my mouth not have affected the way you looked at me? Could you have seen me with a hard cock in my mouth, ass and pussy at the same time and obviously loving it not have changed your opinion of me? What would seeing me get off of a spent cock and crawling across the floor on my hands and knees to get to a hard one do to you? Look at how you are just knowing that I gave a blow job in a bar parking lot. How would you take seeing me with a cock in my mouth and riding a hard cock cowgirl and taking my mouth off of the cock in it to ask some one to put a cock in my ass and make me airtight?
"I honestly believed you could not see that tape and still love me. I couldn't bear losing you. I just couldn't take that chance. I just could not."
She got up, picked up the empty plates and started to load the dishwasher and as I watched her I thought about what she had just said. She had a point. Actually she had two. One is that I would have looked at the tape. I am a very curious person and there is no doubt that I would have watched it. The other point was my reaction. I hadn't even seen the tape and in my mind I was already wondering how I would come out in the divorce. They were thoughts that I needed to put behind me until after I had settled with Pam.
When Nancy finished getting the dirty dishes into the dishwasher I told her to get a drink and sit down. She poured herself a glass of Merlot while I got a PBR out of the fridge. Once back at the table I told her the plan that I and Ramon had roughed out. Hearing the plan brought a smile to her face; quite possibly the first one she'd had since I'd confronted her.
"The key to making it work is that we have to get her alone. Do you have any idea on how we can do that?"
She had several and we hashed them out finding flaws in almost every one. Almost every one. She did have an idea that would work, but only if Pam behaved as we needed her to. We decided to give it a try and if it didn't work we would go back to the drawing board.
That night there was a wide space between Nancy and me as we settled into our king size bed, but when I woke up in the morning Nancy was snuggled up against me. I didn't push her away. Nor did I when the same thing happened over the next couple of nights.
+++++++++++++++++
Wednesday came and we put our plan to work. I was in the parking lot at the Alhambra when Nancy arrived. She parked and went inside and I got out of my vehicle and climbed into her car. I got down behind the back of the seat and stayed low. We had field tested it in our driveway and if I stayed low I couldn't be seen by any one getting into the car on the passenger side.
Then it was wait and see. Nancy needed to get Pam out to the car. If she could make it happen the plan should work. If not it would mean moving on to Plan B which we didn't yet have. As I waited I tried to think of what I could have done to Pam to make her do what she did to my wife. I came up with the same as I had on every other time I had tried to look back and see. Nothing! I went over my entire relationship with Pam and came up with nothing that would warrant what Pam did.
My cell phone rang and I turned it off. We had set it up that Nancy would hit the speed dial for my phone if she was able to get Pam to come out to the car. They were on the way. After a minute or so I could hear voices approaching the car and I got ready. I had practiced what I had to do a dozen or so times and I was pretty sure that it was going to work. Both doors opened and as the passenger door closed I heard:
"All right. What is so damned important that we need the privacy of your car to talk about it?"
"I don't need privacy. I just didn't want a scene in the bar. I had no idea of how you were going to react when I told you that I have confessed all to Rob. He is going to come after you and I wanted to give you a heads up in case you want to get out of town. I don't give a rat's ass about what happens to you, but I don't want to see Rob in jail doing time for what he does to you. Funny thing though; try as he might he couldn't come up with any reason for you doing what you did."
"He walked away from me. When the relationship ends I'm the one who ends it and walks away. Not the guy. Rob walked away from me over nothing and he had to pay."
That was a bonus. I hadn't expected to get an answer to the question that had been bugging me since the night of my confrontation with Nancy. I almost laughed at the silly assed reason Pam had for her actions, but I didn't. What I did do was rise up behind Pam, put her in a choke hold and held it until she passed out from lack of oxygen.
Nancy started the car and we drove two blocks away and pulled into the alley behind the Safeway. Ramon and two other men were waiting in a van and they quickly moved Pam from Nancy's car into the van and then Nancy drove me back to my car. I had picked up Pam's purse from the floor where she had dropped it and headed for Pam's car. I got her keys out of her purse and then drove it to the Safeway alley where one of the men who had been with Ramon was waiting. I took the car key off the key ring and gave it to him and then after searching the car to make sure that there were no video tapes in it the man drove off. Nancy picked me up, took me back to my car and then she went home.
Once she had gone I drove over to Pam's apartment. I parked in the back of the parking lot and then walked around the side of the building to where Pam's unit located, let myself in using her keys and then searched the place. I found what I was looking for in a stack of video tapes next to her VCR. There were twelve in all and while nine of them had labels indicating that they were movies I still put them in the machine and checked then out in case they had been taped over. Two of the remaining were porn videos and the third was the one starring Nancy.
I did a search of the apartment to make sure there were no copies around and then I left Pam's apartment and went home. When I got there Nancy asked me if I had found the tape and I told her that I had.
"I looked at it long enough to verify it was the tape of you and when I was sure I destroyed it."
"So you saw all I did."
"No I didn't. I saw maybe a minute of the beginning of it and then I shut it off. For us to have any chance of surviving this it was best that I never see what was on that tape."
"For us to survive this? Does that mean I still have a chance?"
"A chance? Yes. A guarantee? No. I have a lot to get by and I don't know if I can. Only time will tell.
+++++++++++++++++
We did survive it and irony of all ironies it was because of the tape that Nancy was so sure would destroy us. I had lied when I said that I had destroyed the tape. Nancy was right when she said that she was sure that my curious nature would have me watching the tape and that proved to be the case. No way I couldn't watch it after she had told me what was on it.
I did watch it and surprise surprise it did not disgust me and make me want to toss Nancy out on her ass. What it did was turn me on to the point that I just HAD to fuck my wife. Not make love to her, but to fuck her! Fuck her hard and as often as I could. We do make love more often than we fuck, but it is only because I only watch the tape every couple of weeks or so, but when I'm done watching the tape I'm an animal in bed and Nancy seems to be enjoying both ways.
Have I ever wished that I could see it happen in person and take part in one of those orgies with her? No I haven't and I never will. I'm just not that kind of guy. When I watch the tape and see the wanton slut taking on all comers do I ever wonder if she will ever do it again? Of course I do. She told me herself that she loved every second of it and wanted to do it again, but didn't because she knew she would end up sliding down a very slippery slope.
Do I worry that she will ever do it again? Yes to that one also, but Nancy knows that I have the fear and she knows I watch her like a hawk and will more than likely pick up on it if she ever does it again. Nancy says she loves me and doesn't want to lose me and I believe her when she says it and she knows there would be no getting by it a second time.
+++++++++++++++++
And Pam? That's the really weird part of the story. The plan was for Ramon to put Pam in one of his whore houses so his Hispanic clientele could enjoy a blond Anglo and then after a while he would ship her off to a whore house in Mexico.
But that isn't what happened.
When Nancy went to work on Thursday Pam was of course not there. It wasn't until almost lunch time that the fact that she hadn't called in was mentioned. Mary Ellen asked Nancy if Pam had gotten sick when they had stopped for drinks and Nancy told her that Pam had seemed fine when they split up. Friday there was no Pam again, but the word was that she had called in sick.
Monday was the shocker. Pam showed up for work. During the morning coffee break Pam joined Nancy at a table in the break room and handed her an envelope.
"It is every penny I got for pimping you out plus a hundred percent interest" and the she got up and walked away leaving a stunned Nancy sitting there.
That evening at quitting time Nancy walked out of work just in time to see Pam get into a car driven by Ramon. Pam got in the car, slid across the seat and she and Ramon shared a long passionate kiss and then Ramon drove away.
I haven't been able to get in touch with Ramon to find out what the hell is going on, but I'll bet there is a hell of a story there.
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The tearing apart of my family came about because of a power outage.
Maybe once every couple of months or so there will be a power outage in the area where we live. They last anywhere from a minute or two to several hours. As everyone knows power outages affect electrical and electronic devises. When our alarm clock loses power it resets itself to 12:00 a.m. and the LEDs start flashing to alert you to the fact that power has been interrupted.
If this happens in the middle of the night you of course don't know about it until you wake up and find that the alarm didn't wake you when it was supposed to. That was the case on the Tuesday morning that my world turned to shit. I woke to see the flashing lights and I got up and got my watch off the dresser to find that I'd overslept by almost an hour. I had an important meeting that morning and I could not miss it.
In my rush to get ready to go to work I overlooked taking some normal precautions like locking the bathroom door when peeing. I was standing in front of the toilet taking a whiz when I heard:
"I don't got one of those" and I turned and saw Laura, my daughter standing there watching me. Then she said the words that turned my worlds upside down.
"Uncle Billy has one of those too. His is bigger."
That statement stunned me. I forgot that I was standing in front of my daughter holding my cock and I asked:
"How do you know Uncle Billy has one too? How do you know his is bigger?"
"I see it when he comes to see mommy and I know it is bigger because mommy says so."
"When did mommy say that?"
"Yesterday. Yesterday she told Uncle Billy that his was bigger than yours."
I suddenly realized where we were and I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around me. What Laura had just said rocked me to the core. If she was right and I had no reason to doubt her since in her innocence she had no idea of what she had seen and what it meant. She was just stating what she had seen and heard, but to me the words and their meaning were clear as day.
My wife was cheating on me and she was doing it with my brother!
And it was apparently so common an occurrence that it didn't register on Laura as a special occasion to her and I didn't get a "Daddy, daddy; guess what? Uncle Billy came over today."
I suppose that deep down I knew it was denial, but I was telling myself "Keep cool Rob; don't fly off the handle. After all she is only a four year old and she probably misunderstood what she had seen and heard." Besides, I'd seen Billy naked enough times to know that he wasn't bigger than me. I knew for a fact that I had him beat in both length and girth.
I hurriedly dressed and when I got down to the kitchen Beth had the coffee made and she asked me what I would like for breakfast. I told her I'd have to take a pass on breakfast since I'd overslept and couldn't afford to miss or be late for the meeting I had scheduled. I filled my travel mug with coffee, got a kiss and then I was out of the house, in the car and on the way to work.
++++++++++++++++
As I drove toward the salt mine I rolled what Laura had told me over and over in my mind. Beth was a stay at home mom, but she did have a job. She worked out of the house doing medical billing for a group of doctors and clinics. My brother Bill worked the afternoon shift at the box factory so the two of them had basically all day to play from Monday through Friday.
If what Laura said was true, and yes, denial was fading fast, they had from the time I left for work until the time I got home to play. Roughly eleven hours give or take thirty minutes. Probably less since Billy would likely give me an hour to be gone before he came over and to be safe he was probably leaving an hour before I got home. No, that wasn't right. He had to be to work by four so he would need to leave by three thirty at the latest. That would still give the two of them more than enough time to do their thing.
I really, really wanted to hang a u-turn and go back and park down the block to watch the house and see what happened, but I just could not afford to miss my meeting. My spying would have to take place the next day.
The drive in to work gave me too much time to think and the more I thought the worse things got. The thoughts of Billy and Beth doing me dirt were bad enough, but the thought that they were doing it in front of Laura or at least not making an effort to hide it from her really had me steamed.
That thought brought on a couple more. Like maybe they didn't care what she saw and heard and might mention to me. Maybe they wanted her to eventually clue me in. But to what end? They both knew me well enough to know how I would take it when I found out. Could they possibly want the confrontation they knew would occur? If it was that why not just tell me what they were doing?
It was too much to think about. I had to ask myself why Billy was fucking Beth when he had Annabelle at home. Annie was one hot looking sexy lady and even though I would never have stepped out on Beth I had entertained some very lustful thoughts about my sister-in-law. I had to force it out of my mind. I needed all my wits about me in the morning meeting.
++++++++++++++++
I managed to get through the meeting and the rest of my work day without a problem although the thoughts of my home situation were never completely out of my mind. They were back in full force as I drove home from work.
I wondered why it was going on. I'd seen no lack of love or affection on Beth's part. We still made love three or four times a week. She snuggled and cuddled the same as she always had. Looking back and thinking hard on it I couldn't see where I'd done anything to upset her enough to make her do what she was doing.
That thought brought me up short. Why the hell was I trying to see if it was my fault? It didn't matter what I might have done it was still no excuse for Beth to piss on her wedding vows. No sir! The fault was all Beth's.
The drive home gave me some time to consider what to do. Actually not much thought went into that. It was cut and dried. Catch them in the act and then dump Beth. And that would be the hardest part. Beth and I had been together since the ninth grade and I loved her dearly. I didn't kid myself. I was smart enough to know that my love for Beth was not just going to go away just because she was gone. It would take some time to get over her if I even could.
When I walked into the house Laura came running up to me yelling "Daddy's home, daddy's home." I scooped her up and gave her a hug as I carried her into the kitchen where Beth was fixing dinner. As we came in to the room Laura was calling out "Mommy, mommy, daddy' home." Beth gave us a big smile and said:
"So I see." And then she said to me, "Dinner will be ready in about five minutes."
She walked over to us and gave us a hug, kissed me on the cheek and went back to preparing dinner. I put Laura down and went to the bedroom where I took off my three piece suit and put on a pair of work-out shorts and a t-shirt. Beth was putting dinner on the table when I got back and we sat down to eat. Beth asked me what I was going to do after dinner and I told her I was going to get some yard work done.
"Don't use up all your energy out there. You will need to have some when you come to bed" and she gave me a wink.
I said that I'd save her enough and while I was saying it I was thinking:
"What's the matter? You didn't get enough from my brother today?"
I wasn't going to refuse her offer because that might make her wonder since I had never ever said no when she wanted to make love. I needed to keep things natural and normal until I had a good grip on what was going on. Besides, it wouldn't be making love, at least not on my part. Given what I now knew and what I was now thinking all it would be to me was a fuck. Just some sex to pass the time.
I cut the grass, pulled some weeds out of the flower beds and did some general cleanup before calling it a night. Beth was already in bed reading when I finished showering and got in bed. She put the book down and pushed the sheet off of her as she said:
"Hurry up lover; I need it. I've been horny all day."
"Yeah! Right!" I was thinking as I moved between her legs, but then again maybe she had been horny all day because her daytime lover hadn't stopped by. Daytime lover? Yes indeed! I had already beaten down and exiled denial. Laura might have misunderstood what she had heard Beth say, but she was looking at my dick in my hand so she knew what she was talking about when she said she had seen my brother's cock when "He came to visit mommy."
Beth was her usual hot and lusty self as we screwed and I again asked myself how she could be that way with me while fucking my brother. I got Beth off and then had mine, but when I got off and settled down to go to sleep Beth said:
"You aren't done yet lover. I told you I've been horny all day."
She knew what she had to do to get me to answer the call again and she moved down, took me in her mouth and went to work. Usually that led me into pulling her into a sixty-nine and returning the favor, but not this time. Not with me knowing that my brother might have played there earlier in the day. Beth did not comment on it which was a good thing because I'm not sure that I wouldn't have told her why and I wasn't ready for that confrontation yet.
Beth did get me up again and I did my duty and when it was over Beth snuggled up to me and said, "I love you baby" and we both drifted off to sleep. I don't know how well Beth slept, but I didn't sleep for shit. The thoughts in my head just wouldn't let me be.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday I was up and out of the house before Beth got out of bed. The last thing I needed that morning was a cheerful Beth sending me off to work. I would only have thought she was cheerful because she was expecting her daytime lover to stop by for a visit.
The first thing I did when I got to work was check the Yellow Pages to find an attorney close to work. I picked one who offered a free initial consultation and called to make an appointment. I was told he had an opening at three that afternoon and I took it.
It only took me ten minutes to get the bad news. Didn't matter why I divorced my wife she got half of everything and could get alimony from me. She would also more than likely get custody of Laura and of course that meant she was going to get child support as well. The only ray of hope he could offer me was that there was a possibility that I could show Beth was an unfit mother because she was cheating in front of the child.
"But I won't kid you. You could have a hell of a time trying to prove that to a judge.
"Then again you might draw a judge who will give credence to what she says. A lot will depend on the investigation that Social Services will conduct. If they believe the child it will go a long way toward helping your cause."
"I thought on it for about two minutes and then I told him to go ahead and draw up the paperwork and I'd call him and tell him when I wanted Beth served.
+++++++++++++++++
Dinner was waiting when I got home from work and I tried very hard to keep things 'business as usual' and I think I pulled it off. Beth gave Laura an ice cream bar for dessert and as she handed the treat to my daughter she winked at me and said:
"You'll get your desert upstairs."
I of course wondered if Billy hadn't made it by today so she had to settle for me. Then I had to say "Whoa up there" to myself. Beth wasn't being any different than she had always been. She liked making love and we had been doing it a lot since the day we married. It was not uncommon for us to do it two, three or even four days in a row. There had been times when it had been everyday for a week or two.
That thought led to another. Was she fucking Billy because she needed more than I could give? I seemed to be able to do the job in the evenings and on the weekends, but was my wife a nympho and she had to have it during the day also? It really didn't matter as far as I was concerned. Cheating was still cheating.
Thursday night was another 'twofer' night and again I made no move to pull Beth into a sixty-nine. If she noticed she didn't mention it.
Friday at work I was too busy to spend much time thinking about Beth and my problem. Just after lunch I met with my boss and told him I needed to take Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday of the coming week off to take care of some personal business and he had no problem with it.
My biggest worry on my way home from work was on being able to get through the weekend without giving Beth any idea that I was on to her.
Friday night Beth made no move toward love making and I of course wondered if it was because Billy had been there that day and had given her enough.
++++++++++++++
Beth woke me in the morning with a blow job and then when she had me where she wanted me she mounted me and rode me cowgirl. When it was over I started to take a shower and Beth surprised me by joining me which led to me taking her from behind as she leaned forward against the wall.
Then, as was our usual habit, we took Laura and went to the IHOP for breakfast. The rest of the day I stayed busy in the yard, garden and garage until Beth called me in for dinner.
When I got to our bedroom I found a naked Beth reading and when she saw me she put the book down, got on her hands and knees and then looked back over her shoulder to me and said:
"Woof woof."
It was as blatant an invitation as I had ever seen so I moved in behind her and gave her what she wanted. I fucked her hard until we both got off and then I plopped down beside her on the bed. She snuggled into me, mumbled "I love you" and drifted off to sleep. I laid there staring up at the ceiling and wondered how she could say that to me while fucking my brother.
She meant it. I could tell that she meant it, but it just didn't make sense to me.
Sunday I found enough to do around the house to keep me away from Beth. I got through dinner okay and then watched some TV with Laura.. I made sure that I was in bed pretending to be asleep when Beth got there.
Probably a dumb move on my part since I had no idea when I would ever get pussy again after I busted Beth. It was a weird thought on my part, but I just didn't think it would be right to play the part of loving husband less than twelve or so hours before I caught my wife with another man's cock in her and I fully expected that to happen sometime in the morning.
++++++++++++++
The morning was normal in that I got a goodbye kiss and a "Miss me?" when I left the house. Then it became anything but normal. I hit Wal-Mart and got a large thermos and then Stopped at the B&B Café to have it filled with coffee. I bought the local paper and a copy of USA Today and then drove back to the neighborhood.
There were four vehicles similar to mine in the neighborhood so mine parked at the end of the street wouldn't cause anyone visiting my house to give it a second thought if they saw it. I settled in with my coffee and the newspapers and waited to see what would happen. If Billy didn't show up that day I'd still be there watching on Tuesday and Wednesday and if nothing happened on those days I would make new plans.
It was getting close to one in the afternoon and I was starting to think about giving up on the day's stakeout when Billy's GMC pickup pulled into the driveway. He got out of the truck and went into the house without ringing the bell or knocking which told me that that he knew he was expected.
I gave it twenty minutes and then I drove up and parked in front of the house. I quietly let myself in the front door and just as quietly closed it behind me. I took a quick peek around the entryway wall to see if Beth and Billy were in the living room and they weren't. I moved quietly through the downstairs without finding them and a glance out onto the patio showed they were not there either. That left the upstairs and all that was up there were bedrooms and a bathroom.
I moved quietly up the stairs and not doubting for a second what I was going to find I turned my cell phone camera on. The first bedroom at the top of the stairs was Laura's and her door was closed. The bedroom at the end of the hall was the spare bedroom and the door was open and even from the stairs I could tell that it was empty.
That left the master bedroom and its door was closed.
I cautiously turned the doorknob and eased it open and found what I had expected to find. Beth was on the bed in the doggie position and Billy was fucking her from behind. They were facing away from the door and didn't see me as I took four pictures of them. When I hollered "Hey!!" they both turned to look and I got two more shots before dropping the phone in my pocket and going after Billy.
My brother was four inches taller than I was and maybe fifty pounds heavier and he had petty much bullied me when we were younger until I got tired of it and laid him out with a baseball bat to the head when I was thirteen. He left me alone after that, but it was pretty much understood that he could kick my ass if it got to the fair fight stage.
But that didn't matter because I was full of hate and rage and I went after him with blood in my eye. He was pulling out of Beth's ass when I threw myself at him. I caught him just right and my charge carried him of the bed and he hit his head on the wall. That stunned him enough that I was able to get in several damned good shots at his crotch with my foot and after that all he was a punching bag for me and I proceeded to stomp his ass unmercifully.
Until I felt a sudden pain and blacked out.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up I was on a hospital bed and when I lifted my aching head I saw Beth sitting in a chair watching me.
"What happened? How did I get her? Why the fuck are you here" I asked.
"I hit you in the head with the table lamp. I was afraid you were going to kill Bill and I had to stop you."
"Oh, right. Couldn't have me depriving you of your lover."
"Fuck you Bobby! I did it to keep you out of jail. If you would have killed him you would have gone to jail for it. Laura needs her daddy here and not behind bars."
"I'm sure Billy will give you dozens of thank you fucks for saving him."
"Not hardly. I used the same lamp on him when he was going to stomp your ass while you were out cold on the floor. I hit him harder than I hit you and he is in a room down the hall with a fractured skull."
"You haven't answered my question. Why the fuck are you here?"
"Because you are my husband, you are hurt and I need to be here for you."
"Bullshit Beth! If my being your husband counted for anything you wouldn't have been on my bed in my house fucking my brother."
"I guess we will need to talk about that, but it will have to wait until you come home."
"Now is as good a time as any."
"No it isn't. You are hurting and it is too soon. You need time to get over your rage before we sit down to talk. They are going to keep you here for a bit for observation. We can talk when you get home."
She got up and said, "I'll let the nurse know that you are awake" and she left the room.
A minute or so later the nurse came into the room and just behind her a doctor came in. I was told I had a mild concussion and they were going to keep me overnight. If everything looked okay in the morning I could go home. Then the doctor said:
"If you feel up to it there is a policeman here who needs to talk to you."
It had to happen sooner or later so I told the doctor to send him in. Mike Bolla was a detective and from him I learned that Beth had called 911 to get an ambulance for me and Billy and the paramedics had called the cops. He asked me for my version of what happened and I gave it to him. He shook his head and said:



"We have a unique situation here. Your brother was in the house with your wife's permission so he had every right to be there and feel safe there. He can press charges against you and you will no doubt be found guilty. He can also press charges against your wife for what she did to him. That one is a little more cloudy since she says she did it to protect you. A judge and jury would probably accept it.
"You could also press charges against your wife, but the same would apply since she says she did it too keep you from killing your brother. That means that of the three of you your brother, outside of having a fractured skull, walks away from it. Your wife could possibly, though not likely, go to jail for her actions. You, on the other hand, don't stand a chance of walking if your brother presses charges.
"Normally in a case like this you would be arrested and held until your brother recovered enough to make his wishes known or until you could go in front of a judge and be granted bail. However my boss doesn't want to handle this in the normal manner. I've been instructed to leave it for now and limit my actions to telling you not to leave this jurisdiction without clearing it with us. Do you understand?"
I shook my head yes while thinking that it wasn't my place to tell Bolla that his boss was Beth's uncle and he said:
"No head shake. I need to hear you tell me that you understand what I just told you."
"I understand."
He stood up, walked to the door and turned to face me and then said:
"I hope that it turns out well for you" and then he was gone.
The nurse came in and gave me a couple of pills and I went to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++
I woke up when they brought me what they laughingly called food. I picked at it for a while and after the tray had been taken away I was asked if I was to having visitors. I asked who and was told it was my wife and daughter. The way I was feeling I would have said no if it was just Beth, but I couldn't say no to Laura.
I sat up even though sitting up caused my head to start pounding and when Laura came into the room she ran to me crying out "Daddy daddy."
I hugged her and then had to answer a ton of questions. When she asked why I was in the hospital I looked at Beth and she winced when I said:
"Daddy fell down and hurt his head sweetie. It is getting better and I'll be home to tomorrow."
When the visit was over I got hugs and kisses from Laura and when Beth came over to kiss me I turned my face away from her. She whispered:
"I know you don't believe it Bobby, but I do love you."
They left and I fell back on the bed, looked up at the ceiling and cursed my brother for what he had done to my family.
+++++++++++++++
In the morning Beth and Laura were there to drive me home and of course with Laura in the car Beth and I didn't talk. Not that I was in any mood to talk anyway. What was there to say? I'd caught her red handed so she couldn't deny it. I did believe her when she said she laid me out to keep me from killing Billy, but only because of what I had learned from the nurses.
Beth had done a lot more to Billy than whack him in the head with the lamp to keep him from attacking me. She had apparently used the lamp on other parts of his body as well. He ended up with two broken ribs and damaged testicles as well as a fractured skull.
I knew I would have to talk to her eventually, but I just wasn't ready to do it.
When we got home there was a furniture company truck parked in front of the house and there were two men carrying something inside. I glanced over at Beth with a questioning look on my face, but she didn't say anything. When we got into the house I saw that the two men were setting up a new bed in the master bedroom. I'm not dense so I knew what Beth was doing, but getting rid of the bed I'd caught her fucking Billy on wasn't going to help the situation at all.
My head was still hurting so I took a couple of the pain pills they had given me at the hospital and went to the guest bedroom and sacked out. Beth woke me for dinner and I was grateful for the fact that Laura wanted to be the center of attention. Beth and I still needed to talk, but I was still too wound up to do it. I needed to calm down a bit first. Calm down a lot actually.
Naturally since that is what I needed that is what I did not get. We had almost finished dinner when the doorbell rang and I got up to answer it. When I opened the door Billy's wife Annabelle pushed by me and into the house. I closed the door and turned to find her standing there looking at me.
"Damn it Bobby; why haven't you been answering your phone?"
I remembered dropping it in my coat pocket before charging Billy, but I didn't know where it was now. Most likely it was wherever my coat was. That prompted the thought "Did Beth get rid of the phone or delete the photos?' I'd have to find out, but for the moment I said:
"I've misplaced the phone Annie."
"I want to know what the hell is going on Bobby. Bill is in the hospital and he is all messed up. The story I got is that you put him there."
"I guess in a way I did."
"What the hell did you do to him Bobby? A fractured skull and he may lose both of his testicles to say nothing of two broken ribs and some other damage."
"I came home and found him in the bedroom fucking Beth and I pretty much lost it and went after him."
"Bullshit Bobby! He would never cheat on me."
"Come on into the kitchen with me" I said and headed for the kitchen. After a moments hesitation she followed me and I told her to have a seat while I parked Laura in front of the electric babysitter. When I got back to the kitchen I said:
"Annie wants to know why Billy is in the hospital. Why don't you tell her Beth? Maybe she will believe it coming from you."
Beth looked away and I said, "Come on Beth; Annie wants to know and she doesn't believe me."
Beth started crying and got up and ran from the room.
"Son of a bitch! It's true? She was screwing my husband?"
"Afraid so. I've got pictures if I can find my cell phone."
"How long has it been going on?"
"No idea. I just found out about it last week and I took a couple of days off work to try and catch them at it."
I told her what I'd walked in on and what the aftermath had been.
"And you are still here with her?"
"I just got out of the hospital this morning. I haven't had a chance to do anything yet."
"What are you going to do?"
"I've already seen a lawyer and started the divorce paperwork. Other than that I haven't decided. I going to try and keep Laura and the house, but if I can't I'll have to find someplace."
"No you won't. I've got plenty of room now that I'm going to kick my cheating ass husband out. When you find your cell I want a copy of the pictures. Who is your attorney? Maybe if I use him we can get a group discount."
That made me smile and Annie said, "I'm serious Bobby. You can move in with me."
"No I can't Annie. I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off of you and you know it."
"So? It would serve the both of them right if we did get it on."
"Probably, but it would complicate the divorce. Maybe even give the two of them grounds to counter sue. This state is no fault and I don't have to give a reason, but I'm going for adultery so I can try and get custody of Laura. You and I staying together probably wouldn't look all that good to the court or the Child Protection Office of Social Services."
"Well the invitation is open Bobby. Both of them."
I told her I'd get the pictures to her when (and if) I found them and I gave her the name of my attorney. She left and I went out and watched cartoons with Laura until it was time to put her to bed. I read to her until she fell asleep and then I went looking for my phone.
I saw two possibilities. The paramedics might have taken the coat off me when they checked me for vital signs and left it on the bedroom floor when they took me away or it could have been taken off of me at the hospital. If it was the latter it should be in the bag of things I brought home with me when I was released.
I checked the bag first and the coat and phone weren't there. If my coat was removed before I was loaded on the gurney and hauled away Beth probably would have picked it up and hung it in the closet. She sure wouldn't have left it on the floor with the furniture guys coming. If that is what happened would Beth have had the presence of mind to get the phone and delete the pictures or toss the phone? The only way to find out was to go into the bedroom where she was hiding from Annie and look in the closet.
I went into the bedroom and found Beth sitting on the edge of the bed apparently all cried out. She watched me as I went into the closet and opened the door. My coat was there and I checked the pockets and found the phone. A quick check showed that the pictures were still there. I put the phone in my pocket and turned to leave. Beth cleared her throat and asked:
"What are you going to do?"
"That's a silly question to ask. You should all ready know what the outcome of my finding you fucking my brother would be. I've all ready seen an attorney and he has started on the divorce paperwork."
"I don't want a divorce Bobby. I love you and you know I do."
"Just not enough to keep you from fucking around on me right?"
"I wasn't fucking around on you Bobby. Your asshole of a brother was blackmailing me."
"Blackmailing you?"
"He found out something about me that I couldn't let you know about and he told me that if I didn't have sex with him he would tell you. I love you Bobby and I had to give in to him to keep from losing you. If you ever found out what I'd done you would have left me in a heartbeat."
"Well it doesn't matter now so what is this deep dark secret I could never know?"
"I can't tell you?"
"Can't or won't?"
"It doesn't matter; they are both the same. You can't ever know."
"Not even if there was a remote chance of saving your marriage?"
"If there is a remote chance knowing the secret would kill it. You can't ever know Bobby. Not ever."
I shrugged and left the room. Just to be on the safe side I hid the phone before going to the guest bedroom and going to bed.
I'd only been in bed twenty minutes or so when the bedroom door opened and Beth came in and sat down on the edge of the bed. I lay there quiet and she finally said:
"I know you doubt it Bobby, but I do love you. I love you more than life itself and I swear to you on all that I hold sacred that I only had sex with your brother because it was the only way I could see that I could keep you."
"If that is true why were you telling him that his cock was bigger and better than mine and that he fucked you better than I ever did?"
The last part was a shot in the dark, but it seemed likely that if she was telling Billy his cock was bigger than mine (when she knew it wasn't true) she would be telling him other things too.
"I said those things because he wanted to hear them and I needed to keep him happy. I had to do whatever was needed to keep him from telling you what he knew. He didn't screw me any better than you. He wasn't even half as good and his dick definitely isn't bigger than yours. All in all I could never see why Annabelle stayed with him.
"I need you Bobby. I can't lose you. I just can't. I'll make it up to you Booby; I swear to God I'll do everything in my power to make it up to you. Just give me the chance. Please Bobby; just give me the chance."
"You'll do everything except the one thing you absolutely have to do. Before I can even give a seconds thought to staying with you I need to know what it is that you were so desperate to hide from me. The thing that was so bad you were willing to fuck my brother to keep me from knowing."
"I can't tell you Bobby; I just can't tell you."
"Then we have nothing to talk about Beth. Please go. I've got a long day in front of me tomorrow and I need my sleep."
"Please Bobby; just le..."
"Get the fuck out of here Beth! Just get the fuck away from me!!"
She started crying again, but she got up and left.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was up before Beth and Laura and I got my cell from its hiding place and headed for the Waffle House for breakfast. I hadn't noticed when I checked for pictures, but I had several missed messages and two voicemails from my dad. No surprise there. He had no doubt found out about Billy being in the hospital and had heard that I'd had something to do with it. I could bet that he was just dying to hear the story.
I wasn't going to give it to him. He would have to get it from my brother. He wouldn't believe it coming from me anyway. As far as my parents were concerned precious William could do no wrong. He was obviously my parent's favorite and I could never figure it out.
I'd out shown him in damned near everything. I'd been a straight A student and my brother barely held a C average. He held his grades up just enough to be allowed to play sports and I outclassed him there too. He was two years older than me and had been on the football team, mostly as a bench warmer, for a year before I started high school. I made the starting line up as a wide receiver in my first year. I made All State in my junior and senior years and received a full ride scholarship at State. I graduated with a Bachelor's in Business Management and found a great paying job and my brother ended up working second shift at the box factory, but Billy was still their favorite.
I'd known that since I was old enough to know about those things, but they never bothered me because I knew I was better than him at most things, I was never in doubt that my parents loved me too it was just that Billy always got just a tablespoon more. I was going to have to return his calls, but I'd wait until he'd been up long enough to have his first dozen cups of coffee.
Even though I was on a day off I still went into work and used my computer and printer to make several prints of Beth and Billy playing and then I called Annabelle to see if she was home. I caught her just as she was leaving for the hospital. I told her I had the copies she wanted and she told me that she would be home around five that evening. I told her I would stop by sometime between five and six.
I spent the rest of the morning opening a new checking account in my name and moving assets. I left checking alone, but took half of our savings and five of the nine CDs we had in the safe deposit box. Beth had two credit cards in her own name and I had three in my name only, but we had three more in both of our names and I cancelled them.
At eleven I called my dad and the call went pretty much the way I expected it to go. Why wasn't he called when Billy was sent to the hospital? What in the world could be so bad that I'd put my own brother in the emergency room?
"We are family for God's sake Bob and as a family we can work things out without violence."
"Sorry dad, but it was the family part that had a lot to do with what happened."
"What does that mean?"
"You will have to get that from my ex-brother."
"What do you mean by ex-brother?"
"Just that. He is no longer kin of mine. You can almost bet on the fact that I'll be going for his throat any time we find ourselves in the same room together."
"It can't be that bad."
"Oh yes it can."
"You need to come by the house Bob. We have to get to the bottom of this. We can't let it get any worse."
"Sorry dad. There is no fixing this. I'll stop by later tonight or some time tomorrow, but right now I've got a ton of things to do so I need to go."
In case things didn't work out the way I wanted them to I needed to see what my options were so I spent most of the rest of the day checking out apartments. From what I saw Annabelle's offer was starting to look better and better.
At five-ten I called Annabelle to see if she was home and she was so I headed over to see her. I'd be lying if I said that the thought of getting even with Beth and Billy by bedding Annie never occurred to me. In fact the idea spent entirely too much time in my head. Annie didn't help things any when she answered my knock in a blouse that showed an acre of cleavage and a skirt so short I knew I would see her panties if she bent at the waist.
I found out that I was wrong about that. She wasn't wearing any. There was no doubt in my mind that Annie was trying to tempt me. She even had high heels on and Annie knew that high heels were one of my biggest turn ons. Yes indeed! Annabelle was most definitely trying to tempt me.
And it was working.
I'd never, not once, during my marriage to Beth given any thought to cheating on Beth. That's not to say that I didn't see ladies I'd love to bed because I did see a great many that I would have loved to put the pork to. But even though I'd had numerous opportunities I'd never taken advantage of them because I was a married man in love with his wife.
That had all changed. Yes, Beth was still my wife, but what she had done had ended our marriage. As far as I was concerned when she broke her vows she released me from mine. The problem was that I wanted to get custody of Laura and I had no doubts that my playing with Annie would put me in as bad a light as the one I would be shining on Beth's adultery.
++++++++++++++++++++
Annie was on her hands and knees and I was fucking her doggie. It was our third time. The first time had been missionary followed by some sixty-nine and both times had been memorable. A turned on and wound up Annie was sight to behold. Why my stupid brother had cheated on her was a mystery. If she only gave him half of what she gave me he still would have had it way better than most guys I knew.
How did I come to give up my resolve to stay away from Annie? A crying need to get even by taking something that was my brother's coupled with a need to let out the rage I felt after hearing what Annie had to say over dinner.
She had visited Billy at the hospital. He was in a downer of a mood because he had been informed that they were going to have to remove his right testicle because it had been too badly damaged. Whether it had been because of Beth's actions with the table lamp or my foot wasn't known. When he had told Annie she told him that it didn't matter to her because she was never going to have sex with him again and was in fact going to see an attorney about a divorce. Then she asked him why he had pissed on his marriage to her the way he had. He had begged her not to leave him and told her that he loved her and all Beth was to him was sex. Annie had told him that before she could even give thought to staying with him she needed to know why he had done what he had done.
The story she got from Billy was that he had always resented me and saw fucking Beth as a way of sticking it to me. I went to college and he didn't get to go and somehow that was my fault. I had deliberately shown him up on the football field and baseball diamond. I must have sucked the coach's cock to get to play while he had to sit on the bench. He was better than me and he proved it by fucking Beth better than I ever had and he knew it because Beth told him so. She told him he was bigger and fucked her better and that she wished she had married him instead of me.
I laughed at that and told her what Beth had told me about Billy's bedroom abilities. And then Annie told me that she had found out the one thing that Beth had absolutely refused to tell me. The reason. Billy had come by one day to borrow my power washer and he had walked into the house and found Beth fucking my father. My father!! No wonder Beth didn't want to tell me why she was being blackmailed. My father!! My father and my brother!! Thank God I had no other living male relatives or they might have gotten her too. They didn't see Billy and he took a couple of pictures with his cell phone and quietly left the house. A day later he stopped by the house, showed Beth the pictures that he had and then told her the price she had to pay to keep me from ever seeing them.



Finding that out changed everything. To hell with holding to my vows. All thoughts of Laura left my mind. To hell with Billy and Beth. I didn't give a rat's ass if they did find out about my having sex with Annie. I flat out asked Annie if she had dressed to entice me and she smiled and said she had so I asked her why we were wasting time talking when there was a bed close at hand.
I finished for the third time and was catching my breath before getting up and going home to confront Beth with my new found information when Annie asked me if I had ever done anal. I told her that I never had because Beth wouldn't allow it.
"Too bad for her. She doesn't know what she is missing. I love it. Think you can get it up one more time?"
I told her I wasn't sure and she said that maybe, just maybe she could help. She went down on me and while it did take her a while she did get me back up. She went to the dresser and came back with a tube of KY and told me how she liked it done. I followed her directions and worked my way into her slow and easy. Damn she was tight! She clenched and released her muscles as I fucked her and it felt fantastic. Just one more thing to be pissed at Beth over.
When it was over Annie and I showered together and she tried to get me up again, but I was done. I wished like hell I wasn't, but I was wiped out. As we dressed Annie said:
"A couple of things. One is that you are a hell of a lot better in bed than your brother ever was and the second is that while I was at the hospital I managed to get Bill's cell phone" and she handed it to me. "I looked on our computer and he didn't download them so those are probably the only photos in existence if it matters.
"You also need to know that I'm hoping that tonight wasn't a one shot deal. I was not kidding when I said Bill is out of the house and you can move in. Even if you don't move in I wouldn't mind it one bit if you visited a lot. I'll even stock up on KY."
"No promises, but I definitely like your ideas. I have a lot on my plate right now and I don't know what is going to happen. We will keep in touch."
I kissed her goodbye and headed for my no longer happy home.
+++++++++++++++++++
It was one in the morning when I got home and I was surprised to find Beth still up. She was on the living room couch with a glass and a bottle of wine on the table in front of her.
"Where have you been? I've been worried sick that something bad might have happened to you."
"Something bad did happen to me. I found out that the woman I loved was a whore. It upset me. It upset me so much that I didn't want to come home and be around her."
Angrily Beth said, "I am not a whore! I was forced to do what I did so I could keep you. Damn it Bobby, you know I love you. I didn't want to lose you so I had to give in to Billy."
"Horseshit Beth! You are a whore. The question in my mind right now is it only my family you were fucking? Or were there others besides my brother and my father? How many have there been since we said our vows? Is Laura even mine?"
Her face turned pale when I mentioned my father, but it quickly turned red with anger when I posed the question about Laura.
"How could you?!!" she yelled. "How could you doubt that? She is so much like you that there can't be any doubt! The family resemblance is there for all to see."
"Of course the family resemblance is there for all to see, but the question is which male member of my family is the responsible party? My dad? My brother?"
Beth slumped into the couch and said in a weak voice, "I thought you loved me. How could you say those things to me. You love me; I know you do."
"No Beth. You know I once did. Seeing you on our bed with Billy killed it and finding out about you and my father drove a stake through it. I've seen a lawyer and started the divorce process and you might as well hear it from me and not read it in the divorce paperwork. I'm asking for full custody of Laura and claiming that you are unfit to be her mother."
"What?!! You will never get away with that. It isn't true and you know it."
"That is where you are wrong. I not only know it I can prove it."
"Bullshit Bob"
"No it isn't Beth. How do you think I found out about you and Billy? I didn't just come home and walk in on you. I knew what was going on because Laura told me."
I told her how Laura had let me know and Beth said, "She couldn't have seen anything. Your brother never came over until I put Laura down for her nap."
"I guess you and Billy made so much noise that you woke her up. No matter. I'm betting the courts will take a dim view of you indulging in adulterous sex in front of your daughter. That and the pictures that I have of you and my brother and you and my father should get me custody."
"Don't do that to me Bobby. Dear God please don't do that to me. I can't lose the both of you; I just can't. It will kill me Bobby. Losing you will be bad enough, but to lose my baby too? It will kill me."
"Those are things you should have thought about before spreading for my brother and my father."
"I didn't do that Bobby. I swear to God I didn't do that. Your father was an accident and Billy found out about it and I had to do him or he would have told you. I couldn't risk it Bobby; I just couldn't. I knew I would lose you if you found out and I couldn't risk it. I love you more than life itself Bobby and losing you is something I just could not risk."
"My dad was an accident? How could fucking my father be an accident?"
"I didn't screw your father! He screwed me. He stopped by to see you, but you weren't home. He had been drinking and asked if I had anything in the house. I made him a drink and he said that he hated drinking alone so I made myself one. He started asking me questions about women and sex and I got the impression he was having problems with your mom. We talked and had a couple more drinks and I guess I had one too many and I nodded off. He screwed me while I was asleep. His screwing me woke me up and I found him on top of me and in me. I tried to push him off and I couldn't. He held me down and he screwed me.
"When he was done he said that we should take it to the bedroom and I got up and told him I had to go to the bathroom and I'd meet him in the bedroom. I went to the kitchen and got a knife and when I got to the bedroom he was stroking himself trying to get it back up. I told him to hurry up and get it hard because it would be easier to cut off than if it was soft. He saw the knife and couldn't get out of the house fast enough. Billy didn't see that part."
"Why didn't you tell me? Why didn't you trust me enough to tell me?"
"Because I know you Robert. As soon as I told you you would have gone after your dad."
"So what? The bastard would deserve what I'd do to him."
"Yes, but what about your mother? How would she have handled it? Her husband screwing his daughter in law? Her oldest son trying to blackmail his sister in law for sex? It would have torn your family apart. Your bastard of a father would have deserved everything you might have done to him, but your mother would have seen her family disappear and she didn't deserve to have that happen to her. As long as I kept my mouth shut the only one who would have to suffer was me and that was because your pig of a brother was blackmailing me.
"Now that you know everyone gets to suffer. Poor Annie, Laura, your mother and even your dad I suppose. I haven't gone near him since he jumped me, but I think he was drunk at the time and he may even be sorry and regret what he did. The biggest loser is me. I lose everything I value because I fell asleep one night when your father was here. It sucks!!" She got up and left the room leaving me sitting there and agreeing with what she had just said. It Sucked!
Beth stayed in the bathroom until after I'd gone to bed and then I guess she spent the night on the couch. At least that is where she was when I got up in the morning. I didn't stick around for breakfast and I headed out before Beth woke up.
In the garage I reached into my coat pocket for my keys and came out with a cell phone. I had forgotten that Annie had given me my brother's phone. Curiosity of course had me turning it on and I pushed all the necessary buttons to bring up the photo gallery. There were a dozen or so and I scrolled through them until I came to the ones of Beth and my father.
There were three of them and I could see why Beth would fuck my brother to keep me from seeing them. She was absolutely right when she said she knew what I would do. I backed out of the garage and headed for my parent's house.
As I drove I thought about the differences in the way Beth and I thought. She thought my mother didn't deserve what would happen when I confronted my father while I on the other hand thought mom needed to know what a dirt bag her husband was.
As was my habit I just walked in the door without ringing the doorbell or knocking. Mom smiled at me and gave me a hug as she asked if I'd had breakfast yet. I hugged her back and told her I could do with a cup of coffee and she told me to have a seat at the kitchen table and she would bring me a cup. She brought it all ready fixed the way I liked it, cream and no sugar, and I was taking my first sip when my father came into the kitchen, got a cup and then sat down at the table.
"What brings you by at this time of the morning" he asked.
"You told me that I needed to come by so we could talk and get to the bottom of the mess between me and Bill."
"What could be so bad that you put your own brother in the hospital?"
"I caught him fucking my wife."
That got a "Robert! Watch your language" from my mother and an "I don't believe it" from my father.
"I have pictures of them doing it. I'm thinking of putting them in the family photo album. Right next to the ones of you fucking Beth."
"Robert! Are you out of your mind? How dare you say things like that" came from my mother, but my father's face turned ashen and he looked away from me.
I took my brother's phone out of my pocket, pushed the appropriate buttons and then handed the phone to my mom saying:
"Here is how I can say that."
Mom took the phone and was looking at the pictures as I said:
"That is Billy's phone. He walked in on them, took the pictures and then left without them knowing he was there. He was using the pictures to blackmail Beth for sex until I caught them. That is why your oldest is in the hospital. I was just a tad upset when I caught them and I got a little carried away."
She had tears in her eyes as she handed me back the phone and then she backhanded dad across the face so hard his chair tipped over. "You bastard!!" she screamed at him. "How could you?!!"
"It's your goddamned fault" he said as he picked himself up off the floor. "Cutting me off from sex because you didn't feel like doing it any more. Maybe you could turn yourself off like that, but I'm a man and I want a sex life. It had been so long and she looked so sexy lying there. I couldn't help myself."
I stood up and said to my mom, "You are welcome at my house any time you want to visit" and then I turned to my dad and said:
"You get a pass because what I want to do to you I can't do in front of mom, but if I ever catch you away from here I'll do my absolute best to put you in the hospital room right next to my ex-brother and if I do you won't have to worry about your sex life. Word is that Billy's balls are so badly damaged that he is going to lose them. I'll try to do the same for you."
I got up, left the house and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++
Of course the story didn't end there. Billy did indeed lose both of his balls and it pissed him off enough to press charges against Beth and me. The assistant district attorney handling our cases tried his best to get us to take a plea deal, but Beth and I both refused and said we would take our chances with a jury.
We were tried separately and like Detective Bolla thought would happen the jury found Beth not guilty. I had a half dozen charges against me and the jury found me not guilty on all but one of them. I was found guilty of simple assault and even though the jury had found me guilty the judge imposed the minimum possible sentence on me and then suspended it so all I had to do was keep my nose clean and behave myself for a year and it would all be over with. That of course meant that my dad was safe from me unless I wanted to end up in jail serving out my sentence plus time for whatever I did do to him.
Annabelle divorced Billy and took him for everything they had. When word got out about what Billy had done and what he had lost because of it he became a laughing stock at the box plant. He had been in line for a promotion to shift foreman, but the job went to someone with a lot less experience and seniority. The fact that the owner of the company was a born again Christian who took a dim view where adultery was concerned might have had something to do with it.
Billy couldn't handle all the ridicule that was heaped upon him at work and he ended up quitting his job. But the word was out and he had to put up with the same shit wherever he went. He ended up leaving town and I have no clue as to where he went nor any desire to find out.
Mom and dad had a rough time of it, but somehow managed to hang on together. I haven't seen my father since the day I walked out of his kitchen and while I see my mother often he is never mentioned.
My evening with Annabelle was a 'one off' as our British cousins would say. We have remained good friends and I was recently an usher at her wedding to a pretty nice guy. As far as I know my evening with Annie is only known by the two of us.
Beth and I? We are still together. The pictures on my brother's phone clearly showed that she was asleep or out of it while my father did what he did. It took some effort on my part to get by what she did with my brother, but I eventually accepted that she felt she had no other choice if she wanted to keep her marriage to me.
It hasn't been easy. On my part it is because I'm still pissed that she didn't have enough faith in me to trust that I would understand and stand by her. On her part it is because she feels that I don't really trust her any more. These two things rear their ugly heads from time to time, but we manage to work around them. We do love each other and that love plus Laura are the cement holding us together.
We should be okay. At least that is my hope.
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You wouldn't think that something as small and inexpensive as a postage stamp could fuck up a marriage, but one of them, or rather the lack of one of them, did just that.
I wasn't supposed to be there. There had been an accident at work. Joe Bivens hadn't been paying attention and as a result the turret lathe he had been operating took the little finger off of his left hand and I was elected to take him to the hospital emergency rooms. Once they had Joe in one of the treatment rooms I gave them my cell phone number so they could call me when he was ready to leave and I left. I decided to go home and have lunch while I waited for the call.
My wife Wendy was at work so I was home alone when the mail came. There were a couple of flyers, the water bill and an envelope with the stamped message from the Post Office on it saying that it could not be delivered without a postage stamp. I didn't recognize the addressee, but it did have our mailing label on the upper left hand corner of the envelope. Wondering just who Brandon Winters was made me just curious enough to open the envelope.
There have been times since then that I've wished that I hadn't, but then I'd tell myself it was better to find out sooner rather than later. What I read stunned me.
"My dearest Bran, We have only been seeing each other for a month now and so far it has been the best thirty days of my life. You make me so fucking happy. Whenever I see your face my heart lights up and my tummy gets not just butterflies, but it feels like planes, birds and shooting stars are flying around inside me as well. Every time I look into your eyes I lose myself completely. I'm always thinking about you 24/7. I swear that I've never been this happy with anyone else in my lift. You tore all my pain away and you get my mind off things when I am at my lowest. I've told you all my flaws and yet you still see me as perfect. You make me feel as if I'm actually worth something. You are the light of my life, the other half of my heart and the peace in my mind. I love your eyes and I could just stare into them for days. I can't wait until we have our three day weekend together. I'll be a basket case until it gets here. I want to spend the rest of my life with you and never let you go. You can't even comprehend how much I care for you. Our daily phone conversations and our weekly long lunches at the motel (tee hee) are barely enough to keep me going.
I love you so much.
Love Your baby girl Wendy."
I sat there holding that letter in my hand stunned beyond belief. At first there was confusion at some of her words. "You tore my pain away." What pain? The last thirty days the best of her life? She was either lying through her teeth to this Brandon guy or she was more accomplished at acting than anyone in Hollywood or on the New York stage. I couldn't believe that the last seven years were all an act on Wendy's part. They had been the happiest of my life. The two of us had been happier than two pigs in a large mud puddle.
It couldn't have been an act on her part. It just couldn't have been. And yet her own words kept leaping up at me from the page. She had been meeting him at motels for long lunches? Why? I'd seen no signs that she was unhappy or dissatisfied with me. No lack of affection at all.
As I stared at the pages in my hand I did know one thing however. The three day weekend she couldn't wait for? She was not going to enjoy it at all. At least not if I could help it. Supposedly her best friend Joyce had won a three day spa visit for two and she and Wendy were going to go and be pampered. Three days of beauty treatments, massages, mud packs, mud baths or the like. I wondered if Joyce had a lover on the side also or if she was just going to cover for Wendy. No matter. I would probably be having a talk with Harry before that weekend occurred.
The hardest part for me would be behaving normally around Wendy. I couldn't let her know I had the letter because she would without a doubt call Winters and let him know I was onto them and I couldn't have that. I didn't want Winters to know I'd be coming for him. First order of business was for me to get more information and I knew just who to go to for it.
++++++++++++++++++++
I showed up at Carl's Chop House ten minutes before Joyce got off work at four and took a seat in her section. When she showed up with her pad and pen and asked what I'd be having I said:
"Coffee and a few minutes of your time when you get off work. I have some information that could have an impact on your marriage to Harry and I would like to discuss it with you before talking to Harry."
She left without a word and then came back with my coffee. She set it down in front of me without a word and left. As I sipped my coffee I wondered what Joyce was going to do. Would she join me once she was off the clock or would she skate out the back door and call Wendy to ask her what was up? It was a gamble on my part, but I was betting that she would be more worried about her own marriage than about what Wendy might know.
I think I won that bet. I had no way of knowing if she had gotten in touch with Wendy between the time I ordered my coffee and she sat down with me at one minute after four, but I'm pretty sure that she didn't. She would be afraid to do anything before knowing what I was going to talk about. At least that was my expectation.
Joyce sat down across from me and said, "Okay Frank; what's going on here?"
"A question for you Joyce and an honest answer would be in your best interest. Are you cheating on Harry?"
"Hell no I'm not cheating on Harry. Why would you even think such a thing?"
"I just wondered if you would also be spending time with a lover on your spa weekend."
She sat there silent for a few seconds and then said, "I told her she was fucking up and warned her that she would get caught sooner or later. How did you find out?"
"She told me."
"She told you? She confessed?"
"No. What she did was forget to put a stamp on a letter."
I handed Joyce the letter with the envelope inside and waited while she read it. When she was done she handed it back to me and as I took it from her I said:
"My first inclination was to go to Harry and tell him that we were both married to cheating whores, but then I decided to keep my mouth shut and talk to you instead. You tell me everything you know and I keep Harry out of it."
"I'm not cheating on Harry."
"Maybe not, but after he reads this letter and knows what Wendy is doing and that you are covering for her you think he won't start wondering about you and what you might be doing on those three days? You want him to start being suspicious of what you might be doing when he isn't around?"
"Why would you do that to me Frank? I've never done anything to you."
"Sure you have Joyce. You are helping my wife fuck over me. You are giving her cover. You know what she is doing. You just said it yourself. You told her she was fucking up so you know what she is doing and you are helping her and if that isn't doing something to me I don't know what is. What you need to do right now is figure out what is most important to you. Your friendship with Wendy or a trouble free marriage."
"I want both Frank. How about a deal? I'll tell you all you want to know, but you never let Wendy know that it came from me. That way we can stay friends regardless of what happens with the two of you. And no, I'm not stabbing her in the back. You already know so all I'm doing is giving you background. There is one thing that needs to be straight between us Frank. Wendy is my best friend and I've known her since the second grade. I've only known you since you met her in college so expecting me to come to you and let you know she is being bad is totally unrealistic on your part.
"Besides, she wasn't hurting you. She loves you and you know she does. This thing with Brandon is a fling; a silly infatuation that is bound to die in a short time. Brandon isn't half the man you are and Wendy knows it."
"If she knows it then why in the hell this" I asked as I held up the letter.
"It goes back to the ninth grade. Brandon Winters was everybody's everything. All State as a wide receiver on the football team. All City and All State as a forward on the basketball team. Star shortstop on the baseball team and a straight A student. Great looking and his daddy owned four car dealerships and so the family was wealthy as all get out. Wendy was infatuated with Brandon. She wanted to be his girl n the worst way, but he never seemed to notice her.
"She made sure to go to places where she knew he would be just to put herself in front of him so he would have to notice her. It didn't matter what she did Brandon never gave her a tumble. In the eleventh grade she even asked him to the annual Sadie Hawkin's Day dance. He blew her off telling her he would be out of town. The night of the dance he showed up with Cindy Reynolds, but that still didn't stop her from trying to get his attention.
"All through high school she tried and tried and kept trying to no avail. Then graduation came and he went back east to some big school and life moved on. Wendy eventually met you. She loves you Frank. Don't ever doubt that. I can't even remember how many times she has told me how happy she ha been since she met you."
"How can I believe that Joyce? How can I possibly believe that after reading this letter? How can she possibly care for me as much as you say she does when she is stabbing me in the back with this Brandon guy?"
"I don't know how to explain it frank, but it is some kind of ego thing, wish fulfillment, affirmation of self-worth or something like that. I really don't know. All I know is that about four months ago Wendy was shopping at Kohl's and Brandon was there, saw her and came up to her and said hi. He told her he had just moved back to town and maybe over lunch she could fill him in on what happened to our old classmates and stuff like that. They had lunch and exchanged phone numbers because he said he was going to try and set up a reunion like party.
"He called her two days later and asked her if she would have a drink with him after work so they could talk about the party. She met him and they talked about where to have it, what kind of party it would be and the like. He called her a couple of more times and they talked on the phone about this party of his and then one day he asked her to meet him for lunch. Over lunch he confessed that there wasn't any party and it was just a way he could see her and talk to her.
"Try to image how she was feeling Frank. The guy she had chased after for four years of high school was now wanting to get together with her. It fed something inside of her. The more he asked to see her the more she felt like.....Oh hell; I don't know. Anyway, she started having lunch with him and meeting for drinks after work with him and all the time he was coming on to her. After four years of chasing him he was now chasing her. I honestly doubt that he would have gotten anywhere with Wendy if you hadn't had to fly back to Michigan to settle your father's estate."
"What in the hell did my father's estate have to do with anything?"
"You were gone four days Frank and while you were gone Brandon put a full court press on Wendy. She had dinner and drinks with him every night you were gone and they went drinking and dancing on two of those nights. She never intended it to go anywhere Frank; honestly she didn't, but on the first night they went for dinner, drinking and dancing something happened. It just happened and Wendy couldn't even explain it to me. They were having a good time and suddenly they were in bed together. She wasn't drunk or drugged; it just happened.
"She called me the next day crying. She hadn't meant to do it, but she had cheated on you and she felt guilty as hell. She wanted my advice. Should she call you and confess over the phone or wait for you to come home and do it face to face. I advised her to do neither. It would only hurt you. I told her that it was a one time regrettable mistake and what you didn't know wouldn't hurt you. I told her to put it behind her and then do her absolute best to be the best wife for you that she could be.
"She only went out with him on the fourth night to tell him to leave her be because she was a happily married woman. When she told him that she had to quit seeing him he asked her how she could do it. He told her that they were meant for each other and she asked if that was true why had he ignored her for their four years of high school. He told her the reason was because he knew if he got together with her he would never be able to let her go. He had his life all laid out and a wife would have held him back. He had to fight his desire for her so he could go off and be the big success he wanted to be in the NFL. He told her that he knew that once he had achieved his goal they would find each other because they were meant to be. Wendy told me that she knew it was all bullshit, but somehow they ended up back in bed together.
"She couldn't explain it to me because she said she couldn't understand it herself. She told me that it wasn't the sex because you were a much better lover than Brandon. In fact she played you up so much that if I wasn't ass end over teakettle in love with Harry I'd have been tempted to take a shot at you myself. What I think happened is that she spent so much time and effort on him in high school that now he was with her she just couldn't walk away from him. His being with her somehow justified all the effort she put in in trying to get him to notice her."
"That shit sounds all too deep for me. For me it is as clear as day. She stabbed me in the back by fucking another man. I might have -- just might have -- gotten by the one night, but that trip to Michigan was four months ago and she is still seeing the cocksucker. Meeting him in motels for long lunches and setting up three day weekends with the asshole. How did you get sucked in to being a part of the Fuck Over Frank club?"
"I'm not part of any club like that."
"Of course you are. You are setting up a three day weekend for them."
"I didn't set up anything for them. The spa visit is legitimate and I invited Wendy to go along with me. I had no idea she intended to use the weekend to meet Brandon until day before yesterday. That's when she told me that Brandon had made reservations at a hotel close to the spa. For what it is worth Frank I did tell her that she is being stupid and I also told her that I wouldn't lie for her if it came to that. She told me that she was going to use the weekend to end things with him."
"That just doesn't jibe with what she wrote in the letter to him."
"All that is Frank is her telling him what he wants to hear. It is just Wendy being Wendy. You know how compassionate she is. Build him up so she can let him down easy. Make him feel good so he won't feel so crushed when she tells him she has to go back to being a good wife for you. And she is that Frank. She is and always has been a good wife to you. Even with this silly fling with Brandon going on she has never shorted you when it came to showing love and affection and though she has never mentioned it to me I'd be willing to bet she hasn't shorted you sexually either. She is yours Frank and both Wendy and I know it even if you may doubt it. What are you going to do?"
"I don't know Joyce. I have a lot to think about and I just don't know. It might help the process if you don't let her know that I'm aware of what is going on. I'm not sure that the confrontation that would take place if she knew that I knew is something that we could survive."
"I know Wendy Frank and I know that the two of you can have a long and happy life if you can find someway to get past this."
"I can't promise anything like that Joyce. I know me pretty well and I'm not at all sure that I want to get past it even if I could.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I do indeed know myself pretty well and one of the things I know about me is that I won't put up with being fucked with. I found that out in the eighth grade. Even though a growth spurt in the early years of high school that brought me up to six feet I'd been small for my age in elementary and middle school. As a result I got picked on a lot by guys that were bigger.
The first time it happened was around the third or fourth grade and I went home crying. My mom asked me what was wrong and I told her. Then she asked me what I had done to the kid that beat on me and I told her that I'd done nothing to him since he was bigger than me. Then she told me that he would keep on picking on me because he knew I'd let him get away with it.
"You don't back down from bullies Frankie; you go after them. You let them know that if they mess with you they will have to pay for the privilege with pain. The easiest way to put a stop to it Frankie is to let them know that you will not settle for letting them use you as a punching bag. It doesn't matter if you win or lose baby; what matters most is that you fight back.
"You do not give anyone a free ride.
"The bullies will see that and they will leave you alone. Most will anyway although there will always be one or two stupid ones who are too dumb to learn. Just make sure you make them pay baby. Remember honey; no one, absolutely no one gets s free ride."
I listened to mom and I took what she said to heart and the next time a bigger kid came after me he got a bloody nose for his trouble. I got a black eye and a split lip out of it, but had the satisfaction of seeing his blood on the front of his shirt. Mom was right. After a couple of more scraps the bullies decided that it wasn't worth the effort to fuck with me.
It wasn't until the eighth grade that I found out how far I was willing to go if someone bigger than me fucked with me. There was a kid in my class named Elmore and he wasn't any bigger than me, but he liked to fuck with kids because he had a big brother who was in the eleventh grade and if you did anything to Elmore his brother Marcus would come down on you like a ton of bricks. Marcus was big and bad. Six foot four and over two hundred pounds and you just did not mess with his little brother. Elmore took plenty of advantage of that fact. Secure in the knowledge that everyone knew Marcus would fall on anyone who messed with him Elmore screwed with anyone he felt like screwing with. Eventually it was my turn.
Elmore's locker was right next to mine and one day between classes I was at my locker changing books when Elmore came up to me and pushed me saying:
"Out of my way twerp."
I pushed him back so hard that he fell on his ass. He got up and came to me and poked a finger in my chest, but before he could say anything I grabbed his hand, bent his finger back and shoved him away from me so hard that he fell on his ass a second time. Several other kids saw what happened and they laughed at him. I got the book I needed for my next class and walked away leaving a crying Elmore sitting on the floor.
That afternoon I was again at my locker when a hand grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. It was Marcus and standing behind him was a smirk on his face was Elmore.
"You hurt my brother asshole" and he punched me so hard in my stomach that I doubled over and puked on the floor. "Let that be a lesson asshole; leave my brother alone."
He and Elmore walked away. It took a minute or two, but I finally got myself together and went to the boy's lavatory and got some paper towels to clean up my mess.
On my way home I fumed over what happened. I didn't get a chance to make him pay a price however minor it might have been and he had gotten a free ride. Realistically I knew that fighting back would have been a total waste of time and energy as he had a good five or six inches and sixty or seventy pounds on me, but he got a free ride and that galled me. The more I thought about it the more upset I got over it.



He had gotten a free ride!
I couldn't have that. I had to do something, but what? It must have come to me while I slept because when I got up in the morning I knew exactly what I was going to do. That afternoon when Marcus was going into his locker I came up behind him with a baseball bat and smacked him in the head with it. Not a full swing like I was going for a pitch, but a downward chopping strike and Marcus went to his knees. I smacked him on the side of his head again and he fell to the floor. I kicked his legs apart and used the bat on his crotch. Only once, but hard. I bent down, grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head up until it was only inches from my mouth and then said:
"You might be bigger than me asshole, but you aren't anywhere near as mean. You ever fuck with me again you better grow eyes in the back of your head or you won't see me coming and the next time I'll use the bat to take your head clean off of your shoulders,"
I looked up and saw Elmore standing there staring at me open mouthed and wide eyed. I looked him in the eye and said:
"Start running motherfucker; you're next!"
I stood up and Elmore took off running. As I watched him go I heard clapping and I looked around and saw a dozen other students who had seen what happened. I heard things like "Way to go dude" and "About time someone straightened out those cocksuckers."
Word got around that it didn't pay to fuck with Frank and I was never bothered by Marcus again and every time Elmore saw me coming his way he turned around and hurried off in another direction.
So I did indeed know me pretty well and I knew that I wouldn't let myself be fucked over or fucked with and Brandon Winters was about to find that out the hard way.
+++++++++++++++++++
I had Brandon's address courtesy of Wendy's forgetting to put a stamp on the envelope and I drove over to check out the area. It was an apartment complex and Brandon's unit was on the first floor. There wasn't much in the way of cover around and it was too open. Also there was too much of a chance that there would be witnesses around.
I looked at my watch as saw that it was seven-thirty which was a half hour later than I usually got home so I called the house and Wendy answered. I told her I was running late and would be home in about a half an hour. She told me that she would have dinner waiting.
As I was putting my phone away a late model Chevy Silverado pulled up and parked in front of Brandon's apartment. A man got out, walked up to the door of apartment 107 and put his key in the lock. It was my first look at Brandon Winters and that look told me I was going to have to find another baseball bat. He had to be six five and two forty and toe to toe in a fair fight I wouldn't stand a chance.
Who was I kidding! Fair fight had never entered in to my thinking. I was thinking punishment! Harsh punishment! You fuck another man's wife you deserve to be hurt. You fuck with me and mine you deserve to be hurt badly! No free ride my mom had told me; do not ever give anyone a free ride.
I drove home to face my wife and as I drove I ran the words of the letter I'd read seven hours ago through my mind. Was I going to be able to hide what I was feeling from her? I didn't know if I could be as good an actor as she was an actress. I hoped that I could pull it off. A confrontation would no doubt have her on the phone to Winters and I did not want that. I did not want him to se me coming.
+++++++++++++++
I was greeted with a hug and a kiss and I couldn't help but wonder if she'd had a long lunch that day and had sucked the asshole' cock.. As we hugged I ran my hands down her back and squeezed her ass.
"Later big guy" she said. "Dessert comes later."
Again the thought popped into my mind. Would I be getting sloppy seconds? Maybe not sloppy, but still seconds?
We sat down to eat and apparently I was not as good at acting as she was.
"Something bothering you" she asked. "You seem a little off tonight."
"I got some bad news today. I guess it is still on my mind."
"It have anything to do with you coming home early today?"
"What?"
"The mail was on the kitchen counter so I know you came home."
I told about taking Joe to the hospital and coming home for lunch.
"That's the bad news?"
"No. They are talking lay-offs at work."
"That shouldn't affect you. You've got seniority."
"Doesn't matter. The point is that if business doesn't pick up and things keep getting worse they may end up closing the doors all together."
That was all total bullshit. The company had just posted record profits and I already knew the size of the bonus I would be getting, but Wendy didn't know any of that and the story kept her from thinking that it was something else. Like maybe her fucking around on me.
After dinner we snuggled on the couch and watched TV until Wendy grabbed the remote and shut the thing off. She put the remote on the coffee table and said:
"It is time for dessert lover."
She got up and headed for the bathroom and I got up and followed along. I wasn't all that happy with Wendy at the moment, but pussy was pussy and it made no sense to turn it down when it was offered. Especially when I might be going without for a while once I brought my new found knowledge out into the open. And if she'd had a 'long lunch' with Winters that day it wouldn't be the first time I'd followed a cock into a pussy. Happened a lot at our frat parties when I was in college, but that's a story for another time.
Wendy was as ardently sexual as she usually was and I couldn't tell if I was the first one into her that day or not, but unless Winters had a horse cock that would stretch her out I wouldn't be able to tell anyway. I had to concede the point that Joyce had made when she said that Wendy never slacked off when it came to her love and affection for me. I had no doubt that Wendy meant it when the sex was over and she snuggled into me and said, "I love you."
++++++++++++++++++
The next morning at work I had a nine o'clock meeting with my boss and I told him I was having some personal problems that I needed to take care of and that I needed to use some of the comp time I'd built up. I told him I would needed three days and he told me that he had no problem with it, but he did ask me to check in once a day in case something came up that he would need my input on.
I really needed to put those three days to good use. Wendy would be leaving from work for her three day weekend on Friday. She got off work at five-thirty so I had roughly seventy-eight hours to make sure that I could ruin her weekend for her.
I knew that Harry was at work and that Joyce had Tuesdays off so I called her at home.
"What can you tell me about Winters? Where does he work? Does he bowl or do anything when he isn't fucking my wife?"
"From the sound of your voice frank I don't know if I should tell you anything. You sound like you are trying to get information so you can find him and hurt him."
"That would bother you? You another one hung up on him since high school?"
"Not hardly. It may come as a surprise to you Frank, but I like you and I'd just as soon not see you going to jail over trash like Brandon."
"It is going to happen Joyce. Sooner or later it is going to happen and the sooner it happens the sooner Wendy will be free of him."
In the end she gave me what she had and it was enough. I knew where he worked, his hours and the fact that he bowled in a men's house league on Wednesdays. I drove over to where Winters worked and found that since the place was downtown it had no parking lot of its own. A little snooping got me the information that his company had reserved parking places for its employees in one of the four level downtown parking structures.
I found a parking place, fed the meter, and then went inside the structure. I found Winters Silverado on the third level. I reconnoitered the place and couldn't find any video cameras so I marked the place down as a possible site for my 'meeting' with Mr. Brandon Winters. I went back to my car and the drove around the block until a parking spot opened that would allow me to stake out the exit from the parking structure. I parked, fed the meter and then settled in to wait. When lunch time came and went and Winters didn't leave I figured that Wendy wasn't going to get laid that afternoon.
Next I drove over to the bowling alley and checked it out. Parking there was too wide open and the odds were that when Winters came out after bowling others would be coming out at the same time. It would not be a good choice for an ambush and given Winters size an ambush was what it was going to have to be. I wasn't looking for a fair fight. I was looking to inflict punishment and it looked like the parking structure was going to be the place.
Having made that decision I hit the public library, got the daily paper and sat down to read until it was my regular time to go home. When I got home Wendy had dinner waiting. She was in a cheerful mood and I wondered if it was because she was looking forward to her three day weekend.
After dinner I spent some time doing household chores and then joined Wendy to watch some TV before bedtime. Wendy was in an amorous mood and she reached for my cock as soon as we were on the bed. I didn't push her hand away.
++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday morning I was up early and out of the house. I drove over to the apartments were Winters lived and I parked where I could keep an eye on the Silverado. I followed him to work and when he entered the parking structure I took the ticket from the machine and followed him in. I drove really slow so I could observe what Winters did after he parked. I noticed that there was no one else around as he parked, got out of the truck and walked to the elevators.
I left and killed time until a half hour before lunch and then I was back to keep an eye on the exit. He came out at twelve-ten and I followed him, but he only drove to Wal-Mart and then after some shopping he went back to work.
I killed the afternoon browsing through bookstores and then went back to the parking structure where I was lucky enough to find a stall where I could park and watch the Silverado and I settled in to wait. At five-ten the asshole came off the elevator with three others. It was obvious that they were not together. I watched as they all split up and went to their vehicles and then I followed Winters as he left.
He drove home and I parked and watched until he came out and I followed him to the bowling alley where I confirmed that it was not the place to have my 'meeting' with the asshole. Too many people around and no good cover for someone who wanted to lurk and lie in wait. I didn't bother to stick around. If there were that many people going into the lanes at the same time asshole did there would more than likely be the same amount coming out when he did. I didn't bother to stick around.
I went home and found a slightly pissed off Wendy.
"Where have you been? Dinner has been ready for almost an hour."
"Got hung up at work" I said which got me "You could have at least called to let me know."
"I did try. Twice" I lied "And both times I got a busy signal."
She didn't push after I said that so it was likely that she had been on the phone. Maybe even talking to the asshole. After dinner I got a surprise.
"What suitcases are you going to use this weekend?"
"Why would you ask me that?"
"Because the ones you don't use I'll use. I'm going to go to the lake this weekend."
"Without me?"
"Of course without you. You will be at the spa with Joyce this weekend."
"No I won't. I cancelled."
"Why?"
"I didn't want to go three days without seeing you."
"I appreciate the thought, but I don't think that is reason enough to cancel a fun trip. It is only three days."
"It is a good enough reason for me. Do you realize that with the exception of when you went back to Michigan to handle your father's estate we have never been apart since the day we married? Those four days you were gone were the worst four days of our marriage for me. I don't want to be apart from you that long ever again. At least not if I can help it."
I looked at her as I thought "The worst four days of our marriage? You happily fucked your old high school crush and enjoyed it so much that you kept on doing it and it was the worst four days for you? Give me a fucking break!"
That's what I thought, but what I said was, "If you are sure about it of course you will go to the lake with me."
She gave me a big smile and said, "I've been thinking about what to have for dessert. I think a lot better in the bedroom. Want to join me there and see what we can come up with?"
++++++++++++++++++++
Thursday I timed my visit to the restaurant to coincide with Joyce's lunch period and offered to buy her lunch if she would join me. She laughed and said:
"It will really be a cheap date for you since one of my benefits here is free meals."
She did sit and have her lunch with me and over the meal I said:
"Wendy told me that she cancelled on you for this weekend."
"I figured that is why you are here."
"What gives?"
"She called me yesterday and told me that she wasn't going. She told me that she needed a clean break from Brandon and a three day tapering off wasn't the way to do it. She called him Tuesday and told him that she wouldn't see him again. She also said that she didn't ever want to be separated from you again. Not even for just three days."
"So it isn't being cancelled because she knows that I know?"
"If she knows she didn't get it from me. Outside of being Wendy's sounding board and shoulder to cry on I've stayed out of it other than to tell her she was stupid to risk losing you." She paused and then asked, "Has she lost you?"
"I don't know Joyce. I honestly don't know. The answer to that question if you had asked it the first time I talked to you would have been "How can you even ask such a stupid question? Of course I'm gone" but now? I don't honestly know."
"Well when you do try to decide keep in mind that the girl really does love you."
What I did know when I left the restaurant that even though Wendy had supposedly put an end to her relationship with Winters he still had to pay a price for fucking my wife.
++++++++++++++++
Winters got off the elevator at five-eleven with two other people and the three headed for their respective vehicles. The other two started up and left while Winters stood and looked at his flat left rear tire and swore.
He got out the jack, lowered the spare and then bent to loosen the lug nuts. I moved up quietly behind him and smacked him n the head with the aluminum ball bat and when he was down on the floor I worked over his crotch with the bat until I was satisfied that he wouldn't be fucking anybody else woman for a long time. I took his wallet, watch and the ring off his finger and then I took off and left him lying there.
I had been wearing a hooded sweatshirt and a ski mask and I hadn't said a word the entire time. He might realize that it might have been me, but he had no way of knowing for sure or of proving it. The cops would know that it wasn't a straight up mugging and robbery because a mugger wouldn't have wasted time working over Winters crotch. They would ask him about who might have it in for him, but whether or not he would admit to fucking my wife I had no way of knowing.
It didn't matter because they had no way of proving it was me. I got rid of everything I was wearing when I did the deed right down to the shoes and socks I had been wearing. The wallet, watch and ring went into a dumpster behind the Safeway on the other side of town and the ball bat and gloves I had worn were tossed into the dumpster behind the library. If the police did come to me and ask me where I was at the time of the beating I'd just say I was out driving around while thinking over some problems that came up at work, but I didn't think the cops would pursue it. They had better things to do with their time than to waste it trying to find out who had fucked up an asshole that chased after married women.
++++++++++++++++++++
If they did come looking they didn't find me because Wendy and I were at the lake. For three days we swam, fished, laid in the sun and fucked like bunnies.
By the time we got home I was rethinking kicking Wendy to the curb. True, she had cheated on me, but she had felt guilty for doing it and she had ended it. In a way I could see how it happened and in truth I could actually see it happen to me. I had crushed on Pauline French from the seventh grade until high school graduation, but had never been able to get anywhere with her. If I had run into her all these may years later and she had let me know she was available would I have said:
"Sorry, but I'm married" or would I have said, "Yes! Finally!"
I honestly didn't know. I wouldn't have bet money on it either way. But I could see it happening. Oh yes could I ever see it happening. Pauline was that hot!
I guess what it all boiled down to was could I believe that Wendy did indeed love me and wanted to stay with me for the rest of her life?
Could I believe she was dead serious when she said she couldn't bear to be apart from me for even three days?
Could I bring myself to believe that Brandon Winters was an aberration and something that would never be repeated?
Could I live with knowing that I'd been a cuckold for a couple of months?
Was Wendy worth taking the chance?
After many long hours of hard thought the only answers I could come up with to all those questions was yes.
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I didn't have a clue. Not even a smidgen. One day I had a wife and the next day I didn't.
I got a call from my wife at work and she told me that her sister was in trouble and she had to go and help her. She told me that the kids were at my mothers and I would need to pick them up when I got off work. She told me she would talk to me later and then she hung up. I didn't get the usual "I love you" just the click of the phone being put in its cradle.
I didn't understand why I needed to pick up the kids up at my moms. The twins were fifteen and could have walked home from school so why were they at my moms which was twenty miles away? Oh well, I thought, I could get the answers when she called me latter.
It made even less sense to me when I drove to moms and found out that Janet had picked them up at school and had driven them to moms. That made no sense at all. It was only a ten minute walk from the school to our house and the twins were old enough to take care of themselves until I got home.
I asked the girls why their mom had brought them to their grandmothers and they told me that they didn't know. All she told them was that they needed to go to grandmas until I could pick them up. The girls did say that she seemed agitated over something and I put it down to her being worried about her sister.
When we got home I told the girls (Janice and Jessica) that we were on our own and to figure out what they wanted for dinner and I'd get started on it as soon as I changed out of my suit and tie. They told me that they would handle dinner and for me to sit down and relax.
The first inkling that I had that something was not right was when I went into the bathroom. Something was off. It just didn't seem right. It took a minute for it to register that none of Janet's things were there. Her hair dryer and curling iron weren't on the counter where they had always been. None of her cosmetics were there. I looked under the counter and saw that the shampoo and all of the other things she used were gone.
I went into our large walk in closet and found that her side was completely empty. A quick check of her dresser drawers showed that they were empty also. Concerned, I got on the bedside phone and called Janet's sister Jasmine. I found out that not only was Jasmine not in trouble of any kind, but that she hadn't spoken to Janet in over two weeks. Next I called Janet's parents and they told me that they hadn't talked to Janet all week. As I hung up the phone I had to accept the obvious. Janet had packed up and left.
I went all through the house looking in all the places where she might have left a note and found nothing. It finally occurred to me that Janet had taken the girls to my moms to buy her time to pack up and get out. My having to go from work to my mom's and then get home would have taken me an hour and a half. More if mom had asked us to stay for dinner.
I went on line and checked out our checking and savings accounts and found that she hadn't touched them. She had told me that she would call me later so all I could do was wait for her call.
The call didn't come.
At ten to eleven I accepted that the call wasn't going to come. I spent the next fifteen minutes on the computer and did some internet banking. I had no idea if Janet had overlooked the money in her haste to leave or didn't intend to touch it, but I was going to make sure that if it was an oversight on her part she was not going to be able to correct it. After moving funds around I got on the phone and cancelled every credit card she was on and then I went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++
I didn't sleep at all that night, but still, tired or not, I had things to do. I woke the girls up a half hour early and told them I was taking them out to breakfast before dropping them off at school.
Over breakfast at the Village Inn I told them everything that I had found and then said:
"It looks like your mother got tired of us and ran off and left us."
The two of them looked at each other and then Jessica said, "She has been acting funny for a couple of weeks. I wonder if that has something to do with it."
"Acting funny? How?"
"Stuff like hanging up the phone when we walk into the room. Not being home when we got home from school and maybe a half hour or so later coming home and rushing upstairs to take a shower. Twice she put the clothes she was wearing in the washing machine. No other clothes; just the ones she was wearing when she got home."
I doubt the twins knew it, but the behavior they had just described was the behavior of a cheating wife. And I hadn't a clue. What is it they always say? The husband is always the last to know?
I told the girls that we would have to make some changes. They were going to have to take over some of the things that their mother used to take care of. Cooking, cleaning the house, doing the laundry and things like that. I told them I would cook on weekends and be responsible for my bedroom and my home office. I softened things somewhat when I told them there would be a hefty increase in their allowances to go along with their increased responsibilities.
I dropped them off at school and then I drove downtown and was waiting at the bank when the doors opened. I took care of what I needed to do there and then I went into work. Not being one to let grass grow under my feet I got on the phone as soon as I sat down at my desk and called several friends who had gone through divorces. I got recommendations on divorce attorneys and then I called one and made an appointment.
Next I called Jasmine and filled her in on what I knew. I figured that sooner or later Janet would call her sister and I wanted to stay in touch with Jasmine so she would call me and fill me in on whatever she was able to find out. Next I called Janet's parents and brought them up to date and then I called my parents and filled them in on what was happening. My father suggested I go down to the police station and file a missing person's report just to cover my ass.
"The longer she stays gone and no one hears from her the more people will wonder if there wasn't some sort of foul play. Put the cops on it up front."
I saw the wisdom of that and I made it my next order of business. I used my lunch hour to go to the station where I was told I couldn't file a report for another twenty-four hours and that even then there wouldn't be much effort put forth in looking for her.
"See it all the time. Wife gets bored with her lot in life and takes off. They usually come back. We will send out notices to hospitals and other law enforcement agencies to be on the lookout for her, but if there are no indications of foul play we have to assume that she just wanted to get away."
That was pretty much what I was thinking so it didn't really come as a surprise to me that Janet wouldn't be a high priority with them. But I had put them in the loop and that is all I was looking to do. I wasn't all that sure that I wanted to find her anyway. With what the kids told me added to the fact that Janet didn't have a car and so had to have help in moving her stuff convinced me that she had run off with another man. Why would I want her back?
+++++++++++++++++++
Janet had been gone two days when I met with the attorney. Most of what I got from him wasn't encouraging. We lived in what was called a 'no fault' state and everything we had would be split fifty/fifty. The divorce would be expensive because we would have to find her to have her served. There were private investigative agencies that did that kind of work, but they were expensive. His best advice was for me to do nothing until she came back or let some one know where she was. Or let Janet do the divorcing and if she didn't after a year I could divorce her for abandonment. After careful thought that is what I decided to do.
The twins and I had another sit down meeting after I had talked with the attorney. I laid it out for them. We were on our own. The thing that was most surprising to me was that the twins didn't seem to care one way or another. It was a couple of months before I found out why.
It seems like over the past year their mother had been distancing herself from them. The connection that they once shared with their mother disappeared and they thought that they knew why. Janet was already making her plans to bail out on us.
A month went by and then two and no one heard from Janet. And then what my father had feared happened. Janet's Uncle Steve began making noises that his niece would never have just up and walked away like that and he pushed the police to look deeper into her disappearance, Uncle Steve's best friend was the Mayor so his pushing had some weight behind it.
The police dug and dug and they found nothing. I mean that literally. They got a warrant and some kind of ground reading radar and went over my back yard. They found readings that they didn't like in two places and they actually dug up parts of the yard. They found bones! Apparently the people that owned the house before us had a dog and a cat that had died and they had buried them in the backyard.
They interviewed the twins, all of Janet's relatives and my mother and concluded that Janet had taken off on her own. Uncle Steve wouldn't accept it and one day, after having several drinks to build up his courage, he came after me. He told me he knew I'd done something to his niece and he would beat it out of me if he had to. I turned my back on him and started to walk away and he hit me from behind.
I fell and he moved to kick me, but I rolled out of the way and got to my feet. Uncle Steve didn't know it, but he had just fucked up big time. Months of being totally pissed at what Janet had done to me and the girls plus all the shit I'd been put through because of his pushing for an investigation had built up a huge amount of anger in me and Uncle Steve had pushed the button to release it.
I tore into him with a vengeance. I put him in the hospital with a broken nose, two eyes swollen shut, two cracked ribs and a dislocated shoulder. And there wasn't shit he or his good buddy the Mayor could do about it. I had fourteen witnesses, one of whom was a minister and two who were off duty policemen, who saw Uncle Steve attack me from behind.
To add insult to injury I pressed charges and unfortunately for Uncle Steve the District Attorney and the Mayor were old enemies and the DA had his eyes on the Governor's mansion and was in no mood to cut deals especially for a buddy of the Mayor. It went to trial Uncle Steve had a pretty good attorney who was able to convince the judge and jury that he was so despondent over his niece being missing that it affected his judgment. Of the four counts against him the jury only found him guilty of simple assault and the judge gave him the minimum penalty allowed. Uncle Steve spent sixty days in county jail, was put on a year's probation and given five hundred hours of community service.
Uncle Steve's actions did have consequences for me. Neighbors and others I knew were distancing themselves from me. If I walked down the street neighbors who used to wave at me and say hi would abruptly turn and go into the house or garage rather than acknowledge me. I mentioned it to a close friend and he told me what he thought it was.
"A long as the cops left you alone everybody believed that Janet just ran off, but when the cops started digging up your yard looking for a body their thinking changed. They started thinking that although the cops didn't have proof you did anything they must strongly suspect that you had something to do with Janet's disappearance or why would they go to the trouble of digging up your yard? Ergo, where there is smoke there must be fire."
+++++++++++++++++++++
Regardless of her uncle's actions Jasmine and I stayed on good terms and she became a surrogate mother to the twins. They went to her for advice they couldn't (or didn't want to) get from me. Jasmine took them shopping for clothes and spent some quality time with them. She even helped me organize and hold a Sweet Sixteen birthday party for them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Between my parents, Janet's parents and Jasmine the girls never seemed to miss their mother at all. I, on the other hand, did miss her or rather I missed a service she had provided. To put it bluntly I missed getting pussy and I didn't know what to do about it. I know it sounds crass to dismiss the woman I'd loved for nearly half of my life as nothing more than a sperm receptacle, but that is all that she was to me in my mind any more. I felt nothing for her. The way she had abandoned me and the girls had killed all my feelings for her.
I know that some people say that you can't just turn off love like turning off a light, but I did. All the love that had built up over seventeen years of marriage and the two years of going together before we tied the knot was gone. If Janet had shown up and knocked on the door (I'd long since changed the locks) and I opened it to find Janet standing there I would have spit in her face and then slammed the door shut on her. But I did need pussy and I needed to do something about it.
So I did what I'd done since the day that Janet left. If it pertained to me and the girls I sat down and talked things over with them and the way I saw it they were involved. I was still married to their mother even though she wasn't around and I wasn't going to do anything that would make my girls think ill of me. After dinner one night I said:
"I have a problem girls. Your mother is gone and is never coming back. Even if she did come back I would have nothing to do with her. My problem is that I need feminine companionship, but I am still married to your mother. I can't divorce her since I don't where she is to have her served. What I need to know is how you feel about it. How is my starting to date again going to sit with you?"
Janice laughed and said, "We aren't kids anymore dad. You don't need to sugar coat it. By dating you mean that you need to get laid. Am I right?"
Then Jessica giggled and said, "Now look at what you have done Jan. He's blushing. You've embarrassed him."
"So what? If he wants to sound us out on things we have to have everything out there in the open. It saves us a step."
I had to ask, "What do you mean that it saves a step?"
"You leave this meeting knowing that we are okay with you dating - and we are both okay with it by the way - and then given the way you involve us in the decision making process when you get to where you want to take the dating a step farther you will call another meeting and ask us how we would feel about it. Jess and I are eliminating that step. Go. Spread pollen. Just know that like we know you will always be here for us we are always going to be here for you."
I looked at the both of them and wondered about the differences between my generation at age sixteen and the current generation of the same age. No way when I was sixteen could I have had this conversation with either of my parents. I couldn't have had it at twenty-one. Then Jessica really shocked me when she said:
"I even know who you could date and she would be perfect for you."
Jan spoke up and said, "I told you to leave that alone Jess."
"You did, but I don't remember you being appointed boss. Besides, I'm older than you and I wouldn't pay any attention to what you said anyway."
"Only six minutes older."
"So? Older is still older be it one minute or twenty."
"Okay" I said, "Now you have my attention. Just who is this person that you want to bring up and that Jan doesn't want you too?"
"Aunt Jas" Jessica said.
"You can't be serious" I said.
"Why not? She is beautiful and I know that she has been lonely since Uncle Fred died and I know that she likes you."
"I like her too, but it just isn't possible."
"Why not?"
"Think of what it would do to her side of the family. Just imagine how your grandparents would take their son in law moving from one of their daughters to the other. Thanks to Uncle Steve's efforts they are a bit leery of me anyway."
"You are imagining things dad. We have talked with them and we have told them how mom was acting over the past year. They would probably be happy if you hooked up with Aunt Jas."
"Why would you think that?"
"Without mom here you could decide to move and that would take their granddaughters away from them. If you were with Aunt Jas you would be more likely to stay."
"Why would I move in the first place?"
"You work for a big corporation dad. What if they offered you a big promotion and raise to take a spot in some other city or state? You might just take it to get away from here and all the bad memories here."
And then Jan piped up with, "Aunt Jas probably needs to get laid as bad as you do. I don't think she has dated since Uncle Fred pasted away."
Somewhere along the way my sixteen year olds had become thirty without me noticing it. I just shook my head and got up from the table and started doing the dishes. As I was scrubbing the pots I thought about Jasmine. If she wasn't Janet's sister I could have very well been interested in her. That prompted the thought "What the hell does being Janet's sister have anything to do with it? Why should Janet have anything to do with anything in my life? She had voluntarily taken herself out of my life so why should I have her in mind as I moved forward with it?
Fuck the cunt!!
I finished the dishes and then went on a mission. I scoured the house for anything of Janet's that she might have left behind and things we bought just because Janet wanted them and it all went out into the trash except for some pieces of furniture that I would give to Goodwill or some similar organization. Then I sat down and gave some thought to my situation.
Where did a man of thirty-nine who was nineteen years removed from the dating scene go to meet members of the opposite sex? There were several single women where I worked and I had socialized with them some, but the few work place romances I'd seen hadn't really worked out and the aftermath, with both parties still working there, was messy to say the least.
I gave some idea to looking into a discrete escort service, but discounted that. I need more than just physical release out of a relationship. I was actually considering giving Internet dating a try when things were more or less taken out of my hands.
++++++++++++++++++
I got home from work and Jess told me to clean up as we had company coming for dinner and then she headed back for the kitchen before I could ask any questions. I went upstairs to take off my suit and tie and get into something relaxed. I was slipping on my penny loafers when I heard the doorbell ring. I came back downstairs and didn't see anyone in the living room so I headed for the kitchen.
Our dinner guest was Jasmine and Jan was pouring her a glass of white wine.
"Yours is on the counter" Jess said as she carried some dishes into the dining room. Jasmine came over and kissed me on the cheek and said:
"Nice to see you Frank."
"Always a pleasure to see you too Jas."
Jan ushered us into the dining room and we sat down to eat. Dinner conversation centered around the girl's day at school and what they were up to with their friends and Jasmine talked some about her day at work. I kept quiet and just listened. When dinner was over Jess said:
"Sis and I will do clean up. You old folks can retire to the living room and socialize."
Jan threw in, "You can talk about what you are going to do on your first date."
Old folks? First date? I looked over at Jasmine and saw that she was doing her best to try and keep a straight face.
"I don't know if I can make it to the living room" I said. "This old guy can't seem to find his walker."
"Just go" Jan said.



Once in the living room Jasmine said, "Feeling like you've been ambushed Frank?"
"Ambushed? Why would I feel that?"
"I don't know. Maybe because that is just what it is."
I looked at her questioningly and she said, "The girls told me about the sit down you had with them and their suggestion that you consider me. I told them that I thought it was a great idea, but all three of us knew you wouldn't take the step so we decided to make the first move and here we are."
"You think it is a good idea?"
"No Frank; I said that I thought it was a great idea."
"Have you given any thought to how your parents are going to look at it?"
"No I haven't because it doesn't matter. Did it matter to you when you went after Janet? You weren't what they wanted in a son in law and you knew it, but did it stop you from going after Janet? If you didn't care what they thought when it came to marrying my sister why would you care what they think when it comes to dating me. Besides; you have a club you can use to beat them into line if it becomes necessary."
"I do?"
"Of course you do. You have their only grandchildren."
"I would never use the girls like that."
"I know you wouldn't and the girls know you wouldn't, but my parents don't know it. So tell me Frank; what are we going to do on our first date?"
++++++++++++++++++
Dinner and a movie were first followed by dinner, drinks and dancing on the second. A day at the beach with the twins was third. The fourth was dinner and a movie again, but this time with a difference. Somewhere during the film I realized that we were holding hands. When it happened I didn't know, but once I became aware I didn't let go. On the previous dates I had gotten a goodnight kiss on the cheek, but that night I got my first goodnight kiss on the lips and I liked it.
Over the next three or four dates the kisses got longer and longer and more and more passionate. I knew where I wanted to take things, but I couldn't bring myself to take the step. Given the circumstances I knew it was dumb of me. I did know that if Janet suddenly reappeared I wouldn't have anything to do with her, but I was still in the "I'm a married man and I shouldn't do this" mode.
Since it was apparent that I wasn't going to make the move Jasmine decided that it was up to her. I arrived at her place one night to pick her up for our date and she answered the door in a bathrobe.
"I lost track of time and I'm not ready yet. Get a beer out of the fridge and have a seat on the couch. I won't be long."
I got the beer, sat down on the couch and I'd no sooner taken the first sip than she was back in the room. Without the bathrobe. She was naked except for a pair of high heels. She didn't say a word. She just walked over to me, knelt down in front of me and reached for my zipper. I reached to push her hand away, but she used her left to block my hand while her right pulled down my zipper.
"Don't fight it Frank; I don't want to have to hurt you."
She had trouble getting my hard cock (I did say she was naked right?) out to where she could get at it, but she managed it and all my resistance disappeared when her mouth closed on me. After that it was a very active evening as I made up for months of celibacy.
The first time was too fast to suit either of us so we went again. And again. And still yet again. When it was over and we were lying on the bed cuddled up to each other I asked the question:
"Why Jas? Why the initial ambush? Why did you want to date me in the first place? Why this tonight?"
"Why this tonight? Because we both needed it. At least I know I did. It is my first time since Fred died. Why you? Because of who you are. I've known you for years Frank and I know what a good man you are. I've seen how you treated Janet and the girls and many were the times I wished that Fred was more like you.
"I loved the man Frank, but he was a jerk. He cheated on me several times and each time I caught him he promised never again and I loved him so I always forgave him. You probably don't know this, but the accident itself didn't kill Fred. He died from loss of blood. When the fireman finally cut him out of the car they found his penis lying on the floor. The woman with him was giving him a blow job while he was driving and when they got hit by that delivery truck she bit his cock off and he bled out. The sad thing is that if he would have survived the accident I more than likely would have forgiven him again.
"I don't want another Fred in my life. I want a man like you and I felt that I needed to make a move before some other woman got to you. I have five months to convince you that the two of us can make a go of it and tonight was the first step in locking you in."
"Five months?"
"That is how much longer you have to wait before you can divorce Janet for desertion and abandonment."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next four months flew by and Jas did her absolute best to 'lock me in' as she put it and I had to admit that it was working. Her parents were a little cool to the idea of Jasmine and me becoming a couple, but George and Martha got over it pretty quickly when the kids let them know just how much they were looking forward to Jas becoming their stepmom.
With two months to go before I could file I finally convinced Jas to move in with me. The reasoning was simple and made perfect sense. Jas was either at our place or the twins and I were at her place all the time so why waste the money on maintaining to separate households and waste all the time running back and forth between the two. Jas moved in and rented out her place.
We moved her into the guest bedroom thinking it would be better not to be too intimate in front of the girls. We over looked the fact that the twins were sixteen going on thirty and one evening we came home from an evening out and found that Janice and Jessica had moved all of Jasmine's things into my bedroom. When we saw what they had done we pretty much shrugged and accepted it knowing that it was a fight we wouldn't win.
++++++++++++++++++++
One month before I would have been able to file disaster struck. The police had not been actively pursuing Janet's disappearance, but it was still on the back burner. They still had notices out to other law enforcement agencies, hospitals and other places where Janet might turn up. One of those places was the Department of Motor Vehicles which was the agency that handled driver's licenses.
The agency notified the police department that one Janet Mason had surrendered her license when applying for a new one in Detroit, Michigan. The police contacted the Detroit police and asked them to verify that the woman who had surrendered the license was the Janet Mason on their missing persons list. It turned out that it was indeed my missing wife.
I saw my attorney and got the bad news.
"Now that we know where she is we have to have her served and it becomes your standard divorce action."
"But why? She still deserted and abandoned the marriage."
"It is a matter of legal rights. She has the right to know that you are attempting to divorce her and the right to contest it if she so desires."
"So what happens now?"
"We file the paperwork with the court using abandonment as grounds and then we have her served and see what she does. She has thirty days to answer. If she doesn't get an attorney and contest it the divorce will go forward and the only changes will be the additional fees to have her served and another three months to wait until the divorce is final. If she does contest it I have no idea of how long it will take."
"Why would she contest it? She took off and no one has heard from her since. She obviously doesn't care about the marriage, me, her children or the rest of her family."
"All I can tell you is that she has legal rights and has to be given the opportunity to exercise them if she so desires."
I left his office cursing the legal system. Why the hell did I have to jump through hoop after hoop to get rid of someone who obviously didn't want to be here in the first place?
When I got home I gave Jas and the girls the bad news and Jan said, "So what? It is only another three or four months and you've managed to go a year without resolution. What's another ninety days?"
Then Jas said, "There has been another interesting development. When you called mom and dad and gave them the information you got from the police dad promptly called the airline and got a ticket. He left for Detroit at two this afternoon."
"Shit!! I didn't need to hear that."
"Why not?"
"What if he talks her into coming back with him? The bitch is gone and she needs to stay gone. I can't see any thing but problems if she comes back."
"I doubt that she will come back" Jas said. "She has no interest in anything here. She never even made an attempt to let her parents know she was okay. I think all that will come out of this is that dad will come back and tell us why Janet did what she did. Assuming of course that she tells him."
"It may come as a surprise to some, but I don't care why she did it. The only thing that counts is that she did do it."
"I'm not with you on this one pops" Jessica said. "I would very much like to know why my mother valued me so little that she could just walk away from me without a word."
"I'm with Jess on this dad. I'd really like to know the answer to that."
I just shrugged and prayed that their grandfather would come back alone.
++++++++++++++++++++++
He was back two days later and whatever gods had been listening when I prayed he would come back alone decided to cut me a break. George did come back alone. Alone and bitter.
Janet would not talk to him.
When she answered his knock on her door and saw who it was she closed the door in his face and wouldn't open it again. He pounded on the door and demanded she open it and talk to him, but she never did. After five minutes of knocking and yelling he heard the garage door opening and a couple of seconds later Janet backed out of the garage and drove away like a bat out of hell. It took several seconds for George to realize that he could go into the house through the garage and wait for her to come home, but he wasn't quick enough and the door closed.
He got in his car and pulled it into the driveway and parked it in front of the garage door to block it and then he settled in to wait her out. An hour later a Dodge Ram pulled up in front of the house and a guy covered in tattoos got out of it and walked to George and told him to get out of the driveway so he could get into his garage.
George told the guy that he was Janet's father and he wasn't going anywhere until he had talked to Janet. The guy said he knew who George was because Janet had called him. He told George that Janet didn't want to talk with him and that she wasn't going to come back home until George was gone. The guy told George he had two minutes to get out of the driveway or he would be calling the police and charge George with trespassing.
While the guy was talking to George another tattooed guy showed up in a Ford F-250 and came up to George's car and said Janet had called him and then he asked the first guy if he needed any help in getting rid of George. He said that Janet had told him she wasn't coming home until George was gone and then he said:
"We got to get rid of him. I've been horny as hell all day and tonight it is my turn."
When George heard that he gave up and left.
"Both guys were ten to fifteen years younger than Janet" he told us, "And it was obvious from what the second guy said that Janet was having sex with both of them. As far as I am concerned my daughter is dead to me and I don't care if I ever see or hear from her again."
Janet was served and she didn't respond so four months later I was single again.
For almost a week. It took that long to get the license and blood tests out of the way. Jasmine and I were married in a civil ceremony with only Jan and Jess as witnesses.
++++++++++++++++++++++
A lot of things happened over the next fifteen years. Jas presented me with a ten pound three ounce future linebacker we named Jeffery and two years later Jason joined us.
The girls went off to college, met the boys they would eventually become my sons in law. Jess was the first one to make me a grandfather although she only beat out Jan by three weeks.
George came down with cancer, but he lived long enough to see Jean, his first great granddaughter, but he was gone before Jan had John.
Martha passed away four months after George. She went quietly in her sleep. She just hadn't wanted to go on without George.
Jess gave me one more grandson when she had Jeremy (yes, the family did have a thing for J names) and then both girls apparently decided they had enough kids. They didn't tell me that, but at a barbecue at Jan's place one Saturday I overheard Ben (Jan's hubby) telling Ralph (Jessica's) about the discomfort he felt after his vasectomy.
"But it goes away in a couple of days so don't sweat it."
There was one more chapter in the story. It was a Wednesday and almost thirty years to the day since Janet had left when Jessica's doorbell rang. She answered it to find her mother standing there. Before Janet could say a word Jess shut the door in her face and locked it. Janet rang the bell and knocked on the door for five minutes before giving up.
Jess watched from her living room window as Janet walked down the street carrying two suitcases. She was never heard from again.
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I sat there and stared at her incredulously. It took a few seconds for what she had said to register and in those few seconds my mind went back in time.
I'd met Tanya Louise Marshall on the first day of school when I started the eighth grade. She had just moved to town and didn't know anyone in the class. From the first time I'd laid eyes on her I was lost. I introduced myself and she gave me a big smile and said that she was glad to meet me.
My eyes followed her everywhere she went and when school let out for the day I asked her if I could walk her home and she said that it was sweet of me to ask, but she was going with some of the girls she'd met that day.
That was just the first of a thousand rejections that I received over the next ten years. They were always nice and gentle refusals, but refusals none the less. When we graduated from college she took a job somewhere on the west coast and I went to work in the family business and did my best to forget Tanya.
++++++++++++++++++++
Even though my mind was always on Tanya I didn't let my feelings for her get in the way of my dating others. I did have an active social life even if I wasn't having it with the girl I wanted to have it with. Pauline French relieved me of my virginity and Harlina Collins, Beverly Abbeg and Nancy Wilde saw to the furtherance of my sexual education.
A year out of college I met and married Nancy Neubert. The marriage only lasted two years. It ended when I caught her in bed with her high school sweetheart. It was a cliché. I came home early one day and caught Nancy and her lover in bed.
I was very civil about it and simply told him to get dressed and get out of my house and he dressed and left without a word. I told Nancy to pack a bag and go stay with her parents while I talked to an attorney to see where things would go from there.
She begged me to let her stay and told me that it wasn't what I thought it was. I laughed at that and she said:
"Its true baby; it wasn't what you think. I love you and you know I do. All that happened here today was closure. Closure for both Alan and me" and then she told me the story.
She and Alan had been a couple from the seventh grade on. By the tenth they were already talking about marriage after high school graduation. Alan felt that since they were going to get married anyway it wouldn't matter if they started having sex. Nancy told him no. She told him that she intended to go to her marriage bed a virgin. He kept pushing and pushing and she finally broke down enough to start giving him hand jobs. By mid eleventh grade she had progressed to giving Alan blow jobs.
Alan still kept pressing and she promised him that she would give him more sex than he could handle once they tied the knot, but not before. He told her he was going to hold her to that promise.
During the summer vacation between eleventh and twelfth grades Alan's father took a promotion that required that they move eleven hundred miles away. Alan promised that he would come back for her as soon as he had his high school diploma and then he reminded her of her promise.
Nancy and Alan had stayed in touch all through the next year and then suddenly she stopped hearing from him and all her letters to him went unanswered. After a while she figured that he had found someone new and she got on with her life.
We met and married and then one day Alan showed up where she worked and they had a tearful reunion. Over lunch Alan brought Nancy up to date on what had happened to him. He and his mom and dad had been involved in a five car pile up on I-5 and his parents had been killed. He had survived, but was in a comma for nine months. When he had come out of it he had no long term memory. After a year in rehab and therapy his memory had come back and as soon as he was able he had come back for her. He was bitter at finding out she was married.
They had lunch together a couple of times a week and according to Nancy she only did it because she felt so bad over thinking that he had found someone else and that's why he stopped communicating with her. Over one of those lunches he reminded her of her promise to him. She told him she couldn't because she was now married to me. He told her that she owed him for all the times she sent him home with blue balls and she kept saying that she couldn't,
Alan kept working on her and she decided that she would do it one time with him more to settle what she thought of as a debt than because of love. It would give closure to their interrupted relationship.
"I felt I owed him baby. After all he had been through he came for me only to find that I hadn't waited for him. It was only going to be the one time and you were never supposed to know about it. Honest to God baby it was only going to be the one time. I love you Frank and you know I do. Please try to understand and please, for God's sake, forgive me."
I told her she still needed to pack a bag and leave because I had a lot of thinking to do and I didn't need her around distracting me.
++++++++++++++++++++
She went to stay with her folks and I spent a week thinking about the situation and in the end I decided to take a chance on Nancy. She came back home and then proceeded to do her absolute best to spoil me rotten and fuck me to death.
After a couple of months it occurred to me that she was trying too hard and I started thinking that it was her way to keep me from thinking about what she might be doing so I decided to do some checking. I could account for all of her time in the evenings and on the weekends, but then I remembered that she said that she had met her old boyfriend for lunches.
I took a couple of days off work and was parked down the block from where Nancy worked about a half hour before her lunch hour. Nothing happened on Monday, but Tuesday she came out of the building at twelve noon and I followed her to the Starlight Motel. She pulled up and parked in front of room 103 and sat there. Two minutes later a car with California plates pulled up next to her. Alan got out of the car, walked over to Nancy's car, leaned in her window to kiss her and then went to the office. He came back with a key and the two of them went into room 103.
I sat and watched the door to 103 until Nancy came out and then I followed her back to work. Once she went inside I went back to the Starlight and a fifty dollar bill got me the information that Alan Pendergast had a standing reservation for room 103 on Tuesdays and Fridays. I'd never heard of a specific motel room being reserved so I asked if there was anything special about the room that would make it desirable and I found out that it was the only room with a hot tub. All of the odd numbered rooms on the first floor were supposed to have hot tubs, but the builder ran into financial problems before the other hot tubs could be installed.
As I drove home a plan took shape in my mind. Surprisingly enough I felt no animosity toward Pendergast. All he had done was come back for the woman he loved. True, she was with another when he got there, but he loved her, wanted her and so he didn't give a rat's ass about me. I didn't doubt for a minute that part of the time he spent with her was spent trying to get her to leave me for him. The only question in my mind was why she didn't do it? It was obvious to me that she wanted to be with him. Why else would she be meeting him?
That evening Nancy was her usual amorous self and I went along with the program as I did again Wednesday and Thursday. Friday when she pulled up and parked in front of room 103 I was in place and ready to put my plan into action. As soon as the two of them were in the room I backed the U-Haul truck I had rented up next to Nancy's car and started unloading boxes. I'd rented the truck Thursday and had purchased seventy-five moving boxes. I left for work at my normal time on Friday, but had only driven around the block and then waited for Nancy to leave for work. I went home and packed everything of Nancy's into the boxes. I packed up everything that we had bought because she wanted it and then I drove over to the Starlight and waited.
I unloaded the boxes as quietly as I could and then I stacked the boxes in front of the door of the motel room. It built a wall three boxes deep and the only way to get out of the room would be to tear down the wall from inside the room and that wouldn't be an easy task since the wall went higher the door to the room. They would have to wrestle a box out of the first row only to find another row behind it. The last thing I did was lean the bed frame, box spring and mattress that Nancy had cheated on against the box wall.
The last part of the plan would take place when the two of them had finally worked their way out of the room. They would find a process server waiting to hand Nancy an envelope and to tell her that she had been served.
I drove home and prepared myself for the meeting that I knew was coming. Such preparation being three fingers of Jack over ice. I didn't bother changing the locks on the house. Nancy's name was on the title with mine and her paychecks helped pay the bills. I doubted that we could co-exist until the divorce was final so it was likely that one of us would have to move out, but it wouldn't necessarily be Nancy.
The phone rang at 3:10 and in answer to my "Hello" I got a "Can I come home?"
"It isn't a home anymore Nance, but yes, you can come to the house."
She walked in at 3:25 and the first thing out of her mouth was a cliché. "It isn't what you think baby. I can explain if you'll let me."
"Go ahead. It has been a difficult day for me and I could use a laugh."
"I love you baby; honest to God I do, but I also have strong feelings for Alan. He was so much a part of my life that yadda, yadda, yadda..."
I listened and let her run down and then I said, "What you are telling me is that you want us both since you can't seem to choose between us."
I think I saw just a glimmer of hope on her face before I continued, "Since you can't seem to choose I guess it is up to me to make the choice and I choose not to be married to a cheating whore."
I looked at my watch and then said, "If you hurry you might be able to get to Alan's place in time to fix him dinner."
"But baby I ..."
"Just go Nancy. You are damaged goods and I want no part of you."
It was a pretty messy divorce since it turned out that Nancy was pregnant and I wasn't going to accept paternity until I could be sure that the baby was mine. It wasn't and because of that and a prenuptial agreement she had signed Nancy didn't come out of it all that well. The only surprise was that she didn't move in with Alan. He left town two months after I had her served and he didn't take her with him.
++++++++++++++++++++
Three months after the divorce became final I was sitting at the bar in the Landing Strip Lounge which was my watering hole of choice. It was open mike night and a parade of would be standup comics was entertaining the crowd.
A girl I recognized as a clerk at the gas station/convenience store I occasionally stopped at was doing her routine and since I knew her well enough to say hi to I listened to her routine.
"A man said to his wife one day "I don't know how you can be so beautiful and so stupid at the same time."
"The wife said "Allow me to explain. God made me beautiful so you would be attracted to me. God made me stupid so I would be attracted to you."
That got a loud laugh and some foot stomping applause from most of the women in the audience and she continued on. The next one must have been for Bobby Denton because everyone knew about his penchant for blond jokes.
"A mathematician, a philosopher and a blond go to Hell and receive a challenge from the Devil. If they can stump him they can go to Heaven instead of being roasted by the fires in Hell. The philosopher goes first and asks the Devil a very hard question. The Devil smiled and said, "That the best you got?" and then rattled off the answer. The mathematician went next and the Devil instantly gave the answer. When it was the blonds' turn she took a chair and bored three holes in the seat. She sat down on the chair and she farted. Then she looked at the Devil and said:
"Now tell me which hole the fart came out of."
"That's easy. It came out all three of them."
The blond laughed at him and said, "No stupid. It came out of my butthole."
That one got a decent laugh and then she said, "One more then I've got to get home and get the kids to bed.
"In a dark and hazy room, peering into the crystal ball, the Mystic delivered the grave news to Laura.
"There is no easy way to tell you this so I'll just have to be blunt. Prepare yourself to be a widow. Your husband will die a horrible and violent death this year."
Visibly shaken, Laura stared at the women's lined face, then at the single flickering candle, then down at her hands. She took a few deep breaths to compose herself and to stop her mind racing. She simply had to know. She met the Mystic's gaze, steadied herself and then asked in a quivering voice, "Will I be acquitted?"
That one nearly brought the house down and she blew kisses to the audience as Bobby Denton walked out to take the mike from her hand.
I had only meant to stop for one beer before heading for home, but I was enjoying myself so I decided to have another beer. That decision was to lead to a startling consequence. Bobby asked if there was anyone in the audience who would like to come up and take a shot at making the crowd laugh and a hand went up from a woman at table with four other women. Her back was to me, but just as my second cold PBR was set down on the bar in front of me the woman turned and my heart damned near stopped.
The woman was Tanya.
Time had not lessened the effect that she'd had on me since the day I first met her. She took the mike from Bobby and thanked him for giving her the chance to embarrass herself in public and then said:
"A nice, calm and respectable lady went into the pharmacy, walked up to the pharmacist, looked him straight in the eye and said:
"I'd like to by some cyanide."
The pharmacist asked, "Why in the world do you need cyanide?"
The lady replied, "I want to poison my husband."
The pharmacist's eyes got big and he exclaimed. "Lord have mercy! I can't give you cyanine to kill your husband. That's against the law. I'll lose my license! They'll throw both of us in jail! All kinds of bad things will happen. Absolutely not!! You CAN NOT have any cyanide!"
The lady reached into her purse and pulled out a picture of her husband in bed with the pharmacist's wife. The pharmacist looked at the picture and said:
"You didn't tell me you had a prescription."
That got her a big laugh and she followed up with, "The teacher gave her fifth grade class an assignment. Get their parents to tell them a story with a moral at the end of it.
The next day the kids came back and one by one they began to tell their stories. They were all the regular types of stuff; spilled milk and pennies saved and things like that. She came to Janie who was the last one to tell her story.
"Do you have a story to share Janie?"
"Yes ma'am. My daddy told me a story about my mommy. She was a Marine pilot in Desert Storm and her plane got hit. She had to bail out over enemy territory and all she had was a flask of whiskey, a pistol and a knife. She drank the whiskey on the way down so the bottle wouldn't break when she landed and then her parachute landed her right in the middle of twenty Iraqi troops.
"She shot fifteen of them with the pistol until she ran out of bullets, killed four more with the knife before the blade broke and then she killed the last Iraqi with her bare hands."
"Good Heavens" said the horrified teacher. What did your daddy tell you was the moral of this horrible story?"
"Stay away from mommy when she's been drinking."
The house went crazy and Tanya left the stage to a standing ovation. As I watched her walk back to her table I wondered if I should attempt to say hello, but I couldn't figure out how to do it. I didn't want to suffer the embarrassment of being dismissed in front of four women I didn't know. I decided to take a chance.
I called the waitress over and ordered a round for the five women at the table. When she delivered the drinks she told the women who had sent them over all five women looked over at me and two of them waved thanks and then they went back to talking. I really didn't expect anything, but I had hoped that Tanya would have shown some sign of recognition. It didn't happen so I finished my beer and got up to leave.
I was almost at the door when I heard, "Frank? Wait up Frank." I turned to see Tanya coming toward me. I stopped and when she got to me she handed me a piece of paper and said:
"Call me."
She turned and went back to her group. I looked at what she handed me and saw that it was a piece of a bar napkin with a phone number on it. I looked back at the table and saw four women looking at me with what I could only believe was astonishment on their faces. Tanya sat back down with them and it looked like the other four were all trying to talk at once. I turned and went home.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up in the morning the first thing I saw when I got out of bed was that piece of bar napkin sitting on the dresser with all the rest of the stuff I'd taken out of my pockets before I'd gone to bed.
There wasn't any doubt but that I was going to call Tanya, but when should I do it? I doubted that the number was her work number; the question I had was what number was it? A home land line or a cell? Should I wait until the evening and possibly end up playing telephone tag if it was a home phone and she wasn't there? Or should I call right away and possibly catch her before she went to work? If it was her cell and she was up and already on her way to work would she answer it? Or was she one who wouldn't talk on her cell while driving and let the call go to voice mail? What if she didn't drive to work and took the bus? Would she answer it or prefer not to because she didn't want to talk with a bunch of strangers around?
As I stood there looking at that piece of paper while busily over-thinking things something my dad used to say when facing difficult decisions came to me. "No guts, no glory." I walked over to the bedside phone and dialed the number.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
She hadn't lost whatever it was that drew me to her. My heart beat faster as she walked toward me. I stood up and offered her my hand when she reached the booth.
"So good to see you Frank. I'm delighted that you asked me to lunch."
"The pleasure is all mine Tanya."
She gave me a big smile when I said that and then she slid into the booth across from me.
"So what have you been up to since I last saw you" she asked.
"Working and trying to live the good life. You?"
"Working and trying to climb the corporate ladder."
"I seem to remember that you moved to the west coast when you graduated."
"I did and after a couple of years and a promotion or two I took a promotion that brought me back here."
"Been back long?"
"About three weeks. You married Frank?"
"Was. Not anymore. You?"
"Never took the step. Too locked into my career to find time for it and to be honest most of the men I met and dated tuned out not to be worth a second look. Certainly not worth giving up my career for."
We got into talking about careers for a bit over lunch and when the plates were cleared away she said:
"Since you invited me to lunch I'll invite you to dinner. You free tomorrow night?"
I did have plans, but they went instantly out the window and I said I had nothing going on. She gave me her address and I told her I would pick her up at six. She gave me a thousand watt smile and told me she would see me then and we both went back to work.



++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday I was at Tanya's at ten to six and I sat in my car until two minutes to six and then I went up and rang her doorbell. The vision that opened the door took my breath away.
Over all the years in school that I yearned for Tanya I'd never seen her look the way she looked when she opened her door. Four inch 'come fuck me' pumps, mini-skirt and a blouse that showed enough cleavage to get lost in and that thousand watt smile.
She was dressed to build hard ons and I knew that it wasn't accidental. I wanted to drop to my knees and beg her to be mine and I could tell that she knew it. I had to ask myself why?
Nine years of smiling sweetly at me as she turned me down time after time and now she was deliberately trying to entice me? Why? "Shut the fuck up!" a part of my brain was screaming at the part doing the wondering. "Take it and run. Thank whatever gods that be that you are even here."
I offered her my arm and said, "Your chariot awaits my queen" and she laughed, took my arm and I escorted her to the car. I asked where to and she gave me the name of a trendy restaurant and told me there was no rush as our reservation wasn't until seven.
We made small talk on the ride to the restaurant. The usual stuff like "Have you seen so and so since you've been back" and "Have you kept in touch with any of our classmates" and she asked if I'd gone to the five year reunion. I told her that I didn't go and she told me that she had wanted to go, but was in Italy at the time.
When we got to the restaurant I checked us in with the hostess and told the girl that we would be in the bar when they were ready for us. We found an empty table, sat and ordered drinks and when they came and after we had taken our first sip Tanya said:
"You are dying of curiosity aren't you?"
I looked into her smiling face and said, "I can barely contain myself from shouting out "Why, why, why?" Nine years of being pretty much dismissed by you and now you are, for lack of a better way of putting it, coming on to me? Of course I'm curious."
"It is really very simple Frank; I want you to marry me."
"You have got to be kidding me."
"This isn't a joke Frank; I want you to marry me."
To say that I was stunned would be a massive understatement. The girl I had pined for since the day I'd met her in the eight grade was asking me to marry her. I'd asked her for dates a thousand times between the day I'd met her until the day we graduated from college and she had never, not once, said yes. We had never even dated and here she was sitting across from me and asking me to marry her.
Un-fucking-real!!
I sat there with my drink halfway to my lips and stared at her speechless! Absolutely fucking speechless. She was smiling at me and she said:
"Say something Frank. Don't just sit there; say something."
I finally managed to get myself together and said, "Simple? You call that simple?"
"I'll admit that there might be some details to work out, but it has been done many, many millions of times so the formula is pretty much down pat. License, blood tests and then the ceremony."
"But we don't even know each other. God knows that for over nine years I tried to get to know you, but the bottom line here is that we just flat don't know anything about each other."
"What's to know Frank? You're a boy and I'm a girl and we are of legal age. And don't even try to tell me that you aren't attracted to me. Don't forget I saw your face when I opened the door to you tonight."
"I'll admit to that, but looks alone aren't enough as I very well know from my marriage to Nancy."
Before I could go any farther the hostess came up to us and told us that our table was ready. As I walked slightly behind Tanya and the hostess I was looking at Tanya's ass move and thinking that if looks alone were enough I'd get us on a plane to Vegas that very night and have the deed done in a matter of days, but as I'd told Tanya in the bar I already knew that looks alone would not make a marriage. If I'd learned nothing else from Nancy I'd learned that.
As soon as we were seated and had ordered I took the bull by the horns and asked:
"Okay Tanya, just what is the story here? What is going on?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"Of course you do. I chase after you for nine years with absolutely no luck and then go four years without seeing you and suddenly after a forty minute lunch as our only date, if it could even be called that, you ask me to marry you. I might have been born at night, but it wasn't last night so what gives?"
Her face lost it's smile and she said, "I just found out I'm pregnant and for reasons I don't want to go into right now I need to get married as soon as possible. I need to have a husband before I show and ideally it should happen so the date of the marriage and the arrival of the baby seem normal to people."
"What's wrong with marrying the father of the child?"
"I have no idea of who he is and even if I did I wouldn't marry the low life son of a bitch."
"That brings up more questions that it gives answers and the one at the top of the list is why me?"
"You bought me a drink that night at the Landing Strip."
"How does that enter into it?"
"I've only been back here a little over two weeks and I haven't met any guys I would consider. There were a couple who might have worked if I would have had the time to get into a relationship and get to know them well enough to ask them, but I don't have the time. I need it to happen now. The night you sent me the drink I recognized you when the waitress pointed you out. My immediate thought was that the guy who had spent so much time chasing after me might jump at the chance to be with me."
"I might have jumped at the chance no questions asked if I hadn't already been married to a cheating spouse."
"What does that have to do with this?"
"Why after being married to a cheater would I want to marry a promiscuous woman?"
"What?!! Where did that come from?"
"From you. You've already said you are pregnant and don't have any idea of who the father of the child is. To me that indicates a level of promiscuousness that would make me doubt the long term fidelity of a relationship."
"That's a pretty rotten thing to say about a girl you don't know a whole lot about."
"Which brings us right back to what I said just after you asked me to marry you. We don't know each other and don't know anything about each other. What I do know about me though is that I'm not about to jump into the fire you might be after jumping out of the frying pan that was Nancy. And then of course there are those reasons that you don't want to go into."
"Am I right in making the assumption that you are not against a marriage, but you won't go into it blind, deaf and dumb?"
"No you are not. I wouldn't even consider thinking about it until I knew everything about it that there was to know."
She gave me a long look and then she shrugged and said, "I had hoped that after dinner we could have gone for drinks and dancing, but I guess the mood for that is shot. I don't want to discuss my situation out in public so if you will take me home I'll put on a pot of coffee and tell you the whole sad story."
++++++++++++++++++++
We made the trip to her place in silence and when we were inside her place she told me to have a seat on the couch and she went into the kitchen to make the coffee.
I looked around the room and wondered why I was even there. I should have walked her to her door, kissed her on the cheek and then gone on home. But curiosity and the fact that I had crushed on her for so long drew me. I was remembering all the times she had turned me down when I heard her say something.
"What?"
"I asked if you used cream and sugar."
"Just cream."
She went back into the kitchen and returned carrying a tray that had a carafe of coffee, two cups and a small pitcher of cream. She set the tray down on the coffee table in front of the couch and poured us both a cup.
"I'll let you do your own cream" she said as she sat down in the easy chair across from me. I fixed my cup, took a sip and then looked at her and waited.
"It isn't a pretty story" she said, "and I don't come off looking too bright, but the plain facts are I was gangbanged at a promotion party. I don't know if I was drugged or I was just too drunk to know what I was doing. I don't know if it was rape or not. I do know that when it was over I was between a rock and a hard place. Two of the men involved were related to my boss who was the owner of the company. One was his oldest son and the other was his nephew.
"If I would have hollered rape and then gone to the hospital for a drug screen my career would have been over. I had busted my ass to climb the ladder and I had earned my promotion to district manager twice over. I made the decision to put the night behind me and chalk it up as one of life's hard lessons.
"It wasn't easy because four of the seven worked with me and they figured that since I done it once they could get me to do it again and they kept after me. I kept shutting them down, but it didn't stop them from keeping after me. I couldn't complain to management and claim sexual harassment because the gangbang would end up being brought into it.
"Fortunately, for me anyway, the district manager in the office here had to leave the company for personal reasons and I was asked if I would be interested in relocating and taking the position. It was a no brainer for me. I made the move and the day after I got here I found out I was pregnant."
"I don't see the problem. Being an unmarried single mom is almost common in this day and age."
"That brings me to the other thing I didn't want to get into. My family is about as straight laced as you can get. Unmarried and pregnant would get me disowned in a heartbeat and I know this for a fact. It happened to my sister and outside of me no one in my family has spoken to her in over six years."
"From a purely personal standpoint they don't sound like people that I would want to have anything to do with anyway. I could maybe see a father being an asshole, but a mother who would turn her back on the child she carried for nine months? And then raised? She must be a real piece of work."
"I don't want to go there. Suffice to say I need to stay on the good side of my parents."
"Why? You are a grown up now. An adult who can make your own choices and live your life the way you want."
"This isn't going to put me in a good light, but I am a bit greedy. My parents are extremely wealthy and I stand to inherit quite a bit when they pass."
"So you are willing to marry someone you don't know all that well just to get a couple of hundred thousands?"
"No Frank; I'm willing to do it for six to ten million."
"You have to be shitting me!"
"Not at all Frank; not even a little bit."
"You do have other options. You don't have to have the kid. Have the procedure and your family will never know."
"I can't do that Frank. I may be a bit greedy and sometimes not to bright, but I can't get rid of something that is now a part of me."
She looked at me quietly for several seconds and then asked, "Could you do it Frank? Get rid of a life you helped create?"
"It would never get to be my choice Tanya. If it were mine I would argue against it, but the ultimate decision gets to be made by the woman. It is her body so it gets to be her choice."
"There you go. I choose to have the child."
"Even though you might not be able to get a husband and end up losing your inheritance?"
"I said I was a bit greedy Frank, but I'm not fanatical about it. Sometimes hard choices have to be made and you have to live with the consequences. So how about it Frank? Want to help a girl out?"
"What would be the mechanics of it?
"What do you mean?"
"A year? Two? How about the form of the divorce? What kind of prenuptial agreement to keep me from being raped in the divorce? Things like living arrangements? How to behave in social situations? What kind of front do we put up?"
"Why are you talking divorce when we aren't even married yet?"
"Don't pretend to be dense Tanya. It is a marriage of convenience. A marriage in name only. There is no love or affection involved here. It isn't even a business deal. There is nothing in it for me other than doing a favor for an acquaintance."
"Nothing in it for you?" she said as she stood up and stripped. She stood there naked in nothing but thigh high stockings and high heels. "You call this nothing? You chased after this for years Frank and I saw the look in your eyes when I opened the door to you when you got here. You going to turn it down now that you have a chance? And what's this crap about living arrangements? If we get married it will be a real marriage.
"If it will ease your mind to have a pre-nup write one up and I will sign it, but I'll tell you right now I'm as much against divorce as I am against abortion. Any divorce that happens will be because you went for it not me. There will not be separate rooms or separate beds."
As she talked I stared at the near naked woman and the sight had the predictable results. She noticed and said:
"I see part of you doesn't find the idea all that repulsive."
She walked over to me, bent and rubbed the lump in my trousers and said: "Come on Frank; follow me into the bedroom and let me show you what's in it for you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was an exhausting night and we ended up falling asleep snuggled up to each other. I woke up in the morning to the sound of the shower. I debated joining her, but decided not to.
I dressed and went to her kitchen and found that she had the same make of coffee pot that I did. I rummaged around until I found the coffee and filters and then I got a pot started. I saw she had bacon and eggs in her refrigerator so I pulled them out, found the frying pans and started to build a breakfast. I fried the bacon and then as I scrambled the eggs I thought back on the night.
I know that earlier I'd told myself that if looks alone were enough I'd have us on the next flight to Vegas and a quick wedding with an Elvis impersonator presiding, but I had known that looks weren't enough. But looks and the sex we'd had last night could do it. Tanya had been damned near insatiable and she had done things with me that no other female had ever done.
She had let me cum in her mouth and no other girl had ever done that for me. Not even Nancy. Nancy gave a mean blow job, but she would never go all the way. Tanya did and she swallowed. Another thing I'd never done was anal. I'd always wanted to try it, but never had a girl who would allow it. Nancy had flat out told me that she would leave me if I even tried it. If I'd known how we were going to end up I would have just taken it and watched her go. I didn't even have to ask Tanya. She asked me!
We started out missionary, switched to doggie and then went sixty-nine to get me ready to go again. I was on the bottom so when Tanya got me hard she just scooted forward and took me in reverse cowgirl. After a bit she turned and settled into cowgirl and when I got to where I had to get off I rolled her onto her back and finished.
We rested a while and then she said, "I'll get you back to standing tall and then I want you to take me in my pooper. Will you do that for me?" I asked her if she was sure and she said, "I want you to know how far I'm willing to go to make things worthwhile for you." She was tight, but she had KY and she talked me through it. I have to admit that I liked it. I liked it a lot.
As I added a handful of cheese to the scrambled eggs I was giving some serious thought to what Tanya had asked me to do. She came into the room I told her that the coffee was ready and breakfast was almost done.
"Nothing fancy; just bacon and scrambled eggs with some cheese."
"You're hired. When can you start?"
I knew she was kidding and meant that I was hired as breakfast chef, but I decided to take it a step farther.
"Depends on how fast we can get the legal stuff out of the way."
"Legal stuff?"
"Yeah. Stuff like the prenuptial agreement, the license and blood tests and lining up someone to perform the ceremony."
"You'll do it? You aren't joking are you? You will really do it?"
"If you are willing to meet certain conditions."
"Conditions? What are they?"
"First and foremost is a pre-nup that will protect me when the marriage ends. Next is a written agreement that will penalize you monetarily if you cheat on me while we are married."
"I don't understand. Isn't that what the pre-nup is for?"
"No. All the pre-nup is going to say is that if the marriage ends, no matter what the reason, both parties walk away with what they brought into the marriage and what they acquired jointly will be split evenly. The penalty agreement will see to it that I get a bonus for putting my life on hold for you only to have you go out and cheat on me."
"I still don't understand. Why are you already thinking of me cheating on you and we haven't even gotten married yet."
"Why would I expect you to stay faithful? We wouldn't be getting married for love. It is only a marriage of convenience. A way for you to stay tight with your family. You know nothing about me and after living with me for eight or nine months you may decide that you don't even like me. After the baby is born you might start looking for a replacement; someone more to your liking.
"I'll say right now and up front that I can see it happening and I'll also say up front that I have no problem with it as long as you are honest with me about it. What I will have a problem with is you doing your looking behind my back. If you do that you are bound to be found out. Even if it isn't by me it will likely be someone who knows me or who knows of me. The word will get out and I will have people looking at me and thinking all kinds of things about me from I beat you or cheat on you and you are getting even with me to I'm no good in bed and you are getting your satisfaction elsewhere.
"When I found out these things, and eventually I would, I would have to suffer the embarrassment and humiliation of dealing with the people who knew. The penalty agreement wouldn't make it go away, but it would definitely help assuage the bad feelings."
"So how much would this penalty be?"
"See my worry here? We aren't even together yet and you want to know what it is going to cost you."
"Don't be stupid Frank. I need to know so I can tell the attorney what to put in the agreement."
"I'll leave the amount up to you. You put in what you feel it should cost you if you cheat on me."
"So, pre-nup and penalty agreement. Any other conditions?"
"Two more. In public you will treat me as any loving wife would treat her husband."
"No problem there since I would do that anyway. What's the last one?"
"That I get at least two nights a week like the one I had last night."
"Only two? Was I that bad?"
"You were astounding."
"Then why only two?"
"Back to the beginning. We both know that this is a marriage of convenience. I'm giving up my freedom and to play it right I won't be able to go out and date and see to my sexual needs so I need to make sure that I lock them in ahead of time. Once again I need to point out that you might not even end up liking me enough to want to have sex with me. This last condition is to insure that whether you want to or not you will. The 'at lease two' is a minimum. It should go without saying that I will take as much as I can get."
"There isn't any way I could give you a legal document that will cover that. Besides, an agreement like that couldn't be enforced."
"Doesn't need to be in writing and enforcement is simple. You agree to the condition and I hold you to it. You don't honor the agreement and I simply go public about the marriage and the reasons for it and the people that you wanted to hide things from would know what you didn't want them to know."



When I finished I could tell from the look on her face that things weren't going as she had expected (or hoped) so I asked:
"Do we have a deal?"
"She looked at me for a bit without saying anything and then she said:
"I don't have much choice. I need to get things done and done quickly. I don't have the time to date and find someone suitable that I could then ask."
She gave me another few seconds of silence and then asked, "Why? Why are you even willing to do it?"
"The simple truth is that I don't have anything better to do. That and the benefit of a sex life that will be regular and that won't cost me an arm and a leg."
"You don't have anything better to do?"
"After Nancy burned me I haven't had any interest in entering into another long term relationship. Mostly I just go to work and then go home. Friday and Saturday I go out to see what I can pick up to relieve my sexual tensions. I score some, but not enough. I can go through a couple of hundred a weekend on shows, dinner, drinks and dancing and still go home with a case of blue balls. This arrangement will save me money and give me the sex life I need."
The look on her face made me curious so I asked, "You having second thoughts now?"
She shrugged and said, "No; no second thoughts. It just isn't going the way I thought it would."
"Just how did you think it would go?"
"To be honest, given the way you chased after me during our school years I thought that you would happily jump at the chance and that would be it. I didn't expect the somewhat cold business like way you have taken. It hasn't put me off; I just didn't expect it."
She paused and then said, "There isn't much we can do until Monday. We can apply for the license and do the blood tests Monday and I can see an attorney and get him going on the legal stuff. I think there is a three day waiting period so figure on next Thursday or Friday to tie the knot. That okay with you?"
"That will give us time to work out some of the other things that need to be looked at."
"Like what?"
"Like where we are going to live. Do you own this place?"
"No. It is a sublet. I've got it for two months while the owner is in England on assignment. It is only supposed to be temporary while I look for a place of my own."
"I kept the house in my divorce so unless you have an objection that is where we will live."
"I've no problem with that."
"Next we need to see my parents. I need to introduce you to them and they are going to want to know why we are rushing into things so I'm going to tell them that I got you pregnant and we need to do it in a hurry."
"What will they think of me? A woman having sex while not married?"
"They won't think anything of it. Mom will be overjoyed that she is finally going to be a grandmother. I'll leave it to you as to how and when we break it to your family."
"That is going to be the toughie. I can' use the "I'm pregnant and we have to get married" story. I think I'll tell them that we met at a party, fell head over heels in love and eloped to Vegas and got married. They won't be happy, but it will be a done deal. My mom will be pissed because she has been planning my wedding for years. I expect that she will get over it when she finds out I'm pregnant. She has been after me for years to get married and give her grandbabies."
"I thought she already had one. Didn't you say that your sister got pregnant?"
"She miscarried."
"That's a shame. Does she live close?"
"No. She moved to Georgia when my parents disowned her."
"We will have to go visit when we get a chance. Do you have any plans for the weekend?"
"I was going to go grocery shopping either today or tomorrow, but nothing other than that."
"That can wait. We can use the weekend to move you into my place and then you can check out what I have in the pantry and fridge before you grocery shop."
++++++++++++++++++++
And that is just what we did. By Sunday afternoon Tanya was moved in and was making out her grocery list. We hit Safeway and got what she wanted and then stopped at Outback for dinner.
When we got home I called my mom and told her I was getting married again and asked when would be a good time to bring my bride to be over to introduce her to them. She told me to come to dinner on Monday.
Monday we applied for the license and got the blood tests. Tanya saw an attorney and he told her he would have the paperwork ready for signatures on Wednesday.
That evening we went to my parent's for dinner. Dinner went well and mom and Tanya seemed to get along great. I could tell from the way that dad looked at Tanya that he approved of my choice, but he did pull me aside and asked me if I knew what I was doing.
"It hasn't been all that long since you divorced Nancy. Are you sure that this isn't an 'on the rebound' thing?"
I think I surprised the hell out of him when I said, "I'm marrying Tanya for the same reason you married mom. She is pregnant and I'm stepping up to the plate."
"How long have you known?"
"Years and years. I saw your marriage license when I was digging through your desk trying to find something. Paper clips I think it was. Given the date on it and my birth date it wasn't hard for me to put two and two together."
"Well then all I can say is that I hope you will be as happy as your mother and I have been."
Mom got me alone and said, "She seems like a lovely girl. I hope it all works out for you. I'd hate to see you go through another divorce."
"What will be will be mom. But you have to remember that it wasn't love that got us here - it was lust."
"If you work at it love can come along and you can trust me on that."
On the way home Tanya said, "I like your parents. They seem real nice."
"They liked you too. My dad even told me to make sure I did everything in my power to hang onto you."
"Are you going to?"
"It is a two way street babe. It will take both of us."
We had made love every night since our Friday date and if sex alone could make it happen we would end up celebrating our fiftieth anniversary.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The paperwork was ready Wednesday afternoon and we signed and had the signatures notarized. Friday at eleven we were married in a civil ceremony with my parents as witnesses and embarked on our new lives as a married couple.
Surprisingly things went well. We learned all the things about each other that you usually learn during a courtship. We found that we liked the same foods, mostly the same music and the same authors. There were some areas where we didn't quite match. She was into chick flicks and I was more of an action thriller fan. She was an avid bridge player and I couldn't stand the game, but we both played pinochle, euchre and cribbage. We were both runners and fitness freaks and she joined the gym where I worked out.
We had been married two days when she took me home to meet her parents. The looks they gave me when Tanya told them that we had run off to Vegas and had been married by an Elvis lookalike pretty much told me that I was never going to be in the top ten on their favorite people list. It was a stilted evening as you might guess and I was happy to get the hell out of there when Tanya said that we needed to be going.
"They will come around when their grandbaby arrives" Tanya said.
The next two months saw us having dinner or attending barbecues with relatives from both families so they could meet the bride and groom. At the affairs Tanya told everyone that she had gotten pregnant on our honeymoon. With the exception of her parents most of her relatives seemed to like and accept me and my side of the family took to Tanya and told me that I had struck gold. Strangely enough my parents and Tanya's parents got along great. Tanya was proven right and her parents did come around some when they found out they were going to become grandparents. I still wasn't in their top ten, but maybe I'd moved up to eleventh place.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
There were a few hiccups along the way. Tanya's job was taking up a lot of here time and there were a lot of late evenings and some weekend work. I got on her about it and she told me that she had worked her ass off to get where she was and she was going to keep working her ass off to make it to the next level.
"I'm going to be their first female vice president."
"How in the hell are you going to do that? You are going to have a kid to take care of."
"Day care. I'll work until the baby is born, take a short maternity leave and then go back to work."
I thought she was whistling Dixie, but she was going to do what she was going to do and I had no say in it.
Regardless of the hours she worked and how tired she was when she got home Tanya never slacked off when it came to our love life. I was getting way more than the twice a week I had insisted on. We were getting it on four, five and sometimes six times a week and two-thirds of the time Tanya was the aggressor and nothing was off the table. Tanya especially liked anal and her oral was state of the art right down to and including swallowing.
Our sex life did slow down some the closer Tanya got to her due date, but we were still averaging three times a week right up to the middle of her eighth month. At that point Tanya said no more until after the baby arrived and she was cleared by the doctor to have sex again. Well that wasn't exactly true. She still gave me blow jobs and I got her off with my fingers right up to when her water broke.
She was at work when it happened and she took a cab to the hospital. She called me on her cell as the taxi hurried her to Saint Josephs and let me know what was going on. My office was only three blocks from the hospital and I was already waiting at the entrance to the emergency room when her cab arrived. While I was waiting for her to arrive I called both sets of parents and brought them up to date.
When she got there she was rushed into delivery and after a four hour wait the doctor came out and told us mother and child were doing fine. We already knew from the ultra-sound that the baby was a boy and we had already picked out the name. My father in law was pretty much speechless when he and my mother in law went to the nursery to view their grandchild and found out that he had been named after my father in law. It was what Tanya wanted and I could not have cared less. I got a handshake and a thank you from daddy in law and a big hug from my mother in law which came as a huge surprise since it was pretty much the first time she had more than look down her nose at me whenever Tanya and I were around her. I think maybe I'm in seventh or eighth place now.
My folks showed up about a half hour later and they oohed and aahed over the baby and I almost felt guilty that the child was not really mine, but I had signed up to play the roll so play it I did.
They had moved Tanya to a recovery room and as soon as the nurse told us we could visit we all tromped in to visit her. She was lying there with little Jason Alexander in her arms and I swear that I had never seen a more beautiful sight in my life. Tanya smiled at me and held the baby out to me as she said:
"Meet your son Frankie."
I took little Alex from her and something happened. My figuring to be a pretend daddy went out the window as the baby's hand closed around my finger and gripped it. As he looked up into my face and gurgled I made a silent promise that I would be the best daddy he could hope for.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Tanya and little Alex up at ten the next morning and took them home and once there I got them settled in. I'd taken the week off from work so I could take care of Tanya until she was able to get back on her feet, but that plan went quickly into the toilet. It seems that both grandmothers had gotten together and decided that it was up to them to take care of Tanya and the baby. I was pretty much chased out of the house by the two of them and I had no place else to go so I went back to work.
One thing was certain. If the grandparents had their way Jason Alexander Dalton was going to be one spoiled rotten kid.
The day after I brought Tanya home from the hospital Tanya woke me up with a blow job and when it was over I asked her why.
"It will be at least six weeks before we can make love again."
"Before I can make love again" she said, "But I have to get you off at least twice a week. That was the deal right?"
"Given the circumstances I'm not holding you to that."
"I'm holding me to it. Besides, I like giving you pleasure."
I decided not to argue with her.
++++++++++++++++++
The next two years slipped by. Tanya took four weeks of maternity leave and then the grandmothers went nuts when they heard Tanya was going to put Alex in day care and go back to work. No day care for 'their Alex' at least not if they had anything to do with it. They worked out a schedule where they would alternate keeping Alex while Tanya was at work.
Professionally Tanya was doing well where she worked and had made the jump from district manager to regional manager and was now only one step removed from the vice presidency she was after. I was doing fine although I didn't have to fight my way up the ladder like Tanya had to. It helps when it is a family owned business.
On a personal note I found out that my mother was right. Love did come along if you worked at it and I did. Things were going along great and then one evening Tanya came home from work and told me that she had a problem. A very major problem.
One of the men who had taken part in her gangbang had transferred into her region and during their first meeting in her office he told Tanya that he wanted her to meet him at his motel to have a 'long lunch' with him as he put it. She told him to fuck off and die and he laughed at her and opened his briefcase, took out a folder and handed it to her. She opened it and found a dozen or so 8X10 photos of her being gangbanged. He then told her that she WOULD meet him at his motel or copies of the photos would find their way to me and copies would appear in every office in her region.
"He gave me until tomorrow to decide."
"I don't see a problem with it. Meet with him."
"Are you out of your fucking mind?!!"
"Of course not" and then I went on to explain what we were going to do. She smiled at me and told me it made her hot just thinking about it and then she suggested that we spend some time in the bedroom before going over to her mom's and picking up Alex. I thought that was a pretty good idea and so we did just that.
++++++++++++++++++++
His name was William Bagley and William was having trouble looking me in the eye. Maybe it had something to do with his condition. He was naked and sitting on one of our kitchen chairs. He was securely bound and only his right arm was free and he had a rag stuffed in his mouth. The chair was pushed up to the kitchen table and there was a pad of paper and a ballpoint pen in front of him. Also on the table were a soldering iron and a small butane torch.
How did Willie come to find himself in that situation? Tanya had called him into her office and told him that there was no way she could take off for a long lunch as there was too much going on in the office at the time and she needed to be there to handle it. She also told him that there was no way that she was going to meet him at his motel. She would not risk being seen by someone who knew her.
Then she told him that I was going out of town on business Tuesday and would be gone for three days and she would send Alex to her mother's for the night and that he could come over to the house. She set it up for Wednesday. That way she could be sure that I'd made my flight and wouldn't walk in on them.
When Willie arrived Tanya was naked except for a pair of 'come fuck me' heels when she opened the door and Willie had laughed and said:
"You slut! You want this as bad as I do."
Tanya smiled at him and told him to come in. He walked and then fell to his knees when I came out from behind the door and nailed him in the kidneys with a baseball bat. I dropped the bat and put him in a choke hold until he passed out and then I stripped him and drug him over to a kitchen chair. I manhandled him onto the chair, secured him and then Tanya and I went into the bedroom and knocked off a piece.
When we came back into the kitchen we found Willie struggling to get loose from his bonds. Tanya and I sat down at the table across from him and I said:
"I'm afraid you have upset my wife Willie and I'm the kind of husband that hates to see his wife upset and does whatever is necessary to rectify the situation. What we are going to attempt to do here tonight is remove the reason for her being upset."
I reached over and pulled the rag out of his mouth and he immediately started hollering for me to untie him.
"Not going to happen Willie. Not until you have done what we require of you."
"I'll have your ass in jail for this asshole."
I stood and backhanded him and then stuffed the rag back in his mouth.
"Here is the way it is going to go Willie. You are going to pick up that pen and write down where every picture you have of Tanya can be found and then you will write down the names of anyone else who has pictures of that night. You will do it or I will use the soldering iron to burn "Blackmailing Asshole" into your chest and then I will use the butane torch to roast certain parts of your body. Your choice Willie; the easy way or the hard way."
He sat there and gave me a hard look and made no move to reach for the pen. I shrugged, picked up the butane torch and lit it. When I started to move toward Willie with the flame hissing he suddenly grabbed the pen and started writing. When he was done Tanya read what he had written.
"According to this the only place he has pictures is on his laptop and he says that he is the only one who took cell phone pictures that night."
"Do you believe him?"
She shrugged. I took the rag out of Willie's mouth and said, "My bride isn't sure that you have been totally forthcoming Willie so I guess I'm going to have to apply some incentive."
I fired up the butane torch again and started to move it toward Willie's foot.
"I'm telling the truth damn it; honest to God it is all there."
I looked at Tanya and she shrugged and said, "We know where to find him if he lied."
I shut off the torch and said, "If you go to the police over this all it will get you is the jail cell next to mine. In case it slipped your mind blackmail is a crime."
Tanya placed a digital recorder on the table, hit the play button and Willie's meeting with Tanya when they set up the evening played.
"You do know that I don't want to do this right? The only reason it happened the first time is because the seven of you drugged me and then raped me."
"So what if we did? You have no way of proving it."
"Please don't make me do this. I really don't want to chance messing up my marriage."
"I don't care if you want to do it or not. You WILL do it or I will ruin your reputation and make you the company laughing stock."
I stopped the recording and said, "We don't need to waste time listening to the rest of the recording. There is enough on it to charge you so if I do go to jail so will you. Where is your laptop?"
"In my motel room."
While I entertained Willie Tanya took his keys, went to his motel room, got the laptop and brought it home. There were a total of twenty-one pictures on Willie's hard drive and I copied them onto a thumb drive and then deleted them off of his computer. It embarrassed Tanya that I saw them, but I needed to know a few things. I had her tell me who the men I the pictures were.
I cut Willie loose and told him to get dressed and then I handed him his laptop and said:



"If you lied and any of those photos show up three things will happen. One, the gangbang will be out in the open and I will see to it that the pictures I now have will get to your boss thereby exposing what you, his son and his nephew did to Tanya. He may not be too pleased to have his son and nephew called rapists. He might even fire you and see to it that you get a reference that will ensure you never get a good job again.
"That ties in with the second thing. There is no statute of limitations on rape and Tanya will press the matter. True, it will be her word against yours, but her word will be backed up by the recording we have and you will be drug out into the publics eye. And don't think for one minute that she won't do it. Once you have put her photos out there for all to see she has nothing to lose in coming after you.
"It is the third thing that you need to seriously consider. I will hunt you down and when I'm done with you you will wish that I had gone all the way and killed you. Do you understand me?"
He looked away from me and said, "Yes; yes I do."
He left and as we watched him walk to his car Tanya said, "Do you think that we really got all of the photos?"
"No way of knowing, but I saw the look in his eye when I told him what would happen if any turned up. He believed me and I'm betting that if there are any he will destroy them"
"And if he doesn't?"
"You of all people should know that I am a man of my word."
"I'm not usually into porn, but looking at those pictures has given me some ideas. Care to follow me into the bedroom?"
She headed for the bedroom and I smiled and followed along behind her.



            Beth Glenda and Frank

            Just another loving wife story.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/beth-glenda-and-frank

Title: Beth Glenda and Frank

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Just another loving wife story.

Tags: loving wife, erotic, romance




I had been married to Beth Anne for eleven years when the event that started this tale took place. We had gotten together in the tenth grade, started going steady just before the start of summer vacation between eleventh and twelfth grades and were joined at the hip from then on.
We made plans to be married when we graduated from college and one month after that momentous event we tied the knot. Altogether we had been a couple for just a little over eighteen years.
We both wanted to succeed in our careers and we made the decision not to ever have children much to the despair of both sets of parents. To eliminate the need for condoms, birth control pills and the like I had myself snipped.
We both did well in our careers and after living in an apartment for nine years we finally saved up enough money for a sizeable down payment on a nice house in a good neighborhood. Our neighbors were a mix of young couples like ourselves and older more established couples. It wasn't long before we were part of the social fabric of the neighborhood. There were backyard barbecues, card nights, dinner parties and occasionally a group of us would go out for a night on the town.
Strangely, given the number of couples our own age, the couple we were closest to were in their mid-forties. Jason and Glenda were our next door neighbors and for all practical purposes you might as well have said that we somewhat lived together. There was no fence between us and our backyards blended together.
We had a six person hot tub on our patio and they had an in ground swimming pool. We both had barbecue grills and the four of us moved back and forth at will. It was not uncommon for me to come home from work and find Jase and Glennie in our hot tub or for them to look out their kitchen window and find me and Beth splashing around in their pool. Many were the times I would arrive home from a hard day at the office and find Beth, Glennie and Jase fixing dinner on our patio or theirs. It was pretty much like family.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Jason was about six two and one eighty-five and had a lean athletic body which he kept trim by using the gym he had set up in his basement. Glenda was a beautiful woman who at forty-four had a body that a woman ten years younger would have killed for. She also kept herself in shape using the gym in their basement. While Glenda was not an out and out exhibitionist she would regularly wear tight clothes, short skirts and dresses and skimpy bikinis. I would be lying if I said that being around Glenda didn't make me hard.
As usually happens in a close knit group there is a lot of joking around and harmless flirting, but to be honest here it was mostly Glennie flirting with me. When you are as close as we were to the Carlsons (Jase and Glennie) you learn things about them and they learn things about you. One of the things that Glennie learned about me was that I liked to see sexy lingerie on ladies and that high heels and stockings were a turn on for me. She also learned that Beth didn't care for either of those things. Beth thought sexy lingerie was frivolous and a waste of money and she didn't like high heels at all. She said anything more than a two inch heel made her ankles hurt and swell.
Often when Beth and Jason weren't around or watching she would say things like "If I were your woman I'd never wear anything other than sexy under things" or "Maybe I should buy a pair of six inch stilettos and wear them for you." On a couple of occasions she pulled up the hem of her skirt or dress and gave me a quick glimpse of a thong or a pair of lacy panties.
I enjoyed Glennie's flirting and attention, but I had never considered it to be serious. I assumed that she was happy in her marriage as I was in mine and that her flirting, risqué as it was, was harmless.
++++++++++++++++++
The event that prompted this little tale happened on a Saturday at a barbecue at Glenda's and Jason's. Half the neighborhood was there and about two hours into the party I had to take a leak. I went into the house and found that both bathrooms were already occupied. I needed to go so bad that I was holding my crotch and rocking back and forth on my feet. I suppose I could have run for home, but I didn't think I could hold it that long. As familiar as I was with the Carlson's house I knew there was a toilet just off the bathroom in their master bedroom and I made a beeline for it.
I was shaking the last drops off of it when I heard the bedroom door open and close. Then I heard Beth say:
"Just what is so important that you had to get me up hear to speak to me in private?"
"I'm horny as hell and I need some of your pussy" Jason said.
"For Christ's sake Jason; Frank and Glenda are just downstairs. Besides, I gave you two hours at lunch yesterday."
"Two hours on a long lunch isn't enough. I need it. Please?"
"Okay, but just a quickie. No blow job or ass. Just a quick fuck. Go lock the door while I get my panties off."
From where I was at the toilet I could see the large mirror above the counter with the two sinks and it showed me what was going on in the bedroom. Beth was wearing a skirt and she lifted it and took her panties off while Jason locked the door. Beth tossed her panties on the bed and leaned forward on her elbows and Jason unzipped, took out his cock and took Beth from behind.
I was stunned at first and then I shook it off and was just getting ready to storm into the bedroom when a voice in my head said, "Hold on. See what else happens. There might be stuff you need to know. I held myself back and then watched the action in the mirror. It was indeed a quickie as it was over in three or four minutes and then Jason pulled out. Beth stood up and grabbed her panties and at that point I figured that she would come into the bathroom and find out she was busted. That didn't happen. She wiped herself with the panties and put them on as Jason said:
"Can we get together tomorrow?"
"No. Frank and I are going to his parent's house for a birthday party."
"Monday then?"
"You know better. Monday's and Thursday s belong to Julius. You will have to wait until Tuesday" she said as she opened the door and looked to see if it was clear to leave and then the two of them left.
I stood there as things rolled around in my mind. Beth was regularly fucking Jason and from what I'd just heard she was also regularly fucking her boss? Julius Barko owned the company where Beth worked. I gave the two cheating fucks time to get clear and then rejoined the party.
As I walked out onto the patio I saw Beth talking to Glenda and I wondered if Glennie had any inkling that Jason was cheating on her and with the cunt she was talking to. No way of knowing without asking and I wasn't ready for that just yet.
Ever since leaving the bathroom my mind had been working overtime on what to do with my new found knowledge. One thing was sure. Beth and I were done. What I had to do was figure out how I wanted things to end. .
++++++++++++++++++
Around ten the party began to wind down and Beth and I went home. When Beth was drinking, and she'd had more than a few at the barbecue, she got amorous and I expected that she was going to want to play when we went to bed.
Our love making usually started with me going down on Beth, but it wasn't going to happen on that night. It pissed me off greatly that the cunt cheated on me, but I was even more pissed that the cunt thought so little of me that she would feed me her lover's deposit. She hadn't cleaned up when she finished with Jason and she had immediately stripped, got on the bed, spread her legs and waited for me when we got to the bedroom.
Nosireebob!! Not gonna happen!
I knew that she had probably done it to me before and I hadn't noticed, but that was water over the dam and nothing I could do about it now. I'd fuck the cunt, but no fucking oral unless she wanted to try and get me up for a second time. I'd fuck the cunt because not to do so wouldn't be natural and might make her wonder why and I didn't want that. When what I was planning happened I didn't want her to see it coming.
I climbed on the bed and as I moved between the cunt's legs she reached down and pulled her cunt lips apart for my tongue, but I moved forward, pointed my cock at her hole and then shoved it home. I knew I was getting sloppy seconds, but it wasn't the first time. Not counting the times I'd followed Jason or Julius into her (unknowingly) I'd had plenty of sloppy seconds, thirds, fourths and even fifths in college at frat parties and I already knew that it wouldn't kill me. My attitude toward Beth from then on was going to be "Pussy is pussy and take it while you can get it."
I fucked her and when I finished I rolled off of her and onto my back. She sat up and said, "You aren't done yet lover" and she moved to take me in her mouth. As she sucked on my cock and tasted the mixture of mine and Jason's cum that was on it I wondered if she could differentiate tastes. Could she tell the difference between my sperm and Jason's? And how about what she got from Julius? Or for that matter a mixture of all three? I had that thought because I wouldn't have put it past her that she'd had all three on the same day a time or two.
Whatever! She did get me up again and I did fuck her a second time and then I rolled over and went to sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++
I treated Sunday as any other Sunday and worked in the yard while Beth did laundry and cleaned the breakfast dishes. I was pulling weeds out of the flower beds when Beth came out in her bikini and went next door and jumped in the pool. About five minutes later Jason came out and jumped into the pool with her.
I doubted that they would do anything other that talk and maybe laugh at pulling the wool over my eyes since Glenda could show up at any time. They knew they didn't have to worry about me because I had a list of chores that I had to get done before we went to my parent's house to celebrate my mom's fiftieth birthday.
I finished my chores and went into the house to shower and get dressed and as I was dressing Beth came in and showered. As she dressed Beth said she had a great time in the pool and was glad that we had the use of it and that it was too bad I had so much to do that I couldn't join them. I said she didn't need me there since she had Jason and Glenda to keep her company.
"Glennie went shopping. She asked me to go with her, but I just wanted a lazy day so I begged off."
"Great!" I thought. "Sloppy seconds for Frank again tonight."
There was no doubt at all in my mind that with Glenda gone and them knowing I wouldn't be coming over they had gotten it on.
The evening at my parent's was your typical family get together and when it was over we went on home and went to bed. We undressed and Beth lay down and spread her legs for me. I knew she was expecting me to muff dive, but what she didn't know was that my pussy eating days were over as far as she was concerned. Regardless of my suspicions she might not even have fucked Jason that day, but it didn't matter because I was done doing oral on the faithless cunt.
I did fuck her and when I was done I rolled over and fell asleep even though Beth indicated she wanted to go a second time.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I left for work early in the morning because I wanted to spend some personal time on the computer. I did some searching and by the time I needed to buckle down and get to work I had the names and phone numbers of several investigative agencies and divorce attorneys.
Just before lunch time I went down to the legal department and showed Stan my list of attorneys and asked for a recommendation. Stan looked over my list and told me Martin Castle would be my best bet. I then went across the hall to Security and asked Bill to take a look at my list of investigative agencies and he told me the Phoenix Investigative Service was who I should use and he told me he had a friend that worked there and said if I would like he would put me in touch. I said yes and he picked up the phone, made a call and just like that I had an appointment.
Monday night Beth made no move to initiate sex and I figured she must have gotten enough from Julius earlier in the day.
Tuesday I met with Alex Breastly at the Phoenix offices, discussed my problem and gave them a retainer. I left the Phoenix offices and went to my appointment with Martin Castle. I told him what the situation was and that I had put Phoenix on the case. He said he would get started on the paperwork right away.
That evening when I got home I faked a cough until it was bed time. When we went up to bed Beth indicated she wanted to make love which made me wonder just what it was that she was doing. She had screwed Julius Monday, but hadn't tried to give me his leftovers, but on Tuesday she was than willing to give me Jason's. I thought back over the last couple of weeks and I recognized a pattern. She never wanted to make love on the days she fucked Julius, but every other night she was ready to go (not that we did fuck on all those nights). Anyway, when I made no move to go down on Beth she asked me if something was wrong and when I said no she said:
"You haven't done oral on me since some time last week and that isn't like you."
"I've been coming down with a sore throat (and I coughed for effect) and I don't want to take a chance on making it worse. That's also why I haven't kissed you lately. I don't want to give what I might have to you. I don't even want to chance coughing in your face" I said as I pulled her into doggie position.
I fucked her hard and after I got my nut I settled onto my side of the bed expecting to go to sleep. Beth had other ideas. She fondled my soft cock until she was able to get me hard again (with a little help from her mouth) and I fucked her doggie for the second time that night. As I pounded into her I wondered if Beth had become a nymphomaniac. Between Julius, Jason and me she was getting fucked almost daily and always seemed to want more.
I finished the second time and told Beth I was bushed and I needed to get some rest since I had a busy day in front of me Wednesday. She pouted some, but gave up on trying to get a third time out of me.
+++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week went by and I did my best to act normal around Beth. We had sex every night but Mondays and Thursday which I already knew belonged to Julius and I still wondered why she wouldn't fuck me on the days she did Julius. I knew when I was following Jason into her because now that I knew what was going on I could pick up the signs. Before my discovery while in Jason's and Glenda's bathroom I had always believed Beth when she told me she was wet because she was horny and couldn't wait to get home to me and make love. As much as we fucked why wouldn't I believe it? Now I knew that she was wet because someone else was there before me. Then there was also the fact that Beth, in thinking that she had me so snowed I wouldn't notice anything, didn't take elementary precautions like pushing her cum stained panties under the rest of the dirty clothes, but instead just dropped them in on top.
I managed to get through the weekend without giving Beth and indication that I was onto her. I'd kept a close eye on her and she was never able to get away from me on those two days so I knew that she hadn't been able to spread for Jason. Knowing that I did go down on her Sunday night for what I figured was going to be the last time.
+++++++++++++++++++
Monday Beth didn't want to play and her panties in the dirty clothes hamper told me that Julius had gotten his. Tuesday morning I got the call from Phoenix and made an appointment to see them on Wednesday. That night was amorous and I fucked her knowing that it was going to be the last time because she was going to be out of the house by the weekend.
There were no surprises on Wednesday since I already knew what the Phoenix operatives were going to find. The report showed her going to a motel on Mondays and Thursdays with Julius and a different motel on Tuesdays and Fridays with Jason. It was noticed that Julius and Beth always used the same motel so the Phoenix people had bribed the desk clerk and ended up with audio and video of Beth and Julius. They did the same thing at the motel that Jason and Beth used.
"It is all on the CDs" I was told when they were handed to me. "It won't be admissible in court, but it is proof positive and that is what you wanted."
I thanked the man and left his office. I went back to the attorney and told him I'd give him a call and tell him what time and where. I went home and copied the parts with Julius onto one CD and the parts with Jason on another. Then I copied some of the stills made of Julius and Beth onto paper and I was set to go.
On Thursday I called Julius and asked him if he could meet me for lunch. I told him that I was planning a surprise for Beth and that I would like his help in setting it up. I knew that Thursday was the day he spent the lunch hour fucking Beth so I was not surprised when he said he has a previous engagement that he couldn't get out of. He asked me if Friday would work and I said that it would.
I knew he would be fucking Beth and what I wanted to do was plant "I wonder what he wants" in his mind so he would think about it for the next twenty-four hours. There was a chance he might tell Beth, but it wouldn't matter. All it would do is make her curious as to what I was going to do. She wouldn't mention it when she came home that evening because she would want me to think she was surprised. At least that is what I was gambling on.
The evening I attempted to have sex with Beth even though I knew she never gave me any on the days she fucked Julius. I wasn't at all surprised when she said she was too tired, but I had hoped for one more fuck before I dropped the hammer on her.
++++++++++++++++++++
Friday morning on my way out the door I kissed Beth goodbye and smiled to myself at knowing that it was two things. It was the last kiss she would ever get from me and I was not only kissing her goodbye as I left for work, but I was also kissing our marriage and her goodbye forever.
At noon I met with Julius at Tricocci's for lunch and after we had ordered Julius asked:
"Just what is this surprise you are setting up for Beth and how can I help out?"
"I'm going to hit her with divorce papers and I need your help in deciding how to do it."
"You have to be shitting me! You want my help in having her served?"
"No. What I want is for you to decide whether I have her served with papers that list Irreconcilable Differences as the reason for the divorce or papers that list Adultery as the cause" and as I was saying that I slid a folder across the table to him. "Take a look at what is in the folder and it will all become clear to you."
He opened the folder and looked at the four 8x10 photos and his face turned pale.
"This is the way it is going to go Jules baby" I said. "This is a no fault state so regardless of how I file Beth and I have to split everything fifty-fifty. That means that I'll have to sell the house and give her half of the proceeds. The problem is that I love that house and I don't want to give it up. That means in order for me to keep it I'll have to come up with Beth's share and I don't have it.
"That's where you come in. I'm going to need two things from you. I had the house appraised and given our equity I'm going to have to come up with 25 thousand to buy out Beth's half. So the first thing I need from you is a certified check for that amount. The second thing I need for you to do is give Beth a two hundred dollar a week raise so that our incomes are equal and I won't have to pay alimony."
"You are out of your fucking mind if you think I'm going to do that!"



"Your choice of course, but this is the way I see it. You do the two things I've asked of you and I file under irreconcilable differences, the divorce goes through, and I live happily ever after. You don't do the two things I want and adultery is the way I will go and since this is one of the states that allow it I will have you served in your office for alienation of affections. Then I will send everything I have on you and Beth to your wife. Remember the fifty-fifty part? Half of everything you own, including your business will go to your wife if she decides to go for a divorce. Want to risk it?
"The papers will be served today, but you get to decide which papers will be served. You have just a little over an hour and a half to make that decision. I need your certified check in hand by two o'clock and if I don't have what I've asked for by two o'clock at one minute after two I'll call my attorney and tell him to go the adultery route and as soon as I'm done speaking with him I will call a messenger service and have a package on the way to your wife."
I got up and walked out without even touching what I had ordered for lunch. And stuck Julius with the tab. I went back to my office and got back to work.
I wasn't at all surprised when at one-forty a woman wearing a shirt that said Quicksilver Messenger Service on it came to my office and had me sign for an envelope. I opened it and found a cashier's check for 25 thousand. I picked up the phone and called the attorney and told him to have Beth served with the irreconcilable difference paperwork when she got off work at five.
I left work early to make sure that I got home before Beth. I was not surprised when my cell went off at five minutes after five and the display showed that it was Beth. I let it go to voice mail. I was somewhat surprised that I didn't get the call earlier. I half expected Julius to go back to work and tell Beth that they had been busted and that she would try to get in touch with me and tell me not to do anything rash before we could talk things over. I guess Julius kept quiet about it.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When Beth walked in the front door at five thirty-five the first thing she saw was three suitcases and five trash bags on the floor just inside the door. I was in the living room watching the early news on TV and having a beer when she came into the room spouting:
"What the hell is with this divorce bullshit?!"
"No bullshit Beth; I'm cutting you loose."
"I don't know what your damned problem is Frank, but whatever it is we can fix it and there is no need for you to move out."
"Tell me something Beth. Can you un-fuck Julius? Can you make it so that your Monday's and Thursdays at the Motel 6 never happened? And I'm not moving out; you are."
Her face went ashen when I hit her with the information and I went on:
"I filed using irreconcilable differences so as to keep things quiet. No one other than you, me and Julius need to know that you are a cheating cunt and we can keep things low key as long as you sign the paperwork and move out."
I got up off of the couch and went over and pushed the 'play' button on the VCR and on the TV screen Beth saw Julius fucking her in her butt.
"You don't really want me to change my filing to adultery do you? You don't really want me to go public with this do you? Can you imagine what your mother's reaction would be if she saw this? How about the rest of your friends and relatives? You are going to need your job Beth. No matter which way I file you are going to need a job. Do you think you will still have one if I get a copy of this to Julius's wife?
"Your choice of course. It doesn't matter to me which way it goes as long as it goes. We have nothing to talk about Beth. I don't want to know why, when or how it started. I don't want to hear you say you are sorry, that it was only sex and that you love only me. All I want to hear is the closing of the door behind you when you leave. So just take your stuff, put it in your car and go."
"That's it? Eighteen years down the toilet just like that?"
"You're the one who pushed the lever down to flush things Beth, not me."
I ejected the tape from the player and handed it to Beth. "Your copy Beth. Don't worry; I have plenty more if I need to send them out."
I went into the kitchen, got another beer and went out into the garage to putter around and kill time. Through the garage door window I watched Beth load her car with the suitcases and garbage bags full of clothes. Once loaded she got in the car, backed down the drive and was gone.
+++++++++++++++++
During all of the actions I took in setting up the divorce I'd deliberately kept Jason out of things. I had a different scenario in mind for him. Quite frankly, since he had fucked my wife I was planning on trying to fuck his behind his back just as he had fucked mine behind my back.
I found things to do away from the house over the weekend and I didn't see Jason or Glenda until Sunday evening. I was sitting in the hot tub sipping a beer when they both came over to join me.
"I haven't seen Beth all weekend" Glenda said.
"Beth doesn't live here anymore."
"She doesn't? Why? What happened?"
"I caught her cheating on me and I kicked her out."
I was looking at Jason's face when I said that and I saw fear come over it as Glenda said:
"I find that hard to believe. You two were so perfect together."
"I thought that too until I got an anonymous email asking if I had any idea what Beth was doing on her lunch hour every Monday and Thursday. I checked it out and found that she was having long lunches with her boss at the Motel 6."
"You must have been crushed."
"I was. I thought we had something good going, but I guess I was just wearing rose colored glasses."
"So what are you going to do?"
"I filed for divorce and now I just need to on with my life."
"Well Jase and I are here for you."
"Thanks. It is good to have such great friends" and I was looking at Jason when I said it and he gave me a weak smile.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't going to take an outright shot at Glenda. My plan was to let her adjust to the absence of Beth and then when she started flirting with me again I would start flirting back and see where I could take it.
I expected that Glenda would tone it down figuring that I was despondent over my failed marriage and she would wait a bit before going back to flirting with me, but I was wrong. Glenda became more obvious in her flirting almost immediately. Friendly kisses that were just a shade away from being passionate, a lot touching, and even some footsie playing under the table.
On a Thursday night two weeks after Beth moved out I was sitting in the hot tub and Glenda came over and got in the tub with me. She had on one of her skimpiest bikinis and I got an instant hard on. Glenda could see it when she looked down at the water and I thought I detected a bit of a smile appear on her face.
"How you doing" she asked.
"So so."
"Got any plans for this weekend?"
"I'm supposed to go to a cocktail party hosted by one of my clients, but I'm trying to figure a way to get out of it."
"Why?"
"Its one of those things were you will stick out like a sore thumb if you show up alone."
"Would you go if you had a date?"
"Sure."
"Okay then; what time are we leaving?"
"What?"
"Jase is out of town and won't be back until sometime Monday so I'm free for the weekend."
She paused for a second and then said, "Unless you would be ashamed to be seen with me."
"Don't be stupid Glennie. I'd love to have you with me. Every man there will envy me and I'll probably end up having to fight to keep you with me."
"Well aren't you the silver tongued devil."
She leaned toward me and kissed me on the lips and I poked my tongue at her lips and she gave me a surprised look. She got up to get out of the tub and said:
"I need to dig through my closet to find something suitable to wear." Then she smiled and said, "You want me to wear stockings and heels for you?"
"Of course I would."
She laughed and said, "You got it" and went on home.
As I watched her go I as naturally thinking that with Jason out of town it might be a good time to raise the level of flirting to see what might happen.
+++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Glenda up at six-thirty and when she opened the door to me my eyes almost popped out of my head. Glenda was wearing a very elegant little black cocktail dress and four inch 'come fuck me' pumps. She looked both sexy and classy at the same time. She was a walking wet dream!
I saw her glance down at my obvious erection and smile. In the car the little black dress rode up exposing a lot more leg and I saw that the nylons she was wearing were thigh highs and I kept glancing over at the sight and Glenda beamed. She knew damned well what she was doing to me and she liked it.
At the party I introduced Glenda as my girlfriend and we spent the night sipping champagne and socializing. Glenda received quite a few admiring glances and one guy I knew asked me where in the world had I found her and if she had a sister.
At eleven things started breaking up. Glenda's intensions were obvious when she said:
"I've had enough champagne. Why don't we just go back to your place for a nightcap or two?"
When we got to the house I went into the kitchen to build a couple of drinks and when I carried them back into the living room I found Glenda sitting on the couch and she was naked except for her nylons and high heels. I took in the sight as I handed her the drink and said:
"This is a surprise."
"Why?" she said as she took the drink. "I've done just about everything except flat out ask you to fuck me since the day you moved in."
She took a sip from her drink, set the glass down, then went to her knees in front of me, unzipped my fly, eased my stiff cock out into the open and then proceeded to give me the best head I'd ever gotten. She swallowed hungrily when I came and then stood up and took both of my hands and carried them up to her tits.
"Pinch my nipples Frank. Tug on them, squeeze them; it excites me."
I did what she asked. I pinched them, tugged on them and rolled them between my fingers. I dropped my right hand down and rubbed her pussy. I found her clit and massaged it. She whimpered and in a throaty voice said:
"Fuck me Frank. Please fuck me."
I was surprised when discovered the nasty kinky side of Glenda. As I laid her down on the couch and eased my cock into her incredibly tight shaved pussy (I found out later she had shaved especially for the night). She had always appeared to be a classy, elegant and refined lady so it came as a surprise when I learned that Glenda liked talking dirty and being talked to dirty and she liked her sex hard and rough.
Using words like fuck, cock, cunt and slut some of the things she said that night were:
"That's it Frank; fuck me harder."
"Don't hold back damn it; fuck me, fuck me."
"Oh yeah, that's it Frank; fuck me and make me your bitch."
"Treat me like a dirty whore Frank; fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
"Don't pull out Frank. Cum inside me. Fill my hungry cheating cunt."
Replying in kind I called her a bitch, a dirty old slut, a cheating cunt and I told her that I was going to use her as a cum dump.
After the first fuck on the couch we moved to the bedroom. I fucked her four times that night and after each time Glenda would take me in her mouth and suck on me until I was hard again. We did it missionary, doggie and cowgirl. The highlight of the night for me was when Glenda told me she had never been fucked in the ass and was more than willing to let me take her anal cherry. I of course took her up on the invitation.
After I came in her ass she tried to get met me up for another go (after washing my dick first) but she just couldn't get the job done. We fell asleep cuddled up with each other.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up in the morning and disentangled myself from Glenda who was still sound asleep and headed for the shower. I was washing my hair when the shower curtain was pushed aside and Glenda climbed into the shower with me. I washed her back and she washed my front with predictable results. We ended up back in bed and fucked twice - the second time up her butt - and then we showered again and headed out for breakfast at the Village Inn.
Sitting across from each other Glenda said, "You seem surprised about last night."
"Of course I was. You have always flirted with me and I thought that is all it was ever meant to be."
"The truth is I have wanted to have you almost from the very day you moved in next door to us, but I thought that you were too into Beth to take me up on my obvious hints."
"Why? I thought you and Jason were solid."
"Jason is an asshole. He started cheating on me before the ink was dry on our marriage license and I've always wanted to pay him back in kind, but I never found anyone that I wanted to do it with until I met you. Quite frankly I expected you to take me up on my flirting a long time ago."
"Why would you expect that?"
"I thought you might want to get even with Jason because he was fucking Beth."
"You knew?"
"He started fucking her three weeks after you moved in."
"You have to be kidding me. It started two years ago?"
"Yep."
"Now I feel like an idiot. I didn't find out until a few weeks ago. Two years and I didn't have the foggiest. Why are you still with him if he has been cheating on you as long as he has?"
"I didn't find out what he had been doing until we had been married three years. By the time I found out I was settled into a lifestyle that I didn't want to give up. Jason hasn't a clue that I know what he has been doing, but I do know and because I know I plan on keeping you in pussy for as long as you want me to."
"I still don't understand why me? I would have thought you would have started to get even with him a long time ago."
"For a long time I never had the nerve and when I finally got it I decided not to do it until I met someone worth losing my marriage over. Enter you."
"Worth losing your marriage over? I'm worth losing your marriage over?"
"If we were found out and I had to split from Jason you would take me in wouldn't you?"
"In a heartbeat sweetie; in a fucking heart beat!"
Glenda stayed with me all weekend only leaving me to go home an hour before Jason's flight was due to arrive.
The only down side to the weekend was that I was just a little pissed at Glenda for not telling me about Jason and Beth. Pissed, but not enough not to let her fuck my brains out.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next year Glenda and I got it on every chance we got. Glennie loved the fact that she was having an affair with a younger man. It made her feel sexy that a man ten years younger than she was wanted her and she was more than happy to do anything she could to keep me happy.
While Glennie was keeping me happy my divorce skated through. Beth signed off on everything and we split everything fifty/fifty and I used the money I got from Julius to buy her out of her part of the house and then she dropped out of sight and I never saw or heard from her again.
One weekend while Jason was attending a golf outing at a golf course somewhere in California Glenda and I spent from six p.m. Friday until three p.m. Sunday doing our best to fuck each other into exhaustion. Before I left to go next door to my place Glenda asked:
"Do you think you could stand living with me?"
"Silly question sweetie. You can move in with me today. We can have you packed and out of here before Jason's plane lands."
"I'm not thinking of anything that quick. I've decided to divorce Jason. The only thing I'll hate about it is losing this house. It will have to be sold for the asset split."
"No problem sweetie. I'll lend you the money to buy him out. You keep the house and when your divorce is final I'll sell my house, marry you and move in with you."
"You would do that?"
"I said it once before and I'll say it again. In a heartbeat sweetie; in a fucking heartbeat."
+++++++++++++++++++++
And that's just what happened. Glenda had collected a lot of information on Jason over the years and she gave him a choice much as I had given Julius a choice. Irreconcilable Differences or Adultery and Jason chose not to go the adultery route.
The day Glenda filed I put my house up for sale and I sold it and closed on the deal right about the time Glennie's divorce became final. A week after her divorce was final we were married in a civil ceremony. She put my name on the title to her house and I used some of the proceeds from the sale to put a hot tub on the patio right next to the swimming pool and used the rest to pay down her mortgage.
And even though some might not believe it we lived happily ever after.
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I sat there in shock at what I was seeing. The camera angle was a little weird. It had obviously been put on a flat surface which had line of sight to the bed and was tilted a little to the right, but the content way over shadowed the position and angles of the recording device.
The question is how did it end up with my other tapes? The unlabelled tape was supposed to have been a program I had recorded last week for later viewing. I'd sat down expecting to be entertained and what I got instead was the biggest surprise of my life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Monday evening and at six-fifteen the door bell rang and I answered the ring and found my cousin Ralph standing there. I thought that was a bit odd because I'm normally I'm not home until after midnight, but then I thought that Ralph had probably forgotten my schedule.
I invited him in, got him a beer, and then we sat and talked while watching Monday Night Football. He seemed disappointed that my wife Lois wasn't home, but she had called me about five and said she was going to stop after work for a drink or two with some of her co-workers. She also told me that she would be "Ready for some" when she got home.
I was more than ready.
It had been a little over three weeks since Lois and I had last made love. Lois had seemed to be going through a moody period of some sort. It had been nothing but "I'm too tired" or "I've got a headache" or "I've had a bad day at work and my feet and back are killing me."
After a bit Ralph said that he needed to be going and I walked him to the door and said goodbye. I glanced at my watch and saw that it was only eight so I got another beer and settled back down in front of the TV.
Later that evening I woke up in the recliner. The beers I'd had had relaxed me enough that I'd nodded off to sleep which is something I don't normally do. I got up and noticed that the Yukon was parked in the drive so Lois must have come home and I wondered why she hadn't got me up so we could go to bed and 'get it on' as they say,
I smiled and headed on up to the bedroom anticipating the sex that Lois had told me to look forward to. She was in bed and I undressed and snuggled up behind her and put my hard cock against her ass and then I reached around and cupped a tit and she gave a little snort and started lightly snoring.
"Fuck" I thought, "She's sleeping."
I thought maybe I could get her excited enough to wake up so I started playing with her tit. I tweaked and pulled on the nipple as I rubbed my hard cock against her ass. After a bit I felt her pushing her ass back at me and I started a slow humping against it.
At forty-four Lois was in much better shape than girls half her age. Her ass was round and firm and her tummy was tight. Her breasts were 34C and only had a slight sag to them.
I had noticed that when we were out in public together Lois attracted plenty of male attention and at times I was still surprised that Lois hadn't left me for someone richer, better looking, had a bigger cock or all of the above.
My cock size has been the only real insecurity I've had in our marriage and it went all the way back to when Lois and I had first made love. It was on our tenth date. We had been making out hot and heavy since our third date and it had been getting heavier and heavier with each date. At the end of the tenth date she invited me in when I took her home and she left me on the couch while she left the room to "put the coffee on."
She came back a couple of minutes later and she was stark naked. She smiled and said:
"Coffee, tea or me?"
I stood up and stripped and when I was naked she looked at my cock and said:
"I guess it will do."
She turned and headed for the bedroom and as I watched her walk away I thought to myself, "I guess it will do?" That and the tone of her voice led me to think that she wasn't overly impressed not that I expected her to say something like "Oh my god; I don't know if I can take that." I figured that I was average; average in my mind being between six and seven inches and I had six and a half so I thought I fell within the range.
Neither Lois or I were virgins by a long shot. We had both "been there and done that" and I knew several of her ex-boyfriends and I'd seen a couple of them in the locker room showers and they were roughly the same size as me so I was wondering what brought on her comment.
When we got to her bedroom she pushed me down on the bed and then bent and took me in her mouth. After a minute or two she took her mouth off me and said:
"It is the perfect size for sucking."
The way she said it and the tone made it sound like, "Its okay; it'll do."
She laid down on the bed and I returned the favor and did it well enough that I got her off and then I moved up and pushed me cock into her. She felt loose and I never 'bottomed' out in her like I had on past lovers. I was wise enough not to question the looseness and just made love to her. I did get her off a second time before I got mine and then we cuddled for a bit before she started fondling me and I got it up again. We made it two more times before calling it a night.
As I drove home I was thinking about her looseness and her "I guess it will do comment and it bothered me. Face it; no man wants to think he isn't enough for his lady, but that is what I was thinking.
After we had started 'making it' and had been at it for a couple of weeks Lois asked me if I thought she was too loose. I had no idea of what prompted the question (and I did think it weird that she asked it), but I wasn't stupid and so I lied and said:
"Of course not. I guess I'm just a little small for you."
"You aren't small at all baby; you are just perfect for me."
She was lying and I knew it. From a guy's perspective that was not the right thing to say. Be honest and admit it is a little small for you or work around it and say it is bigger than any other of the lovers you might have had, but don't be obvious about trying to spare his feelings. I was in love with Lois and when I finally proposed my cock size was apparently not a problem for her and she said yes. Even though she married me the "I guess it will do" never left my mind. Anyway; back to my trying to wake a sleeping Lois to try and get some loving.
As I was getting my hopes up with her starting to push back at my slowly humping cock she must have woken up or was starting to and she moaned and then reached back and took hold of my cock and then let loose of it as if it were a hot rock as she said:
"Oh. Its you."
My disappointment at her being in bed asleep after promising me sex instantly turned to red hot anger. I'd had enough of her shit.
"Just who the fuck did you think it was you miserable fucking bitch?! What the fuck is with this "Oh, it is only you" shit." Who the fuck have you been fucking behind my back?"
I got off the bed, grabbed my shorts off the floor and went downstairs. I got a beer and then went outside onto the deck and then sat down to cool off a little as I thought about what just happened. She was rubbing her ass against my cock and she reached back as though she wanted it and then let go of it as if it was red hot. The tone of her voice when she said what she said came across as "Shit! Its little dinky dick."
As I sat there and looked up at the moon and stars I wondered for the first time in our married life if her evenings out with the girls were really spent with girls. I now seriously doubted it. Shit! Were any of the things she did when she was away from me really what she said they were. My next thought was "Where in the hell can I scrape up enough money to hire a detective to find out just what the bitch did do with her time.
Another thing occurred to me. The bitch knew just what I was thinking from what I yelled at her and she didn't care enough about what I thought to drag herself downstairs and give me her usual excuses and try to mend fences. It was almost like "Oh well; now he knows. So the fuck what!"
I didn't want to go back upstairs and I was now wide awake so I decided to go back into the house and watch some TV. I had taped last weeks "NCIS" so I dug through the tapes until I found it (it was the only blank tape in the pile) and then I pushed it into the VCR.
The video explained it all.
I paused it and went quietly back upstairs to see if Lois was still in bed and when I looked in on her she was snoring softly. I went back downstairs and resumed playing the tape. I watched as my wife and my cousin Ralph came into the bedroom, embraced and kissed passionately. From the angle of the camera I guessed that it had been placed on the top shelf in the clothes closet. I could see most of the room and it was obvious to me that the two of them had done this before.
Ralph moved Lois to the bed and then they undressed each other. When Lois pulled down his boxers my jaw almost hit the floor. Ralph had the biggest cock I had ever seen. It must have been ten or twelve inches and almost as big around as my wrist.
He practically ripped the panties off of Lois exposing her shaved cunt and then he pushed her back onto the bed and dove face first into her box. He slurped and sucked and she came almost immediately and was running her hands through his hair while grinding her pussy into his face. Ralph stood up and said:
"How bad do you want to be fucked bitch?"
"I need it baby; hurry up and fuck me."
"Come on you cheating slut; tell me how bad you want it."
"Oh God please. Please hurry up and fuck me. Don't tease me baby; give me your cock."
He looked toward the camera winked and then wiggled his eyebrows like it was meant to be funny.
"How could she do this to me" I thought "And how many times and with how many men?"
I was hurt and angry, but I couldn't stop myself from watching. Ralph told Lois to get ready and she scooted her ass toward the edge of the bed, pulled her knees back and offered herself to him. He moved his cock toward her cheating cunt and I thought "This is going to hurt you bitch! That thing will split you in half and make you bleed and when that happens I'll stand up and cheer."
Ralph took his cock and rubbed it against her wet pussy and then he pushed. I have no idea of how long it had been since Lois had taken a cock bigger than mine, but as that huge thing slid into her I realized that it couldn't have been too long ago. Not as easy as that thing went in.
I at last realized what I probably should have known all along. The reason that Lois always felt loose was because she was used to having that cock in her.
"Oh God yes!" she yelled as Ralph began pounding her pussy. She reached around and grabbed his ass as it pumped up and down She tried to grip him with her legs, but his body was moving up and down as he furiously fucked her and she couldn't get a grip. Her legs started flailing around and I could hear his balls slapping her ass. Suddenly she cried:
"I'm coming, I'm coming; don't stop, please don't stop" and then she screamed in a way I'd never heard her as she orgasmed. Ralph kept at it through her orgasm and then he slowed down. After catching her breath I heard Lois say:
"I want to get on top."
Ralph pulled out of her and she moved over him. His cock was standing straight up and she lowered herself down on it. I still couldn't get over how big he was and how easily she was able to take him. As she settled down she moaned:
"Oh sweet Jesus; you are so much bigger than Dave."
She moved up and down on his rod and Ralph said, "You really like my dick don't you."
It was a statement more than a question and Lois answered "Oh fuck yes" and then she started riding his pole for all she was worth. As she worked herself on his cock he said:
"I'll bet Dave doesn't fuck you this good does he."
Again more of a statement than a question and Lois answered, "Fuck no. He sticks his little excuse for a dick in me and comes in the first ten seconds."
That hurt!! Size had always been an issue for me ever since I'd been with Lois, but the bitch had always assured me that it wasn't a problem, but I guess the truth has a way of eventually revealing itself. I was looking at a person that I guess I really didn't know. I do know that she never fucked me the way she was fucking him
I had two thoughts almost simultaneously. "What did I ever do to deserve this" and "All these years I've worried about size for no good reason." There was no way I could even begin to compare with what Lois seemed to be used to. I wasn't too small for her! Her cunt was too fucking big for a normal average sized man.
"Oh my God!" I heard from behind me and I turned and saw Lois standing there. "Oh God, oh God, oh God" she moaned as she hurried over to the telephone and quickly dialed a number as she chanted, "Answer damn it, answer! Answer the fucking phone." Then:
"Damn it Ralph; Dave knows. He got hold of that stupid tape you just had to make."
"I don't know how. You were supposed to take the damned thing with you when you left."
"You couldn't have it. Dave is sitting here watching it right now."
I guess I knew where my "NCIS" tape was. I got up and walked toward Lois and she flinched and shrank back from me. I guess she thought I was going to hit her, but what I did was snatch the phone out of her hand.
"Why don't you come on over and pick the tape up Ralph? Just make sure to wear a bullet proof vest when you come. It would be extremely wise of you to never let yourself be anywhere near where I might be from now on. Be advised that I intend to attend every family function from now on just hoping and praying that you will be there too. I won't waste my time looking for you, but rest assured that I will run across you some day and when that day comes it will be the worst day of your worthless life."
I slammed the phone down, looked at Lois and said, "Thanks to you and my asshole cousin I don't have to waste money on a private detective. The two of you have handed me all the evidence I need."
I went back to the VCR, ejected the tape and kissed it and then in I set it on top of the TV. In a shaky voice Lois asked:
"What are you going to do?"
"What the fuck do you think I'm going to do? I'm going to divorce your skanky ass."
"But I don't want a divorce."
"Why the fuck not? It is obvious from what I just watched that you don't give a shit about me. You should be tickled to death that you are getting rid of someone who cums in just ten seconds after sticking his little excuse for a dick into your worthless cunt. Go pack a bag and get the fuck out of here before I really lose it and do to you what I'm rapidly beginning to believe you so richly deserve."
She almost ran from the room and as soon as she was gone I grabbed a blank tape and set it on top of the TV and then took the damaging tape out into the kitchen and hid it.
I made a pot of coffee and sat down at the kitchen table and started making a list of what I was going to have to do in the morning. We didn't live in a state that had no fault rules, but what I did know is that the courts generally went fifty/fifty on an asset split unless the reason was infidelity or criminal in nature. Adultery was a slam dunk for me since I had the tape.
The house had been left to me by my parents and I had been meaning to add Lois to the title, but thank God I'd never gotten around to doing it. As I worked on the list I heard Lois come down the stairs and a couple of minutes later I heard the front door open and close. I wondered where she would go at two in the morning, but then I didn't really give a rat's ass.
I did wonder how you could go from love to hate in a matter of seconds or minutes. Yesterday I would have been willing to die for the woman and now I wouldn't piss on her to try and put it out if she was on fire.
I reviewed the list and there were some things I could do right away thanks to the Internet. I got up and headed for the den and as I went through the living room I noticed that the blank tape I'd set on the TV was gone and I smiled. I just hoped that she assumed she had the damning tape and didn't watch it to be sure. If things played out the way I expected (and hoped) they would I might be able to break things off in her ass.
Once in the den I got on the computer and did some Internet banking. I transferred everything except ten dollars out of our joint account and into a savings account that was in my name only. I'd had the account when I married Lois and she had her own when we married and we never got around to joining the two. Next I handled the credit cards. I paid the bills on line so I logged into them and cancelled the joint accounts. I had an American Express and a Visa in my name only and I left those two alone. I'd call in the morning and verify that the accounts were closed. Satisfied that I'd done what I could do to protect myself I went to bed and surprisingly enough I slept soundly.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The alarm woke me at seven and I was dressed and out of the house by seven forty-five. After a breakfast at Tricocci's I headed for the bank so I could be there at nine when the doors opened. I called work from the restaurant and told my secretary I was going to be late and she told me that my wife had called for me and wanted me to call her. "Fat chance of that" I thought as I hung up.
When the bank opened I rented a safe deposit box in my name only and then transferred everything out of the box that Lois had access to into my new box. That done I headed for the office where Myra, my secretary, handed me a handful of message slips and told me that Lois was still trying to get in touch with me. I told Myra that Lois and I would be divorcing and not to bother taking any messages from her. Then Myra told me that Alan wanted to see me as soon as I got to work.
I went to the bosses office and Shirley, his personal assistant told me to go right in.
"You picked a bad time to be late" he told me as I walked in the door. "I need you on the next flight to Atlanta. Morgan's is balking at signing the new contract and I need you to get down there and nail them down."
I told him that it was a bad time for me to be leaving and I told him why.
"One of the things I need to do is get a restraining order to keep Lois away from me and the house and I need to get the locks changed. If I don't get those done she could strip the place while I'm gone."
"Give me your keys and I'll get it done. You can use Bert Ellsworth. He was my attorney when I went through my divorce and he did one hell of a job for me. I'll call him and tell him to expect your call. Call him on your way to the airport. Shirley has made your reservations and you can pick up your ticket at the Delta counter."
I couldn't say no. It was a great job and paid extremely well so I had to go to Atlanta whether I wanted to or not.
I hurried home, packed a bag and made sure that the telephone answering machine was on and then I headed for the airport. On the way I called the number for the attorney that Alan had given me and asked for Ellsworth. When I told the receptionist my name she put me right through. I explained the situation and told him what I wanted to do. He gave me some advice and I gave him my Visa number to retain him.
At the airport I suffered through the usual TSA bullshit, got to the Delta counter, checked in and then sat down in the boarding area to wait for my flight to be called. As I sat there I thought over what the attorney had told me. I lied and told Ellsworth that the reason I needed the order was that I'd overheard Ralph tell Lois that if I gave her any grief over finding out they were fucking that "He would make me see reason."
"I'll beat the little wimp until he sees reason" is what I told Ellsworth. And then I said I'd heard Lois say:



"Oh goodie. Can I watch and maybe kick him in the nuts once or twice?"
It was all lies of course and wouldn't stand up in a show cause hearing, but if it would keep Lois away from the house until I got back I'd lie my ass off. I'd earned the right by listening to all the lies she'd told me while fucking Ralph and only God and Lois knew how many others. Ellsworth said there would be no problem in getting the restraining order, but there would be a hearing in ten days where I would have to convince a judge to make the order permanent.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The trip to Atlanta was rewarding in that I solved the problem within an hour of meeting the people from Morgan's and I called Alan and told him we had a signed contract.
He told me that he had called a locksmith and that the locks on the house had been change.
"In addition to that my brother in law is a deputy sheriff and he is keeping an eye on the place until you get back."
As long as I was in Atlanta I paid a courtesy call on two other customers before catching the seven-twenty flight back home. As I was waiting for my flight to be called I remembered that I'd turned my cell phone off during my courtesy calls and hadn't turned it back on. When I did I found that I had six missed messages and three voice mails. One message and one voice mail were from Ellsworth and all the rest were from Lois. I deleted her messages and listened to her voice mails. They were both the same:
"Call me. We need to talk before things get out of hand."
The voice mail from Ellsworth told me that he had been able to get to court that afternoon and had gotten the order of protection. He would have it served on Lois at her place of employment the next morning. I'd have to thank Alan for recommending Ellsworth.
I got home at midnight and when I got out of the car a man got out of a car parked at the curb and came up to me. He identified himself as a deputy sheriff and asked me for some ID.
"You must be Alan's brother in law" I said as I took out my wallet and showed him my driver's license and then I thanked him for keeping an eye on the house."
He handed me a key ring with a couple of keys on it and said, "Brian told me to tell you that every lock in the house is keyed alike so you only need one key to get in all the locked doors. Your wife showed up here at four-thirty and again at nine. She was really pissed when I wouldn't let her in. She threatened to call the cops on me if I didn't let her into her house. She was a tad surprised when I showed her my badge and told her that the cops were already here."
Once in the house I noticed the answering machine light was blinking, but I was beat so I unplugged the phone and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning after I showered, shaved and dressed I listened to the messages on the answering machine and surprise, surprise they were all from Lois and their content was all basically the same.
"Call me before you do anything rash."
Too late sweetie" I thought. "Way, way too late."
When I got to work Myra told me that Lois had called again and Myra had told her that she had been told not to put Lois through and that she wasn't even supposed to take messages from Lois.
"She hasn't called since."
I bent and kissed Myra on her forehead and said, "Don't know what I'd do without you."
She laughed and said, "I'll bet that you say that to all the girls."
I went into Alan's office and brought him up to date on the Morgan's situation and then thanked him for taking care of the lock problem at my house and sending me to Ellsworth.
"What's next for you" he asked.
"Get on with life. Try to find a good woman who will put up with me."
"You'll manage. The first couple of months are hard, but things will get better."
I went to my office and got busy. At nine I called Ellsworth and he told me the papers would be filed by ten and he could have Lois served before lunch time if I wished. I told him to go ahead and do it.
At ten to noon Lois stuck her head in my office and invited me to go to lunch with her. I needed a break so I said okay. We went to Tricocci's and grabbed a booth and after Mandy took our order Myra asked:
"How are you doing?"
"I'm okay. Why?"
"Both my oldest brother and sister are divorced and I know how rough it can be when you first starting going through the process and I know that having someone who isn't involved that you can talk with can help ease things for you."
"You putting in for the job?"
"Somebody needs to cheer you up so who better than me?"
"Cheering up? Yeah; I guess that is something I could really use right now."
Myra reached into her purse, took out a piece of paper and handed it to me as she said:
"Today's attempt at cheering you up."
I looked at the paper and saw that it was a list of names.
"What is it?"
"A list of the girls interested in you now that you are coming back on the market."
I scanned the list and saw a surprise or two.
"Liz Fisher? The drop dead gorgeous red-head in Accounting? I thought she was engaged. Last I heard was that the wedding was next month."
"She caught him cheating on her and gave him the boot."
"And you think she is interested in me?"
"I know she is. She once said that she would snatch you up in a heartbeat if you were single."
I looked at the list again. There were seven names on the list and besides Mary there were two that would interest me.
"You say that you know all of these are interested?"
"I've heard everyone of them express an interest in you a time or two."
I smiled and said, "I notice that your name isn't on the list."
"I considered putting it there, but decided under the circumstances I'd better not."
"Why didn't you?"
"Outside of the obvious fact that I'm married and you know it?
"Of course. You just admitted that you considered it."
"The answer is that you are just beginning to go through a divorce caused by a cheating wife. My thinking was that under the circumstances taking up with a married woman who plays would be the last thing on your mind."
"You play? I thought you and Harold were solid."
"We were until I found out that he was playing with the receptionist at his office. Rather than get a divorce I decided to keep my comfortable life style and pay him back in kind."
"Well you are wrong about one thing. Knowing that you are married and play wouldn't stop me. You should have put your name on the list. You would be the perfect woman for me right now."
"Now I know you are kidding. I'm far from being a perfect woman."
"That's were you are wrong. There are three names on your list that interest me, but you have one thing going for you that they don't have."
"And what pray tell would that be?"
"You are married and they aren't."
"Now that is something that you just have to explain."
"Right now an emotional entanglement is the last thing I need. It would be too easy to become emotionally involved with the three on your list that I would be interested in. You, on the other hand, are already spoken for and by your own admission you are happy playing tit for tat with your hubby. There wouldn't be any emotional component if I took up with you. What we would be is fuck buddies."
"You mean that? Really mean that?"
"Sure I do. Understand me here sweetie; I'm not the kind of man who would ever go after a married woman and try to seduce her. But one who let me know she was available? In a heartbeat sweetie; in a flat assed heartbeat."
"What would you say to a long lunch then?"
"I'd be all for it."
"Do we have time today?"
"Not today. I have a meeting with the people from Hayes at two, but I have a clear schedule for tomorrow."
"It's a date."
Was I being a hypocrite in fucking another woman while still being married to Lois and given that I was kicking her out for cheating on me? Not in my mind! According to Ellsworth Lois would have been served by the time I had my long lunch with Myra and once Lois had the divorce papers in hand as far as I was concerned we were legally separated and I would be free to do what I wanted.
At two forty-five my cell phone chirped and I looked at the screen and saw that it was Lois and knowing that it was probably because she had been served I decided to take the call.
"What do you want?"
No hello, just "What do you want?" I was tempted to say "What the fuck do you want bitch?!" but I decided that she already knew how I felt about her.
"Why can't I get in the house and what the hell is with this divorce garbage and why won't my credit cards work? And an order of protection? Are you out of your mind?"
"No; just out of a marriage. Your cards don't work because one of the things you do when you get rid of a cheating whore of a wife is cancel her credit cards. And the reason you can't get in the house is that you don't live there any more and I don't want you in it."
"You need to stop this nonsense Dave. You can't seriously want to lose half of everything you have over me having a little sex on the side. That's all it was Dave; just some recreational sex. There wasn't any love involved. You are the only one that I love."
"I don't see it that way Lois. As far as I am concerned you are a cheating whore and that is why I filed using adultery as cause."
"We need to talk. We need to sit down face to face and talk about this Dave."
I think I surprised her when I said, "Okay. Where and when?"
"The house tonight at ten?"
"I don't think so. I've got you out of the house and I'm not letting you back in."
"You can't keep me out of the house Dave."
"Of course I can. I own the house Lois. You aren't on the title. My parents left the house to me, not me and you. I will let you in to get the rest of your things, but only after my attorney sets it up so that there will be some one from the court there to make sure that you don't take anything you are not entitled to."
"Why don't we forget about all this legal stuff and just sit down and work it out?"
"I said I was willing to talk Lois, just not at the house."
"You are being totally unreasonable Dave. If not the house then where?"
"Tomorrow night at Angellina's at six. We can take the booth in back and that should give us enough privacy."
I closed the phone to end the call wondering if Lois really thought I was stupid enough to buy the "It was only sex with him; it's you I love" bullshit. Even as I had the thought I knew that the answer was yes. And why wouldn't she think I was stupid. I'd been dumb enough to let her get away with what she had been doing for years and years.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That night when I got off work I stopped at The Landing Strip Lounge to have a drink or two to drown my sorrows. Also, since it was Wednesday it was open mike night and I thought that maybe one or two of the comics might be able to make me laugh and cheer me up.
I took a seat at the bar and Karen saw me, came over and asked:
"The usual Dave?"
"I don't know sweetie. My usual order is for a PBR and a date with you and so far all I've gotten is the beer."
"I keep telling you Dave; I've got a keeper and I'm going to stick with him."
"I guess just the PBR then."
As she walked to get the beer I watched the sway of her ass and wondered if her keeper appreciated what he had. A five foot five fiery redhead with tits to die for if her low cut blouses weren't lying. I'd been flirting with her for years knowing that harmless flirting is all that it was, but with Lois out of the picture I really wouldn't mind taking a serious run at Karen. But then there was that "Keeper" thing. Oh well.
Up on the raised bandstand a woman was taking her shot at being a standup comic.
"A surveyor drops by Will's farm in eastern Minnesota and announced he had some bad news.
"I discovered that your farm isn't in Minnesota. It's actually in Wisconsin."
Will let out a huge sigh of relief and said, "That's the best news I've had in a long time. I was just telling my wife this morning that I don't think I can take another winter in Minnesota."
She got a good laugh from the crowd and went on with:
"The New York City Department of Education says that only 26 percent of the city's students in grades three through eight passed the English portion on a recent standardized test. But on the bright side they're too bad at math to realize how bad that is."
She got a polite laugh on that one, but hit the next one out of the park.
"A new pastor was visiting the homes of his parishioners. At one house it seemed obvious that someone was home, but no answer came to his repeated knocks. He took out a card and wrote "Revelation 3:20" on the back of it and stuck it to the door.
"When the offering was processed the following Sunday he found that his card had been returned. Added to it was "Genesis 3:10." Reaching for his Bible he checked out the citation and broke up in gales of laughter.
"Revelation 3:20 begins, "Behold, I stand at the door and knock." Genesis 3:10 reads, "I heard your voice in the garden and I was afraid for I was naked."
There were two more good comics after her and I left the place feeling a lot better than I'd felt going in. Maybe there was some truth to the old saying that "Laughter was the best medicine."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work and before I even had a chance to sit down at my desk Myra reminded me that we had a lunch date. The morning was fairly busy and at eleven-thirty Myra and I went to lunch. As we drove to the Marriott I asked her if she really wanted to have lunch first and she laughed and said:
"Sex on a full stomach slows me down some and I don't want slow for my first time with you."
I checked us in as Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Tomlinson. I thought it was fitting that I was using the name of Lois's asshole lover to get my first piece of ass from another woman.
Once in the room Myra immediately started to undress and she managed to get naked a lot quicker than I did, but then she'd had a head start. She had come into the room not wearing panties or a bra and she didn't take off her high heels or thigh high nylons. The sight of hr standing there would have given a stone statue a hard on, but the sight didn't give me one, but only because I'd gotten mine in the elevator on the way up to the floor our room was on.
"Ooooh, that's a nice one" Myra said as she looked at my erection. Imagine what that did for me after hearing what Lois had said that caused me to carry around that insecurity for years. Myra laid back on the bed, spread her legs and said:
"Come and get it lover."
I joined her on the bed and moved to go down on her, but she said, "None of that lover. Maybe later, but I've been hot and wet since we made this date yesterday. Fuck me first and we can do other stuff later."
I wasn't going to argue and I moved up and put the head of my cock against her slit and pushed. She was indeed wet, but even so I had to work my way in which was something I'd never had to do with Lois. Myra moaned, her legs came up to clamp me and her hands went to my butt and she tried to pull me in deeper. I started the in and back motion and Myra moaned:
"That's it baby; do me. Do me hard baby; do me hard."
I did my best and was rewarded when she had a screaming orgasm following which I had mine. It was a first for me. I'd never witnessed a screaming orgasm produced by me. Lois had cum, but it was never a loud event, at least not with me. I did see her do a loud one, but it was on the tape I had of her with my asshole cousin.
I held myself in Myra until I went soft and when I pulled out she turned and said, "Now we can do some of that other stuff" and she went for my cock with her mouth. I pulled and tugged until I had her in position for a sixty-nine. She fought me saying:
"Don't do that; it's nasty down there"
"Don't care" I said, "It's mine" and I pulled her down and went to work on her. As I worked on Myra's cum muffin I thought of how many times I done it with Lois not knowing that she was cheating on me. The thought almost caused me to lose the erection that Myra's mouth was building.
Almost, but only almost.
As soon as Myra had me up she swung over me and mounted me cowgirl and I laid there and let her do all the work. I looked up at her and saw her smiling down at me.
"Like this lover? Like looking up at my bouncing, swaying tits?"
"No" I moaned. "I hate it; I absolutely hate it."
She laughed and said, "Yeah! Right!"
When she had me close I had to roll her onto her back and drive hard to get my nut and when I did I had another first. Myra came just as I did and that was something that had never happened for me before.
We separated and as much as I would have loved to lie down next to her and cuddle for a bit I couldn't. A long lunch was something we could get away with, but not an afternoon. I got up, made quick use of the bathroom and started to dress.
"You can stay a bit and shower or clean up" I said, "But I have to get back to work."
"Don't be silly" Myra said. "Why should I wash you off of me? Going to hubby with the smell of my lover still on me is one of the parts of my getting even with him. I'll douche at work just before I go home because he might get suspicious if I'm too wet down there and I don't want to give him any ideas. I'd love to have him go down on me with you still in me, but I don't dare take the chance."
When she said that I thought of all the times I thought of all the times I'd gone down on Lois or slid into her loose cunt and commented on how wet she was. She always said that it was because she got all hot and bothered thinking about what we would do when we went to bed. The stupid thing is that I believed it until I saw the tape of her and Ralph.
That of course put another thought in my mind. Lois never really cared about me to care to care about whether I figured it out or not.
++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the day went by quickly and then it was time for me to head for Angelina's to meet with Lois. I got there first and took the booth in the back. I wanted that one because it was the farthest from the dance floor and consequently was the quietest. I ordered my usual and settled in to wait for Lois.
Lois came in five minutes later and as usual she looked sexy as all get out. She had obviously dressed to give me a hard on in the hope that it would make me more pliable. Usually seeing her like that would give me instant wood, but knowing what she'd done to me and my marriage killed that urge.
She sat down and when the waitress came and asked Lois what she wanted to drink Lois ordered her usual Cosmo and got a severely pissed look on her face when I told the waitress:
"Separate checks please."
I took a pull on my beer and then said, "Okay Lois; you called this meeting so speak your piece."
Honestly Dave; you could be a little more civil."
"Given the circumstances Lois you are lucky that I'm not trying to wrap my hands around your throat and strangle your cheating ass. I'm sitting here looking at your throat and imaging how good it would feel to have both hands around it and squeezing it hard. You wanted to talk so get to it or I'm going to get up and leave."
She sighed and said, "You are overreacting to things Dave. There is no need for us to divorce. I love you and I always have and always will. The thing with Ralph doesn't mean a thing to me. Yes I was having sex with him, but that is all that it was - just sex. Most of the time I don't even like him, but he fills a need that I have. He has never been a threat to you or our marriage."
"If he means nothing to you why did you neglect me in order to take care of him?"
"I've never done that!"
"Of course you have. Just think back over the last six months. Just how often did you grant me, most times reluctantly I might add, your sexual favors? Hell! Just think back over the last three weeks. I listened to your excuses night after night and went without while all the time you were fucking some one else. That's what you call loving me and only me?"



"It hasn't been that long."
"It damned sure has. Three weeks of avoiding me and when you finally tell me I'm going to get lucky when you get home you go straight to bed and go to sleep. When I tried to get something going you were all for it until you realized it was me. Remember that Lois? Remember that "Oh, it's you. I'm tired. Leave me alone." That said it all Lois. That "Oh; it's only you" said it all. Then seeing that tape was the final nail in the coffin. That "Poor excuse for a dick and cums in ten seconds was the hammer that drove that final nail down."
"Oh come on Dave; you know that what I said wasn't true. When have you ever cum within even a couple of minutes? You almost always go ten or more minutes. Usually a lot more and you know it."
"Then why would you even say those things to Ralph?"
"Because Ralph likes to hear it. He has some crying need to hear that he is so much better than you. I say garbage like that to stroke his ego. There is absolutely nothing wrong with you as a lover Dave. You have always gotten me off."
"Then why are you fucking other men?"
"It isn't other men Dave; it is only Ralph."
"So in your mind it isn't cheating on me since it is only Ralph?"
"That isn't what I said."
"It doesn't matter Lois. One man or a hundred, fucking a man other than your husband is cheating any way you want to look at it."
"Answer me this Dave. Up until you saw that tape wouldn't you say we had a good marriage?"
"Good maybe, but certainly not great."
"Well I've been seeing Ralph since before we were married and it hasn't affected the marriage at all."
"You were fucking my asshole cousin even before we said I do?"
"Yes I was."
"Then why in the hell did you even bother to marry me?"
"Because I love you Dave. I barely even like Ralph."
"Then why the hell are you fucking him?"
"Because he gives me something physically that you can't. Size Dave. All Ralph has going for him is size. He hits places inside me that you can't. Those places give me feelings that you can't give me. Why don't you look at it as Ralph just helping you out with me?"
"You have to be brain dead if you think you can sell me on that one. If that is all you have to talk about then we are done here."
I started to stand up and she said, "You will never be able to sell adultery Dave. You don't have any evidence to back it up."
"You forget that I have the tape that you and Ralph so graciously made for me."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course I am" I said and then I walked away from her. I was smiling as I walked out the door. Obviously she hadn't looked at the tape she took from the house so she didn't know that she had a blank one. I was just reaching for the door handle on the car when I heard the 'click click' of high heels coming my way and I turned to see Lois half walking and half running in her high heels. I was amazed that she could move that fast in them.
She hurried up to me and said, "I need to get in the house Dave. I need my clothes and things."
I knew when I said it that I was being an asshole, but I honestly felt that I had the right to be one when I said:
"Have your lawyer call mine to set it up" I said as I got into the car. I rolled down the window and said, "Bye bye Lois" and drove off as she cried out:
"Wait Dave. Wait a minu..."
I could have let her follow me home and get her stuff. It wouldn't have hurt me any to do it, but I'm afraid that my mind set at the time was "Fuck that bitch!" If she didn't already have a lawyer it would take her a day or two to get one and since it was Thursday I was betting that the soonest she could get one would be Monday and then another day to arrange to get her into the house. By that time I'd have everything of hers in garbage bags and I wouldn't use 'reasonable care' in doing it. If I was lucky she would have to take it all to the dry cleaners or the Laundromat before she could use them.
Was I a little bitter toward Lois? Nah! Everything was sunshine and roses where Lois and I were concerned.
I slept well that night.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday I had another long lunch with Myra and at the conclusion of a rather strenuous period Myra asked me if I had plans for the weekend. When I said that I didn't she asked:
"Want to spend the weekend with me?"
"I'd love to, but how would you hide it from your hubby?"
"He's leaving on a weekend fishing trip. He packed his car this morning and he will be leaving right from work. You have me from now until noon on Sunday. That is if you want me."
"Silly girl. Let's see now. Dinner and dancing this evening. Go home and play. Wake up Saturday morning and play most of the day. Dinner and dancing Saturday evening and then go home and play. Wake up Sunday and play until noon and then go out for a late breakfast. That sound about right?"
"All except for the dancing part. I say more play and less dancing."
"Wouldn't work. Yours never wears out, but mine tends to need rest at times."
"Okay then; I guess we go with your plan."
We went back to work and at quitting time I told her that I would pick her at seven.
"Pack for the weekend" I told her, "Because I don't intend to bring you back until Sunday afternoon."
When I got home I found that Lois had decided not to waste time trying to get a lawyer. When I went up to the bedroom to change clothes I saw that Lois's side of the walk in closet was empty. I looked around and saw that most of her other stuff was gone. I went looking to see if I could figure out how she got in.
Didn't take long to find it. One of the windows in the family room that looked out onto the patio had been broken out. Nothing I could do about it. Calling the police would be a waste of time since I couldn't prove that Lois did it. I did get just a wee bit of satisfaction. There was some blood on some of the broken shards of glass. Lois must have cut herself climbing in.
I grabbed the Yellow Pages and found a glass company, called them and made an appointment for the next day. Then I decided to leave the mess until the morning and that decision made I went upstairs, showered and dressed for my date with Myra.
++++++++++++++++++++
We had dinner and then went dancing and drinking. At eleven we were in bed, but we didn't fall asleep until three and believe me when I say I was pretty darned tired when Myra got through with me.
I set the clock for nine since the glass company said they would be there between ten and twelve. I shouldn't have bothered with the clock because Myra woke me up at seven-twenty in a most marvelous way. I woke up to find my cock in Myra's mouth. That led to a session of doggie followed by some sixty-nine followed by some missionary and then a shower.
The soaping and washing of each others backs, sides and then fronts led to Myra being taken from behind as she leaned against the shower wall. More soaping and washing led us back to the bed. By then it was almost time for the glass man to show up so breakfast was out and we would instead have an early lunch.
While waiting for the glass guy I cleaned up the broken glass and had just finished when the glass man got there at ten-ten. He was all done at ten-forty and by eleven Myra and I were at Tricocci's having a late breakfast. After Jared had taken our order I asked Myra what she would like to do that afternoon.
"Lay around. Make lazy love. Cuddle."
"I can do that."
And that is just what we did. We were in a mellow mood and by five we decided that we would call out for pizza and just keep up with what we had been doing most of the day. We decided not to play on full stomachs so we cuddled on the couch and watched some TV for an hour or two and then in the middle of a program I don't even remember the name of Myra started rubbing my cock.
Two could play that game and I started playing with her tits. She retaliated by pulling my cock out into the open and going down on it. Refusing to let her gain the upper hand I pulled her down on the floor, pushed the gusset of her panties aside and fucked her.
Guess I showed her right?
Once we'd made it off the floor and into the bedroom Myra asked me why I'd never tried her ass.
"I guess it is because every girl I've ever had never let me do it so I don't think about it any more."
"Then you are in for a treat tonight. I love it up my butt."
Never having been there before I couldn't believe how tight it was. As I fucked Myra's tight ass I thought of Lois's loose pussy. If I'd taken her ass would it have been tight too? Or would it have been as loose as her cheating cunt. Did she give her ass to her big dicked lovers even though she'd never given it to me? I guessed I'd never know, but then I really didn't need to any more. The bitch was gone! She would still be around on the fringes as we fought our way through the divorce process, but she was 97% out of my life now.
Myra was pushing her ass back at me and moaning "Yes yes yes" as I pounded into her and then she surprised me and had an orgasm. I didn't know a woman could have one while being taken anally. I smiled and wondered what other things Myra was going to teach me. One thing I did know and that was that I was going to take all that Myra would give me for as long as she was willing to give it.
As her orgasm ebbed I redoubled my efforts and got mine. As we rested I said:
"You really do like it that way?"
"I love it."
"Then I guess we will have to do a lot more of it."
She got up from the bed, went into the bathroom and came back with a washrag. She smiled and said:
"Got to clean this guy up so I can work on him to get him up again."
She managed to do it, but I don't know how. With all we had done from Friday until I finished in her ass I would have bet money that she couldn't get another one out of me. I've got to learn not to bet against a determined woman. We started doggie and I finished in her ass. She did the washrag thing again, but I was done and we fell asleep cuddled up against each other,
++++++++++++++++++++
With Sunday morning came the realization that I was going to have to give her back to her husband. With that realization came a thought and over pancakes at the Village Inn I asked:
"How long have I got?"
"What do you mean?"
"How long before you drop me?"
"Why would you think that I'd drop you?"
"From the way that you said it when you told me that you played around on your hubby I got the impression that you just did it here and there and didn't hook up with anyone for long periods."
"Maybe, but it was never my choice. Usually the guy I would hook up with would eventually get a little possessive and want me to dump Harold for them. The problem with that is that they were not in Harold's class. None of them could keep me in the life style I enjoyed as Harold's wife. I just couldn't see leaving a nice house in a good neighborhood to live in a two room apartment and spend my time wondering if we would be able to pay that month's bills.
"Besides, most were not any better in bed than Harold and there was also the fact that they were dirt bags. At least that is the way I looked at it. They had to be dirt bags if they were hitting on a married woman and I always wore my rings."
"I don't understand the logic there. You went out looking to get hit on and you knew that they knew you were married when you hooked up with them.
"True, but I wasn't looking for a replacement for Harold; I was simply looking to get even. That I hung onto them if they were halfway decent in the sack didn't mean that I really cared all that much for them. Face it; if they came after me knowing I was married do you think I could ever trust them if I made the relationship permanent?"
"So I'm just another dirt bag?"
"Don't be silly. Of course you aren't. I've worked for you for over five years now and not once in all that time did you ever do so much as flirt with me. Think on what got us here lover. I as good as gave you an engraved invitation. You flat out told me that you would never go after a married woman and you didn't. I put it out there and you were smart enough not to turn it down. If any dropping gets done it will have to be you dropping me."
"I can promise you that if I do it won't be any time soon. Do we have time for one more before I have to get you home?"
She gave me a big smile and we did.
When I went to bed Sunday night I was one of the most sexually satisfied men in the state and maybe even the surrounding ones.
+++++++++++++++++
Monday as I drove to work I thought on my relationship with Myra and I knew that it couldn't continue; at least not as it had gone on over the weekend. I had sued Lois using adultery as grounds and if she got an attorney one of the first things he would do (if he was worth a shit) would be for her to get something on me she could counter with. If she couldn't counter I would come out ahead in the asset split. My getting caught with Myra would give Lois that counter, but there was no way I was going to go without sex for as long as the divorce would take. I'd gone without long enough while I was married to my whore of a wife.
I called Myra into my office when I got to work and laid out the problem for her and then asked if she had any ideas.
"A couple, but I don't know if you can swing it."
"Tell me and let's see."
"You have these three uncomfortable chairs in here for when clients visit. You need to get a comfortable couch in here for them to sit on."
"I can do that."
"Then you stay and work late a lot so naturally I'll have to stay late to assist you. Then after we have put the new couch to good use you leave, I'll wait ten or fifteen minutes to give whoever might be watching you time enough to follow you so they won't be there to see me leave."
"That should work."
"Another thing we could do is I'll leave for lunch before you do and go to the hotel, get a room and then call you with the room number. When you get to the hotel take the elevator to the second floor where all of the conference rooms are and then take the stairwell up to the floor the room is on. We won't be able to do that very often though. There is a limit to how many conferences you can attend without making people wonder."
"What would keep them from coming up to verify that I was in a conference?"
"Before you come up the stairwell hang a "Do Not Disturb" sign on one of the conference room doors, but it really won't matter. They will need to see us together and as long as we come and go separately we should be fine."
I told Myra to plan on a conference the next day and then I sent her back to work. I had a full day so I didn't get around to ordering the couch until around four. I didn't waste time going through channels to get it approved; I simply ordered it and paid for it myself.
At five I called Myra into my office and told her that she needed to tell her hubby that she needed to work late on Thursday.
"They will be delivering the couch around noon."
"How did you get Ahern and Accounting to approve it so fast?"
"Didn't use them. I bought it myself."
She looked around and didn't see anyone (the office door was open) and kissed me. Then she said:
"I was hoping that I wasn't going to have to wait for Thursday."
"Have you already forgotten the conference with the folks from Ajax tomorrow?"
"Damn! How did that slip my mind?"
++++++++++++++++++
I was in a good mood all the way home and then the good mood fled when I got to the house and saw Lois parked in the driveway. She was parked in the middle so that I couldn't get by her to get in the garage. I parked so she had room to back out and leave. When I got out of my car she got out of hers and then she walked up to me and said:
"We need to talk Dave. Things are getting way out of hand."
I ignored her and walked by her to her car. I opened the door and reached in and grabbed her purse that she'd left on the seat. I turned it upside down and dumped the contents on the seat. I picked up her wallet and took all the money out of it and counted it and then put it in my pocket and dropped the wallet on top of the rest of the junk on the seat.
"You still owe me fourteen dollars for the window you broke and we don't need to talk. I've already said all that I need to say to you."
"Damn it Dave; I love you and I don't want a divorce. We can work things out. It doesn't have to be over for us."
"Yes it does Lois. There is no fucking way we can stay together especially after my finding out that you have been stabbing me in the back since before we were even married. We are done Lois! Finished! Kaput!"
"I had hoped that you would listen to reason, but I guess deep down I knew you wouldn't. If you are dead set on a divorce I'm going to have to fight you. I will not accept adultery. I know how this state is and I will not settle for a 70/30 asset split with me getting the low number."
"I'm sorry that you don't think you need to be punished for what you did to me, but the adultery stands."
"You will have to prove it Dave and you can't. It will be your word against mine and I'll deny it to hell and back. I'll say that you are just trying to cheat me out of my fair share of our assets. You might even be penalized for it."
"You seem to forget that I have visual proof of you committing adultery with my asshole cousin."
"No you don't Dave. I grabbed that tape when I left the house and then destroyed it. It will be you word against mine and lacking any proof you will lose."
"You destroyed it? Ralph will never forgive you. He did so want that tape. He might even be so pissed at you for destroying it that he just stop fucking you."
"Will you get it through your head that I don't give a shit about Ralph? Yes, I wanted what he had, but I don't need it. I need you."
I shrugged and said, "You still owe me fourteen dollars for the window" and walked away from her and went into the house. The cunt didn't give up easily. She beat on the door and rang the bell for a good ten minutes before she finally left.
As I watched her back down the driveway I was smiling. She had obviously destroyed the tape without looking at it to make sure she had the right one. Was she ever in for a surprise. I wanted her to get an attorney and fight the divorce. I wanted her to go into debt, to spend a thousand or more dollars on attorneys only to find out that I still had the tape and that she had spent her money for nothing.
I slept soundly that night.
+++++++++++++++++
My Tuesday conference with 'the people from Ajax' went well and I was in a pretty good mood when I went home from work. Wednesday wasn't all that bad either since Myra wanted a quickie on my desk at closing time. After a quick check to make sure everyone else was gone I obliged the lady and when we were through I reminded her that she would be expected to work late on Thursday.
On the way home I decided to stop at my watering hole of choice which was The Landing Strip Lounge. I'd forgotten that Wednesday night was open mike night and when I got there I had trouble finding a seat. Finally a seat opened up at the bar and I grabbed it. I got there just as Bobby Denton handed the mike to a trailer repair mechanic who worked at Triple T Sales and Service over in Franktown.
An eight year old girl went to her grandfather, who was working in the yard and asked him:
"Grandpa, what is couple sex?"
The grandfather was surprised that she would ask such a question, but then he decided that if she was old enough to ask the question she was old enough to get a straight answer. Steeling himself to leave nothing out he proceeded to tell the young girl all about human reproduction and the joys and responsibilities of intercourse.
When he finished explaining the little girl was looking at him with her mouth hanging open and with eyes wide in amazement. Seeing the look on her face the grandfather asked her:



"Why did you ask this question honey?"
"Grandma told me to tell you that dinner would be ready in a couple secs."
The crowd roared with laughter and he followed that one up with:
"There was this guy and he was pretty smart. He had degrees in both Electrical and Mechanical Engineering and one day as he was driving home he heard a commercial on his car radio that he figured was an outright lie. He thought about it and when he got home he sat down in his den and drew up the plans for a lie detecting robot.
"When he was satisfied with his plan he went down to his basement workshop and started building it. It took him six weeks and when it was done he was ready to test it. It just happened that he had the robot with him in the living room when his fourteen year old son came home two hours late. The man asked his son why he was so late. His son said that he had been playing cards with his buddies and he had lost track of time. The robot wheeled over to the boy and slapped him. The man said:
"Tell me the truth now. Why are you late?"
The boy said, "It wasn't nothing. We was just looking at some porn that Johnny's father had."
The man shook his head and said, "When I was your age we didn't look at porn" and the robot slapped him. His wife laughed and said:
"He takes after you George. He certainly is your son."
And the robot slapped her.
That got another roar from the crowd.
There was a break in the action so I finished my beer and went on home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day two good things happened. The first was my attorney calling to tell me that he had been contacted by an attorney representing Lois and had been told that she was going to fight the divorce. That caused me to smile.
The second thing was that my black leather couch was delivered. I went with leather because I figured to clean up the cum stains that were bound to get on it. It turned out that it was a wise move on my part because Myra and I did leave some deposits on it later that afternoon.
The next couple of weeks slid by without much happening. Myra and I got it on three or four times a week, mostly on the couch after hours, but we did do the conference room three times because face it, just as the couch was better than the desk a bed was better than a couch.
Also during that period Lois called me almost daily telling me that she needed me and telling me that I simply could not win so why not just accept things as being in the past and best forgotten and get on with our lives together. I could have put a stop to the calls by getting a new cell phone with a different number and getting the number on the home phone changed, but I got some sort of perverse pleasure out of telling her that she was wasting her time. All the while knowing that she had no idea of what was going to fall on her.
Meanwhile Ellsworth and the attorney that Lois had hired spent time hashing things out. I hoped that Myra's attorney was being paid by the hour and driving up her tab. I had negotiated a flat fee with Ellsworth so I didn't care how long things were drug out. Ellsworth knew about the tape and in fact he had it in his possession, but he never told Lois's attorney that it existed.
They haggled back and forth with the other attorney arguing that Lois would stop fighting the divorce if I changed the grounds from adultery to irreconcilable differences and agreed to an equal split of the assets. To give Lois some hope I told Ellsworth he could drop it from 70/30 to 65/35 knowing full well that she wouldn't take it.
Ellsworth told me that he was going to have to let the opposition know of the tapes existence before going in front of a judge. He said that the judge would be pissed - extremely pissed - if we hadn't made every attempt to come to an agreement before coming in front of him. I told Ellsworth to use his best judgment. What the hell! It was what I was paying him for right?
Lois did put someone on me or at least I was pretty sure that she had. I was suddenly seeing a guy around that I had never seen before. I never caught him actually looking at me, but h seemed to be around no matter where I was. Maybe it was me being paranoid, but then again maybe not.
Another week went by and I got a call from Ellsworth. Lois and her attorney wanted a meeting. I told him to set it up and let me know when. He called me back and said Friday at ten in the morning. I was there at nine-thirty and talked things over with Bert. We decided to bring the tape into play at the meeting, but I wanted to fuck with Lois one last time.
The meeting started with the usual bullshit. Lois denied committing adultery and said I was being unreasonable. Then I said:
"You keep forgetting that I have the tape that you and my asshole cousin made."
"No you don't! You have nothing to prove your claim and you know it."
"I'll tell you what I'll do Lois. If you will sign the papers right now I'll go for a 60/40 split. That offer is good for the next two minutes. If you don't sign I guess the judge will be the one to set the split."
"I'm not accepting it Dave. You have no proof."
"Of course I do Lois; I have the tape of you fucking Ralph."
And then Lois did what I'd hoped she would do. She got pissed and let her mouth run away from her.
"Damn it Dave! I already told you I destroyed that damned tape!"
"Oh? So you admit that you committed adultery and then destroyed the evidence?"
Her eyes got big as she realized what she had just said.
"No. I didn't mean it that way."
"Doesn't matter Lois. I offered to cut you some slack, but you being your usual pig-headed self turned my offer down. We will just have to let the courts decide."
Then Lois's attorney spoke. "If you do indeed have the evidence it would be best to bring it out into the open now."
I nodded at Ellsworth and as he went to push the play button on the TV/VCR setup on the end of the table I said:
"Last chance Lois. I'll go 60/40, but once he pushes the play button the offer is withdrawn and we will go to court.
"Fuck you Dave. You don't have a thing you can use."
Bert pushed the play button and I stood up and said, "See you in court Lois" and I left the room.
I wasn't out of the building when my cell went off. It was Burt.
"They want to deal."
"No thanks. I gave her an out and she wouldn't take it so full speed ahead."
All that did was increase the number of phone calls I was getting from Lois. I'd unplugged the home phone and Myra knew not to put any calls from Lois through to me so the only way Lois could get to me was my cell. I kept the cell and the number just to fuck with Lois. It tickled me to see the number of calls I got from her that I never took.
+++++++++++++++++
As far as my sex life was concerned Myra was giving me almost more than I could handle, but I wasn't going to complain.
Three days after the meeting with Lois and the attorneys Myra said:
"We have a problem; a very big problem."
"Oh shit!" I thought, her hubby has found out about us.
"How bad is it" I asked.
"Pretty bad. Harold has to fly back to Ohio to handle something pertaining to his parent's estate. He will be gone a week."
"So what's the problem?"
"How are we going to manage spending a week together?"
I thought for a minute and then said, "Easy. You leave work a half hour before I do and drive to my house. Park one block over and then go into the house and make sure that all the curtains and blinds are shut tight. Then when I come home we play. I leave for work in the morning and if I am being watched that will pull them after me. You wait ten or fifteen minutes to let me get clear and then you leave and come to work. We will just keep repeating it until the weekend and then come up with another plan."
"How about this for a weekend plan. I do the same thing that I do all week only Friday when you get home we just never leave the house for the entire weekend. Think you can handle two and a half days with me?"
"What I'm not sure of sweetie is that I can survive two and a half days with you."
"We won't know until we give it a shot."
And that is just what we did and I did manage to survive the weekend, but the weekend - as good as it was - caused me to get a bit moody when it was over and Myra went home so she could be there to greet hubby when he came home.
I had gotten too used to Myra. Besides the sex she was good company and I got along great with her, but I knew me well enough to know that once my divorce was final I was going to be looking for a replacement for Lois. I had liked being married. I was going to want a fulltime relationship. I wanted to be able to go to sleep at night cuddled up to a woman who would be there in the morning when I woke up.
I could very well see me doing it with Myra, but Myra never gave any indication that she would ever dump Harold. I'd always gotten the feeling that she was happy with him (except for his fucking around on her) and was content to stay with him as long as she was able to repay him in kind.
I remembered the list she had shown me that had been the impetus for our affair and I mentally reviewed it. There were three that I would love to fuck, but I couldn't see any of them as wife material. Two of them smoked and I didn't and from living with my parents I knew I couldn't live with a smoker. Both of my parents were two pack a day smokers and the house always smelled like a wet ashtray. The stink was on everything; clothes, furniture, curtains and the list could go on and on.
The one non-smoker was Liz from Accounting and she was also the sexiest of the three, but I thought that she was too young for me and the age difference meant that it wasn't likely we would have enough common ground to work with. I'd once gone to her office to check with her about an item on one of my expense reports and she was listening to rap music (if it could indeed be called music) and I can't stand the stuff. Liz might be fun to play with for a while, but I couldn't imagine that we could make it long term.
++++++++++++++++++
Those were the thoughts I was having as I drove to work on Monday. Once at work I got too busy to spend any time thinking of personal problems. I was so busy I had to say no when Myra stuck her head in the office and asked me if we were on for a long lunch,
Just before quitting time I got a call from Bert Ellsworth. He said that Lois was desperate to settle.
"I know that for you it is all about sticking it to her, but I think you would be wise to offer her 60/40 to get her to sign now. I know that in most cases adultery does play a big part in getting the aggrieved party a bigger share of the assets, but two of the seven judges who sit on divorce cases are women and they tend to go 50/50 regardless of the cause and we just might be unlucky enough to draw one of them. I think it would be in your best interest to settle."
I gave it maybe thirty seconds of thought and then I told him to offer her 65/35 and see if she would go for it.
At quitting time Myra came into the office and said, "I didn't get my long lunch so can I at least get some couch time?"
She could and did.
The next morning at ten Ellsworth called and said that Lois had accepted the 65/35 offer. He said that she would be in at five on Wednesday to sign the papers and had asked for a short meeting with me. I couldn't see any benefit to it other that to give me one more chance to snarl at her, but I wanted to get things over with so I didn't have to sneak around with Myra any more. I told Bert that I would be there at two and give her the meeting that she wanted.
We went into a conference room and I took a seat and waited for her to speak her piece. She saw that I wasn't going to say anything so she took a deep breath and said:
"I don't want this Dave. I know you don't believe it, but I do love you. Is there anyway at all that we can work things out and stay together?"
"Not a prayer Lois. Not after finding out how long you had been doing it. I'll be straight with you here. If you had gone through a short affair with someone I might - just might - have let it pass. Say maybe you had a few large cocks before we married and then were a faithful wife for years until you somehow discovered that someone had a big one and you remembered how good it felt and fell into a short relationship with him I might have been able to get by it.
"But a continuing affair since before we even said I do? Not a chance in hell Lois. No way we can get by that. The guy you say you barely like is getting steady pussy from you and the man you profess to love gets to go without anywhere from three weeks to two months? It won't wash Lois; it just won't wash. Is that it? Is that all you have to say?"
"Please Dave. Please give us a chance."
"Can't do it Lois. I'd never trust you again and I won't live like that."
I stood up and walked to the door. I turned and said, "You are a good looking woman Lois so I doubt that you will be alone for long. When you do hook up with someone I can only hope that he fucks over you as badly as you fucked over me."
I left the room and headed for the Landing Strip. I took a seat at the bar and Karen came over, set a PBR in front of me and said:
"Where you been hiding handsome?"
"Been going through a divorce and haven't been feeling all that sociable. I thought I'd come in and have a beer or two and unwind.
"Divorce huh? That mean that I might be able to bring you under my spell?"
"I thought you were spoken for. I've been flirting with you for years and you've always told me how great you had it with your guy."
"Hah! Had it great but only because I thought he was something he wasn't."
Before she could go any farther another customer called for her attention and I watched her nicely shaped tight ass as she walked toward him. She was busy most of the time my two beers took up so I didn't get a chance to talk too much with her.
I'd had enough so I waved Karen over to settle my tab. She took my money and when she came back with my change she gave me a smile and said:
"When the divorce stuff is over and done with keep me in mind okay?"
"I can do that. Take care" and I headed for the house in a damned fine mood. Karen interested in me? Who would have ever thunk it.
++++++++++++++++++
As far as I was concerned once Lois signed the papers it was a done deal and even though there would be a wait for the final decree I could move on with my life. To me that meant freedom from worrying about being watched. Myra and I could stop sneaking around.
Around ten Myra came into the office and asked if we were on for a long lunch and I told her yes.
"I'll leave around eleven-twenty and get the room" she said.
"No need for that any more. Lois signed the papers yesterday so we don't need to try and avoid something that might have never been there anyway."
We left for the Marriott at eleven-thirty and we were alone in the elevator on the way down to the lobby when Myra grabbed my hand, picked up her skirt and placed my hand on her naked pussy.
"I just want you to know how eager I am."
I worked a finger into her pussy and she moaned just as the dinger sounded that said the door was opening. We hurriedly rearranged ourselves and then rushed out of the building.
When the door to room 403 closed behind us we went at each other like wild animals after downed prey. No foreplay - just straight into missionary. Then came sixty-nine, doggie, sixty-nine and then the doggie position with me rooting around in Myra's root cellar.
As we dressed Myra asked, "What now?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that now you are free are we done being fuck buddies?"
That caught me flat footed, but it didn't take long for me to come up with the answer to the question.
"As long as you want me sweetie I'll be around, but eventually I'm going to want to find me a wife. I liked being married."
"What would you be looking for in a wife?"
"She would need to be reasonably good looking, love sex, be strong enough to put up with me and be a pretty good cook."
"I can cook."
I looked at her for the second or two it took for what she was actually saying to register on me and then said:
"If you are applying for the position I will move your application to the top of the pile. There is one small requirement however. I won't be party to committing bigamy."
She looked at me with a confused expression on her face and then it hit her. She gave me a big smile and said:
"Not to worry lover; he doesn't know it yet, but Harold is history."
Then a thought hit me and Myra saw the expression on my face change and she asked:
"What is it baby? What's wrong?"
"We just got to where we don't have to hide things from Lois, but now we have to hide things from Harold while you go through your divorce process."
"I might be wrong, but I don't think that will need to happen. I'll give him a choice between adultery or irreconcilable differences. I've more that enough evidence to make adultery stick and if I go that route and say I'm going to broadcast it to the world he might quickly accept irreconcilable differences. Harold is a ladder climber where he works and he has his eyes on a VP position. The CEO is a fanatic born again Christian and so are a couple of the board members. I don't believe Harold's prospects would be all that great if I let the word out on his adultery. It might mean a motel room for me for a week or two, but we know how to work around that right?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Myra's game plan worked out pretty much as she thought it would and she didn't waste any time putting it into affect. She called Ellsworth (on my recommendation) and had an appointment for Friday. She had Bert draw up two sets of papers; one for adultery and one for irreconcilable differences. Saturday at eleven forty-five, just before the bank closed, she took half of the checking account, all of the savings and four of the six CDs out of their safe deposit box.
She went home, packed (Harold was off playing gold) and moved her stuff into her car and by three she was moved into a motel room. She went home, fixed dinner, opened a bottle of wine and as she and Harold had dinner she informed him that she knew of his affairs, had PI reports on three of them and that she'd had enough and was going to divorce him. She told him what she had done with the money and that she would sign her share of the house over to him. She considered that more than fair since her share of the equity in the house was more than she'd taken out of the bank.
She gave him the divorce paperwork and told him what his options were and told him he had until ten o'clock Monday morning to let her know which way he wanted her to go and then she got up and left the house smiling because she left Harold the dirty dishes.
She was not surprised when Harold called her on her cell and said he would prefer to go the irreconcilable differences route. The two of them met at Bert's office on Wednesday and Harold signed on the dotted line.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Myra decided to stay at the motel through the weekend to give the dust time to settle and then I moved her in with me and we were going to live together until our divorces were final and then we would get married.
Once that happened we were going to have another problem to face. Myra was damned good at her job and didn't want to give it up. The problem was that the company we worked for had a policy of family members not being allowed to work together. We could both still work for the company but one of us would have to transfer. The problem with that is that the closest company facility we could transfer to was ninety miles away and that just wasn't going to work for us.
We decided to lie. We just wouldn't tell the company that we were married. Myra wouldn't change her name and would keep her company health insurance. We would do it until we were caught (if we were) and then Myra would resign and find another job. If she wanted to. She really didn't need to work since I was very well compensated for what I did.



+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday she checked out of the motel and by three that afternoon she was living with me and the next two months quickly went by with no problems surfacing and I began to relax and let my guard down.
Big Mistake.
Lois called once or twice a week and I usually took the call primarily so I could have the satisfaction of shutting her down. I should have known she wouldn't quit bugging me.
It was a Wednesday night and Myra and I were at The Landing Strip enjoying a toddy or three. We stopped in from time to time (and not always on Wednesday) because it had always been my favorite watering hole, but our main reason for being there that particular night was because one of the girls from accounting was going to get up and give it a shot. We were there for encouragement and moral support.
Shelly was okay, but our opinion (Myra's and mine) was that she better hang onto her day job instead of trying to go into show biz. She started off with:
"A man was sitting reading his daily paper when his wife came up and hit him on the head with a frying pan. "What was that for" the man asked. The wife replied "That was for the piece of paper I found in your pant's pocket with the name Jenny on it."
The husband said, "When I was at the races last week Jenny was the name of the horse I bet on."
The wife apologized and went on with her house work. Three days later the man is watching television and his wife walked up and smacked him on the head with an even bigger frying pan knocking him unconscious. When the man regained consciousness he asked his wife why she had hit him again.
"Your horse called" replied the wife.
After a polite laugh from the crowd she went on with, "An old man and woman were married for many, many years even though they hated each other. Whenever there was a confrontation yelling could be heard deep into the night. The old man would shout:
"When I die I will dig my way out of the grave and come back and haunt you for the rest of your life."
Neighbors feared him. They believed that he practiced black magic because of the many strange occurrences that took place in the neighborhood. The old man liked the fact that he was feared.
To every one's relief the old man died of a heart attack when he was eighty-five. His wife had a closed casket at the funeral and after the burial she went to the local bar and began to party as if there were no tomorrow. Her neighbor's, concerned for her safety, asked:
"Aren't you afraid that he may indeed be able to dig his way out of his grave and come back to haunt you?"
The wife put down her drink and laughed. "Let him dig. I had the old fart buried upside down and I know him well enough to know that he won't stop and ask for directions."
As I said, okay, but she needed to keep her day job.
Bobby Denton was just introducing the next hopeful when I felt something wet splash on me as I heard:
"You keep your fucking hands off my man you fucking whore!"
I turned to see that Lois had come up behind us and poured a drink on Myra's head. Before I could stand up and do anything Myra threw her drink in Lois's face and when Lois's hands flew up to her face Myra grabbed my longneck, stood up and cold-cocked Lois with it. Lois fell to the floor and I grabbed Myra and hustled her out the door.
I had some rags in the trunk of my car and I got them and was drying Myra and myself off when Lois came out the door. She was unsteady on her feet from being conked on the noggin by a beer bottle and she was being assisted by none other than my asshole cousin Ralph. I dropped the rag in my hand and yelled "You rotten son of a bitch!" and I went running at him. He let go of Lois, who fell to the ground, and then took off running. I chased him for three blocks before I gave it up and went back to the Strip's parking lot.
When I got there Myra had Lois pinned to the fender of a car and as I came up to them I saw Lois was crying and Myra was yelling in her face:
"Get it through your thick head you stupid cow! I did not steal him from you. You threw him away and I was lucky enough to catch him."
When I came up to them Myra stepped back from Lois and said:
"Let's get out of here."
"Get in the car. I need to go inside and straighten things out with Joe" (Joe Lambert who was the owner).
I went inside and found Joe and asked if there were any damages I needed to take care of and he said no and laughed as he said:
"Next time do it during intermission so the customers will have something to watch when there is no one on the mike."
When I got back outside I found Lois waiting for me just outside the door. A quick glance showed that Myra was in the car waiting. Lois stepped in front of me and said:
"Please Dave; drop the divorce. I'm dying baby; I need you. I love you and I know we can work it out."
"You have to be the dumbest human being on the planet Lois. Standing here professing to love me while your date for the evening is the reason for the divorce. Not only that but you were stupid enough to call attention to the fact that you were here together. You need to let things go Lois. The only feelings I have for you are hatred and disgust. Leave me alone!"
I stepped around her, got in the car and drove off.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Both divorces became final and I proposed to Myra and was surprised when she said:
"Ask me again in a year baby. By then we will have lived together long enough to make sure we are a good fit."
I gave her a year and then asked again and she said yes. We had both already done the big wedding thing and didn't want to go through it again so we settled for a civil ceremony and a Justice of the Peace.
Lois married Ralph and the marriage didn't make it to the two year mark. It seems that Ralph was sharing his big dick with several other women and one of them gave him an STD which he in turn gave to Lois. Apparently cheating on me was acceptable, but cheating on her was a completely different matter and she wasn't having any of that.
Six years after my wedding to Myra Ralph was stupid enough to attend a wedding that I also attended and I made good on my long ago promise to him.
It might be some time before I'm invited to a family function again.



            Danny Ch. 01

            A young man' journey to adulthood.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/danny-ch-01-2

Title: Danny Ch. 01

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: First Time

Description: A young man' journey to adulthood.

Tags: first time, adulthood, teen, teenager

Series: Danny


It started in high school and although I didn't know it at the time it would have far reaching consequences. Looking back on it I could see that it was just juvenile young teen bullshit; the kind of thing most teens go through and usually forget as they grow older.
Except in my case it didn't happen.
It was the ninth grade and I was more or less going steady with Mandy Light and had been since the eighth grade, at least I thought that I was. I'd given her a friendship ring and we did some hot necking whenever we could.
On Friday night I showed up at her house to pick her up for our date to go to the movies only to be told by her mother that she had already left for the movies with Donny Haight. I was confused for a couple of seconds thinking that I'd forgotten something, but then I remembered talking to Mandy during lunch at the school cafeteria about the movie we were going to see. Mandy knew I would be there to pick her up at six and she had taken off with Haight?
I didn't know what to think, but I did know I was pissed. I headed for the movie and when I saw Mandy and Haight standing in line at the ticket booth I walked up to them, grabbed Mandy's hand and pulled the ring I had given her off of her finger. I guess I wasn't to gentle about it because Mandy cried out in pain. Donny said:
"Hey! Leave my girl alone!"
"Shut your mouth Haight; this is between Mandy and me."
He went to push me away and it pissed me off and I punched him in the face and gave him a bloody nose. He started to come at me and I set myself to take him on, but some of the adults who were in the line grabbed us and kept us apart. One of them told us to take our beef someplace else. I turned and left.
I went on home and spent my time thinking of evil ways to make Mandy and Donny suffer. I finally fell asleep and when I got up in the morning I was over it. The only thoughts I had of Mandy were along the lines of "To hell with her!"
Around one that afternoon I was in the garage working on the 1971 Ford Torino that my dad and I were rebuilding hoping to have it ready by the time I got my driver's license when mom yelled out to me that I had a phone call. It was Mandy and as soon as I heard her voice I hung up on her.
I told mom that Mandy and I had broken up the night before and that I had no interest in talking to her so if she called again just tell her I was busy helping dad and unable to take calls.
I thought about things over the weekend and planned my coming week so I could avoid Mandy as much as possible. It would be hard because we were mostly both in the same classes, but it could be done. The only place I couldn't avoid her would be during lunch in the cafeteria. I could skip lunch, but decided not to. I could just ignore the stupid bitch.
Mandy did call twice more that weekend and both times my mom told her that I was not available to take calls.
When I got to school Monday Mandy was standing by the door waiting for me. She stepped forward to talk to me and I walked right by her without a word and headed for my locker with Mandy trailing along behind me telling me that we had to talk. I ignored her, got what I needed for my first class out of my locker and then headed for the classroom.
Avoiding her in class was easy because Mr. Wilcox used assigned seating and he went by the alphabet. Light was close to the front of the room and Zieger was at the very back so we weren't even close to each other. Also, when class was over I was closest to the door and was able to leave the room before she was even halfway to the door.
I managed to avoid Mandy until lunch and even then I waited for her to go through the line and take a seat before I grabbed a tray and went through the line. I picked a table on the other side of the room and sat down. I was two-thirds through my lunch when Mandy got up from where she was sitting and came over and sat down at my table. I looked up from my salad and when she said, "Why are you being such an asshole Danny?" I got up and walked away from the table. Mandy got up to chase me, but ran into Nancy Wilde causing both of them to drop their trays on the floor. By the time they got straightened out I was gone.
There was more drama that afternoon. After gym I was in the locker room when Haight came up to me, said "I owe you cocksucker" and threw a punch at me. I caught his wrist, pulled him off balance and then shoved him head first into the shower room wall. It dazed him and I must have gotten his nose again because blood was running down his face. I didn't say a word, but I wanted to get dressed and out of there before Mr. Williams came in to see what the disturbance was so I kneed Haight in the crotch and that took him out of play long enough for me to do what was needed to get me out of there.
Mandy was waiting for me by the door when school let out, but I walked right by her. She started to follow me all the while telling me to stop and talk to her. I started running and so did she, but she gave it up after a block.
About five that afternoon I got a call from Billy Neubert asking me if I wanted to go to the Arcade and maybe Harry's Malt Shop and I said I'd meet him at the Arcade at six-thirty. He was already at the Arcade and playing a pinball machine when I got there. There were some other kids there that we knew and we bummed around and played games for a couple of hours and then we headed over to Harry's Malt Shop.
Over a burger and fries Bill asked me what was the deal between me and Donny Haight and why the dust up in the locker room earlier in the day. I told him the story and he told me to watch out for Haight.
"I heard him tell a couple of other guys that he was going to get you."
"He won't try if he knows what's good for him."
"Shit! Speak of the devil."
"What?"
"He just walked in."
"So? He won't start anything in here. If he does Harry will bar him for life."
We sat and talked about a half a dozen different things and then it was time for us to go. I was maybe ten feet out the door when I heard:
"Hold up there shit for brains" and I turned to see Donny Haight coming out the door. "We have some unfinished business to take care of."
"Fuck you Haight" I said and turned my back on him and started walking away.
"What's the matter Zieger? Afraid of a fair fight?"
I kept walking.
"I knew you were a coward" he said and then he laughed as he said to the others who had come out with him "Look at the wimp run."
I turned and walked up to him and I guess he expected me to stop and then trade insults with him before we got into it because he just stood there smirking at me. I walked up to him and without saying a word I punched him in the face. Blood started running from his nose and he instinctively raised his hands to his face and I buried my fist in his belly. He gasped and bent at the waist which brought his head down to where I could bring my knee up into his face, but at the last second I decided to just hit him on the right side of his head with my fist. He went down to the ground and I considered kicking him a couple of times for good measure, but figured that would be overkill.
While he was down on the ground I bent down, grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his face up close to mine and said:
"Any time you want to fight me I'll be ready to do it. I won't go out of my way to make it happen, but you had better be aware that I won't put up with your shit. You got a bloody nose Friday night not because you were with Mandy, but because you pushed me and you got another this afternoon because you threw a punch at me in the locker room. I'm not afraid of you Haight and I'll tell you this. The next time you want to try me I'll put you down and stomp the shit out of you and you had better fucking well believe it!"
I stood up and looked at the crowd that had followed him out to watch which, by the way, included Mandy, and said:
"See what a wimp can do if you piss him off?"
Then I turned and left. I didn't know if Haight would decide I wasn't worth the trouble or not, but I did know that whenever I was around him I was going to be ready.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day when I got to school Mandy was again waiting for me at the front door of the school. Trying to avoid her seemed to be a waste of time so I decided to just get things over with. When she stepped in front of me I stopped and said:
"What the fuck do you want Mandy?"
That set her back some since I had never used language like that around her before.
"I want my ring back Danny."
"Tough shit Mandy. I don't want to give it back to you. You ended our relationship with the crap you pulled on me Friday."
"You aren't being fair Danny. You have to let me explain."
By then we had gathered a small crowd so more to embarrass than anything else I raised my voice so that even those at the rear of the crowd could hear me.
"Fair? You want fair? Was it fair to me when I showed up at your house to pick you up for a date - a date we had discussed only six hours before - only to find out that you had taken off with another guy? Was it fair to me when I showed up at the movies and found you holding hands with another guy while you were wearing my ring? You basically stabbed me in the back and you want me to be fair? Not in this lifetime Miss Light. Just stay the hell away from me. Spend your time with the dickhead you threw me over for."
I left her standing there and walked into the school. What I said must have registered because Mandy never bothered me again other than throwing nasty looks my way whenever we passed by each other. At least in high school.
Haight was a different matter. I'd embarrassed him in front of people not once, but three times and he was unhappy about it. Unhappy, but unwilling to confront me directly. He tried to get back at me indirectly.
We both went out for football and we both made the team. Haight was on defense and I was on offense. Every time the team had practice scrimmages I was Haight's target. Even if the play was away from me he came after me and took whatever cheap shot he thought he could get away with. I let him get away with it because if I would have clocked his ass I would have been thrown off of the team. I'd just get him away from school and settle his hash.
Of course he figured that is what I would try to do so he made damned sure never to be where I was. We managed to make it through high school without him doing me any serious damage. It wasn't all one sided though. I did manage to get back at him a time or two. During one scrimmage he intercepted a pass and the God's saw to it that I was the one in position to make the tackle on him. When I got up I slipped, accidentally of course, and as I fell I drove me knee into his stomach with my full 190 pounds behind it. He had to be helped off the field.
There were some other times too; enough to let him know that I was going to do my best to give as good as I got.
After graduation I headed for State to study Business Management and Haight went to some college back east. As far as I was concerned it was goodbye and good riddance.
The end of my relationship with Mandy did not mean that my social life was over. By the time I was old enough to get my driver's license my dad and I had the Torino up and running and as one of the few in my class with a car it wasn't hard to get dates.
My relationship with Mandy had soured me on long term relationships so I didn't tie myself down to any one girl. I deliberately dated girls who I'd seen bounce from one guy to another. We would date until the girl showed signs of 'jumping ship' and then I's stop calling her and move on to someone else.
They did tend to stay with me longer than the spent with other guys, but I didn't kid myself that it was because of my great looks and personality. It was because I had a car and thus the freedom to go places whenever I felt like it and I didn't have to make dates on a "If I can get dad (or mom) to let me use the car."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
My life changed again in the 12th grade. Her name was Pauline French and since the day she turned eighteen she had been the class punchboard and it wasn't because it was the only way she could get boys to date her. She was drop dead gorgeous and a walking wet dream.
Pauline fucked because she loved to fuck. Even though she could have had a steady boyfriend just by pointing to a guy and snapping her finger she did not have one. My sister Nancy, who was a grade behind me, told me that Pauline had told some of the girls in the shower room after gym class that she didn't want a steady boyfriend because he would get all pissed off and jealous when she tried on another guy.
"I like variety" Pauline had said. "I'm fascinated by the difference in guys. The different sizes and shapes; the way they do it to you and the different ways they taste. How some eat pussy and love it and others don't have a clue. Nope. No steady for me until I'm married and ready to settle down."
I'd never had a taste of Pauline, not that I wouldn't have liked to, but the circumstances never put us where I could ask her for a date. Not that I would have if given the opportunity. I wouldn't because I would have been afraid that the date would have eventually led to sex and I was sure that if that happened Pauline, with all of her experience, would laugh at me and possibly even ridicule me.
The sad fact is that I was still a virgin. Even in the eleventh grade when I was eighteen and legal (I'd missed a year because of a ruptured appendix) all of my female classmates (and therefore my dating pool) were mostly all sixteen and seventeen and sex with them could have put me behind bars. I'd necked hot and heavy with my under aged dates, but that was the extent of my experience. I was sure that Pauline with all of her experience would consider me a bumbling clown so I never tried my luck.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then Fate, being the perverse thing she is, decided to fuck with me.
I was in the habit of giving my sister a ride home from school if she wanted one. A lot of the time she didn't because she had things she wanted to go do with her friends or with some guy she was dating.
That particular day it was raining off and on and so Nancy told me she would ride home with me. When I got out of my last class and headed out to go home I found Nancy waiting for me at the door and she had two girls with her. One of them was Pauline French.
"It's nasty out" Nancy said, "So would you mind giving Pauline and Linda a ride?"
She knew I wouldn't say no because I'd given her friends rides lots of times. Linda lived between the school and our house and Pauline lived six blocks past our place. We headed for the car and Linda and Pauline got in back and we headed out. We dropped Linda off first and as we approached our house Nancy said:
"Just drop me off at the house because I really need to pee" so I pulled over to the curb and Nancy got out and hurried up to the house.
Pauline got out of the back and got in front with me and as I pulled away from the curb Pauline said:
"I've seen the way you look at me Danny. How come you have never asked me out?"
"Because I'm scared to" would have been the honest answer, but what I said was "Because you always seem to have a boyfriend."
"Bullshit Danny. Having a boyfriend didn't stop you from asking Beverly Abbeg, Nancy Wilde or Carol Chasney out. What I think is that you have heard of my reputation and are afraid that you won't measure up to the others I have dated."
Time for honesty I thought and so I said, "That is pretty much the truth."
She slid over next to me and put her hand on the obvious bulge in my pants (I did mention that she was a walking wet dream right?) and then said:
"We won't ever know until you try."
I didn't know what to say to that, but by then we were pulling up to the curb in front of her house. She took her hand off of my dick, reached up and pulled the keys out of the ignition and then said:
"My folks won't be home until after six."
She slid back to her side of the seat, opened the door and then turned to see me sitting there like a stone statue and said:
"You are going to have to come into the house with me if you want to get your keys back" and then she got out of the car and headed up to the porch.
I know I said that I'd never tried to date Pauline because of my virgin status, but I wasn't brain dead. I wanted very much to lose that status and there wasn't any way in hell that I was going to ignore that blatant invitation so I got out of the car and followed Pauline into the house.
Once the door closed behind me Pauline turned, went to her knees in front of me and said as she pulled down my zipper:
"Let's see whatcha got sugar."
She opened my fly, reached in and worked my hard dick out into the open and then looked up at me and said:
"It's a nice one sugar and I'm sure that Paulie is going to like it."
She lowered her head and took me in her mouth. It was the very first time my dick had been in a hot mouth and the feeling was indescribable. I felt her tongue moving and then she slowly fucked me with her mouth. After a minute or so she took her mouth off me, stood up and said:
"Follow me sugar" and she led me up a staircase to where I guessed her bedroom would be. I followed along behind her and into her room and was surprised to see that her room looked like Nancy's. A real 'Girly girl' kind of room full of stuffed animals and male movie star posters on the wall. She must have had a thing for Brad Pitt because she had three posters of him. No one else had more than one on her walls.
I was just standing there watching her undress when she said, "Hurry up sugar. We only have three hours until my parents come home."
I got my butt in gear and started undressing while watching Pauline pull the bed covers down.
"Do you eat pussy?" Pauline asked as she got the bed ready. I figured that honesty was still going to be the best policy and I said:
"I never have."
She chuckled and said, "That is going to change today. Get over here sugar and get your first lesson."
The look on my face as I walked over to her must have clued her in and I saw sudden comprehension on her face.
"You're a virgin! God sugar; I never would have guessed it. Oh sugar; are we going to have fun."
And we did.
Paulie (as she preferred to be called) spent the next two and a half hours taking my cherry. We fucked, we sucked and then fucked again. We did missionary, we did doggie and we did something she called 'the rear leg lift.' She taught me how she liked her pussy eaten and then told me that I was the best at it the she'd ever had do it to her.
I was lying on the bed gasping for breath when she said, "You measure up Danny; you more than measure up, but right now we need to get up and get dressed and I need to straighten up my room. My parents will be home in twenty minutes."
We were sitting at the kitchen table pretending to work on Calculus homework when her mom and dad got home. She introduced me and then I said I had to get home as my mom would have dinner almost ready. As I was getting ready to leave Pauline asked:
"Give me a ride to school tomorrow?"
"Pick you up at a quarter after seven?"
"I'll be ready."
As I drove home I wondered about what had just happened. I wasn't sorry that it had, but I just could not figure out why. Why had Pauline, who had every guy in school hot for her and who had never (not to my knowledge anyway) had to go after a guy come after me. To me it did not make sense, but I doubted that I would ever know the answer to that question.
When I got home the first person I saw when I walked into the house was my sister Nancy. She looked at me and smiled as she made the 'shame shame' motion with her fingers and I realized that she knew just what I had been doing. I just shrugged and held my hands out in a "What? Who me?" gesture and headed up to my room to put away my book bag.



I went down to the kitchen and asked my mother if there was anything I could do to help and she told me that I could set the table. At the dinner table I avoided Nancy's eye and when I'd finished eating and helping with the dishes I went up to my room to study and do my homework.
Maybe half an hour after I'd been in my room there was a knock at the door and then it opened and Nancy came in.
"She got you didn't she."
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Oh yes you do. It was written all over your face when you walked in the front door. She said she was going to get you and it certainly looks like she did."
"She said she was going to get me?"
"Yes she did. She said it in the locker room after gym class and at least eight of us heard her say it."
"Why in the world would she say something like that? Why would she even want to 'get me' as you put it?"
"Because she couldn't stand it that you never tried to hit on her. Every other guy in school was trying to get in her pants except you. It was driving her crazy so she said if you wouldn't come after her she was going to go after you. There is no doubt in my mind from the way you looked when you got home that she was successful."
I didn't say anything to that so she said goodnight and went to her room.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At a quarter after seven I knocked on Pauline's front door and when she came out I walked her to the car and opened the door for her. Once I was in the car she slid over next to me and said:
"Don't I get a good morning kiss?"
I turned to look at her and she grabbed my head and kissed me. Really kissed me; tongue and all. It caught me by surprise, but then I got with the program and tried to give as well as I got. Pauline finally broke the kiss and said:
"If we keep this up we are going to be late for school."
"I don't care."
"But I do. I'm trying hard for scholarships and being late or missing classes won't help me a bit."
I started the car and headed for school. Pauline sat right beside me all the way to school and a block before we got there she put her hand on the lump in my trousers and rubbed it saying:
"I don't want you to forget me sugar. I want you ready when you drive me home after school."
I parked in student parking and then Pauline aid, "Give me a kiss sugar. Give me something to hold me until class lets out."
We exchanged another scorcher of a kiss and when we broke it and started to get out of the car we saw several classmates watching us and I read the expressions on the faces of some of them. Plain as day those expressions said:
"She got another one. I wonder how long this one will last."
I'll have to admit I was wondering the same thing as I remembered what Nancy had said about Pauline's philosophy. I had no idea how long it would be before Pauline decided it was time to move to someone else, but I was going to take advantage of every day I could get.
The afternoon was sunny and dry and Nancy didn't want a ride home so it was just Pauline with me when I pulled out of the parking lot. She'd slid over and kissed me as soon as she got in the car and then she pulled down my zipper, worked out my already hard dick and then slowly jacked it all the way to her house. She had me ready to squirt by the time we pulled up in front of her house. We hurried inside and up to her bedroom. As soon as we were naked she went to her knees in front of me, took my dick in her mouth and brought me off in less than a minute. She kept me in her mouth and caressed my balls until she had me up again.
Once I was hard she stood up and pushed me so that I fell on the bed on my back and then she got on the bed and mounted me cowgirl. She rode me until I really needed to get off and I rolled her onto her back and fucked her hard. I got her off - twice I think - before I blew my load.
I was leaning over her (in what I later found out the Army called the front leaning rest position) when she said:
"Time for the numbers game."
When I looked at her with a blank expression on my face she laughed and said, "Sixty-nine you silly goof" and then moved so she was on the bottom and I was on the top. I couldn't believe how fast she was able to get me up again. Once hard she said, "Time for something new" and she got out of bed and went over to her dresser. She got something out of it and came back to the bed and handed it to me. It was a tube of KY Jelly.
"Time to do my butt sugar."
She told me how to prep her using the KY, my fingers and thumb and when she felt she was ready she told me to coat my dick with KY and ease it into her butt.
"Slow and easy sugar; slow and easy until you are all the way in."
I did what she told me and when she said, "Okay sugar; do it" I put my dick against her butt-hole and started to push it in. God, but she was tight. It took me several minutes to work myself all the way into her and then she said:
"Slow and easy until I get used to you."
I went slow and easy until she started pushing back at me and then I picked up the pace a bit. She as moaning the entire time:
"Oh yes; like that. Oh yes baby, just like that. Fuck me lover; fuck me."
Then it changed to, "Harder sugar; harder."
It took me longer to get off because I'd already cum twice and when I got ready to go she sensed it. Not hard to do since I was going harder and faster, but she knew I was getting close and she moaned:
"Stay with me lover, stay with me and get me off."
I was damned close and I wanted to nut, but I made myself back off a little and go slower. It was maybe a minute later she made that little cry that she made when cumming and I went back to hard and fast until I got off. When I pulled out she rolled over on her back and smiled up at me.
"Thank you lover. That was one of the best."
She looked at her bedside clock and said, "We have time for one more." She got off the bed, left the room and came back with a wash rag. She cleaned my dick and then went down on me again and again I was surprised at how fast she was able to get me back up to where I could answer the call again. Once she got me up she told me she wanted to do it doggie and so that is how we went at it. As I was pounding into her I was looking down at her butt hole and seeing my cum being pushed out in little squirts as I drove into her pussy and for some reason it fired me up and I fucked Pauline harder.
After we both got off we got dressed and were again sitting at the kitchen table when her parents got home. Pauline walked me to the door and asked, "Tomorrow at seven-fifteen?"
I smiled and said, "You bet."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Nancy gave me what I could only think of as a 'smirk' and it was obvious to me that she knew where I'd been and what I'd been up to. And she wanted me to know that she knew. I set the table for dinner while Nancy helped mom in the kitchen. Dinner conversation was general in nature until Nancy said:
"Tell us about your new girlfriend Danny."
"You have a girlfriend?" mom asked.
"No I don't. She's just a classmate I give a ride home from school."
"And pick up and drive to school in the morning and then park in student parking and neck with until class time."
"Nothing wrong in having girlfriends Dan," my dad said, "Just don't get too serious. You need to get college out of the way first."
Mom laughed and said, "Says the man who hooked up with me in the ninth grade and made me promise I'd be only his forever."
When Nancy and I were doing the dinner dishes I asked her why she'd brought up the subject at the dinner table.
"You know all about Pauline. You are the one who told me about her way of looking at things. You know she will dump me in a week or two so why did you bring it up?"
"I like pulling your chain big brother and besides, I'm not so sure that Pauline will dump you in a week or so. She has never necked with a boy around school before."
Mom came into the kitchen and Nancy dropped the subject. We finished the dishes and I went up to my room to work on a paper that was due to be turned in that week.
I was thinking of what Nancy had said as I drove over to pick up Pauline. She was wrong and I knew it. I was just a guy Pauline was curious about. It bothered her that I hadn't come after her so curiosity got to her and she came after me. Curiosity satisfied she would move on to her next experience in a week or so.
When I picked Pauline up it was a repeat of the day before. She slid over and kissed me and then rubbed my dick all the way to school. We made out in the parking lot until class time and then she told me to be ready for a hot time when I drove her home.
And a hot time it was indeed.
Pauline and I were still going strong after a month and I was expecting the kiss off to happen any day, but Pauline gave me no sign that I was a short timer.
To be continued.
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Pauline said, "You have been awful quiet these past couple of days. Something bothering you?"
I just shrugged and she said, "No you don't sugar. Don't sluff me off. What is the problem?"
I suddenly decided to get it over with so I said, "My problem is you."
"Me sugar? How am I a problem for you?"
"I'm waiting for the axe to fall and I'm not handling it well."
"The axe to fall? You need to be a little clearer than that."
What the hell I thought, go ahead and put it out there. I told her what Nancy had told me and then said:
"You have never stayed with any one guy for more than two or three weeks and I've already been with you for over four so I'm just waiting for you to dump me and move on."
She gave me a look I couldn't decipher and then she said, "I should dump you for being such a dumb shit. Did it ever cross your mind that maybe - just maybe - that I see something in you that I've never seen in any of the others? Yes I did say what Nancy told you I said, but I also changed guys because I couldn't find what I wanted. Not to hurt your ego any, but there are guys out there who are bigger than you in the penis department just like there are plenty with less than what you have.
"To me a fuck is a fuck is a fuck if you get my meaning. They are all good, but some guys don't bring much more than their dicks to the party. Some want all the head they can get, but won't reciprocate for one reason or another. Most won't do anal because according to them only faggots and queers butt fuck. A lot are dumber than stumps and only try and hold a C average so they can play sports. A lot of the guys I've gone with just want to get themselves off and don't care if I get mine.
"You probably don't realize it Danny, but you are the total package. You have lettered in three sports, are a straight A student and you treat a girl the way she wants to be treated. When you pick me up you don't park at the curb and blow your horn. You come up to the house and get me and walk me to the car and open the door and hold it for me and when you bring me home you walk me to the door. Most of the other clods I've gone with just pulled up at the curb, wait for me to get out and then drive away.
"The real biggie is that you always and I do mean always see to it that I get off. You probably don't even know that you are doing it, but you always make sure that my needs are met before you stop. You like oral and anal and you are the only guy who has ever gotten me off by eating me or butt fucking me. Again sugar, you are the total package and I'm hanging on to you for as long as I can."
That was the last thing I expected to hear from Pauline, but if she was intent on keeping me for as long as she could I was damned sure going to let her even though I knew that it would only be for another four or five months. Why only that long? Because once high school graduation was out of the way I was going to be going to State and Pauline was going to Walton on scholarships and the two were a twelve hour drive apart. Still, five months was better than nothing.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things were not always smooth and easy. Haight noticed that Pauline and I were keeping steady company and being the asshole he was he tried to move in on her and try to take her away from me. Pauline laughed at him and told him she didn't play with "Little boys" and he took it to mean that she as talking about his dick and he slunk off which made no sense to be since we had seen each other in the showers at school and we were pretty much the same size. Pauline told me later that she had said what she said because to her he was always acting like a twelve year old.
Besides Haight there were other guys who knew of Pauline's past and wanted their turn. A few didn't take kindly to be turned away and since they couldn't take it out on Pauline they thought they could take it out on me. Thinking to insult me they joked about my not being able to get a decent girl and having to settle for a whore. Phil Fisher get a broken nose out of that one, but the shit didn't stop until the day Marv Peebles called me a cocksucker by proxy telling a couple of people that as slutty as Pauline was I had to be sucking the cum of a dozen guys out of her. His broken nose, dislocated jaw and four missing teeth seemed to convince everyone else that it would be to their benefit to keep their mouths shut as far as Pauline and I were concerned.
My biggest problem as far as Pauline was concerned came from an unexpected quarter. I swung by Pauline's one day to see if she wanted to go out for a drive and maybe stop at Harry's for a milkshake. I'd totally spaced out on the fact that Pauline saw a tutor every Wednesday to work on her Spanish. Her mother told me that she wasn't home and then asked me in saying she had something she needed to talk to me about.
I followed her into the kitchen and she offered me a Coke and told me to take a seat at the table. "Danny" she said, "You are a nice kid and I'd hate to see you hurt. As far as my husband is concerned Pauline is the apple of his eye; his pure as the driven snow princess. If he were to find out you are fucking his princess I don't know what he would do to you, but I can guarantee it wouldn't be pleasant."
I sat there stunned into silence as she said, "Don't bother to deny it Danny; I'm the one who washes the sheets on her bed. You aren't fooling me with the pretend studying when I get home. The question Danny, is what has to happen to keep me from sharing that information with Pauline's father. You get the picture?"
By then I'd gotten a grip on myself and I told her that yes I did indeed get the picture. "Good" she said and she pulled her sweater up over her head and I saw she was braless as her tits bounced on her chest. "I'm not in bad shape for an old broad" she said as her skirt hit the floor followed by her panties. As I sat there staring at her naked body I could see that she was not in bad shape for an old broad. My erection damned near ripped through my jeans.
"All it will take to buy my silence is what you are giving my daughter. Deal?"
In my defense I can only say that I felt I had no permanent relationship with Pauline and I fully expected that we would end on graduation and when she left for college and to a young guy pussy was pussy and what red-blooded guy was going to pass up a chance at a sexy older woman who was standing naked in front of him. I was standing up and reaching for my zipper bedfore the word "Deal" was fully out of her mouth. She laughed and said:
"We have at least two hours before Pauline and my husband get home."
What Pauline had must have been passed down to her through her mother's genes because sexually mother and daughter were as alike as two peas in a pod. .Momma couldn't get enough. We fucked, went sixty-nine, fucked and then she sucked me hard again. The third time was doggie and seeing her puckered brown eye I reached down and probed it with a finger which got me an:
"Oh you nasty boy you. You going to fuck my ass?"
She wanted it, but I didn't think I had enough time to work her up, work my way in, and get done in the time we had left so I said, "Next time' and went on fucking her. When we were done she said:
Harvey doesn't get out of his lodge meeting until nine and then he picks Paulie up at the tutor's place so get here early next Wednesday okay?" I nodded a yes and then she said:
"It goes without saying that nobody ever knows about this but us right?"
"My lips are sealed."
For the next five weeks I was happy as a pig in a large and deep mud puddle. I was fucking Pauline three or four times a week and Mrs. French (that's all she would let me call her) every Wednesday night.
And then disaster struck.
I picked Pauline up on Thursday morning and when she got in the car she didn't slide over next to me like she usually did. She leaned against the door and shot me a dirty look. We went two blocks before she said a word and then it was something that I could have gone without hearing.
"When I told you that you were the total package I didn't realize that the package included also being a fucking cheating asshole."
I looked over at her and my facial expression must have clearly said, "What the hell does that mean?" so she went on to tell me.
"My tutor was sick yesterday and so I came home early. Care to hazard a guess as to what I found when I walked into the house?"
"Oh fuck me!" I thought as I gripped the steering wheel and started straight ahead.
"You two were making so much noise you never heard me come up and look into the room. Any idea as to how I felt to see my supposed boyfriend fucking my mother? Not only fucking her, but fucking her in her ass?"
I didn't know what to say so I said nothing and paid attention to my driving.
"How long have you been fucking my mother?"
Looking back on it I know how stupid it must have sounded when I said, "She made me do it. She threatened me."
"And you expect me to believe that?"
"Why not; it's the truth. She knows about you and me because she saw the evidence on your sheets when she washed them. She told me if she told your dad he would come after me with a baseball bat. She said she wouldn't tell him if I gave her what I'm giving you."
"That is the most ridiculous line of bullshit I've ever heard."
"I don't care if you believe it or not, but it happens to be true. Just ask your mother."
"Oh yeah! Right! I can just picture that. "Hi mom, guess what. Danny says he is fucking you because you threatened him." There is no way I can go to her and let her know that I know she is cheating on my dad and with the guy who is supposed to be my boyfriend.."
"Why not? She is going to know anyway when I tell her that you caught us."
By then we were in the student parking lot and as soon as I was parked she got out of the car and stormed off. She avoided me all day at school and she wasn't waiting at the car for a ride home when school let out so I accepted that we were done and I wouldn't get the last five months I thought we would have before she went off to Walton. I didn't bother to pick her up for school on Friday and she avoided me at school so I went into the weekend at loose ends.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On Saturday Nancy noticed I seemed down and she asked why I wasn't out doing something with Pauline.
"She broke up with me Thursday."
"Just a little tiff that you'll get over?"
"No. It is over and done."
"Cool. I've got a dozen girlfriends who are interested in seeing just what you have that made Pauline latch onto you."
"No thanks. I'm not anywhere near ready to start thinking about getting involved with another girl."
"You had better start thinking about another girl if you are planning on going to your prom. You only have six weeks to find a replacement for Pauline."
"If I go I'll go stag."
"Not if I can help it."
"Stay out of it Nance" I said as I went out to the garage to work on the Torino.
The weekend flew by and Monday at school Pauline ignored me as she had the previous Thursday and Friday. Nancy didn't stay out of it like I'd told her and when I got to my car when school let out Nancy was there with Carol Meese. I knew what was up when Nancy asked my to drop her off at the house and then give Carol a lift home.
Carol wasn't the least bit subtle. On the way to her place Carol said, "I heard that you are no longer seeing Pauline. Is that right?"
"Looks that way."
"I'm not doing anything tomorrow. Want to take in a movie?"
"I've got something going most of the week. Care to do it Friday?"
"It's a date."
I dropped her at her place and went on home and when I got there Nancy asked, "How did it go?"
"I asked you to stay out of it."
"You didn't really think I would did you?"
I just shrugged and headed for my room.
"Hey! You didn't answer my question."
"We have a date for Friday."
"You can thank me later" she said as I left the room.
I gave Carol a ride home on Tuesday and Wednesday and mostly we talked about what we would do on Friday. After dropping her off on Wednesday I drove over to the French residence and rang the doorbell. Mrs. French answered the door, saw that it was me and said:
"What do you want?"
"It is Wednesday."
"So what?"
"We always get together on Wednesday." "Not any more. Not since you broke up with Paulie."
Her cold matter of fact attitude pissed me off so I said, "I did not break up with your daughter; she broke up with me and do you want to know why? She came home early last Wednesday and caught us fucking. We were making so much noise that she came up and looked in the room and saw me buried in your ass."
Her face paled when I said that and I went on, "We were so into it that we never even saw her standing in the doorway watching. It seems that it upset her enough for her to tell me to take a hike. She was so mad that she said she might even tell her father. Given your pissy attitude right now maybe I'll beat her to it."
I turned to leave and I wasn't three steps down the walk when she called out, "Wait Danny" and I looked back over my shoulder at her as snarled "Fuck you lady" and kept on going. Let the bitch think that either Pauline or I might rat her out. I'd lied to her about Pauline saying she might tell her dad and I sure wasn't going to do it. If she was right when she told me her husband would come after me for fucking Pauline I didn't even want to think about what he would do to me if he found out I was fucking both his wife and daughter.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was not expecting what happened Thursday after school. Pauline was waiting at the car when I got there. I looked around for Carol and Pauline said:
"She's not getting a ride home from you tonight. I chased her off. We need to have a sit down Danny."
"Why? Your "Fuck off and die" attitude came across loud and clear. What do we have to talk about now?"
"My mother grabbed me as soon as I got home and told me that you had stopped by. I can't believe that you told my mom that I'd seen you."
"Why wouldn't I? She was still holding her threat over my head so I had to show up to make sure she wouldn't follow through on her it. She pissed me off with her attitude so I told her why you told me to get lost."
"Did you really tell her that you might tell my dad?"
"Damned straight I did! After you calling me a liar and her pissy attitude toward ME for breaking up with you I was pissed. I told her that so she could sweat things a little. See how she liked being threatened."
"Are you really going to tell him?"
"Don't be stupid Miss French. If I was so worried about what he might do to me if your mom ratted me out just image how I'd be feeling if he knew I was screwing you both. I do not have a death wish. Now if you will get out of my way I have things to do."
I started to get in the car and she said, "Wait a minute. We still need to talk."
"Sorry Miss French, but I have no interest in talking to you" and I got in the car and drove off leaving her standing there.
The next day at lunch period when I got to the cafeteria I saw Carol at a table and I joined her.
"Where were you yesterday afternoon?"
"Your girlfriend chased me away."
"She isn't my girlfriend."
"That's not what she says."
"Bullcrap. She kicked me to the curb last Thursday."
"Apparently you must have misunderstood what she was saying to you. She spread the word this morning that you were hers and that the reast of us should stay away from you."
"She can make you do that?"
"We girls have a pact Danny. We don't mess with another girl's guy. As long as Pauline says that you are hers you are off limits to the rest of us. If she ever says that you are history where she is concerned there are a whole bunch of us who will be after you like a duck after a Junebug."
She got up and left and as she walked away I wondered just what the fuck was going on. Last week I was an asshole and was totally ignored. This week I'm 'hers' and everyone needs to keep their hands off? I sat there and picked at my lunch while wondering why things had to be so complicated. I looked up and saw Pauline heading for my table so whitout even finishing my lunch I got up and left the cafeteria.
I should have known that it wasn't going to be easy.
When class let out and I got to my car I found Pauline sitting on my left front fender waiting for me. Before I could say a word she said, "You WILL get in the with me and you WILL listen to what I have to say."
The car was locked so I said, "Fuck you Miss French" and started back toward the school. I'd sit in the library and study until Pauline got tired of waiting and left. An hour and a half later I came out to find Pauline sitting in my car reading a text book. I stopped and stared. I knew damned well that the car was locked when I went back into the school. There was nothing for it I was going to have to get in the car and probably listen to her shit, but she would be in for a bit of a surprise when I drive to my house, parked leaving her to walk home from there.
I got in the car, started it and then asked, "How in the hell did you get in here?"
"Billy Neubert has a 'slim-jim' and I asked him to open the door for me."
"Why?"
"Because we need to talk."
"Again, why? You as good as told me to fuck off and die last Thursday so what is there to talk about?"
"That."
"What?"
"That is what we need to talk about. I have to apologize for what I said and what I was thinking. I had a long talk with my mother. You scared her near to death when you told her that I was so pissed I might tell my dad and that you just might beat me to it. You scared her so bad that she came to me and begged me not to do it. I'm sorry that I insinuated that you were a liar, but in my defense just stop and think how dumb your explanation sounded especially to the daughter of the woman you were fucking. Why in the world would you even expect me to believe it? A woman old enough to be your mother screwing her daughter's boyfriend? Cut me a break here Danny."
Looking back I could see how ridiculous it must have sounded to her and she was fresh from seeing me buried in her mother's ass. But I was still pissed so I said:
"Is that it? Are we done talking now?"
"I hope not. I'm hoping that you will accept my apology, drive me home, fuck my brains out and then start making plans for the prom with me."
That was totally unexpected.
"Are you serious?"
"Bet your bippy I am."
I was still pissed, but I was nowhere near being stupid and after having been without sex after having a steady diet of it I was not about to say no. Ten minutes later I was dropping my trousers as Pauline was turning down the bed. Just that quick we were back to being a couple. We finished up and I left before her mom got home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday we went to the movies and Sunday we went skating at Skate City. We couldn't screw on the weekend because both sets of parents were home and I didn't have enough money for a motel room. I suggested the back seat of my car, but Pauline wouldn't go for it. "I won't take even the slightest chance of getting caught in public" is what she said. Monday and Tuesday we tried to make up for what we missed on Saturday and Sunday and I do have to admit that she wore me out both time. I was glad I was going to have Wednesday off to recuperate.
When I picked her up on Wednesday morning to drive her to school we talked about the prom on the way. We necked for a couple of minutes when we got to the student parking lot, but just before we got out of the car she said:
"Try to save enough for me tomorrow."
"What?"
"Don't wear yourself out tonight."
"What are you talking about?"
"Have you forgotten that it is Wednesday?"



I looked at her what I'm sure was a confused expression on my face and she said, "My mother silly."
"What are you talking about?"
"It is Wednesday and my mom is expecting you to show up."
"What?!" I exclaimed, but I was talking to her back as she got out of the car. I hurried after her and asked her what the hell she was talking about. By then we were at the door and she told me she would tell me over lunch and she hustled off to her first class.
He beat me to the cafeteria and as already seated when I got there. I sat down and said, "Okay; what gives?"
"I had a long talk with mom and I found out why she did what she did. It turns out that my dad has something they call severe erectile dysfunction. I short, he can't get it up and mom has been going crazy because the lack of a sex life. You came along and she was desperate enough that she made her move on you. As highly sexual as I am I knew what she had to be going through not getting any. In short; I told her I would share. I don't know about you, but I see it as a win/win situation for us."
"Now that is something that you are going to have to explain to me."
"You know that it isn't going to be easy for us when we graduate and go off to college. We will have weekends, holidays and vacations when we can be together, but I know that you like sex as much as I do. You will have my mom to take the pressure off of you and I won't have to worry about some other girl getting her hooks in you while I'm gone. Plus, you will be getting in good with your future mother in law."
That was my first inkling that Pauline expected that we were in it for the long haul.
"You can't blame me for thinking that this is a joke right?"
"It isn't a joke lover-bunny. I told you that I had a long talk with my mother about this. She moved on you because I'd already told her that you were a keeper. She never moved on any of my other guys because she saw them as transients. Only around for a couple of weeks and then gone. If she would have gone after any one of them she ran the risk of having my disgruntled ex putting out the word on her. Once I made it clear that I wasn't going to dump you like I had the others she decided that you would be a safe bet. You wouldn't say anything because you would be afraid that it would get back to me. It would have worked if I hadn't come home when I did."
At that point lunch was over and we got up and headed for our classes. .Just as we were leaving the cafeteria Pauline said:
"Don't disappoint my mom okay?"
I nodded a yes and she said, "See you in the morning lover-bunny."
To be continued.
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I was a little uneasy as I approached the front door of the French residence. I reached to push the doorbell, but before I could push it the door opened and there stood Mrs. Mrs. Frence naked except for high heels.
"Surprised?" she asked.
"You won't believe how much."
"Well come on in and let's get to it."
I was wrung dry when she finally turned me loose to get dressed. We had done it all. Oral. Anal, missionary, doggie and sixty-nine.
"I hope you weren't disappointed" Mrs. French said.
"Not even" I said and then added, "But scared to death."
"Why would you be scared?"
"Pauline caught us because she came home unexpectedly."
"So? We settled all that between us."
"Yes, but what if your husband comes home unexpectedly?"
"I guess that is something that could possibly happen, but he never has in the last ten years or so."
"I've heard it said that there is a first time for everything."
"I guess you are right. Let me think on it. See you next week?"
"Only Pauline can stop me."
"She won't and you can believe me on that."
I was having a bunch of mixed thoughts on my way home. I was happy with my situation for the most part, but there were a lot of unknowns. Pauline took it as a given that we were going to stay together, but would we? If we did what kind of relationship would I have with her mother? If Pauline and I did marry would both women expect me to continue taking care of them? And don't think for one minute that I didn't pick up on what Pauline implied when we had our talk in the cafeteria. The "You like sex as much as I do" part. Her mom could take care of me and see to it that no other girl got her hooks in me? Did she think I didn't know that she was as good as telling me that was going to get her needs met while she was at Walton?
I knew that with her highly sexual nature that she wasn't going to go without and what if she found another 'total package' that had a touch more going for him than I had and decided to replace me? Then I thought "So what." While Pauline already had me down in her mind as her husband I wasn't all that sure that she would end up being my wife. I knew what Pauline's long range plans were and even as young and inexperienced as I was I could see the trouble I would have as her husband if things went as she hoped.
Pauline was working hard with a tutor on her Spanish to prepare herself for going to work with her dad. He had an import/export business that dealt mostly with companies in Latin America and I could see Pauline having to do a lot of travel to Latin American countries. After I got my business management degree I would be joining the family business and there would be very little, if any, travel as part of my job. I didn't think I would like having a part time wife. I could see me just being a filler between her globe-trotting trips.
That brought up another thought. Had Pauline been thinking that far ahead? Was this thing with her mother her way of seeing to it that I was kept occupied while she was gone? If so that implied that she didn't plan on going without while she was away. I'd seen what had happened to the marriages of some of my parent's friends where one of the couples traveled for business and in most cases it wasn't pretty.
By the time I pulled the blankets up and my head hit the pillow I had decided "Fuck it! Take what you can get while you can get it. Worry about what happens when you graduate from college when that time gets here."
In the morning I picked Pauline up and on the way to school my Wednesday afternoon with her mother was never mentioned. In fact it wasn't even brought up at any time during the week that went by until the next Wednesday rolled around. Even then all I got was a "Save enough for me" when we got out of the car at the student parking lot.
After an extremely exhausting session of oral and anal sex Mrs. French said, "I have given your worries some thought and I have a way to end them. My sister Irene has an apartment in town and she says we can use it. But there is a slight catch."
"What is it?"
"She is going through a divorce and is pretty much as sexually needy as I am. She said that I might have to share you with her if things don't break right for her."
"Can you sell that to Pauline?"
"She wants you kept busy while she is away at school so I don't think that it will be a problem and after all it would be keeping it in the family right?"
I wisely kept my mouth shut. We would just have to wait and see what happened if things didn't 'break right' for Ilene.
The next Wednesday Mrs. French and I played at Irene's apartment, but servicing Irene never came up.
It went that way for the next two weeks; momma never mentioned Pauline and Pauline never mentioned momma. It was a totally weird situation, but I wasn't going to complain. I had to be the best laid nineteen year old in the state and maybe even in the surrounding ones.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then it was prom time and for the first time since Pauline and I had started spending time together Mr. French decided to have a talk with me while Mrs. French and Pauline were upstairs working on Pauline's prom dress. It was a Thursday, the day before prom night, and Pauline and I had finished play time and were sitting at the kitchen table only this time we weren't pretending to be working on home work. Pauline was trying to teach me some simple phrases in Spanish. She felt I should have at least a little of the language when we honeymooned in Aruba.Her parents came home and the two women went of and left me alone with Mr. French and as soon as they were out of earshot he said rather bluntly:
"I was young once myself and I know how boys your age think. I also know what young guys think about come prom time. I want you to understand something boy. I expect my daughter to walk down the aisle a virgin on her wedding day. You just keep that in mind when you go to those after prom parties. You do not want me as an enemy lad. You understand me?"
I told him that I heard him loud and clear while I was doing my absolute best not to laugh out loud. Pauline a virgin when she walked down the aisle? The man was clueless! I wanted to ask him if he knew how to turn back time.
Then he told me that he expected me to have her home no later than three a.m. All I could say was "Yes sir" even though I knew damned well that Pauline had no intension of home at all before the sun came up on Saturday morning. She had already given me a list of the parties we would attend and a sub-list of parties we would go to if at all possible. I didn't see any way that we could get I all done before noon. I didn't bother to tell Mr. French that. I'd tell Pauline about it and let her deal with it.
I did bring it up on the way to school the next morning and she just shrugged and said, "I'm over eighteen and all he can do is give me the old "As long as you are under my roof" speech and I'll just tell him "Okay. I'll just go and stay with Gram." My grandmother is cool. She told me when I turned eighteen I could move in with her any time I wanted. I don't think she ever liked my dad. I do know that she was pissed when mom married him because mom told me so."
We had a great time at the prom and Pauline told me that what made the night for her were the dirty looks that Mandy sent our way. She and Mandy had never gotten along from way back in grade school. Pauline told me that before we hooked up she had thought of trying to take me away from Mandy just to piss Mandy off. Mandy's date was Donny Haight which came as no surprise to me. I'd seen them together when I was out and about. I got nasty looks from him whenever we saw each other, but he stayed away from me.
We hit a couple of after prom parties and around two Pauline said "It is time that we do something that we have never done together."
"What's that?"
"Sleep together."
"We do that all the time."
"No we don't. I'm not talking about making love; I'm talking about waking up in the morning with you."
I didn't even hesitate and said, "Where to Miss French?"
"The Fantasy Island Motel on Sixth. We have a reserved room."
Nothing different happened in room 102. It was pretty much the same as usual. Missionary, doggie, cowgirl, sixty-nine and anal. What was different was when we got to where I couldn't respond again we snuggled up to each other and fell asleep.
Waking up with Pauline wrapped around me was a new sensation and I liked it. I also liked Pauline's way of greeting the new day, but eventually we got to the bas part. The part where I had to take her home and face her father.
"Don't sweat it" she said. "It is a Saturday and he always goes into work on Saturday. He won't be there when we get there. I can't remember a Saturday when he didn't go in to work. I think that is part of why my parents are having problems."
She was right and he wasn't there and when I walked Pauline to her door she gave me a hot steamy kiss and said:
"Thank you for a perfect prom lover."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things stayed pretty much the same on the run up to graduation. Pauline two, three and sometimes four times a week and Mrs. French on Wednesdays. With graduation out of the way and summer staring us in the face things slowed down. Way down.
Pauline went to work for her father so there was no more after school bed play and we had to make do with occasional dates. Occasional because quite often Pauline had to work late. I was still stopping by to visit Mrs. French every Wednesday and while it was always satisfying I wasn't getting near as much as I used to get with Pauline in the rotation.
I still went places and did things in the evenings and I would occasionally run across Mandy and Haight. A couple of times I ran into Mandy without Haight and a couple of those times she tried to hook up with me, but I wasn't interested. At least not until one Tuesday night when I was out looking for some friends to hang with. I was out looking for company because Pauline had called me and told me that she would be working late again.
I was downtown and I just happened to see Pauline get out of a car with a man and go into Maxims which was a fairly upscale restaurant. They were holding hands as they walked up to the door and went inside. Curiosity got the best of me so I gave it about ten minutes and then I went inside. I saw Pauline and the man sitting in a booth next to each other. Not on opposite sides where they could look at each other while they talked and ate, but side by side. Pauline was leaning into the man and her head on his shoulder. Her left hand was on the table holding the man's right hand and I didn't care to see any more so I turned and left.
I hit the arcade, but didn't see anybody I knew, but I didn't really feel like looking for friends any more so I got on a pinball machine and started playing it. I'd been there twenty minutes or so when a voice behind me said:
"You have nothing better to do than spend your evening wasting money on that thing? "I'm sure I can find us something better to do than that."
I turned and found Mandy standing there. I was just in the right mood so I said, "Whatcha got in mind?"
"Get out of here and go somewhere private where I can mend some fences."
"Lead on" I said and she turned and headed for the door and I followed along. Once outside she spotted the Torino and headed for it. I opened the door for her, she got in and I went around to the driver's side and got in. She slid over next to me and said:
"Find us a place a little more private than this."
I drove out to Stephen's Point and parked. It had been a silent ride and once I put the lever in 'park' I said:
"Isn't Haight going to be a little upset over this?"
"Screw him! He's a jerk. I made a big mistake when I lost you and I'm trying to correct it. How is Pauline going to take it?"
"Don't know; don't care. I found out tonight that she has other interests."
"Well then I guess we need to get busy and get to work on erasing the two of them from our minds."
She pulled my head to her and kissed me. It turned into an extremely hot make out session. It got as far as my getting her bra off of her and a finger in her pussy before she stopped me.
"I want our first time to be on a bed. My parents are out of town on business so why don't you take me home."
Mandy wasn't a virgin. She'd given it up to Haight or one of the others she had dated after I dropped her. She saw the look on my face and said:
"It should have been you. I wanted it to be you. But we are together now so let's make the most of it."
It was a long night. She wanted to try everything and I did my best to accommodate her. I was the first one to eat her pussy or no one else had done it right. I managed to get her off by munching on her muffin and once she settled down she said:
"My God baby; I never realized it could be so good."
When I finally couldn't get it up anymore I got up and reached for my pants she asked:
"Where are you going?"
"Home. I need to get some slep before I have to get up and go to work."
"Uh uh. I've got you back and I'm not letting you get any farther away from me that I absolutely have to. Tell me what time you have to get up and I'll set my clock."
When the clock went off at seven it was the second time in my life I woke up with a warm female body snuggled up next to me. It was a habit I could learn to like. Mandy started playing with my dick and I had to push her hand away telling her that I didn't have enough time to do her justice.
"My parents don't get home until Friday night. Does that give you any ideas?"
"Are you sure?"
"Positive. What time can I expect you? I'll have dinner ready."
It was a Wednesday and Mrs. French would be expecting me, but I decided that the quickest way to end things with Pauline would be not to show up to visit her mother. I would no doubt hear from her on Thursday morning wanting to know where I was and I could get it done then. I told Mandy she could expect me sometime between four-thirty and five. I kissed her goodbye and headed off to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to work my dad gave me a grin and said, "You really should call your mother and let her know when you aren't going to be coming home at night."
"I don't know if I can handle what she is going to ask or say when I tell her that I probably won't be home until Friday."
"Pauline's parents out of town?"
"Pauline is history."
He raised an eyebrow at that and I headed for my job on the loading dock before he could comment on that.
The day went fast and when lunch time came I called my mom and told her I was staying with a friend for a couple of days and that I'd be home on Friday. I was surprised when I didn't get any questions from her.
When I got to Mandy's she did indeed have dinner ready. Meat loaf, mashed potatoes and green beans. She even had a bottle of wine open and ready. Over dinner we talked about my day and what we would be doing when summer was over. By unspoken agreement we kept Pauline and Haight out of our conversation. When dinner was over we went out onto the patio and continued the conversation and finished the bottle of wine.
After about an hour Mandy asked me if I was ready for dessert and when I asked what it was she told me that I would have to come up to her bedroom to find out. For the second morning in a row I woke up with a warm female body snuggled up next to me.
Lunch period was almost over when I got the expected phone call from Pauline.
"Mother missed you last night. Where were you?"
"Getting reacquainted with Mandy."
"What's going on Danny?"
"I've decided to give our relationship a second chance."
"There were a couple seconds of silence before she said, "What about us?"
"Were you thinking of us Tuesday evening when you were at Maxims all warm and cuddly with that guy you were sharing your booth with?"
More silence from her end and then I said, "Thanks for calling Pauline. You take care now" and I hung up on her.
The rest of the day went quickly and after work I headed for Mandy's. It was a repeat of the previous evening and when I was dressed and ready to leave for work in the morning Mandy asked me when she would see me again.
"Not tonight. I have to go home so my mom can see that I'm still alive. I don't have anything planned for Saturday if you have it free."
"I do. Can we go to the lake? I'll make us a picnic basket."
"It's a date."
I kissed her and headed for work.
All day at work I was asking myself if I really wanted to get back into a committed relationship with Mandy. I couldn't forget what happened that caused us to break up and come fall she would be going off to college. She was going to Baylor in Texas and I wouldn't see her except for holiday breaks and vacation. As much as she like sex I didn't think she would go without while she was gone. Plus the length of time we would be apart would give her plenty of opportunity to get into a long term relationship.
Then again, one thing that I'm not is a hypocrite. I wouldn't be going without while she was gone, at least not on purpose. I wasn't going to go without when Pauline was gone so why would I when Mandy was gone. Granted it would have been a hell of a lot easier in Pauline's case because of her mother. I didn't have that option with Mandy and even if I did I wouldn't take it. Mandy's mom looked like Aunt Bea on the television show Mayberry.
Then I had to ask myself why I was even wasting my time thinking about such things. Nothing was going to happen in the way of long term romances until I finished college and that was four years away. Maybe even more if I decided to go for an MBA and a hell of a lot could happen in four or five years.
The day went pretty fast and as I was getting ready to leave my dad said, "I thought you told me that Pauline was history?"
"I did."
"I guess you forgot to tell her that."
"What?"
"You'll see" he said and then he had to answer the phone.
I saw what he was talking about when I walked out into the parking lot. Sitting on the left front fender of my care was Pauline. She slid off the fender, walked up to me. Threw her arms around me and tried to kiss me. I say 'tried' because I turned my head and she missed my lips and got the side of my face just below my ear.
"What do you want Pauline?"
"You Mr. Asshole; I want you."
"You didn't want me Tuesday night. In fact you told me we couldn't see each other because you had to work late. And yet I saw you being all lovey-dovey with some guy at Maxims."
"I was working late Danny. Daddy, Mr. Lopez and I had been working on a contract most of the afternoon. When we finally hammered out a deal daddy asked me to take Mr. Lopez to dinner while he had the contract typed up. Then I was to bring Mr. Lopez back to the office so he could sign the document."
"You really think that I'm that stupid Pauline? I saw you walk into Maxims holding hands with the guy. When I looked into the restaurant I saw how you were sitting with him and holding hands on the table."
"It was just harmless flirting; trying to keep him in a good mood. His business is important to daddy. He never even got a kiss."
"That's not what it looked like to me. You were much too touchy-feely with him to suit me. You can say you didn't do anything, but what I saw makes me disbelieve it."
"Even if that is what you are thinking why are you taking it out on my mother?"
"Oh come on Pauline. How can I still see your mother when you and I are through? The last time we broke up she slammed the door in my face. When you see her tell her I'm not a blabbermouth. No one but the three of us will ever know. Now if you will excuse me I have some place I need to go."



I opened the car door and as I was getting in Pauline said, "This isn't over Danny. We were meant to be and I'm not going to quietly fade away."
"Yeah yeah right" I thought to myself as I closed the door, started the car and drove off.
Mom said, "Welcome home stranger. We thought maybe you forgot that you lived here."
I got a 'knowing' look from Nancy and then I asked mom what I could do to help and she told me I could set the table. Surprisingly the over dinner conversation stayed away from where I'd been and what I'd been doing.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent Saturday at the lake with Mandy and Sunday we went to the movies. I'd gotten paid on Friday and had enough money for a motel room and that is where we finished our date on both days. Unfortunately Mandy had to be home on those nights so there was no waking up together.
Monday at work when lunch time rolled around I got a phone call from Pauline.
"I talked with mom and she said she knows you will keep quiet about her and she doesn't care if you have dropped me she still wants to see you. She said to tell you that it doesn't only have to be Wednesdays now that you aren't seeing me. Call her Danny. It won't hurt you to talk to her."
I told her I would think about it and then said that I had to get back to work.
I did think about it and the more I thought about it the more I thought it would be to my benefit. It would certainly be a benefit when Mandy went off to college. It would save me having to spend time and money trying to find a replacement for her while she as away. The only thing that made me hesitate was that it would still leave me partially connected to Pauline and I wasn't sure that I wanted that. Then it occurred to me that it shouldn't matter all that much since Pauline would also be away at school for most of the next four years. When she did come home on breaks and vacations I shouldn't see much of her as her mom and I would be meeting away from the house. I decided to do it.
When I got off work I called Mrs. French. I asked her straight out if what Pauline had said was true and she said it was. I told her that I would see her next Wednesday and she said that she meant it when she told Pauline to tell me that it didn't only have to be on Wednesdays. I told her that it was something I would have to think about and I'd dicuss it with her when I saw her.
I swung by Mandy's and Mandy didn't expect her parents to be home until late, but I didn't want to take a chance on getting caught if they came home early.
"We can do it until my folks get here" Mandy said.
"I don't know about that Mandy. We have no way of knowing what time they will get home and as into it as we get we probably wouldn't even know they were home until they were at your bedroom door checking out the noise coming from the room."
"I've thought about it all day and I've come up with a way to do it and not get caught."
And so it was that at 8:23 we saw Mandy's parents pull into the driveway. I've heard it said that timing is everything and it proved to be the case when Mr. and Mrs. Light got home. Mandy was bent over the back of the couch watching the driveway through the living room window when I blew my second load of the night into her at exactly 8:23 by my watch. When her parents came into the house they found us sitting on the couch holding hands and watching TV. Shortly after that I left and went home.
I'd just finished having breakfast with my parents and Nancy and was getting ready to leave for work when I got a phone call from Mandy. She had to cancel our date or that evening. Her grandmother had passed away and she and her folks were going to Ann Arbor for the funeral and then stay several days with family.
When I got off work I called Mrs. French to set up a time to meet with her at her sister's apartment on Wednesday and she said:
"What's wrong with right now?"
I laughed and said, "I can be there in ten minutes."
"Bet you I can beat you there."
She did and was already down to nothing but her high heels when I got there.
"We won't have as much time as I'd like" she said. "I need to be home by eight so les not waste a minute okay?"
I don't know about her, but I felt that I used every minute we had wisely and I was a very satisfied young man when I went home. Before I left Mrs. French told me that she could stay until on Wednesday if I was interested. Care to take a guess as to what I told her?
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did see Mrs. French on Wednesday and then again on Thursday and before I left we made plans for Friday. It almost didn't happen. About an hour before quitting time I got a phone call from Pauline. She cut right to it.
"You can't see my mother any more Danny. My dad is getting suspicious. Ten minutes ago I heard him on the phone making an appointment with a private investigator."
"Does your mother know?"
"I called her before I called you. It isn't the end of the world Danny. I'm still available."
"Thanks for the call Pauline" was all I said before hanging up the phone.
As soon as the call from Pauline ended I called Mrs. French.
"I just heard from Pauline and she said she'd already called you."
"She did, but what she told me won't stop us from getting together today will it?"
"If he put a private detective on you we could get busted. That wouldn't bother me, but it would put you in deep doo-doo."
"I don't think so lover. Even if Frank got an immediate appointment whoever he hires couldn't get on the case right away. In fact even if he was talking to the man at this exact moment in wouldn't hurt us today. In order to catch us he would need to outside right now in order to be able to follow me. We can still have today lover. After today we will have to see, but I will think of a way. I'm leaving for Irene's as soon as I hang up. See you there?"
"I'll be there' I said as I hung up wondering if we would ever get together again after today. Well, at least we still had today.
The session at Irene's was exhausting for me. Mrs. French wanted to get as much out of me as she could.
"It might have to last me for a while lover. Frank isn't going to pay for the detective forever. If the detective doesn't find out anything in a couple of days, maybe a week at the outside, Frank will end it. It just means that you and I will need to take a break from each other for a while."
As I dressed she said, "Don't call me lover. Wait for me to call you okay? If Frank does hire a detective one of the things that the detective will probably do is put arecording device on the phone."
I told her that I would wait for her call and then I left and went home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mandy and her parents came home on Saturday and Mandy called me and told me she needed to see me. I picked her up around noon and asked her what she would like to do. She told me that she had enough money for a motel room so I should get busy and find one.
Mandy tried to make up for lost time and she flat wore me out before she dropped the bomb on me.
"I'm going to be moving to Michigan. I'll probably be leaving in about two weeks."
"Why?"
"My grandmother was quite wealthy and my mom was her only child. She left mom her business and her house so she and daddy are going to sell our house here and move to Ann Arbor. I was mentioned in the will also. There is a trust fund for me that will pay for my college degree, but to get it I have to go to Michigan State. I also have to join the sorority that she was in when she went to school there. I have to take it Danny. If I went to Baylor it would be on scholarships and I'd have to find a job to help me make it, but if I do what grandma's will calls for everything will be paid for and I'll even get an allowance of one thousand a month. The trust will even pay for an apartment if I don't get accepted into the sorority and can't live at the sorority house."
The news wasn't crushing because I had already accepted that I wouldn't be seeing much of Mandy anyway when she went to Texas.
"I've got two weeks before we move Danny and I want to spend as much of it with you as I can."
She did spend a good bit of it with me and then there was a tearful farewell leave taking where she promised she would find a way to come back and see me as often as she could. I was pretty sure that she meant it when she said it, but I was also of the mind that it wouldn't happen. There would be too many new things going on for her to spend much time thinking of me. I might be on her mind for the first couple of weeks or so, but after that? Not so much.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A week after Mandy left I got off work after putting in two hours of overtime to find Pauline sitting on the fender of my car again. As was her usual blunt style she went right to it.
"Ready to come back to me lover? Your steady bailed on you and mom has cut you offo you should be horn as hell right now. I can take care of that for you."
"Why would I want to get back with you Pauline? In case you don't remember I don't take your working late all that well."
"I told you there was nothing going on there baby. It was just some harmless flirting to keep him in a good mood until he signed daddy's contract."
As I stood there listening to her the thought that what she was saying could just as easily true as not and what did it matter anyway? Even though Pauline talked like we were forever I didn't buy into it. All along I expected that once Pauline went off to college she would find other things to occupy her time and I was willing to bet good money that some of those other 'things' would have hard cocks attached to them.
I didn't put any stock at all in her saying she would come home on weekends, holidays and vacations. So, I asked myself, why not take what you can get while you can get it and look for other fields to plow after Pauline was gone. In two weeks she would be gone so why not see to my lack-a-nooky problem for the next two weeks?
"What do you have in mind" I asked.
"Follow me and find out" she said as she slid off the fender of my car and headed for hers. I followed her to her dad's business and she pulled up in back of the building and parked. I parked next to her and got out of the car. She got out of hers and walked up to the back door, took a key out of her pocket, unlocked the door and went into the building. I followed along behind her and watched as she worked the key pad for the alarm system and then followed her into an office. In the office there was a large desk, two comfortable looking chairs and a couch. Pauline walked over to the couch, bent at the waist and took hold of a strap hanging from the bottom of the couch and pulled. The couch was a sofa bed and as Pauline worked it all the way out she said:
"Hurry up and get your clothes of lover."
It had been a while since Pauline and I had played, but just like riding a bicycle it all came back and Pauline wasn't satisfied until she could get me back up again.
For the next two weeks Pauline and I used daddy's couch almost every night. Sometimes we didn't get started until late because her dad did work late some evenings, but as soon as he was clear of the building and parking lot Pauline and I made good use of his office.
At the end of the two weeks Pauline was off to school an since I hadn't heard from Mrs. French I was suddenly back to wondering when, where or even if I was going to find a new ladt friend.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I attended Freshman Orientation I found myself in what my father, who was a former fighter pilot, would call a target rich environment. Maybe two hundred of the three hundred or so new freshman were females and not just young ones. There were also a lot of older women. I just knew that I could get lucky sooner or later.
I got my schedule and on the first day of class I found myself sitting in a classroom where the class consisted of nineteen girls and seven guys. I was wrong in one thing though. I might have been in a 'target rich environment' but I wasn't hitting any of the targets.
I made several attempts to meet and date girls. The ones I knew from high school had boyfriends and it seemed like the ones I was meeting at college had all come from someplace else and just weren't interested in me. It probably didn't help that I had some misguided idea and that I was someone special and it showed in my attitude.
In my defense I can only point out that Pauline came after me and then didn't give me up like she had so many others. Then there was Mrs. French. An older experienced woman who couldn't seem to get enough of me. And Mandy of course. She wanted to fuck me all the time. All of that had me thinking that I was something that I obviously wasn't.
The few locals that didn't have boyfriends seemed to have some sort of agreement not to poach on Pauline's (or maybe Mandy's) territory and for some reason I didn't understand I could never seem to 'click' with the girls who weren't local. I got plenty of dates, but they never went anywhere. I decided to say to hell with it and concentrate on school and on my part time job working for my dad.
Two months after school started the one thing I never expected to happen did. It was Friday. My last class let out at three and when I got to my car I found Pauline in her usual spot. Sitting on my left front fender. She slid off the fender as I walked up and opened her arms so I could walk into them.
"Hi lover; miss me" she said and then she kissed me. "I told you I would come home to see you."
I thought better of responding with, "You said every weekend and it has been over two months." Before I even say a word she said, "I've got enough for a motel room so let's get to it."
As we got in the car she said, "You seem surprised to see me."
"I am. I expected that once you got to college you would have found a new circle of friends and lots of new things to do. I didn't expect to see you back except for breaks and vacations."
"Nonsense lover. I told you I would be back and I'm sorry it wasn't sooner, but it took some time to settle in and get a routine going. I'll be here every weekend from now on."
She slid over next to me and put her hand on the hard-on that she knew damned well was there.
"Mom taking good care of you for me?"
"I haven't seen her since you told us what your father was doing. She gave me a long look before saying:
"Found yourself another girlfriend?"
"Nope. Hasn't been anybody since you left."
She got a big smile at that and I know what she was thinking. "He's saving himself for me." I wasn't about to tell her that it was because I couldn't get anyone else.
Our first time at the Coral Gables was quick, but she got right to work on getting me up again - and again - and again - until it couldn't happen anymore. As we lay next to each other and she fondled my unresponsive cock she asked:
"Can I have you the whole weekend?"
"I have to work a half day tomorrow. From seven until one, but after that I'm free util my first class on Monday."
"I want all of your time from when you get off work until I have to leave for school at eight on Sunday night. I'm keeping the room so you get your butt back here as soon as you get off work okay?
"You got it."
She called the front desk and left a wakeup call for six and we snuggled up and fell asleep.
There was no time for a morning wakeup bout and as I dressed Pauline told me that she would probably spend the morning with her mother and I told her to say hi to her mom for me.
I had the keys to work (it helps to be the bosses son) and once I got there I put the coffee pot in the breakroom on and then got busy in the back room. We were closed on the weekends so I was alone in the building and had no distractions as I got all of the orders set up to go out on Monday morning.
I did get a phone call from dad around ten. "You need to let your mother know when you aren't coming home. She does worry about you."
"Sorry, but Pauline showed up and I kind of forgot about calling."
"Pauline? I thought Mandy was your girlfriend."
"I haven't seen or heard from her since she moved."
"I guess I should let your mother know that you won't be home tonight either?"
"Probably. Pauline has to head back to school tomorrow so I should be home after she leaves."
"Did you get the Osburne order together?"
"Boxed and waiting for UPS."
"Okay then; see you tomorrow."
I finished up what I needed to get done and then I locked up and headed for the Coral Gables.
Pauline was there waiting for me and when I asked her what she wanted to do that afternoon she laughed and said, "Silly boy" and started taking off her clothes. We went twice before I called a halt to things.
"I haven't eaten all day and I'm going to need to fuel up if you plan on getting much more out of me today."
"Spoil sport, but I guess you have a point. If I'm going to need to get enough of you to hold me until next weekend you will need your strength."
The way she said it almost sounded like she wasn't going to get any until she came home for the weekend, but I didn't believe it. Not for one second. As highly sexed as she was I couldn't see her going a day or two without let alone a week. But of course kept my mouth shut. Take what you can get Dan while you can get it is what I told myself.
Over dinner she told me that she had talked to her mother about me.
"She wants to call you lover, but she is afraid to. Ever since she found out that dad was calling a private detective she imagines she is under constant surveillance. She sees, or thinks she sees someone watching her everywhere she goes. She thinks the home phone has a recorder on it, her car has a GPS hidden on it and she checks every time she gets in the car to see if there is some kind of recorder under her seat.
"I tried to tell her that is was highly unlikely that daddy would pay out as much as it would cost for fulltime surveillance, but she says he could be paying for spot checks so she doesn't do anything."
"You sound almost disappointed that she can't get together with me."
"I am. I was planning on her being my first line of defense where you are concerned. You are mine lover and I don't want some other chick latching onto you while I'm not around to protect my turf."
We went back to the motel and Pauline proceeded to drain every ounce of energy out of my body before we fell asleep. I woke up to Pauline fondling my cock.
"God girl! Don't you ever get enough?"
"Not of you lover. I can never get enough of you."
After we had a morning wakeup we went to the Waffle House for breakfast. Over waffles and bacon Pauline said:
"I've given it some thought and I think I've come up with a way to get you and mom together."
"Hows that?"
"We can get around her worry about her phone calls being recorded by getting two Tracfones and you use them to talk to each other. We get around the GPS thing by having her drive to some place she has every reason to go to and you meet her and take your car to wherever you do the deed and then you take her back to her car."
"That doesn't address the fact that she might be followed."
"That's not a problem."
"It isn't? How can you be sure of that?"
"Because it doesn't matter. Say you decide to meet her at the mall. She parks at the south end and you park at the north end. She comes into the mall and you'll be where you can watch her come in. If there is anyone following her you will see them. If no one does she goes out the north end and gets in your car. If someone does follow her you give her the signal she is being watched and she hits a couple of shops and then goes home."
"You been reading spy novels?"
"No. Just think creatively. You think it won't work?"
"Doesn't matter to me. I don't care if anyone finds out or not. It is your mom's problem. She is the one who doesn't want to get caught."



"That's pretty callous of you."
"No it isn't. I have no interest in your mother. You are the one trying to push me into a relationship with her. You have any idea of how weird that is to me? Understand me here Pauline. I won't run from her if she wants to fuck me, but chase after a woman old enough to be my mother? No!
"Another thing to consider. You assume we are forever, but I don't. There are four years before we finish school and one hell of a lot can change in four years. Three quarters of that time you will be spending at school where you will meet a whole bunch of new guys and you will attract them and we both know it. You will have ample opportunity to meet a couple that you might decide are more to your liking than me.
"We both know your sexual history Pauline. I know you aren't going to remain celibate at school. There is one other thing. What if against all odds we do end up married. What kind of relationship would we have with your family? Would you still expect me to see to your mother's sexual needs? This whole thing is just too weird to a simple guy like me."
"You really expect me to fuck around at school?"
"Of course I do. I can even see how you will rationalize it. I'm home getting it from your mom so it should be all right for you to do it too."
She just looked at me in silence for ten seconds or so and then said, "Take me back to the motel."
It was a silent ride to the Coral Gables and when we got there she said, "Don't bother coming in" as she got out of the car.
I sat there and watched as she went into the room and saying to myself "Way to go Dan. Open mouth, insert foot and turn a sure sex life into dust."
I drove away from the motel and went on home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next month and a half went by and was filled with school. I didn't have any time for a social life even if I would have had a girl to have a social life with. Well, that wasn't exactly true. I could have made time if I would have had the girl, but I just didn't feel like wasting the time trying to get a date only to be rejected time after time. Sound like I'm sayin g that it sucked to be me? That's the way I was feeling.
It all changed one Thursday afternoon in the student cafeteria. I was between classes and I was sitting at a table drinking a coke and reviewing my notes on my last class when a voice said:
"Mind if I join you?"
I looked up from my notes and saw Claudia Wlkins standing there. Claudia was from some place back east and she was in three of my classes. I looked around and saw that the cafeteria was half empty and Claudia noticed.
"I know there are plenty other places I could sit, but I want to sit here" and she sat down.
I looked at her and I didn't have a clue as to what to say.
"Cat got your tongue?"
"No. Just don't have a clue as to what is going on."
"Simple really. Curiosity finally got the best of me.."
"Curiosity? About what?"
"What makes you so special that the word is out to stay away from you."
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Most of the girls who live hear tell those of us who aren't from here to stay away from you. They have most of us thinking that you are some sort of pervert or something equally as bad. One girl finally told me that the reason is that you are the private property of a girl who goes to school someplace else and has asked the local girls to see that no other girl gets to you. Is that true?"
"Not a bit. There is a girl who I used to go with who goes to school at Walton, but I haven't seen her in months and even so there is nothing serious between us."
"That's good to know. So there is no real reason why we can't go out tomorrow evening?"
"None that I can see."
She looked at her watch and said she had to get to class and asked me to meet her for lunch the next day to work out the details. I told her I would be there.
I did meet her the next day and we set a time. I picked her up at Martin Hall at six and I noticed disapproving looks from a couple of local girls who were friends of Pauline. I had a really good time with Claudia and when I got her back to her dorm I got a kiss and an invitation to do it again soon. I did take he out again on Tuesday and when that date was over we set up another one for Friday.
I was in a good mood Friday when I got off work at six. I had just enough time to get home, shower and then get to the dorm to pick up Claudia. The good mood evaporated when I got to the parking lot and found Pauline sitting on my left front fender - again! When I walked up to the car I considered saying something flippant like "We have to stop meeting like this" but decided to go with the old tried and true:
"What the fuck are you doing here Pauline?"
"I'm hearing that someone is making a move on my man and I decided that I'd better get here and find out what is going on."
"I am not 'your man' Pauline and even if I once was the way you walked away from me the last time we were together and the next two months without hearing from you pretty much told me that even if we did once have something we didn't have it any more. Now get off my car. I have a date tonight and I don't want to be late."
She slid off the fender and as she walked around the car to the passenger side she said, "Where are the three of us going" and got in the car. I walked over to the door meaning to open it and pull Pauline out of the car and when I got to the door and reached for the handle she stuck her tongue out at me and made a show of pushing down on the door lock.
I went around to the driver's side and got in and said, "Get out of my car Pauline."
"Nope! Not gonna do it. You are my man and where you go is where I'm going to be."
I thought to myself "Fuck this shit" and I started the car and drove home. I got out of the car and walked into the house leaving Pauline sitting there. If she wanted to make an ass of herself then let her. I didn't know how Claudia would take it when I showed up with Pauline, but I didn't much care either. I liked Claudia, but I had no great attachment to her. For lack of a better way of putting it there was no 'spark' there. She was just a girl to date and have fun with.
I showered, put on clean clothes and then walked downstairs to find Pauline sitting n the couch talking with my mom. That solved my problem. I'd go into the kitchen, go out the back door and around the house to get in my car and drive off leaving Pauline on the couch with my mom. Hat plan died a quick death when Pauline stood up and said:
"About time. I was afraid we were going to be late."
Mom said, "You kids have fun" and I was stuck with Pauline. I kissed mom on the cheek and told her no to wait up for me. I headed for the door with Pauline a little bit behind me. Plan B (or was it C) was that as soon as we were out door I'd run for the car, get in, lock the doors and drive off leaving Pauline standing in the driveway.
I should have known I wouldn't get away with it. Pauline must have been able to read my mind because once we were out the door SHE ran to the car and got in. Well, I had made a date with Claudia and I was going to keep it Pauline or not.
Pauline chattered away on the drive to Claudia's dorm.and I stayed silent and payed attention to my driving.
"What are we going to do? I hadn't planned on going out tonight so I'm not really dressed for it. Think these clothes will be alright?" I was silent and watched the road in front of me. "You don't really like this girl do you? You can't. If you really liked her you wouldn't want to see me scratch her eyes out."
I stayed mum and she switched gears and started telling me about her classes, her grades, her roommate in the dorm and all sorts of other stuff. She was still babbling away when I pulled up in front of Martin Hall. I parked, got out and went inside to get Claudia. Before walking her out to the car I told her what was going on and then I asked her if she would rather pass on the night's date and reschedule for Monday.
"Of course not. This could be fun. It will certainly be a story to tell years from now."
As we walked to the car Claudia said, "Let me handle this." I walked her to the passenger side door and opened it for her. Pauline slid over to the middle of the seat to let Claudia in, but Claudia said:
"Uh uh honey; this is my date and if you insist on horning in you get to sit on the back seat. Dan is too nice a guy and won't do anything to you physically, but it won't bother me at all to rip the hair off your head."
Pauline smiled and said, "You would end up looking a little bald yourself if you were to try, but I guess fair is fair. I won't take the back seat to anyone. You can have the middle, but you are going to have to go around to the driver's side to get in. I'm not stepping out of the car so I could end up getting locked out. You slide in and I'll slide over."
"That'll work" Claudia said and walked over to my side of the car and got in. I just shook my head and followed along. Once inside I started the car and pulled away from the curb as Claudia asked:
"What are we going to do tonight?"
"I had planned on going to a movie and then hitting Harry's Malt Shop for a bite to eat, but I don't know if that will work now."
"Works for me" Claudia said and then Pauline piped up and said, "Sounds good to me too."
I shrugged and point the car toward the Cineplex. I let Claudia pick the movie out of the six showing and then I bought tickets for the here of us. The movie Claudia chose was a romantic comedy chic flick and I can't say that I enjoyed it all that much. I might have enjoyed it more under other circumstances, but the situation I found myself in was just a bit awkward.
When we took our seats I ended up in the middle with Claudia on my right and Pauline on my left. Pauline kept trying to hold my hand and I kept jerking it away from her. Of course Claudia noticed and she giggled and took my right hand in her left I finally stopped fighting Pauline and ended up sitting there holding hands with both of them.
When the movie was over I drove over to Harry's and we got a booth toward the back. Claudia sat next to me and Pauline sat on the other side of the table and immediately started trying to play 'footsie' under the table. Once we had given our order to Sally I excused myself and headed for the men's room. After taking my whiz I washed my hands and headed back to the booth were I saw Claudia and Pauline talking like old friends. "What's up with that?" I asked myself as I approached the booth. As soon as I sat down Claudia said:
"I asked Pauline what was so special about you that she put a 'hands off' notice on you. She said that part of it was that you are a tiger in bed. Why don't I know that about you?"
"Because we aren't far enough along in our relationship to have reached that stage."
"Does that mean you expect to get to that stage sometime?"
"Hey lady; don't forget how our relationship started. I seem to remember you as being the aggressive one."
"She also says that she intends to marry you when she graduates."
"That is her plan and not mine. She just took it for granted that I would go along."
"You saying that you don't want to marry her?"
"I'm saying that graduation is almost four years away and that a lot can happen in four years. Things that might change plans made earlier. Pauline knows how I feel about the subject. In fact the reason she hasn't been around for the last two months is because I told her what I thought and she didn't like hearing it. The only reason she is here now is that she heard I was dating you and why that bothers her I can't even begin to fathom."
"Bullshit Danny! You know damned well why it bothers me" Pauline said. "You are supposed to be mine. I know it and so do you even if you don't want to admit it."
"No I don't know it. Yes we did have something going, but at no time - not even for a minute - did I look at it as being forever. And I've told you why. The fact that you don't want to accept it is on you not me."
"So what is it that I'm missing here?" Claudia asked.
"Nothing that we can go into" I said, "It is a little on the personal side."
"I'll tell you what it is" Pauline said to Claudia. "He thinks I'll be screwing around on him while I'm away at school and I might just decide that some other guy is a better catch than Danny so he says we have to wait until we graduate and see where we are before he will commit to me."
"Are you screwing around on him at school?"
"I haven't yet, but I expect that I will from time to time. I'n not a virgin and I like sex. Danny knows that and he also knows that I've told him he is my man and I'm always going to be his."
"You admit that you will probably be fucking around on him, but you put a 'hands off' on him because you don't want him to get any? Isn't that a bit one sided?"
"No it isn't. The 'hands off' was to try and keep him from hooking up with someone he might get emotionally attached to. I expect him to get laid and I even went so far as to set it up so he could have a sex life without my worrying that some other girl trying to steal him from me. And no, I am not going to explain that and I doubt that Danny will either."
Claudia looked at me and I shrugged and said, "Nope! Not going there."
All three of us were silent for a few seconds and then Claudia broke the silence by saying:
"Okay; let me see if I have this right. You don't care what Dan does as long as it is no threat to you. Am I right?"
Pauline nodded a yes and then said, "Pretty much."
Claudia turned to me and asked, "Would that work for you?"
"Would what work for me?"
"Having a friends with benefits relationship with a girl who had no interest in getting married to you?"
You didn't have to be the sharpest knife in the drawer to know the answer to that one. The truth was that I would like a life married to Pauline; I just didn't think it was possible with four years of being mostly apart. Could I wait out those four years if I could keep myself occupied with someone not interested in stealing me away from Pauline? Hell yes!! So my instant answer to Claudia was:
"It would work for me."
Then Claudia asked Pauline the same question and Pauline said, "It would as long as I knew that she was no threat."
Claudia smiled and said, "Good! I'm glad we got that settled."
Almost in unison Pauline and I said, "Got what settled?"
"My only interest in Dan was that 'hands off' thing. It piqued my curiosity so I went after him to see what was so special about him that some girl wanted to keep him for herself. I have a fiancée back in St. Louis that I intend to marry when I graduate. I want something 'safe' to keep me occupied until then. Gary knows I'm not going to keep my legs closed for four years just like I know he won't settle for just masturbation for those same four years. So do the three of us have a deal?"
"Pauline said, "It will work for me."
They both looked at me and I shrugged and said, "I'm in."
Then Pauline said, "However it won't start until Monday. I made the weekend trip so I could get my itch scratched. He's mine until I leave for school Sunday and then I'll be home every other weekend. We can work out holidays, breaks and vacations later."
"One thing though" Claudia said, "He is going to have to take me back to my dorm before the itch scratching starts."
I walked Claudia to her door and she stood on tip-toe to kiss me and then said, "See you Monday baby."
I got back in the car and Pauline said, "Let's go get my car and you can follow me to the Coral Gables."
It was a long and tiring weekend and we never mentioned our last meeting and her two month absence.
To be continued.
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I was eating my lunch in the Student Union cafeteria and reviewing class notes when Claudia joined me.
"We still on for tonight?" she asked.
"We are" I said and we set a time.
We had a very nice date and I behaved myself. I was going to let Claudia set the pace since she was, in spite of what had been said at the Friday night meeting with Pauline, uncharted territory. As we left Harry's she said:
"Bad news baby. Aunt Flo came to visit this afternoon and it will be Thursday before she leaves. It will be Friday before I can do what I want to do with you."
I knew what "Aunt Flo" meant because I'd heard my mom and sister use the term a time or two. Pauline just referred to it as 'her time' and with her it never slowed us down. "That's what anal is for sugar; so we don't have to go without."
It didn't really upset me because after the workout Pauline put me through over the weekend I wasn't sure that I could have done Claudia much good if she had wanted to play at the end of our date. She did give me several hot kisses when I took her back to the dorm.
We dated on Tuesday and Wednesday and had some very hot make out sessions and on Wednesday she told me she would give me a hand job or head to hold me until Aunt Flo was gone but I told her no.
"Not until I can give as good as I get."
She gave me a long look and then said, "I'm beginning to see some of what Pauline sees in you."
I could have mentioned anal, but as I said earlier Claudia was uncharted territory and just might find the thought of anal sex as repulsive or dirty and depraved and might have her telling me to take a hike. I wasn't ready for that. At least not just yet.
Friday night Claudia invited me in to her room at the dorm and I found out that she was every bit as accomplished as Pauline and Mrs. French when it came to tings sexual.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Claudine and I got together two and sometimes three times a week and every other weekend Pauline came home. Surprisingly the routine helped my grades go up. I didn't have to waste time trying to get a girl a girl to go out with me and then working on the relationship and because of that I had more time to study.
Then the holidays came and Claudia went home to St. Louis and Pauline came home from Walton. Then Pauline went back to Walton and Claudia came back to school. The routine continued until summer vacation and then Claudia went home and Pauline came home.
During the time Pauline was home she constantly talked about where we would live when we got married, how many children we were going to have and things like that. I began to believe that she was serious about us getting married when we graduated.
One thing we never talked about was what she did when she was at school or what I did when she was away. She knew what I was doing and I of course assumed that she was doing the same thing. I didn't know for sure and I damned sure wasn't going to ask.
There were a couple of sticky spots during the vacation. Two times Pauline invited me to her parents' house for an afternoon barbecue and both times I felt awkward around Mrs. French. We never did find ourselves alone so we didn't have a chance to talk and I never found out what had happened the last time I had been with her. But I did wonder what kind of relationship I was going to have with her if Pauline's plans did come to fruition.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the fall we went back to the routine. Things went along that way for the next couple of years and then in my senior year things went to shit on me. I never knew the story about what happened because neither mom nor dad would talk about it, but something bad must have happened because they split up and divorced.
We lived in a no-fault state and so everything had to be split fifty/fifty. Apparently neither one wanted the house so it was sold. I did know that mom got half of the business and that mom didn't want to buy out dad's half and she wouldn't sell her half to him. Dad apparently didn't want any ties to mom and when she wouldn't sell to him he sold his half to somebody else. Mom wasn't interested in the business with dad gone so she sold off her half.
Of course all of it had an impact on me and in more ways than one. It hit me both emotionally and financially. When dad moved out Nancy and I ended up staying with mom until it was sold. It was awkward as hell living with her and being afraid to say anything that might be the wrong thing to say and since neither parent would clue us in as to what was wrong anything we said could have been the wrong thing.
On the other side I was still working part time at the business so I saw him almost every day and I couldn't talk to him either except about things pertaining to work. Then the house was sold and I was put in the position of who did I want to live with? I guess it didn't bother Nancy the way it did me and she chose to stay with mom. To me it didn't matter which one I went with; it would make the other parent think I was choosing sides. Just try to imagine it. If I chose to stay with mom dad would think I loved her more than I loved him or maybe even thing I was siding with mom against him. And it would be the same with mom if I went with dad.
I was pretty much an emotional mess and I guess the two of them must have figured it out because they did get together enough to solve my problem. The house was almost paid for and they had a lot of equity to split. Each of them gave me some money to start out on my own - twelve thousand from mom and fourteen thousand from dad. With the money I was able to move into an off-campus apartment. I was able to breathe a little freer and since I wanted both of them to know I wasn't taking sides I made it a point to have dinner with each of them at least once a week.
Losing the family dynamic was only half of the hit I took. The other half came when mom and dad couldn't work out the split of the business and sold it. From the time I was fourteen my job future was assured. I would go to work full time in the family business when I graduated and eventually take it over when he retired. Suddenly that was gone and I had to figure out what I was going to do when I graduated.
I didn't even have a part time job anymore. The new owner reorganized and let twenty percent of the work force go and that twenty percent included all of the part time help. A good part of my classmates had a leg up on me because during their summer vacations that had interned some place and thus had links to possible future employment. The same could have been said of me, but my link had just been severed.
With only a month to go until graduation I started on a job search sending out resumes and checking out Internet job sites.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
There was one benefit from my parent's separation - though I would have gladly forgone it if mom and dad would have stayed together - and that was I had a place where Claudia and I (and Pauline when she came to town) could spend full nights together and wake up warm and cuddly in the morning.
The time we spent together did have its awkward moments like when her fiancée called and we were in the middle of making love and of course it also happened when Pauline called and I was in the saddle and going for glory.
We each handled it differently. When Gary called I pulled away and moved out of the room to give Pauline some privacy, but when I was Pauline calling Claudia would stay there and fondle my cock or go down on me while I talked. I did try to push her away, but I do have to admit that it was probably a half-hearted and feeble effort. Face it! How many guys are going to push away a girl who is giving you a blow job especially since only moments before you were trying to fuck each other's socks off.
I never called Pauline so I never interrupted her, but Claudia would call Gary and when she did I would tease her ad say things like:
"You think he's doing what we were doing when he called you?"
She would give me a dirty look and usually the finger and I would just smile and leave the room. I never did understand how she could react that way when she acted the way she did when Pauline called me. But when she hung up the phone she would come looking for me and go right for my dick.
++++++++++++++++++
I started getting replies to the resumes I sent out and I set up several interviews and most of them were out of state. I thought I did well in the four interviews I'd had, but none of them offered me anything; just said they would review things and let me know.
Three days before graduation I received a phone call from Appsolar Industries and they offered me a position. I accepted the offer even though it meant the death of Pauline's plans. Appsolar was located in St. Louis which was twelve hundred miles away. Pauline would be going to work for her father and she fully expected to take over the business when he retired. I couldn't see sustaining any kind of relationship with that much distance between us.
Then things got weird.
Even though Claudia spent a good many nights with me (3 0r 4 a week) she still had a room in the dorms. She would stop in there everyday to check for mail or messages and then would come over to my place and we would have dinner together even if she didn't spend the night.
I was sitting at the kitchen table going over a list of what I would need to do to move to St. Louis when she came in. "Guess what" she said as she came in the door. "I've got a job." It surprised me because as far as I knew she hadn't even been looking. Her plans, at least as far as I knew, were to graduate, get married to Gary, spend a couple of months doing nothing but relaxing from the four year college grind and playing at being a newlywed. After that she would go looking for a job.
She was all smiles when she came up to me, kissed me and said, "Take your clothes off. I want to celebrate."
"It will be a celebration for both of us. I got one today too. I do have a question for you though. Does Gary know my name or anything about me?"
"No. Why?"
"Because if he knew who I was it might be awkward if I were to run into the two of you in St. Louis."
"Why would you bring up something like that?"
"Because that is where my new job is. I'll be moving to St. Louis to go to work for Appsolar Industries."
Her eyes got big and she asked, "Where?"
"Appsolar Industries."
"Oh shit! This could get sticky. Really really sticky."
"Why?"
"Because that is where Gary works and that's where I'll be working too. Gary is the Manager of Human Resources and he got me a job in the Accounting department. Where are you going?"
"Quality Control and Vendor Support. It should be okay. As long as Gary doesn't know my name we shouldn't have a problem. All he will know is that we were classmates in some shared classes. I'll admit it will be hard to keep my hands off of you, but I can do it."
"God I hope so."
"You said something about celebrating" I said as I stood up and headed for the bedroom. Claudia followed me and it turned into a long and exhausting evening.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Pauline and I graduated on the same day so neither of us were able to attend the other's ceremony. Claudia had packed the night before and left for St. Louis right after receiving her sheepskin. I spent the evening boxing up things for the move to Missouri and about nine the phone rang. It was Pauline.
"Is Claudia there or is it clear for me to come over?"
"Claudia left for St. Louis this afternoon."
"Good. Be there in ten."
I hadn't talked to Pauine since getting my job so I figured it was going to be a bad night when she showed up and saw me packing.
I was right. She saw the boxes when she came in and asked:
"What's all of this?"
"Packing up to move."
"Move where?"
"St. Louis."
"Why in the hell would you mo...shit! That cunt Claudia! The bitch lied to me about a fiancée back home and I fell for it."
"No! Claudia did not get her hooks in me. The only job offer I got was in St. Louis. Claudia has nothing to do with my moving there."
"Maybe not, but she will be there and I won't. What about our plans? I planned on being married by the middle of August."
"Get serious Pauline. You have never talked to me about weddings."
"Bullshit Danny. You know damned well I planned on marrying you as soon as we graduated."
"That was your plan Pauline, but I never bought into it one hundred percent. I've always said that a lot could happen over four years of college that might change things. And a lot has happened in the four years. The biggest of them is my parent's marriage cratering. My assured job disappeared when the business was sold. I had to start looking for a job and I couldn't find one here. I sent out over sixty resumes and only got five interviews out of the bunch. Out of the five interviews I got one job offer and it is in St. Louis. I'm not against marrying you Pauline, but for it to happen you are going to have to live in St. Louis."
"You know I can't do that. I promised my dad that I would go to work for him if he would help pay for college. Scholarships alone wouldn't get it done and I didn't want to spend the next ten to twenty years trying to pay back student loans. I had to take his help. I have to go to work for him."
"That's why I've always said that things could change in four years and they have. There is nothing here in the way of work for me unless I want to flip burgers or work in a gas station convenience store and I didn't spend four years in college just to do that. I'm going to St. Louis."
She gave me a hard and pretty nasty look and then said, "Fuck you Danny!" and then she turned and left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later I was in St. Louis and apartment hunting. I found one I liked and three days later I was moved in and the day after that I started work at my new job.
My first day there was weird. For the first thing you want to guess who gave me my new employee orientation? Yep! None other than Gary. Naturally he commented on the fact that his fiancée had gone to the same school and I said, "Oh? What was her name?" He told me and I said that I knew her and that we had taken some classes together and then he told me that she also worked there.
"Great! It will be nice to have someone here that I know. It will make settling in easier."
"Just don't forget that she is already spoken for."
The very next day when I went into the breakroom to get some coffee I saw Claudia sitting at a table and I walked over and joined her. Loud enough for those sitting close enough to hear I said:
"Claudia! I didn't know you worked here. I never expected to see a classmate here. I remember you once saying you lived in St. Louis. Maybe you can show me around."
"I'm afraid my fiancée wouldn't much care for that."
"He won't mind a friend sitting with you here will he?"
"Probably not."
The rest of the conversation was general in nature and served to establish to those overhearing that we were just classmates who found each other working in the same place.
Remember I said 'first' when I said that things got weird? There was a second. My third day on the job I walked into the breakroom and saw Mandy Light sitting at a table and she wasn't alone. She was sitting with a guy and that guy was none other than Donny Haight. I was just getting ready to turn and get the hell out of there when she turned her head, saw me and cried out:
"Danny? Is that you?" and she was up and rushing toward me. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me and over her shoulder I saw Haight shooting daggers at me. I also saw, off to the left, Claudia sitting at a table and taking in the whole thing. Mandy tried to get me to join her at her table, but I begged off and told her I was meeting Claudia. Mandy asked me where I was working and I told her and she told me she would catch up with me latter and she went back to her table and I headed for Claudia.
"Smile and pretend you are glad to see me" I said as I sat down. "I need some cover here."
"Not that I'm not glad to see you, but what was all that?"
"A past I'd just as soon forget."
"Oh no you don't Dan; fill me in."
I told her of my history with Mandy and my history with Haight and she laughed and said;
The Gods must love fucking with you sweetie. How else can you explain it?"
"All I need now is for Pauline to walk in the door" and damned if we both didn't look toward the door to see if it would happen.
I was pretty busy for the rest of the day learning the ins and outs of a new job so I didn't give any thought to the situation I was in. It was brought home at quitting time when I got out to the parking lot and found Mandy waiting for me by my car. She knew it was mine because I was still driving the Torino.
She ran up to me, threw her arms around me and kissed me.
"Oh God but I have missed you."
While she was saying that I noticed that we were pretty much the center of attention. Several cars away I saw Haight sitting in a car and scowling at me and I saw Claudia standing by her car, looking at us and laughing. Me, being the asshole I can sometimes be, I couldn't resist taking a shot at Mandy.
"Yeah" I said, "I noticed. Not one phone call, not one letter, no communication at all in four years. Yep. You sure missed me."
"Well you never made any effort to contact me either."
"How the hell could I? You never let me know where you were. You, on the other hand, knew exactly where I was."
"That's all behind us now. You are here and I don't see a ring on your finger so I'm applying for the position I had before I had to move."
"I'm not sure that is a good idea. I'm brand new here and I've got a lot to learn and I doubt that I'll have much in the way of free time for a while. Now if you will excuse me I need to be getting home to my apartment. I still have a lot of unpacking to do."
I got in my car and headed for home. I figured that since I hadn't given mandy any encouragement that would be the end of it. Silly me! I pulled up and parked at the apartment and as I was getting out of the car Mandy pulled up and parked next to me. She got out of her car and said:
"I can fix us some dinner while you unpack and after we eat I'll give you some special dessert."
I wasn't dense so I knew what she meant by "special dessert" so I said to myself, "Why fight it Dan" and I headed for my apartment.
Mandy was pretty much the same insatiable piece that I remembered and I didn't get any unpacking done. Didn't get dinner either.
We woke up together at six and had another go round before dressing for work. I followed her to a Village Inn where over breakfast I asked her how she was going to square our night together with her boyfriend.
"What boyfriend?"
"Donny Haight was looking at you rather possessively in the breakroom and later in the parking lot."
"He isn't my boyfriend. We did date a lot because we knew each other before we came to work here and it was easier to connect with an old friend while making new ones. He wants more and to be honest I would probably have settled for him if you hadn't come along. Now that you are here he is history."
I owed Haight nothing and I didn't like the asshole anyway and I wasn't dumb enough to pass up sure pussy even if I didn't think it would be going anywhere. I just said I wasn't dumb so yes, I did pick up on Mandy's "I don't see a ring so I'm applying for the position." I'm not saying for sure that it couldn't happen because people can change, but I remembered how Mandy used to bounce from guy to guy way back when. Time would tell.
I was a realist and I was in a new place and knew very few people and normally it would have taken months to meet people, start dating and eventually find a bed buddy, but with Mandy I had an immediate bed buddy so I went with the flow.



I was busy as hell at work that morning so I didn't spend any time thinking on the Mandy situation, but it was brought home to me when I headed for lunch. Appsolar had an employee cafeteria. I didn't notice anything until I got to the cashier and looked around for a table. That's when I noticed Mandy and Haight sitting at a table on one side of the room and Gary and Claudia sitting on the other side. I picked an empty table in the center and moved to it and sat down. Mandy got up from the table she shared with Haight, picked up her tray and walked over and sat down with me.
"I didn't know you would be here or I would have waited for you" she said and looking over her shoulder I saw Haight looking at me with murder in his eyes. I could have been a total asshole and smiled at him but I didn't. I did see Claudia looking our way and laughing as she leaned toward Gary and said something.
Back at work I was again too busy to give much thought to things, but even so I wasn't surprised to find Mandy sitting in her car next to mine when I got off work. She rolled down her window and said:
"Lead the way lover and I'll be right behind you."
That night we did take the time to eat dinner and Mandy brought me up to date. She had graduated three weeks earlier than I had and had come right to work at Appsolar. She had interned there the previous two summers and already had a job locked in before she graduated. Haight had started a week later and since they knew each other they gravitated toward each other. Haight was in Sales and Mandy was in Purchasing so they interacted with each other both on and off the job and had dated until I came on the scene.
Once again I must mention that I'm not dumb. I knew when she said the had dated until I got there she had more than likely ended those dates with a cock buried in her. Did I car? Not one bit. In fact I got a bit of a chuckle out of it. Back in high school when I had dumped Mandy and she had started going with Haight he used to smirk at me and I had no doubt that in his mind he was thinking that he had taken her away from me. I wondered if he was remembering that now.
For the rest of the week Mandy had lunch with me in the cafeteria and every lunch hour Haight was eating alone at a table and throwing dirty looks at me. Mandy no longer waited for me to get off work so she could follow me home. She just left work and drove over to my place. I'd given her a key and she was usually waiting for me to give me dessert before dinner.
It all came to a head on Friday. When I left work and got to my car I found Haight leaning on the left fender. As I approached he pushed off of it and planted himself in my way.
"I don't know what you are trying to pull asshole" he said, "But I want you to stay away from Mandy."
"Fuck you Haight. In case you hadn't noticed Mandy came to me; I didn't go to her. You were in the parking lot that first day when she waited by my car for me. That was her choice. The next day in the cafeteria she got up from your table and came over to mine. Again, that was her choice. I didn't come over to your table to invite her to join me. She came over and joined me so eat shit and die asswipe. You have problems with Mandy spending time with me you need to take it up with her. I suggest you get the fuck out of my way so I can go home."
Then he did what I expected and swung at me. I blocked it and punched him in the face. Blood spurted from his nose, his hands flew up to his face and I buried my fist in his stomach and he doubled over.
"Just like old times right Donny? That's the third time I've bloodied your nose. You might want to see what you can do to break the habit."
I pushed him out of the way and as I got in my car I noticed Claudia and Gary watching from where they were standing next to Gary's car.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the weekend Mandy worked hard on me to let her move in with me. By Sunday night she had convinced me that it would be a good thing so I finally agreed. Over the next week she moved all of her stuff into my place and from then on it was like we were a married couple. I know that as far as Mandy was concerned we would be getting married in the future, but I wasn't all that sure of it.
I still remembered how Mandy had been in the past and besides that I wasn't all that sure I wanted to get married for a while. I wanted to see where things were going with my job before making up my mind that it was a permanent thing. And I do have to admit that in the back of my mind I still thought a lot about Pauline.
The next three months slid by and I was getting more comfortable with the idea that I had a future at Appsolar. Mandy and I seemed to be getting along well and she was hinting that it was time for a ring. One of the reasons she wanted a ring on her finger was to give her some assurance that she was going to be my wife.
Why did she think she needed that assurance? Most likely because of the weekly phone calls I was getting from Pauline asking me if I'd come to my senses yet and ready to come back to her where I belonged. Even though I kept telling Pauline that I was happy with my job and wouldn't be leaving it Mandy worried that it might not be so.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Life changed again for me on the first Friday of my fifth month at Appsolar. Part of my job in Quality Control and Customer Support was traveling to visit customers to go over their requirements and handle any problems that might have cropped up in their using our products.
I had just finished spending the day with a customer in Dallas and was in my hotel room roughing out my trip report when my cell phone rang. It was Claudia and she wanted to know when I'd be returning and what flight I would be on. I told her and she told me that she wanted to meet me in one of the restaurants close to the airport.
"I need to talk with you about a problem that I have."
"What kind of a problem?"
"I don't want to get into it over the phone. One thing though; please don't tell anyone that we are meeting. You will understand why when we talk."
We made arrangements to meet and then said our goodbyes. The next day over Cobb salads she said:
"You aren't going to like hearing this, but I have to do it. I think too much of you to keep quiet about it. Mandy is cheating on you."
"What?"
"She is cheating on you big time and you need to know before yo do something stupid like marrying the whore."
"How do you know?"
"Because the guy she is cheating on you with is gary."
"Your fiancée?"
"Ex fiancée."
She went on to tell me the story. She was in Baltimore to do an audit on our plant there and she was supposed to be gone three days, but they finished in two and she flew home early. She walked in on Gary pounding Mandy in the butt. They were facing away from the door and didn't know that Claudia was there. She took out her cell phone, recorded the scene and turned and left.
"The only reason I recorded it was for insurance."
"Insurance? Against what?"
"Things could get sticky when I let the asshole know I'm dumping his ass. Given his position in the company he might just decide to do something to get me laid off or fired. My having a video of him fucking a fellow employee should make him back off. What are you going to do?"
"Short term? Nothing. Mandy is a great piece of ass and since we aren't married I'll keep her around until I can look around and find a likely replacement."
"Why waste time looking?"
"What do you mean?"
"I seem to remember that we were pretty good together."
"You serious?"
"As death and taxes."
"I don't know Gary, but I'm willing to bet he will be seriously pissed when you take up with me. I may need a copy of your insurance for myself."
"I'm letting him know tonight that he is an ex."
"Then I might as well let Mandy know tonight that she is history."
"Luckily I still have my own place even though I rarely spent a night there so all I'm going to have to do is pack the things I have at Gary's. I'm going there from here and I'll have it all in my car when he gets home and gets the news."
"It may take me a day or so to get Mandy out of my place. She gave up her apartment when she moved in with me and it just isn't in me to pack up all of her stuff, put it outside and tell her to take a hike. I'm not near as pissed with her as you are with Gary. We haven't talked marriage although she has dropped a hint a time or two."
"You have my cell number so keep me posted. Just don't dump her until I call you and tell you Gary is gone. I don't want her calling him and giving him a heads up."
I left the restaurant, went into work and turned in my report and expense account form and then took the rest of the day off. I stopped at a U-Haul place and bought some boxes and then went home. Once there I walked through the place and made a mental list of what would need to be boxed up and then I hit the fridge, got myself a beer and then settled in to await developments.
Mandy got home at 5:35 and the door hadn't even fully closed behind her when the phone rang. It was Claudia and she said:
"It is done."
"Mandy just got here so I'll get it done too."
"Who was that?" Mandy asked.
"Claudia."
"What did she want?"
"Just wanted me to know that she kicked Gary to the curb."
"Why would she do that? Call you I mean.'
"She likes me and she thought I should know."
"I don't understand."
"Simple. She walked in on you and Gary fucking and she didn't think that it was something her fiancée should be doing. She thought I should know in case I had strong enough feelings for you that I might be considering buying you a ring. She thought it was information I should have on hand when I was in the decision making process."
She looked at me in silence for almost a minute before saying, "I suppose you want me to move out?"
"I stopped at U-Haul and got some moving boxes."
"It wasn't hurting us any. I only did it when you were gone. I was all yours when you were here."
"Why did you do it in the first place?"
"I felt I owed him for getting me the job."
"Care to explain that?"
"We hooked up when I interned here and then the next summer when I interned again we reconnected. When it was time for me to go back to school he told me that I was the best buddy that he'd ever had and that he liked me enough to get me on full time when I graduated so we could keep on and I told him that I'd like that. He got me the job so I felt that I owed him."
"You should have considered that debt paid in full when you moved in with me Mandy. You can take a couple of days to get your stuff together and find a place, but you will be sleeping on the couch. Understand?"
She packed up all of her stuff and a day later on Saturday she moved it out into her car. As she was getting ready to leave she said:
"I would have stopped if we had gotten married."
"The time for you to have stopped was when you moved in with me not the day you were caught. I wish you good luck Mandy and I hope you have a happy life, but it won't be with me."
There were tears running down her cheeks when she left, but there wasn't anything I could do about it. I was probably a little young to be so cynical, but to me if she was going to run around on me while she was living with me she would probably run around on me if we were married.
I spent Sunday cleaning the apartment and boxing up the few things that Mandy had left behind.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday Claudia stuck her head in my cubicle and said, "I don't want to eat lunch in the cafeteria for a while. Buy me lunch at the VI?"
"Meet you in the parking lot at twelve."
I was glad that she had stopped by because I really wasn't looking forward to seeing and having to avoid Mandy in the cafeteria.
As soon as we were in the car Claudia asked, "How did it go?"
"She wasn't happy, but she didn't fight it."
"She tell you why?"
"She said she felt she owed him."
"Whatever for?"
I took the recorder out of my pocket as I was saying, "I expected her to try and explain and I thought if she brought up Gary and I had what she said on tape I'd have the same kind of insurance that you have."
I hit the play button and she listened to what Mandy had said. She listened and then said:
"I can't hold what he did with her while she was an intern against him because we did have an agreement. It was that agreement that let me play with you. He knew as well as I did that the agreement was history as soon as I graduated and came home."
"How did he take it?"
"He was pissed. Said that it was really nothing for me to worry about and that it would have ended when we got married. I told him pretty much what you told her; that it should have been over when I came home. Then he told me that I might want to rethink things; that it might have an impact on my future employment. That's when I called him a low-life piece of shit and told him about the video. He called me a bitch and I laughed at him and left."
"I guess what we do now is avoid them as much as we can and get on with life."
And that is just what we did.
Claudia didn't move out of her place and into mine, but she did spend a hell of a lot more time at mine that she did at hers. At least she woke up more mornings at my place than she did at hers.
Things went along just fine for the next three months. Gary wasn't heard from and Mandy took up with Haight again and whenever we were around each other he would have a smirk on his face like he was saying "I took your woman" and I would smile at him while thinking that "You'll get yours dickhead. She'll cheat on you one of these days."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
So Claudia and I had a good three months together and then as a famous philosopher once said, "Shit happens."
It was just a little after three on a Friday and I was sitting at my desk going over the report I needed to turn into my boss on my latest trip to Atlanta when my secretary (actually she wasn't mine; I shared her with three others) rang and said there was a Miss French there to see me. "What the fuck!" I thought. I hadn't heard from Pauline in almost two months. I had been hearing from her at least once a week and always it was to ask me if I was ready to come back to here where I belonged and I always told her that I was settled in at my job and wouldn't be leaving it and suddenly she stopped calling.
I told Alice to send her back and there she was suddenly at the entrance to my cubicle and she was as drop dead gorgeous as ever and as I stood to greet her I said:
"This is certainly a surprise. To what do I owe the pleasure?"
"I finally accepted that you weren't going to come to me so I figured I'd better get off my butt and get her to you."
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am. I've told you since high school I was going to marry you. My mother is pissed that she won't get to do the big wedding she wanted. That is she won't unless I can talk you into going back for a wedding. If not it is no big deal to me. A civil ceremony will work for me. Just find a justice of the peace and go for it."
And wouldn't you just know that at that exact moment Claudia walked in.
"Ready to go to lunch lover bunny?" and then she noticed Pauline sitting off to the side. Pauline? When did you get here?"
"Ten minutes ago. I came to claim my man."
"I can tell from the look on Dan's face he didn't know you were coming."
"Are you two hooked up?" Pauline asked.
"I think we three need to hit the restaurant at the Hilton where we can get a stiff drink or two and talk about things" Claudia said.
"Stiff drink. Right!" I said as I stood up.
When we got to the parking lot Claudia said, "Pauline will ride with me and we will meet you there."
I wouldn't know what to say to either one of them if they rode with me so I just said, "See you there" and got in my car. On the drive to the Hilton my mind was working in overdrive on the situation at hand. Claudia and I had a good thing going. True it was only a friends with benefits relationship and neither of us were talking about making it anything more than that. I liked Claudia a lot, but there wasn't any love there. There hadn't been any when we were in school. Some affection? Yes, but no love, none at all.
On the other hand I'd always liked the possibility of being married to Pauline; I'd just figured it would never happen. Not because I didn't want it, but because I'd always thought that things would change in the time we were apart. But those years were in the past and now here was Pauline coming 'to claim her man" as she had put it.
Of course also running through my mind was why Claudia had wanted Pauline to ride with her and just what might they be talking about?
I arrived first and I went in and got us a table. I was no sooner seated than the girls walked in. They were talking to each other, smiling and laughing and I didn't know if what was coming was going to be good or bad. The two of them sat down and I looked at them expectantly. Pauline read my facial expression correctly and said:
"After we order."
As if on cue the waitress walked up and took our order and then left to turn it in and as soon as she was gone Claudia said:
"We had a long talk on the way over here and we both know where we are on this, but what we don't know is where you are."
"I'm not sure of what to say here."
"Let me make it easy for you. Do you see what we have together since our dumping our deadwood as leading to marriage?"
That was an easy one for me to answer and I said, "No; not at all. Our relationship, at least from my side, was a great super-duper friends with benefits relationship."
"Good" Claudia said. "I'm glad we got that settled."
She read the look on my face and said, "That is all that it was to me too. I like you one hell of a lot, but I'm not in love with you."
"What that means Danny" Pauline said, "Is that there are no roadblocks keeping us from getting with the program I've had since high school. All we have to decide on is whether to turn my mother loose on setting up a wedding ordo a civil ceremony here."
I was never against marriage to Pauline. It was just that although I would like it I never expected it to happen. I looked from Pauline to Claudia and then back to Pauline before shrugging my shoulders and surrendering.
"Your call Pauline. I remember my dad once saying that a man's only role in a." wedding is to show up on time."
Pauline and Claudia high-fived across the table and Pauline took out her cell phone, made a call and then said:
"Hi mom. You're good to go. He says he will show up on time."
And so it came to pass.
The wedding took place in our home town and we honeymooned in Aruba. Two years later Jessica Marie joined us and a year and a half later Daniel Alex junior joined us.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As with any story there are some loose ends that need to be tied up.
One was that during the planning of the wedding I found myself alone a time or two with Mrs. French and she told me why she stopped calling me.
"I love my husband Dan and even though he wasn't getting the job done in the bedroom I didn't want to lose him. If he was suspicious enough to put private detectives on me he would have eventually found out what I was doing and I couldn't have that. The only solution for me was to quit cold turkey before he could find out anything."
I smiled and told her that I understood, but that she needed to be on her guard around me and that I'd probably have a hard time keeping my hands off of her even if she was my mother in law. I was kidding of course, but I wasn't all that sure that she was when she told me she would probably have a hard time keeping hers off of me. And in fact neither of us could do it. Over the next several years whenever we were around each other and no one was looking I would fondle her tits or ass and mumble something like:



"Um um good, um um good; that's what moms tits are; um um good" to the old Campbell Soups jingle substituting mom's ass or mom's tits in place of Campbell Soup.
She got back at me by grabbing my package and saying, "Ball Park Franks. They plump up when they are hot."
It was never any more than that, but I was under no illusion that under the right set of circumstances something could have happened.
The second thing was my relationship with Pauline's dad. He made no secret of the fact that he wasn't happy with Pauline's choice because it changed all of his plans for her and his business. He tried to sabotage the wedding by insisting on a pre-nup that would prevent me from ever having any claim to his business when he passed on and left it to Pauline. He was certain that both Pauline and I would balk at that, but we both surprised him and signed with no protest at all.
Pauline laughed when she told me about it. "If he dies and leaves it to me it is mine to do with what I want. If I want to sell it to you for a dollar and then work for you I can do it.'
It didn't matter to me one way or another. I was doing well at Appsolar and had a bright future as solar power became more and more popular and the business was constantly growing.
Pauline did convince her father to open another store in St. Louis and she has made a success of it.
Claudia found a guy that she really likes and they seem to be heading down the road that leads to the wedding chapel.
This tale wouldn't be complete without telling what happened to Mandy and Haight. They married about two months before Pauline and I tied the knot. They even invited me to the wedding although I did think I was done tongue in cheek. I'm guessing Mandy was in favor of sending it as a way of saying:
"Too bad Danny; you could have had me, but you blew it."
On Haight's part it was most like sent as his saying, "I took your woman asshole. Come and watch."
I think I surprised them both when I showed up with Pauline and even brought a present. To be honest about it I only showed up hoping to spoil the day a little for them. As I went through the receiving line and shook his hand I was thinking:
"I'll give you two years before she is cheating on you asshole."
I missed it by six months. Eighteen months into the marriage Haight came home a day early from a sales trip and found his beloved fucking her lover on what Haight considered their 'holy place.' Her lover? None other than Gary. Haight lost it and did some severe damage to both Gary and Mandy. He got jail time for it and of course lost his job, but even though in jail he sued Gary for interfering in his marriage and Appsolar for not enforcing the morals clause in their employee manual.
Appsolar laughed at him and said that the policy clearly stated that relations between someone in a position of authority and someone under their control was prohibited, but Gary was nowhere in Mandy's chain of command so they were not liable. He didn't get anything from Gary either although he did get a little payback (other than what got him thrown in jail) because it wasn't the first time that Gary had put the spotlight on Appsolar so the decision was made to terminate him.
They couldn't do anything to Mandy without being exposed to a wrongful termination lawsuit, but a lot of her coworkers were aware of why our relationship had ended and when you piled on what she did to Haight on top of it her coworkers decided that she was toxic and she was frozen out of things like stopping after work for drinks, being invited to barbecues and parties and at the company picnic and company Christmas party no one would sit with her. She eventually quit and moved away. No one has heard from her since.
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It didn't come as a surprise to me because I had been expecting it or at least something like it.
It was a Wednesday and Myra and I were eating dinner when she said, "Don't make any plans for us this weekend. The girls from work and I are going to a spa for the weekend. One of the girls arranged for a group package. It will be a weekend of mud baths, mudpacks manicures, pedicures and the like."
"Okay."
"Okay? That's it? Just okay?"
"What did you expect?"
"I thought that you would want to talk about it."
I looked her right in the eye and said, "You did not say "Honey, would it be all right with you if..." or "Tom would you mind if..."or Babe, the girls at work are planning on a weekend away and would you mind if..." you just told me that you were going and so I said okay."
I put my fork down, wiped my mouth with a napkin and then stood up and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Down to Bud's Bar to see if there is anyone there I can shoot some pool with while I have a few beers. I may be late so don't bother waiting up."
Actually that wasn't were I was going. I had a friend at work who had a brother who worked for an oil company and who was going on an overseas assignment. He would be gone for a year and was looking for someone to sublet his apartment while he was gone. I was going to meet Sam and go over and take a look at the place. If I liked it I would consider taking it on. Then Myra could enjoy her weekend and then find out that she was living alone when she came home. She wouldn't find someone waiting there to serve her papers or anything like that. She would just find me gone.
I liked Mike's place and I told him that I would take it if my marriage went tits up by the weekend and it was still available. He told me that he had another guy who was interested in the place and that the guy would be there at 10 a.m. on Saturday to look the place over. He told me he would hold the place for me until 9 on Saturday. He wished me luck and then Sam and I did go to Bud's to have a few brews and shoot some pool. Around eleven-thirty I went home and Myra was in bed either sleeping or pretending to be asleep. I just got in bed, turned my back to her and went to sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Why was I setting up to move? Because Myra was setting out to cheat on me (if she hadn't already) and I wasn't going to sit still for it. If I knew for sure that she hadn't yet done it I probably would have gone proactive to try and put a stop to it before it could start, but from what I knew I couldn't be anywhere close to sure and I wouldn't live my life wondering if she had and might do it again.
How did I know what was going on? Because I had good friends. One Wednesday three weeks ago while I was at work Ralph came into my office and asked me to meet him at Barney's Tavern after work. I met him and after we had ordered and taken a pull on our Buds he asked:
"Are you and Myra alright?"
"That's a strange question to ask."
"I'm not happy having to ask it, but I need to know if you and Myra are on the outs or not."
I gave him a long questioning look before saying, "As far as I know we are okay, but I'm starting to think that for some reason you don't think so. What gives Ralph?"
"Try not to shoot the messenger Tom, but Myra seems to be getting involved with a guy she met at the Apollo Lounge during one of her nights out with the girls she works with and I just thought you should know."
I knew what he was talking about. Myra didn't actually have a girl's night out. What she did was stop after work with the girls she worked with for a drink or two before coming home. It was usually on a Tuesday and she was usually home by seven although in the last three weeks it was closer to nine or nine-thirty. Naturally I had to ask Ralph to clarify. I need to point out that Myra didn't know Ralph, but he knew who she was because of the dozen or so pictures I had of her around my office. The take I got from him was that he usually met his brother at the Apollo for drinks on Tuesdays and he had seen Myra come in with some of the girls she worked with. He recognized her right away from her pictures. On Tuesday four weeks ago he had been at the Apollo and saw three guys join the girls at their table. After a bit Myra had gotten up and danced with one of the guys. She danced with him several more times before she got up to leave. The guy she had danced with walked out with her. He came back in about twenty minutes later and one of the other guys at the table gave him a thumbs up with a questioning look and the guy who had walked Myra out had smiled and given a thumbs up.
The next week the guy was already there when Myra arrived and he went right over and joined the girls at their table. He danced with Myra several times and when she got ready to leave he again walked her out only this time he didn't come back in.
"Last night it was the same except Myra only stayed for two drinks before leaving and again the guy walked her out and never came back in. I have no idea what or if anything happened when they left, but I thought you needed to know what was going on."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The following Tuesday I was sitting with Ralph and his brother when Myra and her coworkers came in. I wasn't worried that she would recognize me because I was wearing a fake beard and a ball cap and Ralph, his brother and I were sitting in the darkest corner of the lounge. Maybe ten minutes after we got there three guys came in and Ralph pointed them out and told me that the tall one was the guy that Myra always danced with. The three put three tables together and then sat down and ordered drinks. Five minutes later Myra and her friends came in and went right to the table where the three guys were. Myra took the chair next to the tall guy and leaned over and kissed him.
The group at the table talked for a bit and then one of the guys got up and fed some coins into the jukebox and the dancing started. Myra only danced with the tall guy while the other two took turns dancing with Myra's four coworkers. After about a half hour dancing and a couple or three drinks the dancing turned into what could only be called 'dirty dancing' and at times Myra and the tall guy were so close together that I couldn't have pushed a sheet of paper between them and the tall guys hand were all over her body. She would have slapped my face if I had tried to do that with her in public. At one point he was grinding his cock into her leg and she was and she was pushing back at him.
When the music stopped they went back to the table and Myra said something to her girlfriends and then she picked up her purse and she and the tall guy left the lounge. Once they were out the door I got up to follow and Ralph said:
"Be cool Tom. Don't do anything stupid and get your ass tossed in jail."
"Not to worry bud. I'm not the violent type. I'm just going to observe. At least for now."
I walked out of the building just in time to see Myra get into a car with the tall guy. They immediately slid together and started necking. I moved to a spot where I wouldn't be noticed and watched the pair. They were going at it hot and heavy and not paying any attention to what was going on around them and I was able to get close enough to hear the sounds. I heard "something better than this" from the guy and from Myra "I want it too, but..." and then a car pulled into the lot and I had to duck down so the car lights wouldn't expose me and so I missed some of the conversation. When I could get back up I heard "This weekend we..." and I had to duck down again, but I'd heard and seen enough. When the people in the car that had just pulled in went into the lounge I made my way to my car and went home. I was in bed when Myra got home and when she came into the bedroom I pretended to be asleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I was in the breakroom at work sipping coffee and looking through an apartment rental guide when Sam sat down with me, saw the guide and asked me why I was looking at apartments. I told him and he told me about his brother.
Thursday at work I spent what free time I had making a list of things to do and a list of what to take with me if I moved out. If? Yes, if. If Myra went through with her weekend I was gone. If she got cold feet and cancelled her little outing I'd sit down with her and have a 'come to Jesus' meeting with her. I'd let her know what I knew and we would take it from there. If she didn't go our marriage might - just might - stand a chance. It would be up to her.
Thursday over dinner Myra dumped it on me that she would be leaving for her weekend right from work on Friday and I didn't say a word. When we finished up eating I got up and went into the living room and turned on the TV. About an hour later Myra came into the room naked except for high heels and said:
"Care to give me enough to hold me until I come home Sunday evening?"
It must have shocked her when I said, "No thanks."
She looked at me for a moment or two and then she said, "Something is bothering you. I can tell."
"You already know what is bothering me Myra."
"What? This weekend thing? Why are you bothered that I'm going to spend a weekend with the girls from work?"
"The girls Myra? If it was a weekend with the girls it probably wouldn't bother me" I said as I got up and headed for the door.
"What? What do you mean y that?"
"You were smart enough to graduate from college with a degree Myra so you should be smart enough to figure it out."
"Where are you going?"
"Out!"
"Get back here Tom. You can't say what you just said and walk away. Get back here and talk to me."
I didn't answer her; I just left the house, got in my car and drove down to Bud's Bar. I drank some beer and shot some pool with a few guys I knew and around eleven I went home. There was a note taped to the door that said, "Wake me when you get home. We need to talk!" Need was underlined.
I went into the house, kicked off my shoes, set the alarm on my watch to wake me up at six and then I sacked out on the couch.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
He alarm woke me at six and I got up, put on my shoes and left the house. I would look kind of scruffy when I got to work because I was wearing yesterday's clothes that I'd slept in, but I was high enough up in the food chain that I doubted that anyone would say anything about it.
I stopped for breakfast at a Village Inn and over coffee, pancakes and bacon I planned out my weekend. If Myra was at the house when I got home we would have our 'come to Jesus' meeting and if she wasn't Sam's brother would get a call from me and I would be out of the house and gone when Myra got home from 'her weekend with the girls'.
When I got to work I told Donna, my secretary, that I didn't want any phone calls from Myra put through to me, "And if she wants to leave a message take it, but toss it into the waste basket."
"Trouble in Paradise?"
"Of the worst kind."
I caught a slight smile starting on her face. Donna had flirted with me since the day she was assigned to me, but I knew that it was just 'office fun' since she had a fiancée that she was gaa gaa over.
The day was fairly busy and I spent the morning putting out fires and trying to calm down upset clients. Just before two there was a commotion in the outer office and I heard Donna yell, "You can't go in there." The door to my office opened and Myra came storming in with Donna right behind her.
"I'm sorry boss. I told her you weren't here and that she couldn't go into your office. You want me to call security?"
"No; I'll take care of it."
Donna left and I looked Myra right in the eye and asked, "What the fuck do you want Myra?"
She didn't back off like I expected, but came right back at me.
"What do I want? I want to know what the fuck is wrong with you. First was that shit from last night and then you wouldn't return my calls this morning. I want to know why you didn't wake me up when you got home last night and don't give me any of that "I didn't want to disturb you" garbage. I left a note telling you to wake me up and I want to know why you didn't do it. You knew I wanted to talk to you so I want to know why you got up and left the house before we could talk. That's what the hell I want!"
"You know damned well why I didn't want to talk to you Myra. I didn't want to do or say anything that might ruin your weekend with THE GIRLS!"
"Is that what this is all about? You are in a pissy mood because I'm going to spend a weekend with the girls I work with?"
"No Myra; I am not in a pissy mood over the weekend over your weekend with THE GIRLS! I'm in a pissy mood over the weekend you have planned with the asshole you spent Tuesday night making out with in the Apollo parking lot.
"What are you talking about?"
"Give it up Myra. The fact that I just told you that I knew what you were doing Tuesday should be enough to tell you that you have been busted. A good friend of mine came to me and told me how you have been behaving on your Tuesday nights. I couldn't bring myself to believe him so I was there Tuesday night and I watched the show you put on with your boyfriend at the table and on the dance floor. When you left the bar with him I followed you out. I saw you get in the car with him and I saw what the two of you did. The two of you were so into it that you didn't even notice me when I moved up next to the car and watched and listened to what was going on."
"You misunderstood what was going on Tom."
"I didn't misunderstand shit Myra. I was right there and I saw and heard everything. And since we are having it out you might as well hear that when you get home from your weekend with THE GIRLS you will find that I have moved out. Now, if you don't mind, I have work to do and you being here is interfering with my doing it."
"Oh no Tom; we still have t..."
"Get the hell out of here Myra."
"I'm not leave..."
I hit the intercom button and told Donna to get security to remove Myra from my office and then I got up and walked out. I took the stairwell up to the fourth floor and then paced back and forth in the hallway until enough time had passed for Myra to have been escorted out of the building. When I got back to my office Donna told me that I might not want to hurry home after work.
"She was pissed boss. She might be waiting for you with a frying pan meaning to decorate your head with it."
The rest of the day passed by without incident and when I got off work, since I had nothing to hurry home to, I hit the bar just down the street from work. I stayed for two beers and then I headed on home to start packing. I was going to be pretty busy for the next couple of days. I wanted to get everything out of the house and into storage except for what I would need at Mike's apartment. I'd need to call him first thing in the morning and tell him I was going to take it. I'd need to get a motel or hotel room for the two weeks until he left for his overseas assignment. I'd need to stop at the bank and take care of the business of separating funds. I'd worry about getting an attorney sometime next week. The important thing for me was to be gone when Myra got home from her weekend.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home I was surprised to find my driveway and the street in front of my house full of parked cars. I had to park on the street two houses away. When I walked in the front door I heard a lot of conversation coming from the living room and when I got to the room I saw nine women sitting there. I recognized some of them from Myra's company Christmas party. All conversation stopped and nine sets of eyes swung toward me. Not having the slightest idea of what was going on I just said "Good evening ladies" and headed for the staircase to the upstairs.
Myra, who apparently had been in the kitchen when I came in, came into the room just as I had put my first foot on the steps and said:
"Wait a minute Tom; we need to talk to you in here."
If it had just been Myra I would have ignored her and gone on up, but the "We need" grabbed my curiosity so I turned and went into the living room. Myra said, "I'm sure you remember Alice and she has something to say to you."
I looked over at Alice and she said, "My husband belongs to the Fraternal Order of Eagles and they have dances once a month. Usually they have drawings for prizes at the dances and two weeks ago my husband won a weekend for two at the Belmont Plaza Spa. He didn't want to go so he told me to find someone to go with me. My problem was who could I ask without upsetting the ones I didn't ask so I called the spa and talked them into giving me a group rate and then I asked all the girls in the office if they wanted to go. The nine of us here and Myra said they wanted to go and we were all set to leave from work tonight when Myra told us of your problem. We are all here to see if we can fix it. According to Myra you believe she is sneaking off to meet some guy and we are all here to tell you that isn't true."
I glanced around the room at the group and then said, "I think it is commendable that you have all rallied around Myra in her hour of need, but it is a misguided attempt on your part. I saw Myra misbehaving with my own eyes and I overheard her making plans to meet with a guy this weekend. She might have been going to go to the spa with you, but she wasn't going to be doing any of the rest of you would be doing. She would be spending her time hanging horns on me with the ass wipe who picked her up at the lounge."
"That isn't true" Beverly March said. "We all knew what she was going to do to George. Myra told us before she ever did her first dance with him what she planned on doing to him."
"What she was going to do to him?"
"George is one of those dickheads who thinks he is God's gift to women. He is always hitting on the girls who come into the lounge. Myra thought it would be a kick to string him along and get him to buy drinks for us. She set him up. She led him along and when we planned our weekend she told him about it and led him to believe he could meet her there and they could have a wild weekend together. We all knew about it because Myra kept us clued in. A couple of us even hinted to him that Myra would hook up with him if he tried hard enough. We told him that she was ready to cheat on you because she found out you were cheating on her so she wanted to get even."
"You expect me to believe this song and dance? I heard her arrange to meet him."
"Yes Tom" Myra said, "You did hear me arrange to meet him, but did you hear where?"
"No. I just heard you say you would meet him this weekend."
Myra walked over toward me and handed me an envelope. "Read this" she said. I opened the envelope, took out a page and read it. It was a letter of confirmation listing all the names of the ten women in the room. I shrugged and said:
"So what? This just says that you are going to be there, but I already knew that. You will be there and he will meet you there."
"No he won't. The Belmont is in Riverton and Riverton is 163 miles from Addisville. Call the Red Roof Inn in Addisville and see if George Thomas has checked in yet. He should already be there anxiously awaiting my arrival. It will be a long wait because I won't show up. I would have been in Riverton by now with the rest of the girls if you would have just talked with me earlier. My friends gave up their weekend so they could help me."
"Riverton is only an hour's drive so you can still have your weekend."
"They don't want to go without me and I can't go leaving you here to think what you are thinking."
"That's easy enough to take care of" I said and went into the kitchen and picked up the phone. I got directory assistance, got the phone number for the Red Roof Inn in Addisville and called. They confirmed that my' Uncle George' had arrived and checked in. Then I got directory assistance again and called the Belmont and asked if Mrs. Myra Walsh had arrived yet and was told that that she and her party hadn't yet arrived. Satisfied that I was getting the true story I went back to the living room and told them that Thomas was in Addisville.



"So you girls need to get on the road if you want to get there in time to get enough sleep before tomorrow."
"I still think I need to stay home and mend some fences" Myra said.
"No you don't. I made a lot of plans as to what I was going to do while you were off with Mr. Thomas and I'm going to need time to undo them all so I wouldn't be around much anyway" I said.
But you could bet money on the fact that Myra and I were going to have a long talk when she got home. I was not at all pleased with what she had been doing while leading Mr. George Thomas on.
"Are you sure you won't mind" Myra asked and I told her to leave and enjoy herself.
Once the women were gone I sat down with a stiff drink of Mr. Jack Daniels best and thought about the situation. The question was did I really believe the story that was laid on me by the women? It could all be true of course, but it could have just as likely been planned that Myra would actually gone to Addisville instead of Riverton, but could she actually get nine other women to back her? To me it did not seem likely. Granted that Myra had worked with most of the nine for almost ten years, but in all that time I'd never seen her get close enough to any one of them to get them to lie for her let alone nine of them. I polished off my Jack and went to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning I called Mike and let him know that I wouldn't be taking his place after all. That done I went over to the IHOP for some breakfast. As I ate I wondered what to do with the rest of my weekend. I don't know where it came from, but I suddenly felt the need to have words with Mr. George Thomas. In my mind he was the kind of asshole who would shrug off Myra's not showing and decide that since he was already there and had already paid for a room he would stay and see if he could hook up with some woman. I called the Red Roof in and verified that 'my Uncle George' was still checked in. I finished my breakfast and pointed my car toward Addisville.
As I drove I imagined my little face to face with 'Uncle George'. With any kind of luck I might be able to catch him alone with no witnesses around and I was smiling at the thought when I pulled into the parking lot of the Red Roof Inn. My smile disappeared before I could even get out of the car. There was a Bob Evans restaurant next to the Red Roof and I glanced that way as I reached for the door handle. The glance was just in time to see Myra come out of the restaurant with Thomas. Right behind her was Beverly March arm in arm with a man who was not her husband. I took my hand off the door handle, got out my cell, activated the camera and started taking pictures of the four of them as they headed back toward the Red Roof.
I sat there for a minute or two and debated on what to do. I decided against a confrontation. Too public and while I fancied my chances against Thomas I couldn't be sure that Beverly's guy wouldn't jump in to help his buddy. No; I'd just go on home and start my scorched earth policy. I called Mike to see if his place was still available and he told me that it wasn't. I'd just have to settle for a motel until I could find something. I stopped at a U-Haul place on the way home and got a bunch of boxes to pack stuff in and when I got home I packed up to leave. It took four trips, but I had everything I wanted out of the house and in storage by nine that evening. Everything except the computer and printer.
At nine-thirty I called Marv March and told him the story and asked if he would like a copy of the pictures I'd taken. I was not surprised at all when he said yes. I downloaded the photos from the phone into the computer and then emailed all nine to him. Then I got out the address book and called the husbands of the four of the nine that I had numbers for. I told them the story of what had happened and then told them that I hadn't seen their wives with Myra, but if their wives were willing to lie for Myra I wouldn't be at all surprised if she had something to hide that she might need Myra's help to cover up some day.
The last thing I did before going to bed was to go online to my bank. Besides our joint checking and savings accounts I had a personal account that I used solely for business. All of my expense account checks went into it and all of my business expenses came out of it. I took all but a hundred dollars out of the checking and savings and moved it into my business account. I'd no doubt that I would have to give half of it back when I got the divorce going, but I felt good knowing that until that happened things were going to be really tight for Myra.
Lastly I got on the phone and cancelled all of our joint credit cards. That left me with an American Express that I used for business and was in my name only. Myra had a Visa that was in her name only, but it only had a twenty-three hundred dollar limit and Myra was always pretty close to that limit. Satisfied with what I had done I went to bed and slept soundly.
In the morning I took a last look around to see if there was anything that I missed. Then I printed out the pictures I'd taken in Addisville and spread them out on the kitchen table. I took my wedding ring off and placed it in the center of the table, took the computer and printer out and put them in the car. I took one last look around and then walked out the front door for the last time. By two I was checked into a motel and then I turned off my cell and went to a movie.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I called into work on Monday and told them I needed a day off for some personal business. I was at the bank when it opened and I verified that all of my internet transactions had gone through and then had my name removed from the joint account. Around four I turned my cell back on and surprise surprise I had a dozen missed messages and voice mails from Myra. I deleted them all and then turned the cell off again. That evening I hit a country/western bar I liked and there were several unattached ladies there and I drank and danced until eleven and then I headed for the motel for a good night's rest before going into work the next morning.
I was not surprised when I got to work to find Myra sitting in her car waiting for me. I could have avoided her by driving around the block and going into the building through the loading dock, but I knew that I was going to have to have it out with her sooner or later so I decided to just get it over with. I pulled into my assigned parking space and in the side view mirror I saw Myra get out of her car and hurry toward me trying to get to me when I got out of the car, but before she had a chance to open her mouth I said:
"I don't have any time for your bullshit right now Myra. Be at Carl's Lounge tonight at six and I'll give you fifteen minutes to tell me your lies."
I walked away from her and she followed me into the building calling out "Wait Tom; wait a minute." I walked by the desk in the lobby and told Harry, the security guard, that Myra was to be denied access to the building and if she gave him any shit to call the cops on her. She was trying to get by Harry as I got onto the elevator and the door closed. I didn't know if Harry did call the cops on her, but deep down inside me I hoped that he did.
When I got to my office Donna asked, "Where were you yesterday? That wife of yours apparently didn't believe me the half dozen times she called and I told her that you had taken the day off. She showed up here twice trying to get into your office to see if you were here. I had to call security to get her to leave."
"She is apparently pissed that I'm so pissed off at her cheating on me that I moved out on her."
"Temporary spat or you're done?"
We are done."
"When you are ready to date again let me know."
"Why? I thought you and Gary were solid."
"We are, but I know three or four girls who happen to think that you are pretty neat."
"I'll keep that in mind, but I'm afraid that's going to be pretty far down the road. I won't do anything while I'm still married to her and I haven't even talked to a lawyer yet."
"Just let me know when you are ready."
I told her I would and then I got busy doing what they paid me to do.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got to Carl's early so I could have a drink or three to fortify me for the meeting with Myra. I couldn't imagine what she had to say to me since I had the photos showing that she had lied to me, but I needed to shut her down. I couldn't have her constantly calling me at work or showing up there to cause a disturbance.
At five to six I saw Myra come in, spot me and head for my booth. I sat there thinking "I'll bet the first words out of her mouth will be "It wasn't what you are thinking Tom" and I wasn't too far off. She sat down across from me and took a pull on the drink I'd ordered for her when I had ordered my last one and then said:
"You are overreacting Tom. What you saw isn't what you think it was."
"I said I'd give you fifteen minutes Myra. You can fill those minutes with lies, half-truths or facts. I don't care which, but I'm up and out of here in fifteen minutes and you are on the clock."
"When we left the house I rode with Bev. We got to talking about the situation and she told me that she was of what Thomas might do the next time he saw me stop with the girls. We decided that it would be best if we drove to Addisville and just told Thomas that you had caught on to what was happening and confronted me over it. Then I'd tell him that I was sorry, but I couldn't risk my marriage by having any more to do with him. Bev called her brother who lives just outside Addisville and asked him to meet us at Bob Evans. She wanted him there if Thomas decided to get nasty or violent. When we got there I called George's room and asked him to meet me at the restaurant. When he showed up I told him that you had found out about us and told me that if I went through with things not to bother coming home. I told him I had decided that I couldn't lose my marriage over a fling. He took it surprisingly well and then Bev and I drove over to Riverton and joined the rest of the girls."
"You really expect me to buy that cock and bull story?"
"Why not? It's all true and I can prove it."
"And just how in hell can you do that?"
"First off you can call Bev's husband and he can verify that the man in the pictures with Bev is her big brother. Secondly" she said as she handed me her phone, "I know you Tom and I knew that even though you told me to go and have fun at the spa there would always be just a kernel of doubt in your mind. When we got to the spa I gave Bev my phone and I had her take pictures of me doing just what I told you I would be doing."
I looked at her phone and damned if they didn't back up her story. While I had her phone I looked in the directory and found she had Bev's cell and home phone numbers. I called the home phone and Marv answered. After I identified myself I said:
"I just talked to my wife and I guess I shit in my mess kit when I sent you those pictures."
"No harm done. As soon as I saw them I knew that it was her brother. When she got home she told me what had gone on. You and Myra going to be okay?"
"Yeah; I think so. We will have some talking to do, but I think we are good."
I disconnected and handed Myra's phone back to her.
"Are we okay" Myra asked.
"Yes, but we are going to have a long talk once I get moved back in. I am not the least bit happy about the things you did with Thomas even if you were doing it just to string him along."
"I realize that it was wrong and I swear to God I will never do it again. Will you come home with me now? We can worry about getting your stuff moved back in later. Right now I just need to get you home so I can show you how much you mean to me."
I smiled at her and said, "Lead the way."
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I approached the counter and asked the clerk if there were any messages for me and he checked the box for room 305, took out a slip of paper and handed it to me. As I was reading it two men who had been sitting in the lobby when I walked in got up and headed for me.
I read the note. It simply asked me to call Detective Howard Miller and gave me a phone number. The two men walked up, one to either side of me, and the one on my right asked me if I was Frank Thomas.
"Yes?"
He flashed a badge and said, "I'm Detective Larsen and the gentleman to your left is Detective Phillips."
"Yes? And what can I do for you?
"Is that note in your hand from Detective Miller of the Bransom Police Department?"
"It is from a Detective Miller, but I have no idea where he is from."
"Apparently he called and left that message at a little after nine this morning and when you never returned his call he called us and asked us if we would find you. May we ask you where you have been all day?"
"Why? What's this about?"
"Can you just humor us for a second and answer the question?
"From eight until around nine I had breakfast here in the hotel restaurant with a couple of acquaintances. From nine until noon I attended a seminar here in one of the hotels meeting rooms. Noon to one was lunch with some of the folks I met during the seminar and from one to four-thirty I attended the afternoon session. Four-thirty to six was the cocktail hour following the seminar. Six to seven-fifteen or thereabouts it was dinner in the hotel restaurant and from seven-fifteen until five minutes ago it was drinks in the Boom Boom Room. Now it is my turn. What is this all about?"
"I think it would be best if you talked to Detective Miller about that."
"One last question. Where were you last night between the hours of midnight until four?"
"In bed sleeping."
"Any one who can confirm that?"
"Why would I need someone to confirm that I was sleeping?"
"Again, you need to get that from Detective Miller."
I looked from Larsen to Phillips and then walked over to the house phone. I told the operator to bill the call to my room and then I placed a call to the number on the note to Detective Miller. Apparently it was a cell phone because in spite of the late hour it was answered on the third ring.
"Hello?"
"Detective Miller?"
"Yes."
"My name is Frank Thomas and I have a message to call you."
"Oh yes, Mr. Thomas. You are a hard man to get in touch with."
"I have been in meetings most of the day. I didn't get your message until just now. I have two policemen from the local force with me right now and they are asking me questions, but they won't tell me what it is all about."
"I'm sorry to have to be the one to tell you Mr. Thomas, but your wife is dead."
"How? What? She was alright when I talked to her last night."
"What time was that?"
"Around six."
"Where did you call her from?"
"My hotel room."
"Sometime between midnight and four this morning she was murdered."
"Murdered?"
"Yes sir. It appears that someone broke into your home and killed her."
"Oh my God. Oh shit! Any idea who did it? Was it a robbery gone bad? Anything stolen like the TVs, DVRs or things like that?"
"I can't talk about it on the phone Mr. Thomas. We will go over the details when you get home."
"I'll try and be on the first flight in the morning."
"Could I please speak to the officers with you?"
"Of course."
I handed the phone to Larsen. "I'll be up in my room packing. I need to call the airlines and leave some messages for the people giving the seminar."
++++++++++++++++++++++
On the flight home I thought about Melisa. We'd met at a cocktail party and I had fallen head over heels in love with her. A fiery redhead with a face that lit up a room when she smiled and a body that was built for sin. She was with someone and since the party was attended by quite a few people that I wanted to do business with I had to play it cool. I waited until I caught her alone and when I didn't think anyone was looking I handed her a piece of paper with my name and phone number on it and a short message - "Call me."
She called me the next day and asked why I had presumed that she would call.
"Nothing ventured, nothing gained" I said, "and a Brit military unit has a motto that fits this situation. "Who dares wins."
"How can I pass up a chance at meeting someone so confident."
"You really shouldn't."
She gave me her address and I picked her up at six that evening for dinner. She had the whole package. Looks, wit, charm and intelligence. On our third date she told me that we would be eating in and I just needed to bring the wine. When dinner was over and the bottle of wine was empty she took my hand, said:
"I hope you hadn't planned on leaving early. We need to see if we have a future together."
She led me into her bedroom and proceeded to fuck my brains out. The woman was insatiable, but I must have done all right because in the morning after another strenuous romp she said:
"You'll do."
Nine months later we were married.
My thoughts were interrupted by the "Please put your seat backs and tray tables in their upright position" announcement as we prepared for landing.
++++++++++++++++++
I had called ahead to let Miller know what flight I'd be on and when it was due in. He and his partner, a Detective Paulsen, were waiting for me when I came off the plane. After the introductions he asked me to accompany them to the station and I told him I'd get my car out of the parking garage and either follow them or meet them at the station and he said that they would really rather that I go with them.
"And I would really rather not. I'm here, my car is here and there is no sense my going all the way downtown with you and then have to turn around and come all the way back out here to get my car so unless you are arresting me I'm going to get my car."
"One might wonder why you aren't being very cooperative Mr. Thomas."
"No one in my situation would wonder. How about we shorten the dance a bit. My wife has been murdered and we both know that I am a suspect even though I was almost four hundred miles away and can prove it. We both know that you have the officers you talked with last night checking out everything that I told them before I called you. We both know that you wouldn't tell me anything about hat happened to my wife when we talked last night. All you said was that we would talk about it when I got back here. Now you want me to just walk off and leave my car here? That tells me that you don't think I'm going to need it any more which tells me that you have pretty much decided that I'm your guy and you expect to see me behind bars before the day is over so my car can just sit. And you expect me to cooperate? Cooperation is a two way street detective."
He looked at me and then nodded his head. "I guess we are getting off on the wrong foot here."
He looked around and then pointed at one of the many food places scattered throughout the terminal and said:
"Lets get a table and some coffee and I'll bring you up to speed."
Once we were sitting with coffee Miller said, "At approximately nine-ten yesterday morning a friend of your wife's, a Mary Osbourne, arrived to pick your wife up for a prearranged shopping date. When no one answered the bell she tried the door and found it open. She called for your wife and got no answer. She checked and saw that your wife's car was still in the garage so thinking that your wife might have overslept she went upstairs and found your wife dead on the bedroom floor. She called 911 but according to the coroner your wife had been dead at least four hours when her friend found her."
"You said that she had been murdered."
"She had been shot twice."
"Why do I have the feeling that you aren't telling me everything?"
"Because I'm not. There is a procedure that has to be followed in cases like this. There needs to be a formal interrogation at the station which will be recorded. I've already told you more that I'm supposed to have. Go get your car and meet us at the station."
"Should I have an attorney with me?"
"That is up to you. You certainly have the right. As a policeman I have to admit that I don't want you to exercise that right. Attorneys have a habit of constantly interrupting and it impedes the flow of the interrogation and a smooth flowing interrogation in itself can tell the interrogator something."
"So I am going to be interrogated?"
"Of course you are. You said it yourself. Until you are cleared you are a person of interest as far as the investigation into your wife's death is concerned."
We finished our coffee and I took the shuttle to pick up my car. At the station I was ushered into a room and Miller and Paulson joined me. They warned me that the session was being recorded and asked me if I wanted an attorney present. I told them no. I was asked my whereabouts on the night in question and I told them the same things I'd told the detectives at the hotel. Then Paulson asked me:
"Do you own a handgun?"
"Several."
"OH? Any .22 calibers?"
"No. Mostly Colt .45s and Glock .40s."
"Mostly?"
"I may have a couple of .357 Magnums, but I'm not sure."
"How can you own them and not be sure?"
"I don't actually own them; my company does."
"Your company?"
"Paladin Security Services."
"You own Paladin?"
"Yes I do."
He pondered that for a couple of seconds and then asked, "Do you know a Robert Turner?"
"I've never net him, but I know who he is."
"What do you know about him?"
"Well, I'm not really up to date on this, but as of last week he was my wife's current lover."
"You know that?"
"Yes. I think it was around the beginning of April that she took up with him."
"Maybe you should get an attorney in here Mr. Thomas."
"Why?"
"Because you have just admitted knowing that Robert Turner is your wife's lover and Robert Turner was found dead in the bedroom with your wife."
"And you have just assumed that I, being the outraged husband, killed them both in a fit of jealous rage? That's absurd. If I was going to kill anyone in a fit of rage it would have been Ronald Porter. He was the first one she cheated on me with. Since Porter there have been at least four others and I've never harmed a hair on any of their heads."
"You know all of this for a fact?"
"I have the private detectives reports on them."
"And you did nothing?"
I could see the look on Paulson's face. It read "You sorry assed wimpy bastard. What kind of a man are you?" I thought "fuck you" to myself and answered Miller.
"You ever been through a divorce or know someone who has?"
"I've not, but I know several who have been."
"How did the man come out on the deal?"
"Not well I'm afraid."
"That was my problem. I've done well for myself. My home is worth a little over three million and the business I've worked my ass off to build is worth around ten to twelve million. This is a no fault state so even catching Melissa cheating she would get half of everything. I would have to sell the house and business, give half to Melissa and then end up paying court costs and attorney's fees and probably end up paying the bitch alimony for a year."
"Still, it is motive."
"Maybe, but it wouldn't make sense for me to kill her and chance going to jail when I would be rid of her for free in another nine months."
"How is that?"
"She would have come into a trust fund when she reached thirty which is only nine months away. It is somewhere in the neighborhood of seven million. We would have had equal assets then and I could divorce the whore and keep all I've got. In fact, her getting herself killed now robs me of a windfall. If she had waited until she was thirty to get wasted I would have inherited. As it is now all that money will go to a bunch of charities. It would have been worth my while to have lived with her for nine more months. You never did tell me. How did she die?"
"Two shots to the forehead. Turner got it the same way; two in the forehead."
"A double tap to the head? Ring any bells?"
"Should it?"
"Have you checked out Turner's wife?"
"She has a rock solid alibi."
"No surprise there; she would have. Have you checked out her family?"
"Her family?"
"Her father is Vito Genovese and if even half of what you hear about him is true he would have no problem in finding someone to help him out with a problem brought to him by his darling daughter. Family honor and all that bullshit. Isn't a double tap to the head the sign of a mob style hit?"
Miller and Paulson looked at each other and I could see the wheels turning. Miller looked at me and asked:
"Can you back up what you are saying?"
"I've got the PI reports on her lovers and I can give you the name of her attorney and I would imagine you can get the trust fund information from him. The part about Genovese is in the PI report I got on Turner."
"Did your wife know that you were aware of her activities?"
"I don't think so. I acted like a clueless husband around her. She was damned good in bed and she never said no to me and I wasn't about to go without sex until she turned thirty and I wasn't going to play outside the marriage and give her a chance at catching me and divorcing me."
"I don't think we have any more to ask at this time, but please keep us informed as to your whereabouts in case we need to talk with you again.
+++++++++++++++
As they lowered Melissa's casket into the hole I looked around at the assembled mourners and wondered if any one of them even had the slightest clue as to what happened.
When I finished college at twenty I wasn't ready to settle down. I wanted to do something exciting, take some chances and enjoy life before settling into a nine to five life spent with a June Cleaver type wife, house with the picket fence and the two point three kids.
Clinton was sending troops to Bosnia and there ought to be some excitement there so I joined the Army. I didn't even make it through basic training. My third week in basic several of the clowns in my platoon decided that they needed to teach 'the college boy' some manners and they threw me a blanket party. I was in the shower when it happened. With the blanket over me and several guys holding me I should have been helpless as they started to beat on me with socks filled with soap bars.
I'd never had any martial arts training and I don't even know why I did what I did. It was probably something I saw in a movie and subconsciously remembered. I swept my leg - not kicked, but swept - hard from right to left and knocked the legs out from under one of the guys. He fell and his head hit the shower floor and one of the others said, "Christ! He's bleeding." And one of the guys let loose of me to bend over and check on the guy on the floor. That loosened the grip on me and another leg sweep took out another guy who fell to the floor. Suddenly there weren't enough guys holding me and I jerked away from the ones who were and got out from under the blanket.
Two men were down on the floor and a third was bent down over them and the two who were standing were looking at me with looks that said "Whoa! This ain't the way it is supposed to happen."
I grabbed one by the arm and swung him face first into the shower wall and he went down. The other guy started to back away while the guy kneeling started to get up. Figuring that I'd rather have him down than up I kneed him in the face and saw blood spurt from his broken nose and as he started to fall I kicked him hard in the ribs with the heel of my foot. I started for the guy still standing and he turned and ran. The first guy I'd swept the legs out from under wasn't moving, but the second one was and so I dropped on his back, grabbed his head and smashed it into the floor.
By then the platoon NCOs were there. Sgt. Marks saw the blanket and the soap filled socks and figured out right away what was going on. I tried to get by him and he asked me where I thought I was going.
"There is one more of the bastards and I'm going to get him."
"No you aren't."
I tried to get by him and he said, "Stop it Thomas. I don't know how you managed them, but it won't be as easy with me. Now just stand over there while I sort it all out. It got sorted out and I found myself in the post stockade.
My second day there I was called into a room where a Captain was sitting behind a table. On the way from my cell to the room the MP escorting me told me that I was to walk in, stop six feet in front of the table, salute and say "Private Thomas reporting as ordered' and hold the salute until it was returned. I stopped in front of the table and said:
"I'm Private Thomas."
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
"I don't think so."
"That should be "I don't think so sir and what you forgot was the salute."
"I didn't forget the salute or the sir. Both are a sign of respect and I don't have any respect for people who are treating me the way I am being treated just because I defended myself."
"You put four men in the infirmary. Doesn't that bother you at all?"
"The only thing that bothers me about it is that Sgt. Marks kept me from making it five."
"What is it going to take for you to start saying sir?"
"You doing something to earn my respect."
That started my long association with Lieutenant/Captain/Major/Colonel Jones/ Smith or whatever his real name and rank were. Apparently my 'take no prisoners' attitude was something that a certain section of the United States Army was interested in. I was pulled out of basic and shipped to an undisclosed location and was given training that very few other recruits got. I learned how to use guns, knives, sticks and stones. I leaned how to pick locks, hot wire cars, create false identities, fly small airplanes, pilot small boats and a whole host of other things and then I was turned loose.
The oath I took when I enlisted was to defend 'against all enemies foreign and domestic" but the foreign part never entered into it. You would be amazed at how many 'domestic' enemies America has and our way of defending against them was to eliminate them. Accidental drowning, falls down stairs and breaking necks, auto accidents were just a few of the ways the problems were handled.
Doing that kind of work tends to make you paranoid. You start asking yourself what would happen to you if an operation went bad. What if they needed a scapegoat? What if something happened and the best solution was for you to be 'disappeared' or for your body to be found with incriminating documents or something of the like. Given what they had you doing you just knew that if your elimination was needed they wouldn't even hesitate.
In the six years I spent with 'the group' I stashed money, weapons and IDs in half a dozen locations. If the shit ever hit the fan and I needed to bail out I had several bolt holes. I never needed them, but I had them.
When I took my discharge I set myself up in the security business. In short, my company furnished 'security specialists' which is short hand for body guards and armed guards for various companies.
I'd been out a year when I met Melissa at a cocktail party, dated her and then asked her to marry me. We had what I thought was a good marriage. We had been married just a little over a year when I woke up one morning, looked down at Melissa sleeping beside me and knew without a doubt that she was cheating on me. I never saw or heard anything to make me think that. I just woke up one morning, looked at her and knew. Of course that wasn't enough to confront her with so I hired a private detective and one week later I had the goods on Melissa and one Ronald Porter. With that information in my hand I had to decide what to do. Actually I knew what to do. The trick was going to be doing it and getting away with it.



At home Melissa was loving and affectionate and she never denied me in the bedroom. In fact, at least half the time Melissa was the instigator. I had no idea of why she was cheating, but I didn't care to know either. All I knew is that the marriage would continue while I made plans.
I periodically checked on Melissa over the next several years and she had at least four more lovers. It could have been more, but if so they took place during periods when I wasn't checking on her. I would sit on that information until the time was right.
++++++++++++++++
While I was in the Army I had learned to fly, but it was because of operational requirements and I never developed a passion or even a liking for it. It was simply something that I occasionally had to do as part of an operation. Once out of the service I never expected to fly again except as a passenger on a commercial airline. Using one of the false identities that I had stashed when I was in the service and some of the money I had squirreled away I bought a Cessna 172, a Honda Accord and a Harley. From one of my weapons stashes I picked a silenced .22 caliber target pistol and then I waited for the right opportunity. It came when I got the PIs report on Robert Turner and who his father in law was.
I was always being invited to seminars and trade shows and when I was invited to a seminar on Industrial Security I accepted. At the end of Monday's program I stayed around for one drink and then headed back to my room. I called Melissa and let her know where I was staying, told her I loved her and missed her and she told me the same. I had chosen my hotel because it was one of the few in the area that did not have security cameras covering the halls and stairwells.
Once in my room I changed into jeans, tennis shoes, sweatshirt and windbreaker. I put on a ball cap, a fake mustache and a pair of glasses with clear lenses. I went down a stair well and out a side door and then walked six blocks away and two blocks over and flagged down a cab. It took me across town and dropped me at a bar. Once the cab was out of sight I walked two blocks to a motel where I had pre-positioned the Honda Accord. I drove out to the airfield where I had the Cessna parked, filed a flight plan for Athens and then took off. Once in the air I closed out my flight plan and headed for home.
The flight was just a little over three hours and after I had landed and tied down the Cessna I got on the pre-positioned Harley and headed for my house. I parked two blocks away, walked home and quietly let myself into the house. I moved to my home office and got the bag that was in the closet and opened it. I took out a pair of latex gloves and a pair of booties and put them on. I took the Taser out of the bag and double checked that it held a full charge.
All was ready so I quietly moved up the stairs toward the bedrooms and found that I had received a bonus. I was only expecting Melissa to be there, but from the sounds that were coming from the room I could tell that she wasn't alone. As I moved quietly down the hall I heard my wife asking for it harder, faster and pleading with her partner to make her cum.
I stepped into the bedroom and immediately recognized the man porking my wife as her latest lover which was frosting on the cake for me. Melissa saw me, her face turned pale and she screamed. Turner turned and saw me and pulled out of Melissa just as I fired the Taser at him. He fell to the floor and flopped around while I stepped quickly to the bed, grabbed Melissa and shoved a ball gag into her mouth. I cuffed her to the bed and then using the butt of the pistol I smacked Turner in the head and knocked him out.
I went back downstairs and got a sharp knife out of the knife block on the kitchen counter and went back upstairs.
I smiled at Melissa and said, "Nice of you to have your fuck buddy over. I expected to find you here alone. Silly me."
I rolled Turner over onto his back and waited for him to come around. As I waited I talked to Melissa.
"Have you been having a good time wife? Is Turner better than Porter? Why did you dump Porter? Was it because Hathaway was better? But then if it was always because you were looking for better it would follow that Prince was better than Hathaway, Davidson was better than Prince. Damn girl; that sure doesn't say much for me does it?"
Melissa was crying and trying to pull loose from the bed as I talked and finally Turner started to stir. I looked at Melissa and said:
"If Turner is so much better than the rest it must be because you really like his cock and who am I to deprive you of what you want."
I reached down and took Turner's cock in my left hand and looked him right in the eye as I said:
"It isn't nice to fuck another man's wife especially in his house and on his bed" and then I cut his cock off and held it in front of Melissa's face while Turner screamed and kicked and flailed about on the bedroom floor.
"Here it is Melissa; yours to have and hold forever."
I pulled the ball gag out of her mouth and before she could close it I stuffed Turner's cock as deep into her mouth as I could and then put the ball gag back in place so she couldn't spit it out. I picked up the silenced pistol and pointed it at Turner's forehead and said:
"I hope she was worth it fuckhead" and I put two rounds into him."
I turned to Melissa and asked her, "I guess I'll never know why you stabbed me in the back with all of those assholes over the years because I'm not going to take what is in your mouth out so you can speak. I just hope that all the good times you had were worth the price you are going to have to pay. It really is a shame Melissa. I did love you."
I pointed the pistol at her forehead and her eyes got real big before I pulled the trigger and closed them forever. I removed the ball gag, took the cuffs off of her and then policed up my brass. I put everything in the bag and left the house. Four hours later I was back in my hotel room and the clock on the bedside table said five-fifteen.
I caught two hours of sleep and then got up, had breakfast and attended the seminar.
++++++++++++++++++++
I watched the casket as it was lowered into the ground and went back over everything in my head. I was pretty sure that I had everything covered. A check of my Army service record would show that I spent all my time in the Quartermasters working at supply depots. Nothing there to trigger any interest. My lack of an alibi should serve as an alibi of sorts since if I had done the dirty deed I would have been expected to make sure that I had myself covered. I'd wait a couple of weeks and then arrange a business trip and while I was on it I would use my fake ID to sell the Cessna and the Accord. The Harley I left where it had a damned good chance of being stolen and in any event it couldn't be traced back to me.
As I stepped forward and dropped a single red rose on Melissa's casket I thought that all I had to do now was act normal and wait and see.
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I met her at the wedding reception held following the ceremony that joined my brother Sam and his longtime girlfriend Samantha. I knew at least two-thirds of the people there, but there was this one girl (woman actually) that I'd never seen before. I'll say upfront that she was not drop dead gorgeous and that as soon as I saw her it was love (or lust) at first sight, but there was something about her that attracted me.
When I was able to separate Sam from the throng of well-wishers I asked him who she was. He told me that the woman was one of Samantha's cousins.
"Her name is Annabelle Sims. Why are you asking about her?"
"I don't know bro. There is just something about her that attracts me."
"Take my word for it Jake; the two of you are not a fit. You are just a little too carefree and Annie is as somber as they come. She isn't anything at all like the girls you are used to."
"Maybe that's a good thing Sam. Things haven't gone all that well with the girls I'm used to. Maybe what I need is a change in direction."
As I spoke those words I thought back on past relationships and how they turned out.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Mary Alice Reardon at the start of the eleventh grade when she transferred in from an out of state high school. He was a sexy little thing and when she entered our first class of the day and I saw her I instantly fell head over heels for her.
When lunch time came and I entered the cafeteria I saw her sitting alone at a table I decided to try and beat the competition and I went over to her table and sat down without even asking her if I could join her. She looked up from what she was reading and the look on her face clearly said "Why are you invading my space?"
"I'm sorry for being so forward" I said, "But it is apparent to me that you are going to receive a huge amount of male attention from my fellow students and I saw you sitting here alone as my best chance to be first in line."
She gave me a look and then smiled and said, "Being first in line doesn't count for much if there is a line to choose from."
"True, but that just means I have to try very hard at making sure you don't want to consider another choice."
"So what's your plan?"
That was the start of my relationship with MA as she liked to be called. We dated for two months and then I asked her to go steady with me. She said yes and I gave her my letter sweater. We had our eighteenth birthdays while we were on summer vacation (hers was a week later than mine) and as presents we gave each other our cherries a week after she turned eighteen.
For the first three months of the twelfth grade we got it on almost every day and between school work and family activities we usually managed to date at least three times a week.
Trouble reared its ugly head the week before Thanksgiving. MA and I didn't have the same fourth hour class which ended at eleven fifty-five. Her classroom was closer to the cafeteria than mine so she usually beat me there by five minutes or so. I got there Monday and found Jared Lucciano sitting with her. I saw the look on her face as I approached the table and I read it as "Oh fuck!"
Jared didn't leave when I sat down and as I ate my lunch the two of them talked about a class assignment. MA pretty much ignored me and kept talking with Jared while I developed a slow burn. Before I could erupt the lunch bell rang and I got up and left the table and headed for my next class.
MA was waiting at the door for me when class let out and she acted like everything was hunky-dory between us so I kept my mouth shut about lunch and drove her home. Her parents both worked and didn't get home until six so MA and I usually went up to her room and played and it as no different that day.
We did what we always did. We started out in a sixty-nine with MA on top and then rolled over into the missionary. Once we both got off we got into another sixty-nine with me on top (you don't ever want to be on the bottom when your partner has a pot full of juice – it tends to flow out). Next on the playbill was cowgirl until we both got off and then it was kissy-face and fondling until I was ready again and then it got nasty.
One of her girlfriends had told her how great anal sex was so she wanted to try it. She loved it so that is what our last event was every time we played. It was last because she always wanted to shower when we finished. I didn't join her because the one time I did we almost didn't get finished by the time her parents got home.
Tuesday the same thing happened and Jared was again sitting with MA. This time however I decided not to be a third wheel and I took a table on the other side of the room. I kept an eye on MA and Jared and, at least to me, it didn't seem like MA even noticed that I didn't join her for lunch.
She was waiting for me at the door when school let out and as I walked up to her she said:
"Where were you at lunch?"
"I didn't want to intrude on you and your guy so I sat on the other side of the room."
"My guy? You are my guy."
You sure wouldn't know it from the way you were at lunch yesterday."
"Yesterday? What about yesterday?"
"You totally ignored me. Spent all of your time talking to Jared."
"So what? We have this stupid class assignment and we are helping each other."
I shrugged and let it go. I drove her home and we went inside and played as we usually did, but with a bit of a change. She wanted to do anal first and I was going to say no? We did it and then MA washed my cock off and sucked me hard and then she wanted to do anal again. More cock washing and then anal for a third time. I wondered what was up with that. Not that I was going to complain.
Wednesday when I got to the cafeteria Jared was again sitting with MA and I again took a table on the other side of the room and as far as I could tell MA didn't even notice that I was in the room. I didn't meet her to drive her home because Wednesday was when the Chess Club met. Thursday was a repeat of Wednesday and I didn't drive her home because Thursday was when she attended the meeting of the Classical Music Society.
Friday she was alone when I got to the cafeteria and I joined her. She did not comment on my not seeing her for two days or say that she missed me. What she did say was:
"I've got some bad news. I have to break our date tonight. My Aunt Ruth is coming to town and we are going to have a family dinner and visit. I tried to get out of it, but my dad wouldn't let me. He said since we only see Aunt Ruth once a year I had to be there."
I told her that I understood that family comes first and that I'd give her a call on Saturday.
Since my date with MA was off I decided that it would be a good time for me to go visit my cousin Lou. I called and he told me to come on over. The way to his house took me through town and I was caught by the light at Third. I was sitting there waiting for the light to change when I saw MA and her Aunt Ruth walking into the Starbucks on the other side of the street. I thought that it was weird that Aunt Ruth looked so much like Jared Lucciano that they could be twins.
I was just a tad pissed and I spent a few seconds thinking I should find a place to park and then follow them into Starbucks and confront them. But I didn't. Why bother. She was a lying back stabbing bitch and I wouldn't ever be able to trust her again so when the light changed I continued on to Cousin Lou's place.
Saturday I half expected MA to call me and ask me what time I would be over to pick her up, but I wasn't at all surprised when she didn't call on either Saturday or Sunday.
Monday for some reason I got to the cafeteria before MA and was sitting alone at a table when she came in. She went through the line and then joined me.
"Hi baby. I missed you over the weekend. Why didn't you call?"
"I knew that your Aunt Ruth would be taking up most of your time and I didn't want to interfere. The visit go off okay?"
"Yeah. It was really good to see her."
We talked about the upcoming senior prom and other school matters before having to go to class.
She was waiting at the door when school let out and as soon as she got in the car she slid over next to me and kissed me. She put her hand on the lump in my trousers (she might have been a lying cheat, but she was a sexy lying cheat and I was a red blooded male) and said:
"I've missed this baby. We need to make up for some lost time when we get to my place."
And we did. I was pissed at her, but what eighteen year old guy was going to pass up willing pussy? MA and I were done, but she just didn't know it yet. I would hang with her until I could line up another date for the prom and then she was history.
Over the next three weeks MA broke two dates with me and whether it was to go out with Jared or some other guy I never knew, but then I really didn't care either. I kept my eyes open looking for a chance to find a date for the fast approaching prom. I'd go with MA if I had to, but I really really really wanted to be mean about it and dump her before the prom.
Luck was with me. Pauline French caught her boyfriend with his hand up Nancy Wilde's skirt and she very publically broke up with him. I asked her if she now needed a date for the prom and she said yes so I asked her to go with me.
"I thought you would be taking Mary Alice."
"I will if I have to, but I'd just as soon not."
This of course piqued her curiosity and so I told her about 'Aunt Ruth's' visit. Once she heard the story she said she would love to go to the prom with me.
That afternoon after driving MA home and playing in her bedroom I asked her for my letter sweater telling her I had two more devices to sew on it. She got it out of the closet, handed it to me and I fucked her for the last time and went home.
The next day at school Pauline spread the word that she was going to the prom with me and word of course reached MA. When I reached the cafeteria that day MA was sitting at a table alone, but when I came through the line I didn't join her. I took a table on the other side of the room. She waited maybe five minutes before getting up and coming over to me and sitting down at my table. She went right to it.
"Why didn't you come sit with me and what's this bullshit about you taking Pauline to the prom?
"I didn't join you at your table because I didn't want to sit with you and my taking Pauline to the prom isn't bullshit. She caught Bert cheating on her and she dumped him so she needed a date for the prom. Since I'm dumping you I also needed a date for the prom so I asked her and she said yes."
She started at me for several seconds and then said, "You are dumping me? Why?"
"I don't need a girlfriend that I can't trust and by lying to me you have shown that I can't trust you so you and I are through."
"I've never lied to you!"
"See? There you go lying to me again."
"I am not lying!"
"See? There's another one. Remember that date you broke with me because your Aunt Ruth came to town? I saw you that night going into Starbuck's with your Aunt Ruth. I was amazed at how much your Aunt Ruth looked like Jared Lucciano. The only reason I've stayed with you since that night was that I needed a date for the prom. Now that Pauline has agreed to go to the prom with me I don't need you anymore."
"But what about me? It is too close to the prom for me to find a date."
"Not my problem" I said as I had finished eating my lunch I got up and left MA sitting there.
Pauline and I had a great time at the prom and the sex following the after prom parties was awesome, but we really didn't 'click' as a couple and we parted as friends after a friends with benefits relationship that lasted until we both headed off to college in the fall.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't date much during the first term because I was just too damned busy acclimating to college life. By second term I had a handle on it and I started dating more. I didn't find anyone that 'called out to me' so I didn't get into any steady relationships.
Not until my first term in my sophomore year. I was at a kegger at the Delta G house when my eyes fell on a beautiful redhead who seemed to be alone. A very rare thing for a female at a frat house. The thing was that she didn't look all that happy to be there. Not being at all shy I walked up to her and said:
"You don't look like a happy camper sweets. Allow me to introduce myself. Jake Wilson. I forgot and left my cards on my dresser, but they read "Jake Wilson; rescuer of damsels in distress."
The scowl on her face softened into a half smile and she said, "And what is it that makes you think I am a damsel in distress?"
"You have been standing here looking pissed for about five minutes and you haven't taken even one sip of the drink you are holding."
"I am that obvious?"
"Indeed you are. What is the problem and how may I assist you?"
"My problem is that the clown who brought me to this affair has disappeared on me. I'd leave, but I'm pretty much stuck here because he drove and I don't know anyone else who is here that I could bum a ride from."
I wasn't a member of the fraternity – I was there as a guest, but I knew enough about the house and its members to know that the steady stream of guys going up the stairs meant that they had a girl up there who was pulling a train. I had no doubt that was where her date was.
"You know me now pretty lady so tell me where you would like to be taken and I'll get you out of here."
She looked at me for several seconds and then said, "Jake Wilson can take Mellissa Waters to 4995 Golden Valley Trail."
I offered her my arm, she set down her drink and we headed out the door. As I headed for the address she had given me she said, "So tell me Jake Wilson; do you do this sort of thing often?"
"Truthfully pretty lady? You are my first."
"Why me?"
"I have a thing for beautiful redheads."
That was the start of a relationship that lasted for almost seven months. The relationship ended when Mellissa pulled a Mary Alice on me. She broke a date with me, lied about the reason and was seen with another guy. It broke my heart to let her go because she was the closest thing to a nymphomaniac I'd ever met.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After I dumped Mellissa I stayed away from girls for a couple of months before starting to date again. I dated a lot, but never allowed myself to get into a steady relationship. Not until mid-term of my junior year. My last class of the day let out at five and when I got to the parking lot I saw a girl trying to get the spare tire out of the trunk of her car. I noticed that her left rear tire was flat so I went over and said:
"Let me help you with that."
She looked at me and said, "Thank you. I didn't realize that the damned thing was so hard to get out."
Whoever had been the last to use the spare had tightened the wing nut holding the spare in so tight that even I had trouble getting it out. I finally got the spare out and changed the tire for the girl. I had no ulterior motive for helping the girl; just doing a good deed. When I finished she said:
"How about I buy you dinner for helping me?"
She was pretty good looking and all I was looking at was going back to my apartment, fixing something for myself and then eating alone so I said, "I'd like that."
I followed her to the Olive Garden on Suffolk and we got a table and settled in and then ordered before making conversation. Her name was Marsha Dahlman and she wasn't a college student. She worked at the DMV and had taken off from work to do her roommate a favor. She had been at the college dropping off some papers that her roomie had gone off and forgotten when she left for school that morning. By the time dinner was over I had a date with Marsha for Friday. Why I allowed myself to fall into a relationship with Marsha given my last two relationships I haven't a clue, but fall into one I did.
It was six weeks before we had sex for the first time and it seemed that I had found myself another sex fiend. Things rocked along and just before the end of my junior year Marsha's roommate had a death in the family and went back to Iowa for the funeral. She never came back and Marsha couldn't afford the apartment on her own. I said no problem just move in with me and she did.
Things were going great and I was thinking "If this is what marriage is like I could get into it" and I started thinking about getting a ring and proposing. Over the summer vacation I'd gotten a job as an intern at XYZ Corporation and I was up and out of the apartment by seven and didn't get home until after six. When I got home Marsha usually had dinner ready and life was good. I decided that it was time for me to get a ring and take a knee in front of Marsha.
One day in mid-August I decided to go home for lunch. Marsha picked the same day to go home for lunch, but she didn't go home alone. I walked in on her 'lunch break' and took in the scene in front of me. The guy looked at me like he thought I was going to attack, but just said:
"Have all of your shit out of here before I get home tonight" and then I turned and left the apartment. She was gone when I got home at six and I never spoke to her again. The one thing I did do was promise myself to never ever again to have anything to do with a female whose name started with an M.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I dated some during my senior year and managed to get laid enough to keep me from going bat shit crazy and I did keep my promise to myself and never did date a girl whose name started with M even though it was cutting off my nose to spite my face. I mean hey; there are a lot of foxy ladies out there whose names started with an M, but I was gun shy and I stayed away from them.
After graduation I went to work full time with XYZ and I met some ladies that I played with, enough to keep the rust out of the pipes, but didn't find a girl that I wanted to get into a relationship with. There were a lot of girls I liked enough to date, but none of them gave me that 'special spark" that made me want to get into anything deep with them
Until Sam's wedding reception.
I hadn't even spoken to the girl yet, hadn't even looked into her eyes, but Miss Annabelle Sims was having an effect on me. I socialized with family and friends while I thought of finding a way to meet Miss Sims without making myself look like a dunce. I could have just asked Sam or Samantha to introduce me, but that to me would seem too contrived and might make Miss Sims think that Sam or Sammi might be trying to play matchmaker. That thought could lead to her think "What is wrong with this doofus that makes them want to push him on someone." Besides, I didn't think Sam would do it anyway. He had already made it clear that he didn't think we were right for each other and knowing him as well as I did I knew he wouldn't want to be a party to something that he felt was wrong.
I had just about decided to risk being shot down when Sammi came up to me. "Got a minute Jake?"
"For you? Always."
"I have someone I'd like you to meet."
"For business or pleasure?"
"For me."
"Okay Sammi; for you anything."
She led me over to Miss Annabelle Sims and introduced us. As I shook her hand I looked into her eyes and felt a tingle run up and down my spine. Sammi said, "You two have fun" and she walked away to talk to other guests.
"Do you think we can" Miss Sims asked me.
"Can what?"



"Have fun together."
"I guess the answer to that question has to be that we won't know unless we try."
"Well for a start we can try dancing. The band is quite good. You can dance can't you?"
"I can."
"I wondered. You haven't danced since you got here."
My ears perked up at that. She had been watching me? Why? She must have read the expression on my face because she said, "I saw you when you arrived and I noticed that you were alone. I had to ask myself why such an attractive man was alone at a party like this. I asked Samantha about you and then asked her to introduce us."
The band had just come back from a break and so I said, "Sammi did tell us to have fun so let's try" and I led her out onto the dance floor. We moved like we were made as a pair and we danced damned near every dance until the reception was over. I asked Annie if she would like to meet somewhere for coffee and she suggested the Waffle House on Fourth. We sat and talked for an hour and I learned that she was an only child and that her parents were dead. She was a CPA for Apollo Industries, was allergic to animal hair, was a big fan of Dixieland and bluegrass music, could not stand rap or hip-hop and preferred action movies over chic flicks. Her idea of a quiet night at home was to curl up on the couch with a good book.
What she learned about me was that I was an animal lover – dogs and cats – and was in fact looking for a Siberian Husky since my last dog had passed due to old age. She learned that I didn't care at all for bluegrass because all of the singers seemed to have whiney voices and half the words didn't make sense. I liked classical music and golden oldies and my idea of a quiet evening at home was to not be there. I'd rather be out bowling, shooting eight ball at Bud's Bar or tossing darts in the dart league at Shorty's Bar and Grill.
As we talked I realized that Sam had it pegged. We were really not a fit. Despite all the differences she did say yes when I asked her for a date. The first date went well and so did the second, third, fourth and fifth. I behaved myself because I didn't want to do anything that might scare her away. I knew that she had to know that I was interested in her – very interested – because of the hardness she'd felt every time we danced. We had kissed and necked, but I had always kept my hands from where they wanted to go. I kept wanting to make a move, but I was scared to.
I don't know how much longer things would have gone on like that if Annie hadn't taken the bull by the horns. We were necking in the parking lot at her apartment when Annie broke the kiss and said:
"Do you ever plan on doing any more than what we are already doing?"
I knew what she was asking, but still afraid of doing something wrong I said:
"What do you mean?"
"You know damned well what I mean Jake. I want more out of this relationship than I'm getting and if you don't feel the same way I need to know and I need to know it now."
There are times when you have to stop being afraid and man up and this was one of those times. I laid it all out for her. How I felt and what my fears were. She looked at me like she thought I was brain dead and then said:
"You stupid, stupid man. Do you realize how much time we have wasted because of that?"
She opened the door to get out of the car and I just sat there and watched while I thought, "Way to go Jake. You just had to go and fuck things up didn't you." Once she was out of the car she leaned back in and said;
"Are you coming or not?"
Miss Annabelle Sims was a tiger in the sack. She did it all and she let me know that she expected a hundred and ten percent from me. She got a hundred and five and seemed to settle for it. When I was completely drained and she couldn't get me up again I got up and started to get dressed and she asked:
"What are you doing?"
"Getting dressed to go home."
"Get your butt back on this bed. I'm not done with you yet. We'll get a good night's rest and then see what you can do in the morning,"
I wisely let my trousers hit the floor and then climbed in next to her.
For the next three months we dated several times a week and the dates usually ended up in her bed or mine. I'd been thinking on it for a while so one evening I put it out there.
"Why are we wasting money on two apartments when we could be paying for just one?"
"Is that a proposal of some kind?"
"Well the thought was to move in and live together long enough to see if you could stand to have me around 24/7, but I willing to go straight to the ring and knee thing if you would rather."
"I would rather."
We decided on a simple civil ceremony and then a big party for family and friends. Sam and Sammi went with us to act as witnesses although Sammi did bitch at having to miss a day at work to do it. I told her to hush up.
"It is your punishment for putting us together in the first place."
"And for that you owe me big time and don't you ever forget it."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Annie and I gave up our apartments, leased a condo and started saving for a house. We talked about kids and decided to wait a while. We wanted some time to see and do things before settling down and we wanted to be a little more financially secure before taking that step.
The first four years were great. We went places and did things. We took vacations in Mexico, England and Spain. Annie and I were both doing well in the corporate world and we were financially stable and I brought up having children again. Annie said she wanted to hold off a little longer. She was busting her butt to become the next vice president of finance and she didn't need the distraction that pregnancy would bring. I guessed that I could understand that some. I was climbing the ladder at XYZ and it was taking more and more of my time. I'd moved up from account rep to team leader and then to supervisor. From supervisor I'd moved to manager and as a manager I'd done well enough that I was being considered for the director's slot when Phil Gibbons retired. "What the hell" I thought, "We are still young enough we can wait a while longer.
A couple of more years went by and both of us worked hard at becoming successes, but it came at a cost. Annie and I were spending more time away from each other than we were spending with each other. We didn't go places and do things with each other anymore. We hadn't been on a vacation in three years. Work seemed to interfere with everything.
Annie's job was requiring more and more travel as she went from one corporate office to another performing audits. Our eighth anniversary found her in Chicago and she was in Detroit on our ninth. She was in Memphis on her birthday and in Tampa on mine. Even when she was at home and we had plans to do something half the time I would get a call saying that a problem had come up and she would be late.
Out tenth anniversary was the last straw for me. We both had to work that day, but we were going to meet at Maxim's for dinner and then go to the Grotto for drinks and dancing. Our reservation was for seven and I got there early and arranged for the diamond bracelet I'd purchased for an anniversary gift to be delivered with the dessert. Seven came and went with no Annie. At seven-thirty I called her cell and got her voicemail. At eight still no Annie so I got up and went home. At ten-thirty I went to bed – alone!
Something woke me up and I glance at the clock. It read two-thirty. The something that woke me up was Annie getting undressed to come to bed. She smiled at me and I scowled at her, turned my back to her and tried to go back to sleep. Annie got into bed and moved to snuggle up to me and her hand reached for my cock, but I moved away from her and snarled at her.
"Leave me the fuck alone!"
I eventually fell asleep, but I didn't sleep all that well. When the alarm woke me up I went down into the kitchen and put on the coffee. I was pouring my first cup when Annie came into the room. What she said set the tone for what followed. Not Good morning honey but:
"What was with the Grumpy Gus attitude last night?"
"Where were you last night?"
"I went out with some of the girls from work to celebrate."
"You went out with people from work to celebrate our anniversary?"
"No silly. To celebrate my promotion. You are looking at the new VP of Finance."
I stared at her for a few seconds and then shook my head as I said out loud to myself, "Unfucking real."
"What does that mean?"
"You completely forgot that yesterday was our anniversary and you were supposed to meet me at Maxim's at seven? And then to compound things you couldn't even be bothered to call me and tell me why you weren't going to show. You couldn't even call me and ask me to come and celebrate with you?"
As I said that I saw the expression that came over her face and I read it all too well. "Why is the asshole trying to ruin my moment of achievement?" At that very instant I knew what the future had in store. Now that she was VP of Finance she would work just as hard to become Chief Financial Officer or maybe even CEO of the fucking company. Bottom line, if the previous day was an indication, I was going to be an after-thought if she thought of me at all. I had to ask myself if I was willing to go on the way we had been going and the answer I got was no.
Our life wasn't bad. We got along. There was affection there, but there didn't seem to be an abiding love, at least not on Annie's part. We had sex a couple of times a week, but all it was – at least all it seemed to be to me – was fucking. There didn't seem to be any love in it on Annie's part. So even though our life wasn't bad it wasn't anywhere near what I wanted for myself. I made up my mind to seek an attorney's advice.
I found out that things would be fairly easy if Annie didn't fight things, but then why would she? She would be freed up to concentrate on her quest. We had never gotten a home and were still leasing the condo. We each had retirement plans and 401ks. True, she was making more than I was with her new promotion, but all that meant is that I wouldn't be paying any alimony. All we had to do was split what we had fifty/fifty and walk away. She would keep her car and I'd keep mine. She would keep her retirement and 401k and I'd keep mine. She would keep her personal things and I'd keep mine. We would split what we had in the bank and it would be over.
I do admit that I was somewhat disappointed when I brought the subject up to Annie and all I got from her was "That would probably be for the best."
I paid the lawyer and court costs, things were split and it was over. As I left the court room I remembered the words of a George Straight song:
"No fault no blame, nobody done no wrong.
That's just the way it sometimes goes.
Sometimes two people just don't get along.
It's time to hit the road
Farewell, so long, via condios, goodbye
Wish you well, take it slow
Easy come girl, easy go."
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'It started with those seven little words that send a chill up and down a man's spine:
"Honey; how much do you love me? I mean really really love me?"
You already know that, "Not enough to overlook what you are getting ready to try and sell me" isn't the right answer to that particular question. All you can do is suck it up and say, "You already know I love you deeply" and wait for the zinger.
In my mind I was thinking things like she had an accident and screwed up her car or she bought something hideously expensive that she thought I might not like. It could have been anyone of a hundred different things I could have thought of, but I don't believe that if I lived three lifetimes I would have thought of what she hit me with.
"I may need you to provide me with an alibi for last night."
"Why would you need an alibi for last night? And why would you need it from me? Surely the girls you were playing cards with last night could give you any alibi you would need."
"Well, the fact is that I wasn't really playing cards with the girls last night."
"But you always play cards with the girls on Wednesday night."
Well, not always; just most of the time."
"Maybe you had better just tell me what is going on here."
She looked away from me, then looked back at me and then looked down at the floor as she said:
"I've been bad. Really bad and things kind of got away from me. Then I got mad. Then I got really pissed and did a bad thing."
"Enough of this beating around the bush Cora; just tell me what the hell is going on."
She stared at the floor for several seconds and then looked back at me and said:
'I killed a man last night."
"You have got to be kidding me!"
"I'm not. I shot the son of a bitch three times. Twice in the chest and once in the head."
I sat there looking back at her in disbelief as she told me the story, but before I relate the story she told me I need to give a little background.
I met Cora in our junior year at Eastern Michigan University. I'd seen her around since our freshman year, but had never actually been introduced to her. I liked what I saw, but at the time I was in a relationship with Pauline French who had been my steady girlfriend since the tenth grade at Ypsilanti High School and we planned on being married as soon as we graduated from college.
During the summer vacation between our sophomore and junior year Pauline went back east with her parents for a family reunion and she never came back. I never heard from her again and all her parents would tell me was that she decided that she liked Maine and decided to stay there and finish school there. I was bummed for a while and I really wasn't fit company for the first couple of months of my junior year, but finally convinced myself that it was better being dumped now rather than after we got married.
When I came out of my shell and socializing again I was introduced to Cora at a frat house kegger. I asked her out, she accepted, we seemed to hit it off and we started dating. By the end of our junior year we were pretty much an established couple. Several of my friends tried to warn me off of Cora because, according to them, she was a bit of a 'wild child' and had a reputation. They told me that she had been known to have pulled a train or three at different frat houses and it was rumored that she liked threesomes and foursomes when out on dates. None of that seemed to fit the Cora that I knew so I discounted the information. It took me several dates over the course of six weeks before I managed to get her to make love to me. No way could Cora be like they told me.
Midpoint in our senior year I asked Cora to marry me and she told me that she would love to, but unfortunately she would have to say no. She would love to, but had to say no? I could not let that go without some kind of explanation so I pressed Cora for one.
"I can't marry you because of what I have done since starting school here."
The story I got from her was that she was brought up in a very strict and religious family and they had kept a pretty tight rein on her. She couldn't go out on a date until after her parents met the boy and gave him their stamp of approval. Not many guys wanted to subject themselves to that interrogation and vetting process and as a result Cora didn't date much in high school, so she was a little on the naïve side when she came to college.
She went out on a couple of dates with a guy she liked and one night he took her to a party at a frat house and he or someone else at the party slipped her a date rape drug in one of her drinks and she ended up losing her virginity in a gangbang. When it was over she was hooked on sex. Not only hooked on sex, but sex with multiple partners and so she did a lot of it. She went to the kegger where we met fully expecting to be the evening's entertainment.
"I met you and something inside me told me to behave myself if I ever wanted to see you again."
"If you were all that into sex why did it take me six weeks to get you in bed?"
"I didn't want to scare you off. I was afraid that if I gave it up too easily you would think I was a slut and would eventually drop me and go looking for some other girl and I did not want that to happen. Something told me that you were special and I needed to hang on to you."
"If I'm so special why are you saying no to my proposal? When did I stop being special?"
"You haven't stopped being special. The reason I'm saying no is that I can't put you through what being married to me would do to you."
"That doesn't make sense to me Cora."
"That's because you aren't looking at things the way I am. I've been had by over a hundred different guys, maybe even two hundred before meeting you. To each and every one I was a slut. An easy piece of ass. You are going to be running into a lot of those guys even after we graduate. You may possibly even end up working with one or two of them. Can you imagine how they are going to look at you and treat you when they find out you are married to EMU's gangbang queen?"
"It won't matter at all to me Cora. All I need to do is look them in the eye and tell them you married me because I could do for you by myself what a bunch of all of them together couldn't get done."
"You really think it will be that easy?"
"I do. Understand me here Cora. I love you. The you that you have been ever since we first started dating. What you did before you met me is none of my business any more than what I did before meeting you should bother you. When we met we both started with a clean slate."
"You mean that? You are really serious?"
"I am."
Cora and I married three weeks after graduation and had seven very happy years until my three months pregnant wife told me that she needed an alibi because she had killed a man.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"I'll need to know what I'm letting myself in for if I do decide to lie for you Cora. I'll need to whole story. All of it!"
She looked up from the floor and looked at me. She took a deep breath and then said;
"You do know that I love you don't you?"
"What I know is that you give the appearance that you love me, but given your tone of voice in asking the question I'm having to ask myself if you really do."
"Oh God baby, don't doubt it; don't ever doubt it."
"Stop beating around the bush Cora. Out with it. I have to know what you are getting me into. I lie for you and get caught doing it I could end up in jail sitting in the cell next to you. Tell me all of it. Every last little bit."
She was silent for a bit and then said, "Just keep in mind that I DO love you as you hear me out."
I said nothing and just sat there looking at her.
"You know my background; what I was like before I met you right?"
I just sat there silent.
"In all that I did before meeting you there was one thing that I never did. One thing I've always wondered about. None of the guys who had me were black. I've always been curious about sex with a black man. I knew a lot of girls who had been with black guys and they would tell me how great sex was with a black. How they seemed to have lots of endurance and could do it for a long time. They also said that black guys were much bigger than white guys. I used to listen to their stories and wonder, but no black guys ever seemed to be around when I was doing my thing. The curiosity has stayed with me all these years. Whenever I saw a black guy I would always wonder how big he might be and if he could go on for a long time like the girls at school had said."
She looked at me like she was trying to see how I was taking it, but I just sat there and quietly listened.
"Six months ago the company hired Amos Decker and he was assigned to my department. Amos was black and, as always, when he was around the questions were always on my mind. Was he as big as all the girls at school said black men were? Was he great in bed? Amos had been there about a month before he started hitting on me. I know I should have shut him down immediately, but I didn't. For one I liked the attention and for another I thought he might say something or do something that might answer my questions. I had no intension of ever trying to find out first hand. I did flirt with him some to try and keep him interested in me.
"He joined the rest of the group when we stopped after work for a drink or two and he always managed to sit by me at a table or in a booth. I danced with him a time or two when someone would put money in the jukebox. One night when the group broke up Amos walked me to my car and then tried to kiss me. I let him. He gave me some tongues and I gave him some back. I was just teasing him and it didn't mean anything to me. He wanted to get in the car and make out, but I told him that I couldn't because I had to hurry home and get dinner ready for you.
"Two days later I was eating lunch at the diner across from work when Amos came in, saw me sitting alone in a booth and came over to join me. After he had ordered and while we were eating he told me that he had liked the taste of me that he had gotten the other night and asked me when he could get another taste. I told him never and that the only reason I had let him kiss me was because I was curious. He asked me what I was curious about and I told him that I had never been kissed by a black man and I wondered what it would be like. He asked me how he measured up and I told him that it was no different than kisses I'd gotten from other guys. He laughed and said that he would bet that kissing a black man wasn't all that I was curious about and that he was more than willing to help me satisfy my other curiosities. I thanked him for the offer and told him no thanks and that I'd take a pass on his offer. By then I was done with lunch so I got up and left."
As I listened to her tale I was getting pissed because I knew without a doubt where the story was headed.
"His offer took root in my mind and sat there next to all those questions that I had. He must have been able to sense that I did have curiosities and he redoubled his efforts to try and get me. The next night that the crew stopped after work he again managed to get the seat beside me. He asked me if I was ready to satisfy my curiosities and I told him that I couldn't. I told him I was married and loved you deeply and that I couldn't. He laughed and said that he didn't want to run away with me; he just wanted a taste. Just a little taste. I asked him why he was interested in a pregnant married woman and he told me that he found pregnant women to be extremely sexy. He asked me to dance and I couldn't refuse him without everyone at the table wondering why since we all danced to the jukebox most times we stopped and I had danced with him before.
As we danced he said, "It is true you know" and I asked him what was true and he said, "Everything you've heard about black men. It is all true." I didn't say anything to that and I guess he took my silence to mean that I was thinking about it. We danced twice more and he kept getting bolder; telling me that I was missing out on a great experience. When the group broke up to go home he again walked me to my car and tried to kiss me and I let him. Just to tease him I gave him a little tongue and we kissed for a couple of minutes and he tried to get me into the car to make out with him. I told him that I couldn't because you would be home soon and would be expecting dinner to be ready.
"The next morning at work Marsha told me that she had seen me kissing Amos and she told me to be careful and not fall into the trap and I asked her what trap. She smiled and said that she had heard that once you go black you would never go back. I knew that she was kidding, but that was another thing that I had previously heard about black guys. One more curiosity planted in my head next to all the others. Anyway, Amos kept working on me and he did eventually get me in the car to make out with him. The harder he tried to hook me the more curious I got and I final reached the point where I just had to satisfy my curiosity. Three weeks ago I called the girls and told them to get a sub for me because I wouldn't be able to play cards that night.
"After work I followed Amos to his house. It was a huge let down. It started out bad. I told him he would have to use a condom and he didn't want to. He said that there was no need since I was already pregnant and I told him that I had no idea what his sexual history was like and I had no intension of taking a little something extra home with me. He grumbled, but I told him no condom, no pussy. He went to the bedside stand got one and put it on. That pretty much set the tone for the rest of the evening. He wasn't any bigger than most of the guys I'd done and he didn't have any kind of staying power at all. All in all he wasn't any different than any of the other guys I had been with and in fact he wasn't even as good as most of them. I left his house feeling like an absolute fool. I'd cheated on you to satisfy some stupid curiosities. I felt guilty as hell and I promised myself I'd do my absolute best to spoil you rotten for the rest of our lives to make up for it.
"The problem was that Amos wanted more and he kept pressing me. I kept telling him no and that the first time was a bad mistake on my part and one that I had no intension of repeating. Then he got nasty. He told me that he owned my ass and if I didn't do what he wanted he would send you a copy of the tape he had made of us fucking. I told him that he was full of shit and that there was no video. He laughed at me and said that the clock on his dresser was actually a video camera and that it had captured the entire evening. I again said he was full of shit and he told me that I should come to his place and watch it. I couldn't take the chance that he wasn't lying so I begged off cards last night and followed him home.
"He did have a video tape. He laughed at me and told me that I was his bitch from then on and that I would do whatever he wanted me to do or you would get the tape. He said that he had friends who liked white pussy and that he was going to share me with them and that I was going to learn to love threesomes, foursomes and gangbangs. Then he pulled down the bedcovers and told me to get undressed and get ready to start my life as his bitch.
"The night he fucked me and I made him get a condom he got them out of the bedside stand and when the drawer was open I'd seen a gun in the drawer and I knew just what I was going to do. I undressed and Amos laughed and said that he knew I was going to be a pushover. While he took his clothes of I went to the bedside stand and pulled open the drawer. He asked me what I was doing and I told him I was getting a condom. He laughed and said we weren't going to use one. No way was his bitch going to make him wear a raincoat. I told him he would wear it or he could go and fuck himself. I told him if he gave me a disease and I took it home and gave it to you you would know I was cheating and his tape wouldn't be worth diddly-squat.
"When I opened the drawer I saw that the gun was a Smith and Wesson .38 Special. It was the same gun that my dad carried when he was a cop and I was familiar with it. Dad didn't want me to grow up afraid of guns so he used to take me to the range with him and let me practice with it. The way it was lying in the drawer I could see the tips of the bullets in the cylinder so I knew it was loaded. I reached in, pulled it out and pointed it at him. His eyes got big and he asked me what the fuck I was doing. I pulled the hammer back as I told him I was going to put an end to his sorry ass. I put two into the middle of his chest and he fell to the floor. I walked over to him and he was lying on his back looking up at me with disbelieving eyes when I pointed the gun at the middle of his forehead and said, "Goodbye asshole." I pulled the trigger and then got dressed.
"I went through his place and took every video tape I could find, stuffed them into a pillow case and then wiped down everything I had touched since getting there and then I left. I stopped at a 7-11 about five miles from his place and tossed the gun and pillow case into their dumpster."
I sat there and looked at my wife dumbfounded. I knew Cora's sexual history so the fact that she was curious about what a black guy would be like didn't come as a surprise, but the she actually went forward with satisfying that curiosity floored me. I thought we were more solid than that. In our seven years of marriage I'd never had any reason to believe that Cora might step out on me. And the way she had coldly described ending a man's life made me understand that I really didn't know my wife as well as I had thought. Her voice pulled me out of my thoughts.
"Well?" she asked.
"Well what?"
"Are you going to help me or not?"
I stared at her silently for several seconds before I gave her an honest answer.
"I don't know Cora; I honestly don't know. If I lie for you and get caught doing it I could end up in jail and right now I'm not sure that you are worth my taking the chance. Think on this as you sit there. The only reason I know that you fucked this guy is that you suddenly need my help. Think about the thoughts that you have just planted in my mind. She has cheated on me. Is the guy the first one or just the first one I know about? If this guy isn't the first how many others have there been? Anyone that I know? Someone who looks at me and smiles to himself every time we see each other? And then there is the biggie; the new elephant in the room. If she has cheated with more than this Amos guy is the baby she is carrying even mine?"
She gasped and cried out, "You can't believe that! You can't possibly believe that?"
"Unfortunately Cora I can."
She started bawling and then got up and ran from the room. I finished my coffee and even though I didn't much feel like it I got up and went to work. It was a bad day for me. Even though I managed to get my work done my mind was never far from what Cora had dumped on me that morning. The drives to work and home that afternoon had me thinking on what to do. On the one hand I'd had seven great years with a woman I loved. On the other hand the woman that I loved had cheated on me. She said it was only the one time, but was she telling the truth? I had absolutely no way of knowing. I wouldn't have even known of this Amos guy if Cora hadn't decided that she needed my help so how the hell could I be sure that he was the only one. The sorry fact was that I couldn't. And that brought me back to the question that had sent Cora running from the room crying.
Was the baby mine?
By the time I pulled into the garage and shut off the car the thoughts had all boiled down to a single question. Did I help Cora or not? I was two-thirds decided to say yes and the overriding factor was the baby that Cora was carrying. If it was mine did I want it to come into this world in a prison or a jail cell? But there were still some questions to be asked.



When I entered the house Cora was sitting at the kitchen table with a half empty bottle of wine on the table in front of her and a full glass in her hand.
"That isn't very smart of you Cora. You shouldn't be drinking that heavily while you are pregnant. You could cause problems for the baby."
"What the fuck do you care! You don't think it is yours anyway."
"And I won't know for sure until it is born and I can have a DNA test done, but until then I have to go forward thinking that it is mine. If it is mine I don't want it born behind bars. That means that I am probably going to have to help you stay out of jail. Before I commit to lying for you I need to know some things. One is does anyone else know about you getting together with the guy?
"No one else knows. The people at work have seen me talk to him and dance with him, but all the other girls talked to him and danced with him. Marsha did see me kiss him in the parking lot, but others kissed in the parking lot so my kissing Amos was not unique."
"How about at his place? Did you leave anything there that could show that you had been there?"
"I don't think so. I've watched enough cop shows on TV to know about fingerprints and I went through the place and wiped down everything I might have touched."
"Was this guy a clean and neat sort of person?"
"I guess so. Why do you ask that?"
"You fucked him on his bed and if he didn't wash the sheets they might be able to get some DNA evidence from them."
"They looked clean to me when he pulled down the covers."
"But you can't be sue?"
"No. No, I can't."
"Then the best we can hope for is that the police never suspect you, but if they do come around this is the story we are going to tell. The asshole started hitting on you and you told him you were happily married and weren't interested. He ignored you and kept hitting on you and it pissed you off so you decided to play him, string him along making him think he as getting somewhere, getting his hopes up before laughing at him and telling him he was a chump. Wednesday night you weren't feeling well so you begged off playing cards and stayed home. Same thing for the night you fucked the asshole. You were feeling sickly so you didn't go to your card night, but stayed home. We can use your pregnancy as the reason you haven't been feeling well. Did anyone ask you why this Amos guy didn't show up for work?"
"Nobody even noticed that he wasn't there until around lunch time, but no one asked me anything about him."
"Could be that his body hasn't been found yet so the cops aren't on the case yet. Just act normal at work. Don't give anybody any reason to connect you to the asshole."
I got up and headed for the door and Cora and Cora asked me where I was going.
"You haven't started dinner so I'm going out to get something to eat."
"Are you taking me with you?"
I hesitated a couple of seconds before saying, "I might as well. If I'm going to lie for you folks will need to see us together as a normal couple."
She grabbed her purse and followed me out to the car. The ride to the restaurant was silent as was the meal and most of the ride home. We were several minutes from the house when she said:
"You do know that I love you right? And I want to live my life with you?"
I just paid attention to my driving and stayed silent.
"It was a stupid thing for me to do baby and I promise to spend the rest of my life making it up to you. Just give me a chance. That's all I'm asking for baby; a chance to make things right between us."
"Until the next time you get curious? Do you not realize that what you have done has altered the way I think about you now? You cheated on me Cora and that has changed the way I see you. If you hadn't killed the man I would have never known, but because you needed my help you told me about it. Now I'm asking myself if the guy was the first. You say he was, but how can I believe it? The very act of cheating means that you are not trustworthy so how can I now believe anything that you say? Even if I were to believe you that he was the first do I have any guarantee that he will be the last? You can swear on a stack of bibles that he is, but you are a cheater Cora and that fact makes anything you say to me suspect.
"I'm repeating myself here Cora, but you are untrustworthy now. Anything you say to me I'll be looking at as self-serving. Knowing what you did and why you did it has me wondering. You say it was awful, but I have to ask myself if the curiosity is still there. Are you thinking that maybe Decker was not really representative of black men and so your curiosity will have you trying out another one?"
"My God Walter; how can you think that of me?
"Given the situation we find ourselves in right now how can I not think it? Repeating myself again what you did shows me that I can't trust you."
As I finished speaking I was pulling into the driveway. I parked and got out of the car before Cora ha any chance of replying. In the house I headed for the living room, settled down on the couch and turned on the TV. There wasn't anything that I wanted to watch, but I thought if I looked interested in what was on Cora would leave me alone. I was in no mood to hear any more of her denials and promises. A couple of minutes later she said:
"I'm going up to bed" and I just nodded to acknowledge that I'd heard her and went back to watching TV. I channel jumped for about an hour and then I went upstairs. I went into the bedroom, got the clothes that I would need for the next day, grabbed my pillow off the bed and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?" Cora asked.
"To one of the spare bedrooms."
"Why?"
"Jesus F Christ Cora; are you stupid? You still don't get it do you? You think what you did wasn't any worse than overdrawing the checking account or putting a small dent in the car. What you did has changed our whole relationship. I can't be near you now. I want to wrap my hands around your neck and squeeze while shouting "You stupid cunt! How could you have done this to us?"
She started crying and I left the room.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was up and gone before Cora woke up. I stopped at a restaurant, had breakfast and then went into work. I managed to get my work done even though the situation I was in was never far from my mind and as I drove home that night I wondered what would be waiting for me at the house. Would asshole's body have been found and would the cops be at the house when I got there? The police were not at the house when I got there, but Cora wasn't there either. I got leftovers out of the fridge and put them in the microwave. I was sitting at the table eating when Cora walked in.
"Sorry I'm late, but Amos struck again."
"The police?"
"No. The project the Amos was working on has a deadline and his not coming in to work has put it way behind. I was drafted to pick up on it and try and meet the deadline."
"That will teach you to go around shooting people."
"It isn't funny. What it is is another way of showing me how stupid I was. Partial punishment for my lapse of good sense."
I made no reply to that and since I had nuked enough leftovers for both of us Car sat down to eat.
"Any talk about the asshole at work?"
"A lot of speculation on why he has been a no call no show. He hadn't missed a day since he came to work there or even been late."
"What did you say about it?"
"Nothing, although I did let everyone know how pissed I was at getting stuck with his project."
"Look on the bright side. If you manage to meet the deadline given that you were suddenly dropped into it you will look like a star to your boss."
"Oh goodie! I can see it now. Project in trouble? Dump it on Cora. I'm not sure that I want to be put in those situations. What if I can't save the project? I can't afford to have a bunch of failures on my record. I'm going to need this job when you leave me."
When she said that she was looking at me and I could tell from her facial expression that she was hoping that I would say "That will never happen" but I kept my mouth shut and didn't say anything. Truth was that I hadn't yet made up my mind as to what I was going to do and leaving her was an option, but I wasn't anywhere near ready to make a decision. When I didn't say anything she said:
"Because of the project being behind I'm going to have to go into work tomorrow. It's a good thing we didn't have any plans for the weekend."
"We have that party at your sister's tomorrow night."
"I'll be home in plenty of time for that. Project in trouble or not I don't intend to spend all of my Saturday at work. If the project doesn't make the deadline I'll blame it on the boss for not getting me involved sooner."
To me that sounded like cutting off your nose to spite your face, but I kept that thought to myself. After dinner I watched some TV until bedtime and I could tell Cora was upset when I again went to the spare bedroom.
I slept in on Saturday and Cora was up and gone when I got out of bed. I drank coffee and read the morning paper for a while and then I went out to the garage, put my golf clubs in the trunk of the car and headed for the driving range at the municipal golf course. I hit a couple of buckets of balls working on my grip and my tendency to lift my head when I hit the ball. I had to keep telling myself "Keep your head down dummy" but it wasn't all that easy to do. A good golf swing requires concentration on the mechanics of it and my concentration was lacking. My head was still full of what Cora had done and the possible outcomes of her actions.
I finally gave up on driving and moved over to the practice putting green. I fared no better there and I finally gave up and headed for the clubhouse to have a beer or three. There were a couple of guys there that I knew so I joined them and killed an hour or so before heading home to get ready to go over to Cora's sister's place. As we got in the car to leave the house Cora asked:
"How are we going to play this?"
"Play what?"
"How are we going to act at the party?"
"Like a loving couple. How else?"
"Then you are going to have to act a little warmer toward me that you have for the last couple of days."
"I can handle it" I said and she gave me a long look and then turned to watch the scenery passing by outside the car.
We got through the party okay and on the way home Cora asked, "When are you going to come back to our bed?"
I was in a fairly good mood so instead of going all stony and cold on her I said, "I don't know. I'm still having a hard time coming to grips with what you did and all the thoughts that your actions put into my head."
She was silent after hearing that and didn't speak again until we were home and in the house.
"What do I have to do to prove to you that Amos was my only bit of stupidity?"
"I don't know that there is anything you can do to make that happen."
"When will you at least let me start proving to you that I love you and only you? When will you let me start spoiling you rotten to make up for my stupidity?"
"I don't know Cora. There are still so many unanswered questions."
"What are they?"
"You already know them Cora and on top of all of them I now have a new one that only occurred to me today."
"What is it?"
"You told me how asshole told you he was going to share you with his friends. You said he mentioned threesomes, foursomes and gangbangs. If he did that kind of stuff the chances are pretty good he picked up an STD or two. If so did he give them to you? Did you give them to me?"
"I told you that I insisted on a condom."
"Yeah, but did you check it when he pulled out of you to see if it broke or had a tear in it? Did you little trip down Curiosity Lane include sucking him before fucking him? You can catch a social disease like that you know. Some of those diseases only need a transfer of bodily fluids to spread. You can get HIV from swapping spit in a French kiss with someone who has the virus."
I didn't know if that was true or not, but I was trying to inflict some mental pain. Some to match the mental pain she had given me. She turned pale at what I'd said and I could see on her face that she had never given that possibility any thought.
"I'll get tested first thing Monday" she said.
"I'd probably better get myself tested too."
She looked away from me and I said goodnight and headed up the stairs for the spare bedroom and put myself down for the night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday I slept in late and then spent the day working around the house. Cora sensed my mood and pretty much stayed out of my way. Around four I knocked off, showered and changed clothes. When I went downstairs Cora asked:
"What are we doing for dinner?"
I knew what she was getting at. On Sunday we almost always went out to dinner and even though I wasn't at all interested in sitting across a table from Cora I knew that for the sake of appearances I needed to do it. If the cops did come calling they had to find a loving couple and anyone they talked to that knew us had to be saying that we were the perfect loving couple and our relationship was envied by all. I made sure that Cora knew the part she had to play - no sour expressions, smiles only - and then we headed for Tricocci's for dinner. There were several people that we knew there and I'm pretty sure we put on a good show for them.
Cora had taken great care to make herself look gorgeous and sexy and it was clear to me what she was hoping for when we got home, but it didn't work. When bedtime came I headed for the spare bedroom.
Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday were uneventful on the home front; just repeats of the days since the Thursday that Cora asked me to be her alibi. At work Cora's coworkers talked about what might have happened to cause asshole to be a no call no show, but none of them asked Cora if she knew which showed, at least to me, that none of them suspected that she had anything going with Amos.
Wednesday Cora played card with her group and when asked why she had missed the previous Wednesday she blamed it on not feeling well because of her pregnancy and a couple of the other women commiserated with her basically saying "Been there, done that."
Thursday's paper carried the story of a man found dead in his house. His mother, concerned that she hadn't heard from him in almost a week and hadn't answered any of her phone calls, went over to his house and found him dead on his bedroom floor. She told reporters that he had been shot. Police were asking anyone who might have information to please contact them. Over dinner that evening Cora said that assholes murder was the primary subject of conversation at work, but no one seemed to be looking at her and no one asked her if she had any ideas on the subject.
Friday at eleven two detectives showed up at the office and talked to everyone there asking for any information they might have that would help the investigation. According to Cora no one had anything to say. A couple of people did say that the asshole hadn't worked there long enough for anyone to get to know him very well. Before they left the detectives left their cards and asked that anyone who might suddenly remember something to give them a call.
Cora was a nervous wreck all weekend afraid that Marsha might call them and tell them about what she had seen Cora and the asshole doing in the parking lot. Whether it was Marsha or someone else who told them the detectives showed up at Cora's office on Monday to ask her some questions. They wanted to know how well she knew the asshole and inferred that they knew she had been intimate with him. Cora told them that she didn't know him all that well. They told her they had information that she had been very, very friendly with him and she told them they had been misinformed. She had danced with him when he had joined her and her coworkers after work for a drink or two, but she also danced with other male coworkers. Then they asked her if she also kissed her other coworkers in the bar parking lot. She told them that she had on occasion and then before they could ask her another question she had said:
"Let's just cut to the chase here okay? Amos started hitting on me as soon as he started working here. I told him I was happily married and not interested. He ignored what I told him and kept hitting on me even after I'd told him a dozen times I was not interested so I decided to bust his balls. I started teasing him and leading him on letting him think he was getting somewhere only to send him home with a case of blue balls every time. The man was an asshole and even if I was to ever cheat on my husband it would be with a dirt bag like Amos."
Then they wanted to know where she had been on the nights of the sixth, seventh and eighth. She told them that she had been home with me. They thanked her for her cooperation and said they might want to ask her a few more questions as their investigation progressed.
She waited for a half an hour after she had gone and then she called me and told me of their visit and what had been said. I was not surprised when they showed up my office just after lunch. They went straight at it, but not in the way that Cora and I had expected. They told me that they were investigating the death of Amos Decker and would I please tell them where I was on the nights of the sixth, seventh and eighth. Where I was. Not Cora, but me!
"Why are you asking me that? I don't even know an Amos Decker."
"We have information that your wife was intimate with Mr. Decker and our experience has shown that husbands will sometimes get violent when they find out."
"Are you accusing me of murder? Should I get a lawyer before talking to you any farther?"
"We are not accusing you of anything at this point, but you are what we call a 'person of interest' in this case. Our questions are to see if we can remove you from the list of persons of interest."
"Why the three day spread?
"Mr. Decker's body wasn't found until long after he was killed. The body had decomposed to the point where the medical examiner could not pin point the exact time of death. He did estimate that Mr. Decker had been dead for at least five days before his body was discovered. According to his boss he was at work until five on Wednesday. That would indicate that the time of death would have occurred somewhere between Wednesday the sixth and Friday the eighth."
I sat there silent for a couple of seconds and then said, "In the first place you are wrong about my wife having been intimate with Mr. Decker. She told me all about how this Decker character and how he had finally pissed her off enough that she decided to play him. As for where I was on the three days in question I was here at work during the day and at home with my wife in the evenings."
I picked up the phone and dialed the extension number for my secretary and when she picked up I asked her to make a copy of my day planner for the week of the fourth and bring it to me. When she did I handed the copy to the detectives.
"That is a record of my daily activities here at work; who I met with, who I talked to and about what. If necessary I can give you the contact information for all of them. You will note that I was here in the office from eight to five-thirty every day of the week and I'm sure that my secretary and my boss can attest to that. My evenings were al spent at home with my wife with the exception of Thursday when we went out to dinner. I didn't save the credit card receipt, but I'm sure that I can get a copy from the credit card company if you need it. Also I sure that the staff at Tricocci's can verify that we were there since we are regular customers and are always greeted by name when we go there. Unless you have something further to discuss I'm due at a budget meeting in two minutes."



"That's all for now, but we may need to talk with you again."
"There is one thing, but I'm sure you have already thought of it. If this Decker character was hitting on my wife he probably hit on other wives, fiancés and girlfriends. Maybe you should be looking in that direction."
We all stood up, they left the room and I headed for my budget meeting.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Cora had dinner ready and as we ate we went over our meetings with the police and made sure that our stories matched in general and that neither of us had said something that the cops could pounce on and try to exploit.
"We are not out of the woods yet. We are going to be on their list of suspects for quite a while. Unless they come up with some evidence to prove otherwise we should be alright as long as we sick to our story. They will probably come back a time or two especially if they can't come up with any other suspects."
After dinner I watched the news and then picked up a book that I had been reading and settled in for a quiet night. At bedtime I again retied to the spare bedroom, but I didn't sleep well. Cora and I had never gone more than three days without making love and I was as horny as a billy-goat. I needed to make up my mind as to what I was going to do. Get off the dime so to speak. I resolved to get myself tested the next day and push Cora to do the same.
Cora was up and had the coffee ready when I got to the kitchen. I poured a cup, doctored it up with cream and sugar and took a sip. I put the cup down and told Cora that I was going to get myself tested for STDs and she surprised me when she told me that she had already done it on her lunch hour the day before.
"I should have the results today."
"Call me when you get the results."
"Why? Dare I hope for a thaw in your attitude towards me?"
I just shrugged and finished my coffee and left for work. On the drive in I considered my options. There were only two - stay or go. The arguments to be made for staying were the baby Cora was carrying and all the good years we'd had together. The case to be made for going was the fact that I doubted that I would ever trust Cora again and what that lack of trust would do to any relationship I would have with her.
I rolled it over and over in my head, but it always came back to the baby Cora was carrying. If it was mine I was going to be a full-time father to the child. It would not grow up as I had. No splitting up it's time between separated parents. But therein lay the problem. That chance that the baby wasn't mine. That is what Cora had done to me. I no longer had the complete trust in her that I had once had. Now everything she said or did would have me looking at it with a kernel of doubt in my mind and I honestly didn't know that either Cora or I could live in a relationship like that. Understand here; the love I had for Cora was still there (and so was the lust) but the trust was gone!
I called my doctor as soon as I got to work and made an appointment to get myself tested. He told me to just come on in whenever I could and he would have one of the nurses draw the blood and I'd get the results in a day or two. I left work half an hour early for lunch and got it done. The rest of the day went quick and driving home I made up my mind that I was going to stay. Even if the child wasn't mine it wasn't the child's fault and it would still need a father. If it wasn't mine it would still be a constant reminder of what Cora had done, but I'd already accepted that I would probably never trust Cora again and the baby would just continually reinforce that in my mind. Of course I was assuming that Cora and I wouldn't be in jail when the baby arrived.
My cell phone rang just as I was pushing the button on the garage door opener. It was Cora calling to tell that she had heard from the clinic and that she was disease free. That meant that I didn't need to wait to hear how my test would come out since Cora was the only one I'd been with since we started going steady. As I pushed the button to close the garage door I made the decision to be a little warmer toward Cora than I'd been since her confession to me. If I was going to stay, and I was, I was going to have to do my part in healing our relationship. But I was still going to leave the threat of my possibly leaving hang over Cora's head. I was just mean enough to want to cause her some emotional pain or stress to pay her back for what she'd put me through.
I would tell her I would stay until the child was born and we could determine whether or not it was mine, but I would not let her know that I'd decided to stay no matter what the outcome. Before the sound of the car door closing faded I realized that telling Cora any of that wouldn't bother her at all if she knew that baby was mine. She would just smile and say:
"Not a problem baby; not a problem at all."
Of course the big problem was still setting there. Would we both be in jail when the baby arrived?
Cora had dinner ready and the table set when I walked into the house. There was a bottle Merlot ad two glasses sitting on the table and the two glasses had already been poured. That plus the fact that Cora had called me to let me know she was clean told me what she was hoping for. I was more than ready for the same thing myself.
I was pleasant during the meal and listened to Cora describe her day. The detectives had returned and had spent some time with the Human Resource's manager, but they hadn't talked to anyone else. After dinner I watched the evening news and then channel hopped until Cora said she was going up to bed. I gave her a couple of minutes and then I shut off the TV and followed her up. She smiled when I came into the bedroom instead of going to the spare bedroom. The smile got even bigger as I started to undress. She was out of her clothes before I was and had pulled down the covers and spread herself out waiting for me.
It had been a while for both of us and I climaxed a lot quicker than I wanted to and I hadn't even come close to getting Cora off. She didn't let it phase her and she moved to take my spent cock in her mouth. It didn't take her long to get me back in action and the second time I was able to give her an orgasm. As we laid there side by side on the bed Cora asked:
"Are we going to be all right baby?"
I guess all the meanness I'd been carrying around had drained out of the head of my dick with the rest of my discharge and I said, "That depends Cora."
"On what?"
"On you getting away with murder. I will tell you this. If you don't get away with it and I don't end up in jail for lying for you I won't sit around waiting for you to get out."
"We should be okay. I'm certain I removed all traces of my ever being at Decker's place."
"Maybe you did and then again maybe you didn't. You might have overlooked something, but even if you didn't there are other things we don't know about and have no control over. Did a neighbor see you go into Decker's place? Did he brag to a buddy that he nailed you and mentioned you by name? If he did was the buddy a good enough friend that he will take the information to the police? Even if he doesn't go to them what if the cops look up all his friends and close associates and ask them if they have any information that will help them in their investigation?
"There are just too many unknowns Cora. As an example; what if the gun you tossed into the dumpster ends up on top of the pile when the trash ends up at the landfill? What if someone spots it and calls the police? They will do a ballistics check on it and find out that it is the gun that killed Decker. Did you wipe your prints off of it before you tossed it? It is the little things you have no control over that end up biting you on the ass.
"Even if the police come up with nothing and Decker's murder goes into the cold case files it is still there waiting for something to happen that will make it an active case again. There is no statute of limitations on murder Cora. It will be there hanging over your head for the rest of your life. There is one more thing Cora. If they do charge some other person and get a conviction based on circumstantial evidence I'm not sure that I'm the kind of man to sit back and see an innocent man go to jail."
That little speech put a damper on the evening's activities and we both rolled over and went to sleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The wet blanket I'd thrown over the previous evenings activities didn't seem to matter in the morning when Cora woke me up with a blow job which, by the way, is something that I heartedly recommend as a way to start your day. We showered together and over breakfast we made plans for the weekend. By unspoken agreement we didn't talk about what I'd come to think of as Cora's Foley.
The next six months passed without incident. The detectives never came back to talk to either Cora or me an as far as Cora knows they haven't talked to anyone she works with. The baby joined us and there was no doubt in my mind that Thomas Louis Drayton was the product of my loins.
It has been over two years now and it looks like Cora is going to get away with what she did, but in the back of my mind is the memory of what I'd once told her. It is hanging over her head and will be hanging there for the rest of her life. All we can do is take things a day at a time and hope that the thread holding it over her doesn't break and let it drop on her.
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I met Gwen on my first day at work. She was the receptionist and the person who issued me my temporary ID badge and told me where to report in. To say that I was taken by the raven haired beauty with the deep blue eyes would be a massive understatement. Going gaa gaa over her would be closer to the truth. I did notice that there were no rings on her finger. As I walked away from her desk I'd already made up my mind that I was going to try and get something going with her.

Easier said than done. A beauty like Gwen had to be hit on all the time. She could take her pick from hundreds of guys. I would be one out of a herd of hundreds and I didn't have anything special going for me. I didn't think I was bad looking and I was in pretty good physical shape. Sports in high school and college had gotten me in damned good shape and after seeing the pudgy (and downright fat) ex-football players among the alumni who attended games I made a promise to myself that I would never be like that. I joined a gym when I graduated and I worked out regularly. But I was still only one of many and after being turned down seven times when I tried to get Gwen to date me I wrote her off as a lost cause.

Ironically it was writing Gwen off that got us together. Gwen was used to guys hitting on her and even though she shot a good many of them down she was used to them keeping on trying. I guess I didn't get the memo. I didn't stay with the program. I tried, got nowhere and walked away. Apparently you were not supposed to do that to Gwen.

Maybe two months after my seventh attempt at getting a date, getting nowhere and walking away I noticed that Gwen was being a little nicer toward me, smiling more at me and even engaging in short conversations. I didn't realize that they were a signals being sent to me to get me back to being in her orbit like all the others. Not recognizing them for what they were (or perhaps sub-consciously knowing, but not being interested in being part of the crowd) I ignored them. Since I was ignoring or oblivious to her signals Gwen stepped up her game.

She started joining me in the breakroom when I took my ten o'clock and two o'clock breaks. Since she was very easy on the eyes (I have mentioned that she was a beauty right?) I welcomed her company and did nothing to chase her away when she started joining me for lunch in the company cafeteria. I didn't mind at all having a gorgeous woman to look at while eating lunch or on a break and I never bothered to ask her why the sudden interest. Nor did I ever make another move toward asking her out even though she gave me some small hints that she might be open to an invitation.

Things bumped along for about a month and then one Wednesday, during our two o'clock break she did something that I never expected. Gwen asked me for a date. Well maybe not a ‘real' date. What she needed was an escort to a family function. The story, as I got it from her, was there would be a few people there that she wanted to avoid, but if she showed up alone she wouldn't be able to. If she was on the arm of someone they would stay away from her.

It sounded a bit fishy to me at first, but then I thought maybe not. Maybe an old boyfriend or two were going to be there and she wanted nothing to do with them. Either way I wasn't going to say no to her. It might not be a real date, but I would be spending time with the most gorgeous woman I had ever met.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

The family function was an engagement party for an older brother and his intended so there were both family and friends there. I was introduced around by Gwen and she stayed right by my side for almost the whole time we were there. I figured that I was right when I surmised that an old boyfriend or two would be there that she wanted to avoid because I saw at least three who looked at me like they wanted to see me come to harm. Most likely they were friends of her brother that she had dated.

That thought was reinforced some when I saw one of the three approach her brother for a short talk and minutes later the brother came over and asked me if he could borrow Gwen for a few minutes. Gwen had also seen the guy talking to her brother and she said:

"You don't really want me to ruin your party do you? If that asshole gets anywhere near me I'll create a scene that you will remember to your dying day."

Tony (her brother) gave her a long look and then turned and walked away.

We mingled and Gwen was never more than two feet away from me. I met the bride to be and was instantly smitten. If she wasn't already taken I might have taken a shot at her myself. She was the total opposite of Gwen. Gwen was tall, sultry and sexy while Alice was maybe five one or five two and had the fresh faced look of the girl next door. I think Gwen noticed the attraction and to get me away from Alice she tugged on my sleeve and said she had someone she wanted me to meet.

She walked me over to a large older man, maybe early to mid-fifties, with a large white walrus type mustache. As we walked up to him he said:

"Whatcha got Princess? Another fly caught in your web?"

"Just a good friend Uncle Dan."

She introduced us and he smiled and said, "Watch out lad. She can be pretty overpowering when she really turns it on."

"Then I guess I'm already in trouble. Especially if she hasn't turned it on yet. I'm not sure that I can handle what she is now. I can't even begin to imagine her really turning it on."

He laughed and said, "Then I would suggest you start running now lad. Get some distance from her."

"I should have known better than to introduce you to him. I lose more boyfriends that way."

Boyfriend? I was now a boyfriend?

We talked for a few minutes and then my body signaled that it was time for me to find a bathroom. Uncle Dan told me where it was and for the first time since we got there Gwen and I were separated. I figured that she would be all right being with her uncle until I could get back to them.

I used the bathroom and when I came out there was a guy standing there to use it next. As I went by him he said:

"You're the guy here with Gwen right?"

I nodded a yes and he said, "Be careful dude. Don't trust her" and then he was in the bathroom and had closed the door.

Gwen wasn't with her Uncle Dan and so I went looking for her. I ran into Alice and asked her if she'd seen Gwen and she told me that she had last seen Gwen talking to Gary by the door to the garage. Then she said:

"Gwen is a great girl Bob, but she needs a strong hand. Keep that in mind if you end up as a couple."

I was going to ask her for an explanation, but another guest came up to us to ask her something so I resumed my search for Gwen. I headed for the door in the kitchen that led into the attached garage. I didn't find Gwen there, but I did hear a voice in the garage that sounded like Gwen's. I opened the door and saw Gwen and a guy that I assumed was Gary. He was the guy that I had earlier seen talking to Tony before Tony came over and asked if he could borrow Gwen for a bit. He had her backed up against the fender of a car and he had his hands on her arms and was holding her there and I said:

"What's going on here?"

"None of your business. Get out of here and leave us alone" the guy said.

"It is my business" I fired back. "She is my date and that makes it my business. Now get your hands off of her and get away from her."

"Fuck you!" he said which was the wrong thing to say to me. I headed for him and he turned and got into some kind of martial stance and launched a kick at me. Those things might work if you are faster than a speeding bullet which is something he wasn't. I turned and took the kick on my left side, clamped his leg against my body with my left arm and then stepped backwards. That pulled him off his planted foot. His arms flailed as he tried to catch his balance and I gave him a solid right to the face. Blood squirted from his nose and I let go of the clamped leg and gave him a push that sent him to the floor. I was a firm believer in the old saying "Once you have them down keep them down" so when he hit the floor I kicked him as hard as I could in the crotch. He doubled up on the floor and I grabbed Gwen and said:

"Come on; let's get out of here."

We left the garage and Gwen said, "Thank you. If you hadn't shown up when you did I would have started screaming and that would have put a damper on the party."

"Who was that jerk?"

"An old boyfriend who didn't like being dumped. I dumped him because he was a jerk. Or maybe he was always a jerk and I just didn't notice it at first. We had better leave. When Gary gets back on his feet he might come looking for us. I don't want a scene that will ruin Alice's party"

We found Alice and Tony out on the patio, said our goodbyes and then left.

It was still fairly early and I asked Gwen if there was something she wanted to do with the rest of the day. She told me that she was open to suggestions so I asked her if she liked country/western music and she said she did so I took her to dinner at Santiago's and then to Buckskins to listen to the music and maybe dance.

The band that night was Without a Net and they were a pretty decent group. Gwen knew most of the dances and we had a pretty good time. I had to use the men's room and while I was gone the band started a number that was good for the Cowboy Cha Cha. The Cowboy Cha Cha is a dance you can do as a couple or you can do it solo.

When I got back to our table I spotted Gwen out on the floor doing the dance solo. I couldn't take my eyes off of her as she dipped, swayed and turned. Her lovely dark mane swirling as she moved to the music. I had never in my life wanted anything more that I wanted her right then. Yes, I wanted her, but deep down inside me I knew that I could never have her the way I wanted. I knew, absolutely knew, that I would never be enough for Gwen. She was just too much woman for any one man.

The tune ended and as she came back to our table I noticed that all the male eyes in the place were on her as she made her way back to me. Yes I wanted her, but I knew I couldn't hold her. I didn't believe that any man could, but that didn't kill the want.

We closed the place and I drove her home. On the ride she told me that it had been a while since she'd had so much fun and she thanked me for the evening. When I got her to her place she kissed me and thanked me again for the evening. As I drove home I wondered why the Gods fucked with people the way they did. They knew that a girl like Gwen wouldn't be able to settle for one man, but they kept putting her in front of men who couldn't resist her. Men just like me.

I also thought about Uncle Dan, Alice and the man who met me coming out of the bathroom at the engagement party. They all told me to be careful, very careful with Gwen. I went to bed that night determined to heed their warnings.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Monday morning when I walked into work Gwen greeted me with a smile and a cheerful "Good morning." I returned both and headed for my office. Gwen joined me for the ten o'clock and two o'clock breaks, but the conversations we had were general in nature.

She joined me for lunch and both breaks on Tuesday and Wednesday, but I never did what she was expecting. I never asked her for a date. I wanted to; God knows I wanted to, but I knew that Gwen would be bad for me so I didn't make a move.

Thursday I didn't get a smile from Gwen when I got to work and she didn't join me for either break or lunch. Friday I nor only didn't get a smile I was barely acknowledged. She looked up from what she was doing when I walked in, saw that it was me and then looked back down at what she was doing. Needless to say she didn't join me for lunch or either of the breaks.

Monday I got to the office before she did so I was spared the ‘cool' reception. The morning break at ten found me sitting at a table in the breakroom when Gwen came into the room. She saw me, hesitated for a second or three, started my way and then abruptly changed direction and went to an empty table on the other side of the room. She was sitting of to the side of me so I wasn't looking her way, but I could feel her eyes on me the entire time I was there.

I was out of the office when lunch time and the afternoon break came around, but the next day when I got to work Gwen gave me a small smile and said good morning. I returned the greeting and then went to my office and got busy with the stuff in my in basket. I worked through the morning break and at noon I decided to have my lunch at the diner down the street.

The waitress had just brought me my order when I saw Gwen come in. She looked around the crowded place and saw that the only empty seats in the place were at my table. She came over and asked if she could join me and I of course said yes. The waitress came over and took Gwen's order and then, not wanting to seem rude, I held off on eating until her order arrived. While waiting we talked, mostly about work and some of the people there, but just as the waitress approached with Gwen's food Gwen asked me:

"Why don't you like me?"

That took me completely by surprise.

"Why in the world would you think that I don't like you?"

"You don't ask me out."

"That's not so Gwen. I've asked you out over a half dozen times and you turned me down each time. Since you obviously were not interested I quit asking."

"The day you took me to the engagement party when you took me home I told you it had been a long time since I'd had so much fun and I kissed you when you walked me to my door. That was ‘girl speak' for call me. Girl speak for I want to do it again, but since then you haven't done a thing."

"My bad, but in my defense I don't speak any foreign languages."

"Foreign languages?"

"I don't speak or understand girl speak."

"Then I guess I'm going to have to tutor you. Do you have anything going tonight?"

"Nothing that I can't get out of."

"If you would like you can have your first lesson tonight."

I looked at Gwen and wondered just what in the hell was going on. I was nothing special, but she was. Why was she coming on to me? I might not have been anything special, but I was no fool and no way in hell was I going to pass up a chance to be with Gwen.

"What time?" I asked.

"Will six work for you?"

"It will."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++

When I arrived to pick her up I found her in jeans and a ‘brush popper' shirt and as soon as I saw the outfit she said:

"I'll bet you can guess what I want to do."

I felt ridiculous standing in front of her in a suit and tie, but it was correctable. I had a gym bag in the car that had a sweatshirt in it that I could change into. I was going to look a tad grungy compared to Gwen, but it couldn't be helped.

We went back to Buckskins and had a great time. Buckskins offered free dance lessons on Wednesdays and Thursdays and that night's lesson was the West Coast Swing and neither of us knew it and we had a good time learning it. Lessons lasted from seven until nine and there was a ten minute break between sessions and during the breaks we sat at a table, sipped our drinks and talked. Mostly about finding more about each other.

I leaned that she had two brothers and one sister. She had a two year Associates Degree in Business Management and was only working as a receptionist while looking for something better. Her favorite color was red, she liked football (her favorite team was the Denver Broncos), baseball (Detroit Tigers) but didn't care for basketball, hockey or soccer at all. She liked classical music, bluegrass, Dixieland, jazz and Golden Oldies and couldn't stand rap, hip hop, heavy metal or acid rock. She preferred action movies to chic flics and her favorite recreational activity was to go out to the range with her Llama .380 hand gun. All in all she was my kind of girl.

When I walked her to her door she turned and kissed me and then said, "What did I just say to you?

"That you would like me to call?"

"You got an A on your first quiz. I'll have you understanding ‘girl speak' in no time."

As I drove back to my place my mind was at war with itself. Half of it wanted me to grab onto Gwen and hold on for dear life, but the other half was telling me to stay away from her and avoid getting hurt. I listened to the part telling me to grab onto.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Over the next two months Gwen and I dated to or three times a week and the goodnight kisses at her front door got longer and hotter and soon led to full-fledged make out sessions in the car before I walked her to her door. Nothing sexual occurred – I kept my hands to myself – even though my body ached for her, but I was too scared of doing anything that might push her away.

During that two month period Gwen found a better job and I no longer got to see her every day at breaks and lunches. I didn't much care for her new job because at times it required her to work late and she had to break dates with me. I finally reached the point where I wanted to take it to the next level and I started shopping for a ring, but before I found one that I liked things came unglued on me.

It was a Thursday and I had a date with Gwen that evening. That is I did until she called me at work and told me that she had to work late. I didn't feel like sitting home alone so I thought I would head over to Buckskins to see if their line dance lessons would include one I didn't know. I would have a drink or several while I was there and I don't like to drink on an empty stomach so I decided to stop somewhere and get a bite to eat. When I made that decision I was driving down Clairmont and I saw a sign saying "Angelos – Fine Italian Dinning" and I decided to give them a try.

The first thing I saw when I walked in the door was Gwen seated in a booth with a man I didn't know. Not across from him, but next to him. His left hand was on the table and she was holding it with her right. They were smiling at each other and I turned around and headed for my car, got in it and pulled out of the parking lot all thoughts of Buckskins gone. There I would have nursed drinks between lessons, but I was no longer in a ‘nursing drinks' kind of mood. I pointed the car toward Bud's Bar where I could get some serious drinking done.

As I drove I told myself that I knew all along that Gwen was not a girl that I could hold onto. When I got to Bud's I got a table in the back and settled in to drown my sorrows. As I drank I wondered if Gwen ever worked late and if all of our broken dates were because she was going out with another guy or guys.

I had more to drink than I should have, but I was still clear headed enough to give my car keys to Mike and have him call me a cab. "Okay" he said, "You're a cab" and then he laughed and picked up the phone. The cab dropped me at home and I hit the bed.



In the morning my head hurt, but then I knew it would while I was pounding down the drinks at Bud's. A handful of aspirin followed by several cups of black coffee got me into enough shape to make it to work. Luckily it was a busy day for me and by concentrating on the work at hand I was able to push Gwen to the back of my mind until quitting time. However she was back in the forefront when I got off work that afternoon.

She came back full force when I had to call a cab to take me to Bud's to pick up my car. Making the call reminded me of just why my car was at Bud's. I got my keys from Mike, had one beer and then left. I couldn't afford to try and drink away my sorrows. Cab home last night, cab to work that morning, cab to Bud's to get my car plus what I spent on booze the night before had put a severe dent in my available funds.

Driving home from Bud's I thought about the situation and wondered why I had let it get to me. I'd known all along that Gwen and I were mismatched. I was lucky to get what little I had gotten from her. Deep inside I knew that it had to end sometime and now it had. Time to get on with life. I packed up all my camping gear and headed for Lake Martin. I spent the weekend working on my tan and communing with nature.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

When I got home Sunday night the red light on my answering machine was blinking. The counter said I had nine messages. Eight were from Gwen and I deleted them as soon as I heard her voice. I had no need to hear what she had to say and the sooner I could put her behind me the better. One was from some guy wanting my support in his bid for a seat on the City Council. I deleted that one too.

The day went fast and when I got home the red light was blinking again. Four messages; three from Gwen and one a surprise. I wondered why Gwen was calling my home phone instead of my cell so I took a look at it and found that it was turned off. I'd forgotten that I'd turned it off when I went to the lake and had forgotten to turn it back on. On reflection it was probably a good thing otherwise it might have gone off constantly while I was trying to enjoy my weekend. I decided against turning it back on until the morning.

Back to the call that was a big surprise. Not much of a message, just "Call me" followed by a phone number. I recognized the voice and I suddenly had another decision to make. To return the call or not. Then I laughed at myself. Of course I would return the call. Curiosity practically demanded that I do it.

Harlina Collins had been my girlfriend from the day we met in the eighth grade until the middle of our senior year in college. It was a foregone conclusion to both our families that we would be married when we graduated and in truth both mothers were already planning the wedding.

And then everything went to shit!

It started simply enough and I'm sure that if you've been to college (and probably at some high schools for that matter) you have experienced it. The instructor splits the class up into groups and assigns each group a project. Lina (I called Harlina Lina) had to meet with her group at the library to research and plan their project. She had to break several dates with me in order to do it and I thought nothing of it because I'd been through the same thing in some of my classes.

I remembered the day vividly. It was a Wednesday and Lina and I had a date to attend an art exhibit at a local gallery. I really had no interest in art, but the artist was a friend of Lina's so we were going to stop in and show support. I got the call just as I was leaving my four o'clock class. Lina told me she had to break our date because the group had to meet to iron out some problems with their project. Since I was only going to the gallery to placate Lina I decided to skip it since Lina wouldn't be going.

I was sitting in the Student Union drinking a Coke and going over some class notes when my friend Arty sat down at my table. There was no "How you doing bud" or "How they hanging homes." He just said:

"You've been my friend for years home; have you ever known me to lie to you?"

"Never to my knowledge."

"I hate this home, but I got to tell you. Harlina is stepping out on you. I've seen her three times with some big dude."

"I know about it. She is in a study group working on an assigned project."

"Two is not a group homes; two is a couple and the couple I was looking at were kissing and playing ‘touchy-feely' with each other."

"When was this?"

"Last Monday, Wednesday and Thursday."

I thought back and all three of those nights Lina was supposedly at the library with her group."

"Where did you see them?"

"All three times it was at Angie's."

Arty was attending school on scholarships and he earned his spending money washing dishes at Angie's Restaurant and bar. Angie's was on the other side of town and in an area that I was not likely to visit to randomly visit. In fact I had only been there twice in the last four years and the last time was two years ago. I started gathering up my books and said:

"Thanks for the heads up Arty."

"What are you going to do?"

"Since the last three times you saw her were all on nights she was supposed to be with her group at the library and since she just called and cancelled on me again I have an overwhelming urge to drive over to Angie's."

"If they follow past practice they won't get there until around seven. The guy is a big dude and he looks like a scrapper. I'm on my way to work so if anything happens I'll be there to watch your back."

The drive over to Angie's took a half an hour and when I got there I parked where I could watch Angie's parking lot. It was a bit of a wait and around seven I saw a car pull in and I saw Lina and a guy get out of the car. He was indeed a big guy. Maybe six four and two twenty. I saw them kiss and then walk into the restaurant holding hands. The kiss and the hand holding told me all that I had to know and I was about to start the car and drive away, but at the last second I said "Fuck it!" and I got out of the car and headed for the building.

They were sitting in a booth and Lina had her back to me. I walked up to them and said, "Hey Harlina. Busy working on your project I see. Funny thing though; this doesn't look much like a library to me."

I always thought that "Her face turned pale" was a figure of speech until I saw Harlina's face as she looked up at me.

"Just out of curiosity Harlina, how long have you been a cheating slut?"

The guy said, "Hey asshole! You can't talk to her like that. Get the hell out of here before I get pissed and throw you out."

"Fuck you fuck face! I'll talk to my ex-fiancée any way I want."

The guy moved to get out of the booth and I grabbed the beer mug in front of him and tossed the beer in his face. His hands flew up to his face and with a firm grip on the handle of the beer mug I slammed it into the side of his head. It knocked him out and he slid down on his seat. I know it wasn't very sporting of me, but he was six four to my five eleven and two twenty to my one eighty-five and I would have terminally stupid to let him get out of the booth to where he could get to me. I turned to Lina and said:

"I'll leave it up to you to tell the mothers why the wedding they have been planning isn't going to happen. Don't bother calling me and spouting some ridiculous bullshit about how it isn't what it looks like and it doesn't mean anything. I don't want any contact with you anymore. I hope you have a sucky life Harlina."

I turned away from the tale, waved at Arty and then left the restaurant.

I saw her around the campus, but I avoided her and never spoke to her again. And now two years later a call from her. A simple "Call me" and curiosity was going to force me to do it. But first I was going to have a bite to eat and a large Jack with water back to fortify me.

It was eight when I finally felt that the Jack had me ready to hear Harlina's voice. I dialed the number and it rang four times before the phone was picked up and I heard:

"I wondered if you would call."

Ain't caller ID wonderful?

"Why? You had to know that curiosity would make me call."

"Can we meet somewhere for a drink?"

"Not tonight. I've already had more Jack than I should have."

"You pick the time and place."

For several seconds I debated on just hanging up and losing the number. A phone conversation was one thing, but an in person face to face was something else again. But then there was that curiosity thing.

"Bud's Bar at six tomorrow work for you?"

"It will. And Bob? Thank you."

I hung up the phone and then wondered if I'd done the right thing. Harlina was gone and buried in the past. Shouldn't I have left her there?

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I got to Bud's at a quarter to six figuring to have at least one drink to fortify myself for the coming meeting, but when I walked in I saw that Harlina was already there. She looked good, but then she always had. She was the polar opposite of Gwen. Where Gwen was sultry and sexy in a smoldering way Lina, as was Alice, the fresh faced girl next door.

As I neared the booth she stood up to greet me. She offered me her hand as she said, "Thank you for seeing me" and I took it for a brief shake. I sat down and as soon as my butt hit the seat Tina showed up and set a drink down in front of me and I glanced over at the bar and saw Mike watching me. He gave me a ‘thumbs up' and I acknowledged the gesture with a nod and a smile. I picked up the drink, took a sip and then asked:

"So what's up Harlina?"

"I'm hoping to find something that I lost."

"And what might that be?"

"You. These last two years have sucked for me Bob and all because you weren't there. I've missed you something fierce. I know that it was all my fault, but there is a hole in my life where you used to be and I want you back to fill that hole."

I sat there silently while taking an occasional sip of my drink. She apparently couldn't stand the silence so she kept talking.

"I know I hurt you Bob and I'm sorry that I did. I never meant to hurt you, but in all honesty I never thought that you would find out. I just had a need to get something out of my system before we graduated and settled down into a life together. Maybe I should have been upfront about it, but I was afraid that you would take it wrong. No. That isn't true. I knew how you would take it and I was afraid that I would lose you."

I still stayed silent and nursed my drink. I guess she expected me to say something or ask questions and my silence unnerved her. She looked away from me, took a drink from her glass and then said:

"We were fourteen when we started going together Bob and from the eighth grade until our senior year in college I'd never dated another boy. I had no idea of what other boys were like and I was curious. I tried to satisfy that curiosity and do it in a way that you would never know about it. And before you even ask it wasn't about sex although I did engage in some rather heavy necking sessions.

"It was just about finding out what other guys were like. Their likes and dislikes, how they interacted with girls and other guys. Stuff like that. I wasn't looking for a replacement for you, but I was curious. I was happy with you, but I was curious. I never found one that could even come close to taking your place. Over the last two years I've dated maybe two dozen guys, but not one of them was able to fill the void you left when you dumped me. I haven't even come close to being able to put you behind me. I don't know if you know it, but I call your mom every couple of weeks just to ask how you are."

I didn't know that. In the weeks following my breakup with Harlina my mother kept after me to sit down and talk with Harlina.

"You belong together Bobby and everyone knows it."

I finally told her that if she ever mentioned Harlina to me again I would stop coming home to visit. She must have realized I was serious because she never brought Harlina up again. As I sat across from Lina and listened to her I tried to separate the truth from the lies.

The fact that she was sitting across from me telling me her story was proof enough, for me at least, of the depth of her feelings for me, but there was no doubt in my mind that she was also lying to me. I believed it, but had no proof she was, only my memory of our times together. Lina had taken to sex like a baby duckling takes to water. After our very first time she wanted to do it damned near every time we found ourselves alone together. Four, five and sometimes six days a week and always – ALWAYS – more than once.

Her brother had some porn tapes and she would sneak into his room, get a couple and we would watch them and then she would want to reenact what we had just watched. Oral, anal and positions you needed to be made out of rubber to get into. She even wanted to try mild S&M and I almost always went along with her. I did draw the line when it came to water sports. She was pissed at me because I absolutely refused to do it, but even as pissed at me as she was she never stopped wanting to make love.

That was the Lina that I knew and there was no way she was going to sell me the story that all she ever did with guys was some heavy necking. It wasn't lost on me either that Lina's sneaking around on me started shortly after she saw how hung the actors were in the porn that we watched.

Still, that was then and this was now and here she was trying to get back to me. The question was "Could I let it happen?" Lord knows that I'd missed her and that hardly a week went by that I didn't think of her once or twice. I sat there looking at her and wondering if we could put it back together.

I still hadn't said a word and I had no idea of how Lina was taking my silence. She gave a deep sigh and then said:

"I don't have curiosity anymore and I want what we had back Bob. Think about it please. You have my number."

With a last long look at me she got up and left. And left me with questions that I doubted I'd get honest answers to even if I had asked them. But one of the things she'd said had registered; the "I don't have curiosity any more" and if that was true could I take a chance? I didn't know but I did know that I was going to be thinking about it.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

When I got home there were two messages on the recorder for me and both were from Gwen and both were the same. "Please call me as soon as you get this message Bob." I wondered why she hadn't called my cell. I took it out of its case and saw that it was turned off. I didn't remember turning it off. I tried to turn it it back on and saw that it had turned itself off because of a dead battery. I put the phone in the charger while I considered calling Gwen and getting it over with. WTF I thought; just do it and be done with it. I dialed her number and the call went to vice mail. Probably out with some guy and didn't want to be bothered was my thought and I also saw it as a sign that I shouldn't call her. I was thinking of Lina as I fell asleep.

In the morning I showered, shaved, grabbed my cell off the charger and headed off to work. I stopped and had breakfast at the Village Inn and when I got to work I was in a pretty good mood. That is I was in a pretty good mood until Lois (Gwen's replacement) handed me a stack of message slips and said:

"Please get her off my back Bob."

I looked through the slips and saw that two-thirds of them were from Gwen and most of them said "Call me as soon as you can." I picked up the office phone and called Gwen's cell. She answered on the third ring and said:

"I'm at work. I can't talk now. Call me tonight. Bye."

And she hung up. I looked at the phone in my hand and thought "So much for calling as soon as I could." I had a very busy day and when the day was over I picked up the phone and made a call. Not to Gwen, but to Harlina. I asked her if she would like to have dinner with me and she said yes. She gave me her address and as I was getting in to the car my cell phone chirped and the screen said the call was from Gwen so I let it go to voice mail.

I had a nice relaxed dinner with Harlina and the evening went well enough that I asked her if she would like to go out with me on Friday. She said yes and when I got her home she gave me one hell of a passionate kiss and tried to get me to come in for a drink. Remembering the Lina of old I was tempted, but said:

"It is too soon for that Lina. It is going to take me some time before I'm ready for that."

I didn't add that I wanted to be sure in my mind that she had indeed gotten her curiosities out of her system before I committed again.

I'd shut off my phone while I was on my date with Lina and as I walked back to the car after seeing Lina to her door I turned it back on again. There were two messages from Gwen. I looked at my watch and saw that it was just after eleven. Well she did say that she wanted me to call as soon as I could so I punched in her number and she sounded like she had just woken up when she answered.\

"Bob? Do you have any idea what time it is?"

"You wanted me to call so I called. In fact it is my third call to you today. The first went to voice mail, you wouldn't take my second."

"Why didn't you call again only a little earlier?"

"Because I was on a date and it wouldn't have been cool to call you. To say nothing about the fact that it would have been bad manners to call you while I was with her."

"You were on a date? With a girl?"

"Yes Gwen; with a girl. I thought you knew I wasn't into guys."

"But a date with a girl? I thought we had something good going Bob."

"I thought so too Gwen; right up until I saw you holding hands with that guy at Angie's Restaurant on the night you broke a date with me because you had to work late. And before you even try I won't buy that it was just a quick bite to eat before rushing back to work. Angelo's is on the other side of town from the Fisher Building which is where you work. The Fisher has two restaurants in the building and there are a least six other eating establishments within a three block radius of the building so if you needed to duck out for a quick dinner break you didn't need to go across town to do it. Sorry for waking you up. Goodbye."

I broke the connection and the phone rang right away. I saw from the screen that it was Gwen, but I was no longer in the mood to talk so I turned the phone off. When I got home I saw the red light blinking on the answering machine. Without even checking the messages I unplugged the phone and answering machine and went to bed.

When I got to work in the morning I told Lois to tell Gwen, if she called, that she had been instructed not to take any messages from Gwen and if she persisted in calling Lois was to hang up on her. A coward's way out maybe, but so what?!



I spent a quiet evening at home. Quiet because I had my cell turned off and I hadn't plugged the phone back in. I watched a bit of TV and then turned it off and picked up a book that I had been reading.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I received a smile and "She stopped calling" from Lois when I got to work. The day went quick and when I got off work I picked up Lina and we went out for dinner. After eating we went to The Pit for some drinks and dancing.

We were in a pretty mellow mood when I took Lina home and I did follow her inside when she asked me to come in for a nightcap. She set me down on the couch and went into the kitchen to make the drinks and I wasn't really all that surprised when she returned with a drink in each hand and without a stitch of clothing on. Just Lina naked except for her CFMs and two drinks.

I knew that I'd told Lina that it was too soon to go there, but try telling that to your cock when it was stiff as an iron bar from the sight in front of you. Lina smiled at my reaction, put the drinks on a side table and said:

"This way to the bedroom lover."

"Fuck it" I told myself. "You want this and you damned well know you do."

I got up from the couch and started shedding clothes as I followed her to the bedroom. Lina hadn't changed any since I last saw her naked. She was still the insatiable Lina that I had known and loved and it seemed that she had it in her mind to make up for lost time.

I ate her, she sucked me and then we fucked in the missionary position. After I got us both off she pushed me into a sixty-nine and when she had me ready she mounted me cowgirl and rode me. Cowgirl was followed by doggie after which I collapsed on the bed next to her.

It had been a while since I had even gotten off once, let alone three times and I was a bit tuckered. At least I was until she got up and went to her dresser and came back with a tube of KY.

"You know what I want lover, but you will have to work me up. It hasn't been visited since the last time you were there."

She maneuvered me into a sixty-nine with her on top and went to work on getting me up for the task while I worked on her rosebud with my fingers and the KY. By the time she had me up she was ready to move into the doggie position. I put the head of my cock against her rosebud.

"Easy lover. Slow and easy until I get used to it."

I took it slow and easy until she started pushing back at me and then I fucked her butt until she has a shuddering orgasm and then I pounded hard until I got mine. The fourth one did me in though and when I pulled out of her and fell to the bed beside her she snuggled up to me and I fell asleep.

I woke up in the morning to find Lina awake and leaning on an elbow and looking at me.

"I've really missed this; waking up next to you" she said. "Are you up for some wake up fun or would you like some breakfast first?

"Breakfast" I said. "I'm going to need to fuel this body if you plan on abusing it again."

"I'm hoping that I'll be able to abuse it for the rest of my life."

I still wasn't sure that the rest of her life was an option, but she damned sure abused it for the rest of the weekend. When I finally got back to my place Sunday night I was so worn out that I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

The following two weeks were pretty much the alike. Work and Lina took up most of my time. I woke up in Lina's bed two or three times a week and she woke up in mine two or three times a week.

Gwen stopped calling, but she didn't quit trying to get to me. Twice she was waiting for me in the parking lot at work and both times I saw her first and went out through the loading dock, walked down the street to a bar and called a taxi to take me home. Once I saw her parked outside my apartment when I got home from work, but I hung a u-turn before she saw me and headed for a sports bar I sometimes went to.

Lina was pushing hard for us to move in together, but I was just a little bit reluctant to take that big a step just yet and there were a couple of reasons for that. One was that I couldn't convince myself that Lina's curiosity check list had all the boxes checked off.

Then there was Gwen. One thing I have always been is honest with myself. I still had feelings for her and I just could not go into a permanent relationship with Lina (or anyone else) while I was still carrying those feeling I had for Gwen. That sounds silly and I knew it. I'd always felt that Gwen was way out of my league and that a fulltime relationship with her couldn't last. I'd always thought that she was too much woman for me (or possibly I wasn't man enough for her) but despite those feeling I still spent an awful lot of my time thinking about her. Even given the reason I'd pulled away from her she still had a hold on me.

Apparently Gwen finally decided that getting to me was not going to happen. After several weeks went by and I didn't see her around the hold that she had on me faded. As Gwen faded the bond between me and Lina strengthened and I finally agreed to let her move in with me.

The next three months went by with Lina trying to fuck me to death and pushing me to take the final step and put a ring on her finger. I was wavering. Right up until the night I found her with another cock in her lousy cunt.

It was a Tuesday and I left the apartment for the airport to catch a flight to Chicago where I was to take part in a three day meeting over how to handle my company's takeover of one of our largest competitors. I was sitting in the boarding area when my cell phone beeped. It was my boss telling me that the meetings had to be postponed a week because of the death of the owner of the company we were taking over. I called Lina to let her know of the change in plans, but she was apparently in a meeting or something and the call went to voice mail. No matter. She would get the message some time during the day. I went on in to work and put in a full day before heading home.

When I got home I saw Lina's car in the parking lot and I smiled expecting that she would have dinner ready when I walked in the door. There was nothing hot on the stove, but from the sounds coming from the bedroom something hot was going on in there. I walked up to the door and looked in. Lina was on her hands and knees and was being fucked dog fashion. I couldn't tell from where I was standing which hole the guy was filling, but then I guess that it didn't really matter. Apparently she hadn't checked her phone for messages during the day.

I had seen Lina's purse sitting on the kitchen table and I went to it and looked inside. Her phone was there and I checked and saw that my message was on it. I walked back to the bedroom door, selected speaker and pushed the necessary buttons on her phone and Lina and the guy buried in her heard:

"Hello sugar dumpling. My meeting has been cancelled and I'll be home at my regular time tonight. Love you. Bye."

Both Lina and the guy turned to look at the bedroom doorway and saw me standing there. They weren't the only ones surprised. Imagine my surprise when I saw that the guy fucking Lina was the same guy she had been with when I broke up with her way back when. I just shook my head in disgust and said:

"I'm going to leave for a while Harlina. Maybe two or three hours and when I come back I want you and all of your things to be gone. And it should go without saying that I never want to see or speak to your sorry ass ever again."

I turned and left the apartment. I came back three hours later and Harlina and all of her things were gone.

It took me a bit to get over Lina, but not all that long when you stop and consider that I'd always had a doubt or two where she was concerned.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I received a promotion at work and it involved a lot of travel. The next two months found me rarely at home as I settled into my new job. I finally got things worked out so that I was always home by Thursday night.

My first weekend I decided to go out for dinner and drinks. It was a Friday and after dinner at Tricocci's I decided to go to Buckskins for a drink or two and to listen to some country/western music. The band that night was the Dawson James Band. They were pretty good even if somewhat predictable. If you heard them once then you knew exactly what songs would be played and in what order. It never changed. Even the supposed adlibs were the same. Not once in the dozen or so times I'd heard them had they changed. Even so it was good music to dance to.

There were several unescorted ladies there that night, but I didn't feel like ‘playing the game' that night so I stuck to the line dances. I'd been there about an hour and had just finished a Cowboy Cha Cha and was on my bar stool nursing a PBR while watching the ass of the barmaid as she moved around serving customers when a familiar voice said:

"Howdy stranger."

I turned and saw Gwen standing there. She was as breathtakingly beautiful as ever. As I took in the sight she said:

"I just got here with a couple of friends and saw you sitting here. Would you like to join us?"

"I wouldn't want to intrude on your evening."

"You wouldn't be intruding. The three of us could use a decent dance partner. I do seem to remember that you can hold your own out there."

When she first said that she was with friends I had assumed that she was with a guy and no way I wanted to see her with another man. Stupid of me and I knew it. I couldn't have her, but I couldn't bear seeing her with someone else. "The three of us could use a decent dance partner" changed all of that. Three women I could handle. Dance wise I mean.

I followed her over to a table where she introduced me to Sarah and Stacy. I had a great time getting to know the girls and taking turns dancing with them. I called it quits at midnight although Stacy did ask me to stay a little longer. I fibbed a little and told her I would normally stay until closing, but that I had something to do early in the morning and I needed to get home and get some rest.

I really didn't have anything to do early. The truth of the matter was that being around Gwen was getting to me. Most of the dances I'd done with her were of the type that didn't allow much in the way of conversation. Can't talk much doing eastern swing and the Texas twostep. I'd done all of the slow dances with Sarah and Stacy, but the drinks I'd consumed both before and after joining the three were putting me in the mood (or giving me the courage) to ask Gwen out. The problem with that was that I remembered why I had stopped seeing her and deep down inside me a voice was crying out:

"Don't get us hurt again!"

I decided that I'd better get out of the bar before I did just that. As I was getting ready to go Sarah said:

"We are usually here on Friday and while I can't speak for the others I liked dancing with you and I'd like to do it again."

"I second that motion" Stacy said and it was not lost on me that Gwen said nothing.

I smiled and said, "I've enjoyed my night with you ladies and I really would like to do it again so maybe you will see me back here."

And I meant most of it. I had enjoyed spending time with them and I really have liked to do it again, but it wasn't likely that I would. Not if Gwen was going to be there. Talk about conundrums. I wanted to be with her; I wanted her to be around, but I knew if I let it happen I would get hurt again.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I spent the weekend alone and not doing much and during the week work pretty much kept my mind occupied. But the closer I got to Friday the more I thought about going to Buckskins. I remembered that Sarah had said that they were usually there on Friday. To me that meant they might not be there on the coming Friday or that maybe only one or two of them might be there and maybe, just maybe, that the one or two wouldn't be Gwen.

When I flew home from Atlanta on Thursday I'd already made up my mind to go to Buckskins on Friday and if Gwen was there so what! I'd proved the previous Friday that I had enough sense to get out before letting anything stupid happen. Like letting Gwen get her hooks in me again. Just watch your alcohol intake bubba and get the hell out of Dodge if you start thinking of making a move on Gwen is what I told myself.

I showed up at Buckskins at seven and saw that the band for the night was Carlos Washington. It was one of my favorite local groups so I expected that I would have a good night. As soon as I was in the door I saw Sarah sitting alone at a table. She saw me at the same time and waved me over to join her. As I sat down she said:

"Thank God that you are here. Now maybe the assholes will stop coming over here and bothering me."

"I thought that was the purpose of you being here."

"What do you mean by that?"

"You come here to enjoy the music and dance and since you are alone the guys are going to come up to you and ask you to dance."

"There is that, but a lot of the guys here right now are regulars and are only interested in finding a female for some parking lot fun and so far those creeps are the only ones who have been coming over."

"Well you are safe with me. I don't do parking lots. I need a bed."

Her face got a sour look when I said that so I quickly said, "I was making a funny there sweets. You don't have to worry about me."

Her face lightened and then the waitress came up and took my order. I ordered one for Sarah also. The band hadn't set up yet and the music was from the bars sound system and a couple of couples were out on the floor dancing so I asked Sarah if she would like to dance. She said yes and so we moved out onto the floor.

It was a waltz and as I held her in my arms I wondered if she might say yes to a date and I made up my mind to ask her before the night was over. We stayed on the floor for two numbers and as I was walking her back to our table I noticed three other ladies that I had danced with on previous trips to Buckskins. Two of them had been ‘friends with benefits' at one time or another and one had almost attained that status. Thankfully it had been their choice to end things which made it easier for me to be around them when I came in to drink, dance or just listen to the music and on some nights they even danced with me.

I had just ordered another round for Sarah and myself when she suddenly said, "Oh goodie. They made it."

I turned to see Gwen and Stacy headed for us. Oh well, I knew it could happen and all it meant to me was that I would have a few less drinks and leave earlier that I had planned to. It also meant that I wouldn't be able to ask Sarah for a date. At least not on that night.

The band set up and for the next hour I took turns dancing with all three and, as on the previous Friday, all of my dances with Gwen were of the type where conversations wouldn't occur. Sarah and Stacy got up to use the bathroom and that left me sitting alone with Gwen. The band was on a break so the noise level was down.

I sat there glancing around the room looking at anything that would let me keep my eyes off Gwen when she said:

"What's the matter Bob? Cat got your tongue?"

"Not really. I just don't know what to say."

"You could say that you've missed me. Or would that be a lie?"

"No Gwen; it would not be a lie."

"Why haven't I heard from you then?"

"I saw no point in it."

"Why not Bob? I thought we had something going for us. How did it just go away?"

"You know why Gwen. I told you why the last time I talked with you."

"Yes; I remember that late night call, but what I don't understand is why you refused to let me explain. You wouldn't take my calls and you always seemed able to avoid me when I was looking for you. I remember saying to you that I thought we had something good going and I remember you replying that you thought so too. If you thought that weren't you at least a little curious as to why I was where I was and why I was with him there? Didn't you at least want to know?"

"No Gwen; I did not want to know. You apparently have no idea of how fragile the male ego is. The last thing I wanted to hear is that you were another guy because of some fault I had. Because I didn't measure up as far as you were concerned. The fact is that I never thought that I measured up, but the last thing I wanted was to hear it from you. So I took the cowards way out and didn't let you tell me."

"You are that insecure?"

I was quiet for several seconds and then said as I looked down at the table and said, "Yes; I guess that I am. I've only really cared for two women in my life and both of them did a number on me. Both took up with other guys and hid it from me. Both of them left me with doubts about myself. What was it that I didn't have that made them seek others? Both of them. Not one, but both so yes Gwen; I am that insecure."

"I am assuming that one of the two is me?"

I nodded a yes and she said, "I don't know about the other one, but I didn't do to you what you are assuming I did. If you would have just let me talk to you I could have cleared things up. I was not out with another guy because I thought you were lacking in some way. In fact I wasn't with another guy at least in that sense of the word.

"The man you saw me with was my brother Dave. He had flown in from Dallas to see a client. I was supposed to work late that night, but he called me at work when he finished his business and asked me to have dinner with him at Angelo's. Angelo's was closer to the airport than the Fisher Building and he was afraid that he might miss his flight home if he came all the way across town and then got hung up in traffic on his way back to the airport.

"I met him, we had dinner together and then I went back to work and he headed for the airport to catch his flight back to Dallas."

I was thinking about what she had just said and was wondering what I should say when Sarah and Stacy got back from the bathroom. I wasn't going to talk about personal stuff in front of the two of them so I didn't say anything to Gwen about what she had just told me.

And then the evening got strange.

The band came back from their break just as the two girls sat down and Carlos said, "I see that my old friend Bob Talbott is here tonight and our next number is his favorite. We haven't done it in a while, but since he is here we are going to pull it out, dust it off and give it a go.

I knew what he was going to play and it was a great song for an eastern swing. I was trying to decide which one of the three to ask for the dance. When the opening strains of "Ride Cowboy Ride" started a hand fell on my shoulder and a voice said:

"Off your butt Bobby; this is OUR song" and I turned and saw Melanie Murphey standing there. Mel was one of my ex-friends with benefits and Ride Cowboy Ride was indeed our song. It was the song that got us together way back when. If any of the three at the table had been with me as a date I would have said, "No thanks Mel" but I was not attached to anyone at the table so I got up and Mel and I hit the dance floor.



Mel and I looked good together and we had in fact placed in several dance contests at the Coach House Inn a few years back. When the song ended Mel kissed me on the cheek and said:

"Call me; I've still got the same number."

When I got back to the table all three women were looking at me and it was Sarah who voiced the question that was on all of their faces.

"This is our song Bobby?" You just have to tell us the story behind that."

I gave it a few seconds thought and then and hen told them the story.

"I met Mel on a Saturday night at the old Coach House Inn. The band that is here tonight is the same band that was there that night. I was alone that night and Mel was at a table with three girlfriends. Her three tablemates were out on the dance floor and she was sitting there watching. I could tell from the way she was moving on her chair and the way her fingers were tapping on the table that she wanted to be out there too.

"I hadn't come to dance; I was just there for a drink or two and to listen to the music. I was the only other unattached guy in the place that night and I could see that she really, really wanted to be out on that floor so I got off my bar stool and went over and asked her. We hit the floor just as the tune ended. The band had been playing for a while and I figured that they were at a point to take a break. Mel must have thought that too because she got a huge look of disappointment on her face.

"We were surprised when the band started "Ride Cowboy Ride." Mel became all smiles and when I asked her if she knew eastern swing she said yes and so we got down to it. When the song ended the band took a break. I walked Mel back to her table and on the way she said:

"That was fun. I hope they do that number again tonight."

"When we got to her table she introduced me to her friends and then I excused myself and went to the bathroom. When I left the bathroom I asked the barmaid where the band took their breaks. I went there, introduced myself to Carlos, told him what Mel had said, and then offered him a fifty if he would play it again for her. He refused the money and said that he would happily do it for someone who liked his music. He told me that it wouldn't be in his next set because that would be too soon after the first time, but if we hung around for the set after next he would do it again.

"I went back and told Mel what Carlos had told me and I could see she was disappointed and I asked her why. She told me that she had ridden with her friends and they were getting ready to leave. I told her there was no problem and that I would take her home. Her friends left and I joined her at the table and when Carlos played Ride again we got up and danced to it.

"There are five or six pretty decent country/western bands in the area and they rotate through the C&W bars in the area. After we finished dancing Mel went to Carlos and asked him where he would be appearing next. On the drive to her place she told me where he was going to be on the next weekend and asked me to take her there. Since it was the first time a girl ever asked me for a date I told her that I would love to. The following Friday when we got to the bar where he was playing he recognized us and he did Ride Cowboy Ride three times that night.

"The next weekend when we showed up and he saw us come in and at the start of his next set he said, "This one is for Bob and Mel" and he went into "Ride." We followed him for two months and he always did "Ride" for us at least twice. So yes, I guess "Ride Cowboy Ride" could be considered our song."

When I finished I could see that they were expecting more, but I didn't have a clue as to what it was. Stacy enlightened me.

"And then what happened?"

"I don't understand your question."

"No surprise there. You are a typical clueless male. What happened with you and Mel?"

"Nothing. We were just friends. Good friends having a good time dancing. We even competed in several dance contests and did pretty well."

"Pretty well?" Sarah asked. "What does that mean?"

"A second place finish and two third places."

I could tell from the looks on their faces that they believed that there was a lot more to Mel's and my relationship than that and they were of course right, but it was none of their business.

For the next hour we sat, drank, munched on snacks, listened to the music and danced. I danced with all three and even though Stacy had said that I was a clueless male I fully understood the signals that both she and Sarah were sending me on the dance floor. From the way they moved in close and pressed against me it was obvious they both wanted me to make a move. I had already considered asking Sarah for a date, but with all three of them there I just couldn't bring myself to do it. I wouldn't mind a date with Stacy either, but I would need a situation where I was alone with either of them before I could ask.

Did I even consider Gwen in the mix? No I didn't. I still figured that she was way out of my league and I couldn't see setting myself up to get burnt.

The band came back from its break and Carlos, having seen me and Mel out on the floor, must have thought that it was like old times and he started the set with "Ride Cowboy Ride." Gwen stood up, grabbed my hand and said:
"It might once have been that woman's and your song, but tonight I'm making it OUR song!"

She literally pulled me off my chair and drug me out onto the dance floor. Once there I got into the swing of things and Gwen and I moved well together. When the dance was over she said:

"That was fun. We need to find out where he will be next week so we can do it again."

I was still trying to get a grip on the situation when we got back to the table. Before I could even sit down Gwen said to her two friends:

"I know that both of you sluts would like to get your hooks into him, but you can forget it. I told both of you about the relationship I had with him and I intend to pull him back into that relationship even if I have to drag him kicking and screaming all the way."

Then she turned to me and said, "Come on cowboy. You need to take me home."

I was so surprised by what was happening that I just stood there until Gwen took me by the arm and herded me out the front door. By the time I got my wits back about me we were at my car. I started to say something and Gwen put her hand over my mouth and said:

"Not now. Wait until we get into the car."

We got in and she said, "It was obvious that you were never going to get off the dime and make a move so I decided that I was going to have to do it."

By then I was at the parking lot exit and I put on my blinkers for a right turn out of the lot. Gwen asked:

"What are you doing?
"Taking you home."

"Turn left."

"Why? The way to your place is that way" and I pointed to the right.

"True, but the way to your place is that way" and she pointed to the left.

"My place? Why would you want to go to my place?"

"Well Stacy did say you were clueless, but she clearly underestimated just how clueless."

She slid over next to me and put a hand on the bulge in my pants and said, "I should have done this sooner and locked you in, but I went slow because I didn't want to scare you off."

As she pulled down my zipper I broke out laughing.

"What's so funny" she asked.

"I was taking things slow because I didn't want to scare YOU off."

By then she had worked my cock out of my fly and she said, "That's all ancient history now Bobby" and then her mouth closed around my cock. I'm not stupid and I'd read about guys getting their cocks bitten off in accidents so I pulled over to the curb, parked and leaned back to enjoy. Gwen stayed at it until she got me off. I told her I was going to blow, but she kept on going and swallowed it all. She licked my cock clean and said:

"You need to hurry up and get us to your place so I can get busy getting you back up."

She didn't get to do that. By the time I pulled up and parked in front of my place it was back to being hard as a rock. As soon as we were in the door the clothes started coming off. By the time we got to the bedroom Gwen was bare ass naked and all I had on were my socks. I sat down on the bed and started to remove my socks and Gwen grabbed my arm and pulled me to her a she said:

"Forget about your stupid fucking socks!"

She pulled me on top of her and pretty much snarled, "Fuck me damn you; fuck me!"

I did. I did three times that night. And a couple of times the next morning. And afternoon. And evening.

It was Sunday evening before I took Gwen home and she wanted me to come in with her, but I begged off. I was going to need some rest if I was going to be worth a shit at work on Monday.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

That was the start of it. We dated a couple of times a week and one of those dates was always on a Friday and every Friday we went to whatever lounge or bar that featured Carlos Washington. He always did "Ride Cowboy Ride" at least twice for us and our dates usually ended up in my bedroom or Gwen's.

Six months went by and I was pretty content with my life, but I soon found out that I was the only one content with things the way they were. It was a Tuesday night and I was at Gwen's place having dinner. I was pushing a forkful of mashed potatoes in my mouth when Gwen said:

"Don't make any plans for us for this weekend."

I finished what I had in my mouth and said, "Why? What's up?"

"We are going to spend the weekend at my parents and my brother Dave will be flying in from Dallas."

"Why are we doing that?"

"My family wants to meet my future husband."

"Your future husband? What am I missing here?"

"Obviously you are lacking the good sense to ask me to marry you and since you may never get your head out of your ass and do it I'm taking things in my own hands. We will spend the weekend with my family and my father will shake your hand, welcome you to the family and then tell you that if you hurt his little girl he will hunt you down and hurt you.

"My mother will hug you, tell you how many grandbabies she wants and then start planning the wedding. My brother Dave will shake your hand and then sound you out on how you feel about hunting, fishing and NASCAR. My sister will hug you, kiss you and try to steal you away from me and I will cut your nuts off with a dull knife if you do not instantly shut her down. You already know Tony and Alice so they will probably leave you alone.

"My grandparents will just stand in the background and shake their heads although my grandfather will probably try to catch you alone and tell you to run for your life. For that very reason I will probably spend most of my time keeping him away from you."

"Do I have any say in this?"

"Of course you do. There are several things you can say and it would probably be a good thing if you start practicing them. There is "Yes dear," "Whatever you want dear," "As you wish my love," "Of course dear" and the ever popular "Your wish is my command my love."

"Did it not occur to you that the reason I haven't asked you to marry me is that I don't want to get married?"

Her face lost its smile and she said, "You don't want to marry me?"

"Wanting has nothing to do with it. I'm afraid to marry you" and then I went on to tell her my thoughts and feeling on the matter. She sat there and listened to it pour out of me and when I was done she shook her head negatively and said:

"Aren't you selling yourself short? What makes you think that I'm out of your league? It can't be just my looks" she said and then she saw the look on my face when she said it. "That's it isn't it? Spill it Bobby. Get it out there."

"I'm nothing special Gwen. Decent physical shape, not really good looking, but not really bad looking either. I have nothing special to offer a woman like you. On the other hand men are attracted to you like flies are attracted to sugar and honey. Sooner or later one that has all the things I lack is going to get your attention and you will be gone. I don't want the hurt that will come when it happens."

"Unreal! Un-fucking real! Did you ever stop to think that the things you think you lack are things I don't give a rat's ass about? I know what I look like Bobby. I've had men and boys sniffing after me since I was twelve years old and in the years since then there have been hundreds who have taken a shot at me. Some were better looking than you, some were richer than you and even though it might not set well with you to hear me say it some were smarter than you.

"But none of them Bobby, not a single one, had that certain something that made me want to make them a permanent part of my life. You have it Bobby. It took me a while before I realized it, but you have it. I can't describe it; it is a feeling that says "Hang onto this one. Don't let him get away." What it boils down to Bobby is that you either want me or you don't. I want you, but as they say it takes two to tango. If you want me you have to get up off your ass and do what needs to be done.

"As they say down on the farm "Its nut cutting time!" What's it to be Bobby?"


+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

For the curious among you:

1. Her mother wanted four and she did immediately start planning the wedding.
2. Her brother found out that hunting and fishing were in and NASCAR was out.
3. I did shut down her sister Ilene and
4. It has been nine years and her father hasn't had to hunt me down and hurt me.

Oh, lest I forget. Her grandfather did get me alone and tell me to run for my life but I didn't and I'm damned glad that I didn't.

"Ride Cowboy Ride" is still our song and Carlos did it four times at our wedding reception.



            Friday Night At The Alhanbra

            Another cheating wife story.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/friday-night-at-the-alhanbra

Title: Friday Night At The Alhanbra

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Another cheating wife story.

Tags: cheating wife




It was Friday night at the Alhambra Lounge. There was a large crowd and everyone was having a good time. The joint was jumping as some might say. Even though I was sitting at the bar with a vodka tonic in my hand I wasn't there to drink and dance. I was there to do something ill-advised and I fully expected to get in trouble because of it. Trouble that could possibly see me in a jail cell.
As I nursed my drink my eyes were on a couple sitting on the other side of the room. I'd had my eye on them for almost an hour. They, or more to the point he, was the reason I was there. I knew he would be there because he was a creature of habit. He was there every Friday night; probably to show support for his wife's brother whose band played at the Alhambra every weekend.
Finally what I was waiting and hoping for happened. The song was a slow waltz and the couple got up and moved out onto the floor. I gave them a minute or so to get into the rhythm and then I got up and went out onto the floor. I approached him from behind, tapped him on the shoulder and said:
"May I cut in?"
He turned to see what kind of an asshole would try to cut in on him and his wife. As soon as he was facing me I punched him in the mouth. Okay, it was a sucker punch, but so what? I put my full two hundred pounds and a month's worth of anger and rage behind the punch and he went straight to the floor. He landed with his legs open and I took advantage of that and kicked him hard in the crotch.
His wife stood there looking on in horrified disbelief, but her hand automatically reached for what I'd taken out of my pocket and offered her. She looked at the picture of her husband fucking my wife and the look of horrified disbelief turned to rage and she kicked her downed husband several times in the stones with the pointy toe of her 4" CFMs as I walked back to my seat at the bar and waited to see if the law would arrive and want to talk to me.
Apparently no one called the cops, but I did have someone who wanted to talk to me. A couple of someone's actually. First it was the brother. The band took their break right after they finished the song his sister and brother in law were dancing to. He came up to me and I could see he wasn't going to be belligerent so I sat there, sipped my drink and waited. When he got to me he asked:
"Why did you nail Jim?"
I took a picture out of my pocket and gave it to him to look at.
"The woman is my wife" I said.
He looked at the picture and handed it back to me.
"I've told Norma all along that he was an asshole. Now maybe she will believe me."
"I guess I was wrong."
"In what?"
"I assumed that he was here every Friday to show support for your band, but it doesn't sound like you have that kind of relationship."
"You are right on that. I can't stand the asshole and he knows it. The reason that he is here every Friday is that my deal with management includes free drinks for all of my relatives on Friday. So why are you sitting here? I would have thought that you would want to get out of here after smacking him."
I figured that the cops would be called and I'd rather they get to me here than at the house."
"Not likely that anyone called them. He isn't all that well liked and in fact quite a few of the people here tonight probably enjoyed the show. Got to go join the boys. Don't be a stranger" he said as he left to find the rest of the band.
I watched a couple of guys help dipshit get off the floor and help him over to his booth and while that was happening his wife came over to me.
"Got any more of these?" she asked holding up the photo that I had given her.
"Couple of dozen" I said, "And two hours of video."
"Can I get copies?"
"You certainly can."
"You know that you have created a problem for me tonight right?"
"I would think that cluing you in would end a problem for you."
"Not that. He can't drive me home in the condition he is in and even if he could I wouldn't let him in the house."
"No problem; I'll drive you home."
"I'm ready to leave now."
Once in my car I said, "Your brother told me that your name was Norma so since I know yours I guess you should know mine. I'm Bob Lloyd."
"Given the circumstances I can't say that I'm really all that glad to make your acquaintance, but it a way I guess that I am somewhat happy to meet you."
"Oh? That sounds a bit strange."
"I'm happy because you gave me a gift tonight."
"A gift? I don't understand."
"You have given me my freedom. I've known that Jim has been cheating on me for a couple of years now, but I haven't had the means to hire a private detective to get me the proof. What you gave me tonight is just what I need to dump his sorry ass."
"Sounds like my story. I've suspected that Vykki has been cheating on me for quite some time, but I didn't have enough money to hire someone until a month ago. My grandfather passed away and left me some money. I never told Vykki how much so I was able to use some of it to get the goods on her."
When we reached her house she said, "I'd like to invite you in, but I'm afraid you might take it the wrong way."
"How's that?"
"You might think I wanted to get revenge on Jim by sleeping with another guy and I picked you to do it with. That is not why I would like to ask you in. What I want is to be able to pick your brain for all you know about Jim and what he has been doing."
"You would be safe with me. If I were to climb into your bed I would be no better than Vykki and I won't allow myself to sink to that level."
I followed her into her house and into the living room. She pointed at the couch and asked if I would like a drink or should she put the coffee on.
"Coffee would be fine for me. I don't want to stay here too long. If I'm here when your husband gets here I might just go after him again."
"He won't come home. Before I walked away from him I told him not to come home. I told him if he did I would shoot him."
"Would you really do that?"
"Probably not, but he knows I'm pissed and he knows my temper when I'm pissed and he also knows I have a hand gun."
"You have a gun?"
"You sound surprised."
"It's just that outside of cops I've never known a woman who has a gun."
"I bought it for protection when I'm taking the day's receipts to the night deposit drawer at the bank. It's a Llama .380. Looks like a baby .45 and Jim knows that I know how to use it."
As she headed for the kitchen to make the coffee I had to ask myself why her husband was fucking my wife when he had something like Norma at home. She was a sexy looking woman and if I wasn't still tied to Vykki I could see myself going after her. Oh well, I wasn't going to be tied to Vykki too much longer and then who knows? Norma came back and sat down next to me on the couch.
"Coffee will be ready in about five. So; how long has Jim been seeing your wife?"
"A month that I know of. That's when I put the PI on her, but it could have been longer. Thinking back on it our marriage seemed to change about two years ago, but I've been really suspicious of Vykki for a little over a year now. I believe that she has been cheating on me since I noticed the change in our relationship. Jim could be the only one or he could be one of many. He just happened to be the one I caught her with."
"What did she say when you confronted her?
"I haven't done that yet. I guessing that she will is going to find out I know when your husband calls her tomorrow. I'm curious to see how she handles it."
"You've known for a month and you have let her keep on doing it?"
"When I found out for sure I went to an attorney to get the information about getting a divorce. It seems that we live in a state that has no fault divorce laws. Doesn't matter who does what to cause the split a no fault divorce is cut and dried. You split everything fifty-fifty. I don't give a damn about what the laws say. I'm not going to see Vykki rewarded for stabbing me in the back. Once I found out how the divorce would go down I started moving some things around and hiding things. Vykki might get fifty percent, but it will fifty percent of a lot less that there was a month ago."
"So what can you tell me about Jim and your wife?"
They meet every Monday and Thursday. Those are the two nights that Vykki supposedly plays cards with some sorority sisters from her college days and attends meetings of a book club that she supposedly belongs to at the library."
"Those are the nights that Jim is supposed to be bowling and attending lodge meetings."
"He spent three nights at my place when I had to go out of town on a business trip. That's where the videos that I have come from. I don't know if that was the first and only time, but I average one business trip a month so it could have been a regular thing for them."
"I guess that explains Jim's sudden business trips. They always seemed to be sudden, but I never even thought they were fake."
"What are you going to do?"
"Dump his worthless ass, only I'm not going to give him time to hide assets. First thing Monday morning I'm getting a lawyer, It is just too damned bad that they don't work on Saturday or I'd see one tomorrow."
"Actually I do know one who works on Saturday. If you are serious I can put you in touch."
"I'm serious alright!"
I took out my cell phone and hit a speed dial number. When the call was answered I put the phone in speaker mode and said, "You can stand down. I won't need you to bail me out."
"How did you manage that?"
"I guess he wasn't all that well liked and nobody bothered to call the cops."
"You have got to be one of the luckiest men I know."
"I'll take all the luck I can get bro. I'm on speaker and I'm with the asshole's wife right now and she told me that if there were any attorneys working on Saturday she would be waiting at their door when they opened in the morning. I know you don't usually chase ambulances, but would you like to take her case?"
"Are you kidding? With all the stuff you have on her husband it will be a slam dunk."
"Okay then; Norma met my fraternity brother Sam Medway. Sam, meet Norma."
I handed her the phone and then asked where the bathroom was and then left to use it and give her some privacy. When I finished taking care of business I went back. The phone was still on speaker so I said:
"I'm back."
"We got it all covered. You take care. I'm going to bed. Talk to you later" and he broke the connection. I put my phone back in my pocket and Norma said, "Sam told me he would file on Monday morning and have Jim served at work that afternoon. He said he could do it that quick because all he has to do is copy your paperwork and put my information in place of yours. Is your wife going to be served on Monday also?"
"That's the plan."
"Then what?"
"Then the dance starts."
"The dance?"
"Vykki will not go quietly. She will get an attorney and fight the divorce. She will throw up every roadblock that she can and I'll do my best to work around them. Sam says she will probably try to get the court to order counselling. She can't stop the divorce, but she will figure if she can make it too expensive for me I just might drop it."
"Would you?"
"Not a chance in hell. I might have been able to get by a onetime indiscretion, but a long affair? Not going to happen. Then there are the things she said about me in their pillow talk. And since I will be giving you a copy of everything I have I'll warn you ahead of time that you don't come off too well in their pillow talk either. It makes me wonder why they even stayed with a couple of losers like us."
"I know only too well why Jim stays with me. I'm the money in this family and the sweet part, at least for me, is that I won't have to suffer all of the no fault bullshit. I've got an ironclad prenuptial agreement."
"If you are the money why couldn't you have hired a private detective?"
"The money is in a trust fund that I don't get until I'm thirty and I've still got sixteen months to wait. I can draw on it for medical and educational expenses but that's it until I'm thirty. But it is more than that. I make a third more at my job than Jim does at his and it is my money that allows us to live in the style that we do. But even at that there is no extra that I could pull out to pay for an investigator. It is probably partially my fault that Jim took up with your wife."
"How is that?"
"If I had let him know that I was suspicious when I first thought he was cheating he might have stopped. The pre-nup was quite specific when I came to adultery. He knew full well what he would lose if I caught him. But then I guess that is a good indication of what he thinks about me. That I'm too stupid and clueless to ever catch on to what he was doing. When can I get copies of what you have?"
"Sam has it all. When you go in to sign the paperwork tell him I said to give you copies."
I looked at my watch and said, "I've got to get going. Can I call you from time to time to see how things are going?"
"I certainly hope you will. Again, I want to thank you for the gift you've given me. Maybe you will let me take you to dinner some night as a way of thanking you."
"I'd like that. I'll give you a call when the dust settles at my house. I have no idea what I'm going home to. Your hubby might have recovered enough to give Vykki a call. I hadn't planned on letting her know I was wise to her until she was served with the divorce papers on Monday. I guess I should have thought of that before going after your husband. Oh well, too late to worry about that now."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Vykki seemed her normal self so I guessed she hadn't received a phone call from her lover. She greeted me with a kiss and then asked me why I was late. I told her that Al (my boss) had wanted to celebrate signing the Johnson contract so we stopped and had a couple of drinks.
"I called to let you know, but you didn't answer your cell or the home phone."
"I walked off and left my cell on my desk at work. I never heard the home phone ring. Have you eaten?"
"I had a ground round with the drinks so I'm okay."
"Have dessert?"
"No."
"Want some?"
"What have we got?"
"Come on into the bedroom and I'll show you."
I looked at her and since I didn't say anything she must have thought I was a little slow on the uptake and she said, "We haven't made love in almost a week and I'm feeling a little needful."
I had known what she meant, but my hesitation was because I was considering if I wanted to do it or not. Vykki was not one of my favorite people at the moment, but then I decided that I'd better take what I could get while I could get it. Only God knew how long it might be before I would get laid again after Vykki was served. I smiled at her and said:
"I'll race you."
Once we got to the bedroom you would never have known from her actions that she considered me worthless in bed. I learned that from the video I had of her and her lover. According to what she'd told him I a little dick and had never come even close to satisfying her like he did. I was the original 'minute man' and I'd get myself off in under a minute and then roll over and go to sleep on her. I wasn't man enough to eat her pussy and she thought I was going to have a heart attack the one time she mentioned that she would like to try anal and that I hadn't touched her for weeks after she asked. All absolute bullshit! I did all of those things and I had never, not once, rolled over and gone to sleep on her and I didn't think that my cock was all that small. I readily admit that I'm nowhere close to huge, but I considered that I was average with six and a half inches.
The only thing that might have been true was that I couldn't satisfy her. I'd always thought that I had. If I hadn't then Vykki was one hell of an actress to be able to fake all of the orgasms that I thought I'd given her. But there had to have been a reason for her to stray so maybe I didn't satisfy her. Maybe she was a closet nymphomaniac, but that didn't seem likely or she would have needed a lot more than she was getting from the asshole.
Whatever!
I started by doing what she told asswipe that I wouldn't do. I went down on her and ate her to an orgasm and then I moved up and slid my 'little dick' into her and fucked her to another orgasm and by the bedside clock it took the 'minute man' eleven hard at it minutes to get the job done. Next I moved into a sixty-nine and let Vykki get me stiff again. Once hard I did another thing that my lying whore of a wife said I wouldn't do. I took her ass. I got her off two more times before I got my second nut of the night. Eighteen minutes for that one.
Then, for the first time in married memory I did do something that Vykki had told her lover that I always did. I rolled over and went to sleep. I wondered how Vykki took that. It was the first time ever that I didn't snuggle up to her after making love and fall asleep with her in my arms. I hoped that she laid awake thinking about it and wondering – or maybe worrying – about the change.
Or Saturday ritual was to wake up, shower and then go out for breakfast, but on that Saturday Vykki changed the program. She woke me up with a blow job which was something that she hadn't done in years and I wondered if it was because of the way I had ended the previous evening. Was she concerned over the fact that I hadn't behaved normally by rolling away and going to sleep? I'd probably never know, but I did go along with the flow. Once again because I had no idea when I'd get laid again after Vykki got served on Monday. The blow job led to morning sex which led to a shower which in turn led us back to the bed and we never did make it out for breakfast and had to settle for lunch instead.
I spent the rest of the day doing the usual weekend chores like cutting the grass, pulling weeds out of the flower beds and washing the cars. It was a good thing that I had made the decision to take what I could get while I could get it. Over dinner Vykki informed me that playtime was over for a while, Aunt Flo had come to visit a day earlier than expected. Sunday was a normal day and I spent it working around the house. Around noon Vykki's mother came over to pick her up to go shopping. Once they were gone I gave Norma a call to see how things were going on her end. She told me that she had gone to Sam's office and signed the necessary papers to start the divorce. She had gotten the copies of the pictures and videos and had gone home and checked them out.
"I was just in the right mood when Jim came home. He came in the house like nothing had happened and I told him to leave. He told me that it was his house as much as mine and he wasn't going anywhere. I left the room and came back a minute later with my pistol and told him that he had until the count of ten to get out the door. I told him that if he was still there by the time I reached ten he would start leaking red stuff. He could see on my face that I meant it and he got the hell out of there."
"Would you really have done it?"
"After hearing that shit he said about me on those videos? Bet your ass I would have! How are things at your place?'
"Peaceful. Apparently Vykki hasn't heard from your husband. Either that or she is one hell of an actress, but when I stop to think about it I guess she is. She has had me convinced for years that she was a faithful and loving wife. Oh well, live and learn. Did Sam tell you when he would have your papers ready?"
"He said he would file with the court first thing in the morning and have Jim served whenever I wanted. I don't know what your plans are, but I told him to serve Jim at work sometime in the afternoon."



"That was my plan also. Of course I was hoping that it would be a huge surprise for her, but surprise isn't likely now."
"Sorry. I didn't mean to ruin it for you."
"You didn't. I ruined it myself by going after your husband on Friday night. Even if your hubby doesn't call her he will let her know that I'm onto her when they get together to talk when they get to work on Monday. The important thing is that it will be over with except for the court shit and I can start getting on with my life."
"Can we get together Monday evening? I'll buy you that dinner I promised and we can have a drink or two to celebrate."
"I won't know until late tomorrow if I can. I'll be busy moving out of the house as soon as Vykki goes to work. The house is hers. It was given to her by her parents when they retired and moved to Arizona."
"I'll hold it open. Give me a call if you can't make it."
Even though the house was in Vykki's name it was still going to be fought over in the divorce. When her parent's gave her the house it still had a mortgage on it and Vykki assumed the mortgage. It might be in her name, but it was my paychecks that made up half of the mortgage payments. I intended to try and get some of that money back and Sam had told me that I had a better than average chance of making it happen. When Vykki got home from shopping she fixed dinner and after eating we sat on the couch and watched TV until bedtime. Once in bed Vykki snuggled up to me for what was going to be the last time.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I kissed Vykki goodbye and she told me that she would probably beat me home from work and have dinner ready when I got home. She naturally assumed that I would be going to work, but she was wrong. I'd taken the day off and I planned on being moved out of the house by the time Vykki got home from work. I hit a local restaurant for some breakfast and to give Vykki time to leave for work. After eating I went to the house, made sure that Vykki was gone and then I went inside, called my brother and then started to pack my things.
My brother Tom showed up thirty minutes after I'd called him and by one we had everything of mine out of the house and stored in Tom's garage. It would sit there until I could find a place to live. Tom and his wife Pat were going to let me stay in one of their spare bedrooms until I could find a place. I'd called Sam and he told me that the plan was to serve Vykki and Norma's husband at two-thirty.
On a whim I called Norma and asked if she would like some company while waiting for the phone calls we expected to receive after our spouses were served and she told me to come on over. I got to her place a little after two and as we sat at her kitchen table and sipped iced tea we talked about what we thought would happen when the two cheaters were served. I predicted that Vykki would call me and tell me that I was blowing things all out of proportion and that we needed to sit down and talk.
"Are you going to" Norma asked.
"No. All Vykki will do is lie to me and tell me all the usual shit cheaters spout when they are caught. It isn't what I think, she loves only me, and we can get by it and all the other bullshit in the cheater's handbook. She has been lying to me ever since she started up with your husband and maybe even with other lovers before him. I won't believe a word she says so why should I waste my time talking to her?"
"That pretty much sums up what I expect to hear from Jim. Can we talk about something other than those two shitheads?"
"Of course we can. How about those Broncos?"
I tossed that out as a joke, but she surprised me when she said, "It all depends on how Manning plays. He has been a bit erratic these last two seasons. And so far this year he seems interception prone. If he can get his shit together the donkeys could go all the way."
I was impressed. She had summed up my thoughts exactly. [Authors note – at the time of this writing the Broncos were 6-0]. We started talking football and were discussing Denver's defense when my cell phone rang. I saw from the screen that it was from Vykki and I glanced at my watch and saw that it was two thirty-five.
"Show time" I said and put the phone in speaker mode as I took the call.
"Good afternoon. This is Bob."
"What in the fuck is with this divorce shit?"
"It is what one usually does when he finds out that his so called loving wife is a cheating slut."
"Where the hell do you get off calling me a cheating slut?"
"Isn't that what you were doing when you were fucking Jim? And by the way, his wife feels the same way. I say that in case you weren't around when he was served."
"Fucking Jim? Where the hell did you get that sick idea from?"
"From the pictures and video tapes my private detective got for me."
"Pictures? Videos?"
"I do hope that you aren't going to try and tell me that it is all a mistake. That it isn't you in the pictures and video. I might, just might, buy that you have a look alike cousin or something like that, but there isn't any way you can sell me that Jim also has a double and that your double and his double just happened to get together and they are who my PI got the goods on. Face it Vykki; you are busted."
"We will talk about this when we get home tonight."
"No we won't. When you get home you will find that I have moved out. All communication between us from this point on will have to be through my attorney. Goodbye Vykki."
Just as I broke the connection Norma's phone rang and she looked at the screen.
"It's Jim. He never calls me during the day." She laughed and said, "I wonder what the emergency is?"
She took the call and put the phone on speaker. "Hello?"
"It's me. What the hell is this divorce shit?"
Norma said to me, "They must be reading from the same script."
"What?" her hubby asked.
"I was just telling Bob that it sounds like you and your slut girlfriend are reading from the same script. What you said when I answered the phone is almost word for word what she said when she called him."
"Who is this Bob guy?"
"I'm your sluts about to be ex-husband" I said.
"Why are you with my wife?"
Norma answered saying, "We are watching the videos that his private detective got of you and his wife and we have been critiquing your performance. We have pretty much decided that the two of you couldn't make it in the porn industry."
"Oh yeah? She's a lot better in the sack than you are."
"You are so full of shit" I said. "Norma is one hell of a lot better than that slut I was married to."
"And he sure is a hell of a lot better than you ever were at your best" Norma tossed in as we smiled at each other and 'high-fived' and then she said, "And I'll tell you the same thing he told his whore of a wife just a couple of minutes ago. From now on all communication between us will have to go through my attorney. His card should be in the paperwork you were served. I'll let you in the house at six tonight to get your clothes and things and you had best be aware that I will have my pistol in my hand with one in the chamber and the hammer cocked the entire time you are here."
He was silent for a second or two and then he said to me, "You sucker punched me asshole and I'm going to be looking for you to get some payback."
"You won't have to look for me. I'll be sitting on the front porch steps when you show up to get your stuff tonight. Make sure you bring your best game with you. I've got a lot of anger in me and kicking your ass will let a lot of it out."
He never said a word and after thirty seconds or so Norma decided that he had ended the call and she flipped her phone closed.
"Are you really going to be sitting on the steps waiting for him?"
"I said I'd be there and I wouldn't want him to think I'm a liar or that I'm afraid of him."
"I'll have dinner ready just in case you work up an appetite."
"I have a couple of apartments that I want to check out this afternoon, but I'll be back by five in case he decides to come early."
"I have plenty of room here. You could move in with me."
"I appreciate the offer, but it wouldn't look right."
"I'm only offering you a room; not a room with privileges."
"It still wouldn't look right and I won't give the slut anything that she can try to use against me. I've got her cold and I don't want to give her any wiggle room."
"The offer is open in case you change your mind."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't think much of the apartments that I looked at and by ten to five I was back at Norma's. There was a front porch swing and Norma brought out a tray with a pitcher of iced tea and a plate of cookies. We sat on the swing and talked about our situation.
"What are you going to do about your about to be ex" Norma asked.
"Just what I've already done. Move out and start the divorce."
"No revenge of any kind?"
"No. Can't see any sense in it. I do something to her, she gets back at me and then I have to escalate things and the she also ramps things up. It would be a waste of time and when you get right down to it you have care about someone to put any effort into it and quite frankly I don't care enough about Vykki to want to spend any time on her."
At twenty to six a car pulled into the drive, parked and her husband got out. He looked at us sitting on the swing and he went around to the back of the car, opened the trunk, took out a baseball bat and started toward the porch. When he got close he said, with a big grin on his face, "I did what you told me. I brought my best game" and he pointed the bat at me.
I was looking around for something to grab up to use as an equalizer when I heard a loud BANG and saw her husband fall to the ground. I turned and saw Norma pointing what looked like a miniature Colt .45 at her downed hubby.
"You fucking bitch" he screamed, "You shot me!"
"Indeed I did asshole, but it was only in the leg. You can thank your lucky stars that I'm pretty good with this thing."
She set the gun down next to her on the swing, took out her cell out of her pocket and called 911.
"My husband came after me with a baseball bat and I had to shoot him. He needs an ambulance."
"No. He is on the ground writhing in pain and screaming at me. He can't hurt me."
"Yes, I understand. I'll put it down as soon as the police get here."
"Not unless he comes off the ground and comes at me again. If he does I won't bother trying to wound him again; I'll just empty the clip into his center mass."
She closed the phone and said, "You might want leave before the police get here. No sense dragging you into this."
"No. I'll back you. Run into the house and grab all the material that you got from Sam and bring it out here. The story we will tell the cops is that I was bringing the stuff over to you and I got here just as he headed for you with the bat. I heard him hollering, "Divorce me bitch?! I'll fuck you up before I'll let that happen."
"He will deny it and say we are lying."
"So what? It will still be the two of us against him and the ball bat is next to him and has his fingerprints all over it. We tell the truth about everything else right up until he pulled into the driveway. We tell them about waiting together for his and Vykki's panicky phone calls, what was said and that you told him he could come by at six to pick up his clothes. I left to go and get you the pictures and videos and was going to be back here by six so I'd be handy if he planned on doing something stupid. I got here just after he did and saw the whole thing."
"You think it will work?"
"As long as we stick to the story it should."
While we talked dipshit rolled around on the ground holding his leg and cursing. Norma went into the house and got the material and when she came back we sat on the swing, listened to hubby whine and waited for the cops. We heard the sirens and a minute later two black and whites pulled up at the curb, four cops got out with guns drawn and pointed our way. They spread out and moved toward the porch and Norma and I raised our hands do they could see we were empty handed. Two of them went to the downed man who was crying:
"She shot me! The bitch shot me!"
By the time the cops had secured the scene an ambulance was there and they hauled the wounded man away. I told the cops to make sure that they handled the baseball bat carefully as it was evidence. Norma and I were separated and taken to the police station and put into separate rooms. A detective came in and I told my story. Three hours later I was released and driven back to Norma's where I picked up my car and headed for Tom's place.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
They kept Norma until around noon the next day. She called me to let me know that she was home. The police must have bought our story because she was only charged with discharging a firearm within the city limits and then released on her own recognizance. We compared what we went through at the station and concluded that we should be alright.
"I'd ask you over for dinner, but under the circumstances I think we should stay away from each other for a while."
I agreed with her but told her that I would call and keep in touch.
At four Norma called me and told me that the story had made the local paper and asked me if I had seen it. I hadn't so I went down to the 7-11 and bought a copy. I wasn't mentioned, but Norma and her Hubby were. The story said that hubby was in the hospital. But not in critical condition and that Norma had been charged, but released on her own recognizance.
That afternoon I received eleven calls on my cell from Vykki and I deleted all eleven of them before deciding to take the twelfth when it came in. I was just a tad brusque when I answered the call.
"What the hell do you want? What part of all communication will be through my attorney did you not understand?"
"I need to talk with you Bobby. I need you to hear me out. I need to explain to you what happened and how it happened. I need to show you that I love you and don't want to be apart from you."
"That's what you need Vykki, but what I need is to get rid of your lying cheating ass. This is the last call I'm taking from you."
"I'm going to fight the divorce Bobby. I'll get a shark for a lawyer and fight you every step of the way. I've talked to friends who have gone through divorces and I've learned what I can do."
"You haven't learned shit Vykki. You can't stop a divorce. You can delay it, slow it down, make it expensive, but you can't stop it as long as I don't knuckle under. You can't force me to take you back. You can't force me to live with you. All you can do Vykki is cost us both a lot of money in attorney's fees and court costs. If you want to pay your attorney a couple years of attorney's fees then go ahead. Eventually, regardless of what you do I will be granted a divorce."
I paused as if I'd had a thought and then said, "Maybe you fighting the divorce will work for me. I can tell my attorney to just stop the divorce. I don't really need it because I have no plans on ever getting married again so I have no crying need to be single. I'll save money on the deal. I won't have a big legal bill and there will be no court ordered alimony and the court won't get involved with dividing our assets. Yeah! The more I think about it the more I like the idea.
Go ahead Vykki. Fight it and I'll pull it. Yeah. That will work for me. Who knows; someday you might meet some guy and want to get married and then you'll be the one who wants a divorce. You will have to pay an attorney and all the court costs and if I don't fight it I won't have to pay out a dime. Then again maybe I'll decide to fight it so I can keep you and your new love from getting married. So there you have it Vykki. Your choice. Sign the papers and send them in and it will all be over in a few months. Fight it and I'll do what I've just outlined. One thing that both choices have in common is that as far as you are concerned I'm gone and I'm not coming back. Goodbye Vykki" and I hung up on her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Several things happened over the next month. Some good and some not so good. Vykki didn't sign the papers and send them in, but she didn't get an attorney and fight the divorce either. Sam thinks that she thinks that if she doesn't sign the papers and return them that the divorce can't go on and that by doing it that way she doesn't have to pay an attorney.
"She is wrong of course, but it isn't to our benefit to make her aware of that. We have proof of service and her non-response means that things will continue on."
"Norma's husband was charged with felony menacing and on the strength of that Norma was able to get a restraining order against him. All of the above was the good news part. The not so good part was that Jim got a lawyer and was fighting her divorce. She couldn't lose given all the evidence she had against him, but he could stall things and make it costly for her. The other not so good thing was that the DA was running for reelection and wouldn't drop the charges against Norma. We figured that it was because his opponent could try to use it against him saying he was soft on crime.
At the divorce hearing Vykki didn't show up (probably still thinking that if she did not participate nothing could happen) and the judge granted my petition. I left the court room knowing that in one hundred and twenty days I would be a free man. I had dinner with Norma that evening and she again offered me a room.
"You don't have to worry about how it will look anymore since your divorce has been granted."
"That might be true in my case, but not in yours. You can't afford to give Jim anything he can use against you."
"I don't care. Sam tells me that the divorce is a slam dunk because of the adultery and the ball bat thing."
"Maybe the divorce is a slam dunk, but part of the divorce is the division of assets and my living here might cloud that issue for you."
"That doesn't matter. The most he can get is half of the house and part of our checking and savings. I've only got a year to go until I come into my trust. I'll be all right so I don't care about any of that."
"But I do. I probably shouldn't say it now, but over the last couple of months I've developed feelings for you and I don't want to do anything that might make your road harder."
"Why would you say that? That you probably shouldn't say that?"
"Because I want to spend time with you and I can't."
"Why not? Did you ever stop to think that maybe your feelings might be reciprocated?"
"That isn't the point. I have to stay away from you for your own good."
"I just told you that I don't care about what the asshole does where the divorce is concerned. I have an ironclad pre-nup that spells out just what the asshole is entitled to."
"That is only part of it Norma. We can't give the DA or your husband anything that they can use in their court cases. I'm probably going to have to testify in both trials and I have to minimize what they can use against me. I can probably get away with seeing you once a week for dinner and say it is just the two of us keeping each other abreast of what is going on in our divorces since it was our spouses that caused the divorce action. And I'm not even totally sure that once a week is wise. There needs to be a distance between us until the court cases are over with."
She sat there and looked at me for several seconds and then said, "Why does life have to suck?"
I knew just what she was feeling.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next two months I did take Norma out to dinner once a week. It hurt like hell not being able to take things where I really wanted to go, but I forced myself to keep my distance. Over the same period I was getting three or four calls a week from Vykki begging me to talk to her and pleading with me to come home. I just hung up on her without saying a word.



Norma's trial was a bit anti-climactic. The DA presented his case and his star witness was Norma's husband. He of course denied that the bat was for Norma and then he fucked up and said it was for me. I saw the DA's face turn sour when he heard Jim say that. I guess he didn't do a very good job of coaching his witness. Norma told the story that we had agreed on and then I spoke my piece. Yes, I know it was perjury, but I didn't give a shit. The asshole broke up my marriage and I owed him some payback. They jury was out less than fifteen minutes and came back with a verdict of not guilty.
Hubby's trial was three weeks later and the jury was only out for twenty minutes before coming back with a guilty verdict. He got a year and a day and then he proved that he was a bonehead when in front of the judge, jury, prosecutor and all the spectators he hollered at me:
"I'll get you for this motherfucker!"
I smiled at him. I knew the day would come when he would try to even the score and his outburst would be on the record and would help put him away again.
Once the two trials were out of the way I took Norma up on her offer to move in with her. My first night there she came into my room naked and crawled into bed with me.
"I've wanted this for months" she said as she put her hand on my cock. Once we had jokingly told her hubby on the phone that Norma was a hell of a lot better in the sack than Vykki and it turned out to be the stone assed truth. The woman was insatiable and I thought I'd gotten my hands on a nymphomaniac. She got five times out of me that night and that was one more than Vykki had ever gotten out of me. She went off like a skyrocket when I ate her pussy and I felt like a vacuum cleaner had gotten ahold of me when she sucked my cock. Missionary, cowgirl, doggie, anal and oral until I was too weak to lift my head. She woke me with a blow job in the morning and gave me another one before dinner when I got home that evening. That night she could only get four times out of me and the next night she was only able to get three. I finally told her that we were going to have to cut back some so I would have enough strength to go to work. It settled out to once a night four or five times a week and two or maybe three times on the weekends.
I'd like to be able to tell you that we lived happily ever after, but I can't. Norma and I had a torrid sexual affair that at times seemed like we were bound and determined to fuck each other to death, but we finally woke up to the fact that hot sex (and football) were all that we had in common. We liked each other a lot, but there was no love there. Still, like and hot sex was enough to keep us going until one day she came home from work and told me that she'd met a guy that she wanted to get to know better. I was packed and gone in a day. I wished her well and told her I would always be available for a booty call if needed.
"I'll hold you to that" she said, but I never did hear from her after that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
One last act in the drama that was my life to that point. Two days after the divorce from Vykki was final she got the papers in the mail and I received a phone call from her.
"You bastard! How could you do this to me? I didn't agree to any of this bullshit! No alimony? You make twice what I make. How fair is that? And this shit about me owing you thirty thousand for your share of the house? You don't have any share of the house. It is my house. It was mine and mine alone."
I laughed at her and said, "Oh but you did agree to all of it. You agreed with it by not getting a lawyer to advise you and you agreed by not fighting the divorce. You can take out a second mortgage on the house to come up with my thirty. Look on the bright side. It only cost you thirty thousand to get rid of me. I'd call that a bargain."
"But I didn't want to get rid of you."
As I hung up I was glad she couldn't see my face. The sad fact was that I hadn't wanted to get rid of her either, but the even sadder fact was that I wasn't built to allow me to stay with a cheater. I believed in the old saw that "Once a cheater always a cheater."
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I was on my back, totally fucked out, and she stood next to the bed looking down at me and looking for all the world like she had just awakened and was as fresh as a daisy. No one seeing her at that moment would have believed that she had been sucking and fucking me for five hours. No one would have imagined that those lips had been wrapped around my cock and that mouth had swallowed my cum. She looked so fresh that no one would have believed that her pussy had taken two of my loads and that her ass -- her beautiful heart shaped ass -- had taken a third and a fourth. She looked exactly like what she wasn't -- a sweet looking faithful wife.
She smiled and said, "Take plenty of vitamins baby; I need you to last longer next time" and then she left me to go home to her husband and kids.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I had watched her dress I'd thought back on the circumstances that had brought us together. I was your typical dyed in the wool every day clueless husband. I'd been married to Ruth for a little over six years and I was happy in my marriage. I could barely stand to be away from my wife, but we both had to work if we were ever going to have the house and family that we wanted.
All that the end of the work day meant to me was that it was time to hurry home to my lovely and loving wife. Make no mistake about it -- Ruth was my reason for being and she had been from the moment she called me a clumsy asshole.
It had happened at Clancy's; a night spot in lower downtown. I was in the habit of stopping there after work with some of the guys I worked with to hoist a few and let off some steam by bad mouthing management. Clancy's had a band Thursday through Saturday and it was a Thursday night and the place was crowded.
Service tended to be a bit slow on live music nights because the place was so packed that the waitresses had to slowly and carefully work their way through the teaming throng. Sometimes it was quicker for you to just go up to the bar and get it yourself. I was sharing a table with seven of my co-workers (actually two tables pushed together) and four of us were dry. I volunteered to make the bar run and I'd just turned away from the bar with drinks in hand when someone ran into me and caused me to spill the drinks. I heard:
"You clumsy asshole! Look at what you've done to my dress!"
I turned and looked into the most startling blue eyes I'd ever seen. My eyes dropped to her dress and I saw the wet stain on the fabric covering her very impressive breasts. The lecher in me wanted to grab a towel or something and go to work on rubbing the area dry, but her tone of voice and the word "asshole" pissed me off so I fired back:
"I was standing here lady and you ran into me; I didn't run into you so if you want to blame someone blame yourself."
I turned back to the bar and got the bartender to top off the drinks and then went back to my table. About ten minutes later I was looking across the table at Olivia trying to talk myself into asking her if she would like to dance. Her fingers were tapping the table in time to the music and I got the feeling that she would like to take a couple of turns around the floor, but she was married and I was afraid that she might think I was trying to make a move on her. Pam, who had been sitting beside me was out on the floor with Gary and just as I thought to myself "To hell with it; I don't care if Olivia does think I want in her panties I want to dance." As I opened my mouth to utter my first word someone sat down on Pam's chair. I could see Pam out on the dance floor so I looked to my left and saw the woman with the starling blue eyes and impressive breasts. She looked at me sheepishly and said:
"I'm here to apologize for being nasty to you. You were right; it was my fault."
I took a long look into those eyes and I was lost. I said, "I'll accept your apology on one condition."
"And that is?"
"That you dance with me."
Her face lit up in a smile and she said, "Done!" She stood up and said, "Let's do it."
From that moment on Ruth and I were joined at the hip. Six months later in front of family and friends we took our vows and for the next six years I considered my life perfect.
Until.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a cliché. We both were at a place where we had never been before. At least I never had, but her? Who knows? I was in Lone Tree, not all that far from Castle Rock, but still a place I never seldom went to. I was meeting a client for lunch and halfway into it I saw a shocked look come over his face and he mumbled to himself:
"I wonder if Larry knows."
"What?" I asked.
He looked at me like he didn't understand so I said, "You just got a weird expression on your face and mumbled "I wonder if Larry knows." Since it happened in our discussion of clause five in the contract it made me wonder."
"Oh? I wasn't aware that I said it out loud."
He saw that I wasn't going to ask -- take it and farther -- and he must have thought that he needed to explain so he said, "Larry's girlfriend just walked in and she is holding hands with a guy who is most definitely not Larry."
Being the curious guy that I am I turned to look. I saw a woman and a man standing at the entrance waiting to be seated by the hostess and I saw that indeed they were holding hands. The man was not someone I had ever seen before, but the woman was my wife.
If you have ever been in a like situation you know the emotional war the instantly takes place. You wanted to get up, run to them, pull the apart and kick the shit out of the guy. There was denial. It couldn't be Ruth! It has been said that somewhere on this planet everyone has someone who looks like them. A doppelganger I believe is the term. Surely that must be what is happening here. It couldn't be my Ruth. It just couldn't. There was recognition. I recognized the dress she was wearing. I was with her when she bought it. There was curiosity. If she is Larry's girlfriend and the guy she is holding hands with is not Larry that means she is getting together with at least two guys behind your back. Are there others? How many? For how long? Then of course came acceptance. How could you not accept what was right before your eyes.
All of the above took place in an instant -- maybe a second or so -- and then I turned to face Chad. He took one look at my face and asked:
"What's wrong? You look like you've just seen a ghost."
My hand was shaking when I picked up the water glass and took a drink. As I set the glass down I said, "Not a ghost, but something just as upsetting. I know her. She is married to someone I know and that someone isn't named Larry. Who is Larry?"
"A guy I work with. I doubt that Larry knows she is married."
"I would appreciate your not telling him until I've had time to prepare my friend for the bad news. He worships the ground she walks on and this is going to devastate him. If Larry doesn't know maybe he will take her in when she gets kicked out of the house."
"Not likely. Larry is married, but that brings up a question. Hubby worships the ground she walks on, but he will kick her out?"
"No doubt in my mind. No doubt at all."
Fortunately they were seated on the other side of the room from us and Chad told me that she was seated with her back to us and since my back was to her she did not know that I was there. I didn't finish my meal -- for some reason I had lost my appetite -- but I did finish my business with Chad and then I got up and left the restaurant. I went out through the kitchen and back door to make sure that Ruth had no idea that I'd been there and seen her.
I stopped at the office and told my boss that Chad was on board with what we wanted to do and then I took the rest of the afternoon off. I stopped at the bank and moved some money round. Nothing that should grab Ruth's immediate attention, but I guessed that private detectives didn't come cheap. We had three accounts; a checking, a savings and the new house account. Ten percent of the net from each of our paychecks went into the new house account and the goal was twenty-five thousand for a down payment. We were still a year or so away from reaching that goal so I didn't expect that Ruth would be paying much, if any, any attention to the house fund just yet.
I briefly flirted with the idea of just following her around myself, but quickly realized that there wasn't any way I could do it. For one thing I couldn't take that much time away from my job and for another my inexperience at doing something like that almost guaranteed I'd somehow fuck it up and the last thing I wanted right then was for Ruth to find out I was onto her and besides, it didn't appear that we were going to need a house fund anymore anyway.
After leaving the bank I called Jack Webster. Jack and I had been close friends since the seventh grade and Jack was an attorney. He specialized in business law, but I was hoping that he could steer me to a good divorce attorney. He told me to come into his office and he would have a list ready for me. When we met he handed me a list with thirty-one names on it. I was a touch confused and asked him which one I should see. His answer surprised me.
"All of them."
"All of them? All thirty-one? No way on God's green earth could I afford to do that."
"Sure you can. You will notice that twenty-seven of them are underlined. They are the ones who give a free first consultation. The other four have a flat first consultation fee, but even then it isn't more than a hundred bucks."
"I still don't understand why I need to see that many."
"Because once you have talked with them ethically they won't be able to take Ruth on as a client. That is a list of every divorce and family law attorney within fifty miles. If your problem goes the divorce route and Ruth decides to fight it she will have to go way out of the area to find an attorney who will be able to take her case. Donald Ashcroft, the one with the star next to his name is the one you will want to use. He is the 'killer whale' of divorce attorneys. Both his first and second wives cheated on him and he hates cheaters. Want me to call him?"
I said yes, he made the call and I had an appointment to see Ashcroft at eleven o'clock the next morning.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Ruth was home when I got there. She usually got off work an hour before I did so she almost always beat me home and had dinner on the stove when I got there. I had decided that I was not going to give Ruth any indication that something was wrong between us. I could pretend to be a loving husband just as she had pretended to be a loving wife. I had no idea how long it was going to be before I split from her, but I decided that I wasn't going to go without sex until I had to. Some nights I might be getting seconds, sloppy or otherwise, but I'd had sloppy seconds before both in high school and college and they hadn't hurt me.
Talk over dinner was the same as always and I marveled at the way my so-called loving wife could behave after sticking her knife in my back. And I also wondered about how long she had been doing it. She felt no different now than she had when I married her and I couldn't help but wonder if it had been going on all along and that's why I hadn't noticed a change. During dinner Ruth was sending me all of the usual signals that let me know she intended to fuck my socks off when we went to bed and this of course made me wonder why. Did she not get laid after her lunch date and had come home horny? Or did she get laid and she wanted to fuck me because she got a charge out of giving me her lover's leftovers? Maybe it was a guilt fuck. She felt guilty over stabbing me in the back and giving me some made her feel better. Quite often Ruth was the initiator when it came to our making love. Did the fact that we made love a lot mean that every time she made the first move it was after getting laid by some other guy? I'd damned sure be asking those questions when the confrontation came.
One thing I was pretty sure of is that Ruth always came to our bed clean. We always started our love making with oral and I would have known what she was doing if she came to me fresh and wet from some other guy. I won't go into that other than to say it was more of that college stuff. When we went to bed that night I was as willing as I've always been and I gave a good account of myself (or at least I think I did) and made sure that Ruth had no reason to suspect that I knew that something wasn't right with our marriage.
My meeting with Donald Ashcroft gave me a little hope. Even though we lived in a state that had no fault divorce laws and things were normally split fifty/fifty there were some things that could go in my favor if we drew the right judge. Five of the seven judges sitting in our district had been known to cut the aggrieved party some slack in cases that involved infidelity. If I had solid proof of Ruth's adultery I could very well get out of paying alimony even though I made almost twice what Ruth made. Four of the seven had been known to make the offending party pay all attorney's fees and court costs.
That prompted me to ask Ashcroft for a recommendation on private investigators and he gave me the name of the one he preferred to use and when I left his office I called and made an appointment. I walked into Spenser Investigations with all of the information I was asked to bring with me and after half an hour of filling in Mr. Spenser on what I knew and wanted to know I gave him a retainer and left his office.
I would like to be able to say that things moved swiftly after that, but I can't because they didn't. It wasn't because the PI couldn't find out anything. He found out a lot, but he couldn't get me the 'slam dunk' proof I needed to put in front of a judge to prove infidelity. He had pictures and video of Ruth going into hotel rooms with two different men for long lunch hours, but that is all he had. He had some of Ruth holding hands with the two men, but no kisses caught in public. He was able to find out the men were Larry Maxon and Alex Compton and that they both worked with Ruth.
The hotel was always the downtown Hilton and its employees must have been the most upright and ethical people in town. They could not be bribed and even though the PI tried to get four different desk clerks to work with him he could never make it happen. "We strive to protect the privacy of our guests" is what he got from whomever he approached. Even the offer of one thousand dollars was turned down. The PI just could not gain access to a room in order to obtain audio and visual proof. He couldn't even get the names or check in information of those who went into the rooms. "I cannot divulge that information without a court order" is what he got.
We knew what was going on in the rooms, but us knowing and not being able to put beyond a shadow of a doubt proof in front of a judge just wouldn't cut it. As Ashcroft explained to me "No sitting judge was going to make a decision based on supposition. Reasonable doubt is what any attorney hired by Ruth would point out. Both of the men she was seen going into the rooms with were fellow employees and they could say they went into that room to meet with a client and we could not prove otherwise."
I did find out that Larry was married and had two kids and that Alex was single, but that told me nothing. I decided to just confront Ruth and let the chips fall where they may. I told Ashcroft to prepare the papers and let me know when they were ready to be served. I was going to be mean enough to have her served at work in front of all of her coworkers. I'd take the day of service off from work and have all my things moved out of the apartment and be gone before she got home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Wednesday and I'd just left the office after working late on a proposal and had stopped for a beer at The Landing Strip Lounge before going home. I'd called Ruth and told her I would be late and not to hold dinner for me. It was open mike night and maybe one of the want to be standup comics could brighten my mood. I was sitting in a booth staring down at the glass in front of me deep in thought when someone slid onto the seat across from me. I looked up and saw a lovely woman.
"Mind if I join you Frank?"
"Do I know you?"
"No, but I know who you are and hopefully you will know me before the night is over and I do mean that in the biblical sense."
I sat there looking at her as my mind worked on what she'd just said.
"My name is Brenda Maxom" she said and she saw recognition register on my face and went on. "Yes, I'm Larry's wife. I have been following you for several days now looking for an opportunity to get together with you."
"Why on Earth would you do that?"
"Simple really. I want to find out what you plan on doing and if it is what I think it is I want to try and talk you out of it."
I must have looked confused so she said, "I know that you know about my husband and your wife and the reason I know is that the PI I had following Larry recognized the PI you had following your wife. Knowing that you know I have to find out what you are going to do about it and if it is what I think it is I want to try and talk you out of it."
"If you are thinking that I plan on divorcing her you are absolutely right. Why would you want to talk me out of it?"
"Because if you divorce her the why would come out and when that happens I would have to divorce Larry."
"If my attorney is right in what he told me you will come out of a divorce okay."
"No I wouldn't. It is true that I would get child support and alimony and I would most likely get the house until the children are grow up, but my standard of living would take a nose dive. I have friends who have gone through divorces and without exception they will all tell you that life as a single mom sucks. I would be much better off staying married and pretending that I don't know about his affairs."
"Affairs?"
"Yes. Your wife is only one of many. She is the only one I have proof of, but I know there have been others. That said let me get to it. I want to stay married so I can continue to enjoy the life style I'm used to. Plus staying married will allow me to take revenge on Larry."
"You've lost me there."
"Larry is quite possessive and he is also insanely jealous. I'm not a bad looking broad and at parties and other social gatherings if Larry sees me talking to some guy he hurries over to separate us. My revenge is going to be doing to him what he is doing to me. I want him to continue to support me in the style to which I've become accustomed while I take on a lover and give away that which Larry considers only his. With me so far?"
"I can see your point, but I don't see why I should forget about divorcing Ruth because it would cause problems for someone I don't even know."
"Because it would be to your benefit."
"Explain that please."
"First off you don't divorce you don't have to split things fifty/fifty. Secondly there is the revenge factor. You can take a lover and then go home and go to bed with your wife knowing that you are doing to her what she is doing to you."
"I wouldn't even know how to take on a lover."
"You don't need to know how. All you have to be is open to the idea."
"I don't understand what you're trying to tell me here. How is being open to the idea, as you put it, going to help me?"
"It is simple Frank. If you are open to the idea and willing to do it the lover will come to you."
"You aren't making any sense here."
"Of course I am Frank. If you are willing to go the revenge route instead of going for a divorce your partner in revenge is sitting across the table from you."
"You?"
"Can you think of a more fitting revenge than getting together with the wife of the man your wife is cheating with? Think about it Frank. No arguments over who gets what in the fifty/fifty split. No alimony being taken out of your paycheck to support her cheating ass. No paying for her attorney if she wants to fight the divorce. No court costs if you don't file and go to court. No ten weeks of visiting a marriage counselor which is something a judge almost always orders in cases where the spouse fights back and says they don't want a divorce. And there could be other benefits in it for you. Is there something sexual you would like to do that your wife won't do? I'll do them Frank."



She must have seen a change in my facial expression when she said that because she got a big smile on her face. I thought about it for a few seconds and then I said:
"She won't try anal. I don't even know if I would like it, but I've wanted to try it and find out what it is like."
"Anything else?"
"I'd like a complete blow job, but she won't do that. She will mouth me until I'm nice and hard, but then she quits and spreads her legs."
"I do both Frank and I swallow. Anything else?"
"Well, it really isn't sexual, but it takes sex to make it happen."
"Oh? What is it?"
"I want kids and she doesn't."
"I love kids and I wouldn't mind having another one. In fact I would like two more and so would Larry, but because he wants them I've put myself on birth control just to deny him what he wants. I haven't told him that and as far as he knows we are trying to have another child. How would that be for revenge Frank? You giving me a child for Larry to raise? Hopefully it would be a boy since what Larry wants is a son to carry on the family name. Oh sweet fucking Jesus; I'm getting hot at just the thought!"
"I don't know that I could do something like that. I'd want to a part of my child's life and I can't see anyway that could happen if I were to get you pregnant."
"I guess you are right on that, but I can't think of a greater revenge on Larry. I can address that later after you get tired of me. I'll let my next lover get me pregnant and I just won't let him know that the child is his. So how about it Frank? Are you in?"
"It is tempting. It is very tempting and I do have to admit that if I was going to cheat I would hope to find a woman as sexy as you to do it with, but I have to say no. Some of us take our vows seriously. I realize that it can be said that by Ruth breaking her vows she has released me from mine, but I can't do it. As soon as the divorce is final I'll look for another lady to share my life with, but not until then."
"So how do you rationalize them?"
"Pardon?"
"Your vows. How do you rationalize being selective in which vows you will honor and which ones you won't?"
"I don't understand what you are getting at."
"Your vows Frank. You are going to honor forsaking all others, but what about for better or worse? What about until death do us part? I'd say cheating on you definitely goes into the worse column, but you are going to divorce her for that."
I laughed and said, "You've got me on that one, but it isn't going to make me change my mind."
"Can you at least dump her using irreconcilable differences? Unless your PI was a whole lot better than mine you don't have anything you can use to show infidelity. Irreconcilable differences would leave Larry out of it and I can keep on with my life the way I want."
"I'll see. I can't promise, but I'll see."
She slid a piece of paper across the table to me. "That's my number Frank. If you change your mind about my offer give me a call."
As she walked away I admired the swing of her ass and wished I wasn't so uptight. Just as she went out the door Joe Lambert, the owner of the strip got up on the raised bandstand and said:
"Good evening folks and welcome to our weekly open mike night. Tonight I have some good news and some bad news for you. The good news is that Bobby is on vacation so you won't be subjected to his blond jokes tonight."
That brought a loud cheer for several of the blonds in the audience.
"The bad news is that until he comes back you are stuck with me."
That got a loud boo from the crowd and he sarcastically said, "Thank you for your support. Our first hopeful tonight is Bill Miglio. Bill works down the street at DST Industries when he isn't trying to make people laugh." He handed the mike to a guy I recognized as someone who was usually in the Strip having drinks with his buddies whenever I came in. He looked a little nervous as he started:
"I always wondered what the job application is like at Hooters. Do they hand you a bra and say "Here. Fill this out?"
He got a good laugh out of that and you could see the nervousness leave him.
"On average an American man's wife will let him make love to her two or three times a week whereas a Japanese wife will only let her husband make love to her one or two times a year. This was upsetting news to me. I had no idea I was Japanese."
"I don't understand why women are okay that JC Penny has an older women's line named Sag Harbor."
"I think it is pretty cool how Chinese people made a language entirely out of tattoos."
"My therapist says that my narcissism causes me to misread social situations. I'm pretty sure she is trying to hit on me."
"I'm getting tired of always raising my hand when somebody asks, "Who does something like that?"
"Four time NASCAR Sprint Cup champion Jeff Gordon announced that this will be his final season of racing. You could tell it was time for him to retire. During his last race he had his left turn signal on the whole time."
"Denny's has a slogan: "If it's your birthday the meal is on us. If you are in Denny's and it is your birthday ...Your life REALLY sucks."
"When I die I want to be reincarnated as a spider. Just so I can finally hear a woman say, "Oh My God! It is huge!"
He got a big laugh on that one, thanked the crowd for their support and handed the mike back to Joe
And on that I decided it was time to head for home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got there Ruth was sitting in front of the TV watching one of those stupid so-call reality shows.
"Good; your home" she said. "I was afraid I was going to have to go to bed without you."
"That day is coming girl" I thought to myself, but I said, "No way we can let that happen sweetie."
I followed her to the bedroom and we had a hot, passionate session that had me wondering why what we had wasn't enough for her. When we finished she cuddled up next to me and we snuggled. And I almost fucked up. In my contented state I thought "I am going to miss this' and Ruth asked "Miss what?" I must have spoken aloud without realizing it and I hastily tried to cover.
"What we just did. I'm going to miss it when I have to go to Baltimore next week for a training course."
"What training course?"
"I just found out about it today. I'll be leaving Monday morning and won't be back until Thursday late."
"Don't sweat it sweetie. I'll give you enough before you go to hold you until you come back."
She didn't know it, but I wouldn't be coming back. There wasn't any training course. I'd made up my mind driving home from the Landing Strip to give Brenda Maxon what she wanted. I'd file and use irreconcilable differences as a reason. Monday I would drive around the block, park and wait for Ruth to leave for work and then go back to the apartment and move out. I'd have Ruth served at work and then avoid all contact with her.
Once I got to my office on Thursday I called the number Brenda Maxon had given me and gave her the news. She thanked me and told me not to lose the number and I told her that I wouldn't. I then called Ashcroft, told him to make it irreconcilable differences and have Ruth served at work on Monday.
Ruth hadn't ben fibbing when she said she would give me enough to hold me. We made love in the morning and evening on Thursday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday and one last time on Monday morning. And yes, I do mean that we made love. It did seem like she loved me or at least liked me a lot, but unfortunately for me I did love the unfaithful bitch, but love alone wasn't enough for me to stay with her after finding out what she had been doing.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday morning Ruth damned near destroyed me.
"Think that will hold you until you get back?" she laughingly asked.
Knowing that once she walked out the door it would never happen again I said, "Probably not, but I'm sure that I will think about it a lot."
"Then you had better plan on doing a lot of catch up when you get home."
I received a passionate goodbye kiss when I left the apartment. I had arranged for the rest of the week and the next to be vacation time and my plan was to be moved out and gone by the time Ruth got home that evening. I drove to a place where I could see Ruth's car and then waited until I saw her leave for work. I drove back and started packing my stuff and moving it out to my car. I was done except for one last suitcase and I was looking around to see if I missed anything. There is a saying that goes "Man plans and the Gods laugh." The plan was for me to move out and avoid Ruth, but the Gods chuckled and said" Oh no Frank." I was picking up the last suitcase and getting ready to leave when I heard:
"What are you doing Frank?"
I turned to see Ruth standing there.
"The question is what are you doing here? You are supposed to be on your way to work."
"I forgot my cell phone. I put it on the charger last night and forgot it when I left for work. So back to you Frank. You are also supposed to be on your way to work so why are you here and what are you doing?"
"I'm moving out Ruth. I don't want to live here with you anymore."
I picked up the suitcase and headed for the door. She moved quickly to block the door and said, "Oh no you don't Frank. You're not going anywhere. I want to know what this is about."
I really had wanted to just walk away and not say anything, but it looked like that wasn't going to be possible so I just hit her with it.
"I know all about your long lunches spent at the Hilton. Why they are called long lunches I don't know since you never once went into the restaurant to eat although I suppose that you and your male friends might have called for room service, but it doesn't matter. All that matters is that I will not live with a woman who cheats on me."
She had a look of absolute horror on her face and I didn't know if it was caused by my leaving her or the fact that I had found out what she had been doing. I suspect that it was more of the latter than the former. She stood there looking at me with that look and didn't move so I pushed her out of the way. I was out the door and on my way to the car before she recovered and chased after me, but you can't run all that fast in four inch heels and I was in the car and had it started before she reached me. She was reaching for the door handle when I stepped on the gas and pulled away. I didn't even look in the rear view mirror.
There were plenty of motels close to where I work and I figured that was where Ruth would go looking for me so I checked in at the one place I was sure that she wouldn't even think of. I checked into the Hilton. Once settled in I got busy doing all of the things that I decided had to be done. I hit the bank, took half of the checking and savings and all of the new house account and then went down the street to a different bank and opened new accounts in my name only. I might catch some shit over taking all of the new house account, but my argument for doing it was going to be that since Ruth was the one to destroy the marriage and made it necessary for me to move she should be the one to finance the move. Her share of the house account could pay the first and last month's rent and security deposit on wherever I ended up. Probably wouldn't fly, but until the courts got involved it was money that Ruth wouldn't have.
Next on my list was to find a place to live. The Hilton would do for a couple of days, but there wasn't any way I could live there at the rates they charged. I got the daily paper and an apartment guide, found several prospects and spent the rest of the day looking at them. I found one that I liked and put a deposit on it. I wouldn't be able to move in until they did a credit check on me. The girl in the office told me that I could probably move in on Wednesday.
I hit the Village Inn for a bite to eat and then went back to my room at the Hilton. My cell had been going off almost every fifteen minutes and the calls were all rom Ruth so I never took any of them. She left a bunch of voice mails and I deleted them without listening to them. I would have just turned it off except for the fact I needed it on in case my credit check went through quickly and they called me to tell me I could move in.
I watched TV for a while and then sacked out.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was up bright and early on Tuesday and had breakfast at the Hilton and then I went to Target and Wally World to get the things I would need for my new apartment. After a full morning of shopping I stopped at a Waffle House for lunch. While I was eating I remembered that I had turned my cell off when I went to bed and had forgotten to turn it back on. There were a dozen or so missed messages and five voicemails from Ruth. Knowing that she had already been served at work I was curious to hear what she might have to say.
The first three voicemails were pretty much the same. "Call me Frank. We have to talk. I don't want a divorce." The fourth one showed me that Ruth was losing her cool. "Damn it Frank; this isn't funny. Call me. We need to talk and forget about this divorce nonsense. I will not give you a divorce!" I smiled at that. Apparently she hadn't talked to an attorney yet. She could fight it, she could stall it, but she couldn't stop it. She could make it expensive, but if I stayed the course the divorce would happen.
I knew that her employer frowned on personal calls at work during business hours so I called Ruth at work knowing that as eager as she was to talk to me she would take the call. Then I'd try to make the call last long enough to get her in dutch with her supervisor. I called her cell and she answered on the second ring.
"Frank? Where are you? You need to come home so we can sit down and talk this out."
"I don't want to come home Ruth and I don't see any need for us to talk."
"I don't want a divorce Frank. I love you and you know I do."
"Oh? You sure have a funny way of expressing your love for me. Let's see now. On the ninth you expressed your love for me at the Hilton with Larry Maxon. On the eleventh you and Alex Cashion spent from eleven forty-five until one-fifteen expressing your love for me. On the twelfth you expressed your love for me, again at the Hilton and again with Maxon. I could go on, but I sure you get the picture. Bottom line is that your expressions of love for me are not those I would have expected from a loving wife. As for your not wanting a divorce? Tough shit Ruth! If you didn't want a divorce you should not have started having long lunches with men in hotel rooms. I will not live with a wife who cheats on me and the only way to get rid of a cheating wife without going to prison is to divorce her."
There was a touch of steel in her voice when she said, "I'm not giving you a divorce Frank!"
I looked at my watch and wondered if Ruth was getting nasty looks from her boss yet, but just in case she wasn't I drug the call out a little longer.
"You can't stop it Ruth. All you can do is delay it and to delay it you will have to hire an attorney and attorneys charge by the hour Ruth and if you want to pay an attorney a couple of hundred bucks an hour for a year or so to throw up roadblocks and stall things go right ahead. Waste your money. You can slow it down, you can make it expensive and you could possibly delay it for a year or so, but you cannot stop it."
"I don't want a divorce Frank. I'm sure that if you will sit down and talk with me we can iron things out. It isn't what you think Frank. I love you. I love you and you know it."
"Maybe you do Ruth, but it isn't the kind of love that I want and talking with you will only make things worse for me. There have to be reasons for your cheating on me and having you spell out those reasons would only make me feel worse than I do right now. Don't fight it Ruth. Sign the papers and send them back to my attorney. Let it happen so we can both move on with our lives."
"Never Frank. You belong to me and I'm not letting you go. I have to go now, but I'm going to keep trying to get you to sit down and talk with me."
"It won't do you any good Ruth. I don't want you okay? As far as I'm concerned you spit on our marriage and I'm done with you."
"I have to go Frank. I'm getting nasty looks and I have to get off the phone. Please call me at the house this evening."
"No! This is my last conversation with you. From this point on all communication between us will have to go through my attorney. Goodbye Ruth."
While I still had my phone in my hand I decided to call Brenda Maxon and see how things were going with her. She answered and after identifying myself I said:
"Ruth was served yesterday at work. I stated irreconcilable differences so there was no mention of Larry, but did he seem normal when he got home from work?"
"No; as a matter of fact he didn't. He is acting kind of skittish right now. Almost like he is expecting something bad to happen."
"Guilty conscious I'm guessing."
"You are probably right. Have you given my proposal any thought?"
"Of course I have. It isn't every day that a sexy woman offers herself to me. I'm most likely stupid not to accept your offer, but I just can't bring myself to do it."
"Just don't lose the number Frank. Maybe after going without for a while you will change your mind."
At three I got a call from the apartment manager telling me I was cleared to move in. I had to get a bed and some other furniture so that and moving in took up the rest of the day and most of Wednesday. I decided that I didn't want to cook my first night in the place so I left the apartment and headed for El Meson for Mexican. After eating I decided to stop by the Landing Strip. It was open mike night and felt that I could use some cheering up.
Bobby Denton was back from vacation and I walked in just I time to catch one of his trademark blond jokes.
"A blond walked into the police station looking or a job. The on duty officer told her that she needed to answer a few questions before he could even give her an application to fill out.
Officer -- "What is two and two?"
Blond -- "Ummmm...4!'
Officer -- "What is the square root of one hundred?"
Blond -- "Ummmm...ten!"
Officer -- "Good. Now tell me who killed Abraham Lincoln?"
Blond -- "Ummmm..I don't know."
Officer -- "Well go on home and think about it and come back tomorrow."
The blond goes home and calls up one of her friends who asked her if she got the job. The blond excitedly says:
"Not only did I get the job, but I'm already working on a murder case."
He was loudly booed and he responded with, "Thank you. Thank you very much. I'm now going to turn over the microphone to Mrs. Sally Meyer's fresh from her job as a mother of four aged five through ten. Give her a hand' and he handed the mike to a hot looking redhead who didn't look like she was old enough to have any kids let alone four.
"Ralph and Edna had been married for forty-five years and they were both patients in a mental hospital. One day while they were walking by the swimming pool Ralph suddenly jumped into the deep end. He sank to the bottom of the pool and stayed there. Edna promptly jumped in to save him. She swam to the bottom of the pool and pulled him out. When the Nursing Director became aware of Edna's heroic act she immediately ordered that Edna be discharged from the hospital as she now considered Edna to be mentally stable.
"When she went to give Edna the good news she said, "Edna, I have good news and bad news. The good news is that you are being discharged. You were able to rationally respond to a crisis by jumping into the pool to save the man you love. I have concluded that your act displayed sound mindedness. The bad news is that Ralph hung himself in the bathroom with his bathrobe belt. I'm so sorry, but he is dead."



"Edna relied, "He didn't hang himself. I put him there to dry. How soon can I go home?"
That got her a laugh, but not a really big one. She went on:
"A guy was looking for a pace to sit in a crowded library. He saw a girl sitting alone at a table with four chairs and he approached her and asked her if he could sit there. The girl replied in a loud voice:
"No! I don't want to spend the night with you!"
All the students in the library started staring at the guy. He was truly embarrassed and he moved to find a seat at another table. After a couple of minutes the girl walked quietly to the guy's table and said with a laugh:
"I'm a psychology student and I know how men think. You felt really embarrassed didn't you?"
The guy smiled up at her and then said in a loud voice:
"Five hundred dollars for one night? That's too much."
All the people in the library looked at the girl in shock and then the guy whispered in her ear:
"I'm a law student. They teach us how to screw people."
That one did get her a good laugh so she tried one more.
"George was just getting ready to go to bed when his wife told him he had left the light on in the shed. George opened the door to go and turn out the light when he saw that there were people in the shed in the process of stealing things. He immediately phoned the police who asked if there was anyone in the house. George said no and explained the situation. They explained that all the patrols were busy and he should simply lock his doors and an officer would be there as soon as one became available. George counted slowly to a hundred and then called the police again.
"Hello. I just called you a little bit ago because there were people stealing stuff from my shed. Well you don't have to worry about them now because I just shot them."
Then he hung up and within five minutes three squad cars, an Armed Response unit and two ambulances showed up. The police caught the burglars' red-handed and then one of the policemen said to George:
"I thought you said that you shot them. George smiled at him and said, "I thought you said that there was no one available."
That got a good laugh and she curtsied and handed the mike back to Bobby. I looked at my watch and saw how late it was and I got up and headed to my place.
I did feel cheered up until got out of the bar and turned my cell on. After my last conversation with Ruth I had decided to turn the phone off and then check it for messages every hour or two. When I turned it on in the Strip parking lot there were six missed messages and three voice mails from Ruth. I deleted them all, turned off my phone and headed for my new apartment in a downer of a mood.
I slept okay and when I got up in the morning I turned on the phone and saw the usual stuff from Ruth and deleted then unread or listened to. There was one other call and it was from my mother. She hardly ever calls me so I guessed that it would be about Ruth and I was right.
"Ruth tells me that you two had a disagreement and that you moved out."
I laughed at that and said, "A disagreement? I guess you could call it that."
"I thought you were more mature than that Frank. You don't move out over an argument. You work it out. Ruth clearly loves you and I know you love her. You belong together. Get back home where you belong Frank. You can't fix anything if you don't talk about it."
"Talking won't fix it mom. Apparently Ruth didn't tell you what the so-called disagreement was about. She thought having sex with other men was okay and I most definitely disagreed with that."
"You must be mistaken Frank. Ruth would never do that to you."
"She did mom and I know it for a fact. I hired a private detective to check upon her and he found out that she was having sex with two other men. That's two that I know of in the week I had her followed. There could have been more and it could have been going on for years. I do know of the two however and that is two to many."
Mom changed the subject. "Are you coming to dinner Sunday?"
"Wouldn't miss it. I'm sure I'll be tired of my own cooking and restaurant food by then."
As soon as I disconnected from mom the phone beeped and I saw that it was a call from Ruth and I turned off the phone.
I'd gotten a bed and a decent couch from Goodwill, but there were still a few more things I wanted and needed to get to set the place up like I wanted. I spent Thursday and Friday taking care of that and then on Saturday morning I went out to Red Hawk for a round of golf. I was able to hook up with a couple of other guys and had a fairly good time. Late Saturday afternoon I went to my parent's place to visit and have dinner. There was an unspoken agreement not to bring up Ruth and it turned out to be a pleasant evening.
Sunday morning was again spent at Red Hawk, the afternoon was spent at a movie and then it was early to bed to get a good night's rest before returning to work on Monday. Not surprisingly my in basket was full to overflowing and I was going to have a couple of very busy days wading through the backlog. Ten minutes after getting to my office the receptionist let me know that my wife was on line one. It was Ruth and I didn't give her time to say anything.
"I told you all communication was to be trough my attorney" and I hung up on her
I told Shelly, the receptionist, that my wife and I had separated and not to take any more calls from her. The rest of the day was busy and I worked late trying to play catchup. Tuesday Ashcroft called me and told me that Ruth had hired an attorney and was going to fight the divorce. I made an appointment to see him on Wednesday. When I met with him and discussed the situation he told me that things would go pretty much as Brenda Maxon had spelled out for me on that night at the Landing Strip. I asked him for advice and he told me bluntly that I should just drop the divorce.
"Move on with your life. Eventually she will meet someone and want to get married again, but in order to do that she will have to divorce you. My advice to you is let her file and then you not fight it. You also have another option. Get a girlfriend or two and let her find out. It may piss her off enough that it will make her want to divorce you. Just ignore her from now on and leave things up to her."
I decided that I would do just that.
I called Ruth and gave her the good news that I'd dropped the divorce. She of course heard what she wanted to hear instead of what I was saying.
"I knew you loved me and would eventually realize it and come home."
"I'm not coming home Ruth. Once you decided to get an attorney and fight I decided not to waste the time and money. I doubt that I'll ever want to get married again so there is no great need for me to get myself single. You on the other hand may eventually find someone and want to get married and in that case you will be the one who will have to get a divorce and when that happens I won't fight it so it won't cost me a dime. That means that you will have to pay for all of it. By getting an attorney and fighting the divorce you have saved me a lot of money and a lot of wasted time. Goodbye Ruth. Have a rotten life!"
Ruth finally seemed to have gotten the message because she stopped calling.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After a couple of days I started leaving the cell phone instead of turning it out and checking for messages every couple of hours. A week went by and it slowly dawned on me that I was going to have to change my mind set. I had absolutely no idea of how long it would take -- if it even happened -- for Ruth to get around to divorcing me. I knew I could have gone without sex for the three to six months it would have taken for my divorce to go through, but what if Ruth never did go for a divorce? What if she decided to just keep on fucking other guys and say piss on a divorce? I was going to have to re-evaluate my stance on wedding vows. I remembered what Brenda Maxon said when we first met. About how I seemed to be able to be selective in which vows I chose to honor. I was definitely going to have to rethink my position on that.
It was a Wednesday and I was occupying a bar stool and nursing a PBR. It was early and the open mike part of the evening hadn't started yet. While waiting I let my eyes roam the room looking at the unescorted women in attendance and wondered if any of them played. I had to laugh at myself when I had that thought. I had been out of the game for so long I wasn't even sure I could remember how to go about hooking up with one of them. I decided that I didn't want to stick around and I finished my beer and headed for my apartment. I unlocked the door and started to open it when I heard a noise behind me and something hit my back and shoved me into the room. I stumbled and fell and before I could get up I was grabbed, picked up, set down on the couch and held there. I shook my head to clear it and then took note of my surroundings. There were two guys holding me down on the couch and Ruth was standing in front of me.
"I'm sorry to have to do it this way Frank, but since I can't seem to get you to talk with me any other way I'm forced to do it this way. Larry and Alex won't hurt you. They are just here to hold you here while we talk."
"Doesn't matter Ruth. We still won't be talking. I may have to sit here and listen, but I've already said all that I'm going to say to you."
"You are being stupid about this Frank. You love me and you damned sure know that I love you. You may think you have reason to doubt that, but you would be wrong. You think that I can't possibly love you if I'm playing with Larry and Alex, but you would be wrong on that too. I play with them because they fill a need that you can't. That's not a shot at you Frank; it is the cold hard truth. No one man, not even the one I love to death, can give me all the sex I need. So I've been playing with Alex and Larry; so what? Have I slacked off in showering you with love and affection? No I haven't and you know it. I give you all that you can handle baby and that is where the problem lies. I give you all that you can handle and when we reach the point where you can't physically get it up any more I'm still wanting. Still wanting and needing Frank. I'm not taking anything away from you Frank. I even do it during the day so we can always be home together in the evenings.
"I've never said no to you Frank and more often than not I'm the one who starts things. I spoil you rotten Frank, just the way a loving wife is supposed to treat the man she loves. There isn't going to be any divorce Frank. I know what you said when you called me the other night, but I'm never going to go for one and I'll fight any that you go for. Since there will never be a divorce you might as well come home to where you belong. You will never be sorry Frank. I promise you that you will never regret it."
"That it?" I asked. "Got it all out of your system? Well let me tell you that all that you've just said doesn't mean jack shit to me. If, as you say, no one man can give you all the sex that you need you should have stayed single. You never should have gotten married. That is what marriage is all about Ruth. Taking yourself off the market; taking yourself out of play and committing to one man. There was nothing in the wedding vows that said you could go out and play if the man you committed to couldn't do it for you. When you said "I do" you committed yourself to me and me alone. Not to me and others to be named later.
"It is your misfortune that you married a man who has old fashioned values. There are a lot of men out there who would go along with your ideas and let you play. Modern thinkers who would jump at your idea because it would free them up to play also. I'm not one of them. My wife has to be mine and mine alone. Once you took on your first lover you were no longer mine alone and our marriage was over. I have no idea when you first took on a lover, but that was when our marriage died. The instant you let him touch you for the first time is the exact moment in time our marriage ended. I just didn't know it until recently. But I do know it now and we are done. I dropped the divorce when you chose to fight it because I wasn't willing to spend thousands and thousands of dollars and spend all the time it would have taken to go through the process.
"The important thing that you need to take from this meeting that you arranged is that I am through with you. You can hang around and stalk me all you want and it will do you no good. I do not want you any more Ruth. I cannot make it any plainer than that. I do not want you. When I filed I fully intended to stay celibate until the divorce was final, but since you decided to fight I've changed my mind. I'm going to go out and play and I am not going to hide it. It will be right out there for you to see. I'll give you all the grounds that you need to divorce me for infidelity. If you never do divorce me it won't bother me one little bit. The bottom line here Ruth is that you and I are over. There is no way we will ever get back together."
"There is one way."
"Not likely."
"I'm pregnant."
"How wonderful for you. Is the father Alex or Larry?"
"It is yours Frank."
"And you think I believe you?"
"Doesn't matter if you do or don't it is still yours."
"Not until a DNA test proves that it is and even then so what? All it means is that the kid will grow up with a round heeled slut for a mother. I won't be around to get attached to it."
"You would turn your back on your own child?"
"In the first place I don't even believe that you are pregnant. I see it as just another attempt on your part to get back with me and I'm not buying it. Even if you are pregnant and it is mine it won't get us back together. It just means that the child will start its life with separated parents and it will grow up the same as other children of divorced or separated parents have. Every other weekend and a couple of weeks in the summer with dad. Every other holiday with dad. All the rest of its time will be spent with his slut of a mother except for babysitters when mommy goes out to get fucked by who knows how many men."
"That's a rotten thing to say!"
"Why? The truth hurts? I've only known about you, Alex and Larry for a couple of weeks now and I have no idea how far back you started stabbing me in the back and how many men there were between then and now. And save your breath. I wouldn't believe you anyway if you were to say it only started recently and that it has only been Alex and Larry."
Then I looked at both Alex and Larry and said, "You mind letting me go now? I believe all has been said that needed to be said and I really need to use the bathroom."
They let go of me and I hit the head and took a badly needed whiz. When I returned to the living room both Larry and Alex were gone, but Ruth was still there. The look on my face must have screamed out "Why the fuck are you still here" and she must have read it because she said:
"I'm still here because in spite of what you said I'm not giving up. I will never divorce you and I will never stop trying to get us back together. I love you Frank and you know I do. You can deny it all you want, but I know you still love me. Yes, you are pissed at me and rightly so, but in my defense you were never supposed to know and what you didn't know wouldn't hurt you. I always did it during the day and in a place you never, at least to my knowledge, went to. And regardless of what you might think it hasn't been going on for years. It did get its start when we got married, but I never acted on it until six months ago.
"Once we were married and started making love on a regular basis my body started to change. The more we made love the more I wanted to make love. It got to the point where you would fall asleep and I would get up and go into the bathroom and try to get one more orgasm using my fingers, a hair brush handle or even a toothbrush. Understand me here Frank; you gave me all you had and it was always great and you never failed to get me off, but eventually you wouldn't be able to get it up any more and you would go to sleep leaving me wanting and needing more. Nights when you went four times it still wasn't enough. I needed more. I couldn't tell you that. You would have taken it as a blow to your ego, your self- esteem that you couldn't get the job done. I could not do that to you. I just could not hurt you that way. I loved you too much to hurt you Frank so I kept quiet about my problem.
"If I would have told you you couldn't have done anything anyway. How many times did we make love three or four times and I kept trying to get one more out of you? That isn't a slam at you Frank. Your body just would not let it happen. You have it all over Larry and Alex in the making love department, but you were just not physically able to give me more. I know you wanted to, but your body just wouldn't let it happen. Alex and Larry gave me enough during the day so that when you got through with me at night I could snuggle up to you and go to sleep instead of going into the bathroom and trying to get myself off again. All they were getting Frank is what you couldn't use anyway. And I have to say it again; this is not a slam at you. From everything I've read and from what I've heard from the girls I know you are exceptional in that you can go three and four times. Alex has only made it three times once since I started with him and Larry has never managed to go more than twice. The problem was never with you Frank. The problem is with me. Can't you accept that and love me?"
"That isn't the problem here Ruth. I do love you and a part of me always will. But as I said earlier I am an old fashioned kind of guy with old fashioned beliefs and one of those beliefs is that my woman is mine. Mine alone Ruth. Mine alone until she isn't and you stopped being mine when you first let another man touch you. Also you need to think about all you have just said. I can't satisfy you and I'll accept that it isn't a slap at my abilities, but the fact remains that you have needs that I can't meet and you can deny it all you want, but you are going to want to get those needs met even if I were to take you back. You can say "Oh no; I've learned my lesson. Never again" but I wouldn't believe you. The need was so great that you acted on it and regardless of what you might say the need will still be there and you will eventually try to get it met.
"You will remember being caught and you will plot and plan to take steps to see to it that you won't be caught again, but you would get caught because I wouldn't believe it when you said "Never again." I would always be watching you for the slightess sign that you were up to your old tricks. I won't live like that Ruth. I would never trust you again and I will not live like that. I just won't. Accept it Ruth. We are done. Our marriage is over and there is no way to bring it back. If you are indeed pregnant and it is indeed mine the best you will get from me is that we can be friendly exes. That's it Ruth. That is all that it can ever be. Now if you don't mind I need to get to bed. I have a long hard day waiting for me at work tomorrow and I'm going to need the rest."
"Friends with benefits Frank."
"No Ruth; not even that."
She stood up and said, "I'm not giving up Frank. I'm never going to give up."
I shrugged and she came over to kiss me, but I turned my face away from her. I saw a tear run down her cheek as she turned and walked out of the apartment. As she left I had another thought and I couldn't believe that I hadn't thought of it sooner. Multiple partners and STDs seemed to go together. Maybe Larry, being married had limited his catting around to just Ruth, but then again maybe not. I'd pulled the private detective before he could dig into Alex and so I knew nothing about him. He could very well be out looking to hook up with whatever he could find when he wasn't fucking Ruth. I decided that I'd better get myself checked out ASAP.



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got to work in the morning I got out the Yellow Pages and found a clinic fairly close to work and I called and made an appointment for that afternoon. Fortunately I had so much work on my plate that it occupied my mind and I was able to shove my personal problems into the background. At the clinic they told me I could call them in two days for the results of the tests. I managed to keep myself busy through the weekend and on Tuesday I called the clinic and was told that I was clean.
I called Brenda Maxon and brought her up to date. I told her what I'd told Ruth at our little meeting on Wednesday and then I told her about going to the clinic to get tested and then she said:
"I could have saved you the money. When I found out what Larry was up to I went and had myself tested and found out I was clean. He has only been with your wife since I was last tested so you should be clean too."
"Maybe, but she was fucking another guy besides Larry and who knows what he might have and might have given her."
I told Brenda that Ruth just might have me watched and then I asked her if under the circumstances she still wanted to take her revenge with me.
"If Ruth does have me watched and she found out about us she just might share that information with Larry."
"It isn't likely that she will have you watched if what she said to you was true. If she never intends to give you a divorce and is never going to give up trying to get back with you she isn't going to waste money on a private detective."
"There is one other thing. Ruth says she is pregnant and if it is true it might be Larry's child. No way of knowing for sure, but I will not accept that it is mine until a DNA test is run and shows that it is mine. If it is Larry's she might try to get child support from him and that will bring things out into the open where you are concerned."
"That would change things some, but I'll gamble that it is yours and worry about the other possibility later. When would you like to get together?"
"My schedule is wide open so it will need to be you who decides when."
Larry bowls on Tuesday nights and has a lodge meeting on Thursday nights. I can also take a long time to do the grocery shopping on Saturday or Sunday."
"Tuesdays and Thursdays will work for me and I'm all for getting together. If you are sure in your own mind about Ruth not watching me we can use my apartment, but please be sure. I don't care if she finds out, but I know your desire is to stay with Larry."
"You know her better than I do. What do you think? Will she hold to her never give up stance?"
"I believe that it will start out that way and knowing how stubborn she is she will probably stay that way for a while. Most likely until her baby is born and then if the DNA test shows that it is mine she will hang in there just a little while longer, but eventually she will give up. My best guess would be for six months or so after the baby arrives."
"That will give us a year without having to worry about it."
"Again, I have to say that I don't care, but please, please make sure that you are willing to take the chance. I don't want to ruin things for you."
"I'm good with it. All I need is an address and a time."
I gave her my address and told her I usually got home from work around six.
Tuesday I got home at five forty-five and found Brenda already there sitting in her car waiting for me. I already knew from our first meeting that she was a great looking woman, but it looked like she had put a little extra effort on herself for our first intimate meeting. A silvery sheath dress that looked like it had been spray painted on her and four inch CFM pumps. Not knocking Ruth any because she was gorgeous and sexy, but why Larry was fucking around with Ruth when he had something like Brenda at home just didn't make sense to me.
Brenda did have something Ruth didn't have. What it was I didn't know, but where Ruth couldn't get more than four times out of me Brenda got five. First time in my life I was able to go more than four times and it was Brenda who pulled it out of me. I was lying on my back completely knackered and looking up at her when she said:
"This isn't right. This just isn't right. After what we just did we are supposed to be able to snuggle up to each other and fall to sleep in each other's arms. I want to. I really really want to but I can't. I have to be home by ten-thirty. Thursday good for you?"
I nodded a yes. I had just enough left to walk her to the door. I kissed her goodbye and then fell on the bed and slept like a log until the alarm drug me out of bed in the morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday must have been something of a special circumstance because over the next eight months Brenda was never again able to get five times out of me. She always got three and occasional four and she seemed satisfied with that.
My almost three times daily phone calls from Ruth slacked off to two or three a week and then once weekly and finally they stopped all together. I never took any of the calls and I made sure that we never met face to face. Brenda had come into some money from her parents and she used some of it to periodically check up on Larry.
"I feel more comfortable knowing what the snake is up to."
He was still seeing Ruth only now it was at the place we had shared instead of the Hilton. According to Ruth's PI there were three other men besides Larry visiting Ruth.
Brenda and I had to cut back some when the winter/spring leagues ended. Larry didn't bowl in a summer league and we had to make due with Thursdays and an occasional Saturday or Sunday.
Ruth had the baby and a DNA test showed that I was not the father. I have no idea how she did it because to be totally honest I don't care, but Brenda was able to find out that the child wasn't Larry's either.
I'm doing well at work and I'm comfortable in my relationship with Brenda. So much so that I told her that if she ever decided to dump Larry I would divorce Ruth and set up house with her in a heartbeat. She just smiled and said:
"Who knows what the future will bring?"
And then she drug me to bed and tried to fuck my eyes out.
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Note to those who may be interested.
This is a cuckold story. I wrote this story specifically to crank up all of those rabid anti-cuckold commenters that live for stories that they can get all frothy mouthed over. I considered not allowing comments to piss them off even more, but then I would have to forego the pleasure of being able to laugh at them. The stories on this site are meant to be entertainment. Granted that what entertains one may not entertain someone else, but all this is is a story. A figment of this writer's imagination. It is not real life. It takes place in storyland and in story land anything can happen and usually does. Enjoy it or not. It is up to you. That said I give you:
BOBBY THE CUCKOLD
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
This story will pretty much show that I am what I've always known I am -- an asshole! But so what? If you are an asshole and know you are an asshole you don't give a shit about what other people think about you anyway.
Some background here. I am Robert James Dalton; I am thirty-three years old and I am a Vice President of Operations in a company that I am not going to name for what will become obvious reasons. I am not going waste time describing myself because my appearance has no bearing on the story. My wife Julie's appearance has a great deal to do with it however so I will describe her.
Julie is a walking wet dream at five foot five inches, 110 pounds and with a body that measures 36-22-35. She has raven black hair that falls to the middle of her back and blue eyes that you can get lost in.
I met Julie in my junior year at college and it was lust at first sight. Get that? Lust at first sight? Not love, but lust! As soon as I saw her I wanted to fuck her. She had a boyfriend (no surprise there) but I had no intension of letting that little fact get in my way and I began plotting out a way to get to her which eventually proved to be a waste of time. All the plotting in the world can't take the place of pure assed dumb luck.
Julie and I had several shared classes together and Professor Hanson's Statistical Analysis was one of them. I had managed to get the seat next to Julie and midway through the class Hanson broke the class up in to groups of four and assigned each group a project. The first piece of dumb luck put Julie and me in the same group. I spent a lot of time with Julie (and the other two) in the library doing research and I managed to get Julie to have coffee with me after our group meetings. Without being overly aggressive I let Julie know I was interested in her. Probably no surprise to her. Given her looks she'd probably had guys sniffing after her since she was twelve. She knew what she had so she knew guys were going to be interested in her.
Then the second piece of dumb luck occurred. Julie found out that her boyfriend had cheated on her and she was pissed. She confronted him in public and then kicked him to the curb. The day after she dumped him when we left the library after our group meeting I asked her if she would like to join me for coffee she said yes.
We went to the B&B Café and had pie and coffee. As we sat there talking about the project she suddenly asked:
"Are you doing anything tonight?"
"Nothing planned. Why?"
"I need a date for a party I want to go to."
"What about Jerry?"
"He's history. I found out that he has been screwing around on me."
"The man is obviously an idiot."
"Why do you say that?"
"He had you and he was screwing around? Obviously an idiot."
"Can I take that to mean that you will be my date tonight?"
"You betcha."
The party was at the Alpha Phi Alpha fraternity house and the reason she wanted to be there was that she knew Jerry would be there. She wanted him to see that she hadn't wasted any time wringing her hands and crying over the loss of him. She was using me and I knew it, but so what? I had my foot in the door and I intended to make the most of it. She got what she wanted. Jerry was obviously upset at seeing her on the arm of another guy so soon.
To speed things up a little that first date led to several more and six weeks later Julie was on my bed on her hands and knees taking my cock up her ass. The girl was insatiable. Jerry was indeed a chrome plated idiot for letting her get away. In short order my lust did translate into love and two months after graduation we tied the knot.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got on at the unnamed company and Julie went to work for Artful Advertising. About a year after I went to work for the UNC I was at a client's cocktail party with Julie. There were two of my coworkers there and it was the first time that any of my coworkers had seen her. About an hour into the party Ben, one of my coworkers, pulled me off to the side to talk to me.
"No offense Bob, but your wife is seriously hot. It would be wise of you to never bring her to any company sponsored social event."
"Why would you tell me that?"
"Because Jack Bartrom (President and CEO of the UNC) has a reputation of going after the wives of employees, especially if they are good looking. If he is successful no one ever says anything about it because they don't want to lose their jobs."
"Do you know for a fact that this is true or is it just rumor and gossip?"
"It is true and I know it for a fact."
"How? You aren't even married."
"No, but my brother Mike is. I don't think you've met him. He is a production manager in the annex and his wife Betty is one of Jack's conquests."
"He is still with the company? Why didn't he kick his wife to the curb and quit. Sue Jack and the company for alienation of affections or something like that?"
"Because he didn't find out about it until about a year after it happened. When he did find out he decided not to rock the boat."
"Rock the boat?"
"Mike started work here as a machine operator. He took Betty to his first company picnic and Jack saw her and apparently liked what he saw. He nailed her and a month later Mike was promoted to lead operator. Four months after that he was promoted again. After that came promotions to assistant supervisor then supervisor. When he was promoted to assistant production manager someone finally clued him in. As long as Betty fucked Jack Mike got promoted. Mike got a PI to check things out and the PI found out that Betty was not only fucking Jack two or three times a week, but was also playing the part of company whore and taking care of clients for Jack.
"He confronted Betty and found out that Jack had seduced her and had promised her that as long as she fucked him Mike would do well in the company. Mike decided that he didn't want to start over with a new job and a new wife. Except for being a cheat Betty was a good wife. She kept a clean house, was a good cook and she gave him all the pussy he wanted whenever he wanted. Betty apparently told Jack that Mike had found out and seemed to accept it and a week after he confronted Betty he was promoted to production manager. So a word to the wise Bob; keep your sexy wife away from anywhere Jack can get a look at her."
To be honest that sounded like just so much bullshit to me. If shit like that really happened sooner or later there would be a shit storm over it. There would be lawsuits over sexual harassment and things like that. I put Ben's warning out of my mind and eventually forgot about it. I never did take Julie to anyplace where Jack could get a look at her, but it was because I never went to any of the company's social events.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And then in the space of eight days two things happened and my life changed.
The first thing was that Julie and I attended a barbecue at Ben's house on a Sunday and I met his brother Mike and Mike's very pregnant wife Betty. I'd seen Mike around at work, but we had never spoken to each other. Later on the afternoon Mike came up to me.
"You have a very attractive wife. Ben told me that he'd told you about what happened to me and he got the impression that you thought what he'd told you was bullcrap."
Then he didn't pull any punches and told me straight out that what Ben had told me was true and he told me that with his very pregnant and obviously nervous wife standing three feet away from us and trying to look invisible.
"He met Betty at the company picnic and took notice of her. At the time he was fucking Tom Deerfield's wife. I found this out later. Apparently Barton is a one woman man in that he only fucks one wife at a time. Anyway he was fucking Deerfield's wife and he added Betty's name to the list of wives he was going to eventually fuck sooner or later. The later happened at the company Christmas party that was held at Jack's home. After we had been there a couple of hours Betty and I were talking to Jack and Deerfield came up to us and said he had something he thought I'd like to see. Jack told me to go ahead with Deerfield and he would keep Betty company.
"I had no idea of what the plan was. No one warned me like Ben and I are trying to warn you. I guess I was pretty naïve. I thought it was great that Betty was getting along with the boss. I was thinking that if he liked her by extension he would like me and my thought was that it is never a bad thing to be liked by the boss. I thought all was fine when he entertained Betty."
He stressed the word 'entertained' and his wife's face turned red.
"The bastard's line is so good that it only took him fifteen minutes to get stupid over there (pointing to his wife) to hoist up her dress, kick off her panties and spread her legs for him. When it was over he told her that from then on she was his slut and as long as she kept fucking him I would always have a job. According to Betty the asshole has a ten inch dong and Betty got off on it. She told him he could have her anytime he wanted. And he wanted a lot. It wasn't long before he had her fucking anyone he wanted her to. I do have to give the bitch a little bit of credit though. Somewhere along the way she told him that it was only fair that I get something out of it too and I started getting raises and promotions. I found out later that he went after Betty when Deerfield's wife got pregnant. Seems that pregnant women turn him off. I don't know who he is fucking now, but he hasn't done Betty since she started to show. I'm not sure that it is mine. It could be Bartroms's or the offspring of someone he gave her to. I'm telling you all of this to reinforce Ben's warning. I just wish someone would have clued me in ahead of time."
As I walked away from him and his wife I was thinking that it was a good thing to know, but I wasn't worried because I still didn't attend any events where Bartrom could meet Julie.
The second event occurred eight days later. It was a bit of a cliché. I had to drive across town to get a contract signed. It was a part of town that I hardly ever was in and driving back to the office I saw my wife walking hand in hand with a guy and they were walking into a hotel. One thing I did know was that particular hotel did not have a bar or a restaurant in it so it as obvious to me what the two of them were planning on doing.
I was pissed and I hung a U-turn and drove back to the hotel. I pulled up and parked in a no parking zone next to a fire hydrant and headed for the front door of the hotel, but before I got there I managed to get myself under control. "Back off Bob" I told myself. "You need to find out more of what is going on before you rush into things." I moved the car to where I could watch the front door of the hotel. I called the office and told them I had car trouble and was waiting on Triple A and I'd get there as soon as I could and then I settled in to wait.
Two hours later Julie and the guy came out holding hands. They exchanged a passionate kiss and then Julie headed off to the left and the guy headed right which brought him my way. I got a good look at him and was surprised to see that it was Jerry. The guy she broke up with that allowed me to start dating her. As I watched him walk by on the way to his car I was thinking on what I needed to do. The first thing was to find out more about what was going on, how long it had been going on and why it had been going on. One thing I did know was that I wasn't even remotely qualified to do the digging to find out those things. I was going to have to hire a professional.
When I got back to the office I got out the Yellow Pages and looked up Investigators and Investigation Services. I picked Abbott and Abbott Investigations primarily because they had the biggest ad. I called and made an appointment to see them the next day.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That evening when I got back to the house I didn't detect any change in Julie's attitude toward me and I wondered if that day was the first time she had stepped out on me. She was her usual affectionate self and at bedtime she indicated that she wanted to play. That wasn't unusual because she always wanted to play. I didn't say no or try to avoid dicking her. It wouldn't be the first time I'd had sloppy seconds. I'd had plenty in high school and college and I knew that it wouldn't kill me. And I did want to see if I could detect any traces of what she had done that afternoon.
I couldn't tell. Either Julie had cleaned up pretty good while still at the hotel or Jerry had used a condom. I did wonder if the reason she was so eager on that particular night was because she got off on giving me seconds or recently used pussy. No way for me to ever know for sure since we normally made love anywhere from three to five times a week. And nothing was lacking. Julie was as energetic and active as ever. Julie was as enthusiastic and energetic as always and she got three times out of me that night. One missionary, one cowgirl and one anal in the bow-wow position. When it was over she cuddled up next to me and fell asleep.
The next day I met with one of the Abbotts of Abbott and Abbott Investigations. I described my situation and he told me flat out that unless my wife and her lover did something out in public where they could be observed and filmed the best that he could do for me was document their comings and goings at hotels and motels, but they couldn't get anything from inside the rooms that I could use legally. They could get me photos of the couple hugging, kissing and hand holding and of the two entering and leaving rented rooms, but that would be the extent of it. He did say he could get stuff inside the rooms and that it would cost a bunch, but none of it could be used in a court. Then he asked me if I travelled as part of my job.
"Where we have most of our luck is in the residence. If it is your own place and you authorize it it is not an invasion of privacy."
I told him that I did occasionally travel as part of my job once every two months or so and he asked me when my next trip was.
"Next week. I'll be gone Monday and Tuesday and will return on Wednesday."
"Can you get us into your place so we can wire it for audio and video before you leave on the trip?"
"I can do it tomorrow."
"Good, but want to caution you not to get your hopes up. We may end up with nothing. It will all depend on your wife's mindset and past experience. If she is new to cheating she may not be too concerned about how she does it, but if she has been at it for a while she probably has learned to be a bit more cautious about things. She may have made the decision to never do it at home where she is likely to get caught. She may avoid using the home phone fearing a bug on the line. There is no way of knowing for sure what, if anything, we will get out of setting the house up for surveillance. In short, what I am doing is warning you that regardless of the fact you are paying us to get the dirt on your wife we may not come up with anything you can use. Knowing that are you still willing to go to the expense of us wiring your house?"
I had to think about that for a moment. When you already know that your wife is cheating and you go to a PI to get the proof you automatically assume that it is cut and dried. You know it is true without a doubt so the professional will have no trouble proving it right? But the man sitting across from me is telling me I could very well be spending a good deal of money for nothing. After a moment's thought I decided that I had to know what was going on. I knew she was cheating on me. That was a given. But I needed to know who, how many, how often and where and it was clear to me that I wasn't going to find out unless I spent the money to try.
"Let's do it" I said.
In the end it was expensive, but I got what I wanted. I met the two men that Abbott sent at the house the next morning and in two hours the house was wired. Every room in the house was covered and the phone line had a tap on it. Even if she didn't use the home phone all the bugs planted in the house would at least pick up her side of any conversation she might have on her cell phone if she talked in the house. I even got some highly technical surveillance stuff. Little recording devices that I could hide in the linings of her purses and I could pull the information off of them when they were in range of my laptop.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The system started earning its keep almost immediately. Julie got home before me and used the home phone to call her lover before I got home. No names were mentioned, but I assumed that she was talking to Jerry. The recording started with the 'bleep, bleep, bloop, bleep' of the numbers being pushed. Four rings and then:
"Hello?"
"It's me lover."
"What's up?"
"I have to cancel our date for tomorrow. The boss scheduled an all hands meeting and I have to be there."
"Damn it babe; I was looking forward to being in that tight pussy."
"No more than I was looking forward to having that big cock in my tight pussy."
"No chance of getting out of the house tomorrow?"
"No chance lover. He leaves for his trip on Monday and he gets my full attention until he leaves. The bright side is that he will be gone for three days and we can use those three days to make up for missing tomorrow."
"I'm really looking forward to it. I can't believe that I'm going to get you for three days and nights."
"Only two lover."
"What?"
"You only get two nights. Three days, but only two nights. He will be back Wednesday evening. Go to go lover. I can hear the garage door opening. He's home and I need to get dinner started."
Well there it was. If I had any lingering doubts they were gone. She did follow through with what she'd told her lover. I did get her full attention over the weekend. Starting on Friday night. After dinner she told me dessert would be served in the bedroom. Dessert was so good I had two helpings. She woke me with a blow job on Saturday morning and fucked me twice before we went out to breakfast.
When we got home from eating I got busy with household chores. I cut the grass, cleaned the garage and moved a bunch of stuff out of the basement and put it outside for trash pickup day on Monday. Around five I knocked off and took a shower to clean up and I wasn't in the shower for a minute before Julie climbed in with me. We washed each other's backs (and fronts) and I ended up fucking her from behind as she leaned against the shower wall. We toweled each other dry which led to us jumping in bed for another round of sex.
Then we decided to go out to dinner. Julie sat right beside me and played with my cock all the way to the restaurant and on the way home she had my cock out and was sucking it all the way to the house. Once more before we fell asleep cuddled up to each other. Sunday was pretty much a repeat of Saturday. Monday morning started with a blow job and one more bout on the bed and then I was on my way to Cleveland.



As I gazed out the window of the 737 at the passing ground below I was wondering how Julie could be so damned loving and affectionate with me when she had a lover. Was what she was doing with me all an act? Something to keep me from ever wondering about her straying? Or was knowing that she was giving me left overs turning her on? I might never know.
During my visit to Camden Industries I was kept so busy that I didn't have much time to think on the home situation. I didn't need to wonder about what was going on because I knew I would see it in living color when I got home and reviewed what the audio and video recorders had picked up. On the flight home I did spend some time on thinking what I was going to do. I had several very good ideas, but I sent most of them to the scrap heap because doing them would likely have me in a prison cell.
When I got home I was greeted the way I usually was when I came home from a trip. A long passionate kiss, a "God baby, but I've missed you and I hope you aren't too tired for what I have in mind." Which was a trip to the bedroom where she flat wore me out. My thoughts as sleep claimed me were on how she could be that way with me and still have a lover.
I found out the next day.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My usual routine after a trip was to go into the office, turn in my paperwork, catch up on what had gone on while I was gone and then take the rest of the day off. I got home at noon-thirty which gave me a good five hours before Julie would get home. Time I would use to review the product of the surveillance system.
It was enlightening.
Jerry had shown up on Monday at six and he and Julie ate the dinner that she had ready and then they went up to the bedroom and fucked until they were both tired. He spent the night, got a morning blow job, one bout of fucking and then they both left for work. Tuesday was a repeat of Monday except that Julie brought take out home instead of cooking. Wednesday morning was a wake up blow job, a fuck, a showering together followed by another fuck and then they left the house and went to work.
Julie had been fucked fourteen times between six in the evening on Monday and seven in the morning on Wednesday and then she got three more in with me when I got home. Seventeen times in three days! Julie and I had a very active sex life and we usually made love on an average of six times a week, but she had gone seventeen times in seventy-two hours. Unbelievable!
The videos of her two nights told me the story. Actually the first two minutes of Monday's action told me the story. Julie was a size queen!! Jerry soft was larger than I was at my hardest.
I'm not going to describe all that I saw and heard on the video, but one portion of their pillow talk on Monday was of great interest to me. The two had just finished a fuck in the missionary and were resting up and gaining strength for their next bout when Jerry said:
"You love it when we get together and make love. You can hardly wait for our next time so why won't you leave him so we can be together full time?"
"First off you and I don't make love. We fuck. The only person I make love with is my husband."
"Oh give me a break Jules. If he was any good in bed you wouldn't be here with me now."
"How many times have I told you not to put him down? You keep it up and I swear to God you will be history. He is much better in bed than you will ever be. The only reason you are here now is dick size. There are places in me that when touched set me off like a sky rocket. You can touch them and he can't. I need and crave the orgasms I get when we fuck, but make no mistake about it Jerry; all you and I do is fuck. If the choice were ever came down to you or my hubby you would be gone in a heartbeat. I love everything about my hubby, but all I love about you is your cock."
"That's cold Jules."
"Maybe, but it is true and it is all your own damned fault. If you had kept your dick in your pants and only taken it out for me we might still be together. But you couldn't do that could you. You had to take it out for every girl you met and I caught you and dumped you. But I am grateful to you for that. I wouldn't have met Bobby and fallen in love with him if you would have just behaved. I love the man and I'll do anything for him and that includes giving up your cock if you keep dissing him."
That was certainly eye opening. I especially liked the part where she said she would do anything for me. That little tidbit of information triggered a thought in my mind. A nugget that I could build on. I'd need to work on it, but it just might work.
I had dinner ready when Julie got home from work and after we ate she said "I know what I want for dessert if you are up to it."
"Not to worry sweets; you have always been able to get me up for things."
It was another of our spirited romps that lasted for a couple of hours after which we cuddled up next to each other. I faded off into dreamland thinking of my plan.
The next day at work was a slow one and I spent some of my idle time putting my plan down on paper and then going over it to fine tune it. By the time I left the building to go home I had it all worked out. The only thing I didn't know about my plan was would it work? My plan depended on two people doing what I hoped they would. And what was the plan? Just remember that I did warn you up front that I was an asshole.
Actually there were two plans. Plan A was to start attending company social functions and dangle Julie in front of Jack. If Jack's line was as slick and his dick was as big as Mike had led me to believe Jack would try to hook up with Julie. If he was successful I would put a PI on them and then when I had the goods on him I would go to Jack and Say "Here is the deal." If Plan A failed I'd fall back on Plan B. I'd show Julie what I had from the surveillance tapes, point out that she had said that she would do anything for me, tell her what I wanted and then point her at Jack.
The object of both plans were the same. Personal gain. Either from a lawsuit or a rapid rise through the ranks to a VP position with all the money and perks that came with the title.
Was I going to use the proof of Julie's cheating to get a divorce? Not at all. For one thing the states no fault divorce laws would ruin me financially. She would get half of everything and since I made twice what she did I would end up paying her alimony which, in effect, would be paying her to fuck someone else. No; no divorce. Instead of letting her cost me money I'd try and use her to make me money. From the videos it was clear that she did love me and that fact did make things easier. She was a good cook and a fantastic piece of ass. I wasn't thrilled that she needed to spend some time with someone who happened to be born with something I wasn't, but I could live with it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The first chance to put my plan into action came two weeks later on a Wednesday. The company held an open house for all of its customers and employees were encouraged to bring their spouses. Jack's credo appeared to be "We are all one big happy family here at the UNC." I primed Julie for the party by telling her that a good impression wouldn't hurt my chances for promotion and she dressed accordingly. Little black dress, CFMs, diamond earrings and a diamond pendant left to her by her grandmother. She looked both classy and sexy.
Was it effective? I'll say! I saw Jack looking our way when we walked in. He was clear on the other side of the crowded room and it took him less than twenty seconds to come clear across the room to warmly greet us. He hadn't said more than a dozen words to me since I hired in, but from his greeting you would have thought we had been best friends forever. I introduced him to Julie and he took her hand and said that he was very glad to meet her.
"I'm so glad you could come. I hope you enjoy yourself and I hope to see more of you at these company bashes."
He pointed us toward the bar, told us to have a good time and then he went off to smooze someone else. I walked Julie over to the bar and got her a glass of white wine and myself a vodka tonic and as I handed Julie her wine she said:
"If the look in his eyes was any indication you got the good impression you wanted."
I just smiled and then we circulated and socialized. Ben and Mike were standing at the back of the room talking and I walked Julie over to them. We made polite conversation, but the look on both of their faces screamed out "Have you lost your fucking mind?!! Bringing her here so Jack can see her?" Naturally I didn't tell them (or would I ever) that I hadn't lost my mind and that I knew just what I was doing. Or at least hoped that I knew what I was doing.
From time to time I looked Jack's way and saw him looking our way and I knew that it wasn't me that he was looking at. Julie and I hadn't been there more than forty-five minutes when he made his first move. Julie and I were at the bar refreshing our drinks when Jack came over to us.
"I need a favor Rob. Carstairs from Apex is interested in our LQ177s and I know you are more up on them than I am. Would you give him a tour and answer his questions? I'll ride herd on your lovely bride and see to it that she comes to no harm."
I turned to Julie and asked, "Would you mind sweetie?"
"Go ahead babe. I'm sure that I'll be in good hands."
As I left to find Carstairs I was smiling to myself and thinking "All systems are go and we are ready for launch."
I spent forty-five minutes with Carstairs and when we went back to the party I had an order for 2500 LQ177s in my hand. I looked around for Jack and Julie, but I didn't see them. I remembered Mike telling me that it had only taken Jack ten minutes to get his wife's dress up and her panties off. Maybe he was exaggerating, but I hoped not. Hopefully, as I stood there and surveyed the room, Jack had Julie bent over a desk somewhere and was banging away at her and if his cock was as big as Mike had said I'm sure that my size queen would be enjoying it and want more.
With any luck at all I'd get two things out of the deal. A rapid rise at the UNC and Jerry kicked to the curb. I know I know; it sounds stupid. Here I am setting my wife up to be fucked by another man and at the same time hoping that she will kick the guy she is cheating on me with out of her life. Hey! I'm human and I don't have to make sense. Besides; her fucking Jerry was of no benefit to me.
It was another thirty minutes or thereabouts before I saw Julie and Jack enter the room. She looked radiant and I recognized the look. She was freshly fucked. I don't think that she realized that I could tell, but I'd seen that look every time I'd made love to her. It would fade in fifteen minutes to a half an hour, but it was there right then. I walked over to them and said:
"I've been looking for you for about a half an hour now."
"Jack took me on a tour of the place. He even showed me your office. I'm glad he did otherwise I'd never have known about all the photos you have of me on your desk."
Inwardly I smiled and thought, "Knowing Jack's reputation I'd be willing to bet he fucked you bent over my desk while you looked at those pictures and got a major charge out of doing it."
It was official now. I was a cuckold twice over, but at least the second time I'd put the horns on myself. Jack left us to go off and visit with other customers and clients and as he walked away Julie said:
"I think we got what you wanted."
"How is that?"
"I think we made a good impression on Jack. I like him."
"Well I guess he can be charming in a social setting, but he can be a real bear at work. We will just have to wait and see."
Julie and I circulated and I introduced her to several of my coworkers. Maybe half an hour went by and then Jack came up to us again.
"I need a huge favor from you Rob. I grossly underestimated how much booze to have on hand for this affair. Could I get you to run over to Capri Liquors for me? I've called in an order and they will have it waiting."
I knew what was going on and I wanted it to happen, but I just couldn't resist throwing a little shit into the game.
"I don't know. Julie doesn't know that many people her and I've already left her alone once tonight."
"You don't have to worry about her. I'll keep a close eye on her and make sure no one steals her away from you while you're gone."
I turned to Julie and asked, "Is it all right with you?"
"I'm sure I'll be in good hands with Jack."
"I was about to say, "You could go with me" but decided not to press my luck. I turned to Jack and asked, "Do I need a check or money?"
"No. I have an account with them so all you have to do is sign for it."
"Okay, but you better take good care of Julie. She is my most prized possession."
"Don't worry about it Rob. I'll treat her like she was my own."
"I'll just bet you will" I thought as I gave Julie a quick kiss and then turned to go.
The trip to Capri Liquors only took ten minutes, but naturally Jack's order wasn't completed when I got there and I wondered if Jack had set it up that way by bribing the man at the sore or something like that. To me it seemed to be too much of a coincidence. Ten minutes to get there, ten to fifteen minutes waiting at the store and then loading followed by ten minutes to get back? Leaving him with Julie for almost a half hour? No! I was not buying coincidence.
When I got back and finished unloading I went looking for Julie. I didn't see her or Jack anywhere, but about five minutes later she came into the room and a minute or so behind her Jack arrived. She had that just fucked look again and as I walked up to her I toyed with the idea of asking where she had been and that I had looked all over for her, but I quickly decided that it might put her on her guard and I didn't want that. I wanted her thinking that I was as clueless about Jack as I was about Jerry.
We stayed about another half hour and then took our leave. We thanked Jack for inviting us and I thanked him for taking such good care of Julie. I was looking him right in the eye when I said it, but I saw no change in his eyes or facial expression. All I got from him was "It was my pleasure." Talk about emotions. I wanted to laugh at that, but I also wanted to punch him in the mouth. I had to remind myself that I had put things in play so I shouldn't be upset that I got was I was hoping for.
On the ride home Julie was her usual self. She gave no indication that she'd had another man's cock in her, but that wasn't a surprise to me since she had never given me any indication that she'd had Jerrys cock in her. I had all kinds of questions that I would have loved to ask, but of course couldn't because it would give things away. I wanted to know what Jack's line was and how quick was it for him to get into her pussy. I didn't need to ask about dick size because I knew it had to be big or she wouldn't have gone for the second time. But then again could I be sure of that? It was obvious to me that I didn't know my wife as well as I thought I did. Could it be that she decided to take my "We need to make a good impression" to heart to make me points? I hoped that I'd never know because if things reached the point where that information came out it would probably mean that my sneaky little plan had come to light and I did not think that would be a good thing.
We had been on the road for about five minutes when Julie said to me, "I think Jack likes you."
"Oh? What makes you say that?"
"When he was showing me your office and I was looking at all the pictures that you had of me he said if you kept on doing as well as you have been you would soon be in a bigger office and have room for even more pictures of me. It was a nice party, but I have a very big problem over what happened at the party."
"Oh fuck!" I thought. A confession was never part of my plan and I didn't allow for it. I took a deep breath and asked, "What kind of big problem?"
The way I was dressed tonight attracted a certain amount of male attention. I could see the lust in some of their eyes and it made me extremely horny. You are going to need to do something about that as soon as we get home."
She must have cleaned herself out after fucking Jack because I didn't notice a trace of anything. Her hole wasn't loose so Jack's reputed cock size must have been mostly in length and not girth. Not that it mattered. If she was real loose I wouldn't have commented on it anyway. Clueless Rob. That was the role I had to play in this little drama. As she had done after fucking Jerry she did so after fucking Jack. She gave me her all once we were in bed and she wore me out. We fell asleep snuggled up to each other.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Julie's job was a lot closer to the house than mine so she didn't leave the house until after I did and that also meant that she usually got home before me. I was hoping -- no, make that praying -- that Julie's contact with Jack would be through the home phone rather than her cell or work phone. Abbott said he could put a bug in her cell phone, but I hadn't been able to get it away from her long enough to get it to him and then back to her.
The Gods must have heard my prayers and decided to be good to me. Julie had dinner ready when I got home that evening and over dinner she told me that she was going to run over to Kohl's after we finished eating. It seems that they were having a sale on some things she wanted. As soon as she left the house I checked the home recorder and hit pay dirt.
"Hello?"
"Good morning. I wondered if you would call. Everything go alright? He isn't suspicious?"
"He doesn't know anything and he won't as long as you don't start playing dumb games like smirking at him with an "I know something you don't know" attitude."
"Give me some credit sweetie. I'm not going to do anything to upset the apple cart. Our plan for tonight still on?"
"Just make sure you do your part. Get those things from Kohl's for me so I have them in hand when I go home. I've got to go. I need to head into work. I just wanted to remind you to make sure you got those things for me."
"Consider it done. I'll see you tonight."
"Bye."
I do have to admit to being a little shocked at how fast things were moving. I noticed that when she left she was carrying one of the purses that I had put a bug in. Depending on where she put it down when she and Jack got with the program I might learn more. The one thing I did know was that the plan was working.
It was six-ten when she left and ten to ten when she got home carrying several Kohl's shopping bags. I don't know where she met Jack to play, but I assumed that it was at his place. He was twenty minutes from us so figuring forty-five minutes travel time round trip they'd had three and a half hours to play. I wondered how jack was feeling. I knew what kind of shape I was left in after three hours with an active Julie.
She dropped her bags on the kitchen table and said, "I've got to run to the bathroom." Curiosity impelled me to look in the bags and all I saw were dresses, shoes and a sales slip. I wondered if Jack had slipped up and paid for them with a credit card with his name on it. I took it out and looked at it. Nope. He'd paid for it in cash. I heard the toilet flush and I pushed the sales slip back in the bag and headed for the bedroom. Julie came in as I was getting ready for bed and said:
"Don't put you jammies on baby. I'd just have to rip them off of you."
"Didn't I give you enough last night?"
"I never get enough of you baby and I never will. Get used to it. I'll be pulling your pants off to get at you when we are in our seventies and eighties."
She got twice out of me before I pushed her away telling her I needed to get some rest if I was going to be worth a shit the next day at work. When Julie started the deep breathing of sleep I carefully slipped out of bed, trying hard not to disturb her, and went down to the room I'd set up as a home office and turned on my laptop. I brought up the program that would pull the information from the recorder in Julie's purse.



I heard the opening and closing of the car door, the starting of the engine and then the car radio until she got where she was going. I heard the car noises stop, the opening and closing of the door and then I heard her footsteps as she walked to her assignation with my boss. I heard her mutter to herself "I can't believe that I'm doing this" and then the ringing of a doorbell. Then I heard Jack's voice as he opened the door.
"About time. I've been going crazy waiting here for you. You wouldn't believe what I've gone through waiting to make love to you again."
"Let's get one thing straight right from the start. We didn't make love. We fucked! And we aren't going to make love this time either. We are going to fuck! There isn't any love here and not even much like. All we have here is lust. Plain and simple lust. You know why I'm here so let's get our clothes off and get to it."
"Your attitude surprises me. Most women want at least the pretense of romance when making love."
"I've already told you we didn't and we won't be making love. Why would even expect the pretense of romance given the way you started this. Where was the romance when you said fuck me and your husband keeps his job? Don't fuck me and I'll get rid of him?"
"I'll admit that it was a bit crude, but it was effective."
"Don't kid yourself. I was a second away from telling you to bag it and go pound sand up your ass. Bobby is good enough to get another job even if we have to move to do it. The only thing that stopped me was that by then you had your fly open and your cock out. The size of your package is what got my panties off. The size of your package is why I am here tonight so cut out the chit chat and lets go and put that thing where it will do the most good."
After that, as I was able to reconstruct from the sounds, it was a fuckfest. She sucked him, fucked him, went sixty-nine with him, fucked him again and followed it up with another sixty-nine during which I heard her say:
"That's it stud; do a good job and clean me out so Bobby won't even find a trace of you."
From that I gathered that Jack got a charge out of sucking his juice out of his female victims. Then Julie surprised me and gave him her ass. That told me something about Jack's cock size. She had refused to let Jerry have her ass because she said he was too big to do it without giving her a lot of pain. She took me up the dirt road any time I wanted to go there so that told me that Jack had length, but not much more girth than I had.
When it was over Jack wanted to know when they could do it again and Julie told him she would give him a call when she had a chance to go over her schedule.
"I'm not going to want to do this more than once or maybe twice a week. I can't doing anything that might make Bobby suspicious."
"I may have an idea that might help us there."
"Oh? What are you thinking?"
"I'll have to check, but I'm thinking that he has been with us long enough that he might be in line for a promotion. A promotion to a position where he might have to travel a bit and then we could get together while he is gone."
"That might work. As long as you don't keep him away from me a lot. He is still my main man and I want him around."
"What can I do to make me your main man?"
"You can't. Bobby is the only man I want to live my life with so don't even waste your time."
"I can always hope that you will change your mind so don't expect me to stop trying."
"Whatever. Just don't fuck with my Bobby. Treat him right and I'll treat you right. Right now I need to clean up and get home to my hubby."
This of course wasn't Jack's first rodeo where married women were concerned and he did try to send his fuck toys back to their husbands with no evidence of wrong doing. He had everything necessary on hand to see to it that the woman could douche herself and clean out all of the product of their coupling. I went back to bed and slept soundly knowing that Plan A was well on the road to success.
And I got a bonus out of the deal. The next day when I checked the take from the phone tap I heard:
"Hello?"
"Morning."
"Morning? Not good morning or good morning lover?"
"I'm calling with bad news. I can't see you anymore. Bob is giving off signs of being suspicious so I'm calling it quits before he catches me being bad."
"Oh come on Jules; you are too much of a size queen to give up on big cocks and we both know it."
"We've had this conversation before Jerry. I can and will do whatever I need to do to hang onto Bob."
"Just don't lose my number Jules. I know you better than you think so I'll be waiting for your call."
"It is your time so you can waste it if you want. It was fun, but it is over. Goodbye Jerry."
I know it may seem contradictory for me to be glad that my wife dropped one lover from her life while being happy that she was fucking another man instead, but as I mentioned earlier I wasn't getting any benefit out of Julie fucking Jerry.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The weekend went by quickly and Monday, about an hour before lunch, Frank Meyers, my section head, called me into his office. After exchanging pleasantries Frank asked:
"How is your home life Bob?"
"I think it is fine. Why would you ask me something like that?"
"Bud Wilcox has been promoted and is leaving the section and I need to fill his position and you are due one, but the promotion involves some travel. Past experience has shown that jobs that involve travel are very hard on marriages that are not strong and stable."
"No worries there. Julie and I are still acting as if we are on our honeymoon. How much travel are we talking here?"
"Usually two or three days a week although occasionally you might be gone all week. What Bud's job entails is unannounced visits to our vendors and checking out their quality control. Another part of the job is visiting vendors whose quality has caused us problems to see why their quality has slipped. There is a lot of responsibility that goes along with the job. Your reports may determine whether we keep a vendor or stop our relationship with them. Sound like something you can do?"
"When do I start?"
"Today. I'll let Bud know that you are on board. Head over to his office. You will work with him until his last day. By then you should be ready to go out on your own."
I left Frank's office with a big smile on my face. He plan was working quicker than I thought. I spent the rest of the day with Bud and he let me know that we would be flying out to Seattle on Wednesday. We would be gone Wednesday and Thursday and fly back home on Friday.
When I got home I gave Julie the good news. She took it pretty much as I had expected. Happy for me because of the promotion and she pretended to be not so happy that I had to travel and be away from her.
Tuesday I got home from work and found that I'd beaten Julie home. I did a quick check of the phone tap and heard:
"Hello?"
"It's me. I got the news last night. You sure were quick to get it done."
"I had to be quick. I need him out of the way so I can get with you again. I want both of the nights he will be gone."
"I don't know about that. I'll need to be here when he makes his nightly check in call."
"So I'll come there."
"I guess that will be alright."
I couldn't believe my luck. I had assumed that all of their meetings would be at his place and I would have to pay the PI's to get the goods on him that I would need, but he was going to fuck Julie in our bedroom and I would get it all on video. What was it George Peppard on the old TV show "The A Team" used to say? "I love it when a plan comes together."
Now my only worry was that Julie would stop giving Jack her pussy, but I wasn't too worried about it. The fact that she had dropped Jerry told me that she was pretty happy with his replacement. No, the real worry was that Jack would tire of Julie. I don't think he was used to having his sluts talk back to him the way Julie did. It might make him start looking for another employee's wife before I got enough video of him. Oh well, it was out of my hands and I'd just have to wait and see.
Julie damned near fucked me to death on Tuesday night. "I need to give you enough to hold you until you get back." I wanted to say, "Just make sure that Jack leaves enough for me to enjoy when I get back." But of course I didn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Julie was glad to see me when I got home Friday and she did her best to make up for the time I was gone. I'd long since come to realize that Julie was probably a nymphomaniac or at least close to being one. How else could you explain all the fucking she did? I began to think that her fucking Jerry and now fucking Jack was what was keeping me alive. If I had to carry the full load she would soon fuck me into my grave.
When she went grocery shopping on Saturday I pulled up all the video that was taken while I was gone. It was indeed enlightening. Jack did have a big cock. Maybe ten or eleven inches, but no bigger around than I was. He spent the night on both Wednesday and Thursday and the two of them fucked up a storm on both nights. I got to see a Julie I'd never seen before as that long cock touched places in her that I never would be able to reach and I remembered what she'd said to Jerry. "There are places in me that when touched set me off like a sky rocket" and I got to see her go off. Incredible!!
It was the audio that interested me more than the video. At one point on Thursday night she flat out told him that his getting her pussy depended entirely on how well he took care of me at work. He told her not to worry.
"I plan on being able to fuck that hot pussy of yours for years and years. I can't move Robert up to rapidly because it would cause talk, but his career is going to be all he hopes for as long as you are my willing slut."
"Fuck you and get out of here" Julie snapped at him. "You have a great cock and I'll miss it, but I will not allow you to call me names like that."
"Whoa up there sweet thing. It was a term of endearment as far as I'm concerned."
"Well I don't like it. We are consenting adults enjoying ourselves. I am not a slut. Sluts fuck anybody who wants them and I don't do that."
"Okay, okay; calm down. I won't ever say it again. I promise."
That set the pattern for the next three months. I'd fly out, be gone for two or three nights and Jack would spend those nights buried in Julie's pussy or ass. On weeks that I didn't travel Julie would have a reason to go out and do something one night. My library of videos grew and grew, but as they grew he never seemed to tire of Julie and I was beginning to wonder if I would ever need to use them against Jack.
Then came the big surprise.
Jack must have thought that he had Julie softened up because on one Wednesday night he told her that he needed a favor.
"I have a customer that I need you to take care of. I want you to fuck him for me."
"You are kidding me right?"
"Not in the least. I promised him the best piece of ass he would ever get this side of Heaven and that's you darlin."
"Put your pants on and get the fuck out of here."
"That's no way to talk to me darlin. It's just a little favor and it's not like you aren't already giving your hubby's pussy away anyway."
"I said get your slimy ass out of this house."
"Oh come on darlin. Just do me this little favor. Don't make me bring out the big guns."
"And just what are the big guns?"
"You do it or I fire hubby's ass and with a reference guaranteed to see to it that he never gets a good job again. He'll spend the rest of his life behind the counter of a 7-11 or some other dead end job."
"I thought you liked me."
"Fuck that like shit! I love fucking you and I'm going to keep on fucking you."
"I guess I don't have any choice do I?"
"None at all darlin. Not get your ass over here and suck my cock."
Before he left he gave Julie the customer's name and room number at the hotel. "He is expecting you at six. Make sure that you take damned good care of him. Hear me darlin?"
"Yes."
I watched that video and just could not bring myself that MY Julie would cave that easily. I kept watching and soon it was the next evening. I watched Julie walk in the door at five to six, go into the kitchen and heat up a TV dinner. At the house at five to six? There was no way she could get to the hotel by seven-fifteen even if she left immediately. And the important customer was expecting her to be there at six? She didn't even look like she was going to try. She picked up the cordless phone and then she took her TV dinner into the living room, sat down on the couch, put her feet up on the footstool and picked up the TV remote. She turned on the TV and channel hopped while she ate her dinner. At six-fifty the phone rang and Julie picked up the cordless phone and said:
"Hello?"
"Don't you hello me you stupid cunt! I just got a call from Reynolds and he is pissed. I don't know if I can save the deal or not, but I wanted to call you and let you know that your dear hubby will be terminated as soon as he sets foot in the office tomorrow."
"That's okay. He isn't going to need a job anyway. What we will get from the courts in our lawsuit will pretty much put us on easy street."
"Lawsuit? What lawsuit? What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Hold on a second will I get something."
She walked to her purse and came back with a digital recorder. "Listen to this sweetie" she said as she pushed the play button. Jack got to listen to himself saying what he'd said to Julie the previous evening. The Julie said, "According to a friend of mine who is an attorney I can hand this to a DA and you will be charged with criminal conspiracy at the very least and since it was a customer of your company that you tried to force me to have sex with it opens your company up for all kinds of lawsuits. You do know what you tried to do was blackmail and coercion right?"
"Get serious little girl. All I have to do is say that you found someone who sounds like me and made the tape. It isn't going to fly in court."
"I agree that a tape recording might not do the trick, but what you just listened to isn't just a simple recording. It is the sound track from the video of last night's activities."
There was a long silence from Jack's end of the line and then Julie said, "Come on over sweetie and we can watch it together. Of course what we will watch will only be one of the copies I made because this 'little girl' is too smart to let you get your hands on the original."
"What do you want?"
"Come on over 'darlin' and we will negotiate."
She hung up the phone and went back to jumping channels. I sat there shocked. How had she found my surveillance stuff? I would have expected outrage, but Julie never gave me any indication that she knew. I wondered when she was going to hit me with it and how in the hell I was going to explain.
A half hour later the doorbell rang and Julie got up to answer it. It was Jack and you could tell that he wasn't a happy camper. Of course there was no reason for him to be happy. The Reynolds guy was pissed at him and a 'little girl' was fucking him over. Unfamiliar territory for someone used to be the one doing the fucking over. Julie played the part of gracious hostess, thanking him for coming and walking him to the living room. She invited him to have a seat on the couch, offered him a drink and when he nodded his head yes she went out to the kitchen and got him a beer. She brought it back and handed it to him, he took a pull on the bottle and then said:
"You said negotiate. What do you want?"
"Nothing that you can't afford to give. Want to watch the video?"
"You know damned well I want to watch it. I have to know that there is a video."
"I suspected as much and it is already in the DVD player."
She picked up the remote, pushed the button and Jack got to see himself in living color and the look on his face was priceless. It screamed out "I am so fucked!"
"I didn't see any camera" he said.
"You weren't looking for one, but you probably saw it and didn't recognize it for what it was. Did you notice the book on the dresser? It is actually a disguised camera. I knew you were an asshole when you hit me with that "Fuck me or I'll fire your hubby" shit the night we met so once I decided to fuck you I bought the camera just to take care of times like this."
I gave a huge sigh of relief. My secret was still safe.
All right" Jack asked, "What do you want?"
"Like I said, nothing that you can't afford to give. Two things. First of all you will see to it that Bobby's career stays on track. I want him to be UNCs youngest Vice President ever. I don't expect it to happen overnight, but sometime within the next five or six years would be acceptable to me. The next thing is something that you are probably going to hate and it has two parts."
"What?"
"You have to keep fucking me. This 'little girl' is just too damned lazy to go out and try to find another large cock."
"What's the second part?"
"You probably don't know since I've never mentioned it, but I work for Artful Advertising. We do some work for your company, but not a lot. You are going to throw more business our way. I'm not trying to gouge you here. There is a good reason behind my wanting this part and one I think you will like. I hate sneaking away from Bobby to meet you. When he is home I want to spend every minute with him so here is my plan. I met you at one of your company's social functions and in talking you find out I'm with Artful. You say you know of them and do some business with them. I go to my boss and tell him I've met you and I think I can get you to throw more business to the company. My boss says go for it and I get you to up the amount of business you do with us. Then you ask Artful to make me your account representative and then I have a legitimate reason to meet with you during the day, we do our thing and I get to keep all my evenings free for Bobby."
"You said that this was a negotiation right?"
Julie nodded a yes.
"Besides what we do during the day I still want all the nights that Robert is out of town."
Julie smiled and said, "Deal!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next nine months flew by. Julie and Jack were fucking twice a week while I was home and twice during the day and all the nights when I was gone. I reviewed the surveillance footage when I got home and never found cause to worry. Julie did slap Jack down once or twice when he took shots at me like the time he told her that he thought I was clueless. She told him to get dressed and get out.
"He is not clueless. He knows I love him to death and he trusts me. I will NOT have you bad mouthing him. Just get dressed and get out."
"I'm sorry" he said, "And I'll never do it again" as he reached down and rubbed her pussy. She pushed his hand away and told him to get dressed and leave. "Just go. You've ruined the mood".
Almost a year to the day since my last promotion I returned from a trip and in reviewing the surveillance footage I found out that things were about to change for me again. Julie and Jack had just finished fucking and were resting up for the next bout when Julie said:
"It's time for Bobby to get another promotion."
"I'm on it" Jack said.
Two weeks later frank called me into his office. "I'm being promoted and so are you. You will be taking over from me. Assuming of course that you want the job."
Of course I said yes. Frank's job didn't require much travel, but there was some. Usually once a month for a full week. Jack and Julie were still going at it and it never ceased to amaze me. From everything I'd learned about him before putting Julie in front of him I expected that after five or six months he would drop her and move on to another wife, but he showed no signs of moving on. I think the fact that Julie showed some backbone when he tried to push her put her in a different category from the other wives he was used to. I think he respected her as much as he liked to fuck her. I'd even bet that if something ever happened to me he would try and marry her.



Over the next five years I continued to move up the corporate ladder. I know that it was because of Julie, but in my defense I do have to say I did an extremely good job in every position I was moved into. I could have made the climb without Julie's help, but it would have taken me twenty years instead of five. During that five year period Julie and Jack fucked anywhere from two to five times a week and during all that time Julie was as loving a wife as any man could ask for. She spoiled me rotten, never said no to me when I wanted to make love although to be absolutely true about it Julie was the initiator about seventy percent of the time. I never had cause to doubt her love for me.
It was a Friday when I found out about my next promotion. I'd just flown in from a four night trip to Boston and as was my habit I stopped by the house on my way from the airport to the office. Julie was at work and knowing how she was with me when I got home from a trip I knew if I didn't review the surveillance tapes before she got home I would not be able to get to them until Monday or Tuesday.
Monday night's tape was just suck and fuck until Tuesday morning. After a morning romp and while they were getting dressed to go to work Jack said;
"I've got something that I want to lay in front of you. Way back when we first started you said you wanted to see Bob a vice president in five or six years. It isn't likely to happen. It will be at least another five or six years before I can do it. There are too many people in high positions that they won't be retiring from until then and their job performance is such that I can't just remove someone to make room for Bob. The only way I can do it sooner is to create a new position and I could possibly do it, but I'd need your help."
"How can I help?"
"When you and I were at lunch last Thursday Ralph Moreland saw us. Ralph is president and CEO of Amalgamated Systems. Amalgamated gives us about twenty percent of their business. Anyway, Ralph and I know each other well enough that we socialize. I was having drinks with Ralph Friday and he commented on your sexiness and beauty. What he actually said was "Just once in my life I'd like to experience something that nice." I laughed and told him that you were mine and that he couldn't have you. Then he asked if he could rent you for a day or two. I laughed again and said that it would cost him a bunch. He asked how much and I told him all of his business instead of just some of it.
"Understand sweetie that up to that point it was just guy talk, beer talk, just kidding around stuff. Then he got serious with me. He asked if I could handle all of his business. The truth is that we are not set currently set up to meet all of his needs, but it doesn't mean that we can't set up to do it. It would require some restructuring and expansion, but we could do it and I told him so. Then he asked me if I thought you would go for it. I told him that I honestly didn't know, but I would put it to you. After we parted I made some phone calls and checked around. Amalgamated is dissatisfied with its current suppliers and is looking to make some changes.
"To be honest here I could probably get all of Amalgamated's business, but that is only probably and not definitely. If I do get all of Ralph's business I will have to create a new division and that division will need a VP. Don't misunderstand me here baby. I'm not asking you to do this. Bob will in time make VP on his own merit. You can make it happen sooner, but that has to be your decision."
Julie was silent for a bit and then asked, "What kind of guy is he? Short, tall, fat, skinny, ugly or reasonably attractive? He have bad breath or body odor?"
"He is in decent shape and I know this because we belong to the same gym and I've seen him in the locker room. He isn't ugly."
"His package?"
"A little above average. Maybe seven and a half or so and it has some girth to it."
"I do this and Bobby becomes a VP right?"
"You have my word on it."
"What happens if I do it and this guy doesn't come through?"
"I'll find some way to reward Bob, but it may not be a VP position. At least not right away."
"When?"
"I believe in striking while the iron is hot. We need to get him before someone else does."
"We have three more nights before Bobby gets back. Let's get it done."
The video from Tuesday night shocked me to the core. Jack showed up with the Ralph guy and I'm not going to get descriptive about the introductions and small talk. Once that was out of the way Julie led Ralph into the bedroom. Ralph was in good shape and Jack had been pretty close on the description of Ralph's package. Julie sucked on him for a while and then he ate her pussy. Missionary was followed by sixty-nine which was followed by cowgirl. Julie was on hands and knees working on getting Ralph up for a third time when Jack came into the room and stood watching for a minute or so and then he unzipped, took out his cock, walked up behind her and pushed his cock into her. Julie's head jerked up and she looked over her shoulder at Jack.
"Jesus Christ Jack; take your fucking pants off before my pussy hairs get caught in your zipper" and she went back to sucking Ralph.
I couldn't believe it! No shock. No outrage. No "What the fuck are you doing Jack." Just "Get your pants off" and then turn and go back to taking care of business. Jack took his pants off and went back to fucking Julie. Julie got Ralph up and then pulled away from Jack and mounted Ralph cowgirl. Jack watched her bounce up and down on Ralph for a minute and then he got on the bed, put his hands on Julie's shoulders and pushed her down so she was lying on Ralph's chest and then he pushed his cock into Julie's ass. Julie cried out "Oh fuck yeah!' and then it was fuck, suck, fuck, suck, and fuck until neither man could get it up again.
The two men were lying spent and exhausted on the bed while Julie was sitting up, leaning against the headboard rubbing her clit and trying to get off one more time.
"Christ! I haven't done that since college" Julie said.
"This isn't your first threesome" Ralph asked.
"First since I met my husband. I used to do them all the time in college."
That was news to me, but it did explain her easy acceptance of it. Julie got off the bed and headed for the bathroom. When she came back she turned the light off and climbed onto the bed. When the light went off I lost the video, but the audio picked up:
"Move. I want the middle."
In the morning there was no fucking and after Julie showered she put on a robe and went downstairs and put on the coffee while the men showered and dressed. She whipped up a breakfast of bacon, eggs and toast and as the three of them sat at the table, drank their coffee and ate their breakfast they discussed the previous evening's activities. Ralph mentioned that it was his first threesome since college and hadn't realized how much he missed them. I was surprised when Jack said that it was his first one. I would have thought that with all of the employee's wives he had fucked he would have had at least a couple.
Ralph said, "I would like to do it again" and Jack said, "So would I" and then both men looked at Julie. Julie looked from Ralph to Jack and then back to Ralph and then said, "I haven't heard the magic words yet."
Ralph said, "Magic words? I don't understand."
"I'm not some stupid bimbo. I know Jack has explained our relationship to you and I know you know why I agreed to do last night."
"Oh. I see. Well I did agree to throw all of my business Jack's way, but as you have just mentioned you are not some stupid bimbo so surely you must realize I want more out of the deal than what would amount to a one night stand."
"You have the floor" Julie said.
"I want more of you and I want more nights like last night."
"The problem with that" Julie said, "Is that I have limited time available. I'm only available when Bobby is out of town and that's usually only two or three days every couple of weeks."
"How about during the day when he is home? Or a night out with the girls when he is home?"
"When Bobby is home he gets every minute that I have. Any nights out will be spent with him. As far as days go I have a job that takes up my time nine to five."
"You manage to meet Jack during the day."
"Yes I do, but only one day a week" Julie said and then she went on to explain how she and Jack had worked it out.
"I'll do the same."
They sat there at the kitchen table and hashed it out. Julie agreed to do at least one threesome every two weeks either during the day or on an evening if I was out of town and a day during the week if he gave her enough business to take to Artful to get her appointed as the Amalgamated account representative. Ralph said to consider it done and then he asked:
"When can we do it again?"
"As soon as Jack tells me that he has a signed contract from you."
"Then the next time will be tonight if it works for you. I'll leave here with Jack and we will have the deal finalized by lunch time."
"I get home from work about six. If I hear from Jack and he tells me that it is a done deal I'll be here waiting naked and ready."
Both men left the house and Julie went upstairs and dressed for work.
I took a break from watching the videos and went and got a beer from the fridge. When I started the video again I ran it up to the six pm mark. Julie got home and went right up to the bedroom and got out of her work clothes. She put on a pair of CFMs and then went down to the kitchen and fixed herself a drink. I assumed that Jack had called her and said he had signed contract. At six-thirty the doorbell rang and Julie greeted the two men and led them straight up to the bedroom. The evening was a repeat of the previous evening and Julie again slept in the middle. The following morning was different in that Julie fucked both men before going down and fixing breakfast for everyone. The men showered and dressed while she cooked and while the men ate Julie went up and showered. While she was gone the men talked.
"I'd marry her in a heartbeatm" Ralph said.
Jack laughed and said, "Don't think that I haven't tried, but she is in love with Bob. He walks on water as far as she is concerned."
"Then why is she doing this?"
"For him. I made a pass at her and she told me that I could have all I wanted as long as I saw to it that her Bobby had a very successful career. Bob gets raises and promotions and I get Julie."
"Doesn't it look odd to others in the company that her hubby gets favored treatment?"
"Not at all. Bob is very good on the job and on his own without Julie's help he would make VP in fifteen years or thereabouts. Julie is just seeing to it that it happens quicker. And while we are having this discussion let me warn you. If you ever say anything even remotely derogatory about Bob in her hearing you will be out the door and gone." And then he told Ralph about the time Julie ordered him out of the house. "And all I did was infer that he was clueless. Best you don't even mention his name. Just take what she is willing to give and be happy that you are getting that much."
Ralph and Jack wanted to do it again that night, but Julie said no. "Bobby will be home tomorrow and I need to get ready for him. You guys have worked me over pretty good these last two days and I need to give my holes a little rest and some time to tighten up."
Before he left Ralph made an appointment to see Julie in his office to discuss how much business he would need to throw Artful Advertisings way in order to get Julie appointed his account rep.
I left the house and went on into work and turned in my paperwork and expense account, but I didn't see Jack. When I got home I got my usual welcome home from Julie and it carried through the weekend. I needed to go to work on Monday just to get some rest.
Monday Jack called me into his office just after lunch. He told me what had happened and that we now had all of Amalgamated's business and then he told me what had to be done and asked me if I thought I could handle it. You can guess what I told him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was four years ago and there have been some changes in the Dalton household. My position as Vice President of Operations requires very little travel so Julie and the boys don't get many chances to do all-nighters. Ralph came up with a solution to the problem. He hired Julie away from Artful and then moved her rapidly up the ladder until she was his PA. My knowledge of what they do is limited because I only have a recorder in two of Julie's purses and she uses different purses from time to time.
What I have picked up leads me to believe she is having one threesome a week with Ralph and Jack and she meets with Jack once or twice a week. She apparently fucks Ralph on a daily basis either in his office or in a suite that Amalgamated keeps at the Hilton.
Julie is still fucking me half to death and she still spoils me rotten.
Am I a cuckold? Yes I am; three times over if you go back to the beginning and add in Jerry, but do I give a shit? Not in the least! I never got off on watching the videos and I don't get off knowing that she is fucking other men.
What I do get off on is driving my Porsche Carrera home from work and parking it in the three car garage of my two million dollar home that sits on twelve wooded acres. I do get off on being able to do laps in the pool just off my back patio and then soaking in the hot tub.
I do get off on going out to play golf at the Country Club where I am not only a member, but sit on the membership committee.
I do get off on flying off to our condo at Aspen for a week's skiing.
The one thing you have to remember is that even though Julie made me a cuckold with Jerry I was asshole enough to make myself a cuckold and make goddamned sure that it benefited me.



            Rob Gets Even

            It took years.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/rob-gets-even

Title: Rob Gets Even

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: It took years.

Tags: revenge




This story had its origins in high school although not much really happened there. There were three elementary schools in town that took you from kindergarten to the fifth grade; two middle schools that took you from the sixth through the eighth grade. There was only one high school that took you from the ninth to the twelfth so when I started the ninth grade I saw tons of kids that I had never seen before and one of them was Nancy Wilde. I don't know if you remember what it was like when you saw your first love or the one that you hoped would be the first love (and hopefully only), but I as instantly 'owned' by Nancy.
I sat as close to her as I could in every class that we had together and pretty much followed her around like a lost puppy. I tried to get her to sit with me in the cafeteria at lunch time and I asked her out for every after school activity that came around. I pretty much made a fool of myself where she was concerned and of course everyone in our class knew it and laughed about it. Unfortunately one of the laughers was Nancy.
About halfway through the tenth grade Nancy decided that I wasn't a joke any more. I of course thought that the reason was because she finally realized what I had known all along – that we were meant for each other. It wasn't until much much later that I found out the real reason.
Because of my birthday and the school systems age requirements I was six when I started kindergarten instead of five (I missed the cut by four days) and then when I was halfway through the sixth grade I had a burst appendix that made me miss so much school that I had to repeat the sixth grade. As a result of those two things I was two years older than the other kids in the tenth grade. I was seventeen compared to their fifteen. And because I was seventeen I had a driver's license and more than that, thanks to parents that spoiled me, I had a car. A car that gave me the freedom to go places and do things that my classmates couldn't.
Those things never entered my mind when one day Nancy sat down at my table in the school cafeteria and asked
"Don't you like me any more Robby?"
"Of course I do Nancy; why would even you think otherwise?"
"You don't ask me out any more."
"I stopped asking because you always said no to me."
"That doesn't mean that I wasn't interested in you. My parents wouldn't let me date until I turned fifteen and even then my mom was always telling me that I was too young to get serious with any guy. You were the only guy I could even think about getting serious about so I had to keep you at arm's length."
Looking back I should have realized it was utter bullshit, but I was so besotted by her that the fact that she was sitting at my table and talking to me kept me from even thinking about the lie she was telling me. I'd seen her out on dates since we started the tenth together, but it wasn't until a year later that I put it altogether and realized I'd been played. Anyway, back to the cafeteria.
"So what has changed" I asked her.
"I've seen you with other girls and I finally decided that I'd better get off my butt and make a move before some other girl gets you into a steady relationship."
I had dated a lot and there had been some kisses and make out sessions and even a little 'stink fingering' a time or two, but never with anybody that I wanted to go steady with.
"You want to go steady with me?"
"We won't know that until we've spent some time together, but six months or a year from now I don't want to look at you with a steady girlfriend and saying to myself that I wish I had tried to find myself in her place."
That was the start of it. I immediately asked her out and she said yes. I was walking on air! Nancy had said yes to a date with me!
It was just a movie and root beer floats at Harry's Malt Shop after, but I was with the girl that I wanted to be with forever. On the second and third dates I got a kiss on the cheek and while I know it sounds stupid I didn't was my face for two days after.
Then came the weekend that Nancy said she wanted to go to the lake and I said fine. Then she asked if it would be all right if her best friend Bev and her boyfriend could go with us and I said sure. We had a good time and when I took Nancy home I tried to go for a real kiss. I got a peck on the lips, but even as nuts as I was about her I could tell that her heart wasn't into it. I just put it down to her thinking that it was too soon for us to be getting into that.
After that weekend at the lake every date I had with Nancy was a double date with her and her friends. I need to point out here that the car I had was a Ford Galaxy 500 station wagon that would seat nine. Not the car that you would normally associate with a teenager, but when my parents went looking for a good used car for me they couldn't pass up the price it had on it. Anyway, soon after Nancy and I started dating the car that would seat nine usually had nine in it. Sometimes even ten or twelve depending on how familiar they all were with each other.
It was Nancy who usually picked where we would go and I really didn't care because all I really wanted was to be with her. It never occurred to me that wherever we went she spent more time with the others that we were with than she did with me. I know it makes me sound like a doofus that it never occurred to me that I was being used because I had a driver's license and a car. I was getting better kisses and we did neck more and I thought we were moving along. It didn't dawn on me until the summer was over and we started the eleventh grade. The significance of that event? That is when my classmates started turning sixteen and getting their driver's licenses and access to the family car or in some cases they had parents like mine who bought them a car.
I'll never forget the date. It was September 12th.
I was sitting in the school cafeteria waiting for Nancy to join me. She came in, sat down at the table and said:
"I'm sorry Rob, but I can't see you anymore. My parents say I'm getting too serious with you and that it isn't good for someone my age to be getting that way" and she got up and left me sitting there watching her walk away.
Then to make it worse when school let out and I went out to my car in the student parking lot I saw Nancy getting into a car with John Woodman. She slid over next to him, kissed him, and then they drove off. I did notice that the car Woodman was driving had temporary tags on it so it was likely that he had just gotten it.
As they drove out of sight I wondered about what I'd just seen and I started to remember some of the things I'd seen during the summer that I hadn't really paid much attention to. Things like Woodman always seemed to be in the group when Nancy and I had gone on a group date to the lake, amusement park or wherever and Nancy did seem to spend more time with him than the rest of the group we were with. A couple of times Nancy had disappeared for some time and thinking back on it I couldn't recall Woodman being around while she was gone. Even then I didn't put two and two together. I was still too hug up on Nancy to think straight where she was concerned.
Two days later two things happened in the space of forty-eight hours that ripped the blinders off of me. The first was hearing the buzz going around among my classmates that Nancy had announced that she and Woodman were now going steady. That happened on a Thursday. Saturday I was at a party at Adolphus Thomas's house and there was a lot of smoking going on. I didn't smoke and sometimes the smell got to me and when it did I usually ducked outside for a breath of fresh air.
It was a little past seven and already out and when Becca Marsh and Audrey Totten came out probably for the same reason they didn't see me leaning against an oak tree over by the fence. Normally I would have made my presence known, but they were talking about me so I stayed quiet and motionless.
"Do you think there will be fireworks when Nancy and John get here?"
"Wouldn't it be great if Rob did go off on the two of them?"
"I just can't see it. Rob is just too nice a guy."
"Yeah. It is a shame he is so clueless when it comes to Nancy."
"I know. I would love to have a guy that deeply into me."
"You think by now he realizes just how much she played him? That she was just using him until John could get his license and a car?"
"I doubt it. I don't think he is capable of having bad thoughts where Nancy is concerned. He has been gaga over her since the ninth grade."
"What a waste. I don't know why he was never able to see what a manipulative bitch she is, but he is clueless where Nancy is concerned. I man how could he not know that she and John dated all during the week?"
"From what I hear she told him that her parents wouldn't let her date during the week and since Rob works that part time job during the week he probably never had a chance to catch them."
"It is a rotten shame that he is so into Nancy. I would have loved to go out with him and not just because he has a car."
"I know what you mean, but he is, or maybe I should say was, so wrapped up in Nancy that he never even noticed the rest of us."
As I listened to the two of them my feelings for Nancy died a slow death. I stepped out of the shadows and said:
"You are absolutely right. I was clueless, but what I don't understand is why you guys who are supposed to be my friends never gave me a wakeup call."
My appearance caught them by surprise and shocked them into silence. I turned from them and headed back into the house. I had my hand on the doorknob when Audrey called out:
"Wait Rob!" I turned back to them and Audrey said, "It is because w we are your friends that we never spoke to you about it. You were so were wrapped around that bitche's finger that you wouldn't have believed us and you would most likely shot the messenger and ended the friendship. We all kept hoping that you would catch on without us getting involved."
I turned and went into the house. Once inside I saw that Nancy and John had arrived. I could actually feel the tension in the room. Everyone must have expected me to go off on the pair so I don't know if they were relieved or disappointed when I walked up to Dolph and said:
"Great party, but I have to leave. Thanks for the invite. I'll catch you at school on Monday."
I was halfway home before it all hit me and I had to pull over and park. The am burst and I cried my eyes out. It was half an hour before I could make myself start the car and drive the rest of the way home.
From Monday on at school I noticed that John and Nancy seemed to go out of their way to avoid me. I just tuned them out and got on with life. I looked around and noticed several of my female classmates weren't in relationships and I started dating.
I did get a partial payback where Nancy and Woodman were concerned. It was a Saturday in the first week of October and a whole herd of us had gone out to the lake. We partied until the sun started to go down and it began to get chilly and people started leaving. There was a float about a hundred yards from shore and knowing that it was un likely I'd be able to do it until the next summer I swam out to it and then laid down on my back and just looked up at the stars for a while.
When I got back to the beach I found that everyone but Nancy and Woodman were gone. Woodman's car was about thirty feet from mine and as I walked to my car I saw both of them standing there and looking at his flat right rear tire. I got in my car, started it up, but before I could pull away Woodman came over to me. I rolled my window down and he said:
"I've got a problem Rob. I've got a flat tire and no spare."
Before he could say anything else I said, "Gee John; that's too damned bad" and I drove off leaving them there in the dark and ten miles from the nearest phone.
Over the next fifteen years I went to college, found a god job, but stayed single. I dated a lot, got laid a reasonable amount of times, but never found a girl that I wanted to go the full route with. That all changed when the company that I worked for was bought out by a much larger corporation. Naturally everyone started shaking in their boots as it was well known what usually happened when one company bought out another and everyone started wondering how safe their job was.
A transition team arrived and things started changing. And I do have to say that the changes were mostly for the better. I'm sure you know how it is. In every company there is usually deadwood; people who got where they were by ass kissing and taking credit for the work of others. We had more than our fair share and the team must have done their homework because by the end of the second week the deadwood was gone. My boss was one of them and surprising me (and a whole lot of others) I was moved into his slot.
After the reorganization and the new computer system was up and running we got a visit from our new CEO and his entourage and the head of the transition team was showing them around. I was in Production talking to the shift supervisor when the group came up to me. I was introduced to Mr. Coleman, two of his vice presidents and his personal assistant Mrs. James. Mrs. James was a knockout and I immediately hated Mr. James even though I'd never met him. The lady was to die for and I hated the man because he had her and I didn't.
The group moved on and as she walked away I couldn't take my eyes off of her. Mike Ebers, the shift supervisor, punched me on the arm.
"Earth to Rob. Come in Rob" and I turned to him, smiled and said, "She certainly grabs your attention doesn't she" and then I got back to work.
I was in my office working on some reports when the door opened and Mrs. James walked in. Without an invitation she sat down on the chair on the other side of my desk and said:
"I've just come from personnel and according to your file you aren't married. Do you have a significant other?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Simple enough question. You are single but do you have a fiancé or a girlfriend?"
I decided that if she could be so forward with me I'd see if I could set her back on her heels a bit so I said:
"I do have a couple of friends with benefits, but no permanent attachments."
"Good. I wouldn't want to be responsible for breaking up a committed couple. Where are we going on our first date and for your information I don't like seafood."
"First date? Sorry lady, but I don't mess around with married women."
"That's nice to know, but I'm not married; I'm a widow."
"Sorry to hear that."
"Don't be; I'm not. Dear departed Herbert died when he bled out following an auto accident. The impact caused the lady giving him head while he was driving to bite off what she had in her mouth. The impact also broke her neck and she still had him in her mouth when they pulled her body out of the wreckage."
As I looked at her I remembered the thoughts that I'd had upon meeting her and I decided to go for it.
"As it happens I have no plans for this evening if you are free."
"Amazingly enough I do have a free evening."
She opened her purse, took out a piece of paper and handed it to me. I looked at it and saw that it was directions to her place. I looked at them and then back up to her and said:
"You were that sure of me?"
"I saw the way you were looking at me and after reading your file I thought it was worth a gamble. What time?"
"Six-thirty and dress casual. Jeans or slacks will work."
"See you then. Oh, by the way, my name is Judith, but I prefer Judy" she said and then got up and left.
As she walked toward the door and I watched the sway of her magnificent ass I had to wonder why dear departed Hebert had played around on something that nice. I'm not dumb; I'd been around the block a time or two and it could be that Herbie was a dyed in the wool cock-hound who just couldn't keep it in his pants, but it just as easily could have been something about Judy James that drove him to it. Whatever the reason I was enthralled by Mrs. James looks and intrigued by her no nonsense 'go for it attitude' and I just had to see where things might go.
I was impressed by the home and neighborhood when I pick Judy up at six. Between the two of them Herb and Judy must have been very well compensated for their labors at their places of employment.
The lady looked like sex personified in her Levis and low cut top. The top was tied in a knot just below her breasts and the jewel in her navel called attention to her flat stomach. She was barefoot when she invited me in and she walked me into the living room and pointed at the couch and I went to it and sat down. She said:
"I was waiting for you to get here before I decided on which of these to wear."
She reached into a bag sitting on an end table and pulled out a tennis shoe and a strappy high heel. In truth the tennis shoe would have been better for what I had panned, but high heels have always been a turn on for me so I smiled and said:
"The heel."
She laughed and said, "Somehow I thought that's what it would be."
She sat down, put the heels on and then stood up and did a slow turn in front of me.
"Good enough to be seen in public with?"
"Good enough that if we knew each other a lot better we wouldn't even get out of the house."
She laughed and gave me a mega-watt smile and said, "Good. That's the look I was going for."
I took her to Bud's Bar. Bud's had the best half pound ground round in the state, at least in my opinion, and my plans for the evening were simple. A bite to eat and a few drinks while we sat in a booth and talked to get to know each other better. That plan died a quick death two steps inside Bud's front door.
"Oh goodie!" Judy exclaimed, "They have pool tables."
We did have the ground rounds and a few drinks, but we spent precious little time sitting in the booth talking. I had always thought I was a pretty good stick on the tables, but Judy could have given a professional hustler a good run for his money. She was in the process of kicking my ass for the third time when a couple of friends of mine and their wives came in. We all ended up at the two tables we pushed together and playing doubles on the pool table. After a while we quit playing and sat down to drink and talk. While I could see that Ben and Jerry and their wives Clara and Brenda were all dying to ask questions the conversation remained general in nature until Judy got up to go to the ladies room. Then, in some weird ritual that we mere men will never understand, Clara and Brenda got up to go with her. I've never understood it. Guys don't get up and go to the bathroom together.
The girls were hardly out of sight when Ben said, "Geez Rob; where did you find her?" and Jerry said "I've seen you in the locker room at the gym and so I know it ain't that and I have a rough idea of how much you make so I know it can't be that either so how in the hell did you manage to come up with something like that?"
"To be absolutely honest about it I don't know. I was sitting in my office one day minding my own business and she walked into the room, sat down across from me and said, "I want you." I took one look at her and decided to let her have what she wanted."
"Yeah; right!" Ben said and Jerry said "I ain't drunk enough yet to believe that."
"She's just a woman who works for the same company I do and it is our first date."
"Calling her 'just another woman' is like calling the Hope Diamond just another stone. You let her get away and I'm going to dump Clara and go after her myself."
I knew Ben was full of shit because Clara had him wrapped around her little finger, but the talk did bring home something that had been on my mind since Judy came into my office. I've never been one to pretend to be something I'm not. I'm just an average guy. Average in all things. In short, I'm nothing special whereas Judy most definitely is so the question has to be why me? Why was she pushing herself at me? To me it really didn't make any sense.



The girls came back to the table and Clara said, "Sorry it took so long, but it took time to make the plans."
"What plans" Ben asked.
"Actually it was several plans. The first is the barbecue we are having his Sunday to introduce Judy to all of our friends. That will be followed by a couple of party's the timing of which we aren't quite sure of at this time."
I looked from Judy to Clara and then back to Judy and she was giving me that same mega-watt smile she had given me at her place earlier. It appeared that I had been committed to a barbecue and that if I wanted to keep seeing that smile I'd better keep my mouth shut and go along with the program. I also noticed the looks I was getting from Clara and Brenda. Looks that I couldn't decipher. I glanced at my watch, saw the time and said:
"I hate to be a party pooper, but tomorrow is a work day for me and I need to get home and get my beauty sleep."
"Hate to tell you this bud" Jerry said, "But sleep isn't going to help you any."
"I don't know about that" Judy said. "After all beauty is in the eye of the beholder."
Brenda laughed and said, "Amen to that."
While driving Judy home she said how much she liked my friends and that she was looking forward to meeting more of them at the barbecue. In the nine hours since Judy had sat down in my office and then climbed in my car for the ride back to her place my curiosity had gotten stronger and stronger and I decided that the way to satisfy that curiosity was to be just as straight forward as she seemed to be. So I took the bull by the horns and said:
"Time to clue Robert in on just what is going on here Mrs. James."
"Whatever do you mean??"
"You know damned well what I mean. What prompted you to go to personnel, pull my file and then plop yourself down on the chair in my office and ask me where we were going to go on our first date?"
"You will just laugh if I tell you."
"Quite possibly, but so what? I'm guessing that so far things have gone the way you wanted and I'm not unhappy about it so I doubt very much that my laughing will change anything."
"Let me ask you something. Do you believe that it is possible that there really could be anything like love at first sight?"
"I not only believe it, but I have experienced it. Unfortunately it was only on my part. The young lady in question did not return the sentiment."
"That must have sucked."
"Big time! So you are saying that you fell for me when you first saw me?"
"I don't know if it was love at first sight or not. What I do know is that when I first saw you my immediate thought was I just have to meet that man. I've never felt like that toward any other man. Not even with my late unlamented husband when we first met. One of my character traits is going after what I want so I came after you."
"So what is the next step in your plan?"
Oh no bubba; the next step is up to you. You know where I'm coming from; now we need to see where you want to go."
"I think we both know the answer to that. You did say you noticed my reaction when I first saw you, but I need to let you know upfront that I'm not a pushover. You are going to have to work for it."
"Isn't that supposed to be my line?"
"Maybe twenty years ago, but this is the new age. Men and women are supposed to be equal now."
"I can see that I've got my work cut out for me if I intend to bring you to heel."
"Never happen sweetpea. Any partnership I enter into is going to be fifty-fifty."
"Okay enlightened man; what's next?"
"Where would you like to go and what would you like to do tomorrow evening?"
"Up to you.'
"No it isn't. We have to get to know each other better and learn each other's likes and dislikes. Tonight was my choice so tomorrow is yours. I'll figure out what to do Saturday and you have already seen to it that Sunday is planned. After that we will see."
When I got her home I walked her to her door and thanked her for a fun evening. She threw her arms around me and kissed me. It caught me by surprise and it wasn't until I felt her tongue pushing into my mouth that I got my head out of my ass and kissed her back. We must have tongue wrestled for about five minutes before we broke apart. She looked at me and said:
"I'm not easy and I'm not a slut, but we both know where we want this to go. Do we have to waste time doing the dance?"
"Are you sure about this?"
"Dead certain."
What did it matter? I had lusted for her from the first moment I'd set eyes on her so why not go for it? It would either work out or it wouldn't and if it didn't at least I would have had a taste.
"Lead the way."
She took me by the hand and led me into the house and straight to the bedroom. We undressed each other then she got on the bed, spread her legs and waited for me. I surprised her when I didn't move right between them and instead bent down and kissed her. We swapped tongues for a bit and then I broke the kiss and started kissing my way down her body. I spent some time working on her nipples and then I licked and kissed my way down to her belly button, worked my lips around her pierced navel and then on down to her pussy which I licked and sucked until I gave her an orgasm.
While she was coming down from her high I gently eased my cock into her pussy and started stroking in and back. Her legs came up and locked around me, her nails dug in my butt cheeks and she started to moan. The longer we fucked the louder the moans got until she was screaming out "Fuck meeeeeeeeeee!' I picked up the pace and did her a little harder and a little faster and then I was there and as I pushed my load into her she had a second orgasm. I fell to the bed next to her and she rolled up on an elbow and looked down into my face and said:
"We've got to do it again. That was the first time ever that I've had two orgasms during one coupling and I've just got to see if it happens again."
"I'm not opposed to the idea, but unlike yours mine needs a tad of recovery time."
"Betcha I can speed things up" she said as she moved her body so she could get me in her mouth. After a minute or so I pulled her into a sixty-nine and she took her mouth off me and:
"Don't do that! You made a mess in me."
"So what? If it was someone else's mess it would matter, but its mine so it doesn't" and I went back to working on her clit.
When she got me to where she thought I was good to go she swung around and settled down to me in the cowgirl position and started fucking me. She rode me until I just had to get off and then I rolled her onto her back and went at her hard and fast. She came and seconds later I did to. When I fell to the bed next to her gasping for breath she reached down, took my limp cock in her hand and said:
"Thank God we didn't wait to do this."
I guess I could have said "Amen to that" but I didn't. I just laid there and wondered if her fondling my cock was going to lead to its resurrection. It did and we got one more time and two more orgasms for her before I was done and couldn't go again.
I started to get up and she asked me where I was going.
"Home. I'm going to need a shower before going to work."
"You could shower here."
"I could, but my clothes are all at home. I can't go to work in Levis and a polo shirt."
"But I wanted to cuddle up to you and sleep with you. I wanted to wake up in your arms."
"Next time. What time should I pick you up tonight?"
"How about six? Dress sports coat casual."
As I drove home I was wondering what was wrong with Herbert James that he was out running around on his wife. She was drop dead gorgeous and was a tiger in bed. Why had he strayed? Was it a flaw in his character or was it something that Judy had caused him to do. I really, really hoped that the problem was Herbie not being able to keep it in his pants because I was already falling under Judy's spell.
The next day at work was so busy that Judy never entered my mind. At least I never gave her a thought until late that afternoon. At three, my secretary buzzed me and said that she had a Mrs. James on the line and asked if she should put her through. Iris had been at a doctor's appointment on the day Mr. Coleman and his party did their walk through so she had no idea who Mrs. James was.
"I think you had better if you like your job. Mrs. James is Mr. Coleman's personal assistant and you do know who Mr. Coleman is don't you?"
"Got it boss. Line three."
I picked up the phone and said, "I hope you are not calling to cancel."
"Of course not, but I do need to change the time. I'm going to be in a meeting and I won't get out of here until a quarter to six. Can you pick me up at seven?"
"See you at seven."
"Kisses lover."
Kisses and lover? I kind of liked the sound of that.
I picked her up at seven and asked "Where to?"
"Downtown. Corner of Talbot and Sixth."
I pointed the car toward downtown and asked, "How did your meeting go?"
"It was fruitful."
"I have to admit that I'm curious about what a personal assistant does."
"To be honest about it all I am is a glorified secretary. I just don't sit behind a desk all the time. I travel with the boss everywhere he goes and take notes about who says what, about the things he sees and comments on. I keep track of the time and his schedule and if he needs to be somewhere at a certain time I remind him. That's it; I just follow him around."
"Somehow I think you are playing it down a touch, but it does sound important even if you are shading things a bit. Next question. Where are we going?"
"We are going to the corner of Talbot and Sixth where we will sip some chilled wine and look at things."
"That doesn't tell me much."
"You were the one who said we needed to get to know each other better. I just want to see your reaction when we get to where I'm taking you."
When we got to Talbot and Sixth she showed me where to part and then I followed her into Ashland's Art Gallery. Once in the door she said:
"A girl I know from the gym where I work out is an artist and she is having a showing here this weekend. I wanted to come down and offer some support."
Before I could say anything a very attractive redhead came into the room, saw me, yelled out "Rob?" and then ran over to me, gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I returned the hug and said:
"How they hanging Mel?"
"I didn't know you were coming."
"I didn't know either until my date drug me in the door."
Apparently in her rush to greet me she hadn't paid attention to my companion. She looked toward Judy and her eyes got big.
"Judy?" She looked from Judy to me and then back at Judy. "You know Rob?"
"Trying to get to know him. I guess I can take it that you know him."
"Mel and I went to school together" I said. "I take it that Mel is the artist you came to see?"
"She is."
Mel said "I'll catch up with you two later, but right now I have to mingle" and she walked over to a couple that had just walked in the door.
"You went to school together?"
"Not really. We attended the same college at the same time, but we didn't have any classes together."
"Then how did you meet?"
"I needed money and there was a notice on the bulletin board that the Art Department needed a couple of male models so I signed up. That's where I met Mel."
"Is this an old love that I'm going to have to worry about?"
"Not at all. She is just a friend" which was a true statement. I just neglected to add with benefits after the word the word friend. "Last I knew she was engaged to be married."
Which was also true. Our friends with benefits relationship ended when Mel told me she met someone she thought she could make the long haul with.
Judy and I circulated and viewed the artwork on the walls and easels. Suddenly Judy stopped and stared at a picture and said "That's you!"
I looked at it and indeed it was me in the painting. The title on the picture was Nude at Rest and it was basically a takeoff on Amedeo Modigliani's famous Reclining Nude with a male instead of a female figure.
"She's seen you naked?"
"Along with seventeen other art students."
"I'm jealous."
Just then Mel came up and said, "You like my favorite model?"
Judy giggled and asked, "How much? I've got just the perfect place to hang it."
"Sorry girlfriend, but that one is not for sale. I only put it out at showings because it gets me a lot of requests to duplicate it using a husband or boyfriend in place of Rob. It is quite the money maker."
Some woman came and got Mel and they went off and as Mel walked away Judy looked at me and said, "My female sense is telling me that she won't sell it because of a personal attachment to it or maybe the subject. Care to comment?"
"No. It was years ago and in the past as far as I'm concerned."
And it was. Mel and I had fucked up a storm for s few years, but we both realized that the only place e were compatible was in bed and that other than a friends with benefits relationship we weren't going anywhere.
From the gallery we went to Duke's Steak House for dinner and then since the next day wasn't a work day for either of us we went to The Pit for drinks and dancing. When I took her home and walked her to her door she put the key into the lock and then turned, put her arms around me and kissed me. She broke the kiss and said:
"Ready to repeat last night?"
I looked into her eyes and knew that I wasn't going to let go of her. She had me and I had to make sure that she wanted to keep me. I smiled and said:
"You betcha."
Over breakfast she said "I've already had the big wedding and all the hoopla that goes with it and I'd just as soon not do all of that again unless of course you want to go that way."
That caught me totally by surprise and I said, "Aren't you being a little premature? We don't even know each other all that well."
"True, but I know me well enough to know what I want in a man and I know that you fill the bill. You told me that you knew how it is with love at first sight feeling so you know what I'm feeling now. The only question now is just how much time do you want to waste getting to know me better?"
"I don't know. We will just have to wait and see.
The barbecue at Ben and Clara's was an eye opener. As advertised all of my friends were present to meet 'my new girlfriend' and they all seemed to be taken by her. Marsha Bing cornered me and said:
"Don't be stupid on this one Rob. Lock her in before you lose her."
"Ben and Jerry pulled me aside about an hour into the affair and Ben asked, "When is the bachelor party?"
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"Remember the night we met you at Bud's? When Clara told us about the barbecue and a couple of parties the timing of which had yet to be decided?"
"Yeah; I remember."
"Judy told the girls in the bathroom that she was going to marry you as soon as she could get you to pull your head out of your ass and propose. The parties they were talking about were your bachelor party and Judy's bridal shower."
It didn't take all that long. In three weeks I gave up the fight. I surrendered on a Sunday and she said, "How does Friday sound? We get the license and the blood tests done tomorrow and the three day waiting period will be up Thursday and Friday we can do it at City Hall."
"Sounds good to me."
"Only one thing else has to be done."
"And that would be?"
"It is a bit old fashioned, but you need to ask daddy for my hand in marriage."
"You're joking right? I'm supposed to go see a man I've yet to meet and ask him for permission to marry you?"
"Don't sweat it lover; daddy is a pussy cat. I've already told him that I'm going to marry you. It is just a formality baby."
"Well if I have to I guess I can do it."
"Good. We are having dinner with him tomorrow."
"Have you really thought this out? What if your father takes one look at me and doesn't like what he sees? What if he doesn't like what he sees enough for him to try and get you to kick me to the curb?"
"Never happen lover. I've got you and I'm going to keep you. You are my man forever and always."
On Monday I met Judy at the City County Building and we applied for the license. Next we hit the clinic for the blood tests following which we drove to my place and dropped of her car. On the drive to Mario's Restaurant I told her I was a little nervous about meeting her dad.
"Not really nervous about meeting him, but what if he doesn't like me? What if he says no?"
"If he says no we will get married anyway. Like I told you; this is just a formality. Daddy knows me and he knows full well that I intend to be your wife. Even if he hates your guts on first sight he will suck it up because he will lose me if he doesn't and he knows it. I've already told him that I am going to be yours for the rest of our lives. It is a done deal as far as I am concerned."
We got to the restaurant and got a table toward the back. We ordered drinks and I admit to being a little nervous as I waited for her father to appear. I had to wonder what he was thinking about his only child telling him she was going to marry a man she had known for less than a month. Judy pulled me out of my thoughts when she said:
"Daddy's here."
I looked over at the door and then looked back a Judy with a confused look on my face. The man headed for our table was James Coleman; the man whose corporation I worked for. Judy looked at me and smiled.
"Daddy already knows who you are so you are not a surprise to him."
"Well he damned sure is a surprise to me" I said in a pissed off tone of voice.
Her smile slipped a little, but before more words could be said her father was at our table. I rose and offered him my hand and I shook it as he said:
"Do you mind if I call you Rob? I've heard so much about you lately that I feel like I already know you."
"Not at all sir."
"I take it from the look on your face that Princess didn't give you a heads up?"
"Princess?"
"My pet name for my daughter."
"You are right sir. She did not prepare me for this at all."
"Knock off the 'sir' bit son. Call me Jim."
I looked over at Judy and said in a slightly sarcastic tone, "You got some splainin to do here Princess."
"I had to wait until I was sure that I'd hooked you before letting you meet daddy. I didn't want to scare you off.
Then it came out. Judy wasn't her father's personal assistant; she was his understudy. She did the duties of a PA, but her real function was to learn all about the business so when the time came she could step in and take hold of the reins. Judy's father and I got along well and following that introductory dinner we saw each other often over the next three days. Oh, I did formally ask him for his daughter's hand and he laughingly gave it.
Once the formality was out of the way and I knew who daddy was things got a little sticky as we discussed a few things on the count down to the Friday wedding at City Hall. Like when I absolutely refused to take a position in the company that was more fitting for the consort of the boss's daughter. I flat said no; I would earn all my promotions based on my job performance and Jim laughed and said:
"Judy told me that would be your response."
Another was when I insisted on a prenuptial agreement. I did not want anyone to ever get the idea I was marrying Judy for her money. Last, but by no means least, I refused to give up my condo and move into Judy's house. My argument was that I did not want to live in a house that still held all the memories of her husband. I wanted a place where we could build our own memories. In the end I got my way.
We were married in a civil ceremony, spent a week in Cabo for a honeymoon and then came home and started building our life together.
The next six years were great years. Judy and I fit each other like a hand in a glove. We were both interested in the same things and our love life could only be called fantastic. The only part of our marriage that I didn't care for was her job. She had to travel with her father and it killed me to be apart from her even if it was only for a day or two.



And then I lost her.
She and her father had flown to Dallas to negotiate a contract and on the return flight the charter aircraft disappeared from the radar screen. When the wreckage was finally found there were no survivors.
Judy had been her father's only heir and since I was Judy's I ended up as President and CEO of Coleman Industries. Luckily for me Jim Coleman had excellent people in place and it took me two years working with them before I felt comfortable in the job.
It was three years after taking over Coleman Industries that things got interesting. It was the company Christmas party when I saw her. I was sitting at a table with Harley Cox, his wife Estelle and two of my other vice presidents and their wives. Harley was the VP of Human Resources. I prided myself on knowing the names of all my employees so I turned to Harley and asked:
"Who is the man at the table with Bev and Phil Gates and Rich and Marge Holbrook?"
"That's Spencer Norman. He transferred in from Denver to fill Tidwell's slot when Sam retired. He has only been here a little over three weeks so it's not likely you would have run into him before now."
"I take it that he shows promise since he was transferred and promoted?"
"I expect that one day he will become one of your VPs."
"That good?"
"You remember that mess we had in production in Denver? You told me that it needed to be taken care off or you would write off the plant so I told McVain to do whatever was necessary. He put Norman in as manager and in three months he had production humming along like a Swiss watch. When I asked Tidwell for a list of people who he would recommend as being qualified to be his replacement the list he gave me only had one name on it. Spencer Norman."
After the meal and the almost mandatory speeches and while the band was setting up I circulated and socialized. When I stopped at Bev and Phil's table I wished them a happy holiday season and then turned to Norman and said:
"I don't believe I've met you yet."
Phil introduced us and Norman said, "And this is my wife Nancy."
I looked at her and I wasn't smiling when I said, "It's been a long time Nance. What's it been? Twelve or thirteen years?"
She wasn't smiling either when she said, "Thereabouts."
"I'm told the band is quite good so you all enjoy the evening" and I left them to visit with others.
As was my habit I danced at least once with the wives of my employees and that included the wives at Phil's table. All except one. I asked Bev for a dance and when I brought her back to the table I asked Marge. When I walked Marge back to the table I could see that Nancy was getting set for me to ask her, but I didn't. I thanked Marge for the dance and then turned and left.
For the rest of the evening whenever I looked in her direction I found Nancy looking at me and I wondered what she was thinking. I would bet that I knew what the others at the table were thinking. He knows her but didn't stay and socialize? He danced with Bev and Marge, but ignored her? There was no doubt in my mind that Nancy was getting the third degree from the others at the table. I smiled to myself as I wondered what Nancy was telling her husband about our past. Did she tell him the truth or did she shrug it off saying that we were classmates in high school.
Unexpectedly I got an answer to that question. It was a week after the Christmas party when my secretary buzzed me on the intercom and said that there was a Mr. Norman in the office who wondered if I had a few minutes that I could spare him. It was a slow day and I had nothing scheduled and I did have to admit to having a certain amount of curiosity so I told Stella to send him in.
I rose to greet him, shook his hand and told him to have a seat.
"What can I do for you Mr. Norman?"
"You can put my mind to rest concerning my future here or lack thereof."
"Excuse me?"
"Your attitude toward my wife at the party was just a bit on the cold side and it got my attention so naturally I asked her about it. It took a while to dig it out of her, but I finally got the full story. I'm human enough to worry about whether your animosity toward Nancy will impact my chances for advancement here at Coleman's."
"Mr. Norman; may I call you Spenser?"
"I prefer Spence."
"Okay, Spence it is. Seeing Nancy brought up memories long buried, but any feelings I have toward Nancy are personal and are in no way related to Coleman Industries. My employees – all of my employees – are judged on merit. You do your job to the best of your abilities and that is what is taken into consideration when it comes to advancement. All decisions here are based solely on what on what is best for the company."
I knew when he left my office he still had his doubts, but that was only human. But I was human too and I could only hope that the doubt he had would cause a little unrest in the Norman household. I wouldn't mind at all if he took it out on Nancy when what he wanted or hoped for didn't happen. Was I being an asshole? Bet your bippy I was. I owed that bitch for what she had done to me. I never expected to get payback, but the Gods must love me because they put her where I could get to her.
Over the next two years I saw Spenser and Nancy a dozen times at various company social events and I went out of my way to avoid Nancy while interacting with everyone else at the affair. During that period there were two positions that came open that Spenser applied for, but that went to other people. Not that he wasn't qualified for them because he was, but between me and Harley we decided that the jobs just weren't right for him. In fact it was Harley who pointed out that Spenser was the ideal candidate for Axel Martin's position when Axel retired and it made no sense to promote him into a position just to move him out of it when Axel retired. We did not communicate this to Spenser and I am sure that he was thinking that he was passed over because of my history with his wife. I smiled when I imagined how he might have treated Nancy when he didn't get the promotion that he thought he should have gotten. He did however get raises and bonuses that kept him from bailing out and going elsewhere.
It was a month after he didn't get the most recent opening when we had the company picnic. Spense and Nancy where there and as usual I ignored Nancy while socializing with everyone else. Two hours into the event I had to use the bathroom and when I came out I found Nancy waiting for me. She cut right to the chase.
"Why are you taking out what I did on my husband? He didn't do anything to you to deserve what you are doing to him."
Even though it wasn't true I couldn't resist saying, "How else can I get payback for what you did to me back in high school? You have no idea of how bad you hurt me."
"For Christ's sake grow up Robert. That was years ago and we were both dumb teenagers. Didn't you ever do something stupid back then?"
"I'm sure that I did, but I never deliberately hurt anyone. You on the other hand knew how I felt about you and you led me on knowing full well that you were going to kick me to the curb as soon as my usefulness was over. That wasn't being stupid Nanc; that was just flat out being mean and I didn't deserve it."
I walked away from her with a smile on my face. For her to approach me like that there had to be some undercurrents in her personal life caused by comments made to her by her husband when he didn't get the promotions he thought he should have gotten.
Fast forward to the company Christmas party. The news was out that Axel Martin would be retiring at the end of the year and there was speculation as to whom would be promoted to fill his vacancy. The rumor mill had it that the choices were down to Spenser Norman and Andy Baxter with Bill Neubert being a distant third.
Midway through the party Nancy was again waiting for me when I came out of the bathroom. Before she could say anything I said:
"We have to stop meeting like this Nance. It could cause talk."
She didn't catch the humor of it and asked, "Can I have a few minutes of your time? In private?"
I said, "I suppose" and I led her down the hall to a storage room. Once inside I said "This is as private as I can make it at this time. What's up?"
"What can I do to help you decide that my husband should get Axel's position?"
I smiled and said, "Just how far are you willing to go?"
"As far as I have to."
"Really?"
"Yes Rob. Really!"
"What if I were to say I want what you were leading me on to expect that I would be getting when we were dating?"
"It is what I was expecting you to say and I'm ready to do it?"
I didn't bother to question her motivation; I just assumed that her husband would hold it against her if he didn't get the nod and she did not want that to happen. Then again it could be that she loved him enough to make the sacrifice. I didn't know why she was making the offer; I just looked at it as a gift from the Gods. It was a Friday night so I said:
"Take the weekend to sleep on it and think about if you are really serious about wanting to do it. Call me Monday and let me know."
"I don't need to think on it. I've already made up my mind to do it."
"Humor me."
I gave her my cellphone number and we went back to the party.
I spent the weekend wondering if she would indeed call me on Monday and tell me she as going through with it. I doubted it. That doubt was removed when she called me at nine on Monday morning.
"I didn't really think you would call."
" I told you that my mind was already made up."
"How do you want to do this?"
"I can get away from my job whenever I want and I assume that since you are the boss you can to."
"I'm not the least bit interested in a wam-bam-thank you ma'am kind of thing. I'm going to want time to savor things."
"Fine with me."
"You have a cell?"
"I do."
"Give me the number. I'll set it up and call you back."
She gave me her number and when she disconnected I called the downtown Hilton and made a reservation for room 502 for noon the next day. I called Nancy back and gave her the information.
"They are expecting you so pick up the key at the front desk and go on up to the room."
I doubted very much that Nancy remembered or even knew that 502 was the numerical part of the license plate on that old Ford of mine.
I wondered how long she would wait in that room before calling me to ask where I was. She showed a lot more patience than I would have shown. I didn't get the call until three-fifteen.
"Where are you?"
"In my office."
"Why?"
"Because I'm not an asshole Nance. I don't screw other men's wives" and I hung up on her.
The decision to promote Spenser into Axel's position had been made months ago and he would be informed before leaving the office that afternoon. He could have the pleasure of telling Nancy that when he got home.
As I hung up the phone I knew I was going to spend a lot of nights lying on my bed, looking up at the ceiling and wondering what it would have been like to have the girl who had owned me for so many of my younger years.
I'd get over it.
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I pulled into the parking lot of Bud's Bar, shut off the engine and then spent five minutes staring at the wall of the building in front of me as the voices in my head fought it out. One voice was saying:
"Go on in there and get shitfaced" and the other voice was saying "You need to remain calm and be cool about this and you can't do that if you get drunk out of your mind." "Bullshit!" said the first voice. "Right now you need to blot it out of your mind and the only way you can do that is kill it with alcohol" and the other voice said, "You can't make rational decisions if you are bombed out of your mind."
I finally decided that I needed a drink even if I didn't get drunk and I walked in and took a stool at the end of the bar. Bob, the bartender, came over to me and asked if I wanted my usual (which was a bottle of PBR) and I told him to bring me the beer and two inches of Jim Beam.
"What's up Ryan? You never drink whiskey."
"Got to be a first time for everything Bob."
He left and a minute later came back with the PBR and a shot glass of JB. I knocked back the JB and chased it with the PBR and then told Bob to bring one more shot of the JB. It went down followed by the beer and I told Bob he could take the shot glass away as I was through with the hard stuff. He brought me another PBR and then I sat there taking sips and peeling the labels off the bottles. I don't even remember when or why I started peeling labels of the bottles, but it had become a habit and I did it without thinking.
They say that bad things happen in threes and I wondered how often all three happened on the same day. The day started out bright and sunny. My wife woke me with a blowjob and then proceeded to try and fuck me to death.
"I need enough to hold me until you get back" is what she told me.
I had a five o'clock flight to Dallas that afternoon and would be gone for three days. It was a very important trip for me. If I could land the Evan's account it should be enough to get me the promotion to the regional manager's slot that would open when Chris Mellon retired. The only other person being considered was Marge Walton, but I had more seniority, more experience and a better sales record. Landing Evans should cinch the job for me.
I spent a very productive day at the office and at three I headed for the airport and the first bad thing. I was passing through the intersection of Clairmont and Dexter when a drunk ran the red light and t-boned me on the passenger's side. I was shaken up, but luckily I wasn't hurt. The drunk wasn't as lucky. He didn't have his seat belt on and the sudden stop caused him to be thrown forward and his head smashed into something, probably the door post and he was bleeding like a stuck pig when the EMTs reached the scene.
By the time the police were through and my car was towed away it was too late to catch my flight. I called John Heinz at Evans and explained what was going on and rescheduled our meeting for late the next day instead of the early morning meeting we were supposed to have.
I called my insurance and let him know that I would be filing a claim, called the airline and arranged for a set on the first flight out the next morning, and then called a cab to take me to the nearest rental car agency. I drove back to the office to fill my boss in on what was happening. It was after five so all the office help would be gone for the day, but Barry (my boss) would still be there. He never left before six.
I expected the lot to be empty except for Barry's BMW so I was surprised when I got there and saw that Marge's Mustang was still there. I let myself in the building and headed up the stairs. Before I reached the top of the stairs I knew what I was going to find. I could hear what was going on. It seemed that Marge was a very loud piece of ass.
I moved up quietly and slowly moved to where I could see what was going on. Barry had Marge bent over his desk and was fucking her from behind. Marge's sweater was pushed up around her neck, her bra was laying on the floor next to her high heeled shod feet and her skirt was bunched up around her waist. Her tits were hanging down and swaying as Barry pounded into her. Marge was a sexy looking bitch and being a bit of a tit man myself I'd always envied her husband being able to play with those 38DDs.
When she moaned, "That's it baby fuck my ass, fuck it hard" I went instantly iron bar hard. I'd always wanted to try anal, but my wife had always refused me. The combination of those swaying tits and her moaning for Barry to fuck her ass harder made me pull out my cell, put it on video and start recording. I wanted to pull out my dick and stroke it while I watched, but didn't dare because it might somehow call attention to me. I just stood there as still as I could and watched, listened and recorded the action.
I need to say up front that I was not taping them for use as blackmail material. The only reason I was videotaping the action was so that I could use it when I was alone in my hotel room. I'd never been unfaithful to my wife, but I did sometimes get horny on my trips and I would find some porn to watch or read while I took matters in hand if you catch my drift. I could see where what I was watching would fuel my fantasies for a long time to come.
Barry hissed, "Here it comes slut" and Marge cried "Fill my ass, fill my ass" and I guess Barry did just that.
Then the second bad thing of the day happened. They stopped fucking and started talking.
"If we are going to keep this up you are going to need to get a sofa bed or a couch in here."
"Why? It is easier to bang your butt when you are standing and leaning over the desk."
"Maybe for you, but it is uncomfortable for me. What is it with you and my ass anyway?"
"My wife won't let me have hers and you seem to like it."
Marge laughed and said, "Bill (her husband) would kick me out of the house if I didn't let him pound my pooper at least twice a week. While we are on the subject of you fucking my ass when are you going to announce my promotion to regional manager?"
"As soon as I can find some way to handle Ryan. I can't afford to lose him."
"Just tell him the truth. That I've got a pussy and a tight ass and he doesn't. You promised me the job if I would put out for you and I'm holding you to it. Give him a raise and tell him I'll sweeten the pot by giving him some of my tight ass too."
Barry laughed and said, "Mr. Straight Arrow? You would stand a better chance of winning the lottery that getting him to cheat on his wife."
"I wouldn't be so sure of that. I've seen the way looks at my girls. I'd bet money that he would like to get up close and personal with them."
"Don't be stupid Marge. You can hide us from Bill, but you would be taking a hell of a chance taking on another lover."
"Not a problem sweetie; as long as we keep it here in the building and don't start using motels or hotels he'll never find out."
I'd seen and heard enough and I very silently got out of the building, got in my car and headed for home and the third bad thing.
I hadn't even thought about calling home and letting the wife know of the change in plans. I just assumed that she would be at home watching television or curled up on the couch reading a book so imagine my surprise when I turned onto our street just in time to see her get in a car that I didn't recognize. She slid over, kissed the driver and then moved back over to the passenger side of the seat.
The car pulled away and I followed along behind. I didn't bother to stay way back since I was in a rental and I doubted that she would be looking over the seat to see what was behind her. I followed them to the Texas Roadhouse and watched them park in the lot. I was surprised when they got out of the car. The guy was Mark Houser and he had been the wife's steady boyfriend all the way through high school and college. They broke up just before graduation and I never heard the reason why. I heard that he left town to go to some college back east to get an MBA. Wharton I think it was. Word was that he found a job with some big outfit on the east coast. That had been about twelve years ago.
They walked, holding hands, into the Roadhouse. That and the kiss I'd seen when she got in the car added to the fact that I was supposed to be in Dallas told me how the evening was going to end for them. I debated going in here and confronting them, but public scenes were not my thing so I just muttered "Fuck it" to myself and headed for my favorite watering hole.
As I worked on my PBR I went over the happenings of the day and what they meant as far as my life was concerned. My marriage was toast. Didn't matter to me if that night was just a 'one off' as our British cousins would say or the start of an affair. For all I knew it was the continuing of an affair since I had no idea of how long Houser had been back. It could be their hundredth meeting for all I knew. All I knew for sure was that the wife and I were through.
She damned sure knew my mind set when it came to infidelity. My mother had destroyed our family when she cheated on my dad and I had watched my brother and sister both go through divorces because of cheating. My stance, and the wife knew it well, was if you were going to look for someone else to play with at least have the decency to end the marriage first. If you didn't do that then in my mind you were a worthless cheater and as far as I was concerned no one in their right mind would stay with a cheater.
The accident wasn't going to be a problem. I would get a brand new car out of it. The drunk driver was driving a company van and between my insurance and the drunk's company I'd get enough to get a new vehicle instead of something of 'comparative value' which is what my insurance would cover. I wouldn't be an asshole and sue for a bunch of money. At least I wouldn't if they did right by me. All I would ask for was that they make up the difference between what my insurance would give me and the cost of the new vehicle. And I wouldn't be doing a major upgrade like replacing a Ford Escort with a new BMW. All I was going to do was replace my three year old Silverado with a new one.
Of course I would let them know that they had a choice. They could cover the difference or they could say screw off and I'd get an attorney and sue them for everything I could get. I think it would be a good bet that they would take the easy way out. It would cost them more in attorney's fees to fight my suit that it would cost to give me what I initially asked for.
The job situation was going to be the major problem. I liked my job and until I saw what I had seen I liked my boss and the people I worked with. But that was then. Now both Barry and Marge were cheaters in my eyes and I've already put down what my feelings are where that is concerned. Even if Barry hadn't been married he would still be a cheating asshole for fucking another man's wife. Barry did say that he couldn't afford to lose me, but could I continue working for him and working with Marge after they had fucked over me?
My first impulse when I got in my care was driving over to Barry's and showing his wife the video and then going over to Marge's and letting her husband see it, but then I decided not to do anything in the heat of the moment. Maybe wait and see what he offered me when he gave Marge the promotion. Of course I could just show Barry the video and tell him the promotion goes to me or the video goes to his wife. I couldn't see where doing that would be good for me. Working with Barry and Marge after doing something like that wouldn't be a pleasant experience. I'd be better off just quitting and finding another job.
I finished my PBR and told Bob no when he asked if I wanted another and then I got up and went out to my car. Once in the car I had a decision to make. Go home or check into a motel? I decided to go home. Might as well get the confrontation over with.
I wasn't surprised when I got home and found that the wife wasn't there. I always called home as soon as I checked into the hotel when I travelled so I called her. We gave up the landline when we switched to cell phones so I took out my phone and hit the speed dial for Brooke's phone. She answered on the third ring and said, "High baby. I've been waiting for your call."
"Hi yourself. Where are you?"
"I'm home."
"Where at home?"
"Why would you ask me that?"
"Humor me my love. Where in the house are you?"
"I'm in the basement putting a load of laundry into the washer."
"Hang on for just a minute" I said and put my phone down. I did a slow count to thirty and then picked up my phone and said:
"Nope. You aren't in the basement. I just looked."
Silence from the other end for a couple of seconds and then a "Where are you?"
"Home of course. How else could I check the basement and see that you aren't there? I guess my next question should be are you in a hotel or motel room with Houser or has he moved back and has a house or an apartment here?"
There was silence and then I said, "Guess it doesn't really matter. House, apartment, hotel or motel room the end result is all the same right?"
I disconnected and turned my phone off. I undressed, took a shower, set the alarm for five and went to bed. Maybe five minute after I pulled the covers up I heard Brooke come in the front door. I wondered what she thought about the strange car parked out front. It took her a couple of minutes to go through the first floor and basement looking for me. Eventually her search brought her upstairs and to the bedroom. I pretended to be asleep and she must have decided to let me sleep and have me awake and clearheaded in the morning when she tried to run whatever story she had come up with on me. I heard her undress and then she got in bed, moved over and snuggled up to me and I heard her whisper "I love you" and then I faded off to sleepy-land.
I woke up at five to six and as quietly as I could I got up and turned off the alarm before it could wake Brooke. She was a sound sleeper and usually wouldn't wake up until seven. She didn't need to be to work until nine and I wanted to be gone before she woke up. I was dressed and headed for the door when I heard, "Ryan?" I turned to see Brooke coming down the stairs.
"Where are you going?"
"To Dallas. I've got a plane to catch."
"Ryan? Please baby; we have to talk."
"Indeed we do" I said. "See you in three or four days."
As I backed down the drive I saw Brooke standing on the porch watching me leave. I wasn't a block away from the house before my phone started ringing. I shut he phone off and didn't turn it back on until I was in Dallas. When I turned it back on I found eleven missed messages and three voicemails all from Brooke. I deleted them all without listening to them and turned the phone off and left it off from the entire time I was in Dallas.
-------------------------------
It only took me two days to hammer out an agreement and nail down the Evans account and I turned on the phone to call Barry and give him the good news and discovered the phone was full of missed messages and voicemails, again all from Brooke, and I deleted them without listening to them. Barry was happy to hear that we had Evans on board, but didn't seem too happy when I told him that since I had done it in two days instead of the allocated three that I was going to take the third day off to take care of some personal business.
My first stop when I got home was my insurance agent's office. As I had expected he had a check for the replacement value of a three year old truck. I swung by the credit union and deposited the check and then headed for the local Chevy dealer where I dickered with them over the price of a new Silverado ¾ ton long bed with four wheel drive. We arrived at a price and I wrote them a check for a deposit and got the paperwork started.
Next stop was Comstock Manufacturing. I had to talk to three people before getting to see the VP of Operations. I explained the situation to him, told him the price of my new truck, told him what my insurance had given me and then told him that I expected Comstock to pick up the difference. He laughed at me and told me that I must be smoking dope if I thought I would get any money from them. The man came across as an arrogant asshole and I took an instant dislike to him.
"I'm not going to sit here and argue with you on this" I said to him. "The facts of the matter are that your employee was drunk when he ran a red light while driving a company truck on company time and in doing so hit and totaled my truck. Best you call your legal people and talk it over with them before making a decision not to pay. Your choice is to write me a check for nine thousand forty-two dollars and be done with it or I will hire an attorney and sue you for damages.
"I will win and you will end up paying a hell of a lot more than the difference between what my insurance company gave me and the cost of new truck. You will end up paying all court costs, my attorney's fees plus whatever the judge or jury decided to award me. I will give you until noon Monday to make your choice. I either get a check from you or I will see an attorney and file suit. Noon Monday!"
I got up and left his office.
From Comstock I went to see my cousin Lou. Lou was my attorney and I ran everything by him and he told me he would get a copy of the police report and be ready to move on Comstock if I gave the word. Lou didn't do divorces so I didn't bring up my situation with Brooke, but I would ask him for a recommendation when I was ready.
I was getting ready to pull out of the parking lot at Lou's when my phone rang. I didn't look at it figuring that it was probably the wife trying to reach me for the zillionth time since I left for Dallas, but then had the thought that it could be Barry. I looked at the screen and saw that it was a number that I didn't recognize. I took the call and it turned out to be from Comstock. The man I talked to asked me to come in, sign a release and pick up a check. He asked me for the amount I needed and just because I was pissed at the arrogant asshole that I first talked to I jacked up the amount an extra five hundred for spite and he told me who to ask for when I reached the reception desk. I went back into Lou's office and told him he could drop the matter.
I drove back to Comstock and met with the man who had called me, signed the release, took the check and then made my second visit of the day to the credit union. I deposited the check, went back to the Chevy dealer, wrote them a check to pay off the truck and then made arrangements to pick it up the next day.
I decided to go into the office and drop off all of the paperwork on the Evans deal and on the way I thought about what my options were as far as my job was concerned. It boiled down to two choices. Stay or go. If I left I was pretty sure that I wouldn't have any problem in finding a new job. I knew for a fact that a couple of our competitors would like to have me and I also knew that if I wanted to be an asshole about it I could hurt Barry pretty bad because I also knew that if I left I could take several of my accounts with me.
I could stay, but could I work with Barry and Marge? There would be resentment over what the two had done to me and the question was could I suppress it or hide if I stayed? I didn't honestly know if I could or not. I made good money and I had great benefits. Did I really want to give them up and start over someplace else just because I got fucked over? I could get back to where I was now in terms of compensation, but it would probably take a couple of years. Barry had told Marge that he couldn't afford to lose me and I had to wonder what he had in mind to do to keep me around after giving the promotion to Marge. I decided to adopt a wait and see attitude.



When I got to the office I handed the Evan's paperwork to Jillian (the office manager) and was headed for the door when Barry saw me and asked me to join him in his office. He told Stella (his secretary) to see that we weren't disturbed and he locked his office door. I sat down in the chair across the desk from him.
"Good work on the Evans deal Ryan." I just sat there, said nothing and gave him a small smile. He gave me a nervous grin, looked like he was having a hard time figuring out what to say and then said:
"I've got a problem Ryan; a major problem and I'm at my wits end trying to come up with a solution to it. It is about picking a replacement for Chris. You have more that earned the promotion. You have worked hard for us and you deserve the promotion, but I can't give it to you. My problem is how do I go about keeping you after disappointing you in not giving you the promotion?"
I already knew I wasn't going to get the promotion and why, but Barry didn't know that and I decided to jerk his chain.
"If, as you say, I deserve it why am I not getting it?"
He looked down at his desk for several seconds and then he sighed, looked up at me and said, "Because I got stupid and let myself get into a situation where I let the little head start making the decisions that the big head should have been making."
Even though I understood what he was saying I still asked, "Would you like to clarify that for me?"
He hesitated a bit and then he said, "I know you are going to be severally pissed at me for this, and rightly so, but I'm still going to ask that what I say stays between the two of us and doesn't leave this office" and then without me saying a word he went on.
"You know how Marge flirts with men?" I nodded a yes and he said, "I thought that all it was was flirting. I mean she was married and at every company picnic, Christmas party and other company social gatherings she and her husband seemed to be totally into each other. Since I assumed that all she was doing was some innocent flirting I flirted back and sometimes the flirting got a little risqué. It happened about a month ago and you were there. It was we all stopped after work for drinks at the Alhambra Lounge. Remember?"
I nodded a yes and he continued.
"There was a live band there that night and Marge and I were dancing and she was her usual flirty self. She said something and I can't even remember what it was, but I responded that if she wasn't married I would have her out in the parking lot and on the backseat of my car in a heartbeat. She looked me right in the eye and asked what marriage had to do with it and then asked me if my backseat was big enough. Mind you I was still thinking we were kidding around and so I said that if it wasn't we could always get a hotel room.
"She smiled at me and then asked why we were wasting time dancing. She told me to give her a couple of minute's head start so we wouldn't be seen leaving together and then she'd meet me in the parking lot. I walked her back to the table and she got her purse, said goodbye to everyone and left. I finished my drink and then since it was time for me to leave anyway I got up and left. I honestly did not expect Marge to be waiting for me so I was stunned to find her there.
"She told me that she had looked at my backseat and that it just wouldn't do so we would have to get a room somewhere. I could tell from the look on her face and the tone of her voice that she was serious. There wasn't any sign of flirting. You know how sexy Marge is. I've seen the ay that you look at her tits and I've seen her tease the hell out of you by leaning forward when putting papers on your desk so you could look down her top. I've even seen you lick yours lips when looking down into her cleavage.
"For reasons I'm not going to get into Alice (his wife) and I have not had a sexual relationship in almost two years. I haven't been laid in those two years and there was sexy Marge offering herself to me so when she said we would need to get a room I told her to lead the way and I'd be right behind her. She drove to the Coral Gables Motel, I got us a room and we went at it. She was damned near insatiable. We made it twice and she got me hard for a third time and then she said I could have her ass if I gave her the promotion. I'd never done anal, not even when Alice and I were having sex, and I'd always wanted to try it. I don't know if you can understand it or not, but like I mentioned by then my little head was doing all my thinking. I told her she had it and then I had her ass. When I was rung out and couldn't get it up any more we left the motel.
"As I drove home I started feeling guilty. Not for cheating on Alice because she had cut me off years ago, but I felt guilty for stabbing Marge's husband in the back. Next day at work she could see I was having second thoughts about what we had done and she reminded me of the fact that I had promised her the promotion if she let me have her ass and told me she was going to hold me to it. Then she told me that I could have all of what she had to offer any time I wanted it as long as I kept my promise. I told her how guilty I felt stabbing her husband in the back and she laughed and told me I wasn't stabbing her husband in the back; I was helping her get even with him. He had been cheating on her and she had a private investigator's report to prove it. She even let me read it.
"So there I was. No sex life with Alice or as much as I could handle from a sexpot like Marge. And it wasn't like Marge couldn't do the job because I know she can and if you're honest about it you know she is qualified."
I was honest with myself. Marge could do the job and I could see part of Barry's problem. I could see how a sex bomb like Marge could cause a man who was used to a sex life and who had gone without sex for a couple of years to take her up on her offer.
"So my problem is how do I keep you when I promote Marge?"
I thought about it. Hearing the circumstances did alter my stance on the two of them being cheaters. I mean they were still cheaters as far as their respective spouses were concerned, but I could see why they ended up doing what they were doing and given that I could see that I would be able to work with them without it being a problem for me. I decided to cut Barry some slack.
"How about this" I said. "Give me a raise and pay me what you would have if I'd have gotten the promotion. I don't want the perks that go with the job; no company car or company credit card for the gas and maintenance of it, just the pay raise. That is what Marge suggested right?
He got a stunned look on his face and I smiled and said, "But I'll pass on Marge's offer to sweeten the pot."
I laughed at the expression on his face and then told him how I had found out about him and Marge. I didn't tell him about the video I had; that was going to remain my secret.
"And yes I would really really like to get up close and personal with her girls, but as much as I'd like to I'll have to take a pass. At least as long as I'm still married."
Barry finally managed to get over the shock that I was aware of what was going on and told me that he would cut the paperwork right away and the raise would be on my next paycheck. Then he got what I can only call a wicked grin on his face, told me to give him a minute and left the office. Three minutes later he was back and he had Marge with him. He locked the office door. Marge smiled at me, took off her blouse, unsnapped her bra and let it fall to the floor. I stared at her magnificent tits and I know I licked my lips as my cock went instantly hard. She walked over to me, grabbed my head and rubbed her tits all over my face.
"Consider that a signing bonus and I meant what I said about sweetening the pot if you ever decide you want to give it a try" she said as she picked up her blouse and bra and put them back on. "I'd better get out of here before things get too hot to handle" and she unlocked the door and left. I stood, shook Barry's hand and then I headed home to get ready for the confrontation with my wife.
------------------------------
She wasn't at the house when I got there, but then I didn't expect her to be. She didn't get off work until five and usually wouldn't get home until five-thirty or so. The question in my mind was would she come home or not. She thought I was out of town and would be gone at least three days and she wouldn't expect me to be home until the next day or possibly the day after. Would she be doing something with Houser since as far as she knew I was still in Dallas? And if she did would she do it here at the house? If she did she would be in for a shock. I'd parked my rental around the corner so she wouldn't know I was home.
The question was answered at five forty-five when she walked in with Houser right behind her. What surprised me was that when she saw me there was no shock on her face; no look that screamed out "Oh shit! I am so fucked!" Instead of being upset at my seeing her with the man that I assumed was her lover she said:
"Good. You're home and we can get things straightened out."
Mark stepped forward and offered me his hand to shake as he said "Hey Ryan; long time no see."
I ignored his hand and said "Straighten what out pray tell?"
"That what you are thinking is way out of bounds."
"And just what is it that you are thinking that I am thinking?"
"You are thinking that I am cheating on you with Mark. I can't believe that you would think that of me."
"And just why wouldn't I? I miss my flight and get home just in time to see you climb into a car with him and kiss him and then follow you to a restaurant where I watch you walk into it holding hands. Why wouldn't I think that something was going on? And then when I called you and asked you were you were you lied to me and told me you were in the basement doing laundry. So tell me Brooke; just why wouldn't I think what I'm thinking?"
"You saw all that and you spent the last three days with that in your head? All I can say is that if you suffered any it is your own damned fault. If you had gotten out of your truck and followed us in you would have seen us join Sally, Joan, Harry, Walt and Mark's wife Carol. That's all it was Ryan. A get together of old friends to be introduced to Mark's wife. To give her an introduction to some of Mark's old friends to give her someone to know in a town she has never been to in her life.
"You said you saw me kiss Mark so tell me, was it a kiss of passion or just a peck on the cheek like you've seen me give to our friends ever since you and I have been together? And so what if I held his hand walking into the restaurant. It meant nothing. I was nervous going in to meet his wife. What was she going to think of me? The woman her husband used to be sweet on? All his holding my hand was his trying to assure me that things were going to be fine."
"I do have to give you some credit. Being able to come up with a story like that on a moment's notice? I'm not supposed to be here until tomorrow and you come strutting in here with your boyfriend, see me and instantly come up with a story like that? I'm impressed."
"Oh grow the fuck up Ryan. Stop jumping to conclusions like a fifteen year old. I called Barry to see when you would be back and he told me that you already were so I called Mark and asked him to come over and give me a hand in setting you straight."
"I can hardly wait for you to explain the lie. If it was all as innocent as you would like me to believe why couldn't you have just told me what was going on? Why the need to lie?"
Brooke sighed, looked down at the floor and said "I had a brain fart. All I can do is plead temporary insanity. You knew about my relationship with Mark before we got together. I panicked. You in Dallas and me here with Mark? If you knew I was with him I just knew what you would think." Then she gave a little snort and said "I wasn't wrong about that was I. I didn't even think about Sally and the others; all I could think about was what you would think if you knew I was with Mark so I lied. Then you dropped the bomb on me and then hung up before I could explain and tell you to come on down and join us."
"You expect me to believe that?"
"Why not? It's the truth."
I looked at Houser and he just shrugged and said 'That's the way it was Ryan."
Just then the doorbell rang. I said that I would get it and I walked out of the room leaving Mark and Brooke alone. They could use the time to polish their story a bit. I opened the door to find a live walking wet dream standing there. Blond, blue eyed, very well built and with the face of an angel.
"Hi" she said. "Am I at the right address? Is this Brooke's house?"
"It is."
"I'm Carol. I'm sorry I'm late, but I'm not really familiar with this town and I made a couple of wrong turns."
I stepped out of the ay and let her walk in. "We are in the living room" I said and then led the way. She walked into the room and right up to Houser and laid a kiss on him that should have had steam coming out of his ears.
"Sorry I'm late sugar, but I got lost."
"You're here now and that's all that counts. Carol this is Brooke's husband Ryan. Ryan; meet my wife Carol."
She shook my hand and said "Glad to meet you. Sorry you couldn't make it the other night."
I looked at the two of them beaming at each other the way Brooke and I did when we first got married and then I glanced over at Brooke and the look on her face flat told me "You are in deep shit now Ryan. You are going to pay for all the bad thoughts you have had about me these last three days and the things you've said tonight."
I guess bad things don't come in threes. They come in fours.



            Penny

            History repeating itself?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/penny-9

Title: Penny

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: History repeating itself?

Tags: wife, husband, affair

Series: Penny


"A magician worked a cruise ship. The audience was different each week so the magician did the same tricks over and over again. There was only one problem. The Captains parrot saw the shows each week and began to understand how the magician did his tricks.
Once he understood, he started shouting out in the middle of the show, "Look, he's hiding the flowers under the table!" or "Hey! Why are all those cards the ace of spades?"
The magician was furious, but he couldn't do anything because it was the captain's parrot.
Then, one dark and stormy night on the Pacific, the ship sank and all the passengers drowned. The magician luckily found himself on a piece of wood floating in the middle of the sea and as fate would have it, with the parrot.
They stared at each other, but did not utter a word. This went on for day. And then two days. And then three. Finally, on the fourth day, the parrot could not hold back any longer and said:
"Okay, I give up. Where's the ship?"
I didn't think that it was all that funny, but I laughed along with the rest of the crowd and clapped along with everybody else when he finished. Truth was that I very much doubted anyone could lift my spirits on that particular night no matter how funny they might be.
I was at the Landing Strip because it was my usual watering hole of choice. Mostly because it was close to home and I could leave my truck in the lot and walk home if I over-imbibed. I'd forgotten it was open mic night when I got there, but I was inside with a PBR in front of me when I realized it so I decided to stay. I'd had the thought, since proven wrong, that some of the want to be stand-up comics could cheer me up.
The day started out pretty damned good. Penny woke me with a blowjob a full hour before the clock was due to go off. When I was as hard a she wanted she climbed on cowgirl style and rode me until I just had to get off and then I rolled her over onto her back and went at it hard and fast until we both got off. She followed me into the shower and by the time we finished scrubbing each other's backs and fronts we were ready to go at it again. I left the house that morning with a big smile on my face that wouldn't quit.
I had a great morning at work. I finally signed McBride Industries to a five year contract that meant we would have to put on a second shift to handle the increased workload. At ten-thirty I received a phone call from Bill Jamison of Poulson and Sons asking him to meet me for lunch at the Olive Garden on Tyler. Since I had been trying to interest him in swinging his business our way I of course agreed to meet him. The Olive Garden on Tyler was a good forty minutes away so I left the office at eleven to make sure that I got to the meeting on time. Bill was already there when I got there at a quarter to twelve.
I joined him, we ordered, and then Bill and I talked business. He told me that he liked the quality of our products, but what was holding him back from throwing business our way was that he didn't think we had the capacity to handle orders of the size he would be making. I smiled and told him we could easily handle whatever he gave us as we had just added a second shift and a third shift was under consideration. He expressed some concern that we would be spreading our workforce too thin to maintain our quality and I told him that his worries were groundless and that we would put performance guarantees in any contract we signed.
"That being the case" he said, "Work up a contract and bring it over to my office tomorrow and we will hammer out the details."
I sat there looking at him and thought about the day so far. Off to a great start with Penny, signing McBride and now getting a verbal commitment Jamison and I wondered if the day could get any better and as soon as I had that thought my day turned to shit.
I saw a couple walk in and be seated. They were holding hands when they walked in and when they took their seats in the booth they were holding hands across the table. I had no idea who the man was, but the woman was Penny. My first instinct was to get up and go over to their booth, but I quickly remembered what had happened the last time I did something like that and why I no longer was in favor of public scenes or confrontations. Besides, there was no way I wanted to do it in front of Jamison. I decided that I would just make sure that Penny saw me and knew that I'd seen her when Jamison and I left.
That's just the way it went. When Bill and I left as soon as I passed the booth that Penny and the guy were sitting in I turned, looked Penny in the face, saw her reaction to seeing me and then I turned and left. As I pulled out of the parking lot I saw Penny running out the front door and looking around for me, but I kept on going. My cell started ringing almost immediately and a quick glance at the screen showed that it was Penny. I turned the phone off and tossed it on the seat beside me.
On the drive back to my office I wondered what the hell had happened to Penny and me between the time I left the house for work and the time I saw her at the Olive Garden. The irony of the situation is that what had just happened at the Olive Garden was almost a carbon copy of the incident that brought Penny into my life to begin with.
I thought back seven years to when it had happened.
Angela and I had been married almost four years. The first three had been glorious, but then things changed. I sensed Angela pulling away from me. Nothing glaringly obvious, just a feeling that I had. It wasn't anything like "I wonder what she's up to?" It was more a feeling like our connection was broken. Our love life stayed the same as far as regularity went, but it felt like she was only going through the motions.
Her job had always required extra hours occasionally, but it had been that way when we met so it didn't really register with me when the once or twice a week became three and four. I didn't even see anything wrong when her late hours turned from one or two into three or four. I did notice when she started dressing a little better for work and I did comment on it. She explained it by saying she was angling for a promotion and that she needed to look her best.
I also noticed that she took showers more often when she came home and I commented on that also. She told me that she was doing it for me. A lot of her meetings at work were held in smoke filled rooms and she wanted to wash the 'stink' off of her before snuggling or cuddling up to me. I'm a non-smoker and I remembered telling her when we first started dating that I hated the smell of cigarettes so I accepted her reasons for the showers.
I know that given all of the above I sound terribly naïve, but you have to remember that I was deeply in love with my wife so why would I start thinking bad thoughts were she was concerned. Granted that in hindsight they were all indications of a straying wife, but come on; we were basically newlyweds and we loved each other so why would I even think something was wrong? The feeling that Angela was pulling away from me I wrote off to her being a little more occupied with getting the promotion she was working for. I was all for that promotion. The raise she would get might finally put us in the position to by the house we wanted and get us out of our cramped apartment.
Yes indeed; I was clueless.
Right up till the day it slapped me right upside my head.
I was having lunch with a customer on the other side of town in a restaurant I'd never been in before. Mid way through the meal the customer got a call. He told me that he had an emergency at his plant, had to leave and got up and rushed out. I didn't have an emergency so I sat there and finished my lunch. I'd just ordered dessert - banana pudding if anyone wants to know - when I saw Angela and a man I didn't know come in and take a booth. What grabbed my attention was that they entered holding hands.
I watched them walk to the booth and they kissed before sitting down next to each other. They kissed again, broke it when the waitress appeared to take their order and then kissed again when she left to turn their order in.
Suddenly it all came together. The late hours, the dressing better, the showers and the felling that she was just going through the motions when we made love. I took my time eating my dessert while I watched all of the 'touchy-feely' between Angela and her guy. I finished dessert and dropped a twenty on the table to cover the tab and a tip and then I walked over to the booth where Angela was sitting. Angela saw me coming, but outside of her eyes seeming to get bigger her facial expression didn't change. I slid onto the seat across from them and the guy got a nasty look on his face and said,
"Get the fuck out of here asshole."
I ignored him and said, "Hi there Ange. Care to introduce me to fuck face?"
The guy started to get out of the booth and I could tell from the expression on his face he wasn't standing up to shake my hand so I reached across the able and grabbed his necktie and jerked it down. His face smacked into the table and it stunned him for a second or two. He lifted his head shook it a couple of times to clear it. Blood was running from his nose and he grabbed a napkin and held it to his face. I had to give it to Angela; she was calm and cool as she said,
"Glen meet my husband Norm. Norm this is my boss Glen."
"I get it" I said, "Fucking your way to the top? Earning that promotion that you keep telling me about on your back?"
Glen by this that time had gotten himself together and with that nasty look still on his face he started to get up. I slid out and got ready for him. Angela was yelling,
"Stop this you two. Stop this foolishness now! Stop it right now!"
We both ignored her and he swung on me, I blocked it, punched him in the mouth and then we went at it like a couple of kids in the school yard. All the while we whacked away at each other Angela was yelling,
"Stop it! Stop it! Somebody stop them. Please make them stop."
I think we both gave as good as we got, but I have to be honest; if we hadn't been pulled apart he just might have gotten the best of me. While being held I looked over at Angela and snarled,
"Don't come home until tomorrow afternoon. I'll be moved out by then. I don't give a rat's ass where you go just don't come home until I'm gone. Spend the night with fuckface here. It's probably what you've been wanting to do anyway."
I turned to the guys holding me and said "I'm good. All I want to do is get out of here and get to a divorce attorney."
They turned me loose, but before I could get out of the door the owner or manager, I wasn't sure which, stopped me and told me that I wouldn't be welcome there in the future. Big fucking deal! I'd never been in there before and I damned sure didn't want to come back so I could relive the memory.
I had my hand on the door handle of my car when a soft voice from behind me said, "Excuse me" and I turned to see an absolutely beautiful young women.
"I take it that you no idea that she was cheating on you until tonight?"
"Not a clue."
She handed me a card and said, "He might be able to help you."
I looked at the card and it read "Brandon Marshall. Licensed Private Investigator. Spenser Investigations." It gave an office number, a cell number and a fax number. I looked at her and asked,
"Just how can he help me?"
"You will need to call him to find out. I probably have already done more than I should have just giving his card to you and suggesting you call him."
"Then may I ask you why you have done it?"
"I don't honestly know. A combination of things probably. The look on your face when you looked at them. The way you looked when you walked over to confront them. The look on your face when you called him fuckface." She laughed and said, "Sorry for my language, but it made me laugh when you called him that."
"My question has to be why were you watching me to begin with?"
"Bran saw you and said that we were more than likely in for a show so I watched."
"I take it Bran is the Brandon whose card you just gave me?"
"His is."
"Boyfriend or husband?"
"Neither; he's my brother. Why ask that?"
"Gathering information. Trying to figure out who you are and why you say your brother might be able to help me. I'm guessing that you already know who I am so what's your name?"
"Penny. Penny Marshall."
"So Penny Marshall tell me how close I am in my guesses. I am a nobody and I have no skeletons in my closet so I very much doubt that I'm being investigated. To me that means your brother's target is either my wife or fuckface. I doubt that Angela is dipping into the company's petty cash and other than that I can see no reason for your brother to be on her trail. That leaves fuckface.
"I noticed a wedding ring on his finger so my best guess is that his wife suspects that he is playing around on her and has hired your brother's firm to get the goods on him. I'm guessing that you are with your brother as camouflage. It being easier to follow someone into a restaurant and spy on them as a couple rather than as a single male. How am I doing?"
She gave me a big smile and then said, "In the words of some politician, whose name escapes me, I will neither confirm nor deny."
I smiled back at her knowing that I'd hit the nail on the head. I further guessed, although I didn't share the thought with Penny that her brother had put her up to talking with me. He wanted to 'double dip' and get me to pay for the same information he had collected for fuckface's wife.
I'd done it. I called him the next day and his price was reasonable and I'd used it to divorce Angela. Of course we talked before I filed and she told me that she was only doing it for us. Her promotion to fuckface's assistant and the raise that came with it would give us enough for the house we wanted. She loved only me and barely liked him. It was only sex and not even good sex. Surely I could that she was only doing it for us. I laughed at her and filed.
The day the divorce became final I stopped at The Landing Strip to have a few drinks to celebrate my freedom. It was open mic night and I sat there, listened, drank my PBR and applauded all the standups even if they weren't all that good. They deserved it just for having the guts to get up there and let it all hang out.
I didn't know the name of the guy doing the standup, but I recognized him from the Safeway over on Perry. I think he worked in the Meat Department.
"John went to visit his 90 year old grandfather who lived in an old cabin back in the forest. After spending a great evening chatting the night away the next morning John's grandfather prepared a breakfast of eggs, bacon and toast. John noticed a film-like substance on his plate and he asked his grandfather, "Are these plates clean?"
His grandfather replied, "They are as clean as cold water can get them."
For lunch the old man made hamburgers. Again John was concerned about the plates as his had tiny specks around the edge that looked like dried eggs and he asked, "Are you sure these plates clean?"
Without looking up the old man said, "I told you before, Sonny, those plates are as clean as cold water can get them. Now don't you fret; I don't want to hear another word about it."
Later that afternoon John was on his way to a nearby town and as he was leaving his grandfather's dog got between him and his car, bared his teeth and growled at John. John yelled and said, "Grandfather, your dog won't let me get to my car."
Without diverting his attention from the football game he was watching on TV the old man shouted, "Behave Coldwater; go lay down now, yah hear me."
He got a laugh out of that and then he said, "When I got home from work the other night I found a note tape taped on the fridge. It said, "It's just not working! I've tried and tried, but I can't take it anymore! I've gone to stay with my mother. I opened the fridge, the light came on and the beer was cold. What the hell was she talking about?"
That one got a good laugh and then he said, "One more and then I've got to go. An elderly couple who had just learned how to send text messages were on their mobile phones. The wife was a romantic type and the husband was more of a no nonsense guy. One afternoon the wife went out to meet a friend for coffee. She decided to send her hubby a romantic text message and so she got out her phone and typed:
"If you are sleeping send me your dreams. If you are laughing send me your smile. If you are eating send me a bite. If you are drinking send me a sip. If you are crying send me your tears."
The husband texted back to her, "I'm on the toilet. Please advise."
That got him a great laugh from the crowd.
Then the night got interesting. The bar stool to my right had been empty since I'd first sat down. Halfway through my first PBR someone sat down on the stool. I was paying attention to the guy performing and didn't notice who sat down until I heard:
"Hey handsome; buy a girl a drink?"
I turned and saw Penny Marshall sitting there. I waved Karen over and told her to put Penny's drink on my tab. We talked and I found out she was there to show support for a friend who was going to give standup comedy a try. She found out that I was celebrating becoming single again. Before the conversation could go any farther Bobby Denton announced the next hopeful who turned out to be Penny's friend.
"Is she any good" I asked.
"Don't know. Never have heard her before."
The friend stated out with, "A man works hard every day and then every evening he comes home and takes his dinner to the chair in the living room and eats it while watching TV. One day during his daily routine there is a knock on his door and he gets up to answer it, doesn't see anyone there so he shuts the door and goes back to his dinner and TV watching.
Again there is a knock only slightly louder and the man opens the door and again sees no one there. He is about to close the door when he hears a voice say "I'm down here." He looks down and sees a snail holding some pamphlets. The snail says "Good evening Sir. Have you heard about this in expensive new..." but he doesn't get to finish because the man drop kicks him halfway across the front yard and then goes back to his dinner and TV.
Six months pass. The man is again eating his dinner and watching TV in his usual chair when there is a knock at the door and the man gets up to see who is there, doesn't see anyone and closes the door. Before he can get back to his chair there is another knock only louder. He goes back and opens the door, looks down and sees the snail.
The snail looks up at the man, rolls up his sleeves and says, "WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT ALL ABOUT?!"
It took a second or so before the crowd caught on, but then she got a nice laugh. She went on, "My 44 year old neighbor was pregnant with twins and one day my husband asked her if she knew what their gender was. My neighbor said "No. I want it to be a surprise. My husband, soul of discretion that he is, looked at her in disbelief and said, "You are 44 and having twins. How much more surprise do you need in your life?"
That one got her a pretty decent laugh and she went on, "I was visiting my Aunt in Philadelphia and we were going to attend a debate at Philadelphia's Independence Hall. The subject of the debate was "Is American Politics Broken?" When we got there we found a sign hanging on the front door. It said that the debate had been cancelled due to the Government Shutdown."
That got her a polite laugh and she finished with, "My nine year old and I passed a store that had a sign in the window that read "Watch Batteries Installed for $5 dollars." He seemed confused, "Who would pay $5 dollars to watch batteries being installed?"



As she left the bandstand I looked at Penny and she read my facial expression.
"Not all that good huh?"
"Let us just say that she shouldn't quit her day job and let it go at that."
Penny quickly changed the subject.
"Now that you are single I suppose that you are going to start dating again?"
"More than likely."
"I don't have anything going for Friday" she said and three months later we were married.
And now here I was eight years later going through it all over again.
I'd just finished my beer and decided to forgo another and was getting ready to leave when Bobby introduced the next one who wanted to be a standup comic. As she walked up to take the mic from Bobby I made a quick decision to stay. I didn't care if she would be funny or not. I'd be content to just sit there and look at her. She was drop dead gorgeous. Strawberry blonde and extremely well built. Just looking at her cheered me up. Funny or not I was going to stay and appreciate.
"Three men - a Canadian farmer, Osama bi Laden and a Biker Dude are walking along together one day and they came across a lamp lying on the ground. The Canadian picked it up and said, 'This could be a pretty item to have on my mantle if I polished it up a bit and he rubbed it with the sleeve of his shirt. A Genie pops out and says "I will give each of you one wish." The Canadian said, "I am a farmer and my son will also farm. I want the land to be forever fertile in Canada. POOF! In the blink of the Genie's eye the land in Canada was forever fertile.
Osama was amazed so he said "I want a wall around Afghanistan, Palestine, Iraq and Iran so that no infidels, Americans or Canadians can come into our precious land." POOF! Again in the blink of the Genie's eye there was a huge wall around those countries.
The Biker Dude said, "I'm curious. Please tell me about this wall." The Genie explained. "It is 5000 feet high, 500 feet thick and nothing can get in or out. It is virtual impenetrable."
The Biker sat down on his Harley, took a beer out of his saddle bags and then lit up a cigar. He smiled and then said, "Fill it with water."
She got a big laugh out of that and her next one was pretty damned good also.
"There were these four students that were taking chemistry together and so far they had an A for the course. They were so confident that the week before the final they decided to visit some friends and have a big party. They had a great time, but after all that hearty partying they slept all day Sunday and didn't make it back to school until Monday. They were still a little fuzzy headed so rather than taking the final then they decided that after the final they would explain to the professor why they missed it. They said that they had visited friends and on the way back they had a flat tire and couldn't get there in time.
The professor agreed that they could make up the final the next day. The guys were relieved and they spent the day and most of the evening cramming for the test. The next day the professor placed them in separate rooms and gave each of them a test booklet. They quickly answered the first problem worth 5 points. Cool, they thought. Each one in their separate rooms thought the test was going to be a piece of cake...then they turned the page. On the second page was written...For 95 points...which tire?"
Another good laugh, but her last one really cracked me up.
"Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson were on a camping trip. After a good meal and a bottle of wine they laid down for the night and went to sleep. Some hours later Holmes woke up and nudged his faithful friend and said, "Watson' look up at the sky and tell me what you see." Watson replied, "I see millions and millions of stars."
"And what does that tell you" Holmes asked.
Watson pondered for a moment and then said, "Astronomically it tells me that there millions of galaxies and thus potentially billions of planets. Astrologically I observe that Saturn is in Leo. Horologically I deduce that the time is about a quarter past three. Theologically I can see that God is all powerful and that we are small and insignificant. Meteorlogically I suspect that we will have a beautiful tomorrow. What does it tell you?
Holmes was silent for a moment and then spoke. "It tells me that someone stole our tent."
When she finished and left the bandstand my eyes followed her. She sat down at a table with two other women and I called Karen over and asked her to send a round of drinks over to that table. Karen gave me a disbelieving look and said:
"Do you think Penny would approve?"
"After what I caught Penny doing earlier today I couldn't care less about what she might approve of."
Karen shrugged and a few minutes later the drinks were delivered to the three women. I wasn't looking in their direction when Cookie delivered the drinks, but I saw it all in the mirror. Cookie set the drinks down and then pointed to me. She left the table and the three started talking and looking in my direction and I guessed that they were asking each other if any one of them knew me. Finally the strawberry blonde got up and came toward me. She tapped me on the shoulder and I turned to face her.
"The waitress said that we had you to thank for the round of drinks sent to our table. That true?"
I nodded a yes.
"We would like to thank you. Would you like to join us?"
Would I like to? Hell yes! I would do my ego a bit of good having three good looking ladies asking for my company. I got up and followed her back to her table. As we walked toward the table the blonde said:
"My name is Tanya and you are?"
"Norm. Norman Jakes."
When we got to the table she introduced me to her friends Joan and Gail. I took the empty seat and once I was seated and settled in Joan asked;
"So tell us Norm Jakes, just which one of us have you set your sights on?"
"To be absolutely honest as a red blooded fully heterosexual male I'm attracted to all of you and would be hard pressed to make a choice."
Gail said, "Oh wow girls. I've always thought they were a myth, but we have us an honest to God real live silver tongued devil."
The three laughed and I said, "I sent the drinks over as a thank you to Tanya for making me laugh after having a truly rotten day."
"Work was that bad?"
"No, not at all. Work was fine."
"I see the ring" Tanya said, "Fighting with the wife?"
"Not yet, but I fully expect one when I get home tonight."
"You pissed at her or is she going to be pissed at you?"
"Let us just say that she is going to have some explaining to do. I'm going to want to know why she was holding hands with another man this afternoon."
"Someone told you?"
"Nope. Seen it myself."
Tanya reached over and took my hand and said, "I know just what you are feeling. I caught my ex playing with his secretary when I walked into his office one day. It hurts for a while, but it does get better."
She reached into her purse and took out a card and handed it to me. It read Tanya Ensign and gave the name of a real estate company and had a bunch of phone and fax numbers on it.
"Sometimes it helps to be able to talk to someone who has been through it. Use the cell number. I always have it with me."
"And if you need cheering up call me" Joan said handing me a piece of paper with her name and number on it."
There was a little more small talk before I ordered another round for the girls, thanked them for their company and then got up and headed for home.
I didn't know if Penny would be there or not, but I kind of hoped that she wouldn't be there. I would like to have some time to cool down and get myself under control before we had the confrontation.
No such luck. Her car was in the drive, but it looked like the confrontation would have to take place later. There were three other cars there; her parent's Dodge, her brother's Chevy Silverado and a car I didn't recognize. I wondered what was going on that we had the family over. I didn't think I'd forgotten a pre-planned dinner or a birthday party.
The front door opened onto the living room and when I walked in Penny saw me, jumped up and ran over to me and threw her arms around me.
"Where have you been? I've been trying to call you all day."
"I turned my phone off when I left the restaurant" I said as I took in the group in the living room. Mother- in law, father- in law, brother in- law and - surprise surprise - the man Penny had been with at the restaurant.
"I tried to catch you before you could get away so I could explain. It wasn't what you thought."
"How would you know what I was thinking?"
"Oh cut me a break Norm; you should know by now that I'm not some bubble headed bimbo. I knew as soon as I saw the look you gave me that you were thinking of what was going on the night that we met and you were thinking that history was repeating itself and you were dead wrong."
"Jack" she said and the guy stood up. "Norm, this is my cousin Jack. Jack, meet my husband Norm. Jack was my favorite cousin when we were growing up and seventeen years ago he moved away. He just moved back, found out from mom how to get in touch with me and called me at work. We arranged to meet for lunch and that's what was going on when you saw us."
I looked at the in-laws and saw then all nodding their heads in affirmation so I stuck out my hand, Jack took and we shook hands as I said, "Pleased to meet you."
The rest of the evening was spent with Jack, Penny and the in-laws playing the family catch up game. After everyone was gone Penny said:
"Now don't you feel silly for doubting me?" I nodded a yes and she said, "I'll let it slide this time Mr. Jakes, but don't let it happen again. Now come on up to bed so I can fuck you into a coma."
And she damned near did it.
______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
I was sitting at my desk looking at the business card and the slip of paper trying to decide which one to call. Should I got with Tanya or so I go with Joan? Tanya was the hottest of the two, but she had only offered me a shoulder to cry on; someone to talk to who had been through the same thing. Joan on the other hand had said call her if I needed cheering up. Cheering up is something that I needed so I picked up the phone to give Joan a call.
What?
Oh yeah. The rest of the story.
I don't know if it is true in every case, but at least it was for me. Once you have been cheated on you never again completely or fully trust everything. You hardly ever take anything at face value any more. Yes, Penny's entire family backed her story that Jack was just what Penny said he was. However! One thing you get to be when you have been cheated on is more observant. You tell yourself that if you had paid more attention to things you would have caught the signs early on that Angela was slipping away and you could have been pro-active and maybe saved the marriage. That said I have to say that I did not expect Penny to cheat on me, but then I had never expected Angela to either.
I guess it is best to say that post Angela I never took anything for granted anymore and so it happened that I was paying a little more attention to things when I was introduced to Jack. It was a little thing and I don't think any of my in-laws saw things the way I did, but I saw the way Jack looked at Penny and I saw the way Penny looked at Jack. I had several extremely good looking cousins and I had never looked at them the way that Jack was looking at Penny. And I had never seen any one of my cousins look at me the way Penny looked at Jack. Something was there that did not seem quite right to me. Something told me that I should be wary of what those looks might mean. I couldn't ask Penny outright because if something was there it would put her on her guard.
I went online and in less than ten minutes I found several ways that I could put a tap on our home phone line and bug the rooms in the house. The next day I hit Radio Shack and bought what I needed. I took some time off work during the day while Penny was at work and went home and got the job done. Then it was just wait and see
It could be that I'd just wasted some time and money, but I could at least tell myself that I had bought some peace of mind. Then again maybe not. If there was something going on they could be doing all their talking on cell phones or Penny could be talking to him on her phone at work. Penny got home an hour earlier than I did so if they did talk on our landline it would most likely be during that hour.
For three days there was nothing on the voice activated recorders and nothing of any consequence on the phone line, but on the fourth day the money and time spent were justified.
"Hello?"
"Hi sweetie; it's me."
"I take it that it is safe to talk?"
"He won't be home for at least an hour."
"I hope you aren't calling to cancel."
"No way sweetie. I'm looking forward to it as much as you are."
"You sure of the timing?"
"Positive. He always golfs on Saturday mornings unless the weather is bad. He leaves the house at seven and he's never home before two."
"You can't imagine what I'm going through right now. I can't wait. Lunch time quickies are okay, but being able to spend several hours with you? It can't come soon enough. But I still worry that he might come home early and catch us."
"Not a problem sweetie. We won't be completely naked and the garage door opener makes enough noise when it is running that we will have enough time to get our pants on and be in the living room sitting and visiting when he comes into the house."
"Long lunch tomorrow?"
"You bet."
"Same time and place?"
"No. I've got a meeting that will run till at least twelve-thirty so let's make it one and change the location to the Palms. It is closer to work. One thing though and I hate to keep repeating myself, but I have to make sure that you understand that Saturday will be the last time."
"I don't understand it and I don't like it, but I guess that I will just have to live with it."
"Good. See you tomorrow."
Well I wanted to know and now I did. I'd heard enough to tell me what I needed to know, but for some stupid reason that I couldn't even understand I felt the need to see it for myself. The next day found me parked where I could see the Palms Motor Court and at ten to one I saw Jack get out of his car and go into the office. He came back out, got in his car and moved to in front of room 107 and then sat in his car and waited. At one Penny drove up and parked next to Jack, they both got out of their cars and went into the room. I'd seen all I needed to see so I went back to work.
I didn't confront Penny because I wasn't sure that that what I had on the phone tap would hold up in court and my saying that I saw both of them go into room 107 wouldn't mean much since I couldn't possibly know what they did in there. Just because I was sure that they were in there fucking they could say they were just in there to get away from people and have some peace and quiet while they played cribbage. I was going to need at least the tape of what they were doing on Saturday to prove my case.
For the next two days I did my best to keep Penny thinking that everything was fine between us and I guess I was successful because she seemed to enjoy the sex we had on both nights. I didn't bother listening to the phone tap anymore since I already knew what I needed to know.
Saturday I was up and out of the house and on my way to the golf course as usual. I had the worst eighteen holes of my life. Worse even than when I first took up the game. Knowing what was going on back at the house just wouldn't let me concentrate on my game and it was noticeable. The three guys I always played with asked me what was wrong, but I shrugged it off and blamed it on problems I was having at work.
On my way home I toyed with the idea of surprising them by not pulling into the garage and giving them warning that I was home, but then decided that I didn't want to go through the next however many years with the image of the two of them fucking on my bed bouncing around in my head. Even though I knew I would hate hearing what I would hear when I listened to the bedroom recorder I did want to hear it before confronting Penny.
They were both sitting on the couch talking when I came in. Even if I hadn't known ahead of time that he would be there I wouldn't have been surprised to see him since his car was parked outside against the curb. When I walked in Penny got up and rushed over to kiss me.
"Have a good time" she asked and I lied and said that it was one of my best rounds ever.
Jack stood up and said, "I need to be going so I'll get out of here and give you two love birds some privacy."
He left and Penny asked, "Want to work up an appetite before I fix dinner?"
Getting used pussy was not high on the list of things I wanted to do, but pussy was pussy and God only knew when I'd get laid again after confronting Penny. She didn't feel any different the last half dozen or so times we had made love, but then why would she? I'd been getting seconds all along and hadn't noticed anything out of the ordinary. I wasn't getting sloppy seconds though and I guessed Penny either made him use a rubber or pull out just before he shot his wad. The bed wasn't messed up so I assumed they did their fucking in the guest bedroom. Penny probably felt safe doing that as I never looked into that room, but I'd had the foresight to put one of the mini-reorders in there. I'd even put one in the laundry room just in case they got their jollies doing it on the washing machine during the spin cycle.
Penny was her usual enthusiastic self and when she was done with me I wasn't sure I even had enough energy to get up and walk to eat dinner, but I managed. I helped with the dishes and then we cuddled up on the couch and watched TV until bedtime and then she tried to kill me again. There was no doubt in my mind that I was going to miss her when she was gone from my life.
In the morning while she showered I collected all the recorders and put them in my briefcase. The spare bedroom bed didn't looed messed up, but curiosity made me pull the bed covers down and I saw the dried spot where Jack had dumped his load, I put the covers back in place and headed for the kitchen to start the coffee. Monday when I left the house to go to work I expected that the goodbye hug, smile and kiss that I got would be my last.
At work, once I got all of the things that needed my attention out of the way, I told my secretary to hold all my calls, locked my office door and then took all the recorders out of my briefcase and started to listen. There wasn't anything of interest on six of the seven, but the one that had been in the spare bedroom was loaded. I ignored all of the undressing and fucking noises and then got to the part that I was most interested in - the pillow talk!
At first it was just Jack whining over the fact that it was to be their last time together and him trying to talk Penny into continuing what they were doing and Penny saying she was sorry, but it had to stop.
"I've already taken more chances than I should have. I must have been insane to let it start in the first place. I love Norm to death and it would kill me to lose him."
"Then why did you let me?"
"I don't honestly know. I guess it was because there seems to be a special bond between a girl and the guy who was her first. She looks back and remembers how special it was. I wanted to experience that special time again and when you moved back and got in touch and then hit on me I gave in. I found that the special feeling was still there, but it wasn't anywhere near the feelings of love that I have for my husband. I very stupidly let the past almost fuck up my future with my husband as there isn't any doubt in my mind as to how Norm would react if he found out about us.



"I'm stopping it now. I'm going to dedicate myself to spoiling the man rotten for the rest of my life and give daily thanks to God that I got my head out of my ass before Norm had a chance to find out what I've done. You are still and always will be my favorite cousin, but my husband takes first place in my heart. Now we need to hurry up and get dressed and straighten things up."
I sat there at my desk and thought about what I'd just listened to and believe it or not I could see it. My first had been Pauline French when I was in high school and I still thought of her from time to time and I couldn't honestly say that I wouldn't be sorely tempted if she came back into my life. I loved Penny, but even so I couldn't say with any degree of certainty that I wouldn't step out on her if Pauline came around.
Those thoughts changed my mind on what I had planned on doing as far as Penny was concerned, but they didn't completely wash things away. I could see it yes, but she had stepped out on me and I was human enough to want to get back at her. To get even. And if I slipped up somehow and Penny caught me she and Jack had given me my get out of jail free card.
I pushed the necessary buttons, waited, and when the phone was picked up on the other end I said:
"Hello Joan. Norm Jakes here. I'm calling to take you up on your offer to cheer me up."
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It was 5:35 a.m. and I was sitting in a booth at the Village Inn. I was sipping coffee and waiting for Rachel to bring me my pancakes with a side of bacon. As I refreshed my cup from the pot on the table I was thinking on what had me there at that early hour. I was usually in there three or four times a week, but never that early. In fact it was the first time I had ever been there when the doors opened at 5:30. I suppose I should have just gone home to bed, but I hadn't because I knew I wouldn't have slept much and even if I had fallen asleep only God knows what my dreams might have been like.
It was a story that took place a hundred times a day somewhere on the third planet from the sun. Boy goes out of town on a four day trip, comes home two days early and finds out that girl isn't his alone. I wondered how many times in those hundred stories that the 'other man' was a family member.
I'd called Audrey to let her know I'd be home that evening instead of Saturday, but she didn't answer her phone. My flight got in at seven and by eight I was turning into the parking lot at our apartment. As I was straightening out from the turn I saw Audrey come down the steps and get into a car I recognized. I hit my brakes and stopped before I got close enough for her to notice me and watched as she slid across the seat and kissed the driver. Saying that I was surprised would be an understatement. Audrey had always led me to believe that she couldn't stand my brother. According to her he was an arrogant asshole who thought his shit didn't stink. So why was she getting into his car and kissing him?
Sam pulled away and I let him get a little bit of a head start and then I followed along behind him far enough back that he wouldn't recognize me in his rear view mirror. They pulled into the parking lot at Duke's Steak House, parked, kissed and then got out of the car and walked into the restaurant. I was familiar with Duke's and I knew that there was no way that I could follow them in and not be noticed so I found a parking place where I could see Sam's car and then I settled in to wait.
When they came out they got in the car and necked for about five minutes and then I followed them to the Barnyard witch was a country-western place with a live band. As with Duke's I was familiar with the insides of the Barn and I knew there was no place I could sit and not be seen so once again I parked where I could keep an eye on Sam's car and settled in to wait. They were in there for two and a half hours and when they came out I again followed them. This time it was to The Saddletree Motel. Sam checked in at the front desk and then Sam and Audrey entered room 107. I gave them fifteen minutes to get into what they were no doubt there for then I went to Sam's car and let the air out of all four tires then went back and sat in my car and waited to see them come out. I wanted to see how Sam handled four flats at oh dark thirty.
While I waited I wondered why, since I wasn't expected for another two days, they didn't use the bed in the apartment then I realized that they couldn't because of Eve. And Sam damned sure couldn't take Aud home with him because mom and dad would know since he still lived at home. Kind of anyway. There was an apartment over the garage and that is where he lived and the apartment could be seen from the kitchen window and mom or dad would damned sure recognize Audrey. I also wondered how it had started and how long it had been going on. I usually made an out of town trip every four or five weeks or so and I wondered if this is what she did every time I was gone. After a couple of hours I accepted that they were there for the night and I gave up my vigil and headed for the apartment. When I saw the Village Inn sign I decided to stop for breakfast. I parked and was walking up to the door just as Rachel was unlocking the door.
* * * * * * * * * * * *
I'd met Audrey in my senior year in college. She was a sophomore and normally we probably would have never met as we had no shared classes or friends. It was a Friday night fraternity/sorority mixer that brought us together. Besides the members of my fraternity there were members of other fraternities there. Halfway through the mixer I was headed for the bathroom and I had just reached the top of the stairs when I heard "LET GO OF ME!!"
I turned the corner at the top of the stairs and saw a guy pulling a girl toward one of the bedrooms. He wasn't a member of my fraternity and I didn't know him, but I did know it my responsibility to see that his actions didn't bring disrepute on our house so I walked up to him and told him to let the girl go. He turned to me and said:
"Butt out shithead! This ain't none of your fucking business!"
Where I was raised no one had taken the time to teach us the Marquis of Queensbury Rules. Our rules were "Hit first, hit hard, get them down and don't let them get up." The word "business" was still hanging in the air when I kneed him in the stones and when he bent at the waist I gave him a hard elbow to the side of his head (you can hurt your hand if you hit without padded gloves) and he went down for the count. I turned to ask the girl if she was okay, but all I saw was the back side of her as she hurried down the stairs. I shrugged and went to the bathroom.
When I came out the guy was sitting there shaking his head to try and clear it I suppose. I went downstairs, got a couple of brothers, told them what had happened and we went up to escort the guy out of the house. Ben recognized him and went and got a couple of his frat brothers to take care of him. I looked around for the girl, but didn't find her and after a couple of days I forgot the episode.
Three weeks later I was sitting in a booth at Annie's Café having lunch when a girl walked up and asked me if she could join me. She looked vaguely familiar so I told her to take a seat. She saw me struggling to place her and said:
"You don't remember me do you?"
"You seem familiar to me, but I can't seem to place you."
"The Kappa house mixer? You saved me from that Neanderthal?"
"I didn't get a really good look at you and when I looked for you after it was over you were gone."
"I should have thanked you, but I was scared so I ran."
Then I got the story. She hadn't really wanted to come to the mixer because she had heard scary stories about what happened at frat parties. Things like date rape drugs being used on unsuspecting girls and gangbangs, but the girls in her sorority had convinced her that nothing like that had ever happen at Kappa. So she went and things were fine until she had to go to the bathroom. The guy caught her coming out of the bathroom, called her a prick tease, and told her he was going to teach her a lesson.
"Then you showed up and saved me."
"So what did you do that made him think you were a prick tease?"
"Nothing. I just tried to be friendly with everyone who was there. Earlier in the evening the guy hit on me and I let him know I wasn't interested, but I can't think of anything I might have done that could be construed as teasing. I should have thanked you for coming to my rescue, but at the time all I could think about was getting the hell out of there and putting as much distance between me and that place as I could. This is the first time I've seen you since then so I came over to give you my belated thanks. Oh, and by the way my name is Audrey."
"Well then Miss Audrey I accept your belated thanks, but if you are really thankful I think you should go out with me. At least once."
"I'd like that. When?"
"Are you free tonight?"
"I am."
"Will six work for you?"
"It will indeed."
That date led to many more and by the time I graduated three months later we were a steady couple.
* * * * * * * * * * * *
We had stated making love after our tenth date. Neither of us was a virgin so there wasn't any awkwardness. We seemed to be very good together. I found out that Audrey had a kinky side to her. She liked to make love in places where there was some risk of being seen. It excited her and her being excited excited me. We were never caught, but a couple of times we almost were.
She met my family for the first time at the graduation party that my parents held for me. Mom and dad took to her right away and my brother Sam couldn't seem to take his eyes off of her. I thought nothing of it at the time. Audrey was a beautiful woman and I was used to males watching her and wishing that she was theirs. Before I left to take Audrey home my sister took me aside and said:
"You lucked out here Bro. Don't let this one get away."
That night when I took Aud back to the sorority house I proposed and she said yes, "But not until I graduate lover. Once I have my degree I'll walk down the aisle to you." I thought that was reasonable even if I didn't want to wait that long. I hadn't found a job yet so I went with Aud when she went home for the summer and spent a week with her family. I liked her parents and her younger sister and they seemed to like me. At the end of the visit I went home to begin my job search. Aud would be staying with her folks until the end of summer vacation so I would pretty much be able to devote my full concentration on my job search.
Luck was with me and I landed a good job a week after starting my job search. Along with the new job I made a change in my life style. It was time for me to cut the apron strings so to speak. I'd been living at home and now that I was out of school and had a job it was time for me to find my own place. My graduation gift from my parents was a check for ten thousand dollars and I used some of it to put down the first and last month's rent and the security deposit. I used some of the rest to furnish the place. I talked with Audrey almost every night and while I told her about the new job I kept mum on the apartment intending to surprise her with it when she came back to school.
Audrey came back to school three days before school started. I picked her up at the airport and headed for the apartment. When I parked in the parking lot she asked:
"Why are you stopping here?"
"I thought that since we haven't made love in over a month you might want to try out my new bed."
"Your new bed?"
"Yep. I live here now."
Once inside I walked her through the place leaving the bedroom for last. Once in the bedroom I casually mentioned that there was enough room in the closet for her stuff and that the dresser still had three empty drawers.
"Of course if you would rather live in the sorority house than here with me I'm sure I can fill them up with something."
"When can I move in?"
"Well I guess we could leave now and go get your stuff instead of making love now and then going to get your stuff."
"Oh damn! Decisions, decisions, decisions. What the hell. I guess since we are already here we might as well get the love making out of the way first."
She must have been as horny as I was because she damned near fucked me to death. After several times we snuggled up to each other and went to sleep.
The next day Audrey drove me to work and kept my car to move her things from the sorority house to the apartment. We stopped and had dinner after she picked me up from work and then we went back to the apartment and she did her best to reduce me to ruin.
* * * * * * * * * * * * *
The next year rolled by as we adjusted to each other's almost fulltime presence. As in all new fulltime partnerships there were glitches along the way. Audrey was still a fulltime student and class schedules, projects and study groups had to be worked around and she still belonged to her sorority and had to attend their events. On my side I had to occasionally work late, work on Saturdays and take the occasional business trip out of town. But we managed and it gave us a very good idea of how life was going to be when we got married.
Audrey still insisted that marriage wasn't going to happen until she graduated. I didn't care because as far as I was concerned we were already married and just hadn't gotten around to doing the paperwork.
I had some vacation time earned so when the summer break came I was able to go home with Aud for a week and then I needed to get back to work. I spent a pretty miserable five weeks alone. We did talk on the phone two or three times a week and a hell of a lot of "I love you" and "I miss you" were exchanged. When Aud did get back two weeks before classes were due to start the majority of our time was spent in the bed room trying to play catch up.
On one of those nights as I laid next to her damned near ruined by what she had just put me through and as her hand worked at trying to get me up for one more time she said, "I need a favor; I need a really big favor."
"After what you just did to me I don't think I can refuse you anything. What is it?"
"Eve will be flying in on Saturday. She will be starting her freshman year. Would you mind if she stayed here with us until she can get her feet on the ground?"
I liked Eve and since the spare bedroom wasn't being used I so no reason not to let Eve use it.
"No problem sweetie, but you might have to stick a rag in your mouth when we make love. You can be a bit noisy you know and we wouldn't want to disturb Eve's sleep."
"I'm not that noisy."
"Oh yes you are and since your ministrations have had the desired results I will now proceed to prove it." And I did.
We picked Eve up at the airport and got her settled in. There were some changes made to the way Aud and I had been living. Adjustments necessary to accommodate Eve's being with us, but we soon had things on an even keel. Eve was a very good looking young lady and it wasn't long before she started dating and her being out on dates gave Aud and me plenty of alone time. Enough to insure that our sex life didn't suffer.
And then came the trip that let me come home two days early.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
I stalled over my breakfast. I needed to go home, shower and get ready to go to work, but I wanted to give Eve enough time to leave for class. If she was still there when I got there my natural question for her would of course be "Where is Audrey?" which would drag her into things. But then she was more than likely already into the middle of it. She knows I'm supposed to be gone and she knows Audrey didn't come home last night and I'm sure that she is smart enough to put two and two together and come up with the correct answer. But then again maybe Audrey had given Eve a perfectly good excuse, but it didn't matter what story Audrey had told Eve because I knew the true story.
Among the thoughts I'd had while eating my breakfast was what was I going to do now. It was a given that Audrey was history, but what were to be the mechanics of it? Confrontation? Or just bag up her stuff, put it outside and not bother talking to her? Then of course there was my brother. What was I to do there? That question was a lot harder to answer because whatever I did with him would inevitably bring my parents into things. They would almost certainly want to know why my relationship with Sam had changed. They would want to know why I wouldn't attend any family functions if Sam was going to be there and I would have to tell them. I wouldn't lie to them so they would get the cold hard truth.
I hadn't stalled long enough and Eve was still there when I got home. I'd heard the expression "Her face turned pale", but I'd always thought that it was a figure of speech until I walked in and Eve saw me. Her face did indeed lose its color and that told me that she knew what Eve was doing. What she didn't know was that I already knew what was going on so my "How long has she been doing it?" caught her completely by surprise. She had expected "Where is Aud?" and was probably already trying to think of a good answer to that question. By my question told her that no lie was going to work and I could see from her face that she realized it, but I wasn't ready for her answer.
"As far as I know she never stopped."
"She never stopped? What does that mean?"
"She had steady boyfriends all through high school and she cheated on every one of them. When you came home with her for the summer she behaved herself, but as soon as you left she was going out with guys she knew from high school. I don't know that much about here. I do know that every time you've gone on a trip she goes out with somebody. Sometimes she comes home at night, but usually she isn't home by the time I leave for school."
I was about to say something like "I thought you liked me enough to let me know what was going on" but I quickly realized how stupid the question would be. She and Audrey were family and the old saying that "Blood is thicker than water" would hold true in this case.
"I suppose now that you know you are going to kick her out?"
"You suppose right."
"What's my time frame?"
"Your time frame?"
"How long before I have to be out? How much time do I have to find a place to stay?"
"Take as much time as you want. I'm kicking your sister out not you. I know it might make your relationship with her a bit awkward with you being here after she is gone, but I see no reason for punishing you for what she has done. How you handle Aud is up to you, but she won't be here when you get home from class. I'm going to bag up all of her stuff and put it outside so she will see it when she finally does come home."
I went into the kitchen to get some garbage bags and when I came out Eve had left for class.
It only took me an hour to remove all presence of Audrey from the apartment. Knowing that Audrey's first class of the day wasn't until ten-fifteen and that I hadn't called in to work to let them know I was back two days early and assuming that she would come home before going to class I settled in to wait for her to show up.
She arrived at nine-forty and was surprised to see me. She came over to me and bent down to kiss me and then said, "When did you get home?"
"Last night."
"Why didn't you call me?"
"I did, but you never answered."
"Oh shit! I turned it off so we wouldn't be bothered while we studied."
"While we studied? Who is we?"
"Some of the girls in my Managerial Economics class. It was a kind of study sleep over thing."
The lie rolled easily off her tongue and if I hadn't seen what she had done with my own eyes I probably would have believed her. And then she asked "What's with all the garbage bags outside the door?"
"It is all of your stuff."
"My stuff?"
"Yes Audrey, your stuff. I'm kicking you out of the apartment and out of my life."
"You're not serious? You can't be. We love each other."
"I can't speak for your lying ass, but my love for you died last night while I watched you and my asshole brother walk into room 107 at the Saddletree. I got home just in time to see you climb into Sam's car and then kiss the guy you told me you just could not stand because he was an arrogant asshole. After seeing that I just had to follow along to see what was going on."
She was quiet and contemplated me for several seconds and then said "The flat tires. That was you?"
I just nodded my head yes.
"I guess I'd be wasting my breath if I told you that you are the only one that I love and that Sam was just sex?"
"You would be right about that. I don't give a shit about the why of it; the only thing that matters is that you did it. I just glad I found out about you before I married you."
When I said that her whole demeanor changed. She sneered at me and said, "We were never going to get married. You were just something to help me make it through school. A steady and dependable source of sex to help me get through. You don't make enough money or have a big enough dick for me to tie myself to you permanently."



And with that she turned and headed for the door. When she got to the door she turned back to me, gave me the finger, said "Fuck you!" and then she was gone.
As the door closed behind her I muttered "Fucking cunt! No good bitch!' Hey, I was a guy and if you really want to upset a guy tell him his dick isn't up to the job. Then I remembered how she had acted whenever we had sex and realized that she was lying to me when she said my dick wasn't big enough for her. She was either lying or the silver screen and the Broadway stage were being deprived of one of the greatest actresses to ever come along.
Then I smiled as I realized that my dick satisfied the one it was meant to - me!
* * * * * * * * * * * *
I took a shower and then caught a couple hours sleep before getting up and going in to work to turn in the paperwork on my trip. Then I went home and when I got there I saw that all of Audrey's stuff was gone. I made a meal out of left-overs in the fridge and then decided to get the next distasteful chore on my list over with.
I headed for my parents place planning on paying my brother's garage apartment a visit and letting him know just how displeased I was with him. I walked up to the door and knocked. A minute or so later Sam opened the door and Sam, seeing it was me, smiled and told me to come on in. The smile told me that Audrey hadn't called him to let him know that they had been busted. As a result the smile was still on Sam's face when my right hand hit him on the jaw. He staggered back and I followed up with a kick to his stones. He went to the floor and I kicked him a couple more times and then I looked down at him and said:
"In case you haven't figured it out I know about you and Audrey. This is just a sample of what I'll do to you whenever you get near me from now on. I'll leave it up to you to explain to mom and dad why I never come to any family functions when you will be there."
I turned and left the apartment leaving Sam lying on the floor gasping for breath.
When I got home Eve was sitting at the kitchen table doing homework. She looked up when I came in and said:
"You did it; you really did it. You threw here out."
"Did I not sound serious when I told you that I was going to?"
"I knew you were upset, but I figured since you loved each other you would somehow work things out."
"Not in this lifetime sweetie."
"She called me. She wanted to know where I was going to stay when you put me out. She couldn't believe that you were going to let me stay."
I shrugged and said, "It has been a long hard day and I'm going to shower and put myself to bed" and I left her to her homework. And it had been a long hard day. From the time I found out what was going on until I climbed into the shower it had only been a little over twenty-four hours. You would have thought that after the day I'd been through I would have had trouble sleeping, but I slept like a log.
* * * * * * * * * *
In the morning I woke up to a surprise. I walked into the kitchen and found Sam there drinking coffee with Eve.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" I snarled at him.
"We have to talk Bro."
"Why would I want to talk to a low life like you?"
"I need to tell you what was going on."
"And you think it would matter? You were stabbing me in the back you fucking asshole."
"You don't understand. I had to do it."
"You HAD to do it? This I've got to hear."
Eve stood up and said "I'll leave you two to go at it. I've got a class to get to" and she left. Once she was out the door Sam said,
"Audrey was making me do it."
"Oh for Christ's sake Sam; you expect me to believe hogwash like that?"
"It's true. She caught me doing something that I needed to keep hidden and she threatened to expose me to mom and dad unless I did what she wanted."
"What would that be? Fucking little boys?"
"Close, but no, not that."
"Close?"
"She caught me necking with a guy. I'm bi-sexual Bro. I go both ways. I'm not the only one she was cheating on you with. It happened on your trip to Baltimore. I was at a party given by a couple I knew who were both bi and who swing. It was a party for like-minded people and I was there getting it on with a guy I know when she walked in with another guy I know who goes both ways. She pretended that she didn't know me and we avoided each other for the night, but it was impossible to ignore what she was doing. Half an hour into the party she was pulling a train. Every guy there except me nailed her at least twice and several went three times.
"Next day she called me and told me that we needed to talk. We met at Bud's Bar and she laid it out for me. I do what she wanted and when she wanted or she would out me to mom and dad. I couldn't let that happen. Mom would probably accept it even if she wouldn't be happy about it, but you know dad and what he thinks about anyone who isn't one hundred percent hetro. No way on God's Earth could I ever let him find out.
"The woman was one sick bitch Bro. She got off on being able to control me. She didn't like me, but she got off on being able to push me into doing whatever she wanted. You have no idea of how many hours I've spent trying to come up with a way to let you know about what kind of bitch she was without exposing myself. As it is I'm waiting for her to tell mom and dad just out of pure vindictiveness. At least you are rid of her."
* * * * * * * * * * * * *
Audrey never did call my parents and Sam and I managed to heal our relationship. Eve lived with me for another seven months (and no-I never touched her) even though Audrey kept trying to get her to join the sorority and live at the sorority house, but Eve wanted no part of the Greek scene. She eventually hooked up with a guy and moved in with him, but we remained good friends.
I lost track of Audrey after I booted her out and a couple of times Eve tried to tell me about what Audrey was up to, but I quickly shut her down and she soon got the message that I didn't want to hear even one word about anything concerning her sister. Well that is not totally true. She did fill me in on one thing that Audrey was going to do and I'm glad that she did.
I managed to get in without anyone there recognizing me and I sat in the back. It was my big chance to get back at Audrey and I almost peed my pants waiting to be able to do it. I was looking at the guy standing there and I guessed that he must have the money and dick size that Audrey required. I was actually quivering in anticipation when the moment came. I heard:
"If there is anyone present who knows why these two people should not be joined in holy matrimony let them speak now or forever hold their peace."
I stood up and said "I do! The bitch is a cheating slut! While she was engaged to me she cheated on me with my own brother and when I was out of town on business she was pulling trains and being gangbanged by the members of a swingers group."
I turned and faced the prospective groom and addressed him personally. "If that's the kind of woman you want that's up to you. Just be aware of the axiom that "Once a cheater always a cheater" and then taking advantage of the stunned silence I walked out of the church with my head held high and a big smile on my face.
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"All I can say Jack is that I won't wait for you. If you do it don't count on me being here when you come home."
I sat across the table from Betty and made a life changing decision. "Your choice Betty. So be it" I said and then I got up from the table and walked away leaving her sitting at the table. Twenty-four hours later I signed the papers and two days after that I was on a Greyhound and on my way to Fort Knox, Kentucky.
I remembered that I hadn't told my mom where I had left my car keys so when the bus stopped at Marysville to pick up passengers I called home to tell mom where to find them. While I had her on the phone she asked:
"Why did you leave without saying goodbye to Betty? The poor girl was over here bawling her eyes out because you just up and left."
"I didn't need to say goodbye to her. She'd already said goodbye to me. The look on her face and her tone of voice when she looked me right in the eye and said she wouldn't wait for me was as clear a goodbye as you could get."
"I'm sure you misunderstood her Jack."
"Don't think so mom. Got to go. The bus is getting ready to leave."
On the ride to Fort Knox I thought back on what had put my butt on that gray dog seat. I was an indifferent student in school. I wasn't dumb; I just didn't care for school. I saw no sense in some of what they were trying to pound into my head so I pretty much ignored it. I did just enough to hold a grade point average that allowed me to play football, baseball and basketball. I wasn't all that great at any of them, just average or maybe just a touch above average. I was good enough to be a starter on varsity and I did have my moments, but I was never at the level where I could even remotely think of the pros. Hell, I was never at the level that I could envision getting a sports scholarship. I played because I loved to play and not because I expected to get anything out of it except the pure joy of playing.
Betty Gifford and I hooked up in the tenth grade. I'd known her since the fifth, but all we had ever been was classmates who knew each other. She was a sexy looking honey and she had fueled more than one instance of self-abuse if you get my meaning, but the truth was that I figured that she was so far out of my league that I never worked up the nerve to approach her.
She was the daughter of the wealthiest man in town and I was the son of a factory foreman. Nothing wrong with being a factory foreman, it was just a case of being in wildly different social circles. Things like she did her swimming in the pool at the country club and I did my laps in the pool at the YMCA. She went out to eat with her folks at the Algonquin Club or The Empire Dinner Club. When I went out with my folks it was to the Village Inn on Wilcox or the Denny's on Perry Street. Her parents gave her a new Audi and a couple of gasoline credit cards when she got her driver's license. My parents and grandparents got together and gave me a ten year old Chevy pickup and told me I needed to get a part time job to pay for insurance, plates and gas. Socially we were the equivalent of oil and water and everyone knows that those two don't mix. I very much doubt that I ever would have approached her. We ended up together because she approached me.
It was a Thursday and I was in the school cafeteria at lunch time when Betty walked up to my table and asked me if she could join me. I of course said yes and she sat down. She cut right to the chase.
"Who are you taking to the dance tomorrow night?"
"I hadn't planned on going."
"But you were planning to go before you and Judy broke up right?"
Judy was my ex-girlfriend. We had been going together for a little over nine months. She had broken a date with me because some out of town relatives had come to visit and she needed to stay home and visit with them. I found out that she broke our date to go out with another guy and on the previous day-Wednesday-I had rather publicly called her a cheat and broke up with her and as Betty had surmised Judy was to have been my date for the dance. With Judy gone I had intended to skip the dance. I told Betty that and then she said:
"I really wanted to go to that dance, but I need a date and you are the only guy I know who isn't already spoken for."
"You need a date? What about your boyfriend? Why aren't you going with Roger?"
"I thought you knew."
"Knew what?"
"The guy who caused your breakup with Judy was Roger. I treated him the same way you treated Judy."
"You really want to go to the dance with me?"
"I'm here asking aren't I?"
There is an old saying - "Never look a gift horse in the mouth" - so I just smiled and said, "I'd love to be your escort."
We had a great time even though Roger and Judy both came to the dance stag and spent the evening shooting nasty glances at Betty and me. They didn't dance together; not even once and they seemed to stay as far away from each other as possible. It amused the hell out of Betty and me. When I walked Betty to her door she thanked me for taking her, told me that she'd had a great time and then kissed me on the cheek. I was on cloud nine as I walked back to my car.
I considered the night a gift from the Gods, but I still felt that Betty was way out of my league so when I woke up Saturday morning I got on with my life.
A week went by and then on Friday I was again in the cafeteria when Betty walked up to my table and sat down. Once again she cut right to the chase.
"Why haven't you called me?"
"Why would I call you?"
"Are you saying that you didn't enjoy our date the night of the dance?"
"Of course not. I had a wonderful time."
"The why haven't you called me for a follow up date?"
If she could be blunt and to the point so could I. "I didn't realize that you expected me to. I figured that the only reason that we got together for that night was because you needed someone to take you to the dance and I was the only one available. In fact, as I remember it. Your exact words were "I need a date and you are the only guy I know who isn't already spoken for." I figured that all I was was a means to an end. It never occurred to me that you might expect more out of it."
"When a girl gives a guy a goodnight kiss after thanking him for a good time she expects to be asked out again. What are you doing tonight?"
"No plans."
"Pick me up at six."
I picked her up that night at six and began a relationship that lasted through graduation and up to the night she said that she wouldn't wait for me.
As in any relationship there are ups and downs, but the ups more than outweighed the downs. Betty was three months older than I was and her birthday gift to me on my eighteenth birthday was her virginity and less that twenty-four hours later she was talking marriage as soon as she graduated from college. Hey! I was all for it, but I knew it wouldn't work.
For one thing instead of going to the small college in our home town she was going to college out of state and the college was nine hundred miles away. It was far enough away that coming home for weekends was pretty much out of the question. Likely we would see each other on holidays and other breaks. Add in the fact that there was no way on God's green Earth that a girl like Betty wasn't going to be constantly hit on and it was inevitable that she would date and quite possibly meet someone more to her liking than Jack Baily.
And certainly more to the liking of her parents. I shouldn't have put it that way. I think her mother liked me, but her father on our first meeting left no doubt that he considered me totally unsuitable for his daughter. And to be honest with myself, I sometimes thought that was my biggest draw where Betty was concerned. That she was with me to spite him. Frankly, even though I would have loved to have one, I saw no future for Betty and me.
Graduation came and it meant summer vacation for Betty before leaving for college, but for me it meant find a full-time job and start my life as an adult. I found out that there were a ton of jobs available for a recent high school graduate. Unfortunately they were all low paying dead-end jobs. McDonalds, Burger King, Wendy's and at least fifteen gasoline station/convenience store clerk jobs.
After three weeks of looking and finding nothing of substance I was having lunch with my Uncle Bob and bemoaning my lack of being able to find anything with even a remote future when he said:
"Why don't you join the Army? You could learn a trade and take advantage of their educational benefits. Who knows? You might even like it enough to make it a career."
That very afternoon I talked to an Army recruiter and he explained to me what the Army could do or me and what my choices were. I thanked him for his time and then left his office to think about it. I talked it over with my dad (he was a veteran) and after talking to him and thinking long and hard on it I decided to do it.
I had a date with Betty the next day and after the movie we went to the Village Inn for pie and coffee. I laid it all out for her. "My job prospects suck and I don't see how I can make enough to support us when we get married." I explained what the Army could do for me.
"You are basically going to be gone for the next four years anyway. By the time you graduate my enlistment will be over and I'll come home hopefully in shape to find a decent job that can support us."
"But we won't see each other for three years."
"Sure we will. I'll get thirty days of leave every year and I'll be able to get other time off. I can get three day passes and they have something they call 'delay enroute' that gives you extra time to get from one post to another. I figure that we will see as much of each other as we would if I went to work at Burger King and waited for you to come home on an occasional weekend or on school breaks. But if I did that I'd be no farther ahead and still wouldn't be able to support us as a married couple."
"Have your dad get you on at the factory."
"He can't. Things are slow there right now and there may even be layoffs coming soon."
"Well I don't like it Jack. I don't want you to do it."
"I have to do it Betts. It is the only way I can see getting what I need to give us any kind of a future."
"All I can say Jack is that I won't wait for you. If you do it don't count on me being here when you come home."
Once she said that I figured that even if I stayed there wasn't much of a future for us anyway. I mean; what the hell!? The girl who claimed she loved me so much she couldn't live without me could just flat out tell me not to count on her waiting for me?
Sure showed a hell of a lot of love there!
* * * * * * * * * * * * *
I got off the bus and followed the signs that told recruits where to go and two hours later I and six others were in a truck and on our way to Fort Knox.
I was in pretty good shape from the sports I'd played so the physical part of training was a breeze for me. Where I didn't shine was in all the testing that was done to see where I would be the best fit in the Army's scheme of things. I should have paid a little more time attention in school to things I had decided would be a waste of time in real life.
Initial testing showed the Army that (at least to their way of thinking) I wasn't suitable for any of the combat arms and I was placed in an eight week basic training program instead of the sixteen week program that would be followed by the AIT (Advanced Infantry Training) course. To make a long story short I ended up in the Quartermaster's.
I had a ten day delay in route when I left Knox for Fort Lee in Virginia. I of course went home to visit. Mom told me that I should give Betty a call since I was home, but I told her that I didn't need to inflict that much pain on myself.
I spent the first two days at home with my parents, but on the third day I went out to see if I could meet up with some old friends. I did hook up with a few and since it was Saturday night we decided to go to the dance at the VFW. Their Saturday dance was open to anyone who could pay the twenty dollar cover and they usually had pretty decent bands. The cover was waived for unescorted ladies so there were usually plenty of girls to dance with.
As you might have probably guessed by now one of the first girls I saw when I got there was Betty. I was surprised to see her there because I had expected that she would be up at school. I found out later that she was on a semester break. She was out on the dance floor with Norm Taylor. It figured. Taylor was an asshole and I could never stand him. We'd even come to blows a time or two. The last time was when he tried to move in on Betty when she was dating me. I don't believe that Betty saw me come in. If she did I'm sure that she noticed the look of disgust on my face.
My group found an empty tale and we sat down and started to scope out the place for girls. I saw several that I knew. One of them was Nancy Neubert and she saw me and waved. I waved back and decided to ask her to dance when the next tune started. The song playing ended and I saw Betty and Taylor walk hand in hand to a booth against the north wall. They sat down and held hands on the table. Well she had at least ben up front and truthful when she said she wouldn't wait.
The next tune was a waltz and I got up and went over to Nancy and asked her if she would like to rip the light fantastic with me and she said yes. It was on our second turn around the floor when we went past Betty's booth and she looked up, our eyes met and her face lost all color, and then we were past the booth. Nancy hadn't seen the look on Betty's face, but she did notice that I ignored Betty. I didn't give Betty a smile when she looked up and saw me like you normally would with friends.
Nancy said "I heard that you broke up with Betty, but no one seems to know why. No one seems to know if it is just a tiff that you will get over and get back together or not."
"We won't be getting back together."
"Good. Maybe now I'll have a chance."
"A chance? Why in the hell would you want a chance with me?"
"Don't sell yourself short Jack. A lot of girls would like a chance with you. You never noticed because you were so wrapped up in Betty."
I didn't know what to say to that so I didn't say anything.
"I'm a girl who goes after what she wants Jack. There is an empty table over there" and she pointed to it. "I'll leave my group if you want to leave yours."
Jack be nimble - Jack be quick. Jack jumped at it.
We spent the next two hours dancing, talking and sipping our drinks. From where we were sitting I could see Betty and she could see could see Nancy and me. I noticed that when she wasn't out dancing with asswipe she as looking our way. I don't know if Taylor knew it or not since his back was to us.
Nancy and I had just finished a two-step and after walking her back to our table I left her to go to the men's room. After taking care of business I walked out into the hall and found Betty standing there waiting for me. As was her usual habit she went right at it.
"Why haven't you called me? Why didn't you let me know you were home?"
"Why would I bother? You told me that you weren't going to wait and I notice that you were at least honest about it, but with Taylor? The guy I stomped because he called you a bitch?"
"It is just a date Jack. There isn't anything going on with us."
"From the way you were dancing with him when I came in and the way you are holding hands in your booth you sure couldn't prove that by me. Whatever. I've got to get back to my date."
"She isn't your date. She got here hours before you did."
"That was then; this is now."
I started walking away from her and she said "Call me Jack? Please?"
"Maybe" I said over my shoulder and "Maybe not" I said to myself. As I walked back to Nancy I was thinking that it was clear that Betty wanted to mend fences, but it was equally clear to me that she wasn't going to sit around while I was gone and I saw no reason to set myself up for failure if you take my meaning.
When I sat down at the table Nancy said "I saw Betty head you off. Is she trying to cut in on my action?"
"Your action?"
"I already told you baby; I go after what I want and I want you."
I've always been honest with myself and I knew that I was nothing all that special so Nancy's interest in me didn't make sense to me, but she was a sexy girl and I wasn't brain dead so of course I was going to ride with it. We spent another half hour dancing and then they announced last call so we got up to leave. As we headed out together I happened to see the look on Betty's face. She was not a happy camper.
We stopped at the Waffle House for coffee and an early breakfast. We made a date for the next day and then I drove her home. I received a very nice kiss when I walked her to her door and I drove home in a pretty good mood.
My date with Nancy was dinner and a movie followed by pie and coffee at the Village Inn after the show. We talked and Nancy wanted to know why Betty and I were no longer a couple. I told her why and then explained my thinking. I didn't expect her response.
"What did you expect Jack? She's young and she isn't ready to live like a nun. She is going to want to go out and have fun and for girls our age that fun is naturally going to include boys."
"Answer me this Nance. What were you doing last night?"
"Out having fun."
"Yeah, but with who?"
"You know who Jack; you went to school with all of us."
"So you went out with Carol, Bev and Liz to have fun. You do it often?"
"Once a week and usually on the weekend."
"It seemed to me that the three of them had a good time. They were out on the dance floor most of the night."
"So?"
"So you managed to have a fun night without being on a date with guys. You telling me that Betty couldn't have done the same for the amount of time we would be apart? Keep in mind that even if I stayed here instead of joining up we would be apart for most of the next four years anyway what with her being at school nine hundred miles away.
"I'm not stupid Nance. I know she is going to want to date, go out and have fun, but you can do that without getting into a serious relationship. She said that she wouldn't wait for me, but she expected me to wait for her while she was off to school for four years. I would get an occasional weekend, get to see her over the holidays and maybe part of her summer break. Is that any different for her waiting for me to come home on leave or on a three or four day pass?
"Bottom line is that she said she wouldn't wait for me and she didn't. I'm not even gone three months and I walk into the VFW and find her with her head buried in Taylor's shoulder and his hands all over her ass so don't tell me I was wrong to break up with her."
"I guess I can see both sides here, but be honest with me Jack. I know that you and Betty were getting it on and once people our age get a taste of sex we want more and more of it. Do you really think that Betty could go cold turkey for four years? Could you?"
"Other people have done it. My grandmother managed to while Gramps was off fighting in World War Two. My mother managed when dad went to Vietnam. The point I'm trying to make here is that she wouldn't have to go without for four years. She would only have to go without while we were apart. Again, beating a dead horse, if I had of stayed home I would have had to go without while she was away at school. It would have sucked, but I would have done it and if she was really wanting to be mine she could have done it too while she was away at school. Whatever. It is a dead issue as far as I'm concerned. She made her choice and I've moved on."
"I can't say that I'm unhappy about it because it gives me a chance. I guess the next question I have is do I have a chance?"



"You do, but you need to understand what you are getting yourself into. I'm only here for four more days and then I have to report in at Fort Lee. I'll be there ten weeks before I will be able to come back home and even then I don't know how long I'll have. It could be another delay in route to my next post or it could be a five or ten day leave. I have no way of knowing at this time. Can you live with a drop in relationship for my three year enlistment? I expected Betty to because she professed to love me and was even talking marriage before my enlistment. You and I don't have that deep of a connection yet."
"Maybe not, but we have four days to try and build a connection."
When I got her home she slid over next to me and gave me a kiss that turned into a half hour make out session and before I walked her to her door we made a date for that evening.
I woke up late on Monday morning. Late being seven-thirty which might not seem late to some, but it is when for the last three months every morning started at four in the morning when the barracks lights were turned on and a Sergeant yelling out "Drop your cocks and grab your socks." I had breakfast with mom and dad and after he left for work mom told me that Betty had called. I shrugged and didn't say anything.
"You need to talk to her Jack."
"Why? She was quite clear in what she told me before I left."
"Maybe she realizes that she made a mistake. Maybe once you were gone she woke up and realized what she'd given up. It won't kill you to talk to her Jack."
"Okay mom; I'll give her a call."
She got up, went over and got the phone and brought it to me. I looked at her and she said "Do it now before you talk yourself out of doing it."
"No thank you. I have a date this afternoon and I want to be in a good mood for it. I have a feeling that after talking with Betty my mood might not be all that great. I'll call her tomorrow."
I had a great time with Nancy and had another steamy make out session when I took her home. When she asked me if she would see me the next day I told her probably not and then I told her why. "I expect that I'll be in a downer of a mood and I wouldn't want to inflict it on you."
"Nonsense! It will be my job to get you back into a good mood."
If she didn't care I didn't see why I should so we made a date for the next afternoon.
I woke up at five, dressed for it and then went on a run. I put in five miles before returning home, taking a shower and then going downstairs to make myself some breakfast. Mom was in the kitchen and she told me that she had saved me some breakfast so I sat down and ate it. Mom kept looking from me to the phone and then back to me. I got the hint and told her I fully intended to talk with Betty. I finished my breakfast and picked up the phone and called Betty's house. Mom left the kitchen so my side of the call would be private. Her father answered the call and when I asked for Betty he asked whom he should say was calling. I told him.
"Why don't you leave her alone? Haven't you done enough damage? Haven't you hurt her enough?"
I lost my cool. "Fuck you old man! I didn't do a damned thing to her except ask her to understand my position and she said she couldn't be bothered. She asked me to call her and so I'm doing it. If you don't want her talking to me just hang up the phone and have it out with her. Now are you going to get her or not?!!" I heard him holler out "Betty. It's for you." Several seconds later I heard "Hello?"
"You wanted me to call so what do you want?"
"We need to meet and talk Jack."
"Why? You have obviously moved on so what is there to talk about?"
"We need to talk about us."
"There is no 'us' Betty. You ended 'us' when you flat out told me that you wouldn't wait for me. You put an exclamation point on it by the way you were when you were out with Taylor the other night."
"There is nothing going on with me and Taylor. It was just a date."
"That's not what he is telling everybody. He says that your blowjobs are the best that he has ever had."
That was a flat out lie of course, but Taylor was an asshole; I didn't like him and if I could poison his relationship with Betty I'd do it in a heartbeat.
"He is lying Jack. He never even got a kiss."
"So you say. Just another case of "He said-she said" I guess."
"Please jack; we need to talk."
"You sure that daddy will let you?"
"Piss on him."
"Okay. When and where?"
"As to when and where as soon as possible and wherever you say."
I looked at my watch and the said "The Village Inn in half an hour."
"I'll be there."
I got to the Village Inn first and I took a booth in the back. I saw Betty come in, look around, spot me and then head my way. She started to sit down beside me, but I blocked her and pointed at the other side of the table. She frowned, but moved to the other side and sat down.
"You called this meeting so get with it. Speak your piece and let's get this over with."
"Can't you lighten up just a little bit?"
"Why should I? The woman who professed to love me and who was already making wedding plans for us tells me flat out that she wasn't going to wait for me? I took it at face value and moved on."
"Okay, okay; I screwed up, but you could have taken some time and eased me into the idea instead of just dropping it on me. I was pissed and so I lashed out. I'm sorry. After you got up and walked away from me I realized what I had done. It took me a bit to work up the courage to talk to you, but by then you were already gone. I begged your mom to get you to call me. But you never did."
"I didn't see any reason to. You were quite definite when you said what you did so I took it at face value."
"I don't want us to end Jack; I really don't."
"That may be Betts, but things have changed. I've come to realize that I was being totally unrealistic to expect you to wait for the time when we could get together. As I see it there isn't any way you can spend four years at school and not get involved with others. You are too good looking not to get hit on. There isn't any way that you are not going to go out on dates and the way you took to sex with me tells me that you are not going to go four years without."
"I can do it Jack."
"No you can't Betts. The way you were comfortable with your head on Taylor's shoulder and his hands on your ass while grinding into you tells me that."
"He didn't even get a goodnight kiss Jack. It was just a date to get me out of the house."
"That's what you are saying now, but given what I saw there isn't any doubt in my mind that if I hadn't shown up the night would have ended up with the two of you on a bed."
She started to protest, but I cut her off saying "And I have to be honest here. I'm pretty sure that I can't go my whole enlistment without getting laid. It would be great if it could be with you, but the odds are pretty good that my leave times won't coincide with your college breaks. So all things considered it is probably best that it has ended between us."
"You can't mean that Jack. Okay, so there might be some rough spots, but we never planned to get married until I finished college. I will wait for you Jack."
"The problem Betts is that I don't believe you can do it. You took to sex like a baby duck takes to water. There isn't any way that you can make me believe that you won't date and eventually have sex with one of those dates. That could lead to an emotional attachment that could lead to God only knows what and I don't want to be sitting somewhere a year or two from now reading a Dear John letter. Best we just let it go now."
"No Jack; I won't let it go. I'll give you that I might not be able to go without sex for the time you are gone. In fact I have come pretty close to it since you left, but I can wait for you. I will not get emotionally involved with anyone else and if you can say the same there is no reason why we can't treat the next three years as a physical separation and not an emotional one. When you come home at the end of your enlistment we can get back together. I won't ask you about what you did while you were gone and I won't tell you about whatever I might have done. We start with a clean slate. Can you buy into that?"
I could, but I still didn't believe that she could. Still, what did I have to lose? It would happen or it wouldn't. I told Betty that I could go along with it and she smiled and said:
"Good. Let's get out of here and find a motel room where we can make up for the last three months."
She got a very pissed off look on her face when I told her that I couldn't. "I've got a date tonight with Nancy and I can't break it on such short notice."
"Why not?"
"Because I owe it to her to tell her that you and I are somewhat back together."
"Why? What business is it of hers?"
I told her what had gone on with Nancy and Betty snarled "I'll fuck that bitch up!"
"No you won't. I was the one who told her that you and I were history and things went from there. I'll see her tonight and let her know that things have changed. I'll call you in the morning and we will see what we can work out for my last two days here."
She didn't like it, but in the end she realized I wasn't going to change my mind and she had to accept it.
* * * * * * * * * * * *
My date with Nancy didn't go anything like I had expected. It was just supposed to be a dinner and a movie date, but we never made it to the movie.
We got to Tricocci's, sat down and placed our order and while we waited for it I told Nancy about my meeting with Betty. She listened to me and then asked "Think she can do it?"
"To be honest? No. I don't think she can, but I don't lose anything in giving it a try. I can do it easy enough because I won't have the time to get involved emotionally with anyone else. You can't make much happen on a three day pass or an occasional weekend off base. I won't have anywhere near the opportunities she will have. In fact you are the one who told me that she was young and wasn't going to live like a nun."
"So I'm not going to get my chance at you?"
"I still don't understand why you think I'm worth taking a chance on, but in all honesty there isn't enough time for us to get anything going. I'm only here for two more days and then I'll be gone again for at least the three months it will take to finish the course at Fort Lee. Even then I'm not sure that I'll be able to come back. I might get sent on to my next assignment without being able to get home. Add to that the fact that you are in the same boat as Betty. You are not going to sit around and wait. You are young and you are going to want to do exactly what you told me Betty was going to want to do."
Just then our meals came and we ate in silence. Nancy passed on dessert and when we left and were walking to the car she said "I don't feel like seeing a movie. Just take me home."
The ride to her house was silent and I was mentally kicking myself for not waiting until the end of the date to tell Nancy about my meeting with Betty. When I got her home I walked her to her door and I was not surprised when she didn't try to kiss me on the cheek. The surprise came when she asked me to come in.
I followed her into the house guessing that she wanted to talk, but I was wrong. She told me to have a seat on the couch while she went and got us some beers. I wondered how her parents were going to act when they found out she was getting into their beer, but that thought died a quick death when she came back into the living room. She had a beer in each hand, but she was naked except for her thigh high nylons and her four inch 'Come Fuck Me' heels. She smiled as she saw the look on my face.
"Don't sweat it Jack. My parents are in Las Vegas for the week. It is just you and me here and I intend to give you a good reason to think of me while you are gone and a good reason to want to get back to me." She handed me a beer and said "Here; drink this while I attend to the business at hand."
I took the beer and she went to her knees in front of me and began untying my shoes and then pulling them off of me and pulled my socks off. Next she undid my belt, unzipped me and pulled my trousers down along with my boxers. When the boxers hit the floor 'one eyed jack' was standing tall and pointed right at her face. She leaned forward and with her mouth only an inch or so from 'ole one eye' she said:
"You'll have to do the shirt because I'm going to be otherwise occupied" and then she took my cock in her mouth. Since I was already as hard as I was going to get she only sucked on it for a minute or so and then she stood up and said "This way to the bedroom" and like a good little puppy I followed along behind her.
What followed was as good a night of sex as any man could have wished for. Missionary, cowgirl, doggie and some sixty-nine. She got four times out of me that night and that was one more than I'd ever done up to that point in my life. Nancy cuddled up next to me and I fell into an exhausted sleep.
I woke up in the morning to the smell of coffee. I got up, put on my boxers and made my way to the kitchen. Nancy was there and all she had on was an apron. "Morning sunshine" she said as I walked into the kitchen. "I was just about to go in and wake you up. Too bad you are up because I think that you would really like the way I would have done it."
"I could go back and pretend to be asleep."
"Maybe later. You are up and the coffee is hot. Cups are in the cupboard to your left and cream and sugar is on the table."
I got a cup, filled it and then sat down at the table. I didn't know what to say and the silence was a bit awkward for a bit, but while I didn't know what to say Nancy did.
"I know that last night was kind of sudden, but it was something that I planned to do after a couple of dates and before you left. After talking to you at the restaurant I figured that there weren't going to be any more dates so I sped up the program. I wanted to make sure that you knew that you had options if things don't work out Betty. I know you don't think she can wait for you, but from what you said you are willing to give her a chance.
"I'm not going to lie to you. I like sex too much to go three years without and I know that you won't go three years without either, but I do have a pretty good handle on me. I know that regardless of who I might spend some sheet time with I'm not going to get into a long term relationship until I am out of college and working. That's three and a half years and you will be home in three. That will give us plenty of time to build something. That said I want one more time before I let Betty have you for the rest of the time you are here."
I smiled and said "Lead the way." She might have only wanted one more time, but she got two out of me.
* * * * * * * * * * * *
I called Betty and set up a date with her for that evening. My plan was to mirror the previous evening and do dinner and a show. That plan died as soon as Betty got into the car. She didn't bother asking what I had planned; she just looked at me and said:
"Motel. Now! I'm not wasting a minute of the time we have left before you have to leave."
Was it rotten of me to be balls deep in Betty less than six hours after pulling out of Nancy? I'd have to say yes to that, but in my defense I loved Betty and I really did hope we could survive the next three and a half years so I needed to do what I needed to do and what I needed to do was get her into the mindset that I was willing to turn a blind eye on what she might do and the easiest way to do that was to give her what she wanted. I do have to say that giving her what she wanted wasn't all that distasteful a chore. I was worried that I might not be able to do Betty justice given what I had done with Nancy. Betty only got two out of me, but there were both long and she got off enough times that she didn't question my performance.
We fell asleep in each other's arms. Betty still was draped over me when I woke up. I looked over at the clock and saw what time it was and then went into a full blown panic. I shook Betty to wake her and when she was awake I jumped out of the bed and started grabbing my clothes.
"Hurry up Betts. I've got to get you home before your parents call the cops."
"Relax lover. They think I'm at a slumber party at Sally Gavin's house. They don't expect me home until noon tomorrow."
I smiled, dropped my clothes, got back on the bed and reached for her. Betty smiled back at me and reached for 'ole one eye' and then we were off to the races again. When we finished we showered - not together or it would have had us back in bed - and then we checked out went to the IHOP for breakfast.
Over French toast and bacon we made plans for the evening and I warned her that we wouldn't be able to spend the night together because I had to be at the airport at seven to catch my flight to Richmond and I need to spend a few hours with mom and dad before I left.
"Then you had best get me back to the motel because I want all I can get before you go."
It sucked having to pay full price for a room we would only use for five hours, but in the long run I got more than my money's worth out of the deal. When I dropped Betty off at her house we had a tearful farewell and promised to write to each other regularly.
I spent a quiet night with my parents and around eight o'clock I called Nancy. I told her that I would like to keep in touch and she said that she had hoped I would and she gave me her address. Why would I do that? Because I wasn't brain dead. I knew that the odds were against Betty being there for me when I came home and as Nancy had said and then done she wanted to give me a good reason to think of her while I was gone and a good reason to make me want to come back to her.
Make no mistake here. Betty was my choice, but as a backup Nancy would most definitely do.
* * * * * * * * * * * *
The next three years proved me right in most of my assumptions. The Army did see to it that what time off I did get wasn't at times when I would be able to get with Betty when she had time away from school. Even though I did get thirty days of leave time a year I couldn't necessarily take it when I wanted to. I got to take it when it was convenient for the Army. For example: I applied for leave when I finished my course at Ft. Lee and the paperwork probably went into the round file next to the First Sergeant's desk. When I finished my training at Ft. Lee I was shipped off to Germany without a chance to go home.
I finished my course on a Friday, found myself on a train for New York on a Saturday where I caught a flight for Germany on Sunday. When I finished my tour in Germany I was reassigned to Korea and I was able to take some leave in conjunction with a fourteen day delay in route before reporting in at Ft. Lewis in Washington for shipment to Korea.
Both Betty and Nancy had been writing to me. Betty's letters were full of school stuff; about her classes, her roommates in the dorm and other stuff like that along with the usual "I love you, I miss you and I wish you were here." Nancy's letters contained some of the same, but also told me about some of our classmates and what was going on with them. She also shared some of her dates with me. I heard all about the losers, the assholes and the occasional nice guy she wanted to see more of and I heard all of the reasons why she ended up dumping them. What happened next was my own fault because I didn't write them and tell them I would be coming home.
I got home on a Monday a week after summer vacation ended and Betty had already gone back to school. I spent two days catching up with mom and dad and then I called Nancy who was going to the local community college. While she was glad to hear from me she told me that she wouldn't be able to see me for a while.



"I'm dating a guy and while it isn't serious I can't just bail on him. I told him that I'd go to the concert with him this weekend and he has already bought the tickets. Call me in a week or so okay?"
"Sure. I'll call you. Have fun at the concert."
After I hung up the phone I was thinking how dumb it was of me to come home and waste my time here. Fifteen days leave and fourteen days delay in route, twenty-nine days and not much to do. Then I got wild hair up my ass. I had twenty-seven days left and there wasn't any reason I couldn't spent some of that time driving up to see Betty. It was nine hundred miles, but so what? At seventy miles an hour on the Interstate and even allowing for a couple of rest stops I could be there in fourteen or fifteen hours. I told mom and dad what I was going to do and all they said was "Drive safe."
Sixteen hours later I turned onto the street where Betty's dorm was. I knew where I was going because two years previous I had helped Bob Fletcher move his sister up to school and Betty was living in the same dorm. It was just after four and I hoped that Betty's classes were over for the day and I'd catch her at the dorm. The last three hours of the drive I cursed myself for not calling Betty and letting her know I was coming, but I had wanted to surprise her. I parked and went inside the dorm and asked for Betty.
"You just missed her. She, Gwen and Judy just left. I think they went over to Carlo's Pizzeria."
I got the address and drove over to it. When I walked In I saw Betty sitting at a table with two other girls and three guys. Her back was to me, but I knew it was Betty because she as the only redhead in the building. As I moved toward the table the guy sitting next to Betty put his arm around her and she leaned into him and they kissed. It was a passionate kiss and the others at the table started hooting and hollering and saying things like;
"Get a room" and 'Hey you two take it to the motel."
Betty broke the kiss and said "As soon as we finish eating. Right lover?"
The guy said "You bet" and kissed her again.
I felt like I had been punched hard in the stomach and I actually staggered and grabbed a chair for support. One of the girls sitting opposite Betty saw it and said "Are you okay Mister?" That caused the three with their backs to me to turn to see what the girl was looking at. I saw Betty's face pale and she said "Oh shit!"
By then I'd gotten my wits back and I turned and headed back out the door. I was getting in the car as Betty ran out the door. She looked both ways, saw me and called out "Wait Jack, wait" but I started the car and pulled out leaving Betty standing there yelling at me to come back. A hundred miles later I was asking myself why I didn't talk to her, but by then it was too late.
I was hurting. Really really hurting and I pulled over to the side of the road and cried. I don't think I'd shed a tear since I was six years old and my dad spanked me for spray painting our dog red, but I shed a bucketful of tears by the side of the road that night. I finally got myself under control and got started on getting back home.
I'd known all along what Betty would probably end up doing at school and I'd made peace with it, but to actually see and hear what I had was a stab to the heart and I had no one to blame but myself. I should have called ahead instead of trying to surprise her. I got another hundred miles done before I was too whipped to continue. I pulled into a rest area, got myself as comfortable as I could and then sacked out. I woke up about four hours later, got out of the car to stretch and take a piss and then I hit the road again. Forty hours, almost to the minute, from the time I left I pulled into the driveway at home.
No one was home so I went up to my room, undressed, took a shower and then went to bed. I woke up at nine, went down to the kitchen and made myself a cup of tea and then I walked into the family room where I found my mother sitting on the couch reading a book. She looked up as I came in the room and said:
"I sure didn't expect you back this quick."
"Things just didn't work out."
She raised her eyebrows at that, but didn't say anything. After about a minute she said "Betty has called a half dozen times and someone named Nancy called and asked me to have you call her as soon as I saw you."
"Nancy Neubert. You should remember her. We went to school together and she was at some of my birthday parties."
"The blond with the braces?"
"That's her, but the braces are long gone."
I glanced at the clock and figured that Nancy wouldn't be in bed yet so I went out into the kitchen, picked up the phone and called her.
"Didn't expect to hear from you so soon."
"I should have called ahead instead of trying to surprise her."
"That doesn't sound good."
"It wasn't."
"The reason I called is that Mike had a death in the family and had to fly to Denver. He gave me the concert tickets. Would you like to go?"
"Sure."
"How about right now? You doing anything?"
"Not a thing?"
"You want to do something? And don't you dare ask what I have in mind."
"I can be there in twenty."
"I'll be ready."
As I was leaving mom asked me what she should tell Betty if she called again.
"Tell her to enjoy her college experience and I'll call her when I get discharged" and then I was gone before she could reply.
Nancy was waiting when I got to her place and she was out of the house and in the car before I even got it out of drive and into park. She opened the door, got in, slid over next to me and said "The Starlight is the closest. Go!"
On the way she asked me about the trip and I told her what had happened and she said "I don't like being an I told you so, but I did say you were being a little unrealistic in expecting her not to play."
"It isn't that. I'd already resigned myself to it. I knew she couldn't go without, but having it hit me in the face like it did was brutal."
"In a way I'm glad. It means that I'll be able to take advantage of the situation."
And take advantage of the situation she did!
I will never understand why the female of the species was designed to be able to go on and on and on and the male was shortchanged in that department. Try as hard as I might there wasn't any way in the world that I could have kept up with Nancy that night. She got five times out of me and was doing her absolute best to get a sixth out of me. She finally admitted defeat and curled up next to me and we faded off to sleep.
When I woke up in the morning Nancy was wrapped around me. When I stirred her eyes popped open and she said "Got to start the day out right and she reached for 'ole one eye' and started trying to work her magic. I thought she was wasting her time. I thought it would be sometime in the evening before I recovered enough from the hurt she had put on me before we fell asleep to be able to do her any good, but the girl proved me wrong. She was able to get one out of me before we showered and went to the Village Inn for breakfast.
After we ordered I asked "When I take you home am I going to have to worry about your dad and his shotgun?"
"Daddy is out of town on business, but even if he wasn't he understands that I am a big girl now. But you do need to get me home. I have a ten o'clock class that I can't afford to miss and I do need to change and get my book bag."
When I dropped her off at her house she said "I get home around four." It was said in a tone and in a way that I knew was an invitation and so I said "I can be here at five." She smiled, said "See you then" and got out of the car.
When I got home mom told me that Betty had called again. "I told her what you said I should tell her and the poor girl broke down and started crying. You need to talk to her Jack."
"Not a good idea mom. She really wouldn't want to hear what I might say right now. If we ever do talk it will need to be in the future after I've had time to get over a few things."
Mom let it drop and asked me what I would like for dinner and I told her that I had a dinner date with Nancy. She made a face at that, but then shook off whatever she was thinking and said:
"Try not to make any other plans for Sunday. I've invited the family to dinner so they can all see you."
"I'll be here, but be aware that I might bring a date."
She frowned, but didn't say anything.
My date with Nancy couldn't really be called a date in the regular sense of the word in that we didn't do what most people do on a date. We didn't have dinner, catch a show, or go dancing. When I picked her up I asked her what she would like to do and all she said was:
"You haven't forgotten the way to the Starlight have you?"
I did manage to find it and after several hours of strenuous exercise we did go out for a bite to eat. I told her about the family dinner on Sunday and asked her if she would like to be my date. I was surprised when she said no.
"It is too soon for me to start meeting family. We need to be a little farther along in our relationship before I'll be ready for that."
"That brings up a question. How are we ever going to develop a relationship if all we do is find a motel and get it on?"
"I'm not going to waste time building a relationship with you until you get out of the Army. A lot can happen in three years. Like I told you earlier I know me and I won't get into a serious relationship until I'm out of college and working and you will be home by then. What I am doing now is giving you reason to think that there might be an 'us' when you get home for good. I want you thinking about me while you are away.
"Another reason is I'm not sure how much time you would be able to spend on building a relationship with me this trip. There is no doubt in my mind that Betty isn't going to try and mend fences with you. I wouldn't be the least bit surprised if Betty isn't already home and trying to reach you or on her way. I'm not dumb Jack; I know that I've got an uphill fight to latch onto you. You and Betty have too much of a history for me not to believe that there is a good chance you both will get back together. Face it lover; you had already accepted that she would play while she at school."
"True, but another thing that I've pretty much accepted is that she will find someone there more to her liking and I will end up being replaced. Enough about Betty. What about the concert? Where it is and what time do we need to be there? What time do I have to pick you up?"
"At the fairgrounds and the concert starts at seven. If you pick me up at six we can probably get there early enough to get good seats. But that isn't until tomorrow night. What are we going to do for the rest of this night?"
"We have the motel room until checkout time tomorrow. We can stop at the store, get a deck of cards and go back to the room and play gin rummy."
"I'll go along with the playing part, but it damned sure won't be cards."
Nance had something to do with her parents in the morning so I had her home by eight. We kissed and I told her I would see her at six and then I headed on home.
Nancy hit the nail on the head when she said Betty was either already home or on the way. When I walked into the house I found Betty sitting at the kitchen table having coffee with my mom.
"There you are" Mom said, "We wondered if we would see you this morning." She looked at her watch and then said "Got to go or I'll be late for my hair appointment" and she got up and left me with Betty. Betty started to get up and I thought she probably intended to come over to me for a hug and a kiss and I said:
"Just stay there Betty. I'll get a cup of coffee and then join you at the table."
I got a cup (mom always had a pot on until noonish) and then sat down at the table and said "What brings you here at this hour Betty?"
"We need to talk Jack and since you won't return my calls I had to come here."
"I don't understand Betty. What is it that we have to talk about?"
"About what you walked in on when you came up to school."
"No need to talk about it Betty. I'd already come to terms with the fact that you weren't going to be a nun while you were up there. In fact, if you will remember, we had already discussed the matter."
"Then why did you react the way you did? Why wouldn't you stay and talk with me? Why did you drive off and leave me there calling after you?"
"Because it confirmed my fears and I just couldn't handle it."
"Confirmed your fears?"
"It all goes back to when you said you wouldn't wait for me and that I shouldn't expect you to be there when I came back. I knew then, in my heart, that you would meet someone at school and I'd lose you to him. We had our talk and I agreed with you on how to treat the years I would be gone. I accepted the fact that you would have sexual relationships and that was something that I could live with, but the problem is that I always knew in my heart you would end up in an emotional relationship and it would be over for us. Once I saw what was going on at the pizzeria I knew that we were over. There was no need for me to stick around and talk about it."
"Bullshit Jack! Of course there was a need for us to talk about it. I'm not emotionally involved with anyone. Tyler is just a guy I date from time to time."
"My turn to call bullshit! You had only been back at school for less than a week and the others at that table were treating the two of you like an established couple. That doesn't happen in less than a week. I saw the way you kissed and I heard the tone of your voice when you called him lover and when you said you were going to take it to a room or motel when you finished eating and I also saw that second lingering kiss. There isn't any doubt in my mind - none at all - that that could have happened in less than a week or with a guy you only dated from time to time. No way Betty. There was an established relationship there and we both know it."
"Okay Jack; I admit it. There is a relationship between Tyler and me, but it isn't an emotional one at least not in the romantic and inclined to be married sense. Tyler and I are in the same boat. He has a girlfriend back home, but he is like me. He needs a sex life. I knew early on that I needed to find a guy that I could stick with. If I bounced from guy to guy I would end up with the reputation of a round-heeled slut and I most definitely did not want that. When we graduate he will be going home to Maggie and I'll be coming home to you."
I wanted to believe her; I really did want to, but I couldn't. She was going to spend two more years with this Tyler guy and she wouldn't get emotionally involved? I didn't think so, but given the circumstances I could afford to take a wait and see position so I said:
"I've still got almost a year and a half to go on my enlistment so we will just have to wait and see where things are when I get back home."
"What about now?"
"What do you mean what about now?"
"How long are you home for and what are you going to do?"
"Twenty-five days left. I have enough money that I thought I could get a motel room and spend a week with you when you were out of class, but that didn't work out too well."
"It still can."
"I don't know if it can work now."
"Why not?"
"Because of you and this Tyler guy."
"He doesn't matter to me. You do."
"What are all of your friends going to think?"
"They will understand or they won't. It doesn't matter to me."
"Okay sweetie; I'll do it, but it won't be for a couple of days. I've committed to doing something for mom and dad since my trip to see you didn't work out."
That was an outright lie. I had nothing going with mom and dad, but I did have to deal with Nancy and in such a way that I wouldn't burn any bridges. And I had a big problem. I'd already committed to go to the concert with Nancy. Still, when it came down to choices it was always going to be Betty over Nancy. My new problem was how could I gracefully get out of the date and still keep some sort of a relationship with Nancy and all sorts of ideas were running through my mind when suddenly I got lucky. Betty misread the look on my face and said:
"You don't need to call the motel and get us a room. I wasn't sure how meeting with you would turn out so when daddy found out I was coming home this weekend he committed me to attend one of his business social functions and I told him I would go."
That took me off the hook where Nancy was concerned, but it did prompt a question. "Why does your father think he can commit you to do things like that?"
"Because he always has and I've never said no."
"But why?"
"Because there is usually a dance band and a lot of men don't bring their wives or dates and they can use a dance partner. And one of the other reasons I don't say no is that I will be going to work for daddy when I graduate and it will help me to know some of the people I'm going to be working with."
"No doubt there are a lot of single guys there also?"
"There are usually some."
The thought that planted in my mind was not good. I could see her father's hand in it, but wisely (at least I though it wise) I decided not to say a word. Then Betty smiled and said:
"If you wanted to pick me up at eight in the morning we probably could spend some time in a motel."
"Like I would say no?"
We moved to the living room and necked on the couch for a while until she had to leave. Before she left I told her about the family dinner set for the next day and asked her if she wanted to be my date.
"I'll do it, but I probably won't be too happy about it?"
"Why not? I thought you liked my family."
"I do, but it will cut into our motel time."
"I'll try to give you enough to hold you until I can get up to school and get a room and I can always keep the room and we can go back to it after the dinner and the social hour later."
"Deal!"
On the way to the fairgrounds I told Nancy about Bettys coming home and I told her about me going up to spend a week with her.
"It figures."
"What figures?"
"Just when I thought I was going to have you all to myself until your leave was up things change on me."
"That depends on you and what you are willing to settle for."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that you have to decide on what you are willing to do. You said it yourself that you were facing an uphill fight. I'm not going to try and put a stop to your trying, but you have to decide whether you want what time I don't give to Betty or not. There isn't a doubt one in my mind that Betty won't go back to school and fuck this guy Tyler's eyes out to keep him on the line until I leave and they can get back to their friends with benefits relationship. I know she is going to be fucking someone else so I see no reason why I can't also. You can have as much time with me as you want when Betty isn't around, but only you can decide if you are willing to settle for that.
"Total honesty here Nance. Betty will always be my first choice. Only she can end us. If she decides she wants someone else there isn't anything I can do about it and we will be through. And you aren't the only one facing an uphill fight. In addition to what can happen up at school there is also the fact that her father can't stand me. He told me flat out when I first met him that I wasn't good enough for his little girl and he will do everything in his power to keep me from becoming a family member. Betty pooh poohs this and thinks she can bend him to see things her way. He will use his money and influence to keep me out of his family.
"I already know that she is going to go to work for him when she graduates and I just know he will be pushing her toward the up and coming single men in his companies and will do his best to set her up with the sons of his rich friends. It is by no means a sure thing that Betty and I will end up together."



"No girl wants to know she is second best or second choice Jack, but I will hang in there because you are head and shoulders above the rest of the guys I've met and dated. I'll take whatever I can get just to be able to help you keep me in your mind."
"In that case I'm all yours when I get back from spending my week with Betty."
"I'll take what I can get Jack and I don't mind telling you that I'll be hoping like hell that what you are afraid might happen with Betty does happen."
I decided it best not to say anything to that.
I picked Nancy up and we got to the fairgrounds early enough to get good seats and we enjoyed the concert. We had a make out session when I took her home and she was upset that I wouldn't take her to a motel. I told her that I couldn't, but I didn't tell her why. I think she probably figured it out on her own. I told her that I'd call her on Monday and then went home.
I set the clock for eight and when I got up I called Betty. Luckily I got her instead of her father and I told her that I would pick her up at nine. She was waiting on the porch for me and by nine-twenty we were in room 204 at the Starlight. We made love a couple of times and at noon we cleaned up and went to my parents' house for the party. We spent the next seven hours visiting with all the family and friends that my parents had invited and by seven-thirty we were back in room 204 and repeating what had taken place that morning. Betty didn't have to be back to school until Tuesday so we were able to sleep in in the morning. I drove her home, kissed her and told her that I would see her in two days.
Okay. Alright; I know I was being an asshole. I didn't need two days before going up to spend a week with Betty; I could have followed her up. Where I was being an asshole was in spending those two days with Nancy. I was taking advantage of her feelings for me. In my defense I can only offer the fact that I really didn't expect Betty to be there for me when I came home for good and I wanted a backup. Nancy wanted to be that backup so I needed to keep her wanting to be and the best way to do that was to do some of what she wanted and what she seemed to want was more Starlight time.
Tuesday, after getting me off four times Nancy asked me why I'd never tried to do anal with her. The truth was that I'd never even thought about it and I told her that.
"You mean that you never did it with Betty? Oh Babe, we have got to do it. It will be something I'll have of you that she hasn't."
"You've done it?"
"Yes I have and I love it." She reached for my limp cock and said "Got to get him ready for it" and then using her hands and mouth she got 'ole one eye' up for the task. She went into the bathroom and got the small tube of complimentary shampoo the motel furnishes and handed it to me saying:
"Use this and your thumb and fingers on my butt hole to loosen it up. Save enough to put on your cock when I tell you I'm ready."
I did what she said and after about ten minutes working on her hole she said "I'm ready for it. Coat your cock with shampoo and then slowly ease it in. The trick is to go slow and easy until you are all the way in and then slow strokes until I tell you to speed it up."
Even after the finger work she was still tight. God was she ever tight. I'd never felt anything that tight on my dick before and I liked the feeling. I did things the way she said and after a slow two or three minutes she told me I could pick up the pace. Another minute or so and she was slamming back at me and moaning "Oh yes oh yes oh yes' and then "Harder lover harder" and then finally "Fuckmefuckmefuckmefuckmeeee!" I was sweating when I finally busted my nut and when I started to pull out she said "No! Don't! Leave it there; just leave it there." Maybe two minutes after I went soft she finally told me I could pull out.
She rolled over onto her back, looked up at me and smiled. Then she asked "Did you like it?" I smiled back at her and said yes. We did it again three more times during the two days I spent with her. When I kissed her goodbye Wednesday and told her that I would see her in a week I was happy that she had left me with enough energy to make the trip to see Betty.
It was inevitable that in the nine days I spent with Betty that I would met the people she mostly associated with and it was an experience. For the most part I was treated like a spell of bad weather. You know; the weather is warm and sunny then you have a period when it rains for a couple of days, but you know it will be gone soon and then the sun will come out again.
I never met Tyler, but twice I saw him when Betty took me to a party and another time when we went to the pizzeria. The looks Betty got from him didn't seem like the kind of looks you would get from a guy who was only a friend with benefits. And speaking of looks some of the ones Betty threw his way sure seemed like they were saying "Just be patient with me. This will all be over soon."
Other than that the visit was a good one. I did get to spend a lot of time with Betty and God knows she was ardent when we got to my motel room. It seemed like she was determined to give me enough loving to hold me until we saw each other again. It was a tearful farewell when I left to head back home. At least it was tearful on Betty's part. Not so much on mine because (as I've mentioned a dozen times) I had already resigned myself to the fact that Betty wasn't going to be there when I came home for good. And also there was the fact that she would no doubt be bouncing on Tyler's dick before I was even halfway home.
I spent the next six days with Nancy and then cut short my visit home and headed for Seattle where I spent the rest of my leave sightseeing in the northwest.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
I received a surprise when I reported in at Ft. Lewis. I was told I was out of uniform. I was thinking "What the fuck are you talking about" since I was in a cleaned and pressed Class A uniform and my low quarters were spit shined. The Sergeant read my expression and laughed.
"Relax troop; just pulling your leg. Orders promoting you to corporal got here before you did. Those PFC stripes need to come off and be replaced."
I spent eleven days at Ft. Lewis and then I was shipped to Korea. I spent the next twelve months there and while there I got to spend ten days in Japan and six days on Taiwan on leave and I was able to sample oriental pussy. I was able to see for myself that the rumors were not true. Oriental pussy IS NOT slanted. I probably should have mentioned it earlier, but while I was in Germany I was able to spend short periods of leave and R&R in Spain, France and England and I was able to sample the pussy there also. I was able to discern for myself a universal truth. There is no such thing as bad pussy.
I was in the last month of my assignment in Korea when I received what I had always known was coming. My "Dear Jack" letter from Betty. She had met her 'soulmate' and was sorry to have to tell me that... yadda yadda yadda. I'd expected it, but it still hurt like hell when it happened. Three days later I received a letter from Nancy that had a newspaper clipping in it. It was the announcement of Betty's engagement to Bernard Allister Crompton. I recognized the name. He was the son of one of Betty's father's rich friends. He was roughly my age, but I'd never met him since his parents had sent him to some private school back east. Nancy's letter said that she knew how hurt I probably was, but from her standpoint it was good news. "I won't have the specter of her hanging over my shoulder when you get back."
I finished my tour in Korea and was sent to Fort Bliss to finish out the last thirteen months of my enlistment. I opted to not take leave since I had found out I would be paid for any unused leave when I was discharged and quite frankly I didn't feel like I had much to go home to anyway. And that's not really a shot at Nancy because in my mind all she was ever going to be was a backup girlfriend if Betty wasn't there when I came home. That's not to say I didn't have feelings for Nancy, but the ones I did have were nowhere near as strong as those I'd had for Betty. Only God knew if those feelings could grow into ones that would lead to marriage, but the hurt from Betty was still too recent for me to get over any time soon.
Life took an interesting turn six months into my assignment at Bliss. I had become good friends with Ron Paulson, a Sergeant First Class that I worked with. He was career and married and he and his wife Gail lived in on post housing. I'd been invited to their place several times for dinner and weekend barbecues. Gail was good looking and had a personality that most would call bubbly and she was fun to be around.
One day, it was a Tuesday and a day I'll never forget, Ron came up to me and told me he was being sent TDY to Okinawa for two months and then said:
"I need a big favor Jack."
"If I can do it you got it" I said.
"Gail is an extremely sexual being Jack and there is no way she is going to go without while I am gone. The favor that I need is for you to take care of her while I'm gone. Gail likes you and she agrees with me that you are a good pick for the job."
As the Brits would say "I was gob-smacked." A man asking me to make love to his wife? I just stood there and stared at him as he continued.
"Gail doesn't like going out and 'trolling' because God only knows what kind of guy she might hook up with. Some asshole who would hold her down while his buddies took turns on her? A serial killer? A guy with seven different strains of STDs? Our answer is to find someone suitable to take care of her needs without her ever having to leave our quarters. How about it Jack? Can you help us out?"
I might have been stunned, but I wasn't brain dead. Go off post, hit bars and spend money trying find a hook-up when I could stay on post, save my money and still have 'my needs' taken care of? Of course I said I would do it. I asked him how it would work and he told me that he was leaving on Thursday and I was invited to dinner on Friday.
"Just follow Gail's lead."
I was nervous as hell when I rang the doorbell at Ron's quarters on Friday. A smiling Gail opened the door and invited me in. I handed her the flowers and the bottle of wine I'd picked up and she thanked me for them and then walked me into the kitchen. She told me to open and pour the wine while she put the flowers in a vase. She sat down, took a sip of the wine and then laughed.
"You should see the look on your face. You look like a deer looking into the headlights of a car coming at you. No need for that sugar. Just pretend that you picked me up at the Wild Horse and I brought you home with me. It is what you would have tried to do on a Friday or Saturday anyway right?"
We had dinner and then over more wine she asked me to tell her about myself and I ended up telling her the whole story that led up to my enlisting and what had happened since. When I finished telling her about the "Dear Jack" letter she said:
"That must have been a real downer for you. Fortunately for you Miss Gail has a cure for the downers" and she stood up, offered me her hand and I got up and followed her into the bedroom. Miss Gail did indeed know how to cure the downers. She gave great head, was a very energetic sex partner and she loved, absolutely loved, anal sex.
"I never get as much of it as I would like because Ron is just too big and it hurts me. You are just the right size for me. You are longer than Ron, but he is twice or even three times fatter than you. I hope you won't be too upset if you get more ass than pussy over the next couple of months."
In the morning over breakfast she made sure to set me straight. "Don't get any wrong ideas sugar. All we are or are ever going to be is fuck buddies. There isn't going to be any emotional attachment. I do like you or you wouldn't be here, but Ron is and will always be my man. Our life style isn't anywhere close to conventional, but it works for us. We both know that there isn't any way that either of us can go without sex. To us sex is as physical a need as is the need for air, food and water. We are all we need when we are together, but when he is gone I know that he is going to get his needs met just like I'm having mine met. So; are we good?"
"I'm here aren't I?"
"Good man. I'll see you tonight. Dinner is at six."
For the next two months Gail kept me sexually satisfied. I saw her two or three nights a week and there was no hand holding, hugging or kissing. It was straight into the bedroom and go until I couldn't. The duty roster was set up so that I worked every other week end and Gail did have a car and we did go off post for dinner and dancing when I could get a weekend pass and I stayed the night one or two nights a week. No one cared where I was when I was off duty and nothing was said if I didn't spend the night in the barracks. All anyone cared about was that I was on duty when I was supposed to be. I suppose that it helped that Ron was tight with all of the senior noncoms and that they more than likely knew what was going on. I did find out later that a couple of them had the same arrangement with their wives.
Two months and a week into our arrangement Gail told me that it was our last time. "Ron will be home next week and I need to save enough to give him one hell of a hot welcome home" and then she proceeded to give me one hell of a sendoff. I do admit that even though there was not supposed to be any emotional attachment I had gotten really fond of Gail and if she would have been single I would have pursued her.
The really hard part was going to be working with Ron when he reported in for duty. Turns out that I needn't have worried. The 'old boy' non-com network that Ron was a part of had me reassigned to a billet where Ron and I wouldn't have to work together. It was apparent to me that Ron had learned from previous episodes that a working relationship would be awkward and had taken steps to ease the situation. It was also apparent from the way that I was treated by the senior non-coms that I worked under that I had 'earned points' from the way I had handled the situation and for never having breathed a word to anyone about my relationship with Gail.
I was in the last month of my enlistment when two things happened and they both happened on the same day. The first was that I received a letter from Nancy. She had met a guy "And sparks seemed to fly between us" and she felt that I should know that she wouldn't be 'available' when I got home. I wasn't as crushed as I was when I lost Betty because I really didn't have the same emotional investment in Nancy that I'd had in Betty, but I was still bummed.
The second thing came just before I got off duty. I was called into the office and was told that I had a phone call. Master Sergeant Holmes handed me the phone and I took it from him and said:
"Hello?"
"Hi lover. Miss me?" It was Gail and I of course said that I did.
"Ron was just sent to Ft. Lee for a training course and he will be gone for three weeks. I'm making meatloaf, baked potatoes and glazed carrots for dinner and dessert will be my tight asshole. Any interest?"
I just smiled and asked "What time?"
"If I'm right you should be just going off duty and it shouldn't take you more than ten minutes to get here."
"I'm dirty and sweaty and I'll need to go to the barracks and shower and change."
"Silly boy. You can shower here and I'll scrub your back and more than likely I'll spend some time on your front too. As far as the dirty clothes go if I work it right you won't be wearing them at all over the weekend. Ron told me that he'd checked and this is your weekend off. Think you could put up with being naked with me for two days?"
"I'll be there in ten."
I handed the phone back to Sergeant Holmes and he gave me a knowing grin and told me to enjoy my weekend.
The woman had a major 'jones' when it came to anal sex. For every time we screwed using her pussy we did twice up her butt. Not that I complained. She fed me and fucked me all weekend and she even washed and ironed my uniform so I didn't have to go back to the barracks before reporting in on Monday.
The four weeks before my discharge were a repeat of our first time. I told her that first night that I would be getting out in four weeks and she told me that it would work out just right. I'd be gone and she would have a week before Ron got back to build up enough to make his homecoming an exhausting one.
On our last time together and just before leaving I did something that I'd not done in all of our time together. I pulled her into a hug and even though she tried to avoid it I gave her a passionate kiss. I stepped away from her, told her that I would never forget her and the time we had shared and then I turned and left.
Two days later I was on a Southwest Airlines flight home.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
The Army had done for me what the recruiting sergeant said it would. It gave me a trade and an education. Through correspondence courses I had earned an Associate Degree in Business Management from the Armed Forces Institute and the Army's educational program would help me if I decided to go for a full bachelor's degree. As for a trade? They prepared me for several. My basic MOS (Military Occupational Specialty) was supply handler. I learned how to build boxes, crates and how to pack things properly for shipment, load and unload trucks, trailers, rail cars and shipping containers using forklifts, pallet jacks and skid steers with forks, buckets and barrel clamps. I learned to drive trucks all the way from quarter tons, deuce and a halfs and semis. I learned how to warehouse and store things and I learned how to ship and receive.
But most importantly I mastered the Army's computer system as it pertained to the Quartermaster branch of the service. I learned all of its ins and outs, quirks and shortcomings and I felt that with a little work I could adapt the program to work in civilian applications. In the end that turned out to be a pipedream because by the time I got out someone else had already done it. But it did turn out that mastering the system worked to my benefit.
When I got home my dad asked me what I planned on doing. "Find a job, find a place to live, sign up for classes at the college so I can get a four year degree and then try to find a girl I can build a life with. And pretty much in that order."
"Might take you a day or two."
"Maybe even three or four."
"Things weren't going so good at the plant when you got out of school, but business is going great guns now. From what you've told me about what you did in the Army I think you would be a good fit in our shipping and receiving department. Would you like me to ask?"
"Wouldn't that make things awkward for you?"
"Not at all. You wouldn't be under me. You would be in a totally different department."
"If you think it will do any good give it a try."
"As for a place to live there isn't anything wrong with you staying right here until you get on your feet."
Dad set up an appointment, I interviewed and got the job. It took a week to get the feel of the place and then it was like I'd never let the Army. I was doing the same stuff I's been doing for the better part of the last three years.
After I'd been home a couple of weeks I went out on a Saturday night to the VFW dance and saw several old friends already there and when I walked in and they saw me they waved me over to join them. They had three tables put together and I noticed some things when I sat down. Liz was wearing wedding rings as were Bev Ashley, Mary Waters, John Miller, Mike Orson, George Hammer and Tom Bradshaw. The group quickly caught me up on things. Bev and Mike were Mr. and Mrs. as were John and Mary and Liz was married to Tom. George was married to Barb Peterson who would be joining the group when her shift at the hospital was over.



Carol Findley and Denise Bagget did not have rings on and didn't appear to have dates even though there was an empty seat next to each of them. There was a lot of talk about where I'd been and what I'd done and seen, but Carol put a stop to it when she got off her seat, came over to me and took me by the arm as she said:
"Enough of this blah blah crap. I came here to dance not talk."
For the next hour I took turns dancing with Carol, Bev, Barb and Liz. The band was taking a break and we were back to talking about the places I'd been when Betty and a guy walked in. I assumed that he was Crompton. There wasn't any room at our table (not that I think Betty would have sat there anyway) so they took a booth on the other side of the room. Carol saw me looking Betty's way and asked:
"Over her yet?"
"I don't know that I'll ever be completely over her. Put her behind me? Yes, but the memories aren't going to go away. At least not any time soon."
"Look on the bright side. At least you hadn't already put a ring on her finger."
"Yeah; I guess there is that."
"You thinking of trying to break them up?"
"No. That chapter of my life is over. Time to turn the page and move on to the next chapter."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course I am. Why the interest?"
"I want to be sure that I'm not wasting my time if I make a move on you."
"Make a move on me? Why in the world would you want to do that? We have known each other since grade school and in all that time you have never shown any interest in me. Christ Carol, I must have asked you out two or three dozen times over all those years and you always shot me down."
"That was then. This is now."
"So what has changed?"
"I want to find out what is so special about you that Betty warned all of us to stay away from you while she was up at school."
"I doubt that."
"Believe it. She flat said that she would scratch the eyes out of anyone who tried to move in on her man. Exact words Jack; "Anyone who tries to move in on my man."
"I don't believe it. I got with Nancy and Betty didn't do anything to her."
"That's because Nancy told Betty to fuck off and die and warned Betty that her eyes wouldn't be all that safe if she tried anything."
"I never knew any of that."
"So how about it Jack? Care to give it a whirl and see where it goes?"
Why not I thought to myself. I didn't have anything to lose and now that I was home for good I had to start somewhere. The band came back from their break and started playing. I stood up, offered my arm to Carol, she took it and we danced together for the rest of the evening. Every time Carol and I danced by the booth that Betty was sitting in she turned her head and looked at the wall and I have to admit that I got a bit of perverse pleasure in the thought that I was ruining the evening for Betty.
Finally she grabbed her purse and stood up. Crompton grabbed her arm and tried to pull her back down, but she pulled away from him and headed for the door. He got up and went after her and caught her at the door, said something to her and she slapped his face and went out the door. Crompton waited a couple of seconds and then he left. I was human enough to hope that I was the cause of it. Carol and I skipped last call and I walked her to her car. We made a date for Sunday, she kissed me on the cheek and I got in my car and headed on home.
Sundays date was dinner and a movie. We had dinner at Tricocci's and it was great. What made it great for me was that Betty and her guy were already there and eating when Carol and I got there. We were seated where Betty was pretty much forced to look at us. The chair she was sitting in faced our table so if she lifted her head from her plate she was looking right at us. I took the seat that put my back to her so I couldn't see how she was reacting and Carol never mentioned seeing anything of note. Betty and her guy left before Carol and I finished and Carol did mention that Crompton threw a nasty look our way as they were leaving.
"He seems pissed at you. What's the deal? You do something to him?"
"Never met him. No idea why he might be pissed at me."
"Probably has something to do with Betty."
"I wouldn't know. I've had no contact with her since she sent me the letter that said we were over."
"As long as it is over is all I care about."
Carol and I dated for the next month and our make out sessions got hotter and hotter until one night she said "We need to take this to the next level Jack. If you can't afford a motel room I can."
The truth of the matter was that I wasn't sure that I wanted to take things to the next level. Between my job and the evening classes I'd signed up for at the college I didn't think I would have the time to work on a 'next level' relationship and that's the reason that I hadn't already made a move on Carol. But I wasn't brain dead and I wasn't going to pass up a chance to get laid especially when it was bluntly offered.
It wasn't my first time to be in room 204 at the Starlight and the visit turned out to be just as enjoyable as my last visit there. Once we were in the room Carol said:
"I want to unwrap my gift" and she proceeded to undress me. Once I was standing nude in front of her (with 'old one eye standing at rigid attention) she knelt and took my cock in her mouth and started undressing herself as she as she sucked on me. It was taking too long and so I pulled her up, quickly unwrapped her and then she got on the bed spread her legs and smiled up at me. I took my place and then we made love. Once I had gotten both of us of she moved into position for a sixty-nine and then we went at it until she got me up again. I got us off again and she went to work trying to get me up again and she managed to do it. Once up and ready she asked
"How do you feel about anal Jack?"
I'd almost swear that Carol and Gail were related somehow and shared the same anal loving gene. I got more ass than pussy that night but 'ole one eye' didn't seem to mind at all. From that night on we managed to get it on at least one night a week until I'd saved up enough money to get myself into an apartment. Once that happened we usually managed one night a week and then both days on the weekend.
It was inevitable that we would cross paths with Betty every once in a while and while I do admit that I never understood the why of the dirty looks she sent our way it did please me that she was pissed about something where I was concerned.
I was five months into my relationship with Carol when I found out that it wasn't going anywhere. I asked Carol to move in with me and she said no.
"I like you Jack; I like you a lot, but there is no spark there, at least not for me. You are a great friend with benefits, but it wouldn't be fair to you if I moved in with you only to move back out if a guy came along that did bring out that spark."
I can't say that I was crushed by her announcement because I had also realized there was no spark in our relationship and while I had asked her to move in with me I knew that I was never going to ask her to marry me. Our friend with benefits relationship went on for a couple more months and then she graduated and took a job offer in another state. Graduation brought something else. Betty had her sheepskin and came home from college. A month later she was Mrs. Elisabeth Crompton after a wedding that the Star Tribune called the social event of the season.
I wasn't invited.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
At work things were going pretty good. Remember me saying that I'd mastered the Quartermaster's computer system? And was going adapt the program for civilian use only to have someone else beat me to it? Well it turned out that it was the system that my company was using. One day I went into the office to get some paperwork that I needed and I found the boss at the computer and cussing at it. I asked him what was wrong and when he told me I went over to him, looked at the screen, took the mouse and demonstrated as I said:
"All you have to do is click on the upper left corner of the screen and when you get the drop down box click on sort and then wait for the prompt that tells you to execute."
"You know this program?"
"It is a civilian application of the program the Army uses and I worked with it all the time."
"Why isn't there something in that corner that lets you know that something is there?"
"No idea. You would have to ask the guy who designed and wrote the program.
After that anytime that Mel had a problem with the program he would always call me. Because of that I became the fair haired boy in shipping and receiving. That and the fact that there wasn't a job in the department that I couldn't do and do well and that I'd seen some things that could be done better, easier and cheaper and had pointed them out to Mel.
I'd been there just a bit over three years when Mel had to retire for health reasons and when he was asked for a list of employees who could take over his job he turned the list in with only one name - mine! During the same three year period I'd managed to complete my degree program and now had a Bachelor's Degree in Business Management so I guessed I looked good to upper management and they gave me Mel's job.
Another year went by. I was doing great in my job and while my love life wasn't sterling I did date and I got laid enough to keep me happy, but I could never find the girl that I wanted to settle down with (and who would put up with me).
I did end up in a FWB relationship for a while with Abby Devon. It was reminiscent of my time with Gail. Abby was married and her husband was in the Army and in Germany. She's made a play for me one night at the VFW. She told me that Carol had told her that if she ever got a chance Abby should give me a try. She flat out told me that she needed someone in her bed until hubby came home and I told her that I was sorry, that I wouldn't mess around with another man's wife, especially the wife of a man serving overseas. She told me that she had his permission to which I quite naturally said sarcastically:
"Yeah. Sure."
"It's true. I really do have his permission." She opened her purse and took out and envelope and said "Read this."
It was the strangest letter I have ever read. "To whom it may concern. My wife, Abbigail Grace Caseman, has my permission to engage in sexual activity with men of her choice while I am away from home." It was signed by Gregory William Caseman and it was notarized.
Abby was a very sexy looking lady and after reading the letter I didn't hesitate to take her up on her offer. I followed her home and spent the night trying to make her happy and when I left to go home in the morning I was extremely envious of Gregory William Caseman. My relationship with Abby lasted off and on for almost two years. I say off and on because it was on until hubby came home on leave and then it was off until after he had returned to duty and then it was on again.
Then he was discharged and it was over for good. Interestingly enough I became friends with Greg when he came home for good. I was sitting on a bar stool at Bud's Bar when I guy I didn't know took the stool next to me and said:
"Can I buy you a beer?"
Never one to turn down a freebie I said yes.
"You're Jack right?"
"Yeah. Do I know you from somewhere?"
"We've never met, but we do have a lot in common."
"Oh? Hows that?"
"My wife Abby. I'm Greg Caseman and I want to thank you for taking care of Abby while I was gone."
I almost said "No problem; it was my pleasure" but I caught myself and just stayed silent.
He chuckled and said "I know this is awkward as hell for you, but I just had to meet you and thank you. I love Abby to death and it would have killed me to lose her and it could have happened if she had hooked up with the wrong guy while I was gone."
"Why are you so sure that she would have hooked up with someone?"
"She told me."
"What?"
"She told me that she didn't intend to stay celibate while I was gone."
He went on to tell me what was pretty much my own story. A year after they were married he got laid off from his job and was having a hard time finding another one. He decided to do what I did and joined the Army to learn a new trade and take advantage of the educational opportunities. Abby was against it, but he finally convinced her it would be for the best and then Abby told him that she had no intension of going without sex while he was gone and he would have to accept that if he did enlist.
"I'm enough of a realist to know that a women with Abby's sexual appetites would indeed try and get her needs met so I proposed the arrangement that you and Abby found yourselves in. She needed to find a steady lover who would be no threat to our marriage. Abby likes you. She likes you a lot, but she knew she would never fall in love with you; at least not to the point where she would want to chuck her marriage. Abby does like you a lot and wants to keep you as a close friend and I would like that. As a first step we are having a barbecue at our place on Sunday. Will you come?"
I did and even though I thought that it would be awkward to be around Abby and Greg at the same time it wasn't and we did develop a good relationship.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
With Greg home I had to search for other companionship. Most of the women I dated were those I had known from school and by this point in our lives some had gotten married and then divorced and those were the women who were most receptive to my advances. I got laid enough to keep 'ole one eye' content, but I never could find a girl that I wanted to settle down with.
The ones I'd gone to school with also knew Betty and Nancy and apparently they all kept in touch with each other and of course they all knew about Betty, Nancy and me. I guess some of them thought I'd like to know what was going on with the two women and I was kept up to date. Nancy was married, had two kids and was living in the next state over and seemed to be happy with her lot in life.
The same couldn't be said for Betty. Her husband was an abusive drunk who apparently liked using her for a punching bag whenever he tied one on. Word was that she wanted out, but her family (her father actually) kept talking her out of it. Didn't want the 'stain' of a divorce on the family name. I'd always thought that he was an asshole and I'll admit that one of the reasons I'd had that thought was because he'd made no secret of the fact that he didn't like me while I was dating his daughter. I'd even been 'snippy' with him a time or two when he'd made his displeasure known.
Even at my young age I'd come to realized that 'The Fates' loved fucking with me and it turned out that Betty's father was still going to be part of my life. My company was acquired in a hostile takeover by the corporation owned by - you get the first guess and if you are wrong shame on you - and I just knew that when he found out that I was now working for him he would smile, rub his hands in glee and say "Gotcha now you little asswipe."
It took a while, but three months after he took over our company my boss called me into his office and told me that Mr. Gifford wanted to see me in his office at ten. "I don't know what he wants with you, but you had best not be late. He is a bear when it comes to punctuality."
I got in my car and drove over to the corporate headquarters building and walked into his office at nine fifty-five. I gave my name to his secretary and she told me to have a seat and that Mr. Gifford would see me shortly. Apparently his penchant for punctuality didn't pertain to him as he kept me waiting until a quarter after ten. While I sat there waiting I was mentally composing my resume and compiling a list of where I could send it.
Things did not go the way I expected. No apology for keeping me waiting, but then I didn't expect one; he was an asshole right? He gave me what I guess could be considered a stern look and went right at it.
"My people have been looking over everything at your place and they don't like what they are seeing in your department."
I was a tenth of a second away from standing up and saying "Fuck you asshole. I don't need to put up with your shit! I quit!" when he went on to say "It puts to shame our other areas of warehousing and they thought we already had the best system around. Unless you have a reason to say no I'm pulling you out of there, making you a senior manager and putting you in charge of getting our other facilities up to the same standards you have in place at Apex."
I was too stunned to say anything. I guess he took my silence to mean I was thinking it over and might possibly say no so he said, "There will be a twenty-five percent raise and the job comes with a company car, a company credit card to cover gas and maintenance and an expense account."
I wasn't dumb so I of course said I'd take the job.
It turned out to be not all that hard. There wasn't anything really wrong with the warehousing and shipping and receiving at the corporations other nine facilities. Their one major problem area was in their interfacing with each other and that was easy enough to fix, but in the fixing I ran into my biggest problem. I ran into what I call "The Wall." The wall was the attitude of "That's the way we have always done it, it works fine, and there is no reason to change it." I found it necessary to fire a couple of people who fought me on every change I made. That sent out the message that it would be my way or the highway and the resistance to change disappeared.
The interface problem boiled down to the fact that the facilities all had different computer systems and they didn't talk to each other and they apparently had no idea of what each other did or what each other needed. The first thing I did was see to it that they all had the same computer system. The one I had at Apex of course. The beauty of the system was it tied into the other departments especially Purchasing. Before if facility A need 300 hundred widgets they would contact several vendors, get the best price and then order the part. Now if A needed 300 widgets they went into the computer system and found that facility D made the part and then A would place an internal requisition for them. It saved the company a ton of money.
I know it sounds dumb that a corporation full of MBAs, CPAs and other high ranking executives hadn't figured that out before I arrived on the scene, but the plain and simple fact was that they hadn't. Or maybe they had, but it was blocked because his boss or bosses didn't want to give up absolute control of his little kingdom. I didn't have that problem because I had Mr. Gifford, the Big Kahuna, behind me.
As I said earlier it wasn't all that hard, but it was time consuming. It took more than putting in a computer system; it also took changing the way some things were done so that the way things were done would work with the computer system. It took almost nine months to bring all twelve facilities (nine when I started) in line, but the system was showing positive financial benefits in the first three months where the system was in place.
In my moving from facility to facility to do my job it was inevitable that I would visit the facility where Betty worked (she had gone to work for her father when she graduated) and I wasn't prepared for it when it finally happened. I was walking down a hallway when she walked out of an office and turned toward me and our eyes met. I saw the look of shock on her face and then she turned and hurried back into the office she had just come out of. For a second there I thought about following her in, but quickly decided that nothing could be gained by it and the fact was that it could have turned nasty so I continued on my way. I never ran into her on subsequent visits.



* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
In my new position as Manager of Material Handling Support I started getting invited to corporate social events. Usually cocktail parties held for customers and suppliers, but occasionally a promotional dinner or awards banquet. It was an awards banquet that turned my life around again. I should put in here that I didn't care for those things, but as a member of management it is more of a mandatory requirement than an invitation you could turn down. You could get out of them if you had a very good reason, but for this particular event I was informed that I HAD to be there by none other than Mr. Gifford himself.
The event was on a Wednesday evening and when I got to my office on Tuesday I had a message to call Mr. Gifford as soon as I got in. I did and his secretary put me right through to him. He went right to it.
"I need you to be at the banquet tomorrow so don't try to duck it. I know you don't care for these kind of things, but I need you there for this one. Okay?"
"Yes sir; I'll be there."
When I got to the banquet hall at the Hilton and since there usually wasn't assigned seating at these events (accept for the head table where all the wheels sat) I took a seat in the back of the room. Myra, Mr. Gifford's PA, came into the room, saw me and hurried over to me.
"You can't sit here Mr. Bailey (I never could get her to call me Jack). You are supposed to be seated at the head table."
She grabbed my arm and literally pulled me off of my seat and pulled me over to the head table and sure enough there was a little placard there with my name on it. Myra actually pushed me down on the seat and told me not to go away and that she would be right back. Minutes later she was back with my usual drink of choice - a large vodka tonic with a slice of lime - and she set it down in front of me. I picked it up, took a sip and then said:
"All right Myra; how about telling me what is going on here?"
"All I know is that the boss told me to see to it that you were seated where he wanted you and that's right there."
She wandered off to handle other duties and left me to sit there and wonder about what the hell was going on.
Pretty soon the place started filling up and others who usually sat at the head table began to take their seats and I got several "What the hell are you doing here" looks which was pretty much what I was asking myself. I did notice that no one took the seats to my right and left.
Then the mystery was solved. Mr. Gifford came in and with him were his wife Annabelle and his daughter Elizabeth. Annabelle took the seat to my left and Betty took the seat to my right. The mystery of the seating solved only to be replaced by another mystery. What the hell was Mr. Gifford up to?
I looked from Betty's mom to Betty and then back at her mom and her mom grinned at me patted my leg and said:
"Yes indeed Jack; you have been set up."
The look on my face must have screamed out confusion and Mrs. Gifford laughed and said "Get that silly look off your face young man. You have to have figured out by now that this is Jasper's way of getting you and Betty back together or at the very least get you talking to each other."
I looked back at Betty and she shrugged and said "I'm just as surprised as you are. I didn't even know you would be here. I didn't even intend to come, but mom and dad insisted."
"What is your husband going to think about this?"
She held up her left hand and I saw that here were no wedding rings. "He's history" she said.
"My next question has to be how do you feel about this ambush?"
"I'm good with it. What about you?"
Before I could answer her the festivities were called to order. After all the speeches and other nonsense were out of the way the collapsible wall between the room we were in and the next room was slid back to reveal an open bar, dance floor and a band. Mrs. Gifford said:
"You two are on your own now. Be nice."
She got up and went over to her husband and the two of them were the first out on the floor when the band started playing. I looked at Betty and asked:
"Now that your mother isn't here how do you really feel about this little get together?"
"Awkward, but I really am good with it. How about you?"
"Just surprised. Way back in the day your dad never seemed to like me being around you and now he sets this up? And then there is the surprise that you are divorced. Last I heard your dad was insisting that you not get a divorce and put a stain on the family name."
"Where did you here that and who from?"
I told her and she said "That's absolute bullshit! The part about Bernie being an abusive drunk was right, but it wasn't daddy who kept me from kicking Bernie out. That was all on me. I kept blaming myself for his behavior. It had to be something that I was doing that was causing it and I was going to find out what it was and correct it and then we would live happily ever after. If I would have had my head on straight at the time I could have figured out what kind of an asshole he would turn out to be when he threw a hissy fit over the prenuptial agreement that daddy insisted he sign.
"Daddy was the one who finally pushed me into dumping Bernie. He put a private detective on him and found out that the asshole was keeping a mistress on the side. They somehow managed to tape a couple of sessions of the asshole and his lover in action and listening to him bad mouth me while they played is what finally made me do it.
"As for why daddy set this up I can only guess. It is true that he didn't like us going together. He saw you as someone who wasn't going to go anywhere and he wanted better for me than he thought you would be. Several months ago I was having dinner with mom and dad at Marco's. I'd been divorced a little over a year and was living at home with them and hadn't dated since the divorce. You were there with Abby and I couldn't keep my eyes off of you. Daddy noticed and asked if I was thinking about what might have been and I started crying and got up and ran out of the place. I've been down in the dumps since that night and I'm guessing daddy set this up to see if it would pull me out of the funk I've been in."
I sat there listening and thinking. I was still single and it was primarily because I'd never found a girl who could make me feel the way I felt when Betty and I were together. I came close twice, but both of them were married to men they intended to stay married to. As I looked at her I wanted her, but the question that had to be asked was:
"Could we put it back together?"
The only way to get the answer was to try.
"Would you like to dance" I asked.
You have to start somewhere right?
Note:
Some may question this one being in the Loving Wife category. Were Gail and Abby not loving wives?
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A big THANK YOU to Blackrandi for agreeing to clean up my mess.
*
It was the last thing that I needed at that point in my life, but it was the one thing to which I could not say no. My mother called me and told me that I needed to come home to run the family business because my father had suffered a stroke. Someone needed to keep the business running, and she said she couldn't do it and still take care of Dad.
Home was six hundred miles away, and I hadn't been there in almost two years. Frankly, I could have gone another ten or fifteen years without going back. The only immediate family I had back there were Mom, Dad and my sister, Sarah, and so far, their coming out to visit me had worked out fine as far as keeping in touch went.
My original reason for leaving town was to avoid going to jail for the assault and battery that I had committed on Jackson Murphy, an assault severe enough to require hospitalization. I had expected Murphy to take his beating like a man, to accept it as his just due for the sin he committed against me. I was extremely lucky on the day I found out that he wasn't going to 'man up' and accept what I did to him as what he had earned and had coming.
I was home, and my mom didn't know it when the police came looking for me. They told her that they had a warrant for my arrest, and when Mom told them that I wasn't at home, they accepted that as the truth. Mom was well known and respected in town, and everyone knew that Ms. Emma wouldn't lie to save her life. The two officers who came for me had more than likely been her students when they went through the seventh and eighth grades. There was no "Mind if we check and see for ourselves?" because no one who knew her would ever doubt her word.
I had overheard them when they told her what they were there for, so as soon as they were gone I packed up the bare essentials and two hours later, I drove past the city limit sign. I stopped once I was a hundred miles away and called home to let Mom know I was gone and didn't expect that I would be back in the foreseeable future. Then, of course, I had to tell her why I was running away.
"You must be wrong, Brad. Susan would never do that to you."
Problem was that Susan did do it and couldn't deny it because I'd caught her red handed. Susan and I had been an off and on couple since the seventh grade. I say off and on because we would argue and break up and then eventually get back together. By the middle of the twelfth grade, we were a steady couple and everyone knew that that we were going to end up married when we graduated from college, and that wasn't all that far off.
We were both attending the local community college where I was learning metal fabrication and welding, after which I would go to work for my father. Dad was looking forward to the day he would change the sign on the shop from Erickson Welding to Erickson and Son Welding and Fabrication. Susan was taking the courses that would make her a para-legal.
I didn't know about Susan, but I wasn't getting a whole lot out of it. I'd been working in Dad's shop since I was thirteen. As far as the mechanics of it went, I could have taught the class. Working for Dad, I'd learned Tig, Mig, Arc and oxy-acetylene welding. I knew how to use brakes, metal shears and punch-presses. To be honest about it, I thought it was a complete waste of time and money, but Dad insisted that I needed that degree framed and hanging on the wall in the office, and since he was paying for it, I hung in there.
I considered my relationship with Susan to be solid. We had been sexually intimate since her eighteenth birthday (I was a month older), and we were in our last semester and already trying to settle on a date for our wedding.
Then it all came crashing down. My folks and I had left town to attend a family reunion. I had tried to get Susan to go with me so she could meet the rest of the family she would be marrying into, but she said she couldn't because she had already promised her parents that she would attend some function with them.
The reunion was in Haleyville, which was just seventy miles away. I drove over by myself since I wouldn't be out of class until a couple of hours after my parents had already gone. The reunion was a two-day affair covering Saturday and Sunday, and we would be staying with my Aunt Mary and Uncle Louie while we were there. I had a good time with all of the relatives on Saturday, but about six o'clock I had the sudden feeling that something wasn't right with Susan. I can't explain it. Suddenly it was just there in my mind. It was a strong enough feeling that I left the reunion and drove home.
I got there about a quarter after eight and drove to Susan's place. It was dark and no one answered when I rang the bell. I remembered that Susan had mentioned the Elks when she told me about her promise to her parents, so I headed for the Elks club. As I was driving down Main Street I saw Susan and Jackson Murphy coming out of the Rialto. It upset me! It upset me greatly because they were holding hands and laughing about something. The girl wearing my engagement ring holding hands with another guy? Damned straight I was upset!
I pulled to the curb and watched them in my side and rearview mirrors as they walked to Susan's car and got into it. Susan pulled out and drove by me, and I gave her a little distance and then I pulled away from the curb and followed. I left enough distance between us so that she wouldn't suspect that she was being followed. Not that she would probably even consider it in the first place. All she would see was a pickup truck and in our town, three out of every five vehicles was a pickup truck.
After about five miles and a couple of turns it dawned on me that that the route she was taking would take her out to Steven's Point. The Point was a favorite make out spot for teens. Once I figured that out, I fell farther back knowing that a car right behind them when they reached the Point would be noticed. When she turned left on the dirt road that took you to the Point, I pulled over, parked on the shoulder and stopped. I gave them five minutes, and then I followed. I stopped, pulled over and parked just before the curve that opened onto the parking area.
I got out and walked the rest of the way. They were the only car parked there, and I quietly walked up to them. Susan and Jackson were making out and I stood there in the dark right next to them and watched. Murphy played with her tits and Susan didn't stop him. When he put his hand on her leg and started moving it towards her pussy and she didn't stop him I'd had enough. I saw that the lock button on her door was up and that meant that her door wasn't locked. I opened the door quickly, grabbed a handful of Susan's hair and yanked her away from Murphy. I grabbed her left arm and pulled it to where I could get take hold of her left hand. I wrestled the ring I'd given her off of her finger and then I let her go.
While I was trying to get the ring off Susan's hand, Murphy got out of the car and came charging around the back of the car at me. Bad move on his part, because he was rushing toward a man who was pissed off, angry and full of rage, a rage that needed an outlet. The ring came off Susan's finger and I turned to meet Murphy. He threw a right, which I blocked, and then I proceeded to stomp his ass. I'll admit that I got a bit carried away and went farther than I should have. When he was down, I should have just walked away instead of kicking him a couple of times, but that's the thing about anger and rage; they don't allow you to think, just react.
When I finally stopped, Murphy was lying there whimpering and clutching his stomach and Susan was sitting in her car and sobbing out "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry." I walked back to my truck and drove home.
Susan called me several times the next day and as soon as I heard her voice, I hung up on her. Then she decided that since I wouldn't take her calls she would come over to the house. When she got there, she rang the bell and when I answered it and saw that it was Susan I closed the door in her face. She stood there and rang the bell for another twenty minutes before I'd had enough. I went out the back door, crossed through the neighbor's backyard and went for a long walk. When I came back, Susan was gone. I got in my truck and moved it around the block thinking that if Susan didn't see the truck there she would figure that I wasn't home.
It was a move that saved my ass.
I was upstairs in my bedroom when my parents came home. Twenty minutes later the cops showed up and Mom, since she saw that my truck wasn't in the drive, told them I wasn't home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I stopped running when I got to the town of Castle Rock, in Colorado. I had only intended it to be a food and fuel stop, but things changed. I was having breakfast in a small café and the previous occupant of the booth I was in had left a copy of the local paper behind when he left.
While waiting for my order, I started reading it and in the want ad section, I noticed an ad that said, "Experienced welder wanted. Apply in person at 1234 Caprice Court."
When I finished my breakfast, I asked the cashier if she knew where the place was and she gave me directions. It was less than three minutes away, and it turned out to be a trailer sales and repair business. I walked in and was interviewed by the shop foreman (Mark), and he took me into the shop area and pointed to a Miller 250 and asked me if I knew how to use it on both steel and aluminum. I said yes, and he had me show him. I did, and he hired me.
Three blocks away there was a Super 8 Motel that had weekly and monthly rates, and I took a room until I could find an apartment. It took me two weeks, but I finally found an apartment that I could afford and I settled in and began my new life.
I was sitting on a stool in a country/western bar drinking a Coors and watching people line dancing and two stepping when a cute girl came up to me and said she needed a partner for a Cowboy Cha Cha. I had learned country/western back home and I knew the dance, so I got off my stool, went out onto the floor with her and ended up spending the rest of the evening dancing with her and sitting at her table with her and the two girlfriends she had come with.
Her name was Shelly, and before the night was over I had a date with her for the next night. Five days later, we made love for the first time and from then on we were a couple. I couldn't get her to move in with me, even though she spent three or four nights staying over.
After a year together, I asked her to marry me and she said no. She said that she just wasn't ready to get married and then she told me about all the girls she had grown up with and who had gotten married were already divorced.
"I just want to make absolutely sure of what I'm doing before I get married."
I didn't push it. I had a good thing going and I saw no sense in doing something that might somehow change it.
Shelly had a favorite aunt who was in an assisted living facility down in Pueblo, and she went down there to visit once a month. While she was gone I usually went to the country/western bar were we had met to listen to the band and do a little line dancing.
One Saturday night about six months after I'd asked Shelly to marry me, I went to the bar and when I walked in I saw that the place was full and that there were no seats at the bar, which is where I usually sat. I saw Bev and Liz, the two girls who had been with Shelly the night I met her, sitting alone at a table. Liz saw me about the same time and she waved me over to join them.
I spent the evening drinking and dancing and talking with the two of them. At one point Liz asked me when I was going to dump Shelly and give either her or Bev a chance.
"I thought that she was your friend."
"She is."
"You don't think it would end your friendship if I took up with you?"
"Why should it? It never has before."
I just shook my head at that and said "I'd never get her to marry me if I did something like that."
"Marry you? You know she won't marry you. She can't."
"Why can't she?"
Liz looked at Bev and Bev shrugged. Liz looked back at me and said "She can't marry you because she is already married."
The look on my face when she said that told her. "You didn't know? You didn't know that she was married? Surely she told you."
I just sat there and looked at her too stunned to speak. Liz shook her head in disbelief and then said:
"Shelly is married to Randy Steele. He is in prison in Canyon City for auto theft and robbing a 7-11. He still has a year and a half to go before he will be eligible for parole, and five to go if he can't get paroled. You have to know. She goes to visit him once a month."
"She told me that she was visiting her aunt in Pueblo. You aren't just jerking my chain are you?"
"Not in the least, Brad. I don't know why she hasn't told you. She told the others she hooked up with."
"That's probably the reason right there" Bev said. "She told the others and they dropped her. She probably didn't want it to happen again so she never told him."
Liz sighed and said "I'm sorry that I had to be the one to break it to you."
"Well I guess that now that the cat is out of the bag and Clueless Brad has been clued in, there isn't any reason why I can't give you and Bev a shot. You going to flip a coin?"
"I've got a better idea" Liz said.
"What's that?"
"Instead of choosing between the two of us, why not take us both?"
"Both?"
"Sure," Bev said. "Haven't you ever had two girls play with you at the same time?
"No I haven't, and I'm not sure that I could handle it. Just taking care of Shelly wears me out."
"Wouldn't you like to try it at least once?" Bev asked.
"I don't know. Finding out about Shelly has pissed me off a bit, but after thinking on it and from what you have just told me, I have at least a year until her man gets out of jail. That means a sure thing for me for at least another year. What if I go for what you are suggesting and it doesn't work out? I wouldn't have you guys or Shelly."
"You would still have Shelly. I know for a fact that she won't dump you, no matter what. The only way she walks away from you is if you dump her."
"You say that, but we can't know that or sure."
"Yes I can know that for sure" Liz said. "Shelly and I have no secrets from each other. We talk all the time. Just a sample here for you. I know all about how much you like anal; I know that your cock has a slight curve to the left and that you have a birthmark on your left butt cheek."
Bev jumped in with, "And Shelly said she measured you and your cock is seven and one-eighth inches long."
"Okay, I'll give you that you talk with her about personal things, but that doesn't mean that she won't get pissed and walk if I take the two of you up on your suggestion."
"What do you really have to lose here?" Liz asked. "So what if you can't handle the two of us together. We can flip a coin or do rock, paper, scissors. I won't speak for Bev, but I'm not the marrying kind. I like my independence too much to give it up, but I could easily see myself in a long term friends with benefits with you."
"Same goes for me, too," Bev said. "So you can't lose on the deal. However it goes, you will end up with at least one of the three of us. And if it is Liz or me you already know that from the talk at this table that we share."
Liz smiled and said, "Trust me on this, Brad. There is no way that you can come out of this a loser."
I learned something that night. I discovered that no one man can ever completely satisfy two highly sexed women. It just can't be done. No matter how hard you try, you just cannot do it. Picture in your mind all of the possible combinations that one man and two women could get into and you will see how that night went. It ended at four in the morning when I just could not answer the call again. The two of them had gotten five times out of me. I was whipped, and I fell into a deep and exhausted sleep.
I woke up at ten the morning between two soft warm bodies and with a hand fondling my cock, but that is all it was doing. The cock was not responding. It got up to about half-mast, but that was all. I opened my eyes to two women looking at me expectantly.
"Get serious," I groaned. "You two nearly killed me last night. It will be months before I recover."
"Nonsense," Bev said. "All we need to do is get some food into you and you will be good to go. Steak and eggs should do the trick."
We got up, got dressed and went to the B&B Café for breakfast. There were several good restaurants in town, but the B had become my favorite breakfast place. Angie, the owner, had taken a liking to me for some reason, and she made the place feel like a home away from home.
Angie raised her eyebrows when I walked in with Liz and Bev, and she was sharp enough to notice the 'just fucked' look on the three of us. We sat down, and Mandy brought us coffee and took our order.
Liz, Bev and I sat there, drank coffee and talked until our food came, and then we dug in. Once I finished eating I got up and went to use the bathroom and on my way back to the table, Angie stopped me.
"Are you sure that you know what you're doing, stud?"
"Of course I don't, Ange, but then that isn't anything new. I sure didn't know about Shelly, but I'll bet you do. Why didn't you clue me in?"
"Why should I? You were happier than a pig in a huge mud puddle and Shel was happy. Why should I have screwed it up for the two of you? All I'm saying here is be careful. I'd hate to see you get hurt."
After breakfast, we went back to my apartment where both girls tried to kill me again. We were on the bed and Liz was in the doggie position and I was fucking her ass while she munched on Bev's beaver when I heard:
"What the fuck?!!"
I turned and saw Shelly standing in the bedroom doorway. Since she spent so much time there, she had her own key. Without stopping what I was doing I smiled at her and said:
"Just auditioning."
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"Just trying out Liz and Bev to see which one I want for your replacement."
"My replacement? Just what the hell does that mean?"
"It means that I found out why you won't marry me."
"What has that got to do with anything? I'm fucking you, not him."
"I guess that's one way of looking at it."
She didn't say anything to that; she just stood there watching. Then to my complete surprise, she started undressing. She walked over to the bed and said:
"Hurry it up, slut. That's my dick and I want it."
I did as she requested and she was standing there with a washcloth when I pulled out of Liz's butt. She cleaned my cock while telling Liz and Bev that their services were no longer required and that she would take things from there.
"What if that's not what I want," I asked.
"We can talk later about what you want. Right now we are going to do what I want." Then she started sucking my cock.
Liz and Bev didn't seem all that upset at being dismissed. They were smiling as they dressed, and then both of them came over and kissed me goodbye before they left.
By the time the two of them were gone Shelly had me up, and she pushed me back on the bed and then mounted me cowgirl.
As she worked, she said, "I'm not giving you up and I'll do my damn best to make sure that you don't want to give me up."
Later, over dinner, I got the full story. She and Randy had been childhood sweethearts and had married just after graduating from high school. She had loved him and because of that, she had been blind to his character flaws. His biggest was that he hated authority. He couldn't put up with being told what to do and all during their time together she looked at it as him sticking up for himself and she felt proud to be the girl of a guy who took no shit and stuck up for himself.



It wasn't until after they were married that she finally realized that he had a big problem. He couldn't hold a job because he couldn't take orders. If his boss told him to do something and he didn't want to do it, he just didn't do it. He lost six jobs in one year, and then word got around and no one would hire him. Shelly was working and paying all the bills, but was having a hard time doing it on her salary alone. They fell behind on the rent and were just days from being evicted. Shelly tore into him for not doing his fair share and he told her to "Eat shit!" and stomped out
He went to his parent's house, got his father's pistol, went down to Monument and robbed the 7-11 there. His car quit on him as he made his getaway, so he stole a car and headed back to Castle Rock. The State Police caught him on I-25. He was tried and sent to prison. Shelly told him that she would wait for him, but did not intend to stay celibate while he was locked up.
"I didn't want the reputation of a slut who did one night and weekend stands, so I looked for guys that I could go long tern with. The problem was that I tried to be honest and I would end up telling them about Randy. Then they would drop me. I decided not to tell you because I didn't want you to drop me like the others had. How did you find out?"
"From Liz and Bev," and I told her how it had come about.
"I thought they were my friends."
"They are. They didn't think they were ratting on you. They knew you had always told the ones that came before me, so they thought that I already knew."
"I guess it is my fault then. I probably should have told them. What are you going to do?"
"I'll worry about that when your hubby gets out. I've got at least a year before that happens right?"
"You won't be sorry, baby; I'll make damned sure of that."
I didn't get that year because of mom calling me and telling me that I had to come home. When she got done telling me what was up, I reminded her that I couldn't come back because I would end up in jail and wouldn't be able to take over the shop anyway. That was when I found out that I could have gone home a year earlier. Murphy apparently had a penchant for other guy's ladies. He had hooked up with some guy's wife and the guy and one of his five brothers did to Murphy what I had done to him and then told him if he ran to the cops and got them arrested his other four brother's would see to it that Murphy's body would never be found. They suggested that he leave town and not come back. Murphey must have believed it, and was gone before the end of the week. Word came back a couple of months later that Murphy had gotten caught with another man's wife only instead of getting a beating out of it, the guy shot and killed him.
"He can't testify against you now so it is safe for you to come back." I, of course, asked why I hadn't been told that sooner and she said "You were settled down out there and seemed to have a good thing going with Shelly, so I just decided to let sleeping dogs lie."
Shelly did not take the news that I was leaving very well, but she did understand why I had to go. She tried to fuck me to death my last three days there, and then after a tearful farewell I was on my way home.
******************************************
My homecoming wasn't all that joyful. Seeing Dad was a shock to me. When I had last seen him he was a healthy and vibrant man, but the stroke had left partially paralyzed on his right side and his speech was slurred. Mom was worn to a frazzle from trying to run the business and take care of Dad at the same time.
The day after I got home, I opened the shop instead of Mom. Five minutes after I unlocked the door Stan came in. Stan had been with my Dad for years, and it was Stan who taught me a good part of what I knew about welding and fabrication. He came in, grabbed me in a hug that picked me up off the floor (he was 6'7" to my 5'11"), so there I was dangling off the floor when the other two employees came in. I didn't know either of them, so it was just a tad embarrassing for them to see me that way since I was going to be their new boss. They made a joke of it when one of them said "At least we know how to control him now," and we all laughed. Larry and Carl had both come to work for Dad about six months after I had left town. They turned out to be good guys and I got along well with both of them.
Being in charge took a bit of getting used to, but I eventually got the hang of it. Business was steady and we always had plenty of work to do. That part of my life was going well, but on the personal side things weren't all that great. Mom wanted me to live at home with her and Dad, but while I understood her reasons, I knew that I wouldn't be all that comfortable bringing ladies home with me when I finally got back into the swing of things (which I hoped wouldn't take too long). Besides, my sister Sarah was still living at home, so she could help out when Mom needed it, and I would always be on call if I was really needed.
I found an apartment close to work and home, got settled in and started hitting my old haunts to see who was still around and what and where the new happening places were. I was only twenty when I left, so I hadn't been into the bar scene, although I knew where to good ones were and was looking forward to checking them out when I turned twenty-one, which occurred six weeks after I had hurriedly left town.
I hooked up with a couple of guys I'd played ball with in high school, and they turned me on to the places that the guys (and girls) our age usually went to. One of them was a country/western place called the Wild Horse. It hadn't been around when I'd left, and I decided to give it a look since I'd really gotten into country/western dancing while I was in Colorado.
I stopped in on a Saturday night and took an instant liking to the place. Of course, it didn't hurt that the barmaid and the three waitresses were stone foxes. All three of them made my tongue (and other parts) hard, but I knew better than to take a run at them. They were no doubt hit on from the start of their shifts until they went home, and all I would be to them was another asshole trying to get lucky.
I took a seat at the bar, ordered a beer and then looked around and checked the place out. I noticed that there wasn't anyone there that I knew. The band was pretty good, and about the only fault I could find (at least from my perspective) is that there were no unescorted women there. The crowd was all couples and two or three single guys like me. It didn't kill the night for me because I like to line dance, and so I did spend some time out on the floor.
The high point of the night for me was when the band started playing Black Velvet. They had just come back from a break and I was just walking across the dance floor on my way back to my bar stool following a trip to the restroom. I stopped heading for my seat and stated doing the Rhumba as a line dance (sometimes called the Cowboy Rhumba). I was about eight steps into the dance when I noticed that I was the only one out on the floor. Several people were standing around the edges of the floor watching me, but no one else had come out onto the floor. I wondered what the hell was going on and about halfway through the dance I started feeling a little self-conscience so I quit dancing and headed for my bar stool.
I'd just sat down when two women, a blond and a redhead, came up to me and the redhead asked, "Why did you stop?"
"I felt a little embarrassed at being out there with everyone watching me."
"We were all trying to figure out what you were doing."
"Just the line dance rhumba."
It turned out that I was the only one in the building that night who knew the dance. The redhead asked, "Could you teach us the dance?" and the blond said, "Please? We will make it worth your while. You won't have to buy another drink tonight."
"How? Can't do it with a floor full of people."
"You can do it when the band takes its next break."
She called the barmaid over. "Get him another drink, Paula, and put it on our tab."
Paula brought me a beer and then the blond said, "I'm Grace and this (pointing at the redhead) is Becky," and then she took my arm and said, "Come on; you're joining us."
Paula laughed and said, "Best go along, sport; she can get pretty pissed when she doesn't get her way."
I followed them over to where two tables had been put together and was introduces to Glen (Grace's husband), Chuck (Becky's fiancé) and Mike and Francine, who were the other couple at the table.
Then the night got busy for me. Just after the introductions, the band started paying George Strait's "The Chair," and Becky asked me if I knew the Cowboy Cha Cha. When I said yes she said, "Come on," and reached for my hand. I looked at Chuck and he smiled and made a 'go' motion with his hand. From that point on, I was on the floor line dancing or dancing with Becky. Chuck never danced with her and didn't seem the least bit upset with her dancing with me.
I found out why when he got up to go to the bathroom. I could tell from the way he was walking that something wasn't quite right. Grace saw me looking at him and I guess she could read from my face what I was wondering about.
She leaned over next to me and in a whisper said, "He lost his right leg in Iraq and can't dance, but Becky loves to dance so he sits and quietly drinks while she does her thing."
"Not the jealous type?"
"Very jealous, so he rarely lets her dance with someone he doesn't know and trust and quite frankly, I'm surprised that he is letting you dance with her considering he, and for that matter, all of us don't know a thing about you. But you need to be careful. Becky is a notorious flirt, but that is all that it is; just flirting, so please don't read anything into her actions, okay?"
"Got it."
Becky did flirt and she was a sexy little lady, and if Grace hadn't clued me in I probably would have tried to take things farther.
The band took its next break and I found myself playing dance instructor to about twenty people. By the time the band came back it looked like my students had things down pat, so I asked one of the band members if they could do Black Velvet again and he said that they would. They led off the set with the song, and my students did pretty well at it.
I did two more dances with Becky and one more line dance and then it was time for me to go. Becky asked me if I was going to come in again and I told her it was very likely.
"We are here every Saturday night."
I looked over at Chuck and he just shrugged, so all I said was "We'll see."
The next week was a very busy week for me, and I didn't have time for much except work and sleep. On Friday, Wendell Carson came into the shop needing a repair on his flatbed trailer. Wendell and I had been classmates, and while his trailer was being repaired Wendell and I caught up on things.
The first thing he wanted to know was why I had suddenly disappeared and what I had been doing since. As far as I knew, the only ones who knew why were my parents, Susan and the cops. I figured that it would be best to keep it that way, so I just told him that Susan and I had broken up and I had felt the need to put some distance between us. I told him where I had gone and what I had done, and then he brought me up to date on what was going on with the people we used to hang with. He never mentioned Susan and I didn't ask. What he did tell me was that a group of them usually got together Friday at Barney's. They had a band there on Fridays and Saturdays and the drink prices were reasonable. He told me I should show up, since a lot of the old crowd would be there and would like to see me.
I walked into the place at seven-thirty and saw Wendell and several other old classmates already there. They had pushed three tables together and were sitting around them. Wendell saw me, waved me over and I took an empty seat between Marv Pallister and Gail Looms. Then, of course, I had to tell everyone where I'd been, but I avoided telling them why.
While we had been talking, the band had been setting up and when they started playing, several of the group got up and moved out onto the dance floor. That left Marsha Moss, Maria Waterman, Ken Baft, Gail and me at the table. Ken had a cast on his right foot so he wasn't going to be doing any dancing, so the three girls were looking at me. I knew what all three wanted and I could see that they were all waiting for me to do what they wanted me to do.
The problem was that even though I wanted to get up and dance, I couldn't make up my mind as to how I should handle the situation. At one time or another I had dated all three during the times that Susan and I had broken up. Which one should I ask? How was I to do it without making the other two feel slighted and leaving them sitting there asking themselves, "Why her and not me?" Fortunately, the problem was solved when Gail got off her chair and said:
"Come on, Brad; let's dance."
We stayed out on the floor for the rest of that number and the next one before returning to the table. Gail sat down, but before I could, Marsha stood up and said, "My turn, Brad" and I went back out onto the dance floor. I did two songs with Marsha and by the time we got back to the table, a few more people had shown up, another table had been added and one of the new arrivals had Maria out on the dance floor.
I was just getting into the swing of things when a wet blanket was dropped over me. I was out on the dance floor with Gail when Susan and Chad Reese walked in and took a seat at the tables. When the tune ended, the band announced that they would be taking a break, so I walked Gail back to the table. As I approached, Susan saw me coming and her eyes went wide in surprise and then her face lit up in a smile, but I didn't see how long the smile lasted. I saw Gail to her seat, thanked her for dancing with me, turned and walked up to the bar, settled my tab and then got the hell out of the place. As I left, I mentally crossed Barney's off of my list of places to go. If Susan frequented the place, I definitely would avoid it.
It is a truism that actions have consequences. I was having breakfast at the Village Inn on Sunday morning when Gail and Marsha slid into the booth across from me. I'd seen them at a table in the back when I came in, but I didn't even think about joining them. I hadn't been back long enough to know their circumstances. Things like, did they have boyfriends and were maybe waiting for their guys to show up. Maybe their guys were already here, but had gone to the bathroom. I decided that it would be best for me to sit myself down somewhere else.
Without even a "Good morning, Brad" Marsha went right to, "What happened on Friday? We were having a great time, you had a big smile on your face and suddenly I was like someone hit a switch, your smile disappeared and then you did."
I had never intended to tell folks about what had happened between Susan and me, but when Marsha asked the question I knew that realistically it would have come out eventually. Too many people knew Susan and me not to be asking the questions, so I decided that it would be best to get it over with. There was no doubt in my mind that Marsha and Gail would share the information (gossip) with others, and that would lead to fewer people wanting to ask me.
I laid it out for Gail and Marsha and got the expected "You must be wrong! Susan would never do that to you."
"Ladies; I was standing there watching it happen."
Suddenly the light bulb over Gail's head lit up. "That's why Murphy was in the hospital! You did that to him?"
I nodded a yes and then said, "Can we please drop the subject?"
"We could," Gail said, "but where would be the fun in that?"
"Fun?
"Yes, Brad, fun. I don't have any plans for tonight. How about you? Got any plans?"
"I'm not sure on what I plan on doing tonight, but whatever it is I'm sure that I don't want to do it alone."
She grabbed a napkin, pulled a pen out of her purse, wrote on the napkin and then handed it to me.
"Pick me up at three. By then I'll have figured out what we can do."
Marsha looked at her watch and said, "We need to get going, Gail. I'm supposed to meet Charlie and his parents and try and decided where we want to have the wedding reception."
The two of them got up to leave and Gail said, "See you at three."
I stopped by the house to check in with my parents. Dad, of course, wanted to know how things were going on at the shop and I told him we were busy and that I had a handle on it. Mom told me that Susan had called and asked how she could get in touch with me.
"I hope you told her not to bother."
"I did no such thing. I told her that I would have you call her. You really do need to do it, Brad. As much as the two of you once meant to each other you need to sit down with her. I'm not saying the two of you should get back together, but you should at least let her speak her piece. You need to look at it this way. You don't talk to her and she will just keep hounding you to get you to talk with her. You talk to her and you put an end to it."
When she put it that way, I knew she was right. I just had to talk myself into doing it.
"I'll give it some thought, but it won't be for a couple of days. I'll need to work myself up to it."
I rang Gail's doorbell right at three. She greeted me with a smile and asked if I had done any country/western dancing while I was in Colorado.
"I did some."
"What I have in mind, if it is okay with you, is dinner at Three Margaritas and then some two-stepping at The Wild Horse. It's a new place that opened while you were gone."
I smiled, told her I'd already been there and said, "I thought they only had bands on Friday and Saturday."
"Mostly true. On those nights, they have professional bands, but the place lets local garage type bands come in on other nights to give them some exposure and give them the experience of playing in the front of an audience. It's a win-win situation. The band gets experience even though they are playing for free, and the bar gets some people in on what would otherwise be a dead night. One of the girls I work with told me that her boyfriend's band will be playing there tonight. So, good for you?"
It was, and I had a great time. The band was a little rough around the edges and I put it down to nerves at playing in front of a crowd. As the evening moved on and they saw that they weren't bombing, things smoothed out. They were actually pretty good.
The girl who had the boyfriend in the band was sitting at a table with another girl, and Gail led me over to the table and introduced me to Andria and Molly. Molly was another girl she worked with and we joined them. I danced mostly with Gail, but she let me know she expected me to be sociable and dance with her friends a couple of times. A new experience for me, being asked by my date to dance with other girls. I did it and I enjoyed it. When I took Gail home I got a pretty decent kiss, was told she had a fine time and would like to do it again, so we made a date for Wednesday.
Monday was a busy day at work and by quitting time I was whipped. I went home, made myself some dinner and vegged out in front of the TV until I felt like hitting the sack. Tuesday wasn't as hectic, and I had some time to think on the Susan situation. Mom was right. I did need to do it and put it behind me. At closing time, I settled into the chair in the office, picked up the phone and called Susan. She answered on the third ring.
"Hello?"
"Mom says you want to talk to me."
"Brad? Oh my god. I never thought you would call."
"Thank my mom. She's the one who talked me into it. She said the only way to get you out of my life was to let you speak your piece."



There was silence for a few seconds and then Susan said, "But I don't want to be out of your life."
"Then you shouldn't have been out at Steven's Point with another man while wearing my ring. You wanted to talk, so say what you want to say and let's get this over with."
'I screwed up. I thought that you would never find out. All I wanted to do was see what another guy would be like. You are the only boy I'd ever been with. I'd never dated another guy. I'd never even kissed another guy and I'd never... well you know. I was curious. Jackson meant nothing to me. I love you, Brad; I've always loved you. I still do. I'm sorry, baby. I never meant to hurt you. I never meant to break us up."
"You might not have meant to, but you did. Let's look at what you did from my point of view. You try on Jackson to satisfy your curiosity and you find out that he is a better kisser and he is better than me in the sack or he has a bigger dick that gets you off better than I ever did, so it's, 'Sorry, Brad; you just don't cut it for me anymore'.
"The second scenario is that you do it with Jackson and you find out that it is different with him than with me. Not better or worse, just different, so you say to yourself 'Brad and Jackson are different. I wonder what X might be like and after him how about Y'. Then it would be, 'Z sure is a hunk. I wonder what he would be like'?
"Then there is a third scenario. You didn't like it at all and you decided to never do it again. But Jackson liked it and wanted more. You tell him to take a hike and he says, 'Do it or I'll tell Brad what you did with me'. Then there is the fact that Jackson was a stone asshole and there is no doubt in my mind at all that he wouldn't be telling everybody that he had done you. Don't you remember 12th grade? He was telling everybody that he had banged Pauline French. She denied it, but the fact is that he was still telling everybody he did. You remember what happened then?"
Susan said no, and I went on. "Everybody and his brother started hitting on her. Then at Norm Miller's birthday party, three guys tried to drag her into a bedroom. Luckily, some other guys saw what was happening and they stepped in and stopped it. The point that I am making here is that you would never have been able to hide it from me. Someone would say something or do something that would clue me in. Once clued in, we would be over and that's even if it happened after we were married.
"There is a thing about curiosity, Susan. It is never satisfied. Once you start to wonder you will always wonder. True, you may never again do anything, but I'd know you did it once and I'd never be fully sure that you wouldn't do it again if for some reason I wasn't around and you thought I'd never find out. We are done, Susan. Stop wasting your time thinking there might be some way to get us back together. It just is not going to happen."
By the time I finished talking she was crying and I sat there waiting for her to say whatever she was going to say.
Finally she got herself under control and said, "You aren't being fair. You had other experiences. I know you did Gail, Marsha, Maria and Becky during our breakups. You did other girls, so how can you be pissed that I wanted to try other guys?"
"The difference, Susan, is that what I did was before you let me put a ring on your finger. Once that ring was in place, we were supposed to be exclusive. It isn't my fault that during our breakups you never tried someone else. If you had done it then, it would have been a case of no harm no foul. You would have just been doing what I did and it would have been none of my business.
"That ring said that you were mine and no one else's. That ring said I was yours and no one else's. It didn't matter, at least to me, that we hadn't yet said our vows. Once you said yes when I proposed and accepted my ring, you were supposed to be mine and only mine from then on."
She was still crying and moaning that it wasn't fair and I heard the click as she hung up the phone. I felt bad at making her cry, but she needed to know that we were never going to get back together because I meant what I'd said; I would never be able to trust her again.
My Wednesday date with Gail was dinner and a show, followed by a pretty decent kiss when I got her back to her place. We made a date for Friday, and we went to the Wild Horse where we ran into Marsha and her fiancé. I was introduced to Charlie and we shared a table with them. It was another good night and when I got Gail home, the goodnight kiss turned into a steamy make out session. I remembered what a hot fuck she had been back in the day, but I'd been gone a while and didn't know the lay of the land, so I was letting Gail set the pace. We did make a date for Friday, and I headed back to my place.
Thursday and Friday were very busy at work, and I pretty much wanted to fall into bed when I got home, but I did have a date with Gail for that evening, so I went home and got ready for the date. When I picked her up, she said that she wanted to go to Barney's, but I balked and told her why I wanted to avoid the place.
"Nonsense! It doesn't matter where you go in this town you are bound to run into her off and on. Pull up your 'big boy pants' and deal with it."
She was right. I'd put Susan out of my life, but she was always going to be around somewhere and I would just have to deal with it. When we got to Barney's, the same group who had been there the last time I was there had several table put together and we joined them. We had been there just a little over an hour when the inevitable happened. Susan showed up with Paul Stacks, another table was pulled up and they sat down. Fortunately, we were at one end of the tables and Susan and Paul were at the other end. I'd played ball with Paul and he as a nice guy, so when he said, "Hey Brad, welcome back," I responded with, "Good to be back."
Susan avoided looking my way, so it was a surprise when about twenty minutes later Susan got up, came over to me and asked me to dance. I was about to refuse when Gail leaned into me and whispered in my ear:
"Go! Be strong! You can do it."
I got up, offered Susan my arm and we moved out onto the dance floor. It was a waltz and as we moved to the music, Susan said, "I've accepted it, Brad, but can we still stay friends?"
"I don't know, Susan. It would be a bit awkward."
"Why? You are still friends with Gail, Marsha and Maria and I know you did them."
"That was different. There was no emotional involvement there. It was just sex play and we all knew that it would never be any more than that. I was in love with you, Susan, and that is what makes things different."
"All I can ask is for you to at least try."
"I can do that. No promises, but I will try."
The music ended, I walked her back to the table and she thanked me for the dance. When I sat down next to Gail, she leaned over and whispered to me, "Now that wasn't so bad, was it?"
"No, but it did kill the mood I was in. Feel up to leaving?"
"Let's go," she said.
In the car she was quiet for the first five minutes and then she asked, "Mind telling me why the mood change?"
I thought about it for a minute or so and then said, "It just reminded me of what I'd lost. I had loved her for a long, long time. Still do, truth be told. That we can never again be what we once were is a bit of a downer."
Gail slid over next to me and said, "Miss Gail knows the cure for the downers," and she put her hand on my lap and moved it around until she found my cock. She stroked it and it started growing.
"Are you sure that you want to do that?"
"You never used to mind."
"That was a long way back, Babe."
"Nothing's changed, Sugar. Neither one of us was going with anyone back then and neither one of us is going with anyone now. All it was back then was fun and that's all it is going to be now."
That's what I wanted to hear. I was hoping to get there anyway, but I had been going slowly because I wanted to make sure that I wasn't in a hurry to get myself into another romantic relationship, at least not for a while. "My place or yours," is all I said.
"Mine's closer," was her response.
Gail didn't believe in messing around. As soon as we were in her apartment, she said, "The bedroom is this way," and she led me to it. We hurriedly got undressed and then got down to it. Missionary followed by sixty-nine followed by doggie, another sixty-nine and then more missionary followed by her trying to get me up one more time. When it was finally clear that I was not going to be able to answer the call again I got off the bed.
"Where are you going?"
"Home."
"The hell you are. You are going to wake up here in the morning and give me another chance at you."
"What the hell," I thought. "Tomorrow isn't a work day for me," so I crawled back into bed with Gail.
I had no idea how long it had been there, but when I woke up in the morning we were spooned together and my right hand was on Gail's right tit, and her butt was pushing back into my morning wood. I tried to move away without waking Gail up, but that didn't work out too well. As soon as I moved, she was awake and she reached back for my cock. I pushed her hand away, got up and went to her bathroom for my morning whiz. When I got back to the bedroom, I found her with her legs spread wide and a big smile on her face. She got one more out of me before I put a stop to it.
"If you plan to keep this going I need to get something in my stomach to give me some energy."
She pouted and said, "Wimp! Big man going to admit he can't handle a little girl?"
"I didn't say I was going to quit; I just need to refuel."
Over pancakes and bacon at the Village Inn, we talked about the changes that had taken place in the people we knew and in the town. The thing that surprised me the most was the fact that over half of the people I'd known (or knew) that had gotten married were already divorced, or going through one.
"Which brings up something we need to talk about," Gail said. "I do hope that you don't see what we are doing as going someplace. Little Miss Gail has discovered that she is not the marrying kind. I like my independence too much to settle down. What say you?"
"Honestly? I can go along with it for a while, but I AM the marrying kind and someday I'll meet someone with whom I will want to make the long haul. Actually, I've already known two, but neither of them worked out."
"Two? Sue and who else?"
I told her about Shelly and how that worked out."
"You do know that Sue would kill to get back with you?"
"I know, but I also know that it would never work out."
"How can you know that?"
"I can't really know that, and that's the killer. She cheated on me once and I'd always be wondering if she would do it again. I'd constantly be watching her like a hawk, looking for signs that she was doing it again, and I just won't live like that. Look at all the couples that we just talked about. Why are they divorced or getting divorced?"
"Because one or the other of them cheated?"
"Exactly. You and I both know that almost all of them had engaged in sexual activities with people other than the ones they eventually married, so their curiosities about others should have been satisfied, right? I mean, they sampled others before settling on the one they married, so why did they cheat after they got married?"
"I really don't know."
"I don't know either, so why should I take a chance and tie myself to someone I already know cheats?"
"This talk is going to kill my mood if we don't stop it. How about we finish eating and then go back to what we were doing until you wussed out on me."
"Good idea."
My friends with benefits relationship with Gail lasted nine months, and they were pretty good months. During them, I did occasionally date other girls, but I never found one with whom that I clicked. Even so, at heart I was a man who wanted a wife and family, so I knew that Gail and I wouldn't be going on much longer. I was going to have to find a girl that I could settle down with and have the life I wanted.
Then I ran into Harlina Collins. Lina and I had gone to school together and we had dated a couple of times during one of my breakups with Susan and her breakup with her longtime boyfriend, Billy Holbrook. We had several very hot make out sessions that didn't lead to anything. I think the relationship on my part at the start was just teenaged bullshit, showing Susan that I didn't need her, and I'm sure that on Harlina's part, all she was doing is showing Billy that he shouldn't be taking her for granted.
As things progressed, my feelings for Lina started to change to the point where there was a good chance that I might not have returned to Susan. Then one night Lina broke a date with me and the next day she was back with Billy. Two weeks later, I was back with Susan.
I was sitting in a booth at the Village Inn looking at the sports talk show on the TV when a voice from behind me asked, "Want to share your booth with a hot chick?"
I turned and saw Harlina standing there. She bent and kissed me, and then sat down on the seat on the other side of the table.
"I heard that you were back," she said. "Why haven't you looked me up?"
"Probably because I didn't want to engage in fisticuffs with Billy."
"You haven't heard? Billy is long gone."
"Why? What happened?"
"Cheating is what happened. Our relationship couldn't survive it. You back for good?"
"Looks like it."
She took a pad and pen out of her purse, wrote on the pad, tore off the top sheet and handed it to me.
"Call me," she said, and she started to get up.
"Where are you going?"
"Back to work. I was here having lunch with the girls I work with when I saw you. I'm usually home by six."
That night I told Gail about Lina and she asked, "Are you going to call her?"
"Probably. At one time, I thought we might have had something going. Won't hurt to see if anything might still be there."
"I'm in no hurry to lose you, baby, but we both know that I can never be what you want. Even if I could handle being permanent in your life, the kid's part is a no go. I don't want any. Don't like them. I can't stand my nieces and nephews, so I know I'd be a lousy mother. Just like with the others, babe; I'll be here if it doesn't work out."
I did call Lina, and we started dating. The feelings that I'd had for her way back when seemed to still be there. After six weeks of dating (and three of making love), I asked Lina to move in with me. She said she couldn't.
"It wouldn't be fair to you."
"Not fair to me? What the hell does that mean?"
"I couldn't live with you while seeing Billy on the side. It just wouldn't be fair to you."
"He cheated on you and you kicked him out, but you are still seeing him?"
"Billy never cheated on me, Brad. I cheated on him and he divorced me over it, but even though he says he can't live with me, he still loves me and once a month or so he calls me, and because I still love him we get together."
Finding that out killed the relationship for me. Lina tried to convince me that it wouldn't hurt our FWB relationship, but it did and I stopped seeing her.
By then, Gail had moved on and I was so bummed out that for the next month I didn't leave my place except to go to work and have Sunday dinner with my parents. I just stayed home, drank beer and watched the drivel that the TV offered. I was in danger of turning into an alcoholic, when one night my doorbell rang. I went to the door, opened it and my life changed again.
I found Shelly standing there.
Before I could say a word Shelly said, "You once asked me to marry you. Is the offer still on the table?"
I stepped aside and let her in.
Authors note:
In the old days, I would have ended the story right here and let you use your imagination as to where the story might go, but I do occasionally pay attention to feedback and it seems that most of you don't care for that approach. So, even though I reserve the right to end my stories the way I want, this time I'll put a finishing touch on the story for you.
In what would prove to be one of the smartest things I've ever done in my life I stepped aside. I let her in, and when I closed the door and turned to face her, she wrapped me in her arms and kissed me.
I pulled away and looked at her. I had so many questions that I didn't know where to start. Fortunately for me, she had all the answers ready for me. She pulled me over to the couch and sat down with me. One of the questions that I had on my mind was, "How do you know where I live?" Another was, "You are married to Randy, so how can you ask me if my offer is still on the table?"
It was as if she could read my mind and she said, "I got to know your mother when she came out to visit you in Colorado and we have kept in touch. When I divorced Randy, I called your mom to see how you were and she told me about Gail so I figured that I'd blown my chance with you. Next time I called her, you were with Harlina. When I called her last week, she told me that you and Harlina had broken up so I gambled, hurried up and got here before that could change. So here I am. I know that it is kind of sudden, but can I check out of the motel and move in? Or am I too late?"
"I don't understand. You were going to wait for Randy. You said that you promised him that you would."
"I did promise, but there were conditions attached. The first one you already know about, and you seemed to like it enough to propose. Then had to put fighting authority behind him; he had to behave himself, be a model prisoner and make parole. If he did those things, I would wait for him. He didn't do it. He kept resisting authority, kept getting into fights and that cost him any chance at early parole.
"Then in one fight he hit a guard who tried to break it up and earned himself two more years. When I found out about it, I divorced him. When the divorce was final I called your mother; we kept in touch, I took a chance and here I am."
I looked at her and began to smile. I stood up and said, "We need to get you out of that motel before they charge you for another day."
Two months later, we were married, and six years later we have two kids, a third one on the way and I'm happier than a pig in a very large mud puddle.
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I don't know whether I was naïve or just plain stupid, but it had to be one or the other that put me in the situation that I was in. And that? Driving away from the home of my sister in law with her husband's video camera and Beretta 94F on the seat beside me. I don't come off looking too good in the story that led me to this point and all I can say about it is what I said in the first paragraph - naïve or just plain stupid!
+++++++++++++++++++++
It all started fifteen years ago when I met Beverly McKay. It was lust at first sight on my part and it took me two weeks of trying almost daily to get her to go out with me. It took another month to get her on a bed with me and after that it was 'Katy bar the door' as we had sex anywhere we could and as often as we could.
It was great sex and Bev was one hot mama, but we both knew after the first couple of weeks that we were not right for each other, but that didn't stop us from fucking up a storm for almost nine months. It might have gone on longer, but Bev met Brad and I was history.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Three months later as I was moving through the Boom Boom Room looking for a honey to grace my bed that night I saw Bev and Brad come in and they had a raven haired beauty with them. I didn't go and say hi to them because I was a bit uncomfortable around Brad. He knew about the nine months I spent with Bev and while he'd never said anything to me I always felt that he was keeping a close eye on me when he was around. He really didn't need to though because even though I was a horn dog I did have some standards. I would not go after a married woman. I admit that I've had a few, but only because they hid the fact from me. Once I found out that they were wed I dropped them.
Even though I was avoiding Bev and Brad they had seen me when they came in and maybe twenty minutes after they had arrived Bev came up to me and told me that she needed a favor.
"My sister Barb just moved back to town and she is here with me tonight. She is a little on the nervous side because she doesn't know anyone here. Will you please join us and keep her company? I know she wants to dance, but she hasn't liked the looks of anyone who has asked her so far. I told her that I knew you and that you were a nice guy so help me out here please?"
"Knowing me as well as you do you are still willing to inflict me on your sister?"
"You aren't a bad guy Rob. You always took no for an answer. You kept trying until I stopped saying no, but you always stopped when I told you to."
I did join Bev, Brad and Bev's sister Barbara. Barb was a stone fox and by the time we returned to the table after our first dance I wanted her and not just as an evenings bed buddy. By the end of the evening in my mind I was already picturing the ring I was going to buy her. By the time we said goodnight I had a date with Barb for the next evening.
We had a great time on that date and when I took her home I had a date for Friday evening. For the first time since high school my goal was not the immediate bedding of my date. I took things slow and was extremely careful not to do anything that might put Barb off.
It was our sixth date before we kissed and even then it was Barb who made it happen. She had kissed me on the cheek on every date since the third, but on the sixth she kissed me on the lips and we stood in front of Bev and Brad's door necking for about ten minutes before she pushed me away and said:
"Good night sweetie."
On our next date the necking took place in my truck and lasted for over a half an hour. Once again it was started by Barb. When I pulled up in front of the house she slid over next to me and said "Kiss me" and of course I did and I kept doing it until she pulled away. I walked her to the door, got one last steamy kiss and then I headed back to my condo.
Yes, my condo. I guess it is time for a little about me. I'm Robert Dawson - Rob to my friends - and I'm a twenty-four year old college graduate with a degree in Business Management. I wanted to go for Electrical Engineering, but my dad was paying and he insisted on Business Management. He insisted because it would prepare me for moving into his business. The business was actually a holding company that had several going concerns among its properties.
Dad had started a construction company that had done so well that he bought a building supply company in order to give him better pricing on materials. The construction and building supply companies kept growing and dad bought a foundation and forms outfit to give him better pricing on concrete for his basements and footings. Next was a block of properties that he could build houses on followed by a landscaping company to finish off the houses that he built. And it went on and on like that.
Every summer from the time I turned thirteen was spent working for one or another of dad's companies as dad started to prepare me for taking over from him someday. That was his plan, but not mine. By the time I was eighteen I knew that I didn't want to take over from him. Not that I disliked the business, but because I didn't want to live the life he led.
The business consumed him. Up at five and off to work, rain or shine, weekdays and weekends and home late more often than not. I watched his marriage to my mom disintegrate slowly. He made lots of money and mom lacked for nothing. Big fancy house, a new luxury car every year, a maid to take care of the house and a gardener to take care of the grounds. Membership at the country club and enough credit cards to buy a small country. The one thing she really wanted she couldn't have. Dad!
I spent more time with him than she did, but only because he drug me off to work with him. Weekends, holidays, vacations and spring breaks were all spent working at one or another of his companies. Mom would have preferred to work with him as his PA or something just so she could spend some time with him, but he wouldn't have it.
"No wife of mine is going to have to work. I'm doing all this for you. I want you to have the life you deserve."
The problem with that was that it wasn't the life she wanted.
I was not going to live like that, but I was a realist. I didn't have to look for a job after graduation. I was guaranteed a job with a good salary and more than likely I would inherit the whole thing someday. I say more than likely because it wasn't a sure thing. Dad had a way of getting back at those who pissed him off and I belonged to that club.
It wasn't a month after going to work for my dad as a full time employee that I had an occasion to tell dad that his life was not going to be mine. I was working ten or twelve hours a day during the week and one Friday around two in the afternoon he called me into his office and told me that I was going to have to work the Sanderson project over the weekend and I flat out told him that I was not going to do it.
"Friday nights and the weekends are mine and I have no intension of spending them at work."
Then I got the lecture about responsibility and the needs of the company and how I needed to learn all the ins and outs and I could only get that experience by putting in time. I let him finish and then said:
"I know the ins and outs. You forget that you have had me working here since I was thirteen. I'll give fifty or sixty hours during the week, but the weekends are mine. I have absolutely no intension of turning out like you and spending every waking moment working, I am going to have a life outside of Dawson Enterprises."
He didn't like it, but short of firing me there wasn't anything he could do about it. I left his office, went home and changed clothes and then I went out on the prowl. That Friday was a turning point in my life. Not only was it the day I let my father know that Dawson Enterprises wasn't going to consume me as it had him, but it was on that Friday night's prowl that I met Beverly which in turn led to my meeting Barb.
++++++++++++++++++++
As I drove home to the condo I'd bought with the trust fund I'd come into when I graduated from college (Mom had insisted that dad set it up) I contemplated my relationship with Barb. More to the point I contemplated on how hard or far to push things.
For the first time in my life I had a woman that I didn't want to lose. I'd had other ongoing relationships, but I had always known that they weren't going to last and knowing that I was not overly cautious about what I said or did. I did not want to do or say anything that would push Barb away.
Add to that Barb's actions. She had made the first moves as far as make out sessions were concerned and I had to wonder what that meant. Was she sending me signals? I had no frame of reference because it was always me pushing forward in my other relationships. I'd never had a woman make the first move. Was Barb telling me that..." "Oh fuck! Give it up" I thought as I parked the truck in my parking space. "Too much thinking is almost as bad as not thinking things through at all." Just before falling asleep I decided on what I needed to do.
The next day I took an early lunch and paid a visit to Zales. That evening I took a knee in front of Barb and asked her to be my wife. The response was not what I expected.
"Gee Bob, I'm flattered that you feel that way about me, but we don't know each other well enough to be taking a step like that."
"I know you well enough that I'm on my knee asking."
"But I don't know you well enough to say yes."
"Oh come on Barb. You know everything about me up to and including my hat size."
"True, but I don't know about the most important thing that I need to know. I like you Rob; I like you a lot. Actually I like you an awful lot and it may even be love or something growing into to love, but I am a very sexual person Rob and the man I marry is going to have to be able to keep up with me. I have tried my best to lure you into the bedroom to see what you can do, but you can't seem to take the hint. I have to wonder why. What are you hiding? What are you afraid that I might discover?"
"None of that. I've been afraid of making a move that might push you away from me."
"Then I think what you need to do is take me to your place, get me naked and see if we have a future together."
It was a long night and I believe that I gave a good account of myself. I guess she thought that I was a good enough fit where she was concerned because she said:
"There is one thing that you need to know before you slide that ring on my finger and I'm telling you ahead of time that you are not going to like it."
"Whatever it is it isn't going to scare me off."
"We will see. I have a trust fund that my grandparents set up for me. I don't come into it until I'm thirty-five. I could have had it at twenty-five if I would have gone to college, but I hated high school and just couldn't see another four years going to classes. Anyway, one of the stipulations of the trust is that if I marry before coming into the trust the man I marry must agree to sign a prenuptial agreement."
"I don't see a problem with that."
"You haven't read the agreement yet. One of the clauses is that if either party is unfaithful the unfaithful party leaves the marriage with nothing. You see the problem? We are not even officially engaged and we are already talking about adultery. Not even married and we are discussing how to end it."
"It is only a piece of paper Barb and it means absolutely nothing. If anything I can look at it as an insurance policy against you cheating on me. Would you cheat on me knowing that it could cost you your trust? Hell no you wouldn't."
I got off the bed and went to where my pants had fallen when I'd hurriedly striped down to get on the bed with Barb. I got the ring out of my pants pocket and then for the second time in twelve hours I asked Barb to marry me and that time she said yes.
++++++++++++++++++++
Six months later we were married and eleven months after that we were the parents of twin boys. Sixteen months after that, almost to the day, Barb gave me twin girls.
The condo was sold and I had a six bedroom house with four baths built on two acres. Barb became a stay at home mom until the kids were all in school and then she took a part time job as a receptionist at a law firm. We didn't need the money, but she said she needed to get out of the house and do something.
Her hours were set so she didn't need to be to work until after she'd gotten the kids off to school and she got off about half an hour before they were due home. She did have to work every other Saturday and while I didn't much like it I kept my mouth shut to keep the peace.
Life settled into a routine. I bowled one night a week on the team that the company sponsored in the Tuesday night men's house league at Starlight Lanes and Barb spent Tuesdays and some Thursdays working with Bev who had taken up selling Tupperware. We went out for dinner and dancing on either Friday or Saturday and usually with Bev and Brad.
Our love life was pretty damned good and even after fifteen years of marriage we were still going at it five or six times a week. The only dark spot, at least for me, was that Barb would never let me have her sexy ass. She said she had tried it with two previous boyfriends (long before she met me) and she had hated it. I didn't press the issue since nothing else was off the table and I got as much as I could handle anyway. As far as I was concerned I had a great marriage. A superb marriage.
++++++++++++++++++++
There was a bad period during our thirteenth year while I was trying to get over the death of my parents. They had chartered a flight to go to Cabo San Lucas for their fortieth anniversary and somewhere between home and Cabo the plane disappeared. No wreckage was ever found and after the will was read I found myself standing at the helm of Dawson Enterprises.
It was in our fifteenth year that things turned sour. One night after an exhausting session on the bed Barb said:
"You know I love you right?"
"Oh fuck!" I thought. "What the hell did I do wrong now? Or what the hell did she do wrong? Did she wreck her car?" She didn't wait for me to say "Of course I do my love" and went on:
"I need a huge favor baby."
I steeled myself knowing that from the way she was asking it was something that I was not going to want to do and I asked:
"What is it?"
"Don't get upset with me baby; just remember that I love you more than anything."
"Don't beat around the bush Barb; what is it?"
"You know how bad Bev and Brad want kids. They have tried and tried, but nothing happens. They got tested and they both are fine and in theory they should have been able to get the job done, but it just doesn't seem to work. Bev is getting desperate. Her biological clock is ticking away. I was talking to her and Brad about it when Brad said that it didn't seem fair. He said all you had to do is smile at me and I drop twins. I don't know what it was, but the three of us had the same thought at the same time and after talking about it the three of us agreed to give it a shot."
"Will you please get to the point here?"
"We want you to get Bev pregnant."
"So what's the problem? We find a lab that does that kind of thing; I donate the sperm and they use it on Bev."
"They looked into that and the simple fact is that it is too damned expensive to go that way. We decided that the best and easiest way to go would be for you to make love to Bev during her fertile time."
"Are you out of your fucking mind?"
"Hear me out on this Rob. I know all about what you and Bev did before she met Brad and you met me and it didn't bother me to marry you knowing it. I know you are mine and I know that you would never cheat on me, but this wouldn't be cheating. All it would be is members of a loving family banding together to solve a problem. Bev is desperate to have a child and I'm afraid that desperation will push her to do something stupid like go out and pick up some nameless guy to try and get the job done. What if she picks wrong and gets a guy who gives her a disease. What if she picks some whacko who is a serial killer? I love my sister Rob and I want to see her happy. Do it for me? Please?"
"Absolutely not Barb. I'm sorry that she and Brad can't make it happen, but the only way I'll help is by donating to a sperm bank for her. If it is too expensive for Bev and Brad I'll even help pay for it, but that's as far as I'm willing to go."
It didn't end there of course and Barb kept after me to do it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
This is the part where I don't come off looking too good. The more Barb talked it up the more I remembered the nights when Bev and I fucked like sex crazed bunnies. And I remembered how much I loved fucking Bev's tight ass. The more I remembered the less resistance I put up when Barb talked to me about it. Looking back I honestly think that if Barb would have let me have her ass I never would have finally agreed to do what she wanted me to do. The memory of me being in that hot, tight ass is what got me to finally say yes. I had loved fucking that ass.
I knew that the whole point of the deal was to pump as much sperm into Bev's womb as possible, but when I got Bev alone I was going to make sure that she knew that the price of my cooperation was going to be my sending at least one load deep into her butt.
When Barb finally got me to agree I told her that before I would do it I needed to sit down alone with Bev and discuss things.
"Why do you need to see her alone?"
"I need to satisfy myself that it is really what Bev wants. I need to know that she isn't being pressured into doing something that she really does not want to do. And I don't want any outside influences around while she is talking to me."
Besides, I was thinking, I don't want you or Brad around hearing me tell Bev what the price of my cooperation was going to be.
Barb looked at me for several seconds and then said, "Okay. Call her and set it up."
I called Bev and asked her to meet me after work for a drink. She met me at Bud's Bar and I went right to it.
"Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Absolutely."
"Why me?"
"Truth time?"
"Of course."
"Everything I've read on the subject says that the more intense the sex the better the chance of it taking. I remember how hot the sex was when you and I were fuck buddies and I don't mind telling you that even though I love my sister to death if you had shown any indication of wanting to I would have been fucking you for years now."
"You would cheat n Brad?"
"Brad is a great husband and he will be a great father and I do love him dearly, but in bed he is a bit lacking. He won't do my ass or eat my pussy. He has a marvelous cock and he can fuck for hours, but I long for a cock in my mouth and butt. Those are things you seemed to like so naturally I thought of you when Brad floated the ides of letting another man breed me to give me the kids I want. It took me months of working on Barb to get her to the point of thinking that it was her idea and to get her to present it to you."
"So I don't just shoot all of my cum into your pussy? I get your ass too?"
"And my mouth, ears and nostrils if you want. Find a hole lover and if you can get it in I'll take it."
"When do you want to do it?"
"I'd like to start right now, but unfortunately both Brad and Barb know when my fertile time comes around. I want to do it the day before my most fertile time, the day itself and the day after so plan on next Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday. Also bring plenty of lube. My ass hasn't seen a cock since the last time you were there."
++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home Barb asked me how things had gone and I told her that we had set things up for the coming week.
"I hadn't thought that I would be hurting myself when I set this up."



"Hurting yourself? How?"
"I'm going to have to leave you alone so that your balls will be good and full for Bev."
I thought she was joking, but she wasn't. She would not make love with me and she said it wouldn't be until after I had taken care of Bev that she would let me into her honey pot so naturally I was primed and ready when I rang Bev's doorbell on Monday evening.
As I stood there waiting for the bell to be answered I had a thought. During the talk with Bev and during the wait until I showed up to perform I hadn't given any thought to Brad. Was he going to be there? And if so was he going to watch? Knowing how he felt about oral and anal would Bev still let me do it while he was in the room?
I needn't have worried. When Bev answered the door she said:
"I was hoping that you would have gotten here earlier. I sent Brad off to his mother's two hours ago. That is two hours lost so you are going to have to work hard to make up for it."
She had answered the door naked except for a pair of high heels and she grabbed my hand and pulled me along to her bedroom. She helped me strip and then she got on the bed, spread her legs and said:
"Feast on me lover. My clit has missed your mouth and tongue."
Happy to oblige I got on the bed and went to work on Bev's honey pot. I brought her to orgasm and then she said:
"Now my ass lover; take my ass."
"Don't you want my first couple of shots in your pussy? Can't make babies if my cum is in your ass."
"We have three days to make babies. All I've thought about since we talked the other day is finally having a hard one in my ass after so long."
While I went over to my pants to get the KY Bev got on her hands and knees and said:
"Hurry lover. I need it."
I used the KY and worked on her butt hole with my thumb and fingers until I thought she would be ready and then I lubed up my cock and started working it into her tight ass.
"Oh Christ, oh sweet fucking Jesus have I ever missed this" she moaned as I worked my way into her. Once I was all the way in she moaned:
"Fuck me lover. Fuck my ass hard and make me cum."
And I did. I fucked her hard and I made her cum and then I came. As I pulled my dripping cock out of Bev's ass I heard hand clapping and:
"Bravo, bravo; an award winning performance."
I looked over my shoulder and saw a naked Barb standing there with a video camera pointing at Bev and me and a naked Brad was standing next to her with his Beretta 92F in his hand.
"Just grab your clothes and go hoss. Nothing here for you but hurt" he said.
Then Barb said, "We will leave the window open if you want to go around behind the house and look in and watch Brad fuck the ass that I would never let you have."
I stopped in the living room and put on my clothes and then while the three backstabbing assholes kept themselves occupied I moved quietly into Brad's home office and unlocked the window. Curiosity got the best of me and when I left the house I did walk around back and look in the window. Barb was on her hands and knees and was facing the window almost like she knew that I would come and look. Brad was fucking her from behind while Bev sucked on her right breast. The window was partial open and I heard Barb say:
"I really love it in my ass, but you never knew that did you?"
All I could do was stand there and ask, "Why?"
"Remember that pre-nup we signed? If either one of us cheated the cheater had to give up everything? I don't have a trust fund. Never did. We had to wait for your father to die and for you to inherit, but I have you on tape committing adultery. Goodbye doofus! Fuck me Brad; fuck meeee" se screamed as I shook my head in disgust and headed home.
Along the way I realized that Barb hadn't been helping Bev with Tupperware parties. The nights were no doubt spent with Bev and Brad. I wondered what I had done to either Bev or Barb for them to do what they were doing to me. Then a really bad thought hit me. I had no idea how long it had been going on. I was going to have to have a DNA test done on the kids.
+++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home I asked Christie, our baby sitter, if she could stay a couple more hours and she said she would. I headed down to the basement and got my Colt 1911A1 out of the gun safe. I inserted a full clip and racked the slide to seat the first round and then I went up to the master bedroom and got the video camera out of the closet. I made sure that the battery had enough left in it and then I inserted a fresh tape.
Next stop was the junk drawer in the kitchen where I got the key to their house that Brad had given me. We had exchanged keys so we could keep watch on each others houses while on vacations or the like. One or the other - he key or the unlocked window - would get me back into the house.
Armed with gun, camera and key I headed for my about to be ex in laws house. We only lived five minutes away so I was back in less than twenty. They had locked the door after I'd left, but they had apparently forgotten that they had given me a key. Either that or they thought that I would be afraid to come back since Brad had a gun.
I entered the house and being as quiet as I was able I moved toward the bedroom. I needn't have bothered. The noise they were making would have covered any sounds that I might have made. I admit that hearing my wife cry out, "Oh God baby; I love your cock in my ass" cut me to the quick, but I shook it off.
I had the video camera running as I approached the bedroom door and I got about three minutes footage of the three of them playing before they noticed me. My wife was still in the doggie position and as Brad packed her shit Bev was alternating between sucking Barb's right and left tits. I saw Brad's gun and the video camera on the dresser.
Barb was the first to see me and she cried out, "What the fuck is he doing here?"
Brad had been looking down at his dick slicing into Barb's ass and when Barb cried out he looked up and saw me. I saw him look over to where his gun was and he started to pull out of Barb's ass to make a move to get to the gun, but the loud bark of the Colt .45 and disintegration of the clock radio on the bedside table as the bullet sent pieces of it flying everywhere stopped everyone in their tracks.
The sudden stench of shit and piss as one or more of the three was literally scared shitless was an added benefit that pleased me greatly. I held the .45 on Brad as I went over to the dresser. Barb was crying and begging me not to kill her and I ignored her as I picked up Brad's gun and the camera. I checked to make sure that they hadn't taken the tape out of the camera and then I slowly backed out of the room. When I reached the doorway I stopped and said:
"Given all the time you three have known me I'm surprised that you never learned one simple truth. It isn't nice to fuck with Bobby. It is something that you don't ever want to do. Don't bother coming home Barb. Oh, and by the way, thank you for the pre-nup that you insisted on. See you in court.
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Some idiot once said, "When life gives you lemons, make lemonade." Well, life has been giving me shit lately and I'm finding out that making shit sandwiches just doesn't cut it.
First, I lost my job. Another company bought out the company I work for and 150 of us were downsized. I found another job, but at half the pay and no benefits. Next, an uninsured drunk ran a red light and broadsided my car. Yeah, I've got insurance, but I've also got a thousand-dollar deductible.
The washing machine broke down and the repairman told me it couldn't be fixed. It only cost me $75 for him to come to my home and tell me that. I went over to Sears to get a new one and was told my card was at its limit.
The transmission in my wife's car is acting up. I checked the dipstick and the fluid smells burnt. I give it a week until the pump goes out or the converter comes apart. God knows what I'll do then.
If all that ain't enough my wife of twelve years has decided that she needs to lose weight. After trying several diets to no effect she found some diet pills that seem to work for her. She has an exercise bike in the living room and she practically lives on the goddamn thing. You ever try to watch football with the whir whir of one of them things going on in the background? Wanda is losing weight, but the side effects of those pills are that she has lost all interest in sex. Like I said life is giving me nothing but shit.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'm not used to going without sex. Me and Wanda been going at it like rabbits for our whole marriage. Four, sometimes five, times a week. The honeymoon never ended for us so I been taking this no sex thing pretty hard. Not that Wanda has cut me off, she hasn't. She never says no, but she has no interest, she just lays there. Once or twice was enough of that for me. I love the stupid cunt and it doesn't seem right to just 'use' her to get myself off.
I've been a bear to live with. I'm irritable all the time, kicking the dog, throwing things at the cat, slamming doors. Ok ok I know I'm an asshole, but what do you expect from a guy who gets laid five times a week for twelve years and overnight goes to not getting any? It's a good thing we don't have any kids. God knows what I'd do to them.
Let me clear the decks on this while I'm at it. Wanda isn't fat. She is what I would call voluptuous. She's got an ass that stops traffic every time she walks down a street; long black hair that hangs down to her waist; and her tits - her tits are to die for. Why she is wasting her time taking them pills, riding that exercycle, doing all those exercises is beyond me because I like her just the way she is. Hell, not only me, but half the guys I know have told me they'll take her if I ever decide to get rid of her.
Despite my earlier "stupid cunt" remark, Wanda isn't stupid. She knows that she is the cause of my bad moods and she's determined to do what she can (short of giving up those damn pills) to try and calm me down. She waits on me hand and foot; cooks all my favorite meals; encourages me to go out with my buddies and bowl, play cards and that kind of stuff. She has even, so help me God, hinted that I should go out and get myself laid. Hey, I admitted I'm an asshole, but I'm not that big an asshole. I believe in all that "till death do us part; cleave only unto; for better or worse" crap. What can I say? I'm just funny that way.
Wanda finally got tired of my shit and decided to do something about it. Thursday is my bowling night. I'm in the early league and we usually finish by seven. I have a few beers with the guys and I'm usually home by nine. When I got home the house was dark - dark and quiet. Not a normal state in my house.
"Wanda? Wanda? Wanda, are you here?"
"I'm in the bedroom" she hollered back. I put my bowling bag in the hall closet and headed for the bedroom. "Don't turn on the light," said Wanda, "I want it dark in here."
"Jeez babe" I said, "Those pills making you flaky too?"
"No Joey, I just don't want the lights on. Take off your clothes and get into bed. I'm going to suck your cock."
"All right!" I thought. I was out of my clothes in Olympic record time and crawled on the bed. Wanda pushed me over onto my back and warm lips caressed my cock. Damn, did it feel good. After a bit I pushed her away and moved around so we could 'sixty-nine'. Things were starting to look up in Joey's world. After a couple of minutes I noticed that something wasn't right. I can usually get Wanda off by eating her pussy and I wasn't getting much response from her. "Stupid fucking pills" I thought. After a couple more minutes I pulled away, turned around, and sent 'Mr. Happy' to look for the 'Tunnel of Bliss'.
Soon I was pumping away and Wanda was energetically responding. I knew I was gonna cum pretty quick because it had been a long time since my last one and I could feel it building. "I'm gonna cum babe, I'm gonna cum."
"No! No! Don't cum Joey. I'm almost there. Stay with me!"
I stopped in mid stroke. That was not Wanda. I pulled away and reached over to turn on the bedside lamp. The light came on and the two women froze like a couple of deer caught in the headlights, Wanda kneeling beside the bed and Sarah lying on the bed with her legs spread.
"Would someone care to tell me what's going on?"
"I talked her into it," said Wanda. "I had to get you laid before you had a nervous breakdown."
Some background here. During our last year of high school Sarah and I had been an 'item'. Everyone, including us knew that we would get married soon after graduation. We spent our senior year fucking on any flat surface we could find, but on Graduation Night four of us guys got bombed, found a car with the keys in it and took it for a joy ride. The judge said, "Clean record, first offense, tell you what I'm going to do. Join the Army or go to jail." Eleven months later I'm sitting in an outpost on the 38th Parallel reading a letter that starts, "Dear Joey, I'm sorry that...yadda, yadda, yadda." I came home at the end of two years to find a divorced Sarah with one kid and everyone, including both our families, expecting us to pick up where we left off. It didn't work out that way. I met her best friend Wanda and I was a goner.
Anyway - back to the bedroom! "You asked your best friend to fuck your husband?" Wanda nodded yes. "And you agreed to this?" I said looking at Sarah.
"I'm here with my legs open aren't I?"
Leave it to me to ask a dumb question. Back to Wanda - "And you don't care?" Again Wanda nodded. "What about 'remain faithful', till death do us part and all that marriage vow stuff?"
"Joey - you're not being unfaithful to me if you are doing it with my permission."
I had to think about that one. "So. Let me get this straight. I can fuck Sarah all that she's willing to let me and it alright with you?" Wanda nodded yes.
"And I've also talked about it with Connie and she will help out as long as we don't let anyone find out."
Connie too? Now I have not strayed from the path during our marriage, but if anyone could have made me stray it would have been Connie. "You are absolutely 100% sure about this?" Wanda said yes. I looked at Sarah.
"You absolutely sure about this?"
"Will you stop with the stupid questions already and get back up here? You left me hanging." I thought for a moment and then said, "Ok, but only on one condition."
"What?" asked Wanda.
"You always have to be here."
"Deal" said Wanda and gave me her hand to shake. Then she got up and left the room. She was back in less than a minute with her exercise bike. She set it up in the corner and then got on and started to ride her bike. I watched her for a few seconds and then I got on the bed and started to ride Sarah.
Is life great or what?
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I'd known Joe for a good ten years and I'd spent many hours in his bar, The Landing Strip Lounge, drinking PBR and lusting after the girls that worked for him. They came and went, but one thing that they all had in common was that they were hot! The current crop was no exception. Karen behind the bar and both waitresses, Tina and Cookie, made me want to rip off their clothes and have my way with them. Well I guess that statement isn't completely true. While it was as far as Karen and Tina were concerned, it wasn't exactly true as far as Cookie was concerned. When I looked at her my thoughts ran along the lines of:
"Why couldn't I have someone like her for a wife instead of the cunt I'm married to?"
Not that she wasn't as sexy as the other two because she was that and more, but while Karen and Tina were sexy as hell it was in an "I'm hot and know it and if you were to get lucky get to me I'd fuck your eyes out" manner. With Cookie it was more like "If I was yours I'd fuck your eyes out and be the best wife you could ever hope for." In other words Karen and Tina would be fuck buddies or friends with benefits whereas Cookie would be in it for the long haul.
But as much as I would have liked to put the meat to anyone of the three it wouldn't happen. It wouldn't happen because of the way I was wired. I was one of those guys who actually meant it when they said I do and for better or worse until death do us part. And right then it was about as worse as it could get.
I'd recently found out that my wife was fucking her boss and apparently some of our mutual friends knew about it although I did have to wonder if they were actually my friends. One would think a true friend would clue you in if they knew your wife was stabbing you in the back. I guess they were more Claudia's friends than mine. For sure they weren't on my list of friends or on my Christmas card list anymore.
I sat there nursing my beer and thinking evil thoughts about my whore of a wife when Bobby Denton slid onto the bar stool next to me.
"How you doing Wally?"
"Hanging in there Bobby; you?"
"Same old same old. You going to be here tomorrow night?"
"Why? What's tomorrow?"
"Open mic night. We've got some decent talent lined up."
"Yeah, but I'd have to suffer through all of your lame blond jokes. I see your wife's face when you tell them and I wonder why she hasn't cut your tongue out yet while you are sleeping."
"I don't sleep around her."
I thought that was an odd thing to say, but before I could comment he said "Got to go talk with Joe about tomorrow" and he got up and walked away. Karen came over and asked me if I was ready for another PBR and I told her no. I finished the one in front of me and then I got up and headed home.
Claudia had dinner ready when I got there and she greeted me with a hug and a kiss which I returned. Claudia didn't know that I knew about her secret life with her boss and I didn't want her to know that I knew until I had all of my ducks in a row. Until I got that done I still wanted to have a sex life so I'd have to keep what I knew to myself. When I found out about what Claudia was up to I'd seen an attorney and found out the cold hard truth when it comes to a divorce in a state that had a no fault policy. In short - I would be fucked and Claudia would walk away smiling. According to the attorney my only other options were to just walk away without divorcing Claudia and without letting her know where I'd gone or to smile, suck it up and live with it.
Suck it up and live with it? Easy to say when it isn't happening to you. But in the end that's just what I decided to do, Live with it until I could get myself into a financial position where I could leave Claudia on my terms. My terms being that I didn't give her shit and that I left Thomas Billings broken and bleeding. Fucking up her boss would be the easy part. All I had to do was let his wife know what he was up to and if I'd read her right she would cut him off at the knees and kick him to the curb.
Sarah Billings was the only child of Barton Benton and he doted on her, but he was nobody's fool. When his darling daughter announced her intention to marry Thomas Billings who she had met at a company Christmas party Benton had insisted on a pre-nuptial agreement that would prevent Billings from ever assuming control of Benton Industries if anything should ever happen to Benton. Sarah was his sole heir and he wanted to make sure that she retained control of the Benton fortune.
How did I know all this? Claudia worked at Benton Industries as Billings' secretary and was tied in with the gossip network. She brought the gossip home and it was table talk over dinner. When Benton and his wife died in a plane crash his only heir Sarah found herself with a company to run. She either didn't think she could handle it or she didn't want to handle it so Thomas Billings, Manager of Purchasing was suddenly President of Benton Industries. Sarah might not have wanted to run the company, but she was no dummy and she kept the title of CEO and Chairman of the Board so she could keep an eye on things. All I had to do as far as Billings was concerned was drop a dime on him to his wife.
Claudia followed Billings into the executive offices, but not as his secretary. She was promoted to Personal Assistant to the President. The promotion both pleased me and displeased me. The extra money coming in pleased me because we had just purchased a new house, new furniture and appliances. What displeased me was that the new job required that she travel with Billings as he flew around the country negotiating new contracts and the like. Claudia was gone two or three days at a time two or three times a month. I wanted my wife with me not flying around the country, but she was happy with her new job so I kept quiet and lived with it. That is I lived with it until Claudia and I went to the Elks Club dance.
We had a great time drinking, dancing and associating with our friends. About two hours into the party I had to go to the bathroom. I was sitting in one of the stalls taking care of business when Brett and Chuck walked in. I knew it was them because I recognized their voices. I could hear the piss hitting the back of the urinal as Chuck said:
"Claudia is sure looking hot tonight."
"I know and I sure would like a piece of her."
"I don't know if she would be able to fit you in. Between her boss and Wally she must be getting all the dick she can handle."
"I was thinking that maybe I could get her by threatening to tell Wally what she does on her trips with her boss."
"I wouldn't if I were you. Wally is so hung up on the slut that he wouldn't believe you. He might even kick your ass for bad-mouthing her."
Chuck was right. I didn't believe it. I knew my Claudia. She loved me as much as I loved her. My Claudia would never and I do mean NEVER cheat on me. When I left that stall I had half a mind to go to those two assholes and punch them out for what they said about my wife. The other half was saying "Don't be stupid. All you will do is cause a scene and end up embarrassing Claudia. I let reason prevail and went back to the party and tried to enjoy myself.
When the party was over we went home and Claudia did her level best to fuck me to death. As we cuddled after I knew that there was no way that my wife was cheating on me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Funny thing about us humans. We have this thing called 'human nature' and one of the things that human nature makes up want to do is prove things to yourself. Someone says that "You can't do that" so you have to prove that you can. Someone else says "That just isn't possible" so you have to prove that it is. Someone says "Your wife is cheating on you" and you have to prove that she isn't and the easiest way to prove it? Show up where she is on one of her trips and see for yourself that it is a stone assed lie. So that is what I did.
Billings and Claudia went to Houston and Claudia as always called me and let me know where they were staying. I was on the next flight to Houston. At the front desk I asked them if my wife had checked in yet and after showing them my ID they told me that she was checked in and was in room 306. I said she had come to Houston to meet her cousin and asked if he had checked in yet. Yes indeed, Cousin Thomas was in room 901.
I was on my way to the house phone to call Claudia's room when I happened to glance at the elevators. I saw Claudia and Billings coming out of an elevator holding hands. They were smiling at each other. They stopped and kissed as the elevator doors closed behind them and then they headed for the hotel bar.
I'd seen enough to tell me that what I'd overheard was true and all that was left was for me to turn around, go home, and figure out what to do. But then there was that human nature thing. It was telling me "You need to know more Wally."
I couldn't just follow them into the bar because they would spot me so what I needed to do was change my appearance enough to not attract their attention. I went into the hotel's gift shop. The place was big on Houston Astro's gear and I bought a ball cap, windbreaker and canvas bag with the team's logo on them and bought a pair of cheap sunglasses. I picked up a copy of People Magazine and then headed for the public restroom. Suitcoat and tie went into the bag, punched the lenses out of the horn-rimmed glasses, put on the cap and windbreaker and headed for the bar.
True, it wasn't much in the way of a disguise and it wouldn't stand up to close scrutiny, but I didn't expect that Claudia or Billings would be closely inspecting anyone. They for sure wouldn't expect to see me in Houston and I very much doubted from the way they were holding hands and kissing in public that they had given any thought to private detectives or investigators.
I spotted them as I entered the bar. They were sitting in a booth, had drinks in front of them and were kissing. I took a table where I could see them, ordered a drink and then sat there sipping my drink and pretending to read my magazine. Looking over the top of the magazine held in front of me I could see that Claudia's left hand was under the table and I could see her arm moving slightly and there was no doubt in my mind that she was rubbing the asshole's cock.
They had two drinks, played 'kissee face' for a bit and after about a half an hour they got up and left the bar. They walked right by me and didn't even give me a glance. I gave them a minute and then got up and followed them. I watched as they walked hand in hand to the elevator, pushed the call button and kissed until the door opened. They got on, the door closed and the elevator headed up. It did not stop at the third floor so Claudia could get off and go to her room. It went all the way to the ninth, stopped for a minute and then headed down. It did not stop a three on the way down either. I'd seen enough and headed for home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I saw an attorney, got the bad news and started things up to end my relationship with Claudia. When I got off work Wednesday I didn't bother going home. I received a call from Claudia telling me that Billings had a meeting in Detroit first thing in the morning so they would be flying there from Houston, but she would be home the next day.
I stopped at the Landing Strip to have a beer or three and see if Bobby was right when he'd told me that they had some pretty decent talent lined up for the night. I took a bar stool, ordered my usual PBR and settled in. As usual Bobby started out the evening with a blonde joke.
"Two blondes were riding up in an elevator. Long before reaching their floor the elevator stopped and a really great looking guy got on. He smiled at the blondes and reached over and hit the button for the next floor. Then he stood and admired the scenery as the elevator went up. When the door opened behind him he smiled at the blondes, turned and went out the door. When he turned to leave the blondes saw a large number of dandruff flakes down his back.
"The first blonde turned to the second and went "Eeewwweue!"
The second blond said "That's okay. If I can get him home I'll give him Head and Shoulders.
The first blonde looked at the second and asked "How do you give shoulders?"
Bobby got a decent laugh from everyone except his wife. She just sat at her table in the back and threw dirty looks at him. He went ahead an introduced the next want to be stand-up. The guy took the stage looked out at the crowd and said:
"Two boys were arguing when the teacher entered the room. The teacher asked them why they were arguing and the first boy said:
"We found a ten dollar bill and decided to give to whoever can tell the biggest lie."
"You should be ashamed of yourselves" the teacher said. "When I was your age I didn't even know what a lie was."
The two boys looked at each other, nodded and then gave the ten dollars to the teacher."
He got a polite laugh and then went on "A man goes to the doctor and says "Doctor, wherever I touch it hurts."
The doctor asked him what he meant and the man said "When I touch my shoulder it hurts. When I touch my knee it hurts. When I touch my forehead it REALLY hurts."
The doctor shook his head knowingly and said "I know exactly what the problem is. You've broken your finger."
He wasn't all that funny so I was sipping my beer and scanning the crowd. No reason; just people watching, when Cookie took the seat next to me.
"Hi handsome; buy a poor working girl a drink?"
I got Karen's attention, pointed at Cookie and Karen nodded and a minute later she put a Screwdriver down in front of Cookie.
"And to what does Wally owe for the pleasure of your company?"
"Nothing. Just curious."
"Curious? Curious about what?"
"About you?"
"Me? You can't be serious."
"Why not? You're good looking and a nice guy."
"Nice? Me?"
"Yes you. You come in here often and I can tell from the way you look at Karen, Tina and me that you like what you see, but you aren't like a lot of others who come in here. You keep your hands to yourself and don't make lewd or suggestive comments. The question is why haven't you made a pass at one of us?"
"You know why Cookie; I'm married."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why are you married to that tramp? Surely you have to know that she is cheating on you."
That caught me totally by surprise and Cookie caught the look that came over my face.
"You didn't know? How could you not? Everyone else knows."
"How do you know?"
She pointed and said "See that guy sitting over there in the corner booth with the redhead? That's my brother Rick and he works at Benton. Everybody there knows about your wife and Billings. Rick came in here one day and saw you sitting here and me talking to you. He told me later that he felt sorry for you and when I asked him why he told me."
"What I can't understand is why if everyone knows no one bothered to clue me in."
"Don't know. Could be for any number of reasons."
"Name a few."
"In this day and age there are what are called open marriages; there are couples who swing with others and guys who get off on their wives doing it with other men. There some who like you too much to be the one who causes you pain and some who might be the other side of the coin and dislike you enough to be glad that it is happening to you. There might be people who like you, but like your wife more."
She finished off her screwdriver and said "Breaks over. Need to get my butt back to work. I watched that butt as she walked away and wondered if she would say yes to a date when I got rid of Claudia."
Up on the bandstand Bobby said that it was now time for anyone in the audience who wanted to give it a shot and a voice from the back of the room said:
"I'd like to give it a try."
"Everyone in the room including Bobby was surprised to see his blond wife Brianna stand up and head for the stage. Bobby looked stunned as he handed the mic to his wife.
"I know my dipshit husband likes to tell blond jokes while looking right at me, but have you noticed that Bobby is also a blond? Time for some payback hubby dear.
"An Irishman, a Mexican and a Blonde guy were doing construction work on scaffolding on the 20th floor of the building. They were eating lunch and the Irishman said:
"Corned beef and cabbage. If I get corned beef and cabbage one more time for lunch I'm going to jump off this building."
The Mexican opened his lunch box again and exclaimed "Burritos again! If I get burritos one more time I'm going to jump too."
The blond guy opened his lunch and said "Bologna again! If I get one more bologna sandwich one more time I'm also going to jump."
The next day the Irishman opened his lunch, saw corned beef and cabbage and jumped to his death. The Mexican opened his lunch, saw a burrito and leaped off the scaffold. The blond guy opened his lunch, saw bologna again and leaped to his death also.
At the funeral the Irishman's wife was weeping. She said "If I'd known how really tired he was of corned beef and cabbage I never would have given it to him again."
The Mexican's wife also wept and said "I could have given him tacos or enchiladas! I didn't realize he hated burrito's so much."
Everyone turned and looked at the blond guy's wife and she said "Don't look at me. He packed his own lunch."
She got a huge laugh and said "What do you call a blond guy with an IQ of 35? Gifted."
"Why don't blond guys eat more M & M's? They are two hard to peel."
"What is the difference between a blond guy and government bonds? Bonds mature."
"And last, but by no means least, "What do blond guys and beer bottles have in common? They are both empty from the neck up."
Brianna received a stand ovation from the women in the audience (and their male companions who wanted to stay in the good graces of their ladies).
Normally when the comic was done Bobby would show up, take the mic back and ask if anyone else wanted to give it a try. If no one else wanted to try Bobby would tell another blond joke or two, thank everyone for coming and wish all a good night. It didn't happen this time. When Bobby never came up Brianna set the mic down on the floor and then walked back to the table she shared with her friends.
Finally Bobby got back up on the bandstand. As he bent to pick up the mic he muttered "Bitch!" not realizing that the mic was sensitive enough to pick it up. A hush came over the crowd and when Bobby brought the mic up to his mouth and said "That's it for tonight folks" there wasn't the usual cheers and applause. I got up and went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next three months rolled along with me pretending to be a loving husband to a woman who was pretending to be a loving wife. I receive several commission checks and one bonus check that I cashed and then stashed the money in a safe deposit box that Claudia didn't know about. It wasn't a large amount, about ten grand, and it wasn't near enough to sustain me following a divorce where I had to give up half of everything I had. And then the Gods smiled on me.
Like a whole lot of other people I bought lottery tickets, crossed my fingers and dreamed. I got lucky and I bought a winning Powerball ticket. I matched four numbers, had the Powerball and the Power play so the ticket was good for $40,000 before taxes. It would end up paying me about $28,200 when I cashed it in. It wouldn't make me rich, but it would be enough to give me a new start on life after Claudia.
I had six months in which to cash it in so I needed to get the divorce so it would be final before I got the money otherwise it would end up in the assets that we would split between us. The timing was right. Claudia had just gotten a raise that paid her slightly more than I made so there would be no alimony. I would have to pay the court costs and there was no way around that unless I could somehow get Claudia to file and I didn't see that happening.



My biggest problem as I saw it was that Claudia might fight the divorce. If she did she could possibly drag it out to beyond the date when the ticket had to be claimed and then it would become just another one of our assets that had to be included in the fifty/fifty split. I had to find a way to make sure that Claudia would not want to fight. For all I knew she wouldn't want to anyway, but I needed some way to see to it that she wouldn't.
The thing with no fault divorces was that you could file using infidelity for a reason, but it didn't matter. You could show film of your wife doing gangbangs or fucking the family dog and it wouldn't matter. Everything would still have to be split half and half. Even if I did file and claim infidelity Claudia could laugh at me and say that I had no proof, that it was all in my imagination and we needed to have marriage counselling to find out where my 'insecurities' were coming from and then address them.
The fact was that I had no proof. Saying "Oh come on! Everyone knows" was not proof and neither was the fact that I saw them holding hands and kissing. I needed solid audio and video proof to be able to make the claim stick. Proof that I could throw down on the table in front of Claudia so she would know she was well and truly busted and that she would be wasting her time in trying to fight to keep us together. I did not have that proof and after talking with a couple of private detective agencies I found that I couldn't afford to get the proof I needed by going that route.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"While I sat in the reception area of my doctor's office a women rolled an elderly man in a wheelchair into the room. As she went to the reception desk the man sat there alone and silent. Just as I was thinking I should make small talk with him a little boy slipped off his mother's lap and walked over to the wheelchair. Placing his hand on the old man's he said:
"I know how you feel. My Mom makes me ride in the stroller too."
The lady, her name was Maria, got a good laugh out of that one and she went on. "Working as a pediatric nurse I have the difficult assignment of giving immunization shots to children. One day I entered the room to give four year old Lizzie her shot. When she saw the needle she screamed:
"NO NO NO NO NO NO!"
Her mother scolded her and said "Lizzie, that is not nice behavior."
With that Lizzie hollered out even louder "NO THANK YOU! NO THANK YOU!"
That got her a polite laugh and she ended her routine with "I was out bicycling with my eight year old granddaughter Carolyn. I got a little wishful. In ten years I said to her "You'll want to be with your friends and you won't go walking, biking and swimming with me like you do now."
Carolyn shrugged. "In ten years you will be too old to do all those things anyway."
It was open mic night again at The Strip and I was having a drink or two before going home to a Claudia less house. She was out of town again. Cookie took the stool next to me and gave me the usual "Buy a poor working girl a drink?" It seemed like she was doing it every time I came in. I smiled and waved Karen over and she arrived with Cookie's drink already in her hand. Seemed like we were falling into a routine.
"You seem quiet tonight Wally. You don't seem like you are enjoying the entertainment."
"A lot on my mind Cook."
"Like what?"
I was in just the right mood to dump it all on her.
"Doesn't seem like much of a problem to me. So what if you can't afford it. Just get someone who can afford it to do it."
"What?"
"You said that you don't think that his wife knows so go tell her. Let her put the dogs on the two cheaters. She catches them divorces his ass and names your wife as hubby's fuck buddy. It is all public record and it doesn't cost you a dime."
I laughed, grabbed her and kissed her. "Thank you, thank you, thank you" and kissed her again.
She laughed and said "As soon as you get rid of the bitch maybe we can do this again."
"Something to look forward to" I said and got up and left the bar.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I called Sarah Billings, reminded her of who I was and then asked her if I could have a talk with her. She asked about what and I told her it was in regard to a situation that concerned us both and was a little too delicate to discuss over the phone. She agreed to meet me for lunch at Tricocci's at noon. I got there ten minutes early and told Jared that I was expecting a guest and described her and then I took a booth in the back.
Mrs. Billings arrived at twelve sharp and after she had settled into the booth across from me she went right at it.
"Just what is this situation you want to talk about?"
While waiting for her to arrive I had been thinking of the best way to broach the subject and still didn't have a clear idea until she sat down. Her 'straight at it' attitude decided it for me. I went straight at it.
"Your husband and my wife are having an affair. A fairly long one I'm afraid."
"You can't be serious."
"I'm afraid that I most assuredly am."
"Have you any proof?"
"Just what I've seen with my own eyes."
"You've actually seen them?"
"Not doing the act itself. But I've seen enough to convince me."
"I don't understand. You've seen them, but you haven't seen them?"
I explained how I found out about what they were doing and how I had gone to Houston and what I'd seen there.
"I admit that it isn't what the courts would accept as proof, but there is no doubt in my mind - not even a smidgen - as to what happened after they got off the elevator at the ninth floor."
"There wouldn't have been any doubt in my mind either if I would have seen it. What are you going to do?"
"Divorce her as fast as I can."
"Thank you very much for letting me know."
"I have two reasons for telling you what was going on. The first is that I really thought that you should know."
"And the second?"
"Pretty much self-serving. The divorce would go a lot quicker if Claudia doesn't fight it, but I think that in the absence of irrefutable proof she would contest it. The problem is that I have no irrefutable proof. I've looked at hiring a private detective to get me that proof and found that there is no way I can afford to do it. But you can. My hope is that you will want to get the proof necessary to get rid of the cheating asshole and then as a way of thanking me for cluing you in you will share that proof with me."
She gave me a contemplative look and then said "And then for revenge you will suggest that we have sex and then let them know that we are and rubbing their noses in it."
I laughed at that and said "Get serious Mrs. Billings. There is no way you would be able to get anyone to believe that a woman like you would climb into the sack with a guy like me. No even to get revenge on your husband. Besides, if we did that and let them know it would defeat what I'm trying to accomplish. It would give Claudia something she could use to counter sue and that would end up dragging the divorce out. I want to be rid of the cheating skank as quickly as possible."
"I guess it would affect mine also. Okay; we will just log it as a 'what might have been' and get on with things."
We exchanged cell phone numbers and then parted company.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Claudia was home when I got there and over dinner we talked about our day. We were both still playing our loving spouse role so we cuddled up on the couch and watched some TV until bed time and then we went to bed and engaged in sexual intercourse. I don't know if Claudia considered it love making or not, but for my part we were just fucking.
Tuesday was a repeat of Monday and I expected that Wednesday would be a repeat of both Monday and Tuesday, but at noon on Wednesday I got a call from Claudia that she and her boss had to be in Detroit Thursday morning so they were catching a 4 p.m. flight and she wouldn't be home that night.
So I did what I did when Claudia was gone Wednesdays and I stopped in at the Landing Strip. I'd worked late and as a result I got there after open mic night had already started so I missed out on Bobby's blond jokes. Karen brought me my PBR and I turned my attention to the bandstand. I looked at the table where his wife usually sat and saw that she wasn't there. As far as I could remember she had never missed an open mic night and I wondered if what had happen the previous Wednesday had anything to do with it.
The guy standing up there was a regular customer, but I'd not seen him get up on the stage before.
"The economy is sooo bad:
CEO's are now playing miniature golf.
Hotwheels and Matchbox stocks are trading higher than GM.
McDonalds is selling the quarter ouncer.
Parents in Beverly Hills have fired their nanny's and know have to learn their children's' names.
A truck full of Americans got caught snaking into Mexico.
Motel Six won't leave the light on.
And finally...
The Mafia is laying off judges."
I gave a polite laugh and then heard "Buy a poor working girl a drink" and turn to see that Cookie had taken the stool next to me. The routine had been established and before I could say a word Karen was already setting the drink down in front of Cookie. I surprised the hell out of her when I grabbed her and gave her a big kiss.
"Damn! What brought that on?"
"I took your advice and got in touch with Sarah Billings. She didn't know that hubby dear was out spreading pollen behind her back. I'm pretty sure that she is going to get the goods on him, but I'm not so sure that she will share what she gets with me. It won't matter thought; like you said when she divorces him it will be a matter of public record and I can use it."
"And all I get for this advice is a kiss?"
"What would you like instead?"
"Ask me again when your divorce is final."
I gave her a long look and then said "Count on it."
She smiled, finished her drink and then went back to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Claudia was there when I got home from work on Thursday and she had dinner almost ready. When I walked in she asked "Dinner or dessert first?"
"Dinner first. If I start with dessert we might never get to dinner and it would be a shame to toss it into the garbage."
"I can remember when you would always chose dessert first."
And I can remember when you weren't a cheating slut I thought as my mouth was saying "I was a lot younger then and didn't realize that I needed food to help me keep up my strength and endurance."
After dinner we cuddled on the couch and watched some TV and then went to bed. Claudia was making love or pretending to, but I was simply fucking.
The next week went by and Claudia didn't go on any trips, but she did work late and have to go in for a half a day on Saturday. We had sex on those three days and I had to wonder if it was because she felt guilty and was trying to salve her conscience by giving me as much as she was giving her lover or whether it was because she got turned on by giving me used pussy. I doubted that I would ever know the answer to that.
Sarah Billings called me on Tuesday and asked me to meet her at Tricocci's for lunch. She was already there when I got there and was sitting in a booth at the back. There was a large envelope on the table in front of her and she pushed it toward me when I sat down.
"It is all you could ask for and then some. You already know she is cheating on you so I wouldn't bother watching the CDs if I were you. The images will probably stick in your mind. I know that they are in mine. He is in for a big surprise when I have him served. My investigator found out that dear Thomas rented an apartment to use as a love nest. If he would have put it in his own name my investigator wouldn't have had a legal right to wire the place for audio and video. Where he screwed up was that instead of putting it in his own name he charged it to the company. Since he charged it to the company and I am an officer of the company I could authorize it and I did."
"Let me guess. Tuesday and Thursday when Claudia told me she had to work late and Saturday when she told me she had to go in and work a half day."
"You got it; and Monday Wednesday and Friday for long lunches."
"I'm surprised that they didn't do something on Sunday to make it a perfect week."
"Our wedding anniversary was Sunday and he couldn't get away. Now that you have your proof what are you going to do?"
"Get an attorney and go for a divorce."
"Use mine. He already has the paperwork started. I plan on having hubby served at work just before I demote him back to the position he had before I married him. If we play it right we can serve then both at the same time."
"Give me your attorney's number and I'll call him as soon as I get back to the office."
"I thought you might so I told him to expect your call. One other thing. Because of some of the things that were said after they were done doing the deed I'm having an order of protection served on him at the same time he gets served the divorce papers. You might want to consider doing the same."
"Why? What was said?"
"They were talking about how much easier it would be for them if you and I were no longer in the picture. Tom said something to the effect that if I were to die the pre-nup would be void and he would be on easy street. Your wife laughed and said that if you died it would only bring her 100 thousand; 200 thousand if your death was accidental and then she asked him if he had any idea on how they could make it happen and he said it was something to think on. I could tell from the tone of their voices that they were only kidding, but it gave me one more thing I could hit him with. My problem is that I don't think I can stand in front of a judge at a show cause hearing and say "I'm afraid for my life" without laughing."
"She was fibbing anyway. I've only got 25 thousand in life insurance, but I'm with you on having something else to hit her with."
"Do you have any vacation time coming?"
"Three weeks. Why?"
"I was thinking that the day after I demote Tommy I could move you in as the new president of the company. It would only be pretend of course, but think how he would take having the husband of the woman he was screwing as his new boss. He would be beyond pissed. You could even pretend to be building a case against him so you could fire him.'
"Why don't you just fire him instead of demoting him?"
"He would probably sue the company for wrongful termination."
"What wrongful termination? The apartment he pays for with company money is misappropriation of company funds for personal use. His affair with a married employee under his direct supervision has opened the company to a sexual harassment suit if he should get tired of Claudia and kick her to the curb and she gets pissed enough to try and get back at him. All that plus the fact that he is cheating on you shows that he is untrustworthy and you can't have a person you can't rust running your company. Take all that to your attorney and see what he says. The downside of that argument is that you will have to keep Claudia even though you probably want to rip her hair out to the roots."
"Why would I want to do that? Keep her I mean."
"Because of the sexual harassment thing. All she would have to do is say your husband told her he would fire her and give her a bad reference if she didn't go along. What you do is you keep her, give her a small raise and promote her into the shittiest job in the place and after a while she will get fed up with the shitty job and quit."
I looked at my watch. "I need to get back to work. Thank you for this" I said as I picked up the envelope in front of me and stood up.
"What about my idea to make you the president for a few weeks?"
"Won't accomplish anything if you fire him and he's not there to see it."
"Maybe I just want to keep you around so I can get to know you better."
"We can talk about it when we have more time."
"You have my number; call me."
As I drove to work I thought about her saying she wanted to get to know me better. I would call her, but only to discuss the divorce and the timing of having our wayward spouses served. As far as getting to know each other better? Nah! She was steak, lobster and champagne and I was Diet Coke, burger and fries. Just wouldn't work.
When I got back to the office I called the attorney whose number she gave me and found that he had pretty much been expecting my call. We talked and he told me that the paperwork was already done and all he would have to do was copy the paperwork and put my information were Sarah's information was. He gave me a price and I gave him a credit card number. He told me the paperwork would be ready for my signature the next day and I made an appointment to see him at four and sign.
Claudia was in one of her horny moods when I got home so after dinner we retired early and fucked up a storm. I knew our time was short and since I had no idea of how long it would take me to find another partner after having Claudia served I decided to take as much as I could get even though I knew that there was a ninety percent chance that I was getting pussy that had been used earlier in the day.
When we finished Claudia snuggled up next to me, kissed my neck, mumbled "I love you" and drifted off to sleep. I laid there staring up at the ceiling and wondered if she really meant that and if she did why was she cheating on me. I was still having those thoughts as I drifted off to sleep.
At four I entered the offices of Dewey, Cheatem and Howe and was shown into the office of Stanley Howe. I was surprised to see Sarah there and it turned out that my signing my paperwork was only part of the reason for my being there. It was also a strategy planning session. The question was when to serve the about to be divorced spouses. Because of the deadline for redeeming my lottery ticket I wanted it done yesterday, but Sarah wanted to wait for what she considered the right moment. The right moment as far as she was concerned was when the pair were on one of their trips.
She envisioned it happening as they walked hand and hand out of the elevator in whatever hotel they were staying in. I kept pushing for immediate service and finally Sarah asked;
"Why is it so important that you can't wait a week or two?"
I opened my mouth to tell her and just as quickly shut it. I wasn't an attorney and didn't know what the laws were and I could be wrong, but it could be that hiding assets could be against some statute or other and something that my attorney wouldn't let me do.
"It is just important to me" is all I said.
The meeting ended with the matter on hold while Sarah checked on when shithead and Claudia would be on the road again.
There was a coffee shop on the first floor of the building and as we walked off the elevator Sarah asked me to join her in having a cup of coffee. We got coffee and sat down at a table. Sarah took a sip of her coffee and then said:
"Okay Wally; spill it."
"Spill what?"
"It was obvious that you were about to tell us why you were in such a hurry to see your wife served, but then you suddenly decided not to. So give; what is going on?"
I told her about the ticket, the redeem date and why I had suddenly decided not to let Howe know about it. She laughed and said:
"Not a problem Wally. Give me the ticket. I'll buy it from you and cash it in."
"I couldn't do that."
"Why not? Think about why you came to me in the first place. You couldn't afford to hire a PI and I could. You knew I could because I'm wealthy. I'm still wealthy Wally and what good is wealth if you can't use it to get what you want? I want Tommy served the way I outlined in Howe's office. To get what I want I'll use my wealth. Besides; you will come out farther ahead if I buy your ticket."



"How so?"
"I'll give you forty in cash and you can stuff it in a safe deposit box or a mattress and you won't be paying any state or federal taxes on it."
"But you will end up paying the taxes on it."
"So what? I'll give the ticket to my accountant and by the time taxes are done it will have disappeared into the mix and won't amount to a can of beans in the scope of things. Once again Wally; I'm just using my wealth to get what I want."
I just shrugged and agreed to it. I don't know how she managed it, but two days later she gave me forty thousand in cash and I put it in my safe deposit box.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sarah got what she wanted and it played out just as she had hoped it would. Claudia and shithead walked out of the elevator in the lobby of the Atlanta Marriott smiling and holding hands. The smiles disappeared when a bubble gum chewing good looking blond girl walked up to the two, handed each an envelope and then told them that they had been served.
Claudia looked at the envelope in her hand and started crying. Shit head looked at his and his face turned ugly and he tried to tear his envelope in half, but couldn't because it was too thick. He threw it down on the floor and kicked it and it slid cross the floor and into the elevator just as the door closed. Claudia fell into one of the lobby chairs and sobbed into her hands. Shithead looked at her in disgust and stomped off to the bar.
After several minutes Claudia took her cellphone from her purse and for the next ten minutes she tried to place a call. Getting no answer she finally gave up, dropped her phone on the floor and went back to crying. Believe it or not as I shut off the CD player and ejected the disc I felt sad at seeing what Sarah had arranged to be video-taped. I had loved Claudia and I still had feelings for her. Seeing her in misery made me feel sad. But the feelings I still had for her were not near strong enough to get me past what she had been doing with fuck-face. I thought back to the morning she had been served and remembered every one of those calls I watched her make and that I had ignored. I wondered what she thought she could say that would change things.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
When she came home she found that I had changed the locks and she couldn't get in. I let her ring the doorbell and beat on the door for fifteen minutes before I opened the door.
"Did you not read all of the paperwork in the envelope you were served with? Did you not read the order of protection requiring you to stay at least five hundred feet away from me, the house, my place of employment and any other place I might be? Leave now before I call the police and they come and arrest you."
"You can't do this to me Wally. This is my home too."
"The judge that signed the order didn't see it that way Claudia. Now leave before I call the cops."
"Damn it Wally; you have to let me talk to you. You need to let me explain."
"No I don't Claudia. The case of clap you gave me said it all" and I shut the door in her face. It was a lie of course. She hadn't given me a social disease, but she didn't know that and I hoped that the thought that she had would eat at her until she had herself tested.
Five mutes later she was still beating on the door and so I called the cops. A car with two officers in it showed up, I showed them the paperwork and they told Claudia that she needed to leave. She tried arguing with them until they finally told her to leave and stay away or they would arrest her. She threw a nasty glance at the house and then she left.
I waited two days and then I called her and told her I would meet her at Barney's Tavern and let her speak her piece. We met and I got the bullshit I was expecting. She did it for us. She did it because the money would help pay off what we owed and once that was done she planned to quit. She loved only me and with Billings it was only sex and not even very good sex. I was so much better. We could get past it because we loved each other. Just give her a chance. I heard her out and then I spoke my piece.
"Just sign the paperwork and mail it in Claudia. You sign and all the video that I have of you and fuck-face doing the deed will never find its way to family and friends. You will never have your very own porn video site on the Internet and they will never appear on any of the thousands of amateur porn sites I could send copies to. Just sign and let it go Claudia.
"After watching the videos of you and your lover the scenes are burned into my mind and they will never go away as long as you are around to remind me. We are done Claudia. Accept it and move on."
"Damn it Wally; I don't want a divorce. I love you."
"Then you should never have started cheating on me. You are used and damaged goods now and I want nothing more to do with you. Count yourself lucky. At least you still have a job and that's more than you can say for lover-boy."
I got up and let her sitting there. And I smiled knowing that when she got ready to leave she would find out that I hadn't paid the check and she as going to be stuck with it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sarah called me three days later and asked me to meet her for lunch. We met at Tricocci's and after Mandy had taken our order she brought me up to date on what had happened after shithead was served. He apparently never found the envelope that he had kicked into the elevator so he never got to read the order of protection. When he got home he couldn't get in because Sarah had changed the locks. He started pounding on the front door, kicking at it and screaming for Sarah to:
"Get your ass down here and open the fucking door."
He apparently hadn't noticed the car parked on the street with Avery Security Service painted on the door. Two men got out of the car, came up to him and politely asked him to leave. He told them to fuck of and die and get off his property. One of the men told shithead that they had been hired to protect the property and see to it that he obeyed the order of protection requiring him to stay five hundred feet away from the house and Mrs. Billings.
Shithead cursed them again and again told them to get off his property and when they wouldn't move he pushed one of them. When he recovered from the Taser shot he found that the two security guards had been replaced by two policemen and that he as in handcuffs.
When he got out of jail and showed up at work he was stopped by two security guards who told him that they had been instructed not to let him any further into the building than the lobby. One of the guards picked up the phone and made a call and three minutes later the manager of Human Resources showed up and informed shithead that he had been terminated for misappropriation of company funds and violation of the morals section of the company's policy and procedures manual.
"You can't do this to me you asshole. You seem to forget I run this place!"
He ranted and raved and when he wouldn't leave the man from HR called the police. They showed up and shithead was on his way to jail for violating the order of protection for the second time. He didn't know that Sarah was in the building so when he was taken in front of the judge (the same one he had been in front of the first time) he as able to beat the charge since he had no way of knowing that Sarah was there. She didn't have an office in the building and she wasn't one of the regular workforce so he had no reason to think she might be there. The judge accepted that and set him loose. But he had been humiliated by being removed from the building in handcuffs in front of the people he had once been the boss of.
One of those people was Claudia.
Sarah, as chairman of the board, took over as acting president and informed Claudia that she had no use for a personal assistant and that Claudia should report to the secretarial pool until another position could be found for her. She would retain her rate of pay and any other benefits she had acquired as a personal assistant and then Sarah told her that she really did want to fire Claudia and the only reason she didn't was that I had talked her out of it.
Sarah told me that Claudia seemed stunned to hear that Sarah even knew me let alone that she talked with me. A day later she called Claudia into her office and told her she was being promoted to office manager and assigned to the plant that was thirty miles away. She then told Claudia that she was going to get a ten percent raise in pay to make sure that she made as much as I did or maybe even a little more so that I wouldn't have to pay alimony.
She ended the meeting by telling Claudia that once our divorces were final she intended to fuck my eyes out as a way of thanking me for letting her know that her husband was cheating on her. Sarah told me that Claudia left the meeting looking 'shell shocked' and shaking her head.
Claudia must have believed me when I told her what could possibly happen with the videos that I had of her and fuck-face because she didn't fight the divorce. It was the standard fifty-fifty split and all it cost me (besides Claudia) was the loss of the house. It had to be sold and the proceeds split. We hadn't been in it all that long so there wasn't much equity, but I did get enough out of it to be able to put a down payment on a condo and move into it.
Claudia rented an apartment close to her new job. She still calls me at least once a week asking me to give her another chance. I always say:
"Thanks for the offer, but no thanks."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day after my divorce was final I received a call from Sarah wanting to know when my divorce would be final.
"Yesterday."
"Mine is final today. You have any plans for tomorrow?"
"No. I don't have anything going."
"You do now. Pick me up at six at my office. We are going to celebrate freedom with a night of dinner, drinking and dancing after which I am going to fulfill a promise I made to my ex and yours."
"Promise? What promise?"
"Remember when I told you that I'd told your wife that when are divorces were final I was going to fuck your eyes out? I told my ex the same thing. I talked the talk and now it's time to walk the walk."
"You don't have to do that. I didn't expect it. I thought that you were just jerking Claudia's chain."
"Oh no sweetie; I meant every word of it."
I hadn't been laid since my last time with Claudia and Sarah was one hot and sexy looking lady so I said:
"Six it is."
"See you then" she aid and then broke the connection.
Sarah looked like sex personified when I picked her up at six. Once in the car she slid over next to me and gave me a passionate kiss. When she broke it she told me that she had made reservations at a popular dinner club and on the drive to it she said:
"I had you pick me up at work because there are some people there who stayed on good terms with Tommy and I figure that they will let him know that you and I are together. Those same people will probably let it drop to your ex also."
Dinner talk was general in nature as Sarah told me about how things were since she took over running the company. She enjoyed it and was sorry that she hadn't just stepped in when her father past away. I told her about how my job was going and about the condo I'd bought when the house was sold.
After dinner we went to The Purple Onion for drinks and dancing. On the slow dances she moved into me so tightly that there was no space at all between us. There was no way that she could miss feeling my erection and she commented on it.
"Nice to see that I'm having the effect on you that I was hoping for. I haven't had any loving since I served Thomas. I'm horny as hell and I've been climbing walls waiting for this night."
"I'm in the same boat, but I'm not sure that I'm going to much good for you. I'm so charged up that I'm probably going to shoot off in my trousers from you rubbing against me."
"Goodie! That will get the first quick one out of the way. I'm ready to blow this joint and then yours if you are ready."
I was not all that used to take charge women, but if she was ready so was I. We left The Onion and as we waited for the valet to bring up the car she said:
"I want the first time to be on the bed that Thomas and I used. We can do the next time on the bed you and your ex shared. Okay with you?"
"My momma taught that it was always ladies first so if that's what you want then that's what you will get."
When we got in the car she slid over next to me and sat there rubbing my cock through my pants as I drove to her place. I'm somewhat ashamed to admit that what I had said would probably happen actually did and I shot off in my pants. Sarah told me not to sweat it and that she would clean things up and then make it stiff again. She was as good as her word.
It was a damned good thing that the next day was a Saturday and I didn't have to work because when Sarah was through with me I didn't have enough left in me to get out of bed. She managed to get four times out of me (not counting the 'accident' in the car); a personal best and I'm pleased to say that I got her off four times.
We did some missionary, some doggie, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, sixty-nine and even some anal. A first for me since Claudia had always refused me when I wanted to try. That was one of the reasons why I told her we would never get back together. She wouldn't give it to me, but she had no problem giving it to Billings. Another thing she did for him that she would never do for me was suck his cock and swallow and suck it when it was fresh out of her pussy and still covered with their mingled juices. With me I always had to pull out before I could cum in her mouth and when it came out of her pussy she would always get a wash cloth and clean me before she would try to suck me hard again for another go.
Sarah and I got up late Saturday and went out for brunch at Pegasus and then we went to my place and repeated Friday night and then Sunday it was back to her place again. I couldn't spend Sunday night at Sarah's place because I needed to go home and get the clothes I would need to wear to work. It wouldn't hurt any if I managed to get some rest in also.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next two months Sarah and I got together two or three times a week and on all the weekends. Then on a Friday evening when we were spending the weekend at my place she told me that the weekend would be our last.
"I've loved every minute we have spent together, but I'm not in love with you and if you are honest about it you don't love me either. We are good friends with great benefits, but that is all it is and will ever be. I'd very much like to keep it going, bur something has come up that will make it impossible."
"Is it something I've done?"
"I guess in a way you could say yes."
"Care to explain that to me?"
"You divorced your wife, so yes we can say that it is something that you did."
"That's clear as mud."
"It turns out that your ex is a better than average office manager and my office manager at corporate headquarters has given notice. Her husband has been transferred to his company's Los Angeles office. I'm going to move your ex from where she is now to my office and it would be too awkward to work with her while I'm playing with you especially since I have no doubt that she knows about us. That was one of the reasons we started right? To tweak our ex's noses?"
"Don't that just beat all? She fucks up my life when we were married and now she fucks up my life when we aren't. I guess that I'd better make the most of our last three days then" and I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom.
We had a tearful goodbye on Sunday and on Monday morning I started on the next phase of my life as a single guy looking for love. Or at least some damned good lust.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent most of Monday and Tuesday in a bit of a funk over losing Sarah, but by Wednesday I was in a decent mood. Because of all the evenings I'd spent with Sarah it had been a month and a half since I'd been to The Landing Strip. I no sooner put my butt on the barstool when Karen showed up with my PBR and set down on the bar in front of me.
"Welcome back stranger."
"Good to be back sexy lady. Is tonight the night I get lucky and you say yes to a date with me?"
"You know I don't date customers."
"So go out with me and I'll stop coming in here."
"What? And lose the tips that you leave? No way Wally; no way. But play your cards right and there is a young lady here that might see her way clear to give you a shot" and then she moved away to take care of another customer.
I was halfway through my beer when Bobby took the seat next to me.
"Where you been Wally? Has the talent been so bad that it chased you away?"
"Not at all. Just had things to do that were more important."
"I can understand that. I saw you with 'your more important' at the Alhambra a week or so ago. Good to see you back."
He got up to say a few words with other customers and then he got up on the stage, welcomed everyone to another open mic night and proceeded to start things off with the expected blonde joke.
"A blond girl buys a thermos. She brought it into work to show her friends. One of her friends, also a blond, asks "What does it do?"
The first blond says "It keeps warm things warm and cold things cold."
The friend asked "What do you have in it now?"
"A cup of coffee and two popsicles."
Then brought out the first want to be comic. Turned out to be the dayshift counter guy from the Maverik where I gassed up in the mornings.
"My Mom lives back in Newark and I haven't seen her in a couple of years, but we talk on the phone at least once a week. We talked yesterday and when I'd hung up I got to thinking about Mom and I came up with ten reasons why I owe my mother.
My mother taught me to appreciate a job well done. "If you're going to kill each other do it outside. I just finished cleaning.
My mother taught me religion. "You better pray that will come out of the carpet.
MY mother taught me about time travel. "If you don't straighten up I'm going to knock you into the middle of next week."
My mother taught me logic. "Because I said so, that's why."
My mother taught me foresight. "Make sure you wear clean underwear in case you're in an accident."
My mother taught me about irony. "Keep crying and I'll give you something to cry about."
My mother taught me about the science of osmosis. "Shut your mouth and eat your supper!"
My mother taught me about contortionism. "Will you just look at that dirt on the back of your neck?"
My mother taught me about stamina. "You will sit there until all of that spinach is gone.
But most of all my mother taught me patience. "Just you wait until your father gets home!"
I had to laugh at that because I could remember hearing most of it myself from my mom and from the laughs he got he must have also struck a chord with everyone in the crowd.
Halfway through the show someone took the stool next to me and I heard the familiar "Buy a poor working girl a drink?" As usual the words were no sooner out of her mouth than Karen was setting a drink down on the bar in front of her.
"Remember what I said about cards Wally" she said to me before she went off to take care of another customer.
"What did she mean by that" Cookie asked.
"I think it was her way of telling me that since I am now divorced I should ask you out."
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"Are you going to do it?"
"What are my chances that you will say yes?"
"Won't know until you ask."
"Would you like to have dinner with me on your next day off?"
"No."
"I guess that answers my question about my chances."
"No it doesn't."
"You are losing me here girl. I'm getting some mixed messages here."



"No I can't have dinner with you on my next day off, but I'm free on my second day off."
"And when would that be?"
"Tuesday."
"Okay. Let me try this again. Would you like to have dinner with me next Tuesday?"
"Yes I would."
She took a bar napkin, wrote on it and handed it to me. "Call me so we can set it up. Got to go" and she got up and went back to work. Since I had just finished my third beer I figured that it was time for me to go.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday at six I was at Cookie's front door and as I pushed the doorbell I was wondering where the next chapter of my life was going to take me.
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As I sat at my desk that Monday morning, surrounded by my coworkers, I wondered what they would have thought of me if they had known what my weekend had been like.
I loved my job, but I felt out of place with most of these people. To put it bluntly they were for the most part a pack of bible thumping religious wackos talking constantly about their religions and the declining morals of the community.
I got up from my desk and walked down to the break room and saw my boss Sally going into her office and she smiled at me and said good morning. I grabbed a cup of coffee and as I headed back to my desk I thought back to the past weekend.
It all started on the previous Friday afternoon after work as I was driving over to Barney's Tavern to meet my wife for drinks. Sally called me on my cell phone, not all that unusual as sales issues frequently popped up after work, and asked if she could meet me somewhere for a drink. I told her I was heading for Barney's to meet my wife for drinks and if she wanted she could meet us there. She said she would and broke the connection.
Sally was an exceptional sales manager and her outgoing, friendly, and professional demeanor made our sales unit one of the best in our statewide company. She was forty-five and married with two kids who were grown and out of the house.
"I can't stay long" Sal said to me. "I need your help this weekend if possible. Bruce (our promotions manager) has a family emergency and can't handle the booth in Talladega and I'm in a bind."
I looked at my wife and asked if we had anything schedules for the weekend and she said no, nothing that would keep me from giving Sal a hand so with her tacit approval I told Sal I could help her out.
"Great. I'll pick you up at your house around six a.m. If things go smoothly we should be back by nine in the evening."
Sally picked me up at six and the two hour drive to Talladega was entertaining. Sally talked about her husband, her children and outside interests and shared some tidbits with me about some of our coworkers. She commented on how living in the deep south required a good deal of privacy and care so as not to alarm others when it came to individual interests.
I wasn't sure I knew what Sally was saying so I just asked her if she had a secret life outside of work or knew of others who did.
"I don't know about the others in the office. They are all pretty old-fashioned and straight forward, but you would be surprised to know what goes on with many of the people I know."
"What about you Sal? Do you have a secret side?"
Sally hesitated, but then looked me in the eye and said "I don't know you well enough to answer that, but I would like to know you better so we could be honest with each other."
The meaning of that bit of information escaped me, but before I could dig into it with her she started telling me what we would be doing when we got to the convention center in Talladega.
Sally's presence at our booth attracted a lot of attention, so while she talked to clients I managed the booth. We stopped briefly at noon to have lunch. It was a miserably hot day outside on the patio so we decided to eat inside. As I walked with Sally to the restaurant I noticed that she seemed to be paying more attention to me than usual.
I excused myself to use the bathroom and when I came back to our table I found that Sal had ordered us a round of martinis and a shrimp cocktail. When I finished my first Sal ordered a second and it was followed by a third. I was feeling the martinis and was in a pretty god mood for the rest of the afternoon. The afternoon passed much like the morning and when the convention ended at six I packed up our things and Sal and I took them out to the car.
"You did a great job today" she commented and then she hugged me and then let her hands slide down and patted me on the butt. "We've been invited by an important client to have dinner with him tonight. Do you think your wife would mind if you spent the night here and we drove back in the morning?"
"It won't be a problem. In fact my wife suggested that I pack a bag in case we had to stay over."
"Then I guess the next step is to get us into a hotel."
Sal got us rooms at the Hyatt with a connecting door and then we went to meet the client at the Outback Steak House. We talked business over dinner and martinis. When we got back to the motel we went into our separate rooms and I started to undress. I had just taken my shirt off when there was a knock on the connecting door and I opened it to find Sal standing there in a robe.
"I had room service send up the makings for martinis, but I don't really like drinking alone. Care to join me?"
I had nothing better to do so I put my shirt back on and joined Sal in her room. We sat at the little table and Sal made the martinis. We sat there and disused business and what we expected out of the convention. Then there was a lag in the conversation and she seemed to be staring off space. I asked her what she was thinking. She looked at me and I could see that she was trying to make up her mind about something. Apparently she came to a decision and said:
"Remember when I told you this morning that I needed to know you better before I could talk about my private life?"
"I remember."
She looked at me quietly for a couple of seconds and then "In all the time we have worked together I've never known you to join in when the rumors and gossip came out. I've got so much bottled up inside me that there are times when I think I'll burst if I don't let some of it out. I'm in a loveless, unemotional and complicated marriage with my husband threatening me with divorce and financial ruin if he doesn't get his way in everything. Sex died between us years ago, my husband has a long term lover, and for reasons that should be obvious to you I have to be ultra-careful and forego any outside involvements as I can't trust anyone to understand or respect my needs for privacy. There! Now you know my secrets, but I have to tell you this has been a huge struggle for me and I have been fighting with myself over to tell you or not."
"All I can tell you Sal is that I do not betray confidences."
She looked at me and asked "Why are you smiling?"
"I'm not laughing at you Sal. It is just a case of been there and doing that."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that I'm pretty much in the same boat you are. Maybe not to the same extent, but there are similarities. I wouldn't call my marriage loveless and unemotional, but my wife had a lover that I wasn't supposed to know about. I f I ever did confront her about it I would also face financial ruin. That and the loss of my kids. I'm hanging in there and playing the role of clueless loving husband until Jack and Linda reach eighteen."
"How in the world can you go that long without a sex life?"
"I have a sex life. Marsha makes sure that I'm taken care of. It is part of what she does to keep me being the clueless husband she thinks I am. She doesn't want to lose what she has so she does what she has to do to keep me from becoming suspicious. Marsha's boyfriend couldn't have come even close to keeping her in the life style she has become accustomed to."
As I was telling Sally this my mind called up the memory. Marsha and I had been married for sixteen years when I found out about her lover. At the time I thought that I had the perfect life. I was living the American Dream. House, white picket fence, two great kids (Jack 14 and Linda 13) two cars in the garage and a great looking and loving wife.
I found out about Jason by accident. It was a Sunday and I wasn't supposed to be at home. I was supposed to be out at Red Hawk playing eighteen with the guys I usually golfed with, but I'd hurt my hand on Saturday and I couldn't grip a club. I called Sam and told him that I wouldn't be able to join them.
I'm in the habit of getting up at four in the morning. The gym I belong to opens at five in the morning, but for some weird reason they don't open until seven on Saturdays and Sundays. I'd gotten in the habit of getting up at four so I could be there when the doors opened at five in order to get in a good workout before going in to work so I automatically wake up at that time on the weekends also. Marsha on the other hand doesn't need to be to work until nine so she never gets up until seven.
Anyway, it was a Sunday, I'd woken up at four and couldn't get back to sleep so I got up, made a pot of coffee and then I'd gone into the bedroom that I'd turned into a combination home office and den. I was on the computer going over some spreadsheets when I heard Marsha get up and go down to the kitchen. I hadn't mentioned that I wouldn't be playing golf that morning so she had no idea that I was still at home.
The phone rang about seven-thirty and I reached for it. I must have picked it up at the same time Marsha did and I heard her say:
"Hello?"
"Good morning lover."
"Good morning to you too."
"Miss me?"
"You know I do."
"I'm calling to see if you can meet me early. Pam got a call from her mother. Apparently she needs help with something so Pam went over to help. I can met you now if you can get away."
"I'll need to get the kids up and feed them. I can probably meet you around nine."
"I'll head on over and get a room. I'll be naked and waiting so hurry."
"Is that all you do? Think about my pussy?"
"Hell no. I think about your tight ass and magic mouth too."
"Bring your travel alarm this time. Last time we almost screwed up by not paying attention. I almost didn't beat Frank home. You know I need to be here when he gets home from golf."
"No problem lover. I'll make sure to get you out on time."
"Okay stud; see you in about two."
"I'll be waiting."
"Bye" and then the click as she hung up the phone.
I sat there staring at the phone in my hand in absolute disbelief! My wife was cheating on me? How could she? We were happy. We had sixteen great years together. Didn't we? Apparently not I thought as I hung up the phone.
I saved my work on the computer and waited until I heard Marsha go upstairs and then I left the house, got in my car and drove away from the house. I parked down the block in a place where I could see the house and then settled in to wait. About an hour and a half later Marsha left the house and headed for her meeting with her lover. I was operating on the assumption that she figured that I was clueless (which indeed I had been) and wouldn't be looking to see if she was being followed.
After a twenty minute drive she pulled into the Coral Gables Motel and parked next to a Ford Explorer. A man got out of it and met Marsha when she got out of her car and they embraced, kissed and then he led her to room 107. They never noticed me thirty feet away taking pictures of them. I spent a boring three hours sitting in the car waiting for them to come out of the room and when they did I took a couple more pictures of them kissing and saying goodbye. That gave me time and date stamped pictures of their arrival and departure at the motel.
When the two of them pulled out of the lot I followed the lover home. I wrote down his address and then headed home to my 'loving' wife.
I don't know which of us was more deserving of an Oscar for the performance we played out that evening. I gave no indication that I knew Marsha had hung horns on me and she gave no indication that she was anything other than a devoted and loving wife. That evening when Marsha initiated love making I wondered if it was because she got off on giving me used pussy, but I guessed that I would never know the answer to that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday morning I called the boss and told him that I needed to take a personal day to take care of some family problems and I was at the door of the public library when they opened the doors. I used the address I'd written down and their reverse directories to find the name of the asshole who was fucking my wife. The directory told me that Jason and Pamela Anderson lived at that address.
I went across the street to the Village Inn and had toast and coffee as I tried to reach Randy on the phone. Randy and I had grown up together and we were pretty tight. Randy had something that I needed. Information. Specific information. Randy was now an attorney and I needed to know how divorces worked in our state. I finally got through to him and what he told me did not fill my heart with joy. Unless I could prove Marsha was a bad and unfit mother (which I couldn't as she doted on our kids) she would get custody and use of the family home until the kids reached eighteen. I would make the house payment, pay for the utilities and upkeep while maintaining a separate residence for myself.
When the kids reached eighteen the house would be sold and Marsha would get half of the proceeds even though she hadn't put up a dime for payments and upkeep. She would get child support until the kids reached eighteen and because I made more than she did I would also have to pay her alimony (call 'separate maintenance' in our state) for a number of years to be determined by the judge.
In short - I would get fucked because she was getting fucked!
Randy suggested that I try to live with things as they were until the kids were old enough to leave the nest. He jokingly said (at least I think he was joking) if I stayed I might get lucky and Marsha would get run over by a bus and I could make out on her life insurance. I decided to take his advice. I could handle the five years until Linda turned eighteen.
I managed to go almost a year before it got to me. I couldn't do anything outright to Marsha, not if I wanted to hang in there until the kids left home, but maybe I could give her a few sleepless nights and I could certainly drive a spike up Jason Alexander's ass.
I did some snooping and found out where Pamela Alexander worked and then I sent a snail mail to her at work marked "Personal and Confidential." In the envelope were copies of the pictures that I had taken at the Coral Gables along with a note that simply said:
"Just thought that you should know."
The note was unsigned and there was no return address so there was no way to connect it to me. The photos were time stamped almost a year earlier and I figured that the two cheaters wouldn't think of me as having been the one to take them. If I'd known about what Marsha was doing a year ago I'd have been deep in her shit long before right?
I had no way of knowing the outcome of my little bomb, but three days later Marsha started acting a little skittish around me. Almost like she was waiting for something bad to happen. Something like my getting a snail mail marked "Personal and Confidential" maybe? But all that she could see was me being my clueless self. A month later I drove through Alexander's neighborhood and I noticed a "For Sale" sign in his front yard. Kinda makes you wonder right?
Is Marsha still fucking around on me? Don't know and don't care enough to find out. All I want is to get to Linda's eighteenth birthday without any problems.
Sally's voice pulled me back to the present.
"Would you like another drink?"
I nodded a yes and she got up and refreshed our drinks and came back and handed me mine. I took it, set it down on the table and then I pulled Sally down onto my lap. She laid back against my chest and rested her head on my shoulder as I said:
"If you don't want this just say no."
She said nothing and so I tilted her head up and kissed her. I noticed that her robe had parted and that she was naked underneath. I slipped a hand inside her robe and started rubbing her right nipple. She moaned and kissed me back sending her tongue searching. Her kiss got more and more passionate and I pushed her off my lap, stood up and led her over to the bed. She shrugged the robe off, got on the bed and spread her legs wide. She looked up at me and said:
"Hurry. Please hurry. I need it. Make love to me.
I stripped off my clothes as she laid there and watched me while fingering herself. Once naked I climbed on the bed and moved to go down on her, but she grabbed my head and pulled it up.
"Later maybe, but right now I want you in me."
She was tight, but she was also very wet and I pushed my way inside as she moaned and whimpered and when I started stroking back and forth her legs came up around me and she hooked her ankles together. Her hands gripped my ass as she tried to pull me in deeper. Her moans turned into words.
"Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me, don't stop, please don't stop."
It wasn't love making. It was pure assed fucking. She had needs and I was doing my best to meet those needs. I pounded away at her trying to give her the release that she so desperately wanted and needed. It wasn't a quick one on my part because I'd had sex with Marsha the night before I left on the trip, but by Sally's own admission she hadn't had sex in quite a while and she was ready to let go. I'm no super stud by any means, but I managed to get her off four times by the time I had to let go.
Even after I'd gone soft she held me to her and would not let me pull out. I didn't want to mess up the moment for her so I didn't try. I waited until she relaxed her grip on me and then I slowly pulled out and fell to the bed beside her. There was a tear on her cheek and I reached to brush it away. She caught my hand and kissed it and then she said:
"Thank you. I needed that. I really needed that."
I wasn't being facetious when I said "My pleasure" because it was my pleasure to have given her what she wanted and needed. In fact I was hoping that her wants and needs were still there and needed more seeing to.
They were.
Sal wouldn't let me sleep the entire night. Over and over again she reached for my cock and tried to stir it back to life. She got five times out of me before I couldn't help her out any more. We slept in late and she got one more out of me before we got up, checked out and went for some breakfast. It wasn't until close to three on Sunday afternoon that she dropped me off at my house. There were no kisses because Marsha might have been looking out the window. Sal just smiled and said:
"It was a very productive weekend. Make sure you thank Marsha for letting me borrow you."
I smiled at her, blew her a kiss and then got out of the car to go back to my usual existence.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday at work Sally and I behaved around each other the same as we had before the weekend. We sat together over coffee for ten minutes in the breakroom with two other employees and gave off no indication that we were anything other than co-workers and in fact I wondered if the weekend was a one shot deal. On the drive home we had talked about a dozen different things, but getting together again was not one of the things that came up. Maybe she was waiting for me to bring it up, but I had already made the decision that any continuance of our weekend activities was going to have to be up to her.
It was a busy day for me. I had a lot of work to do that came out the conference we had attended that weekend and there were times during the day I was too busy to give any thought to what had happened between Sal and me. That all changed minutes before quitting time. I was sitting at my desk and putting things away preparatory to getting up and going home. I was just reaching to turn off my computer when an email appeared.
"There is a conference in Denver in two weeks. Can you manage the booth?"
It was signed by Sally.
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It was the tenth reunion of my high school class. It was early, and I was one of the first to arrive. I was sitting alone at a table for six when she came in. She looked around, saw me, and I saw her hesitate for a moment, and then she headed my way. As she moved toward me, I wondered why she was alone. I would have expected to see Seth with her. I stood up to greet her and she walked up to me. She wasn't smiling, but even so, I didn't expect the greeting I got. She slapped me! An openhanded slap to the left side of my face. My hand went up to my stinging cheek.
"What the hell was that for?" I asked
"That was for not fighting for me, asshole."
Her name as Mary Alice Thomas, or at least it had been Thomas the last time I had seen her, but that had been five years ago and I expected that her last name was Reardon now.
Mary Alice and I had met in the seventh grade and had dated off and on through the seventh and eighth grades before deciding to go steady during the middle of the ninth. By the time we graduated from high school, we were making plans to be married when we finished college. We wanted to be married as soon as we finished high school, but that would have killed Mary Alice being able to go to college.
Her parents would not have paid for her degree if she got married. Their position was that if she married she would eventually end up pregnant, have to drop out and all the money spent on her education would have been wasted. They held that belief because that is what happened with Mary Alice's older sister and two of her cousins. So, the long range plan was to get our degrees and then get married. We didn't feel that it was much of a hardship. We had been making love since her eighteenth birthday and continued to do it.
Things were going along fine until the middle of our junior year. We had different majors so we didn't have any shared classes and our times together were pretty much regulated by our class schedules, class assignments and class projects. One of MA's classes (she preferred MA to Mary Alice), Managerial Economics if memory served, required a group project and MA had to spend several evenings meeting with her group at the library to work on their project. I didn't think much about it because I'd had to do the same in several of my classes. Then one night when we were supposed to go to a concert, MA called me and told me that she was going to have to cancel our date. Her group project had hit a snag and her group was going to have to get together. The project was due in three days and would account for a third of her grade in the class, so surely I would understand. I told her that I understood and I did. I'd been there and done that in some of my classes, so I told her that I'd see her on Saturday.
Since the only reason I'd gotten the tickets to the concert was that MA wanted to see and hear the group, I gave the tickets to one of my friends and decided to take in a movie. I'm sure that by this point you already have figured out what comes next, but I'll put it down anyway. There was a line in front of the ticket counter, and MA was in the line with Seth Reardon. She probably had expected me to go to the concert and she was surprised to see me when she turned and looked around the way most people do when standing in a slow moving line. Her face paled and she quickly looked away. I wasn't the type to make a scene in public, so I just waited for my turn at the counter. I'd heard Seth say what movie (it was an eight-movie complex) he wanted and when I got to the counter, I chose a movie other than the one he chose.
When I got inside, I saw Reardon and MA standing in line to buy popcorn and a drink and I ignored them and went down the hallway to the theatre room where my movie was showing. It was ten minutes to show time, so I had plenty of time to sit and think about the situation. I was pissed and I wouldn't even try to pretend that I wasn't. MA had flat out lied to me about what she would be doing that night, and that, of course, made me wonder how many other times she had lied to me. How many of her trips to the library to work with her group were a lie? I had no way of knowing, but once was one too many.
What I should have done once I saw Mary Alice and Reardon was turn around, leave and save myself the price of the movie, because I didn't enjoy it. Not that it wasn't any good -- it had gotten decent reviews -- but my mind just couldn't get into it. I sat there and thought about Mary Alice sitting next to Reardon, holding hands and her head probably lying on his shoulder, the same way she used to do it with me. Halfway through the movie I got up, left and went home. Mom was surprised to see me.
"Short concert or just no good?" Mom asked me.
"Didn't go. Mary Alice and I broke up tonight."
"You're kidding," Mom said. "You two have been as thick as thieves for almost five years. What happened?"
"I guess she found someone else she would rather be with," I said, and then I headed up to my room.
It wasn't until I'd undressed and was stepping into the shower that I realized what I'd just done. Without even giving it much conscious thought I'd put an end to Mary Alice and me. Without giving any thought to it, I'd just told my mom that MA and I were through. I stood there under the flow of hot water, thought on it and decided that my brain knew what had to be done and then had gone ahead and done it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up Saturday morning, I had to decide what to do with my day. I was originally supposed to take MA to the wedding of one of her cousins, but that was off now. I decided to do some work on the car that my mom had given me as a graduation present when I graduated from high school. I'd bought seat covers for it, they needed to be put on and it was due a good cleaning, inside and out. I had just finished putting the seat covers on when Mom yelled at me that I had a phone call. I went into the house and picked up the phone.
"Hello?"
"Where are you?" MA asked. You were supposed to be here half an hour ago."
"I decided to let Seth take you."
There were a few seconds of silence and then she said, "I don't want Seth to take me. I want you."
"You didn't want me last night."
"Is that what this is all about? We need to talk. Come and get me and we can talk on the way to the church."
"Don't think so. I've already made plans for the day. Goodbye, Mary Alice."
I hung up, but then figured that she would call right back so I left the phone off the hook and went back out into the garage to work on the car. When I finished on the car I showered, dressed casual, had dinner with my mom, and then I headed out looking for something to enjoy.
I had more options since I'd turned twenty-one and could legally hit the bars and clubs. The problem I had was that I didn't want to be alone doing whatever. I decided that what I needed to do was go somewhere where I could be with people who were having fun. The perfect place for that would be The Crystal Palace. The Palace was a country/western bar with a live band, there would be a lot of line dancing and you didn't need a partner to line dance.
I got there early enough that the place wasn't crowded, found an empty table close to the dance floor and settled in. I ordered a Bud Light and watched the dancers on the floor. It was a two-step and I enjoyed watching the skirts swirling and flaring as the gals went through the ladies under inside and outside turns. I wished that MA was with me so I could join in, but then I realized that that ship had sailed. I didn't know if Reardon had gotten lucky last night or not, but it didn't matter. What did matter was that MA had ditched me for him last night and had lied to me about her reason for breaking our date. I wasn't worldly wise by any means, but I did know, even at that early age, that solid relationships are built on trust and it was now obvious to me that MA couldn't be trusted.
While I'd been sitting there watching the dancers, thinking and nursing my beer, the place had filled up. When the band finished playing the two-step, they started playing Black Velvet and several people got out on the floor and started doing the Cowboy Boogie, so I got up and joined in. When Velvet was over, the band played another tune good for a two-step so I went back to my table, finished my beer and ordered another one. When the waitress brought it to me she asked me if I was waiting for someone. When I said no, she had a question.
"Could I get you to do me a huge favor?"
"Depends. I don't think I would like it in jail so I won't do anything illegal, but I'm open, otherwise."
"My sister and her two friends just got here and the seats at this table are the only empty ones in the house."
I wouldn't mind some company, so I told her to send over her sister and her friends. When Iris (the name on her nametag) said her sister and two friends, I expected that one of the friends would be a guy. Not so. Three very sexy looking ladies showed up and one of them, a raven-haired beauty asked, "Are you sure that you don't mind sharing?"
I looked at the three of them, smiled and then laughingly said, "I damned sure would mind sharing you three with anyone else."
All three laughed, and then sat down and introduced themselves. The raven-haired beauty was Irene, and she was Iris's sister. The two redheads were Barb and Bev and they were sisters. Bev smiled and said, "You said that you would mind having to share us, so do you think you can keep up with the three of us all by your lonesome?"
"Probably not," I said, "but a man's got to do what a man's got to do."
"He's cute," Barb said to Bev. "I think I want him."
"Oh no you don't," Irene said. "I'm the one who got my sister to get us here, so I've got dibs."
"Bullshit!" Bev said. "We are in this together and we either share or we do rock, paper, scissors for him."
"Do I have any say in this?" I asked and got a resounding "NO!" from all three, and then they did do rock, paper and scissors to see who would get the first dance with me. Barb won and she pulled me out onto the floor for a Cowboy Cha Cha. The next tune found all three of us out on the floor doing an Electric Slide. Then, Irene and Bev did RPS to see who got the next dance. Bev got that one and we did a Texas Two Step. Next, it was all four of us on the floor doing the Cupid Shuffle. It was finally Irene's turn and I moved her around the floor in a Western Waltz.
The band took a break and as we sat at the table making small talk and working on our drinks. Irene asked me why I was there without a date, so I told her the story. She listened and then said, "She sounds like the female counterpart to my ex-boyfriend. I dropped him because I caught him trying to find out if the grass was greener on the other side of the fence."
"That's why I won't allow myself to have a steady boyfriend," Barb said. "I need to wait until the guy has had time to sow his wild oats and be ready to settle down."
"Amen to that," her sister said.
As the three talked, I sat there listening and occasionally throwing in a comment and wondering if I was settled down enough for one of them. Didn't matter which one because looks wise, they were all Grade-A Prime. Then I had to laugh at myself. Just having those thoughts showed I wasn't settled enough. Something must have showed on my face because Irene asked me what I was thinking. Since I only had a causal relationship going with the three of them and wasn't expecting it to go any farther than the evening, I saw no reason not to tell them. Barb and Bev laughed, but Irene gave me a strange look and said, "You show promise, Bobby Denton."
Just then, the band started their next set and everyone was out on the floor for a Tush Push. When we got back to the table, the evening got strange. A guy came up to the table and asked Bev for a dance. She looked at me and asked, "Would you mind, Bobby?"
It caught me by surprise, but she wasn't really my date so I just said, "Enjoy," and she got up and moved out onto the floor with the guy. I watched them go and Irene asked, "Now what are you thinking?"
"Why would she ask me if I would mind if she danced with the guy?"
"Remember what you said when we asked you if you would mind sharing?"
"I was just joking."
Well, apparently Bev didn't take it as a joke. As far as she is concerned, you laid claim to us so she had to ask your permission."
"Oh, get outta here. That's just ridiculous."
"Not to Bev."
"Or me," said Barb, and the words were no sooner out of her mouth than a guy came up to the table and asked her for a dance. She looked at me and asked, "Would you mind?"
I chuckled and said, "Have fun," and she got up and followed the guy out onto the floor. I looked at Irene and saw she was trying hard not to laugh out loud.
"What so funny?" I asked.
"You. When did you discover this strange power that you have over girls?"
"I didn't even know that I had it. Mary Alice was the only girl in my life up until the other night. Come to think of it, that kind of proves that I don't have any strange power. If I had it she wouldn't have strayed."
I guess my tone of voice or maybe my facial expression while I was saying that told her something as she said, "Don't go glum on me, Bobby. Come on; let's dance."
We stayed on the floor until the band took their next break. Once back at the table the three girls and I talked and I found out more about them. I found out that all of them were older than I was, Irene by two years, Barb by two and Bev by one. Irene worked in the office of a large company, Bev was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company and Barb was a paralegal at a downtown law firm. The three had met in college and had bonded.
One other thing about them that I found out was that the three of them could almost always be found at the Palace on a Friday or Saturday night, and that is one of the reasons that guys were coming over to ask the girls to dance. They were regulars and well known. The band came back, started on their next set and I received another surprise. A guy came up, asked Irene to dance and she said, "Sorry, Clint, but I don't think my boyfriend here would like that," and the guy walked away.
"Boyfriend? Just what the hell happened while Bev and I were out on the floor?"
"Bobby needs a new girlfriend, so I appointed myself."
"No fair!" Bev said. "We should have had a chance."
"Yeah," Barb said. "He should date us all a couple of times and then make a choice."
Irene grinned and said, "You both had your chance, but you decided to get up and go dancing and left us here alone. You know the old saying, 'You snooze you lose', right?"
Barb looked at me and asked, "Is it true? Are you her new boyfriend?"
My momma didn't raise no fools, so I just shrugged and said, "A gentleman would never call a lady a liar."
Then Bev said, "Well if it doesn't work out for you, I get the next shot."
"Like hell you will," Barb said. "Rock paper scissors. Two out of three."
I took Irene by the hand, pulled her from her chair and led her out onto the dance floor leaving the two sisters arguing with each other. The dance was a waltz and as we moved around the floor, I asked her about our sudden relationship.
"What's the matter? You don't like the idea?"
"We don't even know each other."
"True, but that is what relationships are for, right? To get to know each other?"
"I can't argue with that, but you haven't even known me for two hours."
"So what? I get good vibes from you and I suspect there are a lot of girls out there who know you and the twit you were going with and who wished you would split up so they would have a chance with you. I just decided to get there first. Think about it, Bobby Dalton; what do you have to lose?"
She had a point, but one of my faults is that I'm always honest with myself so I said, "I don't know that I'm ready for another relationship. It is true that my relationship with Mary Alice is done, but it is done because I don't trust her anymore, not because I've lost all feeling for her. She still has a hold on me that I don't know I can shake off any time soon."
"That will be my job, sweetie, to try and get you over her. Gonna give me a chance?"
I looked into her deep blue eyes and then smiled as I said, 'I'd be a fool not to."
Irene was the designated driver that evening, so we didn't leave the Palace together, but we did arrange a date for Sunday afternoon.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had breakfast with my mom on Sunday morning and then I grabbed my books and went outside to sit at the patio table and work on an outline for a paper I had to do for my Production Planning class. I was deep in thought, bouncing ideas around in my head, when I heard the patio door open and someone walk out onto the patio. I thought that it was Mom until I felt hands on my shoulders and received a kiss on the back of my neck.
"Morning, sweetie," Mary Alice said, and then she moved around the table and sat down across from me. I put down the pencil in my hand and asked, "What brings you here this morning?"
"I thought we needed to talk."
"Why? I don't feel the need."
"Maybe you don't, but I do. I can't let you be having the wrong idea about things."
"Oh? What wrong idea would that be?"
"I haven't dumped you for some other guy. You are my man, Bob, and you should know that."
"If I am your man, why weren't you with me Friday night? You know, the night of the concert that you just had to attend and pressed me to buy tickets for?"
"I'm sorry, sweetie; I just flat forgot."
"You also apparently forgot that I was 'your man,' as you just put it. How else do you explain your being out on a date with another guy?"
"Nothing happened, Bob. He didn't even get a goodnight kiss on the cheek."
"You expect me to believe that?"
"Why not? It is the truth."
"Pardon me if I take that with a grain of salt."
"Why would you say something like that?"
"It sounded more polite than saying that I think you are lying."
"I would never do that!"
I laughed at that and said, "You not only would, but you did. You lied when you broke our date because you just had to go to the library and meet your group to work on a problem with your project, but who was it I saw in the ticket line at the movies? I've been in that building plenty of times, but I've never noticed a library in there."
"We solved the problem quickly, and since I thought you had already gone to the concert and it was too late to call you, I said yes to Seth when he asked if I wanted to take in a movie."
"Nice try for a save, MA, but it won't wash. It was only thirty minutes from the time you called and broke our date until I saw you in line at the theatre. Not even close to the time it would have taken you to go to the library, meet with your group, fix your problem and then get to the theatre. Don't waste your time, MA, because it just isn't going to work. That isn't even all of it, MA. Now I'm wondering how many other dates you broke with me so you could meet your group were actually spent with other guys."
"You can't possibly believe that!"
"Of course I can. After what you did on Friday night, I can't believe anything you say anymore. I can't trust you anymore, and I won't waste my time on someone I can't trust."
"I swear that he never even got a kiss on the cheek, Bob. Nothing happened!"
"You don't seem to get it, Mary Alice. It isn't about what you did or didn't do with Reardon. It is about what you did to me. You broke a date with me and lied about the reason why. You need to leave, Mary Alice. I need to get back to working on this paper. It is due on Wednesday and I've got a lot to do on it."



"Please Bob; can I..."
"NO! NO! NO! Just leave, Mary Alice. Just get up and leave!!!"
There were tears on her cheeks as she got up, and I heard a sob as she went through the patio door and into the house. A couple of minutes later my mother came out and asked me why Mary Alice was crying. I told mom that MA and I had just broken up.
"She decided that we didn't need to be exclusive and I let her know that I didn't agree with her on that."
"But you two have been together forever."
"Maybe that's the problem. Maybe she needed or felt the need to see what other guys were like."
"That's not a bad thing, Bobby. Better to satisfy your curiosities before tying the knot than after."
"Maybe so, but she should have been honest and upfront about it instead of lying to me and going behind my back."
Mom didn't respond to that, and I got back to working on my outline. By noon, I had it done. All I needed to do was hit the library for a few reference works and then start typing.
At one, I called Irene, got directions to her place and rang her doorbell at one-thirty. Irene opened the door, smiled and said "Right on time. I like that in a man." Once in the car she asked me what I had planned.
"A showing at an art gallery downtown, then an early dinner followed by a movie of your choice. Or, we can scrap my plan and do whatever you would like to do."
"I'm good with your plan. Any particular reason for going to this particular showing?"
"I know her and want to show support."
"Is she any good?"
"I don't know. I've never seen any of her stuff, but it must be good if an art gallery wants to show it."
It turned out that Helen's stuff was pretty good. It was mostly landscapes and there was one that I really liked, but the price tag on it put it out of my reach. We had dinner at Mario's and then Irene talked me out of going to a movie and instead, suggested that we go back to her place for coffee or a drink and just relax and get to know each other better.
Irene was a year older than I was, had a degree in Business Management and was working for a nationally known freight company. She had a brother and sister still living at home with her parents who unfortunately, lived four hundred miles away. We sat, nursed our drinks and talked about likes and dislikes, turn-offs and turn-ons until ten, at which time I said that I had to be going since I had an early class the next day. We made a date for Tuesday evening, and then Irene walked me to her door, thanked me for a nice date and gave me a nice kiss on the lips.
I went home in a good mood. The good mood lasted until I got to school. I saw MA waiting for me on the steps of Bryant Hall, which was the building that my first class was in. I couldn't just turn around and walk away because I couldn't afford to miss this particular class. I was just going to walk by her, but she stepped in front of me and said, "I need to talk to you, Bob. I know you are upset with me, but please give me a chance to explain." I said nothing and then she said, "Give me half an hour, and then if you still want it that way I'll leave you alone and stay away from you."
"Okay, Mary Alice; meet me in the cafeteria at 11:30," I said, and then I walked around her and went to class.
I got to the cafeteria at 11:20 and got a table. I half expected MA to be there waiting, but she didn't show up until 11:35 and her arrival didn't bode well for what she was hoping. Where I was sitting, I had a straight line of sight to the cafeteria entrance, and the hallway outside the entrance. I was looking at the entrance when MA showed up. She was with Seth Reardon. They stopped, said something to each other and then he headed down the hallway and MA came in, looked around, saw me and headed for my table.
She took her seat and said, "Thank you for letting me talk to you."
I didn't say anything, just sat there waiting. She finally realized that it was all going to be on her and she said, "I love you, Bob, and I am pretty sure that I want to spend the rest of my life with you, but I'm not ready to do it now. We have been together since the seventh grade and you are the only guy I've ever dated. Notice that I said pretty sure? Well I want to be dead certain; not pretty sure, but certain. I need to see what other guys are like, Bob. I need to make certain sure that I'm making the right choice."
I said nothing. I just sat there and looked at her. I knew what she wanted. I knew exactly what she was working up to. She wanted me to say that I saw her point and that I would be okay with her dating other guys while still staying my girlfriend. What she wanted was to have her cake and eat it, too.
Sure enough, her next words were, "We both need this, Bob. You should be seeing other girls. There is no reason we can't stay together, but open the relationship to see what else is out there. Marriage is a big step, Bob; we need to go into it with no doubts or curiosities."
When she finished, she looked at me and waited for a response. I let the silence set there for a bit and then I said "I agree that I should be seeing other girls." She got a big smile on her face that instantly disappeared when I continued, "Now that you and I are through."
"You can't mean that."
"But I do. This little talk is the one you should have had with me before you started going out with other guys. There is a good chance that I might have gone along with you. The only reason we are having it now is that I caught you sneaking around behind my back. If I hadn't caught you cheating on me you would have gone on stabbing me in the back. The good side of this is that now you no longer have to hide it from me."
I stood up and said, "Nice talking with you Mary Alice," and I walked away.
It wasn't that easy, of course. Mary Alice got my mother involved. She told Mom that she had made a terrible mistake, was extremely sorry about it and that I wouldn't give her a chance to make up for it. Mom told me it was only normal for young inexperienced girls and boys to make mistakes, and that I should be more understanding.
"It is obvious that she loves you, Rob. Give the poor girl a chance to make it up to you."
Mary Alice enlisted friends that we had in common to try and get me back with her.
"The poor girl is a wreck, Rob. She knows she screwed up. You guys have been together far too long not to try and fix this."
What no one knew was that I had also enlisted some friends. I asked them to keep an eye on Mary Alice and what she did. Yes, I was pissed at her, but we had been together for a long time and I couldn't just turn my feelings for her off overnight. There was a chance -- slight, but still a chance -- that we could get back together, but it depended on how Mary Alice acted after our last talk. My feeling was that if she was truly sorry and wanted us back together she would stop dating other guys and concentrate on getting me back.
It wasn't to be.
My spies kept me abreast of Mary Alice's doings and what she was doing was spending all of her free time with Reardon. The entire time she was trying to get my mother and our common friends to talk me into giving her a chance, she and Seth were practically joined at the hip.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Irene and I were dating two and sometimes three times a week, almost always on a Friday or a Saturday, and on those dates we always ended up at the Palace and almost always shared a table with Bev and Barb. I could never understand why the two of them never had dates, but I did know that it wasn't because they wanted to pick up some guy, because while they never lacked for dance partners, they always left alone.
The first few dates with Irene ended with a, "Thank you; I had fun," followed by a soft kiss on the lips. The fourth date ended with a make out session that steamed up the windows of the car. On the fifth and sixth dates, the make out sessions moved into the living room of Irene's apartment. The seventh date was the game changer. It was a Friday night, we had closed the Palace and then stopped at the Village Inn to get pie and coffee. We were talking about the dances that we liked best when she suddenly changed the conversation.
"Who wore the pants in your relationship with Mary Alice?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Simple question, Rob. Who was in charge? Who made the decisions?"
"I would like to think that it was me. Why do you ask that?"
"Just trying to get a feel for things."
"I don't understand."
"I was the one who got us going when I laid claim to you in front of Bev and Barb. I was the one who initiated the first kiss, the make out sessions and decided, for the most part anyway, where we would go and what we would do."
I smiled at her and said, "A smart guy lets the female take the lead until he sees where things are going and then he steps up. Let me explain. I didn't know you or the sisters that first night at the Palace. I'd never seen the three of you before that night. I wasn't there to find someone to hook up with; I was only there to try and have a little fun to try and help me get over what went down with Mary Alice. I had absolutely no intention of trying to hit on you three. To be honest about it, if I had been out looking to hook up I'm not all that sure that I would have been able to choose between the three of you. Again, all I was looking for was some fun to pull me out of the funk I was in.
"When you decided to appoint yourself as my new girlfriend, I decided why not go with the flow? You are damned fine looking and I like talking with you, so why not? Once we started dating, I let you set the pace. I had no idea where we were going, if anywhere, so again, I just went with the flow. You have to remember that Mary Alice was the only other girlfriend I've ever had. I have dated other girls when Mary Alice and I got into arguments and broke up, but those dates never went anywhere because Mary Alice and I always got back together before those dates could go anywhere. I did watch other couples, and what I saw were a lot of breakups when the guy pushed too hard to get where the girl wasn't ready to go.
"I decided that if Mary Alice and I ever broke up for good and I went back to dating, I would let the girl take us to where she wanted to go rather than trying to get her to where I wanted to go. I've been letting you lead and so far, you haven't taken me anywhere I haven't wanted to go. I will say that given the hot make out sessions we've had that I was thinking hard on putting out feelers to see if you might be interested in taking things into the bedroom."
She looked at me for several seconds before saying, "Why are we wasting time here when that bedroom is only five minutes away?"
I smiled, stood up and dropped enough money on the table to cover the tab and a tip and said, "Lead the way."
When we got to her place, we went straight to the bedroom. I watched her as she undressed and once she was naked, I started to strip. I was down to socks, boxers and the t-shirt that I was pulling over my head when Ilene came over to me, pulled my boxers down and took my erection in her mouth. My socks didn't get taken off until after we woke up in the morning and went to shower together.
After that evening, our dates boiled down to going out for dinner and maybe drinks before heading back to Ilene's bedroom. The only difference was that either Friday or Saturday, we went to the Crystal Palace and occasionally were there both nights. On one of those nights, I got the story on Barb and Bev. Out on the dance floor I asked Irene about the sisters. They both had boyfriends or rather a boyfriend in Bev's case and fiancé in Barb's case, and both guys were in the Army Reserve. Both were on deployment in the Middle East and the girls were staying true to their men. They wanted to go out and have fun, but they always went home alone.
Two weeks after Irene and I had moved our relationship into the bedroom, Mary Alice caught me alone in the school cafeteria and sat down at my table. While I was eating my lunch, I was studying for the pop quiz I knew I was likely to get in my three o'clock class. I put my notes down, looked at Mary Alice and waited for her to speak.
"Are you ever going to give me a chance to fix things between us, Bobby?"
"You have had over a month to try and fix things, Mary Alice, but I have noticed that you haven't bothered."
"What do you mean? I've tried and tried."
"No you haven't, M A. All you have done is pester my mother and our common friends to try and push me back to you. What have you been doing while the others were pushing?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"Simple question, M A. What have you been doing since the night you lied to me and broke our date? Trying hard to get me back, or spending all of your spare time with Seth Reardon?"
"He is just a friend, Bobby."
"Right! And next you have a bridge you want to sell me, or is it beach front property in Florida?"
"What are you saying?"
"I have friends too, M A, and they keep me up to date on the things that you and Reardon do. I know all about your make out sessions, your visits to the Capri Isle Motel and even the backseat fuck you did behind Maxine's Café. You sure weren't trying hard to get me back then, were you?"
"He means nothing to me, Bobby. I love you and you know I do."
"Just not enough, Mary Alice, just not nearly enough."
I got up and walked away from her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Irene and I didn't last. I thought we had something good going, but I guess I was wrong. A month into my senior year I received a call from her telling me that I needed to stop by her place after I got out of class. It was a Tuesday and not one of our normal date nights. Because of my class schedule and study requirements, we were limited on dating to Thursday through Sunday. I got to her place, and saw a U-Haul truck in front of her apartment and found Irene busy packing boxes.
"Oh, good, you're here," she said. "You've got some stuff here that you need to pick up."
"What's going on?"
"I've been given a promotion, but it is in Atlanta and I've got to be there by day after tomorrow."
I knew that they were not the same thing, but Irene's announcement hit me pretty much the same way that Mary Alice's going behind my back with Reardon had. Being offered a promotion, accepting it, dealing with a landlord and utilities and arranging for a truck and boxes takes a little bit of time, more time than the thirty-two hours between my leaving her place for Monday's first class after spending the weekend in her bed. I didn't say anything. I just walked into the bedroom and got the clothes I had there and headed for the door. Irene's back was to me as she packed a box and I walked out without a word.
I went home, put my stuff away and then studied until Mom called me to dinner. Over dinner, Mom said that Mary Alice had called her that afternoon.
"Are you ever going to cut that poor girl some slack?"
I didn't mean it, but it would shut Mom up so I said, "I'm thinking on it."
She got a small smile on her face and before she could say anything, I changed the subject.
"Have you given any more thought to going to live with Aunt Edith?"
"Not a lot. Why?"
"It won't be long before I graduate, and when that happens I'm going to strike out on my own. I don't think you are going to like living in this big house alone."
"Why would you move out? There is plenty of room here for you and Mary Alice."
"There is a very good chance that my job prospects after graduation will take me away from this town and possibly even this state."
"I'm sure that you can find something to do here."
"I don't want to find 'something' here. If I was willing to settle for 'something,' I wouldn't have needed to spend all that money on college. You know that I planned on leaving when I graduated. Our agreement when Dad died was that I would stay at home until I had my degree. Quite frankly, I had expected to be moved out by now."
"Why do you say that?"
"Because I expected that you would have a new man in your life by now."
"Really, Robert! Your father has only been gone four years."
"Don't call me Robert! Rob, Bob, Bobby or even Robby, but I don't like to be called Robert and you know full well why (I was named after my mother's father, he was a mean old bastard and I hated his sorry ass). "The key word there, Mom, is 'gone'. He isn't coming back and you are young enough to get another life."
"I just can't find anyone like your father."
"And you never will. He was one of a kind. You need to find someone new and different and move on. I've got to get back to my homework" I said as I stood up, kissed her cheek and left the kitchen.
I put Irene out of my mind and managed to get through the week okay. Friday, I decided that I needed some cheering up so I headed for the Crystal Palace thinking that a few drinks and a line dance or three would lift my spirits. I was not surprised to see Barb and Bev at a table, but I headed for a seat at the bar. I'd no sooner planted my butt on the barstool than Barb was there grabbing my arm.
"Oh no you don't, sweetie. Your place is with us."
I opened my mouth to say, "Not tonight, Barb," but she figured that is what I was going to say and she said, "Hush now, Bubba," and she pulled me off the stool and pulled me over to her table
In retrospect, it was the right thing for me at the time. By unspoken agreement, Irene's name was never mentioned and the two sisters took turns dancing with me until closing time, and for the first time since I'd met them, they left the bar with a man. We went to the Town and Country Restaurant for coffee and a bite to eat. Once seated in a booth with me on one side and Barb and Bev on the other side, Irene's name was mentioned for the first time. Barb said, "Way back when Irene appointed herself as your new girlfriend, I said that if it didn't work out I wanted the next shot."
Then Bev said, "At that time I said, like hell, and that we would do rock, paper and scissors to see who was next."
And then, damned if they didn't do it right there in the booth. Barb won and asked, "So when is our first date?"
I sat there and looked at her as if she'd slipped a cog and then I asked, "What about staying true to you boyfriend while he is gone?"
"He is history. He went to Spain on leave, or R and R, or whatever it is that they call it, and he met some girl. I got a Dear John type letter and I decided not to stay home and cry over spilt milk. So what are we going to do on our first date?"
Like her, I had no intension of staying home and crying over what had happened, so I said, "First dates get to be the woman's choice. What do you want to do?"
"Tomorrow good for you?"
"It is," I said, and she grabbed a napkin, wrote her address and phone number down on it, and handed it to me.
"Dress casual," she said, "and pick me up at six. By then, I'll have come up with an idea or two."
The address Barb had given me was an apartment building, and I was not surprised when Bev answered my knock. I had already figured that they probably lived together.
"She is still getting ready," Bev said, as she led me into the living room, sat me down on the couch and she took the easy chair across from me. "Irene had nothing but good to say about you, so my sister is going to be in good hands tonight?"
I just smiled at her and said, "This is a setup, right? You had no intension of slipping around on your fiancé, so the rock, paper scissors thing was rigged. Am I right?"
She blushed and looked down for a moment or two before looking back at me and saying, "Are we forgiven?"
"Of course you are. In a way, I am flattered that your sister would pick me to help her pick up the pieces."
"It wasn't a hard choice to make, Bobby. Like I said, we've heard nothing but good about you."



"If that is so, why did she cut me off at the knees and run?"
"She was scared to death of you."
"That makes no sense at all to me. She had nothing but good to say about me, but she was scared to death of me?"
"I phrased that wrong. She was scared of what would happen if she stayed with you."
"That didn't clear anything up."
"She fell hard for you, Bobby, so hard that she would have said yes if you had asked her to marry you. That is what she was afraid of; marriage scared her to death. Her parents were divorced. Both her brother and sister were divorced. Her two aunts on her mother's side were divorced, an aunt and uncle on her father's side were divorced and almost all of the divorces were because of the men cheating. She had firsthand experience of all of the hate and bitterness that came out of those divorces and she promised herself that she would never get married and possibly go through all of it herself. You and I might think that was not a reasonable way to behave, but that was her mindset and when the chance came to put some distance between the two of you came up, she jumped at it. You might not agree, but it was probably for the best."
"Why would you say that?"
"Think about it. With her preconceived notions, she would be constantly suspicious and looking for signs that you were being unfaithful. Probably not at the start of the marriage, but likely by the middle of year two, or the beginning of year three. You would eventually become aware of her suspicions and it would start to drive a wedge between the two of you and things would go downhill from there. Or not. Just my opinion."
Just then, Barb came into the room and she was looking good. "Ready to go?" she asked.
"I am. Where are we going?"
"Tricocci's for dinner and then the Comedy Club."
We had a good time and when I took her home, she invited me in for a nite-cap or a cup of coffee. She made coffee and we sat at the kitchen table, talked about the evening, and then I asked her if she would like to go out with me again. She said she would love to. We made a date for Sunday, and she walked me to the door. When I turned to say goodnight, she grabbed my head in both hands and laid a kiss on me that should have melted the metal in my zipper. She broke the kiss and said, "You don't really have to leave if you don't want to."
Truth was that I didn't want to, but being ever practical, I said, "Won't it upset Bev?"
"Why would it upset Bev?"
"Finding me here in the morning?"
"Why would you think that?"
"You live together, right?"
"No. She has her own place. Why would you think she lived with me?"
"Since you were always together every time I've seen you and she was here when I got here, I just assumed that you lived together."
"Well, we don't so don't worry about her."
She kissed me again and then took my hand and led me to her bedroom. As she undressed, she said, "Please don't think bad thoughts about me, Bobby. I'm not an easy piece of ass, but I'm so horny that it is driving me crazy. Ted and I had a very active love life until he went away. I've behaved myself since he left, even though at times I wanted to climb walls. I need to get laid, Bobby. I'm not asking for a commitment or a long-term relationship. I just need to get fucked. Please, Bobby?"
Two hours later I stood up to get dressed, but she grabbed my arm and said, "Don't go, Bobby. Spend the night. Please?" I snuggled up to her and we fell asleep.
In the morning, she woke me by playing with my dick and we made love, after which, we showered together and then she fixed us some breakfast. We checked the morning paper to see what movies were playing and what the start times were, and then we spent the rest of the morning goofing off. There was a line at the ticket booth when we got to the movie complex, and close to the front of the line I saw Mary Alice and Reardon. They were holding hands. Mary Alice never looked around, so she never knew I was there in line.
After the movie, Barb and I had a bite to eat at Denny's and then I took her home. We made a date for Thursday, she kissed me and I went home.
Tuesday, I was having lunch in the cafeteria and going over some class notes when someone sat down at my table. I looked up and saw Mary Alice.
"How have you been, Rob?"
"Okay."
"I've missed you." I said nothing; I just sat there and looked at her. There were several seconds of silence and I think she realized that I wasn't going to respond so she went on:
"I heard that your girlfriend moved away. If you are looking for a replacement, I'm right here."
"What about your boyfriend, Seth?"
"He isn't my boyfriend, Bob. In fact, I haven't seen him since the last time we talked. I haven't dated anyone since that talk. I knew I'd never get you back unless I stopped seeing other guys."
I didn't bother telling her that only two days earlier I'd seen her holding hands with Reardon at the movies. What I did was say, "Nice seeing you Mary Alice, but I need to get to class." I picked up my books and left her sitting at the table.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the rest of my senior year, Barb and I got closer and closer and on the day I graduated, I asked her to marry me and she said yes. Bev's fiancé came home about a week after I had proposed, and Barb and I (we were living together by then) had Bev and Mike over for dinner at least once a week and we doubled dated with them several times. Mike seemed like a good guy, and it was obvious that he and Bev were head over heels in love with each other.
One night, Barb floated the idea of a double wedding on me. I couldn't see a reason not to and the idea seemed to make her happy, so I told her to go ahead and plan it.
A month before graduation I'd mailed out a dozen or so resumes and I'd heard back from six of them. I went for interviews and had three offers. I chose the one that seemed to offer the most chance for advancement, and I started working for them two weeks after walking across the stage and receiving my sheepskin.
Thinks rocked along until about a month before the wedding. Barb seemed to be having mood swings and I figured that it was probably just pre-wedding jitters. They got worse as the wedding drew closer. Finally, one week before the wedding, I found out what was wrong. It was a Tuesday and I'd just gotten home from work. Barb had dinner ready and waiting, which was rare because we usually got home within minutes of each other. I found out later that she had taken the day off from work.
The table was set and for the first ever there wine glasses and a bottle of red wine on the table. Barb seemed nervous and she kept refilling our wine glasses as we ate and I finally said, "Okay sweetie; give it to me. What is it that you have to try and get me drunk for?
She looked down at the table so she wouldn't have to meet my eyes when she said, "I can't marry you, Bob. I'm sorry, but I don't love you enough to marry you."
I sat there stunned. It took several seconds for me to recover enough for me to ask her, "If you don't love me, why did you even say yes when I asked you to marry me?"
"I didn't say I didn't love you," she said with a tear running down her cheek. "I said I didn't love you enough to marry you. I love you, Bob, but I love Ted more."
"So what? He dumped you for some other girl."
The tears were running freely then and she sobbed out, "He's back home now and he wants me back."
"You've been seeing him?"
"No, I haven't. I couldn't do that while I'm wearing your ring. I have to end it with you before I can do that."
I sat there and stared at her while I tried to wrap my mind around what was happening. My silence must have upset her enough that that the story spilled out. For whatever reason, Ted's relationship with the girl he'd dropped Barb for hadn't worked out. He came home determined to win Barb back, only to find out that she was wearing my ring. Bev's beau, Mike, was Ted's best friend, and every time Ted got together with Mike he bemoaned the fact that he'd let the woman that he really loved down, and had dropped her for what turned out to be a short fling. He said he still loved Barb and he wished he had her back.
Mike apparently worked on Barb every time he saw her whenever I wasn't around, and finally convinced Barb that she should talk with Ted. She'd talked with him several times on the phone, and the result of those talks was me getting my walking papers. I just sat there and listened, and when she finished I just sat there, looked at her and said nothing.
Finally, she said, "What are you thinking, Bob; say something."
"What do you want me to say? That I'm happy for you? I'm not. You want me to try and talk you out of it? I won't even try. What I will say is that you will eventually be sorry that you tossed our relationship away. Ted cheated on you once, he will do it again and why wouldn't he? You are taking him back, so he will figure if he does it again and gets caught you will take him back again."
I got up from the table and said, "You need to find a place to stay. You can have the couch tonight and move out tomorrow while I'm at work."
I left the apartment, drove to the nearest sports bar and watched the TV's while I nursed my beer and wondered about my bad luck with the women I chose. I was on my second beer when my cellphone chirped. It was Bev.
"I just got a call from Barb saying that you kicked her out."
"She tell you why?"
"No, she just said she needed a place to stay since you told her to get out."
I told her what had gone down and she said, "I can't believe the girl can be that stupid. Sorry to have bothered you."
I finished my third beer and went home. I saw suitcases by the door when I walked in and I saw that the couch had a pillow and a blanket on it. Barb was in the bathroom when I went into the bedroom and closed the door. I woke up in the morning; she was asleep on the couch and I left without waking her. When I got home that evening, she was gone and the only things that she left behind were the ring I had given her and her apartment key.
I spent the rest of the week pretty much in a funk. The only thing that kept me from going bonkers was my job. I had much to do and a deadline to meet. By Friday, I was in bad need of some stress relief. What did I do when I needed cheering up? Go to The Crystal Palace, of course, but on the way there it dawned on me that it was likely that the sisters and their boyfriends would also be there. Did I really want to see them? I had almost convinced myself to make a U-turn and go find a bar where I could just drink beer and maybe shoot some pool. I was checking my mirrors to see if it was clear for me to turn when I suddenly decided, "Fuck it! I'm not going to let Barb and her cheating asshole of a boyfriend dictate how I was going to spend my time."
When I got there, I saw Barb, Bev, Mike and a guy I assumed was Ted, sitting at a table. I found a table on the other side of the dance floor from them and took the seat that put my back to them. I'd been there about a half an hour and had done several line dances. I was working on my second beer when I had to make a trip to the bathroom. When I finished taking care of business and walked out, I found Bev standing there waiting for me.
"Why haven't you asked me to dance tonight? Just because my sister is an idiot doesn't mean that you and I can't stay friends."
"I just don't want the trouble I might get into if I were to come over and ask you to dance."
"What trouble?"
"I'm afraid that the wrong look or the wrong word from Mike would have me punching him in the mouth and that could lead me into a jail cell and get me barred from here."
"Why would you punch Mike?"
"Because he is the shithead that kept after Barb to give her cheating boyfriend another chance."
"He did what?"
I told her what Barb had told me and I saw her get a nasty look on her face.
"We are still friends, right?"
"You bet," I said, as I turned and went back to my table. I had a surprise when I got back the table. There were three girls sitting there, and one of them was Mary Alice. The only seat they left open for me was the one that had me looking across the floor to Bev and Barb's table. I half-assed smiled to myself as I had a flashback. It was three girls joining me at my table that had started the whole thing. As I took my seat, I made up my mind to enjoy myself and show Barb that I could get over her, and quickly.
"To what do I owe the pleasure?" I asked as I took my seat.
"The place was full when we got here and I saw you sitting here alone," Mary Alice said, "But you got up to use the restroom before I could ask you if we could join you. I gambled that you wouldn't chase us away when you got back."
"Chase away three lovely dance partners? Not likely."
Mary Alice introduced me to her friends, Samantha (call me Sam) and Sally, and from that point on I danced every dance until last call. Along the way, Mary Alice made another pitch to get us back together. I was in just the right mood to say why not. Sally had driven and Mary Alice asked me if she could leave with me. I will admit that the way I'd seen Barb looking at me while I was enjoying my dance partners figured heavily in my decision to say yes to Mary Alice. The frosting on the cake for me was Sam and Sally leaving, and Mary Alice staying with me. I saw a pissed off expression on Barb's face. The sprinkles on top of the frosting was Barb seeing Mary Alice get in my car with me as we left the dance hall.
I didn't think for one minute that Mary Alice and I had a future, but I was asshole enough to take what pussy I could get while I could get it. You have absolutely no idea of how easy it was to forget Barb while Mary Alice was sucking my cock. "Barb who?" is what I would have said while Mary Alice bounced up and down, doing cowgirl on my dick. I'm not sure I could even have spelled "Barb" while I was pounding my cock in Mary Alice's ass as she moaned "Oh yes, Bobby; oh yes." But I can't lie. I did miss Barb, even if I sometimes forgot her in moments of passion.
During the next three months, Mary Alice worked hard to get me to let her move in with me and put a ring on her finger, but I just couldn't let myself forget all of the lies she'd told me in the past. The truth of the matter was that I flat out didn't trust her and in that, I was right on the money.
My job didn't require much in the way of travel, but every once in a while there was a seminar or training session somewhere that had me gone a couple of days. I had gone to a two-day training session at the home office in Houston. My return flight wasn't supposed to be until Saturday, but they cut us loose early and I was able to catch an evening flight. I got back too late to call Mary Alice and I decided to stop and get a bite to eat. I picked Angie's because it was close to home. When the hostess led me to a booth in the back, I saw Mary Alice sitting in a booth with Seth Reardon. He had his arm around her and she was resting her head on his shoulder. She looked up just as the hostess and I walked by her booth. Her eyes went wide and her face paled. I was sitting where I could see Mary Alice and Reardon when they got up to leave, and Mary Alice looked back toward me. I saw tears running down her cheeks.
For the next week, she tried calling me two or three times a day, but I never took her calls. I needed to get out and drown my sorrows and cheer myself up on Saturday, but I decided to skip the Crystal Palace. Everything that started there seemed to end badly for me. There was a new country western place -- The Stagecoach -- on the other side of town and I decided to give them a shot. I got there early and the place was only about half full, so I had no trouble in finding a table.
The band was good and I'd gotten in several line dances by my third beer. I suppose I could have guessed it would happen. Sam and Sally came in, saw me, came over and asked if they could join me. I bought a round and then took turn dancing with them for the rest of the night. Just before last call Mary Alice was mentioned for the first time that night.
"What happened with you and Mary Alice? The girl has been a mess all week. We couldn't even get her to come out with us tonight. What happened?"
"Seth Reardon happened."
"Who is Seth Reardon?"
"Ask Mary Alice."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two weeks were busy ones, and I didn't go out on Friday or Saturday, so it was three weeks later when I went back to The Stagecoach. The first people I saw were Barb, Bev and Bev's fiancé, Mike. I looked around and found a place to sit that was as far away from them as I could get. I was just starting on my second beer when Bev came up to me and asked me if I would like to join her little group. I politely declined.
"Why not? We've always been friends."
"Two reasons: Barb and Mike. What she did to me still hurts and I don't want to go anywhere near Mike because I'm afraid of what I might do. I haven't forgotten his part in ruining the relationship I had with Barb.'
"Can you at least dance with me?"
The band had just started George Strait's "The Chair," so I smiled, got up and took her out onto the dance floor to do a Cowboy Cha Cha.
As we danced, Bev said, "Barb misses you."
"Her choice, not mine."
"You were right about Ted. You told her that if he cheated on her once he would do it again, and he did. She could use some cheering up."
"It won't be by me. She is a good looking girl and she will find someone sooner or later."
The song ended and I walked her back to her table, nodded at Barb and Mike, thanked Bev for the dance and then went back to my seat to find Sam and Sally there.
"Like bad pennies we keep turning up," Sam said.
"As long as you are willing to dance with me, I'm not going to bitch."
I bought a round and then took turns dancing with them until last call. I did notice that Barb never seemed to take her eyes off me the entire time I was there.
The next Saturday, figuring that Barb, Bev and Mike would be at The Stagecoach, I went to the Crystal Palace. I guessed wrong. I was working on my second beer when the three of them came in. Fortunately for me, Sam came in right behind them, saw me and headed for me.
"Need a dance partner?"
"Indeed I do. Where is your partner?"
"It is her time of the month and she is cramping badly."
"TMI, girl. That isn't anyway near what guys want to talk about."
"Oh my, big man going to go all wussy on me?"
"Obviously I can't win here, so I'm just going to shut up."
"Wise move. Let's dance."
About an hour later I got up to use the bathroom. While I was standing at the urinal taking my whiz, Mike came in and took the one next to me. Without looking over at me he said, "My lady tells me that I'm in the way of your continuing relationship. Care to tell me why?"
"What kind of friendship could we have if every time I see her man I want to beat him half to death?"
"I'm not going to apologize for what I did. Ted has been my best friend since the third grade and I hardly knew you, so yes, I was going to take his part. That said, I don't want to come between you and Bev's friendship, so I'm willing to step out into the parking lot and let you try and get your anger at me out of your system. I said try, because I try to give as good as I get and you just might end up on the ground looking up at me instead of standing there looking down at me."
What could I say to that? He was right, and in that instant I decided that I could like the guy if I gave myself a chance. Hard not to like a guy who can be upfront with you. I finished my business, washed my hands and then held out my right as an offer to shake. He took it and I told him that Bev didn't have to worry about us staying friends.



Two dances later, Sam had to use the bathroom and while she was gone, Bev came up to me and said, "They are playing our song."
Being a typical guy, I wasn't aware the Strait's "Chair" was OUR song, but I grinned, got up and moved out onto the floor with her. As we moved through a western waltz, she asked, "Have you ever made a big mistake, Bob? Ever do something really stupid and then wished you could have a do over?"
"More that I care to think about."
"How about screwing up on someone and having to wish you could get forgiveness?"
"Been there and done that, too."
"Remember how it felt?"
"Only too well."
"That's were Barb is right now. She could use a bit of forgiveness, Bob. I'm not saying that you should give her ring back to her, but a smile and a dance or two would go a long way toward making her feel better."
"I don't know, Bev; I'm still a little raw from what she did."
"I'm not suggesting that you take her back, Bob. A smile and a dance or two to show that you don't hate her."
"No promises, sweetie, but I will think on it."
The tune ended and I walked her back to her table, nodded at Barb and Mike and went back to my seat. Sam was back from her trip to the bathroom and when I sat down, she said, "Have I lost you? I let you out of my sight for a minute and when I come back I've been replaced?"
"I didn't know you cared. Maybe we can go and look for rings tomorrow."
"Careful, Bobby; I just might take you up on that."
Oh goodie, I thought to myself. Just what I need, another relationship started at the Palace. The conversation was headed in the right direction for me to ask Sam for a date, but I again thought about the way a relationship started at the Palace worked out for me and decided to keep my mouth shut for a change.
Around eleven, Sam said she had to go and she got up, kissed my cheek and left. I debated getting up and leaving, also, but before I could, Barb walked up. She didn't sit down, she just stood there and we stared at each other.
Finally, she screwed up her courage and said, "It is obvious that you aren't going to ask me to dance, so I'm asking you. Will you dance with me?"
As I looked at her I was reminded of the fact that if things had been different, twelve hours from that moment we were supposed to be standing in front of a preacher taking our vows. I was also mindful of the fact that eighteen hours from that moment we probably would have making love for the first time as man and wife. She had hurt me -- hurt me bad -- but I needed to get over it and put the hurt behind me, so I stood up, offered her my arm and we moved out onto the dance floor.
We moved easily through a two-step without talking. I sensed that she was waiting for me to say something, but I knew that she would not appreciate the things I felt like saying. Things like, "I told you so," and "I told you that one day you would be sorry," so I just kept my mouth shut and danced.
My silence finally got to her and just as the song ended she said, "Say something, Bobby; talk to me."
"What would you like me to say, Barb?"
"That you don't hate me would be would be a good start."
"I don't hate you, Barb. I'm not happy about what you did to us, but I've never hated you because of it. I'm sorry that what I said would happen actually happened, but you made the choice so you get to live with it."
"I still love you, Bobby. I've never stopped loving you."
"Just not enough, right? I remember it like it was just yesterday. You looked me right in the eye and told me that you loved me, but not enough to marry me."
"I was wrong, Bobby. I made a big mistake and I would like a chance to correct it. Any chance I can get a do-over?"
"Sorry, Barb, but I can't go there again. The trust is gone. I'll never believe that you wouldn't abandon me again if he crawled back to you, said he'd learned his lesson and begged you for another chance."
"I wouldn't do that, Bobby; I've learned my lesson. A chance, Bobby; that's all I'm asking for is a chance."
"All I can offer you, Barb, is friendship. We can be friends, but that is all we can ever be. I will not take the chance of being hurt again."
"Friends with benefits?"
Call me stupid. Call me weak or call me an asshole for taking advantage of her, but pussy was pussy, and any man who was used to getting it was not going to turn down a steady supply, especially if he could get it with no strings attached.
"I can do that, but you need to go into it knowing that it will never be any more than that.'
I knew what she was thinking when she said that she would take what she could get. She was thinking that if she got her foot in the door she could eventually bring me around. Wasn't going to happen. I'd meant what I'd said when I said that the trust was gone. It was gone, and it wasn't going to come back.
"Can we start tonight?"
I didn't see any reason not to, so I said, "As long as you are sure that you can accept that friends with benefits is all it is ever going to be."
"I'll get my purse and we can go."
When we got into my car, she slid over next to me, her hand went to my zipper and before we were even out of the parking lot, she had her mouth full of my cock. She had me ready to blow before we were even halfway to my place, so I pulled over and let her bring me off. She swallowed my output, but kept her mouth on me to try to get me up again. She managed to get me up by the time we got to my place, and once inside, she started shedding clothes and was naked by the time we got to the bedroom. What followed was three hours of sexual gymnastics before we fell asleep with Barb snuggled up next to me. In the morning, I ran her home and we made a date for that evening.
For the next three months we got together three or four times a week, and except for when she had her 'monthlies,' we usually ended up in bed together. By the end of the second month, she was dropping hints that she would like to move back in with me. I ignored them, but by the end of the third month, I was weakening on the idea. She was at my place eighty to ninety percent of the time anyway and the sex, snuggling and cuddling were a touch on the addictive side.
From Bev, I learned that Ted had been trying to get Barb to talk to him, but Barb wouldn't have anything to do with him. Bev also told me that Ted had tried to get Mike to help him, but Mike had told him no way. He told Ted that he deeply regretted helping him the first time.
After giving the matter an awful lot of thought, the next time Barb hinted that she would like to move back in I said yes. A month or so after moving back in Barb started dropping subtle hints that she would like her ring back. I ignored them. A live-in FWB relationship was one thing, and a ring with the promise of marriage was a whole different thing. I'd been burned by Mary Alice, Irene and Barb herself, and I was in no mood to set permanent housekeeping for the simple reason that I had no trust in the opposite sex. I'd had three so called 'steady relationships' with women that I had cared for, and all three had exploded on me. A friends with benefits relationship was as far as I was willing to go.
I explained it all to Barb the next time she dropped one of her hints. She took it well, and the next four months slid by with no problems (or hints), and then one Thursday evening over dinner Barb asked me if there was any chance at all that I would change my mind about marriage, and I told her no. She changed the subject and we finished dinner. I helped with the dishes and then we watched some TV until bedtime. That night when we made love, she just couldn't seem to get enough and she kept me going until I couldn't respond. She did manage to get one more out of me when the alarm woke us up in the morning.
When I got home from work that night, Barb was gone. All of her things were gone and all she left behind was her apartment key and a note. The note was short and to the point.
"My dearest Bob, I couldn't gather up the courage to say goodbye to you face to face so you get this note, instead. I've spent months hoping and praying that you would eventually come around and make me your wife, but I have finally come to realize that it is never going to happen. I want the American dream, Bobby. The house, the white picket fence and babies, but I have accepted that it isn't going to be with you. I hope that you will someday be able to find someone who will love you as much as I do, but I honestly doubt that you will. No one could possibly love you more than I do. Take care and I hope you have a happy life.
Love always,
Barb."
I hadn't expected that, but I did understand where she was coming from. Funny thing though. Despite all the times I'd told Barb that friends with benefits is all we could ever be I missed her. As I usually did when I needed some cheering up I headed for the Palace for drinks and some dancing. I left after an hour and two beers. I just couldn't get into the swing of things.
After a couple of days, I had to admit to myself that I did love Barb, I missed her and I wished she was back with me. I sucked it up, called Bev and asked her how Barb was doing. She asked me why I was asking her that. I had naturally assumed that when Barb left she would have gone to Bev, but Bev said that she hadn't seen or talked to Barb in over a week. I told her about coming home and finding the note.
"Well, I can't really blame her, Bob; you didn't offer the girl much in the way of encouragement. I'm surprised she lasted as long as she did. Does this concern for Barb mean that there is a softening in your feeling about the relationship you had with her?"
"I guess that it does."
"I'll call around and see what I can find out."
"Thanks, Bev; I appreciate it."
I hadn't heard back from Bev by Friday, so not wanting to be home alone, I headed for the Palace. I just couldn't seem to get into the evening. For one thing, the band they had there that night sucked as far as I was concerned and for another, there wasn't anyone there I wanted to ask to dance. After an hour, I left and headed for the Stagecoach.
The first thing I saw when I walked in the door was Barb on the dance floor with some guy I didn't recognize. It was a two-step and she had just gone into a ladies inside under turn. As she came out of it, her eyes met mine. Our eyes held for a second or so and then I turned and left. As I headed for the car, I was wondering why I was so upset over seeing her with another guy. I'd basically told her that there was nothing in it for her except sex if she stayed with me. Her note told me that she wanted more out of life, so why was I upset that she was out looking for it? I decided to just call it a night and go home.
I slept in on Saturday morning and didn't get up until around nine. I was in the kitchen making coffee when the doorbell rang. When I opened the door, I found Bev standing there.
"Good morning, sunshine. Going to invite me in?"
"You're always welcome here, sweetie. I'll even offer you coffee."
She followed me into the kitchen; she fixed herself a cup and then took a seat at the kitchen table.
"What brings one of my favorite ladies to my humble abode on a Saturday morning?"
"I'm on what the Army calls a recon mission."
"Well, that certainly grabs my attention. Care to elucidate?"
"I had a crying sister stop by last night. Seems she went out last night for drinks with the girls she works with. She was on the floor dancing with some guy who had asked her to dance when you walked in. She told me that the look on your face broke her heart. The girl has it bad for you, Bobby. I know your position on things and I can halfway understand why, but that is in the past. She would die before she would hurt you again. Can't you find a little room in your heart for some forgiveness?"
"I do have to admit that I miss her, but I also have to admit I'm afraid of being burnt again. Mary Alice, Irene and then what Barb did to me have me gun shy. I just don't know if I could survive another hit."
"I know my sister, Bob, and I'm as serious as death when I say that she would die before hurting you again."
"I'll give it some thought, Bev. Where is she staying?"
"Right now she is staying with Mike and me. Mostly because I want her where I can keep an eye on her. She is in fragile shape right now, so I want her close instead of living with her two girlfriends."
Bev left, and I spent the rest of the weekend thinking. By the time I went to bed Sunday night, I had made a decision.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I rubbed my cheek, I looked at Mary Alice like she was a creature from outer space.
"Fight for you? Why in God's name should I have fought for you? It was obvious that you didn't really want me. Shit, Mary Alice, every time I did get back together with you it ended because you couldn't or wouldn't stay away from Reardon. I finally accepted the fact that you were a cheater and always would be, so why the hell should I have wasted another minute of my life fighting for you?"
"Because you were supposed to love me; that's why."
"You were supposed to love me too, Mary Alice, but that didn't keep you away from Reardon."
"So I was young and stupid, Bobby, but Seth was no good, and you and everybody else knew it. God knows that enough people kept telling me that. You knew it, too, and you were supposed to love me enough to keep after me until I finally woke up to the fact that everybody was right about him."
"I was supposed to put my life on hold for the next five or ten years waiting for you to get your head out of your ass? Get serious, Mary Alice. You made your choices so you get to live with them."
I saw my wife come in the door and look around for me.
"You need to be leaving, Mary Alice. My wife just got here."
Mary Alice got a nasty look on her face, snarled, "Fuck you, Bob" and stomped away.
"Was that Mary Alice I saw you talking to?"
"Indeed it was, Bev, baby."
Bev? Not Barb, but Bev? Yes it was, and as that old radio icon Paul Harvey used to say:
"Now for the rest of the story."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The Monday after Bev's Saturday visit, I called her and asked her to put Barb on the phone. She did and I made a date for Tuesday evening. That date led to several more and a month later, she was wearing my engagement ring. Four months after, that we both said, "I do," in a civil ceremony with Bev and Mike as witnesses.
The next five years went by and they were happy years. We had put off having kids until we were a little more financially stable. On our fifth wedding anniversary, we decided that we were in good enough shape so the condoms and the birth control pills went into the trash can.
It was a Tuesday, about a month after our anniversary when I got a call from Bev.
"Can you get away from work right now?"
"I suppose, why?"
"I have a major problem and I need your help. Right now! It has to be done in the next half hour to forty-five minutes. Time is of the essence here, Bob. Please don't call anyone to see if you can get a heads up. Just meet me at Tricocci's ASAP. Please, Bob; it is really important."
Ten minutes later I was at Tricocci's, and Bev didn't even let me sit down.
"We'll take my car. Come on; we need to hurry."
As she drove, I tried to get her to tell me what was happening and all she would say is "You'll have to see it with your own eyes, Bob. It is the only way you are going to believe it." She pulled up in front of the house that she and Mike had bought when they got married. Mike's truck was in the driveway, but for some reason Bev didn't pull into the drive behind him.
"Hurry, Bob; we need to get there before it's over."
"Before what is over?"
"You'll see. In a minute you'll see."
She opened the door and we hurried inside. The house was a three-bedroom ranch, and Bev led me down the hall toward the master bedroom. I could hear noises coming from it, but I couldn't make out what they were, until Bev quietly opened the door. There on the bed were three people. There was Mike, his best friend Ted and my wife. Barb was sucking Ted's cock while Mike was fucking her doggie. I couldn't tell if he was in her pussy or her ass, but I guess it really didn't matter which because the end result was the same.
"Surprise!" Bev yelled out, and three startled sets of eyes shot to the doorway. "Oh God no!" Barb cried out, and then she started crying. I hadn't noticed, but as soon as Bev opened the door, she had started taking pictures with her cell phone.
"What the fuck are you doing home?" Mike snarled, and he came off the bed and headed for Bev as he yelled, "Give me that fucking phone."
He was so intent on getting that phone that he paid no attention to me, and I doubt he ever saw the punch I threw that put his ass on the floor. Ted finally got his shit together and came off the bed to help his buddy. Not wanting it to be two against one, I kicked Mike in the stones as hard as I could and turned to meet Ted. Just as Mike had ignored me when going after Bev's phone, Ted ignored Bev as he came after me. Bev stuck out a leg and tripped him and he fell. I knew it wasn't very sporting of me, but I had always believed that once you get them down you keep them down, so I buried my foot in his side and then put a couple more into his crotch.
One of the things I noticed while putting the boot to their crotches was that neither one of them had a condom on. That really torqued me off since Barb and I had stopped using protection because we were going to start a family. That caused me to put a couple more into their crotches. Both men stayed on the floor writhing in pain as I walked over to the bed. Barb had her head buried in in a pillow, but I could still hear her sobs. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her face up off the pillow.
"Don't even think about coming home," I said. "You are nothing but a worthless whore. We were trying to have a baby and here you are fucking two assholes without rubbers. Trying to give me another man's kid to raise? Do not call me. Do not try to see me. You are dead to me. I'm going to pack your shit and toss it out onto the driveway."
I let go of her hair and started to walk out of the room. I saw Bev go over to Barb, pull her head up and then say, "What Bob said goes for me, too. I don't ever want to see or talk to you again. You are dead to me!"
Bev and I walked out together and she drove me back to Tricocci's to pick up my car. During the ride, I asked Bev how long the three of them had been at it, and she told me that for the last three months she had suspected that Mike had been running around on her, but she had only known for sure for the last three weeks. "And I didn't know that it was Barb until today."
"How did you find out?"
"I'm pretty friendly with Marge, our neighbor, and three weeks back she asked me if I knew that Mike brought a girl and another guy to the house during the day. Sometimes two or three times a week. The lawyers I work for have an investigator on retainer, and I asked the managing partner how much it would cost me to use him. He asked why, and I told him. He said he would take care of it and I could consider it part of my benefits package. Martha told me that it always happened on a Tuesday around noon, and sometimes on Wednesday and Thursday, but always around noon.
"I told that to Jake, the investigator, and he was parked across the street from the house on Tuesday. At twelve-twenty, Mike came home with a woman and another guy. They went into the house and two hours later, they came out and left. I didn't bother asking Jake to get pictures because this is a no-fault divorce state. My plan was to be parked just down the street. When they got here, I would go inside and catch them and then divorce him. When they got here, I saw that the woman was Barb and the guy was Ted. That's when I called you."



"What are you going to do now?"
"My boss has already got the paperwork ready. I'm going to add a restraining order based on the way Mike was coming at me for my phone. He will be served tomorrow. What are you going to do?"
"Same thing. Find an attorney and get rid of her ass."
"Why not use mine? The paperwork is already done and all Fred would have to do is put Barb's name in place of Mike's, and your name in place of mine."
That is just what I did. We picked up my car and I followed Bev to where she worked, met with Fred, wrote him a check and then went home to do what I'd told Barb I was going to do. While I waited on the locksmith I'd called, I bagged up everything of Barb's I could find and put it out on the driveway. When I got home from work on Wednesday, Barb's stuff was gone. Barb called me several times over the next week or so, but I never took her calls. She was served at work, but never hired an attorney. She simply signed the paperwork, sent it back and six months later, I was a free man.
For about nine months.
That was how long it took for Bev's divorce to become final. Hers took longer than mine because Mike fought it. He wasn't trying to stop it, but he fought over the asset split and alimony and that dragged things out. During that period, Bev and I got together a lot to cry on each other's shoulders and over time, things slowly morphed into a relationship.
One night while having dinner at Tricocci's, Bev said, "The worst part of all this for me is the absence of a sex life. I'm so horny that I'm thinking of going out this Friday and Saturday and trying to hook up with someone."
"You don't want to do that. A random hook up can lead to some pretty bad things. Haven't you ever heard the saying that when you have sex with someone you are having sex with every person that someone has ever had sex with?"
"I've never heard that. What does it mean?"
"Say that A had sex with B, C and D. C had gonorrhea and gave it to A. A, in turn passed it on to B and D. D, in turn gave it to E, F, and G. You go out Friday night and go into a place where E, F, and G are looking for some action and you hook up with one of them. Get the picture?"
"Vividly. So I have to make sure that I'm bumping uglies with someone I know is safe. The problem with that is that the only one I know who is probably safe is you."
And that, dear reader, is what eventually led to Bev becoming my wife.
Barb, Mike and Ted? Barb moved in with Ted, and two months later Mike moved in with them. Two months after that something happened to cause Ted to beat the fuck out of Mike. He beat Mike so badly that Mike spent three days in the hospital. A week after Mike got out of the hospital, Ted answered a knock on his door and found Mike there with a gun in his hand. Mike fired five shots into Ted, who was dead when he hit the floor. The fifth shot missed Mike and hit Barb. Unfortunately for Mike, the man who lived in the next apartment was a cop and he happened to be off duty. He heard the shots, grabbed his gun, called 911 and hurried out into the hallway. Mike saw him come out of his apartment and turned toward the man.
Bad move on his part.
The cop saw Mike turning toward him with the gun still held in the position it was in when he shot Ted and the cop thought that Mike was turning to shoot him, so he put two in Mike's chest and one right between Mike's eyes. The cop checked Mike and Ted, and both were obviously dead. Barb was still alive, but died on the way to the hospital.
In a way, she is still with us. True, she had hurt us both, but she had been a big part of both of our lives. While we were pissed at her, we hadn't wanted to see her dead. In a move that surprised a lot of people, we named our first daughter Barbara.
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I sat there in the almost pitch dark room. Almost pitch dark because there was a bit of a glow from the little light on the computer monitor signifying that it was in sleep mode. I sat there with a headful of thoughts that I wished I didn't have. The door opened admitting a shaft of light and my wife came into the room.
"What are you doing in here? I've been upstairs in bed waiting for you for over half an hour."
"Practicing."
"Practicing what?"
"Being alone."
"Shit! Another one of your goddamned moody periods" she exclaimed in disgust and then left the room closing the door behind her and letting the darkness back in.
Moody periods?
To me they were periods of reflection. I sat there in the dark and reflected on my life and the situations and events that made me the person that I was that day.
I, Robert Gaines Holbrook, was born thirty-one years ago to Herbert and Millicent Holbrook. I came into the world a healthy eight pounds and seven ounces and I would like to think I had a normal childhood, but I don't know because I have no memories of those early years. The memories I do have are from around the third grade so I was seven or eight at the time. Those memories were not good ones.
It was around that time that the other kids were calling me 'four eyes' because I had to wear glasses and 'fatso' because I was over weight for my age. I got into fights at school because I wouldn't put up with it. I usually started the fight when someone said something like that and laughed at me. It was;
"You better take that back."
"Won't do it."
"You better take that back."
"Fuck you four eyes" and the fight was on.
I'd get sent home from school and my parents would have to go in and see the principal. My father would just sit there while my mother ripped the school and the teachers for not putting a stop to things.
"He can't help it that he has to wear glasses and your letting the other kid's insult him is what causes the problem. Instead of getting on Bobby for sticking up for himself you need to do something about shutting the mouths of those who start things in the first place."
Looking back on it mother didn't do me any favors by taking that tone with the school. She more or less told me that I was in the right so the only thing that changed was that I went after my tormenters off of school property. Instead of sitting me down and giving me the old "Sticks and stones may break your bones, but names can never hurt you" talk she left me with the idea that I was supposed to fight back. In the end I did learn that going after my tormentors was a losing proposition. When bigger and older kids did it and I went after them I got my ass handed to me. It only took a couple of times before I learned.
The point of this long diatribe isn't about my combativeness as a kid. It goes back to the meetings were my mother was an attack dog and my father just sat there. That is what started me down the road I've travelled.
I didn't realize it at the time, but it was a very significant event. As I grew older I began to notice things and it eventually became clear to me that my mother ran things at our house and I do mean ran things. She made all of the decisions. Where to go, how much to spend and on what. She told my father what to do, what he couldn't do, what to wear and she even bought his clothes for him. His duties were to go to work, give mother his paycheck and say "Yes dear, of course dear, whatever you want dear" and do exactly what he was told.
My father was a wimp! He had no backbone when it came to my mother.
But I eventually found out that it was only when it came my mother. There was one time when I was around fourteen that I was with him when we went to the mall. We had just gotten out of our car when we saw a man slapping his daughter. Not spanking, but actually slapping her face and calling her a bitch. He was just getting ready to hit the girl again when my father grabbed his hand and jerked him away from the girl and told the man to leave her alone.
The man told my father to butt out and mind his own business. My father said that it was his business to step in when a child was being abused and then he said:
"Go and pick on someone your own size."
"Like you maybe" the man said and swung at my father. My father blocked the punch and then proceeded to beat the living dog shit out of the man and left him crying on the ground. The event was significant in two ways. The first was when the man was on the ground I finally took a look at the girl and realized that I knew her from school. Her name was Pauline Langdon. I'd noticed her, but had never spoken to her because she was a year behind me. I had noticed her because she was a sexy looking girl and I was at the age where my hormones were running wild.
The other significant thing that came out of the affair was that I no longer referred to my old man as father. He was now dad! And he was no longer a wimp in my eyes. He still was where mother was concerned and that fact had a long lasting effect on me. It built a mindset in my head that I wasn't even aware of until a few years down the road.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had just turned eighteen when I found out how much of a wimp he really was when it came to my mother. And a few things about myself also. There was a gas leak at school one day and everyone was sent home around ten. I decided to sneak into the house so mother wouldn't know I was there. If she knew I was home she would find some chore or other for me to do. I figured if I was real quiet I could get in the front door, up the stairs to my room and she'd never even know I was there.
The plan worked fine. I was up the stairs and had my hand on the doorknob of my bedroom door when I heard a loud'
"Oh fuck! That hurts so fucking good."
It was my mother's voice.
"God, but I do love your tight ass."
It wasn't my dad's voice.
Being a naturally curious teenager I quietly moved down the hall and peeked into the open door. The man was Mr. Nelson our next door neighbor and he was fucking my mother in her ass. I don't think I will ever get that sight out of my mind.
She was wearing high heels, nylons and a garter belt. She was on her hands and knees and her tits were swinging back and forth as she was pounded. I wanted to take my dick out and start pounding it while I watched. They were facing away from me, but I was afraid I would get caught so I quickly moved back to my room, dropped my drawers and quickly got with the program. After I made my mess I cracked open the door and put an ear to it and listened to the two of them go at it.
"Fuck me damn it! Fuck me."
"I could go again if you put that hot mouth to work."
"Harder; do it harder."
"Your ass slut! I want your tight ass again."
The sounds, the grunts, screams and moans got me hard again and just about the time I spewed the doorbell rang. I heard my mother say "That must be Tim. I'll go let him in." I closed the door and heard her go downstairs and answer the door. I cracked the door to hear and I heard her say:
"About time you got here."
A man's voice which I recognized as Mr. Tonders from across the street said "Enough left for me?"
Mother laughed and said "It will take more than the two of you to wear me out."
"I can set you up with a gangbang if you want."
"Do it. I haven't had one in almost three weeks."
"A bunch of guys I work with have a poker party every other week. There would be six of us."
"Set it up."
"Next one is this Friday and it's at my place. Can you get out?"
"No problem. I'll tell Herb I'm going to an Avon party."
"How in the hell do you get away with fucking around on Herb as much as you do?"
"It's easy. He knows, but he also knows better than to try and do anything about it."
"Shit! He knows about me, Will and Chuck?"
"No he doesn't know who and I'll never tell him. Now come on; I need my pussy filled."
I closed the door as they came up the steps and once they were back in mother's bedroom I cracked it open again and again listened and stroked myself. There was a lot of 'fuck this' and 'suck that' and a bunch of 'fasters' and 'harders' and then I pushed my luck. I should have stayed in my room and been happy that I'd seen as much as I had without getting caught, but when I heard mother say "I want one of you in my ass and one of you in my pussy" I just had to see it.
Should have been no problem right? I'd already done it and knew that I just needed to be quiet. They would be facing away from me and I would get a quick look and then get back to my room. I crept down the hall, peeked around the door jamb and looked straight into my mother's eyes.
She was on the bed in what I have since learned is the doggie position. Mr. Nelson was under her and Mr. Tonder was behind her on his knees and mother was rocking back and forth. I stood there frozen as mother looked me right in the eye as she said:
"Fuck my ass; fuck my pussy. Fuck me hard." Her gaze never wavered as she said it and it was almost if she was telling ME to do it. Or daring me to try and stop her. Then I suddenly realized where I was and I turned and ran back to my room and waited for the storm.
It didn't happen.
There was no "Got to quit boys. I need to run and do some damage control." No "Oh shit! Get off me. I've got to get to Bobby before he does something stupid like call his father."
Nope. None of that.
The trio stayed at it for another hour before the men finally left. Mother opened the door and walked into the room, still in her heels nylons and garter belt and in an angry voice she said:
"You WILL NOT tell anyone about what you just saw! Do you understand me young man? You will NOT ever speak of it! Do you hear me?!!"
I was terrified and I shook my head yes, but scared to death or not the sight of my angry mother standing in front of me naked except for heels, hose and garter belt and with cum from her pussy or ass running down her legs caused a reaction. My fly was open and my dick was out of my underwear fly and had just been hanging there limp inside the open fly of my jeans. My dick became erect and it rose out of my fly and stood there stiff and mother sneered and snarled:
"Don't even think it you disgusting little pervert. I'm your mother!"
If I'd been a little more knowledgeable, a little more sure of myself I might have said something like "You're not my mother; you are the neighborhood whore" or maybe "If you don't want me telling dad and naming names you need to get out of my room and leave me the fuck alone!" I supposed I could even have said "On your knees bitch! If you don't want dad to find out how you spend your days you had better give me the best blow job you can."
But I didn't say any of those things; I just said "Yes ma'am" and hoped she would go away. She stood there looking at me for another fifteen or twenty seconds and then she turned and left. As soon as the door was closed I grabbed my dick and beat off again.
About a half hour later she came back into my room without knocking (trying to catch me whacking off probably so she could call me a pervert again) but luckily by then I'd put my dick away. She had on a short housecoat and still had the heels and hose on and I could see a spot of what I suspected was dried cum on the inside of her right knee and I went instantly hard again. She noticed and just shook her head, probably in disgust, and then asked:
"Just why are you home from school?"
I told her about the gas leak and then she pointed at the dick pushing up and trying to get out and said "Get rid of that before you come to dinner" and she left.
Dinner was no different than any other evening. Mother acted as she always did and there were no nasty looks thrown my way. She showed absolutely no signs of worry that I might tell dad about what I'd walked in on, but then why should she? She ran our house and whatever she said would be the way things were. She told me that I would not tell about what I'd seen. She had spoken. Case closed. Right?
Later that night I found out that mother hadn't lied when she told Mr. Tonder that dad knew she fucked around on him. Normally I went to bed an hour or so earlier than my parents and was usually asleep when they went to bed, but that night I was still keyed up because of the day's happenings and I was still awake when they came up to go to bed. Okay, I was still awake and jacking off to the picture of my naked mother that was burned into my brain.
I heard them come up the stairs and I heard mother say "I hope you have been taking your vitamins; you're going to need the strength if you want to keep up with me tonight."
"You know I always do my best."
To me it sounded like they were going to have sex so I cracked the door to hear better and just as I did it I heard dad say:
"Damn it Millie! Not again? It is bad enough that you do it on our bed, but couldn't you have at least cleaned up the room when you finished?"
"Why? I'd just have to clean it up again when you and I finish."
"If nothing else it would show a little respect for my feelings."
In a sarcastic tone mother said "What would you rather have Herbert; respect or some of this pussy? Now get your ass over here and eat my pussy."
Then dad, in a whiney voice, said "You know I don't like to do that after somebody else has been there."
"Don't be such a baby. I washed it when I was done. Now get over here and get busy or look forward to a month of not even seeing it let alone touching it."
A minute or so later I heard "Oh yes, right there, just like that" and I closed the door, got in bed, pulled the pillow over my head and tried to go to sleep. The key word there was 'tried'. I couldn't get the pictures of my mother and what she had been doing that afternoon out of my mind. I remembered her eyes looking into mine as she urged Mr. Tonder to fuck her ass and fuck her hard and my dick got stiff again.
Between the time I had gotten home from school the day before and my getting up the next morning I had abused myself so many times I didn't think that I would ever be able to get another hard on. That thought didn't survive any longer than it took me to go downstairs and into the kitchen for breakfast. Dad was just going out the door on his way to work and we exchanged good mornings and have a nice days and then the door closed behind him.
Mother said "It's hot in here" and she shrugged out of her bathrobe and it settled to the floor. Then she made my breakfast in the nude as that thing between my legs (you know, the thing I thought would never get hard again) throbbed and tried to break through my jeans. And don't think for one minute that my mother didn't know it.
I tried not to look at her as she scrambled my eggs, but it was impossible to keep my eyes away from her. She set my breakfast down in front of me, took the chair across from me and then as she sipped her coffee she asked me how school was coming along and how things were going with Pauline. The same type of conversation we'd had over breakfast for as far back as I could remember. Only this time she was doing it NAKED!
I was trying to eat my breakfast while talking to her and trying to avoid looking at her (what I found out later were) 36D tits. Her nipples were a half an inch long and as stiff looking as pencil erasers and I didn't know if that was their natural state or if she was turned on by the situation. Then she changed the tone of the conversation.
"Which do you like better? The way I am now or with garter belt, hose and heels?"
I was too shocked to answer. I just sat there and stared at her.
"Oh come on Bobby; not all that hard of a question."
She got up, walked around the table to stand beside me and then reached down and rubbed the obvious bulge in my pants. She giggled and said:
"At least I know you like the way I look now." She took her hand off of it and said "Take it out."
"Wh...wh...what?"
"Take it out. Show me your stiffie."
I just sat there and stared at her open mouthed. She made a face and said in a tone of disgust "Honestly Robert, you are making me think I have a retard for a son."
She knelt down next to me, opened my fly, reached in and worked my stiff cock out. She looked at it, stroked it a couple of times while saying:
"Not bad; not bad at all. Have you fucked Pauline yet?"
I just sat there frozen in place and just too stunned (and scared) to say a word.
"Jessica (Pauline's mother) is pretty sure you have, but Pauline won't say."
She saw the look on my face and said "Oh yes baby; I've talked to her. Want to know the last time I talked to her? It was at a gangbang three weeks ago. There was Jessica, Pauline, me and nine guys. Little Pauline sure does love to fuck."
All the while she was talking she was stroking me, but I wasn't anywhere near getting off. Not with as many times as I had pounded it since getting home from school the day before. The news that my girlfriend and her mother did gangbangs with my mother did not cause my dick to go limp. It made it even harder.
Then mother shocked and surprised me even more. She let go of my dick, stood up, swung her leg over me and then grabbed my dick again and guided it into her as she sat down on my lap. She started moving up and down and fucking me. I finally got my wits back and tried to push her off me and she gave me a slap on the side of my head and said:
"Stop that!"
"Get off me! You need to get off me. What if dad comes back for something he forgot?"
"I'll just tell him he will have to wait his turn. And he will. He knows what's good for him." Then she laughed and said "If I tell him to suck your jizz out of me he will."
After hearing them the night before I didn't doubt it, but finding me with my dick in my mother would change our relationship and not necessarily for the better so I tried another track.
"You need to get off me or I'll be late for school."
"You aren't going to school today. I called and they are still working on the problem. You are in for a long day Bobby, but I promise that it will be an enjoyable one."
I would like to be able to say I finally got my act together, pushed mother off of me and then ran from the house, but I can't. If I told you that I did you wouldn't believe it anyway. I had my dick in a hot pussy and there is no goddamned way in hell that a virgin was going to do that.
Yes; that's right. Bobby was a virgin. No matter what Pauline's mother thought I was not fucking Pauline. Not that I hadn't tried for months and months, but all I'd gotten was a finger in her pussy a couple of times and a mouth on her tits a time or two. Nope! No way was I going to push her off me. My fright at getting caught disappeared as lust took over. Then mother said something that tripped a switch in my head.
"Does Bobby like fucking mommy? Come on baby; fuck mommy good."
I exploded up off the chair carrying mother with me and in an almost seamless movement I went from mother sitting on my lap and fucking me cowgirl to mother lying on her back on the kitchen table with me standing between her legs. The cock cunt connection was temporarily broken, but as soon as mother was on her back I drove forward stabbing into her.
The sudden movement and being dropped on her back knocked the breath out of her and she seemed dazed for a second or three and then she moaned out "Oh fuck!" and her legs came up and locked behind me and I started pounding. She looked up at me with what I thought were lust-filled eyes, her hands grabbed my ass and I felt her nails as she moaned "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck" in a continuous stream.
I've heard it said that a virgins first time is embarrassingly quick, but mine wasn't. I drove into mother at least a solid ten minutes. It probably had a lot to do with the fact that I had been beating my meat almost non-stop since seeing mother the previous day. The entire time I was fucking mother she as making noise.



"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck fuck mommy cum for mommy cum for me baby oh fuck yes yes yes don't stop don't stop."
Two or three times while I was banging away at her mother's body shuddered and shook in what I later found out were orgasms. I reached a point where I wanted to cum and be done, but I couldn't seem to get off. It stayed out of reach and I went harder and harder to try and make it happen. I was thinking that all the jacking off I'd done in the last eighteen hours drained me to the point where there wasn't any cum left in me.
I was almost to the point where fucking was going to actually hurting when mother said something that tripped another switch in me and made me pound her faster and harder.
"Oh Jesus fucking Christ; I'm pulling you out of school and you are just going to stay home and fuck me. I'm never letting you out of the house again. No more fucking Pauline for you. You are mine now; all mine you hear? All mine. Oh god oh god fuck me fuck me fuck me."
I gave a last burst of speed and finally got off, but I don't think anything came out of the end of my dick except maybe a puff of air or a puff of dust. My knees went weak and the only thing that kept me from collapsing back onto the chair were mother's legs wrapped around me. Then she relaxed, her legs fell away and I slumped back onto the chair where it had all started.
A moment or two later mother sat up, looked at me with a nasty expression on her face and said in a tone of voice that matched her facial expression:
"Happy now you little fucking pervert?!! Proud of yourself? I'm your mother for God's sake. How in the name of God could you fuck your own mother? You are one sorry piece of shit!"
She got off the table and left the room with me staring at her back and wondering "What the fuck?!!"
I got dressed and went out into the garage to work on my car. I'd been working on it for about an hour when mother called me into the house. I walked through the door between the kitchen and the garage and found her standing there in nothing but thigh highs and high heels.
"Mommy needs more baby. On a bed this time."
I stood there confused and trying to get my head around what was going on. She comes into my room freshly fucked and with cum running down her leg and it gives me a hard-on so she says I'm a disgusting pervert. Less than ten hours later she fucks me in the kitchen and when it's over I am again a disgusting pervert. Now here we were only an hour later she wants me to fuck her again. I might not have had a clue as to what was going on, but the sight of mother standing there did something I didn't think possible given how hard it had been for me to get off when I fucked her.
It gave me a hard on
Mother smiled as she saw the lump form in my pants. She giggled and said "Baby wants more too" and she reached out a hand. "What the fuck" I thought. Might as well take it when it's offered." I reached out, took her hand and she led me to her bedroom. She undressed me, pushed me back onto the bed and then took me into her mouth for my very first blow job. She sucked on me until I was as hard as a rock and then asked:
"Do I give better head than Pauline?"
"Yes" I said and it wasn't a lie because Pauline had never given me head. Then she laid back on the bed and said "Mommy's turn baby."
I just looked at her and my facial expression must have said "My turn to what?"
"Don't you eat Pauline's pussy?"
"No." Once again another truthful answer.
"Why not?"
"She won't let me."
True because the most Pauline would ever let me do was finger fuck her.
"Well mommy is not only going to let you, but she is going to expect it from you from now on."
From now on? Just what in the hell was going on here? Mother grabbed my head and pulled it to her cunt and then gave me Pussy Eating 101. I can't say that I was all that fond of it, but from the way mother carried on while I was doing it I decided that it was something useful to know when I started getting it on with other girls. Apparently I got mother off while doing it because she said:
"You've got talent baby. Pauline doesn't know what she's missing. If you've never eaten her pussy I'm guessing that you two have never done a sixty-nine?"
I shook my head no and she giggled and said "Goodie! Something else I can teach you."
I can't say that I liked it any more than I had liked eating her to begin with. It took some courage on my part to get past licking up my own cum, but I didn't barf and I made it through. She pulled her mouth off me, got up on her hands and knees and said:
"Doggie this time baby. Puppy fuck mommy."
When I finally got off, after getting her off twice, I fell to the bed next to her and she got up and looked down at me.
"You really are a piece of work. It doesn't bother you at all that you just fucked your mother does it."
Given everything that had gone on over the last eighteen hours and her constantly changing personas it should have come as no surprise to her that I finally lost it.
"Just what the fuck is wrong with you?! Everything that has happened is shit that was started by you."
She slapped me and said "Don't you dare talk to me like that you miserable degenerate!"
"Fuck you bitch!! This is all on you."
She went to slap me again, but I caught her wrist and pushed her down on the bed (she might have been twenty-two years older, but she was only 5' 2" and 120 pounds to my 6'1" and 190 pounds) and then I fell on top of her to hold her down as I yelled at her:
"What the fuck is it with you? First it is "Fuck mommy baby" and ten minutes later you are cussing me out for doing it. Half an hour later you are back wanting to do it again and then I get called names when it is over. If you don't want to do it why the fuck are you always starting it?"
She gave me a nasty look and said "I'm doing it so you can't tell your father about me screwing men here at the house without implicating yourself."
"Bullshit! I heard you two last night. He already knows you fuck other men."
"True, but he doesn't know who they are and I can't have you naming names."
"You still aren't making sense. If you were only doing it to buy my silence you accomplished that on the breakfast table. There was no need for what we just finished doing so what is the real reason?"
She stared at me in silence for several seconds and then "Because it is so wicked and it gives me a huge rush."
"So who is the degenerate here; me or you?"
More silence and then "I guess we both are. Me for starting it and you for not pushing me away. We both know it is wrong, but we do it anyway."
I just shook my head, got off of her, gathered up my clothes and started to leave the room.
"Where are you going?"
"Away from here"
"But I'm ready and I want to do it again."
"Use your fingers" I said as I walked out of the room.
I dressed, got in my car and drove away from the house. I didn't have anywhere I needed to be, but I just couldn't stay at the house. I needed to put some distance between me and the psychotic bitch who was there. I drove out to Steven's Point and sat in my car and watched the still water of the lake.
I was shaken by all that I had learned over the last twenty-four hours. My mother an absolute slut! My girlfriend and her mother doing gangbangs with my mother. My dad knows that mother is a slut and he puts up with it. And then there was me. I had no trouble fucking my own mother. No trouble at all. It was morally wrong and more than likely illegal, but none of that had bothered me in the least when mother put it out there in front of me and just how fucked up was that?
The past twenty-four hours had been life changing for me. For one thing Pauline was history. No fucking way could I overlook what she'd done. We had been dating off and on for two years before she agreed to be my steady and for the last year we had actually been talking marriage when we graduated. Four years and all I'd ever gotten from her were some hot kisses, a little tit play and a hand job here and there. She did let me finger fuck her, but absolutely refused to make love to me. "I'm walking down the aisle a virgin Bobby. Get used to it." Wouldn't do shit with me, but could do gangbangs with our mothers?
Then I had a nasty thought. Pauline's mother was one of the hottest women I'd ever seen. I wondered if there was some way to use my new found knowledge to fuck her. To hell with Pauline! Instead of fucking her I'd do her mother. Even as I had that thought I was thinking that there just might be a way to make it happen. Twenty-four hours ago the thought would never have entered my mind. But now? One hell of a lot can change in twenty-four hours and not all of it will necessarily make you a better person.
If I was going to fuck Jessica (Pauline's mom) my plan was going to require my mother's help so I decided to go back home and see if mother still wanted to play.
She did and so I did. She didn't say a word to me when I walked back into the house. She didn't even smile. She just started taking off her clothes and once naked she turned and headed for her bedroom. Why hers and not mine? I didn't know and probably never would know, but knowing what I did know about at that point I believed that she got some sort of charge out of fucking others on the bed she shared with my dad. We always did it on the right side of the bed and thinking back to when I saw her doing the neighbors it was also the right side of the bed. I didn't know, but I was guessing that the right side of the bed was where dad slept.
She walked into the room, got on the bed on her hands and knees and said "Puppy fuck me baby."
I moved in behind her, aimed at the target and pushed home. I grabbed her hips and started banging away and as I plowed her I was looking down at her asshole. It occurred to me that her ass was the only thing I hadn't yet had. She'd sucked my dick, I'd eaten her pussy and we had gone sixty-nine. She had fucked me missionary, doggie, cowgirl and reverse cowgirl, but I hadn't yet tapped her ass. I kept looking at her butt hole as I fucked her and finally decided that I had to have it too.
I pulled my dick out of her - to her loud protest - and stuck my thumb in her pussy to get some lube on it to make it wet and slick. I pushed my cock back into her and went back to fucking her while working my thumb into her ass.
"What the fuck are you doing?"
"Getting ready to fuck your ass."
"Oh no you don't! I don't do that."
"Bullshit. You forget I saw Mr. Tonder fucking your ass while Mr. Nelson was in your pussy."
"I don't care. You ARE NOT going to do me there!"
"Suit yourself" I said as I pulled out of her. Do you have any idea of how hard it was for a teenaged boy who had been a virgin less than ten hours earlier to pull out of a hot, wet and willing pussy? I had to force myself to do it, but it had to be done if I wanted to get my revenge on Pauline. As soon as the connection was broken mother cried:
"What are you doing now? Get back in there!"
"You want me to do what you want then you need to give me what I want. I want your ass and you say no so I'm going to my room and finish by hand."
I started to pick up my clothes and she cried out "Okay okay all right. Take my ass, but get back here. You can't just leave me hanging."
I smiled to myself, dropped my clothes and got back to work. I got us both off (her twice) and then fell onto the bed next to her. Given the way she usually behaved - getting all pissy when it was over - I put my hand on her pussy, rubbed it and then pushed a couple of fingers in it and gently fingered her. I hoped it might keep her in place long enough for me to try and get what I wanted.
"You said that you are doing me because it gives you a huge rush. Is that another way of saying kinky sex turns you on?"
She was quiet for several seconds and then said "I guess so."
"I want to do something really, really kinky, but I'll need your help."
"My help? To do something kinky? What we are doing isn't kinky enough for you?"
"What we are doing is kinky, but I want to do something even wilder. I want to fuck my girlfriend's mother without Pauline knowing and then after I've done it I would like to go to one of the gangbangs that you, Pauline and her mother go to and do them both in front of each other."
By the time I'd finished saying that mother was pushing her pussy at my hand. "Both of them. In front of each other? Oh wow! I want to see that. Oh God yes. I'll do it! I'll help you do it" and then she got up, moved over me into a sixty-nine and we were off and running again.
I had a date with Pauline that night and she was going to be a little surprised. She would be expecting it to be like all of our other dates where I had tried hard to get her to put out. Not going to happen. There would be the usual hot make out session, but Bobby's hands were not going to go anywhere near her tits or pussy. Let her wonder about my change in attitude after I dropped her off at home.
That is pretty much how the night went. I picked her up at seven and we went to the movies. I held her hand during most of the show and when the movie let out I took her to Harry's Malt Shop. She had a chocolate milkshake and I had a strawberry one and we just talked. I drove her home and stopped a block away and we necked for a bit and then I took her home. When we got there I asked for my letter sweater. I'd given it to her when she agreed to go steady with me. I told her that I had another two devices to put on it and then she could have it back. She said she would bring it to school with her the next day and then I walked her to her door, gave her a kiss and then headed home.
The next day she gave me the sweater, not knowing that she was touching it for the last time, and after that it was just another day of school. Pauline had Drama Club after school and since I was in the crease between baseball and football season I had no after school activities to keep me there so I headed for home.
I got home at four and since dad didn't get home from work until after six mother wanted to play. The previous day I had fucked her a couple of times so I knew what a pussy with cum in it felt like when my dick slid into one. It was obvious to me that I was getting sloppy seconds and I started to pull back and mother grabbed me.
"It isn't going to kill you and besides, you need to get used to the feel if you are going to go to a gangbang with me"
I realized that was a truth so I pushed back in and got with the program. After I'd gotten us both off mother said:
"I talked to Jessica today. I told her what you want to do and she is all for it. She thinks that it is a super kinky idea. Of course she wanted to know how you and I got on the subject. Not usually something a boy and his mom talk about so I told her what you and I have been doing. She thinks its wild and she wants to do it as soon as possible. The only problem is that she will have to do it during the day when hubby is at work and Pauline is in school. That means you will have to skip school for a day. What day should I tell her?"
"How about next Tuesday?"
"I'll set it up with her. Come on baby; we have time for one more."
It was the last time for the week. The next day was the first day of football practice and I wouldn't be getting home before dad and the weekends were out since he never worked weekends.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On Monday just after dad left for work mother told me that Jessica would be at the house at ten and she gave me a slip to take to school excusing me from class on Tuesday because of doctor's and dental appointments.
Tuesday morning I was eating breakfast when dad left for work and as soon as he was gone mother told me that she wanted a piece of me before Jessica got there.
"It will help you last longer when you do Jess. We do want to make it memorable right?"
Indeed we do I thought to myself as my dick started to rise. Actually we did it twice. Missionary followed by a sixty-nine followed by my taking her ass. We showered together to get me ready for Pauline's mother.
Was I nervous? Damn straight I was. I was going to fuck my girlfriend's mother. A woman I had known since I started dating her daughter three years earlier. Until my mother told me that Jessica did gangbangs with her daughter and my mother I thought that she was the woman they patterned June Cleaver on. You know, the mother on that old sit-com "Leave It to Beaver." How was I going to handle a woman who did gangbangs with her own daughter and who, at least according to my mother, didn't bat an eye when my mother told her that I wanted to fuck her behind her daughter's back? Fuck yeah I was nervous. I was in way over my head. Don't forget I was only a week away from being a virgin and she was a woman who did gangbangs. That's a bit like dropping a six week old kitten into a cage with a rabid pit bull. Nervous yes, but I was the one who had asked for it.
At five to ten mother told me to strip naked and get on her bed.
"I thought that I was supposed to undress her?"
"Change in plans. She's going to do a strip tease for you."
At ten the doorbell rang and minute's later mother and Jessica Langdon walked into the bedroom. Mrs. Langdon smiled at me and said:
"I understand that you want to fuck me. Is that right?"
I managed to get out a yes and she asked "Why on Earth would you tell your mother that?"
"Because she told me that you did gangbangs and I thought it would be cool to do my girlfriend's mom behind her back."
"You are going to deliberately cheat on my daughter?"
"Why not? She is cheating on me or don't you consider her doing gangbangs behind my back as cheating?"
"You do have a point there."
"She doesn't know that I know that by the way and I wouldn't want her to find out that I know until I show up at one of your gangbangs."
"Well I guess we should get this show on the road" and with that my mother dropped her robe on the floor and of course she was naked underneath it. As she climbed on the bed she said:
"Jess wants to watch us do it first. I don't think she believed me when I told her that you and I were fucking up a storm so she is going to check us out."
Like I had any say in the matter right? I'm lying there with my dick pointing straight up at the ceiling, mother is climbing on the bed and I'm going to say:
"Hey! Wait a minute. Let' talk this out?"
Yeah! Right!
Mother swung over me and settled into the cowgirl position and I looked over and saw Mrs. Langdon taking off her clothes. The lady didn't waste time. She got on the bed and sat on my face facing mother. Thanks to mother's teachings I knew what to do and I did it. Mrs. Langdon must have liked what I was doing. She moaned a couple of times and started rocking a little on my face.
"Jesus Milli; he's good. You teach him?"
"Either me or Pauline. The little fucker still won't admit to doing her."
Mother got me off and then got off me and told Mrs. Langdon not to hurt me too bad because she wanted some more before dad got home. Mrs. Langdon (damn it Bobby; call me Jess or Jessica) switched into a sixty-nine and worked on me until I was hard again and then said:
"Do me doggie Bobby. That's my favorite position."
I moved in behind her and pushed in. As I fucked her I was looking down at her brown eye and decided to go for it. I poked a finger at it and started working it in. Jess moaned:
"Oh you nasty little boy. You want to get my shit on your dick?"
"I want to cum in all three of your holes. When I'm done with you I want to be thinking "So what if you are doing gangbangs behind my back; I'm doing your mom behind yours."
"You think I'm going to keep doing you?"
"I'm certainly hoping that you will."



"Just fuck me and we can work out that shit later."
We played until three and then she had to leave. I did get to cum in all three of her holes (twice in her ass) and as she left she said "I'll be in touch."
Mother got one more out of me before she had to start dinner and while she was doing that I sat in my room and planned on how I wanted the gangbang to go when I went to the next one mother went to with Pauline and her mother.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mother did two more gangbangs with Mr. Tonder and his poker buddies before she did another one with the Langdon girls. During that two weeks I got to fuck Pauline's mother five more times and during the rest periods between sessions mother, Jess and I worked on how I was going to surprise Pauline. The two of them thought it was kinky and cute that I was going to surprise Pauline as she cheated on me with bunch of other men.
The night of the fuckfest mother said she was going to one of her Avon parties and I was supposed to be going out on a date with Pauline. Dad told us both to have fun when we left. If he only knew!
The men at the gangbang were all regulars and mother and Jess had brought a couple of them in on the plan. The plan itself was simple. After the party got going two of the men would get Pauline into a DP. They would get her on her hands and knees and she would be sucking one guy and the other would be fucking her from behind. Once in place and the three of them working on it I would come in and do a quick switch with the guy fucking her. Pauline would never know it was me until after I'd pushed my load into her, got off of her and then moved around to where she could see me when I said:
"Thanks. I needed that."
After that the plan was that I would join in with the group and play until it was over.
The plan worked flawlessly. As soon as things got going I walked up behind the guy fucking her, tapped him on the shoulder, he stepped away and I slid right in. As I fucked her I was of course looking down at her brown eye and I let my fingers start walking. She didn't protest the intrusion and after fucking her cunt for several minute I pulled out of her cunt, pushed my dick against her asshole and then started working it in. Pauline never made a peep. It was so common an occurrence for her that she just took it in stride. One more thing that pissed me off. A year of sending me home with blue balls while getting ass fucked by other guys so often that she didn't even notice when another cock went there.
I fucked her until I got my nut and then I got out of the way to make room for the next guy. I decided not to bother with the "Thanks. I needed that" and I headed for the bathroom to wash my dick. Once I had it clean I went back to the party. I found a place to sit down and I watched the goings on while I waited for my dick to recover.
Pauline still hadn't seen me because she had been facing away from very place I'd been, but it was time for her surprise. My dick was up and ready and Pauline's mother was in her line of sight and one of Jess's holes had just been vacated. I got up and went over to fill it.
I have no idea what went through Pauline's mind when she saw me make her mother airtight by sticking my dick in her mouth, but her eyes got big and the guy in her mouth yelped:
"Watch it! Be careful with those teeth!"
When the guy in Jessica's ass pulled out I left her mouth and moved to her butt. By then Pauline was also airtight and every time I looked her way I found her staring back at me. The sight did not turn me on. All I thought about were all those times that the cunt had sent me home with blue balls after giving me that "I'm going to walk down the aisle a virgin" shit.
I pushed my load into Jessica's ass, pulled out and then went over to stand next to Pauline. I didn't say a word; I just watched. When the guy in her mouth pulled out I quickly stepped into his place and when Pauline opened her mouth to say something I pushed my dick into it. That's right! The dick that was fresh from her mother's ass. The dick that was still coated with whatever had been in her mom's ass while I fucked it. I grabbed her head and held it as I sawed my dick back and forth. I did it for about a minute and then I let go of her head, pulled my dick out of her mouth, walked away from her and went home. In retrospect sticking my dick in Pauline's mouth was a pretty dumb move. All she had to do was bite down hard. Luckily for me she didn't think of it. She was probably in shock from me seeing her at her worst.
Or was it her best?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in bed sleeping when mother got home, but she was ready for me in the morning. As soon as dad was out of the house and on his way to work she lit into me.
"What the hell was that all about? You ruined the night for everyone. How could you be so nasty to the girl you are going to marry? The poor girl broke down. She was hysterical. It took me and Jess almost an hour to get her calmed down. I can tell you for sure that it will be snowing in hell before you get another taste of Jess."
"Doesn't matter. I only wanted Jess because it helped me get into that gangbang. And Pauline and I are never going to marry. A least not each other. Pauline and I were through the day you told me she did gangbangs with you and her mother."
"Then why did you keep dating her?"
"I had to string her along until I could get my revenge on her."
"Revenge? What am I missing here? So what if she as cheating on you by parting with me and Jess. You were just as big a cheat with me and Jess."
"Not so. You and Jessica have always assumed that Pauline and I were making love, but with the exception of my fucking her ass last night Pauline and I never have fucked. Not once! Heavy necking but she always shut me down before I could take it all the way. The entire time we have gone together she has refused to go all the way. She kept telling me that she was going to her marriage bed a virgin. That's all I heard from her.
"I am walking down the aisle a virgin Bobby so stop with the trying to get in my pants."
"The whole time she was feeding me that line of shit she was doing gangbangs. She wouldn't let me have it, but gave it away to only God knows how many others. What you saw last night was my way of letting her know that our relationship was over.
"You want the kicker? I never fucked Pauline and you know that she is the only girl I have ever dated. So guess who took my virginity!"
I looked at my watch and said "I've got to run or I'll be late for class."
I avoided Pauline all day, but she was sitting on the fender of my car when I got to the student parking lot. She slid off the fender as I walked up and opened her arms to hug me, but I stepped back from her and said:
"What the fuck does Little Miss I'm Going to walk down the aisle as a virgin" want?"
She looked at me and I saw a tear start to slide down her cheek and said "Doesn't matter because I don't want a fucking thing to do with you anymore. Just stay the fuck away from me Miss Langdon."
I got in my car and drove off leaving her standing there and looking after me.
Apparently mother didn't care for the way I'd used her and Mrs. Langdon to get to Pauline and she stayed clear of me. I never heard from Mrs. Langdon either. Pauline stayed clear of me for the rest of the school year and then I graduated, found a summer job and then in September I was off to State.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I moved into the dormitory and began the college experience. Freshman year I was pretty much buried in work, but I did date occasionally. Mostly with the girls I had known in high school and who had also come to State. I did date a couple that I'd been paired up with for class projects or group assignments. I managed to get laid a time or three, but none of the girls seemed to 'click' with me so no relationships developed.
I stayed at school most weekends rather than make the four hour trip home. The weekends I did go home mother stayed away from me. I did notice that there seemed to be something a bit 'off' in my parent's interaction with each other, but whatever it was they worked at keeping it from me. Mother did still seem to be in charge and I could never understand how dad managed to put up with it.
Sophomore year sucked! It wasn't school it was just that the year itself sucked. I hooked up with a girl and I fell pretty hard for her. I thought we had a god thing going. We were great together, both in and out of bed, and I was starting to think I should buy a ring and take a knee in front of her. And then Brandi broke a date with me to go out with another guy and then she got pissed at me when I dropped her over it.
Midway through the semester I got a call from my mother. Dad had been run over by a hit and run driver and had died before they could get him to the hospital. I dropped classes for three days to go back for the funeral and that trip ended any relationship that I might have continued to have with mother after dad's death.
When I got home from school and walked into the house I could hear what was going on upstairs. I walked up and looked in mother's room and saw her spit-roasted between Mr. Tonder and Mr. Arnold.
"Jesus fucking Christ mother! Couldn't you have at least waited until dad was in the ground?!"
I went to my room and started digging through my closet for something appropriate to wear to dad's funeral. As had happened the first time I came home and found mother fucking the neighbors she didn't quit until they left and then she came stomping into my room and started snarling.
"Now you listen to me young man; I am your mother and you do not spea..." and at that point I did something that my dad had apparently never done. I slapped her and told her to shut the fuck up.
"You might be my mother, but you are just another worthless cunt as far as I'm concerned."
I grabbed her arm, pulled her over to the door and pushed her out into the hallway. I grabbed my desk chair and propped it under the door handle to keep her from coming back in. She stood outside the door swearing at me and I decided that I didn't even want to stay in the house with her. I hadn't unpacked so I grabbed a pillow, pulled it out of the pillow case and then stuffed what I'd taken out of my closet into the pillow case. I opened the door, pushed by mother and headed for the front door. Mother followed me all the way ranting and raving all the way. I ignored her. Luckily I had enough for a motel room and I checked into one that was close to the mortuary.
Dad was well liked and so the funeral was well attended. Mr. and Mrs. Langdon were there and I noticed that Jessica kept glancing my way. Once our eyes met and I gave her a smile and she quickly looked away.
While dad never did anything to mother while he was alive he got her good when he was dead. I hadn't known it, but the house was dad's before he married mother and he left it to me in his will. In addition to that I was the sole beneficiary on all of his insurance policies. He left mother nothing except a letter that the attorney was instructed to read out loud in front of everyone in attendance at the reading of the will. It was short and to the point.
"To my loving wife. Since you spent all of your free time loving so many others I leave you the freedom to keep on loving all of them. That is my only bequest to you. Your lovers."
Mother sat there in stunned silence as everyone else got up and left. The attorney and I sat there and looked at her until she finally got her wits back about her. She started crying. Between sobs she was muttering:
What am I going to do? Oh God, what am I going to do."
Well, she was my mother and she hadn't been a horrible one. Different from most other mothers, probably way different, but she hadn't been a bad mother to me. I asked the attorney how to go about transferring the house to mother and he said that he would take care of it. I left a still sobbing mother and drove back to school.
Cold of me? Maybe. But she wasn't crying for my dad. She was crying because she was looking at a life without anything. She was crying for herself. Dad had four life insurance policies and all four had double indemnity. In total they paid off $312,000 and once I cashed them in I wrote mother a check for $125,000 and mailed it to her. It wasn't what dad wanted, but WTF; she was still my mother.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When summer break came I found a job locally and stayed there. It was my first taste of a bit of real life. Work forty hours and try to have some fun on the weekend. I met a few local girls and dated some, but life was pretty much like the life I was going to live after I graduated.
Two weeks into my junior year I was sitting in my apartment when there was a knock on my door. I opened my door to find my mother standing there.
"Since you wouldn't come home and see me I decided to come here and see you. Would you have dinner with me?"
In the car on the way to the restaurant she asked me why I hadn't come home over summer break. I told her the truth.
"Given the way things went the last time I saw you I thought it best that I stay away."
"That doesn't make sense. It was a very trying time and emotions were running high. I admit that most of it was my fault, but it is still your home and you should always feel free to come there."
I just shrugged and she said "Pull over."
"What?" "Pull over. We need to talk and we don't need anyone around us when we do it."
I pulled over, put the car in park and then turned to her.
"First of all, even though you might not think it I loved your father. I really did and he must have loved me some or he wouldn't have stayed with me even though I cheated on him. I honestly though he stayed because he understood that even though I loved him I had to have other lovers. The simple fact Robert is that I am a nymphomaniac. I can't get enough sex. No one man can ever satisfy me Your father tried, but just could not give me all that I needed; all that I had to have. Your father realized this and although he wasn't happy about it he loved me enough to accept it and stay with me.
"But I'm a human being Robert and I'm subject to all of the failings that humans have. Even though I loved your father deeply I began to see his acquiescence in letting me run as a weakness. I subconsciously was thinking of him as a wimp. I didn't even realize I was doing it. Because in my mind I was seeing him as weak I started taking charge. He let me and that just fed the idea he was weak.
"What he should have done was sit me down and set me straight. He should have asserted himself and just flat out let me know where the bear shit it the woods, but he never did. I came to believe that he acted that way because he really loved me and didn't want to do anything that might possibly drive me away.
"Your father and I were both flawed human beings Robert. I always thought that regardless of what I was doing that your father loved me. I thought that right up to the reading of the will. That left me in no doubt as to how he really felt and since then I have wondered why in the hell he stayed with me. God knows I would have understood if he had just said "To hell with you Millie" and left. Until the reading of the will I really believed that he loved me."
I sat there and listened to her and decided that she should know the truth.
"After the reading of the will the attorney gave me a letter that dad had written me. What it boiled down to was that he had stayed with you because of me. He knew if he left you the courts would have given you custody of me and he didn't want to be a part time father."
"So he never loved me like I thought."
"I don't know about that. He didn't leave you when I turned eighteen. He didn't leave you when I went off to college so there must have been something there."
A tear ran down her cheek and she said "thank you for that."
Over dinner she brought me up to date on the goings on back home. Mr. Langdon found out about Jessica's extra-curricular activities and blew up on her. He wasn't pissed because she was doing other guys; it was because she was doing it behind his back while his fantasy was watching her and taking part. They patched things up and now he was partying with her. She got a wistful look on her face.
"Since then I've always wondered if I should have asked your father if he would have liked to join me."
I made no comment on that even though I was sure he would have said no. He knew what she was doing and at any time he could have said that he wanted in.
"Pauline never did take on another boyfriend and she's always asking me about you. You could do worse."
"Sorry, but that train has left the station."
"But why? You seemed to enjoy what you did with Jess and me. Why wouldn't you enjoy it with her?"
"I told you why the morning after the gangbang. Too many times of sending me home with blue balls while giving it up to others in wholesale lots. She is a dead issue and I would greatly appreciate it if you would not bring it up anymore."
She spent the night in a motel and in the morning she headed home, but not before getting me to promise to come home on my breaks.
"It is still your home. You might have given it to me, but I had the lawyer put both of our names on the deed."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A month into my junior year Elizabeth Martinson entered my life. We seemed to click and it wasn't long before we were considered a couple. We made love at the end of our sixth date and three or four times a week after that. A week before Thanksgiving Liz moved in with me. Over the holiday break she went home with me and met my mother and I went home with her to meet her family.
Our living together gave me a taste of what married life would be like and I liked it. Things rolled along until the summer break and she went home with me and spent two weeks there and then I went home with her and spent three weeks with her family. Then I went home leaving Liz behind because she had some family things that she had to take care of.
While at home I bought a ring and intended to propose to Liz just before graduation. I could have done it as soon as we got back to school, but I wanted the extra time to make damned sure that married life is what I really wanted.
I went back to school a couple of days early to air out the apartment, stock the fridge and stuff like that. I'd never joined a fraternity, but I knew a lot of guys who had and I had been invited to some of their keggers a time or two. I ran into one of them at the Safeway where I was buying groceries. He and several others in his frat had come back early also and he invited me over to have a beer or three.
I'd only been there ten minutes when there was a commotion on the second floor and I asked Ray what was up.
"They've got some skag up there pulling a train. Go on up if you want to rip off a piece."
I didn't want to 'rip off a piece' as Ray put it, but I was curious as to who the girl might be. Was she local or was she a classmate I would recognize. I walked up and looked in the room. There were nine guys in the room and three of them were buried in the girl making her airtight. She was indeed a classmate and I did know her. Curiosity satisfied I went back downstairs, had a couple of beers and socialized. I left and went back to my apartment before it got too drunk out.
The day before classes began Liz showed up. She gave me a big kiss and said "You can help me bring my bags in later, but right now you need to get me into the bedroom."
She almost didn't leave me with enough strength to help her with her bags, but we did get them in.
When the holidays came she went home with me over Thanksgiving to spend it with mother and her new man. I'd met him on one of the weekends I'd gone home. He seemed nice enough and he was obviously into my mother. She told me on one of the times I was alone with her that she didn't make the same mistake with him that she had made with my dad.



"He knows all about my appetites and he is okay with it. He doesn't know about what I did with you and I don't want him ever to know."
"No problem" I assured her.
We spent Christmas with Liz's family and had an enjoyable time. At one time during the visit I overheard her mother ask Liz if I'd popped the question yet and Liz told her no, but that she expected it before graduation.
It was the second week in March when Liz asked me if I had any plans in the works for after graduation.
"Send out a million resumes and try to land a decent job."
"Any thoughts about us?"
"No. Not really. Why?"
She looked at me with a stunned expression. "You haven't given any thoughts to us? Where we go from here?"
"I did once upon a time. I even bought the ring and planned on proposing when we got back to school for this last year."
"What happened? Why didn't you?"
"I came back to school early and found you doing a gangbang at the Kappa Sig house. I decided that I didn't want a frat house train puller for a wife."
She got an angry look on her face. "That's pure bullshit! I've never done that!"
"Give it a rest Liz. I saw it with my own eyes. You and nine guys in a second floor bedroom."
She was silent for several very long seconds and then "Why didn't you say anything?"
"Why take a chance on losing steady pussy for my last semester here?"
"You mean that you have just been using me?"
"Why not? It was obvious from watching you that you didn't mind being used."
"It didn't mean anything baby. It was something that I had always been curious about so I decided to try it. It was just me wanting to get the wildness out of my system before settling down to be a loyal wife and mother. It won't happen again. I promise baby; I just wanted to see what it would be like before settling down and dedicating my life to you."
"That might be the way you are looking at it now, but I can't trust that it will be the way you look at it down the road. I have it on very good authority (my mother and God knows she knew what she was talking about) that once a girl starts doing threesomes, foursomes and gangbangs she is always going to want to do more and eventually will. I won't take the chance Liz."
"So you want me out?"
"Of course not. You can stay as long as you want. You don't even have to share the bed with me if you would rather not. I still want to be friends with you, but that's all it will ever be."
She did opt to stay and she did share my bed right up to graduation. The day she packed to head on home and begin life after college she did tell me that whoever it was that had given me the info about what doing a gangbang would do to a girl was right.
"I haven't been able to get it out of my mind and I do want to do it again."
I wished her luck and kissed her goodbye.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd sent out a lot of resumes and I'd heard back from a few. One was from my home town and I thought seriously about going for an interview, but then decided what I needed was a fresh start someplace where old memories wouldn't be constantly brought up.
I went for several interviews and received four offers and I took the one that was four hundred miles from home. It was about as fresh a start as I was going to get. A city I'd never been to in a state I'd only driven through once. Everyone I saw was someone I'd never seen before.
I decided on an apartment until I could learn my way around and to make sure that I was going to stay there. It turned out that I liked my job and I liked the people I worked with and early indications were that the company was pleased that they had hired me.
I joined a gym, found a sports bar I liked and a couple of very good restaurants within walking distance of my apartment. I also found a country/western bar that offered free line dance lessons on Thursday nights and I started stopping in there. They also had free lessons on Wednesday night, but they were for partners dancing and I hadn't yet been there long enough to meet someone to partner with.
About three months after I was hired a couple of guys I worked with invited me to join them every other Friday for poker games and so I joined in. Another guy asked me if I bowled and I said that I did so he asked me if I would be interest in bowling on his team in a Monday league. One of the team had taken a job transfer and they were one short. I told him I would give it a try.
On my first night I found out that it was a mixed league and that the team I had just joined had two female members. One was the wife of the guy who had invited me to join and the other was a woman she worked with. John introduced me to his wife Mary, her friend Kaye and Mark who was the other man on the team.
After the games we went into the bar to socialize and when Kaye found out I was fairly new in town she asked me what I'd found in town to keep me busy. When I got to the part about the free dance lessons she said she had always wanted to try country/western dancing, but had never been able to find anyone to partner with. Not being one to let the grass grow under my feet I said that if she was still interested I could use a partner for the Wednesday lessons. She said she would like that and arrangements were made for me to pick her up on Wednesday after work.
After two weeks' worth of lessons I asked her for a regular Saturday date and she said yes. That Saturday date led to several others and by the end of our fifth date we were steaming up the car windows when I got her home and parked in front of her place.
On our tenth date, which was dinner at my apartment, is when our relationship went to the next level. We had finished eating and were watching a movie on TV when she got up to use the bathroom. When she wasn't back after about ten minutes I got up and went to see if she was having any problems. She wasn't in the bathrooms the only other place she could be was in the bedroom. I looked and found her lying naked on the bed.
She smiled up at me and said "I wondered how long it was going to take you."
Not being brain dead I quickly stripped and joined her. I never did take her home that night. From then on we were a steady couple and after six months of basically going steady I asked her to move in with me. I pointed out that she spent most of her nights at my place anyway, but she told me that she wasn't quite ready to take that big of a step.
"No hurry sweetie. We have plenty of time. I mean we aren't even twenty-three yet."
The only evening that we weren't together was Monday. Monday night she had a standing bridge club date with several of the girls she went to college with.
Another two months went by and then one Monday night I swung by her place. I didn't expect to see her as she always went to her bridge game straight from work. The next day was her birthday and while we had plans to go out for dinner I wanted to drop a card off so she would have it first thing.
I pulled into her apartment parking lot, parked and got the card and the roll of scotch tape I was going to use to tape the card to her door. I had my hand on the door handle getting ready to get out of the car when I saw a guy walk up to her door and ring the bell. The door opened, Kaye kissed the man and they went inside.
Stupid of me and believe me I knew it, but I sat in that parking lot and watched that door until five in the morning and the man never came back out. I went home, took a shower and went to work.
When the work day was over I went home. I was supposed to pick Kaye up at seven, but instead, since I had been up all night I took the phone off the hook and went to bed. The next day at work Stella, my secretary, stuck her head in my office and told me that Kaye was on line three.
"Tell her I'm in a meeting and I'll get back to her."
Stella gave me a long look and said "Nowhere in my job description does it say that I have to lie for you."
I picked up the phone, punched the button for line three, waited two or three seconds and then hung up the phone. Stella was still standing there and I said:
"I don't believe there is anything in your job description that says you can stand in the doorway and watch me take telephone calls."
She gave me a nasty look and then went back to her desk. I guessed that my future relationship with her wasn't going to be all that pleasant, but I didn't care. She wasn't really my secretary; I shared her with four other account reps.
Ten minutes later Stella said I had a call on line two. I picked up the phone, said hello, and when I heard Kaye's voice I hung up on her. Five minutes later Stella said "Same woman on line three" I picked up the phone.
"I would have thought that my hanging up on you twice already this morning would tell you that I do not want to talk to you" and I hung up on her.
When the work day was over I stopped at the Outback Steak House for dinner and then since it was Wednesday I decided to head over to The Stagecoach and see if there was anyone there who needed a partner for the dance lessons. There weren't any, but Carla, the instructor, grabbed me for a partner when she needed to demonstrate something. Doing that and having a toddy or two along the way filled the evening for me.
I got home at eleven and found Kaye sitting on my front steps. She stood up as I approached and went right at it.
"What happened to you on my birthday? What about the plans we had? And what's with the hanging up on me every time I called you?"
"It is simple really. I decided to end our relationship so it would give you more time to spend with your bridge club."
"Why would I want to spend more time with them?"
"Not 'them' Kaye - him!"
"Him? What the hell are you talking about?"
I told her what had happened Monday that had clued me as to how she usually spent her Mondays. I had to give the girl credit. There was no "It isn't what you think" and she didn't say "I can explain." There was no "It isn't anything that will hurt us." All she did was say "Oh. Guess there isn't anything I can say." She looked at me for several seconds and then said "Sorry it had to end this way" and she walked to her car and drove off. I never did get an explanation although I did eventually learn the 'bridge clubs' name.
Kaye quit the team and eventually John and Mary figured out that it was because of me. Naturally, being the guy, they assumed I was the guilty party and started pressing me to find out what I'd done to 'the poor girl' that drove her away. I finally got tired of it and told them the story. Mary asked if the guy had red hair and a beard and when I said that he did Mary said:
"I wish to God she would get over whatever hold Frank has on her."
John frowned. "Frank? Frank Bartrom? I thought he moved out of town."
"Apparently not unless some other redheaded asshole has come into the picture."
I quickly changed the subject and neither John nor Mary brought it up again.
The next three months went by. I was doing well at work and had received a promotion. I finally made the decision to stay and I gave up my apartment and bought a three bedroom house. Why three bedrooms? Because I still wanted to find a girl and start a family. Then of course there was the financial aspect. Better to build equity than collect rent receipts right?
My quest for a wife wasn't getting anywhere. I dated a lot and got laid occasionally, but hadn't yet found a girl who gave me that 'special spark' I'd felt with Pauline, Beth and Kaye. I was beginning to think I wasn't going to find one when suddenly one was handed to me.
It was a Wednesday and I had stopped at The Stage Coach wondering if there might be a single lady or two who might need a partner. I was sitting at the bar when Carla came up to me and asked me if I had anything going for the next four or five Wednesdays and I said I didn't and then asked why.
"I have a cousin who just moved here and she wants to learn some country western dances. The problem is she is so new in town that she hasn't met anyone and she will need a partner."
I told her I would do it and the following Wednesday I as introduced to Carla's cousin Jennifer. I don't really know if there is such a thing as love at first sight, but I do know without a doubt that there is lust at first sight. The minute I took Jennifer's hand and said "Pleased to meet you" my mind was saying "I want to meat you." Hopefully my facial expression wasn't saying the same thing because I damned sure did not want to scare her away.
Between lessons we sat and talked, got to know a little about each other and toward the end of the evening I took my shot.
"One of the things I have learned is that the better you know your partner the more natural you move together on the floor. I would like to get to know you better; would you like to have dinner with me on Friday or Saturday?"
"I would like that. I have a family thing going on with Carla Friday, but my Saturday is open."
Saturday's date went well and I met her Monday after work for coffee. Before Wednesday's lessons were over I had a date for Friday and by the time that date was over I had one for Saturday. Sunday we made a day of it as I drove her around town and helped her get familiar with the place. The more time I spent with Jen the more time I wanted to spend with her. After a month I began to think that I had lucked out and found the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.
We had been dating for two months when we first got intimate. It was a Saturday night and we had been dancing for about three hours when suddenly in the middle of a waltz, out of nowhere and surprising even me, I said
"I think it is time for us to take it to the house."
With absolutely no hesitation on her part she said "I'll grab my purse and let's get out of here."
Once in the car she slid over next to me and put her hand on the stiff thing that had been poking her leg almost the entire time we had been on the dance floor. I didn't say a word because I was afraid it would break the mood. She must have felt the same way as she also stayed silent.
When we reached my place she tossed her purse on my living room couch and headed straight for the bedroom shedding clothes on the way. I followed along behind her almost in a stupor over what was happening. As a result I was way behind in the shedding of clothes department and when we reached the bedroom Jen was naked except for heels and thigh highs and I had only managed to get rid of my tie, shirt and t-shirt. Jen turned, saw me still half clothed and said the first words spoken by either of us since my saying we should take it to the house:
"Jesus Bob; I thought you wanted this. Get with it!"
She pulled down the covers while I hurriedly stripped and by the time my last item of clothing hit the floor she was lying on the bed, legs spread wide and telling me to "Hurry the fuck up."
There was no foreplay, no romantic touches, just a flat out frenzied coupling. I got her off and then I got mine before falling to the bed next to her.
"You ain't done yet Bubba" she said as she moved to take my cock in her mouth. She got me up, mounted me cowgirl and we were off and running again. It took longer, but again I got her off before getting mine. This time when it was over she didn't say it wasn't over yet, but somehow I knew that getting one more in was important so I moved down and started eating her pussy. I stayed at it until she moaned:
"Enough damn it; enough with that shit! Fuck me!"
Again something told me what I needed to do and so I did it.
"No Jen; I won't fuck you, but I will make love to you."
And I did.
I moved up and kissed her. Long passionate kisses and then I kissed my way down her body. I spent time licking and sucking on the twins and I didn't stop until she moaned:
"Please baby please; I need you in me."
I eased in and then made slow easy love until she was crying for me to get her off. We fell asleep wrapped around each other and I slept soundly for the first time in a long while.
I woke up with Jenn cuddled up next to me and with my right hand on her left breast. I took the nipple between my thumb and forefinger and started rolling it between my fingers. She gave a soft moan, her eyes opened up and for a second I saw bewilderment until she remembered where she was. Then she smiled, rolled onto her back, spread her legs and we were off and running again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
From that point forward we made love three or four times a week. Another three months went by and then I asked her to marry me and when she seemed to hesitate I asked her to move in with me so we could have a 'trial marriage' of sorts. What I got was:
"I care for you Bob; you know I do, but I'm just not ready to take that big of a step just yet."
That deflated me a bit, but not much else changed. We still dated two or three times a week and we always made love at the end of those dates. At least one out of every three weekends we spent together and we always made love on all three nights. I planned on giving her a couple of months and then trying again.
I never got the chance.
It was a cliché, but clichés get to be clichés because they happen so often. It was the old come home early from a trip and find that your lady wasn't yours alone.
I hadn't called because Jen wasn't allowed to take personal calls at work. Instead I showed up where she worked and waited for her to get off. I saw her come out, stop and look around, but before I could get her attention a car pulled up, she got in, slid over next to the driver and kissed him. Not a quick friendly kiss on the cheek, but a full blown passionate kiss. I debated following them, but then decided not to waste the time. That kiss had said it all.
Just for spite I called her cell and when she answered I told her that I had gotten back early and asked her if I could stop by. What I got was:
"Oh gee Bob; I wasn't expecting you so when they asked me if I could work four hours of overtime I said yes. Sorry baby; I'll make it up to you tomorrow night."
"Okay sweetie. See you around six. Kisses babe."
"Back atcha."
I was in a real downer of a mood when I went home.
The next day after work I hit Bud's Bar and had a few beers and shot some pool with some guys I knew. I'd shut off my phone when I left work and didn't turn it on until I was home sitting in my recliner with a beer in my hand. Three voice mails from Jen.
"It is after six Bob; where are you?"
"Bob? Where are you? It's after seven."
And the one that made me smile. "Damn it Robert! Where are you?"
I deleted them, turned off the phone and went to bed.
The next day when I got off work I wasn't all that surprised to find Jennifer waiting for me by my car. She planted herself in front of me and went right at it.
"Where the hell were you last night and why haven't you returned my calls?"
"I didn't want to talk to you is the answer to your second question and the answer to the first is that I didn't want to waste anymore of my time on you. I do have a question for you though. Did you work your four hours of overtime at his place or yours?"
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"Give it up Jen. You aren't stupid. The fact that I just asked you where you worked your overtime should tell you that you are busted."
"You aren't making any sense here Bob."
I just shook my head in the negative. "I got back early and since I'm not allowed to call you at work I drove over to meet you when you got off. You know what I saw and when you drove off in his Chevy I called you and you gave me your bullshit overtime story. You understand now?"
"You don't own me Robert. I never said that I'd be exclusive."
"Maybe not Jennifer, but you sure led me to believe that we were."



I pushed by her, got in the car and drove off.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I buried myself in my job for the rest of that week and the first three days of the next. When I finished work on Wednesday I debated on whether or not to go to Wednesday's dance lessons. The chance that Jennifer might be there were 50/50, but since she was Carla's cousin it was inevitable that I'd run into her there sooner or later. To avoid her I would have to stop going to the Coach for good, but in the end I decided to go. Why stop doing what I enjoyed just because someone pissed me off.
My luck - bad of course - was holding. The first person I saw when I walked in the door was Jennifer. I took a seat on the opposite side of the floor. Usually there were several women there needing a partner, but I didn't see any that night except Jennifer. Not a problem. I would just take my time learning the man's part of whatever Carla was going to teach that night.
It dawned on me that the God's either hate me or just love to fuck with me because the first dance Carla chose to teach that night was the Cowboy Cha Cha which was one of my favorites, one that I knew well and was good at. Of course my partner for that dance had always been Jennifer and Carla said:
"Bob and Jennifer are pretty good on this one so I'll use them to demonstrate."
Jennifer was up in a flash and heading for me. It was fish or cut bait time. I knew if I got up and left I would be on Carla's shit list from then on and I'd have to avoid the Coach on Wednesdays and Thursdays from then on. I again decided that I wasn't going to let the situation with Jen ruin something that I liked to do. So I got up and joined her on the dance floor.
Carla put Strait's "The Chair" on and as Jen and I moved through the dance Carla described what we were doing. When the song ended and Carla called all the couples there for lessons out onto the floor I headed back for my seat. Jennifer followed right along behind me. Without asking she sat down next to me.
"We have to talk Bob."
"Why? You won't like what I have to say and I don't give a rat's ass about what you might want to say."
"You can give on us that easily?"
"I didn't give up on us Jennifer. What I saw the other night showed me that there was no us to give up on. The us I thought we were was apparently a figment of my imagination."
"No it wasn't. We are good together Bob. And I have quite honestly been thinking of marriage, but I am by nature a cautious person. I've seen too many of my friends and relatives get married and then end up divorced for one reason or another. From where I stand it looked like they never should have gotten married in the first place. They rushed to get it done before really getting to know themselves or their partners well enough.
"I want to make sure that I'm really ready to tie myself down. I wat to make certain sure that you are the man I want to settle down with. To do that I need to see what else is out there. I need to see if what I feel for you is strong enough that I can honestly say "Till death do us part" and mean it."
"I can understand that. I do understand that, but you should have been up front with me about it instead of letting me believe we were a couple. I made my felling for you known when I asked you to move in with me and that is when you should have let me know how you felt. You owed me that Jennifer. You should have given me the chance to decide if I wanted to gamble and continue my relationship with you."
"Gamble?"
"Yes Jennifer; gamble. Every time we made love was a gamble. Did you catch anything from one of your other lovers and pass it on to me? I should have been given the option Jennifer. You should have put me in a position where I could have said yes or no.'
"Jesus Bob; I would never do that to you."
"How can you say that? Do you do a background check on the men you chose to go out with? Of course you don't so how do you know what they have done before you taking up with them? You have no idea what they might have picked up and from who. Every time we made love after you had been with someone else you were giving me whatever they might have given you. I had myself tested on Monday and I won't get the results until tomorrow, but I have my fingers crossed that I'll come up clean. And please don't insult my intelligence by saying that you never slept with any of them. That would have to be part of finding out if what we had was good enough for you to say the until death do us part thing,"
She just looked at me for several seconds and then got up and left. Not just my table, but also the building. I got myself another drink and spent the rest of the evening learning what I could.
Thursday I showed up for the line dance lessons and before they started Carla came up to me and asked me what I'd said to her cousin that had made her abruptly leave.
"She was probably upset that I broke things off with her."
She raised her eyebrows at that, but then went and started to get ready for the lessons. It was a fairly fruitful evening for me in that I learned The Cowboy Boogie and The Watermelon Crawl.
Friday night I was back to put into practice what I'd learned. The band played a mix of songs good for both couples dancing and line dancing. There were several unescorted ladies there and I already knew some of them so I was out on the floor most of the night.
Saturday and Sunday I spent loafing around the condo and I reported to work on Monday fully rested.
When I left work Monday evening I again found Jennifer waiting for me at my car. She placed herself between me and the door and when I got up to her she handed me a piece of paper and told me to read it. I took it from her and saw that it was from a doctor's office. It said that her test for STDs had come back clean. I handed it back to her and she said:
"Now can we pick back up from where we were?"
"I don't see any reason for it Jennifer. I tested clean and I fully intend to stay that way. I am not going to gamble."
"It won't be a gamble. I've dated nine guys while I dated you and none of them came even close to you. My search is over and I've decided on you. Now you get to make another choice."
We were married three months later.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Five of what I'd thought were very good years later it was cliché time again. The old standard come home early from a trip and find an unfamiliar car parked in the driveway.
If it had been earlier in the day I would have thought nothing of it since Jen had a ton of girlfriends and I didn't know all of their cars, but it was almost ten in the evening and all of the lights were out except the ones in the master bedroom.
Hoping to be wrong in what I was thinking I quietly let myself in. The downstairs was dark which pretty much confirmed my fears. I quietly moved toward the bedroom. The bedroom door was open and the sounds I heard were the sounds Jen made when I was making love to her and then a man's voice I didn't recognize said:
"Here it comes slut."
Then Jen's voice "Give it to me give it to me."
The anger in me had me moving towards the room when a voice in my head screamed at me "Hold up there Bubba. You need to get all your ducks in a row before you go postal on her." I caught myself and backed away. I got out of the house, got in my car and moved it away.
I took out my cell and called the house. It took five rings before Jen answered. I knew she would because I called every night I was away from home and if she didn't answer she knew I would ask her why. The house phone was one of the older 'Princess' style phones so there was no caller ID to tell her it was my cell and it was important that she not know it was my cell.
"Hello?"
"Hi sweetie. Good news. I finished early and as able to catch a flight home. Just landed and I'm on the way home. Get your honey pot ready for me."
"My honey pot is always ready for you baby. Hurry. I'll be waiting."
It is only thirty minutes from the airport to the condo so I was not surprised when less than ten minutes after I'd called the front door opened and a man I didn't recognize came hurrying out, got in his car and took off. Lights came on in the house as Jennifer set the stage for my return. I gave it another fifteen minutes and then drove into the drive way.
I had to toughen myself to play the role I was going to have to play. If she greeted me as she usually did she would hug me and give me a passionate kiss and I was going to have to take it and return it even knowing that her mouth probably had another man's cock in it sometime in the past two or three hours. I just hoped to god if she had swallowed his juices she had used mouthwash after getting my call. If I tasted even a trace of what he might have left there I wasn't sure that I wouldn't puke all over the front of Jen.
When we kissed I did taste the Scope that she used so I was able to get past her greeting. Next came the:
"Why didn't you call and let me know you would be home early? I could have made a late supper for us."
"I went to call you and found that the battery in my phone was dead. Before I could get to a payphone they called my flight."
While parked down the street I took my battery out of my phone so a call couldn't come in and ruin my story. Jen accepted the explanation at face value and said:
"You can unpack later. First we have to feed the kitty."
Her playmate must not have been as big as I was, at least not in girth, because she felt just as snug to me a she always had and she was as responsive as always. I had to resist the urge to ask her what the dude had to offer to make it worth her cheating on me. When we finished she snuggled up next to me and just before we fell asleep she murmured "I love you babe" and I thought to myself "Yeah; I'll just bet you do."
She woke me up in the morning with a hum job and then rode me cowgirl until I rolled her onto her back and got us both off. We showered separately because we both knew if we did it together we would end up back in bed and we'd both be late for work.
I was so busy at work that day that even though it was never very far from my mind I didn't have much time to think about my home situation. I had plenty of time to think on it when I got home. Jen got off work about the same time I did, but she worked closer to home so she usually beat me home. She was working on dinner when I got there so I caught the Channel Four News while I waited for her to say dinner was ready.
There had been a train wreck just outside of town and as I watched the film footage I reflected on the train wreck my marriage had become. I had all of the usual questions. When had it started? Why had it started? What, if anything, had I done to cause it? Was I not good enough in bed for her? Was the one I saw the only one? Did it only happen when I was out of town on a trip? Was she doing it on her lunch hours at work? Was that what was really happening on the nights she said she had to work late? I don't know how it was with other men who found themselves in the same situation, but in the back of my mind the questions that concerned me most were "Wasn't I good enough? What did I lack?"
Jen called me to dinner and I behaved like a normal loving husband as we chatted about our day. After dinner we watched some TV until bedtime and when we went to bed Jen wanted to fuck. We had nights like that. Most nights when we had sex it was love making. Lots of foreplay, slow and gentle coupling until we were ready to cuddle up and go to sleep.
Occasionally though Jen just wanted to fuck! Skip the foreplay. Hard and fast fucking with lots of dirty talking. We hurriedly stripped and then I shoved her backwards and she fell on the bed. She sneered at me as she spread her legs wide and said:
"Oh my; big tough macho man huh? Think you can stay with me?"
"The question cunt is can you satisfy me or are you just another big mouthed slut?"
"Bring that teeny tiny weenie over here and I'll show you just how feeble you are."
I drove my cock into her and started slamming it into her.
"Are you in yet?"
"Fuck you bitch! You won't be able to walk when I get done with you."
The trash talking went on for another four or five minutes as I fucked her as hard as I could. Then I pulled out and she cried out:
"What the fuck are you doing? Get back in there!"
I didn't say anything. I just pulled her into the dog position and then slammed my cock back in her so hard it made her grunt. "Take that bitch" I snarled. I almost said "You cheating bitch" but I caught myself.
I was looking down at Jen's brown eye as I pounded into her. She had never let me have it and I wondered if her playmate (or playmates) got it. WTF! I had nothing to lose. She was already gone as far as I was concerned. I got some of our mixed juice on my thumb and started working the thumb into her hole.
"Stop that!" she cried out. "I don't do that."
I ignored her and kept on working on her butt hole as I fucked her.
"Stop it Bobby; stop it now!"
"Fuck you bitch! I'm in charge here and I'll do what I fucking want."
"God damn you Robert! Stop it now!"
I pulled my thumb out of her ass and then before she could even realize what was happening I pulled my cock out of her pussy and shoved it at her asshole. Even with our combined juices on my cock it didn't want to slide right in, but I was a man on a mission and I was not going to be denied. I held Jen's hips in a hard grip and continued pushing hard. It finally popped in and I kept pushing inch after inch into her. She was screaming and yelling and trying to pull away from me, but I held on tight. When I had enough of my cock in her I started fucking her hard.
I had been pretty close to getting my nut when I was in her pussy so it didn't take me all that long before I pumped my juice into her. The way she was yelling and howling was music to my ears and I wished that I could prolong it, but I kept pushing into her until I started to lose hardness. I pulled out and fell to the mattress beside her.
"Damn! That was intense! I've never been in anything so tight."
I looked up into her face and she was steaming. I knew what was coming and inside I was smiling to myself.
"You rotten bastard! How could you do that to me? I told you I did not want that, but you ignored me."
"Oh give it a rest Jen. You set the tone for the evening. What better time to try it and see if we would like it if not on one of our hard angry fuck nights? Come on babe" I said as I held my arms out to her. "Bobby will make it all better."
She pulled back from me and snarled "Don't you fucking touch me you fucking asshole."
I grabbed my pillow and got off the bed and as I was heading for the door she asked me where I was going.
"Somewhere else to sleep. God forbid I roll over in my sleep and accidently touch you when you don't want me touching you."
As the bedroom door closed behind me I was cursing myself for making the extra bedrooms into home offices for me and Jen instead of instead of leaving them bedrooms. I was going to have to sleep on the couch. But I smiled. It was worth having to suffer the discomfort for what I'd just done. I slept pretty well considering that stretched out I was longer than the couch.
I woke up to Jen banging around in the kitchen. No doubt making as much noise as she could to irritate me. I didn't give her the satisfaction. I got up, took my shower and dressed for work. I went into the kitchen, poured coffee into my travel mug, and then without having said one word to Jen I headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Off to earn my daily bread."
"Call In and tell them you are going to be late."
"No can do. Got an important meeting so I have to be there."
"Damn it Robert; is your damned job more important to you than your marriage?"
I think it rocked her back a bit when I said "Yes it is" and walked out the door.
I didn't have a meeting and in fact I could have taken the whole day off, but the fact of the matter was that I wanted to crank Jen as much as I could while I made up my mind as to what I was going to do..
When I got off work and knowing that Jen would be home waiting to 'talk' I went to Bud's Bar and had a few beers along with one of his half pound ground rounds. There were some guys there I knew and I shot pool with them for a couple of hours. I left my phone on knowing that it would piss Jen off to keep being sent to voicemail. She called eleven times before I was ready to call it a night and head for home. When I walked in the door she was sitting at the kitchen table and she was just as pissed as I had assumed she would be. She lit right into to me.
"Where in the hell have you been and why haven't you been taking my calls? You knew damned well I wanted to talk about what you did last night!"
"I didn't take tour calls because I didn't want to talk to you. As for where I've been? I was at Bud's Bar drinking beer and shooting pool. I was at the bar because I didn't want to come home and have the talk you seem to want until I was properly fortified with alcohol.
"And now that I've answered your questions I'll start the festivities by saying that I did what I did last night because I wanted to and no, I don't give a rat's ass that you didn't want to. I've always wanted to try it. I didn't even know if I would even like it, but the only way for me to find out was do it. You have kept saying no and I finally figured out why. You didn't want to do it because you had already done it with someone else and found that you didn't like it and that pissed me off.
"You have been saying no to me since we started having sex together. To me that meant that that you let at least one of the guys you ran around with while we were supposed to be a couple have a shot at what you had always refused me. Last night when you initiated "Fuck me" night I decided to go for it and I did. And I liked it. And what's more I am going to make sure that my next wife likes it before I put a ring on her finger."
The pissed off look on her face was quickly replaced with one of concern.
"Your next wife?"
"Yes Jennifer; my next wife. I can't see any future for us given the attitude you have taken on since last night."
I know I was stretching things a bit with that statement. Any right thinking person would know she had a right to be pissed, but this wasn't about that. This was about me getting back at her for cheating and the thinking behind me wanting to do that wasn't and didn't have to be rational. I went on.
"At any time during our relationship did you ever ask me why I wanted to try anal? Did you ever tell me on any one of those times I tried that you didn't want to do it because you didn't like it? No you didn't. You just refused. Since you say you love me so much couldn't you have said that you knew you wouldn't like it, but that you would at least let me satisfy my curiosity and then after tell me that you didn't like it and never wanted to do it again?
"In fact since before we even got married I knew you were fucking other guys and you knew that I knew it couldn't you have just told me that you had already tried it and hated it and then told me why you didn't like it? It makes me wonder what else I don't know."
She paled a bit at that and then said "You would honestly leave me over a little thing like my not liking anal sex?"
"No, but I certainly will before I'll put up with the way you have acted since last night. Enough of this crap. I need to get to bed. I have a busy day in front of me tomorrow."
I walked away from her and went into the bedroom and got what I would need for the next day. I didn't give her a chance to say a word. She was still sitting at the table when I came back out of the bedroom and started making up the couch for me to sleep on.



"Why are you doing that?"
"Doing what?"
"Making up the couch?"
"I seem to remember you telling me that you didn't want me touching you. That means sleeping here on the couch."
"Damn it Bobby; I was pissed. So I got a little carried away in my reaction. So what! Your place is still in the bed next to me."
"The mood I'm in right now I think I'd rather use the couch. Maybe tomorrow I'll be a little more in the mood to go back into the bedroom."
She didn't say anything, but I could tell she was wondering about the way I had changed in the last twenty-four hours. I wondered if she was wondering if I might suspect something. If she was it would suit me just fine. It wouldn't bother me at all if she was on pins and needles around me.
It was a light day at the office and I had time to think about my situation and what I was going to do about it. There were options. Ignore it and pretend everything was okay between us. Kick her to the curb. Confront her and tell her if it happened again she was history. Kill her and bury the body somewhere and spread the word that she had run off with her lover. Of course her lower could come forward and that would put the cops back on me. Kill both her and her lover and then disappear them both. I could just ask my boss for a transfer to our Georgia office and just walk away.
The problem I was having was that I really did love the cheating cunt. Enough to forgive and forget? That I didn't know. The only decision I was able to make was to learn more about what was going on and to do that I was going to try and return things to normal between us. Then I could start snooping around. I really didn't want to waste the money to hire professionals so I was going to have to find a way to do it myself.
I could account for most of Jen's time. She didn't stop for drinks after work and she didn't do any 'girls nights out' so if she was doing anything besides what she did while I was on my trips it had to be during the hours she was at work. There were too many people there during the day where she worked so I couldn't see it happening in the building during working hours and that left lunch hour.
I visited customers as part of my job so it was fairly easy for me to leave the office and drive over to where Jen worked and park where I could see her car and the entrance to the building. Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday Jen didn't leave the building, but on Thursday she came out, got in her car and drove to the Supper 8 on Taylor.
She pulled into the parking lot and sat in her car waiting. A couple of minutes later a car that looked like the one that had been in my drive pulled up and parked next to her. A man got out, went into the office and got a room and then he and Jen went into it. They spent an hour in the room and then they came back out they got in their cars and I followed them back to where Jen worked. So; two questions answered. She was cheating on me during working hours and the man she was cheating with was a co-worker.
Next I needed to find out who the asshole was and that proved to be very easy. On Monday I had to fly to Salt Lake on business. I told Jen it was a week-long deal and that I'd be back late Friday. Actually I was back Tuesday night and I wasn't surprised to find the same car in my drive. The only light on was the one in our bedroom and an hour after I had set up to watch the light went out. I waited another half hour and no one came out so I figured that they had settled in for the night.
I got out of my car and went over to assholes car hoping to find it unlocked, but if it wasn't I had a Slim-Jim that I'd purchased from a Snap On tool salesman. I practiced with it on my car and I was fairly certain I would be able to use it to get into the strange car. Luckily it was unlocked and I found his registration and insurance card in his glove box. His name was Roger Poitker and I wrote down his address and then put everything back where I'd found it.
I checked into a motel, left a wakeup call for five and at five-thirty I was again parked where I could watch the house. At six-ten Poitker came out, got in his car and left. An hour later the garage door went up and Jen backed out of the garage and headed into work. I went over to the Village Inn and killed an hour in case Jen had to go back to the house for something she forgot and then I went home.
Breakfast dishes for two were in the sink and I took a couple of photos of them. I went up to the bedroom and saw that the bed hadn't been made, but there was no big wet spot and then I saw why on the night stand. Four full tied off condoms lay there and I took pictures of them. I looked over the rest of the house, but couldn't find anything else I could use. I left the house and went into work. That night was a repeat of the previous night, but they took a pass on Thursday. Most probably because they didn't want to chance my coming home early on them again.
When I went home after work Friday Jen was ready for me. "We have almost a week to make up for" she said as she led me to the bedroom. I had to wonder about the girl. A house guest while I was gone and then trying to fuck me to death when I got home? And she kept at it all weekend. I was surprised that I had enough energy left come Monday morning to get out of bed so I could go to work.
My employer didn't get his money's worth on Monday. I spent most of my time thinking about what I was going to do about Jennifer and Poitker. Most of what I thought of would see me in jail for a good part of the rest of my life if I got caught doing it. I most definitely did not want that. I ended up doing nothing. Not that I planned on doing nothing, just that I wanted to wait until I thought of something that I could get away with.
Over the next two weeks I was able to get away from the office to visit customers eleven times and five of those times I saw her join Poitker at a motel. What I could never understand was that Jen was an absolute tiger in bed on those evenings and the following ones.
Then came the night that drove me over the edge.
After dinner Jen said "For dessert you have to join me in the bedroom." Once there she handed me a tube of KY Jelly and then said "I've researched it and from what I've found out it is all in the preparation. You need to work on my hole with your thumb and two or three fingers until it is ready for something as big as what you have." She got on her hand and knees and looked back at me with a smile on her face.
At first I thought she was trying to give me a gift or to make amends for what I'd accused her of the last time I took her ass. That thought quickly died when I looked at her butt hole. It was reddish around the opening and, rightly or wrongly, I interpreted that to mean that Poitker was there during Jen's lunch break that day. This told me, again rightly or wrongly, that she planned to do it more often with him and she was going to use me to get her used to it. At that very instant I knew what I was going to do to Roger Poitker.
I was going to fuck him up! I was going to give the asshole a lesson on what can happen to you when you fuck another man's wife and I was going to do it in such a way that he and Jen would know it was me, but wouldn't be able to prove it.
I was set up for a trip to Cleveland on Monday and I let Jen know about it over dinner Friday night. It was a fly out on an early morning flight, take care of business and catch the four o'clock flight home the same afternoon. I told Jen it was a four day trip and I should be home late Thursday.
She damned near fucked me to death over the weekend. "Got to get enough to hold me" is what she said and I almost laughed at her because I knew she had no intention of going without while I was gone.
I had arranged to take three days comp time when I got back from Cleveland so I wouldn't be missed at work. When I got to Cleveland I checked into the hotel for a three day stay and then called Jen and gave her the room number in case she needed to call me for something. I met the client, took care of business and then flew home. I rented a car and drove to the house.
Poitker's car was in the drive when I got home and I settled in to wait. It occurred to me as I sat there waiting for him to leave that I hadn't thought things out clearly. I had let anger cloud my mind and it had kept me from thinking rationally. I was going to attack the asshole in my driveway and while it would still be a bit dark I was going to be doing it as others in the neighborhood were getting up and going to work. The possibility existed that I might be seen.
I started to get cold feet and was actually reaching for the keys to start the car when something in the back of my mind took over my thinking. "Fuck it!" the voice said. "If you get caught so what! There will be one less asshole around to go after another man's wife." Then the evil that probably lurks in the back of every one's mind took over and I got madder and madder as I thought about what the two of them were doing in MY house in MY bedroom and on MY bed. No way was I going to back off!
The mornings I had watched Poitker usually left the house around six so at five-forty I got out of my rental and went over to Poitker's car. It was locked so I had to use my Slim-Jim to get in. I got in the back and laid down behind the seat. I was dressed in black, had on a black hoodie and ski mask and my gloves were thin leather driving gloves and it would all go into a dumpster when I was through. I'd taken a pair of socks and put one inside the other and then had emptied the shot from shotgun shells into them and then tied off the opening.
The plan was to simply rise up, smack Poitker upside the head with the homemade sap and then while he was out of it drag him out of the car and then beat his gonads into mush. Jump in the rental, race back to the airport, fly to Cleveland and then call Jen and let her know that thigs went well and I would be coming home earlier than planned.
At the house Jen would find Poitker when she opened the garage door at seven-thirty to back out and go to work. She would immediately think that I had done it. Since I didn't take his wallet, watch or anything else it would rule out robbery so who else could it be except me? Then she would think that if it wasn't me involving the police would lead to me finding out about her and Poitker so she would drive him to the hospital rather than call.
Then she would start wondering about what I might do to her if indeed it was me that assaulted Poitker. That is all I would do as far as Jennifer was concerned. Just leave her to play mind games with herself. There wasn't any way that I could bring myself to physically harm her. I loved the stupid cheating bitch. Stupid of me and I knew it, but I was human with all the failings that go with that job description.
The plan worked. Poitker got in the car and as he was putting the key in the ignition I rose up and sapped him. I pulled him out of the car and placed him on the ground with legs spread wide and then I beat on his crotch for a good two minutes. I had to sap his head again when he started to come around, but I got done what I wanted to get done and then I took off for the airport. When I got there I changed clothes in a restroom and then hit five different restrooms getting rid of the stuff I wore to do the deed.
I boarded my flight pleased at the way things had worked out. Then as the flight took off and I reclined my seat my smile slowly slipped away as all the holes in my brilliant plan began to occur to me. The entire plan was based on the assumption that Jennifer wouldn't want her affair to come to light. To keep the affair hidden she wouldn't involve the police. Poitker would of course follow her lead.
As the plane reached altitude all of my assumptions were fading away. What if when the garage door opened Jen didn't remain clear-headed and think the way I assumed she would? What if she saw Poitker on the ground, panicked and called 911? Even if the EMTs showed up without the police wouldn't the hospital call them since it was obviously a physical assault? It would be a piece of cake for the police to shoot my "I was in Cleveland" alibi down. They would naturally check with the airlines to see if I had flown home. Checking the rental car companies would only take a couple of phone calls.
Even if Jennifer acted the way I assumed she would why had I just assumed that Poitker would go along with her in keeping the affair quiet? If the police questioned him why wouldn't he point the finger at me? Why wouldn't he want to see me pay for what I'd done to him? True, he wouldn't know for sure that it was me, but he would damned sure put me at the top of the list of people who might have wanted to do him harm. And hadn't that been my goal in the first place? To take my revenge in a way that they would think it was me, but not know for sure?
Suddenly all of the mind games that I had hoped Jennifer would start having were working on me. Would the cops be waiting for me when I got off the plane in Cleveland? Would they be waiting for me at the hotel? If not would they be waiting for me when I got home?
All of the things that should have occurred to me when I was planning things, but were hidden behind the anger and rage I was feeling at the time started jumping out at me. Then I started thinking about what might happen if I got away with it as far as the police were concerned. Would Poitker shrug it off as the cost of fucking around with married women? Or would he just decide that it had been me and get a gun and come after me? What in the hell possessed me that had me thinking that just because I had assumed it that it would happen that way?
As I deplaned in Cleveland my eyes were frantically searching the gate area for anyone who looked like a cop and who looked like he was waiting on me. That man in the grey suit? A detective? No, he didn't appear to be checking out the arrivals. That guy leaning on the pillar? No; I could see his ticket sticking up from his shirt pocket.
I managed to get out of the terminal okay, but what awaited me at the hotel? I had to go there. I'd left my laptop and the signed contracts I'd flown to Cleveland to get in my room. My eyes were all over the place when I entered the lobby. I didn't see any uniformed police or anyone who looked like a detective, but then who said detectives had to wear suits? I was a nervous wreck when I reached my room. I hesitated before opening the door trying to think of how to handle it if the cops were inside and waiting. I took a deep breath and then entered the room. I breathed a sigh of relief when I found the room empty.
The next step in my not so brilliant fucking plan was to call Jennifer and let her know I would be back earlier than I'd told her. The only good sign, or at least I took it to be a good sign, was there were no messages waiting for me. That probably meant that Jennifer hadn't called. That meant that I didn't have to lie about why she couldn't reach me.
I'd turned off my cell when I boarded the plane and I didn't remember to turn it back on until I got to the hotel. There were no messages or voicemails waiting so I breathed another sign of relief. With a trembling hand I hit speed dial for Jen's phone and waited for her to pick up. She didn't and the call went to voicemail.
"Hey babe; just calling to let you know I'm going to finish up sooner than I thought. I'll probably be home sometime tomorrow. Love you. Bye."
I disconnected and almost immediately the room phone rang. I answered it and it was Jennifer.
"Did you just try to call me?"
"I did. I wanted to let you know that things here moved quicker that I thought and I'll be home early. I might even be able to get out of here on a late flight tonight, but if not I'll catch one in the morning."
"Let me know if you can make it tonight and I'll wait up for you."
"I'll do that. Got to go babe; I've got a meeting in ten minutes."
"Okay. Hopefully I'll see you tonight. Love you. Bye."
As I hung up the phone I wondered about the call. I'd called her on her cell, but she returned the call to the room phone. I chose to see it as a good sign. To me it meant that she wanted to verify that I was in Cleveland and so it couldn't have been me who laid out Poitker.
I called her at four and told her I would be home around seven. She asked if she should have dinner ready and I told her no.
"Eat something on the plane then. You will need your strength tonight."
It was mind games time again. Was she horny and wanted to make love or was she setting me up with a false sense of security so I wouldn't be ready if the police met my flight? Or maybe they would be in the house waiting. Shit!
I worried and fretted all the way home. No police met the flight and when I got home I didn't see any cop cars. That really didn't mean anything. They could be parked around the block waiting for the cops in the house to call them. It was a trembling hand that turned the door knob and opened the door. I almost collapsed in relief when instead of blue uniforms I saw a naked Jennifer wearing her 'come fuck me' high heels.
"Ready for dessert stud?"
She showed absolutely no nervousness as she looked at me. No sign of worry at all. I began to think that I just might have gotten away with it. At least as far as Jennifer was concerned.
She led me into the bedroom, undressed me and then she damned near fucked me to death. She even gave me her ass.
"I've found that I really like it if you take it slow and easy at first."
That of course made me think of Poitker. Was it him that got her to liking anal? Since I could never let her know I knew about him I could never ask her that question. I guessed I'd never know.
No police were waiting for me when I got to work and I was never contacted by them during the following weeks. I was dying of curiosity about what happened when Jen opened the garage door and found Poitker, but I of course didn't dare ask.
The months went by and there wasn't a day that I didn't think about what to do about Jennifer. True, she was a cheating bitch, but I guess I was just pussy whipped. She wanted to make love three or four times a week and three or four times on the weekends. If I got rid of her would I ever find another that wanted it that much? I decided to tough it out for as long as I could. Poitker was out of the picture and it was just the two of us now right?
Wrong!!
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Once more it was cliché time. Five months later another trip that I came home early from to find a strange car parked in my driveway. Once more I walked into the house only to hear the sounds that I knew only too well. Jennifer had always been a noisy fuck. I turned and left the house. On a whim I checked the car and found it unlocked. The registration said the car belonged to a Thomas Mason. I recognized the name. He was another one of Jen's coworkers and I'd met him at her last company picnic. As I remembered it he was married to the boss's daughter.
I'd learned my lesson with Poitker. No more taking revenge. I'd let someone else do it. Along with the registration and insurance card there was a card that gave emergency information. The emergency contact was Mrs. Pamela Mason and the card gave two numbers for her. I called the first and it was her cell and the call went to voice mail. A sleepy woman's voice answered the call to the next number.
"Hello?"
"Mrs. Mason?"
"Yes."
"I just thought you should know that your husband is fucking Jennifer Holbrook at her home at 4880 Lark Lane even as we speak."
"Who is this?"
"Just someone who hates your husband and who has been keeping an eye on what he does looking for a way to stick it to him. I'd let her husband know, but he would probably kill your husband and I don't think he should have to go to jail just because his wife is a cheating slut. Goodbye."



I hung up, moved my car down the street and settled in to wait and see if anything would happen. About forty minutes later a car pulled up and a woman got out. She went to the car in the drive and looked inside, probably to make sure it was her husband's car. She walked up to the front door, tried the knob and found that the door was unlocked and she opened it and went inside. Three minutes later I heard shots! Six of them! "Oh sweet fucking Jesus what have you done now" shot through my mind. I was torn between running into the house and getting the fuck out of there. What decided me was that there was a gun in the house, we didn't own one and I had no clue whose hand it was in. I started the car and got the hell out of there. I did pull out my phone and call 911. I told them that shots were fired inside the house at 4880 Lark Lane and then I hung up.
Ten minutes later I was parked by the side of the road and was pissed at myself. "For God's sake grow a set of balls Bob" I told myself. I turned around and headed back to the house. When I got there the street was full of vehicles with flashing red and blue lights on their roofs and two guys were wheeling a gurney with someone on it out to an ambulance. I parked and headed for the house. A cop stopped me when I got to the front of the house and told me that I couldn't go any farther. I told him to get the fuck out of my way.
"This is my house and I need to know what is going on in there."
I started to push past him and he pulled what looked like a gun out of a holster and pointed it at me.
"Don't make me have to Taser you sir. This is a crime scene and only authorized personnel are allowed in the house. Calm down and I'll get someone out here to talk to you."
He got on his radio and explained the situation to someone and a few minutes' later two guys in suits came out of the house and headed for us. They asked me to show some ID and I gave them my driver's license. Then they started to question me.
"Could you tell us where you have been tonight?"
That pissed me off and so I said "I could, but I'm not going to until someone tells me what the hell is going on in my house. First this clown" and I pointed at the cop who stopped me, "Pulled a gun on me and threatened to shoot me if I tried to go into my own house and now you want to ask me questions? Fuck that! What is going on in my house?"
"Sir, things would move a lot quicker if you would cooperate."
"Cooperation is a two way street. You want information and I want information so cooperate. What is going on in my house?"
One suit looked at the other and got an affirmative nod so he said "There was a shooting in the house sir and I regretfully have to inform you that your wife was a fatality."
I had expected that might be the case, but it still came as a shock and it let the air out of me so to speak. No longer puffed up and belligerent I quietly asked who had done it.
"Do you know a Thomas Mason?"
I nodded a yes and said that he worked with my wife. Then they told me the story as far as they were able to fit the pieces together. Mason was fucking my wife (having sexual congress is the way they put it) and Mason's wife apparently caught them at it. She shot them both and then killed herself. By the time he finished telling me what they assumed had happened I had tears - real tears - running down my face.
I loved the stupid cunt and as pissed as I was over her infidelities I could never have physically hurt her. I didn't even remotely think that calling Mason's wife would cause what happened. I naively thought Mason's wife would rush in, catch them in the act and then there would be a lot of screaming and hollering following which she would divorce his ass and given the way no fault worked in our state leave him raped and bleeding.
After hearing from the suit I had to tell them what they wanted to know. The ticket stubs I'd kept for my expense report backed up my story of being out of town and coming home early. Fortunately they didn't think to question what I'd done since getting off of the plane and coming home to what was happening.
My mother came to the funeral and of course wanted to know the full story. I gave it to her - all of it - then of course she had to throw in "You really should have stayed with Pauline. You broke the poor girl's heart when you turned away from her." I didn't respond to that.
Mother stayed two weeks (and yes, we did) and when she left she said "Pauline is still single Bobby. I'm sure that she would love to see you again." Again I didn't respond.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next three months seemed to drag by. Work and then go home and stare at the walls. Occasional bouts of crying as I lay in bed. I had loved Jennifer and I missed her. I finally admitted to myself that I would have never divorced Jen. I had actually loved her enough that I would have forgiven her for her infidelities when they would have come to light if things would have gone the way I thought they would when I called Pamela Mason.
What brought me out of my funk was a piece of ass. Not just any old piece of ass, but a damned good piece of ass. Or I should say damned good pieces of ass.
I came home from work one night and found two naked women (except for come fuck me heels) sitting on my couch waiting for me. Jessica and Pauline Langdon. Before I could ask them how they got in Jessica said:
"Your mom gave us the key you gave her. She said you might be in dire need of some cheering up."
I had been talking with mother on the phone a couple of times a week since the funeral and I guess she must have sensed how far down in the dumps I was.
Jessica got up from the couch, came over to me, took me in her arms and kissed me. It was a kiss that demanded a return and it had been months since I'd had sex and my body was more than ready even if my mind had not been.
Jess gave me tongue and I gave tongue back. While Jess and I played tongue tag Pauline came over to us and unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. I was so wrapped up in the kissing that I wasn't even aware of what Pauline was doing until her hot mouth enveloped my cock. Did I jerk myself away from her? Yeah; sure I did. NOT!! The only thought in my head at that time was:
"How fucking kinky is this! Kissing the mother while being blown by the daughter."
After a minute or so I broke the kiss and pulled away from Pauline and said "This way to the bedroom."
What followed was as wild a time as could be imagined. It was like some way out fantasy come true. I ate the mom's pussy while the daughter sucked my cock. I ate the daughter's pussy while fucking the mother. The daughter ate the mother's pussy while I ass fucked the mother. The mother rode me cowgirl while the daughter sat on my face and played with the mother's tits. I watched the two of them sixty-nine while I tried like hell to get it up again. I couldn't manage it so I fell asleep between two soft warm female bodies.
The two of them stayed three days and then Jess said they needed to get home. I breathed a sigh of relief when she said that. I was damned near worthless at work after spending the evening with them.
I received another surprise when I got home on the day they were leaving. I walked into the house and found Pauline sitting on the couch naked (except for the ever present heels). Before I could ask what was going on Pauline said:
"I decided to stay."
She got up, walked over to me and as her hands reached for my zipper she asked "You aren't going to make me leave are you?" When my pants and boxers fell down to puddle around my ankles and my stiff cock pointed straight at her she giggled and said "I thought not."
We ended up in bed and of course she wore me out. As I laid beside her physically spent I just said "Why?"
She knew what I was asking and she said "Because I love you. I've always loved you and I've always known that we were meant to be. I need to be here if I'm ever going to be able to convince you we are supposed to be together. When mom told me she was coming I gambled, quit my job and here I am."
I may have been physically exhausted, but mentally I was wide awake and I knew what was running through Pauline's mind. She was seeing me slipping a ring on her finger someday down the line if she could just hang in there. From her tone of voice I realized if I said "Thanks for coming and helping pull me out of my funk, but you need to go now" she wouldn't go away. She would leave the house, but she wouldn't go far away and she would be forever putting herself in front of me.
The plain fact was she was damned good pussy and having her around would keep me from going out and wasting time and money trying to score so I decided to go along, but I would be up front about it.
"I know what you are hoping for Pauline, but it is never going to happen. A live in friend with benefits is all I am ever going to offer you. If you can accept that I'll be glad to let you move in, but make no mistake here Pauline; I am dead serious and that is all it will ever be. And there is a provision that goes along with it. It is me and nobody else. Gangbangs and multiple partners are no go items. Me and nobody else period.
"I'll take it. At least we will be together and that's where we belong."
I'll have to give it to her. She gave it one hundred percent. She found a job and then dedicated herself to spoiling me rotten. She was everything a great wife would be, but always lurking in the back of my mind was what mother had once told me and that Beth had reinforced. Once you have gone the multiple partner's route you are always going to want to do it again and again and again.
But Pauline never did anything that led me to believe she was or wanted to play around. She never did a girls night out with the women she worked with. She never stopped for drinks after work with the people she worked with. I met the people she worked with at her company picnic and company Christmas party and they all seemed like good people and I liked them. Still, in the back of my mind there was always doubt. As far as I knew the only people Pauline associated with were her coworkers and me so given my doubts I watched her closely at the Christmas party looking for a sign something was going on between her and a coworker. Or two or three. I thought that with all the drinking that was going on things would get a little looser and if something was going on someone might slip up and give me a clue.
I was sipping water with a slice of lime in it so people would think I was sucking down vodka tonics and not paying attention, but I never saw a thing out of line. No one danced too close to her, no hands ever went to inappropriate places and the few times someone did get her under the mistletoe there were only brief pecks exchanged.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three pretty damned good years went by and I was starting to think of making our relationship permanent by doing something I swore I would never do. Put a ring on Pauline's finger. I was actually looking in jewelry store windows at rings when the bad news arrived.
Pauline got a phone call from her mother. Her father had been in an automobile accident and had died on the scene. Pauline immediately left for home, but I couldn't go with her. I was in the middle of contract negotiations with a major supplier and there just was no way that I could get away. Then the guy I was negotiating with had a family emergency and had to rush home. I tried calling Pauline and letting her know I was coming, but the call went to voicemail. I would get there too late for the funeral, but I figured that there would be some sort of family get together at the house after the funeral.
I was right about that, but it wasn't the type of get together I was expecting. My mother was there along with her new husband. Mrs. Langdon and Pauline were there and there were about twenty others, three of them women I didn't know. And they were all naked and fucking up a storm. All three women were airtight when I walked in on the party. I looked around and recognized three or four guys who had been at the gangbang I'd gone to with mother way back when. There were three other guys I recognized, but not from that first gangbang.
I recognized them from Pauline's company Christmas party.
That told me that it had to be one of two things. Either Pauline had been fucking them all along and I'd never caught on or she wanted to fuck them, but didn't dare do it while living with me for fear that I would find out and told them if they really wanted to climb aboard all they had to do was go to her father's funeral with her. I'd never find out because I couldn't come to the funeral with her.
Which one it was didn't matter. I'd told Pauline up front when agreeing to become friends with benefits that I didn't share and if she stayed it was with the understanding it would be me and no one else. The minute I walked into that house and found her with other cocks in her we were done!
But I was there and in a repeat of my first gangbang when the guy in her ass pulled out I took his place. She hadn't seen me yet so she didn't know I was the one fucking her ass and after I pumped my load into her I walked in front of her and stood there looking down at her sucking a guy's cock. She looked up, saw me, her eyes went wide and her face paled. I turned and walked away from her.
I went to the bathroom and cleaned my cock and when I came out I went over to were Jess was being three holed and when her mouth came free I stepped up and filled it. Her eye went wide when she looked up and saw that the cock belonged to me. Whatever thoughts she might have been having were probably discarded as she started paying my cock the attention it wanted. Once she had me hard I pulled out and looked around for an open hole.
The only one I saw belonged to mother and she met my eyes and I could see she was uneasy with my being there. If she'd never told Eric (her new hubby) about what she had done with me he probably would have a good idea after seeing me cum in Pauline's ass and then move to Jessica. I wondered if I should confirm it by taking mother's empty hole, but then decided against the idea. I didn't know all that much about their relationship and what my doing mother in front of him might do to it.
I looked back at Pauline and she was watching me, but I couldn't read her face to get an idea of what she was thinking because of the cock in her mouth. No one had moved up to take Jess's mouth and the two guys in her other holes must have gotten off about the same time and both pulled out and moved away from her. She rolled over onto her back, spread her legs wide and looked up at me with an inviting smile. I smiled back and accepted her invitation.
Since I was no stranger to Jess I knew what she liked and so I gave it to her. She liked hard and fast while her tits were being mauled so I did her hard and fast as I pinched and twirled her nipples. It took a bit to get us both off, but I got it done. When I was limp Jess said:
"I want the next one in my ass."
"I'm not sure that I have a 'next one' in me."
"Bullshit Bobby; you seem to forget that I know you."
She moved to take my cock in her mouth and while she was on her knees one of the guys Pauline worked with moved in behind her and took one of her holes. Ass or pussy? I couldn't tell, but whichever one it was it didn't slow Jess down. It took Jess a while to get me standing tall and by the time I was ready the guy fucking her had finished.
"Do it before someone else gets there" she moaned and I quickly moved behind her and pushed my cock into her ass. "Oh yes baby, like that. Just like that. Do my ass do my ass fuck my ass."
Jess got off twice before I got mine and when I pulled my soft cock out of her she turned her head, smiled at me and told me to hurry up and get it hard and come back. I looked around and saw Pauline on her hands and knees being fucked doggie by one of her coworkers so I went over to her. She watched me take every step from her mother to her and when I got in front of her she opened her mouth to say something, but before she could get a word in I pushed my cock in her mouth and then took her head in both hands and held it so she couldn't pull her mouth off me. Straight from mom's ass to daughter's mouth. How nasty and kinky is that?
It wasn't so much Pauline's sucking as it was my fucking her face while smiling at the nastiness of it that got me hard again. Once it started to come alive again I let go of Pauline's head, but she kept sucking. When I was as stiff as I was going to get I pulled out and went back over to where Jess was being three-holed again. I stood next to her and waited for an open hole. The guy in her ass came and pulled out and the one in her mouth moved to go and take the empty hole, but Jess told him no. She said she needed to go to the bathroom as soon as the guy in her pussy finished. I took that to mean that she didn't want me to fill her mouth so I just stood there and waited until she could tell me what she wanted.
The guy in her pussy, one of Pauline's coworkers, finally finished and Jess stood and told me to follow her. I trailed along behind her as she went to her bedroom upstairs. Once inside the room she turned to me:
"I need to clean up baby. Come on; shower with me and scrub my back."
I did and after her back I started on her front and by the time I was done she was moaning. We dried off and got on her bed. She put her arms around me and kissed me.
"I don't want to go back to the party and fuck anymore. I want to be made love to. Can you do that for me Bobby? Can you make love to me?"
I did and we fell asleep snuggled up to each other. In the morning I woke up to a hand stroking my cock and I opened my eyes to see Jessica smiling down at me.
"Got one more in you Bobby? Want to start the day out right?"
I did and I did.
Over breakfast Jess said "I know you Bobby and I know how you look at things. Any chance you can cut Pauline some slack? She didn't know what was going to happen yesterday. She walked in on it just like you did."
"Nice of you trying to cover for her, but that is pure bullshit and you know it. I might have bought it if it wasn't for my seeing three of Pauline's coworkers here. Since she thought I wasn't going to be here she figured that she could get away with having them here. That means it was planned. She didn't just walk in on anything so don't try and sell me that."
"So she's out?"
"She is. I told her when I agreed to let her stay that I didn't share and if she couldn't get by with just me not to stay. Walking in her yesterday and seeing her with three dicks in her finished us off."
"Why be that way Bobby? You like doing it so why can't you and Pauline work it out?"
"No I don't like it Jess. This is only my second one and the first one was only because I wanted to bust Pauline and let her know that I knew about her cheating on me and stabbing me in the back. Last night was almost a rerun of the first one. The only difference was that I knew what I was walking into on the first one. Last night I didn't. When I came in last night I was expecting a wake or a family get together following Phillip's funeral. I was not prepared for what was going on. The only reason I stayed was so Pauline could see me and see what she had given up."
"In a way it was a wake for Phil. It was how he would have wanted to be celebrated. He was a hundred percent into what we were doing last night."
"The point I am trying to make is that this time was just like the last time I walked in on Pauline's cheating on me. I didn't accept it the first time and I'm not accepting it this time either. In fact this time is even worse than the first time because this time there should have been no doubt in Pauline's mind - not even a smidgen of doubt - as to how I would take it if she stepped out on me again. Jesus Christ Jess, I flat out told her upfront that if I let her stay with me it was to be me and no one else. Period!"



"I still think you should rethink it Bobby. The girl loves you to death."
"She had her chance Jess. She had a damned good chance, but she blew it. I was actually looking at rings. I just damned glad this happened before I could actually buy one."
"I'm going to drop it before I piss you off and you decide to leave. I liked what I got from you last night and I really would like some more of it."
"I don't have to go back to work until the day after tomorrow. Just what do you have in mind?"
"All I can say to that sweetie is if what I have in mind goes right you won't have enough energy left to get out of bed and go back to work."
Jess damned near accomplished what she said she was going to try. I had more sex in the following thirty-six hours than I should have been able to handle. Face it. There is no way a young man, regardless of his recuperative powers, can stay with an older woman in her sexual prime, but I did a damned good job trying. I managed to get home in time to get six hours sleep before I had to go into work.
Pauline wasn't there when I got home, but I noticed that all of her stuff was gone when I got home from work that night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A week later I came home from work and found my mother in the kitchen fixing dinner. Before I could say anything she said:
"Eric had to fly to Japan on business. He will be gone two weeks and I decided that it would be a good time to visit you. You don't mind do you? It won't upset you to have me around will it?"
"Of course not."
"Dinner will be ready in about five minutes."
I went to the bedroom and changed out of my suit and tie into jeans and a sweatshirt and went back to the kitchen. We ate at the kitchen table instead of in the dining room and things were silent for a bit although I could tell mother was contemplating something. Finally she said:
"I want to thank you for what you did for me that night after Phil's funeral."
"What I did for you?"
"I saw you standing there stiff and ready and looking for a place to put it. I saw you look at me, consider that I had room for you and then look at Eric, shrug and then look away. I'm your mother Robert and I know you a lot better than you think I do. I knew what you were thinking when you turned away. You wondered if Eric knew and if he didn't know how he would take seeing you in my ass. Am I right?"
"Dead on."
"He doesn't know about you and me and I don't want him to ever learn. He was shook up enough just seeing you walk in and start to participate. I had to tell him something so I told him you knew about me because Pauline brought you to one of the parties not knowing that I was going to be there. I told him that you asked if it would be alright for you to do me and I told you no, that I didn't want to engage in incest and that you accepted it and we never spoke of it again.
"I doubt he would ever bring it up to you because I believe he would be too embarrassed, but if by some chance he ever does that's the story. Okay?"
"It works for me."
"Now that we have that out of the way what are the sleeping arrangements for my visit? Do I use the spare bedroom?"
I just looked at her and she said "I know; silly question right?"
Mother stayed for ten days before leaving to go home and get ready for Eric's return.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next couple of months took on a sameness. Wake up in the morning, go to the gym, go to work and then go home and watch TV or read a book. On Friday and Saturday go out and try to hook up and then repeat it all the following week.
I did manage to hook up a time or two and I did manage to get laid enough that the pipes wouldn't close up, but I never found a lady I would consider settling down with. I almost got to the point where I regretted kicking Pauline out. And speaking of Pauline I'd learned that she moved in with Sam who was one of the ones she brought to Phil's funeral and I also heard that Ben and Ted (the other two) visited and frequently slept over. I had certainly dodged a bullet there. It was too bad that I wasn't wired like her dad or Eric and could live with a gangbang queen.
It was at a barbecue hosted by Mike, a coworker of mine, that I met Merrily Joy Wickham. She was Mike's wife's sister. I was instantly attracted to her, but before I could make a fool of myself trying to get to know her well enough to ask her for a date I noticed her wedding rings. She might have been off limits, but I couldn't keep my eyes off of her as the party progressed.
When things started to break up and I was getting ready to leave she came up to me. "Your eyes have been on me since we were introduced, but you haven't even tried to talk to me. Why is that?"
"I'll admit that I am attracted to you, but once I saw the rings I knew I'd be wasting my time if I did what I wanted to do."
"And that would have been?"
"Ask you to leave with me and go somewhere where we could sit and talk and get to know each other."
"Why would you want to do that?"
Right about then I realized she was playing games with me. She knew damned well why I wanted to do that. I lowered my voice:
"Me man. Me supposed to want woman. Me chase. Great God Ork say it so."
"Oh sweet Jesus; just what I have always wanted. A caveman! Come on; let's get out of here."
Once outside she said "It is way too soon for you to ask your place or mine so with those two places eliminated where had you intended to take me to sit, talk and get to know each other better?"
"Well I really don't want any more booze tonight so I was thinking of maybe coffee and pie at Denny's, IHOP or the Village Inn."
"No one has better pie than the Village Inn."
"Want to ride with me and I'll bring you back for your car later?"
"No. I'll meet you there. I'll need my getaway car there in case you turn out to be more of a pig that a caveman."
"Maybe you had better define 'pig' before we even go."
"A guy who is only interested in separating me from my unmentionables."
"I don't even think that a caveman would know what unmentionables are let alone how to deal with them. On the other hand he never needed to. All he had to do was grab her by the hair and drag her off to his cave and carry a club to beat other cavemen off when they tried to steal her away. Come to think of it maybe his way was a whole lot better than the way guys have to do it now."
"Now that I think about it maybe I would rather a pig than a caveman. What do you think about that?"
"Oink oink."
She laughed and said "I'll follow you."
Over coffee and pie I learned the story behind the wedding rings.
"The cheating got to be too much for me so he is history. I keep the rings for several reasons. One is they remind me to be more careful in the men I choose. Another is that they tell me a lot about the men who approach me while I'm wearing them. It tells me that they are of low moral character, but I guess that could be considered to be a part of reason one.
"The other side of that coin is that men who show an interest in me, but stay away because of the rings shows their character and if I should think I might like to get to know them better I can make the first move. And here we are."
I'll skip much of what took place over the next six months and get to it. Make out sessions started on the fourth date. Intimate relations started on the fifteenth date and I proposed following the thirty-third date. We were married two months later. Five absolutely glorious years followed. I was happier than a pig who had a half acre mud puddle all to himself.
And then - you probably saw it coming - it was cliché time again.
Another business trip than ended early and my coming home when I wasn't expected. It didn't make sense to me. Before we had gotten married, way back before I even proposed, I'd filled in Merrily in on what had ended all my previous relationships. Merrily should have known my coming home early was a possibility so why in God's name had she allowed it to happen to her?
This time I didn't even bother to go see if the car was unlocked. I'd learned my lesson on that little move with Mason. Wasn't going to go there. I moved down the street to where I could watch the house and see who came out in the morning. I was open to the idea that maybe Merrily had a girlfriend over to keep her company while I was away even though a voice in the back of my head was saying:
"You are clutching at straws Bobby. You are in denial and you know it."
The previous times I'd sat and watched the visitors usually left between six and six-thirty so I set my wristwatch alarm for five forty-five and then wiggled around until I was comfortable enough to nap. The watch alarm awoke me and I got ready to see who my wife's visitor was. I was not surprised that it was a man. His name was Mike Mattson and I knew him vaguely. He was one of Merrily's coworkers and I'd met him at some of her company's social functions. I didn't remember if he as married or not, but if he was it didn't matter because I wasn't going there. Again, the memory of Mason screamed at me not to go there.
As soon as he was out of sight I went looking for a motel room where I could hole up until it was time for me to go home. I pulled into the Super 8 parking lot and was just opening the car door to get out and go in and get a room when suddenly I decided:
"Fuck this shit! Why should I spend two nights wasting time in a motel room just to avoid a cheating wife?!"
I drove off the lot and drove over to the B & B Café and had breakfast and then went into work. At lunch time I called Merrily and told her I'd finished early and would be home in time for dinner. Hopefully I'd just derailed her plans for the evening.
From the time I got home and found the strange car in the driveway there had been a war going on in my head between the voice that cried out "Ruin-destroy-savage-take no prisoners-be Attila the Hun" and the other voice which was saying "Calm down-check things out-don't act rashly." I was leaning towards 'calm' because the memory of 'rash' and 'Mason' was still hanging around. I still hadn't figured out what I was going to do when I walked into the house that evening.
She greeted me the same as always. Happy to see me, all lovey dovey and in a hurry to drag me into the bedroom so we "Could make up for lost time." I had no idea what lost time she was trying to make up for because it was plain to me that she most definitely had not been going without.
When we finished and she snuggled up to me I was no farther ahead in knowing what to do than I was when I saw Mattson walk out of my house that morning.
Curiosity can be such a bitch! I got to wondering if she only did it when I was out of town so naturally curiosity had me leaving early for lunch and driving over to the wife's work place to see if she was playing on her lunch breaks. Nothing on Monday, Tuesday or Wednesday, but on Thursday she left work with Mattson and went to the Super 8 on Clairmont. I'd found out what I wanted to know so I didn't stick around to time them. I went back to work, got busy and put Merrily out of my mind. I mean why bother? It was what it was and no amount of thinking on my part could change what already had happened.
What I did think about was me. Me? Yep, me. How could I not? Every female I'd ever been in a relationship had played around on me. It was bound to eventually have me thinking about whether or not it was something that I'd done (or hadn't done?) that made them do it. Was I lacking in some way? Why weren't they satisfied with just me? Was there something in my genes, my DNA, that had me choosing women who were cheaters or had the instinct to cheat? Women who had in them genes or DNA that pushed them into cheating? Were they cheaters when they married me? Or was there something about me that made them cheat?
When we first started going out Merrily told me why she kept wearing her rings. I'd never asked her for the story behind it; I'd just naturally assumed that it was her ex who had done the cheating. Now I was wondering if it was her.
When I got home that night I did something I'd never done before. When Merrily tried to initiate love making I begged off. That led to her asking if I was alright and I gave her some bullshit excuse. The real reason was that I didn't want her lover's leavings. She might have cleaned up before she left the motel or when she got home from work, but that didn't matter. It still would have been seconds even if they weren't sloppy. Silly of me and I knew it because I hadn't taken that approach with any of the others. Hell, I hadn't taken that approach the time I came home and fond Mattson's car in the drive. What can I say? Times change and people change. I was in a funk. With all the shit that was going on in my mind I just did not feel like making love to Merrily.
It carried through the weekend and that got Merrily worried. We had never before even gone two days (when I was home) without making love let alone four. She was even suggesting that I go see a doctor. I didn't bother telling her there wasn't anything the medical profession could do for me other than put me on enough drugs that I would forget about her cheating.
Monday when I got home from work I found that Merrily had ramped up her game. She greeted me in nothing but high heels.
"You aren't getting your dinner buster; at least not until I've had my dessert."
She could see from the tent in my trousers that she'd had the desired effect. She led me to the bedroom. Undressed me, got on the bed, spread her legs wide and said:
"Come on lover; come and get it."
The hard on I'd had wilted when I heard the word "Lover" and combined it with the thought I had when she said it.
"Did she wear the same get-up and say the same words to her lover when they were at the motel? Or when I was on a trip?"
I almost had tears in my eyes when I had that thought and I grabbed my pants and fled from the bedroom.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And that brings us back to the start of this sad little tale.
I'd meant what I'd said when I told Merrily that I was practicing being alone. That's all I saw in my future. I was not going to put myself into a position where I could ever be cheated on again. No; there would be no more long term relationships in my future. I knew that I would go into relationships, but I would go into them knowing that they wouldn't last. I would go into them with the knowledge they would eventually cheat on me. All I could see in my future were one night stands, short flings, maybe even a friends with benefits situation or possibly an arrangement with the right sort of escort service.
I know it was a defeatist attitude. There could very well be a woman out there for me who would be faithful, but I would never find her because I WOULD NOT take the chance. I could not, would not, let myself be burned again. What to do about Merrily? Divorce was my only option. I could turn a blind eye on what Merrily was doing and go along with her as I had with Beth, but there was a difference in the situations. With Beth I'd stayed with her knowing that there was an end date. I knew she was history as soon as I graduated. I guess maybe I could hang in there with Merrily as long as I never let her know that I knew what she was doing and as long as I had an end date in mind, but then I kicked that idea to the curb. I just did not want to playact my way through things.
The divorce shouldn't be a problem. There were no children, our wages were comparable and I'd owned the house when we met. No fault rules would split everything else in half and that would be no hardship for me. I would be out court costs and attorney's fees, but so what? You wouldn't be upset at having to pay a doctor who cut a cancer out of your body would you? That's all I would be doing; paying to have a cancer removed from my life.
Mind made up, jaw firmly set, I got up and left the den. I walked into the bedroom and found Merrily in bed, propped up against the headboard and reading a book. She looked up at me when I came into the room and put down her book and asked:
"Am I going to get lucky tonight after all?"
"No; not tonight. We will talk about why I've not had any sex with you over breakfast in the morning."
"Did you finally go see a doctor? Is it bad?"
"In the morning Merrily. I need to sleep on it and compose myself."
Knowing how I was going to handle it in the morning I fell asleep with a smile on my face. Did Merrily sleep well? Didn't know and didn't care.
She was up first and had the coffee ready when I came into the kitchen. She was sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in front of her and she looked up at me as I poured myself a cup and then sat down.
"Okay honey; give it to me. How bad is it?"
"As bad as it gets. I'm going to have to remove a malignant growth and it is going to be expensive."
"I don't care how expensive it is as long as you fully recover."
"But that's the problem Merrily. I won't fully recover. At least not for a long, long time."
"What can I do to help?"
"Don't fight it."
"Don't fight it? I don't understand."
"You should. You knew about all the other malignancies and if you had wanted to you could have prevented this one."
"You are not making sense here Bob. Is it something in your brain that is affecting you? A tumor of some sort?"
"No Merrily. The malignant thing I need to remove is sitting across the table from me."
"Sitting acr...me?"
"Yes Merrily; you."
"I don't understand what you are saying here Bob."
"That's because you don't know that I know about you and Mattson."
Her face paled when she heard that.
"Tell me something Merrily. After hearing me explain my past relationships and how they all ended how could you put yourself in the same position? You aren't stupid so why didn't you realize that the possibility I might come home early and catch you existed? Or didn't you care? That's why I haven't touched you. I didn't want your lover's leftovers."
"You don't understand Bob, but I can..."
"Explain? No you can't. You fucked him in this house on our bed and you fucked him at the Motel 6 on Clairmont. I do not want to hear all of the trite bullshit that cheaters spout when they get caught. I do not want to hear that it meant nothing, that it was just sex and that you love only me. I don't want to hear that it was a drunken indiscretion or that he drugged you or was blackmailing you or any of that other crap.
"The facts speak for themselves. You are married to me and you fucked another man while married to me ergo you are a cheating wife and you already know how I react to those who cheat on me. Back to your question of what you can do to help. My reply was don't fight it. I'll be seeing an attorney to get the divorce paperwork started. If you really want to help just let it happen.
"You don't have to move out right away. I'll give you until the end of the month to find yourself a place. All I ask is when we are in the house together you avoid me as much as possible."
By the time I was finished she was crying and I got up and went to work. Four days later she was served at work and two days later she was moved out. Where she went I didn't know and I didn't care. Merrily didn't fight it and since I used irreconcilable differences the divorce moved along quickly.
I didn't take me as long to get laid as I thought it might. It was six weeks after Merrily moved out and I'd just gotten home from work and was fixing myself a bite to eat. The doorbell rang and when I answered it I found Jessica standing there.
"Your mom told me that you might be in dire need of some cheering up and since I was in the neighborhood and don't have any plans for the next couple of years I thought I'd stop by."



I stepped aside and let her in.
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I had just gotten off work and it had been a bad day so I stopped at Duke's for a wind-down drink. I was halfway through my vodka tonic when she came in. She being my wife's best friend Addison.
I was in a back corner and it was a bit dark and I hoped the Addie wouldn't see me sitting there. No such luck. She scanned the room like she was looking for someone in particular, spotted me and headed my way as I thought "Fuck! Just what I need right now."
She walked up to me and asked if I would mind if she joined me and the honest answer would have been yes, but I just shrugged, pointed at the seat opposite. As soon as Addie was seated Marsha arrived and asked Addie what she would like and then went to the bar to get it. As soon as Marsha was gone Addie said:
"It isn't an accident that I'm here. I intended to be waiting for you at your car when you got off work, but I got held up in traffic. I got there just in time to see you get in your car and leave so I followed you here."
"Why would you be wanting to meet me after work?"
"I needed to talk to you about a situation we are in."
"A situation? You and me?"
"Yes and I am going to be blunt about it. Your ever loving wife is cheating on you."
"I know. I've known for about six months now. What I'm not understanding is why the bitch's best friend feels like she has to rat her best friend out."
"The asshole she is cheating on you with is my husband."
"I guess she is a bigger slut than I thought. It wasn't Harvey that she was fucking when I first found out that she was stabbing me in the back."
"You don't know the half of it sweetie. She has been fucking around on you since the day you started going steady back in high school."
"That far back? I thought it was just recently; maybe the last year or so. I thought we were friends Addie. If you have known for that long why haven't you ever clued me in?"
"I do consider you a friend Jerry, but you have to remember that I didn't meet you until the eleventh grade. Cyndi has been my best friend since the first grade. I have never approved of what she was doing to you and I've tried countless times to get her to stop before she ended up getting caught. I've tried to convince her that she could end up losing you, but she always shrugged it off saying that you would never leave her no matter what. That you loved her so much that you would forgive her anything just to keep her."
"She got it half right."
"Half right? What does that mean?"
"I'll keep her, but there won't be any forgiveness."
"Why would you keep her?"
"I talked to a divorce attorney and found out what would happen if I went the divorce route. This is a no-fault divorce state. Everything we have gets split fifty/fifty. She would get custody of the kids and child support. She would get to keep the house until Allen reaches eighteen and I would still have to make the house payments, insurance, utilities and upkeep. I would end up paying alimony since I make more than she does. By the time I got done paying all that I would have barely enough left to buy a tent and live out in the woods somewhere. I'd have to learn to live on ramen noodles and water.
"The only bright spots would be that alimony would stop if Cyn ever remarried and when Allen reached eighteen I could sell the house. Even then I would have to give her half."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing?"
"Yep. Keep going business as usual until Allen turns eighteen and then I'll dump the bitch. As long as the cunt doesn't know that I know I'll still have a sex life, home cooked meals, my laundry done, a clean house to come home to and unlimited time with my kids. All three are mine by the way. I had DNA tests done without Cyn knowing."
"She always swore she was so careful that you would never find out. How did she slip up?"
"She gave me a social disease. I didn't know that is what it was until I went to the clinic, but as soon as they told me what it was I knew Cyn was cheating on me. She is the only girl I've touched since we started going steady. Once I knew she was cheating on me I hired a private investigator to look into things and he found out she was fucking her boss. I don't know if she got it from him or not. From what you just told me she could have gotten it from anyone. As far as I know she still has it and is passing it on. That means that she could have given it to Harv and he may have passed it on to you. You probably should get checked."
"I thought doctors were required to get a list of whoever you had sex with so they could be called in and checked?"
"I got tested at a clinic. No way was I going to go to the family doctor. When I got tested I told them the only sex I'd had in the last two years was with a paid escort when I went to a convention in Miami. Besides. If I gave them Cyndi's name they would call her in and cure her. That would keep her from giving it to whoever she cheated on me with and I didn't want that. It would be just what they deserved for going behind my back and fucking my wife."
"And you are still making love to Cyndi?"
I laughed at that. "I don't make love to the bitch; I just fuck her. When I got home from the clinic I told her the doctors said I had a rare skin affliction caused by my prostate and the doctor said it would be best if I always used a condom when I had sex. The stupid cunt bought it. She doesn't like condoms so our sex life dropped from six or seven times a week to two or three. I think she would stop having sex with me altogether if she thought she could get away with it, but she is smart enough to know if she did it would make me start wondering if she wasn't getting it someplace else."
"Allen is only eight. Can you do it for ten more years?"
"I don't honestly know, but I have to try. My only other option is divorce and we all know how father's get fucked around when it comes to the custody of the kids. Maybe when James and Carol leave the nest I can pull the plug. Allen will be sixteen then and I could probably handle the divorce provisions for the two years until he turned eighteen.
"And there is always the chance that Allen would chose to go with me if Cyn and I split. If the child is sixteen this state allows the child to choose which parent he wants to live with. For now I'll just have to tough it out and hope Cyndi gets run over by a bus and I can collect on her life insurance. What are you going to do as far as Harv goes?"
"Don't know. I haven't confronted him yet. I thought I would do you the courtesy of filling you in before hitting him with what I know. I figure once I light into him it will all come out in the open because after Harv I will be getting into it with my ex-best friend and when that happens it will be out in the open and you would find out. I just wanted you to be prepared for it."
"Thank you for the thought. But you have sparked my curiosity and I would like to know a little more about what you know about Cyndi's activities. I'd like to try and figure out how she could be fucking around on me since we started going steady without me ever having a clue. Christ Addie; that is over sixteen years. I just can't believe she could get away with it for that long without me ever having a clue."
"What can I say sweetie; you loved the slut so much you were blind to her faults. You either overlooked or ignored the clues because you loved her so much it never entered your head that she wasn't the perfect wife and mother you thought she was. Of course I don't have any room to talk. I felt the same about Harvey until I found out he was fucking Cyndi."
"How did you catch them?"
"Harv called and said he had to work late and not to hold dinner. I decided to go shopping since he wouldn't be coming home so I headed for the mall. I have to drive right by your place to get to the mall and I saw Harv's car in your driveway. I naturally got curious and I pulled over and parked. I'm not some dumb bimbo and I pretty much had figured out what was going on. I knew Cyndi was a slut and Harv had to work late, but his car is parked at your house? Two and two has always added up to four for me.
"You know how Cyndi and I are. We don't call ahead and we don't ring doorbells. We just walk in and holler out "Where are you" and wait for the "I'm in the kitchen" or "I'm in the basement." Having a damned good idea of what I was going to find when I walked in I kept quiet. They were making so much noise they wouldn't have heard me anyway. The noise was coming from the bedroom so I walked up to it, looked in the open door, verified what I thought was going on and then I left.
"I admit that I was pretty damned close to running in there and attacking both of them, but again, I'm not some dumb bimbo and I knew I couldn't hurt either of them as bad as Harv could hurt me when he fought back. I figured I could hurt him more by fucking over him in a divorce and I could hurt Cyndi more by letting you know what a slut she was."
"That was probably the night I was out of town attending that seminar in Dallas."
"To fuck over him in the divorce I hired a private detective to find me something I could use. He found out that the two of them were getting together in a motel on their lunch hours."
"You need to hurry home?"
"Not really. Why?"
Care to have dinner with me. You can fill me in on all that I never knew about my devoted and loving wife."
"I can do that. I'll just call Harv and tell him I'm working late. If he can do it I should be able to do it too."
For a second I wondered if she meant that if he could fuck around she could too, but I quickly pushed that thought out of my mind. Addie was a very sexy looking lady, but I was nowhere near being ready for something like that.
Over dinner Addie filled me in on all that she knew of that Cyndi had done. Back in our younger years when we started going steady (we were eighteen at the time) and exchanged our virginities I just knew that I had found my soulmate and I was certain that she felt the same way. One of the things I did in my teens was work on my Uncle Wendell's farm on summer vacations. According to Addie while I was ploughing the fields at Uncle Wendell's farm Cyndi was getting ploughed at home by guys who I'd thought were my friends. And who, according to Addie, were still fucking my wife every chance they got. I was surprised to learn that Cyn liked threesomes and gangbangs and had at least one every time I went out of town on business.
"Her first one, as far as I know was at her bachelorette party. We went to a bar that had male strippers. She did five of them after the placed closed. I don't think she meant to do it. She picked one out to have a last fling with and was doing him in a back room when another stripper walked into the room. When the first guy finished and pulled out the second one stepped into his place and Cyndi didn't say no so he started to ride. The first guy seeing that Cyndi didn't complain spread the word and the other strippers came into the room. I don't even think she was aware that the first guy had gone and been replaced by the second. She was pretty wasted from all the booze she'd had and was still coming down from the orgasm the first guy gave her when the second one started on her. After that it took on a life of its own as the five did her."
"And you just stood there and watched?"
"Of course not. I was doing one of the other dancers while Cyn was doing her first one, but when mine was done I said no to all the others. And no I don't feel bad about it. I didn't have a ring on my left ring finger, I wasn't going steady with anyone and I hadn't even met Harvey yet.
"The next day, after she sobered up, she told me that she would like to do it again when she was sober, but I didn't think she would. I honestly thought that once she was married to you she would stop running around and be a good wife, but I was wrong. She screwed Tim Wilson three days after you got back from your honeymoon and talked him into letting her be the entertainment at his bachelor party. You weren't able to attend because you had to go out of town on business. She did a strip tease dance and then took on all twelve of the guys who were there. I didn't see it, but she told me all about it the next day. She had loved it and she told me she was going to try and find ways to do more of them."
I sat there stunned at the enormity of it. Sixteen years and I had no fucking clue. I took a pen out of my pocket, grabbed a napkin of the table and then asked Addie for a list of who she knew for a fact was fucking my wife. I wrote them down as she named them and when I was done I had a 'who's who' of the guys I had grown up with, gone to school with and who I had thought were my friends.
"Those are the only ones I know for sure" Addie said when she finished naming names.
"I need a big favor Addie."
"What?"
"I don't want you to let Cyndi know I know all of this. Please don't tell her that you told me when you call her out over Harvey. I've got some serious thinking to do about what you have just told me and I would prefer that Cyndi keeps on thinking that I am fat, dumb, happy and clueless."
"You aren't anywhere close to being fat sugar."
"A figure of speech Addie, but you can't argue the dumb and clueless part. I would like it if you would let me know how things go when you confront her."
"It will be a day or so before I do it. I'm going to nail Harvey on it tonight and then give him enough time to let Cyn know they have been busted. I want her to know what is coming her way when I see her next."
We left the restaurant and went our separate ways. As I drove home I wondered if I had it in me to be able to pretend all was right in my world or would I give away that all wasn't right as far as I was concerned. I was sure I could have handled it when I only knew about her boss, but now knowing everything that Addie had told me I wasn't so sure any more.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I lucked out and Cyn wasn't home when I got there which gave me more time to get my emotions under control. I wondered which of my friends she was fucking before I remembered that it was the day that Cyn took Carol to her music lessons and James and Allen to their Tae Kwon Do lessons. Then I had a thought on that. Did she drop off the kids, go meet one of her lovers and then go back and pick the kids up? If so I wondered if I would be able to tell if I fucked her that night.
I thought back to the times I'd fucked her after finding out about her hotel visits with her boss and I couldn't remember anything different in her, but then it hit me; how would I know since it looked as if I'd been following someone into her since we started going steady sixteen years ago.
I got a beer out of the fridge and then sat down at the kitchen table. I took out the list of names that Adie had given me and then sat there drinking as I made plans on how to get even with the shitheads who were supposed to be my friends. Some of them would be easy and others not so, but I promised myself I would get even with all the bastards. I was still going over the list and making plans when Cyndi and the kids got home. I put the list in my pocket and prepared to give an Academy Award performance as a loving husband. I managed to get through the evening without giving Cyn any reason to be suspicious.
Addie called me at work the next afternoon. She had confronted Harv and things hadn't gone well. They had ended up yelling at each other and it escalated until Harv had hit her. She called the cops and when they got there Harv told them that she had hit him and that all he had done was try to hold her off. The cops asked her if that was true and she pulled out a tape recorder she had hidden to tape the confrontation so she could play it for Cyndi when Addie confronted her. The cops listened to the tape, cuffed Harv and hauled him away.
"The asshole even said it was my fault. He told me that if I wasn't such a dud in the bedroom he wouldn't have had to go elsewhere to get satisfied. My plan has gone to shit. He was supposed to call Cyndi and let her know I was on to them so Cyn would dread having to look forward to seeing me, but Harv won't be calling anyone for a while unless it is to try and find someone to bail him out of jail. It damned sure won't be me.
"The situation does change things for me. I've already talked to an attorney and when Harvey does get out there will be a restraining order keeping him away from me and the house and he will be served with divorce paperwork as soon as possible. I called Cyn ten minutes ago and asked her to meet me for drinks after work. I'm going to confront her so you can pretty much look forward to seeing her on edge when you get home. I'm going to hint that I'm so pissed at her for stabbing me in the back that I might just tell you what a slut she is."
"I'll be surprise if she is even home when I get there. She will probably be so nervous she won't want me to see it because she knows that I'll ask her what is wrong. Don't forget to give me a call and let me know how she reacts."
"I plan on it. Talk to you later."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day got busy for me and I put Cyndi and our situation out of my mind as I hustled to get everything done. I ended up working past quitting time and I was just getting ready to leave the office when the phone rang. I sat back down and took the call and it was Addie and she had just left Cyndi.
"Got time or a drink?"
"Meet you at Duke's in ten minutes."
She got there five minutes after me and I already had her drink on the table. She sat down and I said "Okay; tell me all about it."
"I'll do better than that" and she took a tape recorder out of her purse. "I'll let you listen to the whole thing."
She set the recorder on the table pushed 'play' and then picked up her drink. I heard the waiter take her drink order, listened as some guy tried to pick her up and then heard my wife's voice as she walked up to the table.
"Hey girlfriend. What's up?"
"Nothing much. Just needed to talk to you about a problem I have."
"Lay it on me Ad; you know I'm always here for you."
"Harv is in jail. He hit me last night and I called the cops on him. I'm going to press charges against him for spousal abuse."
"Harv hit you? Why in God's name would he do a thing like that?"
"He got pissed at me when I went off on him for fucking you."
"Whoa! Are you out of your cotton picking mind? Me and Harv? Wherever did you get that weird idea from?"
"Watching you fuck him on your bed when I stopped by to see you on the fourteenth. Then to get what I needed to divorce his sorry ass I put a private detective on him and he found out about the times you and my fuckface of a husband had long lunches at the Starlight Motel. The only reason I'm meeting you here is that I thought ending a twenty-eight year old friendship should be done in person."
"You can't mean that."
"Of course I can you stupid cunt. You were supposed to be my best friend and you stab me in the back by fucking my man? Damned straight I mean it."
"You don't understand. I had to. I didn't want to but I had to."
"Don't try to hand me that shit!"
"I'm not lying Ad. I had to. Harv came to me and told me he was tired of seeing me fuck everyone else and that it was his turn. I laughed at him and told him to eat shit and die. He told me that I would screw him or he would tell Jerry all about what I've been doing. I couldn't let that happen. Jerry wouldn't understand and I couldn't take the chance. I'm pretty sure he loves me enough to forgive me, but I just couldn't chance it. You know I love him to death Ad. I can't lose him."
"That's all horseshit to me Cyn. You should have come to me like any real best friend would have and together we could have handled the problem, but you couldn't do that could you! Oh no, not you. You forget how well I know you Cyn. You listened to Harv and said to yourself "Oh goodie! A cock I've never had before and a good reason to use if my friend Addison ever finds out."



"No Cyn; you knew it was wrong of you and you did it anyway. I'm so pissed at you right now that I'm seriously thinking of calling Jerry and telling him of everything you have done since you hooked up with him. The only reason I might not do it is because he is such a great guy I don't want to be the one to inflict the pain on him that would come with knowing the woman he loved is nothing but a round heeled slut. Then again I might be doing him a favor and giving him what he needs to get shut of your cheating ass.
"So congratulations Cyn. You have not only played a part in ruining my marriage, but you have killed a friendship that I once thought meant something to you."
There was the sound of Cyndi sobbing and then "Don't go Ad; we nee..." And her voice fading as Addie walked away from her.
Adie shut the recorder off and said "You know what the worst part of this is? I know that she does love you to death and it will probably kill her to lose you. On the other hand seeing her in pain is something that would do my heart good. So what now?"
"Same plan as before. Keep up the pretense until the kids are gone and then dump her ass."
"You don't have to do that. There is another way."
"What would that be?"
"You don't have to live in a tent and live on ramen noodles. I have an empty spot at my place now and I'm a pretty decent cook. And just think of how much that would hurt the bitch. You living with me."
"It is a very tempting idea, but it wouldn't solve the major problem. I don't want to be separated from my kids and given the way the courts favor women in divorces she would be certain to get custody and I do not want to be a part time dad so I have to hang in there with Cyndi."
"Do you like sex with a rubber?"
"Not really, but it is a necessary evil where having sex with the bitch is concerned."
"I don't like sex with a rubber either and I don't need one for birth control. Harv and I have never had kids because I can't conceive. There is a problem with my tubes. The little swimmers can't get to my eggs. What I am offering here is a friends with benefits relationship."
"Again it is a tempting idea, but I can't see it working. Cyn would undoubtedly find out and that would put my plans to hang in there until the kids are grown in jeopardy."
"We could take pains to see that she would never find out."
"Like the ones she took so I'd never find out? Something that you never think of or expect will always jump up and bite you on your ass. I can't take the chance Addie. If it weren't for the kids I'd take you up on your offer in a heartbeat, but I can't do anything that might cost me my kids."
"Keep in touch then. Who knows; she might just get run over by a bus and free you up."
Before I left she handed me the tape from her recorder and told me that maybe I could find a use for it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home my 'loving wife' did seem to be a bit out of sorts. Actually a saying of my grandfather's seemed to fit. "Nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs."
I was in just the right mood to play mind-fuck games with Cyndi so I did. After my greeting hug and kiss I asked:
"Have you talked to Addie lately?"
I saw her face pale a touch as she said "No; why do you ask?"
"You know my friend Wally? The cop?"
"Yes. He's been here a time or two for barbecues."
"I ran into him today. He knows how tight you are with Addie so he asked if I knew that Harv was in jail. Said Harv was arrested for beating on Addie. I just wondered if you'd talked to her. I'm naturally curious about it. I always thought that their marriage was a strong as ours. The only reason I could think of for him to hit her would be if he caught her cheating on him and just the thought of that is ridiculous. Addie would no more cheat on him than you would cheat on me. If there is any one thing that I can be absolutely sure of is that you and Addie are the most faithful women in this town. So, what's for dinner?"
Over dinner the kids told us about their day at school and what was going on in their social circles. After dinner the kids went to do their homework and I helped clear the table and put the dirty dishes in the dishwasher. As I was finishing up I casually said:
"Why don't you call Addie? I'm really curious about why Harvey is in jail."
I left the kitchen and headed for the garage to work on the lawn mower. I would have bet good money that Cyndi would avoid me for the rest of the evening so I wouldn't be asking her if she had called and talked to Addie.
I would have lost the bet. As soon as I got back into the house she said she had tried calling Addie, but that she was either out somewhere or wasn't taking calls.
"I'll try again in the morning."
I could have pushed it a bit just to try and make her sweat, but I thought better of it. If I pushed to hard things might take on a life of their own and it might put what Cyndi has been doing out in the open and I sure didn't want that. Cyn had to believe that I was clueless for my plan to work.
There might still be a fly in the ointment. What would Harv do when he got out of jail? I didn't think he would come to me and rat himself out, but you could never tell what a stupid man was likely to do and he had proven his stupidity, to me anyway, when he beat on his wife. To me that was something that no sane man would do.
Cyn had just finished telling me that she couldn't reach Addie when the phone rang. I picked it up, said hello and heard a recorded message asking me to vote for Proposition 3 in the coming election. I knew I shouldn't do it. I'd already decided not to push too hard, but I just could not resist the opportunity to tweak Cyn's nose. My only excuse for what happened next is that I must have had a period of temporary insanity or had gone temporarily brain dead.
"Oh hi Addie. We were just talking about you. Cyn has been trying to get in touch with you."
"We heard that Harv is in jail. Is it true?"
"Really?"
"Sure. How about the Village Inn on Wilcox?"
"Cyn is right here. Want to talk to her?"
"Okay. See you tomorrow."
I hung up the phone. "Harv is in jail for beating on her. Who would have ever expected that?"
I started to leave the room and Cyndi asked "What was that about tomorrow at the Village Inn?"
"She asked me to meet her for lunch. Says she wants my advice on something."
I walked out of the room and headed upstairs to shower before going to bed. I could feel Cyn's eyes on my back and I wondered just what was running through her mind. On the way up the stairs I had the idea that it might be to my benefit to tape further conversations with Cyndi. I stopped at the spare bedroom that I had turned into a home office and den and got the mini-cassette recorder that I used for note taking. In the bedroom I put the recorder on top of the dresser, undressed and went into the shower.
When I came out of the shower I found Cyndi sitting on the edge of the bed wringing her hands and with tears on her cheeks. She looked up at me with a look on her face that I had never seen before and asked:
"Do you love me Jerry? I mean really, really love me?"
I turned to the dresser and got out a clean pair of pajamas and with my body blocking her view I turned on the tape recorder. I turned back to her.
"I would have thought that the last sixteen years would be the answer to that question. Have I ever in all that time given you any reason to doubt it?"
"No; not at all, but I'm really asking is if you love me enough to forgive me for doing really bad things behind your back?"
I didn't want it. I wanted to avoid it at all cost, but it was my own stupidity that brought it about. I just had to get cute with that fucking phone call. I did it to myself so I took a deep breath and said:
"No Cyndi; I don't love you enough to forgive you for what you've been doing."
"You know?"
"Kind of hard not to when you get a dose of gonorrhea from the only women you've slept with in the last sixteen years."
Her face paled and then she said "The rubbers?"
"Yep! Got myself cured and decided I didn't want to catch it again."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"Why? So you could get rid of it? If you got rid of it you couldn't give it to the assholes you were fucking and I really wanted them to pay a price for fucking my loving wife behind my back. Why do you think Chuck Meyers and Bill Denton got divorced? You gave them the gift that keeps on giving and I guess their wives didn't like it when the gift was passed on to them."
I didn't know if that was true or not, but their names were on Addie's list and both of them had gotten divorced in the last four months.
"You know and you still make love to me?"
"I don't make love to you Cyndi; I fuck you and there is a difference."
"Why are you here? If you know why didn't you do something when you found out?"
"I did do something. I hired a private investigator and he found out about the long lunches you and your boss take at local motels. I took that information to a divorce attorney and he explained to me just how fucked up my life would become if I pursued a divorce. What he told me convinced me that I'd be better off in the long run if I just toughed it out. So that is where I'm at. Business as usual in the Tompkin's household."
"You mean that? You aren't going to leave me?"
"Nope! I'm here to stay."
"Even if what you know about me is only the tip of the iceberg?"
"It doesn't matter Cyndi. The life I would have to live if I divorced you would be too bleak to even consider."
"Okay then; you can skip your meeting with Addie tomorrow. She wanted the meeting so she could out me to you. She was going to do it because she caught me and Harvey fucking. Harvey is in jail because Addie confronted him about his fucking me and he got pissed and hit her. He is in jail for assault and Addie is going to press charges. To get even with me she is going to expose me to you. She is going to tell you..." And the whole story came out. Cyndi told me somethings that I guess even Addie never knew anything about. Cyndi named names that weren't on Addie's list and if they had been Addie's list would have been twice as long. When Cyndi finished I just looked at her and wondered where the hell my head had been over the last sixteen years.
"Why didn't you just come to me and tell me that I wasn't man enough for you and we could have ended things without getting married? You could have saved us sixteen years of living a lie."
"I married you because I loved you and wanted to be your wife and I still love you and very much want to stay your wife. I didn't tell you that you weren't man enough for me because it would have been a lie. You are head and shoulders above any of the lovers I've had over the years. You love me longer and better that anyone else ever has. The problem is that it just isn't enough and that's not a shot at you.
"The truth is that I am a sex addict and I need more sex than any five men can give me. I've done gangbangs of twenty or twenty-five guys and when they were all done and couldn't get it up any more to save their lives I was lying there wanting more.
"I love you Jerry and I wanted to be with you for the rest of my life and that is why I married you. I thought I could keep you in the dark about my activities and you have to admit that it worked. You have had what you've thought was a perfect marriage for sixteen years and that is because you did have a perfect marriage. I have been a loving wife since the day I said "I do" and that has not changed. I've been a damned good wife and mother Jerry and you can't deny that. That I had outside activities during those years that you never knew about didn't hurt our marriage at all."
"Of course it did. You gave me the clap and when I was cured I started wearing rubbers to keep from getting re-infected. Since you don't like the feel of rubbers you cut me, the man you swear you love to death, from having sex five and six times a week to twice a week and I'm pretty sure that you would have cut me off completely if you weren't afraid that I might suddenly have become suspicious as to why someone who loves sex as much as you do stopped having it with me."
"Well we can solve that problem pretty quick. I'll go to the clinic tomorrow and start the cure. As soon as they tell me I'm clean we can get back to five or six or even more times a week because we won't need the rubbers anymore."
"Yes we will."
"Will what?"
"Need the rubbers. Now that I know just how big of a slut you are there isn't any way I'm ever going to fuck you again without protection."
"That doesn't make sense Jerry. The STD will be gone. I'll be clean."
"The one you have now maybe, but what about the next one you will get. You hate rubbers and you let everyone fuck you bareback. You are still going to fuck around on me and don't waste my time telling me that you will stop now that I know. If you could have quit you would have done it long ago.
"You aren't stupid Cyndi and you have known all along that someday I might have tumbled on to what you were doing, but you didn't care because you thought that I loved you so much that I wouldn't leave you and that I would forgive you if I ever caught on. I'm not going to leave you, but I don't see any forgiveness in your future.
"Oh, and you need to check our social calendar. I will not be attending any social functions where the men whose names are on the list you just gave me might be in attendance. I won't chance being around men who used to be my friends; men who I am going to want to hurt badly. I won't chance going to jail."
"You can't mean that!"
"Of course I do."
"You are committed to attending Tony and Mary's wedding. You are Tony's best man."
"I committed before you put Tony's name on the list. That list changes everything. I'm not even sure that Mary will want to wed Tony after I tell her about you and Tony fucking."
"You can't possibly be that cruel!"
"What is cruel about telling her what a dirt bag her intended is? If he can stab me, his supposed best friend, in the back why the hell should she expect him to be faithful after they are married?"
"That shouldn't matter. What they do before they get married isn't either one's business."
"Maybe not, but she should at least know that you more than likely gave him the clap and he just might give it to her. That is if he hasn't already. In fact, I intend to let the wives and girlfriends of all the assholes on your list know that they might should see a doctor. Some I might not have to tell because they have already found out the hard way."
"You can't possibly hate me that much Jerry. You know that will make me a social pariah."
"Not my problem Cyn. You weren't worried or didn't care when you were fucking every cock you could get your hands on."
There were tears running down her cheeks as she started crying. "I can't believe that you would do this to me" and she got up and ran out of the room. She couldn't believe that I would do that to her? After what she had done to me for over sixteen years she couldn't believe that I would be pissed off enough to want to hurt her? She did it to herself and now she would have to live with it.
I turned off the recorder and went to bed.
When I woke in the morning Cyndi wasn't in bed with me. I got up, dressed for work and went downstairs where I found Cyndi sleeping on the couch. I woke her up and told her it was time to get the kids up and get them ready for school and then I left the house.
I had toast and coffee at the Village Inn and then went to work. It was a busy day and I pushed Cyndi to the back of my mind. On my way home that night I wondered what I was going to find when I got to the house. What I found was just a bit 'south' of unreal.
Cyn greeted me with a hug and a kiss and told me that dinner would be ready in fifteen minutes. She showed no indication that things between us weren't the same as they had been before I discovered her hobby.
I went into the family room and played with the kids until we were called to dinner. Dinner was no different than usual. The kids told us about their day and toward the end of dinner Allen asked me if I would help him with a model airplane he was building and I told him I would as soon as finished helping his mother with the dinner clean-up.
Cyn washed and I dried and Cyn babbled away about her day at work and said she was on the committee that was setting up the company Christmas party. She gave me the date, time and location and I just nodded and kept quiet. She had apparently forgotten that I'd told her I would not be attending anything where one of her lovers might be in attendance. I don't know if she had fucked any of her other co-workers (I didn't know any of them so if their names were on her list I wouldn't have recognized them) but I knew that she had done her boss and since he owned the company it was a good bet that he would be there so I wouldn't be going. I'd let Cyn discover that when it was time to go or maybe sooner when I followed through on bringing Mary up to date on what Cyn had been doing with Tony and the wedding got cancelled.
After the dishes were done I helped Allen with his model airplane and then spent some time with Carol and James. Carol was twelve going on thirteen and was already interested in boys. I could just envision the problems that would bring into my life.
When I got to the bedroom to get ready for bed I found Cyn waiting for me with a condom in her hand. Well, I had told Addie one of the reasons I was going to stay with Cyndi was so that I could still have a sex life. I undressed, took the condom from her, put it on and got the job done. I was surprised when I pulled it off and Cyn went down on me to get me up again. When I was up she handed me another condom and got on her hands and knees which was her way of telling me she wanted it up the butt. It was a surprise since it was the first time since I started using rubbers that Cyn wanted to go more than once.-
The one thing I did know was regardless of the way I felt about Cyndi after discovering her other life I wasn't going to pass up what I could get. There is more truth than not in the saying pussy is pussy and there is no such thing as bad pussy (at least as long as you wore protection). As previously mentioned I had already made the decision to stay in the marriage and fuck Cyndi until my youngest was ready to leave the nest.
After washing my cock I got in bed and Cyndi snuggled up to me and said "We will get by this lover; we will be all right. I love you."
I didn't say anything and just laid there until sleep took me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My reign of terror started the next day. I used some of my comp time and had taken two days off from work. I had my list of names and since most of them were friends I'd known a long time I knew a lot about them. I knew which ones had stay at home wives and where the wives of the others worked.
My first call was on Tony's intended. I stopped by the place she worked and asked her when her coffee break was and she told me anytime she decided to take it and then wanted to know why I asked.
"I'd like a minute of your time to discuss something about your wedding."
Her eyes went up and she told me there was a coffee shop in the basement of the building so we went down there, got our coffees and took a seat at a table.
"So what part of the wedding are we going to talk about?"
"About whether or not you want to go through with it."
"What?"
"I'm going to give you the option of getting out or going through with it."
I took the mini-cassette player out of my pocket, put it down on the table and pushed the play button. I sat back and watched Mary as she listened to the conversation I'd had when I confronted Cyndi. I was a bit surprised at how calmly she seemed to be taking it.



When the type passed the point where Cyndi named Tony I turned the recorder off. Mary didn't seem the least bit upset over what she'd just heard. She looked at me and then said:
"So you finally found out. I wondered if you ever would."
"You know?"
"For years now. Tony and I have a rather unique life style. We have an open relationship. He is free to see other women and I'm free to see other guys. The only important thing is that we always come back to each other."
"You knew and you didn't tell me? I always thought that you guys were my friends."
"We are Jerry. We think the world of you. At first we thought you knew, but let Cyndi have her fun because you couldn't keep up with her. Christ Jerry, I honestly don't believe there is any one man alive who could keep up with her and satisfy her sexual needs.
"When I told Cyndi that it was only fair that since she was doing Tony I should get to do you is when she told us you didn't know and that she didn't want you to know because she didn't believe you could handle it. Tony and I talked it over and decided not to say a word to you. We both felt if we told you we would lose your friendship. I suppose that now you know Cyndi won't be the entertainment at Tony's bachelor party."
I stood up, picked up the recorder and said "Whether or not she does it will be up to her. I'm kind of hoping that she does do it" and I walked away without saying a word about Cyndi's social disease. Hopefully she would give it to everyone at Tony's bachelor party, but of course a lot of them might have already caught it from her.
My talk with Mary changed the way I was going to handle the rest of the wives and girlfriends. I decided against any more face to face meetings. God only knew how many of them were also in the know and after face to faces with Addie and Mary I didn't want to do that anymore.
I hit Radio Shack and bought another mini-recorder and forty cassette tape. I went back to work and in the privacy of my office I made copies of the recording. I would hand deliver them so as to make sure that the women got them instead of their menfolk. With each I would include a message saying:
"In this day and age unprotected sex can lead to a host of sexually transmitted diseases and Cyndi hates condoms. Cyndi has given me gonorrhea and it might behoove you to get yourself checked."
It would be on them to decide if they should get checked or not.
It took me almost a week to get all the tapes delivered and before I got the last one delivered Cyndi was already getting phone calls from outraged wives and girlfriends and a few of the guys cussing her for giving them the clap.
For three days after my face to face with Mary Cyndi did her best to try and fuck my eyes out, but on the fourth day I came home to:
"You did it! You rotten son of a bitch! You really did it! How could you have done that to the woman you say that you love?"
"How about we change it to "How could the woman who says she loves me to death stab me in the back for sixteen years and give me the clap? Of course in this day and age we have a social disease called AIDS so maybe you really are trying to fuck me to death."
I walked away from her and went up to the bedroom. Cyndi didn't come to bed that night and in the morning I found her on the couch. Things were a bit chilly between us for a couple of days and then it was like nothing happened and for the next week Cyndi did her best to screw me to death.
I received phone calls from a few guys who were a bit upset with me for letting their women know what they had been up to. Several told me what they were going to do to me the next time they saw me and I laughed at them and told them to bring it on, but to make sure their health insurance was up to date.
I also got seven calls from women who thanked me for letting them know and three of them openly told me if I wanted a revenge fuck to get even to give them a call.
+++++++++++++++++++++
The day of Tony's bachelor party I was at a three day conference in New York. The conference had been on my calendar for three months and since I now knew Cyndi was supposed to be the entertainment at the party I was pretty sure that the party had been scheduled with the conference in mind since Cyndi knew I wouldn't be able to attend. I don't know if Cyndi did the party or not. I didn't bother to call home every night as had been my habit before learning of Cyndi's double life so I didn't know if she was home or not.
I got home Friday and I was welcomed by a Cyndi could barely wait to get me into bed. She woke me up Saturday with a blow job. When she finished I looked over at the bedside clock and saw that it was only seven.
"Why are you waking me up now? You know I like to sleep in on the weekends."
"We need to get an early start. You have to pick up your tux and ..."
"Whoa up there woman" I cut in on her, "Why do I have to pick up a tux?"
"Tony's wedding silly. We have to be at the church by ten and we have a lot to do before then."
"You may have a lot to do, but I don't. I told you that I was never going to go to any event where guys you fucked might be. That includes Tony's wedding."
"But you have to be there. You're the best man."
"I doubt that he expects me to be there. After my talk with Mary he knows where he is on my Christmas card list."
"He expects you to be there."
"How do you know?"
"I talked to him on Wednesday."
That little snippet told me that she had indeed been at the bachelor party on Wednesday.
"He'll get over it" I said as I got out of bed and went into the bathroom. When I came out she was sitting on the edge of the bed talking on the cordless. She held the phone out to me and said:
"It's Tony. He wants to talk to you."
I took the phone from her and said "You might want to talk to me you worthless backstabbing mother fucking son of a bitch, but I don't want to talk to you. Eat shit and die motherfucker" and I handed the phone back to Cyndi.
I went down to the kitchen and put the coffee on. While it was brewing I went to get the kids up, but found they were gone. When Cyndi came down to the kitchen I asked her where the kids were and she said she had taken them over to her mother's the night before so we would have the day free for the wedding and reception.
She poured herself a cup of coffee and then sat down at the table with me.
"I'm going" she said. "With you or without you I'm going to the wedding."
"So go. You deserve what will probably happen to you so go."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Only that the wives and girlfriends of the guys you fucked might be there and they might want to take their anger out on you. Then again maybe the guys you fucked at Tony's bachelor party will protect you."
Her face paled a bit when I said that, but I got no denial. I got up, got dressed, put my golf clubs in the car and headed for the links.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog.
Cyndi did go to the wedding and the reception and several wives and girlfriends did indeed take their anger out on her. After three hair-pulling contests Cyndi was asked to leave.
Over the next two months I did run into some of the guys whose wives and girlfriends I'd given copies of the tape to. The score card showed 12 to 2 in my favor and the word went out that I gave as good as I got and in most cases better so other guys I had pissed off gave me a wide berth.
One of the twelve wins on my scorecard was Tony. He caught me at Riley's Tavern one evening, stormed up to me, accused me of ruining his wedding and then he hit me. I shrugged it off, smiled and said "Thank you for giving me the opportunity" and then I stomped his ass. Fortunately it was in front of seventeen witnesses and when the police came all seventeen said I was sitting there minding my own business when Tony assaulted me and that all I had done was defend myself. He was arrested for assault, I pressed charges and he received nine months in the county jail.
Our marriage continued along the lines I'd spelled out to Addie when we had our first meeting, but it didn't last until Allen's eighteenth birthday. Cyndi did go in and have her social disease taken care of, but she never stopped fucking other guys without condoms and she caught a second and then a third following which she was informed that she tested HIV positive.
At that point I kicked her out of the house, got a restraining order to keep her away from the kids, and filed for a divorce and custody of the kids. Because of her disease the courts didn't hesitate to give me temporary custody of the kids so as to keep them away from her.
I sweated bullets during the time it took for the divorce to go through waiting to see if somehow Cyndi had managed to infect me even though I always wore a condom and never kissed her. After being tested monthly for seven months I was told that it was highly unlikely that Cyndi had passed it on to me. However "Highly unlikely" isn't the same as "There is absolutely no chance" so the worry is still there.
Cyndi did get restricted visitation rights in the divorce. Her visits have to be supervised by someone from Child Protection Services and she is not allowed to have any physical contact with them. No hugs, no kisses, no touching at all. The time between visits is getting longer and longer and I can foresee the day when they stop all together.
I don't know that I will ever get married again. There aren't too many women out there who are interested in a man who comes with three children. I've heard that single mothers have the same problem. Maybe that is where I should be looking.
I do have a sex life. I did take a couple of girls up on their offer for revenge fucks. Addie has become a friend with benefits and then there is Tony's wife Mary. She came to me and handed me a letter from a clinic saying that she was disease free and then told me that it was only fitting that I take care of her sexually since I had seen to it that Tony wasn't around to take care of her.
They all roll their eyes when they see me rolling the condom on as none of them really like the feel of latex. I'm not overly fond of it myself. I too like the feel of skin to skin contact, but my experience with Cyndi has made a believer of me. An ounce of protection is worth a pound of cure. And I have noticed that none of my playmates are showing any signs of staying away.
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She was drop dead gorgeous and I wanted her. I lusted for her. I might even go so far as to say I would kill for her. Five feet five, one twenty, 36x22x35, hazel eyes and flaming red hair. When she was around I could not take my eyes off of her. She knew what she had and she knew that every man in the building wanted her.
Her name was Constance Frederick and she was a secretary where I work. Under other (and better) circumstances I would have immediately made a move on her, but I couldn't. As much as I wanted her I had to behave myself. The lady was married and I couldn't, wouldn't, make a move on another man's woman. It wasn't a matter of morals, ethics or any of that kind of stuff; it was the simple fact that I could never do to another man what was done to me. It had hurt and three years later it still hurt.
Doesn't make a whole lot of sense does it? On the one hand I say I'd kill for her and on the other I say I would never move on another man's woman. I don't need to make sense. I'm human and have flaws just like all other humans.
It was a Wednesday evening and in a ritual that started long before I started work at Camebridge Enterprises everyone stopped at Antonio's Lounge after work for a drink or two. It was only on Wednesday and even though I'd asked a time or two no one could tell me why it was on a Wednesday instead of a Friday. Friday would have made more sense to me since it was the end of the week and time to wind down before going into the weekend. All anyone knew was that it had always been Wednesdays.
I was sitting at the table (actually three tables pushed together) drinking a PBR and absent-mindedly peeling the label off of the bottle while I watched Constance and Gary from QC dancing to the music from the juke box. They weren't the only couple out there, but my eyes never strayed very far from Constance. I'd never danced with her; I didn't dare. I got hard-ons from watching her sit at her desk and type. I could just imagine what would happen if I ever got close enough to hold her.
As I watched Gary and Constance move around the floor I wished to God that I wasn't the way I was. As the pieces of label began to pile up I thought back to what made me the way I was.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
As quite a few things do it all started in high school. I dated a lot from the tenth grade on, but I'd never had a steady girlfriend. Didn't have time for one. I worked after school as a stock boy at a super market chain. My parents had given me a car for my sixteenth birthday with the provision that they would take care of the plates and insurance until I was eighteen, but gas, oil and upkeep were on me. That meant job. Job meant no time for steady girlfriend. Just because I didn't have one didn't mean that I didn't want one. I even knew the one I wanted, but it didn't look like it was in the cards.
Amber was a cheerleader and while we had known each other since the sixth grade and were friendly towards each other Amber ran with the jock crowd. I was also in the jock crowd, but as in all things there are hierarchies. In football the top level were the quarterbacks and running backs. The second level are the receivers and kickers (if they were any good) and the bottom level were the grunts who fought it out in the trenches. That was me. Right guard. Amber ran with the top tier. She was going steady with the starting quarterback
I doubted that Amber and I would ever get together, but I guess that the Fates decided to play games with us. It was a Friday night and we were playing an away game against Weston. It was the fourth quarter and we were down 24 to 21. We had the ball on their 38 yard line and there were 59 seconds on the clock. We needed to get to their 25 in order to give our kicker his best shot at tying the game and forcing it into overtime.
Our running game had been going good and personally I would have stayed with it, but a pass play was called. The pass was intercepted. The guy that caught it could have just taken a knee and ended the game, but I guess he wanted to be a hero and try to run it back for a touchdown. He headed for what he thought was an open hole and I met him in it and nailed him. The ball came loose, I grabbed it up and took off for the goal line.
Dumb move looking back on it. I could have taken a knee, called a time out and let the QB and running backs try again, but I guess in the back of my mind I was thinking the same shit the guy who had intercepted the ball was thinking. "I'll be the hero.' Or some other silly shit. Anyway, I was on my way to the end zone and as I ran it occurred to me that linemen aren't the speediest critters around and a Weston player was closing on me. I could see that if he got a good tackle on me I wasn't going to make it to the goal line.
Just as I had that thought Mike Barnes, the tight end who the pass had been intended for came up alongside me and without even thinking about it I handed him the ball, turned and took out the Weston player. Mike scored, our side of the stands went wild as I stood up, offered a hand up to the Weston player and then received one of the biggest shocks of my young life. The fans in the stands were chanting:
"Dawson! Dawson! Dawson!"
That's me; Robert Dawson. My teammates mobbed me and picked me up and carried me off the field. That was the highlight of my football career (both in high school and college) and as weird as it may sound it was what put me and Amber together. I didn't know it and I don't think any of my teammates knew it at the time, but the night before the game Amber had broken up with Brad (the QB) after catching him necking with Harlina Collins.
On the bus back to school Amber sat down next to me and asked if I was going to the victory celebration and when I said yes she asked:
"You want a date?"
"With who?"
"With me silly."
"What about Brad?"
"He's yesterday's news. How about it Bobby?"
"Of course I'd love to be your date."
In my mind I saw it as a one shot deal. She no longer had a steady, didn't want to go to the party by herself so she had attached herself to "The Man of the Hour" (Don't laugh. You know damned well you had an ego when you were a teen).
We had a good time at the party and she clung to me like I was her one and only. I thought it was probably to piss Brad off, but I was surprised when I took her home and she asked me what I was doing Saturday.
"I work Saturday."
"I know, but what about when you get off work?"
"I don't have any plans."
"I don't either. Want to get together and find something to do?"
And just like that Amber and I were a couple. On our fifth date Amber and I ended up on the backseat of my car. I wasn't a cherry; Pauline French had seen to that at my eighteenth birthday party. I had no idea what Amber's sexual history was and I wasn't about to ask her, but we both enjoyed it and it became one of our favorite things to do on a date. My car didn't suck up all of my pay so I occasionally was able to spring for a motel room.
Being your typical naïve teenager I assumed that Amber and I were forever so it took me by surprise when one night she told me that she wanted to date other guys.
"You will still be my main man Bobby; I just want to occasionally see someone else."
I looked at her as all kinds of thoughts ran through my head. Finally I got it together.
"I don't own you Amber so I can't tell you what you can and can't do. You want to date others? Go ahead. Lord knows I won't be in the way. Goodbye Amber."
I got up and walked away from her. Her father came in to where I worked the next day and started to give me a ration of shit over leaving 'his poor baby' stranded.
"I had to get out of bed and go pick her up."
"Maybe next time she will be smart enough to breakup with her boyfriend when he takes her home at the end of the date instead of in the middle of it."
That shut him up and he left the store.
Hurt? It damned near killed me. The love of my life turning her back on me! She called me several times over the next two days, but I just hung up on her. Fortunately it happened a week before graduation and there was so much going on that I didn't have time to dwell on the situation.
Graduation over with I began working full time at the store. Amber had gone back east to spend the summer with relatives so I didn't have to suffer through seeing her around. I eventually looked around and started dating again. I caught Pauline between boyfriends and we hooked up for the summer. We both knew it wasn't going anywhere since she was going back east for college and I would be staying home and going to State.
The highlight of the summer for me happened, ironically, on my last date with Pauline before she left town to go to college. It was a Saturday and I'd had to work so Pauline and I had arranged to meet at Tricocci's for dinner and then see if we could find a party or two to go to. I walked into the restaurant and the first person I saw was Amber. She looked up from her menu, smiled at me and lifted her hand to wave me over. I think it shocked her when I ignored her and walked right by her to a booth in the back.
Pauline arrived only minutes behind me and I saw her nod at Amber as she went by her. She settled in next to me and turned her head for a kiss and when I went to do it I saw Amber watching. I gave Pauline a good one and then we picked up our menu's and stared reading. Twice while we ate Amber made trips past us to use the ladies room and I would have bet that it wasn't to pee. She had been gone all summer and didn't know about me and Pauline and I think maybe she was having trouble believing that we were together.
We finished eating and Pauline said that she had called around and found out that there as a party going on at Marsha Moose's house. She had called Marsha and found that we would be welcome so that's where we headed.
Marsha's parents were cool and they trusted Marsha so when they took off for a weekend in Vegas they told her she could have a party. The furniture had all been moved out of the living room dining room area to create a dance floor and the party was in full swing when we got there.
We danced and socialized for a couple of hours and we were on the dance floor 'dirty dancing' and kissing when the cat calls started.
"Get a room you two." "Find a back seat." "Clean it up guys; this party is rated PG."
Pauline broke the kiss. "Hell of an idea stud. You ready?"
"Damned straight sexy lady."
We turned to leave and I saw Amber standing off to the side watching us and the look on her face was one of absolute sorrow.
Pauline left town and I spent the week leading up to the start of classes being busy.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I saw Amber at Freshman Orientation, but made no attempt to talk to her. Since we were both Business majors it was inevitable that we would end up in a lot of the same classes together. We were in close proximity so often that it made no sense to try and avoid her, but even so all I did was nod a hello in passing.
Between my job and settling in at school I had little time to date during those first couple of weeks, but as things settled down I started looking around. There were quite a few girls that I had known in high school and a few of them were like me in that their steadies had left town to go to school somewhere else. Whether that ended the relationship was something that I wouldn't know unless I asked them out.
The first one I asked was Beverly Abbeg. She said yes to a date, but before the date was over she had let me know that all she was ever going to be was a fun date. Kenny Parks was still 'her main man' and he would be coming home to her on weekends, holidays and vacations. If I could live with that she wouldn't mind dating me from time to time. Since she was honest with me I was honest with her.
"I am used to a sex life so I'm going to be looking for a girl who wants one too. If you don't mind my calling you for a date even though I'm out hunting I wouldn't mind keeping you company."
She smiled, stuck her hand out and said "Deal" and we shook on it and I did date Bev off and on between my other dates.
Nancy Wilde was next and she let me know in no uncertain terms that Jason was gone and he was history. We dated several times and she gave it up on our fifth date.
"I'm not easy Bobby, but I'm hurting. Jason and I made it three or four times a week before he left and I'm climbing walls."
We had a good six weeks together and then she told me that she'd met a guy she wanted to get to know better.
"Face it Bob; all we are is fuck buddies. There is no real spark between us. We can still be friends. Okay?"
She was right so I wished her luck.
I went back to dating Bev while I looked around. Next was Helen Liss. Almost a carbon copy of my relationship with Nancy right down to the same reason for ending the relationship. So it was back to Bev.
One night I asked Bev what she wanted to do and she said "Find a bed and fuck." Turned out that she got a letter from Kenny telling her that he had met his 'soulmate' and wouldn't be coming home on weekends any more. I got her to a bed and for the rest of the term and the first month of summer vacation Bev and I were a couple.
I was to the point of asking her if she would like to make the relationship permanent when she told me she couldn't see me anymore. Kenny's relationship with his 'soulmate' had cratered and he was back begging Bev to forgive him and give him another chance and the stupid cunt went and did it. He ended up cheating on her again and during the third week of our sophomore year Bev attempted to get back with me, but I wasn't going to go there.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a week after Bev tried to come back and I was sitting in the Student Union Cafeteria drinking coffee and going over some class notes when someone took the seat across from me. I looked up and saw Amber sitting there.
"You over your snit yet? Done wasting your time on all those other girls? We are supposed to be together Bobby and you know it. You knew it the night of that football game. We clicked and it was obvious to everyone. Okay; I did do something stupid. You going to tell me that you never did anything really dumb or stupid and didn't regret it?"
I just sat there looking at her and finally she said "Come on Bobby; say something."
"Doing anything tonight?"
And just like that we were together again. We made it to graduation without any more hiccups and a month after graduation we were married.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two years were great. We were both moving ahead in our careers. We decided to wait five years before having kids and we were packing money into savings so we could buy a house. The only glitch in things was that Amber's job required travel. Not much, maybe three or four days a month, but it was still three or four days that I would rather have had her home with me.
I doubt that I will ever forget the date. June eighth, two thousand and two.
Amber had been away on a two day trip and she was home waiting for me when I got home from work. She had dinner ready and a bottle of wine open on the sideboard to let it breathe. Amber was into that wine stuff. Sniffing the cork, letting it breathe, rolling a drop around in the glass and looking at it to see whatever it was that she was looking for. I used to kid her about it, but not that day. It looked like she had a romantic evening planned and I wasn't going to do anything to spoil the mood.
She put the dinner on the table and poured the wine. We usually didn't talk while eating so the silence didn't cause me concern. We finished the meal and I topped off the wine glasses and waited. This would be the time she would say:
"Dessert will be served in the bedroom."
Only she didn't say it. What she said is "We have to talk Booby."
"Of course love. What about?"
"This is difficult for me Bobby and I tried and tried to think of some other way, some better way to do this, but I can't. I'm just going to have to do it this way. I want a divorce."
That caught me absolutely flat footed. I wasn't aware of any problems with our marriage, but then it dawned on me. "Excuse me" I said as I got up and rushed for the toilet. I left the door open so she could hear me puking my guts out. Well, not really, but I think I did a good job of faking it.
What had dawned on me? It had to be another man. Since I could account for all of Amber's time except for when she was working the man had to be a co-worker. I knew two other guys who had gone through the same thing and one of the things they had both said was they wished they could have had some kind of evidence that would have held up in court. If they would have had it they would have come out of their divorces a little better off financially.
I used my fake trip to the bathroom to grab the cassette recorder that I used for taking notes out of my briefcase. I went back to the table and sat down. I took a sip of wine and then said:
"Sorry about that. It was a bit of a shock. Why? What did I do?"
"You didn't do anything wrong Bobby. It isn't you; it's me. I just fell out of love with you. That's all. I just fell out of love with you."
"Who is he?"
"He doesn't matter Bobby."
"He matters to me Amber. We've only been married two years and that isn't enough time for you to fall out of love with me without help from someone. Who is he?"
"No one you know. Just let it go. Please? Just accept that I don't want to be with you anymore and let it go."
"I can't do that Amber. If you are going to rip my heart out and ruin my life you owe it to me to at least tell me why."
"It isn't anything you did Bobby; it is all on me."
"Who Amber? Who is he?"
"Brian Lattis."
"Your new boss? How did that happen? Oh; I see now. You hooked up with him on one of your so called business trips. Did you at least use protection so you wouldn't bring anything home to me?"
"It wasn't that way Bobby."
"Well by all means tell me what way it was."
"We were having dinner with a client and Brian was sitting across from me and at one point our eyes met and a spark arced between us. When the client left we sat there and talked for hours. We are soulmates Bobby. We were meant to be together."
"Funny thing that; I seem to remember sitting across a table from you a couple of years back when you said those same words to me. In fact your exact words were "We are supposed to be together and you know it. You knew it the night of that football game." You remember that?"
"Please Bobby; don't make it any harder than it has to be."
"Is he better in bed than me? Got a bigger dick? His tongue maybe a foot long?"
"He isn't any better, only different, but it isn't about sex. It is a matter of our souls being in tune with each other."
"So how many times have you come home to me and let me fuck pussy that had just been used by him?"
"Only a couple of times Bobby, but again, it wasn't about sex."
"So how do you see this happening?"
"I've seen a lawyer and he is drawing up papers for a divorce based on irreconcilable differences. A straight fifty-fifty asset split and I'm not asking for alimony."
Just then the doorbell rang and Amber said "I think that's for you."
I went to the door and opened it to find a man I didn't know standing there. "Robert Dawson" he asked I said yes. He handed me an envelope and said "You have been served."
I walked back to the table and threw the envelope down on it as I said "You sure aren't letting any grass grow under your feet are you."
It wasn't planned, but the envelope hit Amber's wine glass, tipped it over and spilled the dark red wine onto Amber's lap and hopefully ruining one of her favorite outfits. "Oops" I said as I headed for the bedroom. I packed a bag with enough to last me for a couple of days and headed for the door.



"Where are you going?"
"Away from your cheating ass" and then I was out the door.
I checked in at the Marriott and left a wakeup call for seven. At nine I was at the door of the bank when it opened. I needed to see what Amber had left me. Amber's attorney must not been worth what she was paying him because he obviously hadn't told her to do her banking before she hit me with the papers. Imagine my surprise when I found all the accounts untouched. I quickly changed that. I left two dollars in each account, a dollar for every year we were married.
I went to another bank and opened a checking account with half the money and then I went to a second bank and rented a deposit box for the rest. I didn't know if they had a way of finding out where I had accounts, but I didn't want to chance it. I didn't think they would think I'd open accounts at two different banks. I mean it wasn't like we were dealing with millions. We were only talking about sixteen thousand.
Next step was work where I told my boss what had happened and I was going to need a few days off to take care of somethings. He told me to take the rest of the week off and then he sent me to our in house legal department to get a recommendation for a divorce lawyer of my own. Dave in Legal told me his brother Chuck was the man I wanted to see and he called him and made an appointment for me to see him that afternoon.
Next stop was Radio Shack where I bought three voice activated tape recorders. Then I went back to the apartment, made sure that Amber's car was gone and then went inside to get some things I'd overlooked the night before. While there I planted the three recorders where I thought they would pick up the most. I also picked up the envelope off the table where it was still setting.
I read it over pie and coffee at the Village Inn while waiting for my appointment with the attorney. It was just as Amber had said. An even split of assets, we kept our own cars and she wasn't asking for alimony.
My afternoon meeting with Dave's brother Chuck was enlightening. I found we lived in a state where no fault rules were in sway, but we were one of the few states that allowed you to sue for alienation of affections. He also pointed out that if the company that Amber and the Lattis asshole worked for had a company policy and procedures manual and that manual had morals clauses in it we could sue the company for not enforcing those rules. I gave him the tape of Amber's talk with me and he listened and said we had enough to move forward. Then he asked me what I wanted to do. I smiled and said:
"Rape, burn, pillage, destroy and make them bleed."
He said he would get right on it.
I spent the rest of the day looking for an apartment. I found one close to work, took care of the necessary paperwork and moved in. I didn't want anything out of the apartment so I hit the Goodwill store and got everything I needed to set up housekeeping and make the place livable.
I'd turned off my phone when I walked out on Amber and I only turned it back on to use it and then shut it off again. There were missed messages and voicemails from Amber, but I deleted them all unread and unlistened to. When I got back to work the following week there were thirty-nine "While you were out" messages waiting for me and Maxine, my secretary, begged me to do something to "Get her off my back."
I picked up the phone and called Amber. "Thank you for calling the offices of Harper, Walden and Associates. How may I direct your call?"
"Is the cheating whore in yet?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Is my cheating wife in yet? You know, the one who sleeps with her boss when they are on trips or long lunches?"
"Oh" a short pause and then "This is Amber. How can I help you?"
And didn't that tell me something. Not once did I mention Amber's name, but the receptionist knew who I was calling as soon as I said "the one who sleeps with her boss on trips".
"Why the hell are you calling me? Everything that needed to be said happened after dinner the other night. I do not want to talk to you Amber. It fact it would suit me fine if I never set eyes on you again so stop trying to get in touch with me. I will not take your calls. Have a rotten life bitch!"
I couldn't wait to share that tape with my attorney. Yes, tape. I had decided that it would be in my best interests to have all my conversations with Amber recorded.
Was I curious as to what she wanted to say? Of course I was; just not curious enough.
Chuck called me the next day and told me that the papers were ready to serve and asked me how I wanted to handle it. We set it up to serve the papers on Amber and Lattis at work the next day. I was counter suing Amber for divorce on the grounds of adultery and suing Lattis for alienation of affections. After the two of them had been served in front of as many of her co-workers as possible the process server would serve a company official with papers.
Somehow Chuck had gotten a copy of the company's policy and procedures manual and it did have morals clauses in it. There was one strongly worded section on relationships between supervisors and those they supervised so the company was being sued for not enforcing their own policies and thereby being a party to the breakup of my marriage.
The next day when I got to work I told Maxine to expect a call from Amber sometime after two which was the time the papers would be served. Sure enough the call came in at two-ten.
"What the fuck do you want Amber?"
"Why did you do it Bobby? I thought you loved me."
"I did Amber; right up until you kicked me to the curb so you could be with your asshole boss."
"It didn't have to be this way Bobby. I still have affection for you."
"Get serious Amber and stop living in La-La Land. I don't know what you expected I would do after your little speech, but you should have known me well enough to know I wasn't going to go peacefully. You started this ball rolling so pull up your big girl panties and live with it."
"Did you have to go after Brian too?"
"Of course I did. The asshole went after my wife. He knew you were married and he made a move on you anyway and he has to pay. This isn't the seventeen or eighteen hundreds where I could challenge the asshole to a duel and kill his ass so I had to go with the twenty-first century equivalent and sue his ass. Believe me Amber; I really wish I could have done something more brutal to the both of you, but I don't want to go to jail. I've said this before, but it didn't seem to take. I do not want to hear your voice again. Have a rotten life bitch!"
I hung up the phone and got back to work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then things took on a life of their own. The company said that the suit against them was bogus and they couldn't be expected to know what their employees were doing away from the office. Chuck played them the tape of my phone call to Amber and said:
"Your receptionist knew how to place the call without a name being mentioned and you claim you didn't know? Everyone else in the building seems to know and you expect me to believe that no one in management had a clue?"
They made an offer and Chuck told me it was probably the best we could hope for without going to trial were the wrong jury could find against us. Since I hadn't much cared if Amber's company paid me anything or not I told Chuck to take their offer. My only reason for going after the company was to bring them down on Amber and Lattis and in that I was successful. Lattis was fired, but Amber was able to hold onto her job. I found out later that she claimed that Lattis told her if she didn't put out for him he would fire her. I knew that was bullshit because I'd already listened to her 'soulmates' speech.
Even though Lattis was out of a job and had no paycheck coming in he did have considerable assets. He owned his house free and clear and he had several investments, but he was going to try and tough it out.
"No jury is ever going to find for you in this case. You have no proof other than the words of a delusional women."
Chuck smiled at him and said "The words of a delusional women and your words" and then he played the tapes for Lattis. The tapes? Oh yeah. Remember the three recorders I placed in the apartment? Two days after I'd had the happy couple served I went back to the apartment and retrieved them. I hadn't bothered to try a tap the phone because Amber's habit when on the phone was to put it on speaker so she could do other things while she talked. The first conversation of interest took place on the evening following my placing of the recorders.
"Is he back yet?"
"No and I don't think he will come back."
"Are you sure he isn't going to cause us any problems?"
"He will accept it. My Bobby isn't the type to stay where he thinks he isn't wanted."
"That doesn't mean he won't be so pissed that he will want to get even."
"Not my Bobby. I know him. There isn't a mean bone in his body. He will do just what he did when we broke up in high school. He will ignore me and move on."
"No backbone huh?"
"I didn't say that."
"Now that he is out of the picture can we start getting together more often? Lunch hours and trips just aren't enough Babe. I need more of you."
"We can't do it here. He might just decide to come back and I wouldn't want him walking in on us doing it."
"No problem Babe. We will just leave work and go to my house. You might as well get used to the place since I'm going to move you in anyway. Now that he is out of the picture we can skip the lunch hour quickies and spend some quality time together."
"I'd like that, but my lawyer told me I shouldn't do anything that Bobby might find out about and then use against me."
"Why worry? You said it yourself. He will ignore you and move on. Face it Babe. He isn't a man; he is a wimp. A real man wouldn't have gotten up and walked out. He would have ranted and raved and threatened to hunt me down. That's why you picked me Babe. You needed a real man in your life."
"Well if you think it is okay I guess I can spend the night at your place tomorrow."
The second one of interest took place the evening after they were served.
"You said he would walk away. You said he would just ignore you and move on."
"I don't understand it. That was just so unlike my Bobby. I didn't think he was capable of ever hurting me."
"It is too late to worry about it now. What we need to do now is damage control."
"What do you mean?"
"It seems that after we were served the company got served."
"For what?"
"For not enforcing the C P & P."
"I don't understand."
"Have you ever read it?"
"No. It just seemed like a bunch of legal gobaldy gook to me."
"There are moral clauses in it and one whole section about the behaviors of supervisors with those they supervise. Beeman wants to see me in his office first thing in the morning and it could be bad."
"Why?"
"Because they may figure my relationship with you is inappropriate and if they decide to take a hard line on it I could end up being demoted."
"That's just silly. How can a company insert itself into the lives of two people who love each other?"
I laughed out loud at his next words.
"Are you sure that you are a college graduate with a degree in Business Management?"
"Of course I am. How could you even ask me something like that?"
"Did you sleep through all of your Business Law courses?"
There was more, but the upshot was that Lattis settled. I did have to give the asshole some credit. He told Amber to say he had threatened to fire her if she didn't go to bed with him on their trips together and if asked he wouldn't deny it. That way she could save her job.
When the dust settled and after Chuck took his cut I had eighty-nine thousand more in my bank account and an ex-wife.
Are Amber and Lattis still together? Don't know, don't care, but I doubt it. Six months after the divorce was final I received a phone call from Amber.
"Bobby? I made a big mistake honey. I miss you. Can we get together and talk about it?"
"No we can't Amber. How many times do I have to tell you that I never want to see you or hear your voice again."
And I hung up on her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
So, back to she of the hazel eyes and flaming red hair.
We were at Antonio's, a lounge close to where we work, and we stopped there every Wednesday night after work for a drink or two to unwind and bad mouth management and their latest stupid maneuver. There was a juke box and a dance floor (Antonio's had a live band Thursday through Saturday) and someone was always dropping quarters in the juke box.
The girls I worked with liked to dance so they were always pulling guys off their seats and out onto the dance floor. I did my share of dancing with them, but I was never the one to ask them. If they asked me I would. Just me being quirky I suppose. Most were married, engaged or had boyfriends and I would not ask another guy's women for anything; not even a simple thing like a dance. If they asked me fine, but I would not do the asking. The only exception was Constance. If she asked I politely declined by saying that I had to leave because I was due someplace else and needed to be on my way.
It was six-thirty and we had been there since five and the group started breaking up and leaving. By six forty-five there was only Constance and me. When we all got there we had pushed three tables together and Constance had been sitting at one end and I was sitting at the other end. With everyone else gone we looked silly as hell sitting there with the length of three table between us.
I could have gotten up and gone down to her end and joined her, but I didn't. I was afraid that it would look like I was trying to make a move on her. Silly of me and I knew it, but you have to realize, maybe not understand but realize, just how bad Amber had fucked me up. What she had done to me affected the way I looked at women and the way I behaved around them.
I had just decided to get up and go home when Constance got up, came to my end of the table and sat down next to me.
"Truth time Bob. No one else around to hear so why don't you tell me why you don't like me? Then again maybe it isn't a matter of like. Maybe what it is is that you are afraid of me. Come on Bob; give it up."
I may be a touch on the quirky side when it comes how I am with some women, but I'm not at all awkward or tongue-tied around them.
"Why would you think that I don't like you or am afraid of you?"
"Just the way you avoid me. You won't dance with me even if I ask you and when we pass each other in the halls at work you turn your eyes away from me. I'm not the shy and retiring type Bob. I know what I look like and I'm used to guys sniffing around me. I've seen you watching me and I admit I like the attention so when I run across someone who behaves toward me like you do I have to ask myself why. The only two reasons I could come up with are that you don't like me or that you are afraid of me for some reason."
"Well you are partially right. Fear is part of it. I'm not afraid of you. I'm afraid of me."
"You are afraid of you? That doesn't even make sense."
"Maybe not to you, but never the less it is true."
"Come on Bob; open up here. You can't say something like that to me and then leave me hanging. You know it will drive me crazy if I don't find out."
What the hell I thought; what could it hurt.
"I'm afraid of what I might do if I got friendly with you."
"That doesn't even come close to making sense to me."
"That's because you don't the effect that you have on me"
She bent and looked down at the floor before looking back up at me and saying "It's getting pretty deep down there Bob."
"No bullshit Mrs. Frederick" and then I proceeded to tell her how I viewed her and my feelings about having anything to do with women who were already attached. She broke out laughing.
"You would kill for me? Well I am pretty pissed off at my husband right now, but I don't think I'll take you up on the kill for me business."
The waitress came up and Constance ordered us another round. As soon as the waitress was gone Constance said:
"You just might be what I need in my life Bob. A male friend whose shoulder I can cry on without having to worry about him hitting on me."
"You miss the point here Mrs. Frederick. My fear is that with you I might not be able to control myself."
"How about you don't worry about it and let me handle the control issues. Now that we have that settled what are you doing Friday?"
"Nothing planned. Why?"
"Hubby is in Seattle for two weeks of training and I have a charity function I need to attend. If I go alone I'll be getting hit on all night long so what I need is an escort who will be safe and that would be you. All you'll need is a suit and a tie and a willingness to stand between me and the guys who want to get in my pants."
"But I'm one of them; that's why I have to stay away from you."
"Hush now Bobby; I've got you figured out now. You want in my pants, but you won't make a move and we both know it. The only way you can get out of being my date is to just flat out say you don't want to be seen out in public with an ugly hag like me. So tell me Bobby; what's it going to be?"
I took a deep breath, told myself I was being stupid and then said "What time and where?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When she opened the door to greet me at six on Friday it took every ounce of my willpower to keep me from throwing her over my shoulder and then running for her bedroom. She was absolutely stunning in her 'little black dress' and four inch CFMs. She literally took my breath away.
"Earth to Bobby; come in Bobby" brought me out of the trance the sight of her had put me into.
"Damn boy; you sure are good for a woman's ego."
The charity event was a dinner and dancing affair and the tickets had been a hundred bucks each with the proceeds going to various charities. I wasn't really surprised to see James Camebridge, president and CEO of Camebridge Enterprises (and my boss) there because it was well known that he supported a multitude of charities. What did surprise me was that after the dinner part of the event was over and all the speechifying was done with and the band started playing he came over to our table and asked me if I would mind his dancing with my date. I glanced at Constance and she nodded that it was all right with her so I said:
"Not at all. In fact she would probably love to dance with someone who doesn't have two left feet and who is always stepping on her toes."
He offered her his arm and away they went. They stayed out on the floor for two numbers and while they didn't dance close they did talk a lot. He could have been just another horny guy wanting in her pants, but I very much doubted it. Mainly because his wife was at the event with him. I debated going over and asking her to dance, but then thought better of it. I was new to these kinds of events and didn't know the rules so to speak.
I looked around the room at the number of the communities' movers and shakers and realized I was way out of my league which brought up a thought. What was a low level secretary doing at an event like this? She seemed to know several people who were there and none of them required me to stand between them and Constance. And just how had she known Mr. Camebridge? All questions that I wasn't about to ask.
Mr. Camebridge brought her back to me and thanked me for letting him steal her for a bit.
"Dawson, right?"
"Yes sir; Bob Dawson."
"No sirs please; call me Jim" and he offered his hand and I shook it. Constance stood there smiling at me like I had just passed a test of some sort as Mr. Camebridge walked away. She reached for my hand and said:



"Our turn now Mr. Two Left Feet."
She led me out onto the dance floor and then moved into my arms. I wasn't a bad dancer and Constance and I moved well together. I had the ever present hard on and tried to keep myself far enough away from her so it wouldn't be poking her, but she knew what I was trying to do. She was smiling at me, but the look in her eye was pure evil and she pulled me tight against her and felt what I was trying to keep away from her.
"You don't want the people here thinking that my date doesn't have the hots for me do you?"
"Why are you doing this to me" I managed to croak out."
"Because I can and it is fun."
She ground her leg against my erection and said "Tell me you don't want me. Tell me you don't want to shove that thing in me instead of just pushing it into my leg. Come on Bobby; lie to me. Tell me you don't want to."
I know what I've said about me and my attitude where spoken for ladies are concerned and how I tended to avoid them, but that doesn't mean that I am a Casper Milquetoast around them and I've already spelled out how I felt about Constance, but Constance (I did call her Connie once, but was instantly corrected) was pushing buttons and what can happen when you push the wrong button is you turn on something that would have been best left turned off. Constance pushed that button.
I dropped my hands to her ass and pulled her tight up against my erection. "Yes I want you! Yes I want to push that 'thing' into you and all you have to say is "Do it" and I'll take you here right now in the middle of this dance floor with all the people here watching. Tell me to do it Connie! Tell me to fuck you right here and right now!"
She tried to push me back and said "You can't talk to me like that!
"What's the matter Connie? You can dish it out, but you can't take it?"
"I told you I don't like being called Connie."
"Tough shit Mrs. Frederick, but you are Connie to me from now on."
The band announced that it was going to take a short break and I walked us back to our table. Once we sat down Constance said;
"What happened to my safe date? What happened to the Bobby I thought I was with tonight?"
"Don't try to play the innocent with me Mrs. Frederick; you knew full well my position where you are concerned. You are the one who started pushing my buttons so don't go getting all surprised on me because you got a reaction."
She looked at me for a couple of seconds and then "Would you have done it? Would you really have done me on the dance floor in front of everybody?"
"You didn't say "Do it" so I guess we will never know, but I can say given the mood I was in at the time it would have been a damned good bet that I would have."
"I guess I'm going to have to be a little more careful around my safe date."
She got up to use the ladies room and as I watched her walk away I wondered if I would have had the stones to do it if she had said "Do it." Anyone else I know I wouldn't have, but Constance?
The band came back and started playing just as Constance left the bathroom and Jim intercepted her and they moved out onto the floor. I was watching them move around when a voice said "Excuse me" and I looked around and saw Jim's wife standing there.
"I think it is only fair that you dance with me since my husband is dancing with your date."
I wasn't about to say no to the bosses wife so I got up and offered her my arm. As we walked toward the floor she told me her name was Stacy and I told her mine. We got out onto the floor just as the song ended and Stacy said:
"We are already here so we can do the next one."
The band started their next number and I took Stacy in my arms and we started moving around the floor.
"I just wanted to let you know that you don't have to sweat Jimmy trying to move in on your lady friend. I have him on a pretty tight leash."
"Contrary to what it looks like Constance and I aren't a couple. She needed someone to escort her to this affair and she drafted me. Said she needed someone to stand between her and all the men who would hit on her if she came alone."
"Yes, I could see that happening. Still you two do look good together and at least from my perspective it does look like she has an interest in you."
"I doubt it. She is married and I'm only with her because he is in Seattle and couldn't be with her tonight."
She gave me a look I couldn't decipher as the tune ended. As I walked her toward her table we met Jim bringing Constance back to ours and we exchanged partners and I took Constance back to her seat. Once seated Constance wanted to know how I'd come to be Stacy's dance partner.
"She came over and asked me to dance. Wanted to tell me that I had nothing to worry about because her husband was dancing with you again."
"What did you say to that?"
"I thanked her for assuring me that I had nothing to worry about since I was sitting here at the table watching you and thinking that you were going to run off and leave me sitting here with a broken heart."
She looked under the table and then back up at me and said "You are doing it again Bob. It is getting pretty deep down there. Come on; let's dance."
There was no pulling me in close this time and we kept a respectable distance between us. We stayed out for two numbers and then I had to use the bathroom. When I got back to the table there was a guy standing there talking to Constance and from the look on her face she wasn't pleased. I walked up and said:
"Excuse me, but you are blocking me from my chair."
He ignored me and said to Constance "How about it."
She didn't say a word, but I did. "I asked you politely to move away from my chair, but it didn't seem to take so this time I won't be polite. Get the fuck out of my way or I will disrupt this affair by putting you on your ass on the floor."
He gave me a dirty look but he did leave.
"One of those you wanted me to stand between?"
"Exactly and you did a marvelous job of it."
One of my questions, or maybe both of them, were answered in the course of the evening. People kept coming by the table to say hi to Constance. It turned out that she was the secretary/treasurer of one of the charities that would be receiving funds from the affair. And, as mentioned before, Jim was a big supporter of charities and that's probably how they knew each other.
When things started breaking up I took Constance home. I walked her to her door and as I turned to leave she grabbed me and kissed me. Not a peck on the cheek, but lip to lip and it made me weak in the knees. She broke it and said:
"Thank you Bob. I had a great time. See you at work on Monday."
I didn't even make it a block from her place before I had to pull over to the curb and relieve myself. I spent the weekend remembering that Friday night and wishing to God that Constance was not married.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday at work Constance was her usual cheerful self and she even joined me at the table I was sitting at in the breakroom when I took my ten o'clock break for coffee and donuts. Our Friday night date was not mentioned. We talked about the gossip and rumors that were always flying around at work. Break over we went back to work and I didn't see her again until Wednesday at Antonio's.
As usual three tables were pushed together and I was sitting drinking my beer when Constance came in, came over, and then took the seat next to me. She gave her drink order to the waitress, turned to me and said:
"Go put some money in the juke box Bobby; I feel like dancing."
I just looked at her for a couple of seconds and then said "You prefer Constance over Connie and I prefer Bob over Bobby" and just looked at her. She was silent for a second or two and then:
"Would you please put some money in the juke box Bob?"
I got up, went over to the machine and fed quarters into it and when I turned to go back to the table I found Constance standing behind me. As the song started she took my arm and led me out onto the floor. As she moved into my arms she said:
"I knew you wouldn't ask me so I decided to take the bull by the horns and do the asking."
"Why?"
"I told you. I need a safe male friend and you were elected."
"You know what you are doing to me and it doesn't bother you at all to see me suffer?"
"You aren't suffering Bob; you are loving it and you know you are. The girl you want is giving you more than you have any right to expect and you are sucking up what you can get."
I guess she was right about that, but I still couldn't understand why she felt she had to make me suffer. We stayed out on the floor for two tunes and then went back to the table. For the next fifteen minutes we sat there and drank while we bad mouthed management. Then a slow number came out of the box and Gary asked Constance to dance, but she told him no.
"Bob just asked me for this one" and she pulled me off my chair and led me out onto the floor.
"What is going on here?"
"Gary is one of those guys who wants to get me out of my panties. There are two other guys here tonight who keep trying to get me out to the parking lot with them so I'm dancing with my safe man to keep them away."
"You ever stop to think that your safe man has limits and if pushed past them he might not be as safe as you think?"
"Of course I have. I learned that lesson Friday night. I do admit that that I spent a good part of my weekend wondering what it would have been like doing it out there in the middle of the dance floor."
I didn't say it out loud, but I was thinking "So did I."
We stayed out on the floor for one more song and then she said that she had to be going and asked me to walk her to her car. I figured it would be a good time for me to go also so I told her I would. On the way to her car she asked me if I would stop for coffee with her.
"I need to talk to someone about a problem I'm having and I'm thinking you are the one I should talk it over with."
I was curious so I said I would. We met at the Village Inn and after our coffee had arrived Constance said:
"You already know that I can be blunt and yes, even a bit pushy, so I'm going to hit you with it straight out. I want you to be my boyfriend."
I didn't know what I had expected to hear, but it certainly wasn't that.
"What? Have you forgotten that you are a married woman? Didn't you hear a word that I said when I told you why I avoided you?"
"Just hear me out Bob. My husband is gone more than he is at home. What with business trips, seminars, conventions and the like he is pretty much an absentee husband. I need a man on my arm when I go places and do things. You saw what happened Friday and that happened even though I was with somebody. Just imagine what it would be like if I went alone.
"There are other guys I could ask, but they would do it thinking that it would help them get into my pants sooner or later. I need someone safe. That's you Bob. They all saw me leave with you tonight so if I go into work tomorrow and drop a few hints that you and I are lovers Gary, Ron, Paul and the rest of the guys will stop hitting on me for fear of you going after them for poaching on your territory. On Wednesdays they won't be trying to get me out on the dance floor so they can poke their thingies into me and try to feel me up.
"At least once, maybe twice a week I'll have a social function that I will need to attend and I'll need someone to do what you did Friday night. Someone who won't expect me to put out for him at the end of the evening. That's you Bob. It's a win-win situation for you. You get to be around me and you'll get to hold me when we dance and there will be some make-out sessions in public to enforce the idea we are a couple. In addition I'll be paying all the bills and you will be meeting lots of people at social functions that may help you in your career. Sound good to you?"
"No it doesn't Constance. You already know how I feel when it comes to having anything to do with another man's woman and while you may think you can control things and expect me to behave around you I'm not at all sure that I can. You are the one woman who could lead me into doing something I swore I'd never do. You have already seen how close to the edge I can get when I'm with you.
"Then there is my social life. While I might not have a steady girl right now there are two girls I date on a regular basis and there is another that I have a friends with benefits relationship with. They will be taking up a good bit of my free time and I certainly won't cancel on one of them if I have a date set up and you suddenly need me on your arm for some function or other."
She sat there looking at me in silence for several seconds and then "Okay; how about this. For the boyfriend part I can start dropping hints that we made it and I intend to do more with you. Maybe some time during the day we let a few see us touch or grab a quick kiss and we do that a couple of times a week. No one will know we don't get together after work or on the weekends.
"Next Wednesday when we leave the bar we will do a fake make out session in the parking lot and after that gossip and rumor will give it a life of its own. Can we do that?"
I thought about it for a moment or two and then said that I thought I could do that.
"As for the other part I usually know two or three weeks in advance and I can give you my schedule and you can work your dates around it. Please Bob, I really do need your help."
Given the hold Constance had on my feelings it was a struggle not to say no to her and so in the end I told her that I would at least give it a try.
Thus began the strangest three months of my life up to that point.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work Constance dropped hints to the other girls in the office. I have no idea what she said, but I started getting looks from my co-workers I'd never gotten before. At lunch I sat with Constance in the breakroom and I was treated to nasty glances from Gary and Ron and speculative glances from Alice, Mae and Belinda.
Twice during the day Constance and I had occasion to be close and both times we touched and exchanged quick kisses. Just a quick one on the lips, but it was seen by several people. Friday was a repeat of Thursday and as we left work Constance said to me in front of a couple of our co-workers:
"I'm really looking forward to spending the weekend with you lover."
I spent the weekend with April, my friend with benefits, and she got the benefit of all the sexual frustrations that Constance had built into me over the previous week.
Monday, Tuesday and during the day Wednesday we repeated what we had done the previous Thursday and Friday. Wednesday at Antonio's Constance sat next to me and constantly touched. She danced every dance with me and refused all the other guys.
Close to the time we normally left Constance said "I want to leave now before the others start leaving. I want them to see us necking when they come out of the bar."
I walked her to her car and when I started to get on the front seat she said "No baby; the back seat. We need to make this look good."
We got on the back seat and she leaned back facing the exit and told me to get between her legs. I hesitated and she said:
"Just do it. We both have our pants on. All we are doing is faking it."
I reluctantly did as she asked. She kept watching the door and then suddenly she grabbed my head and pulled it toward her saying:
"Here comes Alice and Belinda."
Then she pulled my mouth to hers and she kissed me. I mean SHE KISSED ME! Her tongue was in my mouth and she was giving me one of the hottest kisses I'd ever gotten. Did I resist? Fuck no! I sent my tongue in search of her tonsils. Her legs were up in the air and moving and from the outside of the car it must have looked like we were fucking. Her skirt was up around her waist and my hard cock was pointed right at her pussy. The only things between them were her panties and my boxers and trousers. I couldn't get in, but that didn't stop me from pushing my hard cock at her pussy and humping it.
She started to push me away and I broke the kiss and hissed "Don't you fucking dare! You wanted this to look real so get with the fucking program!" I went back to kissing her and after a moment's hesitation she returned the kiss and her tongue started searching again. We kept at it for another five minutes or so and then broke apart.
"I knew this was a bad idea. I should make you take care of what you've caused, but I guess it served its purpose. Those that saw it should believe we are lovers. Now I need to get out of here and go someplace where I can take care of my problem."
"We can't just break apart and go. It wouldn't look natural. Sit up and make it look like you are zipping up and I'll make it look like I'm putting on my panties. Then we can make out for a couple of minutes before splitting up and leaving."
We did what she suggested. The necking almost led to my pushing her back down and really fucking her, but I managed to keep myself under control. As I was getting out of the car she asked:
"Stop for coffee at Village Inn?"
"No thank you Mrs. Frederick. You have fucked me up enough for one night. This is never going to happen again. Understand?! If this didn't convince them it's just too bad."
She nodded a yes and I got out, went to my car and left the lot. I went two blocks, turned onto a side street, pulled to the curb and got myself off.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We were the talk of the company after that night in the parking lot. We continued the charade during the following weeks, but there was no repeat of what we had done in the parking lot. Instead, as we were getting up to leave Constance would say "Meet you at your place lover" and I would smile at her and nod. We were 'touchy-feely' at work and did some 'dirty dancing' at Antonio's.
I escorted her to several events and did indeed have to stand between her and those who wanted a taste. One I even had to get physical with and I guess word went out not to bother Constance when I was around. I did meet several influential people and I did make some contacts that did help me in my job. One thing that I noticed was that Jim Camebridge was at almost all of them and he always had some interaction with Constance.
Constance was promoted to assistant office manager, but it didn't change the way we acted around our co-workers. The time I spent with Constance left me in an almost permanent state of sexual frustration and the only thing that made it bearable was that I had Judy, Gail (the two girls I dated off and on) and April to take out my frustrations on.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then came the night that I began to think that I was being played.
We were at another charity event and there was a guy there who would not stay away from Constance. No matter how often she said no or I told him to stop bothering my date he kept coming back and asking her for a dance. Finally I'd had enough and when he came back again I stood up and got in his face.
"Get the fuck away from here. I'm done with you trying to hit on my lady. Leave and do not come back or I am going to punch you in your mouth. Understand!"
He looked at me and turned and left. He didn't come back, but the mood was broken and Constance and I decided that it was time to leave.
We stopped for coffee and were discussing a cocktail party she needed to go to and needed me to escort her to. The guy from the charity event came in, saw us and walked over to our booth. He sat down uninvited next to Constance and said to me:
"You want to step outside and go mano a mano I'm okay with it, but don't give me any of that "My lady" bullshit. She isn't your lady. She is married and it ain't to you. I figure if she can play with you she can play with me."



He turned to Constance and said "I've had the screaming hots for you since the first time I set eyes on you and I've got something that I think you might like. Ever had eleven inches?"
The guy got to me. He was an arrogant asshole and I wanted to stand up and pound him into the ground, but I knew if I did it someone would call the cops and I'd end up behind bars. But if I could get him outside without letting him know what I had in mind for him I could probably get away with it. He was looking at Constance and not at me so he didn't see the wink I gave her. Hoping that she would play along I said:
"I don't know if she has or not, but I think I would like to see if she could take that much. We have talked about doing a threesome, but so far she hasn't met anyone that she would consider doing it with. How about it Connie? Want to give it a try?"
"I don't know. I've never had anything bigger than seven. I don't know if I could handle eleven. If he really has eleven; he could just be a big mouthed braggart."
The guy laughed and said "Easy enough to prove. Come on out to the parking lot."
Constance looked at me and I nodded so she said "Let's go."
We got up and headed out to the parking lot. My intent was to get him to where we wouldn't be seen and then drop-kick the assholes gonads so hard his cock would come out of his mouth like a second tongue. Maybe it would teach him that approaching women and bragging about his dick could be a bit hazardous. Did I even consider that his game might be better than mine? Hell no. All I was thinking about was kicking his ass.
When we got behind the dumpster where we couldn't be see the guy said "How about a show of good faith. Show me something to show me that you didn't just come out here to shuck and jive me."
I had already balled my fists and the signal to throw the punch was being sent from my brain when Constance said:
"I can do that."
Her hands opened her blouse and she unsnapped her bra and let the girls out. I froze. There had never been any doubt in my mind that Constance had the body of a sexual goddess, but actually seeing what she had was damned near heart stopping.
"Holy Jesus" the guy said as he looked at what was on display. He pulled down his zipper and took out his meat. Even soft it was impressive. He stroked it while looking at Constance's tits and it grew. I have no idea why I stayed motionless and didn't go after the asshole with my fists, but I somehow knew Constance wanted to handle this.
"How about it babe" he said as he worked it; "Think you can take it?"
"I don't think I can take it all, but maybe I could if it was two inches shorter" and her hand came out of her purse. The 'snick' of the spring-loaded switchblade knife opening hadn't even faded when two things happened. The first was that the guy was already five feet away and running as if his life depended on getting the hell away from Constance (which in a way I suppose it did) and the second thing was the thought that instantly entered my mind.
"No way she needs me around for protection! Something ain't right here Bobby; something ain't right at all."
I was standing there staring at Constance and she shrugged and put the knife away. As she did it I noticed a lanyard hanging from the end of it and hanging from the lanyard was a little black cylinder which I recognized. I'd bought one for Amber way back when. It was a spray tube of Mace. Yes indeed Bobby; there was something rotten in Denmark. And I intended to find out what it was.
She was packing her 'girls' away in their holster when I said "This sure has been a memorable date and it and it gives me a thing or two to remember the next time you take me to the edge."
She came over and kissed me on the cheek. "You won't always be around and a girl has to be prepared."
I took her home, got another kiss on the cheek and then went back to my place. As I drove I had another thought. After seeing what Constance had put on display I was starting to ask myself how Mr. Frederick could leave that at home for as often as he did. He couldn't be all that bright is all I could think. That brought up "Why would a girl like Constance put up with a brain dead husband?"
When I got home I got out the phone book and looked at the F listings. There were several Fredericks but only one listed at 1745 Morningside. The name was Constance Frederick. No Steve Frederick. No Steve and Constance Frederick. Just Constance.
The next day was Sunday and it was not a work day at Camebridge Enterprises. I had a key to the office and I went in. I went to the Personnel office and knowing where Janice hid the keys I got them and opened the file cabinets. I found Constance's folder, pulled it out and went over to sit at Janice's desk and started to go through the file.
An MBA from Wharton and she was working as a secretary? Under spouse she had answered none. Emergency contacts told me a good bit of the story. Listed under who to contact in case of emergency were the names James and Stacy Camebridge and under relationship she had put down aunt and uncle.
I was being played. Shit! All of us who worked there were being played. As I put the file back into the file cabinet I was wondering what my next step should be.
I wasn't too surprised at what I'd found because I'd already figured that something wasn't as it seemed. That's why I was there checking her file in the first place. No, the biggest surprise for me was Janice. She was one of the biggest gossips and rumormongers in the company, but she hadn't let out a peep about Constance.
The information told me what Constance was doing. She started as a secretary and then was made assistant office manager and no doubt the next step would be office manager. Next she would be moved into Accounting, Purchasing, Production and Shipping and Receiving. She was being groomed to take over for Uncle Jim when he retired. She was learning the company from the bottom up.
The question left unanswered was what was she doing with me? Constance could take care of herself just fine. It might be true that having me on her arm would keep most guys from hitting on her, but any guy could serve that purpose so why me? For that matter why any guy? I was sure the Constance I'd seen during the Mr. Eleven episode could handle being hit on and there was no doubt in my mind whatsoever that she could handle it in a way that word would go out that you should stay away from her unless she gave some indication she wouldn't mind your attention. No Bobby, no indeed; Miss Frederick was playing you and the question was why. Why and what to do about it.
I spent the balance of my Sunday thinking about it and by the time I went to work on Monday I still had no clear idea of what to do. One thing I did know was that now I knew there was no Mr. Frederick Constance's 'safe man' was no longer safe where she was concerned.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday at work I gave Constance no sign anything was different between us. We were seen kissing in the hallway around eleven and again a little after two. At three my secretary buzzed me and told me that Mr. Camebridge was on line two. I picked it up and found that he wanted to see me in his office. I went assuming he wanted to talk production numbers. I wasn't prepared for what he hit me with.
He pointed at a chair and I sat down as he told his secretary that he wasn't to be disturbed and to take messages if anyone called. He looked at me and said:
"Production was a mess until you took over as manager. You have it running like a fine Swiss watch now and I'm impressed. I'm very impressed. Do you think you might be ready to take on another challenge?"
Not having a clue as to where this conversation was going I just said "It would depend on the challenge Mr. Camebridge."
"Knock off that mister stuff. I told you to call me Jim."
"Well Jim, I would need to know what the challenge was before I could say that I'd take it on."
"Fair enough. The problem seems to be a lack of coordination between Production, Purchasing, Shipping and Receiving and Quality Control. My solution to the problem is to put all of the functions under one head. I'm offering you the job. It is a promotion to director level and would be about a thirty percent raise in pay. It also comes with a company car and credit card to pay for gas, maintenance and the like. Interested?"
"Of course I am, but I need to know a bit more of what you are seeing as problems. I am aware of one and that is Purchasing not getting Production the material it needs in a timely manner and it has had an impact on promised delivery schedules."
He told me that was just one of the problems he saw and as he started listing the others I found myself wondering if he knew of the weird relationship I had with his niece. He knew the Misses part was bullshit and I was sure that he didn't know that I knew it. He had seen me on dates with her on more than a few occasions. Suddenly I realized he had to know what she was doing and he had to know that I was merely playing a role as her date, lover or whatever.
How had I come to that conclusion? If he didn't know I wouldn't be sitting in his office being offered a promotion. If you owned a big business are you going to put your trust in a man who was knowingly cheating with another man's wife? Wouldn't you think that if he was of such low moral character he couldn't be trusted with anything important? I know that's what I would think.
When he finished outlining what he saw as problems he asked if I was willing to give it a shot. I sat there looking at him and then decided to jump into the deep end of the pool.
"Has Constance anything to do with this?"
"Constance?"
"You know. Your niece Constance. The one who pretends to be married to a Mr. Frederick?"
He gave me a bemused look and said "I told her she wouldn't be able to get away with it for very long, but to answer your question Constance had nothing to do with my making you this offer. She did know I was going to do it and she did approve, but she had no input on the choice."
"She approved?"
"You will find out sooner or later so now is as good a time as any. Constance is the company's second largest shareholder. Her father was my wife's brother and the two of us started the company. When he and his wife died in a fire we took Constance in and raised her as our daughter. She inherited her father's share of the company so I tend to keep her in the loop."
"That answers the question I had on why an MBA from Wharton was working as a secretary. I guess I was right in assuming she is simply learning the company from the bottom up."
"Does she know that you have found her out?"
"Not yet."
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know yet."
"Before you do anything you should think long and hard on it. I've seen the way you look at her Bob. What's more I've seen the way she looks at you. She chose you to be her 'beard' and you need to be asking yourself why."
"I know why" and then I told him the story. "Knowing that about me she figured that I'd be safe. In fact that is what she calls me; her safe man. That brings a thought to mind. As Constance works her way through the company she will eventually be working under me. Farther along I'll end up working under her when she reaches the top. I am of course assuming that she is being groomed to be your replacement when you decide to retire. That means that I'm going to have to handle the situation with kid gloves."
"Why so?"
"Once over me she could fire my butt if I piss her off somewhere along the way."
"I very much doubt that will happen."
Then we dropped the conversation about Constance and talked about my new job and the logistics of the change.
If was after four when I left Jim's office and I decided to call it a day. I had just come down the stairs and into the lobby and was heading for the door when the elevator door opened and Constance came out. She saw me and asked me where I was going.
"Home to soak in a hot tub Mrs. Frederick. Relax and clear my mind. I have some major decisions to make and I find it easier to do when I'm relaxed."
At that exact instant I decided on how I was going to let Constance know I was onto her. As I opened the door to leave is said:
"Oh, by the way; I was happy to hear that you approved of my promotion" and then I was out the door and on the way to my car. I half expected to hear "Wait Bob" and then her hurrying to catch up to me, but that didn't happen. As I pulled out of the lot a glance to my right showed Constance still at the door and watching me leave.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did just what I said I was going to do. I went home, filled the tub with hot water, got into it and soaked. I relaxed and thought about what I had learned and what I should do about it. One thing was certain; I was done being Constance's pretend boyfriend. Finding out that she wasn't married freed me up to go after her, but I wasn't going to do it. If she had any interest in me she would have shown it in some way during the previous three months.
Because of my feelings toward her I was going to have to put some distance between us. I enjoyed stopping after work for drinks at Antonio's on Wednesdays with my co-workers, but I was going to stop going. Constance would be there and I wouldn't be able to avoid her. At work it wouldn't be that much of a problem as she would be in the Administration building and I would be in the plant production offices.
Tuesday I spent most of my work day getting organized and setting up to take over my new responsibilities. I also called Tom Mix into my office and offered him the manager of production job and he took it.
Wednesday was filled with meetings with the heads of Purchasing, Quality Control, Shipping and Receiving and Production. I skipped the Wednesday gathering at Antonio's and instead I had dinner at Tricocci's followed by a few drinks at The Soft Spot which was my sports bar of choice.
As was my habit I turned off my cell phone when I was eating out and I had neglected to turn it back on when I left the restaurant. When I got home I found two messages on my answering machine. Both were from Constance and I deleted them without listening to them. Curious as to why she called the home phone instead of my cell I took it out and saw that I hadn't turned it back on. I powered it up and saw I had messages from Constance and I deleted them. I watched some TV and then went to bed.
Thursday at nine my secretary buzzed me and told me that Mrs. Frederick was on line three. I was at work and the call could be job related so I had to take it.
"What can I do for you Mrs. Frederick?"
I put heavy emphasis on the "Mrs. Frederick" but it either didn't register on Constance or she didn't care because she said:
"Where were you last night?"
"I had dinner and drinks and went home. Why?"
"I needed to talk to you about the Humane Society fund raiser on Friday."
"Sorry Mrs. Frederick (again the heavy and sarcastic emphasis) but my days of playing pretend boyfriend are over. You will need to find someone else to escort you from now on. Now if you don't mind I have a full plate in front of me and I very busy right now and I need to get back to work" and I hung up on her.
Did I give any thought to the fact that I was being just a touch agonistic toward the woman who would one day be my boss? Of course I did, but I needed to let her know now that it wasn't something that she could hold over my head. I was young enough to start over if I had to so it might be better to push things now rather than later.
The day passed quickly and I was just getting ready to leave when Constance came into my office.
"What can I do for you Mrs. Frederick?
"For a start you can stop acting like a petulant teenager. We need to talk. Here, over a drink, over dinner and drinks. Your choice."
"I could use a drink or two right now."
"Meet you at Antonio's in fifteen?"
I nodded a yes and she left. She was in a booth in the back when I got there and joined her. We gave our drink orders to the waitress and when she left to get them Constance said:
"Okay Bob; what's with the attitude?"
"Anyone with an MBA from Wharton should be smart enough to figure it out."
"Let's just pretend that I'm not a Wharton graduate and I'm not smart enough. What's the problem?"
"In a nutshell the problem is you deliberately fucking with me."
"Explain that to me please."
"Why? You know what you did. You knew how I felt towards you. You knew and you used it against me. You knew that I would never go after another man's woman and you used it. You knew damned well what spending time around you was doing to me. Did you care how much it hurt me to be around you knowing that I could never have you? No you didn't. All you cared about was that I was a chump you could manipulate. I found out Miss Frederick; I found out and it didn't set well with me. You don't like my attitude? Well tough shit Miss Frederick! You built it so live with it."
"Wouldn't you like to know why?"
"What difference would it make?"
"Don't know. That would be up to you. It goes back to the night I joined you at your end of the table. I liked the look of you and I decided that I wanted to get to know you better. When you told me why you were avoiding me I wondered if it was true or just a sneaky way to get to me. I've had lots of guys make moves on me and I've gotten pretty good at spotting the ones who were after my money more than they were after me. Of course that was when I was in school and not around here.
"When I graduated and came back here to start what I'm calling my apprenticeship I decided that it would keep guys away if I said I was married. Any guy that came at me knowing that would automatically be consigned to the trash. It would allow me to look around and see if there was someone out there I could take a liking to. I looked around and there you were. You were constantly looking at me, but wouldn't do anything so I decided to make the first move. You told me your story and I decided to see if it was true and that led to our fake relationship.
"After three months of being around me and not making any moves I decided that you were the real thing and I began to plan on how to reel you in. I was having trouble trying to figure out how to get myself out of the hole I'd dug myself into with the marriage lie when everything went pear-shaped on me. You somehow figured it out. In a way it was good because I could stop trying to think of a way to get by the marriage lie, but in a way it was bad because you went all belligerent on me.
"I decided to bite the bullet and make the first move again. That's why I wanted to sit down and have this talk. Cards on the table time Bobby. I want to change my pretend boyfriend for a real boyfriend and since you already have experience I'm offering you the fulltime position. What do you say? Want to give it a shot?"
I did. And now, fifteen years later, I'm glad that I did.
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It had its start in high school. If it had happened a few years later it probably wouldn't have amounted to much, but when you are a teenager you don't look ahead to the possible consequences of your actions.
Sue Ellen and I had been going steady for a little over a year and we had actually been talking marriage when we got out of college. Looking back I could see where it was probably silly of us. I mean we still had to graduate from high school and God only knew what would or could happen before we even graduated from college. As it was we never even made it out of high school.
Two weeks before senior prom Sue Ellen broke a date with me. She said she had to go somewhere with her parents. Those things did happen and I accepted it and found something else to do. Later that evening I stopped in at Harry's Malt Shack. I was sitting there when Bill Neubert came in, saw me and came over to join me. He ordered a burger, fries and a strawberry milk shake and then said:
"I didn't know that you and Sue Ellen broke up. What happened?"
"Why do you think we broke up?"
"I just saw her and Harry Short necking in the parking lot behind the movie."
"When was this?"
"About ten minutes ago."
I guess I must have surprised him when I jumped up and hurried out. It took me less than four minutes to get to the Rialto and sure enough Sue Ellen and Harry were parked in the back of the lot making out. They were in a clinch and didn't even notice me when I walked up. I watched for about a minute and then I knocked on the window. They pulled apart and both sets of eyes went wide when they saw me. I looked at Sue Ellen and said "Goodbye." I don't know if she heard me through the window glass, but I emphasized it by waving goodbye to her. I walked away from the car and went home.
The next day was Saturday and I went to my part-time job at Boysen's Super Market. When I got home my mother told me that Sue Ellen had called several times trying to get in touch with me.
"You should probably give her a call."
"Don't think so. We broke up last night and I really don't think we have anything to say to each other."
I went on to my room and worked on a paper that was due on Wednesday. I was typing it when the phone rang and my mother called out;
"It's for you Rob."
I went out to the kitchen, took the phone from mom and said "Hello?"
"Can I come over Robbie" Sue Ellen asked.
"No need to. We have nothing to talk about. I said all that I needed to say when I waved goodbye to you last night. You lied to me when you broke our date and so as far as I am concerned you were cheating on me with Harry. Nothing you can say is going to change any of that. Goodbye" and I hung up on her.
Sunday was another work day for me, but I only worked four hours. If you were under eighteen you could only work part-time and were limited to twenty hours a week and the way it was scheduled I worked eight on Saturday and four on Sunday, Tuesday and Thursday. I was actually eighteen, but I never told them that I'd had a birthday because then they would have scheduled me for more hours and I didn't want that. It would pretty much have meant my life would be nothing but school and work and I wasn't anywhere near ready for that. Part-time gave me enough money to put gas in my car and give me some spending money.
Sue Ellen was waiting for me at the front door when I got to school on Monday. I started to walk by her, but she stepped in front of me and said:
"We have to talk Robbie."
I couldn't see making a scene in front of everybody so I said "At lunch" and gently pushed her out of my way. She was already at a table and waiting for me when I got to the school cafeteria at lunch time. I sat down in a chair opposite her and before she could say a word I said:
"You broke our date because you said you had to go someplace with your mom and dad. Unless they were in the trunk of Harry's car that means that you lied to me. What you were doing with Harry when I knocked on the window was cheating on me. That's cut and dried. So what do we have to talk about?"
"It didn't mean anything Robbie."
"Of course it meant something."
"No it didn't. It was just me trying to satisfy my curiosity."
"Your curiosity?"
"You know you are the only boy I've ever kissed. I just wondered what another boy would be like."
"As far as I know I'm the only boy you have ever made love with. Was that going to be the next curiosity you were going to satisfy?"
"Of course not! How can you even think something like that of me?"
"Given what I caught you doing it is pretty easy for me to think something like that. You weren't doing a damned thing to keep his hands off of your tits and I sure didn't see you trying to stop the hand that was on your leg and moving up. You broke a date with me and lied about it. That's the bottom line Sue Ellen. You should have been up front with me. If you had I might have been able to get by tour going on a date with another guy, but the way you did it ended our relationship."
"It doesn't have to be that way Robbie."
"Maybe not as far as you are concerned Sue Ellen, but it does have to be that way as far as I'm concerned. Goodbye Sue Ellen."
I got up from the table and walked away from her.
I suppose there are some who might say I was being a bit of an asshole for taking a stance like that given that I was only a teenager, but then they might not have grown up in a home with a single mom because of a father who cheated on her and then skipped town when he found out home much alimony and child support he was ordered to pay. It might not have been according to our legal system, but as far as I was concerned cheating was a criminal offense. Whatever! What I have just described set up the event that was going to have far reaching consequences.
++++++++++++++++++++++
My breaking up with Sue Ellen left me without a date to the senior prom. The only girls I knew well enough to ask were already spoken for so I was either going to have to go stag or skip it. The more I thought about it the surer I was that I wouldn't enjoy it going stag so I made the decision not to go.
It was a Tuesday and I'd just gotten home from work and was sitting at the kitchen table studying when the doorbell rang and mom called out and said there was someone here to see me. I went out to the living room and found Pauline French sitting there and talking to my mom. Mom got up and said she would leave the room to give us some privacy.
I'd known Pauline since the third grade and at one time, before I met Sue Ellen, I'd had a bit of a crush on Paulie.
"What brings you over here tonight" I asked.
"I heard that you and Sue Ellen broke up. Is it true?"
"Afraid so."
"What are you going to do as far as the prom is concerned?"
"Not going. Why are you asking?"
"Because I want to go, but I don't want to go by myself."
"Why? Did something happen to Bert?"
"You might say that. I caught him making out with Bev Abbeg at Nancy Wilde's birthday party and broke up with him. Could I possibly interest you in being my prom date?"
It was a no-brainer for me. I wanted to go, but wasn't because I didn't have a date so of course I said:
"I'd love to take you to the prom."
We discussed the details and then I walked her to the door. She surprised me when she threw her arms around me and kissed me.
"You won't be sorry Rob; I promise you that you won't be sorry."
That was open to interpretation. The part about my not being sorry. Word gets around fast in high school and when I walked up to my car after class the next day I found Bert Ellsworth leaning on my left front fender.
"What's this shit I'm hearing that you are taking Pauline to the prom?"
"I am."
"No you aren't motherfucker. Pauline is my bitch and you aren't going anywhere with her."
"She says otherwise. She said she broke up with you."
"I don't give a rat's ass what she said. She's mine until I say she isn't."
"No problem. Have her call me and tell me that, but until I hear from her she's my prom date."
I reached for the door handle and he grabbed my shoulder and started to spin me around to face him. Knowing Bert and his reputation as a hothead I expected that as soon as I turned he was going to send a fist at my face so instead of fighting his attempt to turn me I quickly spun around and as I turned I clenched my fist, raised my right arm and by the time I was facing him my fist was already on its way to his head. He wasn't expecting it and it crashed into his jaw. It stunned and staggered him. I got myself set for a charge and said:
"Bring it asshole."
He shook his head a couple of times to clear it, took a long look at me and must have decided to let it go.
"This ain't over motherfucker" and he turned and walked away.
I got in my car and headed in to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On prom night I had a great time with Pauline. I did have to share her as far as dancing went, but I also danced with some other girls. The only sore spot was that Sue Ellen was there with Bobby Holbrook and she spent the night throwing nasty glances at me and Pauline, but we ignored her.
We attended two after prom parties. There was alcohol at both parties and while I did have one beer at each it was my limit. I had no intension of getting smashed, but Pauline was in a party mood and she did make several trips to the punch bowl that had the alcoholic punch in it.
When we left the second party and I was pulling away from the curb Pauline said "I don't want to do it on a back seat."
"What?"
"I said I don't want to do it on your back seat. Have you some place where we can go?"
Suddenly it hit me! She wanted to make love, just not in the car. I did have a place we could go. My mom was spending the weekend with my Aunt Ruth. Aunt Ruth had fallen and had broken a wrist and mom was going to help her.
As we undressed in my bedroom Pauline said "I told you that you wouldn't be sorry if you took me to the prom" and she was right. I wasn't sorry at all. Pauline was a little more adventurous than Sue Ellen had been. Sue Ellen didn't like oral and only wanted to do it in the missionary position. She wanted a lot, but only in the missionary.
Pauline gave me my first blowjob and had me do her doggie. The second time started out cowgirl and ended up in the missionary. She was surprised to find out that I'd never eaten pussy and she corrected that problem right away. She taught me how to do it the way she liked it and by the time the weekend was over she gave me high marks on my ability to get her off with just my mouth.
That's right. I said weekend. I did have to have her home by six in the morning on Saturday, but I had arranged to have the weekend off from work so I picked her up at noon and we spent the next ten hours in my bedroom. I had her home by eleven and then picked her up again at ten on Sunday and spent the following six hours in my room. Well yeah; it wasn't all just sex. We did stop to eat and take a shower or two, but by and large it was basically your average sex-filled weekend. At six when mom got home from Aunt Ruth's we were dressed and in the kitchen eating chicken noodle soup and grilled cheese sandwiches.
Paulie and I became a couple after that weekend. We lasted till the middle of our second year in college and then Paulie told me she wanted to date other guys. She wanted to keep seeing me, but didn't want us to be exclusive. I told her I was sorry but that wouldn't work for me. I wished her good luck and we parted ways.
For the rest of my sophomore year I dated some, got laid enough to keep from going nuts and concentrated on my studies.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Junior year is when my life got interesting again. The class was Production Management and halfway through the tern the instructor broke the class up into groups of four and assigned each group a project. We were told that the project would account for half the grade we received for the course. My group was made up of three guys and one girl. The girl was Kathy Winters and she was a knockout. She was the girl you would NEVER take home to meet mom and dad because dad would take a shot at her and mom would kill him.
I'd seen her around campus since my first year and she was always on the arm of some jock. I'd even been in a couple of classes with her so I knew her enough to nod a hello whenever we passed each other in the halls or out and about around campus.
In my opinion the other two guys were meatheads. Jocks taking the class as a requirement of their athletic scholarships. I knew from past experience that they were only interested in getting a grade that would allow them to stay on their team. All they were really interested in was using college sports as a springboard to the pros.
We had our first joint meeting at the library and when it was over and we were heading out Kathy asked if she could buy me a cup of coffee. Once we were seated in the cafeteria Kathy asked me what I hoped to get out of the class.
"Is it just a box that needs to be checked marked to get another three credit hours toward your degree? A class you will just settle for a passing grade on?"
"Not at all. When I start sending out resumes I want them to contain the highest GPA I can get. As far as the class itself goes I expect that what I'll learn will be useful in real life situations."
"Then you do realize to get a good grade you and I are going to have to do it all right? Chad and Spence don't give beans about the class. All they want to do is the bare minimum to get at least a C to maintain their sports eligibility. If we get a good grade, and I want an A, it means that we will have to do their parts as well as our own."
I sat there and listened to her and I agreed with her on all of it. What I was having trouble getting my head around was her seemingly low opinion of jocks when they were all I saw her with. When she stopped talking I told her I totally agreed with her and then we divided up Chad and Spence's tasks between us. That meant we would be spending more time together until we got the class out of the way.
Class was on Tuesday and Friday and after every class the group got together at the library and went over the project. As expected Chad and Spence did no more than we expected. Since Tuesday was a work day for me I sat in on the meeting just long enough to go over what I'd done and then I hurried off to work. Kathy and I would usually meet once a week, to go over things and work on the project. The meetings were businesslike and nothing but the project was discussed.
We turned the project in on time and we did get an A on it. The day the paper was returned to us with the grade on it Kathy asked me to meet her for coffee. We sat down and as I took my first sip Kathy said:
"I want to thank you for helping me get a good grade."
"No thanks necessary. It was in my best interests to get it done."
She looked at me for several seconds and then hit me with "How come you haven't ever made a pass at me? Why haven't you ever asked me out?"
That caught me by surprise and I didn't know what to say. When I didn't respond right away she said:
"It can't be because you have a girlfriend because you don't. At least not one who has ever been seen with you."
I finally got myself together enough to say "No one has seen me with one because I don't have one, but I have seen you with other guys."
"So what? There is no ring on my finger. I'm not married, engaged, or going steady."
"Maybe not, but all the guys I've seen you with are jocks. Figuring that they were the type you preferred and I'm not that type of guy I just didn't bother wasting my time."
"I date those types because they are the only ones who ask me out. I'm not dumb Rob. I know what I look like. I've had guys sniffing after me since I was twelve. There are a lot of guys I would have liked to get to know better but never got the chance to because they would look at me and say to themselves that someone like them would never have a chance with me.
"Jocks are a different breed of cat. Being good at sports apparently gives them confidence in themselves and they tend to go after what they want. Tell me this; did you ever see me with any one of them for a long period?"
"Can't say that I noticed Kathy. All I noticed was that you were always with someone and I'm not a guy who poaches on someone else's territory."
"Well I'm not dating anyone at the present time."
That was as clear an invitation as any I had ever received and I immediately asked her out.
After a month of dating we made love for the first time. After that we made love as often as we could. It helped a lot that Kathy came from a fairly well to do family and had an apartment just off campus. Our relationship reached a point (at least in my mind) where I was considering making us permanent. Nothing had been said, but I had a feeling that Kathy felt the same way.
The good times ended at summer break when Kathy went home to Ohio for the summer. She asked me to go with her so I could meet her family, but it just wasn't possible. I was NOT from a well to do family and I had to work. I was attending school on scholarships and I had to work to earn money for the extras. Things like putting gas in the car, paying for dates with Kathy and so on.
I was still working at Boysen's, but had moved from stock boy at a store to working in the main distribution warehouse. I took as many hours as I could and saved money to buy Kathy a ring. I intended to propose as soon as she came back to school at the end of August.
A week before she was due back (and after making sure it was returnable if she said no) I bought a ring. Kathy called me to let me know when her flight would get in so I could pick her up. My plan was to drop to my knee and propose as soon as I saw her, but I chickened out. I had a sudden picture in my mind or being on my knees in the airport surround by people and having Kathy say no.
Not doing it at the airport turned out to be a good move on my part because when I did ask her to marry me she did say no.
I picked her up at the airport where she gave me an extremely passionate kiss and then I drove her to her apartment. Once in the car she told me she was as horny as a billy goat and for me to plan on a long night. Luckily for me the next day was Sunday and I didn't have to work because Kathy didn't leave me with enough energy to get my butt out of bed in the morning.
We did manage to get up around eleven and went out for breakfast. When we got back to her apartment I made my move. I dropped to a knee, held up the ring and asked her to marry me. I know I had a big smile on my face when I did it, but the smile quickly disappeared when she said:
"This is just so sweet of you Rob and I'm touched that you think so much of me, but I'm afraid I have to say no."
Talk about suddenly having an ice cold bucket of water dumped on your head. As I slowly got back to my feet I muttered:
"At least the ring is returnable."
I turned and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"Home."
"No! Get your ass back here Robert!"
I turned to face her and said "Why? There isn't anything here for me anymore. I thought we had something going. I thought we were more than just a college shack job that would end when we graduated. Sorry Kat, but I need more than that" and I turned and walked out of her apartment.
I was bummed and it showed. I hadn't been home five minutes when my mom asked me what was wrong.
"I asked Kathy to marry me and she turned me down."
"She tell you why?"
"I didn't stick around to find out. Besides, it wouldn't matter. I'm one of the few guys that accept that no means no."
"She might have had a good reason."
"Good for her maybe, but not for me. Excuse me; I'm going up to my room to sulk."



I laid down on my bed, stared up at the ceiling and ran my relationship with Kathy through my mind. I tried to pin point something - anything - that would have shown me that Kathy didn't feel the way about me that I felt about her, but I couldn't see it. Maybe it was true. Maybe love was blind.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was the first day of class and luckily, at least for the first semester, I had no shared classes with Kathy. All my classes were morning classes and I'd taken them so I could work a full afternoon shift at the warehouse. That meant that I wouldn't be having lunch at the Student Union and if I stuck to my schedule and got the hell off campus as soon as classes were over I could avoid Kathy.
I'm sure that by now almost everyone has heard the saying that "Man plans and the Gods laugh." When my last class was over I beat feet to the parking lot only to find Kathy sitting in my car. I'd forgotten that I'd given her a set of keys so she could use the car while I was at work. I got in and said:
"What the hell are you doing here?"
"You ran away before I could explain myself to you and I didn't want to talk about it on the phone. You probably wouldn't have taken my call anyway. This seemed like the best way to get to you."
I was tempted to say "Why bother" but I kept my mouth shut.
"Just hear me out okay?'
I just sat there and silently looked at her.
"I don't want to get married now baby. I'm not saying no to you; I'm saying no to marriage. I haven't busted my butt to get a degree just to toss it into the trash can and become a wife and mother. I fully intend to use my degree Rob, but right now I have no idea where. When I start sending out resumes I have no idea what I might be offered. It could be east coast, west coast or down south somewhere. I couldn't just pack up and go if I were married.
"Think about it Rob. We get married, I get offered my dream job, but it is in New York, Boston or maybe Los Angeles and you say that you aren't going to move there. You already know what you will be doing. You are going to stay right here and go full-time at Boysen's. I might get a job in this area or I might not.
"Then there is the fact that I know you too well baby. I know you are going to want a family and you will start pressing me to give you kids and I'm going to have to tell you no. Again baby; I didn't bust my ass to get a degree and then not use it."
I sat, listened, and by the time she was done I could see where she was coming from and accept it, but it changed nothing. Whether our relationship had ended last night or would end with our graduation the fact remained that our relationship was over.
"Say something baby?"
"What's to say? You covered it all. We have no future."
I started the car, put it in gear and as soon as we started moving Kathy asked "What are you doing?"
"Since you are already in the car I'm giving you a ride to your apartment."
We drove in silence for a minute or two and then she said "We still have till schools over Rob."
"Right; and I can wake up every morning and know I'm one day closer to losing you. No thanks. Bottom line here is that I loved you enough to ask you to marry me and you don't care enough about me to choose me over a career. I have no interest in being second place in my lady's life."
She didn't say anything to that and that in itself said more than words could have. I pulled up in front of her apartment and waited for her to get out. She hesitated a bit and then said:
"I'm sorry Rob; I really am."
I said nothing and just waited for her to get out of the car. When she got out I drove away without looking back.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next month my life consisted of nothing but school and work. I did occasionally see Kathy around the campus, but never did talk with her. A couple of times she saw me and started to head towards me, but then caught herself and moved in another direction.
I passed up several chances to date because, quite frankly, I was tired of investing my time in girls that would either leave me hanging or hang me out to dry. Then one day I saw something that must have flipped a switch in my head and I started looking at girls again. The something? I saw Kathy walking with a guy and they were talking and laughing together. It was like a voice in my head said:
"She can move on so why can't you?"
For the rest of the term I dated some and got laid a time or two. At the start of my last semester my class in Management Decision Analysis was broken up into groups for another project. The group consisted of me, one other guy and three girls. I'd dated two of them the previous semester, but even though I'd seen the third around campus I didn't know her. Her name was Nancy, but she preferred to be called Nan. The group met twice a week after class in the library and after the third meeting the three girls and I started stopping at the Village Inn for coffee. For some reason or other Hank, the other guy, could never join us or maybe never wanted to).
One night Cyndi and Cora didn't join us and it was just Nan and me at VI. We had been talking about some stupid so called 'reality show' when suddenly Nan said:
"Both Cora and Cyndi say you are a fun date. When do I get my chance?"
I was sipping my coffee when she said it and I almost spit it out. I put the cup down and said "I beg your pardon?"
"Simple enough. I want to go out with you and I don't want to wait around for you to ask so I'm just putting it out there."
She as a good looking girl and I hadn't been out on a date in a while so I said "What time and where?"
I had a good time on our first two dates, but the third date is when things got interesting. The first two dates I received a goodnight kiss on the cheek, but on the third Nan hit me with:
"Every girl I've talked with who knows you says you are a pretty nice guy. Cora says you are pretty good between the sheets. Cyndi says "I'll never tell" but she is smiling when she says it. Samantha Stark (the first girl I dated after my break with Kathy) said she wished she could have kept you, but you were too leery of a relationship at the time. What I am getting at is that I'm a healthy female and I have certain needs I am looking for a friends with benefits relationship until the term is over. I have no interest in marriage. I just need to get laid on a regular basis. No strings attached. Your choice. If you are in let's do it. If you aren't this is our last date."
She loved it all. She gave great head, liked it in any position you could think of and a session couldn't end without doing anal at least once. Nan was the perfect woman for me at that stage of my life. I liked her a lot, but I didn't love her. We had some good times together and she never failed to drain me dry when we got together. I was almost sorry when graduation day came. We had one last night together the day we walked across the stage and got our sheepskins and then she left for Atlanta and I never heard from her again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At Boysen's I had been being groomed to take over from my boss when he retired. It was expected that he would retire the year after I graduated and that I would have that year to work with him before taking over. It didn't work out that way. I came in to work one Wednesday morning and found him dead on the floor of his office. He'd had a massive heart attack.
Suddenly I was up to my ears in a job I was only half prepared for. I was putting in ten or twelve hours a day for six and sometime seven days a week. All I was able to do was eat, sleep and go to work. It took a little over six months before I got it to where I was only putting in about fifty hours a week.
I started going out and meeting people and I met a few ladies that I got to know really well. One of those ladies was Nadia Spellman. We dated for a month before we fell into a rather torrid affair. The woman was a fuck Goddess. She wanted to make love all the time and I was going to say no? I was thinking of asking her to marry me when it was taken out of my hands.
"We have to talk Rob."
"Why Nadia? What's wrong?"
"I'm pregnant."
A week later I carried my bride over the threshold of my apartment. The next six months were pure bliss. I had the life I wanted. A good job, a gorgeous wife, a sex life that would tire out a satyr and a child on the way. All that was missing was the house with a yard and a dog and cat, but we were working on that and had looked at a couple that were for sale.
In her seventh month Nadia fell down some stairs at work and it caused her to miscarry. Things were glum for a while with her and then she seemed to come out of it. The doctors had told us there didn't seem to be a reason why we couldn't try again, but Nadia let me know in no uncertain terms that she wouldn't be ready to try again any time soon.
When the doctor cleared her to have sex again she was back to her usual insatiable self. Another six months went by and then one afternoon I decided to surprise Nadia at work and take her to lunch. There was surprise and it was for both of us. When I walked unannounced into her office she was surprised to see me. I was surprised to see her on her knees sucking off one of her coworkers while he sat on the edge her desk.
"Excuse me; I should have knocked" I said and I turned and left.
The divorce was hassle free. I didn't want her anymore after seeing her on her knees and she obviously didn't want me. Turns out they had been fucking for months and she had intended to leave me anyway. I never asked any of the questions most guys would ask like "Why" and "What did I do wrong" because I really didn't care. Wages were comparable so no alimony. No assets to speak off except some savings that were split and we both kept our own cars. After we split it didn't take me long to decide that I probably wasn't the one who got her pregnant in the first place.
One day my boss called me into his office and asked if I would be interested in taking a promotion and transferring to Dayton. I had nothing holding me back so I said yes.
The first month was spent in getting acclimated to the job and the area. It was when I started checking out the night life that things got interesting. It was a Saturday night and I had been told the Starlight Lounge was 'a happening place' so I decided to check it out.
I'd been there about an hour and I'd dance with a few unescorted ladies and was considering making a move on the redhead when four girls came in and took a table near the back of the room. I couldn't believe my eyes. One of them was Kathy. What were the odds on that happening?
At the same time I recognized her she glanced my way and I saw the look of recognition come over her face. She turned, said something to the other three and then I had four sets of eyes looking over at me.
The polite thing for me to do would be to get up, go over and say hi, but the truth of the matter was that seeing Kathy instantly brought back the hurt she had laid on me way back when. I decided that my night was shot and I got up to leave. I was almost to the door when a hand grabbed my arm and a woman's voice said:
"Hey! Where are you going?"
I turned and saw one of the girls who had come in with Kathy.
"Need to get out of here" I said.
"She told us you would probably cut and run as soon as you saw her, but we want you to stay."
"Why would I want to do that?"
"Because Kat has told us so much about you over the last couple of years that we all feel we know you and we would like to get to know you better."
"Kathy talking about me? I doubt that."
"It's true. We've all heard about how she had the perfect guy and then got stupid and let him get away."
"She said that? Sure doesn't sound like the Kathy I knew."
"Believe it. So how about it? Stick around; it might be fun."
I had to admit to some curiosity so I said "Lead on sweetie."
"Sweetie?" she said as she pulled me towards her table. "She didn't tell us you had a silver tongue."
They had grabbed a chair from another table and made room for me. They must have had a lot of confidence in the girl they sent after me. Her name was Jaime by the way. She introduced me to the others at the table. There was Meg, Jan, "And of course you know Kathy." I shook hands with the first two, but only nodded at Kathy. They had arranged my seating to be between Jaime and Meg and directly across from Kathy. Kathy smiled at me and said:
"You're looking well Rob."
"Clean living."
Then Jaime said "We are in here quite often, but I don't believe we've ever seen you in here before."
"This is my first time. I only moved here two months ago."
Then they wanted to know why I'd moved there and I explained it. While I was speaking I noticed Jaime looking at the dance floor and drumming her fingers on the table in time to the music so I took her arm and asked:
"Should we give the floor a shot?"
She smiled at me and fed my line back to me.
"Lead on sweetie."
We stayed out on the floor for two numbers and in the pause between the two Jaime said "I know all the girls at the table really well and I know that Meg is going to take a shot at you. Kathy will want to, but I think she will wait to see what you will do."
"Why is that?"
"She'll want to see some indication that you still have an interest. She won't take a chance at being rebuffed."
"Why won't Jan?"
"She has a fiancé, but you can never tell; she might just want to trade up."
The band started the next song and it was a slow waltz so Jaime was able to continue.
"The reason I brought it up is that knowing what the others are likely to do I want to get there first. If you are even half of what Kathy made you out to be I want to get to know you."
"I have no idea of what she has been saying, but believe me; I'm nothing special and I know it."
"What do you have to lose in letting me find that out for myself?"
She had me there so I said "All I need is a number to call and the best time to do it."
"I'll see that you get it before we leave."
The song ended and the lead singer announced that it was time for the band to take a break and that they would be back in fifteen minutes. When we got back to the table the girls pumped me for information about my job, where I was living, how did I like the area and so on. Kathy just sat there and listened, but made no effort to get in on the conversation.
The band came back and Meg said "My turn" and got up and took my arm. I got up and we moved out onto the floor. It didn't take me long to figure out that if Jaime was right and Meg was going to take a shot at me Meg would be wasting her time. It was readily apparent that she was a heavy smoker. Her hair, clothes and breath stunk of cigarette smoke and that was a major turn off for me.
She did make a stab at it and asked me if I'd met any girls that I might like to date since moving to Dayton. It was an open invitation and I knew it, but she didn't get the response she was looking for. I told her I had no time for that and that most of my time was going to be spent learning my new job and I didn't expect to have any spare time for at least a couple of months.
We went back to the table and I had another drink before asking Jan to dance. She said yes and once on the floor she asked:
"Are you going to ask Kathy to dance?"
"Why ask me that? Aren't you going to throw yourself at me?"
"I probably would have if I didn't already have Jeff, but what about asking Kathy?"
"I don't know. She was pretty definite when she kicked me to the curb."
"That was then. She realized it was a big mistake and she has regretted it. I know that for a fact because for years I've heard her whine about throwing the best thing that ever happened to her away."
"I don't know if I can. It has been years and I've finally gotten over it. Don't think I want to go there again."
"I'm not suggesting that you get back together with her although I'd bet my life that is what she wants. It won't hurt to extend an olive branch to her. If you can't do that you might not want to come in here anymore since she is in here two or three times a week."
"Has she turned into an alcoholic?"
"Not at all. We work just down the street and a bunch of us usually top in here to wind down. Gives us a chance to blow off steam and disparage management."
As I walked Jan back to the table I was asking myself if I really wanted to take the chance of opening old wounds. Voices in my head were going back and forth on the idea with one voice saying "You are over it; it won't hurt you to be polite" and another voice was saying "Don't do it; you'll just get sucked in again."
I hadn't made up my mind as to what to do where Kathy was concerned, but it turned out not to matter. As soon as Jan took her seat Kathy stood up and said "Next dance is mine." I couldn't say "No thank you" without seeming like an asshole to the other girls and I didn't want that to happen. Not if I expected Jaime to say yes to a date.
Once we were on the dance floor Kathy said "I didn't wait for you to ask me, because you weren't going to ask me were you?"
"There was a debate taking place in my head on whether or not I should. Hadn't made up my mind yet when you stood up."
"Any chance you might have dinner with me sometime soon? I'd love to talk with you."
"Don't know about that Kathy. It took me a while to get over you. Don't know I want to go back there."
"I'm not asking for a date type date. Just two old friends sharing a meal and talking."
"I'll think some on it, but don't get your hopes up. I don't see where any good can come out of it, but I can see the possibility of some hurt and some pain coming for me coming out of us meeting."
The song ended and we went back to the table.
I danced twice more with each of the girls, even Kathy, and later on in the evening when I came out of the bathroom I found Kathy waiting for me.
"I have a feeling that you weren't going to ask so I decided that if it was going to happen it was going to have to be up to me."
She handed me a piece of paper and I looked at it and saw that it was a phone number. I was a half second from just dropping it on the floor and walking away from her, but then I thought there was really no need for me to be an asshole so I put the paper in my pocket and said:
"We'll see. No promises; we'll see."
I had one more drink and one last dance with Jaime and then announced that I was calling it a night. As I stood up to leave Jaime handed me a piece of paper and said:
"Call me."
I wasn't looking in Kathy's direction so I don't know how she took it, but I did see Jan and Meg. Jan smiled and Meg got a sour look on her face and then I capped it by asking:
"When would be a good time?"
"Tomorrow around noon. I usually sleep in after one of these nights."
"Talk to you then" I said and then I left.
As I pulled out of the parking lot I was wondering how Kathy had taken that exchange between Jaime and me. I was hoping that it felt like a kick in the teeth to her. Maybe she would know what I felt like when she gave me her kiss off back in school.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at twelve-fifteen I gave Jaime a call and asked her to have dinner with me and she said yes and gave me directions to her place. When I picked her up I told her since I was fairly new in town she would have to pick where we were going. She gave me directions and we headed to Alphonse's.
On the drive over I asked her how things had gone after I left. She laughed and said "It was like we were at a party and you had dropped a turd in the punch bowl. Meg was pissed. She actually thought we should have done something like rock, paper and scissors to see who got to date you first. Kathy was pissed in a "How could you do this to me" kind of way." Jan didn't say anything; she just sat there and laughed at us."



"To be blunt about it of the four ladies at the table only two had a real chance."
"Who?"
"You and Jan, but you had already clued me in about her fiancé so that left just you."
"Meg and Kathy didn't have a chance?"
I told her why Meg was out of the running and then I told her why Kathy didn't have a chance.
"She hurt me once and you know the old saying "Once burnt, twice shy." I'm not about to let it happen again. She chose career over me and I won't go there again. Speaking of careers and given her stated purpose when she dumped me and her drive to get ahead I would have thought she would be in management by now instead of stopping for drinks and bitching about management."
"She is in management and there is no doubt in anyone's mind that she won't make it to vice-president in the next year. The management we bitch about is upper management. The idiots who run the company."
I changed the subject. All in all it was a pleasant evening and when it was over I asked her out again and she said she would love to.
I picked her up Tuesday and we had dinner and saw a movie. After the movie we stopped at a bar close to where she lived and had a couple of drinks. We talked and got to know each other better and around ten we called it a night since the next day was a work day for both of us. As I drove her home she asked:
"Are you sure Kathy doesn't have a chance of getting back with you?"
"Given how badly she hurt me the first time? I can't see it happening. Why are you asking?"
"Things have been sort of cool between us since Saturday night and I don't want to be put in the position where she thinks I'm the only thing keeping the two of you from getting back together. I can handle the attitude as long as I know in my own mind I'm not doing that."
"She has asked me to have dinner with her some night so we could talk and I guess I should do it and let her know that what we once had is dead and gone."
By then I was at her place and I got a kiss on the cheek when I walked her to her door and an "I enjoyed it Bob. Call me so we can do it again."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work I thought about things. I liked Jaime and it could quite possibly go somewhere, but I was honest with myself. If you were to put Jaime and Kathy in front of me and tell me to choose and I hadn't been already burned by Kathy she would be the one that I would pick. The problem of course is that SHE HAD already burned me.
The simple solution, as I saw it anyway, was to never go back to the Starlight where I might run into Jaime and Kathy. While that might have been the simple solution it wasn't all that realistic. After explaining how I came to be in Dayton to the group on Saturday night they knew where I worked and so they knew where to find me. If I read Jaime right she was the type who would track me down and demand an explanation. From everything Jaime and Jan had said about Kathy, and from Kathy's own actions on Saturday night I was pretty sure that she would come after me too. The only realistic way to handle things was to have a sit down with Kathy and, as she had put it, "Clear the air."
Just before I got off work I called her and set up a dinner date for Thursday. She gave me directions to her place and I told her I would be there at six. I picked he up and asked where she would like to go and she said the Village Inn would be fine,
She was silent for the first five minutes of the ride, but then she said "Jaime says you have gone out with her."
"Couple of times."
"Is it going to get serious?"
"I don't know. Too soon to tell. Why?"
"Just curious. Wondering if I have a chance."
"A chance? You had me Kathy, lock, stock and barrel; you had me, but you didn't want me. Remember?"
"I remember Rob; I remember only too well. It was a mistake I have regretted and one I never thought I would be able to correct. Then suddenly here you are. It is almost like fate decided that I should be given a second chance."
I didn't say anything to that and we rode in silence the rest of the way to the restaurant.
Once we were seated and had ordered Kathy said "I was wrong Rob. I made the wrong choice and I have regretted it ever since. If I could go back and change it I would do it in a heartbeat."
I said nothing; just sat there and listened.
"I guess what I'm asking here is do I have a chance? Any possibility of a do-over?"
As I sat there and listen to her I remembered what we'd had or at least what I'd thought we had before my proposal and I almost wished I could give her what she wanted, but I just couldn't see it happening. Before I could say anything our food arrived and we ate in silence until our plates were clean. I asked if she would like dessert and she said:
"No dessert Rob. You know what I want."
I didn't where there was anything to be gained from prolonging things so I wiped my mouth with a napkin took a sip of water and said:
"I don't see it happening Kathy. You chose your career over me and I understand you have done very well in that career. I'm told you are a sure bet to get a VP slot before very much longer. Are you willing to give it up for me?"
"Why would you ask me that?"
"Because I already know that after doing my time here I'm going to be moved up and that will mean moving back to Chicago. You going to leave your job and come with me?"
"Why couldn't you just stay here?"
That answered my question even though she didn't know it. She wasn't going to give up her chance at VP even for me.
"Who knows? I just might" I said not meaning a word of it, but I didn't want to end our dinner date on a sour note and "See? I knew you wouldn't choose me" would definitely do that. I led her to believe that I would think things over and possibly start dating her and then I took her home.
I walked her to her door and when she asked if I'd like to come in I begged off saying that I expected a long hard day the next day and I needed to get home and get some rest. She kissed me on the cheek and said "Call me" and I left her and went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day just before quitting time I got a call from Jaime asking me to meet her for a drink after work. She named a place and was already there when I got there. I joined her in her booth, gave the waitress my drink order and as soon a she was gone Jaime said:
Kathy was in an extremely good mood today. She told us that she'd had dinner with you last night. You two going to put things back together."
"No. She asked me to have dinner with her so we could talk and she did make a pitch to get us back together. I didn't say yes or no to her because I couldn't bring myself to be an asshole and just say sorry, but no thanks. She will get the message when I don't call."
She didn't say anything to that, but she did smile. We sat, talked and had a couple more drinks and then we made a date for the next night which was a Saturday. For the next two weeks Jaime and I dated. I saw her at least three times a week and by the end of the second week we were making love.
The third week I came home from work and found Kathy waiting in the parking lot for me. How she found out where I lived I don't know and I didn't bother to ask. No need to. She was there and knowing how she got there wouldn't change that. She walked up to me when I got out of my car:
"Why haven't you called me?
"Because there is no future for us and I didn't see reason to give you false hope."
"Of course there isn't any future for us if you don't even try."
"I don't need to try when I already know the outcome. When I asked you to marry me you chose your career over me and I know in my heart and in my mind you would do it again and I will not put myself back in that position."
"How can you say that? You don't think I can change?"
"When we had dinner the other night I asked you if you would be willing to give up your career for me and your answer was "Why would you ask me that?" The correct answer to that question should have been "I gave you up once and I would never make that mistake again." A minute later I told you I would eventually going back to Chicago and I asked if you would give up your job and go with me. The answer to that should have been "I go where you go" or something similar, but the answer I got was "Why can't you just stay here?" No Kathy; I do not believe you wouldn't choose career over me again."
"How can I prove to you that you are wrong?"
"Simple. Go into work tomorrow and resign."
"I can't do that!"
"Why not?"
"I've worked my ass off to get where I am. You can't expect me to throw it all away."
I laughed and said "There you go Kat; doing just what I expected you to do. Job over Rob. You can't do it now, but I'm supposed to believe you would do it once you are a VP and have set your sights on president and CEO?"
"You aren't being fair Rob."
"Maybe not to you Kat, but I am to me. I will not put myself in a position where you can hurt me again."
I walked away from her and went into my apartment.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a date with Jaime for the next day and when I picked her up she asked me what I'd done to piss off Kathy.
"She was positively nasty to me today and called me a rotten bitch for getting in the way of her getting back to you."
I told her about Kathy being at my place when I got home from work and what had been said.
"The next time she says that you are in her way just tell her that her choices are what ended us. Just tell her that if she really wanted me she would have quit her job to be with me."
The next day she told me Kathy had been nasty with her again and that she'd told Kathy just what I'd told her to say:
"And then I told her to get off my case or I was going to upper management and file a complaint against her."
"What could you complain about?"
"Personal harassment. It is a legitimate complaint. A bullshit one, but still legit. The thing is that it would go in her file and prospective vice presidents need to be careful not to let things like that happen."
I laughed and said "You certainly know where to hit her so it hurts."
A couple more weeks went by and Kathy stayed away from Jaime (and me) and I was getting in deeper with Jaime and I was starting to think maybe I should sound her out on what the future might hold for us. I'd already asked her to move in with me, but she had said she'd rather not.
"It is a little too soon Rob; I need to get more comfortable in our relationship before I take that bi of a step."
I was a touch disappointed, but I could understand where she was coming from.
One Saturday she told me she wanted to go to the Starlight because she missed spending some time with Meg and Jan. I questioned the smarts of it.
"We don't need to be around Kathy."
"Kathy won't be there. Meg and Jan sided with me and Kathy stopped going out with them."
For the next month we joined Meg, Jan and at the Starlight and we had a good time. I took turns dancing with the girls and Meg danced with maybe half of the guys who came to our table and asked and Meg did occasionally leave with someone.
I was curious about the fact that even though Jan was supposedly spoken for her guy had never come to the Starlight with her. I asked Jaime about it and she told me that she'd only heard about him, but had never seen him. Since it wasn't any of my business anyway I just let it go.
Jaime and I were getting along well. Our dating had slowed a bit because she decided she needed to take a few refresher classes (she was an accountant) and the classes were on Monday and Thursday. She occasionally did have to say no to a weekend date due to a family commitment of some sort. I'd met her parents, sister and one of her three brothers and they seemed nice.
I knew family was important even though I hadn't had one. Mom had no siblings and her parents had passed before I was five. My father was also an only child and his parents had died before he even met my mom and then suddenly he was gone. I wanted a family and wanted to be part of a family. Kathy knew that and it was one of her reasons for dumping me. I could hardly be upset when Jaime had to put me off for family.
It was one of those weekends when Jaime was with her family and I decided to stop by the Starlight to have a drink or two and maybe dance with Jan and Meg if they were there. Meg wasn't there that night so Jan and I sat and talked until the band started to play. Once they started I danced with Jan. Around nine-thirty I decided to call it a night. Jan asked me to meet her for coffee at the Village Inn and once we were there and seated in a booth she said:
"This is going to be difficult for me Rob because I don't usually insert myself into other people's affairs. Add to that I don't know for sure what kind of relationship you have with Jaime. You may even already know what I'm going to tell you and be okay with it, but if not it is something that you need to know. I guess the best way to do this is ask you if your relationship with Jaime is supposed to be exclusive or is it what some are calling an open relationship."
As I sat there and listened to her I was trying to figure out where the conversation was going, but I was pretty sure that I wasn't going to like the answer. I knew what an open relationship was so I said:
"We do not have an open relationship. What is this all about Jan?"
"Jaime is seeing someone else a couple of times a week and I'm pretty sure she is with him right now."
"How can you know that?"
"Our office isn't all that big and I overhear some of her conversations with Bert including the one where they discussed what they would be doing this weekend."
"I take it this Bert guy works in your office too?"
"He does. What I find curious is that he and Jaime had a relationship and for some reason it went sour. I remember him calling her a stinking bitch and telling her she wasn't worth spit and he didn't want anything more to do with her. That was over a year ago and now he is back talking to her and going out with her. It is almost like he didn't want her until someone else did. She did date some after she and Bert split, but never got into a relationship that is as steady as the one she has with you. Or should I say had instead of has?"
"I don't know, but I am a bit curious here. I thought Jaime was your friend so I don't understand you telling me this."
"She is my friend, but there is one thing I absolutely despise and that is cheating. My hatred of cheating is stronger than any friendship I've ever had and I felt you should know. What are you going to do?"
"Find out more about what is going on. I know I'm asking a lot here, but could you keep your ears open. Maybe let me know if they make a date to go somewhere where I could walk in on them?"
"I guess I could do that. I take it that you aren't going to confront her right away?"
"No. I think I want to know more about what is going on before I jump."
On my way home I thought about what I'd just heard and what it meant where I was concerned. Jaime and I were not in what I could call a committed relationship. I'd pretty much asked her for one when I asked her to move in with me, but she'd said no and had said she wasn't ready to take that big of a step. Maybe she couldn't commit to me because she still had some feelings for this Bert guy and couldn't commit to me until she could give me one hundred percent.
We hadn't agreed to be exclusive so I couldn't consider her seeing this Bert guy as cheating, but I did consider it as lying to me. She lied when she told me about her 'classes' and she lied when she told me about her 'family things' and used that time to be with this other guy. But even if she did lie could I hold that against her? She might have thought telling me the truth would make me drop her and she didn't want that to happen. Maybe all she was doing was making sure that whatever feelings she had for this other guy weren't strong enough to stop her from committing to me.
By the time I got home the only thing I was sure of was that thinking about all the 'maybes' wasn't going to accomplish jack-shit. I needed to know what was what and that meant stay cool and learn as much as I could.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sunday afternoon I got a call from Jaime letting me know she was free if I wanted to get together with her. I told her I didn't feel like going out, but if she wanted to come over I'd fix us some dinner. She said she would be over and about twenty minutes later she was knocking on my door.
I let her in, gave her a glass of white wine and told her to have a seat at the kitchen table while I worked on dinner. A couple of minutes after she sat down I casually asked:
"How was your visit with your family?"
"It was okay, but to tell the truth I'd have rather been here with you."
"For what it's is worth I would rather have had you here too."
After eating we were sat at the table, sipped wine and talked about things. She was thinking of buying a new car and we were talking about cars when suddenly I asked:
"Are we going anywhere? I mean are we ever going to be more than friends with benefits?"
The sudden change caught her off guard and she seemed to hesitate a bit before saying:
"I don't really know. I feel good when I'm with you, but I've been in other relationships where I felt good and had them go to hell on me. I'd like us to go somewhere, but past experience has made me a bit leery of commitment. Why the sudden question?"
"While I was alone over the weekend I got to wondering where my life was going. Thinking about things like was I ever going to get married, have kids, and buy a house. Before you there were three different women I thought I was going to go the house, two kid's route with, but they all fell apart on me so I got to wondering if things with you were going to go anywhere."
"What's wrong with what we have now? It seems to be working."
"Yeah, but it isn't getting me any closer to the house, yard, white picket fence, kids and dog and cat life I want."
"I want those things too, but I feel that right now is just too soon."
I looked at her for several seconds and then said "I'm getting the feeling that you won't commit because there is someone else and you are having a hard time making a choice."
"That's ridiculous."
"Maybe, but with several failed relationships behind me I've learned to look at things different than others would. Like I said, it is just a feeling that I'm getting."
"Well your feeling has managed to kill the mood I was in when I called you. I think I'd better go." I said nothing and she got up, picked up her purse and headed for the door. She had her hand on the door knob when she turned to me and it looked like she was going to say something, but didn't. He turned, opened the door and left.
I was in my office and it was eleven-thirty when my secretary told me I had a call n line one. I picked up the phone, pushed the button for line one and found that it was Jan. After exchanging greetings she said:
"What did you do to Jaime? She has been acting like someone pissed in her cornflakes ever since she got here this morning."
I told her how the evening had gone.
"That explains it" she said. "You asked me to let you know if I ever heard of them going somewhere where you could walk in on them and that's why I'm calling. He asked her to have lunch with him and she said she would and that she'd meet him at Marco's at noon. I don't know if that gives you enough time. I called just as soon as I heard them."
"I've got time. Marco's is only ten minutes from here."
"Call me and let me know how it goes."
"Will do and thanks for the call."
I drove over to Marco's and pulled into the lot at a minute or so after twelve. I saw Jaime's car parked in the second row. I gave her and the Bert guy another five minutes to settle in and then I got out of my car and went inside. Jaime's back was to me and she didn't know I'd come in. The big surprise to me was that I knew the Bert guy. He saw me and his face lit up I a big smile and I knew, just knew, that it wasn't because he was glad to see me.



The Bert guy was none other than Bert Ellsworth. The same Bert Ellsworth who was going to pound my ass when he got the word that I would be taking Pauline French to the prom. It is funny how your mind will sometimes take something, roll it around and look at it from different angles and come up with an answer that is way out of left field, but is none the less the correct one.
Jan had told me that the Bert that Jaime used to go with had kicked her to the curb and had done it brutally. And yet here he was trying to get back with her. There was no doubt in my mind, none whatsoever, that he really wasn't interested in getting back with Jaime. Somehow he had become aware that she was seeing me and he remembered me. I was the guy who took Pauline French away from him (as he saw it) so he was going to get even and take Jaime away from me. He didn't want her, but he had to get back at me.
All of that took place in my head the instant I saw Bert and his smile and before Jaime even knew I was in the building. I smiled as I walked up to their table and stuck my hand out.
"Bert! Long time no see. I didn't know you lived here in Dayton."
Then, as if I hadn't seen her when I first walked in the door, "Jaime? Hey guys; sorry to interrupt your lunch. Good seeing you Bert" and I walked away from them and went to a table in the back of the room and took a seat that put my back to them. I ordered lunch, ate, and when I got up to leave Bert and Jaime were gone. I went back to work and surprisingly got a lot done.
Of course I wondered if Jaime would call me that evening when I got home from work. If she did she wouldn't get me unless she called really, really late because I wasn't going to get home until really, really late. I stopped at Riley's Sports Bar and spent most of the evening there and didn't get home until a quarter after eleven and I was in bed and asleep by eleven-thirty.
Next morning at work I received a call from Jan around ten.
"I'm dying of curiosity here. Jaime has been in a foul mood all morning. What happened yesterday?"
I told her how things had gone own and she said "You didn't talk to her at all?"
"Not a word. I acted surprised to see her there, apologized for interrupting their lunch and walked away from them. I've no idea of what transpired then because I had my back to them."
Then I told her that I knew Bert, what our past history had been and my theory as to why Bert was trying to get back with her.
"I'd be willing to bet that if I dropped her and walked away he'd give it a week or so and then dump her again."
"If you dump her? That sounds like you might not."
"I don't know what I'm going to do yet. I know I'm not going to do anything until I talk to her."
"Keep me in the loop okay?"
"Will do. Keep your eyes and ears open on your end and keep me posted."
"You got it. Got to go. Bye."
I'd been home about thirty minutes and was trying to decide on whether to go out to eat or to stay in and fix myself something when the phone rang. I answered it and it was Jaime and she wanted to know if she could come over.
"Have I ever said no?"
"Be there in a bit."
"Stop at Pizza Hut on the way. I'll call in an order to carry out."
I called in the order and paid for it with a credit card and half an hour later Jaime showed up with the food. She set the pizza boxes down on the kitchen counter and kissed me.
"What did you get?"
"Pepperoni Lovers for me and Stuffed Crust Vegetarian with no mushrooms for you. Just the way you like it."
"Yummy" she said as she went to the fridge and got us each a beer.
I didn't plan on bringing up her lunch date with Bert. I was going to let her set the tone of the conversation, but I was going to get a dig in that might move things in the direction I wanted. As soon as we sat down to eat I said:
"After the way you left the other night I have to say I'm a bit surprised at your calling me tonight."
"Sorry, but you upset me with your talk of how you were feeling and what you implied. I felt I needed to get out before things were said that would be regretted later."
I said nothing. I just took another bite of my pizza and chased it with a sip of beer.
"How come, since you obviously knew him, you didn't join Bert and me at the restaurant?"
"Bert didn't tell you?"
"He told me you went to high school together, but that was all."
"That's true enough, but we were not buds; not even close to being buds and we almost got into fights a couple of times. That was years ago and when I saw him in the restaurant I decided that it wouldn't hurt to be friendly. Just not friendly enough to sit down and chew the fat with, besides, I didn't want to intrude on the two of you."
"You could have. He is just someone I work with."
"It's okay. None of my business."
As soon as I said that I could almost see the light bulb go on over her head.
"Oh no! He is just a co-worker I sometimes have lunch with."
"I didn't say anything."
"You don't have to. I can sense it. You see me with another man and you add that to the 'feeling' you have about there being someone else keeping me from committing to you. Why can't you just accept that I'm just not ready?"
"How about we get off the subject before things go bad again?"
"I don't want to get off the subject. We need to address it and get it out of the way."
"Okay. If that is what you want so be it. My feeling that there is someone else is not just a feeling. I know for a fact that you and Ellsworth have something going. A little birdie told me all about your past relationship with him and how it ended. Now he is back and you are seeing him on the nights you supposedly have classes and on the weekends you are supposed to be seeing family. You haven't committed to me so I can't bitch about your seeing someone else, but I can get pissed over your lying to me about what you say you are doing while you are with him.
"The fact that I don't like the asshole has nothing to do with things. You are free to do what you want and if a relationship with me isn't one of the things you want then you need to tell me straight out so I don't invest any more of my time in you. Don't just string me along with this "I'm just not ready" bullshit. Just flat out tell me that you can't commit because you also have feelings for someone else."
She just looked at me with an unreadable expression on her face and then said "I don't need this shit!"
She stood up, grabbed her purse and headed for the door. I didn't say a word, just stood up, cleared the dirty dishes off the table. I was putting them in the dishwasher when I heard the door open and close.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day at work I got another phone call from Jan.
"I don't know what you did, but whatever it was it set Jaime off something fierce. She has been an absolute bitch since she got here this morning. She even snarled at Bert when he asked her if they were on for lunch."
I told Jan how the evening had gone and she asked "Is it over for the two of you?"
"As far as I'm concerned it is."
"Then if you are right in what you are think Bert is doing he will be kicking her to the curb. I'm not sure I want to be here the day that happens. Need some cheering up? If you want to stop at the Starlight after work I'll let you buy me a drink."
I didn't have anything better to do so I told her I'd meet here there. She was already there in a booth when I got there. After ordering I asked her:
"What is your fiancé going to say when he finds out you are meeting men in a bar after work?"
"Screw him if he can't take a joke. The real reason I hoped you would take me up on my offer to meet you here is so I could tell you about what went down at the office today. I couldn't do it on the phone because I could have been overheard. Anyway, what happened was Jaime calling you everything but a friend of Jesus and Kathy heard her, smiled and asked Jaime if that meant she was through with you and Jaime snarled "You want the asshole? Have at it." Kathy walked around smiling the rest of the day. I just wanted to give you a heads up. I don't think Kathy has given up on you yet."
"Won't matter if she hasn't given up on me because I've already given up on her."
We had one more drink and I thanked her for keeping me informed and then I went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday night came and I decided that I needed to get out and enjoy myself. The Starlight was out because I didn't want to run into Jaime or any of the others who stopped there. I'd heard some good things about the Alhambra Lounge and I decided to give it a try.
The place had a fair sized crowd, but there were still empty tables, booths and barstools. I couldn't see a table or a booth just for me so I took a seat at the bar. I hadn't been there twenty minutes when Kathy, Meg and two girls I didn't know came in and took one of the empty booths.
I was sitting at the end of the bar and I doubted that Kathy would notice me, but even if she did so what? She knew what my position was as far as she was concerned so I doubted she would do anything even if she saw me. Just goes to show how dumb you can be sometimes.
Kathy took the chair facing the bar, almost immediately noticed me sitting there and was instantly off her chair and heading for me. She walked up to me and said:
"Face it Rob; we are meant to be together. Why else would fate see to it that we would show up at the same place so soon after you getting rid of Jaime?"
"In the first place I didn't get rid of Jaime. She decided she didn't want to play with me anymore. In the second place I don't believe in fate. If we were meant to be together you would have chosen me over career and you didn't."
"I still don't see why I can't have both."
"I never said you couldn't have both. The problem, and I'll admit it is mine, is when choices need to be made between me and your career I'm going to be your second choice and I won't have it that way. My woman is always going to have to put me first and you either can't or won't do that. You need to get back to your friends. They are looking over here at you like they think you are trying to ruin their evening."
"Damn it Rob; why can't you work with me on this? You have a job here. Stay here. You don't need to go back to Chicago."
"I can't stay here and get what I want. I need the promotion that will take me back to Chicago. I need the pay raise that will come with that promotion to be able to afford what I want. I want a family Kathy. I want a house and I want sons and daughters. You going to give up your career to be a mother? In a pigs eye you would and you know it. Face it Kathy, as much as you say you want us together and as much as I would like the same it is never going to happen."
I dropped a five on the bar for the barmaid and I got off my stool and walked out of the place. The encounter killed the evening for me and I went home.
The mood I was in also killed the weekend for me and it took the pile of work waiting on my desk for me on Monday to get me out of it.
Just before lunch I got a phone call from Jan. "You called it" she said. As soon as Bert found out that you and Jaime had split up he dumped her and she is in a foul mood this morning. In addition something must have happened to Kathy over the weekend and she has been a real bear to be around. I don't know if I can keep working here. I can't handle all the drama."
"Maybe I should take you with me when I return to Chicago. I'm sure you can find a good job there."
"The way things are going around here right now I might just take you up on it."
"Hang in there sweetie. With me and Ellsworth out of the picture things should mellow out."
"God I hope so."
"Stay in touch okay?"
"You got it. Talk to you later.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I decided to make change in my habits. I looked around for things to do that would keep me occupied and away from places where I might run into Kathy and Jaime. I found a nice sports type bar and I started stopping in there after work a couple of times a week.
One night I was in there and Ron, one of the guys I had gotten friendly with asked me if I bowled. I told him I did and he asked me if I might be interested in joining a mixed league on Wednesday evening. He said he needed another guy on his team and he was having a hard time finding someone.
I didn't have anything else to do with my Wednesday so I told him I'd give it a try. I warned him that I wasn't a steady bowler and that it was just something I had done on dates back in high school. I didn't even own a ball or shoes. He told me not to worry and that it was just a fun league.
"There are a couple of teams that get all serious about it, but most of us are in it for fun."
I showed up on Wednesday and met the rest of the team. There was Ron's wife Myra and Hal and his wife Carla. I rented shoes and found a house ball that fitted my hand the way I liked and then we started. I didn't embarrass myself, but I didn't shine either.
When we were done we headed into the bar to have a few and socialize and that's when the evening went to shit for me. Sitting at the bar was Bert Ellsworth. I hoped that he hadn't seen me come in with my teammates and at first it looked like I lucked out.
About forty minutes later the rest of the group got up and left, but I still had half a beer in front of me and I stayed to finish it. Bad move on my part. As soon as the others were gone Bert got off his barstool, walked over and sat down at my table. He gave me a huge smirk and said:
"Drowning your sorrows Daltry? How does it feel to have someone take your girl away from you?"
I almost laughed in his face, but instead I decided to fuck with him.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"You took Pauline away from me; I took Jaime away from you."
I laughed at him and said "In your dreams maybe. You couldn't take a woman away from me on your best day. Jaime wasn't anything to me. I was only dating her to piss off Kathy. Kathy and I had a good thing going in college, but she broke us up. She wants to get back with me and it will happen, but I want to fuck with her first just to get a bit even with her for breaking up with me. You didn't take jack shit away from me Ellsworth."
I laughed again, took a swig that finished my beer and then I stood up and said "See you around loser."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next two weeks went by. I stopped at Riley's (the sports bar) a couple of nights a week and bowled on Wednesdays. Fortunately I never ran across Ellsworth again at the bowling alley bar. I spent my weekend nights hitting various night spots looking to meet up with someone of the opposite sex. I danced with a lot of ladies, but never connected with anyone. I pretty much decided to just keep myself busy in Dayton and save looking for feminine companionship until I got back to Chicago.
I was just getting ready to leave my office on a Thursday when the phone rang. It was Jan and after the hello and how are you were out of the way were said:
"You'll never guess what the latest development is."
"Jaime is in a bitchy mood because Ellsworth is sniffing around Kathy."
"How in the hell did you know that?"
I laughed and told her how I'd set Ellsworth up at the bowling alley.
"I knew as soon as I told him that he would go after Kathy."
"You are evil."
"I know. Don't you just love it?"
"Why did you do that to Kathy? I thought you were fond of her."
"I'm more than just fond of her, but we can never be. She is career oriented and I'm family oriented and the two don't mix."
"You can have both. She can have her career and still be a wife and mother."
"That isn't the problem. She will always put career first. I know what I'm saying Jan. I know Kathy and I know her mindset and I know her drive to succeed. I can write the script right now. We get married and she will resist having children because they would interfere with her career. If I did somehow get her pregnant she would work until she had the baby and then hire a nanny or park the kid in day care and get back to her career.
"That won't work for me. I want sons and daughters and a stay at home mom until the kids were old enough to go to school. Once that happens she could go back to work, but that would be years away. Kathy won't do that. I know. I've already put it to her and she wasn't interested."
"She could change. Given the way she has talked about you I know she knows she screwed up when she broke up with you."
"Maybe, but I feel given the choice she would do it again. Keep in touch and let me know what happens."
"Will do. Take care. Talk with you later."
Over the next month Jan called me about once a week. Ellsworth was still on Kathy's trail and she had gone out with him a couple of times, but from what Jan could see the relationship had no heat to it.
"She's gone out with Bert, but she has gone out with a couple of other guys also. Of course she has dated ever since I've known her, but no one guy has ever managed to get a steady relationship going with her and quite frankly I believe it is because of you."
"Because of me?"
"Remember the night we met? Remember how I said we all wanted to meet you because of all that Kathy had told us about you?"
"Yeah. I didn't believe it."
"It was true. After she'd been out on a date with a guy and we asked her how it went she would always compare the date to you. It was always something like "Rob would never have done that" or maybe something like "I can't believe that I let Rob go only to end up going out with a slug like that." You really should give her a chance Rob. What have you got to lose?"
"Only everything I put into it when it craters like I know it would."
"I think you are wrong, but it is your life so I won't mention it again."
But of course she did and I began to suspect that her new goal in life was to get Kathy and me back together.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Thursday and I had just gotten back to the office after having lunch with my boss when I got a call from Jan.
"Want to help me be evil?"
"Be evil? What do you have in mind?"
"I just overheard Bert make a dinner date with Kathy for tomorrow. I want you to call her and ask her out for dinner tomorrow night. If I'm right in what I'm thinking she will break her date with Bert to go to dinner with you."
"Why would I want to do that?"
"To get even with Bert for horning in on you and Jaime for one thing and to help me out for another."
"How would I be helping you out?"
"I don't like Bert. I think he is a snake. I didn't like the way he treated Jaime and she is my friend. Kathy is my friend too and Bert doesn't really care for her; he just wants to stick it to you so I want to fuck with him."
"I don't know if that would be a good idea. Kathy might think there is some hope for her."
"Look at it as an opportunity to plead your case again. You never know Rob; she might just come around to your way of thinking."
I hesitated for a few seconds and ran it through my mind. I finally said "Okay. I'll do it. More to stick it to Bert than to try and get anything going with Kathy. Plus I don't like what he did with Jaime any more than you do. However there is always the chance you are wrong and that she will say no."
"I'm willing to bet big that she won't."
"Is she still at work?"
"She is."
"Okay; I'll call right now."
"I'll be watching her and I'll give you a call as soon as she hangs up."
Do I really want to do this I was thinking as I hung up the phone? Cowboy up dude! You said you would do it so do it! I picked the phone back up and punched in the phone number. Two rings and then:
"Thank you for calling Wexlar. If you know your parties extension please enter it now."



I entered Kathy's number. Two rings and then "Good afternoon. This is Kathy. How may I help you?"
"You could have dinner with me tomorrow night."
There were a few seconds of silence before I heard "Rob?"
"Got it on the first try."
"You are asking me out?"
"I think that is what I said. If this call is being recorded for quality and training purposes you could probably go back and listen to it to be sure."
"Of course I'll have dinner with you tomorrow."
We discussed the logistics and she gave me her address and directions on how to get there. As I hung up I had to admit to myself that I was glad I was going to see her again. About five minutes later Jan called me.
"I knew she would do it. When she hung up she jumped up, shot a fist into the air and yelled "Yes!" Naturally all the girls went over and asked her what was going on. She positively gushed as she said you had asked her out for dinner tomorrow night. Bert was sitting at his desk when she said it and he said "Hey! You have date with me for tomorrow." Kathy said "Sorry, but that was Rob. It is a chance to get us back together and I'm going to take it." Then Bert called her a fucking bitch and Kathy said "What did you call me?" He said that she heard him loud and clear and she laughed and said "So did everyone else here in the office."
Then she picked up the phone and called Monica in Human Resources and asked if she was free at the moment and when Monica said yes Kathy said she had an issue with a fellow employee that she needed to bring to Monica's attention. "Bert lost it and said "You stupid cunt! What are you doing" but by then Kathy was on her way to see Monica. I'll keep you posted.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I arrived on time to pick Kathy up and when she answered my knock and opened the door she took my breath away. She always had been beautiful, but that evening she was stunning. It was obvious that she was going to put on a full court press. At that exact moment I made a decision that might seem callous to many and in fact it probably was, but I was going to get back together with her and have as much of her as I could before going back to Chicago.
If I was right in what I was thinking we would have at least six months together and maybe as much as nine. When the time came for me to leave I would give her the choice of staying or going even though I was almost certain as to what her choice would be.
On the drive to the restaurant we talked about what we had been doing since college and about family and friends. The talk continued over dinner and after eating I took her for drinks and dancing. Dancing close to her with her head on my shoulder had the expected result and when Kathy felt it she pulled herself tighter against me. She looked up at me and said:
"Yes."
"Yes what?"
"I want it. Do we have to stay here?"
"Are you sure?"
"Damned straight I am."
We left the floor, finished our drinks and then left. Once in the car Kathy slid over next to me and reached for my zipper as she said:
"My place is closer. Pay attention to your driving."
She had me unzipped and my cock out before we were even out of the parking lot.
"I've missed him" she said as she started stroking me. I concentrated on my driving as she gave me a hand job. "I want to get the quick one out of the way" she said as she worked on me.
We were only a block from her place when I had to pull to the curb so I could let loose. Kathy knew what it meant when I pulled over and parked so she lowered her head and took me in her mouth just before I blew. She swallowed and was licking me clean as I pulled away from the curb and headed for her place.
Once inside her apartment she pulled me along to her bedroom where we undressed hurriedly and then spent the next three hours doing our best to reduce each other to ruin. When I finally couldn't get it up anymore we snuggled up to each other and fell asleep.
From that night on we were a couple. I gave up my apartment and moved in with Kathy and the next four months went by before Kathy started talking marriage. I wasn't against the idea, but I wasn't going to commit until I saw which way Kathy would go when it was time for me to head back to Chicago. I need to see if she would go with me or not. So when she started talking about permanency I stalled. Kathy wasn't dumb and she recognized I just wasn't ready so she backed off.
We had seven good months together before nut cutting time arrived. I was given the promotion I was expecting and it was time to move back to Chicago.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in my office going over some spread sheets when my secretary buzzed me and told me my wife was on line two. I picked up the phone and said:
"Hi sweetie. What's up?"
"I just left the doctor's office and thought I would call and give you the news. You are going to be a daddy."
"That's great news sweetie; how soon before we know if it is a boy or a girl?"
"Not until it is born. I want it to be a surprise."
"Your call sweetie. I don't really care. I'm going to spoil it rotten either way. I love you Jan."
Jan?
Yes; Jan.
When I told Kathy that my promotion had come through and that it was time for me to return to Chicago I asked her where she would like to have the wedding. In Dayton where all her friends were or in Chicago where we would live.
She did exactly what I had always known she would do. She chose career over me. I packed and was moved out of her apartment an hour after we had our talk. It was tearful and she begged me not to go, but she wouldn't change her mind so I was gone. I checked into a motel for my last two weeks in Dayton.
The next afternoon just after lunch I receive a call from Jan.
"Kathy has been a screaming bitch to work with all morning. The only one I know who can crank her up like that is you. What happened?"
I filled her in on what had taken place and she told me she was sorry things didn't work out. Then she surprised me.
"Remember back when I told you I couldn't handle all the drama of working here and you told me I could always go to Chicago with you when you went back?"
"I remember."
"You really think I can find a good job there?"
"I'm sure of it."
"Can you put out some feelers for me when you get back there?"
"I'll do it."
As soon as I got back to Chicago I did look around and I found several places where Jan could get a job and I called her and gave her the information. A week later I got a call from her and she told me she had accepted an offer and would be in Chicago in two weeks and she asked if I would show her around when she got there and I of course said I would.
Once she was settled in to her new job I made a date with her to show her around and on the date I asked her when her fiancé would be joining her and she told me that there was no fiancé. They had broken up about the time I split with Jaime, but she had kept it to herself because she knew how the others in the office would react and she just didn't want to deal with the drama.
That first date led to several more and we ended up being a couple. After six months she moved in with me and two months after that I proposed and she accepted. We planned a small wedding with just family and a few friends in attendance. One night over dinner Jan jokingly (at least I hoped it was jokingly) asked if we should send wedding invitations to Kathy and Jaime.
"Hell no! I'm sure Kathy would show up and when the preacher got to the part about anyone knowing why the two of us shouldn't be married she would stand up and say something and I would rather not have our wedding interrupted."
She just laughed and told me that I did have a point there. I have no idea how Kathy and Jaime took the news when they heard it, but then I really didn't give a shit.
As and end note - Bert got a letter of reprimand in his file over his use of foul language in front of the women in the office. The letter cost him a promotion and being Bert he just had to blame Kathy for it. Unfortunately for him he did it loud and foul-mouthed in front of a half dozen other employees and it got him fired.
Jaime met a guy and they married about six months after Jan and I did.
Kathy made vice-president and as far as we know she is still single.
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I knew better, but she was a sexy bitch so when she made her move on me the little head took over from the big one. Her name was Francine Luoma and rumor had it that she would put out if you dated her while she was having one of her snit fits.
That needs a little bit of an explanation. Fran was the girlfriend of Norm Schnieder. Theirs was a stormy relationship and only God knew how they managed to keep getting back together. They would get into some kind of argument, break up and then after a month or so they would get back together. Everything would be cool with them for about three or four months and there would be another argument and they would split up again. Fran would hook up with some other guy, but she would eventually go back to Norm. During those periods she was with other guy's rumor had it she did other guys just to spite Norm.
The cycle repeated itself all through high school and into college. I do have to state that none of the guys I knew that had dated Fran ever said straight out that they had done the horizontal boogie with her, but they never flat out denied it either. When asked they would get a half smile on their faces and say something like "A gentleman never tells." It of course left you thinking that that they had indeed done the deed.
As I mentioned earlier Fran was a sexy little bitch and like most other guys who saw her I wanted to fuck her. She fed many of my masturbatory fantasy's and while I would have loved to be one of the guys she went with while she was separated from Norm I never expected it to happen.
For one thing I wasn't the type Fran usually went with. Fran always seemed to go for the jocks and I wasn't one. For another I was a bit on the shy side and I didn't have the stones to approach Fran. Not that I would have anyway because I was in a fairly long term relationship with Pauline French and I was with Pauline every time Fran broke up with Norm.
How did I end up with Pauline if I was so shy? Pauline came after me. Never did understand why. One day while we were in the tenth grade she came up to me and said:
"Since it doesn't look like you are ever going to ask me for a date I decided that it was going to have to be up to me. Would you like to go to the movies with me Saturday?"
Pauline and I were together from then until the middle of the twelfth grade. Her father got a promotion of some kind and it caused them to move away. Pauline said it would only be a short separation since she would be coming back to attend State. We exchanged letters for a couple of months and then the letters from her stopped and she never did come back to go to college at State.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
So, back to the beginning. When Fran made her move on me I knew better that to get into a relationship with her. If we hooked up it would only last a month or so and then she would be back with Norm. But she was a sexy looking lady and then there were those rumors she would put out. Add to that the fact that I hadn't been laid since Pauline left so when Fran came up to me in the Student Union cafeteria and pulled a "Pauline" on me I went along with it.
Pulled a Pauline on me? Yep. Almost word for word what Pauline had said to me that started our relationship. Fran sat down at my table and said:
"How come you have never asked me out Bob? Never mind; no need to answer that, but since it looks like you never will it will have to be me to do the asking. Would you like to go to the movies with me Saturday?"
Like I said, I knew better, but then there were those rumors.
After the show we had dinner at Tricocci's and then we went to a party she had been invited to. We had a few drinks and danced. I had a good time and when I took her home she kissed me on the cheek, told me that she'd had a good time and then said:
"Tomorrow you get to pick what we do. What time do you want to pick me up?"
When I took her home at the end of our fourth date I started to get out of the car and go around and open her door for her, but she grabbed my arm, pulled me back into the car and then kissed me. Kissed me long and hard and it turned into a steamy make out session. When I walked her to her door I received another hot kiss and then she told me that we had been invited to Tina's birthday party and said I should pick her up at six.
We had fun at the party and when I took her home there was another hot make out session in the car. Thinking of the rumors led me to try a few things with my hands and Fran promptly shut me down and moved away from me. I knew that the night was over so I got out of the car and went around and got Fran's door for her and walked her to her door. I thanked her for a fun time and turned to leave. She grabbed my arm and said "Aren't you forgetting something?" and then she kissed me. It was a hot passionate kiss and when she broke it she said:
"See you tomorrow."
As I drove home I was thinking that if Fran did put out she damned sure wasn't an easy piece like the rumors said.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Following my nine o'clock class I had a half hour to kill before my next one so I went to the Union to drink coffee and review my notes. Norm Schnieder came up to my table and said:
"I hear that you and Frannie are seeing each other."
"True" I said.
"Put an end to it. She's mine and I don't like poachers."
"That it?"
He said yes and I went back to my notes. He stood there looking at me and I ignored him and then he walked away.
I usually had lunch in the cafeteria between classes and since our getting together Fran usually joined me. When she joined me I put my notes away and said:
"I saw Norm this morning."
"Oh?"
"He told me to stop seeing you."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Ask you what you would like to do tonight."
"How about a quiet evening in. My parents are going to Vegas for the weekend so I'll fix us something to eat and we can watch a movie. Dad has a big collection of movies on CD and I'm sure we can find something good to watch."
So that is just what we did. Somewhere toward the middle of "Pretty Woman" we started making out. After a bit I let my hands start roaming and again Fran shut me down and pulled away from me.
"I know what the rumors say Bob, but they have no basis in fact. I don't know who started them or why, but they are not true. I suppose that now you know that you won't be dating me anymore?"
"It is a minor disappointment, but I won't stop dating you until you start saying no to me when I ask."
"You mean that?"
"Of course I do."
She slid back over to me, I put my arms around her and kissed her. She snuggled up to me and we watched the rest of the movie. When it was over we made out for about ten minutes and the as I got up to leave I asked:
"Same time tomorrow" and she smiled and said yes.
"I'll bring pizza tomorrow so you won't have to cook."
The next night we watched "She Wore a Yellow Ribbon." I've always thought that John Wayne should have won an Oscar for that one. He was still a young man, but he played that old cavalry captain to perfection.
When the movie was over we made out for a bit and then I went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The following make out session weren't as hot and passionate as the ones we'd had previously. I kept stopping them if they started getting too intense. To me "No" meant just that and Fran had in effect said "No" when she pulled away from me and told me that the rumors were false. But I'm only human so I needed to eliminate the temptation to keep trying to get in Fran's panties. So when the make out sessions started getting a little hot I pulled back. No need to get myself all fired up for nothing.
So why did I keep dating her knowing she wasn't going to get up off of it? Because the more time I spent with her the more time I wanted to spend with her. The more we did together the more I wanted to do together. I was getting hooked, but in the back of my mind I knew I should breakaway before I let myself get to the point where her leaving would hurt. I was fast approaching my sell by date. The longest Fran had spent with anyone before going back to Norm was about six weeks and I had been keeping company with her for five.
I decided that I would do the breaking up before she could do it. It was an ego thing. I would feel better saying that I had dumped her instead of hearing people say that she had dumped me. We had a date for Saturday and I decided that it would be our last. I would tell her that it was over. I'd be a little crass about it and tell her I had found someone who would put out for me. It would be a lie, but she wouldn't know it.
That plan went into the trash can at nine-fifteen on Saturday morning. I was at Paint Brush Park doing my stretching exercises before doing my morning run when Norn came up to me.
"I told you to stay away from Fran, but you weren't smart enough to do it so I'm telling you one last time. Stay away from Franny or I'm going to stomp your ass!"
I punched him in the mouth. It rocked him back and I moved in and hit him a half dozen more times and he fell to the ground. I stood over him and looked down into his face.
"Get up asshole! If you are going to stomp my ass you need to be on your feet to do it. Come on shit for brains; get your ass up and do your best!"
He just laid there looking up at me. I waited, but he made no move to get up. Seeing that he wasn't going to take the challenge I took off and did my run. As I ran I was thinking "No way I can dump Fran now. Even though I'd just shown Norm what I'd thought of his threat I knew if I broke up with Fran he would think it was his treat that made me do it. I couldn't have that! I'd just have to stick it out until Fran gave me my walking papers.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
MY date with Fran that night didn't go the way I thought it would. As soon as she settled into the car seat she said:
"I hear you beat up Norm this morning."
Just fucking great I thought. I get to listen to her bitch at me for hurting her boyfriend.
"Where did you hear that?"
"Brenda Wilson saw it and called me. Is it true?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
I saw no need to duck the question so I told her.
He threatened me so I showed him how I react to threats."
"He threatened you? Why? Come on Bob; don't make me spend all night trying to drag it out of you."
"He told me to stop seeing you or he was going to kick my ass."
"You like me enough that you would fight over me?"
"I like you well enough, but the fight wasn't over you. It was to show Norm that I wasn't afraid of him or his threats."
I know I'd changed my mind about dropping Fran after this date, but the circumstances were right so I decided to get it over with.
"He got whipped for nothing. I had already decided that that tonight was going to be our last date."
"Our last date? Why?"
"It's a pride and ego thing. Five weeks is the longest you have ever dated a guy before dropping him and going back to Norm. We are in our fifth week and I decided I would like it better if I was able to tell people I broke up with you rather than have them looking at me and saying you dumped me. Having them think that you found me lacking compared to Norm."
I wasn't surprised when she said "Take me home please."
I hung a U-turn and took her back to her place. I started to get out and go around and get her door for her, but said "Don't bother" and opened her door, got out of the car, slammed the door closed and walked up to her place.
"That went well" I thought as I pulled away from the curb and headed on home, but I had accomplished what needed to be done.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I found enough to do to keep myself busy over the weekend and it was Monday before I saw Fran again.
I was between classes and in the Student Union cafeteria drinking coffee and going over notes when I saw Fran come in. She saw me and headed for a table on the other side of the room. It was what I had expected so I went back to my notes.
I would occasionally be distracted by someone coming in the door and every time I would look up to see who it was I would notice that Fran was looking at me. When it was time for my next class I got up and headed for the Franklin Building and my Managerial Economics class.
It was Wednesday before I saw Fran again and again it was in the cafeteria. I was doing the notes and coffee thing when she came in. She saw me, but instead of heading for the other side of the room she headed straight for me. She pulled out a chair, sat down and said:
"Morning Bob."
I nodded at her and said "To what do I owe the honor of this visit?"
"I wanted to talk to you, but I doubted that you would take my call if I phoned you. Here seemed like my best bet."
"Talk to me? Why?"
"To clear up a few things. First of all you were not ever going to be dropped so I could go back to Norm. I thought we had a good thing going and I had no intension of ever ending it. The second thing is that you need to understand the Norm thing. The reason I always broke up with Norm was that he was an abusive controlling asshole. That being said the question has to be asked why was would I always end up back with him? There was no good reason; only bad ones and they don't show me as being too bright.
"The way it usually went was I would get fed up with Norm's behavior and break up with him. I'd start dating a guy and after a while Norm would threaten the guy and the guy would stop calling. I would get pissed off at the guy for not telling Norm to fuck off and die and so to spite the guy I would go back to Norm. It was my way of saying "I'd rather be with a real man than a wimp like you." Not all that smart of me to go back to a relationship I'd already bailed out on, but then I've already admitted I wasn't too bright. The thing was that I never intended to stay. I'd just go back to Norm to show the guy what I thought of his lack of backbone and after a week or so I'd kick Norm to the curb.
"It didn't work out that way. I'd start playing mind games with myself. If I left to soon the guy would get over whatever bad thoughts I'd given him about himself. Of course maybe I'd never given them the bad thoughts that I thought I'd planted, but it just shows the way my thinking went. Also there was the way Norm acted when I went back. Sorry and contrite and promising that he'd learned his lesson and he would change, but eventually he would go back to what had driven me away in the first place.
"The whole thing kept repeating itself. What is it they say is the definition of insanity? To keep doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a different outcome each time? I guess that's just what I was. Insane. Stupidly insane. Then you came along. We hit it off, things were going great and then Norm came around and did his usual. You didn't fold. You told him to go pound sand and then you told me you would only stop asking if I started saying no.
"I was never going to say no Bob. There were nothing but yeses in your future as far as I was concerned. Know the really sad part? The night you were going to dump me is the night you were going to get lucky. I'd finally found a guy who was going to stay with me instead of running off with his tail between his legs and I was going to show him how happy I was that he chose me.
"One good thing did come out of our relationship. Some of your backbone rubbed off on me. There won't be any going back to Norm. Thank you for that. Take care."
She got and left. As she walked away I thought about what she'd said. I thought about my misconceptions where she was concerned. Especially about her dropping me to go back to Norm. Well now that I knew where I stood I could do something about it.
That evening when I got home I called her and asked her out. She said no.
"I thought you said there were nothing but yes answers in my future as far as you were concerned."
"That was before you told me that you were dumping me. The fact that you could do that told me that your feelings for me were nowhere even close to the feelings I had for you. Thanks for calling" and she hung up on me.
I stood there staring at the phone in my hand and thinking "What the fuck?" She couldn't do that to me. Who the hell did she think she was? Getting pissed at me because I did something based on her own previous track record? She was so narrow minded she couldn't see my point of view? Well I's sure straighten her ass out!
The next day I was sitting in the cafeteria when she came in, saw me and then took a table on the other side of the room. I got up from my table, walked over to hers and sat down.
"My turn to tal..." and I was looking at an empty chair as she got up and walked away.
I didn't see her at school on Friday, but I saw her Friday night at a kegger at the Phi Delt house. She was with some guy I'd seen around the campus, but didn't know. It was a social setting and I wasn't going to try to talk to her and possibly create a scene. That is I wasn't until she got out on the dance floor and started dirty dancing with him. When she saw me watching she gave me a smirk, leaned up and kissed him and then looked over at me and smirked again.
That cut it for me. I might never be welcome at the Phi Delt house again, but I didn't even think of that as I walked out onto the floor and approached the happy couple. He saw me coming and figured I was going to try and cut in and I could see him steeling himself up to tell me to buzz off. I didn't give him a chance.
"I'm not here to try and take cuts. I just need to deliver a message to your date."
I faced Francine.
"You told me you were insanely stupid when you described your relationship with Schnieder, but I see it another way. The way I see it you are just a dumb cunt and you've proved it by your actions this past week. Anyone halfway smart would have given me the chance to explain. Have a rotten life bitch!" and I turned and walked away leaving a bunch of stunned people watching me walk out the door.
Was my action a bit over the top? Yes it was, but the smirk, the kiss and second smirk pushed the wrong button. I'd probably be sorry and regret what I'd done the next day, but just then I felt justified. Totally justified.
I did regret it the next day and I went back to the Phi Delt house and apologized for creating a disturbance. I was told not to sweat it.
"For some of us it was the high point of the evening. Seeing you do what a lot of us wished we'd had the stones to do at one time or other. I know there is one girl in my past I should have done it to."
I ended up staying there drinking beer and shooting the bull with the guys until it was time to go home and go to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On Monday things did a one-eighty turn. I was in the cafeteria doing the coffee and notes thing when I saw Fran come in and head my way.
"Not going there" I thought. "Not going to listen to her bitch about what I'd done Friday night" and I was up and walking away before her butt hit the seat. She got up to run after me, but tripped and fell down and that gave me a chance to be long gone.
Now it was me avoiding her. I managed not to be where she could get to me until Thursday. After my last class of the day I headed for the parking lot and found her at my car. I could have dealt with it if she had been leaning on it or sitting on a fender. I'd just ignore her and drive off. Kind of hard to do though when she was inside the car sitting on the front seat. I knew I'd locked it so how the hell did she get in?
"Dick Moore had a slim jim and he got me in" is what she told me when I asked.
"Why? Why are you here?"
"To give you what you seem to want. A chance to explain. But did you have to embarrass me to get it? I had to stand there and listen to all the "Way to go dude," "That's telling her" and "You the man" that was going on as you walked out the door. Everyone was looking at me like I was some kind of freak. Why didn't you just ask me to sit down and let you have your say?"



"And just how was I supposed to do that? You hung up on me when I called and you ran every time you saw me coming your way."
"You could have found a way without embarrassing me."
"You have no one but yourself to blame for that. The kiss you gave the guy along with the smirks pushed me over the edge. Your fault Francine. Totally on you."
"I can't undo it so let's just get to the reason I'm here."
"No need now. Your actions killed any desire I had for explaining. I just don't give a shit anymore."
"Then humor me. Give me what I missed."
I looked at her and then decided to just do it; get it over with and put it all behind me.
"I had feelings for you Francine; I had strong feelings for you, but you were going to hurt me. You had a track record Francine and you know it. You would break up with Norm, date another guy for four or five weeks and then dump him and go back to Norm. Five or six times and I wasn't supposed to see a pattern there? We were on our fifth week so I knew it was coming. I just decided that it would salve my ego if I did the dumping instead of you and don't give me any of the "You should have known me better than that" bullshit because your past history is against you. You seemed happy and content with all the guys you dated right up till the day you dumped them so why would I expect any less from you? Again Francine; it was all based on your past history. Your established track record. Okay; you've heard my piece. You can get out now."
"Don't want to. Tell me more about those strong feelings you had for me."
"Why?"
"Weren't you listening when I explained my relationship with Norm to you? I seem to recall telling you what my plans were for you that night. True, they did get derailed, but I don't see much of a problem in getting them back up on the track."
I just sat there and listened to her and she finally said "Say something Bob."
"I'm having trouble getting my head around it. Fun dates, make out sessions and then fuck you Bob, avoid me for weeks and now all of a sudden it is sweetness and light?"
"Get off of it Bob. You had to expect me to get pissed off when you told me you were dropping me and why. And yes, I know it pissed you off when I wouldn't talk to you, but that's just the way us humans are. You piss me off so I have to get back at you by pissing you off. The big thing here is that you heard my side and I've heard your side.
"The bottom line is I have strong feelings for you and you said you had strong feelings for me. If you had strong feelings for me a week ago they haven't had time enough to die. So what's it to be Bob? Do I get out of the car or do we go back to the way things were before the night you were going to dump me?"
I took one long look at her and then smiled. I pushed the key into the slot and started the car. I turned to Francine and said:
"Where to?"
Did they live happily ever after? I think they did.
What say you?
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"Hang in there" he said as he walked away. I had to smile a bit when he said that. The story of my life in three little words. That's pretty much all I've done in life is hang in there. When I was dead and gone that is what it would say on my tombstone.
Frank Dalton
1962 -20??
He hung in there
When I started school I was a chubby kid and all the kids would laugh at me and call me "Fatso" and when I told my dad about it he said:
"Things will change son. All you have to do is hang in there."
By age seven I was wearing glasses because of near-sightedness and the taunts changed to "Four-eyed fatso." When I came home from school in a downer of a mood because of it my mom asked me what was wrong. I told her and she said:
"Don't let it worry you Frankie. Give it some time. Just hang in there and it will get better."
But they didn't. I got interested in sports and the more active I got the more the pounds started falling away. The word "Fatso" disappeared, but things didn't get any better. I just went from "Four-eyed Fatso" to "Frankie Four-eyes."
I wasn't the only kid picked on and some of them had it even worse than I did. Sally Meyers was a bit heavy and her mother always sent her to school in pig-tails so she was "Piggy Pig-tails." Louis Altman was born with one leg shorter than the other and because of it he looked awkward when he walked and that earned him two nicknames. To some he was "Lurching Lou" and to others he was "Limping Louie." I often wondered if their parents told them to hang in there and things would get better.
In school I had trouble getting my head around the concept of imaginary numbers in math class and from my math teacher I got "Hang in there Frank; it'll come to you" but it never did. Not that it mattered since once out of school I never encountered imaginary numbers again.
Of course some of the times I was told to hang in there and it would get better I hung in there and they did. Contact lenses came along and Frankie Four-eyes disappeared. I went out for football and I thought I was pretty good, but the coach thought Danny Marks was better so I sat on the bench. I was talking to my Uncle Bob about it and got the "Hang in there Frank; you'll get your chance." One Friday night in a game against Weston Danny wasn't doing well and the coach said "Dalton! Get in there for Marks" and I never sat on the bench again.
Naturally a lot of the times I was told to hang in there and things would change or get better they never did. A case in point was my infatuation with Pauline French. She was my sister's best friend and as such she was always around. I'd been hung up on her since the seventh grade, but I didn't exist as far as Paulie was concerned. It seemed like Paulie changed boyfriends about as often as I changed my socks and each one she had was a loser. Once I asked my sister why I couldn't get anywhere with Pauline.
"Why is she always going out with meatheads and losers when she could be going out with me?"
"Just hang in there Frankie and you'll get your chance."
But I never did. We graduated from high school and Pauline went back east to go to college.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I might have been infatuated with Pauline, but I didn't sit back and wait for her to decide to give me a shot. I dated a lot until I hooked up with Nancy Wilde halfway through the eleventh grade. We were going steady by the end of the eleventh and we hung together all through the summer vacation.
My eighteenth birthday was a week before school started and as a birthday present Nance (who was two months older) gave me my first blow job. Did I like it? Fucking A I did! When she told me that there were more where that one came from and I could have all I wanted if I would eat her pussy I said:
"Let's get to it!"
Never having done it and not having the slightest idea of what I was doing I naturally didn't give a good showing the first time out. Luckily Nance didn't hold it against me. What she did was teach me how she wanted it done. Next she took my cherry and boy- o-boy did I like that!
A month into the twelfth grade she dumped me for Roger Medow. No easing me into it just a flat out "I'm going with Roger now" when I asked her what she wanted to do on Friday after school. I went looking for Roger. I was going to have a 'little talk' with him about stealing my girl. I found him talking to Tony Bates and Jerry Watts. I fully expected a fist-fight when I jumped him about moving in on Nance, but it didn't happen.
"I didn't move in on her Dalton; she came to me and asked me for a date."
Tony said "He isn't bullshitting you Frank. I was there with him when she did it. She walked up to him and said that since it didn't look like he was ever going to ask her out she was asking him."
"I though you guys must have broken up" Roger said "Why else would she come up to me and since I know she puts out I made a date with her."
"Then it looks like I've got no beef with you" and I walked away.
When my sister asked why I was so down I told her what had happened.
"Rumor has it that his package is a bit large and I guess Nancy wanted to see for herself if it was true. Don't let it get you down. Hang in there and wait. She'll get what's coming to her for being a bitch to you."
And she did. She got pregnant and Roger told her the kid wasn't his and to fuck off. By the time Nancy had the baby we had graduated and Roger had joined the Army and was long gone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Nancy dumped me I made another run at Pauline and as usual I got nowhere. I went into a funk and once again my sister told me to:
"Hang in there Frankie. It will get better. There are a lot of girls who are interested in you and I'll bet a couple of them will make a run at you."
"How could you know that?"
"Girls talk Frankie. Nancy told several girls about what she calls 'your magic mouth' and I'm sure that some of them are going to try and find out if it is true."
"What is this magic mouth stuff?"
"Eating pussy. Girls want it and a lot of guys won't do it. According to what Nancy says you are one who does it."
Yes my sister could and did talk to me like that. We'd had no secrets from each other since the day I walked into the house a couple hours earlier than expected and found her and her then current boyfriend going at it on the living room couch.
So I hung in there and sure enough Bev Abbeg came up to me in the student cafeteria and asked me for a date. I of course said yes and on our third date we were steaming up the windows of the car with our make out sessions.
Our fifth date was at her house. Her parents were gone for the weekend and when I arrived she said she would rather stay home and we could watch some of her dad's collection of movies. We popped a movie into the VCR and were watching "Pretty Woman" when Bev got up to go to the bathroom. When she came back she was naked. She walked over and turned off the TV and then turned to me and said:
"I'll let you fuck me if you'll eat my pussy."
Bev and I lasted until she left to go to college in Texas. I was staying home and going to community college intending to move to a four year college later on. We had a tearful farewell even though we already knew we weren't meant to be as a fulltime couple. I told her that I'd miss her and she knew that what I really meant was that I would miss getting steady pussy from her and she said:
"Just hang in there Frankie and you'll meet someone."
She gave me a hot kiss and then she was gone.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Even though I knew that Bev and I weren't forever I was still bummed that she was gone and as usual my sister picked up on my mood.
"Snap out of it Frankie; she's gone, but someone will take her place before too long. What was it; three weeks between the time that Nancy dropped you and Bev picked up the slack? There are still a lot of girls out there who would like to have their beaver snacked on. Hell; if you weren't my brother I'd have you up in my bedroom munching on mine."
I looked at her when she said that and she misread the expression on my face and said "Oh no Frank; not going there. Either go to your room and beat your meat or go out and find Bev's replacement, but you and I are a no no."
I took her advice and got out of the house.
I hit the arcade and found several of my friends there. I played some of the machines and then Wendell said there was a party going on at Jake Elrod's house and we decided to crash it. I hadn't been there ten minutes when Tanya Ensign came up to me and asked:
"Why, in all the years we have known each other, have you never asked me out?"
"You were always with someone else and it was always someone I knew. The Guy Code says you can't mess with the woman of a friend or acquaintance. And then there is the fact that you are going to State so I don't see you very often."
"I'm not dating anyone now."
I know an invitation when I hear it so I said "Why don't we get out of here and go somewhere more private?"
"Let me grab my purse and say my goodbyes and I'll meet you at the front door in three minutes."
It was closer to five, but who was counting.
When we got in the car she asked what I had in mind when I'd said "Go somewhere more private."
"Just get away from all the noise and interruptions at the party. Go someplace where we can sit and talk."
"Talk about what?"
"You coming up to me and hitting on me for one thing. Girls as hot as you are don't need to go after guys. You are probably beating them off with a stick so why me?"
"I've heard good things about you Frank and I wanted to see for myself if they are true."
"What kind of things?"
"Don't play coy with me Frank. You know damned well what I mean. Girls talk and Nancy Wilde and Beverly Abbeg give you high marks."
"So you are just looking for a sex toy?"
"Being a sex toy isn't a bad thing to be Frankie. There are benefits. You think I'm hot so I doubt you will feel ashamed if people see me on your arm. And then there is the fact that I give as good as I get."
She looked out the window, frowned and then asked where we were going.
"My Uncle Jim is in Calgary for three weeks and I'm watching his house. Cutting the grass and things like that. No sense in sitting at the Village Inn and talking when we can get right to your finding out for yourself if the things you've heard are true."
She looked at me and said "I expected a little more romance in leading up to it."
"Then you shouldn't have come right out and said you wanted to find out if what you'd heard was true. No sense in wasting time is the way I see it. I get the impression that if I don't measure up you are in the wind so let's just get it over with."
She said nothing and after a minutes or so I said "Yes or no babe. If it is no I can hang a U-turn and head for a place where we can sit, talk and waste time in getting to where you've already said you want to go."
"You're right. Let's do it."
I must have measured up because six months later Tanya and I were still seeing a lot of each other. We were not a steady couple even though I wanted us to be, but Tanya had promised her mother she wouldn't attach herself to any one guy until she got out of college. She dated other guys, but I got eighty-five percent of her free time. She did promise me she wouldn't fuck any of them and I was naïve enough (or pussy whipped enough) to believe her.
There were some awkward times when I showed up where she and her date were or she and her date walked into someplace where I was. I was always alone when those things happened because even though Tanya hadn't committed to me I had committed me to her. I fully expected that we would be a fully committed couple as soon as she finished school.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Can you spell STUPID? I got my rude awakening at a party at Jake Elrod's house. Talk about irony. It was at a Jake Elrod party that Tanya and I first hooked up. I'd been there about an hour when Tanya showed up with a guy I didn't know and another couple who I'd never seen before. Probably people she knew from school.
As usual when we ended up somewhere and she was with another guy I avoided her as much as I could. I was out on Jake's patio taking a break from the smoke filled room when the two guys who had arrived with Tanya came out. They were talking and didn't seem to care if anyone overheard them or not. The one guy was saying to the guy who was Tanya's date:
"Why are you wasting time on her if she won't give up some pussy?"
"She gives great head and even though she won't give me any pussy she does let me have her ass."
"No shit? She takes it up the dirt road?"
"It's probably tighter than her cunt anyway."
"I've never done anal."
That makes two of us I thought. I didn't know if Tanya's date was lying to his buddy, but she sure as hell was lying to me. When she promised me she wouldn't fuck any of her other dates I took it to mean she wouldn't have sex with any of them, but to me giving head was having sex and if her date wasn't lying taking a cock in her ass was fucking any way you wanted to look at it. What made it even worse was that she had always refused me when I asked if we could try it. They were still talking when I went back into the house. I went and found Jake and thanked him for inviting me and then I left.
It was a Friday night and I went home intending to pack and head up to the lake and camp out for the weekend. Get away from things. Sis was there when I got there and she took one look at me and said:
"You look like someone pissed in your beer."
I told her and got the "Just hang in there Frankie; you'll find a good one in time" speech. I asked her why she wasn't out partying on a Friday night and she said:
"I'm having the same luck with guys that you are having with girls."
I jokingly said "Maybe we should give incest a try and then we could just stay home and not waste time on the slugs out there. You did once mention that you would like to have your muffin munched on."
"Don't tempt me Frankie; just don't tempt me."
I got all my gear together and headed for the campground at the lake. As I put up my tent I was wondering how Tanya would take my not showing up for our Saturday date. Probably call one of the others she had been going out with and fucking.
When I got home Sunday night mom told me that Tanya had called twice and that I probably should give her a call. I hadn't intended to talk to Tanya until later on in the week, but I knew my mom and I knew I would get a ration of crap from her if I didn't return Tanya's call right away. I bit the bullet, picked up the phone and made the call. Mom left the room to give me a little privacy.
"Hello?"
"Mom says you called."
"Frankie? Where were you Saturday?"
"I went camping."
"But we had a date."
"I know" I said and then deliberately trying to give the impression that he had talked with me I went on to say "After hearing what your date had to say about you and the things that you and he had done together I just decided not to waste any more time on you."
"My date? What he said? What are you talking about?"
"I'm talking about what your date to Jake's party on Friday night had to say about your sexual activities with him."
"Rory talked about us?"
"He did indeed. He thinks you give the best head he's ever gotten and that your ass is the tightest thing he has ever been in. I know about the head, but I couldn't comment on the tightness of your ass since you never let me have it. As I remember it you said it was something too filthy and disgusting to even talk about let alone do."
There was silence on the other end so I said "Goodbye Tanya" and hung up the phone.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got out of class Monday I found Tanya sitting in her car and parked right next to mine. When she saw me coming she got out of her car and moved to where she was between me and mine. As soon as I was up to her she asked:
"Why did you hang up on me last night?"
"Because you weren't talking."
"That's because I was stunned by what you said. None of it was true and I couldn't believe what I was hearing from you. This morning when I got to class I jumped Rory about it and he told me he never talked to you. Told me he didn't even know you and had never laid eyes on you."
"That's probably true, but I just happened to be standing where I could overhear him talking to the guy from the couple you came into the party with and what I heard was just what I told you on the phone."
"It isn't true baby; none of it."
"I don't believe you Tanya. I know about you and promises. That's why you are dating other guys. Because of a promise you made your mother right? You promised me that you wouldn't fuck any of the others you dated and that's a promise you both kept and broke at the same time."
She gave me a look that fairly screamed out "What the fuck are you saying? I kept it and broke it at the same time?"
"You promised me you wouldn't fuck them and you kept your promise. To you fucking meant cock in pussy and this Rory guy said you wouldn't let him have your pussy, but you gave him blow jobs and anal sex. To me when you said you wouldn't fuck your other dates it meant that you wouldn't have sex with any of them. Head and anal are sex so as far as I'm concerned you didn't keep your promise to me. That's it in a nutshell Tanya. As far as you are concerned you kept it and as far as I'm concerned you didn't.
"And before you even say he is lying I'm going to say I won't believe you if you do. Just the fact he said he could have everything except pussy from you will set in my mind from now on. The sad thing is it could even be true, but doubt has been firmly planted in my mind and it will always be there."
This is bullshit Frankie and I'll prove it."
"And just how are you going to do that?"
"Just meet me at Harry's Malt Shack tomorrow when you get out of class. Say about four-thirty and I'll prove it."
I was doubtful and it must have shown because she said "Hang in there with me Frankie. We will be all right; you'll see."
When I got to Harry's the next day Tanya was already in a booth and she had her date from Jake's party with her. They were sitting opposite each other and I sat down next to Tanya. She introduced me to Rory and then said:
"Tell him Rory."
He looked like he'd just taken a bite of something rotten and then said "None of what you heard at the party was true. I was trying to make myself look like a stud to Cliff. Tanya and I have been dating off and on for about six weeks and there have been some make out sessions, but she always shut me down whenever I tried getting touchy-feely. The thing was that Tanya had dated Cliff and Cliff knew she wouldn't put out so when he asked me why I was dating a girl who wouldn't put out I tried to put myself one up on him. I lied and said she gave head and would take it up her butt."
"And you expect me to believe this bullshit?"
"I'm hoping like hell you do. She flat told if she if she losses you over this shit she'll ruin me."
"How could she do that?"
"She says she will tell every girl she knows about what I did. If girls think I blabbed about them I'll never get another date in school and I've got three years to go yet."
He looked at Tanya and asked "Are we cool?"
Tanya nodded a yes and then said "Just don't waste your time trying to get me to date you anymore."
He nodded, slid out of the booth and left. Tanya nudged me and said "Scoot."
"What?"
"I want you sitting on the other side."
I moved and once I was seated across from her she said "I'm not all that happy that you were so quick to jump on what that asshole said and kick me to the curb. The least you could have done was call me, tell me what you'd heard and then talked with me before kicking me loose. It makes me think the feelings you have for me are nowhere near the feelings I have for you. I want you to take a few days and think about it Frank. Is all that I am to you is a steady piece of ass? Take a few days to think about it"



She slid out of the booth and walked away.
I did think about it over the next day and a half. Tanya was more to me than a steady piece of ass. I had been thinking of us as husband and wife down the road. I wasn't in any hurry; I was thinking more along the lines of after we got out of school.
Did I believe Rory's story? Yes I did. Been there and done that. In the ninth grade I'd dated Beverly Holbrook and I got a kiss at the end of our second date. A couple of guys had seen it and in the locker room after gym class I was asked if I had gotten anywhere with her. To make myself look good I told them I had finger fucked her and she had given me a hand job and then I told them I'd probably be fucking her after a couple more dates.
Want to know what is as fast as the speed of light? The high school grapevine. Three hours later when I walked out of school I found Bev waiting for me. I was smiling when I walked up to her and I never saw the slap coming. She slapped the side of my head so hard I heard bells ringing and then while I was stunned she kneed me in the crotch, called me a rotten motherfucker and stomped off. It was months before I could ever get another girl to go out with me.
As I remembered that incident a though came to me. I wondered if that was why I couldn't ever get anything going with Pauline.
Friday after class I called Tanya.
"Hello?"
"It's me. I'm calling to apologize for being an asshole. Want to take in a movie with me?"
And we were back to being a couple. Tanya changed her dating habits. To keep her promise to her mother she would date another guy once every two weeks or so, but it was always during the week. I got all of the weekends.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
There was a change in my life. My stint at the community college convinced me that I didn't want to go on to a four year college and I changed my major from Business Management to Metal Fabrication. I turned into a pretty good welder and was a fair hand at sheet metal fabrication. I graduated, found a good job at XYZ Corporation and put together enough money to get an apartment.
The part that sucked was that as the new guy with no seniority I was on the afternoon shift and the only time I could spend with Tanya was on the weekends. I asked her to marry me and she said yes, but not until she graduated and that was two years way.
One night at work I was on break and I was having coffee in the breakroom with Chuck. Chuck was a long time employee with XYZ and with more than enough seniority to go to days, but for some reason he preferred the afternoon shift. I was moaning about how afternoons were screwing up my love life and he said:
"Just hang in there hoss. There is enough turnover here that you can make day shift in about a year."
He was right. It only took six months for a vacancy to open on day shift that I could move to. Once on days I was able to spend more time with Tanya and things got to the point where my bedroom closet and chest of drawers had more of Tanya's stuff in them than mine.
It was a night when Tanya was on one of her 'placating mother' dates and I was having dinner with my parents. My sister and her fiancé were also there and at one point in the evening my sister said:
"Guess what? I talked to Pauline today."
"So?"
"She asked about you. Wanted to know how you were doing."
"Why in the world would she do that? She wouldn't have anything to do with me when we were in school."
"Don't have any idea, but she does ask about you almost every time we talk."
"Probably sorry she missed her chance."
Sis got a good laugh out of that one.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Life was good. The job was great. Tanya and I were already planning the wedding that would happen the week after her graduation. It was going to be a simple ceremony at the County Court House with the reception being held in my parent's backyard.
I was a bit worried how Tanya's mother would take the sudden marriage, but Tanya told me not to sweat it. She told me that she would handle her mother. I hoped so because I liked her mom and I was pretty sure that her mother liked me.
Tanya was spending some nights with me; telling her mother she was sleeping over with one of her girlfriends and I sure did love waking up in the morning with her snuggled up against me. I wanted more and one morning I asked Tanya:
"Why don't you just tell your mother you've found the one you want to spend your life with and put an end to all the games? She likes me. She'll understand."
"I just don't want to let her down. She is big on promises and I don't want to break the one I made her. Just hang in there honey; it will only be a couple more months."
The disaster struck.
Six weeks before graduation Tanya said "I'm pregnant."
"How the hell did that happen? I mean I know what we did to make it happen, but how? You are on birth control."
"The medicine I took when I had the flue must have negated my pills. As I remember it we went without making love for about two weeks while I was sick and then we screwed like bunnies when I was feeling better and that's when I think it happened. The timing is right. Bottom line is I'm knocked up and what are we going to do about it?"
"We will just have to move the wedding up and you will have to break the news to your mother."
And so it was. The wedding took place took place at city hall with my parents and Tanya's parents as witnesses and the wedding reception took place at my parent's house with it huge backyard. Everyone had a great time and when it was over we went to my apartment and in a symbolic gesture I picked Tanya up and carried her over the threshold.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Life was good. The sex was mind blowing and I got used to waking up with Tanya snuggled up against me. The only sore spot was that Tanya had two months of school left and one or two nights a week she had to meet with a study group or the group she was in that was working on a class project.
Finally she graduated and between us we decided that it made no sense for her to find a job that she would just have to leave to have the baby. When the baby was old enough for daycare she would find a job.
We spent the summer fucking like sex crazed rabbits. Tanya told me we needed to get as much in as we could before we had to stop and then have to wait a couple of months until the doctor cleared her to have sex again. We made it until the first week of her eighth month before she told me no more.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Naturally the baby decided it was time to get the show on the road at 3 a.m. in the morning. Tanya shook me awake and told me I needed to get my butt up and get her to the hospital. I got her there and six hours later she gave birth to a son.
It was a momentous day. Jason Alexander Dalton joined us and I became a man whose newest concern was to find a divorce attorney. I might not have been the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I had paid attention when I was in school and I had gotten an A in both math and biology and I could tell when something didn't add up.
Tanya's black hair and brown eyes plus my brown hair and brown eyes could not equal a redheaded and blue eyed son and the first thing that came to mind when I looked at young Jason was red haired and blue eyed Rory. The same Rory that said he had lied when he had said that he'd had sex with Tanya,
It was not only apparent that he had lied about not fucking Tanya, but that the two of them had kept on fucking. It had been just a little over a year from the time he told me his story and Tanya telling me she was pregnant. I went to the nurse's station and told them that the child was obviously not mine and I told them not to put my name on the birth certificate as father.
I'd called both sets of parents as soon as I got Tanya to the hospital and they were both on the scene when we were shown the baby. I looked at Tanya's mother and said:
"I hope you still have her room available. She will need a place to stay when the hospital releases her and the baby. I'll bring her things over sometime this afternoon."
She asked what I was talking about, but I was already walking away. I hadn't gotten to the car yet when my cell phone beeped. It was my mother in law wanting to know what I'd meant.
"Take a look at the baby's hair color and eyes. There is no way that two dark haired brown eyed people could produce a red haired blue eyed baby. You can be the one who lets her know she won't be living with me when she gets released."
I'd called work from the hospital and told them I wouldn't be in and why. Josh, my foreman, congratulated me and I'd told him I would be in the next day and then I went home and I was no sooner there when my mother called me and asked why I had just walked out of the hospital. I told her the story and she said she was sorry to hear that because she had really liked Tanya. She told me she would pass the word to my dad and the rest of the family. When she hung up I went back to bed.
I woke up at six to the smells of cooking food. I got up, put on my pants and a shirt and left the bedroom. I found Judy (my mother in law) in the kitchen. I knew she had a key, but I was still surprised to see her in my apartment. She saw me and said:
"I was just getting ready to wake you up. Dinner is ready and after we eat we need to talk."
"Talk about what?"
"You and Tanya and your child of course."
"Not my kid" I said and then I just had to laugh. "Probably your fault that he isn't."
"My fault? What does that mean?"
"If it wasn't for that stupid promise you made her give you she wouldn't have been dating other guys and it wouldn't have happened."
"What in the world are you talking about?"
"The promise you made her give you not to date anyone steady until she graduated."
"I never made her give me any promises and I most certainly never received a promise from her about her dating. In fact I got on her several times about dating others besides you. I told her she was risking you by doing it. She told me not to worry because you were okay with it."
"Just one more reason to dump her sorry ass."
"Let's not be hasty here Frank. I know she loves you and I know you love her. You need to sit down and talk things over with her. I'm sure she didn't know that it wasn't your child she was carrying. Sit down with her. Just hang in there Frank. I'm sure that the two of you can get by this."
I liked Judy and I really didn't want to upset her, but it had to be done.
"No we can't get by it Judy" and then I told her the whole story about what had happened with Rory. "The fact that Tanya's baby is almost certainly Rory's means that she has been cheating on me for over a year at the very least and most probably even longer than that. After seeing the baby I can't even discount that she might have been cheating on me right up to the time I drove her to the hospital yesterday. I'd never trust her again Judy. That and the fact that I will not raise another man's kid."
"Other men have done it."
"I'm not 'other men' Judy. You know what is really stuck in my brain right now? It is the thought that Tanya knew the father was Rory, went to him and told him and then said they had to get married and he laughed at her and told her he wasn't going to marry some dumb bimbo who was cheating on her boyfriend. That left her with the only other option being me.
"No Judy; there is no chance of us getting by this. Look on the bright side. You now have a grandson you can spoil rotten."
When Tanya and her child were released from the hospital her father picked them up and drove them over to our apartment, but I'd changed the locks and they couldn't get in. He ended up having to take them home with him.
I hadn't spoken with Tanya since she was placed on the gurney and wheeled into the hospital delivery room so I had no idea of what kind of story she was going to tell me, but I did know that whatever it was I wouldn't believe a word of it. She'd been lying to me the entire time I'd known her. Her promise to her mother was a lie. Her promise to me not to have sex with any of her dates was a lie. Her telling me I had gotten her pregnant was a lie. No sir! No way was I ever going to believe anything she might tell me.
In fact, I wasn't going to let her tell me anything. The phone calls started as soon as she got to her parent's place and I didn't take them. If I answered a call and heard her voice I hung up. After a bit I got tired of it and I got rid of the land line and got a different cell phone with a new number. She called work and I told Marlene, the girl who worked in the office, not to page me when Tanya called and not to bother taking any messages for me.
I was in no shape financially to get a lawyer and divorce her so I settled for just staying away from her. I knew I'd have to have a face to face with her sooner or later and I opted for later. As 'later' as I could make it.
The lease on our apartment was up in two weeks and I told the landlord I wouldn't be renewing and why. He told me he had been through something similar so he knew where I was coming from. The he told me he had another unit in a different location and I took him upon it. The only reason I was giving up the apartment in the first place was because that was where Tanya would come when she finally gave up to trying to get in touch with me by phone.
She did show up at work and sit by my car and wait for me to get off work, but I went out the back door where one of the guys I worked with picked me up and gave me a ride home.
After a month she finally found out where I was living. My own stupidity told her where I was. When I left the hospital on the day Jason was born I knew I was done with Tanya so I did all the things you do in the heat of the moment. I cancelled all the credit cards we had together keeping only the two that were in my name only. I closed the bank accounts and took the money to a different bank and set up new accounts. I had new checks printed with my new address on them and that is where I fucked up.
When I took Tanya to the hospital I had to sign a gazillion forms and one of them was the agreement to pay. After my health insurance paid their portion there was still a balance. The hospital got my new address from my insurance carrier and dunned me. I refused to pay and told them to get their money from Tanya and the baby's real father. That didn't fly. I was informed that I was the one who signed all the forms promising to pay so I had to pay. When I didn't they turned it over to their attorneys. I ended up paying and I did it by check.
Meanwhile, to cover their bets, the hospital was also dunning Tanya. She had gone down to the hospital to discuss a payment plan. They pulled up the account and told her it had been paid and she asked how and was told by check. She asked to see it and the hospital gave her a photocopy of the check with my new address in the upper left hand corner. And that is how she managed to be sitting on the steps leading up to my apartment when I got home from work.
I set the tone for the meeting when I walked up to her and said "What the fuck do you want you cheating whore?"
"We need to talk Frank."
"What the fuck do we need to talk about? The kid is obviously not mine so what the fuck else needs to be discussed?"
"We need to talk about us Frank. I love you and you and you know I do and I know you love me. I honestly didn't know Jason wasn't yours until I saw him."
"Yeah and I'll bet that you immediately knew who the father was when you got your first look at him. What that meant to me is that you had been cheating on me for over a year."
"No I wasn't."
"Sure you were. The day you told me you were pregnant was over a year from the meeting you arranged for that Rory guy to tell me his bullshit story. No doubt in my mind that the redheaded and blue eyed Rory isn't the father of your kid. That means he was fucking you right up to the day you told me you were pregnant. That also means, at least to me, that you were fucking him when you got him to tell me that bullshit story that I was dumb enough to buy. Know what else I'm thinking? That you have probably been fucking him all along. Right up to when I took you to the hospital."
"No I wasn't! Can we go inside? We don't need all your neighbors listening in."
I'd known all along I was going to have to have a face to face sit down with her sooner or later and I guessed it was as good a time as any so we went into my apartment. I told her to have a seat at the kitchen table and when she asked if she could have a glass of water I got her one. I sat down across from her and said:
"Okay Tanya; tell me your lies and let's get this over with."
"No lies this time Frank. I need to go back to when I first started dating. I'd dated a couple of guys before you. No, that's not right. A couple is two and I dated four guys before you. I gave my virginity to one of them and then we broke up. When I started dating again I gave it up to the third guy and then the fourth. The three were totally different in size and the way they did it. Technique is guess you could call it.
"Then I hooked up with you and you were totally different from the first three, but with you I got something I never got from the others. I got an emotional charge. The more time I spent with you the more time I wanted to spend with you. I decided that you were the man I wanted to marry and spend the rest of my life with, but I was in no hurry to do it.
"My older sister and two of my cousins got married and all three ended up divorced because they cheated on their husbands. When I told my sister I was going to marry you she told me why she and my cousins Sharon and Gloria ended up cheating on their husbands. All three wondered what they missed by not playing the field before getting married. All three got curious and eventually circumstances presented opportunities for them to satisfy their curiosities. They got caught and ended up single again.
My sister told me to get it all out of my system before I got married. It sounded like good advice. I looked around, saw a couple of other girls I knew who were married and I talked to them about it. One told me she wished she had experienced more of life before getting married and admitted that she'd thought about stepping out on her husband, but was afraid she would get caught. The other told me that she had sown plenty of wild oats before getting married and was glad she had done it. It had allowed her to satisfy all of her curiosities before getting married. I saw the wisdom in that so even though I knew I wanted to be your wife I needed to satisfy my curiosity before getting married.
"I came up with that promise to mother story to try and keep you close while I satisfied those curiosities and it worked until you overheard Rory talking to Cliff. I was feeling guilty about my promise to you so I quit giving up pussy just before I dated Cliff. He dropped me when all I would give him was head.
"I started dating Rory and I liked him enough to let him have my ass, but I wouldn't give him pussy. Then you overheard him talking to Cliff and everything went to hell. I needed to get you back. Rory's price for telling you what he did was my pussy. I was desperate to get you back so I gave him what he wanted. Then when I was back with you I told him I couldn't see him anymore. He laughed and told me I would fuck him whenever he wanted or he would tell you he lied to you. I had you back and I couldn't risk him telling you or I would lose you again.
"After a couple of months he found a girlfriend and stopped coming around to me when he wanted to fuck. I thought I was free of him, but then he broke up with the girl and when he needed to get laid he would look me up. He started up with another girl and left me alone for a couple of months and then they broke up and he came back for some more of me.



"I guess the last time he did me the rubber broke and we didn't notice. After the last time he did me he hooked up with another girl. Then I found out I was pregnant. I knew it was yours because every other guy I'd been with had worn a rubber and you have never used one with me.
"You need to understand one thing Frank. I'm yours and I have always been yours since our third date. I knew then I wanted to spend the rest of my life with you. I love you Frank. God knows I do. I can't lose you Frank; I just can't."
"But you have lost me Tanya. There is no way we will ever get back together after my seeing your child. You should have trusted me Tanya. You should have told me everything back when I walked away after having heard Rory and Cliff. It would have taken a little time, but I was hung up on you enough that I would have eventually put it behind me.
"But that isn't what you did was it? No, you told me lie after lie until the biggest lie was delivered at the hospital. We are done Tanya. You need to face up to it. We are done!"
"No chance?"
"Not even a smidgen."
She had tears in her eyes when she got up and left but they didn't move me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Having made up my mind not to waste money on a divorce, but to just walk away presented me with a problem. I was used to having a sex life and I was going to have to look for a partner who wouldn't mind playing around with a married man. I wouldn't hide it from whoever I managed to hook up with and I wouldn't hide it from Tanya. With any luck at all she would see me playing around and it would piss her of enough that she would work on getting her dad to pay for a lawyer so she could divorce me.
I wouldn't fight it so it wouldn't cost me anything except for alimony for a period and I didn't expect it would be a long period. It would end when she married again and I didn't figure it would take all that long for her to do it.
I started looking the very next night when I got off from work. I went home, cleaned up, changed clothes and then went bar hopping. Met some people I knew, had some drinks and did some dancing, but I didn't hook up with anyone. I did the same thing the following Friday and Saturday with the same results hook up wise, but Saturday wasn't a total loss. I was at The Stage Coach and about an hour after I'd gotten there I saw Rory come in.
He was alone and as he stood there checking out the place I knew he was there for the same thing I was. He found a seat at the bar and ordered a drink. The stool next to him was open so I went over and sat down beside him. He looked over at me and I saw recognition cross over his face and he started to get up, but I grabbed his arm and said:
"Sit down; I come in peace" I said. "You did just what guys are programmed to do. You went after pussy and you got it. She's the one who was supposed to say no and she didn't do it so it's all on her. I've already dumped her and just want to know the whole story."
He shrugged and then said "It was like you said. She was pussy and she weren't wearing no ring so I went after her. It took eight dates to get her, but I do have to say she was worth the wait. We got it on two or three times a week and then suddenly she said I couldn't have her pussy anymore, but she would still give me head and ass."
"What was the deal with the story you told me that night?"
"It was true. She had gone out with Cliff, but she wouldn't fuck him because he had a small dick. At least that is what she told me. She told him if he ate her pussy she would give him head. You know as well as I do that no guy is going to turn down a blowjob. I guess Cliff was a pretty good muffin muncher so they got together a bunch of times until he found a girl willing to fuck him.
"He and I have always had this friendly rivalry thing going so I had to rub it in when he was asking me why I was wasting time on a bitch that wouldn't put out. As for the meeting itself she told me I could go back to using her pussy again if I did the meeting."
"And after that?"
"After what?"
"Did you just get it once for doing the meeting?"
"Fuck no. We fucked right up until she had the kid."
"You fucked her until she got pregnant?"
"No man; I fucked her right up until two weeks before she went into the hospital. I heard she had a boy."
I just looked at him for several seconds and then said "It was a boy and it is yours."
"Mine? No way. No fucking way!"
"Oh yes Rory, yours. The kid has red hair and blue eyes just like you. Both Tanya and I have dark hair and brown eyes so unless she was screwing another red haired blue eyed dude you are a daddy."
"It couldn't be mine. She said she was on birth control."
"The rubber must have broken."
"What rubber? We never used them. She said she hated the feel of them. She said her pills were protection enough for her."
"Guess they weren't. The good news is that I have dumped her so feel free to get in touch with her and say hello to your son."
I got up and left the bar. Not that there was any chance of Tanya and I getting back together, but if there had been even the slightest chance of it finding out Rory was still fucking her after we had gotten married killed it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two weeks after my talk with Rory I stopped in at a place called The Landing Strip. It was the first time in the place and I liked it so I started stopping in regularly. The place seemed to be the haunt of a bunch of girls who worked at the Kelsey Hayes wheel plant and they all liked to dance.
There was one girl, Harlina Collins, who seemed to like me. Enough so that when I would come in and she was there she would jump up from the table and come over and grab me and then tell the other girls I was hers for the night.
The Strip had a live band on Friday and Saturday night, but you had to do with a juke box for the rest of the week, but the girls didn't seem to care. They wanted to dance and someone whistling or humming a tune would work for them.
After a little more than week of dancing with Harlina I finally asked her out and she said yes. Three dates later we made love for the first time and after that we got together two or three times a week. After three months I was starting to think I'd need to spend the money on an attorney and get a divorce so I could take it to the next level with Harlina.
Then I received a rude awakening. It was a Sunday morning and Harlina and I had just finished a wake up fuck when she told me that it was our last day together.
"My husband will be coming home Monday or Tuesday and I have to go back to being a good girl."
Turned out that hubby worked for an oil company and routinely had to make two or three month trips overseas and mostly to Arabic countries. She went on a trip with him once, but didn't like the way women were treated in those places so she never went with him again.
She told me hubby knew that she played while he was gone and was okay with it as long as it was only when he was gone and she was always there for him when he came home. So we made a day of it, doing it three more times. She told me she would still dance with me and then I kissed her goodbye and went home.
Apparently the other girls from the wheel plant knew about Harlina's life style and it didn't bother them at all. Also they must talk among themselves and it seemed that Harlina gave me good marks. When I danced with the other girls a couple of them dropped hints that they would like to be asked out. I asked and both of them said yes and I ended up having sex with both of them.
Carol lasted six months until she told me that her boyfriend had finally proposed and had put a ring on her finger. As she showed it to me she said:
"Now that I have this I have to be true to my man."
Marge and I only lasted six weeks. Other than sex we had nothing in common and we both knew it. We parted friends and still danced when we were at The Strip. Occasionally she would get to be very horny and when that happened we did get it on for old time's sake.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On most Sundays I had dinner at my folks and my sister and her husband were usually there. One Sunday I was talking with my sister (who was also my closest confidant) about my inability to find a lasting relationship and I got the usual:
"Hang in there Frankie; it will get better. You're a good guy and things will get better for you."
"Yeah! Right!" I thought.
One day a work I had a bitch of a day and I decided what I needed when I got off work were a few cold ones to relax me. I decided to swing by The Strip. A couple of cold ones and some dancing with the girls from Kelsey would mellow me out.
I was having a pretty good time. I was working on my third PBR and when I danced with Harlina she told me hubby was gone again would be gone for two months. Then she asked if that information gave me any ideas. I smiled and told her that it did indeed.
We were in the middle of our third dance when someone pulled the plug on the juke box. When it happened my natural reaction was "What the fuck?" I'd never been in the place on a Wednesday night before so I didn't know that Wednesday nights at The Strip was open mic night. Harlina saw I was pissed and asked why and I told her. She told me about open mic night and then said:
"It's okay baby; some of them are pretty good. Just hang in there and you will have a good time."
The emcee or master of ceremonies or whatever he was called said "By now most of you should all know how we do this but for those of you here for the first time I'll give you a little run down. People come in and sign up and then we get them up here on the bandstand and give them their shot at being a standup comedian. When all who have signed up are done we offer the mic to anyone who wants to come up here and give it a try. I always start things off with a joke and then I turn the mic over to the first hopeful. So here we go.
"A highway patrolman pulled up alongside a car speeding down the freeway. Glancing at the car he was astonished to see that the blonde behind the wheel was knitting. Realizing she was oblivious to his flashing lights and siren, the trooper put down his window, turned on his bullhorn and yelled:
"Pullover!"
She glanced up from what she was doing, smiled at him and yelled back "Nope. It's a sweater."
After the laughing died down he said "The first hopeful tonight is Sandra." A stunning redhead walked up to him and he handed her the mic. She took the mic, smiled and began.
"First off, just some observations I've made and to some conclusions I've come to.
What is the thinnest book in the world? What men know about women.
What did God say after he created man? "I can do better than this."
How can you tell if a man is happy? Who cares?
How many men does it take to change a roll of toilet paper? We don't know because it's never happened.
How are men and parking spaces alike? The good ones are already taken and the only ones left are the handicapped.
What's a man's idea of housework? Lifting his legs so you can vacuum.
What does a man consider a seven course meal? A hot dog and a six pack of beer.
What's the difference between a man and E.T.? E.T. phoned home.
What's the best way to force a man to do sit ups? Put the remote between his toes.
How do men define a fifty/fifty relationship? We cook and they eat. They dirty and we clean. They wrinkle and we iron.
How do men exercise at the beach? By sucking in their stomachs every time they see a girl in a bikini.
A husband asked his wife if she knew the meaning of wife? When she didn't answer he said "Without information fighting every time." The wife when hearing that said "It also means With idiot forever."
She got good laughs on all of them, mostly from the women in the crowd. But she got her biggest laugh, again from the women, when she ended with:
A couple drove down the road for several miles not saying a word. An earlier discussion had led to an argument and neither of them was willing to concede their position. As they passed a barnyard of mules, goats and pigs the husband sarcastically asked:
"Relatives of yours."
The wife smiled sweetly at him and replied "Yep! In-laws."
The emcee took the mic from her and said "A girl was visiting her blonde friend who had just acquired two dogs. When asked what their names were the blonde said "The black one is Rolex and the brown one is Timex."
Her friend said "Whoever heard of someone naming their dogs like that?"
"HELLOOOOOOO...," answered he blond, "They are watch dogs."
That got him a boo from the blondes in the audience and he just smiled and said "Next up is George who come to us straight from the meat section at Safeway. He handed the mic to a man who took it and said:
"We have just heard one woman's take on men so I've decided to do a rebuttal. I give you sixteen reasons why some men have dogs instead of wives.
The later you are the more excited the dog is to see you.
Dogs like it if you leave things on the floor.
A dog's parents never visit.
Dogs don't notice if you call them by another dog's name.
Dogs agree that you have to raise your voice to get your point across.
You never have to wait for a dog. They are always ready to go instantly.
Dogs find you interesting when you are mad.
Dogs like to go hunting and fishing.
Dogs won't wake you up at night to ask "If I died would you get another dog?"
If a dog has babies you can put an ad in the paper and sell them.
When you drop a silent one they enjoy the aroma and don't run around frantically with a can of room spray to try and cover it up.
Dogs will let you put a studded collar on them without calling you a pervert.
If a dog smells another dog on you he won't kick and hit you; he just finds it interesting.
And last, but by no means least, if a dog takes off and leaves you it won't take half of your stuff with it when it goes.
To verify these statements lock your wife and dog in the garage for a couple of hours. Then open the door and observe who is happy to see you."
When he finished he received a good round of applause (mostly from men) and he took a bow and then handed the mic to the emcee.
The emcee took the mic and said "This is the story of the poor blond flying in a two-seater airplane with just the pilot. The pilot had a heart attack and dies. She grabs the microphone and calls a Mayday. "Mayday! Mayday! Help me! Help me! My pilot had a heart attack and is dead and I don't know how to fly. Help me! Please help me!
All of a sudden she hears a voice over the radio saying "This is ATC. I have received your message and I will talk you through it. I've had lots of experience with this kind of problem. Just relax. Everything is going to be okay. Now give me your height and position."
The blond says "I'm 5'4'' and I'm in the front seat."
"Okay" says the voice from the tower. "Repeat after me: Our Father...Who art in Heaven..."
He got some chuckles out of it and then he introduced the next wanna be and handed him the microphone.
"A man and a woman were having a quiet romantic dinner and they were gazing lovingly at each other and were holding hands. The waitress, taking an order at another table a few steps away, suddenly notices the woman slowly sliding under the table, but he man sat there and stared straight ahead.
The waitress watched as the woman slid all the way down her chair and out of sight under the table. Still the man stared straight ahead. The waitress, thinking this behavior a bit risqué and worried that it might offend other dinners went over to the table and, tactfully, began by saying to the man:
"Pardon me sir, but I think your wife just slid under the table."
The man looked up at her and said "No she didn't. She just walked in the door."
He got a big laugh out of that one and went on.
"There was this couple who had been married for twenty years. Every time they made love he insisted on turning out the light. After twenty years the wife felt this was ridiculous and she decided she would break him of his crazy habit. So one night while they were in the middle of a wild, screaming romantic session she reached over and turned on the light.
She looked down and saw that her husband was using a battery operated vibrator. Soft, wonderful and larger than a real one. She went completely ballistic.
"You impotent bastard" she screamed at him. "How could you have lied to me all these years? You better explain yourself."
The husband looked her straight in the eye and calmly said "I'll explain the toy...you explain the kids."
I was in a pretty good mood when Harlina and I left The Strip and when I got her home she made it even better.
I had six good weeks with Harlina and then I got the 'hubby coming home' message. We spent our last day together trying to fuck each other to death. Our last day together was both good and bad. The bad, from my point of view, was that it was our last time at least until hubby went away for his next trip.
The good was as I got out of my car at work a man came up to me, handed me an envelope, told me "You have been served" and walked away.
Being sued was good?
You betcha! Tanya was suing me for divorce. She filed using Irreconcilable Differences and asked for no alimony or child support. I signed the papers and sent them in on the same day. I found out later that Rory had gone to see Tanya to find out if Jason was really his. He took one look at the kid and then asked Tanya to marry him. Believe it or not I was invited to the wedding. I passed.
Naturally at one of our Sunday family dinners my sister just had to say "I told you if you just hung in there things would get better."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
So there I was; single again and with no desire to get married again any time soon. My social life continued to center on The Landing Strip. Along with the weekends and occasionally on some other week days I started going in there every Wednesday and even flirted with the idea of getting up there and giving it a shot.
The girls from the wheel plant always seemed to be there when I went in and I spent a lot of time out on the dance floor. One night while I was dancing with one of them (Mary Beth) she asked me when it was going to be her turn to go out with me. "As soon as you tell me when and where" was my answer.
We went out twice and ended up in bed together. It lasted two months before she told me it was time to end it.
"I've gotten even with him."
Turns out that her husband was cheating on her so I was her revenge.
A week after Mary Beth and I ended our relationship Gloria, another wheel plant girl, asked me while we were dancing why I kept going after married women when there were single girls around.
"First there was Harlina and then Carol. Even though Carol wasn't married she did have a steady boyfriend. Then you did Mary Beth. What is it? You get a kick out of doing another man's woman?"
I told her the truth or the truth as I saw it anyway.
"I didn't go after them. They came after me. You saw it. Harlina always claimed me whenever I came in here and both Carol and Mary Beth asked me when I was going to ask them for a date. I'm a guy. I was going to turn them down? No way! My question for you is why are you bringing it up? Is it your way of getting me to notice you?"
The answer turned out to be yes and three days later we were fucking up a storm. Gloria and I lasted three months and then she took a job transfer to Chicago. A week after she had gone I was dancing with Harlina and she whispered in my ear:
"Guess who is off on another trip."
I got almost three months before I got the hubby coming home message.
I was getting enough pussy to satisfy me, but I felt something was missing. It took me a bit before I realized what it was. I had liked being married and even though I was getting plenty of pussy none of them were going to marry me.



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Wednesday night and as I looked at the crowd I was calling myself an idiot. Why? I finally had decided to give stand up a try and I was standing there with a microphone in my hand and calling myself all kinds of a dumb shit for doing it. I took a deep breath and:
"I'd like to start out with some thoughts for the day. Wouldn't it be nice if whenever we messed up in life we could simply press 'Ctl-Alt-Delete' and start over?
If raising children was going to be easy, it never would have started with something called LABOR!
Brain cells come and brain cells go, but fat cells live forever.
I used to eat a lot of natural foods until I learned that most people die of natural causes.
In the sixties people took acid to make the world weird. Now the world is weird and people are taking Prozac to make it normal."
I got some polite laughs and figured that I was dying up there, but I went on.
"A man staggered in to the hospital with a concussion, multiple bruises, two black eyes and a five iron wrapped around his neck. Naturally the doctor asked him:
"What on Earth happened to you?"
"Well, I was having a quiet round of golf with my wife. When we teed off on the sixth hole we both sliced our drives over the fence into a field full of cattle. We went to look for the balls and while I was looking around I noticed that one of the cows had something white on her rear end.
"I walked over and lifted the cow's tail, and sure enough, there was a golf ball with my wife's monogram on it stuck right in the cow's ass. Still holding the tail up I hollered at the wife "Hey! This looks like yours!"
"I don't remember much after that."
I got a good laugh out of that one so I tried for one more.
"An Amish boy and his father were in a mall. They were amazed by almost everything they saw, but especially by two shiny silver walls that would move apart and then come back together. The boy asked:
"What is it Father?"
The father (never having seen an elevator) responded "Son, I have never seen anything like this in my life. I don't know what it is."
While the boy and his father watched in amazement a fat old lady in a wheel chair moved up to the moving walls and pressed a button. The walls opened and the lady rolled between them into a small room. The walls closed and the boy and his father watched the small numbers above the walls light up sequentially. They continued to watch until it reached the last number and then the numbers began to light up again in reverse order. Finally the walls opened up again and a gorgeous twenty-four year old blond strode out.
The father, not taking his eyes off the young woman, said quietly to his son "Quick. Go get your mother."
I was surprised as hell when instead of getting booed off the stage I got laughs and lots of applause when I finished. I decided to quit while I was ahead and I thanked the audience and headed for the bar.
I was sitting at the bar having a cold PBR when someone sat down on the stool next to me and I heard:
"Hey sailor; buy a girl a drink?"
I turned and saw Pauline French sitting there. I just stared at her unable to say a word. She laughed and said:
"Your sister told me I could find you here."
"You came looking for me?"
"I did."
"But why? I chased after you for years and you wouldn't have anything to do with me and now you come looking for me?"
"What can I say? I want to see what I missed out on way back when."
My sister had been right all the time. "Hang in there" she always said. "Hang in there and things will get better."
Well I hung in there by God and things did get better. One hell of a lot better and now ten years and two kids later I'm glad I hung in there.
It got me Pauline.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Okay now let's run a check on things.
XYZ Corp. Check.
Landing Strip Lounge. Check.
Village Inn. Check.
Pabst Blue Ribbon (PBR). Check
Harlina Collins. Check.
Beverly Abbeg. Check.
Nancy Wilde. Check.
Pauline French. Check and double check.
I think I got them all. If I forgot one I'm sure someone will let me know.
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It was a dismal April day and word was spreading through the camp that Bob Lee was going to throw in the towel. I don't know how the other boys felt about it, but I hadn't been fighting those damned Federals for four years just to walk in front of them and lay my Enfield down. Bob Lee could give it up at Appomattox, but I wasn't by God going to do it. They could have my Enfield when they pried my cold dead fingers from it.
I wasn't the only man in Company B of the First Texas Volunteer Infantry that felt that way. Zebulon Cade and Bertram Bryn's felt the same way and we snuck out of camp and headed west for home. Home for me being Polk County, Texas. It wasn't going to be an easy trip. There was going to be thousands of other gray clad boys making their way home, but they wouldn't be looked at twice because they would be unarmed. Zeb, Burt and me still had our arms and accouterments so we would need to be ducking the Federals.
We was in fair shape money wise. On our forays into Pennsylvania we found that our Confederate money wasn't acceptable to shopkeepers and such and looting to get what you wanted could get you in front of a firing squad since Bob Lee had put out the word that he wouldn't tolerate such behavior. So for currency we started stripping the bodies of the Federal dead for their coin. That gave us what we needed to buy what we needed. Mostly food because our rations weren't all that good. And whiskey of course. Couldn't do without the whiskey.
We made fairly good time through Tennessee, Mississippi and it wasn't until Louisiana that we had some trouble. Course it were of our own making. Came to a place just south of Monroe and we seen some smoke from a chimney behind a hill and we left the road to see if they had a well and we could refill our canteens. What we found was a small farmhouse. There was a dead man in the yard and two Yankee cavalrymen having there way with a woman on the porch. She was yelling and screaming and trying to fight them off and one of the Yankee's pulled a knife, slit her throat and kept on fucking her as she bled out. We was too late to help the woman, but not too late to avenge her. Them two blue clad assholes never knew what hit them when we sent .58 caliber balls from our Enfield's their way.
We came down off the hill toward the house and that's when we lost Burt. There was a third Yankee, but he had been in the house. He got Burt, but Zeb and I got him. We cursed ourselves for being stupid. There was three mounts tied to the hitching post and we should have known there was three Yankees, but we didn't stop to think.
We stripped the Yanks and tossed them naked into the hog pen and then we dug graves and buried Burt, the man and the woman. I was all for taking the cavalry mounts so we could put an end to walking, but Zeb pointed out they were all branded U.S. and we would surely be asked how we come to have them. We unsaddled them and turned them loose. We kept what was in their saddlebags. There was coin and some other valuables and we surmised that they was looting when they came upon this place and found the woman. We also kept their Colt Dragoons and Sharps carbines figuring we could sell them.
We searched the place for anything we could use and found that the dead farmer was of a size close to Zeb and me and we shed our gray and outfitted ourselves from his belongings. Not without some reluctance on my part. I'd proudly worn that gray sack coat and them gray trousers for four years and they was like a second skin. Even clothed in other garments I was going to feel naked until I got used to their being gone.
In the barn we found a horse and a farm wagon. We gathered up all the edibles we could find and loaded them in the wagon and then hitched the horse up to it. We took one last look around and then we moved out.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took us thirty-nine days but we finally reached Texas. Along the way we bartered two of the Sharps for goods, but kept the revolvers. At Harshel Zeb and I said goodbye and he headed for his place at Sawell's Landing and I headed for mine outside of Livingston. He had about a three mile walk and I had about thirty to my place so we decided I would keep the wagon. I tried to talk him into letting me take him to his place, but he wanted to walk it. Said he needed the time alone with his thoughts and time to prepare himself to say hello to a wife he hadn't seen in over four years.
I knew what he meant. I hadn't seen Martha in the same amount of time. I'd written her several times, but given the conditions of the time I weren't sure she got them. I'd gotten three widely spaced ones from her and I could tell from the reading of them there had been others sent, but that I hadn't gotten.
The last I'd gotten was in the middle of 64 and in it she was still bitter at my leaving her to go off on what she saw as damned foolishness. I remembered telling her she was getting all riled up over nothing. That it would only take about six months to put the Yankees in their place and then I'd be back home. She and Jared, our thirteen year old son, could handle the farm for that long.
We'd argued and argued, but I'd gone anyway. I wondered what my welcome would be after coming home from the four years my six months had turned into. Hopefully she would be so glad to see me that the arguments would be pushed aside.
The thing that displeased me the most as I approached my homestead was the presence of so many Federal cavalrymen. I'd looked down the long barrel of my Enfield at that blue uniform for too long for me to be comfortable around them.
When I topped the hill that looked down at my place I stopped and took in what lay before me. There was smoke coming from the chimney, a horse tied in front of the house and chickens pecking at the ground. Peaceful looking is what it was and I could stand some peaceful times after the last four years I'd been through.
"Come on horse" I said, "Take me home" and we started down the hill.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I pulled up in front of the house I saw that the horse had the U.S. brand on it. It was wearing a McClelland saddle on it and the scabbard had a Sharps carbine in it. I had me a bad felling when I got down off the wagon seat. I checked the Colt Dragoon I'd taken off one of the dead Yanks a while back and checked the loads. I made sure the percussion caps were all tight and then I walked up to the door I'd walked out of four years before, opened it and went in.
I didn't see anyone, but I could hear them. On the chair next to the table was a blue tunic with Sargent's chevrons on the sleeve and I surmised it belonged to the man I heard saying:
"Like it bitch? Like my cock?"
It near killed me when I heard my Martha say "You know I do lover. Fuck me. Fuck me hard!"
I went to the back of the house where the bedroom was and pulled the curtain aside. The Federal was flat on his back and Martha was bouncing up and down on his dick. Martha's back was to me, but the Federal saw me right enough and he saw the pistol in my hand. Had to hand it to him. I had a gun in my hand and he had Martha's tits in his, but that didn't stop him from sneering at me and telling me to get the fuck out of the house.
I smiled at him, cocked the hammer on the Colt and said "My house and I ain't leaving, but best you do and right now."
When she heard that Martha turned, saw me and her eyes got big with fright. She scrambled to get off the man and off the bed. It had been four years since I'd seen a naked woman and I would have thought that seeing Martha in all her naked glory would give me an erection, but it didn't. The Yank started to get up and he reached for his pants that were lying on the floor next to the bed.
He almost got me.
I was watching Martha's naked tits bouncing around and not him and he almost had the revolver out of the holster that was under his pants before I saw what was happening. I swung the Dragoon and pulled the trigger and he took the bullet between the eyes and when it busted out of the back of his head blood and gore went all over the wall behind him.
I looked at Martha and said "Looks like you got a mess to clean up. Cover yourself woman" and I turned and walked to the front of the house.
I had already picked out the spot where I was going to bury the man and I was trying to figure out what to do with his horse when Martha came out of the bedroom. She had a mean look on her face and had the dead man's revolver in her hand.
"You just had to go and ruin things for me didn't you. You walked out on me four years ago and when I finally get over you and find a new man you just had to come here and ruin things."
I wasn't going argue with her again over my going off to do my duty so I just asked "Where is Jared?"
"He didn't take to my new man and last I heard of him he went down to Galveston and shipped out on some boat. What do you care? You walked away from him too."
She lifted the revolver and pointed it at me and I didn't know if she meant to shoot me or not, but four years of kill or be killed had stamped on me what to do when a gun was pointed at me and reflex's kicked in and I shot her. She fell to the floor and I walked over to her and kicked the revolver away from her hand. She looked up at me and said:
"Damn you to hell!" and then she died.
Not quite the homecoming I'd expected.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I took the dead man's money and watch and then buried Martha and her man under one of the stalls in the barn, spread some hay over the dirt and then put a horse in the stall to tramp it down. I stripped the place of everything usable and valuable and loaded it all in the wagon. I'd head north to the Colorado territories. I'd run into some boys from Colorado when I was in Richmond. They was from Virginia to begin with and had come home to fight for their state. From the way they described Colorado I thought I might like it there.
I wasn't worried about what might happen to the farm. With Jared gone I couldn't work it anyway at least not all by myself and I sure didn't have the coin to hire any help. Someone would come along and take over the place. I could always come back and pretend I was just getting home from the war. I damned sure didn't want to be there when the Federals came looking for their boy. No doubt in my mind, that the Yank wasn't bragging to his mess mates about Martha.
They would come right here looking for him and finding Martha's husband here and their man not around would sure enough make them suspicious. I didn't need to be here for that. Maybe when they got here and couldn't find their man and saw that Martha's horse and saddle were gone they would think the two of them run off together. Near as I could tell no one had seen me come home so I didn't think they would even think of me.
Maybe Jared would come home, find his ma gone and think the same thing and then take over the farm. I'd send a letter to him to Perry's Mercantile with a note on it to hold it for him. Town didn't have no post office so everyone used Perry's as a post office. I was sure that sooner or later he would come home just to see if I'd made it home from the war.
The last thing I needed to do was see to the horses. Besides the one hitched to the wagon I had four more to take care of. The Yank's, Martha's, Jared's and my horse Buck. I made a four horse hitch out of rope and lumber; loaded the wagon with some oats and hay and a rain barrel filled with water and then tied the Yank's mount to the back of the wagon and hooked the other horses up. I took one last look around and then pointed the team north.
Two days ride from my place I turned the Yank's mount loose. If the Federals ever found him he wouldn't be nowhere near the farm.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
In Dallas I traded the Sharps carbine I got from Martha's man for some vittles and forage for the horses and continued on. From there I had a trouble free journey and fourteen days after leaving my place near Livingston I crossed into the Colorado Territory just north of Raton. About ten miles from Starksville I had something happen that made me shiver all over. It was like a bad dream come to haunt me.
I saw smoke that looked like it was from a chimney just off to the west so I headed that way hoping to fill up with water. I topped a rise and looked down on a homestead. I saw two men trying to drag a screaming and fighting woman into the house. I remembered the time we lost Burt, but I couldn't do the same here. The Enfield would knock down one, but in the time it took to reload the other would be able to get to cover.
While I pondered the problem the two men managed to get the woman into the house. That made things a bit easier for me. If I was right in what I was thinking them two would be more interested in getting their britches off than worrying about anything else. I tied the team off to a tree, checked the loads in the Colt and headed for the house. I eased up to a window and glanced in. As I surmised the two were more interested in getting themselves and the woman naked. I saw I had a clear field of fire from the door and a quick look at the door showed that the locking bar was not in place.
When I came in the door one of them saw me and went for his pistol and I shot him. He dropped and the other pushed the woman away and threw himself at me. I put my second shot in the middle of his forehead.
I looked over both men and saw they were dead and then I looked at the woman who was scrambling to get herself covered.
"You all right ma'am?"
"I am now. Thank the Lord for sending you here to help me when I needed it most."
She turned and yelled "You can come up now Katie."
A trap door in the floor opened and a young girl climbed up out of the root cellar. Then the woman introduced herself and her eighteen year old daughter. Her name was Emma and her daughter was Katie. She had seen the men riding in and she recognized them as men her husband had had some trouble with and they had a reputation for being mean and nasty. Since the women didn't have no guns she told Katie to hide in the root cellar.
"They wanted the money that they said Seth owed them and when I told them I didn't have any money they said they had waited long enough for their money and they would just go ahead and take it out in trade. Then you come in and saved me."
I told them how I'd come to be there and then asked why two women were out here alone and defenseless.
My husband went into town four days ago to get supplies. He should have been back two days ago. I don't know why he ain't back yet."
"Sure you do ma. He got to drinking and chasing them whores at Charlie's Saloon. How else them two on the floor knew we was out here alone?"
"I guess we can worry about him later" I said. "Right now we got to figure out what to do with them two" and I pointed at the bodies on the floor.
Emma said "I guess we have to bury them."
"Why waste the effort" Katie said. Strip them, take their valuables, tie them onto their horses and shove the horses towards town. Let people see what can happen to you when you are a worthless asshole."
I liked the girl. She had spirit. Not bad to look at either. Not quite as lush as her ma and I'd seen just how lush she was before she managed to get herself covered up.
"Good idea" I said, "You clean out their saddle bags while I drag them outside."
"While you do that I'll clean up the mess in here" Emma said.
Once outside I stripped them bare, tossed them over their saddles so their feet hung down on one side and their arms on the other. Then I tied the arms and legs together so they wouldn't fall off. Katie walked them up to the road, pointed the horses to Starkville and slapped their haunches to get them moving on their way.
While she was doing that I brought my team down so I could water the horses. I was filling the rain barrel when Emma came up to me and asked what I was doing.
"Watering the livestock and loading up on water before getting back on the road and on my way."
"You'll do no such thing. I've got supper on. Wash up when you're done and come on up to the house."
While we were eating I asked them why they didn't have guns in the house for protection. Emma told me that her husband had taken them all with him when he went into town. He was going to sell them to get enough money to buy supplies."
"Most likely sold them for money to buy whiskey" Katie said.
"Well you have some now. You've got the pistols and rifles them two had when they come here. If you don't know how to load them and use them I'll show you how."
"We know how" Katie said.
Then Katie asked me where I was going and I told her I had no set destination.
"Just trying to find a place to settle. I met some boys in Richmond and they told me about Colorado. I liked what I heard so I thought I'd come and see for myself."
There was a small silence and then Emma said "I know I'm asking a lot of you, but before you head out could you ride into Starkville and find out what happened to Seth for me?"
I didn't much like the idea of the two women being out here alone and on their own so I said I'd do it the next day.
After I finished eating I stood up and told the women that I was going down to the barn, take care of the stock and then bed down.
"You don't have to sleep in the barn. It would be more comfortable for you here in the house" Emma said.
"I've slept out in the open and in tents for the last four years. I don't think I could be comfortable in a house right now."
That was a lie. After seeing Emma's lush body and me being four years without a woman I couldn't trust myself in the house with her. Or Katie for that matter.
When I finished feeding and watering the horses I scattered some hay around to make a sort of mattress and then I put a blanket over it. It was a warm night and whenever I could I liked to sleep naked and so I stripped, laid down on the makeshift bed and pulled another blanket over me.
I was almost asleep when one of the doors opened and someone came in. I sat up and saw Katie walking towards me.
"What are you doing here?"
"I came to ask you why you ain't up to the house and in bed with my ma. She's been a long time without a good man."
"Your father isn't a good man?"
"He gets drunk a lot and when he does he beats on her. Once when he was drunk he tried to fuck me. That sound like a good man to you?"
"What did your ma do when you told her?"
"I ain't never told her. She'd not take it well and if I told her she would go after him and he'd just beat her some more. So why ain't you up to the house seeing to her?"
"Because she's another man's wife and it wouldn't be right."
"Well I ain't married" she said as she took off her shirt."
Her tits were well shaped and firm looking and my dick started to rise and as it went up it made a tent in my blanket. She pushed off her jeans and said:
"Show me what you got that's making that blanket stand up."
I guess I wasn't moving fast enough for her because she reached down, took hold of the blanket and pulled it off me. "It'll do" she said as she went to her knees and reached for my hardon.
"I hope you ain't one of them what thinks that having fun is dirty."
She bent and took me in her mouth. It had ben four years since I'd been with a woman so it didn't take her all that long to get me to where I was going to burst. It happened so quick that I didn't have time to warn her off. It surprised her, but she stayed with it until it was soft again and then she pulled her mouth off me.
"You coulda warned me."
"Sorry. It's been so long for me it happened too quick."
"No never mind; I like the taste, but you can't do me no good like that."
She bent and took me in her mouth again and she got me up quicker than I thought and then she swung over me, lined me up and then sat down on it. She started working up and down on it and as I looked up at her I saw that her eyes were closed and she had a look on her face that had me believing that her thoughts were far, far away.



I also saw her tits were firm and didn't sway a lot as she moved up and down. Her nipples were long and I reached up and pulled her down to where I could get one in my mouth. She moaned and her hands went from my shoulders to the back of my head and she pulled me tight to her. That changed our positions to where she was having a hard time with moving up and down on me so I rolled us over to put her on her back and then I took over the in and out back and forth.
I did last longer the second time, but it was still quicker than I wanted it to be. I didn't take her "I need more" when I pulled out of her as a complaint that I wasn't man enough to give her what she still needed. I knew my long spell of going without was going to make me lose it quicker and I knew I'd get better at it. As for her still needing I could still help. I remembered what Martha had really liked and so I did it to Katie. I moved down and started to work on her sex with my mouth.
She moaned and her hands went to the back of my head again. She pulled me tight to her and pushed her mound up at me. I don't know what it says about me, but while I was doing it I was wondering how Emma would respond to what I was doing. The memory of that lush body I'd seen when I went through that door to take on them jaspers spurred me on.
Katie moaned and thrashed about and finally I started to rise again. I moved up and stabbed it in. Katie yelled "Yes!" so loud I was afraid it would bring her ma down to see what was going on. In my mind I half hoped it would happen. That she would walk in and see me and Katie going at it and then pull me off Katie only to drop to the blanket and take Katie's place, look up at me and then tell me to hurry. Funny that. How the mind can play with you. Here I had a woman doing her best to reduce me to dirt and I were thinking about a woman I'd only seen naked for a few seconds.
Katie's "Harder, do me harder" pulled me away from my thoughts and brought me back to the business at hand. I fucked the girl as hard and fast as I could and was rewarded with "Yes oh God yes" and "Good, so good" and a "Don't stop, please don't stop." But of course I had to. The sad thing was that no man could go as long as a woman could and I had finally reached the point where I had to let go. I fell to the blanket next to her and told her:
"That's it girl. You done for me."
"Don't think so mister. I'll get you again afore morning" and she grabbed the other blanket and pulled it over us and I fell asleep holding a women for the first time in years.
A roster crowing got us awake and Katie shoved the blanket away and reached for me. I came alive in her hand and I rolled over, mounted her and gave her what she seemed to need and what I most certainly wanted. When it was over she got up and made her way back up to the house. She came back a little later and told me that breakfast was ready.
As I sat with the two women at the table and ate what Emma had fixed I wondered if she knew what Katie had been up to during the night. If she did she hid it well. After giving me a description of her husband Seth I saddled up Buck, my riding horse from back in Livingston, and pointed him to Starkville. I remember Katie saying her father was probably drinking and whoring at Charlie's Saloon so that is where I decided to go first.
The place was empty except for the barkeep. I walked up to the bar and he came over to me.
"What'll you have?"
I slapped a gold dollar down on the bar and said "Whiskey and water."
He left to get it and when he came back with it and set in down in front of me with my change he asked:
"New in these parts? Never seen you in here afore."
"Passing through on my way to Denver. Stopped to look up a man named Seth Watkins. Was with his brother in the war. Kilt at Sharpsburg. Told him I'd look up his brother and let him know."
"Never knowed Seth had a brother. Ain't seen him since last night. Usually comes in here in the evening."
"Any idea where to find him during the day?"
"Might check the livery. He's been known to sleep it off in Josh's hayloft."
I tossed the drink down, said "Much obliged" and I got up and headed for Joshua's Livery Stable. I'd seen it when I rode into town. I saw him as soon as I walked in the door. He was leaning on a stall and talking to a man who was shoeing a horse in it. I overheard what he said to the man in the stall.
"Theys out there alone. I seen the way you looked at Katie last time we was in town. All I need is twenty-five dollars to pay off Sean. All you got to do is ride out there and tell them you give me the money and she or her ma will take care of you."
I turned and left before they saw me. I rode out of town and found a quiet spot off the road and settled down to wait for dark. When it turned dark I headed back into town. My plan was to see if he was in the saloon and then I was going to hide out until he left and then waylay him. I got lucky. I was tying Buck to a hitching post between the livery and the saloon when I seen him coming my way. I looked around and didn't see anybody else and when he got to where he was going to go by me I said:
"Seth? Seth Watkins?"
"That's me. Who are you?"
"A man who wants to give you some money."
"You what?"
"Step between these buildings okay? I don't want no one to see us talking."
"Talk about what?"
"I heard you in the stable this morning and I've got twenty-five dollars."
As I was saying that I was guiding him between the two buildings.
"I don't want anyone seeing me handing you money."
When I got him out of sight I pulled some money out of my pocket and handed it to him. As he was counting it I pulled the Dragoon from where I had it tucked in my belt behind me and hit him upside the head as hard as I could. He went down like a bag of rocks. I dropped on him, knees to his chest and belly and then I choked him until he stopped breathing. I gathered up my money, emptied his pockets, got up and looked around to see if anyone was around. Seeing nobody I walked away from him.
When I got back to Emma's place it was well after dark and I expected everyone to be in bed, but there was a light on in the house. I rode down to the barn, lit a lantern and was seeing to the horse when I heard someone come in. I turned to see Emma.
"Did you find him?"
She deserved to know and I planned on heading out at first light anyway so I told her what I'd found and what I'd done.
"You won't be getting no more visits from men he was trying to sell you too. I reckon that's what those two was up to when I busted in on them. They told you he owed them money to cover up that they'd paid him for you."
"You sure he's dead?"
"I am."
"Thank God again. First he sent you to me to save me from them two and then he seen fit to use you to get rid of that bastard!"
She started to get undressed and I asked her what she was doing.
"Seeing to it you don't have to wait until you get to Heaven to get your reward."
By the time she had finished saying that her shirt was off and those lush titties I'd seen when the two men had stripped her were right there in front of me. So close I could touch them. So I did.
Emma and Katie had something in common. Both was loud when it came to sexing. I wondered if Katie could hear her ma. I didn't have to wonder for long. I glanced up from looking down at Emma and saw Katie standing in the doorway with a big smile on her face as she watched me and her ma rutting on the blanket. She put a finger to her lips, turned and walked away. Me and Emma kept at it until we both tired and then we fell asleep together.
I woke up in the morning with her hand on me. Wasn't no surprise that she already had me halfway to where she wanted me to be. When we were done she said:
"Don't want you thinking bad of me. Thinking I lay down with any man that comes along. I made a big mistake marrying Seth. He was no good, but I didn't see it at the time. By the time he showed me his true colors I'd birthed Katie and he had moved us way out here from St. Louis. I was so damned grateful that you rid me of him that I just had to thank you and what we just done was the only way I could think to do it. Take care of the stock and then come on up to the house. I'll have breakfast on the table."
I finished feeding and watering the animals and went to the house. As I sat there eating Emma asked me what I was going to do and I told her I'd be setting out for Denver as soon as I finished eating.
"Why? This place needs a man and you're already here."
"Somebody is going to come out here sooner or later to tell you about Seth. What they going to think seeing me here? The barkeep at the saloon knows I was there looking for Seth. Me asking and then Seth dead the same day and me out here with you bound to get some folks to thinking."
"Let them think all they want. If nobody saw it don't matter what people think. Me and Katie can't handle this place on our own. Oh we could get by for a short spell like when Seth went into town, but we can't do it full time. You said you was on your way to Denver to find a place to settle. Why not just settle here?"
Then Katie spoke up. "You already seen what can happen to two girls out here alone. Me and ma need you here just as much as this place needs you."
"What will people think when they see a new man out here so soon after your husband died?"
"Don't matter none what they think. We go weeks without seeing other folks. The ones we do see we ain't close enough to to be talking about personal things. They won't know if you are a hired hand or kinfolk visiting."
I will admit to thinking on it. I had no clear idea of what I was going to do when I got to Denver. I'd given some thought to going into the hauling business. I did have a heavy wagon and a four hitch team. If I didn't do that I'd probably have to hire myself out. I was a farmer before I went to war and this was a farm.
"I'd like to do it, but I'm still going to have to leave. I can't chance the law won't come looking for me. Me asking around for Seth and then him dead the same day got to make the law thinking for sure I done it."
"How could you have done it? You been here since noon yesterday when you come back and told us you couldn't find him. Ain't that right Katie?"
"Sure as certain is."
"Nobody going to think his wife and daughter will lie to protect the man who kilt their husband and father. Besides, there ain't no law in Starkville. If there is trouble they have to send for the marshall over to Trinidad."
I let them talk me into staying. I told them the story I told the barkeep and we agreed we stick to that story. I'd come to see her and Katie when I couldn't find Seth and I was staying and helping out on the place until Seth came home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was late afternoon when a man on horseback leading a saddle horse and a pack mule showed up to tell Emma that her husband had been killed and apparently robbed and he wanted to know what she wanted to do with Seth's body. She told him to just go ahead and bury Seth in the town cemetery. Just let her know when so she and Katie could be there.
The man told her that it cost five dollars to have Henry dig the hole and do the burying and she told the man she didn't have no money.
"Seth took all we had into town with him to buy supplies."
I pulled my money out of my pocket and gave Emma five dollars and then she and the man went into the house to talk and I took Gary's horse and pack mule down to the barn. When the man (he had been introduced to me as Archie Vahn) came out of the house he came down to the barn.
"Miss Emma tells me that you have a heavy wagon and a team. You ever hire out?"
"I was on my way to Denver to try and set up a hauling business when I stopped here."
"No need to go to Denver. You could do as well here. I own the mercantile in Starkville and I'm always needing stuff moved. Most of my goods come by rail to Trinidad and then I got to get them from there to here. Josh at the livery could use you as well. All he has is a small buckboard and when he buys hay he has to make several trips a day for several days. You could probably do it in one or two. And I'm sure there are others who can use you."
Then he looked around to see if anyone was near and then in a lowered voice he said "Miss Emma going to need some help around here now that Seth is gone. Between taking care of this place and hauling you could sure stay busy."
After he left I went up to the house and told Emma and Katie about what Vahn and I had talked about and that I was going to do it.
"So I'll be splitting up my time between here and hauling."
After supper I got up and went down to the barn and got the animals bedded down and made up my sleeping place. I'd no sooner pulled the blanket over me when the door opened and Katie came in. She already had her nightclothes on. She pulled the blanket off me, lifted her shift to show she had nothing on under it and then got down on the blanket with me.
"What if your ma comes down?"
"She gonna find out sooner or later anyway so it don't matter none to me."
"It don't matter none to me either" we heard and both Katie and I looked to the door and saw Emma standing there. Then Emma said to Katie "You got him tonight, but tomorrow he's mine and after that we'll see" and she turned and left.
It caught me by surprise and I sat there on the blanket and stared after her. Then Katie punched me on my shoulder to get my attention.
"You heard her. Tonight you're mine so let's get to it."
I smiled to myself and thought "I probably wouldn't have liked Denver anyway" and then got to business taking care of Katie.
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It didn't start in high school. It could have I suppose, but it didn't. Melissa was in my class (class of 92 if you need to know), but we never dated. Friendly yes, but we moved in different social circles. My main squeeze from the tenth grade to graduation was Pauline French, but Paulie went back east to go to college and I stayed home and went to State and I didn't see her again until our tenth class reunion. She was married and was pregnant with her fourth child.
Melissa also went to State, but again we moved in different social circles. Still friendly, friendly enough that we could sit together in the student cafeteria and chat if we happened to be there at the same time and not with anyone else.
I graduated and took a job that caused me to move to Atlanta and it was there I met Shelby Taylor. We knew each other through work, but never got together until the company Christmas party. We both had attended stag and when the dinner and speeches were over and the band started playing I asked Shelby to dance with me. By the time the party was over I had a date with Shel for the next evening.
That date led to several more and on the tenth date we made love for the first time. From then on we were an established couple and after five months I asked her to marry me, she said yes and we were married in a civil ceremony.
The first three years were great ones and we were saving money to buy a house. Once we had the house the plan was for Shel to go off the pill and we would start our family. The only bad part of our marriage was that Shel was a buyer in purchasing and she had to travel a lot to different vendors. I didn't much like it as I would rather have had her home with me, but I did recognize that we needed her income to build up the house fund.
My little world came crashing down one Monday in late August. Shel and I worked slightly different hours and since we each had a car she usually left for work forty-five minutes before I did. Shel was scheduled to leave that afternoon on a two day trip to Chicago and I needed to catch her before she left and give her her cell phone charger that she'd left on the kitchen sideboard.
It was lunchtime and the outer office was empty. Shel's office door was open, her back was toward me and she was on the phone. When I reached the door I heard:
"I can do with some hot monkey sex tonight. As soon as I get to the hotel I'll call you with the room number."
"Me too. I can't wait to see you again."
I knocked on the door jamb, she turned and saw me and her face went pale. "Got to go" she said and hung up the phone. I tossed the charger onto her desk, said "Here; you forgot this" and then I turned and left.
I went back to my office and told my secretary that I wasn't feeling well and I was going to take the afternoon off and go see the doctor. I went home and started packing. The good thing about apartment living is that you don't have much room to accumulate stuff. I had everything I wanted packed and out in the car in half an hour.
I left the apartment and twenty-two minutes later I was checked into a hotel that offered weekly and monthly rates. It would serve until I could find an apartment. Next stop was the bank. Shel might have been an adulterous bitch, but she wasn't a stupid one. The way I left her office told her that I'd overheard her talking to her lover and she figured that she was toast. While I was packing she'd hit the bank and cleaned out the accounts. I was only going to take half, but she had taken it all.
Strictly my own fault. I should have been smart enough to stop at the bank on my way home. But there was a bright side. She got it all except for the house fund. When we first decided to set up a house fund and each put ten percent of our take home pay in it I'd set up the account and had never gotten around to putting Shelby on it. Always meant to, but just never got around to it. The fund was almost twice the size of the other two accounts combined so I wouldn't be hurting.
Not knowing how things were going to play out I decided not to bank at the same place Shelby did so I closed the house account, took the money, and went to a different bank and opened an account. Luckily we were between paydays so I had time to change the direct deposit of my paycheck. I didn't have to do anything with credit cards. We had none jointly. She had the ones she'd had when we'd married and I had the ones I'd had before taking the vows.
The money and the credit was not going to be a problem, but there as something that was going to be a huge problem and that was going to be both of us working at the same place. I liked my job and didn't want to leave it and I knew Shelby loved her job so unless one of us quit and moved on we were still going to be thrown together and frankly I wasn't sure that I could handle it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday morning I went in early and had a word with my boss. I told him what was going on and asked for a couple of days off to find a place and get moved in. He told me to take what time I needed, but to keep in touch in case he had questions for me on some of my accounts.
As I left his office I saw Shelby waiting for me outside my office. I was tempted to just walk to the elevator and leave, but I knew we would end up having a face to face sooner or later so I decided to get it over with. I walked to my office and when I got there Shelby said:
"We have to talk Barry."
"I knew we'd have to, but I didn't think it would be until after your trip to Chicago."
"I put the trip off for a day or two. Talking to you was more important."
"Your lover okay with that?"
"Fuck him; he isn't all that important."
"But isn't fucking him what has us here having this talk?"
"Please Barry; can we go in your office and close the door? We don't need everyone here knowing our business."
"They will all end up knowing it anyway so what does it matter?"
"What do you mean?"
"When we divorce the reason is bound to come out sooner or later."
"Divorce? Why are you talking divorce?"
"Why? Let's see. Husband catches wife making a date to have 'hot monkey sex' with another man. Husband not cool with the idea. Not cool with it in the slightest. Husband is so pissed he is going to divorce the cheating wife. That about cover it?"
"That's what we need to talk about. In your office please?"
I shrugged, opened the door and waved her on in. I sat down behind my desk and she took the chair opposite and then I said:
"You wanted this meeting so go ahead."
"I don't want a divorce Barry. I love you and I want to spend my life with you. I know you may doubt it given what you heard, but it is true. I do love you."
"If you love me why are you fucking other men?"
"It isn't other men Barry; it is just Jeff."
"Same thing. If you love me why are you fucking Jeff?"
"It isn't making love; it is just fucking."
"Oh right. The hot monkey sex I heard mentioned. How come I, the man you love, has never seen the hot monkey sex you seem to want?"
"It isn't all that hot. Jeff just likes to talk like that. What he calls hot monkey sex is just no frills fucking. No foreplay, no tenderness or soft touching; just get to it and get it done as many times as possible."
"I could have done that if I'd known you wanted it like that."
"I don't want it like that."
"You are losing me here Shelby. You are telling me that you don't want it like that, but I heard you tell this Jeff guy you wanted some hot monkey sex."
"I was just saying that for his benefit because that is what he likes to hear."
"You are beating around the bush here Shel. We have only been married three years and you are fucking around on me. What kind of sex you have with him and what he likes or doesn't like doesn't mean jack shit to me. The bottom line is you are cheating on me. You are stabbing me in the back. What usually happens in cases like this is divorce."
"Damn it Barry; I love you. I don't want a divorce. I want you! I want to grow old with you."
"Then why in hell are you fucking another man?"
"I guess you could call it guilt sex."
"Now that is something that you just have to explain."
"Jeff and I were high school sweethearts and we planned to get married, but not until we graduated from college. We were in our senior year when there was a death in his family and he had to go back to Michigan for the funeral. He called me after the funeral and told me he was going to have to stay there for a couple of weeks because of some legal things that came out of the reading of his grandmother's will.
"He called me every night for a week and then the calls stopped. I called him and got his voice mail. I called two or three times a day for four days and they all went to voice mail and then I got the mail box is full message. I tried for another week and got the same message so I stopped calling and waited for a call that never came. I put Jeff behind me, finished school, got a job here, met and married you.
"A month ago on my trip to Chicago we ran into each other in the bar at the Hilton. It was a tearful reunion. It turned out that he had been involved in a hit and run that left him in a comma for fourteen months. When he finally came out of it he had some memory loss. When he got his memory back he came back here for me, but by then I was already married to you. He decided it would be best to just walk away without contacting me.
"He ended up in Chicago and then we met at the Hilton. We sat and talked, drank and danced some. By the end of the night I was feeling guilty for not waiting for him. I'd probably had more to drink than I should have and he offered to walk me to my room. If I'd been a little more sober I would have said no, but I didn't. He walked me to my room and the next thing I knew we were in bed fucking. I honestly don't remember going from the door to the bed, but it happened and he was still there in the morning when I woke up. He was sitting on the bed crying. Sobbing out how much he missed me and how what we were supposed to be never happened. I tried to comfort him and all that did was lead to him fucking me again.
"We both had to go to work so he asked me to have dinner with him that evening and when I told him I didn't think that was a good idea he said it would just be dinner and talking. He wanted to know what happened after he went back to the funeral and what happened to all our friends. I didn't see any harm in that which just goes to show how stupid I can be at times. Dinner, drinks and a few dances later we were in my room fucking.
"The next day was my last day there and in the morning he asked me when he could see me again. I told him we wouldn't get together again and what we had done was a big mistake on my part and I wouldn't allow it to be repeated. He begged and pleaded, but I held firm and said no. I told him I would never see or contact him again.
"The rest of the day and on the flight home I felt guilty as hell for cheating on you and I vowed to never let it happen again. I got home and dedicated myself to spoiling you rotten. Since I returned from that trip have you seen any decline in my love or affection? No you haven't. I'm still doing my best to fuck your socks off. Half the time I'm the one who starts the ball rolling. I fucked up Barry. I admit it. It was a huge mistake on my part and I regret it. We can get by this Barry. I know we can."
She sat there looking at me and waiting for me to say something. There was maybe twenty seconds of silence and then I asked:
"Just when was it that you developed your low opinion of me? When did I become a dumb ass as far as you are concerned?"
"I don't have a low opinion of you and I know you aren't dumb."
"You have to think that of me Shel. You have to think I'm dumb or stupid if you expect me to buy the load of horse-shit you just dumped on me. You seem to forget that I overheard part of your phone conversation. Let us start with the basics. You were on the phone with him. That means you either gave him your phone number or you had to be the one calling him. That shoots down your never to see or contact him again in the ass.
"Next we have your telling him that YOU would call him and give him your room number. Again, that shoots your never contact in the ass. Then we have the hot monkey sex thing. You said that you could do with some. That is definitely not something you would say to someone you were never going to see or contact again.
"No Shelby, it just won't wash. Even if you didn't give him your phone number and he found it by some other means the conversation I overheard should have been more on the order of "Why are you calling me? I told you I never wanted to see or contact you again." I should have heard "No Jeff; I can't see you again." I should have heard "No Jeff; it was a big mistake on my part and I won't let it happen again."
"But that isn't what I heard Shelby. What I heard was you telling him you couldn't wait for some hot monkey sex. I heard you telling him you would call him with your room number. I heard the eagerness in your voice when you said couldn't wait to see him again.
"We are history Shelby. You have two choices. Sign the papers when you get them and send them back or fight the divorce. If you fight I'll drop the divorce, but I won't get back together with you. I'll just move on and wait for you to want a divorce so you can marry someone else. Maybe even this Jeff guy you are fucking."
I got up and headed for the door saying "I took the rest of the week off to look for an apartment and get moved in. Make it easy on both of us and just sign the papers when you get them."
I walked out and left her sitting there and sobbing.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I found an apartment, got moved in, saw an attorney, filed and Shelby signed the papers and sent them back.
It was awkward with both of us working in the same place, but we mostly managed to avoid each other. The few times we had to work together we were able to keep things on a professional level.
Once the paperwork was filed I considered myself a free agent and I started dating again and occasionally my date and I would end up somewhere where Shelby would also be and we never failed to get nasty glances from my ex.
Apparently Shelby was able to talk the Jeff guy into moving from Chicago to our town and two months after our divorce was final she married him.
I saw him for the first time at our company Christmas party. I wasn't introduced to him and we sat on opposite sides of the room, but I saw Shelby point me out to her new hubby.
About two hours into the affair, after all the speeches had been made and the bonus checks handed out I had to use the bathroom. I had just finished taking care of business and was zipping up when Shelby's new hubby came in. I turned to him and said:
"Thank you for the favor you did me."
"Favor? What favor?"
"Helping Shelby stab me in the back. Catching her at it that early in our marriage kept me from investing more in our relationship. It would probably have made it harder for me to sever ties with her when I caught her cheating on me which she no doubt would have. You know what they say; once a cheater always a cheater so get ready for it because she will eventually cheat on you" and then I punched him in the face. It shook him and when his nose started bleeding I said:
"I owed you that. She was married, but you didn't give a shit. I should wail on you some more, but I figure that punch and you being married to the slut is punishment enough."
I walked out of the bathroom and left the party.
Of course on the first day back to work Shelby came storming into my office and started to give me a ration of shit over what I'd done to her hubby and she was a little shocked when I yelled:
"Shut the fuck up and get out of my office before I call personnel and file a complaint against you. We are on company time and are supposed to be taking care of company business and not talking about the snake you cheated on me with!"
She clamped her mouth shut and left my office.
Two weeks later I was offered a promotion if I was willing to move to Denver and I took it. Our Denver offices were in the Denver Tech Center and we occupied the first four floors in a six story building. The top two floors housed an insurance company. My office was on the third floor.
I got settled in at work and then went looking for a place to live. I decided I wanted to buy a house and build equity rather than collect rent receipts, but I couldn't find anything I liked in the Denver area. A guy I worked with asked me if I had checked out the town of Castle Rock and I told him no. He suggested that I give the place a look and so I did.
I liked the looks of the place so I started looking for houses and found just what I was looking for in a development called The Meadows and I put a down payment on it. The previous owners had already moved out and I was told I could move in and pay rent on the place until closing so that's what I did. I bought what I needed and moved in.
The next couple of months went by and I closed on the house, settled into my position and checked out the night life in Castle Rock. There wasn't much in the town itself, but there was some close to it. My favorite was a saloon in Sedalia which was only seven miles from my house. It was called Buckskins and it was a country western place with a kitchen that put out some pretty good food.
The first time I went there was on a Thursday and I found out that they had free dance lessons. I got in the habit of stopping in there every Thursday for the lessons and on either Friday or Saturday to dance to the music from the country western bands that played there. And to sit at the bar and lust after Jessica who was the barmaid. Me and every other male in the place. I'm not normally into tats and piercings, but on Jessica they looked good. But back to the lessons.
Since I was alone I usually only got out on the floor when Marla, the instructor, was teaching a line dance. I got to know Marla and after a while when she was going to teach a couples dance she would grab some girl who was also alone and put us together so we could also learn couples dancing. Of course these girls were not really alone. They were usually with a girlfriend or three and sometimes I'd end up dancing with all of them. A lot of times the girls who came for lessons on Thursday would also show up on Friday and Saturday so I usually had a dance partner (or partners) every time I went there.
That was pretty much my life for the first six months I was in Colorado. I'd dated some, mostly the girls I met at Buckskins, but I didn't have much in the way of a sex life until I was invited to a party given by the Vice-President of Sales. I was going to pass on it because it was pretty much a couple's affair and I wasn't dating anyone at the time. I mentioned it to one of the guys I worked with and he gave me the number of an escort service he had used from time to time.
From an office politics point of view it would be better for me to go than not go so I gave the escort agency a call, made an appointment and went to see them. I told the women I talked with what I was invited to and she showed me the pictures of three women who she said would be perfect for the event. I picked a good looking blond and to make a long story a little shorter the blond, Gloria, became my go to girl when I needed to get laid. At the end of the date on the first night I used her she let me know she was available 'for other services' and I smiled and took advantage of the offer.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
The next four months went by and then one Tuesday morning at work I was in the elevator and the door was starting to close when I heard a women's voice call out "Hold the elevator please" and I stopped the door from closing and a woman rushed in saying:



"Thanks. I'm running a bit la...Barry?"
It was Melissa. It turned out that she worked for the insurance company. By the time I got off the elevator we had a date to have a drink after work. We met in the lobby at five and left her car in the parking lot and I drove us to the closest bar. We ordered drinks and then sat and talked for almost two hours. She got my life's story up to the present and I got hers. Our stories were remarkably similar. She graduated, found a job in Michigan, and met her ex-husband where she worked, got married and then caught him cheating on her. She divorced him and then the company she worked for offered her a promotion if she was willing to relocate to Denver. It turned out that she also lived in Castle Rock in the Founders Village area.
When we called it a night I drove her back to her car and on the way I asked her for a date. She had something already planned for Wednesday so I asked if Thursday would work for her and she said yes. I told her about Buckskins and she told me that she had been there, but never on Thursdays when they gave the lessons.
When I picked her up at six on Thursday she was dressed in jeans, a brush popper shirt, cowboy boots and her belt had large oval shaped western style belt buckle. She looked like one of those rodeo queens you see pictures of in the ads for the rodeo. As I looked her over she asked:
"You like?"
"All that's missing is the cowboy hat."
"I've got that too. Want me to go get it?"
"No, not this time. Wait until I get a hat of my own."
She cocked her head at that and gave me a look I couldn't decipher. I hoped that she took what I'd just said to mean that I expected to go out with her again.
We had a good time at Buckskins. Mel already knew most of the dances that Marla had covered that night and she made me look like the beginner I was. Once, when I went up to the bar to get us fresh drinks Jessica asked:
"Am I being replaced by the little cowgirl?"
Jessica was five eleven to Mel's five three so she could get away with calling Mel little. I grinned at her and said:
"You can't call my dating her as replacing you because you have never ever given me a tumble when I've asked you out."
She grinned and said "Maybe you gave up too soon."
I just shook my head and went back to Mel. I got a kiss on the cheek when I took her home and an:
"I had a good time; let's do it again."
So I made a date with her for Saturday night and told her we would go back to Buckskins and dance to a live band instead of the recorded music Marla used in her lessons. I told her I would have a hat by then so she could wear hers that night.
After work on Friday I went over to Shepler's Western Wear and looked at cowboy hats. I couldn't believe the prices they had on them and I wasn't aware that there were so many different styles. I'd always thought cowboy hats were all the same. They all looked the same in all the western movies I'd seen. The only difference I'd noticed was that some were black and some were white.
I found one I liked and on a whim I also bought two western style shirts. I already had jeans and boots, although the boots we Wellingtons and not cowboy boots, but they had leather soles and that was all that counted as far as I was concerned.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On Saturday I picked Mel up at six and we had dinner at Guadalajara before heading for Buckskins. We got there early enough to get a table just off the dance floor. We sat, sipped our drinks and talked until the band got set up. Once they started to play we spent most of the night on the dance floor.
When I took Mel home I received a passionate kiss and another "Let's do it again." Mel and I dated at last twice a week for the next month and at the end of the dates the kisses lasted longer and increased in passion and there were several make-out sessions in the car. Then came the night that the make-out sessions moved into the house.
Mel was an absolute tiger in bed. She got five times out of me before I couldn't rise to the occasion anymore. After the last time I got up and started to get dressed and Mel grabbed my arm and asked:
"Where are you going?"
"Home."
"The hell you are. We haven't done the cuddle and snuggle part yet" and she pulled me back down on the bed. I have to point out that I offered no resistance when she did it.
From that night on Melissa and I were a steady couple. Mel was only renting the house she was in and she let the people know that when her lease was up she would not be renewing it. Two months later Mel moved in with me and a month after that I asked her to marry me. She told me she'd rather not get married for a while.
"Let's just have a live in friends with benefits relationship until we see how we are together."
It was okay with me. I had her and that is all that counted with me.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For the next year we lived together as man and wife without the paperwork making it legal. Life was good. The job was going great. I had a good woman and then suddenly I didn't.
We had just finished dinner and Mel said "I've found me a place I can afford and I'll be moving out."
That caught me totally by surprise.
"What did I do? I thought we had something good going."
"You didn't do anything. It is all on me. I decided that I'm not ready to settle down."
Suddenly I understood.
"Who is he?"
"You don't know him. He just transferred into our office. He asked me out. There is an attraction there, but I couldn't say yes to him if I'm living here."
"Must be a pretty strong attraction if you are willing to put out the money you need for a place of your own just so you can say yes to a date."
I stood up and started clearing the table. As I was putting the dirty dishes in the dishwasher I said:
"I'll take the couch tonight, but since it isn't all that comfortable I would appreciate it if you would expedite your departure."
I grabbed my coat and Melissa asked me where I was going.
"To the Hideaway. I suddenly feel the need for a drink. Or three."
Once out the door I changed my mind. Better Buckskins than the Hideaway. At Buckskins I could at least look at Jessica while I got blotto.
When I sat down at the bar Jessica came up to me and set a drink down in front of me. She knew what my poison of choice was so she didn't even have to ask me what I wanted. As she set it down in front of me she asked:
"Where is the little cowgirl tonight?"
"In the wind Jess; in the wind."
"Here to drown your sorrows?"
"Pretty much."
"Ain't gonna work bubba. You aren't going to get blind stinking drunk here. I'm going to limit you to three drinks. Four if you eat something."
"I just finished dinner so I'm not going to order food."
"Okay; three it is."
"I didn't know you cared."
"Not going to let a big tipper like you wrap himself around a tree or telephone pole because of a broken heart. When you leave here you will be sober enough to drive and that's the name of that tune. Got it?"
I nodded a yes, picked up my drink and went to work on it.
The house was dark when I got home and I figured that Mel would be in bed. I quietly let myself in and found her awake and sitting on the couch in the dark. I ignored her and went and got a blanket and a pillow. When I got back to the living room I told her to move because I needed to go to bed.
"This is your house. You get the bed and I get the couch."
I wasn't going to argue with her over it so I dropped the blanket and pillow on the couch next to her and went to the bedroom, undressed and went to bed. I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.
When I woke up in the morning Melissa was snuggled up next to me. She woke up as I started to get up.'
"Sorry, but I couldn't fall asleep on the couch."
She grabbed my arm and pulled me down. Her hand went to my dick and it responded to her touch. "Please?" she asked. I said nothing and she swung herself over me, eased down on me and started screwing me. I let her ride me until I reached the point where I had to cum and then I rolled us over to put her on her back and then I fucked her as hard as I could to get my nut. She'd gotten off twice while riding me and a third time while I was driving to get mine. When I was soft and pulled out I looked down at her and asked:
"Why?"
"Go get your shower while I put on the coffee and then we'll talk."
When I got to the kitchen she was sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in her hand. I poured myself a cup and then sat down across from her and again asked "Why?"
"There is no new man at the office and I haven't found another place to live; at least not yet. I said what I said last night to see how you would react."
I started to say something, but she put up a hand to stop me and said:
"Let me get it all out and then you can talk. I told you about my failed marriage, but I never said anything about my other relationships. There were three and they all ended badly. The bottom line is that I needed to know if you were as into me as I was into you. I didn't want to fully commit until I was sure. When I talked to you last night you didn't try and talk me out of it. You didn't beg or plead with me with me not to leave. You just accepted what I said, got up and went out for drinks. That told me you didn't care all that much for me. I was just a fuck buddy for you."
"If that is what you thought then why this morning?"
"Because I really do love you and I wanted one last time."
"Well thank you for that, but let's get something straight before you pack your bags. I cared enough about you to ask you to marry me. You said no. To me that meant that you didn't care for me as much as I cared for you. To me that meant that all you saw in me was a long term fuck buddy. In the year since I asked you to marry me you have not given me any indication that your attitude changed so I never pushed it.
"I never pushed it because I was afraid that if I did you would feel pressured and leave and I didn't want that. I wanted you and if the only way I could have you and keep you was to stay in an FWB relationship then that is what I would do.
"When you hit me with your bailing out on me last night it wasn't a complete surprise to me because since you wouldn't commit to me I've been expecting it to happen sooner or later. I got up and left because I didn't want to humiliate myself in front of you by breaking down and crying."
I stood up and headed for the door.
"Where are you going?"
"I still have to make a living and I'm expected to be at a meeting this morning."
"But we need to talk."
"You already know where I stand" I said as I took my car keys off the hook by the door. "You need to figure out where you want to go from here" and I left the house and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Once I got my meeting out of the way the rest of the day seemed to drag by. I spent a lot of the time thinking about the situation with Melissa. I had, in effect, told Melissa it was time for her to shit or get off the pot and I wondered what I would find when I got back home.
Melissa's car was there when I got home. I don't know if she went to work or not, but I did notice when I walked past it that the back seat wasn't covered with her possessions. When I opened the door and went inside Melissa was sitting on the couch. She stood up to greet me. She was wearing a filmy black peignoir and black strappy CFMs.
"Yes" she said.
"Yes what?"
"Yes I will marry you. The question now is dinner first or dessert first?"
I smiled and said "Silly girl" as I took my tie off and started to unbutton my shirt.
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I looked up from the contract I was reviewing when she walked into my office. Being a gentleman I of course greeted her warmly.
"What the fuck do you want?"
"I'm pregnant."
"So?"
"So what are we going to do about it?"
"What's with this we shit? You're the one whose pregnant not me."
"You're the father."
"And I'm supposed to take your word for it? Not bloody fucking likely."
"You're the only one who did me without protection so it has to be you."
"Not buying it. Rubbers are not one hundred percent effective. Says so right on the package that they are not completely effective. Besides you were in no condition to even notice if I was the only one who didn't use a condom. I fucked you from behind and there was no way you could have seen if I was wearing a condom or not. And it was obvious from all the soup that was in your cunt that quite a few did you without protection."
"I asked the others who were there and they said that you were the only one who didn't use a condom."
"Right! Like they were going to admit not using so they could be accused of being the daddy? You were so out of it on booze or drugs that you probably didn't even remember your own name."
"I remember a lot more than you think. I remember that you are the only one who did me five times. I remember you were the only one who did me anally. I remember about you bragging about pulling off what you called a hat trick by doing me in all three holes. I remember you saying "Take this you miserable bitch" as you pounded my ass. I also remember that what you did was actually rape when you get right down to it. I remember telling you that you couldn't do me without protection. I remember you saying "Fuck you bitch" and then taking me anyway."
"Get serious here Toni. As much as you dislike me if you really thought it was rape you would have called the cops on me. And I wasn't the only one who did your ass. You were being three-holed when I walked into the room. The fact that you did what you did with me being there shows you were too out of it to be thinking clearly."
"That doesn't change the fact that you are the father of the child I'm carrying."
"We are at what is called an impasse. You say I am and I say I am not. Me being me I will of course go with what I believe. I will give you this much. When you spit out the critter I'll submit to a DNA test. Now will you please leave my office so I can get back to work?"
She stood there staring at me and my mind went back in time.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My relationship (or lack of one) with Antonia Marie Byrns went back to the seventh grade. In our town there were four elementary schools that took you from kindergarten to the fifth grade, three middle schools that took you from the sixth to the ninth grade and one high school.
Toni and I met on the first day of middle school and the meeting set the tone of our future relationship. I'd just gotten off the school bus and was walking toward the entrance when a limo pulled up to the curb and an extremely good looking girls got out. I'd gotten past the point where I thought girls were 'icky' and I smiled to myself as I thought "I know who I'm going to make my first new friend here."
She must have thought she was going to be late because she was almost running when she got to where I was standing and watching her. In addition to hurrying she wasn't paying any attention to her surroundings and she ran into me. She snarled (yes-snarled):
"Watch were you're going you stupid clod."
I of course acted like a gentleman. "Up yours bitch!" I said and headed on into the building. She hurried after me and when she caught up with me she grabbed my arm and pulled me to a stop.
"What did you call me?"
"You mean you're stupid too? You must be if you didn't understand me" and then I jerked my arm away from her and went into the building. That short episode had long reaching effects where I was concerned.
Toni was the daughter of the wealthiest man in town and she apparently believed that she was better than the rest of us. She appointed herself Queen Bee. Boys were fascinated by her and wanted to be her boyfriend and girls wanted to be like her so they flocked around her probably in the hopes that some of whatever it was that she had would rub off on them.
I most definitely did not feel the way towards her others did. Our short first meeting showed me what kind of person she was and I never forgot it. Of course she never forgot our first meeting either and I was on Toni's permanent shit list and she made sure that her 'circle' (which was nearly two-thirds of our class) knew it and knew she would be displeased if any of them had anything to do with me.
I found that I was excluded from a lot because of the way Toni felt about me. This naturally reinforced my opinion of her; that she was just a spoiled cunt.
By the time the eighth grade rolled around I was old enough to want to date, but all the girls I wanted to date were part of Toni's circle and wouldn't have anything to do with me. And Toni got her jollies out of it. She loved to rub it in.
"Hear Sandy turned you down. Maybe you should do something about your breath. Or maybe it's your body odor; you think?"
Fortunately there was one area where she had zero clout. Sports! I participated in all the ball sports; basket, foot and base and I was pretty good in all of them (even if I do say so myself). Even though I was good I never got to date a cheerleader because - you guessed it - they were all part of Toni's circle.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things got better when I moved up to high school. Kids from the other two middle schools were there and they didn't know Toni. She of course tried to appoint herself Queen Bee again, but it didn't work for her because the other two schools had their own cliques and circles and to them Toni was an outsider.
I met new kids, made new friends and was finally able to find girls to date. That didn't mean that my relationship with Toni faded into the background. She still took shots at me whenever she could and I think my totally ignoring her and whatever she did was the best way I had of getting back at her.
It helped that I constantly managed to piss her off without even meaning to. We both ran for class president and I beat her by a two to one margin. Her boyfriend was the teams quarterback and I was a wide receiver. She had him wrapped around her little finger and she managed to talk him into keeping the ball away from me. If I was all alone and didn't have a defender within ten feet of me he still wouldn't throw me the ball.
We lost two games that we should have easily won because of it and a couple of team members who knew what was going on told the coach and he benched Ryan. Coach told Ryan that the only way he would ever get into another game was if something happened to Donny who was backup and Marc who was the third string. This pissed Ryan off enough that he kicked Toni to the curb and she of course blamed me for the breakup. I just ignored her as usual.
When it was junior prom time she lobbied heavily to be prom queen, but she didn't even make it to be part of the court. Yours truly on the other hand, while not being named king, I was a member of the court. Come senior prom it was a repeat. She didn't make queen or court while I was prom king. I heard through the grapevine she was claiming I had sucked a lot of dicks to get the votes. That was an out and out lie although I may have eaten a pussy or three.
I never went out of my way to antagonize Toni, but fate had a way of seeing to it I managed. Like the time after basketball practice when I went out to student parking to get in my car. It was raining and I noticed Toni in her car having troubles. The headlights kept going dim then bright and then dim again. It was obvious to me that her battery just didn't have enough juice to start the car.
I didn't like her, but I'm not a complete asshole so I started up my car, drove over and parked it hood to hood with hers. I got out, walked up to her window and told her to pop the hood and I'd use my jumper cables to get her going.
"Buzz off asswipe; I don't need your help."
I got back in my car and left her there. I heard later it took Triple A three hours to get to her. I also heard how she was telling everyone that she asked me for help and I had just laughed at her and drove off. It didn't help her reputation any when one of my teammates said he saw it all and she was lying through her teeth.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Graduation came and I figured that Toni would be history. I was staying home and going to State while she was going back east to some prestigious woman's college.
I had a good four years at State. My major was Business Management and I did well carrying a 3.84 GPA. Unlike high school where I lettered in three sports I could only go out for one in college because of my class load. I did well enough on the football field to be a sixth round draft pick, but I had no interest in playing pro ball.
As graduation neared I started sending out resumes and heard back from several. I interviewed with four of them, received offers from three and ended up choosing ZYX because it was local and I wouldn't have to relocate which was a good thing because I was perfectly content with where I was. I had plenty of friends and while there was no lady in my life I dated a lot and got laid enough to keep me happy.
I'd had plenty of girlfriends, but nothing that ever lasted for one reason or other. Actually, to be truthful about it, the girl usually dumped me for someone else. I never figured out why. We would get along great for about four or five months and then one day I would be told I was no longer wanted. Since I was never that upset over any of the breakups it was probably a good sign that they weren't going to end up being long term anyway.
There were two of my high school and college classmates working at ZYX, Audrey and Carol, and I had dated them both while in college, but there had been no spark between us. We had managed to stay friends (and in Aud's case friends with benefits) and I was occasionally asked to be an escort when one of them needed a date for some function or social event.
I'd been with ZYX a little over seven months when it came time for the company Christmas party. I currently wasn't seeing anyone and neither was Audrey so she asked me to be her date. We were sitting at a table with several colleagues when SHE walked in on the arm of an older man. Aud was siting opposite me and when she saw the look of disgust come over my face.
"What's wrong Jake?"
"I thought I was shut of the bitch when we graduated from high school."
She looked to where I was looking and then said "You had best hope she has forgotten all about you or at least never finds out that you work here."
I looked at her confused by what she'd jut said and she caught that look also and said "You didn't know?"
"Know what?"
"That Toni's daddy is the president and CEO of ZYX?"
"I had no clue."
"That is who she is with" and we watched as Toni and her father took seats at the head table.
"Luckily we are lost in the crowd here so you may luck out and she won't see you.'
I shrugged and said "Even if she spots me it won't matter. She doesn't work with us or I'd have seen her before now. She must work at one of the other plants so she can't do anything where I'm concerned."
"You wish. She is being groomed by her father to take over when he retires. The entire corporation Jake. That means that you will be working for her. You better hope she never sees you."
"Too late for that I'm afraid" I said as I saw Toni say something to her father and then get up from their table and head straight for us. She walked up to the table and said:
"Audrey; how nice to see you again, but I am a little surprised. I thought you had better taste when it came to the opposite sex."
Before I could say anything Audrey said "I brought my fiancée with me tonight so he could meet some of my co-workers. As far as my taste in men goes I think it is excellent. There's a lot more to Jake than you might think as you might have found out for yourself if you hadn't been so dismissive of him back in school."
"I'll just bet" Toni said. "Nice seeing you again Audrey" and she went back to her table.
"What was that fiancée stuff?" I asked.
"Trying to give her the impression that you are just here as my date and not as an employee. I'd bet if she thought you worked for ZYX she would find a way to screw with you."
"You are probably one hundred percent right. Hopefully that is the idea she left with.'
And it apparently was because I managed to get through the next three years without hearing from Toni. It helped that I never went to another company Christmas party or company picnic. In fact I shunned any company social event just to make sure I didn't run into Toni again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then I had the good luck (or bad, depending on how you looked at it) of being promoted to the production manager's position and then the outgoing manager and my fellow workers threw a cocktail party to celebrate my promotion and his retirement. Not a big company wide affair, but just our division of the company.
An hour into the affair we were graced with the presence of Charles Wellington Byrns, President and CEO of the company, and his administrative assistant who followed him everywhere and whom I'm sure you have already figured out was the person being groomed to take over the company when he retired. An event that I sincerely hoped wouldn't take place until after I did.
Dave, the outgoing manager, brought Mr. Byrns over to me and introduced us and then introduced me to Toni who said in a somewhat icy tone:
"I already know Mr. Preston."
Dave turned to me with a questioning look and I said "Miss Byrns and I went to high school together."
I caught the look on Mr. Byrn's face when he picked up on my name, Toni's tone of voice and my response to Dave' questioning glance. Toni's tone and my saying "Miss Byrns and I went to high school together" instead of something like "Toni and I were classmates" apparently registered. He said:
"I like to personally welcome my new managers to the team and I look forward to getting to know you better."
"I'm glad I'm being given the opportunity and I am looking forward to being part of your management team."
The look Toni gave me fairly screamed out "You won't be around here long if I have my way."
Dave took Mr. Bryns and his admin to meet other people and I started mentally working on my resume.
Surprising the hell out of me nothing bad happened. The next four months went by and then it was time for the company Christmas party. I debated skipping it like I had the previous three, but then I decided since Toni already knew I worked there it wouldn't matter if I went.
I went stag because I wasn't seeing anyone at the time, but I would be sitting with a lot of people I worked with including Audrey and Carol. The only difference from the last Christmas party I attended with Audrey was this time Audrey would be with her husband.
After the dinner and speeches were over a band started playing and the dance floor filled with couples. I danced with Audrey, Carol and a couple of the other women I knew, but I couldn't seem to get into a party mood. Maybe it was from seeing all the happy couples and not having a date of my own. I didn't know, but I didn't want my mood to be picked up by someone and become a drag on things.
After about three hours I decided to go home. As I was leaving Rick Smith, a guy I worked with and was friends with, caught me going for the door and said:
"I've got something you just have to see. It's wild and it will blow your mind."
The party was being held in the downtown Hilton and Rick led me over to the elevators and pushed the button. We got on the elevator and he pushed the button for the fourth floor. At room 406 he knocked twice, waited two seconds and then knocked once more. The door was opened and Rick led me into the room.
Rick was right. It was wild and it pretty much did blow my mind. There in front of me on the bed was Antonia Marie Byrns and she was what I believed was called 'airtight' in that she had a cock in all three of her usable holes.
Toni and I had never gotten along and I didn't have any good thoughts where she was concerned, but I can't say that I never wanted to fuck her. She was a bitch, but she was one hell of a hot looking sexy bitch and that was with her clothes on. Naked she was spectacular. I pulled out my phone, but Rick grabbed my rm.
"No pictures. We all agreed that there would be no pictures."
I put my phone back in my pocket. My cock was hard and straining to get out of my pants. I smiled to myself as I thought I had a new way to piss her off. If I could fuck her without her knowing it was me and then let her see me when it was over I was pretty sure it would wind her up. And I could do it. She was facing the other way and hadn't seen me come in.
I glanced around the room and noticed the other three naked guys were soft. They must have already gotten off and were waiting to get hard again.
"Was I right?" Rick asked. Isn't it the wildest thing you've ever seen?"
I was too busy getting naked to answer him. By the time I was naked the men in her pussy and ass finished and moved away from her. There she was on her hands and knees and still sucking on the cock in her mouth. I turned to Rick who was still fully clothed and asked him if he was going to join in and he said no.
"I've already done her twice and I need to get out of here and go pick up my girlfriend. Catch you later. Have fun" and he left.
I moved up behind her, took hold of her hips and pushed home. Sloppy seconds wasn't a new thing to me; I'd had them before at several frat house gangbangs, but for some reason getting them from Toni seemed to make them better than the ones I'd had before. I fucked her as hard as I could, but it took me a while to get off. Because of all the previous visitors to her hole I wasn't getting the friction needed. But I finally did get off and when I pulled out another guy moved right in.
I stayed behind her out of sight and waited for the guy in her mouth to pull out. He finally did and I moved in front of her. She didn't look up, but just stared straight ahead and I saw sperm dripping from the corner of her mouth. For the first time I began to wonder if she was too drunk or stoned to know what was going on. Had one of the guys in the room fed her a date rape drug?
I stepped up to push my cock at her mouth and she looked up. I saw her eyes go wide as she recognized me and that told me she wasn't as out of it as I'd thought. Her mouth opened, not to accept my cock, but more likely to tell me to get away from her. She didn't get the chance. I shoved my cock into the open hole, grabbed her head and said:
"You can do this the easy way or the hard way. The hard way is that I hold your head and fuck your face. The easy way is you give me what you've given everyone else here. Blink your eyes bitch. One for hard, two for easy."
She looked at me for several seconds and then she blinked twice. I let go of her head and she started working on me. It was half-hearted on her part, but she eventually got me up again and I pulled out of her mouth and stepped aside to let someone else move in.
Two guys pulled her into a three-way, mouth and pussy and still on her hands and knees. I watched until the guy in her pussy pulled out and then I moved in behind her and shoved my cock in her ass. Didn't slowly work it, just rammed it in, and then fucked her as hard as I could until I got off again.
I fucked her two more times including one more in her ass before I decided to call it a night. I cleaned up in the bathroom and then dressed. When I got to the door I quickly pulled out my phone and took a picture of her being two-holed while looking at me. I blew her a kiss and then was out the door and on my way home. The camera option hadn't been turned on so there was no photo, but Toni didn't know that. Toni would think that I had it and she would constantly worry about what I might do with it or who I might show it to and that was enough for me. Once back at work I expected Toni to show up to try and get me to delete the photo, but she had never come to visit.



Until now.
When I asked her to leave the office she didn't. She just stood there looking at me. After several very long moments she asked:
"You like your job? Like the pay and benefits?"
I knew where she was going so I cut her off at the pass.
"Not enough to put up with your sorry ass."
She gave me a look I couldn't decipher and then turned and left. After she was gone I couldn't help but wonder if the kid was really mine and that of course was followed by the thought that if the kid was mine it would sure fuck up my life. I put the thoughts out of my mind and got back to reviewing the contract I was checking when Toni first came into the room.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I wasn't expecting it when one week after my visit from Toni Charles Wellington Byrns walked into my office and sat down in the chair across from my desk. Before I could even say "Good morning Mr. Byrns he said:
"I'm sure you have some idea of why I'm here."
I was pretty sure I did, but I said "Not the foggiest sir."
The look he gave me said "You can't lie worth shit" and then he said "My daughter has informed me of her condition and says that you are responsible."
"And I am certain that she is wrong."
"How can you be certain?"
I really didn't give a rat's ass about Toni, but even I wasn't asshole enough to tell her father why I didn't believe I was the guilty party so I said:
"I will admit to having sexual relations with your daughter, but I had them in a rather unique situation. A situation that makes her claim rather dubious. If you want to know more you will need to get that information from your daughter."
"I'll do that" he said and he got up and left my office. As the door closed behind him I was already mentally putting together my resume.
I wasn't surprised when on Thursday, two days later, I was summoned to the office of Mr. Byrns. I had no idea of what to expect, but that I might leave his office unemployed was not lost on me. He asked me to have a seat and then sat looking at me silently for several seconds and then:
"I've had a long talk with Antonia and she did confess to me what happened. Given that I can certainly understand your reluctance to step up and accept responsibility, but my daughter is certain that you are the father of the child and I believe that she is right."
I was getting ready to stand up and say "fuck you old man" and walk, but he either sensed it or figured that is what I was going to do and he said:
"Hold on a second before you go off on me. You are an intelligent man and I'm sure you can understand my reasoning. Follow along if you will. My daughter is spoiled rotten and yes I'm responsible for it. My wife suffered complications when Antonia was born; complications that prevented her from ever conceiving again. Knowing that Antonia was the only child we would ever have we treated her like the treasure she was to us. In simple, she became my little princess so yes I did spoil her rotten. If she wanted it and it was in my power to get it for her I did.
"Like you do with most treasures you do your best to protect them. Because of my position and wealth there was always the possibility that someone or some group of someone's would try to use my daughter for gain. You have never seen them because they are very good at what they do, but the fact is that Antonia has always had protection near. It may surprise you to know that I even know the very first words you ever spoke to my daughter. Does "Up yours bitch" strike a chord in your memory? That's how close her protection was.
"I'm fully aware of what kind of relationship you have had with my daughter. You have no idea of how many times Antonia has stomped through the house cursing you for doing this, that or something. It is because I know of this relationship that I believe that Antonia is right when she says that you are the father of her child. Think on it Jacob; would someone who dislikes you as much as she does want you in her life? Would anyone who knows how you feel about her want anything to do with you? To me the answer is not just no, but hell no! What goes on in the minds of women is something I can't begin to fathom, but something in Antonia's mind is telling her that you are the father of her child so given the circumstances if Antonia says the father is you I believe her.
"That brings up the question of what to do about it. I do not want my daughter to be an unmarried mother. Among other things it would stain my social standing, but that is only a minor outcome. I do not want my grandchild born a bastard."
He looked at me expecting me to say something so I said "I understand your thought process and how you have come to believe she is right when she fingers me. That doesn't mean that I accept it. There were seven other men in that room when I got there and at least one I know of who had already left. I have no idea of how many others may have been there and left before I got there or how many may have shown up after I left so for sure there are at least eight other possibilities. If I was certain the child was mine I would step up and do the right thing, but any of those other eight could be the father.
"Add to that fact one of the eight was black and one was Latino. You and Toni convince me to step up and the child comes out black or with Latino coloring or features and how is that going to make me look? Like a chump or a cuckold. I don't want that any more than you want the stain on your social standing.
"And I have a question. What happened to Toni's protection? How did she end up in that room to begin with?"
"They were there, but they were not supposed to interfere with her life. Only to protect her from being kidnaped. They knew where she was and they had all possible exits covered so no one could get her out of the building against her will."
He gave me another of his long silent looks and then said "What is it going to take to get you to accept your responsibility?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Simple enough Jacob; what will it cost me to get you to step up?"
"How much you got?"
He got a "Gotcha" look on his face and I smiled because he thought he could buy me off. Then he asked me to give him a figure and I said:
"No sir. This is your party so you get to do the numbers."
"All right then; how about a hundred thousand to marry Antonia and a hundred thousand for every year you stay married."
"Not enough."
"How much then?"
"How much you got?"
"This is getting us nowhere."
"That's because you don't understand. You don't have enough. No matter what figure you put out there it isn't going to be enough. Why would I, or any sane man for that matter, marry a woman who doesn't even like him. You want me to enter into a loveless marriage just so you won't have a blemish on your social standing? Not going to happen. No sir; just not going to happen."
"No Jacob; it is you who doesn't understand. I'm not talking marriage forever. I'm talking a marriage that will last for at least one year after the child is born. After that a quiet divorce. You like your job?"
"I love my job, but not enough to marry Toni just to keep it."
"Not where I was going. How about this? You agree to marry Antonia and I'll give you one hundred thousand. The day you marry here I'll give you another hundred thousand. You stay married for a year after the baby is born and on her first birthday I'll give you two hundred and fifty. Your wedding present from me will be the house of your choosing put in your name only so you will keep it when you divorce Antonia. There will be a signed prenuptial agreement that you will keep the house and all your money. In addition, you will have guaranteed lifetime employment at ZYX with guaranteed promotions and raises. You could very well reach VP status by the time you are thirty-five."
"You will put all of that in a legally enforceable document?"
"I will."
"How is Toni going to feel about it?"
"She will go along with it. Don't forget she approached you expecting you to marry her and make the child legitimate."
"There is still one minor problem and one large one. If I marry Toni I doubt that we will have a happy and fulfilled union. I doubt I will be able to go without sex for a year and a half or so. The prenup is going to have to allow me a discreet sex life outside the marriage without being penalized for it.
"Lastly is this. I'm still not buying into the idea that I'm the child's father. I'm not forgetting there was one black and one Latino at the affair and for all I know there could have been an oriental who left before I got there or showed up after I left. If the child is anything except white Caucasian I can walk away and still get the 250k I would have gotten if I stayed the full year."
"I find that acceptable. I'll see to it."
"So all we need to do is get Toni to agree to it."
"She already has."
"How could she? I didn't even know I was going to do it until now."
Byrns pointed to the intercom on his desk and said "It has been on since you walked into the room and she is in the conference room listening. If anything was said that she wasn't willing to agree to she would have let me know by speaking up. Are we good to go Antonia?"
"Yes daddy."
"All we need to do now is to plan the wedding and I'll get your mother on it right away."
"I've already called her."
He shut of the intercom and said "I do have to admit to being a bit curious. Why, given the way you felt about Antonia, did you even have sexual relations with her?"
"She didn't see me come into the room and I knew if I could do her without her knowing and then let her see me it would really piss her off."
"I can see it. Conference room is the third door on the right as you leave the office. Perhaps now would be a good time to speak to your fiancée."
I stood up to leave and he said "Welcome to the family Jacob."
I was maybe just a little sarcastic as I said "Glad to be part of the family dad" just before I walked out the door.
I went to the conference room and found Toni sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in front of her. I took a chair opposite her and asked:
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why do you want to saddle yourself with me? I'll bet anyone of the bunch that was there that night would jump at the deal your dad just made me. Why not one of them? You must have had a feeling for whoever it was that got you into that room. Why not him?"
"The why you is simple. I know, and don't ask me how, but I just know you are the one who did the deed and I want my baby to know his father; his biological father, not just someone he can call dad as he grows up. As far as feelings for anyone in that room goes the fact is I didn't have any. I found out after things were over that one of them had laced my drinks with Ecstasy. I was drunk and that combined with the effects of the drug had me unaware of what I was doing until things got started and then I got into it.
"I really got into it as I'm sure you saw. By the time you got there I'd been pretty much fucked sober. I don't regret it. It is going to be one of my better memories. It isn't something I ever want to do again, but I'm glad I got to experience it the one time. That brings up the thing you told daddy about getting your sex outside the marriage. You won't have to it I have anything to say about it. What you saw in that hotel room is the real me. I love sex and I'm going to want all you have to give. His will not be just a marriage of convenience as far as I am concerned. Are you with me on this?"
"I'll do my part. As far as sex goes you don't have to be in love with someone just to fuck them. You don't even have to like them. We proved that in that hotel room."
She gave me a long look and then said "Yes we did, didn't we."
"So now what?"
"As soon as I heard you agree to daddy's proposal I called my mom and she's on the case. Figure on a wedding before I start to show. Say two months or thereabout. We need to start dating to establish that we are a couple."
"Why? It isn't as if no one will figure out we only got married because you got pregnant."
"I thought daddy made it clear to you he didn't want a stain on his social standing. We need to put up a good front. I'm certain you can see he expects you to put on a good show given what he has offered you to step up and take me on."
I did have to admit she had a point there. And if she meant what she said about her sexual desires it wouldn't be all that hard for me to go along with the program.
"Okay, but I'm leaving it in your hands."
"There is a charity ball Saturday night and daddy is on the committee and I'm expected to go. It can be our first date. It is being held in the downtown Hilton ballroom. I have already arranged for a room for the night because I don't drink and then drive and I always drink at those types of affairs. You know where I live. Pick me up at six."
As I went back to my office I was thinking on what I'd just committed to. Then I thought about what I was going to get out of it and I smiled.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday at six I rang the doorbell at Toni's apartment. When she answered the door my cock instantly sprang to attention. I'd always known that Toni was a sexy looking bitch, but I'd never seen her like that. Little black dress, four inch CFMs and a simple string of pearls around her neck. She didn't have much make up on, but what little she had was perfect.
My cock was throbbing at the sight and at that moment all I wanted was to skip the charity thing and go straight to her bedroom and spend the night fucking her. She saw the look on my face and the lust in my eyes and smiled.
"Down boy; you'll get it but not until later."
I didn't say much on the way to the Hilton, but Toni chattered away.
"This isn't going to be as bad as you think. I fully intend to be the best wife you could hope for. I'll admit the circumstances are a bit unique, but I'm going to do my best to see that you won't regret marrying me. I'll bust my butt to see to it that you don't take the easy out daddy offered you at the end of the baby's first year. I want my baby's daddy to be here for him or her full time.
"I know that you don't believe you are the father, but I know you are and I'll be proven right when the child arrives. When we get up tomorrow I'd like to go house hunting. I know daddy said a home of your own choosing, but I'm going to be living there with you and there are a few things I'd like to have. An in ground swimming pool that I can do laps in and I would like a hot tub. A real fireplace and not one of those gas log ones would be nice and a fairly large outside patio for entertaining in good weather. I think four bedroom would be about right. A spare for guests and a room for each of the kids."
"You already know you are carrying twins?"
"No, but I'd like more than one. I'd like to have them fairly close together, but we can decide on that later."
I just shrugged and let her ramble on about what she would like in a house, how she would like to set up the kid's rooms, what she would like in the way of furnishings and on and on and on. Truth be told I wanted pretty much what she wanted in the way of a house, but what got me was the way she was assuming that we were going to be a couple forever.
I didn't see that happening, but I kept my mouth shut. No sense in poisoning the relationship. We were going to be together for almost two years so I might as well see to it that they were fairly trouble free years.
Toni and I knew several of the people at the event and I saw the looks on their faces when I entered the ballroom with Toni on my arm. I'm sure they were having a hard time believing what they were seeing. Welcome to the club I thought as I escorted Toni to the table where we would sit with her mother and father.
I'd seen Mrs. Byrns with her husband at other social events I'd attended, but I'd never met her. We were introduced and I could tell from the look on her face that she wasn't all that enthused to meet me. I thought to myself "Tough shit lady; I'm not all that happy about being here either."
Things were cordial and the conversation was general in nature. Mrs. Byrns asked me about myself and I put it down to her wanting to know her future son in law better. As I talked with her I was wondering about her. I couldn't figure out if she was a 'trophy wife' or just a woman who aged well. The woman was hot! Hot with a capital H.
Mrs. Byrns was what was being called a MILF these days. I'd do her. I'd do her in a heartbeat and a couple of others at the table knew it as I was to find out when the meal and speeches were over and the dancing started.
When the first song started Toni stood up and said "Come on darling; they are playing our song" so I got up and followed her out onto the floor. As I took her in my arms I said:
"Our song? How did it get to be our song?"
"It is the very first song we have ever danced to so that makes it ours."
I started out holding her a bit away from me, but she moved in close and whispered in my ear:
"We are supposed to be a loving couple so act like we are."
I pulled her tight to me and as we did a turn her leg touched my erection. She tilted her head back and looked at my face as she said:
"Did I cause that or was it my mother?"
I didn't see any reason not to be up front about it so I said "A little bit of both. You gave me one when you opened the door and I saw you when I picked you up. I got it back again sitting opposite your mom."
"I hope I look that good when I'm forty-three. Don't get your hopes up. I don't believe she has ever stepped out on daddy. When you dance with her try not to poke her with your thingy. I wouldn't want her to get any ideas."
I smiled as I thought I wouldn't mind her getting ideas especially if they were the right ones. The tune ended and I walked Toni back to our table. When we got there Mrs. Byrns stood up, said "My turn" and then led me back out onto the floor. As I took her in my arms she asked:
"Was I any good?"
"What?"
"Was I any good? I'm pretty good at reading faces and I could read your thoughts from the look on your face. You were mentally fucking me so what I want to know is was I any good."
I smiled and said "You were superb."
She gave me a look I couldn't read and then said "Is this what my daughter has to look forward to? You lusting after other women?"
"I have lusted after women since I was thirteen years old. It is a lifetime habit and I'm not likely to break it now. But it is like a lot of other things in my life that I wanted, but couldn't have. I've always wanted to do Brittany Spears and Catherine Zeta Jones. I know it won't happen, but the lustful thoughts aren't going to go away. I guess I can add you to the list now."
Just then her leg hit my erection and she smiled up at me.
"Thanks for the compliment" and she reached down and rubbed my stiff cock through my pants as she said "That's the most you will ever get out of me."
"You shouldn't have even given me that much. Now I'm going to want more and though it might be a lost cause my ego and pride will demand that I try."
"Back to my question. Is what my daughter is getting a cheating husband?"
"I know you know why your daughter and I are getting married. It isn't a match made in heaven and there sure as hell isn't any love involved."
"Maybe, but I know she intends to try hard and I had hoped that you might at least be inclined to try and meet her halfway."
The tune ended and I walked her back to the table. While I'd been dancing with her mother Toni had been out on the floor with a guy we had gone to school with and she got back to the table the same time her mother and I did. The next tune was a fast one so we sat it out. We sipped our drinks and made general conversation until the next slow tune came around. Before I had a chance to ask Toni if she wanted to dance a guy came up and asked Toni for a dance. She started to get up and I said:



"It is customary and just good manners to ask the lady's date if he would mind if you borrowed her for a dance."
"Don't be silly Jake. Come on Ralph" she said as she got up and headed for the dance floor with him."
I tossed down my drink, stood up and said "It's been nice people" to the folks at the table. "Have fun and goodnight." And I left.
I was almost to my apartment when my cell went off. A quick glance at the screen showed me the call was from Toni and I let it go to voicemail. There were two more calls from her before I pulled into my slot at the apartment. I shut off the car, took the phone and deleted the messages and then turned it off. Once in the apartment I unplugged the land line and went to bed.
I got up at nine and headed over to the Waffle House for breakfast. After eating I stopped at Office Depot for printer paper and a black ink cartridge for my printer and headed home. Toni's car was in one of my two assigned parking places and I pulled in and parked in the other one and she got out of her car and was standing on the sidewalk waiting for me when I got out of the car.
"Why haven't you taken my calls" she asked as I walked past her without slowing down or saying a word. She turned and followed me.
"Damn it Jake; answer me!"
I put the key in the door, opened it, stepped inside and then shut the door in her face. She started pounding on the door and yelling at me and I ignored her, but I guess the neighbors didn't. She had been pounding on the door and yelling at me for about twenty minutes when the police car showed up. Two cops got out of the car and walked up to Toni.
"Excuse me Miss, but we have received a citizen complaint that you are creating a disturbance here. We have to ask you to leave."
Toni being Toni said "I'm not leaving until the asshole who lives here opens this door and talks to me."
"I'm sorry Miss, but you will be leaving. It can happen one of two ways. You can move along on your own or we will move you along. Our way is a bit messy. We will handcuff you, place you in the car and take you down to the station and book you for disturbing the peace and creating a public disturbance. You will then spend the rest of the weekend in jail until you can appear in front of a judge on Monday morning."
The old me would have let it happen, but I had a deal with her father, the intent of which was to prevent a social embarrassment and Toni going to jail could be an embarrassment to her father. I opened the door and said to the two officers:
"I'm sorry that my pigheadedness caused you guys to have to come here. I'll let her in."
The two looked at each other and the one of them said to me "Have a good day sir" and they left. Toni was no sooner in the door when she lit into me.
"How could you embarrass me like that? To just take off and leave me there. Have you any idea of what it felt like to come back to the table, find you gone and have everyone there looking at me with pity on their faces?"
"Of course I knew what it felt like. It was the same look I got when you ignored me and got up to dance with the guy. What I said to him should have told you I did not want you to dance with him, but you ignored me, called me silly and then got up and left the table with him. I saw pity on every face at that table. Everyone at that table saw the way you disrespected me and got up to dance with the guy."
"That's a crock of shit Jake; I didn't disrespect you. It was only a dance; just a stupid meaningless dance."
"No it wasn't. We were at that dance because you told me we had to put on a good front so people would see us as a loving couple. Would a loving fiancé ignore the wishes of her intended especially in such a public setting as that ball? I think not. Did you even stop to think about why I said what I said? It was clear to everybody within hearing that I did not want you to dance with the guy and it was just as clear to those who heard it that you were saying "Fuck you Jake" when you got up from the table and left with him. And why did I object to him? Did you forget that he was one of the guys who fucked you at your gangbang?"
Her face turned a bit pale when I said that. Apparently she had forgotten.
"Then there is the fact that he might actually be the father of what you are carrying and that is why you wanted to dance with him. Keep him in touch just in case. But the bottom line for me was that you dissed me in public and that is something that I will not sit still for."
She looked down at the floor and did not say a word.
"Our relationship since the sixth grade has been one of mutual contempt and almost everyone who has known us since way back then knows it. We are supposed to be showing them that it all has changed and that now we have become a loving couple, but your actions Saturday showed everyone there that your contempt for me is still alive and well. You might not see it that way, but I did and I'm the one who counts when it comes to what I'm thinking.
"You need to get it in your head that we need to erase or overcome what the people who have known us since the sixth grade know and believe if we are going to sell this marriage to everyone."
"I'm sorry. I didn't think."
"I know. You just reacted toward me the same way you always have."
"I'll do better."
"You are going to have to or I'll walk away from the deal I made."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She did do better, but it wasn't easy for her. She was strong willed and used was to getting her way, but I wasn't her father and I didn't spoil her rotten like he did.
Over the next month we looked for a house and I finally found one with all the features we wanted and her father lived up to his side of the bargain. It was put in my name only and at the closing Toni and I signed the prenuptial agreement. It basically stated that in the case of a divorce both parties would retain whatever assets they had when the marriage took place.
We attended several parties and social events and Toni had learned her lesson. When asked for a dance she always looked to me for a yes or no and she honored my wishes in the matter.
One of the common occurrences at the social affairs was that her mom and dad were usually there and I almost always had two or three dances with Toni's mother. Regina Byrns was a hottie and she knew she turned me on. I knew that I would never get a shot at her, but that didn't stop me from flirting heavily with her. "Maybe in your dreams" was the usual response I got from her. Like I said, she was unobtainable, but I still got a kick out of trying. I don't know if Mr. Byrns realized it, but Toni did and she would get after me about it. I always told her I was just trying to line up a replacement for her if things didn't work out for us.
"Why waste your time on her? She's completely sold on my daddy."
"Have you seen her slap me yet. Have you seen her do anything at all to shut me down?"
That usually got me something like "You are never going to give me up. You love my pussy too much to ever do that."
She had a valid point there. She had meant what she said that day back in the conference room when she said "I love sex and I'm going to want all you have to give." She still had her apartment to keep up appearances until the wedding, but most nights found it empty because she was at my new house with me. We were getting it on five, six and sometimes seven times a week.
Surprisingly enough we were getting along well together and it looked like she was figuring that we were going to be a couple forever. I wasn't having the same thoughts. I still didn't believe the baby was mine and as well as we were getting along it still wasn't well enough that I would be around after the time I'd signed up for. It all depended in the DNA check. If it wasn't mine I would honor my agreement to stay for a year. There were DNA tests that could be done before the child was born, but I didn't want to do one of them. It would be bad enough to stick around for a year after the baby's birth knowing it wasn't mine so I wasn't going to add another seven months on top of it.
The wedding took place and we honeymooned at St. Thomas in the Virgin Islands for two weeks. By the time we got back home I was wondering if I should maybe tell Toni to go have a gangbang or two to take the pressure off me. She had not lied when she said she would take all I had to give. There were actually nights when I pushed her away. This from a guy who had once said he could never get enough pussy.
Toni brought some other surprises with her when she came to me. She was a better cook than my mother and believe me that was saying something. She was also a neat freak and kept the house spotless. It was all moonlight and roses at the house, but it was a totally different story at work. Daddy had picked his retirement date and his successor. He would be leaving in two years. Toni was no longer his PA; she was now an Executive VP which is the title she would hold until daddy stepped down and she stepped up to take his place and even though I was her hubby she cut me absolutely no slack.
When my production numbers went down she called me into her office and reamed my butt. When I pointed out that production was down because one of the milling machines was broken and the manufacturer was out of stock on the part we needed. She said:
"That's just an excuse. You are in charge so fix the damned problem."
I was so pissed at her attitude that I didn't tell her I had already fixed the problem. I'd called around to several manufacturers that used milling machines and I found one who used the same make of machine that we used and who stocked spare parts and who had the part we needed. I arranged to buy the part and it should arrive FedEx in the morning. I had then called the manufacturer, found out what parts failed the most often and then ordered those parts so we would have a spare parts supply if we had problems in the future.
I left her office and by a half hour before quitting time I was still so hot under the collar that I left work early. I drove over to Bud's Bar and sat down to have a few and sulk. It was BULLSHIT! The machine broke down and the part needed to fix it was out of stock at the manufacturer. No other milling machine manufacturer's part would work on our machine so I was stuck until a part became available. I didn't let that stop me. I solved the problem! But did the cunt ask me what I was going to do? Fuck no! Just give me a ration of shit!
I was on my second beer when my cell went off. A look at the screen showed that the call was from Toni. I shut the phone off and smiled. I already knew what the call was about. We rode into work together. I'd drop her off at corporate headquarters and go to the plant and at quitting time I'd go pick her up and we would go home. She was waiting for her ride so I knew what I had to do.
I ordered another beer.
It was ten when I got home and the house was dark. I wondered if she was even home. I saw her purse on the kitchen sideboard when I turned on the light so I knew she was home. Probably already in bed. That she was in bed was a certainty because when I tried to go into the bedroom I found the door locked. Any other time I would probably just shrugged and gone to one of the other bedrooms (it was a four bedroom house) but I was still pissed at her and eight beers hadn't helped my judgement any. I didn't bother to knock and try to talk her into opening the door; I just reared back and put my foot hard into the area of the door knob and kicked the door open.
Toni was in bed and probably asleep, but the door crashing open woke her up. She still wasn't fully awake when I reached her, grabbed her arm and pulled her out of bed. I dragged her, kicking and screaming all the way, to one of the other bedrooms, opened the door and shoved her in.
"You forget who owns this house bitch and I will not be locked out of anything in MY house."
I went back to our bedroom, undressed and got in bed. I was a bit surprised when she didn't follow me and start bitching at me. I guess I surprised her. She'd never seen that side of me. I guess she thought she had me so pussy whipped that I would just go to a spare room and we could talk in the morning.
She was already up and gone in the morning when I got up. I was just a bit pissed at myself when I looked at the door. The night before I was just too bent out of shape to take the time to think about fixing the damage and who was going to have to do it.
The milling machine part showed up at 9:15 and we had the machine up and running 10:30. I didn't hear from Toni during the day and at quitting time I swung by Home Depot and got what I needed to fix the door. Luckily the door itself had survived and I only had to replace the door jamb.
Toni was home when I got there and she had dinner on the stove. Even though we had a formal dining room we usually ate in the kitchen when there was only two of us. When I walked into the kitchen she went to the fridge, got a beer, opened it and set it down on the table for me. She had a bottle of Merlot opened for her and there was a half full glass on the table.
"Dinner will be ready in ten. Want to talk about yesterday?"
"What's to talk about?"
"Your attitude for one thing. You knew coming into this marriage that I was going to end up being your boss. I wouldn't be much of a boss if I let you slide just because you are my husband."
"I don't expect you to let me slide, but what I do expect is a little common courtesy. If you treat all your employees like you treated me yesterday you are going to have a lot of good people bailing out on you. Your problem is that you have been Miss High and Mighty for so long you have never learned how to deal with people. Instead of jumping my ass as soon as I was in your office you should have done something like "The numbers in your department are dropping Jake. What's going on?"
"Then I could tell you why, let you know I had identified the problem and had acted to fix it. But that isn't the way you handled it was it?"
"Sorry, but I'm new at this being in charge stuff. I worry that everybody will think I'm only a VP because daddy owns the place and I really don't know shit about what I'm doing. I guess I go a bit overboard to let people know I'm in charge and can do the job. Why didn't you pick me up after work?"
"Because I didn't want to be around you. The mood I was in when I left your office was still alive and well at quitting time. If I'd been in the car with you on the way home I'm afraid that things would have been said that would have had some far reaching consequences. I felt it would be better in the long run to stay away from you until I cooled down some."
She nodded as though she understood and then got up and started dishing up dinner. Over dinner I told her what I'd done on the milling machine problem and that it was up and running. She changed the subject to a charity auction we were supposed to attend on Friday and then she asked if we could go dancing after the auction and I said we could. When dinner was over she told me dessert would be served in the bedroom. I was about to say "Maybe later, but I need to fix the door first" but caught myself before I could. We were alone in the house so what if the door wouldn't close. She was her usual insatiable self and barely left me with enough energy to get out of bed in the morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next couple of months went by fairly smooth and Toni was now 'showing' and I'm sure there were some doing the math in their heads, but if they were they never mentioned it out loud. There are some women who look even sexier when they are pregnant and Toni was one of them. She went from hot to hot hot! When we attended social events or just went out to eat you could see the lust on the faces and in the eyes of the other males in the room.
Pregnancy also scrambled her hormones a bit and it seemed that she wanted even more sex than ever. Not for the first time I wondered if I wouldn't be a bit better off physically if she would sneak away for a gangbang or two.
And then I found out that she was.
I doubted that it was for gangbangs, but she was sneaking away and getting fucked. I don't know how it is with other men, but I could tell when I entered Toni's pussy that I wasn't the first one there that day. I could feel the difference. It might sound a bit farfetched to some, but when you are having sex with your significant other four or five days a week, and usually two or three times every time you get to know the feel of her. I knew what she felt like when I first entered her and how that feeling changed the second time and changed again for the third time.
That Monday night what she felt like my first time is what she usually felt like on my third time. There was no doubt in my mind, none at all, that she had fucked someone else that day and that it had happened within the last five or six hours. And that told me that whoever her lover was he worked in the same building that she did. How did I figure that? I drove her to work and I drove her home so whoever she was fucking they had to be doing it either at work or they were leaving work in his car and going somewhere to get it on and then get back to work. Add into the equation that at least five guys who were present at her gang bang worked at corporate headquarters. Guys she was already familiar with.
Did finding out that she was cheating on me bother me? Fuck yes! Was I going to do anything about it? Hell no! The deal I made with my father in law pinned me in place. I'd already received the house and the two 100k payments. I'd made the deal seriously doubting that the kid was mine so I didn't expect to be married to Toni after the kid's first birthday. That was the deal. I had to stay married to Toni for one year after the baby was born. She was two months from her due date so I had to put up with her for another fourteen months and I'd get another 250k. Could I put up with a cheating wife for $17,857.14 a month? Fucking A I could. There was also the fact that if the baby was anything other than white Caucasian I could walk away with the 250k the day the kid was born.
Toni didn't know it, but she had fucked up big time. If the baby was white Caucasian I wasn't going to do a DNA test. I kind of liked being married to Toni and unless the baby obviously wasn't mine I planned on still being there long after the baby's first birthday. All that was changed now. I'd do my time and then I was gone.
And if 'feelings' weren't enough there was the change in our routine. Once or twice a week she drove herself to work. There were 'problems' at work and she would be working late. Didn't want me to have to sit around and wait. She was always amorous when she got home and she always felt like 'the second or third time' I'd done her.
This went on through her seventh month and then it stopped. No more driving herself to work and no more of my first time feeling like my second or third. Toni started being more affectionate and even a bit clingy.
The doctor told her to refrain from sex when she entered her eighth month and no sex was driving her batty. Even though she couldn't have sex she said there was no reason for me to suffer so she started giving me blowjobs every night when we went to bed. That guilted me into getting her off orally.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was one week before her due date and we had just finished doing a sixty-nine when her water broke. I got her to the hospital and six hours later Toni pushed out a seven pound six ounce baby girl that we named Regina Marie after Toni's mother and mine. I couldn't see any resemblance to me or any member of my family so I was pretty sure she wasn't mine.
Now I had to face the problem of what to do after the baby's first birthday. It was a given that I would be divorcing Toni, but could I still work for the company she was in charge of?' 'I knew I could handle working for her as long as she treated me like any other employee, but could she do it? I doubted that she could. I believed that when I divorced her she would do everything necessary to either drive me away or can me. So did I wait for the axe to fall or find another job?



My deal with daddy didn't say I had to stay with the company for a year after the baby's birthday just that I stay married to Toni. Leaving now seemed to be the best solution. If I waited for the axe it would probably come under circumstances that would preclude a decent recommendation from ZYX when I went job hunting. Now would be the best time. Toni would be on maturity leave for the next two months and her dad was still in charge. I knew daddy wouldn't be happy with me, but he knew the circumstances and I felt he would give me a decent recommendation if called on for one.
Toni's parents showed up while Toni was in the delivery room so we sat and talked until we were told we could view the baby. They oohed and aahhed and then after a short visit with Toni in the recovery room her father went back to work. Regina and I were shooed out of the rooms Toni could rest and once out of the room Regina asked me to join her for a cup of coffee in the hospital cafeteria. Once seated with our drinks she asked me what my plans were. I saw no reason not to tell her so I did.
"Isn't that jumping the gun?"
"I don't see it that way. I see it as getting out while the getting is good. If I wait I've no doubt that Toni will see to it that everyone will think I left under a cloud and that would surely hurt my chances in finding a good job."
"What would it take to get you to stay?"
"Why would you ask me that? You know the deal I have with your husband."
"You have been a good influence on my daughter. Since you came along she has grown up at least in my eyes. I'm afraid of what might happen if you leave. I know you only consider it a marriage of convenience, but it is more than that to Toni. The girl has come to love you. You might not see it but I do."
I thought she was nuts, but I didn't say it.
"Back to the question; what will it take you to stay?"
I smiled as I thought of a way to get her off the subject.
"Won't take much. I've had the screaming hots for you since the night we met. How about we get together at least once a week and do the horizontal mambo."
"I'm serious here Jake. What will it take?"
"I'm serious about it too. Once or twice a week and I'll hang around."
"Not going to happen Jake."
"I didn't expect it would, but I needed a way to show you that my sticking around isn't going to happen."
"No chance?"
"There are some other things that have been going on that you are not aware of that make my leaving Toni a sure thing."
"You can actually walk away from your child?"
"Not mine. She doesn't look anything like me or anyone in my family."
I looked at my watch and said "I've got to get back to work."
I got up and left her there.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Before I went back to the plant I stopped by the headquarters building to pay a visit to my father in law. I got right to it.
"I need some clarification on our arrangement. Do I have to wait until after the baby's first birthday to file for divorce or can I file before as long as the divorce doesn't come final until after the first birthday?"
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I can. You have always known that I've never believed that the baby was mine."
"But you and Antonia have been good together. Everyone sees it. So what if you don't believe you're Reggies father? You can't know for sure unless you do a DNA test on her so why can't you just let things lie?"
"Are you still having her watched?"
"No. I gave that up when the two of you got married. Why?"
"If you were still having her watched you would know why I'm bailing out when my year is up. She has been cheating on me and I have no room in my life for a cheating wife."
"I don't believe it. Antonia would never do something like that. You have any proof that she has been cheating on you?"
"Nothing that would meet the standards of proof that a court would require, but I'm satisfied with what I have."
"To answer your original question you can't file until after Reggie's first birthday, but the deal was made so that our social standing wouldn't be hurt. A divorce for infidelity would most certainly put a stain on it."
"It won't be for cheating. I'll use irreconcilable differences for a reason. There is one other thing. I won't be able to work here with Toni as my boss. I know her well enough to know she will do her best to run me off or fire me once we are divorced and you have retired and she gets to be the big boss. I need to start looking now. What I need to know is will I get a good recommendation from you once you start getting calls for references?"
"Nonsense Jacob. I told you one of the benefits of marrying my daughter was guaranteed lifetime employment."
"That was from you. Once you are gone I very much doubt that Toni will honor the agreement."
"What if I make it impossible for her to disregard the agreement?"
"How can you do that?"
"I'll put you under contract. I'll write it in a way that if Antonia tries to fire you she will have to buy out your contract."
"How would that work?"
"Tell me how long you plan on working before you retire."
"I figured I'd do thirty years before going."
"You have six in with us now right?"
"Five and a bit."
We will make the contract for twenty-five years. It will say that if you are ever let go for any reason whatsoever the company will be required to buy back the years remaining on the contract using your highest rate of pay. It will also say that even if you were demoted or transferred your pay rate can't be reduced. If she were to eliminate your position she would have to put you in another position in the company. Say she moved you from manager to janitor. She would still have to pay you what you were making as a manager."
"I just don't know if I could work for her after a divorce. I like my job and I can see her working to make me as miserable as she can."
"So what? You can smile at her and think "Do your worst, but you can't get rid of me unless you want to fork out a lot of money. Think about how that will grind on her."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why are you doing this? Making this offer?"
"Because I've seen the two of you together. I know you both have strong feelings for each other. The problem is that you both are too hard-headed. Even if you leave her this will keep the two of you close and I'm betting that as long as I can make that happen the two of you will end up together. And I need to keep you close enough that my granddaughter has a daddy."
"I don't know about that. You have always known that I don't think she's mine."
"Do you know for sure?"
"No>"
"Then all things are possible."
In the end I accepted the deal. The way I looked at it was we had butted heads all the way through school so what was the difference now?
I put in several hours on the job and then I left work to go back to the hospital for visiting hours. I got there as Toni was feeding Reggie (the grandparents and Toni had already given her the nickname) and I watched and engaged in general conversation. When Toni was finished with feeding the baby she said:
"Get over her and pick her up. It is about time for you to hold your daughter."
It wasn't the time or place to have the conversation I knew I was going to have with her so I got up from my chair and went over to pick up the baby.
I don't care how hardhearted or hard headed you are there is no way you won't melt a bit when that innocent face looks up at you and makes those gurgling noises a baby makes. I smiled at her and admitted to myself that she could possibly be mine. Then I noticed that her tiny hand had a grip on one of my fingers and she wouldn't let go. Even though I wasn't sure I would claim her it looked like she was claiming me.
A nurse came in to take the baby back to the nursery and when they were gone Toni started saying the things that I knew would be coming.
"She looks just like you. We sure make pretty babies. The next one will be a boy; I'm sure of it."
I told her I'd see her the next day when she was released and I picked her up. I got up and started to leave.
"What?!! I don't get a kiss?"
I went over to her, kissed her and then left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked her up at ten the next day and the drive home was silent for the first five minutes or so and then Toni asked:
"What's wrong baby; you seem down."
What do you expect? You've known all along that I've never believed that the kid is mine. Now she's here and in spite of what you said yesterday she doesn't look anything like me or anyone in my family."
"Nonsense! I can see you in her even if you can't. The DNA test will prove it."
"I don't think I'm going to do a DNA test."
"Why not? You want proof don't you?"
"I'm better off believing that she's not mine. It will make it easier when I leave."
"When you leave? Jesus Christ Jake; why can't you get it in your thick head that you belong here with us?"
"That's the hell of it Toni. Three months ago I was becoming happy with what we had and had pretty much decided that as long as the kid was white Caucasian I'd skip the DNA test and stick around after the kid's first birthday. But then you fucked that plan up."
"Me? What did I do to change things?"
"Cheating on me with other men."
"Cheating?"
"Yes Toni, cheating. That is what fucking other men behind your husband's back is called."
She shut up and didn't say another word. When we got home I helped her into the house where her mother was already waiting to help mother and child settle in. I went back to work and finished out the day.
When I got home Regina was still there and she had fixed dinner for us. She gave me a list of things I needed to do for mother and child and then said she needed to get home to her man. I walked her to the door and she went up on her toes and kissed me.
"Take care of my girls okay?"
"Okay. I'll do it for you."
She gave me a funny look and said "Do it for yourself Jake" and then she was out the door and gone.
Dinner was quiet (the baby was sleeping) until I got up and started cleaning things up and doing the dishes. Toni was sitting at the table and I was leaning over the sink when she said:
"I did it for us." I turned toward her with a look of disbelief over what I'd just heard and said:
"What?"
"I did it for us. I didn't consider it cheating. I did it because I love you and I didn't want to lose you."
I almost laughed at her, but didn't.
"This I have got to hear. You fucked someone else because you love me?"
"It's true. I've fallen in love with you and I didn't want to lose you. I've always known you were Reggie's father. I can't explain it, but I know. When we married it was because I wanted Reggie's father in her life, but by the time my fourth month rolled around I'd fallen in love with you. Around month six I started thinking what if I was wrong? If the baby was white I knew I could keep you around. I'd give you a sex life that only a moron would walk away from, but what if the baby was mixed race? I knew you would be out the door and gone no matter how good the sex was.
"There were three blacks and two Latinos at that gangbang. What if one of them was the father? For my own peace of mind I had to make sure that you were Reggie's daddy. I looked up the five and had sex with them over the course of a month and then using their sperm I had a fetal DNA test done and I was able to eliminate them. Once that was done I concentrated on making sure that you would never want to leave me.
"I didn't see it as cheating Jake. I was just trying to make sure I wouldn't lose you. I never thought you would find out. I was careful not to give you any clue as to what I was doing. How did you find out?"
"I had a feeling."
That's it? You accused me of cheating because you had a feeling?"
"Get off it Toni; it works both ways."
"Both ways? What the hell does that mean?"
"You just knew I was the baby's father? Well I just knew you were getting fucked by someone during your seventh month. That's it in a nutshell Toni! I just knew!"
She was silent and I went back to doing the dishes. I was drying the last of them when she asked:
"What are you going to do?"
"Do my year and then get out."
"You could just walk away from your child? I can understand you being pissed at me, but Reggie?"
"You know I don't believe she's mine."
"But she is Jake. Do you think I went to all the trouble of testing those guys and didn't test you at the same time? You are Reggie's father Jake. You don't believe me then get your own test done, but you are her father."
Just then the baby started fussing and Toni got up and went to her. Five minutes later I went into the living room and found Toni sitting on the couch cooing at the baby while breast feeding her. It was a sight that tugged on the heart strings.
Toni was still tending to the baby when I went to bed, but I hadn't fallen asleep by the time she came to bed. I sleep naked so Toni's hand had no trouble getting right to my dick and as always her touch had it growing. Without a word having been said between either of us the covers were pushed down and Toni bent her head and her mouth took me in. I don't care how pissed you are or how unforgiving you may be, but all that shit melts away (at least for a while) when a gorgeous woman is giving you a blow job. Toni got me off and when she pulled her mouth off me she said:
"I'm going to keep you Jake. I've got a year to work with and by the end of that year you won't even think of leaving. Doctor said it would be six weeks before we can make love again, but you won't be going without. My mouth will take care of you for a week and by then I'll be ready to give you my ass. I don't care what your big head thinks Jake, but I promise you your little head won't ever want to leave me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
How did it work out? Call me weak, call me stupid or call me just plain pussy whipped, but I did buy into her story that she only strayed to see that we stayed together. It has been almost three years and we are still together.
We are getting along great. Toni does her best to spoil me rotten and Reggie has a hold on my heart that can never be broken. I did do my own DNA test and Reggie is indeed mine. Has Toni ever strayed again? I don't honestly know. I think she might have on a business trip to Boston, but I have to admit I have no evidence that she might have, just a thought. Not even a feeling; just a thought.
But I have to be honest with myself. I know that in my mind lurks the thought "Once a cheater always a cheater" so I'm always going to wonder if she does or doesn't. Human nature people; we all have it and it isn't going to go away.
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The alarm went off and I reached over and hit the snooze button to buy another ten minutes. The alarm also woke up my wife of two years, but she apparently wasn't interested in another ten minutes of snoozing.
I felt her hand trace down my body in the direction of my lower middle appendage which almost instantly started to grow in anticipation of what was coming. She pushed the covers off of us and then swung over me and using her left hand to guide things she impaled herself on me. She rode me while I reached up with my hands and tugged and tweaked her nipples.
Her nipples are super sensitive when she is aroused and as I twisted them and pulled on them she moaned and stated riding me harder. She had an orgasm and I gave her a minute or so to savor it and then because I could never get off in cowgirl I rolled her over on to her back and then drove hard to get my release. Just before I reached mine she had another one. When I came I held myself in her until it was soft and then I pulled out and fell to the bed next to her and said:
"You know I don't want to go to get up and go to work now. I just want to lay here and hold you."
"I would like that too, but you know we can't. My flight to Salt Lake leaves at ten and I have to be on it."
"I think you need to tell your dad he needs a new personal assistant. Tell him you need to stay home with your hubby so you can work on giving him some grandbabies."
"Can't do that and you well know it. You knew what you were signing up for before we even said I do."
"Yes, but at the time I had no way of knowing how addictive snuggling and cuddling with you in the mornings was going to be.
"Daddy is going to retire in six months and I won't need to be going with him everywhere he goes"
"Bullshit. That just means that you will be in charge and will still traveling on business."
"True, but then you can give up your job as head of security, become my PA and fly with me."
"Why in the world would I want to do that?"
"So you can learn the business the same way I did by being daddy's PA."
"Again, why would I want to do that?"
"Because it is a family owned and operated business and someone needs to run it while I'm busy having your babies and raising them."
She slapped my butt and told me to get up and get a move on. She showered while I put the coffee on and then I showered while she whipped up some breakfast. I had wanted to shower together, but she shot that down.
"You know damned well where we would end up if we did that."
She was right so I hid my disappointment and got on with the day. At eight-thirty she came into my office, kissed me and told me to think about how to best welcome her home the next day.
"Rose petals strewn around the bedroom and a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket next to the bed would be nice."
As I watched her leave I thought back on how I had come to be married to the boss's daughter.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was obvious that she didn't recognize me, but then why should she? We didn't move in the same circles when we were in school. I doubt that she even noticed me from the ninth grade to graduation and I was even more lost in the crowd at college, but I recognized her. Prom queen, head cheerleader, Girl Most Likely to Succeed. She had fed many of my teenaged fantasies and had caused me to exercise my right hand quite often. It had been fifteen years since I'd last seen her and those years had been good to her.
"May I ask who recommended me to you?"
"No one. I was in the building to see my attorney and I noticed Stiles Investigations on the building directory."
That was me. Hector Stiles, private investigator.
"Might I enquire as to whom your attorney is?"
"Charles Wellington of Farmer, Burns and Wellington."
"I know Chuck well. He sends a lot of business my way. So what can I do for you Miss Parkington?"
She gave me a weird look and said "It's Mrs. Mrs. Elizabeth Markham. How did you know my name used to be Parkington?"
I smiled and said "Trade secret. So what can I do for you Mrs. Markham?"
She hesitated as if she intended to follow up on how I'd known her maiden name, but then she said:
"I want you to find my husband."
That was interesting. I'd been asked many, many times to find out if a husband (or wife) was cheating, but I'd never been asked to actually find the husband.
"Is he hiding from you? Not wanting to see you for some reason or other? Most people don't just disappear unless they think they have a good reason for doing it."
"I have no idea. One day he just disappeared. He left for work in the morning and I never saw or heard from him again. He had shown up for work, left at quitting time and disappeared."
"I'm sorry if this upsets you, but it is something I need to know if I am going to take you on as a client. Was there any infidelity in your marriage?"
She hesitated a bit and then said "On his part? I don't think so."
"And on your part? I ask because if you were I need to know if he found out and then left leaving you to handle all the divorce stuff."
"I haven't been unfaithful, but I do have to admit I was slipping close to it."
"Slipping close?"
"An old flame from college recently returned to town and we've been talking. I'll be totally honest with you Mr. Stiles. My husband's parents don't believe that Reggie just ran away. They say that is something no son of theirs would ever do. They seemed to think I've killed Reggie and somehow gotten rid of the body. They took their belief to the police and I am currently under an ongoing investigation."
"Why do you need me if the police are already looking for him?"
"I don't believe they are looking for him. I think they believe he is dead and all they are trying to do is pin his death on someone. I'm his spouse so to them I am their most likely suspect. I need to find Reggie and get out from under the cloud of suspicion."
I decided to take the case and I gave her my rates and she wrote me a check. I gave her a list of things I needed to know about her husband and she told me she would get back to me the next day with what I wanted. She looked at the list and then back up at me.
"I should know you shouldn't I?"
"Not necessarily. I was just one of many."
She gave me a long look and then got up and left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked up the phone and called a familiar number.
"Tenth precinct; Sgt. Franklin speaking."
"Afternoon Tony. Is Phil in?"
"He is. Probably in his office sleeping on the taxpayers dollar. I'll put you through."
Two rings and then "Detective Bureau; Lt. Farmer."
"Afternoon Phil; got a minute?"
"Don't know Heck. What kind of trouble do you want me to get in the middle of now?"
"Just took on a client who says she is under investigation for her husband's death, but she doesn't think he is dead."
"Only got one of those right now. We are talking about Elizabeth Markham right?"
"That's the one. What can you tell me about it?"
"Not much. The husband, Reginald Markham, left his place of employment at five on May the third and hasn't been seen or heard from since. No cash removed from the bank, no credit card trail and his car was found in the Landing Strip's parking lot. He was a regular, but no one inside could recall seeing him that day. His prints were the only ones found on the car. Wife never reported him missing. Six days after he was last seen his parents came in, told us he was missing and they suspected foul play.
"We looked into it. Mrs. Markham said she never reported him missing because he had a habit of disappearing for days after they'd had an argument. She said that once he was gone for eleven days. According to her they had argued the day before he disappeared so she thought nothing of it. She didn't get concerned until we came knocking on her door."
"You turn up anything?"
"We pressed and she finally told us that the argument was over his displeasure at the time she was spending with an old boyfriend. We talked to the boyfriend and he told us all that was going on was they were renewing acquaintances, talking about old times and old friends. Other than Mr. Markham's continued absence we've found no evidence of foul play. However it is still an open case. Without betraying any client confidentiality can you tell me what she wants with you?"
"Wants me to find her husband."
"Good luck with that. All we found was a cold trail."
"If I stop by the precinct any chance I could look at the file?"
"As long as you get here while I'm still here."
As I hung up I thought on how nice it was to have good friends. Phil had been my partner when I was on the force. If I hadn't taken a bullet in my right knee I would probably still be on the force. I had just taken the exam for detective and had scored high enough that I would have gotten the next opening, but Jimmy Ratz (aka Jimmy the Rat) had ruined that for me. He put the bullet in my knee and Phil had put him in the ground.
I drove over to the precinct and Phil let me sit at his desk and read the case file. I finished the file, handed it back to him and he asked:
"Anything in there jump out at you?"
"Maybe."
"Care to share?"
"Not just yet. I need to make sure a personal dislike isn't clouding my thinking first."
"That sounds cryptic."
I hesitated and then said "I guess it is something you should know. I need to give you some history here. I went through high school and college with Mrs. Markham. In fact I had one hell of a crush on her at the time, but I doubt that she even knew I was alive. We didn't run in the same circles. Her maiden name by the way is Parkington as in Parkington Industries. In short daddy is loaded and Liz is an only child.
"As I remember it she had a rather substantial trust fund that she came into the day she graduated from college and then of course when daddy passes she will inherit the whole shebang. Did you ever notice how it always seemed the best looking girls were attracted to the bad boy asshole types?"
Phil smiled and shook his head yes.
"Well Liz was one of those girls. In our junior year she hooked up with a stone asshole. He was one of those find them, fuck them, forget them guys. We were both on the football team and in the locker room he used to brag that he would be rolling in dough when he married the stupid cunt. That's just the way he put it. "When I marry the stupid cunt." You could tell she didn't mean shit to him except as an easy life. Liz on the other hand seemed to be head over heels for the asshole and thought he was the love of her life. What happened between them I've no idea, but one day they were no longer a couple."
"What's that got to do with this file?"
"Dave Bart, the boyfriend she was getting reacquainted with? The same asshole who was going to marry the stupid cunt. Was I you I would be looking into his background. What has the slime ball been up to since college?"
"What are you thinking Heck?"
"Can't marry into money if someone else is already married to it."
"You thinking he may have something to do with the disappearance of Markham?"
"I don't honestly know Phil. He was an asshole back in school, but whether or not he is a bad enough asshole to do in someone for money I don't know."
"Could wife and possible lover be in it together?"
"I don't know, but I doubt it. She is paying me an awful lot to find him and I just can't see her setting herself up for the digging I'm going to be doing if she has anything to hide."
"Keep me in the loop okay?"
"Will do."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Elizabeth Markham showed up at my office at nine the next day with the things I asked her to bring me. She sat down across from me and said:
"I can't believe I didn't know who you were yesterday."
"No reason you should have."
"I got out my year books when I got home yesterday. Eight years; four in high school and four in college and I didn't know you? How could that have been?"
"Our high school class had 247 kids in it and there were different groups and cliques. We just hung with different people. In college there were ten times as many people. We only had two shared classes in our freshman year and only one in our junior year. Not surprising that you didn't remember me."
"But you can remember me so I should be able to remember you."
I smiled as I thought "I doubt you ever masturbated to thoughts of me so why would you remember me? You on the other hand fed many of my masturbatory fantasies" and then I said:
"A subject for another time, but right now we need to get on the problem of your missing husband. I'm going to ask you some very personal questions and while you may be reluctant to give them I need completely honest answers. I'm no different than your doctor or lawyer; anything you tell me will be given complete confidentiality."
"No problem. I've nothing to hide."
"First thing I need to know is the relationship you had with your husband just prior to his disappearance."
"We were having a bit of a problem. He didn't like the fact that I was meeting with my old boyfriend for lunch and then drinks after work. He wanted me to stop and I told him I wouldn't."
"At our initial meeting you mentioned that you were sliding towards being unfaithful. Was this the man causing you to slide closer?"
"It was."
"Was and not is?"
She was silent for a bit and the said "Was. I can be a bitch at times and I can also be a bit bull-headed. When Dave, that's the old boyfriend, came back to town he looked me up and asked me to meet him for lunch. I saw no harm in it so we met. At first it was just getting in touch with old friends and talking about people we knew and where they were and what they were doing now. It was a short lunch because I had to get back to work.
"Dave asked if we could do lunch again and again I saw no harm in it so I said yes. When I got home that night I told Reg about it and he got all bent out of shape over it. Told me he was unhappy that I met with Dave and he didn't want me doing it again. That brought out the bitch in me and I told him I wasn't going to allow him to dictate to me and I would see whoever I wanted to see and then things between us went to hell.
"I saw Dave two more times for lunch and being the bitch I can be at times I made sure that Reg knew about them. That just made things worse between us. I kept meeting Dave for lunch, not because I was interested in getting something going between us, but because I could throw it in Reg's face. Then one day Dave asked me to meet him after work for a drink. Dave made a move on me that night and I didn't shut him down. Of course I let Reg know when I got home that I'd stopped for drinks with Dave. Reg threw a fit. He accused me of cheating on him and then said he'd better never catch us screwing in our house or he would kill us both. That of course set me off. "Accuse me of cheating? Well fuck you! Maybe I will just to spite your ass" and things between us went farther downhill.
"The next time I met with Dave my mindset was Reg thinks I'm a cheater? Well if I'm going to wear the name I might as well play the game. And I almost did it. But at the last minute I remembered why I'd broken up with Dave in the first place. He was an asshole. I was going to risk my marriage over an asshole? But even then I unintentionally left the door open. I told Dave I couldn't cheat on Reg, but the way things were going between Reg and me I might be single again soon and then we could pick up where we left off in college. It was all bullshit of course, but Dave didn't know it.
"Before I could mend fences with Reg he was gone and now I have to find him. Find him and convince him he is the only man I want."
I took the list she gave me and then said "I have to be up front with you Mrs. Markham; I may not be able to do what you want. I have an in at the police department and he told me what they have found. Your husband didn't take any cash out of the bank and he hasn't left a credit card trail. I have a few sources they don't have access to, but if I can't find a starting point on your husband's trail in a couple of days I'm not likely going to find him. I'm telling you this now so you can get your money back if you would like."
"Please do what you can and don't worry about the money. If you need more I'll get it for you. Just do your absolute best to find Reggie."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The list she had given me had the names of friends her husband was closest to and a list of people he worked with. I spent three days talking with the people on the list and came up with zip. The people I talked to were unanimous in saying that Reginald Markham was not the kind of guy who would make himself disappear just to piss off his wife. Several of his friends did tell me that he was upset with his wife, but hadn't shared the why of it with them. His coworkers said he was his usual normal self on the day he disappeared and his secretary said that he had given her a cheerful "See you in the morning when he left the office that day.
At the end of three days I'd pretty much made up my mind that Reginald Markham had not disappeared himself. I had to accept the thought that someone or someone's had disappeared him. I could be wrong, but I seriously doubted that his wife had anything to do with it. The question became who and why.
To me the obvious answer was Dave Bart and the why was so he could have a clear field to Elizabeth Markham. I picked up the phone and called the number that Elizabeth had given me. When she answered I made arrangements to meet her for lunch.
She was already there and sitting in a booth when I got to Tricocci's. After Jared had taken our order I said:
"I have some questions Mrs. Markham."
"Please call me Liz. I'm still feeling guilty over going to school with you for eight years and still not knowing you."
"All right then; you can call me Heck. I'm not overly fond of Hector, but my parent's didn't ask for my input when they named me. The questions I have concern your relationship with Dave Bart. When you initially broke up with him was the breakup acrimonious?"
"No. I found out a few things that upset me, but decided that he was going to be around until we graduated it would be easier if I ended things a bit cordially. I told him I thought we were getting too serious too soon and that we needed a break from each other. We needed to see and date others to make sure that we were really meant for each other."
"And how did he take it?"
"He wasn't happy. Said he already knew that I was the one for him and he was a little pissed that I wouldn't accept it when he told me that he was sure that I was the one for him. Then we graduated and without letting him know I took off to tour Europe for a year before coming back and going to work for my father. I heard that after graduation he took a job in Atlanta and I never heard from him until he moved back here a little over a month ago."
"What exactly did you find out that turned you away from him?"
"He was telling people that he was going to marry me and then be rolling in money for the rest of his life. Why are you smiling?"
"Dave and I were on the football team and he was always bragging to everyone that he was going to marry you and be set for life."
"You knew who I was. Why didn't you warn me?"
"And get slapped upside my head and be told to mind my own business? You seem to forget that at the time you appeared to be head over heels into Dave. You probably wouldn't have believed me anyway."
"Probably true."
"Has he tried to contact you since your husband disappeared?"
"Every day. He wants to meet for lunch or for a drink after work. Why?"
"Curiosity. You did tell me you told him you might be single again and you might be able to pick up where you left off in college."



"I didn't mean it. It just seemed to be a better way to end things than to say "You are an asshole and I want nothing to do with you."
"I can see that. Do you have any idea of what he did between the time you broke up with him in college and when he came back here and called you?"
He says he went to work for Chapin and Associates in Atlanta and they transferred him here. Why?"
"Just curious."
"Bullshit Heck."
"No. You didn't know me back then, but I had a crush on you from the first day I saw you in the ninth grade and it carried all the way to college so I'm just naturally curious."
"You had a crush on me?"
"What can I say? As far as I was concerned you were the best looking girl in our class. The reason I wanted to meet you today was so I could give you this" and I passed a check to her. "It is a refund of part of your fee. I can't find a thing that gives me a starting point. It is as if your husband was snatched by an alien probe or something. One minute he was here and the next minute he was gone.
"I mentioned earlier that I had an in at the police department and from him I found out that your fears are groundless."
"My fears?"
"When you first came to me you felt the police weren't even looking for your husband and all they were doing was trying to find a way to pin things on you. Not so. They hit the same dead end that I have. It is still an open case, but they are not looking at you as the cause of your husband's disappearance."
That wasn't necessarily true. At the time Phil let me read the file it was more or less true, but that might have changed some since I'd let Phil know about Dave Bart. I still didn't believe she had anything to do with hubby's disappearance, but I couldn't speak for Phil.
Liz took the check, looked at it and said "You can't do anything?"
"I can find absolutely no one who saw your husband after he walked out of work on the day he disappeared. I'm at a dead end. I can find absolutely nothing to work with. I'm sorry."
She put the check in her purse, thanked me for my time and then got up and left.
++++++++++++++++++++
I have a problem. When something grabs ahold of me I stay after it until I'm satisfied. That is where I was at that point. I lied to Elizabeth Markham. I did have a starting point. Dave Bart.
As I mentioned earlier I had sources the local police didn't have access to. I flipped through my Rolodex until I found the number I was looking for and then I placed the call.
"Good morning, Atlanta Police Department. How may I help you?"
"Detective Parsons please."
"One moment."
A bit of background here. I attended college on an ROTC scholarship and on graduation I went into the U.S.Army. The Army decided that I should be assigned to the Military Police. Eventually I ended up in the Criminal Investigation Division. I made a lot of friends there and a lot of them, like me, ended up going into law enforcement when we left the Army and we have stayed in touch.
Two rings and then "Robbery Homicide. Detective Parsons. What can I do for you?"
"I have a terrible itch on my left shoulder blade. Could you scratch it for me?"
"Heck?"
"One and the same."
"How the hell have you been? What's it been; a year since we last talked?"
"About that."
After ten minutes of catching up small talk I told him what I was looking for, gave him all the info that I had and he said he would do what he could. I might have been wasting my time, but I just couldn't get past the way Dave Bart insisted he was going to marry Liz Markham and be on easy street for the rest of his life.
I'd gotten Bart's address from the file Phil let me see and I knew where he worked because Liz Markham had given me that information so I decided to take a look at Dave. I was parked outside Chapin and Associates at seven in the morning when the employees started arriving for work. At ten to eight a Mustang convertible pulled into the lot and Dave Bart got out of it. He hadn't changed any, appearance wise, since college. A call to Chapin got me their hours and I left and got busy with what I had on my plate for that day.
I was back at Chapin a half hour before quitting time and I sat and watched the Mustang. At five on the dot Dave came out. I followed him when he pulled out of the lot and he drove over to the Landing Strip Lounge. Fancy that! He drives to the place Reginald Markham's car was found after he disappeared. Could be a coincidence, but I'd never much believed in coincidences. I probably don't need to point out at this point that I was pretty sure Dave Bart had something to do with the disappearance of Liz's husband.
I sat outside and waited in my car for Bart to leave and then I followed him home and watched until the lights went out and then I went back to the Landing Strip. I knew the place well. Been drinking there since I got out of the service. I'd even seen Reggie Markham in the place a time or two. I knew who he was, but I didn't know him. The place was owned by Jake Winters and I'd known Jake since our first year in college where we had played on the football team together.
I took a seat at the bar and when Jake put my PBR down in front of me I asked him about Bart. He knew Bart because Bart had been on the team with us. According to Jake Bart was a regular since moving here from Atlanta and was in four or five times a week.
"Did you ever see him in here with Reggie Markham?"
"I've seen them both in here at the same time, but I never saw Dave talk to Reggie. Why would you ask me that?"
"Just curious."
"Don't give me that shit Heck. Come on; give."
"You remember when Dave was bragging about how he was going to marry Liz Parkington and be set for life?"
"Yeah."
"Liz married Reggie Markham so I was just curious if Dave might have gotten in Markham's face."
"Never had anything to do with each other in here."
I changed the subject to sports, had one more beer and went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the morning I was outside Bart's condo and I followed him to work. Once he was inside I went back to his place and used my lock picks to get inside. Okay, so I'm not squeaky clean, but as a paid snoop not everything I do can be completely above board.
It was a two bedroom and he had one bedroom set up as a home office so after a check of the rest of the place I concentrated on the home office. I'd gone through the room and desk without finding anything to back my suspicions and I was getting ready to call it quits when I saw a Carhart coat hanging on the back of the door. I went through the pockets and struck gold. It was to me anyway; probably wouldn't have been to anyone else, but then not many people were always looking for the bad in things.
I found a receipt for a storage unit dated five days before Markham disappeared. That in itself meant nothing, but I also found a receipt from Home Depot for a chest style 21 cubic foot freezer dated two days before Markham's disappearance. There was no freezer in the condo so I guessed it would be in the storage unit. Granted; there could be many uses for it. He could be a hunter and he kept the meat from his kills in the freezer, but it was three months until deer and elk season. Of course I had already decided that Bart had something to do with Reggie Markham's disappearance so it wasn't hard for me to figure out what I thought the freezer and storage unit were being used for.
Bart had a printer/copier on his desk so I used it to make copies of the receipts and I put the originals back in the coat. I took one last look around and then locked the place back up and left.
I drove over to the U-Stor-It on Elmont and went into the office and inquired about renting a unit with electricity. The guy behind the counter gave me the prices of the different sized units and I asked to see the smallest. On the way to the unit we walked right past 201C which was Bart's. I saw that the lock on it was a Master and I smiled because I knew I could I could pick a Master.
I looked the small unit over and told the man I'd take it. We went back to the office and did the paperwork and I paid for a month's rent and he gave me the code to the gate so I could get in after the office had closed for the day.
I left, went over to the Village Inn, had a bite to eat and then went and caught a movie to kill time. When the movie let out I went home, changed clothes and swapped the car for an old pickup truck that I used for stake-outs and sneaky things like I was about to do.
At ten I was back at the storage place. I let myself in using the code I was given and I drove to unit 201C. On my earlier visit I had looked for security cameras, but hadn't seen any. That didn't mean that there weren't any. If there did happen to be one that covered the area containing 201C it wouldn't get much. The bulb for the license plate light had been removed and the plate was smeared with mud and I was wearing a dark hooded sweatshirt.
It only took me two minutes to pick the lock and once inside I was not surprised to see that the only thing in the unit was the freezer. I hesitated opening it because I was almost sure of what I was going to find inside and I wasn't sure I wanted to see it. I really, really did not want to be the one to tell Liz Markham that her husband would never be coming home.
I opened the freezer and my fears were confirmed. Some bones had to be broken so the arms and legs could be positioned to get the body in the freezer, but Bart had managed it. I closed the freezer, left the unit and locked it back up and headed home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had some thinking to do. I needed to find a way to let Phil know what I'd found in such a way that my role in the finding wouldn't be revealed. I'd broken several laws in doing the finding and a good defense attorney might be able to get Bart off or get him a reduced sentence for some lesser charge if my actions were to come to light. To say nothing of the fact that I could lose my license.
At home I settled into my easy chair with a large glass of Jack over ice and began running various scenarios through my mind, but I couldn't come up with anything that would work. I finished the Jack and went to bed.
When I woke up in the morning I gave the problem more thought over my morning coffee and still couldn't come up with a workable solution. I decided to just bite the bullet and let the chips fall where they may.
I called Phil and made sure that he was in his office. I told him I had something on the Markham case and I would be right down. Then I called Liz Markham and asked her to meet for a drink when she got off work. I told her I had something on her husband. She pressed, but I told her I couldn't do it over the phone. She told me she would meet me at Tricocci's at five-thirty.
On my way over to the Tenth Precinct my cell chirped and I activated my Bluetooth and took the call. It was Frank Parsons from Atlanta.
"Got something for you Heck. Your boy Bart is in deep trouble. He is a compulsive gambler and is into several bookies and loan sharks. They wanted their money and he didn't have it. These guys tend to make examples out of guys that don't pay up. He got out of town just ahead of a couple of broken bones. Word on the street is he owes over eighty grand and people are looking for him so they can either recover their money or make an example out of him.
"I have one confidential informant who says that Bart told one of the loan sharks he would be coming into some money and he would settle up if the guy could just give him ninety days. Don't know if any of this helps, but it was all I could come up with."
"It helps a lot. Thanks Frank; I owe you a big one."
I sat down in the chair opposite Phil and laid the whole thing out for him.
"I can't believe that you did something that stupid."
"You think I don't know that?"
"Why? Why did you risk it?"
"It was a cold trail, no leads to work with, but I had a feeling deep down in my gut that Bart had something to do with it. So I went with it. And you know he would have gotten away with it if I hadn't dug in my heels and gone for it."
"I don't know if I can, but I'll try to keep you out of it. Now git! You've just dumped a pile of shit in my lap and I've got to figure out what to do."
I went back to my office and spent the rest of the day catching up on paperwork. At five I left the office and headed over to Tricocci's to meet Liz Markham. I was sitting in a booth nursing a Jack over ice when she came in and took the seat opposite me.
"You have something for me?"
"I do, but you aren't going to like it."
I'd ordered a drink for Liz when I got there and told Mandy to wait and bring it to the table when my guest arrived. As soon as Liz was seated Mandy was there with her drink.
"Take some" I said, "You are going to need it."
She took a sip and I took a deep breath and said "I've found your husband, but he won't be coming home to you. He's dead."
Her face paled and she was silent for several seconds and then she said "I think I've known it all along. It seemed to be the only thing that would have kept him from coming home. What happened?"
"I can't tell you now because it is still a police matter. I turned over what I found to them and they will probably contact you in a day or two to let you know what they've found. I'll be in deep shit if they find out I've told you even this much while their investigation is still in progress, but I felt you had a right to know.
"He was murdered and we know who the killer is, but he hasn't been arrested yet so please don't mention what you know to anyone. If word somehow gets out the killer could hear about it and get away before he can be arrested. I'll tell you the whole story once the police have officially notified you. Rest assured that you will get it all from me, but not for a couple of days yet."
She took a large pull on her drink and then said, "I guess I'll go home now and cry."
She got up to leave and then turned back to me and said "Call me as soon as you can. Okay?"
"Call me as soon as you hear from the police and I'll fill you in."
She turned and left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Phil did manage to keep me out of it. I have no idea of what he used as probable cause to go to the storage place and get into 201C, but the day after I filled him in Bart was in custody and charged with First Degree Murder. Phil called me at four in the afternoon and told me they had Bart and an hour after that Liz called me and told me that the police had notified her that they had found her husband. We arranged to meet at Tricocci's at five-thirty.
I gave her the entire story and she did not take it well. She started crying and said "I killed him. It was me that killed him. It was my fault; I killed him." I tried to settle her down, but she kept ordering drinks and sucking them down all the while saying that she was to blame. She was so out of it that I didn't dare let her drive so I took her home with me.
I carried her into one of the spare bedrooms and put her to bed. Then I locked the place up and went to bed myself. Something woke me up and I glanced at the clock and saw that it was ten after two. The something that woke me up was Liz Markham getting into bed with me. Her words were slurred, but I understood them.
"Hold me. Please hold me."
I pulled her into my arms and we fell to sleep together.
She was still sound asleep when I woke up in the morning. I carefully disentangled myself from her and got up. I was on the patio working on my third cup of coffee when I heard the sliding door open and then close. Liz came over and sat down beside me and I noticed that she had found the coffee and cups. She took a sip of hers and then said:
"Sorry. I didn't mean to come unglued on you yesterday, but what you told me hit me hard."
I took a sip of my coffee and stayed silent. After a bit she said "I did do it you know. I killed Reg. I might not have done the actual deed, but my seeing Dave caused it."
"Nonsense."
"No it isn't. If I hadn't kept on seeing Dave and thereby giving him hope he would have left me alone. And then I stupidly told him that I wouldn't cheat on Reg, but the way things were going I might be single again soon and then we could pick up where we left off in college. Dave obviously took that to mean he was home free if Reg was gone.
"Given what you've told me about his gambling debt problem he couldn't wait for six months for a divorce to go through so he killed Reg to speed things up. Reg would still be alive if I had just shut Dave down when he came to town. What makes it even worse to me is that the only reason I met with Dave was to piss Reggie off."
I could tell I would be wasting my breath trying to convince her otherwise so I changed the subject by asking her how she liked her eggs.
"Why would you want to know that?"
"Because I'm going to go into the kitchen and make us breakfast."
"Scrambled with some cheese if you have it."
Over breakfast she asked me what a bachelor was doing with a four bedroom house and I told her the sad story of how Sandra, my wife of three years, was killed by a drunk driver a little over two years ago and the other three bedrooms were for the kids we were going to have.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to bring up a sore subject."
"I've adjusted. The pain goes away after a while. The memories are still there, but they are all good ones."
"Seeing anybody now?"
"No. I date some, but I'm not sure I'm ready for another relationship."
After breakfast I drove her back to get her car. Just before she got out of my car she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.
"Thank you" she said and she got out of the car. I sat there and watched her get in her car and pull out. As she drove off I had to smile. I had crushed on her all the way through school and here all these years later she kissed me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A week later Liz walked into my office and handed me a check. I tried to refuse it, but she wouldn't let me.
"I hired you to find my husband and you did it. You like being a private detective?"
"It pays the bills."
"Would you do something else if you could?"
"I don't know."
"I have an idea I would like to discuss with you. Have dinner with me tonight?"
"I can do that."
"Meet me at Emily's at six?"
"I'll be there."
She was already at a table when I got there and she wasn't alone. I approached the table where they were sitting and they both stood up.
"Heck, I'd like you to meet my father Sam Parkington. Dad, this is Hector Stiles. He prefers to be called Heck."
We shook hands and he told me to call him Sam. I sat down and as soon as I was seated a waitress showed up with a drink for me.
"I took the liberty of ordering for you. It was what you were drinking at Tricocci's. Is it all right?"
I smiled and said it was and took a sip. As I set the glass down Sam said "I'm assuming that my being here is a surprise to you?"
"It is."
"You seemed to have impressed my daughter and that is no easy thing to do. She's told me all about what you did for her and we have talked it over and we think you might be just what we need."
I raised my eyebrows at that and he went on.
"Parkington Industries has several patents and proprietary processes and we are a target for industrial espionage. So far we have been lucky and have managed to stop it, but I don't think we can count on luck forever. Liz has convinced me that we need a security unit and she has also convinced me that you should head it. Would you possibly be interested in something like that?"
I looked over at Liz and could see "Please?" written all over her face. I said I was interested and I took the job.
After a year of us working together I asked her out and she said yes. I would have asked sooner, but I felt I had to let her have a period of mourning before making a move. Six months later we were married.



And that's how a missing person's case led me to my high school crush and being married to the boss's daughter.
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I was seven months pregnant, my hubby Stan was on a business trip and I was wanting it so bad that the neighbor's Siberian husky was starting to look good. Fortunately I wasn't ready to go that route. Not yet anyway. At least not as long as Bobby was available. I picked up the phone, called him, and told him that I was in need his services and he told me he would rush right over.
I loved it that he had his own business and could get away whenever I needed him which was a lot lately. I honestly think that Bobby fucking me was helping to prolong Stan's life. In our case "Fuckin him to death" was not just a catch phrase; I honestly thought I was actually coming close to doing just that. It was a good thing that Bobby loved fucking me because I don't believe I could bring myself to go looking to hook up with someone. Too big a chance that someone might see me and rat me out to Stan.
I was never sure whether Bobby loved fucking me or just got a kick out of fucking Stan's wife behind his back. Bobby and Stan had some sort of friendly rivalry in high school. Through friends and acquaintances I'd learned that in head to head competition Stan was usually the winner, but somehow they had managed to stay good friends. Maybe fucking me was Bobby's way of evening the score. As long as he fucked me when I needed it is all I cared about.
While I waited for him to show up I thought back to our first time.
I was four months pregnant and Stan was back in Michigan taking care of something that had to do with his parent's estate. He had been gone three days and wasn't due back for three more and I'd been three days without sex and it was driving me up the wall. I didn't know that pregnancy could scramble your hormones, but it sure messed with mine. It was like a switch tripped somewhere in my body. I went from making love to Stan three or four times a week to wanting it two or three times a day. I think Stan was glad to get away from me for a few days.
The doorbell rang and when I answered it I found Bobby standing there.
"Morning Rita. I need you to open the garage door for me so I can put the chain saw I borrowed back where it belongs."
He went back to his car and got the chain saw while I went and hit the button that started the garage door to open. Bobby brought the saw in and put it where Stan usually kept it. When he turned he saw me standing in the doorway that led from the mudroom to the garage and he gave a low wolf whistle and I smiled and said:
"For me? Get serious."
"I am serious girl. Pregnancy looks sexy as hell on you."
"Yeah, right! I know I look like a bloated whale."
"Bullshit Rita. You look sexier pregnant than most girls I know who aren't pregnant."
"Sexy? You think I'm sexy? You are just so full of shit Bobby."
"No I'm not. If you weren't married I'd be after you like a duck after a June bug."
Like I sad earlier I was so horny I was ready to climb walls and here was a man who thought I was sexy and who would be after me if I wasn't married? I don't know what it was that made me do it. I honestly don't know if I was just calling his bluff to see him back down or if, in my condition, I really wanted him to fuck me. I just looked at him and said:
"You would turn down married pussy if you could get it?"
That took him by surprise and he just looked at me and didn't reply. I smiled and said:
"How about we just see if you can."
I started to strip right there in front of him. I was unhooking my bra when he smiled, unzipped and took out his cock. I smiled, turned, and headed for the bedroom and he followed along right behind me.
When I got to the bedroom I was naked, but he still had a ways to go. He was unbuttoning his shirt when I went to my knees in front of him and started sucking his cock while I untied his shoes. I tapped his right ankle and he lifted his right foot and I removed his shoe and sock. Then I repeated it for his left. When he started to unbuckle his belt I got up and went over to the bed. I hadn't gotten around to making it yet so I just laid down on it and spread my legs.
"Get over here ducky and eat my June bug."
Bobby wasn't worth a shit as a pussy eater. Stan had him beat six ways from Sunday on that, but Bobby got me of a couple of times when he fucked me. His cock was a bit shorter than Stan's, maybe an inch or so, but he was a bit bigger round than Stan and he really stretched me out. I honestly never thought once about Stan while Bobby was getting me off.
Stan was the farthest thing from my mind until the phone rang at 8:10 that evening. I knew it was Stan making his nightly check in call so I made Bobby pull out while I took the call. He pouted, but I couldn't take a chance on Stan hearing something during the call that might make him suspicious. When the call end Bobby bitched about making him stop.
"Don't you know what a kick it would have been to be doing you while you talked to him?"
"Of coursed I do, but as much as you have been making me cry out and scream I couldn't take the chance. If you want to do this again we need to keep Stan in the dark. You do want to do this again don't you?"
"Hell yes I do."
"Then we need to be cool. Speaking of being cool don't you need to be getting home to Alice?"
"No need to. She is spending the week with her parents. Her mom had a stroke so she is there helping her dad cope."
"Won't she call you?"
"Not likely. We haven't spoken much to each other lately."
"Trouble on the home front?"
"Yeah. She's pressing me to have kids and I keep telling her I'm not ready yet."
"So you don't have to hurry home?"
"Nope."
Bobby spent the night with me not the either of us got much in the way of sleep. He went in to his business for a half a day and then came back to me. While Stan was gone Bobby spent every night with me. I've no idea what he tells his wife Alice when he spends the night, but whatever it is she must believe because there has never been any fallout over it. Bobby has become my go to guy whenever the hornies hit me and Stan isn't available to take care of business. Now Stan was gone again on a three day or four day business trip and I was again needful.
The doorbell rang and I hurried to let Bobby in. I'd prepared for his arrival by striping and then putting on a robe. I let him in and then headed straight to the bedroom. Bobby had told me that one of his biggest turn ons was nylons and high heels so once in the bedroom I let my robe fall to the floor and let Bobby see me in thigh high nylons and what Stan called my "Come fuck me" heels.
I went to my knees, unzipped Bobby and started sucking his cock while he peeled his clothes off. I climbed on the bed and spread my legs eager to have a cock in me. Bobby got on the bed and laid down on his back and I swung over him and let myself slide down his hard cock groaning loudly as Bobby split me open. Then he grabbed my shoulders and pulled me down so he could get his mouth on my tits and suck on my nipples. He gave me two orgasms before needing to get his own and then he rolled me over onto my back and drove hard into me until I felt his hot sauce flood my channel.
But we were by no means done. I knew my Booby and I knew what was coming next so I got up on my hands and knees. He moved in front of me and presented his cock to my mouth. I took him in and licked him clean and worked to get his cock back to life. As I sucked on his cock my eyes were on the heart shaped birthmark in front of them and I smiled as I thought of the significance. The heart was a symbol of love and Bobby and I sure did love to fuck.
When I had him hard again he stood me up and then bent me over the back of the bed. I felt his cock push at my asshole and I spread my legs a little farther apart and hissed at him:
"That's it baby; fuck my ass, fuck it hard. Cum in my ass Bobby; come in my ass."
He eased his cock in a little bit at a time and it did hurt a little at first, but the hurt went away quickly and soon I was begging him to fuck me harder and faster. Bobby loved my ass and he would bury himself in my dirty hole every time we got together. He told me that Alice would never give him her ass. I'd never done it before Bobby because Stan had never asked for it and because of that I had never given anal a thought until Bobby asked me for it. I was a bit hesitant at first, but I'd come to like it.
Bobby finished in my ass and when he pulled out I sucked him hard for one more fuck. Of course I cleaned him with a wash rag first. I might be a pregnant slut, but I do have some standards. We got each other off one more time before I sent him home to Alice and started to get ready to welcome Stan home.
I hoped he wanted to make love because I was still horny. Just so we are clear on this; I make love with Stan. I fuck Bobby, but I make love with Stan.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had my seven inches buried in Alice's ass when I got the call that Rita's water had broken. I put on a burst of speed and pushed my load into her shit-chute and then pulled out saying that I had to run.
It took ten minutes to get home, five more to get Rita into the car and in fifteen I was pulling up at the Emergency Room entrance at County General. Rita was loaded onto a gurney and disappeared into the bowels of the hospital while I went and parked the car. On my way to the hospital I had used my cell to call Rita's parents and it was no surprise to me when I got to the waiting room that they were already there to greet their first grandchild.
Rita had never had an ultrasound as we both wanted the sex of the baby to be a surprise. Three hours after getting Rita to the hospital the doctor came out and let us know that mother and son were fine. Stanley Louis Davis Junior was in the nursery and could be viewed in about fifteen minutes and Rita was in the recovery room and could receive visitors in about twenty minutes. I did my best to act enthused around my mother and father in law and I was enthused about the birth of my son, but I was in no hurry to see my wife. Not with the smell of Alice still on me. In fact what I really wanted to do was get back to Alice and pick up things were I'd left off.
I guess I need to explain. It was a cliché, but then clichés get to be clichés because they happen so often. I'd been back in Michigan taking care of some issues that had cropped up with my parents estate. I had expected that it would take a week to get things done, but I'd managed to get it all done in four days. I decided to surprise Rita, but it turned out that I was the one surprised.
Bobby's truck was parked in the driveway when I got there, but I didn't think anything of it. Being that Rita was pregnant I would feel better if there was someone who could give her a hand if she needed it so I asked Bobby if he would help her if she called and he said he would. Then I told Rita that I had arranged for Bobby to be on call if she needed help. Obviously something had come up and she had called him. I smiled and thought how good it was to have friends you could turn to in times of need.
The smile was wiped off my face when I was two steps into the house. I heard Rita yelling in our upstairs bedroom.
"Fuck my ass Bobby; fuck my ass. Cum in my ass Bobby" and then the familiar howl as she had an orgasm.
A dozen thoughts ran through my mind and they ranged all the way from running upstairs and laying waste to the two cheating assholes to doing nothing at least not at that time. Along with those thoughts came some memories. Wayne Abdon caught his wife doing the horizontal tango with Tom Deerfield and he killed them both. Now Wayne was sitting in a cell on death row waiting for a date that he hopes he can get his lawyers to keep from coming.
Rob Cruickshank caught his wife on their bed fucking the neighbor and he beat the shit out of the neighbor and physically threw his wife out of the house. He took a double hit. He was found guilty of spousal abuse and got ninety days in the county jail and he was also found guilty of felonious assault on his neighbor. His wife's name was on the deed to the house and the neighbor was in the house at her invitation and thus he had the right to expect he wouldn't be harmed while he was there. Rob got a year and a day in the state pen for that. Poor guy had no luck at all. He couldn't even get to serve both sentences concurrently. He had to do them consequently. He did his ninety in county and was halfway into his stay at state.
All that rushed through my mind and I decided that it would be best to let someone else punish Bobby and worry about what to do about Rita later. I took out my phone, set it to 'record' and then quietly moved up the stairs and stood off to the side of the bedroom door where I could listen and record what was going on in the bedroom. I stood there listening and recording for about twenty minutes and then I shut off the recorder and silently left the house.
I knew how I was going to see to it that Bobby got punished and it made me smile as I thought about it. I was going to get double the pleasure out of it. I would get the pleasure of seeing Alice fuck him over in a divorce. We lived in a no-fault state and that meant that Alice would get half of everything. Everything included the business that he had built from the ground up and that he was so proud of.
The other pleasure would be in giving Alice the low-down on what was going on. Why would that give me pleasure? Because Alice didn't like me; she didn't like me at all. Hadn't liked me since the ninth grade. She hated it that Bobby and I were good friends and it pissed her off that she couldn't spilt us up. Well we were split now, but I didn't think the way of it was going to make her smile.
I rang the doorbell and I was not at all surprised when Alice opened the door, saw me and said:
"What the fuck do you want?"
I smiled at her and said "I come bearing gifts Miss Alice. I'm here to give you something that you have always wanted. I'm here to make your day. Maybe even your week, month or year. You have always hated that Bobby and I were buds and that you couldn't split us up. I'm here to give you your dream."
"Cut the shit Stan; what the fuck do you want?"
"I just want you to listen to a recording that I have" I said as I took out my phone and pushed the necessary buttons. I was watching Alice's face when she heard Rita say:
"Fuck my ass Bobby; come in my ass."
I saw her eyes get big when Bobby's voice came out loud and clear.
"Here it comes baby; here it comes."
I pushed the stop button and turned to leave.
"Where are you going?"
"Got to go and make some copies of this and find an attorney."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why are you going to see an attorney?"
"I need to find out what my options are when it comes to a divorce."
"I don't want you to get a divorce."
"What the hell business is it of yours if I divorce Rita?"
"If you go for a divorce it means exposing what Bobby and Rita are doing."
"So?"
"I don't want Bobby to know he has been caught. I need him to be in the dark while I get back at him."
"Given the way you feel about me why should I give a rat's ass about what you want or don't want?"
"Get in here and I'll show you" she said as she grabbed my arm and started pulling me into the house. Once in she closed and said "Take a seat on the couch for and give me a minute."
I sat down and a short time later Alice walked back into the room wearing nothing but a pair of CFM pumps. She cupped her breasts in her hands and said:
"You going to turn this down? You have wanted it since the seventh grade. Are you going to turn it down now that I'm offering it to you?"
"You aren't making sense here Alice. We do it and you throw it in Bobby's face and he will know we know about what he is doing with Rita. He will tell her that you know and it is exposed."
"I'm not going to let Bobby know that I know."
While she was talking I was looking at her naked body. She was right; I had wanted her from the seventh grade and according to what the little head was doing under my pants I was pretty sure that it wanted her now. But I couldn't see what she hoped to get out of it.
"When I confront Rita she will let Bobby know they've been caught and things will change between Bobby and me. It is bound to come out why we are no longer friends."
"So don't confront Rita."
"What? I'm supposed to ignore her stabbing me in the back with the man I thought was my best friend?"
"Why not? It doesn't sound like that this was the first time for them. Everything between you and Rita has been good up till now right? If so this just means your pride is doing your thinking. Besides, can you be sure Bobby is the first? Maybe he is just the latest. Is Rita's baby really yours? You need to keep the marriage going until the baby is born and you can do a DNA test. That's what; four or five months away? If the baby isn't yours it could have a big effect on the settlement terms when you do go for a divorce. And those four or five months will give me plenty of time for me to do to what I want to Bobby."
"Which is?"
"I want kids, but Bobby keeps saying he isn't ready for kids. I'm not interested in becoming a mother at forty. That's my revenge on Bobby. Kids to raise that aren't his. I'll know they aren't because I'm on birth control and Bobby always uses a rubber. I'll go off birth control and you will never use a rubber. As a sweetener in the deal. I'll give you something I've never given Bobby. My ass. He has never been there but I'll let you go there as much as you like."
That got my attention. I'd never done anal with Rita; mostly because I'd never had any desire to do anal and Rita had never asked for it. I still didn't have any great desire, but Alice was offering me something she wouldn't let Bobby have. That's what almost sold me. The fact that I could get something from his wife that he'd never had and couldn't get.
Then came the thought that if I took Alice up on her offer I wouldn't be any better than Rita. It would be easy to say that Rita's breaking her vows released me from mine, but did it really? Cheating was still cheating no matter which way you looked at it.
"Sorry Alice; I just can't do it."
I gave her my reasons and she gave me a nasty look and said "You just can't help it can you? This is the second time you have pushed me away."
"Not so Alice. The first time you took yourself away from me. I just didn't let you come back. Totally your fault. You are the one who wanted to date other guys. I was against it and I made it plain that if you did it we were through. You went and did it so that ended us."
"But it didn't mean anything Stan. You were the only boy I'd been with from the fifth grade to the ninth. I just wanted to see what other guys were like."
"Yes and as long as we had been together you should have known how I would take it when you dated the three guys in our class that I had an intense dislike for. You were even so stupid as to wear my team jacket when you went out with Burt. I got a three day suspension from school out of your date with Burt. He came up to me in the locker room and got in my face. Bragging about how he had taken you away from me. "The coach broke us up before I could hurt him as bad as I wanted to and I got sent home for three days.
"You might have held it against me all these years that I wouldn't take you back, but the fact is that you made the choice that ended us. I will give you part of what you want. I won't confront Rita until after the baby is born and that will give you enough time to get your revenge on Bobby with someone else. Good luck."
I got up and left. Once in the car I took out my cell and called home. When Rita answered I told her that it hadn't taken me as long as I'd thought to handle things in Michigan and that I would be home in time for dinner.



To kill the rest of the day until it was time to go home I went to the AMC Theatre Complex and bought a ticket to see "Star Wars. The Last Jedi." It was so bad that I got up and left. Seeing Leia floating through space after her transport was hit, the dumbass Pretorian Guards and those silly birds told me that all the movie was going to be was special effects and weird looking characters. I swung by work to see if anything had popped up while I was gone that might need my immediate attention and finding nothing I killed the rest of the day at the gym working out.
I didn't know if I had it in me to pretend all was right with my world when I got home to Rita, but I guess I was able to. At least Rita didn't show any signs that she thought something was wrong in my behavior. We had dinner and then Rita said dessert would be served in the bedroom. I didn't really want to knowing that another man had been in her earlier that day, but to have said no would have made her wonder and I didn't want that. I had to hide what I knew until after the baby was born.
However reluctant I might have been to follow Bobby into her once we got going the reluctance evaporated. I don't know what she got out of Bobby earlier in the day, but she got four out of me before I couldn't get it up again and we fell asleep cuddled up next to each other.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Rita was still asleep when I got out of bed in the morning. I made coffee and then sat down at the table and drank it while I thought about what to do. I was still thinking on it when Rita came into the kitchen, poured herself a cup and then sat down opposite me.
"You should have awaked me so we could have started the day out right."
'Not hardly. I barely had enough energy in me to make it here to the kitchen. I'm going to need the day to recover."
"Then you had better take a lot of vitamins today. You'll need them for tonight. You have four days to make up for."
She got up and started putting breakfast together and as I watched her I decided what to do about Bobby in the short run and it would no doubt bleed over to Rita when Bobby told her (as I was sure he would) what I'd laid on him. It should disrupt whatever the two of them had going.
When I got to work I called Bobby and asked him to meet me for lunch. We met at Pegasus and as soon as the waitress had taken our order and headed for the kitchen I dropped it on him.
"The reason I wanted to see you today was to sound you out on something. Rita is cheating on me. I don't know how long it has been going on and I doubt that I'll ever know, but I have proof that she is. I've hired a private investigator and I should know pretty soon who she is stabbing me in the back with.
"I know you and Alice see her a lot when I'm on trips. Have you noticed anything out of the ordinary?"
He gave me a thoughtful look and then said "I haven't noticed anything that I can think of. Are you sure you aren't just imaging things?"
"I'm certain. I've got proof that she is fucking somebody, but I just don't know who. That's why I hired the private detective."
Our order arrived and we ate without speaking. When I finished my lunch I changed the subject and we talked about sports and how his business was coming along until it was time for me to head back to work. On my way back to the office I was wondering how long it would take Bobby to call Rita and let her know I knew she was screwing around on me and that I had hired a detective to get the goods on her.
There wasn't any detective of course; I just made that up figuring it would keep Bobby and Rita apart. I didn't think he was stupid enough to go near her if he knew she was being watched. And I of course also wondered how Rita was going to react to the news that I knew she was cheating on me. And then I wondered how Rita was going to greet me when I got home that night.
Things got busy at work and thoughts of Rita and Bobby didn't return until I left work and headed home. I didn't know what to expect when I walked in the door. I was sure that Bobby would have called Rita so how would she greet me? I doubted that it would be a belligerent "How could you possibly think that of me" because that would have told me she had talked to Bobby which in turn tell me who her lover was.
I figured Rita was smart enough to avoid that. Maybe a 'coolness' toward me that if called on it she would cover up by saying she was pissed at me for something or other? Possibly a wariness as she waited to see what I was going to do?
What I got was a Rita who acted as if there was nothing wrong with our relationship. She was as loving and attentive as ever and as eager to drag me into the bedroom and destroy me as she ever was. It was almost like she was saying "Could I be doing this to you if I was doing someone else? She gave absolutely no indication that things between us were less than 100% perfect. The next couple of weeks went by with neither one of us showing any sign that there was anything wrong.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then came the day that Rita pushed me over the edge. The doctor had recommended that we stop making love when Rita reached her eighth month. Rita pushed me to keep making love into the first week of her eighth month and then at the end of that first week she said:
"No more baby. I guess we can do oral for each other, but no more pussy."
It was okay with me because I had expected to be cut off when she reached the eighth month anyway. I jokingly said:
"We could always give anal a try."
"Don't talk like that Stan; not even in jest. That's just too nasty to even think about!"
This from a woman who only two months earlier I'd heard moaning "Fuck my ass Bobby; fuck my ass and cum in me."
That's too nasty to think about, but she could do it with the asshole who was supposed to be my best bud? I don't know why, but that statement tripped a switch somewhere in my head. I know it isn't rational given I knew what she had been doing, but it sent me over the edge. To hell with what I'd told Alice. So what if cheating with her would make me no better than Rita. Fuck that shit! What was good for the goose was good for the gander. I turned my back on Rita and tried to fall asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Oops; I might have just screwed up. I love it in my butt. Bobby showed me how good it could be and I've always intended to try and get Stan to give it a try, but I hadn't intended to do it until after the baby was born. I guess I shouldn't have been so dismissive when Stan mentioned it. I should have left the door open a bit.
The fact is I just don't know how to act around Stan any more. Ever since Bobby told me that Stan believes I'm running around on him I have to watch myself. I have to make sure that I don't anything that will make him believe he is right. Bobby didn't say that Stan thinks I'm cheating on him. He said that Stan knows; that he has proof. He just didn't know who. I can't believe he has proof. Bobby and I only did it here and we only did it when Stan was out of town. We only did it in the bedroom and I changed the sheets as soon as Bobby was gone and make sure that the room was spotless. Stan couldn't have proof; he just couldn't, but something made him think I'm cheating on him. What could it be? And why hasn't he confronted me. Whatever it is it has sure fucked up my life. Bobby won't come anywhere near me and I'm hurting so bad that Miller's Husky is starting to look good.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next morning when I got to work I called Alice. "You still want to carry my kid?"
"Bet your ass I do."
"When and where and how do we make sure that we don't get caught like the two twits we married?"
We worked things out and during the last month of Rita's pregnancy Alice and I got together two or three times a week and as already mentioned I was seven inches deep in her ass when I got the call that Rita's water had broken.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Did the birth of little Stanley change things? Of course it did. You can make all kinds of plans, but the first time you hold the child, he looks up into your face and his little hand grips your finger all the plans, plots and whatever go out the window.
One look at little Stan and I knew without a doubt that he was mine and I also knew that there was no way on God's green earth I would ever walk away from him. There was no every other weekend, half of summer vacation or alternating holidays in his future. Not if I had any say in it.
It wasn't going to be easy; there was going to be a 'Come to Jesus' meeting between Rita and me, but it would wait until the doctor cleared her to have sex again. In the meantime, while waiting for Rita to get that clearance, I would continue to take my revenge on Bobby by trying to breed Alice.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog
It has been seven years since little Stan was born and they have been somewhat difficult, but not really hard years. Once Rita was cleared to have sexual relations again I hit her with what I knew about her and Bobby.
I listened to her excuses and explanations and in a way they made some sense. Not being a woman and having to experience pregnancy I was prone to believe her. My initial rage at finding out she was cheating on me was tempered somewhat by what I had done with Alice, but I left no doubt in Rita's mind about what would happen if it ever occurred again.
The same day I confronted Rita I called Bobby and asked him to meet me at Bud's Bar. I was sitting in my car in the parking lot when he arrived and I got out and walked over to where he parked. He got out of his car smiling and as he closed the door and turned to greet me I punched him in the mouth. His hands flew up to his face and I buried my fist in his stomach and then I kicked him in the nuts. One more to his head and he fell to the ground. I kicked him twice more in his nuts and then I bent and grabbed a handful of his hair, jerked his head up and snarled:
"Guess what motherfucker; I found out who Rita was cheating on me with. Goes without saying that we ain't buds anymore. Best you avoid me from now on."
I let go of his head, kicked him once more in the nuts, got in my car and drove off leaving him lying on the ground.
That wasn't the extent of my revenge on Bobby. The other part turned out to more hurtful to me than I could have ever imagined. I did get Alice pregnant and she gave birth to an adorable little girl that she named Emily Elizabeth after her mother and grandmother.
I wouldn't have believed it before little Stan was born, but I guess the daddy gene is a lot stronger in me than I'd thought and it practically killed me that I couldn't hold her and claim her as mine. It is cold of me to say it and think it, but fortunately for me Alice's grandmother passed away and left Alice all of her property which included a house and business one state over from us. Bobby's business was movable so they left the state.
It still hurts me some that there is a child of mine out there that I'll never get to know.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
How I managed to luck out and hold on to Stan I'll never know, but even though he watches me like a hawk eyes its prey I've been able to keep my marriage together.
Two things happened when little Stan was born. One is my sexual drive went back to what it was before I became pregnant. The second is that Stan for some reason decided that one child was enough and he had a vasectomy. I can't say that I was happy about it because I would have liked one more, but given the circumstances at the time I didn't dare argue with him over his decision.
In a way it was a good thing because it meant that I'd never again have to go through the hormonal swing that little Stan's pregnancy put me through. I can't be absolutely that I wouldn't have done the same thing I'd done with Bobby if it happened again. Thank God I'll never have to find out.
I love Stan with all my heart and he is the man I want to grow old with. I thank God every day when I wake up in Stan's arms that he found it in himself to forgive me.
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6 am
Alarm goes off
I reach where you no longer lie, but don't feel quite as lost
Every day
I drive my truck
A little farther into work before your memory catches up
Radio on
I'm not afraid
I can listen to most any song the DJ wants to play
Slow but sure
I'm coming around
No I'm not looking back I'm moving on now
But I won't go so far as to say that I'm fine
Too much of what I felt for you remains
I'd like to believe in the healing hands of time
But the truth is I really can't say
If I'm getting better or just used to the pain.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My relationship with Tanya Marie Skilling came about because I stuck my nose into something that was none of my business. I was having dinner at Bud's Bar (if you could call a half pound ground round dinner). There was a couple sitting at a table across from me and I was watching them as I munched on my burger.
Actually I wasn't watching them; I was looking at her. On my ten scale she was easily a twelve. She was wearing a short skirt and she was sitting with her legs crossed which showed an awful lot of leg. She was wearing heels and they looked to be four inch and they were what I considered sexy heels. Thin leather straps with an ankle strap. Legs and heels have always been a major turn on for me so she had my full attention.
I was sitting far enough away that I couldn't hear what they were saying, but I could tell they were arguing. He said something, she grabbed her purse and went to stand up and he grabbed her purse away from her. Once on her feet she tried to get her purse back from him and he put a hand in the middle of her chest and shoved her. She stumbled backwards, tripped and fell to the floor.
I was off my chair and in his face by the time she managed to stand up. I snatched the purse away from him, dropped it on the table and then told him to get his ass out of the bar. "Fuck you" he said and swung at me. I blocked the punch and kneed him in the crotch; he doubled up and I grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled him over to the door and shoved him out into the street.
"Come back in and I'll put you in the hospital."
"I'll get you for this" he yelled and then staggered over to a car, got in it and drove off.
I went back inside and asked the girl if she was okay and she said she was "But you have given me a problem."
"How's that?"
"You just chased away my ride."
"No problem. I can take you were you need to go or if you wouldn't feel comfortable with that I can put you in a cab."
"I probably don't have enough money for a cab ride that long."
"Then I'll pay him."
"You would? Why? Why did you run over here and jump into the middle of things. You don't even know me."
"You're a woman and that's all I needed to know."
Before she could respond Bert came up to me and thanked me for handling the disturbance. Bert owns Bud's Bar and I've never been able to get a straight answer from him when I asked why it was Bud's Bar and not Bert's Bar. When he left us the woman asked:
"What did you mean when you said I was a woman and that was enough?"
"In The Real Man's Handbook on page two under Duties of a Real Man item two is go to the aid of damsel's in distress."
"Item two? What's item one?"
"Look after little children, puppies and kittens."
"Children, puppies and kittens ahead of a women in trouble?"
"What can I say? I guess whoever it was that wrote the handbook must have thought that some women could lookout for themselves while little children, puppies and kittens can't."
"I guess someone who looks after puppies and kittens can be trusted so yes, I'll let you drive me home."
We introduced ourselves on the way out to my car and once in she gave me directions to her place and I pointed the car toward it.
The first couple of minutes were silent and then she said "You haven't asked what that little scene was all about."
"None of my business."
"Aren't you even a little bit curious?"
"Of course I am, but it still isn't any of my business."
"He was my ex-husband and what you saw was me breaking up with him again."
I said nothing and paid attention to my driving. Apparently she didn't like silence.
"I didn't know I was going to breakup with him when we got to the restaurant."
Again I said nothing and after several seconds she said "It was just supposed to be dinner and then we were going to go dancing. Halfway through dinner he asked me for some money and when I asked him what for he wouldn't tell me. All he would say is that he would make sure I got it back. His not wanting to tell me told me what he needed the money for. He was a recovering drug addict. I divorced him over a year ago because of his drug use.
"He came back two months ago, told me he had gone into rehab and had kicked the habit. He wanted to try and put us back together. I had loved him once and I did still have some feelings for him. I told him if we got back together and he started using again I would be done with him forever. Then came tonight. I told him we were through, got up to leave and he grabbed my purse and said:
"Damn it Tanya; I need the money."
I tried to get the purse back and that's when you got involved."
I kept my eyes on the road and said "You meant it? You are done with him?"
"I damned sure meant it."
"How long of a mourning period do you think it will take you to get over him?"
"Why are you asking me that?"
"I don't want to ask you out until you are over him."
She gave me what I thought was a thoughtful look and then said "I'm pretty sure I'll be over him by the time you get me to my place."
When I got her to her place I hurried around, opened the door for her and then walked her to her door then I asked her:
"Are you over him yet?"
"Completely."
"Would you like to have dinner with me tomorrow?"
"I would love to."
A month later after a dozen dates we made love for the first time and I found that Tanya was damned near insatiable. I wondered why God had designed woman the way he had. Why had he made them so they could go on and on and then designed man so he couldn't keep up? There were nights I went five times before I was spent and Tanya was still raring to go. And Tanya did it all. She was the first female ever to ask me for anal and her head was state of the art. Four months later I asked her to marry me and she said yes. She moved in with me and we began planning a June wedding.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the second of April when my boss called me into his office and told me that one of our projects was in trouble.
"Carter had a stroke and without a strong hand on the tiller the project is falling behind and I need you to go out there and take over."
I said I would do it and then I went home to give Tanya the news. I would be gone for a month to six weeks and while she wasn't happy about it she said she understood that it was my job so just hurry up and get it done and get back home.
We talked on the phone every night and after I'd been there two weeks I arranged to have her fly to me for the weekend. She reduced me to ashes before she left to go back home on Sunday night.
I was so wrapped up in the project trying to get it done so I could get back home to Tanya that I didn't notice the changes. The calls dropped from every night to every other night and then to every third night. When I told her I'd get her a ticket to fly in for the weekend she told me she couldn't make it because something at her job was requiring her to work on Saturday.
When I couldn't get her on the phone three nights straight I asked why when I did reach her on the fourth night. The same project that had her working part of the weekend was causing her to work late at night. I bought it. Why wouldn't I? It was a work project that I was on that had us apart in the first place.
The last week of the project as I was getting antsy and looking forward to getting back to her by the weekend is when she dropped the bomb on me.
"I'm sorry Matt; I didn't mean for it to happen. I wasn't looking for it. It just happened. I swear sparks jumped between us when we met. I knew instantly that he was meant to be my other half. I'm sorry Matt; I really am. Please don't think bad of me. I care for you; I really do, but John is the man the Gods mean for me to be with."
When I got home to the apartment she was gone. The only trace of her left was the apartment key and the engagement ring I gave her sitting in the middle of the kitchen table.
Did I try to find her and have a face to face with her? No I didn't. Why bother. All I would hear was her saying that she had found Mr. Right. I didn't need that. I already hurt bad enough from just the phone call.
Life took on a bleak sameness for me.
"End of day
Go back home
Have a bite to eat then go sit in the living room alone
Easy chair
Watch TV
Halfway through the news I'm soundly sleeping
No I won't go so far as to say that I'm fine
Too much of what I felt for you remains
I'd like to believe in the healing hands of time
But the truth is I really can't say
If I'm getting better or just used to the pain."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a couple of months before I had any interest of meeting someone of the opposite sex. And even then I wasn't looking for a lasting relationship; I was just needing to get laid. Lasting relationships just didn't seem to work for me.
Carol and I had gone steady from the eighth grade until high school graduation. During the summer before we started college she semi-broke up with me. Said she felt the need to date other guys; make sure I was the guy she was supposed to be with. I say semi-broke broke up with me because she said she still intended to date me. I was still going to be her main man.
I was pissed, but I kept my cool. I told her it was a great idea and I would date other girls for the same reason. She didn't say anything, but I could tell she didn't much like that idea. I guess as far as she was concerned I was just supposed to sit at home and wait for her. We dated others and the results were predictable. We never got back together although she did call me several times to ask why I hadn't been calling her to set up dates.
Middle of my sophomore year at State I met Joan and we stayed together until near the end of our junior year. We were talking marriage after graduation, but we ended when I caught her fucking an old boyfriend. Carol and Joan put me off wanting a fulltime relationship. I dated a lot, scored enough to keep me happy, but stayed away from committed relationships until Tanya came along.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I finally put Tanya behind me and ventured out and started dating again. Three months after I jumped back into the dating pool I met Jessica. I have no idea of how we ended up together because Jessica was one hundred and eighty degrees from the girls I was usually attracted to.
She had tattoos all over her body, a ring through her nose and had a new hair color almost every week. One day it would be purple and five days later it would be pink. A week later it would be black with blonde streaks. She was NOT the type I usually went for and in fact I never did go after her.
I was dating Abby when Jess and I met. One night Abby and I went to a bar that had a band. Jessica was the barmaid and she and Abby were friends. Abby introduced us and then Abby and I drank and danced until closing.
I liked the place and the bands that usually played there so I kept going there even after Abby and I stopped dating. I was usually alone so I sat at the bar. This led to Jessica and me talking and getting friendly. Then it turned into flirting. That's all it was supposed to be; just some light flirting. Guys flirt with barmaids and waitresses all the time never expecting anything out of it.
One Friday night just after last call Jess asked me if I could stick around and walk her to her car when she got off. She said there had been a guy in earlier and he had come across as a 'creepy' kind of guy. He had made several lewd comments and suggestions to her and she was worried that he might be outside waiting for her to get off work. No one was waiting for her and when we got to her car she thanked me, hesitated for a second or two and then said:
"Abby told me that you eat pussy and are pretty good at it. Was she lying?"
What the fuck was I supposed to say to something like that? Deny it? Don't think so! Ego insisted that I say:
"I guess I do okay."
"I'm horny. If you'll eat my pussy I'll give you a blow job you will never forget."
And she did. It was the first time I'd gotten head from a girl with a stud in her tongue. When I was about to cum I told her and started to pull away, but she grabbed me, pulled me back in and swallowed. She pulled back, said "Follow me home." I did and when I woke up in the morning I barely had enough strength to get out of bed.
Jess told me straight out that she was not the marrying kind.
"Tried it once and hated it. I found that I don't like living with someone else."
Then she asked me if I was open to a friends with benefits relationship. Pussy with no strings attached? Hell yes! Sign me up! Count me in!
We got together two or three times a week and almost always on Sunday since that was the one full day when neither of us had to work. We didn't go anywhere on Sundays. All Jess wanted to do was stay home and fuck.
We had what I considered seven great months and then it all ended abruptly. We had our usual exhausting Sunday and then I was out of town on Monday and Tuesday on business. When I got back to town on Wednesday I called Jess and got the "This number is no longer in service" message.
I went over to the bar and she wasn't there. Laura, one of the owners, told me that Jess had come in on Monday and said there had been a death in the family and she had to fly home to Ohio. She told Laura that she didn't have enough for the airfare and asked Laura if she could get her paycheck early.
We never heard from her again.
Did I miss her? Of course I did. What guy wouldn't miss no strings attached pussy? Funny thing though. It didn't matter how many girls I dated or hooked up with I was always comparing them to Tanya and they all came up short when measured against her. Even Jess, as insatiable as she was, couldn't push Tanya out of my mind. There wasn't a day go by that I didn't think of her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a month after Jess left that it happened.
"Last thing I expected
Was to get her call tonight
The last thing I'd heard from her was she'd found Mr. Right
But when I came home that evening
There it was on my machine
I'm just wondering what the hell it means
Said she's sorry that she'd missed me
And she's been doing fine
But I've run it back and I've heard her say those words a hundred times
Something makes me wonder
If she's happy with her choice
Or is that a tear I hear in her voice.
"First time I listened
I thought "Boy she's got some nerve"
But the second time I heard it
I heard more than just her words
Am I just wishful thinking
Or did her voice really crack
I'll never know if I don't call her back."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took me two days to talk myself into calling Tanya. Even though I'd pretty much put her behind me she still weighed heavy on my mind. Did I really want to open myself to more hurt? In the end it was curiosity that made me do it. If she was she still with Mr. Right why had she called me? If she wasn't with Mr. Right anymore why was she calling me?
Even though I'd made the decision to return her call I was still going to need a little help from my good friend Jack Daniels to do it. I filled a glass with ice and poured a generous amount of Jack over it, settled into the easy chair, polished off half of the Jack and reached for the phone.
I punched in the numbers and it started ringing on the other end. I half expected a man to answer so it did sort of surprise me when the voice that said "Hello?" was Tanya's.
"Good evening Tanya. Just returning your call."
"I wondered if you would."
"You knew I would. You had to know that curiosity would drive me to it."
"After what I did to you I doubted you would even if you were curious."
"Well I'm on the line with you so you can lay that doubt to rest. So the question now is what prompted you to call me?"
"Don't laugh, but I hoped that I could talk you into having dinner with me some night."
"Won't Mr. Right object to that?"
"Mr. Right turned very quickly into Mr. Dead Wrong. He's long gone. So how about it? Going to let me buy you dinner?"
I hesitated and she said "Oh come on Matt; it won't kill you."
Maybe not, but it could probably hurt me was the thought that flashed through my mind, but the curiosity that had me calling her in the first place was still there.
"I guess I can do it. When?"
"Tomorrow night. Say about six?"
She gave me her address and we said our goodbyes. As I hung up the phone I was asking myself "Are you sure you know what you are doing" and the only answer I could come up with was "Fuck no!"
I was five minutes early to pick her up, but she was ready to go. She was still a twelve on my ten scale although right then in her LBD and heels she was pushing fifteen.
She smiled and said "I'd forgotten how good it makes me feel when you look at me like that."
I said nothing, but offered her my arm and walked her to the car. I opened her door for her, helped her in and then went around to my side and got in. The interior light came on when I opened my door and I saw that Tanya had crossed her legs and given her small LBD a lot of leg was exposed. I wondered if it was intentional. She did know I was a legs and high heels man.
As I started the car I wondered if I should wait until she brought things up or not. She might wait until after dinner and I didn't know if I could wait that long. I decided to go for it while in the privacy of the car.
"So what's with the sudden phone call?"
She looked at me and was silent for a few seconds and then she said "I want to see if I can bring back to life something that I foolishly killed.
"Care to elucidate?"
"You know why I'm here Matt and don't pretend you don't. I'm here to beg you to take me back. I'm here begging for another chance."
"But why? You dumped me for a man you just knew was meant to be your other half. Sparks flew between you is what you said."
"Did you ever bet on something you just knew was a sure thing and then lose? That's what happened to me. Yes sparks did fly between us and our first six months were spectacular. And then one day he came home from work and I hadn't started dinner yet and he hit me. He actually hit me with a balled up fist because I didn't have dinner ready for him. I let him get away with it, but told him it better never happen again.
"A week later he did it again because I let the gas in the car get down below a quarter of a tank. That time I called the police on him and turned him in for spousal abuse. All he got out of it was a fifty dollar fine, fifty hours of community service and he had to attend anger management classes. Two weeks after he finished his classes he hit me again. I called the police and he got another small fine, more community service and more anger management classes.
"A month later he hit me again only that time I didn't call the police. I waited until he was asleep and then I used a frying pan to beat the shit out of him. He had to be taken to the hospital. The kicker? He gets small fines and community service out of beating on me, but I get ninety days in jail for beating on him. When I got out of jail I divorced him.
"I wanted to crawl back to you then, but I didn't think you would have anything to do with me. I've had a couple of relationships since then, but none of them were even half of what I had in you and that I had thrown away. The other night I was sitting in my apartment alone and when I thought about you and what I'd done I started crying. I shook it off, picked up the phone and called you. What the hell; the worst you could do was hang up on me. But I didn't get you; I got your machine. I never really expected you to call and I was surprised when you did."



By then we were at the restaurant so we didn't talk anymore until we were seated and had given our order. I could tell she was trying to hold it together while awaiting my response to what she told me, but my problem was that I didn't know what my response should be.
While it was true she was never far from my mind and she was the yardstick I measured all the others I'd been with against I didn't know that I wanted to get back into a relationship with her. It took me a long time to get over what she had done to me. Did I want to take the chance that it would never happen again?
What if we got together and some other guy came along and she felt sparks? Would she bail on me again? One of the things I was wondering about was why me? Was it because I was a hundred and eighty degrees away from the men she was attracted to? A druggie for a first husband and an abuser for her second? And who knows about the others that she mentioned. Were they losers too? Were those the types she usually felt a thing for? I'd seen it happen all through high school and college. Great looking girls falling for the bad boy dirt bag types.
Was all I was to her was a safe harbor until the next loser came along and gave her the spark?
I wanted her. God knows I wanted her, but did I dare take the chance that she might hurt me again? I still had the same job and it still had me leaving town for weeks at a time working on some project or another. Did I really want to take her back only to get a phone call in the middle of a trip telling me she'd found another loser she felt an attraction to?
Then I remembered something my dad used to say when things got tough. "No guts; no glory" was his mantra. It all boiled down to one simple question. Did I want her bad enough to take the chance and even as I framed the question in my mind I knew the answer and it was yes. But it wasn't going to be easy.
"Why should I take another chance on you? You hurt me Tanya; you hurt me bad so why should I give you a chance to do it again?"
"It will never happen again Matt. I know now what I tossed away when I left you. If I get you back dynamite won't be able to split us up."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I took the chance. We didn't move back in together right away. We dated for almost eight months during which we made love four or five times a week. I spent three weeks away on one project and a week each on two others. We talked on the phone every night I was gone and I could hear that she was missing me in her voice. We finally moved back in together and a month later we were married in a civil ceremony.
That was six years and two kids ago and we are still going strong. Dad was right. I had the guts to take the chance and I've got all the glory I can handle.
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I found this story in a forgotten file on my computer and I couldn't remember if I had submitted it or not. I checked the sites I post to and I didn't find the title on any of them. I may have changed the title and then submitted it, but I don't remember. If you have read it before I apologize for taking up your time.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I knew better, but she was a sexy bitch, so when she made her move on me the little head took over from the big one. Her name was Francine Luoma, and rumor had it that she would put out if you dated her while she was having one of her snit fits.
That needs a little bit of an explanation. Fran was the girlfriend of Norm Schnieder. Theirs was a stormy relationship, and only God knew how they managed to keep getting back together. They would get into some kind of argument, break up and then after a month or so, they would get back together. Everything would be cool with them for about three or four months, and there would be another argument and they would split up again. Fran would hook up with some other guy, but she would eventually go back to Norm. During those periods she was with other guy's, rumor had it she did other guys just to spite Norm.
The cycle repeated itself all through high school and into college. I do have to state that none of the guys I knew that had dated Fran ever said straight out that they had done the horizontal boogie with her, but they never flat out denied it either. When asked, they would get a half smile on their faces and say something like, "A gentleman never tells." Of course, it left you thinking that that they had indeed done the deed.
As I mentioned earlier, Fran was a sexy little bitch and like most other guys who saw her, I wanted to fuck her. She fed many of my masturbatory fantasies, and while I would have loved to be one of the guys she went with while she was separated from Norm, I never expected it to happen.
For one thing, I wasn't the type Fran usually went with. Fran always seemed to go for the jocks, and I wasn't one. For another, I was a bit on the shy side and I didn't have the stones to approach Fran. Not that I would have anyway, because I was in a fairly long term relationship with Pauline French and I was with Pauline every time Fran broke up with Norm.
How did I end up with Pauline if I was so shy? Pauline came after me. Never did understand why.
One day while we were in the tenth grade she came up to me and said, "Since it doesn't look like you are ever going to ask me for a date I decided that it was going to have to be up to me. Would you like to go to the movies with me Saturday?"
Pauline and I were together from then until the middle of the twelfth grade. Her father got a promotion of some kind, and it caused them to move away. Pauline said it would only be a short separation, since she would be coming back to attend State. We exchanged letters for a couple of months, and then the letters from her stopped and she never did come back to go to college at State.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
So, back to the beginning. When Fran made her move on me I knew better than to get into a relationship with her. If we hooked up, it would only last a month or so and then she would be back with Norm. But, she was a sexy looking lady, and then there were those rumors she would put out. Add to that the fact that I hadn't been laid since Pauline left, so when Fran came up to me in the Student Union cafeteria and pulled a "Pauline" on me I went along with it.
Pulled a Pauline on me? Yep. Almost word for word what Pauline had said to me that started our relationship.
Fran sat down at my table and said, "How come you have never asked me out Bob? Never mind; no need to answer that, but since it looks like you never will, it will have to be me to do the asking. Would you like to go to the movies with me Saturday?"
Like I said, I knew better, but then there were those rumors.
After the show, we had dinner at Tricocci's and then we went to a party she had been invited to. We had a few drinks and danced. I had a good time, and when I took her home she kissed me on the cheek, told me that she'd had a good time and then said, "Tomorrow you get to pick what we do. What time do you want to pick me up?"
When I took her home at the end of our fourth date, I started to get out of the car and go around and open her door for her, but she grabbed my arm, pulled me back into the car and then kissed me. Kissed me long and hard and it turned into a steamy make out session. When I walked her to her door I received another hot kiss, and then she told me that we had been invited to Tina's birthday party and said I should pick her up at six.
We had fun at the party, and when I took her home there was another hot make out session in the car. Thinking of the rumors led me to try a few things with my hands, and Fran promptly shut me down and moved away from me. I knew that the night was over, so I got out of the car and went around and got Fran's door for her and walked her to her door. I thanked her for a fun time and turned to leave. She grabbed my arm and said, "Aren't you forgetting something?" and then she kissed me.
It was a hot passionate kiss and when she broke it she said, "See you tomorrow."
As I drove home, I was thinking that if Fran did put out she damned sure wasn't an easy piece like the rumors said.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Following my nine o'clock class, I had a half hour to kill before my next one so I went to the Union to drink coffee and review my notes.
Norm Schnieder came up to my table and said, "I hear that you and Frannie are seeing each other."
"True," I said.
"Put an end to it. She's mine and I don't like poachers."
"That it?"
He said yes and I went back to my notes. He stood there looking at me, I ignored him and then he walked away.
I usually had lunch in the cafeteria between classes, and since our getting together Fran usually joined me.
When she joined me I put my notes away and said, "I saw Norm this morning."
"Oh?"
"He told me to stop seeing you."
"So what are you going to do?"
"Ask you what you would like to do tonight."
"How about a quiet evening in? My parents are going to Vegas for the weekend, so I'll fix us something to eat and we can watch a movie. Dad has a big collection of movies on CD, and I'm sure we can find something good to watch."
So that is just what we did. Somewhere toward the middle of "Pretty Woman," we started making out. After a bit I let my hands start roaming and again Fran shut me down and pulled away from me.
"I know what the rumors say, Bob, but they have no basis in fact. I don't know who started them or why, but they are not true. I suppose that now that you know that you won't be dating me anymore?"
"It is a minor disappointment, but I won't stop dating you until you start saying no to me when I ask."
"You mean that?"
"Of course I do."
She slid back over to me; I put my arms around her and kissed her. She snuggled up to me and we watched the rest of the movie. When it was over, we made out for about ten minutes and the as I got up to leave I asked, "Same time tomorrow?" and she smiled and said yes.
"I'll bring pizza tomorrow so you won't have to cook."
The next night we watched "She Wore a Yellow Ribbon." I've always thought that John Wayne should have won an Oscar for that one. He was still a young man, but he played that old cavalry captain to perfection.
When the movie was over we made out for a bit, and then I went home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The make out session weren't as hot and passionate as the ones we'd had previously. I kept stopping them if they started getting too intense. To me "No" meant just that, and Fran had in effect said "No" when she pulled away from me and told me that the rumors were false. But I'm only human so I needed to eliminate the temptation to keep trying to get in Fran's panties. When the make out sessions started getting a little hot, I pulled back. No need to get myself all fired up for nothing.
Why did I keep dating her knowing she wasn't going to get up off of it? Because the more time I spent with her, the more time I wanted to spend with her. The more we did together, the more I wanted to do together. I was getting hooked, but in the back of my mind I knew I should breakaway before I let myself get to the point where her leaving would hurt. I was fast approaching my sell-by date. The longest Fran had spent with anyone before going back to Norm was about six weeks, and I had been keeping company with her for five.
I decided that I would do the breaking up before she could do it. It was an ego thing. I would feel better saying that I had dumped her instead of hearing people say that she had dumped me. We had a date for Saturday, and I decided that it would be our last. I would tell her that it was over. I'd be a little crass about it and tell her I had found someone who would put out for me. It would be a lie, but she wouldn't know it.
That plan went into the trash can at nine-fifteen on Saturday morning. I was at Paint Brush Park doing my stretching exercises before doing my morning run when Norn came up to me.
"I told you to stay away from Fran, but you weren't smart enough to do it, so I'm telling you one last time. Stay away from Franny or I'm going to stomp your ass!"
I punched him in the mouth. It rocked him back and I moved in and hit him a half dozen more times and he fell to the ground. I stood over him and looked down into his face.
"Get up asshole! If you are going to stomp my ass you need to be on your feet to do it. Come on shit for brains; get your ass up and do your best!"
He just laid there looking up at me. I waited, but he made no move to get up. Seeing that he wasn't going to take the challenge I took off and did my run. As I ran I was thinking, "No way I could dump Fran now. Even though I'd just shown Norm what I'd thought of his threat, I knew if I broke up with Fran he would think it was his treat that made me do it. I couldn't have that! I'd just have to stick it out until Fran gave me my walking papers.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My date with Fran that night didn't go the way I thought it would.
As soon as she settled into the car seat she said, "I hear you beat up Norm this morning."
Just fucking great I thought. I get to listen to her bitch at me for hurting her boyfriend.
"Where did you hear that?"
"Brenda Wilson saw it and called me. Is it true?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
I saw no need to duck the question so I told her.
"He threatened me, so I showed him how I react to threats."
"He threatened you? Why? Come on Bob; don't make me spend all night trying to drag it out of you."
"He told me to stop seeing you or he was going to kick my ass."
"You like me enough that you would fight over me?"
"I like you well enough, but the fight wasn't over you. It was to show Norm that I wasn't afraid of him or his threats."
I know I'd changed my mind about dropping Fran after this date, but the circumstances were right so I decided to get it over with.
"He got whipped for nothing. I had already decided that that tonight was going to be our last date."
"Our last date? Why?"
"It's a pride and ego thing. Five weeks is the longest you have ever dated a guy before dropping him and going back to Norm. We are in our fifth week and I decided I would like it better if I was able to tell people I broke up with you rather than have them looking at me and saying you dumped me. Having them think that you found me lacking compared to Norm."
I wasn't surprised when she said, "Take me home, please."
I hung a U-turn and took her back to her place. I started to get out and go around and get her door for her, but she said, "Don't bother," opened her door, got out of the car, slammed the door closed and walked up to her place.
"That went well," I thought as I pulled away from the curb and headed on home, but I had accomplished what needed to be done.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I found enough to do to keep myself busy over the weekend, and it was Monday before I saw Fran again.
I was between classes and in the Student Union cafeteria drinking coffee and going over notes when I saw Fran come in. She saw me and headed for a table on the other side of the room. It was what I had expected, so I went back to my notes.
I would occasionally be distracted by someone coming in the door, and every time I would look up to see who it was, I would notice that Fran was looking at me. When it was time for my next class, I got up and headed for the Franklin Building and my Managerial Economics class.
It was Wednesday before I saw Fran again, and again, it was in the cafeteria. I was doing the notes and coffee thing when she came in. She saw me, but instead of heading for the other side of the room she headed straight for me.
She pulled out a chair, sat down and said, "Morning, Bob."
I nodded at her and said, "To what do I owe the honor of this visit?"
"I wanted to talk to you, but I doubted that you would take my call if I phoned you. Here seemed like my best bet."
"Talk to me? Why?"
"To clear up a few things. First of all, you were not ever going to be dropped so I could go back to Norm. I thought we had a good thing going and I had no intension of ever ending it. The second thing is that you need to understand the Norm thing. The reason I always broke up with Norm was that he was an abusive controlling asshole. That being said, the question has to be asked is why would I always end up back with him? There was no good reason; only bad ones and they don't show me as being too bright.
"The way it usually went was I would get fed up with Norm's behavior and break up with him. I'd start dating a guy, and after a while Norm would threaten the guy and the guy would stop calling. I would get pissed off at the guy for not telling Norm to fuck off and die, and so to spite the guy, I would go back to Norm. It was my way of saying 'I'd rather be with a real man than a wimp like you.' Not all that smart of me to go back to a relationship I'd already bailed on, but then I've already admitted I wasn't too bright. The thing was that I never intended to stay. I'd just go back to Norm to show the guy what I thought of his lack of backbone, and after a week or so I'd kick Norm to the curb.
"It didn't work out that way. I'd start playing mind games with myself. If I left too soon the guy would get over whatever bad thoughts I'd given him about himself. Of course, maybe I'd never given them the bad thoughts that I thought I'd planted, but it just shows the way my thinking went. Also, there was the way Norm acted when I went back. Sorry and contrite and promising that he'd learned his lesson and he would change, but eventually he would go back to what had driven me away in the first place.
"The whole thing kept repeating itself. What is it they say is the definition of insanity? To keep doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a different outcome each time? I guess that's just what I was: insane, stupidly insane. Then you came along. We hit it off, things were going great and then Norm came around and did his usual. You didn't fold. You told him to go pound sand and then you told me you would only stop asking if I started saying no.
"I was never going to say no, Bob. There were nothing but yeses in your future as far as I was concerned. Know the really sad part? The night you were going to dump me is the night you were going to get lucky. I'd finally found a guy who was going to stay with me instead of running off with his tail between his legs and I was going to show him how happy I was that he chose me.
"One good thing did come out of our relationship. Some of your backbone rubbed off on me. There won't be any going back to Norm. Thank you for that. Take care."
She got and left. As she walked away I thought about what she'd said. I thought about my misconceptions where she was concerned, especially about her dropping me to go back to Norm. Well, now that I knew where I stood I could do something about it.
That evening when I got home I called her and asked her out. She said no.
"I thought you said there were nothing but yes answers in my future as far as you were concerned."
"That was before you told me that you were dumping me. The fact that you could do that told me that your feelings for me were nowhere even close to the feelings I had for you. Thanks for calling." She hung up on me.
I stood there staring at the phone in my hand and thinking "What the fuck?" She couldn't do that to me. Who the hell did she think she was? Getting pissed at me because I did something based on her own previous track record? She was so narrow-minded she couldn't see my point of view? Well I's sure straighten her ass out!
The next day I was sitting in the cafeteria when she came in, saw me and then took a table on the other side of the room. I got up from my table, walked over to hers and sat down.
"My turn to tal..." and I was looking at an empty chair as she got up and walked away.
I didn't see her at school on Friday, but I saw her Friday night at a kegger at the Phi Delt house. She was with some guy I'd seen around the campus, but didn't know. It was a social setting, and I wasn't going to try to talk to her and possibly create a scene. That is, I wasn't until she got out on the dance floor and started dirty dancing with him. When she saw me watching she gave me a smirk, leaned up and kissed him and then looked over at me and smirked again.
That cut it for me. I might never be welcome at the Phi Delt house again, but I didn't even think of that as I walked out onto the floor and approached the happy couple. He saw me coming and figured I was going to try and cut in. I could see him steeling himself up to tell me to buzz off. I didn't give him a chance.
"I'm not here to try and take cuts. I just need to deliver a message to your date."
I faced Francine.
"You told me you were insanely stupid when you described your relationship with Schnieder, but I see it another way. The way I see it you are just a dumb cunt, and you've proved it by your actions this past week. Anyone halfway smart would have given me the chance to explain. Have a rotten life bitch!" I turned and walked away, leaving a bunch of stunned people watching me walk out the door.
Was my action a bit over the top? Yes it was, but the smirk, the kiss and second smirk pushed the wrong button. I'd probably be sorry and regret what I'd done the next day, but just then I felt justified. Totally justified.
I did regret it the next day, and I went back to the Phi Delt house and apologized for creating a disturbance. I was told not to sweat it.
"For some of us, it was the high point of the evening. Seeing you do what a lot of us wished we'd had the stones to do at one time or other. I know there is one girl in my past I should have done it to."
I ended up staying there drinking beer and shooting the bull with the guys until it was time to go home and go to bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On Monday, things did a one-eighty turn. I was in the cafeteria doing the coffee and notes thing when I saw Fran come in and head my way.
"Not going there" I thought. "Not going to listen to her bitch about what I'd done Friday night." I was up and walking away before her butt hit the seat. She got up to run after me, but tripped and fell down, and that gave me a chance to be long gone.
Now it was me avoiding her. I managed not to be where she could get to me until Thursday. After my last class of the day I headed for the parking lot and found her at my car. I could have dealt with it if she had been leaning on it or sitting on a fender. I'd just ignore her and drive off. Kind of hard to do though, when she was inside the car sitting on the front seat. I knew I'd locked it, so how the hell did she get in?



"Dick Moore had a slim-jim and he got me in," is what she told me when I asked.
"Why? Why are you here?"
"To give you what you seem to want: a chance to explain. Did you have to embarrass me to get it? I had to stand there and listen to all the, "Way to go dude," "That's telling her," and "You the man," that was going on as you walked out the door. Everyone was looking at me like I was some kind of freak. Why didn't you just ask me to sit down and let you have your say?"
"And just how was I supposed to do that? You hung up on me when I called and you ran every time you saw me coming your way."
"You could have found a way without embarrassing me."
"You have no one but yourself to blame for that. The kiss you gave the guy along with the smirks pushed me over the edge. Your fault, Francine. Totally on you."
"I can't undo it so let's just get to the reason I'm here."
"No need now. Your actions killed any desire I had for explaining. I just don't give a shit anymore."
"Then humor me. Give me what I missed."
I looked at her and then decided to just do it; get it over with and put it all behind me.
"I had feelings for you, Francine; I had strong feelings for you, but you were going to hurt me. You had a track record, Francine, and you know it. You would break up with Norm, date another guy for four or five weeks and then dump him and go back to Norm. Five or six times, and I wasn't supposed to see a pattern there? We were on our fifth week, so I knew it was coming. I just decided that it would salve my ego if I did the dumping instead of you, and don't give me any of the, 'You should have known me better than that,' bullshit because your past history is against you. You seemed happy and content with all the guys you dated, right up till the day you dumped them, so why would I expect any less from you? Again, Francine; it was all based on your past history, your established track record. Okay, you've heard my piece. You can get out now."
"Don't want to. Tell me more about those strong feelings you had for me."
"Why?"
"Weren't you listening when I explained my relationship with Norm to you? I seem to recall telling you what my plans were for you that night. True, they did get derailed, but I don't see much of a problem in getting them back up on the track."
I just sat there and listened to her and she finally said, "Say something, Bob."
"I'm having trouble getting my head around it. Fun dates, make out sessions and then fuck you, Bob, avoid me for weeks and now all of a sudden it is sweetness and light?"
"Get off of it, Bob. You had to expect me to get pissed off when you told me you were dropping me and why. And yes, I know it pissed you off when I wouldn't talk to you, but that's just the way us humans are. You piss me off so I have to get back at you by pissing you off. The big thing here is that you heard my side and I've heard your side.
"The bottom line is I have strong feelings for you, and you said you had strong feelings for me. If you had strong feelings for me a week ago they haven't had time enough to die. So what's it to be, Bob? Do I get out of the car or do we go back to the way things were before the night you were going to dump me?"
I took one long look at her and then smiled. I pushed the key into the slot and started the car. I turned to Francine and said:
"Where to?"
Did they live happily ever after? I think they did.
What say you?
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I met Christine at a seminar on Industrial Relations. It was mostly bullshit from people who had never held a tool in their hands and had no real world experience. They were full theories that they had learned from textbooks, but my company was paying the freight so there I was.
When we broke for lunch I headed for the hotel restaurant. I stopped at the bathroom to take a whiz and when I got to the restaurant I found that all the seats were taken and the greeter told me there was at least a twenty minute wait. She asked for my name so she could add it to her list, but I told her to forget it; I'd go someplace else for lunch. I heard a voice say:
"I wish I could do that."
I turned and saw an extremely attractive brunette sitting on a chair in the waiting area.
"Why don't you?" I asked. "There are a lot of restaurants in the area."
"No car. I could walk to one, but I'd never get back in time for the afternoon session of the seminar."
"Not a problem. You can ride with me if you think you can put up with a dirty old man for an hour."
"You're not old."
"I've been a dirty old man where good looking women are concerned since I was thirteen."
"I'll chance it" she said and stood up, took the arm I offered and we headed out.
The Village Inn was the closest so that is where we went. On the drive over I asked her where she worked and was surprised to find out that she worked for the same company I did only out at one of suburban offices. She didn't have a car and had taken the bus to get to the seminar.
We chatted over lunch and I found out she was single and shared a house with two of her friends. From me she found out that I was single and had a three bedroom house.
"Why does a bachelor have a three bedroom house?"
"Planning ahead. I won't be single forever and I expect to have kids eventually so I'll need the extra bedrooms and my father convinced me that it was better to build equity than collect rent receipts. I had enough in savings for a down payment so I went ahead and bought a house."
She gave a small smile at hearing that and then we discussed the seminar and I found that she had the same opinion that I did of what was being spouted. The waitress had put everything on one check and when lunch was over Chris asked me what her share was and I told her it was my treat. When we got back to the hotel meeting room she thanked me for taking her to lunch and then she went to her seat and I went to mine.
When the seminar was over I spent ten minutes talking to a few others I knew who were in attendance and when I got to the lobby I saw that it was pouring down rain. I saw Chris standing at the door looking at the falling rain and I remembered her telling me she had to take a bus to get to the seminar and I knew just what she was thinking. She did not want to go out and stand at the bus stop in the rain and wait for the bus.
I walked up to her and asked if she would rather ride with me than wait on a bus and she smiled and said that she would indeed. By the time I got her to her house I had a date with her to go to dinner and dancing on Friday night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On Friday night when I picked her up I met her two roommates. Brenda was a blond sexpot and her overall appearance screamed out "Fuck me! Please! Somebody fuck me!" Maria was a good looking redhead with a slim body that didn't look strong enough to carry her breasts which I guessed were 38's or 40's.
On the way to the restaurant I noticed Chris looking at me with a bemused smile and I asked her what she was smiling about.
"I saw the way you were looking at my roommates. Nothing new there. All guys look at them the way you did."
"Why does that make you smile?"
"Because I know what guys want to do to them when they see them."
"Once again; why does that make you smile?"
"I smile because I know something that all the guys who look at them don't."
"And what might that be?"
"They are both dyed in the wool lesbians and are way into each other."
"Hopefully the fact that you are with me on a date means that you don't share their views where men are concerned."
"That would be a safe assumption."
We talked over dinner and we learned a lot about each other. She was one of six kids and the only girl and as a result of playing with her brothers and their friends she grew up as a tomboy. She had gone to college on a basketball scholarship and had been working where I work since she graduated.
"I know what the company pays so you should be able to afford a car. Why are you taking buses to get around?"
She had been smiling while we were talking, but when she heard that question the smile disappeared. She stared at me silently for maybe ten seconds and then she aid:
"I don't need a car because I don't have a driver's license."
"They are easy enough to get."
"I don't have one because they took mine away from me."
I figured from her tone and response that it was a sore subject with her and I'd best back away from it so I said nothing, but then she went on.
"It wasn't my finest hour. I caught my husband in bed with the bitch who was supposed to be my best friend. I went and got blind stinking drunk and was stupid enough to drive in that condition. I ran the car into a bridge abutment and totaled it. Luckily I had my seatbelt on and the airbag deployed. I was given a DUI and I saw no sense in buying another car until I can get my license back. Should get it back by the end of this month."
"Still have the husband?"
"Hell no! I got rid of his worthless ass when I sobered up." She smiled and said "He got his. He married the bitch and she cheated on him, caught the clap and gave it to him. I laughed for weeks when I heard that."
"Didn't sour you on marriage did it?"
"No, but I'm going to be a lot more selective in choosing the next one. I'm going to have to be sure of him before I say yes to a proposal. What's your story? I would have expected a man your age to be married by now."
"Similar to yours only times three or four. My fiancé Sarah had her bachelorette party and two days before the wedding I got a package in the mail. It was pictures of my fiancé having sex with three or four guys while her girlfriends stood around and urged her on. The package also had a note in it that said "Are you sure you want to marry someone like this?" I never found out who sent the package, but the answer to the question was no and not just no, but HELL NO!
"She tried to convince me it meant nothing. It was just a last hurrah before settling down to be a faithful wife and mother, but I wasn't buying it. A year or so later she married some other guy and he caught her cheating on him and he shot her and her lover. A year after I broke up with her I met Marge, dated her for six months and then proposed. She said yes and moved in with me. Two months later I came home two days early from a business trip and caught her in bed with two guys. Her father and her brother.
"Next on the hit parade was Jackie. We went together for about four months before she moved in with me. Same deal as with Marge. Came home early and found her in bed with a guy. The guy quickly dressed and got the hell out and when he was gone I asked her why. She looked at me like I was brain dead and said:
"Did you see the size of his member when he pulled out of me? I just had to try on something that big if only to see if I could get inside me."
"I've been a tad leery of relationships since then. It took me a year before I began to date again."
Dinner was followed by drinks and dancing. We had a good time and I enjoyed being with her. When I took her home I did get a kiss on the cheek and a "Call me; I had fun and I'd like to do it again."
The second date led to a dozen more. On the fourth date I got a knee buckling good night kiss. On the sixth we had a hot make out session in the car when I took her home. On the ninth she said she didn't want to make out in the car:
"And since we can't do it at my place without an audience I think we should go to your place."
At my place we had steamy make out session. The next two dates ended up at my place and on the second one she asked
"Why are we wasting time? We both know what we want to do."
"I've been taking it slow because I didn't want to scare you off."
"That's nice to know; that you don't want to scare me off. Lead me to your bedroom. I want to see if we have a future."
"What do you mean?"
"A few of my friends have gotten married and then divorced because they found out that they were not sexually compatible with their men. In all the cases they didn't have sex with their partners before marrying them. Both parties were virgins when they went to their marriage beds and both said that they wouldn't have married the men they did if they would have known beforehand what they were getting into. I know what they are talking about because I also experienced it. I didn't go into my marriage with Jeff as a virgin. I'd had a few boyfriends before he came along and I'd dumped a couple of them because they were lousy lays."
"So if I don't ring your chimes tonight I'm history? Thanks, but no thanks. Grab your coat. I need to get you home."
"What? You can't be serious. I'm ready to go and you are saying no?"
"That I am."
"You aren't making sense here. You are turning down freely offered sex? Why in the hell would you do that?"
"I have my reasons and that's all I'm going to say. Come on; get your coat and let's go."
She got her coat and stomped over to the front door, turned and looked at me as she pulled her cell phone out of her purse and said:
"Fuck you Dave! I'll call a cab. I don't feel like being around you right now."
She went out and closed the door behind her. I was moving toward the door to go out and catch her and tell her not to waste her money on a cab when I caught myself. The break wasn't clean, but it was still a break. I caught her and talked her out of getting a cab it would just prolong things. As it stood right then it was over. Leave it that way was my thinking. I went into the kitchen, poured myself a generous amount of Jack in a glass over ice and sat down at the kitchen table and thought about what had just gone down. I had really liked Christine. Shit! Admit it Dave. It was more than just like. I honestly thought that the relationship was going to go somewhere. I finished the Jack and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next few weeks went by and for me it was pretty much go to work, go home, sleep, get up and go to work again. I did think about Christine a lot, but resisted all the urges to pick up the phone and call her. It was a Thursday, three weeks since the day Christine and I parted when I walked into my office and found Christine waiting there.
"About time you got here. I've been sitting here waiting on you for a half an hour now."
"You're lucky. It could have longer. I'm ten minutes early. What brings you here?"
"I need to know what happened. I thought we had something good going."
"Not the time and place to talk about it?"
"Okay; give me a time and a place."
I looked at her and thought "Do I really want to go there" and then decided to give her what she wanted.
"The Hideaway at five-thirty."
"You aren't just jiving me are you? You will be there?"
"I'll be there."
She left and as she walked away I wondered why I hadn't just told her it was personal and I wasn't going to talk about it, but even as I had the thought I knew why I didn't. The fact that she was in my office waiting for me told me that she wouldn't let it go until she knew why. I just decided to get it over with.
I didn't get much done that day. It seemed like I was looking at my watch every ten minutes or so with five-thirty at the Hideaway on my mind. The day finally ended and I headed for my meeting with Christine. She was already there sitting in a booth in the back waiting for me when I got there. She had already ordered and there was a Jack over ice siting on the table waiting for me. I sat down, picked up the drink, took a sip and set it back down and looked across the table at her.
"Okay Dave; let me in on it."
"Alice, Elise, Marge, Sarah and Jackie."
"What does that mean?"
"You wanted to know what happened to us and I just told you."
"You didn't tell me shit; you just said five names."
"Those names are why we cratered. You remember our last time together?"
She nodded a yes and I asked "Remember what you said?"
She shrugged and I said "Think back on it. What were the words that followed "Lead me to your bedroom?"
She shook her head in an "I don't remember manner" and I said "Your exact words were "Lead me to your bedroom. I need to see if we have a future."
"Remember it now?"
"Yes."
"To me that meant you were saying if I didn't do it for you I would be history. Think back to what I told you about my history with women. I never covered high school and college. From tenth grade to graduation I went steady with two girls and they both dumped me. It happened again in college. I met Alice at Freshman Indoctrination and by midterm we were going steady. She dumped me for a jock midway through our sophomore year. In my junior year I hooked up with Elise and she traded me in for another guy the third week of our senior year. Beginning to get the picture? You think maybe I was starting to wonder what was wrong with me that I couldn't keep a girl? All of that shit behind me and then you basically tell me that if I don't measure up in the bedroom I'm history? Can you imagine what it would have done to me if we had done it and then you started saying no to me when I asked for dates? Well fuck that shit!"
"I'm sorry you took it that way. I only meant it as a funny,"
"How was I supposed to know that? You had just finished telling me about your girlfriends and that you had dumped a couple of guys who were lousy lays. Right after that you hit me with if we have a future shit? No way I saw it as you making a joke."
"Well that's all it was. The reason I'm here is I wanted to know what was wrong and see if I could fix it. I was sure we had something good going before it left the rails and I wanted it to continue. I want to put us back on the tracks."
She looked at me expectantly as I considered what she said. I'd also thought we had something good going and I had wanted it to continue. Like her I would like to put us back on track, but in the back of my mind there was a little kernel of 'leery.' It might not be manly of me to admit it, but I was afraid of being hurt again. If it happened again I wasn't sure that I'd be able to eventually get over it. While she said she was joking when she said the future thing she had also said she had dumped a couple of guys because they didn't measure up in the bedroom as far as she was concerned. I sat there looking at her as all those thoughts raced through my head. Suddenly from somewhere in my brain a voice said:
"Cowboy up Dave. You might never meet someone this nice again. Don't let her go!"
I took a deep breath and asked "Would you like to have dinner with me tomorrow?"
Her smile when she heard that lit up the room. We made arrangements for me to pick her up at her place at six and she got up and headed home.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I arrived at her place at six and rang the doorbell. Brenda answered the bell and when she opened the door and saw it was me her face went hard and she said:
"Oh; it's you."
I can get my back up just like anyone else and her attitude ticked me off.
"Fucking A doddle it's me. You want to take your pissy attitude and go and let my date know I'm here?"
She turned and walked away leaving the door open. I didn't know if I was supposed to follow, but I decided not to. A minute later Chris came to the door.
"Why are you standing there?"
"Seemed to be safer to stay here than go inside where Brenda and I could get into it."
She gave me a long look and then said "I'll get my purse."
She came back with her purse and we went out and got in the car and as I pulled away from the curb she asked:
"Care to tell me what happened back there?"
I told her and she said "I'm sorry. It was my fault."
"Your fault? How is it your fault?"
"The night I stomped out of your place I came home in a pissy mood and Brenda and Lois asked me what was wrong. I told them you had thrown me out. I know that you didn't really, but at the time that is how I felt. The way it went down to me meant you were throwing our relationship away. They both wanted to get in the car, drive over to your place and cut your balls off. It didn't help any that I have been in a bitchy mood since that night. When I told them I was going out with you tonight they tried to talk me out of it. They said you would just hurt me again and that you were an asshole and didn't deserve a second chance. They are unhappy with me because I told them to butt out. They are my best friends and have been since high school and they worry about me. Don't let Brenda's attitude get to you."
After dinner we went to the Boom Boom Room for drinks and dancing and from the way Chris pushed her body against mine as we danced I knew how she hoped the evening would end. I wanted it too, but the fear of rejection following it was still alive and well in my mind. Once again from somewhere in my head the voice was yelling at me "Cowboy up Dave."
At eleven-thirty we were in the car and I asked "Where to?"
She looked at me and said "Your place?"
She said it as a question. The voice in my head was screaming now "Cowboy up Dave; cowboy up and do it!"
I smiled and said "My place it is."
When we got to my place she headed straight for the bedroom. There was no talking. It was walking through the front door and go straight to the bedroom. I followed along behind her. As soon as she was in the room her clothes were hitting the floor. It was all happening faster than I expected and as a result I was a little behind her in the shedding of clothes. By the time my clothes joined hers on the floor she had the bedcovers down and was lying on the bed spread out and waiting.
It was almost magical. I went down on her and my mouth gave her her first orgasm. She had two more when I made love to her in the missionary. She went down on me and got me up for a second round and I gave her two more orgasms. Then it was sixty-nine followed by a session of doggy and I got her off one more time.
I was all set to cuddle and snuggle when Chris sat up and said "Oh shit! Look at the time. I have to work today. You need to get me home so I can shower and change clothes."
"On a Saturday?"
"We have an audit scheduled for Monday and I'm going in to see that we are ready for it."
I hid my disappointment and got up and dressed. On the way to her place she apologized.
"I didn't expect the night to end the way it did. Knowing I had to work today I should have waited for our next date."
When I asked if we could get together that evening she told me she couldn't because she would be absolutely beat and when I asked about Sunday she said she couldn't because she had a baby shower to go to. I didn't press it. When we got to her place she gave me a hot passionate kiss and then hurried inside.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The house kept me busy over the weekend. That was one of the tradeoffs when you went the build equity rather than collect rent receipts route. You couldn't call the landlord to fix things. Monday I called Christine's office and Mavis answered the phone. Mavis used to work in my office, but had transferred to the Hanover office to be closer to home and to her kid's school. I asked for Christine and Mavis told me she was in a meeting. Because she was an old friend I asked I asked how she was doing, asked about her hubby and kids and then listened to her answers. Then, purely to make conversation I asked how the audit was going.



"Audit? What audit?"
"The one you had to work on Saturday for."
"I don't know anything about an audit and nobody has worked on a Saturday in this office in the two years I've been here."
"I guess I'm thinking of something else. Say hi to Burt for me okay?"
As I hung up the phone I was shaking my head and telling myself I should have known better that to take back up with Christine again. If I could have gotten my hands on the voice in my head that kept telling me to "Cowboy up" I would have strangled it to death. I "Cow boyed up" and look what it got me. I was once again left with the impression I couldn't get it done in the bedroom. Alice, Elise, Sarah, Marge, Jackie and now Christine. Fuck it! I'd start using call girls where the only one I'd have to worry about satisfying was me.
I knew a couple of girls who worked for an escort service and I knew that they both provided 'extra services' on dates. Of course making that decision didn't put an end to all the thoughts running through my head. What did I lack? I gave Christine my all and she seemed to have an orgasm or two. Was it just an act? It must have been. What was wrong with me? Maybe if I paid Lois or Tanya (the two girls I knew who were escorts) a little extra they could critique my performance and give me pointers.
Tuesday morning at work I debated calling the Hanover office and asking for Christine, but decided not to. We were done so leave it at that was my thought. Wednesday I spent most of my mornings in budget meetings and when I finally got back to my office Myra (my secretary) handed me a couple of message slips. One of them was from Christine and when I sat down at my desk I picked up the phone to call her. I got the first five numbers punched in before I caught myself and said "Fuck no!" I hung up the phone and threw the message slips in the waste basket. I managed to push Christine to the back of my mind and I had a pretty productive day.
It had been a long established habit with me to turn off my cell phone when I went in to work and only turn it back on once I left work and was in my car. I wasn't surprised to see missed messages and voice mails from Christine. I deleted them without listening to them or reading them. Once home I fixed myself a bite to eat. Jack Thomas was retiring from his position as regional manager and I had been promoted to fill his position. His retirement party was Saturday and I had originally planned on Chris being my date for the affair. Fortunately I hadn't yet asked her.
After eating I called Faraday Escort Services to arrange a date for Jack's party and requested either Lois, or Tanya if possible. Luckily Lois was available and I made the necessary arrangements. A little back story is in order here. Where I am employed there are always social functions to attend. Some you can skip, but the others are more or less mandatory. You could skip them if you wanted to, but it wouldn't be all that great of a career move if you get my drift. There was one of these functions coming up and I wasn't seeing any one at the time. If you attended one of these events alone you stuck out like a sore thumb.
I was talking with Jack Thomas in the breakroom one day and I mentioned that I hated going to those functions alone. He told me about Faraday and explained how it worked and what the fees were. He explained that the place was not a call girl setup and the majority of the girls were strictly arm candy and didn't even give you a kiss on the cheek at the end of the date. Then he said that there were a couple who would provide 'special services' but it was strictly an arrangement between you and the girl and that Faraday was not involved. Then he told me that I was interested in 'special services' (wink wink) I should request Lois, Martha or Tanya.
I called Faraday, requested Lois and took her to the function. When the function was over I mentioned that I'd heard she offered special services. We discussed things and I had a very enjoyable three hours at the cost of only three hundred dollars. I'd used Lois several times and she always handled my needs with a smile. She would only work through the agency, but she did give me her card so I could call her and make sure she was available before I called the agency. One day I called and she told me that she wouldn't be available for the night in question, but to call the agency and request Tanya and she would let Tanya know about me. For almost a year I used the two of them when I needed (or wanted) a date. Then I used them between Marge and Sarah and then again when I was between Sarah and Jackie. Now here I was taking Lois to Jack's retirement party. The irony of the situation was not lost on me. Here I was taking a girl recommended by Jack years ago to his retirement party.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the week I received several calls from Christine, but I didn't take any of them. Thursday and Friday I hid out in my favorite sports bar after work. It was a place I'd never taken Christine to so I didn't have to worry about her finding me. If she was even looking. That didn't work out to well for me. Friday I'd been there about an hour and I was sitting at the bar watching the Arizona Diamondbacks playing the Colorado Rockies when something cold and wet was poured on my head and ran down my back. I spun around with fists clenched ready to punch some asshole out and came face to face with Christine's roommates Brenda and Maria. The bartender had seen what happened and he tossed me a bar towel. I unclenched my fists and caught it and then screamed at the two cunts:
"What the fuck is your problem! Why in hell did you do that?"
"Because you're an asshole and you deserve it" Brenda snarled.
"Fucking dirt bag!' Maria chimed in.
"What the hell did I ever do to you to earn this?"
Brenda, still snarling, said "You fucked over our bud Chris and when you fuck with her you are fucking with us!"
"And just how did I do that?"
"Had your way with her and then kicked her to the curb."
"Bullshit! She kicked me to the curb. When I asked to see her again she gave me some bullshit story about having to work on Saturday and having a baby shower to go to on Sunday. She forgot that I work for the same company and I knew she was lying. Just to be sure I double checked and no one worked in that office from the time it closed on Friday until it opened on the following Monday."
That was stretching the truth a bit, but they didn't know it. Brenda looked at Maria who said "Oh shit" and the two of them took off. Once they were gone Max (the bartender) asked me what the hell happened.
"Friends of a girl I used to date. They were upset because I dumped their friend."
I finished my drink and went home to get out of my wet clothes.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday I picked up Lois and on the drive to where Jack's retirement party was being held I sounded her out on the critiquing my performance in bed idea I'd had and she laughed.
"As often as we've gotten together I know you as well as I'm ever going to and I can tell you nothing is wrong with you in the bedroom. Are you a super stud? No, but you are a good bit above average. I don't know what your problem is with the ladies, but it certainly isn't your bedroom skills."
It was good to hear, but then it occurred to me I was talking to the wrong person. I was a customer to Lois and how likely is it that she would say anything to me that I might not like to hear? Something to think about.
I was having a good time at the party until she walked in. Why I hadn't considered she would be at Jack's party I don't know. She knew Jack so why wouldn't she be at his party? She was with some guy I'd never seen before, but I took an instant dislike to him. How stupid is that? I shut Christine out, but get pissed at the guy she's with? I saw her spot me and head my way, but just then Lois returned from the restroom, sat down across from me and took my hand. Christine changed direction and took a table on the other side of the room.
The lounge where the party was being held had a band and Lois liked to dance so we spent a good bit of time on the floor. Every time we danced past Christine's table I saw she was looking at us. Lois noticed it also.
"That woman in the green dress hasn't taken her eyes off you since she got here. What gives?"
"I dated her for a while."
"Well it is obvious, at least to me that she would rather be out here with you than sitting with the guy she is with. And the look on your face when you look in her direction tells me that you would rather be with her than me."
"I very much doubt that she would rather be with me. The way she ended us was as definite as could be."
"Oh? Tell me."
"It is kind of personal."
"Horse hockey bubba. Talk to Dr. Lois. If you can talk to me about your sexual problems you can talk to me about anything."
What the hell I thought; why not so I told her about the last time I'd seen Chris.
"There has to be more to it than that. Come on; give it up."
I sucked it up and spilled my guts. All of it. High school. College, and what Christine told me about her past boyfriends and then her "See if we have a future" comment and then what had happened after we made love for the first time.
"So that's why you wanted me to critique your performance/"
I nodded a yes.
"I meant what I said bubba; that was no bullshit. Come on; let's dance."
We stayed out on the floor for three numbers and then went back to our table. A couple of minutes after we sat down Jack joined us and we talked. Lois excused herself and headed for the restroom. Jack watched her walk away and shook his head.
"What a waste" he said.
"How's that" I asked.
"She should be some lucky man's wife instead of a rent-a-date."
"Wouldn't work out."
"What wouldn't work out?"
"Lois and marriage."
"Why would you say something like that?"
"I asked her to marry me a while back and she laughed at me and told me it wouldn't work out and why."
"And?"
"She said she liked cock too much. She loved the variety and would miss it if she got married. Said she knew herself well enough to know that when she got to missing the variety she would end up cheating on her husband. Got to give her credit for being up front and honest."
"What happened with you and Chris? It looked like you guys had something going."
"It turned out we weren't right for each other."
I could see he wanted more, but he could see I wasn't willing to go there. Just then Lois came back and after some small talk Jack got up and went to talk to some other folks. As soon as he was gone Lois said;
"Don't get too pissed at me, but I meddled in your business."
"What are you talking about?"
"When I got up to go to the bathroom it was because I saw your ex-girlfriend headed there. I followed her and we talked. I think the two of you need to sit down and have a talk. She says she wants to, but you won't answer her calls. After talking to her I think you have the wrong idea of what went down."
I looked over at Christine's table and saw she was looking at us. I saw her mouth the word "Please?"
"You could get up and go over and asked her to dance. The guy she is with is only with her as a favor because she didn't want to come to this affair alone."
"Why would you even talk to her?"
"You are one of the few guys I've dated that I genuinely like and I saw the way you looked at her. If there was the least bit of a chance that I could get the two of you together I felt I should do it."
I looked over at Chris and saw that she was still looking at us. I was hesitant, but once again from the deep recesses of my mind the voice yelled "Cowboy up dipshit! Don't let her get away."
I glanced at Lois and she said "Go!" I got up and walked over to where Chris and her date were sitting. When I got there I asked her date if he would mind if I asked Chris for a dance. He smiled at me and said:
"If I were to say yes I believe she would hurt me."
Chris was standing before he finished speaking. I offered her my arm and we moved out onto the dance floor. As I took her in my arms she asked:
"Does this mean we might be able to sit down and talk?"
"Lois said she talked to you in the ladies room and thinks I may have the wrong idea of what happened between me and you."
"I have to admit that I'm curious as to why your date would come to me and want to talk."
"Lois is an old friend and when she asked why you seemed to have had your eyes on me since you got here I told her the story. Lois is only here with me tonight because I hate to come to these things alone."
"Kind of like me and Jeff tonight. Well?"
"Not tonight. How about dinner tomorrow?"
"Why not tonight?"
"Because we both have dates. We can't just walk away from them."
"You take your date home and when Jeff takes me home I'll come over to your place. I've got my license back and I have a car now."
I almost said no. As much as I would like to get back with Chris I hadn't been laid in over a month and I had been looking forward to taking advantage of Lois's 'special services.' And there was also the fact that even if Lois thought I'd misread what had happened between Chris and me I just might have read it right. Fuck it! Go with the voice and cowboy up!
We finished the dance and as I walked her back to her date I told her I would leave the porch light on for her. When we got back to her table we found a surprise. Lois and Jeff were sitting there talking. Lois looked up when we got there and said:
"Guess what guys? You've both been dumped. Jeff and I have decided to swap partners and I'm betting that neither of you mind the least little bit."
Then the two of them got up and left us standing there with stunned looks on both of our faces. Chris and I looked at each other and then we both broke out laughing. I took her hand and suggested that we find Jack and say our goodbyes and then get the hell out of there. We found Jack, wished him well and told him to keep in touch. He looked from me to Chris and then back at me and said:
"Make sure I get an invitation to the wedding."
I was a bit shocked when Chris said "We will."
Once in the car I said "We will?"
"That's my plan and I think I can talk you into it."
"You will have your work cut out for you if you think you can make that happen."
"I don't think it will be all that hard. All I need to do is show you that you have the wrong idea of what happened the last time we were together."
"And just how would you know what I was thinking?"
"Oh come on Dave. You told me your whole history with women. When you found out I didn't tell you the truth on why I said no to a date on Saturday and Sunday I know what you thought. I remembered how you reacted to my stupid funny about seeing if we had a future together. When you found out that I didn't have to work on that Saturday I know you were thinking you didn't measure up as far as I was concerned. That wasn't so. I was extremely satisfied. While you and I had been dating we hadn't talked about being exclusive. I was dating another guy off and on while I was going out with you. I had a date with him for Saturday and I didn't feel that I could break it. He had already purchased the tickets for the show and it wouldn't have been fair to him to suddenly say sorry but I can't see you anymore. If he hadn't already bought the tickets I would have cancelled our date so I could be with you on Saturday. I had to lie about it. I just knew how you would take it if I told you I was going out with another guy right after we had made love. I really really wanted to stay there and snuggle and maybe make love a couple more times, but I had to get up and rush off in order to sell the story that I had to go to work. I did tell Chuck that I couldn't see him anymore when he took me home that night.
"The baby shower was true and I couldn't get of it because I was the one putting it on. I really did expect you to call me Monday night. After the way you rang my chimes Friday night I was going to push for exclusive and mention that I'd seen the perfect ring at Zales. I was all set to come over to your place and pick up where we left off Friday night and Saturday morning. When I hadn't heard from you by Tuesday I started calling you but you never called back. Then Friday Brenda and Maria told me what happened at the sports bar. I knew you would be at Jack's party and I planned on forcing you to talk to me. I was going to wait until you went to the bathroom and then I was going to follow you and wait outside and catch you coming out. Your date changed that."
When we approached the light at Woodward I turned on the turn signal for a right turn and Chris asked me where I was going.
"To your place."
I don't want to go to my place; I want to go to yours."
I checked my rear view and side view mirrors and saw I was clear so I changed lanes and turned left on Woodward. Chris slid over next to me, put her hand on the bulge in my trousers and said:
"No need to break the speed limit, but hurry up and get us to your place. We have some catching up to do."
The night was almost an exact reenactment of our first time and we fell asleep snuggled up next to each other.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up with my dick in Christine's hand which led to more love making. Around nine Chris said "I wouldn't mind doing this all day, but right now I'm hungry. You need to feed me so I can keep my energy level up."
I hadn't done my shopping yet and all I had on hand were the makings for toast and coffee so I told her I'd take her to the Village Inn on Wolfenbarger. Over breakfast we talked and even though it would probably kill the mood we'd been in since we got to my place the previous night I had to ask the question.
"If you were already planning to marry me why were you dating another guy while you were dating me?"
She looked at me for several seconds and then said "I really hadn't realized how strong my attachment to you was until you stopped having anything to do with me. It was killing me that I couldn't be with you. It was killing me that you wouldn't even take my calls. In fact it affected me to the point where I was being bitchy to Brenda and Marie and I'd never ever been that way around them before. When they got home after the incident at The Extra Point and told me about it I knew I had to do something. If I couldn't get you on the phone I was just going to have to ambush you at Jack's party. If you hadn't been there I would have been sitting in your office waiting for you on Monday."
I sat there looking at her while rolling what she'd said around in my head and then I followed the voice in my head and cowboyed up.
"How long of a courtship are you looking at before the wedding?"
"That up to you. I know your background and because of all that baggage I'm guessing you aren't going to want to rush into anything. I'm ready right now. As far as I'm concerned we can get the license Monday morning, get the three day waiting period out of the way and get married on Friday. So like I said; it is strictly up to you."
It was a bit sudden but I had already realized that my feeling for Chris were a lot stronger than just 'like' but we hadn't known each other for more than a couple of months and there was a lot we didn't know about each other so I took a deep breath and said:
"I think we should take it a bit slow and get to know a bit more about each other before we take the plunge."
I thought I saw some of the warmth leave her smile when I said that, but I could have been wrong.
"Like I said, it is up to you, but I am ready whenever you are."
After breakfast we went back to my place and picked up where we had left off before getting out of bed. She stayed the night Sunday and then had to rush home in the morning to get ready to go to work.



Monday night she showed up at my place with the clothes she would need for work for the rest of the week.
"No more rushing off in the morning" she said. Now the mornings can include snuggle and cuddle time."
"Do I need to hire bodyguards? I'm sure your roommates will be coming after me to cut off my balls."
"Brenda and Maria are no longer a problem. I set them straight when I got home yesterday."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
By the end of the month I had to admit it to myself. Chris had me pussy whipped. Actually I was snugly, cuddly pussy-whipped. I didn't want to get up and leave her in the mornings. A couple of days she had to push me out of bed. It was finally obvious to me that I needed to get off my ass and cowboy up.
It was a Friday night and Chris asked me what I wanted to do on Saturday.
"I was thinking we might go shopping for your ring."
She almost screwed herself out of the ring. She reduced me to ruin that night and I had a hard time mustering up the energy to get out of bed in the morning, but Chris was on a mission. She pulled me out of bed and practically drug me to the mall. By ten o'clock she had a ring on her finger. I'd taken a knee right there in the jewelry store, proposed and then slid the ring on her finger when she said yes.
After buying the ring we went to Pegasus for breakfast and discussed the timing of the wedding. We had both already done the big wedding thing and all Chris wanted was to get it done. We decided to get the license on Monday and then have a civil ceremony on Friday. After breakfast we went home and Chris flat wore me out again
I was fixing dinner that night while Chris was on the phone with her mother. When the call ended Chris asked:
"Will a change in plans upset you?"
"I don't know. What's up?"
I want my mother at the wedding, but she can't make it until the week after next."
"I don't suppose it will kill me to have to wait an extra week."
"Thank you baby; I'll make it up to you. Starting right after dinner. Sound good?"
Indeed it did.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The lights were low and the music was soft and flowing. We waltzed around the floor, her head buried in my shoulder and me breathing in the sweet scent of her perfume. Her leg rubbed my erection and I was looking forward to putting that erection where it would do the most good. A quick glance at my watch told me that this was going to be our last dance. She caught my glance, smiled and asked:
"Someone getting a bit anxious?"
I smiled and said "You can bet your sweet ass I am."
"I'm ready if you are."
"Then let's get out of here."
I waltzed Lois back to our table to get her purse and then we got out of there.
Lois?
Yes Lois. As mentioned earlier I was promoted to the regional manager's position when Jack retired. The jobs required visits to the several offices in my region. You've read it before so I guess you already know what's coming. I came home early from my first trip as a regional manager and caught Chris in bed with Jeff who was the guy she was with at the retirement party for Jack. She tried to convince me that it meant nothing; all it was was her having 'a last fling' before getting married and settling down. She loved me and it was only sex with Jeff. I didn't buy it and I kicked her ass out. Her dating others while she was dating me and her fucking Jeff while wearing my ring told me just what kind of woman she was and would most likely continue to be. Thank God her mother's availability caused the wedding to be postponed.
Christine was the end of the line for me. No more getting involved with women trying to come up with trying to come up with one I could make the long haul with. It was going to be Lois, Tanya and Marge from now on.
And there would be no more listening to voices telling me to "Cowboy up."
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After four decades together you would think that life had fallen into the pattern that would take you to the end of your days and you could look forward to leaving this world in the comfort of your beloved's arms. Believe me when I tell you that it comes as a shock when you find out that it isn't going to be that way.
I met Ida at a very difficult time in my life. My wife of seven years was pulling away from me and no it wasn't another man. It was an idea that was pushing us apart. Well, maybe not an idea, but it sounds better saying that than saying it was a religion.
I travelled a lot in my job and sometimes I was gone for a month at a time. While I was on one of those long trips a couple of Jehovah's Witnesses rang the doorbell and my wife invited them in. By the time I got home from the trip the wife had been hooked.
It wasn't a problem at first. When it comes to religion my attitude is live and let live. I won't go so far as to say I deny that there is a supreme being, but as far as I'm concerned if there is one he isn't worth wasting time on. There is too much misery in this world to believe that there is a supreme being who gives a rat's ass about us.
The 'Good Book" tells us that God so loved the world that he gave us his only begotten son, but he also gave us AIDs, Ebola, floods and famine. Take a look at the pictures in National Geographic of starving African children with flies crawling across their faces and tell me again how much he loves us.
I am not using these pages to try and get an argument over religion going. I am merely pointing out how I view religion so you will have some understanding of what was taking place between the wife and I.
If someone wants to waste their time on a religion, and I don't care which one it is, it is their business and none of mine. My wife was well aware of my position on religion when she joined up with the Witnesses. Again, if she wanted to practice a religion I didn't care; just leave me out of it.
But of course she wouldn't - or couldn't.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The wife kept trying to pull me into her new found religion and I kept tell her no and to keep her nonsense to herself. She responded as women through the ages have responded in order to get what they want. She used sex as a weapon. More to the point it was the lack of sex. She wasn't subtle about it at all. She flat out let me know that the bedroom would remain 'frosty' until I got my head out of my ass and set aside my 'juvenile' beliefs.
I have to admit to being a tad naïve. We loved each other right? She loved sex as much as I did so the withholding wouldn't last long right? It was just a ploy and when she realized it wouldn't work we would get back with the program right? It lasted over three months and I'll never know if it would have ended or not because some other things came up that pushed having a sex life into the background.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When we first married the wife talked me into buying a set of the Encyclopedia Britannica along with signing up for the yearly updates. It was to be an investment in our future children's education. I returned home from one of my business trips, pulled my car into the garage and when I got out to go into the house I found several volumes from the set in the trash.
When I got in the house I asked her why they were out in the trash and she said that they contained false and misleading information and in some cases outright lies.
"Like what?"
"They are full of nonsense about things like evolution and the origins of man. I don't want our kids exposed to trash like that."
I lost it and I told her that she WOULD NOT, repeat WOULD NOT throw any of our property out without discussing the matter with me first and furthermore I believed that the information she was upset about was true.
I brought the volumes in from the garage and put them back on the bookcase shelf with the rest of the set. I got a nasty look and a cold shoulder for the rest of the day.
When I came home from work the next day the books were again out in the trash only this time the offending pages had been ripped out of the book and thrown on the garage floor where I couldn't miss seeing them. When I walked into the house I found the wife waiting for me with a defiant look on her face. I could see she was just itching for a confrontation. Okay I thought, she wants a war I'll give her one!
I didn't say a word to her; I just walked past her into the dining room. There was a hutch there filled with a set of china that had been handed down from her great grandmother to her grandmother to her mother and then to her as a wedding gift. There were three volumes in the trash so I took out three place settings and smashed them on the hardwood floor while the wife screamed at me and cried while I ignored her. Then I went to our bedroom and moved all my things into one of the spare bedrooms. Needless to say that if the previous night was a bit frosty that evening was downright frigid.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things did not get any better between us over the next couple of weeks and then I went out of town on another trip and was gone for a week and a half. I got home on a Wednesday morning and since the house was between the airport and work I stopped at the house to drop off my suitcase. The wife wouldn't be home because she was a school bus driver. I got there just as the mailman was delivering the mail so I grabbed it and took it into the house.
One of the pieces of mail was an envelope from the electric company with red letters stamped on it saying "Overdue Notice." Because of my constant trips the wife handled all of the bill paying and I made enough money that bill paying should never be a problem for us.
I opened the envelope and saw that we owed one hundred and fourteen dollars. One of the other pieces was our bank statement and I opened it and saw we had more than enough to have paid the bill and then I saw something that sent me through the roof. There were the usual photocopies of our cancelled checks and three of the checks for a total of five hundred and thirty-five dollars were made out to the Jehovah's Witnesses. I got up and went to the file cabinet where we kept our records and looked at the two previous month's bank statements and found checks totaling four hundred and sixty dollars and five hundred and thirty dollars also made out to the Witnesses.
I was pissed! I'm busting my ass to put money in the bank so we can eventually buy a house instead of having to rent and the wife was giving it away to a stupid religion. Fuck that shit!
I went into work, turned in my paperwork and brought the boss up to date and then I took the rest of the day off. I left work and went to our bank and closed the joint account and the savings account and then opened new accounts in my name only. I stopped at the power company, paid our bill and then went home and waited for the wife to get home.
When the wife got home I told her what I'd found and what I had done about it. I told her that from then on I would handle the bill paying. I would give her an allowance to run the house and if she wanted to piss away money on a religion she could give them what she got from the school district for driving a school bus. That hit her where it hurt because I had agreed that when she took the job she could keep what she made driving the bus as her mad money. It wasn't all that much since she only worked five hours a day and was off for spring break, summer vacation and all the other times that school wasn't in session.
There was more, a lot more, but I've given enough information so that you can understand why I didn't rush home from work anymore.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I started stopping after work to have a beer or two with the guys I work with. And that is where I met Ida. She was one of the waitresses there and she was friendly and always seemed to have a smile for me.
She was a sexy looking lady and even though she wore a wedding ring the guys all hit on her whenever we stopped in. She didn't lead anyone on she just treated it like a joke. Always saying something like "I don't think my husband would approve" or "You'll have to ask my husband if it's okay with him."
I wasn't one of those who hit on her because regardless of what was happening at home I'd made some vows in front a lot of relatives and friends and I would keep them and for better or worse was one of them and of course there was the promise to forsake all others.
There were times I would stop at the bar by myself and if the place was dead Ida would sit with me and we would talk and I got to know here a little better. She had two kids, a five year old girl and a three year old boy, and I laughed and told her she didn't look old enough to be working at the bar let alone have two kids. I knew she had to be twenty-one to work there, but she didn't look a day older than seventeen. She just smiled and said she was older than she looked.
The next month went by and then I was off on another trip and when I came back from it the wife told me she wanted a divorce. I wasn't upset or crushed. I just looked at her and said:
"What about your God? Didn't you stand in front of our friends and relatives in The New Hope Lutheran Church and with your God watching swear that you would be with me until death do us part? Or is it your belief that the God who witnessed our joining is a different God than the one you worship now? That it? You think each religion has its own special God? That there are a hundred or so supreme beings?"
"What do you care? You don't believe in any of them!"
'"This isn't about me; this is about you and the promises that YOU made. Whatever. You want a divorce go ahead and get one."
I walked away from her and went to my room. The next morning she was waiting for me in the kitchen when I got up.
"My church will only accept divorce if it is because of infidelity."
"So who have you been cheating on me with?"
"I haven't cheated on you. You should know me better than that."
"I don't know you at all anymore, but that's beside the point. If infidelity is the only kind of divorce your church will accept and you are truthful when you say you haven't cheated you are shit out of luck because I've never cheated on you."
"All you have to do is not fight it when you get the divorce papers."
"Why would I want to be branded a cheater? Why don't you just grab some guy and have an affair?"
"It has to be you because the cheating spouse gets exiled from the church and since you don't belong it won't hurt you any."
"No thanks. I'm not comfortable with it being a matter of public record that I'm a cheater. Anyone can check public records and someday someone may run a records check on me, find our divorce record and hold it against me that the record says I'm a cheater."
"Why fight me on this? You know you don't want me!"
"I don't want the you that you are now, but I'm hoping the you you are now will get her head out of her ass and that the woman I married will come back to me."
She gave me a nasty look and left the kitchen. I shrugged, poured myself a cup of coffee and went to work.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I started stopping more often at the bar and staying longer. Not going home until I thought the wife would be in bed and I wouldn't have to talk to her.
The more time I spent at the bar the more Ida and I talked. She managed to get out of me why I was spending more and more time at the bar and after hearing my tale she must have decided that she could trust me with her story. She wasn't married. She was a divorced single mother trying to raise two kids on a waitresses pay and tips. The rings were real she just hadn't taken them off when her divorce was final. Her reasoning was that it would keep the cock hounds away. I thought that it wasn't working because she got hit on all the time anyway and it probably cut down the size of her tips, but it was her business and not mine so I kept my mouth shut.
Then one sunny Monday two things happened. I was at work and just about quitting time I was called up to the office and when I got there a man handed me an envelope and said:
"You have been served."
The envelope held divorce papers which came as no surprise, but it also held an order of protection enjoining me from coming any closer than five hundred feet to my wife and that came as a complete surprise to me because I'd never laid a finger on my wife and had never ever threatened her with violence.
I read through the papers and found that she was divorcing me for infidelity. The papers also said I was to pay her five hundred dollars a week in alimony. Fat chance of that. She could get herself a real job and support herself.
In order to get my things I was going to have to arrange for someone from the court to go with me to monitor things. I immediately called the number on the order and found that it would be five o'clock the next afternoon before anyone would be available to escort me into the house. I thought about calling the wife and raising hell with her over the order of protection, but decided against it. It would just give her something to bitch about so instead I decided to give her something else to bitch about.
I called the landlord and told him I was not living at the house anymore and he would have to contact the wife to get the next month's rent and then I called and cancelled all the utilities since they were in my name. Then I left work and went to the bar.
When I got there Ida was on the phone and when she hung up she was crying so I went over to her and asked her what was wrong. She'd gotten a call from her babysitter that her three year old had blown up the gas stove and had gotten burned. She needed to get home, but she was stuck at work. Her car wouldn't start so a friend had driven her to work. Since she didn't have a car she called a cab and was told it would be about half an hour until they could get one to her. I told her to call and cancel the cab and I'd run her home.
She gave me directions and it only took ten minutes to get there. She ran into the apartment and I followed ready to offer whatever help I could. Things weren't as bad as Ida had been led to believe. Her son had gone into the kitchen and with a child's curiosity started playing with the knobs on the stove. Somehow the pilot light hadn't worked and with all four knobs turned on there was a bit of gas built up and then suddenly the gas had ignited in a flash and had singed the boy's eyebrows, but there were no burns.
Once everything was under control I asked Ida to show me her car. It was a fourteen year old Plymouth and I asked her for the keys. There wasn't even a faint click when I turned the ignition switch which told me that the battery was stone dead. I raised the hood and the problem was obvious. The negative battery cable was so corroded that it had split in half and the cable was lying on top of the battery, but not connected to it.
I carry a small tool kit in my truck so it was no problem to remove the cable, run to NAPA, get a new cable and install it. Once I had the car running I told Ida I had to leave and get myself a motel room and when she asked why I told her about my wife's gift to me. She told me I could stay at her place. The couch folded out into a bed and I could stay there until I got an apartment. She said she would throw in dinner so I accepted her offer.
The next day I left work early and met the man from the court at the house. I rang the doorbell and when the wife opened the door and saw it was me she tried to close it, but I stuck my foot in so she couldn't close it.
"You aren't supposed to be here."
"Well surprise surprise here I am and the gentleman with me is from the court and he is here to oversee the removal of my stuff from the house."
"My attorney said tha..."
"Screw you and your attorney. Read your copy of the papers you served on me. They say I need someone from the court to be with me in order for me to get in the house and get my things. Mr. Reeves is from the court so I'm covered."
At that point Reeves took out his wallet and showed the wife his badge and that shut her up for a minute or so, but then she followed me as I went through the gathering up my things and kept trying to get me to talk to her, but I ignored her. Finally I said:
"Just shut the fuck up. You are the one who got that bullshit order of protection. The way I read it it says I'm to have nothing to do with you and to me that means I'm not supposed to even talk to you and I wouldn't want to violate that order so just shut up."
It took an hour and a half to get all my stuff out of the house and garage and as I was leaving she asked:
"When are you going to start paying me my five hundred a week?"
"Depends on how bad you want to stay a member of your church."
"What does that mean?"
"You told me that in a divorce for infidelity the cheater gets kicked out of your church right?"
"Yeah."
"So here's the deal. If I have to pay you five hundred a week I'm going to counter sue you claiming adultery. I might end up having to pay you, but at least I'll have the satisfaction of getting you kicked out of the bunch responsible for this mess. Best you make up your mind and let me know how you want to play it by Thursday. If I don't hear from you by then I'll see an attorney on Friday and counter sue and I'll make damned sure a copy finds its way to your church."
"You couldn't prove it."
"You can't either, but if I fight it and prove I didn't I still win."
"How do you figure that?"
"We will be divorced, but it won't be for infidelity and that's the only divorce your church will accept so they will kick you out anyway. You can call me at the office. By Thursday."
I hit a storage place and rented a unit for my things until I knew what I was going to do. Before I left Ida's place that morning I told her that since it was her day off I'd take her and the kids to dinner that night as a thank you for the use of her sofa bed. On the way to her place I stopped at a motel and got a room which got me in trouble with Ida.
"Why are you wasting good money on a motel room when you have a comfortable couch at my place for free?"
The upshot was that I stayed at Ida's. The wife called me at work on Wednesday and we haggled for a bit and I ended up agreeing to pay her one hundred and fifty a week in alimony for two years. Three months after the divorce became final Ida and I married.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Fast forward thirty-six years. It was a normal marriage. We'd had our ups and downs, but we were still holding hands and touching and still made love two or three times a week which I considered great being that we were both in our sixties.
Ida's kids had both grown up and married and had children of their. Ida and I never had any of our own because it turned out that I was sterile, but we had three grandchildren to spoil and we did
It was one of the grandkids that caused what happened. No - that isn't fair. Ruth didn't cause it. She had nothing to do with it directly. All she did was graduate from high school.
Two days before the event Ida told me that she wanted me to go with her to the graduation. I didn't think I would be able to get the day off on such short notice, but I said I would try. I asked the boss and he told me he couldn't spare me. With Charlie out of town working on the Fergussen account, Dave out of town on the Floydd project and Clara in the hospital with a burst appendix he needed me.
When I got home that night I told Ida that I wouldn't be able to go to the graduation and why and she got pissed and started in on me with:
"You never do anything that I want. A simple thing like a graduation and you can't even do that for me."



And she went on and on berating me and it was all bullshit! I did everything she wanted even when it was something that I didn't want. When we moved into the house we bought I spent a ton of money and time giving myself the backyard I'd always wanted. It was a little over a quarter of an acre and I put in trees, flower beds, a koi pond with a waterfall and an eighteen by eighteen patio with a gazebo.
I had it just where I wanted it when she told me she wanted a dog. The last thing I wanted was a dog because dogs dig. It's their thing; it's what they do. I could see all the money and work I'd put into the yard going up in smoke. She kept after me and finally I gave in and let her get a dog. And the dog did just what I knew it would do and in less than six months the yard was trashed. None of the flower beds survived and there were holes all over the place. Then she found out that the dog she got, a Siberian Husky, was a pack animal and needed another dog to keep it company and she hounded me until I said okay and she got another husky.
Next she wanted to rip out the carpet and put in hard wood flooring and I didn't want to do it because I knew what would happen to the floor with two dogs in the house. Again she kept after me until I gave in. Less than a year after the floor went down it had to be refinished after the dog's toenails had done their work. A year later it had to be refinished again for the same reason. Another nine months and a third refinish only that time the company doing the work said next time the floor would have to be replaced since there wasn't enough surface left to do another refinish. Ida had to go out and buy a dozen or so throw rugs to cover the floor to protect it. Basically putting back the carpet that shouldn't have been removed in the first place.
She wanted a Mustang convertible and I tried to talk her out of it by pointing out how impractical they were in bad weather. There just wasn't enough weight in the rear end of the car to give decent traction in snowy or wet weather. But she kept after me until she wore me down and she got a 1993 Mustang convertible. It had the 5.0 engine and a five speed and she drove it like she was in a NASCAR race and sure enough when the snows came she was out running around in the car and the rear end broke loose and she spun out and wrecked the car.
Did she learn anything from it? Not Ida. She took the insurance money and bought another Mustang. It has been wrecked twice, both times in bad weather, but neither time bad enough that it couldn't be fixed.
There were a host of other things. Simple shit like we would go out for dinner and I'd want to go to restaurant A and she would want restaurant B so we would go to B. On vacation I would plan on going to C and she would say she would rather go to D and I'd give in and D it would be.
When the kids had grown up and gone I wanted to sell the five bedroom house and get something more suited to just the two of us (and the dogs) but she argued and argued to keep the house so we would have rooms for the kids and grandkids when they came to visit. As usual I let her have her way.
I saved money and vacation time so I could take Ida on a cruise on our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. When I sprung it on her she spent a week trying to talk me out of it. Instead she wanted to use the time and money to attend a family reunion in Marquette, Michigan. Michigan's Upper Peninsula in December instead of a Caribbean cruise? Seriously? But as usual I gave in and gave her what she wanted and now here she was telling me that I never do anything that she wants?
Things were rather frosty around the house for the next two weeks and then everything came apart on us.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in the middle of a difficult project at work and it had caused me to work late a couple of nights. I'd always called home and let her know I'd be working and not to hold dinner for me.
It was a Wednesday night and I'd called to tell her I would be late. When I got home I found that she had been drinking. Drinking a lot. In fact to my mind she was falling down drunk and in all of our years together I had never seen her drunk. A little high and giddy sometimes, but never drunk.
She started in on me as soon as I was in the house with the "You never do anything I want" shit. I tried walking away from her, but she followed along.
"It was a simple thing. You could have gone. I'm your wife. I'm more important than your damned job!"
It went on and on as I made myself a sandwich for dinner. I had to get away from her before I blew my top and made things worse. I took my sandwich and went into the bedroom we had turned into a den/home office and I locked the door behind me not that it did any good. She beat on the door and kept up her tirade. I got on the computer, put on the earphones and went into "My Music" and tried to drown Ida out, but it didn't work.
And then things got nasty. She started telling me all the things she disliked about me and how she had put up with them for all these years and now I paid her back by refusing to do one simple little thing for her like going to a high school graduation.
It hurt! It hurt bad! For almost four decades we had been together and she had that low an opinion of me? She finally ran down and left, but the damage was already done. I'd busted my ass for her, gave her everything I could and that was what she really thought of me? God did it hurt!
Half an hour later I shut down the computer and left the den. Ida was sitting at the kitchen table with an almost empty bottle of vodka sitting in front of her. I just shook my head and went off to bed. I was just starting to nod off when she came into the room, pulled the covers off me and started hitting me on the back with her fist.
"Don't you go to sleep on me you worthless bastard! I'm not through with you yet."
There was no real force behind the blows and they didn't hurt, but she had finally pushed the button that set me off. I got up, grabbed her by the arms and told her to shut the fuck up. She tried to push me away but I held onto her arms. Then she tried to knee me in the balls, but being drunk made her clumsy and slow and I saw it coming. I twisted my body just as she stumbled and started to fall and it pulled me off balance and we fell to the floor. She was cursing me and I still had a grip on her arms and as she struggled to get up I tightened my grip and held her down. Like I said I'd had enough so I unloaded on her.
"Shut the hell up Ida! If I'm so damned worthless get a goddamned lawyer and divorce me, but shut up!"
She started crying and I got up, left her on the floor and went to one of the spare bedrooms that had a lock on the door and I went to bed. I did not sleep well. Some of the things she'd said cut pretty deep and my mind was in so much turmoil that I slept fitfully most of the night. Ida was still asleep when I got up in the morning. I put on a pot of coffee, had some, filled a travel mug and went to work.
While I was at work Ida killed our marriage.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I found out later that when she woke up she called our family doctor and told the nurse who answered the phone that she wanted the doctor to call me in for a check-up. The nurse asked why and Ida told her that she thought I had some form of dementia or something and I was acting weird.
"Just last night he bruised me pretty bad."
In our state it is the law that if medical personnel suspect spousal abuse that they MUST notify the authorities and as soon as Ida hung up the nurse called the police. An hour later the nurse called Ida and told Ida that she had notified the police and that they would be coming to the house and they would see to it "That your husband never abuses you again."
When I got home from work that night, early for a change, Ida was a basket case. She was crying when she told me what she had done and what the nurse had said and then told me that she had never meant to get the police involved.
The words were no sooner out of her mouth when the doorbell rang and when I went to answer the door I saw two police cars through the front window and when I opened the front door I found three police officers standing there. Two were male and one was female. One of the males was wearing corporal stripes and he asked me if I was the home owner and I said I was. They told me why they were there and asked if my wife was available. I said she was and they asked me if they could come in and speak with her so I invited them in.
They immediately split us up and the female officer took Ida into the kitchen and the two male officers asked me if we could go outside on the patio and talk. Once outside they told me about the call from the doctor's office and then they asked me what happened. I told them what had happened and then one of them asked me if her blows had caused me pain.
At that point I fucked up big time. Bear in mind that my only previous experience with the police were traffic stops so all it was was them handing me a ticket and then telling me to be careful from then on. I should have kept my mouth shut but I said:
"Yes there was pain, but it was emotional pain."
And it was. Some of what she said to me cut me to the core. It hurt. It hurt bad. But there was no physical pain to speak of. I didn't find out until later that the officer just wrote down "Yes" to the "Did she cause you pain."
The two male officers left me and went into the house to confer with the female officer talking to Ida. The two male stayed inside and the female came out to talk to me. She wanted to know how Ida got the bruises on her arms. I explained how I had grabbed her to keep from being hit and kneed in the balls and then fell to the floor. I told her that Ida bruises easily and was always getting bruised when she bumped into furniture and things.
She went back into the house and five minutes later the officer with the corporal stripes came out and explained to me that in spousal abuse cases the law required that one of the parties be removed from the premises and that after hearing both of our stories they were going to be taking Ida to jail. While he was telling me that the other two officers were putting Ida in the back of one of the police cars.
To me it was pure assed bullshit! To my mind what happened between Ida and me didn't come anywhere near spousal abuse to either party, but it didn't matter; Ida was still on her way to jail.
I'm not going to go through all that came after; the court appearances, the money spent on an attorney, talking with the court's victim's advocate and all the other garbage that I've come to believe are in place for no other reason than to perpetuate jobs in the legal system.
The upshot was that Ida spent a night in jail and after three months of legalistic bullshit and six grand in attorney's fees the charges were dismissed.
Once she was home I received a constant barrage of I'm sorry, and I don't know what came over me and please forgive me. She was loving and affectionate and she did her best to make it up to me in the bedroom. At least for the months following her incarceration and until all the charges were dismissed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
To understand the next part you need to know a bit more about me. I loved Ida completely and I did my absolute best to make sure that she knew it. I sent her flowers at work, I brought flowers home to her for no reason at all other than to let her know I was thinking of her.
I gave her cards, candy, flowers and gifts on birthdays and anniversaries, both real and made up. Things like the anniversary of our first date, our first kiss, the first time we handed out Halloween candy together, the date she took her Mustang to the carwash for the first time and a bunch of others.
But the thing I did most was touch. I could not be around her and not touch her. If I walked by her or she walked by me I reached out and touched. Even after being together for almost forty years we still held hands when we walked. In a restaurant sitting opposite each other we held hands across the table. At night in bed my place was snuggled up to her and touching.
It didn't hit me right away, but I came to realize that Ida was pulling away from me. We used to wake up in the morning wrapped around each other, but after a bit I became aware that when I woke up she was a foot away from me. Our sex life fell off to nothing. I heard "Not tonight; I don't feel good." "I have a headache." "I think I might have a yeast infection." Those and all of the other excuses that women have when they don't want to play.
Whenever we went somewhere walking she would always be a step or so ahead or behind; just enough to make hand holding awkward. In restaurants her hands stayed busy doing something or stayed in her lap so there was no hand holding. I noticed that honey, baby, sweetheart and lover-bunny disappeared from her vocabulary.
It all came to a head one Saturday morning when we were at one of our favorite restaurants for breakfast. We had just ordered and Ida's hand was on the table. I reached over to take it and she snatched her hand away.
"Why did you do that" I asked.
"I don't want you touching me!"
"What the hell do you mean by that?"
"You know damned well what it means. You had me thrown in jail."
I looked at her stunned.
"I didn't have you thrown in jail. You did it to yourself when you called the doctor."
"Bullshit! You lied to the cops and they believed you and took me to jail."
Calling me a liar on top of everything else that had been going on made me snap. I stood up and called to Mindy and told her to cancel our order and I headed for the door. At that exact moment I didn't give a shit whether Ida got up and followed me or not. I was in the truck and was turning the key in the ignition when the passenger door opened and Ida got in.
"You were going to leave me there?"
"Damned straight I was. You don't want anything to do with me any more so I was giving you what you wanted. I took me away from you."
"How was I supposed to get home?"
"Hitchhike, walk, call a cab, whatever."
"Why are you acting this way? You know yo..."
"Just shut the fuck up Ida. I don't want to hear a fucking thing you want to say. You spent a night in jail; so fucking what! I've spent the last five months living in a deepfreeze because of your stupid fucking phone call."
"It wasn't..."
"Just shut the fuck up Ida or I swear to God I will pull over and shove you out of the truck!"
Was I pissed? You bet I was; in spades. How mad was I? Ida had just heard the F word out of my mouth more times in the last five minutes than she'd heard it in the previous forty years. She wisely shut up because she believed me when I told her what I would do and she was right. I would have done it in a New York minute.
When we got home I told Ida to meet me in the kitchen in five minutes and then I went into my home office and got some papers out of a file folder in the desk. I went to the kitchen and Ida was sitting at the kitchen table. I sat down opposite and held up the papers I had in my hand.
"This is a copy of the police report and when we are done here I will make you a copy if you don't already have one. You say I lied and got you thrown in jail? Let us just take a look at the record."
I then read the officer's report.
Officer Connors who spoke with Ida asked her to explain what had occurred between her and David that caused the bruises on her. Ida stated the following:
1. Two days ago (July 28, 2015) she got into an argument with David.
2. She'd had a couple of drinks (six screwdrivers) and was intoxicated.
3. She was upset with David that he was not paying attention to her.
4. She felt David was putting her last instead of putting her first in his life.
5. While David was asleep she went and woke him up to speak with him about these things.
6. Upon David waking up "Her tongue got the better of her and she said some hurtful things.
Officer Smithers asked Ida if she remembered hitting David and she stated the following:
1. I may have poked him a time or two.
2. It was possible that she hit him, but could not remember because she was intoxicated.
3. She did recall waking him up and then arguing with him.
4. David was probably telling the truth as he had never lied.
Based on Ida's statement that she had awaked David and that she may have poked him a time or two and that it was possible that she hit him it was determined that she was the primary aggressor in the incident and as such she had to be removed from the premises. She was arrested and transported to the Calhoun County Detention Facility.
"Those are your words as recorded by the officers who were here. Bottom line is that your phone call to the doctor and your own statements to the police are what got you thrown in jail and I'll be damned if I'll let you lay the blame on me!"
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Did hearing her own words read back to her change anything? No; not one bit. In her mind I was guilty and she was never going to see it any other way.
I ended up moving into one of the other bedrooms and for the last three years we have led separate lives together. That's right; separate lives together. We live together in the same house, but she goes her way and I go mine. She doesn't tell me what she is doing and I don't tell her what I am doing.
I gave divorce about thirty seconds of thought before dismissing the idea. Why give up my basement workshop, the three car garage where I restore old cars, the hot tub on the deck just to live in a two room apartment or condo? And even though the backyard had been trashed by the dogs she just had to have I could still sit on the deck and watch the koi in the pond while sipping a cold one and listening to the waterfall. And there was no need to achieve single status since at my age developing a relationship with another woman wasn't at all likely.
Financially it wouldn't be a problem. My share of the equity in the house after sales costs would be about 200k and there would be no alimony because Ida's retirement check from her State job was six grand more than my social security check, what I made as a consultant and pension check from the airline combined.
I doubt that Ida gave any thought to a divorce because she loved the house and wouldn't want to give it up. She needed the big backyard for her dogs - she had three now- all Siberian Huskies and they needed room to run. That and most apartments and condos don't have garages and her precious Mustang would have to be parked outside.
So there we are; living separate lives together.
The point of this sad little tale? In Loving Wives infidelity isn't the only thing that can kill a marriage.
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Cindy lay on the bed staring at the ceiling and wondering what had come over her lately and how she had let her life undergo such massive change. The days had been normal days, or as normal as days had been for her. Up at six, get the kids up and ready for school and then start breakfast for the kids and her husband Tom. See the kids off for school and Tom off to work, wash the breakfast dishes, throw a load of laundry in the washing machine and then take her morning shower. And then last Friday the days had gone decidedly not normal. That morning she had just finished drying her hair and applying her make up when the doorbell rang. She had grabbed a robe and run down the stairs wondering who it could be at such an early hour. She had opened the door to find a tall, handsome young man who smiled at her and asked, "Mrs. Williams?" She had nodded a yes and the man had handed her a business card, "I'm Tony Roberts of Diversified Insurance. I'm here about the claim you filed last week. I called your husband yesterday and he told me that this would be a good time to call on you." Just like Tom, she thought, not to tell me. "Come in," she'd said, and stepped aside to let him in.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The week before the hot water hose to the washing machine had blown while she and Tom had been out shopping and they had come home to a flooded floor. The water had also run down all the floor heating ducts and had soaked a good part of the basement as well. As she walked through the house pointing out the damage she noticed that the insurance man seemed to be paying more attention to her breasts than to the damage he was supposed to be there to see. At least someone likes them, she said to herself. Things hadn't been going well between her and Tom lately, as far as sex was concerned anyway. Tom hadn't touched her in over a month and the few times she had tried to entice him he had complained about having a rough day at work and had said he was too tired.
She was holding one end of the tape measure as Tony measured the room and every time she bent down to hold the tape the top of her robe gaped open and Tony would look at her tits, and she had noticed something too - the bulge inside his trousers. She had let her mind wander and she had wondered what Tony would be like in bed. She had imagined him throwing down the tape measure, picking her up and carrying her to her bedroom. Tony had said something and it had brought her back to reality.
"What?" she had asked.
"I said I have measured everything that needs to be measured and all I have to do now is go back to the office and do the paperwork."
She had no idea what had come over her, but she had taken the tape measure from him and had said:
"No, we have one more thing to measure" and she'd let the robe slip from her shoulders as she went to her knees in front of him.
"Take out your cock," she'd told him, "I want to measure it."
When he had pulled out his throbbing erection she had looked at it and tossed the tape measure aside.
"No need to measure it, it is definitely big enough" and she had taken him in her mouth. She had given him one of her best blowjobs and when he came she had swallowed every drop and then had licked him clean. He'd asked her where the bedroom was and when she had pointed the way, he had picked her up and carried her to it. When he left two hours later she had been sexually satisfied, but she was ashamed of herself for being weak and for cheating on her husband.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday she had done it again, this time with the man from the flooring company that Tony had recommended for repairing the hardwood floor. This time she had known the man was coming and she had promised herself she would keep control of her emotions, but when the man had shown up, his name was George, she had answered the door in a black lace nightgown that hid next to nothing. The man wasn't as good-looking as Tony and wasn't nearly as well built - in fact, he had a rather large beer belly - but she had sucked his cock and then had fucked him for over three hours.
Just before he left he'd told her that he didn't do carpet, just wood floors, but he would send the guy he subcontracted the carpet work to by to see her. Again, after he had gone she had felt guilty, ashamed, and disgusted with herself. She had no idea why she was behaving as she was, but she knew what was going to happen when the carpet man came.
The next morning she was surprised when she answered the door to find George standing there with another man. George had introduced her to Joe and had told her that Joe was one of the best carpet men in the business, as if she cared. She knew what they wanted and so she had let the robe fall to the floor and then had turned and walked to the bedroom. It was her first time with more than one man and she had gloried in having a hard cock always available. The two men had taken turns with her for over three hours and she had pouted when they told her they had to leave. Joe had patted her on the leg and had told her not to fret, "I'll be back tomorrow and I'll see to it that you get all you want" and then he and George had gone. The guilt returned and she had wept into her pillow, ashamed at what she was letting herself become.
The next day Joe had arrived with a crew of three men and all the equipment needed to clean the water stains out of the carpet that could be saved, and carpet and padding to replace what couldn't. She had turned and wordlessly walked to the bedroom where she had taken them on, one after another, for over three hours until Joe had called a halt to the proceedings. "We got a job to do guys, and if we get it done quickly we can play some more" and they had left her lying on the bed in a puddle of sweat and cum. She had stayed out of their way and at two-thirty Joe had come and said that the job was finished. She had looked at the clock and had seen that she had at least an hour and a half and she had gone to her knees in front of Joe. She was busy sucking his cock when the rest of the crew had come along. They had pulled her away from Joe and had carried her to the bedroom and they were taking turns on her again when someone had said:
"Hey! She can do more than one at a time."
She was maneuvered into position over one man and as she lowered herself onto his cock, another man climbed on the bed and leaned against the headboard. She knew what was expected of her and she had leaned forward and taken his cock in her mouth. A third man had climbed onto the bed and had moved up behind her and pushed the head of his cock against the small rosebud of her ass. She had tried to pull away, to shout "No! Not there!" but the two that had their cocks in her held her tightly in place. The pain was awful and tears were streaming down her face, but the men ignored her pain and continued driving their cocks into her. The man behind her had all of his cock in her and the pain had lessened somewhat, and as he started stroking back and forth she felt a tingling sensation that she'd never felt before and suddenly the pain was forgotten as a wave of pure pleasure swept over her. Her body, impaled on three cocks, shook like the leaves on a tree in a wind storm and as the spasms subsided the man in her mouth had blasted the back of her throat with his cum and she had swallowed every drop. The man pulled his dick out of her mouth and Joe had taken his place. The three cocks had bounced her around like a rag doll as the men sent load after load of cum into her pussy, ass, and mouth.
She lost track of time as the men moved from hole to hole and continued to pump sperm into her. She had lost count of her orgasms and was a mindless fucking machine when she heard a familiar voice say:
"My, oh my. I see that the carpet layers are laying more than carpet."
She had pulled her mouth off the dick in front of her and had turned to see her husband standing in the doorway. Terror, horror, and despair had grabbed at her and for a moment she had tried to break free from the three men banging away at her, and the she had said to herself:
"Fuck him! He doesn't want to fuck me and these guys do" and she had gone back to sucking the cock in front of her.
When next she had seen Tom he had his clothes off and was standing next to the bed stoking his hard on.
"I got home early today, and when I saw what was happening I intercepted the kids and took them over to your mother's. Now I'm going to do something I've wanted to do for years. I'm going to be the next one in your ass."
He was, and she had loved it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She stopped staring at the ceiling and glanced at the bedside clock. George would be here any minute now with a crew to replace the damaged flooring. She wondered how large the crew would be, not that it mattered, the more the merrier.
"Honey" she called to her husband in the closet; "They'll be here any minute now. Got the camera ready?"



            Mavis and the Camera

            Should have left the camera home.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mavis-and-the-camera

Title: Mavis and the Camera

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Should have left the camera home.

Tags: loving wife, cheating




I was cleaning out my basement this weekend and I found an old external hard drive that had apparently been misplaced in one of my moves. I found several old stories I'd written back in 1999 and 2000 that have never been posted on Literotica. They are some of my very early efforts and as such I'm not going to turn on voting or comments on them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In the hands of some people a camera can be just as dangerous as a gun. Case in point:
My wife Mavis took our new digital camera to a bridal shower last week to record the festivities for a photo album that she intended to give the new bride. It must have been one hell of a good party because Mavis got so wasted that she had to come home in a taxi. They woke me up at three o'clock in the morning to pay the cabby and as I carried Mavis into the house I noticed that she did not have the new camera with her. This upset me just a little because that puppy had cost me almost 1200 dollars and the last thing I wanted was for it to come up missing.
In the morning I got up, had a couple of cups of coffee and changed the oil in my pickup. By the time I was done with the oil change it was ten o'clock and Mavis still wasn't up yet and so I talked my next door neighbor into running me over to Kim's place (where the shower was held) to pick up Mavis's car. While I was there I thought I would see if the camera was there so I rang the doorbell and it was answered by Carrie, Kim's twelve year old daughter. I asked if her mommy was home and was told that she had gone to the store. I described the new camera to Carrie and asked her to see if it was there and three minutes later she came back and handed me the camera. I headed home and when I got there Mavis was still zonked out. I changed the oil in her car and then went into the den to do some paperwork, but I tired of the paperwork real quick and decided to spend some time playing with the new camera. I took several pictures of things around the house and went back to the den, popped out the floppy and fired up the computer.
The first image I brought up curled my toes and made me wonder if I'd somehow gotten hold of the wrong camera. It was a side view of the about to be bride who was looking into the camera with a big smile on her face. She was naked and there was a black dude behind her and he was buried to the balls in her ass or cunt - I couldn't tell from the side - and he was also giving the camera a big grin. The next image clarified things a bit; it was from directly astern and the black dude was definitely buried in Pat's ass. I had known Pat and her parents since she was a sweet and innocent six year old and frankly I had no idea the she was 'that kind of girl'. The third image was of the black guy sitting on a chair and Pat was sitting on his cock while her mouth was on the cock of a white guy standing in front of her and neither of the two men was her intended.
The next image confirmed something that I had always suspected - Kim had a killer body. Kim had been Mavis's best friend for over fifteen years and she had always looked hot to me, but I'd never even seen her in a bathing suit so all I had to go on was how she looked fully dressed. Not any more. Kim was on her back and was being fucked by a guy who I did not recognize (other than knowing it was not her husband). The next four images were of Kim and Pat in various positions with four different guys and by now I had a very stiff dick and was trying to think of ways that I could get to either Pat or Kim. It suddenly dawned on me that I had a golden opportunity with these images; I was sure that neither Pat nor Kim would want their significant others to see them.
The next image made my stiff dick wilt. It was a head shot of Mavis with her bright red lips wrapped around a big black cock. I was stunned. In twenty years of marriage I'd never had any reason to suspect that Mavis had been any thing other than faithful to me, and then I started to think about all the nights she and Kim had gone out together on a "girl's night out". The next four images were of Mavis and the same four guys who had been in the scenes with Pat and Kim and in one of them she had three cocks in her and I do have to admit that it made my dick hard again. I had a hard time trying to make up my mind as to which picture was my favorite - Mavis sucking on the black guy or Mavis being fucked by the three. I made sure everything was on the hard drive and then I put the disc back in the camera and took it out and put it on the seat of Mavis's car. I had just come in the house when the phone rang and apparently Mavis picked up the upstairs phone just as I picked up the phone in the kitchen and I heard Kim tell Mavis in a panicked voice:
"I just got back from the store and Carrie told me Dave had come by and picked up your car and the camera."
I heard Mavis say; "Oh shit! I'd better go" and I heard her hang up. A minute later she came running down the stairs and I heard her run to the den. When she came into the kitchen she had a worried look on her face and she seemed a little tense, but when I said, "Good morning sleepy head" in a normal tone of voice she visibly relaxed. I wasn't mad so I must not know, right?
"Kim just called. She said you picked up the car. Did you get the camera while you were there?"
I gave her what I hoped was a confused look and then I said, "Oh, right! I left it on the seat of the car. I'll go get it" and I started to turn to the back door.
Mavis grabbed me, "It will wait. I woke up horny" and she pulled me toward the bedroom.
Knowing that mine was the fifth cock to enter her cunt within the last twenty-four hours excited me more than I would have thought possible and I fucked her like I was a horny teenager all over again. It was the first time in over ten years that we made love three times in one afternoon and after the third time I laid back and acted like I was dropping off to take a nap. Mavis got up and went downstairs and I heard her go into the den and then out the back door. I watched as she changed discs in the camera and put it back down on the seat of her car. That night, after dinner, I went out and got the camera and when I came back in I handed her the disc out of the camera:
"Here, you better take this," I said, "I'm going to use the camera tomorrow and I'm going to want a fresh disc.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day, armed with copies printed from the hard drive, I paid Kim a visit. She invited me in, offered me a cup of coffee and then as we sat down at the kitchen table she said:
"To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?"
"I just came over to check on the state of your marriage, "I said.
She frowned, "What's this all about Dave?"
I slid the large envelope across to her and said, "What this is about is enlightenment - mine!"
Kim pulled out the photos and looked at them. I don't know what I expected, but calm wasn't one of them. She looked at me:
"Does Mavis know you know?"
"No" I said, "And I don't want her to know that I know."
She looked at me calmly, "And what has this to do with the state of my marriage?"
"I just wondered what would happen if Tom saw these."
Kim gave me a look of contempt, "I never figured you for an asshole Dave, but I guess you never know. What is it you want? A blow job for your silence? Or do you just want to fuck me a couple of times a week from now on?"
That pissed me off and Kim saw the anger register on my face and she pulled back a little. I controlled my voice as best I could and said:
"You have given me a hardon every time I've seen you since the day I met you and yet I have always been a perfect gentleman around you. If I was an asshole I would have had my cock out and been waving it in your face as you opened the envelope. I'd fuck you in a heartbeat, but only if you were willing. All I want from you is information. I want to know how long Mave has been stepping out on me, with who, with how many, and most of all I want to know why."
She looked at me and said, "I can't do that Dave, she's my best friend."
"Yes you can babe, and you will if you don't want Tom to see these" and I pointed at the pictures. "If it will make you fell better I don't intend to use what you tell me against Mave, but our marriage has just moved to a different level and if it is going to survive I need to know what's going on. Basically what I'm saying is that if my marriage goes down the tubes it won't bother me at all to take yours with it. After all, it's what happened at your party that caused this."
Kim was silent for a minute or so and then she said, "Where do you want me to start?"
+++++++++++++++++++++++
It turns out that Mavis had been hanging horns on me for over ten years now. It started when she had a fling with a guy she worked with. Kim's husband has a job that requires frequent travel so Kim made her place available to Mavis and her lover when he was gone. Kim also had a lover and one night when the four of them were there together they got a little drunked up and ended up swapping partners. It was so much fun that they started doing it on a regular basis and then one night Kim's boyfriend had a friend drop him at Kim's and they invited him in for a drink and he ended up staying to play. Soon another guy was added and then, suddenly, it seemed like there were always five or six guys around all the time. Then Mavis ended her affair with her coworker and she and Kim decided no more steady boyfriends or entanglements, they would play the field from then on.
"And you never suspected? Not even a little?"
I shook my head, "Nope! I sat home fat dumb and happy, glad that my wife had such a good friend that she could hang with while I was working my ass off to be a good provider. I never had any reason to believe that she wasn't a loving and faithful wife."
"Hey!" Kim said, "She is a loving wife. She loves you a lot. In fact, the reason she broke up with her boyfriend is because she loves you. He wanted her to get a divorce so he could marry her and she told him no, that she loved you too much to do that. He asked her why if she loved you so much was she fucking him. Mave told him straight out that the only reason she was with him was she wasn't getting enough sex at home. And then she told him that, as matter of fact, that between the two of you she still wasn't getting enough. Shortly after that they split up."
I shook my head in disbelief at that, "The two of us were not enough for her? Good God woman, what does she consider enough?"
Kim laughed, "Let me put it this way Dave; several times Mavis and I went to parties were there were ten or twelve guys and we were the only two girls and Mave would still be lying there calling out "Next!" when all the guys were fucked out."
I looked at her incredulously, "You mean to tell me that Mavis does gangbangs?"
"Honey, sweet little Mavis did sixteen guys two weeks ago and still wanted more."
I sat there quiet for a minute and then I gathered up the pictures and stood up to go.
"What are you going to do with those?" Kim asked.
"I don't know. Burn them, tear them up, flush them down the toilet. You want them?"
She shook her head no and I turned to leave. Kim said, "Hey!" and I turned to look at her. "Did you mean it when you said you would fuck me in a heartbeat if I were willing?"
I nodded a yes and she started to unbutton her blouse, "I've got the time if you do."
+++++++++++++++
When I got home Mavis had dinner ready and as I sat down she said, "You're late."
I nodded, "I had some things that I needed to get done. Took me longer than I thought it would."
"Seeing a lawyer?" she said.
I looked at her in surprise, "Of course not. Why would you say something like that?"
"Don't play coy with me Dave. I know you saw them. When I put the disc in the computer I saw the pictures you took outside the house and in the garage."
I said nothing and as I was putting dressing on my salad she said, "Aren't you going to say anything?"
I swallowed a mouthful of salad and said, "Well, I thought the lighting was good and the composition wasn't bad, but you were a little far away from some of the subjects - you need to move in a little on group shots. There were some really good ones - the one with your ruby red lips wrapped around that black cock would get any man looking at it hard as a rock."
Her face showed anger as she said, "Damn it Dave, I don't need cute!"
I put down my fork, "What the fuck am I supposed to say Mave? "Gosh honey, I just found out that you have been fucking around on me for the last ten years, was it fun?" Or how about, "Gee Mave, when you have a gangbang do you have a limit on how many guys can be there? Please tell me, I find the subject so fascinating." The blood drained from her face on that one, "That's right babe. I've spent the whole day playing Dick Tracy and while I might not know about all that you have been up to over the past ten years I certainly know more that I want to."
Mavis looked down at the floor and in a voice that was almost a whisper said, "I'm sorry."
"You goddamned well should be," I said, "You wasted ten years of our lives with your selfishness."
She looked up at me, confused. "That's right! Ten years wasted because instead of talking to me you had to go out and fuck men behind my back. Yesterday we fucked like teenagers all afternoon because I saw your pictures and they lit my fire. Just your pictures did that. Imagine what it would have been like if you had involved me in your sexual outings. I mean it when I say that your selfishness has wasted ten years of our life."
She started to cry and ran from the room. I finished my dinner, rinsed the dishes in the sink, put them in the dishwasher and went looking for her. I found her in the bedroom sitting on the edge of the bed. She looked up at me as I came into the room and I said:
"Take your clothes off."
"What?" she asked.
"I said take your clothes off. You are a slut and you are on the bed so you are going to do what sluts do when they are on a bed."
She looked at me and then she stood up and started undressing.
"Tomorrow you are going to show me just how big a slut you are. Kim is setting up a gangbang for you and I told her I want at least ten guys and when I'm not fucking Kim I'll be taking my turn with you or watching."
Mavis was smiling as she climbed up onto the bed.
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I was eighteen when I walked in the house and caught my nineteen year old sister fucking two high school boys. I was supposed to be in school, but Professor Marks cancelled his class and I didn't feel like waiting around an hour and fifteen minutes for my next class so I just skipped it and went home.
"If you don't say anything to mom and dad about it" Mellisa said, "I'll give you a blowjob."
Care to guess what a virgin would say to that? I told her I wouldn't tell and when her friends had gone Mellisa gave me my very first blowjob.
"Did you like that?" she asked.
Stupid question - I stood there with my tongue hanging out and my head shaking like a puppy dog begging for a bone.
"I'll do it again if you'll do the same for me," and Mellisa taught me how to eat pussy.
I liked it. I liked it a lot!
From then on until she got married and moved out we would manage to get together two or three times a week. She would never let me fuck her (that would be incest and it would be wrong) but I could have all the oral I wanted. I did finally get to fuck her myself, but it was several years later when she was half drunk and pissed at her husband for something he did.
The point I'm trying to make here is that I developed a taste for pussy.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mellisa did me one very great favor; she told her friends that I was good at eating pussy, and that I seemed to like it. As a result I had no trouble finding dates and the absolute great thing about that is that the girls came looking for me. There were a lot of girls back then who wanted sexual release as bad as the boys did, but they wanted it without the fear of pregnancy. When the word got out that I was willing to pearl dive in exchange for some heavy necking and a blowjob I had more girls than I could handle, most of them older than me, and it used to drive the other guys insane. I wasn't much to look at, I didn't excel at sports, but I always had good-looking girls on my arm.
I was nineteen when I got my first piece of ass and I stunned the girl when I went down on her right after I'd pushed my load into her. Word about that got around among the girls and my stock went up again. When I graduated I was probably the most well fucked nineteen year old in the state and since quite a few of my classmates when on to the same college I did, my reputation went with me.
For the first couple of years I swung a pretty wide loop on campus. A fraternity pledged me just to see if they could catch my leftovers; and on several occasions the girls I took to the frat house with me ended up in an upstairs bedroom taking on all comers. And then disaster struck - I fell in love! And I fell in love with a girl who was sweet, innocent and pure, a girl who was saving it all until marriage. When we were necking I couldn't even feel her tits without incurring her righteous indignation and anger, and of course, being the bonehead that I was, I swore off all others and remained true to Nancy, my new love.
Nancy and I had been going steady for about three months and I was planning to ask her to marry me, but instead of just going ahead and doing it I began to search for "just the right occasion." I finally settled on the fraternity's annual spring dance. I bought the ring, practiced proposing on one knee, and then started making plans for the wedding and honeymoon in my mind. The night of the dance I picked her up and she was radiantly beautiful. The evening was perfect for what I had planned, a clear star lit night, and the fresh clean smell of spring flowers in the air. Nancy was talking with some girls she knew and I left her to get us some fresh drinks. I got side tracked and it was about twenty minutes before I got back to where I had left her. The girls were still there, but Nancy wasn't. I asked the girls were she was and they said she had been there just a minute or so ago.
"She probably went to the ladies room."
When she hadn't come back in about ten minutes I went looking for her, but I couldn't find her anywhere. Another ten minutes of looking and I was beginning to get worried when one of the frat rats came up to me and said, "You really outdid yourself this time. She's fantastic."
"What are you talking about? I asked.
"Your date. She's the best you've ever brought."
With a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach I realized what had probably happened. I'd never brought Nancy to the house before and no more than two or three guys knew that she wasn't just another of the girls that I'd always brought around. They had slipped her several strong drinks and had gotten her upstairs and by now she was being gangbanged by all my fraternity brothers. If Roy was saying she was fantastic it was way too late for me to go running up the stairs shouting "Wait, wait, there's been a mistake."
With a heavy heart I trudged up the stairs and went down the hall to the "rat room." That's the name of the room that had been set aside for activities like this; a bedroom with a king sized mattress thrown down on the floor and no other furniture. When I got to the door and looked in my heart broke. The top of Nancy's dress was pulled down exposing her breasts, which were already covered with love bites. The rest of her dress was pushed up to her waist, a hole had been ripped in the crotch of her pantyhose and one of my frat brothers was busy pushing his cock through that hole and into Nancy's pussy. The guy that was pounding her pussy was going at it hard and fast and Nancy's arms were wrapped tight around him and she was begging him to fuck her harder. When Jack finished and pulled out Nancy cried out, "No, please no, don't stop, please don't stop" and another brother took his place.
I leaned against the wall and watched while she was fucked by nine guys and there were at least six more waiting when I couldn't take it any more and left. It was an hour and a half later before someone came looking for me and told me that my date was upstairs waiting for me. I entered the room to find her as I'd left her, lying on the mattress, Tits exposed, legs spread wide and a small river of cum flowing out of her. The only thing missing was a cock in her cunt. She was crying and she looked up at me:
"I'm sorry, oh god I'm so sorry. I don't even know how it happened, it just did. Can you ever forgive me?"
What could I say? What happened to her was my fault, not hers. I should have made sure that the guys knew that she was special to me, but I hadn't and Nancy and I both paid the price for that failure. I stared down at her and she looked up at me, still crying:
"Please don't hate me, I didn't mean to do it, please don't hate me," and so I did the only thing I could think of to show her that I didn't hate her. She was still sobbing as I slid my cock into her and leaned forward to whisper in her ear:
"It's all right baby, it's all right. I still love you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later I stopped by her house to pick her up for a study date and her mother answered the door. "She's not here. I think she went over to the frat house to meet you there."
I hurried back to the house, hoping against hope that I wouldn't find what I was afraid I would. I walked into the house and the first thing I saw was one of the brothers coming down the stairs zipping himself up and I knew what I was going to find in the rat room. She hadn't bothered with bra and pantyhose this time, just a sundress that had been taken off and thrown into the corner. She was on her hands and knees and was sucking one cock while another pounded into her from the back. I have no idea how many had her before I got there, but she did eleven while I watched. When they were done with her she turned and saw me standing there.
"I'm sorry," she said, almost in a whisper, "I don't know what came over me, but I had to come here and do this. I haven't thought of anything else since the other night. I wanted to do it again. I crave it, I need it, and I don't even know why. I know you'll hate me and I'm sorry, because I do love you, but I have to have it, I have to do it."
I stepped forward and took her in my arms, "I don't hate you baby, I could never do that. I love you and we will work our way through this somehow," and then I laid her back down and then I made love to her.
Nancy became the frat house slut and there wasn't a day went by that she didn't get fucked by someone in the rat room, and usually more than one. This went on until we graduated and I finally asked her to marry me and she accepted. Once away from college she seemed to settle down. She went almost six months with only me in her bed and then at my company Christmas party she ended up in a room with seven guys who fucked her for several hours while I looked frantically around for her. Since then she has become the company slut and my boss uses her to entertain customers and reward favored employees. Did I have any say in the matter? No, none at all. She made it clear to me that she loves me and never would leave me, but if I tried to make her quit she would. She never did leave me. I quit my job and left her. I still love her, but I couldn't live my life like that. She calls me every two weeks or so and asks me if I'm ready to come back to her and I always tell her no. I told her I might give it a try if she gave up other men and all I got was:
"I'm so sorry baby" and she would hang up.
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I have a group of friends that get together every Thursday night to play poker. We are also rabid race fans and every ten years for the past ten years we have gotten together on the last Sunday in May to watch the Indy 500. Every year about the time the race starts we make a vow that next year we will go see the race in person. Every year nothing comes of it and we kick ourselves for not doing anything. Every year this happens.
Until this year.
As usual the adrenalin started to flow as Jim Nabors sang "Back Home Again in Indiana" and Tony Hulman's widow said "Gentlemen start your engines." Bill was the first to say it.
"Guys, we've got to go to Indy next year. Let's cut out the bullshit and just do it."
John and Larry echoed his sentiments and the rest of us nodded our heads. Then we all laughed. Our pledge to go to the race had become as much a ritual as what was going on at the track. We each knew we were whistling in the wind and that nothing would come of it.
"Well guys, if we finally get serious about it" Bill said, "We've got to make a plan and start doing something about it tomorrow and not one day later. I've heard that tickets for the following year are sold out almost as soon as race weekend is over. We can't waste any time."
"You're right Bill" I said. "Do you have something in mind?"
Bill was the methodical one in the group and if he said something like that he probably knew exactly what should be done.
"I have a list of things that we have to do to make it happen. There are jobs here for everyone. If we each do our share we can be sitting at the track a year from today. You guys interested?"
"Count me in" Bob said and everyone else said "Me to."
Okay then, here is a list of the things I can think of that we need to do. A couple of them, sending in for tickets and calling to get a place to stay need to be done right away. That means tomorrow. "I've already got the address for the tickets and a phone number to call about motel room. The rest of the jobs aren't so urgent.
Before the tenth lap of the race was over we had divided up the list of jobs. We enjoyed the race more than ever because we knew somehow next year we would really be there in person. Instead of procrastinating and losing our chance again Bill got the tickets ordered and John made motel reservations. The rest of took our jobs seriously also. We were going to have an experience to remember.
We got together every few weeks and watched other Indy car races and talked about our favorite teams and drivers and before we knew it the first of May was upon us. Finally the big day was just a week away. All of the arrangements for the trip had been completed. Bob had purchased drinks and snacks for in the van and in our rooms. Jack had selected where we would eat and had made reservations. He had even ordered us buckets of chicken to take to the track on race day.
Larry had the route mapped out for us and he had even located the rest stops on the way. I was going to drive everyone in my van. We were going to leave early Saturday morning (4am) which would get us to our motel around midafternoon. We'd have some time to relax and swim or something before we went to dinner. We were all set. Even the weather forecast was good. We were as excited as little kids before Christmas.
On the Friday morning just before we were to leave Bill called me all upset.
"Alex, we have a problem. Larry's wife just called to say that his father is very ill and Larry is on his way to Los Angeles to be with him. He won't be able to go."
Why is that a problem?"
"Larry gave his ticket to Mark and Mark is using it to bring his wife Beth along."
"Again, why is that a problem?"
"You know Beth; she's a terrible flirt and I'm not all that sure that having her around is a good idea. It doesn't seem to matter all that much when we only see her for a couple of hours at a party, but full time for the length of time we will be gone? Also we only have two rooms reserved for the six of us. Someone will have to share a room with her and Mark."
"I still don't see a problem with it. They can share a room with me."
"Maybe I'm worried over nothing, but I've just got a bad feeling about it. I've always had the feeling that she would have gone farther than flirting if Mark and our wives weren't around."
"You don't have to worry about it. Mark will be there."
"Yeah, but you know Mark and how he gets when he drinks. Three or four beers and he is out of it and you know as well as I do we will be drinking on this little outing."
"I still don't think you need to worry. Things are going to be all right."
"God I hope so."
Well I hoped so too. I did spend some time thinking on it. I gave Jack a call to see what his thinking was on the problem.
"Beth would sure improve the scenery" he said when I asked him what he thought.
I had one more call to make. I called Beth. I'd known her since middle school and I was as close to her as a man could be to another man's wife without fucking her. She was the closest female friend I had. That friendship had come out of the fact that we had once had the screaming hots for each other and had fucked up a storm through half of the eleventh grade and all of the twelfth. We had even flirted with the idea of marriage, but education put a stop to that idea. Beth had gotten a full ride scholarship to Michigan State and we had drifted apart. I'd joined the Army and when I was discharged and came home after putting in six years she was married to Mark.
I got a job at Wellington Industries and that is where I met Bill. He invited me to a barbeque at his house one weekend and that's when I met Mark. I was standing there being introduced to him when a female voice hollered out "Alex" and Beth came running over to me and threw her arms around me. Mark said:
"I take it that you already know my wife."
Beth let go of me and said "Alex and I went to high school together. I haven't seen him since I went off to college and he joined the Army."
Then Bill led me away and introduced me to some of the others at the party.
Later in the party Beth caught up with me.
"I need a favor Alex."
"Name it and if I can do it I will."
"Mark doesn't know of my past with you and as a friend of Bill's it is likely you will be around a lot. Please, please, please don't let anyone know of our past together. If it got back to Mark it could cause all sorts of problems for me."
"My lips are sealed sweetie. No one will hear of it from me."
After that Beth turned into my best female friend. So close in fact that she appointed herself my social secretary and she was always trying to fix me up with one friend of hers or another. I got laid a lot, but none of them turned into a long range relationship. The main reason for that was that none of them ever 'clicked' with me.
Anyway, I called her and told her about Bill's worries and asked her if she was sure she wanted to go. She told me she could handle it and I dropped the subject. I called Bill right after dinner and told him that I'd called Beth and explained his worries and she said she could handle it. There was a brief pause as he considered what I said and then he asked:
"Is she aware that we are sharing two rooms?"
"She is and she promised not to hog the bathroom."
"Yeah, and the sun will come up in the west tomorrow. I guess we can work it out. It's only for one night. Okay. See you in the morning? Are you picking me up?"
"At four if that's okay. That's fine. I'll see you then" and he hung up.
Bill had no sooner hung up on me when the phone rang again. It was Mark. Something had come up at work and he wouldn't be able to ride to Indy with us.
"I'll catch a flight out Saturday afternoon and join you at the motel. I need a favor. Can you watch over Beth for me?"
"She should be all right. She'll be with friends."
"I know, but to be honest there is one friend in the group that I'm not all that sure of."
"Who would that be?"
"Jack. I know that Jack is attracted to my pretty blond wife and you know as well as I do that Jack is a dyed in the wool pussy hound. I trust Beth, but I don't trust Jack not to try and take advantage of the situation."
"I'll keep an eye on things."
"Thanks. I'll owe you one."
The next morning I was up early so I could load the van. Mark dropped Beth off and as I drove over to pick up the others I again voiced Bill's worries and told her what Mark had said to me about Jack and she repeated what she'd told me on the phone.
"No worries babe; I can handle Jack."
By four-thirty I had picked everyone up and we were on the road. The drive to Indianapolis normally would take eight hours, but we planned to make a couple of pit stops on the way so it would take a bit longer.
+++++++
Beth started the trip sitting up front with me, but at our first rest stop Jack talked Beth into sitting in the back with him. "Alex shouldn't have all the beauty to himself" is what he said. Beth laughingly agreed to sit with him. They had known each other a long time and Jack sometimes got pretty direct in his come-ons, bur Beth had always held her own and kept things under control without hurting Jack's feelings.
Things were pretty quiet for the next leg of the trip. Bob sat up front with me and we chatted about nothing in particular. I heard occasional giggles from Beth in the back, but didn't think much of it until she started laughing loudly and I could see in the rearview mirror that she was moving around quickly as if she was trying to get away from Jack. The she yelled "Cut that out Jack." We all turned to see what was going on and the two of them were sitting on opposite ends of the bench seat with embarrassed grins on their faces. I wondered what Jack had done to provoke such an outburst, but I figured if Beth had a problem she wouldn't be sitting there like nothing happened.
At the next stop I asked Beth if everything was all right. "Is Jack behaving badly?"
"Everything is fine. He just tried to tickle me because I told him I wasn't ticklish. He accidently got a handful of my left boob when I tried to get loose from him. That's when I yelled."
"Knowing Jack it probably really wasn't an accident. Maybe you should move back up front with me."
"I'm sure I'll be fine. I'd like to stretch out a bit and maybe take a nap. Unless you would rather I moved."
"It's up to you. I just don't want anything to happen that might upset you and ruin the trip.
I really didn't think Jack would go too far and I was sure Beth wouldn't let things get really out of hand so I didn't press the point.
On the last leg of the trip Beth got out a blanket and laid down on the rear seat with her head on Jack's lap. She appeared to fall asleep and I didn't hear any more noises from them. The rest of us chatted occasionally, but mostly the other guys dozed while I drove. We arrived at our motel about two-thirty and checked in at our motel. As we unloaded the van I asked Beth if Jack was behaving himself.
"Well" she said blushing slightly, "I didn't want to make an issue of it, but his hands were pretty busy under my blanket. It made me feel kind of like I was at the drive-n back in high school. I got a funny kind of kick out of it so I didn't make a scene. When he tried a couple of times to progress from playing with my boobs to reaching under my skirt I had to push his hand away. The second time I did it rather forcefully and I guess he got the message."
"I'm sorry that happened. I'll speak to Jack about it. He has no business doing stuff like that."
"Don't do that. No harm was done. I'll deal with him. I don't want there to be a big scene on my account. This isn't the first time he's gotten a little too friendly. I've dealt with him before."
I was surprised by Beth's remark because I hadn't any idea that Jack was making moves on the wives of our friends. I was about to ask more about when Bill came up and said the van was unloaded and I needed to move it away from the entrance to the motel.
When we got to our rooms we discovered that we had adjoining rooms with a connecting door. Both rooms had double beds so it would be me, Mark and Beth in one and the other guys next door to us.
The rest of the afternoon went buy quickly and uneventfully. We all put on our swimsuits and spent a couple of hours at the motel's heated pool. We each had a couple of drinks, but no one got even close to drunk. We all left the pool in time to get dressed and go to the bar for a couple of drinks before dinner.
Beth wanted to change into something dressier than the t-shirt and denim skirt that she'd worn on the trip down. When she came out of the bathroom after changing she looked stunning. A frilly white blouse and a tight navy skirt that ended two or three inches above the knees. The outfit accentuated her 36c breasts and firm ass. Bob and Jack whistled in appreciation when they saw her and even stodgy old Bill complimented her as he looked her over. The guys were used to seeing Beth in loose fitting jeans and a baggy shirt and with her short haircut she looked like a tomboy.
Jack said "I knew you would be a lot prettier to have along than Larry."
"Thanks guys. A woman does like to be appreciated."
We each had a drink or two at the motel bar before heading for the restaurant for dinner. We told the girl at the desk where we were going so she could tell Mark when he arrived. As we ate the guys paid a lot of attention to Beth. They hung on her every word and they couldn't seem to take their eyes off of her.
"What's the plan for after dinner" Beth asked as we finished dessert. "It's still early. Anyone feel like dancing?"
"We had planned to go back to the motel and play cards" John said, "But I don't mind if we do something else first though. How about the rest of you?"
Everyone said they were all right with the idea. We got our check and asked the waiter where we could find a place that had dancing. He gave us directions to a place, we settled up our tab and headed out.
When we got to the place we found us a table in the back and scrounged up enough chairs for the group. I hadn't even sat down before Beth grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the dance floor. As we held each other for a slow dance Beth asked:
"Do you think Mark would mind if I danced with the other guys? I mean I feel kind of bad now when I realize they don't have anyone to dance with. I wasn't thinking when I suggested we do this."
"I doubt it. We are all friends."
After a couple of dances I led Beth back to the table.
"All right" she asked, "Who is next?"
Bill was the first to get up and take Beth back out onto the floor He was followed by Jack, then John and finally Bob. It was over a half hour later before it was my turn again. "How's it going' I asked when she and I got back out onto the floor.
"Well, Jack was Jack. He had his hand on my ass and told him this wasn't the place for stuff like that and to stop it or I was going to slap hm. He got all excited and asked me if that meant he could do it later."
"And just what did you say to that?"
"I said anything you want Jack. Just don't embarrass me here. He really liked that answer and I felt his dick get hard. He pulled me tight against him so I would really feel him. He felt really big. I was tempted to reach down and feel it just to see how big it really was, but of course I didn't."
"I assume everyone else is behaving then selves okay?"
"They are, but I was amused to notice that John got hard while we were dancing. He tried to hide it by pulling back from me, but I'm afraid I was a naughty girl and I pressed myself against him as he tried to get away. He seemed a bit embarrassed about it."
"I imagine that you've noticed that I'm the same way right now."
"I've noticed" Beth said as she rubbed her pelvis against me. "All these hard cocks around me have gotten me horny. I just wish there was somewhere here were we could go right now to do something about it."
I got the sudden feeling that the dynamics of the evening had just changed. I remembered the hot times we had before she left for college and honestly had to say to myself that I wouldn't mind reliving those times. I wisely (at least I think it was wise) decided not to start anything, but just go along with the flow.
"You had best be careful young lady. I told your hubby I would keep an eye on you and keep you safe, but I remember what we had way back when and I'm not all that sure I can trust myself if you don't give me some help to keep things under control."
"I remember those days too and fondly. But I'm not all that sure that I can control myself. I'm so horny right now that even Jack is starting to look good."
"If you did Jack you know the rest of the guys would get jealous."
"You're right" she said with a grin. "I guess I'd have to do them all. Now isn't that a hell of a thought."
I decided that I'd had enough dancing so I led Beth back to the table and said I thought we'd had best be getting back to the motel.
No one said much as we drove back to the motel and when we got there we checked the front desk to see if Mark had checked in yet. There was a message from him that he had missed his flight and he would catch the first one out in the morning.
When we got to our rooms Beth asked, "What are we going to do now? Play cards?"
"Yeah. That sounds great" Jack replied. "How does a little poker sound? Do you know how to play poker Beth?"
"I do and I'm pretty good at it. I hope you boys brought plenty of cash because I usually win."
"Well if you think you're so good at it why don't we play strip poker?"
There was a collective gasp from the rest of the guys, but Beth said "Sure; if you've got the guts."
"Hell; I'm willing to take a chance if there is a chance I can see you naked" John said bluntly.'
"Me too" Bob said. "What about you Bill? You want to play?"
"Yeah Bill; you aren't going to spoil our fun are you?"
Bill was obviously uncomfortable with the idea, but he shrugged and said "I'm in."
Beth turned to me. "What do you say babysitter?"
It was time for me to jump in.
"Whoa up here guys. Aren't you forgetting something here? This is Mark's wife you are getting a little loose with. You need to step back and lighten up."
"For Christ's sake Alex; it's only a game."
"Yes, but it is a card game where clothes are going to come off. How do you think Mark is going to look at you guys when he hears about it?"
"I'm sure not going to tell him" Jack said. "How about the rest of you guys?"
The group all said they wouldn't mention it and I guessed they wouldn't. They sure wouldn't want it to get back to their wives. I looked at Beth.
"Your call Beth."
She looked me right in the eye and said "You are my babysitter. Are you going to tell?"
I shrugged my shoulders and said "Deal the cards."
John got out the deck of cards he'd brought and we cut for deal. I won and I called seven card stud with Chicago Rules. In Chicago rules only the lowest hand had to strip. We began to play. After the first five hands I suspect the guys had some doubts about their decision. Beth was the only one in the room who still had her clothes on. The rest of us had only lost our shirts, but the trend was clear.
"You're cheating Beth" Jack said after the fifth hand. I don't know how you are doing it, but you have to be cheating. Is this a marked deck John?"
"Of course not. Don't worry about it. Her luck will change."
John was right and Beth lost the next hand. All of us watched as she unbuttoned her blouse and then she asked Jack to help her take it off. He quickly jumped up to do it and as he helped her his hand brushed her right breast.
"Naughty boy Jack. No touching the merchandise."
"You didn't object earlier in the van. In fact you seemed to enjoy it."



There was a gasp from the other guys when he said that, but he finished helping Beth and her blouse came off and we all got a look at her bra covered tits.
Bob dealt the next hand and this time Jack lost. And he had to remove his pants.
"Hey Beth; would you give me a hand?" he said and stood up next to her. Beth reached over to unzip Jacks trousers, but first she ran her fingers up and down Jack's obvious erection.
"Two can play the 'touchy-feely' game" she said. Again the other men gasped. Beth proceeded to unzip Jack's pants and unbuckle his belt. Finally she slipped his pants down past his hips and let them fall to the floor. We could all see Jack's hard on now because he was wearing tight bikini briefs. There was no doubt in my mind that every cock in the room was hard by now, including mine and I think we were all beginning to realize that this game wasn't going to end when everyone was done taking off their clothes. The sexual tension was becoming very intense.
Beth lost the next hand and she had to take off her skirt. This time Beth went over to Bill and asked him to undo her skirt. He eagerly unzipped and unbuttoned it and then pulled it down. She wiggled her ass at him as it slid down past her panties and I could tell from the look on his face that he was as excited as the rest of us.
There were whistles as the rest of the group caught sight of Beth's thinly veiled pussy. Beth turned around slowly and then moved around the table so everyone could get a good look. Before she sat down she reached down and rubbed her pussy.
"I'm so wet" she whispered, "You guys are really starting to turn me on."
Bob then Bill and then I lost our pants and we each had Beth help us take them off. She treated us as she had Jack giving our cocks a brief caress both before and after removing our pants. After she'd caressed my cock through my briefs she leaned forward, kissed it and then whispered:
"This is my favorite cock in the whole world and I've missed it and what it did to me."
We played two more hands before the game went completely out of control. First Beth lost and John helped her remove her bra. He followed Jack's earlier example and grabbed a quick feel in the process. The guys were appreciative as they gazed at Beth's tits. She was quite comfortable and proudly thrust them out. On the next hand Jack lost again which meant he had to remove his boxers. Naturally he went over to Beth and asked her to remove them for him. She didn't hesitate and began to slip them down. When Jack's rather large cock was visible Beth reached for it and stroked it and then leaned forward and took it in her mouth.
The other guys and I stared at her open mouthed at the sight of Beth sucking Jack's cock. After licking it around the head for a few seconds she quickly had his eight or nine inches in her mouth. It didn't take long before Jack started to moan and then he was shooting his cum into Beth's mouth. When she was finished with Jack she moved over to Bob and started to get his cock out. I took her hand and pulled her over to the bed. She got up and slipped off her panties before lying back on the bed. Bob followed along and planted himself next to her head and in seconds she had his cock in her mouth. I moved between her legs and pushed my cock into her wet pussy. I didn't even take off my briefs; I just pulled my cock out of the slot and pushed it into her.
The other guys gathered around the bed and watched as Bob and I double-teamed her. I pounded away until I came and then I got out of the way and moved back to watch as the rest of the guys lined up to take their turn. For the next three hours it was pure assed suck and fuck. Beth had a cock in her mouth or pussy until she finally said:
"You guys have to let me rest. I'm so sensitive right now I can't take any more."
"That is certainly some hot pussy" Bill said. "I've never fucked such a hot one"
"You got that right" Bob said. "In fact I'm all for skipping the race tomorrow and just stay here and fuck Beth."
"I'm with you on that" Jack said.
"Thanks guys" Beth said as she sat up. "I think I would like to do this again too. I've never felt so fucked out. It's an incredible feeling."
"I hate to put a damper on things" I said, "We can fuck Beth before and after the race, but I for one can't pass up what might be my only chance to see this race."
Bob said "You're right, but if we are going to do it in the morning before the race we best get to bed now so we can get up early enough."
"Amen to that" Jack said and the guys headed out to their rooms.
When they were gone I asked Beth how she was doing.
"How do you feel about what just happened?"
"I feel fine. I really feel fucked out and I do feel like a slut, but I do have to say I had a fantastic time. How do you feel? You are supposed to babysitting me you know."
"Like I could have stopped you once you got started. I did enjoy the hell out of fucking you again. Took me back to our early years. I never thought I'd ever get to do you again."
Just then Beth's cell phone rang and when she answered it. She talked for a bit and when she disconnected she told me:
"That was Mark. He won't be coming. He found out that the next flight out wouldn't get him here until the race was almost over."
"You know what that probably means don't you?"
"What?"
"It means that if you continue doing in the morning what you did tonight it will probably go on all day since Mark won't be here to stop you."
"I'm okay with that."
We crawled into bed and although Beth fell asleep right away I couldn't sleep right away. I laid there wondering how I was going to explain what happened to Mark when we got home. There was no doubt in my mind, none at all that he would find out about what happened. The guys were all friends and they talked a lot among themselves and I just knew someone would let something slip. Before I fell asleep I thought of waking Beth up so I could fuck her one more time, but decided to let her get her rest. She was going to be a very busy lady in the morning.
+++++++++++++++
I was awakened by a loud noise. I reached over to touch Beth but she wasn't there. The loud noise turned out to be the headboard of the other bed in the room banging on the wall. I looked over and found Jack and Beth fucking on the other bed and I noticed that the connecting door to the other room was open. Standing at the foot of the bed and watching the action was Bob. There was a knock on our room door and Bob opened it to let Bill and John walked in. By then I was wide awake and as I sat up in bed I said:
"My room so I claim next."
While Jack was finishing up I told everyone about Beth's phone call and I saw smiles appear on everyone's face as they realized what it meant. Then it became a repeat of the night before until everyone had their turn and then level-headed John said:
"We had better get going. We still have to pick up the chicken and some ice before we head over to the track."
We all finished dressing and packing and I noticed that Beth was putting on jeans and when I saw them I told her I thought it would be better if she wore her denim skirt.
"Why? The jeans are comfortable and if I end up sitting on the ground they will be a lot more modest."
"Yes, but I have a hunch you'll get tired of taking them off and putting them back on before the day is over."
"Why?"
"I'm pretty sure that since you showed the guys what you are capable of they are going to try and get you back to the van a lot during the race."
"Good point" she said as she took off the jeans and put on the skirt. I shook my head in wonder at how nonchalant she had become over having sex with other men.
++++++++++
The traffic was heavy everywhere in town and it took a while to get to the track. We arrived in plenty of time and got a good parking place for the van in the infield. We got the best vantage point we could find and listened to the race preliminaries and cheered loudly with the rest of the crowd when the thousands of balloons were released. We congratulated ourselves for finally being there and our excitement grew as the rest of the pre-race ritual continued.
Jack said "Isn't this where someone's supposed to say that next year we've got to be there in person?" and we all laughed.
The sound of thirty-three engines coming to life gave me goosebumps and finally the pace car led the cars away to begin the parade lap. The green flag dropped at exactly eleven o'clock and the race was on. Five minutes later Beth tapped me on the shoulder and asked me or the keys to the van. I noticed Bob standing beside her with a silly grin on his face and I just shrugged and handed her the keys. Beth returned twenty minutes later, but left again with Bill soon after. When she came back with Bill she was only there for five minutes before leaving with Jack and John. When she got back from her third fuck fest in less than an hour I got a chance to talk to her.
"Are you having fun? You certainly have been busy."
"Yes I have. I don't understand what has come over me this weekend because I've never felt like this before, but I am loving it. I feel like a real slut. I think there is a river of cum running down my legs right now and my panties are a mess. Tomorrow I'll go back to being a conventional wife, but while I'm here I just want to let myself go."
"You really think you can go back to being a conventional wife? I'm betting that since you let yourself go you won't be able to. You have to know that the guys are going to want to continue when we get back home. Bob, Bill and John might not push too hard because it will be close to home and they have wives to worry about, but Jack is single and a dyed in the wool pussy-hound. He seems a bit hooked on you and you damned sure seem to like his large cock."
"I love it. It does things to me that I've never felt before. Damn. This just so weird. I was never like this before. I'm only now starting to think about what it will be like when we get home. The guys will be discreet won't they?"
"Do you think any of them want their wives to know what they have done this weekend? I know Jack will brag about the pussy he scored this weekend, but I've never heard Jack give a name to his conquests. I think you are safe as far as this weekend is concerned, but who knows what might happen if you do any of this when you get home."
The conversation didn't go any farther because Jack came up and invited Beth to join him at the van. They left hand in hand and I just shook my head at the kinkiness of it all. I gave them a ten minute head start and then I headed for the van. I was outside wait when Jack came out and I smiled at him and said "My turn" and climbed in the van. Beth smiled at me and said:
"I wondered if you were going to take a turn." She spread her legs wide and said "Hurry up babysitter."
Beth and I got back to the track just as the white flag dropped signaling the last lap for the leader. We watched and cheered with the rest of the crowd and as soon as the leader finished taking his victory lap we all headed back to the van. We all had agreed to head home right after the race because it was a long drive and the next day was a work day for some of us. We weren't even out of the infield when Jack had Beth on her back on the rear seat and was pounding his cock into her.
+++++++++++
The ride home was a long continuous gangbang as everyone in the van took turns on Beth. There were breaks in the action, but they always ended when Jack started fucking Beth again. We were an hour from home when Bob said:
"This is easily the best weekend I have ever had. I couldn't take this very often, but I for one would love to repeat it next year."
"For sure" Jack agreed. "I vote for doing it again next year; that is if Beth comes along."
"What do you think Beth" John asked. "Ae you willing to do that? I enjoyed it and I sure would love to do it again."
"I would love to do it again, but next year Mark would be with us and my husband just might not want to go along with the program."
"We will just have to find a way to work around that" Bob said. "If everyone is in agreement I suggest we get started on it as soon as we get home. Everybody can do the same assignments we had for this trip. Agreed?"
He got a chorus of yeses and hell yeses. Then Beth said:
"I want a promise from all of you. I don't want to get a reputation back home. I loved being your slut for the weekend and I'm looking forward to doing it next year if at all possible. But at home I must maintain the image of being a lady. Does everyone understand?"
Everyone agreed. They didn't want any problems at home either. With the plans for next year in place the group made themselves comfortable and tried to sleep while I drove. We were about twenty minutes from home when I heard a commotion in the back. I looked in the rearview mirror to see Beth bouncing up and down on Jack's cock. I just shook my head and put my eyes back on the road. It had been one hell of a weekend.
++++++++++
It was two weeks after the race and a Tuesday and when I got to work Bill called me into his office.
"You picked a great day to call in sick."
I'd taken Monday off to get my yearly physical out of the way.
"Why? What happened?"
"Mark came in and quit after calling me all kinds of an asshole and a son-of-a-bitch. He found out what happened over the weekend at the race."
"How? Everyone swore to keep quiet about it."
"I don't know, but he knew. I think he wanted to kick my ass but thought better of it. Anyway, he's gone."
"Shit" I exclaimed. "I hope he didn't do anything bad to Beth."
When I got back to my office I tried calling Beth on her cell, but all three calls went to voicemail. My Monday off had put me behind and I was so busy playing catch up that Beth got pushed to the back of my mind.
I was home trying to make up my mind which frozen dinner I wanted to nuke in the microwave when the doorbell rang. When I opened the door I found Beth standing there.
"Please Mister; would you take a poor homeless girl in? I promise you will like the way I pay for my room and board."
I stepped aside and let her in.
"I suppose you've already heard?"
"Bill clued me in when I got to work this morning."
"I've been kicked out of the house. Since it is all your fault I thought it was only fair that you take me in."
"My fault? How in the hell do you figure that it is my fault?"
"You were my babysitter and you were supposed to see to it that I behaved."
"Yeah! Right! Hang it on me."
"Whatever. Anyway, once way back in the day we talked about getting married so I didn't think you would object to my moving in with you. I seem to remember you liked what you got at the race."
"Yes; there is that and I do have to admit that this place lacks a woman's touch."
"My stuff is out in the car. Want to help me move it in?"
"There is one small problem and you might just want to stay in a hotel until Friday."
"Why is that?"
"The monthly rotating poker game? It is my turn to host it and all of your playmates from the race will be here and as I remember it you said you loved what they did to you, but you wanted to be a lady at home."
"I also said I wouldn't mind doing it again, but not too often and this Thursday will be much too soon. Maybe in six months or so? But that will be up to you."
"Up to me?"
"Yes baby, up to you. You are taking me in so I am your woman now and it will be your call on whether I play with your friends or not."
"Why do I get a choice? You were Mark's woman and he didn't get a choice."
"I guess it is truth time. Mark and I have been drifting apart, but neither of us would pull the plug. I know for a fact that he was cheating on me when he was of on his business trips, but I was settled in and comfortable with my life and I was afraid of making a change. I don't know if things would ever have changed if it wasn't for the trip to Indy. When Jack started getting touchy feely on the trip it was like a switch had been thrown. I cut loose and turned into an absolute slut and then I made sure that Mark found out about it because I knew how he would react. I knew he would kick me out. I pretty much forced him into making the move that I couldn't seem to bring myself to make.
"Of course in resolving the one problem I created another. I'd never been the slut you saw on that weekend. I forced myself to do it just so I would have something to throw in Mark's face, but a funny thing happened along the way. I liked it. I got into it and before the weekend was over I was loving it. The problem is that I know it is self-destructive behavior so even though I loved it I am going to have to force myself to quit or at least slow way down. But again, as I said, it will be up to you. I have no idea of how you viewed the weekend. You may want to share me with your friends. If you do, since I am your woman, I will have to accede to your wishes."
As I looked at her I was thinking "Decisions, decisions, decisions; so many decisions."
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Ever get so turned on – get so hard – that you felt like you could fuck for hours on end – cumming and cumming and cumming – with a dick that never went soft – and at the same time wanting to strangle the woman you were fucking? Been there and fortunately didn't do that or I'd be in prison rather than planning a divorce.
Story starts out like a million others. My wife Tammy and I had been married for a little over fourteen years. We were high school sweethearts and yes it is a cliché but I was the quarterback and she was a cheerleader. Where we departed from the cliché land was that she was elected the homecoming queen and I wasn't part of her court. Quite frankly she was popular and well liked, but I wasn't. Won't go there because it has no bearing on the story.
Tammy received a scholarship from Michigan and I received one from Michigan State which meant that I would be still living at home while attending school, but Tammy would be living in the dorms at Michigan and coming home on weekends. We saw each other as often as we could, but we agreed that under the circumstances it would be okay to date others while we were apart.
Even though we had been together since the seventh grade we had never had sex until our senior year of college. I'd received hand jobs in high school and blowjobs in our freshman years in college. I guess you could call them blowjobs even if she wouldn't let me cum in her mouth. Tammy refused to fuck me saying that she wanted to make sure that we were really in love before giving up her virginity to me.
I dated some while at Michigan, but we never talked about it. I'd necked some, but had never gone all the way with any of my dates because, believe it or not I was staying true to Tammy and I believed that she was staying true to me.
Finally, in our senior year, my horniness got to me. I'd watched others hook up and have fun, break up and move on to others and have fun while I held it all in and waited for Tammy. The next time I saw Tammy I told her it was time to shit or get off the pot.
We were at Burger King after going to the movies and I flat out told her that if she didn't know by then that we were really in love she probably never would, at least in my mind, and it was time for us to move on and find someone else. She got pissed at my basically giving her an ultimatum and she got up and stomped out of the place. I did not get up and chase after her. I watched her go and figured that she would go out to the car and sulk and that we would talk some more when I came out.
I finished my burger and fries, topped off my Coke and went out to face her. She wasn't at the car and I looked around and didn't see her anywhere. I drove around the block and didn't see her so I drove on home. I called her house on Saturday and her mother said that Tammy didn't want to talk to me. I made several attempts to reach her with the same results. I gave up. When she hadn't called me by six on Sunday I accepted the fact that Tammy wasn't going to commit and I started looking around for a girl that would help me get rid of my virgin status.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
My eyes settled on Pauline French. The book on her was that she wasn't 'easy' as the term was then used, but if she liked you she had been known to 'give it up' after several dates. What did I have to lose?
I asked her out, she said yes, and we had a good time and at the end of the second and third dates I got a kiss. The fourth dated ended up with a steamy make out session that included my getting Pauline's bra off of her and a finger in her pussy while she played with my cock. There was no doubt in my mind that I was going to score on our next date.
That fourth date was on a Thursday and Pauline had a family function she had to attend on Friday so our next date was set for Saturday. Friday when I got home from school I found Tammy sitting on the front porch swing talking with my mom.
It had been three weeks since she stormed out on me and we hadn't talked since. Her choice of course, but I was pissed that she could do that to me so I ignored her when I walked up the front porch steps and went into the house. I took my book bag up to my room and set it down on my desk. I sat down and started on an outline of a paper that was due next week. Maybe ten minutes later my mom came up to my room and asked me why I was sitting there.
"Tammy is downstairs waiting for you."
"I didn't know that. She has avoided talking to me for three weeks now so I thought she was here visiting you."
"Bull crap Brian. Get your butt down there right now."
"Yes ma'am" I said and I went down to the porch. Tammy smiled at me, but the smile disappeared when I looked at her and asked in a gruff voice:
"What do you want?"
I could see on her face that she wanted to snap back at me, but caught herself at the last moment and said:
"You."
"Me?"
"You asked what I wanted. I want you."
"If you wanted me why haven't I heard from you before now? If you wanted me why did you tell your mother you didn't want to talk to me? If you wanted me where were you the last two weekends?"
"I'm sorry okay? I was pissed at you for giving me that ultimatum. I felt strongly about wanting to walk down the aisle as a virgin."
"Well I feel just as strongly about not being the only twenty year old virgin in this state. It doesn't matter to me if you are a virgin when we take our vows, but I'm telling you right now I do not intend to be a virgin when I get married. In fact I hope to get rid of my virginity within the next week or so."
"I don't think so."
"What makes you say that?"
"Pauline called me to make sure that we were no longer together before she did you. I told her that as far as I was concerned you were still my boyfriend."
"Pauline isn't the only girl around. I'll find another."
"That might not be all that easy. I asked Pauline to spread the word that you are spoken for."
"Maybe you should have checked with me before you told her that."
"What does that mean?"
"Maybe I decided the way you walked away from me and then wouldn't talk to me meant that we had broken up and since we were no longer a couple I was free to look for someone else. I meant what I said the night you walked Tam. As long as we have been together and you still don't know if you love me? Then you probably don't and we need to call it quits and move on."
"That's not fair Brian! Just because I don't want to put out is no reason for us to break up."
"Horse shit Tam! Not once in all the years I have tried to get you to make love to me have you ever said one word about walking down the aisle as a virgin. It has always been "No Brian; not until I am sure that we are really in love." Since I know damned well that you are the only one I want that is telling me that you aren't sure about your feelings for me. My position is that if you don't know by now you probably don't and it is time for me to move on."
"So to prove I love you I have to fuck you?"
"No Tam; I don't want to fuck you. I want to make love to you, but I don't want it if you are only doing it because you think you have to. You have to want to do it otherwise it means nothing."
"You aren't making sense here Brian. You don't love Pauline but you were going to make love to her."
"No I wasn't Tam. I like Pauline and she likes me. If we have sex together that is all it would be. Sex for pleasure. There would be no long term anything with Pauline. She has sex with guys because she enjoys sex. She doesn't do it because she is in love with the guy. She does it because she loves sex. Anything else before you go?"
"That's it? Eight years together and that's it?"
"That's up to you Tam. Eight years together and you still don't know if you really are really in love? To me that means that you aren't so as far as I'm concerned it is time to move on. Have a nice life Tamm. Goodbye."
I walked into the house and left her sitting on the swing. I went back to my room and tried to work on my paper, but I just couldn't seem to concentrate on it. I finally set it aside and went down to the family room and channel hopped on the TV until bedtime.
Saturday morning I called Pauline.
"I had a talk with Tammy yesterday and she told me that you had called her and what it was about."
"And you are calling to cancel our date right?"
"No; I'm calling to confirm it, but to also let you know that the date will not be the one we both expected it to be when we made it. I'll pick you up at seven. Okay?"
"Seven it is. Thanks for the call."
The date went fine and Pauline's talk with Tammy was never discussed. I did get a pretty good kiss at the end of the date, but it was more of a kiss goodbye than a kiss good night.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was too busy with classes, papers and class projects the following week to have time to look for another girl, but in the end it didn't matter. When I got home from class on Friday I again found Tammy sitting on the front porch swing with my mother. As I came up the steps mom got up and said:
"I'll leave you two youngsters alone."
Before I could say a word Tammy said:
"The last time I was here you asked me what I wanted and I said you. That's the same thing I want today. You. I do love you Brian, but I've been afraid to commit. I kept thinking we were too young. I'm still afraid Brian, but I don't want to lose you."
Our first time was like everyone else's first time. Awkward at first (and embarrassingly quick) but the second and third time were longer. Over the next several weekend s we found our rhythm and hit our stride.
We made love two or three times every weekend and while it was extremely satisfying it wasn't adventuresome. Tammy wouldn't do anal and oral was only long enough to get me up again. She wouldn't even let me go down on her because she said if I did her I would expect her to do me and it would just cause bad feelings when she wouldn't. I was disappointed, but I was enjoying the hell out of what she would do so I didn't fight it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Six weeks after graduation we were married. We decided to wait five years before having kids, but when we started trying and nothing happened we saw doctors and found out that Tammy couldn't conceive.
One Saturday I came home from work to hear Tammy say:
"You'll never guess what just happened."
"Well then I guess I won't even try so you will just have to go ahead and tell me."
"Alice Medford and her husband just bought the house next door (the Sampson place next door had been on the market for over a year) and they started moving in today."
"And just who is Alice Medford?"
"We were in the same sorority. I was out front getting the mail when she pulled up in front of the place and got out of her car. I thought she looked familiar and then it dawned on me who it was. She recognized me about the same time I realized who she was and she ran over to me and gave me a big hug. I know you won't mind, but I invited them over for dinner tonight. They don't even have their pots and pans unpacked yet."
At six the Medford's showed up and Tammy introduced me to them. Have you ever met someone you took an instant dislike to? It happened to me and not just one of them either. Both of them.
Alice was shifty-eyed and her husband Frank seemed to have a permanent smirk on his face. I instantly knew I was not going to enjoy spending any time with them at all. I did my best to be a good host, but all I really wanted was for them to leave.
Apparently Frank went to Michigan with both women and the three of them just chattered away about people they knew at school and where they were now and what they were doing. When they left Tammy asked me how I liked them and I said:
"They seem okay."
I didn't mean a word of it.
"It will be nice having Alice living right next door."
"Yeah! Right!' is what I was thinking.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We didn't see much of the Medford's over the next as they were busy moving in. They had been there three days when the wheels came off of my marriage.
I'd arranged to take half the day off for a dentist appointment so I was at home. I hadn't bothered to tell Tammy. It was Tammy's birthday and part of her benefits package was that her birthday was paid time off and we had plans to go out that night and celebrate when I got home. Because she was off she didn't get up when I did so she didn't know I was still in the house.
I was in the den working on some papers I'd brought home from work when the doorbell rang. Tammy was up by then so she answered the bell and it was Alice. They had apparently agreed to have coffee together since Tammy wouldn't be going to work.
The den was just off the kitchen in our house. I don't know if it was the shared heating ducts, the atmosphere, the thin walls or a combination of the three, but while in the den I could hear what was going on in the kitchen.
The two women were sitting at the kitchen table talking and drinking coffee. I was trying to tune them out and concentrate on the work I'd brought home with me when I heard:
"Frank wants to fuck you again and he asked me to set it up with you this morning."
My paperwork was quickly set aside as I heard Tammy say:
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am and don't act so surprised. God knows you fucked him enough when we were in school."
"That was in school Alice. I was single then. I'm married now."
"So what? Frank and I are married and it changes nothing."
"You don't care that he wants to fuck me? It doesn't bother you that he asked you to set it up?"
"We have an open marriage sweetie. He is free to fuck whoever he wants and so am I. And the truth of the matter is that I want it too. Remember all the threesomes we had?"
"That was years ago and I didn't have a husband then."
"Maybe not, but you had a steady boyfriend then and you never let that slow you down. As I remember it you said it was a kick fucking all those guys and not fucking him. Is he still a clueless twit?"
"He is not a clueless twit!"
"Of course he is. How the hell could you be the gangbang queen of Alpha Tau Omega and him not know unless he was clueless? You forget Tam; I was there. We were only six weeks into our freshman year when you sucked off eleven different guys at that frat party."
"I was drunk and didn't know what I was doing."
"Bullshit Tam. You weren't drunk three days later when you pulled a train at that same frat house."
"I keep telling you that I was single then."
"Are you trying to tell me that you have been true blue to your hubby since you said I do? Don't bother because I wouldn't believe you anyway. There is no way that the sex crazed girl I knew back then could keep from putting out even if she was married."
There was a slight pause and then "Oh ho! I wish you could see the look on your face right now. You do fuck around on hubby don't you?"
"Not often, but occasionally, once in a while I do."
"How often is once in a while?"
"Maybe once a month."
"Come on girlfriend; don't make me pull it out of you bit by bit. Give me the dirt."
"Once a month my boss has a sales meeting and I'm the reward if the guys have done a good job."
"How many?"
"Only eight or nine."
"Bit of a come down from the fifteen or sixteen you used to do."
"It's just the right size. If there were more Brian would eventually notice I wasn't real tight."
"He doesn't notice you after eight? God girl; he has to be clueless."
"Not really. I always do it near my time of the month so Brian never gets any until I've had time to close up. If it happens too far from my period I fall back on the old headache play until I've had time to adjust."
"Still love taking it in the ass?"
"Of course."
"Frank asked me to ask you that. He always loved how vocal you got when he was pounding your pooper. Still swallow?"
"Of course."
"So when can we get together?"
"I don't think we can."
"Why not?"
"Too close to home for one thing. And for another Frank will be Frank."
"What does that mean?"
"You didn't notice the smirk on his face when you were over for dinner? His "I know something you don't know" smirk? And that was because he fucked me twelve or thirteen years ago. I'd hate to think what it would look like if he was in a room with Brian just after fucking me. No way Alice. I just can't take the chance."
"What if we could get Brian to participate?"
"My Brian?"
She laughed and said "No way on God's green earth would Brian ever think about an open marriage. Besides, if we were by some miracle able to get him to try he would eventually find out I was fucking guys for three years before I even gave him a sniff. He would also find out other stuff I don't want him to know."
"Like what?"
"That I love having a cock in my ass and that I give out complete blowjobs."
"You don't let him have your ass?"
"Nope. He might get to thinking that he wasn't the first one there. I can't have that. The same with blowjobs. I suck him until he gets hard and then we make love. He's never cum in my mouth."
I sat and listened to the two cunts talk and kill my marriage word by fucking word. I surprised myself by not jumping up and running into the kitchen. I should have been full of outrage and anger, but for some strange reason I wasn't. What I felt was sadness. Sad that I had wasted over sixteen years of my life on the cheating whore. A women who obviously couldn't love me, not if she could do to me the things that I was hearing.
It has been said that you can't turn off love like flipping a light switch, but I can tell you that just isn't so. My love for Tammy died in the space of ten minutes. In just ten minutes I went from "I would die to protect her" to "I can't wait to piss on the cunts grave."
When I heard her say "I love having a cock in my ass" I was up off my chair and ready to storm into the kitchen, but caught myself and sat back down. The damage had already been done and shouting, hollering and name calling wasn't going to change that. What I needed to do was calm down and decide where to go from there.
I knew several guys who had gone through divorces and in every case it was always the husband who was left raped and bleeding when it was over. That Tammy and I were done was a given, but it didn't have to be over on that particular day.
I was going to take some time to try and set things up so that I didn't come out too badly in the end. I quietly opened the den window, climbed out and then closed it. I got in my car and headed for the dentist's office. As I drove I thought back to over the years trying to see signs I missed that Tammy was a cheating whore, but I couldn't think of a thing.
The dental appointment was just a six month checkup and cleaning so I was out of there in an hour and too work in five minutes.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was not a very productive day at the office for me. I sat at my desk and rolled over what I'd overheard around in my head and got more and more pissed every minute. I don't know what pissed me off most. Tammy's telling me no, we had to wait until we were sure we were in love while she was fucking anything that moved or the fact that for our entire marriage she was pulling trains where she worked. Then there was the fact that she denied me the ass and blowjobs that she freely gave everyone else. Jesus Fucking Christ was I pissed!!
By quitting time I'd gotten a grip on myself and I headed home prepared to do the hardest thing I'd ever have to do. Act normal under the circumstances.
Tammy was home when I got there she was dressed and waiting for our night out and she had a surprise for me. Frank and Alice were also there.
"I invited them to join us" she said.
I was surprised at my ability to remain calm under the circumstances. I simply smiled and said:



"Let's go."
We had dinner at Tricocci's. The conversation was all about 'old times' and I sat there pretending to be interested while what I really wanted to do was go over the table at Frank and wipe the smirk off his face with my fists.
We got through dinner without my losing it and then moved to Buckskins for drinks and dancing. It was inevitable that I would have to dance with Alice and Frank would dance with Tammy.
It was equally inevitable that watching Frank dance with Tammy would have me wanting to storm out onto the floor, pull them apart and stomp his ass. He was way too close to Tammy and his hands were on her ass and she was doing nothing to slow him down.
After what I'd heard that morning I didn't give a rat's ass about Tammy. She was a tramp, a worthless slut, but what the asshole was doing and she was doing was disrespecting me in public and I was not in the least happy about it. But I had to let it be. I wasn't ready to let Tammy know that I knew what a worthless cunt she was so I had to suck it up and pretend to be clueless.
But I promised myself there would be a day of reckoning. What Frank did with the cunt before she married me was one thing, but he had to pay for what he was doing with my wife while I was in the room and could see it.
Alice was sitting across from me at the table and I think she sensed what I was thinking and said:
"They're old friends Brian."
I just looked at her and forced a smile and kept my mouth shut.
I managed to get through the evening without killing anyone and when we got home Tammy wanted to make love. Naturally I thought it was because her dances with Frank had gotten her all hot and bothered, but it was her birthday and I did need to keep up appearances. I didn't make love to her; I fucked her! I flirted with the idea of forcibly taking her ass, but once again the need to keep Tammy in the dark kept me in check.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day when I got to work I called a friend who was an attorney who specialized in family law. Family law is a euphemism for divorce lawyer. I called him and made an appointment for the next day.
When I met with him he confirmed what I already knew. I would be totally fucked in the divorce. He told me honestly that it would be better to just move out and move on with my life. Let Tammy go for the divorce and then not fight it. I would still be fucked, but I wouldn't have to pay attorney's fees and court costs.
My other option was to just ignore things and continue on. I'd have a sex life and my financial situation would remain unchanged. In one small way it was my lucky day. My meeting didn't cost me a dime. Jake did it for free.
I did give serious consideration to what Jake had told me, but I found something wrong with each. If I walked away I'd be giving up a house, a basement workshop and a patio with a hot tub for a small apartment somewhere and I didn't like the idea of that.
The other option, stay and ignore things sounded good, but I knew me. Sooner or later things would get to me and I would snap and only God knew what I might do when that happened. Still, all in all, I guessed it was the best option short term. I could do it while I tried to think of some other way to handle things. With any luck at all maybe Tammy would get run over by a bus and I could collect on her life insurance.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things limped along for the next two weeks. There was no visible change in my attitude toward Tammy and she continued to treat me like the clueless twit she thought I was. Maybe I'm making that sound harsher than it was. I really did think that Tammy cared for me in some way, just not in the way I wanted.
We were just days from the start of Tammy's monthly which meant that either Thursday or Friday she would be the centerpiece in a gangbang to reward the salesforce where she worked. I had steeled myself for it and I might have gotten past it, but I'll never know because on Wednesday something happened that threw my plan to live with it into the trashcan. I'd known that sooner or later things would get to me and I would snap, but I hadn't expected it to happen so soon.
Wednesday was the night I bowled and on the way from work to Starlight Lanes I remembered that I didn't have my bowling ball. I usually kept it in the trunk of the car, but Saturday I had cleaned the car and part of that cleaning include emptying the trunk of accumulated junk and checking the tire pressure of the spare tire. I'd taken the ball out, but hadn't put it back. I checked my watch and saw that I had just enough time to swing by the house, get the ball and make it the lanes on time.
I walked into the house and saw Tammy with her blouse and bra off tongue kissing Frank Medford. He had his left hand on a tit and his right hand was down inside her pants. They were so into it they never saw me coming. I grabbed a handful of Medford's hair and jerked him away from Tammy and then I stomped his ass. He was totally out of it when I dragged his ass out to the front porch and picked him up and threw him over the railing into the rose bushes.
I walked back into the house and up to Tammy who was crying and trying to cover her bare tits with her arms crossed over them in a pose of false modesty. I grabbed her and pushed her down on the couch. I ripped her pants and panties off, grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked her up off the couch. I pushed the couch away from the wall, bent Tammy over the back of it and held her down with one hand while I used the other to unzip my fly and take out my cock.
Tammy was bent over the back of the couch, feet off the floor and crying:
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, don't hurt me, oh God I'm sorry."
I used my knees to spread her legs and then I put the head of my cock against her asshole and then I took the ass she gave everyone else but wouldn't give me. She screamed in pain because I did nothing to prep her for the assault, but given the mood I was in the scream was music to my ears.
I wasn't sure when the sounds of pain morphed into sounds of pleasure, but I eventually became aware of them and that pissed me off even more. The way I took her ass was supposed to be punishment. I started pounding her harder, but all that got me was a gasped:
"Oh fuck yeah."
I rammed my cock into the bitch until the cum boiled out of me and into her cheating ass. "No, don't stop" she cried as I pulled out of her and of course that pissed me off even more. I pulled her of the couch and pushed her to her knees on the floor. When she opened her mouth to say "I'm sorry" or "Please don't stop" or some other thing I pushed my cum coated, shit coated, slightly blood coated cock into her mouth and held her head with both hands while I snarled:
"Clean it you fucking cunt!"
Then I fucked her face. True, it was limp, but I still sawed it back and forth as she gagged. I was surprised that it came back up as quickly as it did. When it was up I pulled out of her mouth and she threw up on the floor. I pulled her up off the floor by her hair and bent her over the back of the couch and again shoved my cock in her ass. I rammed into her as hard as I could and then it was as the first paragraph of this little tale described.
I'd never felt like that before in my life. Unfortunately the realities of life couldn't live up to the feeling. The human body (at least the male human body) wouldn't allow it. Since I'd already cum once it was taking longer to get my second nut. This time Tammy wasn't moaning in pleasure; she was still retching from the foul taste of my cock. I was glad the couch was leather and easy to clean. If it was cloth covered I'd probably have to throw it out and buy a new one.
I finally pushed a load into her bowels and I pulled her off the couch, spun her around to face me and spit my words into her face.
"Get your whoring ass up to bed and you damned well better by lying there with your legs spread wide and waiting for me when I get there!"
She took off for the stairs and I went into the downstairs bathroom, took off my clothes and washed off my cock. As I went up the stairs the rudiments of a pan began to form in my mind. When I got to the bedroom I found Tammy on the bed, her legs spread wide and a scared worried look on her face. I could understand that. She had never, in all the time we had been together, seen the 'me' that was there that night, but then neither had I. I walked over to the side of the bed and snarled:
"Get over here! Suck my cock and get it hard again and be quick about it!"
She did and she did get me up again.
"On your knees bitch!"
She was quick to comply and I took her doggie in her cunt. It was not slowly and lovingly, but hard and fast as I called her an unfaithful slut, a cheating bitch, a worthless whore and a half dozen other bad things.
I'd already cum twice so it took me a while to get off and when I did I was spent. I was so exhausted that I doubted that I could get it up again before the next evening.
"Be ready for a long talk in the morning" I said and then I rolled over on my side and went to sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tammy both surprised me and proved me wrong the next morning. I woke up to Tammy sucking my dick and she did get me up even though I thought it couldn't happen before the evening.
When I was hard she moved over me reverse cowgirl and lowered herself onto my hardon. As my cock slipped into her ass, that's right – her ass – she said:
"Fuck me baby; fuck my worthless ass."
Of course a guy can't fuck in the reverse cowgirl position, at least I couldn't. I could hunch up at her, but it is the one on top who has to do the fucking and she did. Twice she got me to where I was almost ready to cum, but she couldn't bounce up and down fast enough to make it happen. I pushed her off me, pulled her into doggie and then fucked her as hard as I could until I popped my nut. I pulled out of her and she said:
"I'll put the coffee on."
She got off the bed and headed downstairs as I got up and showered. Dressed for work and went down to the kitchen. She was sitting at the kitchen table, still naked, and sipping her coffee. She had already poured mine and I sat down and took a sip. Tammy started to say "I'm sor..." and I cut her off with:
"I don't want to hear it! I won't believe it anyway. You have been lying to me for years so I have no reason to believe anything you are going to say now. I now a whole lot more that you think I do and because of what I know I won't believe a word you say."
"Oh come on Brian; I know last night looked bad, but nothing was going to happen. I was just leading him on and then I was going to shut him down and send him home with blue balls. Damn it Brian, he is my friend's husband and he was trying to cheat on her."
"Thank you for proving my point."
"Wat point?"
"That I can't believe a word you say. I know all about the Medfords open marriage and I know that you do too. I know all about the threesomes you had with them in college while all the while you refused me. I know all about how Frank loves how vocal you get when he fucks your ass. The ass you would never give me until I decided to just take it whether you wanted to or not.
"I know all about how you love to suck cocks and swallowing even though you would never do it for me. I know all about the trains you pulled in college while holding me to half-hearted hand jobs. And last, but by no means least, I know all about your monthly gangbangs as you reward the salesmen where you work."
"That's bullshit" she yelled, "I don't know who it was that filled your head with all that shit, but whoever it was flat out lied to you!"
"Once again you prove my point."
"What the hell are you babbling about now?"
"You just said that my information came from a liar."
"So?"
"So my dear unfaithful whore of a wife the person I got all of the information from was you so telling me that I got the information from a liar is the only true thing I've heard from you."
Then I went on to tell her about what I'd overheard when she and Alice had their over coffee conversation and I watched her face turn pale as I talked.
"I've spent my time from that day until now trying to decide if I want to stay married to you or toss your ass out. I still haven't made up my mind. What I have decided is to let you decide."
"Me? You want me to decide?"
"Yes Tammy you. You get to decide if we stay married or not."
"That's easy Brian. Of course I want us to stay married. I love you Brian; I've loved you since grade school."
"All I can say to that Tam is that you have a weird way of showing it, but saying you love me and want to stay married isn't going to be enough for me. You are going to have to prove it to me and I don't know if you can do it."
"Just tell me what I have to do Brian and I'll do it. I don't care what it is; if it will keep us together I'll do it."
"You probably don't know it because I've never brought it up, but I have a kinky side Tam. I've never brought it up because you have always refused me your ass and you have always refused to give me complete blow jobs and since you considered those things bad and disgusting I've kept my kinky side to myself.
"What I have always wanted, even more than your ass or complete blowjobs is to watch you in action. I've always wanted to watch you fuck another man and then I find out you have been fucking other men all along. Am I pissed? You can bet your sorry ass that I am. That's what you are going to have to do to save this marriage Tam. You are going to have to fuck other men while I watch.
"Notice I said other men instead of another man? That's because hearing about your gangbangs changed my fixation. Now I want to watch you gang fucked. Oh I know it won't be a big problem for you to do it; I mean you have been doing it since before we got married, but can you do it with me watching? Can you forget I'm watching and concentrate on the fucking and sucking? Can you do it and then face me when it is over knowing that I'd just seen you doing all the things you have always denied me?"
"I can do it Brian. If it will save our marriage I can do it. I WILL do it!"
"Okay then; this is how we will do it. Your next gangbang will be done here in this house. You can tell the guys that I am out of town on business and you want the thrill of doing them on my bed. That you will get a charge out of seeing me sleeping where all of them fucked you. They will buy it because they are already getting a kick out of fucking you behind my back and doing it on my bed will be an even greater kick for them."
"Are you serious?"
"Serious as death. You do it and then we can sit down and discuss where we go from there. Don't do it and I am out of here."
"When?"
"When you have your next reward night whenever that is. I heard you tell Alice just before your period so I won't notice how loose and sloppy your pussy might be. If my memory serves you are about due so you tell me when."
"It is set for tonight. Are you really sure, absolutely sure, you want to do this?"
"Damned straight!"
"Where will you be?"
"Across the hall in the spare bedroom. You leave our bedroom door open and I can open the spare bedroom door just a crack – just enough to watch. Now you had better get dressed and get on your way. We wouldn't want you to be late for work on one of your big days. Call me just before you leave to come home and I'll hide. Do your best not to nervously look for me. We don't want to give things away to your herd of gangbangers."
I left the house for work only I didn't go to work. I stopped for coffee and called in sick or the day. Then I went shopping. I bought a video camera at Best Buy and then looked for a hardware store that had standoffs for aluminum extension ladders. I found what I needed at Home Depot. Then I went home, attached the standoff to my twenty foot extension ladder and set it up against the back of the house where I could stand on it and see into our bedroom. I didn't trust Tammy not to warn her fuckers and I had no intension of being caught spying from the spare bedroom.
I went into our bedroom and adjusted the window blinds so there was enough of a gap on the bottom to allow me to see into the room. I went to the bed and looked at the window. You wouldn't notice the gap unless you were looking for it. It would be dark out and with no light behind me I should be all right.
The last thing I did was hide the voice activated digital recorder that I bought when I bought the camera then I went down to the kitchen and had a beer and waited for Tammy's call.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It came at six.
"We are just leaving."
"They bought it?"
"Just like you thought they would. They were happy as hell to get the chance. I always knew they were assholes, but they were likeable assholes until today. Now they are just assholes."
"Oh? That sounds interesting."
"Not really. Before they just treated me like an oversexed woman who couldn't get enough cock, which is true, but once I asked them to do me on your bed they started talking smack about you. This was never about you Brian. It was always about me. I am what you called me. I AM a slut. Anyway, we will be there in about twenty. Love you. Bye."
It was all I could have hoped for. There were nine of them and I knew them all. I'd met them at various company parties, company picnics and at barbecues at the homes of some of them. And I received a big bonus on the deal. One of the nine was Dan Trainor who was her boss.
I'd known that he would be involved, especially since he was the one giving Tammy to his salesforce as a reward, but I hadn't expected that he would take part. He had way too much to lose if it ever came out that he was cheating on his wife Debbie. Debbie was the owner of the company. Her father had left it to her when he passed. From what I'd seen of Debbie at various social gatherings she was insanely jealous where hubby was concerned.
They started out by cutting cards to see who would go first, but after a half an hour it didn't matter as they took her two or three at a time. It didn't give me a hardon, but then I never expected that it would. I would be fucking her as soon as they left, but it wouldn't be because of lust. I was simply curious about what she would feel like after nine guys had used her.
After I'd gotten a little over an hour of video I set the camera on a little ledge that I'd built so it could continue filming and I took out my cell phone. Tammy was on the bed airtight as it is called – a cock in each of her three useable holes – and I felt like throwing some shit into the game.
The phone on the bedside table rang and I expected to see everyone scramble to let Tammy up to answer the phone. It didn't happen. Dan, her boss and the one with his cock in her mouth, reached over and picked up the phone.
"Hello?"
"Who is this" I asked in a tone that would be taken as upset that a man was answering my home phone when I wasn't there.
"Brian? This Dan. Tammy is in the bathroom and I thought it might be you checking in so I answered."
"Why are you there?"
"Tammy's car wouldn't start when she got off work so I gave her a ride home. She asked me to come in and help her try and find someone who could pick it up in the morning and take it in to get fixed."
The guy plowing her pussy smiled and he and Dan 'high fived' as Dan pulled his cock out of Tammy's mouth and handed her the phone. The two guys filling her ass and pussy kept fucking her, but they did slow it down some so I wouldn't hear the slap slap of flesh hitting flesh.
I figured that Tammy would be a bit confused getting a call from me when (as far as she knew) I was right across the hall watching, but that didn't prove to be the case. She was a better actress than I'd thought, but then I should have realized she was a pretty good actress given the way she had pulled the faithful wife act on me all these years.



She took the phone and said "Hi baby."
"Just treat this like you are getting a call from me telling you that I have arrived safe and letting you know where to reach me if you have to."
"The Red Roof Inn. Room 11. Got it."
"It didn't occur to me until just now, but if they think I'm out of town they aren't going to be in any hurry to leave. Watching you has gotten me so hot my cock is ready to burst (not!) and I've got to sneak out of here and beat off. Then I'm going to run down to Bud's Bar. Call me on my cell when they've gone. And don't you dare clean up until I've had mine. Got that?"
"Yes baby. I love you too."
She handed the phone to Don and as he hung it up she grabbed his cock and pulled it back to her mouth. I debated leaving the camera there to keep recording, but then decided that I had enough footage for what I wanted.
I went to Bud's and drank beer and shot pool with some guys I knew while I waited for Tammy to call. It was getting close to last call and I was wondering if I might have to check into a motel for the night when the call came.
"The last one just left. I'm going to change the sheets before you get here. You might want to wallow in me, but I'm pretty sure you won't want to roll around in the huge wet spot on the bed."
When I got to the house I found Tammy waiting for me in garter belt, nylons and 'come fuck me' pumps with four inch heels. She had done it just for me. She had been stark assed naked when the sales crew showed up, but she knew that heels and hose were a turn on off mine.
She didn't say a word to me just took me by the hand and led me to our bedroom. She undressed me and then went to her knees and sucked my cock until she had me where she wanted me and then she pulled me onto the bed, spread her legs wide and with a big smile she waited on me to start. I saw the smile slip a bit when I moved between her legs and lined up my cock. Noticing the slip I said:
"What?"
She knew what I as asking and said:
"I'd hoped that you would go down on me."
"With God only knows how many loads are in you?"
"I had hoped that you would be kinky enough to want to do it. It would have gone a long way to show me that we will be all right."
"Maybe next time. You have to remember this is all new to me. Going down on an overflowing pussy will take some working up to.
"Don't fuck me Brian. Please don't just fuck me. Make love to me please?"
There wasn't any way I could do that, but I could pretend and hope it was convincing enough.
I don't know what I was expecting, but it wasn't anything like I thought it would be. I thought she would be really loose and sloppy, but that wasn't the case at all. I had noticed earlier that none of the men seemed to be any bigger than me. A couple looked longer, but none seemed any bigger around. Tammy wasn't 'can't feel the sides' loose, but she wasn't as tight as I was used to. I'd expected sloppy too. You know, kind of splashy like you would get if you stepped into a mud puddle barefooted, but it wasn't that way at all. Not that I had ever done it, but it felt like what I would imagine sticking your cock in a warm bowl of pudding would feel like.
Her legs came up and she hooked her ankles behind me. She pushed up at me and was trying to screw me as I was screwing her. I couldn't get the picture of her being three-holed out of my mind. It wasn't turning me on, but it wasn't turning me off either. In a way it was disturbing to me that I wasn't absolutely turned off after seeing my wife welcoming nine cocks into her, but then I remember hearing someone say a fuck was a fuck was a fuck and all that mattered was that you got yourself off. The old "There is good sex and bad sex and the worst I ever had was wonderful" thing and I guessed that it was true.
She was moaning words, but it wasn't the "Fuck me fuck me" that I might have expected, but "Love me love me" and I knew that is what she wanted, but I couldn't do it. I could try and pretend, but that was all I could do. Loving was out of the question. As I mentioned earlier my love for Tammy had died word by word as I listened to her and Alice in our kitchen. It took a little longer than usual to get myself off, but I wrote it off as Tammy not being as tight as I was used to.
When I pulled out Tammy pulled me down beside her and snuggled up tight against me. It had been an emotional and physically exhausting day for me and as I faded off to sleep I heard Tammy softly saying:
"Don't leave me baby; please please don't leave me."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up to the smell of coffee and I rolled out of bed, took a shower and dressed. It was a t-shirt and shorts day with cross-trainers and after I was dressed I went to the front porch and got the paper. When I got to the kitchen I found Tammy sitting at the table staring down into her coffee cup.
She looked up as I came into the room and I didn't get my usual good morning smile. The look I got was more questioning with a touch of worry. I knew what was going on in her mind, but I wasn't going to make it easy on her.
I didn't say a word, just poured myself a cup of coffee, sat down and opened the paper to the sports section. The Broncos had beaten the Patriots to win another trip to the Super Bowl where they would face the Panthers and the sports section was full of the talking heads (or in this case the writing heads) pointing out strengths and weaknesses and possible matchups to look for.
It was maybe three minutes after I sat down that Tammy spoke up.
"What are you going to do Brian? Are we going to be all right?"
I put the paper down and aid "I don't know Tam. I honestly don't know. I'm not in a good place right now. Seeing you in action last night turned me on something fierce, but at the same time thoughts running through my head were all along the lines of "Fourteen fucking years! She has been doing that for fourteen fucking years! Fourteen fucking years of not giving me even a sniff of what she freely gives everybody else."
"Think about Tam. You say you love me, but how the fuck could love me and do that to me? There is a war going on in my head Tam. One side of my mind is saying "You have to see her do it again; you just have to" but the other side is screaming "Throw the cheating cunt out! No way she loves you and do what she has been doing!"
"The bottom line here Tam is that I have a whole lot of thinking to do. Can my desire to watch you again override the pain I feel from finding out what you have done to me? Can I bring myself to believe you when you say you love me when what you have been doing behind my back all these years is telling me you couldn't possibly love me? Not and do what you were doing? So I don't yet know what I am going to do. Only time will tell.
I put down the paper, finished my coffee and got up from the table.
"I'm going for my run and when I get back we are going to sit down and you are going to tell me everything. How it started, what you did and with who. I want to hear it all Tam. Everything! Right up to last night and then I want to know why. Why you did it and why, once you found out that you loved it, you denied me. I want to know how you can claim that you love me and deny me what you gave to others. Truth time Tammy. If I even think I'm hearing a lie I'm gone."
Of course I was gone already, but I didn't intend that she would find that out until after I'd done what I was planning to do since hearing her and Alice in the kitchen. The plan was simple and totally criminal in nature. I was going to blackmail the assholes that fucked Tammy to get the money that would offset what Tammy would get in the divorce.
It was a gamble since they could refuse to pay, but when I pointed out what they would lose in a divorce compared to what I was asking for I thought they would go along with it. If not I was perfectly willing to ruin their marriages. Their wives would all get a copy of the tape I'd made and the chips could fall where they may.
When I got back from my run I found Tammy sitting at the kitchen table waiting for me. The coffee cup had been replaced by a bottle of vodka and Tammy looked as nervous as a long tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs. I poured myself a cup of coffee, put it into the microwave and pushed a minute-thirty and when the 'ding' came I got the cup, sat down at the table and said:
"Okay Tammy, go."
"I love you Brian. I really do and I don't want to lose you."
"A little late for you to start thinking that now. I told you what I wanted to hear when I got back so get to it."
"It was about a month after I started school. I let Alice talk me into going to a frat party with her and her boyfriend Frank. They supposedly had an alcohol free punch for non-drinkers. I found out later that it was spiked with something call Ever-Clear. I also found out later that the reason Alice wanted me to go with her was that a friend of Frank's had seen me and wanted to fuck me.
"We got to the party and they introduced me to Jared. He attached himself to me and told me he would show me around. He walked me over to the keg and got ready to fill a cup for me, but I told him I didn't drink. He walked me over to the supposedly alcohol free punch and filled a cup or me. He kept filling that cup for me and I started getting drunk. I didn't know it because I'd never been drunk before. To me all it meant was that I was having a good time.
"I danced with Jared a lot and I danced with a lot of other guys too. They were all copping feels and making suggestive comments and I was really grooving on it. The constant groping had me turned on, but I didn't care because I knew they weren't going to get anything and were going to go end up with a case of blue balls. Jared kept feeding me the punch and I kept getting looser and looser and letting the guys I was dancing with get a little freer with their hands.
"Then suddenly I was aware of being on my knees in a bedroom with a cock in my mouth and I was deep throating it. I found out later that it was my seventh one. The guy in my mouth came and I automatically swallowed. He pulled out of my mouth and said next and another guy pushed his cock at my mouth and I opened wide and took it. I did eleven guys that night. Some of them twice.
"They all wanted to fuck me, but Jared wouldn't let them. He told them I was a virgin and he was going to be the one to take my cherry and he would share me after he did. We were in Jared' apartment and after all the other guys left Jared fucked me. I sucked him hard and he fucked me again. I missed class the next day because we stayed at his place and fucked.
"When he couldn't get it up any more he made some phone calls, some guys showed up and they took turns on me until I passed out from exhaustion. Somewhere during that time somebody took my ass and I really got off on it and so everyone had to take some of it.
"I managed to make it to class the next day, but I can't remember learning anything that day. All I had on my mind is what I had been doing the night of the kegger. The problem I was having was that I wanted to do it again. I'd loved it. I went absolutely wild when they took my ass. I found out that I liked the taste of semen.
"I loved sucking cocks because it gave me a feeling of power, a feeling of being able to control guys. One guy grabbed my head and started to fuck my face and wouldn't let me pull away so I brought my fist up hard into his nut sack. He howled and leaped away from me and I looked at the other three guys who were there and told them the next guy to try that would get his cock bit off and I never had any more trouble. I was in control when I sucked a cock. It didn't matter how big they were or how bad they thought they might be; when they were in my mouth I was the boss. I was in charge.
"The same was somewhat true of the fucking. I never drank again to the point I was out of it like the first time. I decided when, where, and for the most part who. I say for the most part because when I pulled trains I got so into it that sometimes I didn't even know who had a cock in me. Just plain fucking was okay, but when I did multiple partners I had orgasms that were mind blowing. The reason you didn't get any was because I loved you and didn't want to lose you."
"Do you have any idea of how stupid that sounds?"
"No it isn't stupid Brian; I had a damned good reason not to let you make love to me. I was pulling trains two and sometimes three times a week and if I had let you make love to me on the weekends I came home you would have known what I'd been doing and you would have kicked me to the curb. You would be asking yourself how the virgin I was supposed to be could be so loose. You would be asking yourself why I wasn't nice and tight like virgins are supposed to be.
"I couldn't have you thinking those thoughts and then asking the questions those thoughts would bring up so because I loved you and didn't want to lose you I wouldn't let you make love to me. When you finally got tired of not being able to make love to me and told me what you were going to do I was afraid I would lose you to some other girl I quit doing gangbangs, gave myself two weeks to tighten up and then let you make love to me.
"Once we started making love I put my pussy off limits to other guys. No other guy got my pussy until I went to work for Dan. I didn't know it when he hired me, but he was one of the anonymous guys who had fucked me during a gangbang at the frat house and he remembered me.
"I'd been there just a little over three months when he took me to lunch one day. Over lunch he told me that he had remembered me from a gangbang and wanted to know if I still did them. I told him not since I'd gotten married. He asked if I had a good marriage and when I said yes he asked me if I would like to keep it and of course I said yes. The he opened his briefcase, took out and envelope and handed it to me and asked if you would stay married to me if you saw what was in the envelope. I opened the envelope and found fourteen 8x10 pictures of me pulling a train. His price for keeping them from you was for me to become his fuck toy.
"I couldn't let you see those pictures so I caved. At first it was just Dan, but after a couple of months he told me I was going to be the sale force's reward for having a great month and once again I caved. You would never know and I had loved doing multiple partners so I went along. Now you know it all."
"No I don't know it all. I still don't know why you refused to give me complete blowjobs or let me have your ass since you have just finished telling me how much you loved them."
"Remember how I behaved the other day when you took my ass? Remember how loud I got? Remember how I drove my ass back at you while you fucked me?"
I nodded a yes and she said "You knew from overhearing me talk to Alice that I loved a cock in my ass so the way I behaved didn't come as a shock to you, but what if you hadn't already known? What would you have thought seeing me behave that way the first time in my ass? What questions would you have been asking yourself and maybe me? In my mind I wasn't denying you anything; I was protecting my marriage. I was doing my best to make sure that you never had a reason to think about what I might have done while I was away. The blow jobs fell in the same category as anal sex. I didn't dare let you see what I was capable of when I had a cock in my mouth."
"That's all self-serving bullshit and you know it. At any time you could have said you would try it to see how it was and then do it a second time and faked getting to like it until you got me used to the way you were doing it. You could have let me believe that we were learning together, but you didn't do that did you?
"But what you have done is inadvertently clued me in on what you have been doing. You were controlling me. You talked of how you were in charge when you had a cock in your mouth and how you had the power and controlled things. You told how it was you who decided when, where, who and how many. That's what not giving me your ass and full oral was all about. You loved being in control at school and you missed that bossy shit after we got married so you decided that you would get that power and control back by controlling our love life.
"All that shit stops now! You want to see controlling? Just watch me! From now on I will fuck your ass and pussy any damned time I want to and you WILL NOT refuse me. The first time you do I'll kick your ass out and you can go next door and live with your college fuck buddies. The same goes for head! I want it all the way and you will do it or get the fuck out!
"And you can forget about the two of us making love anytime soon. Until I decide what I'm going to do with your cheating ass all we will be doing is fucking! Got that?"
"And if I don't agree?"
"Then you get the fuck out! The new regime starts now! Get your ass up to the bedroom, strip and be in the doggie position when I get there to take your ass or don't let the front door hit that ass on your way out."
"We can't. My period started."
"You don't bleed from your ass so get to it."
She gave me a long contemplative look and then got up and headed for the bedroom. I gave her a couple of minutes and then I went up and found her the way I'd told her to be and I fucked her ass. After I came I moved in front of her and told her to suck my dirty cock. She hesitated and I asked:
"Should I go get the suitcases?"
She shook her head no, opened her mouth and went to work. I did her once more and then got busy doing my usual Saturday chores.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Around one Tammy left to do her weekend grocery shopping and as I watched her drive away from the house I wondered how long I could string her along thinking I was going to stay and that what was going on between us at the moment was just a rough spot on the marriage road that we would eventually put behind us. I was watching Tammy's car drive down the street and thinking those thoughts when I heard:
"Hey asshole!"
I turned and saw Frank coming across the lawn toward me.
"You caught me unprepared last time, but this time is going to be way different. I'm going to stomp your ass!"
It didn't bother me because I was pretty sure I could take him down and I set myself to do it. Frank was a loudmouth and he was the type who would want to yak at you before throwing a punch and my plan was to nail him as soon as he came within reach. I saw Alice standing on their front porch smiling and at the same time I saw Mrs. Jolley across the street watching. Apparently she heard Frank and it got her attention. I also noticed the mailman putting mail in the Prudhome's mailbox. In an instant I changed the plan. When Frank got to me I smiled at him and said in a voice that wouldn't be heard by anyone else:
"You're a pussy Frank. You couldn't beat a ten year old."
"Oh yeah" and he swung. I stood there and took the hit. I knew it was coming and I rolled with the punch. He stepped forward, threw another punch, I blocked it and then proceeded to stomp the shit out of him. I saw Alice run into the house and I hoped and prayed it was to call the cops. Either she did it or someone did and there must have been a car in the area close by because I was just kicking Frank in the crotch when a cop car pulled up in front of the house and two cops got out. One yelled:
"Move away from him! Do it now!"
I backed away and one of the officers bent to look at Frank and the other walked up to me and said:
"What is going on here?"
Before I could say a word the mailman came up and said "I saw it all officer. The guy on the ground attacked him and all he did was defend himself. Look! I have it here on my phone."
The cop watched the video and then looked at me and asked "Is that what happened sir?"



"It was and I think Mrs. Jolley across the street saw it also."
"Did he have any reason to attack you?"
"In his mind maybe. I came home the other day and caught him kissing my wife in our kitchen. You might say I rather forcefully removed from the house."
"How forcefully?"
I pointed at the broken rose bushes and said "I tossed him off the porch."
"Not that it has anything to do with this incident, but is your wife okay?"
I knew what he was getting at and I said "I've never laid a finger on her since we've been married. If you want to stick around until she gets back from shopping you can ask her."
"I assume you will want to press charges against him?"
"I do."
He turned to his partner and said "Cuff him and let's get him in the car."
He got the mailman's name, address and phone number and asked him to stop by the station so they could get a copy of the video then he went across the street and got a statement from Mrs. Jolley. As the car drove away with Frank in the back seat I saw Alice standing on the porch watching them drive away. I called to her and she turned to look at me.
"Where's that big smile now?"
"Fuck you" she snarled and went into the house.
I got in my car, drove to the police station, signed some papers and went back home. I went into the bedroom and got the recorder and listened to her gangbang. The assholes pretty much took pleasure in shooting me through the grease. Tammy didn't join them, but she didn't defend me either. I removed the tape, put in a fresh one and put the recorder back in its place.
I was in the garage working on and old Harley pan head that I was trying to restore when Tammy got home from shopping. She came out to the garage and said:
"Alice called me on my cell and told me you had Frank thrown in jail."
"Not true. Frank got himself thrown in jail. He attacked me in our front yard in front of witnesses and the cops took him away. What's it to you anyway?"
"Alice is my friend."
"No she isn't."
"Why would you say that?"
"You keep forgetting that I overheard the two of you talking. You told her flat out that you didn't want anything to do with Frank and you told her why. She either didn't tell him or she told him you didn't really mean it. Those are not the actions of a friend. But then I guess you really didn't mean it. You sure weren't fighting him off."
"What are you going to do?"
"Press charges against him."
"Why?"
"Why? Because the asshole came into my front yard and attacked me."
"Is that the real reason or are you just doing it because of our past association?"
"They are both one and the same and you know it. Your past association is what had him here in the house and doing what you were doing when I walked in on you. What I did to him that night is what brought him after me today. He was going to get even with me but it didn't go the way he expected."
"Can't you back off a little? They are our neighbors and it wouldn't hurt any if we could get along with them and at least be civil."
"Keep talking Tammy and you are going to get me thinking that you want to start up with them again."
She got a sour look on her face, turned and went back into the house.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dinner was a quiet affair and it was obvious that Tammy was pissed at me, but I didn't give a shit. When it was time for bed Tammy put on her pajamas and got in bed. I told her to get off the bed and take her pajamas off.
"Why?"
"Because I'm going to fuck you and I can't do it if you are wearing pajamas."
"I don't feel like it tonight."
"Tough shit Tam. I do feel like it and I meant what I said when I told you I would fuck you whenever I wanted and the first time you refused I'd kick your butt out the door. Now get those jammies off or get dressed and get out."
She gave me a nasty look, but got off the bed and stripped. She got back on the bed and spread her legs and the look on her face told me she was just going to lay there and let me masturbate using her pussy instead of my hand. But I knew her secret now. I got on the bed, flipped her over and pulled her up on her hands and knees. I started working on her ass with my thumb and then two fingers and then three. She was already moaning when I pushed my cock into her butt hole and started fucking. By the fourth stroke she was pushing back and moaning "Yesssssss" and I smiled.
She got off twice before I got mine and I pulled out, went into the bathroom and washed my cock. I went back to Tammy, pointed my cock at her mouth and told her to get me hard again. She hesitated and I asked her if I needed to go get the suitcases. She gave me a dirty look, but got to work on me, got me up and I fucked her ass again. After I got my rocks off I rolled over and went to sleep.
I slept in on Sunday. When I got up I went down to the kitchen to get some coffee and found a pot already made. There was a note taped to the pot telling me that Tammy had gone over to her parent's house. I assumed that was French for "I don't want to be around you." I just shrugged and had a couple cups of coffee while I read the morning paper.
The sports section was full of hype over the upcoming Super Bowl. A lot of hype on Cam Newton being the closest thing to a reincarnation of Superman and I couldn't really completely discount it after seeing the Panthers demolish the Cardinals, but I was a dyed in the wool Bronco's fan and I figured their defense could defuse Newton.
I finished my coffee and drove over to the IHOP for a pancake breakfast and then went home and started working on the pan head while mentally planning the coming week.
Tammy got home around four, but didn't come out into the garage until about six when she came out to tell me dinner was ready. It was another quiet affair and after eating I went out into the living room and watched some TV. Around eight Tammy told me she was going to bed.
"I'll be up in about ten" I told her; "Be ready for me."
She didn't say a word, just went up the stairs. Ten minutes later when I went up to the bedroom I found her naked and waiting. I told her to get in the doggie position and when she did I took her ass. When I finished I got up and took a shower. When I got back to the bed Tammy asked:
"Are you ever going to make love to me the right way again?"
"Maybe someday, but right now I've got years of not having your ass to make up for" and I got back in bed, rolled over and went to sleep.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd already arranged with my boss to take half a day off on Monday. Tammy worked a four day work week. She put in ten hours a day Tuesday through Friday so she wasn't there Monday when I showed up at Dan's office. He was surprised to see me, but I could tell from his demeanor that he wasn't ready for what I dropped on him.
I remembered what Tammy had told me about her lunch with him and I used the same words with him that he had used with Tammy. I asked him if he had a good marriage and though the question threw him a bit he said yes. I set my laptop on his desk, turned it so he would have a good view of the screen and asked:
"Would you like to keep your marriage?"
"Of course."
"Would your wife want to stay married to you if she saw this?"
His face turned pale as he watched the tape I shot from the ladder. He almost whispered:
"What do you want?"
I smiled at that and said "This is a no-fault state so in a divorce everything gets split fifty-fifty. I don't think that's fair. I don't see why the guilty party doesn't have to pay, but the law is the law and I can't change it. What I can do, or try and do, is see to it that I don't get hosed on the deal. Taking into account our savings and the equity in our house I figure that Tammy and I will split eighty-two thousand. Because of the law I can't keep her from getting forty-one thousand, but I can walk away with eighty-two thousand or if not I can at least get eighty-one thousand worth of revenge.
"It is simple really. I do admit that it is no doubt illegal, but then adultery used to be illegal also. My solution to the problem is simple. You and the other guys in this video will come up with forty-five thousand for me or copies of what you are watching will be given to all of your wives, family and friends and I will set up a porn web site where everyone can see it. Also you will need to keep Tammy working her and probably give her a raise so I don't have to pay her alimony."
"Why forty-five thousand? You said your half would be forty-one."
"But I have to pay the attorney fees and court costs and I don't feel that I should have to take that from my share of the split. You guys caused the problem so it is only fair that you foot the bill. I'll expect the money by a week from this Friday. That gives you almost two weeks to come up with the money. If any of the guys can't come up with the money then the rest of you will have to pick up his share. I don't care how you come up with it, but if I don't get forty-five thousand by the Friday after next I will be distributing the video.
"Two more things. One is that Tammy doesn't know I'm going to dump her cheating ass and I don't want her to know until I'm ready so you need to make sure she doesn't know what I'm doing. Secondly, and most importantly for you and the others, you need to know that someone is holding all the information and if anything suddenly happens to me not only will everyone I've already mentioned get a copy of the video, but the police will also get a copy with an explanation."
I turned off the laptop, got up and said "You have a nice day now. I'll be in touch."
I left his office and went to work.
When I got to work Mike, my boss, called me into his office. I'd told him why I needed the morning off so he wasn't surprised when he asked me what my future plans were and I told him I hadn't thought that far ahead. I expected that the only change in my life was that I was going to be single again.
"Have you given any thought to relocating?"
"Not really."
"It might be hard on you staying around here. You will constantly be going to places like restaurants and things that will be constant reminders of your life with Tammy. Plus you will no doubt be running into her from time to time and that will only bring up bad memories. If you want I can and see if there are any openings suitable for you in any of our other branches."
"I don't suppose it would hurt to see what other options I might have."
Mike said he would look into things and I left his office, went to mine and got busy,
When I got home that evening Tammy had dinner waiting. We ate in silence, but I could tell she wanted to say something, but was obviously nervous because she was afraid it was something I might not want to hear or that she wasn't sure she wanted to hear what I might have to say about it. She finally came up with the nerve to get it out.
"Are we going to be all right Brian? I really do love you and I don't want to lose you."
The truth of course is that no we weren't all right and we weren't going to be all right. I was already in the wind she just didn't know it. Given the way she had been stabbing me in the back all these years it didn't bother me at all to let her think there was a chance we might get by it and I said:
"I don't honestly know Tam. There is a mountain of anger in me caused by what you have done since the day we started college. It is a pretty goddamned big mountain and I don't know if I have the strength to climb it to the top and see what is on the other side. So I can't answer your question. All I can say is that we will have to wait and see."
I helped with the dishes and then went into the living room and turned on the TV. I don't even remember what I watched since my mind was elsewhere thinking on what I wanted to do and what I needed to do.
At bedtime I went up and found Tammy on the bed naked and waiting. I could have been a nice guy and pretended to make love, but there was too much anger in me to do that so I pulled her up on her hands and knees and then I took her ass. She didn't give it to me – I TOOK IT! No prep, no nice and easy; I just took it and got myself off.
I finished, laid down, rolled over and went to sleep. As I fades off to sleep I heard her softly crying and my last conscience thought was:
"Suffer bitch! Suffer!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The rest of the week was pretty much the same although I didn't fuck Tammy every night. We didn't talk much and I could see she was on pins and needles waiting for me to do something good or bad, but something.
Friday morning I called Dan and asked if things were coming along or should I go out and stock up on mailers for the packages I would be sending out.
"I'm working on it. A couple of the guys are balking, but I'm working on it."
"Remind them that a divorce will cost them a whole lot more than what they need to come up with to satisfy me."
"No chance you can cut us a little slack?"
"Not a prayer. In fact I'm half hoping you don't come through and I can ruin all of your marriages pretty much the way you ruined mine. I'll call you next Thursday and see if we need to meet Friday or not. Also, in case you haven't figured it out on your own this is a cash deal. Talk to you later."
At three Mike called me into his office.
"Think you might like Denver?"
"What's in Denver?"
The office there needs a regional manager and no one currently in the office is even remotely qualified for the position. You are and Dave asked me if you might be interested."
"I didn't need to think on it and said "I would love to give it a shot."
He gave me Dave Miller's phone number and told me to give him a call. I went back to my office and called Dave Miller. We talked for about twenty minutes and the upshot was that I would fly to Denver for a longer sit down. I went back to Mike's office and arranged to take Friday off to make the flight.
When I got home I told Tammy I had to fly to Miami on Friday for a meeting and that I'd be back late Saturday. I told her Miami instead of Denver because I didn't want her thinking of Denver when I split. I knew if she hired a professional she could eventually track me down, but I was betting that she wouldn't even try.
The talks in Denver went well and I took the position. I told Dave I would need two weeks to settle things at home and then I would report in. I was back home by eight that night. I'd told Tammy I wouldn't be home until Saturday because I wanted to see what she would do if I was out of town. The first floor was dark, but the second floor was all lit up. There were cars parked in the driveway and on the street so I had my answer to what she would do if she thought I was out of town.
I rarely go on business trips, usually only once or twice a year and I guessed that this is probably what happened every time I was gone. I drove down to the end of the street, turned the corner and parked. I walked back to the house and quietly got the ladder out of the garage and put it in place. When I got to the top I looked through the gap in the blinds and saw Tammy on the bed airtight.
I only knew two other people in the room. Frank and Alice. Alice was on the bed next to Tammy and she was also airtight. Frank was the one buried in Tammy's ass. Apparently Alice had come up with enough to bail him out of jail. I took out my cell and set it up to take photos and took several shots. I checked them and while they weren't all that great they would work for what I was going to do.
I remembered the last time I'd watched from the ladder and then smiled as I hit the speed dial for the home phone. It rang and I saw everyone shift so Tammy could answer the phone. I wondered if she would or just let it go to voicemail. Apparently she figured that having the phone go unanswered might cause me to have bad thoughts so she picked up.
"Hello?"
"It's me. I finished up earlier than I thought and I just got in. I stopped by the office to drop off the paperwork so I should be home in about twenty. I'm horny so get your ass ready."
I broke the connection and then watched as Tammy tried to get the guys in her holes to quit and get the hell out. They must have been real close to getting their nut and they didn't want to leave. It was comical watching her desperately trying to break things up. She finally managed to get through to them that I was on the way home and they needed to get the hell out of there.
The men quickly dressed and scattered and Alice helped Tammy to change the bed and pick up the room then she headed downstairs while Tammy got in the shower. I got off the ladder, took it down and set it against the back of the garage. I moved around to the side of the house and looked to see if there was anyone around. All the cars were gone and I didn't see anybody so I went to my car and drove to the nearest gas station and filled up to kill some time so Tammy could make herself presentable and then I headed home to my 'loving wife.'
When I got there Tammy was in bed waiting for me and when I got there she immediately got up in the doggie position. She seemed a bit nervous. Probably afraid I might notice her 'used recently condition. A quick glance around the room showed me that she and Alice had done an adequate job in cleaning the place up. Unless you were really looking to find something the room wouldn't give you a clue as what had gone on there.
I undressed and moved behind Tammy and my cock slid into her butt hole with no resistance. It was of coursed obvious that somebody had been there very recently, but I made no comment. I fucked her until I got my nut and then I pulled out and went and took a shower. Tammy was waiting when I came back probably wondering what I was going to do next or waiting for me to say something. All I did was turn out the light and go to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday I started another part of my revenge on Tammy. I started being nice to her. I woke up to Tammy playing with my cock. Once she saw me awake she went down on me. I let her work on me until I told her I was ready to let go and she kept on going until I erupted and she swallowed it all. She stayed with it until I was hard again and I pushed her away. She immediately got in the doggie position, but I pushed her down into the missionary and slid my cock into her pussy for the first time since the night I caught her with Frank.
And then I pretended to make love to her. I'm sure that it gave her some hope that I was thawing and there might be a chance for our marriage to survive. After we were finished I told her not to bother doing breakfast for us because I was going to take her out for breakfast.
Not much was said on the drive to the restaurant, but once there and after we had ordered I told Tammy I had a lot of free time to think while I was on the airplane:
"And even though I still love you I'm having a hard time trying to convince myself that I can put my trust in you. I can't get over how you so easily pulled the wool over my eyes all these years. How can I be sure you won't do it again?"
"I promise you baby. I'll never again do anything that will hurt us. I do so love you Brian and I'll do whatever I have to do to not lose you."
"You say that, but how can I be sure?"
"I don't know Brian, but I will do whatever you want to try and prove it to you."
"I'll have to think some more on it, but there is one thing I need to bring up. Even though I told you I wanted to watch you once I did it killed any desire that I had to see it again. Watching you happily do what you had always denied me killed that fantasy."
"I kind of got that vibe from you the next day and I promised myself that I would never do it again. I'll probably have to quit my job. I'm not sure Dan will want me around once I tell him that I'm through doing him and the monthly get-togethers."



"That's another part of my problem Tam. You have said how much you love pulling trains and I saw how into it you were when I watched. How can I – after seeing it with my own eyes – believe you won't eventually sneak off so you can do it again?"
No Brian! I used to love doing it, but the only reason I've been doing it since I started working for Dan is because of his threat to expose me to you. Of course I get into it once it starts because my body takes over once they get me going, but believe me baby when I say I never would have done it if Dan hadn't threatened me with exposure. Now you know so he has no club to hold over me."
Inwardly I was laughing at the lying cunt. Every time she opened her mouth she was driving one more nail into her coffin lid.
"I hear what you are saying Tam, but how can I bring myself to believe anything you say given what you have been doing all these years? I love you Tammy and I desperately want to believe you."
"You can Brian. I'll work my butt off proving it to you. Just give me the chance."
"I guess I'll have to Tam. I love you too much not to try and save our marriage, but I'm not going to lie to you. It is going to be an uphill struggle. It is going to take time and there will undoubtedly be some hard spots in there. You are going to have to expect some pretty hard and nasty words from me along the way. I'm still greatly pissed at what you have done and I'm only human Tam. There are times it is going to come out of me and it will be hard on you to have to hear it. I'm going to try my best, but you are going to have to be patient with me."
"I'll do whatever I have to do to keep you with me Brian. I swear it!"
I gave her a smile, we finished breakfast and went home. I spent the rest of the day doing work around house until Tammy called me to dinner. We made love that night (she was making love – I was fucking) and we fell asleep with Tammy snuggled up against me.
Sunday was pretty much a repeat of Saturday. Woke up, faked making love, went to brunch, back to the house and more fake love. I took her ass, but gently for a change. Dinner, some TV, more fake love making and as Tammy slipped off to dreamland I heard her murmur:
"We're going to be all right Brian."
I just smiled.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I rolled over and looked at the clock. It was five-twenty, but the clock would go off until six. I wondered why I was awake. I almost always slept until the alarm woke me. There was something rolling around in my head' something telling me that...OH SHIT!
All my great plans about to go into the shitter because I forgot one simple fact. I COULDN"T just disappear on Tammy! If I was going to get my half of our assets I had to start the divorce and my lawyer would have to know where I was and that meant Tammy would too. I'd have to serve her before I left so she would know I was leaving. How could I have been so stupid!
I got out of bed and went down and put the coffee on. I always thought a bit clearer over a cup of hot coffee. It didn't take much thought. I was going to have to see Jake ASAP and do my best to have Tammy served before I split for Denver.
I dressed and left. Tammy was still sleeping when I left the house and I wondered what she would think when she woke up. Good thoughts I hoped. I wanted to keep her hanging right up until the axe fell. I hit Waffle House for breakfast and while I ate I made a mental list of what I needed to tell Jake.
I called Jake and he told me to come right on over. I filled him in on what was going on and what I hoped to do and he told me no sweat. He could have the papers ready to sign by noon the next day, filed by ten the next morning and Tammy could be served any time after that. Then he told me he'd always had the hots for Tammy and asked if I would mind if he tried to get a sniff after she was served. I laughed and told him to go for it.
The plan back on track I called Tammy at her office about two and told her I had to fly out of town that afternoon and I wouldn't be home until late Tuesday.
"The audit team can't meet with me until one tomorrow and if we run late I might not be able to catch my flight. I may not even get back until sometime Wednesday. Go to go babe. I need to rush home, pack a bag and get out to the airport. Love you sweetie. Talk to you later."
There was no trip. All I was doing was setting it up so she could fuck around on me again and I could catch it on film. The more shit I had to hit her with when I got ready to go the less likely she would be to want to fight the divorce.
I did go home and pack a bag with enough to last me a couple of days. Last thing I did before leaving the house was put a fresh tape in the voice activated recorder. I drove to the airport, parked in long-term parking and rented a car. I checked into a hotel and settled in to wait.
Tammy got off work at five so at ten to five I drove over to the house, parked down the block and waited. At five thirty-five Tammy got home. At six Alice came out of their house and went into mine. At six-ten Frank got home and five minutes later he walked in my front door. At seven it was dark enough for me to do what I wanted. I went around to the back of the house and put the ladder up. I climbed up and looked through the gap in the blinds and saw the three of them playing. I set the video camera in place, went back to my rental and drove to Duke's Steak House for dinner.
Two hours later I was back on the ladder and watching Frank fuck Tammy from behind while Tammy munched on Alice's beaver. Frank finally got his nut, pulled out and Tammy swung around, took Frank's dick in her mouth and cleaned him up. Time to throw some shit into the game. I took out my phone and called the house. Tammy let Frank's dick fall out of her mouth and moved to pick up the phone.
"Hello?"
I adopted a sad tone and said "It's me."
"You sound down."
"I am."
"What's wrong?"
"You don't want to know."
"Of course I do. I can't cheer you up if I don't know what's wrong."
"I'm sitting here imagining you getting it on with some of your fuck buddies while I'm gone."
"Oh no Brian! I promised you no more and I meant it!"
"Sorry babe; I told you it wasn't going to be easy for us."
"I know, but I promised you Brian and I meant every word of it."
"Okay sweetie. I just called to tell you I love you."
"I love you too baby and don't you ever doubt it."
"Call you tomorrow. Love you. Bye."
I disconnected and watched Tammy put the phone down. She said something to Frank and Alice and all three of them laughed. Tammy went back to sucking Frank's cock while Alice stared licking Tammy's cheating cunt.
Tuesday was a repeat, but along with Frank and Alice there were four other guys. I recognized three of them from before. Again I put the camera in place and left for dinner. I'd stopped by the house earlier in the day after signing the papers in Jake's office and put a fresh tape in the recorder and I was really looking forward to listening to the tapes. With any luck at all I would have some good stuff to hit Tammy with when the time came.
Two hours later I was back. Tammy and Alice were both airtight. I took out my phone and started to hit speed dial, but then said to hell with it. I shut off the camera, climbed down and put the ladder away. I drove back to the motel, parked and then walked across the street to the bar that was there. I had two beers and then went back to my room and went to bed.
Wednesday I called Tammy at work and told her I would be home by five. She rushed in at five-thirty, threw her arms around me, kissed me and told me how much she had missed me. The bedroom showed no signs of what had gone on in it for the previous two nights. We had sex – Tammy was making love (or faking it) – and I was fucking (faking making love).
Thursday when I got to my office I locked my door and got out the tapes from the recorder and went searching for the Monday evening call. I found the place and started listening. Alice came into the bedroom talking to Tammy.
"Frank is running a bit late so it will just be the two of us for now. Hurry up; get undressed so I can dive into that sweet pussy." Sounds of undressing and then Tammy said:
"Sixty-nine lover. I want yours as much as you want mine."
Sounds of them enjoying each other and then Frank came into the room.
"Couldn't wait for me.?" Sound of a zipper and then "One of you get over here and give Frank junior a little attention."
After that it was just sounds of fucking and sucking until the phone rang. I listened to Tammy's bullshit and then she hung up the phone.
"It was just the dumb-fuck making his check in call."
They all laughed and then Tammy said "Come on stud; let me suck you hard again."
More sounds of sucking and fucking and lots of fuck me's and fuck me hards and other shit like that and then Frank said:
"We have got to find a way to do this on a regular basis. This only being able to do it when he is out of town sucks."
"I'm working on it" Tammy said, "But it is going to take some time. I've got to get doofus back to not thinking that every time I'm out of his sight I'm fucking someone."
"Why bother? Drop the useless fuck and move in with us."
"I don't think that would work. I know me and I'm always going to want my own man."
"No problem there honey. Anyone of the guys Frank brings to the party would love to be your full time man."
"You think so?"
"I know so. A couple have asked what it would take to get you to drop the clueless dumb shit and take up with them."
"One of them wouldn't have been Denny would it?"
"As a matter of fact yes. Why? You interested?"
"He is easy on the eyes and he is hung."
"Oh you big cock slut you" and they all were laughing when the tape ran out.
I didn't even bother to listen to the second tape. If I hadn't already decided to get rid of the faithless bitch what I'd just heard would have made up my mind for me. I was gone!
I had what I needed so I took a deep breath and got on with the day's work. At three I called Dan.
"I'm half hoping you don't have the money so I can start mailing things."
"I've got it. It wasn't easy, but I've got it."
"Let's do it tonight then instead of tomorrow. Okay with you?"
"Let's get it done."
"Meet me at Bud's Bar tonight at seven?"
"I'll be there."
I was sitting in a booth waiting for him when he got there. I had gambled that he was a beer guy and had ordered him a Coor's. Tina brought it over as soon as he sat down. He slid a briefcase across the table to me and I took it and set it on the seat beside me.
"Aren't you going to count it?"
"No need. If it isn't all there you know what I will do."
"How can I be sure you won't do it anyway?"
"We both know what your wife would do if she saw the video. You would be history and not be able to keep Tammy working. I need her working so I don't have to lay out a ton of money in alimony. I really do think you should raise her pay if you continue to use her as a reward for your sales people."
"Oh I'm going to. In fact she came to me earlier this week and said you were onto her and she had promised you she would stop. Then she laughed and told me that all that had to change was that we would have to do it at work instead of after. One thing I need to put straight with you. I never blackmailed her. She recognized me when I interviewed her and I also recognized her and remembered what a fantastic piece of ass she was and I wanted to be in a position to be able to do her again. We were fucking before the end of her first week with me.
"One day after a spirited long lunch I was talking about the drop in sales and that I might have to start laying off some people and she was the one that came up with the idea that she could be the reward for the high producer of the month and from there it grew into a group reward if the month's targets were met.
"I doubt you have ever realized it, but if Tammy isn't a nymphomaniac she is the closest thing to one I've ever seen. Sure you can't accept that and stay with her?"
"Not a prayer. There are some guys who could do it, but I'm not one of them. I'm one who believes that my woman is mine alone and when she stops being mine alone the relationship is over."
I looked at my watch and said I had to go. I got up and said "Take care of Tammy okay? I did love her once."
When I got home I treated Tammy like things were going to be okay with us and I was even gentle when we made love. She snuggled up to me when it was over. She didn't have a clue that it was our last time.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a usual Friday morning until I left the house. I drove to the U-Haul place and picked up the trailer I had reserved and then drove back to the neighborhood. I parked a block away and went to the house to make sure that Tammy's car was gone. Once sure she had left for work I backed the U-Haul up to the garage door and by one that afternoon I had everything out of the house that I wanted.
When I was picking up the trailer I also hit the bank and just to be an ass I took seventy percent of the checking and savings instead of the fifty percent that the breakup would get me. I'd probably have to adjust later, but as I said – I was being an ass.
I drove the car and trailer a block away and went back to the house and then sat at the kitchen table and cancelled credit cards and set the scene for Tammy when she got home from work. I hoped I would get lucky and my timing would work.
She walked into the house at five-twenty and since my car wasn't in the drive she was surprised to see me. She came over to me, bent to kiss me and I let her. She started to open her mouth to probably ask where my car was but I held up my hand and said:
"Sit Tammy. We need to talk."
She gave me a worried look. "About what?"
"About us."
"We're going to be okay Brian. You said we'd work it out."
"We are not going to be okay Tammy and for all the reasons I told you I worried about. Specifically not being able to trust you."
"I promised Brian. No mo..."
I slammed my hand down on the table and yelled "YOU LIED!"
I turned the laptop so she could see the screen and turned it on. I watched her face as she watched the scene with her Frank and Alice from the other night. There was no sound, but when she saw herself hang up the phone I hit the button on the tape recorder and she heard her words as she watched herself saying them on the screen.
The scene on the screen changed into the next night where she was pulling the train. She stared silently and pale-face at the screen. The doorbell rang and I said:
"You need to get that Tam; it's for you." She looked at me blankly and I said "Go. It's for you."
She got up and answered the door. I wished I could have seen her face when she opened the door, was handed the envelope and heard the words:
"You have been served."
The process server had been parked across the street when she got home and I'd asked him to give me ten minutes with her before ringing the bell. She came back into the kitchen, sat down and stared at the envelope in her hands. Then she looked up at me and said weakly:
"What am I going to do?"
"Get on with your life without me in it. You'll be all right. You won't have to quit your job and give up your reward nights. You have the two clowns next door for full time playmates and you already have an idea of who to replace me with right? Denny? The guy who is easy on the eyes and is hung?"
She had the grace to wince at that.
"The only major decision you need to make is whether or not to buy out my half of the house and keep it or sell it and we split the money. I'm leaving town and my attorney's card is in that envelope. He knows how to reach me if needed, but I doubt that you will need to. You don't really want me and I doubt that you ever did.
"I heard you say it Tammy. I heard it when you told Alice that you had to have your own man. That's all I ever was to you. Just the man you had to have around. Someone you could call doofus and dumb shit. Oh yeah Tam; I heard that too.
"I'm leaving you the laptop. It has hours of you on tape proving to me that there is no way I could ever trust you. Just review it from time to time when you wonder why I'm gone."
I got up and walked out of the house leaving a weeping Tammy at the kitchen table.
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Her name was Rebecca Anne Courtney and I had lusted after her since the seventh grade, but while I might have told myself that I would kill to have her I knew in my heart that it would never happen. The simple truth of the matter was that Becky couldn't stand me. Because of mutual friends she tolerated me, but I never knew why she didn't like me.
At first I thought that it might be that she didn't know me all that well so naturally I tried to rectify that. Whenever I saw her I would approach her and say hi, but even though she would acknowledge me she would turn away from me or just walk away.
Over the years of the eighth, ninth, tenth and eleventh grades I must have asked her out fifty times and she wouldn't even give me the time of day. By the twelfth she was gong steady with Frank Devin so I couldn't ask her out any more.
I never expected to see Becky again after graduation so I was surprised to see her at freshman indoctrination on the first day of school at State since I'd heard that she was going to some college back east somewhere.
By then I'd gotten Becky out of my system so I didn't even bother to say hi when I saw her. The Fates or whatever Gods there be must love to fuck with me because they saw to it that Becky would always be around me. It turned out that we were both Business Management majors and as a result we were going to have many shared classes.
Did I still lust after Rebecca Anne? Of course I did, but I had learned from our past so I did my best to ignore her. It wasn't easy and in some cases it was difficult as hell. It seemed like one out of every four college classes would end up having group projects and the instructors in those classes usually set up the groups by alphabet. Since Courtney and Connors where close it meant that we were thrown together a lot. Luckily for me when the group decided who did what for their part of the project I didn't get teamed up with Becky. I'm not sure that I could have handled that.
One thing I did notice that when the groups were together working on the projects Becky always seemed to be looking at me whenever I glanced her way. I had no clue as to what was up with that.
I managed to get through freshman year without making a fool of myself and I looked forward to the summer break.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Have I mentioned that the Fates and Gods love to fuck with me? My family owns their own business and I have worked there part time ever since my thirteenth birthday. Summer is our busiest time of the year and dad always hires extra help for the season.
It was the week after classes were over and I had just gotten to work. Dad paged me to come to his office and when I got there I found Rebecca Anne Courtney sitting there. As soon as I was in the door he said:
"Good news and bad news Harry. The bad is that Charlie had a family emergency and had to fly home to Maine. He expects to be gone for a month or two. The good news is that instead of working for Charlie this summer you are going to be the temporary manager of Shipping and Receiving. Shouldn't be a problem for you have worked there full time for two of the last three summers and part time since you were fourteen."
He nodded toward Becky and said "I need to introduce you to Rebecca. I've hired her to take your spot while you play manager."
"I already know Miss Courtney."
He raised an eyebrow at that. Not at I already knew Becky, but at the Miss Courtney instead of Rebecca or Becky. He didn't say anything about it then, but I knew he was going to want to know what the deal was before the day was over. All he said was:
"Take Rebecca and show her around the place; make sure she knows where everything is and then get to work."
I spent twenty minutes showing Becky around the facility. I showed her where both of the women's restrooms were, where the break room and vending machines were. I introduced her to Marla and Ashley in Purchasing, Janice in Accounting and Alice in Quality Control. I took her to Shipping and Receiving and introduced her to Tom and Jerry who were the others that worked in S&R. I explained what we did and what she would be doing. When I was done I asked:
"Do you have any questions?"
She did have one and it pretty much stunned me.
"Why don't you like me?"
The question caught me flatfooted and it took me a couple of seconds to get around to answering it. I remembered something one of my English teachers once told me.
"When confused about something ask questions."
"What makes you think I don't lie you?"
"You know me and you know I prefer being called Becky so what is with his Miss Courtney shit? And when we are in shared classes you are cold and distant where I'm concerned."
I took the coward's way out.
"That is a personal matter Miss Courtney and has no pace here at work. Perhaps someday when we are off the clock we can discuss the matter, but for now we need to get busy on the Hamilton order. We need to have it ready when UPS gets here around one."
The look she gave me told me that she was definitely going to follow through on it. Fortunately there was a lot to do and so I turned over to Jerry to show her the ropes. As Jerry led her away I wondered about what in the hell just happened. The girl had ignored me for the better part of six years and suddenly wants to know why I don't like her? It made no sense to me. She did her best to discourage me for all those years and now she wants to know why I am ignoring her? I pushed those thoughts out of my mind and got to work.
Just after lunch I had to stop in at the purchasing office to talk with Ashley about when I could expect to see the banding material we needed. She told me it was supposed to arrive the next day and then she asked me how I had managed to get my girlfriend a job.
"She's not my girlfriend and I didn't even know she was working here until I got here this morning."
"She's not your girlfriend?"
"Hell no Ash; she doesn't even like me."
"Bullshit Harry. If she isn't your girlfriend she wants to be."
"Yeah! Right!"
"I could tell just by watching the way she looked at you Harry. She wants to be your girl."
I laughed at that and got back to Shipping and Receiving.
The next two days went by with very little interaction between Becky and me. There is a diner just down the street from the plant and on the third day I was in there having lunch when Becky came in, saw me and then came over to my table and sat don opposite me.
"We aren't at work now Harold and we are off the clock. So tell me why the Miss Courtney crap and why don't you like me?"
"Let me turn it back on you. Why would you expect me to like you given the way you have behaved towards me since the seventh grade? Why would you expect me to like you after, the more often than not, rude way you responded whenever I asked you for a date? You mentioned cold and distant the other day? Think back on it Miss Courtney; was not cold and distant the way you behaved towards me all through school? Why, after the way you treated me from the day we first met would you expect me to be warm and friendly? I do not dislike you Miss Courtney, but due to past experiences I am indifferent where you are concerned."
I could tell from the look on her face that she wasn't used to being talked to that way and she didn't like it. But she had asked and I had answered. She gave me a look that I couldn't decipher and got up and left without a word.
The rest of the week went by and while we were thrown together a lot we rarely spoke to each other. Most of the talking was done by me as I told her what I needed her to do or explained to her how to do it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday afternoon I went to the country club where my family had a membership so I could swim laps in the pool. Becky's family also belonged and I'd seen her there several times over the years and as luck would have it she happened to be there that day.
She was with two of her girlfriends, both of whom I'd known in high school, and I did have to admit seeing the three of them in their bikinis had an effect on me. At one point I saw the three of them looking at me while Becky was saying something to them and they were smiling and nodding their heads in the affirmative so naturally I wondered what was being said. I'd never know unless I asked and that sure as hell wasn't going to happen.
The club dining room had an excellent half pound ground round so I stopped in and ordered one. I was sitting at the table waiting on my order when Sarah Wilcox and Carol Perry came in, saw me and came over and sat down with me. No "May we join you" they just pulled out chairs and sat down. The two were the two I had seen talking to Becky out by the pool. Sarah led off with:
"What's up Harry? How have you been?"
"It's been a while since we've seen you" Carol said.
I knew right away that something was up. I'd known both since the third grade and while we had always been friendly towards each other they had never just walked up to me and said Hi. Add that to the fact they had been talking to Becky while looking at me and smiling and it all seemed to say "Danger Harry Conners, danger."
I replied "Been busy with classes and now that summer is here dad has me working full time."
"You and Pauline still a thing?"
"Haven't heard from her since she went back east to go to school."
"Doing anything tonight" Sarah asked.
"Nothing planned. Why?"
"There is a party I want to go to, but I need a date. If I go without a guy I'll be hit on all night long."
Again I heard the warning "Danger Harry, Danger."
I'd never dated Sarah before. I'd asked her out a couple of times, but always got turned down and now here she was asking me? Yes indeed Harry, this is a setup of some sort. I didn't have anything planned and curiosity had grabbed hold of me so I said:
"I think I'd like that."
Sarah smiled at Carol and said "You snooze you lose."
"What does that mean" I asked,
"Carol was going to ask you but I beat her to it."
That's when I knew for absolutely certain I was being setup. It wasn't common knowledge, but I knew that Carol batted for the other team and no way was she going to ask a guy to be her date. We set a time for me to pick Sarah up and the girls got up and left just as my ground round arrived. As I sat there and ate I tried to figure out what was going on, but I couldn't come up with anything.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Sarah up at seven and she told me the party was at Marlene Cantril's place. Marlene was another girl I had known since grade school and we had dated a couple of times, but we hadn't clicked. We'd stayed friends, but not really close friends and I hadn't seen her in almost a year.
Marlene answered the door when we rang the bell and while she smiled and said "Nice to see you again Harry" I could tell she was quite surprised to see me with Sarah. She welcomed us and walked us through the house and out onto the patio. She pointed out the alcoholic and nonalcoholic punch bowls. She showed us where the beer keg was and the left to answer the doorbell.
We were not the first arrivals and we got our drinks. It was a large patio and all of the patio furniture had been moved out onto the grass so the patio could be used as a dance floor. Several couples were already dancing to the music provided by a portable CD player. Sarah and I set our drinks on one of the tables and joined the people on the dance floor and for the next thirty minutes or so we danced and mingled with the others at the party. We were dancing when I saw Becky come out of the house with Marlene. Becky saw us, said something to Marlene and then headed straight towards me and Sarah. She tapped Sarah on the shoulder and asked:
"Mind if I cut in?"
"Not at all" Sarah said and moved away. Becky took her place, smiled at me and said:
"Hi Harry."
I think I surprised her when I said "Why?"
She frowned and said "Why what?"
"Why did you get Sarah to try to get me here tonight?"
The frown went away and her facial expression turned serious.
"I didn't think we were THAT transparent. I needed to get you in a place where we could sit down and talk without any pressure on us and I very much doubted that if I'd asked you straight out you would have agreed to it. I thought if I 'accidentally' bumped into you in a social setting I could make it happen."
"You certainly aroused my curiosity so let's go sit down and you can have at it."
"Let me get something to drink first."
We left the floor and she led me over to the alcoholic punch bowl where she filled up a red Solo cup and then we went over and sat down on a couple of chairs that were out on the grass. Once seated she said:
"After our why don't you like me talk the other day I started thinking back on our past history. I hadn't thought on how you had taken my behavior at the time. The truth of the matter is that you scared me."
"Me? Scaring you? Why in God's name would you have thought that?"
"Just the way you were always looking at me, always being near whenever I looked around. What I was seeing was what I thought was the behavior of a stalker."
"Me? A stalker?"
"Let me finish please. I don't think you ever knew my sister Abby. She is six years older than me and she graduated before we ever started high school. She went off to State to get a degree in Information Technology. There was a guy there who kept asking her for a date and she didn't like him and kept saying no to him. He did just what I saw you doing. Always looking at her and always being around her. In other words he was stalking her. One night at a party he grabbed her, pulled her into a room, locked the door and was in the process of tearing her clothes off of her. Some people heard her cries and kicked in the door and pulled him off of her. Later, when she told my parents what happened she described what had led up to the attack. That is what was in my mind when you came along."
"If you would have let me I would have shown you I wasn't that kind of guy."
"I couldn't. When you first asked me out I had a huge crush on Danny Freeman and I was trying to get him to notice me. If I had gone out with anyone else he would have seen it and stayed away from me so the first couple of times I said no to you it wasn't because I didn't like you. By the time I was over Danny I knew of what happened with Abby and I saw in your behavior exactly what she described as the behavior of her attacker.
"Looking back I can see that it was unfair to you, but in my defense I was a young inexperienced girl. When I stared going steady with Frank you stopped doing all the things that I thought of as stalking and I realized that I had been wrong about you. I thought about coming to you and apologizing for my behavior, but by then you were going steady with Pauline and I decided to just let it go. I was going to go back east to college and I never expected to see you again, but things didn't work out and I ended up staying here for school. So here we are."
"Well I'm happy to know that you no longer think I'm some weirdo and in light of your confession I can relax my stance and start calling you Becky instead of Miss Courtney. If you will excuse me I need to go find my date and see to it that she has a good time."
I got up and left her there with a shocked expression on her face. I don't know what she expected after telling me her story, but I doubt that indifference was on the list.
I found Sarah talking to Randy Combs and Rick Moore and I walked up to them. I received a "What are you doing here" look from Sarah and "Get lost" glances from Randy and Rick, but I ignored them and offered my arm to Sarah as I said:
"Our dance was interrupted. Let's finish it."
It was obvious she wasn't interested in spending time with me. She did her job and got me to where Becky could get to me so her work was done right? I was supposed to be Becky's problem now right? But she was my date and she couldn't tell me to buzz off without causing a scene and she didn't dare do that at Marlene's party or she would be on Marlene's shit list so she smiled at me and said:
"Let's do it."
"Who did you have set up to take you home tonight" I asked as we danced.
I could see that she was going to tell a lie, but then something in her face changed and she said "Randy."
"Well I don't want to ruin your evening so when we finish this dance I'll take off."
"Why are you going to take off? The plan was that you would be with Becky."
"Six years of being cold, distant and dismissive are just supposed to vanish after a ten minute talk? We will probably get along a little better at work and maybe after classes start back up, but that is all that happened."
The music stopped and I thanked her for the dance and started walking her back to where Randy was talking with Rick and Chuck Burns.
"What are you doing?"
"Taking you back to Randy and then leaving."
She grabbed my arm and stopped me saying "Oh no you don't. The rules are you dance with who brung you and you leave with who brung you. You are stuck with me until you take me home."
"This from the girl who had already set up Randy to take you home?"
"The thing with rules is that there are always exceptions."
She pulled me back out onto the dance floor and when I had her in my arms and we were moving around the floor she asked:
"Why haven't we ever gotten together Harry?"
"Only you can answer that Sarah. I asked you out enough times, but you always turned me down."
"I must have had a good reason at the time, although I can't remember what it might have been now. I'll have to think back on it and see if I can narrow it down. My problem right now is that I think I would like to correct the mistake, but I know that Becky is trying hard to get you and she is my friend. I don't want to lose her by poaching on what she wants."
"I can't for the life of me figure out why she would want to get me as you put it. She spent from the seventh grade until graduation giving me the cold shoulder. I just can't see her doing a hundred and eighty turn all of a sudden."
"All I know is that she pushed me to get you here and she said if things went the way she wanted she would be leaving with you."
"And her interest in me piqued your curiosity and now you are interested?
"Guilty as charged."
I laughed and said "Don't sweat it sweetie, good old Harry is loving the attention."
As we danced I saw Becky watching us and I couldn't tell from her expression what she might be thinking. After a bit I saw that she had gotten out on the dance floor with Bill Croft, but I still saw her looking my way every time I glance her way.
Towards midnight the party began to peter out so I took Sarah by the hand and went to find Marlene and say our goodbyes. Once in the car I asked Sarah if she would like to stop somewhere for coffee or a bite to eat and she said yes so I drove over to the Village in on Sixth. Over coffee and pie I asked her if our hanging together for the evening was going to hurt her relationship with Randy and she said no.
"We date occasionally, but there is nothing going on between us. We are pretty much each other's fallback position whenever we need a date for something."
"How is it going to affect your relationship with Becky?"
"It shouldn't. I don't know why it would. You were my date and she can't be pissed at me because you didn't go along with her program."
"That's tonight, but what about you going out with me after tonight?"
"Am I going to do that?"
"I don't know, but I'm asking. Would you like to go to the VFW dance with me Friday?"
She was silent for several seconds as the ramifications of a yes rolled around in her head and then she said yes.
Sunday after church I worked in the house and yard doing some chores that mom wanted done. About four I was pulling weeds out of the front yard flower beds when my mom yelled at me that I had a phone call. It was Sarah.



"I have to cancel on our date for Friday. I just got off the phone with Becky. She wasn't all that upset that last night didn't go as planned, but she got positively pissed when I told her about Friday. I don't want to lose one of my best friends over something that probably go anywhere,"
"I understand sweetie; maybe some other time."
As I hung up the phone I couldn't help but wonder about Becky and her actions. Why after years of snubbing me was she pushing? I could accept her reasons as she laid them out at Marlene's party for her behavior in the past, but why the aggressive behavior now? It just did not make any sense to me. As I went through the rest of the day thoughts of Becky and her current behavior would come into my mind, bounce around for a bit, leave and then return later.
She was a girl used to having guys flock to her and I wasn't so she had to pull me into her adoring crowd? She saw me as a challenge? She suddenly realized how charming and irresistible I was? Yeah, right, as if!
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday morning I was sitting at the desk in S&R when Becky came in. I looked up from what I was doing and smiled as I said:
"Good morning Becky. Have a nice weekend?"
Since that was one hundred and eighty degrees from the way things had been it took her by surprise, but she made a quick recovery.
"It was okay. It didn't go the way I wanted, but it was okay."
Things were busy that day and while Becky and I were always around each other our only conversations were about business matters. Tuesday and Wednesday were pretty much the same. Things took a turn about an hour after lunch break on Thursday. It was a slow day and I was sitting at the desk going through some shippers. Becky was sitting at the side table entering billing information into the computer when suddenly she spun around to face me and asked:
"Are you doing anything tomorrow night?"
That caught me by surprise and I looked at her with what was probably a WTF look on my face and answered "I beg your pardon?"
"What are you doing tomorrow night?"
"I don't know. Why?"
"I want to go to the VFW dance and I need a date. Since it looks like you are never going to ask me out I'm asking you."
I wasn't surprised by that. I was stunned! I didn't know why. I probably shouldn't have been considering the way she had behaved over the last week or so, but it still stunned me. I sat there looking at her with my mouth hanging open as my mind tried to process things.
"It isn't all that difficult a question Harry. There are two one word answers to choose from? Yes or no."
I finally shook the fog out of my head.
"I don't think that it would be a good idea given our work relationship and all."
"Oh get off it Harry. In a little over a month we will be out of here and back to school. Besides, our supervisor-subordinate doesn't mean beans. You can't show me any favoritism because you don't have the authority to promote me or give me raises. I'm part time summer help Harry. So what's it to be Harry? Yes or no?"
I have already mentioned that I've always had the hots for Becky right? I'll grant that by the time I'd started college I'd already accepted that she was unobtainable, but here she was making the first move. As I sat there and looked at her there was a small war going on in my mind. On the one side the voice was saying "This is too good to be true Harry so it probably isn't." The other voice was saying "Go for it Harry; it is what you always wanted." The first voice came back with "This won't end well Harry." The second voice said "She's a lovely young lady Harry and she obviously wants to get to know you better. Come on Harry; what have you got to lose?"
Some other guy may have been able to look back on those years of longing and say "Fuck no!" I couldn't do it.
"Yes."
"Yes what Harry?"
"Yes I would like to take you to the VFW dance on Friday."
When I picked Becky p on Friday I was reminded of why I had been hung up on her since the seventh grade. She was absolutely stunning in her little black dress and heels. I got a great shot of her sexy legs when I helped her into the truck and my pants were ready to burst by the time I got over to my side and got in. Once away from the curb Becky said:
"Still trying to get a handle on why?"
"It has crossed my mind a time or two."
"It is pretty simple really. I want to find out what I missed by being such a bitch to you at school."
"The truth is that you didn't miss much. I was so ga-ga over you at the time I wasn't thinking straight when you were around. I probably would have done something so incredibly stupid that you would have laughed at me and put me down. That would have hurt more than the indifference."
"You were ga-ga over me? Past tense? Does that mean I've lost a step or two over the years?"
"The fact that you have managed to get us both in this truck together should answer that one for you."
I had a great time at the dance. There were several people there that we knew including Sarah and Randy and we pushed a couple of tables together. Becky and I seemed to fit and we moved well together on the dance floor. At one time during a slow number she was in close and had her head on my shoulder and I was cursing the Gods for keeping it from happening sooner.
I did dance a few times with Sarah and a couple of other girls that I knew. During a waltz Sarah said:
"It looks like I missed my chance."
I laughed at that. You had chances galore girl, but every time I asked you for a date you turned me down."
"Yes I did because every time you asked me I was seeing someone else. You should have kept asking and sooner or later you would have caught me when I wasn't with someone."
"Damn! If I had only known."
"It isn't too late. If things don't work out with Beck and you can always give me a call."
"Yep. And be told sorry but I'm seeing someone right now."
"If I am I'll cut him loose rather than miss my chance with you."
I was thinking "What the hell is with these girls all of a sudden. All of a sudden I'm the flavor of the month?"
"I know just what you are thinking Harry."
"You couldn't possibly."
"Want to bet? You are wondering why, all of a sudden, girls are asking you out or are letting you know they are interested in you. Am I right?"
"Pretty much."
"A couple of reasons Harry. One is that girls talk and Paulie gave you extremely high marks so now that she is gone others want to see what it is that she thought was so great. The other is simple human nature. Someone else wants it so naturally you do too."
The song ended and Sarah pulled me towards our table before I could say anything to that. Her words came back to me a half hour later as I was dancing with Nancy Wilde.
"You seeing anyone now that Pauline is gone?"
"I've dated some, but I'm not seeing anyone in particular."
"I know what it is like. Since Rory got that full ride at Florida State I've been at loose ends too."
I'm not dense and I knew I'd just been given and invitation to call her. I was starting to wonder if Sarah wasn't right on the money. I'd gone to the bathroom and on the way back to the table I was stopped by Rita Duhman.
"How have you been Harry? Haven't seen you in quite a while."
"Around Rita. Mostly working and going to school."
"Pretty much the same for me. Rumor has it that you haven't hooked up with anyone since Paulie left. You've got my number. Give me a call. Got to go" and she hurried into the women's restroom.
My eyes followed her to the door and I was thinking about what Sarah had said. Gail was my first and for a while there I thought I had a great thing going. Until she told me that Eddie Catron had asked her for a date and she was going to go out with him. I was young and a bit stupid. She was fucking me and that meant we were forever right? I soon got over it and went the "She wants to date other guys? Well fuck her! I'll show her! I'll date other girls" route. So I did. I dated three or four others and tried to get in their pants with no success until I hooked up with Helen Geneva. We made 'the beast with two backs' until she pulled the same shit on me that Gail had.
Next was Pauline, but by the time I hooked up with her I'd come to realize that fucking didn't mean you were forever. I knew Pauline and I wouldn't last because I knew she was going to go back east for college and didn't plan on coming home except for summer break and the Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays.
Then something happened that made me wonder if I wasn't indeed dense. I'd just gotten back to my seat after walking Nancy back to hers. I sat down, picked up my drink (iced tea - I was driving) took a sip and as I was setting my glass down on the table Becky said:
"Am I going to have to fight to get out of here with you tonight?"
Not having a clue as to what she was talking about I just looked at her with a "What the hell are you babbling about" look on my face.
"It is obvious to me that damned near every girl you danced with here tonight wants you. I half expected Karin to drag you off the floor and out the door. Bev is looking at you like a cat getting ready to pounce on a mouse and even that traitorous bitch of a best friend Sarah is giving off "I want to take him home with me" vibes. So am I going to have to fight before the night is over?"
I swear to God I have no idea where it came from and I still can't believe I said it, but when she asked that question I just looked at her and said:
"Anything worth having is worth fighting for."
She got a weird look on her face and then said "That's it buster; we are out of here."
She grabbed her purse and stood up. It caught me by surprise so I was a little slow to react, but I did get up and she took my arm in what seemed like a possessive manner and led me out of the building. Once in the car she slid over next to me and put her hand in my lap and felt around for the hard lump she knew would be there. She found it and started rubbing it as she said:
"I am not a slut and I am not an easy piece of ass. What I am is a girl who goes after what she wants and that would be you. Find us a bed."
I might have been a bit stunned by the sudden way the evening had changed, but stunned or not there was no way on God's green Earth that I wasn't going to do what the girl I had lusted after since the seventh grade had just told me to do.
It only took me nine minutes to get to the Bide-A-Wee Motel on Colfax and four minutes to get us checked into a room. Once in the room Becky looked me in the eye and said as she undressed:
"Truth time Bubba. I know you are dying of curiosity trying to figure out my sudden change in attitude so I'm going to give it to you straight. You have something I want. At least I am hoping you do. I've already described things as they were in high school, but what I didn't tell you is that I have had my eye on you since freshman indoctrination. Because of the way you were in high school I thought that sooner or later you would make a move on me so I patiently waited. I waited, but you ignored me.
"Once I decided you weren't going to make the move I decided that I was going to have to. I had a problem. I've never had to go after a guy so I wasn't quite sure how to go about it without looking like a slut or an easy piece. What I was doing wasn't working so I decided I needed to be a little bolder and that is what got us to the VFW tonight. At the dance I saw how the others were toward you and I realized that if I was going to get what I wanted I was going to have to grab the bull by the horns and go for it.
By then she was naked except for thigh highs and heels. She took my breath away. I'd seen her in a bikini so I had a good idea of what she would look like without it, but I had no idea that what little it covered could be so spectacular. I'd like to say she was looking at me the same way, but I can't. The fact is that I was so stunned by what was happening that I just stood there and stared as she stripped and talked. There she was, gloriously naked, while I stood there like a doofus, fully clothed and drooling. She shook her head at me in what might have been disgust.
"I must have lost a step. Normally by the time I was unhooking my bra a guy would be naked and expectantly waiting. I guess I'll have to undress you myself."
She moved to me and reached for the buttons on my shirt. The sight of her moving towards me must have triggered something in my head that brought me out of my stunned stupor. I grabbed her wrist as her hands reached for my shirt buttons.
"Why?"
"Why what Harry?"
"This whole thing. This motel stuff. You didn't need to do this. After tonight's date I'd have asked you out again and I know you know it. So why this over the top move?"
"I told you it was truth time Harry and the simple truth is that if Pauline wasn't lying you have something I want and after what I saw on the dance floor tonight it seemed obvious, at least to me, that the rest of the girls want it too and I decided that I'd better nail you down before one of the others do. So over the top and here we are."
"I don't understand the Pauline thing. What could she have said that caused you to be interested in me?"
"At one of our pajama parties Pauline told us that you eat pussy Harry. Not only do you eat pussy, but you are damned good at it and that you actually seem to like it. True?" I nodded my head yes and she went on. "I've never had my pussy eaten and it is something I've always wanted. None of the guys I've ever gone with would do it. They were more than happy to get head, but return the favor? No way!"
"So I'm a sex toy for the night and tomorrow you go back to ignoring me."
"Get serious Harry. If Pauline wasn't lying you think I'll let you get away?"
"Might not be your choice. You might be a terrible fuck and piss poor at giving head. I do have standards you know."
Her face got an ugly look and she grabbed my shirt, jerked me over to the bed and pushed me down on it. She straddled my chest reverse cowgirl and her hands went to my zipper. While all this was going on I was doing my best to fight her off right? Yeah! As if!
She got my cock out and said "Piss poor head? I'll show you a thing or two Buster!"
And she did. I'd only been with three girls since losing my cherry and all three had given me head. Pauline was by far the best and she was my Gold Standard. Up until that night in room 127. Becky deep-throated me. First time in my life. Her nose was buried in my crotch hair and my balls were up tight against her chin. The term "Magic Mouth" came to mind. It only took her three minutes to get me off and then she did what none of the others, including Pauline, had ever done. She swallowed. She sucked me dry and when she pulled off me she snarled:
"How was that for piss poor?"
"Not bad for a beginner. Now get off me so I can get my clothes off."
She was still on my chest so she spun around and said "Not bad for a beginner? You'll pay for that asshole!" She scooted up until her crotch was right in my face, grabbed my head and held it while she pushed her beaver at my mouth. "Start paying asshole!"
I'd never been exposed to snarky words and a belligerent attitude in the bedroom before and I wasn't quite sure how to take it, but I did tell you how long I had lusted after her right? I attacked her pussy and she must have liked it because after a bit she started moaning "Yes yes like that yes."
Then she surprised the hell out of me by pulling her muff away from me and getting up. "OH fuck; what did I do wrong" I thought, but the thought evaporated when she got back on me in a sixty-nine.
It was another ten minutes or so before I was able to get back on my feet and get my clothes off. After that it was fuck and suck until I couldn't get it up again to save my life. Beck was trying to get one more out of me and when she couldn't make it happen she said:
"Not bad. I guess you'll do."
I was about to hit her with a wise-assed remark when I stopped and considered what she'd just said. "I guess you'll do." Did that mean she was going to hang onto me? If that is what she meant I was going to keep my trap shut.
She let go of my cock, snuggled up against me and fell asleep.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I woke up first and I sat up in bed and leaned back against the headboard and was looking down at her and wondering about what would come next when she woke up. She rubbed her eyes, looked up at me and said:
"It isn't that bad."
"What?"
"The look on your face. Whatever you are thinking can't be that bad."
"How would you know what I am thinking?"
"It is written on your face. I'll make it easy for you. No, we don't have to worry about getting me home right away. Knowing my mom as well as I do she probably isn't home yet. More than likely she is just waking up in a motel room like this one."
I raised an eyebrow at that, she noticed and said "Later. Next on this list is no, we don't have to go ring shopping today. Next is no, we don't tell our moms to start thinking about wedding plans. That about cover it?"
"Not even close. Do we do it before we shower, do it in the shower or after the shower."
"I vote for all three."
She didn't get three. After the night we'd just had the best she could get out of me was before the shower and in the shower and in the shower it was marginal at best. We checked out (threw the key on the dresser) and went to Denny's for breakfast. We ordered and then Becky said:
"I caught the raised eyebrow when I mentioned mom and where she more than likely was. Daddy died six years ago and my mom is a good looking healthy woman. She mourned for a year or so and then went looking for a replacement. She says she's never met another who could even come close to dad. I've told her that she never will because daddy was one of a kind and she was just going to have to settle for second best. She is still looking, but she is a healthy woman and healthy women need a sex life. She doesn't want to set a bad example for me so she doesn't bring them home. She still thinks I'm only ten years old and don't know what's going on. She thinks I believe her when she tells me she's had too much to drink and then drive and so she spent the night at Lilly's, Megan's or Bev's.
"Now that's out of the way we can address the next item on the list. Did you enjoy last night?"
"Of course."
"Would you like more?"
"Same answer."
"Enough to forsake all others?"
I frowned at that, but before I could say anything she went on.
"I'm not talking about taking wedding vows here. All I'm asking is can you be exclusive?"
"I'm not getting where you are going with this."
"Yes you do. You just haven't come to grips with it yet. I believe in telling it like it is so here goes. I went into last night - the going to the motel part - with the mindset that if Pauline wasn't lying I was going to wrap you up for myself, but if she had lied it was only going to be a one night stand. I was very happy to find out that not only was Pauline telling the truth, but she hadn't managed to impart how good you really were.
"Back to last night. I moved because I saw the way the others were looking at you. It was obvious, at least to me anyway, that several of them are going to take a run at you. I don't share my toys. So the question is can you be exclusive with me? Or are you going to be like a kid in a candy shop wanting to try out everything? I am assuming of course, based on your action in past, that you want me."
That this might occur had not entered my mind when we had walked into the room the previous evening. I'd been thinking that Becky just wanted to satisfy a curiosity and that it would indeed have just been a one night stand. I'm not going to tell fibs here. Yes indeed I would like to be like a kid in a candy store, but those other girls that Becky who Becky thought might be after me hadn't been burned into my brain since seventh grade. In other words they were all good looking and in a few cases even sexy looking, but they weren't Becky. If exclusive got me Becky then exclusive it was going to be. I just smiled at her and said:



"I can do the forsaking thing."
And I did. Over the next month the girls Becky had mentioned (and a few she didn't) did indeed take a shot at me, but I wasn't interested. Why would I be? Remember my saying that Pauline was my Gold Standard? Well Becky was the Platinum Standard. No way was I going to mess it up.
No, Becky managed to be the one to do that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We had been back to school a little over three months and we still had a lot of shared classes. One morning, it was a Wednesday, we were walking from out ten o'clock class to the student cafeteria and I asked her what she wanted to do on Saturday night.
"I'm going to the Tim McGraw concert."
"Damn girl; couldn't you have given me a bit more warning? I'm not sure I can get tickets this late."
"Greg already has them."
"Greg?"
"Yeah. I'm going with Greg."
Greg was a guy who had transferred in from some other school and he was in several of our business classes.
"Let me make sure I understand this. You are going out on a date with Greg Mortinson this Friday."
"That's right."
By then we had reached the cafeteria and Becky turned to go in, but I kept walking. I heard "Wait up Harry" and I turned to see her hurrying to catch up. "No thank you" I thought as I took off running.
We both had Introduction to Business that afternoon, but thankfully it was assigned seating so I didn't have to sit next to her. Luckily she was seated near the front (only two seats away from Greg I noted) and I was in the back so I was able to get up and be gone before she could get to me when class was over. We had no other shared classes that afternoon, but I wasn't going to be able to duck her after class. We were both still working part time at the business and outside of skipping work I'd be where she could get to me.
The good news is that Charlie was back and I was able to get him to assign us different areas. It wasn't going to stop Becky from getting to me, but it would slow her down and give my anger time to subside. At least some. I managed to avoid her until ten minutes before quitting time.
"What's wrong with you Harry? Why are you behaving like this?"
"You are a college student Miss Courtney so you can't be that dumb. What the hell did you expect when you tell me you are going to date another guy?"
"It doesn't mean anything Harry. He has tickets to the concert and asked me if I would go with him. You know how much I like Tim McGraw."
"Then what you should have done Miss Courtney was ask me to get tickets to the concert when you heard it was coming here. But you didn't did you? Remember back to our first night together. The night you brought up forsaking? The night you insisted on exclusivity? I didn't understand that it only pertained to me. My bad! Shame on me for being so naïve. In a way it is a good thing to find out now that our relationship is so weak that it can't beat out a date with a guy who has tickets to a concert. Now if you will excuse me I need to punch out and then go get on a phone and find a date for Friday."
I walked away from her and went home where I told my mom what had happened and that if Becky called I didn't want to talk to her. I went out to the patio, sat down at the table and started to rough out a paper I was going to have to turn in the following week.
Mom called me in for dinner and after eating I decided to do what I'd told Becky I was going to do. Find a date for Friday night. And then I smiled as I had an evil thought. If I could swing it who better to date than one of the girls she had wanted to beat out the night we had connected. My first choice would normally be Sarah, but though she said call if Becky and I didn't work out the fact was that she was still Becky's best friend. As pissed as I was with Becky I didn't want to deliberately ruin her friendship with Sarah.
I opted to call Nancy Wilde first and I was a little surprised when she said yes to a date with no hesitation. I didn't get the "What about Becky" until after she said yes. I just told her that Becky decided to date other guys and expected me to be cool with it and it wasn't going to happen. We made arrangements for Friday and I got back to work on my paper.
I managed to avoid Becky at school, but I couldn't avoid her at work. Given that she was the one who had fucked up things between us I couldn't understand her snarky attitude when she saw me. It started when she walked into the door and saw me.
"Did Mr. Studly find himself a date for Friday?" she asked in a sarcastic tone.
I decided if she wanted to go with attitude so would I.
"None of your business Miss Courtney."
She smirked and said "Thought so. Call me when you get tired of hearing no."
I walked away from her and managed to avoid her for the rest of the shift.
The next day I was sitting in the cafeteria having coffee and going over my notes on my last class when Becky came in, went through the line, saw me and headed my way. I gathered my stuff up and as Becky sat down I was getting up.
"Where are you going Harry?"
I ignored her and walked away.
My deal with my dad was that I would always have Friday off and every other Saturday off and this was my Saturday free weekend. It meant that once out of school I wouldn't see Becky again until Monday.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I picked Nancy up at seven and we went to dinner at the Outback Steak House. After dinner we went over to the VFW for the Friday night dance. We were having a good time although a few eyebrows were raised because I wasn't with Becky. We left around eleven and stopped at the Village Inn for pie and coffee. We had been there maybe fifteen minutes when Becky and her date walked in. They were laughing and smiling at each other until Becky saw us. I saw the sudden surprise on her face as she realized that I DID have a date and that date was with one of the girls that she was afraid was going to get to me before she could. Her eyes met mine and then I turned my attention to Nancy.
Becky and her date (I couldn't bring myself to mention his name) took a booth across the room and sat down. I couldn't see them because my back was to them, but apparently they could see us because Nancy said:
"Becky hasn't taken her eyes off of us since she sat down. Are you sure things are over between you two?"
"Think about it Nance. Is she with me or is she with another guy?"
"Point taken. I just didn't want to be the one to break things up."
"Rest easy sweetie; I didn't call you until after she hit me with the dating other guys bullshit."
"Can we get out of here? I'm not comfortable with her sitting there staring at us."
We left the restaurant and once in the car I asked her what she would like to do and she surprised me when she said "I kind of hoped you would like to take me to a motel."
My surprised showed on my face and Nancy said "Let's be honest here Harry. You have no real feelings for me and other than like - a strong like - but just a like never the less, we don't have a future other than some dates. With me so far?" I nodded a yes and she said "I had a great thing going with Rory. We made love three or four times a week until he left for Florida. I haven't been laid since he left and I'm climbing walls I'm so horny."
"Makes no sense to me Nance. You are one hell of a good looking babe. You should have lines of guys wanting to date you."
"I do, but all they want is pussy and where my pussy might want what they have I don't want my life to be a series of one night stands."
"So what makes me different?"
"You are a nice guy Harry. You are not an asshole and the picture that Pauline painted of you is that of a guy who won't fuck over you."
"But by your own words all I would be is a one night stand. No strong feelings, but just like right?"
There are one night stands and then there are one night stands. The first kind is wham, bam, thank you ma'am and the next day tell Tom, Dick and George "Hey, guess what? I fucked Nancy last night" and then there is the other one. The one where he wakes up in the morning, smiles, says "Thank you" and then leaves and no one hears a word about it from him. Pauline painted you as the second kind of guy. The kind of guy you wouldn't mind having a series of one night stands with."
"That's it? I'm a nice guy?"
She looked away and said "That and she says you eat pussy."
When she said that my mind went back to a night early in my relationship with Pauline French. We had dated off and on from the eighth grade to the tenth. At the begging of the eleventh I asked her to go steady and she said yes. We both turned eighteen during the second month of the eleventh grade (she was five months older) and up till then all we had done was have some damned hot make out sessions.
One Thursday Pauline told me to plan on being a shut in for the weekend. When I asked what she meant she told me that her parents were leaving for Vegas on Friday and wouldn't be home until the following Tuesday.
"Guess what we will be doing?"
"You mean it? Seriously?"
She did and we had a great time. It didn't start out well and it was mostly because of me and my mindset. Pauline told me that before we made love I was going to have to eat her pussy. No way was I going to do that. It was too gross. She peed from that place. True she had said, but I peed from my cock and she bet I wouldn't say no to a blowjob.
"That's different. I pee from it, but it doesn't bleed once a month."
"My sister (her sister was six years older and married) told me not to waste my time on a man who won't eat pussy. If he won't eat pussy he is an asshole who is using you to get what he wants and the hell with what you want."
The upshot was that it was a case of 'no eatee no fuckee' and I caved. Surprisingly enough I had liked it. I really got off on the way Pauline got off when I did it. She led me through it, taught me where the right places were and what to do when I got to them. I gave her what she wanted and then she rocked my world on that weekend and a whole lot of others that followed. I was going to have to write her and thank her for getting me started down that path because it got me Becky and now was going to get me Nancy. I smiled at Nancy and said:
"I guess I can be your sex toy for the night."
Nancy loved it as much as Pauline and Becky had. She wasn't as good at giving head as either of them, but as someone had once said "There is no such thing as a bad blowjob." I did however have to get Nancy home so there was no all-night loving followed by waking up snuggled up to each other in the morning. When I took her home we made a date for the next afternoon. Said date was spent at the Super 8 on Barclay which was followed by a Sunday date spent in her bedroom because her parents were gone somewhere for the day.
When I got home Sunday night I looked back over the weekend and I decided that I liked the way it went. Not just the sex, but sex with no fulltime commitment. Nancy and I could just be fuck buddies for as long as she was willing and there wouldn't be any hard feelings when she decided to end it because I knew going in that all it was going to be was a friends with benefits arrangement. We did agree that while we were 'one-night standing' that there would be no others for either of us.
++++++++++++++++++
One Monday I managed to avoid Becky at school, but I knew I couldn't avoid her at work. Much to my surprise she was cordial to me and didn't try to get me to talk to her. I know it sounds dumb, but I was both relieved and upset. Relieved because I didn't want the drama. But upset that she wasn't trying mend fences. I mean WTF! She is the one who fucked things up so shouldn't she be at least trying to ask for forgiveness?
She was cordial again on Tuesday and it wasn't until Wednesday that she addressed the situation. I was getting a Coke out of the vending machine in the break room when Becky came in. I took my Coke and went over and sat down at a tale. Becky got a bottle of water and then came over and sat down across from me.
"I hear that you and Nancy Wilde are spending a lot of time together."
Besides our weekend I had spent time with Nancy on Monday and Tuesday so I just nodded a yes.
"Was I that easy to replace?"
"As I remember it you released me from our so called committed relationship so that freed me up to date others. Nancy just happened to be the first one to say yes when I started calling around. She seems to like me and she is a fun date so yes, I keep making dates with her."
"Damn it Harry; why can't you get it through your head that my going to the concert with Greg didn't mean anything?"
"Not to you maybe, but it meant a lot to me. It meant that I couldn't trust you"
"That's just plain stupid Harry."
"No I isn't Beck. Remember our first night together? You wanted to have your pussy eaten. You wanted it so bad that you were willing to jump in bed with me to get it. Think back on it Beck. You told me that you went to bed with me to see if Pauline had told the truth about my eating pussy and that if she had you were going to wrap me up for yourself. Then you told me that if Pauline had lied we were only going to be a one night stand. Knowing your desire to have your pussy eaten and your desire to see Tim McGraw we have to wonder which desire was the strongest.
"Let us put getting pussy eaten on a scale and then going to see Tim McGraw on another scale next to the first. Which one weighs more? Or are they even? You were willing to fuck me just to find out if I would eat pussy so how do I know that you didn't fuck Greg just to get him to take you to see the McGraw concert?"
"You can't possibly believe that!"
"Sure I can Beck. I'm not sure how it went, but I can picture a likely scenario. You heard about the McGraw concert, mentioned it to someone along with saying how much you liked his music. Greg overheard and saw a chance to get in your pants and he went and got tickets. He let you know he had them and hinted that he was going to have to find a date for the second ticket. You couldn't go buy one because they were sold out nine hours after they went on sale so your only shot was Greg."
"Oh for God's sake Harry; it was just a date?"
"Get off it Beck! It was not just a date! Greg knew you were my girl. Everyone knew it! We walked into class every day holding hands. Greg knew it and he went after you anyway. You aren't stupid Becky. You knew what he was up to and you went along. Fuck what Harry thinks! I'll get to see Tim McGraw. Did you end up fucking Greg? I'll never know, but your saying you didn't won't cut any ice with me because I KNOW how far you are willing to go to get what you want."
I looked at my watch and then said "Got to get back to work" and I got up and left her standing there. Following that little talk Becky started avoiding me and I was glad that the drama was over with.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Nancy and I made it through another two months before she ended it. She met someone she thought might turn into a long time thing. I wished her well and life moved on.
My class schedule was heavy with papers needing to be written and research projects so stayed clear of the dating scene for a while. Both of us being Business majors meant that I still has shared classes with Becky and while we were cordial towards each other we didn't talk. Nods in passing is what it mostly was.
When I did finally get around to dating I would occasionally see her around with a guy. Never seemed to be the same one and I never did see her with Greg. She couldn't say the same about me. The girl I was with was the same every time I ran across Becky. Yep! Another one of the girls that Becky was trying to beat out back when she hooked up with me.
There was a bit of difference this time however. Marge wasn't one of the "Just wanted to see if you ate pussy" girls. In fact Marge as a little leery of me when I first asked her out. It was at the VFW dance and I had gone stag. I wasn't on the hunt; I just wanted to dance a little and enjoy myself.
I'd been there maybe an hour when I saw Marge come in and take a table. For ten minutes or thereabouts I saw keep looking at her watch, look over at the door and a couple of minutes later repeat herself. I walked over to her and asked:
"Would you like someone to talk to and dance with until whoever you're waiting for gets here?"
Marge smiled and said "That would be nice."
I sat down and asked "He won't be upset will he?"
"Not a he. Anna was supposed to meet me here."
"What happened to Mike?"
"Chelsea Marks happened."
I decided not to go there and asked her to dance.
Anna never did show so we sat and talked, danced and talked some more. Toward the end of the evening I asked Marge for a date.
"I don't know Harry. I just got rid of one jerk."
"And you don't want to take up with another. Is that what you are saying? That I'm a jerk?"
"I don't know Harry; are you? You dated Becky and she dumped you and then you dated Nancy and she dumped you. So what's wrong with you Harry? I'm not stupid and I know why they both went after you. They made no secret of the fact that they wanted to see if what Pauline said about you was true and I guess it must have been because they stayed with you for a while. But then they dumped you Harry. The question I have to ask myself is why?"
I sat there and looked at her for several seconds before saying "I could tell you Marge, but you probably wouldn't believe me because I'm a jerk right? You want to know ask Beck and Nancy. Thanks for the dances Marge. See you around" and then I got up and left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was one of my work Saturdays and dad decided that that I knew as much about shipping and receiving as I was ever going to know and he moved me to Accounting and that meant that I didn't work alongside Becky anymore.
At lunch time I hit the breakroom for a Coke and a bag of chips and I was sitting there sipping and munching when Becky came into the room. She came over and sat down - something she hadn't done in weeks - and said:
"I got the strangest call last night."
I just kept munching my chips and sipping my Coke.
"Marge Collins called me and wanted to know why I had dumped you. Why would she do that?"
"You'll have to ask her that."
"I didn't dump you Harry; you got all stupid on me and pushed me away. I didn't want that Harry."
"So tell Marge that."
I got up from the table and went back to work.
It was two weeks before I saw Marge again. It was at the VFW dance only this time I was the one sitting alone at a table. I would have prefer to sit at the bar, but all the stools were occupied when I got there. Marge came in, saw me and headed for me.
"May I join you?"
"You sure you want to be seen sitting with a jerk?"
She sat down and said "That's no way to be talking if our relationship is going to go anywhere."
"We are going to have a relationship?"
"That's what dates are for. To see if there is anything to build on. As I recall it you did ask me for a date. I never said no Harry; I did ask some questions and you told me where to go for the answers. So I did it. I got the answers and now the only question is when are we going to have our first date?"
"How about tomorrow? Dinner and a show?"
"I'd like that. Come on; let's dance."
We spent the evening drinking, dancing and talking. I found out that she had called Becky (already knew that) and she had called Nancy.
"Nancy told me about the arrangement the two of you had. Told me she was sorry she let you go. Seems her new man doesn't measure up when compared to you."
At first she didn't tell me what Becky had said and there was no way in hell that I was going to ask. I guess she figured out that I'd like to know, but wasn't going to go there so she told me.



"At first Becky was pissed at me because I told her I was thinking of dating you. She had hoped that after your fling with Nancy you would find your way back to her. Then she told me what happened and how much she regrets it."
I just shrugged, said "Her choice. Let's dance."
My date with Marge went off on schedule and we had a good time. I got a nice kiss when I took her home and a date for Tuesday. That date led to a couple more. On the end of our fifth date when I walked her to her door she said:
"Are you ever going to make a move or am I going to have to do all the work?"
"I seem to remember a discussion about jerks. I didn't want to be one."
"Oh for Christ's sake Harry; we already put that nonsense to bed. Now I think it is time to put us to bed."
"She unlocked the door and led me in. We undressed each other and Marge said "Go slow with me Harry. There hasn't been anyone except for Mike and that's been months now."
She never mentioned it, but I know what was in her head. She was one of the girls Pauline had talked with and Marge as much as told me that she knew damned well why Becky and Nancy had hooked up with me to begin with. So without a word about it being said I went down on Marge. I worked on her for four or five minutes and got an "Oh sweet Jesus" out of her before moving up and moving in.
It was a long and exhausting night. Fortunately it was one of my off Saturdays and I didn't have to get up and go to work. Marge fixed us breakfast and over bacon and eggs she asked:
"What are we going to do the rest of the day?"
"Whatever you would like."
"I don't think so. We had to quit last night because I couldn't get you up again. You are not going to be able to go all day and then be any good tonight."
"I thought you liked me and now I find out I'm only a fuck toy for you to use."
"Yes and you are loving it."
"I guess there is that."
The weekend was sex filled although we did go out and do some other things.
Marge and I lasted through the school year and then she had to Arizona for some family thing and she never came back. I never heard from her again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
During the summer I was back to full time at work and of course so was Becky. We managed to be cordial to each other, but neither of us went out of our way to take any farther that a "Good morning" when we got to work and a "Have a nice day" when we left.
Then one Wednesday I was in the breakroom having coffee and a donut when Becky came in and sat down at the table with me.
"I need to ask you for a favor Harry. A really big favor."
"What's up?"
"I need a date for this Friday and Saturday."
"Why me?"
"Because my family likes you."
"I don't understand."
"It is my cousin Carol's wedding. The rehearsal dinner is Friday and the wedding Saturday. My family doesn't care for the guy I'm seeing now. I was told quite frankly not to attend if he was going to be my date. I can't miss Carols wedding Harry; I just can't, but it seems like they don't want me around if I'm with someone they don't like. I know they like you because back when we were together I was told several times not to let you get away. I'm desperate Harry. Help me out? Please?"
I didn't have anything else going for the weekend and it really be more of a public appearance that a date so why not. I told her I would do it. She laid out the logistics. We would drive up to her uncle's place in Fairmont early Friday and get there in time to relax by the pool before dressing for dinner. After the wedding we would attend the reception that would be over by ten and then we could either drive home that night or stay the night and leave Sunday morning.
I'd expected that Becky would use the car ride trying to convince me that we should get back together again, but she surprised me and all she talked about were school things and work things. She told me that dad was going to move her out of shipping and receiving and put her in Purchasing but I already knew that. Dad liked her and her work ethic and he had asked me if I thought she might like to go full-time after graduation. I told him I thought she might and he said he was going to move her around so she could learn more of the business.
She hadn't told me that her uncle's place was a mansion.
When I got there I was introduced to her Uncle Aaron (Call me Ron) and her Aunt Tabbitha (Call me Tabby) and Carol who was the bride to be. Tabby told Becky she had put us in the bedrooms in the west wing and suggested we go unpack and then join the group around the pool. Becky led me to the east wing, pointed to the room that would be mine, told me to get my trunks on and she'd take me to the pool.
I unpacked, hung up what needed to be hung, put on my bathing suit and went out into the hall where I found Becky waiting for me. She was in what some might laughingly call a bikini, but it didn't have any more material to it than a men's handkerchief. I had instant wood. She of course knew what affect her non-bathing suit would have on me and she stood there smirking. I wrapped my towel around my waist and said:
"Lead the way."
When we got to the pool I found out it was two pools. One was an Olympic size designed for swimming laps and the other was a kidney shaped leisure pool. I also found out that Becky was not the exception - she was the rule. There were about a dozen of Carol's friends there and all of the females had on almost nonexistent bikinis. They guys were either in the pool hiding their erections or sitting around with towels covering their laps.
There were a couple of older women in bikinis, but theirs were a bit more modest. One of the older women was the most spectacular woman I'd ever laid eyes on. Almost six feet tall, hair the color of a raven's wing that fell to her ass, green eyes and a body to kill for. She had the classic hourglass figure. Becky saw me looking at the woman and she read the look on my face and said:
"No you wouldn't."
"No I wouldn't what?"
"Drag her off to your cave and have at it."
She took me by the hand and pulled me along over to the woman.
"Aunt Abby this is Harry. Harry, this goddess is my Aunt Abby."
Aunt Aby looked me over and said "If you drop him give him my number. He looks yummy."
Becky laughed and said "Aunt Abby is the family man eater. Don't let her get her hands on you. She would reduce you to a worn out husk in less than a month and then toss you on the pile of her other worn out conquests."
Aunt Abby laughed and said "I'm not that bad."
"Says the women who has killed four husbands."
Aunt Abby laughed again and said "Don't piss me off little girl or I'll take him away from you just for spite."
"How about it Harry? Could she take you away from me?"
I stood there staring at Aunt Abby and Becky said again "Could she take you away from me Harry?"
Another couple of seconds of silence on my part and then "I'm thinking; I'm thinking."
Both of them laughed and Becky said "I'd better get you away from her. Come on; I'll introduce you around."
As we walked away I looked back at Aunt Abby and she winked at me. I swear I almost came in my suit.
As we made the rounds and I was introduced I was glad the beach towel I had wrapped around my waist was a large and fluffy one. It concealed my boner as Becky introduced me to one hot female after another. I already knew that Becky's mom was a stone fox and it must have run in the family. I swear there wasn't a female member of Becky's family who was less than a ten on the ten scale. Truth was most of them were twelves and thirteens. Her sixty year old grandmother was a solid twelve for Christ's sake. The only ones I didn't get introduced to were the guys in the pool hiding their hard ons. I met them when I jumped into the pool to do the same thing. One came up to me and said:
"I take it you are Becky's?"
I nodded a yes and he stuck out his hand. "Tom Halder. I'm Carol's about to be unless I can somehow score Aunt Abby."
I laughed and said "With you on that one" I said as I took his hand. "Harry Belmont. She told Beck to behave or she would take me away from her. It was all I could do to keep from screaming "Do it; do it." He laughed and then introduced me to the rest of the guys in the pool. We had an enjoyable time and I even got some laps in before Becky told me it was time to dress for dinner.
Becky was stunning in her LBD and I have to admit I didn't look too shabby myself in my grey pin stripped suit and maroon tie. The rehearsal went off without a hitch and at the dinner that followed which was held at the country club Becky and I were seated with two of her married cousins and their spouses. The conversation over dinner was pretty much them trying to find out more about me and my relationship with Becky. I didn't tell them there was no relationship and that I was just a date. Becky on the other hand was leading everyone to believe that the next big wedding could possibly be ours. Fortunately, before the shit got too deep the band started playing and people got up to dance.
I danced with Becky's mom and she just grinned when she felt my hard on. I got the same grin from Aunt Tabby and even her sixty year old grandma. Becky thought it was a riot.
"When we get married I'll have to keep you in a chastity belt when you are around my family."
I was having too good a time to ruin it by reminding Beck that I was only her date for the weekend. The high point of the evening, at least for me, was when Aunt Abby came over to our table, took my arm, said "My turn" and then led me out onto the dance floor. It was a waltz and I pulled back when she tried to pull me in close.
"Don't you dare" she murmured in my ear as she pulled me back to her. "In case you don't realize it that is the sincerest form of flattery a woman can get" and she pushed her leg at my erection. "I'm just sorry that I won't get to see it or play with it." There was a short pause and them "Or do I have a chance?"
"What?"
"You might be fooling everyone else here, but not me. I don't know what the game is, but Abby isn't being fooled. It is obvious, at least to me, that Becky is into you. It is equally obvious to me that you are not as into her. Am I right?"
I nodded a yes.
"So tell me."
"I'm just her date for the occasion. She didn't want to come alone so I agreed to come with her."
"There is more to it than that. There has to be. She isn't hiding her feelings; they are out there for all to see."
The music stopped and the bandleader said they were going to take a break. I started to lead her back to her table, but she grabbed my arm and said "No. Follow me" and she led me out onto the terrace and over to one of the stone benches that lined it. We sat down and she said:
"Tell me. I want it all. The real nitty-gritty."
I have already mentioned how spectacular she was and as I sat there with her I wanted to do what every man who saw her wanted to do. Rip her clothes off, enter her and then do your level best to make sure she never ever wanted to push you away. And she knew it and she used it to get what she wanted. I don't mean she would fuck you to get it, but she would use it, for lack of a better way to put it, to cast a spell over you to get you to do what she wanted. And it worked. I was under the spell and I opened up and let it all out. All of it! She listened and then she laughed.
"You poor boy! You think the girls only want you because you eat pussy? Did it not ever occur to you that once they were with you they might want to stay? That they had found out you were more than just a magic mouth?"
"How many of them ever stuck around? They all bailed on me so I must not have had all that much going for me other than the magic mouth."
"That's all pure bullshit Harry and you know it. You knew up front where you stood with Nancy. As far as Marge goes you don't know why you never heard from her. She could have been in an accident and is in a coma in some hospital for all you know. And Becky didn't bail out on you; you kicked her to the curb. Why couldn't you have accepted what she said as the truth and then continued on? See if it ever happened again? I can tell from the way my niece is behaving that she very much wants to be yours. Why not give it a shot Harry? What have you got to lose?"
We both sat there in silence for several moments and then "Are you really good at pussy eating Harry?"
"Some girls think I am."
"I like my muffin munched on so I'll make you a deal. You give my niece another shot and if it doesn't work I'll let you play with it. It's a can't lose situation for you Harry. Think on it."
She stood up and said "Music is playing again. Let's dance."
I swear every eye in the place was on the door when we walked in. Everyone wondering what Harry and 'man-eater' Aunt Abby had been up to? We danced to three numbers and then I walked her back to her table before returning to mine.
Fortunately Becky was out on the floor with the bride-groom to be so I didn't have to face her questioning. At least not until later. Becky stayed out on the floor for another dance, this time with the best man. I was watching them when Becky's mom pulled me off my seat and out onto the floor. It was another slow one and as she moved in close I tried to pull back a little (I have mentioned that the woman is a stone fox right?) but I felt her grip tighten so I just let things happen. She smiled when my hard cock poked her leg, but unlike Aunt Abby she didn't say anything. At least not about the poking. What she did say was:
"What were you and my sister doing out on the terrace?"
I tried to be cute and said "She wanted my body, but I fought her off."
"Don't try that crap on me young man. In the first place we both know if Abby wanted you she would get you and in the second place Abby would never poach on a family members man and third, and by no means the least, Rebecca is Abby's favorite niece not to mention that she is also Rebecca's godmother and she would die before doing anything to hurt Rebecca."
"She just wanted to know what my attentions were toward Becky."
"That's it? You were out there that long just answering a question?"
Something inside my head snapped and went instantly from enjoying a dance with a sexy woman who seemed to like my dick poking her leg to being pissed off by a bunch of overbearing females butting in on me.
"If you need to know what went on ask your sister."
The music stopped and I started to walk her back to her table. She grabbed me by the arm and tried to hold me back.
"I'm not through talking to you."
"That's what they call a conflict Mrs. Courtney. You want to talk, but I don't."
I pulled loose and left her on the dance floor and went back to my table. Becky was there when I got there. The look on her face was one of disbelief.
"Did you just walk away from my mother and leave her standing on the dance floor?"
"Yeah. I guess that was me."
"How could you do that? How could you be so rude?"
"It was easy. All it took was for me to get sick of the women in your family sticking their noses in where they don't belong."
"Is that what happened with Aunt Abby?"
"See? You too. Everyone just has to know about me and Aunt Abby. It isn't anyone's business except mine and Aunt Abby's. Enough of this; let's dance."
"I don't think so. You just managed to ruin the mood."
"Oh no you don't! Don't be putting it on me. It was your pissy attitude when I sat down that got us here. Instead of jumping my ass you should have waited until you could talk to your mother and find out from her what went down.
Luckily I had driven from Uncle Aaron's to the club so I stood up and Becky asked where I was going.
"You don't want to dance and I don't feel like just sitting here and drinking so I'm going back to my room" and I walked away leaving her siting there.
When I got back to the room at Uncle Aaron's I debated on just grabbing my stuff and heading for home, but then I decided to be a responsible adult for a change. I'd brought Becky so I needed to be the one to take her home. Not that she couldn't have handled it without any trouble, but what was right was right.
I was in bed and almost asleep when there was a knock on my door. I got up and went over to it and was reaching for the doorknob when I heard:
"Open up Harry; it's Abby."
I opened the door and Becky pushed past me and into the room. She spun around and pushed the door closed.
"I wasn't sure you would open it for me, but I somehow knew you would open it for Aunt Abby."
I still wasn't fully awake and didn't offer any resistance when Becky pulled me over to the bed and pushed me so I fell on my back. I'd just gotten enough of my wits back around me to say "What are you doing" but by then she was already doing it. Ever try to push a girl away when she was giving you a blow job? You have any better luck in doing it than I did? Maybe there are some guys who could do it, but I wasn't one of them.
When she decided that she had me where she wanted me she pulled her mouth off me, climbed on me cowgirl and as she sank down on my erection she said:
"You can be such an asshole at times, but you are MY asshole and you need to get used to the idea Harry. YOU ARE MINE and I'm going to keep you if you like it or not!"
And then she fucked me. It wasn't love making - it was pure-assed fucking! I looked up at her riding me and saw her tits bouncing around. I reached up, took hold of her shoulders and pulled her down to where I could get my mouth on them. Eventually I reached the point where I just had to get off, but it wasn't going to happen in the cowgirl so I rolled her over onto her back and started driving hard. She'd gotten off twice in the cowgirl and she got off one more time before I got mine.
I fell to the bed beside her and was catching my breath while looking up at the ceiling when I felt her hair dragging across my stomach and I raised my head and looked down and saw Becky going for my dick again. I dropped my head back on the pillow and said to myself "Let it happen. To hell with trying to fight it; jut let it happen." She worked on it until she got it up and then she pulled her mouth off me, got on her hands and knees and said:
"Puffy fuck me Harry. Be a good doggie and bury the bone in your bitch."
When it was over I found out that it wasn't. Beck went down on me again and even though I thought she was wasting her time Becky proved me wrong. It did take her a while, but she did eventually get it up. Again she got on her hands and knees, but this time she said:
"My ass Harry. This time I want it in my ass."
I'd had ass before and I'd loved it, but I knew that there wasn't any going straight at it unless the girl was a fucked out whore so loose it didn't matter or unless it was someone you wanted to hurt and punish. I got off the bed and headed for the bathroom as Beck wailed:
"Get back here Harry. Get back here. I need this."
I ignored her, went into the bathroom and got my Pantene Conditioner out of my travel bag and then went back to Beck. She was still on her hands and knees looking at me confused until she saw what I had in my hand. Suddenly she realized that she hadn't been thinking clearly when she assumed the position and told me to take it. I used my fingers, thumb and the Pantene to get Becky ready and then I slowly started to work my way into her butt. I took it slow and easy giving Becky time to get used to it. Once fully in I slowly fucked her until she started pushing back at me and I heard her moan:
"Oh yes, oh God yes; I never knew, fuck my ass fuck my ass."
I picked up the pace, but I'd already cum twice so I wasn't going to be getting off for a bit. I kept fucking Becky's ass and then some something happened that I didn't expect. Becky had an orgasm! I didn't know girls could do that. I'd done Pauline, Nancy and Marge in the butt and they had never orgasmed. Becky came twice more before I got my release.



Once I started to go soft I let go of her hips and she fell forward onto the bed. I got up, went into the bathroom, washed my dick and then walked back to the bed.
"What the hell was that all about?"
"I had to show you that I was yours. That meant that I had to give you my all. You had to know that you had all of me. I meant what I said when I first came into the room Harry. You are mine and I fully intend to keep you whether you like it or not so it was only fair that you have of me."
"And I have no say in the matter?"
"No you don't! I made up my mind I was going to be the mother of your children and your bedmate until death did us part. Okay; I admit I got stupid when Greg waved the Tim McGraw tickets at me, but regardless of what you thought at the time all he got out of me was a goodnight kiss on the cheek. I never went out with him again even though he asked me at least a dozen times. I didn't start dating again until it looked like I'd lost you and wasn't going to get you back. Then I woke up to the fact you were gone for sure if I didn't get my ass in gear and go after you. I remember someone once telling me "If it is worth having it is worth fighting for." So here we are and I ain't letting you go. You can say "Don't think so" and push me away, but I'm always going to be around. If you are out on a date and I see you I'll horn in on you. I'll be you shadow Harry. I'm always going to be there. I have weapons I can use. You dad likes me. Thinks I'd be a great daughter-in-law and give him beautiful grandchildren. I'll get him to make sure we always work together so I'll always be close enough to work on you. Don't fight it Harry; I always get what I want and I want you."
While she had been talking she had been playing with my dick and it started to react. She giggled and said:
"At least part of you wants me."
I have mentioned a couple of times how stuck I was on this girl right? It was still there and I couldn't deny it and just that quick we were back together. ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three months following graduation we were married. In the space of the next five years she did indeed give my parents three beautiful grandbabies. Looking back over my life since saying "I do" I realize just how happy I am that Becky decided that anything worth having was worth fighting for and that she went after what she wanted.
I was in good with Becky's family. Real good with the female part. Every dance or social function I attended with them that included dancing I was out on the floor with them. I have mentioned that on my ten scale they were all elevens or better right? They still created hard ons and they delighted in pushing my buttons.
Aunt Abby was especially merciless. During one dance Aunt Abby (on her sixth husband by then) said:
"I guess I'm never going to get my muffin munched on am I?"
I could push buttons too and I smiled at her and said:
"Don't know about that. You are Becky's favorite aunt. If you ask her she just might let you borrow me."
She stopped in mid step, took a step back, looked at me and then broke out in a loud belly laugh. I stood there with a smirk on my face while everyone in the place stared at the spectacle. I don't think that anyone had ever made Aunt Abby lose it like that in public and I could tell from the looks on the faces of the other ladies there that I was going to have to tell the story.
I walked Aunt Abby back to her table and then I had to hit the men's room. When I got back to my table I saw Becky and Aunt Abby talking and smiling at each other. I sat down and Becky turned to me and said:
"Aunt Abby and I were just talking. You do know she is my favorite aunt right? Anyway she has a request."
I looked at Abby and saw she had this devilish grin on her face and I thought "Oh fuck Harry; what have you done now?"
They both read the look on my face and broke out laughing.
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Part One Shayla
+++++++++++++++++
I wasn't worried. Max had been my boyfriend for six months and Andy didn't have a clue. And I knew my Andy. He would be so desperate to keep me that I knew he would go along with it even if he didn't like it. Max wanted to take me to Cancun for a week and I decided to go. I decided to break it to Andy after dinner on Wednesday. That would give him two days to get used to the idea.
I fixed his favorite meal and opened a bottle of Merlot to go with it. When we finished earing I said:
"I'm going to Cancun for a week. I'll be leaving from work on Friday and should be back a week later on Saturday afternoon."
I couldn't read the look that came his face at the news.
"Alone?"
What a stupid question!
"Of course not silly. Nobody goes to Cancun alone."
"Who?"
Another silly question. He really didn't need to know who and I certainly wasn't going to tell him.
"You don't know him."
Still a look on his face I couldn't read.
"When will I be served?"
"Served?"
"Yes dear; when will I be getting the divorce papers?"
"Divorce? Oh no sweetie; there isn't going to be a divorce. This won't hurt us. I just feel the need for something a little different. You are and always will be my main man. This is just a little fling."
"A fling is a once or twice thing. More than that and it is an affair and if I'm right it has been going on for about six months now. It has probably been longer, but six months ago is when I finally got it in my head that you were cheating on me."
How could he know? I was extremely careful to keep it hidden.
"It has only been four months and it will be over when I get back."
That was partly true. It had started six months ago, but it was only kissing and make out sessions at first. I didn't give it up to Max until four months ago and it would be over when I got back from Cancun.
"Have fun then. I'll sleep on the couch until you're gone."
"Oh no you won't! I'm going to spend the next two nights before I leave thanking you for letting me do this. If I do it right you won't be able to get out of bed to go to work in the morning."
"No thank you. Save it for your lover. You need to be fresh and eager for him when you get to Cancun. And besides that we need to get one thing straight here. I'm not letting you do anything. You told me what you are going to do; I'm just not putting up a fight. As far as the couch is concerned I'll be sleeping there because I don't want to be in bed with you and getting sloppy seconds. I could handle it when I only thought you were cheating, but knowing for sure changes things."
This was not going the way it was supposed to. I knew he would be upset, but he loved me and he always - ALWAYS - gave me what I wanted. Oh well, not to worry; I'll just have to work a little harder to bring him around.
"I've never given you sloppy seconds."
"Just seconds then. Still the same thing."
"You are looking at it the wrong way honey; I'm giving him seconds. Look at it this way; I've been giving him your leftovers. Yes, I have been going behind your back for a bit, but it hasn't hurt us any. We still make love four or five times a week. I shower you with love and attention and I don't ever intend to stop. You are my man."
"Whatever. It doesn't change anything. Since you have him you no longer have me."
He was pissed, but then I'd known he would be. I knew how to get to him and reel him back in. At bedtime I walked into the living room naked except for what Andy called my "Come fuck me" heels. He had never been able to keep his hands off me when I wore my heels. He looked up from the TV and saw me.
"This is yours baby and has always been yours so stop the foolishness and come to bed."
"No thanks. It isn't mine and by your own admission it hasn't been mine for four months."
"Don't be this way baby; you know I love you."
"Maybe, but just not enough. At least not enough for me. And one other thing. We haven't been married three years and you are already finding other cock. That tells me that I'm not getting the job done in the bedroom. Knowing that I'd only disappoint you again if I took you up on your offer I'll take a pass on it."
"You are fine in the bedroom; I just wanted something a little different."
"I call bullshit on that. I could maybe, just maybe, buy it if it took place seven or eight years after we were married. The seven year itch thing, but after only a little less than three years? No way. Now leave me alone. I need to get some sleep before I go into work tomorrow."
He rolled over and turned his back on me. He must really be pissed if he could turn down me in my heels. Maybe honesty wasn't the best policy. Maybe I should have told him it was a work related trip. I did have to go on them from time to time. Usually only for two or three days, but it would have been a hell of a lot easier to sell a work trip than a trip to Cancun.
I'd wake him in the morning with a blow job. That should help mellow him out. Wake him with a hummer and when h was stiff climb on and ride him cowgirl. That would do it. I set the clock to wake me an hour earlier than usual and went to bed.
When the clock went off I got up and headed for the living room with a smile on my face as I imagined what Andy's face would look like when my mouth on his cock woke him up. My smile faded when I found out he wasn't on the couch. A quick look around the apartment showed he was gone. Oh well, all was not lost. We had never gone more than two days without making love so Andy would be primed and ready when he got home from work.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At work Max wanted to know how Andy had taken the news. He'd been against my telling Andy what we were going to do.
"He's a man babe and his ego is going to take a hit. He will not take it well."
I didn't want to let him tell me "I told you so" so I lied and said Andy hadn't been happy, but he had accepted it and told me that I was going to have to make it up to him.
At eleven Max asked me to take a long lunch with him and I turned him down.
"I need to fuck Andy's socks off tonight and I don't want to disrespect him by giving him sloppy seconds."
"You can clean yourself in the hotel bathroom."
"I've never gone to him after doing you and I'm not going to start now. Save it. You are going to need it if you are going to keep up with me during our week in Cancun."
"I guess I can wait two days."
"You will be getting a week" I thought "and you had better enjoy it because when the week is over with so are you."
I was sorry I ever took up with Max. I didn't even know why. Bullshit Shayla; you know exactly why. Donna Sue told you how big his cock was and you had never a really big one and curiosity got to you. It was as big as advertised and you liked it. I liked it a lot, but if I didn't break myself away from it I could end up messing up my life. When I got home I fixed dinner and put on a mini skirt and my heels. Andy was in for a night he'd never forget.
When he wasn't by eight I put dinner in the fridge. He could have it as leftovers. When he wasn't home by nine I took off the skirt and heels, took a shower and then started to pack for the trip. I was just finishing my packing when Andy got home. I was still nude from the shower when Andy walked into the room. I smiled at him and said:
"Hurry up and get naked baby; I want to ring your chimes."
He ignored me, got some underwear out of the dresser and went out to the couch. I went out to him intending to convince him we would be okay, but he turned his back to me and ignored me. Maybe in the morning after a good night's sleep he would be more welcoming to a talk. Except in the morning he was already gone when I got up.
I had to try once more. I called the shop and Brady told me Andy wasn't there yet. I asked him to have Andy call me as soon as he got there. Five minutes later the phone rang and I answered it.
"What the hell do you want?"
He sounded harsh.
"We need to talk baby. Can you meet me for lunch?"
"Nothing to talk about Shay. The time for talk was before you started your four month lapse in judgement."
"That's what we need to talk about sweetie. I need to convince you that this isn't going to hurt us."
"That's the problem Shay. It has already hurt us. Or at least me anyway. Have fun on your trip. Goodbye."
As I hung up the phone I wondered if I should forget the trip and be waiting for Andy when he got home that night. I gave it some serious thought and then decided to go. The damage was already done. I'd admitted that I'd gone behind his back for four months. I would have to eat a lot of crow when I got back and it would probably take a while to get Andy back in the fold. I knew my Andy. He had wanted me for too long just to walk away from me. That's what I loved about him. The fact that he would do whatever it took to please me and make me happy. That's why I married him in the first place. He was like a puppy; eager to get my attention and willing to do anything to get it. It would take a while, but I'd bring him around.
I remembered high school and how Andy always had his eyes on me and I had often wondered why he never made any attempt to ask me out. Not that it would have done him any good back then. He was a cute guy but Andy was a follower and I was a girl into take charge guys. When we graduated I went off to college and never expected to see him again. In a way college was what got Andy and me together. I'd had fifteen boyfriends in the four years I was in college, but none of them were husband material. They were all good in bed, but none of them would give me what I needed in a husband.
As I mentioned earlier I was a girl who was into take charge guys, but the problem with take charge guys was that it was all about them. I was expected to bow to their wishes. Weird right? I was into them, but at the same time didn't want to be what they wanted which was a girl who would take a back seat to them. I just wasn't a back seat kind of girl. I wanted to be the one calling the shots. I could fuck them, but I couldn't live with them. I finally accepted that if I was ever going to be married I was going to have to find a guy who would treat me like a queen and let me have my way.
After I graduated and went to work I dated a lot, but never found what I was looking for. I was beginning to believe that the man I needed did not exist and then fate sent me to Brady's Collision. I saw Andy and remembered him from high school and I remembered the way he was always looking at me. I also remembered my assessment of him as a follower. He was good looking and a likeable guy so what did I have to lose? I'm sure I surprised the hell out of him when I went over to him and hugged him. The man behind the counter said:
"I take it that you know each other."
"Andy and I were classmates in high school. I wanted to be more than classmates, but I could never get the idiot to ask me out."
"Careful of who you call an idiot" Brady said. "He's the one who will be working on your car."
I asked Andy what time he got off work and he said five which was only an hour away so I said instead of calling a cab I would wait for him to get off work and he could give me a ride home. Once I was in his pickup truck I asked:
"Buy a girl a drink" and I almost laughed when I saw the look that came over his face. I guess he wasn't used to girls who went after what they wanted. He sounded a bit flustered when he said:
"Wont that piss off your husband?"
"I don't have one of those things" I said and then I threw in "I don't have a boyfriend either" and I saw surprise register on his face.
He took me to Bud's Bar and over drinks we caught up on the years since we had last seen each other and then I hit him with the same question he had asked me earlier. I didn't see a ring and I needed to know.
"Is your wife going to be upset with your stopping to have a drink with me?"
He smiled and repeated my words back to me.
"Don't got one of those things. Don't have a girlfriend either."
He had just taken a sip of his drink and he almost spit it out when I asked "Taking applications?"
He recovered enough to say "I am."
"You have a form I need to fill out?"
"No; just a verbal commitment."
"When is our first date and what will we do?"
He didn't know it, but that was the perfect thing to say to a girl who liked being in charge. I told him what I wanted to do and I saw a strange look come over his face and he said: "Start here or do you need to go home first."
"I need to go home and change."
"Then let's finish our drinks and get out of here."
He dropped me at my apartment and told me he would be back in half an hour. When he rang my bell and I opened the door I just knew that fate had sent me to that body shop. Andy and I were mirror images of each other. He was dressed identical to me. Cowboy boots, Levis, bush popper shirt and a black cowboy hat. I laughed and said:
"Well aren't we the pair."
After the waiter had taken our order and headed for the kitchen Andy asked "How long have you had private detectives on me?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know my favorite restaurant, you know where I spend my weekends and you even know what I always eat when I come here. You even knew how to dress to match me tonight. You must be having me watched."
"Maybe it's just fates way of letting us know we belong together."
He sat there open mouthed and just looked at me.
"What's the matter Andy? Not used to girls being assertive and going after what they want? I saw the way you looked at me all through high school and I kept waiting for you to ask me out but you never did. Back then my mind set was that girls don't ask boys out; boys have to ask girls. As a result we never connected. Four years of college taught me that if you want something you need to go after it. Fate put me in that body shop today. I saw you and took my shot and here we are."
I had a great time that night and over the next three months he did everything that convinced me he was the man I needed. He never did anything without asking me first what I wanted. He was great in bed and the best pussy eater I had ever run across. Yes indeed he was perfect for me and while I may not have been head over heels in love with him at the start I came to love him and when he asked me to marry him I said yes. We had three great years and then I let curiosity get the best of me. Dumb! Not just dumb, but stupid!
My work was cut out for me when I got back from Cancun, but I knew my Andy. It might take a bit, but I owned him and we both knew it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had a great time in Cancun. Skin and scuba diving, para-sailing and laying on the sunny beach during the day, dancing and drinking in the evening and being fucked by that monster cock at night. I was going to miss it, but Max wasn't a keeper and Andy was.
When we got back to town I let Max know it was over between us and I don't think it even bothered him. He would just move on to the next girl who was curious. As I drove home from the airport I planned out how I was going to handle Andy. I knew it was going to take a week or so to bring him around, but I knew my Andy. He was mine and he knew it. As I unlocked the door to the apartment I knew one thing; Andy was going to get laid tonight even if I had to rape him to get it done. I opened the door and went into the apartment.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Stay tuned for Part Two - Andy. Coming soon to a computer screen near you.



            Andy

            A follow up to Shayla.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/andy-5

Title: Andy

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A follow up to Shayla.

Tags: loving wife

Series: Andy


Part Two Andy
I'd had my suspicions for some time, but I was the kind of guy who buried his head in the sand and hoped it would all just go away. But it didn't go away and then came the day my wife grabbed me by the nape of my neck, jerked my head up out of the sand and confirmed my suspicions.
We had just finished dinner on a Wednesday evening and it wasn't "Honey; do you love me" or "We need to talk." It was a straight out, in your face:
"I'm going to Cancun for a week. I'll be leaving from work on Friday and should be back a week later on Saturday afternoon."
"Alone?"
"Of course not silly; no one goes to Cancun alone."
"Who?"
"You don't know him."
"When will I be served?"
"Served?"
"Yes dear; when will I be getting the divorce papers?"
"Divorce? Oh no sweetie; there isn't going to be any divorce. This isn't going to hurt us. I just felt the need for something a little different. You are and always will be my man. This is just a little fling."
"A fling is a once or twice thing. More than that and it is an affair and if I'm right it has been going on for at least six months now. It has probably been longer, but six months ago is when I finally got it in my head that you were cheating on me."
"It has only ben four months and it will be over when I get back from Cancun."
"Have fun then. I'll sleep on the couch until you're gone."
"Oh no you won't. I'm going to spend the two nights before I leave thanking you for letting me do this. If I do it right you won't be able to get out of bed to go to work in the morning."
"No thank you. Save it for your lover. You need to be fresh and eager for him when you get to Cancun. And besides that we need to get one thing straight here. I'm not 'letting' you do anything. You told me what you were going to do; I'm just not putting up a fight. As far as the couch is concerned I'll be sleeping there because I don't want to be in bed with you and getting sloppy seconds. I could handle it when I only thought you were cheating, but knowing for sure changes things."
"I've never given you sloppy seconds."
"Okay; just seconds then. Same thing."
"You are looking at it all wrong honey; I'm giving him seconds. Look at it this way; I'm giving him your leftovers. Yes I have been going behind your back for a bit, but it hasn't hurt us. We still make love four or five times a week. I shower you with love and affection and I don't ever intend to stop. You are my man."
"Whatever. It doesn't change anything. Since you have him you no longer have me."
I got up and got the clothes I would need for work the next day, got a blanket and a pillow and took them out to the couch. Then I turned on the TV and channel hopped until bedtime.
Shayla made one more try. She came out of the bedroom naked except for high heels and said:
"This is yours baby and always has been so stop this foolishness and come to bed."
"No thanks. It isn't mine and by your own admission hasn't been mine for the last four months."
"Don't be this way baby; you know I love you."
"Maybe, but just not enough. At least not enough for me. And one other thing; we haven't been married three years and you are already finding other cock. That tells me I'm not getting the job done in the bedroom. Knowing that I'd only disappoint you again if I took you up on your offer I'll take a pass on it."
"Your fine in the bedroom; I just wanted something a little different."
"I call bullshit on that. I could maybe, just maybe, buy it if it took place after we'd been married seven or eight years. The seven year itch thing, but after only a little less than three years? No way! Now leave me alone. I need to get some sleep before I go to work in the morning."
I stripped down to my boxers, turned off the lamp, pulled the blanket over me and turned my back to her. I did not say goodnight.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a fitful sleep and I wasn't really rested when I got up in the morning I got dressed and out of the apartment before Shayla woke was up. It would disrupt our usual morning routine of having breakfast together and kissing each other goodbye as we left for work, but I didn't care.
I had toast and coffee at a little café close to work and as I sat there I wondered why Shayla thought she could just matter of factly tell me what she was going to do and expect me to say "Yes dear" and just let it go, but as soon as I had the thought I knew the answer. It was because I always gave her what she wanted without any fuss. Whatever she wanted I gave here without question. Why? Because I was pussy whipped and afraid I would lose her if I didn't keep her happy.
Yes; I was that insecure. I'd never understood why Shayla was with me anyway. She was the "It Girl." The Prom Queen, The Homecoming Queen, head cheerleader and the most sought after girl in school. Me? Not so much. Not even close. The word that described me was average. Not bad looking, but nothing exceptional. I played all the ball sports - foot, base and basket - but was not a star in any of them. Good enough to make the team, but not a standout in any of them. Just your average player.
I didn't stand out in the classroom either. I got good grades, but not great ones. A solid B student. Again, just average although I did get straight A's in History. I was average and I knew it and I accepted it. That was the problem; knowing it and accepting it.
I did all right with the girls I dated. I didn't have trouble getting dates, but they weren't the dates I really wanted. There were several I would have loved to date - Shayla being the top of the list - but never asked because I thought they were out of my league. They were the girls who dated he guys who were the teams stars and I never asked any of them for dates because I was just average and they were so far above average that I knew - just knew - they wouldn't have anything to do with me so I never bothered to ask.
I guess another way to put it was that I lacked confidence in myself.
++++++++++++++++++++
I'd met Shayla in the eighth grade. My father had gotten a promotion and he moved the family here when he had to relocate to start his new job.
When I first saw Shayla it was love/lust at first sight (at fourteen they were the same) but it was almost instantly that I figured I had no chance with her so for the next five years it was look, want, but take no action.
We knew each other and were friends of a sort. I'm sure you know what I mean when I say "Of a sort." We talked some since our lockers were right next to each other and we saw each other several times a day as we got something out or put something in the lockers. If the cafeteria was crowded and there was an empty seat at my table she would join me and over the years we were thrown together three times when the teacher assigned a group project and we ended up in the same group. So we saw each other a lot and spoke often, but that was the extent of it.
We graduated and Shayla went off to Michigan State and I doubted that we would ever see each other again.
I went to a community college and learned paint and body repair. When I graduated I found a job at Brady's Collision and I'd been there just over two years when Shayla came back into my life. I'd just finished a paint job on an83 Mustang and I went up to the office to get my next job. Brady was talking to someone on the other side of the counter and that someone was Shayla. She saw me and said:
"Andy?"
"Hi Shayla."
"I want more than just a "Hi" she said as she came around the counter and hugged me. Frankly I was at a loss for words. It was the first time that Shayla and I had touched.
"I take it that you two know each other" Brady said.
"Andy and I were classmates in high school."
She stepped back and looked at me and then stunned me with "I wanted to be more than just classmates, but I could never get the idiot to ask me out."
Brady laughed and said "Careful of who you call an idiot. He's the one who will be working on your car."
Shayla looked at her watch and then asked me what time I got off. I told her five and she said:
"That's only an hour. I was going to call a cab, but I'll just wait for you to get off and you can give me a ride home."
Wait she did once in my truck she asked "Buy a girl a drink?"
I couldn't believe it. The girl I had spent years wanting actually asked me to have a drink with her.
"Won't that piss off your husband?"
"I don't have one of those things. Don't have a boyfriend either."
That just didn't compute. The sexiest girl I'd ever known and she had no significant other? No sir; that just did not compute. I did learn later that she lied to me. She did in fact have a steady boyfriend, but she broke up with him when I started dating here.
I took her to Bud's Bar and over drinks we caught up on the years since we had last seen each other. She had finished college and had gotten a job as a design engineer. Then she asked if my wife was going to be upset at my stopping for a drink with her. I smiled and sent her own words back to her.
"Don't have one of those things. Don't have a girlfriend either."
"Taking applications?"
Whoa! What was going on here I thought. I actually put both hands under the table and pinched myself to make sure I wasn't sleeping and it was all a dream. Figuring I had nothing to lose I said:
"I am."
"You have a form I need to fill out?"
"No; a verbal commitment will work."
"When is our first date and what will we do?"
"Ladies choice."
"In that case I pick tonight for our first date and we will do dinner at Tres Amigo's and dancing at Buckskins."
More whoa! How did she know my favorite restaurant and the place I usually spent my weekends drinking and dancing? I might have been mystified, but I was smart enough to take what I could get.
"Start here or do you need to go home first?"
"I need to go home and change."
"Then let's finish our drinks and get out of here."
She gave me directions and it turned out that her apartment was only three blocks away from mine. She went inside and I hurried home to change out of my work clothes and into what I usually wore to Buckskins. Cowboy boots, Levis, brush popper shirt and a black Stetson.
When I rang Shayla's doorbell she looked like my twin when she came to the door. Boots, jeans, brush popper shirt and black cowboy hat. The only difference was her shirt was a different color.
"Well are we a pair" she laughed.
On the drive to the restaurant she quizzed me on the dances I knew and I listed them all for her.
"I can do the Cowboy Cha Cha as a line dance" she said, "But I've never done it as a couples dance."
"Then tonight you will get to learn."
At Tres Amigo's the surprises kept coming. She ordered first and she ordered three cheese and onion enchiladas with rice and beans which is what I always had when I ate there. After I ordered I asked:
"How long have you had private detectives on me?"
"Whatever do you mean?"
"You know my favorite restaurant, you know where I spend most of my weekends, and you knew how to dress to match me tonight. You even know what I always order when I eat here so I have to conclude you have been having me watched."
"Maybe it is just fates way of telling us we belong together."
I sat there open mouthed; stunned at what she had just said.
"What's the matter Andy? Not used to girls being assertive and going after what they want?"
I just sat there speechless and she went on.
"I saw the way you looked at me all through high school and I kept waiting for you to ask me out, but you never did. Back then my mindset was girls don't ask boys out; boys have to ask girls out. As a result we never connected. Four years of college taught me that if you want something you need to go after it. Fate put me in that body shop today. I saw you and took my shot and here we are."
Three months later I asked her to marry me and she said yes and here we were three years later.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For three years I had said "Yes dear" to everything she wanted. I'd done it for two reasons. The first is I wanted to show her how much she meant to me. The second was because I was afraid if I didn't I'd lose her.
You have to remember that I'd always thought Shayla was way out of my league and I could never understand why she wanted me. Until now. She knew how desperately I wanted her and she knew I would do anything to keep from losing her. She knew it and she was using it now with this Cancun thing.
For three years she'd read me right. I would do anything to keep from losing her. As long as I didn't know for sure she was cheating on me we had a chance. Once I was sure she was cheating she was lost to me. I didn't lose her; she took herself away from me.
I would be forever grateful that the fates had given me those three years, but Shayla was gone. She just wouldn't know it until she came home from Cancun.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got off work Thursday I went to buckskins. They had free line dance lessons on Thursdays so I drank and danced till ten and then I went home. Shayla was packing for her trip when I got there. I ignored her, took some clean underwear from the drawer and went out to the couch. She did try one more time to entice me into the bedroom, but I turned my back on her and tried to fall asleep.
It was another fitful night and since I couldn't seem to sleep anyway I got up and left the house around five. The only place open at that hour was the Waffle House so I had breakfast there, drank coffee and read the newspaper until it was time to go to work.
When I got to the shop Brady told me that Shay had called and that he had told her I wasn't there yet and she asked him to have me call her. I didn't want to do it. There was nothing that needed to be said. Even if she wanted to tell me she wasn't going to go on her trip it was too late for that. But it would probably be the last time we talked so I picked up the phone and made the call. When she answered I said:
"What do you want?"
"We need to talk baby. Can you meet me for lunch?"
"Nothing to talk about Shay. The time for talk was before you started your four month lapse in judgement."
"That's what we need to talk about sweetie. I need to convince you that this isn't going to hurt us."
"That's the problem Shay; it has already hurt us. Or at least me anyway. Have fun on your trip. Goodbye Shay."
"Trouble in Paradise" Brady asked as I hung up the phone.
"The worst kind. I hate to do this boss, but I'm giving a week's notice. I need to be out of town and I need to be gone by next Saturday."
"That bad?"
I told him what was going on and he said he didn't blame me and that he probably would have done the same if it was him.
When I got home that night Shayla wasn't there and she didn't come home that night so I guessed she was on her trip. If it wasn't for all the other people on board the plane I would probably have gotten down on my knees and prayed for the plane to crash and be lost at sea.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I had seven days to do what I had to do. On Saturday I bagged everything in the apartment that was Shayla's and took it over to Goodwill. On Sunday I packed everything of mine except for what I would need to get me to the next Saturday. I left the banking and credit cards alone for the time being. I didn't want her refused early enough to make her rush home. I'd cancel the cards on Thursday. That way if she was denied she wouldn't be able to get home before I left.
What was really going to piss her off was the money. When we got married we decided to hold off on having kids for the first five years. Along with that decision we decided to start a house fund to build up a substantial amount for a down payment on a house. We each put ten percent of our take home pay into the account every pay day. Shay made a third more than I did and her ten percent payments were larger than mine. I intended to clean out all the accounts when I got off work Friday.
When Shayla got home Saturday she would find my wedding ring on the toilet seat with a note that said:
"You might as well flush this down the toilet the same way you flushed our marriage."
I wasn't going to go for a divorce; I was just going to go. A good paint and body man could always find work and that was my plan. Put at least two states between us and find a job. After my being gone a year Shayla could divorce me for abandonment.
If for some reason she wanted to find me and did I would just pack up and be gone again, but I didn't think she could find me. I was named after my grandfather and when he passed I was his only living relative. I was the one who had to handle things when he died so I knew his social security number and I even had his card among some papers that I'd kept. He hadn't been eligible for benefits when he died so there was no one applying for survivor's benefits. A far as Social Security knew he was alive, but not working. I'd use his social when applying for a job.
My driver's license was good for another three years and I'd just renewed the plates on my truck, When I cancelled the credit cards I wouldn't ask for a new one in my name so there wouldn't be a credit trail to follow. I doubted that she would try to find me. My leaving and all the actions I'd taken should tell her clearly that I wanted nothing to do with her anymore.
+++++++++++++++++++++
Late Thursday I cancelled all the credit cards and then I put I a full day at work on Friday. At quitting time Brady handed me my final pay check, helped me load my tools on the truck and then shook my hand and wished me well and then I headed for the bank. I left the bank with twenty-seven thousand dollars and a smile. I drove home and there were no messages on the answering machine so I guessed Shayla hadn't tried to use a credit card yet.
I got a good night's sleep and at 8:10 in the morning I put my final action in play. Three men and a truck that had Acme Junk Removal painted on the side showed up and I gave them every last thing in the apartment. When Shayla got home she would find the apartment as bare as it was the first time we looked at it. All she would find was my ring and the note on the toilet seat.
At 12:10 I was on the road and headed south and west. My only regret was that I wouldn't be there to see the look on her face when she walked into the apartment and it all hit her.
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I'd just finished changing the magneto on a Cessna 172 when I heard a car pull up to the hanger. I turned and looked, saw who it was and then swore.
"Shit!" I said to myself. "How in the fuck did she find me?"
The person in the car was my wife Antonia. It had been a little over a year since I'd last seen her and I had hoped to never see her again.
She sat in the car staring out at the runway looking like she was trying to work up the courage to get out of the car. Finally the door opened and she got out of the car and headed for the office. I'd gone a year without talking to her and while it looked like I was going to have to now I could put it off a little longer.
I used the Tow-Buddy to get the Cessna out of the hanger and then I got into the airplane, fired it up and taxied to the run-up area. I did a complete system check. The Cessna had full tanks and I briefly toyed with the idea of calling the tower and getting clearance to taxi to the active runway and takeoff. Only problem is that it wasn't my airplane and I just couldn't see going to jail just to avoid talking to Toni.
I left the run-up pad and taxied to the tie-down area next to the hanger. I chocked the wheels, tied the aircraft down and walked towards the hanger. My thoughts as I walked were not so much on how she had found me, but more along the lines of why did she bother? There was nothing here for her. The note I'd left on the kitchen table the day I left should have told her I was done with her and why.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Antonia Piper in the seventh grade. The family had just moved to town because my father had been promoted to manager and was given the local plant when the current manager was killed in an auto accident.
I hated having to move away from all of my friends to go someplace where I didn't know a soul. A lot of that hate faded when I saw Toni. I know a lot of folks say you don't really fall in love when you are only thirteen. They say that at that age all it is is puppy love and it will happen to you several times before you are really old enough to experience true love. All I know is I locked on Toni and I stayed locked on Toni until the day I caught her cheating on me.
There was just one small problem; I was locked on Toni, but to her I was just another classmate. I asked her out a dozen times in the seventh, maybe two dozen in the eighth and another dozen in the ninth and got nowhere. Things changed in the tenth.
I turned eighteen the summer vacation before the tenth and my doting grandparents (both sides) got together and gave me a car for my birthday. It was ten years old, but they had a mechanic go over it and make sure nothing was wrong with it before they gave it to me. Eighteen and in the tenth grade? Yep! I was a sickly child and I didn't start kindergarten until I was seven and then I had to repeat the eighth grade because of a burst appendix.
When I started the tenth grade I was the only kid in class with a car. Several others during the tenth got cars, but I was the only one who had one for the first ten months. The big thing about having a car in our town was that if you had a car you could go to the drive-in movie.
Suddenly Toni was receptive when I asked her for a date. After several dates we were making out at the movie and when I took her home after a date. I asked her to be my steady and she said yes. The next three and a half months were great and then one Thursday we were at lunch in the school cafeteria and I asked her what she wanted to do on Friday and she looked away from me and said she already had a date for Friday.
"With who?"
"Roger Wilson."
"Why Toni? I thought we were going steady."
She just looked away and wouldn't answer. I got up and walked away from the table leaving Toni there looking at my uneaten lunch.
I might have been hung up on Toni, but I wasn't totally stupid. It wasn't hard to figure out Roger Wilson. He was the second kid in the tenth to get a car, but Roger's father owned the local Ford dealership and Roger's car was a brand new Mustang convertible. So I watched them date and felt sorry for myself.
I didn't like Roger anyway. He was an arrogant asshole. I guess he thought he was hot shit because his family was one of the wealthiest in town. Even though I didn't like him I was always civil to him until the day in football practice I hit him during a scrimmage and he got up and said:
"Hey dick breath; no need to take it out on me because you can't hold on to your woman."
I was half a second away from creaming his ass before I caught myself. If I went after him the coach would kick me off the team and I loved the game too much to let that happen. I just turned and walked away from the asshole. Good move AND bad move on my part.
God move because it kept me on the team; bad move because it made Roger think that I was afraid of him. I guess I made it worse by avoiding him so that I wouldn't get into a place where I could wax his ass. He took that to be further proof I was afraid of him.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then Roger did something that got his ass grounded.
There was an Elvis movie on at the drive-in that weekend. At lunch Toni came up to me and asked if she could join me and I of course said yes.
"Why haven't you called me?"
"Why would I? You broke up with me."
"No I didn't. You got up and walked away before I could explain."
"Explain?"
"Yes. Brian; I wasn't breaking up with you. I dated Roger long before I dated you and during that time he got me to promise that when he got a car I would be the first one to ride in it with him. When he got his car he reminded me of my promise. It wasn't easy for me to do considering you and I were steadies. To me a promise made is a promise that has to be kept. It would only be one date, but you never gave me a chance to explain and after you walked away from me you stayed away from me. I'm not doing anything this weekend. Hint hint."
I said earlier that I'm not stupid, but I also mentioned several times about how hung up I was on this girl right?
I picked her up at six and we drove to the drive-in. We necked before the first movie (it was a double feature) which was a western and all I can remember about it is that it had Randolph Scott in it. We necked during the intermission and then watched Elvis do something in Hawaii. I took her home and we made out for half an hour a block from her house. Saturday was a date at Skate city with more making out when I took her home.
Sunday we both had family things to do so we didn't see each other again until Monday at school. At lunch Toni dropped the bomb on me.
"We can't be steadies any more. My mom got on me about it. She says I'm too young and that I need to date others. We can still date, but she doesn't want me dating any one boy more than once a month."
"So after our next date I have to wait a month to date you again?"
She looked away and then back at me and said "Your date for the month was yesterday."
Did I believe her? Why wouldn't I? Parents did stupid shit like that all the time.
"We can still have lunch together and talk right?"
"Sure. You bet."
I had lunch with her on Tuesday and Wednesday but on Thursday she was sitting with Roger when I got to the cafeteria and then again on Friday so it didn't come as a surprise to me when I saw her in Roger's car on Saturday.
Sunday, whatever Gods there be smiled down at me. My next door neighbor was Mary Anne and she was a senior so even though we liked each other we didn't date. Her car wouldn't start and she needed to get to her job at Burger Barn so she asked me if I could run her to work. I pulled into the back and let her out and then decided I'd go in for a milkshake. As I got out of the car Roger Wilson came out, saw me, took a couple of steps my way and said:
"Hey, asswipe, thanks for taking care of my girl while I was stuck in the house."
"Glad I could help" I said and then I nailed his ass. I was stomping the shit out of him and yelling:
"Asswipe am I? Then I guess I need to do what asswipes do and wipe your sorry ass."
I wailed on him four a couple of minutes before Max, who owned Burger Barn, and a couple of others pulled me off of Roger and I heard Mary Anne say:
"I saw the whole thing. That guy called Brian a bad name and then hit him. All Brian did was fight back."
I looked at her and she smiled and winked at me. Then Max said "I don't care who started it. Take your shit someplace else. I don't need it in my parking lot."
They turned loose of me and I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It did not escape my notice that the one date a month policy of Toni's mom did not extend to Roger who I saw with Toni on the following weekend. In the back of my mind I knew I was being played, but it seemed that the front of my mind was where I spent most of my time and the front of my mind was locked on Antonia Piper.
It was a little over a month later and I was again sitting in the school cafeteria when Toni came up and asked if she could join me. I said yes and she sat down and asked:
"Why haven't you called me?"
"Called you? Why?"
"It has been a month and I can date you again."
"Has it really been a month?"
As I said that I was looking at her and wondering if she really hadn't noticed that I'd seen her with Roger on three of the last four weekends. I might have been locked on and stupidly hung up on the girl, but I still had to wonder just what kind of game she was playing. Whatever it was I was going to play along. If one weekend a month is all I could get I was going to take it and pray things would change for the better. That thought brought me up short.
"I get one weekend a month right? The whole weekend?"
She looked down for a couple of seconds and then looked back up at me and said "Sorry Brian, but mom's rule is one date not one weekend."
It was a fight! Even as blindly stupid as I was over the girl I knew that sooner or later I was going to have to grow some stones in dealing with her and it might as well be sooner than later. I looked at my watch and said:
"Got to run or I'll be late for class."
I got up and she said "What about our date?"
"There's nothing good on at the drive-in and the Arcade is closed for repairs. I'll wait for a better time to get my one date" and I walked away leaving her sitting there with a shocked look on her face.
There were other girls in my class who were interested in a guy with a car and when I was hit with Toni's one date rule I looked around to see what could do to fill in the time between my dates with Toni. I don't know if Toni paid as much attention to who I was with as I did to who she was with, but if she did she would have seen me with a half a dozen other girls (some more than a couple of times) at the Arcade, Skate City, the movies and the miniature golf place on Piedmont. She might even have seen me make out with one at the drive-in. I don't know, but the Gods were on my side that day.
I had study hall before my last class and we were allowed to do it in the library. I was sitting at a table when Mary Anne (my neighbor) sat down on a chair opposite me.
"You doing anything tonight?"
"No plans. Why?"
"I need a favor. A huge favor."
"If I can do it you got it."
"You know I've been going steady with Rick Spence right?"
"Knew you were seeing him a lot, but didn't know he was your steady."
"Well he is; or was anyway. He is supposed to be seeing his grandparents tonight, but a little birdie tells me he is really going to be taking Mandy Taylor to the drive-in movie."
"And?"
"I want to let the asshole know he isn't putting anything over on me. I want you to take me to the drive-in. I want him to see me making out with another guy while he thinks he is putting something over on me. Can you do it?"
"Pretend to make out with you?"
"Who said anything about pretend?"
She was pulling my leg right? I sat there looking at her like I thought maybe she'd flipped out on me. She smiled and said:
"Think of how your stock will shoot up when word gets out you were seen making out at the drive-in with a hot senior chick."
"You're serious."
"As death sweetie. It won't mean a thing if he thinks I'm faking it."
"How do you see it happening?"
I couldn't believe how simple it was. We were parked down the street from Rick's house and we followed him to Mandy's and then to the drive-in. We were right behind him when he paid and tagged along behind him to where he parked. Our luck held and the parking spots on both side of him were open. Mary Anne told me to take the one on his left side so her passenger window would be next to his driver's. She was wearing a hoodie so even if he looked over he wouldn't know who she was until she was ready for him to.
Rick and Mandy got out of the car and went to the concession stand to get popcorn or whatever and Mary Anne rolled down her window and took of her hoodie. When she saw them coming back she said:
"Show time sugar. Just remember; ignore him and whatever he does and concentrate on me."
When Rick was at his door and reaching to open it Marry Anne said "Get over here Brian. We came here to make out not stare at a blank screen."
I moved over to her and our lips met as Rick recognized her voice and bent to look in the window. His eyes went wide and he quickly pulled back and got in his car.
When it got dark enough for the movie to start Mary Anne's tongue was so far into my mouth I thought she was going to try to lick my belly button from the inside. She had me hot enough to explode when she broke the kiss.
"Time for Act Two."
"Act two?"
"Back seat time."
"I don't think so."
"Why not?"
"I didn't expect that. I don't have any rubbers."
"No sweat sugar. One of the rules in The Handbook for Girls is never ever count on the guy to think ahead. I've got us covered" and then she laughed and said "Excuse the pun."
I was no stranger to sex. On my eighteenth birthday my cousin Lou who was two years older and a college student took me to a frat house kegger and I got to pay a couple of visits to their mattress room. Lou gave me a handful of rubbers and insisted I use them.
"Never know with these babes. Better safe than sorry."
Later on I saw one of the girls at Burger Barn and she recognized me. She came over to me and asked me if I wanted to play and after that we did we got together several times. And no! I never tried anything with Toni. She was too pure and above that. Yeah; I know. I was just plain stupid when it came to that girl. Anyway; back to the drive-in.
"Are you sure about this?"
"You bet sugar; it won't mean shit if I don't make it real for him."
I just shook my head and said "I don't understand."
"What's to understand? I'm just showing the fool that he just threw away the best thing that ever happened to him and in a way that will hurt."
We got in the back and Mary Anne handed me a rubber and took off her panties. I opened my fly, put on the rubber and then Mary Anne guided me into her. Mary Anne was very vocal.
"That's it baby; pound my pussy. Make me cum. Do it baby; do it. Harder baby; pound me."
I of course did my best to accommodate her. It went on for several minutes and then suddenly she seemed to stiffen and she started moaning "Yes yes yes yes" and then she screamed out "FUCK YES" and her pussy clamped on my cock and I busted my nut. We were still for a bit and then she said:
"Pull it out baby. I need to check the rubber and make sure it didn't break."
She checked it, tied it off and dropped it on the floor. And then, as if the evening hadn't already been weird enough the driver's door opened up and Mandy Taylor got into the car. She looked over the seat at us and said:
"How was he?"
"Better than most and a little bigger than I expected. What are you doing here?"
"You know me girl. You've known me since the second grade. You know when something bothers me I go straight at it."
"So?"
"So I'm here with a date who can't keep his attention off of this car. It wasn't until the dome light went on when you moved to the back seat that I saw it was you. You know me girl; I don't poach on a friend's territory, but Rick told me that you guys had an argument and broke up. I guess I could have called you and checked, but why would he lie. He knew, or should have known, that we would be seen and it would get back to you. Anyway he is over there all nervous and I finally figured out he was afraid you would see him. I hate being lied to so here I am checking things out."
"He probably is afraid that I'll see him. He is supposed to be visiting his grandparents tonight; at least that is what he told me. He thinks he is putting something over on me. What he doesn't know is that I'm not here by accident. Helen Liss was in the booth next to you when you guys made the date and she told me. I made sure I could be here so I could rub his nose in being busted."
"How could he be that stupid? He had to know you would find out."
"He's a boy. What is it that all of us girls know about boys?"
"They are usually dumb."
"Hey" I exclaimed.
"Oh hush Brian" Mary Anne said, "You going to try and tell me you don't do dumb shit?"
She had me there so I shut my mouth.
"I'd better get back to the dumb fuck" Mandy said and she opened the door to get out and then I heard her exclaim:
"Oh shit! That miserable fuck!"
"What" Mary Anne and I asked at the same time.
"He just pulled out. The asshole just drove off and left me here."
"No sweat; we will get you home. Right Brian?"
"We can do it."
Mary Anne and I got out of the back and moved up front. The girls made me sit in the middle. The movie had already started so we settled in to watch it. Maybe a half hour later a hand started rubbing the lump in my trousers and when I looked down it wasn't Mary Anne's hand. I looked over at Mary Anne and saw her looking at me.
"Watch the movie Brian; just watch the movie."
Ten minutes later there were two hands working on a much harder lump. I watched the movie. A couple of minutes later my zipper was being pulled down. I watched the movie. A minute later Mandy had my cock in her mouth and I watched the movie. After a minute or so Mandy took her mouth off my cock and asked:
"Anyone really care about the movie?"
"Not a bit" Mary Anne said. "I've done what I came here to do."
"Then let's get out of here."
"And do what?"
"Go to my house. My parents are in Vegas for the weekend."
"Cool" Mary Anne said and started the car. Nobody asked me shit so I just sat there as Mary Anne drove us out of the drive-in and Mandy went back to sucking my cock. Mandy got me off just as we pulled up in front of her house and she surprised me. She swallowed. I didn't think girls did that. I'd had my dick sucked before, but never to completion. At the frat house party I'd been to I just put it in whatever mouth was empty and I only kept it there until one of the lower holes opened up. Then Mandy said:
"Not bad. A little nutty; I could get used to it."
Mandy started to get out of the car and asked "You guys want to coming in?"
"A bed instead of a backseat? Out of the car Brian; move it!"
It was like I was in a dream of sorts. It had to be a dream. The entire night was like some teenaged fantasy. Mary Anne prodded me out of the car and we followed Mandy inside the house. Once inside Mandy said:
"I've got Mountain Dew, Coke and Vernor's Ginger Ale. What would you like?"
Mary Anne said Coke and I said Vernors and Mandy said "First bedroom at the top of the stairs" and she went to get the drinks. Mary Anne took me by the hand and led me to the stairs.



"Hang on girls; I don't have any condoms."
"Not to worry" Mandy said, "I've got plenty.
Mary Anne was naked and I was down to socks when Mandy came in, handed us our drinks and started stripping. I watched her and thought to myself that this was totally unreal. Two hot chicks and I hadn't gone after either one of them.
Mandy asked a question and I was so lost in thought that I didn't hear it. She raised her voice:
"Earth to Brian; come in Brian."
"What?"
"I asked if you ate pussy."
"No, I never have."
"Why not?"
"I guess because no one ever asked me to."
And, I thought to myself there is no way in hell I would have ever have gone down on the cum dumps I'd had before this evening.
"I'm not going to ask you" Mandy said, "I'm going to tell you. Eating my pussy is the price you have to pay if you want to fuck it."
"I don't know how."
"Doesn't matter. I'll bet that before this night is over Mary Anne and I can teach you all you need to know."
And teach me they did. It wasn't bad and half way through the night I was getting a charge out of making them scream. I did learn one lesson the hard way. After fucking you shouldn't do a sixty-nine with the girl on top. Your face could get flooded if you weren't on top.
It was the best night of my life at least up to that point in it. The two of them got four times out of me and that wasn't counting the one at the drive-in and the one in Mandy's mouth. I did Mandy while she munched on Mary Anne's beaver and then I fucked Mary Anne while she munched on Mandy. Then Mandy wanted me to do her ass and I had to admit I'd never done it.
"Not a problem sweetie; I can lead you through it" and she walked over to her dresser and got a tube of KY jelly, handed it to me and told me what to do. I did it and after a bit she told me to put cock into her. Damn she was tight.
"Go slow and easy lover and let me get used to it." It was a couple of minutes before she said "Okay lover, speed it up a bit."
I became an ass lover that night. Pussy is great and the worst I ever had was wonderful, but given a choice I'll go with the butt hole every time. I didn't know that girls could get off anally, but Mandy sure did. Twice before I got mine. I was pulling out when Mary Anne said:
"I think I'd like to try that."
"You've never done anal" Mandy asked.
"I always thought it was dirty."
"What do you do when you're horny and on your period?"
"Suffer."
"All I can say girlfriend is that butts don't bleed."
The upshot was that Mary Anne wanted to try so Mandy got a wash cloth and cleaned my cock and then both girls sucking on it until it was ready for duty. Once up I took Mary Anne's anal virginity and once again I decided that I was going to be an ass man for the rest of my life. She got off once before I got mine and when I pulled out she fell to the bed rolled over and looked at me and said:
"I've got to do that again."
"I don't think I'll be able to get it up again tonight."
"There will be other lights lover; I can promise that." Then she looked at the bedside clock and said "Shit! I didn't realize it was this late. I've got to get home before my parents call the cops."
We started dressing and while I was tying my shoes Mandy asked "You aren't a blabber mouth are you? Mary Anne and I could be in deep shit if it got out we had sex with an under aged guy."
"I'm not under aged. I'm eighteen."
"Eighteen and in the tenth grade?"
I had to explain the whole thing to them and then she said "Eighteen and a car? Why aren't you running with girls your own age? Why aren't you running with girls like Mary Anne and me?"
"I don't know any of you. The only kids I know are the kid in my class; the ones I've been with since the eighth grade."
"You have a girlfriend?"
"Kinda sorta."
"You have to explain that."
So I told her about my relationship with Toni.
"Toni?"
"Antonia Piper."
"Oh shit" the two of them said almost in unison.
"I didn't know" Mary Anne said to Mandy. Mandy looked at me and said "You do know that Mary Anne and I are cheerleaders. I mean you do see us on the sidelines at every game right?"
The light bulb came on over my head. Toni was a cheerleader too.
"She talks about me?"
"More like seeking advice from someone who is older."
"Care to explain that?"
"She is always asking us what she should do. How we would handle her problem."
"Her problem?"
"You know much about her family?"
"Not much."
"Her mother apparently isn't happy with her lot in life. Her husband doesn't seem to make enough to satisfy her. She is constantly telling Toni to make sure the man she marries has money. Her favorite saying is "I married for love and look at me now. Struggling to get by." She has done a brainwashing job on Toni."
"On the one hand she has a guy she swears she is in love with. That apparently is you. On the other hand a rich man's son is making a play for her and she can't make up her mind on which way to go."
"Tell her to take the rich guy."
"Why would you say that?"
"She has already made her choice. She just doesn't realize it."
"How do you know that?"
I told them about her mom's rule and how it only seems to pertain to me.
"I'd bet good money that it isn't her mom's rule at all. Just something she can use to hold me off while still leaving the door open."
"Could still be her mom's rule but her mom doesn't enforce it as long as she is dating someone with money."
"I guess there is that, but it doesn't matter."
By then Mary Anne was dressed and we started to leave. Mandy told me I could come back after taking Mary Anne home.
"Hey! He's mine. I saw him first."
"Bullshit girlfriend; he is ours. We've already shown we can share. I'll leave the light on lover."
When I walked Mary Anne to her door she gave me a goodnight kiss and asked if I was going back to Mandy's.
I shook my head yes and said "Tonight has been a fantasy come true and I want to milk it for all it's worth. It isn't likely that something like this will ever happen to me again. My parent's are used to me spending the night at one of my buddie's places so I'm going to go for it."
She gave me a sour look and went into the house.
Mandy had indeed left the light on for me, but what I'd said when I pulled out of Mary Anne's ass held true. I wasn't able to get up again. Mandy tried but the best she could do was get me half hard. I did eat her pussy until she climaxed. And then for the first time in my life I fell asleep cuddled up to a girl. I liked it.
I woke up first. I was leaning on an elbow looking at Mandy. She was making low moaning sounds, her nipples were stiff and erect and her lower body was lifting slightly and then falling. I guessed she was having a wet dream. I smiled, moved down and gently parted her legs. I'd been munching on her muffin for a minute or two when I felt a tap on my head. I looked up to see Mandy awake.
"Turn around" she said. "I want mine."
I moved into a sixty-nine and we went at it until she moaned "in me; I want you in me."
I spun around and my cock slid into her and she moaned "Yes, oh yes" and then she locked her heels behind my back, her hands gripped my butt and she tried to pull me inside her. It was intense and we both came at the same time.
We got out of bed and Mandy fixed us some breakfast. She asked if I had plans for the rest of the weekend and I said other than to let my mom know I was alive and well I had no plans.
"Good. You can spend the day with me."
We made love twice more (one of them anal) before I had to go home. As I was getting ready to leave she told me there was a party that night at Pauline French's and asked me if I would take her to it. I told her I would pick her up at seven.
When I got home mom told me that Toni had called and wanted me to call her as soon as I got home.
"I'm not seeing her anymore."
I got a raised eyebrow over that, but she didn't say anything. I did a few chores that mom asked me to do and then we sat down to dinner. Over dinner mom asked me what I was going to do after dinner.
"I'm taking Mandy Taylor to a party."
"You going to be coming home tonight?"
"I don't know. Mandy didn't tell me what kind of party it is. I don't know if there will be alcohol there or not. You know I won't drink and drive."
She smiled and patted my hand and said "I know baby; I know."
I was just getting ready to leave to go pick up Mandy when the phone rang. Mom answered and told me the call was for me. I took the phone from her hand and said:
"Hello?"
"How could you do that to me" Toni asked.
"Sorry, but I can't talk right now. I have to leave and pick up my date. Catch you in school maybe. Talk to you then. Bye" and I hung up the phone and left to pick up Mandy. Apparently the gossip mill had clued Toni in on what I'd done the previous evening. I was smiling all the way to Mandy's.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When Mandy answered my knock on her door she was stunning in a tight green dress and strappy four inch heels.
"Do we have to go to Pauline's party? Can't we just skip the party and go play in your room? You know damned well what seeing you like this is doing to me."
"When you bring me home lover. Until then just hang on to those thoughts."
Pauline was a senior and I'd seen her around, but I never knew her to talk to. When she answered the doorbell and saw Mandy and me the look on her face was clearly "WTF?" I knew Mandy was going to be pulled aside and asked what she was doing bringing a tenth grader to the party.
We mingled and I was introduced. I was very uncomfortable there. I had nothing in common with these people. Well, not all of them. Two of the guys there were on the football team with me. They also had "WTF" looks on their faces, but it was a different "WTF" than the ones on Pauline's face and some of the others. The player's "What the fuck" look was because of seeing me with Mandy. One of them even asked me how I had managed to score Mandy and all I could say was:
"Just lucky I guess."
The basement had been turned into a party room and couples were dancing to the music provided by a boom box. Maybe a half hour after we got there I was dancing Mandy when Mary Anne showed up, tapped Mandy on the shoulder and asked if she could cut in. Mandy gave her a dirty look and Mary Anne said
"You were the one who said he was ours and that we had already proved that we could share."
Mandy stepped away and let Mary Anne move into my arms.
"If I'd known you were coming I could have brought you."
"I didn't make up my mind to come until an hour ago."
For the next half hour I took turns dancing with Mandy and Mary Anne and I couldn't help but notice that we always seemed to be the center of attention. I was dancing with Mandy and I don't know what she was seeing on my face, but she asked me:
"Whatcha thinking stud?"
"Everybody seems to be watching me."
"They are. Mary Anne and I decided not to tell anyone how old you really are. They are all going nuts trying to figure out why we are hanging with a tenth grader. The consensus is that we must have found out that you are hung like a horse. Don't be surprised if some of the other chicks here come on to you. Just remember whose date you are and that I have certain expectations when we leave."
She called it. Not ten minutes later Pauline came up to me.
"How come I don't know about you?"
"What do you mean?"
"Don't be dense with me. A tenth grader with two seniors?"
"I guess they must like my smile."
She gave me a contemplative look and said "Call me."
I got basically the same from Bev Abbeg and Nancy Wilde. Joe Diffen, one of the guys on the football team, came up to me and asked:
"What's your secret Bri? I've seen you in the shower so I know it ain't the size of your dick."
Before I could come up with an answer Mandy came up, said "Time to go stud" and took my arm and started to lead me away and then Mary Anne came up and took my other arm. All eyes in the place were on us as the three of us left together.
Mary Anne followed us to Mandy's place and we reenacted the previous evening only this time Mary Anne told her parents she would be at a pajama party at Mandy's. I spent the night sleeping in the middle. Ever wake up in the morning with two girls fighting over who gets to go first? I highly recommend it.
The party broke up at noon since Mandy didn't have any idea of when her parents were going to be coming home. It was one hell of a weekend and I very much doubted that I'd ever experience anything like it ever again.
But the crowning touch? Remember at the beginning of my description of the weekend I said the God's were on my side that day? Guess who was parked in the row right behind us at the drive-in. That's how she knew what went on when she called me Saturday.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Toni avoided me at school, but I didn't care. After the bullshit story she told me about her mother's rule I'd lost all interest in her. No. That's not true. I had and always would have feelings for Toni. She was still there in the front of my brain. I didn't lose ALL interest, but I now knew I couldn't trust her.
She was sitting with Roger when I entered the school cafeteria and I took a table on the other side of the room facing her and Roger. I'd been there maybe five minutes when Mandy came up and asked if she could join me. I of course said yes and I saw the look on Toni's face as Mandy sat down. Priceless. Positively priceless.
Mandy asked "Anything going between you and Mary Anne?"
"Not really. She's my next door neighbor and you already know why we were together Friday night."
"How would you like a steady girlfriend for about six months?"
"I assume the steady girl would be you, but why the six months?"
"When I graduate I'm going back east for college. I need a steady boyfriend until then and after our weekend you are a known quantity. I don't want to waste half of the six months trying to find somebody suitable. How about it?"
"Count me in."
Mary Anne was pissed when she found out about it. It seems she had pretty much the same idea only Mandy beat her to it. Mandy took pity on her and said she would share and for the next six months if I wasn't with Mandy I was with Mary Anne and the three of us were the talk of the senior, junior and sophomore class.
Three weeks after I agreed to be Mandy's steady I was sitting at the Burger Barn having a burger and fries when Toni came in, saw me and came over and sat down. I just looked at her and didn't say a word. After about a minute she said:
"What happened to us Brian?"
"Roger happened to us Toni. That and that bullshit story about your mother's so-called rule. You could only see me once a month? You didn't think I would notice you dating Roger on all the other days? Every weekend Toni. Every Friday, Saturday and Sunday you were dating Roger. Why didn't the one date a month rule pertain to him? I finally figured out you were playing some kind of game with me; maybe trying to keep me around as backup if things didn't work out with you and Roger. I don't know what the game was, but I decided I didn't want to play it."
I finished my meal, stood up and said "See you around" and I walked off and left her there with a stunned look on her face. I found out the next day that she and Roger had gotten a big fight over something or other and she'd told him to take a hike. I guessed that her joining me at my table was supposed to be the first step in getting us back together.
I had a very satisfying six months until Mandy and Mary Anne graduated. The six months included the summer following graduation so it wasn't until the last week of August that I kissed Mandy goodbye. Mary Anne told me to cheer up; that I had her and she didn't have to share me anymore.
That should have cheered me up, but it didn't. I was a realist. Mary Anne was staying home and going to State. I knew that my high school schedule wouldn't mesh with her college schedule. It worked for us being in different grades in high school because we were in the same building with an eight o'clock start time and a four-thirty quitting time. But State was cross town and her class structure would be on the fluid side. My cousin was always bitching about his classes.
"On Monday I have a nine o'clock and then there is a three hour gap until my next class at one. Then I have to run like hell to get from Stone Hall to the Reynolds building for my two o'clock class."
And Lord did he hate group projects that had wasting hours sitting in the library in the evenings arguing with the group over who would do what, what they should do, what they had to do and so on. I just didn't see how our schedules would let us maintain a relationship. And as I said, I am a realist. I knew she was going to be meeting new people and a lot of them would be older guys. Her dating pool in high school were her classmates (and me) but at State her dating pool would be the entire male student body. I'd take what I could get, but I didn't expect it would last long.
It didn't. Six weeks after starting State she told me she couldn't see me anymore because she'd met a guy and they just seemed to click. I'd seen it coming so it didn't really hurt me and besides I knew we weren't 'forever' while we were together.
++++++++++++++++++++
By the time I started the eleventh grade my age was common knowledge and when Mary Anne dropped me some of the girls who had just become seniors showed an interest in me. One of them, Tanya Beckworth, came up to me at lunch one day, looked me right in the eye and said:
"Mary Anne says you eat pussy. True?"
And just that quick I had a new girlfriend. Speaking of steady's Toni started the eleventh grade as the steady girlfriend of none other than - wait for it - Roger Wilson. I saw her around a lot and I did sometimes wonder about what might have been, but I stayed away from her. She did occasionally start a conversation with me, but I always found a quick way to end it.
My relationship with Tanya was a stormy one. We would break up and then two or three weeks later we would get back together again. One of our breaks to place at Christmas and it just so happened that Mandy was home for the holidays and she called me. We hooked up and stayed hooked up until she went back to school. A week after she left Tanya and I managed to get back together and managed to stay together until she graduated and she left to go to college in Texas.
I'd just turned twenty when I started my senior year of high school. With no classes above me my dating pool was the group of girls I'd been with since the eighth grade, but because of what I had going with Toni followed by Mary Anne, Mandy and Tanya I'd never paid any attention to them. I looked around and saw a good dozen that I could take an interest in. The problem there is that most of them had steady boyfriends and I wouldn't poach on someone else's territory.
The thing is that apart from Toni I had never gone after a girl. They either fell into my lap like Mary Anne and Mandy or they came after me like Tanya. Turns out that I never had to try. I guess there is something about me that attracts 'no nonsense' women and just like Tanya at the start of the eleventh Doris Bagley came up to me. Almost as if she had been coached by Tanya she went right at it.
"I hear that you eat pussy Brian. If there is any truth to it I would love to have my muffin munched on."
"Tonight work for you?"
It did and Doris and I played until we graduated. I did notice that Toni always seemed to have her eye on me whenever she was around. A couple of times it looked like she was getting ready to approach me and when I saw it I always got the hell out of Dodge before it could happen. Then Toni dropped out of sight for a while and I heard that her mother had died so I figured she was probably in mourning.



++++++++++++++++++++++++
Graduation brought changes. I wasn't going off to college like most of my classmates. I'd be going to school, but it would be a trade school. My Uncle Hal was an aircraft mechanic and I'd always wanted to be one too. I enrolled in classes at the Wayman School of Aeronautics; classes that would prepare me for taking the tests necessary to become a Federal Aviation Administration certified Airframe and Power Plant mechanic.
Wayman's operated full time. There were no spring breaks or summer vacations. You showed up at eight and left at four-thirty five days a week. Saturdays were optional. On Saturdays you could come in and work on projects in the work shop areas and there were always projects. For example; in Wood, Dope and Fabric you had to repair a broken wooden rib, build a small section of wing, cover it in fabric and then dope the fabric.
Some might wonder why we were messing around with wood, dope and fabric when all panes now are made of aluminum. An FAA certified mechanic had to be able to work on ALL airplanes and that meant airplanes from the early years of aviation. There were still a lot of Taylorcraft, Piper Cubs, Stinsons and Stearmans around that were constructed with wood, dope and fabric.
You didn't have to come in on Saturday. The eight hour day was split into four hours of classroom and four hours of hands on in the work shop area. That is when you worked on your projects and if you paid attention in class and did what you were supposed to you didn't usually need to go in on Saturday. There were sixteen projects in Wood, Dope and Fabric and you needed to complete all of them in order to get credit for the class.
The downside of Waymans is there weren't all that many girls who wanted to be aircraft mechanics. There were only two when I was there and neither was in my class. While I was in WDF Rita was in Sheet Metal and Welding and Karin was in Fuel Systems. In any event I wouldn't be interested in either of them. Both of them gave off the vibe that they were more interested in girls than boys.
I looked around to see what was available and found nothing. It found me. Well kinda sorta. It was always there. Yep! Toni came back into my life.
I was sitting in the Burger Barn having dinner. It was a Friday and I was sitting there wondering what to do over the weekend when Toni walked in, saw me and came over and sat down. I was done eating so I was going to just get up and leave. Before I could Toni said:
"Have you ever made a huge mistake Brian?"
"Who hasn't?"
"Was it something that you had to be forgiven for?"
I nodded a yes.
"Did you get that forgiveness?"
Again I nodded a yes.
"That's where I am right now Brian. I made a huge mistake and I need forgiveness." She paused for a couple of seconds and then asked "Can you forgive me?"
"For what?"
"For making a mess of things and causing us to split up."
It was water under the bridge for me so I said "Not a problem Toni. I forgive you."
"I don't want words Brian. I want you to show me I'm forgiven."
"What do you have in mind?"
"Amy Beckwerth's birthday party is tomorrow. Would you please take me?"
"I haven't been invited."
"I have and it is understood that my date is also invited."
I knew Amy. We had been classmates since the eighth grade and I liked her, but we had never socialized. I don't know why I had to be an asshole about it, but I asked:
"Why not Roger?"
"Roger was the huge mistake Brian. He is no longer in my life."
While the conversation was taking place my mind went back to my first night with Mary Anne and Mandy. I remembered what they had told me about their talks with Toni and how she had been seeking their advice over choosing her love for me or choosing a rich man's son. Add to that the fact that I had been hung up on her since I first saw her.
"What time?"
"We should get there around seven."
"So I should pick you up around six-thirty?"
"That will work. What are you doing tonight?"
"Nothing planned."
"Want to see a movie?"
And just like that Toni and I were back together.
We were back together two weeks before we made love for the first time. I was disappointed that I wasn't her first, but she wasn't my first either and as a result our first time together wasn't the fumbling, stumbling event that two inexperienced lovers went through on their first time. Six months after that first time I put a ring on her finger and three months after I took the FAA exams and received my A & P license we were married.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
My Uncle Hal worked for an airline and his best friend was the union steward at the same airline and they managed to get me in. It was a good job doing work that I liked and it paid well. The only drawback was that with no seniority I was stuck on the midnight shift until I could build up enough seniority to bid another shift.
The days off weren't bad. I had Thursday and Friday off so I could take Toni out on part of the weekend. Everything was going great until I hit the bump in the road. I knew it was coming, but I'd pushed it to the back of my mind. The thing was that at the time -- not so much later on -- but at that time the airline business usually slowed down in November and didn't pick back up until about the first of March so the low seniority guys, usually those with less than five years, got laid off in November and didn't get recalled until March.
I got my layoff notice on the second of December. Toni and I knew it was coming and we'd saved our money so as to have a cushion until I was called back. While I was going to Wayman Toni had gone to the community college and had taken classes to become a paralegal. She was working for the law firm of Dewey, Cheatham and Howe and with her pay and our savings we would be okay. If I could find a job for the three months I'd be off we would be even better. I did find a job working for a gas station. It was afternoons, but I had Friday and Saturday off and that gave me time so I could take Toni out on weekends.
In March I was called back by the airline and that set the pattern for the next three years. Work, get laid off, find work to hold you over, get called back and repeat.
Toni and I had been married almost four years and were still going after it like sex crazed rabbits. Four or five times a week and more often than not twice and occasionally (usually on weekends) three times. We had decided to wait on having kids until I had enough seniority that I didn't get laid off every year.
It was during one of my laid off periods. I was working as a cab driver and my shift was three to eleven. It was 9:10 on a Tuesday and I'd just dropped a passenger of at the Alhambra Lounge. He paid me (and gave me a nice tip) and was getting out of the cab when I saw Toni and Roger Wilson come out of the place. I sat there parked at the curb and watched the two of them go into the parking lot and get into Roger's car. A late model Mustang convertible if anyone cares. Toni leaned over and kissed Roger and it wasn't just a peck on the cheek. It was a bit before they broke the kiss and then pulled out of the parking lot.
I pulled away from the curb and followed them to a house on Taylor. I watched them get out of the car and then walk hand in hand into the house. The entire time dispatch was calling me on the radio, but I was ducking his calls. I finally called him and told him I had a flat tire and the spare was flat and I'd call myself back in service as soon as I had things taken care of.
At that particular moment I didn't give a rat's ass if a neighbor might see me and call the cops to report a peeping Tom in the neighborhood. I needed to find out what was going on. I went around the house and got lucky. I came to a window that let me see into the living room of the house.
I saw Roger and Toni sitting on the living room couch. Roger's hand was inside her blouse and she was pulling down his zipper. I didn't need to see any more than that. I knew what was going to happen when that zipper was all the way down and I didn't want to see it. I went back to the cab, called the dispatcher and told him I was back in service. I finished my shift and then instead of rushing home to my loving wife like I usually did I stopped off at Bud's Bar and Grill.
As I sat at the bar and sipped my PBR all sorts of scenarios ran through my mind and almost every one of them, if I acted on them, put me in prison for the rest of my life. When last call came and I got up to leave I knew what I was going to do to my wife and her lover. Nothing! Fuck them! Toni wanted the asshole she could have him. He wanted a cheating slut he could have her.
Toni was asleep when I got home to the apartment and that suited me just fine. I was careful not to wake her when I got into bed and while it took a bit of time I finally feel asleep. In the morning I stayed in bed and pretended to sleep while she dressed for work and once she was out of the house I was out of bed and busy. Very busy. I had everything I wanted out of the house packed in a U-Haul and I was checked in at a motel on the other side of town. When Toni got home all she would find was a note on the kitchen table.
"I followed you to 1347 Taylor last night and I was outside looking in the window at you and Roger on the couch. Good luck with your new man."
My wedding ring was on top of the note and that should tell her everything she needed to know. I stopped by the bank and cleaned out all of the accounts. There were three; checking, savings and a second savings account called the house fund. Ten percent of every paycheck we received went into that account to build up enough to put a down payment on a house. Taking all the money shouldn't matter to Toni because Roger was rich right? There were no credit cards so I didn't have to call and cancel any.
The aviation community has their own newspaper. Trade -- A -- Plane was where people went to buy or sell airplanes, avionics equipment and the like. It also had a want ad section. I drove out to the airport and stopped at Reed Aviation. Chuck Reed was a Beechcraft dealer and I had worked part time for him while I was going to school. Chuck always had a couple of copies of the paper in the customer lounge area. I was sitting there going through the want ads when Chuck came in, saw me and came over to say hi.
"Whatcha looking for?"
A job. Something far enough away from here that I won't keep running into my ex."
"How far away from here do you want to go?"
"I don't care."
"Think you might like Georgia?"
"Don't know. I've never been there."
"My brother Sam is a Cessna dealer in Albany and is always whining about not being able to find reliable mechanics. If you want I could give him a call."
So here I was in Albany, Georgia which was the last place I ever expected to see Toni.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
I walked into the hanger and went over to my tool box and was putting away the tools I'd used on the 172 when Sam came over to me and told me there was someone there to see me.
"Any chance you could tell her you fired me last week and don't know where I went?"
"She knows you're here and why would you want to avoid a fox like her?"
"She's the ex I moved down here to get away from."
"This mean I'm going to lose you?"
"No. If she managed to find me here she'd find me if I went somewhere else."
When I walked into the customer's waiting area Toni got up, gave me a big smile and moved towards me with her arms opened for a hug. I moved to put a table between us and asked:
"What the fuck are you doing here?"
She lost the smile and said "I came here to claim my husband and make him aware of some things he needs to know."
"I already know all I needed to know. It's why I left. Surely you remember that."
"Can we go somewhere and talk?"
"Don't think so. I have two jobs I have to finish today and I need to get back to them."
"How about when you get off?"
I was all set to tell her no, but then decided to just get it over with, Let her have her say and hopefully she would leave and never bother me again.
"I get off at six. Meet me here then and then follow me to a quiet restaurant in town."
"Can't we just go to your place?"
"I don't think Alicia would like that."
"Alicia?
"My live in girlfriend."
There was no Alicia, but Toni didn't need to know that. She got a sour look on her face and said:
"Fine! I'll meet you here at six."
She was there at six and she followed me as I drove over to Carl's Café. We took a booth in the back and after Susan had taken our drink order I said:
"Okay Toni; say what you have to say."
"Just what I said earlier. I'm here to claim my husband."
"I stopped being your husband on that night at 1347 Taylor."
"But why? You were there so you know nothing happened. I admit I almost cheated on you, but you saw me push him away before anything happened. You saw me get up and leave when he told me he wouldn't take me home. When I got outside I called a cab and prayed to God that it wouldn't be you that got the call. Looking back on it I wished he hadn't answered my prayer. If you would have gotten the call we would have had to talk about why I was there and then maybe you wouldn't have left me like you did."
I'd turned and left when I saw her start to pull down Roger's zipper, but she didn't know that. My note said I watched her through the window. I guess she took it to mean I was there the entire time. Could it possibly be true? Did she get up and leave? She couldn't be lying because she thought I'd seen it all. Still, she had been there to begin with right?
"So how does that change things? You were with Roger and you were with him in his house. You were making out with him and that in itself was cheating on me. The fact that you stopped doesn't erase all that happened up to the point where you let go of his zipper. You were still stabbing me in the back by having anything to do with the asshole at all."
"I never meant to. All it was was me being lonely. With you gone I was stuck at the apartment with nothing to do but read books or watch the garbage on the TV. He called me at work and asked me to have dinner with him and I didn't see the harm in it. I'm not stupid; I knew what he was after and I knew he wasn't going to get it.
"He did get some kisses because I wanted to string him along and keep him asking me out so I could get out of the apartment. We had dinner three times before the night he asked me over to see his new place. I have no excuse for what happened when we got there. Well, that's not exactly true. I do have an excuse, but it is a weak one. I had way too much to drink and I was a bit loose. Later, after I read your note, I began looking for why I'd let the night get away from me.
"At first I thought that Roger might have slipped something in my drink, but that didn't make sense. Everything I'd read on the subject said drugs made you unable to stop or resist. I went back to the Alhambra and talked to the bartender and found out that all the drinks Roger ordered for me were doubles. I fucked up. I realized even before I read your note that I had no business going with him to look at his new place. It was just plain stupid of me.
"I cried for days after you left. Your parents wouldn't tell me where you were and they pretty much let me know they didn't want anything to do with me. That all changed three weeks ago. Suddenly your mother couldn't wait to tell me where you were and that brings up the other reason I am here. It is time that you met your son."
"What kind of shit are you trying to pull on me now?"
"I knew that is what you were going to say and that's why I brought the proof with me."
"Proof? You have proof?"
"The best kind. Your mother?"
"My mother?"
"I was in Wal-Mart shopping and your mother saw me. I was pushing a baby buggy and curiosity pulled her over to look. She looked at the baby and her face went pale and she asked if I was ever going to tell her and I told her no and that I had never intended for her to find out. I told her the way she treated me when I begged her to tell me where to find you made me decide to never tell her or let her see her grandson.
"All of a sudden she was more than willing to help me. According to her Brian junior is the spitting image of you at that age. She said as soon as she saw the baby she knew it was yours. I made her promise not to tell you until I could face you in person. Actually I threatened her. I told her if she let you know before I talked to you I'd never let her see Brian again."
"And you expect me to buy this story?"
"Easy enough to prove. Your son is in my motel room waiting to meet his daddy."
"You left a baby alone at a motel?"
"Of course not silly. Your mother is there babysitting."
"This is just fucking unreal" I thought as I got up and said "Let's go."
I followed her to room 212 of the Starlight Motel. I got a hug from my mom and my first look at the baby. I'd seen pictures of me at that age and he was the spitting image of them. It would take a DNA test to be absolutely sure, but it sure did look like I was a daddy.
"So" Toni asked "Are you ready to come home now?"
"No; here is home for me now."
She frowned and then looked at me in silence for maybe thirty seconds before saying "Okay. It may take me a couple of weeks to get moved down here."
"Why would you want to do that?"
"So we can be together as a family."
"What? You think just because we have a kid I'm just going to forget about what you did."
"I hoped you would. I love you Brian and I need to be with you."
The voice in the back of my mind was saying "Yeah, but can you trust her? What about the next time she feels left alone? How many times can she get away with fucking over you before you learn your lesson?"
For once the voice in front, where I'd always been locked on Toni didn't put up a big fight. It just said "What have you got to lose? You owe it to the kid to at least try. If it doesn't pan out you can bail out. You did it once so you know how."
Once again I went with the front.
"If you move down here you need to understand you are always going to be on probation. I don't know that you can earn my trust again. I'm always going to be watching you with suspicion on my mind. I'm always and again I stress the always going to be looking for signs that you are stabbing me in the back again. If you can live with me under those circumstances I'll give it a try. Make no mistake Toni; I'm serious as death here. There will be zero tolerance."
"I'm not worried about it Brian. I know me pretty well and I know that I'm all in when it comes to my relationship with you. You won't be sorry and you can bet your last dollar on that."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Epilog.
And I wasn't sorry. When she left to go home and get ready to move I went looking for a place to live. By the time Toni had made the move I had put a down payment on a four bedroom ranch in Dawson which was about a half an hour away from work. Toni found work as a paralegal at a law firm in Albany. There was a day care center right next to her office.
We'd been back together just over a year when Jessica Marie joined us and fourteen months after that David Allen came on the scene. Toni gave up her job at the law firm to take on a much tougher job. That of a full time mother.
It has been fifteen years since she moved and joined me and not once in those fifteen years has she given me cause to doubt her.
Life is good.
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The class was English Composition and I'd been given three papers to write. I'd been given the subject for the first two and they were already written and turned in. The third paper was to be on whatever I could think of. The paper was actually one that should have been done in freshman year, but because of all the credit hours I'd accrued in the Army I was admitted as a sophomore. But it turned out there were certain core credits I had to have that hadn't been covered by what I'd done in the Army and English Composition was one of them. The problem was that I couldn't think of anything that the instructor hadn't already seen a thousand times.
I sat there at the kitchen table with my elbow on the table and my hand under my chin as I stared down at the legal pad and tried to think of something to write about. Nothing came to me. Nothing grabbed my attention. I noticed that I had written the word 'nothing' on the legal pad and had underlined it a couple of times. I stared at the word and wondered about it.
It was such a negative word. It meant what? Not anything? Why did we have it? It meant the same as a dozen other words. As I looked at it some of those other words occurred to me and for some reason I didn't understand underneath it I jotted down nil, no, zero, and zilch. On a whim I opened up the dictionary and looked up the definition of the word. There were a bunch and all negative.
I began to wonder if the word could possibly be used as a positive. Could it be used in a way that wasn't totally negative? Almost instantly I thought of my English Lit class. One of the things we touched on was Shakespeare's Much Ado About Nothing. I smiled as I thought about it. Much Ado About Nada? Much Ado About Zilch? Much Ado About Nil? Curiosity made me open Bartlett's Familiar Quotations. Whoa! Pages 1399 and 1400; a page and a half on just the word 'nothing'. Could I? A paper on the word 'nothing'? Nah! Put your brain to work Bobby. You have to be able to come up with something decent.
Just then the front door opened and Nancy came in.
"How's the paper coming Rob?"
"It isn't. For some reason I've gone brain dead.
I suppose here would be a good place to let you know that I'm Robert Allen Denton junior and my roommate is my wife Nancy. I usually refer to myself as Bobby, but depending who I'm with I'm called Bob, Rob, JR or Al. Don't ask me why other people call me different names because I haven't a clue. I'm twenty-four and a junior at Metro State College in Denver.
My parents couldn't afford to send me to college so at eighteen I let an Army recruiter sweet talk me into joining up for the educational benefits and two days after high school graduation I was on a bus for Fort Knox, Kentucky for basic training. After basic it was Fort Lee, Virginia for Quartermaster School and then I did some world travelling. Korea, Japan, Okinawa, Washington (the state) for Fort Lewis and lastly Fort Hood, Texas.
Discharge in hand I headed for home and heartbreak. On the way to the airport to pick me up my parents were killed when a truck driver lost control of his truck. It put me in a severe funk. I was really close to my mom and dad. I ended up going on a six month drunk and pity party. What the hell; I could afford it. Their life insurance and a settlement from the trucking company along with the money from selling the house because I couldn't bear to live with the memories it brought gave me enough to stay drunk for the rest of my life. It probably would have been a short life if not for Jazmine Knoles.
I was on my third Jack on ice when Jaz sat down beside me at the bar and said "Hi Rob; how've you been?"
"Not so good. You?"
"Good days and bad days. Hear you've been trying to drink yourself to death."
"Why would you care? As I remember it you always considered me a loser."
"I did not!"
As I sat there I thought back to when I'd first met Jaz. It was the seventh grade. I was smitten. It took me two months of trying before I got her to say yes to a date. The first led to several more and by the middle of the eighth grade we were going steady. That lasted till the middle of the ninth. We had a date for Saturday to go to the movies and before we left school on Friday I told her I would see her at noon on Saturday. She gave me a funny look and told me that she thought she had cancelled the date because she had to go with her parents to see her grandmother. I was pissed at the short notice, but I could understand. There were some things I had to do with my parents from time to time. When I got home my next door neighbor, Billy Neubert, asked me if I have ever been roller skating and I told him I had. He told me his dad had been given a pair of tickets to Skate City and he had given them to Billy and he asked me if I would like to go with him. Since Jaz had cancelled on me I said yes.
The first person I saw when we walked into Skate City was Jaz and she was skating with Ronnie Holbrook. He was a tenth grader and also a neighbor. I did not like Ronnie. We'd had a couple of fights over the past two years and as far as I was concerned he was also an asshole. I gave a seconds thought to going up to them and saying something like "I didn't know your grandmother was so ugly" but that probably would have gotten me in another fist fight with the asshole which would likely have gotten us thrown out of the place and barred from every coming back. I decided to just ignore them. Jaz would see me sooner or later and know she was busted and that just might be enough to ruin her day.
So ignore them I did, but they didn't ignore me. Twenty minutes after we got there Holbrook came up to me and asked if he was going to have any trouble with me. I laughed at him and said:
"Not that it matters, but you just might want to remember that the score so far is three for me and two for you and even in those two I gave as good as I got. But to answer your question there isn't any reason. She is a lying backstabbing cunt and if that is what you like in a girl you are welcome to her."
He gave me a look that he must have thought was intimidating, but to me looked ridiculous and laughable and I waked away from him. He and Jaz soon left. When I got home mom told me that Dick Moore had called and wanted me to call him back. I did and he told me a bunch of guys wanted to get together for a pick-up softball game at five. I cleared it with mom and then told him to count me in. I got home around eight and dad told me that Jaz had called twice and wanted me to call her. I didn't and she called again Sunday. Mom handed me the phone and I said:
"What do you want?"
"I want you to come over."
"Why?
"I need to explain yesterday."
"Nothing to explain. You lied to me, broke our date and went out with some other guy. That's pretty cut and dried. No explanation needed. Goodbye Jazmine."
She tried to get with me on Monday and Tuesday, but I just walked away from her. She finally got the message and stayed away from me.
I dated other girls but stayed away from going steady with any of them until the middle of the tenth grade. I was having lunch in the school cafeteria and I was sitting alone at a table for four when Jazmine sat down on the seat opposite me. I looked up from the book I was reading and she said:
"Have I been punished enough Rob? Can we please get back together?"
To be honest about it I had missed her and so I asked "What have you in mind?"
"How about a movie tonight and see where it goes from there?"
And just like that we were back together. I never did ask about the Ronnie Holbrook incident and she never offered an explanation.
Things were great until a week before senior prom. It was lunch time and I was in the school cafeteria waiting for Jazmine. I noticed that she didn't smile as she walked toward me and sat down. She looked at me and said:
"I'm sorry Rob, but I can't see you anymore. I've met someone and we seem to have an instant attraction to each other."
"A week before prom and knowing that it is probably too late for me to find another date? Thanks a bunch Miss Knoles" and I got up and walked away from her.
I couldn't find a date and I didn't want to go stag so I missed my senior prom and now here she was four years later seemingly concerned about my drinking?
"I never said you were a loser Rob."
"Sure gave me that impression."
"Damn it Rob; I was young, growing up and making mistakes like every other teenager on the planet. You going to tell me that you were perfect and didn't screw up from time to time?"
"Hardly."
"Finish your drink and let's get out of here."
"And go where?"
"To a party. If you are going to drink at least do it among friends."
It turned out it was a birthday party for Nancy Neubert who was a classmate of ours although her name was now Nancy Aldrige. There were several other classmates there and it was a little like old home week. I was talking with Billy Neubert (Nancy's brother) and he asked me what my major was.
"My major?"
"That's why you joined the Army wasn't it? So you could afford college?"
"Oh. Yes it was. I kind of got sidetracked by my parents passing."
I hadn't noticed Jazmine off to the side listening until she said "We are getting ready to fix that."
Billy looked at her and then back at me and I could read on his face what he was thinking,
"You two? Again?"
I turned to Jazmine and said "We are getting ready to fix it? How are we going to do that" putting heavy emphasis on the "We."
"Next term starts in three weeks and we (also with heavy emphasis on the "we") are going to have you signed up by then."
Billy wandered off and I asked Jazmine "You taking over the running of my life now?"
"Someone has to do it since it seems like you won't so it might as well be me."
"And you decided it should be you? Why?"
"I don't want my husband to be an alcoholic. I want him to amount to something.
"Whoa up there missy. You and I? That died a long time ago. In our senior year as I remember it."
"Yes, and we've had this conversation before. You remember? The one about being young and making teenaged mistakes. I'm not a teen anymore and I want the same thing I wanted back when I said yes when you first asked me to go steady. That would be you."
Ever been at a complete loss of what to say? That was me at that point. I finally managed to get out "I'm not an alcoholic!"
"Maybe not yet, but you are headed that way. I know the death of your parents hit you hard, but ask yourself what they would think about the way you are living your life right now? Are they up there looking down on you and asking themselves where they went wrong. Looking at each other and saying "We didn't raise him to be like that."
That hit me. That hit me hard. When I left that party I had a date with Jazmine for the next evening. It led to more and I did enroll for the start of the next term and a month later Jazmine moved in with me. Jaz had just graduated and had a job as a paralegal at a local law firm. Things went along great until three weeks before the end of my freshman year. It was a Saturday and we had just finished having breakfast at the Village Inn when she hit me with it.
"I'm moving out this afternoon. I've already got a place."
I just looked at her and didn't say a word. I picked up the check, went and paid and then headed for the door. She was still sitting in the booth when I went outside. I already had the car started when she came running up and got in the car.
"You were just going to leave me here?"
"Yes."
She didn't say another word on the way to the apartment and I didn't either. She started packing as soon and I stayed out of her way and ignored her. She had her bags by the door and was ready to leave, but I stopped her. I held out my hand and said:
"The key."
She gave me a long look and then dug her keyring out of her purse, took the apartment key off the ring and handed it to me.
"I want to stay friends Rob, but I met this real interesting guy at work and I just didn't feel it would be right to see him while living here with you."
I didn't say a word; just turned my back to her and went into the kitchen and got a Coke out of the fridge. As I popped the top I heard the front door close. I sat down on the couch and stared at the wall. I'm human so my thoughts were about me and what was I lacking. I was loving and attentive and I thought I was taking good care of her sexually. I couldn't see where I had done anything wrong, but I couldn't argue with the fact that she was gone. I finished my Coke and was headed out the door to go to Bud's Bar when I caught myself and said to myself:
"Oh no Bobby; we are not going that route again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I finished my sophomore year and signed up for summer classes. I'd stayed in touch with the classmates I'd reconnected with at Nancy's birthday party and we got together every so often. After one of get togethers I found myself in bed with Nancy. She'd caught hubby cheating on her and had kicked him out. That night turned into a friends with benefits relationship. We liked each other, but we both knew there wasn't enough of a spark there to take us any farther. We both liked sex and that was good enough for us at that time in our lives. Besides, I wanted to concentrate on school and finish in two and a half years so I really didn't want to take the time to find a lady for the long haul.
Naturally the fickle finger of fate looked at me and said "I don't give a shit about what you want; what I want is the way things will go.
Nancy and I had been fuck buddies for a little over five months when I got the infamous "We need to talk."
"There is no easy way for me to say this so I'll go straight at it. I'm pregnant."
As far as I knew I was the only one Nancy was playing with so I did the right thing and made her Nancy Denton and she moved in with me.
About five months after the "I do's were said I was sitting in an IHOP having lunch when Jazmine came in, saw me and came over and sat down.
"How have you been Rob?"
"Good."
"Why did you marry Nancy?"
"What business is it of your?"
"Look; I know I screwed things up between us, but I've always been fond of you and I don't like seeing you screwed over."
"Except by you right?"
"Okay, I guess I deserved that, but the question is still why did you marry Nancy?"
I didn't need to duck the question because anyone with a brain could see Nancy's condition and do the math.
"I got her pregnant."
"Are you absolutely sure that it is yours?"
"Why in the hell would you ask me that?"
"Everyone knows she's been having an affair with a married man she works with. They have been going at it for over two years now."
"Bullshit Jaz! I can account for her time. We leave for work at the same time and she is always beats me home."
"They work together Rob. They take long lunches several times a week. He is married and couldn't marry her if the baby is his. It could be yours, but if I was you I'd want to check it out."
"Long lunches? How would you know that?"
"We work at the same place Rob. Surely you knew that."
"I didn't. I still don't understand why you care about my marriage to Nancy."
"Simple. If she has you I can't have you."
I had to laugh at that. "Get serious Jaz; you had me. Three times if I remember right and all three times you kicked me to the curb."
"We all make mistakes Rob. Some bigger than others and right now I'm paying for it."
"How?"
"I want you and can't have you and it hurts" and then she stood up and left. And left me with a lot to think about.
Was Nancy cheating on me? If so was the baby his and not mine? I wouldn't know anything about the baby until a DNA test could be done, but I could find out if my wife was cheating on me. I was by no means rich, but I was well off and a check to Spenser Investigations put things in motion. Two weeks later I knew that Jazmine had known what she was talking about. The first week Nancy and James Augustus had long lunches in the rooms at the Quality Inn on Tuesday, Thursday and Friday. The second week it was Monday, Wednesday and Friday. A hefty bribe to three desk clerks got the lunching couple assigned to rooms where the Spenser people had put in recording devices. I couldn't use them in court, but that didn't matter to me. It was the absolute proof I needed to know for sure. I listened to them more than watching them because I wanted to hear what Nancy had to say. I was surprised when neither one of them bad mouthed me. I was only referred to once when Augustus said:
"You sure that hubby hasn't a clue about us?"
"He doesn't have a clue lover; not a clue."
My next visit was to the law offices of Dewey, Cheatum and Howe. I laid out everything I had to Stanley Howe and he gave me my options. It wasn't as bleak as people had led me to believe. She had a job while I was an unemployed student so there would be no alimony. Child support would be an issue, but not until the baby was born. The child issue would most likely postpone the divorce until a DNA test could prove paternity.
The really sticky part would be the splitting of the assets. It would most likely be a fifty/fifty split and the attorney wasn't sure if the funds I had prior to marrying Nancy would be exempt lacking a prenuptial agreement. I decided that I wouldn't let it become a problem. Nancy had no idea of how much I had so I'd move the money and hide it. The attorney also informed me I could sue Augustus for alienation of affections and there was also the possibility of suing her employer if their policy and procedures manual had something in it about relationships between employees. After some thought I told him we would leave the employer out of it. If I went after them Nancy could lose her job and I didn't want that. If the baby wasn't mine she would need to be able to take care of it on her own.
I told him to draw up the papers using adultery as a reason, but to hold off service until I gave him the go ahead.
Nancy was home when I got there. When I came in the door she met me and hugged and kissed me. I kissed her back and she told me dinner was ready. We sat down to eat and she asked:
"How was your day?"
"A bit disturbing. Let me ask you a question. It is about a guy you work with. A fellow by the name of James Augustus. Do you have any idea of how much money he makes?"
"Why in the world would you ask me that?"
"I'm trying to get some idea of how much I can get if I sue him."
"Sue him? For what?"
"I believe the legal jargon is alienation of affections. I had lunch today with and old high school classmate and was clued in on your affair with the man. Apparently it has been going on for two years now. I'm told the man is married and that has caused me to have some very bad thoughts. Some very, very, very bad thoughts. Thoughts like his being married would prevent him from marrying you if he got you pregnant. The thought that next came to me was did Nancy marry me because she couldn't marry the real father of her child. Naturally I have to wonder if the baby is really mine."
Nancy's face had turned pale as I spoke and I said "So back to the original question Nancy. How much does your lover make?"
"I don't know who fed you that bullshit, but Jim is nothing more than a coworker."
"Let me see if I have this right. You and Augustus are no more than coworkers and that means whenever you are together it is on company business. Right?"
"That's right."
"So if I called your employer they would assure me that you were on company business when the two of you checked into the Quality Inn on Tuesday, Thursday and Friday of the week before last and on Monday, Wednesday and Friday of last week. Boy! It is sure a relief to know that it was just some company business."



"Sarcasm is not your forte Rob. All right; so you caught me. Now what?"
"Divorce and then we wait until we can get a DNA test done on the baby to see if I'm going to be a part-time father or not."
"There doesn't need to be a divorce Rob."
"It is what usually happens when one partner in a marriage gets caught cheating on the other partner. Isn't that what you did to your ex when you caught him cheating on you? Do you think I'm stupid Nanc? If you have been fucking Augustus for two years that means you were cheating on your husband. It was only six months after your divorce that we hooked up. You divorced him for cheating on you while you were cheating on him?"
"I know it sounds weird, but that's not the way it was. In the first place I haven't been seeing Jim for two years. It has only been about fourteen months. When I found out Mike was cheating on me I decided to get my revenge by giving away what he thought was his to someone else. That someone was Jim and while I didn't intend for it to happen we fell in love and decided to get married. I divorced Mike, but by the time the divorce was started an ex girl friend of Jim's told him she was pregnant and he was the father. He stepped up and married her. He doesn't love her, but he is absolutely crazy about his son. He had DNA done and the boy is his. He won't leave her because he won't be a part-time father to his son. We still love each other, but can never be. Ironically the same thing happened to you and me."
"I can see how it happened, but it changes nothing."
"It doesn't matter that I love you?"
"No you don't. Long ago we agreed there was no spark between us and all we would ever be was friends with benefits."
"That was then. The longer we were together the stronger my feelings for you got. When we married it was because I wanted to marry you. Yes I did use the pregnancy to make it happen, but that was because of the no spark thing. I was sure I could make you love me if we were permanent. I thought it was worth the chance. If I had no feelings for you I wouldn't have married you. There isn't as much stigma attached to an unmarried mother that there used to be. My problem is that I love two men equally and I want them both. My solution to the problem was to see one on the side and live with the other. I never expected that you would find out."
"But that is where we are right now Nanc. I did find out. Now for me the question is what to do about it."
"How about you do nothing? Why not keep things as the way they are and see if you can come to love me as I've come to love you?"
"You can't be serious. Stay with a woman who believes it is all right to love another man and have sex with him three times a week?"
"That won't happen anymore. Now that you know it forces me to make a choice and that choice is you. While you are thinking about what to do think about this. I've never said no to you when you want to make love and as a matter of fact I come after you more than you come after me. Have you ever seen a lack of love or affection from me? No you haven't and it is because I love you and I've shown it every day since we said I do."
She was right about all of it and until my talk with Jazmine I thought I was in hog heaven. Nanc was a great cook, a tiger in the bedroom and was always doing things to show she cared for me. And as much as I hated to admit it to myself I was in love with two women. I had come to love Nancy even if she didn't seem to know it, but I also loved Jazmine. Always had and probably always will. The only difference between Nancy and me is that I wasn't fucking the other love in my life. But that difference was the key. I didn't do it because it wouldn't have been right. I'd committed myself to Nancy and that meant my feelings for Jazmine had to be pushed to the back of my mind and left there. I thought long and hard and then made a decision that I hoped wouldn't turn out to be stupid.
"You have lost my trust Nanc. If I stay I will be watching you like a hawk. Every time you come home late I'm going to wonder if you are seeing him. You can give me an excuse for your being late and will most likely check it out to see if it is the truth. Go shopping and be gone for longer than I think you should have been and I'll be checking. Tell me that you are going over to your mother's to help her with something and I might call just to see if you are really there. Can you live like that?"
"I can if that is the price I have to pay to keep you."
"Then there is the biggie. You will actually be on probation until the baby is born and I have a DNA test done. If the child isn't mine you and I will be done. You will have to live with that hanging over your head. Still want to stick it out?"
"I'm positive the baby is yours so yes I won't have any problem hanging in there.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
So I let things slide and over the coming months Nancy did her absolute best to show me that she loved me. True to my word I was always checking on her, but she never did anything wrong. Jazmine kept me up to date on what was going on where she and Nancy worked and apparently Nancy had but Augustus behind her. Jazmine was staying in touch because she knew --just knew -- that Nancy's baby wasn't mine and as soon as I had proof of that I would dump Nancy and Jazmine would be there to pick up the pieces. I will add here that I did not offer Jazmine any encouragement, but I didn't discourage her either.
The pregnancy scrambled Nancy's hormones and she became super needy in the bedroom and I had my work cut out for me. The woman was wearing me out and I wondered if I would even be around when the baby came or in a pine box in the ground.
School was coming along nicely and with the courses I took on line while in the Army I was on track to graduate in two years instead of four. Nancy and I did have an active social life and we attended parties and barbeques given by friends and classmates from school. At maybe a third of them Jazmine was also there and I stayed close to Nancy. I didn't know if Jazmine would actually get in Nancy's face, but I wouldn't have bet against it so I stayed close by.
We also attended several social functions put on by Nancy's employer. Augustus was pointed out to me and I noticed that they never even looked at each other let alone get together to talk. Luckily there were several of my high school classmates working there so there wasn't any way that Nancy could pinpoint Jazmine as the one who dimed her.
Things were going on fine and then as usually happens things changed. Mrs. Augustus (Joan was her name) was killed in a traffic accident leaving her husband a widower and a single parent. My source was Jazmine and after she gave me the information she said:
"Now he is free to remarry so maybe you should start keeping a closer watch on Nancy."
I considered that good advice, but I didn't do anything until Jaz told me that Nancy and Augustus were back to having lunch again. She did say they weren't the long lunches like in the past, but they were still getting together. Another check to Spenser Investigation only got me that the two did go to lunch together, but other than holding hands and a kiss or two nothing else was happening. Yet! I decided not to wait and see. The ay I got the report from Spenser I hit Nancy with it over dinner.
"Once upon a time I told you that you were on probation and that I would be keeping an eye on you. Care to explain the lunches with Augustus, the hand holding and the kissing?"
"Simple enough. I'm committed to you, but you haven't committed to me. In fact you made it plain that if the baby isn't yours you are gone. And you even hinted that even if the baby is yours you still might not stay. I'm sure in my mind that the baby is yours, but there is still a slight chance that it isn't. When Jim lost his wife he came to me and asked if there was a chance we could still get together I told him there was a slim chance, a very slim chance that it could happen and I explained the circumstances to him. He is praying that the baby is his and you will cut me loose. Holding hands and a kiss or two to keep him hanging around is my way of having insurance to fall back on if things don't work out the way I hope they will. And just to be absolutely clear on this holding hands and a kiss or two is all it is going to be. Just enough to keep him hanging around as a backup."
What could I say to that? I hadn't given the girl much of a hope that we were going to stay married. She was trying; I'll have to give her that. She was doing everything she could to let me know where I stood with her so why wasn't I even trying to meet her halfway. I honestly didn't know, but I suspected that somewhere in the back of my mind there was a little chamber that was holding the thought "Once a cheater always a cheater. How do you make something like that go away? Maybe I couldn't make it go away, but I could ignore it as much as I could. And I could make things a little easier on Nancy.
"I'm not going anywhere if the child is mine. If it is mine you are stuck with me."
She smiled and came over and sat down on my lap. She kissed me and said "Then you are stuck with me because you are the father of my baby."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And I was.
An eight pound four ounce boy we named Robert Allen Denton the Third arrived and the DNA test showed that he was indeed mine. According to Jazmine once Nancy returned to work from maternity leave Nancy and Augustus never even had coffee together in the breakroom let alone go out for lunch together. Two days after "Trip" came on the scene Jazmine called me and asked if he baby was mine and I had to tell her it was.
"I'm never going to get another shot at you am I?"
"It doesn't look like it, but then again you had three chances and they never worked out so why would you expect another chance to work?"
"I know Rob; I just know."
I just smiled and said to myself "You will never know Jaz; that ship has sailed."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Of course I was wrong. One year after going back to work Nancy and Augustus to off together for parts unknown.
When I got home from work that evening I found a note on the kitchen table that just said "The baby is at Sally's." I'd just finished reading the note when Sally called and asked when I was going to come over and pick up Trip. I didn't think anything of it. I assumed that Nancy had to go shopping and had dropped Trip off at Sally's. When I got to Sally's I asked her what Nancy had said when she dropped of Trip.
"She just said she had some things to do and that you would be picking up the baby."
Nancy didn't come home that night and in the morning I had to call work and arrange to take the day off so I could take care of the baby. When noon came and still no Nancy I decided to call the police. I was reaching for the phone to make the call when it rang. I answered and it was Jazmine. She asked if Nancy was all right and I had to tell her I didn't know.
"Did she tell you why?"
"Why what?"
"Why she walked in and quit? Didn't give notice, just quit."
"I haven't seen her since she left the house to go to work yesterday."
"Uh oh; I smell something rotten. Jim Augustus quit also."
"I think I'd better call the bank. Talk to you later."
I called the bank and found that Nancy had cleaned out both checking and savings. Not a big deal as most of the money was hers anyway. Way back when I talked to the attorney about the divorce what he told me made me move the bulk of my money so Nancy would have no access to it. I added money to the account twice a month and Nancy thought it was financial aid for my schooling.
After I hung up on the bank I called the three credit card companies we had and cancelled the cards. According to the people I talked to the cards hadn't been used. I arranged for replacements and then got busy and fed my son. I played with him until he got tired and then I changed him and put him down for a nap. Once he was down I got myself a beer and sat down to figure out what I was going to have to do. I was going to have to drop out of school. At least until I could find some way of handling Trip. In the morning I could look into day care. Next I'd have to swing by school and see if I could salvage anything out of the term. The rest of the day was spent taking care of some things around the house and taking care of Trip.
I went to bed and as m head hit the pillow I was asking myself what kind of woman would abandon her own child. I hoped that wherever the two of them ended up something really bad and painful would happen to the both of them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Trip woke me at six and I changed him and was fixing him something to eat when the doorbell rand. I set him down in the playpen we'd put in the dining room and went to the door. I opened it and Jazmine came rushing in.
"Where is he. Has he been fed yet? Does he need changing?"
"Whoa up there. He doesn't need changing and I was starting his breakfast when you rang the doorbell."
"Well get to it. We've got a busy day in front of us."
"Why are you here and what are you babbling about?"
"I took a vacation day at work and now that Nancy is gone I'm here to claim the man I never should have let slip through my fingers in the first place. And I am not babbling. We have to get the boy into daycare. We need to see a lawyer and get the paperwork going on giving you sole custody of the boy. Shouldn't be a problem seeing that she abandoned him. We also need to get a restraining order to keep her away from the boy. There isn't any way she can claim to be a fit mother after walking away from him. "So first the lawyer and then the daycare center in my building."
"You going to tell me what to have for breakfast too?"
"Maybe later. Got to take care of junior first."
"He isn't Junior. He is Robert Allen Denton the Third. Know around here as Trip."
"Am I going to have trouble with you?"
"More than likely. How about we go back to your first statement. You are here to claim your man?"
"Sounded pretty straight forward to me. I let you slip away and I'm here to get you back."
"There is one small problem with that. You are assuming I'm okay with your plan, but I'm not okay with it."
"Why not?"
"Do you know the definition of insanity?"
"I don't think so."
"It is when you keep repeating something exactly the same over and over and expect to get a different outcome each time."
"I don't understand."
"We've gotten together three different times and each time it ended with your dumping me. The same result each time even though I was expecting a different result. It would be insane for me to try it again."
"You are going to physically throw me out?"
"Of course not."
"Then let's get with the program. Feed Trip, see attorney, arrange day care and worry about personal stuff later."
Why fight it I thought; it all needs to be done. Get it done and sweat the other stuff later. I called the attorney I'd talked to about the divorce and he said he could see me right away. When I got there I filled him in on what was happening and told him to file for the divorce.
"I know nothing can happen until she gets the papers, but I'm betting we won't hear from her and in a year we can sue for abandonment right?"
He said yes and told me he would have the papers ready for my signature at ten and since he had to be in court at eleven he would file them while he was there. We left the attorney's office and headed over to where Jaz worked. I was doubtful, but Jaz said she could get Trip into day care there.
"I doubt HR would even think to tell Allison that Nancy no longer worked there."
"Allison?"
"She operates the day care."
"So what happens the day she does find out?"
"Don't worry about it. I've got it handled."
"You've got it handled?"
"Yes Rob; I've got it handled."
By then we had arrived at her building and she showed me her parking spot.
"I'll take Trip in. You go across the street to the coffee shop. It will only take about twenty minutes."
It took less than fifteen, but when she showed up she didn't have Trip with her.
"I left him there. They were expecting him today when Nancy came to work. We can pick him up at five which is when Nancy would have picked him up. We still have a lot to do. We have to go back to the lawyer's office and sign the paperwork and then call a locksmith to change the locks on the apartment."
"Don't need a locksmith. I'll just get what I need at Home Depot and change them myself."
"Okay. Then we need to pack all of her stuff and get rid of it."
"Why?"
"To make room for my stuff silly. Then once her stuff is out of the way we can go over to my place and move me into your place."
"Did you not stop to think tha..."
"Just hush up Rob. You know you need someone to help you take care of Trip and that will be me. We can work out the rest of it later."
She was right; I was going to need help with Trip; at least until I got back on my feet from the blow that Nancy had given me. And by taking Jazmine's help I could stay in school.
We went through the apartment and bagged up everything that was Nancy's and on the way over to Jaz's place I dropped it all at her sister Sally's place. No one was there so I just piled it all in front of the garage door and left her a note telling her to call me. While waiting for Jaz to finish packing I call the police and reported Nancy missing and I was told I needed to come in and file a report. I told them I'd be down later on that day.
We got Jaz moved in to my place and I left her to settle in while I went to the police station. I filled out a written report and then a detective talked to me. He of course asked if the wife and I were having any problems and I told him the entire story right up till she walked into where she worked and quit without notice. I also mentioned that her lover had also quit.
"Then she isn't really a missing person."
"Maybe not, but we both know when her family doesn't hear from her they will more than likely call you and say something like "She would never have done something like that. Run off and leave her baby behind. He must have done something to her." I'm just getting ahead of the game. If I wasn't on record when they called you I'm pretty sure you would wonder why and you would be looking at me as a suspect in her disappearance."
He nodded his head yes and told me they wouldn't waste a lot of time looking for her. "We will check with her employer and verify what you've told us and then notify other police departments and hospitals in case she shows up somewhere."
That taken care of I swung by college and talked to all my instructors and brought them up to date on why I'd missed a day and would likely miss at least one more. They all told me not to worry about it and that we could work it out. From school I stopped by the day care center and picked up my son and when we got to the apartment I found that Jaz already had dinner on. She told me Sally had called and wanted me to call her back. She took Trip from me and I picked up the phone and called Sally.
"What's with all of the stuff in front of my garage door?"
"It is everything of Nancy's that was here at the apartment. I was going to give it to Goodwill, but then decided to give it to you in case she ever comes back."
"Comes back?"
I filled her in on what was happening.
"She would never do something like that. Run off and leave her baby?"
I smiled at that. Almost word for word what I'd told the detective her family would probably say.
"Well she did it Sally and you can call her work and ask the HR department and find out that she and her lover, one James Augustus both came in and quit without notice. She hasn't been here since she dropped off the baby at your place. She hasn't called and all I've heard from her is the note telling me that Trip was over at your place."



"Who was the woman who answered your phone?"
"The babysitter I've had to hire to watch Trip until I get home from school."
"This smells to high Heaven Robert. Nancy just would not do what you say."
"Nice talking to you Sal" and I hung up on her.
I'd just finished eating dinner when the phone rang. I picked it up and said hello.
"What have you done with my daughter you bastard?"
"I cut off her head and gave it to some kids at the park to use as a soccer ball" and I hung up on him.
Five minutes later the phone rang again. This time it was my mother in law.
"Can we talk reasonably about this Bob?"
"Of course we can mom."
"What is going on? Sally called here and said you've kicked Nancy out and dumped everything of hers in Sally's driveway."
"In the first place I did not kick her out. He has apparently run off with her lover."
"Apparently?"
"All I know is that she cleaned out our bank accounts at 9:30 in the morning and walked into the HR department where she worked an quit without notice. And her lover James Augustus, who also works there quit at the same time. I don't know how you might read that, but to me it means that she has run off with another man and please, please, please don't tell me that it is something that she would never do because it is obvious to me that is just what she has done."
There were several seconds of silence on the other end of the line before she said "Does this mean we won't be able to see our grandson?"
"No it does not. You are part of his family and you can see him whenever you want."
"Thank you Bobby."
"Your welcome mom."
We put Trip to bed and then sat down and watched some TV until I started yawning. Jaz saw it and picked up the remote and shut off the TV and then said "Bedtime baby. How are we going to handle this?"
"I'll take the sofa and you take the bed."
"Nonsense sweetie. I told you I'm here to claim you."
"Look Jaz; she hasn't even been gone two full days. I'm just not comfortable with this claiming thing."
She shrugged and headed off to the bedroom. I got a blanket and a pillow out of the linen closet and was unfolding the blanket when Jaz walked back into the room. She was stark naked. She stood there one hand on her hip and said:
"You sure you want the couch?"
I would like to be able to say I was made of sterner stuff, but unfortunately I can't. I dropped the blanket on the floor and headed for Jaz. She smiled, turned and walked back into the bedroom with me right behind her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That set the pattern for the next year. Nancy's parents heard from her four months after she bailed on me, but neither they nor Sally would tell me where she was. After one year of her being gone I went for a divorce claiming abandonment and when it was granted Jazmine started pushing for us to make it legal. I stalled and resisted for the next two months and then she got tired of waiting.
"I need a ring on my finger Rob. You need to shit or get off the pot."
Okay; she pushed and I had to push back.
"You know my stance on this Jazmine. You have heard my definition of insanity. I'm not going to go there again. At least when it happens this time we won't be married and have to go through all of that divorce bullshit."
"That's just bull crap and you know it. As far as divorces go I'll sign a prenup that will give you everything. And the insanity thing won't wash either. This situation is totally different. In the other three you were the one expecting forever while I was just a girl unsure of herself and always looking. In this situation I'm the one looking for forever and you are the one who is balking so you will not be repeating the same action."
I was sitting there looking at her and shaking my head no when she dumped it on me.
"I was hoping that you would do it on your own, but it seems like you won't. I really, really did not want to do it this way, but I guess I'll have to. I'm pregnant."
"I thought you were on birth control?"
"I am, but it isn't one hundred percent effective. Says so right on the box."
I felt like saying "Are you sure it is mine" but I knew it had to be. She might dump me for someone else, but I knew she'd never cheat. I sucked it up and we got married. It was a simple ceremony performed at City Hall. We held a reception at the American Legion hall and at the reception I found out how it was so easy to get Trip into the day care center even though Nancy no longer worked there. The Allison that Jaz referred to way back when turned out to be Allie Martin one of our classmates from high school and a good friend of Jazmine's. Why I never connected Allison to Allie I suppose I'll never know.
When we got home from the reception Jaz handed me an envelope.
"What is it?"
"Read it."
I did and it was a signed and notarized prenuptial agreement that gave me everything if we ever divorced for any reason at all. My fault, her fault, didn't matter. I got it all.
"I told you I would do it. Now how about we get to bed and consummate our marriage."
It was a couple of days later before I got around to asking her when her due date was.
"I don't know. Pretty much depends on you."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm dumping eggs and you need to fertilize them."
"You mean t..."
Jaz laughed and said "That's just what I mean. All's fair in love and war. I'm off birth control and ovulating and waiting for you to do your part."
"You didn't give any thought to how pissed off I'd be when I found out you played me?"
"Nope. Why would I? You come out a winner. You got me and an insurance policy that covers you. What more could you want?"
"An insurance policy?"
"The prenup sweetie. You know how materialistic I can be. You really think I'd bail on you and give up all my stuff? No wat Jose!
She pulled me into the bedroom and by the time she got done with me I'd gotten over being pissed.
Trip got a brother and two years later Trip and Evan got a sister. After Elizabeth arrived Jaz and I decided that three was enough and she had her tubes tied.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Nancy never did make any attempt to see Trip. No birthday or Christmas cards and I don't suppose I'll ever know how she could have just walked away from her child. I got half of what I wanted back when I wished that something bad and painful would happen to the both of them. Augustus was working at a bank in Seattle and was shot and killed in a holdup. Nancy dropped out of sight and neither her parents nor Sally have heard from her since.
Trip has never known his mother although he does know she exists. He is shown pictures of her when he visits her parents. They try to get him interested in her, but while he acts as if he is when he is with them when he comes home he tells me he has no interest in her at all.
"Why would I give a damn about her when she has shown she doesn't care if I'm alive or dead?"
I can honestly say that I have never bad mouthed his mother to him. He figured out how much she cared about him on his own.
Nancy will never know what she missed by not seeing him to grow up to be the fine young man he is. Who knows; she might show up at his door someday. If it happens I can only hope he slams the door in her face.
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Once again I sit here at the Village Inn drinking coffee, pad of paper on the table in front of me, Pilot G-2 pen in hand and wondering what kind of story to write. Unfortunately my mind is a total blank. Start young? Teenage? Married and settled? Single and looking? Work related? What the hell Robert; just do what you always do start and let it come to you.
*
My name is Paul Camelot. I'm thirty years old and I had always considered myself a nice guy. Or at least I thought I was. Now? No so much. Actually, now I think I'm an asshole. Why the sudden change? A woman, of course. Not just a woman, but one hell of a woman. Five foot six, green eyes and red hair hanging down to the middle of her back and a body that came in at 36-22-36. If Helen of Troy's face launched a thousand ships then Angel's face would have caused ten thousand to put to sea.
Angelina, Angel for short, was the wife of Thomas Deerfield, who was my main rival at ZYX Corporation. We started on the same day and it seemed like from day one we were both always going for the same promotions. I scored first when I got the assistant manager position in Quality Control. Soon after, he became assistant manager of Purchasing. When the manager's position in Shipping and Receiving came open, we both went for it and Tom got it. A year later I got the manager's position in Quality Control.
I knew his wife, Angel, from all of the company's social functions, and to say I lusted after her would be an understatement. I honestly believe that any man who even got a glimpse of her on her worst day would want her. But want or not, Angel did not appear to play around and I wasn't one to mess with another man's woman, anyway.
Then came the day I was in the right place at the right time. I'd gone to lunch with one of our suppliers at Red Lobster, and after we ate we went our separate ways. The Red Lobster was right across the street from the Red Roof Inn, and I was looking that way as I walked to my car and I saw Angelina Deerfield get out of a car with Amos Billings and walk toward one of the rooms. I took out my phone and recorded them going into room 117. I moved my car to where I could keep a close watch on the room (and get closer to get better video) and settled in to wait. When the two of them emerged two hours later I was even lucky enough to catch them kissing.
As they pulled out of the parking lot I was reviewing what I had on my phone. What I had was dynamite. Billings was vice-president of Operations at ZYX and the man who would be making the decision on who got the regional manager's position both Tom and I were going for. From what I'd just seen, it appeared that Tom was going to be the new regional because I couldn't offer Billings anything that could top Angel. I wondered what it was about the position that Tom would be willing to offer up Angel to get it. One thing I did know was that my hands off policy where Angel was concerned went into the trash can.
I decided to strike while the iron was hot so to speak. I knew that Angel worked from home doing billing for several doctors, dentists and small local businesses. On the off chance she went home from the Inn I called her home number.
"Hello?"
"Good afternoon, Angel. Paul Camelot here. How are you this lovely afternoon?"
"I'm fine, Paul, but Tom isn't here yet."
"I don't want to talk to Tom. I'm more interested in talking to you. Any chance you could get loose and have dinner with me tonight?"
"Are you out of your mind? What in God's name gave you the idea that you could call me and ask me that?"
"I don't know if God had a hand in it, but if it wasn't him it was fate that put me where I could see you and Amos Billings go into room 117 of the Red Roof Inn."
"Are you on drugs? I've never been to a Red Roof Inn in my life!"
"Well, while I'm talking to you I'm watching the video I shot with my phone, and I'm willing to bet everything I have that it is you kissing Amos after coming out of room 117. But I do admit I've made a mistake or three in my life. I guess I'll need to get a second opinion. You wouldn't happen to have Billings' home phone number, would you? His wife doesn't work and she should be home. I'll get her opinion on whether or not it's Amos in the video. Never mind. I'm sure it is in the phone book. Sorry to have bothered you. Have a nice day."
Before I could hang up I heard, "Wait! What do you want?"
"I already told you. Dinner tonight."
"What time and where?"
"How about the dining room at the Hilton, at six?"
"All right."
"See you there."
I was smiling as I put down the phone. I wouldn't get the regional manager's job, but I was pretty sure I'd get Angel, and of the two I was pretty sure I would enjoy Angel more that I would enjoy being a regional manager.
I walked into the dining room at the Hilton at five to six and found Angel already sitting there. As I joined her I said, "I hope I didn't keep you waiting for long."
"I just got here."
Just then, the waitress showed up and took our drink order, and when she left Angel asked, "Now what is this all about?"
She wanted to go right at it, so I did. "Simple really. You fucked Billings to get Tom the regional manager's job, which means you fucked me out of it. I decided I needed a consolation prize. That would be you."
"You can't be serious!"
"Oh but I am. You know what you've got, Angel, and you know that every man who has ever glanced your way ended up with lustful thoughts about you. Just like them, I have had lustful thoughts about you since the first time I laid eyes on you, but I'm a nice guy, or I was, so I buried those thoughts. That has all changed. You fucked Amos, which meant that you fucked me out of a job I wanted. I figure it is only fair that since you fucked me out of a job you should fuck me to make up for it."
"You really are a piece of shit! What if I tell you to fuck off and die?"
"I go to the director of Human Relations, show him the video and claim I'm being cheated out of a fair shot at the promotion. I'm guessing the outcome will be Tom losing his job and Amos will be fired or demoted. It wouldn't have bothered me if Tom had gotten the job fair and square, but to try and steal it using you just doesn't set well with me."
"Tom doesn't know. I did it on my own."
"You love him that much? You would go that far for your man?"
"Not hardly. I did it for me, not Tom."
"I don't understand."
"Alimony is based on the spouse's wage. Tom gets the promotion and the raise that goes with it. As soon as he is in the job, I'm filing for divorce. I've finally had it with his cheating on me."
"He cheats on you? That doesn't even make sense. If you were mine I'd chain you to the bed so you could never get away. Where in the hell would he even find something better than what he already has?"
The waitress came with our drinks and asked us if we were ready to order and Angel said, "Why bother? Just get a room so we can get this over with."
"I'll have the sirloin, medium-well, mashed potatoes and the glazed carrots."
Angel gave me a look of disgust and then said, "I'll have the same."
Once the waitress was gone Angel asked, "What the hell are you doing? Why didn't we just get a room and get this shit over with?"
"Did I not ask you to have dinner with me? We are having dinner."
"Why? We both know what you really got me here for. Why the stall?"
"We both know what I had in mind when I sat down, but things change. Now what I want is to sit her and drink in your beauty while cursing myself for not being the asshole I really wanted to be."
"You aren't making sense."
"I know, but for a little while I can sit here and have you all to myself."
"Still makes no sense to me. Fucking on a full stomach isn't all that great."
"Well, if it won't be fun, I guess I'll have to take a pass on it."
"You aren't making a whole lot of sense here."
"I know. One of my biggest faults. I'm told the Baked Alaska here is to die for."
"Will you please tell me just what in the hell you are doing?"
"I told you. I'm sitting alone with you and drinking in your beauty and cursing myself for not being the asshole I wanted to be."
"Look: I barely got out of high school, Paul, and I don't have even an hour of college, so you think maybe you can tell me in simple English just what is going on here?"
"Okay, straight up. I came here meaning to blackmail you into having sex with me. I thought Tom was using you to get the promotion and I decided since you both were fucking me out of the promotion, I'd fuck you behind Tom's back as payback. Then I find out that Tom had nothing to do with it, so I can't be the asshole I was going to be."
"But I still screwed you out of the promotion."
"You have to understand that Tom and I have been rivals since the day we hired in at ZYX. As long as it was between me and Tom, I could justify in my mind going after payback. It was just between us. Now I know he isn't guilty, so I have no reason to seek payback. Understand?"
"Kind of, but I'm here, and I was going to do what you wanted. I was pissed at you for the way you set it up. I was pissed at myself for having to give in to you. Now you are going to pass on it? All of a sudden my ego is screaming, "How can that asshole walk away from this?" She indicated herself.
"I know, and I'll probably cry myself to sleep tonight for letting the chance of having you go. Sometimes it just sucks to be me."
Our meals came then and we ate in silence. I asked her if she would like to try the Baked Alaska for dessert and she said no. I paid the bill and walked her to her car. I opened the door for her and said "Good night, Mrs. Might Have Been," and she surprised me. She took my head in both of her hands and laid a kiss on me that left me weak in the knees. Then she got in her car and drove off.
I expected that to be the end of it, but of course it wasn't. Two days later I was called in to Billings' office. He told me to have a seat.
"I received a phone call yesterday and was told I might have a potential problem with you."
"I take it the call came from a lady named Angelina?
"It did."
"I thought I'd put her mind to rest."
"You did, but she thought it was me who might have a problem."
"Not so. I can't fault you for doing something that I would probably have done were I in your shoes. If something that nice came up to me, I would probably bent over backwards to give her what she wanted."
"She is something. No way on God's green earth I could have said no to what she wanted, given what he offered."
"Rest easy. I've already destroyed the video."
"I guess you should know that Deerfield was going to get the job, anyway, and that decision was made before Angelina came to see me. I guess I should be ashamed of taking advantage of her. Quite frankly, you would have been wasted in that job. I gave it to Deerfield because I'm saving you for something else. Mattson is retiring in two months and I have already penciled you in as his replacement. That's a secret by the way, so let's keep it just between us. Okay?"
"You got it."
Tom got the promotion and six weeks later I was promoted into Mattson's position.
Right about now you are asking yourself "What's wrong with this guy? Thirty years old and single? Obviously he isn't gay, at least you wouldn't think so given the way he lusts after Angelina Deerfield. Well the sad truth is that while I like the ladies, I don't trust them. My distrust had its roots in high school.
I dated Brenda Stuart for three months before asking her to go steady with me. She said yes, and two months later she dumped me for the football team's quarterback. Next up was Linda Lewis. She dumped me for a guy whose father had just given him a Mustang convertible. Next on the hit parade was Helen Catron. We went steady for almost six months and I thought we were solid. Her eighteenth birthday was the day after mine and also was the day of the senior prom. We followed the unspoken tradition of exchanging cherries. A month later, she was on the arm of the guy who up until then had been my best friend.
College was no different. Carol Meiss and Rachel Wallace in my freshman year. Marsha Loomis and Brianna Spencer in my sophomore year, and Roberta Davis in my junior year. All dumped me for someone else or cheated on me with someone else and got caught.
The one who hurt the most was Elizabeth Martin. We met on the first day of our senior year and we clicked. It was like a bolt of lightning hit us and we both realized we were meant for each other. We were going steady by the second week of classes and were engaged to be married when spring break rolled around. Liz went to Panama City with some girlfriends, but I had to stay home because of some family commitments.
The week before graduation Liz came up to me and told me she was pregnant, so naturally I told her we had to hurry up and get the wedding out of the way. Then she told me I wasn't the father. I turned and walked away and never spoke to her again.
By the time I left college with my degree in hand, I no longer trusted the female of the species. My sexual needs were taken care of by two young ladies who worked for an escort service. Given my background, it was easy for me to be the asshole I was going to be with Angelina Deerfield.
Six months after that night I was still cursing myself for not following through on what I planned on doing. Not only that, but it was costing me money. Having come so close to having Angel had me on a sexual high and I saw my two escort ladies more often.
A little over seven months had passed since I moved into Mattson's job. It was around four-thirty on a Thursday when my secretary buzzed me on the intercom and told me there was a Miss Parker there to see me.
"She's not on the appointment calendar, but she says it is important that she see you."
"Send her in."
The door opened and Angelina Deerfield walked in and closed the door behind her. I rose to greet her and said, "Miss Parker?"
"I took my maiden name back when I divorced Tom."
I pointed to a chair and said, "Have a seat. Wanda tells me that you feel it important that you speak with me."
"Well, maybe not important to you, but it is to me."
"Care to explain?"
"The last time we met you told me that I knew what I had and that every man who saw me wanted me."
"I remember."
"Well I sampled quite a few of those men before I married Tom, and all of them turned out to be assholes. I thought I'd found a winner in Tom, but he was cheating on me before our second anniversary. I don't know why I put up with it for as long as I did, but I finally got tired of it and decided to divorce him. That's where you came in. You spoke your piece and I thought "Oh great! Another asshole to add to my long list of assholes. But then you threw me for a loop. You had me. I was ready to give you what you wanted, but all of a sudden you wouldn't take it. Said it wouldn't be right."
"I was shocked! There wasn't a man I knew who would have walked away from me under those circumstances, but you did. A man with principals. Something I never knew existed. I remember you saying if I was yours you would chain me to the bed so I could never get away."
"I recall all of that."
"Did you mean it?"
"Of course I did."
"Well I'm not quite ready to be chained to a bed, but I think I'd like to get to know a man like that a little better. Since you aren't married and I'm no longer married, I'm here to find out if there is any interest on your part in seeing if we could get to know each other better."
The woman was so damned sexy looking that as I sat there listening to her I had one hell of a stiffie, and by the time she got to the "Any interest on your part," I was ready to do her on my desk, but of course I didn't.
I did however say, "I would very much like to get to know you better. Since you have taken the bull by the horns, so to speak, in coming here, I assume you already have a first step in mind?"
"As a matter of fact I do. The company I'm now working for is having a banquet tomorrow night, and I need an escort."
"That's tomorrow. What are you doing tonight?"
"I have no plans."
"How about we have dinner, drinks and talk?"
"I'd like that. What time?"
I looked at my watch and said, "It is quitting time for me so how about now?"
"Fine by me."
"We can take my car and come back for yours after."
"No need for that. I came here in an Uber."
On the way to the restaurant we talked and I found out that while she had a car, she rarely drove it.
"Parking sucks in the area of my job, and there is a bus stop just down the street from me and a bus stop just outside of work so I use the bus, mostly. Coming to see you today was spur of the moment, so I called a Uber."
Over dinner and drinks I learned she was an only child, had graduated for Metro State College with a degree in Business Management. I reminded her she had told me she didn't have a day of college and told her I was shocked, just shocked, to find out she lied to me. She laughed and said I'd get over it. She had been married twice (Tom was her second) and had no kids.
"Maybe someday, but right now they would be too inconvenient where my life is concerned."
Since the next day was a work day for both of us I had her home by eight and she gave me a kiss on the cheek. Not anything close to the steamer she gave me the last time we were together, but hopefully it was a sign of better things to come.
It turned out that the banquet was actually a combination farewell party for a guy who was retiring and a promotion party for his replacement. I knew of her company and I knew several people who worked there. About an hour after we got there, one of them caught me in the men's room.
"You old dog you! How in the world did you manage to hook up with the Ice Queen?"
"The Ice Queen?"
"That's what everyone here, male at least, call Angelina. Every guy in the place has been sniffing after her since she hired in. She gives all of them the cold shoulder."
"I can say we are hooked up. She needed an escort for this affair and she asked me. I didn't have anything better to do, so I said yes."
He gave me a long look and then said, "Yeah, right."
When I got back to where we were sitting I told her that I'd found out about her nickname. She didn't know what I was talking about so I told her what Fred had said to me.
"No surprise there. Almost all of them were married, which got them assigned to my long list of assholes."
After dinner there were a few speeches, and things started breaking up as people headed for the lounge where there was a live band and a dance floor. I assumed that Angelina would want to sit with some coworkers, but she led me to a table off in a corner.
Before I could ask she said, "I want you all to myself. If we sit with a bunch of coworkers I'll constantly be asked to dance and I don't intend to dance with anyone but you. Sitting here tells everybody we want privacy."
Which for the most part it did. But there is always an asshole right? Ten minutes after we sat down, some guy walked up to the table and ignoring me said:
"Come on babe; let's dance."
Before Angel could say a word I said, "Sorry, but my date promised all of her dances to me."
He looked at me and said, "I wasn't talking to you."
I stood up and said, "You have two choices dickhead. You can walk away unharmed or you can be carried out of here on a stretcher by EMTs. Your choice, and you have five seconds to make it or I'll make it for you, and my choice means flashing lights and ambulances for you."
He gave me a dirty look and then turned and left. I looked at Angel and asked, "Want to dance?"
She did. When we got out on the floor and she moved into my arms and asked, "Would you really have kicked his ass?"



"Damned straight I would."
"My hero. Protecting me from the scum."
"I didn't do it for you, although I would have fought to protect you."
"Then why did you get in his face?"
"He disrespected me and I won't stand for that."
"He dissed you? How?"
"By ignoring me and going after you. If he had come up and asked me if I would mind his asking you for a dance, then everything would have been okay."
"What would you have said if he had asked you?"
"I would have said that I wouldn't mind, but it would have been up to you."
"Well, just so you know, I would have said no. He is an asshole and thinks he is God's gift to women. He has been after me ever since I came to work. He just won't take no for an answer and just keeps coming back."
We had been dancing while, talking, and she had moved into me. Her leg was rubbing my hard-on and her tits were pushing into my chest.
"Do you have any idea of what you are doing to me?" I whispered in her ear.
"Of course I do. Everyone in here sees it and the word will go out that I'm taken and all of the wolves will leave me alone from now on."
"No they won't. The male of the species comes from the factory programmed to seek out the opposite sex, and some women are more seekable than others. You, fortunately or unfortunately, are one of those who is more seekable. Married and with five kids, men are still going to hit on you."
"You are good for a girl's ego. I may just have to keep you."
Like I could be that lucky, I thought to myself. We stayed out on the dance floor for the next two numbers and then the band took a break. When we got back to our table we found an extremely good looking blond sitting there.
"What are you doing here, Amy?"
"I saw the way your date sent Ray running and I was wondering if I could talk you into letting his umbrella of protection cover me."
Angel introduced us and then asked, "How about it, Paul?"
"Just from Ray, or from all the men who will be asking you to dance."
"I doubt that anyone other than Ray will ask me."
I raised an eyebrow at that, but no explanation followed. We talked for a bit and then the band came back and Angel told me to take Amy out on the floor for a whirl, so I asked Amy if she would like to dance and she said yes. Curiosity got to me and as we moved through a waltz I asked:
"You are a damned good looking lady, so why would you doubt anyone would ask you to dance?"
"I'm the company trouble maker. I've gone to HR several times over unwanted male attention. Men stay away from me now."
"So why stop in here?"
"I like to have a drink or two with the girls I work with, but they've all left and gone home. I still had an almost full drink in front of me and I decided to stay and finish it. Ray saw me sitting alone and headed my way so I got up and went over to your table thinking he would stay away from you."
"I'm sure you could handle Ray."
"Yes, but it would have created a scene and I didn't want that. And by the way, thank you for the compliment."
The music stopped and we returned to the table and my next surprise of the evening. Ray was sitting in my chair talking to Angel. Whatever he was saying she was shaking her head no to. Amy might not have wanted to create a scene, but it wouldn't bother me and I'd already let the asshole know I didn't want him bothering my date. When I got to the table I grabbed the back of the chair, tilted it back and dumped him onto the floor. Before he could recover from the surprise, I put my foot on his neck with my 205 pounds pushing down. He struggled to push it off, but the way he was laying gave him no leverage.
I looked down at him and said, "I told you that my date was mine for the evening and suggested you walk away before I hurt you. When I lift my foot and you get up, you had best run for the door and leave this place. Any other action on your part will lead to an ambulance ride for you."
I lifted my foot and stepped back to see what he would do. He got up and ran - actually ran for the door. Angel was smiling at me and Amy was looking at me with a stunned expression. I pulled Amy's seat out or her, and after she sat down I picked up my chair from the floor and sat down at the table. I'd no sooner sat down when the waitress showed up with a round of drinks.
As she set them on the table she said, "On the house. The manger says thank you for getting rid of the trash."
"Can I look forward to this much excitement every time we go out?" Angel asked.
"God I hope not. I lie my evenings out to be more on the peaceful side."
The three of us talked, drank and danced until the band call it quits for the night. On my last dance with Amy she slipped a piece of paper into my suit coat pocket and said, "If things don't work out with Angelina, call me."
As I was driving Angel home she asked me what Amy had put in my pocket, and I told her.
"That bitch! And after I was so nice to her."
"Relax. She told me to call her if things didn't out with you so I guess the question is will there be anything between us?"
"I sure as hell hope so. That is what was behind my asking you to take me to Andy's promotion party."
"So what is the next step?"
"If I wasn't afraid it would make the wrong impression I'd ask you in when you get me home and fuck the socks off of you. But I guess we will have to date several times and work up to it."
"I felt an instant attraction to you at our first meeting and you won't be making the wrong impression on me if you really want to ask me in. In fact as far as I'm concerned the sooner we find out if we are sexually compatible the better."
She gave me a long look and the said, "Okay sweetie, you're on."
Deerfield had to have been an idiot to run around on Angel. If I'd been wearing socks when we went to bed, she probably would have fucked them off me. We did it all. I ate her pussy and she sucked my cock. We made love in the missionary and then sixty-nined. We did doggie and more sixty-nine. Then she asked me to take her ass. When we finished, she washed my cock and then we went sixty-nine again until she got me up, we did one more missionary and then I was done. She tried hard to get me up for one more, but she couldn't make it happen. She snuggled up to me and we fell asleep.
In the morning, she fixed us breakfast as I sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee and watching her. She looked over at me and asked, "Think you could stand a steady diet of what happened last night?"
"No doubt in my mind. None whatsoever."
"I don't have any plans for the rest of the weekend."
"What a coincidence; neither do I."
"Think we can come up with something to do?"
"I wouldn't be at all surprised."
We found plenty to do for the rest of the weekend, and I barely had enough strength to drag myself into work on Monday. The weekend set the pattern for the next six months. We were constantly together and spent almost every night of the week together either in her bed or mine.
It wasn't going to last, and I knew it. I'd ride for as long as I could, but I knew the train was going to leave the tracks sooner or later. The train wreck came at the end of our sixth month together. It was Friday night and we were finishing off a night of drinking and dancing with a spirited romp on my bed. I got us both off and as we were resting up for another go as Angel played with my cock in an effort to hurry things along, she said the fourteen works that sent the train roaring off the rails.
"Are you ever going to get around to putting a ring on my finger?"
Then again maybe it was my one word answer that caused the wreck.
"No."
Her hand left my cock and she looked at me in silence for about ten seconds before saying, "Mind telling me why?"
"Because I don't trust the female of the species." I proceeded to tell her why.
She listened and didn't speak for maybe fifteen seconds and then said, "That's it? A bunch of adolescents in your past are going to control your life?"
"It is more than that, Angelina. Do you remember our first meeting?"
"Of course I do. What has that got to do with this? I thought we had something good going."
"Actually we had something great going, but my past, together with what caused our first meeting is what has me saying no."
"I don't understand what our first meeting has to do with it."
"You were married to Tom, but you had no problem with fucking another man behind his back to get what you wanted. Could I trust you to never do it to me if it was something you wanted badly enough? I don't know, and I'm not willing to take the chance of finding out."
She got up, dressed and left without saying another word. Was I sorry to see her go? Of course I was. Like I said, we had something great going for us, but that didn't make my reasoning any less valid.
Given the way Angel had left, I didn't see any sense in trying to call her. For the next six weeks I was back to using my two escort ladies and then I got a surprise phone call.
"Good morning. This is Bob."
"I am disappointed in you. I asked you to call if things didn't work out between you and Angelina."
"Amy?"
"Why didn't you call?"
"To be honest, I was in no mood to deal with another woman at the time."
"Are you ready yet?"
I was, and I said so. "How about dinner tonight and we can discuss it?"
She gave me her address and I told her I'd pick her up at six. We walked into the Red Lobster, and wouldn't you just know it? The first person I saw was Angelina sitting at a table with two other girls. She saw us and her face took on an expression I couldn't read.
Amy and I were shown to a booth and we ordered. Half an hour later I had to use the restroom and when I came out I found Angel waiting for me.
"Didn't take long for you to get over me did it?"
"Who says I'm over you?"
"Why haven't you called me if you feel that way?"
"To what purpose? The way you left told me all I needed to know. Now if you will excuse me I need to get back to my date."
When I took Amy home she kissed my cheek and asked, "Can we do this again?"
"I certainly hope so. How about this Friday?"
"I get off at five."
"Six work for you?"
"It will." She kissed my cheek again and I went home.
When I got home from work the next day and was starting to fix my dinner, the phone rang and it was Amy.
"I'm calling to cancel our date on Friday. Angelina came up to me at work today and told me that she wasn't happy to see me messing around with her man."
"Her man?"
"That's the way she put it. Messing around with her man. I thought you guys were over."
"I thought so, too. We haven't seen each other in over a month."
"I was looking forward to Friday, but after talking with Angelina I have to cancel. I need this job, and given my already gained reputation as a trouble maker, I can't afford any more hostility."
"I understand. Thanks for calling."
As I hung up the phone I was already trying to make sense out of things. She walked out on me without a word and then never called, but I was her man? I couldn't make sense of it so I stopped trying and finished fixing my dinner. After eating I tried watching TV, but my mind kept going back to Amy's phone call and what she'd told me. If I was Angel's man why hadn't she called me? She had a key to my place so why didn't she use it?
I finally figured that she thought she had me sewn up and I would call and beg her to come back, and she was waiting for a call that was never going to come. Did I want her back? Yes I did, but I'd meant what I said when I said no to a ring. Foolish of me, maybe, but that's the way I was. My stance was never going to change.
Angel might never cheat on me, but might not wasn't the same as never. When you said "Might not" it was understood that "Might" was there, also, as in "Might or might not." No! As much as I wanted Angel, I knew I'd never trust her, so there was no sense in my calling her.
Another three days went by, and then I came home from work one day and found a dress on the floor when I walked in the apartment door. In a trail leading from the dress to the bedroom door were a pair of high heels, a bra, a pair of pantyhose and at the bedroom door a pair of panties hanging on the door knob. I opened the bedroom door and found Angel on my bed.
"It's about damned time you got here. Get that silly look off your face, get your clothes off and get your butt over here."
I stripped and as I approached the bed she said, "None of that time wasting foreplay; just get on and let's do it."
I smiled and said, "Yes dear" and then did what the lady wanted. After I got us both off (or she got us both off) and pulled out, she spun around and took my cock in her mouth. Not one word had been spoken since my "Yes dear," so I kept my mouth shut and watched her work at bringing me back to life. Once she had me hard she got on her hands and knees and said:
"Doggie this time."
Realizing I was being a wise ass I once again said, "Yes dear," and then once again I did what the lady wanted. We both got off and then Angel fell forward and rolled onto her back.
I fell to the bed beside her and as we both stared up at the ceiling trying to catch our breath she said, "You do know that you are an asshole right?"
"Why do I have to be an asshole?"
"Because you didn't do what you were supposed to."
"And what was that?"
"You were supposed to come after me and beg me to come back. You were supposed to pull a ring out of your pocket and say something like, "Put this on and promise to never leave me again." But did you do it? Ha! Not even a phone call. My problem is that I have been so damned miserable without you. I finally accepted that I need to be with, you ring or no ring. If I can get you up again will you do my butt?"
Once again I said, "Yes dear."
It took a year of living together for her to get a ring on her finger. At first she refused it, and it took me a couple of months to finally get her to take it. Why the turnaround on my part? Ralph and Richard. Who are Ralph and Richard? The twins that Angel and I managed to make.
She told me she went off birth control so I'd get her pregnant, and then she would have something of mine when I finally got tired of her and kicked her out. When I told her we needed to get married to make the baby legitimate (we didn't know it was twins at the time), she said, "No! Our deal was no ring and we would live together as friends with benefits."
I kept after her and she kept saying, "No. I will not have you going through life thinking I deliberately got pregnant to get you to marry me."
I didn't quit asking, and then one day she handed me a piece of paper and told me to read it. It was a prenuptial agreement that stated if we ever divorced for whatever reason she would leave the marriage with only what she brought into it, which was her maiden name. It gave me sole custody of the children and it had her notarized signature on the bottom.
We went ring shopping the next day and were married in a civil ceremony two weeks later.
Fourteen years and five kids later we are still going strong.
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He slipped or was distracted or something, because I should never have been able to get by him that easy. The quarterback was dropping back and looking to his left when I hit him. The ball came loose, I was able to cover it and suddenly there we were on their twenty-three-yard line, down 23 to 21 and with less than two minutes on the clock. As I moved off the field, I passed Brad Thomas, our quarterback, heading for the ball with the rest of the offense.
"Jesus, Denton; I ought to let you have a week's worth of dates with Connie for that."
It was a good thing he was already by me when he said that or I would have likely thrown him on the ground and stomped his ass.
Connie was Constance Dennis, Brad's girlfriend, and the girl I have been hopelessly in love with forever. Everyone knew it and loved teasing me about it. Some, like Brad, taunted me over it. Brad especially liked to rub my nose in the fact that he had her and I didn't.
A week's worth of dates with Connie? I'd never even had one. I must have asked her at least a hundred times and was turned down every time. What hurt the most was that she was always around me. Half of our classes were assigned seating and her being Dennis and me being Denton almost always had us sitting next to each other, and if there were class projects we always ended up in the same group. She was a cheerleader and always close to the bench where I sat when not on the field. If that wasn't bad enough, she was my next-door neighbor AND my sister Alice's best friend. As my sister's best friend she was always over at the house, mostly because we had a swimming pool and Alice (my sis) was forever asking Connie over to lay by the pool. I won't even go into what Connie in a bathing suit did to me.
The offense came out of the huddle, and we were all standing on the sideline yelling encouragement as Brad handed off to Kyle who got six yards. He threw an incomplete pass toward Eddy. Another pass got nine yards, and then Coach Branigan decided to just go for the field goal. We all held our breath as the ball was snapped to Mike, who bobbled the ball before setting it in place and then Ronnie kicked it through the uprights to give us the 24-23 win.
The crowd went wild. There were a lot of folks who said we had a successful season if we beat Roosevelt. As far as they were concerned, we could lose all of our other games, but if we beat Rosey it was a successful season. Ronny came up to me and asked if I was going to the victory party at Ken's and I told him I wasn't.
"Why the hell not? This was your win Bobby. It wouldn't have happened if you hadn't got us the ball."
"I just won't be comfortable there."
"Jesus Christ Bobby, grow some stones. You are eighteen, a high school senior and not some little kid. So she will be there with Brad; so what! There are tons of other girls in the world, and quite a few in this school and in this city who would love to date you if you would just get your head out of your ass."
I don't know why he said it that way, because I did date. I just never got into the girls I dated. There just didn't seem to be any spark there that made me want to go steady with any of them.
"You are old enough to know you aren't going to get everything you want. Life just isn't that way. Come on; go to the party. Show everyone you can handle it."
He was right and I knew it, but it killed me to see Connie with Brad. Brad was an asshole, and how she could spend time with him I just didn't know, but as Ronny pointed out, I was old enough to know I wasn't going to get everything I wanted. I should go to the party, if only so I could look at Connie. If rumor was right, she was going back east to college and I might never see her again. I told Ronny I would go and we headed for the locker room.
*****
There were quite a few surprised looks when I showed up at the party. It was something that I just didn't usually do. Everyone knew I avoided places where Connie and Brad were likely to go. Actually, any place where Connie and whoever her steady was at the time. It was Harry in the tenth grade, Norm in the eleventh and now Brad. When I walked in the door I promised myself I would ignore Connie and try to have a good time and enjoy myself so of course the first person I saw when I walked in the door was Connie. She was talking to Sue and Mary, both fellow cheerleaders, and when Ronny called out "Hey; you made it" she glanced toward the door, saw me, shot me a smile and a little finger wave and went back to talking to Sue and Mary.
I headed for Ronny and the two guys he was standing with. Kenny's house had hardwood floors and the living room furniture had been moved to create a small dance floor and as Ronnie, Mike, Barry and I talked about the game, we watched the couples dancing to the music from the record player.
I'd been there about fifteen minutes when I felt a tap on my shoulder and I turned to see Lisa Meadows standing there.
"This is Sadie Hawkins Day, Bobby. Girls can ask boys to dance and they are not allowed to say no."
She offered me her arm and I took it and we moved out onto the makeshift dance floor. As we moved to the music Lisa asked why I'd never called her again after the last date we'd had and I lied to her and said my dad had me working at his business's and I just haven't had any time off to date. The real reason was that Lisa was putting out signals that she wanted to go steady and I just didn't want to go there. We finished our dance and she wandered of somewhere while I went back to join Ronnie and the guys.
Two minutes later Sue came up to me and asked me to dance and used the Sadie Hawkin's Day line and then after her there was Mary who was followed by Kiley. It was while I was dancing with Kiley that I noticed that none of the other guys were being asked to dance so I straight out asked:
"What's going on here, Kiley?"
She didn't bat her eyes and say "Whatever do you mean?" She came right out and told me. "Steve heard what Brad said to you, and he told Shirley and she told the rest of us girls. We know you, Bobby, and we know what would likely happen if Brad said something else stupid to you tonight. We figure if we can keep you occupied and away from Brad, we can keep you out of trouble."
It was a nice thought and I appreciated they liked me enough to make the effort, but it was all for naught. Kiley's words were no sooner out of her mouth when someone bumped into us and almost caused Kiley to fall. I heard "Watch where you are going dumb shit."
I turned and saw Brad dancing with Connie. I asked Kiley if she was all right and she said she was. I turned to Brad and said "You are an asshole. Why Connie wastes her time on a dipshit like you I will never understand."
"What did you call me" he asked as he poked me in the chest and gave me the gift I needed. He poked me. That-s assault right? I had to defend myself didn't I? My first punch broke his nose and when his hands went up to his face I buried my fist in his belly. He doubled up and my third punch was to the left side of his head and he fell to the floor. I looked down at him and called him an asshole again. I apologized to Kenny for disrupting his party and headed for the door. As I was driving home I was rehearsing in my mind how I would handle him the next time. The next time? Oh yes, there would be a next time. Brad was sure to come after me to get even and I intended to be ready for him.
I'd been home about half an hour when Alice came home and into the family room where I was watching television. "Connie is not happy with you, little brother." The little brother needs to be explained. Alice and I are twins, she was born six minutes ahead of me and she gloried in being the oldest and never let me forget it.
"Why is she upset with me? Her boyfriend started it."
"Bullshit little brother. I was there and I saw it. All he did was poke you. He didn't hit you. It was only a little poke in the chest and it didn't hurt you a bit."
"Okay; I don't like the asshole and I took advantage of the situation to vent. So what?"
"Nothing. Except for Connie, most of the kids there wanted to applaud and cheer and the only reason Connie is pissed is because when his nose started bleeding, she got some blood on her dress."
"Tell her I'll pay for it if she sends it to the cleaners. If the stain won't come out tell her I'll buy her a new dress."
"I'll tell her, but you should apologize the next time you see her."
"Apologize? For what? For her being stupid enough for being with Brad in the first place? I need to get to bed."
I shut of the TV and left the room.
*****
The weekend was filled with family activities, and the only bad spot was on Sunday afternoon. I was doing laps in the pool when Alice and Connie came out to sunbathe. It was okay as long as I was swimming because I wasn't looking in their direction, but when I came out of the pool and saw Connie in her bathing suit I couldn't stop the erection that distorted my trunks. Connie noticed and I saw a little smile cross her face. I quickly turned and went over to one of the chaise lounges, laid down on it and turned my body so the erection couldn't be seen.
I did my best to ignore Alice and Connie, but Connie wasn't having any of it. She got up and came over and sat down on the lounger next to me.
"Why did you hit Brad at the party?"
I was in no mood to duck the question so I said "He is an asshole and I don't like him, so when he got in my face, poked me in the chest and called me a name I decided it was time to show him just how much I don't like him."
"Are you sure that is the real reason and not the fact that he is my boyfriend?"
"His being your boyfriend is part of it. He flaunts it in my face every chance he gets. Have you heard what he said to me when I came off the field after recovering that fumble?
"No."
"Everyone else at Kenny's knew about it."
"They must not have wanted me to hear it for some reason."
I told her what he said and she said "I don't believe that."
"Ask any of the girls I danced with that night. They all knew it. That and what he called me when he bumped into me and Kiley, and then his poking me in the chest is all it took to set me off. You need to blame someone for what happed blame your asshole boyfriend."
I got up and went into the house and up to my room. Half an hour later, Alice knocked on my door and asked if she could come in. I said yes and she came in and sat down on the bed. I was sitting at the small table I was using as a desk and working on a paper that was due the coming Thursday. I dropped the pencil on top of the paper and turned to look at her.
"Something on your mind?"
"You and your fixation on Connie. Why can't you just accept she isn't interested in you and let it go?"
"I have accepted it, but I can't let it go. Just because I want something I can't have doesn't mean I can stop wanting it. Maybe when she leaves for college and isn't around me every day of the week I can wean myself from her, but as long as she is always around it isn't going to go away."
"What makes you think she is going off to college?"
"That-s the rumor going around. That-s she going back east for college."
"Well the rumor is just that. It's only a rumor. She's staying here and going to State."
"Then I guess I'm screwed. It might be a little better in that it isn't likely we will always end up sitting next to each other in classes since we probably won't have that many classes together, anyway. You could help things out a little by going someplace else with her when you hang out instead of doing it here. You want me over her come up with some ways to keep distance between us."
"You know I can't do that; she's my best friend. I can't bar her from coming over here just to keep you two apart."
"So be it."
She left and I got back to my paper.
*****
Monday, I was at my locker when Connie came up to me.
"I'm sorry I doubted you Bobby. I did talk to Sue, Lisa and Mary and they told me what Steve told Shirley. I'll be having a talk with Brad before the day is over."
"I'd rather you didn't."
"Why not?"
"He is probably already pissed at what happened at the party, and I fully expect that he wants to get even, but I'm sure he will take his time in getting around to it. If you go off on him it might make him mad enough to come after me right away. I don't want that."
"You are afraid of him?"
"Not in this lifetime, sweetie, but we need him healthy when we play Parker on Friday and we need to beat Parker in order to go to the regionals. Mel is okay as a backup as long as there is no pressure on the game, but he is not a pressure player. If Brad comes after me before the Parker game there is a damned good chance he won't be in any condition to play when it is over."
"You are that sure of yourself?"
"Against Brad? You bet. The problem is that there isn't any 'quit' in him. He will keep coming and I'll probably have to put some real hurt on him to shut him down."
"How come I don't know this about you?"
"What do you mean?"
"Why don't I know about how confident you are? Why don't I know that you think ahead and consider possible outcomes and scenarios?"
"Probably because you've never spent any time with me. We've know each other most of our lives, but we've never spent any time together. And that-s not my fault. I've tried like hell to get to know you better, but it never happened. I've got to get to class" and I closed my locker and headed for our first class.
I don't know if Connie had her talk with Brad or not, but true to my prediction he was waiting by my car when school let out.
"You and me got so-" and that-s all he got out before I punched him in the mouth. I've no doubt that the rest of what he was going to say was "Some unfinished business," but I saw no sense in standing around and talking while he worked himself up to fight. Fuck talking; you want to fight then get right to it. The first punch stunned him because he wasn't ready for it and the next two had him on the ground holding his belly and gasping for breath. I'd always felt that once you had them down you should make damned sure they stayed down and normally my next move would be to kick him in the nuts or ribs a couple of times, but it could hurt him enough that he wouldn't be able to play on Friday and I didn't want that. Instead I bent at the waist, grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head up so I was right in his face and said:
"Best you stay clear of me, asshole, or the next time I might just hurt you so bad you won't be able to play on Friday."
I let go of his hair and when I turned to get in my car I saw a half dozen of my classmates standing there watching and among them were Connie and Alice. None of them said a word as I got in my car and left. No, the words came at the house when Alice got there.
"What the hell is wrong with you, little brother? You can't go around beating up guys because they date Connie."
"It had nothing to do with his dating Connie. The asshole was waiting for me when I got out of school. He was looking for a fight and I gave him one. He will probably come looking again, I'll kick his ass again and I'll keep doing it until he learns to stay away from me."
"Still-"
"Enough Alice! Let it go!" I walked away from her and headed for my room.
*****
I was surprised Tuesday morning when I got in my car to go to school. Connie was sitting on the front seat. She usually rode with Alice or Alice rode with her. I suppose this would be a good place to mention that my parents were extremely wealthy and both Alice and I were spoiled rotten by them. They gave each of us a car when we were old enough to get driver's licenses. The cars were both 1949 Ford coupes. Mine was black and Alice's was white. The 283 was not a gas guzzler, which was a good thing with gas being 27 cents a gallon. Connie's parents were also well to do and she had a car also.
But it wasn't all "cake" for Alice and me. Dad owned three businesses, and Alice and I had been working in them part time since we were thirteen. It was weekends, summer vacations and school breaks mostly, although we did occasionally have to go in after school. It was understood it would be full time after we out of school. Mom convinced Dad that we should enjoy our senior year and the summer vacation following, so we were currently not working. Back to my surprise passenger.
"Surprised?"
"I am. What's the occasion?"
"What we talked about the other day. We live next door to each other and have known each other forever, yet I don't know much about you at all. I figure we can talk on the way to school and on the way home and I can get to know you a little better."
"Why would you bother? Being around you will only encourage me to ask you out again and upset me when you say no again."
"How do you know I'll say no again?"
"You always have and besides that you are going steady with Brad."
"Things change, Bobby; nothing is written in stone."
She pumped me for information all the way to school and seemed surprised at some of the things she found out. When we got to school, something happened that I really did not need. Brad saw us get out of my car and walk into school together. More fuel for the fire that was already burning between us.
Before football practice that afternoon Coach Billings gave us a pep talk on how we needed to be reader for Parker on Friday.
"You can beat them. You have the tools to get the job done," and on and on and on. I'm sure if you've ever played team sports you get the picture. Brad stayed clear of me during practice and in the locker room after. I half expected him to be waiting at my car when I got there, but he wasn't. He was where he could see Connie getting in to the car with me to go home and I did wonder what he was thinking about that.
On the way home Connie asked me what my future plans were and I told her it was pretty much up to Uncle Sam.
"What does that mean?"
"With that mess going on in Korea there is a chance I could get drafted. In fact, it is a pretty good chance since I have a low number."
"What does that mean?"
"You know that guys have to register for the draft on their eighteenth birthday, right?"
"No. I didn't know that."
"Dad took me down to register the day after my birthday. If I do get a draft notice while I'm in college I may be able to get a deferment. If I get it before I get into college I'll probably have to go."
"Isn't there some way you could get out of it?"
I guess there are some ways, but I couldn't use them."
"Why not?"
"Because my dad would probably disown me. He believes it is your duty to serve your country if it calls. He could have gotten out of serving in World War Two because two of his companies produced goods needed by the war effort, and he could have claimed they needed him in order to run right, but he turned the companies over to Mom to run and he went off to war. He would not be at all happy with me if I tried to duck the draft. As it is, he has hinted a couple of times that I should enlist and put college off until my discharge."
"What are you going to do?"
"It won't be enlisting. I'll just hope that my draft number doesn't come up."
She looked at me in silence for maybe fifteen seconds and then said, "I'm with your dad on the serving your country if they call."
"Easy for you to say. You'll be home dating and having a good time and not in some foreign country being shot at."
By then we were pulling into my driveway. I got out, went around and opened her door and she got out and surprised me. She went up on her toes and kissed me before turning away and walking across the lawn to her house.
*****
I was not surprise when the next day Connie wasn't in my car waiting for me. She and Alice rode to school together. The surprise cam at lunch time. I was sitting at a table in the school cafeteria when I saw Connie come through the line. She paid the cashier, looked around the room and then headed straight for my table, even though Brad was sitting alone at a table on the other side of the room.



"May I sit with you?"
"Of course you may, but try not to look surprised when I ask you why you are here instead of over at Brad's table."
"Brad and I have parted ways. He was getting way too possessive. When he told me that he didn't want me around you I cut him loose. So where are we going on our first date?"
"What?"
"Simple question. Should be easy for you to answer."
"I don't understand what's going on here."
"It is obvious to me after talking with Alice that you had given up on asking me, so I'm asking you. I am assuming of course that you would like to spend some time with little ol' me."
I might have been a bit stunned, but I wasn't dumb so I said, "Of course I would like to spend some time with you, but it won't be until after the Parker game on Friday. Given everything that-s going on between me and Brad, if he saw me dating you before the game he might lose it and come after me. I don't want to chance it. We need him for the game.'
"Win or lose there will be a party somewhere after the game. How about we go together?"
"Not a good idea. If we win everybody will be up, and if Brad was there if would be highly likely that he would do something stupid and it could ruin the mood for everyone. If we lose everyone will be down, and we wouldn't want to make things worse. How about we do it on Saturday?"
"That will work for me. What will we do?"
"Think on it and let me know what you want to do."
Just then the bell rang saying lunch period was over, so we got up and went to class.
*****
Brad stayed clear of me in practice and the locker room and Connie stayed away from me in school, but we got together at home after school. For our Saturday date she decided on the double feature at the Martha Washington, followed by milkshakes at Harry's Malt Shoppe.
Friday came and the game with Parker was a see-saw affair. We scored and then they scored. We scored and then they scored. We scored and then they scored and then we fumbled and gave them the ball on our fifty yard line. They got the ball to our forty-three yard line and then things got weird for me. It was like I was getting to relive my past.
He slipped or was distracted or something, because I should never have been able to get by him that easy. The quarterback was dropping back and looking to his left as I hit him. The ball came loose and I was falling to cover it, but got hit and pushed out of position and the Parker halfback recovered the ball. The ball was on their forty-nine with a minute and forty-five on the clock and they decided to go for the field goal. It missed by inches. We got the ball back with a minute and eleven on the clock and Brad moved the ball down the field in three pays and then ran the ball in on a quarterback sneak to give us the win.
The party that night was at Eddie's. I danced with every girl there including one with Connie. Brad was there, but Connie avoided him and refused him when he asked her for a dance. He scowled and called her a bitch and was asked by Eddie to leave. Brad apologized for his behavior and left. Once he was gone, Connie didn't dance with anyone but me. Our date Saturday went well, and after several more I asked her to go steady and she said yes.
We lost to Meadow Creek in the regionals, but still felt good as it was our first time to ever make it that far. For the most part we gave as good as we got, the final score was 24-21 and it wasn't lost on me that the win over Parker that got us there was the same 24-21.
Connie and I were making out on a regular basis, and some of our make out sessions got pretty hot. When my hands started to wander I was told in no uncertain terms that Connie intended to walk down the aisle a virgin. Now that we were dating I had it my head that I was going to be the man she married, so I decided that I'd do her the honor of walking down the aisle the same.
Graduation came, and we spent the summer doing things like going to the lake, going to the amusement park, playing miniature golf and making out. One night, Connie told me she had a confession to make.
"I've known since I was fifteen that you were going to be my guy, but I didn't expect it to happen until our second or third year of college. Mom made me promise not to get serious with any one guy until I'd had a chance to look around. I knew how hooked on me you were on me. Everyone knew it, so I thought I would date others to keep my mom happy and make you the last. It was arrogant of me to assume you would be there waiting for me, but that-s the way I was. I finally got to the point where I couldn't put off wanting you anymore. Try not to hate me for playing you for so long."
"I couldn't hate you even if I tried. I am pissed over all the time lost to us; time we could have been together."
My nineteenth birthday was in August and Connie told me she had a special gift for me after the party my parents threw for me. Everyone was gone and my parents and Alice were in bed. Connie and I were laying by the pool. She tugged down my swimming trunks as she said:
"I still intend to be a virgin when I get married, but I don't consider this as giving up my virginity."
She took my cock in her hand and started licking it and then took it in her mouth and started to give me my first blowjob. I'd been beating my meat since I was fourteen, so I knew how good it felt, but in a hot mouth? I was in heaven. All too soon she had me ready to come and being new to this I didn't know if I was to stop her before coming or not. I decided to play it safe and tell Connie I was close to spewing. She ignored me and kept going. I shot and her head jerked up, but then went right back down. She kept me in her mouth until I was soft and then let it go. She used her towel to wipe a bit of my sperm off her lips and then I heard her say for the first time, "I love you."
That caught me by surprise and it took me a second or two before I said "I love you, too. Always have and always will."
"Did you like it?"
"I loved it."
"Debbie said you would. She showed me how to do it using a banana."
Debbie Thomas was the class punchboard. I'd often thought of giving Debbie a try, but my dad had given me the "birds and bees" speech, and one of the things he covered-stressed actually-was how easy it was to catch a venereal disease from a promiscuous woman, and so I had given Debbie a pass. You have any idea how hard that was to do from a young hormone ridden guy who was still a virgin?
"Debbie also explained to me how I should have my pussy eaten. Would you like to return the favor?"
The thought that instantly crossed my mind was "How can she expect me to do that? She pees from that hole," but that thought quickly followed by "Don't be an ass, Rob; she just did you where you pee." Next was the thought that I finally had her after years of wanting, and I'd better to do my absolute best to hang on to her. I covered up my hesitation by saying:
"Why? It isn't your birthday."
"As I recall you didn't give me a present on my eighteenth birthday. You can consider it as a belated present."
"I've never done it."
"I haven't either, but I'll lead you through it the way Debbie taught me."
She did, and I must have caught on fast because it wasn't too long before she arched her back, grabbed my head and moaned "Sweet Jesus; don't stop. Don't ever stop." She spasmed (later I learned it was an orgasm), and when she settled down, she said, "We have to do more of this."
"I'm willing. Just tell me when."
She did, and we did it frequently during the summer.
*****
One month before we were to start college, I asked her to marry me. She said yes and I slid the ring onto her finger. She didn't want a big wedding, but both sets of parents insisted. Both moms started to plan and they were talking of a wedding around the middle of October.
It was three days before school was supposed to start. I called Connie and told her I needed to see her. She came over and found me sitting on the living room couch with a blank expression on my face.
"What's wrong, Robbie?"
I held up a piece of paper and said "I got this in the mail today."
"What is it?"
I unfolded the piece of paper and read aloud "The President of the United States to Robert Allen Denton. Greetings. You are hereby ordered to report for induction into the Armed Forces of the United States of America."
"When do you have to go?"
"Says here the twenty-eighth of September."
"We have to get the moms to move the wedding to before you have to go."
"I don't know if they can."
"We won't know until we ask."
It didn't matter what the moms could or couldn't do. Both dads stepped in and said we could not do it. Their reasoning was brutally simple. There was a war raging in Korea, and it was more than likely where I was going to end up being sent.
"There is no sense in getting married, living together for a couple of weeks and then going off to the war where-God forbid-you could get killed and leave Connie a widow. Do your two years and then come home and get married. I saw the logic in that, but of course Connie didn't. She felt that if something happened to me she would have at least some time with me. I then did the hardest thing I'd done in my life up to that point. I told her I had to side with the dads. She was upset and cried for days. Every time we got together she ended up breaking out in tears.
School started and she defied her parents and refused to sign up for classes.
"I've only got Rob for two more weeks, and I'm spending all my time with him. I'll start school the next term."
The day before I left I had to make the second hardest decision of my young life. We had gone to the movies and followed it up to a visit to Harry's Malt Shop. When we left Harry's and got in my car Connie said:
"I don't want to go home. Find us a motel."
"What?"
"You heard me. Find us a motel. I'm not going to wait until we get married. You are the man I'm going to walk down the aisle to, and you were going to get my virginity that night. Since you are going to get it anyway I decided to give it to you now."
"No."
"What do you mean no?"
"I mean no I won't take you to a motel. I know how much it meant to you to walk down the aisle as a virgin, and as much as it kills me to do it I won't take that dream away from you. We have managed to wait for a little over a year, so we can wait until I come home from the service. If we are meant to be it will happen. If not, you owe it to yourself and whoever you end up with to walk down the aisle pure."
She started crying as I drove us home and once there she got out of the car and ran across the lawn to her house. She didn't even come to see me leave the next day. It took two days to go through the induction process, which consisted of several physicals and an ungodly number of tests, after which I was given two days to go home and settle my affairs. I tried calling Connie several times over those two days, but she wouldn't take my calls.
Two days later I was at Fort Knox, Kentucky, for basic training. I called home and Dad answered. I gave him my military address in case he, Mom or Alice wanted to write me. No mention of Connie occurred during the call.
*****
I was in the second week of the training cycle when I got my first letter from home. It was a tear stained letter from Connie. She said I'd hurt her terribly by refusing her, but that was no excuse for her actions. She begged for my forgiveness, told me she loved me and I was in her prayers. I wrote her back and told her I loved her and that she would be my reason for making sure I would come home safe. After that, I received a letter or two a week from her.
When the eight week basic course was over I was sent to Ft. Lee, Virginia, for training as a supply handler. When I left Ft. Lee I was given a ten day delay in route and I used it to go home. I-d called ahead and let them know I was coming and when I got off the bus I found Connie waiting for me. She ran up to me, hugged and kissed me, and wouldn-t let go.
I finally pried myself loose and told we had eight days to hold each other. Of course, that wasn-t entirely true as I did have to spend some time with my family, but she was considered family so she would be there, also. We did get to spend quite a bit of time alone, and we did engage in a lot of oral sex. The leave was still all too short, and there was a tearful farewell when I had to leave for Ft. Lewis, Washington, which is where I would spend a week or so before being shipped to Korea. I told a crying Connie not to worry.
"I'm in the Quartermasters. I'll be in the rear area shipping supplies up to the troops. I won't be where I can be shot at."
Shows how stupid I was.
*****
I was sending supplies to the front lines, but I had not been expecting that I would also be taking those supplies to the lines.
The supplies came in to Pusan, and it was the Quartermaster guys who broke down the incoming into smaller packages, loaded them on the trucks and then drove those trucks to the front. Korea is fairly mountainous and hilly, and those mountains and hills hid North Korean and Chinese whose purpose in life was to shoot up the convoys that made the run from Pusan to the front.
We usually traveled in convoys of eight to twelve trucks and two or three Jeeps with pedestal mounted fifty caliber machine guns. There were two guys to a truck and we were all armed. I had a Garand M-1 rifle and a 1911 A1 forty-five caliber pistol. The trucks had holes in the roof and ring mounted thirty caliber machine guns. There were fifty-one guys at the depot. and we rotated the job so I only made the run about once every two weeks. We always-always-took fire on the run, and the thirty's and fifty's did a good job of making the bad guys keep their heads down, but we still had casualties from time to time. I was on my fourth run when I got my first Purple Heart. It wasn't anything serious. A bullet came through the windshield and grazed my shoulder. It hurt like hell but didn't do any damage.
My letters home only told everyone that I worked in a supply depot far away from the front. I received a letter a week from Connie telling me about school and our high school classmates who were also in school with her. She professed her undying love and told me that she was impatiently awaiting my return.
I'd been in Korea a little over seven months when I got a letter from Alice. She and Connie had a falling out over something and Alice no longer just accepted what Connie did and tried to explain it away. She told me that Connie was dating and she felt that I needed to know. Why she felt I needed to know I couldn't figure out. Not knowing wouldn't have put me in the funk I was in after I knew. I had two days of thinking bad thoughts about Connie and calling her all sorts of derogatory things. On the third day, I got my weekly letter from Connie and I almost tossed it without reading it. I just did not want to read her telling me of her undying love and how she was waiting for my return. I remembered my words from way back when she told me that like my father, she believed in serving my country if called. "Easy for you to say. You'll be home dating and having fun while I'm getting shot at." Now it was happening. I finally decided to read her letter so I could send her a scathing response. What I got was not what I expected.
"My dearest Rob,
As you read this know that you are in my heart and always will be. I'm going through a difficult time right now, and I'm seeing other guys. Please, please, please do not take this as a Dear John letter. I am yours and I always will be. The problem is, I am going stir-crazy just sitting at home and doing nothing except homework. So I started dating. They are NOT taking your place. And they ARE NOT getting from me what you got from me. Please understand, my love. It just isn't natural for a young girl to sit at home doing nothing. I tried doing things by myself, but I stuck out like a sore thumb when I went places alone. Again, YOU ARE NOT BEING REPLACED. I love you and I WILL be here waiting for you when you come home. Please, please understand.
With all my love,
Connie."
I was pissed. I was royally pissed. I crumpled up the letter and tossed it in the trash can. Did I believe it? Not for a minute. As long as she was dating, she was being untrue to me. As long as she was dating, there was the chance she would meet someone she would fall for. I wasn't there! I couldn't compete. Shit like that filled my head for a couple of days before I calmed down enough to consider my response. During that time, I came to accept she had a point. It was unnatural for someone our age to sit at home, but couldn't she have done things with her girlfriends instead of dating guys? I had to accept that she was thousands of miles away and there was nothing I could do about it. Well there was one thing I could do. Write her and tell her to go to hell. I wrote several long letters telling her that but I ended up tossing them all. I settled on a short one. She did not like being called Constance, so naturally I started the letter:
"Constance,
I'm so glad that you are out having fun while I am being shot at. I do hope that you did not wear my ring while going on your dates. That would be the ultimate disrespect as far as I am concerned. Please give my ring to Alice or my parents.
Robert.
P.S. Don't bother writing to me anymore."
The fact that she had always called me Bobby or Robbie and never Robert, and that I omitted "Dear" at the beginning of the letter should get to her.
I sent the letter off never expecting to hear from her again. I was wrong. I heard back, but it was indirectly. A week later I received a letter from Alice. Connie had come to see her in a panic. She told Alice about the letter and started crying and asking Alice what she could do. She was afraid if she wrote I would throw it away without reading it. She didn't want to lose me, but she didn't know what to do and she begged Alice to help her. Alice wanted to know what Connie could do.
I wrote back and told her to tell Connie that I still didn't want to hear from her, but she could tell Connie that if she wasn't in a relationship when I got home I would see if anything could be salvaged. I asked her to keep an eye on Connie and let me know if Connie did anything that would kill off any chance Connie and I might have when I did get home.
*****
Two days later, I got shot again. Someone on the other side got their head out of their ass and realized that shooting at moving trucks wasn't likely to stop them, and in fact barely slowed them down. We came around a curve and found a road block, so it was out of the trucks, take cover and return fire except for those manning the fifties and thirties. The officer in charge, a butter bar West Pointer named Simmons, probably pissed at being assigned to the Quartermaster instead of a line unit, decided to show he should be in a fighting unit instead of Supply, gathered up a bunch of us and had us charge up the hill.
For a West Pointer, he wasn't too bright. He had already radioed in and a flight of F-86 Sabre jets was on the way. What Simmons did was put us closer to the bad guys and when the F-86's showed up and attacked, some of us were too close to the enemy. I can't say if it was the enemy or my own side that did it, but something ripped into my side and put me down on my ass. A medic travelled with us, and he got to me almost immediately. He slapped a bandage on and told me it wasn't all that bad and to hold the bandage in place tight against the wound while he went off to check on the other wounded.
They unloaded the rear truck, put us wounded in it and drove back to Pusan, where I found that whatever hit me, bullet or rock caused by the Sabre rounds impacting on the ground, only tore a chunk of flesh off me. It didn't go through my body and nothing inside me was damaged. I was actually up and back to work in three days (albeit a bit gingerly). I received a second Purple Heart and one other thing. Those of you who have been in the service won't be surprised to hear that a good many of those in charge are idiots. Simmonds was a prime example.



That "one other thing" was that somewhere along the way someone decided that my wound had actually killed me, and my parents received the "We are sorry to inform you" letter. Because of things I didn't get around to writing home for about three weeks. I can only guess at what went on when Alice got a letter from me dated three weeks after I was reported killed in action. It was bad, according to the next letter I got from home. When Connie got the news she broke down and ran crying into her room and wouldn't come out of it for three days. When she finally did come out she was a mess. Her parents actually had her on a suicide watch after her mother heard her crying in the bathroom one morning and mumbling something that sounded like "If I can't be with him in life I'll be wi-." She didn't hear the rest but assumed it was "With him in death." Connie dropped out of school and wouldn't leave the house and spent most of the time in her room crying.
The rest of the family took it hard, but not as hard as Connie. For them, it wasn't anything they hadn't gone through before. Dad lost a brother and two cousins, and Mom lost a brother and an uncle in War II. A bit closer to home, maybe, but they had been through it and knew how to handle it. When they got my letter and knew I was really alive, Connie came out of her shell and told Alice to tell me that if I wanted my ring back then I was going to have to come home and personally pull it off of her finger.
I made two more runs under fire before the fighting was stopped due to what went on at Panmunjom. I still made runs to move supplies to the troops, but I never heard another shot fired.
*****
I finished my sixteen-month tour in Korea and was sent home. At Ft. Lewis, I was issued new uniforms and informed that I'd been promoted to E-4 (Corporal) and reassigned to Ft. Hood, Texas. I took thirty days of my accrued leave, and along with a ten-day delay in route, I headed for home.
The letters from Alice told me that Connie had stopped dating and hardly ever left the house except to go back to school. I called ahead and let them know I was coming and about what time I expected to be there, so I was not surprised to find a house full of people there waiting for me. Notably absent was Connie. Alice old me she was afraid to face me. After spending some time with the guests at our house (which included Connie's parents), I left the house and went next door to Connie's house, walked up to her room and knocked on the door. She opened it and before she could say or do anything I grabbed her left hand and pulled my ring off it. She looked at me shocked and started to tear up. I dropped down on my right knee and asked:
"Constance Marie Dennis, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"
She started crying and when I stood up she threw herself at me, wrapped her arms around me and cried into my shoulder sobbing out, "Don't leave me; please don't ever leave me again."
After a bit I tried to pull apart, but she wouldn't let me go. She hugged me tighter. I finally said "Come on, sweetheart; we need to go and tell the moms to start planning the wedding."
"You mean it? You really mean it?"
"I do."
The same two words I said four months later in front of eighty-six family and friends.
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It Was a Surprise, and Not a Good One
*****
It was at Rowdy's, a country-western place about a mile out of town. She was sitting with two other girls and as soon as I set eyes on her I knew I just had to try or I'd regret it forever.
The band was Without a Net, and they were playing a twostep. I walked over to their table and asked her for a dance. She smiled, said she'd love to, got up and moved out onto the floor. She felt good in my arms. We fit. It was like we were made for each other. I learned her name was Amanda, but she preferred to be called Mandy.
The twostep ended and the guitar picker said, "Everyone out on the floor for the Electric Slide." The Slide was followed by a Tush Push and we stayed out for both of them. Then the band took a break and I walked her back to her table and her friends and she invited me to join them. I was introduced to Pam and Shelly and they learned that I was Augustus Weaver, but I preferred Auggie to Augustus.
Mandy asked, "What brings Auggie Weaver to Rowdy's on this fine summer evening?"
"I just felt like dancing tonight."
"You wanted to dance but you came without your girlfriend?"
"Don't have one, but then I don't need one to line dance."
"Why don't you have a girlfriend? Something wrong with you?"
"Not that I'm aware of. I just travel a lot and I'm never around long enough to get into a relationship."
"What is it you do that causes you to travel so much?"
"I'm in armament sales and I'm always going somewhere to make a sale or train people on our products."
That was a flat out lie. I was in fact Sergeant Auggie Weaver, I was in the Army and on a three-day pass, but I had learned the hard way that the local ladies didn't cotton much to soldiers. Probably because when they got interested in a guy he got reassigned and transferred and left them behind.
Before they could dig farther I asked them what they did, and Mandy told me they were nurses at the local hospital out to shake off the stress of dealing with sick and afflicted and have some fun. Before the talk could go any farther, the band came back and Shelly said, "My turn," and we went out onto the floor. After that I had to give Pam her turn.
When I got Mandy out on the floor again she asked, "Am I losing you to those hussies?"
"Not hardly. When I walked in the door and saw you I somehow knew you were the one I was supposed to be with. When I approached the table to ask you to dance I was scared shitless you would say no."
"Your fears were groundless. As soon as I saw you I had the same feelings. Let me get my purse and let's get out of here."
Once outside she said "There's a motel right across the street. I'm not easy at all, but I've got the feeling that I have got to lock you in right now."
I felt the same so I took her hand, walked across the street and got a room. Once in the room we stripped and then sat on the bed and made out like horny teenagers. I made love to her body. I kissed my way down from her lips to her pussy. I kissed and spent a little time on each breast, then kissed and licked my way down to her belly button and I kissed and tongued it before kissing my way down to the real feast.
I ate her to orgasm and then she said, "Make love to me Auggie," and I did.
It was the first of several, we fell asleep exhausted and cuddled up to each other.
We went again when we woke up and then we went next door to Mom's Diner. Not kidding; it was actually named Mom's. As we ate, Mandy asked what I'd like to do for the day and when I said "Find someone to marry us" she laughed.
"I'm ready, but it can't be all that quick. I have to let my mother know and she is going to want to plan the wedding. You think about something we can do while you drive me home. I have to let my roommates know I'm okay."
"Roommates?"
"Shelly and Pam. Shelly drove last night, which is why you have to drive me home."
I drove her home and my life went to hell when we walked into her apartment. Shelly and Pam were in uniform with the gold bars of a Second Lieutenant on their collar points. As I said, it was a surprise and not a good one. I looked at Mandy and said:
"I assumed when you said you were nurses at the local hospital you meant County General."
"To us, the post hospital is the local hospital. Give me a minute to change and then we can go."
She left the room and once she was gone I turned to Shelly and Pam and told them:
"Tell her I'm sorry and that I'll never forget her."
I turned and left. Why? Because Mandy was an officer and I was an enlisted man and the Army would never have permitted us to have a relationship. It hurt, it hurt bad, but not as bad as it would have hurt if we had gotten in deeper before finding out. It killed me to walk away. She was the one. I knew it the moment I saw her, but there was no hope for us. If I was a short timer and close to getting out we could have made it, but I was only a year into my second enlistment and I still had almost five to go.
I was on a three day pass and didn't need to be back until the next day, but I lost interest in doing anything so I reported back early which surprised a lot of people because no one ever did that.
*****
The next two months I silently cried myself to sleep every night, thinking of Mandy and what could have been. Then what I hoped would never happen, happened. On the rifle range a private got stupid with his weapon. He turned away from the target for some reason and his rifle was pointed in my direction when one of the other noncoms saw it, slapped him on the shoulder and told him to keep his weapon pointed down range. The slap surprised the man and in a reflex he pulled the trigger. The bullet passed through the meaty part of my left calf. It didn't hit bone, but it bled like hell.
I was rushed to the post hospital and the first person who came to look at me was Shelly. She gave me a nasty look and said:
"I should let you bleed to death for what you did to Mandy, but asshole or not, it is my duty to help."
"I just looked at her.
"What's the matter asshole? Nothing to say?"
"No ma'am. Nothing to say ma'am."
"Well I'm not going to tell her you are here because I don't want to see her up on charges for what she might do to you, but you better pray she doesn't somehow find out."
But of course she did find out and it wasn't as bad as Shelly thought it would be. Mandy just looked at me for maybe fifteen seconds without saying a word and then she said:
"How could you?"
"You didn't think it killed me to do it? I'm still crying myself to sleep at night thinking of you."
"You will never know how much you hurt me, Auggie. The man who owned my heart from the moment I met him walked away from me without a word? Leaving me to think that all I was to him was a one night stand?"
"I'm more sorry than you will ever know, but I am a realist. I knew as soon as we walked into your apartment that night and saw your roommates in uniform that we were toast. You know as well as I do that the Army would never tolerate an officer dating an enlisted man, let alone being married to one."
"We could have found a way."
"No we couldn't. As soon as the Army found out, and you know that they would have, one of us would have been reassigned as far away from the other as possible. If I was close to the end of my enlistment we could have given it a go, but I still have almost five years left on my hitch."
Before she could say anything the doctor, a Captain, came in and said "How's the patient, Lieutenant?"
"I haven't looked at his chart, sir. I was discussing a personal matter with the Sergeant."
He gave her a strange look, looked at my chart and then he took the dressing off and looked at my leg.
"Looking like you won't be marching for a while Sergeant, but you should be able to return to limited duty in a day or so."
He turned to Mandy, told her to bandage the wound and then he wanted to see her in his office.
"Yes, sir."
She silently replaced the dressing and when she was done she gave me a long look and then said:
"We will talk about this later" and she left the room.
But we didn't talk about it later. At least not at the hospital.
Forty-five minutes after he left, the doctor was back and he went straight at it.
"This place isn't all that big so there isn't much privacy. I overheard two nurses talking about the enlisted man that Lt. Mandrake was hung up on and when I entered the room and she told me she was handling a personal matter I assumed that you were the enlisted man. When she came to my office she confirmed it. I've ordered her to stay away from you while you are here. From what I hear, you have distanced yourself from her since you discovered she was an officer. True?"
"Yes sir."
"My experience is that in the affairs of the heart what is right and what is wrong are often overlooked or ignored. Lt. Mandrake is one of my best and I can't afford to lose her. I will be speaking to your commanding officer about this, so do not be surprised if you are suddenly transferred out to a place far away from here. I'm sorry it has to be this way Sergeant; I really am."
A day later I was released and when I reported in to my unit I was placed on light duty. Two days later I was told to report to the company commander. When I got to his office the first sergeant told me to go straight in. I walked in, stopped six paces from the desk, saluted and said:
Sgt. Weaver reporting as ordered, sir."
He returned the salute, said "Stand easy, sergeant. I assume you know why you are here?"
"I have a rough idea, sir."
"When Captain Beyers called me and told me I needed to get you off post and why, I told him I couldn't do it because I couldn't afford to lose a noncom of your caliber. He wasn't happy to hear that so the good doctor went higher and I received orders from battalion to transfer you out. How's your Japanese?"
"Sir?"
"You are being sent to the 187th, in Japan."
"How much time do I have, sir?"
"None I'm afraid. Sgt. Meadows will give you your orders when you leave this office. I did get you a ten day delay enroute, but you are to clear post today. Any questions?"
"No sir."
"Good luck Sgt."
"Thank you, sir."
"Dismissed."
I came to attention, saluted, did an about face and left the office.
The first sergeant handed me my orders and said, "Sorry to see you go, Auggie."
"Sorry to be leaving, Tom. Not my choice. I'm being railroaded out of here all because I met the woman who was meant for me."
*****
I was off post by six and I was pissed. What goddamned right did the Army have to punish me for falling in love! And I didn't kid myself that it wasn't punishment. When I got to my next unit there was no doubt in my mind that my new commanding officer wouldn't be thinking, "What kind of fuckup is this Weaver that he got jerked out of his billet and sent to me? I'm going to have to be on top of his ass."
By the time I picked up my car from where I had to park it I'd made up my mind to say, "Fuck you Army!"
I called the number I had for Mandy and Pam answered.
"It's Auggie, Pam. Is Mandy available?"
A couple of seconds later, "Auggie?"
"Yes, baby; I just got orders transferring me to Japan. Dr. Beyers wants me as far away from you as possible. My orders give me a ten day delay enroute and I would like to spend that time with you if possible."
"Are you sure? I don't want to get you in trouble."
"I'll take all the trouble they want to give me if I can spend time with you."
"Rowdy's in half an hour?"
"See you there."
I drove over to the Bide-A-Wee Motel because they had weekly rates and got a room, and then I put my civvies on. I was waiting for Mandy when she got to Rowdy's and she threw herself into my arms. We had a drink and then we went to the motel. We made love and talked, talked and made love, made love and talked for eight days, and then I was on a bus headed for Fort Lewis, Washington.
On the bus ride I thought about our talks. We were both realists. She couldn't resign her commission for another two years, and the only way I could get out of the little less than five years I had on my enlistment was to do something that would get me discharged under less than honorable conditions, and I wouldn't do that. What we finally decided to do was tough it out and get together whenever we could. As an enlisted man, the Army didn't give a rat's ass about what I wanted, but as an officer Mandy could request assignments and sometimes even get it. We decided that as soon as I knew where I was going to be I'd let her know and she would try to get reassigned to somewhere close to me. We had a rough road ahead of us and we knew it, but under the circumstances it was all we had.
*****
When I arrived at Ft. Lewis, I was told it would be seventeen days before the next ship would depart for Japan. Since I was a transient and not permanent party, I was able to get a pass most every night and I let Mandy know. She arranged to take some leave and spent ten of those seventeen days with me.
Two days after she left I was on the USNS Marine Lynx and bound for Japan. The ship docked at Sasebo, and from there I was moved to U.S. Army Base Camp Chickamauga at Beppo, Japan, where I was assigned to the 187th Airborne Infantry Regiment as part of the U.S. Occupational Forces.
Once settled in I wrote to Mandy, told her where I was and crossed my fingers and prayed she could get a transfer to the U.S. Army hospital in Tokyo.
My fears on the punishment issue turned out to be groundless. I was received as any other soldier being reassigned would be.
I received a letter a week from Mandy. She was having no luck in being reassigned to Japan.
On June 25th of 1950, North Korea invaded South Korea and Harry S made the decision to step in, the Army landed at Pusan and started the push north. The 187th, which was part of the 187th Airborne Regimental Combat Team, was put on a war footing and we waited to see when we were going to be sent to Korea.
Then God decided he had to fuck with us again. I received a letter from Mandy telling me she had finally wangled a transfer to the 8167th Army Hospital in Tokyo, and soon we would be together again. The very next day we were moved to Kimpo Airfield in Korea.
One month later we made a successful parachute assault near the towns of Sukchon and Sunchon to try and capture members of the North Korean government fleeing Pyongyang and to free American POWs who were being moved toward the Manchurian border. Neither goal was realized, but ended in battles at Suan, Wonju and Inye. Then we were pulled out of the line and sent to the rear to refit and rearm.
I received a letter from Mandy telling me she was in Japan and I was toying with the idea of seeing if I couldn't manage to get fucked up enough in our next fight to be sent to the hospital in Japan, but fortunately I got my head out of my ass before I could do anything that stupid.
We were reequipped, brought up to strength and then moved to an assembly area at K-2 airstrip near Taegu and were placed on alert.
On Good Friday, March 23rd, the 437th Troop Carrier Wing, flying C-119 Flying Boxcars dropped us on Munsan-ni.
We were dropped to establish blocking positions to cut off Chinese and North Koreans who were retreating from the fighting around the Pusan Perimeter. We occupied the terrain needed to set up blocking positions and were immediately engaged.
As the enemy retreated toward Uijongbu they were fanatical in their attacks against us and they were supported by accurate artillery fire. One of those attacks was so fierce we were forced to pull back and set up another defensive position. I noticed that Privates Brown and Smith were not with us. I looked around and saw them on the ground, obviously wounded, and about fifty yards out from our position.
I yelled at the guys to give me covering fire and I ran out to them. Smith was obviously the worst off, so I picked him up in a fireman's carry, got him back to our position and then went back for Brown. I picked him up, and just as I got back to our position something took my legs out from under me and things went black.
When I came to, I was in an ambulance with three wounded and on the way to what I found out later was the 8067th Mash (Mobile Army Surgical Hospital). Once there I was stripped and injected with something that knocked me out. I found out later that I was out for a little over five hours.
When I came out of it in pain I looked around and saw a nurse with her back to me and I croaked out "Water." She turned and I thought I was either dead and in Heaven, or was still asleep and dreaming because the nurse was Mandy. She rushed over to me, hugged me and kissed me and then handed me a glass of water with a straw in it. I noticed that she had a serious look on her face and not a happy one and I croaked out:
"What's wrong?"
"It isn't good Auggie. We had to amputate your left foot."
I raised up and looked down, but I couldn't see anything because my lower half was covered with a sheet. In raising up I saw I was in a large tent full of cots with wounded lying on them and doctors and nurses walking around tending to them. I was surprised that Mandy had hugged me and kissed me in front of them.
I fell back on the cot as a wave of pain hit me. Mandy knew the look that crossed over my face and she hurried away and came back with a hypodermic needle, gave me a shot and I faded away.
When I came out of it I again asked for water and the orderly who gave it to me yelled out "He's awake, ma'am."
Mandy came over and asked me how I was feeling.
"Pain in my left leg and my left foot is itching like crazy."
"You don't have a left foot Auggie. I already told you that. What you are feeling is called Phantom Limb Pain. It will take you a while to get past it. The bad news, at least to me, is that you are being evacuated to the hospital in Japan."
She saw the question on my face and said "It's bad news because I'm finally with you and they are going to take you away from me. It just isn't fair!"
"Look at the bright side, love of my life. The Army has no use for a foot soldier with only one foot so I'll be getting a medical discharge. I'll soon be a civilian and there will be nothing to keep us apart. Assuming, of course, you can be happy with a man with only one foot."
She grabbed me, hugged me and kissed me and cried into my shoulder. When she pulled away she said:
"These are tears of happiness you big oaf. I hope you know what you just said was a proposal and my answer is yes! Hell yes!"
*****
It didn't happen right away. I was moved to Japan and from there to Walter Reed. I was fitted with an artificial foot and went through some physical therapy before being discharged. I went home to Detroit and got a job at Ford's Rouge plant and waited for Mandy to join me.
She finished her tour in Korea and resigned her commission. I was waiting for her when she came down the movable air stairs from the Douglas DC-3. She ran to me and hugged me as if her life depended on it. As she hugged me to her she cried into my shoulder blubbering:
"I never thought it could happen; I never believed it would happen. Thank you, God, thank you thank you thank you."
Did we get married and live happily ever after?
Of course we did.



            Seven Shots

            She freed him for his own adventure.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/seven-shots

Title: Seven Shots

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: She freed him for his own adventure.

Tags: cheating, highway song story, road trip




I got seven shots before they noticed me. David jumped off the bed yelling "Give me that fucking camera." I pulled the 1911A1 that was tucked in my pants behind me and pointed it at him. He stopped, sneered and said, "You don't have the balls."
I pointed the automatic at his left knee and pulled the trigger. He fell screaming to the floor.
"Jesus Christ" my father said. "You shot your own brother?"
"The only reason I'm not going to shoot you is because I don't want to deprive mom of the pleasure of cutting your dick off."
Sonia, my wife of nine years, was clutching a pillow to her chest and crying "Don't kill me; please don't kill me.
I ignored her and told my father, "I don't know which pisses me off more. You fucking my wife or you having your dick in her ass, which is something she would never let me do. Needless to say, I resign. You'll need to change the sign on the building from Dawson and Sons to Dawson and Son. Then again, maybe just Dawson's if asshole there bleeds out. I don't see anyone hurrying to call 911 to get him help."
I turned to leave, and he said, "Where are you going?"
"Over to your place to share my pictures with Mom."
"Wait, Bobby; we need to talk."
"You may feel the need to talk, but I feel absolutely no need to listen."
As I walked out the front door he was yelling "God damn it, Bobby; talk to me."
I ignored him and as I walked to my car I used the 1911 to take out his right side front and rear tires. Didn't want him racing to beat me to Mom. I drove two blocks and then pulled over to the curb and called my mom. I would rather have given her the pictures to her in person, but when 911 was called for David, the cops would become involved and they would most likely be told I could be found at my parents' place.
When she answered I told her I was emailing her some photos and she needed to see them before Dad got home. She had questions and I told her I would call her later. I checked my watch and saw I still had an hour before the bank closed. As I drove over to the bank, I thought about what had just happened.
I'd returned a day early from a business trip and found my father's car parked in my driveway. I didn't think anything of it, because I've always asked him to check on Sonia when I was gone to make sure she was all right and see if she needed anything. Of course, when I asked that he see if she needed anything, I hadn't meant cock.
Anyway, as soon as I was in the front door, what I heard coming from the bedroom told me what was going on up there. I went into the den, opened the bottom desk drawer, took out the lock box, unlocked it, took out the .45 and tucked it behind my belt in case I might need it. I got my phone out, turned on the camera and walked to the bedroom.
Sonia was on her knees sucking David's cock while my father was fucking her ass. I finally understood why I was the only son who got sent out of town on business and David always stayed home.
When I got to the bank I closed out all our accounts and cashed the six certificates of deposit that were in the safe deposit box. When I left the bank I had just a bit over eighteen thousand dollars. I drove across town to the bank where the company had its accounts and to which I was a signatory. I pulled out fifteen thousand. I considered it to be severance pay, although some might call it embezzlement, but I was going to sweat embezzlement when I was, no doubt, already wanted for assault with a deadly weapon?"
My last call before getting out of town was to David's wife, Cindy. I got her just as she was leaving the house to go to the hospital to see David. As soon as he heard my voice she said:
"Bob? What the hell is going on? Your dad just called and said you shot Dave."
"I came home from a business trip and caught him fucking Sonia. I took pictures and when he tried to get the camera from me, I shot him in the leg. I'm sending the pictures to your email. Sorry you had to find out, but I felt you needed to know. Take care sweetie. Bye."
I hung up, and five minutes later I went by the city limit sign and headed west. About five miles down the road, I pulled over and parked. I didn't know if my phone could be tracked, so to be on the safe side I took out the battery. I could have just thrown it away, I supposed, but I didn't want to lose the photos. I'd buy a throwaway later.
I pulled away from the shoulder and proceeded to put as many miles between me and Michigan as I could.
*****
Two days driving put me in Colorado. I checked into a motel just a little outside Denver, and out of curiosity I called home on the Tracfone I'd bought at a Walmart in Kansas. It was four in the afternoon so my father, if my mom hadn't killed him, would still be at work. She answered on the third ring.
"Hello"
"Hi, Mom."
"Bob? Where are you?"
I felt a little bit of misdirection was in order, since the cops were probably looking for me, so I said:
"Almost to New York."
"Why in the world are you going to New York?"
"Trying to put as much distance between me, Sonia, David and Dad as I can."
"Did you have to shoot David? He will never be able to walk right again."
"He's lucky I didn't kill him. I felt I needed to let Cindy have that pleasure."
"She didn't kill him, but she did kick him out of their house. That was mean of you, sending those pictures."
"Wasn't mean of me. I figured she should know she was married to an asshole. Same reason I sent them to you."
"A wasted effort on your part. I already knew he was an asshole. I knew he occasionally strayed, but I overlooked it to keep the family together. But Sonia? I just could not overlook that. I kicked him out and saw an attorney to file for divorce the next day. You need to turn around and come back. I'm going to end up with the business and I'm going to need your help in running it."
"How do you figure that?"
"It was my inheritance from my father that was used to set up the business. My attorney tells me I'll end up with sixty to sixty-five percent of it, and that will give me control. I'm going to need you."
"You going to run it as Dawson and Sons or as Dawson and Son with the son being me?"
"Don't be that way, Bob. Dave is my son, just as you are."
"That means that he will be there and that means I won't. If I'm around him I'm going to want to hurt him."
"You need to call Sonia. She needs to talk to you."
"But I don't want to talk to her, so I'll pass."
"You might as well resign yourself to do it. Counseling is almost always ordered in a divorce, and you will have to talk to her then."
"What divorce? I just walked away from her. I'm not going to waste money on an attorney. Someday the slut will want to be free again, so let her get the divorce and pay for it."
"Really, Bob; do you have to call her bad names?"
"Why not? It is what she is. What else would you call a married woman having sex with two men on the bed that her husband bought? Slut is the mildest of the things I could call her. I just called to let you know I'm okay and I'll try to do it at least once a week. Talk to you later. Love you. Bye."
Nothing was said about the fifteen thousand I'd taken out of the company's account, so I guessed they hadn't noticed it yet.
*****
I spent a week in Denver checking the place out, but while it was nice and I did feel a bit of a pull rom the mountains, I decided it was too soon to settle in at one place. I needed to keep moving to make it harder for them to find me.
I stopped in Castle Rock and had lunch in a place called Tricocci's, and while there I called Mom to check in and let her know I was okay. I got no answer, and on a whim I called the business.
"Good morning. Thank you for calling Dawson and Sons. How may I direct your call?"
"Morning, Glenda. Is my mom there?"
"Bobby? Where the hell are you? This place is falling part. You need to get your butt back here."
"Don't think so. My mom there?"
"I'll put you through."
"Bob?"
"Morning, Mom."
"How is New York?"
"Behind me. I didn't much like the place. I'm in Georgia right now. A little place called Dawson. I'm having breakfast in a nice little restaurant called the Town and Country. I'm seriously thinking of settling in here."
"You need to come home."
"I don't think so. I'm going to need time to get over what happened. If I were to come back now, I'm not sure I wouldn't kill my father and brother if I found myself anywhere around them. I'm going to need a while before I even start thinking about coming back."
"Would you at least call Sonia and talk with her? I'm really worried about her. She is a mess right now."
"It's a mess of her own making. She can clean it up herself."
"I'm serious here, Bob. I'm afraid she might do something to hurt herself."
"Like what? Suicide?"
"I wouldn't say that's out of the question."
"Well from my standpoint it would be cheaper and faster than a divorce."
"That's cold."
"Cold? Try coming home from a business trip and finding your wife in bed with two men and doing things with them that he would never do with you. She's damned lucky I didn't shoot her after I shot David. She is dead to me, and I would appreciate it if you would never mention her name to me again."
"I didn't raise..."
"Mom! Have you already forgotten who those two men she was screwing were? Call you later." I disconnected and almost threw the phone against the wall. I just could not believe that given the circumstances she would be pushing me at Sonia.
*****
I pulled out of Castle Rock and headed south on I-25. I still had no idea where I was going, but then just going was good enough for the time being.
About two, I stopped at a truck stop to fuel up and get a bite to eat. I gassed up and then parked toward the back of the lot. Before I could get out of the car there was a 'tap tap' on the window and I looked over and saw a girl standing there. I rolled the window down and asked "Yes?"
She looked right and then left, but wouldn't look me in the face. I got the sense she wanted to say something but couldn't quite bring herself to say it. While I was waiting for her to speak, I was looking at her and what I saw was a very good-looking young woman, somewhere in her early twenties. She dug deep in herself and found what she needed to make her speak.
"This is hard on me mister, but I'm hungry. I haven't eaten in two days and I'm hurting. I'll give you a blow job for twenty bucks so I can buy some food."
One thing was clear to me. She wasn't a pro, not if all she wanted was twenty for a blowjob. I hit the button to roll the window up and I thought I saw despair in her face as she probably thought the window going up was my turning her down. I got out of the car, locked it and said:
"Come on. Let's go inside and get you fed."
I offered her my hand and after some hesitation she took it and I said, "I'm Bob, and you are?"
"Maggie. Maggie Toman."
Nothing else was said until we were inside and in a booth, sitting opposite each other.
"I know it isn't any of my business, but what, pray tell, has Maggie Toman in a truck stop trying to scrounge up a meal?"
Before she could say anything the waitress was there to take our order, and Maggie asked for a burger and fries.
"That's not a meal. It will take the edge off, but you will be hungry again in a couple of hours. Bring us both the eight-ounce sirloin dinner."
When she was gone, I again asked Maggie for her story. She was hesitant, but I finally pulled it out of her. She was running away from an abusive stepfather and a drunken mother. Her stepfather made no secret of the fact that he intended to fuck her, and her mother was always too drunk or drugged up to care, so one night after Mom and the stepdad had fallen asleep, she had taken all the money out of her stepdad's wallet and her mother's purse and had taken off.
She had a sister in Houston, so with only the clothes on her back and the money she had taken, she bought a bus ticket to Denver, intending to take Amtrak from Denver to Houston. She fell asleep on the bus and didn't wake up until she got to Denver. Once awake, she found her purse gone. Someone had stolen it and had got off the bus before the driver noticed her and woke her up. She decided that she was going to have to hitchhike to Houston.
When she finished, I asked her why he kept saying he was going to do it and didn't just go ahead and do it?"
"He would have gone to jail for having sex with a minor.'
"A minor? How old are you?"
"I turned eighteen the day I ran."
"Eighteen? I was thinking you were twenty-two or three. Why didn't you just tell him to leave you alone or you would call the police?"
"I did and he just laughed. He said it would have been a 'he said, she said' situation, and my mother would back him because if she didn't, he would stop buying drugs for her. I didn't know if she would or wouldn't, but I wasn't going to take the gamble."
Our meals came and we ate in silence. She passed on dessert and she said, "We need to go to your car and get my part of the deal out of the way so I can get back to hitchhiking."
While I was eating, I was thinking of her plight, and I came to a decision. I wasn't going anywhere in particular. I was just driving to put distance between me and what had happened at home. I left a tip for the waitress, paid the cashier and we headed for my car. I opened the door for her and then went around and got in on my side and when the door closed she said, "I don't know if I will be any good at this, because I've never done it before."
"No matter. This is your lucky day. You picked the right guy to approach. I won't take advantage of the situation. If I did I would feel like a creep, so your first bit of luck is that I'm not going to take you up on your offer. Your second bit of luck is I'm on my way to Houston, so you already have your ride. Fasten your seat belt." I started the car.
I'd heard stories about hitchhikers and how they sometimes hijacked their rides, but I wasn't worried about taking off with Maggie. If I was wrong about her being fairly young and innocent and she pulled a knife on me or something, the 1911 was in the door pocket and all I'd have to do was drop my left hand and pull it.
I drove until eight and then I stopped at a truck stop for gas. I asked Maggie if she was hungry and she said she was so we went inside to get a bite to eat. As we waited for our meal something occurred to me.
"Does your sister know you are coming?"
"No. I was going to call her when I got to Denver, but my phone was in my purse."
I took my phone out of the pouch on my belt and handed it to her. "Give her a call," To give Maggie some privacy, I went to the bathroom and then browsed the stop part of the place and on a whim, I bought a road atlas. By the time I got back to the table, the food was there and Maggie had finished her call.
As I sat down, I asked, "Everything okay?"
"She's excited to see me. She told me Mom had called her and asked if she'd heard from me. She told me Mom actually sounded sober for a change. She told Cathy heard if she from me to have me call her."
I pointed at the phone lying on the table and said, "Go ahead."
"I'm not ready yet. Maybe in a couple of days."
Once back on the road Maggie said, "You know my story. What's yours?"
I told her.
"Your father and your brother? And you didn't kill them? What did your wife say?"
"Didn't ask. Just took off."
"Maybe she was being forced or maybe even blackmailed."
"She wasn't forced. I could tell that much from her behavior while I was taking pictures, and if she was being blackmailed over something, she could have told me and we would have worked it out."
"I still think you should know why."
"Maybe someday, but I'm nowhere near ready, right now."
I stopped at a Days Inn and I was going to get two rooms, but Maggie said she didn't want to be in a room alone, so I got a room with twin beds. In the room she said she needed a shower, so while she went and did that I stripped and got into bed. When she came out of the bathroom, she looked at the other bed and then turned and got in bed with me.
I slept naked, and while she might have felt the need to be close to someone, I wasn't all that sure that the someone should be me. I didn't think it was a good idea at all.
"The other bed is for you."
"I don't want to be there. I want to be right where I am."
She touched me and her hand started to move down my body. I grabbed her wrist and said "No!"
"But I want to. I owe you."
"No, you don't. I will not take advantage of you. You were hurting and desperate when you made that offer. I was glad to be able to help."
"I'm not doing it to pay a debt. I want to do it to thank you for being so nice to me. I want to do it because I want to do it. Is that okay?"
I'm not a saint and she was a sexy looking girl, and I damned sure didn't owe Sonia fidelity anymore, so I let go of Maggie's wrist. She took that as my acceptance and her hand continued down my body until she reached me cock. Again, I'm no saint and my cock was hard when her hand got there.
She pushed down the covers and scooted down to where she could take me in her mouth and said, "I've never done this before, but I've seen it done on porn videos. If I'm doing something wrong, tell me."
She looked at it, stroked it a couple of times and then licked it like a lollipop. She looked up at me, and then she took it in her mouth. Considering it was her first, it wasn't bad. I did have to caution her about dragging her teeth on it, but other than that it was a very good first effort.
Normally, when I was ready squirt, I would let Sonia know so she could make the choice as to w
Either she wanted to swallow or not, but I decided not to tell Maggie. It was mean of me and I knew it, but I honestly believed I was doing her a favor in the long run. If she gave complete blowjobs, she would make any future boyfriends want to keep her around forever. I did, however, give her an opportunity to choose.
Knowing it was her first time and she didn't know any better I said, "When I come, just let it fill your mouth full and then swallow. After that, lick me clean."
At that point she could have pulled off is she didn't like the idea, but all she did was look up and me and nod okay. When I shot, she did just what I told her.
After she cleaned me off I spun around and said, "My turn."
I pushed her legs apart and my mouth was on the way to her pussy as she was saying, "What? What are you doing? Wait... Don't..."
I ignored her, slid my hands under her ass and pulled her to me. She tried to push me away, but as soon as my lips captured the little man in the boat, all resistance stooped. Using mouth and fingers, I was able to get her off twice before I stopped. She looked up at me with wonder on her face.
"I never knew. I read about it, but I never knew."
I settled in next to her and she snuggled into me and we fell asleep.
I woke up with Maggie's mouth on my cock. After what happened the previous evening, I saw no sense in pushing her away. I closed my eyes an enjoyed the sensation. It took a second or two for me to realize she had stopped, and when I opened my eyes it was to see her swinging over me and lowering herself down toward my erection which she was guiding toward her opening. For one brief—very brief—instant, I was going to push her away, but didn't. She was old enough to know what she wanted and old enough to do it, so let her.
She guided me into her and immediately, I hit a barrier and wouldn't go any farther. I suddenly realized it was her hymen. She was a virgin! At the same instant I went to push her off me, she drove herself down hard. I heard a sharp intake of breath and I could see the pain on her face.



"My girlfriends told me it would hurt at first, but it would get better." She started to slowly move up and down. I just laid there and let her work it out. Her working up and down started to get a little faster and then faster still, and the look of pain faded to become a look of wonder. I just stayed still and enjoyed the experience.
She finally got me to the point where I needed to come, but I've never been able to get off with the woman on top. I would get to the edge and just hang there until I couldn't take it anymore, and then I needed to get on top and drive to make it happen. Sonia knew it and was used to it, but Maggie was new to things and she panicked when I pulled out and went to roll her over.
"No, no, no, leave it in leave it in; don't stop."
She quieted down some when I pushed it back in and started pounding hard. Her hands grabbed my ass and she tried to pull me farther into her. She moaned, she cried, and she begged and she came and came and came, and was still trying to urge me on when I finally shot into her. She tried to keep me from pulling out, and I had to explain to her that I was done and couldn't do anymore until I recovered.
"How long? How long before we can do it again?"
"Maybe fifteen or twenty minutes. Maybe a half hour."
"Would it help if I... you know?"
"Probably, but if I'm right there is a mess down there that will need to be cleaned up first."
"A mess? What mess?"
"Take a look."
She did and her hand flew to her mouth and she said "Oh, my God; the motel people are going to be pissed. We need to hurry and shower and then fill the tube and throw the sheets in to keep the stain from setting."
We did those things and then she wanted to get on the other bed and go again but I told her we couldn't.
"It's only ten hours from here to Houston, and if we leave now, we can have you at your sisters by seven or eight."
"I'm in no hurry to get there. I'd rather do more of what we just did while it is fresh in my mind. Once I get to my sister's, I've no idea of how long it might be before I can get to do it again."
When she put it that way a little voice in the back of my head said "Better take it Robert; it could be a long time before YOU can get to do it again."
We stayed until checkout time, as she wanted to try different positions and do some things she'd seen on porn sites. I took advantage of the situation to try something I'd never done and had always wanted to try, nut Sonia would never let happen. After doing it doggie, missionary, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl and sixty-nine she asked, "What else is there?"
"We haven't done anal yet. Most women like it because it gives them a way to have sex during their time of the month."
"Then I guess I'd better learn that, too."
Did I feel guilty taking advantage of her innocence? Not a bit. To my way of thinking she needed to find out if she liked it or not, so why let someone else give her the experience? Besides, I needed to find out if I liked it. She did, and so did I. She wanted to do it again, but I had to say no. I was wiped out. I'd come six times since going to bed the previous evening, and I just could not get it up.
We caught a bite to eat and hit the road. Because of the late start we wouldn't get to Houston until well after midnight, so around nine I decided to stop for the night rather than show up at her sister's at two in the morning.
Of course, Maggie wanted to practice what she'd learned, and she was able to get three out of me, one of them anal, before we fell asleep. In the morning she wanted to start the day off right, and as a result, it was four in the afternoon when we pulled up at her sister's place.
When I made no move to get out of the car, she asked "Aren't you coming in?"
Truth was I was growing fond of the young lady, but under the circumstances, I saw no future for us so I said, "I'd like to, but I can't. The time we spent playing has put me way behind schedule, so I need to get going."
I saw disappointment on her face and she said "Then I guess this is goodbye." She leaned over and kissed me, said "Thanks for everything," hesitated and then with a big smile on her face said, "And I do mean everything," and got out of the car. I watched her walk to the door, and when it opened, she turned, waved and went inside.
I found a motel and checked in. There was an IHOP across the street and while I ate my meal I was thinking "What now, Robert?" After some thought, I decided that since I was in Texas anyway I should see The Alamo. When I got back to my room, I looked through the road atlas I'd bought at the truck stop and looked to see how to get to San Antonio. It was only 197 miles from Houston, so it would only take about three hours.
About a half hour out of Columbus, I saw a car on the side of the road and a man and woman standing behind it. The man had his thumb out in the time honored hitchhike gesture and I pulled over. He opened the door and said, "My car broke down and we need a ride to the next town where I hope to find someone who can fix it."
"Well, come on and get in."
He got up front with me and the woman got in the back. We introduced ourselves. He was Ray and the woman in the back was Sarah. We had gone a half mile or so when I heard 'snick' and I looked over at the man and he had a switch blade knife in his hand pointing at me.
"Don't do anything stupid and you won't get hurt. Take a left on that dirt road coming up."
As I dropped my left hand to the door pocket to grip the .45, I said, "I don't think so."
"Hey man; I don't want to hurt you. All I want is your cash and your car."
I had the Colt in my hand, but before I could bring it up and swing it toward him the woman in the backseat, using the straps of her purse as a garrote, looped them over his head and around his neck and jerked back. He dropped the knife and tried to get his fingers under the straps and pull them away so he could breathe, but they were too tight.
I dropped the gun back in the door pocket and made the turn onto the dirt road, went about a hundred feet and pulled over to the side of the road. I picked up the knife, got out of the car, went around and opened the passenger door. I told the woman she could let him go and she took her purse back. The man, who by then was unconscious, slumped forward and I pulled him out of the car and dropped him on the ground.
I checked his pulse and he was still alive. I undressed him, rolled him into the ditch that ran along the side of the road and tossed his clothes in the trunk of the car. I asked Sarah if she would like to move up front.
"You aren't going to leave me here?"
"Why would I do that?"
"I don't know. Maybe because I was with him?"
"Maybe you were, but you took my side in this, so why would I put you out?"
She shrugged and moved up front with me, I hung a U-turn, a left at the corner and we were on our way to San Antonio.
As soon as we were moving, I said, "I take it you weren't in any kind of relationship with him?"
"I've only known him about an hour. My car broke down and he saw me standing there with the hood up and he stopped to offer me a lift. He was pretty much of a dirt bag, and he let me know he thought I should put out for him in exchange for the ride. I was going to play along until he stopped for food or fuel, and then I was going to bail out on him. When he did what he did I wasn't going to be any part of it, so that's why the straps."
"An hour ago? Why didn't he drop you off in Waverly so you could arrange to get the car towed in and fixed?"
"It wasn't my car and I didn't care what happened to it."
I raised an eyebrow at that, she saw it and said, "It's my husband's company car, and I have no doubt that he has or will report it stolen, so I planned to leave it at the airport in San Antonio and catch a flight to San Diego."
She saw the look on my face and said "I guess I should tell you the full story. I caught my husband cheating on me. To get even with him, I screwed his brother and then told him about it. Told him we were even and he could either stop running around on me or I would keep on doing some guy every time he did another girl. He called me a whore, gave me some nonsense that it was okay for men to cheat, but married women couldn't."
"He actually said that?"
"He said men were programed to propagate the species, and women were programed to stay home and nurture the family. Nature, is the word he used. Then he said he was leaving me because he wouldn't live with a slut. That night when he fell asleep, I took the car keys and left. I spent the night in a motel and was at the bank in the morning when it opened, and I cleaned out the accounts. Then I hit the road until the car quit, and here I am."
I laughed out loud at that.
"What's so funny?"
"I'm laughing at the situation. You and I are pretty close to being a matched pair."
"How so?"
I told her the story that led me to being on the road and in a position to pick her up."
"Oh, my god! What are the odds on that? I assume you won't be making up with her."
"Not a chance in hell."
She was silent for a moment and then said "I wonder why people like that even get married. If they are going to play around, why don't they just stay single?"
"No idea. I didn't stick around to ask. I don't know how it started or how long it had been going on and I didn't care enough to want to ask. I was so disgusted that I just turned and walked out the door. Don't even like thinking about it, so how about a change of subject? What's in San Diego?"
"Most of my family. I'll have a place to stay until I can get back on my feet."
"You in a hurry to get there?"
"Why would you ask that?"
"You mentioned catching a flight when you get to San Antonio. A flight is faster than ground transportation, so what I'm asking is if you are in a hurry to get there or would taking your time be just as good as long as you get there."
"Just getting there is all I care about. Why?"
I explained my thought process as it pertained to my travelling.
"I'm on my way to San Antonio just to see the Alamo, and after that I had no particular destination in mind. You mentioned San Diego and I've never been there, so I figure why not?"
"I would save some money on airfare. Mom knows I'm coming, but I didn't give her a time of arrival. Why not! Count me in."
When we got to San Antonio, we got directions to the Alamo. We stopped for a bit of lunch and then took the tour. After that, we checked out the River Walk. I stopped at a bookstore and bought a road atlas and when we had dinner, I checked it out for the best way to San Diego.
"It's almost 1500 miles, so I'm guessing two-and-a-half days to get there. The book says 24 hours, but that's straight through. Since I haven't been in any hurry to get anywhere, I've only been driving six or seven hundred miles a day, or so. The question for now is, do you want to take off now and get three or four hours of driving in before stopping for the night, or wait until morning to head out?"
"Like you, I'm in no hurry. Tomorrow works for me.'
When we finished eating, I went looking for a motel. As I pulled into the lot of Super*, I asked, "Separate rooms, or will a room with twin beds work for you?"
"I'm thinking one room with one bed" she said with a bit of a leer on her face. "I don't think I'm anywhere near being even with my about to be ex yet."
I gave her a big smile and said "You got it."
Her husband was an idiot to have fucked around on her. She was fantastic! She was damned near insatiable, and once she got started, she didn't want to quit. I ate her pussy, did her missionary and as soon as I pulled out, she went for my cock and sucked me hard again. Once hard, she swung over me and took me in the cowgirl position until I had to roll her over and drive hard for my climax. Along the way she got off three times. Then it was sixty-nine until I was hard enough to do her doggie. Once I'd gotten both of us off, we were sweating and soaking wet, so we showered together, which led to me doing her from behind as she leaned against the wall. Once back on the bed she tried to get me up again, but I was done. She had wiped me out.
We fell asleep snuggled up to each other, but she wasn't done with me. When I woke up in the morning, I thought I was waking from a wet dream, only it wasn't. Sarah was waking me with a blow job. When she saw I was awake she said, "Got to start the day out right," and she swung over me and guided my cock up into her. I just laid there and let her do the work as I looked up at her swaying tits. It took her a while to get me to where I needed to get off, but for some reason I can never get off in the cowgirl. She could and in fact did, three times, but I couldn't so I rolled her over and drove hard for release.
I got us off and then fell to the bed beside her and said, "Good morning."
"Not good, lover; great morning. Let's shower and get some breakfast."
"You go first. If we go together, we may never get out of this room."
"So? Aren't you the one who said he was in no hurry to get anywhere?"
"Good point" I said as I got up and followed her into the shower. We never did get to breakfast and had to settle for lunch. A very late lunch.
It took us six days to drive the fifteen hundred miles to San Diego. We got there at six in the evening on a Saturday, and I asked for an address.
"Not tonight," she said. "I want one more night with you before you cut me loose. I'll call Mom and let her know we will be arriving tomorrow."
I checked us into a motel, and once in the room she used the phone to call her mom. To give her some privacy, I went and took a shower while she made the call. I wasn't the least bit surprised when she got in the shower with me. I scrubbed her back and she did my front with predictable results. Against the shower wall from behind, on the bed for sixty-nine, missionary, more oral and then she moved into the dog position.
She looked at me and asked, "Have you ever done anal?"
"I have."
"I've never done it. Bert (her husband) was always after me to try it, but I thought it was too nasty to consider. I'd like to try it."
"Why now? What changed your mind?"
"I want to give you something I never let Bert have. And there is no doubt in my mind that someday I'll be talking to him and I can let him know how much I liked it."
"Have you considered that you might not like it?"
"Maybe I won't, but that's not what I'll tell him."
Turns out she did like it, liked it enough to want to do it again. And again. And again.
It was six in the evening when we pulled up in front of her mother's house. She looked at me with a sad look on her face and said, "I'd like to ask you in, but under the circumstances it would be just too awkward. When I talked to Mom, she told me Bert is here. According to her, he is here to beg me to take him back."
"You going to?"
"I don't honestly know. I do love the asshole. Have since the seventh grade. I only left because he told me he couldn't live with a slut and he was going to divorce me. I will say this, if you want me to stay in the car I will."
"To be honest it is tempting, but what happened to me is still too raw for me to be making choices like that."
She handed me a slip of paper. "It's my number. In case you have the urge to call me."
She leaned over, gave me a passionate kiss and got out of the car. I was tempted. Really tempted to call her back, but instead I put the car in gear and drove off.
*****
I checked into a motel and then went next door to a Village Inn. I had a bite to eat and then went back to the motel room. I decided to give Mom a call and let her know I was doing okay. It rang four times before it was answered.
"Hello?"
It was my father's voice, so I disconnected. I sat there staring at the phone in my hand and wondered what was going on. Mom said she had kicked him out. On a whim I called Cindy.
"Hello?"
"Hi Cindy; it's Bob."
"Bob? Where are you?"
"In Dawson, Georgia. I'm calling to see if you can bring me up to date on what's happening back there. I called home to check in with Mom, but my father answered the phone. Last I heard she had kicked him out."
"She did. Your dad wanted to get his things out of the house and garage so your Mom gave him the weekend to get it done. She's staying with your Aunt Mildred for the weekend."
"How are things going for you?"
"I got an attorney and filed for divorce. Dave said he is going to fight it and I told him to go ahead and waste his money. I told him he could maybe slow it down, but he couldn't stop it. You did know he and your dad moved in with Sonia when your mom and I kicked them out, right?"
"I didn't know, but then I don't give a shit either. They are all pieces of trash and they deserve each other."
"Amen to that. When are you coming home?"
"I'm not. I don't think I'd like jail at all."
"Why would you say that?"
"I'm sure it is against the law to shoot somebody, even if it doesn't kill them."
"Why would you think that?"
"Because I shot David."
"No, you didn't."
"Of course I did."
"Not according to your dad and Dave. They told the police it was an accident. That Dave accidently shot himself while he was trying to show Sonia how to use that .380 Llama that you bought her for protection while you were on trips."
"How the hell did they manage to get away with that?"
"Your dad took it out into the back yard, fired a shot into the ground and then brought it and the spent shell back in the house on dropped them on the floor next to where Dave fell."
"And the police bought it?"
"They did."
What about the tires I shot out on my father's car?"
"I don't think the police ever knew about that."
"Why in the hell would they do something like that?"
"Your dad said the business couldn't stand the scandal. Dave wasn't happy about it. He wanted to hang your ass, but your dad wouldn't go along."
"I'm still not coming back; at least not for a while. If I was back, sooner or later I would run into my father and David and I'm pretty sure I'd want to hurt them. Hurt them bad."
"You still need to come back. Your mom needs you, Rob. She needs help with the business."
"She doesn't need me; she's got David."
"Who isn't worth a shit. Now that your dad isn't here to cover for him, it has become apparent that he is pretty much useless. But then you already knew that, I'll bet."
She was right. I did know it, but he was family and it was my father's company, and if he didn't care why should i?
"How are you getting along? You all right?"
"Silly question. You know how I am. You are no doubt going through the same shit I am."
"I'm sorry to have been the one to dump it on you."
"I'm glad you did. We were talking about having a kid. If it happened and then I'd found out what Dave was doing, I'd have ended up a single mother. You saved me from that."
I told her I'd keep in touch, and after I'd disconnected, I thought about what she'd told me. It sure didn't match what I'd gotten from my mom. According to Mom, Sonia was desperate to talk to me and was almost suicidal. Sure didn't sound that way according to Cindy. Desperate to get to me on the one hand and letting the two assholes move in with her on the other? I just shook my fucking head. Un-fucking-believable!
*****
I was awakened in the morning by yelling and screaming outside. I parted the curtains and looked outside to see a man push a woman away from him so hard that she fell on the ground. He jumped into a car and roared off. I pulled on my pants and went out to where she was sitting on the ground crying.
"Are you all right?"
"No, I'm not" she sobbed.
I offered her a hand and she took it and I helped her up. Once I got her on her feet I asked her which room was hers.



"Don't have one. We already checked out and turned in the key."
"You are welcome to come sit in my room and wait for him to come back."
"He won't be coming back. I'm so screwed."
"It can't be that bad."
"Oh yes it can. No damned way I can get home to St. Paul on the forty dollars I have in my purse."
"St. Paul? As in St. Paul, Minnesota?"
"Yes" she said.
Okay, I said to myself, I know where I'm going next. I looked at her for a second or two before saying, "This could be your lucky day. That is, if you want it to be."
"What does that mean?"
"I'm on my way to Minneapolis and that is pretty close to St. Paul, as I remember."
"Seriously? You're on your way to Minneapolis?"
"I am."
"And you are offering me a ride?"
"I am."
She gave me a pensive look and then said "How do I know you aren't a serial killer? An axe murderer? Maybe someone who deals in white slavery?"
"You take the information from my driver's license and my plate number and call someone and give them the information. If anything happens to you, they will know who to come after."
She gave me a long look and then asked, "Are you going to try and fuck me?"
"Let me put it this way. I won't come after you, but if you come after me, I won't run."
"Pinky swear" as she held out her right hand. I hooked fingers with her and said "Pinky swear."
As we did, I noticed the rings on her finger and I wondered what her story was. I guessed I'd know it by the time I got her home to St. Paul. We went into my room and I dressed and got ready to leave.
"By the way" I said, "I'm Bob."
"And I'm Mary."
I asked her if she'd had breakfast yet and she said she hadn't, so I stopped at an IHOP on the way out of town. Over pancakes and bacon, I asked her to tell me a little about herself. She was thirty-one, married with no kids and she was an office manager for a legal firm in St. Paul.
"Was that your husband who ran off and left you?"
"It was."
"Before we head off down the road, are you absolutely certain he won't come back for you?"
"His last words to me were "Fuck you bitch!" Even if he did come back, I'm glad I'm not there. One of my benefits working at the law firm is a discount on any legal matters I want them to handle for me. I'll be talking to them about a divorce as soon as I get back there."
Of course I was curious, but I decided not to dig. I was sure that during the long ride (the atlas said about 2000 miles), I would hear all about it. Then, of course, she wanted my story and I gave it to her. Interestingly her response was the same as Sarah's.
"Your father and your brother and you didn't kill them?"
"I didn't feel she was worth going to prison or getting the death penalty for."
"There is that. You are going to divorce her, right?"
"Haven't made up my mind."
"You're thinking of getting back together with her? Seriously?"
"Oh no! No way in hell! I can't seem to choose between divorce and just walking away. Sooner or later I figure she will want a divorce, so why not let her pay for it. In the meantime, I won't be paying alimony or splitting everything with her."
By then we were done eating, and I paid the bill and we got on the road. Once on the Interstate, I asked if she was in any hurry to get home.
"Why would you ask that?"
"It could have an impact on my driving. I typically drive about 700 miles a day. At an average speed of 70 miles an hour it makes for about a ten-hour day. Since it is almost 2000 miles, we are looking at three days. If you need to be home sooner than that, I'm going to have to pick up the pace."
She thought for a minute and then said "Three works for me. Four or five wouldn't bother me."
She took a book out of her purse and started reading it. I had the radio on an oldies station, and I was humming along with the tunes as I thought about what I would have to do when I finally did decided to go home. We were maybe two hours on the road when she put the book down and said:
"I know you are probably wondering about what happened back there at the motel. And even if you aren't, I feel a crying need to tell someone about it."
I turned off the radio and said, "Go ahead."
"Jake and I went down to Mexico for a week and ran into some old friends. We partied and I managed to get so drunk I passed out. They carried me to our room and put me on the bed. I don't know how much later it was, but I came out of my stupor long enough to see Jake screwing Nancy. I faded in and out a couple of times and once I saw Nancy giving Jake head and another time, they were having sex dog fashion.
"I don't know if you have ever been that drunk, but if you have you know what kind of shape I was in the next morning. I didn't say anything to Jake because I wasn't sure I saw what I thought I'd seen. My imagination? A drunken dream? My head was hurting, my body was hurting, so I let it go. We left to come home that afternoon. I should have kept my mouth shut until we got home, but I wasn't smart enough to do that.
"I brought it up this morning and Jake didn't even bother to try and deny it. He went on the attack. Told me that if I was worth a shit in bed, he wouldn't have to go somewhere else. When he said that, I knew Nancy wasn't the first. As we got in the car to leave, I got stupid again. Instead of waiting to get home to do it I told him I was going to talk to a lawyer as soon as we got home. You know the rest."
We stopped for the night and I asked if I should get separate rooms and she said no.
"I trust you."
I wasn't sure I could trust me; she was one damned good-looking lady.
The room had twin beds, and once in the room she wanted to shower. While she was doing that, I stripped and got into bed. When she came into the room I was already under the covers. I said "Goodnight" and rolled to put my back to her and fell asleep.
I'd left a wakeup call at the desk and when the phone rang at seven in the morning it woke me up. Of course it woke Mary up, also, and she jumped out of bed saying "Got to pee" and ran to the bathroom. I sat on the side of my bed and watched her go with a stunned look on my face and a rock-hard cock in the boxer's I slept in. The toilet flushed and she came back into the room and my cock throbbed. She was bare-assed naked, and God but did she ever have a hot body. She saw the look on my face and said:
"Sorry. I should have waited for you to use the bathroom and then put something on while you were in there. It's just that I sleep naked, and I'm so used to getting up in the morning and walking around bare that I didn't think about what it might do to you."
"I just wish I had a camera so I could have taken a picture that I could keep to remind me that I had once been in the presence of a Goddess."
She laughed and started to dress while I went to take my morning whiz.
We had breakfast at the Village Inn across the street and then got on the road. We didn't talk much as we drove. She read her book and I hummed along with the music from the radio. We did talk some when we stopped for gas and lunch; mostly about what we were going to do where our spouses were concerned. She knew what she was going to do, but I still hadn't made up my mind.
When we stopped that night I again got one room with twin beds and the same as the previous evening I was in bed and under the covers when she came out of the bathroom.
She looked at the other bed and then at me and then said, "Can I sleep with you tonight? I don't mean have sex, but I'm feeling the need to be held and cuddled. Could you do that?"
I didn't know if I could or not. I had told her before the start of the trip I wouldn't make any moves on her, but I'm only human and I didn't know if I could keep my promise with that smoking hot naked body in bed next to me, but I pulled back the covers and she got on the bed next to me.
"Just hold me please," she said, and I put my arms around her and pulled her close. She spooned up next to me and I know she had to feel my erection, but she didn't try to move away. What she did was adjust her position so my erection nestled between her butt cheeks. I have never been so tempted in my life and I do not know how I managed to do it, but I behaved myself.
I woke up with my arms around her and her left breast cupped in my hand. I tried to disengage without waking her, but as soon as I started to move she came awake, patted the hand on her breast and then got out of bed and went into the bathroom.
Over breakfast she said, "I didn't think you could do it."
"Do what?"
"Spend the night with a naked me and not try to get between my legs."
"That makes two of us."
"What?"
"I didn't think I could do it either."
We reached St. Paul at five-thirty that afternoon, and I asked for directions. She gave them and eventually she said, "Turn in here."
"Here?" I asked as I took in the Best Western sign.
"Yes, here. I want what I didn't get last night. I expected it last night. I WANTED it last night; I just never expected that a guy could actually ignore a naked woman in his bed. I know you said you wouldn't come after me, but you wouldn't run if I came after you. I didn't believe you. You didn't see my getting naked in your bed as me coming after you?"
"No, I didn't. You said you wanted to be held without sex being involved, and I took you at your word."
"Well I'm coming at you now."
"And I'm not going to run away."
I have no idea of why her husband ran around on her, but it damned sure couldn't have been because she wasn't any good in bed. She turned me every which way but loose. She took all I had and still wanted more. I ate her pussy, we went missionary followed by a blowjob to get me back up, and then another missionary. Sixty-nine followed by a shower that ended up with me taking her from behind as she leaned against the wall, and then I was done and no amount of oral on her part could bring me back up.
When I asked her if she wanted to leave and go home she said "No. I'm going to sleep snuggled up to you, and in the morning, I'm going to try and get one more out of you."
She cuddled up next to me and we fell asleep.
In the morning when I woke up, my cock was in her mouth and she got two out of me before we went to breakfast. After eating, she gave me directions and shortly before noon I pulled up in front of a ranch style house with a large front yard.
She reached for the door and said, "Come on in."
"I don't think I'd better."
"Why not?"
"I'm not much for confrontations."
"Confrontations?"
"With your husband."
"Oh no; this is my sister's house. No danger of Jake being here. Sis can't stand him and he knows it."
I went inside with her and met her sister Julia and her sister's daughter and boyfriend. Mary explained what happened in Mexico and San Diego, and of course her sister said, "I've always told you what an asshole your husband was."
During the talk it came out that I was from Michigan, and Mary prodded me into telling my story. I received lots of sympathy, and then Julia asked me if I was going back to Michigan and I told her I hadn't made up my mind.
"Too bad. If you were going back you could have saved me some money."
"How's that?"
"Jess and Mike (her daughter and the boyfriend) are going to the University of Michigan, and if you were going back, they could ride with you and I'd save a ton on airfare."
I really didn't feel like going back just yet, but I knew I was going to have to sooner or later, so why not bite the bullet and get it over with?
"When were you going to leave," I asked Jess.
"We were going to leave day after tomorrow."
"I guess I can do it."
Mary and I stayed for another hour and then we left. Once in the car Mary said, "I can't ask you to stay at the house with me, but if you want to get a motel room, I promise you won't lack for company."
I told her I could live with that and she directed me to a motel close to her house. I checked in, got two keys, gave one to Mary and then drove her home.
That evening at six there was a knock on the door, and I wondered who it could be since Mary had a key. I opened the door and found Julia standing there.
"May I come in?"
I stepped aside and let her in and as I closed the door she said "I know you are wondering why I am here. Mary told me all about your trip and I do mean all."
I wondered what she meant by that, and even as I had the thought she was explaining it to me.
"My husband passed away nine months ago, and I've been climbing walls because I need sex so bad. I've had to behave because people around here expect me to be in mourning for at least a year. But you aren't from around here, no one here knows you, you will be gone day after tomorrow and no one will know. If Mary is right about how you are, I thought you might just help me out."
She was at least fifteen years older than I was, but she was a fine looking lady, and as I've said previously, I didn't owe Sonia fidelity so I reached for Julia, pulled her to me, kissed her and then we both started shedding clothes.
Once naked my eyes fastened onto her pussy. She was hairless. It was the first naked pussy I'd seen. She got on the bed, spread her legs wide and waited. I got on the bed and my head headed for her beaver.
"No" she cried, "Not that. Make love to me."
"Sorry, but one of my rules is that a shaven pussy has to be eaten before it can be made love to."
I licked, sucked and probed with fingers and got her off before moving up and sliding in. Her legs hooked behind me, her hands grabbed my ass, pulled me into to her and we were off and running. She came twice before I got mine and when I pulled out she spun around and went to work getting me up again. Once she got it done she mounted me cowgirl and had two more orgasms before I got mine. Once I was soft, she got off the bed and started dressing.
"No need to hurry off," I said, "I've still got a bit left in the tank."
"I've got to go. I promised Mary I would leave her enough."
She came over to the bed, kissed me, said "Thank you," and left.
Twenty minutes later, I heard a key work the door lock, the door opened and Mary came in.
"Julia said she would leave enough for me. Did she?"
"With a bit of help I'm sure I can rise to the occasion."
"Fear not. Mary knows just what to do."
And she did.
She wanted doggie and when we finished, she said "Let's get some rest and maybe in the morning we can pick up where we left off."
She cuddled up next to me and we fell asleep.
Mary woke me with a blowjob and then we did it missionary. Mary passed on showering together.
"I need to get to work and get started on my divorce. If I go into the shower with you I probably wouldn't get out of this room today."
As she dressed she asked me what I planned to do for the day, and I told I would probably just stay in the room, rest, and read a book that I'd been carrying with me, but had yet to open. She must have relayed that information to Julia because I wasn't even halfway through chapter one when there was a knock on the door and when I opened it I found a smiling Julia.
"May I come in?"
I moved aside and she walked in and immediately started undressing.
"I know I'm taking you for granted, but you are only going to be here until tomorrow and I need to take advantage of my opportunities. Mary said she wouldn't mind if I poached. You don't mind, do you?"
As I took in the sight of her lush body, I realized that I did not mind at all. We spent a very enjoyable morning and around non she said she had to be going.
"I promised Mary I wouldn't use it all."
Before she left, we made the arrangements for me to pick up the kids the next day. As she kissed me goodbye she said, "It wouldn't upset me if you were to come back here to live. A couple more months and I'll feel comfortable enough to start dating."
"Who knows? I still haven't made up my mind as to what I'm going to do with my life. I just may come back here."
It was close to four when Mary showed up, and I got the same question I'd gotten the last time.
"Did she leave enough for me?"
She had, but just barely.
In the morning, after a wakeup I'd be a long time in forgetting, Mary gave me a hug and said, "I'm glad you are leaving today, and I don't mean that in a bad way. It's just that after Jake is served, I'm going to have to be as pure as the driven snow so I don't give him something he can use to counter sue. If you were here the temptation would be too great."
She kissed me goodbye and left.
I looked at my watch and saw I had enough time to call home before going to pick up the kids at Julia's.
"Good morning and thank you for calling Dawson and Sons. How may I direct your call?"
"Morning, Glenda. Is my mom available?"
"Bobby? Even if she wasn't, I'm under orders to put you through to her immediately if you called. Please, please, please say you are coming home."
"I might be, but it isn't certain."
"I'll get your mom."
Two rings followed by "Bobby? Where are you?"
"St. Paul."
"Where?"
"St. Paul, Minnesota."
"What are you doing there?"
"Getting ready to leave and come home."
"Thank God! I need you here to help me keep this place going."
"I said I'm coming back, but not necessarily to come back to work."
"Damn it, Robert; I need you here."
"And how do you propose to keep me and David apart? You have to know that if I find myself in the same room with him, I won't be able to keep from going after him."
"You don't need to worry about that. I caught him stealing from the company, and son or not I had to let him go."
I didn't know what to say about that, and there were a few seconds of silence as I considered what I was about to say.
"That's true of me, also. I took fifteen thousand out of company funds before I left. I did not consider it stealing, though. I looked on it as severance pay forced on me by my father. How is that miserable piece of shit anyway? You are talking to me on the phone so that means you aren't in jail for killing him."
"I don't know where he is, and I don't care enough to try and find out. Sonia kicked him and your brother out. You did know they moved in with her, right?"
"Cindy told me when I talked to her last."
"I don't know why she kicked them out, but then I don't care about it, either. As for the money you took, we can straighten that out later. You are being carried on the books as being on a paid leave of absence. For now, we will consider it as an advance against your wages so you will probably have to refund some of it when you get back."
I had no worries there, since the money was basically untouched as I was still running on what I'd taken from our bank account when I left. I told Mom I'd see her in a couple of days, and then I drove over to Julia's to pick up my passengers for the trip to Ann Arbor.
Julia greeted me with a warm hug and then hugged and kissed Jessica, told her to be good and work on getting good grades. I helped carry Jess's bags to the car, and then asked when Mike would be there or were we picking him up.
"Mike isn't coming. We broke up last night when I found out about him and Abby Fisk."
I'm not normally an asshole, but given my recent sexual escapades, the first thought in my head when finding I was going to be alone with this nineteen-year-old sex-pot was, "Oh boy! Another notch on my bedpost." By the time we were on I-94 I had put that thought behind me.
As we moved down the highway we talked, and I found out she was going to U of M on scholarships and would be taking pre-law classes with law school as her goal. I told her to pick a radio station, but she said she'd rather read and she took a book out of her bag. I found a station that played country western and bluegrass and hummed along with the music. Even sang along on some tunes.



We'd been on the road about four hours when she asked where we would be stopping for the night.
"No need to. It's only six hundred miles. We should get there about eight."
"But I want to stop. I don't need to be checked into the dorms until day after tomorrow. Besides, you have to check in before six and you just said we wouldn't get there until eight, so I'd have to find a place for the night anyway."
Another five minutes or so and then, "Besides; I want to find out for myself."
"Find out what?"
"I overheard mom and Aunt Mary comparing notes, and I want to see if what they were saying is true."
"If what is true?"
"That you have a magical tongue and are hell on wheels when it comes to taking care of the ladies."
"You can't be serious."
"Yes I am. My only experiences were with boys my age who didn't have a clue as to what they were doing and didn't know how to do the things Mom and Aunt Mary say you do. Do you have a kinky side?"
"What?"
"Ever want to something way out there? Like maybe doing a mother and daughter? Or how about having done all of the female members of a family? Both of my grandmothers are dead so the only females alive in my family are Mom, Aunt Mary and me."
"I take it you have a kinky side."
"How do you figure that?"
"Wanting to try on the man who did your mother and your aunt."
She smiled and said, "You've got it."
"I don't know if I can perform under pressure. From the way you are talking you are expecting some kind of sexual athlete, and I don't know if I can live up to it."
"My mom was raving about you to Aunt Mary, and that's good enough for me. Besides, with your experience you have to be a whole lot better than the three I've been with. My first time was horrible. After the senior prom, which was a week after my eighteenth birthday, I let my prom date talk me into it. He climbed on, forced himself n, came in about minute and a half and then got off me and said, "Wasn't it great?" I hurt like hell and wanted to kill him. You have to be better than that."
"I sure hope so."
"The second one was a little better, but not much. Mike and I were learning together until he went and got stupid on me."
"What did he do?"
"He wanted to screw my butt and I told him no. He kept after me and I kept saying no and last night he got all pissy and told me Abby Fisk let him have her butt and it didn't hurt her. By the time he realized what he'd just said he was already history as far as I was concerned."
"That's too bad."
"What's too bad?"
"I don't do ladies unless they do anal."
She got a shocked look on her face. My mother? My mother let you..."
"And your aunt."
It wasn't true of course. I didn't do anal with either of them, and I wasn't going to turn down the teenaged hottie sitting next to me, but there was just something about the situation that made me want to jerk her chain a bit.
"Oh wow; my mother? I just can't picture her doing that. It has to hurt and one thing I do know about my mother is she does not handle pain well."
"No pain if it is done right."
That was an outright lie of course, but experience had shown me you could minimize it and in most women it faded quickly.
"Oh wow; I don't know." A lengthy silence and then "I guess I should try it at least once." Another short silence and then, "Let's do it!"
Fifteen minutes later I pulled into a Red Roof Inn. Before I got out of the car to get us a room I asked, "Are you sure you want to do this?"
"I am. I most definitely am."
Once in the room, I undressed and then slowly undressed her. Then I made love to her body. After several very hot kisses I slowly kissed and licked my way down her body. I spent some time on her breasts, licked her belly button and eventually got to her beaver. I licked, sucked and fingered and got her off twice before I moved over her and eased myself into her hot hole. She came twice more before I got mine. When I pulled out of her and cuddled with her, she said:
"Wow. I never knew. And Mom let you get away? She should have chained you to the bed so you could never get away. I'm already trying to think of how I can keep you."
I had to admit that the praise from the young hottie was good for my ego, but I was well aware that most men who wanted to satisfy their lady would do the same as I did with her. I knew she was comparing what I did to what her young inexperienced boyfriends had done.
Still, hearing that she was happy with what I'd just done made me feel pretty good. In fact, all the ladies I'd been with on my travels had made me feel special, and I needed it. Why? Because I had no idea of why Sonia would cheat on me. When I fled the scene I'd had all kinds of thoughts, including why wasn't she satisfied with me? Was I so bad in the bedroom she had to look elsewhere for satisfaction? I doubted I'd ever know the answer to that question, because I never expected to see her again. At least not to talk to.
Jess interrupted my thoughts with "What now?"
"What now."
"You said we had to do anal."
"I was just pulling your chain, sweetie. You didn't want to do it, so we won't. What we just did just now was all about pleasuring each other and it isn't pleasurable if you don't want to do it."
"But I want to do it now. I might not like it, but I won't know if I don't try it. Just like I didn't know how good what we just did could be with someone who knew what he was doing. Please? I need to know."
"Okay. If you are sure about it."
"I am. What do we do?"
"First I have to recover from what we just did."
"I may be inexperienced, but I know what to do about that."
She spun around and took me in her mouth. It was a pretty decent hummer from someone as inexperienced as she was, although I did have to caution her about her teeth scraping me.
Once she had me up, I got my kit out of my suitcase, got the Pantene hair conditioner out of it and had Jess get into the doggie position. KY would have been better but I didn't have any and the Pantene would work.
Using thumb, fingers and the Pantene, I worked on Jessica's rosebud until I had her to the point she could handle my cock.
"I'm going to ease in a little at a time until you get used to it. If you decide not to go through with it, tell me right away."
The fingers and thumb had her moaning with pleasure, but I heard a gasp of pain as the head of my cock popped past her sphincter, but she didn't tell me to stop. Once all the way in I started slowly doing the back and forth, and after a bit she started pushing back at me, and a little after that, "Faster please, just a little faster."
By the time I was ready to nut she was pounding back at me and moaning, "Oh god, oh god yes, like that, like that oh yes, yes, yes."
I came, but she told me not to pull out. Leave it there. It feels so good."
Once I was completely soft, I pulled out and she turned over, fell to the bed and looked up at me and said, "Thank you. I'm glad you talked me into that. Can we do it again?"
We could and did, and we stayed in that room except for going out to eat until an hour before her deadline to check in at the dorms. I helped her carry her bags in and then she gave me her cellphone number, kissed me and told me not to be a stranger.
"I'm going to need you. You've spoiled me. Boys my age will never be able to do it for me after you."
One more passionate kiss and I walked out of that dormitory feeling like I was walking on clouds with, "You've spoiled me," ringing in my ears.
Take that Sonia!
It was just a short drive from Ann Arbor to Ypsilanti. I checked into a motel and left a wakeup call for the morning. I stopped at a restaurant for breakfast, and I was at the door of Dawson and Sons when the doors opened at fight. I still had keys and I could have let myself in, but somehow it didn't seem right. I could have knocked on the door until someone came and let me in, but the truth was that I was in no hurry to face what would no doubt be waiting for me.
When George, the security guard, opened the door at eight he said, "Welcome back," and when I reached the reception, desk Glenda jumped up, ran to me and hugged me. She kissed me on the cheek and said, "Thank God you're back. Now maybe we can get this place straightened out."
"Mom in yet?"
"In her office."
When I walked into the office, Mom looked up at me and said "About damned time you got here. There is a pile of stuff a foot high on your desk that needs your immediate attention."
"I haven't yet decided I'm going to stay."
"Nonsense! This is where you need to be. You can't solve your problems by running away from them. You are wanted here; you are needed here so here is where you need to be. Now get to work. We can talk at lunch."
She was right, so why fight it?
It wasn't actually a foot high, but it was a large pile so I dug into it. It was noon-thirty when Mom stuck her head into the room and said it was lunch time. We went to Pegasus, and after we had ordered Mom asked me if I'd been home yet and I told her no.
"I checked into a motel last night."
"Why didn't you just go home?"
"Because Sonia is there."
"You are going to have to face her sooner or later, so why not get it over with?"
"Why are you so insistent that I get with her? Given what she did with your husband you should want to see her rot in hell, but here you are worried about her hurting herself and wanting me to have something to do with someone I'd like to put my hands around her neck and strangle."
"It might not make sense to you, but I want my Robbie back, and it isn't going to happen until you put the whole mess behind you. To do that, you need answers to all the questions you have in order to get closure."
"Questions?"
"Yes questions. Like why did she do it? What may I have done to make her do it? How long? Were your father and brother the only ones? I'm sure there are more, but the bottom line is you need to get all that out of the way before you can move on."
I knew she was right, but the fact was even though I had questions, did I really want to know the answers? Did she do it because I didn't do it for her in bed? My experience with Maggie, Mary, Julia and Jess led me to believe I was fairly decent, but was I where Sonia was concerned? And why, for God's sake, with my father and brother?
I went back to work with Mom and put a big dent in the pile on my desk. At five-thirty, I left work and got in my car. As I pulled up to the exit from the lot and stopped to look both ways to make sure it was clear to pull out, I asked myself, "Right to the motel or left to the house?" I took a deep breath and turned left.
Sonia's car was in the garage, so I knew she was home. I sat in the car staring at the house, trying to work up the courage to go in. Finally, I shrugged and said, "Do it Bob, just do it," and I got out and walked up the front steps. As I reached for the door knob the door opened, and Sonia stood there looking at me. She leaped forward and threw herself at me sobbing, "You're okay; thank God you're okay," as she wrapped her arms around me.
I was so surprised at the reception that I just stood there, but then I shook it off and pushed her away from me. In pushing I moved her to the side and walked by her into the house. She followed along behind me wailing, "Why did you push me away? I love you."
I turned to face her. "You love me, but you fuck my father and brother? I'd hate to see what you would do to me if you hated me."
"You don't understand. I had to do it."
"You had to do it? This I just have to hear. Go sit in the kitchen at the table while I pour myself a stiff drink. I'm going to need it to fortify myself against the bullshit I'll bet is coming."
With a Jack over ice in hand I joined her at the table. I sat down and said, "I don't really want to be here, but Mom convinced me that I had to face you."
I took a sip of the drink I had in my hand and said "Go ahead Sonia; tell me."
"You remember Karen's birthday party? The one you couldn't go to because you had to be out of town?"
"I remember."
"You told me I should go even if you couldn't, so I went. Cindy was visiting her sick mother, so Dave was there alone. When he saw I was alone he attached himself to me. He decided to be my watchdog for the evening. As a watchdog he sucked. Someone there, and I don't for a minute discount it was Dave, saw I was there without you thought to take a shot at me and spiked one of my drinks with some sort of date rape drug.
"My watchdog didn't see it happen, but he recognized my condition when I started becoming disoriented. Dave told me he thinks it was Kyle Barger, because he saw Kyle spend a lot of time around me. Anyway, Dave got me out of there and brought me home. But then I don't know if that's the way it really went because by then I was out of it. All I know is what Dave told me the next day.
"When he got me home, he got me undressed and put me to bed. The he undressed and got in bed with me. He says he couldn't help himself. He had always wanted me and saw a chance to do me and get away with it, and I wouldn't know. I'd wake up in the morning, and while I probably know I'd been screwed I wouldn't know how it happened or who did it.
"I guess he didn't know much about date rape drugs because while he was screwing me I started coming out of it and eventually realized what was happening to me. What I found out later about date rape drugs was that while your mind or brain are out of it, your body's receptors aren't and as you come out of it, you are already deep into the sexual act and all the receptors are firing. You are as into to it, or more into it, as you would be if it was regular love making.
"You know what a mindless fuck I become when you get me close to or bring me to orgasm. That's where I was when I started to come around. That's where I was when I started to come out of it. I was lying there begging for harder, faster and making me come. I wasn't even aware it was David at that point.
"That's when your Dad stopped by. He was checking up on me like you always ask him to do when you are on trips. He came in, saw what was happening, took out his cell phone and started taking pictures. At the time I didn't even know he was there. He took a bunch of pictures and then undressed, and when Dave came and got off me your dad got on. When he came and got off Dave was ready again and he got on. It was when Dave took me the second time that I started realizing who it was that was doing me, but by then I was in my mindless fuck state and it just didn't matter who as long as they got me off. I don't know how many times they did me before they dressed and left, but it was enough to exhaust me and I fell asleep.
"That afternoon Dave stopped by and begged me not to let you or Cindy know what he'd done, and while he as there your dad showed up and said he was back for more. When I told him to get out, he laughed at me and showed me the pictures he'd taken. He said if I treated him right you would never see the pictures. I couldn't let you see those pictures. They didn't show a woman being taken against her will; they showed a woman who was a sex loving slut. I realized later I should have told both of them to fuck off and die and trust you to believe me, but that falls into the hindsight is twenty-twenty box."
"How many times?"
"Every time you went on a trip."
I stared at her for several seconds before saying "Karen's birthday party was seven months ago, and I've made a dozen trips since then."
"I did a count in my mind and said "More than a half dozen. I've made nine trips counting the one on Karen's birthday."
She looked away from me and suddenly I knew! I don't know how I knew, but I knew.
"Bullshit Sonia! You kept doing it because you liked it. You liked being full of cock. You liked getting a cock in your ass. The ass you would never let me have because it was just too disgusting to even think about. You liked it and you didn't want it to stop. That's why didn't come to me and tell me what happened and trust me to believe your story."
She looked back at me with an expression on her face I'd never seen before and said, "No. I did not like it. I loved it. I loved it and I wanted even more than I was getting, but I couldn't chance it when you were home. I honestly thought that if I only did it when you were out of town you would never find out. I loved the hell out of doing it, but I love you and didn't want to lose to lose you."
"Were David and my father the only ones?"
"No. Three times your dad brought three guys with him."
"Shit! This just gets worse and worse. You did gangbangs. You fucked nine unknown guys and I bet you loved that too."
"I did, and it wasn't nine guys. It was the same three each time."
"Anyone I know? Anyone I'll see on a daily basis who is going to be laughing on the inside while talking to the clueless cuck?"
"No. I think they were just customers your dad was showing a good time."
"I just don't get it, Sonia. You claim you love me, but you could do that to me. Seven months of my father and brother laughing to themselves every time they were with me. Knowing they were making a cuck out of me. Leaving me their leavings. I know all of our customers Sonia. That means three men I deal with smirking inside as they shake my hand. You love me and you could do that to me?
"You could have told me I wasn't getting the job done in the bedroom and I could have worked at getting better for you."
"There isn't anything wrong with you baby. You ring my chimes every time we make love. We are talking quantity here baby, not quality. It isn't your fault. It's the way we come from the factory. You go until you pop and then you are done until you get it up again. When I pop, I can keep on going and going.
"Look at it this way. Put five guys and a girl in one room and five girls and a guy in the next room and then leave them alone for twenty minutes before looking back in on them. You know what you will find? In the room with five guys and one woman you will find one guy screwing the girl, one guy with a limp dick waiting to get hard again, and three guys with hard-ons waiting for their turn. In the room with five girls and one guy you will find five women watching the guy and wondering how long it is going to take him to get hard again. It's just the way we are built, baby. There was no love and affection, baby; I don't even like your dad and brother anymore. As far as I'm concerned, they are both assholes."
"They are assholes, but yet you let them move in with you?"
"They didn't have any place else to go, and in a way I felt responsible for their situation. I could have stopped it after the first time, but I didn't. I let it keep happening, and because I did we got caught. I did tell them when they moved in there would be no sex. I didn't know if I could ever get you back, but I was certain I'd have no chance at all if I kept on with them.
"One night they tried to get me drunk so they could take advantage of me, but I caught on to what they were up to and I made them get out. It took the Llama .380 pointed at your dad's head to make it happen, but they left."
"You actually thought there was a chance you could get me back after me finding out what was going on? After seeing with my own eyes what was going on?"
"I had hope. I know you and I look at it differently, but other than the sudden shock of finding out, did it hurt you any? You got all the love and affection you could handle, and your sex life was off the charts. I never said no to you, and more than half the time I was the one who came after you."
"That's a lie. You've said no to me plenty of times."
"When?"
"Every time I wanted to try anal you shut me down, but my father had no problem getting it."



"I didn't give it to him; he and Dave took it the night I was drugged, and I found out I liked it. The reason you didn't get it was because you never asked me for it after I found out I liked it. I flirted with the idea of suggesting it, but I decided it wouldn't be a good idea given as many times as I've said no in disgust. It might make you curious or suspicious why I was asking after so much refusal. I decided to wait until you asked again, and then reluctantly agree to try it, but you never asked."
She paused for a couple of seconds and then said, "Now that we are on the subject, maybe it could be a great welcome home gift."
"Maybe. If I was coming home, but it isn't likely."
There was a crestfallen look on her face when she asked, "Why not?"
"Why would I stay with a woman I know I can't satisfy? Why would I stay with a woman who would always want or need multiple bed partners?"
"I never said that! You have always satisfied me. Always! I don't NEED more than you can give me. Yes! Okay! I found out I liked more, but I DON'T NEED IT! What I do need is you! Get even with me if you have to. Go find a willing partner and get even, but please, please, please come home to me."
I thought back on my travels and decided to keep my mouth shut. I do have to admit I was feeling tempted to take her up on her welcome home gift idea, and where that would have taken us I'll never know because it never happened.
The front door slammed open and my brother David hobbled into the room on a cane. In his other had he had a gun.
"I've been waiting for you to get back you fucking asshole. I'm going to take out both your knees and let's see how much you like it. I'm blood, for Christ's sake. How could you have done this to me?"
"What? You expected an award for fucking my wife? I should have just killed you."
"Fuck you" he said as he pointed the gun at my knees.
"No!" Sonia screamed as she threw herself between me and David just as he fired. I don't know who was more stunned, David or me, but I recovered first and jumped him, he dropped the gun, I punched him three times in the face and he went down to the floor. I picked up the gun and whacked him in the head with it and then turned to Sonia who was on the floor bleeding. I called 911 and then ran into the kitchen and got a towel. I knelt down beside her and try to staunch the bleeding with the towel. She was looking up at me and rasping:
"Don't leave me. Don't leave me. Please don't leave me."
The EMTs showed up with the police, who called for another ambulance for David. Seems I was a bit excessive. He kept coming out of it while I was trying to help Sonia so I had to hit him again with the gun to keep him down. Six times I think it was.
It was touch and go there for a while. A wife on the floor bleeding and a fucked up brother, and I was the only one standing there unharmed. I spent an hour talking with the police, but they bought my description of the events. Of course, the fact that I had turned on the recording function of the phone as I climbed the front steps helped. They had just left when I got the call.
Sonia had died in the ambulance on the way to the hospital.
I suffered for a while. What Sonia had done had shown me just how much she cared for me, If she had survived I probably, no, almost certainly would have given our marriage another chance.
The whole thing made the papers and about a week later I got home from work and found Jess sitting on the front porch steps. She stood up and greeted me with a hug.
"How you holding up?"
"Just barely. What brings you here?"
"I saw what Mom went through when she lost Dad. She needed something to cling to. I thought you might need someone now, too. We shared something that was extremely nice, so I thought maybe I could step up and help."
It lasted five months and then the day came when she told me it was over. She'd met a guy, sparks flew and she had to move on.
It was almost eight months after it happened before David came to trial. He tried to claim it was an accident and that he never meant to hurt anyone, but he couldn't sell it and he got twenty to life.
The day he was sentenced, Cindy called me and asked me for a favor. She wanted me to take her to bed so she could tell David. She was a sexy lady and I saw no reason not to do her the favor. She fucked me into exhaustion, and the next day she went to see David during visiting hour and told him what she had done. She didn't get the response she expected. Instead of going purple with rage and calling her every rotten name he could think of he just sat there, looked at her and cried.
A week later she came to see me again.
"I could use a friend with benefits. You know anyone who might be interested?"
It was good for another four months and then she got a promotion at work that had her moving to Dallas. Damn, but I was sorry to see her go. I seriously considered going with her, but she talked me out of it.
"I like you Rob; I like you a lot, but I don't love you and I need to find a man to love and who will love me. I will be starting a new life in Dallas, and hopefully I can find what I need there."
My father made several attempts to get me to talk to him, but I wouldn't have anything to do with him. When he died of a stroke I did go to the cemetery when he was buried and made a public spectacle of myself in front of about fifteen people. I pissed into the grave on his coffin as it was lowered into the hole.
In talking with my Mom, I learned the names of three customers my father was very tight with. They may not have been the three that Father took to see Sonia, and while I may never know for sure, in my mind I decided it was them and I made them pay. Not physically, but I did fuck with them. They were still customers and I got at them through the business. They paid two to four cents more a unit than our other customers, and quantity discounts that others received somehow were never offered to then.
Not much in the way of revenge, but mentally I HAD to do something. And yes, I know I was being an asshole doing it to them not knowing with absolute certainty they were the three. It may have just been my imagination, but in dealing with the three at one time or another I thought I detected a smirk on their faces. Whatever! I'm human, and like most humans I have a crying need to get back to get back, to get even. I might have been wrong, but because of what I did, my metal state was better than it would have been if I had done nothing.
Let karma handle it.
There was one surprising outcome to come out of the mess. It was ten months after returning home from my travels. I was sitting at home reading the financial page of the New York Times when my cell phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Rob? This is Maggie. Remember me?"
"I do."
"My sister saved your number that time you let me use your phone to call her."
"I remember."
"Well my sister insisted that I make this call. Believe me when I say I didn't really want to. The thing is she insists that you have a right to know."
"Know what?"
"You are a daddy. You have twin sons."
"You're shitting me?"
"Not even. You are the only I've ever been with."
There was a short pause and then she said "I'm not asking for anything. I only called because Chris insisted it was the right thing to do."
Thirty-six hours later, I was knocking on the door of a house in Houston, ready to begin another adventure.
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It had been a shitty Friday. I'd driven to Harpersville to personally talk with a customer who had informed us he was changing to another source. Without his business there was a good chance we would have to cut back on production and layoff some people.
We had talked and talked, but in the end there was nothing I could do to save the account. There just wasn't any way I could even come close to the price of his new source. Frankly I didn't how his new source could give him that price and still give him the quality he got from us and I told him that, but all he saw was the savings lower costs would bring,
It was pouring down rain when I left his place and headed for home. It was a shitty day in what had so far been a shitty week. On Sunday my wife of ten years had told me she was leaving me for another man. She said he had more money than God so she didn't need anything from me. She handed me the papers, told me to sign them and send them in then she walked out the door while I sat there and watched her go.
I read the papers and sure enough she asked for nothing except her freedom. I signed them, made a copy for myself and mailed them first thing Monday morning. On the way home from work that night I stopped at Lowe's and bought what I needed to change the locks on the house. Ten what I thought were pretty good years right down the shitter. The loss of my marriage, the loss of the customer and the shitty weather had me in a foul mood as I drove home through the pouring rain.
I was midway between Harpersville and my home town and up ahead I saw three figures trudging down the shoulder of the road. I was by them before I got my head out of my ass. "Just because your life sucks you don't have to be an asshole" ran through my mind as I stopped and backed up to the three figures. I rolled the passenger side window down and told them to get in.
It turned out to be a woman of about thirty and two kids about five or six years old. The young woman said:
"Thanks mister; I gave up thumbing after the first ten cars drove on by without even slowing down."
"What were you doing out there in the pouring rain in the first place?"
Got into an argument with Lee and he kicked us out of the car about two miles back."
"In this rain?"
She shrugged and we went the next five miles in silence and then I asked where I could drop them.
"I don't know. Do you know if they have a homeless shelter in the next town?"
"I have no idea. Don't you have family around here?"
"We aren't from around here. We left Michigan and were on our way to Salt Lake. All my family is back in Michigan and all our clothes and things are in the back of the Tahoe."
I was looking at the road ahead and wondering what kind of man could kick his wife and kids out of the car and into the pouring rain and drive off and leave them. She must have been reading my mind because she said:
"I guess it is my fault. I should have kept my mouth shut, but I got on him about the drinking and the drug use and kept after him to let me drive until he sobered up. I guess he finally had enough of it, pulled over and told me to take the kids and get out of the car. When I refused he got out of the car, walked around to my side, pulled me out of the car, picked the kids up and put them out. It all happened so fast I didn't even get to grab my purse and then he drove off and left us."
"He was drinking and using drugs while driving?"
"I couldn't get him to stop."
I wanted to ask why she even stayed with someone like that, but I didn't. In the rear view I saw two shivering kids and that made up my mind as to what I was going to do. Even if there was a homeless shelter in town they weren't going there. I was going to take them home with me.
I was less than a mile from home when I saw the flashing red and blue lights of police cars and emergency vehicles. I slowed down and moved to the shoulder to pass the wreck. It looked like a head on between a semi and a car. As I slowly drove by the accident the woman exclaimed:
"That's our Tahoe!"
I stopped and she jumped out of the car and ran over to one of the policemen. They talked and he waved someone over and they talked some more. The kid on the backseat were stressed.
"Why did mommy leave us here? What's she doing? Is she coming back?"
I tried to calm them down.
"Your mommy wanted to talk to the nice policeman. She will be right back. My name is Pete; what's yours?"
"I am Bobby and my sister is Peggy and we are twins and we are going to start school."
The little girl was sucking her thumb and looking like she was going to break out in tears at any second. I tried to prevent it.
"Are you looking forward to school Peggy?"
She just nodded a yes and kept sucking her thumb.
"You will like it. You will get to meet plenty of new boys and girls who will be your friends. Won't that be fun?"
Another nod and she kept sucking her thumb. Just then the door opened and the woman got back in the car.
"Bad" I asked.
"About as bad as it can get. Apparently he drifted over into the oncoming lane and was hit head on by the tractor trailer."
After a quick glance back at the kids she said "I won't ever have to worry about him driving under the influence again. They were nice enough to get my purse out of the car for me, but I won't be able to get the rest of my things until they have it towed someplace."
I could see she was barely holding herself together so I said "I'm taking you home with me. I have three extra bedrooms so there is plenty of room for you. Get yourself a good night's sleep and in the morning you can start making phone calls."
"Phone calls?"
"You'll need to call family and let them know. You'll need to call the insurance company about the car. If he had life insurance you will need to call them. You will have to make arrangements to have him taken care of and I'm sure that there are other calls you will want to make. Right now what we need to do is get you and the kids out of those wet clothes and into something warm and dry."
"How? All of our things are in the back of the Tahoe."
"I'm sure I have some things you can use for the time being>"
"Why are you doing this? You don't even know us."
"I know your kids. We introduced ourselves while you were talking to the police. I'm doing it because I believe in karma. Someday I may have a family and if they are in trouble and I'm not around I'm hoping some kind soul will step up and help them."
"I don't know as I believe in karma."
"Something made him put you out of the car before he could kill you too."
She stared at me for a bit and then said "I'm Susan and thank you."
When we got to the house I showed them where the bedrooms and bathrooms were and told them to get out of their wet clothes and take a hot shower while I rounded up something for them to wear.
"Did you have dinner before being put out into the cold rain?"
"No. We were going to stop in the next town when we got there."
"I'll see what I can put together."
Most of Francine's things were left behind when she walked out and I gathered some of it up for Susan and couple of my tee-shirts would do for the kids until I could run their wet stuff through the washer and dryer. I put the stuff on the bed in the room Susan had chosen and then I knocked on the bathroom door, opened it just a crack and yelled (to be hard over the noise of the shower) for them to bring their wet clothes with them when they came down.
I went downstairs and looked in the fridge to see what I had. I had enough hamburger to make hamburger steaks so I turned on the oven to make the steaks and then peeled some potatoes to make mashed potatoes.
When they came down I got my first really good look at Susan. She was a stone-assed fox! Wet and bedraggled she had looked good, but cleaned up? Definitely a twelve on the ten scale.
I took their wet clothes and put them in the dryer and Susan parked Bobby and Peggy in front of the TV and then came into the kitchen where I was opening a can of green beans. She asked if she could help, but I told her I had it covered. She took a seat at the kitchen table and asked:
"Is your wife going to be all right with us being here?"
"I don't have one of those."
"You have this big house for just you?"
"I had a wife and our plan was to fill the rooms with children. We tried for years before finding out there was something wrong with her plumbing and she was unable to conceive."
"You had a wife, but you don't have one?"
"She left me for a man with more money. More money than God is the way she put it before she walked out on me."
"How long has she been gone?"
"Five days. She left me last Sunday."
Dinner was ready so she got the kids from in front of the TV and brought them to the table. While we ate the kids talked about the puppy they were going to get when they got to Utah and how much fun they were going to have with the new friends they would meet when they started school. Then from out of nowhere Peggy asked:
"Are you our new daddy?"
It caught me by surprise and as I thought about how I should answer I was saved by the bell. Literally! The front door bell rang. I opened the door to find my wife Francine standing there.
"My key wouldn't work."
"Not surprising since you don't live here anymore."
"I'm here to pick up some of the things I left behind" and she started to walk by me, but I blocked her and said:
"You don't have anything here."
"Come on Pete; let me get what I left in the closet and I'll get out of your hair."
"You having trouble with your hearing? I said you don't have anything here."
"That's bullshit Pete and you know it. I left a bunch of dresses and some shoes in the closet."
"Yes you did and I packed them up and gave them to Goodwill."
"You had no right to do that!"
"Of course I did. When you left you told me you didn't want anything and that your new man had more money than God and then you walked out the door. You didn't want anything and I damned sure didn't want your clothes around reminding me of you so I got rid of them. Now if you will excuse me I have guests for dinner and I need to get back to them" and I closed the door on her.
I lied. Her clothes were still in the closet because I hadn't decided what to do with them. I don't know where the "Goodwill" came from when I lied, but Goodwill sounded like a good idea. I'd take care of that in the next day or so.
By the time I got back to the kitchen I hoped Peggy had forgotten her question because I had no idea of how to answer it other than saying "No" but I could see her child's curiosity asking "Why not" or some other question. I needn't have worried because Susan had apparently taken care of it. When I sat back down Bobby asked:
"Who was at the door Uncle Pete?"
"Someone who was lost and asking for directions" I said.
After dinner Susan put the kids back in front of the TV and then came into the kitchen to help me clean up. I told her I had it under control and she should be with her kids.
"This is all strange and probably even a little weird for them and your being with them will have a calming effect on them."
"Nonsense. They have already adapted. Sally asked me if we could paint the walls of her room pink."
"She's over the death of her father that quick?"
"He wasn't her father. To her he was Uncle Lee. I might as well get it all out right now. Lee was a friend of my husband. It is a bit complicated. My husband apparently saved Lee's life when they were in Iraq and Lee seemed to feel he owed it to Tommy to look after us when Tommy died. I needed help so I accepted his."
"He felt an obligation to help you but put you and the kids out of the car and into the pouring rain?"
"After a while Lee seemed to think that since he was doing things for me that Tommy would have normally done he was entitled to the privileges Tommy had and I didn't agree."
"Privileges that....oh, I get it."
"Things have been going downhill between us ever since. When he got us to Utah he was going back to Michigan."
"What are you going to do in Salt Lake?"
"Find a job and a place to live."
"You don't have anything out there waiting?"
"No."
I got the feeling that my asking questions was making her uncomfortable so I said "It's been a long day for me and I'm a bit tired so I'm going to turn in. I'll see you in the morning."
As I lay in bed waiting for sleep to take me I thought about Susan and her situation. Something about it just didn't seem right to me. But then it wasn't any of my business.
I woke up Saturday to the smell of frying bacon. When I got downstairs I found Susan at the stove fixing breakfast.
"How do you like your eggs" she asked.
"Break the yokes and fry them hard."
"That's the way Tommy used to like them."
"Kids up yet?"
"No. I'll get them up when breakfast is ready."
"I don't normally work Saturdays, but I'm going to have to go in for an hour or so. Will you and the kids be all right while I'm gone?"
"We will be fine."
After I ate I ran into work and did the paperwork necessary because of yesterday's business meeting and then I headed home. The kids were watching cartoons on TV and Susan was reading the morning paper that had hit the porch after I'd left for work.
"Find anything interesting in that rag" I asked.
"Some jobs I might be interested in applying for and some places for rent."
"Decided against Salt Lake?"
"Haven't decided what I'm going to do yet. I do have to find a place to stay. I can't impose on you."
"Nonsense. You can stay here until you can figure out what you are going to do."
"I called the police department and found out where they towed the car. Could you possibly run me over there to pick up our things?"
"No problem."
I didn't have car seats for the kids so we buckled them up tight and then we went and picked up her clothes, the car seats for the kids and then headed back home. We got there just in time to see Francine trying to get in the house. I told Susan and the kids to stay put and I got out of the car and headed for Francine.
"What the fuck are you doing here?"
"There are things here that I want."
"We already covered that Francine."
I put heavy emphasis on the "Francine" because she didn't like it. She preferred Fran or from me it used to be Franny.
"You handed me the papers, told me you wanted nothing but out, told me to sign them and mail hem in and walked out on me. I took you at your word. You said you wanted nothing so that's what you get. Nothing! If you show up here again I'll call the police and accuse you of stalking me and get a court order keeping you away from me. Now git!"
"We will just see what my lawyer has to say about that" she snarled.
"Good. Run up your tab with him."
She left. Angry as a wet hen, but she left.
I went and got Susan and the kids out of the car and Susan asked "Who was that?"
"The wife who wants to be an ex-wife."
We unloaded the car and carried the stuff inside. The Susan wanted to know how far we were from Salt Lake and I said:
"It is about an eight hour drive. Why?"
"There is something there I need to get. I've decided to stay here if I can find a job so is there a bus station in town?"
I know why I did it. Susan and her kids were growing on me and I wanted to keep them close so I said:
"I can drive you. If we leave now we can be there by seven."
"That's awful nice of you to offer, but I can't get what I'm going for until after nine on Monday. I'm guessing that is a work day for you."
"I can arrange to take it off. We can leave Sunday around noon and spend the night there. You can take care of your business and we can be back here by six or seven."
"I know you are helping us because you believe in karma, but don't you think you are going above and beyond?"
"Not really, besides, all this is keeping my mind off my wife and what she did to me."
"Well then to earn my keep I'll do dinner tonight."
I spent the balance of the day doing yard work and then played with the kids while Susan fixed dinner. After dinner I called my boss at home and arranged to take Monday and Tuesday off. We spent the remainder of the evening watching television and when Susan was putting the kids to bed I decided to hit the sack too and getting a full night's sleep before getting an early start on Sunday.
I was curious about the suitcase Susan brought with her as we loaded the kids in the back seat. She saw the curiosity on my face and told me she needed it for the stuff she was picking up. I shrugged and we headed out.
Eight and a half hours later we were in Salt Lake. Susan told me where she had to go in the morning and it was a bank in downtown Salt Lake. I found a hotel close to it and we checked in. The next morning we were at the bank when it opened and she went in with the suitcase while I kept he kids occupied in the car. She was out in twenty minutes and we headed home.
An hour out of salt Lake we stopped and had breakfast. The restaurant had crayons and a sheet of paper to color on for the kids and while the two of them were working away with them Susan said:
"I know curiosity is bugging you so I'm going to tell you a story. The way you have treated me since you picked us up has shown me you are a good man and I believe I can trust you. What I did at the bank was go to a safety deposit box and clean it out. There were documents in it that will allow me to set up new identities for me and the kids and enough money to set us up in a new house and carry us for several years."
"You need a new identity?"
"Yes. There are some very bad people who are probably looking for me. They think I have something they want or at least know where it is."
"Do you?"
"It was in the deposit box."
"So give it to them."
"The problem is that they will never believe I didn't make a copy of it or that there was more and I only gave them part of it."
"What is it that they are so intent on getting it back?"
"Information that can send them all to jail."
"All of them?"
"I guess you could call them a crime family. My husband was a CPA and he fell in with a bad crowd. He was doing books for them. I don't know the ins and outs of it, but Tommy got the bright idea that as long as he was helping hide their ill-gotten gains he should be entitled to some of it and he helped himself to some of it. Then he decided that he needed insurance in case he got caught. He put all he had done and how he had done it with the supporting documents on two USB flash drives.
"In case he had to run and hide he managed to build new identities for us and on one of his trips to the west coast he stopped in Salt Lake and set up the safe deposit box. I didn't know anything about it until one day he told me about it. He felt they were onto him and he decided he had to let me know what he had been doing in case we had to leave town in a hurry. He was right; they were on to him and one day three large men showed up and walked him out of his office and took him somewhere.
"I have no idea what really happened, but the story I got later from a man named Gino was that they told Tommy he had ten days to get the four hundred thousand he had taken from them. Tommy told them he had lot it all gambling. He was told it didn't matter he still had to get the money back to them in ten days or bad things were going to happen. Then apparently Tommy got stupid. Instead of taking the ten days and using them to run he laughed at them and told them what he had on them and told them if anything happened to him it would be turned over to the authorities. They beat the hell out of him and then told him he was going to start losing fingers and toes until he told them where the information was.
"There were four of them and he was alone and they apparently thought they had him cowed because they didn't expect him to do what he did. He caught them by surprise when he went after one of them, managed to get the man's gun and killed three of them before the fourth man killed him. They dumped his body where it would be found and then after two months with nothing happening they decided that Tommy was bluffing. Another month went by and they started worrying that he might not have been bluffing and the information was out there, but the person who had it didn't know they had it. They decided that I must know where the stuff was and came after me. Probably dumb of me, but I didn't connect what they wanted to the box in Salt Lake.



"They told me I had ten days to get the stuff for them. If I didn't they would kill one of my kids. Ten days later they would kill the other one and ten days after that they would kill me. I told Lee and he said I needed to get to Salt Lake, get what was in the box and then disappear. He figured they would be watching me so the way we worked it was that I went to work and while I was there he picked up the kids from school, packed our clothes and then picked me up at the loading dock in the rear of the building. We figured if they were watching me someone would be sitting where they could see my car in the parking lot. We figured we would be a couple of hundred miles away before they didn't see me leave work and go to my car."
"That's another good thing to come out of you being put out of the car before Lee managed to get himself killed."
"What?"
"If they connected you to Lee and went looking for him and somehow found out about the accident the fact that he was alone in the car would be a dead end for them. They would figure you weren't with him at all or he had taken you some place and left you there. There are what, maybe four or five hundred towns or cities between where you started your trip and where Lee died? It would be like looking for a needle in a haystack for them. With your new identities they will never find you."
On the ride home I asked her what her plans were now that she had the contents of the safe deposit box.
"Find a job, a place to live, get the kids in school and start building a life for us."
"What kind of work would you be looking for?"
"I'm an accountant, but I won't be able to work as one unless Tommy managed to make me one to go along with my new identity. In fact I might not be able to find any job. I can't give references or show any work experience. I'll probably have to apply as a single mother who got married just out of high school and became a stay at home mom until the kids started school. I'll need to find a place that will take me on with no work experience."
Then she got involved with the kids and we made the rest of the trip in silence. I had a lot of time to think while driving and by the time we got home at six it was dinner time so I decided against going to the house and instead stopped at the Village Inn. We had just ordered when Francine came in with a man who looked old enough to be her father. In fact he looked older than her father.
I saw her notice us and I saw the look on her face when she saw I was with a woman and two kids. The look was clear as a sunny day and what it said was "Where in the hell did they come from?" She stopped in her tracks to look, but the old guy grabbed her arm and pulled her along behind him. I guessed he must be the more money than God guy.
Susan asked "What?"
"What what?"
"You just had a strange look come over your face."
"MY soon to be ex-wife just came in with the guy she left me for."
"Where?"
"Table in the back. Woman in the orange dress."
"Table next to the restroom entrance?"
"Yep."
"She left you for that?"
"Not necessarily for him, but for his money."
"Thank God for stupid women."
"Why would you say that?"
"She set you free. Maybe not really free at least not until the divorce becomes final, but free enough that you are fair game and I can take a shot at you."
That caught me by surprise and it must have shown on my face because she said "Why the surprised look? You must know at least a dozen women who will be after you as soon as they find out you are single again. I just happen to be in the right place at the right time to be first in line."
"You can't be serious? You don't even know anything about me."
"I know two things and that's enough to spark an interest."
"What two things?"
"For one you are a very good looking man, but the most important thing I know about you is what kind of man you are. A man who jumped in feet first to help a woman and her kids and asking nothing in return. The kind of man most women look for. The kind of man I want."
I didn't know what to say to that and I just sat there looking at her.
"Need to use the restroom" she said and she got up and went.
I was watching the kids working on their pictures with their crayons and thinking about the kids I had expected that Francine and I were going to have before she,[i] symbolically, kicked me in the nuts. The thought prompted me to look toward her table and I caught her watching me. I wondered what she was thinking.
I saw Susan leave the restroom area and stop at Francine's table. She said something to Francine that put a nasty look on Francine's face and then she headed for our table with a big smile on her face. Curiosity got the best of me and when Susan sat down I asked her about it.
"I just thanked her for turning you loose so I could I could get to you. I don't think she liked hearing that."
I liked hearing that. That Francine didn't like hearing what Susan said. It made me smile and do something mean.
"Give me your hand" I said to Susan."
"Why?"
"Just do it."
She offered me her hand and I took it in mine and then leaned forward and kissed it. I gave her a look of affection and said:
"Something that I hope will drive her nuts. She is looking at us and her facial expression is a combination of pissed off and shocked. I can almost hear what she is thinking. "I've only been gone a week and he has already replaced me?"
"So when we leave we should be holding hands?"
"That'll work."
Our meals came and as I ate I noticed Francine couldn't seem to take her eyes off of us. It helped me make up my mind on something I'd been thinking about all day. If just seeing me eating with Susan and her kids and Susan's statement to her upset her how would she take finding out Susan was living with me?
We finished our meal and left the place holding hands. My back was to Francine so I couldn't see how she took seeing it. I hope it ruined her night.
Once we were home and the kids were in bed I asked again what she was going to do now that she had the contents of the safe deposit box.
"I already told you. Start a new life. Find a new job, a place to live and get the kids into school."
That was it. The opening I needed.
"You already have a place to stay. You are here and there is no need for you to leave. As far as a job I'm pretty sure if I talk to my boss you can get on with my company. We are short handed in accounting and I'm pretty sure they will jump at someone with your experience."
"You forget I can't them my past employers for references."
"I said I'd talk to my boss. Don't worry about it."
"If you are sure about it okay, but be warned. I've already state my intentions."
Susan was an extremely good looking woman and I almost said "Your intentions are gratefully accepted" but I felt that would be rushing it. Instead I said:
"So what are we going to do tomorrow?"
'I'm going to need a car and I'm going to have to pick a bank and rent a deposit box. It is going to be difficult. There were only three credit cards in the box and they only have a five hundred dollar credit limit so I'm going to have to pay cash. I'm going to have to find a good used car in the eight to nine thousand range. I'll have to keep it under ten because of IRS reporting requirements. The seller would have to say where he got the money if he deposited ten thousand or more."
"It isn't any of my business so you don't have to tell me if you don't want to, but just how much was in that box?"
"One hundred thousand and information on how to access eight hundred thousand in a couple of Cayman Island banks."
"So if you could buy new what kind of car would you get?"
"Probably a Chevy Tahoe."
"Okay. What we will do is go to the Chevy dealer in town tomorrow and buy a Chevy Tahoe. It will be in my name but it will be your car to use until you buy it from me."
"I've got enough from the box to pay you now."
"Okay. So first thing in the morning we will go to the bank and after that the Chevy dealer. Then we will drive through town and I'll show you where the school is, where the stores are, where I work and anything else you might have an interest in. Work for you?"
"It does."
"When I go back to work I'll talk to my boss about getting you a job."
"I still don't see how when he can't check for references."
"I'll tell him you are on the run from an abusive husband and can't take a chance on him finding you which might happen if he was in touch with anyone you worked for. I'll vouch for you and since I'm really tight with my boss and I'm sure he will go for it."
Being tight was putting it mildly. My boss was my Uncle Bob and the closest thing I'd had for a father since my parents had died in a plane crash when I was twelve. It also wouldn't hurt that I owned a third of the company. The company had been formed when my dad and his two bother's decided to go into business together. Uncle Wendell decided he wanted to do something different and he sold his shares to Uncle Bob. I inherited dad's share along with the house and 250 thousand in life insurance. Even though I was part owner I was I was still a worker bee. I'd only been working there since getting my business degree five years ago. I had no authority, but I did have an in.
Bright an early the next morning we loaded the kids in the car and drove to the Village In for breakfast. We were at my bank when the doors opened at nine. I stayed in the car and kept the kids occupied while Susan went inside to do her banking and when she came out we headed for the Chevy dealer where I told Herb (I'd gone to high school with him) what we were looking for. He walked us through the lot and Susan picked out a white Tahoe. I wrote Herb a check for the full amount and he put a temporary tag on it and Susan drove it off the lot. She followed me to the house where we parked it.
I drove us over to the Farmers Insurance office where we talked to Burt Ellsworth, another of my old school mates, and got the Tahoe insured. Then we spent the rest of the morning driving around town and showing Susan where things were. Things like the school that the kids would be going to, the hospital and my doctor's office. We finished up at Safeway where bought the kind of food Susan and the kids liked.
We were home by two and I used the time until dinner to bag up everything of Francine's I could find and then ran it over to the Goodwill place and gave it to them. They gave me a receipt and I kept it to show to Francine when she next decided to try and get in the house to get her things. I had no doubt in my mind that she wouldn't give up trying.
When I got home Susan had me sit down at the kitchen table and she opened up the suitcase she had carried into the bank in Salt Lake and took out enough cash to pay me for the Tahoe. After dinner the kids settled in front of the TV and Susan and I talked at the kitchen table about what she would be doing the next day. She said the main thing was to get the kids in school. They would be in kindergarten so there were no school records to worry about. I asked her for a rundown on her work experience so I'd have it when I talked to Uncle Bob.
She put the kids to bed and then joined me on the couch to watch television until I said it was time for me to hit the sack. Susan said she was ready to go to bed also so we turned off the TV and wen to our rooms.
As I lay in bed waiting for sleep to take me I wondered if Susan and I could make a life together. I really liked her and both of her kids. Then I wondered how I could have thoughts like that with Francine only gone for a week. I had loved that woman and I thought that she oved me but had she really? The cut and dried way she'd dumped me made me doubt it. She had to have been running around on me for a while to get that deep into her money man. And I never had a clue. Then I had a sobering thought. Were my thoughts about Susan and her kids just a way to show Francine I didn't miss her at all and couldn't care less about her leaving me? Would that be my way of saying "Fuck you bitch?"
Susan was a sexy looking lady and could it be that my interest in her was just a way to keep having a sex life? Could I really be that shallow? Sleep took me before I could go any farther with that line of thought.
I woke up to the spell of frying bacon and Susan had already made coffee by the time I got to the kitchen. After a breakfast of pancakes and bacon I told her I would be home around six and then I left the house.
First thing I did when I got to work was talk to Uncle Bob about Susan. I told him the whole story, the truth and not the abusive husband story. I did omit the money part. I didn't think he needed to know about that. He listened and then asked:
"Are you sure you want to get involved with her? It could end up biting you on your ass if they are really looking for her and eventually find her."
"I am involved and have been since her kids stared calling me Uncle Pete."
"Okay then; we will give her a try, but if she can't do the job I won't keep her on just to please you."
"Fair enough. I'll bring her in with me tomorrow and you can talk to her and by the way you should know that the story I just told you is not the story she thought I was going to tell you."
I then told him about the abusive husband story that I'd cooked up to cover why she couldn't give references and that was what she thought I was going to tell him.
At three in the afternoon I received a call from Francine's attorney. He wanted to arrange a time for Francine and someone from his office to come to the house and get her things.
"There isn't anything of hers there. I gave it all to Goodwill."
"She doesn't believe you. She thinks you are trying to get back at her for her actions."
"If you all want to waste your time I don't care. I'll be home at six tonight."
"Thank you for your cooperation. We will be there at six."
When I hung up I called up my friend Ralph Cramden. Ralph was an attorney and I explained to him what was going on and then said:
"I didn't get an attorney because I have no intension of fighting the divorce, but I can see tonight turning into a "He said, she said" and I figure it would be best if I had a legal representative there. Can you do it?"
Ralph had known Francine as long as I had and he said he couldn't believe that she would do what she did. He said he would met me at the house around five thirty-five. I got home at five-thirty and Ralph got there at five-forty. We discussed what would likely happen when Francine got there and he told me I could have a problem if Francine really pushed things and I ended up in front of the wrong judge. He explained that just because she said she said she didn't want anything out of the marriage she was still entitled to her personal items such as her clothes."
"Oh well" I said, "What's done is done."
Francine and a women from her attorney's office arrived at five minutes after six and when I let them in they went right to the master bedroom. A minute later I heard "Shit!" Francine came storming into the living room and yelled:
"God damn it Pete! Where are my things?"
I was smiling when I said "I already told you Francine. I gave them to Goodwill."
I handed her the receipt they gave me when I made the donation and said "If you hurry you might be able to buy back some of your stuff."
"You had no right to do that!"
"Of course I did. When you left me you said you wanted nothing out of the marriage. Your exact words were:
"I don't need or want anything. My new man has more money than God and I can buy whatever I want."
You were gone for over a week and I never heard from you and I damned sure didn't want anything of yours around to remind me of your traitorous ass so I got rid of it."
I asked the woman with her "Are we through here?"
She nodded and touched Francine on the arm and said "We need to be leaving Mrs. Westover."
"You are an asshole!" Francine snarled and then she looked at Susan who was setting the table for dinner and said:
"What's she doing in my house?"
"This isn't your house Francine. You gave it to me in the divorce. Remember?"
"That can be changed if I refile."
"You do and I will counter sue and make sure it drags on forever. You really want that? Better check with Mr. More money than God and see if he is willing to wait."
"You are such an ass."
"Only because you made me one."
She gave me a look of disgust and then she and the other woman left.
"Think we have heard the last of this" I asked Ralph.
"I don't know. Fran is really pissed right now and may not be thinking clearly. We will just have to wait and see."
I invited him to stay for dinner, but he said he had someplace he had to be and he left.
Over dinner Susan said the kids had been enrolled in school, but there was a problem.
"It is from seven forty-five until eleven forty-five and then they are out. I'll have to pick them up, take them home and stay with them."
"Not a problem. There is a daycare center just up the street from work. You leave work, pick them up and take them to daycare and then come back to work."
After the kids had been put to bed we sat on the couch and watched TV. There was a foot between us when we sat down. After about five minutes she scooted over next to me and took my hand. I looked at her and she smiled at me and said:
"I've already made my intensions known and I have to start somewhere" and we sat there holding hands and watching the tube until it was time to go to bed. We went to our separate rooms and as I waited for sleep to take me I thought about Susan. I knew I was interested in her, but I was kind of a straight arrow and I didn't feel that I could do anything where she was concerned until I was single again. And that could be months away. Many months away if Francine refiled. I was beginning to regret giving her shit to Goodwill.
The next morning we drove the kids to school and then stooped at the day care and enrolled the kids then I took Susan into work with me. I introduced her to Uncle Bob and then left them alone to talk. About twenty minutes later they came out of his office and Uncle Bob walked her over to accounting and then he stopped by my desk and told me he had hired her and she was already digging into the backlog in accounting.
Just before lunch Susan came to me and asked for the keys to my car so she could go pick up the kids and get them over to the day care place. I handed them to her and as she took them she leaned forward and kissed me.
"Just letting anyone who might be watching that I'm staking my claim. See you later."
I looked around the room and saw that almost everyone in the office had their eyes on us. Some of the faces showed disapproval. Probably because they knew I was I was married and shouldn't be having anything to do with another woman. I couldn't fault them for it because I hadn't let it be known that Francine and I were no longer together.
Susan was back thirty minutes later and handed me back my keys. She kissed me and told me she would see me at quitting time and she kissed me again. As I watched her walk away I was wondering if I was going to be able to hold off until the divorce was final.
We left work at five and picked up the kids from daycare. They were in a very up mood and had to tell us all about their day and all the new friends they had met. Once home Susan fixed dinner while I played with the kids.
After the kids had been put to bed Susan and I sat on the couch watching TV and just like the previous evening we ended up sitting hip to hip and holding hands. When it was time for bed I hit to off button on the remote and as the TV died Susan said "Pete" and when I turned to her she kissed me. It wasn't a quick kiss and she put some tongue into it and my resolve faded and my straight arrow status flew out the window. We sat on the couch and made out like teenagers until I broke us apart and said I needed to get to bed.



We got up and went to our separate rooms and I got undressed and got into bed. I was thinking about what Susan and I had just done and the possible ramifications when the bedroom door opened and a naked Susan walked in. As she got in bed with me I said:
"I don't know if this is a good idea Susan."
"It isn't" she said, "It's a great idea" and her hand slid down my body and found the erection that seeing her naked had caused. For a nanosecond I considered making her stop, but 'little Pete' shot that down in less than a heartbeat. Susan moved over me, lined me up and then slowly impaled herself on me as she said:
"I'm a healthy girl with a large sexual appetite and I've gone over three months without and you don't owe the bitch anything given the way she dumped you so just enjoy."
Enjoy I did as she slid up and down on my erection. I can't get off with the woman on top so when I reached the point where I needed to cum I rolled her over onto her back and the drove hard until I came. I held myself in her until I was soft and then pulled out and fell to the bed beside her. We kissed for a bit and then she moved down and took 'little Pete' in her mouth and started work at getting me up again. When she had me hard she said:
"Do me doggie" and she got up onto her hands and knees. As I slid into her she told me to fuck her hard and fast and I did. She got off twice before I got mine and when I came she pulled off of me, spun around and started sucking me again. It took longer for her to get me up that time, but she got the job done and then she wanted me to do her butt. I got up and went to the dresser and got a tube of KY. I had it because Francine loved anal and it had been a regular part of our sex life.
Once back on the bed with Susan I worked on her rosebud with thumb and fingers until she said;
"Enough already; just do it!"
I did as she wanted and got her off twice before I got mine and when I pulled out and fell to the bed she Susan got out of bed and said:
"I'll get a wash cloth, clean it off and see how long it will take to get you up again."
"No more. I've got to get some sleep if I'm going to be worth a shit at work tomorrow. After the kids go to bed tomorrow we can skip watching television and get an earlier start."
"I'm going to hold you to that" she said and we fell asleep wrapped around each other. When the alarm woke us I told her she needed to get to her room before the kids got up and saw us together.
"They might as well get used to it because unless you kick me out of your house I intend for it to happen a lot. And just so you know; if I get my way they won't be calling you Uncle Pete for long. I fully intend to change it to "Daddy Pete" as soon as your divorce is final."
"Don't I have any say in the matter?"
"Of course you do. Yes dear, whatever you say dear, and of course my love should become a large part of your vocabulary."
She looked at me for a moment and then said "Got time for a quickie?"
I looked at the clock and then said "If we hurry."
When I left the house to go to work she was loading the kids in her Tahoe to take them to school.
Susan came by my desk when she got to work and gave me a kiss. "Marking my territory" she said before heading over to Accounting. Again I saw disapproval on the faces of some of the people in the office and I decided to set them straight. I got up and walked over to where they all could hear me.
"Listen up people. I see your disapproval when Susan shows me affection and while it is none of your damned business my wife left me for another man and I'm free to do what I damned well please. Got it?!"
Most nodded a yes and I went back to my desk.
Work over with I went home and started dinner while Susan went to pick up the kids from daycare. After dinner we played with the kids until it was bedtime for them and after they were put down Susan and I watched TV until we felt the kids were asleep. We went to our separate rooms to get ready for bed and then Susan came to my room and got in bed with me.
That's the way it went for the next two months and then the unexpected happened. It was a Friday and ten minutes before lunch time Francine showed up at the office.
"I'm here to take you to lunch."
"And why would I want to have lunch with you?"
"Because we need to talk."
Curiosity got the best of me and I told her I would meet her at the Village Inn on Wilcox. She was there in a booth waiting for me when I got there. Rachel took our order and when she left us I said:
"Okay Francine, what is it we need to talk about?"
"Someone who loves you and is miserable."
"Who would that be?"
"Me of course."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh yes I am. Walking out on you was the dumbest thing I've ever done. It took me less than forty-eight hours to realize it. It has taken me up until now to work up the courage to come crawling and ask if you have enough forgiveness in your heart to take me back."
"What about Mr. More money than God?"
"He was a mistake. I was blinded by his promises of a life of luxury. Traveling on his yacht and his private airplane to all the places I wanted to see. Paris, London, Madrid and the list could go on and on. It gave me the excuse I needed to leave you."
"So what changed?"
"I realized that while I wanted to see those places I wanted to see them with you and not with someone else."
She looked down at her hands for several seconds and then said "I did it for you."
"You did it for me? Cheating on me with another man and it was for me? That makes no sense at all."
"In the first place I haven't cheated on you. At least not sexually. Burt wanted me, but I told him I wouldn't do it until I was divorced. He didn't like it, but he accepted it. The reason I left was so that you could fine someone else who could give you what you wanted."
"Are you on drugs or something? You aren't making any sense here."
"I left you because I got tired of lying to you."
"Lying to me?"
"You wanted kids since the day we were married. We tried and tried, but nothing happened. After five years of getting nowhere I went to see a doctor. After he examined me he told me there was something wrong with my uterus. He told me I'd never be able to have children. I didn't tell you. I was afraid that if I did you would leave me for someone who could give you the babies you wanted. I saw the way you looked at couples with their children and I could see the longing in your eyes. I finally decided that since I couldn't give the children you craved I'd get out of the way so you could find someone who could."
I remembered her telling me about the doctor visit and how she had told me he said she was healthy enough and that all we had to do was keep trying and it would happen. Her telling me that made me go see a doctor to see if there was anything wrong with me. There was. I was sterile. I was shooting blanks. I never told Francine because I was afraid she would leave me for a guy who could give her babies.
What a fucked up mess. Our lying to each other had fucked up our marriage and it was my fault as much as it was hers. I had loved her. Shit! I still loved her and it would have been so easy to open my arms and say "Come on home" but for a small problem. I couldn't bring myself to believe she had never fucked this Burt guy. She had to be seeing him for months before she bailed on me. You don't just meet someone and run home to tell your significant other goodbye. And if they were keeping company for months there was no way I was going to believe they hadn't had sex.
I knew it was hypocritical of me to hold fucking another man while we were still married against her when I'd fucked Susan while still married to Francine, but my justification, to myself anyway, was that after she served me with papers I wasn't honor bound to keep my vow to forsake all others.
"Can you forgive me? Can I come home?"
"I don't know Francine. Your story sounds just stupid enough to be true. I'm going to have to think on it."
She looked crestfallen and I saw a tear slide down her cheek. She opened her purse, took out a piece of paper and handed it to me.
"It's my new cellphone number" she said and with tears running down her face she got up and hurried away from the table. As I watched her go I was wondering if there was any way we could put things back together. But then there was this thing I had with Susan. Jesus, what a fucked up mess.
I went back to work and I wasn't in my chair five minutes when Susan came up to me.
"What did she want?"
"Who?"
"Your ex. What did she want?"
"Me."
"What did you tell her?"
"No."
"Good because I am not going to give you up."
"A bit possessive are we?"
"Damned straight skippy. You let me into your life and I'm going to stay. See you at home tonight."
But it didn't happen.
At two forty-five two men in suits walked into the office and asked for me. The receptionist told them I had a full schedule, but she would see if I could fit them in. One of them told her, loud enough for everyone in the office to hear that they were from the FBI and I would HAVE to take the time to fit them in. Marla walked them to my desk and the one in the blue suit asked:
"Peter Westover?"
"Yes."
"I'm Agent Waters of the FBI and this (and he pointed to the other guy) is Agent Marks. We have information that leads us to believe you may know the whereabouts of Susan Pinkney. Would that be correct?"
"I might. Could I please see some identification?"
They both showed me their credentials and then I asked "What is this about?"
Agent Waters said "You do not have the need to know Mr. Westover. All you need to do is answer our questions. Do you know where we can find Susan Pinkney?"
His attitude and tone of voice pissed me off so to fuck with him I got out the phone book and looked up the number of the local FBI office. I called the number and when the call was answered I asked to speak with someone who could verify the identity of a couple of agents. I was put through to a Mr. Delsey and I identified myself and then asked him if there were agents named Waters and Marks assigned to his office and he confirmed they were. I asked him to describe then and he did and his descriptions fit the two men in front of me. He asked to speak with Agent Waters. I handed him the phone and said:
"He wants to talk to you."
Waters took the phone and said "Yes sir?"
"We are with him now."
"Will do."
He handed the phone back to me and said "He wants to speak to you."
I took the phone and said "Yes?"
"We need your cooperation Mr. Westover so please tell Agent Waters everything you know."
I hung up the phone and Waters again asked if I knew where Susan Pinkney was.
"Describe her."
He did and the description fit Susan to a T. "I know her as Susan Peterson and she is working here in our accounting department."
"Please take us there."
I walked them over to accounting, bur Susan wasn't at her desk. I asked Hank where she was and he told me he had no idea.
"About ten minutes ago she got up and left. Probably went to the bathroom."
Waters asked me to show him where the restrooms were and when we got there the agents checked inside, but no one was there.
"Maybe if I knew what this was about I could help."
Agent Waters gave me a look that said "As if! We are the FBI! We don't need your help" but what he said was "You do not have the need to know. Walk us through the building. Show us places she might be."
I'd had enough of his attitude and so I said "Sorry, but I need to get back to my desk."
On the way back to my desk I glanced out the window to the parking lot and saw that Susan's Tahoe was not there. I'd no sooner sat down when the two agents were back at my desk. Agent Waters said:
"Mr. Westover, we need your cooperation. If you know anything that can help us you need to tell us now. Withholding information could get you charged with aiding and abetting a fugitive from justice."
That got my attention. Susan a fugitive from justice?
"I can tell you that on my way back here to my desk I looked out the window and saw that her car is gone. My guess is that she heard you announce yourselves at the reception desk and she ran. She has been staying with me until she can get a place of her own. My guess is that is where she is heading. One her way to pick up her things and get out of town."
"You need to take us to your place right now. We need to get there before she can get away. "
On the way to my car they asked for a description of Susan's car and I gave it to them along with the license plate number. We were about halfway to my place with the agents following me in their car when we came up on an accident. It looked like a cement truck had t-boned a car in the intersection. The car was a white Tahoe and I had a bad feeling as soon as I saw it. I pulled over to the curb and stopped and as I got out of the car Agent Waters rolled down his window and yelled:
"What are you doing? We need to get to your house. Seconds count."
I ignored him and walked over to the accident. The truck driver was crying and sobbing out "It wasn't my fault. I had the green. I couldn't stop. It wasn't my fault."
I could hear sirens coming as I looked into the car and saw it was Susan. She wasn't moving and her eyes were wide open and starring out at nothing. I walked back to my car and as Waters was yelling:
"If we miss her because of this shit I'll see you behind bars."
I looked at Marks and said "Is he always an asshole or am I just bringing out his best?"
Waters was still spouting off and I'd finally had enough. "Shut the fuck up you fucking idiot! Did you not listen when I described Susan's car? Did you not hear me say it was a white Tahoe?"
Marks said "Oh shit" and he got out of the car and went over to where the cops and EMTs were trying to get the door open so they could get Susan out. He got there soon enough to see that it was Susan Pinkney before they loaded her into the ambulance and drove away. I was standing by my car watching when Marks walked up and humorously said:
"You in a heap of trouble boy."
He nodded toward Waters where was talking on his cellphone and said "He's not going to let you get away with talking to him like that. He will find a way to get back at you."
"He will find that I have no trouble in fighting back. He may have the power of the FBI behind him, but I know some damned good lawyers. One or two who might even be willing to pay me to let them represent me in a fight with the government."
"Whatever. I'm sure you will be seeing us again."
I shrugged, got in my car and drove back to work.
I hadn't been back at my desk two minutes before it hit me. The kids! Their mother was dead and wouldn't be picking them up from daycare. I got out the phone book and looked up the number for Social Services and was reaching for the phone to call them when I suddenly decided against it. Once in the system they could be split up, sent to different foster homes and never see each other again.
The two of them had grown on me and I had always wanted children. If I picked them up and kept them who would complain? I couldn't think of anyone. There might be some questions from people who knew that Francine and I were childless, but I could always say they were my sister's children and I took them in when she and her husband died in an accident. I didn't know if Susan had family who might want to claim them, but even if she did I was sure from the way she was running that none of them had a clue of where she was and how to get in touch with her. And I had no idea of who they were and how to contact them. It looked like I was going to become a single father.
Then it hit me that there was one person who had to know the whole truth and that was my Uncle Bob. That thought reminded me that he didn't know Susan was gone and wouldn't be coming back. I got up and headed for his office. When I got done telling him what was going on and what I intended to do he asked me:
"Are you sure about this? If you do it there will be no going back. It would be too hurtful to those kids if you do what you say you are going to do and then six months into it and decide you don't want to do it anymore."
"No different than if Fran and I had a kid and six months later I decided I didn't like being a father I would still have to do the job. It would be what I signed up for."
"I guess all I can say is good luck."
After work I went to the daycare place to pick up the kids. I was expecting a hard time because they didn't know me and might not let me take the kids. If I had to tell them about Susan they might call the authorities for guidance.
I needn't have worried. When I walked into the place Bobby and Peggy ran up to me yelling "Uncle Pete, Uncle Pete" and I guess that made the staff think things were okay. I did get a "Where's mommy" from Bobby and I said "She's still at work and she asked me to come and get you."
On the way home they told me about their day in school and the daycare center. When we got home I fixed dinner and as I was doing it I was trying to think of a way to explain why their mother wouldn't be with us anymore. I finally decided that the truth would be best. I waited for one of them to ask me when Susan would be home. A half hour after we had eaten Peggy asked:
"Where's mommy?"
I took a deep breath and then said "Mommy won't be coming home any more. The Angels in Heaven needed her help and she has gone to be with them. She told me to tell you that she loves you very much and she will think of you always."
Bobby asked "Will she get wings?"
"I'm sure she will" and then Peggy asked "Will she get one of those yellow things too?"
That stumped me for a second or two before I got it. "Yes Peggy; she will get a halo."
Then I turned on the TV, found Dora the Explorer for them to watch while I did the dishes. As I cleaned up I thanked my lucky stars that they were still too young to grasp the concept of death.
The next morning I dropped them of at school and told them I'd be back later to take them to the daycare center.
It was a slow morning at work and I had time to think about things. It might be hard hearted of me but there was nothing official that tied Susan to me other than what the FBI knew and I was going to let her body go unclaimed. I was afraid that if I got involved it might somehow bring attention to the kids and I did not want that to happen. I was going to have to go through Susan's things and find all the paperwork on the kid's new identities. I would need all of that going forward with them. Maybe I could find something that I could turn over to the FBI to mollify them. I believed Agent Marks when he told me that Waters would not overlook the way I talked to him.
I still didn't know why they wanted her. Maybe there was something in her stuff that would give me a clue. I was going to have to check out the neighborhood for possible babysitters for times I needed to do something. I was sure a lot more was going to occur to me as time went on.
I got a little work done and then it was time to pick the kids up from school and get them to daycare. The afternoon went fast and then I picked the kids up and we went home. After dinner I played with the kids for a while before finding something for them on the TV. Then while they were watching I went and gathered up all of Susan's things and went through them. Besides forty $48,645.00 I found three sets of IDs for her and the kids, information on the two banks in the Caymans and passwords for the accounts. I found nothing that would tell me why the FBI wanted her. The IDs for the kids would be destroyed or at least hidden away as would be the money. I didn't want the FBI seeing them when they came to call. I would split the money and open savings accounts for Bobby and Peggy. All the FBI would find were Susan's three IDs and the banking information.



I won't say I never even considered keeping the Cayman's money for myself because I did think long and hard on it. But I had no idea of what was really going on and how it might come to bite me on the ass. I had no interest in finding out what prison life would be like if it were the FBI or cement overshoes would be like if it was a crime family.
The next morning I called the local FBI office and asked to speak with Agent Marks. I was told he wasn't in yet so I left a message asking him to call me. He called me at ten and I asked him if he would meet me at the Village Inn on Wilcox at twelve o'clock. I told him I had some information about Susan he might like to have. I asked that he come alone or at least come with someone other than Waters. He laughed and said he would be there alone.
I picked the kids up from school, took them to daycare and headed for the restaurant. Marks was already there and he was sitting in a booth alone. I sat down in the booth with him and Rachel was there with my diet Pepsi before Marks or I had even said hello. I guess that's what happens when you are a regular customer and a creature of habit. Marks had coffee in front of him and when Rachel asked if we were ready to order I looked at Marks and he shook his head no. I told Rachel to give us fifteen minutes and she left.
I looked at Marks and then said "I need to make a decision and I need information before I can decide what to do. I need to know what your interest in Susan was. I will tell you what I know and then happily you can tell me what is going on."
I went on to explain the way I met Susan and then what she told me. For the time being I omitted the Salt Lake deposit box. When I was done I looked at him expectantly. He looked like he was giving it some thought and finally he said:
"She was lying to you. The real story is that she was a vice-president of a bank and she had been stealing money for years before someone caught on to what she was doing. Somehow she found out they were on to her and she ran with her current boyfriend Lee Carol. We managed to find out about Carol's accidental death and we came here in hopes that Mrs. Pinkney would still be in the area. We found out from the local police that you were the one who drove her to pick up her things out of the wreck. We came to you to see if you knew her whereabouts and here we are."
"Okay. What I have are her things. They include three different sets of identities for her and the information and passwords for two Cayman Island's bank accounts."
"You have the accounts?"
I shook my head yes and he took out his cell phone and made a call. "This Marks. You can cancel trying to get a search warrant."
There was a pause and then he said "I'm with him now and he says he has what we are looking for." Another pause and then he said "I'll see." Then to me and asked "When can we get the stuff?"
"You can follow me home from here or I can bring it into work with me in the morning."
"Well seeing that she can no longer access the accounts I think we can wait until tomorrow. What time do you normally get to work?"
"About a quarter to eight."
"Okay; I'll see you then."
He stood and offered me his hand and I took it and we shook hands.
That afternoon at work I spent some time thinking on whether or not I wanted to take a chance on something or not. I spent some more time on it after putting the kids to bed and then I went to bed and thought more on it before falling asleep.
I dropped the kids off at school and on the way to work I decided to do it. I called Francine at the number she gave me.
"Pete?"
"It's me. We need to have a sit down. Will noon work for you?"
"Just tell me the place."
"The village in at noon."
"I'll be there."
At eight-thirty Marks arrived and I showed him what I had.
"I do have to admit I thought long and hard about keeping those accounts. That's just too damned much temptation to pit in front of a man. Of course that is when I thought it was money stolen from crooks."
"I can understand that, but you will sleep better at night knowing you did the right thing."
He thanked me again and he left with the material I gave him. I brought Uncle Bob up to date on things and he surprised me when he said:
"You done good Pete. It was the right thing to do."
The morning went fast and then it was time to pick up the kids and take them to day care. From there I went to the Village Inn and found Francine already there and sitting in a booth. I joined her and after an exchange of greetings I said:
"I have a confession to make. I'm as much responsible for our breakup as you are. When you told me you went to the doctor and then lied to me about the result I decided to have myself checked. I did and then I lied to you about the results. I'm sterile and there is no way I will ever be able to father children. I lied to you for the same reason you lied to me. I was afraid you would leave me so you could find someone else to give you babies."
"Does this mean I can come home?"
"Things have changed in the last two weeks and you may not want to now."
I brought here up to date on all that had happened and on my decision to keep Bobby and Sally.
"That's what you would be coming home to."
There was no hesitation on her part.
"Give me a key and I'll be moved back in and have dinner ready when you get home."
"Are you sure? It's a pretty big step."
"Stop wasting time and give me a key."
Francine was there and she did have dinner ready when I got home with the kids. I introduced them to Francine and Sally looked at her and asked:
"Are you our new mommy?"
I saw a tear roll down Francine's cheek as she said "Would you like me to be?"
"Yes ma'am" the two kids said almost in unison. Fran hugged both of them and then she sat us down for dinner.
During the meal she asked them about their day at school and day care and I just sat there and smiled. Things were going to be all right.
We did get a welcome surprise about six months after Franny came home. Marks called and asked me to meet him for lunch. Curiosity of course made me say yes to the invitation and we met at the Village Inn. After we had ordered he said:
"I wanted to be the one to bring this to you" and he handed me an envelope. I opened it and found a check made out to me for seventy-five thousand dollars. I looked at him and he saw the question on my face.
"It's a finder's fee. A reward for helping the bank recover their money."
I guess that it does sometimes pay to do the right thing.








            February Sucks - One More Time

            A flash story based on George's tale.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/february-sucks-one-more-time

Title: February Sucks - One More Time

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A flash story based on George's tale.

Tags: 




February Sucks - One more time.
A 'flash' story by Just Plain Bob
I'll skip most of the lead in since you have all read it by now and just get down to the nitty gritty.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"It's the chance of a lifetime" I was told. "She's still yours and you know she loves you to death."
"Did she now" I thought to myself. She loves me and she could do this to me?
It took me a bit to get my head around what had just happened, but I soon decided what had to be done. I tossed a twenty into the middle of the table and said:
"This should cover my part and since you are all so happy for my wayward wife getting her 'special night' I'll let you all pick up her part of the tab."
I turned and walked out of the place and went back to the hotel room. I saw the sexy outfit lying on the bed and picked it up and carried it into the bathroom, tossed it into the sink, took out my cock and pissed all over it. I took the soggy mess and tossed it into the wife's suit case, closed it and then left the room and went home.
I got on the computer and did some searching and found out where the asshole lived. It took me ten minutes to get there and I walked up to his front door and started beating on it with my left hand while ringing the doorbell with my right.
It took a couple of minutes, but he soon opened the door dressed in a bathrobe. I saw my wife behind him also dressed in a bathrobe. I ignored him and said to the bitch:
"I left all your stuff in the hotel room so if you want it you will have to go and get it."
I turned to the asshole and said:
"You took something of mine that I once valued, so I think it is only fair that I take something that you value away from you."
"Oh? And just what would that be?"
"Your football career" I said as I pulled the Colt .45 that I had tucked into my belt.
"Oh my God! Don't kill him" my wife cried out.
"Not to worry. I need him to be alive so he can suffer" I said as I pointed the Colt at his right knee and pulled the trigger. The knee exploded sending blood and pieces of bone onto my wife and she screamed and fainted.
Asshole fell to the floor and flopped around crying which made it harder for me to get a clear shot at his left knee. It took me three shots before I got it done. I debated going for his right and left elbow, but decided that would be overkill. He would never play football again and as a cripple I doubted he would have continued success with the ladies. Then again even if he could I'm sure the thoughts of what pissed off husbands could do might make him pause a bit.
The really sad part? I was so pissed at the wife and her asshole that I never even considered what my vengeance was going to cost me and it wasn't until I heard the sirens approaching that I realized I was in deep shit.
I walked back to my car, ejected the magazine from the pistol. Racked the slide to eject the round in the chamber and then placed the unloaded weapon on the hood of my car. Then I sat down and waited for the inevitable to happen.
A police car pulled into the drive and two officers got out and with their hands on their holstered weapons they approached me. One said:
"We are responding to a call that said shots were fired at this location."
I pointed at the house and said:
"A pissed off husband just shot his wife's lover. The lover could probably could use an ambulance."
Then one officer noticed the Colt on the hood of the car and asked:
"Would the pissed off husband happen to be you?"
"Afraid so" I said as I stood up, turned around and placed my hands beside my back so they could cuff me. While one of them cuffed me the other hurried up to the house, saw the mess I made and called an ambulance.
Another police car showed up and I was loaded into it and was taken away before the ambulance got there.
The next afternoon an officer came to the cell I was in and told me I had a visitor.
"Who?"
"Your wife."
"Don't want to see her. Just tell her to get the divorce while I'm away or I'll get it when or if I eventually get out. Either way I never want to see her or speak to her ever again."
He shrugged and walked away.
And I never did talk to her again.
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It all started with a laugh and a "You want to date me? Me and you? You've got to be kidding" and Pauline French walked away from me laughing.
I'd had the hots for Pauline since the seventh grade, but I was kind of shy and could never get up the nerve to ask her out. It took me a while to get up the nerve to ask her and while I thought she might say no I didn't expect the response I got.
Fast forward two years to a week before senior prom. I was sitting in the school cafeteria and Pauline sat down at my table opposite me. I looked up from the notes I was reviewing and she said:
"How have you been Rob?"
"Getting along."
"I heard that you and Barb broke up. True?"
"It is."
"So who are you taking to the prom?"
"No one."
"Going stag?"
"Not going."
"Can't get a date?"
"Not trying."
"I guess you heard that Don is in the hospital."
"I have."
Don Jespers had been her steady boyfriend for the last year or so. He had been crossing a street while reading something on his cell phone when a driver paying more attention to his cell phone than his driving had hit Don and Don ended up with two broken legs.
"Don being laid up leaves me without a date for the prom. Would you like to take me?"
I'd heard through the grapevine that Pauline had been trying hard to find a date for the prom without any success. Not surprising given the senior class make up. Eighty-seven girls and seventy-two boys. By the time of Don's accident al the boys were spoken for. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that at least half of the guys would have broken their dates in order to go with Pauline if it wouldn't have totally fucked up their lives for the remainder of the school year. Pauline had to be really desperate if she had to approach me.
I looked at her smiling face and I knew what she was thinking. "He has always wanted me. No way is he going to say no." I looked her right in the eye and said:
"You want to date me? Me and you? You've got to be kidding" and I got up and walked away leaving her sitting there with a stunned look on her face.
I heard later that she went to the prom stag, but didn't go to any of the after-prom parties. I also heard that she blamed me for ruining the prom for her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
College was not in the cards for me. My parents couldn't afford it and my grades, while decent, weren't going to get me any scholarships. When I graduated I looked around and while there were plenty of jobs available they were all low paying. Every fast food and convenience store in town was hiring, but none of them paid what I considered a living wage. So I did what many young men did and joined the Army. I thought it would teach me a trade and I could use the GI Bill to go to college when I got out.
Three years later on a Friday I stepped off the bus in my home town and was greeted by my father. On the drive home he asked me what my plans were and I told him that first on my list was to find a place to stay and find a job.
"And then when I'm settled in I'll look into taking some college classes."
"You are welcome to live with your mom and me. Your room is just the way you left it an as far as a job is concerned there is an opening in shipping and receiving where I work. I mentioned you to my boss and told him you were in Supply in the Army and he is willing to give you an interview."
My car had been parked in my parent's garage while I was away and so it was on the following Monday I followed my dad into work and was sitting in a chair in the office of Mr. Julian French.
We discussed my Army experiences that I thought might qualify for the opening in Shipping and Receiving. He told me that I had the job if I wanted it, but then asked:
How are you going to handle working for my daughter?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"Simple question. How are you going to handle working for my daughter Pauline? You do remember her don't you?"
"We were classmates in high school, but I don't believe I'll have a problem working with her."
"You won't be working with her Rob; you will be working for her. She graduates next year with a degree in Business Management and then she will be moving into a management position here."
"I still don't understand why you think I might have a problem working for her."
"The boy who ruined her senior prom? The boy who ruined the memories of her senior year?"
"All I can say to that is not guilty" and then I explained to him what had happened and he got a laugh out of me repeating her own words back to her. "It was her bad luck that I had just broken up with my long term girlfriend over her breaking a date with me to date another guy and I was in no mood to have anything at all to do with girls."
"Well we might just get a look at her attitude toward you in two weeks. That is when she gets out of school for summer break. She will be coming here to work for the summer and I'm sure you will see each other. When can you start?"
"Tomorrow. What time?"
"Eight o'clock."
He stood up, offered me his hand and said "Welcome aboard. I'll walk you down to HR and you can get the paperwork out of the way."
When we got to HR I was introduced to Sherrie Graham. Sherrie was a stone fox and I made a mental note to try and get something going with her after I started work. That idea died a quick death when she handed me some papers to fill out and I saw the rings on her hand. She pointed to a desk and told me I could sit there to fill out the paperwork. The desk I sat at gave me a great view of Sherrie and I could see she was wearing high heels and heels had always been a turn on for me. It probably took me three times as long to fill out the paperwork because I kept looking over at her legs.
When I finally did finish she walked me down to Shipping and Receiving and introduced me to Greg Tillman. Greg was the manager of S&R and Mr. French had already told him about me. He offered me his hand and as I shook it he said:
"You come highly recommended."
"Oh?"
"I've known your dad for years. He told me you would be coming in to apply. Mr. French said you will be starting tomorrow?"
I nodded a yes and he said "Let me show you where to punch in and where the locker room is. We have a pretty decent cafeteria if you don't want to pack a lunch. After showing me where the time clock and locker room where he told me he would see me the next morning.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was there at a quarter to eight and Greg took me through the shipping and receiving area and introduced me to my co-workers. Then he took me into his office and introduced me to Tina the S&R clerk.
The work wasn't that much different than what I did in the Army and I fell into the daily routine fairly quickly. Once I found out what my work schedule would be I drove over to the college and enrolled. I would be going for a degree in Business Management. With the online classes and correspondence courses I taken while on my tour of duty I figured I'd be able to start as a sophomore. I was a bit surprised when I found out that if I took three classes during the summer session I could start the fall classes as a junior. I immediately signed up for the three that would start in two weeks.
When I left the service I had thirty days leave coming and I took it as a payout. That, with what I'd saved, gave me more than enough to move into an apartment which I did over my parent's strenuous objections. But I had lost my virginity in Germany and on short leaves to France, England and Spain I'd managed to score enough to convince me I wanted more. Bringing ladies to my parent's house just wasn't going to fly so I had to have my own place. I found a place about mid-point between work and school and moved in.
Once moved in it was time to go looking. I knew the places I wanted to go. They were the places I'd wanted to go to before I joined the Army, but couldn't because I wasn't old enough. The kids I'd gone to school with had wanted to go to them also and I thought maybe I could find some of them there.
The Alhambra Lounge was the first place I tried. It was a Friday night and they had a band so I thought the place would jumping, but it wasn't even half full when I got there. I didn't see anyone I knew so I took a seat at the bar and waited to see if anyone I knew would come in. I'd been there maybe fifteen minutes when I felt a tap on my shoulder and heard an "Excuse me?" I turned and found Tina, the S&R clerk from work standing there.
"Are you waiting for someone?"
"No I'm not. Why would you ask me something like that?"
"I'm here with my girlfriend Sara and her boyfriend. My date was a no show and if you are not waiting for someone maybe you could join us and be my dance partner."
"I can do that" I said and got up and followed her to their table where I was introduced to her friend Sara and Sara's boyfriend Josh. We sat and made small talk until the band was set up. I learned that Josh was a welder at our plant and Sara was a para-legal at a local law firm. The band's first number was "Nights in White Satin" and I asked Tina to dance. As we moved out onto the floor and I took her in my arms she said:
"You do know from now on that this is our song right?"
"Why is that?"
"This is the first song we've danced to."
"Hopefully it won't be the last."
"That's up to you."
I hoped that meant what I thought it did because I would most definitely like to see her again.
After several drinks and dances we decided to call it a night. Tina had ridden with Sara and Josh, but I offered her a ride home and she said yes. On the drive to her place I asked her for a date and she said yes. I asked her what she would like to do and she said:
"Dinner and dancing, but at a different place. I'd like to go to the Red Horse Inn for country western dancing."
I walked her to her door and she thanked me for stepping in and being her dance partner and then she kissed me on the cheek.
I picked her up at five and we had dinner at the Black Eyed Pea. We arrived at the Red Horse just as the band was setting up and were lucky to get a table just off of the dance floor.
"I'd learned some country dances off post when I was stationed at Fort Hood in Texas so I wasn't a total stranger to country, but I didn't know even half of the line dances played there that night. Tina got several laughs out of my attempts to stay with her during some of them. My two-step, waltz and western swing were good enough, but I was going to need to take some line dance lessons if we were going to do this again.
I did see a few of my high school classmates there and we were able to push a couple of tables together. I introduced Tina to them and she danced with a few of the guys and I danced with a few of the girls. I found out from Nancy Wilde that they had free dance lessons at the Red Horse. Line dances on Wednesday and partners dancing on Thursdays. I also got a "Call me" from Nancy and Harlina Collins. Stan North invited me to a party at his house on the next Friday and I also received several invitations to get together for drinks and catching up on what had happened after high school.
When I took Tina home I got a kiss on the cheek and a "See you at work on Monday." I decided to wait until then to ask her for another date.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I was sitting in the company cafeteria with Tina at lunch time when what I hoped wouldn't happen happened.
I was sitting where I could see the door so I was looking that way when she walked in. She was looking as sexy as ever. She went through the line, looked around for a place to sit, and then headed for the empty table right next to where Tina and I were sitting. I wasn't looking forward to it, but I knew it was coming and I was ready for it. I clicked the record button on the small tape recorder in my pocket and waited for what I expected to happen.
She sat down and a forkful of food was half way to her mouth when she saw me. The fork stopped halfway between the plate and her mouth and she stared at me. She dropped the fork to the pate, stood up and came to the table. In a tone of voice that left no doubt in the minds of anyone who might have overheard her that she considered me lower than whale shit she said:
"When did you start working here?"
"Two weeks ago."
"I hope you don't plan on retiring from here because it ain't going to happen."
"Nice seeing you again Pauline. Just like old times."
She gave me a sneer and then went back to her table.
"Who the hell was that" Tina asked.
"How long have you worked here"
"A little over a year."
"And you've never seen her before?"
"No."
"That was Pauline French. The owner's daughter and an old high school classmate of mine."
"Doesn't sound like you had a very good relationship."
"We didn't and I don't see it getting any better when she comes to work here and her father moves her into management. Thankfully that won't be for another year or so. It will be that long before she graduates from college."
I looked at my watch and saw lunch break was over so we got up and went back to work.
The rest of the week went by and while I saw Pauline twice she never approached me, but every time I looked her way she was watching me with a nasty look on her face.
On Friday I asked Tina if she would like to go to a party with me on Friday she said she was sorry, but she already had a date. When I got to the party Stan told me everyone was downstairs in the basement and the first person I saw (and who saw me) was Nancy Wilde. She hurried over to me and took my arm and said:
"You've just been elected my boyfriend and if anyone asks we have been a couple since you first got home. Okay?"
"Do I get an explanation?"
"Ron Zeiss is supposed to be coming and he just won't leave me alone. Hopefully if he thinks I'm going with you he will stay away from me."
The party turned out to be Old Home Week in that a lot of my high school classmates showed up. Unfortunately one of those classmates was Pauline. We stayed away from each other, but just her being there put a damper on things for me.
I was dancing with Nancy when Ron showed up. When Nancy saw him watching us she pulled my head down and kissed me. A couple of minutes later we were still dancing, but to a different tune when Ron came up to me, tapped me on the shoulder and said:
"May I cut in?"
I turned to face him and said "Sorry, but Nancy and I are in the middle of a romantic moment and I need to keep it going."
Nancy pulled my head down, kissed me and said:
"Let's get out of here and find a more private place."
"God idea" and we left the makeshift dance floor and headed for the stairs. I saw Pauline watching us with a look on her face I couldn't decipher. When we got to the top of the stairs I asked:
"What now?"
"How about we got to your place and do what we wanted to do but were too scared to do when we dated in high school."
"You sure?"
"I am."
Nancy loved it all. Well, almost all. She wouldn't do anal, but she got four out of me before we fell asleep.
I woke up with Nancy snuggled up to me. She was awake and when she saw that I was awake she reached for my cock and we were off to the races again. She got two out of me before I called a stop to things.
"If we are going to keep this up I need to eat something to keep up my strength."
Over pancakes and bacon at the Village Inn Nancy said "I could stand a steady diet of what we have done so far. How about you?"
"As long as we aren't talking marriage I could."
"Then let's get done here and get back to your place."
She got two more out of me and I had to work really hard to give her the last one. What we had done the night before and in the morning before breakfast had me pretty much wiped out.
We did more than make love. We talked about what had happened in our lives since high school and she filled me in on what she knew about what was going on with our other classmates while we played cribbage. I fixed us some dinner and then drove her over to Stan's place so she could pick up her car. We made a date for Tuesday and I went home, went to bed and slept for twelve straight hours.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday when I took my lunch break in the cafeteria I was sitting alone at my table when Pauline walked up to me.
"I always knew you were an asshole."
"And what pray tell have I done to upset you enough that you had to come to me with that observation?"
"Only an asshole would chase after a married woman."
"You are full of shit as usual. I haven't had anything to do with a married woman."
"You deny having anything to do with Nancy Wilde?"
"What Nancy and I do is none of your business."
"I'm sure her husband won't look at it that way."
"Her husband?"
"You didn't know she was married?"
"How in the hell could I know that? I've been gone for three years so I have no idea of what went on here while I was gone. She wasn't wearing any rings so how would I know? When I see her Tuesday I'll ask her about it."
"You are going to date her even after finding out she's married? You really are an asshole."
"Look Pauline, you don't like me, although God only knows why, but because you don't like me and go out of your way to give me shit I don't believe a word you say. For all I know you are telling me a bullshit story hoping to screw up any relationship I may form with Nancy. I will ask her about it on Tuesday. Now leave me alone so I can eat my lunch."
"Asshole" she snarled as she turned and walked away.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Tuesday I picked Nancy up and as I was driving over to Carl's Chop House I casually said "A little birdy tells me that you are married. True?"
"It is, but I have my husband's permission to play."
"You have one of those open marriage things?"
"Not really. He is in the Army and right now he is in Afghanistan. He knows how sexual I am and he knew I couldn't go year without so he told me I could play as long as I didn't get serious with anyone."
"Play often?"
"He's been gone for seven months and I've only played twice. You being the second one. Who is the little birdy?"
"Pauline French."
"What did you ever do to her? She spent the last part of our senior year badmouthing you every chance she got."
I told her what happened and why and then she asked "Why did you break up with Barb? No one seemed to know and Barb wasn't talking."
"She broke a date with me to go out with another guy and I didn't take kindly to it."
"I know how you felt. Scott Marshall did the same thing to me."
I asked what happened to Scot and then we were talking about classmates and where they were and what they were doing. It was a fun date and when I took her home she invited me in and when I hesitated he told me to come in because she had something to show me. Curiosity pulled me in and she told me to have a seat on the sofa and she'd be right back. She left the room and came back a minute later with a piece of paper and she handed it to me and told me to read it. I did and it said:
"I, Randall Stevens, hereby give my wife, Nancy Stevens, permission to date and engage in sexual relationships while I am serving overseas."
It was signed Randall Stevens and his signature was notarized. Nancy took the paper from me and said "Bedrooms this way and she turned and walked toward the room. I got up and followed. The night was a repeat of our last night together. In the morning she tried to get one more out of me, but it would have made me late for work. We made a date for that night and I headed off to work.
When I broke for lunch I took it in the cafeteria and I hadn't been at my table five minutes when Pauline walked up and said sneeringly "So how was your date last night asshole?"



"Had a good time and found out that you are full of shit. Nancy isn't married. She divorced her husband when he joined the Army. Told him if he joined she wasn't going to sit home alone waiting for him to come home. He joined anyway and when I took her home she showed me the divorce papers so fuck off Pauline."
I went back to eating my lunch and ignored her and she finally walked away.
That night when I had my date with Nancy I told her what I'd told Pauline and she laughed and said "I wonder how long it will take her to spread that around."
"Do you care?"
"Hell no. But this is as good a time as any to bring up something I want to talk to you about."
"And that would be?"
"Have you heard the term friends with benefits?"
"I have."
"Would you consider such a relationship with me?"
I looked at her in silence for several seconds before saying "My initial thought was to say no. I'm afraid I might get emotionally involved and that's the one thing you promised your husband that you wouldn't let happen. On the other hand between working and taking night classes at the college I'm not going to have much in the way of free time to meet someone and form a relationship. I do have a question for you. Why me?"
"Two reasons. One is I remember the way you treated Barb before she got stupid on you and two is that you really rang my chimes when we made love. That makes you a known quantity and I would rather have a known quantity when I need my chimes rung than have to go out and find someone and end up with a dud."
"I rang your chimes? Knowing that how can I refuse? When can we see each other again?"
"Friday night at the Red Horse? I'll be there with Harlina Collins and Bev Abbeg."
"Can do."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Even though every day I saw Pauline in the cafeteria at lunch and got nasty looks from her she never approached me. Friday I got to the Red Horse at seven and as soon as I was in the door Nancy saw me and came over to me and said "Lina and Bev don't know we have something going and I don't want them to know okay?"
"No problem."
When we got to the table Nancy said "Look who I found."
Harlina said "Oh goodie; our very own dance partner."
Bev said "Dibs on first dance."
"Bullshit! I was the one who went and got him so I'm first."
I just smiled and said "Don't worry ladies; there's enough of me to go around.
I didn't get to order my first drink as Nancy pulled me out onto the dance floor. Once in my arms she said "What's with this enough of me to go around crap Buster? I get all you've got to give. Are we clear on that?"
I smiled and said "Yes dear."
It was a fun evening and I did dance with Harlina and Bev. The high point of the evening, for me anyway, was that Paulina was there with some guy I didn't know and every time I glanced her way she was looking at me with a look on her face that I read as disapproval. I made it a point to give her a smile every time I danced one of the girls past her table. Once I even winked at her. Silly of me to antagonize the bosses daughter, but I already knew what was going to happen to me when she finally came to work full time and daddy put her in management.
The band had quit a half hour before last call so we called it a night. Nance followed me to my apartment and then did her best to try and destroy me. I survived, but only barely. We spent a good part of the weekend in bed doing what Nancy seemed to like the most and I was one tired boy when I went to work on Monday.
As I was going into the cafeteria at lunch time I passed Pauline coming out. As she went by me she snarled "Asshole" and kept on walking. I smiled knowing that I was getting under her skin.
Before I took Nance home on Sunday she told me that she didn't want to see me again until the next Friday. She told me if she saw me more often it could turn into something she promised her husband she would avoid at all costs.
"I want to hold it to once a week, but I'm considering the entire weekend as the once. I can see myself getting into an emotional relationship with you and I cannot let that happen."
I told her that I understood, but said "Are you going to hold it against me if I date others on the nights I can't see you?"
"Not at all as long as I get my weekend. But I may, just may, give you a call during the week."
"You can call and if I don't already have date I'll come running."
As I drove home it occurred to me that I wouldn't be dating during the week. I'd be going to school at night. Between work and school I wasn't even sure I'd be able to take care of Nancy on the weekends.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Everything crawled along until the holiday break. Between work and school I didn't have much in the way of spare time for anything. I did manage to give Nancy most of the weekends, but I did miss one or two because of heavy homework loads, but she seemed okay with it. One good thing, as least as far as I was concerned, was that Pauline had gone back to the school she attended and I didn't have to see her disapproving face and hear her snarling "Asshole" every day in the cafeteria.
Work was going well. Based on my Army experience I made several suggestions that would streamline operations and most of them had been adopted. In school I was getting straight A's so I considered that life was going good.
Then the holidays came. It was the week after Thanksgiving. On Sunday Nance and I woke up, made love twice and then went to breakfast. Over pancakes and bacon Nance gave me the bad news. Hubby would be home in two weeks and she couldn't see me anymore. I'd known it was coming, but I had hoped that it wouldn't be until after the New Year had arrived.
Monday I took another shot at Tina and got turned down again. I couldn't understand it. We'd gotten along great on the dates we had been on. I decided to go straight at it so on Tuesday I waited until she had already taken a seat in the cafeteria and then I walked over and sat down at her table without asking if she would mind. She gave me an irritable look and I said:
"I won't be here long. I just have a question for you. We got along great on the dates we had, but now you won't have anything to do with me. Why? What did I do to cause it?"
She looked at me without saying anything and I could read her face. She was clearly thinking "Should I tell him or not?" I sat and waited and then she made her decision and said:
"It wasn't anything that you did. At least not to me."
She saw the confusion on my face and quickly went on to say "It's whatever you did to the French girl to cause the animosity she has toward you. My reading of her is that she is just spiteful enough to screw over anyone close to you just to piss you off. I need this job so I decided to take myself out of the line of fire."
"Fair enough" I said and got up and left her table.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday I went to the Red Horse for the line dance lessons. I got there early and took a seat at the bar. The place started filling up and I saw Harlina Collins come in. She looked around, saw me, and headed my way. She took the empty stool to my left, said hello and then asked:
"Where's Nancy?"
"I found out what she was hiding from me."
"She was hiding something from you? What?"
"That she was married."
"I thought you knew."
"And you believe I'm low enough to be stabbing some guy in the back?"
"I guess I should get off this subject. As far as what I think about goes how about giving me a call when you feel like dating again?
"Doing anything Friday?"
"Nothing at all."
Our date had us back at the Red Horse for drinks and dancing followed by my asking her out for Saturday. Saturday was dinner and a movie. I got a kiss on the cheek when I took her home and a yes when I asked her if she would like to go with me to the dance lessons on Wednesday and Thursday nights. When I took her home on Thursday night she asked me if I would go with her to a party Friday night and I of course said yes.
The party was at Dale Hartman's house and damned if it didn't look like a mini class reunion. Everyone there was from my high school graduating class and I spent a good part of the evening (when I wasn't dancing with Lina) catching up on what had happened with everyone since graduation. I collected a bunch of phone numbers, and invitation to a Sunday barbeque and a piece of advice. Actually it was more of a warning. Eddie Wooters, who had been on the football team with me said:
"Harlina is a sweet girl, but she is a bit easy if you know what I mean. If you get into a relationship with her best you always use a rubber."
From Stan North, who was also on the team with me, I got "Lina might have cleaned up her act, but she gave me gonorrhea last year."
I was talking to Ralph Dunn when I felt a tap on my shoulder and I turned to see Pauline standing there. I said "I thought you were still in school."
"Home for the holidays. Where's Nancy? I don't see her here."
"Probably at home with her husband."
"I thought you said she was divorced?"
"She lied to me. The papers she showed me were fake."
Harlina walked up to us and said "Hi Paulie. Trying to steal my boyfriend" she asked as she put her arm around me.
"Your boyfriend?"
She turned to me and said "You sure don't waste any time do you."
I just shrugged my shoulders and she turned and left. As she walked away I looked at Harlina. "Boyfriend? When did that happen?"
"When I saw Paulie talking to you. Paulie and I have a history and I like pissing her off. "
Why would telling her I'm your boyfriend piss her off?"
"She has asked several people to let her know where you are on weekend nights. Some of us think she wants to hook up with you. If true and that is what she intended when she came up to you what I said should have torqued her jaws. Doesn't bother you does it?"
"No; not at all" as I thought that she was way off base. I suspect that Pauline was just getting ready to lay some snarky comment on me. I got a kiss when I took Lina home and then I asked her what she would like to do on Saturday, but she told me she had a family thing to do on that night.
Saturday night I went to the Red Horse to have drink or two and do some line dancing. I'd been there about an hour and was sitting at the bar and nursing my drink while the band was on break. Someone sat down next to me and a voice asked:
"Where's your girlfriend?"
I turned and saw Pauline sitting there.
"She had a family thing to attend tonight."
"Damn! All these years and I didn't know that Lina and Hank Burns were family."
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"I just came here from the Landing Strip where I saw the two of them drinking, dancing and making out in a booth between dances."
I took a sip of my drink and calmly said "I don't gots no luck at all do I? First Nancy and now Harlina. Oh woe is me. Whatever will I do now?"
While we had been talking the band came back from break and Pauline said "Long term I've no idea, but short term you can dance with me" and she pulled me off my stool and pulled me toward the dance floor. It was a waltz and as I took Pauline in my arms I wondered what the hell was going on. This was not the Pauline I knew. The Pauline I knew had no use for me. Hell, she had even threatened me that day in the cafeteria. Then I told myself to stop trying to figure it out! The girl you've had the hots for since the seventh grade is in your arms so just shut up and dance.
There was space between us at the start of the dance, but by the end of the dance she was almost molded to me. Naturally I had an erection and I know she had to feel it. As if to confirm it Pauline said:
"I guess you do like me a little."
Just then the tune ended and I asked her where she was sitting so I could walk her back and she surprised me by saying "With you of course."
When I took my seat on the bar stool and she got on the one next to me I took a sip of my drink and then turned to her and asked "What's going on here Pauline?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know damned well what I'm asking."
She looked at me for several quiet moments and then said "I'm curious Bob. I want to know why the guy who couldn't take his eyes off me all the way through school could turn me down when I flat out asked him for a date."
"Simple. I'd just broken up with Barb Beeler because of her lying to me and she was the third girl in nine months to break up with me. So there I was pissed off at girls in general and not wanting to have anything more to do with girls when you asked me to take you to the prom. I remembered the way you shot me down the one time I asked you for a date so I responded in kind."
"So you don't dislike me?"
"I don't dislike you, but I don't necessarily like you either."
"Clear that up for me."
"Clear up what?"
"Two don'ts in a single sentence. Don't like and don't necessarily dislike."
"Again it is simple. Why should I like you given all the snarky remarks you've made to me since that day you came up to me in the cafeteria at work. And let us not forget the implied threat you made to me that day."
Before she could answer that a voice said "Hey you two" and we turned to see Sherrie Graham standing there.
"How about you two coming to sit with me at my table?"
I could see that the idea didn't appeal to Pauline, but I said "Love to" and got off my bar stool. Pauline gave a little shrug, got off her stool and we followed Sherrie to a table just off the dance floor. We sat down and Sherrie said:
"Only one rule to follow at this table. No company talk."
"Agreed" I said and then went on to ask "You here alone?"
"My date called and cancelled. No biggie; he was a lousy dancer anyway" and then she turned and asked Pauline "Can I have a dance or two with your date?"
"We aren't here on a date. We just happen to be here together."
"Happen to be here together?"
"I was sitting on at the bar and Pauline came in and saw me and came over and took the stool next to me."
I couldn't read the look Pauline gave me when I said that, but I don't think it was good. At the same time I was wondering about Sherrie. She was supposed to be married so what was she doing sitting in a bar alone because a date called and canceled? Then I noticed that she wasn't wearing any rings, but she had been wearing them the day I did my new hire paperwork. While I was having those thoughts Pauline said:
"Dibs on the first dance" and she reached for my hand. It was a waltz and as I took her in my arms she said "Why did you say yes to that bitch when she invited us to her table?"
"Why wouldn't I say yes to a coworker under these circumstances? And just why is she a bitch?"
"She's coming between us."
"Between us?"
"Yes damn it! Couldn't you not see that I was trying to get something going with you?"
"No. I couldn't see it."
"Well I am."
"Why? And what makes you think that I would be interested in someone who has been as nasty to me as you have?"
"Because I want to get to know he guy who couldn't take his eyes off of me all the way through high school."
"And the nasty?"
"I don't know why. I'd guess maybe it was because you were paying attention to other girls instead of me. Although to be honest I was still a little pissed that you wouldn't take me to the prom. I mean face it Bob; a girl like me isn't used to being turned down when she wants something from a guy. It just isn't done."
The music stopped and I walked us back to our table. Just before we got there she asked "Aren't you going to say anything?"
"What's to say? You've done a complete one-eighty on me and I haven't gotten my head around it yet."
We reached our table and Sherrie stood up and said "My turn." She took my arm and led me back out onto the floor. Once in my arms she asked:
"Anything going on with you and the boss's daughter?"
I thought it was a strange question for her to ask, but I didn't hesitate to say no.
"Good. I'm going to work on getting you to leave here with me tonight."
I remembered the thoughts I'd had about her on the first day I saw her and I think I surprised her when I said:
"Your work has been accomplished. Let's get out of here."
She laughed and said "I didn't think it would be this easy, but I remembered how you were checking me out the day you hired in so I had hopes. Let me get my purse and we can get out of here."
She went back to the table, got her purse, came back to me and said "Let's go."
When we got outside she asked "My place or yours?"
"Where do you live?"
She told me and I said "My place. It's closer."
"I'll follow you" she said and headed for her car.
Once we were inside my place I asked "Can I get you something to drink?"
"We didn't come here to drink lover" and she started taking off her clothes.
I took her hand and led her into the bedroom. Once there I said "Let me" and I finished undressing her. When she was down to thigh highs and CFMs I said:
"I'm going to leave you in your heels and hose."
She laughed and said "My kind of guy. Now it is my turn" and she started undressing me. She was on her knees pulling down my pants and boxers and when my cock sprang free she captured it with her mouth and started giving me a blow job while she finished undressing me. Once we were both naked I led her to the bed and once on it she said:
"I want to finish what I started and get the quick one out of the way."
She went after my dick and I pulled her into a sixty-nine. Her clit must have had a hair trigger because I got her off twice before she got me off. She stayed on me until I was up again and then she mounted me cowgirl. I played with her tits as she bounced up and down on me and she got herself off twice before I rolled her over on her back and drove hard for mine. I got her off once more before I had mine and as I settled to the bed beside her I said "Give me twenty minutes or so and I should be ready to go again. Until then I'm sure I can find something to do to keep you wound up."
I started tweaking the nipple on her right breast but she pushed my hand away and sat up.
"I wish I could stay, but I need to go home."
She got up and dressed while I got up and put on a robe. As I walked her to the door I asked her when we could get together again.
"We can't. This is what our British cousins would call a one off."
She saw the look on my face and went on to say "I found out my husband has been taking long lunches with one of the women he works with. He thinks I'm at a card party with some girl friends of mine. I'm going to go home and give him some cum filled pussy and when he asks why I'm so wet I'll tell him why and then say that since he can stray I can too and then we will see where it will go from there."
At the door she turned and kissed me and said "I had fun and I liked it" and then she opened the door and as she left I said:
"I'll leave the light on for you. You know. In case things don't go the way you want."
She turned, smiled, gave me a little wave goodbye and then she got in her car and drove off. As I closed the door I was thinking "What a goddamned shame. I could have really gotten into getting something going with her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday was not a good day at work. I'd forgotten that Pauline was out of school for the holidays and she was waiting for me when I got the cafeteria for lunch. I took a seat at a table and my butt hadn't even touched the chair when she walked up and said:
"How could you do that to me? Walk away from the table and just leave me sitting there! And what the hell is with you and married women?"
"Whoa up there little lady (I'd heard John Wayne say that in a movie once and I thought it was cool). In the first place you and I were not there on a date and second I did not know she was married. Thirdly, the lady is a stone fox and no red blooded American boy is going to say no to something that nice when it is freely offered."



"But you knew I was trying to get something going with you and it could have turned into more than the one night stand you got from her."
"How do you know it is going to be a one night stand?"
"OH please; everyone in the plant knows that she goes out and gets laid after a fight with her husband."
"You're wrong. Not everyone in the plant knows that. I sure didn't. But even so, if I did know I wouldn't have said no to something that nice."
"What am I, chopped liver?"
"You know better than that. You said it yourself. I couldn't take my eyes off of you all the way through school."
"And yet you walk away from me when I'm making overtures?"
"Truth time Pauline. I don't know how to take you. The way you were to me in school, the way you were to me when you first found out I worked here and the way you are behaving now just don't compute. Your own father when he hired me and knowing how you felt about me asked me if I was going to be able to handle working for you when he moves you into management. I just can't get my head around it."
"Well get your head around this. I woke up and realized I was being a bitch because of what happened in high school. I asked you to take me to the prom and you said no! You said no to me! You said no to Miss My Shit Doesn't Stink. I asked you and you said no in a way that made it seem like you were laughing at me. That just was not done! Not to me. Not to Miss My Shit Doesn't Stink. Okay; so I carried that around for a while. You were a low life shit. Pond scum. And then I started seeing you in a different light.
"At work you made suggestions that improved shipping and receiving which impressed my dad and impressing him is no easy thing. Girls like Nancy, Harlina and a couple of others are after you and I began thinking that there is more to you than I thought so I decided to put that teenaged shit behind me and get something going with you. So next is where are we going and what are we going to do on our first date?"
I looked at her, thought about what she's just said and said to myself "What could it hurt to give it a shot" and said:
"First date is woman's choice. When, where and what?"
"How about seven tonight at my house. We can play cards and talk about what we will do Friday."
"I can do that. What kind of card games? I know cribbage, gin rummy and euchre."
"I know all three so let's go with cribbage."
Her dad answered the door when I rang the bell and he walked me into the living room and told me to have a seat on the sofa. He took the easy chair across from me and said:
"This is a big surprise considering our last talk."
"As much to me as you. Your daughter can be somewhat persistent when she wants something."
"Don't I know it."
Before the conversation could go any farther Pauline walked into the room.
"Ready to get your butt whipped?"
"Don't think so little lady. The cribbage god's love me. You are going down."
We played eleven hands and I won seven of them. We decided on dinner and dancing for Friday evening and decided on the Red Horse for the dancing. At ten she walked me to the door, kissed me on the cheek and told me she would see me at work the next day. As I drove home I was wondering if I knew what I was doing and the answer I came up with was no.
But my evening wasn't over yet. When I got home I found Sherrie Graham was waiting for me."
"You did say you would leave the light on for me."
Not wanting to look a gift horse in the mouth I said "I did, didn't I."
When we got inside I said "I guess he didn't take it well?"
"Not at all. His position is that men are wired to go after women and woman are supposed to be wired to be submissive to the male and were supposed to stay home and keep the home fires burning."
"I take it that you didn't agree with him."
"Not even, but why are we talking. Tomorrow is a work day so we should go to bed."
Should I bother to mention that once in bed it was about three in the morning before we fell asleep exhausted? In the morning she asked are you up for a house guest for the next week or so?"
"I only get a week?"
"Why? You want more than that?"
"A guy can only hope."
"I guess I need to be up front about this. I love the asshole and I will stay with him. But every once in a while I need to get back at him for all the hound dogging he does. Right now he is on a business trip and will be gone for at least eight days. I'm yours until the day he gets back and then I get back with him and stay with him until the next time he pisses me off. When that happens, if you are not in a relationship I'll come see you again."
"So all I am is a fuck toy for you to occasionally use?"
"You didn't seem to mind being used the last time."
"You have a point there. So from now on I guess you can just call me 'fuck toy' instead of Bob or Rob, but if you do people are going to want to know why."
"So I tell them that I call you that because that is what you are."
"Then I guess what we should do now is get to the bedroom so I can live up to my new name."
My internal clock was still set to Army time so I woke up at five. I carefully separated myself from a snuggled up Sherrie so as to not wake her up. I left a note for her telling her I'd gone for my morning run and that I'd be back in time to fix breakfast. When I got back I found Sherrie up and fixing breakfast. I'd given it some thought on my run so as we ate I told Sherrie about my date with Pauline on the coming Friday.
"So break it."
"Can't do that."
"Why not?"
"I'll need a life when you are not using me to get back at your hubby and I've had a thing for Pauline since the seventh grade. I'll have my date with her and then find excuses as to why I can't get back together with her during the following week. By then hubby will be back and you will be back home with him."
"Yeah but the next time I need you to be a fuck toy you will be in a relationship."
"Maybe not. My relationship with Pauline has always been rocky at best."
"Yeah, right! A choice between a hot young thing and an old broad like me? I know which one you'll choose."
"Think so? Get rid of your old man and see how fast I'll be ringing your doorbell. Besides, Pauline will be going back to school after New Year's."
"Do we have to go to work today? Can't we call in sick and go back to bed and play?"
"And you a member of management? Shame, shame."
"Well okay then; you will just have to do double duty tonight."
Sherrie stayed clear of me at work and Pauline monopolized my lunch hours. Sherrie monopolized my nights and pretty much sent me to sleep exhausted. I got to the point where I thought that her husband did what he did to piss her off just so she would leave for a while and he could get some rest.
My date with Pauline went well although there was a surprise waiting for us when we finished diner and went to the Red Horse. When we walked in I saw Sherrie siting at a table. Pauline steered me to a table on the other side of the room and said:
"I won't be upset if you dance with her, but make damned sure she knows that you are here with me and will be leaving with me."
"Yes dear."
"Smart ass."
"Yes dear."
About an hour into the evening Sherrie came up to our table and asked Pauline if it would be alright with her if Sherrie borrowed me for a dance. Pauline looked at me and asked if I was okay with it and I nodded a yes and then she looked at Sherrie and said:
"Make sure you bring him back."
The dance was a waltz and as we moved to the music Sherrie said "After this dance I'm going back to your place, get naked and get in bed. You going to make me wait long?"
"I probably won't get there until one-thirty or two."
"You will wake me up if I fall asleep right?"
"You know I will."
The dance over I walked her back to her table and then returned to Pauline. When I got back she said:
"I'm surprised she didn't get you to leave with her."
"She asked and I said no. Was I tempted? Yes I was, but then I thought I might have something better sitting here at this table."
"Might have?"
"Isn't that why people date? To find out about each other? To see if there is something there to build on?"
"You make a good point, but I just have to ask; we came here to dance so why aren't we out on the floor?"
I stood up, offered her my hand and said "Let's do it."
When I took her home I received a kiss on the cheek and a "call me". I told her I would, but it wouldn't be for about a week.
"I've got a ton of stuff to get done before Christmas. What I can do right now is ask if you would like to go out with me next Friday?"
"I'd like to, but I can't commit right now. I'll have to check with my parents to see if they have any family things scheduled. I can let you know at work on Monday."
I got another kiss, but on the lips that time.
Sherrie was awake and waiting for me when I got back to my apartment and it was another night where I fell asleep exhausted.
We spent the weekend chasing each other around the apartment pretty much only stopping to eat and to wait for me to be able to perform again. We spent the resting time playing cards or snuggled up on the couch watching TV. I have no idea how I managed to get anything done at work on Monday because I was wiped out. I again had the thought that Sherrie's husband did what he did to pissed her off just to get a break from her. She'd be with me three more nights and I wondered if I could survive them. But what a way to go.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
At lunch Monday Pauline said Friday would be a go and then she asked what I had in mind for a date and I said dinner, drinks and dancing unless she wanted to do something different.
"I do. How about dinner and a show. I want some alone time. Time without a bunch of people around."
"There will be people around at a show."
"Yes, but they won't be butting in on us like they would be if we were at a table in a bar or at a party."
"You want to be alone with me? How about we just go to my apartment and watch TV?"
"That will work for me."
"On the way home from work I can stop at the Kentucky Fried Chicken place and get one of their meal deals."
"Sounds good to me."
That night Sherrie said "I've got good news and bad news lover."
"Give me the bad news first."
"Hubby called. He finished his business early and will be home tomorrow."
"What's the good news?"
"Hubby called. He finished his business early and will be home tomorrow."
"What's good about that?"
"I'll be out of your hair the day after tomorrow and that will free you up to chase after Pauline."
"You seem to have forgotten what I told you a couple of days back. Dump your old man and I'll be ringing your doorbell before he is out of sight."
"Get serious. I'm ten years older than you."
"And gorgeous, sexy and smart. Everything a man could ask for in a woman."
"You really think I'm sexy?"
"You know I do and I'm ready to take you into the bedroom and prove it."
Once in the bedroom Sherrie said "Between now and tomorrow I'm going to want lots and lots of anal. Okay?"
"What is it with you and anal?"
"I love it, but Harry won't do it. He absolutely refuses to do it. He says only homosexuals want to get shit on their dicks so the only time I can get it is when I am getting even with him."
She got five times out of me before I fell asleep exhausted and three of them were anal.
The next day Tina told me that I was wanted in the HR office to take care of some paperwork. When I got there I found Sherrie alone. I thought it strange when she locked the door behind me.
"Tina said you needed me to fill out some paperwork."
"I need something filled, but it isn't paperwork."
She lifted her skirt to show she wasn't wearing any panties and then she bent forward over her desk and said "My ass and hurry."
She was management and I needed to do what she told me to do right? I unzipped and stepped forward and did what was required of me. When we were done she said:
"I need to get as much as I can before I go home tomorrow. You will come home straight from work won't you?"
"You bet."
"I'll leave early and be in bed waiting for you."
Pauline joined me for lunch and I told her that after that night I would have all of my family done except for Christmas day and then I asked her what he schedule looked like. She said that except for Christmas day and our upcoming Friday date it was wide open. I told her I had been invited to a couple of holiday parties and asked her if she would like to be my date for them. She said yes and then we compared notes and found that she had been invited to the same parties.
My last night with Sherrie was an exhausting one. Four times and two of them in her fantastic ass. Then one more in the morning, in the ass of course, when we woke up. I do admit to being sad when I kissed her goodbye when we left my place to go to work. I'd meant it when I said I'd be at her door in a heartbeat if she dumped her husband.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday nights date with Pauline went well. We ended up in a make out session on my couch. It could have gone further, but just as I was getting ready to make a move she pulled away from me and told me it was time for her to go home. I drove her home and we made out in the car for a bit before I walked her to her door. She gave me one last hot kiss and I told her I would pick her up at six for Todd's party.
Todd's party was a blast. Saw a lot of people I'd gone to school with. Did a lot of dancing, mostly with Pauline, but a few with others. One of those others was Nancy. It was the first time I'd seen her since our last night together. Pauline had gone to the bathroom and I was standing off to the side watching the goings on when she came up to me and said:
"Hello lover, miss me?"
"You know I do."
"Can I have a dance?"
"Of course" I said and I offered her my arm and we joined the other dancing couples. As I took her in my arms she asked:
"Anything going on with you and Pauline?"
"Not yet, but I'm working on it. Why would you ask that?"
"I might become a free lady and as I remember it we were quite good together."
"You might become single again? What happened?"
"Randy is talking about making the Army a career and I'm not going to put up with being a stay at home wife while he goes off on overseas deployments for the next twenty or thirty years. I told him if he decided to do it I would file for divorce."
"Then you won't becoming single because no man in his right mind is going to give up a woman like you for twenty years of playing soldier."
She said "I hope you are right" just as the song ended and then she said "Talk to you later" and she walked off and I turned to walk back to where Pauline was standing and giving me dirty looks.
"What were you doing with that slut?"
"Dancing."
"Don't get cute with me. You forget I know about the two of you so when I see you out there with her I have to wonder if I'm going to be dumped before I even get something going."
"There are four other girls at this party that I have dated and I've remained friends with all of them. Are you going to be upset with me every time I talk to or dance with one of them? If so you are in for a long hard time because they are still my friends and if they want to talk to me I'm not going to walk away from them. As for Nancy? She asked me to dance and since you weren't here I saw no reason to say no. If she or one of the others ask me to dance and you are around I'll ask you if you would mind. But if you are not around I won't say no unless I don't want to dance with them."
Wouldn't you know it? I'd no sooner said that and Harlina came up to us and asked Pauline if she would mind if Harlina had a dance with me and I expected Pauline to say something like "I'm sorry, but he is all mine tonight" but she said she wouldn't mind. As Harlina and I moved out onto the makeshift dance floor she asked:
"Why haven't you called?"
"Didn't see any reason to. When I asked you for a date for a Friday you said you couldn't go because you had a family thing to do. I found out your so called family thing was a date with Hank Burns. I decided I didn't want to have anything to do with someone who could lie to me like that."
"Well fuck you asshole" and she walked away leaving me standing alone on the dance floor.
Pauline was dancing with Brad Welling so I headed to the bathroom to take a whiz and when I got back she was dancing with Mike Mattson. I wasn't happy about that because he was one of her ex boyfriends, but I couldn't let myself get too upset because wasn't that what Pauline was feeling when she saw me dancing with Nancy? I took it as karma balancing things. But I did get pissed when she stayed out on the floor with him for four more songs. When the fourth ended and she stayed out there with him for a fifth I said "Fuck this shit" to myself and found Todd, thanked him for the invite and then headed for the door. I was just putting the key in the ignition when the passenger door opened and Pauline got in.
"You were just going to leave me there"
"Yep."
"Why?"
"You know why."
"No I don't."
"Does the name Mike Mattson ring a bell?"
What? You are upset that I danced with Mike?"
"No; I'm upset because you danced four straight dances with him while I stood and waited for you to come back to me. When you were getting ready to dance a fifth with him I figured you were getting back together with him and I said to hell with it and left."
"Jesus Christ Bob; it was only a dance."
"Five dances with an old boyfriend while I stood waiting for MY DATE to come back to me!"
"That's what this is about? Me and an old boyfriend? It was all right for you to dance with Nancy, but wrong for me to dance with Mike?"
"No sense in even talking about it. We aren't even close to being on the same page."
"We can't resolve the issue if we don't talk."
"Nothing to resolve. You don't think you did anything wrong and I'm never going to get through to you that you did."
She kept talking and I didn't respond. I just kept my attention on my driving and tuned her out. When I got her home I started to get out of the car to go around and get her door, but she got out of the car, slammed the door and went storming up to the house. I shrugged, got back in the car and went home.
My body was still apparently on Army time and I woke up at five and decided to go for a run. I put in a good five miles and took a shower when I got back home. I was just putting the coffee pot on when there was a knock on the door. I went to the door and looked through the peep hole and saw Pauline standing there. I sleep nude so I opened the door a crack and told Pauline I wasn't dressed yet and she'd have to wait a minute while I put something on and she pushed the door open and said:
"My plan was to get you naked sooner or later anyway so it doesn't matter" and she walked in and closed the door behind her. Once inside she looked me over and shook her head approvingly.
I said "I'm a bit uncomfortable being naked in front of you so unless you plan on getting naked also I'm going to go and put something on."
"I'm not quite ready for that so go on. Is that coffee I smell?"
"Cream is in the fridge, sugar bowl is next to the coffee pot and the cups are in the cupboard" I said and then went in the bedroom and put on a pair of shorts and a tee shirt. When I came out she was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee in front of her. I got myself a cup and then sat down opposite her.
"So what happened between you slamming my car door last night and you knocking on my apartment door this morning?"
"I had a talk with my father."
"And he told you to come knock on my door?"



"No. What happened was that I went into the house in a foul mood cursing you and my dad asked me what you had done now. I told him what happened and he laughed and said you had been easy on me. He told me that if it would have been him he would have stormed out onto the floor, pulled me away from my dance partner, berated in in front of God and everyone there and then left me standing there embarrassed as hell while he got in his car and left. He made me see what you couldn't make me see while driving me home. I'm here to ask you to please forgive me and give me another chance."
"I don't know Pauline. I don't know that I can forgive any female who has seen me naked and didn't want to immediately want to jump my bones, but since it was your father who indirectly sent you here and since he is my boss and I need to stay on his good side I guess I'd better accept your apology and ask you what you would like to do today."
She looked at me and I could tell she was rolling something over in her mind and then she stood up and started unbuttoning her blouse while saying:
"I hadn't intended for it to happen this soon, but guess what I would really like to do today is jump your bones."
"Are you sure about this?"
"Are my clothes not falling on your floor?"
I smiled and dropped my tee shirt on top of her blouse, bra and skirt and my shorts hit the pile a half-second before her panties. I looked her over and she was every bit as sexy as she looked when she was dressed. She had a shaved pussy and it was the first one I'd ever seen.
"I'm tempted to get to this right here on the floor, but since a bed is less than five seconds away and is more comfortable I suggest we take this there."
"Good plan."
I got her on the bed and she spread her legs. She was surprised when instead of climbing on and pushing into her pussy my face went right to her pussy.
"No" she said, "Just put it in."
"Can't. House rules. Bare pussy must be eaten before being made love to."
"I don't want to be made love to; I want to be fucked."
"I'll get to it" I said and then went to work on my breakfast. She may not have wanted it, but it wasn't long before her hands were on my head trying to pull me inside. I stayed at it until I got her off and then I moved up and slid into her. When it was over she said:
"If you had taken me to the prom his could have happened a lot sooner."
"And if you hadn't so thoroughly dissed me when I first asked you for a date it could have happened even sooner than that."
"Ancient history. What are we going to do today?"
"Hopefully some more of this."
"Maybe after breakfast. Either here or out, but I'm hungry."
Over pancakes and bacon I asked her if we were just having a fling or was she looking for more than that.
"I am most definitely looking for more than that. Who are you taking to the company Christmas party?"
"I haven't asked anyone yet."
"Good. You won't have to break a date to go with me."
"Should I even bother to ask or are we just going to take it for granted?"
"Not used to take charge women are you. Some guys like it."
"Don't know if I'll like it or not. Just have to wait and see. Going to pick out what I should wear? Color of my tie? Loafers or wing-tips?"
"I don't care if you go naked as long as it is with me."
"Naked with a bow tie? I could do that."
"Okay, but the bow tie will have to be either red or green in order to keep with the season. Enough of this nonsense. My mouth has been fed and now something else I have needs to be fed."
I paid he check and we headed back to my place. We were no sooner in the door than clothes started to hit the floor. It was an exhausting afternoon. One in the missionary, a sixty-nine followed by one that started cowgirl and ended in doggie and then she asked me if I'd ever done anal. When I said that I had she told me she wanted to try it. We did it and she loved it and wanted to do it again and got pissed when I told her I couldn't. Between what we had done before breakfast and the three times following I just couldn't get it up."
"How long until you recover?"
"Four or five hours I'd guess."
"What can we do until then?"
"Play cards, go to a movie, go roller skating at Skate City, play miniature golf, watch TV or cuddle up and take a nap."
"Nap sounds good" and she cuddled up to me and we fell asleep.
I woke up to a mouth on my cock. Pauline saw I was awake and she moved over me in the cowgirl and positioned herself to take me in her butt and started moving slowly up and down. She slowly picked up the pace and then suddenly pulled off of me saying:
"Doggie; do my butt doggie."
We did it doggie and when I came I pulled out of her and fell to the bed and as I was settling I saw the bedside clock.
"Don't you need to be getting home before your parents start to worry?"
"I'll have you know I'm a big girl now. Go away to college and stuff like that. Besides, I don't live with them."
"But that's where I picked you up that night and that's where I took you after the party."
"There is an apartment over the garage and that's where I live. Usually my parents don't even see me when I come and go. Why are you in a hurry to get rid of me?"
"I'm not trying to get rid of you. Just trying to stay on the good side of your father. That I work for him thing. Don't want to be upsetting the boss. I do have a question though. If you live over the garage how did you manage to have your talk with daddy that sent you here?"
"I was so pissed off that I wasn't paying attention to where I was going and I went into the house instead. And you don't need to worry about my dad. Don't let it go to your head but daddy likes you and thinks you show promise."
"Show promise?"
"He thinks you will go places in the company."
"Well I am not trying to get rid of you and in fact wouldn't mind at all waking cuddled up to you in the morning."
"Anyone ever tell you to be careful about what you wish for?"
"No, but what does that mean as far as we are concerned?"
"It means that if I stay you might not even get to go to sleep in order to wake up cuddled up to me."
"I can get behind that."
She worked on my cock, got me up again and we were off and running. We played until we were exhausted and then we snuggled up to each other and fell asleep.
We made love two or three times every day leading up to the company Christmas party. When I picked her up at her parents place her mom wanted to take a picture of us before we left for the party and I asked he to be sure and make a copy for me. Pauline looked spectacular in her little black dress, high heels and pearls. I considered stopping on the way to the party to get a ball bat to fight off the guys when they came sniffing around.
The party was a disaster.
I got the first two dances with Pauline and then some guy asked and while they were dancing I had to use the bathroom and when I came back Pauline was gone. I looked all over for her but couldn't find her. I ran into Sherrie and she asked me why I had such a pissed off look on my face and I told her I couldn't find my date.
"Who is your date?"
"Pauline French."
"Paulie? I saw her go outside with Jared."
"Jared who?"
"Jared Lucerro. He works over in Research and Development."
"How long ago?"
"Maybe fifteen or twenty minutes ago."
"That sucks. If you see her tell her I left and that I wish her a rotten Christmas and an even worse New Year's."
"You aren't going to stay long enough to kiss me under the mistletoe?"
"I've got mistletoe at my place if you want to be kissed."
"Sorry. Wish I could but hubby hasn't done anything to piss me off lately."
"Oh well, maybe he will do something soon so we can start the New Year off right."
I leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the cheek and then I left. I decided to go over to the Red Horse and have a drink or two before going back to my place. I went in and went straight to the bar and took a vacant stool. I was looking at the picture of Custer's Last Fight that Budweiser had managed to get into almost every bar I'd ever been into and I was wondering what that had to do with beer sales when I felt a tap on my shoulder and heard "I need a dance partner." I turned and saw Pauline standing there.
"You had a partner. That's why I left. How did you find me?"
"I went looking for you and Sherrie told me that you had left after you couldn't find me. There are only six bars in town and I figured I'd either find you at a bar or your apartment. I decided to hit the bars first and then your place. This was the first bar on the list and so here I am."
"The question has to be asked why?"
"Because you forgot that I was Little Miss My Shit Doesn't Stink and I could get away with stuff and my dates had to put up with it. My problem is that most of them did so I got used to doing what I wanted to do. I'm working on it, but it still jumps up every once in a while. I'll get better; I promise. Jared wanted to show me the new car he bought. It was a Mercedes Benz convertible and I guess he thought it would impress me."
"Did it?"
"No, but I oohed and aahed and asked him if I could drive it sometime and he said "How about now" and I told him I couldn't be away from my date that long. I told him to call me and then I went looking for you. Sherrie told me she had a message for me from you and after she gave it to me I knew I'd screwed up again and I needed to find you and fix it."
"And you figure that that telling this Jared to call you would fix things?"
"You don't have to worry about him. I know it makes me sound evil, but I like screwing with him. I string him along and let him think he has a chance."
"Why would you do a thing like that?"
"I used to date him and it looked like it might be going somewhere and then one day I overheard him saying to a couple of guys that once he hooked up with the stupid bitch he would be set for life and once my dad kicked off he'd move in and take over. Since then I've strung him along. So, are we going to dance? If so I need to go out and tell the Uber he can leave."
"Tell him he can go."
As she left to do it I asked myself for the hundredth time if I knew what I was doing and for the hundredth time I had to say no, but watching her fantastic ass work the fabric of the little black dress as she walked away I knew I was going to hang in there.
We had a good time. There were several other people we know so a couple of tables got moved together. I danced with a few of the other girls and Pauline danced with a couple other guys, but most of the dances were with each other.
When the evening was over I pointed the car towards my place, taking for granted that Pauline was going to spend the night, or at least part of it, there with me. I was brought up short when she said:
"Take me home."
I made the turn and headed for her place. When I pulled up in front of her place she told me to pull into the drive and then drive around behind the garage. I left the car running and got out to go around and get her door for her.
"What are you doing? Shut the car off. You aren't going anywhere. At least not for a while yet."
When I opened her door for her I asked her what was going on and she said:
"I want my man to wake up in my bed in the morning."
The way she emphasized the "My man" prompted me to say "I'm your man?"
"Unless you don't want to be."
No dummy me I said "Lead the way my lady; lead the way."
From then until Pauline went back to school following her holiday break we spent three or four nights a week at either my place or hers. Before she left she told me to go ahead and date while she was gone because she would while she was at school.
"Just don't get serious with anybody because you are mine and don't you forget it."
I doubted that I would have time to date what with working full time and going to school nights.
About a month after the Christmas party Jared Luciano braced me in the parking lot and told me to stay away from Pauline.
"She's mine and if you don't want your ass kicked stay away from her."
I guess he thought I'd piss my pants and run away so he was surprised when I punched him in the mouth and proceeded to stomp his ass. When he was lying on the ground moaning I grabbed a handful of his hair and jerked his head up and said"
"And just who is going to kick my ass? It sure ain't going to be you."
I never heard from him after that.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
While I might not have had time to date I didn't necessarily have to sleep alone. Sherrie got pissed at her husband again and I enjoyed three weeks of her company while hubby was away doing something for his employer. A week after she went to back to him Nancy knocked on my door. Her husband had reenlisted and while she didn't follow through on her threat to divorce him she did tell him she didn't plan to be alone while he was gone. Would I be interested? You bet I would. I did tell her about my arrangement with Pauline and I would have to stop seeing her when Pauline came home for spring break and she was fine with that.
Except Pauline didn't come home for spring break. She called me and told me she was going to Panama City with some classmates. I could tell from the way she said classmates that some of them would be guys. I was not pleased, but she semi-convinced me she needed this "last hurrah' before graduating and becoming a married woman. I was pissed, but considering what I'd been doing with Sherrie and Nancy I couldn't really be all that upset.
Whatever Pauline did in Panama City wasn't going to hurt me and Nancy was happy she didn't have to give me up for the time Pauline would be home for spring break. Nancy pretty much lived with me during my spring break which pissed Sherrie off no end when hubby pissed her off again and she came calling. When I explained why I couldn't help her out she called Nancy a few choice names and then gave a little laugh and asked:
"Do you think she might be willing to share?"
That night I laughingly told Nancy about it and she stunned me when she said "Might be fun. I haven't had anything to do with girls since my college roommate. Go ahead and invite her."
"Are you serious?"
"I am. Just the thought of it is making me horny. Get me to the bedroom."
The next day at work I told Sherrie what Nancy had said and I expected her to say "No way!" I was surprised when she said almost word for word what Nancy had said:
"I haven't done any girl girl time since college. I'd love to join you."
She followed me home after work and it turned out that she already knew Nancy and was surprised that Nancy was cheating on her husband.
"I'm not cheating. He knows what I'm doing" and then explained it to Sherrie.
Then Sherrie asked "How are we going to do this? I've done girl girl, but I've never done girl girl guy."
Nancy replied "Neither have I. I guess we will just have to wing it" and wing it we did. They took turns sucking my cock until they pronounced it hard enough to suit them. They flipped a coin to see who got to go first and Sherrie won. I did her doggie while she ate Nancy's pussy. I got us both off and then they took turns at sucking me hard again and then I fucked Nancy while she munched on Sherrie.
After getting Nancy off twice I got my nut and then both girls went sixty-nine while I watched. It was a hell of a turn on and it helped me get back up a lot sooner than I had expected. Once she saw I was hard Sherrie told me to do her in her ass while she and Nancy continued their sixty-nine. I was maybe a minute into it when I felt Nancy licking my balls and the underside of my cock while I fucked Sherrie. Then of course Nancy wanted to try the same thing. It took a while for them to get me up again and then I fucked Nancy's butt while she and Sherrie did their sixty-nine thing. I got Nancy off twice and just as I was cumming in Nancy's butt I heard:
"What the fuck?"
It was Pauline. I'd given her a key when we started going hot and heavy, but she was supposed to be in Panama City. As I fell to the bed beside the two women and while trying to figure out what to say Nancy turned her head and calmly said:
"Hi Paulie. How was Panama City?"
"Okay, but I started missing my man so I came home. But it sure looks like he hasn't missed me."
By then the two women had separated and Pauline saw that the second woman was Sherrie. Pauline said:
"It figures. I should have known you would hook up with Mrs. Graham while I was away" and she put heavy emphasis on the Mrs. What the fuck is it with you and married women anyway?"
By then I'd gotten over my surprise at her walking in and I said "Just lucky I guess."
"I thought we had something going. Guess I am wrong."
"No you aren't. You made a point of telling me that I should date while you were away because you would be dating and we both know what you were saying when you said 'date'. So while you might have been surprised at what you saw when you walked in on you shouldn't be surprised at what I am doing. These lovely ladies have not replaced you; they are simply keeping the home fires burning until you could get back to me."
"Well I'm back now and they need to go."
"No. They are my guests and they came here to have a good time and enjoy themselves and I'm not going to make them leave. You are welcome to stay and watch or even join in if you would like."
"Are you out of your mind? What kind of girl do you think I am?"
"A drop dead gorgeous and sexy one."
While I had been talking Sherrie had started working on my cock to get it up again and Nancy had gathered up her clothes and started to dress. She said "I don't want to come between you guys" and she left. Sherrie stopped sucking my cock and asked Pauline if she had ever done any girl/girl stuff and Pauline said:
"No I have not."
"Would you like to?"
I could see Pauline getting ready to say "Hell No!" but then I got another surprise in what had already been a day full of them.
"I've always wondered about it."
"Well this would be a great time for you to see what it is like. And the best part? Your boyfriend is here to hold your hand while you do it."
"What do I do?"
Sherrie gave her a big smile and said "First thing is your clothes need to come off.
There was a moment's hesitation on Pauline's part and then Pauline began to strip. Once Pauline's clothes were off Sherrie told me to go sit down and watch until she was ready for me to join the party. I watched as Sherrie made love to Pauline's body and then as she led Pauline through making love to hers. I really, really wanted to masturbate as I watched the two of them sixty-nine, but decided that I needed to save what I had left if I was going to do any good when I was called to join in. They were still in that sixty-nine when Sherrie raised her head and said:
"In my ass Bob; in my ass and hurry."
I moved into place and I wondered what Pauline was thinking as she worked on Sherrie's pussy while watching my cock moving back and forth in Sherrie's ass. I was sure that I would hear about it sooner or later.
Actually it was sooner. Once I got Sherrie off she took her mouth off of Pauline's pussy and got up saying "I need to get out of here and give you two some alone time."
When she was gone Pauline asked "Am I losing you to one of them?"
"Not hardly. You already know Sherrie's story. She loves her husband and won't leave him, but she feels she has to get back at him when he cheats on her."
Then I explained to her Nancy's circumstances and said "All I am is a booty call where they are concerned. A friend with benefits. For me it is a sex life with no emotional entanglements while you are away."
"How many times today did you fuck those sluts?"
"Be nice now. I saw how much you enjoyed your time with Sherrie, but to answer the question you are really asking I do have enough left for you."



But I didn't. The best she could get out of me was two times and she wanted more.
The next day was a work day for me and I was careful not to wake Pauline when I got up. As I made my way through my daily duties I occasionally wondered if Pauline would still be at my apartment when I got home. She was. But she was not alone. I think it is referred to as a 'daisy chain'. Sherrie was munching on Pauline's beaver while Pauline was munching on Nancy's muffin and Nancy was finger fucking Sherrie. I undressed and sat down to watch and wait, hopefully, to be called to duty.
After about five minutes Sherrie separated from the other two and came over to me. As soon as Sherrie got up Nancy spun around into a sixty-nine with Pauline and Sherrie asked:
"How about it stud; want to plow my pooper while we watch those two go at it?"
"Sounds like a hell of an idea, but how did this happen?"
"Paulie called me and asked me if I could be here tonight so we could do some more of what we did last night. I suggested we call Nancy and invite her. That way one of us could take care of you leaving the other two with something to do. Paulie thought it was a pretty good idea."
It turned out that it was. I fucked Sherrie's ass while we watched Pauline and Nancy go at each other. Once I'd cum in Sherrie's butt she went over to Pauline and Nancy and sent Pauline over to me. I'd already cleaned off my cock so Pauline went down on me to get me back up and then I did her doggie while we watched Sherrie and Nancy. Once I'd gotten both of us off she went over and told Nancy it was her turn with me. She got me hard with her mouth and then she had me take her ass while we watched the other two.
The same scene played out for two more days and then Pauline left to go back to school. At the same time Sherrie decided that it was time to go back home to her hubby. Nancy was glad to see them go.
"It was fun, but not something I want to do all the time."
Before Pauline left we had a talk about our future.
"I've come to love you Bobby, but you have never let me now about how you feel about me. I know for sure that you lust for me, but is that all there is?"
The question was a good one. I know it was lust that I'd felt for her from the seventh grade up till the first time we made love and it was lust that fueled our first couple of weeks together, but did I love her? I knew that when she wasn't with me I wished she was. I know that even when I was doing Nancy or Sherrie I was jealous as hell of whoever might have been doing that same thing to Pauline. I knew that her decision to go to Panama City instead of coming home to me upset the hell out of me. Did that I wanted to be with her during all my waking hours and that I wanted to wake up in her arms every morning mean that I was in love? I didn't know, but I guessed that it did so I told Pauline that yes indeed I was in love with her.
"Think of me while I'm gone?"
"Every waking hour and in all of my dreams."
Work and school took up most of my days and evenings and Nancy took care of my nights. June came, Pauline graduated, came home and I took a knee and proposed. She said yes and turned her mother loose to plan the wedding and Pauline's father moved her into a management position.
At work things were going well and I was maintaining a 3.78 GPA at school. At work I'd been promoted to assistant manager and it was before I'd proposed to Pauline so I knew it was on merit and not because daddy felt his daughter's husband needed to be more than a grunt on the factory floor.
The wedding was set to take place in during the first week in October.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was one year later and the week before Christmas when she told me she had an early Christmas present for me.
"I really wanted to wait until Christmas day to give it to you, but I just can't hold it in that long. You are going to be a daddy. The test kit told me I was pregnant and the doctor confirmed it."
I grabbed her, picked her up and swung her around before setting her down and kissing her.
"How soon before we can find out if it is a girl or a boy?"
"Not until it slides out into the light of day. I want it to be a surprise."
"I guess I can live with that."
If I thought she looked sexy before at six months pregnant she looked so damned hot I couldn't keep my hands off of her. I told he so and she laughed and said:
"You aren't the only one. Since I started showing almost all the guys at work are hitting on me."
"Just remember I'm not Harry and you are not going to be finding someone to get even with me with. Not that I plan on doing anything that you need to get even with me for."
"I would never do that to you!"
"You can say that Sherrie, but you forget I know you and we have a history."
Sherrie?
Yes, Sherrie. How did that come about? One of Pauline's duties in her management position was to visit customers. It was two weeks before the wedding and she had just returned from a visit to a customer in Ann Arbor, Michigan. She was at my apartment waiting for me when I got home from work and when I went to hug her and kiss her she shoved me away. I stood there with a WTF look on my face and she said:
"I'm sorry to do this Bob, but I have to break up with you. I met someone in Ann Arbor and while it might sound trite to say it sparks flew between us. Daddy isn't happy with me given all the money he has already spent on the wedding, but he is even more unset with me for quitting my job so I can move to Ann Arbor. I'm sorry Bob; I really am, but you are a great guy and you will land on your feet."
She said the last with tears in her eyes and then she turned from me and left the apartment.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was a bear to be around for the next month but I got over it. I did get falling down shit faced drunk on the day we were supposed to be married, but other than that I just spent my time at work and alone in my apartment. After a couple of months I ventured out. I could always find a dance partner at the Red Horse and I did attend the parties I was invited to. Sherrie offered me a shoulder to cry on and more than once I wished she would get pissed at her husband again and come knocking at my door.
I couldn't find any comfort with Nancy because she rented out her house and went to Fort Hood to be with her husband. I did meet some girls and I dated a lot, but none of them 'clicked' with me.
At work Greg retired and Mr. French offered me his position and I took it.
Six months went by and then one night there was a knock on my door and I answered it to find Sherrie standing there. I stepped aside and let her in. She cut right to it.
"Once upon a time you told me if I were to kick my husband to the curb you would be knocking on my door. Did you mean it?"
"Is he gone for good?"
"He is. He ran off with his secretary and I told him not to bother trying to crawl back to me."
"Well since you are here I can't knock on your door, but can we consider you just knocking on my door to be an acceptable substitute?"
"It will work for me."
We were married three weeks after her divorce was final.
Post script.
Pauline moved to Michigan only to find out her 'soul mate' was married and had three kids. He was willing to set her up in an apartment (read-love nest) but he had no intention of leaving his wife and kids. She was too ashamed to return home and she found a job in Michigan, but she didn't continue seeing the man she left me for. She asked her father about me and when he told her I was married he told me she cried.
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I met Jennifer at a Chamber of Commerce meeting. She arrived a bit late and when she looked around the room her eyes settled on the empty chair next to me. She came over and asked if the seat was taken and I told her no. She sat down and we introduced ourselves and the meeting started.
I had a hard time paying any attention to the speaker. I kept casting sidelong glances at the gorgeous lady on my left. A couple of times she turned my way and caught me looking at her and I thought I detected a bit of a smile.
The meeting was held in the meeting room of the Village Inn and when the meeting was over I decided to take a chance. I'd never seen her before and I might never see her again so I asked her if she would like to join me for coffee.
Over pie and coffee we talked and found out that our being at the meeting was for the same reason. My boss couldn't make it, but felt someone from the company should be there. A showing of the flag as it were. Jennifer was there for the same reason. Neither one of us had been to a Chamber meeting before nor was it likely that we would ever be again. I said it was fates way of seeing to it that we got together. She laughed and said that it sure seemed that way.
After twenty minutes or so of conversation I asked her if she would have dinner and drinks with me the next night. Something came over her face and I was sure she was going to say no, but she surprised me. Whatever it was that crossed her face disappeared and she said she would love to go out with me. She gave me her address and we set a time.
On my way home I was in a pretty good mood. I couldn't believe my luck. I had a hard time believing that something as nice as Jennifer would have anything to do with me. I was under no illusions when it came to me. I was in decent shape and my face, which at one time was considered fairly handsome, now had a broken nose in the center of it. The result of a fight I got into with a couple of sailors when I was in the Army. In short, I was not the type gorgeous women had anything to do with.
She was an absolute vision when I picked her up. She smiled at the look on my face and then we headed to Carl's Chop House where I had made reservations.
Once we were seated she said she'd like to know a little about me. I had the feeling that that if I were to have any chance at all with Jennifer I needed to be completely honest so I proceeded to tell her my life's story warts and all. Then I smiled and told her it was her turn and when she finished I told her it sounded like we were a perfect fit for each other. After dinner I took her to The Boom Boom Room for dinner and dancing and once on the dance floor I commented again on how we seemed to fit and she smiled.
I took her home and received a kiss on the cheek and an invitation to call.
I called her and we dated for a couple of weeks and on our sixth date we had dinner at my place and as we sat down to eat Jennifer told me she was going to furnish dessert. Dinner over she stood up and started taking off her clothes and said dessert would be served in the bedroom. It was an exhausting night. First she blew me and then I ate her. Missionary was followed by sixty-nine and then doggie followed by sixty-nine followed by missionary. It was Friday and we didn't have to work the next day so we fell asleep together.
This was repeated for the next two months and then one Saturday after an evening of dancing, drinking and making love she told me that she couldn't see me anymore. When I asked her why she told me that her husband would be coming home from his overseas assignment. Then she said she had enjoyed our time together and then she walked out the door leaving me standing there stunned.
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It was a Thursday and on Thursdays I beat Pauline home because she had to get the payroll out where she worked. On the nights I got home first I usually made diner. I decided on meatloaf. I was just taking it out of the oven when Pauline walked in. After a hug and a kiss Paulie said:
"I have a surprise for you. Come with me."
I followed her out the front door and she pointed to the driveway where sat a brand new Silverado 4x4 crew cab was sitting. She handed me a set of keys and said:
"All your baby. I bought it fully loaded. It even has OnStar."
"My God Paulie; you know we can't afford to buy something like that right now. There is way we can fit the payments on that into our budget."
"There aren't any payments lover. We own it free and clear."
"Free and clear?"
"Yep. Don't owe a dime on it. All it cost me was a blow job."
"A blow jo? Jesus Christ Pauline; what have you done now?"
* * * * *
I met Pauline at a bar I frequent. I was there trying to drown my sorrows after breaking up with my fiancé. Of course I'd been in there doing it every Friday and Saturday for the last two months.
Bev and I had been an item all through four years of college. My parents had a graduation party for me and during it I took a knee and asked Bev to become my wife. Bev said yes and the mothers were turned loose to plan the wedding. Three weeks before the wedding she told me she had met someone else and handed me back my ring.
It was a Friday night and on weekends the bar had a band. I was sitting at the bar with a Jack with water back sitting on the bar in front of me and thinking I need to get out of the place. There were too many people having too much fun to suit me given the mood I was in. I had just picked up my drink intending to chug it down and then get up and leave when there was a tug on my arm and a feminine voice said:
"I need you."
I turned and found a very, very attractive woman standing there. A little confused by the "I need you" I said "Excuse me?"
"I need you. I want to dance and you are the only single guy here. I need a dance partner."
I sat there and looked at her. No girl had ever come up to me and asked me to dance so it was a unique situation for me, but unique or not I really wasn't in the right mood. I was all set to say "Sorry, but I don't think it would be a good idea" when Karen (the barmaid) who had apparently overheard what was going on said:
"Do it Rob; you need to get out of the funk you have been in. Tell you what; you do it and you and the young lady will drink for free the rest of the night."
Free booze? I could get behind that. I let the woman pull me off the barstool and on the way to the dance floor she said:
"I'm Pauline and you are?"
"I'm Rob."
There was something infectious about Pauline and I actually enjoyed myself with her and somehow she managed to get me to ask her for a date on Saturday and Saturday's date led to several more. On our second date she told me that Karen was her cousin and had talked her in to approaching me.
I liked Pauline. I liked her a lot, but I was leery of getting involved with her. Nothing against Pauline, but Bev had left me in pretty much of a mess. I don't know that I would have taken things any farther than just dating, but then Pauline took that decision away from me.
We were at Adolfo"s having dinner before going dancing when I heard "Hello Rob" and I looked up to see Bev.
"Hello Bev."
"The Bev" asked Pauline. I nodded a yes and Pauline stood up and said
"Get your skanky ass away from here bitch! He's mine now and if you don't want your eyes scratched out you'd best git!"
Bev got a surprised look on her face, turned and practically ran from the table.
"I'm yours now?"
"Got a problem with it?"
I smiled a bit and then whined "Please please don't hurt me. I'll be good. Promise."
She laughed and called ne a goof.
Four months later we were married in a civil ceremony and her cousin Karen was one of the witnesses.
* * * * *
Life with Pauline was an adventure. I guess she is what would be called a free spirit. She never did what you would expect a normal girl to do in certain situations.
One night we had gone out for drinks and dancing. Pauline loved to dance; me, not so much. She would be out on the floor for every song if she could be, but I only felt like doing one out of every two or three. To keep Pauline happy I never said no if someone else asked her to dance.
We were at the Alhambra Lounge and had just sat down at our table after doing a foxtrot and a guy came up and asked me if he could have a dance with Pauline. I looked at her and she nodded her head yes so I told the guy I wouldn't mind.
They were about halfway through the dance when Pauline pulled away from him, grabbed a drink from the closest table and threw the drink in his face. Then, while the guy was using his hands to wipe the drink from his eyes she kneed him in the balls. Then she apologized. Not to him, but the people whose table she had taken the drink from.
When she got back to our table I asked her what had happed.
"The asshole told me that I'd been giving him a boner all night. The he told me he had a nine inch dick that he just knew I would love and asked me to leave with him. I guess you saw my answer to him."
She waved a waiter over and had him take a round of drinks to the table she had taken the drink from. A couple of minutes after that manager of the place came up to and requested we leave and do our drinking somewhere else. Luckily he didn't tell us we couldn't come back some other time. Once in the car Pauline said she didn't feel like going anywhere else so we headed home.
On the way I asked her why she hadn't just walked away from the guy rather create a scene.
"Not my style lover. Not the way I'm wired. You should know that by now. I don't bottle things inside me. I don't quietly walk away and then spend the next week or two saying to myself "You shave done this" or asking myself why I didn't do this or why I didn't do that."
Another time we were on a weeks' vacation and we were at Jacksonville, Florida and we were at the beach. Pauline was wearing a bikini and we were sitting on a blanket soaking up sunshine. There were two guys sitting on a blanket about ten feet from us. They had been next to us for maybe three hours or so and Pauline commented on the fact that every time she looked there way they were looking at her. I laughed and said:
"Of course they are. You are the hottest looking woman on this beach. If you don't want guys looking at you cover that 38Dx24x34 body with a Mumu."
She got up and walked over to them and asked "Is it me you are looking at or is it just my tits?"
I thought she expected them to hem and haw in embarrassment, but one of them said:
"You of course although your tits do look spectacular."
"You think so" she asked as she took off her bra, took her left breast in her hand and looked at it and then did the same with the right and then said "I always thought they should be a little bigger.
Then she turned and walked back to me as the two sat there slightly stunned and wondering at what had just happened. Once back to me she sat down on the blanket, put her bra back on. As she did I said:
"You do realize when those two finish telling everyone they know about what you just did there will be so many guys here tomorrow to see if it will happen again we might not even be able to find enough space to spread our blanket and sit down."
"I'm sure they will make room for us. They will have to or we will have to leave and I'm sure they won't want that."
Just a couple on instances to give you an idea of why I didn't react in outrage at Pauline's statement that "All it cost me was a blow job."
My "Jesus Christ Pauline; what have you done now" got me the following.
"Garvey had been trying to get in my pants ever since he was put in charge of my department. I kept pushing him away so he decided to force the issue. He managed to set things up so it looked like I had stolen $1800 from the company.
"He called me into his office, told me he had discovered the theft and would bury it if I was nice to him. When I asked what he meant by "Being nice to him" he laughed and told me that I damned well knew what he meant. He pushed his chair back, unzipped, took out his cock and told me I could start by giving him a blowjob.
"I had to buy some time so I told him no and before he could say anything I told him I wouldn't do it during business hours when the place was full of people and there was a chance someone could find out. He grumbled a bit and accepted it, but then said we could skip the blowjob and go to the main event. He told me the couch in his office was a pull out sofa bed and we would do it right there in the office.
"Again I told him no. I told him I was off the pill since you and I were trying to start a family. I told him he would have to wait until the next day to give me a chance to go home and put my diaphragm in. He told me he would use a condom and I said condoms were known to break and besides, I liked my sex skin on skin. He smiled at that and told me to be in his office at five-fifteen because everyone should be gone by then.
"I did a walk through to make sure everyone was gone and then I went to his office. I'm not going to describe the blow job, but before, during and after I asked him why me when there five single girls in the office and why he had gone to the all the trouble of setting me up for a fake theft. I asked him how he could be so sure that upper management wouldn't believe me when I denied it and told them you had faked it just to get in my pants.
"He told me that doing a married woman was a bigger turn-on than tapping a single woman and that all the times I had rebuffed him only made him want me more. He told me he finally realized the only way he was going to get me was to set me up. He told me how easy it was to fake the theft and pin it on me. As far as upper management was concerned he laughed and asked me whom did I expect them to believe; a manager who had been with the company for over twenty years and had an unblemished record or someone who had only been with the company for a little over three years.
"The real reason I told him I wouldn't do it while anyone else was in the office was because I needed time to get back to my desk and get that little tape recorder that I had for taking notes. It has a lapel microphone and I set it up to tape everything that happened in Garvey's office. I thought he might be just smart enough to check me out to see if I was wearing a recording device on me so I had it in my purse with the mike taped to the handles of the purse. He didn't even think of checking me. The recorder in my purse caught everything that Garvey said.
"On the way home I stopped at Office Depot and bought another recorder and a half a dozen tapes. I copied the tape I'd made in Garvey's office onto the tapes I'd bought and the next morning I went to the bosses' office. I told Mr. Lewis what Garvey had done and then played him the tape. Of course by then I was so paranoid that I had both of the recorders with me. One to play the tape from Garvey's office and the other to tape my meeting with Mr. Lewis.
"Mr. Lewis asked me what I was going to do and I told him I hadn't seen an attorney yet so I didn't know what was going to happen. The only thing I knew for sure is that Garvey's wife was going to get a copy of the tape. Then he told me he would rather I'd not see an attorney. He said if it got out it could hurt the company's reputation and cost it business. He said he would rather handle it in house and then asked me what it would take for me to forget about the matter.
"I told him I had no idea and that's why I was going to see an attorney. Then I told him that I obviously couldn't work there anymore and that I hoped he understood and wouldn't hold it against me because I wouldn't be giving two weeks' notice and would give me a decent reference. He asked me why I thought I couldn't work there anymore and I told him I wouldn't be comfortable working around Garvey. He told me Garvey would be gone before lunch and then he asked me to give him a day or two before doing anything including holding off on sending Garvey's wife a copy of the tape and I told him I would.
"Maybe an hour later Garvey walked through the office carrying a box and as he passed my desk he called me a bitch. Actually he called me a fucking bitch but he kept on walking. At ten o'clock break the breakroom was alive with the news that Garvey had resigned, cleaned out his desk and had let the building. The general coconscious was good riddance.
"That afternoon just before quitting time Mr. Lewis's secretary called me and told me Mr. Lewis wanted to see me in his office. When I got there he told to have a seat and then he told me he had called around and found out what would likely happen if I got an attorney. He said it wasn't likely that I would get anything from the company since Garvey was not in a supervisory role over me and no one in upper management had any knowledge of what was happening between Garvey and me. A suit against Garvey would likely get me in the neighborhood of one hundred thousand, but it was unlikely that I would be able to collect much of it since Garvey wasn't that well off.
"Then he told me that he was prepared to offer me one hundred thousand if I would just let things go away. I told him I had no intention of going after the company. I said all I intended to do was make Garvey's life a living hell and that's when he told me that the offer wasn't to keep me from suing the company; it was for me to leave Garvey alone. It was for me to not sue Garvey and to not send a copy of the tape to Garvey's wife.
"His reasoning was if Garvey's wife sued for divorce the reason for it would come out and human nature being what it was people might think that sort of behavior was going on at the company and that could in turn cost the company business. In effect what he was trying to do was buy my silence.
"Then I asked if the offer includes giving me a glowing letter of reference when prospective employers called and he asked me why; that he didn't intend to let me go. I asked him how he expected me to be able to work there when it got out that the company had to buy me off and he told me no one would ever know. It would be between just the three of us; me, him, and his wife who was the company's CFO. I said I still wouldn't feel right taking money from the company instead of Garvey.
"He asked me what I would do with the money if I sued Garvey, won, and then managed to get the full amount from the suit. I told him I'd buy you a new truck and me a new car and then bank the rest for a vacation fund. He asked how about instead of money he gave me a new truck, a new car and a two week cruise of my choice and threw in a promotion.
I was still hesitant and said it still didn't seem right to take his offer when it was Garvey who should be taking the hit. He told me I should look at it as taking one for the team. That leaving Garvey alone was benefitting the company and the company was rewarding me for it.
Bottom line is that I let him talk me into it. The company bought the truck and it is in the company's name and the company has plated and insured it. The deal is that you put a couple of thousand miles on it and then the company will sell it to you for a dollar. Same deal on my car. Put some miles on it and then the company will sell it to me for one dollar."
"What new car?"
"The Mustang convertible waiting at the dealership for me to pick up. You can drive me to get it in your new truck. Why are you looking at me like that?"
"You sucked another man's cock?"
"I had to baby. It was the only way I could think of to get him on tape admitting that he had set me up for stealing from the company. If I hadn't got that tape I would have been fired at the very least and I would never have been able to get another job because wouldn't be able to pass a background check. And there was a damned good chance I could have gone to jail. A simple blow job seemed to be a pretty small price to pay to make all that go away."
I suppose I should have gone ballistic on her for cheating on me, but then was it really cheating? I decided to just let it go.
"Free and clear?"
"Yep."
"When do you want to pick up your Mustang?
"How about right now? The dealership will be open for another hour or so. And on the way we can talk about where we want to go on the cruise."



            Alice Screws Up

            She didn't listen and it cost her.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/alice-screws-up

Title: Alice Screws Up

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: She didn't listen and it cost her.

Tags: 




I was watching TV when I heard the doorbell ring. I got up and went to the door and looked through the peephole. Fuck! I wondered how in the hell she had managed to find me. I considered just going back to the TV and ignoring the doorbell, but then figured if she had gone to the trouble to find me she wasn't going to go away until she got whatever it was she came for.
I hooked up the safety chair and then opened the door just enough that we could see each other and then said:
"What the fuck do you want?"
"To talk to you."
"Did not the way I left tell you that I had no interest in ever seeing you again let alone talk to you?"
"I have no idea why you left. I came home and you were gone. No note telling me why just all your things were gone."
"You can't be serious. How could you not know why? I know you heard me when I told you what would happen if you went through with what you were going to do."
"May I come in?"
I figured I'd best get it over with and I undid the chain, stepped aside and she came in, sat down on the couch and asked me for a glass of water. As I went to get it my mind went back to the night that started it.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd just gotten home from work and I found my wife Alice all dressed up.
"I didn't know we had plans to go out."
"We don't. I have a date tonight."
"A date? with who?"
"You don't know him."
"Him?"
"I guy I work with. He's new in the office and doesn't know too many people yet. He wanted to go to Sylvia's birthday party, but he didn't want to go alone so he asked me to go with him."
"He does know you are married doesn't he?"
"It doesn't matter. Nothing is going to happen between us. Besides, I don't want to go to Sylvia's party alone and you won't go with me so I told him I'd go with him."
"And you know why I won't. I can't stand to be around that round-heeled slut. And I don't want you having anything to do with her either."
"Get used to it Sam. She's been my best friend since the first grade and I won't turn my back on her just because you don't like her."
"I don't like her because she has been divorced four times and each time it was because she got caught cheating on her husband. And I don't like going to her parties because of all the drugs she has around."
"So you think that just because she cheated I'm going to cheat too just because I'm around her?"
"Now that you mention it I think it is highly likely. Just look at you now. All dressed up in your 'fuck me' outfit. Little black dress, fuck me heels and getting ready to go out with another man. It is obvious you are dressed for him and I can only think of one reason why you would dress sexy for him."
"That's a rotten thing to say to me."
"No it isn't. What did you wear to the last two parties at Sylvia's? I'll tell you in case you have forgotten. You wore slacks and a blouse to one and jeans and a sweater to the other. There isn't any doubt in my mind as to why you are dressed like you are for this party. Sylvia has finally talked you into trying someone else. I know from snippets of conversation I've overheard that she has been after you to join in her little orgies for years. I guess she has finally gotten what she's been after."
"You're wrong! It isn't like that."
"Easy enough to prove me wrong. Don't go. Stay here with me."
"I can't. Tom is counting on me."
"And he is more important to you than I am? All I can say Alice is that if you go you are kissing your marriage goodbye."
"Don't be ridiculous. This won't hurt us at all. Don't wait up" she said as she headed for the door.
"Goodbye Alice" I said as she walked out the door. I think she heard the finality in the way I said "Goodbye" and she hesitated for a second or two and then she was gone.
Did I overreact? I didn't think so. I was good friends with a lot of the guys in Sylvia's circle and from them I had learned all about what happened at Sylvia's parties. After the people who didn't care to participate had gone they turned into orgies. I leaned that while Alice didn't take part she did stick around and watch. I also heard about Sylvia telling Alice to "Forget about that fuddy duddy you are married to and join in. You know you want to" and that Alice always answered that yes she did want to but wouldn't unless I joined in. My joining in was never going to happen. I'd spent countless hours trying to talk Alice into breaking away from Sylvia and to stop going to her parties, but I could never make it happen because of that BFF relationship.
I spent a good part of the evening wondering what I should do. I was thinking divorce, but I really didn't know that Alice would cheat on me, but could I live with her given her "To hell with you Sam; I'm going" attitude? I'd had seven of what I thought were great years with her. The only bad was her constantly spending time with Sylvia whom I just could not stand. She was trash as far as I was concerned and Alice knew it.
One might ask why, if I knew so much as I did about the goings on at Sylvia's, I didn't just confront Alice? The answer to that was simple, at least to me. I HAD to know if Alice would cheat on me. If she was of a mind to cheat and I confronted her about Sylvia's parties and her stated desire to join in would she just pull back from Sylvia's parties and do it somewhere else? At a different time and place? I might never know if she did it some other time and place, but if she did do it at Sylvia's there were people I knew who would tell me. I still hadn't made up my mind on what I was going to do when I went to bed.
The ringing of the bedside phone woke me up and as I sat up I saw the time on the alarm clock and I wondered who would be calling me at one in the morning.
"Hello?"
"Hello asshole. Did I wake you up?"
"What do you want Sylvia?"
"Just calling to let you know your wife has finally found herself a real man."
"What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Just what I said. Alice has found herself a real man. A man who can give her what she really needs. Here; just listen" and I heard the sounds of people fucking. And then I heard:
"Oh God yes; fuck me, please fuck me."
The voice was the voice of my wife. I hung up the phone. Thirty seconds later it rang again and I knew who it would be so I picked up the handset and dropped it on the floor.
One of the good thing about living in an apartment is that you don't accumulate a lot of stuff because you have no place to put it. I had all that I wanted packed and out in the truck in just over an hour. I was in a motel by three and at the bank when the doors opened at nine. I cleaned out all the accounts and then drove over to my job, told Jake I was quitting without notice and why. He said he understood, cut me my final check, helped me load my tools, told me I could give him as a reference and wished me well.
My phone had been ringing since seven and all the calls were from Alice. I finally turned it off and made a mental note to get a new number. Then I changed my mind. I didn't know if Alice could get the new number out of our cell phone provider or not. I decided to pitch the phone in the trash can and buy a TracFone at Walmart. I didn't need to do anything with credit cards since Alice and I didn't have any joint cards. She had two in her name and I had three in mine.
By ten I was on the road to a destination I hadn't yet decided on. All I knew was that it had to be miles and miles away from Alice.
I finally landed up in Castle Rock, Colorado. I found a job in my field and settled in to start my new life.
If there was a divorce Alice would have to go for it. If went for it she would know where I was. After a year she could use abandonment as a reason. The only drawback to that is that I wouldn't ever know, but then it really didn't matter because I had no plans on ever getting married again.
The next two years went by and life was good. I had dated some and had a friend with benefits and now this.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"I know you heard me when I told you what would happen if you went on that date. You ignored me, left on that date and I did what I said I was going to do. How did you find me?"
"A very expensive private detective."
"Why did you bother?"
"You are my husband. The wither thou goest thing and that kind of stuff."
"How did you come up with the money to pay a very expensive private detective on a secretary's wages?"
"I sold the house."
"What house?"
"The one I was awarded in the suit."
I started to ask what suit and what house, but caught myself. It just didn't matter.
"Well you wasted your money and the time it took you to get here because we are done. You did just what I knew you were going to do when you walked out on me to go to that party and don't bother wasting your time trying to tell me nothing happened. You cunt of a best friend called me at one in the morning and then held the phone to where I could listen to what was going on. Your "Oh God yes; fuck me, please fuck me" came through loud and clear and said it all."
"She did that? I guess I should have fucked her up more than I did."
"You fucked her up? Your Best Friend Forever and you fucked her up?"
"I guess I need to tell you what happened since you weren't there to see or hear about it. I DID NOT go to that party to get screwed. It was the farthest thing from my mind. I guess maybe I did over dress for the party, but Sylvia asked me to. For some reason she didn't like Todd, or so she said, but she couldn't tell him not to come to the party because it was an open invitation to everyone in the office. She asked me to dress sexy and let him think he was going to get lucky. I like dressing up and so I did.
"Todd did take one look at me and think he was going to hit the jackpot that night. He stuck to me like he was glued to me; almost like he was afraid that if he wasn't near someone else might get me. It was a fun party and even though Todd hovered by I guess the other guys thought I looked hot that night and I did dance with several guys.
"Just as the party was breaking up I started feeling dizzy and light headed. Sylvia told me she thought I'd had too much to drink that night and she had me lie down in one of her spare bedrooms. I don't know how or when it started, but I slowly became aware that I was being made love to. I thought I was home in bed with you until I heard someone say "Hurry it up will you? I'm next." I looked around and saw Sylvia on the bed next to me being screwed by Todd and sucking Ben Grady's cock. I saw several other guys standing around naked one of them apparently the guy was supposed to be next.
"You know me Sam. You know how I get when we make love and start to have orgasms. I lose it; I become a fuck machine. I don't know how many did me before I passed out because all of the orgasms drained me. I woke up the next morning next to Bob Flanigan. He was leaning on an elbow looking at me. I saw the look on his face and asked:
"What?"
"Just never thought you would cheat on Sam. Glad that you did though. Hope to see more of you" and he reached to finger my pussy and I slapped his hand away, dressed and then drove to the hospital. I told them that I thought I had been given a date rape drug and had been raped. They did the testing and found traces of Rohypnol and Ecstacy in my blood and then they called the cops. While waiting for the police I tried calling you but got no answer. I found out why I couldn't reach you when I got home and found you gone.
"When the police talked to me I told them what I knew and what little I remembered. The first one they talked to was Flanigan and he told them he had no idea I was drugged and he thought nothing of taking me because that is what always happened at Sylvia's parties and I knew it and had even stood around and watched. He said he figured that I had finally decided to give it a try. He gave them the names of all the men he knew of who had done me that night.
"The police thought that Todd had to be part of what happened to me that night and when they leaned on him he rolled over and told them it was all Sylvia's doing. She just knew that I really wanted to join in so she decided to give me a push. She figured that once the drug wore off I'd still be into it and I'd love it and want to do it again. She was right about that. I did love it, but where she fucked up was she didn't pay any attention to the fact that I'd told her over and over again that I would not join in without you. You had to be on board with it or I wouldn't do it.
"Once I was done with the hospital and the police a policeman drove me home and I found out why I never got an answer when I tried calling you. I broke down and cried for two days and then I got an attorney and sued everyone who had been at that party and who had done me. Most of the suits were thrown out because they all said the same thing Flanigan had said, but the suits against Sylvia and Todd were valid because the two of them had conspired against me.
"I won my suits but Sylvia had nothing but her house so I was asked if I would settle for it. She still owed thirty thousand on it, but with what I got from Todd I was able to pay it off and then I sold it. Once I had the money from the sale of the house I hired the private detective and here I am."
"And you wasted your money on the PI and the time it took you to get here for what?"
"To get us back together. I love you and belong with you."
"You would have been smarted to have spent your money on an attorney to get you a divorce. You could have used abandonment as grounds."
"I don't want a divorce Sam."
"What you want or don't want doesn't matter to me anymore Alice."
"I didn't do it willingly Sam. I was drugged."
"But you did willingly walk out the door even though I told you if you walked out that door you were kissing your marriage goodbye. Well you ignored what I said and walked out that door. Again, the way I left should have told you that you would be wasting your time and money to get here."
"I have to be here if I'm going to put us back together."
"You aren't paying any more attention to what I'm saying now that you did on the evening you walked out on me. Pay attention Alice; I don't want you! You can't put us back together because I do not, emphasis on the do not, want to get back together with a woman who could do what you did."
"Damn it Sam! Can't you understand that I did not do it of my free will? I was drugged and raped!"
"You are the one not understanding things Alice. It isn't what happened at Sylvia's although I did expect it to happen and I warned you it was likely to happen. It is what you did before you walked out the door to go to Sylvia's. It was the total disrespect for me you showed before leaving for your date. Your "Don't be ridiculous Sam; this won't hurt us at all" as you walked out that door to go on a date with another man killed any "Us" that could have been. Now please leave. I need to get ready for dinner."
"I'm hungry. I'll eat with you and we can talk. I'm going to convince you that you are wrong when you say we can't put things back together."
Her words hadn't even faded before the front door opened and an extremely good looking blond walked in calling out "I'm home babe; what's for dinner." Then she saw Alice and asked:
"Who is this?"
"This is Alice. You've heard me speak of her a time or two. Alice this Beverly."
Beverly surprised Alice when she walked over to her, bent down, gave her a hug and said "Thank you for sending Sam to me" and then she turned to me and asked what was for dinner.
"I thought we would go out. I made reservations at Angelo's."
"I'll go change. Nice meeting you Alice. Maybe we can get together sometime and compare notes" and then she headed for the bedroom.
"You need to be leaving now Alice. I have to change for dinner."
"Does she know you are still married?"
"She does."
"You need to let her know I'm going to fight for you Sam."
"Get real Alice. For you to fight for me you would need to spend time with me and that just isn't going to happen. Get a divorce and find yourself another man. And when you do find him don't pull the shit on him that you pulled on me."
There were tears sliding down her cheeks when she said "Damn it Sam! Why can't you understand that I did not cheat on you? I was drugged!"
"So fucking what? You had to be there in order to be drugged and that is the point! I told you not to go! I told you when you opened the door to leave that if you left you were kissing your marriage goodbye. You ignored me! You left! Marriage over! Simple as that. Now please leave. I have a dinner date to get ready for."
"I'm not going to divorce you Sam and you need to let your girlfriend know that. She is never going to be able to marry you."
"She can't marry me. She's already married and in the same boat I'm in. Her husband won't give her a divorce and she won't waste the money trying to get one."
"I'll go, but I'm not going far. I can't get you back long distance so I'm moving here. I'm going to get you back."
"No you aren't Alice. I've already said this several times and you need to get it through your head that I mean it! I do not want you. Now go!"
She was crying, but she left.
Bev came into the room and she looked radiant.
"Why aren't you ready? Decide not to go?"
"No; just took longer to get rid of her that I thought."
"She gone for good?"
"Should be. I let her know in no uncertain terms that I wanted nothing to do with her."
"That's good because I do not intend to let you get away from me."
I smiled at that and said "Give me ten and I'll be ready to go."
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I was standing at the window looking down at the street four stories below when Shawna, my secretary, office manager, computer guru and all around everything opened my office door and told me there was a Mrs. Valerie Benson who wished to speak with me. I told her to send Mrs. Benson in and moved behind my desk.
Shawna ushered Mrs. Benson in and I offered her my hand, introduced myself and asked her to have a seat. I sat down at my desk and asked:
"What can I do for you Mrs. Benson?"
"I'm hoping you can find my husband for me."
"May I ask who referred you to me?"
"No one. I was leaving my attorney's office and I saw the sign on your door that said Davis Investigations and I assumed you were a private investigator."
As she said that I mentally patted myself on the back again for being smart enough to set up my business close to a law office. I got a lot of business from people leaving the attorney's office.
"Why do you need someone to find your husband?"
"I need to find him so I can divorce him."
"You don't need to find him for that. I'm sure your attorney told you that you can divorce him for abandonment after a year's absence."
"I can't wait a year. I need to get rid of him before September 19th."
"Why is the date critical?"
"I come into some money on September 20th and if I'm not rid of him by then he will end up getting half in the divorce and I don't want that cheating son of a bitch to get a dime of it. I'm told a divorce will take six months so that just gives me eight months to find him and get rid of him."
"You could save yourself some money by just going to the police and file a missing person's report and let them find him."
"My attorney told me it would be a waste of time. Since I'd kicked him out and told him I wanted nothing to do with him the police wouldn't even take a report let alone look for him."
"Perhaps you should fill me in on the situation."
"I caught the asshole cheating on me and I kicked his ass out of the house, changed the locks and bought myself a gun. I told him if he tried to get into the house I'd shoot him in the balls. The house was mine before we married so he had no legal rights to it and to get in. He could have gotten a court order to get into to get his things, but he didn't. He just left and I haven't seen nor heard from him in over six months. The attorney told me that if we can find him quickly and have him served and he doesn't fight the divorce it can all be over before I come in to the money. That gives me eight months to find him, serve him, and hope he doesn't fight it. I don't see why he would given that he has completely dropped out of sight and hasn't tried to contact me at all."
I asked her for a list of relatives, friends and acquaintances, where he worked and anything else she could tell me that night give me a starting point. She told me he had no living relatives, but she gave me what she could and then said:
"I don't know the name of the floozy he was cheating on me with, but I did get her license plate number."
She gave it to me and I asked her how she had found out her husband was cheating.
"I left work one day and I stopped at the CVC pharmacy on the way home. There is a motel across the street and I saw my husband's truck in the parking lot. After filling my prescription I parked where I could watch his truck. About an hour later he came out of room 111 with a blond. They kissed, got in their cars and left. When she pulled out of the lot she went right by me and I got a look at her plate number and I wrote it down. I knew when I confronted him that evening he would deny it and say I was imagining things so I was going to throw her description, the room number and her plate number in his face when he denied it."
I told her what my rates were and she gave me a retainer. After she left I gave Shawna all the information Mrs. Benson had given me and told her to work her magic on the computer to get me everything she could find on Thomas Benson.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I called on Thomas's employer and found out he didn't work there anymore.
"Don't know what happened, but one day he was a no call, no show and we haven't seen or heard from him since. Frankly, he wasn't very well liked and no one is sorry that he is gone."
Next I called on the list of names Mrs. Benson gave me and got pretty much what I'd gotten from his employer. He had dropped out of sight and no one cared enough to wonder why. Had to make me wonder how a man so disliked could hook up with someone to have an affair with.
I called a good friend of mine who was pretty high in rank at the police department. Actually he was my partner when I was on the force. I asked him if they had anything on Benson. He called me back and said they had nothing on a Thomas Benson other that a couple of traffic tickets.
Shawna had managed to find out he had used his credit cards to buy gas at three gas stations to the south of us, but other than that there had been no sign of the man.
After six days of killing time I let Mrs. Benson know that it appeared that her husband had headed south and the only thing south of where he had last used his credit card was Mexico and I wouldn't even try to find him in Mexico. I told her it would be damned near impossible given that no credit card purchases had been made in Mexico to give me a starting point. It might be possible, but the expense would be horrendous. I also pointed out that, at least to me, he didn't want to be found. She thanked me for my efforts, paid the rest of my bill and then left my office.
After six days of killing time? Oh yeah. I knew exactly where Thomas Benson was and I knew it even before Mrs. Benson walked into my office. I also knew that Mrs. Benson would never see or hear from Thomas Benson ever again.
How did I know these things? The blond that Mrs. Benson saw coming out of room 111 of the Red Roof Inn with her husband was my wife Lorna and I was also watching the motel when the couple came out of that room. Mr. Benson currently resided under the foundation of the house on 723 Wildflower Lane. Ten thousand to the friend of a friend of a friend of mine saw to that part of the problem. The same friend of a friend of a friend saw to it that the credit card trail would lead to Mexico in case the law ever got involved in Mr. Benson's disappearance.
As to the Lorna part of the problem? Nothing. As far as she knew I had no idea she was cheating on me with Benson and I needed it to stay that way. In the unlikely event of the law getting involved in Benson's disappearance and they found out from someone of Lorna's affair with Benson I needed to appear to be shocked at the information. I say in the unlikely event because Benson had been gone six months and no one seemed to care. Even Mrs. Benson hadn't cared until she needed to get divorced.
There was another reason why I didn't confront my wife over her dalliance with Benson. My wife came from money. Serious money! When she turned thirty she would come into a trust fund of a little over two and a half million dollars and she was seven months away. The best part? She didn't ask for a prenuptial agreement when we married. I didn't even find out about the trust fund until two years after we were married. When I found out my reaction was "So what? I've got Lorna and that's all that matters. For richer or poorer" is what I'd said in the marriage ceremony and I'd meant it. Even if we were poor I'd still have Lorna with me and that was all that mattered
At least until I found out she was cheating on me.
Once I found out she was cheating on me we were done as far being a married couple was concerned and yes I could be selective when it came to my wedding vows. I'd go for "Richer or poorer" and I'd be all in with "Sickness and health" and when it came to "For better or worse" I'd go along with most anything except for adultery. Adultery changed from "Death do you part" to "Divorce do you part."
Once divorce entered into things Lorna's trust fund became more important to me. I figured I could put up with the cheating bitch for the chunk of her trust fund I'd get in the divorce. However to get that chunk I'd have to hang in there with her until she came into the money and possibly a little after to make sure.
It wouldn't be all that hard of a thing to do. She was a good cook, kept a clean house and was pretty damned good in bed. All I had to do was pretend to be a loving husband for seven or eight more months and I was pretty sure I could manage that. Of course I would have to see that she didn't become involved with anyone else during that period who she might decide to leave me for. I had no idea if Benson was just a fling or it was something more serious, but once I found out about him I made the decision that he had to go.
It did seem that maybe I had rushed to judgement on poor Mr. Benson because Lorna showed absolutely no sign of missing her lover. She was still doing her best to reduce me to ruin in the bedroom three and four times a week, but she was doing that even when she was with Benson.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After Benson I decided I needed to become proactive where Lorna was concerned. I had no idea if Benson was the first or just the latest and I'd found out about him by accident. I was on the job and actually watching room 113 at the Red Roof and waiting to take pictures of my client's wife and her lover when Lorna and Benson came out of room 111.
Since then I have paid very close attention to my wife's comings and goings. I could pretty much account for Lorna's evenings and weekends so her playing had to be during the day and it wasn't lost on me that I'd caught Lorna and Benson while she was on her lunch hour. Checking I'd found out that while Lorna and Benson didn't work for the same company they did work in the same building. The building had a lounge right next door and Lorna did stop there one night a week after work for drinks with her coworkers. I surmised that is where she and Benson first hooked up.
I subscribed to the axiom that "Once a cheater always a cheater" and I fully expected Lorna to cheat again and since finding out about Benson I really didn't care if she did. Once I found out about Benson our marriage was toast. All I really cared about was that it didn't become more than a fling. I didn't want Lorna leaving me for someone else before coming into her trust. In fact I wanted her to cheat so I would have grounds to sue her for divorce, but not until after she came into her money.
We lived in a state where no fault divorce held sway and I didn't have to have evidence of her cheating for the courts, but I wanted it for when I confronted Lorna, told her I was divorcing her and then showed her why.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Because of my occupation I wasn't nailed down to an office so I could easily position myself where I could watch Lorna's building a half hour before her lunch hour. The building had a cafeteria in the basement so if Lorna didn't leave the building within twenty minutes from the start of her lunch hour I figured that I could safely assume she was eating in.
Even if I was on a case I could almost always break away from it for the time necessary to watch Lorna's building. It was three months after finding her with Benson that she left the building at eleven fifty-five, got in her car and drove to the Red Roof Inn. She pulled into the lot and parked next to a late model Escalade. A man got out, they kissed and then went into room 109. They were the room for forty-five minutes and then they came out, got in their cars and left. I got pictures of them going in and coming out and then I followed the Escalade and surprise surprise it went back to the parking lot at the same building Lorna worked in.
I took he plate number and using one of my contacts at the police department I found out the car was registered to a William Dodman who lived at 4880 Apple Tree Place. I drove over to the address and found it to be a fairly large house on a good sized lot. From another contact, this one at the city/county building got me the information that the owners of record were a William and Mellissa Dodman.
Over dinner that night I hit Lorna with a question and I thought I saw a touch of worry cross her face when I asked:
"Give me a woman's perspective on something. Why does a woman cheat on her husband? Why doesn't she just divorce him and then move on with the other guy?"
"What brings this up?"
"A case I'm working on. A client suspected his wife was cheating on him and he hired me to find out for sure. Turns out he was right."
"I don't know; it could be for any number of reasons. Maybe she was getting even with him for something he did or she thought he did. Maybe she didn't love him anymore. Could be he couldn't get the job done in the bedroom and while she still loved him she needed the sexual relief a lover could give her. What did the client do when he found out?"
"I don't know, but if it were me I'd kick her ass to the curb in a heartbeat."
The next morning I turned Shawna loose on Mellissa Dodman and she found out Mellissa was a real estate broker with the Gary Agency. I had Shawna pull up the agencies listings and then I called Mellissa at the number Shawna got for me. I told Mrs. Dodman that I was interested in the property located at 941 Nucla and she agreed to meet me there.
The photos that Shawna had pulled up did not do Mellissa justice. The woman was a stone fox. Unless the woman was like an ice cube in the bedroom I could not understand her husband stepping out on her.
We introduced ourselves and then went inside the house and after a walk thru Mellissa said "You aren't really here to look at the house. I'm going to guess what you really want is to discuss what is going on between your wife and my husband."
She laughed at the expression that came over my face.
"How could you know that?"
"The private detective I had on Billy recognized you as you were following your wife and he let me know. I guess the next question is why you needed to arrange our meeting?"
"Since you know who I am I may as well lay it all out for you. I wanted to see if I could get a feel for what kind of person you were. In short, would you be the kind of woman your husband would walk away from and go after my wife. I'm trying to determine if Lorna is just having a fling or is it something more serious."
"He won't be walking away from me; crawling is more likely. Billy is fully aware of my stance on fidelity. One and done is the phrase I hear used most often. Sounds like you are thinking of keeping the slut."
"No; she's history, but I need at least five more months before I cut her loose. I need some time to take care of some things before I hit her with divorce papers. Any way you could see your way clear to let hubby slide for five months?"
"There might be. Depends on you."
"Depends on me?"
"Are you up for some revenge sex?"
"What do you have in mind?"
"The couch in the den is a pullout sofa bed. Quick and dirty and I'll give you at least three months."
I'd never cheated on Lorna, but given what she'd been doing I didn't owe her fidelity so I said "It isn't something I would normally do, but I really do need to stall things with Lorna, but I do have to ask you why me? You are hot and I know you know it. You could walk into any lounge in town and have your pick of any man there."
"Yes, but they wouldn't be the husband of the wife my husband is fucking. Yes or no?"
Yes. I need all the time I can buy."
"Okay then; it is off to the den and the pull out bed."
I followed her into the den, helped her pull out the sofa bed and then she hoisted her skirt and took off her panties. As she got on the bed she said:
"Your pants have to go. I don't want my hairs getting caught in your zipper. I kicked off my loafers, dropped my trousers and boxers and then got on the sofa bed with her. She was waiting, legs spread wide and I moved between them, lined myself up and started pushing in. Three strokes and I was all the way in.
She might have been a hot looking woman, but she laid there looking up at me and it was like I imagined fucking a blowup doll would be like. No wonder her husband fooled around on her. I hammered away, got my nut and then I pulled out and got of the bed. As I was pulling my pants on she said:
"Would you like to know why you wife fucks around on you?"
As I tightened my belt I said "Tell me."
"You climb on, go bam bam, get your rocks off and then pull out and get off the bed. Women need more than that. Billy might be an asshole, but he's pretty good in the sack."
"Whoa up there little lady (I heard John Wayne say that in a movie once and I thought it was cool). You were the one who said quick and dirty so that is what I gave you" I said as I dropped my pants back on the floor.
I climbed back on the bed and she asked "What are you doing?"
I didn't say anything; I just lowered my head to her pussy."
"Don't do that! It's not clean. I've got your stuff in me."
"As long as it's only mine" I said before I started eating her pussy. It didn't take long before her protests stopped and her hands gripped my head and held it in place as though she thought I might quit and leave.
I kept at it until she had an orgasm and then I moved up and worked on her tits for a bit and then I slowly kissed my way down her body and gave her clit another lick or two. By then I was up again and I moved up until my cock was lined up with her slit and then I slowly eased my way in. I moved around until my cock touched her clit and then I slowly fucked her through two orgasms until I felt the need and then I drove hard until I had my climax.
I waited until I was soft again before pulling out and getting up. As she sat up she said "I could probably see my way clear to hold off on Billy for as long as you need if we could maybe do this a couple more times."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was more than a couple. It was once or twice a week until two months after Lorna came into her trust. During that time Lorna dropped Billy and went through two more lovers before I finally dropped the bomb on her.
I had her served where she worked. Only fair since that is where she hooked up with all her lovers. I made sure she was served before lunch hoping it would fuck up her nooner for the day. I wasn't surprised when I got the phone call.
"What the hell is with this divorce shit?"
"It is what one does when he finds out his wife is cheating on him."
"Bullshit! I've never cheated on you. We will discuss this shit when I get home."
"That might be a little difficult since I won't be there."
"Why not?"
"Do you not understand what a divorce is? It ends the relationship between two people. I've moved out."
"How can we talk and straighten this out if you aren't home?"
"Nothing to talk about Lorna. You cheated, I found out and we are done. Goodbye Lorna."
I hung up the phone and told Shawna not to put any calls from Lorna thru to me. That evening I checked into a motel where I'd stay until I could find an apartment.
I should have known it wouldn't be that easy. The next morning Lorna came rushing into my office ignoring Shawna's "You can't go in there." She sat down on the chair opposite me and said:
"Now what is with this divorce and cheat nonsense?"
"Well the first thing you should know is that the 'offense is the best defense ' thing does not work in all situations. This is one of those situations where it will not work. Deny it as vehemently as you want, but I have ample evidence that you cheated on me not just once, but five times that I know of. You might remember the night I asked you if you could give me some idea of why wives cheated on their husbands. That was the day I was across the street from the Red Roof Inn, camera in hand, ready to take pictures of my clients wife when she and her lover came out of room 113. Imagine my surprise when I saw my wife and Thomas Benson come out of room 111."



I saw her belligerence fade as she realized she'd been caught. She sat there looking at me for several seconds and then said:
"That was months ago. Why didn't you bring it up then?"
I lied and said "I had hoped it was just a onetime fling. I even let you know that evening how I felt about cheating. Remember? You asked what the client did about his cheating wife and I told you I didn't know, but if were me I'd put the bitch out on the curb with the rest of the garbage."
"But you didn't so why now?"
"I love you Lorna. I hoped it was a onetime thing and I could get by it, but it wasn't a onetime thing was it? Once I found out about Benson I started keeping an eye on you. Following Benson there was William Dodman and following him there was Tim Martin. Following him there was Mike Newson, followed by Ray Tillman. And those five are the only ones I know about. By then I realized you were a serial cheater and I couldn't live with it so I filed for divorce. You can show yourself out."
"This isn't over Brian. We will talk when you get home tonight" and she got up and left.
I didn't have anything going at the time so I went home and packed a couple of bags. I was going to try and stay in the house and let Lorna leave, but I doubted she would go so I made sure I was ready to leave.
She got home at a quarter to six and found me at the kitchen table drinking a beer and working the Times crossword puzzle. She sat down opposite me and went right at it.
"We are not getting a divorce. Okay, I admit I've been bad, but I love you and I'm not letting you go. What I've been doing hasn't hurt us at all and it is only your male ego having you file. What's more is that I know you still love me."
"I do, but I can't live with what you have done so why don't you pack and leave?"
"I'm not leaving and you need to call your attorney and have him stop the divorce because I'm not giving you one."
"You have no choice in the matter Lorna."
"Of course I do. I love you Brian and I'm not letting you go!"
"If you love me so much why have you been fucking with my life?"
"How do you figure that?"
"Sooner or later your bouncing from man to man is going to give you a social disease which you in turn will give to me. Some of them can be cured, but some like AIDs can't be."
"That's nonsense Brian. None of the guys I've been with are the type to pick up a disease."
"Get serious woman! All five I know of are married if they are cheating on their wives with you they are probably cheating on them with other women too."
I got up and headed for the bedroom and she said "Where are you going? We need to talk about this."
"I've had my say Lorna and now I need to pack. If you won't leave then I'll have to."
"Damn it Brian! We can't put this behind us if we don't talk."
I ignored her and kept on to the bedroom. I had already figured she would refuse to go so I was already packed and I had already taken a room at the Marriott. As I headed for the front door with my bags Lorna was still yelling:
"Damn it Brian; get back her and talk to me."
Once I got to the Marriott I called Mellissa and told her I'd served Lorna and she could go after her husband.
"How did she take it?"
"Not well. I'm afraid she is going to fight it. She can drag it out, but she can't stop it."
I told her how the conversation had gone and then she told me she'd had the same thoughts about her hubby and had gotten herself tested.
"You should be happy to hear I tested clean and I haven't had sex with Billy since I went for the test. Where are you now?"
I told her I'd taken a room at the Marriott and she asked me for the room number. I gave it to her and she told me she could be there in twenty minutes.
"What about hubby?"
"Fuck him; he's history. I've already seen an attorney and the papers are ready. She is waiting on me to give her a call and tell her when and where I want him served. I'll call her in the morning and tell her to do it. See you in twenty."
It was actually thirty-five, but who was counting. It was an exhausting night and for the first time we woke up together in the morning. When she left she told me she would give me a call and let me know when she could see me again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I spent the next two days finding an apartment and moving in. The same day I moved in I got a call from my attorney. Lorna had gotten an attorney and she was fighting the divorce. I'd known it was likely so I just shrugged it off. She could slow it down, but as long as I stuck to my guns it would happen.
Her first challenge was the asset split. She wanted her trust to be exempt. My attorney countered that the law in no fault was specific in that everything acquired during the marriage be split fifty-fifty. She came into the money during the marriage and in the absence of a prenuptial agreement it was part of the acquired assets.
Next she demanded counselling and I told my attorney no way. He said the judge could order it and my reply was that he might not so we should just wait and see. Everything that Lorna objected to I refused to go along with.
Eventually we ended up in front of a judge and the judge did indeed order counselling. A minimum of ten sessions. He also ruled that Lorna's trust was exempt from the asset split and that really pissed me off, but there was nothing I could do about it. I did come out ahead in that he ruled I didn't have to pay alimony because her job and the trust put her significantly ahead of me financially.
The first counselling session was a joint one during which Lorna spoke her piece which basically boiled down to she made some mistakes, but she loved me and she just knew we could work things out and get by it. My piece was simple. She cheated on me multiple times and I wanted nothing more to do with her.
Then the councilor wanted one on one sessions with each of us. Lorna went first and when it was my turn I shut the councilor down as soon as the meeting started by stating I would not have anything to do with Lorna and no matter what he said or asked I simply repeated that I would have nothing to do with Lorna. For the next three joint sessions I just sat there with my arms folded across my chest and repeated over and over "I will have nothing to do with Lorna."
Just as my response was always the same so was Lorna's. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you. I love you. Please let me prove it to you."
It was after the seventh joint session that things changed. We left the meeting and in the parking lot Lorna came up to me as I was getting into my truck.
"I know you were upset when the judge ruled you couldn't get any part of my trust. If I gave you two thirds of it and then signed a postnuptial agreement that I would forfeit the last third if I ever cheated again would you drop the divorce and come home to me?"
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am. I'm trying to find a way to show you that I really do love you and want you back in my life."
I would like to be able to say that I said I would think about it and get back to her by the next session, but I can't. I did a quick mental calculation and came up with two thirds of her trust would be roughly one point seven million and then said:
"If you can get that to me in a legally enforceable document I will drop the divorce."
"And come home to me?"
"Yes, I will come home to you."
"You going to follow me home?"
"No. Frankly, I didn't expect this and I have plans for the evening. I'm going to have to make some calls and then let my landlord know I'm giving up my apartment. Then there is the little matter of trust. I don't have all that much in you. I'm going to want to see you follow through on what you have promised."
"You don't trust me?"
"I trusted you when we took our wows and how did that work out? The forsaking all others thing?
"It may take a couple of days."
"Given how long it has been since I moved out a couple more days isn't going to matter."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I called Mellissa and brought her up to date on things and told her I had a couple of days before I had to go back to being a loving husband and asked her if she would like to spend some of that time with me. She did and then she did and it was exhausting.
It took Lorna four days to make everything happen and Mellissa spent all four of those days with me. We did talk some during that time and she told me William was fighting the divorce and she might have to drop it because she couldn't afford to pay an attorney for a year or so. I told her not to sweat it.
I just came into some money and I'll give you what you need to make the divorce happen."
"You trying to buy your way into my pants?"
"Actually I'm buying my way out of your pants. Once I go home to Lorna I'll be back in loving husband mode."
"For how long?"
"What?"
"Foe how long? You know what they say. "Once a cheater, always a cheater."
"That's your answer. Until she cheats again."
"When it happens if I'm not in a relationship give me a call."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I moved back home and Lorna's welcome home damned near killed me. It has been three years now and I keep a close eye on her and she hasn't strayed.
I never did ask her why she stepped out on me in the first place. Was I curious? Hell yes, but did I want the hit my ego might take and the thoughts it would put in my mind for me to carry around for the rest of my life? Not only no, but hell no!
It is enough for me to know that the woman really loves me. Enough to give me almost two million dollars just to keep me with her.
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I usually get home from work before Tina so I had plenty of time to get ready. Of course once I was ready I had to kill a little time until she got home. Once I heard the garage door start to open I took one last look at myself in the bathroom mirror, straightened my tie and then headed down the stairs.
I couldn't have asked for a better set up. Tina was at the bottom of the stairs looking up at me as I came down. She took in the suit and tie and said:
"I didn't know we were going out tonight."
"We aren't."
"If we aren't going out why are you dressed up?"
"Because I'm going out."
"What's going on here Billy?"
"I have a date. I'd love to chat, but I'm running late. I'm not sure what time I'll be home so don't wait up."
"You have a date? With who?"
By then I was at the front door and as I opened it I heard "Just a god damned minute William! We have to ta..." and I went out and closed the door before I could hear the rest of what she said. Fortunately Silverado extended cab truck wouldn't fit in the garage which cut down on the time she could get to me. Also I guess the shock of things caught her off guard enough to slow her down some as I was already in the truck with the motor running by the time she came out the door yelling:
"God damn it Billy; get your ass back here!"
I just smile as I backed down the drive, turned left and pointed the truck toward the condo where my date for the evening lived. I guess a little back story here is in order.
I met Tina Marie Clauson during my senior year at Metro State. I was a Business Management major and the class was Management Decision Analysis. The class was full and the only empty seat was next to me. The instructor walked in followed by a girl who headed for the only empty seat.
I know that most people (ones that I knew anyway) think that love at first sight is just a figure of speech and there ain't no such animal, but my first look at the girl had me thinking "She's the one." I hadn't even spoken my first word to her and I was already wondering if I had enough money to get her an engagement ring.
She sat down, looked at me and said "Good morning." It is now I thought, but before I could reply Bivens called the class to order. I don't think I heard half of what he said during that class because the raven haired beauty sitting next to me had almost all of my attention.
When the class let out I was right behind the girl and from Bivens rollcall I knew her name was Tina. Once out in the hall I tapped her on the shoulder to get her attention and when she turned to me I said:
"Hi. I'm Bill Dalton. I know this should take place under more romantic circumstances, but I don't want to waste a lot of time. Will you marry me?"
She laughed and said "I don't know yet if I will or if I won't, but I might, just might mind you, agree to a date if properly asked."
"Are you free this evening?"
"It just so happens that I am."
"Would you like to have dinner with me this evening?"
"I think that I'd like that."
We found out we both had classes that let out at eleven forty-five and we agreed to meet in the student cafeteria for lunch. Over lunch I found out the reason I'd never seen her before on campus was she had gone to a community college and this was her first term at Metro. We swapped information and I found out she was an only child and both of her parents worked. She was an Accounting major and her goal was to become a CPA, her favorite color was blue and she liked almost all music except rap noise. She refused to call it music.
She found out I was also an only child and a Business Management major to prepare me for taking over the family business when my father finally decided to retire. I had no color preference and I agreed with her about rap. We arranged for me to pick her up at six and then we headed off to our afternoon classes.
Our date went well although she did laugh at me a lot. Mostly I suppose because she wasn't taking me serious when I asked the size of her finger and what she would like in the way of an engagement ring. I asked what she would like in the way of a wedding and did we have to wait until after we both graduated to tie the knot.
As I drove her home I told her I was dead serious. "When I first saw you I knew without a doubt that you are the one I'm supposed to be with. Face it; the fates, karma or whoever is in charge saw to it that you would take the same class I was taking and that the only empty chair in the room would be next to me. We are meant to be and you need to accept it."
"You are being silly. We hardly know each other."
"That's why we need to keep dating so you can learn all there is to know about me. I've already told my parents that I've met their future daughter in law and they can't wait to meet you. How about we have dinner with them this coming Friday?"
"I don't think so. You are moving a little too fast for me."
"That's because I know we are meant to be and I want to get on with our lives together."
"Well you might be sure, but I'm not and until I get to know you one hell of a lot better I'm not committing to anything. You are cute and I like your going after what you want attitude, but I'm not a rush into it sort of person. I'm going to want to see what else is out there before making any major decisions."
I was unhappy at hearing that, but I knew, just absolutely knew that we were meant to be so I was going to hang in there.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next three months maybe every third time I would ask Tina out she told me sorry, but she already had a date for that day or evening. As the Christmas holidays approached I decided to drop things where Tina was concerned until after the first of the year. I hadn't lost interest, it was more along the lines of self-preservation. I knew Tina dated other guys, but I'd never seen her with another guy and I damned sure didn't want to.
My thinking was that if I asked her to go to say Joe's party with me and she said that she already had a date for that night I could go to the party stag, but she would avoid the party knowing I'd be there. Was that an example of fuzzy thinking? Hell no, that was an example of stupid thinking. Like she wouldn't go to the party anyway A college student with a 3.78 GPA and I was that stupid?
There was a party at my fraternity house and I asked Tina to go with me and she told me she already had a date for that night. I went stag and forty minutes into the party Tina came in with Jake Cohorn. It was bad enough seeing her on the arm of someone else, but Jake Cohorn? You could not find a more obnoxious asshole if you searched the whole world over. I couldn't take it. I had to leave five minutes after they got there. I saw Tina looking at me as I left. I decided to just skip all of the holiday parties for the rest of the year.
That didn't work out either.
My Uncle Paul and Aunt Peggy came to visit and they had my cousin Rachel with them. I got talked into taking Rachel to a party at my frat house. I didn't want to; I really, really didn't want to, but how are you supposed to resist the pressure put on you by your mom and dad and your aunt and uncle?
On the way to the party Rachel asked me why I was so reluctant. "Are you ashamed to be seen with me?"
"Good Lord no. You are seriously hot and you know it."
Then I told her what the situation was.
"So if she's there point her out to me. She doesn't know I'm your cousin so I'll hang all over you and see if we can't make her jealous."
"I doubt she'll even give a damn."
"Won't hurt to try."
Wouldn't you just know it? Not only was Tina at the party, but she was looking straight at us as we walked into the room. Rachel heard my sharp intake of breath and she figured it out.
"Where is she?"
"Straight ahead, next to the wall in the blue dress."
Rachel looked at me and gave me a dazzling smile and tightened her grip on my arm. Ignoring Tina I introduced Rachel to my frat brothers and their dates. Maybe twenty minutes after we arrived Tina came up to us and said:
"Hi Bill; introduce me to your friend."
I introduced them to each other and then Tina stunned me when she asked Rachel "Are you trying to steal my man?"
Rachel laughed and said "If he was your man honey he would be here with you instead of me. Come on sweetie; show me around" and she pulled us away from Tina.
It was a fun party and we had a good time. Rachel attracted a lot of attention. A few of my frat brothers, knowing of the way I felt about Tina, asked me if I had anything going with Rachel and I told them no and that she was just a date for the party. In effect what I did was give them permission to ask her out.
Just before we left I had to go to the bathroom and when I came out I found Tina waiting for me.
"I meant it you know."
"Meant what?"
"That you are my man. If you had asked me I would be at this party with you."
"I didn't ask you because the last three times I asked you out you turned me down because you already had a date. I got tired of hearing no so I've stopped asking. Excuse me, but I need to go find my date" and I walked away from her.
On the way home Rachel said "Your frat brothers are a bunch of back stabbing assholes."
"Why is that?"
"Even though I was your date they kept hitting on me."
"They aren't assholes. They know how hung up I am on Tina and they asked me if I had anything going with you and when I said no they asked me if I would mind if they tried their luck and I told them to have at it."
"I wish I would have known that. There are a couple I would have said yes to."
I hung a U-turn and she asked me what I was doing. "Getting you back to the party to see if those couple are still there."
Once there I turned her loose and went down to the game room and played pool until she came and got me and said she was ready to go (one of those she would have said yes to was Ed Catron and they ended up getting married).
The next morning I got a call from Tina asking me if I would meet her for lunch at the Village Inn. Curiosity made me say yes. She was already there and seated in a booth when I arrived. I took the seat across from her and before I could say a word Tina said:
"I know what I want for Christmas."
"What?"
"An engagement ring. You once asked me what my ring size was. I don't know, but when we leave here we can Go to Zales and find out."
"Not wanting to look a gift horse in the mouth, but why the sudden change?"
"I've dated enough guys to be able to compare and you come out on top."
"Seriously?"
"That and the stunt you pulled with your cousin woke me up to the fact that I might lose you to someone else."
"How did you know she was my cousin?"
"She told me."
"She told you? How did that come about?
"She noticed me casting nervous glances your way and figured that I was upset seeing you there with her so she came up to me and told me not to worry, that she was your cousin and not someone trying to steal my man."
"Just to clear things up it was not a stunt I pulled" and I explained my reluctance to even go to the party because I might see her there with a date and how everybody pushed me into taking Rachel to the party.
"Whatever; it was effective."
Indeed it was effective. Six weeks after I graduated we were married. Tina still had a year to go to get her degree and I wanted to wait until she graduated, but she didn't want to wait and she insisted and I gave in. I wanted a simple civil ceremony, but both our parents wouldn't hear of it so we ended up having a full blown wedding and the next seven years were some of the happiest of my life.
******************************
Tina and I were still behaving like we were still on our honeymoon and then a snake slithered into our garden. His name was Darin Goodman. He had transferred into Tina's office from the company's Cleveland office. He decided he wanted Tina and he went after her. Maybe it was the Seven Year Itch thing, but whatever it was Tina was receptive to his advances.
At first it was lunches together and then it was stopping after work for drinks. What Tina had forgotten was that Hal Thomas, one of my frat brothers, worked in the same place she did and since she didn't seem to care whether her co-workers knew what she was doing or not Hal was able to find out quite a bit about her actions. Hal gave me a call and brought me up to speed on what Tina was doing.
I asked him to keep me up to date as much as possible. So far the consensus was that things hadn't progressed past the hand holding stage and kissing. The lunches weren't long enough for anything to have happened and after some drinks and dancing when they stopped with the crew after work they didn't leave together. When I added all that up and added in the fact that she was never too late in getting home I figured that Goodman hadn't yet managed to get her in bed.
That afternoon I'd gotten a call from Hal. He'd heard them talking about going out on a date Saturday and from some of what he heard they intended to end the date in a hotel room. One of the things he heard Tina say was she was going to come home and hit me with it. Straight out tell me that she was going to date another man.
I told dad I needed to leave a little early to take care of a personal problem. On the way out I stopped in Accounting and asked Angela Harding for a favor.
"Whatcha need Billy baby?"
"I need a date for dinner and dancing tonight."
"Whoa! Mr. Straight Arrow stepping out on the wifey. Stop the presses!"
I explained the situation to Angie and she was shocked that Tina would do something like that. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that Angie wouldn't jump at the chance to go out with me. At the first company Christmas party I'd taken Tina to I'd found out that Tina and Angie knew each other and that there was bad blood between them and knowing that I was going to make sure that that Tina heard all about the date had Angie jumping at the deal.
When I picked Angie up I mentally cussed myself out for not doing things differently. I should have waited for Tina to cheat with Goodman then I would be justified (in my mind anyway) in having revenge sex with Angie. I'd always known she was a good looking girl, but in her little black dress and heels she was seriously hot!
She smiled and said "Thank you."
"For what?"
"For the compliment your eyes just paid me."
I'm not sure but I think I blushed. I offered her my arm and we headed for my truck.
We had dinner at Duke's Steak House and after eating we went to the Alhambra Lounge for dancing. I picked both of those places because Tina had good friends who worked at them and I was sure that one or more of them would be on the phone to Tina before I got home.
During the slow dances Angie plastered herself against me and she just smiled as she pushed against my erection. She was enjoying the hell out of things knowing that she was lighting me up and Tina was going to find out about it. It was obvious to me that Angie fully intended to get me on her bed before the night was over and not because of my manly charms, but because she would no doubt let Tina know about it. And while Angie just knew she had me locked in I was just as sure that it wasn't going to happen. Did I want it to happen? Hell yes I did, but it just wasn't in me to cheat on my wife.
I walked her to her front door and thanked her for a great time. She grabbed my head and laid one hell of a hot kiss on me and then invited me in. I think I shocked her when I said no.
"We both know what would happen if I did it and that's not what this night as all about. I told you up front what the deal was and you agreed to help me pull it off. Don't think for one second that I don't want to come in because we both know that I really want to. Thank you for helping me."
I kissed her cheek, turned and walked back to my truck. I drove to the Waffle House and drank coffee and read the newspaper until four and then I went home.
I got home at four-twenty in the morning and I expected Tina to be in bed sleeping when I got there, but that wasn't the case. She was up, sitting on the living room couch and reading a book when I walked in. I just smiled at her and walked by her and went upstairs to our bedroom. I took my suit coat off and was putting it on a hanger when Tina walked into the room.
"I can smell her perfume on you. Who is she?"
"I would have thought at least one of your friends would have called you by now and clued you in."
"Two did, but they didn't know the bitch."
"You know her. Angela Harding."
"That pig? You tossed your marriage in the dumpster for that pig?"
"Oh come on Tina; no need to get all dramatic over things. Tell me something? How did you feel when I walked out the door? Tell me Tina; I really do want to know."
She just stared at me. Her rage was evident on her face, but she was somehow containing it.
"Were you maybe asking yourself why I was going out with another woman? Asking yourself why you weren't woman enough for me? Asking yourself how you had failed me? What had you done that drove me away from you?"
She finally reached the point where she couldn't hold it in any longer.
"How could you? Seven years! Seven of what I thought were damned good years and you threw it all away for a roll in the hay with that slut!"
I smiled at her and said "Keep going; you are on a roll now."
"What the hell is wrong with you William? You are treating this like it is some kind of joke."
"Well I am finding some humor in the situation. Let me see if I've got this straight. You are pissed that I went out on a date with another woman. So pissed in fact that you are thinking about divorce. That about right?"
She was shaking her head in disbelief at my attitude.
"And another question for you. What is it that makes Angie a slut?"
"Well duh! What else would you call a woman who goes out with a married man?"
"That brings up another question. What would you call a married woman who goes out with a man not her husband?"
"A slut! An unfaithful slut!"
"Thanks for clearing that up for me. I wasn't quite sure of what I should call you."
"You are inferring I'm a slut?"
"Just calling them like I see them."
"You fucking asshole! How dare you call me a slut!"
"Hey! Back off! I'm only calling you what you just said you were. A married woman dating a man other than her husband. You are a married woman and you are dating Darin Goodman. Ergo you are, in your own words, a slut."
Her face paled and I could see "How much does he know" written all over her face. I smiled and said "Here's something for you to think about. Take how you felt when I walked out of here last evening and roll it around in your mind until you see the other side of it. That's how you intended to make me feel when you go out on your date with Goodman tonight. You know, the date that supposed to end up in a motel room? There is one thing that puzzles me though. I can't seem to remember what I did that made you think I would stand still for it when you told me you were going to date another man. I can't for the life of me remember what I did that made you think I would be wimp enough to say:
"Yes dear. Have a good time."
"I would have thought you knew me well enough to know that when Goodman arrived to pick you up I would stomp the shit out of him. Of course now that won't happen because you will no doubt call him and tell him not to pick you up and that you will meet him some place. Whatever; it's been a long night and I need to get some sleep."
I left her standing there looking shell shocked and went to the guest bedroom and went to bed. I half expected her to follow me and want to talk, but she didn't.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I woke up and went downstairs she was sleeping on the couch. Why on the couch instead of our bedroom I wasn't about to ask.



I went in the kitchen and then quietly, so as to not wake her up, I made a pot of coffee. When I was done I poured a cup, went out onto the patio, drank my coffee and thought about what to do next. Divorce? Maybe, but it was a final option. I did love the silly bitch and I really didn't want to let her go. Love or not, if she had already screwed Goodman, she would be history, but from everything Hal had found out it sure appeared that she hadn't. What to do, what to do? In the end I guessed it was going to be up to Tina. If she didn't want to stay with me there really wasn't anything I could do about it. If she kept her date with Goodman she would be telling me goodbye.
I'd been out there about ten minutes when she came out, cup of coffee in hand, and sat down opposite me. She took a sip and then said:
"What would you like for dinner tonight?"
"I don't feel much like cooking so I'll probably go out to some place."
"No; I'm asking what you would like me to fix you for dinner."
"I thought you had a hot date for tonight."
"Not anymore."
I looked up from my coffee and she said "I got a wakeup call earlier this morning. I woke up to the fact that I was about to throw away a pretty damned good marriage to a great guy for a fling with a guy who couldn't hold a candle to my husband. There is really no excuse for my actions. I let a bunch of compliments and flattery turn my head.
"I got the same compliments and flattery from my husband, but somewhere along the line I decided he was only doing it because he had to; it was in his job description. Coming from someone else it was an affirmation that I was still a desirable woman. Fortunately for me, at least I hope it is, all that ever happened was some kissing and handholding. Now, because of my stupidity. I'm going to have to work extra hard to convince a suspicious and doubting husband that I've pulled my head out of my ass."
"Well I'm not going to say you have an impossible task in front of you, but I will say that you have your work cut out for you."
"Then I'd better get started on it. Would you like to come back inside and work up an appetite before I take you out for breakfast?"
"I would" I said as I got up to follow her into the house. It was a good sign I thought. Apparently she did want to stay with me. We just might make it after all.
Wish me luck.
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We were sitting at the dining room Table. We had just finished dinner when she sprung it on me.
"John Carter asked me to have dinner with him tomorrow. He's been real upset since his mother died and I thought a night of dinner and dancing might cheer him up."
I looked at her stunned.
"What the hell Darlene! Have you lost your mind?"
"Oh don't be so dramatic Bill. It isn't going to hurt us. I love you and you know it. I'm never going to leave you."
"Some love! You love me so much that you are going to date another man. I'm telling you straight out Darlene I won't stand for it. You do it and we are as good as done."
"Horse hockey Bill. You aren't going to throw away a twenty year marriage over my going out on a simple date. It doesn't mean anything. All John wants is a dinner companion for the evening."
"Bull shit Dar! He knows you're married and the only reason John Carter wants you as his date is so he can get in your panties before the night is over."
"You have so little faith in me that you think I'd let that happen?"
"It isn't a matter of faith Dar. There are seven single women where you work, but he asks the married one to be his date for dinner? The asshole wants to add you to his list of conquests and he will do it by hook or by crook. I'm not going to mention her name, but at your last company Christmas party one of your single co-workers warned me to never let you be alone with John.
"According to her you are the only woman in the office he hasn't bedded and his ego demands he make a clean sweep. You know it. I know you and the girls you work with talk about John and his activities when you stop after work for drinks. I know this because m source told me.
"What I think is going on here is a combination of John's need to nail the only women in the office he hasn't had and your being upset that John didn't think you were desirable enough to go after long before now. He is determined to get you and you are determined to show him he should have come after you before getting all the single girls.
"My source also told me that two of the girls John scored think he used a date rape in order to get them. They can't prove it, but they think he did and I know that you know it because my source tells me it is talked about when you girls get together. Knowing that and you are going to go on a date with him? The problem here is that I don't own you and you are free to do whatever you want, but believe me when I say there will be consequences if you go through with it. Dire consequences."
"You are doing your usual Bill; over thinking things and looking for the bad side. This won't hurt us at all. There will probably even be a big benefit for you. I know he will try and having a young man after me will charge me up and I will come home and rock your world."
"I've said my piece. You do what you want. Just make sure that before you do that you can handle the consequences."
I got up and left the room and went into the spare bedroom that I had turned into a combination home office and den. I sat down at my desk and stared at the wall in front of me. After twenty three years with Darlene, twenty one of them married, I thought I knew all there was to know about Darlene, but apparently I was wrong.
She apparently didn't know all about me as well. She didn't know that I wouldn't stand still for what she intended to do. Where she got the idea I had no backbone and she could do whatever she wanted and I would accept it I had no idea, but she was dead wrong. Something she was going to find out the next day. I decided I wasn't going to wait and see if Darlene was going to go through with her plan. I believed in being proactive and not reactive.
I fired up the computer and played solitaire until I knew that Darlene had gone to bed and had time to fall asleep. I shut off the computer, went to the bedroom, stripped down to my briefs and got into bed, being careful not to wake Darlene.
My inner alarm clock woke at four-thirty a usual, but I didn't go on my morning run. I dressed quietly and headed out before Darlene woke up. I hit the Village Inn for breakfast and then went into work. The company didn't get their money's worth from me that morning as I constantly weighed the pros and cons of what I intended to do. If it went wrong I could very well end up in the hospital or maybe even in jail, but I convinced myself that it needed to be done.
At one o'clock I entered the offices of Marcus, Durwood and Conely, said hi to Megan, the receptionist who, assuming I was there to see Darlene, waved me on back to the individual offices and cubicles. I knew the layout from the many times I'd come to take Darlene to lunch.
I walked unannounced into John Carter's office. He looked up from his desk and it might have been my imagination, but I thought his face paled a bit. Leaving the door open and speaking in a voice loud enough to be heard outside his office I said:
"Just here to give you a warning asshole. I have no idea of what caused the brain fart to let Darlene agree to have dinner with you tonight, but you and I both know what your goal is. I'm here to let you know if you so much as kiss her on the cheek I'll come find you and stomp you into a bloody puddle on the floor. Do you understand me?"
He stood up and said "You have no business being here and�"
I interrupted him and said "You invited me here asshole when you asked my wife for a date. Hitting on a married woman is all the invitation a husband needs to pay a visit to the asswipe who would do such a thing. Once more, so I leave absolutely no doubt in your mind, inappropriate behavior on your part toward my wife this evening and I will pay you another visit and you won't like it at all. Are we clear?"
"I'm not afraid of you. You just might be the one left on the floor."
"Think so? Then let's just do it now and get it over with. Come on asswipe! Get out from behind that desk and let's get to it."
"This is a place of business and not a place for rowdy behavior. You need to leave."
"I'll go, but best you understand that I meant what I said. You cause me to come back and hiding behind that desk won't help you."
I turned and left his office to find Darlene and several of her co-workers standing there. I looked at Darlene and said:
"Enjoy your dinner date tonight" and I turned and left.
My next stop was to see Dale Hartmann. Dale was a fraternity brother who had gone into law and I assumed he could steer me to a private detective. I told Dale what I needed and why and then asked him for a recommendation. Hopefully one who might be available on short notice. He made three calls and then gave me the name and address of the one who said he was available that evening.
My meeting with Burt Jackson of Spenser Investigations got me just what I needed and I went back to work. My mind freed up by what I'd done over my lunch break I was able to get a lot accomplished by quitting time.
Rather than go home and microwave something for dinner I decided to stop at Duke's Steak House for dinner. After the eight ounce sirloin with baked potato I moved to the bar and had a couple of drinks before going home. I watched TV for two hours and then I went to bed.
Darlene made enough noise when she came home that it woke me up and I rolled over and looked at the bedside clock. It was 3:49 pm. I rolled back over and pretended to be asleep and Darlene was careful to try and not wake me when she got in bed.
+++++
I was out of bed at five and went on my morning run. When I got back home Darlene was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee. As I poured myself a cup I said:
"Up already? I would have thought given how late you got home you would be in bed until noon."
I didn't wait to hear her reply, I just took my cup of coffee and went out into the garage. I changed the oil in the lawn mower and then took it outside and cut the front and back lawns. Next I weeded the flower beds and deadheaded the plants that needed it.
Basically what I did was find things to keep me busy and out of the house so I didn't have to talk to Darlene At least until I heard from Burt Jackson. He was going to call me and let me know how Darlene's night out went.
I was washing my pickup when the call came. Burt gave me the run down on what happened from the time Darlene and Carter left work together until Darlene got home. He told me I could pick up the written report at his office on Monday and I told him to just mail it to me.
I finished washing the truck, put everything away and then went into the house. Based on Burt's report I decided to keep my mouth shut and let Darlene say to me whatever she was going to say. I'd make no comment on it one way or the other, but it was going to be a cold weekend at Casa Billingsly. Mr. Billingsly was going to leave no doubt, absolutely none, about how he felt about Mrs. Billingsly going out with another man.
Once in the house I ignored Darlene and went up to the bedroom, showered, dressed and went back through the living room and headed for the front door.
"Where are you going?"
"Out."
"We need to �" whatever she was going to say was cut off by the door closing behind me. I went to the Denny's on Wilcox and had a late breakfast and as I sat there eating I thought about what I was going to do. I went over the possible outcomes and decided that I could live with whatever happened.
I went home and went into the den. I'd no sooner sat down than Darlene walked in.
"I hope you are satisfied with how you embarrassed me in the office yesterday. That was a rotten thing to do."
"Maybe, but it wasn't as effective as I hoped it would be. You still went out on your date with the asshole."
"And nothing happened on it. We had dinner at the Algonquin, went dancing at the Boom Boom Room, had pie and coffee at the Waffle House and then he took me back to the office so I could pick up my car. Nothing at all happened."
"So you say, but then I would expect that you would tell me anything else."
"Jesus Christ Bill; over twenty years together and you don't know me any better than to think I would go out and cheat on you?"
"I guess I don't Dar, but that brings up the other side. You don't know me any better after over twenty years together than to believe I would just accept you going out on a date with another man? And not just any man, but a man that you yourself know is a serial sexual predator?"
"I doubt it. I'm thinking all the stuff I'd heard from the girls was just made up stuff. He was a perfect gentleman."
"So you say, but I'll wait until I get the report from the private detective on Monday."
"You didn't! You put a private detective on me?"
"I did."
"You had so little trust in me?"
"More like I had absolutely no trust in Carter. No matter though. If he was, as you say, a perfect gentleman all I'm out is some money from my fishing boat fund. A shame that. I almost had enough saved I could have gotten the boat by the end of next month. Now it will may be some time next year."
Darlene gave me a long look and then got up and left the room. It was indeed a chilly weekend at Casa Billingsly as Darlene and I avoided each other. She didn't even come to bed on Saturday and Sunday nights, but slept on the living room couch.
*****
At nine o'clock on Monday morning I entered the offices of Marcus, Durwood and Conley, said hi to Megan who this time did not assume I was there to see Darlene. As I went past her I saw her pic up her phone. Whether it was to let Darlene or Carter know I was in the building I had no way of knowing, but I was pretty sure I'd find out in the next few minutes.
Once again I entered Carter's office, but instead of coming to a stop in front of it I started to go around it. His face went pale with an "Oh shit" look on it and he was up, off his chair and trying to get away when I grabbed the collar of his suitcoat and jerked him back toward me.
I spun him around and my right fist connected with the left side of his face. My left busted his nose. I got two more hits to his face and one solid uppercut before he folded and went down.
I walked out of his office and found damned near everyone who worked for the company standing there. Including Roy Marcus and Len Durwood. Conspicuous by her absence was my wife Darlene. Silvia, one of the girls who believed Carter had used a date rape drug on her, ran up to me, gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek and then said:
"Thank you for that Mr. Billingsly. He had that and more coming."
Then Roy asked "What's going on here Bill?"
"Just following up on a promise I made. If the asshole wants to call the police I won't be hard to find. I'll be at work until five and then I'll be going straight home."
As I turned to leave someone started clapping and then several more joined in. I turned and waved and then left the building.
I stopped at a drug store and got what I needed to ice down the swelling in my hands and then went on into work.
About a half hour before quitting time I got a call from Roy Marcus asking me if I could meet him for a drink. He wanted to talk with me about what happened at his place of business that morning. I told him I would meet him at Bud's Bar at 5:15.
I was sitting in a booth when Roy got there and after Stella took is drink order he said:
"Everyone in the office except me and Len seems to know what went down this morning, but no one will clue us in. I hope you understand that it is not unreasonable of me to want to know what the hell was going on in my place of business."
"It isn't what's going on at your business. It I what is going on with your employees after business hours and then I went on to explain it all to Roy.
"I suppose I could have kept my promise to the asshole away from his place of employment, but when I got right down to it I wanted to do it in front of as many of his co-workers as I could."
"All the single girls in the office and he used drugs on Silvia and Brenda?"
"They say he did and that's all I can tell you. Once he notched all the singles I guess he decided to after the married ones. Just his shitty luck that he went after mine first."
"Well I guess there isn't anything I can do about it. He isn't in a supervisory position."
"Maybe not, but my information is that he does most of his pussy chasing on company time and you can have a word with him over that."
"Are you and Darlene going to be okay?"
"Thar pretty much depends on Dar. I'm going to be a bear to be round for a while and a lot will depend on how she handles it."
"Well good luck on that and thanks for cluing me in."
Since I was in no hurry to get home to Darlene, not that I was worried about how Darlene might greet me, if she was even there, but because I wanted her sitting there on pins and needle if she was. I had two more beers and shot a game of 8 ball with Norm Miller.
I took it as a good sign that the police hadn't shown up at work looking for me and I was hoping that they wouldn't show up at the house, at least not until I had my face to face with Darlene.
I got home at seven and found Darlene sitting at the kitchen table with a half empty bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon sitting on the table and a full glass in front of her.
"You had to do it didn't you. You just had to make me the laughingstock at work and why? I told you we hadn't done anything."
"Yes you did, but that was a lie wasn't it. You said he was a perfect gentleman, but then our definitions of a perfect gentleman may not match. To me a perfect gentleman wouldn't date a married woman and he definitely would not make out with her for twenty-five minutes in the parking lot of the Boom Boom Room. Which also, by the way, puts the lie to your "Nothing happened."
"As far as you being the laughingstock at work goes you did it to yourself. I know that you know what I told Carter before your date. "If you so much as kiss on her cheek" is what I said and he did a hell of a lot more than just kiss you on the cheek. I told the asshole what would happen and I am a man of my word.
"Right now the only thing keeping you from being outside sitting at the curb with the rest of the trash waiting for pickup is that you fought the asshole off when he tried to push your head down onto his lap. And while you did win points for fighting him off you lost points for not slapping the asshole upside the head for even trying. You also lost points when you kissed him when he dropped you of at your car.
"It should go without saying that your fun evening out has driven a wedge between us and is causing me to take a long hard look at our future."
"Jesus Christ Bill; nothing I did warrants this bullshit!"
"Depends which side of the line you are standing on Dar. On my side of the line the absolute, total disrespect and disregard you showed me in doing what you did does indeed warrant the stance I've taken because of it. And your continuing denial that you didn't do anything wrong only adds to it."
And then, just to shake her a little I lied to her. I have an appointment with an attorney on Wednesday to see what my options are."
"Well you can call and cancel that appointment and save yourself some money. I will not give you a divorce. If you try I will fight you tooth and nail on it. Last I heard lawyers still charge by the hour. You want to pay one for a year or more fighting me? Don't forget I can afford it. I can pay a whore herd of attorneys to fight you."
And she could do that. She had a trust fund and while it wasn't huge she did get a $2000 check a month from it. More than enough to pay an attorney to fight a divorce.
"Why would you fight it if that I what I decide to do? You obviously aren't happy with me or you wouldn't be dating other men."
"Men? I haven't dated other men. I dated one other man and it wasn't because I'm not satisfied with you. Okay; I fucked up, but as you already know from your private detective I did not break any of my wedding vows."
I looked at her for several seconds and then asked "Why, knowing all that you knew about him did you agree to go out with him?"
"Because of all I knew about him."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"I don't like the asshole. I didn't like his "I'm God's gift to women" attitude and the way he screwed his way through the office. I decided to bust his balls. I knew he wanted me. Not so much for me myself, but because I was the only woman in the office he hadn't scored. I let him take me to lunch several times and led him on. When he asked me out I said yes. The whole idea was to let him wine me and dine me, let him think he had another conquest to add to his collection and then send him home with blue balls and then joke about it openly with the girls in the office. And then you had to go all caveman on me and now instead of joking with the girls I'm the joke. At least I did get to send him home with blue balls. He thought he had me. He really did."
"I can see where you fighting him off would lead to him having blue balls, but what was with that kiss when he took you back to your car?"
"When I pushed him away in the car I told him it was too soon and that I wasn't ready yet. The kiss was to keep him trying. Doesn't matter now. I'll have to quit and find another job."
"Why?"
"Because of you going nuclear in the office."
"Why would that make you quit?
"You brought things to the attention of Roy and Len. They aren't in tune with the office undercurrents so as long as I kept it between us girls there was no problem. Now Roy and Len are looking at me as a cheating wife. It changes the whole dynamic. I can't stay there now."
"Yes you can. I'll have a talk with Roy and clue him in."
"You can't do that! It will just make it worse."
"No it won't. Roy already knows most of it. He called me and asked me to meet him after I left the office and wanted to know what was going on and I told him. All I have to do is talk to him and clue him in on what you were doing. But that doesn't get you off the hook with me."



"If I told you what I was going to do you wouldn't have let me do it."
"I call bullshit on that. If you had told me your plans and I'd said no you would have gone on and done it anyway just like you did when I reacted to your dating another man when you told me about it. And don't give me any of that "You should have known me better" hogwash. You knew the asshole was believed to have used date rape drugs on at least two other girls to get what he wanted and you didn't think he might try it on you?"
"Well it is over with and behind us. After what you did my plan to string him along is in the toilet. All that's left is to get you over your 'mad' and I know how to do that. First thing is I'll replace what you took out of your fishing boat fund and maybe even add a little as a penalty for making you draw on it. Next I'll take you out to the best restaurant in town, feed you, ply you with drinks, and then bring you home and fuck your brains out. The fucking your brains out to be a continuing part of our lives."
"You think it is going to be that easy?"
"If I keep up on the continuing part."
"Continuing huh?"
"You bet."
"Duke's Steak House for the feed me part?"
"Absolutely!"
"Let's do it!"



            I Really Fell

            She took me by storm and then was gone.
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As I was walking up to the entrance of McMurry Hall on the first day of class, I saw a guy and a girl I'd seen around campus but didn't know. He had a grip on her arms, was shaking her and she was crying.
My dad was old school. To him, the female was the weaker sex, it was the male's job to look after them and that's the way I was brought up. I bought into it until I found out Beverly Abbeg could throw a ball farther than I could, Nancy Wilde could run faster than I could and Nancy Neubert could hit a ball better than I could. I could hit the ball farther, but I guess her batting average would be closer to 3.75 while I'd guess mine would be around 2.90, so by the time I started high school, the "Female is the weaker sex" was history, but the "Protect women" was still there.
I walked up to the pair and said, "Get your hands off her!"
"Butt out, asshole; this ain't none of your business."
"I'm making it my business. Take your hands off her!"
"Or what?"
"I'm going to punch you in the mouth."
"Oh yeah? We'll just see about that." He let go of her, but before he could turn and face me, the girl stepped forward and kneed him in the nuts. He bent forward, his hands went to his crotch, the girl swung her book bag at his head and down he went. She kicked him in the balls, said "Fuck you asshole!" and hurried into the building.
"Weaker sex?" I thought as I followed her in.
*****
The girl never turned to look at me, and it wasn't until roll was called in Introduction to Production Management at two that afternoon that I learned her name was Barbara Beeler. I'd already learned that the guy's name was David Short when the roll was called in Creative Writing 1.
The next day in the school cafeteria, Short came up to the table where I was sitting and said, "Just letting you know you and me got some unfinished business and I ain't forgetting it."
I stood up and said, "Let's go."
"Here? Don't be crazy!"
"Not crazy, just like to get things over with. We can be out the front door in two minutes and in the parking lot in three. Come on; let's go."
"You're nuts," he said and walked away. I shrugged and sat down.
Two minutes later, Miss Beeler came over to the table, sat down and asked, "What did Dave want?"
"He thinks we have some unfinished business from yesterday. I guess my butting in upset him."
"Why did you butt in? You don't even know me. I hope it wasn't because you were trying to make points with me, because I already have a boyfriend."
"How nice for you. As to why I stuck my nose in? I don't like to see guys abusing girls. Now if you will excuse me, I have a class to get to." I got up and walked away from her. Probably rude of me, but I didn't care for her snippy attitude and tone of voice when she told me she hoped I wasn't trying to make points with her. Too bad. She was a looker and I wouldn't have minded getting something going with her.
Short was waiting for me when school let out.
"Okay, smart mouth," he said, "So you were going to punch me in the..." I punched him in the mouth. It caught him by surprise. I guess he thought you had to have a conversation before getting down to it, but to me, if you were going to fight, just do it. As I said, it caught him by surprise and I got two more good licks in, which dropped him to his knees. I stood over him, fists cocked and locked, and waited for him to get up.
He looked up at me and said, "You sucker punched me."
"No, I didn't. You were out here waiting for me expecting to beat me up. Just because I didn't wait for you to getting around to throwing the first punch doesn't make what I did a sucker punch. You going to get up so we can finish this?"
He stood up and I stood there waiting for him to throw a punch, but he hesitated and I think I knew what was going on. He was a bully and he wasn't used to being stood up to. He was bigger than I was, about three inches taller and thirty pounds heavier, and I guess he expected me to run away from him crying. Maybe other guys my size would have, but I wasn't like other guys my size.
At five foot seven, I was about four inches shorter than other guys my age. My dad was only five foot six and he knew from experience there were bigger kids who liked picking on kids smaller than them, so he taught me how to handle myself. Short wasn't the first to find out that I didn't take shit from guys bigger than me, and he probably wouldn't be the last. Some of them might put me down, but I'd go down fighting.
I guess Short didn't like what he was seeing and he said, "Fuck you," and turned and walked away. With my attention now off Short, I noticed we had drawn a crowd. I heard a girl say, "About time someone put that asshole down," and another say, "Amen to that." I surmised that Short wasn't all that popular as I bent to pick up my books from where I had dropped them.
When I stood up, a cute dark-haired girl said, "I'll let you carry my books if you'll walk me home."
"Oh no you don't," said another voice, "He belongs to me." I turned and found Barbara Beeler standing there.
The smart ass in me came out and I said, "Why, Miss Beeler; I didn't think you cared."
"That's because you are male and therefore clueless." She took my hand and said, "Let's go, sweetie."
Well, she was right about one thing: I was clueless as to what was going on. I mean she HAD already informed me she had a boyfriend.
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"You are walking me home from school."
"Just curious, but what happened to the boyfriend you had just three hours ago?"
"I decided to move up in class."
"Please; you already know that I am clueless so you have to fill me in, otherwise I will remain clueless and I just can't see you wanting a clueless boyfriend."
"You are my boyfriend now?"
"Just going by what you said. Your 'He belongs to me,' was loud and clear."
"As to what happened to my ex-boyfriend? You witnessed our breakup. My knee to his privates and my book bag to his head pretty much let him know we were done."
"But you told me you had a boyfriend in the cafeteria this morning, and that was after your little set-to."
"I said that because I didn't want you thinking you could move in on me just because you came to my aid. Because of Dave and the way things went with him and some of my previous experiences with guys, I was down on guys in general. As the day went on, I changed my mind. I decided that the White Knight who came to my rescue deserved a closer look.
"Once I made that decision, I started looking for you. By the time I found you, you and Dave were facing off. When Glenda made her play for you, I decided that I wasn't going to let her beat me to you and I made my claim. So what we need to do now is find a place to sit down over coffee or something and get to know each other."
"The only problem with that is that I need to get to work. I've enough time to run you home if you don't live too far away, and I get off at seven so we could get together then."
"Actually, I live here in the dorms so it is only a short walk for me. How about we meet at Harry's Shake Shack at seven-fifteen?"
"Sounds like a plan."
She headed off to the dorms and I headed for student parking to get my truck and then head to work.
"You're late," my father said as I entered the office."
"Your fault."
"How is it my fault?"
"You are the one who pounded the 'take care of the weaker sex' into me." And then I told him how my day had gone where Short was concerned."
"You did good, Bobby; I guess I can let you slide this time," he said with a smile.
Work went quickly and when I got to Harry's, Barbara was already there sitting in a corner booth with two guys. I walked by the both and sat down at a table. I'd no sooner put my butt down on the seat than Marge was there to take my order.
"What'll you have, Bobby?"
"You know what I want, Marge."
"Sorry, Bobby, but I'm nowhere near ready to drop Sam."
"I guess I'll settle for a burger, well done, fries and a strawberry milkshake, but I'll be waiting when you finally do drop Sam."
"You're in for a long wait, Bobby, but I'll keep you in mind."
She turned and left and Barbara got up from the booth and came over and joined me. She sat down and asked:
"Why didn't you join us in the booth?"
"Didn't want to intrude."
"I'm here to meet you, so all you had to do was join us."
"I do not know you, Miss Beeler, nor about the crowd you run with. You have already witnessed how I react to people who get in my face. What I didn't need was to try and join you and have one of those guys tell me to butt out. My response would probably have Harry barring me from the place and since I'm addicted to his strawberry milkshakes, I cannot allow that to happen."
"I can't help it when people who know me see me and want to join me. I told them I was waiting for someone and they told me they would keep me company until you got here. I'm sorry; I didn't think of how you might look at it."
"Not a problem. Since we made this date to get to know each other, tell me about yourself."
"Well, you know my name. I'm a twenty-year-old junior with an Interior Design major. I'm from Ypsilanti, Michigan, a place you have probably never heard of. My favorite color is blue. I like most music except for rap. My favorite food is a five-cheese macaroni my mother makes. I like football, baseball, am so so on basketball, I think hockey is stupid and soccer is just plain boring. I love to dance and I never kiss on the first date. What's your story?"
"Nothing at all exciting. I'm a twenty-year-old junior with a Business Management major and I'm from right here. I work in the family business. I don't know as I have a favorite color, but I can't say I dislike any in particular. My taste in music runs from classical to rock and roll. I don't care at all for rap and most acid rock, and heavy metal leaves me cold. My absolute favorite is bluegrass, and I have always wished I could play the banjo.
"I have heard of Ypsilanti. I almost went to school there. I had a baseball scholarship to Eastern Michigan, but my dad talked me into staying here and working in the family business. He wants me ready to take over if anything happens to him. My favorite food is whatever I'm eating at the time. Favorite sport is baseball followed closely by football. I don't care much for the rest of them and I will always kiss a girl when she lets me."
"I need to ask this. Got a girlfriend?"
"Not any more. Had one, but she wanted to keep me on the hook while she dated other guys. Said going steady was too high schoolish. It wasn't acceptable to me, so we parted ways."
"You don't sound all that happy about it."
"I'm not. We were together for five years and both mothers were in wedding planning mode."
"If she wanted to come back, would you let her?"
"No. She's burned too many bridges for that to happen."
"So where are we going on our first date?"
"You free Friday?"
"I have to wait that long?"
"It's only three days. I can't do it any sooner because of my work hours and the need to study, work on papers and stuff like that."
"What will we do?"
"You said you like to dance, so how about we go dancing?"
"I'd like that. Where?"
"The teen club is usually where I go when I want to dance."
"You say usually. I thought the teen club was the only place you could go if you were under twenty-one."
"Not so. You can go to the VFW if you are with a member. Mom and dad go every Saturday night and I sometimes go with them."
"So if I play my cards right we could go dancing this Friday and Saturday?"
"Could happen."
We talked for another ten minute and then I took her to her dorm.
*****
I almost said "Wow" out loud when I picked her up at her dorm on Friday. I knew she was a good-looking girl, but when I'd seen her before it was with her hair in a ponytail, little to no makeup and wearing jeans and a sweater. Now she was made up, her hair fell to the middle of her back and she was in a dress and heels.
I might not have said "Wow" out loud, but she could see it on my face and she smiled and said, "Thank you; that's the look I was going for."
When we got to the teen club, there were a couple of people already there who I knew and I introduced them to Babs (She asked me to call her that instead of Barb or Barbara), and then we pushed a couple of tables together and sat down.
The waitress came over and took our order. I ordered a Coke, Babs asked for Dr. Pepper and then we hit the dance floor. Babs not only loved to dance, but she was damned good at it and she kept me out on the floor until the band took a break.
While we were on the dance floor, some more people had arrived and joined the group at the tables. I introduced them to Babs and then we sat and socialized until the band came back. Once the band came back, Babs had me back out on the floor.
As we moved into the waltz, Babs said, "I noticed the look on your face when you introduced me to Pauline and Charlie. You didn't seem all that pleased."
"Pauline is the girl I went steady with for five years."
"She seemed happy to see you."
"How about we talk about your favorite color. Blue, wasn't it?"
"Okay; I get it. Off limits. How about them Broncos?"
We stayed on the floor for three numbers and then went back and joined the group at the tables. Luckily for me, Pauline and her date were at the other end of the three tables we had pushed together so she wasn't close enough for any personal interaction, but she was still closer than I would have liked. My own fault, though; I should have known she would be at the club on a Friday or Saturday.
A girl Babs knew asked if she could join us and she took the empty seat next to Babs. Babs introduced me to Cindy, and then Babs and Cindy started talking. While that was going on, I felt a tap on my shoulder and I turned to see Pauline. She smiled at me and asked me to dance.
Babs heard it and said, "Go ahead, sweetie; I don't mind."
After that I didn't think I could say no. I could have, but if I said what I wanted to I knew just how Pauline would react, and the scene would have cast a pall over the evening. I stood up, Pauline took my arm and we moved out onto the dance floor.
As I took her in my arms for the Waltz she said, "I wanted to scratch her eyes out when she called you sweetie. I've missed you, baby. Why haven't you called or come to see me?"
"You know why, Pauline."
"What's with this Pauline stuff? I've always been Paulie to you."
"That was back when you were mine. Once you started dating others you stopped being mine, and that's also the answer to your question. I haven't called because you are no longer mine."
"But I explained it all to you, baby. I was still yours. I just wanted to date other guys occasionally."
"And I told you that it was totally unacceptable as far as I was concerned and it would kill us as a couple, but you went ahead and did it anyway. It hurt me. It hurt me bad, but I've managed to get by it."
"Damn it, Bobby; I was still yours."
"No, you weren't. You were anybody's who asked you out."
I felt a tap on my shoulder and a voice asked, "May I cut in?"
I turned and saw her date. I stepped away from Pauline said, "You may," and I headed back to the table.
"I was wondering if I was going to have to be the one to go out there and cut in," Babs said.
"Well, you do need to go out there."
"What?"
"We did come here to dance, didn't we?"
She gave me a big smile, got up and we headed out onto the floor. For the rest of the evening, every time I glanced Pauline's way, she was looking at me.
*****
Babs lied to me. She did kiss on the first date and it was a pretty hot and steamy one. As was the one I received on the second, third and fourth. Barb and I had four more dates before I took her home to have dinner with me and my parents.
After, while driving her back to her dorm, Babs said, "Your mom doesn't like me."
"You can't know that."
"Yes I can. I could tell. She doesn't think I'm suitable for her baby. Your dad, on the other hand, likes me a lot. He wants to jump my bones."
"Runs in the family."
"What does?"
"The wanting to jump your bones thing."
"If that's the case, why haven't you tried?"
"I haven't seen anything that would lead me to believe that a move in that direction would be met with favor."
"Well then, how about this. Would you please take me someplace and fuck me?"
I smiled and said, "If you insist," and I hung a left onto Wilcox and five minutes later we were in room 221 of the Bide-A-Wee motel.
Once we were naked, she got on the bed, spread her legs wide and said, "Come and get it."
I think I surprised her when I didn't just get on the bed and get in. I started playing with her tits, licking and sucking, and then I kissed my way down her body until I got to her pussy. I licked all over it, found her clit and sucked on it. Then I ate her pussy and kept at it until she had an orgasm. Then I lined myself up and eased my way in. I went slowly until she moaned:
"Faster, baby; pound me. Fuck me. Fuck me hard."
I drove on and managed to get her off three times before I got to the point where I had to have mine. I held myself over her until my dick got soft and then I slowly pulled out and fell to the bed beside her.
Babs looked over at me and said, "I could stand a steady diet of this. How soon will you be able to go again?"
"Maybe ten minutes or so."
"What if I help?"
"Don't know."
"Then I guess we will just have to see." She went down on me. I didn't time it, but I'd guess she got me ready in five.
We managed three times before I had to get her back to her dorm. On the drive to her dorm, we made a date for the next evening to go dancing at the VFW. When I walked her to the door, I got a kiss that curled my toes.
*****
Work was only half a day on Saturday and when I got off work, I found Pauline waiting by my car.
"We need to talk, Bobby,"
"About what?"
"About us."
"There is no us anymore, Pauline. You put an end to us when you decided to date other guys."
"I explained that to you. We got together in the eighth grade and you were the only the second guy I ever dated. I just wanted to see what other guys were like. You were still my guy and would get seventy-five percent of my time."
"Well, you were the first girl I dated, Pauline, and I knew the first minute I saw you that I didn't ever want anyone else. When you told me I wasn't enough for you, it just about killed me."
"I never told you that!"
"Yes you did. When you told me you wanted to know what other guys were like, it was the same as telling me you weren't satisfied with what you had. You were telling me that if you found a guy you liked better, you were gone."
"Damn it, Bobby; that isn't what I said!"
"Yes it was, Pauline. The only reason for seeing what else is out there is to see if you can find something better. Well, good luck in your search. Now, if you will excuse me, I have a date to get ready for."
I got in the car and drove off leaving her standing there and watching me go.
The encounter put me in a sour mood, but the mood flew away when I picked up my date. Babs looked stunning in her skirt, blouse and heels.
"Thank you," she said.
"For what?"
"For the look on your face. Heels okay for tonight, or should I wear flats?"
"Heels are fine for tonight."
"Why the qualifier?"
"Tonight is dancing in general: waltzes, a fox trot or three and some rock and roll. The third Saturday of the week is country western, and leather-soled shoes or boots work best for that."
"Third Saturday? That's next Saturday, right? Will there be line dancing?"
"Of course."
"You want to lock me in now for next Saturday?"
"You bet I do."



"It's a date."
We had a good time with my parents, but at one point my dad said, "She seems a bit overpowering. You sure you can handle something like that?"
"I'm going to give it my best shot."
Once in the car after leaving the dance, Babs said, "I wouldn't mind a reenactment of last night if you are up for it."
"Silly girl; you know I'm up for you. You have had it up all night, rubbing your leg against it during every dance."
"Whatever works is my moto."
Then she switched topics on me. "I enjoyed talking to your mom. She seemed really interested in my Interior Design major."
"I think she feels like she missed out on a lot. She had to drop out of college when she got pregnant with me, and she never got to go back."
"I don't think your dad likes me all that much. I still think he wants to jump my bones, but I got the feeling that he would just as soon see me gone from your life."
"Just your imagination. He seems to think I've bitten off more than I can chew being with you. I think he has doubts that I'm up for the task."
She reached over, rubbed the erection in my pants and said, "You think I should call him and let him know you are definitely up for it?"
I think I gave a good account of myself and when I got her back to the dorm, I told her I'd see her in school on Monday, got another scorcher of a kiss and drove home feeling like I was on the top of the world.
*****
Babs and I did get together at lunch a couple of times during the week, and Wednesday after school we were able to get together for burgers and fries and dessert was served in room 19 at the Red Roof Inn.
Friday night it was dinner and a movie and another visit to the Red Roof Inn. So far, at least, my father's fears appeared to be groundless. I was handling things just fine.
When I picked Babs up for our Saturday night dance date, she surprised me. Levis (well filled I might add), brush popper shirt, cowboy boots, a belt with a buckle the size of a saucer and a cowboy hat. I felt totally out of place next to her. Generic jeans from Walmart, plain belt buckle, flannel shirt, wingtips with leather soles and no hat.
I laughed and said, "I bet you are going to show me up on the dance floor, too."
"You have better brung your best game with you tonight, bubba; if they play it I know it."
And she did. I knew three or four line dances, but she knew them all. I could do a decent twostep and I could handle the ladies over and under turns, but there were a couple of other twists and turns she wanted to do that I didn't even know existed. I was okay with the waltz, and even though I could do the Cowboy Cha-cha as a line dance, I just couldn't seem to be able to translate it into the couple's version.
My ineptness and her competence were not lost to those in attendance, and it wasn't long before other guys came over to our table and started asking me if I minded if they asked her for a dance. I could see she wanted to be out there on the floor, so I always said yes even though I really wanted to say no. I even said yes to Ronnie Holbrook, and I hated his guts.
My mom said, "You need to look into lessons, Bobby. You are going to have to up your game if you continue to bring her to country western night."
You know things are bad when your own mother dumps on you. I did spend enough time out on the floor with Babs that the night wasn't a total bummer.
Red Roof was a different story. On the way to the motel, Babs said, "I know it wasn't easy for you, baby, but I owe you big for what you did for me tonight and I intend to pay that debt when we get to the motel room."
And pay it she did. She got a five time best out of me that night, I was too exhausted to get out of bed to take her to her dorm and we fell asleep together for the first time.
I woke up with a hot mouth on my cock. I saw daylight streaming through the window and I looked at my watch. I needed to be at work in forty minutes. No one will ever have any idea of how hard it is to push away the woman who is giving you head.
She wasn't happy she wasn't going to get a 'wake up' but I told her it couldn't be helped, that I had to get to work because my father depended on me to be there to run things while he was gone, so I needed to get her back to her dorm.
"Unless you are pissed off enough to say no, we can pick up where we left off tonight."
She didn't respond, just hurriedly got dressed. She was silent in the car on the way to the dorm and something told me to keep my mouth shut unless she started talking, which she didn't. When I got her to her dorm, I said the first words to be spoken during the ride.
"Tonight?" I asked as she started to get out of the car.
She said nothing until she was out of the car and then just before she closed the door she said, "Call me," and then she closed the door and went into her dorm.
I had a lousy day at work. I was upset that Babs was upset with me. Luckily, I only worked half a day on Saturdays. Dad didn't say anything to me, but mom made up for it when I got home.
"And just where have you been young man?"
"At work."
"Don't get cute with me. You know what I'm asking."
I did and I lied. The lie wasn't because I cared about her being upset about me not coming home, but because I didn't want her to know I was sleeping with Babs.
"After I dropped Babs at her dorm, I went to a party. At the party they had a non-alcoholic punch and that is what I drank. Somewhere along the line someone spiked it. It made me woozy and I didn't want to drive in that condition, so Chuck, the party was at his place, let me sack out there."
She gave me a long look and I could see she was trying to make up her mind as to whether or not I was telling the truth.
The she asked, "Why didn't you take Babs go to the party with you?"
"I had to have her back to the dorm early. Some dorm requirement or other. Like a curfew or something."
"So why didn't you call and let me know what was going on so I wouldn't worry?"
"And wake you up at one in the morning? Why would I do that? If I didn't need to work today, I would have been home before you even got up so why call?"
"Robert (when she called me that I knew she was really pissed), as long as you are living under my roo'"
I interrupted her with, "Don't go there. You really don't want to go there."
She gave me a hard look and then turned and headed into the kitchen.
A year before, I told my parents I was going to get an apartment and mom spent every waking hour for the next two weeks trying to talk me out of it. I could have afforded it. My paternal grandparents set up a trust fund for me the day I was born. My maternal grandparents found out about it and they matched it. It wasn't huge, just over seventy thousand, and I didn't come into it until I was twenty-five, but I could draw on it for educational expenses.
I found out that educational expenses covered an apartment if it was no more than a mile away from school. There were seven apartment complexes within that range, and I wanted to move into one. Even though I let mom talk me out of it, the option was still there and she knew it.
I took a shower and then called Babs. When she answered I asked if we were on for that evening.
"Why would you ask that?"
"You were a little cool toward me when I dropped you off this morning."
"Can you blame me? I'm not use to a guy pushing me away when I want to make love."
"It killed me to do it, but I had to go to work."
"I know, but it still pissed me off. What are we going to do tonight?"
"Movie, burger and fries, and then pick up where we left off."
"How about we pass on the movie and food and just get right to reenacting last night?"
"If you insist."
*****
Time went by and Babs and I stayed hot and heavy with each other. She got along fine with my parents and she had dinner with us at least once a week. When Thanksgiving arrived, Babe decided it would be foolish to spend the money to fly back to Michigan for only four days and then have to hurry back to school. I asked my parents if she could have Thanksgiving dinner with us and they said yes.
Thanksgiving dinner and Christmas dinner were a family affair. Uncle Jim, Aunt Elise, Uncle Bill and Aunt Marge, cousin's Rachel, Janice and Megan were all there. I introduced Babs to all of them and then we all socialized until dinner was ready. It was an enjoyable time, but when the company was getting ready to leave, Janice pulled me aside to talk to talk to me.
Janice and I were close. Very close. We had grown up together and as young kids we told everybody that we were getting married when we were old enough. That died when my mom and Aunt Elise sat us down and explained incest to us. But we stayed close and she was my best friend.
She asked, "Are you serious about this girl?"
"Yes. I'll probably ask her to marry me. Why?"
"I get a bad vibe from her; a feeling she isn't what she seems. Be careful, Bobby; I don't want to see you get hurt."
Did I pay any attention to her? Of course not. She got a bad vibe, had a feeling. But she didn't know Babs and had spent less than three hours around her. I figured that anybody I got serious about would give her the same vibe or bad feeling. She couldn't have me, so she wasn't about to like anyone who could.
When the holiday break came, Babs went back to Michigan. She told me not to worry if she didn't call me every day. She'd be busy visiting all my relatives and mom and dad will be keeping her pretty busy. She did call about two or three times a week, and she always told me she missed me and couldn't wait to get back to me.
New Year's Eve was on a Friday, and at four-thirty she called me and told me she couldn't be with me so I could kiss her at midnight, but she would make up for it as soon as she got back. She gave me her flight number and time of arrival and asked me to pick her up at the airport and plan on going straight to a motel.
I had a surprise for her. My mom had finally relented and told me to go ahead and get a place of my own. I had found an apartment that was only a quarter of a mile from campus. My parents' Christmas present to me was the furniture I needed.
I received a kiss that curled my toes when I picked Babs up at the airport.
"Get me to a bed, baby. We have some serious catching up to do."
The talk on the way to the apartment was all about what we did over the break.
We had gone by three motels before Babs asked, "What are you doing? I said we needed a bed and quick and you are driving by all of them."
"That's because we don't need a motel. While you were gone, I moved into an apartment."
Once in the apartment she had to christen every room. I'd gotten a two-bedroom unit so I could use one of them as a place to set up a desk, my computer, printer and modem, so I had to do her on the desk, the kitchen table (it was a kitchen-dining room combo), the living room couch and then in the bathroom leaning against the wall in the shower.
I took her to dinner and over dessert I asked her to move in with me. She had been smiling up to that point, but when I asked her that the smile disappeared.
"Promise me you won't get upset with me?"
"No. From the way you put it you are pretty sure that I am going to be upset, so just go ahead and lay it on me."
"I'm not ready to take that big of a step yet."
"I thought we had something good going."
"We do, baby; we do. Moving in with you would be too much like marriage and I'm nowhere near ready for something like that. I want to be free to come and go as I please and not have to answer to someone and that's what I think moving in with you would feel like. What we have is working great, baby. Please don't take this wrong. I'm not interested in or looking for someone else; I'm just not ready."
Knowing that anything I said would be wrong I decided to keep what I had instead of pushing for what I wanted.
When we got back to the apartment, she said it was time to break in the bed and she headed for the bedroom, shedding clothes as she went. She'd already gotten three out of me before we went out to dinner. She got one more out of me before we fell asleep together.
*****
Things between us were great until February. I remember the day. It was February the sixth. When I picked her up at her dorm, she told me she needed to pick up the things she had at the apartment.
When I asked her why, she said, "I've dropped out of school and I'm going back to Michigan."
"Why?"
"I'm pregnant."
"Why the hell are you leaving? I'll step up. I've been shopping for a ring and was going to ask you to marry me anyway, but I was going to hold off until I graduated and started working full time."
"It isn't yours."
"What are you saying? I don't understand."
"The baby is my husband's. I slipped up and left my IUD here when I went home for the holidays, so we used condoms and one of them must have broken."
"Your husband?"
"Yes, baby; I'm afraid that you were just a friend with benefits."
"Did your husband know about us?"
"He did. We are both highly sexed so we have an arrangement. We both can play as long as we are careful and don't let thigs get serious."
"Why are you here and he is there?"
"He won a scholarship to Wayne State and I won a scholarship here. We decided that our best bet for our future was to accept the scholarships and tough it out for the four years. We would have spring break, the summer break, Christmas break and make the most of it."
"So you had no feelings for me at all?"
"Don't be silly, baby; I like you. I like you a lot and if I wasn't head over heels in love with Charlie, you would probably have been able to steal me away from him."
"I want a DNA test."
"Not going to happen, baby."
"Why not? It could be mine."
"And if by some chance it is? I'm not going to leave Charlie and move here. Would you be willing to move to Michigan where I wouldn't have anything to do with you anyway? Would you be willing to fly or drive back to visit the child every couple of weeks or so? No, baby; we are both better off not knowing."
I didn't like it, but she was right. If she wouldn't leave her husband, I would be better off not knowing.
As she gathered her things, I was looking out the window at the newly fallen snow. She came up behind me, wrapped her arms around me and said, "Take me to the bedroom so we can say goodbye properly."
I'd like to be able to say I'd said no, but I can't. She was just too damned good in bed and I doubted I would ever find another like her. And it might be a while before I'd ever get laid again.
When I got her back to her dorm, I received one hell of kiss and then she was out of my car, into the dorm and out of my life.
*****
I spent most of spring break in a funk. I buried myself in my job and that helped some. If I kept myself busy, I didn't have time to think about her, but I couldn't work twenty-four seven and as soon as I was out the door at the end of the day, she came flooding back into my mind.
First day back in school I was sitting in the school cafeteria when Pauline sat down on the chair opposite me.
"How have you been, Bobby?"
"So-so. You?"
"About the same. I heard that Barbara quit school and moved back home. True?"
"Afraid so."
"Is it too soon to ask if you are looking for a replacement?"
I'm not dumb and I knew what she was asking, but I had a question of my own.
"How's your dating of other guys going?"
"I've learned a lot. I learned that dating them cost me the best thing I had. Please, Bobby; let me come back."
"Sorry, Pauline, but you know my stance when it comes to you dating others."
"I'm done with that, Bobby. I had what I needed all along; I just didn't realize it."
"You need to understand one thing before we can try to put what we had back together, and that is if you pull that dating others shit on me again, we are done forever. Not going to be a third chance."
"I've done my looking, Bobby, and it was a huge waste of my time. Please, Bobby; please give me a chance."
We did have something good going for us before it went off the rails and if we could put it back together, I'd be all for it. But I was going to have to keep a close eye on Paulie. She was acting a little meeker than the Paulie I knew from before. It was almost like she was crawling back to me, and that is not the Paulie I used to know. I guess what I'm trying to say is that it just did not feel right. We made a date to have dinner and go dancing on Friday, and then headed off to class.
At work that afternoon, my dad asked me if I was going to the VFW with him and my mom on Saturday and I told him I'd have to see if Pauline wanted to go.
"Pauline? You two are back together?"
"Going to give it a try. Don't know if we are going to make it, but we are going to try."
"Your mother will be happy to hear that. She was really disappointed when you two broke up."
"Just make sure you tell her not to go into wedding planning mode, because it isn't a sure thing."
"You sound like you have doubts?"
"I do. All we can do is wait and see how it shakes out."
Our date went off okay and I did enjoy myself. I received a nice kiss when I took her home, although she did seem disappointed that I didn't take her to my place and pick up where we left off when she told me of her plans to date others.
Pauline and I had not been strangers to a bed. We had been going at it hot and heavy ever since our eighteenth birthdays, and as I said earlier, our moms had been in wedding plan mode. I really don't know why I didn't take her to my place. Lord knows I was horny as hell and hadn't been laid since Babs bailed out on me, and Babs had me used to getting it three or four nights a week. So going without for over a month had me hurting.
As I drove home, I was wondering if maybe I thought I was punishing her for what she did, but then I realized that didn't make sense. Punishing me to punish her? By the time I got back to my place I'd decided that my next date with Pauline was going to end in my bed. If she was willing, of course.
I called her Saturday morning and asked if she had plans for the evening and when she said no, I asked her if she would like to go to the VFW with me and my parents and she said yes.
She was looking sexy as all get out when I picked her up. We made small talk on the way to the VFW hall and when wet met my parents there, mom gave her a huge hug and told her how happy she was to see her. We spent a lot of time on the dance floor and had a great time.
As we pulled out of the VFW lot, Pauline asked, "What's your apartment like?"
"Would you like to see it," I asked, and was not at all surprised when she said yes. The sound of the door closing behind us had barely faded before her dress hit the floor.
She kicked off her high heels and said, "Bedroom! Now!"
I didn't argue, I just led the way. As I undressed, she said, "Hurry! We have a lot of time to make up for."
And she tried. God knows she tried. Missionary, doggie, cowgirl, sixty-nines and lots of oral on me to try and get me back up. Pauline got a personal best out of me that night: six times and she was trying hard for seven when I fell asleep on her. I was so fucked out that I didn't even think of saying no when she told me she could be moved in in time to make dinner. She was and she did.
*****
It was a new experience for me. Babs had spent a lot of time in the place, but she had never lived there. Outside of living with my parents, I had never actually lived with anyone else. It took some getting used to.
It was nice going to bed in the evening and waking up every morning with someone on a regular basis. Pauline seemed to think she had to make up for the time we were apart, and there were some mornings when it was all I could do to drag myself out of bed.



After four months I was seriously of telling the moms they could go back to planning a wedding. I don't know why I didn't, but I was damned glad I didn't.
It was summer break from school and I was working full time on the business. One Tuesday morning Dad called me into the office, told me that one of our better customers was having a problem and he wanted me to fly to Atlanta to see if I could take care of it.
I called Pauline at work (she had a job at the Macy's in the mall), I told her what was going on and that I should be home late Friday or early Saturday. She told me she would miss me and to hurry home. The problem was easily taken care of and I was done and on a flight home by eleven in the morning on Thursday. I didn't bother to call Pauline because she would be at work and couldn't rush home to meet me.
I got home just in time to see her get into a red Dodge truck, slide over next to the driver, give him a passionate kiss and then sit hip to hip with him as he drove away. I thought of calling her on her cell and asking her what she was doing, but then decided not to call and just wait and see what happened.
She wasn't home by the time I went to bed and she wasn't there when I woke up in the morning. I called Dad and told him I needed to take the morning off to take care of a personal problem, and then I got busy gathering all of Pauline's stuff and putting it in trash bags. I went to Home Depot and got a new deadbolt, installed it, set the trash bags outside the door and then went into work.
At five after four that afternoon my cell phone went off, and I saw the call was from Pauline. I answered, "Hello, Pauline." She knew immediately something was up when I'd called her Pauline instead of Paulie.
"Hey, baby; I'm at the apartment and I can't get in. My key won't work."
"It would have if you had come home last night. Where were you?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"Sure you do, Pauline. I got home yesterday, you weren't there and you never came home, so the question is where were you?"
There was silence on the other end, so I said, "Let me guess. You were with the guy in the red Dodge truck. Am I right?"
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Give it up, Pauline. The fact that I know about the red Dodge should tell you that you are busted. What I don't understand is why, after how hard you worked to get back with me, you could just turn around and throw it all away. The garbage bags by the door are your things. Goodbye, Pauline."
That wasn't the end of it of course. She was waiting for me when I got home. She got out of her car and came up to me and asked, "Can we go inside and talk?"
"No need. I let you go once and then stupidly took you back. There will not be a third time."
"If you would just let me explain'" I cut her off before she could continue.
"There is no explanation you can give me that I would find acceptable. I got home early. I saw you get in that Dodge truck, slide over and give the driver a passionate kiss and then stay beside him hip to hip as he drove away. You did not come home last night and you still were not there when I left to go work at noon. Again, there is no explanation that I would accept."
I walked away from her and went into my apartment.
For the rest of the summer break I buried myself in my job, and when school started up again, I kept busy with classwork and my job. I did go to the VFW with my parents on country western night and danced most of the line dances. I occasionally saw Pauline around the campus, but avoided her.
I turned twenty-one two weeks after school started. I went to the VFW on Saturday night and had my first (legal) beer. I'd just sat down from doing a line dance when a girl who looked familiar, but I couldn't place, came up to me and asked me to dance. She was very attractive and I never minded holding an attractive woman in my arms, even if was only for a dance. It was a waltz, I took her in my arms and we started to move around the floor.
"You don't remember me, do you?"
"You do look familiar, but I can't remember from where."
"Not really surprising. You only had eyes for Pauline. Whatever happened to you two? I thought you would be married by now."
"A long and very sad story."
"Julie Sommers would love to hear it sometime."
"Julie? Oh my God! I'm just so embarrassed. Four years together in high school and I couldn't remember you?"
"Don't sweat it. There are plenty of people I can't remember either. I remember you because I kept waiting for you to break up with Pauline so I could move in."
"Seriously?"
"You bet."
"Too late now though, right?"
"No indeed; not too late at all."
"As good as you look you aren't taken? That's hard to believe. You here with a date?"
"No; I'm just here with Mom and Dad."
The song ended and the band announced they were taking a break. As we were leaving the floor, I spotted an empty table and I led her over to it. The waitress came over to us and took our drink order. We talked and I ended up asking her for a date. She said she'd love to and she wrote her phone number down on a napkin.
We talked until the band came back, and then we moved out onto the floor and stayed there until the band took their next break. We sat down and started talking again, and a couple of minutes after we sat down, my dad came over to us and told me they were getting ready to leave. Since I had ridden with my mom and dad, I had to tell Julie I'd give her a call and I walked her back to her parents table.
I called her the next day and made arrangements to get together that afternoon. I picked her up at one and we caught the afternoon matinee at Cinema Two. After the show I took her to dinner at Carl's Chop House and wouldn't you just know it, Pauline was there with some guy I'd never seen before. I got a nasty look from her as Julie and I sat down at our table.
We talked as we waited for our meal and Julie, who was sitting facing Pauline, commented on the fact that Pauline couldn't seem to take her eyes off us.
"What's the long sad story?"
I told her the tale and she couldn't believe it.
"She really fought to get you back and she did that? There is something seriously wrong with that girl."
"I won't argue with you on that."
Then things got interesting. Pauline and her date got up to leave and Pauline stopped by our table and said, "Be careful, Julie; don't take up with him or he will give you the clap like he did me."
Julie laughed at her and said, "Too late, Pauline; we have been making love for over a month now."
Pauline gave her a nasty look and then left.
"I've forgotten," I said, "But was doggie or cowgirl that was your favorite position?"
"Actually, it is missionary; how could you have forgotten?"
"You so overwhelmed me with your passion that I've trouble even remembering my name."
"Too bad you gave me the clap or we could do it again."
"But if you already have it, there is no risk."
"Good point, but there is still a problem."
"Oh?"
"It's my time of the month."
"Not a problem. We can stop at a store and get some KY and then do anal."
"Sorry; I don't do that."
"Then I guess I'll just have to wait."
Then we smiled at each other and broke out laughing. As I was driving her home, we made a date for Tuesday and when I got her to her door, I got a nice kiss with just a touch of tongue and I drove home with a smile on my face.
Julie and I dated for over a month before I found out that her favorite position was indeed missionary and she had lied to me about doing anal.
We had a good thing going and as the months went by, I started thinking of getting a ring and taking a knee. A week before graduation I decided to do it on or next date, which would be on Saturday. Thursday, she called me about an hour after I got home and asked me to meet her at the Village Inn.
She was already there in a booth when I arrived. I sat down and ordered a coffee when the waitress came to the table. As I waited for her to come back with the cup and pot, I noticed that Julie wasn't smiling. In fact she looked a little sad.
My coffee arrived, and after taking a sip I put the cup down and said, "Okay; go ahead and lay it on me."
She took a breath and then said, "I like you, Bob, I like you a lot, but I don't love you. I've spent the last few months wondering if it would change, but it hasn't. I've sensed that you are going to ask me to do something I just can't do. I don't think it would be fair to keep seeing you, knowing that you can't have what you want.
"I've asked you here to tell you I won't be seeing you anymore. I'm sorry, but we just aren't in the cards. I hope you won't hate me, Bob; I've enjoyed our time together, but it has to end."
I sat there, just a bit shaken by her words and then said, "I could never hate you, Jules; be upset with you, of course, but thank you for being up front and honest with me. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to go someplace where I can cry in my beer."
I stood up, dropped a twenty on the table, and walked away. As I drove home, I was wondering what was wrong with me. I had absolutely no trouble getting them, but why couldn't I hold them once I got them? Why?
*****
Graduation came, and with it I became a full time at work. No big change, as I'd been working there part time during school and full time during school breaks since I was fifteen. I threw myself into the business and didn't bother trying to find someone to form a relationship with.
I didn't sit at home, though. I bowled in a league every Wednesday night and I still went to the VFW with my parents on country western nights, where Mom would always ask me when I was going to settle down and give her grandkids to spoil. My answer was always, "Someday." But to give her grandkids I needed to have sexual intercourse with someone, and I didn't see that in the cards for anytime soon.
I was still hurting from Pauline, Babs and Julie, and I was having a hard time trying to convince myself that there was a girl out there who would stick with me, but I needed to get out and try to find her.
My sex life since Julie? My right hand, and usually with visions of Babs dancing in my head. I couldn't help but wonder about that. Pauline hurt me, Julie was a disappointment, But Babs? Her memory was going to haunt me for the rest of my life.
Over the next year I met a few ladies, dated off and on and a few of them ended up in my bed or I ended up in theirs, but I never found one I would take a knee in front of and ask the big question.
I had dinner with my parents every Sunday, and Mom always asked me when I was going to give her grand babies to spoil. I never did tell her that it didn't look like it was never going to happen.
It was a late Friday afternoon and I was sitting in my office waiting on a phone call from Phil Biggs. Phil was the purchasing agent for a large manufacturing company, and he was supposed to let me know by the end of the day on whether or not his company would be buying a large order of Mark Threes from us.
It was five-thirty, I had given up on hearing from Phil and was just getting up to leave when the phone rang. I picked up the phone and said:
"Good afternoon, Falcon Industries, this is Bob."
"Hello, Bob. Phil Biggs here. We are a go. I'll fax over the purchase order as soon as I hang up."
"Thank you, Phil, and have a great weekend."
"Same to you, Bob. Talk with you later."
As I hung up the phone, I was thinking the call was a great way to end the day and send me into the weekend. "Can't be no better than this," I thought. But I was wrong. Just as I was leaving the office the phone rang again.
"Good afternoon. Falcon Industries; this is Bob."
"Hello, baby; miss me?"
For a second or two I thought, "No way; it can't be," but it was.
"Are you there, Bobby?"
"Yes, but you caught me by surprise. I never expected to hear from you again. How are things in Ypsilanti?"
"Wouldn't know. I don't live there anymore."
"So how have you been?"
"I've had my ups and downs like everybody else. I'm on the upside right now. I'm calling to see what time you get off work."
"Why would you ask me that?"
"I need to tell your mother what time you will be here for dinner."
"You are at my parents' house?"
"Yep. I thought it was time for her to meet her grandkids. She's in the living room playing with them now."
"Grandkids? What the hell are you talking about?"
"The sooner you get here the sooner you will find out."
I know I broke a few traffic laws on the way to my parent's house, but I didn't agonize over it. Babs must have been watching for me because she had the front door open and was waiting for me as I walked up the front steps. She stood there in the doorway and when I got to her, she said, "The entry fee is a kiss."
I just stood there and looked at her for several seconds, and then I leaned forward and kissed her forehead.
"I said a kiss, not a peck." She grabbed my head, pulled my face to her and laid a kiss on me that should have melted the nails in the heels of my shoes.
She broke the kiss and I asked, "What the hell is going on here Babs?"
"Come on inside and find out."
I walked inside and she led me to my father's den and home office. There was a leather couch and she sat down and patted the spot next to her and said, "Sit."
I did and she said, "I told you I was pregnant when I left and I told you my husband was the father and not you. It turns out the he wasn't. When I told him I was pregnant I expected a big smile. Instead, he called me a cheating whore, even though he was the one who said we could play while we were apart. It turned out that he was sterile and he knew it long before he even married me,
"He was going to tell me, but not until I started talking about kids and then he was going to lay it on me. He stormed out of the apartment, went to a bar, got drunk and when he left the bar, he ended up wrapping himself around a telephone pole. I was stunned at first and it took me some time to get over what happened. By the time I got my head on straight, it was time for me to deliver.
"Thank God my parents were there for me and they took care of me. I don't know what would have happened to me and the babies if it wasn't for them."
"Babies?"
"You have twin girls, Bobby. I had to fight to bring them out here. My mom just didn't want to let us go. I think she was afraid she'd never get to see them again. I had to promise that I would bring them back to see her. I'm sure she is hoping you will turn your back on me so I'll come back home. I worked on my dad to work on her and convince her that you at least needed to see them and know you were a daddy.
"I didn't call and let you know I was coming because I was afraid you might tell me to go to hell and hang up on me. Are you ready to go and meet your children?"
"No," I said, and as I stood up I saw her face fall and then I said, "There is something we need to do first."
"What?"
I stood up, turned and took a knee in front of her and asked, "Barbara Marie Beeler, will you marry me?"
She started crying, pulled me to her and said, "Hell yes I will." She gave me another of those nail melting kisses. We stood up and then she led me to the living room to meet my daughters.
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I've known Amber since the third grade and when I first started to be interested in girls she was the one I was interested in. But Amber wasn't interested in me. At least three times in the sixth, seventh and eighth grades I'd asked her for a date and had gotten a no every time.
In the ninth grade I finally got a yes which led to a second, third, fourth and fifth date. I got a kiss on the third and by the fifth we were making out. I had big plans for our sixth date, but a day before it was to happen she broke the date with me. When I asked her why she told me Ronnie Holbrook had asked her out.
Three weeks later she asked me I was avoiding her and I told her I didn't want to interfere with her relationship with Holbrook and she told me she wasn't in a relationship with him. It had just been one date.
"No it wasn't just one date. It was a date you broke with me. If you want to date other guys go ahead, but you don't break a date with me to do it!"
She promised it would never happen again so I asked her out, she said yes, and we picked up right where we left off.
Six more dates and then it was a repeat of the Holbrook incident with Billy Neubert. That time I only had to avoid her for a week because summer vacation started and every summer I go out to my Uncle Brady's farm to work. I saved the money he paid me so I could buy a car when I was old enough to get my driver's license.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Summer over and I was back to school. I saw Amber around and she was always with some guy I'd never seen before.
About a month after school had started I was having lunch in the school cafeteria when Amber sat down at my table and asked:
"Why haven't you called me?"
"Does the name Billy Neubert come to mind? And even if I was of a mind to your time seems to be taken up by the guy you have had with you since school started up."
"That's my cousin Rory; he moved here and I've been showing him around. As far as Billy goes it was only a one time date."
I just looked at her and didn't say anything, but she must have read my mind because she said "I have to date other guys. My mother won't let me date just one boy. She won't even let me go steady with a boy until the eleventh grade. She says I need to know what different guys are like before I can get in a steady relationship. I go on four or five dates with you and then I date another guy once or twice and then another four or five with you. You are my guy and I am yours if you can put up with what I have to do to keep my mother off my back."
It sounded reasonable to me so I asked her for a date and the cycle started. Four or five dates with me and then one or two with someone else and that's the way it was all the way through the tenth grade.
Summer came and it was off to Uncle Brady's farm. I turned sixteen in August and was looking forward to getting my driver's license and buying a car when I got home. Then Uncle Brady surprised me. He asked me if I would rather have the farm truck instead of my summer's wages. It was a no brainer for me. If I took the truck I would still have all the money I had saved up to by a car. I of course said I'd take the truck and Uncle Brady laughed and said:
"Somehow I was pretty sure you would say that" and then he said it was also a birthday present and then he handed me a birthday card. It was from my parents and it had a short note in it. It said:
"Drive safe on your way home and your uncle has your birthday present from us."
I asked Brady what it was and he told me it was the money for plates and insurance.
The truck was a nine year old four wheel drive long bed Chevy Silverado, but it was in pretty good shape and I'd been driving it around the farm for the last four years. That�s right. I'd been driving it since I was twelve. I'd been driving the truck and Uncle Brady's John Deere every summer I'd worked for him. I found out it wasn't at all uncommon for farm kids and kids who worked as summer help on farms (like me) to start driving on the farm at an early age.
It wasn't always on the farm either. You had to get out onto County 6 and drive three miles to get to other acreage and one plot had you taking County 6 to Elk Road and then left for two miles.
A week before I was to go home Uncle Brady took me into the small town that was close to the farm, plated and insured the truck in my name and then took me to take the tests and do the paperwork to get me my driver's license.
I found out later that it had been a hell of a lot easier getting things done while at Uncles than it would have been back at home in a large city. I guess it was one of the benefits of being a farm kid (or considered to be a farm kid) in a small town.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I got home the day before school was to start and I called Amber to see if we could get together that evening. She told me she already had a date, but was looking forward to seeing me now that I was home and she would make sure to have lunch with me in the school cafeteria the next day.
As much as I was looking forward to seeing Amber I made a decision over the summer. When Amber went off to date some other guy I was going to date other girls. Or at least I would try. I had no idea of how successful I would be at it because Amber was the only girl I had spent time with.
The next day at school I went to the office and got a student parking pass. I didn't have any morning classes with Amber so I didn't see her until lunch time. We caught up on things that happened over the summer and then I asked her if her mother's position on dating had changed any and she told me no.
"I thought you told me way back that she would start letting you go steady once you started eleventh grade."
"She did, but she had a valid point when she said I needed to see what other guys were like before I picked one to go steady with."
"I thought you had already picked me. You said I was your guy and you were mine if I could just put up with your dating others until now. I put up with it and now we are here. I've spent all summer expecting that we would be going steady as soon as I got back to school."
"You get five or six dates to everyone else one or two. To me that seems like we are pretty much going steady."
"Not to me. I would have thought you would have dated enough guys while I was gone to get seeing what other guys were like out of your system."
"Don't be that way. You will get most of them."
"I'm going to want plenty of notice when you make a date with someone else. I don't want any more of asking you on Thursday what you would like to do on Friday or Saturday only to be told you have a date with another guy set up."
"I can do that."
Except she didn't. I made plans for Saturday night and on Friday at lunch in the cafeteria I told her what I had planned and got the "I'm sorry, but I already have a date for that night."
I gave her a hard look and then said "Have fun" and I got up and walked away from her.
As I was one of the few guys in the eleventh grade that had a vehicle it wasn't hard to get a date and yes, I knew it was more of the truck being we could go places and do things that a guy without a license or access to a car could do than my amazing looks or sparkling personality that sealed the date, but at my age a date was a date right?
When school let out I hurried out to the truck. Knowing Amber was expecting me to wait for her and give her a ride home I started the truck and got the hell out of the student parking lot. As I was pulling out of the lot I was passing the spot where the kids waited on the school bus and I saw Kimberly Atikins standing there. Kim lived in the same neighborhood I did. On a whim I stopped and asked her if she wanted a ride home and she gave me a big smile and got in the truck. We made small talk as I drove and then about two minutes before I got to her place she suddenly asked:
"Why haven't you ever asked me for a date? I mean we've known each other for damned near ever and I'm not a bad looking girl even if I do say so myself."
It caught me by surprise, but I knew what to say to that.
"I never did because I had something going with Amber."
"Why? All she ever did was run around on you and that�s while you were here. When you were gone for the summer she spent her time with Ronnie Holbrook."
That was news to me. I knew she dated, but she'd always led me to believe it was always with a different guy and she only dated them once or twice.
"Every summer" I asked.
"Every one for the past three summers."
I remembered it was a couple of years ago when she broke a date with me to go out with Holbrook. I was silent until I pulled into her driveway and then I asked:
"Are you doing anything tomorrow night?"
"Nothing planned. Why?"
"Would you like to go out with me?"
She said yes and we had a great time and when I got her home I asked if she would like to do something on Sunday. She said yes and we had another great time and I got a pretty nice kiss when I took her home. I asked her if it was too soon to ask her out for the next Friday and she said she would make sure to hold it open for me and we could talk more about it at school the next day.
"Riding with me or are you taking the school bus?"
"With you silly man."
Since school started I had been picking Amber up and giving her a ride to school, but that day I didn't call her and let her know. If she let the school bus go and waited for me? Oh well.
When I got to the school cafeteria I saw Kim sitting alone and after I went through the line I joined her. The chair I sat down on had me facing the door and the serving line and about five minutes after sitting down I saw Amber come in, go through the line and then look around. She spotted me and seemed surprised to see me sitting with another girl since I always sat with her, at least when I wasn't pissed at her and avoiding her. When that happened I always made sure that she got to the cafeteria before me and was seated before I came in, got my food, spotted where she was sitting and then went to the opposite side of the room. She looked at Kim and me and then turned and found a seat where she could watch us. She kept her eyes on Kim and me the entire lunch period and I wondered what she as thinking.
Amber and I shared a three o'clock class and she was waiting for me just outside of the classroom when the class let out.
"Why didn't you pick me up this morning? You didn't show and the bus was already gone and I had to get my mom to drive me and it caused me to be late for my first class. And why didn't you wait for me on Friday?"
"Because I didn't want to. I've decided not to waste any more time on you."
"What are you saying?"
"Just that. I'm not going to waste any more time on you. You are obviously not as into me as much as I was into you so I'm not going to fight it any more. Look on the bright side; from now on you can just go ahead and date anyone you like without worrying about me."
I looked at my watch and said "Got to run. I'm supposed to meet someone" and I took off and left her standing there.
Kim was waiting at the truck when I got there and as we pulled out of the lot she said "I saw you talking to Amber after Calculus."
"I pretty much let her know she is history as far as I'm concerned."
"How did she take it?"
"Don't know. I dumped it on her and left."
"Dare I hope that means I'll see more of you?"
"If you want to."
"I do. I do indeed."
"We already have a date for Friday right?"
"I know, but there are four other nights between now and Friday."
"I know, but I need to study. I need to keep my grades up if I want to get scholarships to college."
"So we can spend time studying together."
So that is what we did. We did neck a little during the study sessions and the fourth study session turned into a half study session and a full make out session.
Even though Amber tried to get to me at school I ignored her. She couldn't get to me after school because Kim was always waiting for me by my truck and I guess Amber didn't want an audience when she got to me.
Unfortunately I could not duck her when she caught me at home. She rang the doorbell at nine on Saturday morning and my mom answered the door and invited Amber in. I was outside on the patio drinking coffee and studying when mom let Amber out onto the patio and then left us alone. He sat down opposite me and asked:
"Why are you avoiding me?"
"I've put you behind me and I don't understand why it bothers you. It frees you up to date to your hearts content."
"I explained all that to you."
"Yes you did and I believed you right up to when I found out about you and Holbrook."
"Found out what?"
"That he was your steady date while I was away. My sources, and yes I have more than one (I lied) who have told me that both of the last couple of summers I was gone you and Holbrook were a steady couple and no one had ever seen you date another guy. Just Holbrook. Where was your mother's "You can't go steady" then? And that�s only the first thing. The second thing was the talk we had when I got home this summer where you told me you still weren�t ready to go steady. Remember that talk? Where you agreed to my condition that you give me plenty advance notice if you were going to date someone else? How long did that last? In case you have forgotten I'll tell you. It lasted two weeks. I'd made plans for Saturday and on Friday I told you what they were and you told me sorry, but you already had a date for Saturday. That ended our relationship. I knew then I could never count on you so I've put you behind me and I've moved on."
"That�s not fair."
"It is to me. I repeat; I cannot count on you so I'm not wasting any more time on you. Now you need to leave. I have to study for the pop quiz that I know Gilman is going to hit us with on Monday."
She had tears running down her cheeks as she got up and sobbed out "You're mine Bobby and I'm not letting you go."
"Yeah; right" I thought as she left.
For the next two months Kim and I kept steady company and then, at the end of one Friday night date, Kim told me she couldn't see me anymore. She said it was time for her to find out what other guys might be like. She went to kiss me goodnight, but I pushed her away.
As I drove home I was asking myself what the fuck was it with girls. Always wanting to try other guys. Why the hell should guys waste time trying to get into a relationship with one if all that was going to happen was he was going to get kicked to the curb so she could see what other guys were like? To hell with it! From now on I would date, but wouldn't get into any kind of relationship.
That�s how I spent the rest of that year. I would date a girl a couple of times and then date another once or twice and move on. The only constant during that period was Amber was always trying to get back with me. I was always cordial with her, but I never dated her.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then summer came and Uncle Brady asked me if I was going to work for him over the summer and I think I surprised him when I said yes. I guess he thought that since I was old enough to drive and had a truck I'd spend the summer chasing girls. I'd been tempted to do just that, but I had come to the realization over the past year that it costs money to run that truck. I'd make enough working the farm that summer to get me through the next year.
I didn't really need that money; I just wanted it. I still had most of what I'd saved over the past summers to buy a car, but even at my young age I'd come to believe that enough is never enough. What if the tranny took a dump on me? What if something went bad in the transfer case? What if the engine seized? The list of 'what if's was endless. And if nothing bad happened I'd have the money to date without having to draw on my savings.
I turned seventeen and that changed the whole summer routine. Every Saturday night Uncle Brady and Aunt Tammy would go into town for the dance at the VFW. I could never go with them because you had to be at least seventeen to get in. They would always drop me at the movies and then pick me up later.
I was worried about it because I didn't really know how to dance. I could do the usual teenage stuff, hopping, flapping and jerking around, but I really didn't know how to dance the kind of dances they did at the VFW. I didn't know squat about waltzes, two-steps and line dances. Aunt Tammy told me not to worry and that she would see to it that I'd get along just fine.
The first couple of dances were line dances and Aunt Tammy led me through them. Then they played a waltz and I sat and watched my aunt and uncle move around the floor. The next song was another waltz and Aunt Tammy pulled me out onto the floor with her. I was extremely uncomfortable. I don't believe I've mentioned it before, but Aunt Tammy was pretty damned sexy. Big tits, a great ass and her legs were awesome when she dressed up and wore high heels. I'd accidently caught her in just her bra and panties when I walked into the house one day when she thought my uncle and I were out in the fields. I don't even remember how many times I'd pounded my pud with pictures of that in my mind.
Anyway, dancing with her in my arms gave me a woodie and being new to a dance like the waltz I was a bit clumsy and a couple of times Aunt Tammy's leg came in contact with it. I was silently embarrassed, but I'm pretty sure I saw a bit of a smile cross her face when it happened. The next tune was also a waltz and she kept me out on the floor. I did a little better, but there was still some leg to erection contact and I was glad when the song ended and we could go back to our table.
Next up was a two-step and again I sat and watched. Maybe a minute into the dance a girl sat down at the table with me and said:
"Hey new guy. My name is Marci and I want to dance."
She stood up, took my hand and started to pull me off my chair. I resisted saying "I don't know how."
"I didn't either when I first started coming here. You can't learn sitting on that chair. Come on."
She led me off to the side of the dance floor, showed me the basics of the two-step and then pulled me out onto the floor.
That was the start of my relationship with Gail Marcella Luoma. I found out later that there were four Gail's in her class at school so she preferred to go by Marci. By the end of the evening I was doing a fairly decent two-step and I knew three line dances petty well. The waltz only so so, but I was catching on. Before we left Marci said:
"Keep next week open for me okay?"
"You got it" I happily said.
On the way home Uncle Brady started teasing me about my new girlfriend and Aunt Tammy told him to shut up, but of course he didn't.
"You going to settle down on eighty acres, grow sweet corn and tomaters? But we don't have a water tower so you won't be able to climb it and write Bobby loves Marci on it."
I didn't have a fucking clue as to what the hell he was babbling about. It was three weeks later when I heard him singing along to a tune on his CD player and heard the same words he had used on the way home from that first dance. It was from a country song � Joe Diffie's John Deere Green.
For the rest of the summer my Saturday nights were spent on the dance floor of the VFW with Marci. We did sneak out of the dance several times and made out although I'm pretty sure we weren't fooling anyone.
When the end of the summer came I was seriously considering thinking about moving in with Uncle Brady and Aunt Tammy, but Marci talked me out of it in a way that sent me home thinking all girls were liars who loved nothing better than fucking over guys. She let me in on her secret. She was eighteen going on nineteen, had already graduated from high school and was going away to college.



It also caused a rift between me and my aunt and uncle because they knew it and never let me know. The last day I was there and after I had packed and loaded everything in the truck my uncle handed me a check for my summer's wages and I took it without saying "Thank you" and turned and walked to my truck and left.
On the drive home I was telling myself I just needed to find a prostitute to take my virginity and keep seeing her instead of dating. Of course I had no idea of how to make that happen. Not that it mattered because I had a surprise waiting for me when I got home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Apparently Amber had stayed in touch with my mom and she had told Amber when I was going to be home and Amber was there waiting for me. I was civil to her (my mother would have boxed my ears if I was anything less). After mom parked us on the patio with glasses of iced tea Amber said:
"I need something from you Bobby."
"What?"
"Some sort of token that shows we are going steady. Maybe a friendship ring or your letter sweater (I lettered in swimming and track) just something to show everybody that we are together."
"Get serious Amber."
"I am serious Bobby. I've always known we were soulmates, but I needed to be sure and that�s why I occasionally dated others. And don't forget a while back I told you that you were mine and I was never going to let you go. You up for a date tonight or do you need to relax since it is your first day back?"
"I'm up for it" and just like that we were a couple again.
Did I take her word that she was done with dating others? Mostly, but with a grain of salt. In the back of my mind there was a brain cell telling me it would happen again, but it didn't. I do know she was hit on and asked out a lot (even if I wasn't supposed to) but she never said yes to any of them.
We had some very hot make out sessions, but it wasn't until the middle of our first year in college that we went all the way. I would like to have done it sooner but Amber kept saying she wasn't ready. Did I like it? Fuck no! I loved it! And wanted to do it all the time, but alas, we just couldn't. Stuff like classes, studying, having to sleep just kept getting in the way.
One thing about it though; it was obvious to me that Amber was not a virgin. I couldn't fault her on it since what she did after I'd split with her was none of my business, but it did piss me off that she had made me wait.
Things rocked along until just before summer break. I got home from school one day and my dad asked me if I had any plans for the summer and I told him I didn't and asked him why he had asked me that.
"Brady had a heart attack and Tammy needs help running the farm until he can get back on his feet."
"How long before he can get back? I can work there this summer, but then I'll need to get back here to go to school in September."
"You can always sit out a term or two if need be."
I'm sure he saw the hesitation on my part and said "He's family Bob and family comes first. I'd help if I could, but I don't know squat about what goes on on a farm, but you have worked there every summer since you were twelve years old. You know what to do and what needs to be done."
He was right and I knew it. Family did come first. When I told Amber what I had to do she got upset. I told her she could go with me, but she shot that down.
"You know I have to go with my parents when they go back to Ohio to visit my grandparents."
"You could join me when you get back."
"My parents would kill me if I was to live with a man I'm not married to. I guess you had better give me enough to last me until you get back."
I did my best, but I guess my best wasn't good enough.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd been working at the farm for a little over a month when I got a call from Josh Martin who was one of my friends.
"You and Amber have been going steady and I know you planned on getting married when you graduate. I don't know if you have some kind of agreement about what you can do when you when you are apart, but I have something I think you should know just in case you don't have an agreement. I saw Amber doing the dirty with Ronnie Holbrook on the back seat of his car. I know it is none of my business, but I wouldn't be much of a friend if I didn't let you know."
I thanked him for the heads up and asked him to call me if he saw anything else I should know. Ronnie Holbrook? The Ronnie Holbrook she had seemed to date exclusively when I was away on the farm? The same Ronnie Holbrook she had broken a date with me to go out with all those years ago?
I was not in a good mood following that phone call. There wasn't anything I could do about the situation. I was 280 miles away and I couldn't leave. One thing I did know was that Amber and I were history. Maybe it was a bit juvenile of me, but when I put that friendship ring on her finger it was understood that we were now exclusive. At least it meant that to me. I was in the habit of calling Amber two or three times a week and I just stopped.
Uncle Brady was coming along and was starting to help out with some of the less physical jobs, but it was clear to me that he wasn't going to be ready to take over from me in time for me to go back to school so I resigned myself to missing the next term of school.
Uncle was good enough that we started going into town for the VFW dances on Saturday nights. I was pretty much a stranger to the locals so I just got up for the line dances and an occasional dance with Aunt Tammy. About twenty-five minutes after getting there I was sitting at the table watching Aunt Tammy and some local she knew doing a waltz when there was a tap on my shoulder. I turned to she Marci standing there.
"Wouldn't you rather be out there with me rather than sitting here watching?"
I stood up and we went out onto the dance floor. Once on the floor she said "I�m surprised to see you here."
I told her about my uncle's health problem and then asked "Won't your boyfriend get upset about you asking me to dance?"
"I don't have a boyfriend."
"That does not compute."
"What doesn't compute?"
"That a girl as foxy as you doesn't have one."
"I don't want one. I don't intend to get serious about a guy until after I graduate. How about you?"
"Don't have a girlfriend."
"Good. It means we can pick up where we left off. As I remember it you were a pretty good kisser."
"Why would I want to do that when you will be leaving soon to go back to school?"
"Not for another six weeks."
We stayed out on the floor for another waltz, a two-step and a cowboy cha cha and then the band took a break. Marci led me to a table and as we sat down Marci said:
"I'm not going to beat around the bush here Rob. I'm not a virgin and I'm assuming that you aren't either. Have you heard the term friends with benefits?"
I nodded a yes and she went on "I don't want to do it with anyone from around here because I don't trust anyone I went to school with and grew up with to keep their mouths shut. I need something to hold me until I get back to school. You game?"
Why not I thought. I was done with Amber so I had no reason to remain true to her.
"Count me in" I told Marci, "But it can't be tonight. I drove in with my uncle and aunt."
"No problem. Just tell them I'll bring you home."
When I told my aunt and uncle that Marci would bring me home Uncle Brandy smiled and started humming John Deere Green.
Marci had a garage apartment over her parent's garage. When we got there she asked me if I wanted to relax and have a drink before we got down to the main event and I told her no and that I would rather not waste what time we had and get right to it.
"My kind of guy" she said as she started to strip. I quickly followed and by the time I had my clothes off she was lying on the bed, legs spread and waiting. I looked at her lying there spread and waiting and was looking at the first bare pussy I had ever seen. I think I surprised her when instead of climbing on and pushing in I went down on her.
"No" she cried, "I want you in me."
"Sorry, but a naked pussy has to be eaten before it can be made love to" and I went for it. It didn't take long, maybe three seconds, before her hands were trying to pull my head inside her. I got her off once before getting in her and getting her off again.
For the next month when chores were done I'd get in my truck and head for Marci's place. Add in Saturday nights after dancing at the VFW and I was one very well taken care of young lad. As much as I was loving it I always knew it was going to end when Marci headed back to school.
But Marci had a surprise for me. During the last Saturday night dance before leaving for school Marci introduced me to a friend of hers. Stella was a nicely put together redhead.
"I told Stella all about you. She is aware of our friends with benefits relationship and she is interested. Since I'm leaving Tuesday I thought I would put the two of you together. Might nothing come of it, but I like the both of you so I thought I would put the two of you together and see what happens."
I danced with both of them and when the band took breaks we sat and talked. I found out that Stella was a full time cashier at the local supermarket. She had her own apartment and had the same lack of trust issues with the boys she had grown up with that Marci had. She gave me her phone number and told me I could give her a call when Marci left for school.
After two weeks of not calling Amber she called me. She told me she missed me and couldn't wait for me to come home. Then she asked why I hadn't called. And I was blunt in my reply.
"I stopped calling because I'm through with you. According to my sources what you have been doing on the backseat of Ronnie Holbrook's car does not meet the boyfriend test. I've finally come to the conclusion that you can't be trusted and I have no use for a girlfriend that I can't trust. Goodbye Amber."
I hung up on her, got myself a beer and then sat down and thought about how long I had known her and how long I had been hung up on her. Ten years. I thought I'd grabbed the brass ring when she finally said yes when I'd asked her for a date. Then three years of almost going steady before ending things. It was going to take me a bit to get over her; if I ever would be.
To be continued.
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It was about a week after I told Amber goodbye that all thoughts of Amber were driven from my head.
I'd had a hard day and about an hour after supper I'd gone to bed and was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. I don't know how long I was out before I had a dream about a sexy Hollywood movie star giving me a blow job and I slowly woke thinking I'd had a wet dream only to find out it wasn't a dream.
My cock was being sucked and even though the room was dark and I couldn't see who it was I knew there was only one possibility. Aunt Tammy was the only female within four miles. I reached over and turned on the light and looked down to see Aunt Tammy looking up at me while sucking on me.
I was shocked at seeing her, but any thoughts of pulling away from her were overridden by the sensations I was experiencing. When she had me as hard as she wanted she rolled over on her back and said:
"Fuck me Bobby. I need it; I need it bad."
I think I previously mentioned how hot and sexy she was so I didn't hesitate to do what she asked. It had been awhile for me and I didn't last long, but as soon as I came and pulled out she went back down on me. It didn't take her long to get me into serviceable condition and then she was on her back again and looking at me expectantly.
Not one word had been spoken by either of us after her initial "Fuck me Bobby" but then who needed words to do what we were doing. I didn't even think of Uncle Brady until after I'd pulled out of her for the second time. She must have read my mind because she said:
"Don't worry about your uncle. When he takes his meds he is down for the night. This is our little secret okay?"
I nodded a yes and she got up and left my room. Did I feel guilty over fucking my uncle's wife? Damn straight I did, but I'd do it again in a heartbeat if I ever got another chance.
And I did get another chance the very next night. The three of us were sitting in the living room watching TV when my uncle got up, took his meds, and then he told me goodnight. Then he and Aunt Tammy went off to bed. I finished watching the last half hour of the show and then I went to bed.
I'd only been under the covers for maybe ten minutes when the door opened and she came in. As soon as I heard the door begin to open my cock started to grow and by the time she got to the bed I was fully erect. She pulled the covers back, saw my stiffy and giggled:
"Is that for me?"
She bent and her mouth enveloped my cock. She sucked on me for a couple of minutes and then she pulled off, looked at me and asked:
"Would you eat my pussy Bobby? Please?"
"I've never done it. I don't know what to do."
"I can teach you sweetie; come on and let me show you."
What followed was Pussy Eating 101 and it was too bad I couldn't get college credit for it. If Aunt Tammy's reaction was any indication I got at least a B+ for the course. But I came pretty damned close to flunking out when after having made love she asked me to do it again.
"But you're dirty down there."
"It won't hurt you; trust me on that. You may even learn to like it."
I didn't want to; I really, really didn't want to, but then she let me know it was the price for keeping her on my bed. I paid it. I never learned to like it, but I paid it.
During pillow talk I learned that she and my uncle had been used to making love three, four and sometimes five times a week and she hadn't had any since Uncle Brady's heart attack and she was climbing walls. Even though my uncle was out like a light after taking his night time meds she didn't want to leave him alone while going into town looking up old boyfriends so I was drafted to take care of her 'needs' until my uncle could resume his duties. Again, I was probably an asshole for fucking my uncle's wife, but honestly, what hormonal teenager was going to pass up pussy pushed at him?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Over the next month I was visited by Aunt Tammy on the average of three times a week as she continued to further my sexual education.
We had ben going to the VFW dances where Uncle Brady sat and watched Aunt Tammy dance with me and one or two others that she knew. One guy she danced with two or three times a night when we were there seemed to upset him. I did have to admit he had cause. The guy held her too close and his hand had slid down to her ass several times and she never pushed it away or slapped him and it upset the hell out of my uncle.
One night he started to get up and go charging out onto the floor and knowing the stress and exertion wouldn't be good for him in his condition I grabbed him and made him sit back down. I found out later (after I had clued Aunt Tammy in on what almost happened) that the guy was an old boyfriend. In fact he was Tammy's boyfriend when she met my uncle. I asked him why he even came to the dances knowing that the guy would most likely be there. He told me that he felt he owed it to my aunt.
"She's cooped up in the house taking care of me and I know she needs to get out, have a little fun and get rid of some of the stress she is under."
I couldn't very well tell him that she didn't need a night out dancing to get rid of stress because I was taking care of that.
I was getting used to Aunt Tammy's nighttime visits and I hoped it would last for a long time, but that wasn't to be. Uncle Brady started getting his strength back and started helping out with the farm work. As he got better Aunt Tammy's visits slowed down and then stopped and soon it was time for Bobby to go home again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the week after Thanksgiving when my uncle said he could handle things so I was on the way home to celebrate Christmas with my parents.
The next school term didn't start until January so I was at loose ends. I hit all the places where I expected to find my friends. I did find several and got invited to a few parties. At one of them I found Kim. She was alone and I asked her where her date was and she said:
"He just got here."
I looked around and didn't see anyone close so I asked where he was.
"Standing right in front of me."
"Oh, right; silly me."
We talked and caught up on things that had happened after we had stopped dating. After a moment's thought I said:
"I've forgotten what we have planned for tomorrow.
"We were going dancing at the teen club."
"The teen club?"
"Oh, that's right; you have been gone for a while so you don't know about it. Someone decided that kids under twenty-one could use a place where they could dance and socialize until they were legal and go to bars. They have a band and a large dance floor, but it isn't cheap. There is a twenty dollar cover charge and while the only drinks you can get are soft drinks and they cost five dollars and there is a two drink minimum so if dancing makes you thirsty and you have more than two drinks an evening could cost in the neighborhood of forty dollars."
"Why only forty? Two covers is forty and figure three drinks each would make it at least seventy bucks."
"There is no cover for girls. The thinking is that the more girls that are there means the guys will flock to the place and it seems to be working. Lots of girls go there without dates knowing guys will ask them to dance and buy them drinks. They get to have a good time on the cheap and if they hook up with a guy they like they might leave with him or not. Seems to work out for almost everyone."
I had a great time with Kim at the teen club. There were lots of old schoolmates there and we pushed a couple of tables together. Besides dancing with Kim I danced with half a dozen other girls I'd known from school. When I took Kim home I received a scorching hot kiss and a date for Saturday.
Saturday's date was supposed to be dinner and a movie, but as we were finishing dessert Kim said "How about we skip the movie and find us a motel."
I just smiled and said "You got it."
Two missionaries, one doggie a couple of sixty-nines and a cowgirl that ended in a doggie and I was done. Kim seemed okay with it although she did say she would get another one out of me in the morning. And she did.
In the morning we went to the Village Inn and over pancakes and bacon Kim said "I'm not easy Bobby, but I felt the need to try and lock you in before someone else got to you."
"Lock me in? I don't understand."
"When I broke up with you I said it was because I wanted to see what other guys were like? That wasn't the real reason. The real reason was that I was starting to have feelings for you, strong feelings but I felt I was too young to get hung up on a guy so I basically bailed out on you."
"What changed?"
"I've dated a dozen other guys and even gone steady with one, but not one of them even came close to making me feel like I felt for you."
"Am I hearing that you would like for us to become a couple?"
"That is exactly what you are hearing."
"You sure you have purged your urge to see what other guys might be like?"
"Absolutely!"
"Then count me in."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Saturday night and we had been at the club for about an hour. There were several of our high school classmates there and we had shoved three tables together and Kim and I were sitting there talking to Vern Catron and Pauline French when Amber walked up to the table and asked:
"Dance with me Bobby?"
"You need to ask my date if I is okay with her."
That got me "What the fuck is wrong with you" look from her, but she did ask Kim if it was okay. Kim looked at me, but I just shrugged my shoulders so Kim said:
"I don't mind as long as you know you have to bring him back."
I got up and walked out on the dance floor with Amber. A waltz was playing so I took her in my arms and we started moving around on the floor.
"Why haven't you called me since you got back?"
"I believe I covered that in our last phone call."
"You aren't being fair Bobby. You got me used to a steady diet of loving and then you left. I'm a healthy girl. What was I supposed to do?"
The music stopped and I pulled Amber to the side of the dance floor and said "What you were supposed to do since you committed to be my steady was to suck it up and behave just like I had to suck it up and behave while I was away from you. And it wasn't lost on me that it was with Ronnie Holbrook. The two of you just can't seem to stay away from each other."
"He is just a friend Bobby."
"Yeah; a friend with benefits."
"Stop that Bobby. You are my man and you know it."
"That's the problem Amber; I don't know it. Every time we are apart you end up with Holbrook and to me that means he is more yours than I am. It wasn't lost on me that when we first made love you weren't a virgin and since Holbrook is the only guy you spent time with while I was gone that means he got your cherry. Where was that "You are my man" when that happened. No, Amber and Ronnie are more of a couple than you and I could ever be. It is a shame because once upon a time I thought you and I were forever. Silly me."
"You aren't silly Bobby; that�s the way I feel too."
"Too bad I can't buy that. If you will excuse me I need to get back to my date."
I turned and walked away as she cried "Please Bobby; please do�."When I got back to the table Kim asked me what Amber wanted.
"Me."
"And?"
"I'm here aren't I?"
"You know what I'm asking."
"I let her know she is history."
"Good. I'm glad I don't have to hurt her."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things moved along and just after the start of the year I was back in school. Kim and I were a couple and the future seemed full of promise. And then, of course, the bright future turned bleak.
I showed up at Kim's door on Thursday to pick her up for a date. I had been really looking forward to it because I knew the date included a trip to the Star Bright Motel. Kim opened the door, asked me in and told me to have a seat on the couch. Then she hit me with it.
"I'm sorry Bobby, but I can't see you anymore. I met a guy and I swear sparks flew between us. I'm sorry Bobby; I really am. Friends?"
I got up and left without a word.
As I walked to the truck I was wondering what it was about me that made girls want to fuck over me? Dumb thought and I realized it by the time I got home. I just wasn't what they wanted. It was just that simple. I was what they settled for until something better came along. Although in Amber's case in did have to wonder about that 'something better.'
Holbrook was an obnoxious asshole. I'd never gotten along with him and several times it had come to blows. The score was three me and one him. Then the thought occurred to me that he might just be chasing after Amber to get back at me for his three losses. So what? It didn't matter to me. All he accomplished was to show me that Amber couldn't be trusted, but knowing that ahead of time made me wonder if I could put up with her.
Could I go back into a relationship with her knowing she would eventually cheat on me? I laughed to myself as I thought "Fuck yeah I could. Pussy was pussy and I could go with her until something better came along. I decided that the next time Amber made a play toward getting us back together I would take her up on it. Then I had to laugh at myself once again. What in the hell made me think that after my last talk with her that she would even try again.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Saturday I decided to hit he teen club and see if I could have a good time without a date.
There were at least a dozen kids there that I knew and they had pushed several tables together. Denny Abbott saw me come in and he waved me over to join them.
I took a seat and after some socializing I asked Nancy Wilde for a dance and after her I danced with Beverly Abbeg. I'd just taken Bev back to her seat when I saw Amber walk in the door. She looked around, saw the group and then she walked over and took a seat at the other end of the table. Then she saw me and I wondered what she would do. I wasn't going to go after her, but if she made the first move I wouldn't chase her away.
Marv Pallister asked her to dance and she got up and went out onto the floor with him. It was a waltz and even though she was out there with Marv she never took her eyes off me. When he brought her back to the table she didn't sit down. She walked over to me and asked me to dance. I got up and we moved out onto the floor. As she moved into my arms she said:
"You don't seem to have a date tonight."
"I don't."
"I don't either. Maybe we can pair up."
"You sure you want that?"
"Absolutely Bobby."
We moved to an empty table and we talked and danced until she flat out asked me to leave with her and get a motel room. I of course didn't try and argue her out of the idea. I ended up getting room 110 at the Starlight and it wasn't lost on me that room 110 was the room in which I last made love to Kim.
Amber was surprised that when we had gotten naked and on the bed that the first thing I did was go down on her. As many times as Amber and I had made love I had never gone down on her. It was Aunt Tammy who had gotten me into doing it. She loved it and from all indications so did Amber. I licked and sucked until she had an orgasm and then I moved up and slid in and the night got busy. The first missionary was followed by a sixty-nine which was followed by a doggie. Another sixty-nine followed by another missionary. Then we rested up and talked for a bit before she slid down and took me in her mouth which led to another doggie and I was done for the night.
From that evening on Amber and I were a couple again.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A couple of times at the teen club I had seen Kim and her new man and then suddenly she was coming in alone. I didn't ask, but I would have bet they weren't together anymore. I did see her once or twice looking at me with what I thought was a wistful look on her face.
Spring break came along and since I still had most of the money I'd made working for my uncle I took Amber to Panama City. We had a great time and toward the end of our stay Amber hinted that she would like a ring for her finger. She didn't know it, but that was something I wasn't sure would ever happen. To put it bluntly I just did not trust her. And that lack of trust played a part in the next episode of Bob and Amber.
It was a Saturday night at the teen club and as usual there were several friends there and tables were shoved together. We were having a good time dancing and socializing. We had been there about an hour when Ronnie Holbrook came in. Stan Witczak waved him over to join us and Holbrook took a chair at the other end of the table from us. I looked at Amber and said:
"If that asshole asks you for a dance you had better tell him no. Just tell him you promised all your dances to me. I do not want you to have anything to do with him."
Another hour went by and I had to go to the bathroom. When I came back Amber was out on the dance floor with Holbrook. They were dancing way too close, her head was on his shoulder, his hand was on her ass and she made no move to push it away. I didn't even go back to the table. I just left and went home.
She called me the next morning and she was pissed.
"Where did you go last night? Why the hell did you go off and leave me there?"
"The question here Amber is where did you go last night? In case you've forgotten I'll tell you. You went out onto the dance floor with that asshole Holbrook. Even though I'd made it perfectly clear that as my date I didn't want you to have anything to do with him. I flat out told you I did not want you to dance with him, but you went ahead and did it anyway."
"Damn it Bob, he is a friend and like it or not you do not get to pick who I can be friends with."
"True, but I can choose mine and I no longer choose you. Goodbye Amber" and I hung up on her and left the phone off the hook so she couldn't call back.
That wasn't the end of it of course. An hour later she was ringing the doorbell. When I went to the door and saw it was her I walked out onto the porch with her rather than inviting her in.
"What do you want Amber?"
"We have to get this straightened out Bobby."
"Nothing to straighten out Amber. This ain't baseball, but life has the same rules. Three strikes and you're out. Breaking a date with me to go out with Holbrook, strike one. Dating Holbrook while I was gone and giving him your cherry, strike two. Dancing with him after I told you to say no to him and dancing close with your head on his shoulder and his hand on your ass, strike three and you are out.
"Don't bother me anymore Amber. I can't trust you and I have no use for someone I can't trust. You can't seem to stay away from Holbrook so get off my porch and go to him."
I walked back into the house and closed the door. She rang the bell again and I opened the door and told her to get the hell off my porch and not to bother me anymore and slammed the door in her face. She rang the bell again and again and I went into the kitchen, got a pot of water, went back to the door, opened it and the screen door and threw the pot of water in her face and then shut the door on her again. There was no more bell ringing.
I was carrying a heavy load, twenty-two credit hours, trying to make up the time I lost working out at the farm. As a result, due to papers being due, projects that needed to be completed and studying I didn't have much of a social life. I did date Pauline French a couple of times, there wasn't anything there. She was only dating me to spite Amber. I'd known Paulie since the second grade and I knew she and Amber had an intense dislike for each other, but I never knew why. We had Production Planning and Management together and one day after class she asked me why I had never asked her out. The real reason was that I was so wrapped up with Amber, but I didn't tell her that.'



"You were always on the arm of one of the jocks so I never considered asking you."
So I asked her out. As I've already noted I knew (or was pretty sure) that she only wanted to go out with me to get a dig in at Amber. She did it not knowing that Amber was already history as far as I was concerned. When I walked her to her door at the end of our second date she laid a kiss on me that was almost like (or maybe was) a promise of things to come. If so it never got a chance because the next day things changed in my life again.
I'd just gotten home from class when my dad said "We need you to become a farmer again."
"What?"
"Tammy just called. Your uncle has had another heart attack. She needs your help."
"No."
"What do you mean no?"
"Just that. I'm not going. I've got finals coming up next in two weeks and I'm not going to throw an entire term away this close to being done."
"Damn it Bob; this is family were talking about. Family comes first."
"I don't care. I'll go after my finals, but I am going to finish this term. There are other people in this family so if it needs to be done tomorrow let them go."
"Be reasonable Bob. None of us know anything about that farm."
"So go and learn. I'm not going anywhere until I get finals out of the way."
Things were a bit frosty around the house for the next ten days, but I ignored it. I took my finals and the next day I left for the farm.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I pulled up at the house I saw Tammy down by the barn feeding the chickens. She waved at me and I waved back. I took my bags to the room I usually used and by the time my aunt got there I was unpacked. She gave me a hug and thanked me for coming. She told me that my uncle was still in the hospital and told me dinner would be ready in an hour and then left me to get situated.
Over dinner Aunt Tammy brought me up to speed on what needed to be done and the asked me if I wanted to go to the hospital with her when she went to see my uncle during visiting hours and I of course said yes.
I'd visited people in the hospital before, but I'd never seen anyone who had so much hooked up to them. Uncle was surrounded by machines that he was hooked up to and there were a couple of poles that had bags of stuff hanging on them that were connected to his arms. He was asleep and Aunt Tammy stood by his bed, geld his hand and talked to him like he was awake and listening.
On the way back to the farm I found out he had been on a ladder fixing a light fixture in the barn when the attack hit him and he fell head first onto the cement floor. He had been in a coma since. That night Aunt Tammy paid me a visit.
"You know what I want Bobby. Please?"
I went down on her and gave her her first orgasm of the night. While she was coming down from it I moved up, slid in and gave her a second one while getting mine. Sixty-nine and doggie gave us both another one and then it was sixty-nine followed by anal and then we fell asleep wrapped around each other.
After than night it was work the farm by day and see to Aunt Tammy's needs at night. It wasn't every night, but it did happen three or four times a week. Naturally I wasn't able to start the next term because my uncle showed no sign of getting better.
Then one day Aunt Tammy told me she was going to put the farm up for sale.
"Even if he gets better he is never going to be able to work the place again."
Two days after she listed the farm for sale Uncle Brady passed. Three days after the funeral she had four buyers that were interested in the place. The realtor who was the listing agent played the four against each other and Aunt Tammy ended up getting more for the place than she had originally asked for.
After the funeral and the sale of the farm closed Aunt Tammy surprised everyone by not moving into town. She had grown up there, gone to school there, met and married Uncle Brady there and everyone assumed she would stay there.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
After the funeral I had gone home. It was too late for me to get into school so I was going to have to wait for the next term. A month after I'd gotten home I received a call from Aunt Tammy. She had purchased a house in our town and she asked me if I would help her move. I said I would, but it turned out that I didn't need to move her in. The moving company she had hired had done that. What she wanted help with was moving things around in the house.
When we had everything moved to where she wanted it she asked me to stay for dinner. Over dinner she asked me about the town and what there was to do. Being three months short of twenty-one I couldn't tell her much about the night life since I hadn't been able to go anywhere except the teen club. She asked about it and I told her about the bands, dancing and the cost.
She said it sounded like something she would like and then laughingly asked if I thought she could pretend to be a teenager so she could get in. I told her she didn't have to pretend and that a lot of older couples frequented the club.
"They want to dance and have a good time and not be around alcohol."
"Goodie! You can take me then. When can we go."
"You serious?"
"You bet I am. You know I love to dance. And" she continued "You never seemed to mind dancing with me at the VFW. Seems I remember a certain hard part of your body pushing into me on the slow ones. Speaking of that certain hard part of your body would you like to stay the night?"
I was going to say no?
As usual Tammy (she said she didn't want me calling her 'Aunt' anymore) brought out the best in me. It started with oral, moved to missionary which was followed by sixty-nine. The next started cowgirl and ended up in doggie. Another sixty-nine and then it was doggie that ended up being anal. A trip to the bathroom to clean my cock and the she sucked me hard and we did one more missionary and I was done for the night.
In the morning over pancakes and bacon Tammy quizzed me on the teen club and I got the idea that she really wanted to go there. I asked her why the interested in the teen club when she was old enough to go to the adult bars and clubs in town.
"Because I don't know anyone here yet and I'd have to go alone. Alone I would be seen as a target of opportunity to the men there and I'm not interested in that. It is too soon for me to do that sort of thing. It is going to take me some time to get over the loss of Brady. In your teen club I would have you to protect me. You would wouldn't you? Protect me I mean? I'd make it worth your while. I think you might like that. At least you seemed to last night."
There was still a strip of bacon on my plate when she pulled me off my chair and led me to the bedroom.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I got home my dad asked me how Aunt Tammy was and I told him "She's missing Uncle Brady. Told me the reason she moved here was that everything back there constantly reminded her of him and it hurt too much."
"Well help her as much as you can. She is still family even though my brother is gone. Your mother is planning a little get together to introduce her to some people so she won't feel so alone."
"I like her dad and if she needs me to help I'll be there for her."
Friday evening I picked Tammy up for her first outing at the teen club. She was looking sexy as hell. Once she was in the truck I said:
"I hope I don't regret this."
"Regret what?"
"Taking you into that pit of raging hormones. Once the guys get a look at the sex bomb on my arm I'll have to fight off a dozen of them to keep them away from you."
"What makes you think I want you to fight them off?"
"Oh? Wanting to find a hunky guy to take my place?"
"Maybe even a couple. I haven't had a gangbang since college."
"Wanting to cut loose after twenty years of marriage?"
"I've thought about it. You wouldn't mind sharing me would you? You did share me with Brady."
I was silent for a bit and then said "I don't own you and I can't tell you what you can or can't do, but if you do it I won't be a part of it."
"Don't be that way Bobby. You have a good thing going for you. Aunt Tammy is taking very good care of you."
"You are and I'm living a dream, but if you go through with your wanting to pull a train and I went along with it I'd be a laughingstock. Guys would sneer at me, smirk and say Bob can't handle or satisfy his woman. They will call me a wimp and the only way to prove I'm not is to fight and that means it is Bobby against however many you hook up with. Ain't gonna go there. You want to hook up with a bunch of guys tonight and invite them over to your place go ahead, but make it clear to them that all I am is someone showing you around since you just moved here and make doubly sure you make sure I know what is going on so I don't show up while it is going on."
"You're no fun."
When we walked in I saw the usual group with several tables pushed together. I considered getting a table for just Tammy and me, but then thought that Tammy should get the full experience. I walked us over to the table and saw astonishment on several faces as I introduced Tammy to the group. I'll bet the thought "You and her? Seriously?" is what flashed through their minds. Me with the sexiest looking female in the building? Had to blow their minds. Then I said:
"Listen up guys; Tammy loves to dance so I'll take all the help I can get in keeping her out on the floor."
And they did. I don't think she sat out a single tune. She only sat down when the bands took their breaks. She was out on the floor with Norm Hicks when Kim came up to me.
"Dance with me Bobby?"
I got up and led her out onto the floor and as I took her in my arms for the waltz she asked "Where have you been? Haven't seen you in a while."
"Down on the farm."
"Where did you find your date? A little old for you isn't she?"
"She's my aunt." And then I told a little fib. "She loves to dance, but she is a recovering alcoholic and doesn't want to go to a club or a bar or anyplace there is alcohol."
"So she isn't a girlfriend? Do you have one?"
"No. Still looking."
"I'm available."
"Been there. Done that. Didn't get the tee-shirt."
"Didn't you ever make a mistake that you were sorry for?"
"Make them all the time, but the big thing is that I learn from them."
"What does that mean?"
"You dumped me twice. I learned from it."
"You don't think that maybe I've learned from my mistakes too?"
"The question is do I want to chance it and the answer is no."
The music ended and she pulled away from me and walked away. I shrugged and went back to my seat.
The band took a break and Tammy came back to the table, sat down with me and kissed me on the cheek and said:
"Thank you for brining me here. I haven't had this much fun in a long time."
"You seem to be a big hit with the guys."
"I don't know about that, but I sure seem to be pissing off the girls."
"Oh? How do you figure that?"
"Because three of them are looking daggers at me."
"Who?"
"The redhead in the green dress, and the blond in the blue skirt and knee high boots."
She had just described Kim and Amber. I smiled and said "It's your imagination. Those three at one time had me and all three of them threw me away."
"Well it is obvious, at least to me, that they want you back.""
Then of course I had to explain it to her.
"The net result? I could never trust any of them not to stick it to me again. Besides, why would I want any one of them when I have you?"
"You don't have me Bobby. What you are to me is my temporary stress reliever. I'll eventually let Brady go and when that happens I'll be looking for someone my own age to build another life with."
"But until then you are going to need a stress reliever, a boy toy or whatever you want to call it and I'm here and willing."
"Yes you are and right now I'm ready for some relief. You ready to go?"
I was and it was another night when I was reduced to a burned out husk. I had no idea of how long I had until she was ready to drop me, but I was going to hang in there as long as I could.
After all, I was a good son and my father had asked me to help her as much as I could and good sons always do what their fathers want. Right?
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It was totally unexpected.
I'd just gotten home from a hard day at work expecting to find my wife Nancy in the kitchen getting supper ready. Nancy worked, but she got home at five while I didn't get there until six or so. She would have the food ready, we would eat, talk about our day, watch some TV and then head off to bed where, most nights anyway, we would make love.
I walked into the apartment and found Nancy sitting on the couch with John Marcus. John was an attorney with Dewey, Cheatum and Howe which is where Nancy was employed as a secretary. They were holding hands. Before I could ask what the hell as going on Nancy said:
"Sit down Roy; we have to talk."
"About what Nancy and why are you holding hands with your boss?"
"That is what we need to talk about Roy. Please sit down."
"I think I'd rather stand."
She looked at John and he nodded his head and Nancy said "There is no easy way to do this, but the fact is John and I have fallen in love and I'm going to divorce you and marry John. John has taken care of all the paperwork and all you need to do is sign it. I'm not asking for anything, just my clothing, jewelry and such. Just sign and it will all be over in ninety days."
John picked up some papers sitting next to him on the couch, stood up and came toward me while saying:
"Roy Martin, you hav�" and that was as far as he got before my right foot caught him squarely in the crotch. He dropped the papers he was holding and bent at the waist with his hands heading for his hurting balls and as he bent I hit his jaw as hard as I could with my balled up fist and he fell to the floor.
"You miserable piece of shit" I hollered as I kicked him in the balls again, "It doesn't matter if she came after you or you went after her you knew she was married!'
While all that was going on Nancy sat there in shock, too stunned to even cry out. I left John on the floor crying and holding his crotch, pulled Nancy off the couch and dragged her into the bedroom. By the time I had her off the couch she had recovered enough to try and get away from me crying:
"Let go of me. Turn me loose damn you!"
I pushed her down face first on the bed with her face stuffed into a pillow and sat on her back while I ripped a sheet apart. Using the torn sheet I tied Nancy up and gagged her and then went out to the living room, grabbed John's collar and drug him into the bedroom, tossed him on the bed and tied and gagged him also.
I stood there looking at them and then started laughing.
"How about this! The lovers in bed together and the husband standing there watching. Is that kinky or what?"
While they laid there and watched I cleaned out my dresser and the closet of my things and packed them. I took a cell phone picture of the two and then said:
"Y'all don't go anywhere now, hear?"
I left them and then took everything out of the apartment that I wanted and that I could get in a hurry and then loaded it all in my truck. I'd come back later for the big stuff. I went back into the bedroom and got all the stuff I'd packed and took it out to the truck.
Back in the apartment I cleaned out Nancy's purse taking all the money and credit cards and then paid one last visit to the bedroom. I stood there and watched them struggle trying to get loose. After a minute or so I said:
"When I hit the city limit sign I'll call someone to come rescue you. If I'm lucky I'll never see either of you ever again. Then again, maybe I'll wait until I'm a thousand miles away to make the call. Once you are loose you will only have to wait a year before you can divorce me for abandonment. Take care now, hear? Snuggle up and enjoy some cuddle time" and then I took off and left them there.
As I headed down the road I was asking myself why I was being such an asshole over what happened, but even as I had the thought I knew why. It was the way it was done. If Nancy would have come to me and said she wanted a divorce because she had fallen in love with another man I wouldn't have liked it, but I would have accepted that she didn't want to be with me. I might have asked what I'd done to drive her away, or what I was lacking as far as she was concerned, but I would have just let her go. But to confront me in my own home with her lover holding her hand and saying "Here is the paperwork, sign it" was just too cold and in your face for me to let it go.
And I wasn't done fucking with them yet. I was expecting dinner to be ready for me when I got home and it since it wasn't I was going to hit the Village Inn and have dinner. I would call Nancy's sister after I finished my dessert and tell her she needed to go and help Nancy. Let her find her sister and her sister's lover and let her be the one to spread the story.
As I ate my dinner I was wondering why, if she was in love with her boss, she had been fucking me damned near to death right up until the confrontation in our living room. I'd probably never know the answer to that question.
I finished my apple pie ala mode and then called Nancy's sister Julie. I told her that I'd left her sister and her sister's lover tied up in the bedroom of our apartment and then hung up before she could ask me any questions.
Hopefully my "Thousand miles away" would have them thinking I was leaving town and they wouldn't bother looking for me. Actually I was only going to move to the other side of town.
I left the restaurant and checked into the Quality Inn and then called my boss at home. When he answered I explained the situation, arranged to take the next two days off and then asked him to tell Nancy if she called him that I had come into work and quit without notice, mumbled something about Florida and had left. He said he would and then said:
"You do realize if you stay here she will eventually see you somewhere or someone who knows the two of you might mention seeing you don't you?"
"Yeah, but this is all about fucking with her as much as I can. Might be only a day or two, but I'll take what I can get."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I hit the bank first thing in the morning only to find out Nancy had lied to me. All she wanted was her clothing, personal items and such? I found that Nancy had been in the day before and had taken out half of the checking and savings accounts. I checked the safe deposit box and found she had apparently forgotten about it. It still had the six certificates of deposit and another way to fuck over her.
The CDs came to twelve thousand dollars. They were supposed to be the down payment on a house. We each put ten percent of our net pay into savings and then when savings hit two thousand we purchased a CD. The goal was twenty thousand. But that wasn't what was really going to piss her off. There was jewelry in the box. It had been her great, great grandmother's and it had been passed down through the family and Nancy had gotten it when her mother had passed from cancer. It had been appraised and had a value of eighty-two thousand.
The jewelry was a bone of contention between Nancy and her sister Julie. Julie had always maintained that she should have gotten half and Nancy had always claimed that it was hers as she was the first born and would in turn go to her daughter when she had one. Nancy was going to be really, really pissed when she remembered the box, opened it and found it empty. I cleaned out the box and I would hang onto the jewelry until Nancy found it gone and after letting her rant for a bit I would give the jewelry to Julie.
In the morning I rented a U-Haul and waited until I knew that Nancy had gone to work and then I swung by the apartment to get the heavy stuff I wanted. My key wouldn't work and I cussed myself for not waiting until all the hardware stores were closed before calling Julie. But it was my name on the lease and I hadn't been served with a restraining order (at least not yet) so I had a right to be in the place. It wasn't all that hard to break in. I would have to pay the property management company whatever it cost to fix or replace the door, but that was the least of my problems at the time.
I had everything I wanted out of the house in forty-five minutes and had it stashed in a storage unit an hour later. While in the apartment I used the phone to cancel the credit cards we held jointly and called Megan at the management company about the apartment door and told her I'd call her back in a couple of days and arrange to pay for it.
I'd known Megan for years so when she asked what happened I told her the story. She laughed and said:
"Really? You left them in bed together? Wait until I spread the word on that. That frees you up for me."
"What about Mike?"
"He pulled the same shit Nancy pulled. Hooked up with some slut he worked with and told me he loved her more than he did me. You got my home number?"
"I've got it."
"When you feel ready don't be afraid to use it."
"Thanks Meg. Talk to you later."
I stopped at the library and checked out a half dozen books. My plan was to hole up and do nothing but work during the day and read in the evening, If I wasn't out and about there was little chance I'd be spotted by Nancy or whoever she might have looking for me.
I couldn't afford to stay in the motel too long so I called Megan and she pointed me to an apartment complex on the other side of town from my old one. She called the apartment manager and smoothed the way for me.
I knew I was taking a chance staying in town. In some of my conversations with Nancy when she talked about her job and the people she worked with she had mentioned that Marcus was getting close to a partnership and I was gambling that Marcus would want to avoid the scandal that could happen if he wanted to press charges against me for assault. For one thing it could cost him the partnership he was hoping for because it would bring to light that he was messing around with a married employee. I was betting that he wouldn't want the partners in his law firm coming down on him for the adverse publicity that could come. I was also betting he would talk Nancy out of filing spousal abuse charges for the same reason.
By the end of three days I was moved into my new apartment. When I went to work my boss told me Nancy had called and that he'd told her about my move to Florida. He said she exclaimed "Shit!" and had hung up on him. I couldn't help but laugh when I heard that.
Around eleven I called Megan and asked what I owed for the door and she told me nothing. Nancy had taken care of it. Then Megan asked me where we were going on our first date. I explained my plan as far as Nancy was concerned and she laughed and said I was evil. Then she said:
"You can come over to my place for dinner and we can talk about old times. That way you won't be out and about and there is no chance she will see you."
"What time?"
"Say six?"
She gave me directions and I told her I'd see her at six.
As I drove over to Megan's I thought about her and how long I'd known her. We had dated off and on all the way through high school and had almost reached the going steady stage. Her hand had been the first female hand on my cock since mom washed it when I was a little boy and her tits had been the first tits in my mouth since mom had nursed me as a baby. Before we could take it to the next level her dad received a promotion and the family moved.
I didn't know she was back in town until the day I stopped at the manager's office to sign the lease papers for the apartment, but by then I was married to Nancy.
I showed up at her apartment on time and sat down at her kitchen table and we talked as she finished getting dinner ready. She told me all about her move to Colorado when her dad was promoted and how she hoped she could go back there some day.
I asked her why she hadn't just stayed there if that was the way she felt. She told me that her father was killed in an industrial accident and her mother had moved back.
"She was a basket case and she needed me so I came back with her. She's better now, but I can't afford to move back yet. I'm saving my money so maybe someday I can make the move."
She wanted the full story on Nancy and I gave it to her. She laughed and said I should have taken a picture of it so I could blow it up, frame it and hang it on my wall with a caption reading "The lovebirds relaxing after a hard day."
I laughed and told her I had taken a picture of it with my cellphone just before I left. She wanted to see it so I pulled it up and showed it to her and she laughed her ass off. We had an enjoyable time and I offered to return the favor and have her over for dinner at my place the next night. She said she would love to do it.
I had dinner with Megan the next night and after we ate we sat on the couch and watched a movie. Somewhere towards the middle of the movie I found that we were holding hands and I have no idea of how it happened or even when. I looked over at her and found her looking at me. She saw the look on my face and said:
"Have you ever wondered how it would have turned out or us if my dad hadn't moved us to Colorado?"
"Only every other day since I saw you when I came in to sign the lease on our apartment."
"Would you be interested in seeing if there is anything still there?"
"I would, but not until I'm rid of Nancy."
"Why wait? If you are done with her you are done with her."
"Maybe, but I'm still married. Vows and all that stuff."
"But she broke hers and sets you free."
"Good point, but I'm not wired that way. I screwed up and didn't let them go through the process of serving me. Once I'm officially served and I sign the papers and send them back I'll consider myself free of my vows. But it isn't going to be easy. I loved the silly bitch and I thought that she loved me.
"While some people may be able to turn love off as easy as turning off a light I'm not one of them. It is going to take me a bit to get over Nancy. I've got eight of what I thought were pretty good years to bury. It isn't going to be easy for me. I guess the first step is to get all the legal stuff out of the way."
"How long will that take?"
"The papers are already drawn up so I guess is all I have to do is make myself available so I can be served. I guess the simplest way would be to just walk into the office where she works and ask for them, but I don't really want to do that. That would put an end to my screwing with her and I am so looking forward to doing that.
"And when you really get right down to it there is really no hurry. We need to get to know each other all over again. It's been twelve years since we were separated and we are different people now. And there is a pretty large elephant in the room. I was deeply in love with Nancy and thought we had a great marriage until she ambushed me that night with her boss. You want to know the kicker? The night before she ambushed me we made love three times. Three times and she did it knowing what she was going to do to me the next day. She even kissed me goodbye and told me to have a great day when I left for work that morning.
"Enough of that. I've decided I'm not going to hide from Nancy. When she finds me she finds me. So what would you like to do on our first date?"
"Depends on when. Dinner and dancing if it is on the weekend. Dinner and a movie if it is during the week."
"Okay; how about this. My Thursdays are already spoken for until September so how about dinner and a movie on Wednesday and dinner and dancing on Saturday?"
"Works for me, but what are we going to do on Friday?"
"We can talk about that on Wednesday."
"No; let's get it out of the way now. What about dinner at my place on Friday?"
"Isn't that too much of me to subject yourself to in that short of a time period?"
"If I have my way I'm going to end up with all of your time anyway."
"Then we have Friday covered."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday's date went well and I received a nice kiss when I took Megan home at the end of the date. Since I had changed my mind about hiding from Nancy I showed up at the bowling alley on Thursday. I had intended to drop out of my team as several of Nancy's friends bowled in our league and they could have let her know I was still around instead of going a thousand miles away. It was a mixed league and one of the girls worked with Nancy and there were two others, a girl and a guy, that she had gone to school with and still socialized with.
As luck would have it on that Thursday night my team was matched with the team that Nancy's coworker bowled on. Knowing that my name might or might not be mentioned at Nancy's work on Friday I decided to see if I could push things along.
I asked Mellissa if she had any idea of how long Nancy's affair with her boss had been going on and I could see on her face that she knew, but she said:
"I have no idea what you are talking about."
"You don't have to hide it Mellissa; Nancy and Marcus have already hit me with it. Nancy wants a divorce so she can marry him. I'm just curious as to how long she has been pulling the wool over my eyes. I never had a clue until she hit me with it."
"Maybe eight months. We all think she's lost her mind in giving you up for that dirt bag. Is it true you kicked him in the crotch?"
I just smiled, but didn't answer. Mellissa asked if I was going to fight the divorce and I told her no.
"Why would I fight to keep someone who doesn't want me?"
"When it's over any chance I could be on the list when you go looking again?"
"I'll keep you in mind, but I'm afraid these things take time and I can't see a hottie like you still being around when the dust finally settles."
"I've heard it said that good things are worth waiting for."
"Think you'll be able to work with Nancy if we did manage to hook up?"
"I'll bet it would be fun watching her eat her heart out. It won't take her too long to find out what a piece of garbage Marcus is and that she sure screwed up dropping you for the likes of him."
"I hope you are right. I'd love to see it."
It was a good evening as far as I was concerned. The team won two of the three games and I won a jackpot with a 217 in the second game and my ego was stroked with a real hottie expressing an interest in me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My Friday date with Megan went well. Saturday's? Not so well.
After dinner at Duke's Steak House we went to Buckskins for dancing. Buckskins was a country western place with a band on the weekends. The band that night was Carlos Washington and I was on the floor doing a Cowboy Cha Cha with Megan when Julie Meyers (Nancy's sister) walked in with her current boyfriend and another guy I didn't know and they took the table right next to ours.
That wasn't the bad part.
The bad part was as soon as they were seated they were joined by Nancy.
I'd already decided not to hide the fact I was still in town, but come on! The table next to me and my date? And where was John? Was she already stepping out on him? I assumed the unknown guy was her 'escort' for the evening.
I gave Megan a heads up as to what we were about to face and she laughed and said:
"Oh goodie; a night to remember."
The music ended and we headed for our table. Nancy was seated with her back to us, but Julie was facing us and I saw the surprise register on her face as we approached our table and sat down. Apparently she decided against informing Nancy as Nancy never turned around. I'd already decided to not pay our tab and leave.
The next tune was a waltz and Julie and the other three with her got up to move out onto the dance floor and that is when Nancy saw me. I saw shocked disbelief on her face, but her dance partner had a hold on her arm and he led her out onto the floor. She never took her eyes off me as she moved around the floor.
The song ended and the band announced they were going to take a break. The four returned to their table and then Nancy decided to get pissy with me.



"Who's your friend Roy" she said with heavy sarcasm on the word 'friend'.
"Surely you remember Megan from the leasing office."
She looked at Megan and said "You date married men often?"
Megan laughed at her and said "Only the ones that stupid wives throw away."
Nancy got a pissed off look on her face at that response and then she said to me:
"Why are you here Roy? I thought that you left town."
"I'm here to drink and dance. Isn't that what people usually come here for? And obviously I'm here or you wouldn't be able to talk to me."
"Where are you living?"
"None of your damned business."
"You still working for Stan?'
Why don't you get back to your group Nan? I'd like to spend some time with my date."
"Damn it Roy; you know I don't like being called Nan!"
"Tough shit Nan. After the shit you and your sleazy boss pulled on me I don't give a rat's ass about what you like or don't like. Does John know you are out with another man tonight? Maybe I should drop him a line and let him know."
"I don't have a dare. I came here to have a drink or two with Julie and Randy. I didn't know Art would be with them."
I called over to the other Table: "Hey Jules; is Art Julie's date?"
"I'm not getting involved in this Roy."
"The fact that Jules won't back your story tells me all I need to know."
"Damn it Roy; I'm not�."
At that point Megan said "If you don't want to get into a hair pulling contest with me you need to get away from me and my date. Now!"
Nancy gave us a nasty look and went back to her seat.
Megan smiled at me and said "I haven't had this much fun in a long time."
The band came back and we got back out on the floor and stayed out for two numbers and when we got back to our table Julie and her group were gone. When we sat down Megan asked:
"Are you really considering telling her lawyer boyfriend about your wife and this Art guy?"
"No. If she is cheating on him he deserves it since he is a cheat himself. I mean he did cheat with a married woman right? If, as she said, they just happened to be here I'll let her think and sweat that someday I just might tell him about it just to cause friction between them. Maybe get him to thinking that old 'one a cheat always a cheat' thing."
"You do have a deliciously evil mind don't you."
I just smiled.
I received a very hot kiss when I took her home and as I drove home I wondered if I could really get something long lasting with Megan. We did have something going in high school, but was it any more than just puppy love?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day I called Julie and asked her to meet me at Bud's Bar after I got off work,
"I told you I didn't want to get involved Roy."
"I don't want you to get involved Jules. I have something to talk with you about other than my current relationship with your sister."
"Okay, but no talk about Nancy and what you two are going through or I'll get up and walk out."
"Fair enough."
I got to Bud's before Julie and I figured the best way to handle things would be to just hand her the box with the jewelry inside and go from there. That way I wouldn't have to be the first one to mention Nancy's name and trigger Julie's flight.
Julie came in, looked around, saw me and came over to join me. Knowing her usual drink I already had it setting on the table. She sat down, noticed the drink, picked it up, took a sip and then said:
"Okay Roy; what's this about?"
I picked up the box from the seat beside me and set it down on the table in front of her.
"What's this?"
"Open it and find out."
She took another sip of her drink, set it back on the table and opened the box. I saw the expression on her face when she realized what was in front of her. She reached in and took out a diamond necklace and looked at it as she said:
"Mom used to let me wear it when I played dress up as a kid. Where did you find it?"
I explained how I got it and said "I know you've always felt that you should have gotten half when your mom passed. Now you have it all. What you do with it is up to you. You can keep half and give the other half to your sister or you can keep it all. You can tell your sister you have it or don't. When she finally remembers about the safe deposit box and finds it empty she will come to me and I'm going to tell her I pawned it."
"Why didn't you pawn it? That would really be getting back at here."
"Couldn't do it Jules. Those are family heirlooms and even though pawning them would spite Nancy it would be the same as stealing them from you and you have always been nice to me so I just couldn't do it."
"Truth be told Roy I've always wished I'd gotten to you before Nancy."
As she put the necklace back in the box she said "You will never know how much I appreciate this Roy."
She stood up, picked up the box, said "Stay in touch Roy" and then she left.
It couldn't have worked out better if I had planned it. The very next day Nancy showed up where I worked. She walked up to me and said:
"Where is my jewelry?"
"How did you know I was here?"
"When I found out you hadn't left town I figured you would be here. Where is my jewelry?"
"I got rid of it."
"You got rid of it? That jewelry was mine Roy. You had no right to take it!"
"Of course I did. The money I got when I pawned it covered the money you took out of our accounts."
"The money from our acco�. Wait! You pawned it?
"Yep."
"Damn you Roy! You had no right!"
"Not the way I saw it. You lied to me. You told me all you wanted out of our marriage was your personal belonging like clothing, jewelry and such. No mention of money."
"Horse shit Roy! You should have known without my saying it that I would want my share of the money."
"Lots of things I should have known Nancy. Things like my wife was a cheating backstabbing cunt, but I didn't. And you didn't just take your share. At most you were entitled to half, but you took more than half."
"I did not!"
"There was $15,600 and twelve cents and you took $7850.00. That was $49.94 more than half. I pawned your jewelry for that $49.94 and that makes us even."
"$49.94? My God Roy, that jewelry was worth over $60,000."
"It was? Oh well. My loss. Tell you what. The sign on the building said you had sixty days to redeem the property. Actually, it is only fifty-one now, but I'll make you a deal. I'll sell you the pawn ticket for $10,000."
"How am I supposed to come up with that much money?"
"Ask your new man. Maybe he will give it to you."
"How about I just call the police and tell them you stole my jewelry?"
"Go ahead. You have anything showing that there was any jewelry in the safe deposit box? You have anything even showing that you had jewelry to put in the box? Just get the fuck out of here Nancy. This is a place of business and you are disrupting it."
"This isn't over Roy."
"Get the fuck out of here or I'll be the one calling the police."
"Go ahead. I'll turn you in for assaulting me and John."
"Do it and my response will be to sue John for alienation of affections and sue the law firm for not enforcing their employment policy and allowing a relationship to flourish between a supervisor, that would be John, and one that he supervises which would be you. Think John would ever make partner if that were to happen? Best you just get the fuck out of here Nancy and don't stir the pot to piss me off any more than you already have. And take this little thought with you when you go. If you had come to me up front about not loving me anymore I'd of been hurt, but I would have just let you go and we could have avoided all the drama. Now go!"
She gave me a log look and then left. Did I believe she wouldn't stir the pot some more? Of course not. I knew Nancy better than she thought I did and she wasn't going to let it go. She would try and find some way to get to me where I couldn't strike back. But I didn't think she could do it. In fact, I was betting on it. I just hoped I wasn't wrong.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Next day a man came into work and asked for me and the receptionist paged me. I went up to the front of the building and Sally, the receptionist pointed to the man reading one of the many award plaques on the wall. I went up to him and asked what I could do for him.
"Roy Dalton?"
"That�s me."
He handed me an envelope, said "You have been served. Good luck" and he walked out of the office.
I opened the envelope and read the papers inside. They were pretty straight forward. Said pretty much what Nancy said they would say on the night she ambushed me. She didn't even ask for alimony. I signed them, put them in the enclosed stamped envelope and dropped them in the outgoing mail tray on Sally's desk. She asked "You getting a divorce?"
"Looks like it."
"Put my name on the list when you get around to looking again."
"You serious?"
"You bet I am."
As I walked back to the shop I had to wonder what other women saw in me that Nancy didn't. First Megan, then Mellissa and now Sally showing an interest in me was pretty good salve for my bruised ego.
I called Megan and told her I'd been served and that as far as I was concerned I'd been released from my vows. She told me she had committed to a bridal shower that evening, but would really like to have me over to her place the next night to have a celebratory dinner and I told her it was a date.
I was sitting at my place eating a TV dinner when I got a phone call from Julie.
"You are an evil man Roy Dalton."
"Who me?"
"I've spent the last half hour listening to my sister crying over what you did with her jewelry. She asked John for the ten thousand she needed to buy the pawn ticket from you, but he told her he didn't have it and wouldn't have it until the next quarterly bonuses given out and that was over two months away. She was in tears. She had only fifty days to redeem them and she didn't know what she could do.
"I took pity on her and told her that I had them and that I would give them to her as long as I could keep the necklace. She jumped at it. So thanks to you I have my necklace and the undying gratitude of my sister. Remember what I told you Roy. Keep in touch hear?"
"Will do sweetie; will do."
Whether I would or not pretty much depended on Megan. Yes, we did have something going in high school, but was it just teenaged fumbling's?
When I walked into Megan's I could tell she had pulled out all the stops for the evening. She was wearing a very revealing dress and sexy high heels. The table was set and there were lit candles along with a bottle of wine and two glasses.
"Your timing is perfect" she said. "Dinner is ready and if you will pour the wine I'll bring it to the table."
She set dinner on the table, sat down, picked up her wine glass and said "I propose a toast. To new beginnings."
I raised my glass and said "Hear, hear."
Dinner was great and the only thing lacking was romantic music in the background. Megan wasn't the least bit subtle about where she expected the evening to go.
"Dessert will be served in the bedroom" she said when we finished dinner.
As we undressed she said "This is where I wanted us to be all those years ago before dad go promoted."
It was the first time I'd seen her naked. I'd seen her bare breasts, but that was all. She was an extremely sexy looking woman. "Miss me" I asked the right breast as I licked the nipple and the evening progressed from there. Two missionaries, one cowgirl and a doggie. She wanted one more, but I didn't have another one in me.
We fell asleep together and from that night on we were basically a couple. I say basically because there were things we couldn't do because even though I felt I was free since being served I was still married until the divorce became final.
A couple of times Megan and I did run across Nancy as we went drinking, dancing or just out for dinner. Nancy did keep her distance although the looks on her face were just a tad hostile.
A week after my divorce was final I took a knee in front of Megan and asked her to marry me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was in the basement working on a cradle I was building for the twins who would be joining us in about three months when the basement door opened and I heard:
"He's here sweetie."
I put my tools away, vacuumed up the sawdust, cleaned my hands and then headed upstairs to have dinner with my father in law. When I came into the living room he was sitting on the couch and I could see that the wife had already gotten him a drink. I joined him and my sweetie brought me a beer and sat down on my lap and sipped her margarita as we talked while waiting for the turkey to finish.
The conversation was mostly the upcoming arrival of the twins, had we picked out names yet and why were we being so obstinate in refusing to find out the sex of the two before they were born. And then it, as it always � and I do mean always � happened, the elephant in the room was addressed. This time it was brought up by my father-in-law.
"Have you heard from your sister lately?"
"Not since the last time I mentioned. Have you heard from her?"
"No. I just wonder what is going on."
"I'm not calling her to find out. I'll talk to her if she calls, but I will not call her. All I know is what she told me the last time she called. She's left him over his constant cheating and is going to divorce him. Roy has always maintained that one or the other would cheat within a year of getting married."
My father-in-law looked at me and I just shrugged. I patted her baby bump and said:
"It don't matter none to me because I be the winner. I got you."
My father-in-law looked at me and shook his head. "I get more beers bought for me at the lodge hall because of you two. I guess I'm the only father in the state who has a son-in-law who married both my daughters. I still don't understand, and would probably be better off not understanding how you moved from Nancy to Julie"
Julie?
Oh right. I think I skipped over that part.
When I proposed to Megan she said no. It wasn't that blunt, but it was still no. She said she really liked me and she enjoyed what we had been doing, but she didn't love me. I was disappointed, but not overly upset which finally led me to understand that maybe I'd just been going through the motions with Megan. We had something going in high school so it should have just picked up from there right?
Anyway I got over it.
Over the next couple of months, maybe twice a week, I would hit a bar like Buckskins where they had music you could line dance to. One night I was at the Stagecoach Inn and the Band was Jimmy Little and the Barnyard Players. I was on the floor doing the line dance rhumba when I saw Julie Meyers come in and take a seat at the bar.
The dance over I went back to my table and no sooner sat down than Julie came over and asked me if she could join me. I told her to have a seat. She sat down and asked why I hadn't called.
"Why would have I called you?"
"I thought I'd made it clear when I told you I wished I'd have gotten to you before Nancy. I reinforced it when I asked you to keep in touch."
"Yes, and if I had done it and we had connected how would you be able to stay on decent terms with your sister? And what about your dad? Can you just seeing him welcoming me?"
"I'm not living my life to suit Nancy or my father. Nancy had her chance and she blew it so she doesn't get to tell me I can't have what she threw away. As for daddy he can either be happy for me or he can bag it. Now, to start your courtship of me I think you should ask me to dance."
Nancy wasn't happy and Julie told her to fuck off. Her dad was the surprise.
"Glad we can keep you in the family" is what he said when Julia took me over to her dad's house one Sunday for dinner.
Six months after meeting at the Stagecoach I proposed, Julie said yes and three months later we were married. Eight months after that I was informed I was going to become a father and three months after that I found out I would be a daddy to twins.
Am I a happy camper? You betcha!
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My thanks to Randi for the invite.
Sally and Bob
I met Sally in my senior year in college. I was at a frat/sorority mixer when she walked in on the arm of Seth Miller. She was stunning and I promised myself I would meet her before the night was over.
I didn't care for Seth at all and he did not deserve the beauty that was on his arm. I kept my eye on the pair knowing something about Seth that maybe his date didn't know. If she had known she would never have come with him to a frat party.
He did just what I expected him to do and headed straight for the beer keg. Seth would pound down at least five beers in his first forty-five minutes and by the end of his fifth he would be shit faced. At that point I would ride to the stunning young lady's rescue.
About a half hour later the girl walked over to me and asked "Something funny about me?"
"What?"
"The way you keep looking at me I can't help but think that there is something about me that might be funny. Spot on the back of my dress maybe?"
My philosophy is that when you are caught you own it so I said "Just trying to judge the point where I need to come to your rescue."
"I'm going to need rescuing?"
"Seth will be completely out of it within the next half hour or so and at that point some of my frat brothers will try and move in on you and I just want to be sure I beat them to the prize."
"No need to wait. Seth is my cousin and he brought me here tonight because I was curious to see what a frat house was like. Even though I'm a college graduate I've never been in a fraternity house. We can leave now if you would like. One thing though. My momma warned me about getting in a car with a strange man."
"Oh right; I'm Bob, Bob Dalton."
"And I'm Sally Weston. Now that we are no longer strangers we can go."
I drove us over to the Village Inn and over pie and coffee we got to know each other. She was twenty-one and had a degree in Business Management and had been job hunting when her father got promoted and had moved to this town. She wasn't having much luck trying to find something she wanted in the way of employment back home and so she had decided to move here with her parents and Seth had been showing her around.
She found out I was a twenty and a senior and was working on a degree in Business Management. That I had a job and was working part time and would be moving to full time when I had my degree. She also learned I had an apartment located midway between my job and the college. When she asked how I could afford an apartment being a student and only working part time. I told her that my parents had died in a plane crash and it was their life insurance that was paying for the apartment and my schooling.
Then she asked "So how long have you had this thing for older women?"
"What?"
"Well you are younger than I am."
"Well then I'd guess I've had a thing for older women since I saw you walk into the frat house."
"Is your girlfriend going to be upset when she finds out that you are chasing after me?"
"Don't have a girlfriend."
"Why not?"
"Had one, but she dumped me."
"Why?"
"It is a little personal."
"All the more reason for me to know. Why should I start something with you if I'm going to have to dump you when I find out whatever it is that caused your girlfriend to dump you?"
"She left me for Sam Moore. Said he had a bigger dick than I did."
"Does he?"
"I saw him in the showers in high school and while he is fatter than me I'm longer than him."
"What are we talking here?"
"He is as big around as a twelve ounce Red Bull can, but he's only maybe six inches long."
"And you?"
"About as big around as a Ball Park frank, but I'm seven and a half inches long."
"So she went for girth instead of length?"
"I guess so."
"Silly girl. As far as I'm concerned length is always better."
"Is that an invitation?"
"Of course not. We are just getting to know each other. We may get to that level, but it won't be anytime soon."
"Okay. So I have a goal to strive for."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It took fourteen dates to reach that goal, but even before I got there I'd already decided that Sally was the girl I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. Our fourteenth date was dinner at my place and after we finished eating I took a knee and asked Sally to marry me and she accepted. Then she said:
"I think it is time" and she stood up and headed for my bedroom shedding clothes as she went. That caught me by surprise and by the time I got up and followed her into the bedroom she was already pushing her panties down and she said:
"I'll let you unfasten my bra."
I did it and then set a land speed record in getting out of my clothes. Neither of us were virgins so we both knew the mechanics of it pretty well.
Her's was the first shaven pussy I had ever seen so naturally the first thing I did was go down on her. She must have liked it because less than a minute into it she had her hands on my head and was trying to pull me inside her. I got her off and then I moved up and slid my cock into her snug pussy. She got off twice more before I got mine and when I fell to the bed beside her she rolled up on an elbow and looked at me as she said:
"If I had known how good you were at eating pussy we would have been doing this some time ago."
"Your fault. You could have asked."
"Will you do it now that I'm full of you?"
I just smiled, got up and went after it. She pulled me into a sixty-nine and it didn't take her all that long to get me ready to go again.
When it was over and we were snuggled up to each other I asked "Full blown wedding or a quickie at the court house?"
"I'll skip the full blown and go with a modified quickie."
"A modified quickie?"
"Wait until you graduate and then we will make a trip to the court house."
I wanted to get married right away, but Sally said no.
"By the time you graduate we will have been together long enough to be sure that marriage is really what we want. It is only two months and it won't kill you to wait that long."
The next day Sally moved in with me. She had a job working for her uncle (Seth's father) and we settled in to practice being a married couple.
A week after I graduated we got the "I do" part out of the way and then headed for Cabo for a ten day honeymoon. When we got home I started fulltime for the company I'd worked for part time all the way through school and we started saving money for the down payment on a house.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Three wonderful years went by (wonderful meaning we made love four and five times a week) and we finally had enough saved for a down payment on a house. We found a four bedroom we liked (we were planning on kids) bought it and moved in. We met the neighbors and pretty soon we were being invited to backyard barbeques and we started throwing a few of our own.
Frank, our neighbor to the south and Pete, our neighbor to the north invited me to join the neighborhood poker game. It was every Thursday and rotated between the players homes. It was strictly nickel, dime, quarter and no one was ever going to get wealthy playing and no one was ever going to lose big. All it was was a fun evening with the guys in the neighborhood.
The girls also had a card night, but it was on a Wednesday. They didn't play poker, but instead played canasta, gin rummy and hearts.
Sally and I occasionally stopped for drinks after work with coworkers. All in all we were your typical middle class couple moving through life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Six months after moving into our house Sally told me she was pregnant. She had an easy pregnancy and presented me with an eight pound baby boy who we named Dexter after my grandfather who was my only living relative.
One year later Marvin joined us and then two years later she gave me twin daughters, Mavis and Maria, and at that point we decided that four was enough and I got the snip job.
Sally decided to be a stay at home mom and the loss of her income tightened things up for us some, but I was making enough to cover the bills, but it didn't leave us much in the way of disposable income.
The kids took spontaneous sex off the table, but sex in the bedroom at night after the kids were put to bed was still as good as always. Even after ten years and four kids we were still making love three and four times a week. Her period didn't even slow us down. Sally told me that was what anal sex was for.
Over all I would have to say that I had it made. A job that I liked and that paid well, a loving wife and four great kids. Who could ask for more?
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I don't care how good your life is something bad is usually going to happen. In our case it was Sally's parents being killed when a semi driver had a heart attack, lost control of his rig and it crossed lanes and hit their car head on at sixty-five miles an hour. Their funeral was closed casket.
Sally, as their only child, was the beneficiary on their life insurance. The two policies were for 75 thousand, but both had double indemnity clauses so she received 150 thousand. She also inherited their four bedroom house on five acres just outside the city limits and it was paid for.
That led to some interesting talks. Do we take the free and clear house, sell our house and move out to the country or sell her parent's house and use some of the money to pay off our house? Either way the kids would still go to the same school. The only difference would be if we stayed where we were they could walk to school, but if they moved they would have to ride the school bus.
When Sally asked what I wanted to do I told her the decision was hers and hers alone. There wasn't any way I was going to be the one to decide what to do with HER inheritance. Sally finally based her decision on what would be the best for the kids. If we stayed in our neighborhood there were plenty of kids their own age to play with, but a move to the country would put them where the nearest playmates would be a mile or so away.
When she put her parent's house up for sale it started a bidding war. Several developers wanted to buy the place and turn it into a small sub-division. The developers started lobbying the county to rezone the property and while they were doing that they kept trying to get the property.
When the bidding reached eighty thousand above the original asking price I told Sally to take the bid and put an end to things.
"The county commissioners may decide not to rezone the property and then all the bids will be pulled. Grab what you can get while you can get it and get out."
She took my advice and two weeks later she closed on the property and a million and a half went into the kitty. We paid off our house and put a hundred thousand into a trust fund for each of the kids.
The next four years flew by and were perfect as far as I was concerned. Our love life was off the charts. We were still getting it on three and four times a week. Financially we had no worries although it did cause something weird where my job was concerned. Before Sally's family's misfortune set us up financially I busted my ass at work trying to earn promotions and the raises that went with them. I worked long hours, sometimes staying as late as seven or eight in the evening.
Once the house was paid off and we had a sizeable bank balance I slacked off and just went to work, put in my eight and went home. A month later I was promoted, but again all I did was put in my eight and go home and a year later I was promoted again. Makes you wonder some.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then misfortune reared its ugly head again although it wasn't all that unexpected. My grandfather passed away. He was eighty-eight and had been having health problems for the last few years.
The kids took his loss hard. He had been the only grandfatherly figure they had for most of their lives and he had doted on them. A fact that was clearly shown in his will. Besides his house in town he owned a cabin on Lake Frederick and he took the kids out there every chance he got and they loved the place so he left it to them. Not to me, but specifically to them. He placed the cabin in a trust with the four of them as beneficiaries.
Everything else he left to me. Everything else being his life insurance, his house in town and two vintage Mustangs. One a 1965 rag top and the other a 1971 Boss 351. We had no use for his house so we put it on the market and it sold for 486 thousand. We put another 100 thousand in each of the kid's trust funds and bought money market certificates with the rest.
I wasn't a car guy so to me the Mustangs were just vehicles, but to some folks they were valuable so I had no trouble selling them and I was really surprised at how much I got for them.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One night as I was watching Monday Night Football (Denver Broncos and the Kansas City Chiefs if I remember right) I would occasionally glance over at Sally who was scrapbooking on the dining room table and think, for maybe the millionth time, how lucky I was to have been the one she decided to spend the rest of her life with.
She gave me four wonderful kids, she spoiled me rotten, and after twenty years we were still making love three or four times a week and at least half the time she was the one to start things. I could not imagine life without her and I hoped like hell I would never have to find out.
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Say That Again? Chapter One.
"Say that again?"
"I'm pregnant. What are we going to do about it?"
"I don't know what you are going to do about it, but it isn't my problem so I'm not going to do anything."
"What do you mean it isn't your problem? You put it there."
"I seriously doubt that. We always used condoms and I don't remember one of them breaking."
"So? They aren't one hundred percent effective. Says so right on the package."
"As far as I'm concerned they worked just fine. All I'll give you is if you decide to have it once it gets here we will do a DNA check on it to see if it is mine. If it proves to be mine we can decide where to go from there."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I suppose I should give some back story on the events that led to Penny's confronting me with her problem.
I met Penelope Martin when her family moved into the house next door to us. We were the same age so we ended up as playmates and it pretty much stayed that way until we reached dating age.
I guess because of my constant association with Penny I just never thought we were anything other than friendly neighbors. It wasn't until I came home one night from a date with Pauline French and found Penny on my front porch swing with my mom that I found out Penny didn't feel the same way.
Penny had obviously been crying and I wasn't going to get involved with a crying girl. No way! I was just about by them on the way into the house when my mother said:
"Come sit with us Robert."
That in itself was a bad sign. She only called me Robert when she thought I'd done something wrong. Any time else it would be Bobby. As I sat down with them I was trying to think of what I had done that warranted a "Robert." It turned out to be the last thing I would have thought of.
"We have a problem here Robert. Penny came over to see you ad when I told her you were out on a date the poor girl teared up and started to cry. It took me a bit to get it out of her, but the situation is that she doesn't know why you date other girls and not her. She has always thought you were her boyfriend and that she was your girlfriend and she was crushed when you started seeing other girls."
"I didn't know she felt that way. She never let me know. But it doesn't matter because I've never seen her as anything other than a friend."
Mom and I had been talking as if Penny wasn't there, but when I made that statement she let us know she was there by a loud screaming "No!" and she got up and ran from the porch.
Mom said "Go after her Bobby. You two need to talk this out."
I didn't want to, mainly because I had no idea of what to say, but mom had said "Go" and so I went. I caught up with Penny just as she was going up her front porch steps.
"Penny; wait up."
"Go away."
"We have to talk Penny. Sit down and talk to me."
She gave me a look I couldn't read, but she did sit down on the steps.
"Why didn't you ever let me know how you felt?"
"I didn't think I needed to. We were always together. You could have gone off and done other things, but you stayed with me. I always thought that it meant that you saw me as your girlfriend."
"You really look at me as your boyfriend?"
She looked at me with tear stained cheeks and nodded a yes.
"Then I guess I'd better start acting like one. Want to go with me to the movies tomorrow?"
She literally jumped up and threw her arms around me and said "yes,yes,yes."
From that point on we were a couple all the way through high school and the first year of college. Along the way Penny gifted me with her virginity on her eighteenth birthday. On her nineteenth, after having dinner with her parents and mine, I pulled a box out of my pocket, opened it to show the ring and then asked if she could maybe find a place for it. She threw herself at me and we both fell to the floor with our parents laughing at us.
One night as we were having burgers and fries at Harry's Shake Shack after seeing a movie Penny asked:
"How much do you love me Bobby?"
"I don't know if it is enough for me to go along with what you are about to hit me with" I said jokingly.
"It isn't that bad. You and I have been together since we were seven years old and you are the only guy I've ever been with. I'm curious about what other guys might be like."
"And you are telling me this why?"
"I want you to be okay with it. I'm not wanting to break us up, I just want to be able to date some other guy once in a while."
"Define 'once in a while' for me."
"I don't know. Maybe once every two weeks or so. It would depend on a guy I might like to date asking me out. I'm not going to say yes to every guy who asks."
"I don't like the idea Penny. I don't want you doing it."
"But I want to."
"No Penny."
"What? You don't own me Bob. You can't tell me what I can and can't do."
"So even though I'm against it you are going to do it?"
"Yes I am."
I reached over for her left hand and she let me take it. I guess she thought I intended to plead with her not to do it so she wasn't ready for it when I pulled the engagement ring off her finger as I said:
"Not wearing this you won't."
I dropped the ring in my shirt pocket, stood up and said "Let's go."
"Where?"
"I'm taking you home."
"I thought we were going to the Holiday Inn."
"Not any more. Come on; get up if you don't want to be left here."
She just sat there and looked at me as though she did not think I meant what I said. I turned and headed for the door. I was turning the key in the ignition when the passenger door opened and she got in.
"You were just going to leave me here?"
"I told you to get up so we could go, but you just sat there.
"What the hell is wrong with you Bob? Why are you acting this way?"
"Just be quiet and think about it. You might have it figured out by the time I get you home."
That got me the "You can't treat me like this" attitude" and she turned and looked out the passenger side window and sulked. When I pulled into her driveway instead of waiting for me to get out and come around and get her door she got out, slammed the door, and stalked up her stairs and into her house.
We avoided each other for the next two days and then I figured it was time for me to mend some fences. It was a Thursday evening and I went over to her house and rang the bell. Mrs. Martin answered the door and I asked to speak to Penny.
"She's not here Bobby."
"Know what time she will be back?"
"No idea Bobby. She's on a date and you know how that goes."
"So she did it. She really went and did it."
"You sound like you don't know. She said she talked to you about it."
"She did and I told her I was against it and if she went through with it we were done. Don't bother telling her I stopped by."
I turned and walked away. Away from the Martin's house and away from Penny.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't see her again until school on Monday. We both had Business Law as our first class in the morning. I waited until I saw where Penny sat down and then I took a seat on the other side of the room. The class was the only one we shared in the morning so I made sure I beat Penny out the door at the end of the class.
We didn't have the same lunch period so I didn't need to duck her until Marketing and Merchandising at three. Apparently Penny did the same thing for the afternoon class that I did for the morning class and waited until I was seated and then sat as far away from me as she could. It seemed we were both doing our best to avoid each other. It meant I didn't need to try harder; I'd just let Penny do it.
It didn't take very long for people to notice that Penny and I weren't a couple anymore. Thursday during lunch in the Student Union cafeteria Pauline French sat down at my table and asked:
"Is it true that my competition is out of the picture now?"
"Your competition?"
"Penny. I'm hearing that the two of you have broken up. True?"
"True, but how was she your competition? The last time I took you home after a date and asked you out for the following Friday you told me you didn't want to date me anymore."
"That was in the eighth grade. Things change as time goes by."
"Is this your clever way of telling me you wouldn't mind me asking you out?"
"See? College does make you smarter."
"So where are we going on our date?"
"My sorority is having a keger tomorrow night."
"What time?"
"Any time after six. Just ring the doorbell and tell whoever answers your mine."
"A bit possessive are we?"
"Hey; I'm just glad I was able to get to you first."
I rang the doorbell at the Alpha Kappa Alpha house at 5:59 pm and was surprised when Nancy Neubert answered the bell. "Bobby? What are you doing here?"
"I'm Pauline's date for the evening."
"You and Pauline? What happened to Penny?"
"She wasn't satisfied with me. Wanted to spread her wings and date other guys."
"You and Pauline serious yet?"
"Too soon to tell."
"If it doesn't work out keep me in mind."
"Shame, shame Miss Neubert. Where's that sorority sister solidarity?"
"If I could have gotten you away from Penny we wouldn't have to be worrying about solidarity now."
Just then Pauline came up and said "Get away from my man you slut."
Nancy laughed and said "Now, now Pauline; that's no way to speak to a sister."
Pauline looked at me and said "Maybe it was a mistake to bring you here to Slut Central. I'm going to have to stay right by your side all night."
As I followed her into the house I said "Slut Central?"
"Maybe not all the girls."
"You?"
"Not telling."
"The Pauline I dated way back when wouldn't even let me kiss her."
"That was then."
It was a fun night. I knew four of the girls from high school and seven of the guys, most of whom were members of Iota Phi Theta. I did dance with the four girls I knew. Surprisingly enough it was at the insistence of Pauline. I found out later it was one of the sorority's rules that a sister had to share her date at least five times at any function where dancing was taking place.
I'd dated three of the four so they weren't strangers to me. I'd tried a couple of times with the fourth, but Carla had always turned me down. I was close to being shocked when she came up to me and asked me to dance. As we danced I asked her why she had come up to me when she had always turned me down. What she told me came as a surprise.
"Penny told me if I ever dated you she would scratch my eyes out and I believed her. You aren't with Penny now so I feel safe. But now I guess I'll have to be careful of Pauline."
"It's only our first date."
"Maybe, but she is a sorority sister and we have some unwritten rules."
"Crap! First Penny and now unwritten rules. I can't seem to catch a break."
She laughed, the dance ended and Carla said "Cheer up. You're still young and things could change. I still have the same phone number."
When it was time for me to leave Pauline gave me a very nice kiss and then I asked her if she had anything going for the next day and when she said no I asked her if she would like to have dinner with me and maybe take in a show. She said she love to and we made arrangements for me to pick her up at four. We had a nice time and when I took her back to the sorority house I received another nice kiss.
Pauline gave it up on our fifth date and after that we got together two or three times a week. She was really into oral and sixty-nine was her favorite number.
Several times while on a date with Pauline I saw Penny with some guy and it never seemed to be the same guy twice.
Penny had tried several times to get to me, but I did a good job of avoiding her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Pauline and I dated enough over the next three or four weeks that people started thinking of us as a couple. One night when I came home after a date with Pauline I found Penny sitting on my steps (I was living in an apartment over my parent's garage) waiting for me.
"We need to talk" she said.
"About what?"
"About us."
"There is no us anymore."
"Could we go inside?"
I figured why not and so I said okay and we walked up the steps and into the apartment. She sat down on the couch and said:
"I hear you are going steady with Pauline French."
"So?"
"What do you mean "So?" How can you go steady with someone when we both know you are mine?"
"I haven't been yours since the day you told me you were going to date other guys. We might have had a chance if you hadn't gone through with it, but you did go through with it."
She stood up, pulled her dress up over her head, dropped it on the floor and stood there in just panties and bra. As she unfastened her bra she said:
"You going to tell me you don't want this?"
She pushed her panties down, stepped out of them and struck a pose.
"This is and has always been yours."
She turned and headed for the bedroom and didn't even bother to look back and see if I was following her because she knew I was. Maybe if I was older and wiser I would have picked up her clothing, handed it to her and told her to get dressed leave. But I wasn't older and not even close to being wise so I followed along behind her taking off my clothes as I went. And no, I wasn't cheating on Pauline. We hadn't even talked about a serious relationship so I was still a free agent as far as I was concerned.
Penny was on the bed fingering herself and watching me drop my boxers to the floor. I started things the way I always did. I kissed her and then kissed and licked her body all the way down until I reached her pussy. My tongue parted the folds and slipped inside. I got her off once orally and then moved up and slid my cock inside her wet pussy. I got her off two more times until I had to drive for mine.
Once I'd cum I got off the bed and went into the bathroom to take a whiz and when I came back to the bedroom I saw Penny getting dressed. That surprised me because I thought we would go again. She saw the look on my face and said:
"I can't stay. I might not want to get out of bed in the morning if I stayed and I don't dare miss my first class of the day."
"What are we going to do Saturday?"
She suddenly had a 'deer caught in the headlights' expression on her face and then she looked down at the floor and said:
"I already have a date for Saturday."
"Just get out Penny and do me a favor and don't bother me again."
"Don't be that way Bobby. You know we are meant to be and what I'm doing isn't going to stop that."
I grabbed her by the arm, walked her to the door, opened it and pushed her outside.
"Stay away from me you stupid cunt" and I slammed the door in her face.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was Monday before I saw Pauline again. It was in the school cafeteria and when I walked in I saw Pauline sitting at a table and holding hands with a guy I'd seen around, but didn't know. She saw me, jerked her hand away from his and her facial expression practically screamed out "Oh fuck!" I turned and walked to the other side of the room and sat down with my back to her.
I had intended to review my notes from Cargill's class as I ate my lunch, but Cargill was forgotten as I sat there and wondered why anyone even bothered with girls. Of course I knew why. They all had something that all guys wanted. Then I had to laugh at myself. It had only been three days since I had been ready to turn my back on Pauline and get back with Penny.
At least there was a bright side to things. At the sorority/fraternity mixer I'd gotten what were pretty much open invitations from Nancy Neubert and Carla Bivens. Since I would no longer be dating Pauline I figured the 'unwritten' rule was no longer in effect so I decided to give one of them a try.
When I got off work I decided to give Carla a try first since she was the one who straight out told me she would have dated me if she hadn't been threatened by Pauline. She said she still had the same number so I got out a phone book, looked up her parent's listing and gave it a call.
Mrs. Bivens answered and when I asked for Carla she told me Carla wasn't home yet so I let my name and number and asked her to have Carla give me a call. I didn't get a call from her s before I went to bed I made a mental note to give Nancy a call the next day.
I was standing in line at the cafeteria when a voice behind me asked "Where are we going to sit Bobby?" I turned and found Carla standing behind me.
"I got home too late to call you last night so I thought I'd try and catch you here."
We got our food and found a table. As soon as we sat down she asked "You and Pauline over all ready?"
"I came in here yesterday and found her holding hands with some guy."
"Guy with red hair?"
"He did have red hair."
"His name is Rory and he has been her off and on boyfriend for the last two or three years."
"Off and on?"
"They fight, break up, she gets a new boyfriend, Rory comes back and they get back together, fight, break up, repeat, repeat and repeat. In a way you are lucky."
"How's that?"
They break up, she gets a new boyfriend, Rory comes back and she drops the new boyfriend and she and Rory get back together. I'm only guessing here mind you, but I think you were going to be the new boyfriend. Rory being back kept it from happening."
"What's your story? I can't imagine a girl as lovely as you are not having a whole herd of guys chasing after you."
"Oh yes; the herd. The quantity is there, but the quality is lacking."
"I'm gambling here, but I'm assuming since you told me you still had the same phone number you are open to the possibility of a date with me. Are you doing anything this evening?"
"It just so happens that my social calendar is clear. What have you in mind?"
"Dinner and talk?"
"What time?"
"Six work for you?"
"It will."
That was the start of it. We kissed on the third date, we were making out hot and heavy by the seventh and the tenth ended in room 106 of the Quality Inn. Why the motel when we could have gone to my place? Don't have a clue. As I was driving her home she said "Pull in here." 'Here' was the parking lot of the motel. Might just say that my mind was so clouded with lust that I didn't even think of my place.
It was good, but then all sex is good right? When she got on the bed and spread her legs my face headed for her pussy. It was shaved and it was the first naked pussy I'd ever seen. I stayed with it until Carla cried:
"In me; in me Bobby, I need you in me."
I moved up, slid in and then did my level best to make it happen for her. I was thinking of her "The quality is lacking" remark and I was determined that my name would not be put on the list of those who were lacking. I felt mine coming so I slowed down (and don't believe for one minute it was an easy thing to do) and paced myself until she'd had two orgasms and then I put on a burst of speed and as my first spurt went into her she had another orgasm. I held myself in her until I was soft and then I fell to the bed next to her. She rolled up on an elbow, looked at me and said:
"There is something seriously wrong with Penny that she let you get away. How soon before we can go again?"
"Maybe twenty minutes."
"Bet I can make it sooner" she said as she moved down and took me into her mouth.
I wasn't watching my watch, but it didn't even seem like ten minutes had gone by before she had me up and ready again. When she had it where she wanted it she swung over me and settled down on me cowgirl. As she fucked me I reached up and started pulling on her nipples. I played with them until I felt the need to cum, but I can't get off in cowgirl. I can get right to the edge, but I need to drive hard to get it done and it doesn't seem like a woman above me can drive hard enough to make it happen so I rolled Carla over on her back and then drove hard until I was able to get off.



Again I kept myself in her until I was soft and then I pulled out. Then Carla made my day. Maybe even my week, month and year when she said:
"Jesus Christ Bobby; can I keep you?"
I smiled and said "We'll see."
"What does that mean?"
"There is more to a relationship than sex. We will need some time together to learn more about each other."
"I can do that."
Carla took up my time for the next month and then at the end of a Saturday date as I was headed for my place she told me to take her to her dorm. I thought she needed to run inside to get something before going to my place. Not so.
"I'm sorry Bob, but I'm not going to see you anymore."
"Why? What did I do?"
"It isn't anything you have done. This is all on me. You are a great guy and you have never failed to ring my chimes when we are intimate. But there isn't any spark there. I like you Bobby; I like you a lot, but I don't love you. We need to end it so we can each go find our other half."
She leaned over and kissed me and then got out of the car. As I watched her walk into her dorm I knew she was right. She was a great bed buddy, but in my heart I knew that is all she would ever be.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A week later I was sitting in a booth at the Village Inn reading a book written by C. J. Box while enjoying pie and coffee when Penny sat down on the other side of the table.
"How have you been Bobby?"
"Hanging in there."
"I saw Carla out on a date with some guy. You two on the outs?"
"Decided we had no future together. Kind of like us."
"Why would you say that? You know you are my guy and we will eventually be together all the time."
"No we won't Penny. You keep going out with other guys and that puts the lie to your statement that I'm your guy."
"You are my man Bobby. For better or worse even though we aren't married yet."
"Yeah. Right."
"You going to Country Western night at the VFW tonight?"
"Probably."
"Would you like a dance partner?"
"You volunteering?"
"I am."
We had a fun night and when it was over she wanted to go home with me and what followed was an exhausting night.
For the next three weeks Penny and I were back together and I thought maybe Penny was over her curiosity about other guys. Then one Friday while we were sitting at a table at the Village Inn talking over pie and coffee I asked her what she wanted to do Saturday and she told me she already had another date. I didn't say anything; I just acted like it was nothing, but I think she got the message when I took her home instead of to my place.
I got out of the car and walked around and opened her door. She looked up at me with a "What are you doing" look on her face and I took hold of her arm and pulled her out of the car. I walked her to her do and then I turned and left. She was still standing on her porch and watching me as I drove away.
Four days later she called me and asked me why she hadn't heard from me.
"Shouldn't come as a surprise to you Penny. You already know my stance on your dating other guys. Just go and have your fun. Goodbye."
I hung up on her and knowing Penny would be on her way over "To talk some sense into me" I got dressed and took off. I had just turned twenty-one so I headed for a close by sports bar, had a beer and watched whatever was showing on the multiple TVs.
I avoided Penny and didn't take her calls and after a week she stopped trying. I could avoid any interaction with her, but I couldn't avoid seeing her since it didn't seem to matter where I went she was usually there with some guy. I got dirty looks from her every time she saw me with either Carla or Pauline.
Carla and Pauline?
Carla came up to me one day and asked me if I'd ever heard the term friends with benefits and when I said yes she asked "How about it? Want to give it a try?" and I said "Hell yes."
But before that I'd been seeing Pauline. She had seen me one day in the Student Union and had asked me why she hadn't heard from me and I told her why. She told me he was history and she would really like to get back together with me. We had a hot time together until the red headed stranger showed up again and she dumped me. It didn't upset me because, thanks to Carla's telling me about Pauline's off and on again relationship with Rory, I was sort of expecting it.
It was a week after that that Carla proposed the FWB idea to me. We lasted about two months before Carla broke it off again.
Two weeks later Penny caught me coming out of class and said "I hear you and Carla broke up again. True?"
"True."
"I'm done with my checking to see what other guys might be like. I'm ready to settle down now. Can we get back together now?"
We lasted three weeks until she broke a date with me to go out with another guy. Three weeks and four guys later here she was talking pregnancy with me.
"What do you mean "If I decide to have it?" Of course I'm going to have it. And it is yours!"
"And I'm still saying I doubt it given as many guys as you have date."
"I dated them, but I didn't go to bed with any of them."
"So you say now, but I have my doubts about it. After all you did tell me you were doing it to see what other guys might be like. Like I said, when we can do a DNA test and it says the kid is mine I'll decide what to do."
To say she was upset with my stance would be an understatement. Extremely pissed would be more accurate. The baby might be mine, but there was no way I was going to do anything until I knew for sure.
To be continued.
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Penny wasn't happy with my stance, but there wasn't anything she could do about it. What pissed her off even more was that Carla was back and in a 'friends with benefits' relationship with me.
But by now I knew (or at least suspected) based on experience that it probably wouldn't last more than three or four months which was fine with me as it would take me up to graduation.
It was just after I started back up with Carla again that I got a phone call from my mother.
"Robert; I need to speak with you. Come to the house please."
Robert? She never called me Robert unless she was pissed at me. I wondered what the hell I'd done to piss her off now. When I got to the house she had me sit down at the kitchen table. Once seated she asked:
"Why are you refusing to accept responsibility for your actions?"
"What are you talking about?"
"Your refusal to step up and assume responsibility for what you have done to Penny."
"In the first place it isn't all that certain that I am the one who got her pregnant. I know of at least three guys she has been with over the last two or three months. Just because Penny says that it is mine doesn't make it so. I told her I would step up if a DNA test proves that the kid is mine. In the second place where do you get off jumping on my ass on the word of someone who had lied to me at least a dozen times over the last year?"
"You can't talk to me that way young man!"
"I can and I will. I will not stand still for you accusing me of something you know nothing about!"
I got up and started to leave and she said "Where are you going. We are not finished here."
"We are as far as I'm concerned" and I left the house and went back to my apartment. I wasn't there five minutes when my dad showed up wanting to know what I'd said to my mother that had her in such a rage.
I told him the story and he said "You need to cut her a little slack Bob. She and Penny are really close and she has had her heart set on seeing you and Penny married. Penny is adamant that the child is yours and your mother believes her. "
"That doesn't give her the right to come at me the way she did. I'll step up if a DNA test proves that the baby is mine, but that does not mean that I will marry her."
"Why not?"
"I'm not sure I could trust her not to cheat on me. As many times as she has come to me and told me she was done seeing other guys only to turn around and date someone else? No sir; I'd have to think long and hard on marriage to her. If I married her and she cheated on me it would mean divorce and we both know what happened to Uncle Frank when he divorced Aunt Mary for cheating. He got totally fucked on the deal. Why set myself up for something like that?"
"You do have a point. I hear they have a way to check DNA before the birth. Have you looked into that?"
"I've never even heard of it."
"Maybe you should look into it."
"I will. But if there is such a test I'm not sure I could get Penny to take it."
"Why wouldn't she?"
"She might not be in a hurry to see whether or not it really is mine."
I did get on the computer and turn Google lose on the subject and found out there were several tests that could be done as early as ten weeks into the pregnancy. I got a hold of Penny and told her about the tests and she surprised me. She was eager to take a test.
"You are the only boy who has ever made love to me so I already know what the test is going to show. When can we do it?"
The test did indeed show that I was the father of her baby Penny was carrying and that put the ball in my court. Do I accept the responsibility and marry Penny or do I accept responsibility without putting a ring on her finger? The only sure thing is that I would step up.
The problem is that I did not trust Penny. More than once she told me she was done dating other guys and then she turned around and dated other guys. It didn't cost me anything but hurt, but if she stepped out after I married her I would kick her to the curb and from what I knew about divorces I'd end up screwed.
I couldn't make up my mind what to do; which way I should go. The answer, surprisingly, came from Penny.
"We will get a pre-nuptial agreement."
We had an attorney prepare one and then the wedding took place. It was a simple civil ceremony with just our parents as witnesses and then Penny's parents threw a party for us as a reception.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Things went well for almost six years. Little Robby joined us; all eight pounds of him and of course he instantly owned me.
When Robby started school Penny decided to get a job. She found one that let her go to work after she saw Robby off to school and let her be home by the time got home.
I came home one Friday and found Angel, our next door neighbor babysitting Robby. From her I found that Penny had arranged with Angel to babysit Robby. I also found out from her that Penny had been picked up by a guy in a Jeep as soon as Angel got there.
"A bright yellow Renegade?"
"All I know is that it was a yellow Jeep."
"Did she say what time she would be home?"
"Just told me to take care of Robby until you got here."
"Can you stay another half hour? I need to run to Home Depot."
"No problem."
As I drove to the hardware store to buy a couple of lock sets I was wondering why Penny had done it. I assumed that the bright yellow Jeep belonged to Jake Biggs. At Penny's last company Christmas party Jake was bragging about how easy his new Jeep was handling the heavy snowfalls we had been having. Someone asked:
"Is that your bright yellow Renegade outside?" Jake said it was.
And at that party I noticed that Penny danced more with Jake than with anyone else except me and twice when I came back from going to the bathroom I found Jake in my seat talking to Penny. After the party as I was driving us home I mentioned that she seemed to spend a lot more time with Biggs than with anyone else. She shrugged it off and said he was a fairly new hire and she was the one breaking him in so they spent a lot of time together. As a result he didn't know all that many people who were there at the party so he naturally gravitated toward her. At the time it sounded reasonable.
About a month later Penny started working more hours. She went from six hours a day five days a week to four ten hour days with Friday, Saturday and Sunday off. She arranged with Angel to babysit Robby from when he got home from school until I got home.
Along with the longer hours she started stopping after work for drinks with her coworkers. When it went from one night a week to two I started to wonder. About the same time our love making started to slack off. I guess you could say my 'spidey sense' was kicking in. I guess in the back of my mind in the closet where the doubts I had before I married Penny were stored the door opened and let some of those doubts trickle to the front of my mind and I started paying closer attention to what Penny was doing.
When her getting home time from work went from six-thirty to seven forty-five and then eight-thirty I started checking my finances to see if I could afford to hire a private investigator. I called a few and found out there wasn't any way I could afford it.
I knew from things that Penny told me where she and her co-workers stopped after work. I'd never been there so one day on my lunch break I went over and checked out the place. There didn't seem to be anywhere I could sit and not be seen. No corner where I could sit even in a half assed disguise where I could see and not be seen.
There was a chance that if I sat at the end of the bar farthest from the booths and tables I just might not be noticed if someone only glanced my way, but didn't bother to take a closer look. I decided to do it and if Penny noticed me? So be it.
Mondays and Thursdays were the nights Penny stopped so Thursday I arranged for Angel to babysit longer than usual. When I got off work I went over to the lounge and took a seat at the bar that was as far from the booths and tables I could get.
Thirty minutes later Penny and her crew came in, pushed three tables together and sat down. I noticed that Penny and Jake sat next to each other. After they got their drinks one of the guys fed some money into the juke box and Penny and Jake were the first ones on the dance floor. They danced real close and Jake had his hands on her ass and she made no attempt to remove them.
Then they kissed.
They stayed on the floor for three tunes, kissed several times and by the time they sat down I'd seen enough. When they sat down at their table I got up and headed their way. They were kissing when I reached them. I tapped Penny on the shoulder and when she broke the kiss and looked up I almost laughed at the expression on her face when I said:
"I would like to stick around and watch more, but I promised the babysitter I wouldn't be too late" and I walked away.
It wasn't lost on me that Penny didn't come home until after I'd gone to bed. She made enough noise when she got home that she woke me up. I glanced at the clock and saw that it was four-thirty. I pretended to be asleep when she got in bed and she was very careful not to wake me.
I was up and out of the house before Penny woke up. Of course she might have been awake and pretending.
When I got home from work on Friday is when I found out she had gone off with someone in a yellow Jeep. There was no doubt in my mind that the man in the Jeep was Jake Biggs.
I decided to show Penny how displeased I was with what she was doing and I asked Angel to stick around long enough for me to run to the hardware store. I went to Home Depot and got three keyed alike locksets and went back home and replaced the locks on the front and back doors and the door that let in from the garage.
Then I fed Robby and played with him until his bedtime. Once he was down for the night I watched some TV. When Penny wasn't home by ten I called it a night and went to bed.
It was ten the next morning when the doorbell rang and when I went to the door I found Penny standing there.
"My key won't work."
"Yeah; ii know. When you took off with Jake yesterday and didn't come home I assumed you moved in with him so I changed the locks. You can still get into the garage though and you'll find all your stuff in garbage bags. You have three days to move your stuff out. If it is still there on trash pickup day it will be moved to the curb with the rest of the garbage."
"Stop kidding around Bobby and let me in. I've had a hard night and I need to lay down and take a nap."
"I'm not kidding Penny. After what I saw Thursday night and after what you pulled yesterday and last night you don't live here anymore. I'll see an attorney on Monday and get the divorce started."
"Oh no Bobby; there isn't going to be any divorce. We need to sit down and have a talk."
"I don't want to talk to you Penny. Goodbye."
I closed the door and ignored her beating on it and ringing the bell. Robby wanted to know who was making all the noise and I told him it was just someone who was trying to sell me something that I didn't want. Which in a way I guessed was true. Penny obviously wanted to sell me a line of bullshit I didn't want.
I did keep an eye on her through the window. I saw her use her cellphone and fifteen minutes later a yellow Jeep showed up and picked her up.
Penny didn't quit. She called three times and wanted to talk, but I hung up on her. On Sunday she was back and this time she had her parents with her. They had treated me like the son they never had and there wasn't any way I was going to turn them away and Penny knew it. I invited them in and went into the kitchen and put a pot of coffee on. Her dad went right to it."
"Penny tells us you locked her out. Why would you do something like that?"
How do you tell your father in law, a man you really like and admire, that his daughter is a cheating slut? I did tone it down some. I didn't us the words slut or cheating, but I did give him a rundown on everything I saw on Thursday and what she had done on Friday and then I threw in what I'd seen at her company Christmas party and surmised she had been messing around with him since then. I let him draw his own conclusions.
He turned to Penny and asked "Did you really do those things?"
She looked down and away from him which gave him the answer to his question. He turned back to me and asked:
"Is there any chance that you can work through this?"
"I don't see how. This is not the first time she has done this to me. In fact she did it to me so many times that she had to agree to a pre-nup before I would marry her."
"But that was over six years ago."
"Yes, but leopards can't change their spots and I doubted that Penny could change her mindset. I expected this to happen only I expected that it would have happened much sooner so it came as no surprise when it did happen. That and the fact it was so in your face "Screw you Bob; live with it" on her part."
"It was not" Penny said.
"Did you rush home after I approached you Thursday night? No you didn't. You didn't get home until four-thirty in the morning. Bars close at two. Where did you spend the two and a half hours after that? And with who? Where did you spend last night and with who? And not one word spoken to me from Thursday morning until you couldn't get in the house today? And how about the fact the guy you spent all your time on the dance floor with on Thursday and who picked you up at the house on Friday was the same guy who picked you up when you couldn't get into the house this morning And you don't think that wasn't saying "Screw you Bob?" That�s what I was hearing whether you said it out loud to me or not."
"Couldn't you at least sit down with her and let her explain" my mother in law asked.
"I wouldn't believe a word she said so why waste my time?" Then I had a thought. "On second thought I'll agree to listen to her explanation of her conduct over the last three days if she does it in front of the three of us."
Her dad looked at her mom who nodded her head yes and then he turned to me and said "That is acceptable to us" and then he turned expectantly to Penny. Penny looked from her dad to me and then back to her dad and then she started sobbing and got up and ran out of the house and got in her dad's car. I didn't say a word, but the expression on my face was saying "See what I mean?"
Her dad shook his head in disgust and then said "I'm sorry things worked out this way" and then he and my mother in law got up and left. I would have loved to have had a bug in that car and been able to hear what the three of them said as they drove away.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I filed for divorce and then the courts did what they do best in divorce cases.
Fuck the husband.
The judge tossed out the pre-nup. She said the child's welfare was the most important issue to be addressed. She determined it would be in Robby's best interests for Penny to be given custody. Then she set child support and alimony at a level that meant I would have to move into a cardboard box under a bridge somewhere.
My attorney tried to stop me, but I shrugged him off, stood up and said to the judge;
"I am not going to go along with this railroading. I am totally against letting an adulteress back stabbing wife raise my son exposing him to her slutty ways."
The judge was banging her gavel and telling me to sit down or be held in contempt of court. I ignored her.
"I have a legally enforceable prenuptial agreement and I am fully capable of raising my son."
By the time I got that out two bailiffs reached me and forcibly sat me down. Then the judge said
"I've made my ruling and anymore outbursts from you and you will be held in contempt of court. Do you understand?"
"I've understood what you've said and I am not going along with it. I will settle for nothing that isn't in line with my perfectly legal prenuptial agreement."
"You will do what I have ordered or I will put your butt in jail."
"That would at least be getting you to honor my pre-nup."
The confusion on the judge's face told me she didn't understand what I'd just said so I made it clear to her.
"In jail means no paycheck. No paycheck means the cheating slut gets nothing and that�s just what the pre-nup states. The cheater, in this case my slut wife, gets nothing and leaves the marriage with only the clothes on her back."
"I've had enough of this. Fifteen days for contempt of court."
"Why not go for thirty you man hating bitch."
Bang went the gavel and she said "Forty-five days. Want to try for more Mr. Dalton?"
"Doesn't matter. I'll just be coming back in front of you and saying no to what you've ordered."
"Bailiff; get him out of my courtroom."
I didn't wait for them to come and get me; I just got up and walked over to them. Once out of the courtroom one of them said:
"Are you crazy? You can't antagonize a judge and get away with it."
"All depends on how you look at it. If I went along with her ruling I'd be living in a cardboard box somewhere, drinking rain water and digging in dumpsters for something to eat. At least in here my wife gets nothing and I have a roof over my head for the next forty-five days."
"You know she isn't going to let up on you right?"
"Doesn't matter. Like I said; if I'm in here the cheating bitch gets nothing."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was twelve days in when I got a visit from someone I never expected to see.
"What are you doing here" I asked Penny.
"I didn't want this Bobby. I didn't want you to go to jail."
"You might not have wanted it, but you are still responsible for it. If you had honored the agreement you signed I wouldn't be here. Basically you lied to me to get me to marry you all the time knowing you were going to cheat on me sooner or later."
"That�s not true Bobby. I never expected to cheat on you. I didn't set out to cheat. I just didn't fight it when it happened."
"Explain that to me; the you didn't fight it part."
"We can talk about it when you get out. My reason for coming here to see you is to ask you to not get in the judge's face when you go back in front of her. Just agree to whatever she says. I won't hold you to any of it. Just get yourself out. Please?"
"Why? Why do you care?"
"Because I love you. I know you doubt it, but I always have and I always will. Just get yourself out of this place. If you won't do it for me do it for Robbie. He misses his daddy."
"Tell him his daddy misses him too."
"Just get yourself out of here."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was the morning of my thirty-fourth day when they came and got me. When I asked where we were going I was told back to court. When we got there I found my attorney waiting for me. He told me we weren't going into the courtroom but into the judge's chambers. He told me I was going in front of a different judge. When I asked why he told me the original judge had been reassigned and all of her cases were being reviewed. It seems there was a reported from the local paper in the courtroom when I made my "Man hating bitch" outburst. He stayed for the next three cases and in each one the judge fucked over the husband.
The reporter dug into things and talked to some people, sat in on some cases in front of other judges and then wrote a piece in the local paper under the heading of "A Man Hating Judge?" about how harsh men fared in divorce cases in front of my judge compared to other judges and it prompted a review of my judge's cases.
When we went into the judge' chambers I was told to have a seat. The judge looked up from some papers he was reading and introduced himself to me and told me the purpose of the meeting was to review my case. A judicial review showed my judge had erred in throwing out the entire prenuptial agreement. Parts of it had to be voided because a child was involved and provisions for that had not been made in the original.



The monies in the checking and savings accounts at the time I filed were mine as was the house, furniture and appliances. However I was still going to be required to pay child support and spousal maintenance. As to the spousal support and child support a review showed the proper formula's for those payments were not followed. The review adjusted the spousal support down by two-thirds and the child support down by fifty percent. I told him that I would like the child support left as it originally was. And then he said:
"And now for the bad news. Your being in jail does not negate your child support and spousal maintenance and since you are incarcerated and not working we will be placing a lien on your bank accounts. Any questions?"
"Yes your honor, I have one on the bank accounts. Since the original judge allowed my wife access to those accounts can we go back to the amounts in those accounts on the day I was jailed and have whatever my wife pulled out of those accounts applied to the arrearage?"
"We can. Anything else?"
"I still don't see why I have to pay alimony to the woman who cheated on me when the pre-nup clearly states the cheating party gets nothing. I understand the child support even though I don't understand why a cheating slut can be considered to be a better parent that the non-cheating partner. How can a woman of low morals be considered to be the right parent to raise the child?"
"Studies have shown that a child fares better living with the mother so that is the way the courts tend to go. The main thing courts look at in a divorce where children are involved is the welfare of the child. The fact that the mother has cheated does not, at least in most cases, make her an unfit mother. Stand back and take an honest look. Has your wife been a good mother to your son?"
"Yes, she has."
"Case closed. Now for the kicker. We cannot and will not allow contempt of court to go unpunished. You are going to have to finish out your sentence."
"I understand."
When I got back to jail I wondered why they had even bothered to pull me out of my cell just to tell me what I'd been told. That could have been done when I went back in front of the judge at the end of my forty-five days.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Release day arrived and when I got to the courtroom my attorney was there and I saw Penny siting in the spectator section. I went in front of a different judge and we went all through the formalities and when I was cut loose I turned and saw Penny wasn't there. I wondered what was up with that. They took me into the back for out processing and when I was released and came out I found her in the hall waiting for me.
"Your dad was going to pick you up, but I talked him into letting me do it."
"Why would you do that?"
"We will be alone in the car and we can talk without being interrupted."
"Where's Robbie?"
"With your parents."
My face must have shown something because she said "You seem surprised>"
"I would have expected that he would be with yours."
"Why would you think that? They are his grandparents too. Besides, that is where we are going and I expected that you would want to see him so he will be there waiting to see you."
There were several seconds of silence and the Penny said "I know what you want to know so I'll get it out of the way. When Jake came to work and they paired me with him there was an instant attraction. Nothing sexual, just someone I wanted to be around. We had lunch together several times and yes he was working to get into my pants. I will admit that I liked the attention. The harder he tried the more I led him on. I flirted with him, but that is all it was ever going to be. Until the night you came down to the bar to check up on me.
"It is no excuse and I know it. It was absolutely stupid of me and I knew it, but it pissed me off that you didn't trust me so I didn't rush home after you. I said to myself "To hell with him; I'll show him" and I flirted even more outrageously with Jake. Had several more drinks, got into a heavy make out session in my car with Jake that ended up with me getting laid on the back seat. I didn't set out to do it, I didn't mean to do it, but I stupidly let it happen."
"And the "Hell with him" attitude carried over into Friday?"
"No. What happened to me Friday was Thursday woke up the part of me I'd thought I'd put behind me. I've told you this before Bobby; I love you, always have and always will, but there is something in me that wants to see what other guys are like. I thought I'd put it behind me and I had been absolutely faithful to you for our entire marriage until that Thursday night. Friday happened because I was pretty much in the bag when Thursday happened and since it had happened I knew I was pretty much toast as far as you were concerned so Friday was to see what he might be like sober. I'm sorry Bobby; I really am."
"I'm just surprised you lasted as long as you did. I just knew you couldn't be faithful. That�s why I had doubts about marrying you to begin with. If you hadn't come up with that prenuptial idea � and a lot of good that did me � I never would have married you."
"I thought you loved me."
"I did. I do, but I never completely trusted you. And because I never trusted you it was all too easy for your behavior to get me off my butt and to look into things."
"My behavior?"
"Yes; your behavior. You think I didn't notice when your nights out went from one to two and your come home times went from six-thirty to ten? You were waving a red flag in front of me and it finally got my attention and that is what brought me down to that bar that night."
"I'm sorry Bobby, I really am, but I can't help it. I've tried Bobby, I really did try and I thought I had it beat. I managed to fight it off for six years, but I guess I am what I was meant to be. Even though our marriage is toast can we at least be friends?"
"I don't know why not. It will be much easier where Robbie is concerned if we are friendly."
"Friends with benefits?"
"I don't think that would be a good idea."
"Why not? I think it is a great idea."
"No it wouldn't be. For one thing, by your own admission, the thing that makes you what to see other men are like is still there. You hate condoms and would never let me use one so I know you would never make one of 'those others' use one. Sooner or later one of those men is going to give you something that I don't want."
"That was certainly cold."
"Cold maybe, but the truth."
"I could change."
"Maybe you could, but then again maybe you couldn't. Bottom line Pen is I don't trust you."
The really sad part? I loved Penny and it was going to hurt like hell not being with her, but as John Wayne said in one of his movies, at least I think it was John Wayne; "A man's got to do what a man's got to do."
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"Where are you going all dressed up like that" my wife asked as I came down the stairs in a suit and tie.
"A bunch of guys and I are getting together to have a boys night out. We are going to meet at the Kit Kat Club."
"Kit Kat Club? That's a pick-up place."
"No it isn't, but even if it was so what? I'm a married man and I have no intention of cheating on you. The owner is Mike's brother and is going to give us our drinks for half price."
"I'd rather you didn't go."
"I've already told the guys to count me in. Got to run. I don't know how long I'll be so don't wait up" and with that said I was out the door.
As I drove away from the house I thought about what had just happened. I don't know if Cora realized it, but our short conversation was almost word for word what she said to me when I came home from work six weeks ago and found her dressed to the nines and ready to head out on a girls night out. The only things different was she went to the Starlight Lounge instead of the Kit Kat and there was no mention of half priced drinks. Since that night she has gone out with the 'girls' every Thursday evening. I protested, but to no avail.
Then one Thursday night I called her and told her I was hung up at work and would be home late. She told me she would leave a plate for me in the micro wave and to give it three minutes. I was parked at the end of the block when she left the house. I gave her a block head start and then followed along behind here. I didn't know if she would spot me or not. If she wasn't doing anything wrong I doubted she would be looking to see if she was being followed. Even if she was doing something wrong I doubt she would worry about being followed because I was too dumb or clueless right?
I don't know if she thought I was dumb and clueless. Maybe she just didn't realize she was throwing up red flags. She left for work in a nice dress and heels and she couldn't leave work and go to the lounge in them? She had to come home and dress sexier (at least to me it was sexier) to go meet the 'girls' at the lounge? Coming home later and later? Having to shower as soon as she got home? She couldn't use cigarette smoke as an excuse for that because it was against the law to smoke in bars and restaurants.
She drove to the Starlight and parked in the last row from the building. I thought that was strange as there were plenty of open spots closer to the door. I parked where I could watch her car, but where she wouldn't notice unless she made a point of looking.
I knew the layout of the Starlight and there was no way I could walk in and not be noticed and I didn't want that so I had to be sneaky. I'd stopped by on Wednesday and found out who would be the cook on Thursday. A hundred dollar bill and a promise not to cause a scene got me access through the back door into the kitchen and a spot where I could see the bar and the dance floor and not be seen. Well I could be seen, but wearing a white coat and a chef's cap I was betting that no one would think to take a closer look.
Cora was already seated when I got to where I could watch. She was sitting at two tables pushed together with three other women and four guys. She was just breaking off a kiss with the guy seated to her right when I got to my observation spot. I got my phone out and it to record video and then for the next two hours I watched Cora dance with the guy sitting to her right and kiss him and let him play grab ass with her. After two hours the group started breaking up and I thanked the cook for his help and headed out to my car.
It was about fifteen minutes before Cora and the guy she had been hanging off of most of the evening came out and walked to the car she was parked next to. That made it hard for me to see what was going on, but I saw enough. True, they weren't on the back seat, but the tonsil swabbing told me all I needed to know and I headed on home and went to bed.
I was still awake when Cora got home, but I pretended to be asleep. The bedside clock said 11:05 and it was 9:35 when I left the parking lot so she had enough to do the dirty. And she did take a shower before coming to bed. When she did come to bed she spooned up against, kissed my neck and whispered "I love you."
I'll just bet you do I thought to myself as I lay there waiting for sleep to take me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Friday at work I thought about what I should do. Cora was cheating on me. That was a given. Maybe, just maybe, she hadn't given up her pussy, but to me make out sessions with another man and dancing with a man and letting his hands paw your body was cheating as far as I was concerned. To the level of getting a divorce? It was something I was going to have to think about.
Whatever she was doing it had no effect on our sex life. Even after ten years together we still got it on three or four times a week. I was making love, but was she?
I stewed about it for three or four days and decided to give her a taste of her own medicine. She came home and dressed to the nines to go on her girl's night out so I would go home from work and dress up for my boy's night out.
Of course there wasn't going to be a boy's night out, but Cora wouldn't know that. I'd just head to one of the sports bars on the other side of town, kill about three hours and then come home and immediately shower. That should get her attention because I never shower at night. I have always showered when I got up in the morning.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was savoring the sour look on Cora's face when I left the house and headed for the sports bar. Halfway there I decided against it and headed for the movie complex over on Perry Avenue.
I took off the coat and tie and left it them the car, headed into the complex, picked one of the six movies, bought popcorn and a Coke and then sat down to watch and kill time before going home.
I put the coat and tie back on and headed home. Halfway there I had the thought that if Cora had waited up it would aid my deception if I had alcohol on my breath so I stopped at Buckskins to have a drink or two. Buckskins was a country/western bar that had bands on Friday and Saturday nights.
The band that night was Carlos Washington and I was able to get a seat at the bar and I ordered a PBR. I sat there, drank my beer and watched couples do a two-step out on the dance floor. When it ended the band started playing Strait's "The Chair" and people lined up to do the "Cowboy Cha Cha as a line dance and I got off my stool and joined them.
I stayed out there for an Electric Slide and then went back to my bar stool. I ordered one more beer and was going to drink it, watch the dancers until I finished it and then go home. That changed when Carlos announced he'd had several requests for "Ride Cowboy Ride" and he had no sooner finished his announcement when a hand hit my shoulder and a voice said;
"Hey cowboy; they are playing our song."
I turned and found Brenda Asher standing there. She pulled me off my barstool and then pulled me out onto the dance floor. On the way I asked her how the song got to be our song.
"Because it will be the first song we've ever danced to."
I couldn't argue with that I thought as we moved into a western swing. I'd known Brenda for about five years. She worked for the same company I did, but in a different division. The western swing was not a dance you could talk during, at least not conversation type talking so I just kept my mouth shut and concentrated on the dance.
When "Ride Cowboy" ended the band went into "Coopertown Road" and we stayed out on the floor for the line dance and when it ended Carlos said the band was going to take a break. As we were leaving the floor Brenda said:
"Grab your drink and join us at our table."
"Who is us?"
"Girls from work. You know all of them."
She followed me to the bar and when I had my drink in hand she led me over to where two tables had been pushed together and five girls were sitting. I knew four of them, but not the fifth. When we got to the table Brenda said:
"Hey guys; look what I found. Our very own dance partner."
Then to me she said "You know all the girls, right?"
"I know Sally, Marsha, Patty and Mary, but not this other young lady."
"Pauline French" the woman said as she offered me her hand. "Bob. Bob Dalton" I said as I took her hand and shook it. I sat down and asked:
"What brings all you ladies out on a Friday night?"
"A girls night out" Marsha said, "And why would you ask that?"
"Friday is a prime date night and I can't imagine ladies as lovely as the six of you not having dates."
"All of us are married" Sally said. "We just have a girl' night out one Friday a month. Friday because most places don't have bands during the week. What's your story?"
"A boy's night out."
"Where are the other boys" Patty asked.
"Aren't any. Just me."
"Sounds like there is a story there" Pauline said.
Other than seeing her at company social events none of the girls knew Cora and I did feel the need to unburden myself so to speak, and what the hell, maybe getting a woman's perspective would help me understand. So I told them the story up to and including my mirroring Cora's actions.
"But you don't know if she has had intercourse with anyone yet" Brenda asked.
"Not yet, but I'm thinking of hiring a private detective to see if I can find out for sure.
"Why don't you just confront her" Sally asked.
"If I did and she denied everything I'd be right back where I started. If I had information from a detective I would at least know if she were lying or not."
Then Mary said "Maybe what she is doing is what I did a few years back. There was a guy at my last job who kept hitting on me even though he knew I was married. It finally pissed me off and I decided to screw with him. I led him on and let him think he was getting closer and closer to getting me and every time I sent him home with a case of blue balls. Could maybe your wife be doing something like that?"
"So don't confront her" Brenda said. "Let her do the confronting. All you need do is take turns dancing with us girls and you will smell of perfume when you go home. I'll even make sure of it. Just before you leave I give you a spritz of the perfume I carry in my purse. Your wife will smell it on you and I'll bet she will confront you. Then you just tell her you are only doing what she does and if it is good enough for her to do it should be good enough for you to do. Then see where it goes from there."
"Think it will work?"
"What have you got to lose?"
"It sure will be cheaper than hiring a private detective" Patty said. "It cost my brother over three thousand dollars and the detective didn't find out anything."
I decided to go for it since as Brenda had said "What did I have to lose."
I danced with the six girls until 10:30, thanked them for a fun evening and headed for the house.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
Cora was up waiting for me when I got home.
"Hi" I said, "I thought you would be in bed by now. I'll meet you in the bedroom. I've got to take a quick shower" and then I headed for the shower.
She followed along behind me asking "Why do you need to shower? You never shower at night."
I ignored her, shed my clothes and dropped them on the bedroom floor. I stepped into the shower and took a quick one and when I came out I found Cora sitting on the bed with my suit coat in her hands.
"You said you were going out with the guys, but this coat doesn't smell like you were out with the boys. I'm not happy about this Bob. Not in the least."
"You aren't happy about it? Let me see if I can wrap my mind around this. You come home from work every Thursday, dress up sexy as all get out, go, leave the house for a girl's night out, come home late, take an immediate shower and then come to bed. Tonight I came home from work, dress up in my best, went out for a night with the boys, came home late and immediately took a shower. So you are saying it is okay when you do it, but not okay when I do it?
"When I was upset with you when you did it your attitude was "Tough shit Bob; live with it" but now that you are the one saying you aren't happy with it I'm supposed to care? Doesn't work that way Cora. What's good for the goose is good for the gander."
"Bullshit Robert! I go out with the girls, not the boys. You said you were going out with the boys, but from the smell of your coat you are obviously with the girls."
"There you go again. It is okay for you to dance with guys on your girl's night out, but it isn't okay for me to dance with girls on my boy's night out?"
"I don't dance with guys when I'm out with the girls."
"No? Hang on just a sec" I said as I went and got my phone. I pushed all the right buttons and brought up the video I had of her.
"You don't dance with guys when you are out with the girls? Then who, pray tell, is the woman in this video if not you?"
She watched the video and her face went pale and I could read her mind. "What else does he know" came through load and clear.
"Now why don't you explain the kisses and his hands all over your body and you doing nothing to shut him down?"
The silence was, as they say, deafening.
"Come on Cora; out with it. I want to know all about it. Up to, and including, what happened in the man's car when you left the lounge."
She looked down at the floor, took a deep breath and then looked at me.
"Please don't interrupt me until I get it all out. I was being a bitch. His name is Brad and he is the company Casanova. He has bedded all the single girls and two of the married ones. According to the girls he has a large cock and knows how to use it. I guess he decided it was my turn and he started coming on to me. I've always thought he was an asshole because of the way he would go after a girl, get her, stay with her for a month or so and then drop her and go after someone else. When he decided I was his next target I decided to lead him on, let him think he was getting some were and send him home with a case of blue balls.
"For weeks now I've played him by letting him think he is getting closer to getting what he wants. Since you seem to know I was making out with him in his car you must also know that we never made it to the back seat. He was sure he had me that night, but he has no idea that what happened that night was as far as he was ever going to get. He got that far again last night and he thinks he is wearing me down, but he is never going to get me. I'm yours and he is never going to get what is yours and what is always going to be yours and yours alone.
"I've had a good time screwing over him, but now that you know I'll have to put a stop to playing him. I was going to shut him down once and for all next week, but now I'll just do it at work tomorrow."
"I'm not happy about this Cora. I don't think you thought it through. Ever hear of date rape drugs?"
"Don't be silly Bob; Brad isn't the type to do something like that."
"Listen to yourself Cora. You just finished telling me this Brad asshole has screwed most of the girls you work with including some of the married ones. He is a proven asshole. It seems like he wants to notch his bedpost with every woman he works with. He damned sure might resort to drugs to get what he wants."
"I never even looked at it that way." She paused and then said "When I end it at work tomorrow I think I'd better do it in front of witnesses and then let all the girls he hasn't gotten yet know about what you've said about bedposts and drugs. Are we going to be okay?"
"Like I said, I'm not happy with what you were doing, but it looks like I've caught it in time."
Cora stood up, stripped and then said "Come to bed baby and I'll prove how much I love you."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Did he buy it?"
"Hook line and sinker."
"Are you going to keep seeing Brad?"
"I probably shouldn't, but Damn Pauline, his cock is so huge I actually have screaming orgasms. Bob is great in bed and I do love him to death and I keep promising myself I'll stop seeing Brad, but then I start thinking about those three fat inches he has over Bob and I backslide. I've probably only got another week or so since Brad never stays with any one girl for long."
"I hope you know what you are doing. Your hubby is a great guy and you are taking a big chance on losing him."
"I'm just glad you were there when he told his story and thanks for giving me the story I told him."
"I'm glad I was there too and that he didn't recognize me. Of course he only saw me the one time at your wedding and I was just one new face among many. I was just lucky that I was able to slip away and call you while he was out on the floor dancing. Sorority sisters are forever and will always have each other's back. Right?"'
"Damned right" and then the two fist bumped saying "Sigma Gamma Rho rules."
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As I sat in the booth at the Waffle House sipping my coffee and waiting on my bacon, egg, cheese and hash brown bowl I wondered why I even tried anymore. Life has been shitting on me since junior high.
I got hooked on Pauline French and thought we had a good thing going. Then Billy Neubert's parents gave him a car and suddenly Pauline was riding around in it with him.
In high school I worked had to get the best grades possible. I wanted to make my parents proud by becoming the class valedictorian then in World History Pauline slipped me a note during class and Mr. Duesbeaver saw it and for some reason it pissed him off and he showed his displeasure by giving me a B+ instead of an A. The asshole punished me for what Pauline did and that B+ caused me to miss being valedictorian by two measly points.
On the football field I quarterbacked the Braves to their first divisional title and the future was looking good. The next year we had a new coach and his nephew was suddenly the new quarterback and I was sitting on the bench as backup. At least I had the bitter sweet pleasure of seeing him lead the team to a losing season. I didn't even get to play one down during the season. Go ahead and call me a sore loser, but the next year, my senior year, I didn't go out for football and I never even went to a game as a spectator as the coaches nephew lead the Braves to another losing season.
Senior prom was another disaster for me. Pauline French (yes, she had worked her way back into my life) was my date. Things were great until the last hour. Pauline felt great in my arms and I had the world by the ass. Until I had to use the bathroom. I came back to find Pauline out on the dance floor with Harry Short. I wasn't the least bit happy about that. She knew full well I didn't care for Short and she knew why I felt that way. Harry was the football coaches' nephew. The tune ended, but the two stayed out for the next tune. When they stayed out for the third tune I said "Fuck this" and left.
Pauline called the next day and I hung up on her the same I did on her next four calls. She finally caught up with me in the school cafeteria and demanded to know why I had walked off and left her at the prom.
"You've got it wrong" I told her. "You were the one who left me when you went out onto the dance floor with that idiot Short and when you stayed out there with him for three dances you, in effect, said goodbye to me. Now leave so I can eat my lunch in peace."
She gave me a nasty look and walked away and stayed clear of me for the rest of the term.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Next up on the hit parade was Nancy Wilde. We hooked up during my freshman year in college. I thought we had something good going until the day she lied to me. She broke a date with me because her sister was sick and needed her help.
With no date for the evening I decided to go over to Tony's place. He ways had a party going on. When I got there I found Nancy dancing with her sister. Her sister had a beard and didn't look sick to me. But then how would I know. I'm not a doctor. I turned and left before she saw me. I found out later that she was telling some of our friends that she couldn't understand why I had become so cold and distant where she was concerned. I never told her what I'd found out. I just never talked to her again. Every time I saw her approaching I found some way to avoid her. End of term she went home to Utah and never came back to school.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In my sophomore year I met Carol Meis. We had a class together and the professor broke the class into groups of four and assigned a project to each group. My group was two guys and Carol.
The day after we turned our report in I was sitting at a table in the school cafeteria eating lunch when Carol came in, saw me and asked if she could join me for lunch. I of course said yes and when she had taken her seat she asked me:
"Why haven't you ever asked me for a date? I've noticed the way you look at me during all of our project meetings and it was obvious that you liked what you were seeing."
I did. Carol was an extremely attractive girl, but it was that very fact that kept me from making a move. So I told her the truth as I saw it.
"I didn't ask you because I figured it would be a waste of my time. As attractive as you are I assumed you would already be spoken for."
"Thank you for the compliment, but even though there were a few in line none of them interested me."
"But I do?"
"Honey I know what I've got and I've seen the way you look at me yet you haven't even tried to act on it so yes, that makes you interesting."
"Where would you like to go and what would you like to do on our first date?"
That was the beginning of a month long relationship. It ended one night when I tried for third base and was shut down in the coldest way possible.
"Stop that! Marvin wouldn't like it if you did that."
"Marvin?"
"My boyfriend."
"Your boyfriend? I thought I was your boyfriend."
"Not hardly. I'm only dating your to make Marvin jealous. He was starting to take me for granted so I needed to pull him up short."
That ended the relationship. She got pissed at me. Can you believe it? She got pissed at me because I took her home and didn't call her any more. She caught me in the school cafeteria a week later, sat down at my table and said:
"What's wrong with you? You're a fun date and we were having fun. There's no need to stop."
I looked at her and shook my head in disbelief and not even knowing who Marvin was I said:
"I'm afraid that Marvin might hurt me" and I got up and left her sitting there.
I did met Marvin about a month later. I was at a party and I saw Carol and some guy come in. I did my best to avoid her and was successful, but every time I happened to look her way she was looking at me with a nasty look on her face. Maybe an hour after Carol go there her date came up to me and said:
"I don't know who the fuck you are, but your being here is upsetting my girl so you need to leave and I mean right now."
"You wouldn't happen to be Marvin would you?"
"Yeah; so?"
"So fuck off Marv. If my being here is upsetting Carol take her and leave."
"You don't understand asshole; you leave under your own steam or I'll throw your ass out."
"Don't think you can Marv."
"Oh yeah" he said as he poked my chest with a finger. That was him attacking me, right? I punched him in the nose and apparently broke it. Both of his hands went to his face and I buried my fist in his stomach. When he bent forward I drove a fist into the side of his face and he went to the floor. I saw Carol watching and said:
"You need to get over here Carol; he needs you to kiss things and make them better."
I decided to leave before I was asked to leave for creating a disturbance.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
In my junior year I met Holly. I'd just left class and was on my way to my car when some yelling got my attention. I saw a girl and a guy two rows over and he was pushing and shoving her and her arms were flailing trying to push his hands away. None of my business, but I was brought up to respect and not abuse women. I walked up to the pair and told the guy to back off. He told me to butt out and that it wasn't any of my business.
"I'm making it my business. You want to talk to her go ahead, but keep your hands to yourself."
"Leave asshole; before I have to hurt you."
"Don't think so. I don't think any guy who has to abuse women to make himself feel like a man has got game enough to make me worry."
He swung on me and I blocked the swing, punched him hard in the gut and when he doubled over I grabbed his shirt and ran him headfirst into a parked car. He crumpled to the ground and she surprised me by running to him to see if he was okay and then turned to me and said:
"You didn't have to hurt him."
I just shook my head and headed for my car.
Two days later I was coming out of class and I found the girl waiting for me. She introduced herself and asked if she could buy me a cup of coffee or a soft drink at the Student Union. I had nothing better to do so I said yes. Once seated I asked if her boyfriend was okay.
"He isn't my boyfriend; he's my brother."
"Your brother beats on you?"
"He wasn't beating on me. He wanted money to buy drugs and I wouldn't give it to him so he was trying to grab my purse."
I didn't say anything to that, but I did wonder why a good looking girl like her had come looking for me. Almost as if she had read my mind she said:
"I've never had a knight in shining armor come to my rescue before and I thought the least I could do was buy him a cup of coffee and thank him."
"Me? A knight in shining armor? Hardly. Just a guy who doesn't like to see girls abused."
We talked and got to know each other and I asked for a date and she said yes. I received a nice kiss at the end of the date and by the fifth date we were making out hot and heavy and by the end of the seventh it looked like I was going to score on the eighth.
We had a date set for Saturday and I made sure I had condoms. When I rang her doorbell she came to the door in a bathrobe. I was expecting her to be ready to go. Then she hit me with:
"Sorry, but I can't see you anymore. My fianc� just got home from Afghanistan."
A male voice called out "Who is it babe?"
"Just someone handing out flyers."
"Sorry" she mouthed and closed the door on me.
I had a silent debate with myself over ringing the doorbell again and again until the guy answered and then tell him what had been going on between me and Holly and that she had intended to make love to me at the end of that nights date. In the end I decided not to be an asshole about it and I left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Senior year I was halfway into the first term and was sitting at a table in the student cafeteria when someone sat down at the table with me. I looked up from the notes I was reviewing and saw Pauline French sitting there,
"Hi Bobby; miss me?"
"I thought you went back east for school."
"I did, but family problems brought me back here. So where are we going on our date tonight?"
"We, major emphasis on the we, are not going on a date tonight or any other night."
"Why not? We always got along good together."
"Remember Billy Neubert and how quickly you dropped me when he got a car? Remember prom when you decided to spend more time with Harry Short than me? You might not remember, but I do. Not going there again."
"I'm not asking you to marry me Bobby. I'm not even asking you to go steady. Just a date with someone I know who can bring me up to speed on the changes since I've been gone and maybe have a good time doing it."
What the hell, I thought; I'll be going into it with my eyes wide open. I'll be ready for it when it happens.
We dated for the next two months and our make out sessions got hotter and hotter. I was going to make my move on our Friday night date and with a tube of KY in my right coat pocket and several condoms in my left I rang the doorbell. Mrs. French answered.
"Hello Bobby" she said in a tone that screamed out "What are you doing here?"
"Hi Mrs. French. I'm here to pick Pauline up for our date."
"You had a date? She must have forgotten or somehow got her wires crossed. She left about an hour ago to meet someone."
"Someone? Boy or girl?"
"I really don't know Bobby, but I'll let her know you were here when she gets home."
"Don't bother" I said as I turned and walked away. Was I pissed? You know I was, but I had only myself to blame. I knew going into the relationship it was likely to happen. After that night I saw her around, but every time she headed for me I managed to avoid her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Graduation came and I went to work at ZYX. It was a good job and I liked it there and it seemed that they liked me. I could see that I had a future there.
I dated off and on, but spent most of my time concentrating on my job. That is I did until I met Corliss Bigsby.
I was at a party at Tony's (yes, the same Tony's where I found Nancy Wilde dancing with her 'sister') and just happened to be looking at the front door when an absolute vision walked in. Tall, maybe 5'9" with long blond hair that fell to her waist in curly waves and a body to kill for. She came in alone, but she might be meeting someone. If she wasn't it was a sure bet she would be hit on and I decided that I would be first in line. She wasn't three steps inside the door before I walked up to her and said:
"Now I know why I'm here."
"What?"
"I was afraid I'd wasted a trip. I hadn't intended to be here tonight, but something told me I needed to be here and now I know why. It is obvious that the fates wanted me to be here so I'd met you."
"You Irish?"
"No. Why?"
"Because that is the biggest load of blarney I've ever heard."
"You would laugh at the fates? They might not have meant we would end up together for a lifetime, but they obviously meant we should meet. Why else when I was on my way to Buckskins would something make me do a 180 and come here?"
"You might just be on to something here. I hadn't intended to be here tonight either. I don't even know why I decided to come."
"There you have it."
That started my relationship with Cory as she preferred to be called. I received a kiss on the cheek at the end of our second date, a full blown scorcher on the third. By the fifth we were starting to make out and by the seventh we were going at it hot and heavy. It was also on the seventh that I started to let my hands wander. I was instantly shut down.
"None of that! That's stuff that only happens after marriage."
I believe I have already inferred that on the ten scale Cory was a solid sixteen. When we made out I felt like I was in heaven. She was a great cook and was everything I could have wanted in a wife so I proposed and she accepted and our mothers were turned loose to plan the wedding.
Three weeks before the wedding I was sent on a rare out of town business trip. It was supposed to be a five day trip, but I got it done in three. I flew home and I got there in time to swing by where Cory worked in time to meet her when she got off work and take her to dinner. I got there in time to see her leave with some guy. Curious, I followed them to the Quality Inn, saw the guy get a room and lead Cory into it.
Still curious I sat there and watched the room door for two and a half hours later the two came out. I followed them back to their work place and Cory got out of the car, walked over to hers, got in and drove off. I didn't bother to follow her since I knew where she as going. She was going back to her place to be there when I made my nightly check in call. I called at my regular time and we made small talk. She said she loved me and missed me and told me to hurry home. Little did she know I was already home.
The next day I was parked where I could see her work entrance just before her lunch time. She came out with the same guy she had been with the day before, but the trip to the Quality Inn only lasted an hour and then they went back to work. I was again waiting when they got off work and this time their Quality Inn time was just an hour and twenty minutes.
During my waiting and watching I was trying to reconcile the "That stuff only happens after marriage" where I was concerned with the trips to the Inn with the other guy and didn't get anywhere with it.
That night I made my usual check in call and got the usual "I love you and miss you. Please hurry home" and I think I surprised her when I said I'd been home for two days.
"Why didn't you call me?"
"You were too busy making trips to the Quality Inn and I didn't want to interfere with your fun."
There was silence on the other end and after a couple of seconds I said "Goodbye Corliss" and hung up. She really didn't like being called Corliss, but tough shit right?
I wasn't surprised when a half hour later Corliss showed up at my front door. My first inclination when I answered the doorbell and saw her standing there was to slam the door in her face. Then I thought that more than likely this would be my only chance I'd ever have to find out why so when she said "May I come in? We need to talk" I let her come inside.
She went directly to the couch and sat down. It was obvious to me that she expected me to sit down beside her where she could take my hand and hold it, but I chose to sit in the recliner across from her. I sat here and just looked at her and waited for her to speak. While I sat and waited I came to understand what was meant by "The silence was deafening."
Finally she said "I'm sorry, but I need you to understand that I do love you deeply and want to be your wife."
"You will have to forgive me if I can't bring myself to believe you. I've tried hard to reconcile your trips to the Quality Inn with who I'm guessing is a co-worker with your absolute refusal to doing anything sexual with me until after we are married and I just can't do it."
"That�s why we need to talk. I need you to understand that what I did has nothing to do with us. It was something I had to do for me. I know that once you place the wedding ring on my finger and I say "I do" I will be yours and yours only for the rest of my life. You also need to understand that I fully expected that you would be the one to take my virginity. But the girls in the office I work with convinced me that I needed to experience what Warren had before I got married."
"Experience what Warren had?"
"Warren was, according to the other girls, extremely well endowed and I owed it to myself to experience his ten and a half inches before saying "I do" and forsaking all others."
"I take it from all the visits to the Quality Inn I observed that you did indeed like what Warren had to offer."
"Please don't be like that Bobby. Yes I liked it and I'm sorry that I didn't give into you all those many months ago, but that is behind us now."
"No it isn't behind us now Corliss. What you did killed us. There is no going forward. You sampling what Warren had to offer ruined any chance we had of a future together. And it isn't for the reason you are thinking. Yes, I am upset that you gave yourself to another man while holding me off and while there might have been a chance, a very slim one, but still a chance, what you just dumped on me killed that slim chance. Now please leave."
"I don't understand."
"It is simple Corliss" and she interrupted me saying "Please don't call me Corliss; you know I don't like it."
"As I was saying Corliss (and I emphasized the Corliss) there was a slim chance I could have gotten by what you did because I do love you, probably always will, but your description of Warren is what killed us. I'm average at six and a half inches and after taking Warren's ten and a half you will never be satisfied sexually with what I have and I will not set myself up for a lifetime of disappointed looks in your eyes.
"Please do not waste your time telling me we can get past it because I'll never believe it. I'll always believe you are thinking of him while you are with me. The sad thing about this is that you may never think that way, but I will never believe it and as I've just said I will not set myself up for it. Now please leave."
"But�"
"I do not want to hear it Corliss! Leave!"
The tears were running down her cheeks as she left, but at least she was out the door before mine started to fall.
I finished the last of my waffle, dropped a twenty on the table to cover my bill and a tip and as I left the building I decided to try and put my personal life behind me and bury myself in my job.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
One day, about three months after Corliss left, I was sitting in the breakroom when Dick Moore came in, got a cup of coffee and sat down with me. I'd known Dick for eighteen years give or take a couple. We lived in the same neighborhood. He was two years older than me, but despite the age difference we had become good friends. It was Dick who talked me into applying for work at ZYX. When he sat down he looked at me and asked:



"Why so glum chum?"
"Is it that obvious?"
"It is to me. You forget that I've know you damned near forever and I've seen most of your ups and downs."
I bemoaned the fact that I was still a virgin and that given my luck with the opposite sex I'd probably stay one until I died. He laughed and said I was going about it all wrong. I asked him what he meant by that.
"You meet a girl you like and ask her out. After a half dozen dates you start to make out and the sessions get hotter and hotter and then after a dozen dates you get shut down. A reasonable description of how it has gone for you?"
"Pretty much."
"So let us say that all of the dates were dinner and a show. That means you have invested about $450 and have received zilch as far as what you were hoping for. Am I right?"
"I guess."
"More than likely some of those dates would have been dinner, drinks and dancing so that would push the total closer to $600."
"Probably, but what are you getting at?"
"Do what I do. And this is assuming that you just want to get laid and are not necessarily looking for the love of your life. Call Monarch Escorts and ask for Bev, Mindy or Sarah. There are several other escorts available, but I know for sure that those three offer extra services."
"Extra services?"
"When you hire an escort all you are paying for is arm candy. The agency collects an hourly fee for the time you need her. Let me give you an example. I hate to go to company events stag, but I have no girlfriend so I call Monarch and arrange to hire - let's say Mindy - as my date for the evening. I tell the agency I will need her for four hours. They will charge me the going rate which is $60 an hour.
"During the date I will tell Mindy I want to avail myself of her extra services. In Mindy's case extra services for a bout of straight sex is $100 for an hour. A blow job is $50 and anal is $200. All night is $500 and includes the BJ and anal and there is no limit as to how many times you can go. So a four hour date with straight sex at the end only costs me $340.
"And in Mindy's case, once you become a regular customer and she gets to know you and of course likes you, she may give you her phone number and you can eliminate calling the agency. It will still cost you, but it will cost you less. Of the $60 the agency charges you they keep forty percent and Mindy gets sixty percent so you will only be paying $144 for a four hour date plus the extras.
"Bev and Sarah have different rates, but they are not that far out of line from Mindy's. What I will do is call Monarch and vouch for you and you go into their office and look at their catalog and select the girl you would like. I say ask for Bev, Sarah or Mindy because I know they offer extra services. Some of the others might also, but I stick with the ones I'm sure of. Not all of the women offer extras so if you look at the girls in the catalog and see one that really appeals to you just be aware that she may not be one of the girls who offers extras."
That gave me something to think about. The company was holding a mixer on Wednesday for our customers and suppliers and I was expected to be there. While it wasn't a requirement that I have a date it wouldn't hurt to have someone on my arm.
The next day I caught Dick in the breakroom and told him I was going to call Monarch and he told me as soon as he got back to his desk he would call Monarch and vouch for me. Around three I called Monarch and said I'll like to use their services. We arranged for me to visit their offices and review their catalog.
When I got there I had to fill out a bunch of paperwork and was told that there was normally a three day waiting period while they ran a credit check and a background check before I could use one of their girls, but since Dick had vouched for me they would still run the checks, but they wouldn't enforce the waiting period.
They told me their rates � sixty dollars an hour with a two hour minimum � and then I was shown a catalog of the escorts they employed. There were photos and a short biography of each of the seventeen girls. I was looking for Mindy, Bev and Sarah and I found all three and all three were beautiful, but I also found a picture and a short bio of someone I knew.
I think my heart must have skipped a beat or two when I saw the photo of Pauline French. I was tempted to ask for her, but dropped that idea. My goal was to lose my virginity and according to Dick the names he gave me were supposed to be sure things so I quickly dropped any thought of Pauline.
I chose Mindy, but was informed she was already booked for that day. Bev got the same response so I picked Sarah. The mixer was supposed to be from five to eight, but I was expected to be there when it started so I had to book Sarah from four to nine. The rules were you had to pick up your date at the agency and bring her back to the agency at the end of the date.
Her photo did not do her justice. She was drop dead gorgeous in her little black dress and heels. We were introduced and I filled her in on what she would be getting into and she asked me how I wanted to play it.
"Play it?"
"Yes. Girlfriend, cousin in from out of town. Someone you met at a party and are getting to know?"
"How about the last one since it is pretty close to the truth. We have just met and I'm getting to know you."
Story turned out not to matter. First couple we saw when we walked in the door was Dick and Mindy and on the other side of the room was Pauline French on the arm of one of our customers. As soon as Dick saw us he grabbed us and ushered us to the table where he and Mindy were sitting.
When I wasn't mingling with Sarah on my arm I was sitting at the table with Dick, Mindy and Sarah listening to them talking and feeling like the odd man out. I did dance with Sarah several times and after one of them she asked me why I seemed down and I told her.
"I know you know Dick and Mindy. It was Dick who told me to call Monarch and ask for you. When the three of you get to talking I feel like I'm not even there."
"We can't have that. I'm sorry, but I honestly didn't notice. It won't happen anymore."
And it didn't. Sarah made sure I was included. Then the evening got strange. We were talking and laughing when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned and found Pauline standing there.
"Dance with me Bobby?"
It caught me by surprise, but I remembered my manners.
"You need to ask my date if she minds."
She turned to Sarah and said "You won't mind, will you Sarah?"
"Of course not Paulie; just make sure you bring him back."
I moved out onto the floor with Pauline and took her in my arms for the waltz. As soon as we started moving she asked:
"Why are you here with Sarah instead of me?"
"Excuse me?"
"Not that hard of a question. You had to have looked at the catalog and seen my picture so why did you choose Sarah instead of me?"
No way was I going to tell her the real reason so I went with our past history
"Why would I have picked you? If you would care to remember you walked away from me three times. I guess the old phrase "Three strikes and you're out" sums it up."
"Not fair Bobby. You never let me ex�"
"Can it Pauline. I didn't come here tonight to suffer through some bullshit. This is a work function for me and I need to be in a good mood while I'm here and discussing our past would put me in a downer. I don't need that."
Just then the music ended and I started to lead her off the floor and she said "I still have the same phone number Bobby. Call me. Please?"
I made no reply as we parted.
I could tell that Sarah, assuming that I knew Pauline as a customer of Monarch, was curious as to why I had chosen her instead of Pauline. I could have been something as simple as Pauline already booked for the evening when I asked, but the way Pauline had approached us and asked me to dance with her when she was here with another Monarch customer had to have made her curious. Curious, but not enough to make her bring it up. Dick, who knew of my relationship with Pauline just smiled and winked at me.
Knowing how those things were I was not surprised when Sarah said she needed to use the bathroom and Mindy got up and went with her. And it didn't occur to me that something might be up when a minute later I saw Pauline going down the hall to the restrooms.
While the girls were gone Dave Collins, VP of Operations and my boss, came over to our table and introduced me to Al Cohen, one of our customers (and who just happened to be Pauline's date) and told me I would be handling Al's account from now on so he thought he should introduce us. While that was going on the girls returned and Dick, no doubt deliberately stirring the pot, invited Al to join us at ort table. When Al said he didn't want to intrude Dick said:
"Nonsense. That's what these mixers are for. For us to meet and get to know the people we deal with on a daily basis."
"If you are sure you don't mind I'll get my date and be right back."
As he left Dick was looking at me with a big shit eating grin. I was looking back at him with what I hoped was a "You are going to die!" look on my face. When Al got back with Pauline he introduced us to his date not knowing that Pauline already knew everyone at the table. He did, from the fact that Pauline had asked me to dance earlier, know that Pauline knew me. I have no idea what she might have told him when she left him to dance with me, but I assumed that he assumed that I knew Pauline because I had dated her as a customer of Monarch.
Al, Dick and I talked business which I am sure bored the three women to tears, but it was what they had signed up for � arm candy at a business function.
The band came back from their break and I asked Sarah to dance. When we got back to the table Dick said "My turn" and he and Sarah headed for the dance floor. Then Mindy said "I guess that it's musical date's time" and asked Al to Dance. That left Pauline and me at the table looking at each other.
"See Bobby? Here we are alone together. The Fates want us to be a couple. We can talk about where we go from here as we dance."
She stood up, offered me her hand, and to avoid a scene I got up, took her hand and we headed out onto the floor. Once out on the floor Pauline asked:
"So what are we going to do tomorrow night?"
"I don't understand the question."
"Oh come on Bobby; now we are back together what are we going to do?"
Since Pauline and her date were at my table now I decided not to do anything that might cast a pall over things so I just said:
"I don't know. I'll have to think about it." I decided that the easiest way out for me would be to lie so I said "I have a full schedule for the next week. I'm flying to Atlanta tomorrow. I'm supposed to be back Friday, but sometimes the negotiations don't go smoothly and I might not get back until Saturday or Sunday. Once I get back to work on Monday I'll probably spent a couple of late nights playing catch up on things that happened while I was gone so it isn't looking good for the next week or so."
The music stopped and I said "I guess I should get you back to your date. He is the one paying for your time tonight. You need to forget I'm even here and concentrate on him. I don't need him pissed off at me since he is now one of my accounts."
I took Pauline back to the table and then I asked Sarah to join me and we walked around the room talking to the customers and suppliers who were there. We danced twice more and then went back to the table. I excused myself and headed for the bathroom. I was just zipping up when Dick came in.
"Some friend you are. Why didn't you tell me about Pauline? Why did you let me find out about Pauline instead of letting me find out by going through the catalog?"
"Hey bud; don't forget our talk about Monarch was to find you a bed partner. I never mentioned Paulie because she is one of the ones who doesn't offer extra services so I didn't even think of her."
"Why in the hell did you invite Al and Pauline to join us?"
"Because I knew you wouldn't. Don't forget what this little get together is all about. Al is yours to handle now. If it hadn't been for Paulie being his date you would have asked him to join us and you know it."
"I hate to admit it, but when you're right you're right."
I spent the next hour circulating, usually with Sarah on my arm, and then it was time to go. The rule was you picked up your date at Monarch and you delivered her back to Monarch so that meant if I was going to negotiate with Sarah it had to be just before our date officially ended. It was 8:20 and I had Sarah until 9:00. I thought it would be cheesy of me to talk to her while driving back to Monarch so I told her I wanted to stop for a drink at Bud's Bar before ending our date.
Over a sloe gin fizz for her and a Jack over ice for me I went right at it.
"You are a lovely lady Sarah and I have enjoyed the evening so far. I'll be up front about this. The reason I selected you from the girls available is because Dick told me you were one of the girls that offered extra services. I would like to avail myself of those extra services."
"Dick did call me and vouch for you and at the beginning I expected we would be having this talk. And to be honest I was looking forward to it. But that was at the start of the evening, but unfortunately something came up and because of it I can't help you.
"What? I have bad breath or body odor?"
"No. It is a little more personal than that."
"What is it?"
"I'm sorry, but I can't tell you."
"You have to tell me. How can I correct the problem if I don't know what the problem is?"
"There is nothing wrong with you Bob. Not a thing. It is strictly personal matter on my end. Honest; there is nothing wrong with you."
I looked at her, chugged my drink, stood up and said "Let's go."
There wasn't a word spoken between us from the time I stood up at the table until I got her back to Monarch. I was pissed, but I wasn't an ass about it. I did get out of the car, walk around and get her door. I did walk her to the building and wait until she unlocked the door. She turned and said "Goodnight Bob" and I walked away without saying a word.
The next day at work Dick walked into my office with a big smile on his face.
"How did it go? Was it as good as you hoped?"
"It sucked."
The smile left his disappeared and he asked what went wrong and then I told him how the night had gone.
"And all she would tell you was that it was personal?"
"That's all."
Before we could go any further my phone rang and it was Dave Collins, my boss, wanting me to come to his office. I was hoping for some good news. The regional manager's spot had opened up and I'd been led to believe I would get the position. I'd worked hard for it and I was hoping that is what he wanted to talk about. It was.
I went back to my office and was sitting at my desk trying to decide what I wanted to do when Dick came back into the office.
"I called Mindy and asked her if she had any clue as to what Sarah's problem was. You aren't going to be happy about this. Pauline followed Sarah into the bathroom and asked her for a favor. She asked Sarah not to do anything with you. She told Sarah she intended to marry you and would appreciate it if Sarah would leave you alone."
"Fuck me! The hits just keep coming."
"What do you mean?"
"The reason Dave called me to his office? To let me know I wasn't going to get the promotion to Harrelson's spot not that he's gone. They are giving the spot to Myer's (the owner of the company) nephew. That�s the second time I've been fucked over in favor of a nephew."
"What are you going to do?"
"What can I do? I'll just have to suck it up and soldier on. My hope is that the nephew is a fuck up, they'll notice and move him out. If I hang in there and do a good job I may get another shot at it. That�s long term. Short term is I'm going to stop at Bud's Bar after work and get shit faced."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I did stop at the bar fully intending to get drunk on my ass while drowning my sorrows. I was just finishing my first drink when company arrived. Dick, Mindy and Pauline walked in, came over to the bar stool I was sitting on and said:
"Let's get a table."
I really wanted to be alone, but I got up and followed the three of them to a table. Dick ordered a round and the said:
"I guess you are wondering why we are here."
"Ya think?"
"I called Mindy, told her about your day. How you reacted with what went down with Sarah and how right after that you got dumped on by the company. When I told her you intended to get drunk we decided that getting shit faced would not be in your best interest. So Mindy called Pauline and here we are."
I sat there and looked from one to another and Dick must have read the expression on my face.
"What are you thinking Bob?"
"I don't understand."
"Don't understand what?"
"Any of it. You calling Mindy. Mindy calling Pauline. The three of you here. Why would Mindy care about someone she doesn't even know? Why would you call Mindy to begin with? I just don't understand any of it. And all because I decided to get drunk? Granted I don't get drunk all that often, but I've done it without anything dire coming out of it. Not counting the way I feel the next day."
"I called Mindy to get Pauline's number. Instead of giving it to me she called Pauline. Pauline called me and asked me to fill her in. I told her what I knew and she decided she needed to come to you. Given some of the things that have happened in the past she decided it would be best if she had someone with her. She asked Mindy to come with her. Mindy felt that if it was just Pauline and her you might feel you were getting ganged up on by a couple of females so Mindy called me to join the party and here we are."
"Just because I said I was going to get drunk? Like I said, it ain't nothing new."
Then Dick said "Okay, we are all adults here so I'll lay it all out on the table. This drunk you are planning on is not just a normal get out and have a good time drunk. And when people get drunk in a pissed off mood they do stupid shit. You do things that get you in trouble. If it was just me you would rant and rave and ignore me when I tried to calm you down.
"I know you and I know you still have a thing for Pauline. I see it on your face every time someone mention her name around you. And I know Pauline has always had a thing for you. I figure that what you need right now is someone who cares for you. I'll feed the juke box and we can dance some, maybe have a few laughs and mellow you out."
I looked at Pauline and said "I'm told you are planning on marrying me. How do you expect that to happen? I don't have anything to do with you and you know why."
"You don't think maybe I've gotten my head out of my ass? That I've put my irresponsible ways behind me? I've always known we were soulmates and we are meant to be together. I got silly when Billy Neubert got his car, but I came back to you.
"Prom was your fault even if you won't admit it. You never gave me a chance to explain. Just because you didn't like Harry didn't mean I had to dislike him. I danced with him while you were in the bathroom and I stayed out on the floor with him while I waited and watched for you to come back to our table. But you never came back to our table. You just saw me with Harry, got pissed, left and wouldn't talk to me. So whose fault was that? Certainly not mine.
"Still you got back together with me in college. We were getting along great until we somehow got our wires crossed. I thought our date was Saturday; I even had it marked down on my calendar. Why you thought it was Friday I don't know, but again you wouldn't talk to me so we could iron things out. But the bottom line here Bobby is that something always puts us together. Face it Bobby; we are meant to be."



"You really think so?"
"I'll bet my life on it. You have never been far from my thoughts. I've just been waiting for you to get your head on straight and realize it too."
She put her hand on the table and looked at me. I looked at it, looked at her face and suddenly realized she was right. I'd been hard headed, but she was never far from my thoughts either. I reached out, took her hand and Dick said:
"Our work here is done Mindy. We need to give them some space" and he and Mindy goy up and left us there.
Pauline squeezed my hand and said "Now we can get started on putting things back together.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Almost immediately we had a couple of disagreements. She was working two jobs. A day time job that she supported herself with and her evenings as an escort and she would not give up her escorting job. She told me her escort money was used to pay off her student loans.
As a result our dating was spotty. We would make a date and then Pauline would call me and cancel because the agency had called her with a booking. After the sixth time it happened I gave her an ultimatum. Quit escorting and concentrate on 'us' time or I was going to start dating other women.
"I am not going to sit at home alone while you are out getting paid to have a good time drinking and dancing."
"Be reasonable Bobby; I make at least $105 a night escorting and I can have my student loans paid off quicker."
"Don't worry about that. We can fit it into our budget."
"I want them paid off quicker than budgeting will allow."
"Okay then. Check in with me in six months and maybe I'll still be available."
I guess maybe she thought I wasn't serious because two days later she broke a date with me to take another escorting gig. When she called me the next day wanting to know what we were going to be doing that night I told her I had no idea of what she would be doing, but I had a date for that night.
"With who?"
"A girl I work with."
"But�"
I interrupted her with "No but Pauline. I'm not playing second fiddle to Monarch anymore. Give me a call when you get your student loans paid off and maybe we can work something out. Got to go. Bye."
She was sitting on the steps outside my apartment the next day. She stood up as I came up the steps and said:
"We need to talk Bobby."
"About what?"
"About us."
"Us being you, me and Monarch?"
"Can we go inside?"
"No need. We have nothing to talk about. You refuse to give up Monarch and that means you gave up me."
"I don't want to give you up, but I want to pay off my student loans. I just don't want you paying them. That�s what would happen if I gave up escorting. I would be bringing $9000 of debt with me into the marriage. I don't want to do that. I want to give you a wife who is free and clear so to speak. Can we maybe reach a compromise?"
"A compromise? What kind of compromise?"
"What if I keep my Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays clear for you and only accept gigs Monday through Thursday? We rarely date during the week anyway."
I didn't want to do it, but I could see her point. I didn't have to sweat that problem since my parents ha set up and educational fund for me when I was born and it paid for almost all of my schooling and the rest I paid for while working part time jobs as I went to school. In the end I went with her compromise.
The other disagreement was of a sexual nature. I was still a virgin and no matter how hard I tried Pauline wouldn't give it up. She insisted she was going to say "I do" as a virgin. I told her it didn't matter to me, but she insisted that it did matter to her.
We were both in agreement on the wedding. Neither of us wanted the big church wedding. A civil service at city hall would suit us just fine. It was the 'When' that was the problem. I wanted NOW (the virgin thing again) but she said not until her loans were paid off. I asked her for a time frame, but she couldn't give me one.
"It all depends on how many gigs I get and how much I earn for each one. I'm only getting an average of two gigs a week since I had to cut back to just Monday through Thursday and most are just the three hour minimum. At that rate I'm looking at maybe nine months to a year."
"I don't want to wait another year. I want to get married now."
"We can't. Unless�no, we won't go there."
"Unless what?"
"No Bobby; let it go."
"Unless what Pauline?
"Best we let it alone Bobby."
"No Pauline; out with it."
"It will only upset you more."
"Come on Pauline; you put it out there so you know I'm not going to leave it alone."
"Okay, but it is going to piss you off."
"Out with it Pauline. Unless what?"
She took a deep breath and said "Unless you let me continue my escorting until I get my loans paid off."
"Are you out of your mind?"
"See? I told you to just let it go, but you had to push it. It is the only way we can get married before my loans are paid off. I will not let my loans become part of our budget. I incurred the debts and I WILL pay off my debts. I will not have you paying any part of them."
I thought about it. I thought hard on it for three days. Call me na�ve, call me stupid. Shit; call me desperate because I was desperate. I was twenty-four years old and still a virgin and her taking dates on Monday through Thursday hadn't hurt us. What the hell; it would only be another nine months or so. I could handle it. I told her I would go along with it.
We set a date, got married and honeymooned at Cabo, but not without another disagreement. Pauline didn't want to go on a honeymoon. Her argument was she would lose out on at least five dates and it would take her longer to pay off her loans.
I knew if I gave in to her on it I could look forward to her expecting me to give in to her whenever she wanted. I decided it was time for me to show I had some backbone and I told her we WERE GOING TO Cabo or there was not going to be a wedding at all and I would cut her loose and she could come and look for me if she ever got her loans paid off and if I wasn't already with someone else maybe we could try again.
She was pissed and bitchy for a day or two, but it was all gone on the day we said "I do" in front of both sets of parents. We left City Hall holding hands and an hour later we were in the air and on the way to Cabo and the loss of my virginity.
My first time was quick. Too damned quick, but fortunately my recovery time was also quick aided by Pauline going down on me which surprised the hell out of me. The second time was longer, but still too short to suit me. Again Pauline was up to the task and the third time lasted a long time.
After he third time as I lay on the bed next to Pauline and staring up at the ceiling the thought that Pauline was certainly not a virgin came to me. The two blow jobs she had given me were a little too good to be first attempts and my ease of entry and no blood showed that her hymen was long gone. I knew that the lack of a hymen did not prove anything, but the ease of entry bothered me. She was not as near as tight as I would have expected a virgin to be.
I did know there could many many reasons for all of the above that did not mean loss of virginity, but I could not shake the feeling that I was not her first. She was just too comfortable doing it. There was no nervousness that I would have expected from a first timer; like the way I felt as we went to bed together for the first time.
On one level there was the thought that what she did before she committed was none of my business. If someone else got her virginity so what? On the next level was the thought that if she was no longer a virgin why did she deny me? Why did she lie to me and tell me she was going to married as a virgin? One level up from that was the thought "Why are you thinking about all this shit? It's a done deal. You are married and the past is the past; it is the future that counts.
One level above those other thoughts was the one that carried most weight. If she would lie about that, if indeed she did lie, what else was she lying about and what might she lie about in the future?
Then again it was my first time so I had nothing to compare it to. Maybe all girls felt that way. Best to just let it go.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Life was great.
From virgin to four or five times a week. Between my job and Pauline's day job we were building up savings for a down payment on a house. Even though I hated it Pauline still did to two or three escort gigs a week. Our agreement was still in place. Only Monday through Thursday with Friday, Saturday and Sunday reserved for me.
Pauline was averaging a thousand a month toward paying off her student loans. When they got down to five thousand I tried to talk her into taking the five out of our savings and pay off the loans, but she wouldn't hear of it.
"They are my obligations Bobby and I insist on taking care of them on my own. Besides, we almost have enough for the down payment on a house and I want that as soon as we can get it."
I wanted her taking gigs over and done with, but she kept reminding me I had agreed to it in order to move the wedding date up so I bit the bullet and shut up
That turned out to be a big mistake.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a Monday and another one of the 'meet and greet' cocktail parties. This one put on by one of our good customer's. I was alone because Pauline had an escort gig that evening. I was on the opposite side of the room and just happened to be looking toward the door when Pauline walked in on the arm of Al Cohen. Unfortunately my boss was also there and he knew Pauline was my wife. He had met her at the company Christmas party and again at the company picnic. I moved to where Pauline couldn't see me and wondered what I should do next.
I was between a rock and a hard place. I was in front of my boss so I couldn't ignore it, but I couldn't approach her without possibly alienating one of our best customers to say nothing about pissing off my wife. It was one of those damned if you do, damned if you don't situations.
In the end I didn't have to do anything. My boss handled it.
Dave came up to me and said "I know I told you to take good care of Al, but I never meant you should pimp out your wife to him. Hell Bob, if you would have given me a shot at her I would have promoted you long ago. Al says she is the best piece he has ever had and she's the only girl he has ever had who does anal. I've never done it and I have always wanted to try it."
That makes two of us I thought as I listened to what he was saying about my wife. The wife who had always refused me anal with "That�s just too disgusting to even think about" was her stance. Well, now that Dave had opened the ball it was time for me to start digging into things and I asked Dave to come out into the hall with me for a minute.
Once out there I explained the whole deal to him about the student loans and how I had given in to letting her escort until she had her loans paid off. I knew she was an escort, but I had it on what I thought was good authority that she was one of the escorts who did not offer extra services beyond being arm candy.
"What you have just told me comes as a very nasty surprise. Did you tell Al she was my wife?"
"I haven't talked to him since he walked in here with your wife. He is a frat brother from college and we get together for drinks from time to time. As guys do, after a few drinks we get to talking about girls and sex. He told me he gets all the sex he can handle from a girl he gets through an escort service. He says he gets the same girl every time and has been using her for the last three years. He offered to set me up with her so I could see what anal was like and I told him I would think about it and get back to him. Now that you know what are you going to do?"
"Short term I don't know. At least not yet. Long term there is a divorce in my future." Then I laughed and said "Phillips is retiring. Would some anal from Pauline get me the job?"
"You were going to get it anyway, but some anal might get you five percent more than Phillips is getting now."
"I was joking."
"I wasn't."
Before anything more could be said Al came out into the hallway.
"There you are. Johnson said he thought he saw you come out here. Come on, I want you to meet my date."
The he noticed me and said "Hey Bob; did I interrupt anything?"
"Not really. Just letting the boss man know I'm not feeling well and need to go home."
I turned so Al couldn't see it and made a zipping my lip gesture to him and he nodded so I said goodnight and left without seeing or being seen by Pauline.
Pauline usually came home from her dates around 10:30 or 11:00 and she was always horny and expected me to be up and waiting for her. She told me it was because her dates got her hot and needing and I needed to take care of her. Now that I knew that was a lie I had to wonder why she did it. Out of guilt? Making me reclaim what was supposed to be mine? Getting off on giving me used pussy and laughing at me because she was cucking me?
Did she get off letting me soak in her lover's stuff? She was always wet when she came to me after a date and it was the one time she wanted to fuck without me doing oral on her and now I knew why. She knew I'd taste the salty wetness and realize what it really was.
Whatever!
I made damned sure that I was going to be in bed asleep when she got home that night. The problem was with all the thoughts roaring around in my head I couldn't sleep for shit and I was still awake when Pauline got home that night so I had to fake it. She tried to wake me up, but I just mumbled and shook her off.
In the morning she asked me why I hadn't waited up for her and I gave her a bullshit story about a problem at work and I'd hit the bar on the way home, had a few too many and had come home and crashed.
When I got to work Tuesday morning I asked Dave how it went when Al introduced him to his date.
"She was shocked when Al brought her over to me. I pretended that I didn't already know her and she picked up on it and pretended not to know me. Later she caught me and asked me not to mention seeing her to you. She told me Al was an old friend from college that she liked to see every once in a while and that you thought she was having a night out with some girlfriends.
"I laughed and told her she didn't have to lie to me and that Al was a very old friend of mine and he'd told me all about her. She asked me if I was going to tell you and I told her not to worry about it that Al very a very old friend while you were just an employee and I saw no reason to mess up Al's fun. I did tell her to call me some night when she wasn't busy with Al and she said she would. Have you figured out what you are going to do?"
"I'm flirting with the idea of seeing to it you get the anal you want. I know if she called you like you asked you could set it up on your own. What I want to do is make her think she is doing it because of me."
"How in the hell are you going to do that?"
"What you just told me gave me an idea" and then I told him what I wanted to do. He laughed and told me he would do his part.
That night when I got home I acted like I was bummed out. When Pauline asked me why I was so down in the dumps I told her:
'"Something at work has me bummed out."
"What is it?"
"Just a problem I can't solve."
"Well tell me about it and maybe I can help."
"Not likely."
"How would you know if you don't tell me?"
"Believe me Pauline, you cannot help me with this."
"Again, how do you know if you don't tell me about it?"
"Because I know you Pauline and I know you can't help."
"You are pissing me off here Robert."
"Oh oh; now you sound like my mother."
"Damn it honey; at least let me try and see if I can help."
"I don't know how you can help me when it is something you refuse to even discuss with me.
"How can you say that? I love you Bobby and I'd do anything for you."
"Anything except let me have anal sex with you."
"Anal sex? What the hell has anal sex got to do with your job?"
"John Phillips is retiring and I was the front runner to get the promotion. I would have been the youngest VP in company history. A thirty-five percent raise in pay, a company car and credit card, stock options and a bunch of other perks.
"That is I was the front runner until the night Dave and a bunch of us stopped for drinks after work. When men get to drinking the talk always seems to get around to sports and sex. When the talk got to sex the guys somehow got on the subject of their greatest sexual experiences. One said a gangbang when he was in college was his. Another said joining the Mile High Club on a flight to California was his. Then Stan Miller; remember me telling you about his open marriage and wife swapping thing? Stan said his greatest experience was having anal sex with four women one night.
"Dave perked up at that. Said he'd never had anal and always wanted to try it. Then he said if Stan could set him up with a woman to do anal he might just have to consider Stan for John Phillip's position when John retired. Everyone laughed and treated it as a joke, but I could tell Dave was serious and since then I've seen Stan and Dave with their heads together more than once. I've seen them together more in the last week than I've seen them together in the last year.
"A piece of ass is going to beat me out of a promotion and my next chance is seven years away when North retires, so no Pauline, there is nothing you can do to help me on this."
"I can't believe that Dave would do a thing like that."
"Hey! Aren't you the one who is always saying that men think with their little heads more than they think with their big heads? And even though I hate to admit it Miller can do the job."
"I still think�"
"Drop it Pauline!" I said as I got up and left the room.
Things were a bit chilly that night in the bedroom and that didn't break my heart. When I got to work the next morning I stuck my head into in Dick's office and asked him to join me for lunch and he said he would.
At noon we were seated in the B&B Caf� and I went straight at it.
"Why did you tell me that Pauline didn't offer extra services back when we were talking about my getting laid by using an escort service?"
"I'm guessing you found out?"
"Oh yeah I found out. From one of her customers who didn't know she was my wife. "
"She still doing it now you are married?"
I explained the student loan thing and then said "I didn't like it, but figured it wouldn't hurt because I believed that all she did was act as arm candy. Someone I knew and trusted assured me she didn't offer any of those special services."
"Hey man, I'm sorry. I knew that the two of you had a thing for each other so I kept my mouth shut. I was sure she would stop when you two got back together.
"Well she didn't."
"What are you going to do?"
"Short term I don't know, but there is a divorce in my future."
When I got back to work I stopped by Dave's office and told him I'd set the hook and we would just have to sit back and see what happened.
"It's already happened" he told me. "She called me an hour ago and told me she was free tonight and Thursday and asked which one I wanted. I told her I would take both of them."
"Well keep me informed. I'm curious as to what she charges. Especially for anal. Maybe I can pay her for some after I dump her."
Pauline called me at work that afternoon and told me she had been called in on a gig and told me she would most definitely wake me up if I was sleeping when she got home. I told her I would wait up for her. I knew her date was with Dave.
I was in bed reading when she got home and she attacked me like she was a starving lion. As usual oral was out.



"No time for that. I'm so horny I just need to be fucked" so I gave her what she wanted. Twice. She wanted one more, but I pointed at the clock and reminded her that the next day was not one of my days off and I needed at least a little rest before going to work.
The clock woke me at six and I opened my eyes in time to see Pauline's head heading for my morning wood. After a minute or two she swung up over me and settled down on me cowgirl and then rode me until I just had to get my nut. I could never get off with Pauline on top so I rolled her over onto her back and then drove hard to get off. I had my orgasm and she'd had two so I didn't feel guilty about jumping off and heading for the shower.
Once I was dressed I headed for the kitchen where I found eggs and bacon on the table and coffee already poured in my cup. After I had finished my breakfast and was pouring coffee into my travel cup Pauline said:
"I have some good news and some bad news. Which would you like first?"
"Give me the bad news first. That way the good news will make me feel better."
"My date on tonight will be my last and after that you will be stuck with me full time.""
"And you call that bad? What's the good news?"
"After tonight I'm all yours from then on."
I hadn't expected that. From the last time we talked about it I was under the impression she still had a couple of months to go before the loans were paid off. But then it really didn't matter. Long term was still going to be divorce.
When I got to work I didn't rush into Dave's office. I wanted to know what happened last night on his date with Pauline, but at the same time I dreaded hearing about it. He came into my office about an hour after I got there. He sat down at on a chair in front of my desk and looked at me for a minute or so and then sighed and said:
"Are you sure you want to get rid of that woman?"
"What?"
"I think you should reconsider letting her go. That woman loves you. You know what she charged me? Her price was for me to give you Phillip's job when he leaves? She told me she would rather not do anal with me, but would to get you the promotion. I asked how come Al could get it, but she didn't want to let me have it.
"It turns out she gives Al anal because his cock is no fatter than a skinny hot dog and it doesn't hurt. She told me my size would cause her a lot of pain, but she still would do it if it would get you the promotion. As bad as I wanted to try anal I couldn't bring myself to hurt her. Even though I'm still among the ranks of those who have never had anal it was still a night to remember. I have another date with her tonight, but I'll cancel if you want me to."
"No, go ahead. She told me that her date tonight was going to be her last one. She thinks she's doing it for me so let her."
"Are you sure?"
"I am."
As I sat there after Dave left my office I wondered if it was my size that kept Pauline from giving anal. At six and a half inches I wasn't all that long, but I was a hell of a lot fatter than a hot dog. I never pushed hard for it because it was her body and if she didn't want to do it I had to accept it. I found out someone else was getting it and I couldn't? I was pissed and now I find out it was a matter of size.
When Pauline came home that night she was her usual horny self and knowing that she wouldn't even let me get close to her wet pussy with my mouth I still pretended I was going to go down on her.
"None of that Bobby. I'm too horny to waste time on foreplay. I'm so horny I'm already soaking wet."
"She reduced me to ruin before letting me fall asleep. She woke me with a blow job in the morning and got another one out of me before she got up to fix breakfast while I showered.
Over breakfast she asked me if I knew what was going to happen in three weeks.
"Only thing I can think of is our wedding anniversary."
"Try to get two weeks off work. Specifically the two weeks that follow our anniversary so try to get from Monday the twelfth to Sunday the twenty-fifth."
"Why those specific dates?"
"I have a surprise for you and for it to work I need that time period."
"I'll try, but there are no guaranties."
Little did I know, but it was guaranteed.
I hadn't been in my office five minutes when Dave came in to see me.
"Yes Bob; you can have the two weeks off."
"What?"
"I said you can have the two weeks off. That is what last night cost me. A promise to give you the time off when you ask for it. Of course you haven't asked for it yet, but when you get around to it the answer is yes."
"A date only cost you a promise?"
"I wasn't going to tell you, but I guess I really should. I got anal from her last night. I wasn't going to push for it since I really didn't want my pleasure to cost her pain, but she insisted. I've done some research on it and everything I've found out says that there is always bound to be pain at the beginning it can be eased with a little preparation. I put what I've read into play and before it was over she was getting into it."
I didn't bother to ask him what he did because I was never going to ask Pauline for it. I thanked him for the vacation time and got to work.
There was a slack period just after lunch and I sat at my desk trying to plan things out. The divorce should be fairly painless. No kids, didn't own a house and only been together for a little less than a year. I might have to pay a little in alimony, but I could probably get out of it if I brought up Pauline's part time job. But then I knew that I wouldn't do that to her. She had been, actually still was, a pretty spectacular wife even if she was a cheating one.
No, my biggest problem, as I saw it anyway, was working with Dave and dealing with Al knowing that they had fucked my wife. Granted that Dave had done it with my blessings and, in fact, I had set her up for it. Al didn't even know she was my wife, but every time I saw him I would be reminded that he had been fucking my wife in her ass when I wasn't allowed to.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Pauline beat me home and had dinner ready when I got there. She had a bottle of Merlot sitting on the table and she told me to pour us each a glass while she put dinner on the table. I did and as we sat down I told her that Dave had approved my vacation. I pointed at the wine and asked her:
"Special occasion?"
"Could be if things go right."
"Just what things need to go right?"
"Later. I want to feed us and fill us up with wine."
"So I need to be high for this 'right thing' to work?"
"Not so much you as me."
"Now you have piqued my interest. I've never known you to need to get high for anything."
"First time for everything baby" she said as she refilled her glass.
After dinner I helped with the cleanup and then she told me to go watch TV or surf the net while she took a shower. I checked my email and found nothing but junk so I deleted all of it and logged on to Literotica. I selected "Loving Wives" and checked out the days postings. There was another "February Sucks" sequel and I read it. It was okay, but Just Plain Bob's flash take off was still my favorite.
There was a story by The Wanderer, but before I could click on it Pauline came up behind me and spun my chair around. She was standing there naked except for her four inch heels.
"Want to come play" she asked.
I didn't even bother to turn off the computer. I just stood up and said "Bedroom. Now!"
She giggled and headed for the bedroom with me hot on her heels. She laid down on the bed, spread her legs and said:
"You know my favorite number."
I did. In our bedroom it was sixty-nine. I assumed the position and as she licked and sucked on me I ate and licked her through one orgasm and then she moaned:
"Fuck me Bobby; fuck me hard."
I switched position and slid into her and fucked her hard just like she wanted. I got her off once before driving hard to get mine. When I was soft I pulled out and fell to the bed beside her. She said:
"You ain't done yet Bubba" and she opened the drawer of the bedside stand, took out something and handed it to me. It was a tube of KY jelly.
"Is this part of the "If things go right" thing?"
"Part of it."
"I guess it is time for you to tell me what all of it is."
"I want to have all of you Bobby and that means you have to have all of me. I want to give you my ass tonight. I've been told by girls who do it that it only hurts a little if you do it right and according to them doing it right takes preparation. That's what the KY is for. Put the KY on your fingers and then you work them into my butt. First one until I get used to it and then two for a while then three.
"Last you put KY on your dick and once your fingers have opened me up you put your cockhead in me and then slowly push it in. Stop when I tell you and let me get used to it and then repeat an inch at a time until you are all the way in. It is going to hurt me at first, but I've been told that the pain will fade away."
She got on her knees and then said "Go ahead Bobby; take my ass."
I did and it went just like she said. I could see the reflection of her face in the dresser mirror and it did show pain for the first couple of minutes and then slowly the look of pain faded and not long after it faded she was starting to push back at me and not long after that I was hearing:
"Fuck me Bobby; fuck my ass. Take it Bobby; make all of me yours. Fuck me Bobby, fuck me."
I loved it. Her ass was tighter than her pussy and it felt like my cock went deeper into her back door than it did in her pussy and her moaning "Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass" just added to the experience.
When it was over she asked me if I liked it and I of course said yes.
"How about you?"
"Once the pain faded it was okay. It isn't something I want to do all that often. How about once a month or maybe special occasions?"
"I can live with that, but only if you are certain sure that you really want to. Making love is about pleasure, not pain."
She got up and went into the bathroom, got a wash rag, cleaned my cock, dropped the rag on the floor and went down on me. Once I was hard she got back on the bed, spread her legs and said:
"Come and get it stud."
She got twice more out of me before sleep took me.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The day passed by with no problems. I did stop after work for a drink with several of my coworkers and when I got home Pauline had dinner ready. After we ate Pauline told me dessert would be served in the bedroom. It was another exhausting night.
In the morning Pauline asked me what I would like for dinner for the next seven days.
"Now that my escort day are over I'll be home every night so there will be no more of you fixing your own meals or eating TV dinners. Tell me what you would like and I'll go grocery shopping. One thing though. I'll be the one picking out dessert and you already know what I prefer dessert wise so you had better load up on your vitamins."
I found out she wasn't kidding. Four nights in a row she reduced me to ruin and then it was her time of the month. Did I get a break? Not on your life. When we went to bed on the first night of her period she handed me the KY.
"We agreed on once a month remember? What better time than when my pussy is out of order? Then again, maybe a little blood won't bother you."
I reached for the KY.
Over the next six days Pauline offered me anal three times and I of course didn't refuse.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Then our anniversary was upon us. Pauline told me she didn't want to go out for dinner and instead she wanted a romantic evening at home. I had debated having divorce papers served on her as an anniversary gift, but thought better of it. I did intend to get rid of her, but it didn't need to be anytime soon.
Outside of her 'part time job' she was a great wife and she did take very good care of me in the bedroom. I decided to wait for a while. Instead I got her a diamond necklace with matching earrings.
The table was set with a fresh vase of flowers, lit candles and glasses of wine and after we ate I gave Pauline her gift. Pauline loved her necklace and after I gave it to her she handed me an envelope. I opened it to find two round trip airplane tickets to Florida and a brochure for a ten day Caribbean cruise departing Monday the eleventh. I knew, or at least had a rough idea of what a ten day cruise would cost. I looked at her and asked how she was able to afford it.
"I kind of fibbed. I didn't tell you that my loans were paid off and I kept working until I had enough to cover the cost of airfare and the cruise."
"You should have told me sooner. According to this the flight leaves at three tomorrow and there is so much we need to do before we go and I don't think we have time to get it all done."
"Not to worry my love. I have taken care of all that needs to be done. I stopped at the post office and put a vacation hold on our mail and I've even pack a bag for you with all you will need on the trip. All you have to do is relax and enjoy. Now that that is out of the way dessert will be served in the bedroom."
She almost didn't leave me enough strength to get up and move our bags to the car the next day. The cruise was spectacular and we had a great time. Pauline wanted to make love almost every night and the last night she treated me to anal.
I returned to work on the twenty-sixth to find that things had changed in my absence. Dave had been promoted to VP and had moved to our office in Chicago and Phillips had retired a month earlier than expected. That took care of two of my worries. By moving into Phillips office I didn't have to deal one on one with Al anymore and with Dave's move to Chicago I didn't have to face him daily anymore. That left Dick as the only one at work who knew I was married to an escort and I trusted him.
On the cruise I had done some soul searching and decided not to divorce Pauline. I guess I need to explain that. I'd known she was an escort when I married her, but naively believed that she didn't offer 'special services' to her dates and it wasn't until two months before the cruise that I found out differently. Even then I said nothing planning instead to surprise her with a divorce.
Then came the cruise and the knowledge that her last nine months as an escort was spent earning the money to surprise me with the cruise. True, I was benefitting from her 'special services' (prostitution is such an ugly word) but there was one thing I finally realized. What Pauline had done hadn't hurt me at all. She had been climbing my bones three, four and sometimes five times a week since the day we took our vows.
The woman treated me like I was gold and spoiled me rotten. Did I really want to get rid of a woman like that? Others may have gone scorched earth on her, but I decided that it was unlikely that I would ever find another woman who could satisfy me as well as Pauline.
The frosting on the cake? Six weeks after the cruise she told me she was pregnant and eight months after that she presented me with a son and promised me we would work on getting a daughter.
I'm happy as hell I decided to keep her.
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It was all on me. I knew all about Cookie and what she'd done before I married her and put the rings on her finger anyway. Why? Because we were in love and I believed her when she told me her wild days were behind her.
I understood where she was coming from when she explained she had wanted to look around and do things while she was still young and free. She knew from being exposed to her parents' relationship for twenty-one years that what she wanted to do and experience wasn't something she could do once you were married and raising children.
I understood because I was her mirror image. From the age of sixteen she had gone through boyfriends like a young kid would go through a bag of candy. I'd done the same thing although it had been a hell of a lot easier for her to do it than me.
She had lost her virginity following senior prom and so had I. During her college years she had been a wild child and had fallen in with a bunch of even wilder girlfriends who were her sorority sisters. Again the mirror image. My frat brothers and I were a bit on the wild side.
She had been involved in twosomes, threesomes, foursomes and gangbangs, but then so had I although, once again, it had been a lot easier for her to do it than it had been for me.
The curious thing is that even though we had attended the same college at the same time we had experienced all of the above we never met until after we had graduated and gone to work.
We still mirrored each other after leaving college. Cookie met John Carver during her senior year and they planned on getting married after they graduated. They both got jobs and started looking for a house. A month before the wedding Carver's company offered him a promotion if he'd be willing to move to their Cleveland office. He took the job and left without taking Cookie with him and she never heard from him again.
I'd met Holly during my senior year, fallen hard for her and when we left college we intended to get married. We found jobs and started to plan the wedding. The big day arrived and I was at the church on time only Holly was a no show. I found out later she'd met some guy and left town with him. I also heard later that when she told him she was pregnant he told her he was sterile so the kid couldn't be his and he'd kicked her to the curb. And didn't that just break my heart when I heard about it.
It was two years after we had both graduated that we met each other. My company had sent me to one of our customers to look into a problem they were having with a system we had sold them. My point of contact was a Miss Fredericks. I asked for her when I got to the reception desk, she was paged and when she came into the room and we were introduced it was a case of "She had me at Hello."
I'd found and fixed the problem by lunch time and not being familiar with that part of town I asked Miss Frederick (please call me Cookie) if there was a decent place close by where I could have lunch. She told me I was in luck because she was just getting ready to go to lunch at her favorite place and I could follow her over.
Over lunch we talked and discovered that we were both graduates from the same school and were shocked to realize we had both been there at the same time and had never run into each other. But as we talked a few things that Cookie mentioned as we tried to figure out why we had never encountered each other made me realize that even though I'd never met her I'd heard of her.
If she was the Cookie I'd heard about she had been known as the 'mattress queen of Kappa Beta Chi which, given as many gangbangs as I had been a part of, made it even more weird that we had never met since I had attended a couple of gangbangs at Kappa Beta Rho. Of course she might not have been that Cookie, but even if she was I'd never bring it up.
But I'm not going to lie and say that the chance she might have been that Cookie didn't play a part in my asking Cookie to have dinner with me some evening. I was pleasantly surprised when she said yes and we made a dinner date for the next evening.
The talk over dinner the next evening was more about our time at school, the things we did (other than sexual) and the people we knew as we tried to figure out why we had spent four years at the same place at the same time and had not run into each other. We even knew some of the same people. Finally she said:
"Enough of this. Tell me about yourself."
So I gave her the condensed version. Graduated from high school and went into the Army. Spent some time in Japan, Korea, Virginia, Texas and California.
"Took my discharge and went to school using the G I Bill, received a degree in Electrical Engineering and went to work at Curtis Engineering and they sent me to Marlowe's so I could meet you. What's your story?"
"Not as exciting as yours. I didn't get to travel any. Married right out of high school. We both got jobs: me as a waitress and him as a carpenter and we started saving up to buy a house. Three years into the marriage he hooked up with some bimbo and they took off for Florida or someplace south of here. Got about sixty miles before a semi driver had a heart attack, lost control of his rig and crossed over the center line and hit Mike's car head on.
"Between his life insurance and the trucking company's settlement I had enough to go to school and get a degree in Business Management. The degree got me the job at Marlowe's in time for me to be there for when you showed up. I guess the next question is where do we go from here?"
The answer to that question was the New Hope Lutheran Church eight months later where we took our vows.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
During the lead up to that day a few things happened. At least two of my friends confirmed that Cookie was indeed the 'mattress queen Cookie' of Kappa Beta Rho when they tried to talk me out of marrying her. Their biggest concern was her reputation in college and that someone with that background couldn't just turn it off. I brushed it aside with a "Why not? I did."
The other was that Cookie did not want children. I didn't care one way or the other. My brother's five, with three of them boys, and my sister's three boys insured the family line. My mother and father did not think that way. As the oldest I should be the one to furnish the family heir. I told them sorry, but it was my wife's choice and I would honor it and I put myself under the knife so we didn't have to deal with condoms or birth control pills.
The next seven years were glorious. We both moved up in our companies with me reaching division manager and Cookie reaching regional manager. We bought a house in a nice part of town, met the neighbors and had weekend parties and barbeques with them. Along the way we vacationed in Hawaii, Cabo, England, Ireland, France and Spain. Then, two weeks after our seventh anniversary what I guessed was the fabled Seven Year Itch came calling.
It came during one of our romantic dinners. We tried to have one at least every other week. Wine, candlelight, and some soft music in the background. I felt the hairs on the back of my neck raise when Cookie said:
"Do you love me Bobby? I mean really love me?"
I automatically said "Of course my love" while my mind was thinking "I guess it depends on what you are about to hit me with."
She took a deep breath and said "The girls want me to go out with them for drinks on Friday."
"I thought your girls night out was on Wednesday?"
"They want to change it to Friday next week instead."
"So why are you asking me if I really love you? Why would changing the night from Wednesday to Friday make you ask that?"
"The thing is that Ralph asked me to go to it with him."
I guess I should throw in here that it wasn't really a girls night out, it was the group she worked with which included three guys. Why they called it a girls night out I have no idea. But to get back to the problem;
"And Ralph is?"
"He's new. He has only been with the company for a month."
"He does know you are married right?"
"He does."
"So I'm guessing that you want to be his date for the night. Am I right?"
She looked away and so I said "Okay. Go on a date with this Ralph. I'll see an attorney tomorrow and get the paperwork started."
"Attorney? Paperwork? What paperwork?"
"For the divorce."
"Divorce? What the hell are you talking about? I don't want a divorce."
"It is what usually happens when a man's wife wants other men."
"I don't want another man!"
"You must. Why else are we having this conversation? I'm guessing there is more to this, like you have probably had a lunch or three with this Ralph guy and I'm also guessing you didn't discourage him in his attentions toward you. All signs that you are interested in another man. An interest in another man indicates a lessening in your interest in me."
"Okay, okay, I won't go."
"But you want to and now you will be pissed at me for raining on your parade and your interest in Ralph and his interest in you will still be there so best I just set you free so you can do whatever you want without having to worry about me."
"God damn it Bob; I do not want a divorce!"
"Why not? It will set you free to go out with other guys."
"I don't want to go out with other guys!"
"Then what would you call your date with Ralph if not going out with other guys?"
"I did this all wrong. Let me start over. The girls want to switch from O'Briens on Wednesday to the Landing Strip on Friday because the Strip has live music on the weekends whereas O'Briens only has a juke box that lays the same songs over and over. Ralph, being new, does not know too many of his coworkers yet. He has been working mostly in my section so he hasn't had much chance to interact with the others.
"He would like to join the gang for our weekly get together, but he doesn't want to go not knowing anyone there. He asked me if I would go with him so he would know at least one person there he could feel comfortable with while meeting and getting to know the others. It is not a date type date. He isn't picking me up here. I'll meet him there along with the rest of the crew. What I should have asked if you trusted me. If you loved me enough to trust me."
"Why didn't you just tell me your bunch changed your night out and let it go at that?"
"Because people we know will see me and see Ralph hanging around me and a couple might add up two and two and come up with five. One or two may comment on it to you and I'd much rather discuss it with you beforehand rather than have you hear it and jump to conclusions after. But I guess you just did that, didn't you? As a matter of fact since it is the weekend and you don't have to work the next day why don't you come with me?"
As I said in the beginning it was all on me. I let what I knew about Cookie's past lead me to make a false assumption and I ended up making myself look like an ass. And don't think for one minute that Cookie didn't understand where I was coming from in my semi-attack and that she wasn't going to hold it against me. She hasn't and isn't going to let me forget about it anytime soon.
The icing on the cake is that I did go with her that night and I met Ralph. One hundred and fifty pounds overweight, bald and a bit unattractive (saying ugly just sounds too harsh) and again, don't think for one minute that Cookie lets me forget it.
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I looked down into her smiling face as I pulled my softening cock from her pussy.
"Feel better now" she asked.
"Much, much better.
"Have we time for another?"
"We might. All depends on how fast junior can come back."
"I can help" she said as she moved down to take my cock in her mouth."
She helped indeed. Once I was hard she got on her hands and knees and said:
"In my ass this time lover. Fuck my butt."
I gave her what she wanted and I didn't need to spend any time prepping since I'd already been there once this afternoon.
I was in the bathroom washing my cock when the phone rang. She answered it, listened, and then said "Thanks John." She hung up the phone and then said:
"They just left. John says they are heading to the hotel lounge. Means we probably have time for one more."
"Maybe, but I'd rather not chance it. We have a good thing going and I'd like to keep it going."
"When can we do it again?"
"Their schedule seems to be Mondays and Thursday so our next time will be Thursday."
"I guess I can wait that long. I'll just have to tough it out."
"Just think of the week they will be gone to that conference."
"I'm looking forward to it. A whole week with you. I'm so going to spoil you rotten. You ever going to pull the plug?"
"You know my position on that. You do it and then I'll do it, but you have to go first."
"I'll do it, but I'm not ready yet."
"So you have answered your own question. When you are ready to do it let me know and I'll start making preparations. You do it and then so will I."
We showered together, dressed, and just before leaving the hotel room we kissed and then went our separate ways; her to her cheating husband and me to my cheating wife.
+++++++++++++++++++++++
During my junior year in college I met Mellissa and fell head over heels in love. We dated three months before making love for the first time and it was magical as far as I was concerned. Neither one of us was new to it. I didn't know about Mellissa's previous experience, but Pauline French had started me down the road the night of our senior prom and a few others saw to my continuing education.
By the time graduation was upon us Pauline was hinting at marriage and while I was head over heels in love with Melly I was a little hesitant. Pauline had taught me another lesson besides eating pussy. I had been in love with her and I thought she loved me. She was talking marriage with me as soon as we graduated from college. But I was wrong. In the words from an old country song:
"She'd be good in Hollywood
The land of make believe
She had a future in movies
Cause she sure acted like
She was in love with me."
She went back east to go to college, I received two letters professing her undying love for me and then never heard from or saw her again. So I never put much faith in "head over heels" being forever.
But Mellissa didn't go away, write me letters and then drop me so I finally sucked it up and proposed. Three weeks after graduation we were married.
We decided not to have kids until we were on a firm foundation financially and in a house. Two years after the wedding we started trying for children. After a year of trying and nothing happening I went to the doctor to get checked out. Turned out that due to some childhood disease, chicken pox or mumps, I was sterile. I sucked it up as one of life' disappointments and got on with life. Melly also seemed to set aside her disappointment and move on.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We had been married a little over nine years when I found out Mellissa was cheating on me. It caught me totally by surprise. None of the signs were there. There was no difference in in the way she treated me. She was as loving as she was on the day we married. We were still making love three or four times a week and several times she was the one to initiate things. She never had to work late. She didn't have a girl's night out although she did occasionally meet her coworkers for drinks after work, but she was always home by six-thirty or seven.
I had absolutely no clue. How did I find out? The wife of the man she was cheating on me with told me.
It was my habit to have lunch at the B&B Caf� every day and one Thursday as I was sitting in a booth waiting for my order to be brought to me Mrs. Belson slid into the booth across from me. I knew her from Melly's company Christmas parties and company picnics. She was the wife of Melly's boss. It wasn't hard for me to remember Mrs. Belson. She was the sexiest woman I'd ever laid eyes on.
As she settled in across from me she asked "How have you been Bob?"
"Hanging in there Mrs. Belson."
"It's Angela" she said, "No need to be formal Bob."
"To what do I owe the pleasure of your company Angela?"
"Actually Bob, I'm either here to ruin your day or make it. Pretty much going to your choice as to which."
"I don't understand."
"Simple really. The ruin part is my telling you that even as we speak your wife is cheating on you with my husband in room 211 at the Hilton."
I sat there stunned at hearing what I'd just been told."
"You never suspected? It has been going on for three months now. At least three months I know of. According to what my investigators have found out they take long lunches at the Hilton every Monday and Thursday."
"I didn't have a clue. I've seen no change in her at all. I'm having trouble believing it."
"You seem to be taking the news a lot calmer than I expected."
"Maybe I might have reacted differently if an acquaintance had mentioned he saw my wife going into a hotel or motel room with another man I'd have gone looking for proof and probably would have confronted her and demanded an explanation. But you obviously know what you are talking about. If you have known for three months I've no doubt you have plenty of proof.
"What I don't understand, and not meaning to demean my wife any, is why your husband wants Melly when he has you. Melly is beautiful, but you are stunning."
"Actually I know the answer to that. It came up in their pillow talk. He thinks I am a controlling bitch. He thinks as the man he should be running the company and not me and it pisses him off that I'm the boss and cheating is his way of getting even with me.
"In your case, according to the pillow talk, your wife feels she needs a real man in her life. She loves you, but considers you less of a man because you can't give her babies."
"Is she trying to get pregnant by him?"
"If she is she is shit out of luck. Frank is sterile although I don't think he knows it. I wanted kids, but it didn't happen so I got myself tested and found out I can't conceive. At the same time I collected some of Frank's sperm and had it tested and found out that he is sterile. I never told him because he thinks of himself as a macho man and I never wanted him to feel he was less of a man because he couldn't get the job done. I let him know I couldn't have babies and let it go at that."
"Well, that was the ruin part. What is the make my day part?"
"I don't think I'm a bad looking broad and you did say you thought I was stunning. I propose that you and I meet at the Hilton and take a room every Monday and Thursday and do what they are doing at the same time they are doing it."
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am. What better revenge?"
"I do agree that it would be great revenge, but I can't do it."
"Why not?"
"I have a job. I can't get away for a couple of hours every Monday and Thursday."
"That's not a problem. My corporation owns the company you work for and my cousin Ralph is your boss. A phone call is all it will take."
"If you can make it happen count me in."
A phone call was made and suddenly I was free from work from noon until three every Monday and Thursday. And since I was salary I was basically getting paid to make love to my wife's lover.
Of course Angela wanted to know what I was going to do about Mellissa and I told her I was going to divorce Mellissa. She wanted to know when and when I told her I'd see an attorney the next week she talked me out of it.
"I want to do what Frank is doing at the same time he is doing it. If you divorce your wife I'll have to divorce Frank because once what your wife is doing with Frank comes out I'll have no choice but to divorce him. I'm going to anyway, but I want to play some with you for a while."
"Got a time frame?"
"Not really; I guess I'll leave it up to you. When you've had enough of me go ahead and file and I'll do it too."
When I've had enough of her? I might never end up divorced. Angela, besides being the most drop dead gorgeous woman I'd ever met had something else going for her. She loved anal sex. Something Mellissa never did. For me anyway. Always said it was just too disgusting to even think about. Frank Belson didn't have any trouble getting it from her. Something I found out when Angela showed me some of the material her investigator had collected.
The thing I couldn't understand was the way Mellissa behaved towards me. Even though she was fucking Fran Belson twice a week she was still fucking me four or five times a week. There was no discernable loss of love or affection shown to me and if I hadn't known for a fact she was cheating on me I would have put my marriage in the top ten of all marriages.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Angela and I had been getting it on for a little over three months before one Friday I told her it was time for me to file."
"Had enough of me?"
"I doubt I could ever have enough of you, but I'm getting to the point where I can't stand being around the two-faced back stabbing bitch."
"Two-faced?"
"All loving and affectionate to me while screwing your husband several times during the week."
"You know from the tapes that John gets that she does love you."
"I know she says it, but I find it hard to believe it. How could she love me and stab me in the back?"
"You do know once you file we can't see each other anymore. At least not until the divorces are final."
"Are you saying you want to see me after?"
"I do. In fact once the divorces are final I'm going to want to see you seven days a week."
I hadn't seen that one coming. I thought I was just a dalliance where she was concerned. Lord knows the more time I spent with her the more time I wanted to spend with her. Besides being drop dead gorgeous and a tiger in bed she was also intelligent, witty and had a great sense of humor.
I wondered if we had a future. Face it; the only time we spent together was in bed and there is more to life than just that.
That night after dinner as I was helping Melly do the dishes I hit her with it.
"Why don't you make a list of what you want to keep?""
"A list? Of what I want to keep?"
"The laws of this state are no fault. That means everything gets split fifty/fifty. So what would you like for your half?"
"My half? Did you stop after work for a drink or maybe six?"
"Of course not. It is a perfectly logical question. What do you want out of our divorce?"
"Divorce? Now I know you've been drinking."
"Not at all. Divorce is what happens when one partner cheats on the other."
"You have been cheating on me?"
"Of course not. It is what you have been doing with Frank Belson that�s causing the divorce."
"Are you out of your fucking mind? Me and Frank Belson? No fucking way. Whatever gave you that idea?"
"The pictures and the video s his wife shared with me. You really think I'm less of a man because I can't get you pregnant? No matter. What's done is done. Make out your list. It is a given that I'm going to keep my tools, my truck and the recliner from the living room. Oh, and you are sleeping in the guest room until you can find a place to stay.
"Get with me as soon as you get your list together so we can settle any disagreements between us instead of letting the courts make the decisions for us. I'll be out in the garage for about an hour. That should give you enough time to move your things out of my bedroom and into the guest room."
I left the kitchen and went out into the garage. I changed the oil in the truck and did some busy work to keep me occupied long enough for Melly to get her stuff moved.
When I went back into the house I didn't see Melly downstairs so I guessed she was up in the guest room. I was wrong. She was in the master bedroom lying naked on the bed with her legs spread
"I told you to take the spare room."
I belong in this one. Hurry and get your clothes off. I'm waiting and I need you in me."
I looked at the display and as much as I wanted to strip and move between those spread legs I didn't make a move toward the bed. Instead I went to the closet and got what I needed to wear to work in the morning. Then I left the room and went to the spare room and went to bed. I was just sliding under the covers when Melly came in the room.
"Leave Mellissa."
"No. Wither thou goest and all that stuff. I belong in bed with you."
"No can do. I'd be thinking I wasn't man enough for you and it would no doubt show in my performance."
"Don't be silly Bob. You know you are more than man enough for me."
"That�s not what you told Belson."
"Fuck Frank Belson!"
"You did. That�s the problem. That why we are going to divorce. Now leave."
"No!"
I got off the bed, took her by the arm, pulled her over to the door and shoved her out into the hall. I closed the door and locked it. She pounded on the door and demanded that I let her in, but I ignored her, got back into bed and eventually she got tired of beating on the door and I eventually fell asleep.
I received a surprise in the morning when I got up and opened the door to leave the room. Mellissa was sitting on the floor with her back against the door. She stood up and said:
"I didn't want to chance you getting out of here this morning without our talking."
"What's to talk about? You cheated. I found out. Game over."
"You have to know why. I don't want a divorce Bobby. I love you and you know I do. I show it every day of the week. Let's go to the kitchen, I'll put the coffee on and we can sit down and I'll tell you why I did what I did."
I was torn. I didn't want anything to do with her, but I did want to know why she shit on our marriage and it would probably eat on me until I found out. While she was putting the coffee on I went to the front porch and got the daily paper. I was sitting at the table reading the sports section when she told me the coffee was ready. I poured myself a cup, sat back down and waited for Mellissa to tell me what it was that she wanted me to know.
"I'm doing Belson because he has been blackmailing me."
"What the hell could he have on you that would cause you to cheat?"
"He has pictures that could send me to jail."
"Pictures? Pictures of what?"
"Of me having sex with his niece. He has a sister Kathy and Kathy has a daughter Amy. In their family it turns out that they have a fairly open family relationship where they can walk into each other's house without knocking or ringing the bell.
Amy and I thought we were alone in the house and Amy was sitting on the couch legs spread and I was eating her pussy. We didn't hear Frank come in and didn't know he was there until he had taken several pictures of us with his cell phone. Amy started crying and I jumped up and ran out of the house. At the time Frank didn't know who I was so it was no big thing to me.
"So what if he took pictures? Two people having consensual sex isn't a crime."
"It is when one is an adult and the other one is a minor. I was nineteen and Amy was only sixteen. It wasn't a problem at the time because Frank didn't know who I was. It wasn't until I went to work at Melbourne. I'd been there about six months and one day Frank walked into my section and recognized me. A couple of days later he approached me, showed the pictures he had of me and Amy and told me the price for him not to take the pictures to the police was to have sex with him.
"I laughed at him and told him no one was going to give a crap about something that had happened over seven years ago. That�s when he told me there was no statute of limitations on pedophilia. I told him I didn't believe him and he told me he would give me a couple of days to check it out. I did and I found out that he was right. I gave in and here we are.
"I know what you are going to say. You are going to say I should have come to you and we could have figured a way out. Maybe we could have in the old days where we could have gotten the photos and the negatives, but this isn't the good old days, Nowadays he could load the photos from his phone to a computer and from the computer to a couple of flash drives and even into the cloud. Short of killing him there isn't any way we could make sure it wouldn't get out and I just couldn't see either of us going to jail over some sex.
"The bottom line is that I would be the one going to jail if it ever did get out and I wasn't willing to take the chance. I don't want a divorce Bobby. I love you and I do my absolute best to prove it to you every day of the week. Frank gets sex, but you get sex and love. I even make sure that you get three times as much as he gets."
"I call bullshit on that. He gets your ass and you have never given it to me."
"Frank wanted it and since keeping Frank happy and seeing to it that I didn't go to jail I let him have it. Once he had it I was going to let you have it if you ever asked again."
"It won't wash Mellissa. I listened to the tapes Angela has of your sessions with Frank. I heard all of the disparaging remarks you made about me. How I wasn't a man because I couldn't you pregnant. I heard you tell him I wasn't worth a shit in bed. I heard you tell him I was a joke of a husband and you wished he could be your man instead of me."
"All bullshit to feed his ego. I don't know when Angela got suspicious of Frank and put detectives on him, but I'm guessing it was wasn't until well after we started so she has no tapes of our earlier sessions where Frank more or less set the tone for our meetings. He made it clear as to what he wanted. I got the feeling he needed for some reason to be able to dominate me. Boss me around. I got the feeling his ego needed that he be in charge."
I thought back to Angela's telling me that Frank was cheating with Mellissa to get even with her for being so bossy, for 'wearing the pants in the family'.
"That may be Mellissa, but you still should have come to me. I know we could have found a way out."
"That�s easy for you to say, but you wouldn't have been the one to go to jail and more than likely end up on a sex offenders list. My only way out would have been for Amy to swear that she was of age when the pictures were taken, but she died in a fire two years ago. If any idea you might have come up with didn't work and it pissed off Frank I would be the one to pay the price and I just was not going to risk it."
"Not even to save your marriage?"
"What good would it be being married to you and sitting in a jail cell with you sitting at home be?"
"We could always work it out."
"And if we couldn't?"
I didn't have an answer to that so I said "I need to get to work."
"What about us?"
"I don't know Mellissa; I just don't know."
I thought about the situation for most of the day. I came up with a half dozen ways to get Melly out from under Belson's blackmail but a closer look at each one showed that it wasn't one hundred percent sure that Belson wouldn't be able to follow through on his threat.
I did have one idea that might work. It was a long shot, but worth a look. I called Angela and asked her if she could meet me for a drink after work. We met at Bud's Bar and I filled her in on what I'd found out and all the ideas I'd had and the doubts I had about any of them being foolproof. Then Angela said:



"I guess the first thing I have to ask is do you believe her?"
"Yeah; I guess that I do."
"Enough to forgive her and stay with her?"
"I don't know. I loved her; hell, I still do; and if I hadn't seen the video you have I could maybe do it, but I don't know I could do it with the images of her and Frank burned into my brain. And that�s only part of it."
"What are the other parts?"
"You."
"Care to explain that?"
"I don't want to give up what we have going."
"You are waffling here lover. I guess what we need to do first is find out if she is lying about being blackmailed."
"How do we do that?"
"I have plan."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mellissa and I got home from work about the same time and Melly asked me what I'd like for dinner.
"We are going out tonight."
"Oh? Where?"
"The Hilton."
"Why there? It's kind of expensive."
"We are meeting someone there."
"Who?"
"Someone who may be able to help you with your problem."
"Who?"
"You are just going to have to wait and see."
When we got to the Hilton Melly turned toward the restaurant, but I took her elbow and steered her to the elevators.
"What are you doing?"
"I told you we would be meeting someone here."
"I thought you meant for dinner."
"All depends on how you look at it" I said as I pushed the button. The door opened, we got in and I pushed the button for the third floor. We got off on three and I led her down the hall to room 307. I took the key card out of my pocket and slid it into the slot. The door unlocked and I said:
"Kind of symbolic isn't it. This is the room you and Frank used yesterday, right?"
She tied to pull away from me, but I had a firm grip on her arm and I pulled her into the room and kicked the door closed behind me. Melly was shocked to see Angela Belson sitting there waiting for us. She turned to me in confusion. I indicated a chair and said:
"Sit down Melly. It will all be clear in a minute."
Melly sat down and I said "I'll leave it with you ladies" and I left the room and went to the room next door. I took my phone out of my pocket and sat down on the side of the bed. The phone was on and already connected to Angela's phone that was on and sitting on the dresser in her room. I missed the opening part of the conversation as I moved between rooms, taking my phone out and siting down, but as soon as I had my phone out I heard:
"�has trouble believing your story so we came up with a plan to at least see if it might be true."
"Why are you involved and where is my Bobby?"
"Your Bobby (and Angela putt heavy emphasis on the "Your") is downstairs at the bar waiting for me to call. As far as my involvement? After I let Bob know what I'd found out about you and my husband we have stayed in touch. He told me why you said you were involved with Frank and that he doubted your tale. I told him I had a way to find out if it was at least possible. Naturally my plan will require your cooperation."
"Will it help me keep Bob?"
"I don't know. It might at least ease his mind some as to whether your explanation is feasible or not. If he thinks it could be true he might be willing to forgive, but I don't know about forget."
"I'm desperate. I couldn't bear losing my Bobby. I'll do anything that might give me a chance to keep him. What do I have to do?"
"You say that Frank has evidence that could send you to jail. Specifically, pictures of you having sexual relations with an underage girl. Is that true?"
"Yes."
"Was she the only girl girl relationship you ever had?"
There was a pause before Melly said "No."
"How many?
Another long pause and then "Four or five. I'm not sure."
"Let me guess. Girls in your sorority in college. Right?"
"Yes."
"Well I did it too. All the way through college with several sorority sisters. I haven't done it since and to be honest I've missed it. Be honest with me here; have you missed it? Ever look at another woman and think "I wouldn't mind doing her?"
There was a moment's pause and then Melly said "I'm looking at one right now."
"I hoped you were. Would you like to take off your clothes and join me?"
"Will it help me keep Bobby?"
"I don't know. All I told him was that I had a way to get you out from under Frank's thumb."
"You can do that?"
'I can."
"How?"
"Not right now. I'm hot and horny from thinking about my old college days. I want to relive them. Please?"
"You need to remove your panties."
"I'm not wearing any. See?"
"Oooh; did you shave it in expectation of my reacting the way you wanted?"
"No. It is my usual state."
"It looks delicious. Why don't you get your clothes off and turn down the bed while I get undressed."
Then for the next half hour there were the sounds of two women pleasing each other. I'm not going to lie. The sounds made me horny as hell and I had my cock out and was stroking it while wishing I was in there with them. Then I heard:
"I'm going to call Bob."
"Aren't you going to get dressed first?"
"No need. Bob has seen me naked."
"He has seen you naked? You and my Bobby?"
"Don't use that tone of voice with me. I could just as easily say "You and my Frank? But that wouldn't get either of us anywhere."
"But you and Bobby? How? How long?"
"Since I shared my private investigator's report with him and offered him some revenge sex. I do have to say when I compare Bob and Frank Bob comes out way ahead in the bedroom."
"Don't I know it. I just had a wicked thought. Call Bobby and then let him walk in and see us going at it."
"You serious?'
"I am."
"Why?"
"Why not?"
Both of them laughed and then Angela picked up her phone and pretended to call me and told me to come back up to the room. I waited three minutes and then went next door to their room and let myself in with my key card. I made a little bit of noise and then opened the door and walked in. I feigned surprise at seeing them in a sixty-nine and exclaimed:
"What the hell?"
Then I started undressing while the two on the bed ignored me. Once naked I moved to the bed. Melly was on top so I moved in behind her and pushed my cock into her pussy. Angela, deprived of Melly's pussy, started licking the underside of my cock as I fucked Melly. The feeling was incredible.
I couldn't see how Melly was able to do any good at eating Angela's pussy with as hard as I was pounding her, but from Angela's sound Melly was managing. I got Melly off twice before I got mine and then it got repetitive.
I ate them, they blew me, I fucked both of them twice more and along the way I learned there is no way, no fucking way that one man can keep up with two women. I laid exhausted on the bed as both women tried their best to get me up again to no avail. When they couldn't get me up they went at each other. They were still going at it when I fell asleep.
When I woke up I found I was sandwiched between two warm bodies. My first thought on waking up was wondering how long the two of them had stayed at it after I nodded off. There wasn't any way I could get up without disturbing them, but I needed to pee.
Angela woke as I was trying to get out of bed and she reached for my cock as I moved over her to get to the floor. Fortunately she didn't get a good grip and I was able to get of the bed and head for the bathroom. When I got back Angela was sitting on the side of the bed and she said:
"My turn and don't say anything until I get back."
She headed for the bathroom and I saw that Melly was awake and looking at me.
"What now" she asked.
"You heard Angela. No talking until she gets back."
"Who put her in charge?"
"I did."
A minute or so later Angela came back and sat down on the side of the bed and said:
"I vote we keep her. I gave Frank his walking papers yesterday before I came here and got the room. I gave him twenty-four hours to get his stuff out. Once he is gone the two of you can move in with me."
Melly laughed and said "You can't be serious."
"Of course I am." She turned to me and asked "What are your thoughts on the idea Bob?"
"I like it."
We both looked to Melly.
"I can't believe you are serious."
"Why not? I want what you have to offer and I want what Bob brings to the table. You want Bob. Everyone gets what they want. Except Frank."
"Frank is still a problem for me. He can still put me in jail."
"No he can't. In order for him to do that he would need a victim to come forward, make the accusation and then he could support the claim with his photos, but from what Bob tells me the young lady in question died some years back. No victim, no case. The photos by themselves are meaningless. They aren't date stamped so you could always claim she was over eighteen at the time."
"You mean I've been under his thumb for six months and scared to death for nothing?"
"Afraid so. Most he can do is try to smear you and maybe, just maybe mess with your reputation."
"How could he do that?"
"Post the photos on social media and claim you had sex with a minor."
"I can live with that. I can always say we were both minors at the time or that we were both over eighteen."
"Okay then" Angela said, "How about my idea? Bob says he's for it. How about you?"
Melly looked at me and asked "Are you going to divorce me?"
"No. I'm pissed that you didn't come to me when the asshole approached you, but I can understand your fears and what you were thinking. I'll get over it."
Then Melly turned to Angela and asked "How do you see your idea working?"
"It would be a work in progress. I'd like at least one night like last night. Maybe one night with just you and me. You of course would sleep with Bob most nights, but I would like a night with him every once in a while."
"You only want a night with Bob every once in a while?"
"I don't want to be a hog about it. Hopefully we can continue our long lunches on Monday and Thursdays, but once in a while I would really like to wake up with him in the mornings."
"I might be agree to that if I could have long lunches with him on Tuesdays and Fridays."
"What do you think Bob" Angela asked.
"Don't think I could handle it. I'd have to have a perpetual hard on to do all that loving. It sounds great, but I think it might have an adverse effect on my health. And then there is my job. Even though you own the company there isn't any way in the world I can continue to take long lunches and do the job I was hired to do."
"No problem there. You can change jobs. With Frank gone I'm going to be a lot busier running things. I'm going to need a personal assistant. The job pays three thousand more than you are making now and it will all be gravy. Since you will be living with me you won't have any house payments, utility bills and all that. You will be able to save a lot."
"Sounds good" Melly said, "But what happens when you get tired of us?"
"Bob is aware of this, but you aren't so I'll lay it out for you. I fully intended to marry Bob as soon as my divorce from Frank and his divorce from you were final. Since that isn't going to happen now you going along with my proposal will at least keep him close. And now that I've found you I've got everything I want. No way am I ever going to get tired of you.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Angela filed for divorce citing adultery using her private investigators report as evidence. Then using the same evidence she fired Frank for violating the section of the company's policy and procedures manual regarding conduct with someone under his direct supervision and for theft in that he used his company credit card to pay for the hotel rooms he used for his meetings with Mellissa.
I became her personal assistant and one of my duties was to unzip and take out my cock whenever Angela locked her office door, pulled off her panties and sat down on her desk with her legs spread wide. It was the one part of my job that I really hated. Yeah! Right!
Using a real estate company Melly and I put our house up for rent and we moved in with Angela. For us it was a big change. Angela had a pool, a hot tub and an exercise room with a Stairmaster, stationary bike, tread mill and weights.
As Angela had said it was a work in progress and what made it work was that there was no set schedule and we pretty much played it by ear. There were nights that Melly didn't feel like it I played with Angela. On nights when Angela didn't feel like it I played with Melly. On nights I didn't feel like it Melly and Angela would have fun
Regardless of who was up or down mood wise the majority of my nights were spent in bed with Melly. I did wake up in bed with just Angela, but I usually woke up sandwiched between the two women.
It has been over five years since we started and so far it has been a blast and shows no sign of slowing down. There was one change. At the four year mark Angela felt I'd learned enough as her PA to give me Frank's job and then made Melly her PA.
++++++++++++++++
For the curious among you Frank never did do anything with the photos he had of Melly.
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I saw Dave and his wife when they arrived. How a numb nuts like Dave could have scored a woman like Candy I'd never know. The woman had a gorgeous face and a killer body. Tall, about 5'7" or 5'8" and a great ass. Full, firm, well-shaped tits, legs to die for and she always showed them off by wearing 4 inch heels. She was, in my opinion, the hottest woman within a thousand miles. If I could I'd steal her away from him in a heartbeat.
I'd hoped Dave would bring her when he came. I knew he would be here. Here being my place. It was my company's catered summer barbeque. I hold it once a year and the invitation is posted on all the company bulletin boards. No RSVP required, but usually sixty to seventy-five percent of my employees show up.
Dave usually doesn't come. My understanding is that his wife Candy doesn't like to attend large gatherings. I've been told by someone who knows Dave and Candy fairly well that it is because of all the unwanted attention she gets at large gatherings. Apparently she gets hit on every time Dave turns his back.
The reason I knew Dave would be here is that Mel Thomas was retiring and Dave wanted the promotion to Mel's position. As a result Dave was constantly putting himself where I could see him. I guess he thought the more I saw him the more likely I would be to have him in my mind when promotion time came around.
It wasn't going to do him any good though. Even though he was well qualified for the job and would do an excellent job. Fred Dumas was going to get the promotion. Fred was equally qualified, but Fred had an edge he didn't even know about. Fred's wife Marcia had heard about Mel's retirement and she wanted the job for Fred. She wanted him to get the raise in pay, the company car and the company credit card that went with it. And her love for Fred had nothing to do with it. She wanted the raise in her standard of living.
The woman had balls. She had shown up in my office one morning when Fred was out of town visiting one of our vendors. She came into my office wearing a raincoat which I thought was strange since it was a sunny day out. When she came into the office I asked:
"What can I do for you Mrs. Dumas?"
"It isn't so much what you can do for me as it is what I can do for you" she said as she took of the raincoat and dropped it to the floor. She was naked except for thigh high nylons and 'come fuck me pumps' with four inch heels. She spun around in front of me and asked:
"You like?"
She was a sexy looking lady and so I said "Yes indeed."
"You can have as much of it as you like whenever you might like it and all you need to do to get it is promote Fred into the position that will open up when Mel Thomas retires.
"Fred is willing to let you do this?
"Fred doesn't know anything about this. It is strictly between you and me."
"As much as I want and whenever?"
"That�s what I said."
"Everything on the table? Oral, vaginal and anal?"
"Oh you nasty man! You want my pooper?"
"Absolutely."
"It's all yours whenever you want it."
I had her right then and there. I quickly cleared my desk and fucked her on it. Then we left my office and went to her house where we fucked and sucked until we got tired and took a nap. I spent the night with her and she gave it all to me just like she said she would. Oral, vaginal and anal.
Since then Marcia had been my fuck toy. Two or three times a week. Maybe half a dozen times I spent the night with her when Fred had to go out of town on business. Once I spent three nights with her in my bed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The party was humming along and I circulated and talked to my guests and eventually I came up to Dave and Candy. While I was talking to them my eyes were checking out Candy. Her facial expression was saying:
"I know what you want and thanks for the interest."
I was still talking to Dave and Candy when I saw Fred and Marcia come in. I excused myself and walked over to greet Fred and his wife. We talked for a bit and then Fred went to get drinks for them. As soon as he was gone Marcia said:
"I'm horny. All the way over here I was thinking of what a kick it would be to do you while Fred was in the area. Maybe even do you while he was only a couple of feet away in the next room. Thinking about it has made me wet and horny. Any chance we could make it happen?"
"Afraid not. Even though I'd love to do it I couldn't be away from the party that long."
"How about a blow job? That wouldn't take you away from the party for too long."
I felt my cock twitch and I knew it wanted to do it and so I said:
"My den in twenty minutes?"
"Can do."
Before we could talk about it any further Fred came back with a glass of wine for his wife and I excused myself to see to my other guests.
As I circulated and talked to my guests I kept track of time and after twenty minutes I headed for my den. Marcia was there waiting on her knees and I unzipped my fly, took out my cock and walked it straight into Marcia's open mouth. She had just started sucking when the door opened and I looked over and saw Candy standing there. The three of us were frozen in place for several seconds and then Candy said:
"Excuse me. I didn't mean to interrupt" and then she stepped back and closed the door. I cursed myself for not locking the door when I came into the room. Marcia said:
"Do you need to leave and do some damage control or can I still have my toy?"
"Nothing can undo what she saw and my cock is still hard and aching, but let me go lock the door."
Marcia got up and walked over to the door with me and went back to her knees, captured my cock in her mouth and was back to sucking on me as I locked the door.
I have no idea what was running through Marcia's mind at the moment, but I was imagining Candy on her knees with my cock in her mouth.
When I came Marcia swallowed, licked my cock clean and then we got back to the party. I gave her a few minutes head start so we wouldn't show up at the same time and cause speculation.
When I got back I saw Fred and Marcia in a corner kissing. My dick twitched when I saw her kissing him with the mouth that had just left my cock. I wondered if he could taste me when he kissed her. If so would he wonder what it was?
Kissing hubby with a mouth fresh from another cock was a slutty thing to do, but Marcia wasn't a slut. At least not in the normal sense of the word. This I knew because after we had been fucking for a while I tried to get her to take care of some of my better customers and she turned me down flat.
"You get me because of what you can do for Fred. He'll never know it, but you are my gift to him."
"Maybe if you did more for me I could do more for Fred."
"No thank you. I can hide what I'm doing with you, but to expand it would cause me more problems than I want to deal with."
She didn't want to do it so I dropped it.
About a half hour later I was fixing myself a drink at the self-service bar Candy came up to refill her wine glass. As she was pouring she said:
"I guess Dave isn't going to get Mel's job when he retires."
"What makes you think that?"
"The way Marcia Dumas was on her knees in front of you making sure that Fred gets the promotion."
"Which brings up the question of why did you come into my home office?"
"To see if I could convince you into giving Dave the job. I was walking toward you to talk to you when you turned to go into your den so I followed you. I guess maybe I should have tried to talk to you sooner."
"Why did Dave think you could talk me into giving him Mel's job?"
"Dave doesn't know. It was my idea."
"And just how were you going to convince me that Dave was the right man for the job?"
"No convincing needed. You already know he can do the job. All I was going to do was convince you to give the job to him."
"And how were you going to do that?"
"That is something that we will never know since Marcia Dumas got to you first."
She took a sip of her wine, said "Nice party. Thanks for the invite" and turned and walked away. As I watched that magnificent ass walking away I almost cried at the lost opportunity. But regardless of my many other failings I was a man of my word and by accepting Marcia's gift I had promised that Fred would get the promotion into Mel's position when he retired.
One month later Mel retired and I promoted Fred into the vacancy.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On his first overnight customer visit Marcia did her absolute best to fuck my eyes out and for the next six months we got together at least three times a week. The one night after fucking me into exhaustion Marcia told me that:
"This is our last time together for a while. I'm seeing signs that Fred is getting suspicious. I have a friend from when I was in college who works in the office of a private detective and she told she saw Fred going into the office of one of the investigators. She doesn't know what they talked about, but she felt I should know.
"I can't think of anything I may have done that would make him see a private detective other than he may be suspicious of me. I think it is in my best interest to cool things for a while."
"You should have called me and cancelled."
"I think we are good for tonight. I got the call this afternoon from Sandy while Fred was still in the detective's office. I don't think the PI could get on the case quick enough to be on me tonight. We'll give it a month or so and then if you don't have someone else warming your bed we can get back together a time or two."
She gave me a hot kiss, told me she would miss me and left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We never did get back together. One month later Fred keeled over at his desk. We called 911, but he died before they could get to him. An autopsy showed that a brain aneurism killed him.
Fred passed on a Thursday and on Monday morning I'd no sooner sat down at my desk than my secretary said there was a Mrs. King there to see me. The only Kings I knew were Dave and Candy so I told Marge to show her in.
She looked her usual gorgeous self when she came in. She chose a chair far enough away from my desk so that when she sat and crossed her legs I had a great view of her legs and her sexy feet in strappy high heels. I'm not dumb so I had a pretty good idea of why she was there so I went right at it.
"Do I need to ask why I'm being treated to that marvelous display?"
"I hate to seem like a vulture swooping in so soon after Fred's passing, but I wanted to make sure I beat another Marcia to you. I want the open position to go to Dave so I'm here to see what I can do to make it happen."
"You already know the best way to secure what you want. After all, you did see Marcia securing the position for Fred."
"Just a blow job or is there more?"
"She came into my office wearing a raincoat and when she took it off she was naked underneath. She asked if I liked what I saw. When I said I did she told me I could have as much of it as I wanted and as often as I wanted it. Nothing was off the table. All three holes were available. Sound like something you can do?"
"I can do anything you want as long as you don't mark me in anyway. And I don't like water sports."
"That�s too bad. I'm really into water sports."
She shrugged and started to stand up and I told her to sit back down.
"I just wanted to get an idea of just how bad you anted Dave to get the job. Does Dave know you are trying to get him the job?"
"God no! That�s why I said no marks that he would see."
"Just why do you want him to get the job?"
"Because it means he will be travelling and that will give me nights I can go out and play."
"You cheat on him much?"
"Never have, but I've wanted to."
"Why now and why me?"
"I love Dave. I really do love him, but he is barely adequate in bed. I've talked him into trying things to spice things up but nothing helps. Three or four minutes and he gets off, rolls over and goes to sleep."
"Why did you marry him if he's that bad?"
"I didn't know any better. He was my first, he got me pregnant and we had to get married. I lost the baby, but I found out that I really did love Dave so we stayed together. It wasn't until listening to my girlfriends that I learned just how lackluster my sex life was.
"I've spent six years fighting it, but I've finally decided I owed it to myself to find some sexual satisfaction. I don't want to get caught and lose Dave so when I heard about Mel's retirement I decided to try and get Dave the job. Two reasons. One is the travel and the other is you."
"My manly charm drew you in?"
"Not hardly although from what I saw when I barged in on you and Marcia your equipment is larger than Dave's. I picked you because you can give Dave the job and as his boss you are always going to know where he is during business hours."
"Do I get a sample? Maybe a blow job since you are here?"
"No. Dave gets the job and on his first trip out of town I'm yours for the time he is gone."
"You don't trust me? You think after you give me a blow job I wouldn't give you what you want?"
"Just being practical. Someone else might want to get her husband the job and her blow job might be better than mine. I give you the blowjob and you don't give Dave the job and there isn't anything I can do about it. You give Dave the job and I don't follow through you can fuck over him. Give him bad reviews and things like that."
"Then I'd better hurry up and give Dave the promotion and get him on the road. You do understand that this isn't one and done, right?"
"I'm certainly hoping it isn't."
I gave Dave the promotion that afternoon and two weeks later he made his first out of town trip and he would be gone for three days."
I called Candy and asked "Your place or mine?"
"Needs to be yours. I might cheat on the man, but I won't soil his bed doing it."
"Won't you need to be there if he calls?"
"We gave up our land line when we got cell phones. As long as I have mine with me he can reach me."
"So come on over" I said and thirty minutes later she was ringing my doorbell.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I believe I've already commented on her appearance, but in my bedroom, standing in front of me in only thigh highs and high heels she was breathtaking.
"You want the heels on or off" she asked and I told her to leave them on.
"I thought that would be your answer."
She got on the bed, spread her legs wide and asked "You like?"
"What I'm feeling right now is way beyond like."
Knowing what I did about Dave's performance in bed (from her perspective) I was determined to try and make her want to come back on her own and not just because I gave Dave the promotion. I proceeded to show her just how much I liked what was spread out before me.
I started out with some passionate kissing and then I kissed and licked my way down to her breasts and I spent a couple of minute working on both of them. Then it was more kissing and licking my way down to her pussy and then I ate her to two orgasms before moving up and sliding my cock into her receptive pussy. I gave her two orgasms before I drove for mine. As I leaned above her on my arms and waited for my swelling to go down she looked up at me with an expression of wonder on her face.
"I never knew it could be like this. Can we do it again in the morning?"
"What's wrong with doing it again tonight?"
"You can?"
"I most definitely can."
"I didn't believe my girlfriends when they said they did it several times a night. How long?"
"Maybe twenty minutes or so. You could help speed it up."
"How?"
"The blow job you wouldn't give me that day in my office."
I don't know if she gave Dave a lot of head, but she had to have learned somewhere because she was damned good at it and had me up in less than fifteen.
We had just finished our third when her cell phone rang. I looked at the clock and saw it was seven. The call was from Dave and she was sitting on the bed talking to him when I gently pushed her down on her back and started licking her pussy. I didn't push it as I didn't want her to make any sounds that might make the man on the other end of the conversation wonder. When the call was over she said:
"That was the kinkiest thing I've ever done. I'm surprised I didn't orgasm. Tomorrow I want you in my pussy when I'm talking to him.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
She was wrapped around me when I woke up the next morning and as I rolled over to get out of bed she asked:
"Can we do it again this morning?"
I looked at the clock and saw that I'd have time before I needed to leave for work. I would be tight for time so there was no love making that morning. I fucked her. I fucked her hard and did get us both off before I had to get up and get ready for work.
"Can I stay here until you get off work, or should I go home and come back?"
"Why would you want to stay here?"
"So I could have dinner ready for you when you get home."
"By all means stay. I should be home by five-thirty."
That evening I came home to a dinner of meatloaf, baked potato, and green beans served by a naked (except for an apron) Candy.
It was another energetic evening and we got in three times before she asked, while we were resting up, if I'd ever done anal.
"Many times. Why are you asking?"
"It's another thing my girlfriends talked about. I mentioned it to Dave once and he told me that I shouldn't be thinking disgusting thoughts."
She loved it. Not so much when I first started, but boy did she get into it. I was in her ass when Dave called and it was all she could do to keep a lid on things. Once the call was over she started yelling at me to fuck her ass and fuck it harder.
Dave would be coming home the next day and she wanted one more in the morning to hold her until we could get together again and she wanted that one more in her ass.
It was two weeks before Dave needed to take another trip, but Candy and I had managed to have three long lunches during that two week period. She wanted more, but I just couldn't manage it. I mean I did have a business to run.
The trip was a three nighter and I was buried in Candy's ass when she took his nightly phone call. I had to slow my strokes to keep her from losing it during the call, but as soon as she disconnected I slammed it into her as she yelled for me to go harder and faster. After it was over and we were resting up she said:
"I want to do so many wicked things, but I just can't"
"Why not?"
"Because Dave isn't stupid and he would know if I did them."
"Things like what?"
"Kiss him with traces of you still in my mouth. Have him eat my pussy with some of you still in me. I'd like to do a gangbang and give him sloppy seconds. I'd like to do a black man and be a young boy's first piece of pussy and maybe an old man's last."
My ears perked up at that and I said "I can see to it you get your gangbang. If you really want to do it."
"You can?"
"I certainly can."
"Something for me to think about" she said and then she spun around, took my cock in her mouth and got me ready to go again.
On our third and last night of Dave's current trip and after she had taken his nightly check in call with me in her pussy she said:
"I've thought about it and I really do want to do a gangbang."
"I can arrange it, but why?"
"One of my girlfriends did one and said it the most sexually exciting thing she's ever done. Don't forget I did come to you to give Dave his promotion to get him out of the way so I could go out and play."
"It will take some time for me to set up a gangbang for you. I have to make sure it is with people we can trust. I know the guys we will want; the problem is having them all available when Dave takes a trip. What I can do right away is set you up with a threesome for Dave's next trip."



"Oooh; that sounds nice. I'll look forward to it."
One Dave's next trip she got her threesome and Dave's check in call found her with a cock in her ass and her pussy and she loved it. The next night it was a foursome and unfortunately all four of us were resting when Dave called which pissed Candy off. It was all I could do to keep from laughing when she threw the phone down on the bed and snarled:
"How dare he call when I wasn't ready for it!"
The third night after the others had left I asked Candy if she could do me a favor.
"Whatcha need?
"I've got a very good client coming to town tomorrow and I try to keep him happy."
"And you want me to fuck his eyes out, right?"
"Exactly."
"Well it is another kinky thing to do so I guess I can do it."
The next three months went by and I did set Candy up with a gangbang and along the way she took care of several of my very best customers. I loaned her out to my three best customers for two and three days at a time. Candy never said no when I asked her to fuck someone for me. She was a huge favorite.
I set her up with a black customer of mine and after she did him she wanted me to set her up with a black gangbang. I did and she loved it and hated it at the same time.
"It was disgusting the way they talked to me; telling me their black cocks owned me from now on and that I would be their white whore for all their brothers and garbage like that. I'm never going to do another one."
I was also able to fulfill her desire to be a young man's first piece of pussy. I was talking with one of my customers (who had already sampled Candy's charms) and we were talking about what he could get his son for his eighteenth birthday. I asked if his son was still a virgin and he told me he was pretty sure the boy was. I smiled and told him I had the perfect present for the boy. When I told him what it was he laughed and said:
"Why not! Like father, like son."
Candy spent two full nights with the boy and fucked his eyes out. Probably ruined the kid for enjoying girls his own age.
Candy once said to me "I think I must be a nymphomaniac Art. I can't ever seem to get enough. When Dave is home I just won't leave him alone and when he's gone? You see how I am when he's gone."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Candy was sure she had things set up so that Dave would never find out what she was and for a long time it looked that she was right. Then came the night I got the phone call.
"Hello Art."
How you doing sweetie?"
"Dave just left me."
"He's not due out until the day after tomorrow,"
"No, I mean he left me. He packed some things and moved out of the house. I don't know what to do. I can't lose him Art. I love him; I can't lose him."
"Back up; tell me what happened."
"Something made him suspicious and he hired a private detective. Somehow the detective got video of that gangbang I did when your cousins and their friends were here to visit."
She started crying and sobbed out "He called me names and left me Art; what am I going to do? I love him Art; I can't lose him, I just can't."
"You need to get a grip on yourself. I know you love Dave and I know he loves you. Everyone can see it. He's just upset. You need to calm down. He's pissed, but he will get over it. Give it a little time and it will be okay."
"You really think so?"
"Of course I do."
The next morning when I got to the office and before I could even sit down behind my desk Dave came in. He handed me a sheet of paper and I asked:
"What's this?"
"My resignation. I'm giving two weeks' notice."
"Why? I thought you liked your job. Lord knows you are doing great at it. Are you unhappy with the company? Have we let you down in some way?"
"No sir; it is a personal matter."
"Take a seat Dave; we need to discuss this. I can't conceive of anything personal enough to cause you to throw away a good job and a bright future."
I just need to get out of town Art. I need to put distance between me and my problems"
"Candy is good with you guys moving?"
"Candy is the problem I need to get away from."
I shrugged giving him the impression that I didn't want to hear any more. I handed him back his resignation and told him to hang on to it until I had a chance to make a few phone calls.
"Why?"
"Humor me, okay?"
I already knew what I was going to do, but I needed to verify some times and dates. I made the calls and then called Dave back into my office a little after ten and told him to have a seat.
"Are you sure you can't fix your problem and really want to get out of town?"
"I'm positive."
"I don't want to lose you here, but I'd at least like to keep you in the company. Is California far enough away from here for you?"
"It should be. Why ask me that?"
"Stan North in our San Diego office is retiring in two weeks. It is a lateral move. It is the same job you are doing here, same benefits although there is a twenty percent cost of living adjustment to your pay. If you want the job they want you out there ASAP so Stan can show you around his territory."
"But that leaves you hanging here. That was why the two week notice. So I could bring my replacement up to date."
"I can handle that. So do you want the job on the coast?"
"I can be out of here tomorrow, but I'll need a favor."
"What?"
"I do not want Candy to know where I am. If she calls you I need you to tell her that I came in and quit without notice and you have no idea where I might be. It would be great if everyone here thought that."
"I can tell people that�s what you did, but John in Human Resources will know the truth. I'll have a talk with him and let him know your wishes, but I can't promise anything."
"I guess that is the best I can hope for. I'll take the job, but it will take me a day to take care of my paperwork and ty up loose ends. I need to put the finishing touches on the Martin contract. I don't dare leave that hanging especially if I'm going to stay with the company."
"Take your time. I'll call Ralph in San Diego and let him know you are coming."
Dave was hardly out the door when Candy called me.
"I need to get in touch with Dave, but he won't take my calls."
"Dave doesn't work here anymore. He came in and quit without notice."
She started crying and sobbed out "Oh God; what am I going to do" and she hung up on me.
I waited until early the next afternoon and I called her at work. When she came on the line I asked her how she was holding up.
"I'm an absolute mess. He won't take my calls, I don't know where he is and I have no idea of how to get in touch with him."
"I wish I could help you sweetie, but I've no idea what I can do. If you need anything, anything at all, even if it is only a shoulder to cry on give me a call. Don't misunderstand me here Candy; I'm offering a clothed shoulder."
"Thank you Art."
"Be safe sweetie. Keep in touch."
I wasn't surprise when she called me that evening.
"I think I'm going to need that shoulder to cry on. While I was at work he came home and took all of his things. He left his wedding ring on the kitchen table. No note or anything. Just took his stuff and left. Can you come over?"
"Do you think that would be wise? What if he does come back?"
"He isn't coming back. It took me all day to realize and accept he is gone. The disgust on his face and the things he said to me while he played that video of me being made airtight at that party you set up for me told me he was history."
"I'll be right over."
I did keep my clothes on and I sat on her couch and held her as she sobbed into my shoulder. I did feel bad for her and I did accept the blame for my part in that I had been her pimp (although no money changed hands) but she had come to me and offered herself up on a platter and after our first half dozen times together she was the one who had asked for more. All I did was see to it she got what she wanted.
She cried herself to sleep and I gently picked her up and carried her up to her bedroom. I undressed her, covered her up, turned out the light and left the room. As I opened her front door to leave I had second thoughts. I decided that she really didn't need to be left alone at that particular time. I went back to the room, stripped to my tee-shirt and boxers and got under the covers with her. I snuggled up to her and fell asleep.
I woke up to feel a hot mouth on my cock and I looked down into the eyes of Candy. Once she saw I was awake she moved up, swung over me and worked my cock into her pussy as she sat down on me. I let her do all the work until I just had to get off and then I rolled her over on her back and drove until I came. Along the way she got off twice and when I fell to the bed beside her she rolled up on an arm and said:
"You know you are going to have to be the one to take care of me now, right? Dave isn't here to take the pressure off of you anymore."
"I'll do my best, but you will need to make up a new list of kinky things you want to do in case you wear me down."
Since it was a Saturday and not a work day for either of us we stayed in bed and made it two more times before getting up and going out for breakfast. Over pancakes and bacon we talked. She didn't get weepy eyed on me as she talked about Dave and his leaving.
"I just don't understand why he wouldn't at least talk to me before he left."
"What good would have it done?"
"I needed him to understand that I loved him. I needed him to understand that I was always his."
"Did you think it through? That if you had talked to him you would have destroyed him totally?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know as well as I do that any talk you had with him would have resulted in him wanting to know why. What were you going to tell him? Sorry baby, but you just weren't any good in bed? That would have been a direct attack on his manhood. Side step it with the ever popular it was only sex with them; you are the only one I love? That would have had him asking why you needed sex from someone else instead of him. Doesn't matter how you would have answered his questions the only thing that would be on his mind is that he wasn't man enough to get the job done. And that would crush him. He is still thinking it, but over time he will convince himself there is nothing wrong with him, it had to be something wrong with you. Talking with you would have taken that option away from him."
"So what do I do now?"
"Get on with your life. Find a new man and start over."
She looked down into her coffee cup for several moments and then said:
"And go through this shit all over again? Don't think so. I'll need a man who could put up with the slut I've become. After multiple partner sex I doubt very much I could go back to being a one man woman. No; any man of mine would have to go into it knowing I would be seeing and doing others and a man like that would be very, very hard to find."
"Not really. Try looking across the table."
"You?"
I just smiled back at her.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It wasn't easy and it took some time, but she did eventually move in with me. I kept her busy. I made sure she had a night or two out a week. I had a circle of friends who loved gangbanging her and I had a half dozen of extremely good customers that I set her up with. I even sent her off for a week with Evan, the boy whose cherry she took on his eighteenth birthday.
In keeping with the farce that I didn't know where Dave was she had to wait a year before she could get a divorce for abandonment. I did talk to Dave once a week or so. He was doing well and was even being considered for a promotion. I told him I'd seen Candy around and had offered her a shoulder to cry on and that I was thinking of asking her out.
He warned me not to get too close to her and told me she couldn't be trusted. I asked why he would say that and then he told me why he'd left her. I told him that wouldn't bother me.
"You didn't know, but my late wife and I were swingers. Maybe Candy could be her replacement."
"Good luck with that" he said sarcastically.
It was a lie. I'd never been married, but only because I'd never found a woman like Candy.
Eventually I let him know I was keeping company with Candy and that I was seriously thinking of asking her to marry me.
"Unless you can find it in your heart to forgive her and take her back. She'd run to you if you would do that."
"No thanks; that ship has sailed."
"You haven't filed for divorce and that has given her hope."
"Why should I pay good money to get rid of something I don't want anyway?"
"You going to be pissed at me if I pay for it? I'm dead serious here Dave. I will marry her if she will have me."
"No. If she is what you want in a woman go for it."
Was she what I wanted in a woman? Hell yes she was! Enough so that I was a total rat-bastard where she and Dave were concerned. Dave found out about her because I set it up. I set up the gangbang with my cousin and his buddies and told him to make sure and leave the shades up. Then I left a note under the wipers on Dave's car telling him what was going on and where. His getting a PI was icing on the cake. I thought he would just go over to the place, look in the window and then it would go from there.
After the company Christmas party Candy was gangbanged by six of my best customers and when they had all left I took a knee and proposed. She giggled and said:
"Yes, but only if you get over her and take your sloppy tenths or fourteenth's or whatever's."
The next time I talked to Dave I let him know I was going to marry Candy sometime after the first of the year and he wished me luck and said:
"I sure hope you know what you're doing."
I was absolutely sure that I did.
My life-style wasn't something others might care for, but it works for me and my wife.
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I was sitting at the kitchen table staring at the magnets stuck to the refrigerator door. Looking at them, but not really seeing them. My mind in turmoil as I contemplated what had just been laid on me.
Me? I'm Robert Devins. Bob to my dad (Robert if he is pissed at me over something) and Bobby to my stepmom. Pauline (my ex-girlfriend) called me Rob or sometimes Robbie. Nancy, my current girlfriend, at various times had called me all of the above. I'm twenty-one and a senior at Eastern Michigan University and one term away from a degree in Civil Engineering.
I work part time at my Uncle Bill's civil engineering firm and I'm expected to go to work for him full time when I graduate. Something the upsets my father no end. He has always wanted me to join him in his business doing internet security and selling and repairing computers. The problem is that I hate computers. Maybe not hate, but I sure don't like the damned things so no way could I see making a career out of working on them. I could never get my dad to understand that.
I can work with them if I have to and it is pretty much a given as a civil engineer that I'll be using CAD programs. I just have not been able to convince dad that working with them is not even close to the same as working on them.
I need to get into the family dynamic that brought me here. My mother died in an automobile accident when I was ten. Shortly after I turned seventeen my dad married Vanessa. The story I got was he met her when he made a service call to one of his customers. I could certainly understand the attraction because even as a seventeen year old I could recognize a walking wet dream when I saw one.
What really blew my mind was that Vanessa was only six years older than me. We seemed to get along okay, but I couldn't help thinking that something was just a little 'off.' I put it down to living in a house without a woman's presence for seven years. It was kind of weird in a way seeing my dad behaving with Nessa (as she liked to be called) the same way I was behaving with Pauline.
Of course dad was having sex with Nessa and I hadn't reached that point with Pauline. I'd come close, but Pauline said it was too soon. I had high hopes it would be my birthday present when I reached my eighteenth birthday which was the day before senior prom. And if not on my birthday there was always that old saw about girls giving it up on prom night and that�s just what happened.
She gave me a gift certificate to Old Navy for my birthday and her virginity (and took mine) the night of our senior prom. Later I found out it was a family tradition. Her mother, two of her aunts and both of her older sisters had given up their 'pearl of great price' on prom night.
I was happier than I pig in a very large mud puddle, but the end of summer was going to be very bad for me. I was staying home and going to EMU, but Pauline was going back east to school. We made each other promises that we would be together forever and when she came home with her degree we would get married. It wouldn't be all bad she told me. We would have the holiday breaks, spring break, and an occasional weekend and of course summer vacation. The big thing is that we loved each other and that would carry us through the hard times. When she came home for the holiday break we picked up right back from where we left off and had a great time.
Right up until the day before the day she had to leave to go back.
We were sitting in Harry's Shake Shack after seeing a movie when she said:
"You know I love you, right?"
Even as young as I was I knew those words were nearly always followed by something the hearer wasn't going to like and that was the case then also. She had decided that she needed a social life and had decided she was going to date other guys while she was away. I protested and pointed out she could have a social life without dating. I pointed out I had a social life without dating.
"Me and the guys find lots of things to do when we are not in school or working."
"I don't want to do things with a bunch of girls. I've made up my mind and I'm going to date. I'll still come home to you on all the school breaks. You are my man baby and you always will be."
I could see she had dug in her heels and my attacking the idea wasn't going to do any good so I dropped it. I knew it wasn't going to end well and it didn't. She didn't come home for spring break and I heard she went to Panama City with some guy and they shared a room together the entire time they were there. It was confirmed by three separate sources. I guess it didn't occur to Pauline that college students from Michigan also would go to Panama City on spring break.
Once I knew what she had done I decided it was time for me to start dating also. When Pauline did come home for the summer she found me in a somewhat steady relationship with Nancy Wilde. When she called me to let me know she was home and wanted to know what we would be doing that night I told her that I had no idea what she would be doing, but I had a date with Nancy. Before she could say anything I said:
"Got to go. She'll be here in half an hour and I need to get ready. Thanks for calling" and I hung up the phone.
Of course that wasn't the end of things. The next day she showed up at my part time job just as my lunch break started. I'd brought a bagged lunch and was sitting in the break room eating when she came in and sat down with me. She was in attack mode and she went right at it.
"Where do you get off hanging up on me and what's this bullshit about you dating someone else when I'm home?"
I laughed and told her I'd answer her second question first. I told her that since she had decided to date others I decided that if she could also and since I'd no idea when you would be home I'd made a date. Then I said:
"The answer to your first question is that I didn't want to talk to you and, in fact, I don't want anything to do with you anymore."
That wound her up and she demanded an explanation. I told her I didn't have the time for it as I needed to get back to work. I told her I'd give her fifteen minutes at Harry's Shake Shack when I got off work. I told her I'd be there at 5:10 and if she was there when I got there she would get her fifteen minutes, but if she wasn't there I wouldn't wait around for her.
She was waiting when I got there and I joined her in the booth. Lynn came over to take my order and I ordered a strawberry shake. A soon as she walked away Pauline said:
"Okay; so what's with the attitude?"
"Attitude? What attitude?"
"The way you are behaving toward me."
"I didn't realize it was an attitude. I thought I was just letting you know that I've moved on and you are no longer in my life and to shorten this meeting I'll lay it out for you. When Christmas break was over the day before you went back to school you flat out told me you were going to date once you got back whether I liked it or not. You did promise me you would come home to me on all school breaks.
"But you didn't. Spring break came and it did not see you here with me. You took the time you promised me and went to Panama City with some guy named Gary and spent the time you were supposed to be here with me shacked up in a motel with him. That put an end to our relationship. Don't bother trying to tell me you didn't do it because several students from here who were our high school classmates also went to Panama City for spring break and they saw what they saw and clued me in as soon as soon as they came back. We are done Pauline and you have no one to blame but yourself."
"That�s not fair Rob. What I do away at school shouldn't bother you. I'm young and I need to experience life before I settle down to be a wife and mother. Besides, you are free to experience things when I'm gone. It is when we are home together that counts."
"Were we home together during spring break? I was against it when you said you were going to date when you went back to school, but you promised me � promised � you would come home and be with me on all school breaks. Not just some of them. But all of them. Spring break is a school break Pauline. Were you here with me or were you shacked up with some guy in a motel in Panama City?
"You've had your fifteen minutes Pauline. Have a nice life' I said and started to get up.
"Hang on there Rob. You said you would give me fifteen minutes, but so far you have been the only one talking. I want my fifteen."
"I didn't say I would give you fifteen minutes to talk. What I said was that I would give you fifteen minutes of my time. You've had them. Bye" and I got up and left her sitting there.
I had a date with Nancy that night and I wasn't at all surprised when she told me she'd heard that Pauline was back in town and that I'd been seen with her at Harry's.
"Am I going to need to get in a hair pulling contest with her?"
"What?"
"Am I going to have to fight with her over you?"
"Not hardly. She's history as far as I'm concerned."
"But are the two of you history as far as she is concerned?
"Doesn't matter sweets; it takes two to tango and I've put her behind me.'
"Speaking of tangoling; my parents are gone for three days and my bed is just the right size for tangoing. Interested?"
I was.
Dad was out of town so I called Nessa and let her know I wouldn't be home and not to worry. She laughed and said "Use a condom Bobby' and hung up. She knew me better than I would have liked. She's said the same thing to me when Pauline and I had first started making love. I guess there was something about me that Nessa could see that told her I was enjoying sex with Pauline because it had it had never been mentioned between us.
I wondered if she made her lovers wear one. Oh yeah. My dad travels a lot and maybe two or so years after he and Nessa got married I noticed that every time dad went on a trip Nessa would go out on the nights he wasn't home and sometimes she never came home before I left for school in the morning. I didn't think anything of it. I just put it down to her needing to spend time with adults instead of a teenaged kid.
I was right. She was spending time with adults. Male adults. I discovered it by accident. I didn't have a car at the time and my buddy Herb, who did have a car, would pick me up in the morning and give me a ride to school. I just happened to be looking out the side window as we passed the Motel 6 on Babbcock and I saw Nessa come out of one of the rooms with a man. Two and two equal four right? Man and married woman not his wife coming out of a motel room at seven in the morning equals married woman cheating on her husband right?
I never said anything to her about it, but from then on I knew what Nessa was doing every time she left the house when dad was on a trip. I never told dad either. He was happier than a pig in a mud puddle with Nessa and I remembered how he was when mom died and I didn't ever want to see him like that again and I'd no doubt that losing Nessa would near kill him. Fuzzy thinking maybe, but then what would you expect from a teenager.
Plus there was the fact that I liked having her around. I believe I already mentioned she was a walking wet dream. And I do admit she was responsible for fueling many of my self-help ejaculations. What I didn't know until later was that Nessa had seen me looking her way when she came out of the motel room that morning.
I didn't connect the two at the time, but Nessa began to be a little 'looser' in her manner of dress around the house when dad was gone. No bra and a tight top with her nipples pushing at the fabric as though they were trying to push their way out to freedom. Short skirts and no panties and I could tell no panties when she bent over to pick something up. One morning I was in the kitchen eating my cereal when she came in wearing a tee-shirt that didn't fully cover her ass as she moved around the kitchen doing things. Things that caused the tee to rise up and completely uncover her ass.
Once she dressed to go out that night in a mini-dress and heels. Just before she left she did a slow turn in front of me and then asked me how she looked. I told her she looked nice and she said:
"That�s it? I look nice? I was hoping for something more along the lines of that I looked good enough to eat" and then she turned and left following which I had to engage in more of that self-help I mentioned earlier. I swear I must have pumped out five gallons over that woman and Nancy also got some benefit out of it.
I had no idea that she was teasing me, trying to lead me into making a move. She finally got tired of waiting on me and decided to push things.
I came home from work one evening while dad was on a trip and when I walked into the house I found Nessa naked and on her knees sucking the cock of a man sitting on the sofa in front of her. There was no panic on their part, no jumping up and trying to cover herself while trying to hustle the man out of the house. No, none of that. She just took her mouth off of him long enough to say:
"You're home early." She patted the cushion next to the man and said "Have a seat and you can be next."
I flew into a rage screaming obscenities at her and told the man to get out of the house or I'd kill him. Well I guess that is what I should have done, but I didn't. What I did was take my already thickening cock and then go over to the couch, sit down and wait my turn. I may not be a dutiful son, but I have mentioned she walking wet dream right?
I slowly stroked myself as I watched Nessa work on the guy sitting next to me and when I saw her throat moving I knew she'd gotten him off and was swallowing. That would certainly be a new experience for me as neither Pauline nor Nancy would swallow.
Nessa pulled her mouth off the man and told him he needed to leave as she had some damage control to do. He stood up, zipped up and headed for the door. He wasn't even halfway to the door when Nessa had me in her mouth. I'd had blowjobs before and I considered Pauline and Nancy both to be quite good, but Nessa made them look like beginners. She got me to the point of discharge and since the other guy hadn't announced he was cumming I didn't either. When I let loose Nessa stayed with it until I was limp and then she licked me clean, stood up, took my hand and said:
"We need to take this to the bedroom."
Once there she took off what few clothes she had on and I stood there spellbound at the sight before me until she got my attention by saying:
"I really, really don't want to be the only naked person in the room."
I think that might have been the fastest I'd ever gotten naked in my life up to that point. Nessa got on the bed, spread her legs wide and said:
"Do I look good enough to eat now?"
I just smiled and said "Hell yes."
"Then why don't you get over here and do it?"
It was nothing new to me. Both Pauline and Nancy loved to have their muffins munched on so I bent to the task and was pleased that I was able to give Nessa an orgasm with my mouth and fingers. By the time I got her off I was hard again and I moved up and slid my hardness into the place where I had been dinning.
Her legs came up and clamped my body and her arms pulled me down for a kiss. She broke the kiss and said:
"Hard baby; fuck me hard, fuck mommy hard."
I picked up the pace and did what she asked.
"That�s it baby, fuck mommy, oh yes pound mommy, pound mommy hard."
She was my stepmom, not my real mom, but for some reason it seemed to turn her on to call herself mommy while she fucked me. Oh yeah, she was definitely fucking me as I was fucking her. She was shoving herself up at me, her nails dug in my ass as she tried to pull me in deeper while all the while urging me to "Fuck mommy."
It wasn't a quickie fuck since she had already gotten me off with her mouth. It seemed like hours that I pounded her, but in reality it was only eight or ten minutes before I got off. Along the way she got off at least three times. When I got mine I started to pull out and her hands grabbed my shoulders and she moaned:
"Leave it in mommy. Don't take it out.
I stayed in her until I was completely soft and then I slowly pulled out and fell to the bed next to her. She rolled up on an elbow and asked:
"Did you like fucking mommy?"
There was only one answer to that and it was "I loved it. I feel guilty doing it to dad, but I loved it."
Her hand reached for my cock and she asked "Want to do it again?"
"Silly question. Of course I want to do it again, but it will be a bit before I can."
"Mommy can speed things up" and she moved down and took me in her mouth. She did indeed speed things up and the second time was just as great as the first, but the guilt I felt for stabbing my dad in the back was greater too. But guilt didn't seem to matter as I heard "Fuck mommy baby, fuck mommy" as I pounded into her. When I finally did pull out of her and fall to the bed next to her she said:
"Mommy could get used to this. How about you? Would you like to keep fucking mommy?"
I didn't answer and after a bit she asked "What's wrong baby?"
"It doesn't feel right. I loved it, but it's wrong. It's just wrong."
"You aren't stabbing him in the back baby. He knows."
That alarmed me! "How? He isn't here and you haven't talked with him on the phone since I walked in on you and that man."
"Relax baby; I don't mean he knows about you in particular, but he knows about what I do when he is gone."
"He does?"
"He knew I was a borderline nymphomaniac when he married me. I said no when he first proposed and I told him why. I told him about my constant need for sex, but he wanted to marry me anyway, but I still said no. I told him I loved him too much to saddle him with me. I told him there was no way I could stay faithful to him. He still kept after me and I kept saying no until he offered me a compromise.
"Basically he agreed that I could play when he was on his trips servicing customers. I didn't think he could do it. I mean letting me play while married? But he said he could as long as I didn't screw the same guy all the time and maybe becoming emotionally involved so I gave him a chance.
"You never knew that we weren't really married when I moved in. We didn't actually get married until after we lived together for eight months and I saw he could handle me playing while he was gone. That brings me to you. Haven't you wondered why I was getting more and more obvious in letting you see me in various stages of being undressed?"
"No. I just thought it was accidental."
"Well it wasn't. I was trying to temp you into making a move on me."
"Why? Why would you do something like that?"
"I knew you saw me come out of that motel room with Mike. It triggered something in my mind. I got to thinking if I could snare you I could do all my playing at home and not have to go out looking for a playmate. So I started out trying to get you to make a move on me, but you never did so I decided to push things. You were meant to walk in on George and me and then I would lead you to where we are now. How about it sweetie? Want to become mommy's go to guy whenever your father goes on a trip? He will never know. He never asks me for names. In fact he never wants to know what I do when he is gone. I do it, but he doesn't want any of the details."
"What does being your go to guy entail?"
"Letting mommy fuck your brains out whenever daddy is away."
"Do I get any when daddy is home?"




"No sweetie; when daddy is home I'm all his."
Knowing that dad, on average, was gone overnight at least four times a month the deal sounded too good to be true.
"It sounds good, but I'm just afraid he will come home and catch us."
"No worries there sweetie. He always calls and lets me know when he will be home. He doesn't want to walk in on me. He's adamant that he never knows who I play with."
I smiled and said "You have a new go to guy."
"Well mommy I ready for another romp, but I see you need a little help" and she went down on me. It took her a bit, but she got me up and then said:
"Mommy wants you to butt fuck her this time."
I didn't know how to do it that way. Neither Pauline nor Nancy ever wanted anal and I was so happy that I was getting pussy that I never pushed for ass fucking. Not wanting to screw up a good thing by doing something wrong I decided it would be in my best interest to be up front about it.
"I don't know how. I've never done it that way."
She laughed and said "Goodie; I get to take your virginity. Be right back" and she got up and left the room. A couple of minutes later she was back with a tube of KY and she handed it to me and then she instructed me on how she wanted it done. It was a tutorial on the fine art of pooper fucking.
I liked it. No; that's not true, I loved it. I loved the tight fit and the way it seemed to squeeze me. The feeling that I was deeper than I could get in her pussy. Most of all I loved the way the way she squealed out "Fuck mommy, fuck my as, fuck mommy's ass." When it was over she said:
"We've got to do more of this. A lot more of this."
And that brings me back to staring at the refrigerator magnets. I had to decide on whether it was fair to string along Nancy while I was fucking Vanessa. There could be weeks between dad's trips and Nessa had let me know that when dad was home she was his and his alone. Could I go weeks without pussy? The better question was did I want to go weeks without pussy? The obvious answer was not only no, but hell no. And it wasn't just the pussy. I needed a life away from Nessa. I was one day going to want a family of my own and Nessa was spoken for. I didn't yet know if Nancy would end up my life partner, but I wasn't ready to give her up yet.
For the next six months every time dad was out of own Nessa tried to fuck my brains out and when dad was home I dated. Mostly Nancy, but then she met this guy she wanted to get to know better so I turned her loose and we remained friends. I dated off and on, but never found a girl I wanted to get into a relationship with. I got laid enough that my pipes stayed clear and I managed to stay on a friendly basis with most of the girls I did play with. There were even two that called me from time to time when they were horny.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Graduation came and I went to work for my Uncle Bill. Full time work meant that I saw less of Nessa. As a student my schedule sometimes allowed me to spend days along with the nights I could spend with Nessa, but as a full time worker all I was able to get were the nights an some weekends, but I wanted more, much, much more and couldn't get it. Still, I longed for those nights when I would hear:
"Fuck mommy baby; fuck mommy, fuck mommy's ass."
I'll never forget the day. It was a Tuesday, June 9th and dad had just left for three days to rework a customer's security system and I was eagerly looking forward to spending at least the next two nights in Vanessa's bed. We had just finished dinner when Nessa said:
"I'm pregnant."
"Dad must be overjoyed."
"He doesn't know yet. I thought the father of the child should be the first to know."
"You can't mean that�"
"Oh but I do. It could be your father's, but it isn't likely. He has had problems lately getting erections and he has been taking Viagra. We haven't been making love all that often and he hasn't cum in me more than a couple of times and even then it sort of just dribbles out instead of shooting in me."
"So what are we going to do?"
"Nothing. Your father will accept the child as his. He still thinks I go out when he is gone. If he ever has any doubts he will assume it was one of my random hookups and the condom broke."
"So why did you even tell me this? Why not keep me in the dark the same as you have been keeping dad in the dark all these years?"
"Because I want you involved in the life of your child. As far as your father is concerned you will be the big brother. With the age difference between you and the baby it isn't likely you would spend any time with it, but if you know the truth you will be more likely to spend time with the child."
"But wouldn't dad wonder?"
"Why should he? I'm not talking about you hovering over the baby. Just whenever you are here that you play with it. Be in its life. When it is older take it places and do things with it."
"I guess we should have used condoms."
"I don't like the feel of them. Besides, you can't usually get pregnant if you use them."
"You deliberately wanted me to get you pregnant?"
"Your father and I wanted a baby. Until we decided to do it I was on birth control and backed it up with a diaphragm so no condoms were needed. It was just the luck of the draw that it was you who got the job done. The important thing is that your dad will think it is his. There is a chance, a very slim chance, that he is really the father. All this talk is making me horny. I think we should go to bed. We did and she wrung me out to dry. She managed to get one more out of me in the morning and it was going to have to last me for a while because dad was due home that night.
When I got home from work the next day I could tell Nessa had given dad the news because he was more chipper than I'd seen him in a while.
It was two days later before he told me I was going to be a brother. I congratulated him and then I filled him in on how my search for an apartment was going and he asked me to stop looking.
"I'd like you to be here to handle any problems Vanessa might have if I'm away on a call."
"I'm twenty-one going on twenty-two dad. I need to start having a life of my own. I need a place where I can take lady friends if you catch my drift."
"It will only be seven months or so. Surely you can wait that long."
"Seven months of taking my ladies to a motel will eat up all of the money I've saved up for an apartment."
"You stay here until after the baby is born and I'll pay for the first year of your apartment."
I let myself get talked into staying.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
A pregnant Nessa was a force to be reckoned with. The pregnancy did something to scramble her hormones and she was constantly horny. My dad was starting to look haggard and from the sounds I heard from the bedroom I knew why. Nessa was fucking the poor man to death.
I knew what he was going through because I was going through it too, but I was only going through it a night or two here and there while he was gone on overnight service calls. Dad had to go through it every night he was home.'
Then disaster struck.
Nessa was in her eighth month of pregnancy, dad was away on a two day service call and I was making love to her for what she said would be the last time until her doctor cleared her to have sex again after the birth of the baby.
I was pounding her ass and listening to her "Fuck mommy, fuck mommy's ass" when the phone rang. She ignored it, let the call go to voicemail and kept exhorting me to "Fuck mommy hard baby; fuck mommy's ass."
We finished and I fell to the bed next to her and she said "God, but I am going to miss this. I don't know how I'm going to handle going two or three months, but the doctor said no more once I hit eight months. Hopefully I can get two more out of you tonight."
She actually got three. Two in her pussy and one in her ass and then as usual when dad wasn't home we fell asleep together. She got one more out of me in the morning and as I got up to go shower and get ready to go to work Nessa remembered the phone call, walked over to the dresser and picked up her cellphone.
There was a call from a hospital in Sioux City, Iowa asking her to please contact them. She called the umber given, identified herself, listened for about a minute and the cried out "Oh God no!" Dropped the phone and fell to the floor sobbing.
It took me a bit to get her calmed down and tell me what was wrong. Dad had a heart attack while eating dinner with his customer and was dead by the time they got him to the hospital.
The next two weeks were a blur as Nessa and I tackled the many tasks required to get dad's body moved to a local funeral home and set up the funeral service. A wake was held at the house and two hours into it Nessa's water broke and she was rushed to the hospital where six hours later she gave birth to an eight pound baby boy. She named him James Love Dalton Junior after my father.
Things were a cool between Nessa and me after she came home from the hospital and after two months of it I started looking for an apartment and when Nessa asked me why I told her I felt like she didn't want me around so I felt it was time for me to move. She looked at me silently for maybe thirty seconds and the said:
"It isn't anything you did. It's just me. I can't seem to get over feeling guilty?"
"Guilty? Why?"
"I'm on your father's bed screwing while he is having a heart attack and dying."
"That's just plain silly."
"How is it silly?"
"Would you have felt guilty if you were out having dinner and drinks with your friends when it happened? How about you were sitting on your bed doing your toenails? Being at the store grocery shopping? How about maybe being in bed sound asleep? You have nothing to feel guilty about. You were doing what you were doing because he said he was on board with you doing it.
"If anyone should feel guilty it's me. I mean I'm the asshole right? I'm the one screwing my dad's wife behind his back. But I don't feel guilty over it and you know why? Oh I know I was in it for me when you first made your offer, but later I realized that in a way I was doing it for him. I kept you at home and not out cruising the bars looking for someone who just might tempt you into leaving him. I kept you from hooking up with some normal looking but crazy asshole who might have done God only knows to you. I kept you from catching some disease that you could have passed on to him. And yes, I know you were careful in your choices, but you and I both know shit happens.
"You pulled that man out of the pit of despair he fell into when my mother died. You were upfront with him when he first proposed and he accepted it. He was happier than a pig in shit with his life after you came into it even under the conditions you laid on him. You have nothing to feel guilty about.
"If anything accept dad's death as a gift from the Gods. Just imagine how it would have been if instead of dying while having dinner with a client he had died while here having dinner with you. How it would have been if he had died while making love to you. While driving the car on the way to take you out for dinner and dancing. Maybe on the dance floor while you were dancing. Regardless of what you were doing when he died you were spared having to see it.
"Just remember that dad would want you to be happy so stop feeling guilty and get on with your life. Now if you will excuse me I have an appointment to look at an apartment."
I got up and left and it was a wasted trip. I didn't like the apartment or the area it was in. I stopped on the way home and had a bite to eat and a few beers so it was a little after seven when I got home.
Little Jimmy was asleep in his crib and I didn't see Nessa anywhere so I assumed she was in the bathroom. I went into my room and it took me a moment to realize that something was wrong. Then I saw that the bed was stripped down to the mattress. Then I saw all my things were gone from the top of my dresser. A quick check of the dresser drawers and my closet showed they were empty. I walked out of my room to go looking for Vanessa only to find her standing right outside the door waiting.
"Where are all my things?"
"I've moved them"
"Where to and why?"
"I've moved them into the master bedroom and the why is simple. You are now the man of the house so you need to be in the master bedroom."
"You mea�"
"That�s exactly what I mean" she said as she started unbuttoning her blouse. "This afternoon the doctor cleared me to have sex again. Are you coming?"
I reached to unbuckle my belt as I started down the hall behind her. I went cautiously for the first one and then we managed to get one more in before little Jimmy started fussing and Nessa had to get up and feed him.
A little over an hour later she climbed back in bed with me. While she was gone I'd had some time to think and when she was back in bed with me I asked:
"Does this man of the house thing mean the same as it did for my father?"
"What do you mean?"
"Are you going to go out looking two or three nights a week?"
"Of course not! You are here and not off traveling."
"Maybe not right now, but in the future I might have to."
"After having your son I don't feel near as needy as I used to be."
"My son?"
"Yes! Jimmy is yours and don't bother wasting time arguing with me about it. A mother knows about these things."
I felt no need to argue with her. It could be. The timing was right and I was there and now had no plans on leaving.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
After five months of living with Vanessa as 'man of the house' I proposed, but she turned me down.
"It would be too much of a scandal. I'm pretty sure there are some raised eyebrows over the fact that we are living together in the house together, but it can be easily explained that this is the house you have live in all your life and you are just looking after your father's widow and your brother. But marriage would most certainly be scandalous and I shudder to think of how that might affect Jimmy as he grows up."
I saw her point and I accepted it.
Six months later we got the scandal anyway except it wasn't much of a scandal. As with her pregnancy with Jimmy a pregnant Vanessa was a force to be reckoned with. Yep, her birth control failed and according to the ultra-sound we had a daughter on the way. I proposed again and his time I wouldn't let her put me off. My daughter was not going to born illegitimate which is what she would be considered if Vanessa was unmarried when she was born.
It came as no surprise to me that when Nessa and I married the most of what we heard was "It's about time you two did this" and "What took you so long?"
It didn't surprise me because I knew the people I grew up with and grew up around. Even Vanessa's mother said;
"I wondered if you were ever get your head out of your ass and do it."
Our pretense of living together but separate hadn't fooled anyone.
Mellissa Ann Dalton came into the world at seven pounds and she owned me from the minute her little hand had grabbed one of my fingers and looked up at me smiling.
Nessa decided that two were enough and with my approval had her tube tied.
The birth of her second child changed Nessa's hormones or something because once the doctor cleared her she was no longer the sex machine she had been. Three or sometimes four times a week were enough for her although some of those night ran a bit long. One thing did not change though and I heard plenty of:
"Fuck me baby, fuck mommy harder" and "Fuck Mommy, fuck my ass, like that, oh yes, fuck my ass, fuck mommy's ass."
I hoped I'd be hearing it for the rest of my life.



            Blackmail with Consequences

            What happened when Bob found out.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/blackmail-with-consequences

Title: Blackmail with Consequences

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: What happened when Bob found out.

Tags: 




I apologize for wasting your time if you have already read this story. I found it on the hard drive and it didn't have a title attached to it. According to the date it is something I did recently, but I can't remember if I posted it or not. Many of my readers have indicated that they don't think I know what I'm doing. I guess this proves they might be onto something.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
With my eye on the computer monitor and my hands caressing the 9mm Beretta 92F I was making plans. Plans to make two people disappear. The two people? My wife and my boss and with any luck I would get his job when he was gone. On the screen my wife was on her back on his desk, legs spread wide to accommodate Byron Gilman.
Tanya and I had been married almost ten years and I'd thought they were damned good years. I guess Tanya didn't feel the same. I found out what she had been doing when someone left a note under my windshield wipers that said:
"Do you know what your wife and your boss are up to?"
Actually I knew who it was that placed the note. She either forgot or didn't know that the parking lot was covered by closed circuit cameras. The morning after I got the note when I got to work I checked the feed from the previous day and saw it was the boss's wife who had left the note. Obviously she knew something so the next morning I called into work and told them I'd be an hour or so late.
At six forty-five I was parked down the street from the boss's house. At seven-fifteen he left the house for work. I gave it ten minutes in case he had to return for something and then I went up on the front porch and rang the bell. The ring was answered by Carol Gilman. We knew each other from several company Christmas parties, company picnics and cocktail parties. Needless to say she was surprised to see me at her door at seven-thirty in the morning.
"Bob? What are you doing here? Brad has already left for work."
"I'm not here to see Brad; I'm here to see you."
"Me? Whatever for?"
"To ask you about the note you left under my wipers the other day."
I could see she was getting ready to deny it so I said "Didn't you know the parking lot was covered by cameras?"
I could see a change come over her and she said "You might as well come in." She stepped aside and I went into the house. She led me into the kitchen, told me to have a seat at the table and then offered me a cup of coffee which I accepted. She poured me a cup and set it down in front of me, put some cream and sugar on the table and as I fixed my coffee the way I liked it she sat down opposite me. I took a sip and then asked:
"So what's the story?"
"Several things added together made me believe Brad was being unfaithful to me so I put a private investigator on him to find out for sure. What he found out is that Brad and your wife are having an affair. Best the investigator could determine it has been going on for about two months now."
"When and how? I can account for all of her time."
"Long lunches spent at the Days Inn and in his office at work."
"What kind of prof do you have?"
"Video of him doing her on his desk. Pictures of them going into motel rooms."
"Why the note under my wipers? All you had to do was go for a divorce and her name would have come out."
She looked at me silently for before saying "You have a reputation as a hot head. I hoped you would go after him; maybe even kill the bastard."
"You didn't care if I might end up in prison?"
"To be honest I never even thought about that. I was so enraged at finding out what he was doing that all I could think about was hurting him as much as possible. I just couldn't believe he could do that to me after all I've done for him."
"Well I'm sorry, but my hot head days are behind me. I spent months in anger management classes after my last incident. May I have copies of what you have?"
There were several seconds of silence and then she said "What if I were to give you a hundred thousand to kill him?"
"You're kidding right?"
"Fifty up front and fifty when the deed is done."
"Seriously?"
"Serious as death."
"I'll admit it is a tempting offer, but I'm not sure I could actually do something like that."
"A hundred thousand and Brad's job when he is gone."
"Brad's job? How can you offer me that?"
"That's one of the things I did for Brad. My family trust owns the business, but Brad wanted it kept secret. He didn't want people to get the idea he only got the job because my family owned the place."
"Would it be true?"
"Of course it was. He was able to do the job; he just got to it a lot sooner than someone else would have been able to. How about it? Want the money and the job?"
"As I said, it is very tempting, but I don't know that I could do something like that."
"How about the job, the money and me?"
"I beg your pardon?"
"You heard me right."
Talk about incentive. Carol was the hottest looking woman I'd ever seen. While my wife was a ten on the ten scale Carol was a solid fourteen. But, and there is always a but, right? I couldn't take her up on her offer.
"That is a great offer Carol, but I'm afraid I can't take you up on it. If I were to do that it would make me no better than Tanya."
"Not before Bob. After."
"After?"
"After you get rid of Brad and divorce Tanya."
I told her I would think on her offer and get back to her. Of course I'd already decided not to do it, but I wanted to stay on her good side until she gave me what her PI had gotten for her. With the information in hand I told her I would be in touch and I headed into work.
I didn't get much done at work. My thoughts were on the information sitting on the front seat of my truck. I saw Brad twice during the day, but only in passing. I wasn't sure of what might have happened if he had wanted to talk to me about something.
I suppose I should give a little background here. My name is Robert Davenport. Known to my friends as Bob and to my wife Tanya as Bobby. I'm just an average guy in most respects. I'm five foot eleven and one hundred and eighty pounds. It is mostly muscle from years of working construction and working out at the gym. If there is anything about me that is not average it is my temper.
As Carol mentioned I was a bit of a hot head. I came about it honestly. As a kid I was smaller than most and as a result I got picked on a lot by bullies. Then one summer I went through a growth spurt and I made myself a promise I wasn't going to allow myself to be pushed around anymore.
My first day back in school following summer vacation one of my tormentors decided to pick up where he left off when school ended for the summer vacation. He was surprised when I tore into him. Typical teenaged fight. We both had bloody noses when we were pulled apart, but from that day forward I didn't take shit from anybody. You got in my face and I was on you like white on rice. I had my ass handed to me more than once, but it didn't slow me down. Messing with me meant combat and the word went out that I had a hair trigger so watch out.
It stayed with me all the way through high school and college and it wasn't until I went to work at the Mega Corporation that someone had a talk with me about it. Ironically it was Carol's husband who talked me into taking anger management classes.
What brought it on was what happened at a company Christmas party. One of the guys in Shipping and Receiving got a snoot full and started bothering my wife. I finally got tired of it and grabbed his shirt and slammed him into the wall. Brad and my supervisor pulled me off the guy and suggested that it would be best if I left.
On the way home I got a ration of shit from my Tanya for creating a scene and embarrassing her in front of her coworkers. Anyway, I shut her up by saying:
"You sound like you wanted the attentions of that jerk. Maybe even wanted to leave the party with him."
Of course what that got me was an ice cold house for the next week or so.
It wasn't the first time I'd gone after one of her coworkers for hitting on Tanya, I guess it was just one time too many. The next work day Brad called me into his office and had a long talk the outcome being I stared attending anger management classes.
I met Tanya when I started working at Mega Corporation. It might not have been love at first sight, but it sure as hell was lust at first sight. The woman was a walking wet dream. Why she took up with me I've never understood. A woman like her should have been on the arm of someone rich or famous and not with an average guy like me. It was definitely a whirlwind romance and we were married three months after our first meeting.
When we met we were both working in the same section, but once we were married the powers that be decided it wouldn't do for us to be together at work and she was transferred to another section.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My stance of not doing what Carol wanted slowly changed as I watched the videos that Carol had given me. One of the thoughts I had that day was that Brad and Tanya both knew how I got when another guy messed with her and neither one seemed to care about what might happen if I caught on to what they were doing.
The videos were just so much bad porn except for the fact that Tanya did something for him that she never did for me. She let Brad cum in her mouth and she swallowed! She never ever allowed me to cum in her mouth. She did refuse him when he wanted her back door so at least that was one thing he didn't get that I didn't get either.
No, the visual alone wouldn't have made me alter my stance on buying into what Carol wanted, but the video came with audio and hearing Brad and Tanya talk during their fuck sessions is what had me caressing the 92F. I listened as Tanya said I was worthless in bed. I listened as she said I'd never given her an orgasm and she'd had to fake them. I listened as she said she'd never knew what an orgasm was like until she had been with him.
I listened as she constantly put me down and praised Brad. I listened to him disparaged the way I did my job and said the only reason he hadn't fired me was as a favor to her. I listened as she said the only reason she hadn't left me was that I brought home a decent sized paycheck. I listened as she told him that if he would dump his wife she would dump me and they could be together full time.
By the time I'd watched and listened to the third video I was plotting how to make what Carol wanted happen. He problem was that every plan I came up with had a better than average chance of putting me in prison and on death row. Plan after plan had holes in them. I finally decided to just go ahead and disappear the both of them. With both of them gone at the same time it would look as if they ran away together. It would work as long as I could make sure the bodies were never found and I knew just how to do that. No bodies and neither Carol nor I pushing the authorities to find something and things should die down and it would turn into a cold case.
I was putting the finishing touches to my plan when everything suddenly changed. It was a Saturday night and Tanya and I had just finished eating dinner when she asked:
"Do you still have your concealed carry permit?"
"I do. What brings that up?"
She looked down at the table, seemed to gather herself together and then said "You are going to hate me and I guess you will divorce me, but Brad Gilman is making plans to get rid of you."
"To get rid of me? And you know this how?"
Then she told me the story.
She had been outside Brad's office going over some paperwork with Brad's secretary and she overheard Brad talking to Pete Marks and they were discussing Jake Parker's retirement.
"I heard Brad say he was going to promote John Balsam into Jake's position. Hearing that upset me because I knew you were supposed to get the promotion and that Jake was already working with you to make the transition move smooth. I cornered Brad in his office later that day and gave him a ration of shit on promoting an ass kisser like Balsam over you. I told him Balsam couldn't do the job and that all he would do was take credit for what others did. I was pissed and I let it all hang out and then I left his office.
"The next day he came up to me and asked me to have lunch with him. I was surprised because I thought I was going to get fired over my tirade in his office. He said he needed to talk to me and curiosity had me say yes. Over lunch he started out with some bullshit about how he liked how I was so passionate when it came to my sticking up for you and that his wife would have never done it for him.
"To make the story short after a half dozen lunches he made me an offer. If I would have sex with him a couple of times a week until Jake retired he would give you the promotion. I thought about it for about a week, decided that you would never know and it would guarantee you would get the promotion. So for almost a month now I've been screwing Brad.
"All I was doing was making sure that you got the promotion, but Brad has been reading more into it. Lately he has been talking about setting me up in an apartment as his full time mistress. At first I thought he was joking and I laughed it off. I told him I had a husband that I cared enough for that I was screwing Brad to make sure my husband didn't get shit on come promotion time so why would I want to become his full time mistress?
"He didn't pay any attention to what I said. He has it in his mind that we have some hot love affair going. Yesterday he said that divorces take too long so he has to find some way to get rid of you. When I asked what he meant by that he said he'd have to find some way to arrange for you to have a fatal accident. When he said that I knew I had to out myself to you and let you know what Brad is thinking. I thought it might be a good idea if you started carrying your gun."
She hesitated and then said "You are scaring me Bob. You are taking this way too calmly."
"That�s because I know all about you and Brad. I've known for a week now."
"How? I was so careful not to do anything that would let you find out."
"You might have been careful, but I guess Brad wasn't. He did something that made his wife suspicious and she put a private detective on him. She shared her information with me. I have audio and video of several of your sessions with Brad."
Her face paled at that and she said "Surely you don't believe that I meant any of that stuff you heard. I love you Bobby and I hope to hell that you know I do. All I was doing was feeding Brad's ego. You have to know I don't believe any of that about you. You have to baby; you just have to."
Just then my cell rang and I looked at the screen and saw it was Carol. "I have to take this" I said and took the call.
"What's up lady?"
"I just got the latest from my PI. Looks like my hubby and your wife are going to get rid of you. Rather violently it would seem."
"I know all about it. Tanya just clued me in. Hang on; I'm going to put the phone on speaker."
I pushed the necessary buttons and then said Tanya and I are on this end. She has a tale to tell. Go ahead and tell Carol what you just told me."
Tanya repeated to Carol what she'd told me and then Carol asked "What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to take you up on your offer. Parts of it anyway. I'll get with you later on it. How about Monday after work?"
"How about tomorrow? I think, given the circumstances, we need to get on it ASAP. Village Inn on Wolfenbarger at nine work for you?"
"I'll be there."
"See you then" and she disconnected.
As soon as the call ended Tanya asked "What kind of offer did she make you?"
"You don't need to know that."
"Bullshit Bobby. Until you get rid of me we are in this together."
"Until I get rid of you?"
"I expect you are going to divorce me now you know what I've done."
"Maybe, maybe not. Depends."
"Depends on what?"
"What happens next."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
He came in the front door and I came up behind him and put him in a choke hold. He struggled, but I was too strong for it to do him any good. Lack of air caused him to pass out and once he was out I dropped him on the floor. I zip tied his wrists and ankles and put a gag in his mouth. I dragged him out into the garage and put him in the trunk of Tanya's car and put two fifty pound bags of playground sand on top of him.
Two hours later I was home and pounding Tanya's pussy. Pounding Tanya's pussy? I wasn't going to divorce her? Nope. Cheaper to keep her and as a coconspirator it was better to keep her close.
I told Tanya about the offer Carol had made me and how at first I'd decided not to do it. Then I told her how my mind had changed after viewing the videos Carol gave me (omitting that Tanya was to disappear with Brad) and then (lying again) telling her how I'd talked myself out of doing it again. Then once she'd come to me with her story I decided that Brad had to go before he could move on me.
Tanya went with me to see Carol on Sunday morning. It surprised the hell out of Carol to see I brought Tanya with me. I brought Carol up to date and then the breakfast meeting became a planning session. It took two weeks to set it up and get all the pieces in place.
Monday Tanya went into work and asked Brad why he wanted to get rid of me. She asked why the two of them didn't just divorce their partners and then get married instead of his getting rid of me and setting her up as his mistress. Brad explained that he couldn't divorce Carol because of a prenuptial agreement that would leave him with nothing and might even cost him his job.
Then she asked him how he was going to get rid of me and he told her how he wanted to do it and told her he would need her help to make it happen. She asked him what she had to do and he told her. It was a simple plan. He would give her a drug to put in my dinner and when I passed out she would call him and he would come and get me. She asked him "What then" and he told her she was better off not knowing. Then they would wait a couple of months and he would set her up as his mistress. They decided to do it on Wednesday evening.
Wednesday evening Tanya called him and I was waiting.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Of course his disappearance would not go unnoticed and Carol covered that part of the plan. She was outside the building when Brad left that night and she went inside and up to his office and since she knew all of his business passwords and protocols she moved $!25,000.00 from a company account into an offshore bank account that she'd set up some time ago.
The story would be that Carol had caught him cheating (not with Tanya of course) and was going to call the police and accuse him of theft since he used company credit cards to pay for his motel and hotel bills when he was with his slut. He panicked, stole the n money and ran. The missing money triggered an audit and it was found that Brad had been siphoning of small amounts of money for years. That added addition credence to the embezzlement and running story.
I was promoted into Jake's job and a year later I was moved into Brad's old position. I refused the hundred grand that Carol had offered me, but I was given twenty percent more that Brad was making when I was given the job.
Tanya's outing herself to protect me and her participation in the "Plan" saved her from divorce, but she wasn't all that pleased with her penance when she was informed of it. It was made clear to her in our planning sessions that I fully intended to take Carol up on her initial offer which included our making love. Based on her admission that she'd had sex with Brad at least twice a week in the month she'd been doing it I estimated she'd had sex with him at least ten times I told her I intended to make love to Carol fifteen times and she could live with my decision or go the divorce route. Tanya decided to accept her punishment.



My first time with Carol showed me why Brad fucked around on her. Belying her hot and sexy look she was the worst piece of ass I'd ever had. She just laid there smiling up at me. When it was over she said:
"I hope it was as good for you as it was for me."
I lied and said it was great and couldn't wait until we could do it again."
I got with her two more times and it didn't get any better. After the third time I told her I was going to stop at three.
"I only did the three as a way to show Tanya just how pissed I was at what she did. Now I need to get to work on my marriage."
"I understand and good luck" she said.
I told Tanya the same story which seemed to brighten her day until I told her that in exchange for my not continuing with Carol she was going to have to give me two things. When she asked what two things I told her:
"From now on when you suck my cock you will let me cum in your mouth and you WILL swallow. If you could do it for Brad you can damned sure do it for me. The second thing is anal. I've always wanted to try it, but you have always refused. Now it is either your back door or you can pack your bags and leave by the front door.
She had no trouble with the swallow part, but she hated the anal. I liked it, but not enough to push for more if she couldn't get with it.
Things were a little rocky with us for a bit, but it smoothed out and were doing fine.
+++++++++++++
As a footnote every time I drive by the new high rise going up on Collin Avenue I wave at Brad.



            Bob, Mily and Marie

            What Bob found out.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bob-mily-and-marie

Title: Bob, Mily and Marie

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: What Bob found out.

Tags: 




"I, Robert Denton, being of sound mind and body, do declare this to be my last will and testament.
To my wife, Mildred Elise Denton, I bequeath nothing other than the title of Despicable Traitorous Whore to be borne by her for the rest of her, what I fervently pray, will be a rotten and horrible life.
To Marie Estelle Dalton I bequeath nothing other than the title of Ungrateful Bitch to be borne by her for the rest of her life.
I leave everything else I own to the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals in honor and loving memory of my only true and faithful friend Rusty, my Red Siberian Husky.
Signed on this day, June 9th in the year of our Lord 2016."
I signed it and my signature was notarized by Evie, one of the notaries employed by the bank where all of my accounts are held. I then made copies for the two aforementioned females and placed them in my briefcase. I'd mail them as soon as I had all my ducks in a row. I took the original and gave it to my attorney and kept a copy for my records at home.
Home being a condo near my business. Home used to be the house that Mildred and Marie still lived in. The house was mine and had been left to me by my parents before I even met Mildred. I considered selling it and putting Mildred and Marie on the street, but then reconsidered. It would no doubt push Mildred into going for a divorce and I didn't want that. At least not yet.
I wanted to wait at least another month before I wanted that to happen. When the divorce did happen Mildred would find out I no longer owned my business and that I'd been forced to sell because it was losing money and that the money I'd gotten from the sale had gone to pay creditors.
I was retained by the new ownership, a company in Denver owned by a corporation in Delaware, at a wage slightly less than what Mildred made working in real estate
It had taken me some time (and a few dollars) to make it all happen, but the money the company made was out of Mildred's reach and my making less than she did should keep me from having to pay her any alimony.
Of course Mildred didn't know divorce was in her future. She has probably guessed it by now, but she doesn't know for sure because I haven't served her with papers.
I suppose some background is in order here. I met Mildred Harris during my freshman year at State. She as a junior, but even though I was two years behind here I was a year older. I'd gone into the Army right out of high school.
I met Mildred in the student cafeteria when she accidently dumped her tray of food all over the front of me. She was apologetic and upset and she told me she would pay for the dry cleaning. She was a good-looking girl so I told her I would take care of the cleaning, but she would have to go out on a date with me in return. She said yes and that date started a relationship that ended in marriage six months after she graduated.
We hadn't planned on marriage until I graduated, but Mildred's birth control pills failed to do their job and with Marie on the way waiting for me to graduate wasn't going to work.
Things were tight financially for a while, but with Milly's job, my part time job after school and the money I still had from my parent's life insurance we got by. The fact that Milly had health insurance through her work also helped. Complications when Marie was born meant that she was going to be an only child.
By the time Marie was three I'd graduated and was doing well at my job, Milly was back to work and Milly's mom was watching Marie.
By the time Marie was ten Milly and I were living the American Dream. Four-bedroom house in a nice subdivision, two fairly new cars in the garage and a wide circle of friends who we socialized with.
It was shortly after Marie's tenth birthday that I went into business for myself. It started out slow, but picked up steam and by Marie's sixteenth birthday I was bringing home twice what I had made at my old job.
Even though I worked my ass off to make a go of my business I still found time to be there for all of the events in Marie's life. I never missed one of her piano recitals, basketball games or any of her other major events.
Milly and Marie were close. When I was working on weekends they went places and did things together. Once or twice during the week they even went out to shop or whatever.
In our wide circle of friends were a dozen or so classmates from our college days. One couple were Tom and Roxanne Miller. Tom was one of my close friends from my freshman year in college and he met Roxanne at the wedding reception Milly's parents threw for us. Roxanne was one of Milly's cousins. They met, hit it off and were married six months later.
As tight as we were with Tom and Roxy I'd noticed a cooling off between Milly and Roxy. I asked Milly about it and she told me that Roxy was pissed that Milly had forgotten Jason's (Tom and Roxy's son) birthday. I put it out of my mind. It was minor and I figured it would fade in time.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was at a Saturday BBQ at our place when my world came apart.
I was working the grill when Roxy came up to me and said:
"You're a nice guy Dave. Is that why you put up with Milly cheating on you?"
"What? Are you out of your mind? Milly would never do that to me!"
"I've seen it with my own eyes Dave. I saw her go into a hotel room with a man. A man who wasn't you."
"You can't be serious. Milly would never do that to me."
"If you say so" she said and then walked away.
As I stood there grilling hamburgers and hot dogs my mid was all over the place. Milly wouldn't do that to me. She wouldn't. I just knew she wouldn't.
But a seed had been planted.
I made it through the rest of the weekend with what Roxy told me rattling around in my mind. As sure as I was that Milly would never cheat on me the fact that Roxy had no doubt that she had bothered the hell out of me.
A couple of times I was going to bring it up to Milly, but decided not to. A "You don't trust me" or an "How could you possibly ever think that of me" would have turned our house into an icebox and only God could know how that would damage our marriage.
On Tuesday I finally broke down and gave Roxy a call and asked her to meet me when we got off work that evening. She agreed to meet me at the Landing Strip Lounge at five-thirty.
She was already there when I got there sitting in a booth in the back. I sat down opposite her and found that she had already ordered me a PBR. I took a drink and then said:
"I'm guessing you already know why I asked you to meet me."
"I�m pretty sure I know."
"I'm also guessing that you approached Milly before you dropped it on me."
"How on Earth do you know that?"
"I noticed things were a little cool between the two of you and I asked her about it. She said you were upset with her for forgetting Jason's birthday. Now I'm guessing the real reason is you talked with her about what you saw."
"I did. I asked her how she could do that to you and she said that you knew and didn't care. She told me you got a charge out of hearing her describing what she was doing."
"And you believed that?"
"Why wouldn't I? She was my cousin and I've known her all my life and I didn't know you hardly at all. But it bugged me and I finally told Tom. He told me that you were not that kind of guy and that I needed to let you know what I knew. It took me a while to get up the nerve and I finally decided to do it at the BBQ, but you blew it off so I backed off and didn't go into detail."
"Well I'm ready to hear those details now."
"It a Wednesday around noon. I was sitting at a window table at the Village Inn having lunch. The restaurant was next door to a Quality Inn and my window seat gave me a view of the Inn's parking lot. I just happened to glance out the window in time to see Milly get out of her car, kiss some guy who walked up to her. I watched them walk hand in hand into room 107.
"I had to get back to work so I wasn't able to stick around to see how long they were in there, but a rough guess would be about an hour. I'm guessing she was on her lunch hour, but for all I know she could have taken the afternoon off from work."
"Can you describe him?"
"No. All my attention was on Milly. Is Mr. Nice Guy going to go all caveman on me?"
"What?"
"Is my telling you what I saw going to cause you to go home and do great bodily harm to Milly?"
"Of course not. Before I go caveman on anybody, I've got to know what is going on. It isn't in me to hit a woman unless it's self-defense."
"What will you do?"
"Do what I can to find out what is going on. Once I know I can make plans, but right now it is pretty much a foregone conclusion that there is a divorce in my future."
"That kind of makes me sorry I opened my mouth to either of you."
"Why is that?"
"Because I like both of you and because I now carry the cause of your divorce on my shoulders."
"Don't think that for a minute sweetie; cheaters always get found out. If it wasn't you it would be someone else or something Milly said or did that would have triggered my suspicions."
She looked at her watch and said she had to be going. I thanked her for being my friend and watched her leave.
I got Cookie's attention and held up one finger and she brought me another PBR. I opened my briefcase, took out a pen and legal pad and started making a list of the things I needed to do. First was to take care of finances.
Next was looking into private detectives and then hit the internet to see what I could find that would help me to be a do-it-yourselfer. I'd have to do it at work because if I did it at home I might slip up and leave something behind that Milly (who was by no means computer illiterate) might find.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It is absolutely amazing what you can find on the internet these days. It took me eight days, but by the end of them I had the house wired (actually it was wireless) for audio and video. I had the living room, kitchen, our bedroom and the spare bedroom and even the garage covered. I even had a tap on the landline, but I didn't think I'd get much there since Milly was married to her smartphone.
They all transmitted to a receiver in the garage overhead. Of course I could only access it by ladder and then only if I was home alone, but the whole setup was a lot cheaper than a private detective.
I hit pay dirt two days after I put the system in and it damned near killed me. It was a Saturday and Milly and Marie had gone shopping. I put the ladder in place and climbed up to view what had been sent to the receiver.
It was from the kitchen. Milly and Marie were talking and I heard Marie say:
"When are we going to see daddy again?"
"I'll try for next week pumpkin. It all depends on Bob's schedule. Next week is the week he usually goes to check on the Chatham office and he is usually gone for a three-day trip."
"I don't see why we don't just leave here and go live with him."
"We've had this talk before Marie. Your dad just does not make enough to support a family at this time. At least not as well as we have it here."
"But you make good money and what with daddy makes that should be enough."
"Your dad is a proud man baby. I make almost three times what he makes. I know him and I know it would kill him not to be the main bread winner of the family. You aren't far from being eighteen and when that happens you can choose to go live with him if you want."
"I still don't understand why I can't spend some time with him when he comes to town."
"Because I never know ahead of time when he will be here and when he gets here you are usually in school."
They dropped the subject and talked about other things, but what I first heard hit me hard. My daughter thought she wasn't my daughter? And after sixteen years of my treating her like a princess she couldn't wait to leave me?
That hung in my mind for several minutes before what it meant kicked me in the gut. My wife had to have been cheating on me for our entire marriage and part of our courtship. It was Mildred's pregnancy that pushed us to get married.
She had been fucking around on me for over seventeen years! And I had no clue. I guess I did have a defense for my cluelessness. I was so in love with my family and content in my life that it never occurred to me that my life wasn't as perfect as I believed it to be.
When I got back down off the ladder I went into the spare bedroom that I'd converted into a home office. I sat down behind the desk and contemplated my situation.
There was no doubt there was a divorce in my future. There was also no doubt given what Mildred said about her lover not being able to support a family that she would be looking to get as much out of me as possible in a divorce settlement. That meant my first step was going to have to be taking care of my finances. That was going to take a little time.
I had the rough outline of a plan in my mind, but I was going to have to put it down on paper and study it to see if it was possible.
Next, I needed to find out who the asshole was who had been fucking my wife for years and who thought he had fathered the child I'd spent sixteen years loving and raising. I would find the asshole and I'd see to it he got what he deserved.
The hardest thing I was going to have to do was act normal around Mildred and Marie. I wasn't all that sure I could do it. I figured I had at least an hour to try and get myself together before they got home from shopping.
Apparently I wasn't all that successful because a half hour after they got home Mildred said:
"Something wrong honey? You seem out of sorts."
"You know how I get when I have problems at work."
"I thought that was all behind you since you made Hoskins your operations manager."
"There is always something that makes it to the Big Kahuna's desk. I'll get it figured out."
"I'm sure you will dear. I should have dinner ready in about twenty minutes."
I managed to stay out of the way of the two of them by doing yard work and minor house repairs for the rest of the weekend.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Monday I left for my office visit to the Chatham facility and I wondered what I'd find on the video when I got back home. While in Chatham I went to the local post office and got a passport application. A visit to Walgreen's got me a passport photo and I filled out the application that evening and when my meeting was over the next day I went back to the post office and applied for the passport.
When I got back to my motel room I debated on whether or not to make my nightly check in phone call. From hearing Mildred and Marie's conversation I had a pretty good idea of what was probably going on. If I didn't call I'd be denying them the pleasure of talking to me while they were screwing over me. On the other hand, I always called and not to call might make Mildred wonder and I did not want that. I wanted her to be completely unaware that there was anything wrong.
Over the course of my three-day trip I made several phone calls to people I'd gone to school with and with whom I'd stayed in touch. Some were in finance and two had gone to law school and then into corporate law. From them I learned what I needed to know and who I needed to talk to to make it happen.
I returned from my trip at eleven-thirty in the morning and went to the house. Mildred should be at work and Marie should be in school so I should have the house to myself. I put my dirty clothes in the laundry and then I put the ladder in place and went up to the garage overhead.
I turned on the unit and started watching. I was not surprised when I saw a man enter the house shortly after Mildred got home from work. No, the surprise was the way Marie ran up to him, wrapped him in an embrace in a way she had never had done for me.
I wasn't surprised that I recognized the man. I'd already figured that since Mildred had been stabbing me in the back for over sixteen years her lover had to be someone from when we were in college together.
Dave Winstead had been one of Mildred's classmates. He was there on an athletic scholarship playing football. He had blown out a knee and had dropped out of school. I had no idea they had stayed in touch after he dropped out of school or that they'd had any kind of relationship other than classmates who were friends.
I fast forwarded through the evening as it was obvious that they were acting as a family with Dave treating my home as though it was his. What I saw in the bedroom didn't even meet the level of bad pornography.
I did find out why I think Mildred was fucking Dave. It appeared that Dave was quite well hung. As a guess, using my six and a half inches as a guide, it looked like Dave packed ten or eleven inches. Mildred was a size queen! I'd never have guessed it.
I'd had the audio off as I watched the earlier part of the evening and during their fornication, but I turned it on to hear the pillow talk. It was quite enlightening. One section really floored me.
"When are you and my girl going to bail out on needle dick and come live with me?"
"We've had this conversation before David. I have no intension of leaving my husband for you. I don't love you and I never have. I do love Bob and have since the day I met him and I intend to grow old with him. You know why you are here. You have always known why I see you."
"Oh come on Mills; I know you care for me."
"Don't kid yourself David; if you weren't blackmailing me you would have been history a long time ago."
"Bullshit Mills; you forget that I've known you since our freshman year. You might have forgotten what you were saying back then, but I remember it. "Oh Dave, I can't live without you and your magnificent cock." Sound familiar?"
"Yes, but the key there is "Magnificent cock." You don't have anything else going for you."
"Maybe so, but you kept coming back for it. You came back for it even after you hooked up with Bob. You came back for it even after you married Bob."
"Yes I did, but I weaned myself off of it and stayed away from it for fourteen years. The only reason you are back now is because of the bullshit you fed Marie to convince her that you were her father."
"Enough of this bullshit talk. Big Dave is ready to go again" and he pushed Mildred down on her back and started fucking her again.
I fast forwarded to the next day, past their morning fuck, Marie leaving for school and Mildred leaving for work. As I was doing it my mind was on what I'd heard. Marie being convinced that he was her father? Mildred being blackmailed into fucking Dave? She loved me and intended to grow old with me? What the hell! Did I really want to find out what those snippets of conversation meant? Would it change anything if I found out?
It only took me a couple of seconds of thought before I admitted it would make no difference at all. As for Mildred, you can't be blackmailed unless you let it happen. All she had to do was say "Fuck you" to her blackmailer and come to me and tell me what was going on. I loved the woman and her being honest with me would not have changed anything.
If anything, it would have made us stronger. She would know I would be there for her and she could count on me and I would know I could trust her to come to me with her problems.
As for Marie all it would have taken would have been coming to me and say:
"There is this guy that mom knows and he says he is my daddy. Is it true?"
I would have handled the problem, but she didn't do that. She accepted what he told her and then treated him in a way she had never treated me.
The video showed Dave making himself to home after Mildred left for work.
I shut the unit down, climbed down the ladder, put it away and went back into the house. I didn't want to look at what happened for the rest of the time I was gone. I'd seen enough. Watching the same shit happening for the other two days I was gone wouldn't be all that good for my mental health. I left the house and went into work.



Mildred greeted me with a hot kiss and told me how much she had missed me. From Marie I got an "Hi Dad." I wanted to say "Fuck you bitch" but I had to pretend to still be a loving husband and father so I said:
"Hi Sweetie; come give daddy a hug."
I could tell her heart wasn't in it, but she did come over and give me a half-hearted hug. She might prefer her 'other daddy' to me, but I'd bet the farm he wouldn't buy her a car for her seventeenth birthday. But then, given all that I'd found out, I'm not going to give her one either.
Which reminded me I need to call Bob Flanigan at O'Brian's Ford and cancel the Mustang convertible I'd ordered. Then again, maybe not. I wouldn't mind giving up my Explorer and moving into a Mustang convertible. Plus, I could always let Marie know that it was supposed to be hers until I'd found out how she really felt about me.
That night Mildred (notice that I don't call her Milly anymore) wanted to make love and I wasn't going to say no. And it would be making love. I'd loved the woman for over eighteen years and, regardless of what some might say, you can't just turn it off. Besides, I'd heard her tell Dave that she loved me and intended to grow old with me.
And while I couldn't just turn off my love I could walk away from her and take it with me. I knew it would fade in time, but there was no way I could live with her after finding out how long she had been cheating on me with Dave.
Thinking of that I decided that I needed to check out the rest of the tapes. I didn't need to watch the fucking, but I might learn something from the pillow talk.
The story I pulled from their pillow talk was that Mildred and Marie had been having lunch one day and Dave saw them and came over to say hi to Mildred and explained to Marie that he and Mildred were schoolmates from college. Marie had invited him to sit down with them so he and Mildred could talk about old times and catch up on what was happening in their lives.
Dave found out what school Marie went to and somehow managed to get together with her somewhere. He told her he had gotten Mildred pregnant; they'd had a big fight and split. Before he and Mildred could patch things up and get back together she had married me and that Marie was really his daughter.
Marie called bullshit and Dave said he could prove it with a DNA test. He got Marie to give him something to use and a week later he showed her the test results that showed he was Marie's father. Marie went to Mildred with the information and Mildred said no way and Marie showed her the test. Mildred went to Dave and the end result was Mildred being blackmailed for pussy to keep Dave from seeing to it that I found out Marie was his and not mine.
Learning that changed nothing as far as I was concerned. The facts were (as I'd overheard) that Dave was fucking Mildred during our engagement and during the first two years of our marriage.
That was the killer. If it weren't for that I might, just might, have been able to work through Mildred's being blackmailed. And I could have maybe done that because I knew whatever it was that Dave had shown Marie had to be bogus.
About ten years earlier I had been reading about DNA testing and how your DNA could show your family's origins back for hundreds of years. I got curious so I sent a sample of my DNA in to see where my family had come from. At the same time I sent samples of Mildred's and Marie's DNA. I had the bright idea of maybe framing the results and giving them to Marie on her eighteenth birthday. It would show where her where our families had come from and it would be something she could share with her children. One of the things that Marie's showed was that she was mine. Ninety-nine-point ninety-seven percent sure.
Looking back I suppose I could have sat Marie down and explained things to her, but her mother's betrayal had poisoned my mind at the time and when I saw her behave toward Dave in a way she had never behaved toward me I saw it as a betrayal every bit as bad as her mother's.
Over the next month and a half I made several business trips and met with certain people who had knowledge in the areas I was interested in and the final result was my company was now owned by a corporation out of Delaware and I had two off shore bank accounts that held all the excess funds I could scrape up.
MDM Holdings (whimsically I had it using the initials of Mildred, Dave and Marie) had taken over the company when my company's debts exceeded my ability to pay. The had kept me on in a management position at a salary that was slightly less than what Mildred made where she worked.
Of course Dave moved into my house while I was gone and I had audio and video of every one of his visits and on one of them I had hired a private investigator to follow Dave when he left and to get as much information on him as was possible.
I was going to sue Dave for sixteen (going on seventeen) years of back child support for Marie. I knew she wasn't his, but Mildred, Marie and Dave thought she was. It would cost me a few dollars and I doubted I'd get anything out of it, but just fucking with him would make me feel better. I was hoping he wasn't smart enough to get a DNA test, but if he did get one I could just imagine how Mildred and Marie would take it.
I come out the winner either way.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When I had all my ducks in a row one day when Mildred was at work and Marie was in school I moved out.
I had some movers come in and by two in the afternoon I had everything I wanted out of the house.
I left a package on the kitchen table addressed to both Mildred and Marie. The package had my wedding ring sitting on top of it and contained copies of all the videos I had of their hosting Dave while I was gone on my trips. I left a note telling them to pop some corn, get some soft drinks and sit back and enjoy the show. Hopefully it would prepare them for the copies of my last will and testament that they would soon receive in the mail.
I shut off my phone and moved into a condo close to work and then told Darla, my secretary, that I'd left Mildred and to not take any calls from her. Darla smiled and said:
"Does this mean I might get a shot?"
That surprised me because in the two years that Darla had worked for me I'd never seen a sign that she might be interested in me.
"It might" I said. "But it won't be for a while. I have a divorce to get out of the way first and they have been known to take as long as a year. I won't do anything until I'm divorced. I won't give Mildred anything she can use to counter sue."
"We can still have lunches and dinners together and get to know each other better. See if we even want to go farther after your divorce."
"I guess we can do that, but it all has to be out in the open and in public. Nothing behind closed doors."
"Can do. Lunch together today?"
I said yes and we got to work.
Two days after I moved out of the house I ha Dave served with the papers suing him for Marie's child support. My attorney, given all I has was the three of them talking about him being daddy, didn't think I had a chance in hell, but I told him it didn't matter. All I wanted to do was drop a bomb on Dave. He shrugged and told me it didn't matter to him and it wouldn't have any effect on his fees.
What was important was my fucking with the asshole. And I would know if I was successful. I still owned the house and once or twice a week I would swing by when Mildred was at work and Marie was in school and check on the video feeds.
The feeds were interesting and in some cases brought big smiles to my face. The section where Mildre came home and found the package I'd left her made me both happy and sad. Happy to see her suffering, but sad because of what could have been.
She loved me. She really loved me. She opened the package, saw what was in it and then broke down and cried. Marie asked her mother what was wrong and Mildred wailed:
"He left me. My Bobby left me."
"Good. We can call daddy and he can come live with us now."
"I don't want him! I want my Bobby! Only reason I had anything to do with that deadbeat is he was blackmailing me."
"He threatened to tell Bobby that you weren't his daughter."
"Well I'm not."
"I don't know if you are or not, but it makes no difference. Bobby raised you. You were the light of his life and he did everything for you. Who made it to all of your soccer and field hockey games? Bobby or Dave? Who was at all of your piano recitals and other school events? Was it Bobby or Dave? That man treated you like the princess you were to him.
"What has Dave ever done for you? All he did was somehow get to you and convince you that he was your father. Let me ask you something. Whenever Dave visited did he ever bring you anything? What did he give you for your sixteenth birthday? What has he ever given you? In case you don't remember I'll tell you. Nothing. Nada. Zilch.
"Bobby gave you his all and for the last year you have treated him like he was nothing more than a next-door neighbor."
"Come on mom; he is my biological father whether he gave me something or not."
"We don't know that. In fact I very much doubt it. When I got pregnant I went to him and said we needed to get married. He said not to blame him, because he was sterile and had been since he had chicken pox and mumps when he was a kid.
Bobby was the only other boy I'd ever had sex with and so when I told him he stepped up."
"I don't understand. You were having sex with both of them at the same time?"
"Your mother at one time was not too bright sweetie."
"Care to explain it to me? If for no other reason than to keep me from making the same stupid mistake?"
"I met Dave before I met Bobby. I was going steady with Dave when I met Bobby. This is the bad part. I liked Bobby more than I liked Dave, but Dave had something going for him that Bobby didn't. Dave has a huge penis and I was hooked on it and not Dave.
"I met Bobby and broke up with Dave, but Dave kept sniffing around and I did miss that huge penis and I got stupid and saw him and Bobby on the same time. I finally got my act together and cut Dave loose. Six months later I got stupid again and let Dave get close toe again. The whole time I was of again on again with Dave I was with Bobby. Bobby was a keeper and Dave wasn't.
"It was during the on again period that I got pregnant. I went to Dave first because of his size, lengthwise I figured he was able to get farther into me than Bobby and therefore had a much better chance of getting to my eggs. Understand me here Marie; I didn't really want Dave as a husband, but I really thought you were his until he sprang that sterile business on me.
* "You cannot believe how happy I was to know that Bobby was your father. I finally got my head out of my ass and cut Dave loose for good. And then he convinced you that you were his daughter, started coming around and then I let him blackmail me into having sex with him again to keep him from going to Bobby and ruining Bobby's life as it pertained to you."
"So what do we do now?"
"Sign the papers and mail them back to Bobby's lawyer. Find a place where we can afford to live on what I make. Learn to budget. Try to live a life without Bobby in it."
"Not that. How do we get him back?"
"We don't. Bobby doesn't want me and if he doesn't want me I love him enough to let him go."
Marie shrugged and went to her room. Mildred just sat there and cried and I turned off the machine. I left the house, stopped by the post office and mailed them their copies of my lst will and testament.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Two days later I heard Darla say in a loud voice "Wait! You can't go in there" and my office door opened and Marie came in. Darla was right behind her and said:
"I tried to stop her boss."
"It's okay" then to Marie I said "What brings you here?"
"My peace of mind."
"Care to explain?"
She opened her purse and took out two Q-tips and handed them to me saying:
"I need to know the truth and I figure the only way to find it is to have a DNA test done."
I dropped the Q-tips into the wastebasket, pulled my briefcase up onto the desk, opened it and handed her the test I'd had done and told her to save her money. She took the report, read it and then looked at me and said:
"You knew? I've seen the CDs you left for us to watch; you knew what was going on, you had this and you didn't step in and stop it?"
She shook her head in disgust, stood up and said "What an asshole" and then she turned and left the office.
It caught me by surprise and she was out of the office door before I managed to get my shit together, get up and beat her to the elevator. I got in front of her so she couldn't get to the buttons and asked:
"Why am I an asshole?"
"If you were a real man you would have fought for what was yours."
I took her by the hand and led her back to my office and pointed to a chair. She sat down and I sat on the corner of my desk, looked at her and said:
"Fight for what was mine? Just what was mine Marie? It sure wasn't you. The way you behaved around Dave showed me you were his as far as you were concerned. You certainly behaved around him in a way you never behaved around me.
"And your mother sure wasn't mine. She had no problem replacing me with Dave. So what did I have to fight for?"
"Mom was never Dave's. Yes, she did submit to his blackmail, but she was never his."
"You forget that I saw the videos of her and Dave."
"So what? Just because she enjoyed what they did did not make her his. I've no experience in that area yet, but I've been led to believe the act itself is enjoyable as long as it isn't forced. And you can't believe in what she might have said on those recordings. Don't forget she was doing what she was doing in order to keep him from talking to you and that included saying things she knew he wanted to hear. Didn't mean they were true.
"And don't forget that I saw the recording where she told him she loved you and not him and that she intended to grow old with you."
"See? That is the problem. She is letting him blackmail her. You know what the best defense against blackmail is? It is to say "Go ahead and do it." You can't blackmail anyone unless they let you. Your mother says she loves me and not Dave, but she didn't love me enough to trust me. Trust me enough to know I'd be there for her when the chips were down.
"Would I have been happy to hear it? No; but I would have known she loved me enough to place her trust in me. But she didn't do that. She just said "Okay Dave" and rolled over onto her back."
"That may be, but you know what a real man would have done? A real man would have gone after Dave and made sure he would have stayed out of our lives. And what about me? What about your "Little Princess?" I'm not worth fighting for? Especially since you already know that I'm yours? And don't give me any of that bull about the way I was on the videos. I'm still a kid and not all that wise and when a man comes up to me and tells me he is my real father and my mother doesn't deny it what am I supposed to think? How am I supposed to behave?
"Put yourself in my place. Your real dad, who you'd never known or known about comes into your life. Wouldn't you be just a bit giddy and trying to make up for lost time? And don't give me that I should have come to you bull. Why would I even consider it when mom accepted it? Bottom line is you had the proof. You had a way to end it for both me and mom, but you sat on it and instead of doing the right thing you sat back and planned on how best to screw over us. Now I don't have a dad at all. I know Dave isn't my dad and you are in the wind. So yes, that makes you an asshole."
She got up and walked out only this time I let her go. I sat down at my desk and thought about what Marie had just said. She had a valid point. I should have confronted Mildred and I should have clued Marie in. Whether or not it would have made a difference or not where Mildred was concerned I don't know, but Marie should have had the facts where she was concerned.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day was Saturday and I showed up at the house a little before ten. I got there just as the mailman walked away from the house. I saw that both letters I'd sent were in the days mail and I put them in my back pocket. I could always re-mail them later if I saw fit.
I debated ringing the doorbell, but decided that the house was still mine at least until the divorce was final so I opened the door and walked in. Both girls saw me at the same time, but both reacted differently. Marie said "What the hell do you want" and Mildred ran to me and wrapped her arms around me.
"At least someone is happy I'm here. Let's move this to the kitchen. Is the coffee hot?"
"No" Marie said, "But I'll put a pot on" and she said it a little less belligerently than her initial greeting. In the kitchen I sat down at the table and asked Marie if she'd filled in her mother on what she'd found out. She turned from making the coffee and said:
"No; I've been waiting for Dave to show up so I could hit them both with it at the same time."
"Tell me what" Mildred asked.
I ignored her and asked Marie "Why would you do that?"
"So I could see both of their reactions. I wanted to see if mom would have gone after him with a butcher knife and castrated him."
"WHAT ARE THE TWO OF YOU TALKING ABOUT!" Mildred asked.
looked from Mildred to Marie and said "You have the floor Marie."
"Why do I have to do it?"
"You were the grownup who stormed into my office and wanted answers. You got them so share them with your mother."
"DAMN IT! WHAT IS GOING ON HERE?"
Marie gave me a nasty look and then told her mother about yesterday's session in my office. How she demanded a DNA test and I showed her the one I'd already has done.
"He is my real father."
Mildred looked from me to Marie and then back to me and then she got up and ran crying from the room."
"Now see what you've done" Marie snarled at me.
"Don't take that attitude with me little girl. You're the one who bitched to me about how I should have confronted your mother. You think the results wouldn't have been the same? Now sit your butt down and tell me how the real asshole in this farce managed to convince you that he was your father."
"He came up to me at one of my soccer games. Told me he was proud of me and when I asked him what he was talking about he told me he was my real father. Then he told me how mom came up to him when she got pregnant and how he blew her off with a bullshit story about being sterile so it couldn't be his.
"It was a lie. He wasn't sterile at all. He just felt he was too young to be tied down with a wife and kid. He told me how sorry he was that he had been so young and immature and how he had always regretted what he'd done. He told me he had always been around. He'd been at my soccer games and finally felt that he just had to introduce himself. I told him I didn't believe him and he told me to just ask mom. He gave me his phone number and told me to give him a call if I ever wanted to talk.
"When I got home I hit mom with it. She broke down and cried and said something about how the asshole just couldn't stay away and not screw up her life. We talked, I gave her his number and suddenly we were getting together whenever we could. Then you found out and my life turned to shit. I want to kill that sonofabitch and you don't want anything to do with me. Not that I can blame you."
She got up to leave and I asked her where she was going.
"Some place where I can cry and feel sorry for myself."
"Sit your butt back down. We aren't done here."
She sat and I said "You haven't lost me yet. Your mother said it in one of the videos I watched. You were my little princess and I loved and treated like one for sixteen years. It isn't something I can turn of and forget. I'm not at all happy with the situation, but I'm willing to try and work through things if you are."



"You mean it? You really mean it" she squealed and jumped up off her chair and ran over and threw herself at me. She held me tight and started crying. Her face was pressed into my chest and she sobbed and kept repeating "I'm sorry, I'm sorry" over and over. All I could do was wrap my arms around her and say "There there baby; it's going to be all right."
She finally settled down and tearfully asked "What about mom?"
"What about your mother?"
"If you can forgive me can't you forgive her too?"
"Totally different circumstances baby. You were conned into believing his lies. She, on the other hand, went along with the con job. She even helped the asshole to pull it off. And there is also the fact that I have her on video admitting that she cheated on me with him during our courtship and the first two years of our marriage let alone what she did with him during her so called blackmail period."
"Yes, and we need to talk that" I heard and turned to see Mildred standing there."
"You need to go to your room sweetie" she said to Marie. "I know you think you are a grown up, but you are still too young to listen in on this talk."
"But I�"
"No buts young lady; go to your room."
"Can I stay daddy? The outcome of this talk is going to have an impact on me."
"No baby; your mother is right."
"It's not fair!"
"Maybe it is, but you are old enough to learn that life is not always going to be fair, but you are still too young to sit in on this conversation."
She didn't like it, but she left. Once she was gone I said "Okay Mildred, the floor is yours."
"You know the story. You learned it all from the videos. It should have been plain to you that my love for you and my desire to live the rest of my life with you was right there for you to see. I know you Bob and I knew what learning that Marie wasn't yours would do to you and I could not, just could not let that happen so I gave in when Dave said put out or he would tell you that Marie was his and not yours."
"Forget that part Mildred. The killer is that you were fucking him during the time we were dating and supposed to be exclusive. And then there is the fact that you were fucking him for the first two years of our marriage. You weren't blackmailed into doing that."
"Yes I did and it isn't something I'm proud of. Dave had something going for him that I just couldn't make myself give up. I did finally accept that I had to let it go or it would eventually kill our marriage."
"And so it has."
"But why? Haven't I done my absolute best to spoil you rotten our entire marriage? I knew I was doing you wrong and I worked damned hard to make up for it. We've had a damned good marriage Bob and it doesn't have to be over. I love you Bob and you know it."
"I do know it and I love you and most likely always will, but while you might love me it wasn't enough for you to place your faith in me. All you had to do was come to me and tell me what was going on. To trust me. Would it have upset me to find out I wasn't Marie's biological father? Of course it would, but so what? I might not have been her father, but I was her daddy and had been since she drew her first breath. That was not going to change. And I've already said this to Marie. You can't blackmail someone unless they let you. All you had to do was say no and then come to me. We would have worked it out and gotten by it."
"It is easy for you to say that after the fact, but at the time I wasn't going to gamble my marriage on it. You know I love you! The videos made that perfectly clear, that and the fact that I fully intended to grow old with you. Cut me some slack here Bob; I was doing it for you. I did not honestly think you could handle finding out you weren't Marie's father."
"Doing it for me? I doubt that. You want my take on it? You had a chance to have Dave's big cock again and you took it all the while hoping I'd buy the blackmail story if you got caught. Don't forget I watched the vids before I gave them to you. I know all about you pushing him away, taking him back, pushing him away and taking him back again. My take is that you got another chance and you took it. Maybe planning to push him away again after a bit, but caught before you could do it.
"But you know what hurts me the most? The fact that you have such a low opinion of me as to believe that if I caught you I would buy your blackmail story and say "That�s okay dear; everything will be okay." That I would treat your cheating on me all through our courtship and the first two years of our marriage as no big thing, shrug it off and ask "What's for dinner."
"By the way, the detective I put on Dave found out that besides you he is fucking four more women, two of them also married. I've had myself tested and I'm clean so he hasn't given you anything yet, but if you keep on fucking him the chances are good he will catch something and pass it on to you."
"I'm done with him. Now that you know he can't blackmail me anymore."
"He might not be able to do you much good anyway. I sent copies of my PI's report to the husbands of the other two married women he is doing. They just might decide to take some sort of revenge on him. One can only hope."
"So you are saying there is no hope for us?"
"That about sums it up."
And it did.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The divorce went through its many stages and in six months I was a single man again.
Marie, being over sixteen, was given a choice of which parent to stay with and she chose her mother. I didn't hold it against her. Even I knew a teenaged girl needed her mother.
I was given ample visitation and when we were together Marie always worked on trying to get me back with her mother and I kept telling her I'd think on it. And I did. I really did.
And while I was thinking on it, I learned that the husband of one of the other women Dave had been doing (and the I'd sent the PI's report to) had taken a baseball bat to Dave and had put him in the hospital. Two days after he got out the other husband I'd sent the report to put him back in. When he got out that time I heard that he packed up and left the state.
I got some satisfaction on hearing that. Not as much as I'd have gotten if I'd done it myself, but I didn't want to end up in jail like the other two husbands did."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was three weeks before Christmas and Marie was spending the weekend with me and over dinner on Saturday night I asked her what she wanted for Christmas.
"Something I can't have."
"How could you know that pumpkin?"
"I've been asking for it for almost a year and haven't come close to getting it."
"Oh, that."
"Yes, that. It is the one thing I want more than anything in the world."
"You have no idea of what you are asking of me."
"Oh yes I do. I know she hurt you, but she is hurting too. She goes to work, comes home and stares at the TV only it isn't the TV she is staring at. It's your picture that is sitting on the top of the TV. She hasn't gone out of the house except to go to work since you left.
"Twice now I've seen her hugging your picture and crying. She cries herself to sleep most nights. That�s what I want for Christmas. Make her stop crying. Make her smile again."
"I just wouldn't know how sweetie."
"It is simple daddy. All I have to do is ask you to come to Christmas dinner and have you say yes. Then I go home and tell mom and then you make it happen."
I thought long and hard on it and in the end I told Marie I'd do it. In her plea to me Marie said her mom hadn't left the house except to go to work and the truth was that I hadn't either. I'd stopped on the way home for a drink or two now and again and I did eat out a lot, but I hadn't dated. I hadn't even tried. I may have been divorced from Mildred, but I hadn't stopped being in love with her.
It may sound corny to say it, but the truth was she was truly my other half. My soul mate and I missed her as much as Marie said Milly was missing me. Did I just call her Milly? That�s the first time I'd called her that since I found out about her and Dave.
As I'd promised Marie I was there on Christmas Day. I rang the doorbell and a minute later the door opened and when Milly saw it was me she threw herself at me, her arms went around me and she hugged me to her as she started crying. Her face was buried in my chest and I held her as she sobbed over and over:
"You came, you came, you really came, you're here."
I don't know how long we would have stood there if Marie hadn't come and pulled us apart saying:
"Come on mom; we've got a dinner to get done."
Milly reluctantly left me and followed Marie into the kitchen. I followed along and took a seat at the kitchen table an watched the girl's work. Milly got a beer out of the fridge and brought it to me.
"Still no glass, right?"
"Some things never change Babe."
"Babe" brought a smile to her face and Marie, who was standing behind her and heard it turned and gave me a thumbs up.
A little later when Milly left the kitchen to go to the bathroom Marie came over and hugged me, kissed me on the cheek and said:
"Thank daddy. She's been on Cloud Nine since I told her you were coming. For my birthday present maybe you could take her out on a date."
"You don't want much do you?"
"At least I'm taking baby steps instead of going full bore after what I really want."
"And that is?"
"You two back together again. I want my family back."
"I don't know pumpkin. What your mother did isn't just something that can be swept under the rug."
"Pardon my French dad, but didn't you ever fuck up?"
"Many, many times."
"Bad enough to need forgiveness?"
"A time or three."
"Did you get it?"
"Mostly."
"Then grow some stones and step up."
Before I could reply Milly came back into the room and Marie said she would go set up the dining room table. As soon as she was out of the room Milly asked:
"Any chance you being here might indicate a thawing in our relationship?"
"It's something we can talk about, maybe over dinner sometime next week."
"You mean it? You really mean it?"
"I'm going to have to do it to get your daughter off my back. For some weird reason she seems to think we need to get back together."
'I always knew that girl was smarter than the average teen."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
And so it came to pass.
I took Milly out for dinner and drinks. Three days later it was dinner, drinks and dancing. Then three more 3 D dates (dinner, drinks and dancing) with the third one ending up at my apartment.
One month and several dates later I was moved back into the house.
It has been six months since then. Milly hasn't made any mention of marriage, probably because she is afraid it might upset the apple-cart.
Our original wedding anniversary is in three weeks and next week I intend to ask her to marry me. If she says yes to my proposal I intend to have a civil ceremony on the same date as our original vows were taken. Look on it as a new beginning.
Postscript:
I didn't cancel the Mustang convertible I originally ordered for Marie's 17th birthday. I took delivery and drove it for eight months before I moved back in with her and Milly. Marie promptly claimed it and it doesn't look like I'm going to get it back.



            Millie's Man

            Story for Randi's event.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/millies-man

Title: Millie's Man

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Story for Randi's event.

Tags: when a man loves a woman story, when a man loves a woman




Many thanks to Randi for inviting me to join in for this event.
*
Ever love someone enough to let yourself be played for a fool? I might as well have been carrying around a sign that said:
"Pick me! Pick me!"
++++++++++++++++++++++
"When a man loves a woman
Can't keep his mind on nothing else
He'd trade the world
For the good thing he'd found."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It started in my junior year in college. It was the first day of class and my first class of the day was Managerial Economics. I'd just taken my seat when she walked in. I don't know if it was lust or love at first sight, but the girl grabbed my attention and held it for the next three years.
I'd never seen her before and I found out later that Mildred Camelot (please call me Millie) had transferred in from Eastern Michigan University.
I tried a dozen times over the fall term to try and get her to go out with me, but she always turned me down. Then I tried another half dozen after going back to class in January. Finally, just before start of spring break she said yes.
When I showed up to pick her up her mother looked at me confused.
"You had a date with her tonight? I don't understand. She left for Panama City this morning to spend spring break with some friends."
I was pissed, but convinced myself in her excitement to spend spring break in Florida she forgot about our date.
When I approached her on the first day of class following the break, she was extremely apologetic. She said the chance to go came up at the last minute and she didn't have a phone number where she could reach me to let me know. I bought it. Why wouldn't I? I was so besotted with her I would accept anything she had to say.
She agreed to a date that Saturday and we had a great time and the kiss she gave me when I took her home pretty near buckled my knees. I asked her out again and she said yes. We dated steady for the next two months and then one night at a party she disappeared on me. I looked all over for her and after an hour I gave up and went home.
I called Saturday and her brother said she wasn't home. I didn't bother to call again. If she wasn't upset enough to call me and ask me why I'd abandoned her at the party I guess I really didn't matter to her as much as I'd hoped.
++++++++++++++++++++
I was in the school cafeteria on Monday when I saw her come in, go through the line and then look around. She saw me and headed for my table and sat down.
"Sorry" she said.
I didn't say anything and she said "I should have found you and told you what I was doing. John Felter bought a new Mustang convertible and wanted to show it to me. He asked me if I'd like to drive it and when we got back to the party you had already left. Everyone told me you had been looking all over for me and I figured that you would be too pissed at me to want to talk to me so I waited for today to apologize hoping you'd be over your mad or at least not quite as mad."
"It's okay. I was just worried about you especially when I didn't hear from you."
We made a date for that night and were practically joined at the hip until summer break arrived. Our make out sessions got hotter and hotter as time went on. I got close to home plate, but just couldn't get there. Millie told me she'd promised her mother she would walk down the aisle as a virgin. I of course honored her refusal.
A couple of friends told me that Felter was bragging about fucking Millie on the hood of his Mustang. Said he was laughing at having separated me for Millie at Flanigan's party and then fucked her. I'd known Felter for years and we'd fought twice in high school and I'd whipped his ass both times. Besides that, he blamed me for stealing Pauline French away from him. The fact was that I didn't. She dumped him because she said he was a lying asshole and I didn't take up with her until a month after they broke up.
I didn't believe a word the asshole said besides, I knew my Millie and she would never take up with the likes of Felter. And there was also the promise she made her mother and I knew she'd die before she'd break that promise.
I was frustrated because I hadn't been laid since two weeks before the start of my junior year. I could have gotten laid if I'd wanted to. Three of the girls I'd made it with in high school and two I'd gotten with in my freshman and sophomore years were still classmates were still available and dating. One had even asked me flat out to help her end a dry spell, but if Millie could hold off until she said "I do" I could stay true to her.
True to her? Oh yeah; I'd already made up my mind. Millie was mine. She owned me heart and soul and she was going to be my bride.
+++++"If she bad, he can't see it."+++++++
Things took a sour turn at the summer break. We both had intern jobs at different employers and our work schedules and days off didn't match so we had a hard time getting together. I heard from friends that she was out dating other guys, but I could understand it. Why should she stay home and watch dumb TV shows just because or schedules didn't let us get together. We did get together enough to maintain a close relationship.
++++++++++++++++++++++++
We moved into our senior year and we did it as an established couple, but there was still a bit of a rocky spot. I was still working part time for the company I had interned with over the summer, but Millie understood. She realized it would lead to a good career when I graduated and we could start our marriage on a solid footing. She promised we would make up for it on the weekends.
++++++"Turn his back on his best friend if he put her down."++++++
I began hearing rumors that Millie was out partying and making out with guys on the nights I was working, but I knew it was all bullshit because I knew my Millie and it just wasn't something she would do. Date yes, but make out with her dates? Ridiculous!
When my best friend Brad, who had been my best bud since the third grade asked me if I was getting serious about Millie I told him:
"Serious enough that I'm going to ask her to marry me. Why you ask me something like that?"
"Just curious buddy."
"Oh no you don't. I've known you damned near forever and I know when you've got something bugging you."
"Okay then. I've seen the way you are around her; I've heard you talk about her and I know that you consider her your girl. I've known you damned near forever also and I don't want to see you hurt, but that girl sure does spend a lot of time running around and making out with other guys."
"Bullshit Brad. My Millie wouldn't do that to me."
"Sorry to burst your bubble, but I've seen it with my own eyes. Twice! The first time I didn't know you were serious about her so I never mentioned it. It was at that party Bob Flanigan threw a while back. I was out back in my car making out with Pauline French and I saw her and John Felter come out and walk around his new Mustang. They stopped in front of the car, talked a bit and the she leaned back on the hood and Felter fucked her. "And just last week I saw her on the back seat of Stan North's Pontiac with her legs pointing up at the headliner."
"Shut your lying fucking mouth! Millie isn't that way! I don't know what your problem with her is, but just stay the fuck away from me from now on" I snarled and walked away from him."
What fucking bullshit! Millie had promised her mom to walk down the aisle as a virgin and she wouldn't even let me � her boyfriend � touch her and I was supposed to believe she was out giving it up to other guys?
From that day on I avoided Brad like the plague.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Come the yearend holidays business slowed down to the point where I was given time off until after the first of the year and I was able to spend week day evenings with Millie as well as weekends.
I never mentioned the rumors I'd heard or my conversation with my ex-best friend Brad because I didn't want to plant the seed in her mind that I might not doubt her fidelity.
Christmas out of the way and only one term away from graduation I began trying to pin down a date for us to get married. Millie was hesitant. She thought we should graduate, find jobs and make sure the jobs we got were stable and that there was room for advancement before we got married. Sounded sensible to me so I didn't push.
A week before graduation we were out on a date and when I was driving down Wilcox taking her home she suddenly said:
"There! Pull in there."
I looked and saw it was a Motel 6. As I pulled into the drive I asked her what she was doing.
"I can't fight it anymore. I can't wait any longer. Promise to my mother be damned! Get us a room."
I was going to argue? I didn't like her mother anyway and she didn't like me so what did I give a shit about promises made to her.
I got us a room and Millie started shedding clothes before I had the door fully closed behind us. As she stripped she was saying:
"Hurry baby; hurry it up before I change my mind."
I damned sure didn't want that so I started dropping clothes on the floor. I didn't waste time on foreplay, I just went for it. Except for my right hand it had been a long dry spell for me and I knew and I knew I was going to get off fast, but she was a virgin and she wouldn't know. I knew I had a quick recovery time so I knew I'd end up giving a good account of myself.
I'd no experience with virgins, but I had expected a harder time getting in and for the first time I was wondering if some of those rumors I'd heard were true. I no sooner had that thought than she laid it to rest by saying:
"Oh sweet Jesus fill me; fill me up, this feels so much better than my didoes."
That explained the ease of entry and I mentally spanked myself for having any doubts. I did recover quickly and I managed to get Millie off several times during the four times we went at it. As we were leaving the motel Millie said "We need to do this a lot more often" and we did.
++++++++++++++++++
Graduation out of the way I started full time for the company I'd worked at part time while going to school. Millie hadn't found a job yet, but that didn't matter. A month or so after graduation we were relaxing in bed at my apartment after a very satisfying romp when she said:
"Honey? We have a problem."
"What is it love?"
"I'm pregnant. What am I going to do?"
"Silly question. We get married sooner than we planned."
"What am I going to tell my mother? She's going to be pissed that I didn't keep my promise. She might not even pay for the wedding."
"No problem. We go to Vegas, get married by an Elvis look-a-like and then come home and tell her she needs to get ready to welcome her grandchild. She will be pissed at you for a bit, but then she'll get over it and start making plans on how she is going to spoil her first grandchild."
And that's just what happened. Her mother didn't take it well but then, just as I had predicted, she started making plans for the coming baby. At the sixth month mark she started bugging Millie to get an ultrasound and find out whether she was going to have a grandson or a granddaughter. Millie kept saying no because Millie and I both wanted it to be a surprise.
We were happy as all get out and it showed. Anyone who looked at us could tell.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
Millie was at the beginning of her eighth month, it was a Saturday night and we were at the Alhambra Lounge. There were several people there that we knew and we had pushed three tables together and were having a grand old time drinking and dancing and talking with old friends.
Maybe two hours into the evening I went to use the bathroom. The room was fairly large with four stalls and three urinals. I was sitting in the last stall, the farthest from the urinals and I was just wiping myself when the door opened and I heard:
"�sure looks sexy as hell even if she is pregnant."
"Fucked her lately?"
"Long lunch at the Marriott on Tuesday. How about you?"
I recognized the voices. It was Steve Miller and Norm Cappucio.
"Millie won't have anything to do with me since I laughed at her when she told me she was pregnant and I was the father."
"How the fuck could she know" Steve said. "Christ man, there are never less than six guys at any of her gang bangs. I wonder who the hell the daddy could be."
Just then the door opened again and I heard Eddie Kaslo say "Sup dudes. Any of you got something we can drop in Bob's drink to put him out? Then we could have some fun with Millie. We ain't ganged her in a couple weeks now."
"I got something" Cappucio said. "But it's pretty fast acting. We'd have to carry him out of here."
"Not a problem dude" Eddie said, "People helping drunks out of here all the time.
Three urinals flushed as I heard "Best give Millie some advanced warning so she don't panic when Bob goes down. I'll do it as soo�" and the bathroom door closed behind them. They must have seen me come in and decided to follow me in and jerk my chain.
Millie was only drinking Coca Cola because of her pregnancy, but I was drinking vodka tonics. We were having a good time and I didn't even get pissed when Millie danced with Norm, Steve and Eddie.
My head hurt like hell when I woke up. I was a little disoriented until I realized I was on the back seat of my car. I staggered into the house and found Millie asleep in bed so I went down to the kitchen and put the coffee on. I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee when Millie came in, poured herself a cup and then sat down across from me.
"How's the head" she asked.
"Pounding."
"I don't doubt it the way you were pounding them down. Everybody bought you a drink to celebrate your becoming a daddy and it seemed like you felt honor bound to drink them all."
"Why was I on the back seat of the car?"
"I had help getting you out to the car, but once home I couldn't do it alone."
"Well no more celebrating for me at least not for a while."
The next three weeks were quiet and then Millie's water broke and I rushed her to the hospital. I held her hand and offered encouragement and six hours later she gave birth to a little girl
++++++++++++++++++++++++
"If she playing him for a fool
He the last one to know."
++++++++++++++++++++++++
As I saw the infant, I thought back to that night in the Alhambra bathroom when I heard Steve, Norm and Eddie. Eddie had an Asian mother and a white father.
And the baby obviously had one mixed race parent.
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Mr. Dalton?"
"Yes Marge."
"There are two gentlemen her to see you."
"Do they have appointments?"
"No sir; they are policemen and they say they have to talk to you."
"Please send them in."
The door opened and two men came in and I stood to greet them. The two were Detective Owens and his partner Detective Franks. I indicated two chairs along the wall and then asked:
"What can I do for you gentlemen? I presume it has something to do with my ex-wife?"
"Ex-wife?"
"She isn't legally my ex-wife yet, but the divorce is in progress. In my mind however she is an ex and good riddance."
"You are right in that our visit has to do with Mrs. Dalton. We have received information that leads us to believe that you."
"Just hold it right there. This meeting is over. You can remain in the outer office until I can get my attorney down here."
Franks said 'We could just take you downtown and talk in an interrogation room."
"And I wouldn't say a fucking word until my attorney was present and then I might just refuse to say a fucking word at all. I understand you want to close this case and I know my hatred of the bitch makes me a person of interest as the saying goes, but I will not cooperate. I hope whoever did it gets clean away. Whoever it was has my undying gratitude for doing something to the bitch that I wished I'd had balls enough to do.
"Ball is in your court! Are you going to wait while I call my attorney, take me to jail and wait for my attorney or leave and make better use of your time?"
Franks said "I'm all for option two. I don't much like your attitude and taking you out of here in handcuffs in front of all the people in your office might make you a little more humble."
"I don't think that will be necessary John" Owens said, "We can wait to talk to Mr. Dalton." Then to me he said "Here is my card. Call your attorney, find out when he can be here and then call me and we will come back."
"Just wait in the outer office. Tell Marge if you would like coffee or a soft drink while you wait. My attorney's office is just two floors up and he or one of his associates can be right down."
They got up and moved to the outer office and as they went it suddenly occurred to me that I had just seen the "Good cop, bad cop" scenario in action.
I picked up the phone and called my attorney and when the receptionist put me through to him I told him the police were here to talk to me and from the way the talk seemed headed I felt that I needed his presence. John told me he would be right down and four minutes later he walked into the office.
I told him how the conversation had started, why I had cut it off and called him. He told me I'd been wise to do it and then I let Marge know she could send the detective back in.
Once they were back in the office I made the introductions and waited to see what would happen next. Detective Owens said:
"As I was saying before Mr. Dalton stopped things, we have received information that leads us to believe that Mr. Dalton may have had a hand in what happened to Mrs. Dalton."
Before I could say a word John said "Obviously this information is not totally credible or you would be here to arrest my client and not talk to him."
"That could still happen" Franks said.
"I realize it is in everyone's best interest to cooperate with the local authorities" I said, "But if that man" I said pointing at Franks, "Opens his mouth one more time with a sarcastic remark this interview is over and you can take me to jail and John here can start the false arrest suit against the city. Are we clear?"
"There, there now" John said, "Just cool things down a little here. Go on Detective."
"Mr. Dalton; do you know a William Neubert?"
"Slick Willie? I've known him for years."
"You admit to knowing him?"
"Of course I do. We grew up together. I've known him since we were eight years old."
"Are you aware that Mr. Neubert has ties to the Montoni family?"
Of course I know that. He was married to Maria Montoni until she died of cancer a few years back. I was the best man at his wedding. I've got ties to the Montoni family. I dated Angelica Montoni for a year and I still play golf with John Montoni four or five times a year and my wife is Alberto Montoni's niece. Now could we please get on with what you are here about? I've got a ton of work on my desk to plow through.
Then it hit me!
"Shit! I know what this is about. The Montoni's are reputed to have ties to organized crime. Willie is connected to the Montoni's. I was seen talking to Willie. Ergo, I must have somehow arranged for the Montoni's to use the underworld connections to cause what happened to Carmen."
I could see from the look that came over Frank's face that I'd scored a bullseye. Detective Owens said:
"I think you just ruined my partner's day. He thought for sure we might be onto something."
"Sorry to have burst your bubble Detective Franks. If you gentlemen have nothing else I have a ton of work I need to back to."
They got up and left and I asked John "Do you think they will drop me as a suspect or should I keep you on speed dial?"
"They are cops. Once they set their sights on you they don't tend to walk away until they are sure in their own minds that you didn't do it. I don't think they are done with you. Keep your phone handy."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The story that brought the police to my office had its beginnings when Billy Neubert's family moved into the house next door from ours. Billy and I ended up best friends.
In high school Billy got the screaming hots for Maria Montoni. Maria had no time for Billy since he wasn't one of the 'cool guys. He wasn't the quarterback on the football team, he didn't pitch on the baseball team, he didn't like basketball and had no urge to try and understand the game let alone play it. And most of all, Billy didn't have a car. At that point in his life he didn't even have a license. As a result of all the above Billy had to watch as the object of his desire spent all her time with those who, according to Bill, unworthy of her.
He tried to get to her, but never got her to say yes. He tried in the nineth, tenth and the eleventh grade and got nowhere, but in the twelfth grade a miracle happened. Billy finally got Maria to say yes. But it was a conditional yes. It wasn't Billy's charm or looks that got him that yes.
It was me.
And no, I did not go to Maria and talk her into giving Billy that date. It turned out that Maria's younger sister, who was a grade behind us had a crush on me. I'd seen her around and even though she was a great looking girl I had no interest in her. I was too busy chasing the great looking girls in my own class. And I'd had a fair bit of luck.
I'd lost my virginity to Pauline French three weeks before the senior prom and we went at it hot and heavy until she dropped me to go to the senior prom with Dick Moore. Billy's sister Nancy furthered my sexual education with a little help along the way from Carol Meis.
What got Billy his date with Maria was him talking me into going on a double date with him, Maria and her sister Angelica. I'd just broken up with Carol and was at loose ends so I agreed to do it as a favor to Billy.
Something 'clicked' between Maria and Billy and from that point on they were a steady couple. Angelica and I hit it off and we started keeping steady company also.
Billy and I graduated and moved on to State which was two hours away from our home town. I still dated Angelica, but I could tell she wasn't happy with me not being around on a daily basis so I wasn't surprised when I came
home one Friday and called her to see what she wanted to do that evening and she told me she already had a date for the night. I told her to have a good time and I hung up on her.
I called around and found out there was a party at Gene Ellsworth's place and since we were good friends I invited myself. Carol Meis was there without a date and we hooked up. I asked her out for dinner and a movie on Saturday, she said yes and the date ended up in room 114 at the Motel 6.
Sunday afternoon I got a phone call from Angelica. "You didn't call yesterday."
""Didn't see any need to."
"But you always call. We always date when you come home."
"Yes Angie; always. When I get home from school on Friday I call to see what you would like to do. Always. And we go out and have a good time. Always. Always except for last Friday. Last Friday I came home like always. I called you like always. I asked you what you would like to do like always. You catch where I'm going with this?"
There were a few seconds of silence and then "I'm sorry."
"So am I Angie; so am I" and I hung up. I didn't see her again until Billy's wedding.
In our third year at State Billy and Maria were still going strong. Perhaps too strong. I don't know which failed, her birth control or his condom, but Maria got pregnant. Billy told her to let her parents know and he would drop out of school and get a job so he could support her and his child. Maria wouldn't hear of it.
Billy didn't know it but Maria had a trust fund that she came into when she turned twenty-one which had happened one month earlier. She told him she would draw on it to keep him in school and to support them until they graduated and he could find a good job. When she told her parents her mother went into full planning mode to get it done before Maria started to show.
When Billy told me about the trust fund and how it was going to keep him in school I laughed and said:
"Aren't you some slick dude sliding into something like that."
Merle Foster overheard, laughed and said "Slick Willie? Has a kind of ring to it" and from then on to all his friends Billy was known as Slick Willie.
Billy asked me to be his best man and of course I said yes. At the rehearsal dinner I met Billy's cousin Carman and on my part it was love at first sight. Billy knowing me as well as he did saw the way I as looking at her and laughed.
"Best be careful bud; she'll chew you up and spit you out. Angelica is more your speed and she comes with a trust fund."
He was joking, but in hindsight I should have taken him seriously.
Carman was one of Maria's bridesmaids and I asked Carman if she had an escort for the festivities and she told me "Not yet." I volunteered my services.
"After all; I am the Best Man" and I put heavy emphasis on the "Best Man."
She gave me an appraising look and then accepted. Six months after graduation we were married.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We had been married for eight happy years. At least they were happy for me until I found out, quite by accident, that Carman apparently wasn't all that happy with what we had.
It happened at the downtown Hilton. I was there to have a working lunch with one of my company's customers. He just happened to be passing through town and there were some documents that needed his signature and my boss had asked me to meet him and get the papers signed.
As I entered the restaurant I met Tom Deerfield coming out. Tom was another of my company's customers. We stopped and exchanged hellos and he said:
"I'd love to stop and talk, but I need to hurry and get a room. My girlfriend is meting me here for a long lunch, if you catch my drift."
"Go. Have fun. I'll call you and we can have lunch next week."
I entered the restaurant and spotted Mark, the man I was there to meet, and I joined him at his table. My seat gave me a view of the lobby so I saw Carman when she came in and Joined Deerfield at the counter. She smiled and they kissed. I thought of jumping up and running out there to demand an explanation, but then thought "Fuck it" and stayed where I was.
From the way she greeted him it was obvious that this wasn't their first meeting. I'd just have to do a little digging to find out more about what my darling wife was up to.
When lunch and my business with John was over I made a visit to the offices of Ralph Peters. I'd known Ralph for years. He'd been the center and I'd been the right guard on our high school football team. Instead of college Ralph joined the local police force and was on track to becoming a detective until a drug bust went bad and he got shot in the leg. It shattered a bone and even after surgery he limped. He was medically retired and he decided to set himself up as a private investigator.
Six thousand dollars later (and that was with the Good Buddy discount) I had all I needed to know about my loving wife. I say loving wife because she still acted like one. Even with her two boyfriends she gave me a sex life that most other men could only dream of.
Two boyfriends? Yes indeed. Besides Deerfield she was seeing a guy named Wayne Abdon.
++++++++++++++++++
It was maybe a month, month and a half later I was busy at my desk with a bunch of contracts when Marge let me know I had a phone call from a Sgt. Reynolds on line three. I picked up the phone and found out my wife had been admitted to Wayne General Hospital. Reynolds told me she had been the victim of an attack.
"An attack? What kind of attack?"
"She was approached by an assailant who threw acid in her face."
More than that he didn't know.
I told Marge what was going on and then I headed for the hospital. When I checked in at the desk in the emergency room the woman behind the counter, after telling me that my wife was in one of the triage rooms and she had no other information at that time, she raised her hand a and waved it.
I wondered what the hell she was doing, but the answer to that walked up to me. Two men in suits that had seen better days came up to me and introduced themselves as Detectives Owens and Franks. Owens then asked me where I had been between twelve-thirty and one-thirty. I asked him why he would be asking me a question like that.
"Please just humor me and answer the question."
"I'm not in a humorous mood Detective. I've been informed my wife was attacked, the lady at the desk can't tell me anything and I'm in the mood for answers and not questions."
"Please Mr. Dalton; if you would just cooperate �" I interrupted him with "I'm in no damned mood to cooperate. I want to know what happened to my wife and I'm not going to answer any damned questions until I find out."
I was being a jackass and I knew it, but they were cops and I had a hardon for cops over two traffic tickets in the last two months. One for not coming to a complete dead stop at a stop sign. Three in the morning and no one in sight either to my right or left and the asshole wrote me up. Then two weeks later another asshole wrote me up for being three miles over the speed limit on Meadows Avenue. Three miles! Fuck a bunch of cops!
And it was not lost on me that their first words to me were "Where were you. That old me that to them I was a suspect.
"Cooperation is a two-way street. You tell me what is going on and I'll answer your questions. Owens looked at Franks and then back to me and then said:
"Somewhere around one-ten this afternoon someone walked up to your wife and threw acid in her face."
"One-ten? Carmen would have been at work at one ten."
"She apparently took a long lunch today."
"My next question is why would you think I would throw acid in my wife's face and don't bother trying to tell me you don't think it. You did ask me where I was at the time."
He gave me a long look and then said "Your wife was walking out of a room at the Motel 6 on Perry Street when someone walked up to her and threw a jar full of acid in her face."
"Are you going to make me drag it out of you?"
"She was leaving with a man and he also go a face full."
"Okay. Now I understand. My wife was cheating on me so I must have taken my revenge. Or at least I'm suspected of doing it. So, to answer your question. From twelve to one I had a business lunch with three of my customers and from one until I got the call about my wife I was in my office working on contracts. And yes, I have witnesses to both and I'll give you their names and numbers."
Which I did and then I left the hospital. Under the circumstances I saw no need to see Carman. When Carman came home from the hospital she found that I had moved out. I'd not talked to her or any of her family (except for Billy) since she left for work on the day of the attack.
I obtained a copy of the police report and using it as my proof I filed for divorce on the grounds of adultery. Mrs. Abdon may have already done so, but on the off chance she hadn't I sent a copy of the police report to her. Anonymously of course.
Carman has a very sexy looking body, but any man who wants to enjoy it will need a strong stomach to get past her face. The acid really did a number on it. Plastic surgery might help, but that costs money which is something Carman does have. And it is something she can't get from me thanks to a pre-nup she signed before we got married. And the really sweet part? It was something she insisted on. She was expecting to inherit a bundle from her father. Unfortunately, he was forced to file bankruptcy four years after we were married.
And Deerfield? Nothing of course. Abdon wasn't a customer whereas Deerfield is one of the company's best.
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I saw the image through the frosted glass in the door. It hesitated, moved back and then forward. There was a little more hesitation and then the door opened and she came in.
Seeing her almost took my breath away. She was gorgeous. I believe the phrase that suited her best was "Drop Dead Gorgeous." I stood up from behind my desk to greet her and said as I offered her my hand:
"Good morning. I'm Robert Dalton."
She took the offered hand, shook it and said "Sonia. Sonia Harding."
"Won't you please have a seat and tell me what I can do for you?"
She sat down and crossed her legs in that way that only women can seem to do be able to do. In the process displaying long shapely legs and feet encased in four inched heeled CFMs. There was no doubt in my mind, not even a smidgen, that the display was deliberate. The lady knew what she had and she used it to her advantage. She couldn't possibly know that I was a 'leg man' and that high heels were one of my biggest turn-ons.
I sat there admiring the display and waited for her to tell me why she was in my office. Of course I knew why she was here, but needed to get to the specifics. Knew why she was here? The door she walked through had a sign on it. The sign said Dalton Investigative Services so Sonia Harding obviously needed the services of a private investigator.
She looked at me as if she were sizing me up and then said "I'm here to offer you a two week, all expenses paid vacation to Maui."
I laughed and said "Sure. What's the catch?"
"You have to go with me."
Still chuckling I asked "Who put you up to this?"
"In a way I guess you could say it was your wife. When I found out she was who my husband was cheating on me with I decided that the best revenge would be to do the same thing with her husband, but unlike your wife and my husband I don't intend to hide it. The question here is will you go along with it?"
I made a show of checking my calendar and then said "My calendar is clear until April tenth (it was then March third ) so just when do you see this revenge taking place?"
"I'm ready to leave right now."
"Right now? You mean as of this minute? How are we going to do that? It takes time to arrange for hotel reservations, arrange for plane tickets. Need to pack for the trip and things like that."
"Plane and place to stay are already taken care of. As for packing? We will buy what we need when we get there."
This just had to be a prank that someone was playing on me, but I was just curious enough to go along with it and see where it was going so I said:
"Okay; I'm in. What now?"
"Now we go to Maui" she said as she stood up, looked at me and asked "Coming?"
I stood up and followed her out of the office, stopping just long enough to lock the place up, and then followed her out of the building where I got the first inkling that things might not be like I thought.
There, waiting at the curb was a limousine with a chauffeur leaning on the front fender. The chauffer straightened up as soon as he saw us walk out the building and moved to open the rear door. I followed her into the car and when the chauffer was in the car and behind the wheel she said:
"To the airport Frank."
The chauffer started the car and we were on our way.
I reached forward and slid the privacy panel closed then asked:
"When did you find out about your husband cheating on you?"
"Yesterday."
"You found out yesterday and were able to set this all up in less than twenty-four hours?"
"Nothing that money couldn't take care of."
"Money?"
"My maiden name was Westerbrook; as in Westerbrook Industries."
"Then I guess you can afford it, but it doesn't make sense to me. Your husband must be brain dead. I mean drop dead gorgeous, wealthy, and he takes a chance on losing it all by cheating on you? That just not make sense to me."
"Me either, but he did and he got caught."
As I looked at her I remembered reading about it in the newspaper. Randall Westerbrook and his wife Regina being lost at sea while they on their yacht on their way to Bermuda. It was a big story because of the Bermuda Triangle angle of the story. I did remember the story mentioning they were survived by a daughter and I was apparently being driven to the airport with her.
Sonia asked "What do you think your wife is going to think if you don't come home tonight?"
"How about we don't talk about her and your hubby while we are together. Talking about them would be a downer and I'd much rather spend our time together in a good mood, no, make that a great mood."
"That's a marvelous way of approaching our vacation. Tell me a little about yourself."
"Ladies first."
"Nothing much to tell. Cheerleader in high school, graduated and went to Wharton to get my Bachelors in Business Management and then an MBA followed by my joining the family business. I'm active in several charities and civic pursuits and I stay in shape by playing tennis, swimming laps in my pool and running five miles a day at least four times a week. I'd like to do it every day, but sometimes business gets in the way. I like all kinds of music except rap and I have season tickets to the Broncos, the Rockies and the Denver Symphony. Your turn."
"Early on about the same as you. Played football and baseball in high school and after graduating I went To Metro State to get a Bachelors in Business Management, but I got tired of school, dropped out and joined the Army. I ended up in Military Police and spent the last year of my enlistment in the Criminal Investigation Division.
"Following my discharge I joined the police force where I worked nights while I went back to school and got my Bachelors during the days. Once I got my degree in Business Management, I quit the force because I got fed up doing nothing but writing traffic tickets. I'd liked the work I did in CID so I decided to set myself up as a private investigator. And I'm pretty successful at it."
Then she wanted to know what I did as a PI and I gave her a thumb-nail sketch. It wasn't like some people thought where I spent all my time following husbands and wives trying to find cheating although there was some of that. The majority of my business were insurance companies where I investigated suspicious and fraudulent claims. I had four insurance companies that had me on retainer to investigate things where needed.
By then we were at the airport on the private aircraft side of the field. The chauffer pulled up next to a Gulfstream 500 with the Westerbrook logo on the tail. We boarded, the pilot got clearance, we taxied out, took off and were on our way. Once we leveled off at flight altitude Sonia asked me if I was ready to start on our revenge program. I asked what she had in mind and she asked me if I was ready to join the Mile High Club.
"There is a bed in the back of the plane and I for one am ready to use it."
"What about privacy?"
"There is a lock on the door."
"But what about the flight crew? Won't they know?"
"Of course they will know, but they won't bother us. Mom and dad and me and my about to be ex used to do it all the time."
"But they know I'm not your husband."
"It doesn't matter. They are the hired help and they are well paid to mind their own business."
"But what if they talk about it to others?"
"What if they do? The whole purpose behind this is for the cheaters to find out about it. And I don't know how you feel about it, but to me the more people who know about it the more humiliated Ralph will feel."
I shrugged. If she didn't care I wasn't going to. We went to the rear of the plane and opened a door and I saw a small bedroom. Sonia started shedding clothes as I stood there and watched. She looked at me and said:
"I don't want to be the only one undressed in here."
"I'll join in, but it isn't every day I get to see something as nice as you taking off her clothes."
"Well, aren't you the silver-tongued devil."
"Just stating the facts ma'am; just stating the facts."
When she was down to her thigh highs and high heels and panties she said "This is as far as I go until you are as naked as I am."
I didn't take my eyes off of her as I stripped. She was, in a word, magnificent! If I were to be asked to describe what a sex goddess looked like I would describe Sonia.
When I dropped my boxers to the floor she went to kick off her heels and I asked her to please leave them on. She smiled and said "My kind of man" and then pushed down her panties and stepped out of them. Her pussy was bare. Not a single hair in sight. It was the first naked pussy I'd ever seen in the flesh. I moved toward her and I guess she could see the naked hunger in my eyes and she muttered "Oh my" and laid down on the bed and spread her legs.
I got on the bed with her and I surprised her when I didn't move between her legs and put my cock in her. I did move between her legs, but my head was moving toward her pussy."
"What are you doing?"
"It's a man thing darlin; a naked pussy must be eaten before a cock can be put in it."
I made oral love to it and she must have liked what I was doing because she pushed her pussy up at my mouth and her hands gripped my head and pulled my face to it. I managed to give her an orgasm and when her hands fell from my head I moved up and slid my cock into her.
We stayed on that bed and played until the pilot announced that we were on final for Los Angeles where we would refuel before continuing on to Hawaii.
We dressed and the flight attendant (yes, her private aircraft even had one of those) served us lunch while we refueled. Once on the way again I was pulled back into the aft cabin. When I asked why she felt the need to make love non-stop (or at least as non-stop as I was physically able) her response was:
"Although I said it would be two weeks there is always the possibility I might be called back to handle some emergency or other so I want to make the most of the time we have."
By the time we touched down at Kahului airport on Maui I was one worn out dude.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
We spent half of our first day there buying what we needed in the way of clothing and toiletries we would need during our stay and the other half laying on the beach soaking up the sun.
We went out to dinner that evening after which we returned to the high-rise she had rented (or owned for all I knew) where she did her best to abuse me some more. Through it all, from the time she entered my office to our first night in the high-rise, I was asking myself what was wrong with her idiot husband. She was gorgeous, a tiger in bed and she was rich. What I would have to call the Complete Package and he cheated on her? Made no sense to me at all.
We had four glorious days of making love, dancing at night and lying on the beach during the day before what she mentioned might happen did happen and we were back on the airplane headed home to handle an emergency that had come up.
The flight home mirrored the flight to Hawaii and I was a burned out husk when I stumble off the plane when we got back to Denver.
In her chauffer driven limousine taking me back to my office so I could pick up my car Sonia asked me what I was going to tell my wife about my absence.
"Nothing."
"Nothing? How can you get away with that?"
"I guess it is time for me to end the pretense. To excuse what I'm about to tell you you need to put yourself in my place. A super-hot woman comes to me and says she wants to take me on an all expenses paid trip to Hawaii so of course I'm going to leap at the offer. But I did it knowing that you were making a mistake. It was one of two things. There are two Robert Daltons in town. If your husband was cheating with the other Robert Dalton's wife you picked the wrong Robert to fly off with. If it was Mary Alice Dalton that he was cheating with I've been divorced from her for over three years now."
"Well, I did pick the right Dalton. Unless the other Dalton's wife is also named Mary Alice. Whatever, I got what I wanted. I stuck it to my hubby. For what it is worth Bob, I really would have like to have had the full two weeks with you."
"I can say the same Sonia. Matter of fact I would have liked several years if I could have gotten them."
"Would you consider spending time here with me? No sandy beaches, but there are plenty of places to dine and dance. And of course plenty of the other."
"As long as there is plenty of the 'other' you can count me in. But what about your hubby?"
"He was served with divorce papers the day we flew out."
"You place or mine?"
"Mine. It's closer" she said and then told her chauffer to takes us home.
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I was only eleven years old when the events took place that sent me eight years later on the scariest time of my life.
On December 7th, 1941 the Empire of Japan attacked the United States of America and propelled us into World War Two. Six days later my father enlisted in the United States Army and he served out the war as a member of the 82nd Airborne.
When he got home from the wars he was reluctant to talk about his experiences, but as a young guy I wanted to know all about his exciting adventures and eventually I got him to talk and I found what he had to say fascinating. The more I heard the more I wondered if I had what it took to do what he had done.
Did I have the nerve to "Stand up, hook up, sound off for equipment check" and then shuffle up to the open door and then push myself out into the open sky?
When I graduated high school college was not in my future. Even though I'd done well in school and my grades were better than good I didn't like sitting in class and my last two years of high school were a pain.
In the back of my mind the question of "Could I do what my father did" lurked and when I left school it came roaring to the front of my mind and I joined the Army and went Airborne. As a result I found myself at Camp Chickamauga in Beppo, Japan as a member of the 187th Airborne Infantry Regiment.
A couple of days after I arrived I met Harry Short and while talking I found out he was from Ann Arbor, Michigan and I told him we were neighbors in that I was from Ypsilanti which was only twenty-eight miles away. Then he told me his wife was from Ypsi and maybe I might know her. He told me her name and I said it sounded familiar. He showed me her picture and it turned out I did recognize her. Carol Meis had been two classes in front of me at Ypsilanti High School. I'd never met her or spoken to her, but I knew who she was.
He told me they had gotten married on his last leave and he was looking forward to going home to her when his enlistment was up in nine months. Lucky guy I thought. Carol was one of those girls who you saw as you moved through life that you wished you could know. You know what I mean. Like seeing Rita Hayworth, Betty Grable or Paulette Goddard at the movies and wished you were with them.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On June 27th, 1950 North Korea invaded South Korea and President Truman decided to step in. The 187th was paired up with the 674th Field Artillery Battalion to form the 187th Airborne Regimental Combat Team and placed on a war footing.
On the 23rd of September we were moved to Kimpo airfield in Korea and on October 20th we made a successful parachute assault near the towns of Sunchon and Sukchow about thirty miles north of Pyongyang. The aim of the drop was to try and capture members of the North Korean government fleeing Pyongyang, but unfortunately we were not successful in that.
We saw heavy fighting over the next five months at Suan, Inye and Wonju and in February of 1951 we were pulled out of the line and sent to the rear to refit and rearm.
Harry was getting anxious. He only had a short time before his enlistment was up and he jokingly, at least I thought it was jokingly, asked me to accidentally shoot him in the fleshy part of his leg so he could be sent to the hospital and shipped home. Later I wished I'd done it.
We were brought up to strength and moved to K-2 airfield and placed on alert. On Good Friday, March 23rd we made a parachute assault on Musan-ni to cut off North Koreans who were retreating from the fighting around the Pusan Perimeter. The fighting was fierce and I'll never forget the day. It was March26th. Harry took a round and as I screamed for a medic and tried to staunch the blood flow Harry gasped:
"Tell Carol I love her and my last thoughts were of her."
And then he was gone.
I had no time to grieve. Artillery was falling on us and the enemy were fanatical in their attempts to get by us. My war ended two days later when I was hit in the left leg. I was moved to the 8067 MASH (Mobile Army Surgical Hospital) where I was told the bone damage was severe enough that my days as a combat soldier were over.
I was moved to the 8167th Army Hospital in Japan where what I was told at the 8067th was confirmed. I didn't lose the leg, but I would walk with a limp for the rest of my life. The Army didn't want a cripple as a clerk or even working in supply so I was given a medical discharge and sent home.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was a sunny August afternoon when I knocked on the door of 411Campbell in Ypsilanti. I'd called ahead so I was expected, but I didn't know what to expect when I got there.
The door opened and Carol Short said "Mr. Dalton. Please come in. The living room or coffee at the kitchen table?"
"Coffee sounds good."
Coffee in front of us she said "Sorry for my appearance, but I wasn't expecting company today."
"Nothing wrong with your appearance Mrs. Short. I don't believe I've ever seen you looking bad."
She cocked her head and gave me a quizzical look before saying "Should I know you?"
"Not really. You may have seen me around a time or two. I was two years behind you in school."
"Then you must have known my cousin. Rachel Miller?"
"I dated her a couple of times."
That broke the ice and we proceeded to talk about who we had known in school and what happened to them and where they were now. I found out that Rachel had married Billy Holbrook, another of my old classmates.
Then I led us into the purpose of my visit. I described meeting Harry and the friendship that developed. And then the hard part. Of how Harry had died and his last words to me. On hearing that she broke down and started sobbing. I moved my chair next to hers and then held her as best I could with us both sitting down side by side.
She finally stopped sobbing and apologized for breaking down in front of me.
"I thought I has put my grief behind me."
Then she surprised me.
"Tell me more about never seeing me looking bad."
In an effort to brighten her spirits I told her of the effect she had on me at the time. She surprised me when she said:
"So what you are saying is that you wouldn't be ashamed of being seen in public with me on your arm?"
"Not at all."
"Good. Then you can take me out to dinner tonight."
I didn't have any other plans for the day other than calling on Carol and I've already mentioned the effect she had on me in high school so I just asked:
"What time should I be back to pick you up?"
"No need for you to even leave. It's already five. Give me twenty minutes to change and we can go."
The daily paper was on the coffee table so I picked it up and started looking through it while I waited for Carol to get ready. I wasn't really paying all that much attention to what I reading. Mostly I was wondering why Carol had done what she did. We didn't know each other. Our only connection was my knowing Harry and that we both went to the same high school together at the same time even though we were two years apart. But what the hey! I remembered how I wished it had been me she was holding hands with at the football games out on the island instead of the guy she was with.
All those thoughts were driven from my mind when Carol came back into the room. If she could make herself look that great in twenty minutes I wondered what she would look like if she took an hour to get ready.
"Ready" she asked me.
"I am" I said as I put the paper down.
In the car on the way to the restaurant Carol said "I guess you are wondering about this."
"It has crossed my mind."
"I needed to get out of the house. Except for work I've been pretty much a recluse since I got the word about Harry. I've been asked out at least a dozen times, but I've always said no. I knew what they wanted. I knew what they were thinking. Married woman used to getting it. Hasn't gotten it for a while. Got to be craving it."
"I'm sure you are wrong. Maybe one or two are assholes, but I'll bet a lot of them just wanted to get to know you better. Granted, they would be hoping for a relationship that would lead to what the assholes were looking for, but those guys would be ring shopping in their minds."
"Which one would you be?"
"I'm a ring shopper kind of guy."
We made more small talk until we got to the restaurant and after we were seated and had ordered Carol asked me:
"What kind of girl would make you go looking for a ring?"
"Intelligent, fun loving, good looking and bat shit crazy over me."
"Good looking covers a lot of ground. Blond? Brunette? Redhead? Short? Tall? Skinny or buxom? Can you describe her?"
I didn't know why she was asking the questions, but I decided to have some fun with her."
"Rather than wasting time going over it item by item I'll take the easy way out. When you get home just look in the mirror."
"Me?"
"Don't act so surprised Mrs. Short."
"I told you its Carol, okay?"
"Okay Carol; you must have figured out from my never having seen you looking bad comment that I must have liked what I saw. And the word "Never" had to have told you I looked at you a lot."
"How did we get on this subject?"
Guessing I'd better change the subject I asked "How has the school football team done since I've been gone?"
"The Ypsi Braves? I have to confess I haven't paid any attention to them since leaving school."
Just then our food arrived and while we did talk during the meal it was mostly about the restaurant, the menu choices and the like.
On the drive taking her home she asked about what I was doing now that I discharged. I told her I'd gotten on at the Ford plant and was staying with my parents until I had saved up enough to get an apartment.
"And then what?"
"Find me someone who can put up with me. I've dated one or two since I've been back, but for some reason the limp puts them off. I get the impression they think it makes me less of a man."
"That seems a bit narrow minded."
"As I said, that's the impression I get. Doesn't mean that is what they are really thinking. Maybe it is that I can't dance well enough for them. Doesn't matter. It's mine for life and I need to live with it."
By then I had her home and when I walked her to the door she turned, kissed me on the cheek and said:
"I enjoyed it. Let's do it again. Call me" and she walked into the house.
One more surprise on top of the other surprises of the day. The girl I'd lusted for during high school asking me to call her? I had a huge smile on my face as I walked back to my car.
I did call and we had dinner a couple of times and I always got a kiss on the cheek and a "Call me" at the end of the date. On our seventh date I received a kiss on the lips and two dates later we were making out in my car like a couple of teenagers.
I didn't get a "Call me" at the end of our tenth date, but by then I really didn't think I needed one. On a Thursday I called and asked what she would like to do Friday and she told me she would be busy so I asked how about Saturday and she told me she already had plans.
"Sunday?"
"I'm sorry Bob, but the truth is I just don't want to see you anymore."
"Oh. Well, okay. Goodbye."
As I hung up I wondered what I'd done wrong. And then I wondered why was I assigning the blame to me? Tuesday we fogged up the windows of my car making out and two days later she doesn't want to see me anymore? So it must have been something I'd done. Well, there wasn't anything I could do about it so I just concentrated on the other things going on in my life.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I'd been living with my parents since coming home and I was saving the money I got working at the Ford plant and I finally had enough to get an apartment and move in. My entertainment for the most part was the movies. Between the Martha Washington and the Werth on Michigan Avenue I must have seen ten movies a week.
I saw Carol around, but I avoided her. I was dying to know what I'd done wrong, but there wasn't any way I was going to go up to her and ask her.
I was out having lunch one Saturday when Harlina Collins sat down at the table across from me and said:
"Hello stranger. When did you get back?"
"About five months ago."
"Where have you been hiding? Back five months and I haven't seen you around?"
"Been staying with my parents and staying close to home saving up money so I can get an apartment. That and the fact that since I went from graduation to the Army I never learned anything about the local night life."
"For a start, since you are a veteran, you can join the VFW and they have dances every Saturday night."
"Might not be much of a dancer. I have a leg wound that left me with a limp."
"Shouldn't bother you in a waltz."
"I guess it wouldn't hurt to try. I'll go over there Monday and see about signing up."
"Well, it is Saturday so there is a dance tonight and I'm right here for the asking."
"I'm not a member yet."
"Don't need to be. The dance is open to the public. Members are free; general public has to pay a cover charge. So? Want to go?"
I had a good time. Turned out I could handle all the slow ones just fine.
The band had taken a break and Lina and I were sitting at a table and talking when Bill Martin came up to our table. Bill was a friend of my dad's and Bill worked at the Ford plant with me. He said hello and asked if I was thinking of joining and I told him I was thinking of it. He told me he was one of the post officers and we would talk more on it at work on Monday. He told us to have a good time and as he walked away Lina laughed and said:
"I didn't know you had friends in high places."
"I didn't know it either. I just knew he was a friend of my dad's and we both worked at the same place."
"So there is a really good chance that by this time next week you will be a member and we can come here and celebrate."
"Maybe."
We left at closing and I drove her back to her apartment and then walked her to her door. I told her I'd had a great time and was looking forward to next Saturday. Then she surprised me by saying "The night isn't over yet Bobby" and she took my hand and pulled me into her apartment.
Maybe pulled isn't the right word for it. Pulled implies there is some resistance offered by the item being pulled and I was not resisting. Not even a little. I was remembering the hot sessions we'd had in my dad's 1941 Ford four door sedan. Lina and I had both lost our cherries on the back seat of that car.
I'd caught hell from my dad over the blood spots on the seat although I think there was a bit of "That's my boy" in his eyes as he was ranting. It wasn't a first and only time for me and Lina. We'd done it maybe a half dozen more times before we broke up over something so important that I couldn't even remember it.
One thing I found out that night was that Lina was definitely more experienced than I was. Outside of Harlina my experience was limited to one whore in Japan and one in Korea. The one in Korea will remain in my memory for a long time. She gave me the clap. Thank God for penicillin.
It was a night of firsts for me. My first blow job. First time doing it doggie. And my first-time eating pussy. It started with Lina pushing me down on her couch and then kneeling in front of me and reaching for my zipper.
How do you describe your first blow job? I don't think there are words that can really convey the experience. I laid back and enjoyed it. Being a novice I naturally expected she would stop when I was ready to shoot and when I was ready to lose it I tried to pull out, but she wouldn't let me.
"But I'm gonna shoot" I moaned, but she ignored me and I couldn't stop it. I expected her to jerk her mouth off me, spit, sputter and then to start calling me names, but she didn't. She swallowed! She actually swallowed my cum. When she finally did pull her mouth off me licked me clean and said:
"Now that we've gotten the quick one out of the way ley's take this to the bedroom."
Once there and naked she got on the bed and spread her legs as she said "Now it's your turn."
"My turn?"
"Of course. I sucked yours so now it is your turn to suck mine."
I stood there looking at her and then it finally dawned on me. She wanted me to eat her pussy! She was looking at me expectantly and I finally bit the bullet and said:
"I've never done it. I don't know how."
She laughed and said "Little Miss Lina is just the right person to teach you how."
And she did and she taught me well enough that I got her off twice. Then she led me through a whole bunch of things I'd never done before. Doggie, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl and anal. Oh my God was that ever tight! And she loved it. Wanted more and I was happy to see that she got it. She said my cock was just the right size for anal fucking.
Lina woke me with a blow job in the morning and when she saw I was awake she swung over me and guided me into her. One thing that I had learned that night was that I couldn't get off in cowgirl. I get right to the edge and just hang there. When that happens I have to roll her over onto her back and then drive to get off. Lina didn't seem to mind. When we finished she got up and said she would fix us breakfast and I told her the least I could to pay her for my sexual education was take her out for breakfast.
We were talking over pancakes and bacon when I saw Carol come in with some guy. She saw us and sent a nasty look our way and I wondered what was up with that? When we finished eating Harlina asked me if I had any plans for the day and when I told her no she asked:
"Want to go back to my place and play some more?"
"Silly question, but what makes you think I have anything left in the tank after what you put me through last night?"
"I have my ways."
And she did. She got two more out of me before I could no longer answer the call. She asked me to stay for dinner and as we sat down to eat Lina asked:
"Have you enjoyed our time together?"
"You have doubts?"
"I don't take things for granted. Would you like to continue the relationship?"
"I'd love to."
"Are you open minded?"
"I guess I've never really thought about it. Why?"
"Just curious. Would you make love to a married woman?"
"Probably not. Not knowingly anyway. Why are you asking me these questions?"
"Because I want to keep doing what we did last night and I'm married."
"I'm not understanding here."
"I'm married and I want to keep fucking you. Plain enough?"
I started grabbing my clothes while muttering to myself "Just fucking great I survived Korea just to be killed by an irate husband,"
She was grabbing at me as she was saying "He knows. He knows and he is okay with it."
I was trying to get dressed and she was trying to stop me.
"Will you please listen to me? Please Bob; hear me out."
I slowed down and she said "Dan works on oil rigs. He is gone for two months and then home for a month before going back out for two more. When he took the job against my wishes I told him there wasn't any way I was going to go two months without sex. I told him if he took the job I would divorce him so I would be free to look for someone else.
"Long story short he agreed to let me have lovers while he was gone as long as there was no emotional involvement. I'm tired of picking up losers and assholes. When I saw you at the restaurant I decided you would be perfect for me. I already knew from what we did in high school that we were friends, but weren't in love. Think about it. Two months of what happened last night with no strings attached. The down side is thirty days without while Dan is home and then two more months of what you got last night when he leaves again."
If true, I thought to myself, that wouldn't be a bad idea.
"How long before he comes home again?"
"Five weeks."



"Will he ever know who is sharing your bed?"
"He never asks and even if he did I wouldn't tell him."
I thought about it for a moment and then said "Okay, but from now on we do it at my apartment. I don't want to take the chance he might walk in on us."
"No worries baby; he is regular as clock work."
"Yeah, but what if he gets laid off or maybe fired? Better safe than sorry."
"So, you'll stay?"
"Why not? It is a win win situation for both of us, but it's my apartment tomorrow."
"Deal."
For the next three weeks Lina slept over at my place two or three nights during the week and all of the week ends. She would have stayed every night except she did need to go home and change for work once in a while.
One Saturday I was having lunch alone at the restaurant (Lina was doing some housekeeping or bill paying) when Carol came up to my table. Sat down and said:
"How have you been Bob?"
"Hanging in there."
"Speaking of hanging why are you hanging around with that slut Harlina?"
"Harlina is a slut?"
"What else would you call a married woman who cheats on her husband?"
"Harlina isn't married."
"Oh yes she is."
"Nonsense Carol. If she was married she wouldn't be able to see me almost every day of the week. And why do you care anyway?"
"I like you Bob and I just don't want to see you hurt."
"Well thank you for your concern, but Lina and I have a good thing going and I have no intension of shutting it down. If it turns out there is a hubby out there and he shows up I'll back off, but not until."
"He has some sort of travelling job that keeps him away for a month or so at a time. You need to step away before he comes home and catches you."
"In the first place Carol, I don't believe she is married. I have a good thing going with Lina. Why should I end it?"
"What if you had a better offer? What if someone who isn't married wanted to get with you?"
"Like who?"
"Me.
"You? Get serious. You seem to forget the rather cold way you let me know you didn't want to see me anymore."
"I know I did and I'm sorry. But I was starting to feel guilty. Harry wasn't even a year in the ground and I was already thinking about replacing him. I had to get away from you. I had to give myself some time to think. It took me some time to realize that Harry was gone, wasn't ever coming back and I needed to get on with my life.
"I've spent the last month watching you with Harlina and wishing I could get back with you. Seeing you here alone to day I thought I'd give it a shot."
"You sure about this? It isn't going to be another eight or nine dates and then another "so long Bob?"
"No. I know what I want now, what I need to move on in life and you're it."
"You going to be home tomorrow?
"Yes."
"I will have to break it off with Harlina tonight. If I can do it early enough I might call tonight, but tomorrow for sure."
"I'll be waiting."
I was sitting on the couch when Harlina got there. She hurried over and plopped down on my lap."
I had hoped to find you naked and waiting."
"I might have been if I hadn't had a talk with Carol Short this afternoon."
"And what does Carol have to do with not being naked and waiting?"
I told her about my talk with Carol and she said "So I've been replaced?"
"Look on the bright side. Hubby will be home in a week and by then you should be primed and ready for him."
"There is that. Well, if things don't work out with Carol keep me in mind. I'm going to miss you Robert and don't doubt that for even a minute."
She got off my lap, went through the apartment gathering up her things that she had there and blew me a kiss as she walked out the door. I looked at my watch and saw that I was only six-thirty so I called Carol and she told me to hurry on over.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
I pulled into the garage and parked and then went into the house. I was no sooner in the door when I heard the sounds of pounding feet and the cries of "Daddy's home, daddy's home" as six-year-old Tina and five-year-old Tommy ran up to me. I knelt down and hugged them as Mrs. Palmer, our baby sitter, came into the room and said:
"Your wife called. She's running about fifteen minutes late. She had to stop at the store for something. See you tomorrow."
While we waited for mommy I listened to Tina and Tommy tell me all about their day at school. Tina was telling me about her new best friend when we heard the kitchen door open and my wife hollering out "I'm home."
The kids abandoned me and ran for the kitchen yelling "Mommy's home, Mommy's home." Lina came into the room, kissed me and asked me how my day had been.
Lina?
Yes. Lina.
Carol didn't lie to me when she promised not to cut me loose again after eight or ten dates. We actually lasted ten months. I took a knee and proposed, she said yes and two weeks before the wedding she gave me back my ring and said she'd met someone else.
Then Harlina's husband was killed in a well blowout and my being a shoulder for her to cry on morphed into something more romantic.
As I played on the floor with my two kids under the watching loving eyes of my wife, I made myself a promise to thank Carol if I ever saw her again.
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It was ten in the morning and as I sat in the bar drinking whiskey I watched Anna move around the bar looking for some business. I couldn't help but wonder why she plied her trade in this place. The place being the Longhorn Saloon. I couldn't understand why some man hadn't snapped her up and taken her away from a life of whoring. I'd spent two dollars for some time with her several times and had considered it money well spent. I'd like to do it again. I had the money, but I didn't have the time. Old man Brewster down at the feed store should have my wagon loaded and ready to go and if I left right then I should be out to my spread by nightfall. If I stayed here and dallied with Anna it would be after midnight before I got home although it might be worth it.
Anna finished her circuit around the bar without finding any takers and she finally got to me.
"Morning Frank. Got some time for a little fun?"
Maybe next time I'm in if some man hasn't taken you away from your whoring."
She laughed and said "That ain't likely. Only one man comes in here I'd do that with and he ain't interested in taking a woman like me to wife."
"Then he is a fool,"
She looked me right in the eye and said "You don't look like no fool to me Frank."
"Me? You'd leave here with me?"
"Ask me and find out."
"You got any idea of what your life would be like away from here?"
"I grew up on a farm so I've a pretty good notion."
"How fast can you pack up your possibles? Brewster should have my wagon loaded by now and we need to get on the road if we want to get to my place by dark."
"Give me ten minutes" she said and she hurried off upstairs.
I waved Titus over and told him to top off my whiskey. As he poured he said:
"I couldn't help but overhear what was said by you and Miss Anna. You know if you do what you plan Mattson ain't going to like it."
"Mattson might own this saloon, but he don't own her."
"Ain't the way he's gonna look at it. You do it and he's gonna want a piece of your hide. You best be ready for him."
I sipped my whiskey and wondered just what would Mattson might do. Then I shrugged. Whatever it was I'd do my best to handle it same as I had everything else I'd met up with since I signed up for the war.
I saw Anna coming so I finished my whiskey and stood up. She was carrying a satchel and a sack. I took the satchel from her and we walked out of the saloon and down to the feed store. My wagon was ready to go and I settled up with Brewster, got Anna and her goods situated on the wagon and was checking the horses and harnesses when I heard:
"Get yer god-damned ass off that wagon and back to where it belongs."
I moved around the horses and saw Zack Mattson storming up to the wagon and hollerin at Anna. She looked fearfully at me and I told her to just sit still. I put myself between Mattson and the wagon, dropped my hand to the Colt Dragoon holstered on my right side and said:
"Back up there. She's with me now and you got no say in it."
"Hell I don't. She ain't going anywhere as long as she owes me."
"What she owe you for?"
"Room and board."
Without taking my hand off my gun and my eyes off Mattson I asked Anna how much she owed and she said "I don't know; he never told me."
"How you been paying him up till now?"
"With the money I make whoring."
"How much does he get from each man you do?"
"He takes it all."
"Then I don't guess you owe him anything. Fact is, it sounds like he owes you some. Why don't you get back to your saloon and figure out what you owe her and we can pick it up next time we come back to town."
"Like hell I will. Get down off that wagon bitch and git back to work."
I pulled my Colt, pointed it at Mattson's head and said "The one who had best git back to that saloon is you. Now git!"
He backed away saying "This ain't over. You ain't seen the last of me" and then he turned and headed back to his saloon.
I climbed up on the wagon, took the reins in my hand, slapped the horse's flanks with the long ends as I said "Go boys; take us home." We started moving and five minutes later we was out of town and moving along. It would take a while to get to my place so it gave us time to talk and get to know each other. I asked Anna to tell me a little about herself.
I found out she was nineteen years old, grew up on a farm in Ohio where her parents worked for the man who owned the farm. As she grew older she was put to work on the farm and sometimes in the kitchen working with her mother. The owner died and her folks decided to come west and find a place of their own. Anna and her nineteen-year-old brother decided to come with them.'
They were caught by Indians out on the plains. There were five wagons travelling together and they formed a rough square and tried to fight the Indians off. They were just about to be overrun when a column of calvary showed up and the Indians fled. Out of the thirty-one people who were on the wagons only nine survived. Anna was the only one of her family to make it. The calvary escorted the survivors to town and left them there. Anna had no money and she couldn't find work. Old man Barnes let her sleep in the hayloft of his livery stable for free, but she got so hungry that when a cowboy offered her a dollar to spend some time with him she did it just to get some money to eat on. Once she started she never stopped. The Mattson had offered her room and board if she would ply her trade in his saloon. It was only after she had been there two weeks that she found Mattson was charging her for the room and board.
Then she wanted my story.
"Born and raised in Monroe, Michigan. Worked at the Monroe Wagon Works building wagons and buggies during the week and on my uncle's farm on weekends. I signed up with the 27th Michigan Infantry in late '62 expecting to go off and fight the Reb's. Ended up in New York trying to suppress the draft riots. Did see some fighting at Spotsylvania Court House and Appomattox. Was involved in the siege of Petersburg. Mustered out in June of '65 and when we got home we found all the jobs taken by those who didn't go to war.
"Bill Hendricks told us about the Homestead Act of that Abe had made into law in '62. We could settle on 160 acres for only eighteen dollars and all you had to do was live on it and improve it for five years and then it was yours free and clear. Twenty-three of us decided to do it and a train of eighteen wagons and a herd of cows came out here and settled. All my neighbors are boys I went to war with. And we still help each other out when needed.
"We were the first bunch to get here and had our choice of homesteads. We drew lots to see who could choose first and I got lucked out and got to pick first. I picked the one I got because it's got a pretty good-sized creek running through the back of it and if I was gonna raise beef I'd need ample water.
"At the end of five years I filled out the papers needed and the place is all mine now and I don't owe a cent on it. I don't need to run my beef south to the trailhead to ship them to the slaughter houses cause the Army saw fit to build a post here. I sell my beef to them and the town folks and trade some with the boys I come out here with. That's pretty much it for my story."
We reached my place just before dark hit. We moved her goods into the cabin and then I took the wagon to the barn, unhitched the horses, got them in their stalls, fed and watered, and then I left the wagon to unload in the morning and headed up to the cabin.
I come into the cabin and found Anna naked on the bed waiting for me. All I could say was that if she was ready so was I. She lay there and watched me as I took off my clothes and when I was down to my long johns she asked:
"You eat pussy? I love to have a man go down on me."
"I do, but not tonight."
"How come?"
"Too soon."
"Too soon?"
"Got to give it some time. There been other men in there. Got to give it some time for their presence to fade."
"Ain't no one been there in two days."
"Maybe tomorrow then."
"Promise?"
"I do."
We did it twice then and then again when we woke the next morning. And after that it seemed like she wanted to do it all the time.
The next morning she asked if I had any chickens, pigs, sheep or just cows. I told her just cows and then she wanted to know what I wanted her to do around the place.
"Don't want to just sit here all day waiting for you to come back from cow tending."
"What would you like to do?"
"Plant a garden; maybe get some chickens to raise and get eggs from."
"You know how to garden?"
"Done it for years."
"Make me a list of what you need and we'll get it next time we go to town."
That night when we went to bed she looked at me longingly and I knew what she wanted so I did it. She sure did like it. Then she returned the favor and I sure liked it as much as she liked what I'd done to her. She'd sure enough gotten better at it since the last time. Last time was about a year back. I'd gone to town for supplies and I went to hook up with her. She said she was sorry, but it was her woman's time of the month. I started to leave, but she took hold of my arm and told me she could still help me and when I asked her how she told me to follow her up to her room so I did. It were my first and I liked it. Not as much as a coupling, but a close second.
It were three days later that Zack Mattson and two riders showed up at the place. And he yelled out "Hello the house."
It were pure luck I was in the barn when they showed up. Mostly I'd be out looking after the cows, but I'd come back to get some salt blocks. Anna opened the door and Mattson said:
"Get your stuff. I'm taking you back where you belong."
Anna closed the door on him. Mattson laughed and said "That ain't gonna help you none. If I can't break the door down I'll just set fire to the place and smoke you out."
They was facing the cabin so they didn't see me come up behind them and when I said "I don't reckon I'd much like that" it startled them some. Mattson wheeled his horse around to face me and his men followed along.
"We come to get my property" Mattson said.
"She ain't your property. Abe done outlawed slavery. She ain't yours. She's here of her own free will."
"Don't matter none. She's going back with me."
"How's she going with you if you're dead?"
I had my revolver with me. Always carried it when I was out and about. Never knew when you might come across a rattler or a coyote. Even saw a wolf one time. I put my hand on it and Mattson said:
"They's three of us and only one of you. You can't take us all three."
"Maybe not, but I'll get at least one and that would be you and with you gone and not able to pay them they might just turn and ride off."
From the cabin we heard "I got the one in the red shirt in my sights" and we heard the click of a hammer being pulled back.
"Now I only got to worry about two, but you will be the first one to go."
Mattson turned to the other two and said "I'll double your pay." And as he was saying that I pulled my Colt Dragoon and when I pulled back the hammer and Mattson heard the click he turned back to me and I said:
"Do it or get off my land."
Mattson was angry and angry people sometimes do stupid things and I waited for him to start the fight. But his two men weren't angry and they didn't much like their odds if gun play started. Anna already had my Henry cocked and was sighted in on one and my Colt was already in my hand and pointed their way. They turned their horses and headed off.
"This ain't over" Mattson said and then he turned to follow his men. As he did it I called out to him "Mattson" and he turned to look at me.
"If there is a next time I will kill you. Understand?"
He gave me a nasty look and then rode off.
I went into the cabin and as Anna put the Henry in its place I asked her if she really could have shot the man in the red shirt and she told me that she could.
"When Paw died I picked up his rifle and was shooting at Indians. This wouldn't have been no different."
I went over to my trunk and dug down to the bottom and took out a Sharps four barrel pepperbox pistol I took off a dead Reb at Spotsylvania. I handed it to her and said:
"It ain't got no stopping power since it's only a.22 caliber. If you need to use it go for the head when you shoot."
I took her down back of the barn and let her shoot it and get accustomed to it and then I told her to keep it handy when I wasn't around.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
We settled in. She got her chickens and had her garden and I had my beef and hay fields.
One night when I come in from haying I found her a bit flustered. Before I could ask she told me she had to shoot a man that day.
"He's down in the barn. I had to drag him down there. I couldn't leave him in the yard cause somebody might come along. One of the men who come here with Mattson the day we run them off. He told me to get my stuff and he'd take me back to Mattson's where I belonged."
As she was picking up her stuff she picked up the pepperbox, turned and remembering what I'd said she'd shot him in the face and he went down. Her shot to the face went into his left eye and that were it for him.
I buried him under one of the horse stalls, tossed some hay on the ground and then put the horse back in his stall.
She worried about what to do with his horse and I said I'd just use it to plow the fields and it wouldn't ever be seen in town so we wouldn't have to answer questions about it. If someone did see it and ask about it I'd tell them I found it in my hayfield one morning with a bloody saddle on it and I was meaning to take it to town with me the next time I went.
Only question I ever got on it was from Jacob Winters. He was one of the boys I went to war with. He stopped by one day. He asked when I'd got the third horse and I told him how I'd come to get it. He told me he'd give me a boar and two sows for it (he raised pigs) and I took him up on it. We did that, us boys from Michigan. We traded with each other for things. That's how Anna got her chickens.
I got a few more things out of the man Anna shot besides his horse. He had one of them new Winchesters, a Colt Peacemaker and $38 dollars in his pocket. I liked the feel of the Peacemaker so I gave my Dragoon to Anna to keep around the cabin and started carrying the Peacemaker. Once I traded the horse to Jacob I cleaned the blood off the man's saddle so Anna would have a seat to go riding on. It were a McLellan and there were plenty of them around.
The fact that the man come around convinced me that Mattson wasn't gonna let things be. Didn't matter none that she'd be of no use to him, what with her being three months with child and all, but he didn't know that. I believed that Mattson was a coward and instead of coming himself (I did tell him next time I saw him I would kill him) he was sending his hired hands. Why only one this time? No idea, but it didn't matter none. I was going to have to do something. Couldn't expect Anna to be able to handle it alone if I was in the fields and more than one showed up.
Wasn't one to wait for the axe to fall so I saddled up Horse One, that was the name I give him. The other one was Horse Two. One and I headed for town at first light. Didn't have no plan. Just gonna go into Mattson's saloon and see where that would take us.
Didn't have long to wait. I'd no sooner slapped a dollar down on the bar and told Titus to bring me a whiskey when I heard:
"What the hell are you doing in here?"
I turned and saw Mattson and said "Having a whiskey."
"Not in here you ain't. Get out of here and don't come back."
Without turning my back on Mattson I asked "Titus? Who gets this place when Mattson dies?"
"Don't know. He ain't got no kin that I know of."
"Reckon you could run it until someone might come along?"
"Don't know. I've only ever worked behind the bar."
"You might just get the chance to see if you can do it. What do you say Mattson? Ready to see if he gets a chance to see if he can do the job? You want me outta here you gonna have to put me out. Thing is, I don't think you can do it. You're heeled. Go for it or git outta here and let me drink my whiskey in peace. You man enough to try me or are you the yellow belly I spect you are?"
They was six other folks in the place besides me, Mattson and Titus. Three at one table, two at another and one sitting alone. They all knew me and that I was a farmer and a rancher and not no gun hand so they knew something bad was going on if I was challenging Mattson. They heard everything was said and they was all looking at Mattson to see if he was going to take being called a coward.
Mattson knew all eyes were on him and he tried to back things down.
"Damn it Dalton; ain't no woman worth dying over."
"Then why you keep trying to get her when she don't want to come."
"I ain't tried but that one time."
"Not what that Bart feller told me when I caught him trying to get Anna away. Said you told all them guys worked for you that you'd give thirty-five silver dollars to the one who brung Anna to you. I told him the next time I saw him I'd kill him. Must have believed me cause I ain't seen him since. Been a while since I run him off, but then I got to thinking about them other boys you offered money to. I cain't be round the house all the time so I finally figured out you couldn't pay nobody nothing if you was dead. So here we are. You win and all you got to do is go out and get her. I win I ain't got no more worries."
"Damn it boy, you had no bidness taken her outta here. She owed me money."
"Not the way we figure it. You gave her room and board and took everything she made here. Room and board any other place in town is seventy-five cents a day. Anna never made less than three dollar a day. Way we count it is that you owe her at least a hunnert and fifty dollars. Never pushed you for it cause she was just glad to be gone from here."
"Ain't the way I see it. She worked here so she was mine."
"I guess you one of them folks what never got the word. Abe freed the slaves. Outlawed slavery. He might be gone, but even so slavery ain't been reinstituted. She was free to do what she wanted and she wanted to go from here with me. Now the question is how many times I got to call you a yellow-bellied coward for you slink off and prove me right or draw and prove me wrong?"
I could see he were gonna take being called a coward in front of everyone in the room and I couldn't have that. As long as he was alive he was able to pay people to do his dirty work and Anna wouldn't be safe. I took a deep breath and then said:
"Okay, coward it is."
And then I turned my back on him and picked up my whiskey glass with my left hand. In the back bar mirror I could see the smirk on his face as his hand went down to his gun. I dropped the whiskey and my right hand went for my gun as I turned and took two quick steps to my right. Mattson's shot went into the bar right where I had been standing only seconds ago, but my shot took him in the chest. He stood there with a shocked look on his face, but stil with a gun pointed my way so my second shot went into his forehead just above his right eye and down he went. I turned and asked Titus for a whiskey. He set it on the bar and I picked it up and turned to face the room. I took a sip and then said:
"Y'all saw it. He was gonna back shoot me. Lucky for me I was looking in the mirror and saw him go for his gun."
I turned and said to Titus "Looks like you got a saloon and a hotel to run now."
"Don't know how."
"Last I knowed you was sweet on Nancy Meigs. You know enough to run the bar part and I'll just bet she could handle the hotel part."
I turned to face the crowd, pulled out pocket watch, looked at it and said "It's been fun gents, but if I want to get home by bedtime I need to be going." I stepped over Mattson's body and headed for home.



I got home about an hour after dark and after Anna fed me I told her our worries over what Mattson might do were over. When she asked me how that could be possible I told her someone had killed him.
"With him dead and no one being able to pay his boys we should be okay."
And we were.
Over the years Anna gave me two sons and a daughter and we led a pretty happy life.
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It was ten in the morning and as I sat in the bar drinking whiskey I watched Anna move around the bar looking for some business. I couldn't help but wonder why she plied her trade in this place. The place being the Longhorn Saloon. I couldn't understand why some man hadn't snapped her up and taken her away from a life of whoring. I'd spent two dollars for some time with her several times and had considered it money well spent. I'd like to do it again. I had the money, but I didn't have the time. Old man Brewster down at the feed store should have my wagon loaded and ready to go and if I left right then I should be out to my spread by nightfall. If I stayed here and dallied with Anna it would be after midnight before I got home although it might be worth it.
Anna finished her circuit around the bar without finding any takers and she finally got to me.
"Morning Frank. Got some time for a little fun?"
Maybe next time I'm in if some man hasn't taken you away from your whoring."
She laughed and said "That ain't likely. Only one man comes in here I'd do that with and he ain't interested in taking a woman like me to wife."
"Then he is a fool,"
She looked me right in the eye and said "You don't look like no fool to me Frank."
"Me? You'd leave here with me?"
"Ask me and find out."
"You got any idea of what your life would be like away from here?"
"I grew up on a farm so I've a pretty good notion."
"How fast can you pack up your possibles? Brewster should have my wagon loaded by now and we need to get on the road if we want to get to my place by dark."
"Give me ten minutes" she said and she hurried off upstairs.
I waved Titus over and told him to top off my whiskey. As he poured he said:
"I couldn't help but overhear what was said by you and Miss Anna. You know if you do what you plan Mattson ain't going to like it."
"Mattson might own this saloon, but he don't own her."
"Ain't the way he's gonna look at it. You do it and he's gonna want a piece of your hide. You best be ready for him."
I sipped my whiskey and wondered just what would Mattson might do. Then I shrugged. Whatever it was I'd do my best to handle it same as I had everything else I'd met up with since I signed up for the war.
I saw Anna coming so I finished my whiskey and stood up. She was carrying a satchel and a sack. I took the satchel from her and we walked out of the saloon and down to the feed store. My wagon was ready to go and I settled up with Brewster, got Anna and her goods situated on the wagon and was checking the horses and harnesses when I heard:
"Get yer god-damned ass off that wagon and back to where it belongs."
I moved around the horses and saw Zack Mattson storming up to the wagon and hollerin at Anna. She looked fearfully at me and I told her to just sit still. I put myself between Mattson and the wagon, dropped my hand to the Colt Dragoon holstered on my right side and said:
"Back up there. She's with me now and you got no say in it."
"Hell I don't. She ain't going anywhere as long as she owes me."
"What she owe you for?"
"Room and board."
Without taking my hand off my gun and my eyes off Mattson I asked Anna how much she owed and she said "I don't know; he never told me."
"How you been paying him up till now?"
"With the money I make whoring."
"How much does he get from each man you do?"
"He takes it all."
"Then I don't guess you owe him anything. Fact is, it sounds like he owes you some. Why don't you get back to your saloon and figure out what you owe her and we can pick it up next time we come back to town."
"Like hell I will. Get down off that wagon bitch and git back to work."
I pulled my Colt, pointed it at Mattson's head and said "The one who had best git back to that saloon is you. Now git!"
He backed away saying "This ain't over. You ain't seen the last of me" and then he turned and headed back to his saloon.
I climbed up on the wagon, took the reins in my hand, slapped the horse's flanks with the long ends as I said "Go boys; take us home." We started moving and five minutes later we was out of town and moving along. It would take a while to get to my place so it gave us time to talk and get to know each other. I asked Anna to tell me a little about herself.
I found out she was nineteen years old, grew up on a farm in Ohio where her parents worked for the man who owned the farm. As she grew older she was put to work on the farm and sometimes in the kitchen working with her mother. The owner died and her folks decided to come west and find a place of their own. Anna and her nineteen-year-old brother decided to come with them.'
They were caught by Indians out on the plains. There were five wagons travelling together and they formed a rough square and tried to fight the Indians off. They were just about to be overrun when a column of calvary showed up and the Indians fled. Out of the thirty-one people who were on the wagons only nine survived. Anna was the only one of her family to make it. The calvary escorted the survivors to town and left them there. Anna had no money and she couldn't find work. Old man Barnes let her sleep in the hayloft of his livery stable for free, but she got so hungry that when a cowboy offered her a dollar to spend some time with him she did it just to get some money to eat on. Once she started she never stopped. The Mattson had offered her room and board if she would ply her trade in his saloon. It was only after she had been there two weeks that she found Mattson was charging her for the room and board.
Then she wanted my story.
"Born and raised in Monroe, Michigan. Worked at the Monroe Wagon Works building wagons and buggies during the week and on my uncle's farm on weekends. I signed up with the 27th Michigan Infantry in late '62 expecting to go off and fight the Reb's. Ended up in New York trying to suppress the draft riots. Did see some fighting at Spotsylvania Court House and Appomattox. Was involved in the siege of Petersburg. Mustered out in June of '65 and when we got home we found all the jobs taken by those who didn't go to war.
"Bill Hendricks told us about the Homestead Act of that Abe had made into law in '62. We could settle on 160 acres for only eighteen dollars and all you had to do was live on it and improve it for five years and then it was yours free and clear. Twenty-three of us decided to do it and a train of eighteen wagons and a herd of cows came out here and settled. All my neighbors are boys I went to war with. And we still help each other out when needed.
"We were the first bunch to get here and had our choice of homesteads. We drew lots to see who could choose first and I got lucked out and got to pick first. I picked the one I got because it's got a pretty good-sized creek running through the back of it and if I was gonna raise beef I'd need ample water.
"At the end of five years I filled out the papers needed and the place is all mine now and I don't owe a cent on it. I don't need to run my beef south to the trailhead to ship them to the slaughter houses cause the Army saw fit to build a post here. I sell my beef to them and the town folks and trade some with the boys I come out here with. That's pretty much it for my story."
We reached my place just before dark hit. We moved her goods into the cabin and then I took the wagon to the barn, unhitched the horses, got them in their stalls, fed and watered, and then I left the wagon to unload in the morning and headed up to the cabin.
I come into the cabin and found Anna naked on the bed waiting for me. All I could say was that if she was ready so was I. She lay there and watched me as I took off my clothes and when I was down to my long johns she asked:
"You eat pussy? I love to have a man go down on me."
"I do, but not tonight."
"How come?"
"Too soon."
"Too soon?"
"Got to give it some time. There been other men in there. Got to give it some time for their presence to fade."
"Ain't no one been there in two days."
"Maybe tomorrow then."
"Promise?"
"I do."
We did it twice then and then again when we woke the next morning. And after that it seemed like she wanted to do it all the time.
The next morning she asked if I had any chickens, pigs, sheep or just cows. I told her just cows and then she wanted to know what I wanted her to do around the place.
"Don't want to just sit here all day waiting for you to come back from cow tending."
"What would you like to do?"
"Plant a garden; maybe get some chickens to raise and get eggs from."
"You know how to garden?"
"Done it for years."
"Make me a list of what you need and we'll get it next time we go to town."
That night when we went to bed she looked at me longingly and I knew what she wanted so I did it. She sure did like it. Then she returned the favor and I sure liked it as much as she liked what I'd done to her. She'd sure enough gotten better at it since the last time. Last time was about a year back. I'd gone to town for supplies and I went to hook up with her. She said she was sorry, but it was her woman's time of the month. I started to leave, but she took hold of my arm and told me she could still help me and when I asked her how she told me to follow her up to her room so I did. It were my first and I liked it. Not as much as a coupling, but a close second.
It were three days later that Zack Mattson and two riders showed up at the place. And he yelled out "Hello the house."
It were pure luck I was in the barn when they showed up. Mostly I'd be out looking after the cows, but I'd come back to get some salt blocks. Anna opened the door and Mattson said:
"Get your stuff. I'm taking you back where you belong."
Anna closed the door on him. Mattson laughed and said "That ain't gonna help you none. If I can't break the door down I'll just set fire to the place and smoke you out."
They was facing the cabin so they didn't see me come up behind them and when I said "I don't reckon I'd much like that" it startled them some. Mattson wheeled his horse around to face me and his men followed along.
"We come to get my property" Mattson said.
"She ain't your property. Abe done outlawed slavery. She ain't yours. She's here of her own free will."
"Don't matter none. She's going back with me."
"How's she going with you if you're dead?"
I had my revolver with me. Always carried it when I was out and about. Never knew when you might come across a rattler or a coyote. Even saw a wolf one time. I put my hand on it and Mattson said:
"They's three of us and only one of you. You can't take us all three."
"Maybe not, but I'll get at least one and that would be you and with you gone and not able to pay them they might just turn and ride off."
From the cabin we heard "I got the one in the red shirt in my sights" and we heard the click of a hammer being pulled back.
"Now I only got to worry about two, but you will be the first one to go."
Mattson turned to the other two and said "I'll double your pay." And as he was saying that I pulled my Colt Dragoon and when I pulled back the hammer and Mattson heard the click he turned back to me and I said:
"Do it or get off my land."
Mattson was angry and angry people sometimes do stupid things and I waited for him to start the fight. But his two men weren't angry and they didn't much like their odds if gun play started. Anna already had my Henry cocked and was sighted in on one and my Colt was already in my hand and pointed their way. They turned their horses and headed off.
"This ain't over" Mattson said and then he turned to follow his men. As he did it I called out to him "Mattson" and he turned to look at me.
"If there is a next time I will kill you. Understand?"
He gave me a nasty look and then rode off.
I went into the cabin and as Anna put the Henry in its place I asked her if she really could have shot the man in the red shirt and she told me that she could.
"When Paw died I picked up his rifle and was shooting at Indians. This wouldn't have been no different."
I went over to my trunk and dug down to the bottom and took out a Sharps four barrel pepperbox pistol I took off a dead Reb at Spotsylvania. I handed it to her and said:
"It ain't got no stopping power since it's only a.22 caliber. If you need to use it go for the head when you shoot."
I took her down back of the barn and let her shoot it and get accustomed to it and then I told her to keep it handy when I wasn't around.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++
We settled in. She got her chickens and had her garden and I had my beef and hay fields.
One night when I come in from haying I found her a bit flustered. Before I could ask she told me she had to shoot a man that day.
"He's down in the barn. I had to drag him down there. I couldn't leave him in the yard cause somebody might come along. One of the men who come here with Mattson the day we run them off. He told me to get my stuff and he'd take me back to Mattson's where I belonged."
As she was picking up her stuff she picked up the pepperbox, turned and remembering what I'd said she'd shot him in the face and he went down. Her shot to the face went into his left eye and that were it for him.
I buried him under one of the horse stalls, tossed some hay on the ground and then put the horse back in his stall.
She worried about what to do with his horse and I said I'd just use it to plow the fields and it wouldn't ever be seen in town so we wouldn't have to answer questions about it. If someone did see it and ask about it I'd tell them I found it in my hayfield one morning with a bloody saddle on it and I was meaning to take it to town with me the next time I went.
Only question I ever got on it was from Jacob Winters. He was one of the boys I went to war with. He stopped by one day. He asked when I'd got the third horse and I told him how I'd come to get it. He told me he'd give me a boar and two sows for it (he raised pigs) and I took him up on it. We did that, us boys from Michigan. We traded with each other for things. That�s how Anna got her chickens.
I got a few more things out of the man Anna shot besides his horse. He had one of them new Winchesters, a Colt Peacemaker and $38 dollars in his pocket. I liked the feel of the Peacemaker so I gave my Dragoon to Anna to keep around the cabin and started carrying the Peacemaker. Once I traded the horse to Jacob I cleaned the blood off the man's saddle so Anna would have a seat to go riding on. It were a McLellan and there were plenty of them around.
The fact that the man come around convinced me that Mattson wasn't gonna let things be. Didn't matter none that she'd be of no use to him, what with her being three months with child and all, but he didn't know that. I believed that Mattson was a coward and instead of coming himself (I did tell him next time I saw him I would kill him) he was sending his hired hands. Why only one this time? No idea, but it didn't matter none. I was going to have to do something. Couldn't expect Anna to be able to handle it alone if I was in the fields and more than one showed up.
Wasn't one to wait for the axe to fall so I saddled up Horse One, that was the name I give him. The other one was Horse Two. One and I headed for town at first light. Didn't have no plan. Just gonna go into Mattson's saloon and see where that would take us.
Didn't have long to wait. I'd no sooner slapped a dollar down on the bar and told Titus to bring me a whiskey when I heard:
"What the hell are you doing in here?"
I turned and saw Mattson and said "Having a whiskey."
"Not in here you ain't. Get out of here and don't come back."
Without turning my back on Mattson I asked "Titus? Who gets this place when Mattson dies?"
"Don't know. He ain't got no kin that I know of."
"Reckon you could run it until someone might come along?"
"Don't know. I've only ever worked behind the bar."
"You might just get the chance to see if you can do it. What do you say Mattson? Ready to see if he gets a chance to see if he can do the job? You want me outta here you gonna have to put me out. Thing is, I don't think you can do it. You're heeled. Go for it or git outta here and let me drink my whiskey in peace. You man enough to try me or are you the yellow belly I spect you are?"
They was six other folks in the place besides me, Mattson and Titus. Three at one table, two at another and one sitting alone. They all knew me and that I was a farmer and a rancher and not no gun hand so they knew something bad was going on if I was challenging Mattson. They heard everything was said and they was all looking at Mattson to see if he was going to take being called a coward.
Mattson knew all eyes were on him and he tried to back things down.
"Damn it Dalton; ain't no woman worth dying over."
"Then why you keep trying to get her when she don't want to come."
"I ain't tried but that one time."
"Not what that Bart feller told me when I caught him trying to get Anna away. Said you told all them guys worked for you that you'd give thirty-five silver dollars to the one who brung Anna to you. I told him the next time I saw him I'd kill him. Must have believed me cause I ain't seen him since. Been a while since I run him off, but then I got to thinking about them other boys you offered money to. I cain't be round the house all the time so I finally figured out you couldn't pay nobody nothing if you was dead. So here we are. You win and all you got to do is go out and get her. I win I ain't got no more worries."
"Damn it boy, you had no bidness taken her outta here. She owed me money."
"Not the way we figure it. You gave her room and board and took everything she made here. Room and board any other place in town is seventy-five cents a day. Anna never made less than three dollar a day. Way we count it is that you owe her at least a hunnert and fifty dollars. Never pushed you for it cause she was just glad to be gone from here."
"Ain't the way I see it. She worked here so she was mine."
"I guess you one of them folks what never got the word. Abe freed the slaves. Outlawed slavery. He might be gone, but even so slavery ain't been reinstituted. She was free to do what she wanted and she wanted to go from here with me. Now the question is how many times I got to call you a yellow-bellied coward for you slink off and prove me right or draw and prove me wrong?"
I could see he were gonna take being called a coward in front of everyone in the room and I couldn't have that. As long as he was alive he was able to pay people to do his dirty work and Anna wouldn't be safe. I took a deep breath and then said:
"Okay, coward it is."
And then I turned my back on him and picked up my whiskey glass with my left hand. In the back bar mirror I could see the smirk on his face as his hand went down to his gun. I dropped the whiskey and my right hand went for my gun as I turned and took two quick steps to my right. Mattson's shot went into the bar right where I had been standing only seconds ago, but my shot took him in the chest. He stood there with a shocked look on his face, but stil with a gun pointed my way so my second shot went into his forehead just above his right eye and down he went. I turned and asked Titus for a whiskey. He set it on the bar and I picked it up and turned to face the room. I took a sip and then said:
"Y'all saw it. He was gonna back shoot me. Lucky for me I was looking in the mirror and saw him go for his gun."
I turned and said to Titus "Looks like you got a saloon and a hotel to run now."
"Don't know how."
"Last I knowed you was sweet on Nancy Meigs. You know enough to run the bar part and I'll just bet she could handle the hotel part."
I turned to face the crowd, pulled out pocket watch, looked at it and said "It's been fun gents, but if I want to get home by bedtime I need to be going." I stepped over Mattson's body and headed for home.



I got home about an hour after dark and after Anna fed me I told her our worries over what Mattson might do were over. When she asked me how that could be possible I told her someone had killed him.
"With him dead and no one being able to pay his boys we should be okay."
And we were.
Over the years Anna gave me two sons and a daughter and we led a pretty happy life.
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"There was this blind man and he was out walking one day with his seeing eye dog. They reached the corner of a busy intersection and the dog led the man right off the curb and out into moving traffic. Tires screeched, horns blared and people rolled down their windows and shouted curses at the pair. They made it safely to the other side and the man took out a doggie treat out of his pocket and offered it to the dog. A woman who had seen the whole thing walked up to the blind man and said:
That stupid dog almost got you killed and you are giving him a reward?"
"Not really," said the blind man. I'm trying to find where his mouth is so I can kick his ass."
It got a luke warm laugh and he handed the microphone back to Bobby Denton. It was Wednesday night and open mic night at the Landing Strip Lounge. I glanced again at the table where Jason Edwards wife was holding hands with a man who was most definitely not her husband. I was taking pictures of them with my phone and I hoped they would turn out okay since I had the flash turned off. I hoped like hell the ones of them kissing turned out.
It was just luck that I was sitting where I was when Mandy Edwards came in and sat down with the man. Normally I would be sitting at the bar, but that night the bar was full. I usually sat at the bar because that was the best place to be able to see Bobby Denton's wife.
I had the screaming hots for the woman and I was waiting for a chance to make a move on her. She was a gorgeous blond and she hated blond jokes and for some reason Bobby Denton told blond jokes whenever she was here. I just knew that one day he'd go too far and she would jump up and leave and when that happened I would follow her out and make my move. My thoughts being that she would be so pissed at him that she might give me a tumble just to spite him. I was thinking that tonight might be the night because I saw her start to get up, but one of the women sitting with her grabbed her arm and pulled her back down.
Apparently, there were no more wanna be stand-up comics that night so Bobby told the closing joke. A blond one of course and I listened to it as I watched Mandy and her lover. Maybe ten minutes after Bobby finished Mandy and her paramour showed signs of leaving so I got up and headed out to my car. Once there I sat and waited for Mandy and her boyfriend to come out. I was hoping I could get shots of some backseat action to add to the ones I'd already taken. I pulled up the ones I'd already taken and was pleased to see that most of them had come out okay.
The two came out and they walked to a car and embraced and then kissed (and I caught it on camera) and then Mandy got in the car, but didn't go anywhere. The man walked to another car, got in and then drove out of the parking lot and Mandy followed along behind him. I decided to tag along. They drove to the Motel 6 on Perry and the man went in and got a room and then Mandy followed him into it. I got four good pictures of it and then decided to call it a night.
When I got home I uploaded the photos into my computer and then printed them. I put the pictures into a folder, turned off the computer and went to bed.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It was almost two weeks before the opportunity I was looking for came around. Amanda Edwards and I worked for the same company, but in different areas. We knew each other, but not well. One of those 'we knew who each other were, but not much else' kind of relationships.
One thing we had in common was that we usually ate lunch at the B&B Cafe which was right across the street from the building we worked in. Most days she sat with two or three others, but once in a while she sat alone and it was one of those times I was looking for.
It was a Tuesday and I walked into the cafe and saw Amanda sitting alone. I walked over to the booth and slid in opposite her. She gave me a look that screamed out "What the hell are you doing sitting there" but said:
"I'm sorry, but I'm expecting some friends and they will be needing that side of the booth."
"That's okay. Just an answer to a quick question and I'm out of here. Was the guy you went into room 106 with two weeks ago just a fling or are you planning to leave Jason for him?"
I could tell she was getting ready to get all indignant on me, but then it was like she just deflated.
"What do you want?"
"Just an answer to my question."
"Why?"
"Just curious" I said as I slid the folder over to her. "Just wondered is all. If it was just a fling you might not want Jason to see those, but if it is serious and you plan on leaving Jason for that guy you probably won't care if he sees them or not. Think about it. You know where to find me. Enjoy your lunch" and I got up and left.
I wasn't surprised when she came up to my desk a little after three and said "We need to talk."
"Bud's Bar after work?"
"I'll be there."
She was there waiting when I got there and I sat down at the table with her. She went right at it.
"What do you want?"
"An answer to the question I asked."
"Why? Why do you want to know?"
"It will help me decide what to do."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Not until I get my answers."
She gave me a long look and then said "Stan was just a fling and no, I don't want Jason to know."
One more and then I'll answer yours. Was, or is, Stan the only one?"
"No he isn't and he was history as of last Saturday. So why the questions?"
"Before I answer I need to be up front with you about something. I'm an asshole. Knowing that upfront will help you understand me. The reasons for my questions are simple. If the man I saw you with was someone you were going to leave Jason for my showing him the photos wouldn't bother you at all. If it was just a fling and you didn't want Jason to know it would give me something to work with."
Once I said that it was like one of those cartoons where they showed a light bulb going off over the head of one of the characters as they suddenly realize what's going on.
"Seriously" she asked. "You are going to try and blackmail me?"
"That pretty much sums it up."
"How much?"
"I don't want money."
"What do you want?"
"You."
"Me?"
"If you have flings with other guys why not me?"
"You can't be serious."
"Of course I am. Look at it from my perspective. Meet a girl. Take her out seven or eight times at forty or fifty bucks a pop and not score. Do it again with another girl with the same result after having laid out six hundred or so bucks for nothing? Why wouldn't I like to score for only the cost of a dozen sheets of computer paper?"
"You wouldn't get much out of it. I'd just lay there like a blow-up doll."
"Maybe, but it would still be better than looking at porn and using my right hand. So, what will it be? Me or Jason seeing the pictures?"
"You overlooked one little thing."
"What's that?"
"Jason and I have an open marriage. We are free to do whatever as long as we come home to each other."
"You're right. I didn't think of that. I guess when I show Jason the pictures he will just shrug and say "So what." It will be interesting. I've never talked with a man in an open marriage. At least not that I know of."
I took out my phone, pushed the necessary keys and said "555-137-2345, right?"
"What are you doing?"
"Calling Jason to set up meeting."
I started pressing keys and heard "Stop it! Don't do that! You win."
"I win?"
"You called my bluff. I can't have Jason seeing those things."
"Then all that's left is seeing to the logistics. I'm free every night so it comes down to your availability."
"I can only get free on Mondays and Wednesdays."
"Why only those days?"
"Jason bowls on Mondays and has a lodge meeting on Wednesdays."
I took a piece of paper out of my pocket and wrote my address down on it and gave it to her and told her I'd expect her at six-thirty.
"I can't do it."
"You will do it or else."
"You don't understand. I can't do it. Jase gets home from work around five-thirty. I have dinner ready, we eat and he doesn't leave for the bowling alley until six-twenty or so. I can't get to your place until around seven. Same with his lodge meeting. And I have to be home by ten on Monday and by eleven on Wednesday."
I looked at my watch, said I needed to get going, got up, told her I'd see her the next day and left.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next day a little after two she showed up at my desk and asked me for my phone number. "I need it in case something comes up and I can't be there."
"No problem. You don't show and no matter the reason and you know what I'll do."
"But what if I'm running late?"
"As long as you show up and we have enough time to take care of business."
She gave me a nasty look and stormed off.
My doorbell rang at five to seven and when I went to the door I found an unsmiling Mandy standing there. I stepped aside and she waked in. She was wearing baggy jeans, an oversize sweatshirt and had no makeup on at all. It was an obvious attempt to look as unappealing as possible, but it was effort that was wasted on me. I didn't intend to fuck her clothes and I didn't give a rat's ass if she was made up or not. As long as her pussy wasn't stitched closed I'd get what I wanted.
I just said "Bedrooms down the hall, first door on the left. She gave me a nasty look, but headed for the bedroom. I followed along and when we were in the bedroom I said "Lose the clothes" and I took off the robe I was wearing. She shed what she was wearing and then looked at the bed. I'd already turned the covers down in readiness for the evening.
She got on the bed, spread her legs and then looked up at me with a facial expression that said "Come on; use your blowup doll and get it over with so I can get hell out of here." Her intension was to just lay there and be unresponsive. She was a good-looking woman with a pretty decent body, but what caught my eye was that she had a bald pussy. It was my first. I'd seen them in pictures and in some of the porn I'd watched, but this was the first one I'd seen in the flesh.
As I got on the bed I could see the indifference on her face as she waited to be used. I saw that indifference change to confusion when instead of shoving my cock in her pussy my face headed straight to her hairless beaver. I just HAD to find out what it would be like to munch on a hairless pussy.
I licked and sucked, found the 'little man in the boat' and went to work on it. I'm not sure, but I'm guessing it wasn't much more than a minute before her hands were gripping my head and trying to pull it inside her. I worked away at it until she had an orgasm and as she was coming down from it I moved up and slid my cock into her.
She moaned and her legs came up and locked on my waist and she pushed her pussy up at me. She certainly wasn't behaving like the blow-up doll she had intended to be. I fucked her to a second orgasm which hit her just as I had mine. Another first for me. I'd never before cum at the same time as my partner.
I don't know what 'Miss I'm Going to Just Lie Here Unresponsive' was expecting next, but I'll bet that it wasn't what happened. I pulled out and went back down on her. Her hands gripped my head again and she pushed her pussy up at me. I didn't bring her to another climax, but I did get an "Oh yes, oh sweet Jesus yes" out of her.
Along the way my cock got resurrected and I pulled her up on and got her on her hands and knees and then entered her doggie. She got off twice more before I got mine. By then it was time for her to get ready to leave."
"Do you need to shower before you go" I asked.
"Is it that time already?"
"Unfortunately, it is."
"I don't need to shower. I always shower before I go to bed. Jason won't think anything of it."
I watched her dress to leave and just before she went out the door I said "Next time wear high heels."
She acted as if she hadn't heard me and walked out the door. The evening was worth it even if I had to miss going to the Landing Strip and lusting after Bobby Denton's wife.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I saw Mandy at work on Thursday and Friday, but we didn't interact. Monday my doorbell rang at ten to seven and I found Mandy standing there wearing a dress and high heels. I stepped aside to let her in and once in the door she headed straight to the bedroom. I closed the door and followed her.
By the time I got there she head removed the dress and was unhooking her bra. She was wearing thigh high nylons along with the heels and as I watched her take off her bra and panties I wondered why her husband put bowling and lodge meetings above staying at home and taking care of his wife. If she was mine I'd damned sure do my best to keep her home.
Once she was down to just to just heels and hose she asked if I wanted her to take off the heels or leave them on and I told her to leave them on. She got on the bed and spread her legs and waited. In anticipation of her visit I had already undressed and was wearing a bathrobe. I shrugged it off and moved to the bed.
There was a huge smile on my face as it went to her naked pussy. I ate her pussy until she orgasmed and then I moved up and slid my cock into her sheath. I fucked her slow and steady until she got off again and the drove for mine and giving her another along the way.
As she was getting ready to leave she asked "Heels next time too?"
"No need for a next time. I've done what I set out to do. You are free of me and my threats."
"Care to explain that?"
"Jason moved in on my girlfriend when we were in college and I swore that someday, somehow I would get back at him for ruining that relationship. You gave me the opportunity and I seized it. He won't ever know but I will and it's enough for me."
"That simple?"
"Just that simple."
She shrugged and left.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday found me sitting on my favorite barstool listening to a wanna be stand-up comic telling a joke while I kept my eyes on Denton's wife. I tensed as I saw her stand up, but I was distracted when someone sat down on the stool next to me and said:
"Buy a girl a drink and then maybe take her back to your place and fuck her brains out?"
I turned to see Mandy sitting there. All thoughts of Denton's wife were gone as I said "I'm not silly enough to say no, but I am curious as to why you would approach a lowly slimeball of a blackmailer with an offer like that."
"Better the devil you know, right?"
"Mine is "Never look a gift horse in the mouth." Do you really want that drink or do we just get out of here and go to my place and get it on?"
She got off the bar stool and said "Let's get out of here."
She followed me home and she was shedding clothes as she came through the front door. After a repeat of the last two times I glanced at the clock and said:
"Much as I hate to say it, I think it is time for you to go."
"Not tonight stud. Jason is out of town until Friday evening. It won't bother me at all to wake up here tomorrow."
"Care to tell this lowly blackmailer how he has become worthy of such a magnificent gift?"
"Simple. We both want the same thing where Jason is concerned. Revenge! You wanted to get back at him for what he did to you and I have my flings for the same reason. I caught Jason cheating on me twice and decided that if sex outside the marriage was good enough for him it was good enough for me."
"Simple as that?"
"Simple as that."
"Still doesn't explain why me?"
"At the risk of pumping up your ego the reason is also simple. Both times, even though you were blackmailing me, you made sure that I got mine. You didn't get on, get off and the get off. All the other guys I had my flings with were only interested in getting what they could and didn't care if I got anything out of it or not. I didn't care all that much because I was just doing it to get back at Jason.
Then along comes a slimy blackmailer who gave me more orgasms in our two meetings than I'd gotten in the whole of last year. It may come as a surprise to you, but women like orgasms. Since I now know I can get them from you here I am."
"Simple as that?"
"Simple as that!"
I set the clock for six because we both had to go to work, but the clock didn't wake me up. Mandy did by sucking my cock. I looked over at the clock and saw it was ten to six. Mandy started to bitch when I pushed her away, but stopped when she saw I was moving into a sixty-nine which ended up making us both late for work.
Before she left she said "Tonight? Maybe dinner and dancing and then come back here?"
"I like the way you think."
I gave her a ten-minute head start as I didn't want anyone to to see us arrive together and get the right idea.
Over dinner that night Mandy asked me why I wasn't married. I told her I had been, but the wife didn't think I had the kind of money to give her the life she wanted and had decided to trade up. She left me for the owner of the company she worked for. I did get the last laugh there. Two years after she married him his company went bust and he had to file bankruptcy. Last I heard they were living in an apartment and both working for not much more than minimum wage.
"That relationship and what my fiance did to me when Jason came around has soured me on having a relationship with someone. What about you? Wy haven't you just divorced Jason and moved on?"
"Two failed relationships in high school and college, a fiance who I caught cheating on me two weeks before the wedding, and then Jason. Why bother divorcing the asshole just to be able to go looking for someone who might not be any better? Just stay married to Jason and let him support me while I just go on getting even.
"We sure is a pair ain't we."
We didn't go dancing. I wanted to, but she said she had to get as much as she could before Jason go home from his trip and she would have to go back to only two nights a week. We went home and she damned near reduced me to a quivering lump. I fell asleep next to her totally exhausted.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
That was the beginning of an affair that lasted a little over a year. Mondays and Wednesdays and every time Jason had a business trip which usually happened once a month and gave us two or three days to play house.
Then, one Wednesday in May Mandy told me she was ending our affair. I told her I was really going to miss her and shy asked me why. I summoned up the courage to tell her I'd fallen in love with her and I was going to hate to see her go.
"That's the answer I was hoping for. I served Brad with divorce papers this morning. If everything goes as smooth as I expect the divorce will be final in ninety days. That means we can have a late August or early September wedding. Think you can be ready by then?"
I was, but her timing was a little off. We had to settle for a November wedding. On our honeymoon she damned near fucked me to death. But if I would have died I would have had one hell of a smile on my face when I went.
'''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''''
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I was sitting at the kitchen table when my wife came home from grocery shopping. She saw the legal pad on the table in front of me and the pen in my hand and asked:
"What are you doing?"
"I decided to take you up on your challenge."
"I don't remember any challenges."
"Remember last week when we were reading those stories on that internet site? I commented on how bad some of them were and said even I could do better than that. You said I couldn't. You said I didn't have a creative bone in my body."
"I guess I did say that, but my comment was bases on what I know about your grades when we were in school. You always got B's and Cs on your papers in classes that required written reports and you got a C on the paper you had to do for Business Research and Report Writing."
"Well, I think I can do better."
"Whatever. Come help me bring the groceries in."
I helped her bring the bags in and helped put some of it away and that sat backdown at the table to write. As she was preparing dinner she asked:
"What's it about?"
"I'm not telling. I'll let you read it when I'm done and you can critique it before I post it to the site."
I didn't think it would be too hard. Yes, all the stuff I did in college didn't get great grades, but then I didn't expect them to. I only did what I had to do to get by in those classes. I didn't want to be there in the first place, but I was more or less blackmailed into it by my parents.
Dad wouldn't let me come to work in the family business unless I had a Bachelor's in Business Management. I'd worked there after school and during the summers since I was thirteen and I wanted to work there when I got out of high school, but dad said no. "Not without the degree. That is a must for you to come to work here full time."
So, I sucked it up and went. Got the degree and went to work in the family business.
I looked down at the pad, picked up my pen and started
+++++++++++++++++++++++
My name is Josh Barnum. I am an aircraft mechanic for a major air carrier and I'm married to Melinda Barnum. Melinda (I call her Melly) is an office manager for an insurance company. Melly and I have been together for a little over eleven years, nine of them married. We met in our sophomore year in college and for me it was love at first sight. For Melly? Not so much.
It took me three months to get a date with her. We clicked. On our seventh date we made love for the first time. After that we were a steady couple and usually made love two or three times a week. At least until the summer between our sophomore and junior years.
I had a summer job working for my Uncle Bill who owned a landscaping company. I was working ten and twelve hour days Monday through Saturday. As a result I could rarely date Melly during the week. After three weeks of only seeing me on Sundays Melly started dating other guys. When I bitched about it I was told to live with it or lose my Sundays.
It was a defining moment in our relationship. I've already said that when it came to Melly it was love at first sight so I gave in rather than lose her altogether. I didn't realize it at the time what a mistake that was. It showed her that as far as I was concerned she could get away with a lot and I would let it go.
It was three weeks later on a Friday and I had only put in six hours before calling it a day because of heavy thunderstorms. I called Melly to see if she would gout with me that night and she told me she already had a date. I hung up on her without saying another word.
I called around to see if anything was happening and found out there was a party at Mike Mattson's place. I called and found out I was welcome so I decided to go. Bad move on my part. I walked in just in time to see Melly embrace and then kiss Dick Moore. Then they moved out onto the make-shift dance floor where Melly molded herself to Mattson as they slowly danced to the song. Mattson had both hands on her ass and was pulling her tight against him. Melly had her arms around his neck and pulled his face down and gave him a hot lingering kiss.
When the song ended they seemed reluctant to pull away from each other, but when they finally did Melly saw me. She said something to Dick and then headed my way. I turned, walked away from her and left the party. She might have had my number as far as stringing me along went, but I'd be damned if I was going to stick around while she made out with someone else.
The weather wasn't bad on Saturday so I ended up putting in a twelve-hour day. I had learned not to waste my time calling Melly on Saturday evening to set up a date for Sunday because she would be out dating someone. Normally I'd call her on Sunday around ten and arrange to do something that afternoon and evening.
But that Sunday morning I didn't call. One thing to know she was dating when I wasn't available, but it was something else all- together to know she was making out with her dates. If the heat I'd noticed between her and her date was any indication they were probably fucking too.
That planted a bad thought in my mind. According to what Melly told me she didn't date any one guy for more than four dates the question I was asking myself, after seeing what I saw at Mattson's, was Melly fucking all of them?
If she was, I could be in trouble as we usually made love on our Sunday dates and I'd heard, and believed, when you were having sex with someone you were having sex with everyone that person had sex with. I thought maybe getting tested for STD's might be a good idea.
Thinking that since Melly didn't hear from me on Sunday morning, she might call me I got the hell out of the house and stayed gone all day. When I came home in time for dinner my mom told me that Melly had called twice and wanted me to call her when I got home.
I waited until I finished eating dinner to call her. She went right at it.
"Why didn't you call me this morning?"
"I just figured, given the way you were making out with that guy last night, that I'd been replaced."
"We've already had this talk Josh. I'm not staying home on prime date nights just because you can't make it."
"I know and I accepted it when I thought they were just platonic dates, but what I saw last night was way, way beyond platonic. I thought we had something special Melinda, but I'm not so sure anymore."
"Don't be talking like that Josh. We do have something special. We need to talk baby. I don't care how late you work tomorrow, but when you get off come see me. Will you do that?"
"I guess I can."
"Promise me?"
"Okay; I'll be there when I get off."
Monday was a twelve-hour day so I didn't get to Melly's place until a little after eight. Her mom answered the door and told me Melly was out on the patio waiting for me.
Melly was talking on her phone with her back to the door when I stepped outside and what I overheard before she closed her phone did not bode well for our relationship. What I heard was:
"I loved what we did Friday. Can't wait to see you Tuesday. Got to go. He'll be here soon. Bye."
I stepped back into the house and then made a lot of noise sliding the patio door and she turned and saw me coming out of the house. I didn't give any indication that I'd overheard anything, just walked over to the table and sat down. I just looked at her and waited. She finally figured out that I wasn't going to start the conversation so she said:
"What's wrong Josh? You agreed to my dating when you couldn't get the time off."
"That is when I thought those dates were things like going to the movie's and maybe a milkshake at Harry's after. Or maybe a party like Mattson's where you would dance and socialize with our friends. Simple stuff. Behaving like you were still my girl. Not like what I saw at Mattson's.
"The way you swapped spit with that guy and let him run his hands all over your body without you even trying to stop him pretty much told me that if he wasn't already fucking you he soon would be. Noy exactly the way I was expecting my girl to behave in front of my friends."
"That's a rotten thing to say to me!"
"If the shoe fits."
"Maybe you had better just leave!"
"That would probably be best. After what I saw and not knowing whether or not that's the way you are with all your dates I'm thinking it might be a good idea to get myself tested."
I got up and left her there with a shocked expression on her face. I made it all the way to my car before she caught up with me.
"You don't really think that of me; do you?"
"What I saw Friday night was pretty raw Melly. I don't want to take any chances."
I got in the car and drove off with her standing there watching me go.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I did get tested and I came out clean, but I never called Melly and let her know. We avoided each other for a little over a week and then on a Thursday while I was eating lunch in the student cafeteria Melly came up to my table sat down and said:
"You didn't call me on Sunday."
"No need."
"You aren't being fair Josh. Why do you expect me to sit home six days a week because of your job?"
"Maybe because I look at it as on the job training."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"Maybe it is to prepare you for what you might have to do after you get married and your husband has a job that keeps him working late."
"That is just silly. Being married is different than going to school."
"Maybe the way you look at it, but not the way I do. You've known all along that I intended to ask you to marry me after graduation and you have led me to believe you would say yes. You know that my major is Aviation Maintenance Management and when I graduate, I'll have my Aircraft and Powerplant license. My goal is to work for and airline and work my way up
"The odds are damned good that if I do get on with an airline as a new hire I will get the worst shift and the worst days off. If you can't handle my working hours now how do you expect to handle my working swing shift, three to eleven, with Tuesdays and Wednesdays for days off?"
"That's different. I'll be working too and we will do what we have to to adjust to our circumstances."
"That's in the future, if we have one. Right now we have to survive as a couple and I'm not sure that we can given what I now know your dates are like."
We made arrangements to talk that night after I got off work and in the end she caved and said she would only date on Friday and Saturday and she would always make sure the dates were around my friends. That way I would always be able to ask someone if she was doing anything that wouldn't pass the boyfriend test.
It helped that landscaping was seasonal work that ended in late Fall.
For the rest of our junior year and all through our senior year I kept a close eye on her and she only fell off the wagon three times and I pretended I didn't know. Why? Blame it on love.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When we graduated Melly moved in with me and we lived together while our mother's planned the wedding. It was a new experience for both of us. Being able to make love every day and not having to rush things to get home. There were nights when I wasn't at all sure I'd be able to get out of bed in the morning. It seemed like all Melly (and me-oh yes, and me) wanted to do was make love all the time, but of course we couldn't.
I did get on with an airline and true to form I got the worst shift, swing shift, four to midnight and my days off were Wednesday and Thursday.
Melly's degree was in accounting and she landed a job with an accounting firm and her hours were eight to five with Saturday and Sunday off. During tax season, roughly from the end of January until the first of May, she usually put in ten to twelve hours a day and had to work an occasional Saturday.
We married five months after graduation and our wedding present from both sets of parents was the down payment on a four bedroom ranch in one of the towns better neighborhoods.
Neither of us wanted children until we were well established in our jobs so Melly used one of the bedrooms as a home office.
The house had a fair-sized patio in the back and one of our first purchases after moving in was a hot tub that sat six that was set off to one side of the patio. It didn't take long before it seemed like it was always full.
We had a house warming a month after the tub was installed and after everyone had tried out the tub it seemed we had company every weekend. Not that I got to enjoy the company. I need to leave by a quarter after three to get to work on time.
As we got to know our neighbors we began getting invited to barbeques and cook-outs and once that started we of course had to throw a couple of our own. We got to be real good friends with the neighbors an both sides of us and the ones right across the street.
Things were great for the first two years and were adjusting to our different schedules.
And then things changed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't find out about it until much later, but it was pretty much what I had brought up when talked to Melinda back in college. I worked Friday and Saturday and Melinda got tired of sitting at home on 'prime' date nights.
At first it was a night out with the girls after work on Friday. Nights that she never mentioned to me. After a couple of months of that she decided that since she got away with me not finding out about her girl's night outs she could get away with going out on Saturdays also. She just had to make sure she was home in bed by the time I got home.
She started going out on dates with the guys she worked with and guys she met on her girl's nights out. I don't know when the fucking started so I had no idea of how long it had been going on, but I was clued in by the neighbor who lived across the street.
He was having drinks with a client on Friday night after having dinner and he saw Melinda dirty dancing with some guy and playing kissy-face. Saturday morning while Melinda was off shopping he came over and told me what he saw. It upset me, but it didn't surprise me.
The he told me his brother was a cop who did part-time work on his days off as a private detective and his brother's days off were Friday and Saturday. He said his brother's rates were twenty-five percent of what a full-time private detective would charge so I told him to put me in touch.
All it cost me to have him on Melinda from Friday when she got off work until she went home and on Saturday from the time I left for work until she went home was six hundred dollars and it was worth every penny.
Friday when Melinda got off work she headed straight to a bar and she had no sooner sat down on a barstool than she had a guy buying her drinks and dancing with her. They left the bar at eight and checked into the Motel 6 (and yes, they had left the light on for them) and had gone in to room 107 until eleven and then she headed home.
On Saturday she didn't even leave the house. At four her supervisor from work stopped by and while Spenser (the cop) couldn't get film of what on in the house he did get some pretty good footage of Melinda giving her boss a blowjob while he sat on the edge of the hot tub and then fucked him while lying on the cushions from the deck chairs.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On my first day off I took what I had to a divorce attorney and after looking at what I had he suggested that I go after her boss for alienation of affections and after her company if their Company Policies and Procedures manual had anything in if about relationships between supervisors and those they supervised. I told him her boss owned the company and when I told him that I could almost see the dollars signs in his eyes.
I told him to go ahead and get the ball rolling. He told me to give him a week or so and he would have the papers ready for me to come in and sign.
I left his office hoping I could act like a clueless boob (which I had been until I got Spenser's report). I guess I must have pulled it off because Melinda didn't seem any different around me.
The attorney called me a week later and told me he had he papers ready for me to sign. When I got to his office he was smiling and told me he had some very good news for me. It seems like her boss was bragging to everyone in the office he was fucking Melinda.
"I'm not an attorney, but I'm pretty sure an overheard conversation is only hearsay? Basically a case of he said/she said?"
"Maybe, if it wasn't taped. The person I got the tape from hates Philby and is always looking for some way to stick it to him."
"Isn't there some law that says both parties must be aware of the taping?"
"In some states yes, but this state isn't one of them."
"Okay then. Go ahead and do what you think best."
I finished the story, reread it and decided it was okay. I looked at my watch and saw it was almost dinner time. I called the wife in from the kitchen and handed her the story, asked her to read it and give me comments. She took the story from me and started to read it. About halfway through it she started to frown and finally she gave a loud gasp, looked at me and fainted. I got up and got a glass of water and threw it in her face. She was sputtering as I helped her up.
Just then the doorbell rang and I told her it was probably for her. She was looking confused as I walked her over to the door. She opened the door to find a young blond-haired girl standing there. The blond stopped chewing her gum long enough to ask:
"Mrs. Melinda Barnum?"
Melinda said yes and the blond handed her an envelope and said "You have been served. Have a nice evening" and she turned and walked away. Melinda didn't hear that last bit. She had fainted again when she heard she had been served. This time I didn't bother with the glass of water. I just grabbed a leg and pulled her into the room far enough I could get the door closed and then I went into the kitchen and got myself a beer, went into the living room and turned on the television.
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Author's Note. Those of you who always complain that I don't finish my stories (at least to your satisfaction) should take a pass on this one.
It wasn't very sporting of me, shooting them from cover while they didn't know I was there, but the circumstances called for it. There were six people in the clearing. One man was holding a knife to a man's throat while another man held a gun on a woman and a third man was tearing at the clothes of a young woman.
My first shot took the knife holder in the forehead and he dropped like a puppet whose strings were cut. The man holding the gun turned toward to sound of the shot and my next round tore his throat apart. The man tearing the clothes off the woman stepped away from her and raised his hands above his head in the universal sign of surrender, but unfortunately for him I wasn't taking prisoners and my third shot was another middle of the forehead shot.
I didn't have a problem killing them. They weren't even close to being the first. Uncle Sam taught me how and then saw to it I got plenty of practice shooting bad guys.
With the three down I held my position to see if there were any others around who might be a danger. The man and woman hurried over to the woman whose clothes were being torn off.
As I watched the happenings in the clearing, I thought back on the circumstances that put me where I was. I was in Texas, a little south of Presidio, hunting wild pigs and I'd just bedded down in my sleeping bag for the night when I heard a woman scream. I grabbed my AR-15 and went to see what was going on. I got to the trees surrounding the small clearing. I observed what was going on in the clearing.
It wasn't at all hard to figure out who the bad guys were, and so I took them out. The one who had tried to surrender had to go too, as I had no intention of getting the local law involved. In fact, my wild boar hunt was over and by daybreak I hoped to be halfway home to Colorado.
I was curious about what was going on. I stepped out into the clearing with the AR at port arms and walked to the three in the clearing. As I came up to them, I pointed at the one whose clothes were being ripped off and asked if she was okay.
The man, clearly a Latino and probably Mexican since we were close to the Texas-Mexican border, said in pretty fair English, "Thanks to you she is fine Senor."
The story I got was he had paid the knife holder and the gun holder to smuggle him and his family into the United States and get them to a cousin who lived in Las Cruces. They met the two men just outside of Ojinaga, and once they were across the border, they had met up with the third man who was the one who would take them to Las Cruces. They were brought to the clearing and the man said he wanted a little sweetener for what he was doing and started tearing at Juanita's clothing.
I asked where their car was and he told me it was just down the road from the clearing. I asked him if he could drive and he said yes. I went over to the bodies and searched them. I found three thousand on the knife holder and another two grand between the other two. I handed it all to the man, Roberto was his name, and told him to get his family into the car, follow me and I would lead him to Las Cruces.
It was only a five-hour drive, and when I got them there I waved goodbye and headed to Denver.
*****
Because I cut my trip short, I got back from it three days early. I was surprised to find my driveway filled with cars. I guessed my wife, Ann, probably had some of her girlfriends over for a card party.
I went inside and found out I was half right. It was a party, but there were no cards in sight. Steph, Ann's best friend, was on the couch being fucked by some guy I didn't know. Bess, one of the girls Ann worked with, was bent over the arm chair being fucked by a guy Ann worked with and whose name I couldn't remember.
Seeing that, I had no doubt about what I was going to find when I got to our bedroom. As I went by the spare bedroom I looked in and saw Ann's brother Tom fucking another one of Ann's co-workers. As I approached our bedroom, I heard a man's voice yell, "I'm almost done. Who is next?"
When I reached our bedroom, I saw I was right. Ann was on our bed and being fucked by her boss.
Did I mention I had my phone out and filming everything? I suppose it goes without saying that my appearance caused a bit of chaos. Steph saw me, cried out "Oh shit!" and tried to get out from under the guy boning her. The guy fucking Bess pulled out of her and backed away from her with his hands in front of him like he wanted to push me away and an expression on his face that said "Hey man; not my fault. I'm just going along."
Tom's facial expression when I went by the spare room was "What the fuck! You aren't supposed to be here," but the look of absolute horror that Ann had on her face was a look I was sure I would remember for years.
Rick, her boss, thought he was some macho dude and he jumped off the bed, assumed some sort of karate stance and I just laughed at him. I knew how this sort of shit worked. If I went after him, I would be the one the cops put the handcuffs on because he was an invited guest of Ann's. If I could get him to attack me, I could wax his ass and get off Scott-free.
That's the reason I laughed at him. You didn't laugh at "Big Bad Rick!" I followed up the laugh with, "You look ridiculous standing there in a bogus martial arts pose with your limp wimpy little dick hanging down."
That did the trick and he came at me. I did mention I was filming everything since I walked in the door, right? I guess he thought that since I had the phone up and filming, he'd get a clear shot at me and if he got that first shot in, he could waste me. As he came at me, I tossed the phone at his face and when his hands went up to ward it off, I kicked him in the nuts. His hands went to his crotch and he went to his knees.
I walked over, picked up the phone and stood him up, put his left arm in a hammer-lock and frog marched through the house to the front door and then pushed him, naked, out onto the front porch and then closed the door and turned on the porch light.
While I had been in the bedroom dealing with 'Macho Rick,' almost everyone else had dressed and left. Except for three people. Tom, who said he was staying to make sure I didn't hurt his sister. Steph, who said she was there for Ann if she needed, and of course, Ann. Steph asked me what I was going to do and I told her I would be divorcing Ann.
"Why? It was just some recreational sex. There was no love involved."
"Not the way I see it. She took the same vows I did. I've lusted over other women, but I never did anything other than lust. I've had the screaming hots for you since the day Ann introduced us, but I swore to forsake all others and I never even gave you a hint about how I felt. Ann took the same vows and broke them, and from the looks of things, this has been going on for some time now.
I went back to the bedroom where Ann was sitting on the bed and crying. I told her to stop crying and get out. She sobbed out:
"I don't have to leave. This is my house, too."
"No, it isn't; not any more. Remember the prenuptial your father insisted I sign before we got married?"
Ann's family was fairly well to do and her father wanted to make sure the family business stayed in family hands. I didn't care about his stupid business; all I wanted was his daughter, so I signed it without even bothering to read it, tossed it in a drawer and forgot about it.
Until my brother caught his wife cheating and divorced her. His wife made out like a bandit and my brother got hosed. One night when we were having drinks at Bud's Bar, he told me he wished he'd had a prenuptial like me.
Out of curiosity I dug it out and read it. There was an infidelity clause that said the guilty party left the marriage with nothing except their clothes and whatever they had in their own name. Everything Ann and I had was held jointly, so she was screwed.
Ann dressed and left, no doubt taking her naked boss with her.
*****
The next morning I was at the bank when the doors opened, and I closed out all of our accounts and opened new accounts in my name only.
Next, I found an attorney and got the divorce started. I also found out we lived in a state that allowed alienation of affection suits. When I asked if it mattered that her boss was also the owner of the company she worked for, he asked if I knew if the company had a Company Policies and Procedures Manual and I told him it did.
He asked if I knew whether or not it had a section in it on relationships between a supervisor and someone he supervises, and I told him I was pretty sure it did, that Ann had a copy of it at the house and I thought it was still there because all she left with was her clothes. I looked when I got home that night and the manual was still on the shelf in our home office. I took it to the attorney the next morning, he read it and the said, "We've got him!"
The papers were served on Ann and her boss at work and in front of everyone who worked there.
Two days later, another party was heard from.
Ann's father was sitting on the front porch when I got home from work. After the greetings (which were cordial) were out of the way, he asked if we could go in the house and talk.
Once inside he said, "What's this nonsense about you divorcing Ann and kicking her out of the house? It is her house too."
"I caught her cheating on me and I put her out of the house. It is all on you. Remember that agreement you made me sign before we got married? In case of infidelity, the cheater leaves with only their clothes? Remember that?"
"She's human, Bob; she makes mistakes like all the rest of us. Ann loves you to death. Surely you can get past this. I know you love her."
"Maybe if it was a onetime slip-up, but from what I've found out, it has been going on for over a year now and with more than just one man."
"That agreement you signed was only meant to keep the business in family hands."
"Then you should have structured it that way. The way you wrote it was a straight if one of us cheated they got nothing. It is all on you. You wrote it. You made me sign it. It is all on Ann and you."
"You need to ease up on her, boy. If you force me to get an attorney for her it could get nasty."
I took my phone out of my pocket, pushed the necessary buttons and said, "You want nasty? I'll give you nasty."
I held the phone up so he could see for himself what I walked in on. He watched and then with surprise said:
"Wait! Was that Tom?"
"It was."
Then he heard the "I'm almost done. Who gets it next?" come out of our bedroom as I walked up to the door. Then he got to see his darling daughter and her lover scramble to get off the bed.
I shut off the video and said "How nasty would it be for all your friends and relatives to get the very own personal copy of this?"
"You wouldn't dare!"
"Of course I would. You stay out of it and the day the divorce is final I'll destroy it and no one except you, me and my attorney will ever have seen it. You get Ann an attorney and fight the divorce and I'll go nuclear. Your choice."
Then he surprised me and pulled a.38 revolver out of his pocket and told me to give him the phone.
"Why? What are you going to do with it."
"Delete that damned video."
"Okay," I said' "Nuclear it is," and I handed him the phone.
He waved the gun at me and told me to go over and stand on the other side of the room. I did and then watched him push the buttons to delete what I had of his daughter, set the phone down, stand up, and say, "See you in court," and left the house.
Once he was gone, I went to the computer and sent the video to my mother-in-law. Half an hour later daddy-in-law was on the phone.
"You rotten son of a bitch! How could you do something as low as to send that trash to my wife?"
"I told you if you fucked with me I'd go nuclear on you. I couldn't believe you were stupid enough to believe that I wouldn't have back-up copies. So far, your wife is the only one I've sent it to. Fuck with me again and the whole world will see it."
"Asshole!" he yelled and hung up.
He didn't get a lawyer for Ann and the divorce skated through.
*****
I was a bit surprised when two days after the divorce was final, I received a phone call from Steph.
"Did you really mean it when you said you had the hots for me?"
"I did."
"I'm free tonight."
I'd not had anything to do with a woman since I filed for my divorce. Old fashioned, I guess, but I was still married and felt I'd be a cheater also if I did something with another woman while still married to Ann. The divorce was final and I was needing so I asked what she would like to do.
"How about dinner, drinks and some talking and see what happens?"
"Can do. Pick you up at six?"
"I'll be ready."
That evening after dinner and over drinks I asked her about the timing of her call.
"Simple really. I know what kind of guy you are. I knew you wouldn't have anything to do with another woman while you were still married. Was I wrong?"
"No; you read me right, but how did you know I was now free?"
"Ann was a mess at work and when I asked her what wrong she told me the divorce was final. You do know that she loves you, don't you?"
"But not enough to stay true to me."
"It wasn't all her fault. A date rape drug was used on her the first time and the asshole filmed it. Told her she was now his to use whenever he wanted or he would see to it you got the video."
"Makes no difference. If she would have come to me after that first time and told me about it, we would probably still be together, but she didn't love me enough to trust me or trust in my love for her. Why are we ruining our date talking about her?"
"So what's next?"
"I already told you I had the hots for you so the next step is up to you."
"My place or yours?"
"Mine's closer."
"Then why are we sitting here?"
It was exhausting. She blew me, I ate her, we screwed missionary, went sixty-nine followed by another missionary. Then some more sixty-nine followed by doggie. When I fell to the bed next to her I thought I was done. Then she said:
"Got enough left to do my ass?"
My cock twitched at that. I'd never done anal. Ann always refused to try it.
"I don't know. When I fell beside you I thought I was done."
"Bet you I can get you up. Want me to try?"
"Go for it."
It took her a bit, but she got it done. Then I told her would have to lead me through it as I had never done anal before. She gave me a strange look when I said that and I asked her why the look and she said:
"Ann loves it up the butt."
"Another thing to hold against her since she never did it with me."
Steph talked me through it and I liked it. I liked the tightness and the way it gripped my cock. When we finished she went to the bathroom and came back with a soapy rag and a towel and used them to clean me off while saying:
"Want it nice and ready for the first one when we wake up in the morning."
That was my first indication that Steph was going to stay the night so I asked her what she had to do the next day and she laughed and told me:
"Stay here and play with you. Will that work for you?"
"I had something I was going to do, but nothing I can't let go until another day."
We were lying in bed and as I was waiting for sleep to take me I wondered where this was going to take us. I got the answer to that the next morning over a late breakfast.
We woke up cuddled next to each other. Her hand slid down to cock which responded to her touch and we were off again. We went three times before breaking to go out and eat. Over pancakes and bacon she said:
"I don't want to give you the wrong impression. I'm not interested in a long-term relationship. I already know I'm incapable of staying true to any one man, but if you are interested in a friends with benefits relationship I'd be all for it."
I had nothing else going so I thought "Why not?" and told her to count me in. We spent the rest of Saturday and the first half of Sunday abusing each other's bodies. It should go without saying that she left me wrecked when she finally went home. She was still trying for more when I couldn't even keep my eyes open.
Three months into our FWB relationship my attorney called me to let me know that my lawsuits were settled and after his fees were deducted I ended up with one point three million. About a month after that Steph said that our FWB relationship had run its course, but she hoped we could keep the friends' part and I told her we could.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I dated a couple of different ladies over the next six months and managed to get laid enough to keep me happy. But I never found one I wanted to tie to.
It was a Tuesday night and I stopped a Tres Amigos for dinner. I had my face buried in the menu when the waitress came to take my order. I ordered the house Margarita, three cheese and onion enchiladas with rice and beans and the waitress said:
"Very good Senor. Perhaps you could see that I get home safely when I get off work tonight?"
I looked up at her in confusion and said "What?"
"Did you not appoint yourself my protector that night near the Ojinaga-Presidio bridge?"
"That was you?"
"It was."
"I couldn't tell. You were all bundled up and your head was covered with a scarf. I thought you would be in Las Cruces."
"I could not find work. There were many border crossers like me. Many more than there were jobs. A cousin suggested I come to Denver because there were plenty of jobs I could work." She looked at her watch and said "I must get your order in. Perhaps we could talk later?"
She left to put my order in and as she walked away I noticed she had a figure that did justice to her pretty face and I decided that perhaps we should talk later.
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I was sitting at the kitchen table when my wife came home from grocery shopping. She saw the legal pad on the table in front of me and the pen in my hand and asked:
"What are you doing?"
"I decided to take you up on your challenge."
"I don't remember any challenges."
"Remember last week when we were reading those stories on that internet site? I commented on how bad some of them where and said even I could do better than that. You said I couldn't. You said I didn't have a creative bone in my body."
"I guess I did say that, but my comment was bases on what I know about your grades when we were in school. You always got B's and Cs on your papers in classes that required written reports and you got a C on the paper you had to do for Business Research and Report Writing."
"Well, I think I can do better."
"Whatever. Come help me bring the groceries in."
I helped her bring the bags in and helped put some of it away and that sat backdown at the table to write. As she was preparing dinner she asked:
"What's it about?"
"I'm not telling. I'll let you read it when I'm done and you can critique it before I post it to the site."
I didn't think it would be too hard. Yes, all the stuff I did in college didn't get great grades, but then I didn't expect them to. I only did what I had to do to get by in those classes. I didn't want to be there in the first place, but I was more or less blackmailed into it by my parents.
Dad wouldn't let me come to work in the family business unless I had a Bachelor's in Business Management. I'd worked there after school and during the summers since I was thirteen and I wanted to work there when I got out of high school, but dad said no. "Not without the degree. That is a must for you to come to work here full time."
So, I sucked it up and went. Got the degree and went to work in the family business.
I looked down at the pad, picked up my pen and started
+++++++++++++++++++++++
My name is Josh Barnum. I am an aircraft mechanic for a major air carrier and I'm married to Melinda Barnum. Melinda (I call her Melly) is an office manager for an insurance company. Melly and I have been together for a little over eleven years, nine of them married. We met in our sophomore year in college and for me it was love at first sight. For Melly? Not so much.
It took me three months to get a date with her. We clicked. On our seventh date we made love for the first time. After that we were a steady couple and usually made love two or three times a week. At least until the summer between our sophomore and junior years.
I had a summer job working for my Uncle Bill who owned a landscaping company. I was working ten- and twelve-hour days Monday through Saturday. As a result, I could rarely date Melly during the week. After three weeks of only seeing me on Sundays Melly started dating other guys. When I bitched about it I was told to live with it or lose my Sundays.
It was a defining moment in our relationship. I've already said that when it came to Melly it was love at first sight so I gave in rather than lose her altogether. I didn't realize it at the time what a mistake that was. It showed her that as far as I was concerned she could get away with a lot and I would let it go.
It was three weeks later on a Friday and I had only put in six hours before calling it a day because of heavy thunderstorms. I called Melly to see if she would go out with me that night and she told me she already had a date. I hung up on her without saying another word.
I called around to see if anything was happening and found out there was a party at Mike Mattson's place. I called and found out I was welcome so I decided to go. Bad move on my part. I walked in just in time to see Melly embrace and then kiss Dick Moore. Then they moved out onto the make-shift dance floor where Melly molded herself to Mattson as they slowly danced to the song. Mattson had both hands on her ass and was pulling her tight against him. Melly had her arms around his neck and pulled his face down and gave him a hot lingering kiss.
When the song ended they seemed reluctant to pull away from each other, but when they finally did Melly saw me. She said something to Dick and then headed my way. I turned, walked away from her and left the party. She might have had my number as far as stringing me along went, but I'd be damned if I was going to stick around while she made out with someone else.
The weather wasn't bad on Saturday so I ended up putting in a twelve-hour day. I had learned not to waste my time calling Melly on Saturday evening to set up a date for Sunday because she would be out dating someone. Normally I'd call her on Sunday around ten and arrange to do something that afternoon and evening.
But that Sunday morning I didn't call. One thing to know she was dating when I wasn't available, gut it was something else all- together to know she was making out with her dates. If the heat I'd noticed between her and her date was any indication they were probably fucking too.
That planted a bad thought in my mind. According to what Melly told me she didn't date any one guy for more than four dates the question I was asking myself, after seeing what I saw at Mattson's, was Melly fucking all of them?
If she was I could be in trouble as we usually made love on our Sunday dates and I'd heard, and believed, when you were having sex with someone you were having sex with everyone that person had sex with. I thought maybe getting tested for STD's might be a good idea.
Thinking that since Melly didn't hear from me on Sunday morning she might call me I got the hell out of the house and stayed gone all day. When I came home in time for dinner my mom told me that Melly had called twice and wanted me to call her when I got home.
I waited until I finished eating dinner to call her. She went right at it.
"Why didn't you call me this morning?"
"I just figured, given the way you were making out with that guy last night, that I'd been replaced."
"We've already had this talk Josh. I'm not staying home on prime date nights just because you can't make it."
"I know and I accepted it when I thought they were just platonic dates, but what I saw last night was way, way beyond platonic. I thought we had something special Mellissa, but I'm not so sure anymore."
"Don't be talking like that Josh. We do have something special. We need to talk baby. I don't care how late you work tomorrow, but when you get off come see me. Will you do that?"
"I guess I can."
"Promise me?"
"Okay; I'll be there when I get off."
Monday was a twelve-hour day so I didn't get to Melly's place until a little after eight. Her mom answered the door and told me Melly was out on the patio waiting for me.
Melly was talking on her phone with her back to the door when I stepped outside and what I overheard before she closed her phone did not bode well for our relationship. What I heard was:
"I loved what we did Friday. Can't wait to see you Tuesday. Got to go. He'll be here soon. Bye."
I stepped back into the house and then made a lot of noise sliding the patio door and she turned and saw me coming out of the house. I didn't give any indication that I'd overheard anything, just walked over to the table and sat down. I just looked at her and waited. She finally figured out that I wasn't going to start the conversation so she said:
"What's wrong Josh? You agreed to my dating when you couldn't get the time off."
"That is when I thought those dates were things like going to the movie's and maybe a milkshake at Harry's after. Or maybe a party like Mattson's where you would dance and socialize with our friends. Simple stuff. Behaving like you were still my girl. Not like what I saw at Mattson's.
"The way you swapped spit with that guy and let him run his hands all over your body without you even trying to stop him pretty much told me that if he wasn't already fucking you he soon would be. Not exactly the way I was expecting my girl to behave in front of my friends."
"That's a rotten thing to say to me!"
"If the shoe fits."
"Maybe you had better just leave!"
"That would probably be best. After what I saw and not knowing whether or not that's the way you are with all your dates I'm thinking it might be a good idea to get myself tested."
I got up and left her there with a shocked expression on her face. I made it all the way to my car before she caught up with me.
"You don't really think that of me; do you?"
"What I saw Friday night was pretty raw Melly. I don't want to take any chances."
I got in the car and drove off with her standing there watching me go.
++++++++++++++++++++++
I did get tested and I came out clean, but I never called Melly and let her know. We avoided each other for a little over a week and then on a Thursday while I was eating lunch in the student cafeteria Melly came up to my table sat down and said:
"You didn't call me on Sunday."
"No need."
"You aren't being fair Josh. Why do you expect me to sit home six days a week because of your job?"
"Maybe because I look at it as on the job training."
"What the hell does that mean?"
"Maybe it is to prepare you for what you might have to do after you get married and your husband has a job that keeps him working late."
"That's just silly. Being married is different than going to school."
"Maybe the way you look at it, but not the way I do. You've known all along that I intended to ask you to marry me after graduation and you have led me to believe you would say yes. You know that my major is Aviation Maintenance Management and when I graduate I'll have my Aircraft and Powerplant license. My goal is to work for an airline and work my way up
"The odds are damned good that if I do get on with an airline as a new hire I will get the worst shift and the worst days off. If you can't handle my working hours now how do you expect to handle my working swing shift, three to eleven, with Tuesdays and Wednesdays for days off?"
"That's different. I'll be working too and we will do what we have to do to adjust to our circumstances."
"That's in the future, if we have one. Right now we have to survive as a couple and I'm not sure that we can given what I now know your dates are like."
We made arrangements to talk that night after I got off work and in the end she caved and said she would only date on Friday and Saturday and she would always make sure the dates were around my friends. That way I would always be able to ask someone if she was doing anything that wouldn't pass the boyfriend test.
It helped that landscaping was seasonal work that ended in late Fall.
For the rest of our junior year and all through our senior year I kept a close eye on her and she only fell off the wagon three times and I pretended I didn't know. Why? Blame it on love.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
When we graduated Melly moved in with me and we lived together while our mother's planned the wedding. It was a new experience for both of us. Being able to make love every day and not having to rush things to get home. There were nights when I wasn't at all sure I'd be able to get out of bed in the morning. It seemed like all Melly (and me-oh yes, and me) wanted to do was make love all the time, but of course we couldn't.
I did get on with an airline and true to form I got the worst shift, swing shift, four to midnight and my days off were Wednesday and Thursday.
Melly's degree was in accounting and she landed a job with an accounting firm and her hours were eight to five with Saturday and Sunday off. During tax season, roughly from the end of January until the first of May, she usually put in ten to twelve hours a day and had to work an occasional Saturday.
We married five months after graduation and our wedding present from both sets of parents was the down payment on a four-bedroom ranch in one of the towns better neighborhoods.
Neither of us wanted children until we were well established in our jobs so Melly used one of the bedrooms as a home office.
The house had a fair-sized patio in the back and one of our first purchases after moving in was a hot tub that was set off to one side of the patio. It didn't take long before it was full.
We had a house warming a month after the tub was installed and after everyone had tried out the tub it seemed we had company every weekend. Not that I got to enjoy the company. I need to leave by a quarter after three to get to work on time.
As we got to know our neighbors we began getting invited to barbeques and cook-outs and once that started we of course had to throw a couple of our own. We got to be real good friends with the neighbors an both sides of us and the ones right across the street.
Things were great for the first two years and were adjusting to our different schedules.
And then things changed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't find out about it until much later, but it was pretty much what I had brought up when talked to Melinda back in college. I worked Friday and Saturday and Melinda got tired of sitting at home on 'prime' date nights.
At first it was a night out with the girls after work on Friday. Nights that she never mentioned to me. After a couple of months of that she decided that since she got away with me not finding out about her girl's night outs she could get away with going out on Saturdays also. She just had to make sure she was home in bed by the time I got home.
She started going out on dates with the guys she worked with and guys she met on her girl's nights out. I don't know when the fucking started so I had no idea of how long it had been going on, but I was clued in by the neighbor who lived across the street.
He was having drinks with a client Friday night after having dinner and he saw Melinda dirty dancing with some guy and playing kissy-face. Saturday morning while Melinda was off shopping he came over and told me what he saw. It upset me, but it didn't surprise me.
The he told me his brother was a cop who did part-time work on his days off as a private detective and his brother's days off were Friday and Saturday. He said his brother's rates were twenty-five percent of what a full-time private detective would charge so I told him to put me in touch.
All it cost me to have him on Melinda from Friday when she got off work Friday until she went home and on Saturday from the time I left for work until she went home was six hundred dollars and it was worth every penny.
Friday when Melinda got off work she headed straight to a bar and she had no sooner sat down on a barstool than she had a guy buying her drinks and dancing with her. They left the bar at eight and checked into the Motel 6 (and yes, they had left the light on for them) and had gone in to room 107 until eleven and then she headed home.
On Saturday she didn't even leave the house. At four her supervisor from work stopped by and while Spenser (the cop) couldn't get film of what on in the house he did get some pretty good footage of Melinda giving her boss a blowjob while he sat on the edge of the hot tub and then fucked him while lying on the cushions from the deck chairs.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
On my first day off I took what I had to a divorce attorney and after looking at what I had he suggested that I go after her boss for alienation of affections and after her company if their Company Policies and Procedures manual had anything in if about relationships between supervisors and those they supervised. I told him her boss owned the company and when I told him that I could almost see the dollars signs in his eyes.
I told him to go ahead and get the ball rolling. He told me to give him a week or so and he would have the papers ready for me to come in and sign.
I left his office hoping I could act like a clueless boob (which I had been until I got Spenser's report). I guess I must have pulled it off because Melinda didn't seem any different around me.
The attorney called me a week later and told me he had he papers ready for me to sign. When I got to his office he was smiling and told me he had some very good news for me. It seems like her boss was bragging to everyone in the office he was fucking Melinda.
"I'm not an attorney, but I'm pretty sure an overheard conversation is only hearsay? Basically a case of he said/she said?"
"Maybe, if it wasn't taped. The person I got the tape from hates Philby and is always looking for some way to stick it to him."
"Isn't there some law that says both parties must be aware of the taping?"
"In some states yes, but this state isn't one of them."
"Okay then. Go ahead and do what you think best."
I finished the story, reread it and decided it was okay. I looked at my watch and saw it was almost dinner time. I called the wife in from the kitchen and handed her the story, asked her to read it and give me comments. She took the story from me and started to read it. About halfway through it she started to frown and finally she gave a loud gasp, looked at me and fainted. I got up and got a glass of water and threw it in her face. She was sputtering as I helped her up.
Just then the doorbell rang and I told her it was probably for her. She was looking confused as I walked her over to the door. She opened the door to find a young blond-haired girl standing there. The blond stopped chewing her gum long enough to ask:
"Mrs. Melinda Barnum?"
Melinda said yes and the blond handed her and envelope and said "You have been served. Have a nice evening" and she turned and walked away. Melinda didn't hear that last bit. She had fainted again when she heard she had been served. This time I didn't bother with the glass of water. I just grabbed a leg and pulled her into the room far enough I could get the door closed and then I went into the kitchen and got myself a beer.
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Do I or don't I? To stay or to go? Confront or not say a word. Divorce or just walk Away? Decisions, decisions, decisions!
I've heard the old "Are you better off with her or without her. The better question is can I live with what she's done or can't I. And therein lies the rub.
I've loved her since the day I met her in the nineth grade. I know most people don't believe in it, but it really was love at first sight. On her part? Not so much. She turned me down the first nine times I asked her for a date.
Oh, right. She is Kathleen Marie Daltry and I'm Robert Dalton and I've always maintained that the fates or whatever Gods may be wanted us to be together. Why else would they have seen to it that I fall for her at first sight and then make sure we would always be close together? Our assigned lockers were next to each other. In classes with assigned seating Daltry and Dalton ended sitting next to each other. In classes where there were assigned projects the teachers always set the teams up alphabetically using the class roster and Daltry and Dalton always ended up on the same team.
In the eleventh grade, after the third such pairing, I asked her out again stating that the God's must want us to be together otherwise they wouldn't see to it that we were constantly being thrown together. She laughed at me, but said yes to the date. The first led to a second which led to a third and by the sixth we were an established couple and she was wearing my letter sweater (track, swimming, wrestling and baseball) proudly for all to see.
Prom night found us in a room at the Motel 6 where Kathy gifted me with her virginity. Thankfully I was able to make the event a memorable one for her thanks to the teachings of Nancy Wilde, Beverly Abbeg and Pauline French. Especially Pauline. She was the one who taught me how to eat pussy the right way. Kathy was most appreciative of that part of the evening. After that night Kathy and I managed to find a bed two or three times a week.
Graduation slowed us down a little as we both had full time jobs trying to make some money so as to have pocket money when we went to college. We were both going to Eastern Michigan which was right in town.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Everything seemed to be going great for us and then one Wednesday as we were having lunch together (our jobs were only two blocks from each other) I asked her what she would like to do Friday evening. She looked away from me and softly said:
"I already have a date for Friday."
I looked at her stunned. It took several seconds for me to find my voice.
"A date? With another guy?"
She still wouldn't look at me.
"Who is it Kath? Talk to me!"
"You don't know him. He's a guy I work with."
"A guy you work with? How long have you been stabbing me in the back with this guy?"
"It's not like that. I only had two boyfriends before you and they both turned out to be jerks. You proved to me that there were good guys around. I just want to date a little before I settle down to become a wife and a mother. We can still date, but I want to date other guys also."
"Kathy, you have been the focus of my attention since I first laid eyes on you and the light of my life since our first date. But as besotted with you as I am I am not stupid when it comes to you. The fact that you want to date others tells me that you aren't satisfied with me or what I have to offer so you are going to look elsewhere.
"We will NOT date while you date others! I will NOT be the guy who will do until something better comes along. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to get back to work" and I got up and left her sitting there.
Was it easy for me to walk away from her? Absolutely not! I meant it when it when I told her she was the light of my life. That the feeling wasn't returned just about killed me.
I spent the afternoon at work hoping Kathy would call me and tell me she had cancelled her Friday night date, but I didn't get that call and I didn't get one that evening either nor did I get one on Thursday.
Friday I decide I wasn't going to sit home and sulk. Friday night was country/western night at the VFW and when my parents asked me if I wanted to go with them I said yes. There was a good chance I could find someone to dance with and if not I could do the line dances.
I was sitting at the table sipping my Vernors Ginger Ale and watching my parents waltz when I felt a tap on my shoulder and I turned to find Bev Abbeg standing there.
"What are you doing sitting there on your ass when I need a dance partner?"
"I didn't see you when I came in and I sure wasn't going to dance with anyone else."
"Oh you silver tonged devil you. Come on; get your butt off that chair."
We moved out onto the dance floor and got maybe one minute of waltz before it ended. The next tune was good for a two-step so we stayed out on the floor. As we danced Bev asked:
"Where is your other half?"
"Out being someone else's other half."
"Oh my; sore subject?"
"Very."
"Okay then; how about them Rockies?"
� laughed and said "It ain't that sore of a subject."
"How about we just dance?"
"Works for me."
"We finished the set and then she joined me at a table. We talked and caught up on things that had happened since the last time we had talked. I found out that her boyfriend Randy was the male counterpart of Kathy in that he wanted to date others and that Bev was the female counterpart of me in that she said "Hell no!"
We talked and danced until both sets of parents said it was time to go. I asked her out for a date on Saturday and she said yes.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I didn't have to be to work until ten so I was still at home at nine when Kathy called. She acted like last night never happened and asked me what we were going to do that night and wanted to know what time I was going to pick her up.
"Were you not listening or paying attention when I let you know how I felt about your dating others?"
"It isn't any big thing Bobby; you will get at least six dates for every one date that someone else gets. You are still my main man baby."
"I have no interest in main man status Miss Daltrey. I am an only man kind of guy. Now if you will excuse me I have to get to work" and I hung up on her.
My date with Bev was fun. Right up until I got her home. Then it got great.
"My folks went to Vegas for the weekend. Would you like to come in and show me if you remember what I taught you?"
I did and indeed I remember. Sunday morning Bev woke up to me licking her pussy which led to a romp followed by a blowjob and then another romp. After showers, separately, or we would never get out of the house, we went to the Village Inn for breakfast.
Over pancakes and bacon, she reminded me of why we broke up the first time (no spark) and said she didn't feel any different. Then she asked me if I was up for a friend with benefits relationship for a while. Kathy was history so I of course said yes. We finished our breakfast and hurried back to her place to get one more in before getting the place cleaned up and ready for her parent's homecoming.
I stopped leaving work for lunch as I didn't want to chance running into Kathy at the caf�. I did see her Saturday night when I took Bev to Skate City. Kathy was there with some guy I'd never seen before.
Maybe it was just my imagination but I thought she looked a little shocked to see me out on a date. Maybe that is why she thought she could date other guys on me � she didn't think I could get anyone else.
I saw her a few more times, but never with the same guys. I swear that the look on her face whenever she saw me with Bev was saying "Why are you doing this to me?"
++++++++++++++++++++
Then it was time to go to college. It meant the end of Bev and me because she was going to Ohio State and I was staying home in Ypsilanti and going to Eastern Michigan.
The first day brought a surprise. Kathy and I had the same majors and I ended up in three classes with her on Monday/Thursday and four together on Tuesday/Friday.
There were several other high school classmates also attending EMU, among them Nancy Wilde and Harlina Collins, both of whom I'd had a relationship with at one time. Lina was in two of my classes and Nan was in one.
The first day of class was on a Wednesday and at the end of my eleven o'clock I headed for the cafeteria to get a bite to eat and review my class schedule to see if there were any days where I could work my part-time job. My parents had given me a car for my sixteenth birthday and agreed to pay the insurance until I graduated or dropped out, but plates, gas, oil and all the other stuff was on me so I had to work.
I was laying out a schedule on paper when Kathy sat down at the table and asked:
"How have you been Bobby?"
"Pretty good Kath; how about yourself?"
"Not so good."
"What's wrong?"
"I'm missing you.".
"Why? Every time I see you you are with some guy. Where would you find the time to miss me?"
"I've been missing you ever since you broke up with me."
"Wasn't my fault Kathy. All on you."
"But it didn't have to be Bobby. I didn't want to give you up."
"All you had to do Kathy was to not date other guys."
"I explained my reasons Bobby, and I made sure to tell you that you would get the majority of my time."
"I didn't want most of your time Kathy; I wanted all of it."
"We are starting out on a new adventure for the next four years. Any chance we could have a fresh start?"
"Are you over your wanderlust?"
"I am."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes Bobby, I am."
And we were back together.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Freshman and sophomore years passed by with no troubles and at the start of our junior year I started looking into prices for engagement rings. I narrowed it down to a ring at Price Jewelers. I bought the ring after making sure that I could return it if my proposal received a no. I was told I could return it without penalty if I did it within ten days. After that there would be a restocking fee.
Wednesday, while having lunch with Kathy in the school cafeteria, I asked her what she would like to do om Friday and she told me she had a family thing she couldn't get out of so we made a date for Saturday.
Thursday my cousin Wendall called and asked me if I had anything going for Friday and when I told him no he asked me to join him for dinner as he wanted me to meet the girl he was going to ask to marry him. I told him I'd love to meet her.
Friday, I got ready to drive over to Ann Arbor and at the last minute I decided to take the ring I'd purchased to give Wendall an idea of what he was going to need.
I met him at Antoine's and he introduced me to Susan. We had a few drinks and talked before we ordered our meal. I was reading the menu when Wendall said 'Isn't that Kathy?" I looked up from the menu and saw Kathy and some guy I'd never seen before being shown to a table on the other side of the room. I put the menu down and said:
"Sorry guys, but my evening just turned to crap and I've lost my appetite. Hopefully I'm going to ruin someone else's night and then go home. I'll give you a call tomorrow and explain."
I got up and walked to Kathy's table.
"Excuse me" I said to the guy. "I thought I knew all of Kathy's family. How are you related to her?"
At the sound of my voice Kathy looked up from her menu and her face lost color as she saw me.
The guy said "I'm not, but what business is it of yours?"
"Well, I was under the impression we were exclusive and when I asked her what she would like to do tonight she told me she had a family thing she couldn't get out of so I naturally assumed you were family."
Then I turned to Kathy and took the ring box out of my pocket, opened it up and let her see the ring.
"I intended to offer this to you tomorrow. Fortunately, I was told it is returnable. Do not bother calling me. We are through!"
I turned and walked out of the restaurant. Was I bummed? Yes, but I was also relieved. Bummed because I thought she loved me; relieved because I found out what a liar she was before tying myself to her.
Saturday was a work day for me so I was up and out of the house by seven. I got off work at five and got to Price before they closed and returned the ring. All I told them was that she said no.
When I got home mom told me Kathy had called twice in the last half hour.
"You need to give her a call. The poor girl sounds desperate."
"I don't need to talk to her. We broke up last night."
"Why? You two were so good together."
"She lied to me. Twice as a matter of fact. Once when she told me she was done dating other guys and again when she lied to me about what she would be doing last night. I can't trust her and I won't waste my time on someone I can't trust."
Kathy called several times over the weekend, but I hung up each time I heard her voice. Monday at school it was harder to avoid her, but I managed. Luckily, for me anyway, Kathy had an eleven o'clock that ran until eleven fifty-five while my ten o'clock let out at ten-fifty so I was able to take my lunch in the cafeteria without having to worry about her.
Her date from Friday night stopped by the table and said "Are you happy that you fucked up my date with Kathy?"
"Are you happy that your date with Kathy ended a relationship that was going to end up in marriage?"
"I guess we both lost" he said before walking away. He was no sooner gone than Harlina Collins sat down at my table.
"How have you been Bobby?"
"Fair to midlin Lina. You?"
"Bout the same. You and Kathy done?"
"Why would you ask me that?"
"I've seen her around with the guy that just walked away so I wondered."
"The guy who just walked away is why Kathy and I are done."
"Too soon to try and get on your dance card?"
"What happened to Barry?"
"Caught him doing something he shouldn't have been doing with someone he shouldn't have been doing it with."
"You sure you want to be on my dance card? I seem to remember you telling me I no longer lit your fire."
"I was younger and a little bit stupid at the time."
"I don't know if I'm ready for another relationship right now. I still haven't come to grips with the end of my relationship with Kathy."
"That's my job. To help you get passed it; to take your mind off it."
"You will be taking on quite a chore. I've been hung up on that girl since the nineth grade and when I say hung up I really do mean that."
"I know just what you're feeling sweetie because I felt the same way about Barry, but you can get over her with help and that would be my job."
She didn't get the job done although she did give it a damned good try. The problem of course was that Kathy was always around. With the same majors we still ended up in some of the same classes or I'd see her in the cafeteria. And every time I saw her I felt "Why wasn't I enough for her? Why did she always try and get back with me only to end up wanting to date some other guy?"
I couldn't be all bad. Bev came after me and so had Harlina and Pauline. Pauline? Pauline and I had a history back in high school, but she had gone back east somewhere to go to college. Family problems of some sort had her coming back here. Harlina had family problems that caused her to drop out of school and move to Ohio.
Harlina had only been gone a week when Pauline sat down at my table in the cafeteria and said:
"Hi Bob. Where are we going on our date?"
I can be an asshole sometimes, and remembering how she broke up with me ("Sorry Bob; I just don't want to date you anymore") I said:
"How about the hotel 6 on Park Street?"
She pulled me up short when she said "Works for me. You know where I live. Pick me up at six" and she got up and walked away. She wasn't even out of sight when Kathy sat down and said:
"I just saw Pauline walk away. What did she want?"
"Me."
"You need someone who will stick with you. First Bev walked away and then Harlina. When are you going to get your head out of your ass and get back with me?"
"You just said it Kathy. I need someone who will stick with me and that ain't you. How many times have you walked away from me to date some other guy?"
"That's what you are supposed to do when you are young. Date others, learn things, satisfy your curiosities. So why can't you date me while I'm dating others?"
"Because I already know all I need to know about you so I don't need to date you anymore."
"What does that mean?"
"It means I've learned you can't be trusted so I don't need to waste any more time on you."
I looked at my watch and then said "Got to run or I'll be late for Gibson. Nice talking to you Kath. Take care" and I got up and hurried to class.
I might have behaved like an asshole when I set up the date with Paulie, but when I picked her up at six I didn't head for the motel. I asked her if she'd eaten yet and she said yes so I headed toward the Cinema Six complex. It was in the opposite direction from the motel so Paulie asked me where we were going.
"Cinema Six to see a movie and then maybe hit Harry's Shake Shack."
"I thought we were going to a motel."
"I was just being an asshole. I remembered the way you dumped me and I was just being pissy."
"But I've been looking forward to it all day."
"Seriously?"
"You bet."
I hung a U-turn and five minutes later I was in the motel office getting a room.
As we entered the room Paulie asked me if I remembered all she'd taught me back in high school and when I said I did she said "Prove it" and she shed her clothes, laid back on the bed and waited for me to do just that. I ate her to an orgasm and then it was suck and fuck, suck and fuck until I couldn't get it up any more.
As we were pulling out of the motel parking lot in the morning Paulie said "That was fun. When can we do it again?"
"It will be a couple of weeks before I can afford a motel room again."
"Don't want to wait that long. We can do it at my house and use my bed."
"Oh sure; and then your parents would kill me."
"They won't be there. My dad works afternoons so we will have the house all to ourselves."
"What about your mother?"
"Don't have one of those anymore. She ran off with some guy. That's why I had to drop out of school and come back to take care of my dad. He was pretty broke up over it."
"Tonight then?"
"My dad leaves for work at two-thirty so say around four to make sure he doesn't forget something and come back?"
"My last class today lets out at two, but I'm scheduled to work from two-thirty to six-thirty. Soonest I can be there is six forty-five."
"That will still give us four hours. To save some time I'll be naked and waiting."
And she was. Naked and ready. It was a repeat of the previous night in that she left me with barely enough strength to walk out to my car when it was time for me to go.
Pauline and I lasted until the middle of our senior year before she told me, following another exhausting night, that she was ending things with me.
"I like you Bob and I enjoy the hell out of what we do together, but there is no real spark between us. I like you Bob, I like you a lot, but there is no love there. When we first started I thought the like would turn into love, but it hasn't so I see no sense in dragging things out. Don't hate me Bob; please don't hate me. I'm just doing what is best for both of us."
She was right and I knew it. I knew there was nothing long term in our relationship, buy damn; she was a holy terror in bed and I was damned sure going to miss that.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My split from Pauline was only a week old when Kathy again caught me in the school cafeteria. She sat down at the table and said:
"I hear that you and Pauline are no longer. Any truth to it?"
"Sad, but true."



I'm here to apply for the vacancy."
"We've had this conversation before Kathy."
"I know, but things change. When we first met I knew that you were the one I was meant for, but I needed to make sure. I mean I was young so what did I really know about anything? I've dated dozens of guys over the last couple of years and what I learned is that is that I was right when I knew you were the one. It is why I keep trying to get back to you."
I sat there and listened to her and remembered how I felt when I first met her. How jealous I was of every guy I saw her with. How I still felt about her and probably always would. But dare I take a chance? Dare I trust her? Then I thought what could I lose? Some time and maybe another piece of my heart, but so what? I managed to get by after the first two times. And maybe the third time would be the charm. I sucked it up and asked:
"Doing anything tonight?"
"Nothing I can't get out of."
Six months after graduation she started talking about marriage, but I balked and she knew why so she said:
"I know why you are skittish, but I know how to prove that you don't have to worry. I'll sign a prenuptial agreement. It will state that in the case of infidelity the offending party leaves with only their clothes and whatever they had when they entered the marriage. That agreement is my promise to you that I will never be unfaithful. Okay?"
Six months after graduation we were married.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The next six years went by with no problems other than those found in most marriages and then one evening Kathy said:
"I need a favor; I need a huge favor."
"What?"
"When I left work for lunch today I ran into a guy I used to know in college and he asked me to have dinner with him tomorrow night. I would like to do it."
"Does he know you are married?"
"I guess so; he had to see the rings."
"So, in asking a married woman for a date he expects to get laid. I'm guessing he was one of your bed buddies back in the day. What is so special about him that you want to have dinner with him and end up in his bed?"
She looked me right in the eye and said "He has an eleven-inch cock that sent me to the moon."
"So why didn't you stay with him if he was so great?"
"Because that eleven-inch cock is all he had going for him."
"So what you are really asking is will I let you go out and get fucked."
She looked away from me and mumbled a "Yes."
"My answer is no. Not only no, but hell no! I will not now or ever give you permission to do something like that. I don't own you Kathy and you can do whatever you please. Just be aware of the consequences."
"I'll call him and tell him no. Seeing him wouldn't be worth losing you."
"Why in the hell did you even think I would go along with it?"
"I honestly didn't think you would, but I had to try."
"He's that good?"
"He's a jerk, but an amazing sexual experience. Just seeing him and remembering how he made me feel made me wet. I just thought that since you know I love you to pieces and would never leave you, you might, just might let me do it. Fuzzy thinking, but nothing ventured, nothing gained."
She got up and started clearing the table. Then she washed and I dried following which we watched some television before going to bed. Once in bed she reached for my cock and once she had it in her hand I asked:
"Are you sure? It is only six and a half inches."
"But it is six and a half inches attached to a hundred and eighty pounds of love."
She torn me up that night and don't think for even a second that I didn't know she was thinking of the guy with the eleven-inch cock while she did it.
Knowing the Kathy I knew before we got married, I wasn't all that surprised when I started thinking that since I said no to her doing it out in the open she might just try to sneak it by me. I might be able to tell and I might not. If it was a fat eleven inches I'd know because she would avoid making love to me until she closed up some. If it was a skinny eleven inches I more than likely would never know.
If she did do it she would need to do it during long lunches from work. She'd know damned well what I would think if she suddenly said she was working late or stopping for drinks with the people from work. She did have a girl's night out once a month, but she'd had it only a week before she hit me with her 'big dick' request so she couldn't use that as an excuse to get out of the house without sending up a huge red flag.
I was just going to have to wait and see.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Was your fun with Mr. Eleven worth what it is going to cost you?"
"What are you talking about?"
"Your meeting with your old boyfriend with the eleven-inch cock that sends you to the moon."
"I didn't see him. You wouldn't let me and I didn't dare do it behind your back."
"Well if it wasn't him who else have you been fucking?"
It was six weeks after the evening when she had asked me for 'the huge favor. I found out she'd gone and done it even though I'd made my position on the subject crystal clear.
"Are you out of your fucking mind? I did no such thing!"
"Well, since you are the only woman I've had sexual intercourse with since we got married and the doctor assured me it was impossible for me to catch it from a toilet seat the case of gonorrhea, I have had to have come from you. Ergo, you fucked Mr. Eleven Inches or someone else. No matter who you got it from you had to cheat to get it. According the pre-nuptial agreement you signed before we got married, you do remember that, don't you? Your promise to never be unfaithful? The promise that turned out to be a lie? According to that agreement you must leave the marriage with only what you brought into it. That would be your clothes, your car and the money you had at the time. That would be $362.17" and I handed her a check in that amount drawn against the new account I had set up at the bank using the money I'd taken when I closed all of our joint accounts.
She knew she was busted so she didn't even try to make excuses; she just started crying and ran to the bedroom and started to pack her clothes. I followed her to the bedroom doorway and said:
"I'm going to leave for at least two hours. Be gone when I get back" and then I left the house.
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I had no idea where she went when she left the house so I had to have her served at work. She called me and bitched at me for having embarrassed her at work and my response was:
"I doubt it was as embarrassing as having the doctor I've been seeing since I was eight years old tell me I had a socially disease and my having to tell him I got it from my wife. You do know he is required by law to notify the Tri-County Health department of all cases of social diseases, right? You should be hearing from them soon. They will want a list of all of your sexual partners so they can contact them in an effort to stop the spread of the disease."
"Fuck you" she snarled and hung up.
She fought the divorce and tried to break the pre-nup, but to no avail. All she managed to do was delay things. She did manage to get the judge to order counselling, but it did no good. He ordered ten sessions, but after four sessions the counselor notified the judge there was no hope of a reconciliation.
Despite that, Kathy kept trying to stop the divorce in the hopes I would drop it. I do have to admit I thought about it a couple of times. I did love the woman and always had and probably always would, but even though I did come close to dropping it a time or two I didn't do it.
The bottom line was that even though I would probably love her until the day I died I could not trust her. And one of the cold hard facts of life is you cannot have a working marriage if you can't trust your partner.



            From the Mouth of Babes

            He was just trying to pick out the right tie.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/from-the-mouth-of-babes

Title: From the Mouth of Babes

Author: Just Plain Bob

Category: Loving Wives

Description: He was just trying to pick out the right tie.

Tags: 




I'd guess there aren't too many marriages end by a seven-year-old watching you trying to decide which tie to wear, but that is how my marriage to Stel went to shit
++++++++++++++++++++++
I met Marion Estella Burns during my senior year in college. She wasn't a fellow student; she was a waitress at an off-campus pizza place my friends and I frequented once every two weeks or so.
George, Sam, Mike and I stopped in on Stel's second day on the job. It was pretty corny of me, but when Stel (she let us know right away that she preferred Stel to Stella or Estella) asked us for our order I said:
"A large extra pepperoni, a pitcher of Coor's Light and a date with you."
She looked down at her pad as she wrote down the order and when she was done, she looked at me and said:
"My days off are Wednesday and Thursday. Which one do you want?"
"Can't I have both?"
"I guess that will depend on how the first one goes."
The first one went very well and so did all that followed especially after the eighth which is when we made love for the first time.
Stel was a junior when she had to drop out of school because her financial support ended when her parents died in an automobile accident. I got the full story on our fifth date. I asked her if their life insurance wasn't enough to help.
"If they had any I don't know about it. Nobody ever called me about it. I know they had money in the bank, but the bank won't let me have it because my name isn't on the account so I had no legal right to it."
"Didn't you get an attorney?"
"I don't have any money for an attorney."
"Well maybe us finding each other is Fate's way of helping you. It just so happens that my Uncle Dan is an attorney and I can get a family discount."
To make a long story a bit shorter Uncle Dan not only got the bank funds released to her he found out her dad had a safe deposit box and when it was opened a life insurance policy for a hundred thousand dollars was found and it had a clause that paid double indemnity for accidental death and she was listed as a beneficiary. There were also papers that showed that both her mother and father had life insurance as part of the benefits package where they had worked. Ten thousand on her father and five thousand on her mother and both of those policies paid double for accidental death and she was listed as a secondary beneficiary.
In three weeks she went from a penniless ex-student to a young lady who had over two hundred and twenty-five thousand in the bank.
I asked Stel to marry me when I graduated and she said yes, but not until she had her own degree in hand and a job.
I had a job when I graduated. It was with a company I interned with the previous two summers so I pretty much hit the ground running when I when to work full time.
The job paid well and I had some savings, which included the ten thousand my parents gave me for a graduation present so I had enough for a down payment and I bought a house.
It was a ten-year-old four bedroom, two and a half bath ranch style with a large back yard. There was a fair- sized patio with a hot tub set off to one side.
When Stel first saw it she got pissed at me for not letting her be a part of the deal.
"With the money I have from the insurance we could have made a larger down payment and maybe even paid for it outright."
"If we were married I would have, but we aren't."
"But we are going to be."
"But not until you graduate and get a job and that's at least a year and a half away and a lot can happen during that time."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"You will be meeting new people and you might meet someone who catches your interest and you might want to see if there is anything there. When you start your job maybe someone there will catch your interest. Like I said, anything can happen in that length of time."
"You have no trust in me?"
"I have my doubts. You won't marry me until you graduate even though being married would have no impact on your being able to go to school and you won't even move in with me until then."
"I explained all of that to you."
"Yes, and I understand your reasoning, but that by itself is enough to give me doubts. Wanting the full college experience means meeting new people, trying new things and anything can happen along the way. Already has in fact. Twice in the last two weeks you've said no to a date with me because you were going to do something with some of the girls you met. It is a given that were the girls go boys are also going to go to try and meet those girls and things will sometimes happen."
"What can I do to convince you that you are the man I want?"
"That is something that you will have to figure out on your own."
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++
It wasn't long after that conversation that I asked her what she would like to do on the coming Friday and was told she had already made a date for that evening.
"But I'm free Saturday."
"Won't work. I already have a date for Saturday. Bye" and I hung up on her.
I didn't really have a date for Saturday night, but I felt good at having told her I had. What I did have going for Saturday was a barbeque. I'd invited all of my new neighbors over for a 'get to know you get together. The invitation I'd sent out said "From two until whenever" and it could run well into the evening.
Half an hour later I received a call from Stel. " I need to explain" and I interrupted her saying "I'm not interested in any explanations. You are free to do whatever you please. I do ask that you at least do not wear my engagement ring when you are dating another man. Have fun. Bye" and I hung up on her. She didn't call back.
The barbeque was a success as far as I was concerned. I got to know my neighbors and they got to know me. I was asked a couple of times why a single guy with no kids needed a four-bedroom house. I explained that I had a fiance and we expected to fill the bedrooms with kids once we were married. Then of course I was asked why she wasn't at the barbeque and I explained that she was a college student and had something to do she couldn't get out of.
Sunday Stel showed up around noon. Maybe fifteen minutes after she got there she asked me how my date went and I told her we ate and talked a lot and that is all I said. She didn't try to dig any farther, but I could tell she wanted more than I gave her. I didn't ask her about her date and I couldn't tell if she was relieved or disappointed that I didn't. The subject was dropped.
We spent the rest of the day talking about some of the things that needed to be done to the house and some of the things we wanted to do. Stel wanted to take advantage of the big back yard and put in a pool. I said it was something we could look into when we built up some money and she reminded me that she would be bringing a lot of money with her when she came into the marriage. I didn't say anything to that.
I made no move as far as making love was concerned. I left it up to her and she made no move to start things. She left at eight for her place and I didn't see her on Monday, Tuesday or Wednesday, but then I hadn't expected to. I remembered all the evenings I had to study until late or spend time after class in the library looking up stuff.
I did call her on Thursday and ask her what she'd like to do on Friday and she told me she already had a date for Friday. I told her to have fun and hung up on her. Stel didn't know it, but all those dates she went on would come home to roost sooner or later.
When I got off work on Friday I stopped with some co-workers for drinks and it was nine before I got home. When I got there Stel's car was in the driveway. When I got inside I found Stel in the bedroom hanging clothes in the closet. She turned to look at me and said:
"A while back I asked you what I needed to do to show you that you are the man I want. You told me that it was something I needed to figure out for myself. I figured the best way to show it would be to move in. That's what I'm doing."
It was a step in the right direction as far as I was concerned.
We settled into a very comfortable routine. There were times when she couldn't make it home in time for dinner because of study groups or group projects, but nothing that I also had done while still in school.
My job occasionally sent me out of town overnight and twice when I called home at night to let Stel know where I was staying and how to reach me my calls went to the answering machine at home and to voice mail when I tried her cell. When I asked her where she was on those occasions she told me she was having drinks with a couple of her girlfriends. It seemed reasonable to me. I mean why stay home alone if you could spend time with friends. I did it when I was in school so why shouldn't she be able to also.
I sometimes wondered if she might be seeing other guys, but I had plenty of friends who were single and hitting all the hot spots and I was sure they would let me know if she was out and about with guys.
And she was spoiling me rotten as far as a love life was concerned. Four and five times during the week and usually both days on the weekends.
Things went along great until the condom broke and we had to get married. Stel was four months pregnant as she walked across the stage to receive her degree. And no, Bobby was not stupid. I had a DNA check done (without Stel's knowledge) as soon as Christine was home from the hospital and she was mine. I know I've said I trusted Stel, but in the words of one of our former Presidents, "Trust, but verify."
Due to complications when Christy was born Stel would be unable to have any more children. Something that was going to have an impact on our marriage later on.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The marriage hummed along for the next five years and once Christy started school Stel found a job and went to work. I really didn't want her going to work, but, as Stel pointed out, with Christy in school and no younger children in the house for her to take care of she would go 'bat-shit crazy' with nothing to do to keep her occupied so I caved.
The first year on her job presented no problems, but then she was promoted and moved to a different department and it wasn't long after that move that I got:
"The girls I work want me to stop after work with them for drinks. It is on a Wednesday so you'll have to see to dinner for you and Christy."
What bothered me most about it at the time is there was no "Would you mind if I..." or even a "Would it be okay with you if..." I was basically flat out told she was going to do it if I liked it or not. I was smart enough not to raise a stink about it, but I was not a happy camper.
The first few weeks she was home by 6:45 and then it was 7:15 and then 8:15. It bothered me some and I bitched about it, which of course resulted in some coldness in the bedroom for a time, but I was a bit too busy to dwell on it at the time as I had just been promoted.
Fred Bascomb had died and I was moved up to fill his slot. Fred had been in charge of several projects and a lot of information on those projects had been in his head and not on paper or in his work computer and had died with him. As a result, I was scrambling to try and pull the projects together and meet the targeted deadlines.
The job also had some travel involved. Not long trips, mostly just overnight with an occasional two. I'd made twelve trips by the time it happened.
Stel usually left for work an hour or so before I did so it fell to me to get Christy off to school. I was in the bedroom and Christy was there with me. She was chattering away about all the friends in her class. I had a meeting with a new client and I wanted to dress the part of a rising executive. I was going through my ties trying to pick one that would go well with the suit I was wearing when Christy said:
"Mommy has the same problem wondering which dress to wear when she goes out on her dates."
That caught my attention and I asked "When does mommy go out on dates?"
"When you go out of town."
"Mommy goes out on dates every time I go out of town?"
"Not all the time, but most of them."
"Do mommy's date's pick her up here?"
"Sometimes."
"Does she bring them home with her?"
"Don't know cause I'm mostly in bed when she comes home."
"Who watches you when mommy goes on her dates?"
"Angie. Sometimes Katie."
The names were those of two teen-aged girls who lived in the neighborhood. I'd used both of them to babysit when I've taken Shel out for dinner and dancing. Something that I was probably never going to be doing again.
I wasn't going to confront Shel on the word of a seven-year-old. Not that I doubted what Chrissy had told me, but I was going to need solid proof. A call to a couple of detective agencies let me know that the cost of a private detective was more than I could squeeze out of my budget so I was going to have to do it myself. Although I did wonder about that decision after paying for two nights at a hotel and for a rental from Avis for two days.
I told Shel I had a two-day trip to Chicago and I packed a bag and carried it out to the car when I left for work in the morning. I left work early and was parked in the rental where I could see Stel's car. When she got off work I followed her home. I parked down the block and waited to see what would happen.
About twenty minutes after we got there Angie Larson walked up to the front door and rang the bell. The door opened and she went into the house. Ten minutes later a car pulled up in front of the house and Stel came out, got in it and it drove off with me following. The car pulled into the parking lot of the Alhambra Lounge and when they got out of the car I saw that the driver was another woman.
I wasn't prepared for that. I thought, following along behind them, that Stel was with another guy and they were probably on their way to a motel or something. I couldn't go into the lounge to see what was going on because I didn't have anything to us as a disguise. All I could do was sit and wait until she came out and I could see what she did. That turned out to be a bust. She came out with the other woman at nine-thirty and went home. I went on back to the hotel and tried to make sense out of what I'd just seen.
The next day on my lunch hour I did some shopping. I bought a wig and a fake beard from a specialty shop. I bought a pair of horn rimmed sun glasses and punched the lenses out. That evening I was again in position to follow Stel when she got off work. She again drove home, Angie showed up, but this time Stel came out got in her car and headed out. I followed her to the Meadows subdivision and she pulled up in front of a house, a woman came out, got in the car and they drove off. It wasn't the same woman Stel had been with the previous night.
Again, they ended up at the Alhambra. I gave them five minutes to get inside and get situated and then I put on my disguise and went inside. I knew the Alhambra and I knew the bar area was dimly lit as opposed to the area around bandstand and dance floor. My disguise was cheesy and I was counting on the dimly lit bar to make it work. If Stel did see me and recognize me and wanted to know what I was up to I'd just tell her the truth.
I know, I know, if I was willing to do that why hadn't I just confronted her? And tell her I thought she was cheating on me? Based on what a seven-year-old had told me? It would change our relationship in ways I couldn't even imagine. No proof? Just a seven-year old's comment? No thanks! If there was to be a confrontation it would only be if I had solid proof.
I took a seat at the far end of the bar which put me as far from the dance floor as I could get and still see the dance area. Stel and the woman she had picked up were sitting at a table (actually two tables slid together) with four other women. At a quarter to seven the band came in and set up and at seven they started to play. Men started approaching the table and asking the ladies to dance and the ladies got and went out onto the floor.
Stel never danced with any one man in particular and all her dances were clean and above board. There was no groping although one guys hand did slowly slide down to her ass, but she shut that down. She walked away from him and left him standing out in the middle of the dance floor.
About ten to nine the ladies began gathering their purses up to leave so I got up and went out to my rental. Stel and her woman friend came out, got in Stel''s car and they pulled out of the lot. I followed along behind as Stel drove the woman home, dropped her off and headed back to our house. As I sat in my rental I called myself a dumb shit for ever doubting my wife. She wasn't cheating; it was simply a girl's night out.
But I was just a tad curious so one evening I told Stel about what Chrissy had said to me. It makes me curious. You dress up to go out on dates and sometimes you get picked up here at home by someone. Anything I need to be concerned about?"
"Not really. I take advantage of your being gone to get together with the girls I work with."
"What about the guy who picks you up?"
No guy picks me up. It is one of the girls. We have a set rotation for designated drivers."
That explained what I'd seen, but I was back to thinking bad thoughts again. When I mentioned the word "dates" Stel's face lost color. Now why would that happen? My thoughts? Okay, if she wasn't doing it on her nights out she must be doing it some other time and the only time I couldn't account for was her work hours. That led me to long lunch hours.
Two days later I was again in a rental parked where I could see Stel's car in her company's parking lot. I got there a half hour before her normal lunch period. I knew her normal lunch period because I'd taken her to lunch several times. It was good I got there early because instead of noon she came out at eleven forty-five.
She got in her car and pulled out of the lot and headed west towards motel row. As I travelled along behind her I was asking myself why she was cheating on me. What had I done (or not done) to cause it. My musings were cut short when her left turn signal came on. A quick look to the left showed the Best Western. Stel turned left, but instead of turning left into the motel parking lot she turned right she turned right to the Village Inn which shared the entrance drive with the Best Western. I sat in my car and watched the entrance to the restaurant until Stel came out and then I followed her back to work. As she was walking into the building, I was cursing myself for being a stupid suspicious fool. I stuck around to see if she left work early, but she came out at her regular quitting time and drove straight home.
But I'd taken the rental for three days so more to punish myself more than anything else I sat outside her place of work in the rental, bored to tears, for the next two days. She never left the building at lunch time and she never left early.
I turned the rental in and hurried home. When I got there Stel was fixing dinner. After eating I played with Chrissy until her bedtime and then Stel and I sat cuddled up to each other on the couch watching TV until our bedtime. When I came out of the bath room I found a naked Stel on the bed with her legs spread wide and a smile on her face. I asked myself how in the world could I have ever doubted this woman.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The months slid by, but there is this thing called human nature and it affects all of us in one way or another. In my case Chrissy had planted suspicion in my mind and it would not go away. Maybe it wouldn't have taken root in my mind, but in one of the compartments of my brain there was the way Stel had behaved before we got married. That and what Chrissy had told me combined and was growing. I was always looking for signs that would show Stel was cheating on me, but I never saw anything.



It was a two-day trip and I wasn't due home until Friday evening, but we finished our business by Thursday evening. I was able to catch an early morning flight on Friday and I was home early enough that I decided to swing by and take Stel out to lunch.
I didn't see Stel's car in the parking lot so I went inside and asked the receptionist to page Stel. Imagine my surprise when I was told that Stel didn't work on Fridays and that she had gone to a four-day work week about six months prior. I left wondering what Stel was doing on those work free Fridays that I'd known nothing about.
I kept my cool and pretended to be fat, dumb and happy (I was not fat nor happy, but the dumb sure fit) and kept things normal, but the following Friday found me again in a rental parked just down the street from our house.
Stel came out a little after nine and I followed her to 1496 Windsong Drive. I recognized the place. I'd been there a half dozen times for barbeques and parties. It belonged to Harvey Forbes. Harvey owned the business where Stel worked. Harv was not her boss. Her boss was Dave Wisner. Dave was three or four layers down from Harvey in the management hierarchy.
She came out of the house at four-thirty and I followed her to a King Soopers where I assumed she was going to buy what she was going to fix for supper that evening. She didn't have enough time to do much else and beat me home so I gave up the chase, turned in the rental and then went to Bud's Bar to have a beer before going home at my regular time.
After dinner we parked Chrissy in front of the TV to watch Dora the Explorer while we did the dishes. I washed and Stel dried. As I handed her a plate I asked:
"How long and why?"
"What?"
"How long and why?"
"How long and why what?
"How long have you been cheating on me with Harvey Forbes and why?"
"Are you out of your fucking mind?"
"Spare me the outrage, okay? I got back early last Friday and stopped by to take you out to lunch only to find out you don't work Fridays anymore. Something you neglected to let me know. Naturally I was curious to see what you did on your freed-up Fridays so I followed you to Harvey's place this morning and sat outside and watched the place until you left at four-thirty. So, back to my question; how long and why?"
She stood there with the dish in her hand and looked down at the sink for several seconds and then said:
"Seven months and because I wanted to."
"You wanted to?"
"I wanted some excitement in my life. Before I met you I'd had a dozen boyfriends. Even after getting with you I had a fling or two. I liked making love with different guys. Every one was different. Different sizes, shapes, different ways of making love. Then we got married and over the years I stayed true to you. I saw and met plenty of guys who made me wonder what they would be like in bed, but all I did was look and wonder.
It was my company Christmas party. You told me to enjoy myself and you would be the designated driver for the night. By two-thirds of the way through the party I had a pretty good buzz going. I went to the restroom and when I came out Harvey was just coming out of the men's room and he saw me and told me I was looking pretty good that night and then he said if I wasn't married he'd throw me over his shoulder and carry me back to his cave. I knew he was just being flirty and I think I surprised him when I said not to let my being married stop him.
"He didn't say a word, just offered me his hand, I took it and he led me down the hall to an empty office. He fucked me on the desk and when it was over he said he wanted more than a quickie and I told him to let me know where and when. He told me he'd get back to me on it and then we went back to the party.
"I felt so wicked and nasty that I damned near killed you when we got home. I got five times out of you that night. The most ever and I still wanted more. I couldn't leave you alone that week end. You actually pushed me away on Sunday. Remember?"
I did and I had wondered what had come over her. She went on with her story.
"Monday Harv asked me to come into his office and asked me if I'd meant it when I told when and where. To be honest, I'd not meant it. It was just something I said in the heat of the moment, but standing in front of his desk and seeing the look of desire on his face did something to me and I told him I'd meant it. He told me to lock the door and then he fucked me on his desk.
"After, he asked me to take one of the new four-day positions that were opening up so that we could have a full day together."
She sighed and said "It was fun while it lasted."
"You sound like you are going to give up on old Harv."
"I'll have to now that you know."
"Why?"
"Why what?"
"Why would you quit just because I know?"
"What? You'd let me have my Friday with Harv?"
"I wouldn't be letting you do anything. It is your choice as far as who you fuck. It doesn't matter to me at all."
"Oh, wow. I never expected this. If anyone would have told me you wouldn't mind my seeing other men, I'd have laughed at them. You really wouldn't mind?"
"Why should I mind? It's your body, not mine. I can't tell you what you can or can't do with it. What I can tell you is that since you have seen fit to give it to someone else I don't want it anymore."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Just that. When you said I do you committed yourself to me exclusively. Your gift of yourself to Mr. Forbes means you are no longer exclusively mine and where my wife is concerned there isn't a sharing bone in my body. You are no longer mine. You are Harvey's now. Or whoever else you decide to give yourself to. When we finish the dishes I'll move my things into the guest bedroom."
"Why? What I did hasn't hurt us any. I give you so much there are times you push me away. I still love you to pieces. My having a little recreational sex on the side hasn't lessened my affection for you at all."
"Maybe not, but it sure has lessened mine for you."
"That hurts. I think you are over reacting."
"I'm not longer interested in what you think. I'm going with facts, not thoughts. Fact one is you cheated on me and I found out. Fact two is that I cannot be in a relationship with someone I can't trust and by cheating on me you have proven I can'' trust you. Fact three is the divorce laws in this state are anti-men so if I go for a divorce I'd end up penniless and living in a tent out in the woods somewhere and only get limited visitation.
"That set of circumstances is not acceptable to me so there will be no divorce. Instead, I will move all my things into the guest bedroom and life in this household will continue as before with the exception that there will be no sexual relationship between you and I. Your sexual needs can be taken care of by Mr. Forbes."
And with all that said I left her in the kitchen and went and started my move into the guest bedroom.
Maybe five minutes later she came and stood in the hall and silently watched me. After a bit she said:
"What can I do to change your mind? I love you and you know I do. I don'' want this. I need you in my bed so I can make love with you."
"What can you do? Go back in time before you took up with Forbes and not do it."
"Damn it Bob! Can't you get it through your head that I want you and not Forbes? I love you and I make love to you half a dozen times a week. Don't do this to me!"
"Because you love me? Or maybe it is just guilt sex to make you feel less guilty over stabbing me in the back."
"Don't give me that shit! Long before Harvey I was after you so often to make love that there were times you actually pushed me away."
"That was then; this is now."
"Okay then; how about I play dirty?"
"What?"
"There is no way I can sleep across the hall from you and not want to kick your door down and jump your bones so I'll need to move out. And if I do that I might as well be the one to go for a divorce."
"On what grounds?"
"I don't need grounds. This state is no fault. You know what will happen; you just said it yourself. You'll be living in a tent somewhere and maybe seeing Chrissy once a month or so. The courts will give you visitation, but you will have to contact me to make arrangements and there will no doubt be times I will be hard to get in touch with.
"On the plus side you will only have to pay alimony until I remarry and I'm sure Harvey will jump at the chance to put a ring on my finger. He has always wanted kids, but he can't have any because he is sterile. He has always been envious of us having Chrissy. I think he would make an excellent step-father for Chrissy."
"You wouldn't!"
"You want to bet? I'll make it easy on you. You don't have to move back into our bedroom. All you have to do is come across the hall and take care of business at least five times a week and your first trip needs to be tonight. As a bonus I'll stop seeing Harvey. I'll leave the light on for you she said as she headed for the living room.
She had me and she knew it. I knew her too well. When she got her back up over something nothing could stop her from charging full speed ahead. For me it was a case of Damned if you do; damned if you don't and all because of a bug planted in my ear by a seven-year-old.
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